
            The battlefield changes depending on the advancement of technology.

And the trend of technology here is the mass production of low-cost soldiers.

Preparations needed to create a soldier called a soul soldier.

300g of meat of any type

4 pieces of bone, 100g of bone meal

A pinch of salt in 2L of water

While boiling over medium heat, sing a song to attract the spirits of those around you.

When it turns into a lump, take it out, place it in a coffin, and let it age for a day.

Then the next day, voila! And a soldier with the appearance of an adult is created. All you have to do is dress the dead soldier in the appropriate equipment and send him to the battlefield.

It takes one wizard about an hour to take out the meat, work with it, and place it in the coffin, and a soldier completed in this way becomes a good shield.

The cost and process up to this point are supervised by the government, so taxes are excluded. Since it is a wartime situation and wizards are conscripted, 1 silver is enough to complete the process.

Material cost of about 1 silver. 1 hour of working time. Equipment for one person.

And one person's soul.

This is a 1-cost soldier called a soul bottle.

The people here are weak. Compared to other races, they have less magical talent, it is not easy to pour magic power into weapons, and the number of gods who lend their power to human hands is also small.

Therefore, it is said that they, who were pushed and pushed by other races to the last land, touched the taboo of creating humans, saying it was their last way to survive.

They are surviving by capturing and recycling souls that need to be returned to their proper places because they have died, and quickly filling up empty spaces on the battlefield.

A soldier who continues to respawn even after death.

Slightly different from the Necromancer's, these are healthy shields that charge by continuously filling their new cheap bodies with souls.

It is said that the kingdom narrowly avoided annihilation after developing this system called soul disease.

It's not impossible to imagine what the desperation must have been like for the people here.

“But it’s not like this, fuck.”

However, these bastards lack a conscience compared to their desperation, so they do not feel the slightest guilt about attracting souls in moderation.

There is a famous phrase that says to do your own work, but I guess these guys didn't want others to sacrifice for their work.

“They pack up the poop and then why do they call us and tell us to clean it up?”

Or perhaps they were just a little desperate, but in any case, instead of willingly choosing to become such soldiers, the people who live here chose to kidnap other people's souls from other worlds.

It is said that wizards used large-scale summoning techniques to summon spirits, but this is not a summoning technique, but an indiscriminate terrorist attack on another world.

The moment I left my part-time job at a convenience store, I thought something like lightning would fall from the sky, but then I died and came back to this body.

After that, he continued to die for five years.

Others are much the same. Everyone says that he was brought back after a lightning strike killed him.

To these terrorists, the souls they have kidnapped and the labor of these basic seolleongtang soldiers who make it for only 1 cost are very valuable.

It is safe to say that it forms the basis of labor for people pushed to their limits.

“Ah! Pissed off!!!”

“Well, refrain from being negligent with your black hair.”

Suddenly, I felt feverish, so I put down the ax I was using to chop down the tree and tried to straighten my back, but in that moment, I was caught.

“Well, I'm just stretching my back for a moment, so just go...”

“... Hmph!”

I was angry for a moment, but swearing didn't bring much good, so I barely held it in.

The person who shot me was a newly appointed noble officer in charge of overseeing the lumber yard.

He seems to have noticed the word I was trying to complete, but he pretends not to notice and passes by.

'There's nothing to be gained by fighting against a spirit soldier.'

It was probably a deliberate move to attract the attention of the fat commander who had just arrived from the distant capital, but he had chosen the wrong person.

That first-time officer may have just been commissioned, but I've been dealing with guys like that for five years.

I try to control even straightening my back for a moment.

The most annoying thing is that we do not have human rights.

Those of us brought in as souls are used day by day as labor or go to battle and stand as the vanguard before dying.

Even if you try to resist, the moment you try to disobey an order because of the three-layered emblem engraved on your neck, you will get a terrible feeling, ranging from a feeling of being pricked by a needle to a feeling of bugs crawling inside your head.

Still, orders using sentences are prohibited unless they are military orders, and today is a fortunate day because all we have to do is cut down trees at a logging site.

You won't know until it's over, though.

After that, after 20 more minutes of axing, the morning work time was successfully completed.

As soon as it was meal time, my sister came with her gray, sweat-soaked hair pulled back into a ponytail.

“Now you can finally get some rest, Lee Rim.”

“If you work 5 hours in the morning and don't rest even during meal times, that's just human bastards, right?”

It's Master. My best job was as a convenience store employee, but in this world, as soon as I woke up, I started fighting mercilessly as a soldier. In modern times, I only held a kitchen knife, but there is no way I would have ever formally learned how to use a sword.

So, I was always searching around, and there was a pretty older sister who was good at using a sword, so I followed her around and fought with her every day to get the best of me, so she seemed to like me and made me her disciple.

'Thanks to you, my knife skills have improved considerably.'

Of course, learning swordsmanship from the corner of your eye doesn't mean you won't die, but at least because you have a connection with your teacher, the chances of you standing around and turning into a piece of meat are much less likely.

As soon as something happens, the revived people are drafted to join the front line, so they often break up.

Still, we have become close friends and I am happy every time we meet.

“More than that, Master, how many days has it been this time?”

“This time we are going for quite a long time. As of today, I've been alive for exactly two weeks. It looks like the war situation has improved a lot.”

“I’m jealous. I broke my head in the mine yesterday, so I'm starting again this morning.”

“If it’s a mine, I remember it too. Did the guys with the dog heads from before come out?”

“It’s a golem.”

“Like that.”

With a sigh, the golem, which is still a lump of stone, can't help it, and the Master begins to break the hard bread into small pieces.

We sit on the stump with a piece of bread and a bowl of chilled soup and share our latest news since we haven't seen each other in a while.

The body of the soul bottle, which took an hour to make, is stronger than expected considering the time spent.

Even if a normal person receives a wound that would kill him instantly, he does not die easily.

Perhaps because it was created with the assumption that it would be a mass-produced soldier that would be pushed into battle in the first place, it has good muscular strength, allowing it to exert more than two to three times the strength of ordinary human soldiers, while still being active for a long time while eating little.

However, we are stronger than the average soldier, but in this world there is a concept of magical power, so no matter how strong we are, we are not even at the tip of the knights.

What we are dealing with are stronger than the knight, so we are also the meat shield that holds them back.

We are valuable as an inexhaustible human resource that can be revived and pushed into the battlefield.

Maybe that's why they only give small portions of food, like the food in this bowl, to those who will die soon.

“But it’s really too much. Isn't it too much to eat two pieces of real meat just because you can eat a little?”

“That's probably because everyone avoids our Lee Rim because he has a very rough personality.”

“Me? All I can do is adapt to the other person and treat them the same way, right?”

My style is always to suit the other person. If you behave like a dog, you will treat me like a dog, and if you treat me well, I will treat you equally well.

No matter how much I think about it, I don't understand why everyone avoids me even though I didn't do anything wrong.

“That's the point. Look. Isn’t there more in my bowl?”

As Master said, there were 5 pieces of real meat in his bowl.

'Could it be that the guy who eats food has met me before?'

When I turned around and saw the soldier serving food, I hurriedly averted my gaze. It seems to be correct.

“Now, I don’t mind eating less, so eat more.”

Master suddenly said that and gave me 2 pieces of meat and a little more soup. I really like it because of this affection.

When I die, I come back and live the same life again for the next 5 years. If I hadn't become close to my real teacher, I would have gone crazy a long time ago from loneliness.

“Our teacher gives generously. I love you.”

“I feel like I'm being lured into something to eat, so I'm not very happy. Come to think of it, I think they said a new supply officer was coming this time.”

“Oh, that’s right.”

There was a personnel change recently.

It is said that the fat commander whom I briefly saw from afar earlier is also new, and several new officers have also arrived.

“He said that as soon as he came in, he asked if there was a soul disease with black hair at the resuscitation center, as if he knew you. Since they're new, there's probably a shortage of workers, and it looks like they're probably trying to hire someone as a lieutenant.”

I'm the only one with black hair around here.

“Hmm... Among the officers I know, there is no one who knows my personality and would bother to abuse me, right?”

Besides, he's probably a new officer, so there's no way he'll have any contact with me.

'Anyway, he's a lieutenant... It's a pretty good story.'

It's not just people who suffer from mental illness every day.

A spirit soldier who is good at being friendly and has formed a network may ask a noble noble who is close to him to become that noble's lieutenant.

In particular, the more authoritative nobles are, the more accustomed they are to using servants and other people as their hands and feet, so they often select soul soldiers to use.

Normally, everyone prefers spirit soldiers over human soldiers because they do not betray due to coercive orders and serve as meat shields in times of emergency.

The work that soul soldiers are asked to do varies from noble to noble, but in general, they are given orders to do paperwork or run errands on their behalf.

In most cases, these are better things than dying.

“I’ll visit you when I get back from work today.”

“If I die, I can come back quickly without having to work, so will you help me?”

“No.”

The teacher was laughing as if he had said something interesting. It's a joke, but as someone who has died so many times, I don't want to die again for that reason.

'Sometimes, I feel like I'm showing psychotic tendencies.'

In fact, Master may also be going crazy because of this environment of constant death and resurrection. Or maybe it's his original personality.

'I'm glad I'm a normal person.'

“You said that last time too, so something suddenly came out. Please don’t say things like that.”

“Take the bears! The bears have arrived!”

The moment I said those words, I heard the guards shouting.

“Oh shit.”

“... It's a coincidence. A coincidence. I didn't do it.”

It seems that our teacher may have the ability to manifest foreshadowing.

At the sound of the sound coming from the outermost part of the temporary logging site, everyone hurriedly gathered up the scraps of iron armor and weapons that they had taken off due to the heat.

“The soul soldiers block the retreat, and the remaining soldiers hurry to move the materials!”

'You bastards.'

The noble officer who was yelling at me earlier is quickly getting ready to jump.

The ordinary soldiers quickly gathered up the wood, and the officers and commanders had already fled on horseback.

Confirming the situation, the officer looks at us again and gives orders. Then he takes out a brooch from his pocket, holds it high, and shouts.

“You risk your lives here to exterminate the beasts!”

Along with the command, a blue light emerges from the emblem on the neck of all spirit soldiers.

That brooch is an artifact made by magic. It is also an artifact that controls soul disease.

The brooches given to nobles have magic engraved on them that imprints orders on us, but if you tell us to search with these, you really have to search against our will.

Once you use that, you can never go back unless you kill everything in sight.

And it also means that the officer who gave that order becomes the enemy of all of us from today onwards.

In response to orders already given, he had no choice but to take up arms and guard the inside of the forest like other spirit soldiers.

Wait a minute

“Hey, what is that!”

I wondered if the guy next to me was shouting like that, then javelins began to be fired through the trees.

'Didn't you say bear?'

Thinking that the warning had gone wrong, I looked ahead and saw bears standing upright on two legs, shooting with javelins attached to their bows.

“The bear cubs are holding bows!”

“Who came up with such a crazy idea!”

Starting with someone screaming, everyone started taking cover between the trees.

This world really seems crazy.

What in the world is a bear carrying a bow and shooting arrows as thick as a javelin?

In this world, you only see things that are really hard to see.

So, every time you die, you are usually struck and killed in a new way.

I thought it would be better if I hid behind a tree, but it wasn't.

A few arrows seem to be stuck in the tree, but after a while, an arrow suddenly passes through the head and destroys the tree.

The tip of the arrow looked like an axe, and it seemed like it was made with the intention of destroying the tree and killing it.

By the way, they are all arrows, not just spears, perhaps because they are tailored to the size of the bear.

Spirituals always have to fight against this.

Ordinary soldiers are always there if there is a need to cause great damage or if human resources will be sacrificed in some way.

“What are they doing! Hurry up and kill them all!”

At the same time that the ordinary soldiers set off on their wagons loaded with wood, the noble officer gives the final command and begins to run away.

“Just run away again!”

“Think before you speak!”

“You bastards!”

The crest on the neck began to glow again and we forced our bodies out of the tree and began to charge.

An ineffective command given hastily and without thinking.

'Charge and kill them all.'

Because of these words, we have no choice but to move forward unconditionally.

You must rush towards the heavy rain of arrows pouring down.

He can't even take cover and dodges arrows longer than his forearms.

Even if you are lucky enough to avoid them, what awaits you is a huge bear. It is a trembling animal whose head can be blown off and bones crushed with a single claw hit.

However, if you do not follow the orders until the end, you will feel even greater pain and your head will feel like it is on fire.

If you die no matter what method you choose, you have no choice but to choose a method that will allow you to survive at least a little.

“Follow right back. Let's survive.”

Master jumps out in front of me like always.

I have no choice but to run together.

The distance from the bears narrowed in an instant, and I strengthened the hand holding the sword.

        
            I think the sword given out as standard was called Estark.

It is better to fight by stabbing rather than cutting with a sword slightly longer than the length of the leg.

It doesn't break easily and the body of the spirit bottle has good strength, so if you use a little strength, it can fit into most places.

As long as you avoid the bones, it's enough to stab a bear to death.

When they get close to the bears, they seem to be ordinary bears other than knowing how to shoot a bow, so they give up the bow and fight by swinging their front paws.

“Do not destroy the formation, but deal with it as a group of 3! If it sticks, nothing happens!”

I don't know if he has ever handled subordinates before, but everyone moves calmly thanks to the advice of someone with good leadership skills.

Every time I swing my claws, the sound of the wind blowing makes my skin goosebumps. However, as soon as the two spirit soldiers stabbed his back feet with their swords and pinned him to the tree, another one ran up and stabbed his sword into his heart.

Kuwok!

The bear screams and dies. This is happening everywhere.

“I’ll try all these things because it’s like a real mental illness.”

High physical ability can be considered an advantage for soul patients along with resurrection.

In modern times, normal people would have immediately pretended to be dead or run away like crazy, but the body of a spirit soldier is no match for a bear in terms of strength or speed.

The reason we were surprised was because we were surprised. If you keep your wits about you, enemies like this are easy.

'now!'

Deeply-

After paying attention to the bear, I went under the bear, pierced the top of the bear's foot with an asterisk, drove it into the ground, and escaped. Leave the rest to others and look back.

Wow!

With a loud roar, the bear the teacher was fighting fell down.

Soon, the teacher lightly held the esterk in one hand and quickly stabbed the bear's eyes, then stabbed the bear from below the neck, without moving his body.

“Master, you’re awesome! There are already 6!”

“I thought there would be something close enough to shoot a bow, but I guess that’s not the case.”

Surprisingly, it seems like it will end soon, so I think I will be able to go home alive today.

Although it is annoying to have to drag the whole carriage and walk back.

“But isn’t a bear a pet of elves? For some reason I only see bears today.”

“Don’t say that. It's good if you can't see it. Let’s not call the elves and just go back right away.”

'If you meet an elf, you should just assume that he is dead.'

Piyuuung-

The moment I think that, suddenly various bullet-like things of light start flying between the trees.

The various and beautiful lights that decorate the sky fly towards us at almost the same speed as bullets.

A bullet made by magic.

These are very small arrows with basic properties.

The problem is that it is the type that has been hit quite a lot, and if it gets hit, it goes through everything, including armor.

Humans with long ears pop out from between the trees along with tracer-like magic.

“... They are elves.”

“Oh really, why is Iljin like this today?”

“It’s not my fault?”

“Anyway, yes. I guess so.”

I'm angry, but I can't blame anyone for this. Since they were logging in a hostile area, it was bound to happen someday.

Just when I thought most of the bears had been defeated, the elves came out. When I saw him holding a sword, I honestly thought he was wrong.

In the first place, bears are like pet dogs raised by elves, and this is the real enemy.

I occasionally learned practical swordsmanship from my teacher, so I think I am good at swordsmanship against people, but elves who hold swords are children who have been sharpening swords for hundreds of years.

As soon as those elves came out with their swords, the situation changed. Some people die instantly, while others survive for quite some time. Me and Master are still okay.

Kakang! Kang! Kang!

An incredibly fierce attack.

A cold sweat starts to appear in an instant as the pointed sword is aimed precisely at the neck and heart.

The elf wearing the hood attached to me also seems to know how to use a sword, and the next blade continues to fly before the metal sound of the sword disappears.

Whoosh-

I'm trying to block it by making the most of my experience and sense over the past 5 years, but I'm not sure how long I can do it because I'm mostly blocking it based on my senses.

'In the first place, if elves were to appear, it would be worthwhile to have wizards and knights appear.'

I accepted the sword with that thought in mind, but eventually reached my limit.

The moment a knife flies into my face and I think this is the end.

“Wow, you had black hair! See you again?”

Suddenly the blade stops and a bright voice is heard from inside the hood.

“Over there, over there! I don’t know if you remember me, but you came last time and fought with me!”

“Oh, I’m glad to see this. It looks like you have a spherical face. Then, can you please spare me?”

I don't know who it is, but I'll just pretend to be friendly. I remember the last time I fought an elf was at least a year ago, so I wonder if he's talking about that time.

I didn't expect anyone here to know my face.

'I'm speaking more favorably than I thought. If I do a good job, won't they let me go?'

“I thought it would look pretty because I made clothes using your black hair. It’s like a black waterfall. Just touching it makes me feel really good.”

“This is crazy.”

Unfortunately, he was not a normal person, but a hair-loving psycho elf.

It gave me goosebumps to think that my hair had become a material for other people's clothes without my knowledge and that someone was wearing it.

“But it was a bit short so I couldn’t complete it. You're the only one with black hair of the same color. Hmm... Even if I take it this time, it still won't be enough.”

“Then my goal is the same hair anyway, so I'll cut it, so can you take a look?”

“Didn’t they say that soul disease will be resurrected even after death? There’s no need to beg like that, right?”

The elf looks at me quizzically.

“No, of course I hate it because it is resurrection and death, and the process of dying before that is painful.”

If you get cut with a paper it hurts, but if you get stabbed with a knife it hurts like crazy. And no matter how much you experience such pain, you can never get used to it. At least that's how I am. So it’s natural to want to avoid it.

“Oh, is that so? Still, I guess it still has its merits...”

'Damn the advantages.'

The only person who enjoys and delights in pain is a pervert.

The elf mumbled and began to worry.

'If you just look at me from here, I can run away right away. 'Please!'

In the first place, the noble ordered all ‘animals’ to be killed.

Although elves are a different race, they are treated as intelligent beings, so they do not fall under the order of being beasts. Now that all the bears have been killed, you can get rid of them without having to fight.

“Then let’s make a contract!”

“Yes? A contract?”

huh! Then the elf suddenly came up to me, grabbed my clothes, and dragged me into the grass out of sight of the other elves.

Already, almost all of the other soul soldiers had fallen and other elves were gradually flocking around.

By the way, the pulling force is really strong. How did I survive this sword?

“Anyway, it’s not pretty if you keep multiple strands short, so I’ll save you when I meet you next time I grow my hair out!”

“Can’t you just send it to me now?”

“There is so much snow right now that I am in trouble. From next time, I will save you for sure! Are you going to do it or not?”

The elf holding my sword to his throat while doing this. It's a choice, but if you die no matter what you choose, there's no reason to trade, right?

If you're going to lose money by dying anyway, it would be a good idea to at least make a promise to live one more time next time.

Even if you die, you'll be resurrected, but I don't think you'll be able to beat it the next time you meet. In that case, wouldn't it be better to just give it your hair?

“Then next time, you will really look after any situation?”

then! The elf answered brightly.

In this situation, the smile shown under the hood seemed trustworthy, even though it felt a little psychotic.

“My name is Aila. What about you?”

“It's called Lee Rim...”

To be exact, he is Kim I-rip, but it is difficult to pronounce, so everyone calls him Irim. So, I also call myself Lee Rim here.

“Okay Lee Rim! Until next time we meet, or if it's that long, I'll come find you! Instead, I promise not to kill you again from now on!”

As the elf said that, he took off the jewel from the brooch on his shoulder above the emblem on my neck, and when he recited an incomprehensible spell, the brooch glowed and disappeared.

"Now! The contract is over!"

“Well then...”

“Yes! I have to die!”

'It's too much.'

I have no choice but to make up my mind.

And although I received a promise that I would be saved in some way next time, I thought that if possible, I would have to cut him off if he went to the elf forest.

It's so sad to die, but I never want to go back to a place where there's a crazy elf who even rips off my hair.

It's not like I want to, though.

‘But did you say you were going to visit me? I don't know why, but the elves never come to where we live anymore.'

“Then goodbye!”

“... Damn.”

While I was thinking that, I saw a knife flying in front of my eyes.

Suddenly-

The workmanship was much better than I expected, so it ended without any pain. Maybe it was a blade that reflected what I said earlier about not wanting to be in pain.

'I don't want to die anymore.'

My first goal in this world that I haven't achieved yet in 5 years.

First, survive as long as possible without dying.

However, I still barely exceeded the maximum survival time of a week, let alone two weeks.

'What a shitty world.'

In an environment like this, it is very difficult to achieve even such simple things. But if you give up, this routine will just repeat itself.

so

'When I wake up, I will go to the supply officer that Master talked about and ask him to use me as his adjutant.'

        
            The feeling of coming back to life is the worst.

I've never been beaten, but I think this is what it feels like to wake up the next day after someone hit you on the head with a glass bottle the day before.

I can't take care of myself properly for 10 minutes after waking up. They say it's because the soul is re-establishing itself in a new body, but usually someone helps at this time.

“Are you out of your mind?”

The person assisting you keeps asking about your consciousness and dressing you. I once saw it from the side, and the sight of it being taken out of a coffin-like wooden box and dressed in clothes seemed to overlap with the process of burying a corpse and putting on a shroud that I had seen before.

When the priestess took me out of the box while I was in a dazed state, I blushed for a moment, probably because she looked directly at me in my naked state. Then, she seemed to have composed herself again and continued to do her job in silence.

“Do you have any water?”

“I’ll bring it to you right away.”

When I come to my senses, I am always extremely thirsty. In general, people who do this kind of work are volunteers from the church, so they are treated kindly.

Even though it's only the people who volunteer and the people above are all corrupt.

“Please eat here.”

“Thank you.”

Jump-clump-

I soon came to my senses after drinking the bowl of water the priestess had brought me.

“Whew... Ah. Have you seen the new supply officer?”

“Yes? ah. Now that I think about it, you have black hair. He told me to come and check on him once a day and to send it to him right away if anything happens.”

'once a day? 'I was resurrected, went to the combat zone, escaped, and went straight to the logging site, so I waited for 5 more days.'

Normally, if you were an officer who was in a hurry, it would be easy to hire someone else, but the fact that he came every day and asked about me shows that he definitely knows who I am and points me out.

'I think things will turn out easier than I thought.'

“Then we should go right away.”

“Oh, are you okay already?”

It's really nice to see the priestess showing concern. Kindness makes people smile.

'Now that I think about it, it's not a lady I see often, but someone I'm seeing for the first time.'

Since we die often anyway and come to this place where we are resuscitated, there is nothing wrong with knowing each other's names. Because the world revolves around personal connections.

“Now that I think about it, this is your first time meeting me. When did you come?”

“Ah! My name is Rinai, and I have recently come to work as a resuscitation center at the church. Thank you very much.”

“Oh, you see. My name is Lee Lim. I’ll see you often.”

We exchanged brief greetings, so I guess I should head on over. You don't want to show up late, change your mind, and say there's no room for someone else.

'This is first come, first served.'

-------------------------------

“They’re holding you back so badly.”

While on the way from the resuscitation center to the supply depot, I was stopped by soldiers twice, and the difference between whether or not my identity was confirmed by an officer was this big.

Even though I know it's a mental illness, if I'm walking alone, I control everything, like what I'm doing and where I'm going.

This may be true since they are soldiers, but even though they are soldiers, they are treated particularly poorly against soul soldiers.

I couldn't bear to be caught any longer, so I walked quickly and finally arrived at the supply station.

“Is there a supply officer by any chance?”

I lifted up the tent that had “Supply” written on it at the entrance of the wooden building and went in, but there seemed to be no one there.

bang! bang! bang! bang!

I guess I was a little confused, but I heard the sound of metal hitting from the back of the building, so I turned around and saw a woman wearing a helmet with a glass visor and an officer's uniform, straightening her dented breast armor by pounding it on an anvil.

Although he is tapping vigorously, to someone who doesn't know him, it looks like he is actually crushing the equipment.

Still, after watching for a while, I saw that the armor was gradually coming back into shape, so it was true that it was doing its job properly.

I waited until one of the armors was completely repaired before speaking.

“Are you a supply officer by any chance?”

When I asked that question, the woman seemed to look back.

“Ah! I finally meet you, the black-haired soul soldier!”

He said, running towards me, raising his visor and hugging my body. Because he is a little short, his head only comes up to his chest.

First of all, I was very embarrassed.

'W-what is it? I really don't know this person.'

I can't tell even if I look at your face. The figure visible under the raised visor was a woman with long, sweaty, matted blonde hair.

Nobles are also provided with standard uniforms if they are soldiers, but most of them wear armor or high-quality clothes prepared by their families. Those who bother to wear uniforms are likely to be sincere people.

Or, he may have been a commoner but rose to the rank of officer.

'Before that, I need to check first.'

“Do you know me?”

“Do you remember the village you saved when it was attacked by demonic beasts five years ago?”

“Well, all the villages I go to are like that, so I’m not sure where you’re talking about.”

'How do you remember all that?'

For the first two years, as soon as I woke up, I just kept putting on my armor, holding my esterk, and rushing into the middle of the battlefield where demonic beasts and other races were rampaging.

We fought like crazy. To the point where all I remember is blood, flesh, and screaming.

And as the village was gradually liberated, the gap gradually narrowed, and it was only after that that I began to feel at ease.

'It's probably one of the villages that were there at that time anyway.'

“Well, since they are very busy people, it must be difficult to remember. Thank you so much for saving me then.”

The female officer looked a little disappointed, but then spoke again as if she understood.

“I’m sorry. I don't remember, but I'm glad that he grew up well.”

“Is that so? Even though I'm now 20 years old, I'm still a little dissatisfied that I've only grown this much...”

'You were 20 years old.'

If you do the math, he would have been 15 years old 5 years ago, but the person in front of him looks like a first-time officer wearing military uniform.

I guess I was still fighting on the front lines until my 15-year-old grew up like this.

When I think about it that way, it feels like five years have already passed.

“My name is Sergeant Ennin. This time, I was assigned as a new supply officer. And it’s okay to say nothing.”

“Still, I'm an ordinary soldier, so if I get caught talking to a sergeant carelessly, I'll be in big trouble.”

“Uh, but at that time, I saw you talking informally in front of other nobles, right?”

'Ah, is that time?'

There is one thing that just came to mind.

There used to be a really rude guy. Even when he gave orders, he always gave them like crap and he kept dying strangely, which was annoying.

In the end, as this kept happening over and over again, I turned around and scolded him in a harsh tone right in front of him. It happened to be a plaza, so all the citizens nearby came to watch.

Even at other times, I would never swear at an officer in an informal manner, but I remember it because it was so irritating. Perhaps this sergeant was also present at that time.

“From then on, I really admired Soul Byeong and worked hard to join the military. I found out later that it was a mental illness, but once I found out, I enlisted in the military and applied for it, hoping to help indirectly.”

“I was frustrated because this is the route that only first-time officers pass through, but I’m glad I met someone I know.”

It is said that the supply department is a position that nobles avoid because it is stressful.

The soul soldiers' equipment always comes back broken when they go out, and the supply chain, which has to repair it every day, is not popular with nobles who want to build up achievements by using soldiers on the battlefield.

“Still, I never thought we would meet so soon. Since there were so many people and everyone was selected right away, I thought the only way was to just keep waiting.”

“It’s a miracle. Maybe God helped me.”

“That might really be true. Hehe!”

They don't like the gods here, but since it's a world where most people have religion, they're really happy when you tell them that.

Even though I don't like the idea of attributing my efforts to God, it is truly a miracle that a relationship that occurred five years ago without me knowing has turned into such a great opportunity.

“Then, I have to officially apply to become a deputy, so let’s just fill out the documents and then we’ll talk again!”

-------------------------------

“Then, thank you formally. My name is Sergeant Henin. Welcome to the world of supply!”

“This is Lee Lim. Please take care of me.”

I'm glad you arrived safely as a lieutenant. Soul soldiers who have direct superiors are rarely taken away these days as wars have subsided, so it can be said that there is almost no chance of them dying in a fight anymore.

So, for now, my first goal of reducing the number of deaths has been achieved.

“Then, I will give you a dog tag. Could you please bow your head?”

“Ah, yes.”

Enin approaches to put on the silver necklace that symbolizes his status as a lieutenant, which he received from the command center.

As a courtesy, the officer must do it himself.

However, since the hook was on the back, I thought he was going to hang it from behind me, but he suddenly approached me from the front and wrapped his arms around my neck.

As Enin approached, his chest was completely buried in Summer's uniform made of white cloth.

My head was pulled by the thin, translucent fabric.

Enin doesn't have large breasts, but the necklace wasn't fastened as well as expected, so she held it tighter and a soft feeling filled her head.

I started to feel embarrassed because I thought it was someone else's embrace that I had felt for the first time in a very long time.

“It’s hot over there...”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Because the day is hot.”

'I didn't mean it that way.'

It was embarrassing, but I thought it would be even weirder to correct it again, so I just quietly accepted the feeling.

“There you go!”

Enine, who mistakenly thought she was referring to the summer heat, finished putting on the necklace, then stepped back and removed the brooch from her shoulder.

“Then I’ll use Athir.”

The artifact glowed, as if Enin had poured some magical energy into it.

“As of the current time, the personal affairs of soul soldier Lee Rim of the 3rd Corps Soul Corps will be taken over by Enin, a sergeant in charge of supply for the 3rd Corps. Unless it is a direct order from my immediate superior, my order takes priority and all orders except basic orders for hierarchy are lifted.”

Enin only included somewhat complicated engravings and only the necessary items.

Many of the orders imposed by using Athir to control soul disease, including the basic ones such as prohibiting desertion or assaulting superiors, have been lifted.

Soon, in response to Enin's Atyr, the emblem on its neck began to glow.

“There you go!”

Of course, there is no physical weight attached to the command, but I feel like my body has become considerably lighter, perhaps because the restrictions from short-term commands that had accumulated without my knowledge have been lifted.

“Thank you. So what should I do now?”

“For now, I don’t have much to do today. All you have to do is retrieve the equipment.”

For the most part, our equipment continues to be reused. It feels like it is public equipment rather than personal equipment, so you retrieve it when you die and put it back on when you come back to life.

So, in cases where we are wiped out or when work is busy, we go separately and retrieve the equipment later.

“The battlefield? It might be a bit far.”

“No. It is said that a large amount of equipment was discovered not there, but in a cave on the side of a nearby mountain. They say there were bandits who took off the equipment of dead soul soldiers and sold them, but they got caught and ran away.”

'Were there people like that?'

I've rarely been around other than battlefields, so I didn't even know there were people doing such trash. Since my position has changed, I also learn new things.

“I have to go get it quickly before I come back.”

“There is no need for that. They say they are tracking those who ran away, but they say they probably ran towards the Land of Death and died.”

They are trash people who take off our equipment and sell it because they have nothing to take away when we are dying because of someone else.

I'm a little annoyed because I think the reason they fight is for the land where those guys will stand.

“Then, let’s just get ready and leave.”

You have to be armed because something might happen.

'This is good.'

Another advantage of being in the supply chain is that you can get priority access to good equipment and other items.

Since I died and was resurrected, I don't have any special equipment, so I take plenty of it.

I put a clean chest armor, an estark, an ax on my waist, and a dagger inside the armor.

Afterwards, they depart along the road in a carriage pulled by two horses parked at the main gate of the base.

I feel like I may have over-armed myself, but I'm only going to pick up the equipment where work has been done anyway, so what could happen?

        
            Follow the road for about an hour and then climb up along the ridge of the mountain at a place marked with a flag.

The bandits must have also used wagons, and when you cross the ridge, you can see a hidden path.

“They must have been so gutsy that they decided to work even though it was so close to the city where the military was stationed.”

“I see. Since this is a city leading to the empire, it seems like work was done in the nearby mountain. Usually, stolen goods from the kingdom flow into the empire, and stolen goods from the empire flow into the kingdom.”

As I follow the entrance to the cave where the last sign is placed with a torch, a tremendous stench wafts from inside.

“Wow, this smells the worst.”

There were no corpses and only equipment piled up, but the smell was extremely strong, probably because the equipment itself had been used for a very long time and there was also a lot of it stained with the blood of enemies.

Even I, who am used to this kind of thing, found it difficult to resist, so I asked Enin what it would be like.

“It smells bad, but do you think it’s okay?”

“It’s better than before. At that time, there were people who intentionally paralyzed their noses because of the smell of rotting corpses outside the castle walls.”

“Ugh... Write.”

“Have you ever seen a corpse inflate and explode? I accidentally turned it over and the smell didn't go away even after two weeks. It was really the worst.”

“No, you don’t have to tell me that.”

“What else was there? There was a tomb where a giant had fallen, and when people turned over the body to remove it, what was inside...”

“Stop! Please really stop.”

I asked for no reason and ended up hearing a story that reminded me of old times.

If you think about it, Enin is also someone who went through those times, so he might be familiar with it.

Still, it's good to have fun talking, but it's a minus in that you're trying to find common ground from the scenery of the battlefield.

“First, I will move from the outside. Someone has to stay within sight of the carriage.”

“Then I will start from inside the cave.”

Although this area has its own level of security, there were still bandits there until recently, so you never know what might happen. For example, a carriage thief.

It seems that one person must be near the sound.

'I'm the lieutenant anyway, so I just have to do a little more work.'

When I was in the military, there were many cases where we were the only ones doing the work when an officer told us to do something, but I like Enin because he takes the initiative and does it together.

I go straight inside the cave, but it goes on longer than I thought.

It doesn't seem to have been dug by bandits directly, and there are claw marks here and there as if it was a place where demonic beasts or low-intelligence other races lived in caves.

Even as you walk along the wall, there are equipment scattered everywhere. Still, the numbers themselves get smaller as you go in, so I might be able to finish it before dinner.

'uh?'

With that thought in mind, I turn the corner and feel a figure beyond.

Turn off the torch before the shadow goes around the corner.

Immediately, he quietly pulls Estherk from his waist and stops, muttering his footsteps.

Wait a moment for your eyes to adjust to the darkness, then slowly walk in.

They said all the bandits were dead, but did others come?

Or maybe the original demon has returned.

'No matter what, we have to decide that they are absolutely not our allies.'

Even though there was a sign telling no one to come in, they came in.

He moves quietly, leaning against the wall and hiding the end of the esterk until the very end.

The moment you turn the corner completely and try to see who it is.

Eyes met eyes.

I can see my own eyes reflected in the golden eyes that are looking at me.

Using an Escherk, which has the advantage of stabbing using its long length, I allowed the engagement distance to reach this level.

'Golden.'

You can't even get a full picture of how close they are. Even though it's only for a moment, I feel very embarrassed when I look into someone's eyes this close.

For a moment, fighting relies on judgment.

It's so close that you can't fully check the opponent's appearance and weapons, but in a fight, the moment you stop even for a moment, you die.

-Shook

Estarke stabbed at the opponent while making a sound, but in an instant, the opponent disappeared from the spot and appeared about 5 meters in front.

'Teleportation? Is it Blink?'

Seeing that he uses Blink, he might be a high-ranking wizard. If so, it should stick.

If I were a wizard, this would have been a good opportunity for me, but I threw it away.

He didn't show any signs of chanting, but from my experience dealing with him so far, I had to chase down the wizard at all costs to avoid getting caught in the magic.

“Inhale!”

Immediately, he releases the ax from his waist and throws it towards the opponent, and I rush forward as well.

-Changerang

My opponent caught my ax that flew toward his head and crushed it with his bare hands. Aren't you a wizard?

Thinking like that, at the same time, he stabs the hole in his vision that was obscured by the axe with his escutcheon.

Among the simple fighting techniques I learned from my teacher, this is one that has a high probability of working if you try it.

If you make simple but quick movements, it will be difficult for the other person to react.

Thanks to this technique, I have been able to defeat opponents that were a bit too much for me a few times on my own.

Phew!

'It's a success!'

But I soon came to regret thinking that way.

Estark successfully stabs the opponent in the eye and pops out the back of the head, but the taste of the hand is strange.

“It was a pretty good decision.”

The opponent was a creature that lived and spoke even though its head was pierced.

'Until now, if you destroy the head, most people die, but if they don't die even then, it's embarrassing. Is it a magical creature?'

“Don’t worry. Even if you attack with magic, you can't kill me.”

It seems like he can read thoughts. Should I just scream like this and make Enin run away?

“I'll talk for a moment and then let you know, so just stay still.”

As I started to move my head quickly, purple tentacle-like things came out from the other person's hand and wrapped themselves around my body.

The tentacles were covered in strange slime-like substances, and soon my body was trapped in a prison of slime.

'What is this? I feel really bad.'

“I don’t like this type of hobby!”

“It doesn’t matter because it’s my preference.”

The tentacles, which are so sticky and unpleasant, give me so much strength that they bind my entire body and I can't move.

But is it your preference? I was just saying whatever came out, but when I got a scary answer back, I started to get really scared.

“... You’re not really planning on doing something, are you?”

“...”

It's so scary that the other person remains silent when I ask for confirmation just in case.

“Do you know that no one likes that kind of thing here? There is a little difference between imagination and reality. So, I think it would be better to go somewhere else to do this if possible. Because I and other people will be reluctant to do this.”

Sensing a threat, he quickly came up with excuses. At the same time, among the various genres that I accidentally encountered as a child, my memories of similar genres gradually began to awaken.

“... Stop, stop thinking. I have more not-so-good memories than you can imagine. There is no need to worry because what you think will not happen. It seems there was some misunderstanding. That's not what I meant by taste, but I'm imagining things too deeply.”

Fortunately, the other person seemed to have said something wrong.

Of all the things I've seen in the past, I was having flashbacks wondering what happened in the tentacle genre, but luckily I don't think I'll go that far.

“Of course, if you don't answer properly, you can do as much as you just remembered. As a bonus, even the woman outside.”

“No, I was seriously wrong. I will answer them all, so please take a look.”

A great imagination came to mind for a moment, but since it wasn't my major taste, I just chose to remain calm.

The opponent's spec uses the magic of no chanting. The grip strength to break an ax with bare hands. Summon a pet. The tide has already turned. This is an opponent I can never defeat.

If I were alone, I would have just died and gone back, but I'm worried about Enin, so I have to leave that as a last option.

“So what are you trying to ask?”

While asking about business, I looked at the person in front of me. Since you are caught, it might be better to please the other person.

“It’s just a simple confirmation of curiosity.”

The other person said that and began to adjust his clothes for a moment.

As I took my time and looked at the other person, I hadn't noticed it before because they were so close that their eyes were colliding, but now that I looked at it, I saw that it was just an adult woman.

Her golden-colored hair was tied up with a large number of different colored strings, and she was wearing what looked like a black dress. The tentacles were naturally sprouting out of the dress to the point where the connected parts were indistinguishable.

The woman finished adjusting the dress that had been pushed up by the tentacles sticking out.

And the golden eyes spoke to me.

“Yes. How can a soul from this world be here?”

'I was caught.'

        
            “I was caught.”

“Please tell me in more detail before throwing it away.”

The tentacles wrapped around the body pulsated a little scaryly.

“I was just living a good life, but I was struck by something like lightning from the sky and died, and came into this body where I can be resurrected even after death. It's already been 5 years.”

I don't even want to think about what I'm putting in there. I'll tell you what happened so far as briefly and concisely as possible, and ask you not to move your tentacles.

Then, I immediately understood that the woman must have read all the memories of this world that came to mind in an instant along with my words at once.

“It’s not a lie. Are there more people like you?”

“There were at least a thousand more.”

I don't know what it is and I'm scared to talk, so I think the only way for now is to answer as they ask.

Not only do I keep summoning creatures I've never seen before, squirming around while they're tied up near my lower body, they're definitely not bandits, and I don't think they're even human before that. Incredibly strong.

Of course, there are people who are stronger than the spirit bottle. We are stronger than ordinary soldiers, and the truly strong ones are knight-level or higher and are given nicknames such as sword saint, sword genie, or sword master.

However, the person in front of me had a feeling that was foreign to that kind of strength.

The woman in front of me looked at me for a moment and then opened her mouth again.

“Hmm... It's not enough to arbitrarily lead the fate that should have been followed, so there are people who have tied the great deeds they should have into their karma.”

“Hey, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“It means that there are people who forcibly took your soul and bound it to your body, taking away the future power you should have gained.”

“I would appreciate it if you could speak at that level. Because I’m not the smartest person.”

He seems to be a person who has a bit of difficulty speaking. person. person? Anyway, although he is said to be a human, he must be a being that transcends human beings, or perhaps a great great wizard.

“It’s human. Yes, introducing yourself before talking is a good introduction to lowering your guard towards each other.”

After saying that, the woman made another tentacle like a chair and sat down on it. It looks like it will be a long story.

“I am Gloria, the leader of Ars Magna and the first human to reach the Fairy Garden.”

“Ah, first of all, you were a great person. I'm sorry about this.”

If it's a human, it still doesn't seem like an enemy. Since it came out from such an unexpected place, I initially assumed it to be an enemy, but maybe that was a mistake?

I think he said he was a leader, but he seems like a pretty high-ranking person.

“So why did such an amazing person come to a place like this...?”

“While experimenting with how to get to Fairy Garden, the place where fairies live, I tried it as soon as I found out the transfer method. It was only a moment, but we succeeded in finding the coordinates.”

“But I couldn’t come back because I left without thinking about the return coordinates. So, while wandering around looking for another way, I felt a familiar remnant, so I returned to this cave as my target.”

'It's a bit long-winded, but to sum it up, doesn't it mean that you went missing and came back?'

“Do you think you’re the type to just give it a try and watch it? I saw that you just left without even thinking about how to return.”

“...”

Perhaps because he was caught off guard, he doesn't answer.

To roughly summarize what he started saying again after that, it seems like there was some kind of palpable power left in the armor of the soul soldiers piled up in the cave. This person used that as a milestone and came back.

“Transfer is an incredibly advanced technology. It is difficult to characterize the world's coordinates because they change all the time, but if you miss that opportunity, you don't know how many years you will have to wait.”

Self-defense is quite long.

“So, unless the environment is very stable, you have to build a separate gate in case of an explosion, but I succeeded alone, so this can be said to be a historic feat.”

And the words praising yourself are too long. I'm getting more and more tired.

‘Are all geniuses the type of person who just talks like this? 'The reason I can't come back is because I live without thinking about it at all, so my life is short-lived.'

“I thought he was a bit polite, but he’s the kind of guy who says whatever he wants to say?”

While I couldn't bear the boredom and was thinking about various things, it seemed like my thoughts were read again. caught.

“When I need to say something, speaking clearly is an advantage.”

It feels better than I thought because it's been a while since I received a compliment from someone other than my teacher. Anyway, what is this tentacle that keeps moving without stopping for even a moment?

“It wasn’t a compliment. And these are the ones I found and brought back from Fairy Garden. Isn't it cute? When I first found them, they were like small snails, but after living there for 10 years, they grew up to be this cute.”

Gloria pulls out a few more tentacles from inside her sleeve and shows them off. But it all looks gross to me.

“Hey, fairy means fairy, right? But no matter how I look at it, this doesn’t seem to be a fairy.”

When I looked closely, it seemed like I could briefly see something like an eye glow inside the sleeve.

At least the image of a fairy that I know is that a house elf is free when she turns a pumpkin into a carriage while doing housework, or when she receives a gift while doing housework! It’s the kind of thing that makes you happy while doing it. It's not a monster with creepy eyes like that.

I remember that at least they had arms and legs and looked similar to humans.

“Of course, the ones you are thinking of are ‘humanoid fairies’. Only those who often come over here and the queen have a human appearance, and most of the other fairies look different from what we know.”

“In that case, you should believe the story of someone who has been there. ”

What can I do? Although the illusion has been shattered, we have no choice but to believe the story of the first person who went there. They say this tentacle is a fairy, so I have to believe it.

“Of course, this child is especially special. I had gone to Fairy Garden to ask for reinforcements for the people who were constantly dying and losing their land. But while I was going through a difficult time because they were all mean-spirited people, this child was the only one who listened to my story.”

I felt affection from the hand stroking Gloria's tentacles.

“However, while I was wandering and unable to return, the Kingdom Alliance ended up doing something incredible. Bringing in souls from other worlds, it seems like we've ended up in a pretty urgent situation.”

“Then, can the alchemist go back now and help us out and talk about how we are being treated like shit?”

Since you said he was the head of something earlier, he seems to be a high-ranking person. Wouldn't it be easier if someone like him did you a favor?

“I am the head of the alchemy guild Ars Magna, which is separate from the kingdom, so I do not belong to a country. We are only with the union because our interests are the same, and I am sorry that I am too far removed from asking for anything else.”

“That’s a really unfortunate story.”

It's a failure. The county we have now is actually a union of several kingdoms, and we are a joint entity created by the union, so we always have to hold meetings to make major changes to things like treatment. This person seems to have no authority because he is an external facilitator.

“Still, my empty seat has been one of the reasons for being pushed back in the war, and as an apology on behalf of the ignorant people who dragged you in, I will give you a good item.”

Giving good things?

If so, wouldn't there be a way to use this as an opportunity to somehow become stronger?

“Then, since I die often, can you tell me about something like magic that remains as knowledge rather than as an object?”

“Hmm, well, it was said that when you die, you return to a new body. Then, if you think about the enemies you will be dealing with, even if you give them something, they will quickly lose it.”

Gloria, who had begun to think deeply, began pacing left and right. I was tied up by the tentacles coming out of my sleeves, and as I was moving along with them, I started to feel slightly motion sick.

He didn't respond even when I tried to talk to him, so while I was calculating how he would scatter if he vomited in the air, he finally seemed to have finished thinking about it and spoke with a smile on his face.

“The value of knowledge is very expensive and it cannot be given carelessly to those who are not yet qualified. And since I am skilled in alchemy rather than magic, I will give you an artifact in return.”

It's an artifact, and given my current situation, it's not really helpful in kind, but since you say it like that, I can't help it.

“If possible, it would be nice if you could say that lightning comes out when you swing it or something like that.”

“A guy with not even a trace of magical power in his body wants an over-the-top weapon. Such weapons are weapons that can be used by beings who have even a little magical power in their bodies. Aren't you guys like dolls? So I can’t use it.”

“I still have a long fighting experience, don’t I? You have to have that much to run around without dying. Then, do you have any weapons with magic batteries or something? If you're an alchemist, you have to make that much.”

“What kind of being do you think an alchemist is? And for people, there is such a thing as an object of appropriate status. There are similar items out there, but they are a bit more expensive, and they are customized and give you an artifact that returns even if you die.”

I skipped over what I was talking about.

It's okay to accept anything if you think it's given as a favor that came across by chance. If it is difficult for you to use a weapon because you have no magical power, it might be better to just accept whatever is given to you.

“So, what is it?”

“It is an artifact containing technology that contains the soul.”

Just by hearing the explanation, it seems a bit suspicious.

“I don’t like things like cursed items. You're probably not handing it over because you don't want to carry it around, right?”

“Listen carefully. Looking at it this way, it is an ancient artifact with its own origins.”

If it has the modifier ‘ancient’ attached to it, it is one of two things.

It is either an item made by a legendary craftsman that has been used since ancient times and has never been banned, or it is a true antique and has great value.

Gloria said she couldn't give me something expensive, so I should at least expect something with craftsmanship.

“In a land long ago, there was a nobleman who would kidnap any woman he caught his eye, regardless of her marital status or age. All the women the noble kidnapped became playthings, and the enraged men went to the noble's house, but they were all killed by the knight he was bringing with them.”

“He is very crazy.”

“That’s right. So no one in the vicinity could touch him, and a new victim was created, who was an alchemist. He said he would seek revenge on the souls of the dead men and trapped their souls in an artifact. This artifact was created at that time.”

Gloria took out an old-looking coin that was no longer in use from her pocket.

The inside of that sleeve is a lot wider than I thought, and things keep coming out of it, including this tentacle-like fairy.

“The alchemist absorbed the vengeful spirits into artifacts and combined them into vessels of magical power. Afterwards, by reforging it into a weapon, he went beyond his limits and killed all the nobles and their knights. It was written that the power contained in the weapon, which attracted countless people from nobles to knights, was comparable to that of the kingdom's archmage. Later on, he eventually died and the collected souls were scattered.”

The coin in her hand was held up without a trace of luster, as if showing the end of a bloody story.

“What does that mean?”

“The soul is a vessel to contain magical power. And you die, become a soul, and are resurrected again. Ordinary people dedicate the feats they have accumulated throughout their lives to God by increasing the size of the soul in their body to capture magical power, but you who come from another world not only have no one to dedicate feats to like us, but feats are something that will expire when the body dies. It's meant to be scattered. And because it's a doll's body, it can't even handle magic power.”

'It's sad.'

I was brought here arbitrarily, but hearing that I was born here and couldn't grow up feels very absurd.

“In that case, we can store magical power in this artifact instead of the body that keeps scattering. If magic power is contained in a vessel called the soul, then you, who cannot contain magic power by nature, absorb dead souls into artifacts and use them as a vessel for magic power.”

“So, even if I don’t have any magic power stored in my body, I can use magic power through the artifact.”

“To be exact, it would be more like wielding magical power rather than using it. If knights put their magic into their swords, you can fill the gap by swinging a sword filled with magic.”

According to a story I once heard from a knight who knew how to use magic, the soul vessel grows on its own, but its growth is slow, so the size of the soul can be quickly increased by dedicating the feats obtained through fighting to the gods.

Therefore, it is said that knights usually accumulate their magical power to its limit through training, then challenge powerful enemies again to accumulate feats and strengthen their souls.

There is a huge difference between fighting someone who directly infuses magic power into their sword and someone who does not.

Above the knight level, they are treated like strategic weapons deployed to end the battlefield, and are the only beings who can fight on equal footing with unusual enemies. What makes that possible is magic.

“I kept it for now because it was an item that famous knights didn't necessarily need, but it might be perfect if I gave it to you.”

“It seems like a perfect fit.”

For me, who cannot accumulate magical power, this is the perfect item to be on par with knights.

'If I had this artifact, I would die less than I do now.'

Although he was guaranteed a stable life to some extent by becoming Enin's lieutenant, it would not be a bad idea to set higher goals.

Isn't that the reason why we work to move to a nice house and buy better things? Originally, humans were upward-oriented animals.

“It’s a bit of a shame that even the name wasn’t conveyed. Now, this is the artifact. Carry it with you.”

Gloria handed the coin she had taken out of her sleeve into my hand.

I touch it here and there, but it doesn't change into a sword shape.

“... How do I turn this into a sword shape?”

“Didn’t I tell you the legend? You have to start by killing someone and absorbing their soul.”

For now, it seems like it's just an empty coin with nothing really going on.

“To others, it will look like an old dwarven coin. If you carry it around because it's an ancient coin that looks strange, no one will say anything.”

“But wouldn’t this be a big problem if it dies and drops it?”

“Don’t worry. The substance of the coin is made up of the essence of alchemy, and I have previously treated it with special treatment, so even if you die, I will return it to your pocket at some point.”

If it returns to your pocket even if you die, no matter how you think about it, it seems closer to a cursed object than an object made through alchemy.

Swish-

Grumbling rumbling-

Seeing Gloria's disbelieving look, she took the coin back from my hand, threw it to the other side of the cave, put her hand in my pocket, and took out another identical coin.

“Can I make a living imitating a wizard with this?”

“I don’t know if the day will come when an ignorant person like you will know, but it contains more technology than you might think. Even though it is a token of gratitude, the idea of receiving an artifact of this level of technology for free is just... Really.”

“Of course it’s a joke. Anyway, thank you. I’ll give it a try.”

I think it's pretty good because you don't have to worry about losing it.

As long as you have the abilities contained here, you can become stronger from now on by slowly killing enemies and growing with your soul.

“I plan to return to the city where my guild is located this way. I look forward to hearing interesting news.”

“Thank you.”

“Just keep in mind. As you become stronger with the power you gain, there will be people who pay attention to you. Honest people won't do that, but there will be those who notice your power and will be overly greedy and try to take it from you.”

“Can’t you even take care of your own food? You have to be as careful as possible and grow up without being caught.”

After hearing my answer, Gloria smiled as if it was fun.

“Please look forward to it. It would be better to have a lot of allies around you. Well then, let’s just part ways.”

Gloria put the Tentacle Fairy into her sleeve, and one of the strings on her head started to light up and her body disappeared.

'Now that I think about it, he was an alchemist.'

Like the Blink from earlier, it seems like all the strings tied to the hair were artifacts.

'How much does it all cost in money?'

This is a person who carries a huge amount of money on his head.

'Then I guess I'll have to get some weapons and go out first. I hope Enin doesn't scold me for being late.'

I became a little scared to go out.

        
            “Please come quickly. Thanks to this, the castle gate is now closed.”

As I quickly tied up all the equipment inside with rope and got out, I saw Enin standing on the carriage with his arms folded, looking down at me coming out of the cave.

As expected, Enin was angry because he couldn't come out even after entering the cave because of an alchemist somewhere.

It's unfair for me because I couldn't come out, but it's a bit difficult to talk about everything that happened inside.

“He kept not coming out, so I couldn't leave the carriage behind, so I had no choice but to wait. Why are you so late?”

“Uh... I went all the way inside and the equipment collapsed and I was crushed. It took some time to get out while cleaning up.”

Cold sweat runs down my back. I don't know if it will work or not, but I made an excuse by saying something suddenly occurred to me, but I don't know if it will be okay.

“Oh! sorry. I never even thought of that possibility. I thought you might have fallen asleep inside.”

“Ah, anyway, how can you sleep in a place like that? It's bitterly cold, and if you sleep in such a cold place, your mouth will turn cold.”

“I’m really sorry. In the past, you were sleeping whenever you had time, so I thought you might do it again.”

'What, it looks like you remember everything, even that situation.'

“I guess you were seeing me more often than I thought? I don't remember anything at all...”

“Oh, no. Because he had been in our village for a long time at that time. I saw it once in passing.”

Enin, who was embarrassed, was making excuses. I guess he observed me more often than I thought.

Well, back then, being tired was my daily routine, so whenever I had time, I just lay down and slept anywhere, which may have been quite noticeable to others.

“Anyway, let’s go back quickly. If you go fast, you might still be able to get there before it closes.”

“Of course. First of all, I have to load only what I brought up.”

The Allied Forces' base is inside the city, so if you speak, they will open the gate again, but it takes a lot of strength to open and close the large gate. Enin seems to be considerate of the soldiers at the gate.

“When I return, I will have to assign one more soul patient. It's my first time working as a supply officer, so I didn't think much about it, but I think we need at least one more person to prevent something like today.”

'One more person.'

“Comrades in arms, right? So, is the person I recommend okay? Among the people I know, there is someone who is sincere and has a good personality.”

“If it were Lee Rim’s recommendation, it would be fine. Let’s go to the waiting area tomorrow.”

First of all, I think it's fortunate that there is a way to get Master out. I was thinking that it would be quite inconvenient to be comfortable alone, but I think I can solve it right away.

Thanks to Enin, things suddenly start to work out in various ways.

'... But it would be better not to talk about meeting Gloria.'

I feel sorry for Enin because he seems to be a good person, but he is still not someone you can blindly trust.

It wouldn't be good if I reported it to the higher-ups and it got into their ears.

-------------------------------

The gate closed as soon as we entered. I'm glad it's not too late.

“I’m glad we finally arrived. Well then, I'll just leave work for today. Are you going to your accommodation? If you don't mind, how about having dinner together?”

“It’s good.”

As soon as we went straight into the base, unloaded the equipment, and returned the carriage, Enin made a good offer.

Just because I have a mental illness doesn't mean I can't leave the base on a regular basis, but the process was complicated, so I was able to come out much more easily because I had an identity guarantor called Enin.

When I come out after work, I can smell food everywhere.

“Mmm. This is the smell of human food.”

“The food provided at the base is not tasty. Hehe.”

I prefer eating outside rather than barrack food, where the only thing I get every day is soup with meat that smells great, so I go out often even though it's a hassle.

Having a military unit attached to a village is great in this regard. Since I know that the food served is not very good, there are many places that sell food, so everyone tends to eat dinner outside.

From the county's perspective, warm food is provided, and from the city's perspective, it helps with economic activities, so it's a win-win.

“Of course, meat is the best on days when you spend all day eating dust! Meat!”

“Because meat is cheaper than bread, we only feed meat in the unit.”

Even if bread comes out, it is made from wheat that has been aged for unknown years, so it has no taste and is hard. The bread is so soft that it is difficult to touch it.

“But the meat at the restaurant tastes different because they only slaughter and use delicious monsters?”

“I agree with that.”

But while I was searching my pockets, a problem arose.

'Oh my. I didn't bring any money with me. Should I ask to go back?'

We don't have any money either. They are paid as much as regular soldiers and come out to spend money after dinner.

Most of the salary I receive is put into the bank inside the base, but I was so busy today that I forgot to stop by on my way out.

'Oh, this is really annoying.'

While adventurers use banks run by their guilds and ordinary citizens go to banks run by the city, we always deposit money at something that looks like a pawn shop rather than a bank.

So, if you don't take it out right away every time you get paid every week, it will gradually disappear.

First of all, I save, but it's only been 3 years since I started paying a proper salary, so I don't know how much I would have saved. I receive it that week and use it all that week. Even at that level, you can't even touch something like a really good product.

As my steps gradually became slower without me realizing it, Enin seemed to have noticed my situation and stopped.

Then he stood in front of me, crossed his arms, raised his head, and said.

“My immediate senior told me to show trust, reassurance, and magnanimity to those who hire a lieutenant. Just trust me today and eat without worrying!”

“I will follow you for the rest of my life!”

“Don’t worry, we’ll take care of everything from now on!”

It seems as if a halo is suddenly visible due to the generous remarks coming from a small body. In reality, the golden hair reflecting in the setting sun is dazzling.

I'm glad I found a good boss. This is why people should always live sincerely. Only then will such blessings from being a boss come to you.

I feel excited because I am eating quality meat for the first time in a while. The quality of meat that is put into soup in the military unit is different from the meat that you eat at the restaurant.

Because the war lasted for a long time and farmland has decreased, bread is still hard to find, but the monsters are growing more actively, so their meat, which is the main ingredient, is actually cheaper than bread.

'This would have been unthinkable in modern times.'

However, the meat that goes into making our bodies is a little different. They are mostly made up of leftover pieces of real 'any meat' supplied by the Adventurer's Guild.

'I heard that many of the ingredients used in the barracks are of unknown origin.'

As a joke among us, there is a rumor that it actually contains flesh from other races rather than demonic beasts, but if it were true, it would be very uncomfortable.

So, even though we eat barrack food, we rarely try to find out its identity. It is best not to do anything that will reduce your appetite.

On the other hand, the meat in restaurants now uses meat obtained from beast-like beasts or properly raised livestock.

Following Enin's lead, we entered the most luxurious-looking store among the alleys lined with restaurants.

“Welcome. What are you going to eat?”

“I would like a meat dish of the day and two beers, please!”

Since I know the restaurant owner well, it seems like a trustworthy restaurant.

The food came out right away and I started eating.

“Now that I think about it, a new agenda came out this time.”

“What is it?”

After eagerly tearing into the meat on the bone that had just been served, Enin began to tell a story.

“We are in charge of the front lines, and it has been about three years since the Adventurer's Guild began taking charge of the beasts that appear in nearby villages, right?”

“That’s right.”

Originally, when the war was very severe, the military and mercenaries worked together to fight on the front lines, but after life stabilized to a certain extent, the front lines were left to the military, and the mercenaries created a facility called the Adventurer's Guild.

Then, he began to take on tasks such as bounty hunting to catch bandits and criminals that appeared around him, subjugating demonic beasts, and eradicating heretics as requested by the church.

From the military's perspective, they chose to maintain the front line and leave the rest to the adventurer's guild, rather than spreading out their forces here and there and risking being pushed back all at once.

I heard that adventurer guilds tend to earn a lot of extra income by doing such things, so there are many new recruits other than mercenaries.

In addition to the quests linked to the military or church mentioned above, it is said that if you discover a separate dungeon and explore it first, you can make a lot of money, so it is said that the number of new players is increasing these days, where it is difficult to make a proper income.

“The problem that arises these days is that when the guild successfully completes a request, we are notified, but the military also has to send a dispatch to confirm once more. However, it seems that there have been a few cases of deceiving the inspectors and taking money by pretending that the work was done, taking advantage of the loophole that we were busy and not properly inspecting.”

“They are scammers.”

I guess it's something that happens every once in a while. Things like taking advantage of loopholes in the system to evade taxes.

Especially this is fraud. The military provides a certain amount of subsidy to ensure security around the city, but they are embezzling it.

“So, I changed it to require at least one soldier to accompany me when making a request. They said that each person from the city security forces was left out one by one.”

“It looks like they are going to crack down hard for the time being.”

“I have a position in the Adventurer's Guild, so I don't think it will be like that for long.”

'It's because you can legally go outside.'

For me, who happened to get the artifact, it was also an opportunity to test it out.

“Is it okay for me to go there once?”

“Yes? Lee Rim is my lieutenant, so you don’t have to go, right?”

Enin looks at me quizzically.

I came into the supply world where there was no need to fight, but if I said I would walk into a dangerous place on my own, anyone would think it was so strange.

But I must go out to gather my soul.

'Do you have any good excuse?'

“You know what? If a swordsman puts down his sword even for a day, thorns grow out of his hands...?”

“Aha. By going out to fight once in a while, you won't forget what it was like on the battlefield! This is the mindset of someone I respect!”

“Yes, something like that.”

I was quick to come up with an excuse, but I'm glad it worked.

This might be a better opportunity than you think. Wouldn't it be easy to collect souls by following the people of the Adventurer's Guild and eliminating demonic beasts and other races? These days, there are fewer major wars.

“Then, since this is also official work, it would be a good idea to bring a spare body as well.”

“Ah, that’s right. If you give me permission, I will take it with me whenever I go.”

Inspectors are also public officials because they carry out public duties. If you can, it is better to take all the support you can get.

So what you can bring with you at this time is a spare body.

It is a coffin containing a doll that could be called a spare.

When a soul bottle dies, it is resurrected from its body in the resuscitation center.

However, due to the nature of having to immediately fill the battlefield, if you are competing far away, there is bound to be a distance from the resuscitation cow that can be made only through special work. So, in the case of small-scale expeditions, a separate carriage carrying spare bodies follows.

It is said that they did not resurrect randomly, but used their own magical laws. I don't know the principle, but if you draw the same sentence as the one on your neck on the coffin containing the almost fully grown body, the body will be reserved.

In short, it is more convenient to think of the neck pattern as a barcode.

When you die, you are resurrected from the side that contains the spare body with that barcode. Therefore, due to the nature of the strategy of this place, which uses spirit bottles to be transferred to the battlefield, there are times when the number of wagons loaded with spare bodies exceeds the number of troops seen during an expedition.

To the average person, the sight of a wagon filled with coffins going out on a mission may seem like a procession of extremely pious martyrs, but I feel really uncomfortable when I think of them as all dolls who will rise after my death.

“Then, when you have time, you can go to the security maintenance building. As the supply manager gets busy from time to time, I will take responsibility for sending it to you at least once a week, excluding those days.”

“I’m really sorry, but thank you. I think it's a bit too much to ask.”

“I told you so. He is my benefactor and someone I respect. He has such a great attitude, so how could I make him uncomfortable and a hindrance? Just trust me.”

I'm really crying. Where would I ever meet someone who cares for me this much?

Master also takes care of me often, but it feels a bit like taking care of a student and younger brother, and Enin is like a supporter and a long-legged uncle to me, so I can't help but like him in a different way.

There is a condition instead of “”

“What is it?”

“Please speak informally to me when no one is around.”

“Uh, that’s...”

Enin makes a deal with me with a stern expression.

Was it always bothering him to speak informally to someone older than him?

Since I said that I feel like a benefactor to Enin, it must be quite annoying to keep receiving comments.

“Then why not do that? Instead, understand when others are around.”

Perhaps because he thought he would be rejected again, his slightly tense face instantly relaxed. Seeing them so happy makes me feel good too.

“Hehe! thank you! So let’s drink now! I have a story to tell so far, and I won’t let it go until late today!”

Enin, who was in a good mood, called a nearby clerk and ordered two more beers.

It seems like it's been a really long time since I've had a drink, but since today is a day, it's the best way to have dinner with drinks and talk.

-------------------------------

When I opened my eyes, it was the next day.

Whoop!

As soon as my eyelids opened, I could barely hold back the vomiting that came up.

'I feel like I'm falling behind.'

This time, my head hurts not from the aftermath of resurrection, but from a hangover.

I drank beer and other alcoholic beverages, and although it was good to get it, the cheap alcohol produced by the alliance of kingdoms whose granaries were ruined did not end well.

'How on earth does a body that doesn't bleed digest the food and alcohol it eats?'

The body has many mysteries, but it is impossible to suddenly think deeply about the body in the morning because you have left your mind behind in yesterday's bar.

I somehow managed to get in early in the morning, but it seems like I just closed my eyes for a moment and then came out.

Although I was assigned a separate accommodation for two, I was still alone and there was no one there, so I slept comfortably.

'For now, let's just stamp our eyes and head towards the security forces.'

“Ah, Lee Lim, are you here? I drank a really long time yesterday...”

When I went to the supply depot building, I saw that Enin was also lying on his desk, unable to control himself.

“That’s right. I couldn’t even remember how I found my accommodation.”

“I think the last drink I ordered was the problem...”

“What on earth did we drink last?”

“... Shall I ask you later?”

I drank it all the way out as soon as I got out of the atmosphere, and it was a liquor that had a fishy smell.

“... No. It might be better to just not know.”

'If you find out for no reason, you might end up feeling worse.'

I go to one side of the barracks where the hangover smell is pervasive and bring drinking water in a cup.

I looked around the corner and found a rug with a magic circle that made the cups cold, so I placed the water cups on it and after a while, placed them in front of Enin.

“Ah, thank you.”

“What.”

Gulp, gulp-

The two people's headaches seem to be getting better after being washed with water and moving down to their stomachs.

“... I guess I should move too.”

“... That should be it.”

I have a bad hangover and I was thinking of just resting in the barracks like this, but since I said that yesterday, I don't feel like resting since the first day, so I have to go visit him first.

“Then, I will go to the security forces building.”

“Then take this with you.”

Enin opens a drawer under his desk and takes out two orders.

“You can submit one as a daily support document to be sent to your superior in the security forces, and the other as a reserve body application to be sent to the resuscitation center, so you can show it.”

“Thank you.”

He said he was there early in the morning, so I guess he came early to write this. I would have been sorry if I had told you that I would take the day off today, even though I must have had a pretty bad headache.

“And what was the name of the person you recommended?”

“Ah, Master... What was it? It must have been called Hwarim or something like that.”

Since the name was so familiar, I could barely remember the name I had heard before.

“Was it your teacher? It looks like you have a relationship with a priest?”

“Yes. I happened to become close with him, and he has great skills and personality.”

“Are you a woman?”

“Yes. however? Why?”

'Is there something wrong?'

Enin's expression looked a little worried, perhaps due to a headache, but he soon smiled again and continued speaking.

“... No. If you know the gender, it will be easier to find. Well, if Lee Rim says so, there is no need to conduct additional research. I will apply under this name, so please come back.”

“Yes. Come and see me.”

“Ah, over there...”

It looks like he has something to say.

“You’re the teacher, right?”

“Yes. That's right, Master. Swordsmanship teacher. To be exact, I didn't learn anything like vision, but I only learned how to use simple weapons.”

“Master, only?”

A tone that seems a bit like questioning something.

“Huh? Uh... my status is a soul disease, and I'm a teacher... and there's nothing else?”

It seems like he's really worried about his personal life or something.

“Then that’s enough. Please be careful.”

Enin must have been satisfied with my immediate answer and only then smiled broadly and let me go.

'good. Let's move quickly.'

Now I have to go and get my mission. I think it would be best to subdue a bunch of monsters.

        
            “Hello. My name is Lee Rim from the supply world.”

As soon as I enter the security forces building, I take a quick look.

I don't know if it's because of something new, or if it's just like that, but everyone is busy moving around.

“Is it a soul disease? So, what brought you here?”

Even though it was morning, a man dressed in uniform, probably feverish due to work, greeted me with sweat on his forehead.

“I have received a request to assist in dispatching inspectors to the Adventurer's Guild.”

As he spoke and handed over the documents Enin had given him, the man's expression brightened slightly.

“If you were in the supply field, there would be less manpower, but they did a good job sending them. First of all, I sent requests for support to various places, but all I got back was that they couldn't hire people. To be honest, I didn't have high expectations when I sent it.”

There seem to be about 20 people, which is about the number of people you can see right now, but it seems like there is a huge shortage of manpower.

“Then let me ask you a favor right away. If you go to the Adventurer's Guild and wait, an inspector there will attach the necessary request and send it to you. The system has already been agreed upon to some extent, so all you have to do is follow what they say, help out, and make sure the request is achieved.”

“I understand. Then can I go right away?”

“Let it be so. Thank you for your support at a time like this. By the way, are you the new guy named Enin?”

Since it was the first large-scale personnel change in a long time, it would have been enough to remember the names of important people at the top, but I had no idea that anyone would even remember the name of the new sergeant.

'In that case, it would be better to look good for Enin.'

“Yes. Sergeant Enin asked me to help out with other busy areas since the soul bottle supply department was separated from the work this time and only needed to recover and maintain equipment.”

“Hahaha! I really appreciate that. We're already busy these days because things are getting closer and closer to us. Please tell me that I will do a separate thank you later.”

I like it because it combines recent news to make a plausible statement.

I guess it's a busier place than I thought. It must have made a pretty good impression if you helped me when I was this busy.

“Then, I will take this path towards the adventurer’s guild.”

“There is no need to come and report separately. I can leave the report there, so please take care of it.”

-------------------------------

The Adventurer's Guild is a fairly tall building in the city, excluding places like the Magic Tower.

It was probably built by a craftsman with quite good construction skills, so people were crowded inside the five-story building made entirely of wood rather than stone.

'If there's a fire, it looks like it's going to burn very brightly.'

I've passed by the area a few times, but seeing it in person is a pretty impressive building. Since it was a city defense battle, it seemed like it would be completely destroyed if even a fire arrow was hit, but since this is a guild founded by mercenaries, I think they may have done it on purpose to show off their confidence.

“My name is Lee Lim, who came from the military as an inspector.”

When I went to the crowded window to talk, they let me into the inner room through the door next to the window.

“The inspector soldier came?”

In the room, a man with a bushy beard greeted me with his head buried in a pile of documents on his desk without even turning his head.

“They created such an annoying system that they are forcing people inside for no reason. Yes, call me Uns. I manage requests that require an inspector separately, so you can come to me in the future.”

Although he is just sitting at a desk holding documents now, he looks like a typical mercenary who would have been running around on the battlefield quite often.

It is said that the Adventurer's Guild was formed by mercenaries, so this person was probably a mercenary as well.

The former mercenary in front of me glanced at me briefly and then reacted upon seeing the emblem on his neck.

“Hang? I only heard he was a soldier, but was it a mental illness?”

“Is there a problem?”

For a moment, I feel nervous again. There are some citizens who don't think positively about mental illness, and if this person is one of those people, it might be a little annoying.

“No. There's no problem. I have survived several times thanks to you. I was just looking at it because I was wondering why the security forces had sent a spirit soldier who was more trustworthy than the soldiers.”

Fortunately, it doesn't seem to be that one.

“Then is there anything worth going out right away?”

“Are you a friend who likes things fast? In that case, there is no need for any other formalities, so please do this.”

He took out a piece of paper from the file box on the wall behind him that he had sorted as it was about to be closed.

It was a request form posted on the bulletin board outside and the personal details of the participants were written down.

[Consecration of Western Cemetery outside Grace Territory]

Participant

Thistle: Human female priest

Note: They say they serve a god called 'Deshade', but it has been confirmed that this cannot be confirmed through the church's story. Based on the doctrine shown, it is not a heresy. But be careful.

Period of formal activity: 10 years.

Dheble: Human male adventurer

Note: From the Northern Kingdom. Career cannot be confirmed.

Period of formal activity: 5 years if self-reported.

Additional - Cross-verification of documents is not possible as the relationship with the Northern Kingdom has been severed. If you have the documents, please update them.

Morsling: Human male adventurer

Note: Former adventurer. Concurrently working as a pharmacist.

Period of formal activity: Retirement 3 years ago after 20 years of activity or application for temporary activity is being issued.

“It’s a group of people who are left behind, so they don’t know each other.”

“... Isn’t that bad?”

As for the request itself, recruitment was completed as of yesterday, and the number of people seemed to be quite sufficient. There are a few things in the personal information that seem a little unsettling, but if you think of it as a person's personality, it doesn't seem to matter.

“So what can I do?”

“They say someone is digging up graves in the Western Cemetery, stacking the bodies and placing flags. Judging from the pattern on the flag, it appears that they are people who serve the devil, but all you have to do is just wipe them all out and burn the corpses. All three of us are mid-level adventurers, so it will end easily.”

“Well, it says it's a sacred work, but it's not a work that uses sacred power?”

Just by hearing the name, it sounds like it involves sprinkling holy water and purifying the surroundings, but they just tell you to let out a fire.

“The request is to kill ordinary heretics requested by the usual religious order. If you just write [Divinity] on the front, you will receive additional support from the denomination.”

It seemed like he was willing to somehow get a little more money.

“But what are these notes?”

“There are a lot of people who cause trouble, so if there is anything unusual, write it down. Especially this person, be careful just in case.”

Uns began speaking, pointing with his finger at the name Thistle, which had the longest notes.

“They say that spirit soldiers come from another world, but they probably have some common sense. You do know that Gaia is the only god who protects humans, right?”

It must have been Gaia, the god of the earth. It is said that she is a mother-like god who created humans and takes the side of humans in the Kingdom Alliance.

Of course, this is true in terms of doctrine, but in reality, the only god who sides with the five kingdoms is Gaia, so it is convenient to understand that it is spread as a common state religion.

Broadly speaking, other races such as elves and beasts are included as humans, but the doctrine in this region is that only people with round ears are human and everyone else must be killed, which is a rather violent religious view.

In fact, in the case of the empire, it is said that the category of humans is broadly considered because it accepts different races to some extent and is close to polytheism.

I've heard rumors that there's been a lot of discussion lately about whether Arachne, whose upper body is human and her lower body is a spider, should be considered human.

“First of all, you know, it’s already been 5 years. On this side, except for him, all the other gods side with the other races, and we have only him.”

“Yes. According to the church's investigation, quite a few gods other than Gaia have already been identified, but they said that the legends of this god called Deshade cannot be confirmed. I think he's either a priest of a newly born god or just a cult.”

“You're either a new face or a slightly crazy person.”

I don't like cults. To go to my part-time job, I have to pass by the station, and every time I pass by, I hear, 'You guys are controlled by artificial intelligence chips!' I was really annoyed by the person who said he would save me from hell if I followed him.

'It's not exactly a cult, but I just don't like religion itself that much in modern times.'

“Isn’t this person the kind of person who just tells you to believe in God?”

“I don’t think you need to worry about that. I felt like a pilgrim living by my own doctrine. Since I'm not the type to make a big deal out of it, I think the Gaia Church has let it go.”

“But if we see that he is truly a newly born god and that he made a human his first priest, it means that he is taking our side, so we will have to do something to please him. Because the gods are so unknown.”

This means that the existence of God is that important for humans in this world, whose reasons for serving God are related to the growth of the soul, divine power, and healing.

'I heard that the limited number of priests who can use divine power is related to the size of the god's power, so if there is one more god, it means that there will be more power.'

“For now, let’s keep this in mind. Then there is no problem for other people, right?”

“This guy. There was a guy who came from the North as an adventurer, but he was a bit rude. And this pharmacist is an old man I know. I heard he used to be an adventurer and opened a shop, but for some reason he came back. Is business not going well? Anyway, I know this person, so please take care of me.”

“Of course. When does it depart?”

“We are leaving today, so we will gather slowly, so the receptionist will let you know when everyone has gathered. After leaving the waiting room, it's the room right in front, so go there.”

“Okay.”

It's not that urgent, so I feel a little more at ease.

Open the door, go out, enter the room in front and wait.

It was a waiting room with only a table and a few chairs, probably because no one was paying attention.

As I sat down and looked at the status of the weapons, the person who had been at the reception desk earlier came in and announced that the party had arrived.

“I think you can leave now.”

        
            'Let's go.'

If you are a normal party, you will be able to easily collect souls by following along and stabbing the grave diggers or demonic beasts that pop out along the way.

'He's an inspector in name, but it's strange to stand blankly in front of people who are fighting.'

This system may also have the meaning of providing some help to adventurers. So you have to use it.

“Nice to meet you. This is Irim, a soul patient.”

The receptionist pointed out three people waiting at the entrance and I went over to them and said hello.

“I am Dheable.”

'Isn't it hot?'

A large, fur-clad warrior wearing an iron helmet and a skull with cow-like bones, either for taste or religion. Looking at the great sword on his back, he must be strong.

“Nice to meet you. This is Morsling, who also works as a pharmacist. Please take care of me.”

This is Morsling, another man wearing a mask that looks like a bird's beak. Just looking at his appearance, he looks like a medieval mad scientist.

Thanks to the mask, I couldn't confirm his age, but his deep voice gave me credibility.

I can't see anything that looks like a weapon, so I guess there's probably a weapon under the clothes.

“This is Thistle, a priest who serves Deshade.”

And here is the person of interest. Priest or cult member.

The woman who was said to serve the god Deshade was wearing clothes similar to the nun uniforms I had seen at the cathedral before. However, it looked a little more unique than the typical nun uniform I was familiar with.

Should I say that the original image of the nun's uniform has been blown away by about 50%, and that it has been modified a lot to look sleeker and more formal? They wear such clothes with iron protectors on their elbows and ankles. The face is vaguely visible behind the thin veil that covers it.

In addition, the role of a priest is to provide treatment and support from the rear, so she often carries a self-defense weapon, but this woman was carrying a claymore on her shoulder.

'No matter how you look at it, it looks like a full battle line.'

Looking at Thistle's armament, it looks like he is a combat priest who fights directly.

“So, two warriors and one priest, how are you armed, Morsling?”

“Oh, my weapon is here.”

I didn't know it because I was wearing a long coat, but when I lifted the coat, I saw a long sword and several medicine bottles inside.

“For now, I think you can think of it as a test. These drugs are for running away when you have to.”

'Wow, the balance is weird.'

The party now has three warriors.

“I can’t do healing or support spells either.”

“... Aren’t you a priest?”

“That's right, but I haven't received that training yet.”

Thanks to the battle priest's confession, our party became the best party with four warriors.

'For a priest who can't heal, it seems like even the Gaia Church's Holy Knights were at least able to heal their own wounds.'

“Hey priest, is there really nothing in your spell?”

“I became a priest after hearing Deshade's voice, but so far God has only given me spells to protect myself. It probably means that my abilities are not yet sufficient to help others.”

I'll go around. I didn't even want to be a wizard because they were high-class people.

Still, I wanted to at least avoid any danger that might befall me, but it seems difficult to eat it raw.

I realized that this mission would become quite difficult if it required instantaneous firepower or if someone was fatally injured.

“It is actually a good thing to have four warriors. I actually feel at ease because I don't have to protect cowards who don't fight directly from behind.”

As if he couldn't see Dheable clearly, he rattled between his helmet and his skull and spoke while making eye contact.

'What kind of bullshit is this person talking about again?'

A 5-year adventurer is spouting nonsense like this.

'After walking around with a skull on my head, did it really become empty inside?'

“No, but isn’t there something to consider just in case? First of all, since you are going to deal with heretics, you should go with someone who knows how to memorize a healing prayer.”

“Hmph. After all, the people in the South are all cowards. I have never seen people braver than me from Rushu.”

'I secretly don't like this guy.'

This time, Deheble points his finger at me in front of me and says.

“Especially you soul sick people. Are you saying that, unlike us, they are resurrected even if they die? However, they say that there are only cowards who are always shaking on the battlefield even though they cannot fight bravely. Be ashamed of yourself.”

“This bastard starts a fight from the first moment and it’s a disaster.”

I mourn my fate, having met this bastard from day one.

When I met Enin, I had to think that I had used up all the luck I had accumulated over the years.

Otherwise, there is no way you can meet a believer in death whose head is empty like this.

“You just watch like an inspector. There will be no time for you to be involved in building up this great feat.”

Honestly, I think this would be self-defense even if a knife was inserted.

'Anyone who treats someone like this from the first meeting will get angry, but the person who tolerates this is a Bodhisattva.'

“You cow-skeleton bastard, I’m putting up with it for now because of the regulations against killing people in the city, but don’t ever talk like that again.”

First of all, I give a warning, but other than that, I hold back for fear that there might be a disadvantage to Enin who dispatched me.

But if he was the kind of person who would stop arguing over words like this, he wouldn't have even started in the first place.

“Ha! In the end, all a coward does is hide behind the rules and bark?”

'Should I not hold back?'

“Now, let’s stop. There are many eyes watching.”

A fight might have broken out if Morsling had not intervened.

'They keep picking on each other's tail and arguing, but it looks like they received some kind of home education.'

“What are you doing? Hurry up and let’s go!”

Uns, who must have heard the noise, comes from inside, listens to the receptionist, and urges them to leave.

Seeing as he warned Dheble that he would be completely expelled if he caused any trouble again, it seemed like this wasn't something he had done once or twice.

“I will place your spare body in the carriage. In case you are wiped out due to an unexpected accident, we are putting the carriage and horses back for you to recover immediately after you are resurrected, so please be sure to ask for help.”

“Okay.”

Before departure, I followed the receptionist's instructions and collected the coffin containing the spare body.

Before placing it on a carriage, a sentence identical to the one on the neck is carved into the coffin.

Now, if anything happens, you can revive right here.

-------------------------------

As you come out of the castle walls, you can see half-made houses scattered all around.

After passing the refugee camp, which is increasing over time as refugees flock from all over, and taking a carriage ride for about 2 hours, you will come to a cemetery.

It rattled. It rattled.

Only the sound of the carriage rolling fills the field.

The children from the refugee camp continued to follow us, hoping we would give them something. Then, after receiving some dried meat that Thistle had taken out of his luggage and a fairy tale that Morsling had thrown, they started further and further away as they fought among themselves for the same.

“...”

“The number of refugees outside the province is increasing.”

“It seems that even small villages in the mountains are gradually reaching their limits.”

Thistle seems to be a silent person except for what he needs to say, and with Dheble driving the carriage, Morsling seemed to be bothered by the quiet atmosphere and told me various stories.

“... So, perhaps the ones digging the grave this time will be pagans from refugee backgrounds who are supposed to sacrifice their dead to the devil, but they don't have the ability to do so. It is said that the pagans around here worship a devil called Wen Grain like a god. He is one of the great devils of Hell and receives constant offerings from believers in exchange for his strength.”

“Then what do they do with that power?”

“Just... There are some people who seek personal revenge, but most people gather around and plunder to gain greater power. Wen Grain also has the power to amplify desires, so people who receive his power become so greedy that they destroy everything so cruelly that it cannot be considered a human act.◦# ◦

“It would be better to kill them all.”

“That’s right. I, too, had to come out like this because I lost a student I cared about. Even if you live an ordinary life, if you live correctly, great achievements will naturally accumulate, but those who are overly greedy and try to become stronger by taking other people's lives deserve to be killed.”

'Is that why the person who said he retired came back?'

Looking at Morsling shaking his hands, I can see how much he hates infidels.

It's natural to be angry that even the disciple who sent him on an errand died at the hands of those guys.

Two hours went by quickly as we talked. I fought quite a bit with other races, so I had some common sense, but I had no idea about the origins of the heretics, but Morsling was good at talking, so I got quite a bit of information and it was a good time.

It's really a mess. On the outside, wars with other races are a daily occurrence, and on the inside, traitors, devil worshipers, etc. are a daily occurrence.

'This must be why there is always a shortage of manpower.'

Fortunately, it is said that heretics rarely gather in military units.

Fortunately, the number of people who practice devil worship is small, so it is possible to organize them among adventurers.

Of course, they say it never ends. They always appear in small groups of 4-5 people, up to 30 people, from somewhere, and the Gaia Church continues to request subjugation and they also do it themselves, so it's a strangely never-ending cycle.

Meanwhile, Thistle, who was sitting at the end of the carriage and looking around, asked the carriage to stop.

“What's going on?”

“I think this is the destination.”

We stopped the carriage just before going over the hill, but we still couldn't see anything.

Thistle unwrapped the cloth wrapped around the claymore and pointed beyond the hill.

“I see heretics.”

        
            A group of people were working in the middle of a basin filled with cemeteries.

If we had gone over the hill as she said, we would have been caught right away because we were clearly visible, but because we stopped right before, they didn't notice us yet.

“How did you make this amazing discovery?”

“Deshade said you can find them if you face this way.”

“Are you listening to some kind of oracle?”

“Yes. Deshade sometimes informs me of the hardships of the road ahead in this way.”

“Is it navigation?”

“Yes?”

“No. No.”

Without even realizing it, words that I had only thought about came out.

First of all, the performance of the god Deshade seems to be quite good. So, is Thistle not a cult?

I don’t think I took the picture by feel or saw it first.

“I just thought he was a bit omnipotent.”

“... It seems like you trust me.”

“Well, as you said just before, heretics were discovered, but isn’t it strange that they don’t believe in them?”

I first found him about 5 minutes away by carriage from the place I mentioned and asked him to stop the carriage, but unless he knew about it in advance, he stopped at a distance where he could have been caught.

“Something similar had happened a few times before, but there were quite a few instances where people looked at it with suspicion. Thank you for believing in Deshade’s existence.”

“Aren’t there gods of other races anyway? Even if there is one more person, it won’t be a problem.”

“That might be so.”

Thistle said that and laughed for a moment.

Perhaps because he was in a better mood, his movements became a little more active, unlike his quiet and static behavior up to now.

In fact, from the perspective of cautious adventurers, they may have felt that the heretics and the priests here were at odds.

Especially in the territory of the United Kingdom, where there are only members of the Gaia Church, it would be fortunate if a priest of a god who suddenly pops up and is not even in the legends is misunderstood as a heretic.

“Stay here and don’t move.”

Tie the horses to a nearby tree, lie down and look down into the basin.

Then, since we got first priority, we could finish it easily.

“What are you just watching? It's so pathetic that I'm just watching like a virgin waiting for a man who left home when I could just go ahead and kill them all.”

“Has this guy never had a social conversation?”

“For a warrior's conversation, physical conversation is sufficient. You coward.”

Our great Northern Skeleton Warrior is finally starting to fight again.

“You crazy bastard, don’t you have the words “tactics” and “plans” in your head? How have you been living so far?”

“Rushu's warriors do not use tricks. The virtue of a true warrior is to fight against strength with strength, and if you lose, your skills as a warrior are simply not enough to achieve a great feat.”

“Now, please stop. They might hear it.”

With Morsling's sanctions, the fighting that had begun again had to be stopped.

A personality like that is never good. Even now, if we had run out right away without paying attention, about 10 people would have been scattered. Even if we killed 4 or 5 people right away, if we missed them, we would come back and work on them someday.

“To catch everything, you have to make a plan.”

“There is no need for that. Because they said they were serving Grain.”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“There is no reason for me to tell you.”

Dheubl looked at me and growled like an animal, and I couldn't hold back any longer and was thinking about splitting his head with the ax at my waist.

Thistle intervened between Deheble and me.

“You can go right away. Wen Grain is a demon who does not forgive those who run away despite receiving his power. If the heretics over there also serve it, they will never back down.”

“You know very well.”

“Studying about demons and the gods of other races must be a basic knowledge for those who serve the gods. So I also studied on my own. Moreover, if there are demons pretending to be gods, you need to know their characteristics to be sure to eradicate them.”

Thanks to Thistle's advice, I learned that no annoying situations would arise.

Although things are not going the way Dheble wants, it is much better to just take care of your soul in moderation than to increase your working hours.

“Hmph! Serve God? That's a sign of weakness. A true warrior rises to the top without borrowing the power of God.”

“... Of course, there are people like that.”

Seeing it say such things to Thistle, who stopped the fight, makes me think that it is a creature with a flawed design at the cell level.

Thistle reacts resolutely, seemingly resigned, as this happens often.

”In that case, go right away. Cowards stay behind.”

'That idiot really is.'

Dheble spoke cheerfully, released the greatsword from his back, and charged in while shouting. The pagans had already heard the sound and began to react immediately. The long-awaited opportunity to strike first was gone.

“We also catch up quickly. I think it's a number that the inspector doesn't need to help with.”

“No. I also came this far, so it would be better to get things done quickly and leave rather than making a fuss.”

There is an original purpose, so if you miss it, you will lose a day.

“I take the right side.”

As Dheble ran toward the center, the cultists immediately surrounded him with weapons on the ground, and Thistle kicked the ground and ran to the right.

“Let’s go to the left so as not to get in the way.”

According to Morsling's judgment, it would be better to go in the opposite direction.

Dheble wields a great sword and Thistle also begins swinging a long claymore, so the cultists are scared of the huge swords and have no intention of surrounding them even though they are superior in numbers.

I think it would be better for us to stab to the left so as not to get within range of the two swords.

“Die!”

A heretic approaches, holding a pair of axes and swinging them wildly.

'It's too haphazard.'

A tactic to gain an advantage by using a lot of momentum to intimidate the opponent.

However, that is a tactic that only works against refugees, and in reality, they just look like they are struggling.

He pulls out the escutcheon and forces the opponent to come inside.

The moment the ax hits my body, I take a step back and stab my wrist once.

Push!

Estark accurately pierced the opponent's arm.

A look of confusion begins to appear in the pagan's eyes. It seemed like he wasn't even reacting, so he must have been moving faster than I thought.

Compared to other enemies encountered on the battlefield, these guys tend to attack more leisurely.

For no reason, it is an unbalanced attack as it approaches by swinging first while holding an axe, especially with both hands.

I could already see that my wrists had lost strength from swinging from a long distance.

He twists the sword that stabbed him, breaks the bone, forcibly pulls it out of his arm, and this time stabs the other shoulder.

The arm is split in half and blood is flying everywhere. The guy who got stabbed in the shoulder tries to raise both arms, but his arms won't move.

He picks up the dropped ax and hits his neck once, then picks up a curved sword from behind and throws it at the guy who is just watching.

“Uuuu!”

A heretic holding a curved sword saw a flying ax and raised the curved sword, but was unable to overcome the weight of the flying ax and instead of being struck, he was hit and fell down.

I immediately get rid of the two people in front of me and then look at the surrounding situation.

'It's clear that he's a person who survived for a long time, so he's neat.'

Morsling was fighting stably by holding a one-handed sword and parrying the weapon as it came at him.

And it looks like the side with Dheble and Thistle is already coming to an end. Each time the great sword and claymore are swung, the bodies of the cultists are split one by one.

'It ended much easier than I thought?'

I had been on the battlefield for so long that I had no idea what my fighting skills were.

At first, I didn't even know how to use a sword, but what I learned from following my teacher works well in places like this.

'I fought against elves, demons, and demon beasts while fighting to the death, but is it worth it?'

When I actually fought on the battlefield, I felt that my skills were very lacking.

Maybe it's because I'm a soul sufferer and have better basic physical abilities, but they're still growing in power by serving the devil.

Even though the heretics were said to make offerings and sacrifice their strength in their own way, they seemed to be inadequate for us to deal with.

Even though the other three companions were at the level of mid-level adventurers, it ended too easily.

“Oh, let’s leave that one alone.”

Morsling is about to stab the last person, but when he hears my words, he picks up the sheath and instantly strikes the wrist of the heretic holding the weapon, causing him to fall. I guess I haven't shown off my skills until now.

“Are you doing this to interrogate me? Well, I got excited without even realizing it. Maybe it's because I came back after resting for a while, but I started concentrating before I knew it.”

“You have good skills. It must have been quite popular in the past.”

“Hearing this story from someone fighting on the battlefield brings back old memories. Haha!”

I thought he was fighting solely out of revenge, but it seems he was more absorbed in it because old memories were coming back to him.

After tying him up with the rope he brought, the interrogation begins.

“Hey. Why did you pile up all that?”

“There’s no way I’m telling you guys.”

“Looking at the pattern, they must be Wengrain's minions. There is solid and clear evidence that magic is being performed for offerings.”

Thistle answers right away. Actually, I know the answer, but I asked it as a formality, and the heretic guy seemed to have a lot of determination, so he treated me calmly, but with Thistle, there was no need for it.

“Where did you guys come from?”

“We exist everywhere and nowhere! As long as our God protects us, we exist everywhere!”

“That’s terrible.”

Then Morsling approaches and takes out a dagger and a vial from his pocket.

“Can I help you?”

'torture?'

“Uh, even though they are murderers, they are still human, so wouldn’t torture be a bit much? Well, I guess it's self-defense and there's no problem with the law, but...”

Although it is not a world where torture is prohibited, the sight of limbs flying off in a fight and a bound person being violated is not very pleasant to me.

“Don’t worry. It's not torture. It makes speaking a little easier.”

Morsling cuts off the cap of the vial. Unlike ordinary medicine bottles, it is a sealed bottle, so when you cut the cap with a dagger and turn it to remove it, the contents inside start to gradually increase.

“Now, it’s blood slime. The moment it gets on top of the body like this, it goes into every hole in the body and sucks blood.”

'No, it's torture.'

The moment I tried to stop Morsling, Thistle grabbed my shoulder from behind, so I turned around and saw that he was putting his index finger on his lips and telling him to be quiet. Then he comes close to my earlobe and speaks.

“It is the root of blood cyst. It is a grass that absorbs air and swells when it comes out of the ground.”

As Thistle whispers in my ear, I feel a little strange.

‘Anyway, this is a different world. There are all these amazing plants.'

The roots of the blood clover look like red jelly, and as time goes by, they grow larger and begin to approach the pagan.

“Ugh.....Ugh! I'll tell you, I'll tell you, so please take this away!”

In the end, the pagan, who had become meditative, had his feet tied and couldn't run away, so he rolled over and ran away, and eventually opened his mouth.

“If you go further west from the cemetery, there is a huge dried-up tree in the valley! If you go down there, you will find where we are gathered!”

“How many people are there?”

“I don’t know! They told us to gather there, so we could gather there and then go this way, so we came! So please take this away!”

Write down the pagan sayings. They're going to take him away anyway, lock him up, and interrogate him again, but for now, he has to submit his statement, so I'm writing it down.

In the meantime, Dheble came back after putting down the bodies they had piled up for an offering.

“Good. If we got the confession, there would be no need for it anymore. There is no need to keep something like this alive, so I will kill it.”

As Dheble tries to strike down the great sword, Thistle stops him.

“Pagans who surrender and are taken prisoner must have their treatment decided through a trial. If you just kill them blindly, you will end up just like them.”

“What nonsense. The life of the prisoner belongs to the victor. Since he attacked me prepared to kill, he must have been prepared to die. Priests who serve false gods, get out of the way.”

At that moment, it felt like a cold feeling was swirling around Thistle.

“... I'll give you a chance to apologize. I don't mind being rude to me, but insulting Deshade is something that I, as the first priest, can never forgive. However, Deshade said that anyone can make a small mistake and that as long as they repent, show mercy.”

It was originally a calm voice, but now I can feel the coldness in it.

“If you are a priest, I will also be a priest. Who would call a priest who can't even recite a single spell while fighting a priest? It was worth seeing him swinging his sword earlier, but I guess Deshade is just a name given to the sword you are holding when you use it at night?”

‘You idiot. Why is this guy so anxious that he can't fight?'

He really seems to have some serious personality issues.

Just like before, there is no way for a normal thinking person to live like this, treating heaven and earth as their enemy.

Maybe the skull you wear on your head is a real head.

“No, why are you so anxious to fight? Please stop and apologize.”

Morsling stepped forward to stop him, and in the meantime, the heretic shouted where he was going and started rolling around again, avoiding the roots of the bloodworm.

'Anyway, it looks like it's just chasing and moving around, so it's really a grass root, right?'

What was said to be grass roots gradually took on a round slime shape and was steadily creeping towards the heretic.

“Dheble, warrior from the north. You made a mistake. This is an issue that cannot be overlooked. In the name of Deshade, I will punish your rudeness.”

“That damn god, god. I've seen countless people like you who cry out for gods they can't prove. The only person you can trust in the battlefield is yourself. And all you idiot adventurers died to me too.”

The three of us stopped talking at the sudden declaration of murder.

“You mean you killed adventurers other than heretics?”

“... Ah.”

When Thistle asked, Dheble responded as if he had made a mistake.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. Because I was planning on killing everyone on the way back.”

“...In lands ruled by the Coalition, it is illegal to kill non-murderers.”

Murder is a serious crime. Within the Kingdom Union, which is already in dire need of population, the value of life is very important.

Except for pagans who eat people, races that use humans as resources, or demons that lure people into killing, no one kills people for no reason.

After hearing Thistle's words, Dheble slowly raised his greatsword and responded.

“It is natural for the weak to be killed by the strong. I have come down from the North and dealt with many strong fighters. Who set those rules in the first place and why?”

“It is one of the promises that a person can make to live like a human being.”

“It must be a rule made by the weak to protect themselves. The adventurers I killed were like that too. They were all weak, but they pretended to be strong. Every time I see the tails of those bugs, I get really angry.”

‘What is this contempt for the weak? 'He's a guy with a really twisted personality.'

As Dheble said that, he took off his fur and saw that a devil-like pattern had been drawn all over his upper body.

“I came to feel that I was growing through fighting against the strong. After receiving this emblem, I became stronger.”

“You received it? Then doesn’t that mean it’s not in your power?”

“Power received through legitimate transactions. This is my strength.”

“... Do you know, Morsling? This is my first time seeing that pattern.”

“Hmm... Even with my knowledge, I don’t know.”

Thistle and Morsling are looking closely at the pattern on the chest, but they can't figure out what it is. It seems to be a different power from the heretics.

“Just before I came here, I fought and won against a spirit soldier who was running away.”

My mind became more focused on familiar words.

“Soul disease?”

“Yes. Soul disease. A soul disease like you. It was a woman with gray hair.”

        
            “Oh my god, they even killed military soldiers? Is that also a mental illness?”

As Morsling spoke, Dheubl, who became energetic, recalled a memory and puffed out his chest as if he was intoxicated and spoke.

“There was a female spirit soldier with gray hair running away from the elf forest. It was a shame as a warrior for the remnants of the defeated soldiers to return alive, so this body personally killed them.”

“If I don’t tell you that in detail, I will be left behind right now.”

I know of only one gray-haired spirit soldier active around here, and that one is a woman.

My teacher Hwarim.

After that, I didn't see him again at the resuscitation center. I just thought I was late because I had to walk back instead of getting out of the forest safely. I never thought I'd meet such trash and get into a fight.

If it's clear that the soul soldier that killed that guy is Master, I can't just ignore it.

“Our cowardly spirit soldier, Nari, finally spoke up. There was nothing special. They blocked the way back and challenged each other to a fair duel.”

“They probably attacked someone returning from a mission.”

“People on the subject of soul disease? To begin with, you, who are mentally ill, do not deserve to be called human beings. A person who dies but is resurrected fine should not be called a person.”

A hate that I have heard so many times that it is annoying.

I have heard so many expedient arguments to completely separate ourselves from ourselves that I am sick of it.

“Thanks to whom we are fighting in this world, why are we talking like that?”

“That's right. The mentally ill are people who constantly work hard for us. Please take back that statement.”

“You are truly a person who thinks only of what he wants.”

But now, with Thistle and Morsling behind me supporting my evil intentions, I feel a little more at ease.

“He was going to die anyway. Rather, isn’t it right to be thankful to me for mercifully taking his life?”

“Looking at that damn long tongue, does it sting you?”

“Ha! After killing that bitch, the elves came after her. If that's the case, then it's clear that he was defeated by those guys and ran away like a puppy.”

“Because I didn’t listen to the officer’s order to kill the elf as well. There’s no need to show courage even in situations where there’s no need to fight, right?”

“From what you’re saying, it seems like you were in that battle too. Seeing that he's dead, he seems like a worthless guy.”

“Seeing an elf like that and being alive means you ran away too.”

DeHeble made no reply.

“You call yourself strong, but it seems to me that you are the type of person who only kills people who seem weaker than you. I only lived in my mouth.

“I didn’t run away. Since the purpose was achieved, I just walked away.”

Dheble lifted his greatsword with one hand and pointed it forward as he spoke.

“And now I will kill you guys and go to the cultist's lair and kill them all again and become even stronger.”

“This is a funny bastard.”

'What kind of confidence do you have to act like that?'

I have some doubts about his overly confident attitude.

From what I saw of his skills earlier, Dheable is the type of person who simply pushes forward while wielding a great sword and does not use any special skills, and wins purely through strength.

Even though there is no one here who can defeat him by force except me, who is mentally ill, the situation of 3 to 1 is not a very good situation. If you surround it, there will eventually be parts that cannot be defended.

So he can't beat us.

If I were a killer like DeHebble, I would have quietly approached and killed one person without saying anything in order to somehow reduce the number.

That's why the difference in numbers means so much in a fight between people of similar weight classes.

“You will never be able to defeat us alone.”

Morsling and Thistle soon turned to either side of Dheble, forming a triangular formation with Dheble at the center.

Perhaps because they were all mid-level adventurers, they were moving for a clear advantage without saying anything.

“As the first squire, I cannot now pass up the price for insulting Deshade by denying his existence.”

“If you were young, you would have avoided fights with your colleagues, but if you were a murderer, it would be a different story.”

The three of us continued to exchange glances with each other and prepared to stab Dheble the moment he made the slightest move.

“No, I win!”

“We have won so far!”

“We will continue to win!”

A statement like a roar.

Dheble, who had been motionless with his body fixed towards me, suddenly started screaming.

And the shouting turned into a real roar.

Wooo!

As soon as it roared, the pattern on Dheble's body began to glow, hair suddenly began to grow on its body, and the skull on its head gradually began to resemble a real head.

“Holy shit. Stab!”

Before I could finish speaking, three people, including me, stabbed our swords at Dheble.

I thought that the longsword, claymore, and esterk would all penetrate the hair that had started to grow, but the feeling in my hand was not like stabbing meat, but rather the feeling of stopping without being able to pierce the thick leather.

“Why the hell am I not going in?”

“It looks like this thing is no longer human!”

As soon as the attack failed, the great sword was swung and we all fell away from the beastly creature.

“Is it a bear again?”

A beast that has grown to a large size that can be seen in its entirety only when it raises its head in an instant.

Dheble's appearance was completely different from that of a human.

The horned skull's eyes had bright blue eyes burning like flames, and its bear-like body was covered in black fur.

“It’s Werebear.”

Wear Bear.

'Is it like a werewolf's relative?'

I've never seen a werewolf before, but if you think about it backwards, I think it would look similar to this.

Dheble's size was already much larger than the bears he had seen before, and his body had swelled to a size of about 5 meters.

“If you know anything, please let me know, even if it’s a weakness.”

Quang!

The great sword wielded by the bear's arm hits the floor, causing a pile of dirt to bounce up.

“You’re holding a great sword well with those hands!”

The werebear has hands that look exactly like the clawed front paws of a bear, but it wields a great sword and swings it around as if it is used to it.

thud! bang! Kaaaang!

“Ugh...!”

The three of them are taking turns receiving the sword, but it seems difficult to win in this way.

Every time I get the chance, I stab it with my sword, but even Thistle's claymore, which seems to be able to hit the thick leather, can't even fit a single finger.

“It’s different from a normal Wearbear. A werebear is a being that is cursed and turns into a bear only at night. However, that thing has a curse superimposed on the skull on its head, so it activates during the day as well.”

Thistle gives his opinion as to whether he has finished understanding the opponent.

“So you can just destroy that thing?!”

Boom-!

'crazy!'

Avoid the great sword that flies horizontally with tremendous force.

I urge Thistle, who remains calm even in this situation, to give an answer.

In our current situation, there is no way to attack the head at that height.

“If you can protect me for just 10 minutes, I will pray to God for the strength to overcome this situation.”

'I have to last 10 minutes against a guy like this?'

“10 minutes?!”

This is also a situation where you have to protect Thistle, not avoid it.

“Irim, you have to make the most of it. It seems there is no other way now!”

“... Damn it, I have to try it.”

Actually, I don't care if I die alone. Even if I die, I will be resurrected right away from my body in the carriage, and even if I catch up and die right away, I can just resurrect at the resuscitation center in the barracks.

But he said he killed the teacher.

I'm sure he would have been resurrected by now, but I couldn't leave behind the guy who killed Hwarim, my teacher who had always protected me behind my back.

'I have to get revenge.'

Of course, other than that, I can't let this guy go from here because it's clear that he will kill the other two and run away if I'm gone.

“Then let’s begin.”

While we were keeping check, Thistle ran and widened the distance as much as possible.

Then, as I knelt down and started reciting something like a prayer, a group of white lights began to gather from somewhere around my body.

Grrr!

The werebear that had become what it used to be, saw that and began to rush towards me.

After changing into that form, his intelligence seems to have declined, and he was unable to prioritize our disturbances and kept swinging his sword. However, when he saw Thistle starting to pray, he seemed to instinctively recognize that he had started to do something that was a threat to him. .

“Lee Rim’s back!”

Morsling went forward first, opened a vial of medicine in his arms, and threw it away.

Clink!

The vial flew away with the liquid inside flying and hit Dheble on the head.

Then, towards that place, Morsling took out another object and threw it, and the liquid-soaked Dheble began to be engulfed in flames.

A familiar smell that I have felt even in modern times.

'Is it like oil?'

It was a liquid with an odor similar to gasoline.

“It won’t go out easily!”

The liquid on my face didn't seem to run down, but instead seemed to stick to the hair on my head, and it started to burn even harder.

Dheble looks embarrassed and tries to wipe his face, but the front paw holding the sword is also covered in fur, so it doesn't seem easy to put out the fire.

Wow!

Wow!

“This is crazy.”

As the fire continued to burn uncontrollably, Dheble raised his claws and ripped off the skin of his head, starting from the inside of his skull.

The helmet he wore when he was in human form still remains, but the helmet made of iron falls off like pieces of paper along with his scalp.

'You can smile even with a bear's face.'

I found out something I didn't really want to know.

Only grotesque pieces of flesh remained on the grinning face, and eyes full of madness were visible inside the skull.

A bear's head showing muscles and a skull covering it.

And a bear standing on two feet, nearly 5 meters tall, holding a greatsword stained with pagan blood.

As the day began to get dark, the figure standing between the tombstones in the cemetery with his back to the setting sun was the devil himself.

Morsling, who had taken refuge behind the tombstone, rummaged through his chest and threw various vials to somehow buy time, but nothing seemed more effective than burning oil.

“You really turned into a crazy person.”

This is no longer human.

'It's a monster in human form.'

So what should the monster do?

'Monsters must be killed.'

A murderer disguised as a human must be killed.

'I have to endure the remaining time, even if it means dying.'

As long as things have turned out this way, it doesn't matter if I die anyway. The most important thing is to prevent this thing from being released.

It is a truly terrible thing to think that a monster called a murderer disguised as a human, and a real monster at that, existed in the same village as us.

We must prevent any more victims from occurring.

The fighting spirit burning deep within my heart.

'A sense of duty that was forcibly imposed on me after five years of being a bitch?'

Did the values acquired while living as a soul disease come to mind habitually?

'That's bullshit.'

I don't think so.

Considering that it's not a soldier's job I want to do, but that I'm just doing this to become stronger, it doesn't matter if I don't have to deal with Dheubl here.

In addition to the death of my teacher, my teacher also taught me to avoid a fight that I could never win.

However, the disgust boiling from inside is calling for revenge by killing Dheble in front of him.

Could it be that the artifact in my arms, created for revenge, is having an effect?

'Whatever it is, it doesn't matter now.'

Do what you decide to do now.

“Dheable! Listen, you bear-headed bastard!!!”

Dheble's body stopped as he tried to swing the great sword again.

“If you are a true warrior, you should fight fair and square at least one on one!”

As time passes, Werebear gradually reproduces the movements of a warrior and more like a beast.

Although there was absolutely nothing human left in it, Dheble seemed to understand the words to some extent.

“Soul disease Lee Rim! In order to eradicate the stigma associated with soul disease and prove the existence of a god called Deshade, I challenge Dheble, a warrior from the north, to a duel!”

At my declaration, Morsling stopped hesitating and Thistle's shoulders, who were praying, shook slightly.

Big!

Let's challenge it to a duel with confidence in its intelligence. The skull cries out loud and trembles, and the blue eye glow emanating from within begins to burn stronger like a fire doused in oil.

Is he worried about letting go of Thistle, whom he judged to be dangerous, and suddenly receiving a duel like this?

But I'm sure he will accept the duel.

This guy was the one who provoked us by showing off his courage even in a situation where he could have taken out one person first.

It may have been because he was confident in his own abilities.

But that's not the reason.

The guy kept calling himself a warrior.

Then, all you have to do is stimulate the honor of the warrior that is sleeping inside it and awaken it.

At least in a 1:1 duel, I can buy a lot of time, and even if I die, Morsling will buy me time until I arrive again.

Dheble looked worried, then suddenly pulled out a tombstone from a nearby cemetery and threw it upward.

'Did I fail?'

As I was thinking that, the tombstone flew up and landed on my back.

I realized this when I looked at the area around where Dheble and I were standing.

A square duel arena was completed using the monument that had just fallen behind, the monument on the left and right, and the monument on Deheble's back as the starting point.

The guy pulled out a tombstone and threw it, creating an impromptu duel arena.

Wow!

A monster that can no longer speak a word raises its great sword and aims it.

I also hold the Estherk and aim it with both hands at the guy.

'I guess we can say there is no chance of winning.'

No one's sword here can fit into its hide, and its strength is enormous.

On the other hand, all I have is the actual fighting techniques I learned from my teacher.

To use the method I learned, I would have to stab my eyes like the teacher did before, but this time, honestly, I have doubts about whether I will die if I stab the eye light visible inside the skull.

still

Should be.

As long as you hold on, you have a chance of winning.

“You have to lose to get even.”

'Because even if you die, you will be resurrected.'

Holding a great sword, he quietly taunts the upper body of the man who is out of breath and moving.

“Come on, you bastard.”

        
            As soon as my provocation is over, a great sword flies towards my left side, cutting through the wind.

Boom-

The moment you step back and avoid it, this time a front paw with sharp claws flies in front of you.

'I should think of it as two weapons.'

A great sword that can cut a body in two when wielded with one hand, and an opposite forepaw with five claws that are enough to break bones.

As expected, it is more difficult than you think.

It would have been better if it had been in human form, but since it changed to a size of about 5 meters, it wielded the great sword it was holding as if it were a one-handed sword.

Although he is large, he wields his great sword like a long sword, which makes him very threatening.

'If you hit this straight even once, you die.'

Previously, it was a sword that I had no choice but to block, so I blocked it with Morsling, but now I have to block it on my own, which is impossible.

Although he has a strong body, that sword attack is already beyond the standard for even a soul soldier to block on his own.

Wow!

Boom-boom-boom!

The attack continues, breaking the monument and digging into the ground.

As the guy continued to approach while swinging his great sword, he was increasingly cornered. In the end, I was pushed to the place where the tombstone that I threw earlier and flew backwards was located.

'Damn it, what should I do?'

It is a monumental stadium that he has arbitrarily chosen, but I must not let him turn his gaze and think that I have admitted defeat just because he has crossed over here.

Turning attention away from Thistle is of the utmost importance.

Morsling must have sensed the atmosphere as well, unable to come in from outside the tombstone arena and standing with his sword in hand.

“Ugh!”

Deeply-

The moment you think you can't go any further, the guy raises his sword upside down and slashes at your head.

The moment I hurriedly roll to the side and stand up

“What is this.”

A huge bear paw was flying in front of my eyes.

Kwasik!

The breastplate flew towards the opposite monument with a crushing sound.

The guy held the great sword on the ground like a support with both hands and launched himself into a flying kick.

Degurrr- Boom!

The force was so strong that it flew away as easily as a plastic bottle with its contents missing.

“... Cough! Just do one thing! Just use your sword, or rush in like a bear!”

Fortunately, the bones don't appear to be broken.

It is very difficult to predict as he alternates between the appearance of a skilled fighter and the attacks of an animal while possessing a certain degree of reason.

'Isn't a flying kick with a range of 5 meters too much?'

Because its long body flies in its entirety, it attacks at a much longer range than most spears, but fighting in a limited space is too much of a burden.

“Wow! Ugh...”

Thanks to his body's strong basic durability, he escaped immediate death, but perhaps because his lungs were compressed, he started coughing profusely as soon as he spat out words.

If you don't get over it quickly, it'll come back.

The moment I think that and try to get up, a great sword comes flying at me.

'Is he really crazy?'

The guy threw his sword.

'If you're a warrior, don't you think you should hold your sword until the end?'

I barely managed to dodge by throwing my body forward, but the great sword shattered the monument I was leaning on and flew away.

Immediately pick up the sword, straighten your posture, and prepare for additional attacks.

But his condition seems strange.

The guy who threw the great sword suddenly started looking up at the sky.

Saliva is flowing from inside the skull and down the fur.

“You have been exposed to the curse for so long that your body has been completely consumed. I guess I used that ability every time I fought to kill my opponents, but I used it too much.”

Thistle has already approached me and lifts me up with one hand.

The color of the pattern buried in Dheable's fur seemed to have become darker. It seems like the curse is getting stronger.

'10 minutes, has it passed?'

It seems like time has already passed.

In Thistle's other hand, he was carrying a glowing claymore slung over his shoulder.

“Thank you so much for declaring that you will fight for me. Lee Rim.”

“Uh, no, whatever. But weren’t you praying?”

“But, I had to pay attention to how the war was going, so I kept my ears open. Hehehe.”

“I’m a little embarrassed.”

It was a declaration made to attract as much attention as possible to Dheble, but it seems he was listening even while he was praying.

While we were rolling around, 10 minutes finally passed and Thistle succeeded in activating her divine power.

“You can beat that with that, right?”

“I have never been defeated with the power Deshade lent me directly. The moment this light came down, this act would already have to be called judgment.”

'Being too confident actually makes me anxious.'

The declaration of clear victory becomes rather unsettling. They said it was a defeat flag, or something like that came to mind.

Separately, in fact, I had some doubts about the existence of Deshade until the end until I saw it with my own eyes, but after seeing Thistle's shining weapon, I came to believe that Thistle was a priest of a new god.

That light is the same light as the magical power and divine power of light used by Gaia's paladins and priests.

Thistle is showing such incredible confidence that I hope he doesn't suddenly get hit and fly away.

“Now it is time to wash away those sins and go to sleep. Poor curses.”

Deheble's dazed gaze slowly lowered and turned towards Thistle. And then, just as I thought he was about to scream again, the shape of his body suddenly began to change again.

Pop, pop, pop, pop!

Another arm grew from his back and sides, another leg from his thigh and hip, and another head grew from either side of his head.

“What is becoming so disgusting?”

“Pa... Don’t you have to kill him quickly?”

Morsling seems to be worried, but Thistle responds without moving.

Even for him, who previously introduced himself as a mid-level veteran adventurer, the current situation seems to be a dangerous situation he has never experienced before.

“It appears that the skull was a vessel containing curses, dozens of curses. In order to completely end it, you must wait until the curse inside is revealed in its entirety.”

Soon, the transformation was completed into what was a Dheble, and a creature whose appearance could not even be called a werebear.

Just looking at the furry monster, more than 10 meters tall, shining under the bright white round moonlight that rose after the setting sun, would make an ordinary person sit down in fear just by looking at it.

It had 20 legs and 12 arms attached to its gigantic body, and on top of it were 7 heads, not including the skull head in the middle.

I wonder if this is what would happen if a mad scientist full of malice were to continue piecing together bear carcasses.

“In the end, you threw away your sword.”

The great sword that Thistle had pointed out had just broken the monument and was flying far away.

“What would he think if he found out that the feats he thought he had achieved on his own were actually powers lent to him by a curse.”

As the light from the claymore I was holding grew stronger, I felt the sword body becoming longer and larger.

“It seems too late now.”

Whooo-

It is no longer possible to even make a living sound, and only a howling sound like from a speaker spreads out in all directions.

And then the monster starts crawling in a way that I can't even figure out how it moves.

“Is this the cosmic horror?”

It looks like you're going crazy just looking at it. Still, I can't look away.

This may be the feeling that your mental strength is being diminished.

“I offer the life of this ignorant man who could not remain a warrior until the end to Deshade.”

Slowly increasing speed, Thistle slowly struck down the claymore, which now looked like a pillar of light, towards the approaching monster.

And when it came into contact with the light of the claymore, the monster began to burn and disappear like a piece of paper on fire, to the point that the memory of the hard touch I had felt when repeatedly stabbing it before was overshadowed.

Unable to even make a sound, the body gradually becomes covered with white flames that touch the body.

“It’s like a campfire.”

On the last day of the retreat, they always prepare a campfire, light a fire, and the instructors make the kids cry.

The lump of body that was no longer moving and was burning and disappearing looked like a pile of firewood back then.

'The smell of burning meat is a bit unpleasant.'

As I was thinking about the past for a moment, the white flames and the smell of burned animal fur reminded me that I was in another world.

As I was trying to appreciate it, I thought about it and realized that the soul in the artifact had not yet been properly absorbed.

'Why is there still no response to this?'

I took the artifact out of my pocket, but I couldn't feel anything special.

Earlier, when I killed a heretic, I didn't feel anything, so I thought something was wrong. Then, from Morsling and Oda, I heard that the souls of those who worship the devil have already been mortgaged, so even if they die, their souls are taken to hell.

So it seems that the soul has not been absorbed into the artifact. In that case, at least the soul of this monster must be absorbed.

'But what exactly should I do? Should I just hit the final blow?'

If that's the case, I think I need to hurry up and crush this guy's skull before it dies, so I approach and hit the skull with an escutcheon.

Pajik!

Estarke entered the head without much effort, as all the skin and flesh covering the head had been burned.

“Good. This will work.”

And I was watching something come out of the corpse and towards my artifact.

“...Ah, Lee Rim, if you approach now!”

“ing?”

Thistle's voice, which spoke in a calm voice under any circumstances, called me and turned around in a very embarrassed tone, which was rare.

“Front! Look ahead!”

And the moment I turn around after hearing Morsling's words, he looks even more embarrassed.

Pakak-

I thought I saw sharp teeth right in front of me, and then I heard the sound of bones breaking from the bone.

It feels like something sharp is entering my skull.

'Oh shit.'

I was bitten by the skull's head and died.

-------------------------------

“Oh, I’m embarrassed.”

I slowly come to my senses, feeling the same pain in my head that I felt this morning.

'After everything is done well, what is this at the end?'

There is a saying that it's not over until it's over.

This is a lesson in its own way and must be heeded well.

It seems that stabbing a sword into an almost dead skull stimulated the final journey.

'First I have to get up and go back to the two of you.'

When we got out of the coffin and checked the condition of the body, it seemed that fortunately nothing much had happened while we were down there.

It is fortunate that they sent me basic clothes and elbow and knee protectors.

Otherwise, a new request might have arisen asking me to exterminate a pervert who was resurrected and was walking through the graveyard with his lower body shaking.

'Oh, that's right, I need to check the artifact before that.'

First, I take out the artifact, and unlike before, the coin appears to be slightly shiny.

As expected, killing the cultists didn't seem to add up, and I definitely got what I got by stabbing the guy's skull in the end.

'How big of a vessel is this?'

I turned the coin around with regret, thinking that I should have put it in the right place, and when I applied some force, the small groove with the face pattern in the center popped out.

'what is this?'

So, a white light came out of the groove, and it turned into something like a jelly bear and started dancing and spinning along the edge of the coin.

'Is it the spirit of a were bear? 'You can find out this way.'

It seems that the soul that I personally killed appears in this way.

The number of bears walking on two feet is 7. The werebear must have had 8 heads, including the skull, but was Dheble's soul consumed separately for Thistle's offering?

It was said that there were dozens of thistles, but it seems that only a few of them maintained their soul form properly.

'How do you check magical power?'

When I flipped the coin over, the dancing bears turned into the shape of a small bowl, and a small bluish lump the size of a fist appeared in the center.

It was magical power.

Very slowly, the ember-like lights were gathering little by little, forming a clump.

The souls of seven werebears were gathered together to complete a basic vessel, and the vessel began to collect magical power through natural recovery.

I've seen knights with magical powers wrapped around their swords in the past.

The Paladins wore a white light around their swords, and the Knights wore a slightly bluish light around their swords.

“Oh, try turning into a sword!”

I've definitely heard that it's a sword, but no matter what I do, it doesn't show any more changes than this. If someone had seen me constantly pressing coins and talking to them, they would have called me crazy.

“If I had known this would happen, I would have asked someone in advance.”

I've never learned anything about how to manipulate magical power. In the first place, the vessel of the soul is not something that can be seen with the eyes.

I heard that you use the magic power contained in your soul, but in this case, the artifact acts as a vessel, so the method of use may be different.

'As expected, we should be able to quickly make a weapon that can deliver effective hits.'

First of all, I took a step forward. Because we succeeded in forming the vessel.

Considering that even in the fight with Deheble just now, there was no way to deal a critical hit, so I just ran away, next time I need to quickly figure out how to convert it into a weapon.

'When I get back, I'll ask Master or Enin just in case.'

Master told me that, unlike my complete lack of knowledge about things like magic, I knew something similar.

It is said that the magic power is the same as what he used to call 'ki'.

I have seen how knights channel magical energy into their bodies, and I was told that the methods of using magical energy and energy are similar.

It was said that the magical power contained in the bowl was spread throughout the body to strengthen the body, or infused into the sword to create sword energy.

If so, if you ask, I might know how to use this magical power.

'... If I were to ask Enin, I would have to talk about the artifact.'

I'm still a little worried.

There are not many people to ask about magical powers, and I cannot lie to people who trust me forever.

“Okay, I've decided what to do next, let's go again.”

Once things go as you want, you feel better.

Since you have been resurrected, you must first return to the two people.

They both know that I, a soul patient, will be resurrected in a spare body, so they are probably waiting.

I lifted the tent of the carriage and came out.

However, when we got off the carriage, we realized that it was not where we had parked the carriage and horses earlier.

“What, where am I?”

Apparently, the carriage was parked on the other side of a hill where the heretics could not see, but when we came out, we found ourselves in a dark cave.

A bonfire was burning next to the carriage, and two horses were lying down next to it, sleeping.

'Are they bandits or other heretics?'

At that moment when we were fighting bitterly, did someone hijack the carriage and take it away?

The exact process through which the resurrection of the soul bottle is achieved is a top secret known only to wizards who have taken an oath of confidentiality, so the coffins sent outside are equipped with a special device so that only priests or the revived soul bottle can open them from the inside.

It seems that someone who didn't know that the box on the back of the carriage was a coffin had stolen it.

'Did the heretic escape during the fight and run away with the wagon?'

With that in mind, the moment I was about to go out of the cave, I heard a woman's voice coming from the entrance, along with the figure of a person whose face was not visible against the backlight.

“What, is there anyone?”

        
            A high-pitched voice is heard, but it doesn't seem to be the heretic from before.

I don't know if it was because she got stabbed with a knife, but it was a voice I didn't want to hear, to the point where I thought it would be like a crow from hell crowing.

“I am a soldier of the Kingdom's Allied Forces. Who are you?”

I want to avoid fighting since I have just died and been resurrected. First of all, since there are no weapons, it would be better to clearly state your affiliation.

'Half and half.'

If you are a person who operates within the territory of the Union, like adventurers, you are fortunate. If you are a hostile opponent, you can clearly distinguish them by attacking them.

If it is an enemy, it will inevitably die and quickly return to the resuscitation center.

'Ah, but I don't want to write about the loss of the carriage.'

If I had known this would happen, I would have brought another Estherk and put him in the coffin with him.

Now that I'm thinking about it, from now on I'll have to bring spare weapons and equipment that can be used interchangeably depending on the situation.

“What, how did an Allied soldier get here?”

A voice filled with determination rather than embarrassment.

While talking like that, Shadow slowly walked in and when he reached the bonfire, he could clearly see the outline of a person.

A woman with blue hair, which is relatively common in this world.

I was wearing a hoodie with raindrops streaming down as if it was raining outside. Soon the hood was lowered to reveal a woman with one eye obscured by matted hair.

At first glance, I felt confident that she would not lose if she were to fight, even though she looked a little weak.

'Shall we come out a little stronger?'

“It’s not that he came, it’s that he was hiding inside and you didn’t notice. Where am I?”

“... Unopenable box inside. That was it?”

It seems that the hood and the hat worn inside were not enough to stop the rain, and the woman wrings out the water from her hair.

'They're exploring this way.'

He is intentionally acting louder and squeezing out more water as if to divert attention, but I can sense his intention.

It was pouring rain outside, so I couldn't see where I was. The round moon, which had been shining white light on the ground just a moment ago, is nowhere to be seen.

For me, there is not enough information. I don't want to let my mind wander and make me feel strange.

“Answer me.”

“... Okay. I'll let you know. This is the side from Allied territory towards the Empire.”

If you're on the road toward the Empire, it's a long way from Grace Cemetery.

It looks like this carriage thief already got here while we were fighting.

I don't feel any sign of anyone else. Moreover, there is no sign of waiting for anyone. In that case, since I don't see any special weapons, I think I can go out strong.

“This carriage is an Allied carriage? Even if you don’t know anything about military law, you probably have a rough idea of how severe the penalty is for touching military items belonging to the Allied Forces during wartime, right?”

“Well, I know that much.”

“I’m tired of having to catch you and go through all the procedures, so I’ll take care of you if you just leave the carriage and leave.”

I remember that if I got caught, they would probably cut off my fingers if it was theft, but I don't want to do that because I think my dream would be violent if I thought that someone with their fingers cut off because of me was walking around.

“There’s no reason for that?”

“What?”

But this carriage thief did not back down.

“This carriage is mine.”

“What nonsense, can’t you see the mark here?”

A ridiculous answer came back. The large cloth covering the carriage had two emblems painted on it: the Allied Armed Forces emblem with five different shaped swords overlapping each other, and the emblem of the old mercenary and current adventurer guild, which had an ax and spear depicted inside the shield.

Even with such conclusive evidence, what kind of courage does the carriage thief have to claim ownership?

A woman walked between me and the carriage, making star-shaped footprints with her wet shoes.

“In my opinion.”

And take off your hood and swing it in the air

“No problem.”

Snatching the floating hood, it momentarily obscures the carriage's crest.

“I don’t have it?”

Then he folded his hood, put it on his arm, and pointed at the carriage.

At the same time, it seemed like a blue light could be seen briefly inside the hair.

“Now, check it out.”

I looked where the woman's hand was pointing.

The two emblems on the cloth covering the carriage were nowhere to be seen, and instead a crescent moon and a water drop-shaped emblem were engraved in the middle.

'hallucination? Magic?'

I had experienced both types while on the battlefield, but the current method was different from those types of techniques.

“What is it? How did you do it?”

It happened so quickly that the woman who smiled at my shocked reaction was wearing a tailcoat that looked like a suit.

'Are you a magician?'

As one eye, which had been covered by hair, moved, a blue glow appeared from the diamond-shaped tattoo beneath it.

“Nice to meet you. I am Coinperia, the owner of this carriage, the cutie of the rumored Trickster.”

I had my first meeting across a bonfire with a magician who introduced his name.

-------------------------------

“Then let’s summarize.”

“Any amount.”

The magician, who has completely eliminated all evidence, sits in front of the bonfire and slyly answers my words.

“You found a horse and carriage on the road while you were on the road, and decided that it was an unclaimed carriage. According to the adventurers' implicit rule that the person who first discovers an object without an owner is the one who found it”

“This trickster, Coin Peria, is saying that he will retrieve the belongings of some poor people and put them to good use.”

“It’s a typical thief’s mindset.”

“Huh? What?”

'Their way of thinking is different from ours.' It seemed like a voice was heard.

“Hehe... Normally, such rules would be said to be made with items found after robbing dungeons or monsters' nests, right?”

“But surely there was no one around?”

“Then how do you explain the deletion of the sentence that was so blatantly obvious? If you look at the symbol that was clearly painted as a union carriage, wouldn't it be common sense that it should be returned to that party?”

“There was no mark?”

Between the conversation with this magician, the military and adventurer guild emblems originally drawn on the carriage were treated as having completely disappeared.

He smiles calmly and looks straight into my eyes without avoiding them.

“Foolishly.”

“Huh? Foolish? What is that?”

'Oh, doesn't this make sense?'

I've never cared about language, but sometimes, very occasionally, meaning cannot be conveyed.

“Cancel, so... shameless.”

“Ah, that’s what it means.”

'Now what should I do?'

As I was thinking that way, this time I came in first from the other side.

“I don’t think it will end this way, so let’s do it this way. There were only two witnesses, my brother and I. Only the two of us here still know the truth.”

“Who is your older brother?”

“He looks older than me, so I’ll call him oppa.”

“I have never had a younger sister like you.”

“I guess being picky is just my speaking habit. So just accept it.”

Peria seemed to think about something for a moment and then began to take something out from inside her tailcoat.

'weapon? Are you really planning on just killing me and running away?'

With that in mind, she steeled herself to fight and secretly hid a stone of an appropriate size behind her in her hand, but what Peria took out was paper and a pen.

“Let’s not act like hideous barbarians. pick. Which is better, a mutually beneficial trade or a gamble where you win everything?”

'What are you talking about all of a sudden?'

Peria turns around, places a piece of paper on the floor of the carriage, and begins to write something down as she continues speaking.

“Oppa, you have a soul illness, right?”

“How did you know?”

“Is it flirty? I felt it when I wrote a strange word. I've been in the empire for a long time, so I know everything about the empire's dialect, but this is my first time hearing it.”

It stabs sharply.

“A word written naturally, but to me, it sounds so strange that I can't understand the context, and since this is the kingdom union... after all, there is a high probability that it is a soul disease.”

“... You're smart.”

“And now that my eyes have become accustomed to it, I can see it clearly, but I remember reading that it was a curse-like sentence for soul disease.”

It became impossible to escape. Since I was already ahead of the pace, I wanted to ask questions about things I've always been curious about.

“Do people in the empire also know about soul disease? This side of the story and everything is so closed.”

“Soul disease is famous everywhere. It is so powerful that it can be heard not only in the empire, but also among other races, and even in the ears of demonic operatives in hell. I've only heard about it through rumors, but this is my first time seeing it in person. Nice to meet you, soul sick brother.”

“It’s done, and how is it known?”

I was curious about our evaluation. The number of people we killed was so great that by the end of the battle, there were always corpses as high as the castle walls.

I wanted to hear how we appeared to others.

“Well, I’ll let you know about this as a service. Hmm... shall we try based on the rumors of the empire?”

“A coalition of kingdoms that built a temple only for Gaia and rejected everyone else. In the end, they were ostracized by everyone. That arrogance was so severe that it made the empire turn its back and even merchants who only looked for money stopped walking. Everyone foresaw what they said, but who would have guessed that those greedy kingdoms would even drink water from the spring of the abyss?”

Square Square Square

The sounds of writing words on paper and speaking as if imitating a bard echo through the cave.

“Spiritual diseases created by touching taboos are the very thing of fear! I just killed 1,000 people, but before the watermill started spinning even 10 times, 1,000 soldiers came back to life and came running. That one-sided war of attrition made everyone tremble with fear.”

Peria pauses for a moment as she carefully applies ink to her pen, then continues.

“The Kingdom Alliance maintained its arrogance with such courageous warriors. But now, with hordes of heretics infested within it and pot-bellied priests and nobles treating the warriors of the reversal as stepping stones, what will the future of the kingdoms be like?

Peria sounds with her vocal cords while saying ah-ah-ah.

“Thank you for recognizing our hard work. But you’re really bad at singing.”

The content was informative. contents is.

The problem was that even if I installed a program that just reads the text without melody or anything like Peria's vocal cords, I thought it looked better to listen to than this.

“Shut up, I know. Anyway, it is a fact that both you and others who are not merchants like me know that soul soldiers are not treated well.”

Peria thrust the completed piece of paper towards me.

“Now, take your pick.”

The front page of the paper said 'Damaged Carriage Acquisition Transaction Agreement' and detailed information, while the back page had only the words 'Bet of a Lifetime' written in large letters.

        
            “Trading and betting?”

“Yes. My brother is mentally ill anyway, so even if I cheat, I have no choice but to tell the whole truth when the officers there order me to tell the truth, right? As a merchant, I have to travel around to do business, so it would be a bit difficult if I got a bounty.”

“It’s just a little bit,” he adds.

“If it’s difficult, isn’t it right not to do it?”

“A merchant always finds a way to profit from any situation. And I'm suggesting this because I have an idea. This is how to fool the sentence on your neck.”

What is written on paper is a contract.

“First, oh my! The carriage was accidentally broken while driving! Go back and report to the officer that the carriage is broken, and receive a portion of the carriage price in silver from Coinferia.”

Peria took a bag lying on the wall and took out a hammer.

“According to the Allied regulations that I remember, damaged wagons are to be disposed of there if there is a nearby purchase site. There is no separate technician.”

Peria woke up the sleeping horses and made the carriage roll for a moment, then hit the carriage with a hammer along the way, causing the wheels to shift slightly.

It is enough to cause major inconvenience while driving, but it is enough to return to its original state if adjusted again.

“Now, the carriage broke down while driving? Now that the wagon is damaged, my brother sells it to me only for the price of the wood. If this happens, this will become the truth for you too. On the condition that you do that, I will give you about 800 silver coins.”

'Indeed, there is a way to avoid the truth like that.'

A little loophole in the rules.

The officers know that spirit soldiers do not like it, so they do not often use commands using Athir, the artifact of forced commands, unless it is a battle.

Even if you ask me to tell the truth using the command using Atyr, I have clearly seen that the wheels of the carriage were damaged while it was rolling. So you can tell it like it is. The wagon was damaged and so it was sold according to regulations.

It may seem like blindfolding, but it is a sure way to avoid commands using Atyr.

“I thought you were just a merchant. How do you know such detailed rules?”

“Could you please stop treating me like an ordinary merchant? We are rumor dealer tricksters, people who deal in valuable rumors. Things like that level of discipline are naturally known to those of us who travel to collect rumors.”

When I looked at the bag lying on one side, the thick luggage inside was sticking out as if showing evidence that it had been traveling around various areas.

Things like cooking utensils sticking out of the bag, mini totems with strangely shaped rings that can't be seen here, and lanterns in a double box were all claiming to be the traveler's luggage.

“Anyway, I think it’s not a bad method. My brother followed the rules, and even though he wouldn't have received anything in return, he was also given the price of the carriage.”

I believe that a carriage of this size would normally cost about 200 gold coins. It's ridiculous to talk patronizingly about someone who wants to take it away by slapping it with 800 silver coins.

“Then I guess I’ll bet next time. What is the content of gambling?”

“Are you interested?”

“You have to listen.”

Then, Feria seemed happy that there was interest in the other side and actively turned around the back of the contract to show me.

“This is literally gambling. It's a one-shot match between the items I have and the weapons my brother wears and the ownership of the carriage.”

“Didn’t you say you were a merchant? Aren’t merchants supposed to like gambling?”

“You will never achieve success with honest methods. Truly successful people succeed because they have the guts to jump at any opportunity. And tricksters like it so much that they go to places where there is gambling?”

“Then let’s say we gamble. What if I lose at gambling and don't keep my promise and go back and tell the truth about what happened?”

“In this case, my brother gambled and lost the carriage. So, even if I tell you the truth, my brother would have more to lose for breaking the military law against gambling, right? From my point of view, it's legal. It doesn't matter if I'm a soldier or not. First of all, I'm a foreigner, and gambling itself is a common game played anywhere on the street.”

“... Think about it.”

“Okay.”

If it's the first method, it doesn't matter because I also get some money. I'm not very greedy for money, but if I have it, I'm sure I'll find something to spend it on.

In the second method, if you win, you will get the carriage back intact and all you can see is Peria's items and that backpack, but since you are a merchant, there will be quite a few valuable items, so you can get a bigger profit.

“Ha...”

'Why am I thinking like this...'

However, it is a problem where I do not have to agree to this deal. In any case, it is a matter of just overpowering them and taking the carriage. It's because it's annoying.

As I was thinking about it, Peria spoke up.

“I'm a trickster and want to do the second method, so I'll up the stakes. I will give you some additional good information.”

“Information?”

“Yes. If there is information you want, I will give you the most similar information for free.”

What secret do I want?

Is this information valuable?

Currently, I don't know exactly how big the group called Trickster is.

I don't know how important any rumors or information they may have would be.

Still, I need more detailed information about soul disease, if that information is available.

The really important information about soul sickness is a top secret even to soul sick people. What is known externally is that soul soldiers are people from another world and that even if they die, they are resurrected. This is it.

The only things the officers and we know are our manufacturing process, the stiffness between death and resurrection, and how to activate the spare body.

That's not really the important information.

The people who proposed the soul bottle, devised the magic formula, and designed the doll-like bodies we are in.

This is information and related content about the alchemists, wizards, and very few priests who participated in the production of the revitalizer.

'If I had that information, I might be able to figure out how to remove this symbol on my neck.'

One of the most annoying alcoholic beverages for me right now.

This is how to remove the curse-like symbol on the neck.

'It would be more convenient if there were no restrictions on commands using Atyr.'

But other than the basic information I know, do I really have information that I don't know? Could it be Peria’s trick?

'Let's try it first.'

“Do you know anything about soul disease?”

“Hmm... I'm not that interested right now, but if my brother wins, I'll ask the union and pay for it.”

“That could be a lie.”

There is no guarantee that Feria won't lie.

“‘We’ don’t cheat in gambling. The Nayals who signed a contract with the Tricksters like to compete with their own strength.”

“Who is Nayal?”

“You can think of it as a god-like being worshiped not only by tricksters but also by beings who like gambling. They are not exactly gods, but they are spirits of dawn who think they are divine beings.”

“Spirit of Dawn... Just hearing the name makes it seem very sacred, but does it actually like gambling?”

“It seems like I really like the way gamblers keep gambling without realizing it once they start gambling. Did you say you liked that lively energy?”

It seems like gambling addicts are gathering together.

'Can I consider it a fair bet?'

There is no way Peria would cheat if such a being was watching.

“Then, let’s listen to how to gamble.”

“Okay, then shall we just do something simple like toss a coin?”

Although the stakes are high, it presents a surprisingly simple gamble.

“If it’s something simple like that, why don’t you use my own coin?”

The doubts were not completely gone.

Still, there is a possibility that he may have prepared a coin or something that could be thrown in his favor.

He said he wouldn't cheat, but I can't completely trust him.

“Uh, isn’t that a dwarven coin?”

Peria's eyes changed when she saw the artifact I took out, an ancient coin with a dark origin that collects souls.

“Hey, is this also a bet? Right?”

Why am I so obsessed? There may be a reason why this dwarven coin is greatly needed in Peria.

'In situations like this, you have to bounce.'

“No, I will never bet on this. It's like a talisman to me.”

I didn't lie. It also contained the souls of the Werebears, and it is definitely not an item that can be given away hastily. Although it is also a coin that cannot be transferred in the first place.

“Grunt...”

I keep staring at my hand as if I want to get the coin somehow.

“... Okay. I'm going to raise the stakes.”

‘Is it really that necessary? '

In fact, for me, even if I gamble on coins, they ultimately belong to me, so they come back at some point when they are far away.

I feel bad about being deceived, but since this incident occurred while I was trying to get my carriage back in the first place, I don't think it would be a problem to get this level of insurance.

“In addition to all the items in my bag and the information about the soul bottle, um... I'll give you my most precious thing.”

Peria took out an earring made of a blue drop-shaped gem from the breast pocket of her tailcoat.

“If you sell this at a place that gives a good price, you can easily get 10 gold.”

Since it is said to be a precious item, I think it is an item with greater meaning than its monetary value.

“Do you think this item means something to you? I see that it is precious.”

“That's right. However, it is an item that only has meaning to me and is only worth about 10 gold as stake. Because the value of an item must be viewed absolutely.”

“I don’t know what it is, but can I just walk?”

“Because proper gambling begins only when the stakes are balanced. If you want to get the amount right now, the only way is to bet it.”

'If that's the case, then what should I accept?'

“Good. Accept the second offer.”

“Well thought out.”

I left the coins with Feria, and she loaded the earrings and bag into the carriage.

“Good. Let’s decide on the front and back.”

The coin is engraved with an image of an unidentified bearded old man and an anvil.

“The side with the face is the front, and the side with the anvil is the back. Which way do you want to do it?”

“Do it with an anvil.”

“Then I am the face. Then throw it.”

Tension appears on each other's faces.

A large tree newly added to the bonfire catches fire, right in the middle! The moment it cut off with a sound, Peria bounced the coin up to the ceiling.

Binggrrr-

Coin spinning high into the sky

and at that moment

Peria suddenly laughed and shouted.

“Hahahaha! I got caught. Nayal! Fulfill your contract!”

        
            I don't really like gambling.

What I think about people who say they have made a rational judgment in their view of gambling is that the person has already become addicted to gambling and cannot go back.

At least that's how I think about gambling, and I've never once thought about gambling.

So what was I shaken by?

The word fairness that Peria said is important to an unknown being called Nyal?

Peria trying to somehow balance the stakes?

Why didn't I realize that it was all Peria's plan to instigate me?

After being thrown into the air, the coin did not come down right away, but instead started spinning faster.

“Is this kid cheating?”

“I didn’t lie? 'Nayals like to compete with their own strength.' I told you so. And I didn't cheat. Because I said it clearly.”

'Did you just twist it without interpreting it as it is?'

“This is a bet between Nayal’s own power to help me and my brother. I just laid the board, right?”

“Bullshit.”

It's a play on words, a sophistry.

'No, I guess it's my fault for not being careful and not sophistication... No, let's stop.'

The water has already been spilled. Rather than passing the blame or blaming yourself, it may be more constructive to think about getting out of this situation.

“Nayal! Fulfill the contract quickly! I certainly paid you by praying for the crescent moon. You keep your promise to benefit me!”

The coin that flew to the ceiling of the cave illuminated by the bonfire did not come down but was spinning.

The empty space splits open and an unnatural hand pops out.

“Is that me?”

I have seen the Milky Way.

It looks like a lake of countless stars and twinkling constellations flowing through outer space.

The hand looked like looking at a lake through a glass bottle.

The hand of a being so foreign caught the spinning coin, and a voice came out.

[Perform the contract. Trickster. I will use 40 of the 40 gold coins you sent through the crescent moon to give you a benefit.]

Peria jumps up as if she hadn't expected it.

“What?! A day robber! You're a thief! You use too much!”

Peria protested towards the cosmic hand.

[It's your fault for not looking at the hidden side of this coin. I am always fair.]

When the hand holding the coin unfolds, blue magical energy emanates from the coin.

“W-what is that?”

[If this were a normal coin, it would have been possible with 10 gold coins. But this is the key to possibility created by an ancient alchemist. So, 40 gold coins are consumed.]

'I guess they realized it was an artifact.'

“Damn. Then quickly fulfill the contract!”

[good night. The bet you made, from this bet, I will give you the outcome that will lead you to the best possible future you can reach.]

“... Of course you should!”

At Peria's urging, an unusual hand that seems to distort my vision drops a coin toward the floor.

Clink-

Unlike me, who was rushing to see the results, Peria stood there with an aggrieved look on her face.

“Oh, you really suffered a loss.”

“Don’t you see the results?”

“Anyway, the result has already been decided. Since Nayal had a hand, of course I would have won.”

Now, there is no attempt to hide the fact that it was outright gambling fraud.

“Still, I have to check.”

“It's probably heads, but what kind of confirmation is there? ”

After the gambling was over with a dissatisfied face, Peria, with her sly acting gone, was leaning against the carriage and looking at me.

However, the coin I thought was heads was showing tails.

“It’s on the back?”

“Yes, heads... What?”

The coin showed the anvil side.

This is the back I chose.

“That can’t be possible!”

Peria comes screaming, looks at the coin, and kicks it away.

The coin that flew away bounces off the wall and shows its tail again.

“This... This is ridiculous! What are you doing! Why didn’t you fulfill the contract?”

Peria screams at the hand that has not yet disappeared.

[I fulfilled the contract correctly. It means that I will act in a way that benefits you.]

“You lost at gambling! I lost everything! What benefit is this!”

[I clearly acted according to the contract. But are you still disobeying the contract with me?]

“This is a scam, it’s invalid! You did not fulfill your contract!”

[I say it again. I fulfilled my contract. I made a decision that was definitely beneficial to you.]

“No! What do you think I gained from this? Do you have any eyes? Are you kidding me? You lying, cheating spirit!”

“No, I only have hands, so I don’t have eyes.”

There is no way your eyes are in your hands.

“Noisy! I don't want to see you all, so shut up! uh? Now, wait!”

The hand that heard the verbal abuse suddenly came up at extremely fast speed and grabbed Peria's neck in its grip.

[I said it when I signed the contract. I clearly told you that I would predict all possible futures and act in a way that would benefit you.]

Peria becomes frightened by the sudden situation.

“Well... then shouldn’t you at least explain it?”

Nevertheless, it seems that Peria's anger was greater than her fear. Even though his voice is shaking, he doesn't back down.

[You said it was too expensive to include the obligation to explain and you were the one who removed it from the contract terms. Since then, have we ever asked each other for details when executing a contract? You have never once asked me for such an explanation. So denying this means that your side is trying to break the contract first.]

White ash began to come out from the hand holding the neck.

[ruler. Pay the price for denying the contract.]

“Wrong... I said the wrong thing! What I said was wrong! There’s no way Nayal would do that to me! huh! huh! So, accept and comply with the result... No, I will accept it! No, Nayal! Please forgive me!”

Peria shed tears and began to pray as the light exploded before her eyes.

“I don’t want to die! stop! Stop!”

When the white ash touches Peria's body, she feels pain.

At the same time, Peria's blue hair began to gradually turn black from the top of her head.

“Aaaagh!”

Soon, as the light covered Peria's entire body, she fainted and fell limp.

Nayal's hand places such a feria on the ground and speaks to me.

[Listen, human.]

'It's a bit strange to think that your hands are talking.'

But before I could point out such a strange thing, the scene just before and the lingering scent of burnt hair at the tip of my nose were telling me to be quiet.

“What... what is it?”

[In fact, it is to this woman's benefit that this trickster cannot accept the results of the gamble and is punished by me for denying it.]

'What bullshit.'

[This woman asked for a benefit for herself as a condition of her contract with me. So I decided by looking at the constellations of dawn and your artifact.]

When Nayal waved his hand, the coins that had fallen on the floor flew towards me.

[The object that only pursues utility and brought down the ancient kingdom. I never thought I would see that again.]

“I don’t even know how to use it properly.”

[Does not matter. You are a soul disease that never dies. The items you have are items that do not betray the efforts of their owner. No matter what the end is, you will be able to stand until the end of the age as long as you do not misjudge yourself.]

Nayal's hand points to Peria, who has fainted.

[So I decided that the only way to change this woman's future was you.]

Peria's hair had turned completely black except for the ends that reached down to her chest.

[This woman was scheduled to die within two years. I've been trying to avoid death, but it seems to me that I'm already on the wrong path. But I knew it the moment I saw you. If you use the loss of the gamble and the negativity towards me to attribute it to you, you will have a greater chance of surviving this woman.]

“How did you calculate that?”

[okay. The constellations indicated that.]

'What astronomer are you?'

Nayal's hand came towards me and grabbed my wrist.

When an unusual hand came up to me and grabbed my wrist, I got goosebumps.

But I couldn't run away. It was as if my body had become frozen and did not listen to my words.

[I entrust everything to you in return for a winning gamble.]

I squeezed my wrist for a moment and then opened it, and there was a blue bracelet hanging on my wrist.

“Everything?”

[okay. The consequences of gambling and the price of denying the contract with me. In return, everything about this woman belongs to you. That is your trophy and the fulfillment of my contract with this woman.]

“Attribution...”

[This bracelet is proof of the soul’s bondage. That woman is yours from now on. If I tie my soul to you, who does not die even if I die, I will be able to survive even if my body reaches its limit.]

'I don't want to play around as I please.'

I feel somehow rebellious. I don't like the appeal of being omniscient and omniscient, seeing through everything.

“If I kill that woman, won’t I die sooner?”

'Observation and all, the attitude of looking down, why are there only arrogant people in this world?'

[You cannot kill. It was said to be slavery to the soul.]

As Nayal's hand flicked through the air, the space suddenly tore apart and a boulder the size of his forearm came out.

[Look.]

“What are you doing...!”

The boulder flew straight and hit Peria's head, scattering pieces everywhere.

I couldn't believe what was happening before my eyes.

You suddenly kill Feria without even talking to her.

'These strange hands, aren't they making sudden movements too often?'

However, Peria's body burned white and disappeared, and the same flames erupted in front of me, and Peria appeared without any clothes on.

[I connected it with your soul. The contract of servitude ensures that this woman will never die unless you suffer a conceptual death. If you think about the future of this trickster, wouldn’t it definitely be beneficial?]

I saw a future where I would die within two years anyway, so if I tied the future to myself, who would be resurrected even if I died, I would be forced to resurrect.

[After waking up, try giving commands through the bracelet if you wish. Anything is possible.]

“Anything?”

[okay. anything. You are now the owner of that woman.]

Performance of Contract.

It doesn't matter whether Peria becomes a slave or an immortal body. Nayal fulfilled the contract regardless of the method used.

'Is this how non-human beings think?'

They said it was the spirit of dawn. This was my first time seeing a spirit, but I had no idea it was such a dangerous being.

Even though he seemed like a fraud, he definitely did what he had to do.

However, in my opinion, the process is uncomfortable.

[Then I fulfilled all my contracts. this much.]

Nayal's hand held the air as if she had finished everything she wanted to say. Then he ripped open the air and went into it.

I don't know if I saw it wrong, but I had no choice but to express it this way.

I look down at Peria, whose clothes in front of me have disappeared.

You can see Peria's face lying unconscious.

He was lying naked with tears in his eyes.

Unlike his cheerful appearance before the gamble, he looks quite bleak.

Seeing that contrast made me feel a little sympathy, not anger, even though she was the woman who tried to deceive me.

'That's that and this is this.'

That's it. We must not be consumed by pity.

'They say the gambling is over and it's mine now, so I have to take care of it.'

I just don't like Nayal to a certain extent, but it doesn't change the fact that Feria is a carriage thief and bet against me and lost.

I don't know how useful Peria will be in my future, but the right decision is to take everything I can.

Be it a person or an object.

“Ah, the sun is rising.”

How much time has passed? As I look outside, the sun begins to appear as if it is already morning.

“Ssotcha.”

I put the fainted Peria into the coffin that contained my spare body and pack my bag and the rest of my belongings.

'Wouldn't this make some money?'

I also take care of the rock that Nayal's hand pulled out, just in case. If it's something like a meteorite, you could get a huge price if you sell it to a wizard or something.

The horses must have been sleeping through all the chaos, so I approached them and shook their heads, and it was only then that they woke up.

“Ha... How should I handle this?”

First, I have to go back and pass by Grace Cemetery. Since there is no carriage, Morsling and Thistle may be sleeping nearby to avoid the rain.

They were probably tired from the battle, and it was raining too hard to walk back to the village, so there was a high probability that they were staying nearby.

“Let’s go, you guys.”

Step on the bonfire, put it out, and drive the horses out of the cave.

It seems like disaster keeps coming, but the first thing was successful and I got the magic I wanted.

'Peria is unexpected, but it might be useful somewhere.'

It seems like the first adventure ended successfully.

-------------------------------

“Ah, oh, oh, you’re here.”

“Ma, Ma, I see you got the carriage back.”

Click, click, click

As I see the Morsling and Thistle dropping their teeth at an incredible speed, I feel sorry for not coming earlier, even though it wasn't my fault.

After all, this is a small ball launched by Peria.

“As expected, there was a carriage thief, right? Everything, I'm glad.”

“Yes. what. It was like that.”

It is said that Thistle and Morsling dug up the remains in the graveyard after I died and took the cursed skull from the pile of Dheble's burned remains.

Then, when he returned to the direction where the carriage was, the carriage and horses were gone, but he said that he was mentally ill and believed that I would be resurrected, so he spent the night under a nearby tree.

'It was raining heavily when I woke up.'

It was raining so hard that they couldn't make a fire under a small tree, so they stayed back to back for a night and were almost on the verge of death.

‘After all, nature is great. In the face of the cold, there is no need for a mid-level adventurer who is a former mercenary or a priest of God.'

“I was planning to go back as soon as I found you two, but looking at the situation, I think it would be better to just warm up for a while.”

“Bae, thank you for your consideration.”

At best, it would be difficult if the work was completed without any casualties and then a fatal accident occurred.

To get rid of the backburn, it would be better to start a fire and raise the body temperature first.

Collect tree branches from nearby and make cuts in a cross-grained pattern. However, branches that got very wet overnight are unlikely to catch fire.

“Pharmacist, what was that thing you threw at your head yesterday?”

“Ah, this is it.”

Yesterday, I thought Morsling had made it by throwing a spark in an instant, so I asked about it and he took out a square object from his pocket.

“Lighter?”

“Ah, I see you know. It's not a lighter, it's a tool called a light. They say it was recently created by the Alchemist's Guild. But yesterday I threw it and it broke and I had to repair it.”

'Not a lighter, but a light.'

The object, called a magic tool, looks exactly like the Zippo lighter I know.

'It looks very similar to the one on Earth?'

“Can you tell me where you purchased it?”

“It is not sold at Grace Territory, so you will have to go to the Alchemists' Territory further down from here. Or maybe it would be a good idea to ask the peddlers. If I can make money, I will come back with everything.”

“I guess I should go there sometime.”

“It hasn’t been long since the rumor started, but I think it will spread soon as it is more comfortable than spark stone.”

How does it exist in a place like this? It's been about 5 years, but I haven't seen anything identical to the modern one.

There are two hypotheses.

Modern objects came directly from us and were made based on them.

Coincidentally, it was created because someone here thought of an object that looked the same.

For now, I'll think about two things and visit when I have some free time.

The standard of living here is not bad compared to modern times. However, as a soul disease person who cannot use magical power, there are quite a few items that I cannot use, which is a bit inconvenient, but if there were similar items, I would like to spend some money to get them.

'If it's a magic tool, it might be a bit expensive.'

After many twists and turns, we try to save the fire by adding the least wet branches to the fire as much as possible.

Thistle asks as he goes inside the carriage to look for something dry that can quickly start a fire.

“Irim. What's in this coffin?”

“Ah.”

I had forgotten. And it's annoying.

“Should I say prisoner of war...? This is the body of the carriage thief.”

“I see.”

Just as Thistle is about to come back down as if he is not interested, a sound is heard as if someone is trying to break the coffin door.

bang! bang! bang!

And soon the door opened and a naked Peria came out.

“I’m not dead!!!”

“Oh, stay still.”

I'm so tired I'm dying.

        
            “... Lee Rim?”

Thistle's gaze seems to be asking for an explanation.

When a naked person jumps out of the coffin, Morsling freezes while putting firewood in it.

But I was tired and didn't want to make the situation any more annoying, so I tried a quick solution.

“...? hey! What are you doing...!”

I walked up to him, put Peria in the coffin, took out a piece of string from my backpack, and tied it around the entrance.

I didn't know this pipe until now, but after sealing it, the soundproofing is much better than I expected.

You can't hear anything because they are tied tightly with a rope so that there are no gaps.

“It’s okay. They will be taken to the security forces.”

“Well... I won't ask you about the details. There is no way the person who fought with me for the honor of God could be a villain who kidnapped a woman.”

“Thank you for your understanding.”

I'm glad Thistle is a flexible person. I'm too tired to tell you everything, including Nayal's story.

'First of all, the priest witnessed a situation similar to kidnapping, so is it okay to pass it off like this? Well, I guess they didn't care because I was like a police officer in the first place.'

Rather, what is more important is that I learned that my opinion was good for the first priest of a new religion. This is because after going through Enin’s case, I realized the importance of personal connections.

“Hmm, there are some parts I don’t understand, but a lot happened. I guess so... I'm tired now too.”

Perhaps because of his age, Morsling seems reluctant to do anything more troublesome than this.

“Now that I think about it, what happened to the captured heretics?”

Morsling does not answer, but takes out a glass bottle from his pocket. Inside the glass bottle was something like red jelly that looked slightly elastic.

“... A few accidents can happen.”

“...I'll just stop there.”

Seeing how he is avoiding eye contact, it might be better not to ask for more details.

After warming up for about 30 minutes, we all decided to head back because we felt like we would fall asleep from exhaustion if we stayed like this.

“Well, now that we've warmed up, let's take care of the rest and leave. I think I will arrive before lunch.”

“This thing that was supposed to end in one day has taken so long.”

“Now, now. Let’s hurry up and consecrate it. Consecration.”

Since it is unknown where all the exhumed bodies were buried, the remaining embers are simply enlarged and the bodies are burned. Thistle recited a prayer next to the burning corpses, and we each said similar blessings.

“We live in an age where snakes crawl around causing confusion. In this dreary world where it takes courage to even have a handful of land to lie down in peace, the blindfold has once again been removed from those who need to rest. I hope that you will blow away your anger with flames and that you can sleep peacefully again.”

I look at Thistle's face as she gives a funeral with a lonely face.

Praying with sincerity.

It is said that regardless of whether someone has divine powers, when someone dies, they should receive at least a simple blessing and be buried. If this fails and the buried body is revealed to the ground for some reason, it becomes undead.

To prevent that, it would be enough to recite a simple obligatory prayer, but she was sending out strength with every word.

'... He's a solid person.'

Soon the prayer was over and we cleaned up our surroundings and prepared to leave.

I also took the great sword that Dheble had thrown and put weight on. Considering how rough it was handled, a good sword is one that is in good condition without any broken parts.

“It’s a bit heavy. For now, let’s just put it in the supply warehouse.”

With this, the request for consecration is complete.

I, who was relatively physically strong, drove the carriage, and Morsling and Thistle fell asleep in the back of the carriage, leaning against the luggage.

Peria also kept kicking the coffin but eventually gave up, so no sound was heard.

-------------------------------

About 3 hours later, I arrived at the Adventurer's Guild, reported, and said goodbye to everyone.

“Then, if you remember, come to Morsling's workshop in the forest north of town and I will give it to you for cheap. It was only for a short time, but it will be nice to see you again, as it is a relationship that developed after I returned as an adventurer.”

“If I have anything to do, I will go there.”

“God also praised us for helping us purify the cursed things. Separately, I would like to thank you personally and hope to have another relationship in the future.”

“I hope that the day we can be together again comes.”

Relationships between people are strengthened through social gatherings. After exchanging sincere greetings rather than pretentiousness, I was about to leave when Thistle called me back.

“Hey, over there, Lee Rim.”

“Yes?”

Thistle strengthens the hand holding the claymore and looks at me.

“I was really thankful for this. That was the first time anyone got so angry for me and my god.”

Even though I said thank you earlier, I was so thankful that I wanted to do it again.

“What. If anyone sees Sisul’s sincere attitude, they will believe in the existence of God.”

If we think about the power that blew away Werebear, who went completely crazy in the first place, then of course we have no choice but to acknowledge the existence of God.

'If you don't believe it even after seeing it, you're probably just a person who doesn't believe it because of your foolish pride.'

Thistle looks genuinely happy at my trivial words. It was an expression that showed how he had been treated so far.

So, since this has already happened, I thought of making a more solid connection.

“If there is anything you need my strength for, please come to me. Since you are serving a God who has not yet taken the form of a religious denomination, you must have a lot to overcome. Even though it is an ordinary soul disease, we will help if we can.”

“Yes? Is that true?”

“Well, what would you gain by lying like this? Of course it is.”

When I gave a definite answer, Thistle seemed moved and came over to me, grabbed my hand, and shook it up and down vigorously.

“Thank you very, very much. Irim's good will, even if he doesn't serve Deshade, I will definitely pray to Deshade for blessings on Irim's future.”

It's a bit burdensome, but seeing them like it so much makes me feel better too. However, since time was running out, I thought we should break up now.

“What. Well then, since you've had a full day, let's go in and relax.”

“I understand. Then, Irim, please go in carefully.”

“Yes. Bye then.”

After saying goodbye, I returned the carriage at the base entrance and returned to the supply depot with Peria’s coffin on my shoulder.

“Is Ennin there?”

'It took a whole day to come back the same day.'

I don't know if someone will be there first, so I go in without saying a word.

“You’re here.”

“You were alone.”

Enin was organizing documents on his desk.

“I immediately received the report from the Adventurer's Guild via double handwritten paper. The work took longer than expected?”

'What is double embossed paper?'

“You figured it out really quickly?”

“If it is recorded there, it is also recorded here at the same time.”

Another piece of paper that Henin showed was writing letters in real time even without a pen.

“I see strange things often these days.”

“When they heard that the Alchemist's Guild was moving again at the Magic Tower, they hurriedly provided them with items that had only been used by them.”

“Those misers? Why?”

“Anyway, the head of the city of alchemists was absent, so the contract between us and the Alchemists' Guild kept getting delayed, so we were in a tough position. However, upon hearing the news that the head of a rival group had returned, they must have realized that their position would be in danger if the alchemists, who supplied goods at low prices, moved again.”

'If you're the head, is it Gloria?'

I feel good imagining the wizards struggling inside the magic tower.

I don't like wizards very much because they always go around boasting about their powerful appearance.

Enin doesn't seem to have a very positive opinion of wizards either, so in addition to the paper, he is happily looking at the magic items he has been supplied with for the first time in a while and using them one by one.

“Should I call it defense industry corruption, it was a bit serious.”

“Sure. High-tech items are priced so high that they are unusable, and then they immediately drop the price.”

Until now, it was almost a monopoly, so wizards used their guts to charge extremely high prices for the items they supplied to the military.

Then, if you see Enin trying to please his rival as soon as he is resurrected, you won't be able to understand Enin's feelings.

Enin grunted, gathered up a bunch of papers, threw them away, and came towards me.

“But why did you bring this coffin?”

“Ah, this.”

Let go of the coffin you were carrying and untie the rope.

“Uh, huh? What is this over there?”

'What is it?'

When I opened the coffin, I saw Peria inside with her eyes closed and foam coming out of her mouth.

“Of course it’s not kidnapping, right?”

“Absolutely not. It’s legal.”

'maybe.'

“I caught him because he was trying to steal a carriage. He said he was a trickster.”

“Aha. You're a trickster.”

I don't react as surprised as I thought.

“Do you know Trickster?”

“To some extent. I heard that they are not treated very well even by merchants because they claim to be merchants, but they do not do business by sending and selling goods, and in fact, the only thing they sell is high-quality information. Are you saying it's against the rules or something?”

“They seem to be a bit of an irregular group.”

“That’s right. However, among the many secrets they deal with, they do not reveal it openly because there are rumors that they know a secret that can control the fate of their superiors.”

'Are you surprisingly a member of a group of bigwigs?'

It's a much bigger group than I thought.

“Anyway, they say that tricksters sometimes take things they want and force them to gamble, but fortunately, it looks like you didn't gamble. There are rumors that tricksters offer bets that seem fair, but no one wins.”

'They were repeat offenders.'

It seems that quite a lot of people use Nayal to create games where they win, and then force people into gambling and rob them.

“But what are you going to do? Anyway, the tricksters are so well connected that they would just be released.”

'It looks like they have some sort of local community association or connections all over the place.'

But it doesn't matter to me.

“It’s okay. I signed a slave contract.”

“How?”

He shows the rough-looking blue bracelet on his wrist to Enin, who is surprised.

“They say it’s a bracelet of servitude. I won a gamble, but is this woman some kind of spirit in charge of the gamble? Because I denied gambling to someone like that, I was arbitrarily made into a slave contract in return.”

This is not a world without slavery, so Enin roughly understands this.

“Oh my god, this is the first time I’ve seen someone win a gamble against a trickster. There's a slave contract there.”

To be exact, Nayal did it.

Enin believed everything I said, so it was easy for me to get over it.

“But what would you do if you were a slave?”

Actually, I've been thinking about it for a while, but I still can't think of a good way.

“For now, how about just taking him around and pampering him?”

Suddenly, a woman with long gray hair came in, lifting the cloth of the supply station.

It's Master.

“Uh, Master, are you okay?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I was resurrected yesterday and have been staying since evening.”

“Oh, I forgot to tell you. I asked Hwarim to the resuscitation center and was able to find him quickly this time.”

“Thank you for doing a good job.”

As Master said this, he stroked Enin's head as if he were stroking a child. Enin is very small and Master is slim, so his hands reach just the right spot.

“Hey Lee Rim. Could you please do something about this? It's been like this since yesterday...”

“Don’t you feel good?”

“No, that’s true, but first of all, I’m the boss…”

Master's head patting technique is better than I thought. When I was really having a hard time, he came and petted me while I was sleeping, and at that time, I felt really comfortable and was able to sleep well.

“This also originally uses energy. Well, since this body doesn't contain energy, it actually only has the effect of stabilizing the mind, but wouldn't it be nice and comfortable? If you do well, you can grow taller.”

'what. Was it a real technique?'

When the topic of height came up, Enin didn't say anything, probably because he was secretly concerned about it, but stayed still with a peach-like face that turned red from a little embarrassment.

“I heard the story. You remember Lee Rim saving you when you were young, and you tried to become an officer? After talking to him about many things, I found that he was quite like-minded and a very proud kid.”

“Uhm... I told you to stop talking about that.”

“I’m glad you look okay.”

Although Enin is embarrassed, he does not push away the hand. I think we've already become close friends in just one day without me.

“Anyway, I heard about it briefly before coming in, but slaves are common, as there are people who used them in the military or within religious orders, so it must be okay. Isn’t it a good thing to have someone you can manipulate as you please?”

“Still, I feel a bit uncomfortable about things like slavery. It's a concept I'm not familiar with.”

For me, I got it by giving it, and I never even thought about saving up money and owning a slave.

Since it is a custom of this world, it is difficult to deny it at first, but that does not mean there is no feeling of rejection. Having a slave also means giving your money and taking responsibility for someone else's life.

I'm just trying to use what I got in return for gambling.

“Who controls whom as they please.”

“Ah, I woke up.”

While listening to Master's words and pondering, Peria came to her senses again and stood up. Still naked.

As soon as Peria began to speak, Enin seemed to have remembered and brought a coat and covered it for Peria.

“I am a trickster. A person who wanders freely and is not a slave to anyone.”

“Not anymore.”

When I hit the candle, Peria glares. I turned around so hard that I thought I heard the sound of my head spinning, and I got a little scared.

'Is it okay for my neck to bend like that?'

“Ha... It's really annoying. If you let me go, I'll bring you the money right away. You guys are poor anyway, right? I'll bring you enough money to hire about 3 slaves.”

As I looked at Peria, who had now become incredibly aggressive without being coy, I started to feel like I didn't want to let her out any more.

Peria continues speaking in an overbearing manner.

“The only thing the poor can think of is that since they have slaves, they will work them to their heart's content. But I'm a rumor-mongering trickster. If you let me go, I'll give you back enough money to buy any number of slaves.”

“Rice, I’m not really in need of money.”

Enin responded as if his pride had been hurt.

“It’s been a while since you joined the military, right? Even if it's the salary of a first-time soldier, I can make 10 times that if I sell a grade A rumor anyway.”

“...”

Although he felt bad, Enin puffed out his cheeks without saying anything, as if the salary was actually true.

'I'm upset.'

Then, he took the helmet and put it on, and as if he didn't want to show his expression, he lowered the visor.

Peria sees Enin's attitude and acts even more confidently.

“How about it? Are you okay?”

'First of all, why don't you cover your body properly? 'Giving me clothes is meaningless.'

Peria is standing confidently with her arms around her waist and speaking even though her naked body is constantly visible through her outer clothing.

“I don’t like it.”

Master opened his mouth to her.

“What? Where? They say they will give you an amount that is difficult for you to touch.”

“I don’t like it either.”

Enin responded immediately to Peria's answer.

If it's about money, it may be a good thing, but if you take that kind of attitude, any negotiation will inevitably end in failure.

“Do you not know the word negotiation? Why does this merchant have that attitude?”

“Even if you guys don’t release him anyway, he can be released at any time by using his connections. However, since there will be some losses, let's solve it in a way that you both make money. I don’t think there’s any reason for me to bow down?”

'Was that the reason for the overbearing attitude?'

It may certainly be reasonable.

But I overlooked one thing.

“Hey. Do I always treat others as well as they were treated?”

“What is that?”

“If you act like that, I'm saying that I should treat you without any manners.”

“Then, I don’t plan on saying any more hurtful things. Negotiations are over.”

Peria turned around, fastened her collar, and tried to get out of the tent.

'I'll give it a try.'

Be aware of the bracelet on your wrist and give orders.

“Peria sit.”

Then the real Peria collapsed on the spot, unable to move.

“Huh? What, what!”

Peria is surprised to see the bracelet on my arm.

'Now that I think about it, Peria doesn't know what happened after she fainted.'

Slavery is usually tied to documents.

People who are unable to properly pay money become paper slaves, and criminals who commit injuries and are sold as slaves are bound as artifacts that have the power to prevent them from harming their masters.

However, I only remember one command: an artifact cannot kill its owner.

If a slave disobeys his instructions, he directly punishes him. Artifacts that directly give orders, like the bracelet I have, are not common.

“How did you get something like that...!”

Peria collapses on the spot and tries to get up, but when her legs don't move, she glares at me.

'Is this how the nobles who ordered us felt?'

I think the current situation is similar to the command using Atyr to deal with soul disease.

An overwhelming force that forces human dignity to exist lower than the bottom of a shoe.

Some people may feel tremendous joy if they have such authority.

Even though we are an important force in the current wartime system, I feel like we are protecting a certain level of line.

but

'What will happen when the war is completely over?'

In the end, it is difficult for artificially created soul bottles that show great differences from ordinary people in this world to receive ordinary treatment wherever they go.

'In the end, they will be treated no differently than slaves.'

There is absolutely no way I would let go. Even now, it is common for nobles to use soul soldiers as their lieutenants to satisfy their personal desires, and once the war is over and the restrictions are lifted, it will be the worst situation for the soul soldiers.

'When I think about it like that and try to write it myself, I get a bit vomited.'

When I thought about having the same thing on my neck, I started to feel scared and disgusted by the bracelet that had the same function.

'After all, being a slave doesn't suit my temperament.'

Things created with the idea of thoroughly dominating others.

After using this bracelet to relax my mind for a while, I thought I should calm down again.

'First, I need to get out of this damn addiction.'

Erase the sentence on the neck.

Only by erasing this will it be possible to escape this situation where resurrection is repeated forever.

'To do that, we must first thoroughly hide our power and obtain detailed information about the soul disease.'

It deviates from the rule of erasing and resurrecting sentences.

After that

'I have to say goodbye to this shitty land.'

In the kingdom,

In the military,

Running away from a bound fate.

“Now I have a clear idea.”

Specific goals for a better future have been completed.

To do this, first make Peria an ally.

“I have a suggestion. Feria.”

        
            “Listen carefully to Peria... Yikes!”

Just-!

The sound of teeth clashing resonates.

Peria seems to be in a very bad mood, and now she doesn't speak, and when you try to approach her, she growls and tries to bite by moving her head.

'This isn't a rescued wild dog. Why does it keep biting?'

It reminds me of abandoned dogs I saw on TV animal programs.

“Stop and listen carefully. Anyway, you can’t escape me now.”

When appeasing, it is important to first understand the position.

When I offered to explain to Feria the curse of the contract of servitude placed on her by Nyal, she stopped moving.

Peria, who listens to the story, tells her that Nayal placed a curse of servitude on her to enable her to live beyond the two years she has left to live.

“So, no matter what you do, we are tied anyway. If you give up resisting and listen well, I might treat you better too. Let’s cooperate to get what we want.”

By using the most friendly tone possible, it shows that there is still room for negotiation. If he gets more proud here, I have no choice but to force him to drag me along.

If it were a normal slave contract, I might have handed over the documents to someone else and received the money, but Peria's soul is tied to me as a unit.

It seems to be a more advanced technique than I thought, but I don't know how to cancel this phenomenon, and I don't have any other contacts who can do so.

'If you say you can't cooperate, I'll have no choice but to force you to drag me along until I figure out a way.'

I have no intention of letting go, even for the sake of my plans. Peria must have read that in my expression and accepted the offer.

“...Good. If so, promise me a few things.”

“Listen.”

For now, it's half-successful.

“I will cooperate with you, but I promise that I will also be able to act freely in my own way.”

“It is difficult to be too free, why?”

“To cure my body’s illness. To cure my illness, I need rare ingredients, and for that, I started walking the path of a trickster.”

'Is that the story?'

Now I know what it means to die within two years.

“The curse of servitude... So now I understand what Nayal meant by doing that. You're such a fucking psycho spirit, are you willing to interpret the contract like that?”

“First of all, I am also a victim. Because I ended up taking on you for no reason.”

The wish was granted not as a way to solve a death with a fixed date, but as a way to postpone death. From Feria’s perspective, it’s understandable to be angry.

“Hehe... So, you have to listen to my suggestions more. They say I will be resurrected even if I die, but if it is a curse of servitude, it doesn't mean my growth will stop. Then, the disease will continue to get worse regardless of whether I come back to life, and later, if the disease becomes very severe, as soon as I die, I will be resurrected and die again, right?”

“That’s kind of terrible.”

“So, give me some freedom to work to get ingredients to cure the disease. Instead, I will give you as much information as you need, as much as you need.”

These are not bad conditions.

“Good. I'll give you at least that much.”

“Instead, we only ask for what we need from each other, and we don’t want anything more than that.”

“Of course.”

I also have no intention of living my life dragging around a sick person who is dying. It's best to use only as much as you can until you get what you both want.

“But are the coins I have also made of that material?”

I remembered how Peria reacted to the artifact I took out disguised as a dwarven coin.

“To be precise, it was because there were materials that could only be exchanged with that coin. It's just that now that I know it's not an ordinary coin, I don't need it anymore.”

“I thought he was quite obsessed.”

“Oh, and one more thing.”

There seems to be something else left.

“I hope you don’t give orders that trample on my pride.”

Peria speaks while looking at the bracelet on my wrist. It seems that this bracelet that forcibly controlled his body earlier was quite bothersome.

“I can’t give you a definite answer because I don’t completely trust you yet, but I promise that I won’t give orders to treat you like slaves.”

In some cases, slaves in this world can be treated as sex slaves or subhuman. Since Peria is also a woman, she must have been concerned about such issues.

But what came back was an unexpected answer.

“No, I don’t mind asking for my body, but anything more than that would be too much for me.”

'what? Doesn't it matter about your body? What's more than that?'

An answer that stimulates people’s imagination for no reason.

I wasn't the only one who reacted to that answer.

I can feel the gaze of Enin, who sat down on the chair and started working again, and the teacher, who was adjusting his military boots.

“Wait a minute! I think that should be banned! Because Lee Rim is a soldier! Wouldn’t it be better to keep the air?”

“Hmm, hmm! It is not good for a grown woman to talk about chastity so carelessly.”

Surprisingly, Enin speaks strongly and Master looks a little embarrassed.

'The image I had and the reaction are opposite.'

Peria does not give in to Enin's strong protests and instead laughs at him.

“Ha! What do you mean, grown adults? If there's someone who wants to do it, they do it, otherwise they leave. And first of all, almost all slaves do it. Isn’t it common for debts to be canceled to some extent by giving one’s body?”

“Uh, I’m not tying you up with debt, so it won’t matter, right? Wasn’t what we were talking about now about positioning ourselves in a cooperative relationship?”

Enin is looking at me as if asking if I'm going to refuse quickly, so I answer quickly.

“I was told by my teacher that if I ever become a slave, I should give myself permission to gain his trust. I'll do that much if you promise not to treat me harshly.”

“That person is probably not in his right mind.”

This is an educational policy that makes you wonder what a person called teacher comes out of Peria's mouth.

“Tell me whenever you feel like it.”

“... No, I won’t ask for something like that.”

Even though I gave a definite answer, Enin looked at me in a very scary way, and Master also glanced at me with a red face.

I'm also a man, so it was hard for me to refuse outright, but I don't know that in this situation, if I don't clearly refuse, I'll be in big trouble.

'I think Enin in particular will be very angry.'

“It doesn’t matter. Because there is a lot of time.”

Peria, with only one corner of her mouth turned up, looks at Enin and laughs. Even to me, it's an obnoxious, overtly teasing laugh, but how does Enin feel?

“Irim. If Peria tries to trick you, you must absolutely refuse. And report to me. This is a command.”

'Oh, I'm already angry.'

Ennin said, taking Atyr out of his pocket.

“Just by looking at it, she looks like a beauty, but I have no intention of falling for it either.”

He answers quickly, but in the meantime, his neck glows and the command is imprinted on it.

“I don’t really like that, but...”

“I’m sorry for using it carelessly. But I can't tolerate this much.”

Enin puts Atyr in, glares at Peria, and then returns to his seat.

“Unlike her appearance, she is a strong woman.”

I was surprised too.

“Okay, then release it.”

“Oh, that’s right.”

When I tell Peria to stand up again while focusing on the bracelet, Peria stands up and moves her body around. Then he goes to his backpack, takes out his clothes, and puts them on.

Master, who saw Peria changing her clothes, quickly came up to me, moved the screen in the middle to block Peria and me, and then approached me.

“Okay, now we finally have time to talk.”

'Now that I think about it, I spent 3 days with Master this time? 'Are we meeting in 4 days?'

When we meet again, we talk about what happened so far.

Why Ennin made me his lieutenant, meeting Gloria in the cave and receiving the artifact, fighting Dheble who used the werebear curse, and deciding to leave this place.

As for the soul disease mentioned in the story about Dheble, it seems that the teacher was right about it.

“Yeah, I'm still a little angry because I was chased by an elf and lost an arm while running away, but I was ambushed and died from exhaustion, but that's really nice to hear. Thank you so much for taking revenge.”

That bastard pretended to be honorable in front of us, but it looks like he attacked us again that time.

“What. Considering how you have always treated me, this is probably my duty.”

“That too, I didn’t know it was possible to bring in me as a lieutenant.”

“Enin said he would need one more person, so I immediately recommended him.”

“But you said you were thinking of leaving the kingdom later? In that case, even if we run away, it will definitely cause trouble to that child.”

“That... I need to think about it more.”

I only thought about it from my own perspective, and didn't even think about the inconvenience it would cause to Enin. Enin is providing various conveniences for me, but am I betraying her?

'That's so trash.'

I have to think about how I can convince Enin. Or, you can hide your plan to run away and keep deceiving them by making excuses like you're just moving to become stronger.

'I may not be able to choose right now, but I'll definitely do it someday.'

In the end, I had no choice but to put the thought on hold.

“Yes. Let’s take a look and see what that cursed item is.”

“Here.”

He took out an artifact that resembled a dwarven coin and showed off its magic power.

“Hmm... It's an interesting item.”

Master tried to somehow move the gathered magical energy for a while, but the magical energy showed no sign of moving at all.

“It’s difficult. Ki is the use of energy circulating within the body, but this is my first time seeing it exposed to the outside, so I don’t know what to do.”

Master gave the coin back to me.

“First of all, it may be because our bodies themselves have a different starting point from the people here. I think it would be best to ask someone who knows how to manipulate magic.”

“Of course, right?”

For me, I now start to wonder if I can't deal with mental illness. The person who used this in life was born and raised in this world, but the thought that I, a body that was created, might not be able to use this makes me anxious.

“ Since it is an item filled with magical power, the best people to ask about would probably be knights or wizards. If a spirit soldier suddenly brought something like this, it would immediately be reported to the top.”

“... Then, shall we ask Enin?”

Ordinary soldiers might not know this, but officers are sometimes required to react to the movement of magical energy in the atmosphere and make judgments, so people with a certain level of knowledge about magical energy are selected.

In addition to that, Enin came as a supply officer, so he must have had experience with magic weapons.

“You mean Enin? Well, looking at what he said before you came, I can see how friendly he is to you, but depending on what Ennin prioritizes, it may not be a good choice.”

“What do you mean by priority?”

“Admiration for you and affection for the country where he was born. I'll walk a tightrope between those two things.”

I thought it was a good idea, but after listening to what Master said, I think it makes sense.

I may have relaxed my mind just now because Enin has been so kind to me. Master pointed out that point exactly.

'yes. 'You always have to think of the worst case scenario, but maybe it was a hasty choice.'

Maybe this is my habit.

It was like that during Feria. Although I was a little suspicious of what Peria said, I believed it because of her friendly attitude, so this happened. There is something you never know, so there is absolutely no harm in being careful.

“Then I guess I should ask Peria later. There are a lot of things I want to ask, and if I have to, I can use the bracelet to prevent information from being leaked.”

“In that case, I will take the time to try Enin one more time. For me, it would be nice if you could be a good ally.”

“Why are you talking so quietly? Is anyone gossiping?”

At the end of the conversation, Feria came from inside, wearing the tailcoat he was wearing when we first saw him, and came towards where we were with a cane.

It's a pretty luxurious piece of clothing, and it looks like there are several of them.

“Aren’t those clothes expensive for you? One set must have disappeared.”

The clothes Peria wore at the time burned and disappeared with her when she died, and Peria was resurrected naked.

“This is like a trickster’s work uniform or suit. Our pride is always maintaining a neat appearance anytime, anywhere.”

“Do you always walk around dressed like that? It looks uncomfortable to fight, but it looks like it's easy to get robbed when you come across bandits or back street kids.”

“Would I have been traveling alone for no reason? I also have some level of self-defense, so I can travel even in this world. Bandits, back alley thugs, etc. are enough to kill up to 3 people.”

Looks pretty confident.

“If a traveler is walking along a forest path, it would be good to think of him as a confident traveler. Travelers who can't fight will die or be eaten without a graveyard, and the only ones left are those with some guts.”

Peria turned the handle of the staff she was holding, and a blade came out.

I thought it was a kid with good legs coming out holding a cane, but it turned out to be a self-defense weapon.

'I thought he didn't have a weapon, but maybe he was carrying it disguised like that?'

I remember that Peria kept holding her staff in front of her when she entered the cave. What I didn't know was that they were already measuring the distance and keeping things in check.

“If that’s the case, then I’m comfortable because I don’t have to protect them separately.”

What Peria said also makes sense. This is a world where, if you go a little far from the village, demonic beasts come down like tigers from the Joseon Dynasty to eat people whenever they are bored.

So adventurers also make a living by catching them. If things are so difficult, the number of mid-level adventurers is actually higher than the number of beginner adventurers.

This is not because all beginner adventurers have risen to mid-level adventurers, but because all the beginners who lack skill have died and only mid-level adventurers remain.

'If you think about it that way, I guess it's a good thing it's not a soul disease.'

I'm lucky that I started with good basic qualifications because I'm a soul sufferer. If I had come to my modern body, I would have died within a day.

“Then I will go in.”

“Of course.”

Master entered the tent where Enin was and was left alone with Peria.

“Okay, what do you want to ask?”

“Do you know how to use the magic contained in this artifact?”

Show the artifact to Peria.

“Hmm... I've touched a lot of things, but this is the first time I've seen magical power out in the open like this. You may think of it as similar to the magic that wizards shoot, but it is different from this because it burns the magic power in the air and turns it back into magic.”

According to Peria, all the magic we see with our eyes is the result of reprocessing the magic power in the air.

“It makes no sense to be able to see the vessel of the soul like this in the first place. It's an ancient thing? I'll do some research. If you poke around at wizards, you'll probably know at least one guy.”

“That and things related to mental illness.”

Peria took out a notebook from her pocket, wrote down my words, and put it back.

“Okay, then it’s my turn to tell you what I want next, right?”

“Good. You said it was an ingredient for medicine. What kind of disease is it that you go on a trip to find ingredients for?”

Since we promised to cooperate, it would be good to hear the exact story.

“Where should I start talking about this... You know that there are separate demons and demons, right?”

“I don’t know.”

“You sure the spirit soldiers are from another world? It's harder not to know these things because you grew up hearing them all when you were young.”

To be precise, I know about demons because they are the ones who fight all the time, and I only know about demons because they are demons that I know. Isn’t that the guy? I thought so, but it seems different.

“Then I’ll start explaining from there. Demons are beings who live in the dimension of hell, and demons are descendants of humans who made a contract with those demons.”

“Human?”

I think about the demons in my memories. The only thing they were the same was that they walked on two legs, but most of their appearance was as bizarre or even more bizarre than that of orcs. Some had tentacle arms, some had three eyes, some had mouths on their stomachs, etc. They were all very different.

“Demons are those who have the power of the devil contracted by their ancestors remaining in their blood. Those with grotesque appearances are born that way due to mutations that occur as their demonic power fades due to mismixing for one reason or another. On the other hand, those with strong blood appear closer to humans. The size of your power depends on your lineage.”

'Are you saying you're a human with the devil's genes flowing through you?'

“The history of the demons of the border has become longer, and now they live completely separated from the humans of today, but only the scenes of them fighting each other to the death are recorded, so among humans and demons, people who want to make peace exist quietly. .”

“If it has to do with the devil, it reminds me of the pagans I saw before. Are they different from them?”

“Of course, demons and heretics are also opposites. Sometimes I hear rumors that heretics capture demons to make money, but I don't know what they do.”

“That’s a good thing.”

I'm glad I didn't take sides or anything.

“But honestly, in my opinion, they are both the same, right? In the end, both sides eat people.”

“Oh, that’s right. The demons also openly set up pots in front of the castle walls and boiled people to eat.”

“Ugh, you don’t know what you’re doing in such a barbaric way? Anyway, I'm talking about demons who want to make peace, but these days, as times change, there are almost no people who need to eat humans, so demons who want to establish relationships are appearing. To be precise, there are demons whose goal is to make peace, and there are also those whose goal is something else.”

“For what reason?”

“Hobby.”

Peria answers briefly in a cold voice.

“Hobby?”

“Yes. hobby. I said it before, and you know it, right? As for demons... the lower level they are, the worst they look. So, there are demons where nobles want to buy decent-looking humans, mainly slaves.”

I don’t think there’s any need to ask why. It won't be any different from the nobles here.

The reason demons, who are stronger than humans because the power of demons flows through their blood, want slaves even though humans are unnecessary as a labor force is probably because they are attracted to their bodies.

“They still take humans to their territory in the form of captives or kidnappings, and there are cases where mixed blood between demons and humans are born.”

“Should we call that mixed race?”

“As time has passed, the characteristics of the body have changed quite a bit. If you are born with a human form, you will definitely die early.”

“Unconditionally?”

“Yes. No matter what, you get sick.”

It seems that there are already significant differences between demons and humans genetically.

“and”

Sereung-

Peria pulled out her cane knife and slightly cut her own finger.

Blood begins to come out of the finger.

The droplets that formed on the fingertips were not dark red blood or anything like that, but were completely black.

“I was born that way.”

        
            Drops of blood fall.

Knock-

Cheeek-

When the completely black blood, not dead blood or anything like that, touched the grass on the ground, the grass crumbled to nothing.

“The blood containing the power of the devil has its limits in the human body. Usually, mixed blood between demons and humans are not born properly and are stillborn.”

Peria takes a handkerchief with a strange embroidered pattern from the breast pocket of her tailcoat and wraps it around her fingers. The bleeding soon stopped.

“I heard that even if they miraculously survived that, they all eventually died around the age of 20.”

“Is it okay to call them half demons?”

“Yes, that guy who I don’t want to call father has serious tastes. He wanted to get his hands on women of all races in the world. He also kidnapped my mother and made her his 15th wife, but miraculously, I was born without dying.”

“So you’ll die within 2 years?”

“Yes. In order to avoid that fate, the purpose of my trip is to find ingredients for medicine to heal the body.”

“By this standard, I heard that there was no traffic with the land where the demons live, but I wonder how they managed to get out.”

“Tricksters are the only humans who casually enter the demon realm and come out safely. It's been 10 years since I lived among the tricksters who came to my territory.”

'I guess that's why those people accepted Peria and ended up living as a trickster.'

According to my calculations, I would be around 10 years old.

It is said that a 10-year-old child found out about his future, made a plan to escape from the demon realm, implemented it, and became an information merchant traveling around the world.

'I must say it's quite bold, but it's also reckless.'

So I liked it. Peria, who had lived with such thoughts since she was 10 years old, became convinced that she could be trusted as a collaborator.

“What happens to the symptoms?”

“As time passes, the devil's blood in your body becomes thicker and warms your body. Even though I'm a demon, I have a body similar to that of a human, right? Right now, the balance is still right, so my body is melting and regenerating at the same time, so I'm alive. However, it becomes an ambiguous balance, and the moment the influence of the devil's blood exceeds the body's self-healing ability, the body slowly begins to melt.”

“Ugh, crazy.”

It seems terrible. It would be too scary to think that the pain of gradually disintegrating from the inside of the body would continue until death.

I, too, had once been swallowed by a flower-bud-like plant-type demon and slowly dissolved over the course of a week, and I remembered how incredibly painful it was.

“What materials do you need?”

Since I said I would help, I need to hear more details.

“I wasn't playing around, so I prepared almost all the ingredients. It's a medicine that neutralizes blood. I've prepared most of the ingredients, but there are a few difficult things left.”

Peria took out a very old piece of paper. There was a long list of ingredients on the paper, and most of them were lined up horizontally, as if most of them had already been obtained.

There were 3 ingredients left.

[A blood slime that has never absorbed blood]

[Tears of a pure succubus]

[Fruit of Fair Garden]

“Fantastic.”

Just by looking at the names of the remaining items, you can see that they are definitely not things you can just get.

“Blood Slime? I've seen this before.”

The liquid Morsling was putting in the bottle was probably blood slime.

“It was red, right?”

“uh.”

“Then that is a slime that has already absorbed blood. Blood slimes themselves are corpse disposers, so they are sometimes found in forests and fields. However, it is difficult to find a blood slime that has never absorbed blood. I heard that newborn blood slimes are transparent, unlike other slimes.”

'Is it true that you can see it with your eyes?'

“Tears of a pure succubus.”

“ Among the demons, succubi are beautiful and look fine. There are quite a few of them, but it is impossible to know who is a pure succubus. Does it exist? Even if I, a half demon, went there and asked her to shed some tears, there was no way she would shed them. So, I planned to later call some skilled adventurers and kidnap them to get information. If you look for it, won't there be a succubus that hasn't yet jumped into the survival battle? Because I want to.”

“Are you a devil?”

“Half of it is right, it doesn’t matter since they are demons anyway, right? And, of course, isn't it natural to prioritize yourself when it comes to worldly affairs? They can't fight, so they don't come out of the demon territory. I have no choice but to use that method.”

“Is that so..? But you said you’re half demon too, is that okay?”

“It doesn’t matter because I was never treated as a proper demon when I passed through the demon territory in the first place.”

I was convinced.

If I thought about it, I thought it was okay because I wasn't human. I'm worried that the ethics seem to be changing more and more to suit this world.

“What are the fruits of Fair Garden?”

“That's... Ha, that's what really makes me angry.”

Peria takes out a dwarven coin from her pocket. Seeing that it was identical to the artifact I had, it seems that the appearance of this artifact was created based on this.

“A coin used by dwarves that is difficult to find these days. Do you know how much this coin costs?”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“This coin, which is treated as an antique, costs 10 gold coins on the black market.”

It's a huge price. Usually, if you go out and eat a meal, you pay one silver coin, and 10 silver coins is a one-day stay at an inn, but 100 silver coins and one gold coin are not a small price at all.

“If you ask the magic tower or alchemists, they will perform the summoning spell to Fairy Garden for 3 dwarven coins. The problem is that 'random' items are summoned from among the items in Fairy Garden, so not only fruits but also all kinds of trash are summoned.”

“ and Mr. Is this true?”

The lottery system is crazy. This would be a crazy system where there is no probability display and you have to play until it becomes real. That's 3 coins at a time, or 30 gold coins alone.

“Even if I sell the A-level information I have, I can only make 3 requests. And it is not certain whether the person who needs this secret will be contacted within this year.”

“So, I bet all my money on what I had.”

He was trying to steal my carriage so that he could get more money if he had the chance, and since that wasn't enough, he took a gamble when he saw my artifact.

“I won’t ask you to return my travel items. If you want, I don't mind disposing of it except for the medicine ingredients. Ugh, I heard that the Kingdom Alliance side is the worst, but the older brother I'm involved with is mentally ill, so I can't get far away. What is this? Now that things have come to this, why not open up some business in the kingdom?”

“I’ll leave the travel supplies alone, because I don’t need them either. I'll just leave it there thinking I'll use it later when I have a place to use it.”

“Then thank you.”

Peria chuckles and laughs.

Then I took a deep breath and

Scream.

“Aaaah!”

'Why is he suddenly like this again? 'Are you crazy?'

Peria lies down on the grassy floor.

“Whoa, this is my first time telling everything to someone.”

Perhaps because I felt relieved, my face brightened a lot.

“ As we talk, I feel like things are getting a little more organized, which makes me feel better.”

“I’m not that good.”

On the other hand, I didn't feel that good. As if being forced into a slave contract wasn't enough, if Peria wasn't treated within two years, his body would melt and he would die for the rest of his life.

“What’s wrong? Let’s be happy because we just became partners.”

“It seems like your side is pretty serious too. I can't even say that I can't help you because I've given you all the reasons.”

“Oh? remorse? sympathy? Oppa, are you the type that is quite soft-hearted?”

“Why are you talking such bullshit?”

Not “.”

Sit next to Peria, who is lying down.

“... Right. Maybe it would be quicker to just find a way to cancel the contract with you and break up with each other?”

“If you really try to do that, I will interfere with your work and expose everything.”

“Chet. These are just shackles. And those are shackles with bombs at the end.”

I tried to coax myself into using it, but it seems like I just have one more problem to solve.

Peria begins to laugh heartily. He is a child who knows how to make many different facial expressions, including his initial shyness and anger, and his facial expression when he reveals his true feelings.

Like the free wind, this child changes every moment.

As I think of this child as his body gradually melting away and dying, the human mind keeps changing again. I can't beat it coldly.

“You get along really well?”

“Surprise.”

Before we knew it, Enin came up behind us and stuck his helmeted head between us.

“When did you come?”

“When a woman without chastity starts laughing while rolling around in the grass.”

“Hello? Little officer.”

“No, I'm short, but I'm still tall enough to be called a kid. Surprisingly, when I'm around kids, I get called 'noona'... Aren't you short too?!”

'I only said briefly, but it's good value for money.'

Enin started to get angry at Peria's words, but Peria didn't care.

“I am Periya.”

“Yes?”

“You heard it before, right? My name is Peria, please call me Peria rather than you.”

“Ah, yes...”

“And it's because my growth is stunted because I have demon blood mixed in, right? I haven't stopped growing yet, right? This means that your growth plate is not closed because you are carrying a heavy lid like our little officer. Even if she looks like this, if I think about my mom, she is a woman with a bright future.”

“, please call me Enin. And it might be even bigger for me?!”

The grassy field where the two of us were alone suddenly changed into a lively atmosphere.

Enin, who had been arguing with Peria for a long time, venting his anger and excuses to the extent that he could picture all the unfairness in his mind, finally got to the point.

“Hmm, more than that, Lee Rim. Something happened, so let’s go together.”

“Supply work? Is this a case of recovering equipment again like last time?”

“No, this time it is not at the supply level, but at the level of the 3rd Alliance Army stationed there, including Grace's security forces.”

“If it’s County 3, what do you mean it’s an issue at the level of the entire county in this region? Is it war again?”

It appears that a larger-than-expected convocation order has been issued.

Recently, other than attacks by different tribes at the tribal level, there have been no fights on a scale that could be called war.

“Yes. It seemed quiet for a while, but then demons attacked and took over the old castle wall. I guess there will be a recapture operation.”

“I didn’t see the demons until about half a year ago. Recently we haven't reached a ceasefire level, so what's going on?”

“Huh? As far as I know, a strong-spoken person among the pro-human demons appeared recently, so there was no friction for a while?”

The front in this area is one of the largest fronts in the kingdom union, and is mainly a front against demons.

Perhaps what Peria said was the real reason, but at some point, the demon army troops were all gone, so the territory was recovered a little, and the soul soldiers were going to the quarries and logging sites to use their labor to take a breather, but they came back to fight.

“Anyway, it’s a corps-level affair, so we’ll have to participate in the operation.”

Peria further asks Enin if there is anything he would like to do.

“Do you know what the flag they brought with them looks like? Something like a family flag or something like that.”

“I don’t know. There wasn't even a patrol report. Originally, the currently occupied place was supposed to be a watchtower overlooking the plain, so the sentries should have reported it right away, but for some reason, there was no communication, and it was only when the soldiers on duty arrived that they found out that it had been occupied.”

The old fortress had a clear view of the plain, but it makes no sense that there was no communication until the army marched, arrived, and occupied it.

“It looks like there was a spy.”

Master comes out from inside and says what I was trying to say.

“Maybe so. However, since there is no solid evidence, I think it would be better not to talk about it. Anyway, so I have to go to the meeting. Will Lee Rim come with you too?”

“As a lieutenant, of course I have to go.”

“Then have a nice trip.”

“I’ll be resting~.”

“You follow your teacher and help him with his work.”

It may not have been much work, but I was teasing Peria and told her to help me as a teacher, and without even realizing it, my bracelet started to glow.

“Oh? Don't use that!!!”

“No, this is not intentional, but it works.”

Peria, who was about to lie down on the grass again, stands up unnaturally and follows the Master into the tent.

'It's not a children's toy and it's too easy to operate, isn't it? This bracelet.'

You may need to practice at some point to prevent malfunctions.

“Then change into these clothes and come out right away.”

Ennin brought me a livery.

“There is no need for Lee Rim because he is mentally ill, but since others will probably be watching, let’s change and go.”

'Oh, officer's uniform. 'I wanted to try it on.'

It is natural that these clothes are much better than the clothes received in small supply.

“If Enin gives it to you, you should wear it!”

Since I'm using the Soul Soldier as an adjutant, there's no need to give it to me, but he brings clothes for me.

I've felt this for a long time, but Enin continues to take care of my convenience to the point where I can say he truly cares for me generously.

That's why I continue to develop feelings for Enin and I feel like I want to trust him unconditionally.

However, if I tell Enin about my plan, what will his reaction be? What if he rejects my plan? When I think about this, a part of my heart becomes anxious.

'It's getting harder and harder to decide.'

As I was changing my clothes, I became increasingly worried.

Thinking about what I had discussed with Enin while drinking before, Enin said that he likes this job of protecting people.

He said that the reason Enin wanted to join the military was because I once saved Enin from being trapped in the mouth of a demon beast.

After saying that, he said that when he entered the military, he became disillusioned after seeing the army using soul soldiers and leaving most of them behind.

However, what he said next was that all he could do was try to somehow improve the treatment of soul patients.

In any case, it would be very difficult to completely eliminate the soul diseases that support the people in the Kingdom Alliance, so he said that he would try to improve their treatment.

They say that the moment the soul bottles disappear, other races who have noticed this will start attacking again, and if that happens, the kingdom's allies and the people who live together in the small land will lose their country and die in an instant.

'... ah. I really don't know.'

I changed my clothes and came out.

While I was changing clothes, Enin was preparing materials to take to the meeting.

“It looks pretty good. But what are you worried about?”

'Oh my, did it come out on my face?'

“No, it’s not a big deal.”

I hurriedly erased the sorrow that appeared on my face. Then I went and stood next to Enin.

“Now, shall we get started?”

“Okay.”

-------------------------------

The conference room was filled with many officers and soldiers brought as adjutants.

“Wow. How can there be fewer people dressed in uniform?”

Originally, everyone would have formed a union and come wearing the newly created unified uniform.

Five years ago, it was called the Great War.

Large-scale offensives against arrogant kingdoms.

The kingdoms that experienced them had their entire land eaten up in an instant and then tried to make a comeback in the last remaining central territory.

The situation was reversed by the nobles and royal families stopped fighting each other, declared unity, and summoned spirits to create spirit bottles.

It is said that the Union flag emblem represents five weapons, and the officers' uniforms were created to avoid prying into each other's origins.

“At the level of a real brat.”

However, most of the officers were wearing armor with emblems indicating their origin.

As if that wasn't enough, they were fighting with each other.

Nobles whose names are not even worth memorizing and who feel like extras criticize each other.

“So what did I say? During the last offensive, I said that instead of staying at Grace Territory, we should launch a counteroffensive and recover the Harim area!”

“Shut your mouth, Count Perim. Wouldn't it have been explained then? The moment you advance too hard, the moment your supply is cut off, the army will be annihilated!”

“Did I say everything? Count Berghaul, you are saying that you have already established a new residence in the county near the center. under! I am very proud that among the remaining territories, the Kingdom of Silverden has the most territory left!”

“Then, if you want to recover your territory so much, why did you come here, even though there are 2 legions with many people from the Sartian Kingdom? I wonder if you came this way because you couldn’t even open your mouth there, you damn nose!”

“Nose, nose-shaped? good. It's a duel, you fucking eastern cowardly hares. I will kill you and turn that proud back hill into a mess.”

“Count Perim! Now those words are a challenge to us nobles of the Kingdom of Silverden!”

“ If you want to have the territory of our kingdom, you can draw a knife.

“Wait a minute, this is our kingdom’s territory? It was a communal territory, and I had only entrusted it to you, Count Perim, for a while, on the condition that it would revive the family. If you think about it according to the original border, it is the land of the Parthein Kingdom, so cancel that statement immediately!”

“If you tease me, you too will pull out your swords, you fucking bastards!”

right! right!

right! right!

go away! die!

Eastern cowards! Western bastards! Southern bastards!

I feel like my ears are ringing.

The colorful armor symbolizing the family and kingdom shines brightly even though it is indoors. Just looking at it makes me sad.

“Anyway, everyone’s opinions are dirty.”

“Shh! That's true, but please be quiet.”

The words came out in a voice without me even realizing it.

There is a reason why the Kingdom Alliance cannot recover territory beyond a certain level.

If the territory is recovered, the front line will be widened again, and the troops will have to be spread out that much, causing problems in defense, and the population will be overwhelmingly insufficient to live there again, and so many people have died.

In addition, there is a fight that takes care of the self-interests of these nobles at the end, so no further progress can be made.

“... This country will eventually fail, no matter what the reason.”

“Shh, shh! Lee Rim! Please be quiet!”

Enin kept pointing his finger to signal me to be quiet, so I stopped talking.

I'm glad the person at the head of the table didn't come and my words were drowned out by the murmur.

‘No, but honestly, I’m right. Even if we say that we are going to unite our weak forces to form a united alliance to deal with a common enemy, the fact that everyone is wearing only clothes with their own family and country emblems does not seem to be very cooperative. 'What was Conquest for in the end?'

The shouting gets louder and louder, the sheaths of the swords swinging as if they are about to be pulled out, and the swearing in tongues gets worse and it seems like it will never end.

The chaos subsided as soon as one person came in.

“The corps commander is coming in!”

The soldier who was checking the number of people at the entrance to the conference hall announces the entrance of the last person.

silence.

All officers wearing different symbols and armor stood up and stood at attention without making a sound.

The blade of language that had been flying in all directions until just now was crushed along with the position of one absolute person.

And what comes in is

A corps commander dressed in uniform with white hair and a long beard.

An old man whose eyes are so sharp they could be called swords.

A master who protected the territory of Grace by grabbing nobles who showed their desires by the collar.

Helias Sain Tion, the undefeated commander of the 3rd Legion.

He is the strongest human in this town.

        
            “Tsk!”

As soon as the corps commander came in, he noticed the uniformed uniforms and clicked his tongue with an expression of disapproval.

No matter how much of a corps commander he is, he is still a corps commander of the Allied Forces. To show such blatant disregard in an alliance formed only five years ago and nobles from different kingdoms gathered together is an act worthy of protest.

But no one confronts him. Just by looking at him, the nobles could already tell what his position was.

“Everyone, please take your seats.”

The corps commander sat down and spoke to everyone, and everyone sat down.

“Start right away.”

“Okay, then let’s start by watching.”

At the command of the corps commander, a young officer explained the situation while looking at a map of Grace territory and the nearby terrain laid out on a long table.

The abandoned castle facing the plain that is now the front line was originally a fortress that was the center of Grace's territory.

As the war continued over time, there was the problem of accommodating the influx of refugees, and the fortress itself had low walls and was short, so its use as a defense line was eventually abandoned. After that, a new fortress was built in the rear, which is the urban fortress where I am now.

The current corps commander made that decision as soon as the Allied Forces were formed and mobilized all soul soldiers and wizards to build a new fortress in just one year.

And it is said that the demons are currently occupying the old castle located in front of the territory and are carrying out repair work for the castle.

After the reporting officer finishes reporting on the demons, he takes out another map and unfolds it.

“In addition to the demons nearby, there is another problem. The Black Yak, a federated tribe of Minotaurs united in the north of Silverion's capital city, has launched an offensive.”

‘Is it a Minotaur? 'It's amazing that the name there and here are the same.'

A different race named after one from Greek mythology.

It looked exactly like the image I knew, with the appearance of a 'cow walking on two legs'.

What's really convenient is that their hands are shaped like human hands, so they are a species that lives by making their own weapons and hunting. There have been several times in this area where tribal units attacked and fought.

“Federal tribe? Those guys?”

The corps commander listened to the story about the demons without much reaction, but reacted when the story about the minotaur came out.

“Still, there must be a 2nd corps to the north of the capital, right?”

“That's true, but at first they simply acted as if they were attacking in tribal units and the 2nd Corps defended them individually by city. So, the troops were dispersed, but they suddenly changed their strategy, cut off all intermediate contacts, and began a full-fledged siege, attacking the castles one by one. The size of these guys is at least a thousand based on the numbers we can immediately understand.”

“Tsk! Those beasts used their brains.”

'Are you crazy?'

Numbers are no joke. I've seen about 30 to 40 of them, and they regularly come in droves, climb up the castle wall, destroy everything, and rob the warehouse.

These muscular, shiny guys who are 4-5 meters tall and can only jump 2 meters will crush their breastplates and everything else when they swing an axe.

'There are more than a thousand of them. la.'

With that number, most cities would fall in half a day.

“Currently, the 2nd Corps has lost the majority of its troops, and the Black Yak is moving south toward the capital.”

“This is why losing contact with the Northern Kingdom is a problem. The defense line is too wide. Have you found out anything about the north yet?”

“It is said that the road in the northern part has been completely cut off physically. They say they can't go there because of a huge crack, and the only road leading to the iceberg is also where the black yaks I just mentioned live, so further investigation is impossible.”

“I feel bad.”

Tap, tap, tap, tap...

The corps commander's fingers continued to tap on the table at intervals.

When the report was over, a man stood up.

“Helias. Instead of worrying about the demons, it would be better to lead the entire army and go to the capital to provide support! The walls of Grace are strong, so a small number of security forces will be sufficient. Even if we support the North and come back after clearing it out, I don't think there will be any demons coming out of there. According to the scout's report, the number of demons occupying the old castle is small? So there will be no problem.”

He is an officer with a huge belly who sits close to the corps commander.

'It's my first time seeing this face.'

I vaguely remember the faces of all the generals, but looking at this for the first time, I think it was a general who had changed personnel a few days ago.

The other officers were not making a sound, but he was the only one who had the courage to step forward.

“Anyone can guess. But can General Terraim be held responsible for that guess? This newly built castle is not enough to accommodate all the refugees, so they are all left outside. If they replenish their troops and attack while we are gone, all the refugees they couldn't accommodate will die.”

In response to the corps commander’s response, another officer next to him continued speaking.

“That's right. If this territory is even occupied, we must launch a siege as soon as we return. We, who had given up this supposedly impregnable castle to the demons, would be exhausted after returning from our support trip. So I don't think it's a good idea to just have security forces. Grace Castle is big. At least 1,000 ordinary soldiers must be left behind.”

The new general refutes the words of the corps commander and his immediate associates.

“General Bulterion, what you say makes sense. But we have to choose just one. It is very dangerous to send only a small number of troops to the capital. Didn't you say there were over a thousand minotaurs? As we have to meet them on the plain when we arrive, we will be able to fight them on equal footing if we bring our entire army of 3,000 men. There must be at least that many numbers to conduct a joint attack with the soldiers within the castle.”

“Does that mean it’s okay if I give up my last name?”

“It is important to secure the capital, so I am just saying that you should not disperse your troops by talking about what if, Commander. And”

The pot-bellied officer continues with a sly smile.

“There are hundreds of royals and nobles in the castle. King Silverden, who gave the title to the corps commander, and everyone who approved it.”

'Crazy guy.'

That means making a choice.

This means that among the tens of thousands of refugees in the territory and the hundreds of nobles in the capital, it is important to think carefully about what decision is best to make in order to maintain your position in the future.

“Even if the territory falls, they will understand the corps commander’s loyalty.”

The officer said that with a calm expression.

When he heard that, a man stood up and shouted.

“No! How many people are there at Grace? Even if we combine all the security forces and my soldiers, Mercury is impossible. Aren't the new castles and walls originally built with the intention of permanently stationing military forces to defend them? If the legion is missing, the walls are too wide to protect the entire castle! Corps commander. Please leave at least seven hundred soldiers, if you can!”

‘Ah, that guy is a guy I often see in the city. He was a lord.'

He is the lord of Grace Estate. Although the lord originally did not have much of a say here in order to protect the safety of his territory, he became thoughtful and stood up to speak bravely. But the remark was immediately ignored.

“Lord Grace, this Terrame does not deny the importance of the land and the people here that your ancestors have protected for generations. But it would be good not to forget that there are royal families from five kingdoms in the kingdom! Isn’t the Silverion royal family that gave your ancestors the title also staying in the royal castle?”

The lord had no answer to General Terraim's words.

It is a monarchy in the first place. If you openly bring up the name of the royal family to someone's face, you cannot speak carelessly. That noble probably knew that and brought it up on purpose.

So the lord looked pitiful.

I went to various places to fight and compared them, and I can see that in this territory, the lord cares more about the people than in other places.

I remember him as a very sympathetic lord who spared no effort in providing support for refugees, distributed his personal property to the people, and took great care of the convenience of the troops stationed there.

“Now, corps commander. Let’s choose quickly.”

The pot-bellied general got so close to the corps commander that it seemed rude.

Rather than being at a distance from person to person, the torturer approaches and opens his eyes wide, as if asking him to give a predetermined answer.

“... General Terraim, you said you were originally in the 1st Army, under the direct control of the royal family, but due to a major failure in the operation, you were brought to the 3rd Army.”

bang!

The pot-bellied noble frowned at what the corps commander said and slammed the desk in front of him.

“So what happened now? If you're talking about my operational skills, I'm sure they're much better than the Corps Commander. If I were to take charge of the 3rd Corps, the front line would be much further forward.”

The arrogant voice that belittles others, and the ugly expression on the face that cannot hide the fact that it looks like it has stepped on a landmine called demotion, make other people wonder.

“Oh my gosh.”

“It’s ruined.”

“Fuck.”

“Body-sized bastard.”

Each one sighed and began to inhale.

OK

“Snow. Lay it down. You bastard.”

Everyone stiffened at the words of the corps commander.

        
            'what.'

My breathing stopped.

The air in the conference room seemed to freeze in an instant. A cold sensation starting from the spine and moving up to the head.

The corps commander radiated magical energy and made the air itself his own.

Consuming magic begins by activating it and distributing it into the body, and unless it is infused into a sword with good conductivity, it usually disappears without even being able to take shape.

The corps commander began to spread such magic power across this wide space without even using a weapon.

Magical power that has been refined to an absurdly high degree of purity, yet spreads outward even though it fills the space.

Despite this, the corps commander shows no sign of difficulty.

The magical power feels like a fine blade, continuously stroking the skin with a sharp difference as if it were cutting into the skin.

I can't even blink. I get the same feeling in my eyeballs, and the moment I blink, I feel like my eyebrows might get cut due to the magic.

Awe-inspiring power.

'I have to do this to this extent so that I don't get pressured by anyone.'

As the name undefeated suggests, he is said to have never lost, both in terms of strategy and in a one-on-one fight with an enemy general.

The commander of a corps is not something that just anyone can do.

“Trigram, are you okay?”

“... Ah.”

Enin takes a step back and comes closer to me, who is standing behind me. He holds my hand tightly so that no one can see, and whispers. It was only then that I was finally able to breathe again.

“I may be inexperienced, but I don’t know how to fight against magical power. If you hold it, the aftereffects will lessen.”

“Thank you.”

Looking around, I noticed that many of the other officers were sweating as if they had prepared in advance, but everyone was still breathing.

Except for the general named Terraim who was right in front of the corps commander.

“No matter what connections you have made in the kingdom, you are now under my control. I am the corps commander, and you are just one of several generals. By my standards, you can't even be treated like a general, you bastard. How dare you be such a bastard to me? If you make everyone under your command die and get demoted, all you have to do is shut up and say yes, yes and follow what you are told.”

“...”

“And you said that when I was away for a moment, you recklessly provoked the children by sending them to the forest where the elves were?”

General Terraim stood there without answering.

Although he is a noble, unlike other nobles, he has little skill in manipulating magic, and is unable to move at all, and is in a stiff state.

Then the corps commander slowly got up from his seat, approached the man, and stood in front of him.

Wow!

He broke his shin with a psychological kick using the military boot he was wearing. General Terraim started rolling around, clutching his shins.

“Uuuu!!!”

'This is crazy.'

General Terraim was wearing fancy armor, but even if he was wearing gaiters, his shins were always a painful area when hit.

The moment he hit me, I felt like my old memories were coming back and I started shaking.

“Not answering?”

“Wow, I sent you a letter asking me to send you any wood left in the capital! As a subject, shouldn’t you naturally follow the royal family’s orders?”

Whoops!

As soon as the corps commander heard the answer, he struck again, this time precisely at the area where he had struck the shin of the general lying on the floor.

“From now on, the questions I asked were ‘Yes, I did. Or no. I didn't.' Choose one of the two and answer. And what did you just say? I heard you said ‘remaining’ in Wangseong, so you remain, remaining, remaining, remaining, remaining, remaining, remaining, remaining, you bastard. Where's the wood we have left, you bastard!!!”

The corps commander spoke while giving signals to the soldiers on both sides, and when the soldiers stopped the nobleman, he said 'remaining' one after another and started kicking the same spot over and over again.

“Awww! sorry! I made a mistake in judgment!”

“Sorry? Sorry, sorry? If you're sorry, will the kids you left behind come back alive?”

“Isn’t that why they took the soul soldiers?! Because soul diseases come back to life anyway!”

“I. Yes No. I told you to answer only with ”

For a long time, the barracks was again filled with the sound of shins being cracked.

‘Fighting commander. 'Please grind my shins into powder.'

Soon, the leggings the general was wearing were dented and then broken, and the kicking stopped.

“Do you know that it doesn’t cost any money to revive the soul disease? It takes time to build that body, and there's no way you could have calculated how many pieces of equipment I took out to the elven forest and abandoned there. The royal castle is already not providing much of a budget to us. Do you want to have us waste our money on metallurgy in some strange place? And, even with the elves, I've been taking a breather lately because there's been less friction, so you're provoking that with your own opinion? You crazy bastard!”

'You say the things I've always wanted to say in a refreshing way.'

It seems like I have a bit of a connection with the corps commander.

“... Anyway, the elves are the ones who will all be pushed out someday. Rather, it is strange that the corps commander reacts passively!”

Meanwhile, the general under the corps commander thinks it's really amazing that he doesn't give up and answers even after being hit on the shins like that.

The real-time beating scene soon started again and ended a moment later when the general fainted, foaming at the mouth.

“...Phew.”

The corps commander returned to his seat, took a sip of water brought by his counselor, and seemed to calm down again.

“I don’t like it, but I have no choice but to do it. The knights and I will leave immediately, and the rest of the troops will leave four days later, leaving only the minimum number of people.”

'what. Then, the territory.'

“So are you giving up your territory?”

A young uniformed officer with blond hair raised his hand and asked a question. Looking at the epaulettes on his shoulder, he was a knight.

“No, they push in soul bottles.”

'Holy shit.'

The betrayal of someone I thought I was in love with for a while made me want to kick the corps commander's shins.

“Anyway, the abandoned castle, with only the collapsed spire and walls remaining, is not in a very good condition even if it is repaired. Divide the 300 soul soldiers in half and kill them one by one. Complete all preparations and arrangements within 4 days, proceed with the siege, and set off with as little power as possible from the demons. If that were the case, there would be less to worry about. I and the knights will go first and enter the castle.”

“Who will command?”

“General Bulterion, I will leave it to you. It would be nice if the enemy was completely annihilated after 4 days, but it is probably impossible, so consider the situation and decide for yourself whether to issue an evacuation order or just leave the security forces and the minimum number of troops behind.”

“Okay.”

“or more.”

As soon as the corps commander spoke his last words to General Bulterion next to him, the meeting ended and people began to move quickly.

Enin and I submitted the materials we had brought, chatted, and returned to the tent.

“It was a truly nerve-wracking life.”

“Sure, just go! I thought my eyes would explode if I shouted that.”

“Are you going to go? I'm not sure what you're talking about, but yeah. Anyway, I must be busy. We are separated from the main unit's supply section, so we did not go with the expedition, but we will have to repair the remaining equipment as much as possible and hand it over.”

The reason Enin and I are not busy in the department is because the supply section, which is in charge of the entire military, and the supply section, which is in charge of soul equipment, have been divided into two separate departments.

In addition, the supply department in charge of soul diseases was only responsible for the recovery and repair of equipment, while the actual distribution was handled by the resuscitation center, so we had very little work to do.

Enin and I joined Master and Peria, who were unpacking their equipment in the yard behind the supply center.

Soon we received equipment gathered from all over and began work in earnest.

Enin brings an anvil from somewhere and starts hammering on one of the breastplates while speaking.

“Ah, but Irim and Hwarim will have to leave for four days and continue fighting.”

“Probably so. I really hate war.”

“I thought the world was becoming a little quieter, but it looks like it's about to start again.”

'Ah, but I guess this won't be a bad opportunity?'

Now that I think about it, since I have to collect souls for artifacts anyway, it might be better for me to go to war.

‘It’s the soul of a demon. 'Let's kill as many as possible and build it up.'

Unlike pagans, if you are a demon, your soul will accumulate as is.

I hate having to run out and fight as soon as I'm resurrected, but it's a good environment for me to collect a lot of souls now that I've obtained the artifact.

Peria was working next to me and spoke up.

“I don’t have to go to that, right? Right?”

“You should follow me too.”

“No, why? I am an ordinary citizen. Even your nationality is not here? There’s no reason to get involved in the war, right?”

“A collaborator? Let’s go out together like this already.”

“... No, no. It was cooperation meant to obtain information! You’ve never said anything about going into battle together?”

Even though I said that, I felt like I wanted to take Peria with me. If he dies anyway, he will be resurrected next to me and he will say with his own mouth that he has some skills. It is better to have at least one more trustworthy person on the battlefield.

Plus there

“Are you scared of dying?”

“Of course.”

“That’s what I’m saying.”

“What kind of bullshit is that? Oppa, did you turn suddenly?”

If you're a body that might die in two years anyway, it's a good idea to follow me around as a mentally ill person and get used to the concept of death.

“When people are afraid of death, it becomes difficult to make decisions at important times. Even if you die, you'll be resurrected anyway, so why not try dying until you get over that fear?”

“What, what? What are you talking about, you crazy oppa!”

“It’s all for you.”

I made an extremely common-sense decision, but I don't know why Peria is so freaked out.

“Well, it wasn’t a bad experience. I wasn't afraid of death even when I was alive, but after I became mentally ill and died quite a bit, I had no fear of death at all. It's a good opportunity, so let's go together. I will watch over you closely.”

“Why is this girl doing this again? It's a battlefield! It's a battlefield! What kind of crazy tone are you making when you ask us to go on a picnic together?!”

I don't understand why the teacher refuses even though he agrees with my opinion and says he will help me.

“Hey. You should know how much I appreciate that. Master, at first, you really didn’t care whether I died or not and just kept going forward?”

“At that time... I was really a stranger. This is already becoming a time worth calling a memory.”

“Is this my part-time job? In the first place, I am a person who does not need to go to the battlefield!”

If you are afraid of death, you can get used to it in advance for Peria's mental health, so what's the problem?

Perhaps, unlike me, who has a normal way of thinking, my thoughts are not well accepted by Peria, a resident of another world, because her values are different. Regretful.

“They said the only real soul patients were crazy people because they die all the time, but it was true!”

The day ended like that with Peria's inexplicable scream.

        
            “Now, the Peria helmet is important. I don't use it often, but it's better to use it first until you get used to it.”

“I am a civilian.”

There is nothing like carrying a solid suit of armor to get rid of fear.

So, he throws an old but relatively clean-looking helmet to Peria, but Peria seems unable to concentrate.

You may think that a helmet is good because it blocks stone throws and arrows, but that only applies when fighting with similar humans.

From my experience of fighting in this world for 5 years, I often die from being hit by something strong enough that I didn't even need a helmet in the first place. So I just gave up on wearing a helmet that only blocks my vision.

'The teacher also said that wearing a helmet would interfere with sharpening one's senses and recommended that one not wear one.'

The reason Peria can't concentrate is probably because she's excited about experiencing it for the first time.

“It is better to wear a slightly larger breastplate. Even if you get hit hard, if there is still space, you can survive without being crushed.”

“Can’t I just not go out? It won’t help you, brother?”

Peria speaks with tears in her eyes.

“It’s better to get used to things like this in advance.”

“Irim is right. It's because you don't know that death comes to all living beings anyway, and how much peace of mind you feel when you live without the fear of death.”

“No, I have no intention of dying in the first place, so I’m looking for another way?”

Peria grumbles, but she doesn't want to do anything she's not used to doing. I understand everything too.

But there is something called a vaccination.

In my view, Peria absolutely needs to get used to death in advance.

“Hey. Anyway, I have a resurrected body, so I should use it well.”

“No, that means you guys have a strange way of thinking! And I don’t have to go out in the first place!”

“Isn’t it strange that citizens keep wandering around inside the county? Since you're coming back to life anyway, wouldn't it be best to pretend you're mentally ill and go with us so you don't get misunderstood?”

I also kindly add to what Master said.

“You talk a lot. shut up. Let’s just think of it as paying for the crime of trying to deceive me with the carriage thing this time. Let’s hit it.”

“Ah, that’s the real intention! You revealed it!”

It's for Peria's sake, but it's a pity that people don't seem to understand it. My heart was a little upset, but if you're going to take it with you anyway, it's better to get used to it in many ways.

“And Feria. In these matters, it is better to follow what your elders say. You and I are now soul family because we are tied by soul. You are all like my little sister, so please follow along because this is for your own good.”

“No, really, that’s some bullshit. I guess I'm mistaken, but the reason I call you oppa is because I often use the title "unni oppa" because it's the best title to please others, right? So, there is no need to have such an attitude. It's already different, but I have a lot of older brothers in my hometown, and here I see people trying to imitate my older brothers. He's an old guy, he's really the worst.”

“I don’t understand this.”

“That’s what I’m going to say?”

They continued to peck without stopping until Peria finished preparing for battle and settled into the formation.

After all, no matter what world it is, all younger sisters are this rebellious.

This is all because I did not grow up in a warm home environment during my adolescence.

I also need to take good care of Feria.

Soon, everything was ready and as I was waiting for orders, I saw someone riding around on a horse.

“From now on, if you blow the whistle, you will begin the attack on Old Grace Castle. As previously announced, 150 people will charge in with their equipment, then respawn and depart again as soon as 150 people are reached!”

General Bulterion, whom I saw yesterday, was walking around making final inspections.

The corps commander and knights departed for the capital early at dawn.

Enin says that it will take about 4 days to prepare everything for the army to depart, but the corps commander and knights must first go to the castle for support.

'Certainly that would be good for appealing to loyalty.'

They said that if they didn't appeal that they ran quickly for the royal family, they might not be evaluated well later, so they started first.

This world seems to be a difficult one if you don't keep your eyes peeled for many things.

Let's take a look at the castle we need to attack from a distance that the arrows can't reach.

“First of all, it’s a bit crude. The siege will end soon, right?”

“Should we call it a siege? At that point, we should call it a fence, not a castle wall.”

“Then it is called demolition.”

In front, you can see Grace Castle, which has almost all of the parts that could be called a castle collapsed, showing more repaired wood than stone walls, and in the back we can see our outpost.

We must continue our assault for four days from now.

One of the Soul Soldier's main tactics is the mindless assault tactic.

I personally call it the 'Resurrection Run' strategy, but it is such a simple strategy that I gave it such a crude name in the first place.

When attacking a castle, it is simple.

At first, everyone runs out holding tools in addition to weapons.

In addition to the crowbar that I am holding, and the so-called object that looks similar to the palu that we have seen many times in our world, other people's pickaxes or hammers held with both hands are the main weapons on the castle walls.

There are soul bottles that are easy to use and discard, but there is no reason to take a long time to start making siege towers and catapults while using soldiers.

The power of the soul soldier is several times stronger than that of an ordinary soldier, so they run and focus on digging into the walls of the castle walls and smashing the gates until they break.

When the first group dies, the second group charges again and repeats this process, draining the enemies' health and eventually completing the siege.

When I briefly explained the flow to Peria, she responded with a distraught expression.

“The word “tactics” is added to a method like that?”

“Honestly, if I knew who came up with this method, I would go and destroy it, but it is true that it is effective.”

I think it's a really gorilla-like tactic, but that's because we have 1-cost soldiers that are mass-produced very cheaply.

There is no need to use difficult methods to continue producing products at extremely low prices. Making siege weapons takes time, and there are no human wizards near Grace Territory who can use magic strong enough to hit the castle walls, so this is the best.

“And I am sure that there is someone who knows how to use siege magic, but he is not showing up voluntarily.”

“It's really hard when you run out of magic power, so you chose to make a soul bottle for convenience.”

“Yes.”

In fact, at the outpost behind, the wizards who have already been on a business trip in real time are continuously boiling it in addition to the spare bodies they have put in the box, boiled like seolleongtang.

I'm sure there are some sergeant wizards among them who are hiding by lying about their qualifications.

'Ah, smelling it makes me hungry.'

“So what happens after the siege?”

“Nothing much. You can do it in the same order as a normal siege. It's just that the object you hold in your hand and run with changes.”

“How?”

“You can use anti-personnel weapons instead of siege weapons.”

Once the castle is physically demolished, there is nothing much to do after that.

As soon as they are revived, immediately take your sword and stab them all to death. end.

Previously, when ordinary soldiers were the main force, there were various tactics, but after we appeared, it was mostly solved this way.

“No, but salt is expensive in the Empire, but I saw it earlier and here they pile it up and put it in a pot? Where on earth does so much salt come from?”

“I was curious about that too, but I went to a quarry before and understood it. I didn't know there was such a thing as a salt mine.”

“I don’t like there. After working for just two hours, my eyes stung and my body felt like salted meat.”

Peria answers what she is curious about.

At first, I thought salt was very precious in these times, but it all had different places of origin.

For reference, the last time the head was broken was because it was hit by a salt golem coming out of a salt mine.

While we chatted for the rest of the time, the time came.

“Looks like you're about to get started.”

A soldier is seen climbing the temporary outpost's watchtower, holding a horn decorated with gold.

Everyone holds their tools and looks forward.

The moment you take even a single step, you prepare to fly straight ahead at the distance where the arrow will fly.

Master looks back at us.

“Stick well and come back.”

“Yes.”

“... Oh really. It’s the worst.”

It's okay for me and Peria though.

One of the teacher's strengths is that he will absolutely shoot down arrows coming from the front.

At least when I watch it, it has never failed. So, I trust and follow Master unconditionally. Because that's the way to live longer.

gulp.

The sound of Peria swallowing dry saliva is heard and the tension continues.

Soon, a sign came out from the resuscitation center indicating that the final inspection was complete, and General Bulterion raised his arms as soon as he heard the report.

Pow! Pow! Pow!

With the sound of three long horns, the spirit bottles that were lined up jump out.

As I grab the tool and start running at great speed, arrows come flying from the castle wall.

Looking at the number of arrows, I think the number of demons stationed there is not as large as I thought.

Each spirit soldier runs forward, holding the flying arrows and blocking them with their shields or striking them away with their weapons.

Looking at the arrows that pierce the body and head with such a high probability that thick helmets and shields are put to shame, it seems much better to just hit them. The arrows fired by demons whose physical capabilities surpass those of humans are such arrows.

'That was really difficult.'

I try to get the hang of it while watching my teacher hit 10 arrows in a row. I try whenever I get the chance, but I haven't had much success so far.

“Ahh! You're right! That's right!”

The broken arrowhead bounced off by the teacher running ahead hit Peria's helmet and bounced off. Fortunately, because the arrow bounced once, it lost its force and did not penetrate the helmet.

“I’m not dead. Don't worry.”

He grabs Peria's wrist as she tries to sit down and runs away.

If you stop at a place like this, you become a target and become easier to hit with arrows.

As we approached the castle wall in an instant, other spirit soldiers who had already clung to it were tearing off the wood that had been added to the wall with tools.

“These bugs took hours to do!”

As we get closer, the demons wearing horned helmets see us and swear at us and try to shake us off by swinging their weapons, but they are counterattacked and run away.

“Who told you to come and occupy it on your own?!”

If someone stabs the demon from above with a spear, they grab the demon with the spear and drag it down, killing it in an instant.

The demon that fell between us was instantly torn off its limbs, like an insect that fell between an anthill.

When this situation is repeated several times, the demons are unable to use their hands and just throw stones, but even their attempts are blocked by the spirit soldiers who brought shields.

Ujijik-pajijik-

The wood is not as thick as expected, so it will soon be broken by pickaxes and hammers and torn apart by crowbars.

At this point, it looks like contractors are demolishing the abandoned building rather than a siege.

“Pour it out!”

When the wood was torn apart to some extent and I could see the inside, I had an ominous feeling and looked up at the same time I heard a sound.

The demons were bringing oil into the boiling cauldron and trying to pour it.

“Oil!!!”

With someone shouting, everyone leaves the place in an instant.

A few soul soldiers who were unable to escape in time were covered in boiling oil when their tools got caught in the wood.

“Aaaah...”

Several people fell down covering their faces, and one person was unable to make a sound as the oil had penetrated all the way into his body.

The painful soul eventually raises its arms high towards the sky.

That's a signal.

This is the signal I hate the most.

That signal is a promise between soul soldiers.

A few spirit soldiers nearby quickly pull out the escutcheons they were wearing, cut off the straps of the breastplate, and stabbed the heart.

The body of the soul patient, who was in pain, soon becomes limp.

“What, what is it? What is that doing?”

Peria sat down and looked horrified at the sight of the spirit soldiers rushing at her like ants attacking their prey.

“Our rules.”

You may misunderstand that they are fighting among themselves, but this is definitely a life-saving activity.

When you first see it, you are embarrassed, but then you cannot accept this reality, but later you cannot help but understand the reason.

Those of us who are a little stronger do not die easily unless we are mortally wounded.

However, not dying easily means that if you are in a moderately painful state, you will suffer longer.

So at some point, the promise we made between us started to spread.

If you cannot overcome the pain and feel like you want to die, raise your arms to those around you and ask for rest.

If you are damaged to the point where continuing the battle becomes impossible, ask someone else to do it.

Please finish it quickly.

Since he is resurrected, I believe in it and am asking for it.

This is why, for us, resurrection is both salvation and a curse from which we cannot escape.

“I feel like I’m going crazy.”

“It’s everyday life for us.”

Soon, the wood completely disintegrates and the spirit soldiers begin to enter the inside of the castle wall carrying the esterk.

“Charge!!!”

Waaa!

visor!

Kang!

A fight is in full swing on the castle walls, filled with screams and shouts.

Demons in different outfits attack us with spears and blunt weapons, and we stand against them.

Another demon soldier came in front of me.

I tend to adapt my fighting style to the opponent.

The demon in front of me, who is about two heads taller than me, calmly looks at me and aims his axe.

I also lift the crowbar and escutcheon with both hands without making any sound.

There was a standoff for a moment and the two were just looking at each other.

puck!

The fight begins as soon as you move forward while being pushed back by someone you bumped into while fighting.

While watching the ax coming down towards the head, strike the ax blade with a crowbar at the right time.

Kang!

The iron lever and ax collide and sparks fly.

While the opponent is correcting the shaken blade of the axe, he stabs Esterc between the armor and helmet.

The demon soldier lowers his helmet, which has a chin guard, overlapping it with his armor to block his neck.

Then, holding the ax to one side, I push forward while blocking Estark, and the demon soldier grabs my chest armor and lifts it up.

“Be crushed.”

“Do you really need to say that in words?”

A demon soldier who spoke in a slightly slurred tone lifted me up and tried to throw me down on the ground.

“Where.”

In response, I turn towards the raised arm and wrap it around it using my entire body.

Submission.

Then, in an attempt to break his entangled arm, I placed all my weight on his arm, causing him to lose his balance and fall.

“Sleep, wait, turn off...Uuuuu!”

Puzzle.

It is good when the joints are like this.

Enemies who are large in size or who think their strength is strong enough to lift their opponent often try to throw their opponent when fighting.

And especially in the case of demons, they are stronger than ordinary soldiers, so they often use these fighting methods instinctively. Even though they have experience, they cannot overcome their instincts, so they were defeated by me.

When his arm breaks, he panics and hits the iron helmet of the guy covering his arm with a crowbar.

If this happens, the inside of the helmet will vibrate and wearing the helmet will become poisonous.

“This is why I don’t like pitching.”

I don't wear a helmet because I consider my own practicality, not the concept. Actually, there is a reason why I follow my teacher.

He approaches the man who can't control his body and stabs the knife through the gap in his helmet.

The demon soldier seemed to be shaking, but soon fell limp.

“I caught one guy.”

I barely kill one person, and when I look up, I see another soldier running towards me.

“Save me! I said I would protect you!!!”

Peria was holding a sword and running between me and Master, herding the demons.

There are many other people, but it feels like there are a lot of people who are especially attached to Peria.

'Thanks to you, I'll be able to work more comfortably.'

“It’s okay, I’m doing well!”

He secretly trips one of the demons who was distracted by Peria, knocks him down, and stabs him with a sword.

Peria is more useful than you think.

“Two.”

There are a huge number of demons on the castle wall, and from below, a huge number of demons are coming up from every crevice.

'That's a bit much.'

“It might not be finished in 4 days.”

        
            “Uuuu... I'll search. Although I was behind.”

I wake up feeling like my head is going to explode.

I never get used to this feeling.

I let my guard down today too.

In a battlefield, there are many cases where people die without knowing why they died, rather than dying from the enemy right in front of them.

I felt like I was hit by something so hard that my head split open, but I can't remember what it was.

'I guess I got hit with a sling or something.'

“Are you okay?”

A familiar voice was heard.

As I held on to my shaking mind and looked in front of me, I heard a voice and saw a familiar person.

“Uh, so your name was Rinnai?”

“This is Rina. See you again.”

“Oh, that’s right, I’m so sorry.”

This is the new priest I saw last time.

“I’m really sorry that you woke up right away, but...”

“Yes, I just need to get dressed and go back to get ready, right?”

“Ah, yes!”

“Then, please just give me some water.”

“Okay, just a moment.”

After getting dressed, I take the gaiters and breastplate from the nearby armor boxes.

In the meantime, white flames suddenly appeared in front of her and Peria came back to life naked.

“... Liar.”

“Peria Welcome.”

“I said I would protect you.”

“No, but the demons make me angry.”

While I was working hard while hiding near Peria, a demon kept swearing at me from afar, so I went to catch him and died on the way.

“It hurt so much, I never thought there would come a day in my life where I would be stabbed to death by a knife.”

“Well, isn’t it common to get cut with a knife?”

“Do you know that this is the same as cutting your finger with a dagger? You idiot, you idiot! Fuuuk on the body! He said he came in and said, “Fuuuk!” This is my first time experiencing pain like this.”

“... Right. It's my first time.”

I'm glad Feria doesn't remember the pain of losing her head to Nayal's meteorite.

“It’s okay. If you go with me anyway, it will become a daily routine.”

“This kind of daily life is a no-go.”

“You also have a resurrected body anyway, so you better get used to it.”

“A goblin without a brain, a slime without a nucleus, a vampire without blood.”

“Ah, this is an insult.”

I don't know how harsh the insult is, but if you think about it, I don't think it's a very good expression.

“I brought water here... Wow?”

At that time, Linai was bringing water and was surprised to see Peria naked.

“Hey, you’re not wearing any clothes.”

“Oh, that’s right.”

Peria looks down, finds a box, takes out some clothes, and puts them on.

This is my second time seeing it, but when I look at it closely, it's weaker than I thought, so I don't think much of it.

According to calculations, Peria's age would be 18, but considering that people in this world are very big, perhaps because they eat a lot of meat, Peria is rather poor.

Since he said he has been wandering around since he was 8, it may be because he neglected eating due to his long wandering life.

'Or is it because he's a mixed race demon and his growth is slow?'

I looked closely at the body because it was visible to a certain extent. It wasn't my intention to see it, it was Peria who showed it to me, so it wasn't my fault.

'Well, of course.'

“Would you like some water?”

“Huh? thank you. Priest.”

Peria takes the water I was trying to drink and drinks it.

“Aren’t you thirsty?”

“Are you eating it on purpose so as not to disappoint your brother?”

Sigh!

“Ah! I hit you!”

“Usually things like this are given to you first.”

He hits Peria's forehead with the blade of his hand and quickly takes the water to drink.

“Sir, we get along well.”

“Who is with whom...!”

“Yes, we have known each other for a long time.”

If the feria gets caught for no reason, I cover my mouth and lift the feria.

“Hey! Don’t you let go?”

“See you later then.”

“No, if you ask me to see you again at the resuscitation center, you will be punished by God. I pray that you take care of yourself.”

Linai said with a small smile. I guess it's humor in its own way.

“If you do so, I would appreciate it. Okay then. ”

I leave the resuscitation center, saying hello to Linai, who comes out to meet me with a smiling face.

“How good would it be if you had a good personality like that?”

“Do you always do that when trading?”

“I keep trying not to lose anything.”

Somehow, as I look at Feria more and more, I am reminded of a junior at the convenience store I worked at before coming here.

If you are a female junior who is one year younger than you in college and you are learning, won't he come over with a spoon to steal it? He was always the one next to you who whined or lost his temper when our working hours overlapped, but it seems like they overlap more and more.

'... I was still quite close with him because we lived away from each other. 'What should I do now?'

That day, he died the moment he opened the door after work, so he must have seen me.

'Did I cry when I saw it, or did I just call the ambulance?'

Even though it was between a man and a woman, it wasn't like they had romantic feelings or anything. It was just a relationship where we talked about bad things that happened during the day and made fun of each other.

Although I won't be able to see her anymore, I miss her because she was like a little sister to me and was more like family to me than my parents.

As I thought about that, I also became curious about Peria’s family story.

“You said you have an older sister and an older brother, right?”

“Brothers and sisters? There are so many. From the beginning, I said my mom was the 15th. So there were a lot of them.”

“How many were there?”

“About 50 people? It didn't matter because I showed up before I had even memorized all the names, but I only had one close friend.”

“That would be really annoying.”

“That's right, I was discriminated against a lot especially because I was a human.”

'So my basic personality was dirty.'

“Did you think it was rude just now?”

“uh.”

“I don’t even deny it.”

“You told me honestly, so I should answer honestly.”

“... Ugh. I don’t know why I got involved with this person.”

We talked and headed back to the front line.

-------------------------------

150 people gather again and advance towards the castle wall.

It became a situation where I went out to fight and came back roughly once every hour, and every time I went, I could feel the number of them decreasing and at the same time becoming more devastated.

And I made a demon friend.

It's a very large guy with a head that looks like a scimitar and a bat-like wing instead of ears.

When we first met, we immediately became friendly friends.

“Come on! I am Klenax, the centurion commander of the demon army!”

I always adapt to the other person. My method is to be courteous to polite people and to treat like gems equally.

“I am Lee Rim, a part-timer at Heaven Eleven!”

Unfortunately, my final job was as a convenience store employee, so this was the only position I could offer for now.

“Ho? Does he have a position? Lee Rim from Heaven Eleven! I look forward to a good match!”

“The sea I longed for!”

This guy was stronger than I thought.

With the mission of gathering strong souls, I attacked him with the determination to kill him, but it seemed that the honor he carried was stronger.

“It was a good match!”

He was polite to me until the end, greeted me and killed me.

And it was our second meeting.

“Come on! I... Ah, you are a Heaven Eleven warrior!”

“It’s been 2 hours, you idiot! Come on!”

The second match also ended in my loss.

The scimitar-like weapon he was wielding flew towards me, destroying everything around it every time it was swung.

Even the stone cover was useless to him.

“It wasn’t bad.”

It was their third meeting after the second death.

“Bonus... Why do you keep coming towards me?”

“No, for some reason, I think things will work out as we fight.”

Even if I look at it this way, I am the type of person who just focuses on one thing and digs into it. As we fought, it naturally increased.

fourth.

“Hey, can you stop coming?”

“No, no.”

The guy seemed to be quite tired and was starting to get out of breath.

'There's no way around it.'

Fifth.

“Stop... There are other guys besides me.”

“I like our friend the best.”

sixth.

“A soul bottle brought back from hell appears!”

“...”

The tension was so high that he appeared energetically, but without saying a word, he lifted the scimitar towards me with great difficulty.

Seventh.

“Hello friend!”

I walked over and pointed the knife at the guy, but the guy could barely stand.

It looks like I've already reached my limit, probably because I've cut down a lot of other soul soldiers besides myself.

“I think it will be the last time.”

“I see. I never thought they would be this persistent.”

He must have mustered his last strength to stand up straight and thrust his scimitar forward.

The weapon of the guy who had already seen it six times was no longer as sharp as it was the first time, but it was still pointed straight ahead.

However, he easily dodges the guy's weapon, which no longer works, and finally stabs Estarke in the heart.

We've been friends for a long time, but now it's time to part ways.

“It was a good match.”

I tried to send it off in a good way, but it seems my friend was disappointed.

“Dirty... things like cockroaches...”

“Friend, you talk harshly.”

“No, I think it’s a bit harsh.”

As I say my final goodbyes to this guy, Feria lights a candle.

“This is how people live together.”

“He seems like a real psycho. Especially my brother.”

“It’s too much.”

While I was fighting against only one person, Feria also started fighting directly at some point and is now starting to show her form.

Originally, he said he knew how to use a sword for self-defense while wandering around, but unlike the first time when he was very embarrassed because his opponents were demons who were so strong that they were incomparable to bandits and heretics, now he has calmed down to a certain extent and his skills seem to be coming out.

“It looks like things are slowly getting sorted out.”

“I see. The number of visible enemies has also decreased significantly.”

Master approaches me, wiping away the blood from his escutcheon.

The number of people under the castle walls has decreased considerably.

It seems that most of them escaped from the castle wall and went towards the lord's castle, but the lord's castle is actually a place with less defensive capabilities, so if things continue like this, I think we can finish it before 4 days have passed.

At first, I thought it would be impossible just by looking at the numbers, but the level of most enemies was weaker than when I fought hard before, so the speed seems to have accelerated.

And instead of splitting up into groups and taking turns dealing with us like we did, they were constantly out there, so we got tired quickly.

Seeing as the countermeasures were not prepared immediately, it may be because there is no separate staff.

“It’s really amazing. 300 people, 150 in shifts, killed nearly a thousand people in one day.”

“Nothing to say.”

The demons were not at a good level, but their numbers were large.

'With this number, it would be much more beneficial to come out and attack Grace Castle, so why not?'

“The level is worse than I thought. It's comparable to the black guys I fought with often in the past.”

“The regular army guys were very strong.”

“Looking at the flag, these guys seem to be mercenaries and not regular soldiers. You can tell by their appearance.”

“Anything other than clothing or weapons? How do you know what it looks like?”

“Regular soldiers won’t hire you if you’re ugly.”

'It's a bit shocking. Was the world of demons also a lookism?

I have to believe Peria's words because she grew up in the land of demons and has been a trickster for a long time, so she knows a lot.

“Seeing that they came here just at the right time for Black Yak to move, they may have made a deal with each other.”

“They invaded in exchange for money? Where did the Minotaurs who looted all the time get their money?”

“That’s right. Aren’t they the ones who always take food with them?”

“You may have received something other than money in return. For now, it's not confirmed, so just leave it at that.”

When those small heads rob, they mainly steal sacks of dried food or wheat, leaving behind things like cash and jewelry.

Since they are like that, it is highly likely that it is not about money, and then their interests may be aligned.

'For that matter, since the knights here are missing, I think it would have been better to attack the territory right away.'

Or did they already know the importance of currency and worked hard to save it and trade it?

Eventually, when the walls ceased to function properly, the demon army began to retreat towards the main castle.

“Huh? What is that?”

And as soon as the last soldier entered, the completely collapsed castle suddenly turned red and illuminated the castle, making it appear upside down.

“What is that?”

“Is it magic?”

Other soul soldiers are also taken aback by the castle that suddenly appears upside down.

However, since there is no other way, everyone approaches the castle.

“Wait.”

Peria comes out and stops Master.

“Uh, huh?”

When one person touched the area where the door was, it disappeared as if it was being sucked in.

As soon as it touched the LED-like light in a butcher shop, the image disappeared in an instant.

“What is this doing?”

“I don’t know. Since we don't have time, let's go in and think about it.”

“Real soul patients don’t know how precious their lives are.”

Peria gets sick of seeing the spirit soldiers crowding into the castle while chatting.

“There is no one to give instructions, so in times like this, it is up to one’s own judgment.”

In the first place, everyone is disgustingly concerned about their own lives, so there are no officers in the innermost branch, so there is no one to give orders. If you go in first and die, you have no choice but to return.

“Is there anything that comes to mind?”

Peria was lost in thought as she looked at the butcher shop-like lights and the overturned castle.

“...if it's the same as what I know.”

“Huh?”

“This is a phenomenon that occurs when using a genjutsu.”

“I guess it’s different from magic.”

“Yes, the effects of both are increased if you have magical power, so they are similar, but since they are demons, it is probably an illusion that activates devil's blood.”

I can't tell the exact difference, but did you say that magic is using the laws of the world by moving the magical energy in the air with the magical energy inside the body? I guess it's different from that.

“I have seen something like this before, when low-level succubi summon their partners in their dreams, a light like this appears.”

“What is it, succubus? Didn’t you say that they don’t go to the battlefield because they can’t fight?”

“That’s right. A low-level succubus only has the ability to put one person through an illusion even if they try hard enough. Although they are demons, their physical abilities are very weak, but they make a living off of those abilities. So it’s not much help on the battlefield.”

“However, if you construct an illusion on such a huge scale, the situation is different. It's also so dense that the image we're looking at turns upside down. It seems that the blood concentration and magic power are extremely strong.”

I don't know how great it is, but I just know that it's roughly enormous.

“This is a succubus with duke-level magical power. That's enough to make me feel confident going into battle.”

When I said that, I started to look a little scared.

        
            “Then, shall we just go in to see what’s there and then come out?”

“I really wanted to die. How many seconds have you been saying since I just said there would be a duke-level demon?”

“But if you have to attack here anyway, wouldn’t it be better to go in and check what’s there to prepare for it?”

“First of all, it's an illusion, so what if I go in and can't come out... No, I shouldn't say anything, so what can I say at length to the spirit soldiers? ”

It looks like they don't want to go into Feria, but I think it might be better to go in at the same time as everyone else.

There will also be demonic mercenaries inside, so if you fight, it's better to do it when other people are present.

“Then let’s go in.”

“I said it clearly.”

“Don’t worry. It will work out somehow.”

“Why are there only such optimistic people? Really...”

A decision is made and everyone steps forward at the same time.

And in an instant, it seemed like the world was spinning, and before I knew it, I was inside the Yeongju Castle.

However, even when I look around, I can't see both Peria and Master, who were moving at the same time.

‘Did they make it so that they disperse when they come in? 'You used your brain.'

It seems that this castle was built for the purpose of dispersing power by separating people one by one.

'First of all, it would be better to go as far as you can and find out exactly what kind of place it is.'

Fortunately, there was no need to disarm him or anything, so he still had the crowbar and escutcheon in his hands. Since I haven't lost my combat ability, I can do it, but it's worth a try.

Walk carefully forward.

When viewed from the outside, the castle looked completely collapsed, with only a little bit of the inside visible, but the inside was different. Like a newly built building, there were neat tiles and new furniture and decorations everywhere.

The hallway is decorated with daylight-colored candles flickering in candle holders, a clean hallway that looks as if it has just been cleaned, Gothic-style furniture placed in the middle, and a small chandelier hanging from the ceiling.

While I was walking and looking around, I heard a voice.

“That’s incredible, is it really possible for a demon that is close to pureblood to have this level of skill?”

“Isn’t this impossible even for the Demon King?”

“Shh! Be careful what you say. And if it gets to the ears of regular soldiers, they'll just cut off their heads, right?”

Three demonic mercenaries are walking along the hallway, so I quickly hide next to the giant clock nearby.

“Anyway, I took a breather. It's easier to deal with the annoying soul bugs as they are dropped one by one.”

“I've only heard of Dream Demon's Castle, but it's truly amazing. I can't believe I get to see something like this in my life.”

“Mercenaries like us experience all this! The thought of going back and bragging about it kills me, doesn't it? Haha!”

“Okay, I like it so much, what should I do?”

Deep.

He comes out from behind the clock, joins the conversation, and stabs one of the guys in the neck with an escutcheon in an instant.

“Uh...huh?”

“If you react that slowly, you should die.”

It was unfortunate that the mercenaries were so slow to react.

Turn the crowbar upside down, hold it, and drive the harpoon-like part into another guy's head.

“You monsters!”

“You are the monsters.”

A fat mercenary with two lizard-like tails on the back of his head came to his senses, took out a weapon that looked like a sickle, and swung it.

Block the scythe with the escutcheon and hit the leg with the crowbar.

“Kkueeek!”

Bye!

Next, hit the other leg and completely break it.

“Phew, I’m glad it’s easy.”

Thanks to the fact that they were letting down their guard, I easily defeated the three of them.

'Shall we interrogate him first?'

As it is a space that is completely unknown, it is important to obtain as much information as possible. If you know how many people are in front, what their purpose is, and how they are armed, it becomes easier to deal with them.

“Let me ask you a few questions.”

“Uh... do you think you will answer? We are mercenaries who make a living on trust!”

“If you die, it's over. What kind of trust do you need? If you tell me, I'll give you my life.”

Tap the other leg, which is not yet broken, with a crowbar.

“...is it real?”

“Truly, tell me and I will take you prisoner. If I refuse here, I'll just have to kill myself, but I don't want to go far away from my hometown and get killed, right?”

“... Okay. Let’s talk.”

'He has thin ears.'

Even if you were someone who was talking about trust just a moment ago, you would naturally react like this when you hear that your head is being blown off.

It will be the same no matter who you ask. In the end, nothing is more important than life. So, if you threaten appropriately, it usually works.

Even though I am fighting for my life, I have no intention of cruelly killing everyone.

'Let's extract information quickly.'

“What are you curious about?”

“You said it was the castle of a dreamer, and the castle that was originally located here seems to have a different structure. Do you know the road?”

“We don’t know the internal structure of the castle. If you just move, you will be taken to where the enemy is. We were told that we just had to keep moving and deal with those spirit soldiers. Then, when the contract ends in two weeks, the contract condition is that you will leave here and return it.”

“Going back? Didn’t you come on foot?”

“No. I thought I entered the castle, but the regular army came and told me to leave again, and it was towards the castle here. We don’t even know how we got halfway.”

‘Asmodian regular army. It looks like it's inside here.'

Transfer training.

This may have been the reason why the castle suddenly fell without any communication.

A red light suddenly appeared from the sky, and the demon's castle was summoned, and demon mercenaries came out from inside, and the soldiers who were watching were unable to take any action and all died.

'Then it's easy to not know. I was probably looking towards the plain, but suddenly the enemy came from inside.'

But right now, more than anything else, I am very concerned about the regular army and the noble who summoned this castle. If there is a regular army, it is absolutely impossible for me to deal with it alone.

'I think at least a few people will be able to fight together with Master.'

“Good. So where are the regular army and nobles now?”

“The regular army said, ‘Not this way’ as we walked. while popping out. They only come out when they send us away, and other than that they don't interfere. I think the nobles are in the back where those guys are.”

“You guys don’t know how to join each other?”

“We don’t know, we just know that if you hold on to your body when you open the door and move, it will come in with you. That's how we join together and move around.”

It blew better than I expected and I got a lot of useful information.

'I guess this is enough for now.'

“Good. Just tie it up for now. If I find anything, I'll come pick you up later.”

“Uh, my leg is broken anyway, so can’t I release it?”

“You’ve given me a lot of attention for this, but if you say bullshit, they’ll tear it down?”

When I grab the lizard-like tail that grows on the back of the demon's head and pull it, I feel extremely embarrassed.

“Now, wait! okay! I’ll stay here without making a sound, just keep an eye on my hair!”

“That’s hair?”

“ may look like this by your standards, but it grew this big because of a lot of management, right? How much women love this!”

“Oh, well, let me see.”

As if the demon is proud, he is shaking what he claims is the hair on the back of his head. It vibrates at a very high speed, but I think it's disgusting.

Although they may have been the same person at one time, their aesthetic sense seems to have changed greatly over time.

'Is this what cultural diversity is?'

I don't know what to like about the fluttering hair.

“Okay then I’m going.”

Tie up the demons tightly and go in the direction they came from.

'I said it would come out if you go into an empty room or at the end of the hallway.'

I walk down the hallway while keeping the sound of my footsteps as low as possible, but the hallway looks a little strange.

'What is this?'

There are a few places in the middle of the long hallway that look a little out of place.

However, even if you put your hand on it, it does not respond.

'What is it made of?'

Since you said it was an illusion, is something like this even possible?

It felt like it was soft and I thought it might break if I touched it with my sword, so I tried to stab it, but even if I stabbed it, the sword wouldn't go in. Likewise, even if you stab it with the harpoon part of a lever, a solid wall will bounce everything off.

It feels like pudding that a spoon can never fit into.

'If there was a knight or a wizard, it would have been possible to break through.'

It was said that illusions also use magic power, so if I attack with magic power, it might cause damage, but as a soul disease person who cannot collect magic power because my body was created, it is impossible.

'I might not be able to attack it anyway. 'No, wait a minute.'

Then, a sudden thought occurred to me and I took out the artifact.

When I pressed the device for the first time in a while, I saw that in addition to bears, there were many more things that looked like people. The souls of the demons seemed to have been properly absorbed, and when they were transformed into a bowl, they became larger than before.

But the magical power was still unwavering.

“No, I want you to move a little bit now.”

First of all, I heard it was definitely a sword. If I could sharpen this magic power that is currently concentrated, I would be able to tear this wall apart, but I can't do anything with the magic power in a round sphere.

“This is useless.”

As my irritation explodes, I throw a coin at the wall with my immovable magic power.

'It would have been nice to have at least a magic sword or something.'

A magic sword that can cut through anything.

At least if the equipment you have now is good, it may be much easier than it is now.

The moment I took the coin that popped out and was about to put it in my pocket, a light burst out of my hand.

“Huh? What is this?”

I thought there was a flash of light for a moment, and then there was a rather short dagger in the hand that was obviously holding a coin.

“Was it successful?”

The magical power of the artifact had turned into a sword of almost excessive size, made entirely from the handle to the blade.

Just in case, I hold the knife upside down and stab the wall.

Deep. Buuuk.

“Oh, that’s okay. It should change like this a long time ago.”

The dagger tears through the mushy wall without much effort, as if it was made for that purpose from the beginning.

It's a success.

I discovered how to use magical power in unexpected places.

Was what was lacking desire, or desperation?

I don't know what made the artifact work, but the fact that it succeeded is important. So I became more greedy.

'Can't it be a little longer?'

I think of the shape of the sword as a longer sword, but it doesn't change. Maybe it's because I don't have enough magic power.

'Then what if the thickness is made thinner and stretched?'

This time it is a success. Instead of being slightly longer, the tip became more pointed like a pen.

So, is anything really being cut?

Just in case, I put it on the end of an iron lever, shape the magical power back into the shape of a sword, and try using a knife.

Then, the lever was cut without much effort, as if sharpening a pencil with a knife.

“Okay, the length is not great, but the performance is solid.”

This level of sharpness is comparable to that of knights' swords.

I was happy that I had finally figured out how to use magical power.

But I also don't like it a little.

'No, but how many souls have I collected? It's only like this?'

Including the bears and demons killed so far, there must have been 20 more souls, but the amount of souls seemed less than expected.

It's nice to be able to cut down anything, but it's still too big.

And it only cuts through things that don't contain magical power or walls made of illusions, but in reality, if it collides with a sword containing magical power, there's no telling which one will win.

It may be about sharpness, but nothing has been proven yet in terms of strength.

'No, maybe I'm being too greedy.'

Now that we have figured out how to use magical power, it is a good development. The rest can be done slowly.

You shouldn't be impatient. At least for now, it is a trump card that only I know about, and if kept hidden, it can exert even more power.

'For now, getting out of here is the problem.'

Inside the torn wall, you can see the dark, unlit, empty, desolate interior of the castle.

'Is this really the inside of Yeongju Castle?'

Dust is piled up here and there, and the remains of broken furniture and a broken chandelier come into view after the chain broke and fell.

I wonder if it's true that the illusion can be broken so easily, but for now, the only way is to move forward.

It's dark, but thanks to some light coming from somewhere, your eyes quickly adapt.

Trap...

Trap...

Trap...

I try to walk carefully, but the constant beeping of my military boots is annoying.

A quiet space where no sound is heard except footsteps.

The feeling of walking alone in a quiet space is both scary and exciting at the thought of breaking a taboo that must never be violated.

Continue walking, and as soon as you turn the corner, you see a hall with a huge, unlit chandelier.

There is a huge chandelier in the center, large enough to hold well over 100 candles, and in the center you can see a group of soldiers wearing black armor and dark red horned helmets.

The halberd, a weapon that looks like a combination of an ax and a spear, was placed on the ground and appeared to be resting.

They are regular troops.

Unless there is a mercenary leader with considerable charisma, each individual is a different enemy from the crude and free-spirited mercenaries.

A regular army of demons who are unified as one body and ravage their enemies in perfect order.

Demon Warrior.

More than 20 warriors were staying in the spacious dance hall.

And at the same time that I recognized them, they also recognized me.

Those who were quiet start to move.

“Mercenary, this is not the road. Turn around and go back the way you came.”

“Wait a minute, does it make sense that the mercenary is in the passageway and not the entrance?”

“I see, it would be impossible for them to get out of that place on their own, right?”

“Look closely, it’s the enemy.”

“The enemy. How did you get here?”

“That’s not important, we should rule it out. Don't let it go in front of here.”

The guys who were answering questions among themselves began to form a formation holding halberds.

“““Exclude. Carry out the devil's orders. Fulfill. Fulfill. Fulfill.”””

“Are you guys parrots?”

'It's ruined.'

I was in big trouble.

The regular army of the demons is of a different class.

Jump, jump, jump, jump

Demon Warriors approaching simultaneously with united steps.

These guys move so neatly that they can't be compared to humans.

No matter how many days and days you go through military parades, you will never be able to imitate these guys.

In reality, they are bound with one spell per 10 people.

As a spell to share thoughts and move efficiently at the same time, those who work in groups like this push the knights who control magical power with superiority in numbers and tactics even without magical power.

It would be too much for me, especially since I only have a dagger-sized sword.

“ Just eat it.”

When I throw a dagger made of magic, one guy seems to have thought it was just a dagger and runs towards me with his helmet raised, but the sword gets stuck in his head and he falls down.

'good. It works.'

“Use strange numbers. Subdue quickly.”

“What is taken prisoner?”

“Not necessary. It's a soul disease. Even if you tried to interrogate them, they would have figured it out.”

“Then I guess I should kill him.”

For a moment, they were happy that the attack worked. The guys who had been leisurely coming, thinking they had the upper hand, as soon as they saw one person fall, immediately ran over to block the escape route and surrounded them.

Halberd spears strike from six directions at the same time.

I had no choice but to duck down to avoid it, but they raised their halberds at the same time as if they were one body and struck them in the middle.

Cheer up!

“Fuck.”

I tried to block it by crossing the crowbar and esterk, but it was also impossible.

The arm is cut off and the leg is cut off by the ax blade that flies back towards the leg.

They calmly and completely subdue their enemies as if they were used to it. After that, one guy came in front of me as a representative.

“I don’t know how it got here, but go and tell it.”

Holding the halberd to his neck, the Demon Warrior speaks.

“Since you came here, there is only defeat for you.”

“What is the answer?”

'It hits very steadily.'

I am shocked by the power of the Demon Warrior I haven't seen in a long time.

These guys are consistent, I think they are probably the ones who have fought the most on the battlefield.

Warriors who seem to have come from hell who silently force death by wielding an executioner's ax-like weapon.

I have a really long relationship with these guys.

“Is there a set answer? It's between you and us.”

A tough relationship, soul bottles and demon soldiers.

They probably knew what each other was trying to say.

I found out that swords made with magic work on them. Now I just have to prepare hard and come back.

so

He answers.

“Eat taffy.”

“That’s how it is like you.”

It seemed like an evil smile could be seen inside the opponent's helmet.

It's a shame that my arm was cut off. Since it's been a while since I've met these guys, I wanted to give them some sweets that I put so much effort into.

And then a quiet ax blade flew by.

        
            “Oppa, do you know what the dark red horned helmet means?”

“I don’t know.”

General Bulterion, who received the report on the story of the demon's castle, prepares equipment to fight them during the time he combines the information.

It took nearly a full day to drive them out from the castle wall, and another day for all the soldiers who entered to respawn.

They deliberately used a tactic of making the soldiers wander and waste time. It seems like he has a general idea of the situation here.

The general seems to have spent a total of two days, so he is using the remaining time to combine information to come to the best conclusion.

So, I returned to the supply area where Ennin was and had some time for maintenance.

“These are the guys who swore allegiance directly to the Demon King. Among the guys from all over the Demon Territory, we mainly select those who are particularly strong and loyal.”

“Somehow it seemed stronger than just black armor.”

I continue to prepare while only half-listening to Peria's words.

You must absolutely avoid any attacks from the halberd they wield.

'20 people. Still, the best condition is that it is not flat.'

These are the guys who use long weapons. All you have to do is get out of that spacious hall.

It is difficult to withstand just one attack, so you should never block attacks from multiple people hitting at the same time.

In that case, it would be better to increase mobility by wearing light clothing other than the breastplate to avoid fatal injuries.

“They are kids that even knights have a hard time with, and on top of that, they can't handle magic, but their horns contain the magic of the devil, so even wizards can't use their power in front of them.”

“That’s really valuable information.”

“Oh, don’t keep skipping over the real answer, right?”

At my waist is a throwing ax that I carry when I have spare time, and since Estarke is too weak to deal with their halberds, I go to the warehouse to look for a sword of an appropriate size.

“Oh. This came in.”

As soon as I opened the warehouse door, a familiar greatsword caught my eye.

The great sword that the Dheble I killed was holding was piled up in a cloth in one of the warehouses.

The great sword was brought in and submitted as a keepsake of the murderer, but the fact that it was in it seems to have been decided to just use it as an extra weapon without any special treatment.

A great sword of this size is suitable to counter their halberds.

“What can we do with the three of us? Let's just quietly pretend not to see and walk around.”

“It’s okay, there’s a way.”

“You’re not trying to fight like yesterday by stupidly continuing to respawn, are you?”

“Rather, I can never win with that method, so this time I will use the equipment to press it.”

Search the tool box, cut a hammer and a long chain to an appropriate length, and hang them on your waist.

“I really don’t know what you plan to do with those things. And what is that sister doing?”

The teacher was sitting cross-legged and concentrating as if doing yoga.

It is said that in the end, Master and Peria were unable to break through the wall made of magical power and kept going.

It is said that Peria was running around like a game of tag and ended up meeting them at the end of the hallway and eventually dying. Master was doing quite well even after meeting the Demon Warriors, but eventually reached the limit of his stamina and was surrounded by guys from both sides and died.

“It's something I've done once in a while, but after I die, I relive it in my head? Should I call it a simulation, but they said it was done anyway. I guess that’s a training method too.”

“Did she come here doing some kind of martial arts thing?”

“Probably right? Still, I actually don't know the details. Because you don't really talk about your life. They say they've been in a lot of fights.”

Sometimes, he looks like he's a martial artist, but the things he taught me weren't the kind of swordsmanship that requires beginners' knowledge; they only taught him methods for killing an opponent.

Should we call it practical swordsmanship?

When I talk to him, he rarely talks about the past, but he can roughly understand common sense and things from when he was alive, but he speaks in a very old-fashioned way. You may be older than you think.

So, he was the only person I could understand to some extent about the world I lived in before coming here, and he took care of me a lot, so I became close with him, but when I asked him to tell me about Master, he didn't know that much.

“Irim. If you have some nails or something like that, could you take out a lot of them?”

“Sure, how many will you give me?”

“I think about 20 would be enough.”

Soon, the teacher finished his meditation, and as if thinking about something, he put something like a wrist band on both hands and inserted the spike I brought out into the band.

“This should be enough.”

“What are you going to do with that?”

“Are you curious?”

“I think I know roughly.”

Peria can't stand her boredom and sticks her head in from Master's side to look at me.

'When did we get so close?'

Master used to be cold. After meeting me, his expression gradually became more relaxed, and now he is as friendly as a capybara, but that's still the case. I don't know how I became so close to Feria. Maybe it's because I've been by Master's side these past few days.

Soon, everything was ready, with me checking the equipment one last time.

“Good. I’m done too.”

“The blacksmith boss doesn’t look like that either.”

“What is this?”

Peria points out my appearance.

They were said to be lightweight, so they only wore breastplates, gaiters, and elbow and knee protectors, but with hammers, axes, and chains hanging on both sides of their waists, they looked more like mercenaries than soldiers.

“But don’t you feel like a veteran adventurer if you take this on top of that?”

Peria's expression soured as she showed off with a huge greatsword strapped to her shoulder.

“Well, among the low-level demons, are there people who use such knives to cut and eat other races? It reminds me of them.”

I can tell that it's not very good because Peria nauseated while thinking about it.

“Hey. Still, I put some care into equipping it nicely, but isn’t that a bit harsh?”

“Oppa, you have a bad sense of aesthetics, right?”

“This guy... Oh, that’s right. And look at this.”

While I was thinking about it, I made a dagger made of magic and showed it to Peria and the teacher. Peria reacted first.

“Uh! Is it a magic sword?”

“Can you feel it right away?”

“Slightly thanks to horsepower? You can't tell when you look at it, but when you touch it, you can feel a slight magical power flowing through it. But seeing as there is no magic engraving, is it just a sword containing magical power?”

“Are you going to get caught at this level?”

“I don’t think it will be caught easily. I noticed this because I am a trickster and am good at detecting subtle magical powers.”

“I guess this is okay for wizards and knights.”

“Then. Wizards and knights are people who use strong magical powers, so they will be insensitive to such subtle detections. Do you remember that I changed the carriage pattern before? That's magic, but if you use that level of magic right in front of your eyes, you wouldn't notice it if you closed your eyes, right? But since the magic power is flowing weaker than that, it should be okay.”

I remember that light came from the diamond-shaped pattern under Peria's eyes.

“From what you say, have you ever scammed with that before?”

“What are you looking at me for? They say we play fair when gambling.”

“What did you call Nayal?”

“That's your fault for not understanding properly, you should have said it clearly before signing the contract.”

“Your next carriage thief.”

“Yeah~ I can’t hear the doll that can’t even use magic~.”

'This is real.'

The conversation was becoming more and more strange when Master came in to stop it.

“Hehehe. Stop it. Anyway, even when I touch it, I can feel that the sword contains energy. However, it feels like a spirit being that contains energy without flowing or outlet.”

“Shall we boil it and eat it?”

“Oppa, you really seem like an idiot.”

“Just kidding, man.”

“I know, but I said it.”

“Anyway. What do you mean, it’s like a spirit?”

“It is said to be something that cannot be made by human hands. It feels like a foreign object. Don't worry though. No one will notice unless you hold it in their hand.”

“Then I'm glad.”

Since we received a guarantee like this, it is safe to say that there is absolutely no chance of anyone finding out.

While we were talking, Enin, who had gone to the meeting, returned.

“The decision has been made. After compiling the reported numbers, they suggested that we should try to reduce the number as much as possible without causing refugees to be bitten.”

Instead of deciding to evacuate, General Vulterion decided to continue to pour all his forces into Mt. Ma's Castle for the remaining two days.

We found out that the battle takes place inside the castle, and that if the enemy goes deep inside with mercenaries, the regular army pops out.

So, using the information that I reported that we could enter together if we go in body to face, we decided to go in in pairs of 3 to 4 people and deal with the enemy.

However, it was not reported that if you tear down the wall of the Mongma's castle, another space will appear. If I'm going to talk about that, I have to talk about the sword I made with my magic.

[Anyway, the only things left over are equipment and soul bottles. If we exhaust them as much as possible over the remaining two days, there won't be a need to move people.]

Thanks to General Bulterion opening the door to the armory, the other soul soldiers were also making sure to use the items they needed or weapons they were familiar with.

Since we were already in the supply industry, we took care of what we wanted in advance.

“Yes. You've thought about everything, right?”

“Yes. If the number is large, you can reduce it.”

If they were going to push me with numbers, I packed my equipment with the intention of creating a similar situation with numbers first.

“You should listen to this too.”

For Peria, a large wooden pole that reached up to her waist was tied to her backpack.

“I don’t know how all of this can be useful.”

“Tell me?”

“No. It's been a while since I took a quiz. My teacher always gave quizzes asking me to guess how he would act while showing me these supplies. It’s nice to think of old times for the first time in a while.”

“When in the demon spirit?”

“When I came out from there and joined Trickster. I was prepared to be sold as a slave if I was unlucky, but the teacher found me and took care of me, so I joined. Thanks to you, I am the youngest trickster.”

“I’m glad I met a good person. Slave life is not something women should do.”

“Sister is right. Actually, at the time, I also said that I had a bad mind, but I found out later that it was a bit scary.”

There are two types of slaves. Normally, in cases where a person becomes a slave because they cannot repay a debt, their authority is restricted by their employer, but in the case of a prisoner who is auctioned off because the ransom is not paid or a person who is captured without any connection and is enslaved for life, a person is enslaved due to debt. Contrary to that, I heard that they are treated really harshly.

“But are you going without wearing a helmet?”

“I won’t use that anymore. Earlier, I was hit in the head by an attack that came from a direction I couldn't see, and I died in one hit without even needing a helmet or anything. It would have been better to have a broader perspective.”

“Look. Anyway, it's all just one shot.”

This is why I wear light armor.

I once tried wearing a full plate because a generous supply officer told me to try it out, but it blocks things like baby demons that haven't even grown teeth. In fact, if you hit it wrong, it gets crushed and you can't move it.

At that time, I was dealing with a guy who looked like a giant. He stepped on me like I was crushing a tin can, even though I couldn't even move my feet, and I died.

No matter how strong the armor is, it has its limits if you don't pour in at least some magical power.

When I was ready to leave, Enin was looking at me with a worried expression.

“I’ll go and come back.”

“Hmm... I can't say anything more than to tell you to take care of yourself. I think I get a little lonely at times like this.”

“Still, I feel more motivated now that I remember that I have a place to return to.”

“Thank you for thinking that way.”

After saying goodbye to Master and Peria for the last time, we set off towards the Overturned Castle again.

As I was walking, I looked back and saw Enin still looking at us.

Enin's dejected appearance feels pitiful, like a puppy waiting for its owner at home.

“I guess I should buy some snacks when I go back.”

“What strange noise suddenly happened again?”

“Leave it alone. Originally, soul disease means that the mind sometimes goes back and forth.”

“No, I thought Master would understand.”

“Because I have never raised a pet.”

'I understand, but you're doing it on purpose.'

We arrived in front of the door before we knew it.

I take the lead, followed by Master and Peria, holding each other's shoulders and going in like a train.

This time, three people came in at the same time.

Although it has a dreamlike atmosphere, although it is actually a dream, they walk down the hallway of the castle made by a succubus and chat while looking for squishy walls.

“Oh, now that I think about it, don’t you also need the tears of a succubus?”

“Material? I'm sure the monarch here is a succubus, but I don't expect much. Wouldn't it be difficult for a succubus to be pure unless she was just born? I once read a monthly demon magazine, and I cried out loud when I saw the first experience age questionnaire in the succubus special feature. Please tell me?”

“I’m a little curious.”

“Hmm! Hmm!”

Master, who seems to have lived for quite a long time, becomes extremely embarrassed when stories like this come out.

“Well, can you please stop? I’m a little uncomfortable with such stories...”

“Every time I see you like this, I find it so cute that I want to tease you more.”

Peria laughs mischievously and makes fun of her teacher.

While walking while talking like that, he meets a group of mercenaries and finishes them off in an instant. Then he finds a wall nearby and tears it down with a magic dagger.

The same hallway I saw last time appeared.

Unlike the dreamy hallway that constantly changes its appearance, this bleak space does not seem to change its appearance.

My footprints in the dusty hallway.

I'm sure it was there earlier.

Okay then

“Revenge match, you demons.”

        
            The hallway before entering the dance hall is wide enough for about 8 people to pass by. It's spacious, but it's a narrow place for demon warriors to form a camp and enter.

In the middle of such a hallway, two chandeliers on the ceiling are double connected with chains.

Break the wooden pillar that Peria brought with her into the floor tiles with a hammer and drive it into the center of the chandeliers.

Next, wrap a chain around the stake and arrange it on the floor.

“I'm~ gonna swing from the chandelier~ from the chandelier~!”

“What song is it?”

While I was working, I sang a work song that came to mind, and Feria responded.

“Ah, it reminds me of a song I used to listen to. I’m good at high notes, right?”

“No. At least he couldn't sing it enough to convince me that it wasn't the original song.”

“This guy...”

Was it that bad?

“Good. Preparation is complete.”

“I’m done too.”

As I worked on it, everything was ready.

Peria also brought some daggers this time. It is said to be a dagger made separately for throwing, not an ordinary dagger. It is a special dagger with the handle in the middle and the blade extending up and down.

“That looks interesting.”

“Right? It's a type of memorization that's often used in back alleys. I bought a few out of curiosity at some point, so I'll give it a try at this opportunity.”

“Do you know how to throw?”

“Look carefully.”

Peria held the unusual-looking dagger in her hand like a dart and threw it, spinning it around with her finger.

Kang!

The dagger flew into an old, torn curtain hanging on the wall, hit exactly where there was a single hole, and bounced back.

I thought Feria might have caught the dagger that flew out with the handkerchief she took out of her back pocket, but when she opened her hand again, it had already been replaced with a card. And on the card was a picture of a clown juggling daggers.

A brief performance to lighten the slightly tense atmosphere ahead of the battle.

The movements from throwing the dagger and pulling out the card were so beautiful that I couldn't say anything and just kept watching, as if my eyes were fixed on a channel on TV while I was passing by.

“Thank you for watching.”

“Ohh.”

Peria smiles, crosses her arms back and forth, and bows.

Although it was only for a moment, it was the appearance of a magician itself.

Master and I clapped so quietly that it could not be heard in the hall.

I also use throwing often, but I'm not good at aiming and throwing accurately like that. I think Peria’s dexterity is really good.

“I am good at using all throwing weapons. My teacher said that if you don't like someone, it's best not to fight them head on, but to secretly throw something in the back of their head and run away, so I learned that too.”

“The reason is a bit trivial. It's not like self-defense or anything like that. Isn’t this literally meant to be a slap in the face?”

“We usually get treated well wherever we go, right? Who is it that makes me fight in a place like this?”

“Hey, you are bound to experience many things in life anyway. If you think that this is all a good experience, it will become an asset for the future.”

“ Wow… that’s disgusting.”

“Even though I heard it, it doesn’t seem right.”

“No, it was just a joke.”

I guess there is no one on my side here. I miss Enin.

In the past, I was so depressed that I only met with my teacher once in a while, or I would die silently, without speaking, killing, and living like a machine, but now, if I stay out for a long time, I want to go back to the supply world where Ennin is.

If Enin wasn't there, I wonder if my life would still be no different from before.

“Ah, then you can do this.”

I made a dagger with magic power and gave it to Peria.

“What?”

“When I give the signal, can you see the safety device on the chandelier on the ceiling? Just cut that one off.”

“You mean that? Okay.”

There is a separate safety device attached to the chandelier in case of a fall, but if that part is cut off, it will eventually fall.

However, the chandeliers in this hallway are double-supported, so if one falls, the other rises upward. So there are two safety devices.

'I've set up a plan, so now I have to get to work.'

“Then let’s get started.”

The three of them pass through a cold, deserted hallway and stop at the entrance of a dance hall.

They were gathered there just like the last time I saw them.

'It would be best to assume there are no reinforcements.'

Seeing as the number has been reduced to 19, it appears that additional personnel will not be added.

Soon the demons recognized us just as they did then.

“The intruder came here again.”

“How did you get here? Those with enough magical power to break the barrier have not been confirmed.”

“I heard that the knights definitely went to the royal castle. Is it a variable?”

“That’s not important. It is important to prevent those guys from going inside.”

“In the end, they are just humans who were not chosen.”

“It is the devil's order, so I exclude it.”

“““Exclude. exclude. exclude. Exclude.”””

These guys move with one mind and one will.

“You guys seem to be closer to each other than us, so I’m really jealous, you bastards.”

The guys who saw us picked up their halberds and started walking in unison.

“Retreat!”

As we hurriedly started running back toward the hallway, they also increased their speed and started chasing us.

I arrived first and fell into the place where the pillar was stuck.

When they come into a narrow hallway compared to their number, they stand in three rows of six, and one guy in front takes the lead and walks forward.

Aiming the tip of the halberd's spear forward, they attack all at once, gradually increasing their speed.

“Peria! Now!”

It was just before they passed by where the chandelier was.

Swish-

Churrr! bang-!

When Peria threw the magic sword into the safety device, the device broke and the hanging chandelier fell, hitting the guys.

As they speed up, the guys who put their weight on the tip of the spear are unable to stop and crash into the fallen chandelier.

“One person!”

The guy who was running in front got stuck in the chandelier and died instantly.

The barbed steel cage made of iron impaled the black horned devil.

When a huge chandelier blocks the middle of the hallway, the guys split into two sides and start attacking three at a time.

It would be unavoidable because it would take a lot of time for large guys wearing armor to climb over the incredibly sharp chandelier.

I take the left, and Master takes the right.

“Then, let’s begin.”

“Yes.”

I held on to the chain on the floor and they charged again with their spears.

“sum!”

Kang!

Swing the great sword sideways and drive the three spear blades into one wall. And when Peria throws it between them, the guys raise their arm armor to block the dagger that is flying between the armor.

He quickly tied the weapon with the chain he was holding and hung it on a wooden pole.

“Can’t move?”

The chain is pulled taut, but it remains immovable.

They try to retrieve the weapon, but the tightly fastened wooden beams and chains do not allow it.

“If you want to take it, you have to pay and take it.”

Bye!

Among the guys pulling the halberd hard, stick the great sword into the head of the guy in the middle.

There is no need for a helmet that blocks magical power or anything like that.

Steel always solves everything.

“This is overwhelming violence.”

“Stop talking nonsense and get rid of the next guy!”

After smashing the hard head with a heavy sword, I took a moment to catch my breath, but Peria urged me on.

I've been thinking hard about it, but since I'm swinging this great sword more than I thought, it's quite tough even with the power of the soul bottle.

If I had known it would be this difficult, Estarke should have just quietly brought a sack, but I think this was a mistake.

It may seem like you always have a perfectly planned plan, but when something happens, it's not until the actual day that you realize what's lacking.

'I'm sorry Estherk.'

It was never a good idea to leave behind a familiar weapon that you had been using for years.

As I struggle to pull the great sword again and try to kill one more person, they fall back and the guys with weapons come rushing back.

“Peria, one more!”

Taking advantage of the guys' shifts, he recreates the magic sword and hands it over to Peria.

This is possible by testing various methods and knowing in advance that the magic power will return if you disable the magic sword.

Swish-

Churrr! Wow!

This time the chandelier in the back flew toward the chandelier that had originally fallen and struck it.

Because they were connected to each other, when the safety device was disconnected, the weight shifted toward the chandelier that had already fallen.

The chandelier that flew in and the chandelier that had already fallen tangle and attack the guys.

The worn-out carpet on the floor, which had accumulated a lot of dust, caught the chandelier and rolled along, raising a cloud of dust.

'How many people survived?'

A figure stumbles out of the dust.

Swish-

Kwasik!

He pulls out the ax from his belt and throws it, smashing his head.

I look through the dust again and suddenly something flies out.

“Peria damage!”

As I launch myself, a halberd comes flying through the dust.

“This guy...”

Pugh-

The sound of something exploding and scattering.

The flying halberd smashed Peria's head. I can't bear to look at it.

While Peria is immediately engulfed in flames and revived, four Demon Warriors walk out from the dust, aiming their halberds.

It appears that three people were swept away in the collision that just occurred.

I tried to check Master's direction, but the dust was so thick that all I could hear was the sound of weapons clashing.

“It was a good plan for the weak against the strong.”

“But it’s mean. Even if you die, you will not be able to go to the Hall of Warriors.”

“No matter how much you run amok like a thief, you will never be called anything more than a rat.”

“For the crime of mocking the Demon King’s warrior, I will not let you die comfortably.”

“You talk too much.”

Except for the one mentioned at the beginning, all of them are harsh reviews.

Anyway, if you win, you're in luck. It's mean or whatever, but if you lose, it's all a failure.

This is the scenario I thought of for now.

'Is it a net?'

All that remains is an all-out war.

It's a shame that the last chandelier didn't reduce the number much.

He grabs Peria's shoulder as she resurrects, engulfed in flames, and pulls her back.

Soon, Peria, whose body was completely reborn, quickly stands up, gathers the clothes and daggers lying on the floor, and retreats.

“Ugh... It hurts so bad! brother! That guy in the middle! You must kill it! That guy threw it!”

“You have to kill them all anyway. Do maintenance quickly.”

Peria, who was looking at the halberd until the end, seems to remember who threw it.

Carry the great sword on your shoulder, create a magic sword, and hold it in your left hand.

As the magic power was released and returned, it seemed to disperse slightly, making the dagger shorter than expected.

It is said that five Demon Warriors can be exchanged for one human knight.

Although they do not have much magical power compared to high-ranking demons, it is said that it is possible if they risk their lives to kill a knight and cling to them with all their might until the end.

Of course, that's true in theory, but in reality, they meet many against many on the battlefield.

There are four guys.

One guy had a broken arm and was holding the halberd with only one hand, and the other guy had a broken leg and was dragging his leg as he approached.

“If I catch you, will you at least give me training as a driver?”

'I'm not going to report it because I don't want the existence of the magic sword to be discovered.'

If I win here with pure skill, I think I will know my position to some extent.

Since I had no special abilities, I just searched around and lived.

Aren’t you a little stronger than others?

I can guarantee that with a body of this size, people here will be able to catch up if they focus on mana and train for a few years.

It's because the nobles were selfish and didn't tell us about the family's vision and other ways to avoid losing their food. If they were really in a hurry, they might have gathered people and taught them magic training methods without researching how to summon us.

Strengthening the soul by accumulating feats is a ritual that everyone does, but the various and detailed methods of training magical power can be thought of as the vision and exclusive property of each noble family.

So, in order to create a difference between themselves and other people, they do not reveal the contents until the end.

Even if the humans are strong, except for a few people, most of them are adventurers, so it is easy to cut them down when dealing with demonic beasts. However, if you clash with other races directly at the level of war, you can really feel the gap.

Until now, I have been fighting on their behalf against those guys. If you ask me if I feel unfair, I can definitely say that it is unfair.

I fought like a slave, risking my life as collateral for resurrection, which was the only advantage in this world.

In the military, you get a sergeant rank every two years.

I've been here for 5 years, but I still have time, and I fight better than most mercenaries.

I have no desire to be recognized by anyone, but I want to confirm my position.

This is a battle of self-evaluation.

I will prove that the past five years were not a waste of time.

The guys are pointing their halberds and standing in four directions around me.

He raises his magic sword, aims it at the guys, and shouts.

“Come in you bastards!”

        
            Two were injured, two still had limbs attached.

At first glance, you might think it would be better to deal with the two weakened people first.

'But they are demon warriors.'

What is really important is the existence of a spell that connects their thoughts.

The magic of thought assimilation.

In order to be loyal to the Demon King, it is a spell to deal with stronger enemies by giving up individual thoughts to some extent and becoming one consciousness group.

The difference between witchcraft and magic is that magic is performed at the cost of the caster's magic power and calculations.

Especially if it is a magic that requires continuous maintenance, you must draw a magic circle to continuously charge the magic power.

On the other hand, unlike magic, witchcraft maintains its power by offering equivalent sacrifices even without magical power.

And although it is weaker than magic in terms of power, many curses are witchcraft.

What this means is that they have to think and act the same way, but now they have three bodies: a normal body, a body with a broken arm, and a body with a broken leg.

One mind, three bodies. If you try to move at the same time, it will be difficult.

'It's very difficult when you first deal with it, but once it starts to break down, it gets easier to deal with from then on. I think about it all the time, but it's really like a curse.'

Four people try to attack with the same halberd, but the unerring appearance they had before has already disappeared.

The guy with one broken arm cannot attack straight due to the aftermath, and the guy with a broken leg walks to attack like the other guys and falls.

By connecting their thoughts, they have gained the unity to deal with stronger enemies, but this is just a restraint.

So, keep the weakened ones alive to cause confusion in their movements and deal with the healthy ones first.

“sum!”

Kang!

Raise the great sword to block two flying halberds.

And then he cuts off the center of the halberd with the magic sword.

'As expected, the cutting power is certain.'

Although it is still about the length of a dagger, it is an incredibly deceptive piece of equipment, assuming it is only used against weapons that do not contain magical power.

I wonder if knights who control magic go around killing opponents with this feeling.

Phew!

With the sound of cutting through the wind, the spear of the halberd, which was cut in the middle, flew towards my head, and I bent my head to avoid it.

Even though it was cut, the demon's halberd was an ignorant weapon made of iron even the handle without considering its weight, so even in the cut state, it played the role of a javelin.

It is still a threat because its original form is an extremely long pole-like weapon, but if the direct blade part is lost, the fear is reduced to half. It is no longer a big threat.

Just grab the bar and push out your chest.

Sigh!

Go into the arms of the guy with the magic sword and stab him in the neck.

A demon warrior falling helplessly without a sound.

Most likely, the moment he died, the other guys would have thought and disconnected him.

The guy is left lying around like a doll whose strings have been cut.

And I feel an eerie feeling, so I avoid the place.

Quack!

Before I knew it, a guy with a broken arm approached me and struck down the halberd with one arm.

“I almost died.”

Since he cannot hold the weapon with both hands, it seems difficult to immediately regain his posture. Unable to continue the next attack.

“Anyway, if you can’t even attack together, there’s nothing to be afraid of.”

The guy with the broken leg keeps trying to get up, but falls because the other guys are moving violently, and the guy with the broken arm keeps trying to lift the other arm.

The guy with one intact limb is glaring at me.

The demon said as he glanced at the wounded on both sides of him.

“Yes. If you can't attack together, there's no need for pointless connections.”

The guy who said that suddenly stabbed the neck of the guy with the broken arm who came next to him with the tip of the broken halberd he was holding.

Pushyook-

Black blood spurts out from a hole in the injured demon's neck. The demon whose head was hit falls down, and the guy who stabbed him takes the halberd from the fallen guy and places it on his shoulder.

“Hey.”

Paying no heed to my call, the guy approaches the other guy, who is struggling with a broken leg, and raises his halberd.

“What are you doing?”

'What is that guy doing now?'

I don't understand the current situation. Haven't they sworn allegiance to the same person and have been fighting together until now? This guy is killing his comrades even though he didn't ask for the end.

The guy with the broken leg became desperate when he saw the halberd aimed at his head.

“Gilberan, I can still stand up. Just give me a moment.”

As the demon warrior called Gilbertan approached, the voices of those who always spoke like machines disappeared, and a rare, panicked appeal was heard from inside the helmet.

Suddenly, the connection between thoughts seems to have been lost and they start talking fluently.

“No. You are just an obstacle to moving further. I will finish the rest.”

“Gilberian, Gilbertian? Shut up...”

Poseok.

Gilbertan hit the halberd towards the helmet, and the guy who was lying down tried to block it by raising his arms, but in the end, his entire body was split open and he died.

A demon covered in the blood of its allies swings its halberd and shakes off the blood while making a monologue.

“From the beginning, I could not accept that I was on the same level as these guys. This Gilbertan is not a demon who will end up in a position filled with low-quality people like this.”

Behind the guy who was looking back, black blood from the body of the Demon Warrior that had been alive just moments before began to form a puddle on the floor.

“What is that?”

Peria, who was hiding behind me after putting her gear back on, sees something and says.

Red magical energy comes out from the dark red horns on the fallen demons' helmets and begins to gather towards the standing Gilbertan.

“Is this the devil’s magic power? It has very little horsepower, but it is usable.”

The red magic power was gradually absorbed, and the entire black armor began to turn dark red.

'I'm anxious. 'Shall we dig a little?'

“The devil’s magic power?”

If you're curious, just ask and find out.

“Yes, it is the devil’s magic power. It's a shame that such pure magical power is barely used as a defense against such low-level magic. I'm different from those guys. This Gilbertan is a demon who will rise even higher if he has this much magical power!”

'It's easy.'

Even after dyeing the armor red, the remaining magic flows into the halberd.

The black halberd, made of iron from handle to blade, begins to glow red. Magic power began to flow.

Ting!

A spike flew from somewhere, aiming for the space between Gilbertan's armor, but Gilbertan deflected it by slightly moving his body.

“Sister, are you finished?”

“Then. It took a while because they all rushed in at once. More than that, why is that guy so red?”

Master approached, taking another nail from his wrist.

The tight clothes and armor were soaked with the black blood of the demons. When I looked behind me, I saw that all the demons were putting nails in each joint.

“Wow, there is no such thing as a hedgehog.”

“Aren’t you saying they couldn’t even die until they were all plugged in?”

“The armor is so dense. So I thought it would be better to just stop him from moving and cut him.”

It seems that Master dealt with them slowly, using a method similar to mine, starting from the joints with spikes and driving them in one by one, causing confusion in their movements.

The demon seemed to be uncomfortable with the return of attention at that time and muttered to himself as if to make us listen.

“Ah, there is more than enough magic power to fill my body. Even with the remnants of magical power, I don't understand why the Demon King doesn't directly enter the battlefield and uses inconvenient methods even with this magical power.”

'It's starting again, that thing.' Is it a seed of interest?'

If so, this is your chance. If the guy is hungry for attention, you can extract information in a way that he will like.

“Inconvenient method?”

“Yes. They're going to die anyway, so I'll tell you. The Demon King told us to take the filthy succubus behind us and take over this place.”

“Succubus?”

“Yes. Leto an Astesia, a wicked demon who was born as a succubus but did not know her own worth and sat in the general's seat. Although he is only the child of a concubine from a family with a good lineage, he is a demon who caught the eye of the demon king just because he was born with great magical power.”

‘It’s really easy, guy. 'Look how it tells you everything.'

As a result of continuing to question him in this way, all of Feria's guesses turned out to be correct.

Succubi's tastes are so broad that they are said to be a race that seduces not only demons but also other races when given the opportunity.

So, because their blood is very light, there are very few succubi who have inherited much of the devil's power, so they cannot use major magic or illusions.

However, the story goes that a demonic man from a good family happened to sleep with a low-level succubus that no nobles would even notice, and the one born from that happened to be a succubus with blood so strong that it was almost pure-blooded.

Should we say that something like an atavism occurred by a miraculous coincidence?

“Born, bloodline, pureblood, noble! These are all hateful things. Those things are obstacles blocking my path! That succubus bitch is like that and so is the demon lord! Real demons gain positions for themselves by killing and extorting others. The current demons are mired in laziness. These are people who are satisfied with their natural strength and the position they naturally sit in.”

“But if you use that magical power, won’t everything you say become meaningless? In the end, you too... are trying to become stronger by absorbing other people's magical power.”

The red magic power that surrounds the guy's entire body is ultimately the remnants of magic power infused by the Demon King, so I think there is a flaw in the way he ultimately becomes stronger in that he uses the magic power of the bloodlines he hates.

“Challenging and plundering is a tradition of demons passed down from generation to generation. Even if it's the devil's magic, I can kill it, absorb it, and use it well. Someday, I plan to absorb the whole thing.”

While listening to him, Peria seemed to be unable to bear it anymore and stepped forward as if she were the spokesperson for the demons.

“That guy is really bringing back old values. Since when did the demons establish a kingdom and disappear that culture, do you still think like that? There are a lot of low-level demons who are dissatisfied with their own power and say things like that.”

After listening to Peria's story, it seems to be a story often claimed by demons who are unable to succeed due to their light blood.

“I've heard that guys like you get together every few years to rebel against the devil, and all at once get their heads blown off, but this is the first time I've seen it in person. I really don’t know why you like such barbaric thinking?”

“Hmph. There is no way small children can understand my high meaning. Now that I see it, I can feel the blood of the demon in your body.”

Perhaps because he absorbed the demon king's magic power, he was half a demon, so he recognized Peria's secret that other demon mercenaries could not.

After Peria heard those words, she stepped forward more confidently.

“What, are you dissatisfied?”

“No, it’s just pitiful. I can see that he's going to die soon anyway. Now I can see the magical power of every inch of your body! I can feel my body crying because it can’t even handle the magic flowing through my blood!”

“Creepy! Isn’t that a pervert?”

Peria trembles and pulls out the remaining dagger. It seems like the conversation has slowly reached its end.

'I think I've gotten roughly all the information I need.'

Now, seeing as he talks about his situation hesitatingly, it doesn't seem like there's anything more important to say.

Lastly, check.

“Good. So there’s a succubus behind there?”

“But, soon, I will kill you, that succubus, and all other demons with my hands. So you don’t have to worry about it.”

“You’re talking shit.”

It looks like the demon guy has started to turn a little red, but there is nothing visible to the eye. Even though most of the weapons were used up, it was still enough to kill that one guy.

And Master also joined in, and I still have the magic sword left.

Well, Peria has done everything she has to do, so just support her from behind.

Just as we were about to take our stance and fight, Master, who had been quietly listening to our conversation up until now, suddenly spoke up.

“It’s a bit annoying to keep listening to it.”

“Yes? Suddenly?”

“When I was there.”

“Master?”

Master doesn't stop even when I call him, he looks at the demon and starts shooting continuously.

“People tried to become stronger by training themselves even though they were weak. A person who took away another person's power was called an apostle.”

'I think you'll be fine if you get that far.'

“Young guy.”

'this.'

“I keep blaming the environment in which I was born, but thanks to the war, I was an orphan and wandered around. Then, I went into a temple and cleaned and earned food. In doing so, I developed strength and grew to the point where I became a teacher to others. Even though I was born ordinary.”

The demon responds to the story of the Master's past and boasts that his shackles were bigger.

“I can say that because I have never experienced the place where demons live. Are you talking about a world of demons with only human subjects?”

But Master also never backed down.

“In the end, whether humans or demons are species that form the same society, you are really talking like demons. When there was a huge famine, it was said that we were in the middle of the day. Because there was nothing to eat, it was not uncommon for people to kill and eat their children in exchange, and for passers-by to come in as guests and be served as food the next morning. There was a time when humans lived no different from the past. Even thinking about it now, I'm really shocked.”

Peria and I kept our mouths shut like stuffed animals and didn't make a sound. In times like this, it's best to just nod your head quietly.

“ done. Actually, I hate to say that I had a harder time because I sound like an old person, but it stuck out. What need is there? Since we are enemies anyway, we just have to kill each other.”

“Yes. I was just wasting time with these guys who were going to kill me anyway.”

Gilbert and Master point their weapons at each other and glare at each other as if they are going to kill each other.

I also hold a great sword and pay attention to this guy like Peria, but for some reason the atmosphere is too uncomfortable.

“I’m glad it’s over quickly, oppa...”

“So, I thought it would take an hour on the spot.”

No more words are needed now.

The moment Master took the first step, the fight began.

        
            Gilbertan's halberd flies towards the teacher's body.

The weapon contains magical power, so if you take it as is, it will be split in two like firewood.

Master knows this too, so he never takes his attacks head-on and just passes them off smoothly.

Kaga River!

A heavy halberd slides along Estherk's blade.

If you spill it, the weapon will not be damaged.

No matter how much magical power it contains, if you hit it with a point where the edge does not stand, it will only be a stronger blunt weapon.

Magic only plays a role in maximizing the sharpness of a weapon, but if you put magic into a club, it will only become an extremely strong club, but not a sword.

'Of course, if you catch a club filled with magical power, your head will explode, but that's the same thing.'

That's why knights also spend a lot of money on maintaining their weapons.

Technicians conduct experiments to create better weapons and make requests to adventurers to obtain the necessary materials.

In the end, even if you have magical power, you must have technology and weapons to support it to be effective.

This guy may have a good weapon, but he is inferior to his teacher in technique.

Boom-boom-boom!

Gilbertan's halberd comes swinging as if to kill us.

In particular, perhaps because they didn't like the previous conversation, they mainly aim for the teacher, but they can't cut anything and just keep creating an unpleasant wind.

“If you can't get it right, it's useless no matter how much magic power you have.”

“Eeeet!”

The guy seemed to be angry at the teacher's provocation and started firing his halberd in all directions.

The walls on all sides are broken and fragments are sticking out.

The halberd, filled with magical power, became a blunt object and ruthlessly smashed everything, raising dust.

Although the dust soon settled, the quiet space that had retained its antiquity now looked like a ruin worthy of the name.

“Even though I use it like that, I can’t use up all my magic power.”

“This is because I just ignorantly stored the magical energy in my body and couldn’t use it. I've never used that much magical power before, so I don't know how to use it efficiently. You can think of it as simply holding a somewhat stronger weapon.”

“Then isn’t it no different from a troll?”

“Hehe. That’s a good analogy.”

“Shut up!”

As Master and Peria spoke a few words at a time, the guy's blood pressure seemed to rise. I can feel the blood pressure level in my voice.

It sure looks like he's very strong just by looking at the amount of magical power, but I felt like he wasn't using it properly.

You have to activate your magical energy to every corner of your body and fight the opponent based on that body, but your current opponent only contains magical energy in their weapons, so the rate at which it is consumed is slow.

The power to cut down an enemy is ultimately muscle.

If you do not strengthen your body by flowing magical energy to all parts of your body, your power will not increase significantly.

“Gasp, gasp, gasp.”

Before he knew it, he was out of breath and exhausted.

Unable to control his anger, he swung that big halberd in all directions and chased after his already fast teacher, so it was natural for a demon with average physical strength, even a demon warrior, to get tired.

On the other hand, Master said that he used to control energy, but now he can't even control energy, but unlike Gilbertan, he was just a little out of breath and his face was a little red.

“It feels refreshing to move my body a lot for the first time in a while.”

“Isn’t our physical strength almost the same because we are both soul sick? Why are you still sober?”

The problem is that even though I am a bit tired, Master is very fresh compared to me.

“That’s because you don’t move your body efficiently. And isn't our student wielding a great sword? There is bound to be a difference.”

“That’s true, though.”

Anyway, it doesn't make sense that I had so much stamina left after fighting 9 other demons alone.

'It's clearly a body made of the same material.'

“Ugh...ahhh!”

“Huh?”

“Oh my.”

Suddenly, it seemed like the magic power contained in that halberd had grown tremendously, and it had increased tremendously starting with the ax blade.

And in that state, the guy swung his weapon wide, and sword energy made purely of magical power flew out, destroying all around.

“Crazy!”

“Aaagh!”

“This is...!”

Along with our screams, the sword energy swung continuously covers the hallway with cotton.

Kwagwagwagwak!

There were so many swords flying in the empty space that it was difficult to avoid the entire hallway, so I had no choice but to take out my great sword and magic sword to block them. Master twisted his body to dodge, but in the end, he was unable to dodge them all and one of his arms was cut off.

“Oh, hey again?!”

Suddenly-

Peria died, of course.

“Hehe....Hahahaha! It's ugly! How do you feel? This overwhelming appearance!”

“You’re being condescending with something that isn’t even magical power.”

“Hmm... It's a little difficult.”

I don't like the smile on the guy's face when he checks our damage.

Can not help it. Since the Master cannot control magic power, he cannot inflict fatal wounds on the man's armor wrapped in magic power.

I wondered if I should hand over the magic sword to my teacher, but there was no time because the guy was only targeting my teacher.

'Did you use your brain?'

Although it may seem like he acted out of anger, he may have actually fought with that in mind. Rather than those with lethal weapons, priority was given to those who were most dangerous when holding a weapon.

In reality, it seemed like the sword energy was randomly sprayed in all directions, but a few of them were bent in the middle and most of them flew in the direction where the teacher was.

Still, the guy must have just consumed most of the magic power with that large amount of sword power, so the magic power in the armor has disappeared, and only the end of the halberd is glowing with dark red magic power.

“Irim. I'm sorry.”

The Master is leaning against the wall, holding his severed arm. One leg was hanging limp, as if it had been cut.

Because it is a soul-sick body, there will be no bleeding, but the pain will be severe.

It was difficult to expect him to fight in this condition.

“What, thank you for your hard work.”

“Are they just small children now?”

“No, there are really too many dirty words. Aren’t you out of breath?”

Hold the estark that the teacher dropped in your right hand and hold the magic sword in reverse with your left hand.

“Ugh...”

Peria starts to revive again and sends it behind me. This guy was interested in Peria.

“Now that I think about it, that woman is a bit surprising. Even if you die, your soul does not leave but continues to be resurrected.”

“What, man, is this your first time seeing a soul bottle?”

“Don’t try to deceive me. I know that the woman there is not ordinary. It looks like there's a curse on it, right?”

After Peria died a few times, he got caught by this guy.

thud!

Gilbertan suddenly stamped his foot.

“That’s right! I got a good idea.”

'What is happening all of a sudden?'

“If I tie you up instead of killing you and keep killing that woman, my power will become stronger, little by little.”

“What?”

This guy set his sights on Peria.

“It looks like a human, but it is clear that it is a demon with demonic blood. The devil's magic exists in your body. Then, if I keep killing you when you resurrect, I will be able to accumulate tremendous power over time. Very good.”

“Is it bad?”

It's really bad.

Actually, there is no way to neutralize soul disease.

In fact, this happened in the past in a fight with another race, but instead of killing us, there were guys who kidnapped us and tied us up to prevent us from being resurrected.

Fortunately, they quickly noticed this and concentrated their attack on the place where the prisoners were managed, and escaped by working together with other spirit soldiers captured inside, but they only succeeded because they were greedy and captured too many soul soldiers. It changes.

Also, one time, a person with a soul disease who had disappeared for a very long time was suddenly resurrected, and for several months after disappearing, they continued to torture and restore him to study the spirit disease, and eventually, there was a person who went crazy.

As Gilbertan said, if he ties up Master and me and continues to plan to kill Peria, it will be a big problem.

I haven't even told anyone else how I got here. We haven't even told Ennin yet, so he'll never know exactly where we are.

“... I suddenly felt a sense of responsibility.”

Peria's teacher from Power Foreign Language High School is also injured. His trusty greatsword was broken, and the only weapons he had on his body were the ones he wore.

'It became a bit burdensome. I'm feeling sick, damn it.'

I was planning to go into battle, thinking that I would be completely annihilated and come back. But if that guy has those thoughts, the only way to prevent that from happening is to kill him here.

'I can't. All you have to do is win. If you win.'

The demon and I confront each other, assessing each other's physical condition.

“Now it’s time to end it. It will be fun in the future.”

“Okay. If you say that and I give in, you'll be in big trouble.”

He is already dreaming up a grand plan and is confident of victory.

There is no way to get it out of here. Use your brain to ensure victory.

'Should I somehow damage the halberd with the magic sword and then compete with Astork?'

The situation is difficult. Although it used most of its magic power, the halberd still contains magic power and is a threat.

I don't have the confidence to avoid it by running around like my teacher.

If you get an escutcheon, the sword will definitely break, and in that case, you will have to block the halberd with this dagger-sized magic sword, but that may be difficult.

'What should I do?'

The moment my thoughts could not take root, Gilbertan came in holding a halberd.

Phew-

As I turn, the tip of the spear digs into my side.

I point the magic sword at his neck, but the guy immediately twists his body and falls out.

'He's more careful with the magic sword than Estherk.'

He now fully understands the existence of the magic sword.

The halberd swings horizontally again.

Aim for the waist and avoid the flying blade by lying down and sliding your legs back.

Using the recoil of the arm that is on the ground, bounce up and aim for the arm joint with the escuttle.

But the attack failed.

Sigh!

Gilbertan catches Estherc's flying blade with his gauntlet.

“Let’s take one first.”

It appears that he is trying to break the escutcheon by pressing it against the center of the halberd.

“So!”

I quickly let go of Estarke and kicked him in the head with a military boot with a piece of iron embedded in it, causing him to miss the halberd and fall.

As the helmet spins, the guy whose vision is blocked gives up on escuttling and quickly takes off the helmet.

The eyes are red, perhaps due to the Demon King's magic power.

'Ugh, that's gross.'

It has 6 eyes like that. It looks closer to a human than the demonic mercenaries I saw before, but since it has six eyes, it still doesn't feel like a human.

“Kaaa!”

The guy whose helmet came off screams and throws his fists.

Bah!

“Ugh!”

He is hit in the chin by a fist wearing a gauntlet flying from the right, but he holds on by clenching his molars.

As soon as I saw the fist, I put a lot of force into my neck to defend myself, which prevented my neck from turning completely and breaking.

He lost his halberd and I lost my esterk.

But I still have the magic sword left.

The guy must have had a spare weapon as well, so he took out a crude dagger from his waist.

As the number of weapons decreased, the distance between them also decreased.

First, bring out the magic sword.

The guy seems to have injected the last of his magic into the dagger and strikes back.

A dagger flying towards the shoulder.

'The direction of force is straight. What you should aim for is that interruption.'

I hit the guy's arm joint hard enough to force his arm to fold, and the dagger went out of the way.

From that, an attack and defense with short attack intervals began.

Kang- Kang- Card Deuk- Chang-

The dagger and magic sword dance.

I'm so focused that I wonder if I'm even breathing.

'Dodge shallowly, and go to the empty area to the right.'

Kang!

He dodges the flying blade right in front of him and blocks my sword aimed at his temple by retrieving his dagger.

I might have forgotten how to breathe.

Rather than that, I pay attention to the movement of the dagger in front of me and how the guy's arm begins to bend.

'Concentrate a little more.'

In my field of vision, I can only see from his dagger to his shoulder.

Movement begins to appear very slowly.

Starting from the shoulder, the joints of the arm move in detail and transmit force toward the fingertips.

'This must be right.'

The movement of the guy who quickly approaches and stabs various parts of the body, retrieves the dagger, and prepares for the next attack.

Looking at it, I can see inefficient parts.

Just as I was moaning in pain, I immediately thought of the next move.

'It just returns the movement.'

If so, try imitating his attack.

He strikes the opponent's chin with his elbow, throws the dagger away with his arm guard, then stabs the opponent several times with his magic sword and retreats.

They shake each other's center of gravity by shaking their arms, aim for their knees, and wrap the incoming dagger around with their magic sword, turning it a few times before pushing it away again.

As time goes by, parts that seem to require unnecessary force are corrected and returned.

As we imitate his movements, we begin to become equal.

I take a breath and swing my sword

Exhale and avoid the attack.

Take three breaths first for one attack.

Hold back one breath for defense.

All for future attacks.

Everything is coming together to build that foundation.

'You have to fake it as much as possible until the last moment.'

Bluffing is natural.

That's why they hide bluffs within bluffs.

Whirly lick-

Rotate the magic sword in your hand until it disappears from the opponent's field of vision.

Six eyes follow the magic sword closely to determine whether I should hold it backwards or attack it straight away, but it does not show it until right before it attacks, either blocking the view with its outstretched arm or pulling my arm and hiding the magic sword inside.

As I get more leisure time, my mind becomes more and more calm.

The speed of the attack gradually increases in inverse proportion to the calmness of the mind.

He reverses the grip to cut his arm and retrieves the dagger. Sometimes, if the attack comes to an area where a stab wound would not cause much harm, he allows it and inflicts a bigger wound instead.

The swords emit a breath of flame along with the sound of iron.

The small dragons made of iron in their hands rush towards the vital point to bite each other to death.

Every time the magical sword and dagger collide, the magical energy bounces up in a spark-like shape, as if it is slightly broken.

The red magic power that he has squeezed to its limit and the magic power that makes up my magic sword are dissipating little by little.

Even those sparks are used as blind spots in the field of vision and they continue to attack and attack each other.

'do.'

Both of us were exhausted, but as time passed, my magic sword finally began to enter the critical parts of his body.

Although he started off by being stabbed several times, there are now a similar number of holes in his body as there are in my body.

I'm starting to get ahead of him.

'Leg joints, arm joints, wrists, shoulder blades.'

A normal person would have already died of blood loss, but this guy does not collapse even after receiving many wounds.

Horsepower is really convenient.

If even an artery is cut, one would die suddenly from bleeding, but magical power assists the cut blood vessel and even serves to temporarily support the passage through which blood flows.

Of course, the magic power drains more rapidly.

I was stabbed in a few places, but I escaped fatal injuries.

'I don't mind giving a little more. Let's think that it's just the heart and head.'

It's the same as the guy. I also don't have much trouble moving.

It is a soul-sick body that does not even shed blood.

There is no such thing as death from excessive bleeding.

If you can move in the first place, the role of the soul bottle is to somehow stab the opponent until the body stops completely.

If he blocks the blood vessels that were cut with magic, I use my convenient body, which was built from the beginning for fighting, as a shield.

So the only way for both is to continue attacking until the other is completely defeated.

I will fight until all of his magic power is used up and he will completely rip my limbs apart until I am unable to move.

The person who makes the best move wins.

Afterwards, while the battle continued

Sigh-

With a simple movement, I once again swing my magic sword at the guy and prepare for his attack.

But the dagger doesn't fly.

Feeling puzzled, I look at the place where I attacked.

A demon's neck cut cleanly in a straight line.

It was a quick attack because there was an opportunity. And that part appears to have been the neck.

Black blood began to ooze out of the guy's neck.

Clink-

The weapon falls to the floor and makes a sound.

The guy who got stabbed in the neck puts down the dagger and covers his own neck.

“Qu...ugh...”

A black puddle begins to form under the body of the guy who falls down with a slight groan.

The guy who talked a lot collapsed at some point without even leaving a last word.

won

I don't know how much time passed, but I beat him.

When I looked around, I saw Master looking at me intently and Peria with her mouth open.

“Wow... wow... I won. Did you win?”

“ won. It was amazing...”

“Then I'm glad, oh, damn it.”

“Don’t move, just stay there.”

As I was about to fall down, probably because I had been stabbed quite a few times in the thigh, Peria came over and supported my body.

Maybe it's because she became Fe/Lia earlier, but her clothes are missing in the middle, and her smooth stomach and navel are visible in the middle, making her look cold.

Peria supported my body in that state and glanced at the fallen guy.

“Because you never know.”

Peria takes out a dagger with a blade that extends back and forth and throws it straight at the neck that the guy's hand is covering.

The dagger deftly slipped between his fingers and entered his throat.

“... He's definitely dead, right?”

“If you go that deep, there's no way you won't die.”

“I guess so, right?”

The guy was completely dead.

“I'll go check with the others just in case.”

Peria helps me sit down next to Master and goes to check on the other Demon Warriors.

I wonder if people with strong pride would pretend to be dead, but you never know.

Master started stroking my head as I couldn't move.

“Good job.”

“I think so too.”

“Hehe. It would be better if you just knew how to be humble.”

“In times like this, I think it’s okay to show off a little. Ah, this is coming in.”

When I take out the artifact, which has suddenly returned to the form of a coin, red magic particles gather from the dead guy's body and flow into my hand.

It seems that the remaining magical energy is being absorbed along with the soul. When I changed the shape of the bowl, it became quite large.

“I don’t know if it’s the devil’s magic power or something, but I can feel that it’s quite thick.”

“It seems to be well-refined and stored magical power.”

“It will be the biggest harvest of today.”

As I took all the breath I had lost from fighting and took it all into my lungs, fatigue began to set in rapidly.

Would “ go further back? A place where there is a succubus.”

“I don't know the way out, so I guess I'll have to do that... I'm a succubus and all, so I need to get some rest first.”

“I agree.”

At the end of that conversation, we leaned against each other and relaxed.

The corpses of 19 Demon Warriors scattered everywhere.

The three of them eventually captured a platoon of regular soldiers.

        
            “Wouldn’t it be difficult to go further from here? I really don’t think it can go any further than this in the first place?”

Peria, who took off the demons' clothes, calmly assessed the situation and made a decision. Clearly, a forced breakthrough beyond this is impossible.

Although I escaped a fatal wound, I had holes all over my body and my stamina was completely lost.

Master's arm is blown off and his ankle is cut, so he cannot move properly.

'Should I get out once again?'

“Master, what are you doing?”

Master limped over to Gilbertan's corpse and closed his six bloodshot eyes one by one.

“Just... It reminded me of the students who came under me and left saying the same thing as this guy. It would be nice if those children also grew up, but the world isn't that easy, so somehow we end up seeing them overlapping.”

'You said earlier that you eventually became a teacher.'

It seems to remind me of the disciples I met at that time.

“Master, seeing you fight, you must have done quite well. What did you do?”

“I won’t teach you.”

“Oh, you really are so kind.”

I said it earlier out of anger, and I don't think I have any intention of saying anything more. Still, I'll figure it out someday.

“...I'll let you know someday when I've made up my mind.”

'Isn't there any progress?'

Most of our weapons are damaged, so Peria goes to pick up the dagger, and I untie the halberd that I had chained to the pillar earlier.

Gilbertian's halberd seemed difficult to use because it had cracks in various places, probably because it received more red magic than necessary.

Dheble's great sword is also cut off near the handle, so I think I'll have to give it up.

“Is this all?”

In the end, all that's left in my hand is a halberd and a magic sword that is now reduced by almost half compared to the beginning.

At this length, it can be used as a skewer, but it is now difficult to expect it to function as a dagger.

Master has lost one arm, so he can now only lift an espresso.

“First, let’s go into the hall from before.”

Enter the dance hall where Demon Warrior was resting.

“What is this?”

Peria finds a human-shaped mannequin on the floor and lifts it.

“Ugh! Is it real hair?”

“Oh, that must be my corpse. Last time I came, he died. The body of a soul disease changes like that when it dies completely.”

The corpse that was my body was in such a state that it was difficult to even call it a corpse.

The arms had been cut off, so only the legs and torso remained, and the head was split in half as it had been killed by a halberd.

On the other hand, the face disappears completely, giving it a non-human appearance, like an egg ghost, but when it dies, all human-like parts disappear and it turns into a mannequin-like appearance.

However, things like hair and nails remain, and the body is very hard, so it is not wood, but a lump of protein.

For a body made with only 400g of meat and bone powder, it seems incredibly bulky.

'That's why I keep using soul bottles because they are so cost-effective.'

Suddenly, seeing the hair reminds me of a hair-loving elf I met in the forest before.

They say they will come get my hair when it gets longer, but is it possible for my hair to grow long since it keeps dying?

If we continue like this, won’t we forget? And have hope.

'I hope we never meet again.'

I think it will be difficult to win even if we meet again. I was lucky enough to withstand a few attacks because he was of the highest level among all the opponents I've faced so far.

With that in mind, I put my corpse aside and huddled together with everyone for a final meeting.

“Now, let’s decide.”

“Actually, since we've come this far, haven't we achieved our goal? When all the soldiers under his command are dead, I don't think he can do much more with just one general. You said they didn't make up for the number you killed, right? I think the regular army inside will end with them.”

“I don’t know how many regular troops came, but most of the mercenaries will have been eliminated, and the remaining regular troops will start to win when other soul soldiers meet two or three times.”

Peria and Master spoke in turn. Both statements make sense.

Not only we but also other soul soldiers learn about their opponent's habits and weaknesses while fighting.

They will try again indefinitely, just like us, and attack the Demon Warriors, so soon all the regular troops patrolling inside will be eliminated.

In that case, it can be said that there is no need to worry about being attacked after the military completely withdraws.

It doesn't matter how strong the lone general is. Even if you take control of the castle alone, you can't do anything without soldiers.

“... Still, I'm still worried about the last remaining general.”

“Isn’t this an overreaction? If that guy was really strong, he would have believed in his own strength and advanced right away. However, if you think of him as a general who does not fight against troops without knights, he may not be that strong of a person.”

“No, well... but.”

It's just as Peria said. But still, the desire that was still growing in the corner of my thoughts gradually began to rise to the surface.

More than anything else

I would like to see a succubus.

'I'm a little curious.'

Succubus.

A lineage of demons who are also called dream demons and have a beauty that easily attracts other races.

There's something romantic about it, so I really want to see it at least once.

'It is said that, unlike other demons, it is quite aesthetically superior.'

They say she is a beautiful woman who seduces men, so the desire to see her becomes stronger as time passes.

At that time, the teacher eventually decided to go in, albeit for different reasons.

“I’m a bit curious too. I want to experience what strong magical power feels like.”

“Ugh, if you say this too, is it 2:1? It can't be helped. Well then, since we're already here, let's go to the end.”

'Nice, Master.'

“Good. Well then, let’s start by looking for the entrance.”

Feria looks around as if she has resigned herself to it.

“I think it’s this.”

When you remove the huge curtain on the other side of the dance hall, you can see a door made of wood.

Considering that there were demon warriors guarding this door, it was clear that this was where the succubus was.

I suddenly feel curious and ask Peria a question.

“Feria. Do succubi use magic or something else?”

“Huh? As far as I know, all illusions using dreams are derived from succubi, right?”

“Then you also use something like charm?”

“There is, but not much? Succubi are a lineage of demons who instinctively move from birth to lure men. The image known to the public is that they are women who use illusions to charm others, but there are not many who do that. In the first place, how much magic power is needed for genjutsu? So, most of them are the type that attack in earnest, but on the other hand, there are also those who act innocently and make the other person approach them.”

“But even if it is a succubus, it's not like there are only ones with a lot of magical power. Don't you think there are also succubi with abundant magical power? Don’t they use illusions too?”

“Even those kids don't openly use charms other than the illusion of entering a dream. Should we call it pride? There is a tendency to think that relying on illusions to seduce men is a sign of lack of skill.”

'Then you don't have to worry about mental attacks or anything like that. Still, I had some expectations, but it's disappointing.'

I think it's a man's psychology that when he hears the name succubus, he has some expectations of aphrodisiacs that make him astral. At least for me personally.

I'm a normal guy, so this is natural.

“Of course.”

“Huh?”

“No. Please keep talking.”

“Yes. Um... Ah, so they are a race that lives by getting the energy of men, so they make gestures that attract the other person's attention, regardless of whether they are low class or high class. Did I say instinct? I've seen them walk around normally and their movements seem to be coquettish. Even though they say they are not conscious of it, their body language is very erotic.”

“This is a race that purely relies on skill without any tricks. I like it.”

“... Could it be that the reason you keep trying to go further in here is because you want to see the succubus somehow?”

“It only seems that way to me.”

I began to inquire whether Master and Peria had noticed. If I ask a little more here, I might get caught.

“No, I'm not a person crazy about sexual desires. Is that really possible? I'm just an opponent who has to fight, so I want to fight knowing all the information I can in advance.”

“Kikik, don’t you think it would be fun to talk to Enin?”

'Should I just leave Feria hanging on the chandelier here and go? no.'

Perfect!

“Ouch!”

I was thinking about doing that, but instead, he gave me a chestnut.

Master stood in front of the huge door.

“Then, let’s go in and ask for the way out.”

“Ah, if you want to leave, you have to ask for the exit.”

Now that I think about it, even if I tried to retreat, there was no guarantee that I would find a way out again.

It might be possible to randomly cut through walls with a magic sword, but it would be difficult to meet and fight other regular troops in this state, so there was no choice but to move forward.

“Or you can return quickly. Will you help me?”

Master smiled and placed the espresso against the back of my neck.

As the cool blade touches my neck, I get goosebumps.

“No, don’t do that.”

“Even though it looks like this, the other soul soldiers get along well, but my student doesn't really accept it. This teacher is sad.”

“That's because they're crazy people and their sense of humor is poor.”

“Hmm...”

Master grumbles and retrieves the knife.

'If you say things like that, everyone will tell you that you're crazy.'

Because I am a normal person, I cannot accept such things.

“I will never understand that emotion.”

“It’s okay, I don’t like this either.”

“Oppa said, ‘It’s the Resurrection Run!’ Why, while saying strange words, he kept running to kill just one person.”

“Oh, there is something to be gained from that, and there is a lot to lose from this.”

I spend my life calculating profit and loss, but it makes me sad because they don't understand this.

Fighting against a strong opponent helps you grow. At least I believe so.

“Since it comes back to life anyway, let’s use it efficiently.”

“That’s strange, but I really don’t know why I don’t understand.”

“Isn’t that correct? Anyway, if given multiple opportunities, I think it's worth writing about things that others can't.”

“My sister and my brother both have the same mental illness in my opinion.”

I guess Peria is young and doesn't understand very well. You need to understand.

“I should at least bring this instead of snacks as a gift for Enin.”

First of all, I thought I should take evidence of my capture of the regular army, so I cut off the horns from their helmets.

“You’re giving that to Enin? That’s really bad taste for a gift, isn’t it?”

“Of course I’m not giving it to you to use it. I do it all because it has meaning. What do you think of me?”

“A soul disease with a poor sense of humor and a crude sense of common sense.”

“...”

Anyway, there is a reason for taking this with you. If it were me when I was not affiliated, there would be no benefit to me, so I would just leave it behind and later, if I had time, I would organize a recovery team and retrieve the equipment, but I am currently affiliated with the soul soldier squad under the supply officer, Sergeant Enin.

Although 3 people are not enough to be called a squad.

So, when we increase our performance, it is automatically registered as Enin’s performance.

It is a gift that can be given to Enin in its own way.

Each person takes out clothes from the dead guys' armor and puts the torn off horns in them.

The helmets that had had their magic restored were easy to cut, but the helmets of those who had fought with the teacher still had their magic remaining, so they were difficult to cut, so I cut them off with a saw several times.

I went over to see if I could tear off Gilbertan's clothes and collect the remaining horns, but there were strange tattoos on his body.

It was a pattern similar to the one on the body of the adventurer who had previously transformed into a Dheable or Werebear.

'what. They look very similar. What kind of trend is this?'

“Hey Peria.”

“Why, I’m busy.”

I call out to Peria, who is groaning and looking through the other guys' bodies and emptying their pockets.

“Do you know anything about this tattoo?”

“Um...no? This is my first time seeing you.”

“Really? That's it then.”

Even if you ask Peria, there is no answer.

Considering that even tricksters don't know, these tattoos aren't something magical, but are just common tattoos with magical meanings.

Deheble was also changed by the skull, and Gilbert's original characteristic as a demon was to absorb power by killing others, so it may not mean much.

'Maybe I just reacted sensitively because it looked the same as the pattern I saw back then.'

You never know.

Everyone finished retrieving their loot and put their bundles on their shoulders one by one.

“Then let’s go.”

Master leans against the wall and Peria carefully pushes open the wooden door from both sides.

There were no arrows flying or anything like that.

I stick my head out slightly and look inside.

Unlike the dance hall, which felt cold, the inside looked very cozy.

It had the same atmosphere as the hallway created by the illusion that existed before I came here, but I could see that it was a different place from the fact that it was slightly dusty, as if it had not been cleaned properly.

Candles of a color close to the pink seen from outside were burning in the large room and in the candle holders hanging around it.

It feels amazing that such a light can be produced even though it is not an LED. Was that also made with genjutsu?

This room has a slightly strange atmosphere rather than a warm feel.

However, in a different way, the barren room without any furniture looks as lonely as the dance hall from before.

And in the middle of the room, there was a small woman sitting on a chair that was large enough to be called a throne.

“Welcome.”

Leto an Astesia.

The leader who led the Demon Demon's castle and invaded us in a surprise attack.

A succubus with peacock-level magical power, close to pureblood, and a general who led the demon army.

The image I had in my head was of a majestic succubus wielding powerful magical powers.

'I definitely thought that would be the case.'

The woman in front of me didn't look like that.

Sitting on the huge throne was a woman with purple and pink hair who had a very small body.

He is sitting on a huge chair painted gold, with an old, mismatched cushion on it.

So the woman’s appearance felt very delicate.

'Restriction?'

He had an eye patch on and one arm was shackled and tied to the throne.

Crude shackles and chains fastened to the arms to block the view and prevent the person from getting too far from the chair.

I don't feel like he's the general who came to kill us, leading Gilbertan and the Demon Warriors we were dealing with just a moment ago.

She is just a woman with a thin waist and wearing neat clothes.

She's just a slightly unusual-looking woman with what looks like tiny bat wings on her head.

'Is that possible?'

Gently hold the blade of the magic sword in your hand.

As the pain in my hand distracts me, I feel myself coming back to my senses.

It was an instant.

As soon as I saw the succubus, I instantly thought, as if I was possessed, 'That woman couldn't have done that.' I tried to approach by changing to .

It feels like I've been mentally attacked.

Maybe he was already affected by the illusion the moment he came in. You must never lose focus.

'Let's relax.'

And that thought flew away as soon as the succubus spoke.

“Did you fall in love with my beauty? Hehehe. I'm happy.”

“Yes, it’s really great. I think she's the prettiest girl I've ever seen.”

“Tsuaaap!”

“Pu-up!”

Peria did a roundhouse kick, kicking the hole in the side where the dagger came in earlier.

I come to my senses again with tremendous pain.

'I can't believe I'm like this again just with my voice. These succubi guys are amazing.'

“Come to your senses, brother. If not, will it kick me again?”

“Okay...”

I pat my sore side and engrave Peria's warning in my head. If you get possessed, you die. If you get possessed, you die. If you get possessed, you die...

“They are interesting people. I don't want to fight, so please sit here.”

The succubus flicked the fingers of her other hand, which was not shackled, and in the blink of an eye, a round table and chairs appeared, with luxurious items that looked like a tea time set on them.

I shouted loudly to regain my composure.

“No guessing! It might be a trap. How can I sit down?”

“It’s okay. You didn't install anything?”

The succubus gets up from the throne, drags the chain around, shakes the chair, lifts the tablecloth, and confirms it for us.

In an instant, my thoughts went, 'There's no way there's a trap in a place like that when you're dragging a heavy chain around, lifting it one by one and smiling at it.'

“Then there is nothing we can do.”

“Oh, really.”

Peria loses her temper again, but she doesn't feel like standing around talking anymore, so everyone sits down.

“Would you like some tea?”

That's how break time began.

        
            Even though the succubus was wearing an eye patch, she moved as if she could see everything around her and poured tea from the teapot for everyone.

Slurp-

“Yeah, you look quite relaxed.”

While Peria and I were watching, Master took a noble sip of tea and spoke first.

“I have no choice but to be relaxed. Because I will never die in this place.”

“Never?”

“That’s right. Do whatever you can.”

Whoosh-

It was an instant.

A surprise attack aimed at the gap in conversation and the person's carelessness.

Master lifted Estherk with one arm and stabbed the succubus in the head.

But there was no bleeding.

Crack!

Estark shot straight towards the eyes of the succubus, but in the next moment, Estark became a form that could no longer be called a sword.

It couldn't even reach my eyes, so it was crushed and completely disappeared in the air.

“Did you see it? Even if I don't intend to, it automatically ends up protecting me.”

“You end up protecting it?”

It felt a little strange to say that.

The succubus stands up slightly, places her hand on her chest, and lowers her head.

“Before I explain, let me introduce myself. My name is Leto and Astesia. I am a succubus who came here looking for a place to die.”

Succubus Astesia introduced herself like that.

-------------------------------

“What do you mean you came looking for a place to die?”

In response to Feria's question, Astesia speaks while straightening her hair that was blown by the wind caused by Estarke.

“I can feel the demon blood flowing in you too. If so, the story will go faster. You do know that demons are humans who have accepted demon blood, right?”

“Of course I know.”

“And the blood becomes lighter with each generation, and the only demon pure enough to be called a pureblood is the Demon King.”

Astesia opens the teapot on the table and takes out the already brewed tea leaves inside.

“We succubi are demons who inherited the blood of Asmodeus. They are the blood relatives of the humans who originally contracted with it. Because they are a long-standing blood relative, they even have a separate name for being a succubus. Well, the majority of succubi have the devil's blood as soft as these used tea leaves.”

The tea leaves she took out were placed in a new glass teapot filled with transparent water.

When you put tea leaves in warm water, the color of the water immediately turns brown, even though the tea leaves have already been brewed once. Still, the color is a bit lighter than before.

Those are normal tea leaves.

It is natural that the more we are, the more we should continue to fade.

“But. Unlike the tea leaves, whose lifespan ends after being brewed a few times, the devil and his blood continue to live and watch over us. Until a certain condition is satisfied.”

“Condition?”

When Astesia snaps her fingers, the tea leaves suddenly come to life and begin to absorb water and grow.

Soon there were tea leaves in the teapot that had returned to their plant form.

'Magic? No, is it the genjutsu side?'

Only the scent coming from the teacup in my hand proved the appearance of the tea leaves in the teapot before they changed.

“When the blood of a blood relative, which is continuously being diluted, becomes extremely thick, whether by chance or necessity, and its concentration approaches that of pure blood, Asmodeus explodes! And it appears.”

“Descent of the Devil...”

Peria says as she looks at the tea leaves that have completely reverted to plants.

The descent of the great devil to earth.

The devil who should be in hell comes to earth.

Peria was afraid she knew what that meant, but I was different.

I have no idea exactly how serious it is. Although I have fought countless demons and other races on the battlefield, I have yet to meet one who is called a real demon, not just a nickname.

“Is the devil that strong? I don't know much about anything other than the devil that pagans serve.”

I remembered that I caught a group of heretics trying to gain strength by sacrificing a corpse the other day, so I asked about it and Peria answered.

“Pagans make offerings to the devil to gain power, not to bring down the devil. The devil is ruthless. When he comes, he will eat up all the believers who serve him, without distinction.”

“Are you saying it is physically eaten?”

“Yes. Put it in your mouth or in your body and munch on it, it says so in an old book. So, no matter how vicious the heretics are, they stop at the point of human sacrifice and gain power, and do not go beyond that.”

“But you can’t underestimate people’s desire for revenge. What if there is someone who wants revenge on something even if it means destroying themselves?”

Peria looks at it as if that is impossible.

“If you really want to make the devil descend, it takes a lot of effort, even if your will is strong enough to destroy everything. It can be said that it is impossible for an individual to prepare for the coming of the devil.”

Peria rubs her thumb and middle finger and shows them to me. It means money, so it seems that there are significant restrictions in the financial aspect.

“When it comes to preparations needed for Advent... living sacrifices, temples, totems containing power, large-scale priests who will chant at the same time, etc., everything must be prepared. To do that, you need a certain level of power and capital, but even if someone were to plan it, no race would be there to see it, right?”

“If someone tries to explode a bomb near their house, of course they will try to stop it.”

“I know you well. Right now, in this area, unless the heretics are of a considerable size, they will be entrusted to adventurers to subdue them, and if the scale is a bit large, the church and the military will step in directly. Even if you go to another land, the local group or tribe will come and kill you.”

“The pagan group, they were the neighborhood drum in many ways.”

When I think about the sporadic scale of heretics who do not easily disappear despite all this, I wonder what merit they have for continuing to appear.

“Oh, that’s right. The story is a bit off, but what is the story about coming to find a place to die?”

The answer to the first question has not yet been resolved.

“This story is connected to the story about purebloods I just talked about. This person explained it well, so you probably know how scary the devil is, right?”

Astesia briefly thanked Peria.

“At first, the Demon King saw my powerful magical power and gave me the title of nobleman, but he soon realized that my blood was too rich. At this level, there is a high possibility that the devil could descend directly. So he decided to kill me before Asmodeus comes.”

Astesia casually tells the story that he ordered her to die.

She then takes out a small pill-like thing from her pocket and shows it to her.

“Others argued that he should be beheaded or imprisoned right away, but thanks to his consideration, it was decided to do it in a less painful way. If you take this medicine, you will die without any pain. It takes about 2 weeks.”

The black pill is beautifully and small, as if it was made just for her.

However, what the pill contains is a medicine so mild that not even the devil can notice it, but it is a deadly poison that slowly eats away at the body.

I can understand up to that point. However, there are still some parts that I cannot understand.

“Then why did the demon army suddenly come here?”

In the story so far, there was no reason for her to come here with her dying body. If you're going to die, why do you need to lead soldiers to occupy the castle?

“... That is the devil's will. Instead, I would like to apologize. I have caused trouble to you all.”

Astesia stood up, clasped her hands together politely and bowed her head.

“It takes two weeks to die after taking the medicine, but the Demon King was worried that Asmodeus might descend inside him. So, to prevent anything unexpected from happening, he told us to proceed as far away as possible.”

“That’s no excuse for bringing in the soldiers. It's too weak to say that the knights and army had no choice but to move to the capital due to a disruption operation.”

“It was never my intention to take advantage of the opportunity to invade. Mercenaries and the Demon King's personal guard, the reason they are here is because they came as my escort. ... Of course, they don't know because my work is top secret.”

'Is that why he suddenly created a monster's castle and came towards us?'

Assuming what she says is true, things start to come together.

She talked about various circumstances, but it seemed to me that the king of the demons came in with a good bomb and threw it at us.

This succubus was treated as a weapon. According to Peria's words, blood thick enough to bring down the demon she harbors is a disaster.

In that case, I feel like the devil dropped a strategic weapon on us, especially near the Grace territory, where there are a lot of people.

'With one unstable demon and tens of thousands of humans, he must have felt so good when making a decision that he almost blacked out.'

Since it is a bomb that has already arrived, it is a clear decision to use it to the fullest.

The succubus apologizes again and again. Even though it is between demons and humans, and we are in a endless war, she alone tries to relieve our anger somehow.

“... I'm really sorry. I wanted to refuse somehow, but the Demon King said this was the least amount of people dying... so I couldn't refuse because it was a unanimous decision.”

“It is the least possible way for people to die. That means demons and doesn't include humans.”

It is clearly a wartime situation. This is a war between hostile countries, and any hostile actions against each other are allowed.

So, it would be easier to confidently say that since they are dangerous demons to us anyway, we have come to leave them near you and take care of any unexpected situations.

But Astesia continues to make excuses to us, her enemies. They bow their heads to humans, the enemies of the demons.

“Even though you may not understand, I promise that I will make sure that no one, demon or human alike, gets seriously hurt. So you don't have to try to kill me. Please tell other people not to come in anymore. The plan is progressing steadily and my doctor has told me that there is now little chance of Advent happening. And anyway, the devil's blood tried to protect me against my will. I hope you don't get hurt anymore.”

I can see something shaking on the succubus' back. Although I can't see it clearly, I'm starting to feel it after looking at it in front of me for a long time.

'It was the unknown power that was invisible earlier.'

That was the reason why the sword was bent earlier. Something intangible on her back continued to surround her.

“The only way for me to die is to take this pill and die quietly without the devil's blood noticing. I will stay here just a little more time, 10 days.”

She said desperately trying to get our permission somehow.

In fact, even though it is okay to throw everything away, they are trying to reduce our damage by proceeding with a plan to make their own lives disappear.

conversation.

The succubus was trying to communicate with us somehow between demons and humans.

        
            “You don’t seem to be very afraid of dying.”

Master said, looking at Astesia who was sitting calmly.

What I saw of Astesia showed no fear.

“I don’t want many people to die. Whether it's a demon or a human. I think that when we talk about people, it includes both current demons and humans. Even though she is a succubus, she was raised in a monastery since she was young.”

“Monastery? While being a demon?”

Peria was surprised when the unexpected confession came out.

“Yes. Although he was of Baron's blood, he was an illegitimate child born to a low-class succubus, so he was abandoned in a secluded village where humans live nearby. The monastery treated me as a human child and raised me as such. But gradually it started to grow.”

Small bat wings flutter behind the succubus' head.

“In the religious order, if a demon is caught because of its doctrine, it is tortured. So, if it is discovered that I am in the monastery that hid me, everyone will be in trouble.”

I remember things that happened in the past.

In the case where a demon was captured alive, heresy judges from the Gaia Church came running, patched up the wounds, tore them open, and soaked them in water.

'It was almost impossible to distinguish between demons and humans.'

There was no interrogation. They just kept doing things to make the death as painful as possible.

“I realized that the others were demons, so I ran away to the demon territory before I was caught. There, I happened to meet the Demon King, who recognized my magical power, and it was taken away. So I cannot disobey his words.”

“But then...”

'Isn't it abandoned again?'

I swallowed the last words that were about to come out of my mouth.

A child who was abandoned and ran away out of fear that others would get hurt.

Then, he was scouted by the Demon King, who recognized his potential for power, but even the Demon King couldn't handle it, so he threw it to us.

There is no place to stand either in the land of humans or the land of demons.

'Can we really say that the Demon King took Astesia out of pure good intentions? Rather, wouldn't it be possible to pretend not to know, build up debt by collecting money, and then use it as a weapon?'

So a little doubt arises.

Is the medicine I am currently taking really a medicine that will cause me to die painlessly?

'There is a possibility that it is not.'

Rather, there is a possibility that it is a medicine to bring down the devil.

The succubus in front of me is so innocent. They are so innocent demons that they are talking to us right in front of us. Therefore, it is more reasonable to believe that she, who was innocent, was deceived by the devil.

'Even if that's true. There's no other way.'

The problem is that there is currently no way to prevent the devil from coming to us.

Absence of forces to fight against the devil.

The knights, the church's paladins, and the high-ranking wizards would all be heading towards the royal castle now.

'The Minotaurs are a distraction, and by releasing the demons here, one front line will be completely devastated.'

I put my tongue out at the devil's elaborate plan.

I get scared because I think there is no way to stop the devil from coming.

One day later, all the troops and spirit soldiers will leave, and 10 days later, when the devil descends, everyone there will die.

It is clear that this is not an incident on a scale that I can prevent.

“This is really difficult.”

The teacher was perplexed as if he had guessed something similar to me, and then just sipped the tea with one arm.

“If there is nothing you can do, you will have no choice but to step down. It's admirable that they ask our opinions even though they're talking about their own death, but I don't like that there's only one option.”

I still have regrets, but I gave up.

This is just a guess. There is a possibility that Astesia's words are true and that our guess was based on the assumption that events were progressing in a very hopeless direction.

Either way, it is no longer a matter for us to resolve.

Astesia tries to reassure us until the very end.

“If you are at all concerned, I will tell you one more thing. This is a secret even to the demons outside. In fact, the demon king told me to dismantle this castle if a demon descends, but I plan to move the castle again if something happens.”

Astesia took out a map hidden under a cushion and showed it to us.

It was a map showing the geography of this area, and in one corner of the map there was a circle she had marked.

“ Looking at the surrounding geography of this territory, I found a place called the Land of Death. If the devil shows signs of coming, I will move the castle there. I'm sorry for breaking the Demon Lord's expectations in the end, but I will make sure no harm comes to you.”

Although I feel relieved to say that, the decision remains that Astesia will die in the end no matter what.

Perhaps because she grew up in a monastery, unlike a demon, she had already thought about saving both demons and humans.

'Actually, the monastery I know teaches that demons must be killed at all costs.'

I quietly look at the small succubus.

I heard that the growth speed of demons is similar to that of humans. Although she is not even an adult yet, she already has a wonderfully courageous mind.

A moment of silence.

Everyone was lost in their own thoughts and the conversation ended.

While everyone was quietly drinking their tea without saying a word, Peria pulled out a chair and came closer to Astesia.

Peria reacted loudly when the word “convent” was mentioned, but was deep in thought.

“Hey, you.”

“Yes? Is there anything else you would like to ask?”

Everyone focuses on Peria’s words. It looks like Peria may have thought of a good solution that we missed.

“Are you a virgin, by any chance?”

“Poooop!”

It wasn't.

“Why is he suddenly acting so suddenly? I'm going crazy.”

At Peria's sudden words, Master spits out the tea he was drinking.

“Cough! Cough!”

Peria leaves the Master, who continues to cough to make sure he heard the sound correctly, and takes out a small glass bottle and holds it out to him.

“If you are a virgin, will you do me a favor? Can I shed some tears here?”

'Now that I think about it, one of the ingredients was the tears of a pure succubus.'

This is a desperate opportunity for Peria. Even so, it was definitely not a sound that would come out in this situation.

“Hey, is that still something to bring up now? It was a very solemn atmosphere.”

“Noisy, this is more important to me than anything else. Do the people who live here have any business with me?”

“No, whatever. From your perspective, it may be so.”

Even if the material was urgent, I think it was a story that could be brought up later. However, when Peria saw the young-looking succubus who had lived in a convent, her eyes widened.

“If you grew up in a convent, you are definitely a virgin. Right? Looking at his personality, I don’t think he went around messing around, right?”

“Ma, that’s true, but tears? I'm a little embarrassed because you said it so suddenly, but there's nothing I can't give you as a gift. But I don’t know if it will come out right away.”

Astesia was also embarrassed and took the glass bottle with both hands.

Even though it was a completely unexpected request, I accepted it.

After that, we thought about it again, but since we couldn't do anything more, we decided to call it a day.

“Okay, what should I do, I should just go back and pray.”

Can not help it.

Whether you believe that or not, even though she looks weak, there is no way for us to kill her, and the only way to believe in the devil's coming is to believe her.

“Do you know the way out?”

“I will send it outside. There are many ways in, but the only way out is by making my own.”

Astesia added as we all stood up.

“And when you return and report, will you keep the story about me a secret? You guys didn't get this far in the end.”

“Why?”

“I did it because the Demon King told me to lead the army and fight, but in reality, there are many things involved.”

This is what Astesia says:

It is said that there was a big fight in the land of demons due to the conflict between those who were opposed to the war with humans and those who were in favor of the war. They reached a consensus and decided that if they failed, this would be the last time they sent in a final conquest.

So, on the surface, Astesia, who possessed powerful magical powers, was sent as a general, but with her death, the war ended in failure, and the intention was to calm public opinion about the war within the Demon Territory.

For me, it would be better if I reported simply and the war ended as it was, rather than making things complicated by talking about the bomb called Asmodeus.

Unless this isn't true and Asmodeus suddenly descends.

“But then didn’t that mean you didn’t have to tell us? If we had been sent out before we came in, no one would have known the truth.”

Astesia pauses slightly before answering my words.

“... I did say that I was not afraid of dying. Still, I thought it would be nice if someone...someone remembered me. So, if you are here for the first time, I brought you in because I thought it would be good for you to know the truth.”

For the first time, her voice contained her own sadness.

'It's a trace of one's life.'

He wants his image to remain in someone's memory.

The demons pretend to be okay, but treat us politely for their own comfort.

The image of the demon within me has changed slightly.

An enemy that requires no dialogue.

Since they were completely different from us in appearance, we did not even think of them as human and treated them without hesitation. From the beginning, no matter where they met, they fought proudly and risked each other's necks.

So, the same common sense as the people here held that all demons should just be killed.

I've lived like that, but I had a new experience today.

'Wasn't today the first time I've had a conversation with a demon?'

We've lived our lives just crossing swords, but if it's like this, it really seems like they're no different from us. Gilbert, who was suffering from an inferiority complex, also learned a lot from the succubus in front of him.

Humanity.

Demons and humans only look different, but they think the same way as ordinary people.

So I don't feel very good.

Until now, I have fought here, thinking I was fighting non-human beings who were killing people.

So I didn't think deeply about killing someone.

Because I didn't think it was murder.

But hearing things like this gets me into trouble.

'... What does it matter now? 'Where do I have time to think about other people's circumstances?'

The future is just one inch away from me. They treat it coldly, dismissing it as something that has shaken their sensibilities after hearing something meaningless.

He looks down at Astesia and answers.

“I don’t care what you said. It is up to me whether I will remember you or not. In the first place, I am a human but also a soul disease, and you are just my enemy, a demon.”

“Oh, aren’t you being a bit harsh to me?”

“...”

Peria is embarrassed by the now hostile atmosphere next to her. Only Master seems to have sensed my thoughts, as he nods with his eyes.

'Is it part-time work to deal with the demons' circumstances?'

I don't want to be shaken anymore, so I make up my mind.

But Astesia shakes me even more.

“I’m sorry. I guess I was a little selfish. It's true that he didn't belong in the monastery.”

'Don't make that face or say that.'

Astesia looks a little sad.

Then, tears suddenly flowed down from under the eyepatch.

“Ah.”

As if she remembered, she puts her tears in a glass bottle and hands them to Peria.

“Here. I felt a little sad for a moment. Then, I will send it to you now.”

A heavy atmosphere with no answer.

Astesia spoke cheerfully again to clear the mood.

“You don’t have to take it that seriously. I guess I said something pointless and made you all upset. Still, I am grateful from the bottom of my heart.”

'Don't show consideration to demons.'

It's a succubus, a demon, a brat, it's all a piece of shit.

Abandoned as soon as he was born, running away from a monastery, thinking he had finally found his place, he was told to die, but where is the human being who foolishly follows it?

This guy must have been an idiot before he was a demon.

This is a really upsetting story.

“Then I’ll send it back. Could you please close your eyes for a moment?”

Peria and Master quietly close their eyes.

I thought about closing my eyes too, but then I wanted to ask just one question.

“Just in case.”

“Yes?”

“If there was a way to stop the devil from coming without dying, would you do anything?”

“A way so I don’t have to die?”

“Yes, whatever the cost. As long as you don’t die.”

Astesia burst out laughing.

“Wouldn’t it be okay if just one more of you went into saving other people’s lives?”

A dream-like solution that will never come true.

Even though this is the best way to compromise, ask for an option that adds more greed.

“If that’s the case-

It might be nice to have a story like that, like a fairy tale.”

Astesia comes to me and closes my eyes.

And whispered in my ear.

“I don’t think there is a life that wants to die.”

Before my eyes completely closed, I thought I saw clear tears streaming down my chin.

-------------------------------

“I feel so uncomfortable.”

“That’s right. I feel like I stopped pooping.”

“I just felt worse because of your example.”

“I did it on purpose to make you feel bad.”

“Ugh.”

“Anyway, I guess I’ll end this for now.”

We were back at the entrance to Mongma's castle.

All you have to do is turn around, walk to your unit, write a report, and wait quietly for 10 days.

Then Astesia will die and that castle will disappear as well.

“My heart hurts a little.”

“It might be because my arm was cut off. Let’s go and get treatment.”

We started walking towards the camp with heavy feelings.

        
            A day has passed since we returned to the camp.

General Bulterion pushed his troops until the next day, but it was reported that not even the regular troops, let alone the mercenaries, came out anymore and continued to circle the same place, suddenly returning to the entrance.

In the end, it seems that among the soul soldiers, except for us, no one has broken through the magic wall.

Soon the time came for the troops to depart, and the general made a decision.

[The demon's castle is judged to be harmless, so people leave without evacuating.]

Although the castle floating in the air was not completely driven out, it was judged that there would be no need to advance further than this unless there were enough troops.

As originally planned, the enemy's number was greater than what appeared on the surface and the plan had been made assuming additional reinforcements to come, but the situation was completely over as the enemy was almost completely annihilated in less than four days.

Rather, it is said that the meeting concluded that they were planning to tie up our army for some reason, but we were destroyed when we jumped out.

'I don't know the exact reason because we didn't open our mouths. 'It's a good thing that they interpret it favorably.'

The officer who received our report said, 'I'm sure we'll tell the same story as other soul soldiers anyway.' As if I was thinking about it, I didn't ask to use Atir to report, so I didn't have to say anything.

Of course, even if I use Atyr, I don't have the desire to tell them everything that happened in the Succubus' room, so if that happens, I can just bring Peria to the forefront.

Even if you use Atyr to forcibly interrogate him, the report will be false because Peria is not a soul disease.

'At times like this, Peria becomes useful again.'

From now on, whenever I tell a lie, I will have to bring up Peria.

After the final preparations were completed, it was concluded that all troops would leave and only a few high-level wizards would be left and dispatched to the old castle to continue the investigation.

“It was four hellish days.”

“Still, I was glad to see some progress this time. In the past, if I stood on the same hill for more than two weeks, I would feel skeptical about what I was doing. I hate high ground battles the most.”

“To die is to die in an instant. I remember a time when there was no way anyone could be left standing because if a single large-scale spell was used, everything would fly away. There are many truly extraordinary things about magic. To be honest, I still can't believe that a natural disaster of such a scale could be achieved by human power.”

“It’s a really terrible life.”

After returning, we stopped by the resuscitation center and spent half a day there.

At the resuscitation center, Linai and a few junior priests remained, not following the departing legions.

“It would be better to just get healing magic at the temple and be done with it.”

“Soul disease cannot receive healing magic.”

“I thought it was just a rumor, but was it true?”

“Uh. I wanted to try it too, but they told me to give up because it wasn't effective. What does that feel like?”

“If the wound is light, it feels like a slight itching, and if the wound is large, the pain feels like a burning sensation? They say it's that much, but I don't know because I've never seen it that big.”

“That’s right.”

The resuscitation center also provides treatment for spiritual illnesses. However, it is different from general treatment.

Although there are divine magic, especially healing magic such as healing, they are for people who have magical power in their bodies.

What this means is that those of us who do not have magic power cannot receive the effects of healing magic.

Not being able to receive healing magic, which can be said to be the most basic medical practice in this world, created a decisive problem between soul disease and the humans on this side.

'This is why they say we are not human.'

So, if you ask me what to do, I think it's closer to repair.

This is what it looks like when you see Linai attaching Master's arm.

Among the created bodies, the arm that has almost finished growing but does not contain the owner is cut off to match the length of the arm opposite to the teacher.

And after getting the stitches and resting well, the arm starts to stick together, feeling like it was broken and cannot move.

It is almost completely cured in about a day.

I also took the protein lump that Linai had carefully brought, stuffed it into the hole, and taped it, and I was revived in a day.

'Because it's this way, people with soul illnesses aren't treated like people.'

Anyone can say that this is not an act of treatment. This is no different from repairing a machine.

“Don’t drink or smoke and take a good rest for the day.”

“Ah, yes.”

It seems like saying things like this after treatment is the same whether there or here.

Then we woke up one day and went to work together in the supply department.

“Welcome. It’s been a while!”

Seeing Enin greeting me with such a lively appearance, I finally feel like I'm back.

“Now here. There are no snacks, just instead.”

“Yes? Sweets?”

“It’s nonsense, so you don’t have to react.”

When I came back, I submitted the horn attached to the helmet of the regular army to the unit and took the confirmation I received to Enin.

“Oh my god! You didn’t have to take care of this, but did you? You must have really worked hard. And thank you.”

Bowing his head, Enin says thank you. This performance is reflected in Enin's personnel management, but I think this is something I should naturally do for Enin who takes care of my convenience.

“There is no work for about a day today, so get some rest. The entire unit has left, and the only people left are us, my senior in the tent next to us, and a few administrative soldiers. Almost all the repaired equipment was swept away, so there is no work.”

“Oh, so it’s vacation?”

“It's similar, but if a request comes from the security forces, I think we can support them like last time. And they say that the weapons requested from the city in the rear will arrive in 4 days, so it must be a busy day then. It's a bit disappointing that I came late because it conflicted with my university schedule.”

“I just want to rest.”

Peria whines.

Well, from Peria's perspective, it was her first time experiencing a long-term battle, so she must be tired.

“Then should I take a day off today?”

Mental care is important. We've been fighting day and night for the past few days, so getting some rest is good for our mental health.

“Then I also want to get some rest.”

Soon, Hwarim continued massaging his arm and then went to a bench placed on one side and lay down at an angle. Still, he brought over the documents he had piled up to help Enin and began looking through them.

Peria, who saw that, got up again, probably because she remembered something else.

“Ah! From now on, I will go to town and come back. If you don't contact the union for too long, everyone gets worried. But it doesn’t matter, right?”

“Sure. Come back before dinner. Oh wait.”

Flash!

I said there has been no response these days and the bracelet only works like this again.

As the bracelet glows and Peria's body glows slightly, Peria looks at the bracelet and rolls her eyes.

“And find a way to destroy it.”

“... It was not intentional. I'll be careful.”

After Peria left, Master lay down on the bench with his legs spread out.

After about an hour, Enin saw something written on double-handled paper and called me.

“Oh, I’m sorry, Lee Rim, but would you like to go to the security forces office? I have a call.”

“Huh? Call?”

This is a call, not a request for support.

'Did I do something wrong? If it was the last time, from what I remember, I definitely handled everything correctly.'

I wondered if there was something I could catch, but there wasn't. Still, I thought there might be a procedure I was missing that I didn't know about, so I decided to go right away.

“Then, since there was nothing else to do, why not go? I'll be back.”

“Yes, please come back. Oh, Lee Rim, please come back before evening too! Today I will treat everyone to dinner!”

“That’s good news.”

Wouldn’t I be the best in boss uniform?

'Then let's go right away.'

-------------------------------

The security forces office looked as busy as ever.

Since there were only people whose faces I didn't know, I stood and looked around wondering what to do, but when I saw a familiar face, I went in that direction.

This is the man in uniform I talked about when I first came here.

“Hello. I came from the supply world.”

“Ah! Nice to meet you, soul bottle. Didn’t you remember that you didn’t even introduce yourself until after you sent it last time? The head of the security forces is called Hygenic.”

“So what did you call me for? Is it your job as an inspector again?”

“No, it’s not that, but it’s related to what happened at that time.”

Obviously, I submitted a report about the story with DeHeble and even the Supreme Prosecutor's Office as evidence, but I don't know what the problem is.

“I don’t mean to criticize you, so sit back comfortably. Since our affiliations are different anyway, there is no reason to be so formal. Those of you who are out there are just citizens that the security forces need to protect. Rather, I called you because I have something additional to ask you.”

“Yes, of course.”

The treatment is quite friendly and I like it.

“Wait a minute... Oh, this is so annoying, really!”

A sudden rush.

Even though Hygenic was busy, he was trying to organize the documents on his desk, but he got so angry that he swept them all up, dropped them to the side, and brought out some tea.

'Is this a manifestation of acute stress in office workers?'

“... Are you under a lot of stress?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. When I saw it, I got a little angry for a moment so I stopped. Anyway, if I were to tell you the story that brought you here, it's about the newly emerged believer of God who I worked with at the time.”

Speaking of a newly appeared god and his followers, this is the story of Thistle, who previously went to the cemetery together.

“Did that person cause an accident?”

“No, it’s not like that.”

“Then I’m glad.”

I wondered if any testimony was needed, but that wasn't the case.

Hygenic takes a sip of tea and continues talking.

“Soul disease Do you know about the incarnation?”

“Incarnation? I don’t know the details.”

“Then I’ll tell you. There must be a lot of similar words like Hyeonsin, Gangsin, and Advent. Except for the wise man... since it is a slightly different concept. To put it simply, it is a story about God directly descending to earth.”

“I’ve heard of Descent of the Devil.”

When I hear the word Advent, I think of a demon named Asmodeus.

“Is that so? It's a big deal. Then we can talk more comfortably. Since it's a similar case, we can compare. It wouldn't have been something to say carelessly in front of the priests of the church.”

'There are military chaplains among these as well.' Hygenic said and looked around. It seems that he also has no desire to be stigmatized by the Gaia Church.

“However, unlike demons, ordinary gods do not descend if possible. It may be a bit blasphemous, but spiritual patients don't have any religion or believe in God, so let's talk about it openly. Just a moment.”

While Hygenic was talking, he seemed anxious and pulled the cloth screen with his hand to cover the table.

It was probably created as a substitute for a partition or as a place to rest for a while.

Hygenics started talking with his paws resting on his chin.

“We humans become stronger by sacrificing feats, but you and other races use different methods. Although they are not completely different and there are similar cases, there are some who do not consider their gods as a big deal or rather become strong in ways that have nothing to do with gods.”

It reminds me of Gilbertan and Dheble, who tried to become stronger by killing others. And I am also similar to them. By killing someone, you increase your soul capacity.

“The difference between the descent of the devil and the advent of God is that as soon as the devil appears on earth, he absorbs all kinds of themes related to himself and descends much stronger than when he was in hell. On the other hand, unlike the devil, the advent of God reveals his weakness.”

“Theme?”

“Actions related to tradition are called themes. For example, let's say there is a devil who is famous for being related to appetite. The demon then descends and absorbs all appetite-related items nearby. The will to get food right away, the act of cooking food, and even the smallest of related actions become a source of power and are converted into power for the devil to wield.”

'That's why the devil's descent is so scary.'

If we listen to what was further said, it is said that it applies not only to humans but also to all living things nearby.

Even the desire of grasshoppers to eat dew and the desire of trees to receive sunlight are used as sources of strength.

Therefore, when the devil descends, it is so strong that it cannot be easily put to sleep.

“If that’s the case, why is God weak?”

“The descent of the devil is a descent made by projecting oneself from hell, and the descent of a god is a descent made up of the feats collected by believers. So, weaknesses are also materialized in reality in the material world. Because of this, there are those who try to catch a god who lives in a different realm from us the moment he descends to the present world.”

“What do I do when I catch him?”

“Capture the living god, extract its power, and use it as a weapon.”

'Are the gods in this town only real idiots?'

It's a ridiculous ending.

“I don’t see anything good about it, but it seems like the gods have some sort of advantage of their own. And yet, it seems like he's trying to come down in person once in a while... Hmm. Gods who show off their humanity sometimes appear. So I got caught.”

I think Hygenics and I had some sympathies.

I don't know where that is from God.

I imagined myself getting caught while drinking and being forced to donate blood until I die.

Even though you know that will happen, why do you want to come down?

'Are you bored enough to take the risk of going out and having fun?'

“So, what I want to talk about now is about the manifestation, and the main point is that I am also having a bit of trouble and am asking you for help.”

“What's going on?”

“Deshade, the god that Thistle serves, wants to descend. And I nominated you to help me with that.”

I definitely told Thistle that I would help him if he could help me.

However, I thought it was just an ordinary request, but I was a little embarrassed because I was nominated for a reason I couldn't even imagine.

“That god is really amazing too. I heard that he is a god who appeared recently.”

“The survey said it’s been about 10 years.”

“Isn’t it fast? How long has it been since you were born that you want Advent?”

“I think so too. I don't understand why he would want to come down when he could just live a leisurely life in the heavens, receiving deeds from his followers in the same way as other gods. Since he's already a new god, he doesn't have many great feats, so even if he appears, he won't be able to display strong power.”

“Isn’t it because I’m very dissatisfied with heaven?”

Usually, the image of the celestial world in creative works is known as heaven, but in reality, there are cases where it appears like a very boring world. This world of heaven may actually be like that.

Hygenics said no and laid back.

“From what I was taught when I was young, I learned that the heavenly world is a unique domain that each god has separately. It is said to look like a palace, but in reality, it is said to be a story made up because even the priests of the church do not know much about it, so there is no way to know.”

“Well, what do we know?”

The world is not so easy that my thoughts fit perfectly. How would ordinary people on earth know about the other world called heaven?

“Anyway, you don’t have to meet right away. We have just finished a war, so please rest well and go tomorrow or the day after. However, since I need to build a good relationship with the new god, I only ask for polite conversation.”

“I understand. Let's meet tomorrow.”

“Then, let’s spread the word to the Adventurer’s Guild. Well then, you can go now. And take some of this with you on the way.”

Hygenic went to the warehouse in the back and took out a box.

“Thank you for your support last time, and I am sending this gift as a way to ask you to do so more often in the future. Please convey my thanks to the officer in charge of supply.”

“Oh my gosh, you gave me all this.”

“Shh! Take it quietly.”

The box I took a peek at was full of alcohol.

Due to the frequent wars, the farming environment is so poor that it is difficult to expect high-quality alcohol, but looking at the label, it is imported from the empire.

“I didn’t know you knew how to drink.”

“Thank you for recognizing me. Our relationship has gotten so bad lately that it's hard to get one.”

Since the relationship with the empire is usually good, trade becomes active as soon as it becomes quiet.

Broadly speaking, the human kingdom consists of the kingdom of Rushu, which is now unheard of, where Dheble is said to have come from, the central union of five kingdoms whose territory has been greatly reduced, and the southern empire.

And if you go a little further from the empire, there are places where other humans live, but the cases that make it to the center are only a handful.

Moreover, the alliance of kingdoms, which is almost ruined, is a place that even adventurers honestly do not like. In places where most humans live, they live as adventurers in the most prosperous empire.

Most of the people here are born in the Kingdom and have never left.

Among such human countries, the Empire had a wide plain even before the war broke out and the kingdoms came together, so there are many types of alcohol and the quality is good.

I was feeling a bit groggy, but I felt a little better after getting some good alcohol.

“Then let’s go.”

“Yes. Have a good time.”

'You should drink it all for dinner tonight.'

So I made a reservation with Thistle for tomorrow and went back with drinks.

        
            Not long after I returned to the supply world, Peria returned. He also lifted the tent unnaturally and came in with extremely stiff movements.

“You came early?”

“Thanks to someone saying something without thinking, when I had time, my body started moving on its own.”

“Uh... sorry?”

When I looked outside, the sun was setting. Thanks to this, it appears that the command on the bracelet I used unintentionally worked.

“Do you know how embarrassed I was? While we were talking for a while, his body suddenly turned and he started walking away, so both I and the other person were confused. So he ended the conversation in a hurry while walking away like that.”

“No, I'll be more careful next time, so let go of your anger.”

'I'll have to be more conscious from next time.'

Seeing Peria fuming, I couldn't help but apologize. The bracelet's performance is solid.

Peria enters the tent, turns her body around, and sighs when she finally realizes that her order has been completed.

“Phew... Okay. Are you going to leave now?”

“Yes. I was preparing to go as soon as you came.”

“Ah, is everyone here? Then let’s go!”

It was just time to get off work after Feria, so I cleaned up everything and left the unit.

The unit's guards glanced at us with the spirit soldier symbol on our necks, but when Enin went over and showed us our ID cards, they saw the adjutant mark on our necks and let us right through.

As we left the unit and walked along the road leading to the nearby city, Master spoke first.

“It’s definitely a good thing to have a guarantor.”

“Is that so? There was no one arguing for no reason and it was comfortable.”

In the days when there was no boss, going to town had to go through various cumbersome procedures, but since Ennin was there, it was a free pass.

Sometimes nasty people look in this direction, but when they see an officer standing next to them, they just pass by.

Seeing that scene made me think of the past, so my voice got a little louder and old stories started coming out.

“They argue over everything that doesn't matter, but how do we know the etiquette? I was just saying that you should dust off your shoes when entering a bakery, but the person who entered in front of me was a mercenary wearing mud shoes. Just hang a sign in front, really.”

No matter how expensive bread is, it is said that no one except the nobility would buy it, but it is still difficult to live off meat all the time, so some people sometimes come to buy even black hard bread.

I tried to enter such a store, wondering how it was different from other bakeries in this world, but I was kicked out.

'Well, that store disappeared after being catapulted a long time ago, so I don't have any feelings about it anymore.'

As we talked for the first time in a while, my heart felt relieved as I remembered what I had experienced in the past and the bakery that ended in a fiery fire.

As they entered the city of Suseong during a battle between the cities where the bakery was located, a huge lump of burning stone crashed into the bakery just in time, destroying the oven and causing it to burn brightly.

Even though I could only smell the bread in the end, it was an endless ending for me.

Master also looks into the distance and speaks as if he is thinking about many things.

“I have seen people who have feelings for each other even if it is discrimination. It was still a case of bad relations caused by war or debt over a long period of time accumulating. It was my first time dividing people into different classes in this way, so I was quite embarrassed.”

“...This is my first time hearing about a bakery. Even if that is not the case, things like mental illness and discrimination between humans should hardly ever disappear. I believe that soul soldiers have the right to freely enjoy the city they saved. Even though there are various grievances, in the end, we are the people who live here.”

Enin agreed, looking sad for us saying such a thing. Then he changes the subject and calms down the mood a bit.

“So, as a first thing, I hope that I can eat delicious food today and relieve some of the work that has accumulated so far.”

“I like that sound. Yes, since I’m already enjoying it, it would be nice to have a place with delicious food. Where do you plan to go today?”

Since I quite liked the restaurant I ate at last time, I asked about the destination. To me, who always ate Jjambap in the first place, all the restaurants in the village were delicious, but this place was the best among them.

“Hehe. We won't tell you until you arrive. But I am confident that it is delicious!”

Seeing Enin proudly showing off his flat chest, I think it's worth believing. Considering that when I ate at restaurants before, I would only choose delicious food and order it, I might surprisingly have the temperament of a gourmet.

Peria looks at this, smiles brightly, and looks at Enin.

“Ho, really? Even after all this, I've been to everything from the Demon Territory to the Empire, so I'm quite a picky eater, right? I’ll look forward to it.”

“Food has no borders, right? There are no spices used there, but we will serve you food that you will definitely say is delicious.”

“Anything is fine, so it would be nice if it goes well with this drink.”

Jangle- Jangle-

Peria is now volunteering to be a porter and carrying a box containing alcohol. He nods his head from time to time and inhales the smell of alcohol, which seems to put him in a pretty good mood.

Still, people around me keep looking at Peria, so I try to stop them.

“You stop smelling that.”

“Ah, why! It’s not like you can fly just because you’re in charge!”

“No, people around you won’t misunderstand you because you’re short.”

“Isn’t it small enough for me? Why do you care what others think in the first place? I have imperial liquor right in front of me, and nothing like that can stop me!”

“I don’t know how delicious the food in other regions is, but Central has its own taste.”

“Although I tend to be the type of news person, I am really looking forward to hearing you talk like that. There's alcohol there. When I was alive, I also enjoyed drinking a bit.”

Enin seems to still have regrets about Peria's words and continues to talk to the teacher instead of Peria. He seems quite proud.

As you continue walking along Enin, you will see an inn.

From the beginning, Grace Estate planned and created a corps-level garrison within the castle. So, in the case of officers, it is said that they stay at inns in the military district under long-term contracts.

Since the number of officers is small, it is said that quite a lot of them live that way.

'Although everyone had a family or hometown to begin with, most of them were wandering around depending on their unit, and there were even fewer people who still had a hometown. Rather, an inn? Wasn't it a restaurant?'

However, I thought Enin would lead us to a restaurant, but I was surprised when an inn appeared out of nowhere.

Even in modern times, there are taverns, night markets, and bars with unique concepts, so I wondered if this was a restaurant with an inn concept, but I was immediately denied. There were letters written on a banner at the entrance, as if to clearly prove that it was an inn.

[Accommodation exclusively for single female officers with long-term military contracts. Cooking available. No pets allowed.]

“Was it an article?”

Enin left us behind, opened the door to the official residence, stepped into the entrance, and poof! He jumped and turned around and spread his arms.

“Ta-da! Welcome to the accommodation where I am staying!”

“Uh... it's big, though.”

“Isn’t it a restaurant?”

“This is a bit unexpected.”

I look inside the building next to Enin, who welcomes me. It's a new facility that looks pretty clean.

So I asked again.

“What is it? Is it really an official residence? Aren’t we going to a restaurant?”

Enin quickly answers my question, perhaps because he is itching to not speak for a while.

“You may not know because I spend all day pounding on armor, but my hobby is cooking. I wanted to treat everyone. How hard I worked to collect precious spices for this day!”

“Wow, I never thought I would get food from someone here. Yes, since I am so confident, I will look forward to it.”

“Enin knows how to cook? It's nice to see someone with such a great hobby nearby.”

“Thank you!”

It was a homemade dish that I couldn't believe. I didn't know if it would look like a home-cooked meal or if it would be a full-fledged meal, but my expectations were quite high, perhaps because it felt like an acquaintance would cook it for me.

“Okay, I like it. I'm a pretty picky eater, so I'll judge you.”

“Please look forward to it!”

I have eaten all kinds of lunch boxes due to convenience stores discarding them, and as long as it is not Jjambap, I eat it without any worries, but I also have the mindset of being a gourmet in my own way.

Even looking at this, I am someone who is so trustworthy that when a new product comes in, the store owner always gives me one by one to try and decide if it is worth ordering more. Thanks to this, I have a sense of pride in my heart.

But as everyone said something, the attack suddenly came back to me.

“Looking at me quietly, brother, from what I heard, I heard that you were beaten by Enin last time too? There's a lot of talk about judging and other topics that get talked about all the time.”

“Uh, huh?”

“If a woman cooks you a meal, you should be grateful... Tsk tsk.”

“Master?”

'No, the attack is coming from here.'

Even though I only said one word, I received criticism from two people.

“Don’t be too harsh. In fact, I would be more grateful if you did so. If you keep cooking alone, it's hard to notice what's wrong.”

When Enin saw us like that, he laughed and comforted me. While looking at Enin, I noticed the sign in front of the official residence, so I checked it.

“But isn’t this a women’s dorm? I don’t think I should go in.”

The words written on the sign clearly indicate a dormitory for female officers only.

Even as I look at it like this, the ethics are still alive. I am a little worried because I know how to distinguish between places.

As soon as I said that, Peria pushed me and tried to go in first.

“Okay, that won’t work. Oppa, don't come in, I'll put it in a bowl, so why don't you eat outside the door?”

“Then you will definitely eat outside with me.”

“I have no reason to do that!”

I desperately pulled on Peria's arm as she tried to leave me and go in. If you really said that, I would eat outside with Feria even if I had to wear a bracelet. Poison gourd can never be forgiven.

“It’s okay. The only women left behind while going on a mission were me and my senior, and he said he was working overtime today and would stay until the morning. It will be okay because I told you in advance.”

“If that’s the case, I’m glad. Although it had a slightly different meaning.”

What I meant was whether I could go into where Enin sleeps, but I guess I brought it up because I had sorted it out.

So we entered the accommodation, receiving Enin's welcome.

        
            To conclude, Enin was the best Chinese chef.

He brought a huge wok and, swinging it with one arm, made various meat dishes.

They used a lot of the ingredients they had saved to cook everything from sweet and sour pork to teppanyaki dishes similar to dakgalbi. As it is a place with an abundance of meat, they say they tried every possible dish using meat.

'Anyway, your arm strength is really no joke.'

It feels amazing to see a huge wok in the kitchen dancing without stopping on top of the magic pot.

Usually, simple repairs to equipment are done by hitting it on an anvil behind the building alone, and it seems that the power of swinging a hammer is put to use in a place like this.

'He's short and his arms are thin, so it's hard to understand where he's coming from.'

“Now! Eat it all!”

Soon, the food was spread out on the multi-person table and we started eating. Everyone was satisfied and quickly got drunk as they ate and drank the dishes as snacks.

“Hehe...Hehehehehehehe!”

“Why is he laughing like that?”

“It’s like a gremlin. Um... ugh!”

“...”

Thanks to this, the rosacea was revealed quickly.

Peria started making strange laughing noises that said Enin was like a gremlin, and Enin started hiccuping for some reason.

Soon Peria uttered her last words and collapsed on the table, shot down by alcohol.

“Ah. This one went.”

thud-

It was a loud sound that made me worry that my forehead would be swollen the next morning.

“You said you liked drinking, but you passed out quickly.”

“Mmm. Then I will move it. I have some work to do... Hi! Joe!”

“Here, drink a glass of water before you go up. If it's early in the morning, you may feel sick.”

“Thank you. Oh, and washing dishes... Hi! Um...”

“Don’t worry. I'll organize the rest.”

“Yes. Then... hold on!”

Enin drank the water the teacher gave him and stumbled up, carrying Peria, who had collapsed and hiccuped. He says he needs to get some sleep because he has a regular meeting early in the morning.

I saw it last time, but Enin got drunk quickly with a few bottles of beer and liquor, so I don't think he's that strong of a drinker.

'The rest is up to me and Master.'

“Would you like to drink more?”

“Then-. It's my first time drinking alcohol, so I think I'll enjoy it some more. I have a feeling that a free day like this won't come again for a while.”

“Maybe so. Now, take it.”

“Thank you.”

After that, we continued to drink, and soon I was confessing various things to Master about whether I had developed a drug that I didn't know about.

“Yes. Only now have you suddenly developed an aversion to killing demons?”

“Yes. It's just that these days, I suddenly feel like it's not nutritious.”

I drink the remaining three bottles of alcohol as if I'm going to finish them together with my teacher, and confess my concerns.

“I guess it’s because I feel more relaxed.”

“Is that so?”

Maybe so.

In the past, the people in front of me were trying to kill me and the people behind me were trying to kill me, so I couldn't think deeply and killed my opponents, but these days, I feel more relaxed because other races that have difficulty fighting due to mental illness don't fight.

“Then, I would like to ask a teacher who is in the same situation. Should demons be considered humans?”

“Are you trying to discuss murder?”

“I thought the things I killed so far were monsters.”

Monsters that just imitate human speech.

There are people who just speak the same language, but there are people who cut off human flesh and eat it, and there are people everywhere who capture us and use us like lab rats or make us slaves.

Since I only experienced combat and not dialogue, I thought they were all the same.

When the people here treat other races, they treat completely different races as something that must be killed at all costs, so I, who fell among them, blended in with them and never thought that such thinking was wrong.

The teacher spits out a short history that he heard from a wizard somewhere.

“If we look at history, it is said that the origins of the demons are humans and that humans, who are the ancestors of the demons, accepted the blood of demons for over 500 years.”

“That’s right.”

“But our cute student would not have spoken out to discuss such a conceptual mind. As expected-”

Master had already figured out why I spoke up.

“It must be because of Astesia.”

“... Right.”

Master tips his glass and drinks the remaining liquor.

The glass was empty so I filled it.

“With what mindset are you fighting? Except for the fact that I was pushed away by someone.”

“Attitude?”

“Yes. Since we are mentally ill, we are probably out of touch with things like fame, money, and such. At least, I treat my enemies thinking that this is also a type of training I was doing in my previous life. What were you thinking?”

“I...”

When it comes to mindset, it might be a bit similar to Enin.

“My first thought was that I didn't want to die because it hurt, and at some point, I started to notice living people because of my fight.”

It's calmed down now, but back then it was really serious.

When we opened our eyes, received weapons from the resuscitation center, and ran toward the wall, people were looking at us and praying.

[Please save us. Please save us from this hell.]

[Please destroy all the monsters outside.]

[I was coming in from the south gate and was separated from the child. Please bring the child if you see it.]

'That's terrible.'

It was disgusting at first.

Even though those people didn't know how we were brought into this world, at least from my perspective, they were killing someone who was living a normal life and asking me to save them.

But the human mind moves easily.

Massive monsters that attacked us while shedding tears, made by dissecting humans from a recaptured castle and putting them back together.

When you surrounded a castle with no food and dealt with crazy people who boiled and ate people in front of you, it was decided whose side you would take.

At least I thought that what they had was not a human heart.

still

That was just the next best thing.

I was never driven by a sense of justice. I just killed things that didn't look like the humans I knew because I didn't like them.

“The enemies I've encountered so far have been nothing but disgusting. The demons were the only ones who felt that way.”

I took a sip of my drink.

Master fills the empty cup.

“Then what did Astesia think?”

“It didn’t look like the demons I knew. At least he seemed more human than me. To save everyone, that sounds ridiculously great. Still, if the officer who was being mean to me is in danger, I just close my eyes and skip it. I'm not good enough to save those guys.”

Even if I didn't stab myself, there were many times when I didn't care whether I died or not.

Puhahahahaha-

The teacher, who was splitting the cold meat in half with a fork, heard me and just laughed.

What was so funny that he couldn't stop laughing.

'Master, is it really possible that smiling is a drinking habit?'

Master laughed for a while and then calmed his shoulders.

“Phew, sigh, mi, I’m sorry. I thought it was just me. I've sent a few men like that who kept targeting my body and making suggestions, but I was secretly nervous about when they might get caught. I didn't know you were doing the same.”

'Ah, Master, you've done it a lot too.'

Since Master is so good-looking, there must have been some people who wanted to make him his adjutant. I didn't know because we didn't talk about it until now.

“Anyway, let’s go back… Okay. Astesia's altruism to save both humans and demons by sacrificing herself can be felt by Irim as being more human-like than anyone else we have seen so far.”

“...right.”

I also got bored, so I cut the snacks into bite-sized pieces.

“Then why don’t you try to put that kind of altruism into practice, knowing that it is more human-like?”

“If you live like that, you will become very tired. And I know that although that ideal image may ultimately be good to see, it doesn't suit my personality to put it into practice. Above all, why do I lose money when I have nothing to gain?”

I am not a saint.

Only after taking care of my share, can I see others.

The moment you try to chop the cut snack with a fork -

“Eight.”

“Oh.”

Master's fork comes and takes the meat I cut.

'You cut up your own, but you're eating mine.'

Muttering-

“Um, yeah. It’s like that.”

Although he complained for a moment, seeing how he enjoyed eating the meat, I don't think it would matter if it was taken away.

After passing the meat, the teacher sticks his fork into the remaining meat and says:

“All life survives because of selfishness. It's instinct. On the other hand, Astesia's concern for others may be due to the fact that she grew up in a monastery. Gentlemen with a strong sense of justice are not common.”

A thought I can only do because I am a demon who grew up in a monastery.

‘Peria, who grew up in the Demon Territory, doesn’t really think like that. 'Can't we see it as the same case?'

I take another sip of my drink, pondering the saying that the environment makes the person.

“Fuhu, then should I live like that too?”

“No, there is no need to live like those frustrating people. You just have to follow your heart. However, make a choice based on your own beliefs, not based on instinctive selfishness.”

Master puts down his glass, straightens his body and looks at me.

Even after drinking so much, Master's eyes are looking at my pupils without wavering.

“If you are the type of person who cannot stand seeing someone about to die and Astesia feels like a person only now, you can save her. Regardless of things like justice.”

“That succubus decided to kill herself?”

“If it’s the way you think, that doesn’t matter. Just do the same thing you did now. All you have to do is kill those that do not like you and those that want to kill people, and save those that you want to save. So, save Astesia, whom you judged to be human. Even if she wants it or not.”

“Do you mean not to break your faith?”

“To put it briefly, that’s what it means. And that's it. Did Astesia’s answer seem like something she really came up with? To me, it only looks like someone who knew her personality forced her.”

“Are you saying that you were pushed by the created environment?”

“At least I think that’s the case.”

Master opens a bottle of red liquor.

“It doesn’t matter whether she is a demon or not. There are also demons who kill and eat people, and there may also be demons who are demons but try to save people. Even if it is a demon, if it feels like a human, it is a human. If a human feels like a monster, you can call it a monster and cut it down. All you have to do is seek something that has a human heart. They're demons, so don't worry about humans. Don't leave your decision to someone else's standards, but let your sword decide.”

Red liquor flows into my glass.

At the same time, I felt something filling my confused mind.

Master puts a stopper there.

“Still, if you’re worried about cutting down people or saving monsters-

tell me I will always be by your side and at least help others.”

A troubled disciple. The teacher's decision before me.

Master declared that he would support me.

Talking about your concerns means that you actually have a predetermined answer, but you wish there was someone to push you forward.

And Master pushed my back.

For me, who always thought about things alone, the words that he would always watch from behind and carry the burden for me made a big impact.

“... Thank you.”

A sincere statement about my teacher.

Although it was simple, I felt so bad that I couldn't give a better response.

It's been a while since I've worried this much about something, but now that it's all sorted out, I feel relieved.

“Oh, my.”

Clink-

Reflecting on the teacher's words, he tries to put the cap on the empty bottle, but loses it and drops it.

“You must be drunk.”

“Oh no way. I just felt dizzy for a moment.”

It looks like two bottles, so I don't know where to put the cap.

'If I throw it in the middle, will it stick?'

I tried throwing the bottle cap, but it flew away and became two.

That wasn't all. Everything in front of me began to multiply into two. It seems like I've finally developed some kind of superpower.

“Master. I think I may have become stronger starting today. Everything is starting to multiply into two.”

“... It must be a shame because this ability will disappear tomorrow. It's true that I'm drunk, so let's end it now. I'll organize the rest. I'm full, so please eat the remaining piece of meat and clean it up.”

Master puts the remaining meat on his fork and brings it to my mouth. The moment you try to say it's okay, meat comes into your mouth.

“uh, town.”

“It’s a return for the meat from earlier.”

'I can't help it. 'You have to chew it.'

“You eat well. Yes, you have to eat to gain strength.”

After eating all the meat that Master gave me, I go into the kitchen, drink a glass of water, come out, and go upstairs.

Squeak-

“Oh no, this won’t work here.”

I staggered up the stairs, opened the door to the room Ennin had told me about, and hurried out.

Enin told me to sleep on the floor if it was okay, but when I opened the door, I saw a huge disaster.

All of Peria's clothes had been removed and thrown on the bed, and Enin was lying next to her, half-undressed and asleep.

“... I may have misread it.”

I thought about opening it one more time, but I thought it would be a disaster if I broke it, so I calmly opened the room in front and went in.

'I'm sorry Master, but since you said you'll be sleeping in Ennin's room, I'm sure you'll sort it out yourself.'

There may have been other female officers, but it is said that they packed up their bags and left. I thought there would be a lot of empty rooms, so I opened it to find one and it turned out to be right.

Unlike Enin's room, which is decorated with cute girlish decorations, it is a bleak room with nothing in it.

'It's an empty room, right?'

The blanket must have been left unmade, so I just lie down on the bed, take off my jacket, and cover myself with the blanket.

'Did I wash my blanket less?'

I don't know if it was because it was a female officer's quarters, but even though everyone had left and the innkeeper had probably washed the blankets, I could still smell a bit of a scent.

I fell asleep while listening to the scent of the blanket and the sound of cleaning up on the first floor.

        
            I had a dream where I felt extremely out of breath.

A dream where oxygen cannot reach the lungs in an unknown space.

The moment I thought I was going to die if I couldn't breathe anymore, I opened my eyes.

The visibility was not smooth. Instead, a large, soft and warm temperature is felt in the eyes.

Two huge, soft, white lumps that filled my eyes.

Sometimes, or often, but the mass of another world that could only be seen beyond one dimension.

'Is this heaven?'

I want to fall asleep again in that embrace.

“What are you doing?”

But I couldn't help but come to my senses when I heard Peria's voice.

'What on earth is this hot warmth?'

I obviously went to bed alone and slept.

And when I open my eyes, I see another person hugging me.

A woman wearing a uniform with long, almost white blonde hair.

This is a woman whose name I don’t know.

There is no knowledge at all. Judging from the fact that he was wearing a uniform, he seemed to be an officer, but seeing as he was someone I didn't know, I think this person was also an officer who had gone through personnel changes along with Henin.

“Who is this?”

It's urgent, but the woman close enough to touch her eyebrows whispers to Peria so as not to wake her.

If I try to turn my neck, I might wake up, so I keep twisting my body very carefully.

“You know the senior Enin mentioned? It's him. It looks like he originally tried to sleep there after working overtime, but eventually couldn't bear it and came back at dawn.”

“... No, just looking at the view of the room, it doesn't look like that at all, but is the room I entered really this person's room?”

“Are you really sure you came in without knowing? There was a nameplate on the front, didn’t you see it?”

“Of course... I didn’t see that.”

“Then it’s your fault. You idiot.”

It seems that the room I thought was empty was this person's room.

But I feel a little unfair. If it's a room that's being used, of course it's locked or something, but even if it's a room that only women use, it's ridiculous that they leave the door open like this.

“You’ll come out sooner than that, right?”

“No, even if you try to...”

It was a hot day, so I would have been sleeping with the blanket rolled up, but this woman had pulled up the blanket, covered me completely, and was hugging me against the wall. There is no hole to escape at all.

Slightly long eyelashes. Pure white skin.

A top with all the buttons undone, showing the inside.

Even though he was wearing pants, his soft legs came between my legs and dragged me towards him.

'I think you'd be prettier if you didn't smell like alcohol and drool from your mouth.'

“You just don’t want to come out, do you? Huh?”

“It’s force majeure.”

“Fuck it, you just have to come out.”

“No, it’s because I don’t think this woman should wake up in this situation. Do you think I will be in danger if I wake up here? It's not that I don't want to get out, but I'm in a situation where I'm lying with a woman I don't know, so of course I have to get up. Isn’t that right?”

“Looking at the long snout, it looks like it's going to get stabbed right?”

Of course I want to go out too. However, it is impossible simply because they are completely confined. I tried to wiggle around for a while, but even if I tried to pull away just a little, it immediately tightened its grip and hugged me.

“As expected, it seems difficult.”

“Ugh, I didn’t want to use magic in the morning.”

Rushing- Rushing-

Peria did something to something under the bed that I couldn't see, then came up to me, grabbed the blanket with her hands, and put her face in.

The diamond-shaped pattern under her eyes is shining. I felt that the blue magic was there.

“Close your eyes and open them again on the count of three.”

Close your eyes as Peria said.

one.

two.

three.

Tuk-

When I opened my eyes again, I was lying on the floor.

In an instant, I was summoned to the floor with a gap about a finger's width between the floor and my back.

When I got up, I saw Master and the woman lying together on the bed in front of me. The two people were in the same position I was lying in, so they were hugging each other.

“Huh? Was Master here too?”

“Yes. I don't know if it was because he came into our room and it was a mess, but he came this way.”

It seems that Peria came out and changed the Master's position while he was on the floor.

Both of them on the bed are drooling and smelling like alcohol, but it's strange to see them like this.

'I mean, I was in there just a moment ago.'

This is the magic of Peria that I have seen for the first time in a while.

“Wow, it’s really amazing.”

“Stop talking nonsense and get out quickly. I have now been asked by Enin to wake up my sister and this other sister and send them away.”

“If you had that kind of skill, shouldn’t you have used it in the castle?”

I think it would be really good to use it in terms of deception as well.

“I couldn’t use it because there were restrictions. This is only possible when the moon is up.”

When Peria pointed out the window, I saw that the moon had not yet gone behind the mountain.

The sun is also there, but it seems to be still early in the morning.

“It was both an illusion and a real space, but how should I express it? Anyway, there weren’t any windows, right?”

“If it is there, it is there. If it is not there, it is not there. It's very difficult to speak.”

“To understand that, you have to study magic... coordinates and double illusions...”

Peria said, hehe. He looks back at me with a laughing expression.

“There is no way you can do it with your head.”

'This is ignoring me again.'

It's unfortunate, but it's also true, so I couldn't help it. It seems that there is a separate alphabet or language for magic, but the function that facilitates communication with other people who have been here since I came here doesn't seem to work for magic, so I gave up on it.

“I guess it’s just like that. Then I'll go first.”

“Well thought out. If I'm going to explain it to my brother, I'll hang my hat on it for a day. I'll wake these two up, stop by the village, and then go back.”

It may have been a good drink, but the hangover isn't too bad, but it's hard to overcome an argument with Feria while using your brain from the morning.

“What are you doing in town?”

“First of all, since I came, I told them that there was a trickster in the back alley, and they said that there was something left behind by our organization that was here, so I am looking for it. Don't worry, I think I'll be able to get the information you want soon.”

“That sounds good. good. I'm going first.”

“Yes. See you in the evening. If it's a little late, you can figure it out. I'll be back by dawn at the latest.”

“Okay.”

There may not be any more people in the building, but I still carefully open the door and leave.

[Sergeant Florian]

There was a name tag attached to the visit.

It seems that the room I thought was empty yesterday was the room of Enin's senior, who had not yet left.

“I almost got into big trouble.”

Thinking that I would have been very embarrassed if it weren't for Feria, I left the dormitory and walked to the base, enjoying the dawn light.

-------------------------------

I went into the supply world, but Enin hadn't returned because the meeting wasn't over yet.

So I just put on my escutcheon and this time I walk towards the adventurer's guild.

He has a mark around his neck from Enin, so he wears a weapon and walks alone, but other soldiers pass by without much restraint.

This would have been unimaginable in the days when there was no one to guarantee one's status.

As I thought about it, I remembered that although I had been assigned a separate lodging for soul soldiers, I had never been there before.

It's either a flimsy-looking tent or just a tent erected out of courtesy. Since this is a place where military discipline has long been disrupted, everyone is worried about theft, so they don't leave their luggage behind.

'Still, I need to know where it is, so let's go.'

First of all, I put my name on the outside of the tent, but when I went to see if anyone had come in, I found a huge person sleeping on a bed with a curtain in the middle.

'It looks scary.'

A man with brown hair and a handsome mustache, who was two heads taller than me, was snoring in his sleep.

The man, who had a fairly sturdy body, was sleeping with his hands on his stomach, with his military boots neatly placed under the bed and his outer clothes neatly placed in a storage rack.

'Not bad.'

I, too, like things to be neat, so it was nice to see someone sharing the same accommodation with me so neatly. It looks scary, but if you look at what it looks like, you can roughly guess its personality.

'What's your name?'

[Spiritual Noan-Belonging to the communications industry]

He was a man with a simple name.

'It seems this person also has a boss.'

Judging by the name of his department written after his name, he appears to be a lieutenant. I wanted to talk about it, but I didn't think it was polite to wake someone who was sleeping, so I just left and went to the adventurer's guild.

-------------------------------

As soon as I got to the guild, I went to the window and talked to him.

“Is there anything called thistle?”

Hygenics at the Security Forces Office said he would relay the message, so he probably has a reservation.

“You mean that female priest. You are waiting in the inner room.”

The rooms inside are rented by high-ranking outsiders and advanced adventurers.

Seeing that he was there, it seemed like the guild had received a request from the security forces and was treating him well.

When I went to the place I was guided to, it was a room in the back corner.

smart.

As soon as you knock on the door, open it and enter.

“Excuse me. Lee Lim-ip, oh my.”

'I should have heard the answer before going in.'

Inside, Thistle had completely taken off her nun's top.

“Irim. It’s been a while.”

Thistle's frowning face brightened as soon as she saw me.

Looking at him holding a bandage, it seems like it went in while he was covering the upper wound.

'Why do I get to see bare skin like this these days?'

“Sorry. I'll wait outside.”

“Oh, no. Would you please help me?”

Thistle catches me as I try to leave.

“Can you help me? Well, what do you mean?”

“It was difficult to wrap the bandage by myself. I would appreciate it if you could just press until you tie the knot.”

Looking at Thistle's body, there were scratches here and there made by things that looked like small fingernails. However, it is more difficult than the wound because the pure white skin with the wound is exposed in a huge area.

“Well, it looks a little bit like that. Are you okay?”

“It’s okay. I'm embarrassed that the wound was caused entirely by my mistake, but I don't think it should be hidden.”

'No, I wasn't asking about the wound, I was asking about seeing your naked body.'

The conversation was a bit off, but if I left the door open like this, someone might pass by and see me, so I just went in.

As I enter the room, I smell the pleasant scent of medicine and approach Thistle.

        
            Go up behind Thistle's back and press down on the bandage that is still wrapped so it doesn't pop.

“Keuung. Oh, please give me the waist too.”

Potato Thistle groans as the bandage is slightly tight.

‘Aren’t you winding it too tightly? I heard that it will heal quickly if there is a little air, so should I loosen it up a little?'

“Creating a little space will help you recover faster.”

“Is that so? Then please do me a favor.”

“Yes... hi!”

When I put my finger between the skin and the tight bandage, Thistle suddenly felt the temperature difference and jumped up.

“Sorry, sorry. My hands were cold because I stopped by a bit far away.”

“No. No, I was just surprised. Please continue.”

Thistle sat back down and I loosened the bandage a bit, just enough to keep it from falling off.

'You have a lot of scars?'

Coming down from the top, I kept covering the small scratches, but the wounds were not deep, but there were quite a few of them.

As I approached him while wrapping the bandage around his entire upper body, I could smell a slightly fragrant smell mixed with the smell of the medicine applied to the wound.

“...”

I asked a question because I felt the atmosphere was a bit strange as I remained silent and kept close to the scent and continued to smell it.

“What happened?”

Thistle hesitated a little before answering.

“... That's right, I ended up getting hurt while looking for a place for Deshade's spirit. I was stopping by the guild briefly after asking Lee Rim to give me some news.”

Spread out the small amount of thistle medicine and spread it over the skin.

“When I arrived, a guild employee told me that they had found a location for the ritual I had requested. After hearing that there was a clean spring inside the goblin's den, I made a mistake by not bothering to come because I wanted to welcome Deshade as soon as possible.”

“Did you go alone?”

“Yes. That also means carrying a lot of luggage.”

A goblin den can be completed in a day by a party of beginner adventurers, assuming they are careful to attack it.

As a mid-level adventurer, Thistle would naturally be able to handle this on his own.

However, the adventurer's recommendation is that there should be at least one more person to watch the front and back together.

No matter how weak the goblins are, there are cases where they suddenly jump out of the wall in a surprise attack, and there are cases among them that can be called irregulars, so if you do something wrong, you can become food or become a slave if it is a lair of crazy people.

If you get caught up in something and lose focus, it could lead to a big mistake.

“At first, I thought about hiring other adventurers to go, but since I am also an intermediate adventurer, I thought it might be okay to go on my own. However, it was a bad thing to not look at yourself before over-indulging.”

Next to Thistle, there was a large storage box, a claymore, and a slightly frayed priest's uniform.

'With this much burden, it's natural for things to turn out differently.'

The storage box was the size of an adult man and larger than Thistle. Of course, if you carry this much burden, you will have a big disadvantage.

Your vision will be obscured, the amount of auditory information you can get will be reduced due to the rattling noise of the pack, and most of all, carrying a pack will be the worst possible condition for wielding a weapon.

Since I had to tie that ship to a narrow cave and carry a claymore with me, there is no way I could fight properly.

'It was a really dangerous situation. 'I'm glad you came back alive.'

Goblins also use swords, but their priestly uniforms seem to be pretty good, blocking most attacks. When I touched it, it was quite elastic compared to its thickness.

Looking at the wound, it may have actually been a deep stab, but it appears to have been just a scratch due to its good defense.

Thistle apologizes repeatedly.

“Sorry. You even made an appointment to meet, but as soon as you confirmed the necessary location, you ran away alone.”

“No, I’m glad you came back alive.”

'It looks like someone is going to go first after all.'

Thistle seems to think this is truly shameless, so he lowers his head and begins to talk without looking into my eyes.

“It's a really shameful story, but I spent all my money on acquiring the materials and information needed for the lecture. As someone who has also been an adventurer, asking other adventurers for favors without compensation is something I would dare to apologize for. So I thought it would be okay to pay later, so I tried to ask a knowledgeable person, but the only person that came to mind was Lee Rim.”

“If I am the only person willing to do it, wouldn't I be able to refuse of course? Of course we have to help.”

“Still...”

“It’s okay. Wasn't I the one who first said that I would help someday? So don’t feel burdened.”

'They say I'll get paid later, so I have to do it.'

I also wanted to take a look at Kangshin, so I gladly accepted.

“Thank you so much. Really, it would have been better if my strength had been stronger, but I'm still lacking in feats, so I end up messing things up like this.”

'Rather than a lack of strength, it was probably more that I went in without thinking too much.'

I think the problem was that I was a little distracted and my judgment was clouded. If I had changed my weapon, I might have been able to do it alone. Thistle's skills are comparable to those of a mid-level adventurer.

“Can’t I just change weapons? Since it is a narrow cave, a short mace or short sword would have been fine.”

I thought it would have been good to at least change to a different weapon, even a claymore, but there was a reason.

“This claymore is a weapon given directly by Deshade, so it is difficult to separate it from the body. Changing weapons depending on the situation is a natural thing for an experienced adventurer, but at the same time, as a priest, I think of this as a part of the body, so I can't do that.”

“Ah, I see. In that case, I guess there was nothing I could do.”

'So you went into the cave with something you couldn't wield in the narrow interior?'

If it were a weapon given directly by God, it would be difficult to separate it from the body.

Since we decided to help Thistle, we discussed the departure date.

“When will you leave? Well, I think the day after tomorrow will probably be difficult, but tomorrow will be possible.”

I have to do supply work the day after tomorrow, so it's better to finish it before then if possible.

“Then I guess I’ll have to ask for tomorrow. They said that if the military decides to proceed with the ceremony, they will send an official request and dispatch Lee Rim. Today I will speak through the guild.”

“I guess Hygenic said that.”

“Yes. He was a very grateful person. Since most people serve Gaia, it is natural to worry about what people around you think, but to think that she helps another god like this.”

“If there are people who love humans, no matter how many there are, of course we should be thankful.”

'Actually, it's all about networking.'

If you think about it for a long time, it is natural that there is nothing to be gained even if you treat Thistle harshly now, and there is a high chance that it will come back better later if you treat it well.

The officer in the security force also looked young, and I think that was the secret to getting to that position so early.

“So how do you plan on doing today? If anything else happens, I can come visit you, so I think I should know where to stay.”

“I rented this place yesterday, so it would be right to leave. First of all, the atmosphere is not welcoming to me, but I am thinking of going to Gaia's church and asking for a night. They would be generous enough to allow me to rent an eaves for one night.”

“Wouldn’t an inn be better?”

'It must be difficult to be treated properly by the Gaia Church.'

I start to worry because I think that my injured body might suffer if I don't rest properly.

Thistle responded as if she was really okay with me, but-

“... Well, I spent all the money I had left on medicine. Since I couldn't find an inn, I went to the Gaia Church. Still, you don't have to worry...”

Growling-

As if denying the excuse, thunder rumbled from Thistle's ship.

“... I'm sorry.”

Thistle's face was completely red, as if he was embarrassed, and he was clutching his priest's robes tightly.

Just looking at it, it looks like he plans to starve like this.

'It's not a bad idea to pretend not to see something even after hearing all the noise.'

I take out 1 gold coin from my pocket as an emergency fund, just in case. Thanks to Enin, I started going out quite often, so I saved the money.

Get “”

“Yes, yes?”

Thistle was surprised when he forcibly opened the hand holding the priest's uniform and gave him a gold coin. I'm afraid I'll say something rejecting it, so I immediately add this and that.

“Please consider this as my donation to the church. It would be better to find a place to stay, eat, get a good rest, and meet tomorrow. Don’t you want to go to another denomination and bow your head for no reason?”

Following Hygenic's example, I also helped Thistle for both humanitarian and networking purposes.

As she serves Deshade, she does not have a church yet and Thistle is the only believer, so it would be difficult to expect much help right now.

But there is such a thing as a future. I believe that if we show favor now, we will be able to receive great help later if the size of this church grows.

Since we don't know what the future will be like, it's a waste of money to call it a donation, but since I'm not particularly concerned about money, it doesn't matter to me.

'And there's nothing wrong with being seen well by the god Deshade.'

More important than anything else, the new god that will appear in this place, which is at the level of a single state religion, is more important. I want to establish a connection with this god by helping Thistle.

'If you do well, you might be able to receive something.'

If you treat the first priest, Thistle, well and make a good impression, he may give you something good like Thistle's claymore.

At the thought of spending the day looking at the opinions of other denominations, I felt somewhat pitiful.

Thistle takes the gold coin from me and continues to look at it, then looks at me.

“Such a favor... I can't refuse it even with empty words because the situation is not good. Thank you very much. May Deshade’s blessing be with you.”

And then they hug while shedding tears.

I was startled when he suddenly turned this way while I was still wearing a bandage and not even wearing a shirt.

“Uh, sir, priest?”

“Thank you so much...”

A sincere hug hugs my body tightly.

A soft mass hit my upper body, and although I was embarrassed, I couldn't push it away.

The priest, who relied on God but could not find a place to lean on in reality, holds on to his clothes tightly, expressing his gratitude as if he had finally found a place to lean on and as if he would never let go.

'... Considering that I've been alone for 10 years, this is probably worth it.'

“Black, huh...”

As I cry, tears start to wet my clothes.

The situation must have been so difficult that he was greatly impressed by me with only 1 gold.

If you think about it the other way around, you can say that he lived without receiving even the slightest help from anyone.

'What should I do in times like this?'

I felt sorry for those around me who could not say anything else. Still, it seemed like a quiet pat on the back was enough, and after some time, her crying subsided.

Thistle looks straight at me with red eyes and says.

“... I will never forget this. In the future, if there is something I can personally dedicate myself to, I promise to accept any request.”

“No, until you swear...”

'I think I've already received my reward thanks to the hug.'

After that, I carried Thistle's luggage and moved it to a nearby inn, then we parted ways and agreed to meet tomorrow.

“Then let’s see tomorrow.”

“Yes. I hope you too have a pleasant day. May Deshade light the path ahead.”

After parting ways with Thistle and returning to the supply world, I think about various things.

'Are we going to go together as expected?'

Speaking of goblin dens, it's not that difficult. There is no need to throw a loud party.

'Peria... is busy.'

I thought about taking Peria with me for this job as well, but since she also has work to do, it's not a good idea to bring her around too often.

'Master also said that he would stay next to Enin as an assistant to help me get around. What happened? Let's go together. There will be nothing but goblins.'

Goblins, like beginner adventurers who don't know their habits, get wiped out once in a while to increase their numbers, but they can't lose with their soul bottle bodies. All you have to do is take good care of your equipment.

I arrived at the supply area thinking that it would be more comfortable if there were fewer people.

“I went.”

“Welcome. You came at just the right time.”

When I lifted up the tent and went in, I saw a familiar face.

One is Enin's senior whom I saw in the morning.

Another person is a spirit soldier who came into my dorm.

'What combination?'

As I was looking at the two people who came in while I was away, they greeted me first.

“Nice to meet you. This is Florian, Enin's senior and the boss in charge of communications.”

“This is Deputy Noan.”

A woman who speaks leisurely and a soul bottle who answers in a sharp succession.

The nervous look of the soul bottle was like a man dealing with the parents of the person he was going to marry. That's what I'm saying, I've never seen it except in dramas.

Enin introduces me to them.

“Say hello. Lee Lim-ni... Lee Lim. They said they had something to ask.”

“Nice to meet you. This is Irim, Ennin’s lieutenant. What brought you here?”

I greeted the request with caution, but Enin's senior smiled brightly and told me about the business.

“Did you meet the priest of that new god today? The priest who performs the ritual of manifestation.”

“I just met you and am on my way back.”

Perhaps because Thistle was considered a person of interest, rumors were spreading unknowingly.

“Ah! I see. So, if it doesn't bother you, could you please include this child in that?”

Florian says while holding the arm of the spirit soldier named Noan who is standing stiffly next to him.

“I really need to ask you something-.”

“I also ask... Lee Rim. I am indebted to this person for a lot of things, and I am not the type of person who usually asks for requests like this, so I really want to oblige.”

I judge by looking at Enin’s eyes. Seeing that his eyes didn't look very anxious, it seemed like he genuinely wanted to help, not that he was threatened or anything like that, so I decided to gladly accept.

“Okay.”

'If Enin says so, I have to do it. He even came there in person and asked me this.'

One of the reasons I accepted was because this boss was a polite person.

Just from a disciplinary perspective, since he is a higher-ranking person than Enin, it is right that he must follow orders and apply for recruitment at will.

However, I don't feel bad because this person deliberately came to see us to ask for a doctor even though he could do that.

I look at the very large spirit soldier who is two heads higher than me.

Since we were going to have to go into the goblin den anyway, I decided that it wouldn't matter if there were one more person.

'It wouldn't be bad as a vanguard.'

        
            Although it would be reassuring if there was a vanguard, I asked the question with the thought of resolving one last question.

“It’s okay if you follow me, but is it okay if I ask why? I don’t understand why people follow me even though I’m asking them to do something that could be dangerous.”

If you are an adjutant with a mental illness, the officer presents the condition as providing a better environment than when you were a mentally ill officer.

So, he accepts the position as a lieutenant by promising to skip most things related to combat.

'Is there any reason to become a lieutenant and then go out to fight?'

It is a common occurrence for soul soldiers to become direct subordinates of officers.

When there is demand, supply is met.

It is frequently seen that the soul bottle itself is similar in appearance to the previous life, although it may be the taste of a person who participated in the design, but in most cases, it is made in a more aesthetic form.

So, there are quite a few nobles who try to keep by their side if there is a person of good looks that they like.

Butlers and maids are also selected in the same way, so it is similar, but in the case of soul bottles, it feels like a rare, limited, high-quality workforce.

Therefore, for an ordinary noble, not a soldier, to have a soul bottle, it means that he or she has enormous wealth and connections enough to take out the soul bottle, so it is often used for show off.

Of course, the doctor of the soul is also important, so in cases where the person approaches the person with impure motives, most people notice and reject it, but there are also cases where they are persistent.

In any case, the procedures are complicated, so the hard-earned soul bottle is not usually sent to situations where there is a fight, but there must be a reason for asking for it.

“Actually, there is something like a quota system.”

“Quota system?”

“Yes. Even though he's an adjutant, he can't just make fun of a good human resource called a soul soldier. So, at least once a month, I have to go out to do inspector work or other investigative work. This kid also has to go on a mission this month, but his personality is so timid that he feels uncomfortable hanging out with people he doesn't know.”

Is “ big?”

'Ah mistake.'

When I was told that I had a personality that did not match my huge body type, I blurted out without realizing it.

That's because the forearm of the soul bottle in front of me is so muscular that it's so thick that I can't even cover it with both hands. If he says something like that, I can't help but wonder if he's making a joke.

“I’m just embarrassed.”

I thought about what I would do if he got angry, but the spirit soldier involved lowered his head, probably because he was big enough. So I felt embarrassed and quickly apologized.

“... No. It's a prejudice to say that a person's personality is so exciting just because he or she is large. I am sorry.”

“Thank you for your understanding. Because he is a meticulous child. So, since I will be dispatched as an inspector to help the priest this time, I would like to ask you to join me. Still, if it's someone you know, you can trust it.”

Florian places his hands next to his face and asks for a favor.

“So, I’ll ask you a favor~.”

'That's a very refreshing smile.'

The thought of him personally coming and asking for a favor for his adjutant made him even more unable to refuse.

“I don’t think it will be difficult, so I’ll do it.”

“Thank you so much! Brother!”

'It's a surprise. 'Why am I your brother?'

When Florian gave the confirmation, Noan bowed his head and expressed his gratitude.

If someone looks at it incorrectly, it looks like they are being greeted by a subordinate from some organization, which is a burden.

“Uh... Then let's just pack our equipment and leave tomorrow morning.”

“Yes! Okay!”

“... Please relax and come back.”

“Yes!”

“No... Oh yes. Well then, let’s go.”

It has been very stiff since a while ago, and even the voice is loud, so I feel a little uncomfortable.

It wasn't until the two people left that I relaxed as well.

'It's the same spirit body, but why do I feel such a difference in voice and specs?'

The sound of the voice seems to be a good way to attract the attention of enemies.

-------------------------------

“Yes. Are you coming to do business?”

“Yes. The magic tower lord in this territory says he has some information he really wants to get?”

“I’ll save up some money.”

“It’s level A information, so we have to beat it all the way.”

I asked Feria in the morning what to do, but the answer was that he couldn't go because he had work to do.

Since information has an expiration date, you should sell it in advance and exchange it for money so that you will not run out of cash later when you buy the dwarven coins that Peria collects.

'You have to be considerate.'

“Yes. Do it yourself. I go my own way. let's go. Presbyopia.”

“Yes! Brother!”

I packed my gear and gear and set off for the adventurer's guild.

The esterk and breastplate that I always wore, the gauntlets and gaiters that are now in short supply so I have to wait for tomorrow's supplies, and my eternal friend, the throwing ax, for my waist.

Noan next to me saw my outfit and became interested.

“It’s short. Is it for throwing?”

“Because he is a fantastic friend who boasts an average killing power of 0.99.”

'It's a shame it's not 1.'

Except for Gloria, this is a weapon that always serves one person.

It's not that I don't want to throw a knife like Peria, but a heavy ax is best against the thick skulls of monsters.

'Would the Vikings carry axes for no reason?'

And from now on, I always feel more confident because I have a magic sword with me.

Perhaps because he killed Gilbertan and absorbed a little of the Demon King's magic, he didn't look bad. Although the color seems to have changed slightly.

The vessel made from the soul also grew slightly in size, and when I made a sword with the accumulated magic power, it went from an excessive size to the length of a dagger that swordsmen in the back alleys hide around.

It's a drawback that it doesn't have a cross guard because it's made of a barrel all the way to the hilt, but it's reassuring because it's the best attack power I've ever had.

“Noan, you are well armed.”

“Because it’s big, there are a lot of things to take care of. There are also times when I am very scared.”

'It looks like his personality is definitely different from what he looks like.'

Unlike me, a lightly armed man, Noan was a vanguard himself.

The helmet is worn tightly enough to provide basic armor. He carries a huge tower shield on his back, a long sword on his waist, and a large ax in his hands.

electric potential.

In this world, being a lineman is a truly difficult profession to survive in. Presbyopia is a soul disease, so it doesn't matter.

If you look at Noan's level of armament, even by medieval standards, it can be considered a heavy soldier. This is a weapon that will not easily lose its life no matter what battlefield it falls on.

But this is a different world.

The ground was littered with demonic beasts that could destroy trees with a single swing, as well as most demonic beasts, monsters, and other races, as well as minotaurs rampaging from the north, as well as halberds wielded by demons.

'They say people are split up so easily here.'

It's no different in reality, but the difference here is that even if you prepare well enough, it still falls to pieces.

In addition to physical attacks, you must also block magic, and to do so, several conditions must be met.

A shield that is either made of incredibly good material or is very thick. And shield skills.

As for the shield, fortunately, the land where the Kingdom Alliance is located is a town where iron ore is abundant, so we have never been short of weapons.

In the village in the rear, they burn fires day and night to make weapons and even receive requests and receive orders.

At one time, even though it was a war situation, it was so prosperous that it made money by exporting weapons to the empire. There is a shortage of highly skilled technicians, but resources are plentiful.

Kingdoms compete on quantity rather than quality.

Anyway, the shield itself is plentiful, but the problem is that the effectiveness of the shield is low.

While adventurers try to be as careful as possible and only deal with enemies of a size that they can handle, for us, even when a magic comes, a magic that basically wipes out 100 people at a time, and no matter how thick the shield is, even if we carry a shield, we will not be able to protect ourselves from enemies, including the shield. You have to deal with guys like ogres who crush you with your armor intact.

'If you say that a shield is necessary even to block arrows-'

Still, I once thought it would be nice to have a shield.

But it really was just a time.

I thought so too, but after blocking the arrows of elves and demons, I gave up that thought.

They are better at making arrows than we are, and since they were born with a huge difference in strength, they were able to pierce the shield no matter how thick it was, so we unanimously gave up.

'I don't know what the arrows are made of, but what can I do when they tear apart even the shield made entirely of iron? Just run and if you get hit, you can either respawn and pray that you don't get hit, or hold on until the arrows run out.'

In particular, we did not even count the deaths of elves from arrows.

They are the ones who only aim for the head and shoot with pinpoint accuracy.

So, unlike adventurers, there are many people who give up holding a shield and choose to dodge when an elf shoots an arrow, even though they have a soul bottle that can block arrows from demons.

Despite this trend, it is the confident people who take up the shield.

Confident people who have the ability to skillfully dispatch weapons or arrows wielded with tremendous force.

Looking at Noan's size, it doesn't seem like it's a bad thing to expect.

'At best today, I'll only encounter demonic beasts and goblins on the way.'

When I went to the front of the Adventurer's Guild, Thistle was there.

“Thank you for accompanying me today. Lee Lim. But who is next to you?”

It is called “Presbyopia. This time, I came with my brother to help the priest.”

“I’m just grateful that one more person helped me. Thank you so much.”

Thistle and Noan made a simple statement.

“Then, shall we leave right away?”

Thistle's complexion looks good and looking at the way she is wearing her storage box, it looks like she is ready. I think it would be okay to leave right away.

“Of course. It won't take long, so you should be able to come back today.”

“Oh, take this with you. An officer from the security forces asked me to take it with me when I go.”

A receptionist came out from inside and removed the cloth next to Thistle, revealing two coffins.

It is a box containing a spare body.

“No, you’re telling me to take this much just to catch a goblin?”

‘Aren’t you taking too much care of me? I was already wondering if I was a bit over-armed against goblins.'

I tried to ask the receptionist to be more flexible, with all the arrogance on my face, but it didn't work.

“I feel like I’ll be fine without it, even though my luggage is increasing for no reason.”

“No. He advised me to take it with me at all costs in case I fail. Anyway, I have finished handing over.”

“No, let me say it anyway, this guy just leaves.”

The receptionist said her work was done and went straight in.

'This is really like using a cow knife to kill a chicken. It's annoying, but what can I do if I criticize it?'

I had no choice but to take the spare bodies.

“Hehe... Let’s register first. Presbyopia.”

“Of course.”

The pattern drawn on my and Noan’s necks will be engraved on the coffin. After that, I tried carrying it in a similar way to Thistle carrying the storage box, but it was still uncomfortable.

“I think it would be very difficult to carry this on my back. If you're going to do it, you have to provide support along with the carriage. What is this?”

It seems like they never give us our thoughts. I thought it would be nice to have at least a carriage attached like last time, but this time they did not provide a carriage, saying the distance was close.

At that time, Noan came to me carrying his coffin.

“Let me listen.”

Noan carries two coffin straps and carries them on his shoulders.

“It’s not heavy?”

“It’s okay. Since he is big, things like this don't matter.”

“Thank you. It seemed like it would be difficult to move comfortably while carrying something. Instead, I will stand at the front.”

“No. I'm asking you to follow along, but I have to do at least this much.”

'He is a very polite person.'

Since it hasn't been resurrected yet, it weighs less than half of my body weight. It would still be bothersome to wear two, but it doesn't seem to be much of a problem for presbyopia. I guess I'm used to situations like this because I have a physique.

“Then let’s go.”

“Ah, yes.”

'It's the same soul disease, but is the difference in size really that big? 'Could it be that this person wasn't made with double the ingredients?'

So we left the territory.

        
            We arrived at the completely sunken house just as the sun, which had shyly shone from the ridge, began to shine its rays on the forest. It is a private house located a little away from the estate.

“It’s closer than I thought.”

“Yes. It is said that a farmer came to pick up something he had left at home, and the house collapsed, causing an oyster to pop out. It looks like the goblins were digging a tunnel and completely destroyed the ground of the house.”

“That person suddenly lost his house.”

If it becomes a goblin, it will be a natural disaster.

They live by digging burrows, but they don't know how to dig burrows, so they sometimes emerge in the middle of the city.

In most cases, they sense the sound above their heads and run away while digging.

Noan spoke to Thistle while clearing away the debris.

“But shouldn’t a ritual be a very sacred work? There is a choir in a huge temple and they bring sacrifices. Of course, it's all just my imagination, but I think it's somehow grand.”

'This man stabs Thistle where it hurts.'

There is no way a poor, one-man denomination could make such preparations.

Thistle answers Noan’s words with a bitter expression.

“If it were other denominations, what Noan said would be correct, but fortunately Deshade said there was no need for such ostentation and only told me about the basic necessary steps and items. They say it's okay as long as there is a body where God can enter directly and a place where clean energy is gathered.”

“Thank goodness.”

“A very frugal person, no, it’s God.”

Since soul disease is not from this world, the only way to find out about this world is by asking others. As we talked about this and that, I became curious about something, so I asked Thistle.

'Now that I think about it, I'm curious about the feat.'

“Does Thistle dedicate his feat to Deshade? Is the method different from the Gaia Church?”

The church of Gaia, the deity believed in by many people in the kingdom, gathers at the cathedral once a month to worship on what is called ‘Offering Day’.

On the day of the event, people strengthen their spirits by performing a ritual to dedicate the achievements they have accumulated.

Of course, that is the Gaia Church's method, and other races use different methods.

“As of now, I am the only one, so there are not enough people to gather to call it a separate event. It is enough to simply offer a prayer in front of the symbol when the time is right. And Deshade not only strengthens your soul, but sometimes gives you the strength to overcome the path ahead.”

This one was similar to the Gaia Church, but it seemed to give something extra as a bonus. I remembered how in the military they would give each other more food to come to their side.

“I guess you're talking about the strength to overcome the path ahead, like the shining strength I saw last time.”

“You are talking about the light of judgment.”

'Was there a technical name?'

“What a great name!”

Noan compliments with his eyes shining brightly. He's that big and has eyes like those of a calf. oh my god.

“Thank you. Well, I'm not a wizard, so there's no need to actually shout. Anyway, in addition to the divine spells like the ones I used, there are spells that strengthen the body.”

“Can I ask you something specifically?”

“Yes. So... yes? All right. sorry. For a moment, I heard Deshade say something. Deshade told me not to tell him that he hasn't decided on a name yet. So far, you have taught us things like praying to not lose your mind in any situation and praying not to bleed. Since he is so capricious, he only gave me the prayer and said he hasn't decided on the name of the spell yet.”

'I'm not deciding on a nickname, but it's been 10 years since Shin decided something like that?'

The more questions he asks, the more his image as an eccentric god grows.

At that time, the translucent veil covering Thistle's eyes flutters.

I guess that's evidence that Deshade is talking to me. Thistle pauses in response to the rustling, then responds to us or speaks to himself.

'I'm a bit jealous of having a private meeting with a god.'

Is it because there is only one believer with God?

Thistle's conversation with the invisible god was far from a solemn question and answer.

Since I only saw Thistle's reaction, I don't know exactly what kind of conversation was taking place, but the way she smiled slightly as she responded was like a daughter having a conversation with her father.

'but. In 10 years, Thistle would have been young too.'

Through various conversations we had on the way, I learned that Thistle and I were the same age.

It is said that Thistle lost his parents at an early age, and Deshade came to visit him when he was 15, and from then on, he lived under God's guidance as an adventurer.

Considering the period and age, it is safe to say that they are adoptive parents.

Noan becomes envious as he watches Thistle talking to God.

“It would be great if we could pray like everyone else and gain that kind of strength.”

“There’s nothing we can do because it’s a different world.”

It’s just as Noan said.

All other soul soldiers have the same thoughts.

'Some people may think that they too would like to be freed from this bondage and live like ordinary people.'

Once a month, people flock to the church to offer prayers, and the soul sufferers just blankly watch those people.

They are all people who had their own world.

Instead of Gaia, which does not listen to the prayers of soul patients, some people pray to the god they originally served, but it is already outside the jurisdiction.

There are people who say they often heard the voice of God where they used to live, but I haven't seen a single person who has succeeded here.

So, everyone is suffering from depression as a chronic disease because they have no one to rely on.

Since I and Master were non-religious, we lived with the feeling of supporting each other from the beginning, but that may have reached its limit at some point.

You may think it's only been 5 years, but for us it was a whopping 5 years.

Thistle also knew about this situation, so he changed the topic during the conversation, probably because he was worried about me and Noan.

“What kind of god did you worship?”

“I... I’m not sure because I haven’t received any education about God yet. Still, it was there. There was a person called the goddess who protected the mountain.”

“I see. What about Lee Rim?”

“Oh, I am not religious.”

“Yes? No religion?”

Thistle was very surprised by my answer following presbyopia.

“Looking at the reaction, do you think Shamanism is a bit strange?”

“Oh, no. It's not that it's strange... It's because most people say they have their own gods. I thought that Lee Rim must also have a god that he served in the world before he came here.”

“There were many religions rather than gods... but I wasn't really interested in them.”

“So you’re saying you’ve always been an shaman?”

'Uh, did I answer something wrong?'

Thistle's eyes changed slightly.

Eyes that long for something.

It gives off the vibe that you won't miss it.

“Then, are you thinking of joining our denomination...”

The voice seemed a bit cautious but courageous, as if it was considering the relationship between us.

'Is it like this?'

But I still don't like the feeling of belonging somewhere. I decided to pass on it in moderation.

“Well, sorry, not available at the moment.”

“I guess so. sorry. Even though I just heard that, I suggested it.”

“No. I'm even sorry...”

I'm sorry to see you so disappointed, but I really don't want to make a choice that has no merit at the moment. It is currently impossible for soul disease to become stronger through God.

I have absolutely no desire to belong to religion when I have nothing to gain from it.

Then Thistle's veil fluttered again, and she seemed to have something to say to God, and then she spoke again.

“... Deshade says that if his advent succeeds, he will save people like you.”

“Us?”

“Yes. Although the soul bottle's body is artificial and cannot elevate the feat, he says he will listen to the story and answer regardless. He says it doesn't matter if you don't trust him, and that it's okay, so if you come and talk to him, he'll listen and answer your complaints.”

'That's something I really appreciate.'

God is originally a being to lean on.

Many people believe in God for psychological comfort.

From the perspective of other soul soldiers, if a god called Deshade could do something like that, it would be at least a consolation to replace the gods they used to serve, who are now unresponsive.

At least it might be better than a god like Gaia who doesn't speak to anyone other than his priests, especially high-ranking priests.

I have a feeling that if this god were to descend, he would win the hearts of the soul-sick people.

“So, if you change your mind later, please come back. It’s okay if you don’t, so please come visit us anytime.”

“If that’s the case, I understand.”

Thistle asked with a rather sorrowful expression, so I made a promise that I couldn't hit the wall from here. Perhaps because of this, her expression brightened a bit.

“Hearing things like that makes me want to talk to God too! I feel like I need to somehow succeed in the ritual quickly. You can see the collapsed entrance. I will go in first. Priest, brother!”

Before I knew it, I could see the entrance to the goblin's den.

After hearing Thiseul's words, Noan must have become very motivated, so even though I had promised to go in first, he said he would go in first.

'But why does this guy keep calling me older brother?'

But even more than that, I was uncomfortable because I kept worrying about the title they used to call me.

“Over there. Presbyopia? You may be older than me, so you can talk to me. I'm 25.”

I really can't get used to being called 'brother' by a muscular man with a stylish beard. However, after hearing Noan's next words, I came to understand the name.

“No. You can just leave the words to me. Even if it looks like this, I am now 15 years old.”

'what. 'She was younger.'

It's a title that makes sense if you're younger.

Now I understand why they kept talking down to us, so I feel a little bit-

...

‘Wh-what? '15 years old?'

For a moment, I looked back, wondering if I had heard wrong.

No matter how you looked at his crazy protruding frame, huge kidneys, and shiny mustache that seemed to have been coated with oil, it denied the fact that he was just 15 years old.

...

'Then you were 10 when you just came here? 'Isn't that crazy?'

“Well, I think I misheard. Can you say it again?”

Thistle looked very dazed, probably embarrassed, so he checked again.

I also want to hear the word joke quickly.

“Hmm. Actually, I was 9 years old, but my birthday was the next day, so I am now 10. Five years have passed and I am now 15 years old. i look forward to! sister! older brother! Hahaha!”

“Oh, fuck.”

“Se, oh my god Deshade...”

I remember what Florian said.

'Attentive child.'

By child, I really meant a child, a child who was around the age of an elementary school student in the world I was in.

'Aren't you crazy? I still thought there was no one this young. But why did he look like this?'

There is something called face value in the world. However, presbyopia is an appearance that completely negates that.

“Presbyopia. Did you ever look like that when you were alive?”

They tell me to do it, but no matter how much I look at it, it doesn't make sense. Her voice is very loud.

“Do you mean this? Before I died, I was just like any other child my age, but I always strongly thought that I wanted to become an adult. So it might have been like this. I really like it the way it is now.”

Noan poses like a bodybuilder.

As the muscles expand, the armor swells and makes a sound of hitting each other.

I don't know why, but the mustache is twitching.

'It's gross.'

It has the eyes of a calf, but looks like a muscular cow.

It's also a muscle of a size that makes you wonder if steroids were mixed into the feed.

The child who dreamed of becoming an adult had his wish fulfilled too faithfully.

“Okay, let’s go in first!”

“Uh, no, you have to protect us from behind.”

“Ma, that’s right. It would be reassuring to have someone tall watching my back.”

“Then I will do that.”

When Thistle and I stopped Noan from taking the lead, Noan quickly moved and stood behind us. We go inside the cave in a single file.

Thistle and I exchange glances as we walk.

‘Are you 15 years old? 15 years old? 'Did I hear something wrong?'

'I think I heard it wrong, but unless we both misheard, it's probably 15 years old.'

Thistle also seems very embarrassed. Perhaps my reflection in her eyes would be the same.

Although he looks huge, he is still a 15-year-old child.

Even by the standards of this world, he has not yet had a coming of age ceremony.

That child also became mentally ill and was living in this hell.

'They really are crazy bastards.'

Once again, I come to hate the people who planned the soul disease.

If I meet those guys, will I treat them as human beings?

'I don't think I can.'

No matter how much I think about it, it seems impossible.

“I want to meet Deshade quickly.”

We sent Noan, who was so excited, to the back and entered the goblin den.

        
            “Kiyayayayak!”

It's easy to deal with goblins who sometimes have trouble expressing their opinions among themselves.

Monsters that only scream and charge with malice aimed at killing people in front of them.

puck!

Bah!

If you kick it with a military boot, its jaw will be shattered, and if you swing an axe, the back of it will be split apart.

If these guys had been a little smarter, they would have been really annoying.

For example, they know how to take hostages, make tools suitable for use with their own hands, or make poison and apply it to weapons.

If you look at the speed at which their numbers increase, they are comparable to cockroaches, but their intelligence is so pitiful that they can be classified as magical beasts, so I am very fortunate.

Otherwise, they would have become a huge threat to us as another heterogeneous race.

Therefore, those with an intelligence lower than that of these goblins, who cannot form a proper culture, are classified as demonic beasts, and those above that are called other races.

“Ugh, look how messy it is already.”

The ax that killed more than 30 of them was already starting to lose its edge.

If you use too much esterk, it will become stiff and difficult to use later when you really need it.

So, I take out the one-handed throwing ax that I brought to throw away and deal with it.

Now, it feels less like I'm being cut into pieces and more like I'm being beaten to death. It is being used at the level of a complete club.

“Kiss, talent!”

“What’s wrong? I have to rush in like I normally do.”

They seem to be scared, so they start to hesitate and become more active. Pick up the head with your hands, throw it, kick it with your feet, and move forward.

Create a path for corpses covered in blood.

Stress is relieved.

I always meet similar or strong opponents, but meeting these guys really feels like heaven.

They come running with things like carving knife-like blades and farming tools, but even if they swing them hard, it is clearly visible how they will swing them.

If there is a soul soldier who died after being hit by something like that, he or she will die in shame again even after being resurrected.

However, since the blood was pouring out heavily, Thistle looked at him to see if he was too excited.

“Do you think it’s a little hard to see?”

“No. After all, we are a species that enjoys coveting what belongs to others. Since there is a lot of damage to people, it would be right to kill as many people as possible.”

After hearing Thistle's answer, he continues his work more energetically.

Thistle is also carrying the burden, and Noan has his own two weapons, a shield, and a crown, so I have to do everything.

Since it is a narrow cave to begin with, it is easier to fight alone without paying attention to the surroundings.

For me, even though they are petty people, it is a task to collect souls, so it is better to do it alone, as it allows you to collect as many souls as possible.

Occasionally, those that came through the wall from behind would explode with a popping sound when Noan lightly trampled them or pressed them with his shield.

By the time I had killed close to 100 goblins, I could no longer see them.

'I guess I did this without thinking too much.'

Drop- Drop-

Blood has now begun to drip from the sleeve that had the most blood on it.

After killing them all, the blood splattered all over my clothes, making me feel uncomfortable.

“Now I have to look for Sam.”

“Sister! I can smell the water from here!”

“I can only smell blood.”

Presbyopia seems to have a good nose. Even though my clothes and everything around me was a sea of blood, I could smell the water.

“You can see a lot of footprints on this side of the road where they tried to enter and then turned back.”

Thistle speaks while looking at the goblin footprints in the direction Noan mentioned.

“Do goblins not drink water?”

“I will drink, but I will not touch this fountain. The place I'm looking for is a naturally occurring sanctuary, and I'm looking for holy water there, so it will feel very scary to them. So I don’t approach you.”

'indeed. Then I understand.'

I went inside and immediately saw a spring. As Thistle said, it was a sacred place that no one had ever reached, and there were no traces of anything artificial.

The sanctuary that the Adventurer's Guild found at the request of a person with foresight was a spring large enough for one person to enter.

The clean water contained in the small spring was emitting light on its own inside the cave, where no sunlight could enter. We unpacked our bags in front of him.

“Can you help me?”

“Yes! sister. Brother, you’re getting some rest!”

'Ah, that title is really hard to get used to.'

When Thistle opened the storage box with Noan's help, a full set of black armor came out inside.

“Is this the body God will enter? Isn’t it just armor?”

“I also listened to Deshade's words and used this armor to suit the conditions as best as possible. This is the result of searching through the literature as much as possible, as the only records of the Kangshin ritual are from other races, but honestly, I feel a little uneasy from here on out.”

Well, since there aren't many records of the river god in human records, what I'm seeing from now on may be the first ritual for others, including me.

Thistle assembles a cross-shaped wooden stand and puts armor on it one by one.

“Now just add this to the spring water.”

Noan and I took the armor and put it in the spring water and set it up.

“What should I do now?”

“You just have to wait.”

'What, it's easy.'

There was nothing special about the ceremony. Thistle knelt in front of him and began to pray quietly, so we decided to stay in front until the ceremony was over.

A spring where water flows little by little and gathers in a wide cavity, with a little moss on it.

Light slowly began to flow into the armor locked within it.

This is a sanctuary, so goblins won't come near you anyway, so you don't have to worry about it. I completely relaxed.

I shake off the flesh from the axe and Thistle quietly prays. Noan hugs his knees and looks around.

But Noan is squirming. To be exact, his mustache is twitching and he can't stay still even for a moment.

15 years old. Well, if you take your kids to the playground and tell them to sit still, they are still at the age where they will pick up the rocks around them and throw them.

'He looks a little different, but he's still a kid.'

He seemed very bored, so I started a conversation.

“Noan.”

“Yes. Brother.”

“What did you do before coming here?”

“Before you die?”

“Yes. This shit... before I live a boring life.”

“Hmm... I lived in a place with a sky that was a little similar to this world. However, it was an ordinary place with no demons or strange-looking humans.”

Noan seems to have come from a world similar to this one in terms of the times. When I heard that it was another world, I got curious and kept asking.

“Do you remember anything? Things that were fun or things that left an impression.”

“If that’s the case, then there is. I picked flowers every day and brought them to the girl next door.”

“Flowers?”

“Yes. flower. The child next door was sick and couldn't get out of bed. So he liked it when I brought him flowers.”

“I was young.”

Old Man caresses the weed flowers blooming near the moss with his big hands.

“That same day, I went outside to pick some flowers and bring them to her, but suddenly lightning started to strike. And then I got struck by lightning.”

A curse call that came without warning.

The large-scale summoning spell killed many people, including me, who lived ordinary lives.

“I feel a little sad that I can't meet the girl next door anymore. Because I couldn’t even ask your name.”

“...”

'Did I say something wrong?'

I brought this up because I wanted to kill boredom, but I think I touched on some unnecessary details. When the silence seemed to be getting a little long, Noan spoke up this time.

“What did you do?”

“What am I.”

'Was there anything special?'

I thought about it a bit, but all I could remember was that it wasn't a very interesting life.

“University, no. You know it’s school? He died while going to school and helping out at the store. ... That's the end. I'm sorry that I asked first and all I got was a boring story.”

“Is there anyone you want to see?”

“Not sure.”

Strangely enough, I didn't feel like going back.

Until high school, I was fed up with my parents fighting at home every day. So after graduating, I applied to a university far away and found a place to live.

I left without saying anything, so I took out student loans on my own and survived by working part-time.

“Someone who will wait for me.”

'If I go back, will anyone be waiting for a loan collection letter?'

It had been a while since no one greeted me when I entered the house.

Indifference towards each other. From the beginning, I thought it was natural to feel uncomfortable having more than two people at home.

So, even though I lived in the same house, I almost lived alone.

Every week, I bought a packed lunch with the pocket money left on the table.

Maybe that's why, at some point, the convenience store felt like a more comfortable space than home.

'Ah, but he still reminds me a little of my junior.'

The only person I really want to meet again is my junior at a part-time job. However, I don't want to go back despite all the other circumstances.

“I wish you had a girlfriend.”

“Woman, I’m not your girlfriend.”

“It’s true that a female friend is similar to a female friend.”

“Is that so?”

Noan's face turns red.

'It's fun to make fun of.'

As we were chatting, Thistle finished praying and stood up.

“It has begun.”

Spring water begins to flow into the black armor.

Deshade's incarnation comes true.

God's descent to earth.

Isn't this something incredibly rare that we, as humans, are seeing for the first time?

All the sparkling water goes into the shape of a person, and the black armor begins to move.

It is a luxurious, sharp-looking armor with all joints covered.

'Since it is an item that will be used as the body of a strong god, a huge amount of money must have been invested.'

At first glance, it was a luxurious armor that would be difficult to buy for an adventurer. Because of that, Thistle suffered to the point where he couldn't eat or sleep properly.

The armor slowly unfolds in a human motion, and the visible joints are covered with something that looks like black leather.

Slowly, start moving your finger joints one by one.

Clap, clap, clap.

The moment when you feel that every joint has finished its movement.

Flash!

Two lights came to life in my eyes. And a voice comes from inside.

“Is this what it feels like on earth?”

The gauntlet part of the armor grasped the air.

“The manifestation was successful.”

“I congratulate you on the accomplishment of Advent. Deshade.”

Thistle kneels down and says hello.

Noan and I both kneel down because we think we must be careful because we are in front of God.

“Although it was a difficult task, you succeeded again. My first apostle. I will praise you for that and give you the next command right away.”

“Please speak.”

God's words echo through the cave.

I get nervous because I don't know what will be said.

A solemn voice. You could say it's similar to the sound coming from a microphone, but it's a voice with such weight that you think it's foolish to compare it to something like that.

That voice echoes again.

“Could you please drop me off from here first? I can't move.”

        
            The solemn God cannot get down from the cross-shaped hanger and his legs shake.

“““...”””

Silence fell upon us. We couldn't move, as if all our strength had been lost.

“Huh? Can't you hear? hmm. ah. ah. Won't you drop me off here? I can't move.”

“...Yes. I understand.”

“Ah, yes. It seems like you haven't gotten used to speaking properly yet.”

‘Is this God? It seems a bit far from the God I think of.'

I had no idea that God's first appearance on earth would be this literal, wobbly appearance.

“I will take it out.”

Thistle and I hold the bottom and Noan lifts the armor.

“Yes. Slow down, ugh! Inside the head! It hit me inside! Do it gently!”

“Oops. Sorry.”

As Noan lifted up the armor and removed it, the gravel supporting the floor fell out and became distorted.

Then, the wooden support inside the armor hits the helmet from the inside, and the man named Shin complains of pain.

“I’m a god, but does it hurt?”

For me, respect for God and all that has already disappeared.

“Of course it hurts. Because all specifications are tailored to humans.”

“Humans cannot fit wooden supports inside their bodies, and if something comes from inside their head and hits them, they die.”

“Is that so? Then I guess I'll have to edit it.”

“... Don't do it. Because that will make your body more comfortable.”

Thistle is getting restless because I am talking to God.

“Hey Lee Rim. Still, he is our God, so can we please talk to him with a little more respect?”

“No, but it looks a little different from what I expected...”

When I was wondering how to express this, I thought of something good.

'Ah, walking armor guys. that's right.'

Living Armor.

It doesn't matter whether it's a spirit, a ghost, an off-the-shelf version of a Mimic, or whatever, it's a type of monster that for some reason walks around as if its armor is alive.

In my opinion, there is no better expression than that.

“Living Armora. That's a good expression. But since that is already a word that refers to them, I think it is inappropriate to use for me. So from now on, I recommend calling you by my name.”

“Mr. This god, he reads thoughts.”

God answered even though I had clearly never mentioned Living Armor.

Seeing that he uses mind reading, it seems that God is God after all, even though it seems absurd.

God continues to read my thoughts as he pleases.

“Before. ji. jeon. Awesome! Many humans want to show God that anything is possible, so I also appeared and equipped this body with various powers. Well, the power I have is not that great, so most large-scale powers are impossible.”

‘It’s annoying. The last time I read your mind was when you met Gloria.'

Having a conversation with someone who can read your thoughts is mentally tiring. It was the same during Gloria, and it is the same now.

Usually, thoughts come first and then the will, so the moment you try to control your thoughts with your will, the order is reversed and it is difficult.

I wonder what Gloria will do now. I even heard a rumor that he had returned to his city.

“If it’s him, he’s sleeping in his room right now with an eyepatch on. It looks like they stayed vigil.”

“I didn’t ask.”

It was so annoying that the armor god read my thoughts and gave me answers.

“From now on, please don’t give me your own answers before I speak to you. People usually don't like that kind of thing.”

“Thank you for the good advice. I thought it was a good feature, so I added it, but I didn't expect such a reaction. Let’s turn it off and go.”

“What kind of car radio is mind reading? Turn it on and off as you like.”

“I don’t know what radio is, but it seems to be something similar to power. Of course, it is my power, but it is also possible to control it.”

“I understand, so turn it off.”

“Irim, please show a little respect...”

“Yes. I understand.”

As I was having a one-sided argument with Shin, Thistle came up to me, gave me an anxious look, stopped me, and decided to stop pecking me.

Maybe this god needs someone to educate him about humans. If you do, Thistle will do it.

“Hey, God.”

“Hmm? What's going on?”

Strangely, Shin appeared to have taken my advice right away and responded to Noan's words without reading his thoughts.

Noan asks a question carefully.

“Can I find out how the child who lived next door to me lived before I died?”

'I feel like a clairvoyant. Is it possible to see other worlds?'

Now that I think about it, I found out right away that Gloria was far away. The two powers he has shown so far are mind reading and clairvoyance, so he may be able to grant Noan's wish.

But God's answer was firm.

“No, I don’t know.”

“Why is it such a short answer? Did you say it a little differently?”

“Irim, please speak up...”

“I cannot know what happens in other worlds than what happens in this world.”

Deshade's words make Noan a little depressed.

“But don’t worry. The people I see always overcome any situation. The child in your memory will soon wake up and wake up.”

“Really?”

'what. 'He's a kinder god than I thought.'

Contrary to appearances, it is quite human to know how to comfort others.

At least that's what I thought until the next answer came.

“Of course. She who rose up with hope from you will grow up beautifully, meet another wonderful man, have sex, have children, and live happily ever after! Probably about 10 children would be good. You may not be by her side, but when she dies, she will be happy, surrounded by that wonderful man and his children. This god! I do it myself! It may not be delivered, but I will send blessings to the woman you loved in the other world.”

“Hey, you crazy bastard. Eup!”

“I really can’t watch this anymore!”

“Eup!Eup!Uuuup!”

“Misunderstanding, because it’s a misunderstanding! Deshade, that’s not what you meant, so please calm down!”

When I tried to return the prophecy to an abusive prophecy no matter how many times I heard it, Thistle covered my mouth with his hand.

“Then I'm really glad.”

“Don’t worry. For humans, sadness is just a passing thing, and what we gain in the end is eternal happiness.”

“If the child can smile, I am satisfied with that.”

'He accepts it.'

Fortunately, for Noan, as long as the girl is happy, that seems to be the end of it.

I don't know if it was because he was an innocent child, but seeing that he was happy that the girl he liked was going to have a happy future made me feel that Noan was definitely an untainted child.

“Eup-eup.”

I wanted to ask more questions, and I was frustrated that my mouth was constantly blocked, so I appealed to Thistle to ask for help.

“... Can you promise never to speak rudely?”

Nod-

“Okay. Because I trust Lee Rim. Please, please save some face.”

Nod-

Even though I nodded, Thistle looked at me anxiously for a long time before finally letting go.

After watching Thistle for a bit, I ask a question.

“But what did God come down to do?”

“Are you curious?”

“A little bit. Didn't he come down to earth even though other gods said they would never come down to earth? They say that if they are discovered by other races, their eyes will light up and they will try to catch you.”

“Is that so? I've never even thought about that... Lee Rim. If so, you must keep it a secret for now.”

Thistle hastily asks for silence. I heard it from Hygenic and thought it was common knowledge, but I guess I didn't know. It seems that it was surprisingly not a well-known fact.

God answers my questions.

“To protect humans.”

“Yes? What are you talking about all of a sudden? Protecting humans.”

“The sound of the humans I love praying as they die at the hands of other races is heard in the sky every day. As I listened to the small wishes that were disappearing before they could reach the place where Gaia was, I felt like I should come down and answer them myself.”

“So you fell to the ground?”

“Yes. By my will.”

After hearing the reason, he suddenly seemed like a god.

The story that he decided to descend directly into a dangerous land to grant humans' wishes is quite attractive.

If it weren't for the next words.

“I also want to promote myself and gather some followers. Perhaps because my apostle is not good at talking, he was not able to gather believers very well.”

“Yes?! Sorry, sorry. Because my efforts were not enough...”

'That's crazy.'

The first words sounded pretty good, but it seems like that wasn't the only thing I was trying to do.

To me, it only sounds like they came in person because the number of believers wasn't increasing.

Although I couldn't help but sigh, I tried to make the most of it since it was a long time since I had met God.

“If you have any wish, will you grant it?”

“Just say it. If it is possible, I will make it happen, and even if it is not possible, I will always give you an answer. That's what I came down for.”

“Can you lift the curse on my body?”

I showed God the emblem on my neck. It is a curse-like sentence that forces the spirit patient to recognize the command and resurrect him.

God's answer was negative.

“Impossible.”

'Of course it is.'

At this point, my expectations had dropped and I thought it would be easier to find something possible rather than something impossible, so I changed the question.

“What is possible?”

“Anything the human body can do? This body is set to human standards.”

“Why did you come down with such restrictions?”

“Wouldn’t this make me feel familiar to humans?”

“In that case, if something can be done in a human-level, god-level body, then other people can also do it on their own. But there’s no way you’re coming to ask for a favor, right? Only then will there be believers?”

I don't know how many more powers he has besides the ones he showed me, but I don't believe that even that will be of much help.

Things like mind reading and clairvoyance are skills that even skilled wizards or alchemists can reproduce with enough preparation and materials.

Shin suddenly stiffened after hearing what I said.

Although it was momentary, it felt like I had returned to the motionless armor itself.

“...I see. In order to be familiar, I only thought about resembling a human as much as possible and adding some convenient functions, but I didn't think that far.”

'I can't use this.'

The answer just now confirms that this god is a useless god.

Deshade repeated, “I see, I see,” as if he had been caught off guard. Then he came in front of me.

“Hey, what is your name?”

“Your name? Here, it is called Lee Rim.”

“Irim! Even though I've been here for a while, you keep giving me good advice. Not like my first apostle.”

“Deshade? Why do you keep putting me at risk...”

Rookie Deshade ignores Thistle's words and continues talking. What he said was more hopeful than the answers so far.

“Let me reward you for that.”

'award? 'Is it in kind?'

The word ‘award’ really lifts my spirits.

It reminded me of the claymore Thistle had. I never thought I would have the opportunity to get something good so easily.

But what followed was not very welcome.

“I will give you the title of my second apostle! From now on, I will allow you to continue to stay by my side and speak directly to me. There is a saying that a good king should have servants who give sincere advice.”

'Let's ignore it.'

At best, they said they would scout me humbly.

“I will refuse. Presbyopia. Let’s go.”

“Yes. Brother.”

As someone who hates being associated with religion, I was offered a position that was truly useless.

Even if I accept it, I think I will become the second apostle and the last believer. Who would worship such a god?

As Noan and I were packing up, Deshade kept chatting. But there wasn't a single good sound.

“If you don’t like it, what about being a bishop?”

“Bishop?”

“Yes. A bishop is a leader who governs an entire region and spreads the gospel. Well, our denomination does not yet have land, a church, or a cathedral.”

“No need.”

'If it's a position in name only, it's even worse.'

Deshade follows Noan and me.

Thistle also hurriedly cleaned up after himself and walked up behind Deshade.

When I see God following me while talking about various things, I feel like he is not a god but like a newborn chick.

This is how Kangshin’s ritual ended.

        
            Once you come down a slope, there comes a time when you have to go back up.

Continue out of the cave along the path you came down towards the spring.

Perhaps because it was based on sacred water, or because it felt like a god, the goblin didn't even see a single fingernail this time.

It feels like I used insect repellent spray.

Our target was Kangshin, but since this was top secret, we were given a request to clear out a goblin den on the surface. When you no longer see goblins, go out and block the entrance.

However, as soon as you leave the cave and go up to the broken house, Deshade speaks up.

“I guess you have friends out there.”

“What is that noise all of a sudden?”

“I see two humans outside. Aren’t you part of the group?”

'You can see it?'

These are the words of God, who said earlier that he could see Gloria far away with his clairvoyance. It's probably not a lie.

'Who is it.'

The problem is that there is no guessing at all.

“Thistle. Are other adventurers nearby?”

“That... I don't think so. The Adventurer's Guild said they had left out all the requests in this area for us. I decided to take charge of this place, so other people wouldn't have come.”

If you received this as a request involving Thistle and the Adventurer's Guild has taken care of it, there is no reason to come this way unless you are passing by.

On the surface, it would be shameful to say that two parties were sent on this quest to exterminate goblins.

In that case, it could be said that they were adventurers who happened to be passing nearby, or people who secretly followed us.

“Deshade. Can you see what you are doing?”

“You hid quietly and gathered your magic power. They might have been preparing a congratulatory gun to surprise me when I got out. I am touched that they even made such preparations to celebrate my arrival.”

“Definitely not.”

I think over Deshade's words and try to infer as much as I can about the situation outside.

‘Knights don’t collect magic power by circulating it within their bodies. The sound of gathering means that casting has been completed. 'Are they wizards?'

Thanks to the detailed information obtained through the power of God's power, it became easier to determine. The wizards are ready and waiting to attack us.

“What should I do? Brother?”

“Well, if they start a fight, we have to attack too.”

It means that there is enough intention to do something at the point of hiding. The moment they attack us, we have a reason to attack them too.

“Seeing that we didn't come in at the time of the ceremony, it seems that the purpose was not to stop the ceremony.”

“They may not even know what we did inside. As of now, I don't know the exact thing, so let's focus on the purpose and ask.”

He reassures the anxious Thistle and checks the condition of the weapon.

'Two wizards.'

They are already ready for a preemptive attack.

However, since the information that magic was prepared in advance is known, it is also an opportunity to take advantage of it.

'It means a lot that the first magic that was prepared in advance for surprise attack is blocked.'

A magician would have been caught in an unexpected surprise attack, but if he could withstand the first surprise attack, there was a good chance of victory from then on.

Although it was a sudden attack, since the existence of the attackers was known, the formation was made using the information obtained as much as possible.

“For now, leave Deshade inside and take care of your eyes. Embrace the magic. After receiving it, immediately raise the shield upward to create a path.”

“I understand. Brother.”

“Thistle, please take the left. Let me take the right side.”

“Okay.”

Place the spare body to be resurrected inside and ask Deshade to do it.

“Please take good care of me.”

“Hmm. Why not just go out and ask what brought you here? Humans are beings who resolve conflicts through dialogue.”

“What kind of god says he likes humans but doesn’t know them like this? The fact that they are ready to attack means they have no intention of talking.”

All the people I see are selfish and petty, but I can't figure out what it is that they like.

“I like people means I like their appearance. In my opinion, humans have the most beautiful body among all living creatures on earth.”

“““...”””

We were left speechless by God's statement that he sides with humans simply because it is an extremely personal preference.

“The demons said the same thing, so were you also a lookist?”

“...I'm sorry. I didn't know that you liked us for this reason...”

'It's really shocking.'

Thistle is shy and avoids looking at us. Now, seeing as he doesn't stop me even when I speak harshly to God, it seems that even Thistle has reached its limits.

“I’m pretty cool too, aren’t I?”

However, unlike Thistle, who was embarrassed, and me, who was annoyed, Noan's reaction was a bit different.

Rather, Noan boasts, puffing out his muscles, saying that his dream was to appear in front of God and have muscular muscles and a handsome beard.

But God's reaction was cold.

“Oh, I’m sorry. It was all about the beauty of human women.”

A god who reveals only humans, especially women.

We couldn't help but be shocked once more.

“Aren’t you God? Let’s be honest and tell everything.”

“I didn’t lie. Why should I be ashamed of lying? It is natural to call beautiful things beautiful.”

“...”

Thistle is covering his face with both hands. I guess I can no longer endure the disgusting sight of the god I serve.

“It’s a shame.”

Noan shows a look of disappointment on his face and prepares the tower shield.

“Yes. I have to do my job. It's so ridiculous that I want it.”

“I’m really sorry. I think our God is different from what you think...”

“That wasn’t the same for Sisul, so it’s okay.”

While comforting Thistle, he holds Estherk in his hand, and in the other hand, summons magic power from the artifact to create a magic sword.

'2.5 seconds.'

I measured the casting time exactly, and it was enough to be called an 'instant', but magic is faster than that.

Even though the magic sword is your secret weapon, it can be dangerous against wizards if you don't take it out in advance.

In battle, every second is important. The fight is to take advantage of the one second I wasted and the enemy to prepare a dagger.

The moment I feel that all maintenance is complete, I pat Noan on the back.

“Let’s go!”

“Uuuu!”

War Cry.

With a loud roar, Noan jumps out and slams the tower shield into the ground.

Coo!

As soon as Thistle and I enter, ducking behind the tower shield and behind Noan's thighs, we hear a huge noise.

“came out!”

“Shoot right away!”

Kwaaang-

Kwazijic-

The immense heat of the flame deflects from the shield and burns the remains of the collapsed house.

At the same time, four spears made of ice the size of a person's forearm break through the shield and pierce Noan.

“Noan!”

'Damn you guys.'

From the beginning, the plan went awry due to firepower beyond imagination. It seems like they also had their own thoughts.

One is an omnidirectional flame magic that burns the entire entrance itself. This was blocked by Noan's tower shield.

However, the other person uses magic with high penetrating power to neutralize even that.

They were preparing to take different roles to make sure we were killed.

“Kkueueup...”

Holding back a moan, the eyes disappear from the presbyopic pupils.

The power of the magic was greater than expected, and Noan immediately became incapable of fighting.

The attack did not reach where Thistle and I were, but Noan was unlucky enough to get a spear stuck in his heart and die instantly.

Because of the stiffness after resurrection, it takes at least 5 minutes.

“I’ll go right away!”

It pops out like I said before with Thistle.

Because Noan was dying, the shield could not be raised in time. Time was delayed by about 3 seconds.

Jump out and check the condition.

Two wizards wearing black robes and masks and holding wands.

They don't even like being told what kind of spell they are reciting, so they wear a mask unique to wizards to prevent that.

Looking at the masks flapping hard, the wizards were already reciting their spells with all their might.

Hwiik-

Kuduk-

He quickly grabs the ax and throws it, but the ax is suddenly blocked in midair.

'what?'

There seemed to be nothing where the ax stopped, but gradually a hand holding the ax blade appeared and the overall appearance was revealed.

“It’s invisible magic!”

Thistle also quickly stabbed the claymore towards the wizard, but the sword stopped as it pierced something in the air, and soon the enemy's appearance began to be revealed in that state.

Invisibility magic.

In front of the wizard, there is a human figure wearing full body armor similar to Deshade and holding a sword.

“It’s a battle doll. It looks like an invisibility spell has been placed on the doll. It can be loosened even with a small impact.”

It seems that the magic was canceled due to the shock of receiving the axe.

“How much?!”

“It is a magic that can be released even if you are pushed away.”

After hearing Thistle's words, he picked up a handful of pebbles from the floor and threw them forward with all his might.

Soon, pebbles hit something in the air and fall, and two battle dolls other than the one revealed at first appear.

Thistle swung his claymore loudly and made invisible battle dolls jump back to avoid them, revealing his appearance.

In addition to the two wizards, there were several battle dolls.

Two bodies on Thistle side. Three bodies on my side.

It is a simple magic that can be solved just by moving it vigorously. However, because of this, one effective attack was blocked, and the odds of winning dropped significantly. The wizards are already chanting again.

'If you were going to tell me, you should have told me in more detail.'

After hearing Deshade's words, I thought there were only two wizards, but there was no way that wizards who were required to memorize spells would have come without any insurance.

'My senses have become dull.'

When I was on the battlefield, I fought with great intelligence, but I may have become lazy.

It appears that the wizards' second spell has been completed.

'Do not panic. 'I've seen it so much that any wizard would be sick of it.'

The final stage of magic was mostly direction.

'Read the movements.'

I run out while concentrating on the shape of the hand of the guy in front of me.

The fingertips extend from the arm coming out from inside the robe.

As soon as the mouth stops, the palms are wide open.

According to experience, that is,

'It's an all-out attack.'

I see the wizard's eyes moving around me.

'As diagonally as possible!'

He takes out his magic sword and thrusts it forward, digging into the battle doll.

The moment the wizard's hand clenches into a fist.

Black spike-like things appear in the air and shoot out from all directions except the floor.

Pabababak-

Cheer up!

Dozens of spikes are shot around me, but as they penetrate through the battle dolls, many hit them, so the damage is minimal.

'Oh, there's a hole in my body again.'

However, the damage is small, not non-existent.

I tried to block it as best as I could with my magic sword and escutcheon, but two spikes stuck in my side.

In addition, the black spikes had such a strong destructive power that they were small, and the esterk was shattered.

'There's still a long way to go to completely defeat it like Master.'

Now, he confronts the wizard with his only remaining weapon, the magic sword.

        
            Fortunately, magic and dolls did not attack at the same time. The battle dolls stood still, seemingly unable to move unless specifically instructed.

The wizard seemed to have some free time and spit out a stereotypical line.

“You’re so good at avoiding it.”

“If it were me, I would recite more spells while I was talking like that.”

“Okay. It's not over yet.”

'Not yet?'

The moment I don't understand what he's saying, I look at his hands.

The hand I was holding did not loosen.

As the wizard moves the hand holding the staff on the other side, the battle dolls show me their backs full of spikes.

“What are you doing?”

“Goodbye.”

Instead of an answer, a greeting came back.

'You suddenly turn your back on me?'

I didn't understand. I wonder what they are trying to do with the battle dolls that are turning towards us as if they are asking us to stab them in the back.

'A trick to embarrass me? Or simply an instruction error?'

Many thoughts crossed my mind, but wizards were naturally good at calculating and scheming, and there was no way I, who was not skilled in magic, could read their thoughts perfectly.

Instead of spending time thinking about it, I should have just walked away.

As soon as the guy's hand opened, I felt the spikes embedded in his side expand.

and

'no way.'

Quaaa!

The spike expands and explodes, making a huge noise.

The spikes on the backs of the battle dolls facing towards me and the spikes on my sides exploded.

It wasn't the kind of attack that exploded into flames.

Only then did I remember the cold feeling of the nail being driven into my side.

The spike was made of ice and it exploded.

‘Fuck this. Not even a grenade.'

The spikes turn into thousands of ice shards, exploding in front of my eyes and on my sides.

He raises his arms to cover his face, but thousands of fragments penetrate his body.

Thinking he's dead, he looks in Thistle's direction.

bang! Quang! Quaaaang!

Thistle was running around avoiding the pillar of fire that another wizard had summoned and raised from the floor.

I thought that would be the last time I saw him, but I was lucky and avoided immediate death. Contrary to the thought that it would fly away formless, its power was weaker than expected.

'I guess it was fortunate that what exploded was not an iron ball but a shard of ice.'

Instead, I got to hear the wizard's condescending lines in return.

“Ha! The magic of black ice has never been seen anywhere else.”

“You watched it a lot, right? Mainly on winter roads.”

It's not magic, but if you go out on the road in winter, you can see a lot of dirty black snow like that.

It's a shame to brag about how you've never seen ice magic with barely any color anywhere.

“Don’t be rude with bravado. This is my own magic!”

My body shakes as I listen to the words of an unlucky wizard with extremely strong pride.

'Still, I can still stand.'

The lower leg, starting from the side, was completely torn to pieces. The breastplate blocked his heart, preventing immediate death, but all he could do was remain standing.

Still, I grit my teeth and hold on because I have to avoid falling down and being attacked by Thistle by the two wizards.

Kang! Kakang!

In that state, this time, he blocks the swords swung by the battle dolls with his magic sword or moves only his upper body to avoid them.

'I'm just wielding it recklessly. It can be prevented.'

Just as I was blocking the attack, thinking that it was a monotonous attack as it was controlled by a wizard,

Suddenly-

“Ugh!”

The sound of flesh and bone being cut at once was heard.

I was barely standing when my left leg was suddenly amputated.

As soon as my body falls, I quickly assess the situation.

It is a cut.

Although it was tattered, the aftermath of the explosion did not completely destroy the leg, but it was suddenly amputated.

'What happened?'

And the question was soon resolved.

Next to me, a battle doll wearing armor holding a monotonous sword slowly emerged.

'I hid one more thing.'

It seemed like there was one more guy that wasn't revealed in the first place.

'My head is running so well.'

Well, he must have worked hard to cast the invisibility spell, but there was no way he would have let it come off so easily.

The fact that all five battle dolls showed themselves at first, and the fact that they did not make any significant movements, was all an act of moving these battle dolls slowly enough to prevent the invisibility magic from dissolving and making them stand by nearby.

'It's going to turn.'

I knew that wizards were smart, but when they come up with unpredictable tactics like this, it becomes difficult.

'The win rate dropped significantly when the path was already blocked by the battle doll.'

Approximately 2 minutes until presbyopia sets in.

Now that my legs are gone, it is no longer possible for me to avoid the magic and jump at the guy.

In fact, I don't think it will be a great solution if presbyopia occurs.

Still, it would be a very bad situation to leave Thistle alone in the current standoff situation.

'Can Thistle alone withstand two wizards?'

It might be difficult if the guy in front of you joins in.

'then.'

“Why did they attack us?”

‘I need to buy some time. 'Let's clean our mouths.'

Fortunately, the wizard was caught.

“Surviving even in such a state, after all, soul disease is amazing. It's not as good as the battle dolls made at the Magic Tower, though.”

I think this one will be easy too.

“Battle doll?”

“Yes. Even though the core that goes into it is expensive, it is a luxurious doll that cannot be compared to yours. Although I don't really like imitating alchemists.”

These battle dolls certainly appear to be of high quality.

The battle doll was hit with a black nail just like me, but the aftermath of the nail exploding ended up with a few scratches.

The guy accepts the conversation, but glances at Thistle. This conversation did not attract much attention.

I followed the wizard's gaze and looked at Thistle, but I couldn't find any time to spare. The best you can do is keep circling around the fire wizard and avoid his magic.

The fire wizard seemed to have hidden a magic circle on the floor in advance, so the magic circle was revealed wherever Thistle ran around, shooting out pillars of fire.

I return my attention again.

“Who sent it?”

“Because it's a soul disease, if I'm resurrected and return, everything will blow up, so there's no way I can talk about it, right? I'm just not that stupid.”

'It doesn't work.'

This time it was a failure. The Ice Wizard began to gather up the battle dolls, as if he had no intention of talking at all.

“Stop playing and come over here and end it. She's quicker than I thought.”

“Who wants to play! I'll be there soon, so wait.”

When the fire wizard calls the ice wizard, the ice wizard begins to gather blue magic into his staff.

You have to think quickly.

'How should I continue talking?'

Wizards are people who refine their studies.

geezer.

These guys are crazy about anything related to magic.

These guys have very strong pride.

'Pride? 'Pride about magic?'

It's only a short time, but I feel like I've lost my mind after letting go of all the images of the wizards within me.

I call him again.

“I don’t know what black ice magic is, but it has incredible penetrating power.”

I tried the guy's magic. Actually, I have enough magic to break the shield, but I'll give it a try first.

“Hoo. He seems to have a keen eye for seeing how great my magic is. Still, I have more eyes to see than the old men of the Magic Tower.”

'It's a success. 'What should I do next?'

He said he liked it because he was interested in his field of research. If so, the next thing is to touch your pride.

“But no matter how great the magic is, it is meaningless in front of this sword that can destroy even magic.”

“What?”

When I took out the magic sword, he seemed to be angry and immediately started chanting a spell.

“Graphite Icicle.”

Since I'm close, I can hear his orders.

Soon, a black ice pick the length of a dagger appeared and was launched towards the magic sword.

And then it hits the magic sword and breaks. As soon as he sees it, he deliberately uses an exaggerated sarcastic tone to provoke him.

“Look. Even so, it is only this much magic in front of a sword containing magical power. So, even if you study for a hundred or a thousand years, you are still standing behind the knights. Is that why you were hiding behind the battle doll? In the end, wizards are people who cannot overcome their weakness in close combat no matter what they do.”

Seeing the guy's expression become distorted, I try to provoke him more clearly.

The effect was clear.

“...this soul disease bastard that can't even be human! good night. Let me show you my power! I'll break your pride!”

“What are you doing! Come here quickly!”

“Shut up! I'm going to break this guy's sword now and prove how great my magic is!”

The ice wizard began chanting without paying attention to his colleagues' calls for support.

'That's correct.'

One of the common landmine topics that should not be brought up to young wizards.

Show off your knight in front of the wizard.

It's a long tradition.

[Do you think we're like those guys who just swing their swords with their heads blank? If we draw a magic circle and release magical creatures and golems, no matter how many knights they are, they will never come in if they want to. cancer!]

[How much mana is in nature, so do you really need to gather it in your body and squeeze it into your sword? It's stupid to even think about it. The magic power contained in the soul is just the basis for feeling magic power. No matter how much magical power the knights put into their swords, they cannot defeat our magical essence.]

Older wizards have a social life, so they never say it out loud, but younger wizards who are just studying at the Magic Tower habitually bring up various stories in bars.

Knights and wizards give and take.

They are meant to complement each other, but there are many young or proud wizards like this.

Approximately 3 minutes of chanting time passed.

If this is the case, I have bought time for presbyopia to come.

“Vatala Graphite Ice Spear.”

“... It's a bit more than I thought.”

A human-sized spear of black ice appeared before my eyes.

His pride seemed to be very scratched, so I thought he had no skills other than a few magic tricks, but he might be more capable than I thought.

“Haste.”

The already spinning ice begins to spin even harder.

Take “. The essence of my reader's magic, I'll make you regret what you said!”

“... Okay. Why not try as hard as you can.”

I made up my mind when I saw the size of the spear, which was already out of the range for use against people and seemed to have been made to catch even giants.

In any case, the opportunity to receive magic like this is not common.

I was also curious about how far the magic sword could go.

Although it was the residue left after blowing into the helmet, it was able to withstand the demon king's magic on an equal footing, and since it had absorbed some of it, I thought it would withstand the magic for at least once before disappearing.

“Die.”

The Ice Wizard raises his staff above his head and quickly lowers it.

A huge black ice spear spun and struck towards me.

        
            Quad deud deuk-

The durability of the magic sword exceeded my expectations.

Although it is magic, the ice spear has a certain mass, and when I defend it with a magic sword, the spear begins to split.

'It reminds me of red bean shaved ice.'

The ice spear breaks into very fine pieces and falls to the ground.

Perhaps because it was made of magical energy, the fine ice powder lost its shape and immediately began to disappear instead of immediately turning into water.

Because it's black, it doesn't cause an appetite.

Other than being surprised at the durability of my magic sword, I had only that much appreciation for his magic, but the wizard made a fuss.

“What, what! It's a magic that easily penetrates ores containing magical power!”

The wizard was astonished to see the magic he had chanted over a long period of time turning into powder and scattering away.

I've always felt the look on the wizards' faces when they saw their boasting magic blocked, but they act as if something like that should never have happened, but it happened right before their eyes.

“That’s all pride, you bastard.”

'It looks bad.'

It makes me feel better to see his confident expression become distorted.

Of course, even if the result was my victory, there was no way the wizard who attacked us would back down gracefully.

“...I guess I should finish you off and take that magic sword to study. Now die.”

When the ice spear disappeared, the wizard looked helpless and turned his anger towards me, and this time he started chanting a spell and creating a spear similar to the one that pierced Noan.

'Now is the time.'

At that moment, I threw the magic sword powerfully towards the guy.

As if he had already guessed this, he used his staff to control a battle doll to block his path.

Bye! Deeply-

“What!”

However, the magic sword breaks the battle doll and flies away, blowing off the guy's arm.

“Ma, that doesn’t make sense. It's a battle doll of a robber who can withstand the swords of knights... Wow!”

'Why do these things have this obsession that whatever they predict must be correct? Why do they react so violently?'

The guy must have already confirmed the power of his magic just by breaking it, but he's still full of pride.

“It’s good that the performance is reliable.”

I now know for certain the approximate location of the magic sword.

The current magic sword is at least comparable to the sword of knights. Rather, it exceeds it.

There is no longer any strength in my body. Now I've done everything I can.

It took time, and it hurt the wizard.

'At this rate, the two of us can probably hold out for a while.'

While he was thinking about that, the wizard showed great concentration even with one of his arms cut off, and eventually completed the spell and threw it away.

“Priest! I'm going now!”

Hearing Noan's voice running out to help Thistle, he is pierced by the ice spear.

-------------------------------

“Do you come to your senses?”

'what.'

I was about to open my eyes, thinking I would have to endure the pain in my head again, but I heard Deshade's voice first.

“What do you do?”

Deshade had me on his knee armor and was touching my body here and there.

I got goosebumps and quickly got up.

I don't know if Deshade is a man or a woman, but when I see what he's doing, it seems like he's a man, but when I think of it that way, it makes me feel really bad because I think a man is touching my body.

However, when Deshade saw my expression, he tilted his head as if asking why and then explained.

“You said you were busy, but your soul couldn't settle in your body and was tossing and turning, so I helped you a little.”

Now that I think about it, I don’t feel any pain in my head. There was no stiffness that inevitably came after resurrection.

“Did your presbyopia just go away?”

'How much time has passed.'

So, I check the interval between my death and coming to my senses.

“He just ran out. As I was looking at it, I noticed that your body wasn't a very neatly made piece of work, so I tried to make the balance of your body as similar to that of a human as possible.”

While listening to Deshade, check the condition of your body by stretching your arms and bending your knees.

Even when you wake up right away, your arms and legs are not stiff and move normally. In fact, it is much lighter than usual.

Deshade looks satisfied when he sees me, and then starts looking through the empty coffins again as if he is disappointed.

“But the body looks very bare because it only contains the soul. The build quality seems very sloppy. Is there one more? I think we could make it stronger if we had some materials.”

“I’ll bring it to you when I return safely. I will come after the fight is over. Thank you!”

Leave Deshade behind and go straight out of the cave.

It's an unexpected harvest. Just by Deshade touching the spare body a little, the body's specifications improved slightly.

‘He might be a more capable god than I thought. Now that I think about it, you said you were very interested in the human body. So is it possible?'

I was thinking that he was not a god, but rather a being with a bit of a perversion, but if he had this kind of ability, the story would be different.

A soul-sick body that cannot convert magic power into strengthening physical abilities.

With just a little bit of work, Deshade might be able to create a body that can contain magical power.

The soul vessel can be raised with an artifact. There is also a sword that contains that magical power.

In that case, if I build a body that can use magical power, I might be able to easily catch up to the level of a knight.

'yes. There was something he said just now.'

'Even though the core that goes into it is expensive, it is a luxurious doll that cannot be compared to yours.'

It reminds me of the ice wizard's line.

'nucleus.'

“Yes. I don't know if it's a magic core or a magic core, but it might be useful if I extract that core.”

Thinking that I had to quickly subdue the wizards and extract the doll's core, I went out of the cave and looked around at the situation.

An ice wizard who mainly fights with a doll, sweating from behind and occasionally chanting small spells, perhaps because his arm was cut off.

In front of him was Noan, wielding a huge ax and chasing five battle dolls. He was fighting better than I thought.

The wizard seemed to be unable to move all the battle dolls at once and had given up on chanting, and was sweating coldly and preventing Noan from approaching.

As expected, I have had presbyopia for 5 years.

On the other hand, Thistle seems to be tired and all it can do now is roll over slightly and run away.

The fire wizard must have been tired, so he was now shooting flaming arrows, aiming at Thistle with pinpoint accuracy rather than using massive magic.

Since wizards ultimately use the magical energy within their bodies to collect and use magical energy scattered around them, as time goes by, they eventually consume the magical energy within their bodies little by little, and the total amount of natural magical energy they can handle gradually decreases.

Create a magic sword, hold it in your hand, and decide the order.

'Should I help Noan finish off the guy with the severed arm first and then help Thistle?'

For a moment, I was thinking about prioritizing it, but Thistle caught my eye again.

Thistle was barely able to hit the burning arrow with his claymore.

Deshade's sword is different from an ordinary sword and scatters arrows made of magic.

'good.'

Run towards Thistle.

'I feel sorry for Noan, but even if I die, Noan will be resurrected.'

The final thing to be weighed was whether or not there were lives. For now, I decided to help Thistle deal with the fire mage.

“Kk...! Was there still life left?”

The fire mage looked at me and swung his staff slightly slowly, creating a fire arrow.

'There is something.'

I've already seen it once thanks to another wizard. It looks like he is using magic and summoning a doll.

It is humiliating to be treated the same way by a soul disease twice.

'A battle doll remains nearby.'

He picks up a fist-sized stone from the ground while running and throws it while swinging his arm widely.

Wow!

As the wizard continues to chant, he becomes very confused and shoots an arrow of flame. At the same time, he pulls his staff towards himself, and a sound is heard in the air, and the stones stop.

An undamaged battle doll appears in the air.

There were still battle dolls hidden.

'They say it's expensive, but how many did you bring?'

Admiring the magicians' money, he uses his magic sword to destroy the fire arrows flying at high speed.

Sereung-

Passs...

'Are you sure. My physical ability has improved.'

As I swing the sword, I clearly feel that the state of Deshade's body has changed compared to before.

It may be thanks to that that Noan is now easily pushing the battle dolls.

In the first place, they are operating the battle dolls manually.

Unless they move and fight on their own and use complex sword techniques, there is no way a soul soldier can be defeated by a sword controlled by a battle doll controlled by a wizard.

“Ugh!”

'A doll that completely reveals its appearance.'

He simply throws away the sword that the battle doll throws at him by slightly opening his head, grabs his arm, cuts it off, and immediately plunges the sword into his head.

The arms and head of the battle doll, which had suffered little damage from magic, were shattered by the magic sword.

'Pfft!'

However, perhaps because the core remains, the battle doll does not fall down, but instead wraps around its body and tightens it.

Without missing the opportunity, the fire wizard sticks his staff into the ground and raises his arms wide.

When I looked underneath the ground, a huge magic circle appeared on the floor. It is a magic circle of fire pillars that continued to attack Thistle.

When the wizard sees me unable to move because of the doll, he relaxes and sighs. He seems confident of victory.

“Stop disappearing now. He seems like a persistent guy.”

“You drew a lot of dirty pictures. Are you majoring in art?”

'Where on earth did you prepare it?'

Look around.

Traces of the pillar of fire that Thistle escaped by running around are visible everywhere. About 40 of them.

And yet it still remained.

Even taking into account the fact that it took several hours for us to enter and exit, the number of magic circles was too large.

'This is certain. Information was leaked.'

The wizard smiles maniacally and raises his arms.

When I saw that, I wondered if I had lost again this time, but suddenly the wizard looked behind me and the smile disappeared from his face.

'what?'

And then something touched my ear.

“Run fast.”

Thistle's voice sounded in my ear.

Thistle took advantage of the wizard's viewing angle and approached before he knew it and struck the ground with his claymore.

Spell Breaker.

A sword filled with divine energy that erases magic shatters the magic circle.

Clang-

As soon as you see that, you move right away.

'This is an opportunity!'

It's a waste of time to express gratitude.

He hooks up the battle doll that is tied to his body and slams it on the floor, then runs with all his might holding the magic sword.

Clap-tap-tap-tap-!

The wizard's expression looks frightened. But there's no way I could come all the way here and take care of it.

“Heee!”

Phuuk-

When subduing an enemy, you must be sure.

In particular, you have to make sure that there is no harm to the wizard since you never know what he might do.

He pushes the contemplative wizard down, stabs the sword into his wrist, turns it, breaks the bone, and forces him to let go of the staff.

“There is no more insurance, right?”

“Quaaaagh!”

Wood-duk-

He pulls out the sword from his wrist and inflicts sword wounds on the man's thigh and shoulder in turn, then picks up his staff, breaks it, and throws it far away.

“Let me handle it.”

“Please.”

Thistle approaches and presses the wizard to the floor. The wizards may have prepared something else. There must be restraint.

I leave the wizard to Thistle and look behind me.

“Presbyopia, are you okay?!”

Now, there is only one remaining wizard, who is worried about Noan and calls out loudly.

However, the answer that came back was Noan's declaration that the battle was over.

“Finished. Brother.”

“What?”

“The Red Wizard died from a lot of blood. All the remaining dolls were broken.”

Noan is looking this way with a relieved expression.

When I looked behind Noan, who was holding an axe, I saw the corpse of the wizard lying on the ground and the battle dolls all in pieces.

I guess the snowball that blew off the wizard's arm went rolling.

“Holy shit.”

Still. It was much faster than expected.

I quickly run over and look where the dolls were, but there is nothing left.

Noan, a strong 15-year-old spirit soldier, even completely destroyed the magic core that I was planning to retrieve.

        
            “Is something wrong?”

Noan looks this way, wondering if he did something wrong, but it's my fault for not saying anything in the first place.

It's not that I don't feel sorry, but it's definitely wrong to be angry at someone who has done his job well.

“No, no. Well done. If there is anything that looks like a nucleus left, would you please find it? I will look for the wizard here.”

“Yes! I understand.”

Hiding my regrets, I felt uncomfortable having Noan search the corpse, so I left him to search to see if there were any hidden items nearby, and I walked towards the dead wizard.

Since he's a wizard, there might be something good about him. We have to find evidence, and it’s a double duty.

“Huh?”

However, when I approached the wizard who had died from excessive bleeding, turned his robe over and took it off, I noticed something strange.

There were tattoos drawn on the guy's body.

“No way?”

Just in case, I suppressed my dirty feeling and took off the dead guy's shirt completely, revealing the tattoo that I was now starting to get used to.

“What on earth is this? It keeps appearing in front of me.”

The same tattoo as the one engraved on the bodies of Dheable and Gilbertan. A pattern that looks like a drawing of the devil.

By the third time, I couldn't ignore it.

If you look closely, you can see that some letters are connected to form a shape.

At this point, you don't have to be an idiot to know.

A wandering killer, a soldier of the legion directly under the demon king, and a wizard who attacked us.

Although they seem to have nothing in common, it is clear that they are the same organization or faith.

Deheble and Gilbertan were guys who craved power.

However, I have never heard anyone express their faith separately. If so, it may be some kind of pseudo-group.

'And these wizards might be the same guys. 'You'll find out when you interrogate him.'

The rest decided to scoop up the guy behind them and looked through the rest of their luggage.

“Oh. You're lucky.”

When I searched the dead wizard, I found two gold coins and five dwarven coins in the pocket behind his waist.

These guys are carrying around a huge amount of money.

'Peria would like it.'

Looking at the contents, I'm guessing, but if that's the case, then at least they definitely weren't the ones who attacked us because they were in need of money.

They say that combat dolls are expensive, but they are the ones who bring several of them.

At that time, the presbyopia was brought to me as if there was a residual nucleus.

“Brother. Here it is.”

“Were there any left? Thank you.”

The number of nuclei brought by Noan was two.

Noan calmly dealt with the approaching battle dolls while pushing the wizard. Then, he found the carefully hidden cores, which were the size of small pearls, and smashed them all with an axe.

The core that Noan brought now was that the wizard fell first before destroying all the remaining battle dolls, so there were only two intact battle dolls left.

“Looks like it’s over.”

Deshade appears to be hearing the sounds of battle and walks out from inside the cave.

“Not yet. I have to ask him what his purpose is. But what is that?”

When I heard Deshade's voice, I turned around and saw that Shin was holding a rather large rat in his arms. The rat doesn't make any noise or show any cuteness and just sits quietly in the embrace.

“I don’t know if it was because the ground was shaking, but he jumped in and fell into my arms. It seems like even tiny creatures recognize God.”

When we think of rats, we remember that they are the cause of the Black Death. I don't feel very good when I see a rat that I have such an image of in my head, and a rat as big as my fist.

“If you touch something like a mouse incorrectly, it spreads germs. Throw it away quickly.”

I tried to shoo away the rat, but Thistle stopped me.

“It’s okay. This is a dew mouse that likes things to be neat. The pool they swam in turns into very clean water, so there will be no germs.”

'There are all kinds of really strange creatures living here.'

It seemed like Thistle knew a lot about rats. I still don't know much about the details of the beasts of this world, so I have no choice but to skip it.

Deshade leaves it alone and approaches the tied wizard. Now that the fight is won, we need to find out the purpose or the reason behind it.

'First of all, I have to clean my mouth like I predicted.'

I thought for a long time about how to start.

'Should I go with the bluff?'

First, I use only the information I currently have and combine it as if I already know deeply about the background of this matter.

“Yes. The level of magic is obvious. You accepted their offer because it seemed like you wouldn't be able to succeed with magic anymore in the Magic Tower, right? They must have said to aim for God’s body.”

“Oh, how do you know that! Our organization must be thoroughly managed!”

The wizard is furious at me with a surprised expression.

I tried to get at least one catch, and the response was good. This is why I like doing things like this.

“Hmm? You were targeting my body? I didn't make any reproductive organs, so I don't think it's a good idea.”

“God, please be quiet for now.”

It was starting to be fun for a while, but Shin kept getting angry and scolding me and continuing to interrogate me.

“Hmm, hmm! Anyway, people like you keep popping up here and there, making things difficult for people. Besides you wizards, there are two more. There was a human from the north and another person, a demon to be exact.”

The wizard stumbled in so easily that he began to fall.

“...Ugh, it looks like you clearly understood everything. It looks like those who were caught first handed over all the information, right? This is why I said not to accept this or that... but the truly talented ones were enough for us wizards!”

“No, even if you tell me, I didn’t do it, right?”

The wizard seemed to have been experiencing quite a bit of inconvenience, and quickly began to air out his dissatisfaction.

I don't know what organization it is, but I do know that this guy was a wizard before he was a member of the organization.

Seeing as they didn't necessarily come with other guys and only came as a group of wizards, it seems like even if they were members of the same organization, they weren't very close.

“Yes. If you answer my questions well, I promise I won't send you straight to the Magic Tower. They can send it to the security forces.”

After calculating many things, I thought this would be the best threat and threw it out.

Although the Magic Tower makes money by selling magic items and rare materials, it is said that at the time of its establishment, it pledged to help the country by promoting the development of magic technology.

So, the country provided money to build magic towers throughout the kingdom.

Just like the relationship between a knight and a wizard, the nation and the Magic Tower have a similar relationship, so if a wizard commits a serious crime, the Magic Tower will deal with it strictly. Because it is a matter of mutual trust.

So, because the military is watching, most of them are executed or sealed as clearly as possible, as an expression of their intention that they have not betrayed the oath they made in the first place. This is because it is a matter of trust.

However, if they were to immediately transfer him to the military, there would still be a chance for him to survive as a magician.

If you are an excellent magician, if you have connections with customers among the nobles, you can survive through those connections.

Show him a hole through which to escape, and make him dig up all the information he has.

'Of course, I don't plan on sending you off favorably depending on whether or not you answer.

'If you don't like it, you should take it to the magic tower right away.'

“... Got it. I accept it.”

The wizard seemed to have gone crazy with all his thoughts up to that point, so he accepted my suggestion.

“Good. Well then, let’s do one first. Where did you get the information?”

The wizard looked at the dead wizard behind him and answered calmly.

He seems to have thought that since the other members of the organization were dead, there would be no possibility of retaliation later even if he wiped out everything.

“... During a meeting of the Immortal Agency, information came in through a source hidden in the Adventurer's Guild. It is said that there is a wandering priest who seeks the arrival of God with his body. He ordered us to kidnap the body of a newly descended god because he said it would be good research material.”

I look back at Deshade, following the wizard's gaze.

“What do you see? Yikes.”

Deshade feels the gaze and responds, but is hit on the head by Dewmoe's rear kick, which is suddenly convulsing.

The dew mouse jumped down, looked around at us one by one, and then disappeared among the bushes.

“What is it? That guy.”

I only noticed it when I looked in this direction, but it had a strange appearance with completely red eyes.

Thistle approaches and wipes away the small mouse footprints on Deshade's helmet.

“Really, this is why I like humans better than animals that suddenly rush forward.”

“Phew... Deshade, please...”

Deshade grumbles at the new topic.

'They're going to kidnap a god like that and use him for something.'

When I saw that, I thought seriously about God's value, but I couldn't say it out loud because Thistle sighed softly.

Let's briefly summarize what he said.

Immortal institution, conference, information source, research material.

'First of all, the name of the organization is an immortal organization, and there are members of the adventurer's guild. 'This must be a lie.'

Even if the word ‘immortal organization’ was just a name, I felt like they had deliberately reduced the information about the informant of the adventurer’s guild behind them.

I don't know if that's the only information that ends there.

If you look at the things that have been prepared to catch us, they are not items or magic circles that can be prepared in a day or two.

It is too thorough to believe that the preparations were made immediately after receiving the news from a spy in the Adventurer's Guild who had just received news about us.

In terms of time, it can be seen that information was leaked from at least the security forces.

The interrogation continues to obtain more information.

“Then I have to tell you the next story. Research material? What did you plan to do by kidnapping God?”

“I don’t know. There is no way that the only high-quality material would come back to us. However, he said that if the research yields results, he will share them with us.”

‘Research. What kind of research are you doing? Just from the name, it seems like it's a study on immortality.'

Immortal organ, research.

There is too little information. There are limits to summarizing the information based solely on the information he said.

This time, I couldn't get a clear answer, so I decided to take another stab at it using only the immortality part as a keyword.

“Are you also interested in the power of immortality?”

“The power of immortality? no. That kind of power is nothing more than a curse. I don't care about that. Rather, I only joined because the organization said it would support my research at Magic Tower. They promised that if they catch God, they will conduct research on it and then send the research results to them.”

'I guess I didn't get it right.'

It may seem like a waste of time, but there is now a way to catch the horse's tail.

There are two things about research.

This is research conducted by individual wizards and research conducted by immortal organizations.

In that case, here, rather than asking questions about institutions that are not easily opened up, we will take a closer look by starting with the research done by wizards.

“Anyway, you were promised compensation from those guys. However, sending research results is an undetermined amount of compensation. Considering your personality, there must have been other obvious rewards besides that, right? What exactly were you promised?”

This time, we infer from the general characteristics of wizards.

They are wizards who are said to suffer headaches if they do not accurately reach the decimal point when calculating something.

A wizard like that said he would receive something and other things as compensation, so he wrote a contract, copied a copy, and kept it with him. There's no way a wizard would move with such an abstract reward.

'The research results will probably be a bonus and you will receive some amount of gold coins or some important materials.'

I tried poking it, but this time the wizard started to pull it away.

“Isn’t this enough? I don't know any more. We also only receive orders through notes. I don’t know either because I didn’t dive deep in the first place.”

'Are you trying to step out? Or is it really just a contract position?'

Even if he wants to find out more, the wizard doesn't seem to have any intention of opening his mouth any longer. Even if I ask more questions, the answer keeps coming back that I don't know.

Or maybe it's because if you say anything more than this, the story will only end up being detrimental to you.

“The cub comes all the way here and closes its mouth.”

However, if you close your mouth here, there will be no reason to fight so hard to capture the wizard alive.

I was thinking about changing it to a physical interrogation from now on, but I feel a bit uncomfortable doing it with God and his priest right in front of me.

Then I got a good idea.

'then.'

There is no way.

“Deshade.”

“Huh? What?”

I called out to Shin, who was watching me from behind.

“Please read that guy’s thoughts. What did you agree to receive in return?”

I decided to use the power of God.

        
            “Now, wait!”

'You didn't know this, did you?'

When he said he would use the power of God, his complexion began to turn extremely pale. As expected, he must be hiding something important.

“I just sealed it because you told me not to read my thoughts earlier because it would make me uncomfortable.”

“The goal this time is to make the other person uncomfortable, so it doesn’t matter.”

“I see. Let me take note. You just have to do it differently depending on the time.”

Take Deshade and go in front of him.

“I, I don’t know. You never know. I don't know. I don't know. I don’t know.”

The guy strongly denies it. In your head, you may be desperately trying to push the thoughts away.

However, the moment you think your thoughts can be read, your mind becomes more conscious of them.

When I caught him trying to look away and made eye contact with Deshade, I quickly figured it out.

“Hmm. I see.”

“What did you find out?”

“Yangji was promised a compensation that could never be mentioned. He replied that he would receive 20 living humans who were not registered as slaves in exchange for kidnapping me and bringing it to him. It looks like this wizard was thinking of using those humans for experiments.”

“You damn bastard.”

“How could you do something like that... God.”

“I am here.”

A swear word bursting out loud. Thistle also lets out a sigh, and Noan just gapes as if no words can come out.

'A human was trying to use another human being as a lab rat.'

It's terrible.

I thought only other races did that. However, the crazy person who uses humans for experiments, even if they are not from other races, is hidden even among us.

It's a crazy world, so I thought there might be someone like that somewhere, but I still thought that people who did things like that were people who worshiped the devil somewhere.

It gives me goosebumps to think that the magician of the magic tower whose existence has been recognized by the kingdom, the magician of the magic tower that is commonly erected one by one in every village, was doing such a thing.

“Why are you human and not a slave?”

“... I think it's probably to prevent it from being known to the outside world as much as possible. Slaves have a transaction contract and confirmation comes in from time to time. Even if you purchase slaves, if the customs officer stops by and there is no one there, you will be caught, and even if you hand them over, if you continue to buy more slaves than necessary, they will be suspicious. So, I think they wanted to receive kidnapped humans instead of procuring slaves who would one day be captured.”

“You’re such a meticulous bastard.”

“It’s such a scary thing. Why on earth do adults do things like this...”

Noan begins to shed tears at Thistle's sharp guess.

No matter how big he is, or how brave he is when he fights, his mind has not yet grown.

After that, I asked various questions about the Immortal Agency, but it was confirmed to be true by the power of God, as to whether the relationship was really more than a simple contract.

'I don't think this is something that will just end.'

After some thought, I decided to hand him over to Hygenic directly.

There may be more similar colleagues in the Magic Tower, and if so, if you ask Hygenic, the head of the security force, to manage them directly, you will be able to prevent them from requesting help from outside to some extent.

“I was thinking of handing it over to the Magic Tower right away, but I guess things like this have happened frequently in the past. I might be able to get more information if I hand you over to the security forces.”

“... Good.”

'It's not something I can solve on my own even if I just figure it out.'

As promised, I told him that I was ostensibly handing him over to the security forces. The wizard will probably try to contact his connections as soon as he is imprisoned, but in reality, he will not be able to escape thanks to Hygenics.

Because of its scale, it must be considered that it has already exceeded my responsibility. The security forces are in charge of this type of work, so they will handle it better than me.

“For now, we will have to arrest him like this. Noan and Sisul also decide to get out of here.”

“It is a pity that the world would be a better place if things like this disappeared from the world. I hope things get done well.”

Noan goes around to erase any remaining magic circles, and Thistle and I roughly stop the bleeding and restrain the wizard who is still bleeding.

Next, as a bonus, I put my hand inside the guy's robe and took out a pocket.

“Well, what are you doing?”

“Huh? I'm checking my belongings and picking up loot.”

1 gold and 1 dwarven coin.

This guy was also rich.

“...Hmph. I can't believe I got caught by a bunch of buggers looking through other people's pockets.”

“I don’t know what you don’t know, but the moment you attacked us, you treated us like bandits. If you do it the way it is supposed to, you will be summarily executed, but you should be thankful if you save your life right now.”

“That's right. I am not a beggar. Looting is the legitimate right of the victor.”

“Even if I say that, is it okay for a priest to say something like that?”

“... It doesn't matter because I'm speaking as an adventurer, not a priest.”

Even if I put an iron plate on my face, Thistle, who doesn't have a single penny, angrily retorts.

I looked back at Deshade to see if this was okay, and the answer came back saying it was okay.

“I allow most actions of my followers as long as they do not take the lives of those who do not resist. Oh, the wizard has one more pocket. There is also a pocket on the inside of the robe.”

“Thank you.”

Thanks to my clairvoyance, I found another pocket.

Did you say that your arms are bent inward? If even rookie Deshade says something like that, it can be said to be an indulgence.

'It doesn't matter because I'm a new public figure.'

This time, 4 dwarven coins.

As expected, it is quite salty. However, I became curious about carrying so many ancient coins rather than gold coins.

“But what do you guys use this for?”

Even though gold coins are commonly circulated in the city, I have never seen dwarven coins used anywhere.

In terms of gold, it is worth 10 gold, but even when exchanging large sums of money between nobles, they always exchanged gold coins and did not use this.

But the wizard did not answer.

“There is no reason to tell you.”

'That's very uncooperative.'

He seems completely upset about having his pockets emptied. Deshade approaches the wizard again and reads his thoughts.

“It is said that dwarves' coins are made from ore that flows through precious magical power easily to prevent counterfeiting. So it seems to be used as a magic ingredient now.”

“Geugeuggeukgeuk...”

Thanks to Deshade, I got the information easily. The guy looks like he's trying to make it the most uncomfortable.

'good. This is the end.'

“ character. Now let's go back for real.”

“Let’s do that.”

“I also want to go back quickly and rest. Brother.”

Together with Noan, he rolls a large rock and blocks the hole in the goblin's den.

'If I do it this way, it won't go in or pop out this way again.'

After that, he approached the dead wizard's body.

“... I’ll wear this.”

Although I felt dirty, I had no choice but to put it on my shoulder.

Thistle is extremely exhausted. It doesn't look good to have the priest carry the body, but having Deshade carry it seems like Thistle will be a bit glaring, and I feel a bit sorry for having Noan carry it.

'Ugh, yes. I should listen.'

So we finished and went back to the city.

-------------------------------

“This is true. I've been involved in something incredibly embarrassing.”

“Sorry for being busy.”

“No, no matter who sees it, it’s our business, so there’s nothing to be sorry about. In fact, I’m thankful that I came right here instead of going to the magic tower.”

The wizard was escorted to the security forces and handed over to Hygenic.

When Noan said he had to send a letter to the Magic Tower, he said he would come back quickly and went out with the letter.

By the way, everyone is moving around so bustlingly today that I'm a little curious as to when I'll be able to see people at their leisure again.

“It is not uncommon for wizards to commit crimes, but these serious cases are often handled by the magic tower on their own, making it difficult to get to the core. Anyway, I would like to thank you as well as the priest.”

Hygenic bows lightly. I may be grateful, but it is an incredible thing for him to carelessly show this level of respect to me, a lower-ranking person, in the presence of other subordinates.

After that, Hygenic's attention turned directly to Deshade.

“So. This way?”

“Yes. This is Deshade.”

“Nice to meet you. Young Executor. It's called Deshade.”

“Nice to meet you. However, he is not an executive officer, but is just the head of the security forces office.”

“Hmm. To me, they all look the same, whether they are kings, chieftains, bailiffs, or heads of affairs. But let me respect you. Because I want to be friends with humans.”

“You can call me whatever you want.”

Hygenics answers while sweating like rain.

When you think of God, it is easy to think of him as being very solemn and looking down on humans.

Hygenics may have been nervous about having a god in front of him, but to me, it looked as if an old man had invaded the company just to have a look around.

“Then, since the handover is over, let’s go. I did everything I saw.”

'The wizard's handover has been completed, so there is no need to stay.'

“Ah. Then do it. The priest needs to rest now too.”

'For sure, Thistle will be the hardest.'

As Hygenic said, we are soul patients and have some stamina left, but Thistle looked incredibly tired, probably because she was rolling around all over the place to avoid magic.

Thistle is dozing off with his claymore while listening to Deshade's words.

'Then I guess there's no place to sleep.'

Seeing Thistle dozing off while standing, I started to worry about what the dorm would be like today.

“Priest, are you going to the adventurer’s guild? You should get compensation too.”

What I did today was a request with a reward to build goblins, so if I go, I'll get some money.

Thistle answered without dozing off.

“...Yes? Oh, that's right. okay. The reward for subjugating goblins will be about 10 silver, so if I receive it, I think it will be resolved within a day or so.”

'Goblin subjugation costs 10 silver.'

I think it's too salty. No matter how common and common it is for beginner adventurers, it is money that disappears after eating and sleeping for a day.

I thought that if things continued like this, tomorrow would be difficult again.

“Since we have money, let’s share it here.”

'I have three gold coins from the wizards, so I guess we can divide them one by one.'

Dwarven coins are saved for Peria. You can exchange it, but although it is easy to sell, it may be difficult to obtain it later.

In the first place, one of the ingredients, Fairy Garden fruit, is completely lottery-based, so you don't know how much you have to pour in to succeed. So it's good to have it.

'You can give me presbyopia when I return from an errand.'

I took out 1 gold from my pocket and gave it to Thistle, who accepted it politely with both hands.

“Thank you. With this, I can help Deshade for a while.”

'Oh, that's right. From now on, I won't be alone.'

Now that I think about it, Thistle has a duty to look after Deshade from now on.

I don't know if he will eat food, but since he is the god he serves, it will be his duty as a priest to not let him sleep on the street.

“What. Wouldn’t it be natural for the three of us to share it? Because everyone worked hard. And from what I can see, God, he seems to be doing well even if I loose it roughly, so I don't think I need to worry too much about it.”

Seeing Deshade constantly talking to busy-looking people here and there, I don't think there's much to worry about.

However, Thistle seems to be anxious and tightens the hand holding the weapon.

“Still, there was a kidnapping attempt like today, so I won’t be able to relax easily.”

“That’s right…”

What Thistle says makes sense. As soon as the wizard arrived, Hygenics was the first to do a background check. The wizard who attacked us was, to our horror, a research fellow at the Magic Tower in this city.

There might be more of them elsewhere in the city.

Hygenic listened to our conversation and made a suggestion.

“Hmm. Then, can you take care of it for me? Not from us, but from the military. If possible, a department that includes you might be a good idea.”

“In the supply world?”

“Yes. Now that all the knights have left, and I also think that a nearby wizard was part of such an organization, the number of trustworthy people that suddenly come to mind is drastically reduced. I think I can trust you guys.”

Hygenic points with his thumb at the magic tower visible through the window at the back.

Well, even if the Thistles find a place to stay right now, there is no guarantee that they won't be attacked just because it's inside the village.

After saying that, Hygenic comes close to me and whispers quietly.

“Also, since I also have to hunt down spies, I think it would be difficult to blindly leave it to my children.”

“That’s right.”

'I also had some personal business to attend to, but it's okay.'

It's not a bad suggestion.

I also wanted to ask Deshade about the soul's body, so if you have a good reason, I'd welcome it.

“And isn't he the first god to appear in recent times? I think that if you show us this favor in advance, both your superiors and I will receive a good evaluation from the higher-ups when the main unit returns. You think so too, right?”

Hygenic speaks quietly so as not to be heard by Thistle, who is starting to doze off in earnest.

It appears that he acts by thoroughly calculating the benefits until the very end.

'Indeed, that was my idea.'

I think he's a pretty good match for me. It would be beneficial if Enin receives positive reviews.

“It’s not bad. Then, I think we will share accommodations and go back and forth with the supply department. Please write a reason.”

“You are a friend I can communicate well with. Sigh. good. I'll write it right away. The officer remaining at the temporary command center is my junior, so he will probably understand right away and take good care of me.”

Happy smiles after taking care of the practicalities.

As we looked into each other's eyes like that, laughter kept coming out.

At that time, Noan came back from the magic tower, found us giggling softly, and spoke to us.

“Are you talking about something important?”

“No. It's a story for adults.”

It wasn't an honest story for Noan, so it was a bit awkward to tell him.

“It’s a story for adults. I think I'm an adult as well, but I'd like to know.”

Noan, who respects becoming an adult, actually has twinkling eyes.

I don't know if he's trying to look more mature, but it's a little embarrassing because he suddenly starts striking dozens of poses that show off his muscles.

'hmm. Is it counterproductive? 'How do I separate them?'

'You do your best!'

He looked back at Hygenic, but as if he couldn't think of any other excuse, he instead gave me a look that passed it on to me.

'Then you can't do it.'

“Yes. If you were a man, you could talk about things like this.”

“What kind of story is this?”

“Uh... Well, yeah. I was talking about the priest.”

After looking around for a while, he looked at Thistle and said.

It's a story I'm only trying to gloss over, but Thistle looked like she was on the verge of falling sleepily to the side of the chair, but she was starting to lie down and her legs were showing through the nun's robe.

People around me also start to glance as they pass by.

“Was it that kind of story? Because that kind of thing is a bit awkward.”

Noan blushes and looks back at Thistle, unable to take his face off.

As expected, if you look at his age, you can't take your eyes off him, probably because he's in puberty.

...

'But it seems like the clothes are getting higher and higher.'

Thistle's breathing gradually became more even, and he put his hand away from the claymore, and was now on the verge of completely lying down on the bench.

Regular breathing.

The body nods and gradually tilts.

Take a breath and lean slightly.

As you exhale, your clothes gradually rise.

Cum... Cum...

Even though it's a noisy office, I'm concentrating and it feels like I can hear my breathing right next to my ear.

The sound of breathing that draws people in like a metronome.

A steady BPM that lets you swim into your dreams.

Before we knew it, we had quietly fallen into hypnosis.

A world that feels like a space just for Thistle and us.

Only the exposed white legs are reflected in the sunlight and appear realistic.

“““...”””

As the three men suddenly fell silent and were looking at Thistle, a female soldier wearing glasses quickly took a nearby blanket and covered Thistle with it.

“What are you doing?”

We are guilty of the extremely sharp gaze staring at us, so we stand up and make big movements for no reason.

“ugh. huh? ah. Nope. I was just thinking about the future for a moment.”

“Yes. Of course. Then, I would like to ask for the documents right away.”

“Yes. I will write it right away.”

I quickly turn around, Hygenic fills out the documents, and I wake Thistle up and explain what happens next.

“Thank you for your consideration.”

Thistle seemed to have completely fallen into a deep sleep and was unable to come out of his drowsiness even as he listened to the explanation.

“Would you like me to help you?”

“Oh, no. It’s okay.”

I waited for Thistle to wake up and went to call Deshade.

“Deshade, let’s go.”

“Hmm? I guess it's already time for that.”

Deshade caught a hairless soldier doing office work and asked him why he had no hair.

“Don’t do that. Why do you want to make fun of a poor person?”

“I didn’t mean to make fun of you. I approached you thinking that if it was an illness, I could cure it.”

“Yes?”

I was surprised. Even in modern times, people are talking about curing what is considered an incurable disease.

“Can that be fixed?”

“No. When I asked about the history, it seemed like it was hereditary. Then it is impossible.”

Apparently, hair loss is an incurable disease even in this world.

“... That's such a shame. If that were to happen, there would be a lot of believers.”

It is certainly.

“Is that so? It's a bit of a shame.”

“Anyway, we have decided to take care of you for the time being, so please be kind to us.”

“Thank you so much for that. Then I'll take care of you.”

We returned to the supply area after that.

        
            “I went there.”

“Welcome. Thank you for your hard work.”

“Welcome.”

An ordinary greeting.

But that's why it feels precious.

If it weren't for here, I would never have known how welcoming it feels to be greeted like this when entering a designated place.

'I guess Feria hasn't returned yet.'

“I will report it.”

I regretted Peria's absence and reported today's events to Enin.

Enin received the report in a restrained manner, perhaps because he was in front of Noan.

“... So the work was completed successfully, whether it was the ritual or the dealing with the attackers, but Hygenics thinks that since the attacker was a wizard living in this city, there may be more of their colleagues elsewhere in the city. So, Priest and Deshade said that it would be better for us to take charge of it for the time being due to stability issues. Above.”

After briefly explaining the situation, he handed Enin the paper Hygenic had written on it.

“Hmm... I see.”

After carefully looking at the contents written on the paper one by one, Enin raised his head to see if there were any problems.

“Hygenic wrote a summary of only the necessary information. I don't think there will be any problems in terms of the procedures since the documents were written so neatly. Well done! Oh, I also suffered from presbyopia. Senior Florian will be in the communications field, so you can go back and see him.”

“Yes. Then let's go. I am also really indebted to my brother today.”

“Well, you had a hard time too. Then go in carefully.”

“Yep! Then let’s go.”

Presbyopia. A muscular and polite kid.

The respectful treatment ended in a state that I still can't get used to.

When Noan left, Enin relaxed his body and sat down in the chair.

“Phew. You really, really worked hard. Lee Lim. Oh my goodness, something unexpected happened.”

“I think I had a hard time. I guess I didn't expect to fight a wizard when I went to catch a goblin.”

“How was your presbyopia? I have always heard various stories from senior Florian through letters, but this is my first time seeing him in person.”

“The kid is nice. It was also reliable.”

As we began to talk in earnest, Master, who had been sitting quietly on one side, came to the side.

“Irim. What on earth happened along the way for that person to call you brother?”

It seems that the nicknames we used between us seemed strange to Master, who did not know Noan's age.

“Ah. I forgot to tell Hwarim. Presbyterian is now 15 years old.”

“Oh my...”

Master sighs at the answer Enin gave on his behalf.

“10 years old. Didn’t you come here at a very young age? How much suffering must it have been like to come to that age? Still, seeing as he's behaving so bluntly, it looks like his heart hasn't broken yet...”

“...”

Master spoke as if he was sorry, but Enin didn't say anything and just kept his mouth shut. Then he changed the topic.

“Yeah, that’s right. God has come?”

“Oh, now that I think about it, it was parked in front of the door. Come in.”

As we were talking outside, Deshade came in carrying Thistle on his shoulder.

“Why is the priest like that?”

“'Ah.' He made a sound and fell down.”

“... It looks like you’re sleeping?”

“I dozed off a bit in the security forces office earlier, but I guess that wasn't enough.”

It looks like Thistle's remaining stamina while walking this far has finally run out.

He is being carried by Deshade like a piece of luggage, and although he is in a very uncomfortable state, he is sleeping peacefully.

“Please pass it to me. I lay it down inside. Ah, Master, Enin. This is Deshade, the recently appeared god that Thistle worships, who came down today after performing the river god ritual. This armor is the body that contains God.”

After briefly introducing God to the two people, he receives Thistle from Deshade, lays him down on a large chair inside, and brings him a blanket.

The moment thistle is laid down, it makes a yapping sound and immediately wraps itself completely in a blanket.

Meanwhile, Deshade and two others exchanged greetings.

Deshade looks at Enin first and speaks.

“Yes. You guys are definitely handsome. This is a person with a small but calm mind who is expected to grow, and I like the fact that his body is sturdier than expected.”

“Chi, thank you for the compliment?”

Enin is embarrassed by the sexual harassment coming from the god in full armor. After saying those words, the god then turns to the teacher.

“And is this a human being who has entered the same body as the Straight Talker over there? However, the vessel is noble and has a very nice body. If I were to touch her just a little bit, I think her beauty would be at the top of the list among all the people I've ever seen. What do you think? Would you like to entrust your body to me?”

“... What is it? This rude person... No, the armor, um... God?”

A review like that of an old man with a lot of taste that shoots at rapid fire.

'Wow, this is really the worst.'

As it is a first impression, it is okay to exchange greetings with a lot of social and etiquette, but he only says what he wants to say.

When I think about it, I think that's because I already forgot my image from the first time I met God.

The teacher, too, must have been frightened by the appearance of God, which was different from his usual perception, and frowned, looked at God in front of him, and whispered openly in my ear.

“Irim. Is this God? I'm worried that the soul of a passing drunkard may have been brought here by mistake.”

“To be honest, I can't believe it, but I think it's God. Even though it may seem like that, at first he was able to see through things and read minds.”

“What is it? What what what story? Is this a magic story? Clairvoyance is something I can do as long as the moon is up.”

Just as I was chewing Deshade with my teacher, Peria came in after finishing her errand.

“Welcome.”

“...”

“Why?”

When Peria came in, I said hello and she stopped before coming in.

“... No. I didn't hear you, can you do it one more time?”

'Are my ears bad?'

“Welcome.”

“Yes. I’m back!”

I don't know if it's because he really didn't listen well, but he said he would be happy to do it again. And then he speaks softly to himself.

“This feels better than I thought.”

“What?”

“That happened.”

“Then that’s it. Anyway, I guess you earned a lot?”

Peria had a luxurious pouch in her hand.

“Because the customer was a magic tower owner. The harvest was pretty good.”

Peria opened her pocket and showed it to me.

8 dwarven coins.

“I guess they sold expensive information.”

“He asked about the current status of the imperial schools. He seemed frustrated because he couldn't hear any news, perhaps because communication had stopped recently.”

“You worked hard. Then take this too.”

Put the additional 11 dwarven coins I brought into Peria's pocket.

“Huh? what. Where did you get all this?”

“I also met a wizard today. To be exact, it's a slap in the face, but you'll need it more than me, so take it.”

Peria began to really like it, physically jumping around with her pockets getting thicker. Looking at it, I think I made a good decision to take care of it.

“Wow! Thank you so much, brother! To be honest, he doesn't seem to have any talent for making money, but seeing him like this makes me like him a little.”

“Really? Then, from now on, please treat me with respect.”

“I just went back to square one with that.”

“It’s too much. Still, if you use gold, it's almost 110 gold.”

“It’s a joke.”

Peria seems to be in a very good mood, unable to keep her feet still even for a moment.

He deliberately placed the heavier bag on his palm and was truly happy to feel its weight.

I don't need much money anyway, all I need is the magic core or magic core that Noan picked up.

“Oh, and Peria. Say hello. This is the body that contains the God I spoke of.”

“Huh? Where?”

I introduced Deshade to Peria.

While Peria and I were talking, Deshade went up to Master and was massaging his thighs, and Master was slowly asking me with his eyes whether he should punch me or not.

“Do you mean that is God?”

“Yes. I appeared in that armor.”

“...”

Peria looks at Deshade, whose entire body is covered in armor, for a moment and then approaches without fear.

It was a different reaction from Enin, who was startled when black armor walked around.

Soon, Peria walked towards Deshade with polite steps and showed him a sight he had never seen before.

“Nice to meet you. God who loves humans. I am the one who continues the lineage of the humble trickster. It is called Feria.”

“Hmm? trickster? Isn't he the prodigal son of the God of Knowledge who wanders the earth collecting rumors and gold coins? okay. Are you living a happy life?”

It was a very formal and polite greeting. Peria, who introduces herself by bending her knees and putting her palms inward, seems very unfamiliar.

“Why are you suddenly so calm?”

When I saw that and said something, Peria poked my side and whispered.

“Be quiet. The gods are good business partners.”

'Doing business with God?'

Peria leaves me alone and continues talking.

“It’s not a happy life, but as you can see, I have a slightly problematic body. So even though it is not fun, I am working hard for the future.”

“It's a shame that I can't enjoy my short life in peace. However, if you live hard, there will come a time when your efforts will pay off. I hope that this prodigal son gains the insight he needs for his future.”

“The origin of God. I don’t know what to do with myself.”

After expressing her gratitude, Peria extended her hand forward as if making a suggestion.

“But my God. Is there any news you would like to know? We may seem profane, but the Tricksters always handle even the information the gods want. The God of Wind, who is said to have the widest feet, also sends priests to ask us things we don’t know. Give us a little and we'll tell you what we know.”

'I can't believe you have the idea of selling something to God. 'That's amazing.'

I admired Peria's courage regardless of the person or location.

“Hahaha. You know a lot about God. right. We are not omniscient and omnipotent, but that is why we want to be omnipotent. I feel really proud of you guys who know full well that we are more greedy than any other intelligent being. This is the result of trying to intuit God more than any other priest.”

“If you feel proud, I would appreciate it if you could give me some pocket money.”

Hahaha-

Their laughter overlapped.

Deshade seemed to have finished massaging his teacher, so he turned to Peria and started talking happily.

Master stood up without hiding the expression on his face that the dirt on his body had fallen.

After that, Deshade straightened his arms and waist, which he had been touching, and looked at me in surprise.

“Hmm? My body has become much easier to move. What can I say... It's more flexible, as if the joints were greased.”

“Is that so? So, even though it was a little weird, I thought it would be nice to have someone close to me, so I brought it with me.”

A god who is deeply interested in humans, or more precisely, the ‘human body’.

Therefore, he is a god who has extensive knowledge about the human body and our bodies that mimic humans.

It is said that the body of the soul bottle is already complete in itself.

Wizards and alchemists who constantly seek to explore and advance spoke in unison.

'The soul bottle's body is a completed technology that does not allow any further distortion of the magic circle's magic or material ratio.' Called.

This is a technology that has already been discussed enough for both sides to give a definite answer.

Soul disease is created from a certain combination that nothing else can touch. As soon as it is touched even slightly, the body of the soul bottle cannot be established.

However, to newcomer Deshade, even if it was a combination of humans putting their heads together, it was nothing more than an uncomfortable and crude-looking body.

As the existence of such a god appears, if this technology is noticed to be in a stagnant state, research will begin again.

'The technology to circulate souls by binding them to fixed laws is now becoming obsolete, and people are returning to research on battle dolls, golems, and homunculi. This will be good news for those who were selling this.'

So, he is a very important person to both the teacher and me. It's important to stay close somehow.

As I was watching Deshade with that thought in mind, it seemed like the chat had finally ended.

“Then let’s go back to the story from before.”

“Of course.”

Peria finally succeeded in seducing Deshade.

The two beings, a god and a trickster, settled down and began to talk.

        
            Since they are a businessman and a customer, Deshade speaks first.

“Yes. How much will you charge for information?”

“It depends on what you want to know. Do you have any questions?”

The sight of Feria standing next to him in a suit that resembles a tailcoat, rubbing his hands, looks like a flirtatious and vicious boss entertaining wealthy customers.

However, although it is none of my business, a worrying thought occurred to me.

A business can only be established when there is money in kind exchanged between the payer and the receiver.

‘It’s an information fee. Other gods say they have a lot of money because they have a lot of followers, but Deshade probably doesn't have money.'

Even if you ask Deshade for money, the only thing Thistle has is 1 gold. Even that is just living expenses for today.

Be that as it may, the question posed by Deshade, who did not have a single piece of money right now, was a great question in some ways.

“I want to know who the most beautiful human in this world is.”

'I'm a little curious about that too.'

Deshade’s question was one that made me curious as well.

Peria seriously considered such a joke-like question and narrowed down the scope.

“What does God mean by beauty? If it is just God's preference, please explain what it looks like. If not, please tell us what the global standards for beauty are.”

“Like other gods, I like the beauty of the soul, but the reason I especially like humans is because of the beauty of their bodies. In other words, I want something externally beautiful, like a work of art, not symbolic beauty like purity. Beauty is relative, so I would like to know who the most people consider beautiful. How much would you be paid for this question?”

Deshade asked the price honestly without using tricks like reading thoughts.

And Peria seemed to be worried about pricing, so he closed his eyes for a moment and started thinking.

After a while, she opens her eyes and offers God her price.

“Hmm... That's a question I can't give a definitive answer to. However, it is not a question that cannot be answered. So, I will only accept 1 gold.”

“It’s just right. Just wait.”

Deshade, who heard the price mentioned by Peria, said that and started walking towards Thistle.

'Well, that can't be right.'

Deshade soon arrived at the large chair inside and lifted the blanket, and Thistle was curled up and asleep, clutching a gold coin in her hand.

As if it were more precious than anything else in the world.

“Are you planning to commit it?”

“I think so.”

“Well, I can’t see it...”

Sitting at the desk, Enin seemed to have realized what was going to happen and went into the filing cabinet inside, while I and Master waited for Deshade's next move.

'I guess so.'

Deshade's hand gradually reaches towards Thistle's hand.

'His followers have spent all the money they have saved for his advent, and this is the last money he has.'

I really thought about taking it away, but

'ah.'

Deshade defied expectations as if it were natural.

As he approaches, he carefully opens his hand and takes out a coin.

Still, it was a cautious move.

It's like taking a remote control out of the hands of a parent who is asleep on the sofa.

Soon Deshade successfully removed the coin and handed it over to Peria.

“ character. My apostle happened to be holding the right amount. Let me pay with this.”

“Thank you. Then let me answer.”

Peria accepted the gold coin from Deshade, who came back as if he hadn't seen Thistle inside, and Master and I looked at it and eventually said a word each.

“God, aren’t the buds really yellow? If someone tells you to become a believer, it might be best to stop them.”

“Someday, if I hear a rumor that that church was ruined because of their god, I think I will understand it as if it was natural.”

I will never join that denomination.

I might have to get as much information as possible from Deshade and get out of there.

Peria, who received the gold coin, puts it in her pocket and begins to explain.

“The reason I can't give a clear answer is because no matter how hard I try, I think it's impossible for just one person to answer. I think there will be as many as three people.”

Peria stretched out a finger.

“First of all, I will become the second princess in the empire.”

“The princess of the empire.”

“Yes. It is said that the second princess is excellent in both civil and martial arts, and her beauty is such that all citizens of the empire who have seen her recognize her. In addition, as Munmu said earlier, he is good at mercenary skills, and even though it is an empire with a territory larger than the Alliance of Kingdoms, he is a capable human being who maintains a wide front line under the command of the princess and does not hand over a single blade of grass to another race.”

“'All citizens of the empire say that.' It can be said that a certain level is guaranteed. It is a country with the largest concentration of people on earth.”

There were other stories about Deshade, but they only focused on the beauty part.

Peria stretched out her second finger.

“Next, Gloria, the head of Arsmagna, the City of Alchemists, a city-state in alliance with the Kingdom Alliance, will be the second candidate. He was said to have been missing for the past few years, but was said to have recently appeared at an official event. Thanks to this, even among the children of the royal family gathered in the capital, the princes who are known to be in heat... are said to be busy preparing gifts and visiting.”

“I don’t think there is an indicator as good as the princess of the empire, so maybe I should rank her lower.”

Peria didn't seem to be in a good mood, as if she had had a bad meeting with members of the royal family.

Then I remembered the conversation I had with Deshade in the cave.

'Wait a minute, didn't Deshade confirm to me what Gloria was doing with his clairvoyant powers?'

“Deshade, didn’t you tell me about Gloria last time? That person was Gloria.”

“That's true, but since I only saw the movement of the soul, it just looked like a white mass wearing clothes. And in places where a lot of people gather, it is difficult to tell because they look crowded.”

'I guess this is what it means to not be omnipotent.'

It seems that even God's power has its limits.

“Appearance, limited ability... Yes...”

Meanwhile, Peria quickly wrote down what Deshade said in her notebook and spoke again. It seems like they are trying to sell it as information later.

“Anyway, that person knows how outstanding her beauty is, so she says she takes money to make appointments. So, it is said that there are only a few people who have met her, but it might be quite nice to see people who have met pouring money into it, regardless of whether they are merchants or royalty, to see her again.”

“In that case, I guess I should visit too.”

Thistle's hardships in paying for the trip seem to flash before my eyes.

The third and final finger came up.

“The last one is said to be the 6 princesses who are imprisoned in a villa in the Northern Kingdom. But it's been a while since we stopped hearing about this due to a big rift in the North, so I honestly thought about whether to include it or leave it out, but I told you about it first. It is famous for being a place that is coldly released, perhaps because it resembles the place where people live, so we only heard rumors that it was beautiful, but we were completely cut off without knowing why it was confined or why it was said to be beautiful. ”

“Rather, the mystery fills the anticipation even more.”

'Well, I'm more curious about a closed box than an already open box.'

Although I called them three beauties, I knew very well that they were people who would have great influence from a national perspective.

Thanks to this, I realized for the first time that Gloria was such a difficult person to meet.

Of course, there is no way I can forget this person since he gave me the artifact that became the basis for my beginnings, but now that I think about it, I think he must have been quite good-looking.

The alluring aura radiating from that brilliant golden hair and eyes was not common.

“Can I at least see a picture first? I think I need to set some priorities.”

“Unfortunately, not all of them are as high as God, but perhaps because they are high, or because they know their own worth, portraits do not exist. It is said that the second princess of the empire refuses to have her portrait painted, and the head of the alchemists continues to refuse, saying that painters cannot capture her beauty. 6 There is no princess because she is imprisoned.”

'It's not some imaginary animal.'

Until you meet it in person, it is a rarity comparable to something like a giraffe. It's probably true because it's Peria's words.

“That’s such a pity. But that makes it even more worth looking for.”

“If it is God, there may be no need to go looking for it. Later, when news of the apparition spreads far and wide, they may come to visit in person. Of course, in general, it seems like it will be a form of invitation due to their location. Well, don't worry. Of course, it is the first time for humans to encounter a river god, and it is probably an event that is difficult for other races to see often.”

'That's right.'

After listening to Peria's answer, my curiosity was resolved.

But after listening to the whole thing, I think I was ripped off a bit.

'If it's that kind of story, if you buy a drink at a bar in town and ask to hear the story, you can hear it in just one drink.'

Of course, since this is a story about former mercenaries and adventurers, you'll be able to hear comparisons with your first love or the girl you fell in love with in the village.

Still, I think I can never get to 1 gold.

I stabbed Peria in the hopes of somehow getting some money back and giving it to Thistle.

“Hey. Aren’t you being ripped off too much?”

“What is rip-off? If it were other gods, the church is so rich that even if you call on them quite loudly, they'll pay for it all? This is the first question I ask God and there are multiple answers, so I got it for a very cheap price. Among the gods of different races, there is a god who will give you an extra box of gold coins just as a tip if you like it.”

By the standards of Feria, a trickster, it seems to have been done extremely cheaply.

‘Thistle. I'm sorry.'

I wanted to do more, but the only way was to back out. It is the natural order of the world for store owners to set prices for products that only one person can handle in the first place.

“Mmm... Mmm...”

I feel sad as I watch Thistle begin to whimper as she can't feel anything in her grasp.

“What will your reaction be if you wake up and hear the story?”

“I think I might cry...”

“Why? Why are you doing this?”

“It's just... that happens.”

We couldn't say anything as we watched Thistle, who was sleeping, start making louder and louder noises like a puppy having a nightmare.

        
            “This is good.”

Place the neatly finished gauntlet separately in the wooden box next to it.

After sleeping overnight, I remembered that today was the day the equipment I ordered from the village in the rear arrived.

So, while checking the quantity of goods that arrived from the yard behind the supply department, we are also setting aside equipment that appears to be well made.

“How many more things should I leave out to put in the coffin with the spare body?”

Unless it is a special order, the person who gets the supplies first is the owner. Some may say it is unfair, but if you try to persuade such a soul disease, you too will be told to become a noble officer's adjutant.

Master is also picking out weapons next to me. Then, he held something and let out a small exclamation.

“Oh my.”

“Did you find anything good?”

“This Estarke is the work of a skilled craftsman. I think there might be one or two more like it, so I'll have to look for them.”

“That’s good. No matter how much it is a mass-produced product, you can clearly feel the difference in quality when you use it.”

“Over there. I think you can still find some pretty good products if you go down to the village, but is there a need to put in that much effort?”

In that way, Master and I were filling a wooden box with items of good quality. However, in Peria's eyes, she sighed as she looked at the items we were leaving out, as if they were all below the standard.

“I don’t know what you don’t know, but that’s something you pay for. These are supplies, so I use them because they are free.”

“Even if you spend a lot of money to get a high-quality weapon, it is a disaster if you die. Even enemies have eyes for good things, so why not pick them up?”

“But still. I'm saying this because, in my opinion, it seems like things are too roughly made.”

It's not unreasonable for Peria to say something like that.

The lands of the kingdoms are all rich in minerals, to the extent that almost any mountainous area has the potential to be used as a mine.

So, although there is no shortage of iron, there is a shortage of engineers due to the huge impact of the war.

Because of this, there is a big difference in the quality of the equipment, but from the perspective of Peria, who wanders around from the Demon Territory to the Empire, there may not be anything that she likes.

“Next is a special order product.”

Enin peeled off the last remaining box's cloth.

“What are special order items?”

“These are weapons that soul soldiers custom-made separately at their own expense or equipment that they requested to be strengthened. Teacher and I use the basic supplies, but some people prefer the same type of weapon as the weapon they used in their past life, so they spend their own money to get it.”

“There will be soul soldiers who feel more stable fighting with the equipment they have in their hands. To be honest, for those of us who cannot settle down anywhere even if we have money, this is a pleasure in its own way. Of course, it is a good weapon worth the money invested in, so when you die, enemies pick it up, so there are few cases of it coming back.”

When I open the box, I see that, unlike other boxes containing weapons, each weapon is wrapped in clean cloth.

“How much does one usually cost?”

“I looked into it before, but it starts from 20 gold?”

“It’s a serious rip-off, isn’t it? I'm sure this isn't a town where people live.”

“The price was set high because it was made during the time it took to make other products. Still, I think that soul soldiers are ahead of adventurers and mercenaries in this regard. Although it costs a lot of money, the moment you order it, you can feel the quality jump.”

I take out a long polearm that someone must have ordered and unwrap the cloth.

It is a spear that extends in a straight line, but instead of having one blade, it has a cross-shaped blade on both sides.

'It must be an item belonging to someone with a unique spear skill.'

Peria also came to the side, looked at the window, and acknowledged that it looked okay.

“This is definitely worth spending a lot of money on. I don't think anyone who used this type of weapon would care about something like Estarke. Don’t you or Hwarim order weapons like this?”

“I am a person who used a sword, so I felt that my current sword was sufficient.”

Besides Estark, Master picks up any weapon and uses it well.

“I've never used any weapons other than a kitchen knife, but even if I had, I don't think I need it anymore thanks to this. Because this is the best.”

Take out the artifact and make a magic sword.

A sword long enough to slightly reach the elbow.

Although it is still a bit short to use as a main weapon, it is now long enough to dig in and inflict fatal wounds on enemies.

Killing the wizard made it a bit longer, but the lack of a cross guard is a bit of a drawback. No matter how hard you try to change it, it won't change anything other than the raw part.

Thanks to this, its attack power is very strong, but it is very difficult to block enemy attacks, so I can still only use it as a dagger.

'Or should I just get a separate cross guard and install it? However, the guard must be equally strong as the blade to block attacks.'

It is a weapon that still has many issues to consider.

At that time, Noan came to visit us.

“Brother and sisters. Nice to meet you. I came here to see if my items had arrived.”

“Huh? Is it presbyopia? What did I order?”

“Shield. I think it's probably the biggest.”

'Now that I think about it, Noan's tower shield was broken.'

“But wasn’t the thing you were holding last time a tower shield used by the soldiers on the castle walls? The supply shield given to soul soldiers is a small round shield.”

“Yes. Originally, because I was big, I borrowed items from soldiers, but when something important happened, I used manufactured items. This time, the shield I used last time ended up breaking, so I ordered it again.”

The lineman also costs a lot of money.

“Really? Then look for it here.”

I took Noan with me and opened a supply box bigger than a person's height.

“Huh? brother. What's stuck in the middle here?”

Peria went into a wooden box, and there was a wall in the middle.

“What is it?”

“It’s wrapped in cloth, so it might be a piece of clothing.”

“Ugh, he’s not moving?”

I try to remove the wall that is stuck in the teacher and the box, but it won't move.

“It's probably mine. Please come out for a moment.”

Noan lightly relaxes his shoulders and goes inside, putting his hand inside the cloth.

“Inhale!”

When Presbyterian puts in a lot of force and energy, the object that was tightly stuck comes out.

“Wow....”

“You carry something like this?”

The object Noan took out was a huge, thick, iron shield wrapped in cloth.

Looking at the fact that it has two handles, you can tell that this is an item intended only for use as a shield and no other weapons.

“On the battlefield, I play the role of a protective shield protecting the commanding officers in the last line. The shield used when fighting the wizard was an ordinary shield, so it was eventually broken through, but its original role was to stand by and block magic. Actually, I want to protect others at the forefront.”

I thought he would have a physique that stands out even among soul soldiers, but seeing that Noan was given that role, I know that he is definitely quite amazing.

“This must have cost a lot of money.”

Peria knelt down on the shield and saw that it was large enough to cover about 5 people.

“But since it is my role, if I order this, I will provide all the money. I only spend my own money when I ask for the pattern on the front to be engraved.”

The front of the huge shield was engraved with the incongruous engraving of a small, drooping flower bud.

'I think there were flowers like this where I lived too. 'Did you call it Lily of the Valley?'

“Asshole. Have you still forgotten your girlfriend?”

“Woman, I’m not your girlfriend! If you just do something like this, you will have more strength to do it.”

The memory of picking flowers and bringing them to Noan every day may remain with Noan forever.

Soon, three huge wooden boxes were sorted out and only the last box remained. As we all seem to be slowly getting tired, Enin encourages us.

“It will end sooner than expected. The quantity has been confirmed, and the remaining weapons all have owners in the corps that went on the expedition, so I will have to put them back like this.”

“Then let’s put it back in. Peria, you should work too.”

“I don’t like it. It’s not my job.”

'If this is not his business, he will never do it.'

In order to hurry up and finish it quickly, he asks Peria to help him, but he doesn't listen.

“Then the only way is to confirm your and my location.”

“Hmph. This time, I also took all the necessary measures.”

As I held up the bracelet on my arm, Peria did the same and held up a previously unseen bracelet on her arm.

It looks like there's something to it, as I don't feel scared, but rather have a confident expression on my face.

“Ta-da! This time, I received a bracelet that blocks magic, which I received as a service from the magic tower owner as a service. Hehehe.”

Peria was wearing a gold bracelet on her arm, as if to oppose me, who was wearing a silver contract bracelet.

“Of all the products available around here, this is probably the best product, right? I guess it's a bracelet made by a magic tower lord.”

'This is a bit embarrassing.'

Peria brought something much better than I expected. But I have no intention of backing down.

“You have to look at the long and the short.”

“Do you think the magic tower lord is a magic tower lord for no reason? Unlike merchants who get a good position based solely on the amount of donations, magic tower owners are people with extremely good skills. Now, that's the end of being threatened by my brother.”

“If anyone hears it, they will think I used this every day.”

Even though it looks like this, I'm conscious of not using it because I'm afraid Peria will be upset, but that won't work today.

'I need to drink some water properly.'

Still, I break into a cold sweat thinking that the bracelet might be upwardly compatible.

“Peria.”

“Good. Come and see.”

“Move that shield to Noan’s quarters right now.”

“Yes? I can move it.”

They say that presbyopia is okay, but that doesn't matter. All I have now is a strong feeling to fuck up Peria.

'ruler. Move. 'Show your power!'

But Peria stays still. It doesn't seem to work.

“Heh. I guess I won? Now you're never afraid of things like your brother, right? fool. Cockatrus laying unfertilized eggs. A vegetarian troll-like oppa~.”

'I still don't know what those swear words mean.'

Still, I feel dirty.

That time when I was biting my lip in anger-

Ppajik-

The bracelet on Peria’s arm was cracked.

And at the same time, Peria walks unnaturally towards the shield.

“Uh. uh? what? why! Why are you doing this?”

“Heh. I think it's my victory. Was it made by a magic tower lord? It seems like my bracelet is stronger?”

“No! This can't be happening! How much does this cost?”

“It can’t be like this, but is it possible? Come on, Peria. Let’s move that shield to Noan’s quarters by ourselves.”

After giving the command more clearly, Feria's bracelet is no longer working, and Feria looks this way and prepares to move her shield in earnest.

“Profit! Just wait and see! Just watch the moon rise. If you're sleeping, I'll come and put a snake in your pants!”

Watching Feria whining while holding the two handles attached to the shield makes me feel good.

'But I guess I'll have to be more careful at night. I think it would be creepy if it really came to visit.'

I'm a bit afraid of what happens next.

“Enina. Well, now that we're done with our work, let's go visit that god. Is that okay?”

“Yes. Please. This was all I had to do for today. You said you were going to the resuscitation center, right?”

“Yes. I want to go and check out the soul soldiers' spare bodies and ask Deshade a lot of questions.”

I asked Deshade to give me some time. That's because I wanted to ask about the soul's body, but if I ask about the spare body before the soul enters, I might be able to find out a full-fledged way to strengthen the body.

“Then, I will bring some documents and go back to the regular meeting. They said the wizards will finish their investigation and make a comprehensive report today.”

'Now that I think about it, I heard that wizards are constantly checking the monster's castle.'

A few days have passed, but I don't know what Astesia is doing by now.

They said that the devil's descent is over at first glance, and even if something happens and he is resurrected, the castle will be moved to another place, but there is still a date left, so I don't know how things are progressing.

Is he alone in a deserted castle, taking a drug that will kill him every day?

When I think about what I might be thinking alone, I feel a little down.

“I'm a little worried too, but I'm worried that if we go alone without any orders, we'll be suspected of having something to hide.”

“... I guess so.”

Master recognized my feelings and comforted me, while at the same time making me aware of reality.

'If you suddenly decided to enter a castle that wizards are constantly investigating, you would naturally be suspicious.'

I decided to act in a way that would not cause any harm to myself.

There is no reason to take risks.

“Let’s go find Deshade.”

“I wish I could stay at the hotel. Honestly, I don’t think that god is just waiting for us.”

“I think so too, but I said I would tell you who is the most beautiful person in this town if you just be quiet, so I guess she won’t go far.”

I thought that God would definitely roam around freely, so I promised him a carrot in advance. A god so infatuated with humans would surely wait patiently.

“Oh my. I didn't know that our disciple also had the same hobby for humanity as God. The two might be a good match.”

“Yes? No, it’s not like that.”

“ done. I have no intention of criticizing you.”

I only said that to keep Deshade calm, but Master reacted to this again.

I don't know what the problem is with my calm demeanor.

The atmosphere became awkward and as I was walking away, Master spoke first.

“...Hmm. hmm. So, who is the most beautiful woman in town? Is this perhaps our Lee Rim’s taste?”

Master gently puts his two index fingers together and glances at me.

“Are you curious?”

“No... Well, it's not that I'm curious about my student's taste in women or anything like that, but I just heard that he's the best, so I'm curious about how people feel. Maybe it's someone I know...”

Master keeps making excuses and finally says, pulling on the sleeve of my clothes with his fingers.

“Eight! Just say it. I have to listen to it even if it makes me sick.”

Master narrows his eyes and looks straight at me.

It is rare for Master to be stubborn, but when this happens, the only way is to talk to him.

'Actually, I was a little embarrassed to say it, so I didn't want to do it.'

“... Master.”

“Huh?”

“The most beautiful person. Of all the people I've seen in this village, Master was the most beautiful.”

'Oh, I'm embarrassed.'

Still, I only told the truth.

I am definitely not saying this out of courtesy since I have known Master the longest. I just definitely thought that out of all the people I had ever seen, Master was the prettiest.

Gloria, I don't know if it's because my first image was ruined, but to me, she just looks like a weirdo and doesn't even live in this town.

Enine has a small and cute feel that is better suited to the word 'cute' rather than 'pretty', while Peria has a lively feel and feels like a free spirit.

'And Peria just feels like a younger sister.'

Florian saw him lying down with Master, and his eyes were drawn more to Master.

So, in my opinion, Master is the most beautiful.

It seemed that Master was satisfied with my answer. The stubborn behavior he had been acting on just a moment ago disappeared and he began to smile.

“Hehe...Hehe.”

“Do you like it?”

“No. just. what. Hehehe.”

“I can't leave my smile.”

Master began to take steps again. The fingers holding my sleeve had not yet come off.

“The first disciple I made after coming here told me that I was the most beautiful, so how could I not be happy? Even if that's not the case, no woman would be offended by being told she's beautiful.”

“Well, that’s how it should be.”

“Hehehe.”

'It looks really good.'

After saying that, Master said nothing and continued to laugh until he reached his destination.

        
            “This is today’s medicine.”

“Thank you, Mr. Marcus.”

Astesia took the pill from the demon with goat legs and ate it.

A demon with goat legs, he is the guard and doctor that the demon king placed next to Astesia when he sent her here.

He always stays outside the room, and when it's time for her to take medicine, he brings black pills to her and looks at her with blinding glasses until she swallows them.

'Uhm...!'

As soon as the medicine goes down my throat, I feel something boiling from inside.

'Now half way.'

Every time I take medicine, the feeling that death is approaching becomes stronger.

Although it only lasted for a moment, as soon as I took the medicine, I felt like my body became heavy and my eyes closed, and I felt that that time got longer and longer each time I took the medicine.

'At the end, you won't open your eyes anymore.'

The good news is that it isn't painful.

But in fact, it was made to be painless so that the demonic power in Astesia's body would not exert its defense function, otherwise Marcus would have made the medicine without worrying about such things.

Seeing Astesia waking up after being immersed in a heavy mood for a longer period of time than yesterday, Marcus checks on her progress.

How about “? Did you really get that feeling?”

“Yes. It's stronger than yesterday.”

“Thank goodness.”

The attending physician, Demon, collected the water glass and tray and left the hall.

The Dream Demon's Castle, which he received from the Demon King as an item that only his blood relatives could use.

Astesia was left alone in the central room that controlled the property.

'Then, I have to check one more time.'

However, Astesia was not just quietly waiting for death to come.

Her wish is that her death will not harm anyone.

To that end, he planned to move the Demon King's castle in the end, even betraying the Demon King's expectations for an unexpected situation.

'This is the trumpet number that our blood relatives can use.'

The dream demon's last name is the lineage of the demon who made a contract with Asmodeus, also known as a succubus, and is the power that the ancestor received when he first made the contract.

[Devil Asmodeus’ villa]

Only those who inherit the blood of a succubus can control this castle at will. Such as creating a maze within the castle, changing the layout in an instant, or appearing in the middle of enemy lines carrying soldiers who follow the monarch.

Let alone humans, any race that excels at manipulating magic cannot stop Asmodeus' star palace from moving around.

The annex that the devil handed over as part of the contract has a terrifying power that allows it to break through all boundaries and move freely even though it is a detached palace.

Of course, there are also restrictions.

Because it requires enormous magical power, it is a power that ordinary succubi cannot even dare to summon, but for Astesia, who has more magical energy than necessary thanks to her blood that is close to pureblood, this castle has a different meaning.

Rather, Astesia was prolonging her life by consuming her strength by maintaining this castle at all times.

Even that wasn't enough to quell her magic, so the Demon King managed to balance it out by putting on her an eye patch and shackles that absorbed magic.

'good. There's no one there either.'

Astesia was fiddling with the cube that controlled the castle. Soon the cube opened, revealing a place far away.

The Land of Death, the place where the castle would be transferred, was actually the place she walked over when she fled from the kingdom to the demon spirit. So, knowing that no one lived there, I registered the coordinates.

'Just don't let anyone catch you until the end.'

On the last day, after taking the last pill, it ends when everyone in the castle is sent out and the person himself dies.

“Ah.”

The moment I thought about death, tears flowed under the blindfold again.

'Thoughts are pointless.'

He had already recognized from a long time ago that he was a being who had no place in this world.

However, those soul diseases came to the center of the castle. In particular, the last sound that the man's spirit said continues to linger in my ears.

'Let's just leave it here for now.'

The moment I closed the cube again with the intention of going for a ride to calm my mind as the tears I once shed didn't stop,

“Did you plan on sending it here?”

Someone's voice came from my ear.

“!!!”

bang-

The moment Astesia turned around, she was instantly kicked by her foot and ran away from the cube. And immediately, the attacker approached and strangled him and lifted him up.

“Kuuu…!”

“Is that also correct? Mabel.”

“Yes. Marcus. I was planning to betray you just like you said. It seems like that was done a long time ago.”

Her doctor and a long-haired woman wearing black armor entered a place where no one had obviously been allowed to enter.

“Uh, how did I get here...”

“If you think about it, isn’t it simple? If the castle is run by the blood of a succubus, all you have to do is bring the blood of a succubus.”

As Astesia barely managed to speak through her drowsy throat, the armored woman moved her wrist slightly to show something.

In the woman's hand was a vial containing blood.

“Do, the blood of our own people...”

“It was harder to get than I thought. Because no one has the power to come close to you. Well, if you have enough strength to open a door once, squeezing out about 4 noble-level succubi would be enough.”

'That can't be possible.'

Astesia was embarrassed, but could not do anything else.

This is because he left the method of protecting himself entirely to the blood of Asmodeus, who protects him. No matter what kind of hostility was directed at her, that power always protected her.

Therefore, Astesia was able to survive even from the nobles who tried to overthrow her by force.

However, the devil's power sympathized with the blood brought by the woman in front of him and did not react even though he was in danger.

The two demons saw Astesia completely restrained and then began their work.

“Yes. What should I do now?”

“Have you already forgotten? If betrayal is confirmed, you can take over command and continue as originally planned. You can command the defense like this until Asmodeus descends.”

When Astesia heard that sound, she struggled and screamed even as she was being strangled.

“Well, what does that mean? Advent!”

“Shh. Our princess stay quiet. Marcus. You try something.”

At the woman's command, the doctor took out a gag from his pocket and put it on Astesia.

“Direction. Are you feeling anxious as is?”

“Yes. All the Demon Warriors are dead. I asked the Demon King how he would fill the void, and he said he would send Mabel. I haven't heard anything else, what are you going to do?”

“Good. Just wait.”

The woman lifted the cube placed in the middle of the room.

After using it for a while, he seems to have roughly figured out how to use it and looks around the castle.

“This is definitely serious damage.”

My doctor watched the scene next to me and said something. The corpses of mercenaries and demon warriors were everywhere.

Only a few mercenaries remained and were continuing to gather the wounded and corpses to one side.

'In a situation like this, why did the Demon King send only one person?'

It was an incomprehensible situation for the attending physician.

Although the garrison's gaze was all turned toward the capital, by the time the ritual was over, a storm of magical power would swirl through Astesia's body.

Then, naturally, the humans nearby will notice, and if so, they will somehow gather engineer-level manpower and deploy them.

If you do it wrong, you may fail at the end of the ceremony.

The doctor urges the woman out of anxiety.

“The only intact troops are 20 mercenaries. The Demon Warriors are all in critical condition, and to be honest, they have no value as soldiers anymore. The rest are just corpses. What can we do?”

There seemed no hope for him. But that doesn't seem to be the case for this woman.

“Rather good.”

“Yes?”

“It’s rather good. This situation where there are so many corpses.”

The doctor looked at her with an expression that didn't seem to know what she was talking about.

The woman's eyes were filled with madness as she looked at the corpses and injured people.

------------------------------

“Is Deshade there?”

I went with my teacher to a lodging near the base.

Although it is right next to the village, it is an area where a line is drawn and the general public is not allowed to enter, so it is safer than other inns.

Thanks to Hygenic's arrangement, the Deshades were able to settle into lodgings within the military district for easy escorting.

“Um, are you here? As promised, I stayed calm and did not go somewhere else.”

“It looks like that.”

A full body armor sitting calmly on a chair in the middle of the hotel.

Thistle went to the adventurer's guild early to make money.

Yesterday, when Thistle woke up and heard why the gold had disappeared, he looked like he was crying, but when Deshade said, 'It was used for something very important,' he couldn't say anything and ate the food that Ennin bought him as a favor.

The good news is that since this is an accommodation that Hygenics has allowed to use for official reasons, the lodging expenses are paid by the security forces. So, it became enough for Thistle to just earn money for food.

As I watched Thistle and I, I felt that the boss uniform was really important. If you compare Ennin and Deshade, the difference is world-class.

'Still, it's okay to be angry about something like that.'

It's a pity that Thistle can't do anything because of the difference in status between God and his priest.

“Deshade. Now, let’s go to the resuscitation center and take a look at the spare bodies. Please take a look and tell me what kind of ingredients I need to make my body stronger.”

“Let’s do that. But when will you give me the answer to the question I promised?”

“Oh, that’s right.”

When Deshade was about to leave the dorm, Shin asked for a carrot first.

I should tell you because I promised, but it's a little embarrassing to say it when Master is right next to me.

“Speak quickly. I'm fine.”

Master looked pleased and told me to answer quickly, shaking my sleeve, which had still been held in his fingers since leaving the unit.

I had no choice but to hold back my shame and answer Deshade.

“...is in front.”

“Hmm?”

“Deshade, the woman in front of you.”

Deshade's helmet turned and began to look at the Master from top to bottom.

My promise to show you the most beautiful woman in this town. After confirming that promise with the two eyes in his helmet, he shakes his head and says:

“Hmm... It looks like there was some mistake. I didn't realize that your standards were different from mine. This spirit soldier seems like he could be quite promising with a little tuning, but by my standards, he doesn't seem like he's good enough to be called 'the best in town'. I actually think my first apostle is more beautiful.”

In Deshade's eyes, I don't know if there are eyes inside the helmet, but the soul bottle's body doesn't seem to be full of eyes.

“Irim. Why not just hit him?”

“Please be patient one more time. Because I have to go do something important from now on.”

DeSaid makes an awkward gesture that he may have learned from someone before he knew it. From what I've seen since yesterday, he intentionally shows his emotions in that manner for those of us who can't read his facial expressions.

Looking at it, the slightly exaggerated and slightly shaking appearance makes me wonder if he is imitating the appearance of drunkards somewhere, but he looks better than before, when his emotions were unknown due to his lack of facial expression.

'Now that I think about it, how did this place come to be?'

It was surprising that no matter what I did, I couldn't tell their expression.

It definitely feels like it's full of something inside, but even if you look inside through the hole in the helmet, you can't tell because you only see completely black darkness.

Deshade looks at the angry Hwarim for a while longer, then folds his arms and says.

“I was a little disappointed, but it wasn’t bad. okay. The request was to go to the resuscitation center and look at that twig-like body, right? Let’s go and take a look and try to adjust. In addition, I will also take care of your less beautiful bodies.”

“I would appreciate it if you could.”

Squeak-

'this.'

Master held back and applied so much force that my sleeve ended up being torn.

'Even though it was just a supply item, I liked it because it was a neat piece of clothing.'

        
            “So, this is the guy named Deshade?”

When we arrive at the resuscitation center, a priest serving Gaia welcomes us.

There are coffins containing bodies lined up neatly here and there, and it is said that these also have an expiration date.

So, wizards create new spare bodies at regular intervals, and the revival center takes over and manages them.

“Yes. So, it is called Kangshin... Kangrim. It is the body where the newly born God descends.”

I introduce myself to the priest for what may be the first time.

I think I should just make a sign and hang it saying, ‘This is the God.’

A stern-looking male priest wearing glasses looks around at the scene.

If Thistle were present, this would be an attitude that could be considered rude, but it cannot be helped since the priests who serve Gaia attracted people with a tendency to extremely reject other gods in the first place.

'For humans, he is the only god who can sublimate great feats, so he has almost monopolized the popularity, but now that another god has suddenly appeared, he has no choice but to take this attitude.'

Still, sometimes, some people don't even bother to hide how they look at me as if I'm a fraud, so I feel dirty as well.

The priest held us for more than 5 minutes and then let us go.

“Honestly, I have never seen the coming of God, so a low-ranking priest like me cannot dare to determine it, so I have no choice but to believe it. I will admit that there is such a sacred energy within my body. Have a relaxing time.”

“Thank you.”

I stared at him for so long that I thought he was being territorial and trying to disturb me, but in the end, I just ignored him because he was flawless.

‘Even though it is a radical religion, are we going to accept what we can acknowledge for now? In fact, all high-ranking priests, starting from the bishop level, followed the legions, so it might be better to avoid unnecessary conflicts.'

I think it probably passed easily because the superiors were absent.

“Then let’s go in.”

Deshade went inside first. We walk around the inside of a fairly tall but wide building and go to a corner where there are few people.

“Please look at this first.”

When a nearby coffin is opened to reveal a spare body, Deshade approaches and looks around.

A solid body without a soul that just looks like a white wood carving.

The hard texture looks like wood, but in reality, the white color is all made from meat that has been stretched and hardened. So, when you burn the body of a soul bottle, it smells like burning protein.

Deshade begins to examine the body that has not yet contained such a soul.

“Hmm. They were combined into one type without distinction between men and women. By not specifying the shape, we expanded its versatility... Come on, make me a knife and give it to me.”

“Here it is.”

He creates a magical sword and hands it over to Deshade, who cuts off his arm and examines the cross section.

“As expected. There was a passage for magical energy to pass through, but it was blocked. They were using a method of forcing the soul into another mold, so it was difficult to find a place.”

“What do you mean? You put it in a frame.”

“Let me explain it easily.”

Deshade stands up and comes from a nearby table with bread and a glass of water that someone appears to have left there for him to eat.

I don't know whose food it is, but I think I'll be a little sad when I find out that the bread was picked up with an iron glove.

“This bread is your soul, and the cup containing this water is your body.”

Deshade crumples the bread larger than the cup into the cup and fills it so that there is no empty space.

“If you want to put the bread named soul in a cup without it sticking out, you would normally prepare a cup large enough to fit the bread. Did you understand that if the cup is small, you need to make it larger, and if the cup is larger, it can hold a larger amount of bread?”

“Bread is the soul, and the cup is our body?”

“The front is right, the back is wrong. The cup refers not to the physical body but to the frame that will contain the soul. Ordinary people will sacrifice the feats they have accumulated throughout their lives, people who have lived ordinary lives will dedicate their small lives themselves, and people worthy of praise as heroes will dedicate lives of great value and develop the framework of their vessels through God.◦ #◦

It seemed to refer to a ceremony similar to the Day of Offering held by the Gaia Church.

Ordinary people here offer their accumulated achievements to the gods, and in return, their spiritual vessels grow larger.

There are other methods, but unless you are an Irregular with strange beliefs like Dheavl, humans generally follow this method.

“So, the frame of humans who have grown up and developed their souls naturally since childhood will naturally contain the soul normally. However, the bodies of these soul soldiers are very violent, unlike the normal frame.”

Shin took out the bread and this time he picked up a slipper next to him and tried to put it in the cup. Of course there is no way in.

“There’s no way it can get in, right?”

“Yes. As it is, you shouldn't go in. It's not like it was made to be put in. If it is not the size that suits you, then of course you should not enter it.”

Deshade wrestles with it for a while and eventually leaves the cup with the slipper sticking out.

“It’s not working well. Just listen as if you are now filling the slippers perfectly into the cup. In any case, as it is, the frame of the soul must match the size of the soul, and the passage for magic to flow must also be open for humans to live and grow. However, this crude body was created solely to cram your soul into an artificial vessel that cannot fit, so it lacks all additional parts.”

“The appearance of the original soul we had is different from the appearance of this artificial frame, so of course it is uncomfortable.”

“Yes. So, from the perspective of the gods in the sky, soul disease beings like you are conscious, but because they have created bodies, they only look like undead at best. It's a body with a serious structural problem, so even gods won't answer its calls, it won't be able to grow, and that's why you can't use magical power.”

'That's why you can't receive recovery magic, and why soul patients don't accept your prayers on the Day of Offering.'

That they are using a body that does not meet the standards.

For that very reason, we were not treated properly as human beings even by the gods.

“So what can change if I use this?”

He takes out the core contained in the fighting doll's body, which he kept in his pocket wrapped well in cloth to prevent it from breaking.

“The dolls were remotely controlled by wizards using the magic core you were carrying. Unless you put it in a body made entirely from scratch in the form of a doll, it won't have any meaning right now. Since the body is blocked from magic in the first place, it will not be able to move even if a medium is inserted into it.”

“Holy shit.”

Apparently, spirit bottles and dolls seem to have different designs. The things I cherished most quickly became useless.

“... Then how can we strengthen the body we are in?”

From then on, Master continued to sulk at Deshade, but eventually he couldn't hold back his curiosity and opened his mouth.

“Well, it might be possible if this body, which is very well versed in the human body, gets involved and rebuilds it from scratch.”

“Is that possible?”

I thought that at best I could strengthen my body in its current state, but I may be able to make a bigger difference than I thought.

“It is possible, but I only know it in an abstract way, based on my original knowledge. It might be a good idea to ask the people who made this exactly what materials are needed. For the time being, I'll just do some tuning.”

'That's a bit of a waste.'

As expected, the newly born god was not omnipotent after all, so it appears that he could not figure out the specific design of the soul bottle.

That's why I thought that the guys who designed the soul disease system were even more amazing. Although I don't like cleaning up after it.

'If I'm going to make something, I'll take responsibility until the end and complete it properly.'

Later, through Feria, I thought I would somehow try to contact a wizard or alchemist who had done research on soul disease.

Master takes Deshade’s words and asks.

“Then what does it mean to coordinate?”

“It’s a simple thing. If your soul is round, you can only approximate its shape by making your body round. In order to create a body in earnest, you have to mix the basic ingredients again.”

Ultimately, you will need the help of a wizard or alchemist.

'But how do I find someone I can trust?'

A similar person would be Gloria, but I got to know her thanks to Feria. Gloria is someone who is difficult to meet.

'Shall we get introduced to a trustworthy connection from Feria?'

While I was thinking that, Deshade suggested a different method.

“But if you want to gain more strength, isn’t there another way other than creating a new body?”

“Is there another way?”

“Yes. There must be a way to receive the energy itself, even if it is not magical power, by making a contract with a more powerful being.”

“Where would you find such a being? We are bound by these restrictions, but the officers will never give us the time to search for such a being, and we will just be watching them do it.”

Deshade, who sounds at ease, shows the three-layer pattern on his neck.

Deshade looks at them and points to the bracelet on my arm along with the pattern on my neck.

“What’s on your arm and the pattern on your neck all have the same power.”

“I don’t understand what you’re saying. Those things were limitations, but they didn't seem to have any advantages. It would have been convenient if that was all it took to become stronger. But even though the officers use this to give us orders, we don't feel like we're getting much stronger.”

Deshade shakes his head at Hwarim’s answer.

“I guess humans misunderstand it too.”

'There's a better way to use Atyr?'

It seems that there are uses in God's mind that we are not yet aware of.

“Do not tell this even if other officers, wizards, or other people ask about it.”

“Isn’t there a need for a more efficient way to use it? This is a request I don’t understand.”

“There is a reason for that.”

'It might be better to cover this up here.'

Even if it is an efficient method of use, it may not be a good idea to reach the ears of officers. If it became known, it would only lead to further exploitation, so we made arrangements in advance to prevent it from being discovered.

If there is someone else holding the leash, it is better to keep them unaware.

Deshade changed the subject so that he could say no more.

“But in your opinion, Deshade, is it really possible to take out and put in souls at will like in our case?”

“That's why I answered that I couldn't touch your wish to remove the symbol on your neck. If it's possible for me now, if I do it well, it's possible to transfer my consciousness to another body or resurrect a body that has recently died. Massaging the soul itself like this is impossible and should not happen.”

“As expected from God’s perspective, this seems like a special case.”

“Yes. The idea of summoning spirits from the other world is a method that only humans came up with. Only humans who are not afraid of trampling on law and honor tried methods that no one else would try. It would have been impossible to even predict the success rate in the first place.”

“But it was successful.”

“Yes. The success may have been a coincidence. However.”

“Just?”

“Otherwise, I might have borrowed the power of the devil. When it becomes clear that this is the case, I have to step forward.”

I wonder what this means.

“What does it mean to step forward? Do you mean to punish me with heavenly punishment?”

“To be exact, it means that we must perform God’s duty rather than punishment from heaven. God's only role is to stop everything related to the devil. God is a concept that originally exists as a position where one must gather strength to confront the devil. One day, it must come to the surface, absorb all the themes, and act as a breakwater to protect life on the ground from rampaging creatures. But honestly, no one seems to care about the other gods anymore except me.”

“Wait a minute. Does that mean that it also includes preventing the devil from coming?”

“Isn’t that obvious?”

When I heard Deshade’s words, something came to mind.

'then'

She decided to die alone in the lonely castle.

'Astesia.'

That day when we had to leave because we couldn't do anything on our own.

I thought saving her was an impossible task.

But the impossible may be possible.

That is, if there is Deshade.

“Deshade.”

“Why do you do that?”

“What would you do if there was a devil trying to descend to earth?”

As soon as I said those words, the air changed.

“What does that mean?”

God’s mood has changed.

Should we say that his status as a god has finally begun to emerge?

I felt like a stupid, one-sided thinker, but like a smart guy from the neighborhood.

However, the newly created god before my eyes began to radiate its hidden divine power.

Deshade asks the truth of what I said in a voice full of confidence.

“Speak bluntly. As a god, a being with a duty to stop the devil, I must listen closely to what you said.”

It informs such a god of the existence of the devil.

“There is a demon attempting to be resurrected using the body of a demon in a nearby castle as a medium.”

“There is a devil.”

Suddenly the earth began to tremble.

'Is it anger?'

Deshade made no move. However, anyone can know the movement of the earth that is now trembling even if he does not say it directly.

The current tremors are the surrounding earth's response to God's anger.

God approaches me and places the gauntlet over my head. Still, since conscience exists as a god, it asks my opinion.

“Can I take a look inside your head for the full story?”

“Any amount.”

Reading thoughts doesn't just happen for a day or two.

If it were possible to save Astesia, I wouldn't mind this level of discomfort.

As Deshade placed the gauntlet over my head, a bright light erupted and I began to feel a bit motion sick.

It feels like something is violently moving through my head.

Since entering the demon's castle, all of the conversations I've had with Astesia have flowed to Deshade.

However, after that, an unexpected side effect occurred, perhaps because this time it was for 'reading' thoughts rather than 'seeing' them.

“I see. I didn't know something like that could happen so close by.”

“Woo....wayeeek.”

As soon as my hand left my head, I vomited on the floor.

“Are you okay?”

I feel a little more comfortable when my teacher pats me on the back.

While we are doing this, Deshade, who has accepted the entire memory in my head, understands the full story of the incident and makes a decision.

“If something like that happens, I’ll have to step forward. I haven't forgotten my role as a god. If such a devil were to descend, it is my duty to stop it. Also, I have to save that girl.”

'He is a very responsible god.'

But then a question arose.

“Deshade. I have a question.”

“something.”

Suddenly, the shaking of the ground stopped.

“Even if we leave it as is, if Astesia, a demon, takes the medicine and dies, wouldn't the descent of the demon naturally also be non-existent? If so, wouldn’t it be okay to just leave it as is?”

Since this god was said to be a human god, it would not matter to him if he let Astesia, a demon, die.

Humans in the kingdom union refer purely to humans with round ears, and it does not include beastmen, elves, or other similar-looking heterogeneous races. The same goes for demons.

Nevertheless, Deshade clearly said that he would save the girl. He clearly stated that he would choose to save Astesia.

“What did I say I came down for?”

The question comes back as a question.

“Because I love human beauty so much that I want to see it in person?”

“No. Didn't you say there was another reason?”

I remembered the story I had with Deshade in the cave, but it wasn't the right answer.

At that moment, what Thistle had said before came back to me.

“He said he would listen to human suffering and grant any wish that could be granted.”

“Yes. You judged that demon woman to be human and wanted to save her.”

Deshade said as he wanted to put his hand on my shoulder.

“Humans are no different than humans. If you, a human, recognize demons as humans, then those demons also fall into the category of my salvation as humans. Your wish is to save that demon, so how can I pretend not to know?”

“... Thank you.”

Deshade. A god who grants human wishes.

But who decides the definition of a human being?

This god left it in the hands of humans.

Thanks to you, I have hope.

It is now possible to edit the last chapter of a fairy tale that has an unpleasant ending.

I was so moved that I momentarily thought about joining the church. I immediately remembered Thistle crying, so I stopped.

Still, the phenomenon of seeing a halo behind Deshade was not going away easily.

“Hey...perhaps.”

Before we knew it, Rinai, the priest, was approaching us.

I had forgotten about it because I couldn't see it from the entrance, but since this is a revival center, it is natural that the priest, Linai, is there.

“Uh. Isn't it Linai? What's going on?”

“Oh, this is where I left my things.”

Linai's eyes stayed behind me. It's like a crying expression.

And soon I found out the cause.

“Ho, is that by any chance my lunch?”

“““Ah.”””

We stopped for a moment at the question in a trembling voice. And then we look around at the atrocities committed by us, Deshade to be exact.

The bread was cruelly crumpled and stuffed into a cup, then fell out and fell on the floor.

A cup with one side of the slipper forced into it.

And the slippers and cup had the word 'Rinai' engraved in cute little letters.

Soon, Linai had tears in her eyes and was on the verge of crying, so Master and I responded quickly.

“... sorry. I'll buy you food. Why don't you go out?”

“I’m really sorry. I absolutely did not have any ill feelings towards you, so please do not misunderstand.”

'I can't believe things ended up like this.'

While we were trying to calm down the crying Linai,

Deshade took action to thwart our efforts.

“Would you, by any chance, become my believer? You have a body that looks like it has a great future. Maybe it's because I work hard every day, but I have strong arms.”

“Hee, hee!”

Drop- Drop-

Deshade, wearing black full-body armor, suddenly jumps out, approaches Linai, grabs her arm, massages it, and demands that she convert. Linai is so frightened that she ends up crying.

“Master. I’m dumping you.”

bang!

“Keuuk!”

Before I could finish speaking, Master jumped out and kicked Deshade away. Still, it seems that the teacher was a little considerate, so Shin, wearing the chest armor, flew away and landed his helmet on the bed on one side.

'You put a lot of effort into kicking it.'

It was a clean kick that had never been seen even in battle.

And we carried Linai, who was shedding tears, out of the resuscitation center.

        
            After calming down Linai well, I walked Deshade back to the hotel, and when Enine returned from the meeting, he said something unwelcome.

“Something very bad has happened.”

“Compared to my current situation?”

Peria answers while lying down on the floor due to exhaustion of stamina.

I don't know how he did it in the end, but after moving Noan's shield, he came in and was lying face down on the floor.

“Much more. Perhaps the floor you are lying on will disappear.”

“What's going on?”

His face looks quite serious, so I can't help but ask.

“Wizards were investigating the demon's castle every day, and when they went there today, they found mixtures wandering around.”

“Mixture? what is that? This is my first time hearing it.”

It was an unfamiliar word. I've dealt with quite a few different races, but I've never dealt with a different race with that name.

“It is said to be a temporary name for the enemy discovered by investigators. To be precise, the corpses of the demon warriors you killed that remained in the castle. It is said that strange monsters made from the corpses were wandering around the castle. So I quickly withdrew.”

“... What are you imitating?”

“I too am just imitating the gestures of the soldier who said he saw the mixture, but honestly, I don’t know.”

Enin stretched out his arms wide and tried to express it with hand gestures to explain it to us, but it seemed like we couldn't quite understand it.

‘What is that? Should I have set fire to the body?'

Rather, I never thought that someone would make something by recycling corpses.

“Did a wandering necromancer come and go?”

“I don’t think so. The corpses were not inside the castle walls, but inside Mongma’s castle.”

“No matter what, if they come this way, it could cause quite a bit of damage.”

As the teacher said, with most of the soul soldiers gone, the damage to the soldiers may be considerable.

Although it mainly focuses on soul soldiers, the 3rd Legion is also an army that is engaged in propaganda against demons and elves with its own valuable troops. Now that the main force has escaped, it will be difficult to fortify with only the few remaining troops and security forces.

But that wasn't the problem.

“Of course, if the enemy comes, it will be difficult because the number of security forces is small. Still, if that's the case, there is a way to somehow prevent it by requesting the Adventurer's Guild.”

“Then there’s no problem, right?”

“The problem is that they don't attack. Those so-called amalgams are not moving from inside the castle walls. Rather, it is said that they are just wandering around the castle and making moves to exclude intruders.”

“Why is that a problem? If they don't come out, it's a good thing for us. Even though we lost an important geographical location.”

In response to what I said, which seemed a bit carefree, Enin said exactly what he had heard from the wizards at the meeting.

“The wizards say that they are guarding a room where evil energy is growing and flowing out.”

Enin put pressure on the paper in his hand. Paper soaked with sweat may have smudged the letters.

“Wizards who are well versed in the study of demons say that if the energy grows any larger, the descent of the Great Evil may occur. It is said that there is a ringing at exactly the same interval as the sign in the record.”

The descent of the great devil.

If it's there, it's definitely Asmodeus.

'Could it be that Astesia failed?'

I wonder if the worst has happened.

The betrayal of the demons Astesia trusted.

As expected, the medicine Astesia was taking may not be killing her, but rather it might be a medicine that awakens her sleeping blood.

'That's what happens when the devil descends. After all, there is no way there is a trustworthy person among the demons.'

But something is strange.

Astesia said that if something like that were to happen, she would move the castle to a safe place, but the dream demon's castle currently floating in the air shows no such signs. Rather, it is said that a sentinel was created to guard the castle.

So I have doubts.

‘The promise was not kept. Then, did Astesia betray?'

Have we already been so captivated by that succubus that we believe everything she says?

The last story he confessed to me while shedding tears may have all been lies.

“Not sure yet.”

The moment my doubts grew, Master held my shoulder and whispered softly.

“We won’t know until we see it with our own eyes. Considering that it was made from a corpse, I don't think it was the child who did it. Although it was a short meeting, it was not suited to my personality. If so, it would mean that there was a helper, or someone who passed the child. We cannot rule out the possibility that it is not the child's will.”

“Of course, there may be a possibility, but... I’m a bit confused.”

Thanks to the teacher's words, I was able to briefly soak my accelerating thoughts in ice water.

'Of course, it would be better to see the truth with your own eyes.'

As I proceeded with my own thoughts without any evidence, I think I continued to be connected in a negative direction.

“What do they say is done at the temporary command center?”

Enin urges, saying he is worried about Peria.

“...They say they are forming a raid team.”

“Raid? In this situation where there are no soul soldiers?”

“I don’t think it’s a very good idea.”

“I think so too, but the decision was made that way. What are you thinking...”

When there is a soul illness, the best defense is attack is always the right strategy.

Just as the term 1 cost is not used for nothing, it is always the best way to use a soul bottle that resurrects in a quasi-infinite manner.

But it's different now. There are only three soul soldiers remaining in the unit.

Except for us, the rest are all soldiers with only one life to live. In this situation, I don't think it would be a good decision to form an attack force and charge.

There is no way for an ordinary person to be resurrected, but it is a ritual that requires a lot of preparation.

'I don't know if there are many people left who can heal, but that's not the case either.'

Moreover, most of the outstanding priests also followed the main army, so there are not many priests left.

Although the matter has already been decided by Master, I will convey my thoughts to Enin.

“Rather, wouldn’t it be better to evacuate people quickly now?”

“If the corps commander was not here, someone else, at least General Bulterion, would have made that decision... The commander with control over the entire army now is General Terraim. That person stayed behind with the main unit on the pretext of being injured, and thanks to that, he was put in charge of the temporary command center, at least formally.”

It seems that the nobleman who got hit on the shin was left behind at that time.

“The person who cried out to protect the capital did not follow and stayed behind? What are you thinking?”

“It's just my opinion, but in reality, I was demoted not long ago, so if I show up again, no one will look at me very favorably, and if I move under the corps commander, the only one who will stand out is the corps commander, so I made a calculation in my head and purposely stayed behind. It may be that he was waiting for an unexpected opportunity. And just in time, something happened.”

“We fit together so well, but isn’t that person conniving?”

Peria's reasoning may be correct.

The existence of a traitor.

I also think it might be better to think that that human was in cahoots with some demon that occupied that castle.

Really, all you have to do is cut off his head and evacuate the people.

However, Henin said that there is physical evidence that blocks the possibility that it could have ended more comfortably.

“Shh! Be careful, someone might hear you! Anyway, I don't think I can know more than this with my authority. That person probably didn't betray you. From what I saw, he had been drinking all day and came to the meeting dozing off, and as soon as he heard the wizards' report, he said, 'That's it!' I shouted and started hastily making a plan. I don't think that's the reaction of an honest human being.”

“I can't believe you're trying to use this as an opportunity. He is very crazy.”

Rather than saving the lives of even one more person who remains here, he would rather use the remaining people to make a contribution.

This is not a normal judgment unless you are a person crazy about success.

“If you look at it strictly from the general's point of view, it would be a huge achievement if he was able to stop the demon's resurrection with the small number of troops remaining here. That general also holds the position of honorary elder of the Gaia Church, so if successful, he will be an important major who will return to the center.”

“Can’t we just cut off his head and withdraw?”

What I had only been thinking about, Master said out loud.

“...I'm sorry. I kept insisting strongly, but he didn't want to listen.”

Enin's hand holding the paper can be seen shaking.

Normally, I would have said right away that I shouldn't have done that, but seeing as he doesn't deny it, I guess he's holding back a lot.

Peria, seeing our serious appearance, hesitated before speaking.

“...I don't want to go. If you were to honestly evaluate it from an outsider's point of view, the possibility of failure seems incredibly high, right? I think it would be better to start evacuation now, right?”

Peria glances in my direction as she announces that she will be missing this time too.

I have taken Peria by force before, but I feel a bit uneasy about taking her to something truly dangerous like this.

Even though they are subordinate to me for now, it might be better to ask them to wait in the village this time.

Just as I was thinking about it, Master asked Enin something else.

“Still, I guess I said that because I thought there was a chance of winning. I wonder if the plan that person came up with makes sense.”

“It may seem like that, but General Terraim is a commanding officer. The plan is normal. In the raid, in addition to the remaining troops, adventurers with high skills were recruited as resources, and even the security forces vacated the castle to participate in the castle's attack. Among them, it was decided to form a separate strike force. While other soldiers are blocking the hybrids, he will quickly enter the center and stop the demon's resurrection.”

“It looks like they're trying to get straight to the point while they're wasting time outside. It might be possible since the castle's defenses aren't very good. Still, it looks like you have the brains to come up with a strategy.”

“Because he is a noble who entered the military as a tactician, not as a knight. You have to do that much.”

Enin does not deny Master's sarcasm. Even if you are in such a high position, not being able to feed one person means that there is a real problem.

'It looks like he's not very popular, but Enin, who likes people and treats others with respect, would react like this.'

Enin then tells us about the strike team.

“The entire raid takes advantage of the opportunity to deal with the mixture and strikes the core with a strike force composed of elites. They said that a knight would be arriving soon, so they said they would form a strike force including him and a high-ranking adventurer who was staying at the Adventurer's Guild for a request.”

Having said that, Enin unfolds the completely crumpled paper and shows it to us.

“This is the list of the strike force. This includes the three remaining soul soldiers, including Irim, Hwarim, and Noan, who works in the communications industry.”

“Really?”

I was thinking about going in anyway to see Astesia.

Still, I feel bad because we are just being notified openly without considering it is our opinion or anything else.

When I looked at the paper, I saw several people's names.

Among them were Hygenics from the security forces, and of course our names were written down.

“Of course Feria doesn't exist on paper, so it's missing... Wait, what is this?”

For a moment, I thought there was something wrong with my eyes.

After looking at the list of military officials, I went down and found the names of familiar people and gods.

Thistle and Deshade.

Two people's names were written on the strike squad.

        
            “What is this? Why are these people here?”

I ask Henin why there are completely unexpected names on the list.

Since Thistle is a mid-level adventurer, I thought it would be natural for him to be part of the raid team, but his name, like Deshade, was listed in the strike team.

“Phew... That Terraim guy... I'm sorry. I added it when General Terraim said that if he was a newly born god, he should prove that he was a god. They say that if a god goes, wouldn’t it be natural for the priest to follow?”

“It will turn.”

Enin seems very angry.

“As I briefly mentioned earlier, General Terraim not only holds the title of general, but he is also an honorary elder of the Gaia Church. That's why I seem to have reacted sensitively to Deshade.”

“It’s so bad that there’s no one to hit the shins.”

Considering that he is an honorary elder, it seems that he is definitely not a normal priest.

Even if it's a god you don't serve, you can't stand a god in front of you and prove that you are a god.

There is no such direct blasphemy. Hearing that such a person is doing well and holding the position of elder, the future of the Gaia Church looks even more bleak.

'Still, is it comforting to know that Deshade is following you?'

Of course, since Deshade has already made a pact with me, he may naturally say that he will follow me if I go to stop the devil's seal, but for now, he is in the body.

'I think revealing ourselves in person might be a bit of a risky decision.'

Right now, he's a god who can't use any power yet, and other gods like Hogu are in a state of descent where they don't do anything, but I don't think it's a good decision if you think about the future.

With that judgment in mind, we proceed one by one.

“Even though he is a god of another denomination, the general must have decided to push the god into enemy territory, so he must have made up his mind to somehow succeed in the operation.”

“If we say that God is with us, of course, it may be a good symbolic consolation for us who have to deal with the devil directly. However, it would be nice to see the reality.”

“I’m going to turn. I had just gotten stronger, but I knew something would happen if I hit the wrong one.”

I also sighed and looked down the list and saw something strange.

Additional Applicant List

-Supply Sergeant Ennin

“Huh? What is this?”

“Why? What? Huh?”

Show Enin's name written at the end of the list to Peria, who is curious.

“What is it? Why did Enine apply? Are you crazy about dying?!”

At Peria's startled voice, not only I but also Master looked at Enin's face in surprise.

Enin looks at me with a serious face and says, as if he has already decided on something.

“Irim. Do you remember why I enlisted?”

That question reminds me of the conversation I had the day I first met Henin.

“... You said you applied to help me indirectly.”

She told me that she wanted to help in any way she could because her life had been saved.

“It was like that. But actually, in order to get to the 3rd Corps where Lee Rim is, I had no choice but to apply to the empty supply chain.”

Enin slowly walks over, opens the closet where uniforms are kept in the innermost part of the supply area, and takes out what looks like a long iron club.

“Before that, enlistment supported combat soldiers as a specialty. All positions related to command and administration are for nobles.”

Enin lightly swings his iron club with his wrist and walks back towards the anvil inside the supply system.

Only then did we take a closer look at the anvil's existence.

I don't know where such strength comes from in Enin's small body, but every time he works, he carries the anvil back and forth to the backyard by himself, and every day he brings the anvil inside to avoid getting caught in the rain.

'Now that I think about it, I felt that it had a lot of scratches for an anvil.'

The anvil had a lot of scratches, so I thought it was because Ennin had been banging it against everything, but now I can see that there is a strange hole in the center of the bottom of the anvil. and-

“Lee Young-Cha.”

Crash.

Enin inserted an iron club into the hole, fixed it with something, and lifted it with ease and spoke.

“This time, as a combat soldier, I will stand next to you and fight proudly. I will show you the strength of being the youngest woman to pass the combat service.”

We couldn't answer in time after seeing that astounding sight.

Anvil hammer.

A weapon that looks hideous has been assembled.

People using hammers as weapons are quite common.

There are huge monsters and there are many enemies stronger than humans, so they are often seen crushing enemies with heavy blunt weapons such as battle hammers.

However, everyone quickly switches to a different weapon, and unless they are good at magic, everyone gets tired after swinging it a few times and eventually switches to a sword or a weapon that weighs less.

In particular, this incredibly stupid-looking weapon that uses an anvil as the head of the hammer is probably not a weapon that should be used carelessly.

“Are you okay? I'm not denying blunt weapons, but I would have to run around with them.”

As Master worries, I also think that it would be difficult to swing an anvil larger than Enin's head like a hammer, no matter how strong Enin is.

Enin said something that would put our worries to nothing.

“It’s okay. Even though it looks like this, I once won first place and received a prize in a hammer continuous swing competition hosted by the military by swinging for 9 hours straight.”

“What kind of competition is that? Is this a sport from this world that I don't know about? And you swung it for 9 hours straight?”

“This is a competition that people like me who use a hammer as their main weapon participate in, but it was originally created to teach a lesson that if you don't use magical power, your power will run out quickly, so it's a bit of a punishment. I went out there and showed myself swinging it until the end of the year limit, so I was eventually recognized by the judges.”

“In one word, it is a competition that brings together all the ignorant people from all over the world. Enine became the king of the ignorant there.”

Feria briefly summarizes his perception of the competition.

I wondered if I had once again fallen behind in this mysterious world, but I am glad that Enin's competition seems to be a strange competition even by the standards of this world.

'I thought I was the only one who couldn't follow common sense again.'

In other words, it was an absurd competition deliberately created in the form of a competition to somehow change people who used hammers as weapons to other efficient weapons, but it seems that Enin ended up being recognized for it.

'Where on earth does all this power come from? They say they didn't even use magical power.'

Bung-bung-

Enin lightly swings the anvil with one arm as if recalling your memories, and the weighty sound makes me break into a cold sweat.

The moment it hits that thing, especially if it touches the horn at the end of the anvil, no matter how strong the creature is, it will not end safely.

Peria looks at Enin like that and tries to dissuade her, as if her worries haven't gone away yet.

“Still, Enine is human. Everything is useless if you die, so wouldn't it be better to wait in the raid?”

“Even if I die, I will die next to Lee Rim! That's what we've worked hard to achieve!”

“I also think it’s better to wait. Just because I say you're not up to the mark doesn't mean I'm denying your efforts. But unlike us who are resurrected, isn’t your life one?

“Yes. Ennin should just belong to the raid group. Then, if something goes wrong, it would be better to get out of there quickly. Please, ”

Enin frowns as we all keep trying to stop him.

“Really... I don't understand why everyone doesn't trust me so much.”

They seem to have realized that we can't win through conversation when we attack them all at once.

But Henin did not give up. Rather, strong numbers were used.

“... I didn't mean to use this method, but...”

“Oh.”

Enin takes out Atyr and announces to us.

“I, Ennin, give orders as the squad leader. I will fight by your side no matter what. I hope you all take good care of me.”

As Enin spoke with a triumphant smile on his face, the patterns on Master's and my necks began to glow.

“No, really...”

'If it gets to this point, there's nothing I can do about it.'

We, who had received the order, now had no way to stop Enin.

“I can't believe you're so stubborn at times like this...”

Just as my teacher said, I am a lot more stubborn than I thought.

“Oh, and Peria, you can wait in the village as you wish. Because I will be by Lee Rim and Hwarim’s side until the end. I'm not that scared.”

Enin makes a provocation, but Peria responds by laughing as if it is ridiculous.

“Hmph. There is no way you would fall for such cheap provocation. I am Peria of the Trickster. There is no way to talk like that.”

Although they say they have their own pride, Feria is still at the bottom.

From what we can see, it looks like he has run out of stamina and just turns his head to look this way and doesn't say a word.

After saying that, Peria glances in this direction again.

'What do you want?'

It looks like it's waiting for something, but its intentions are unknown.

“What man.”

“... Well, if my brother insists on giving an order, I have no choice but to follow him. He is also a business partner.”

I was suddenly wondering what was going on and decided to make a decision about Peria.

“That won’t happen, it’s okay if you don’t follow me. This job is dangerous, so it might be difficult for me to take care of you, but you said you'd just wait in the village, so that's fine with me. You say you don’t want to go?”

“What?”

I still have some conscience. I had no intention of dragging Feria to a place where there was a risk of demons bursting out.

But even though I said this, Peria got angry and started talking to me again.

“...No, I wanted to hear from my brother asking me to help him as a business partner, but in a situation like this, it's really difficult to be friendly again. Ugh it's frustrating! I don't know! I’ll just go with you!”

“What is it? Was it something like that? Well then, shouldn’t you have shown more?”

Peria did everything she could to pretend to bounce, but it seemed like she wanted to follow us in her heart.

After saying that, he gets up from the floor, shakes off his clothes, and asks Enin about the strike team.

“Ugh! Just make money or something. The strike force also receives support, right? Please include my name too. Anyway, if you participate, they won't give you a lot of money. Life is not cheap.”

“Well, there is compensation. I don't know where the budget is coming from, but they said they would give a bonus of 100 gold per person to those who join the strike force. A high-level adventurer also received work because of that.”

The price of our lives is incomparable to that of us who are made of 1 silver. Actually, if you think about how soul bottles are made, it is even more strange that a person's life is made of such poor materials.

“Even if we succeed, when the corps commander comes back, he will be very angry that we wasted all the budget on that side.”

“It’s none of my business, but I really wish that day could happen again.”

Enin, like me, seemed to remember the incident in which Terraim was criticized by the corps commander that day, and we felt connected.

“100 gold. Well, it's not bad. Then I guess I should go in for that reason. If it gets dangerous, just hide behind it.”

“I can’t protect you this time.”

“I don’t even want it. I'll just use it as a shield.”

“This is real.”

Perfect!

“Ah!”

He gives chestnuts to Peria, who giggles.

I'm thankful that they followed me in the end despite making various excuses.

'I guess I'll have to stuff some Peria clothes into the coffin I'm taking tomorrow.'

        
            “When is the article coming!”

General Terraim's voice echoes loudly throughout the outpost.

Inside the castle, a mixture of demon warriors with strangely connected bodies is walking around, and the magic flowing from inside is growing, but the attack has not yet begun because the key member of the strike force, the knight, has not arrived.

Terraim continued to send messengers in the direction of the knight's arrival without stopping even for a moment, but all the messengers he sent several times said that they did not see the knight coming, making him even angrier.

Although preparations were completed in the morning, lunch was already over and dinner time was approaching.

“Even though it should have arrived a long time ago, it still hasn’t arrived. Did something happen?”

Enin climbs up on the wooden box and looks in the direction the knight is coming from, but there is only a pack of wild dogs roaming the plain, and no human figure is visible.

The wild dogs had red eyes like the dew rats I had seen before.

They keep wandering around the outpost as if they want to get something to eat, but they are strange guys who don't come closer than a certain distance even if someone prepares a bowl for them.

Eventually, Enin got down from the box, probably tired of looking at the same scene over and over again.

“There’s no way we could know. It's more frustrating than that. How do you deal with something like that?”

Instead of looking at the barren plains and skinny wild dogs, I'm looking at the enemies I'll soon have to deal with.

At the old lord's castle, mixtures can be seen inside the completely broken walls that were attacked once before.

'You've got the balance right, even if it's unnecessary.'

Dozens of corpses have become a lump, with the lower body crawling like an insect with a caterpillar-like body and multiple arms and legs, and the upper body has also been joined together to become gigantic and has multiple arms.

Even the joints were forcibly extended again, so the arm with only two joints is standard, and the tail has an arm twice that long.

The word bizarre is the first thing that comes to mind, and then I think of a way to express it.

“Should I say it looks like a centaur made like a giant scorpion? It looks really creepy.”

“Now that I have seen that, it looks like if I have a nightmare in the future, I will come out with perfect attendance...”

“Oh. I looked this way.”

Its entire body is wearing the same armor it wore when it was alive, and eye lights emanate from the heads embedded in various parts of its body. It seems that it does not have a central head and instead has its heads in all directions to secure its field of vision. I think it will be difficult to deal with him because he is so big and has no blind spots.

“I would say 100 per day.”

“It looks like there should be at least 50 people per animal, if not a hundred.”

Above all, each arm on their upper body is holding a halberd, and some people can be seen carrying at least 6 or as many as 10, including their tails.

“I'm really curious about what the guy who made that thing thinks about on a daily basis. Oppa.”

“Even if you ask me, I don’t think I will be able to answer.”

“I know. I just asked. In fact, I think I would have been more scared if I had received an answer.”

“Hmm. There you guys. They say they won't come out, but I can still feel their gaze, so why not stay away?”

As Feria and I clung to the hole in the castle wall and looked at the mixture inside, Hygenics told us to come back.

We also removed the box we were standing on and approached him, who was fully armed with armor, unlike the one we saw in the office.

“ Manager, can you beat that?”

“It's not in the security forces office, there's General Terraim, so you can just call me boss. okay. Can you beat that? If it were me, I would probably use a sword, but I think it would be difficult to do alone. Dealing with that thing alone from the front would be considered suicide.”

“The knights specialize in catching monsters like that, and your boss also said that he was a knight before settling in this area.”

As the waiting time was long, we talked about various things and learned many things.

Thistle and Deshade are talking to a person who appears to be a high-level adventurer, Master is meditating, and Enin wants to work on the equipment once more. He goes into another tent and continues talking next to Hygenic, a face we naturally know. was doing

Hygenic shakes his head and answers.

“Someone like me can’t even be called a real knight. I am a retired driver. When I was confident that I could put some magical power into a sword, I applied to join the Knights Templar, but after seeing the downside of real people, I decided to pursue office work early on.”

“Is the gap between top knights and ordinary knights that big? I only looked at our military knights, but are the knights in the center really that strong?”

“I don’t know about the 2nd Corps, but the knights of the 1st Corps were definitely strong.”

“I can’t imagine.”

The knights I've seen on our side are completely like human weapons, digging into the middle of enemy lines and grinding them together like a blender, but I don't know how they can be stronger than that.

There is a saying, “Right place at the right place. This area, which the 3rd Corps is in charge of, has the most frequent battles, but is the lowest-ranking area among the battlefields. The elves usually do not go into battle directly and just send out various demon beasts, and for the demons, I don't know why, but noble-level demons don't come out of the demon territory often. Other than that, they are Orcs or other races that came from far away, so their priority is bound to be low.”

Peria whispers and tells you about the demons.

“The reason why high-ranking demons do not come out of the demon territory is because the moment the demon leaves the house, the surrounding relatives split up all their property. They don't have much sense of kinship, so when a key member, such as the head of the family, moves away from home, they immediately start a war with each other, and internal divisions begin.”

“The back of your head is sore, so you can’t go far with confidence.”

When Hygenics heard those words from Peria, he said, 'That's right.' He continues speaking.

“So, our 3rd group of knights is a place where knights who were not selected from other knightly orders are automatically incorporated. The knights directly under the 1st Army or special knights who act separately are much stronger.”

“Then where are the late articles coming from?”

I asked Hygenic about the driver who was currently running late.

Our knights have already left, and the other knights are all carrying out their missions, so I don't understand why the knights are not coming, but are coming alone.

“Well, even though they are alone, the Order of Knights is an Order of Knights. Because his fighting style is a bit different, he cannot act like other knights.”

“I guess it’s okay.”

“What is Assa?”

“Well, as you said, it means a person who is different from others and acts faster than anyone else, so no one can follow.”

“I guess you mean your hometown. That's the right person for that.”

At that time, a soldier from the security forces came and reported to Hygenic.

“'Long Sword' has arrived.”

'What do you mean?'

In the soldier's report, unexpected words were interspersed between sentences, making it difficult to understand the context.

I didn't understand what he said, but Hygenic seemed to understand and suggested that we go to the front gate.

“You’re here just in time. Let's go and see for ourselves. I am also curious because I saw him only once in the capital and have not seen him since.”

When I went to where the people were gathered, I saw two men on horseback coming through the front door.

One person in the front was wearing a tattered cloak, but the inside of the cloak was wearing clean clothes compared to that, and the person behind him was wearing a full set of white armor from head to toe.

And on the back of the person wearing the armor, a weapon wrapped in cloth that appeared to be more than 5 meters long was visible.

When the person in the tattered cloak was within earshot of the conversation, he made an excuse in a light-hearted manner.

“I’m sorry. I had a stomachache on the way, so I stopped by your village.”

'Is the person in front a knight?'

At first, I thought the person in the tattered cloak was a squire, but that was not the case. Judging by the way he spoke, he looked like an old man with a slovenly outfit and a thick beard. This guy was a knight.

'Rather, it seems like the person behind him is a counselor. Just looking at his appearance, on the contrary, this person looks like a knight and the person behind him looks like a knight.'

After all, people should not be judged solely by their appearance.

General Thereim, seeing the article, waited until he arrived and raised his arms exaggeratedly.

“Welcome. Longsword. A busy person is coming to help like this, but is it really a big deal that I'm a little late?”

Terraim responds politely, as if asking when he got angry.

Then, after hearing Terraim's name, I quietly said the sound I had been holding back to Peria.

“The person’s name is Longsword.”

“I asked who it was and it turned out to be that person. I know it’s not a name but a title, right?”

I whispered to Peria and she told me right away.

“Isn’t that your name?”

“Yes. Just looking at the nickname I heard through the grapevine... Longsword the Madman. Habitual terrain destroyer. The person that map makers hate the most. Etc. is famous in its own way.”

“There is no positive nickname.”

“That’s right. Still, he is one of the kingdom's famous people in his own way. So I memorized it too.”

It doesn't seem like a good nickname, but it sure seems to be well known.

There was a guarantee from Peria, the trickster, and above all, it was clear from Terraim's attitude.

“The soldiers alone were not enough, but if the Great Longsword enters in person, I will be able to put my mind at ease. It will end easily. Hehehe!”

But he didn't seem to have any intention of going out in person.

“Ah, I will only destroy the genjutsu.”

“Yes?”

Terraim’s expression crumples at his answer. However, she soon becomes calm due to his light attitude.

“What is it bitter?”

“Oh, no. But what on earth are you talking about? I knew you were coming to directly participate in the strategy.”

Before the knight named Longsword answers, he points with his thumb at the knight behind him.

“Our King keeps telling me to retire after raising a disciple. So, I'm going to use this opportunity to build up this guy's career and just watch from behind. I'll be the one to destroy the genjutsu, and this guy will be the one to enter. Above.”

After finishing what he had to say, the longsword takes the weapon from the knight behind him and begins to unravel the cloth.

“No, that’s it.”

Terraim stutters as if he is not thinking properly due to the unexpected conversation.

It seems that this article was one of the prerequisites for the complete success of the operation, but he seemed embarrassed because it did not go as he expected.

“All army-! Ready for battle!”

However, since the operation could not be delayed any longer, Terraim gave orders to a mixed force of adventurers, security forces, and soldiers.

        
            Everyone checks their weapons one last time.

It tightens the straps of armor, loosens stiff muscles, and ignites the fighting spirit.

The battle from now on is a battle that will decide the fate of all humans in this area, beyond the entire city.

Most of them risk their only lives by jumping into the battlefield, so prepare well.

“Over there.”

“Huh? What is it?”

I was in the middle of a group of strikers checking equipment when the knight in full armor from before spoke to me.

“You just came here, are you sure this is the strike force?”

“Yes. Yes.”

“I see. thank you This is Longsword’s disciple, Knight Vincent.”

'This is still an ordinary name.'

Since he says his name first, I also tell him my name.

“It is called Irim, a soul disease.”

“I see. Nice to meet you.”

“Ah, yes. Me too.”

We finished speaking in full, but since it was our first time seeing each other, there was an awkward atmosphere for a moment.

The knight spoke again.

“Are those the ones we are dealing with?”

Vincent points to the mixtures inside the castle.

“No. Our opponent is an enemy beyond those and within the inner lord's castle. Those outside will be captured by other soldiers.”

“I see. Although I am a knight, I have only followed the teacher so far, so my experience is different from those on the front lines. I was a little nervous because it was my first time seeing an enemy.”

'It's my first time seeing him, but I guess I can look forward to it since he's a disciple of someone with a title.'

This is an article that makes you feel like you are a newbie.

He looked inside the castle wall once again, and continued stroking the handle of his sword hanging on his waist, as if he was tense.

“Hey, but what is that person wearing so much?”

This time the article refers to presbyopia. People have a lot of questions.

Actually, Noan had to carry a lot more coffins containing our spare bodies this time, so he was carrying four slightly improved, slimmer coffins.

In addition to Noan, there are about 5 other soldiers standing behind them, each wearing two coffins, so it is an amazing sight for those who see it for the first time.

It seems very inconvenient to have to carry around a spare body in order to send the soul soldier into an operation like this.

'It would be nice to see this improved sometime.'

If this incident ends safely and wizards and alchemists flock to Deshade for knowledge, I think things will soon improve.

“There is a spare body for those of us who are soul sick to be resurrected. When you die, you will be resurrected in the body inside you.”

“Ah, was it a mental illness? I've only heard about it from the teacher, but I'm really happy to meet you. It's my first time seeing a soul bottle in person.”

'He really doesn't know anything about the world.'

The more I talk about it, the more fascinating the article becomes.

It's already been about 5 years since we came into existence, but considering that most people in the kingdom don't know about the mental illness that everyone has seen, we may have come from a very rural area.

“Well, you'll get used to it soon.”

After finishing the conversation, I looked at the longsword preparing to attack the castle on one side, and saw that it was holding a strange weapon.

Made by grafting the blade onto the tip of the blade, its appearance is already beyond the scope of an ordinary sword.

When I held the longsword in both hands and held it upright, it was standing straight up as if it was going to pierce the sky. When I counted the numbers, it seemed like it was made using about 5 blades.

'I'll have to ask this time.'

I was curious about that, so I asked the knight who was his disciple a question.

“What is that?”

“Longsword’s weapon. It is a weapon made by breaking the magic swords and forcibly joining them together. All of the blades you see now were originally individual swords, but the master asked a famous blacksmith to use them as trophies obtained from victory.”

“Why are you doing that?”

“My teacher’s hobby is collecting swords. However, even though I collected magic swords, I was told that it was a waste to only be able to use one sword when fighting. Then what came to mind was the sword I am holding right now. After making that weapon, you became more outspoken and earned your current title.”

“You are a great person in many ways.”

“I think so too.”

‘Is it like attachment to swords? That guy might be a little crazy too. Anyway, how can you destroy genjutsu with a sword like that?'

He clearly said that he would break the illusion before entering the castle.

It was impossible to predict what the weapon would do because it was such an ineffective weapon that I had never seen before.

“Looks like it's about to start.”

Longsword raises his long sword and looks at the castle.

It seems impossible to fight with a sword like that, but since I'm a knight, I think it's somehow possible.

The longsword begins to increase its magic power.

The powerful magical power that flows out from the body after completing one cycle soon makes the various sentences engraved on the blade shine one by one, as if charging it.

“It’s Vincent.”

“Yes. Master.”

Longsword, who had been concentrating for a while, calls out to Vincent.

“Watch carefully. You have to do this before I can retire.”

“Yes?”

The pillar of blue magical power that went into the longsword mentioned above rises higher than the visible size of the sword.

In addition to the visible blades, additional shapeless magic swords begin to be created as if in response to magical power.

It looks like the sword emitting the light of Thistle that I saw before.

However, unlike Thistle, which borrowed power from Deshade, this is a state created with purely trained souls and the magic power gathered there.

A pillar of magical power created by one's own power rather than by borrowing the power of God.

“The person who holds the title has this much power. That’s pretty great.”

After finishing meditation, the teacher is also looking at the longsword as if he were looking at a wonderful work of art.

It's soggy.

The sound of muscles screaming can be heard from the arm of the longsword holding the pillar of magic.

“Oh, I haven’t done it for a while, so I’m going to have muscle pain tomorrow.”

The long sword that was mentioned casually is slowly heading towards the castle of the demon that is turned upside down.

and,

bump into

Gigigigigigigi-

A sound like that of an extremely heavy object being dragged across the ground echoes throughout the plain.

As if the red light surrounding the dream demon's castle is opposing the blue magical power, the light becomes stronger and focuses towards the hitting surface.

As blue magic and red light collide, the magic turns into powder and scatters in the sky.

Fragments of magical power so strong that no one can even look at the light of the beautiful sunset that is slowly starting to set.

A sword that is trying to strike and crush it.

The upside-down castle countered by raising the light source as if it had to become more and more solid against it.

yet,

Wow!

There is a sound like glass breaking, and the dreamer's castle, which contains an overturned statue, begins to break apart and scatter into fragments.

“Oops! It's a lot stronger than I thought. Hahahaha!”

The longsword, who had completely struck down his sword and was sweating all over, burst into laughter and spoke.

“There is something I still can’t do. It's such a great world.”

As he said, the overturned statue was not completely broken.

However, only half of it collapsed, leaving the castle half in the sky and half on the ground.

“Well, the inside would have been completely messed up.”

Longsword wipes the sweat on his body with the towel Vincent brought.

Sniff.

Then he smelled the sweaty towel and frowned.

'Why do you smell after wiping your armpits?'

He looks so much like an old man that it's hard to believe that he's the same person who just a moment ago achieved incredible magical power.

Everyone was looking at the humble hero for his feat. Then the hero who accomplished another feat spoke to us.

“What are you doing? I have to go in. They are coming out.”

Geaaa-

He wrings out a wet towel, as if the longsword had been completely submerged in water, and pointed to the source of the scream with his finger.

And the painful, yet loud crying sound that seems to grow louder and louder, as if it hates someone.

A mixture of demon warriors begins to wriggle and approach, making strange noises.

“Um, entire army! The attack begins!”

People move with the shout of Terraim, who has come to his senses belatedly.

Waaa-!

People rush inside the castle wall like water, and we are caught in the center, guarded, and run towards the gate of Yeongju Castle.

As I run, I share my impressions with my teacher.

“That article is truly amazing. Is it like that, Master?”

“If it's something similar, it should work, but I can't use technology that's that ignorant. Because I'm a bit of a beauty seeker.”

'It's a non-major, but it's okay.'

Master did not deny it.

“Can I do something like that later?”

With that level of power, no one would hastily try to turn him into an enemy. It is an incredibly desirable power.

“It might be possible if only the physical issues are resolved. It is a place with more energy in the ley lines than where I was, so I should be able to reach it in about 10 years. Of course, it would be faster if I got another opportunity.”

'It's not impossible.'

That sounds good.

As I run with a decision in my mind, other people running next to me start running.

“Then, will you eventually become like that guy? It’s a bit disgusting.”

“I also don't like looking like that old man, so I wish I didn't look like him.”

“No, when did I tell you that I would turn into such a sweaty old man?”

“My student wants to be like that. Tears come to my eyes as this teacher thinks about the future.”

Peria and Enin laugh and say as they run. Even if I make excuses, I'm already defeated because even my teacher sticks to me.

‘There are no allies. 'A teammate.'

When three women get together, it seems like they always criticize me.

Still, thanks to this, the rigid atmosphere has improved.

“Two platoons kill one guy! Fight from a distance and don't skimp on your weapons! Get weapons supplied right from the back!”

Chrrr!

“Walked!”

“Pull!!!”

“Quaaa!”

Other soldiers block the mixture's path and try to knock it down by hanging its body with chains.

Even though the hybrids look like that, do they have any sense of reason, or are they being controlled by someone? They are rushing towards us, who are rushing straight towards the center of the castle.

“Quaaah!”

The soldiers are crushed by the bodies and the bodies are torn to pieces by the swinging halberds.

Seeing this, a soldier who was running with us hesitated, so Hygenic grabbed his arm and continued running forward.

“All we have to do now is make the mission a success!”

The mixture rushes at us, and the soldiers risk their lives to stop it.

Meanwhile, we quickly run towards the door.

Soon we arrived at the gate of Yeongju Castle, where only half of us were on the ground and the other half were hanging in the sky.

“Then we will enter quickly. Everyone, please hold the hand of the person behind you!”

Hygenic takes the lead and commands about 20 people.

Everyone in the strike team joins hands to prevent scattering when entering.

“Uh, over here is my hand.”

“Ah, yes.”

'Wow, this is so awkward I'm dying.'

I also happen to grab the glove of Vincent, the knight who has been following me.

The moment everyone was holding each other's hands and checking, Hygenics put his hand on the door and immediately felt like his body was floating and entered the castle.

Unlike before, the inside of Mongma's castle is cracked here and there and you can feel the shaking occasionally.

Looking at the scenery, I recite the name of the demon I am going to meet from now on.

'Astesia.'

Now is the time to face the truth.

        
            When Mongma returned, the castle was very different from before.

Even if you are walking on the floor, at some point you notice that the wall has become the floor and the floor you were walking on is in the place of the wall.

dizzy. Although it is definitely dizzy, it is moving straight forward.

The only thing that makes me dizzy is my vision, but my legs are actually doing their job without any problems. This is an amazing situation.

Unlike the floor, the walls have windows without glass, and there is a huge pillar in the middle, so it's easy to get your feet caught, but it's not in the way at all.

The only thing that can be felt on the soles of military boots is the texture of the floor.

Now, after walking up the ceiling and passing straight through the huge chandelier, I realized that it was all fake.

“The direction itself is moving forward, but it feels a little dizzy.”

“This is what it looks like when the space created by the illusion and the space actually created collide. It looks like the function hasn't been restored properly, so if you just wait a little longer, you'll be able to get there quickly, right?”

As Feria said, the castle must have suffered quite a bit of damage thanks to the longsword's attack, and this time it definitely didn't look like an endless hallway like last time.

When it comes to genjutsu, it is best to keep the person who has been subjected to it from being even slightly aware that it is an illusion.

But now, the magic of castles only serves to make us dizzy. It may deceive our eyes, but it doesn't mean much unless our path is interrupted.

Hygenics continues to guide us to the center of the castle, saying that it is not much different from the interior of the old castle that he remembers.

If we keep going like this, we might soon reach the hall we arrived at last time.

“Wait.”

While we were walking around, keeping an eye on our surroundings, a senior adventurer stopped us.

“Why are you doing that? Winnet?”

A woman who simply introduced herself as Winnet when we met.

He takes his arms out from the cloak covering his body, places his palms on the ground, and closes his eyes.

“Is there something there?”

Is there something you can feel when you become a high-level adventurer?

It is said that no matter how hard ordinary people try, they end up spending their whole lives with a bit of upper-class status.

Top, middle, bottom. Above that is a special class that there are only a few in the kingdom.

It is said that most people who rise to the top early are those who have natural talents that are different from others.

Those whose blood is mixed with other races but have a close human appearance, or those who have instinctively played with magical powers since childhood.

This woman named Winnet may also have a special sense.

“Something is coming.”

'When a line like that comes out, it doesn't lead to a very good situation.'

This is a line that appears in a horror movie when the survivors start dying one by one. If it were a movie with B-level sensibilities, it might somehow win, but this is reality.

As Hygenic quietly raises his hand so as not to disturb Winnet, about 20 people stand guard in front.

An incredibly long corridor.

The tiles on the walls and floor on all sides are cracked, and the light of the setting sun comes in through the windows and illuminates the hallway.

Perhaps it was only the front part that had been deceived by the illusion, but before we knew it, we were standing in the middle of a long, long corridor, neither the entrance we had walked through nor the other end visible.

It is thankful that your vision is no longer dazzled by walking on walls or ceilings, but it is something that an enemy would be reluctant to do.

I have a rough intuition that the enemy is similar to the ones out there.

'If it were the size of the mixture, it would have been visible right away.'

However, there is no feeling that something is coming either in front or behind.

It looks like Hygenics doesn't want to waste too much time here, so he asks a senior adventurer to decide whether to advance once again or wait.

“Can you tell the direction?”

“No. The illusion is in the process of being restored and the magic power fluctuates, so I can't tell the exact direction. But something is invading the space I can feel.”

'Do you have your own search scope?'

“There is definitely something.”

Vincent, the knight, also seems to have started to feel something late and strengthens the hand holding his sword.

“Isn’t this an intention to tie us up here? There is no time to waste here.”

A soldier gives Hygenic an opinion, but I disagree.

If there was even the slightest bit of information on the battlefield, it often led to a sign of something.

If you see a lot of cracked floors here and there, it's a sign that there's something under the ground, and if you hear even the slightest sound, it means that you didn't hear anything wrong, but that there's someone around.

Be it a sign, a sound, or even a cool breeze blowing from somewhere that cools the sweat on your back, you must be alert.

Then Peria quietly whispers to me.

“Oppa. I think I heard something.”

“What is it? Tell me in detail.”

“Sound of something clicking and moving on the wall. But did you not hear me clearly?”

The sound was heard by Feria, who was close to the wall.

Peria told me not to pay attention to what was just a passing comment, but an ominous feeling from the experience came over me.

'Inside the wall?'

Just in case, I hold Peria's hand and take Master and Enin nearby and retreat to a place far away from the wall where the sound came from.

Thistle and Deshade also hear Peria's voice and retreat to the opposite direction from us.

There is no sound other than the occasional sound of someone swallowing dry saliva.

There is a possibility that some noise will come in, but perhaps because the illusion is not completely broken, the light of the setting sun outside comes in, but not even the sound of fighting can be heard at all.

That moment when silence continued.

“This way!”

“This way!”

Winnet, a high-level adventurer, looked at the wall to his right,

Knight Vincent shouts while looking at the wall on the left.

'Which one?'

The two people who were standing together quickly moved away from where they were standing and the wall suddenly opened.

Rumbling

Both walls.

It wasn't that the two people couldn't hear each other properly, but that they each felt something moving on the wall near them.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-

At the same time, a huge black figure emerges from the left wall and quickly moves to the right, sweeping away the soldiers who were unable to avoid it.

“Quaaah!”

The bodies of four soldiers were cut into pieces by the halberds held by the mixture that came out in an instant.

What happened so quickly made all the soldiers freeze.

I quickly ran towards the wall, but the wall immediately closed. I felt around to see if there was any device, but it was a wall made of ordinary stone.

A wall that was tightly closed with a clicking sound as if there was no connecting passage.

“I will come again.”

The Master speaks quietly but so that everyone can hear.

I don't know how this guy will come out.

The floor may collapse or the walls may open.

“It looks like a centipede.”

The enemy was a mixture whose body length seemed to be two or three times that of the mixtures I saw passing by from the outside.

While the ones outside looked like chubby scorpions, this one looked like a rattlesnake writhing and running across the desert.

This is already his nest.

'Right. Did it come out this way?'

For some reason, we couldn't see any guards and we had already arrived at the optimal space for him to fight.

A wall created by an illusion is instantly activated and a surprise attack is made.

Someone controlling this thing is trying to annihilate us by unilaterally charging that huge cavalry at us.

“Would it be better to keep running like this?”

According to someone's opinion, would it be a better decision to get out of this extended hallway?

“...No. It should be resolved here. If you move forward and another enemy appears, there is a possibility that you will be attacked and become dangerous.”

However, that thought was immediately extinguished by Hygenic's rebuttal.

Well, if another guy that looks like this comes out, it might get a lot harder.

“I wish there were more numbers.”

Winnet, who can be detected, is located close to the right wall, and Vincent is located close to the left wall, but this leaves the floor empty.

Anyway, if you instantaneously change a closed area with an illusion, the floor can come out using the same principle.

“...so that the soul bottles are located in the center.”

Hygenic looked at us with an apologetic expression and placed us in three positions in the middle of a wide formation.

'I guess it can't be helped.'

In this situation, we who can be resurrected must become the bait.

We moved to the center of the formation. We stand on each wide tile, with Master in the front, me in the middle, and Noan in the back.

The battlefield has become quiet again.

“That way.”

“Yes?”

Suddenly Deshade points out to me.

“Center and its left.”

“That way!”

Belatedly, the advanced adventurer and Vincent pointed in my direction.

Dalkak-

Kwagwagwagwagwak-

“Such nonsense.”

The floor where I was standing and the wall to my left opened.

As soon as the floor disappears, the eyes meet the three heads embedded in the guy's body.

Sooo-

I was pushed by the guy and dragged into the wall behind me.

'Is this what it feels like to be hit by a truck and dragged away?'

The feeling of my ribs being broken upon impact, and the moment I was pushed by a huge object, pain engulfed my body.

'I can't just die!'

Now that things have come to this, we need to inflict as much damage as possible. He pulls out his magic sword and plunges it into the body that hits him at incredible speed.

Puff-puff-puff-puff-

Stabbing, cutting, and striking the glowing helmets of dead Demon Warriors.

Poke, pluck, prod, pluck, cut, stir,

Regardless of whether the body is broken or not, he does his best to plunge the magic sword into each and every weak point he thinks is visible.

Sigh!

Every time the sword is pulled out, a fountain of blood is created, soaking the entire body.

Even though the huge body is made up of corpses woven together, black blood splatters from the cut parts as if there is still blood left.

“Please buy it! I don’t want to die!”

They are dragged through an endless tunnel with no idea where they are, and black blood is painted everywhere, but it's not enough.

Compared to the size of this very large centipede, the magic sword is at most the size of an awl.

The magic sword is so powerful that it tears through armor as if it were paper, but it is not enough to inflict fatal wounds.

Still, he didn't like the idea of getting injured, so he suddenly threw me into the air.

And then,

Phuuk-

“Kwaaak!”

The halberd pierced my body.

The sensation of a huge cold weapon penetrating your body.

From the back of the neck to the stomach,

The other comes through the side,

Another spear blade pierces my right chest.

As he ran down the long passage, he thrust three halberds into my body at the same time.

Wow!

The arms holding the halberds were spread out to both sides.

'It fucking hurts.'

I died feeling like my body was being torn apart in all directions.

-------------------------------

“Ugh! It’s a surprise!”

As soon as he is resurrected and thinks he has regained consciousness, he kicks the door of the narrow coffin and rolls out. So the soldier who was holding the coffin that I was in fell down in shock.

“Ahh... It’s been so long since I died so cruelly.”

I shiver at the still vivid feeling of my body being torn apart.

Since these bodies had already been touched by Deshade once before, it was fortunate that they were revived immediately without any stiffness this time.

I immediately reported the situation just now to Hygenic.

“The guy is running down an unknown passage. It's quite long, but it seems like it'll take some time for it to come out again.”

“I’m sorry. Thank you for your sacrifice. But it's so fast that it's hard to react and I don't know what to do.”

Hygenic expresses his gratitude and begins to rack his brain as a conductor.

I also think about how I can get him out of the passage.

There is a clicking sound, but it is irregular, sometimes occurring a long time ago or several times in a row.

This sound itself may be a sound made intentionally to deceive us.

'Or maybe the guy who controls the castle is struggling because he doesn't know how to manipulate things properly.'

Just as we were getting nervous again, adventurer Winnet called Deshade. He speaks informally, as if he doesn't know that Deshade is a god.

“There you are.”

“Did you call me? Oh human.”

“The way he speaks is a little strange. Anyway, you noticed where that strange guy was coming from, right? He was faster than me.”

Deshade certainly figured out the direction from which the mixture came out faster than the two people who manipulated magic.

“It was not determined by magical power, but by the energy of the devil. Even though it is dead blood, it has the energy of a small devil, with so much demon blood gathered together.”

“...I don't know what you're talking about, but you figured it out better than I did.”

The high-level adventurer said that and took off the robe covering his body.

        
            “Oh my.”

Enin expresses a short sentiment.

Wearing black tight-fitting pants and a top, with a uniform top on top.

A woman with long, orange hair like the sunset pouring in from outside the window.

They do not carry separate weapons, but are wearing gauntlets that look a bit more luxurious than ours.

“Tell me where you come from. And if the others block the rush, I'll finish it off.”

Winnet said that and stood in the very center of the formation.

'He's not holding a weapon, so is he like a martial artist?'

I've seen a lot of mercenaries who use various weapons, but I've never seen a martial artist yet.

I asked Thistle, who had probably met more adventurers than me, if he was wearing normal clothes.

“Thistle. Do all martial artists dress like that?”

“There is no set outfit for adventurers. Still, that person is a bit unique.”

'Well, other people try to wear at least one more blade, but it's not common to see clothes like that that are practically naked. I guess I'm a person with those kind of tastes.'

The fact that he is not holding any special weapons means that he has a certain level of confidence, so he looks like that. He is also a high-level adventurer.

“You.”

“Huh? Me?”

Winnet calls me this time.

“Okay, come this way.”

“I don’t like it because I’m anxious.”

He attacked twice, but both attacks hit the middle of the formation.

There's no guarantee that it will be the same next time, but honestly, I don't want to stand there this time.

“He will probably attack you again.”

“Don’t be unlucky. Do you have any proof?”

“...I don't have one, but I'll say it's the feeling of an adventurer. So trust me and come this way.”

'Miss, then I have to go.'

The advanced adventurer used the unscientific basis of senses. If it were me before, I would naturally have scoffed, but here I have no choice but to trust that feeling.

This is a case I've seen once before.

Skilled adventurers say that it is too much to call it foresight, but rather something that should be called tact.

It is still not clear how it occurs, but it is quite reliable, so if you listen to the advice of people with good skills, you can often escape from dangerous situations.

A wild animal-like sense that people who have fought many times risking their lives have.

'That's probably what's working now.'

I have no choice but to stand here and get other people involved, so I stand next to Winnet.

“...I'm sorry. I’m a bit clumsy at explaining things to someone.”

“I think so. If you're sorry, I'll give you something nice later.”

“Huh? No, it's a good thing...”

“It’s because of you that I’m being attacked.”

“Uh... no, that's not true, is it? No, is that right?”

Winnet apologizes and asks if, contrary to his blunt attitude, he is not that rude.

Normally, I would have accepted the apology as is, but thanks to the sensation she felt, it was already confirmed that I was being attacked, so I deliberately blamed others.

However, this person named Winnet was more foolish than I thought and took my words literally.

Still, I soon came to my senses and approached it logically again.

“...But shouldn't I be thankful for this? Because I told you.”

“Didn’t you ask me to come here to use you as bait? So I should get compensation.”

“Is that so? It's not. Something is strange...”

Winnet keeps tilting her head as if her mind is confused.

Actually, if I don't come to the center, other people will get involved, so I was planning to do it eventually, but since the conversation has already flowed like this, I decided to take care of something.

'If you become an advanced adventurer, there will be a lot of good things.'

I don't really care about money, but I would like to receive an artifact or something.

The reason why it is better for me now to have useful equipment rather than money is because honestly, there are not many things in the kingdom that can be done with money.

Not only are high-level magic items difficult to obtain with money, but most of them have owners, so the only way is to receive them as a reward for a request, which is far from me. So, even in times like these, try to take care of something.

'Some people choose to kill and steal, but that's a bit much.'

Winnet was thinking about something alone and got caught, probably from overload.

“Uh... I guess I was wrong. Um... Then go back later and tell them you're looking for someone named Winnet at the Adventurer's Guild.”

“Isn’t there something like a title for a high-level adventurer? There might be someone with a similar name.”

I wanted to be sure and ask because I was worried that the name I was using now might run away because it was an alias.

“Do I have to say it?”

“Otherwise you’ll get confused, right? Wouldn’t it be troublesome if there were rumors that you, adventurer, were eaten?”

“...Now.”

“Yes? I can’t hear you.”

“Intestinal destroyer.”

'Just don't listen.'

I was made fun of and ended up with a title that made me fearful of repercussions.

“...That's definitely not a title you gave yourself, right?”

“I hate it too. Anyway, you can just name it.”

“You must be having a hard time.”

After that conversation, silence begins.

Anyway, if the target is really me, the scope is narrowed.

'Start with the walls on either side of me, or the floor. It doesn't seem possible because the ceiling is blocked by a chandelier.'

Narrow the scope and take turns guarding three areas.

Hygenic sends Presbyopia closer to me with a wink.

Noan notices and waits nearby with a huge shield.

At first glance, when I thought that a similar amount of time had passed,

“Left and bottom.”

Deshade spoke and we immediately prepared.

Rattling-

This time, the left side and bottom opened almost simultaneously.

But this time, as I was watching, I knew for sure.

Although the time difference is so small that it is less than a second, the exit door opens first and the entry exit opens later.

'The exit is from the left, and the direction is towards the floor!'

Get into position quickly.

Winnet is standing behind him.

He lifts Estark and the magic sword and looks straight ahead.

Flash-

The first thing I saw was the few heads left on the front body of the guy. It seems like a few of them fell due to the magic sword attack earlier.

The moment I thought I saw the eye light coming from there in the darkness inside the wall, the mixture came out at extremely fast speed.

A centipede-like mixture that leaps out through the darkness, striking with the halberd first.

“Presbyopia!”

“Yep!”

Noan lifts his huge shield and slams it in front of me.

thud!

Kwaaang-

With the sound of the shield hitting the stone floor, the mixture crashes without being able to slow down.

Jijijijijijik-

The soles of our military boots are pushed away with a loud noise.

Puddeuddeuk-

Noan's arm, which was directly holding the handle of the shield, cannot overcome the mass, and the bone protrudes through the arm. Still, Noan and I do our best to prevent him from colliding.

And at that time,

“Inhale!”

thud!

Just as it was about to be pushed away, Winnet rolled on the ground and kicked the shield from the inside, causing the mixture to stop momentarily.

“Holy shit!”

“Cling on!”

Hygenic does not miss the moment and runs towards the shield while giving orders to the soldiers.

Soon the rest of the people ran over and supported the shield, but even in that situation, we were pushed back for a long time.

But eventually the guy lost his thrust and stopped.

At the same time, Vincent is the first to dig into the left side of the mixture.

Vincent wraps blue magic around his sword and begins to cut down the body of the mixture.

'The knight is Kisanga.'

Unlike when I used to cut with a magic sword, I use the sword while moving the muscles infused with magic from within my body, so I cut the enemy into pieces much more efficiently.

At the same time, Hygenic gives an order.

“He stopped! Attack everyone!”

Following his command, all of the people supporting the shield come out from behind the shield and face the halberd wielded by the arms hanging from various parts of the guy's body.

Thistle slices open the body with a claymore, Ennin crushes the leg with the armor intact with an anvil, and Master deftly cuts out the gaps in the armor with an escutcheon.

“Cheer up! Kill it!”

“It’s truly hideous. It's a terrible creature.”

Deshade and Peria run away to the wall where the guy's attacks can't reach and are watching us.

‘It doesn’t move that fast. It's worth it.'

All that awaits a cavalry whose charge is blocked is death.

Once it stops charging, its long body appears sluggish, as if it can't move easily without accelerating.

In addition, several pieces of armor covering the entire body are colliding with each other, preventing it from rotating its body.

It's a scary tank when it accelerates and rushes, but the moment you stop it, the lower body is useless and can't do anything.

I don't know what the person who created this was thinking when he created it, but it ended up being extremely inefficient.

Sooo-

As the mixture begins to cut off its arms and legs one by one, it seems to think that any further loss is not good, so it screams and tries to force its way through us.

However, his path was blocked by an adventurer who, unlike us who were fighting, was preparing something alone.

“Now step back.”

Winnet's voice came from behind us.

At the sound of that sound, everyone quickly retreats.

Wooow-

Winnet's gauntlets are glowing blue just like Vincent's, as if they were imbued with magic.

“Going.”

She ducks for a moment and then jumps out like lightning.

As he jumps out, the tiles on the floor break with tremendous force and he bounces up to waist height.

The blue light of the gauntlet follows Winnet belatedly, leaving a line.

Winnet quickly approached the front of the mixture lined up in a straight line,

thud-

I threw down the gauntlet.

I thought there would be a huge shock, but nothing happened.

Only the heavy sound of armor and gauntlets colliding is heard.

'Is it really a failure?'

Just as I was wondering if he was a pure fraudster when he said he was a high-level adventurer, the teacher points to Winnet's gauntlet.

“Good application. Take a close look at the gauntlet.”

The armor at the end of the gauntlet had a small hole in it, and all the accumulated magical power had flowed into it.

“Uh, maybe this.”

Bulging-

Body of bloated mixture.

And the title of Winnett comes to mind.

'Intestinal destroyer'

What would happen next was certain. The information in my head pictured the future one second later.

“It explodes!!!”

As I hurriedly screamed and ran towards Peria, the others noticed too late and ran away accordingly.

“Uh, huh? for a moment! Stupid brother! What are you doing... hey man!”

He goes behind Peria, hugs her waist tightly, and buries his head in her back.

“Just 10 seconds!”

“No! change! My brother is taller than me!”

All I have now is a desperate desire to avoid that. However, because Peria is struggling, her body cannot be covered.

“Ugh. Release this!”

“Chet. Peria! Stay still!”

Flash!

In the end, the bracelet is used to prevent Peria from moving.

“You crazy bastard!”

Peria's voice shakes my ears, but it still gives me strength.

'But I don't want to be covered in that.'

At some point, Master and Enin also hid behind Deshade. He looked no different from me.

“Why are you doing this all of a sudden?”

Deshade still doesn't understand the situation.

The people behind Deshade each have something to say.

“Sin, I’m sorry, God!”

“Considering your usual behavior, shouldn’t you accept this much?”

“Look, I don’t think it’s a good idea to use our god as a shield!”

Thistle also said this while bowing his head in the gap between Master and Enin.

And soon,

The moment light leaks through the cracks in the armor, Winnet finishes.

“...Return to its original form.”

Fuuu!

All the joints of the mixture burst and scatter into the air.

Fragments of demon warriors bounce high and scatter.

Ssss-

Black blood, armor fragments, and rotten-smelling chunks of meat decorate the sky.

The arrangement was like looking at the Milky Way.

'It would have been nice if it had stopped there.'

And from a cosmic perspective, perhaps the stinkiest star cluster falls to Earth as a meteor.

slam-

“Aw bub bub bub.”

A piece of meat fell on Peria's face, and immediately a huge amount of blood covered everyone.

        
            After the rain of blood and flesh stopped, everyone took a moment to adjust their clothes, which unfortunately reached its peak of discomfort.

“Wow, everyone has become amazing.”

Vincent was alone and fine.

As soon as he heard me shouting, he must have turned all his magic towards his legs, and ran away and came back with unrivaled speed.

So there is not a single drop of blood on his pure white armor.

But there is something more important than that.

“...Are you angry?”

I remove the piece of corpse from Peria's face that I don't know what part it is, and I don't really want to know, and take a cloth and wipe her face.

Hygenics said that although it was urgent, there might be something poisonous in the blood, so everyone stopped to just wipe it off.

“Sniff.”

“Huh?”

I sprinkle some water on a cloth and wipe her face. As I wipe her eyes, Peria sniffles.

Again-

‘Oh Mr. ruined.'

Teardrops rolling down my cheeks.

As soon as I see that, I start to break into a cold sweat.

“Hey. Please say something...”

It occurred to me later that I might have been too harsh.

Peria doesn't say anything, but rubs her eyes with the back of her hand and occasionally sniffles.

“No matter what, isn’t it too much to use a living person as a shield? Maybe this way.”

Master wipes the blood off Enin and looks at us as he speaks.

Unlike us, Enin is wearing extremely thick, self-made armor that looks like special armor.

In that outfit, he took the onslaught of a halberd right in front of his eyes and crushed all of the hybrid's legs with great force, so there was quite a lot of blood on him, so he wiped it off with the help of his teacher.

He blew off more than half of the legs and arms by himself, and he seemed even more energetic than Vincent.

When Master said that, Thistle, who was right next to me, answered back for me.

“It’s not something I would say, but I think using our God as a shield is not a good thing.”

“The priest talks too much to each other while sheltering from the rain under the eaves.”

Thistle was also wiping away the blood from Deshade's body.

Deshade doesn't seem to care much about the blood on his armor, but he doesn't even crouch to avoid it, so he has the most blood on his armor out of all of us.

'Anyway, Peria didn't say whether she was really angry about this. 'How should I solve this?'

But those things are other people's business.

Now I have to somehow wipe away Peria's tears that are right in front of me.

At that moment, Peria said something.

“Hurangi.”

“What? Frying?”

puck-

“Word-.”

Peria threw a hook at his side, perhaps in retaliation for interrupting him.

'He hits precisely at the ribs.'

I listen to Peria's words while my back is bent by the harsh fist hitting my bones.

“Shut up and listen.”

“Yep.”

Peria takes the cloth from me and wipes herself while talking.

“There is a similar stray cat that I often met and played with in the backyard before I moved out of the mansion I lived in in Demon Territory. I named him Hurang.”

‘There are cats in the Demon Territory too. But it's not a tiger, it's a tiger.'

I thought about listening quietly, but there was one thing that bothered me, so I couldn't stop.

“You really don’t have a good sense of naming.”

Then the second attack followed.

Wow-

“Ouch...!”

I flinched when I raised my fist and raised my guard, but my shin was kicked.

My senses are better than I thought.

“That day, I was playing with that cat alone in the backyard, and my older brother and sister noticed and came over.”

“Those people who say you discriminate?”

“Yes. They took the whirlpool from me and played with it by throwing it among themselves. I had no choice but to keep watching it while being held back by a bitch.”

'That's harsh.'

It's a bad past. But I don’t know why that story is coming out now.

“And do you know what we did in the end?”

“... Well. Usually things like this end very badly.”

“That’s right. It was the worst. One tore a cat alive over my face, smeared the blood on my face, and force-fed me meat. It is said that low blood suits low blood.”

I feel cold sweat.

“You made me remember that memory again.”

Tsk.

Peria spits out the black blood remaining in her mouth onto the floor.

“I'm really sorry. What should I do for you?”

“10 seconds.”

“Huh?”

“Stay still for 10 seconds.”

After saying that, Peria took out the cane sword she wore around her waist and looked at me with a smile.

“...You’re not going to take out the knife, are you?”

“That’s not my cat, so I won’t pull out the knife. I'll just beat you up to the amount you deserve for the crime I made you remember.”

Still, I thought it was fortunate that he didn't seem to have any intention of killing me.

Wow-

Of course, the first time I got hit, I thought it might be better to get stabbed to death.

That's how the struggle began.

Just 10 seconds.

The area where Peria hit for 10 seconds.

Start by striking the little toe with the tip of the cane.

The moment I lowered my head as the pain penetrated through my military boots, I was hit on the temple with the handle.

The moment I lay down on the ground with my head shaking, a kick flew between my legs.

And, as if trying to make the most of the remaining time, he clings to me and bites the back of my neck.

“Ugh! 10 seconds! 10 seconds!”

No matter how hard I hit the tab on the floor, it won't fall.

'No, it's a different world, so the meaning can't be conveyed.' If you hit the tab, you have to release it.'

For the first time in a while, I lament the difference in culture between this world and the other world and try to get rid of Feria somehow.

But the more I do this, the more Peria grabs my body and sinks her teeth deeper into it.

“Now, we have to leave, so stop.”

In the end, Enin, who had been cleaned by Master, came and took Peria off, so he barely survived.

“It’s really a lively movement. After all, humans have such natural movements that are truly beautiful.”

“Shut up. Because it hurts so much.”

He took advantage of the opportunity to curse at Deshade, who was appreciating Peria's movements, and stood up unsteadily, hitting the floor with his escutcheon.

After confirming that everyone is ready, Hygenic gives a command.

“Then let’s go again.”

It was a very short break.

Although I don't feel hoarse at all from all the beatings I've received.

For some reason, the number of injuries seems to have increased compared to when I fought the mixture.

“You guys should move to the front.”

Following Hygenic's words, three soul soldiers go ahead and check for traps.

As we pass by, we hear clicking sounds from the walls or floor around us, but no major changes occur.

Peria, who was also listening to those words and feeling relieved of her anger, shared her guess.

“Does this sound like it’s not moving as expected?”

“What do you mean?”

“You heard this clicking sound before, but it didn't move normally a few times, right? If so, it either doesn't move normally, or it feels like I'm trying various things because I don't know how to use it properly.”

“Is that so? Well, the sound still comes out.”

At the moment Peria guessed, the floor in front of her opened and the mixture came out.

“Everyone ready for battle!”

The moment everyone quickly prepared for battle with Hygenic's command -

Dalkak-

Churralalalalalak- Quaang!

As soon as the mixture came out, it was crushed by a huge iron chandelier that had fallen from the ceiling.

“That seems to be true. Did I make a mistake?”

“Anyway, what do you think? Attack everyone!”

As the mixture moves forward based on instinct, it becomes more entangled in the chandelier.

We easily attack and dismantle the wart-like mixture caught in such a spider's web and move forward again.

“I think you’re right. There were other traps, but none of them seem to be working properly. It looks like the users are not used to it either.”

After that, about two more hybrids appeared, but we were able to easily eliminate them without any significant damage.

One guy tried to run out as soon as the wall opened, but the wall closed again and he stopped with only half of his body exposed. Another guy suddenly jumped out of the ceiling and fell, unable to overcome the weight, and died suddenly.

In many ways, the first fights were the ones that felt the most difficult.

In the end, after going through all these things, we finally made it through the fairly long corridor safely.

From the middle, the clicking sound was no longer heard, as if they had completely given up on controlling the castle, or if there were no more mixtures to send out.

Soon, with Hygenic's guidance, we arrived at the innermost part of the castle.

“This is the largest central hall in the castle. Location-wise, it is the most central, so if there is one, it will probably be here. Set up a defense in front of here.”

In front of a huge door, soldiers place coffins on both sides.

“Soldiers remain to guard this place and the rest go inside. Deshade, what will you do?”

Hygenic conducts neatly and asks Deshade.

“I should go in too. If the devil truly wants to descend, I will have to stop it myself.”

“I understand. Then, please stand behind us.”

'No, but this god doesn't really seem to be able to fight. Does he have a role to play?'

Deshade keeps talking loudly, but it's not trustworthy. Just now, he and Peria had retreated in unison, so I don't know what they're aiming for.

All soldiers take cover and form formation according to Hygenic's orders.

In the middle is Noan holding a shield. Master is on the left, me is on the right.

Behind them are Winnet and Vincent, who know how to use magical power, Ennin, who can keep up with them, and Thistle and Hygenic are positioned slightly behind them.

“Are you going to come in too?”

I asked Peria as I took out the ax from my belt.

“I have to go. Since the moon has risen, he can act like a wizard. A big attack is out of the question, I'll just provide some defense assistance. If I have to, I have to call Nayal.”

After listening to Peria's words, I looked out the window and noticed that a long time had passed and the moon was appearing in a light color.

“It’s unfortunate that there are no priests and wizards. If you had come, the rear would have been really reassuring.”

Most of the priests who could heal either followed the Legion or were outside, and none of the wizards followed, citing the reason that the spell would explode if it failed due to the devil's magic.

Still, in times like this, magical support becomes truly necessary.

To be exact, it is not impossible for a priest, but Thistle can only use self-strengthening, and there is Deshade, who seems to be much stronger than a priest, but according to God, direct healing is impossible.

For now, the only one we can rely on is Feria.

“The main forces of the wizards have all followed the legion and the remaining ones are cowards with no skills, so they don't want to go, so what should I do? Even priests can actually use healing magic only if they are above a certain level, but they are all left outside where there are a lot of soldiers. Well, I'll try my best.”

At least Feria is in good spirits, so I'll have to trust her for now.

Then I ask about one thing that concerns me.

“By the way, is it okay if I call you Nayal? Wasn’t the contract broken or something?”

Last time, I received a penalty from Nayal for disobeying me, but I wonder if I can call him again.

“You may be saying that because you don't know much about contracts, but contracts are easy to make, but extremely difficult to cancel. It’s the same as this one.”

Peria speaks while touching the emblem around my neck.

“So even if you don’t want to see your face, if you don’t have enough strength, you should use it. I say this, but honestly, regardless of whether someone dies or not, I probably won't use it unless it's a very serious situation. No, I just never use it. I heard that thing is sucking up a lot of my money. Even when gambling, 40 gold disappeared in an instant, right? For Nayal, interference with reality seems to be very expensive.”

“Still, the situation where I use it seems to come eventually.”

“It is worth the money, but the problem is that it is expensive. Still, I always benefited from what I spent. Except for my brother.”

“It’s not my fault anyway.”

Peria glares at the bracelet of servitude on my arm.

“I know. It's my fault for not being careful. Still, thanks to you, I gained a partner, so shouldn't I take advantage of it now that it's like this? Isn’t that right, oppa?”

“It looks like you really like talking about your partner? Okay, I got it. Please use it. Is it okay?”

“Good. So, since we are long-awaited partners, let’s not do anything that betrays each other’s expectations. Treat the other person's sadness as your own, and treat the other person's happiness as your own. If you just keep that, I will trust you completely.”

“That’s about it. But I'm higher than you anyway. Just remember that I won.”

“You keep saying this, should I try something else? If it's gambling, you can base on 10 consecutive wins, right? It's because I underestimated it back then.”

“Yes, I won’t.”

“ Mr. Lee. Really.”

Originally, the person who won last was the winner.

“I have to go in now, so be quiet.”

“Okay.”

Finally, the time came when I thought it was the last moment.

“Open the door.”

kkiiig-

Soldiers grab hold of the door leading into the huge hall from both sides and pull it in.

The real center of the castle, where we arrived on a different side than last time.

Unlike the previous, dusty but cozy space, this time I could see a spacious hall.

Cold air sweeps through the huge hall.

'The lord who left this place alone is truly amazing.'

Although it is a huge and splendid castle that shows the accumulation of wealth that has been passed down since the ancestors, the owner of this castle was in favor of moving the city to the rear solely for the purpose of defense and protecting the people.

This castle has now lost its function as a territory or a base for defense, but the inside of the lord's castle is still huge, boasting its former glory.

And three figures appeared in the very center of the castle.

        
            A painting illuminated by the moonlight coming down from the open ceiling.

Black armor similar to that of Demon Warriors, but female-type armor with slightly more luxurious designs engraved on it.

“This is really hard to write.”

A tall woman with long red hair and a great sword slung over her shoulder drops a cubic-shaped cube on the floor.

“Didn’t I say I would use it? The castle collapsed, so if you want to make it work, you have to check for errors first before using it. Thanks to that, all the works were ruined, weren't they? The ritual is not over yet.”

“Sounds like a work of art. Are you talking as if you've done something great by piecing together fallen corpses? Even if you hadn't intervened, it could have been made more beautiful.”

“That’s because the goals you and I pursue are different. That's the best way to deal with humans. We've finally come this far, so I'd like you to do the rest. Just by looking at it, it looks like the scariest knight is none other than the guy in white armor over there.”

“Noisy. Because I will kill you all even if you don’t tell me.”

Talking to the woman was an old man hunched over and wearing blinding goggles.

It is wearing a robe like a wizard, but looking at the four pointed ears visible on the inside of the robe and the legs that look exactly like those of a goat, it is clear that this is a demon. and-

'Astesia.'

On the throne in their middle sat Astesia, wrapped in black cloth covered in illegible letters.

In addition, it is completely wrapped in chains, but only its mouth is barely visible.

Hygenic steps forward as conductor.

“Since you’ve come this far, let me ask you out of courtesy. Are you the ones who are the leaders and the ones trying to summon the devil?”

“Didn’t you already know everything? Even though it's just a courtesy, I was going to answer a question or two as a reward for coming here, but you're asking something so obvious. That's right. I'm the commander and this one is shaking. And the guy sitting on the chair over there is a sacrifice. There is no situation more heroic than this for you, right? Do you have any more questions?”

The long-haired woman gathers her hair back and looks at her.

“No, that’s enough. Then let's move on to the next step. What is your intention to surrender?”

“There is no way.”

“I guess so.”

The conversation doesn't last long.

Before each other could finish speaking, everyone put their strength into their weapons and prepared for battle.

That is the relationship between demons and humans.

The long-haired demon lifts the great sword with one hand and infuses it with red magic power.

At first glance, it is a great sword that contains so much dark magical power that it is even more intense than that of the knight Vincent.

Hygenic looked at the great sword, concluded formal negotiations, and gave the order for the battle to begin.

“Then that’s the end. All troops, attack!”

When has there ever been a deep conversation between the demons and us?

'Nothing.'

The conversation we had with Astesia was rather miraculous. That was something out of the ordinary.

And to hope it happens again-

'It must be extravagant.'

This is a familiar sight to me too. So, give strength to the hand holding the sword.

“Let’s go, Lee Rim.”

“Yes.”

It starts with soul diseases.

Search for enemies.

Master and I jump out first and stab him.

I throw the ax and the teacher digs into the guy faster than the ax.

“Not you, the guy behind him with the knight and gloves.”

The demons greet us without any hesitation.

Suddenly-

Just one swing.

The ax and the teacher are cut into two by the swing of the great sword.

“Oh, it’s still a bit much.”

Still, the teacher must have fallen through the cracks and died with a slight wound on the white hand of the guy who wasn't wearing a gauntlet.

'He died on purpose.'

A bait that can be done because it is a soul disease.

Master actually suffered an attack that could have been avoided. He deliberately takes the only great sword and ties the weapon to death as much as possible.

This is originally a strategy to give the knights the best opportunity when there are knights in battle.

Action to block the view as much as possible for the person behind you who can use a more effective attack.

At the same time, it is also an act of handing over information about the other party to the driver.

Even if the price is death, any strategy must be used to win.

I too run forward and do not take my eyes off him.

While Master is divided, I have to create a gap for others by blocking his gaze.

Of course, the woman in front of me seems to know this and doesn't take her eyes off Vincent and Winnet, who come in sideways, swinging their swords roughly in the direction I'm coming from.

'It was my goal to make it that way.'

Deeply-

“Ugh!”

Even as his body was cut in two by the great sword, he fell forward and succeeded in thrusting the magic sword into his shoulder. Thanks to my teacher, it was possible to deceive the enemy.

'You probably didn't know that my attack would work.'

It was a strategy to let down the opponent's guard by assuming that he also knew the strategy.

The opponent who was wounded by the magic sword grimaced and raised the great sword upward to push me away, and then made Vincent and Winnet, who were coming in, radiate a large amount of magic power to make them retreat.

“Sheesh! I heard that soul diseases are nothing special, but they're more bothersome than I thought, right?”

“If you can watch over me for just ten minutes, the ritual will be over!”

My vision was blurring and I could hear the enemies talking.

'One wound per life?'

I started to worry because there was a time limit.

'Can this succeed?'

-------------------------------

He is revived and quickly enters the hall again with his teacher.

“A breakthrough was seen. I don't know why, but there seems to be a subtle gap between my gaze and my body movement. Lee Lim. I'll keep pace. So that you go forward.”

“Yes. I understand.”

I quickly revise my strategy to deal with this guy with my teacher.

Advantages of soul sickness.

Losing a fight doesn't mean it's over.

The natural principle that defeat for an ordinary person is death is analyzed and attacked in real time with a paradigm that changes the framework of defeat-death-resurrection-return-retry.

“Ugh. These!”

That woman, who may be a shaman or a scientist behind her, is not far away to protect the goat legs.

Master and I usually go out first and cause a disturbance, and then Vincent and Winnette take advantage of the opportunity to engage in brief sword strikes and fist strikes.

Kang! Kakang!

Taking advantage of the opportunity for Vincent and Winnet to enter, the opponent also launches a sharp attack, but is soon blocked by the defense of Thistle, Ennin, and Hygenic standing next to him.

“Presbyopia!”

“Yep!”

Cooung-

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The moment someone's body shakes, Noan steps forward and blocks a great sword filled with magical power with a specially made shield.

Thistle's sword is a sword given by God, so it blocks attacks directly, and Hygenic also releases magical power only momentarily, preventing the sword from breaking.

Enin does not directly block the great sword with the anvil at a narrow interval, but instead strikes the side blade of the great sword, shaking the balance of the body itself and creating an opening.

The guy started to get more and more angry, probably because it was difficult to deal with so many people at the same time.

“Profit! Annoying flying insect!”

And the magic that momentarily made him the most embarrassed.

At the moment when no one's gaze is in sight, Peria uses magical power at the very back, and a black card appears in front of the opponent's eyes, blocking their view.

“Oh, really! Where does it come from?”

Although they are very simple, they are the most disruptive magic in a fight where every moment is important.

Each time the symbol under Peria's eye flashes, various types of cards fall.

Cards with drawings of playing cards, tarot, and other cultures I knew nothing about were scattered on the ground.

It's not just cards.

As soon as Peria saw that the guy caught the movement of his subtle magic power at some point and turned his head to avoid it, he took out his dagger and continued to throw it at blind spots to protect us.

It feels amazing that the opponent is desperately trying to stop us from approaching the demons behind us by blocking the cards that are generated irregularly and the attacks that come at us in a way that we cannot avoid.

However, as time passed, I also became less prone to getting cut with a single knife.

'Is this about the fourth life?'

Kwaang-

'It was successful.'

When my body, which should have been cut by a huge sword, was blocked by the magic sword, I saw an expression of astonishment in the woman's eyes.

“I figured out how it was.”

“Ugh! Don’t talk nonsense!”

I tried to keep receiving the great sword without intentionally dodging, and I finally succeeded.

If you run far to avoid the great sword, the opportunity to attack also disappears.

As for me, I don't have the skills to dodge attacks and counterattack with a narrow margin at close range like my teacher.

In that case, you have no choice but to parry it with the magic sword and counterattack immediately.

The opponent is confused when the soul soldiers that should be dealt with in one attack do not fall.

“These,,, rats!”

Although it is a powerful opponent, it is only one person. Compared to the power it possesses, the technology itself is not sophisticated. Rather, it was sloppy.

It allows attacks from Winnet and Vincent from time to time, but it only withstands it because the armor it is wearing is very good.

The reason we can't get to the guy in the back is because the red magic spewing out of his armor is threatening.

I don't know if it's because we're constantly consuming it, but it's starting to look like the bottom is showing.

The opponent, perhaps anxious that a considerable amount of his magic power had been used up, urged the demons behind him.

“Eight. Marcus! Just let it go!”

“Ha, but there’s still some time left!”

“2 minutes, on time, it doesn’t matter! If you don't, I'll go back and destroy your entire lab!”

“Ah, I understand, so just stop them!”

Then Goatdari puts the pocket watch he was holding in his arms to measure the time and takes out a glass tube containing a black pill.

Deshade, who had been watching the battle unfold next to Peria, noticed this and spoke loudly.

“That must be stopped.”

“Yes? What?!”

“It is a medicine that accelerates the thickening of blood concentration. If we don’t stop that, there is no future.”

At God's words, we hurriedly tried to cross the red magic front, but it was not easy.

“No guessing! You are all going to die here!”

As soon as I hear that sound, the momentum of swinging the great sword becomes stronger.

'What do we do.'

humming-

“Yikes!”

At that moment, as I dodged the great sword and rolled backwards, I saw the sky.

The moonlight coming through the open ceiling is now illuminating the feria.

Moonlight. The only thing I can trust now is Peria's Nayal.

I look at Peria, who continues to pull out cards and daggers.

“Peria! Stop that somehow!”

“Mo, you can’t stop it! It's too far away to be possible with magic!”

“Use Nayal! If we can't stop that, all the materials left in the village will disappear?”

“!!!”

After hearing those words, Peria bit her lip tightly as if she realized that something like that should never happen.

Anyway, if the devil descends and runs rampant, the village and everything else will disappear.

'You have to use everything you can.'

But even in that situation, Peria thinks until the end.

“Ugh...! But I think I'm going to be charged a lot for this?! The amount varies depending on the situation!”

“Then do you want to see all the ingredients fly away?”

“Well, of course I don’t like that! How did I get it!”

“So, I have to use up all my savings! do it faster! If it's not enough, I'll get some from the people here!”

“Ugh... Absolutely!”

It's not a situation to weigh the pros and cons, so I'll just make a promise and see.

‘I have to tear it off somehow. It's 100 gold per head. Surely that's not worth the money?'

If we lose anyway, we all die here.

Peria takes a step forward and draws up all the magical power within her body.

Blue light bursts from the pattern under the eyes and hair flutters.

Then he looked up at the shining moonlight and shouted.

“Nayal! Fulfill your contract!”

This is the ignition word that summons Nayal, which I heard for the second time.

An arm appeared in the air that seemed to shake the perception again.

“Stop that guy!”

        
            As soon as Nyal came out of the air, he snapped his fingers and a magic circle was engraved on the bottom of the goat's leg.

Soon, white flames rising from the magic circle engulf the medicine bottle that Goat Legs is holding, causing him to drop the bottle.

Clink-

“Ikeke! No problem!”

But that's just a moment. The guy shook off the flames again and stood up.

“Peria! Is it impossible to kill him at all?”

“That’s not possible! Nyal cannot directly interfere with living beings other than those contracted!”

I would like to completely finish one side, but it seems there are more restrictions than I thought.

“Then you can do it indirectly!”

“Oh really! You're not saying it's someone else's business like that, brother!”

Then, Nayal, who succeeded in causing a very small disruption, speaks to Peria.

[The action just cost 90 gold coins. If you want more actions than this, offer 180 gold coins.]

“ This is really expensive!”

[This is a risky action for me as well. From the beginning, you probably decided not to call anything other than a bet, right? You are the one who broke this.]

“Geugeuggeukgeuk...! okay! Okay, so do something!”

When Peria has the same conversation again with Nayal, whom she has not seen in a long time, the woman in armor blocks other people's attacks while looking at Nayal and threatening her.

“Residents of the early morning! You'd better get it done! Otherwise I will kill you too! You don’t think you can beat me with that little talent, do you?”

The opponent holding the great sword moves to the middle of the feria and the goat bridge and blocks the target.

Then the goat leg goes to pick up the bottle again.

“Feria. Quickly!”

“Pfft. Nayal! Again!”

[There are 180 gold coins.]

“Okay! Do it quickly!”

It felt like a huge hand was swinging into the air, and the space opened up.

Strange-looking creatures pouring out from inside.

Dozens of eyeless, six-winged bats without eye sockets open their circular mouths and pour out.

“Uuuuh! Please take this off!”

It bites the body of a woman holding a goat leg and a large sword with small but sharp teeth that look like they are over 100 units tall.

Then Goatleg kicked the bottle away in a panic, causing all the pills inside to spill out.

“Oh, it’s really annoying! Only a trickster is bothering me?”

The opponent holding the great sword seems so angry that he begins to gather red magic power from his hands.

Clap la la rock-

Squeak!

At the same time, with the woman at the center, the magical energy flowing out of the body whips around the area like a whip, breaking all the bats into pieces.

And while dealing with us, he creates a spear made entirely of magical power in one hand.

“I warned you! I will never let you use something like the Ghost of Dawn again!”

Kwaang-

The woman makes us retreat with a wide swing of her great sword, then draws her spear back.

A magical spear that looks ominous at first glance.

'That must be the most dangerous thing I've seen today.'

Other people besides me felt it too.

“Shield back!”

Based on Hygenic's decision, everyone runs behind Noan's shield.

“Peria!”

But Feria is too far away.

“Spear of Death.”

The woman threw the spear.

A spear made of red magic that shoots out like a ray of light.

Quad deud deuk!

The spear flew away, lightly tearing through Noan's sturdy shield, which blocks both the magic power contained in the great sword and huge magic, as if laughing.

“Ouch!”

[K...Aaaah! Damn trickster bitch! I will curse you in hell!]

The spear flew straight through and pierced Nayal's arm floating in the air, destroying Peria to pieces.

An intangible spear of pure magic that touches a pillar on one side of the hall and disappears as if it has done its job.

It created a shock wave and a cloud of dust until it finally disappeared.

“Ugh...”

“Grunt...”

In the blurry vision, everyone's moans can be heard.

'shit. This is irreparable damage.'

A huge blow was inflicted with just one technique.

The moment Noan's shield was pierced, Vincent and Winnet quickly defended themselves with swords and gauntlets to protect others, but both of them broke their arms in return, perhaps because they had twisted their powerful force.

As if timing it right, the moonlight is obscured by clouds and becomes dark.

The atmosphere in the hall became dark, like the current gloomy situation.

“Really persistent.”

The other person says this while watching Peria revive in front of me from a fainted state.

“Humans are ultimately so weak compared to us, so I wonder why they don’t perish.”

Just right.

When the opponent snaps his fingers, a red string of magical energy pops out from the floor and binds the other people lying on the floor.

“Quaaah!”

People shaking as if an electric current had passed through them.

'uh? 'You're not coming to me?'

However, unlike people who faint from magic, the small snake-like string circles around me and disappears without being able to entangle only me and the teacher.

The woman clicked her tongue when she saw that.

“Tsk! It's a magic that responds to even the slightest bit of magical energy, but they make pitiful things that don't even work. It's not beautiful. I'm so disgusted with the wretched appearance.”

I guess I was lucky because I didn't have any magic power.

'But who is disgusting with whom?'

I don't like the way he opened his mouth because he thought he had won the game.

Thanks to this, I get emotional and retort even in not-so-good situations.

“In my opinion, you demons look more abnormal. I heard you were human too? And the one with legs and a tail is even more disgusting?”

After hearing what I said, Goatleg fumbled around on the floor for some medicine, probably because of his broken glasses, and then looked in this direction and shouted.

“This appearance is a symbol of great power! This is the appearance of the true rulers of this era, free from the weak human body!”

“Marcus, shut up and let the work proceed. Because if I look at your legs, I will die of disgust.”

“Keuuu...”

Goat Bridge protested and couldn't even get his money back. Seeing that, the woman holding the great sword laughed at the demon and confirmed me.

“I agree with that. To be honest, the body of a demon is not very beautiful. So, at first, I started building a body like this in order to become at least as beautiful as I was.”

“Building a body?”

“Yes. The thing I am writing now is not the same body as you with the soul disease. Although the principles are similar, they are dolls made from materials that are different from yours. Unlike you guys whose souls are tied up there, I just control it remotely.”

After saying that, the other person opens his stabbed body with his fingers and shows the inside.

Inside the wound was another membrane, and inside, red magic was flowing through the blood vessel-like membrane.

'is it. Was he a puppeteer?'

Information learned through death, obtained by the Master at the start of the first battle.

The gap between his gaze and his next action was a bit slow.

I kept dealing with it, paying attention to it, but I just thought it was a strange habit.

However, the reason for the strange delay was because the guy was actually a puppeteer.

“It is a bit difficult because it has to be controlled remotely, but since it is an early model, it can be modified. It is of a different class from a crude body like yours.”

The wounds on the body controlled by the puppeteer can be seen slowly healing.

'More than anything, this kid has a golden spoon.'

Since we don't have healing magic, the only way to get repairs is through rough tinkering, but with a body that is capable of self-healing and flowing with magical power, I could feel the difference from birth.

I'm so envious of that that I can't help but ask. And I thought I asked for no reason.

“Hey, how much did it cost to make that?”

“Huh? I'm curious about something interesting in this situation. There's nothing I can't tell you. In human money, it's about 5,000 gold?”

“Fuck.”

It was an amount that I couldn't even afford.

Is this a problem with the exchange rate, or did this guy spend extra money?

'I think it's the latter, though.'

“Because the money was spread out like that, of course it would be high.”

“Financial resources are all abilities. The same goes for networking. Besides, I am unrivaled as a demon puppeteer, right? Even if you use the same money and knowledge as me to create something, there are only a few people in this world who can give you the magic power to move this much. I received magical power from the Demon King, so I am using this body now. Of course, in return, I have to do this kind of annoying cleaning up.”

“I’m a bit envious of that.”

Some people are running around without proper support, but this guy is an absolute gold digger.

I was completely discouraged by the overwhelming gap.

“Are you not finished yet?”

“Please wait a moment. One medicine is missing. Time has already passed...”

“Sheesh! Slowness is.”

Goat Legs is still busy picking up the pills from the bottle he dropped earlier.

'There seems to be no other way, so what should I do?'

In the meantime, I try to organize the situation and get my head around it.

The two people who can inflict fatal damage using magical power are already seriously injured and the others are also detained.

The time has already passed for presbyopia to come back, but it is not coming back.

He may have already used up all of his spare body. In that short period of time, Master and I died eight more times.

Meanwhile, Master was not saying anything and then suddenly opened his mouth.

“It would be possible.”

“Huh? What?”

“What is it?”

The puppeteer and I turn around at the same time.

“It means that it is possible to kill you.”

The puppeteer looks at the teacher in confusion.

“Ha! That sounds funny. So far, both you and the spirit soldier next to you have died 4 times to me. What's more, the people lying down there are much stronger than you. Have you lost your senses? This doll's standing position is different from yours.”

The puppeteer snorts as if he is dumbfounded.

'Why are you saying that?'

I too have doubts about Master’s words.

It seemed to me that there was no further chance of winning. The opponent appears to be alive and well, although it is slightly lighter than before firing the spear, as if he still has some magic power left.

“Everything has already been figured out. You have no talent.”

The puppeteer’s expression becomes distorted.

“What?”

“Didn’t you hear? That means you have no talent. You may have wealth and connections, but in the end, it means that you lack the talent and skills to handle the doll. You just wield a powerful body made of money and the power of others that resides within it. So wouldn’t your body look like that now?”

Certainly, the wounds on the puppeteer's body had already healed, but there were many holes in the armor and clothes.

Although he was clearly a strong person in terms of magical power and physical ability, he did not have good sense enough to allow an attack once in a while even when we moved without using magical power.

Master, who wasn't even holding a magic sword, stabbed Estark once, aiming for a place where magic power was flowing slowly, and he was also wounded.

I thought it was because it wasn't my body, but I think it was just because I didn't have much combat experience.

'The reason I said it was an early model in the first place may mean that it is being operated for the first time.'

The puppet master responds as if he is annoyed by the teacher.

“But I killed you many times. That fact doesn't change. So it's my victory.”

“Well, it’s true that they killed us. But, we are soul sick. And you know we're still not quite dead yet.”

“What do you mean?”

“Even though you tried to win, you were not able to completely finish us off. If you had truly been strong enough to overwhelm us, if you had been able to read and understand your opponent's movements, if you had even thought about gaining something from the back-and-forth fight, we would all have been dead already. However, in the end, he was struggling and was only able to overwhelm him with borrowed magic rather than a sword. It's proof that you yourself are a demon who can never grow.”

The puppeteer, who heard the teacher's words, frowned as if in a very bad mood.

“To me, it only looks like you're trying to buy some time, right? I could kill you right now.”

“Okay. It looks difficult now that all the magic power has been used up.”

“You’ll find out if you try.”

As soon as the puppeteer finished speaking, he thrust forward, holding out his sword.

        
            “Irima.”

“Yes?”

“Block.”

“What?”

After saying that, Master stood still without even making a defensive move.

I don't understand why he suddenly acts like that when a puppeteer with a great sword is coming to attack him.

“Holy shit!”

I had no choice but to grab the magic sword and run towards my teacher.

“Don’t think of blocking it head on, but think of when you fought Gilbertan.”

‘When you fought that demon? 'How did you do it?'

“I don’t remember?”

“If you can’t think of something, both of you will split your head. Everyone here will die too. Do your best.”

“No, really.”

I used to say that there are many crazy people in this world, but now I know for sure. It's true that my teacher is crazy too.

I look at the great sword flying towards my head.

I feel fear as I look at the blade sparkling with magic.

A tremendous amount of magical power.

The concentration of power that still shines brightly.

Although most of the magic power was used while using the red magic spear earlier, it is still a threat.

Even among the knights I've seen, it wasn't common for people to have this kind of power.

Overwhelming violence that cuts down all beings in front of it.

But I soon realized that I too had an equal weapon in my hands.

'Magic sword.'

After several attempts, I succeeded in blocking the great sword.

'And when I fought Gilbertan.'

At the same time, the feeling of that time comes back to mind.

I recall the tension that clashed with all of our skills.

The great sword begins to appear slowly.

What did you do during that fight?

When an attack came, I parried it.

'Of course it was. Then how did you beat it?'

Attack the starting point or joint of the attack, or block the attack before it gains strength.

So, I tried to weaken the enemy's momentum and attack them, or I used my body to block relatively weak attacks.

But this attack is different from that.

The great sword had already completed sufficient preparation and began to move with all its might.

'Then change the destination of that power.'

No matter how powerful you are, it doesn't matter if you get hit.

If it is a linear force that cannot be completely stopped -

bang!

Just change the orbit.

Hold the magic sword upside down, time it just right, twist your body slightly, and throw the great sword blade to the side.

The corners of Master's mouth went up when he saw that.

“Ugh!”

“Irim, I blocked you once before. From now on, all of the puppeteer's movements will be movements we have already seen.”

Certainly, whether it is Gilbertian's dagger or the Puppet Master's great sword, the blade flies is the same.

Unless you ignorantly block it from the front, the only difference is its length and the force it carries.

In the end, they are just movements that can occur in the human form.

The puppeteer's sword is not even the fearsome swordsmanship of experts who force you to make choices; it is simply an attack drunk on power, unlike enemies with whom you have fought numerous battles in real combat.

'okay. This puppeteer is just a beginner.'

The difference between me and my partner.

The reason why I didn't approach the other person hastily until now was because there was a sharp magical power that felt like it would tear my skin just a moment ago.

Excluding that, the puppeteer is a beginner who has not had much experience in fighting, and it is not even a question of difference in talent.

On the other hand, I am a soul sufferer who has lost and learned many battles.

Having been stabbed to death by the same attack several times, I am not an idiot and naturally fight by predicting my opponent's movements to some extent.

“Keep in mind. You didn't let the past five years go by. Furthermore, I was not raised to be weak enough to let a fool who only had that kind of power kill me.”

“I think so.”

-------------------------------

It reminded me of old times.

When the battle got longer, Master, who wasn't even a teacher at the time, chose an opponent for me, who was following behind, and told me to fight until he killed me.

[Do you see the guy with the flag tied to his back? Kill that guy.]

[I've already been killed by that guy 4 times?]

[If you have already died 4 times, it will be the same whether you died 10 or 20 times. Okay, try to kill it within 20 attempts from now on. If so, please make me my disciple.]

That's what I said at first too.

In the end, on my 8th life, I memorized the attacks of the opponent, a demon centurion or something, and completely killed him.

Then, Master had the cold expression on his face that he always had at the time, but when he saw me come back with the head of a demon, he said as if he was surprised.

[It’s quite fast. How did you do it?]

[I just kept getting beaten to death, so there was just one opening. The moment my breathing becomes light, there are times when I swing my ax twice, perhaps out of habit, in an attempt to shake off the opponent. He went in through that gap and stabbed him to death.]

[... At first, you were just trying to get rid of it, but were you not afraid of death? As death approaches, taking one step further is not an easy decision.]

[It’s scary. But isn't it the same whether you die hiding or fighting? At most, I can only live for about an hour. But it was so unfair to sit still and be killed. The guy who wants to take my life is approaching me and I say, ‘Take it.’ And sticking out my neck doesn't suit my temperament. Why are you taking my life away? I have no intention of letting you take it kindly. Anyone who wants to rob someone must think that the same thing can happen to them.]

The teacher at that time considered me for something for a long time and eventually gave me permission.

[That makes sense. Good, because a promise is a promise. However, I cannot teach you the real sword techniques that I know. I can only teach you how to kill your opponent. And I am not a good teacher. If you find a better person later, leave.]

[That is enough. Rather, there is nothing more desperate than that.]

From then on, I followed my teacher for five years, observing and following his methods of killing enemies.

-------------------------------

“On the topic of hastily prepared pieces of meat at best!!!”

The fight with the puppeteer continued as it was, 1:1.

bang! bang! Quaaaang!

As time passed, its movements became no longer threatening at all.

The great sword swings a strong attack every time, but instead of backing away from the front, the sword bounces away with a narrow margin.

Now I'm completely inside the guy.

I memorized everything. And figured it out.

Although his magical power may have been extremely strong, he was ultimately a beginner.

The magical blade-like phenomenon that cuts through one's skin just by approaching it has now disappeared, as it must have consumed a considerable amount of magical energy due to the discharge from earlier.

The most threatening thing is the magic spear from earlier, which is said to instantly activate magic without chanting, but even at that moment, only a preparatory action to gather magic power for at least one second is necessary.

“Ugh... Ground...”

Deep!

“Kaaagh!”

If he feels that his magic power is concentrated in one place, he will throw his magic sword at the part where the magic power is concentrated and make a hole in his body.

The wounds inflicted by the magic sword heal quickly, but the red magic power appears to be gradually fading as it seems to be consuming magic power as well.

“Kook! These sloppy failures!!!”

'good. It's a gap.'

In the end, the puppeteer got impatient and made the critical mistake of running backwards and losing his body balance, so he took advantage of the opportunity to launch himself and catch up. and-

'Fighting is a matter of sense.'

Jump off the ground and rotate your body for a roundhouse kick.

puck!

Cheer up!

He swings the crossguard of the great sword with the top of his foot, causing the puppeteer to let go of the weapon.

The great sword fell and the puppeteer's only weapon disappeared.

But it doesn't stop there.

'Suppression is quick. Destroys all functions used in combat.'

Immediately, he regains his balance, clings to the opponent, trips his leg, knocks him down, and stabs the magic sword into his arm joint.

Phew!

“Kaaak!”

I can hear the puppeteer's screams, but it doesn't stop.

Just put the magic sword on the other arm and break it by bending it in the opposite direction of the joint, and then hold the sword in the reverse direction again and break the leg in the same way.

Popping-

Quad Deuk-

Kwazijic-

thoroughly,

To the extent that it can be said to be somewhat cruel,

Thoroughly subdue your opponent.

Soon the puppeteer's body changed into a state where all limbs fell off.

The arms and legs were completely removed, but the mana was completely gone as well, so it was unable to regenerate and only the torso and head remained, struggling.

However, considering that she was still alive without losing her mind, I thought it must have been a doll that cost a lot of money.

'after. Is it over?'

Since it uses magic, I tried very hard to carefully dismantle it just in case, but even after I did it, it was a little disgusting.

It was fortunate that there was no blood or smell or anything pouring out from inside.

The puppeteer screams as he sees his limbs dismantled in an instant.

“That’s ridiculous. It's a body so sophisticated that it can't be compared to the likes of you... I can't lose like this!”

The teacher approaches the puppeteer, bends his knees, makes eye contact, and speaks.

“If you don't have the knowledge to wield power, it's just a toy. The decisive factor in deciding whether to win or lose is to look at the opponent, imagine, predict, and understand his habits. That child did not let countless deaths go in vain, but used them to become stronger. On the other hand, you don't have the opportunity, the idea, or the talent to do it.”

'You speak quite loudly.'

While I hacked up his body with a sword, Master stabbed several daggers into his heart.

Even with that appearance, the puppeteer didn't die for a long time and gritted his teeth before asking the teacher.

“... Then what are you telling me to do?”

Master looked a little surprised at that. But I just don't like that question.

“Do nothing. What are you asking? If you lose, you just lost. Never think of leaving your land again.”

As I was about to stab the doll in the neck with the magic sword, my teacher stopped me for a moment.

“Irim. Don't be like that. I suddenly like the way you don't give up and have a burning desire to improve. okay. Puppeteer, next time we meet, how about memorizing at least one sword technique? Good swordsmanship forces the opponent to make a choice. Those things are a weakness for that child.”

'No, there's nothing you can't say, really.'

For me, I wish I would just die right away, but my teacher is teaching my enemy how to take revenge on me.

“No, is it okay for me to reveal my weaknesses that I don’t even know about? Master, do you want me, your student, to die? Seriously, what should I do the next time I come?”

'I have no intention of meeting again, if possible. 'Can't we just live on our own land without causing harm to others?'

Master didn't pay any attention to what I said, and the puppeteer looked at me with a stern expression.

“... What is your name?”

“Are you telling me I’m crazy?”

“That kid is Lee Rim. My name is Hwarim. I look forward to seeing you again next time.”

“No, really. I'm not allowed to give away personal information, right? I'm going crazy, really.”

“Irim... Hwarim... Irim... Hwarim...”

'I'm so scared because it feels like I'm cursing.'

The puppeteer, who is left with only his upper body and neck, keeps chanting the name.

“Okay, I memorized it. I won't lose next time. Additionally, I will make you pay for insulting me. I'll show you that you're wrong.”

“The desired sea. We won't stop either.”

In the end, an unwanted revenge relationship was formed.

“Please don’t create strange rivalries on your own. I have no intention of doing that. Next time you come, deal with the teacher alone.”

Revenge only begets revenge.

'Can't we just say goodbye to each other neatly?'

“Then I have to send it to you now. Goodbye.”

Suddenly-

Soon, Master's eyes completely disappeared as he completely decapitated the puppeteer with an escutcheon.

The body automatically burns and becomes incinerated.

It is a bonfire that is made much more luxurious than our bodies and costs an estimated 5,000 gold.

‘The puppet master will make the same body again. Or it could be more expensive.'

After all, it was nothing else but a promise of revenge made by the puppeteer, and I felt dirty thinking that it would definitely come true someday.

Then I look back and remember that our work is not yet finished.

“Ah, that’s right. Where did this guy go?”

I thought of goat legs, so I hurriedly looked around and saw Deshade sitting on goat legs.

“Ah. Have you finished everything?”

Shin, who had not seen a single piece of armor until the fight with the puppeteer was over, had already arrived.

“... Safely. Still, it does have a role. I thought he was a god... because he only talks big and doesn't do anything.

Shin seemed unfazed by my slightly mocking words and began to say what he wanted to say.

“This is enough. But a little problem arose.”

“What is it?”

“You have to make a choice. I was waiting to ask you.”

“Choice? What do you mean?”

Deshade continues speaking while holding a glass bottle in one hand and pointing to Astesia with the other.

“If you save that succubus, the devil will descend, but if you kill it, the devil will not descend. You have to choose one of the two.”

        
            Camellia is buried in a grave of papers and looks closely at a single document.

Although the documents were piled high enough to easily block her view if she sat down and looked straight ahead, she didn't say that she looked particularly worried because of it.

All of the documents in front of me have already been approved and reviewed by staying up all night ahead of the big day, and the maids will come in after Camellia and finish organizing them.

Among them, the only document she hasn't looked at is the one she's holding in her hand.

And since the content of the document was a report that Camellia had just written and received from the Intelligence Knights, Camellia held up the last piece of paper and looked at it with a quite refreshing feeling.

“... Indeed, you have to look at it this big to be able to suspect it, so it makes sense that no one would have noticed it until now.”

The content written on the paper is a list of winners of past knight festivals held in Rugal.

In addition to the date on which the winner of the year appeared, the date on which the three heroes, the Beast King, the Dragon King, and the Fetal King, who appeared like comets in Rugal before and after the Great War, are also written.

It was immediately after the birth of the previous winners that the heroes, the kings of Rugal, who allowed the empire to use the title of king to indicate friendly relations with Rugal, appeared.

“What an amazing coincidence. How could such a perfect dominant gene have been born?”

3Heroes are strong.

The Beast King is strong enough to be said to be the king of all beast-type races, the Dragon King is also strong enough to be said to be the strongest class among the Dragonian dragons, and the Fei King is also said to be the most unique among the Fein races, a strength that comes from his complex appearance. and has the ability to break through using magical talents.

Strangely enough, they had all the advantages that previous winners of different races had.

To be precise, they possess all of the ‘physical strengths that are passed down genetically due to chance from birth.’

Many of the so-called heterogeneous races are actually mixed races.

For example, in the case of dragon people, it is known that the children born from the first human marriage with a dragon spread throughout the world and appear occasionally, and in the case of beast people, there are various types, but in the case of werewolves, the first wolf Fenrir and This is a case where the children born to married humans continued to spread as times changed and were recognized as a race.

Among them are the Arachne, who are not mixed blood but have had that appearance from the beginning, the Dryads, who have evolved to look like humans in order to prey on them, and the Werebears and ancestors who have acquired their appearance due to a curse and have made a contract with the devil. There are also succubi who changed their appearance due to the succubus and have since been passed down as blood relatives.

So when we talk about different races in the empire, we usually refer to the different races that were created in the former way.

Mixed race people are divided into half or quarter, either with mixed blood and having the appearance of a complete animal, or with human appearance with only ears, tail, and fangs.

And the more similar a mixed race is to its original ancestor, the stronger its physical abilities will be.

However, unless beings with such strong power were created by having many different races intentionally continue incestuous marriages within each other's clans, it is natural that most of them will marry with other races at least once during the process, which will cause their blood to become thinner. It's work.

“In reality, it is those with the quota who make up the largest percentage of the people of the empire.”

So Camellia had no choice but to smile.

“Rugal. I really wonder what you guys are up to in the dark and shady basement of those mountains.”

All of the past winners of the Knight's Festival are beings who 'must have been prepared' by Rugal and who people believe to be the divinity of the empire.

And as history continued, the three heroes who appeared in Rugal were, by chance, the winners of the Knight's Festival who proved to be competent, and who possessed all the strengths of the dominant inheritance that they were bound to have at birth, and who could only be said to have been born by heavenly luck. Beings who have overcome the odds.

Camellia thought that she had an ability close to insight and was confident that she could predict and act on most things, but Rugal, who had been proudly showing his face in front of the empire for hundreds of years, was doing secret work behind the scenes. I came to admire.

“... Was this all possible because Irim was in my hands?”

So Camellia feels grateful to Lee Rim.

It had been a long time since she had thought of doing a full-scale investigation into Rugal, but Rugal was such a huge force that she was at a loss as to where to begin, considering it to be the end of the thread.

In such a situation, Camellia used Lee Rim to catch all the spies who were always following her, and among them was Rugal's spy, so she was finally able to get a clue.

“... That's it. This is something that can be done slowly. There is no need to go into depth right now.”

Still, I don't make up my mind hastily.

The waters have only just opened up.

Camellia has no intention of rushing things forward.

For now, he just ordered the start of an investigation based on the information the spy had.

What is unfortunate for Camellia is that the Spy Knights are a private knighthood that has just been established, so they are filled with only people she likes, so there are not enough people.

So, the Spy Knights were sent to take care of matters that they judged to be more important than Rugal's, and decided to leave Rugal's work to the newly acquired employee and Lee Rim.

“I don’t want anything big. It's just fine if you come with a moderately bad hand.”

I don't have huge expectations.

Camellia thought that Lee Rim would be used as a sword rather than as eyes and ears, so she judged that this type of spy mission would not be of great use.

Therefore, he told Tarator that it would be enough to obtain only a superficial level of information, and ordered Irim to help with the task and to return with information about Dragonia, who would be the winner of this knight's festival.

Clap clap-

As Camellia applauds, maids come in from outside.

“Keep your documents organized. And you will be preparing to go out, so bring your clothes.”

““Yes.””

Six maids move in unison.

Two people sort the documents and place them in each library or deliver them to each department, two people bring Camellia's military uniform, and the remaining two prepare to change Camellia's clothes in the meantime.

'I should try some tea.'

Meanwhile, Camellia sits on a long chair and takes some time to rest.

She is going to the border now.

During the period of the Knight's Festival, while Rugal and other forces are preoccupied with the largest event taking place in the country, Camellia is scheduled to patrol the borders of the empire.

'To be exact, it won't be an inspection, but rather a collection.'

As Camellia raises her feet, the maid takes off her slippers and puts on long military boots.

Although she will be traveling mostly on horseback, there are no better shoes for long outdoor activities than these.

As soon as Camellia got off her back, the maid quickly took off all her underwear and put on new clothes made of special material from scratch.

It is not a clothing that constricts the blood passages to highlight the body, but a clothing that is durable without chafing and is comfortable for riding a horse and swinging a sword.

As Camellia slightly lowered her head, the maid untied the hair she had braided in the morning and tied it back.

Considering that your hair will be blowing in the wind for hours, it is best to choose a hairstyle that is comfortable enough to not sting your eyes.

“Okay.”

Clap-

Rumbling-

Camellia, who was fully prepared, patted the weapons provided by the spy knight who appeared from nowhere.

From now on, what she will do as she travels around the border is:

Visiting the soul sick.

“It’s a gift, Lee Rim. I will personally gather the people saved by the evil spirit that the bishop serves, and those who are wandering because they could not finish the work, and send them back.”

Most of the soul soldiers came to the Empire from the Kingdom Alliance.

For a few days, they were protected from harm by anyone thanks to Deshade's protection.

They could only wait and see, as even the empire's border guards could not do anything.

However, since Deshade's protection has disappeared, they have been quietly living in the mountains and plains near the border.

Camellia plans to find them and bring them to the Deshade Church.

What the Deshade Church, which now serves as her limbs, lacks most is human hands.

'If we take the soul soldiers who cannot be resurrected to the only bishop who can resurrect them and the Church of Deshade, who liberated them, they will become loyal workers.'

Of course, Camellia does not go out on such a grand scale in the form of a campaign to do such a simple task.

In addition, there are important people among the soul soldiers for whom Camellia must step forward.

“Well, I don’t know if the game of tag will end within this expedition. If you cannot complete the work within a limited period of time, you may have to leave the work to others.”

What Camellia is most concerned about are those who can be called deviant among the soul soldiers who have crossed the border.

Just like the Lee Rim she acquired, it is a spirit disease with great power.

A soul disease that cannot use magical power.

However, not only can they use magical power, but they also have knowledge of the world from which they were summoned.

Among them, there are people who boast enormous power in their world, regardless of whether they have magical powers or not.

Even if he can't use magical power, he uses techniques strong enough to hit a demonic beast with his bare hands, or he shows extraordinary abilities that are comparable to magic or sorcery in a way that only he knows, not magic or anything called ki. There are also beings.

Immediately after the Kingdom Alliance summoned them with a large-scale summoning spell, they took on one of two appearances.

One is people who are particularly skilled in military power, and although they feel unreasonable because they were forcibly summoned by a summoning spell, they were treated properly as special personnel of the knights from the beginning according to the nobles' suggestion, and they are satisfied with that.

And the rest are people who are so dangerous and vicious that they cannot be controlled even if there is Atyr in the kingdom alliance, and who tried to find out Atyr's weaknesses and cause chaos at all costs.

The former case was said to have been resolved well, but in the latter case, there was no way to do anything, so the Kingdom Alliance locked them in prison corridors in each region's resuscitation center.

They were released by Deshade, committed mass murder, and crossed over to the empire's border just like everyone else.

Camellia's main goal in this expedition is them.

In addition to collecting and bringing back the widespread spirit diseases to the Deshade Church, she plans to select out the somewhat difficult spirit diseases that are causing chaos on the border.

'If it's useful, put it in the Espionage Order, but if it's not - kill it.'

It doesn't matter if I don't get resurrected like Lee Rim.

Camellia, who has no support base in this world, can harvest them if they seem useful, and bury them in the ground if they seem to be a big threat to the empire.

So Camellia moves.

“Shall we go out now? What do you mean?”

“I have prepared it.”

Take off your stuffy clothes,

Like Mortis, who once flew through the cool breeze of the sky,

I rode the horse with half the soul of a free ruler.

        
            When I slowly opened my eyes, my surroundings had completely changed.

The holey ceiling, the dozens of pillars supporting the huge hall, and Astesia and Deshade, who were with me just a moment ago, were all gone.

It is a space in memory.

The room when I first met Astesia.

The interior is much smaller than the hall and resembles an old-fashioned office often used by nobles.

Here too, the golden throne remained, shining even brighter under the light of the candles hanging on the wall.

And there is a woman sitting on the throne instead of Astesia.

'No, I think Astesia is right, but the atmosphere has changed.'

What appeared was clearly Astesia.

Unlike his restrained appearance just now, he is now free, wearing a small crown on his head, and his hair has turned white, but his face and body shape are clearly familiar.

I couldn't see the whole thing because my eyes were always covered, but it's Astesia.

But I knew it instinctively.

The woman in front of me is Astesia, but she is not Astesia.

This being was different from Deshade, but was giving off a similar atmosphere.

In Astesia's appearance, only the color of her hair has been changed.

I cautiously approached the woman wearing a pure white dress sitting cross-legged on the throne.

“... Who are you?”

When you carefully ask a being that takes the form of someone you know, the being answers.

“I am the devil Asmodeus. This is the true identity of the power that lay dormant in the blood of the girl you saved.”

'It doesn't look like a devil.'

“It will be so. If I reveal my true self, my little villa will be destroyed. I passed on my power to a cute child who will continue it, so shouldn't I destroy it? So, I temporarily borrowed the image of that child.”

'Is this a being that reads thoughts again?'

This is already my third encounter with someone who can read my thoughts.

I tried to carefully think about how to deal with the current situation, but it all turned out to be in vain.

The first is Gloria, a human, the second is Deshade, a god, and the third is a demon.

'It's going to turn.'

“Don’t think too deeply. Since I am in my own space, I can only read thoughts as I please.”

As the devil said, I decided to just proceed with the conversation without hesitation, whatever came to mind.

“I have given up now. By the way, I want to ask you something. Can I ask you a question?”

“Try it. It will be entertainment for a while.”

“What happened to Astesia and the others?”

First, if the being in front of you takes the form of Astesia, check what happened to the real Astesia.

“My child and that little chick are now completely separated from us. I left it exactly where you were. By the way, there was one guy who was great at human subjects, right? To forcibly tear away my castle, which had completely assimilated into reality, with only a single sword. Thanks to this, my villa gradually collapsed and is now completely separated from the space they were in.”

'Thank goodness.'

It seems that they have become separated. My worries disappeared as I was told I was safe.

The last words seem to be roughly about the state of Mongma's castle, but I decided to skip it.

“As a bonus, I have completely cut off the magical bond between that child and the villa, so you don’t have to worry. Now, let me ask a question too.”

“Of course.”

Since one-sided demands are not good, try quietly talking to the devil for now.

“Are you my enemy?”

‘Enemies? is it?'

Take some time to reflect on the devil’s words.

I don't know if I'm a bishop or what, but I ended up making my vows to Deshade.

If the devil descends to earth, I pledge to become the sword that will help God and cut down the devil.

But now that I am exhausted both mentally and physically from continuous fighting, I do not want to fight the devil. So I racked my brain a bit.

“Is this the ground?”

“You answer a question with a question. I don't like it, but I hope there will be an answer at the end. This is not the ground. It may only be for a short time, but it can be seen as a completely separate world.”

First of all, one condition is out of the question.

“Didn’t it come down?”

“Descent. It's not a complete advent. Thanks to the newborn chick god, all desires have been sealed.”

Should we consider it a half-advent? In any case, it seems that it is not in a state of complete advent.

“Then do you intend to ravage the earth?”

It is said that as soon as the devil descends to earth, he absorbs all themes and destroys everything in sight.

“If it were me, it would be like that. But I am extremely crazy right now.”

“You’re saying you’re crazy?”

'What does it mean to be crazy when the conversation is going well like this?'

It was a final confirmation question, but what came back was a slightly incomprehensible answer.

“Yes. The demons' ritual had failed from the beginning. There is a normal way to descend me. The moment a child whose blood is so thick that it brings him close to me in hell, and at the same time lives a life of chastity, eventually gives up that chastity, my lust for love awakens. That's natural.”

Asmodeus stands up and continues speaking.

“All of that should naturally lead to the child running around freely, growing up, and starting to love over time, but I can't help but be angry because I forced this body to wake up.”

'Then was the ritual a failure in the first place?'

The words that came out of the devil's mouth were different from what we, and even the devils, knew.

“He doesn’t seem to have any special feelings, considering he’s gone crazy.”

Asmodeus says he is mad and angry, but it doesn't seem to be a problem to me.

Aside from the fact that his voice doesn't seem to contain any emotion and his tone is dry, I feel like he's just a rather cold person.

“I am crazy, so you are also alive. If I was summoned normally, my normal descent would be to constantly trample everything, make it obey, and make all living beings sacrifice themselves. However, since the source of love and desire has been sealed away, there is no motivation whatsoever. Even though he was obviously angry.”

'Indeed, the normal form of the devil that humans know is one where he acts like a crazy person, scattering disasters. If such a devil were crazy, wouldn't that mean he would turn around and act normal?'

Certainly, even though Asmodeus was saying those words and tapping his fingers on the armrests of the throne as if expressing dissatisfaction, it felt vaguely like anger.

The only facial expressions and actions he made on purpose to show me that he was angry were expressing his anger at this demon's inability to have emotions.

‘This is, of course, that and that. I guess I'll assume he was neutered.'

The basis of the devil is a neutered devil, a devil whose desire for the theme has been controlled.

“Of course, I can muster up enough motivation to kill the seed of a god who uses vulgar words.”

My thoughts went on without my knowledge, so I ended up being rude.

“I made a mistake. Still, I just thought about it, so please take a look. Anyway, then I am not your enemy.”

“Why?”

“I made this contract with God. I will regard God's enemies as my own and extend the tip of my sword.”

“I see.”

“But God said it again before. The devil's goal is to descend to earth and ravage everything.”

“Would you like to answer with sophistry?”

“Rather than a sophistry, the idea is that checking the whole story carefully can prevent unnecessary actions. As Asmodeus said earlier, this is not the earth. And the current Asmodeus is so crazy that he cannot ravage everything when he descends. So you won't be my enemy.”

In fact, it is sophistry. It was an answer I came up with after thinking through my brain to avoid a fight.

“Yes. Then I can't express my anger on you.”

'Did you get through safely?'

And fortunately, the devil accepted the logic of reducing the conditions of the oath as much as possible in order to avoid this fight at all costs.

If I had declared that I was an enemy to the devil just because I was doing my duty to God, I would have been killed.

However, Asmodeus' white hair began to gradually turn black from the roots.

'Isn't the story over now?'

“Your hair color is changing.”

“This? Since the anger cannot be expressed, the unburned magical energy is gradually building up. The reason I'm not angry is because I'm not motivated. That's because I don't have a goal that's reasonable enough to convince me of my crazy thoughts.”

“Uh... what does that mean?”

“Since I am angry, someone has to take responsibility.”

Soon, the devil's hair not only changed color, but also began to shed a black mist.

“So, let me ask you one more question. Then who is my enemy?”

“Do I really need to have enemies?”

I wonder if he can just calmly go back to where he came from.

“The anger has already started to build up. The personality on the surface imitates that child, so I am staying calm and quiet, but I am not sure what will happen if I exceed the limit. I probably want to lose my temper.”

Contrary to the smiling expression that the devil had forced upon me, sweat began to bead on my forehead when I saw that artificial expression.

“What happens when reason is lost?”

“It will probably destroy everything. Since the theme has not been absorbed, it will not be able to produce as much power as if it had used its original power, but it is something that can not be ignored by anyone who has offended the devil.”

“Like that.”

Short and bold answer.

'Tonight is Friday.' He said it in the same tone as if he were saying something, but the content contained therein was not something that could be ignored.

“Okay, so think about your answer quickly. If we don't hurry, we'll have no choice but to go back to the ground and start destroying it. Before I do so, while this child's personality, whom I have borrowed for a moment, musters the strength to endure its impulses, consider who my enemy is. I hope I can convince you.”

'This is crazy. Was it a time bomb? In the end, what explodes is the same whether it is summoned normally or not.'

I have to get over it somehow.

A more reasonable answer.

Think about the target that will receive Asmodeus' wrath.

'Why on earth should I worry about this in a place like this?'

I'm going crazy trying to get my head around it anymore. To the point of blaming someone.

Then my thoughts drifted to one side.

'Wait, someone? The one who pushed me to this point? The culprit of all this?'

Deshade, who made him meet Asmodeus,

That Deshade and the Astesia I saved,

The demon king who ordered Astesia to die.

'what. The answer came right away.'

When I thought about it carefully, it was an answer that I didn't have to think about for a long time.

The target of my revenge and the target of the devil's revenge were already decided from the beginning.

A demon king in demon territory.

This guy is enjoying his power by manipulating the captured people while I am here having fun running around with the subordinates he sent.

I mentioned the devil as an object of revenge against the angry devil.

        
            I tell Asmodeus politely.

“I think the leader of the demons will be our enemy. There is a person called the Demon King, and he planned all of this.”

“Is that certain?”

“Yes. In fact, it makes me wonder who else can be held responsible other than him. It was the Demon King who first recognized and harvested the power of the devil within Astesia, and it was the Demon King who tried to use it as a weapon because Astesia was stronger than he imagined. As that was not enough, he changed his mind again and used it as a weapon. It was he who tried to be the mother of descendants.”

After hearing my words, Asmodeus thought about the Demon King and remembered the first contract that happened a long time ago, but from the Demon's point of view, it wasn't that old.

“The devil. I remember. It is the name of a position that plays soldiers by praising those who are closest to the first ancestors who did not fulfill the contract with us, and among them, the one with the strongest blood, under the name of Demon King. Is he really the culprit? Then, all of this cause and effect makes sense.”

“Was the answer okay?”

“No, there are still questions left.”

When I mentioned the devil as the object of revenge that suddenly occurred to me, the devil accepted.

But one question still remained. The final question to convince the devil.

The devil pointed a thin finger at me.

“Aren’t you and your god also the ones who harmed me? Although your God's original advent was a false consciousness, it went beyond that and cut off the hand of emotion that was supposed to come out and hold my love and desire. It is also true that the golden shackles of the newborn god hindered me.”

“... May I rebut?”

“I grant permission. I hope the answer is as understandable as before.”

Asmodeus' hair is now half colored.

I do my best to argue back so that her other half's anger doesn't turn towards me.

“Me and my god did not interfere with Asmodeus. On the contrary, I helped you. Before that, we fought with all our might to save the girl who inherited your blood that the Demon King tried to kill. The reason Asmodeus was treated like that was only because we made the best choice to save your descendants. We desperately tried to thwart the devil who was trying to use you.”

Although the Demon King changed his mind, he clearly intended to kill Astesia at first.

I kept looking for a way for Astesia to survive. So this is not a lie.

“I tried hard to save that child. And as a result, Asmodeus also had the opportunity to descend normally again later. How can we be enemies like this?”

“Hmm.”

Final argument.

I can't breathe.

About 2/3 of my hair has already been colored. You never know what might happen the moment that snow-white hair becomes completely colored.

“Good. I understand.”

'Thank goodness.'

Asmodeus convinced me.

“But one last thing, there is something I don't like because the answer isn't sufficient, so I'll just point that out.”

'What's still left?'

“It is a fact that does not go away that your God has shackled the small hole through which I can express my last remaining desires. This is it.”

Then, a golden cloth that was not visible until just a moment ago appears on Asmodeus' neck.

A cloth created by God himself that was wrapped around Astesia.

The shining cloth was also wrapped around the devil's neck.

“I will accept your reasonable opinion and pour out my anger on that devil bastard. But you also have to pay for what your god has done.”

'It's going to turn.'

I'm glad I was able to prevent it from going down to the ground, but I ended up taking some of the responsibility.

“Okay then, let’s move.”

Kugugugugugugung-

As soon as he finished speaking, a vibration occurred in the room.

“Look. The power of Asmodeus.”

It feels like the castle itself is moving.

Perfect!

“Follow me.”

Asmodeus snapped his fingers, and a terrace appeared on one side of the walled office.

I pass over the golden cloth that covers the terrace and follow Asmodeus, who has disappeared outside.

“This is...”

“It’s the capital of the demon race, where there’s a guy called the Demon King. The night view is nice.”

The festival was in full swing under the terrace.

However, it is not humans who are enjoying the festival.

Things that resemble people with horns, wings, and tentacles all over their bodies, but are not human.

On one side, a human-looking figure was being grilled and the demons were eating it on a plate.

Although there are demons who are friendly to humans, cannibalism is still just a culture for demons.

Demons dancing happily on a huge stage to the music and showing off to each other the leashes they are holding and the humans tied to the ends of them.

Human dignity is not there.

To the demons, they are the only humans, and other races are nothing more than superior beings below them.

And at the end of the platform, higher than the stage, there was a huge throne.

Sitting there was a man with goat-like horns who looked to be over 2 meters tall.

When the man raised his hand, everyone paid attention to him, and soon all the demons spotted us.

The demons scream in surprise when they see the castle of a demon that suddenly appears in the sky.

But even then, the man is looking straight at me and Asmodeus, who are standing on the terrace.

“That is the devil.”

“Are you going to throw me there?”

“It’s not like that. Well, it might be similar.”

Asmodeus takes me back inside as if he doesn't care about the demon lord.

“Now let’s get paid.”

Then, suddenly, with great force, he pushes me against a dark wall, into a corner where the candlelight of a candlestick flickers.

“Now, this is a declaration of war against the god you follow. From now on I will snatch you from your God. You become my sword and help me pour out my anger on them.”

Her hand comes up and strokes my cheek.

“I feel happy just thinking about it. What kind of expression will a believer who used to serve him make when he falls in love with the devil?”

“It’s only been a few hours since I joined the church, so are you telling me to apostatize?”

“Time is not important. It's up to you to decide who you stand next to.”

The devil said as if he wasn't going to listen to my answer and loosened the front of my dress a little.

“Come here. What a cute kid.”

‘I hear everyone saying I’m cute at this age. But how far does it go?'

The devil lifts up my top and pats my stomach.

A naughty finger comes inside the clothes and starts caressing the entire upper body, starting from the stomach.

'Ugh...'

Strangely, I feel my body getting warmer without any strength coming from it.

“Ah. I feel joy just thinking about it. What will happen if I see my brand stamped on the body of a believer who serves me?”

“Ugh!”

The devil hugs me and digs his nails into my back.

“That’s right. While we're at it, I guess I should give that kid a gift too.”

“What are you talking about... Sigh!”

Asmodeus suddenly kisses me as I endure the pain I feel in my back.

As soon as our soft lips meet, something warm enters my mouth.

A feeling I felt for the first time.

A tongue that is not mine enters my mouth and ravages me.

Another tongue wraps around mine and whispers.

I ask you to give it my all and for you to love me as much as I want you.

“Puha-.”

Asmodeus pulled away from me for a moment as if he felt me suffocating.

Drop- Drop-

Saliva, whose origins are unknown, hangs like a thread between each other's lips.

Asmodeus entwined his fingers around it,

They kiss again.

My body gets so hot that the wound on my back doesn't feel like anything. I feel more at ease because of the cool energy of the walls.

Rather than that, I accept another woman in front of me who longs for me and whispers love in her mouth.

Don't tie me down with strong force. Rather, it is so weak that you want to protect it.

Still, I can't push it away. Rather, without even realizing it, I was completely hugging Asmodeus.

I feel like my head is completely floating.

I couldn't think of anything other than offering my tongue.

Soon Asmodeus falls from me.

'Why are you quitting?'

I feel regretful.

She wipes her mouth and mine with her sleeve and whispers in my ear.

“Do you want more?”

“Still not enough.”

The answer came out of my mouth regardless of my hazy consciousness.

Even though I think I've spent enough time on that kiss, my heart is longing for more.

“But I can’t.”

“Why is that so?”

'I can't do this anymore. 'Why is it like that?'

A sad feeling rises from within my heart.

“Because the object of my anger is down there.”

“Then does that mean those people just disappear?”

If the obstacles disappear, will this time continue?

“Forsake God and become my knight. Let's kill all the abominable things that tried to use me.”

The power that succubi possess to attract the attention of others.

A woman's curse that leads a man to destruction.

It is the whisper of the devil of lust, which can be said to be the original.

I realize it in my head. But you can't escape.

My body no longer moved according to my consciousness and began to only crave.

“I will give you my all.”

“A lovely child. If so, I will also remember you for the rest of my life.”

Asmodeus' hair has now turned completely black.

As she places her hand on my head, black armor begins to form all over my body.

“Stand up. My dark knight.”

A tremendous power begins to flow through my entire body.

Even though it is a body that magic cannot pass through, it forcibly tears the body apart as if that is not important and creates a passage.

Pure demonic magic, not ordinary blue, not the red of demons, not even divine power, flows into the body.

“Bring despair to these guys. Now let’s go.”

Now her words became absolute to me.

Wearing black armor and hugging Asmodeus, he jumps off the terrace.

It's something I would never have been able to do under normal circumstances, but now I feel confident that it's possible.

thud-

As I land in the middle of the huge stage, the stage completely collapses around me.

Most of the demons were startled and ran away.

There were quite a few dead demons just in the aftermath of the landing.

However, there were some demons who did not run away.

Perhaps because it is where the Demon King is, a considerable number of demons who appear to be nobles surround us.

Everyone is holding weapons, with no welcoming atmosphere at all.

I look at the center of the demon spirit, the demon king's associates, and the demon king in front of them.

The Demon King looks at us with an expressionless expression, as if he doesn't even have any emotions.

“Kill.”

When the Demon King gave a brief command, the nobles rushed in at once.

Asmodeus also whispers to me.

“Protect my imperfect self and kill my enemies. I will be with you until the end.”

At the same time as he said that, Asmodeus began to grow huge.

It returns to the image of a devil living in a real hell.

A being that grows bigger and bigger again.

It begins to raise a level of magical power from the ground that is incomparable to the magical power given to me.

Since they can't absorb the theme, are they pumping magical power directly from hell?

It no longer looked like a human, but turned into a black fog-like appearance.

A being made of black magic rather than a physical form, a fear similar to a natural disaster.

The only thing that defines its form is the word 'devil'.

The appearance is a curtain of night so pitch-black that it could be said to be an abyss.

A cradle in the dark where you can’t even see an inch ahead.

But only I know how lovely and beautiful the woman inside is.

And then she declares to the guys running towards her.

“This woman is mine.”

These guys are the guys who come to covet my women.

These are the guys who want to kill me, my partner, and my entire life.

so-

'Everyone must be killed.'

As soon as I surrendered myself to such maniacal obsession, I lost my sense of reason.

        
            I give in to my anger and swing my sword.

There is no need for man-made, forged weapons.

There is also no need for a magic sword created from the vessel itself.

What I am holding now is a magic sword created purely with Asmodeus' magic power.

It is a weapon of a different class from the magic-made spears that disappear once used, like those made by puppeteers in the past.

No matter how many times you cut the jet-black sword made by Asmodeus, its magical power does not disappear.

Asmodeus behind me, demonic power continues to enter me.

The demons are not weak.

However, I am stronger with the power of Asmodeus.

Each person is strong enough to take on a knighthood alone, those who carry on the blood of the Great Devil, and demons with magical power of at least the level of a marquis. Even against such true demons, they are not defeated even on their own.

“Monster-like things. This is why I said you should kill that succubus before she grows up!”

“No matter its origin or whatever, it is ultimately an ancient beast. We will not be caught up in our instincts!”

A lot of things are said, but they are not very important.

Along with the devil's magic, unknown knowledge constantly pours in.

Thoughts are a luxury. Every time you swing your arm, two or three powerful ancient magics are scattered.

Kaaa-

A huge mouth, a beast with only a mouth, jumps out and devours the demons who run away in confusion.

Popping- Kwazijic-

Black snowflakes fall, and all living things that touch the snow are compressed to the same size as the snowflake and in a living state.

'There is no need for chanting.'

Like human wizards, they do not use natural magic. That's too slow.

I already have enough magic power in my body to be able to use it without using such shortcuts.

He directly uses the magic power sent into his body by the devil to ravage his enemies with magic that he himself does not understand.

Wood-duk-

Kiiing-

It destroys space itself.

Regardless of whether it is animate or inanimate, all you have to do is specify the range with your arms and everything will be compressed into a single point.

The earth itself, which supports the two legs of the demons, is distorted.

Everything that catches fire burns.

Everything that can be broken breaks.

“...”

After wielding his power so frantically, there was no longer anything standing before my eyes.

High-rise Gothic buildings,

An outdoor banquet hall covered with pure white marble,

A huge idol that could be seen with the naked eye even from afar,

Even the demon nobles who were chattering while blocking me and Asmodeus,

Everything was completely broken.

The magical energy that was completely destroyed in the city flutters like volcanic ash, falls to the ground, and begins to spread a curse around.

There is nothing higher on the earth than Asmodeus behind me anymore.

Just one person. Except for the Demon King, who did not move until the Demon standing next to him died.

“... I guess I evaluated all of my subjects incorrectly. Not only did the two fail, but all the ones who were considered useful also died. Indeed, did the ancestors make a contract with such a monster?”

The Demon King finally rose from his throne.

“The Dark Knight. It was recorded that among the beings who guard the devil, there were people who held that position.”

What happens in front of me means that it challenges me.

“I guess my thoughts were short. It may be too early, but something has to be passed on to the next generation. It has become inefficient.”

A maniacal obsession enters my mind.

Tear apart the last enemy in front of you.

He holds a jet-black sword and creates a magic circle with his other arm.

At the same time, even though he has the power to overwhelm other demons, and even though he is giving orders in his head to the point where he cannot delay, I feel my heart cooling down.

This is a warning I had as a human being, not one who gave in to the devil's rampage.

The warning that came from my experience as a soul disease made me briefly recognize the Demon Lord as a human being rather than as a guardian of the devil.

'The enemy in front of you is someone who could die if you don't fight with caution.'

The Demon King also appears to be trying to exert all his might from the beginning, spreading several wings from his back and pulling out a red-colored sword.

A sword with a living eye in the center that anyone can tell is not an ordinary sword.

Pak-

Without even a moment of confrontation, they kick each other off the ground and thrust their swords into the other person.

I thought it would be a fight that would take an incredibly long time since it was a fight against a strong person.

So, in order to finish it off at once, I spread a shield with 8 layers of magic and stabbed in, targeting only the heart.

But the Demon King also had the same thoughts.

The Demon King spread the eight wings on his back, broke the magic circle with his wings, and pierced the heart.

Dongguijin.

Swords that pierce each other's hearts.

There is one difference between him and me.

I moved carefully to protect Asmodeus, but the Demon King attacked without considering his life.

He gave up his life to completely exclude me from my connection to Asmodeus here and now.

I don't know what the principle is.

But the moment the sword pierces my heart, I feel that my life is in danger.

'I have to protect it.'

The Demon King spits out blood from his mouth and looks at Asmodeus, who is in full demon form behind me.

Kaaa!

Gigigigigigigi-

With a sharp scream that can be heard in two layers, the demon in the form of a huge fog is compressed in an instant.

“It’s like this even when it’s sealed. The following will not be permitted:”

Kwaaang-

As soon as the words are finished, a black sphere explodes.

I was swept up in the explosion and lost consciousness.

-------------------------------

I feel like my head is going to explode.

'Keuuuu...'

A feeling I haven't felt in a long time.

'It looks like Deshade was resurrected from an ordinary, untouched doll. Is it really over now?'

The headache feels much worse than before.

'Mongma's castle has probably disappeared.'

Will the remaining Deshade return safely with Astesia, and will Master and the others be safe?

'I don't know.'

It felt like I had a long dream.

From the moment we kissed, I felt a feeling of blind love as if I was falling into a hypnosis, and it felt like I was no longer myself.

It was like watching a movie on a screen, watching the main character get angry.

However, even though he is a resurrected body, the feeling of the hand that stabbed the Demon King's heart still remains.

Although both of them died, they definitely killed the Demon King.

‘It looks good. 'Demon bastard.'

The attempt to throw a strategic weapon at humans was eventually successful in sending it back.

'An explosion of that magnitude would have surely blown up a city.'

Even though I was unintentionally manipulated, I feel relieved to think that I at least took revenge thoroughly.

“Oh, are you coming to your senses?”

It's the first voice I've heard in a while, it's Linai's voice.

“Ah. It's Lee Lim. I see you again. I'll bring you water right away.”

Now, without even saying anything, I'm going to look for water first.

“K...Heh! I think I will buy it.”

I seem to come to my senses after drinking the water in the cup Linai brought me. After calming down, look around.

“Huh? Aren’t there some spare bodies at the forward base? Why is it being resurrected here?”

This is the resuscitation center at the main base. He was resurrected in a place farther away than expected.

Then Linai shows a piece of paper and speaks.

“In fact, I thought that hybrids never come out of the castle, but suddenly several hybrids came out from the ground at the rear. They say that thanks to that, the spare bodies there were also destroyed. We received news quickly using double-hand paper and created new bodies.”

This is a magic item that allows letters to be written on two pieces of paper at the same time.

'Did they even carry out a distraction operation during that short battle?'

It seems that the puppeteer, the commander, was not in that position for no reason.

“How did the fight go?”

To calculate how long I was with Asmodeus, I ask Linai about the situation.

“The soldiers suffered some serious damage, but it ended safely. When they saw the strike team coming out on the way, they all despaired because they thought the plan had failed, but when they heard that they had come out to start the ritual, they all cheered up and eventually defeated the hybrids. Although the longsword, who recovered his magic power, was able to cut almost all of them in the middle.”

'It looks like it ended safely.'

It seems like everything has been resolved, but it seems like quite a bit of time was wasted.

“What happened to God? That’s Deshade.”

“After about an hour, Deshade came out holding a girl. But the rumor I heard is that the girl is a demon... I haven't seen it in person, so I don't know if it's true.”

Both seem to be safe.

However, even though it was a fortunate story that the devil's descent was prevented, Linai's expression did not look bright.

“Why are you doing that?”

“Oh, no. I was wondering if that might be the case... Hey Lee Rim.”

“Yes?”

“Well, I heard that the final commander of this incident was a succubus, is that correct? D, I heard that the girl Deshade brought was that succubus...”

“Uh... I don't think I can tell you the details right now.”

I'm sorry Rinai, but it might be better to refrain from saying anything for now. If you think about it calmly, you have to be careful to protect Astesia, a demon.

“Ho, maybe even the name of that demon...”

“I’m really sorry.”

“W, I guess that’s true, right? sorry. I asked you something that would be difficult.”

I didn't quite understand the act of trying to find out the demon's name.

At first, I thought he was asking this question out of an attempt to condemn the demons as a member of the Gaia Church, but it seems that wasn't the case, so I asked carefully.

'If he really wanted to do that, he would have been more confident.'

When I first refused, perhaps because she wanted to hear the demon's name for personal reasons, Rania did not insist on asking and finally gave up asking the question and focused her attention on me, who had just been resurrected.

“Wait a minute. I'll clean your body.”

“Ah. Yes.”

Linai brings a cloth and begins to wipe my body. Bodies that have just been made have a little bit of moisture left on them, so they are always wiped off.

I guess I'm used to it now, and I wipe every nook and cranny of my body without any shame.

This time, I actually feel embarrassed.

At that time, Linai stops wiping and stroking her back.

“Huh? What is this?”

“What is it?”

“There is a strange mark on your back?”

'What are you talking about? I've never had anything like that before. Could it be that the body is defective?'

“Please wait a moment.”

Linai goes somewhere and brings a small mirror and reflects it at me.

'There's no need to do that.'

But soon, following Rinai, I came to recognize that it was a problem that needed to be addressed.

There was a mark engraved on my shoulder that had never been seen before.

        
            'Holy shit. Couldn't this be... that's it?'

A sign of apostasy.

The proof of his oath of allegiance to the devil was clearly engraved on his shoulder.

Linai looked at the tattoo in detail, touched it once, and the tattoo disappeared for a moment. Then Linai got angry, probably thinking it was just a wizard's prank.

“Did someone draw it as a joke? Really. You are an important body fighting for us, but who would do something like this... I will report it clearly.”

“No, no. are you okay. It could have been something a stressed wizard did on impulse. Even wizards don't do this because they want to. This is a job that only people with no outstanding achievements take on, so being disciplined here will only make you feel worse. You don't have to report it. Never.”

For now, it must be kept secret. It may be known to Deshade, but it must be completely hidden from Gaia's believers.

We don't know what will happen if they see that defending other races is a betrayal of humanity.

“You have a good heart. All right. Since you said so much, I won't report it.”

“Please, please. It’s a secret between me and Rinai.”

“It’s a secret. Hehehe. It's funny because it feels like I'm doing something bad. When I was at the temple, there were never any secrets like that.”

Linai laughs, covering her mouth with the sleeve of her priest’s robe. Then his expression darkened for a moment and he muttered something to himself, but I couldn't hear it clearly.

“... No, but there was one.”

'For now, I'm glad I don't think I'll get caught.'

When Linai looked away for a moment to clean up after herself, the tattoo visible in the mirror appeared again. So I hurriedly picked up my outerwear and put it on.

Unless I change my clothes, I don't think I'll get caught.

Even if you do see one, they generally respect the customs of soul soldiers, so you may be able to pretend that it is something like a tradition from your hometown.

But I don't like the shape.

Bat wing tattoo.

It was a token that looked exactly like the bat wings that hung on Astesia's head.

'I feel really dirty, this is.'

I don't really like tattoos.

It's not because tattoos aren't cool, but because if you get a tattoo, the shape will change over time and it's incredibly difficult to erase it. It's really annoying that the tattoo was imprinted on my body while my consciousness was confused.

The contract with Deshade didn't seem to have any special features, but it clearly showed that Asmodeus was planning to provoke Deshade.

'Isn't this like the devil of jealousy rather than the devil of lust?'

It was a clear sign that Asmodeus intended to screw Deshade well.

First of all, when I touched it, there was no reaction other than disappearing for a moment, so I decided to show it to Deshade and pay no attention to it.

Without having to pack anything, I leave the resuscitation center and say hello to Linai.

“Then let’s go.”

“Ah! Would you like to take this with you?”

But as I was about to leave, Linai gave me a paper bag containing something.

“Huh? What is it?”

“Snacks. It doesn't contain anything special, but I made it to give it to you sometime as a gift in return for buying you food last time. Flour arrived for the first time in a while. It's been a month since flour arrived to us at Sosangso.”

'Oh, by the way, Deshade completely ruined Linai's lunch at that time. So we had lunch together outside.'

Linai said something, and it turned out to be a repayment for Deshade's previous atrocities.

It pricked my conscience a little to be reciprocated in this way, even though it was purely a courtesy on our part, but it's also not a good idea to refuse a gift that you made yourself.

“It was our fault, so it’s only natural. But turning down a favor might be worse. Because it took a long time to make. Thank you, I will eat well.”

I always ate meat like crazy, which was in oversupply, but seeing something like this for the first time in a while made me want to eat it, so I didn't refuse it.

I take out a snack from a paper bag and bite it in front of Linai.

Ajak-

A snack with a light taste.

'Salt may not be the case, but sugar seems to be quite valuable as well.'

It wasn't that sweet, but it was okay. At least it's much more delicious than black bread, which is so hard that you can't eat it unless you soak it in the soup for at least 5 minutes.

The vivid taste of flour that I have eaten for the first time in a while brings back memories from my lifetime.

'Come to think of it, it was difficult to get even a piece of properly made bread when I came here.'

As I held the snack in my hand, I felt that, if nothing else, things were getting better, at least in terms of the farming environment.

“It’s really delicious.”

“Really? Actually, when I was at the convent, I baked and ate cookies once in a while. I always just looked at it and tried it on my own, and luckily it seems to have worked out well.”

“Is it good? It seems like all the people at the convent are very talented. I knew you could make such delicious snacks.”

However, despite my praise, Linai's expression darkened briefly again and she whispered something to herself.

“It would be nice if that kid could taste this again...”

“Yes?”

“Oh, no. Well, enjoy it and if there ever comes a time when you can tell me what I asked, please tell me.”

Linai seemed to still have lingering feelings about the previous question, so she asked again at the end. So I couldn't refuse this time.

“I understand. Well, I'll take the snacks gratefully as a repayment. Let’s see again later.”

“And I keep saying this because he was resurrected for the first time in a while...”

“If I ask to see you again, I will be punished from heaven, right? I know. How many times do I see our priest?”

“You know, but you say that for no reason. Hehehe. Then go ahead and go.”

While thinking about where to go with the snacks in the paper bag, I had a good idea and turned to Linai and said.

“Over there.”

“Yes? Do you have anything else to do?”

“No. Well... that's just what I'm saying. Do you continue to work after this?”

“Um... I guess so? Since the battle has just ended, we have to take care of the soldiers’ wounds.”

“Then, how about taking a look around the barracks instead of the resuscitation center? I mean business trip, business trip therapy. Among other injured people, there may be some who cannot come because they have difficulty walking... Anyway, while walking around, you may 'accidentally' hear the information the priest wants.”

Linai listens to what I say, thinks about it carefully, then understands what I mean and becomes happy.

“...Ah! That's right! There might be a way like that! Thank you so much, Lee Rim!”

“Then I’ll go.”

“Yes. Thank you so much! I guess I should just wrap this up and go right away.”

“Are there any people injured?”

I'm also leaving a warning in case I go around asking about Astesia too openly.

“Yes. I think it's right that if there are people who are injured, we should approach them first.”

I decided to go back to the supply area for now, leaving Rinai in a hurry to organize what she had planned to do today.

It is said that the outpost was partially destroyed in a rear raid, so everyone must have returned to the barracks.

'I don't know if they have completely evacuated, but I'll give it a try first and if not, I'll go back to the outpost.'

-------------------------------

“Ah. You are here.”

“Did you come here alive? I hadn't seen him for so long that I thought he had been thrown somewhere.”

When I returned to the supply area, Enin and Master were there.

“This is the path coming from the direction of the resuscitation center where I just died. I'm glad everyone is safe. But what do you do?”

“They teach you exercises that allow energy to circulate smoothly in your body.”

“Ugh. After using my body for the first time in a while, I felt like I had muscle pain or something else.”

Enin was stretching with his teacher.

'I can't believe I only ended up with muscle pain after swinging a hammer of such enormous weight. 'It's huge.'

Among the striking units, the heaviest weapon, excluding Noan's shield, is the anvil.

It's hard to believe that Enin looks so fine despite wielding such a weapon without stopping.

I couldn't see anyone else, so I asked.

“What about Peria and the others?”

“It looks like the driver and adventurer won't be able to move for a while. I think it may have been because I directly blocked the magic spear, but my bones didn't heal well even with healing magic, so I think I'll have to recuperate for a while. Peria and the priest are over there.”

When I went inside, I saw Peria and Thistle sleeping on a cot made by attaching chairs.

“Perhaps because each of them used their magic and divine power for a long time, they were completely exhausted. I think it will probably remain like that until it recovers to some extent.”

Ahh-aaa

“Queunnng...”

Peria is chewing Thistle's finger. Thanks to this, Thistle's sleeping expression looks painful even today.

“Ugh. What kind of trouble are you causing again?”

Remove Thistle's fingers from Peria's hand and instead place a nearby pen in her mouth.

Muttering-

‘Wouldn’t the pen stand break if I did that? Well, that's none of my business.'

Since we both went through a hard time, we should leave it alone until we recover.

Enin stands up with Hwarim and tells me the news as if he just remembered it.

“Now that I think about it, Irim was conscious until the end with Deshade, right?”

“Yes. That’s right.”

“Then it would be a good idea to go to the command center.”

“What's going on?”

“Deshade finished the ritual and brought the succubus. But General Terraim keeps saying that he should be killed. First of all, the head of the Hygenic security unit is defending me.”

“What?”

The moment I was worried about came right away.

A ghost trying to achieve merit ended up biting the last surviving demon.

“Isn’t there Deshade?”

“General Terraim is ignoring the testimony, citing his status as an honorary elder of the Gaia Church and saying he does not recognize Deshade. In addition, they deliberately left only noble officers and continued to interrogate them, so I couldn't go in either.”

'Of course, I'm the only one left until the end. But Deshade is also a god, and he doesn't even believe in God's testimony. 'I really don't know what you believe.'

Actually, I did think that something like this would happen if Astesia was brought with her at the moment of her final consciousness.

However, it was God who completed the ritual, and I thought that if God and Hygenic, who was the leader of the strike force, trusted us and defended Astesia, we would back down to some extent. I didn't know they would try to kill me.

“I think it would be solid evidence if Lee Rim, who is mentally ill, personally defends the case. Since you were with us until the end of the ritual, I think you can tell us that it was not the succubus who tried to kill us, but the devil and his minion, the puppeteer.”

I think going fast is a good decision.

“Then I should go right away. Ah, Enin, Master. Please eat this. I got it from the resuscitation center.”

Take one cookie out of the paper bag, put it in your mouth, and give the rest.

I recently learned that delicious food tastes better when shared.

“Isn’t this pancake? It's a food that I thought would be hard to find anymore.”

“Some places call them pancakes, right? In the Kingdom Alliance, they are called cookies. There was a story that flour came into the church, and it seems to be true. I guess you still have more time than us.”

“Please give your thanks to Priestess Linai when you stop by the resuscitation center later. Then I'll go.”

I go out while munching on some snacks.

When he heard that General Terraim, whose actions he usually did not like, had touched Astesia, he got so angry that he chewed the cookie a little roughly and swallowed it, thinking.

‘There’s nothing I like about this bastard Terraim. 'The Demon King was eventually screwed, but is there no way for this man?'

        
            When I went to the temporary command center, Terraim and Hygenic were in conflict with each other.

“I will not follow any more violence, General Terraim. The security force is an independent unit! If we're really talking about discipline, not only are we not part of the Legion, but we also have the right to decide whether to accept a request or not!”

“That demon must be killed immediately. And since the overall commander of this fight is clearly me in this situation, you have no decision-making power. Have you forgotten that you have been under my command from the moment you accepted the request for assistance?”

“It is a temporary delegation.”

“Yes, temporarily, but delegation is delegation. Chief of the Hygenic Security Forces, you clearly said you were relinquishing command of the security forces in order to command the strike force. The command of the security forces was transferred to me at that point. So, the current commander is me. Now that the post-processing has not been completed, I am the commander. This Terraim Rivenholt decides everything.”

“To that end, you deliberately urged me to continue commanding the strike team.”

Hygenics showed his disdain without hiding it, but General Terraim didn't care.

“Don’t go ahead alone. I only sent you because the strike force also needed a commander to judge the scene.”

“That’s right! Aren't you saying that Deshade and I, who commanded that strike force, are testifying? That demon is not the culprit of this incident!”

“Huh, indeed. I told you to calm down.”

A broken voice came out in short bursts because I was so frustrated.

Hygenics was twice as tired as the others due to fighting and commanding us at the same time.

He doesn't rest like that and continues to defend us against Terraim, but it's not going to end easily because the opponent is the enemy.

Terraim faced such hygenic behavior and deliberately told others, 'The head of the security force is getting angry because he is too tired right now, so don't do that.' By saying that, you are somehow making his words lose credibility.

When Hygenic heard the sound and tried to shout again, Terraim placed his hand on his shoulder and spoke.

“As a commander, I have the responsibility to suspect and prevent all situations. Have you ever thought that you are being deceived by those demons? As I will say repeatedly, commanders have a responsibility to prevent anything that might happen. That's your job as a commander.”

“A good commander does not make any hasty moves until he receives accurate information and is convinced.”

“That's probably just the thinking of a commander who handles security forces. The weight of responsibility is different for the commander who handles the corps.”

After saying that, Terraim deliberately raised his voice to be heard better by others.

“And the commander of the security forces, I heard that you fainted in the middle, but you don't know what happened after that, right? The only one who knows the truth is the god behind you named Deshade, but as one of the honorary elders of the Gaia Church, I cannot yet acknowledge that he is a god. I can't believe that it actually performed a ritual to save those demons and make the castle disappear.”

“Please refrain from verbal abuse!”

“Look. Seeing you so angry, sadly, I can't help but think that you have really been blindsided by the palms of the demons. It may be that they are playing a trick of a false god in front of this honorary elder who has received the grace of Goddess Gaia.”

'You cunning bastard.'

I don't know if it's because he's a political officer or a commanding officer, but Terraim has already set everything up.

All orders already have Terraim's name written on them as the final commander.

Perhaps all the achievements will be given as condolences to the dead soldiers and a small amount of gold coins to the surviving soldiers, but in the end, this person will take care of it.

If you think about it normally, the unit led by Hygenics killed the Puppets and Goat Legs, who could be said to be the real enemy commanders, so it is normal for the credit to go to all members of the strike force.

However, if Terraim executes the demons brought by Deshade, claiming that they are the key people, as they are now claiming, this will ultimately be the credit of Terraim, who had the final say and issued the execution order.

Hygenics fainted midway and the strike force returned midway, so the mission of the strike force failed, but fortunately the commander was caught and executed, so the plan is to manipulate it.

'In the end, it is Terraim that gives the final command, and by mentioning the fact that it has established a demon tribe, it will also score points with the Gaia Church.'

In some ways, it feels amazing that they put in the effort to come up with a plan of this magnitude.

Everything is not a plan made from scratch, but a plan made by thinking about how to continue his achievements in real time as news continues to come in.

At that time, Hygenics found me standing at the entrance, rubbing my tired eyebrows.

“Then, let’s ask the spirit soldier over there directly. That soul bottle remained until the end and was the soul bottle that helped Deshade perform the ritual. He is the only witness who will tell the truth and not lie.”

“Reject.”

“It is a soul disease. I also have experience as an inspector. It is a soul disease that has already been tested for testifying to the facts.”

It was helpful to follow the work with Thistle that I had never even thought of.

The inspector system was a system in which the corps commander personally signed orders.

As Terraim, who is acting as the commander of the corps, I cannot refuse even this because it would mean completely rejecting his opinion.

Terraim accepted Hygenic's words without knowing whether he had thought too far.

“... Okay. Let's call it adoption as a witness as an inspector. But, after all, it's just a soldier's testimony, so how do we know that he was tricked by someone pretending to be God over there? It might be possible to say that the mind has been manipulated.”

'Wait a minute, this is a gap.'

With the help of Hygenic, I was finally able to enter into a conversation. And at the same time, they decided to stick with Terraim's story.

If you have to argue, you have to pick up on even the smallest of words and escalate it.

Guided by Hygenics, he comes forward and speaks in a place where other officers can hear.

“General Terraim, may I ask you a question?”

“Try it.”

“What you are saying is, General, can I understand that you definitely think that this walking full body armor here is a god?"

"It’s a ridiculous story. How can it be interpreted that way?"

"But I heard from a wizard that it is impossible to touch the memories of a soul bottle unless you are a god-like being due to powerful magic laws. Isn't that true?”

“That’s right.”

“That’s what I’m saying. Although it is an honorary position, as General Terraim, who is also an elder of the Gaia Church, said, the fact that this being impersonating God touched my memory, which is a disease of the soul, ultimately means that he has acknowledged that Deshade here is a being on the level of a god. I think so.”

'How will this come out?'

When Terraim, who is also an honorary elder, acknowledges that Deshade is a god, a big problem arises.

Although I heard that the position of honorary elder is a position that can be attained through donations alone even without divine power, one is allowed to have one's own say within the denomination.

The Gaia Church is yet to officially accept Deshade, but if Terraim, which holds an important position, recognizes it, the Church will be in trouble.

'On the other hand, if it weren't for God, my memories would be intact and untouched by anyone, so I can testify.'

In this way, no matter which side you choose, you can benefit from it.

Hygenics notices my intention and fires back fire. However, it was floated to the point where it was a bit embarrassing.

“I also think he is right. He also has a track record of catching the serial killer Dheble, and is also a soul soldier who caught a wizard suspected of conducting human experiments, which is currently under investigation. I do not believe that he, a just man, would keep silent about the truth in this matter.”

'It seems like my evaluation has strangely increased. I just happened to get caught up in a fight.'

Terraim looks at the surroundings.

He deliberately left behind only noble officers, but since he was recently demoted, there are not many people on his side around him at the moment.

Judging by the atmosphere, pushing it any further would only seem forced, so I am making a cautious decision.

“... Got it. But the head of the security force. Before that, as an honorary elder, I will investigate for a moment to see if there is anything wrong with this soul bottle. Because there can be such a thing as temporary brainwashing.”

“Okay.”

Terraim took a step back, apologized to Hygenic, and called me outside.

“Why don’t you just watch me outside for a moment.”

“Of course.”

What kind of trick are they trying to pull?

Follow the Terraim and go out of the tent.

Then he took me a little away from the tent to a place where I couldn't hear any noise, and then spoke.

“Good. Soul disease What do you want to achieve?”

“Yes?”

“It looks like you have some skills. If you want, I can send you to a better position. If you wish, I can serve as a bodyguard for a beautiful lady in the kingdom, or write a letter of recommendation for the knights. These days, the Knights Templar also has a unit that operates soul soldiers as an auxiliary unit. I guarantee that no matter where you choose, Daewoo will be much better than it is now. Even if it’s not, if there are any conditions you want, I’ll do my best to accommodate them.”

“Are you asking me to change my testimony instead?”

“Yes. I am confident that if this matter is completed, I can return to the center again. So, let’s make a deal.”

'I was wondering what you were going to say.'

What Terraim had in mind was a purchase.

He was now arguing so hard that he took a step back.

He then decided that my appearance as a soul patient was so important that he needed to resolve it immediately.

'The conditions presented are not bad.'

The conditions themselves were ones that a typical soul disease would naturally accept. But to me, it's all pointless.

“But false testimony would be impossible anyway because of Atir.”

It's a bribe or something, but anyway, if you tell him to tell the truth to the brooch because of the emblem on his neck, it's all over.

I don't know what's going to be said, so since it's already like this, I'm going to make it clear what kind of cards are being presented.

“Do you think this is the first time something like this has happened to me? There is a way.”

Terraim carefully takes something out of his pocket and shows it to him.

Atyr, the brooch that gives orders to the spirit soldier, appeared wrapped in cloth.

However, what Terraim showed was a more luxurious-looking product.

'You really had to pack that separately?'

Atir was purposely made into a brooch so that it can be used quickly, close to the mouth, and not easy to drop.

I don't understand why they kept it like that, putting it in a separate pocket. Even the shape is different from the familiar atir carried by officers.

'Doubtful.'

“What is this?”

“It’s probably something you haven’t seen before. But it’s not dangerous, so listen carefully.”

'If you're going to say that, don't even look at what other people think.'

Contrary to his confident words, he paused considerably, looked around, carefully held the red jewel-encrusted Athir, and spoke.

        
            Terraim says as she strokes Atyr’s red gem.

“This is a brooch prepared separately for commander-level officers. It exists to prevent unexpected incidents using soul bottles. This brooch is a higher-level artifact than the ones other officers have, so if I order you to testify as I tell you, you can even ignore the order not to give false testimony.”

'I've been suffering from mental illness for 5 years already, but this is the first time I've seen something like that. Is this something new?'

I listened to his explanation, but something felt suspicious.

Even the corps commander wears the same Atyr as the other officers, but the lower-ranking General Terraim has something like that.

'It doesn't make sense.'

I heard that Atyr is managed by wizards who boast deep loyalty to the Kingdom Alliance.

According to what he said, he was the first to receive such items over a corps commander with a much higher rank than him, but that is bullshit no matter how good the connections Terraim has in the center are.

As for other things, things related to soul illness are not managed so gently.

Terraim began to act friendly to persuade me, barely able to hide his doubtful expression.

“How much do I care about soul soldiers? These are grateful people who risk their lives to fight for us. So, if you help me, I will give you everything you want as much as possible.”

‘You’re talking bullshit. I heard you say before that you should just throw away all the local residents and refugees who only have one life left. I heard it all. 'You bastard.'

We were also in the conference room, but Ennin and I will not be in Terraim's memories.

Since we are only the lowest of the low, there is no way we could have memorized their faces.

“How about it? There is no time, so make a decision quickly.”

He urged Terraim, perhaps because he thought that if he took longer than this, the inside might get suspicious.

In fact, even if it is not the condition presented earlier, if you ask Terraim for something else, he will be willing to accept anything in order to resolve the current situation as he pleases.

Rather, Terraim is probably the only entity in this army that can receive something more than this.

Even after the Legion returns, this human is the only one who still has a direct connection to the kingdom.

Maintaining power is so difficult that even the commander of the army deliberately leads the knights from the territory and leaves early just to please others.

However, I have no intention of accepting a favor from someone I don't like.

Even if you were given a hundred million gold coins, I would have no intention of interacting with this type of person, not even a grain of rice in the desert.

“Oh, that’s right. Now I finally remembered.”

Just as I was about to open my mouth to refuse, Terraim changed the conditions again.

And that condition was so disgusting that I wanted to rip out my ears and kill the Terraim who said those words.

“You were under the command of a female officer in the supply department. I think I saw it briefly in passing before, but it just came to mind. Did you say Enin? As a bonus, I'll make that girl yours. After all, she is just a woman who rose from a commoner. It may take time, but if I keep finding fault, having him retire from the service is nothing. I will pressurize you, make you indebted, and make you my slave. How about it, isn’t it good?”

'You fucking bastard.'

Terraim doesn't stop there and says something that I think may be his preference.

“Let’s imagine. The sight of the woman who was giving you orders falling beneath her and gasping. Isn’t it every man’s wish to subdue arrogant women? He's really short, so he seems to like that type of girl. That kind of taste is not something to be ashamed of. Even among nobles, there are many who take young wives. It is said that a nobleman bought a commoner who had just reached double digits of age as his wife. It was possible because I looked after it back then too. I'm a noble with quite a bit of ability. Now, just answer that you will do it quickly. Then I will get her the way you want.”

It was a messier proposal than you could imagine.

A proposal that does not hide desire.

Anyone who wears a human mask may have one or two desires that they never say out loud, even if they think about them in their head.

But he says it out loud and keeps asking for my consent as if it would be fun.

So I couldn't bear it.

“Don’t say anything like that to Enin anymore, you disgusting bastard.”

“What?”

“This country will be destroyed because the nobles are overflowing with assholes like you.”

“... How dare you! Oh my!”

Bah!

“Tch!”

'You didn't hit me well.'

I threw a punch with my gauntleted fist, intending to completely crush the jaw that had been spewing out foul sounds just a moment ago, but Terraim, crushed by my momentum, flinched back and ended up falling.

'I had to completely destroy it and kill it.'

Pugh-

“Wow!”

So, without stopping, he approaches the crouching Terraim and kicks him with all his might.

Strike down with the heel of the steel-lined military boot, and hit the head covered with the arm with the nose of the military boot.

Strike one blow with all your might.

But Terraim did not die easily.

“Wait a minute, it hurts... profit! Stop!”

In the end, Terraim, who had been beating me for a while, hurriedly raised Atyr and gave an order, and my neck started to glow and I was unable to move my body.

“Ugh... I tried to end it on a good note, but he was a guy who I couldn't communicate with, so I just wasted my time. After all, soul patients are all fucking bastards. I insisted that I had to make sure they obey...!”

Terraim shook off the dust from his clothes, stood up, and immediately revealed his true feelings without even trying to hide them, and immediately gave the next command.

“I can't delay now, so I have to do it quickly. Soul disease! When you go into the tent and give your testimony, testify that the demon they brought with them is the culprit of everything. And don't let anyone tell what I said. In particular, do not tell anyone that I have ordered you with this atir. Just do as I tell you. You can ignore other commands.”

'Fuck.'

The neck glows again and the command is imprinted.

The stupid orders are struck down in an instant.

It was a mistake.

'I should have killed him completely before he used Atyr again.'

When I started hitting Terraim, I should have just quickly created a magical sword and stabbed him in the neck, but my anger got the better of me and I made a mistake.

“Please follow me in quickly. And someday, I will take revenge on those who committed violence against me.”

Terraim finishes all orders and enters the tent.

I was so caught off guard. I should have expected it when they brought out that special athir.

“Keuuut

I try my best to refuse the command, but as soon as the thought itself comes to mind, a huge pain hits my head.

Thinking that I couldn't do it, I was about to follow Terraim into the tent when I suddenly felt a burning sensation coming from the mark on my back.

'what?'

'Who touches my things?'

And for a moment, I felt like I heard those words in my head, and then the pain in my head that was still there disappeared.

'Has the order been broken?'

I try to say the words out loud as a test.

“Teraime tried to cajole me.”

Speech comes out normally. And there are no headaches either.

The orders through Atir that had been forcing me for over 5 years did not work.

Although the emblem that was like a spell on the soul bottle on the neck did not disappear, all of Terraim's commands were nullified.

'I can't believe the stigma the devil left on me is so helpful.'

It's an unexpected harvest. At least for me, the ability this token has is the best loot I could get this time.

'I don't like how it looks, though.'

So what should we do now?

It's tempting to just go in like this and kill Terraim, but that's not a solution.

Only now, when I think about it calmly, did I remember it. If I do that, other people who trust me will be in trouble.

At some point, my choice was no longer a choice that only I could think of.

So I decided to make the most of the current situation.

'Terraim probably knows that I am completely following his words.'

The guy would be completely at ease, trusting in the Atyr he was carrying. That's the best hand I can use right now.

'Maybe if I tell you all the facts that happened outside, you'll make a pretty face. No, I don't want to see your face, but what should I say in times like this?'

But a solution that only makes me feel better is not enough. Anyway, he is a bastard from the beginning, so we need to get him completely kicked out of office now that the opportunity has come.

'Even if you kill him normally, similar people will share the power anyway. I think it would be best to just make everything disappear.'

For people like him, the best way to get revenge is to completely destroy everything they have.

'Something decisive, that's not enough.'

However, based on what I can talk about now, these are things that he can somehow resolve.

As a military officer, he was ordered to give false testimony. As an honorary elder, it was an unhealthy act to arbitrarily enslave citizens.

These are things that other noble officers also do from time to time.

So, in general, even if they are brought to trial, they are ultimately common cases, and thanks to their status as nobles, complete dismissal is impossible unless they make a very big mistake.

'As expected, that Atyr is a bit strange. 'It's something I've never heard of.'

The special brooch that Terraim had, there is something secret about that artifact.

At first, they talked about it as if it was a special artifact used by commanders, but if that were the case, there was no reason to tell them to hide it from others.

'Of course that's the one that needs to be stabbed.'

Matters related to spiritual illness are treated with tremendous importance.

Large-scale summoning of souls into the spirit bottle requires a lot of preparation, so it has only been done once so far.

So, as of yet, there is no additional supplement, and there are so many people who have experienced so many resurrections that they have lost their minds, so the number of people is gradually decreasing.

In order to prevent such a thing, these days, mental management is provided to make the soul patients as comfortable as possible and release them freely, but there are nobles who abuse this and completely remove the soul patients.

Therefore, all unauthorized actions related to mental illness are punishable as serious sins.

Even if it's royalty.

Moreover, it is clear that the brooch that Terraim currently has is not a common artefact used by the military, but a separately produced artifact that is being used for various purposes.

If you keep holding on to that object, even nobles might be put to death if you do it well.

Since it is not an item that can be taken out carelessly, it may have been an item used as a last resort until now, but for him now that the commands he gave me are not working, that Artir will be the worst item.

“Good. It's all sorted out, let's get started.”

As I entered the tent, the inside was neatly organized.

Terrame and Hygenic are sitting at a table in the middle.

As I sit down on the chair in front of him, an officer holds up an atir and gives orders to me.

“Soul disease. From now on, tell everything the truth. No lies are allowed, and all orders that interfere with doing so are lifted as of this time.”

        
            Terraim was secretly touching his chin as if it still hurt from where I hit him, and was glancing in this direction.

Even if I wanted to complain to someone that I hit them, I would have to explain the whole incident, and then I would have to tell them what happened, so I couldn't tell anyone.

'I should have woken up faster.'

I'm so sad that this will probably be my last chance to dig it up myself.

“Now, soul disease. Come forward.”

The officer in charge of mediation calls me forward after reviewing the order he gave as Atir to see if there are any problems.

I follow his words and go up to the podium.

“I will tell you the truth as I see it.”

As I opened my mouth, a smile appeared on Terraim's face for a moment, then disappeared before anyone else noticed.

You would think that things would go smoothly since they have already given an order to use Atir to testify perjury.

'Today will be the last time I can smile.'

He turns his gaze away from Terraim and begins to speak.

“The woman Deshade brought-”

More than 20 people in the tent are paying attention to me.

“-It is not the demon who commanded everything. Rather, they are victims and demons who tried to save us.”

People making noise.

You may have known the general story through the bickering between Terraim and Hygenic, but the words made by a soul soldier who cannot tell a lie have a different value.

“The demons were trying to save us? That's nonsense.”

“But these are the words of a soul sick person who cannot lie. I have no choice but to say what I saw.”

“Still...”

“Isn’t this an order sent through Atir? There are no lies.”

A look of embarrassment appears on Terraim's face. He comes to his senses and continues talking before he can do anything else.

“The ones who fought us were the puppeteer and another male demon who came under the orders of the demon king. The demons used the corpses of dead demon warriors to create mixtures to attack us, and the puppeteer who created them was the commander. That demon held the most necessary key to conquering the castle.”

'I was holding a strange box that controlled the castle, so it's not a lie. It is not a lie to say that he is the commander since he is the one who made the mixtures move.'

Although there is a sign of Asmodeus, I am afraid that it may be influenced by Atyr even if it is late, so I am telling the facts in as much detail as possible, but carefully only talking about the main points.

“And the demon woman brought by Deshade is the victim. They used this woman as a medium through which they attempted to bring down the devil.”

bang!

At that time, Terraim knocks on the table, stands up, interrupts me, and comes in.

“In that case, you must kill that demon even more! If that demon bitch is the cause of all the incidents, aren’t we already in danger just because she’s here? We must kill it before it summons the devil again!”

The other officers are upset.

Terraim continues to talk without missing the opportunity.

It was an added bonus that the officer in charge of mediation could not easily intervene in his angry appeal.

“We already know through records how scary it is for the devil to come to earth! If you are officers trained in the kingdom protected by Gaia, you would know how much time and resources we invested to restore the ancient kingdom after it was completely destroyed. Officer over there, where are you from?”

Before speaking, Terraim points to an officer.

“Yes, yes? I am from the Raikuld region.”

“Yes! Raikuld was also destroyed by the devil, and it took about 100 years for the granary to be restored! Not just there! Three demons descended at the same time and killed all living things! If you don't kill the demon-bearing demon now, it will wake up at some point and try to kill your family, children, and the people next door! Are you going to let such a monster live? That's a no-brainer! Isn’t that right, everyone!”

Terraim pushes others without a break.

They try to create an anxious mentality and contagious it.

Some people have already started whispering their anxiety as if they were agreeing with him.

But even for a moment-

“I came down to stop it.”

Suddenly, Deshade, who had been quietly listening to Terraim and me, opens his mouth.

“I have come down to prevent a situation where humans bow their heads in despair and sadness again, to listen to and soothe your anxieties, and to prevent this earth that supports humans from being destroyed by the devil. .”

This support comes at just the right time.

Terraim deliberately distorts his expression and spreads his arms exaggeratedly, as if he knew this would happen after seeing Deshade.

“The lie is finally revealed here! You introduced yourself as a god who loves humans. But those demons are not humans. It is our god who protects demons who embrace evil? That's ridiculous! Gaia is the only one who truly loves humans!”

Deshade responds to Terraim’s words.

“Then what on earth was Gaia doing? Even at the moment when the devil was about to descend, the god who did not come down to earth, did not even send a paladin to follow him, and did not even warn you, where and what is he doing now?”

'I'm curious too.'

Deshade stabbed the Gaia Church in a sore spot. In fact, none of them were priests who had received a direct message from Gaia in the last ten years.

Unlike Gaia, I told everyone about Deshade, who took action directly.

“Everyone! As soon as Deshade knew the signs of the incident, he headed to the center without hesitation. He then performed a ritual there to completely separate the demons from the demons. If this is not something that only God can do, who else can? If there is a competent priest who can do that, I hope someone can answer this soul disease.”

Unless it happens in a natural way, there will definitely be no chance of meeting Asmodeus for the time being. It is a real fact that the ceremony has definitely ended.

“Then of course...”

“No, but Terraim, isn’t he an elder of the Gaia Church?”

“What’s important right now is the God in front of you, isn’t it? There were even testimonies of mental illness.”

“It is true that there was no prophecy in the Gaia Church. It's different than before. In the past, if something happened, the paladins would come running and the Holy Knights would be dispatched, but these days, if the incident seems to have spread, only then do they move.”

“Shh. Still, be careful what you say. Do you think you can turn Gaia’s priests into enemies in the kingdom and sleep comfortably?”

“Still, this doesn’t seem right...”

As I continued talking to Deshade, people gradually began to gather opinions in this direction, perhaps because it was a credible testimony of a spiritual illness.

It's getting easier now that I have God on my back.

But Terraim did not give up.

“But in the end, they are demons! We never know when they might betray us, come into our home, and strangle us. Don't you know what the demons have done to us so far! They broke the agreement, stuck a knife in our back, and kidnapped our fleeing people! You can tell right away just by looking at historical records. We trusted them many times, but they betrayed us dozens of times. Demons are irreversible creatures! They are monsters!”

Although it is a bit exaggerated, it is still the truth. The numerous agreements made with the demons were never properly kept.

'But that's only based on what you can see.'

Terraim is trying to include Astesia in the category of hostile demons that officers have encountered the most. Even Astesia, the victim.

The Astesia I saw was different from the previous demons. Even though they are demons, they are demons that tried to communicate with humans until the end.

Deshade also knew this, and that's why he chose to bring people face to face with Astesia.

God answers Terraim's words and calls me.

“Commander of humans. I can't understand that that child is the same demon you are talking about. Bishop, please bring the child to me. He will be waiting in the tent next to you.”

“I understand. Oh, and he calls me bishop. Let’s talk about that later.”

I answered Deshade's command in a low whisper and went out and entered the tent next to it.

'Were you this close?'

There is someone covered in a blanket on a chair on one side of the tent, and there are soldiers waiting with swords drawn on either side of the person.

Pink and purple hair sticking out of the blanket.

Even though she was covered in a blanket, I immediately recognized it as Astesia.

After telling the soldiers the situation, he calls Astesia.

“Follow me. Astesia.”

“...”

I take Astesia’s hand, who doesn’t respond in any way.

My hands are cold and shaking.

You can hear the shouts of Hygenic and Terraim from the tent next to you. I can occasionally hear Deshade speaking.

Astesia was here alone, covered in a blanket, listening to the whole story.

The girl with the heroic heart who was willing to die was nowhere to be found. There is only one woman, alone and trembling among the people.

This may seem rather ordinary.

'If, at a young age, people with bright blue knives are standing next to you and they are discussing whether to kill you or not, then of course you will do this.'

Looking at that, Astesia seemed like it would be difficult to make a big statement. I have to work harder here.

If Terraim taps into people's emotions and incites them, I can do the same.

I don't know if Deshade thought of it too, but so far it's a good choice.

So I told her to have a little more courage.

“You just have to tell it like it is.”

“...”

“It may be a little scary, but trust me.”

“... Yes.”

Astesia followed obediently. He seems to have realized that this situation is the most important moment for him.

Holding Astesia's hand, we go back into the tent, stand on the platform in the middle, and talk.

“Everyone, take a look. This is the demon you are so afraid of!”

As I take off the cloth covering Astesia's head, her hand holding my hand becomes stronger.

And the officers who always encountered only the swarming demons on the battlefield witnessed demons whose heads had just begun to touch their waists and whose bodies had no magical power due to the demon's blood running out.

“Asmodians? Were there such small demons?”

“Aren’t you just a child? It looks different from the demons I used to know, but what can I say... it looks much more like a human.”

“I can hardly feel any magic power, but is it just an ordinary weak demon?”

People whispering while looking at her.

Terraim noticed the reactions of those people and quickly stepped forward to block everyone's path.

“Don’t be fooled! That bitch is a succubus! These are base things that deceive people and lead them to destruction! All the emotions you feel are due to the charm of this succubus. That bitch just eats people like other demons!”

“No!”

He rejects Terraim's claims and explains Astesia to everyone.

“This child has been raised in a convent since she was young! This is a child who grew up without eating human meat. Rather, this is a child who decided to give up his own life to save humanity!”

“Can you prove it? Proof that they didn't eat people.”

Terraim goes in front of Astesia and bows down to stare directly at her.

“Say it, demon bitch! Confess to eating people! Reveal your ugly side in front of this elder of the Gaia Church!”

“Stay back! The child is not scared!”

As Astesia begins to tremble under the pressure, Hygenic runs up and pushes him away.

“Now, tell it like it is.”

Thanks to Hygenic, Astesia calmed down after a while and said.

“Well, I didn’t eat people. Since I was raised in a convent, I never even touched human meat. And since she's a succubus, there's no need for that. The succubus is the only demon among demons that can continue to live without consuming real food.”

When people heard Astesia's words, they started talking again.

“Look. I heard you didn’t eat people?”

“Do you believe that?”

“Compared to the past, the blood of the demons has become softer, so the number of times they directly eat us has decreased... but I'm not sure.”

“Grew up in a convent, it’s amazing that you survived.”

“A wizard I used to know told me about the characteristics of a succubus. It's exactly what that kid said. They say they can survive just by absorbing energy.”

“Why does that wizard know that?”

“... You don’t know?”

Each person's knowledge emerged from here and there, and that knowledge began to support Astesia's claims.

Terraim makes a loud noise again, somehow preventing people from going to the side of defending Astesia.

“That can’t be possible. I heard that demons will become weak if they don't eat human meat!”

“Well, that is the story of our ancestors. People today don't have to do that...”

“Shut up! You are trying to deceive people with lies again!”

“Stop leaving. Terraim!”

Hygenic forces Terraim, who continues to scold him, to retreat.

Parr-

At that time, a pair of small bat wings on Astesia's head flinched, perhaps out of fear, and Terraim seemed to have seen that.

“See all. Proof of receiving the power of that devil! If we remember not only those demons but also their ancestors and their origins, we will understand. The ancestors of those years deviated from the human path and grew their power by eating their own people. They are abominable. Among your ancestors, there are probably very few people who have not been eaten by demons at least once! But are you going to claim that that demon bitch is also innocent?”

‘Is it a sit-in this time? 'At this point, it's madness.'

However, the madness seemed to have a greater effect than I thought, and some people even got behind Terraim and began to defend it in earnest.

“They said demons cannot be rewritten.”

As Terraim grins at the change in the atmosphere around him, Deshade, seeing this, steps forward again.

“Yes. It's not that I don't understand. All the demons you met must have been like that. They must have been monsters that kill humans, feel jealous of humans, and eat humans. The fact that such people have existed for a long time is a fact that never changes.”

“It’s true! So what exactly are the demons in front of you? If it's the same, it's the same; it can never be said to be different! Because demons are all the same!”

“But-”

Terraim got excited and scolded Deshade, but the god did not back down.

instead-

He defends Astesia by holding her other hand.

“This God, I will guarantee the purity of this child’s heart in my name. This child was willing to give up his own life to save humans, and while growing up among humans, he never hurt anyone. Elder of Gaia, before you are a demon that has never eaten a human. What on earth does this look like?”

God did not scold.

Unlike Terraim, he did not shout or scare him by showing a distorted expression in front of his eyes.

I didn't even ask for consent from others.

But people listen to Deshade's words and look at reality.

Now they are discussing the demons of the past and the demons they met on the battlefield before, but the Astesia in front of them now is not only a demon, but also a demon who deflects everything they are thinking about.

After hearing that, Terraim must have thought that this argument was unreasonable, and found another breakthrough.

“It is a lump of abomination. We are all being deceived! Yes, that's right! Who can prove that the demon really lived in a convent? Do you really think that demons can grow up in a human convent without being detected? No way! This is probably a lie to somehow survive.”

People also looked at Terraim's words as if they were wondering how he could prove it.

'This is not a good trend.'

I also only heard that Astesia lived in a convent.

Even if Astesia were asked to provide evidence now that this was a story from a long time ago, it is obvious that there would be nothing.

But did they say that if you pray and don't give up, hope will come down to you?

Just when I thought it wouldn't be easy for me to overcome this argument, an unexpected person came inside.

        
            “I can prove it!”

Linai jumped out from between the people.

“What...what?”

“Astecia. Are you Sister Astesia? I came to see her because her name was the same as the one I knew, but oh my...”

“Li, Rinai?”

A priestess and a succubus hold hands. Then Linai stands up again and speaks loud enough for everyone to hear.

“This demon is the one I grew up with at the convent I was in! I testify. I actually knew she was a demon. That's right, she was the one biting her own fingers at night alone and suppressing her instincts!”

Linai's intrusion and her claim as a witness that no one expected.

Terraim growls at an unexpected situation.

“That’s a lie! Well, if that is true, you and your convent will not be safe. Punishment will be given according to the tenets of the church!”

But Linai did not back down.

“We were all prepared. We all knew she was a demon. But everyone said the same thing when they saw her restrain herself, memorize hymns, pray to Gaia, and cry for others. If this child is not a person, who else can we call a person?”

Support fire that was completely unexpected.

Even the part where Terraim was hanging on until the end was destroyed by people from the same sect and the same convent.

This was something that could be called a miracle.

Coincidentally, after hearing what I said, Linai continued to walk patiently around the area after finishing work. Then, she heard Astesia's words and couldn't bear to step out in front of the tent where we were, but came out at the most important moment.

Terraim retorted in a more weakened voice.

“... There is no guarantee that the demon will be like this forever. One day, they will bite the back of our necks like animals.”

However, that was Terraim’s final statement.

God once again focused people's attention to end this controversy.

“Then, if you are truly afraid of that, I, Deshade, declare it here.”

Deshade makes Astesia stand up.

“I will accept this child as my believer. I will prove that this child is no different from other humans by being accepted directly by the God who loves humans. I will guide this child so that he does not harm others in the future.”

Shin goes to Astesia's front, kneels down and looks up at her.

“Demons. You were afraid of mixing in among humans. You have been trembling for fear of harming people other than yourself, and have been holding your breath for others.”

Deshade's gauntlet shines.

“But you don’t have to do that anymore. I and my bishop will prepare a place for you. Don't hold your breath anymore. As long as my glory shines on this land, I will provide you with a place in the world where you can sleep safely, as long as you do not betray your good heart.”

Astesia holds my hand tightly and looks at me.

However, I am anxious about my responsibility, which Deshade continues to insert between his remarks.

'I feel like Deshade is closing the hole for me to escape.'

But in this situation, it was something I couldn't refuse. Because it was something I wanted to do in the first place.

So, I agree with that statement.

“Trust me. Because God does not lie.”

And as soon as Astesia turns her head, she glares at Deshade.

'Are you going to keep getting involved?'

‘These are the seeds you sowed, but you are reaping them together, aren’t you? 'Thank you.'

Astesia looked intently into my eyes, then folded her hands and knelt in front of Deshade as if she had made up her mind.

“I believe it. Astesia was born to these demons and raised by humans. A lowly demon vows to become a nun serving the human god Deshade.”

When the god put the shining gauntlet on her hand and took it off, a pattern was engraved on the back of her hand.

“This is a token given to believers who serve Me. It is a proof that you are a human being and proof that this god and the church that serves me have promised to protect you.”

After saying that, Deshade turns to everyone and announces.

“From now on, anyone standing on this earth who touches this child will be considered my enemy.”

Everyone else shivered at the sight of him.

Although no one was thinking deeply about Deshade, Shin was wearing black battle armor.

Deshade's warning, containing the will of God, confirmed to people that he was God.

'I don't think I've ever received a certificate like that.'

Although I was a little dissatisfied, I decided to focus on the present.

Terraim was no longer able to continue speaking. However, if you give it time, you will find the number of cases that will bite you again.

'So let's finish before then.'

Move Astesia and Deshade aside and stand in the middle.

“And I have something to tell you.”

“something.”

The officer in charge of mediation, who was unable to play any role, comes to his senses and draws people's attention.

After making sure I had everyone's attention, I spoke slowly so that everyone could hear.

“I would like to tell you here that General Terraim demanded perjury from me in exchange for denial. It is not an ordinary brooch, but a special brooch that only the commander has.”

“What does that mean? I've never heard of such a thing.”

'After all, infidelity itself is so common that no one pays attention.'

People thought they knew that about the previous story, so they didn't pay attention.

They were all interested in the story behind what I told them.

“Everyone, shut up!”

A look of embarrassment appeared on Terraim's face. He must have forgotten it in order to make an immediate point.

He continues talking, ignoring Terraim's orders.

“General Terraim showed me that special brooch and claimed that it was a brooch that only commanders received. He said that, unlike other items, it is an item that superimposes all orders and reigns over it.”

“My, when did I say that!”

Terraim denies it, but there is no escape.

A soul soldier who is ordered not to tell lies becomes, at that moment, the kindest person in the world.

“Such...! Let them search your body!”

As soon as they heard Hygenic's words, the officers standing next to them quickly joined in and started struggling.

“Let go, let go! You know who I am!”

“found!”

An officer found the brooch with the red gem he had seen earlier and handed it over to Hygenic.

“This... is something that shouldn't exist. Could it be that there exists a private Atyr, not an Atyr created by the kingdom's wizard?”

Hygenic shows it to me and explains it.

“Soul disease, do you know why the Atir we have is not divided by class and is made of the same items?”

'Even if I say that, I honestly haven't thought about it.'

I responded appropriately to his sudden sudden remark.

“To prevent someone from using soul disease to commit injustice?”

“It’s not similar. To be precise, it was to create Atyrs of different grades according to their status, and to prevent those in the position of corps commander from using them to rebel against an army made up of soul soldiers.”

'I didn't know that. 'Then what will be the punishment?'

After listening to Hygenic, I realized even more how dangerous this was.

He explains to me about Atyr and then confronts Terraim as the leader of the security forces.

“General Terraim. You have broken important laws pertaining to soul law. This is a very serious matter that will be reported to the royal castle and is considered a crime of rebellion. It will probably be the death penalty, but don't think it will be an easy ending. Of course, whether you die or not, I plan to investigate the denials you said as an bonus.”

Terraim, now caught by other officers and unable to move, blushes and begins to say something that no one knows who will hear.

“That.....Aaaah!!! Do you know who I am! Do you think it is common for nobles to talk directly to royals? I am Terraim Rivenholt! He is a noble of a different class from those of you on the outskirts!”

“Drag it. The rest will have to be handled when the corps commander comes. However, please quickly report to the kingdom.”

“Okay.”

Seeing them struggling and being dragged around, I could guess that it was completely over.

This will probably be my last meeting with Terraim.

So at the last moment, I tried a little harder.

widely-

“Ugh!”

Terraim is dragged by the two officers and falls completely to the floor.

'success.'

I sneaked into a crowd of people and tried to walk, but it was successful.

'But how can a person fall and their stomach hit the ground before their knees?'

It's amazing.

Soon Terraim was back on his feet and out, and I thought about what was to come.

'By the way, it's a crime of rebellion.'

The crime of rebellion is a crime that carries the ultimate punishment in any world.

Moreover, in a royal country, especially in a union of five kingdoms, the sins of Terraim are not something that can be easily overlooked, even for the sake of the unity of the union.

Starting from where Atyr came from, everyone connected to him will be divided.

'It's a satisfactory result.'

I didn't even think about that for a moment before Hygenics, who had taken on the role of temporary commander since there was no Terraim, ordered the people to disperse and approached me.

“Let everyone disperse. And soul sickness, thank you very, very much. Because he was such a thorough person, there were many incidents to this day, but he always got away with it because there was no evidence. There are days when I make a mistake even though I have something like that. If I had written that to you, this would have ended there. It makes me sick to think that even though they look so ugly, they are still the same human being.”

Hygenics stabbed me in a rather sharp spot, but I was glad it passed right away.

“Is there any other human being? I don't think there's any problem with being called a human if you have two eyes, two arms, two legs, and a head.”

'Anything more than that was a bit gross.'

“Haha! As you say, elves and dwarves are also included, but in the kingdom we consider ourselves and only humans, and other races may not see it that way. Isn’t the scope of humans broad in a place like an empire? So, I was really impressed by your tenacious justice. It seems like there is no one I can trust other than you. If I had known this would happen, I would have offered you the position of my adjutant in advance.”

“The number of soul soldiers is slightly insufficient to include them in the security forces. Thank you for your thoughts. Rather, I never thought that Hygenic would take our side so much.”

“Why are you doing this? Aren’t they comrades in arms who fought together with their backs to each other? And I will feel sorry for the bereaved family if I stay quiet after hearing that that person pushed soldiers, mainly our security forces, into the hybrids. I thought it was enough. ”

'It's really a reason to be angry.'

I just thought Hygenic was opposing Terraim out of loyalty to me, but it seems there was more to it than that.

He is also a humane person. Still, I like it because it is kind and humane.

“Still, we came this far because Hygenic believed in us.”

Thanks to him buying time, Astesia was alive and not dead until I arrived.

His role was the most important of anyone there.

“All I had to do was believe in you and that god. Believing in you, whom I have acknowledged, is no different from believing in myself, so there is no need to be thankful.”

As Hygenic said so, he finally untied the straps of his gauntlets and ran his fingers through his hair.

“Then let me go too. You too, go and rest. I'll prepare a box of alcohol for you later, so you can pick it up when you want.”

“Thank you so much.”

Everyone else and Hygenic have left and only I, Astesia, and Deshade are left in the tent, but Deshade begins to sneak out of the tent on his own.

Such a god was summoned.

“Where are you going? With the bishop and the newly converted believers in front of him.”

“Hmm, hmm. Now that I've said this, I'm reminded of my first apostle. I was going to go check how it was.”

“I’m taking a good rest, so please come over here. Let’s talk.”

“But wouldn’t it be better to check it yourself?”

'They keep trying to take it out.'

It seems like the things he has done on his own will sting him.

'It was really majestic just a moment ago, but it was so fleeting.'

“No, just come when I say something nice. He said he would listen if I had a story to tell. Let's talk. And since it was a situation where I had to do it during the ceremony anyway, I understand everything.”

“...”

'What is this silence?'

“... You really did it even though you didn’t have to? Holy shit, really.”

‘What, there was no need to become a bishop? I was really scammed and this is it.'

As I was doing “, I got excited. You can’t be bitten, so just accept it.”

After saying that, Deshade hurriedly left first.

“This is why I hate religion.”

        
            When a soldier said that the tent needed to be vacated, he went outside and found Linai standing outside.

“Ah, over there...!”

“Ah, thank you earlier.”

“Oh, no. I really appreciate it.”

After exchanging words of gratitude with Linai, I listen to her main point.

“Well, I want to talk to Astesia after work today. Can I come see you?”

'Well, since it's been a long time since we last met, there are probably a lot of things I want to talk about.'

I wondered if it would be that difficult to say something, but it wasn't that difficult.

Astesia was found to be free of any charges due to the arrangements made by Hygenic, who temporarily assumed command, and it was concluded that Astesia was ostensibly under surveillance by the Church of Deshade.

So even if Linai and Astesia meet, there won't be any problem.

“Well, I’d like a favor too.”

Above all, Astesia, like Rinai, had no choice but to grant this request.

“Sure. First of all, I'm going to take Astesia to a lodging outside the base, but I think you can come find her there. The Gaia Church finished work about an hour later than the military barracks, right?”

“Yes. There is a separate time for the evening prayer of thanks. Then, when I'm done, I'll come straight to where you are.”

“Yes. Well then, let’s see later.”

“Thank you. Well then, Astesia. Let’s see.”

“Uh, yes.”

'That's cute.'

The two people showed a slightly awkward look as they hugged each other earlier, wondering where the passionate relationship had gone, as it had been quite a while since they had parted ways like normal people.

It was said that the two people had not seen each other for about 3 years, so it was understandable, but I couldn't help but laugh.

I found Deshade, who was standing outside and distracted again, and left the unit for a moment to take Astesia to the dormitory first.

Then, instead of walking away, Deshade spoke again.

“Anyway, I feel really good.”

“What else?”

“Didn’t everything really end perfectly? Didn't I spread the popularity of this body widely and, not knowing that I stopped the devil who was trying to climb up to the earth, did I make the devil's favorite descendants my followers? There is no god who could inflict greater humiliation on the devil than this. It's truly a feat.”

'It ended perfectly? 'Am I sane?'

What I noticed was that Deshade was self-absorbed with the things he had accomplished.

Deshade seems to have no idea what kind of situation I was in after that because of the hive of evil he touched.

'I want to see this scene's embarrassed expression at some point.'

As I was thinking about that, something came to mind and I sang Deshade.

“Ah, Deshade. Please take a look at this.”

“Bishop. Why do you suddenly take off your clothes? I am not interested in the male body.”

“I also don’t have any hobbies that I show off to others. But seeing you look so arrogant, I thought it would be a good idea to show it to you now.”

In one corner, he shows the mark of Asmodeus on his back.

When Deshade looked at the tattoo, he seemed to be at a loss for words, and was silent for a long time before finally speaking.

“... When did this happen?”

This is the first time I have seen Deshade, who always acts at his own pace, embarrassed.

“Shortly after the ceremony with Deshade? When Mongma's castle was separated, didn't I move along with it? Because God abandoned me.”

“No, you’re throwing it away. You're speaking strangely. Since you were resurrected, I thought it wouldn't matter.”

'Was it real?'

For some reason, I opened my eyes and I was the only one there, so I expected it to be like that, but I'm a little angry because I heard right before my eyes that I was really thrown away by the mouth of God.

“They say they threw it away. What were you thinking, putting me with the devil?”

“It was difficult to protect the two people, so even though you saw them being dragged away, you just left them alone. But what had to happen for this to happen?”

“Uh... To put it briefly, just as God gave taffy to the devil, the devil also wanted to eat some of God's taffy. Both the devil and God, both thought and acted the same.”

When Deshade heard that sound, he raised his voice and started to get angry.

“No, I also gave you the title of bishop, so why did it become like that! Well, it must have been a fierce fight anyway! Yes, I believe that as a human being who serves me, I would have given at least one hole in that devil’s body.”

“It may be unfortunate for God, but we just talked. Because the devil said he had no motivation. Ah, but after that, I turned the target of the devil's anger and transferred it to where the devil king was... and then we ended up fighting.”

“Don’t believe me when I say that I bravely aimed my sword at the devil and the devil.”

“You must be disappointed once again. It is true that I fought the devil, but I received strength from the devil and fought with him. This imprint is the imprint that I received when I was possessed by the devil.”

“I’m going to turn.”

“I also agree with that.”

Deshade covers his forehead with his hand.

Since this has already happened to Deshade, I tell him all the complaints that have been building up.

“Honestly, the devil has better skills than Deshade? They gave me a lot of magical power and made me a sword, and thanks to that power, I was able to pierce the heart of the devil and blow up a city. But what did Deshade do for you? Every time we fight, he watches from behind and threatens us at the end, and even after completing the ritual, he only gives us a little bit of divine power.”

“No, it’s still true! Why on earth are you doing this? Did you just let it go like that? If you serve me, then of course if you are a devil, you will have to turn on the light in your eyes and be prepared to die! What on earth should we do so that we can fight together!”

“No, of course, it’s the path I chose, so I don’t have much to say, but I also have nothing. I didn't join the church because I was truly religious, but because Deshade deliberately held back until the end and passed on that option, I reluctantly chose it. And I didn't break my oath. After weighing all the conditions, I avoided the fight because it was a situation where there was no need to fight. Isn’t it natural for humans to try to live in situations where they are sure to die?”

“You who are soul sick will be resurrected anyway, so what does it matter! It's my reputation, but if you act like that, how much the devil would laugh at me!”

“I don’t know if I’ve said this before, but I hate dying painfully. Is there any need to go through the trouble? If there is a way that ends well, of course we choose that way. And if I didn't do that, humans, not demons, would be the targets, so there was only one option.”

“Oooo

Deshade screams.

It's ugly. You have to let them know at least once that they are always trying to get their own way, but if they keep doing this, something like this may happen.

Seeing him shaking his head back and forth makes me feel relieved.

“Huh?”

At that time, Astesia came towards me with a dazed look on her face as if she were possessed, and placed her hand on the emblem on my back.

Flash-

There was a moment of light, and Astesia's eyes illuminated something, albeit only briefly.

And I saw exactly the scene reflected in those eyes.

Asmodeus, in Astesia's body, kissing me passionately.

The memory of me being confused and falling for Asmodeus just flowed into Astesia.

“...Ah. I'm sorry.”

Astesia, who remembered those images and the memory of the devil taking my lips with her body, quickly blushed and got away from me, covering her face with a blanket.

And then he started making excuses.

“Well, I don’t know what it is, but I suddenly feel like I have to touch it. But what is it? I can't believe I shared a kiss with Lee Rim like that. Did Asmodeus show me an illusion to play a prank on me?”

'No, it's not an illusion. 'It really happened.'

Now I understand what the devil said.

This crazy devil kissed his descendant, saying it was a gift or something, and it seems that the gift was to pass on his memories to Astesia.

I don't know what they meant by giving a gift as a gift.

So I tried to get over it somehow.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to type it in numbers.”

“Yes?”

“It wasn’t you, it was done with Asmodeus, so you don’t have to think it was you who did it. You don't have to worry about it.”

“Well, it’s still a very clear memory...”

“Forget it. Let's forget each other. Promise not to tell anyone?”

'Kissing a succubus, and a succubus much younger than me.'

If this gets to other people's ears, I don't know what kind of teasing I'll get. Especially Peria.

“I understand.”

“Deshade, please stand up. Let’s go quickly.”

“Ugh...consciousness. I have to do the ritual again. A ritual to completely eradicate traces of the devil...”

“It’s a mess, really.”

-------------------------------

“Then let’s toast to our safe return!”

Everyone in the restaurant climbs up on their chairs and shouts a toast according to Enin's energetic command, and everyone gulps down their drinks.

In the meantime, it's cute to see Enin take off his military boots and go up to show consideration for the restaurant owner.

“For surviving! Cheers to stopping the devil's descent!”

“Wow! After all, the taste of alcohol after coming back from death is the best!”

“If this were considered a feat, it would be incredible. I'm looking forward to the day when I sublimate my next feat.”

Mercenaries, military soldiers, and adventurers who participated in the operation gather together without distinction and drink while boasting about their little dance moves.

Although there are quite a few people who have died, it is not uncommon for people to die.

Everyone curses that General Terraim, who planned such a reckless operation, has been arrested, but they fill each other's glasses with relief that they have not lost their hometown that they have protected for several years.

After the big battle to stop the ritual that will bring down the devil, the entire city is in a festive mood.

The 3rd Legion may still be fighting in the palace far away, but that side is that side and this side is this side. I think we deserve to congratulate ourselves on our victory.

Survival deserves to be celebrated for that fact alone.

Terraim is probably the only person in this city who can't smile.

He is locked in a solitary cell in a prison where visits are strictly prohibited, preventing him from doing anything until the corps commander arrives to personally interrogate him.

Except for him, the inns and restaurants are filled with everyone who participated in the war, drinking and eating.

We gathered together with the members of the strike force and occupied a table.

The strike team's table had a similar atmosphere.

Knights, high-ranking adventurers, and soldiers from the security forces and legions, respectively, smile at each other without distinction and talk about their gratitude for being alive.

Vincent, a knight, continues to accept drinks even though he feels awkward around others, and Winnet, an adventurer, is sipping from one side, as if he likes to enjoy drinks alone.

However, seeing as they didn't make any moves to leave, it seemed like the atmosphere wasn't all that bad.

Everyone has injuries, including Vincent, who has a broken arm, but alcohol is something that cannot be given up.

It's a feat that's enough to attract attention wherever you go and talk about it, so it's worth enjoying for just this moment.

I think that most of the souls of those who remained at Grace Estate will grow significantly after the upcoming memorial day.

After some time had passed and I thought the atmosphere had warmed up, I got up.

“I’ll go out for a while.”

He pretends to leave, saying he wants to get some fresh air, then goes up the stairs and enters an empty room in the corner.

“Now, where... shall we check?”

Then take out the artifact and reveal the soul vessel.

A sphere with a completely turbid color due to the mixture of ordinary magic power, divine power, demonic red magic power, and devil magic power.

'It's a bit of a hodgepodge.'

What used to be the size of a fist now appears to be several times the size of a human head.

This time, I create an image of the weapon in my mind.

The cloudy colored sphere turns into a long sword in about 2 seconds.

A gray sword similar to the color of Master's hair.

'good. To this extent, the goal I had in mind has been achieved.'

It was satisfactory growth.

Compared to the long swords usually carried by knights, it appears to be similar in length.

Now it has become a sword that cannot be defeated even if it collides head-on with the knights' swords.

Since I can't circulate magical power through my body, I may be a little behind in terms of strength.

“Let’s go into the room over here.”

“Yes.”

At that time, two women's voices are heard outside the door and hurriedly disarm the magic sword. Immediately after that, the visit opened.

“Ah, that...”

“Oh my, you were using the room. sorry. I'll go somewhere else.”

Linai and Astesia came into the room holding hands, as if they had just finished the evening prayer at the church.

“No, I finished my business. I'll leave now. The room is for two people.”

There will be a lot of things to talk about among the convent's classmates, so I can't interrupt them. I decided to back off.

‘Shall we go somewhere else? Still, wherever I go now, it seems difficult to find a place where people don't notice.'

Still, since I had just confirmed the growth of the artifact, I was a little itching to explore.

So, I decided to try some more things, so I went into the next room.

But Deshade was in that room.

At one point, I said I couldn't see God, and he entered this room before me.

        
            “What are you doing here?”

“Shh. Be quiet and sit down. It's important.”

When I asked him why he was here, Deshade just told me to sit down quickly instead of answering.

It's not very reliable, but for now, I drag a chair and sit down.

Afterwards, when Deshade touched the wall of the room next to where Rinai and Astesia were, the wall became transparent and the picture on the other side was visible.

However, the two women sat at the table and were silent to each other, as if they couldn't see us.

And I was dumbfounded when I saw the series of actions and results. It is an act of secretly stealing so that it is obvious to anyone.

“... I knew I would be like this someday. Are you now going to use your power to steal? Are you saying that my divine power has increased a bit since you and I became believers? It will blow up on everyone else.”

“Don’t misunderstand, Bishop. This is surveillance to prevent that devil. It means that Asmodeus will not be easily revealed to the surface if I let him know that I am continuing to watch over his descendants. Considering how cunning the devil is, I wish I could do more than this. Of course, it will be impossible for the devil to fully descend for the time being, but as we saw earlier, that child was connected to your spirit to some degree through the mark on your back, so you never know.”

'Should I believe this?'

Deshade makes a good excuse, but I find it questionable.

'The excuse is always good, but to other people, it only looks like a real sexual harassment scene. At first glance, manipulating one's body can only be seen as sexual harassment, and it still is.'

Whatever the reason, I didn't want something bad to happen if I was there for no reason, so I tried to escape, but I was caught.

“Then you don’t need me. Let’s go out.”

“There should also be a bishop. If something happens, shouldn't you run?”

“Oh. I really can't hit you.”

'No, wouldn't it be okay to hit him?'

To be honest, even now, the relationship between a god and a believer has crossed too many boundaries, so I'm holding on to the idea of just ending it.

Still, since I have taken on the position of bishop, if anyone sees that I have assaulted my own god, it will not be given a very good impression.

While we were having that conversation, Astesia and Rinai were silent for a long time before finally speaking.

“I... everyone at the convent knew that I was a demon?”

Astesia started speaking first, so I had no choice but to sit down and watch the two people.

“Yes. The wings on your head that you desperately tried to hide. Actually, everyone knew it.”

The wings on Astesia's head shrink.

“That was it? At that time, I was still small, so I tried to hide it somehow...”

“Actually, I'm only talking about it now, but we had a prank where we secretly braided the hair of people who were sleeping together. Was it a joke little priest? At that time, I was scolded by the older nun for making fun of someone else, do you remember?”

“Oh, now that I think about it, there was something like that...”

“Anyway, at that time, we secretly took off our hats at night to play a prank on you, and we found the wings. And it was only then that we found out. The reason why you kept biting your finger to the point it bled and why you often had a fever. A big nun told me.”

“Well, that’s right. I didn't know something like that had happened... I always wear a hat when I sleep...”

After hearing Linai's words, Astesia spoke in a slightly self-deprecating tone, as if she had not realized that something she had desperately tried to hide had finally been revealed because of such a prank.

Linai encouraged Astesia.

“But we all knew what a good person you were. In any situation, you have the softest heart of anyone in the monastery, and you are the first to stand up when you need to help someone. So we tried to hide you. The nuns and everyone else agreed.”

However, Astesia could not easily raise her head despite Rinai's words.

“...I actually left because I was scared of how other people would look at me if my true identity was discovered. It's all a lie to say that I left because I was afraid of harming others.”

Then Linai holds Astesia's hand. Then, he lowered his head, looked into Astesia's eyes, and spoke.

“You’re lying again. I know that? When you lie, you hide your thumb inside your fist. So the big nun found out and always found out that you were lying to protect us.”

Linai smiles and strokes Astesia’s hand.

“Now you don’t have to live a lie. Even outside, everyone knew you were a demon, but no one said anything, right? Now you no longer have to run away in the sunlight, afraid that your hat will come off. Irim and Deshade, who saved you, must be good people.”

Deshade nods quietly.

He is a god who accepted Astesia even though she was a demon.

'I don't think it's a good idea, but I think this point should be evaluated as a good thing. Still, you're too shy.'

But Astesia's anxiety did not go away easily. She spoke of real anxiety.

“Still, will the Gaia Church remain silent?”

“It’s okay. Anyway, if Deshade's number of followers increases, the church won't be able to do it easily. And since there are many good people among high-ranking people, I should pray that they will understand. It's a bit unfortunate that I can't meet Astesia often.”

‘Do you think the number of followers of this god will continue to increase? Is that really possible?'

I never thought that if I discovered Deshade's true colors, I would hear from Linai a future that I thought could never happen.

'I can't even imagine people gathering together under the name of Deshade's Church.'

When I turned my head to look at Deshade, Shin was still listening to the two people as if he was interested.

Now, he seems to be purely enjoying the stories of humans, without making any excuses about preventing the devil.

With a god like this, I wonder if there will be a future for the church.

In the end, I decided not to worry about Deshade and listened to the two people's story again.

What's so fun about Linai is that she puts her foot down while sitting on a high chair that her feet can't even reach.

“Still, I’m glad. We both studied hard, hoping that one day we would go from being nuns in the countryside to becoming priests who would heal people. Finally, my dream came true. I am a priestess of the Gaia Church. You are a priestess of the Deshade Church.”

“I am just a believer, not a priest. No healing ability...”

As soon as Deshade hears that, he clenches his chin and says.

“I’ll have to give that kid the priesthood right away tomorrow.”

“Are you going to keep showing favoritism like that? There is Sisul, the first apostle, so what if everyone else takes care of him like that? Please think about your turn. Honestly, if I were to hear that they had given me the position of bishop, I would probably be shocked when I woke up.”

It was fortunate that Peria and Thistle had not yet woken up.

“The bishop is too strict. Then you're not popular with women, so it's better to fix it. Actually, I have that kind of personality, so I used it as a direct speaker.”

“I’m only doing this to Deshade. Ugh... stop talking.”

'Now that I think about it, it ended up being something like what Deshade said. 'I'm angry.'

The more I thought about it, the more I felt it was unfair that I had been scammed, so I tried to divert the conversation for a while.

“But is there a difference between a nun and a priest?”

“In the Church of Gaia, if you have the power to heal people, you are called a priest, and if you are not, you are called a nun or deacon. I'm thinking of taking a different tack, though. Since you are also a bishop, memorize it.”

“That’s right.”

I finally found out. Sometimes I call him “priest,” and he says, “Oh, I’m not a priest.” Sometimes she passes by and sometimes gets angry when I call her “nun,” but now that I think about it, I wish she had just told me on the spot instead of getting angry if there was a reason for that.

Even while I was asking questions, the conversation between the two continued and then came back to my ears.

“Now that you think about it, didn’t you have one more dream?”

“What do you mean?”

“A story from your favorite book. This is a story about a knight who, on behalf of the people of the kingdom, realizes that the princess will be eaten by a dragon, so he kills the dragon and saves the princess. Isn’t Lee Rim just that kind of person for you? Since I received power directly from Deshade, wouldn’t it be okay to consider him a paladin? A knight is a knight after all.”

'Rinai talks more than I thought.'

Being a paladin is not bad, but being a paladin of Deshade doesn't feel that good.

“Is that so? Now that I think about it, it might be a little similar. Still, I'm a princess, that's nonsense.”

“In that book, the knight and the princess kissed at the end. I tore that part and looked at it alone, and then the older nun scolded me for tearing the book.”

“Ugh... Well, it was like that...”

Astesia blushes as she remembers Asmodeus kissing her in his guise, but Linai doesn't notice and is smiling.

smart-

At that time, a sound was heard from the door, interrupting the conversation between the two people. And at the same time, someone opened the door and came in, calling Astesia’s name.

“Astecia, are you here?”

It was Feria.

'Ah, I guess my body has fully recovered now.'

Enin said that he would likely recover his magic power around evening, but it looks like that time has already come.

But Peria did something unexpected.

“Two people... huh?”

“Why are you doing that?”

Peria stops speaking and looks in this direction.

'Could it be that you got caught?'

Peria was looking straight into my eyes without any error. I hurriedly looked out the window and saw the moon.

The time from evening until sunrise.

This is the time when Peria can best capture and use the movement of magical power.

Even though Peria spotted us, she didn't notice and sent the two of us down first.

“...No. Since the priests from the resuscitation center have also come, they said we should make a new toast and spend some time praying for the dead. I heard there are two people here. Thistle and I had just woken up and Enine asked us to come. I think I can go down.”

“Ah, yes. All right. Thank you.”

“Thank you. Peria.”

Soon the two people hold hands and go downstairs. And Peria looks this way, straight into my eyes. and-

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tap-

“Holy shit.”

It does a lunge on the spot and runs towards me, ignoring the wall in the middle, passes by and throws a kick at me.

Wow!

A kick hit my chest and I fell straight onto the chair.

I almost got hit in the solar plexus this time, and although I've felt this way about Peria before, my instinct is to always find the painful spot and hit it.

Perhaps this is how the fighting instincts of an inner demon come into play.

Whatever my thoughts, I stop Peria, who is about to kick again.

“Ahh! for a moment! reason! There’s a reason!”

“Reason? Of course there should be. However, no matter how justified it is, there are things to look at and things to not look at. Is this crossing the line? No matter what excuse you give, I will tell Enin too.”

“No, why do you do this to me! This god asked me to see him together! I told you not to do it, right?”

“God can do that. Didn’t it all make sense? Deshade.”

“That’s right. As a god, I have to keep an eye on the devil to see if he tries to do anything again.”

“No, are you trying to get away like that? Leave me alone?”

“I don’t really know what you’re talking about. Then I will go down first.”

‘Holy shit’

It's so unfair to see Peria treating Deshade so politely. Even though they are all accomplices who watched the same thing.

“Let’s go down first, oppa. I want to drink too. We should talk while drinking~ hehehehe.”

Seeing them humming that they've completely nailed the case makes me want to turn around.

'If I drink alcohol in this state, I can't even taste the alcohol properly.'

        
            I feel dizzy.

The body of a spirit soldier who specializes in fighting is more resistant to poison than an ordinary person.

Of course, this does not apply to strong acids that are used to directly dissolve it.

However, despite having such an unusual body, surprisingly, the body does not react in any way to the intoxication caused by alcohol.

According to wizards, there are roughly 20 types of minor decoding abilities, but these are the same as ordinary people.

The fact that we are resistant to other poisons but still get drunk does it mean that someone intentionally omitted that part when designing our bodies?

So why is that person like that to us?

Did everyone expect their lives to be bleak, so they made arrangements to get drunk, or did they do it on purpose so that they could feel equal to others, at least when drinking?

'What do you know? 'I might have just made a mistake while doing it.'

As I get drunk, I can't think of anything.

'When I wake up, I'll be shocked and wonder why I thought that.'

After the festival, I returned to my accommodation.

Enin was a dormitory for officers, and since Enin was brought in, Master had let her use one of the empty rooms, saying that he knew how uneasy it was for female spirit soldiers to sleep in a tent made of only cloth.

Deshade and Thistle are lodgings not far from there.

It looks like Astesia will also be staying from today, but it's just after the same incident happened recently with the former Immortal Institute's wizard.

There may still be more humans nearby from what appears to be an immortal organization.

So, on Hygenic's advice, I stayed in the same lodgings as Deshade's group and stood by as a security guard.

Peria said there was a lot to be gained in the back alleys on a day like this, so after just one drink, she went somewhere alone.

'They say they are staying in their organization's dormitory to clean up the place. Is this true? Even if not, there must be a reason for everything.'

I feel like I've come to my senses again, and after thinking about it, I gather up my worries again and throw them in the trash can in the corner of my head.

What if it's a lie?

A question suddenly occurred to me, and I tried to think about it, but it got tiresome again, so I gave up and opened the door to the inn where I was staying.

“Were you not sleeping?”

Deshade and Thistle, who said they would go back to their dorm first, were sitting on the first floor.

“ came. It's a bright moonlit night, but only night-walkers who wake up in the evening will know what will happen on the streets that night.”

“What do you mean?”

“You are probably saying that you were worried that you might not be able to find your way.”

Thistle explains Deshade's words. My head hurts and it's too bothersome to understand.

'Alcohol... I really wonder why I drink something like this, but I keep drinking it.'

I don't normally do this, but when I'm drunk, it becomes especially bothersome to think about it.

“What about Astesia? You took me with you when I fell asleep.”

“I’m sleeping in the room I was staying in. I hope you sleep well tonight.”

Before I left the bar, Thistle went back to the dorm first, carrying the sleeping Astesia on her back. Luckily, it didn't seem like anything bad had happened.

At that time, Deshade spoke to me as I was going up the stairs.

“But, Bishop. It's late at night, but I'd like to perform a ritual to completely drive out the devil. Would that be okay?”

Deshade continued to worry about Asmodeus' stigma even while drinking, and it seemed like he wanted to uproot him today.

But I'm too exhausted and tired for that.

To be exact, my body is fresh and fresh after being resurrected not long ago, so my muscles are not tired, but mentally, it is difficult to organize everything that has happened and include alcohol.

By the time the drinking party was over, I was next to Master, complaining that everything had ended safely, but why was I the only one having such a hard time?

So I rejected it first.

“Consciousness, I don’t think I can do it. What kind of ritual do you do this late at night? It's hard for my body to control itself.”

My mental state is such that it is difficult to do anything more than this.

“It’s okay. All you have to do is go in and lie down in bed. The apostle here will perform the ritual.”

Deshade rejected my refusal again by tapping Thistle's shoulder.

“Ah... Yes. You might smell of alcohol, so just wipe yourself and lie down on the bed. I will come to you soon.”

“Is that so? Then I won't worry too much. I'll go up.”

'If I don't really need to move, I can get rid of the annoying stuff quickly.'

Since Deshade and Thistle were saying that, I couldn't refuse any longer and eventually accepted the offer to hold the ceremony.

Still, Deshade talked about various things after that.

When I told Deshade that the imprint of Asmodeus had lifted the forced order, he said that there would be no problem since the god said he would perform the ritual in a way that left that part behind, so I put my mind at ease.

However, Thistle keeps squirming on the chair as if he is anxious about something.

“Thistle, are you uncomfortable?”

“Ah, yes. I heard the general outline of the procedure from Deshade, but this is my first time doing it... I'm nervous. I might be a little rude.”

“I don’t think it’s anything special anyway. Then, let’s go up first to get ready.”

“Yes. See you later.”

Thistle's face was very red and her body looked completely frozen, but I thought it was because she was drunk and nervous, so I just ignored it.

I left Thistle, who was a bit strange, and Deshade, who was sitting on a chair again, enjoying the moonlight coming through the window, and went up to the room.

'But it won't be a big deal. 'I said I could just lie in bed.'

Since it's still summer, I feel a bit warm, so I go into the bathroom on the second floor.

I felt at ease after coming to this world.

The concept of hygiene was quite developed.

I thought it was an ordinary medieval world, so I was afraid that people would throw sewage out of the window or that they would never wash it and only decorate it with oil, but that wasn't the case.

When you turn the handle on the wall, a magic circle on the ceiling activates and water flows out, allowing you to take a shower. In some places, the bathroom even works like a bidet.

It is said that sewage facilities have already developed dramatically since the time of the ancient kingdom, so there are no problems because the current territory was built on top of the old city's sewage facilities.

Although it is expensive, there is soap and there is no problem with hygiene.

'There must have been something that caused one side's culture to develop so quickly.'

If you think about it deeply, there must have been a major historical event that made hygiene very important, but I wasn't comfortable enough to worry about it.

I thought to myself that there must have been a fight with a demon related to the plague, and washed away the heat from my body with cold water.

After that, I cleaned myself up, went into my room, and lay down on the bed.

'It's truly paradise.'

It's been a while since I've stayed in a proper accommodation, so I feel like I'm living there.

In the past, when I was fighting a defensive battle, I would sleep anywhere on the streets of the city, but compared to back then, I can't tell you how happy I am to sleep under a proper roof like this.

However, that does not mean that I want to return to my original home in the world.

There are softer beds there and, unlike here, where it can be a bit hot at night in the summer, there is also air conditioning.

However, I never want to go back to a house where the atmosphere was colder than the cold air from the air conditioner.

'Honestly, my room wasn't a very good environment. 'Is that so?'

Now that I think about it, I understand why I am still sane while others are going crazy before me, even though I am an ordinary person no different from other mentally ill people.

Home is never a place I miss.

So, even though I was sleeping here on the street with just a blanket, I didn't feel that sad.

In addition, at the time, I was the type of person who thought only of myself and didn't really care about what people thought, so I think at some point, I spent my time healing with a bit of optimism.

Even though my body was uncomfortable, my mind felt at ease. I hated waking up and having to go out to die again.

'Home... is just a really uncomfortable place.'

Did you say they were a show window couple? Our family was exactly like that.

It appears to be a harmonious family on the outside, but in reality it is extremely cold.

Parents who neglected me because they were too busy minding their own business, fighting to hand over childcare to each other.

When I first became possessed by the soul disease body and it was so miserable, I never thought about going back there.

I had already found a room far away to stay away, but even then, the calls and texts kept coming and the interference was endless.

Rather, I feel relieved because I am falling into a completely different place like this.

Because now I will never see your face again.

With that thought in mind, I lie back on the slightly cool blanket and immediately feel drowsy.

smart-

“This is Thistle. Can I come in?”

“Ah, yes.”

In a slightly dazed state, I hear Thistle opening the door and coming in.

A room completely dark.

In such a room, only the square moonlight coming through the small window illuminates the underside of the bed.

Thistle speaks, but cannot be seen, so she answers while lying down.

“Sorry. Deshade said that the sooner the ceremony is performed, the better.”

“Now that I think about it, Thistle probably didn’t fully recover either, but I forgot. Shall we postpone it until later?”

“No. Yes, it’s okay because I came mentally prepared.”

'Then there's nothing we can do about it.'

“How can I help you? It would be better to finish it quickly.”

For a moment, I thought about whether she would really stay still like I said, but I decided to help Thistle because she was probably tired of her own.

        
            Even if it were a ritual, what would a denomination of this size do?

We are not some sort of group of warlocks, nor are we the ones who sacrifice goat heads or wear black hoods and recite prayers.

At best, I think it would be the kind where they draw on the Bible and sprinkle holy water on it.

“Well, there’s no need to rush like that... No. I see. Maybe it would be a good idea to do that. Because the night doesn't last long.”

Thistle approaches the bed illuminated by moonlight.

And it was only late that I was able to see it thanks to the moonlight.

Unlike the nun's uniform we are used to seeing, she is wearing a white negligee and her slightly wavy platinum-colored hair is loose.

The hair is slightly wet, as if it has just been washed, so it looks more shiny.

I was always more used to seeing him after a hard time, but seeing him in a different state than usual made my heart pound a little.

I look at that scene quietly and come to my senses.

Before I knew it, the drunkenness had disappeared.

‘No, wait a minute, this is not the time to be sentimental. Why did you come dressed like this? Didn't they say they were doing a ritual to remove the imprint?'

It was different from the preparation I had imagined.

I thought he was going to bring some water, a glass or something, but Thistle had come right after immersing himself in the bathtub.

“Okay, then let’s begin.”

While I was thinking for a moment, Thistle climbed onto the bed and took a position as if to attack me from above while I was lying down.

“Well, didn’t you say it was a ritual?”

'I'm so embarrassed.'

“Yes. It's a ritual. It is a ritual of purification.”

“If you could explain the reason, such as stream of consciousness...”

I didn't know what the current situation was, so I urgently asked a question. Fortunately, Thistle stopped moving on his own and answered.

“This is a ritual called ‘Reminiscence’, which involves sleeping with a pure virgin for one night to dull the connection with the devil. Doing this every night for a week will help prevent the devil from trying to take control of your mind directly.”

'This is crazy, did Deshade make Thistle do this? Does Thistle accept that? Even for a week? Is that why you said it would be better to do it quickly?'

It doesn't matter whether you really have to use this method or not.

This was Deshade's usual dogma, and Thistle was caught up in it, so I thought there was no way Thistle would have accepted this method.

So I checked with her doctor.

“...Hey Thistle, did you agree to do this? You’re not really doing it of your own volition, are you?”

But this was clearly a ritual that Thistle also agreed to. Thistle answers resolutely, as if she has made up her mind.

“Isn’t Lee Rim the person who held my hand when I was in trouble? I wanted to help in some way, so I asked Deshade about the method of the ritual. Even when God was worried, I told him I would step forward, so he gave me permission.”

This is a bit of a twist. Rather, Thistle took the initiative and said he would do it.

'I thought that Deshade was forcing me to accept it without being able to refuse. Anyway, what happens to my doctor?'

“...is it okay? This is my first time doing something like this.”

“This is my first time too. But I was determined. And-”

Thistle swallows his saliva once and speaks again.

“I thought it would be okay if it was Lee Rim.”

After saying that, Thistle took off the gown she had on her shoulders, folded it, put it down, and started to lie down, hugging my back.

Even though you have already made up your mind, if you refuse now, that is just rude. There should be nothing that embarrasses women.

The problem is that the current situation is that I have no idea what to do.

'I have no experience in this area.'

It was embarrassing and difficult for me to take action as I had no experience other than knowledge before.

As if he could feel his heart speeding up, Thistle whispers from a close distance.

“You don’t have to do anything. Just take your time... and calm your mind. Because I will do everything.”

Thistle speaks in a calming voice, but since I am so close to her, the echo of her voice is transmitted through my back, making it difficult for me to calm down.

And I accept Thistle's embrace, wrapping one arm around my stomach.

I feel my chest pressing against my back.

Some said it was soft, some said it was elastic.

A clash of opinions about texture is like an urban legend until you actually feel it.

And I can say with certainty now.

I don't know about all women's breasts, but I do know about thistle.

Perhaps because I have been an adventurer for a long time, thistle has a more elastic texture than I expected, and it clings closer to me and wraps me with gentle softness.

Cum... Cum...

The bodies that were breathing with their own patterns are becoming attuned to each other.

Breathe in equally and exhale equally.

There are two people in the room, but their breathing feels like one.

Soon, Thistle started tossing and turning while hugging me and stood up for a moment.

'Are you about to start?'

I thought her body was coming up on my face...

widely.

He passes by and puts something on the bedside table.

Then he goes back and places something on the other side, then comes back and hugs me again.

“Finished. You can sleep comfortably now.”

'what.'

This is a different action from what I had planned.

“Okay, the end? Are you not doing more?”

“Yes? Because this is all the symbolism is. You can sleep now.”

Just in case, I asked one more time and got the same answer.

So I raised my head and checked to see what the object that had just made the sound was.

Statues similar to Deshade carved from wood are placed at the head and feet.

After checking the item, I look back at Thistle and see Thistle blushing as if she was embarrassed to be facing each other so close.

And after hearing what he said next, I realized that it was my misunderstanding.

“Well, I’d like you to look ahead. It's so close...”

'Maybe I was the only one who interpreted it strangely.'

These are actions that increase the likelihood of that happening. To find out the whole story more clearly, I decided to ask directly.

“Hey, Thistle. Didn’t you say you were sleeping together? So... I understood that you were working in the same bed... in any case.”

“I'm doing exactly as you said, but is there something you don't understand?”

'It's a face that says you really don't know.'

“So... From what I understand, Thistle and I overlap... It would be quicker to just be more direct. I thought you were trying to have sex.”

A few seconds of silence.

After that brief moment, Thistle jumped up from the bed, changed to a sitting position, and made an excuse.

“Oh, no! no! We're just sleeping together! Sexual...sexual... I never meant to do something like that!”

“No, at first he said it was okay for me and then hugged me so I thought that was it...”

“I was talking about sleeping with a man! That means it's the first time! That's absolutely not what I meant! You misunderstood. That's a lot! That's because when hugging, you have to be as close as possible so the devil can't see a gap!”

'No, who was the person who made me misunderstand?'

The reason was that the explanation was too insufficient. And the situation was similar, which solidified the misunderstanding.

“You originally said it would be for a week. When you have sexual intercourse, you are no longer a virgin! Well, if you do that, you will become a couple and a mother...”

'Oh, that's right.'

After making excuses, Thistle apologizes.

“I’m sorry. I think my explanation was insufficient.”

“It seems to have been severely lacking.”

'It took a lot of mental effort.'

When things happen like this, I actually don't feel anything.

“Yes. It's very late, so let's go to sleep quickly. If that were the case, I would be able to sleep peacefully.”

'Because there's no need to use any effort.'

Thistle, perhaps seeing that the moon outside the window had set considerably, lay down towards me again. However, this time, they are looking at each other's faces.

“Shall I change direction?”

'Didn't you say it was too close earlier?'

“...No. I think I got used to it after watching it.”

He looks at my face with a smile, as if asking me when I was embarrassed, and then closes his eyes.

Lie on your side and begin to breathe evenly again.

'It's pretty.'

A beautiful face that I couldn't see in detail because it was hidden by the veil of a nun's uniform.

Perhaps due to working as an adventurer for a long time, you can see some scars that have not disappeared on the thin transparent part of the summer negligee and on the arms.

'You tend to fall asleep quickly.'

As I watch Thistle fall asleep in an instant, I feel like I shouldn't disturb his sleep any longer.

I don't know when he started working as an adventurer, but I heard that he always went alone.

'There were many times when I was treated like a crazy person because I went around talking about God's name that no one knew about.'

When I try to turn over, my arms get stronger even in my sleep, and I hug myself tighter as if I won't let go.

I think I might be a person who is surprisingly prone to loneliness.

Because I live alone, I sometimes feel that way.

Loneliness that comes momentarily.

I just wish that someone, anyone, would be by my side.

There are times when I feel like I want to be held in an embrace that smells like someone.

Things like free hugs are created because there is a demand for them.

Maybe that's why Thistle kept bringing his face towards me while he was sleeping, and pressed his cheek against my chest, smiling as if he felt relieved only then.

'If you do it this way, I won't be able to separate you from it. There's nothing we can do. 'I have no choice but to sleep like this.'

As I hug Thistle, I feel its body heat and my eyes gradually close.

“Sleep well. Thistle.”

Even though it is a bit hot in the summer, I fall asleep thinking that this level of body temperature actually makes people feel at ease.

“... Lee Rim too.”

        
            Feria doesn't like back alleys that much.

The same goes for the back alley you are about to enter.

The entire city is at a festival, so the streets are filled with the smell of food and alcohol in the back alleys, as well as the smell of high-end perfume that women have been saving up to wear for the first time in a while, but for Peria, perfume is an unpleasant smell because it reminds her of the hallways of her home in the Demon Territory.

'I guess this would be better.'

Still, except for the perfume, the rest of Feria smelled good.

The back alley she knows is a lawless area filled with the smell of medicine instead of food and blood instead of perfume.

The only warmth in the back alley is the warmth of the pebbles heated for torture.

So, when I go into a back alley, I always hold on to the cane sword that is on my hand and the dagger in my chest, and prepare for the robber who will jump out from around the corner at any time.

Fortunately, his status as a trickster guarantees him a certain level of status.

Feria walked towards the next bar with his arms around his shoulders, past the drinkers wandering the alley, and approached and spoke to the owner of a store who was guarding the empty store alone despite it being a festival.

“You there, the gatekeeper?”

Instead of looking around the street, the store owner reacted to Feria and looked at her clothes before answering.

“... Isn’t this Trickster Nari? What's going on? Not enjoying the festival.”

“... Are you really a keeper? I don’t think so, but I feel a bit awkward.”

Peria was taken aback by the doorkeeper's attitude, which was more polite than expected.

The guys he knew who lived in the back alleys of the empire usually appointed tough and tough guys as gatekeepers, but the gatekeeper in the back alleys of this new alley he was trying to enter was so polite that he couldn't get used to it.

“Where didn’t you hear that? We are different from those in the empire created by barbarians. I don't know what the back alleys of the empire are like, but the back alleys of the kingdom have their own order and culture. You better get used to it.”

“Then that’s it. What is the entrance fee?”

“There are no rules on festival days and admission is free.”

“It’s generous.”

Peria tried to proceed with the set order for entering the back alley as usual, but the man waved his hand as if he was annoyed.

When I looked closely, I noticed that the man had already drank heavily and the smell of alcohol was filling the store.

“And the boss said that if the trickster comes, just let him in. It's a privilege. Well, it's just this time, and the rules will apply again starting tomorrow, so it's the same.”

“That should be it. And there's a guy here who handles local information, right? I want to meet the bookshelf.”

“I am.”

“Was it you? Is it okay for someone with an important position to be outside like this?”

“I told you so. It's a festival day. On a day like today, there will be a lot of people unintentionally flowing into the back alleys, and it is a good day for us to promote.”

“... I really can't get used to it.”

Feria doesn't understand the scenery of this back alley, which is so open.

It is not easy to get used to the back alleys of this place, which have shattered all prejudices regarding the appearance of the back alleys of the areas where one used to go.

A neat appearance like this would of course be welcomed, but the appearance of this place is so different from other places that it feels like a physiological repulsion, like wearing clothes that have been washed after being stained with someone else's curse and blood.

This place was so foreign that Peria thought it would be better to wear the same rags as usual instead of such unpleasant clothes.

When it comes to entrances to back alleys, most of them are guarded by those who are foul-mouthed, try to take the entrance fee, and sometimes have no fingers because they can't memorize all the rules they have set.

On the other hand, the bookshelf.

The bookshelf is a position that compiles information collected by guild members even in the back alleys and sets prices.

He is more cultured than anyone else in the back alley and is the most important person in terms of importance.

Showing up at the entrance like this without any escort is completely incomprehensible behavior.

The man in front of me seems to have noticed that, too, and the service informs me.

“We don't want any corners. It's not that I don't want a lawless area like before, but the times have come where we can't want that kind of thing.”

“What does that mean?”

“If you let heretics into the city, the church's paladins will come and destroy them all, and the moment they bring in the medicine, the corps commander will pull out his sword and cut them all down. If you take a deep breath without any reason, wouldn't there be flies in your mouth? For us, it's better to live long and earn a decent amount of money. I make enough money just by selling things like children's toys and importing alcohol from the empire.”

“It wouldn’t be very welcome for young people or those coming from outside, right?”

Even in the back alleys, the same organization does not always exist for 1,000,000 years.

There is also a possibility that organizations from other cities come from outside to absorb power.

If they can make money, they will create smuggling routes across the country and even cross ethnic borders to trade.

The man laughs off Peria’s question as if it were ridiculous.

“Haha! Trickster. Listen to this as if you were talking about a country bumpkin who runs a bookshelf in this corner of the country.”

The man takes off the coat he had been covering for a while due to the chilly wind and points to his chest.

There were various types of badges on the chest.

Among them, there was a badge from an organization that Peria had seen in the empire.

“Not easy?”

“Yes. Did you really think we just sat still and watched what others thought and just took a breath? Nope. Several guys are coming in at this very moment. There are also agents sent from the great merchants, drug dealers from the east, and beast poachers. But it's all gone. They lost the fight against us, sacrificed their pride, and disappeared without a grave.”

The man said that and came closer to Peria.

“So-”

“I'm telling you not to look down on our organization just because you're a wanderer. You smell like milk.”

The polite voice instantly turned into a whine.

The blurry eyes that smelled of alcohol had suddenly changed into eyes that were comparable to those of a mercenary in a fighting stance.

The man threatened Peria once, then sat down again and watched her reaction.

This is for viewing purposes.

It was a preemptive measure before starting a transaction.

No matter how much of a trickster the man is, the man takes pride in his position as bookseller and in his organization.

He was a commoner who tried to imitate a magician, but unfortunately gave up halfway through due to lack of money.

So, he was proud of the leader of the back alley guild and the guild he had founded, knowing that he was brilliant and had no intention of backing down when dealing with the trickster.

But Peria

was laughing

“Yes. Only when you come out like that does it feel like talking to people. Do you like seeing him lively?”

Swish!

Sigh-

Peria said and threw a handful of something at him.

Objects fell on the table and the man hurriedly checked his chest when he saw the object Peria had thrown.

The badges that were attached to the vest he was wearing just moments ago were all gone.

“Uh, before I knew it...?”

“A man named Mr. Bookshelf uses his intelligence to attack the Trickster? Maybe it's because I'm seeing it for the first time, but I'll give you some advice.”

Peria said, putting her mouth close to his face in the same way the man did.

“When dealing with a trickster-”

“It would be better to take good care of even the uvula.”

Peria said that and got away from the man again. And in her hand, there was a small bag of gold coins that she had taken out from the man's pocket.

“Can I take this for education expenses?”

“... Got it.”

When the man saw Peria's smiling face, he had no choice but to give up the bag of gold coins, blaming his own fault for misidentifying the other person due to his drunkenness.

He again maintained his polite demeanor.

“Take your pockets. However, I would like you to promise me just one thing.”

“Huh? What is it?”

“It’s okay for us to get any information, so if anyone contacts Trickster to get information about our organization, we ask that you either remain silent or turn around and let us know.”

“Didn’t you guys say that promoting is more important now?”

“That said, things are actually going a little differently. There are people who keep trying to encroach on the lower level people. We are also keeping an eye on it.”

“What is your name? If I know enough, I will let you know through the service.”

“In that case... The name was mentioned as if it were an immortal organization.”

Peria pursed her lips tightly when she heard the name.

This is the name of the organization that he keeps running into by chance with his partner, Lee Rim, who is currently with him.

“Aren’t there some people who completely fall for things that have strange tattoos on their backs?”

“Do you know?”

'This is confirmed.'

Peria began to become increasingly worried. In fact, Peria had sent letters to tricksters in the Empire about the Immortal Institute.

Normally, the answer from the place where all the information in the world is gathered should have detailed information about the organization in question, including the founder, members, and goals, but the only text that came back was information to be careful and keep an eye on.

“... I'll just tell you that the members of their organization included adventurers, wizards, and demons. Is there a wizard who joined the security force a few days ago? That's the gang member. Information ends here.”

But I couldn't pretend not to know, so I avoided it by handing over all the information I had. Fortunately, that seemed to be enough for the man.

“Thank you so much. If so, we should be more careful. Please make sure to keep your promises.”

The man asks again.

“Yes. Since we have our own circumstances, I, as an outsider, should not interfere further, so I guess I should do it.”

“I’m glad you understand. So, is there any information you want?”

The man seemed to be in a good mood, so he removed all the liquor bottles and other items from the table and sat close to them, hugging each other.

“Yes. I'd like to know a few things about soul sickness and where to sell coins from the ancient dwarven kingdom. And a few small pieces of information...”

“!!!”

When Peria brings up the topic of mental illness, the man grabs Peria's wrist and pushes her back, telling her to go inside the store.

“Uh, huh? Why is this happening all of a sudden?”

I put pressure on the hand that Peria held for the hidden dagger, but the man was glaring at me as if telling me not to say anything, so I closed my mouth.

The man looked around for a while to see if anyone was there, and only after going outside and closing all the doors did he speak.

“... Trickster. Please listen and understand that this is a statement that can be used not only here but anywhere.”

“... Okay.”

Peria also tensed at the man's serious face.

“We don’t know much about soul disease. But-”

“But?”

“-Never try to obtain information from an open source anywhere. Especially in this place where the Gaia Church and legions are spread out.”

“... Why?”

“To be honest, the information itself can be obtained through wizards. For most wizards, information on making soul bottles is widely available. There may be restrictions on them, but there are ways to find out about them. But that's probably not the information Trickster is looking for.”

“Yes. The things I'm trying to find out are the origin of Soul Disease, its founder, detailed rules, etc.”

Peria was simply trying to obtain the information that Lee Rim was seeking.

No matter how strictly protected information is, most of it can be obtained by moving it yourself, and even if it is not possible, people who want to make connections with them will come and distribute information on their own.

“I’ll say it again because you thought so. Both I and our organization want to build a good relationship with Trickster during his stay here. Never, ever try to get information. If you want to get it, go to the city of alchemists and never speak of it again in the territory of the Kingdom Alliance. If you speak up-”

“If you take it out?”

“Disappears without a sound. Really. Nowhere in the Empire can the news of your walk, your footprints, or even the breath you took disappear.”

Peria swallowed. When you go to an empire, you have to follow imperial law, and when you go to a kingdom, you have to follow kingdom law.

However, tricksters are relatively free from such rules.

Tricksters are those who walk a tightrope and playfully bounce around on a tightrope called a law that most people cannot touch.

Because what they do is so valuable, everyone turns a blind eye to maintaining their relationship with the trickster.

This bookshelf knows this too, so he knows that he treats him very politely.

However, I was nervous because I knew that for him to say such a thing to himself, a trickster, would mean something equally scary and serious.

“Okay. Then I guess I'll just have to let go of that.”

“Well thought out.”

Peria knew there was nothing she could do, so she bought some information she wanted to get out next and was about to go back.

“... Do you raise rats?”

“Yes? Can you raise it?”

The bookshelf looked in the direction Peria pointed.

A sewer rat was looking out from under the bookshelf, where the moonlight shone through a small hole in the ceiling.

When he saw the rat, he frowned and stood up.

'Did they come in again?'

“Oops, it looks like he sneaked in. I will clean it up right away.”

I like my bookshelf to be neat, so I take good measures to prevent rats and bugs from entering, but for some reason, I've been seeing rats every now and then, and I've been in a bad mood.

These days, the number of rats with red eyes has increased not only in his neighborhood but also in the back alleys. Neither he nor the other members of the gang like it, but what can they do?

They were too quick to catch them and there was some overlap with their appearance, so everyone just left them alone.

Swish!

Snap!

However, instead of just trying to chase the rat away from the bookshelf, Peria killed the rat with a dagger.

The moment I turned around, annoyed that the bookseller had polluted my living space, I saw Peria's face. Peria was smiling.

“How much will you give me?”

This means that if you want to know what you just did on purpose, pay money.

“... Phew. Is it big?”

“Quite. I guess I should get 50 gold.”

The bookshelf looked at Peria's expression as if trying to read her intentions, but the other person was a trickster.

Even though I was scribbling down documents in the background, it wasn't enough to read the other person's poker face.

“I will pay next time I stop by. Someone stole all the gold coins out of his bag.”

“Then write me a certificate. I'll tell you in the meantime.”

In the end, the bookshelf gave up, took out a pen, and started filling out documents. Peria spoke as she was about to finish writing the document.

“Starting today, it would be best to catch and kill all animals with red eyes.”

“All?”

“Yes. entire. Every single one.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s a ministry job.”

The man wiped the tip of his pen against the paper, then stopped.

“Speaking of ministry...”

“The wizard is giving commands to the animals and controlling them. I don't know who it is, but the information won't be released right away. Looking at it, it's a disposable familiar, but it dies the moment information is extracted and has to be recreated.”

“I was being watched?”

“That’s right. Anyway, if you have connections with a wizard, try to mobilize them, or if you have a magic tool, use it to resonate with them and capture them as much as possible. It's most likely that you're getting information from that immortal organization you mentioned.”

After saying that, Peria took the certificate, read it from beginning to end, and walked out with a satisfied expression on her face.

Soon, only the bookshelf remained in that place.

        
            When I wake up, I feel refreshed.

The hangover and the useless thoughts that continued while I was hungover all disappeared.

Thistle, who was sleeping with me, didn't seem to have woken up before me.

The warmth I felt right next to where I was lying remained as a trace that Thistle had been next to me all night.

'... I should try moving too.'

I get up, wash my face properly, and prepare to return to the barracks.

I take a walk around the dorm to check if anything bad happened during the night, and then head straight to the supply area.

The road to the barracks was deserted, as if all the people who had been drinking until dawn had already stretched out.

There were only two sane people I was able to meet on my way to the supply area.

One was a guard standing at the entrance to the barracks, and the other was a store owner who was going to open a store early in the morning to sell to people who were looking for hangovers.

When we came face to face with them, we passed by, congratulating each other for surviving yesterday's drinking party safely and waking up in the morning without much of a hangover.

After that, as I got closer to the supply area, I thought the door was strangely open even though it was morning. Peria must have been waiting and came running right from inside.

Then he grabbed my clothes and said something random instead of saying hello.

“Oppa, let’s go catch slime.”

“What are you talking about this morning? Am I going to work now? I didn't come here to have fun.”

“Aren’t you saying I want to go out and have fun too? I also got permission from Enin to borrow her brother. If you go into the forest, there's a swamp. I'll go there. Let's stop by the store on the north side of the city and pick up some tools.”

“What kind of slime is it? No matter how much I do, I don't think I have time to go around holding slime. Let’s leave that to beginner adventurers to make pocket money.”

I thought something important had happened because Peria rushed out in a hurry, but it turned out to be meaningless.

Slime is a spherical creature that is round and slightly elastic.

Since they do not have any animal-like features such as teeth, claws, or fur, they are not classified as magical beasts and are used in a variety of ways.

They are used as medicine, experimental subjects for magic experiments, and sometimes noble ladies who love their soft texture keep them as pets.

However, in some cases, some things are acidic and have the property of dissolving armor, castle walls, etc., or if various negative factors overlap, a city-sized slime will devour everything, regardless of whether it is a forest or a castle.

Especially when the two are combined, it is truly scary enough to be called the slime of destruction.

So, if the number seems to be increasing abnormally, the government provides subsidy before such a dangerous situation occurs, and continues to request rescue missions for beginner adventurers who need to survive immediately.

So, for me, I tried to refuse because I thought it wasn't my job, but it seems that wasn't what Peria said.

“Not that common one, but transparent blood slime! It's an important ingredient for making my medicine, and I found a habitat nearby.”

I wondered what he was talking about, and then he said that he wanted to go get blood slime, one of the ingredients needed for Peria.

But even though I knew what it meant, I wasn’t very motivated.

“You should have said that first. Still, I wanted to get some training from my teacher today for the first time in a while. Can't I go next time? If possible, let's go a few weeks later when it's really hot. If it's a swamp, most of the water will dry by then and it will be easier to walk. And honestly-”

“Honestly?”

“I hate swamps. Really, hugely.”

There is nothing you can do in a swamp.

My feet keep falling, my body becomes heavy with mud, the moment I take a wrong step, I fall into an endless swamp and drown, and I have no good memories.

Since I cannot control the natural environment of the battlefield, I remember the swamp as the worst place for me, having been to most places except remote areas such as deserts.

But even though I answered honestly, Peria continued to hold on to my clothes.

“No. This is the information sent by the union this morning. Speed is everything, so you have to move quickly.”

“Can’t I go alone?”

“Are you telling me to go alone to a place full of demonic beasts? My brother and I are business partners. Is this really going to happen? Trickster's partners always have a close relationship with each other, so they have a truly trusting relationship. So, I always followed my brother wherever he wanted to go.”

“ Hey, if you think about it that way, do I have to follow you around when you go to the bathroom and take a bath? Do you really do that?”

“But it doesn’t matter, let’s go~. A little!”

“Oh, my clothes are sagging.”

Peria grabs the hem of my shirt and hangs completely on me. The hem of the sleeve was torn last time, so I took it out and it was sagging again.

'I really don't like it, what should I do? Are you going to suddenly give orders with a bracelet?'

I wanted to use it as a last resort, but even that was blocked.

Whilick-

“If you make even the slightest move to wear the bracelet, I will break your arm.”

“It hurts! I will not! I won’t do it!”

The moment I was contemplating whether to raise my arm, Peria immediately wrapped her arm around me and bent it behind my back. It seems to get faster as each day goes by.

“Yes. Let's go, go. I'll just go in and say hello.”

“And if you turn around and use that, I’ll just cry here.”

“I’m really going, so don’t worry.”

I had no choice but to go inside and briefly say hello to Master and Enin.

From what I briefly heard, the ban on reporting on the news of Deshade's advent was lifted today anyway.

'It's not some kind of embargo.'

So, the wizards and alchemists who heard the news said that they were visiting because they had questions they wanted to ask the god who had descended on earth, so the unit would be in an uproar trying to respond, so it wouldn't matter if they left.

For some reason, early in the morning, it seemed like Deshade, Thistle, and Astesia were all gone, but they all went there because there was a place prepared by the military.

Now that things were like this, I really had nothing else to do, so I decided to calmly help Peria.

After putting on only the gauntlets and boots, the commander came out and told Peria, who was waiting, to leave.

“Then shall we go right away?”

“Yes! Then, let's first go to the pharmacist's workshop in the north. There is a pharmacist who has studied blood slime a lot, and he said he has a method and tool for catching it.”

“We'll meet the pharmacist first and then go to the swamp... so there's no need to bring anything fancy, right? Because it’s not my job as an investigator or inspector, I can’t even bring a spare body this time.”

“It’s okay. The swarming demon beasts don't do anything in the swamp because they have nothing to eat. I heard there would only be wanderers. So, I think you just have to be a little careful on the way.”

I don't think anything big will happen. Anyway, the large monsters are very large, so you can turn around in advance, and since I also have limited time, I can deal with one or two wanderers by myself.

“Good! Let’s go!”

Peria looked quite excited.

Well, he's naturally a wandering person, but he got involved because of me and stayed here for a while, so it's understandable.

I got so excited that I brought out the big bag I saw when we first met inside and put it on my back, but I kept stumbling around because it was heavy because there were so many other things already in it.

“Give me. I'll just take it with me. As I was walking, I fell and broke my nose.”

I took the bag from Peria and put it on my back.

The bag was quite heavy, and considering that he had been carrying a bag like this before he met me, I feel like he must have had a pretty hard life.

“Oh. That kind of behavior is good, I like it. If you keep your mouth shut and remain quiet, you will be popular with women.”

“Really? Let’s talk less.”

“Yes. If we shorten it even further and live without talking until we die, wouldn't we be able to get married?”

“For some reason, he praised me. That's right if you do.”

Perfect!

“Aya!”

“Let’s go.”

“ Mr. Lee... Let’s go together!”

I gave Peria a light slap on the forehead, and the two of us walked towards the north of the village.

-------------------------------

[Morsling Asylum]

When we walked north for a while and arrived at the place Peria mentioned, we were greeted by a signboard with an unfamiliar word written on it.

“Feria. Didn't you say it was a pharmacist's workshop? But why is the name of the store Asylum? It's not a pharmacy or drug store or anything like that.”

The Asylum I know is a facility related to the spirit, but it differs from what Peria said, so I wonder if I went to another place.

“I also heard that this is a store that sells simple vitality elixirs and antidotes... but according to the map, this is the correct location. Maybe the information hasn't been updated. Should I go back and report it?”

“What you do will be the same. Let’s go in.”

'But Morsling's first name is the same as someone I know.'

When I opened the door to the store and entered, my expectations were not astray. As soon as I entered, the bird beak mask that I thought I would never forget until my death popped out.

“Welcome. hmm? Oh my, isn’t that Lee Rim’s soul disease? I told you to stop by sometime, and you actually came. Nice to meet you.”

“You got it right.”

I take Morsling's hand and say hello to him as he greets me with joy, and I look over his shoulder to see the scenery.

To begin with, my impressions were as follows.

'A suspicious-looking store.'

Inside the store, the walls were completely blocked by shelves, so not a single ray of light came in.

And there were lights hanging everywhere to brighten up the dark interior of the store, and those lights were decorating the store in a suspicious way.

The colors of the lights were all green, so it was hard to tell what they were all about, and to top it off, Morsling was still wearing the bird beak mask he had been wearing back then.

It was okay for me because I went in expecting Morsling, but Peria was standing behind me, not coming in, as if she was very suspicious.

“ji, is this really here? Brother, do you know that person? Just saying hello?”

“It’s okay. This is probably the store you're looking for.”

He eases the worries of Peria, who cannot hide his suspicions, and formally greets Morsling.

“Nice to see this, Morsling. I followed an acquaintance for work, but I had no idea this was Morsling's store.”

“Oh, is that what you said? I would be more grateful if you came to me because you were thinking of me, but what if it was just a coincidence? As it is, the world is not small, so it would be normal for us to have a small chance of meeting again like this without any connection. But doesn't the fact that we have met now mean that the pillars of fate have become intertwined? This will be a welcome event again. Hahaha!”

'Maybe it's because he's a somewhat older person, but he's willing to let it go.'

I answered honestly because I had completely forgotten about it, but Morsling was generous.

I share my current situation with him, even briefly.

“How have you been doing well since then?”

“Well, since I successfully completed my disciple's revenge, I was planning to quit my activities as an adventurer for a while. But you said that the security forces and adventurers would go together to attack the base of the heretics revealed at that time? So I joined in and got a lot of work done and earned some money. So the store is doing extremely well now. That's about the income of wizards.”

“That’s a good thing.”

“What. Thank you for asking how I am. So what brought you here?”

After briefly sharing our current situation, we decided to get down to business.

        
            I guess Morsling's mask still bothers me, so I bring forward Peria, who was standing quietly behind me without participating in the conversation.

Peria, who I thought wasn't really shy, was hesitant, so I squeezed her shoulder and told her not to worry, and she opened her mouth.

“Uh... I came here because I heard that the person here is the most knowledgeable in research on blood slimes. I heard that the pharmacist north of Grace knows. But are you a pharmacist? Isn’t the sign from Workshop or Chemist? Oh. It's called Peria, the trickster.”

Morsling responds with a soft voice to Peria, who speaks a little gibberish.

“You’re a cute trickster. His name is Morsling, a pharmacist. As introduced, although I am a pharmacist, I am also qualified to open an Asylum. That’s why I have a concurrent job.”

“What is so different?”

‘Chemist? Asylum? 'Is there a difference between a pharmacy and a hospital?'

We kept coming back and forth with unfamiliar terms, so we asked Morsling for an explanation, and he kindly explained it to us.

“Shops classified as Chemists usually request herbs from adventurers and make and handle products such as regeneration activation potions that help healing, various antidotes, and elixirs of vitality that restore depleted stamina. On the other hand, Asylum's job is similar to that of Chemist, but the range of items it can handle is expanded. You can now deal with medicines that strengthen your mental power and make you resistant to mental magic or ghost possession, or products that temporarily increase your physical abilities significantly, although they have side effects.”

“Is it similar to the purification or strengthening magic given by priests?”

After listening to it, I realized that the products he was making seemed no different from those made by priests.

“That’s right. But adventurers can't always form a party that includes a priest and a wizard. The things I make are items that give the same effects as holy magic without the need for divine power, and when I use these items, my share increases as there is one less person involved. So there is more demand than expected.”

'That sure would be nice.'

After listening to his additional explanation, I was able to understand why he created a separate item that could fill that role even though it had the same effect.

It is said that there are priests who train to become paladins or priests who go on adventures to spread their doctrines, but the number of priests is not large enough for one to join a party of numerous adventurers.

Inevitably, there will be adventurer parties that just wander around without a priest capable of healing, but the personnel who can heal in such a field are always risking their lives and the adventurers who work are always willing to accompany them in some way. It's a role.

So, in the end, for those parties who were unable to find a healer, Morsling's medicines would be essential supplies.

Spiritual soldiers like me do not feel much need for doping potions and such because healing spells and strengthening spells do not allow magic to pass through the body, but from an adventurer's point of view, they are definitely needed for quests such as defeating heretics or purifying evil spirits. There will be demand because there will be a need for it.

So, I understood why Morsling made such items, but I was curious as to why he was so good at blood slime, so I asked him again.

“Does what you are doing have anything to do with that slime? Are you using it as an ingredient?”

When I actually asked the question, I thought that I might have asked a question that might be a bit troublesome to answer because of various reasons, but Morsling was happy and answered without hesitation.

“It was a coincidence. Since blood slime is also a slime, it is not without demand for research or as an ingredient for medicine, but this is the first time that I have conducted such extensive research on it. As a hobby in my old age, I researched blood slime and submitted it to an academic conference, and it was recognized by the Alchemists' Guild?”

“Ah, so you’ve been doing research since you became an authority?”

“That’s right. So, thinking that I would receive a lot of support at the right time, I decided to use my experience to submit a permit to the church and turn my workshop into Asylum. Of course, due to limited expertise and budget, it was impossible to receive patients like Asylum in the Empire. Still, the number of Asylums in the kingdom is just a handful, so I thought it would be nice to have at least one in a rural area like this, so I started business in earnest, and it was better than I expected.”

A man blessed with luck.

As soon as I heard his story, those words came to mind.

It is said that Morsling was entering a niche market that no one had explored without even realizing it, and that he was able to open his current store.

As adventurers, there are many people who try to open their own shop, but most of them end up wasting money or losing their lives along the way, but Morsling was a winner who avoided all the bad luck and achieved happiness.

Peria, who was listening to the story with me, heard about Morsling's career and seemed to be convinced of the information, so she took a money bag out of her bag and approached him.

“Then can you tell me a little about how to catch those blood slimes? I will also provide sufficient examples.”

When Feria holds out a bag containing gold coins, Morsling takes it, takes out two gold coins, and returns them.

“This is enough. is it so. The fact that you came to see me probably means that you want to catch a newborn blood slime, not an ordinary blood slime, right?”

“Yes, you understand. How did you know?”

“Blood slime itself is nature's corpse disposer, so it's common, so there's no reason for you to come all the way to me to get information on how to catch it. So there are only two reasons why you came to see me. Either they were trying to get information about their colony, or they were coming to learn how to catch newborns without damaging them. Come this way.”

Morsling leads us down a passageway going underground.

When I went down to the basement, I found a space larger than the first floor.

“Huh? Is there slime here too?”

In the middle of it, a circular lump of red liquid was rolling around.

It was quite large, so at first I thought that the slime that had been raised in the living space had escaped and was contemplating whether to take up a weapon, but Morsling stopped it.

“It’s okay. I slightly improved the blood slime and used it as a familiar. He doesn't go anywhere and stays underground to help me with my work. Now, go and find a square box with glass on it.”

When Morsling gives a command to the blood slime, the slime stretches its body and slowly climbs up the wall and begins to take out a lantern from a high cupboard.

Seeing that, I think it would be perfect to just lie down at home and ask people to bring me various things.

Even though it moves a little slowly, it looks round and stable, and Peria was envious of how it healed her heart.

“I think it would be really nice to have a familiar like that. It would be best if you lie down and bring me this or that item for me.”

“Are familiars expensive? If it’s not expensive, why don’t you buy one?”

I'm jealous of Peria, but now that I think about it, I've never seen a familiar like that.

Since I was in the military, it wasn't like there weren't magicians around, and although all magicians could make such a convenient familiar, not many of them had familiars.

As I was thinking to myself, “Why on earth is this happening,” Peria happened to tell me the reason why I don’t raise a familiar.

“It’s not about money that’s an issue for a familiar, but it’s really annoying to feed him. I remember that type of slime needs to be fed all the time, but as a wanderer, taking care of a familiar that eats more meals than a human being is extremely annoying.”

“I see.”

After listening to Peria's words, I felt like I could roughly understand why wizards do not raise familiars.

These are people who often skip their meals once they start concentrating on research.

Even if such magicians try to raise a familiar, once they are stuck somewhere, they cannot turn their eyes away, so they will forget to feed the familiar and will soon starve to death.

'Or, you could end up getting angry at your familiar for not giving you food.'

Creeping creeping-

Take out the lantern and touch the slime you brought to Morsling.

It's not bad to have a firm yet soft feel like a gym ball.

'Well, you shouldn't have a pet if you don't have a sense of responsibility.'

As for pets, even though they are slimes, they are cute, but they require a lot of work and are not something to be raised carelessly.

When I started living on my own, I thought about raising a pet, but after considering various circumstances and thinking about the things I gave up on, I realized that this is a hobby that only rich and leisurely people engage in.

As I continue to touch the slime, Peria says something.

“Ugh. Brother, did you touch that? I'm sorry for not telling you in advance, but first of all, is that all the color caused by blood? I told you that blood slimes are corpse scavengers. So stocks eat blood.”

“Hey. Why tell me that now? You suddenly felt creepy.”

After hearing Peria's words, he was shocked and took his hand away from the slime.

'Now that I think about it, they were the ones dismembering corpses.'

“Now you only have to do one thing.”

We took the lantern with Morsling and went up to the first floor again.

After he went up, he worked on the lantern for a while, and when he got bored, he called us, saying it was the last step.

“Now add these guys here...”

He then opened the green light on one side, took out the bugs inside, opened the lid of the lantern, put them in, and said he was done.

“ has been completed. This is a detector I used for research in the past, and it works well. If you carry this fluorescent bug lantern towards their habitat and stand there, they will flock to you. One thing to keep in mind is that when blood slimes come, they will flock in such large numbers that it looks like a red river everywhere. If you move carefully so as not to get surrounded and look closely, you will see a part in the middle that appears to be open. That's where the transparent, newborn blood slime is. All you have to do is scoop up that part with a shovel or something. They move slowly so it should be easy.”

“How much can I give you for the detector containing that bug?”

Morsling gives it to Peria, who accepts it and takes out the gold coin bag again.

“It’s okay. It's not a new item, it's a used one. Since I have a connection with Lee Rim, I’ll just give it to you.”

“Uh, thank you. Pharmacist.”

“What. Trickster, please spread the word about my store. Because I like having many people visit my store. Since I live alone, it feels a bit lonely.”

“I will definitely do that.”

'It looks like he's not married after all.'

It seems difficult for someone studying in such a dark place to find a lover. I don't know if I'll ever meet someone with the same tastes.

“Oh and Lee Rim. Since you are going to a swamp where it is difficult to move, I would like to ask you a favor. If you have some time left, I would appreciate it if you could use this and let me know your review when you come back.”

After finishing talking with Peria, Morsling took something from near the shelf where he was initially standing and handed it to me.

It was a syringe-shaped object, and the inside of the syringe, which had a cap like a red ballpoint pen, was dripping with liquid.

“What is this?”

“This is a newly developed drug, and we made it in a syringe format for portability. It is an item that significantly strengthens physical abilities, and I made it so that it can be used as much as necessary even in situations where magical power does not work. So Lee Rim can also use it.”

“Really? It's a bit strange. But why don’t you do it yourself?”

“I went there in person once before, but many of the customers who came to my store during that time said they were in vain. Since this work has improved its side effects and performance, I would like to test it again to see how useful it will be when used in swamps, but I cannot waste our customers' time. It would be great if you could try it out and let me know when you return.”

“Sure, whatever. Are there any side effects to this?”

“If you expect it to be the same as before, when the duration ends, do you see two objects? Isn’t that what usually happens when you’re drunk anyway? Hahaha!”

'If it's definitely that much, well. It's worth a try when you come back.'

For me, who cannot channel magical energy into my body, it would be welcome if I could strengthen my physical abilities even with this temporary method.

I'll try it out and if it's useful, I'll buy a few and take them with me.

So we received a syringe that looked like a red ballpoint pen from Morsling and left the store.

“Then shall we leave for the swamp right away?”

“Yes. Go north and it's a little far from the elf forest.”

“Hey, wait a minute, wouldn’t it be very dangerous if an elf appeared?”

I absolutely want to refuse to fight against elves.

“It’s okay. I also confirmed that there were no stories of seeing an elf in the swamp. The elf forest is across from there, so you won't encounter anything. Let’s hurry up and catch the slime and finish it quickly.”

“I really wish that would happen.”

'I have a really uneasy feeling, but I guess we won't meet.'

        
            The road to the swamp was easy.

Just as far as the road to the swamp.

What followed was, as expected, a continuation of the hellish quagmire I had always known.

I haven't been to hell, but I cautiously assume that hell, too, will definitely have a swamp like this.

Otherwise, the devils are dereliction of duty.

To me, the swamp area is an area that can only be described as a murderous climate.

“I can’t see the demon as much as I thought? Are all the wanderers dead?”

“They must have been too humid because it was summer. I think I will soon fall behind too.”

The humidity in the swamp is so high that it is difficult to breathe.

The moisture coming through the gaps in the armor was making my clothes damp, but Peria, who was wearing white and black clothes that looked thicker than me, like a tailcoat, continued to move forward without breaking a sweat as if nothing had happened.

The humidity is humid, but the scenery is not that good either.

Overall, it looks like old, rotten green paint. In fact, the paint may not rot, but passing through such a dull-colored forest makes me feel very dirty.

“Green is the one. It’s the color of death.”

“What are you talking about again? Don't you know the green green? These are all important places that help purify the air.”

“How do you know that?”

“Why are wizards just playing around? Everyone is stuck in the magic tower studying such things.”

Peria is lively and positive even in this situation, but I can never be like that.

The ground is like corpses that have rotted and turned into compost, and the legs are sinking, and the dirty moisture turns into vapor and drops that run down the face. It is a place where there is nothing to like.

It is fortunate that there is no magic beast.

But the lack of magic means that even they have given up on this place.

The fact that even the demonic beasts, who live regardless of the environment and deserve to be praised as long as they do not bite people, have given up on living means that this place is no different from hell, with nothing to eat and a barren environment to breathe. So.

Of course, it is difficult to say that they have completely given up on these forests, but this place is so bad that they leave the swamps and live like migratory birds, at least near the summer when the temperature rises extremely high.

As if to prove this, among the bogs in the swamp, there are many dead corpses that have become entangled in the depths and are only half exposed.

'They were probably the ones who drowned while moving before the rain came and the water filled up.'

Feria and I avoid the places where the corpses of those demon beasts are, and march hard across the rough ground and through the swamp toward the destination that Morsling had mentioned.

And soon we arrived at our destination.

'This is the worst.'

“Ah! excuse me! There it is. Come quickly, oppa!”

'It would be great if saying a line like that meant my younger girlfriend urging me and pulling me to a delicious restaurant.'

The hot weather makes me crave illusions, but they are all just my hopes.

The reality is that Peria, who is like a younger sister, is pointing at a colony of blood slimes.

“Those are all blood slimes?”

“I guess so? It’s spectacular to see it like this.”

If you dig a hole with an excavator and pour wine into it, will it have this color?

The sight of huge blood-colored lumps forming a lake was truly the worst.

I couldn't help but think that wine would be much better because the slimes were attaching themselves to each other and repeating mergers and divisions even in the lake, so it felt like I was seeing the movement of living cells.

“Gross.”

“Why? You touched me just fine earlier.”

“Hey, that was when there was only one. This is too much.”

Just in case, I took out a tool that adventurers often use to measure the length of a hole and measured the depth.

“9 meters neat?”

“It’s really deep. Even if it falls, it will be soft thanks to the slime, but if it falls...”

“You die by having your blood sucked out while still alive.”

Thanks to Translation Magic's consideration, the dimensions are automatically converted to metric.

Luckily it's not inches so I can understand it.

A pit deep enough to stand on top of three houses was filled with blood slime.

In terms of width, you can see the edge of the opposite side at a glance, but even this is just barely visible to a spirit bottle with particularly good eyesight, so it is ridiculously large.

Morsling says that slimes don't try to stick together that much when the humidity is high, so there's no need to rescue them.

“The bottom of this is completely invisible to the naked eye because of the slime. I'm scared that there might be something else on the floor, so I want to find out.”

“That’s right. It's covered up so you can't see it at all. Oppa, try going in.”

“I’m crazy, let’s just go to work.”

Anyway, I decided to resolve the issue quickly.

First, place a backpack and a mat in a place where there is no water nearby, and then take out the work tools on them.

Next, take out the detector Morsling gave you and the lantern containing the fluorescent bug and secure it to a long pole.

“Good. Is this okay?”

“It seems to be responding.”

When you lift the lantern, nearby blood slimes react and slowly emerge from the inside of the pit.

“Let’s go around like this and find an empty part.”

“Then I will follow you with a shovel. Oppa goes first.”

When I walk around the pit holding a lantern, the slime follows me like a stream, which is more fun than I thought.

“This makes me feel like the Pied Piper.”

“What is that?”

“There is such a fairy tale. The story, um... I remember it was a story about a kidnapper who kidnapped children from an entire neighborhood by playing a flute.”

“What is that? I feel bad.”

'Why is this the only thing that comes to mind?'

It reminded me of a fairy tale, but I can't remember any of the content from the beginning, only the ending. And that too with a slightly twisted ending.

He continues to lead the slimes around while talking about various things, but the transparent slimes are not as easy to see as expected.

“Hey, hey. I'm going to fall. Walk a little further outside.”

“But I can’t see it very well. It's all red so I can't even tell where it's empty.”

Thanks to this, Peria keeps sticking her head out to look at the slimes inside, and it looks dangerous.

“Hey. It won't work. Let’s tie it with a rope.”

I was afraid that if I continued like this, I would get into trouble, so I took out a rope and connected it to my body and Peria's body.

So Peria complained.

“How good is my sense of balance? I'm so worried.”

“Usually, the moment you say something like that, people die because of it.”

“Is it real? Look.”

Peria did a somersault on the spot and stood on her head with one arm.

Then he looked at me with a triumphant expression and said.

“Did you see it? I'm not saying this for nothing. I heard that I won a gold medal with this at our organization’s year-end talent show.”

“I think it’s closer to a trick than a chess game.”

“That’s it. The youngest participant ever to win a gold medal! As a prize, I received a same-day meal voucher at the best restaurant in the capital of the empire.”

“Is it great?”

“Okay then! You have to make a reservation a month in advance to go there, but it's hard to buy a meal ticket on the same day even if you pay 100 gold coins. I didn't plan on going alone, so I kept it in my bag.”

'Did you say you're the youngest in the organization?'

Since it is an organization that handles information, I thought it would have a very solemn atmosphere, but when I heard it was a talent show coming from Peria's mouth, it suddenly felt like it didn't seem like anything.

“It's just that the old people there are doing well after seeing your entertainment party! Well done! Didn’t you do it? I think they prepared such a nice meal ticket on purpose to give it to you.”

“Oh really, oppa, do you have some kind of suspicious disease? Do you really hate it when people just tell you that you are doing well? I'll show you one more time, watch carefully.”

After saying that, Peria stood on her head with one arm and then somersaulted in the air again, this time using only the strength of one arm.

‘This is a bit interesting. 'I can't believe I jumped that high with just my arms.'

The moment you see Feria doing two laps in the air and think that if it were Hyundai, she would have won a medal as a gymnast -

Whilick-

““Huh?””

A strange whip-like thing comes out from the side of the pit and wraps around Peria's legs, which were floating in the air.

“Huh? Wow! brother! Pull! Pull!”

Red vines began to break through the slime from inside the pit and tried to drag Peria in.

“Pull! Pull! Pull! help me! What are you doing, oppa!”

“Hey, wait a minute! This thing is so powerful!”

Peria is dragged all the way inside with incredible force.

When I see that, I quickly pull the rope that I had tied between Peria and my body earlier.

However, even though the rope is held tightly with the gauntlet, it is easily pulled in as if nothing is in the way.

Rather, the more difficult she applied, the more strength the rope tied to Peria's body gained, and the strength of the vines holding her legs began to grow stronger.

“Sleep... Wow! I'm cut off! ship! ship! My stomach explodes! really! Not lying, really!”

If you keep giving it a hard time like this, if your stomach ruptures, you will become Per/Ah, and if your legs are torn, you will become Peri/Ah.

“What the fuck!”

I had no choice but to relax the rope I was holding on to, but thanks to that, Peria completely disappeared inside the lump of slime, and I was also dragged along by the rope.

'Are we going to be wiped out in a place like this?'

At that time, when I was juggling all kinds of desires and thoughts that could arise in an unexpected and unexpected case -

Piyung-

Squeak-

An arrow flew by and cut my rope.

After kicking my butt, I grab my backpack and lantern and run away.

Then judge the situation.

'Who is it?'

First, look at the arrow stuck on the floor.

An arrow shaft without any feathers.

Only weak humans wear arrow feathers.

Fairing arrows is human wisdom to increase accuracy, but for elves who have the physical strength to not need it in the first place, arrow feathers are a symbol of weakness, or training wheels on bicycles to teach young children how to shoot arrows. It has no more value.

Thanks to those characteristics, the race of the person who shot it could be immediately determined.

'Elf's arrow.'

I measured the distance the arrow flew to see where it had come from.

Since you know that these are elf arrows, you have to look very far into the field.

Even though I widen my view for a while, I can't see the person who shot the arrow.

Only the broken rope still attached to my body proves that the person who shot the arrow is somewhere far away.

“Where on earth did you shoot it?”

It's amazing that the elf's arrows don't miss, but no matter how much I think about it, I can't understand its range.

This is a species that can accurately hit our heads even from a distance of over 1km.

Moreover, some elves can snipe from a distance of 2km, so humans never fight over territory with elves, even if they are other races.

Of course, that doesn't mean you can't avoid cutting down trees, so it's common here to occasionally enter elf territory and cut down trees, only to run away after being chased by demonic beasts released by the elves.

It is natural that a race that shoots arrows that can pierce the head with a mediocre shield cannot be found unless they show themselves first.

And in the end, instead of looking for the elf on my side first, I could barely orient my head as the elf was yelling at me.

“Irim~~~!!! Hello!!!”

From so far away that I can't even tell who it is, a woman speaks at an extremely loud voice.

There was only one elf visible beyond the distant distance, the series of swamps in the middle, and the gap between the tall trees.

Looking at the bow in that hand, I immediately knew that the elf woman who screamed was the one who shot the bow.

But of course the face is unrecognizable.

So I had no choice but to guess, but it wasn't that difficult.

“There is only one elf who knows my name. Maybe.”

A prosecutor I met while logging in the past.

An elf who made a contract to spare my life the next time I met him in exchange for my hair.

Ayla.

The woman was waving at me.

        
            After some time had passed, Aila crossed over to this side, avoiding the swamps.

The uniform is the same as the last time, a patrolman's uniform.

He is wearing a cape with a light hat on his shoulders, and the inside of the cape is wearing something similar to a very light tank top and shorts, giving off a summer feel.

Attached to his waist are the bow and arrows he shot earlier, and the scabbard of a sword that looks good at first glance.

'That kind of sword was called a white sword.'

Eila used such a good sword like a cane, clearing away obstacles, and came over and took off her hood.

“Hey, nice to meet you Lee Rim! How long has it been?”

'The tension is really high.'

Since I had decided never to enter the elf forest, I never thought about meeting again next time, so I wasn't that happy about it.

Still, it's person to person, so there's no need to show it on your face.

As the other person greets me brightly, I also receive her greeting with a bright expression.

“Sure. It doesn't seem that old, though.”

At the same time, I clearly remember the promise I made to her.

Aela is an elf who promised to save my life the next time I see her in exchange for taking my hair.

'My hair isn't very long, so are you really here to cut it?'

But my hair is short, no different from when I met Aila before.

“What brings you here? I have some business to do here in the swamp, and I'm here to perform patrol duty!”

Fortunately, it seems that it was a coincidence that Aila and I met, and Aila took the initiative to reveal her business.

So, I tell the same story and ask for help to somehow get Peria out of the hole.

“My colleagues and I came in to collect some necessary materials. Well... more than that, I'd like to find a colleague first, so can you help me? I was just dragged down here.”

“Huh? Don't you think it would be better to give up on that? Looking at the vines sticking out earlier, it looks like the thing underneath these slimes is a plant called Aplesia, which I came looking for on my patrol mission. Once the plant drags its prey in, it should be considered finished.”

“Like that.”

Of course, it failed cleanly.

“Even the strongest elf says this, so I can’t help it. Goodbye, Feria.”

In the end, I gave up on rescuing Peria and, shouting adios in my mind, I searched through my backpack and moved the spare clothes upstairs in advance for Peria to be revived.

Ayla saw that and asked me as if something was strange.

“You’re not very sad, are you? I heard that humans have a very strong sense of camaraderie.”

“It’s okay. When you give up, you have to give up cleanly. But is this plant truly digestible?”

'I feel sorry for Peria if it takes too long.'

Seeing that he hasn't been revived yet, I'm worried that he may be in a painful state for too long.

“No? Aplesia is a chewable type of herbaceous plant. However, before I chew it, I roll it around in my mouth for a while to determine if I can eat it properly, and then chew it.”

“Then I’m glad.”

“You’re cruel. Is that fortunate? It's dead... Anyway, I wonder why there are so many things with teeth in plants. Anyway, when the ley line rots, these things come out and bother me.”

As soon as those words were finished, Peria came to life with white flames in front of me.

“Woah, Peria. Welcome back.”

“...It hurts... I got chewed. I chewed it carefully... I rolled it left and right with my tongue, savoring it and chewing it... Ugh.”

“That’s the worst. I’m sorry.”

“Oh, it's okay... No, to be honest, it's not okay, but it's better than having my brother dragged in and losing the lantern and all my belongings... Ugh!”

Peria seems to have died after rolling around inside the plant as Eila said.

I pulled myself together naked and started rubbing my body with my arms, but I guess the feeling of touch was worse than I thought.

First of all, he was still nauseous, but I felt sorry to see him, so I gave him a pat on the back.

And Aila was shocked to see a naked person appear from the resurrection.

“Uh... Lee Rim? What is this? What happened?”

“Well, it's long, but as long as I'm alive, I'll be resurrected. In front of me.”

'I saw it all anyway, so there's no reason to hide it.'

“Is this person also mentally ill? This is my first time seeing a resurrection like this.”

“No, it’s a little different. I'm bound by servitude or something.”

“I see...um...”

Even though I gave a rough explanation, Eila seemed to understand the same thing and started looking up and down Peria.

Peria has just been resurrected and is naked, so she is taking out new clothes from her bag and is staring intently at her back.

Startle!

“What, what is it? Why are you looking at me? Is this your first time seeing someone naked?”

Peria must have felt the creepy gaze, so she quickly put her clothes back on and looked back.

'But why are you looking at me so intently? Could it be that one?'

And when I saw Aila like that, I wondered if she was a person with slightly different tastes than others, but fortunately, she wasn't.

“Hair!”

“Huh?”

“It’s a pretty black thread!”

Eila was looking at Peria’s hair.

'Now that I think about it, Feria's hair turned black like mine, probably due to the curse.'

Peria's original hair color was blue, but even after death and resurrection, it never went back after turning black that day.

I don't know if the attack Nayal used was a curse, or if it's the essence of soul bondage itself, but Peria's hair color remains the same color as my hair.

However, whenever it is revived, the tip retains its original color of blue.

Ayla, who had been looking at Peria, or more precisely at her hair, as if she were lusting after her, suddenly looked back at me and got angry as if she had remembered something.

“Oh indeed! I still thought I should say something to Lee Rim when I meet him!”

“Suddenly?”

“Not suddenly! Why do we die so often? I hung a contract around Lee Rim’s neck. But that means that every time Lee Rim dies, it hurts me too!”

“No, is there a magic that makes such a contract?”

‘Was the magic you used back then a type of magic like that? 'Why on earth is there magic?'

No matter how much I think about it, it's a contract that doesn't seem to have much benefit.

Still, thanks to Aila's next words, I was able to understand why such magic exists.

“Yes. It's a magic called 'Couple's Vow', and instead of being able to feel the other person wherever they are, you share the pain when the other person dies.”

'what? 'The couple's?'

However, I couldn't help but be embarrassed because it was a name.

“No, why would you cast such a spell? We're not even married.”

At that time, we had eyes for each other, so we were busy signing a contract, but I had no idea that such a spell had been cast.

“But I'm not a magic major, so I only know the leftover magic like the old custom. At that time, I had to hurry and sign a contract because I had eyes on my sisters.”

“No, that’s true, but the name is...”

“It’s okay, it’s okay! You don't have to worry because the magic has to be cast on each other for it to be truly meaningful as a marriage. Well, just when I was eating, Irim died and I felt pain, so my sisters caught me and scolded me. Honestly, it's a very old-fashioned magic. There's really no way I could have gotten married without my sisters knowing, but they scolded me? Who uses something like that these days!”

'Well then, that's a good thing. It's uncomfortable, though.'

Fortunately, it was a meaningless action unless a spell was cast between the two parties, so it seems that Aila also cast a spell on me like the detector I am holding right now.

However, in that case, I wonder how I endured the number of injuries and deaths I have suffered so far.

“It wasn’t intentional, but I’m sorry. I mean, I didn't die once or twice, but did all of that really convey the pain?”

“It’s okay. It was my first time feeling such pain, and I thought it might come suddenly at any time, so it started to feel more and more thrilling. In fact, I don’t think I could live any longer without a body like this. It’s always new, it’s so exciting!”

'I unintentionally turned someone into a pervert.'

Still, it's definitely not my responsibility. Because it was arbitrarily corrupted.

Ayla hugged her body like that for a moment, then trembled as if she was remembering the pain, and then returned to the main topic.

“But actually, there is a separate problem, right? If Lee Rim dies so often, there won't be time for his hair to grow. If you die that often, I don't know when the contract will be kept. So, I was planning to say something whenever I met him. Stop dying.”

Well, that's true.

I don't know if I, like Peria, have long hair so even if I die, I will die with long hair. My hair isn't very long, but growing it long enough to make clothes would actually be close to impossible.

At least several decades must pass.

But as of now, it is difficult for me to last that long without dying.

Eila also understood that to some extent.

“The opponents I was fighting were all so strong that I had no choice but to die.”

“Well, humans are really weak. I tried to wait for Lee Rim for about 70 years because he doesn't die, but I can't.”

It seems like the elves' concept of time is really amazing. I can’t believe they had waited such a long time before signing the contract.

This level of persistence is tenacity. Does it honestly make sense to make clothes out of hair?

Eila finished speaking and spoke to Peria.

“So, what is your name?”

“Huh? Why me?”

“Do you need anything? Is it something you want? how is it? If it's the kind I can get, I'll get it for you. I'd like to get some hair instead.”

'You changed your goal.'

If Eila gives up on me and goes to Peria, that's a good thing for me.

“Irim's hair is pretty black, but it has blue at the end, so it looks like a really beautiful skein of thread. I think it will come out really pretty if you put the two together. How about signing a contract with me?”

‘No. That still includes me.'

Unfortunately, that wasn't the case.

It seems that Aila had no intention of letting me go and just approached Peria with the intention of getting insurance.

Peria looked at Eila looking at her hair lustfully, and her attitude changed, as if she had finished calculating in her head.

“Really? You want to make a deal? This is the first time I've heard of a human meeting an elf, so I might be the first. Okay, let's make a deal. I am Peria of the Trickster.”

“Peria? good. So can I cut it right away? At this point, I think I can tie up the part I was making.”

“Before that, the contract needs to be clearly written. Let’s be clear about what we both want, Elf.”

“Huh? contract? Let’s just finish that kind of thing.”

“Good. Well, I'm going to write it from now on, so just wait a little bit. Let’s see, I put a pen and paper in my bag… I think I also put something to stamp, but where is it?”

It seems that opportunities like this don't come often to Peria, so she fully prepares herself and begins to write a contract.

I place a flat wooden support on the mat and use my pen to concentrate and write down at least one more advantageous clause.

'If you think about Feria's personality, if you don't read the details properly, he will try to completely brush it off, but it's a shame. Well, I have no obligation to tell you that.'

I leave Feria, who is excitedly writing down various things on paper, and Eila, who is completely focused on her hair, and head towards the pit.

        
            After looking closely at the pit from a distance, I was able to roughly determine its location.

The blood slimes were moving like water in a huge pit, but they were forming a circle around the plant and trying not to leave.

'Did you say aplesia?'

The slimes seem to be fighting each other to take over the space, perhaps because they are trying to eat what is left over from the vegetation, or because something like honey flows from the plant itself.

I looked around the lake to see if there were any other plants like that, but the only area with huge plants was the area where Peria was attacked.

'Anyway, what should I do if it's this dangerous?'

Even if you know the location and number, that's it.

Looking at the moving part of the slime, the size of the plant is approximately slightly larger than a baseball field.

I don't know what the plant looks like, but as long as it doesn't eat people and slime, you could probably play baseball on it until the bottom of the 9th inning.

“Shall we try it?”

Tumble-

Just in case, I threw a rotten human-sized tree trunk, and as before, tentacles came out and snatched it away.

Tsk!

“Yikes!”

And then, as expected, this kind of thing was not my thing, and a piece of wood came out of the hole and shot out strongly in the direction I had thrown it.

When I saw it return to the exact direction I was in, it was so strong that I wondered if it was angry at the plant subject.

Since it is called a vegetative plant, I think it is similar to a carnivorous plant.

Carnivorous plants don't eat anything for a while after eating something, so this one did it because it thought it might have eaten Peria and gone into a lull, but it was so big that it didn't seem like a person the size of Peria would have gone.

“Well, Peria was resurrected before it could be properly digested, so even though she swallowed it, it wouldn't be in her stomach.”

“Why? Are you going to get rid of that for me?”

Ayla came over before I knew it and said something as if she had been watching what I was doing.

“Aila also said you came to get rid of that, right? Rather, I don’t have to look at the contract?”

“I signed it in advance. I guess there are a lot of things I need to write down. I heard the pen flies around a lot?”

When I looked back, I saw Peria continuing to write something on a piece of paper that had already been signed.

'That's already over.'

They probably start with clauses that are advantageous to them and double and triple up on penalties to ensure they can't escape.

'If you think you need it, you can even sign an organ donation contract.'

To be honest, I don't know how much Aila will keep that contract, but Peria, as a trickster, probably has a plan, so I decided not to worry about it.

When I returned, I made a makeshift safety line by sticking pieces of wood around the area, considering the length of the Aplesia vines, and discussed it with Aila.

“I need to catch the newborn blood slime here, but it seems like it's taking too long. That guy is deep in the pit and covered in slime, so I don't think he can start a fire.”

“I see. Still, it's easy to kill that thing.”

“How?”

“Um... like this?”

Eila takes out an arrow and ties it to her bow.

“Heup.”

And it infuses magic power.

If you put magic into a vaguely refined arrowhead, it will explode.

And ordinary humans do not have the energy to put so much effort into the tip of an arrow after only shooting it once.

However, the elf's arrowhead must have been specially made and began to take on Aela's magic and turn blue.

And when Aila let go of her finger-

ping-

The arrow pierced through the slimes and entered the inside where Aplesia was, and immediately a red flame was seen for a moment and a popping sound was heard.

Aila, who saw this, was very embarrassed as the result seemed to be different from what she expected.

“Yikes, you didn’t count the slime! Is this a big problem? I don't think it's possible with this. Normally, if it was about the size of Aplesia, an arrowhead like this would be enough, but I didn't know it was covered in so many blood slimes.”

'Is that elf technology?'

When I heard the explosion sound, it seemed like the arrow had hit the plant inside, but the plant wasn't completely dead.

It seems that the firepower has been halved because of the slime.

Eila looked at the remaining arrows in the quiver, but they all seemed to be insufficient to deliver a clear blow to the inside, so she gave up in the end.

“If this goes on, I’ll have to go back to the forest and come back. It would be nice to have a weapon that can easily flow magical power, but it would be difficult to find here now. I think there is a limit to putting magic power into an arrowhead. There should be a spear made by the druids, but this... The patrol sword is not that good, so if you put too much magic into it, it will break.”

“Does it take a long time to get to where the weapon is and back?”

'I want to finish it today.'

All I wanted to do was finish my business and get out of this wetland quickly, so I asked Aila for more details.

“About two days from here? It's really annoying. Despite tradition and all, patrol units with a lot of young people do not even provide horsemen, which are means of transportation. Are there any scenery that you can only see by walking on your own two legs?”

While Aila was talking, she was already stressed because something had gone wrong, and she seemed to have the type of personality that loses concentration quickly, so the conversation drifted off to another direction again.

“Oh, by the way, while I was thinking about it, there are those red panda bears that Lee Rim saw the other day, right?”

“I didn’t know it was a name like that. But why?”

I immediately remembered the bear Aela had mentioned.

Bears shooting bows carrying arrows similar to the javelins we saw before.

These bears have brown or orange fur overall and dark black fur on their legs.

“Last time, I was good at teaching those demon beasts how to shoot archery, but since you guys got caught, they couldn't do anything and they all died. So the druids are teaching me fighting techniques that will help me win in close combat this time. I'm telling you to be careful. Lee Rim needs to grow his hair, so he can’t die.”

“... Thank you for the advice. The content is scary, though.”

“Right? Honestly, that's what I think too. Druids, or should we say that among elves, they are older people who pursue the pinnacle of knowledge in a variety of ways? Since ancient times, when it comes to learning, you have learned all kinds of things, but eventually you started to become interested in such strange things.”

'It was the Druids who did such crazy things.'

In the elven forest, it was strange to see so many magical beasts that appeared as ordinary beasts but behaved strangely.

The archery bear from before is also a bear, but sometimes I feel like my back suddenly hurts a lot and I turn around to see a ninja squirrel holding small knives dual-wielding my back. The magical beast that looks a bit like a raptor is a spinning spinning beast that some elf must have carefully made. There were also cases where people charged with bamboo spears.

'It's a fighting technique for a bear.'

I was disgusted after hearing what Aila said.

Their strength is similar to ours, but if they use their brains properly and use ground techniques in boxing, it would be really scary because of the difference in weight class.

If we go back to modern times, wouldn’t we become MMA champions?

It was too scary to think such scary thoughts, but suddenly I had a good idea to end it here without Eila having to go back to the village, so I talked to her.

“Oh, now that I think about it, I guess I should say that magical energy flows, but there are weapons made of magical energy.”

“Huh? really? Would you like to give it a try?”

He goes to his backpack and pretends to take things out, creating a magic sword and handing it to him.

“Wow. It's exactly as I said. Magic power is naturally contained in it. Is it like a weapon made from cloud iron or star iron?”

“Well, that’s roughly it.”

In Aela's eyes, the magic sword seemed to be a pretty good weapon.

After playing with the weapon for a while, she made a suggestion.

“Hmm... With a weapon like this, Lee Rim would be able to eliminate that thing by himself, right? Why not try it?”

“Me? If I go in with this, I think I'll just die?”

'I don't even have a chance to get my footing, so I'm just going to struggle and get to the goal.'

Although Aela suggested it, I don't have the confidence to fight through slimes with a magic sword against a plant whose overall appearance I don't know.

“There is no need to go in directly? Just do what I did earlier. When magical power is rotated, the flame properties are concentrated. If you put it in the arrowhead and shoot it, it reacts with the opponent's magic power and generates flames, and the same thing is done with the tip of the sword.”

“A swordsman uses flames even though he’s not a wizard?”

I've never seen knights shoot flames from their swords instead of magic.

Of course, as this world is so large and full of new things, there may be someone like that somewhere, but I haven't seen anyone perform such an art among the knights of the 3rd Legion.

“There’s nothing to think about. The path is different, but the principle and result are the same. Whether the swordsman uses the magic power contained within the body or the magician draws magic power from outside, both are ultimately the same magic power, right? Well, if you don't have the knack, it seems like the swordsman won't use it because the fire will start inside his body. It may be possible because the elves are talented. I've never seen it used by humans.”

“There’s no way I can use something like that here that no one else uses.”

Following Eila's words, I thought about using various methods to manipulate magical power, but there was no way I could use magical energy in the first place.

Aila also seemed to remember that after she said it.

“Hmm, is it a bit difficult? Come to think of it, soul soldiers can't handle magic. I guess I can use already made magic weapons. It must be really hard.”

“That’s right. So you die often...”

'Wait a minute, this is a weapon that's already been made?'

I thought I couldn't do it because I couldn't handle magical power, but after hearing Aela's words, another thought came to mind.

I was thinking wrong.

There was no reason to try to move magical energy that could not be moved with my body.

My artifact was originally intended to be a weapon only.

A weapon of revenge created solely to pierce the heart of an enemy and take their life, as the alchemist collected the souls of angry people.

So it goes without saying that you should not try to use it for other purposes.

Then just do it differently.

Let's throw away the idea that I control the magic power contained in this artifact and think about making a weapon to kill enemies from the beginning with rotating magic power.

A weapon that explodes the moment you pierce its tip, causing further injury.

Think of such a weapon.

'Now, let's make it again from the beginning.'

Soon, as if responding to my thoughts, the magic sword maintained its original form, but only one part changed.

The tip of the sword, about the length of a finger, begins to glow red.

“Success?”

The magic power that was put into the sword by twisting it excessively remains at the tip of the sword.

The magic sword changed its appearance to hurt the enemy in more creative ways as I wanted.

“Huh? what. You know how to do it, right? Is Lee Rim more talented than he looks? The last time you shared a sword with me, you were in pretty good form.”

When I showed the magic sword to Aila, she looked at it for a moment and praised it.

Then, the two of us get close enough to touch the vines of the plant inside the hole and take our positions.

“Now you just have to do the same thing as I did when I shot the bow. Be careful not to let the tip of the sword touch the floor or any other area, and just throw it straight, like a spear, as if an arrow is flying. With that much power, you could finish it in one hit.”

Listening to Aela's words, I aimed my magical sword.

To help me maintain a more accurate posture, Aila comes right behind me and corrects my hand.

“Now, hold your breath.”

A voice coming from my ear.

“Share the movements yourself. With the feeling of throwing it at one, two, three.”

It increases my concentration and I just step back.

'one.'

pull your arm,

'two.'

After taking a step forward,

'three!'

Shoot the sword with all your might.

A stronger magic sword made by following Aela's advice.

The sword containing new power plunges straight into the center of the pit.

        
            The sword penetrated the slime and went in with great force.

And Aela, an elf with better hearing than us, seems to have heard something.

“Oh. I think this will blow up a bit big.”

“Yes?”

As soon as the sword plunges into the pit, Aila puts on the hat attached to her cloak and crouches in place.

Bulging-

A group of slimes that suddenly swell.

It reminds me of what I experienced last time at the demon's castle.

The population of slimes covering Aplesia seemed to be expanding to its limit...

Fuuu!

It exploded with a bright sound.

“Holy shit.”

“Huh? What are you talking about... wow! What, what!”

From the center of the pit, slimes rise high into the sky along with a pillar of fire.

Hearing that sound, Peria, who was writing a contract, turned around and quickly covered herself with her bag.

And I also made a quick decision.

I already feel dirty because of the humidity, but it would be the worst to be caught in a rain of blood-soaked slime like that.

'Then there is only one way.'

“Periaaa!!!”

“Wait, don’t come! If you use me as a shield again, I won’t let you get away with it this time!”

“I’d rather die than suffer from that! And did you just skip it last time? And you’re holding a bag!!!”

I put my arm around Peria’s side, who was holding the bag tightly.

“Kiyat!”

Then, he lifted the entire feria and bag and used them as a shield.

Patter-patter-thump-patter-

Rain of slime falling from the sky.

I think about this while avoiding the red rain, using the bag-carrying Feria as a shield.

I guess I'm going to get hit again, but this time I took it all into account and acted accordingly.

I'd rather just get a few hits and be done with it than feel uncomfortable and go back for hours.

When the rain, which lasted about 10 seconds, ended, the dark green surroundings completely turned into a sea of blood.

“...get down.”

“Yep.”

Peria's cold voice completely stiffened as she hugged the bag, and she carefully put it down, the opposite of when she lifted it with force.

“I have a lot of work to do today, so I’ll see you once I’m done, brother.”

He speaks with a smiling expression that contrasts with his cold voice.

“...Okay.”

'I guess I didn't think well.'

If I were to just get hit now and be done with it, it wouldn't matter, but if it goes on like this, I don't know how I'm going to get hit when I go back, so I'm getting scared like this.

“Ugh! The smell is so bad! Before I left, I forgot to wash my cloak, so I secretly took my sisters' cloak with me. I'm going to be in big trouble when I get back because they say it stinks.”

'I'm so jealous of that.'

When Eila feels that the rain of slime has stopped, she takes off her cloak and shakes off the slime. The cloak is waterproof and there are no traces of wetness.

“Irim, please hold on to the end here.”

“Okay. I'm going to catch it, so let's push it in carefully. Looks like they're asking me too.”

Erilla must have been having trouble removing the slime that kept sticking to the cloak on her own, so she asked me to hold the other side of the cloak.

Bang- Bang-

After that, we both grabbed the cape, put our arms together, and snapped at the same time! And I pulled it, and with each pull, the slimes started flying into the air.

After shaking off all the slime, Eila praised me after seeing the remnants of my skill, the slime exploding in all directions and the remains of a huge burning plant in the pit.

“The firepower was a bit strong, but Lee Rim still did better than expected. It's unexpected, isn't it? This is a skill that requires a good weapon and good sense. Even if you have this level of skill, you can beat most people!”

Although Aila praises it, I feel it is a bit lacking.

An opponent who throws a sword like that would be like a plant rooted on the ground, and with my vague throwing skills, which I usually throw axes at, ordinary mercenaries would naturally bounce or dodge.

“Someone has to accept it. Those who fight a little dodge or bounce off all the weapons I throw at them.”

“Why are you thinking of throwing it? You can fight with that.”

Ayla looks at me with an expression of not understanding.

“You want me to fight with that? If it explodes while holding it, wouldn't it be dangerous for me too?”

“Of course, that’s true. We also don't use that technology carelessly. It is a very sensitive and meticulous skill, so unless the weapon is very good, it will explode if you touch it, so I don't dare to fight with it, so I just end up shooting it with an arrow. In addition, it is a technique that can overcome the opponent a bit.”

“Did you say that knowingly?”

I am dumbfounded by her words.

“So, Lee Rim is good at weapons. And it's not like it can just generate that kind of firepower. You can use it separately depending on the situation. Rather, it has to be that way, right? First, get the sword from the pit.”

Rather than blindly denying what Ayla said, I decided to follow what she said.

With Eila holding the rope, go down into the pit.

All the slimes inside the pit flew away, so the pit became empty for a moment and the bottom was visible.

And there, after the first explosion, was the remains of a plant the size of a baseball field, burning vigorously.

The flames were extinguished when the slimes began to go back into the hole where the plant was, but the flames still remained in the center of the completely burned, unrecognizable giant flower.

And of course, the magic sword is stuck in the middle without any scratches.

When I pulled out the sword, the remaining flames completely disappeared, and the magic sword still had a red tip.

As soon as this plant called Aplesia was pierced by my sword, it didn't miss the opportunity and immediately bit into it with its teeth. It was holding the sword so tightly that I had to use some strength to break its teeth and barely be able to pull out the sword.

As I climb up the pit to avoid the slime that comes flooding back with the sword, Eila extends her arms.

“Now, catch it!”

“Thank you.”

And as soon as I finished climbing the pit, Aila told me to use the sword.

“Did you bring it? Then, in that state, stab one of the slimes here.”

As Ayla said, I stabbed a nearby blood slime, and the slime exploded with a small cracking sound and a small flame.

“Did you see it? The power of this varies in proportion to the magical power the opponent has. The sword's power can only be exerted if the tip of the sword touches it precisely. The Aplesia grows by absorbing all the magic power of the ley lines here, so it exploded extremely large. Normally, unless you pierce something like a magic tank that contains so much magic power that it starts to flutter, a flame like before will not form. If you fight an ordinary opponent, you won't end up with a flame that will eat Lee Rim, right? As long as you don't stab magical creatures that are magical creatures themselves. Still, it's pretty good at making the other person picky.”

'I guess that's what they meant by dividing by situation.'

If so, it might be a very good technique for everyday use.

If I use it incorrectly, even I can be engulfed in flames, but normally it doesn't produce that much fire power, and it is said that this plant's case is special.

“And of course there is a way to deal with this. Earlier, I told you to move your magic while imagining rotating it, right?”

“That’s right.”

“An opponent with a good sense will notice what state the weapon is in and rotate his magic in the opposite direction before the weapon collides. Then the explosion will be canceled.”

“Oh, that’s what it was.”

Now we know the general features of this technology.

The firepower increases in proportion to the magical power of the opponent. The stronger the magical power, the stronger the explosion occurs, but if the magical energy is low, there is no significant damage.

Just looking at the difficulty of the technique, it is a technique that can only be defeated by an opponent who does not know how to respond, but there is a high probability that it will not work against an opponent with a fairly good sense.

'Well, there's no need to just think about killing the other person with this. Let's just say there's one more card hidden away. Since it's a different weapon from the magic sword... can I call it an explosion sword?'

It feels like a skill that could be harmful if not used at the right time, but it still seems to be a good skill that can easily make the opponent nervous if used in the right way.

“Oppa. Stop and come here quickly. I think I found it.”

Meanwhile, Peria, who was looking at the slimes with a lantern, calls me.

Looking at the area Peria was pointing to, I saw a place where translucent slimes were scattered across the floor and returning to the pit.

“Oh, I guess this is it.”

“I think so. I'll be holding the lantern. Would you like to bring a shovel and try digging? Bring your pocket too.”

He takes out a shovel and a bag from a bag that was once yellow, covered in blood, and has now turned red.

After that, insert the shovel into the empty center of the slime pool.

Mulkyung-

As I scoop up the shovel, a small transparent slime lands exactly on top of the shovel.

Peria, who saw that, smiled brightly and said.

“It’s like a water drop rice cake.”

“What is that?”

“Was it formerly the Empire? There is an expensive store that specializes in sweet foods, and my teacher bought it there once. I really enjoyed it.”

"It’s rice cake, I suddenly want to eat it so much."

I normally didn't like it, but it's been so long since I haven't eaten it that I want to eat it.

It might be similar to what comes to mind when you think of foods like kimchi or red pepper paste in foreign countries.

As I was appetizing along with Peria, she told me to lick the slime.

“Oppa, why don’t you lick it? Aren’t you clean now because you haven’t even eaten blood?”

“Is that so? But it looks similar, it's just slime. I don't really want to eat it.”

“No, who told you to eat it? I just told him to lick it. But I'm just saying this, but I'm really thinking about eating it. You are truly amazing. Who eats things like slime?”

I wondered what he was talking about, and it seemed like he was just being playful as usual.

However, Eila, who heard the sound, shook off her cloak, took the transparent slime from Peria, and put it to her mouth.

“This is delicious.”

“Oh! wait for a sec! Don’t eat it!”

Hororok-

Aila drank the slime in an instant after that.

        
            “Oh my god.”

Peria, who saw this, became tearful and got angry at Aila.

“Why eat that! You have to find it again! There might not be one!”

“It’s okay, it’s okay. I was wondering what you were talking about and it turned out to be honey slimes? There are a lot of these in my neighborhood. Since it is near the plant Aplesia, there must be a few of them.”

Aila said that and then went here and there and quickly found a place where there were transparent slimes.

“Originally, there are two types of slimes that live here: blood slimes that eat corpses from under these flowers, and transparent slimes that move honey and pollen.”

Eila's explanation was different from what we heard from Morsling.

'It was not one, but two entities.'

“Huh? what. Then it's not a newborn slime?”

“Yes. These are honey slimes. It seems that humans classify slime by type, but the truth is different. Depending on what you eat first, the food you eat for the rest of your life is determined, but there is a slime in each house that is in a state where it has not eaten anything before that decision is made. Take it out from there and increase the number.”

‘What kind of hen is it? 'There are all of them.'

According to the elf Eila, slimes have a more amazing ecology than we thought.

The research that Morsling worked on is only a piece of information that has not been seen in its entirety, and when he hears about this, he may become more active in wanting to do the research again.

And Peria also heard the story from Aila and realized that the slime she was looking for was the hen-like slime that Aila had mentioned, so she added a condition to the transaction that was not yet completed.

“Then, can I bring you some of that newborn slime? I’ll give you my hair.”

“Sure. So shall we meet here in 4 days?”

“Yes. It's nice that the elf sister is kind.”

Peria now completely let down her defensive posture and followed Aila.

Well, if they are this friendly, it would be even more strange to refuse them. Aila has a very refreshing personality.

After completing the transaction, Peria picked up a piece of transparent slime and sucked it like Eila. She rolled up her sleeves to see if it was delicious.

“Then I guess I should take the remaining slimes. It's delicious. I have to take it and share it.”

Peria just picked up the shovel and started scooping up all the slime from the places Aila told her about and putting it into her bag.

When I saw that, I briefly thought about eating the slime, but I didn't have the courage to see the slime moving slowly to escape even when it was standing on my hand.

So I asked Peria instead.

“What on earth does it taste like?”

“You’ll know right away when you try it, right?”

“No, that's... there's something called squeamishness. Please tell me instead.”

“Um... what should I say? It's sweet... Ah! The moment you eat it, does it feel like sugar is moving around in your body instead of blood?”

“Isn’t that just a symptom of diabetes?”

“So, rather than a taste in your mouth, it's a feeling of your whole body becoming cool and sweet.”

“When you say that, it seems like the slime wasn't even digested and just spread through your blood vessels. It’s gross, I don’t want to eat it.”

“What do you say? He asked me to tell him, so I told him, and if he doesn't want to eat it, he'll give it to me. Because I’m going to put it in.”

After that, Peria catches all the other transparent slimes she can see, including the slime in my hand. It's almost at the level of overfishing.

In the meantime, Aila completely shook off the debris from her cloak, prepared to move again, and greeted me.

“Then Lee Rim. See you later. Now that I've finished my mission, I have to come back.”

“Of course. Thank you. Because it’s important to Peria.”

“Well, the thing overflowing is slime. Oh, and where does Lee Rim live?”

“Me? It's a village to the south from here. But why?”

'Why am I suddenly curious about that?'

“I've been thinking about it for a while, and in addition to the human hair over there, I need to get Irim's hair, but Irim keeps dying. At that time, they said that I would be given a vacation for a while after this job was over. So, in order to watch the humans I haven't been able to see for a while, I would like to have Lee Rim by my side and teach me how to fight.”

“Really? Well, that's good for me.”

Aila said that she gave me an unexpected favor other than Peria.

‘An elf swordsman personally teaches me how to fight. 'This is my first time hearing something like this.'

It's a good thing for me, but I have one thing to worry about.

“But how are you going to get there? The elves are our enemies, so they will try to catch us before we even enter the city.”

“It’s okay. There is a way.”

After saying that, Eila begins to recite the spell.

Wolf, don't show your teeth in the dark.

Blend quietly and smile in the crowd of your prey.

Then there will come a time of opportunity when even the moonlight disappears.

-Mimi Cry.

'The spell is incredibly creepy.'

After shouting the spell, Aila stroked her ear and spread her arms towards me.

“Ta-da! It's over!”

“Where are you looking?”

To me, the long ears, unlike humans, are still visible.

“I memorized the spell in front of Lee Rim, so it didn’t work on Lee Rim. Would you like to call that girl over there?”

“Feria. Look over here.”

When I followed Eila's words and called Peria, Peria was surprised to see that Eila's ears looked different.

“Huh? Huh? what. Your ears have become the same as ours?”

“Oh, that was it.”

Maybe he looks like an ordinary person to other people who haven't seen him in person.

The only difference between elves and humans is that elves tend to be beautiful on average and have long ears, so although they may attract some attention, there is no need to worry about being caught with ears like that.

“Ah, but I can feel my ears in the air. that's interesting. This is the magic of the elves that I only heard about.”

Peria touches Eila's ear. However, it seems as if it is invisible to the eye, so my hand goes astray once in a while.

“If you have this, you can move around without any worries even among humans. When it's time for vacation, there are many sisters who use this to go to places where humans live and rest. The place we live is so quiet. It's not fun.”

It's a casual story, but it's also a creepier story than you might think.

It means that the elves, who are hostile to each other, are casually walking among the humans.

“Am I doing something like a spy with that?”

I'm asking just in case.

“We don’t really care about humans, so we don’t really care? The reason they attack humans is because they keep coming into the forest to cut down trees, so they attack once in a while to give a loud warning. Although we occasionally attack, we don't come to your village to kill everyone.”

'Then that's a relief.'

To be honest, I doubt whether I should believe it, but even if it is a lie, there is no way to stop it.

And I've never heard of an elf coming into the city and killing anyone, so I don't think I need to worry about it.

Ayla tightened the laces on her slightly loose boots and made preparations to leave before making an appointment.

“Then, see you here in 4 days. No, there is no need for that. Anyway, both of our business here is over. I'll go to your village.”

“Sure. So, if you come in through the north gate, there is a square at the intersection, right? See you there.”

“Yes. Then do that and I will go first. Hello pretty girl~!”

“Goodbye, elf sister. Don’t forget the slime.”

Eila pulls out a rather large tooth from the wreckage of Aplesia and walks back in the direction she first saw it.

“Are you done? Now let’s go back too.”

“Yes. Now put this in your bag.”

Before I knew it, Peria was full, so I tied the squishy bag tightly and put it in the bag.

“Shall we go now? Oh right. I need to try this.”

As I was thinking of heading back quickly, I remembered the medicine Morsling had entrusted me with and took it out.

“The medicine that guy made? Honestly, I look anxious.”

“What do you think? I already promised to try it out, so what's the big deal?”

When I opened the cap of the syringe, which looked like a ballpoint pen, a needle came out.

I thought it was just the name because it was called a syringe, but it looks exactly like a real syringe needle.

I thought it was fascinating, but Peria told me the truth.

“This is made from the snout of a wetland mosquito. They stick it in your head and suck out your brain fluid. Ugh. It’s creepy.”

“Hey Mr. Lee, why did you tell me that? Suddenly I feel dirtier.”

I found out information I didn't really want to know.

“Actually, I told you on purpose to make you feel that way. And you don't know any of this common sense, but I, the smart one, should tell you.”

“Damn... I'll try it anyway.”

Feeling uncomfortable, I stick the syringe into my arm.

Chak-

“How about it? What do you feel?”

“Okay. I'm not sure... ah.”

After administering the medicine, the two of them started walking together, and their bodies began to feel incredibly energized.

Somehow, unfounded confidence.

The will to be fulfilled.

Now I feel like I can do things I couldn't normally do.

“Wow!”

Like Peria did earlier, do a somersault in place and land on one arm.

“Wow! Is that it? Is it huge? Although it’s worse than me.”

“Heh. Look carefully. It doesn’t end here.”

Peria is surprised, but I am confident that my strength will not end here. So I thought, let’s do something even greater.

“sum!”

The moment I jumped up again with one arm, this time trying to support myself with three fingers-

Pop!

The finger came out with a sound.

“Quick! Oppa's fingers! It's broken! finger! I must be crazy. Could that be possible?”

“Oh, it’s broken.”

Three fingers were completely bent back. My physical ability has improved, but there seems to be a limit.

Still, I don't feel any pain, but I think it might be more useful than I thought.

Rather, the broken finger feels like it's not a big deal because the positive feeling continues.

“Are you okay? Doesn’t it hurt?”

Feria comes over and cares about my fingers.

“Yes. It has a pain-relieving effect. This is good, but I need to ask for some.”

“Really? Well then, let’s put it back since it’s ugly.”

Okay!

Peria turns her finger, which was bent in the opposite direction, to the correct position, but a strange sound is heard.

The finger was restored to its original horizontal position.

“...If I go to the resuscitation center, it will be okay, right?”

“Maybe? It's okay, so let's go back quickly. Get on my shoulder.”

Peria looked up at me cautiously, her eyes filled with apology, but she didn't feel anything.

Rather, there is no pain and it feels like my body is flying.

At this moment, I just keep boiling over in the thought that I can accomplish anything.

Rather, he tells you to get on the Feria.

“Really? No need to drop it off later? And it really doesn’t hurt, right?”

“No problem.”

“Why is your tone like this again? Anyway, is it going up?”

Ride a feria on top of the bag and make a thirsty horse.

However, my body is so light that I think it would be possible to run to the village like this. No, it is possible. Now I feel strongly that I can do anything.

“Good. Let’s go!”

“Wow wow! Is this really happening? Hahahaha!”

He holds on tightly to the legs of Peria, who is on his shoulder, and runs straight ahead. At this rate, it will likely arrive in less than an hour.

        
            Under the shadow of the wall on the farthest outskirts of Grace Estate.

A man is surrounded by several animals.

A small hummingbird, a grumpy wild dog wandering the wilderness, a dew mouse living in the forest, etc.

Small animals that normally do not gather in one place, living in forests, fields, and cities holding their breath, were approaching the man one after another and having their heads stroked.

“I see. Have you finally found the right talent?”

The animals all had red eyes in common.

They are all men's familiars.

All the beasts are disposable beasts that spread widely around this Grace territory and gather information for him without being able to eat them.

When the man strokes the beasts' heads, their red eyes glow even brighter, and they hand over all the information to the man, and then, with a nod, they fall down and die.

He does the same thing to all 20 or more animals and then looks into the shadow of the wall.

“Come closer.”

Soon, a person wearing a robe jumped out from within the shadows.

“Meet Agoni, the leader of the Immortal Institute.”

The man didn't care about his greeting and got straight to the point.

“How much control is this branch?”

“It’s still about 1/3.”

“Slow. Why? You must have had enough money.”

The man poured an enormous amount of money, approximately 10,000 gold, to stabilize his branch in Grace Territory, the second largest city in this kingdom.

However, the progress is still only 1/3.

I couldn't understand why they were having such a difficult time even though they were just controlling the back alleys.

“... The influential figures here commonly claim that they cannot betray the Gaia Church and its commander. So the only thing we were able to negotiate was the smuggling route through the second-tier organizations and a few buildings to the west.”

“Even if the Church of Gaia is like that, did it mention the corps commander?”

Agoni, the leader of the Immortal Organization, began to encroach on the back alleys of the small cities of the Kingdom Alliance by pouring out treasures and lure customers to the back alleys to increase the number of chess pieces.

He has dealt with various circles and guilds that can be said to be the rulers of the back alleys of the area. Their common characteristic is that although they have various nobles, wizards, and the Church of Gaia as their backbenchers, they have the last remaining pride, and they use that pride as overwhelming money. By attacking them, he was able to lure them into his territory.

So, he was able to control all the humans so far with money, and this city, which is only a little larger in size and has less economic power than other cities because it is a fortress city to deal with other races, cannot be conquered in the same way as before. I couldn't figure out why.

“I don’t understand. After all, isn't a corps commander from a noble family? The humans in the slums are so loyal to him.”

“To be precise, he is saying that he will not do anything that catches his eye, even if it means death. It is said that the corps commander is very obsessed with this area, Grace territory, which is his area of control, so the moment it catches his eye, everything, regardless of whether it is a back alley, can be blown away.”

Agoni began to worry.

'I want to get my hands on that soul bottle somehow. In order to do that, it will be easier if the influence of this region increases accordingly...'

“Is there any special information about the corps commander? For example, his weaknesses.”

He decided to negotiate with the corps commander who said they were so afraid.

It was a decision he made because he thought it was absolutely necessary to realize the plan he wanted anyway.

“ Speaking of the corps commander's weakness, the story I just heard is that the corps commander who went on an expedition had his arm cut off.”

“The corps commander here was Helias. Helias Sign Thion. Helias the undefeated. It’s an interesting title. But if your arm is cut off, isn’t it possible for the Gaia Church to provide sufficient treatment?”

“Yes. Normally, yes. However, even in the Gaia Church, it is said that the commander's arm was impossible to treat. It was said that the weapon used by his opponent, the Minotaur, inflicted fatal wounds on him, and as soon as he confirmed it, he was cursed so badly that he ended up amputating his arm.”

Agoni listens to his words, thinks for a while, decides on something, and gives an order.

“... Okay. There must be an agent here, Raines.”

“Yes. Yes.”

“First, I negotiate with the corps commander regarding the soul disease. After that, I'll be leaving because I have other business to attend to, so put Raines in constant contact with the guys I ended negotiations with.”

“Yes.”

After answering, the man in the robe disappeared into the shadows again and Agoni also stood up.

All that remained around him were the corpses of animals.

“Oops, I have to clean up after myself.”

Perfect!

When he snapped his fingers, the animals' bodies caught fire, and within a few seconds, they were all completely destroyed.

“Then, let me prepare too.”

Soon, only black ash was staining the bench where Agoni had left.

-------------------------------

“My fingers hurt.”

“Of course it will hurt. Somehow I thought it would be like this later.”

As Peria and I returned to the castle and stopped by Morsling's Asylum, the medicine's effectiveness ran out.

“I wonder why I did that.”

“I was clearly worried? Because this is all your responsibility.”

Fractures really hurt. Anyone who can ignore pain and move is probably insane.

So I learned once again how great the drug is.

In exchange for three fingers.

In the end, with tears in my eyes, I went to the resuscitation center with Feria and came back with a bandage on my finger.

It was a bonus to go and meet Linai. And when Linai heard why I was hurt, she got quietly angry.

[...From now on, if I tell you that you die or break something while doing such a reckless thing, will you be angry?]

Maybe it's because I got scolded, but I feel depressed. Or it could be the effect of the medicine.

It was only after Peria and I received treatment at the resuscitation center that we began to see the surroundings.

The surrounding area was crowded with people.

“Wow. I heard people were coming, but have this many people already come? Are these all people who came to see Deshade?”

“I see? I didn't know it would go this far beyond what I expected.”

A space has been set up near the resuscitation center where you can meet Deshade, but the unit is a bit noisy, perhaps because wizards and alchemists are visiting.

“Please follow the controls!”

“We will take a break for 30 minutes from now on! Everyone, please stop asking questions!”

This isn't some kind of idol or fan meeting, but it seems like there are a ton of people who came to see Deshade.

I think Thistle is probably having a hard time, but I don't want to get caught up in it and help Deshade, so I hurry out.

As I passed through the crowds and headed toward the supply area, it got quieter and quieter, so I felt a little better.

After that, Peria saw the people gathered around and said that she was planning to go to the guild first and then open a business with the people and left.

Then, I opened the door to the supply area by myself and went in, only Ennin was there.

“Welcome. Was the matter resolved well?”

“To what extent? But what are you doing?”

Enin was holding a black suit that looked like a vest. This is an interesting piece of clothing in that the material is slightly shiny.

“They said it was a new armor made by engineers in the back. Please try it and let me know your review. Would you like to try it on? Hwarim asked for some ingredients he wanted to get and was about to leave the base when this came in.”

When I looked at it, it turned out to be a piece of armor.

Looking at the shine, I could roughly guess the material, but seeing the black vest made of demonic beast leather instead of the usual iron breastplate gave me a new feeling.

However, at first glance, it doesn't look as good as a breastplate, but Enin gave me a vest, so I took it and tried it on.

“First of all, it’s good because it’s light, but the defensive ability doesn’t seem that good?”

“Wait a minute. Just in case, you can put this in there.”

As I put on the vest and lightly jumped in place, Enin put another iron plate inside. It appears to be an iron plate to prevent accidents.

Enin then made me stand in front of him and began to loosen his knuckles, making a popping sound.

“It is said to be armor made from the leather of the Black Serpent. So, shall we try it right away?”

“While wearing it?”

“Yes. If you just leave it standing in the air, you won't know how much of an impact it will actually take.”

“I guess so.”

Enin picks up the dagger he was preparing lying on the desk and stabs the solar plexus.

I tried poking it gently just in case, but no matter how much force I applied, there wasn't even a scratch.

“Can I make it a little louder?”

“I think so. It doesn't look like it can be broken through with any amount of force. Then, without hesitation. Breathe!”

Enin suddenly pulls his arm back.

At that moment, I remembered Enin holding an anvil and swinging it.

I thought to myself that maybe he wouldn't try to stab me with all his might, but seeing the strength packed into those slender arms made me break into a cold sweat.

“Sleep...!”

bang!

Cheer up!

The dagger that had been stabbed with all its might was shattered, and it looked like Enin had stuck it in with his fist.

“Wow, I thought I was going to die.”

“As expected, I expected it after hearing the material, but it seems to really absorb shock to some extent as I heard. I heard that black serpents live in rocky areas, and their leather absorbs shock so they don't fall to their deaths. Something better than expected arrived.”

Surprisingly, I thought it was over without much shock and took out the iron plate inside.

By the way, Ennin doesn't seem to think about anything else when conducting these experiments or handling the equipment.

'It was dangerous.'

Patter-patter-

The iron plate he was holding at that moment fell into pieces, probably because it had received the impact of the Serpent Armor from both the front and back.

When I see that, I feel a little chill in my back and ask Enin what happened.

“... The steel plate is completely broken into pieces?”

“Ah... I guess I hit him a little hard. sorry. It was meant to be something to keep in mind, but since it was new armor, it seems like it took more strength.”

'You really almost died, right?'

If it weren't for that new armor, I might have died completely and gone to the resuscitation center.

There were no knife marks on the outside of the armor, but the iron plates on the inside were not crumpled but shattered.

Enin probably doesn't use magical power, but he seems to know extremely well how to use his power well. This may be a natural talent.

I was a little jealous of the armor that could withstand Enin's attacks.

“It’s really good, but it’s a waste. It looks expensive just by looking at it, but it looks difficult for us to use, right?”

“First, we should call a driver and conduct another experiment. They say that even if you can block such a strong impact, it doesn't mean much if you can't block a weapon loaded with magical power. And since we are all knights in the end, appearance is important, so there are many pieces of equipment that have been used and then rejected. I'm worried that many people will say they don't want to wear this the moment they hear the material. It's armor made with great effort in the rear.”

“The knights are full. Don't worry about how you look.”

As for me, I feel like I would wear armor with horns or straps as long as it had good defensive capabilities, but it seems that appearance is more important to knights than anything else.

'... Still, I don't think I can wear string armor.'

When I thought about it again, I thought that might be a little difficult.

First, I took off the coveted armor and returned it to Enin and asked her any questions.

“But isn’t the amount of material obtained from this material limited to some irregular periods?”

“Yes, but. Right now, it is said that a large number of Black Serpents were found in a lake on a mountain near here, and adventurers killed them and delivered them, so the quantity is large.”

'It's not just any freshwater eel, it's full of demonic beasts that can make human armor.'

The fact that the material of this new type of armor shows this level of performance means that it is full of demons with this type of leather.

No matter how much I think about it, I think it's a very difficult terrain to survive in.

Of course, since the adventurers have built all the magical beasts, continuous supply may be expected only if this is adopted as armor.

“But the drivers are really full. Some people can’t use it because they don’t have any.”

The performance looks really good, but it's a shame it's not my product.

I pray that you come to us because you don't want to wear it.

Since they are knights, they obviously don't want to wear things like the skin of demon beasts, so there won't be any opportunities.

Enin organized the armor and swept up the broken iron plates with a broom and told me the sudden news.

“Oh, and speaking of knights, it occurred to me that the Black Yaks, a coalition of Minotaurs that had invaded the castle, had been wiped out. So, it looks like the commander and knights will arrive first around the day after tomorrow.”

“Really? Then the backlog will be taken care of.”

“That’s right. I think that issues that are difficult to handle directly unless you are the corps commander and the treatment of General Terraim will probably be clearly decided. I think I'll also be doing a discussion about the castle of the dream demon and stopping the devil's descent. However, although it is still just a rumor, there is some bad news.”

“What is it?”

“There is a rumor that the corps commander had his arm cut off.”

        
            The return of the corps commander.

It is said that the corps commander, as if living up to his second name of undefeated, linked up with the soldiers inside the castle and completely destroyed the Minotaur Federation through his possessed command.

The victory itself was perfect.

What had to be protected was clearly protected, and the northern part of the kingdom union that the Minotaurs had invaded would be restored in less than a month by the remaining soldiers of the 1st and 2nd Corps.

But now people have no choice but to feel uneasy about that title.

Waaa-

The wide open castle gate welcomes the returning commander and knights, and the people shout in celebration of their return and victory.

The controlled thoroughfare that starts from the northern castle gate continues all the way to the barracks, and those who have returned enter proudly, receiving a baptism of pollen from people through the wide thoroughfare.

For the people living in the southern part of the kingdom union, including the Grace domain, the quick return of the corps commander is welcome as they agree that no one can replace him, but today, mixed with cheers, uneasy conversations can be heard.

“Oh my god, the rumor was true...”

“Was it true that Commander Helias’ arm was cut off?”

“What should we do if other races invade now? If a group of different races comes again, can they fight with arms like that?”

“Fools, even if the corps commander had his arm cut off, would that alone be enough to cause the city to fall? There is a knighthood. The knights of the 3rd corps that the corps commander collected.”

“What are you going to do if giants or other races with giant demonic beasts that even the knights can't handle attack? I have no one to deal with such huge guys other than the corps commander, but thinking about the corps commander looking like that now makes me a little anxious.”

“From what I heard, the time for holding arms has passed. So is it really over?”

“Stop talking like a beggar. Even if you don't have one arm, you wouldn't have that skill. And these days, isn’t it said that wizards are good at prosthetic hands and legs? We can't touch it because it's expensive.”

“You are the stupid one. Don’t you know what it means that the Gaia Church was unable to use recovery magic in time? It looks like a curse type, but if the curse is severe, you can't wear a prosthetic hand or anything.”

Since there were only a few soldiers remaining in the castle, disturbing sounds passed through the back of my head in an instant as I was in the ranks controlling the main street with spears in hand.

And with all that noise behind me, I finally began to see the corps commander coming in from afar, making improvements.

The person riding in from the front on a black warhorse is Legion Commander Helias Sain Thion.

And behind him was General Bulterion, who faithfully followed his words.

The corps commander covers his severed arm with a cape while on horseback, but anyone can tell that he has no arm.

The corps commander, who drives the horse while holding the reins with only one arm, looks confident as if he does not care about the missing arm, but people still whisper of anxiety.

Helias Sain Tion, the undefeated commander of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom's Allied Forces.

He is a man who reigned for a long time as an absolute human powerhouse in charge of one of the front lines of the Kingdom Union.

The reason why he received the somewhat arrogant title of undefeated is because one of the important reasons why the kingdom did not fall is due to this corps commander.

He avoided friction with elves as much as possible, and although there were many enemies of various races, orcs, and others, he was a person who ran around the battlefield and slaughtered the strong, especially in all-out wars with demons.

Since the enemies that the corps commander faced alone were enemies that could only be dealt with by clinging to one or two special knights at the risk of mutual destruction, the power he preserved could be said to be at least 1/3 of the knights who are the foundation of the kingdom. all.

In addition, in the early days of the war, when other nobles were pushed back and fled to the capital, abandoning their people in this Grace territory, it was this man who quickly and boldly led the people to move to a new territory and strengthen the defensive wall.

So, even though people are anxious, they only believe in the corps commander and follow his requests without any complaints.

Because they know that what he does is to bring them peace of mind.

But he came back with his arm cut off.

He was so skilled in both fighting and tactics that he earned the title of undefeated, and was even called a hero by people, but his arm was cut off.

In fact, it is said that the tactics he devised in the royal castle played a major role, inflicting damage that was close to annihilation of the Minotaurs.

After waiting for the soul soldiers to arrive, he had them all heavily armed and made an unreasonable charge, dividing the leader of the Minotaur and the soldiers under him, and then, with himself at the center, escorted by the commanders of the 1st and 2nd corps, he faced the leader and the guards head-on. It was a tactic to destroy the morale of the Federation by confronting and killing them, and to cause confusion by attacking the unity gathered by one strong person, a fatal weakness of the Federation of different races, although it was somewhat ignorant.

Even though he is old, he personally showed that the majesty of his title has not yet died.

But that doesn't matter to people.

The important thing is that although he is undefeated, he may have won the fight, but the fact that his arm was cut off means that he was on the verge of defeat and that his chances of losing in the future have increased.

As the corps commander slowly approached and the volume of the voices of those who were talking loudly died down, I was finally able to speak to Enin.

“Didn’t they say that a high priest of the Gaia Church could attach a fallen head, let alone a severed arm?”

He looks at the corps commander wearing his ceremonial attire and holding a spear, and asks Enin next to him why the healing magic didn't work.

Healing magic is the only way to repair any significant damage if you pay enough treatment fees. In particular, the Gaia Church's healing magic is said to be so great that it is difficult for other churches in the empire to match it.

I am very curious about the situation in which the Gaia Church possesses such technology, but the corps commander is in such danger that he ends up like that.

In response to my question, Enin told me exactly what he had heard at the informal military conference held just before the corps commander arrived.

“The corps commander faced off against some of the most powerful Minotaurs, and I think the weapon he used was an ax with a serious curse engraved on it. It is said that it had an impact and that the fight lasted for over an hour, so he missed the time to receive treatment with Haeju.”

“Even though there were three corps commanders, we fought for over an hour... It's really scary.”

The corps commander was also a corps commander, but the guy who united the Minotaur tribe also seemed to be a cool guy.

While I was thinking about this and unconsciously following the words passing by, I made eye contact with the corps commander.

His gaze may have been intentionally spreading his gaze evenly to those around him to let them know that he was alive and well, but at the same time he was trying to check people's reactions, but by chance they ended up staring at each other.

But when I looked into his eyes, I realized it wasn't just a glance.

'You're looking at me like you're looking for something.'

The corps commander's eyes continued to search, as if he was looking for something.

It took less than 5 seconds for each person to keep turning their head in front of so many people.

He was looking at me for a moment, trying to figure out the other person's skills. In the moment when we met, he looked at me as if he was scanning in an instant, and then turned his head.

“Did you see it?”

As soon as the corps commander passes by, Master speaks to him.

“Well, I was watching. We made eye contact.”

“Besides that, what level of skill do you think that corps commander will display now?”

'Oh, you were doing that again.'

Master has one habit.

The habit of measuring the other person's capabilities and finding out how strong he or she is.

Master was already exploring the skills of the corps commander whose arm was cut off.

Think carefully about your vague answer to what she said and then give it back.

“The commander of the corps... From what I remember, he was ambidextrous and skillfully used the sword with either his left or right arm.”

He is an old man over 70 years old.

However, what makes him unrivaled by anyone is the feats he has accumulated over the years, and the overflowing magic contained in the huge vessel of his soul that was created step by step through those feats, is the foundation that has made him undefeated while fighting against various opponents even to this day. will be.

But its true value is different. No matter how old he was, his soul would not have been large from the beginning.

The swordsmanship that allowed him to achieve a lifetime of feats.

His unorthodox swordsmanship, in which he continuously changes the hand holding the sword and relentlessly attacks the enemy, has allowed him to reach his current position.

“Now that his arm has been cut off, it would be difficult to reproduce the swordsmanship he normally used. If they attack without thinking, I'd like to have their heads cut off and get caught at the castle gate, just like before, but now it might be difficult when the demons are the commander of the army.”

If it's a really strong guy, it would take at least one knight corps dedicated to confronting it, but if our corps commander doesn't handle it properly, the damage will be greater elsewhere.

I thought there would be no more demons coming for the time being, but if this news reached the demon territory, they might try to start another war.

“Returning to the unit!”

In the meantime, the short improvement event is over and we return to the unit.

Immediately after the military parade is over, there is a meeting to handle important agenda items and report on what has happened.

Enin gathers the documents he had prepared in advance and stands in front of the door.

“Then, I will go to the meeting.”

“Yes. But can I not follow you?”

“It’s okay. Unless it is a general meeting like last time, it is customary to hold the meeting without the deputies present. And I think it will be long because I will probably be doing non-gong sales as well. Lee Rim, please just welcome those who come.”

“Okay, come back.”

After Enin left for the meeting, I had some free time.

I was told to wait because I didn't know who might come, but since all the people who had business to do would be in the conference room in the first place, there was virtually nothing to do.

So, in order to train with my teacher, which I had put off yesterday, I wanted to show him the techniques I learned from Eila.

After standing there holding the spear for quite a long time, I relaxed my stiff body and spoke to my teacher.

“Master, should I call it a new technology? I now have a useful skill.”

“Hmm? Technology?”

“Yes. It's hard to explain in words, but I'll show you.”

“Technology. Are you talking about the strange behavior you showed me once again?”

Master's words reminded me of a situation like this that had happened several times before.

However, these are things I showed off to my teacher by saying that I developed them on my own, as I did not yet know how to use a sword.

Now that I think about it, they were strange sword techniques that were close to black history, and would take more than one notebook to write down, if only to write down the gaps.

I remembered that I hadn't practiced swordsmanship for a while because the teacher also laughed when he saw those swordsmanship techniques and brought a sword to destroy them all.

“Uh... I don't think that's the case this time.”

“He’s saying this even after being put in that situation, so don’t look forward to it. There’s nothing to do, so I’ll just watch.”

Master, like me, had nothing else to do, so he accepted.

So, I made a magic sword and held it, and Master took Estark and headed to the yard behind the supply center.

        
            I don't know if the plant called Aplesia also had a soul, but it seems that the magic power was steadily accumulated in the artifact, and the magic sword became a little thicker.

Holding that magic sword, I recall what I did with Aela and transform the sword.

'Explosive sword.'

The sword is the key.

Creates a sword that responds to the opponent's magical power and causes corresponding damage.

Soon, a red light began to glow from the tip of the straight sword.

The teacher who saw it misunderstood the external appearance of the red light at the tip as magical energy embodied as a sword.

“Hmm... The magic power is now revealed outside the sword. Until now, it only felt like a gray sword. However, it does not seem meaningful to the extent that a little bit is revealed at the tip of the sword. Anyway, wasn't the previous sword, the magic sword, already in good condition compared to other knights' swords?”

“There won’t be much difference in intensity.”

Well, the internal structure has changed, but if you just look at it this way, it doesn't seem to be special compared to the knights who created the sword.

Rather, unlike the swords of knights whose swords cover the entire body of the sword, if you look at the appearance of the sword I am holding, it appears to contain magical energy only at the tip, and that is simply red magical energy. It looks as if magical energy was infused into the spear, not the sword. will be.

Still, you have to be careful not to be noticed by others.

I explain the true value of this sword to the teacher.

“This red light is a bit different from the knights' sword. It's a good technique to catch you off guard a little.”

After saying that, I pointed the tip of the red-colored sword towards the iron plate placed on the scarecrow that was erected for equipment maintenance.

bang!

As soon as the rotating magic power hits the scarecrow, it explodes and the iron plate flies high.

The iron plate was originally made to test the strength of magic defense and contains a very small amount of magical energy.

Of course, as soon as it touched the sword, the magic contained within burst out.

“Hoo. I don't know what the principle is, but as I said, this seems like a good way to catch people off guard. You can see the principle, so if you deal with it carefully, it may be possible to destroy it, but the only way to avoid the first attack is to blindly attack it. Did you think of it yourself?”

Seeing the teacher's interest, I thought it was a good idea to show him.

So I excitedly explained the whole story.

“No, this is not a skill I developed myself like before. I learned it from an elf, but they said it was originally a skill that was difficult for humans to use normally. However, since I use the artifacts I have, it is possible to use them safely.”

“... I learned it?”

But which of those actions offended me? Master's expression suddenly changed.

“Say it again.”

The smile disappeared from his face and his voice became cold.

“Uh, didn’t I tell you yesterday? I met an elf in the swamp.”

“I only said that we met, but I didn’t say that I learned anything.”

After a long silence, Master repeats the same words again. However, this time was different.

“... Lastly, I will ask you again. Is it true that you learned it from an elf? ”

A different tone from the previous question demanding an answer.

It's a tone that forces me to say that what I said was a lie.

However, it was impossible to say that the facts were not facts.

“Yes. I learned something from the elf I met yesterday... Is there anything strange?”

After hearing my answer, Master touched his forehead with his hand and frowned.

Clearly holding back his anger.

'why...'

I couldn't figure out what made Master so angry.

Master did not end his questioning there.

In fact, I started to become even more obsessed with something.

“... I have a teacher, so why did I learn strange things from someone else?”

“Yes? But Master told me not to ask about things like swordsmanship. He said he would just teach me how to fight normally. So, no matter what the situation, he never showed his true sword skills.”

“Well, it was like that... But if it’s a boy, shouldn’t you be stubborn and ask?”

'What on earth does this mean?'

Master did not stop there.

I certainly kept the line she drew for me, and I didn't hesitate to learn techniques taught by someone other than my teacher to cross that line in a different way.

It was I who approached her, but it was Master who said that he would only act as a guide.

“I have a good teacher and am learning strange techniques from someone I don't even know. I guess I was like that to you. Now that it's been a long time since I've known you, I was thinking of making you my real disciple.”

I feel like something is going astray.

But for me, it just feels unfair.

So I couldn't stop.

“But I didn’t ask to know this, the elf woman just suddenly told me this. Have I ever made such a request to anyone other than Master? Even when I met other knights, I never asked them to show me anything. Because I have a teacher.”

“Let’s stop talking.”

“No, why are you doing this all of a sudden, Master? I don't know what you're thinking, but please tell me. If I did something wrong, I will fix it.”

When we first met, he had a cold face.

Still, as time went by and we experienced many life and death events together, we became quite close.

When we met, we were able to smile at each other by asking how we were doing and sharing the shitty situations we had been in.

This is the teacher who always showed me a smile whenever I met him.

This is my first time seeing a teacher like this.

“No, no. I was just thinking wrong. In the first place, I was the one who said that I would not give you full-scale teachings and that if there was someone stronger, you should learn from him. I guess I was having a strange dream alone for no reason. Let’s call it a day.”

For some reason, things don't look very good.

He suddenly became angry, and as if he was possessed by something, the conversation gradually changed to talking to himself, and he ended the conversation.

Master turned around and tried to leave, so I tried to grab him by the shoulder.

I thought that if I sent it like this, misunderstandings might increase, so I did that...

“Stop-!!!”

Sereung-

Suddenly-

Master's estark that was suddenly and impulsively pulled out.

That sharp sword cut my arm deeply in an instant.

“Ugh...!!!”

“S, Master?”

Me, who froze on the spot, and Master, who was astonished as if he couldn't trust himself even though it was his own actions.

I was as shocked as she was.

I've never done anything like this before.

Not only did Master actually pull out a knife and cut me, but he never once scolded me.

I've told jokes and made fun of death as a joke quite a few times, but I've never actually done something like this.

“No, no. Again... again... again... stop, stop, stop... I'm sorry... I'm sorry... I'm sorry...”

The master holding the sword approaches me muttering at a frightening speed.

This is the first time I feel scared by Master.

Perhaps it was because he was shocked by the fact that he had been attacked by someone he trusted.

so-

So I did something I shouldn't have done.

Startle-

I reflexively avoided the teacher's arm trying to touch my cut arm.

“Sorry, sorry. Stop without even realizing it...”

“... Yes. I guess so.”

Clink-

Master, seeing my reaction, weakly drops his sword.

“... I guess that’s natural. The mistakes of my past life cannot be washed away, and I will repeat the same thing forever until these memories are completely incinerated.”

Now I couldn't even understand what was being said.

Master's eyes are no longer looking at me.

I am looking at another world, in the air.

Even with me right in front of you,

Master is no longer looking at reality.

-------------------------------

After that, Master didn't say anything and didn't even look in my direction anymore.

I was just quietly doing what I had to do.

Enin and Peria came and asked what happened, and I answered, but there was no clear solution.

[I will take care of you. Lee Rim, please go first.]

[...I also had a fight with my teacher, but in this case, it would be better to stay away. Let me try and hear what you think. Oppa, go.]

In the end, our day ended just like that.

So, tip the glass and pour the alcohol into the glass.

gulp-

Drink the entire glass in one go and pour again.

gulp-

I drink it all down again.

“...”

I drink alcohol at the bar of a quiet bar in a corner of town, farthest from my accommodation.

His arm is bandaged because it was cut by Master.

When I went to the resuscitation center and showed my wound to Linai, I was told that the part that acts as a tendon was cut cleanly.

I wondered how long it had been since I had been to the resuscitation center and I was still hurt again. Linai was about to say something, but swallowed her words when she saw my distraught expression. I feel sorry for even that.

'... shit.'

Repeat pouring alcohol into a glass with your other arm, not the arm with the cut or broken finger.

It's been a long time since I felt this depressed.

It breaks my heart not so much that I was cut by my teacher, but that I had to hurt my teacher rather than the reason.

'He's more like family than my real family...'

Although it was five years, we supported each other and endured without going crazy even in the endless mud of bitter death and resurrection.

This was my first time receiving compliments since I came here.

I received my head stroked by my teacher for the first time.

She always thought of me first and tried to protect me from the storm.

It was my teacher who gave me so many firsts.

But I refused, thinking that I had been betrayed by my teacher's one mistake.

But there are also things I don't understand.

Would Master be so angry that I learned something from someone else?

Why isn't he happy that I'm trying to grow further?

That's why I'm angry. I feel sad yet angry.

The moment I poured another drink and was about to take a sip, someone grabbed my hand and immediately returned it to me.

“You are drinking too fast. Comrade in arms.”

'Who is it.'

A blonde young man came and stood next to me.

He was wearing simple going-out clothes with no special patterns, but underneath the rather luxurious coat, he could see a broken arm wrapped in a splint.

Looking at the arm, I could clearly tell who it was.

I only knew that he was wearing a helmet, but looking at his wounds, I was certain he was a knight from that time.

“... Vincent Knight?”

“You can call me Vincent. It's been a while. Comrades. I was in a difficult situation because my teacher left me here, saying I needed to know how to play, but it turns out there's someone who knows. I saw it from the moment I came in, but I drink it too quickly.”

“If I don’t drink it quickly, I keep having strange thoughts.”

I was already in a state of extreme intoxication due to the continuous drinking I had had.

I was so annoyed that I even omitted the honorifics I usually try to use when the driver approached me and just treated him casually.

Vincent paid no attention to my rudeness, took out a chair next to me, sat down, ordered a drink, and tried to continue talking to me.

“Rather, because of that, you should drink it more slowly. Conversations with alcohol never come back with an answer. So, I tried to answer the question myself, but then I came to a standstill and just looked in a strange direction. If it's okay with you, I'll listen to your story.”

What I needed was someone to talk to.

It wasn't long before Vincent sat down next to me and started sharing all his concerns.

Still, he must have had a glimmer of reason left, and he spoke as if complaining to Vincent, leaving out all the stories about the magic sword and elves.

“I guess I just wanted to show off to my teacher. I wanted to boast about what I had achieved and be praised as usual. But I didn't know that it would displease Master and hurt him. But you don't tell me why, so I don't understand.”

“I see.”

Before I knew it, Vincent was sitting next to me, listening to the story, and pouring small amounts from my empty glass at appropriate intervals.

“It may be difficult to go into detail about other people's priestly relationships, but let me try to summarize. Perhaps Hwarim was originally reluctant to take on disciples. That's why there were restrictions on accepting a disciple named Lee Lim. However, the moment I opened my heart again and made up my mind to make him his disciple, Lee Lim seemed offended by his actions. It seems like there's more to it, but I have no way of knowing.”

“It wasn’t intentional.”

“Of course. It may not be similar, but let me tell you one thing. Longsword, who can be said to be my teacher, once said the same thing. I saw someone else's swordsmanship and tried to imitate it, but when Longsword saw it, he scolded me and asked why I was imitating someone else. Perhaps you feel anxious about trying to take a different path than yourself?”

“Do you think the longsword guy would have such feelings?”

In the conversation between Vincent and I, an old man with a beard who was sitting next to me and sipping a drink suddenly joins the conversation.

The person who came in and drank before I came in and started drinking.

The bar owner and the old man were the only people in the store, but the lighting was dark so he didn't pay much attention and was drinking alone.

The old man was listening to the whole conversation between Vincent and me and then jumped on our conversation.

“I’ve seen that guy since he joined the Knights. He is a particularly crazy person with a desire for monopoly. He's a guy who wants to get everything he likes and hates people who don't act the way he wants, so he plays knights all by himself. It looks like he's tired of that and has taken on a disciple like you so he can retire.”

“Legion Commander Helias! I didn’t know!”

Vincent stands up in embarrassment and bows to the one-armed old man.

“Sit down, man. Outside, there is no class or anything. It's enough to have knights, soldiers, nobles, and officers in a unit. We don’t need anyone but drinkers in the bar.”

Helias sits Vincent down and pulls out his chair to sit close to us. Then, I naturally completely absorbed into the story.

“In my opinion, you are a soul disease, and your teacher is also a very possessive person. You seem incredibly angry that you were robbed of your first opportunity to teach you something important.”

“Master, you are not that narrow-minded.”

“Lee, Lee Lim. In front of the corps commander.”

Perhaps it was because I thought that age or anything else had nothing to do with gossip from people I considered family, or maybe it was because I was drunk, but I attacked the corps commander in the face.

However, human Helias, the corps commander who resigned from his position after work hours, seemed to like that treatment.

“Oh my, are you saying this has alcohol in it? good. From now on, there will be no knights, soul soldiers, or legion commanders here. All you need in a bar is a drinker. Now that things have come to this, you should also speak informally, Vincent. Let’s feel like meeting a friend for the first time in a while.”

“Yes? How dare I...”

“You bastard. I'm asking an old man who has left behind all his classmates, so just adjust according to the mood. Well, there is that guy, Bulterion, but even though he is the only surviving subordinate for a long time, he still treats me with contempt and it is no fun.”

“Well, still...”

“That’s it, get in the mood. And brag about it to others later. There was a time when I was talking informally to a corps commander and made a fuss.”

After saying that, the corps commander spoke to the bartender.

“The owner of Barnes. Make me three strong drinks.”

“Time to mix alcohol and change your life.”

'I think I've heard that somewhere before.'

After taking the order, the bartender skillfully began mixing the drinks.

“The owner had a serious head injury once, and he was in Glitch City... No, was it Glycogen City? Anyway, every time I say I've been somewhere and ask for a drink, I say something like that. Well, you don’t have to worry too much.”

Soon, three drinks were served to us, prepared by a man called Barnes, the owner and bartender.

“Three cups of short chestnuts.”

“Now, toast to the idiots who can only use one arm each. Let’s have fun talking about our damn lives.”

        
            Helias took the drink and began to fill the empty bar in the outskirts with his voice.

“After living for a long time, there are human characteristics that I have come to know even if I didn’t want to know them. That's the desire for exclusivity. Although there are dwarves and orcs who are said to be greedy, they surprisingly share that same greed. Even if it is stolen, the loot is shared as 'property of the group or village'.”

“So, unlike them, humans only want to keep things as their own?”

“That’s right. Humans have an overwhelming desire to have it all to themselves. Even if the poor join together to attack the rich, the money is not shared equally. The one with the biggest knife tries to take the most, claiming that since I put a lot of swords into the richest person, my share should be the biggest. Although there are not as many people as we think who know that such greed is at the foundation of our foundation. Or maybe everyone knows but pretends not to know because they want to be recognized as noble beings.”

“Isn’t that the same for demons too? In the end, they too are people who have changed.”

“If you really think so, Longsword took on a somewhat honest and foolish guy as his disciple. It should be said that the demons are already different from us. These guys are the ones who only care about becoming stronger. Money or whatever, it's been a long time since the ultimate important thing for these guys was treated not as a thing, but as a means to become stronger and maintain that. So what they have is a desire to show off, not a desire to monopolize. The two are completely different.”

After saying that, the corps commander raised his glass to his mouth, gulped, and complained to the bartender.

“Cluck, click! You gave me alcohol without mercy. No matter how strong I ask for it to be, shouldn't it be moderately strong so that people can get it down their throats? Barnes kid.”

“I gave it the same as usual. An old man. If I'm worried about something, I may not be able to hear the order and mix it up the way I want, but at least I'm fine today.”

“Is that so? Then, give me some water. I guess it was because it had been so long since I ate it. I guess I'm old now too.”

The corps commander continues his conversation while the bar owner adds some ice to his drink.

“Anyway, if someone hears it, they might say I’m full, but I originally had no intention of coming up to this position. Originally, when the kingdom was in good condition, I was a collateral descendant of a common count family in the outskirts. So, I didn't have much property and it seemed like it would be difficult for my family to do anything, so I joined the military just to make a good living on my own, but somehow there were more and more wars. Ah, thank you.”

gulp-

He took a sip from his returned glass.

“Hmm, this is about right. Anyway, they said that no matter what my status was, I was a noble and had to lead others. Nowadays, if something happens, souls are replaced, but back then, human life was very precious. So, I worked really hard to avoid leaving other people behind. At that time, there were many wars where annihilation was the norm if anything went wrong. It was a continuation of such daily life. A daily life of trying not to die and swinging a sword to survive. Meanwhile, he suddenly asked me to become a corps commander.”

Vincent calculated the timing of his words for a moment and then spoke.

“If it was when the corps commander held the position... wasn’t that 20 years ago?”

“Yes. I didn't even notice the passage of time, I was just rolling my head, and before I knew it, 40 years had passed since I was born and 25 years had passed since I went into battle with a sword. And in front of my name, I had the title of undefeated, which I had unconsciously received while struggling to live or die on the battlefield. At the time, people around me said that if I married the third daughter of a duke, I would have the right to become a corps commander even if I was a collateral descendant of an earl family on the outskirts, so I married someone who was 30 years younger than me.”

“With that age difference, isn’t it just like father and daughter?”

'This is a pure thief.'

After hearing his words, I seemed to sober up a little.

When the corps commander saw me raising his head, he cursed and continued to explain.

“Shut up. You might not believe it, but it was still a love marriage. I also have a conscience and didn't touch it until I was older. Anyway, the story is that I am a human being, so as I started to gain things, I became greedy. I knew how people around me looked at me, but after I got rid of the guys who secretly flirted with my wife and asked me to marry them when I got older, I suddenly got scared that someone would take my food away from me.”

After saying that, the corps commander took a sip of his drink as if he was still thinking about the people he had destroyed.

I thought that in that kind of environment, it was acceptable to have such thoughts.

“So I started working harder. Since it was my own corps that I had already taken command of, I thought I would do as much as I could. I was a little annoyed at first. My corps looked very shabby compared to the incompetent 2nd corps, which was completely buried in the ground, or the 1st corps, which had been under the direct control of the king since birth. Obviously, the 3rd Corps fights with other races the most.”

After saying that, the corps commander turned his head, feeling a little dizzy.

After seeing that, I drank the drink ordered by the corps commander in the glass in front of me.

gulp-

“Kuh...”

It's so damn poisonous.

Listening to the story earlier, it seems that the commander of the corps always drank this kind of alcohol, but it's good that he doesn't feel upset and is still alive.

Vincent also took a sip of his drink next to me and immediately asked the bartender to add ice and a lot of water.

When the corps commander saw that, he closed his eyes for a moment and then spoke again.

“... Anyway, I thought I had to work harder because I thought that my family and my corps were ultimately mine. Because of that, I overexerted myself this time and ended up cutting my arm.”

The corps commander shows us his severed arm with bandages wrapped around it.

“Once that boundary was formed, whether it was with my family, students, or people, I wanted to protect it. As I watched people only looking at me, I began to feel superior. And I thought that I wanted to live up to those expectations and make them continue to depend on me. I guess that's my personality. I felt incredibly good.”

“So what does that mean?”

I became increasingly annoyed by his conversation there, so I hung up.

I'm already feeling dizzy and dying from alcohol, so I don't really want to hear about the life story of a drunken old man.

When the corps commander saw me like that, he seemed to have noticed that I had been talking about himself too much, and started talking about me and Vincent's teacher in earnest.

“You bastard, you are being rude. Anyway, to get to the point, I guide all of our knights. Even though they are people who have never been selected, I thought I should make them into people who would never be chosen anywhere. At least it does the job of someone who had to extract black energy for hours. But when I see Koraji bragging that these are skills he learned after going on a mission with other knights, I get strangely angry. I told him to move to another place if he wanted to use such miscellaneous skills.”

“Because each knight order has skills that can be called vision. Techniques for manipulating magical power and swordsmanship. These days, it seems like we are all sharing to a certain extent and working together to reach a higher level.”

Vincent supplements the explanation next to me.

It is said that the closed reality of swordsmanship before the kingdoms united changed into an open environment where young knights shared swordsmanship and other things with each other and pursued higher standards after the union.

“Yes. My thoughts were old. I thought that my students had to learn and use only what I taught them. Because I also gained a lot of things from the duke family. Maybe I was overly proud.”

The corps commander paused for a moment and asked the bartender to make him a drink to finish.

“I think I know what your teacher is thinking. They are both people who are incredibly proud of what they have. They must all be confident that if they bring out their secret trick, no one will be able to beat them. Those stubborn guys who are obsessed with monopolizing their students will naturally become extremely jealous the moment they find out that their student has turned his attention to something else. My advice is that if you learn from a teacher like that, you might be able to rise to the level that the teacher can do. But that's the limit.”

“This is Deep Pelki.”

A glass filled with light pink liquor was brought out in front of the corps commander.

He shook the glass once, enjoyed the beautiful colored liquor, and then asked us.

“Soul Illness I don't know your teacher well, so I left it out and said it was Vincent? What kind of person is your teacher Longsword?”

“Uh, you mean my teacher? He is a strong person. I've never heard of Longsword losing to anyone.”

Vincent had been talking cautiously to the corps commander from earlier, but became confident when the story of his teacher came up.

He seems to be confident in his pride in his teacher and swordsmanship.

And the corps commander responded to Vincent's words by telling him a secret he didn't know.

“Of course it is. He probably didn't say that because it was in front of his student. But he was with me once before. I won.”

“The corps commander and the long sword fought?”

“Yes. Was it 10 years ago? He betrayed the mission I had given him, drank alcohol, and was sleeping, so I really threatened to kill him. And after winning, he made me promise to follow whatever I told him unconditionally and saved his life. So, when I saw the longsword guy, I told him to come here first because I was busy.”

“I didn’t know that was the reason. While training, I suddenly received a preceptor and asked to go this way, so I thought the plan had changed.”

“The expression must have been very rotten, but it’s a shame I couldn’t see it in person. Anyway, even though I beat him, I also lost to someone.”

“Wasn’t the corps commander undefeated?”

When I heard those words, the alcohol seemed to disappear slightly.

Is the title of undefeated really a title that only dogs or cows can receive?

The meaning of that weight is beyond imagination.

Since I know for sure how great the title a corps commander holds, I thought he was truly a man who had never been defeated in his life, but I am interested to hear that he has a record that is different from what is known to the world.

“Are you finally waking up? Yeah, I was definitely undefeated before that fight. Of course, like that guy with the long sword, I was embarrassed and didn't go anywhere, so it wasn't known. And the moment that becomes known, people here will be as anxious as they are now. The problem is that I still don't know who the person who fought with me was. It wasn't long after I joined the longsword, and I went for a walk into the northern forest and met a female swordsman.”

“Try to say it quickly.”

“Don’t hurry, you bastard. Let’s have some alcohol.”

This is a really curious story.

After saying that, the corps commander took another sip of his drink.

We all followed him and took a sip of our drink, and then he spoke again.

“Did we fight for about 30 minutes? I gave everything I had in that fight, my systematic and practical swordsmanship, and all my practical experience from fighting on the battlefield all my life, but I lost. At first, I thought he was an assassin trained to kill me because everything was destroyed, but he said no and let me live. He said it seemed like there was just a misunderstanding between us. At that time, I was a little embarrassed because I was excited alone. Anyway, so I asked the woman, where did she learn how to use a sword?”

I take another sip of alcohol to wet my throat and speak again.

“But the person's story is that the sword skills he showed were just techniques he learned from fighting and meeting many people. Until then, I thought that competition was only between the swordsmanship of nobles who had built up their skills step by step from the basics over a long period of time. Adventurers and wanderers ultimately have their limits. But that wasn't it. I lost to that baseless swordsman who only used techniques he had learned by stealing from many people. So after that, I completely abandoned that thought.”

“Who is that person?”

Vincent asked back with an expression of disbelief at the words of the corps commander, but the corps commander also did not know.

“I don’t know, it just disappeared. That's the end of this story. Anyway, what I want to say is that in a fight, the person with the most cards ultimately wins. If nobles have a sword skill that can kill ten people, which they have cultivated since their ancestors, then if they have several times that amount of skill, they can easily defeat them, no matter how many soul soldiers like you or common adventurers they are. War and fighting are ultimately wars of attrition. It ends the moment the entire foundation is revealed. There is no need for honor in a fight that kills and kills. When it comes to fighting skills, you can survive for a long time in this world by looking carefully at the sword wielded by the drunken old man next door.”

Helias, who has completely emptied his glass, stands up.

“If you really want to reach the top, don’t limit yourself to just one teacher. Soul disease You didn't do anything wrong. It's your teacher's fault for trying to stop you from growing while claiming to be your teacher. If you really want to become stronger, go for it. Watch and imitate the skills of others, not just your teacher. It works well for young people because their minds work quickly. You can only gain true strength by moving forward, even by throwing away your teacher.”

After that, Helias took out two gold coins from his pocket, placed them on them, thrust them towards the bartender, and picked up his jacket.

“I guess I should go now. Barnes, these guys even count the drinks. I can't use my arms completely anymore, but these guys still have a bright future, so why not spend some money.”

“Oh, it’s okay. Corps commander.”

“Who said it was free? I think it will be difficult for me to fulfill my role in the future. Even if my arm is cut off, I have to protect my position. It's definitely not a bowl worth giving to anyone. So, I guess I'll have to make some trouble for you guys. All of you soul soldiers joined the strike force, and the results were good. Vincent, you and Longsword will stay here and do some work for me. I think this is a down payment.”

He said that and went out.

I, too, looked at his back and emptied my glass.

'I guess I should go now too.'

It was very late.

Normally, I should have already been at Deshade's dorm, but I ended up spending too much time at the bar.

thud-

“Ike.”

“Are you okay?”

I try to stand up, but my body doesn't move properly because I drank more than I thought.

Instead, I hit my knee on the chair and it makes me want to lie down on the floor even more.

Thankfully, Vincent asks me about accommodations, but I cannot give a proper answer.

I think I drank too much because I kept drinking while listening to the story.

Now that my eyes were completely blurred, I felt like I was hearing a familiar woman's voice.

“I went looking for you because you didn’t come back, but you were here.”

“Ah, it’s been a while.”

“Sorry. I will take Lee Rim with me. Vincent, please go back and rest now. The moon rose quite high.”

As my eyes closed completely and the sounds seemed to get farther and farther away, I seemed to hear Thistle's voice.

And at the end of that voice, I completely lost consciousness.

        
            What is good alcohol?

From what I heard somewhere, I heard that a good drink is one that doesn't give you a hangover the next day.

But then I think there is no good alcohol in this world.

If you look at just one glass of alcohol, unless it's a serious alcoholic beverage, there isn't much alcohol that will give you a hangover that will make you dizzy the next day after drinking just one glass.

However, no matter how delicious the alcohol is and how refreshing it is, if you drink more than 20 glasses of alcohol in one night, you will inevitably have a hangover the next day.

So, I don’t think there is any good alcohol in this world.

Because right now, I'm facing huge aftereffects thanks to all the expensive and good alcohol I drank so much yesterday.

“Are you okay?”

I heard someone's voice as I was getting a hangover headache right before I woke up.

I heard the voice and answered before I even opened my eyes.

“Ah... I see. It's not very good.”

Then I immediately opened my eyes and checked the surroundings.

I was lying in bed.

However, instead of a pillow, his head was resting on Thistle's thigh.

And right in front of my face, Thistle was sitting on the bed, looking upside down at me.

When I saw that, I could roughly predict the situation.

In the end, I couldn't tell Vincent where my accommodation was, so Thistle must have seen that I didn't come and came to pick me up.

A ritual of sleeping with Thistle to ward off demons.

‘Reminiscence’ is a ritual that must be performed continuously for more than a week to be effective.

Thistle was waiting for me to return to perform the ritual, but I was talking to the corps commander in the bar during that time, and it was so late that Thistle came to find me himself.

There are other things to say first, but what needs to be said first has been decided.

“... I'm sorry. I ended up causing a nuisance.”

“Sure. Since he didn't come back, I went looking for it, but I didn't expect to find it at the last store.”

Thistle looked quite dissatisfied.

'Is Thistle angry too, or have I made the same mistake again?'

Maybe it's because I still have negative emotions, but I keep thinking about things in a negative way.

However, the face with puffed cheeks and furrowed eyebrows seems to have been an intentionally created expression.

Thistle soon relaxed his expression and smiled.

She wasn't wearing a veil yet, so I could see her face as it was.

So, even if I was looking at it upside down or down, I thought Deshade was a pretty pretty person, just as I was confident she would be.

Without saying anything, Thistle lowered my head from my thigh and put his hand on my side to help me up.

Then he said the truth and got up from the bed.

“Hehe. It was a joke. At first, I thought I would leave him alone because he was sleeping so soundly, but as the sun started to get brighter, I felt like he needed to get up, so I woke him up. And I also have to listen to Deshade's help today, so I think I have to go now.”

“Ah, has it already been that long? Thanks for waking me up. Still, I had to go early because I had to meet someone today.”

“Is that so? Well then, that's a relief. I was a little nervous because I thought I might have woken you up even though nothing special happened today.”

The day begins whether you open your eyes or not.

Whether I fight with my teacher or spend the whole day drinking, time flies.

Today is the day Aila said she would come visit.

I forgot the time slot and didn't set it, but I think it might be possible to come out if I go around lunch time.

As I was getting ready to go out and straightening my hair while looking at the mirror in the room, Thistle came up to me and straightened out my crumpled clothes and said,

“Are your thoughts a little more organized?”

“Huh? Did you hear?”

Her words struck me, so I answered quickly.

Even in my dreams, I continued to feel frustrated because I couldn't communicate with my teacher, and I'm sure he also talked in his sleep.

Of course Thistle, who was sleeping next to me, heard it.

Still, it seems it wasn't that bad.

“It was something I felt rather than heard. He kept thinking about it while he was sleeping. The grunting was cute, like a puppy.”

“Uh... a puppy indeed. Where can you find such a big dog?”

Then Thistle ran his hand through my messy, barely organized hair.

“Is that so? To me, he's already acting like a puppy, right?”

Then, instead of me, who had organized my hair sloppily, he started tidying my hair again.

It feels a little strange because it seems like everything is left to Thistle.

'It's a bit embarrassing.'

It may be a late thought, but it feels a little strange to wake up and think that there is someone next to me who cares for me like this.

So, in a suspicious mood, I didn't want to be made fun of, so I counterattacked Thistle.

“...Do you know what? Thistle, have you ever whined like that before?”

“Yes? When am I?”

“When Deshade took the coin from his hand before. Thistle was the same way back then. Thistle looked at me like I was a puppy or something, but thistle actually made a yep sound at that time?”

“That kind of disgusting behavior...”

'I can't be the only one who gets hit.'

Thistle, behind the mirror, really raised her eyebrows this time, as if she was embarrassed that she had shown me a strange look without realizing it.

And then-

“Ouch, ouch!”

He pulled the back of my head that he was touching and came forward and made eye contact with me.

“Lee, Lee Lim. How about we keep it a secret from each other?”

“Oh, no. Even if you threaten me like this...”

“You understand, right?”

“... Yes.”

It was such a coercive attitude that I couldn't refuse.

“Okay. Since we were the same, let's keep this as a story that only we two know.”

“Surely you didn’t tell other people?”

'I didn't say anything. There were other witnesses besides me.'

Actually, there were other people at the time and everyone saw it, but I decided to fake it on purpose.

“Of course. I don't know about anyone else, but I just need to not talk about it, especially not only Peria.”

Instead, he used that as an excuse to ask Thistle to keep quiet.

If Peria finds out about my story, she'll make fun of me again.

Only then did Thistle let go of the back of my head and tidy up the mess until the end before retreating.

“Ugh... I was just trying to make fun of you. I never even thought something like that would happen to me...”

“That’s why you shouldn’t sleep anywhere.”

“Ho, did anything else happen? I've been thinking about it for the past few days, and I think you know because we sleep in the same bed. Do you really have any other sleeping habits?”

“No? Did you sleep very well?”

“Then I’m glad.”

“That’s it, let’s go down. First, let’s fill our bellies and move.”

“Oh, that’s right. I stayed a lot longer than I thought.”

Time continues to flow no matter what. It is better to use the day efficiently.

After the two of us finished talking, we went downstairs and started eating a light breakfast.

I roughly tear off the dried meat, dip it in the soup, eat it, and talk to Thistle.

“Now that I think about it, what about Astesia?”

I asked because I was worried that I wasn't able to talk properly after bringing Astesia because I was busy.

“Sister Astesia is following me in serving Deshade. These days, the wizards and alchemists who come to ask questions to Deshade are very busy, so I am taking care of Deshade, but when the people disappear, I will have to make money again. So, I think I will receive a request from the Adventurer's Guild and Astesia will be serving Deshade while I am away.”

“I’m glad that nothing major happened.”

I'm glad that there doesn't seem to be any problem, but I also feel sorry for not being able to pay attention to Astesia because I have my own things to do.

In particular, the fact that I have to be in full charge of Deshade is a bit worrying.

'It's Deshade's help. 'It's going to be a bit of a struggle.'

From the beginning, I didn't even think about Deshade taking care of Astesia.

Considering the nature of that god, it is very likely that Astesia is actually holding him back because he wants to jump out here and there.

Thistle, who has to feed the two, is the head of the household at this point. It's because the family is a religious group.

“But sisters? Looks like you're pretty close.”

“Yes. I think the child is still having a hard time with us. We decided to be like sisters, asking for more support. Maybe that's why I'm glad that they seem to be opening their minds little by little.”

I feel fortunate that Thistle is a good person.

After saying that, she cut the dried meat with a knife, but eventually gave up, sighed, and dipped it into the soup just like me, and continued.

“Anyway, I was worried because it was my first attempt, but I am glad that the ceremony seems to have gone smoothly. When I'm sleeping, it seems like a disturbing figure is wandering around, so I wake up and chase it, but each time it comes, it gets smaller.”

“Really? That's really fortunate.”

Since that day, I have never heard Asmodeus' voice.

I had a feeling that Thistle was tossing and turning every once in a while in his sleep, but it seems like that's what he was doing.

“I guess that’s the right thing to do. I really thought I was just sleeping.”

“What are you talking about? It is natural for me, Thistle, Deshade's apostle, to work hard for Irim, my benefactor and now a member of the same sect.”

Thistle said that, smiled, and met my eyes directly.

In many ways, this is an eye that feels quite strong pressure.

“Same denomination... Ah, yes.”

“It’s been a long time since you became a bishop, so let’s lead the church together!”

It seems that Thistle has come to think of me as a full member of the church.

Of course, I was given the position of bishop, but for me, who has neither land nor many believers, that position is really only in name and is not something worth mentioning.

So I keep pretending not to know, but when I see Thistle trying hard, I sometimes wonder if he is doing too much.

“Oh, and when Hwarim feels better, I hope you’ll stop by here too. I heard from Deshade that Hwarim has also accepted him as a believer, so I would like to see his face at least once. There are too many people these days for me to go.”

“I will.”

'Master, you are a believer after all.'

Since Master was also a believer, he could have come to show his face, but the problem was that he seemed to not want to meet Deshade, so he never came near him.

After finishing the meal, I was washing the dishes when Thistle asked me to come with him.

“Then, shall we go quickly?”

“Whatever. Because the path is the same. I'll take you to the bar.”

“Still not over the hangover?”

“... That could happen.”

Sniff-sniff-

Instead of washing dishes, check to see if your clothes still smell.

I can't really feel it through my nose, so maybe they were just teasing me?

'I don't know.'

After that, we packed our bags and left the accommodation.

        
            After that, I accompanied Thistle to the barracks and took him to the resuscitation center.

Wizards and alchemists had been flocking to Sosaengso since morning and were setting up camp.

The fact that the Gaia Church said it would lend a place for Deshade was something to be thankful for, although it meant that the high-ranking members of the Gaia Church who had just returned with the legion wanted to observe Deshade.

The problem is that although the resuscitation center is clearly large enough to accommodate a large number of people, the number of people who come to ask Deshade questions is greater than expected, and they are having trouble.

Those intellectuals, each experiencing stagnation in their own knowledge, quickly rushed to use all their means to find a clue to the laws of the world in God's answer.

As a result, the barracks are now full of people who have been camped out since dawn in front of the resuscitation center.

People who came yesterday will remain, people who came today will come in now, and if people who come tomorrow also flock in, a truly chaotic situation will unfold.

“Didn’t I tell you not to stand in line all night?!”

“There is still about an hour left, so please go back to your accommodation and rest!”

The priests of the Gaia Church try to clear the entrance to the resuscitation center, which has suddenly become blocked, but it is not an easy task.

The front gate of the barracks has become quite shabby thanks to the people who have paid for their accommodations in the village but are still lying here with their butts on the ground.

“It must be really difficult.”

And I was a little worried too.

Of course, I'm worried about Astesia and Thistle, not the guards or priests.

However, since I am at an age where my status as a soul soldier is more important than my status as a church bishop, I have decided to return to the supply world.

After that, I arrived along the road to the supply area, which was quieter than the resuscitation area, and found that no one had come yet.

It was still a bit early to start work, so I was lifting a bucket to get some water when someone came in.

“Are you Lee Rim, the soul patient?”

An outfit that anyone can see as suspicious.

A man wearing a robe with his face uncovered comes in and immediately starts talking.

“...No.”

“It’s okay. Now that I know.”

'Then it makes me want to say no even more.'

He is a very rude outsider from the very first moment.

He made every effort to bring up his own business.

“I brought you a business story that you might like.”

“Sorry, but outsiders, including merchants, are not allowed in.”

'Is it easy for people like this to come in just because there are a lot of people coming and going these days? 'But how do you know my name?'

He is a suspicious person with many suspicious aspects. He doesn't look like a wizard who has gone astray.

On the contrary, it is clear that he was not a good visitor in that he came to target me while openly pointing me out.

“ Instead of doing that, let’s relax the boundaries. Oh, is that why you didn't reveal your identity? Now, let’s start with greetings again.”

The man put down his bag and bowed as a courtesy.

“I came from an immortal institution.”

A man who called himself from an immortal organization.

He introduced himself as if he was a salesperson from another company, but for me, the slightest hangover I had left was completely relieved.

'Suddenly he approaches me like this?'

I am confused because I do not know the intention behind revealing my identity.

While on guard, he quietly creates a magic sword in an unseen location.

“It would be natural for you to be hostile. But I ask you this: There is no hostility. I just want to tell you a story.”

The man in front of me completely lowers the hood that covers his face.

Neatly groomed black hair and glasses.

This is a man smiling while looking sharply in this direction with narrowed eyes.

There is a dot under the eye similar to Peria. I think it was said that the feria was a separately drawn pattern.

The man, dressed in clothes similar to a modern suit, showed no hostility by spreading his hands with a wide smile on his face.

But I know. Usually, these people are the most dangerous.

However, this does not mean that something can be solved by simply attacking.

There's no way the other person would have come this far without even thinking about it.

Since I couldn't think of any other numbers, I decided to listen to the business first.

“...Please sit down.”

“Thank you. And it would be better if you treated me comfortably like you just did.”

While I was putting down the bucket and getting a chair on one side of the supply room, a man meddled with the bucket I had put down.

“Oh, it looks like you were trying to fetch water. Since it is a time consuming task, I will do it for you. -Evian.”

As the man briefly chants a spell, the bucket begins to fill with clean water.

“You’re doing something pointless. okay. What brought you here?”

After sitting down on the chair, I faced the man in front of me without hiding my hostility.

“I’m busy too, so I’ll keep it short. Let me tell you the matter right away. We hope that Lee Lim will establish a cooperative relationship with our organization. To be exact, he is the bishop of the new human god, Deshade.”

'That's too fast. 'Did you know everything?'

It has only been a few days since information about Deshade was made public.

Right now, nearby wizards are coming one by one, even using the space transfer gate in the magic tower, just to see Deshade.

However, the rumor that Deshade is not the target has hardly spread, and the fact that he came to me after being given the position of bishop by Deshade means that there is still a member of his organization hidden somewhere.

I could feel nothing but relaxation in the way he was single and smiling.

I don't like the way he seems relaxed in front of me even though he confesses that to himself.

“Join forces with an organization full of human traffickers and murderers like you?”

Above all, the guys I've met so far have all been enemies.

So, he probably knew that he couldn't have a good heart.

Of course, the man had prepared an excuse in advance.

“Well, if we talk about that too, they are similar to errand boys. We also draw a line with them, right?”

“Fuck.”

As expected, we start by drawing a line.

Although they talk about cutting off tails with a smiling face, these guys are actually the most dangerous.

“Now, let’s not be too emotional and go constructively. If the bishop wants, I can give him whatever information he wants. For example, how to break the curse of soul disease.”

'Pick up what I want and thrust it in.'

I'm a little scared as to how far this guy knows.

The specifics of the information you just told me were brought up by chance because you were researching the common needs of soul patients, or did you find out for sure that I was looking for that type of information?

Whatever happens, one thing is certain.

He gave me information that I couldn't help but be caught up in.

“... Let’s be specific?”

Since it was an offer I couldn't refuse, I decided to just listen to the story. Then an artificial smile bloomed on the man's face.

“Thank you for your interest. Our organization has the technology to break the curse of resurrection that is placed on soul disease. Of course, safety is also guaranteed.”

“What is the evidence?”

“There is nothing that can be openly shown as evidence... but for the sake of trust, let me tell you about the purpose of our organization's establishment.”

The man takes out a book from his pocket.

A very old book locked with a padlock.

It is a book that looks so worn that anyone can call it an old book.

“We are conducting research to kill immortals. So I've done a lot of research so far. The contents of this book contain the results of research so far.”

I start to feel dizzy for various reasons because of how confident I am.

‘Is it really that kind of book? 'I don't think so.'

There's no way I could carelessly show such an important thing. I'm not stupid either.

But let's move on for now.

If you think he's deceiving you, you can scan through the truth inside, be on guard, and be fooled by his scheme. If you think it's the truth, just doubt it one more time.

Time always passes, and other people also think of their own thoughts according to the time.

He first broke through the weakened barracks and came inside and made a deal with me.

Even though I'm late, I won't lose anything if I act carefully.

The fight has already begun.

“It's the same thing I heard from the wizard you sent. He also confessed that you guys are researching how to kill immortals. So does that mean you know us well?”

“That’s right. We looked into everything that had a similar connection to immortality. From angels that come back no matter how you kill them, to demons in hell. Among them, spiritual diseases fall into a similar category and are therefore included in our research. Although it was just additional research.”

If you say research without knowing it, it is a search for the truth that is constantly draining money.

It may be a larger organization than you think.

“What are you going to do with the investigation?”

Let’s ask questions that dig a little deeper.

So, the man spoke quietly and with a calm expression about his murder plan.

“To kill the eternal monarchs.”

        
            Eternal Monarch.

If we look at the word eternity, it probably means beings with abilities close to immortality, and if we look at what he mentioned earlier, it would include things like angels and devils.

However, even though it seems like a lot of things are being planned, it is someone else's business and not something that appeals to me.

'From where to how far is the truth?'

There is also a possibility that the book he is holding is simply a book that can be found at an old bookstore.

So, pretend to be disinterested one more time to draw the other person further inside.

“I don’t know what you’re thinking, but I have no intention of cooperating. It's the Eternal Monarch, Nabal, and I don't really like you guys.”

“I’m a little sorry that you’re not interested. What is written here is one of the rare masterpieces.”

“I heard that soul disease is an additional study? There is a possibility that you are cheating.”

When the other person heard what I said, he looked a little troubled, but even for a moment, he did not give up and continued to try to lure me.

“Uhm... I know that you have bad feelings because of the rude behavior of members of our organization towards you. If that's the reason, I apologize. And please keep this in mind and reconsider your thoughts. We only ask for contractual cooperation, not absolute loyalty. To prove it, we will even let go of your God without any consequences.”

'No, I just don't like it.'

I don't know why they keep trying to cling to me like this.

The person he wants to cooperate with is me, the bishop of the Deshade Church.

The reality of that position is a meaningless name given to a mere soul with no land or ability.

Or does he think that the Church of Deshade can grow to be so valuable?

'It's not easy.'

As I kept glaring and thinking without answering anything, he started talking about something else.

“In that case, I guess there’s nothing we can do about it. I tried not to threaten you.”

'Of course it is.'

I thought there was no way a guy like this could come with a truly innocent proposal.

“Threat? You're finally showing your true colors. So what, are you trying to kill me?”

“No way. Killing is possible, but we hope to have a good long-term relationship. It's just that it can make things a little bit uncomfortable for you.”

“What does it mean?”

“You can literally create a situation where changes can occur in your life. I heard that even though you are a soul disease with no magic power, you can control magic power. There is a way to spread the word.”

'Has my magic sword been discovered?'

First of all, when I heard what it was about as a threat, I realized that the threat was a way to make it more annoying than I thought.

The problem is that although the threat was slightly off, it was a very difficult threat.

'This is a bit troublesome.'

There are some people who stand out among the soul soldiers.

Souls who have each been called from living in their own world.

Among them, there are people like Master who were enjoying life in their own world.

Most of those people live by creating a separate soul corps made up of only strong people, or by scouting in places like knights and filling in the gap of each person's inability to use magical power with equipment.

In the case of Master, he deliberately died while looking completely unmotivated in front of other officers, so no one found out until now.

However, as I said, those people are given preferential treatment not because they know how to manipulate magic power, but because they are natural fighting experts who have experienced various experiences before becoming a soul bottle. As of yet, there is no soul bottle who has been able to directly manipulate magic power. heard.

'It's still impossible with a soul-sick body whose magic passages are clogged to begin with.'

Anyway, it looks like he got the information that I know how to control magic.

First, try to pull it off as much as possible.

“...Why do you think I know how to manipulate magic? Maybe you just have good skills.”

“Well, if you're going to make an excuse like that, it would be better to be more careful when using magical power. I don't know how you figured out how to make your sword energy invisible to others, but wouldn't anyone think it strange if the bishop's ordinary sword collided with other people's sword energy and it was still intact?”

'Is that so? 'You made an inference based on that evidence.'

I don't know where this image of me came from, but I know quite a few details.

“Looking at you wearing glasses, it seems like your eyesight isn't very good. Well, I didn't see it in person, but I heard about it from someone else in your organization. But what to do with this? You saw it wrong. I can't handle magical power.”

“You know very well that I won’t back down just because you hold me back like that, right? You may think that your skills are so good that you knocked out the opponent's weapon, but it would be strange for someone with such good skills to not have received any attention until now. It will be difficult to avoid investigation. What's more, he is a soul disease that requires absolute obedience when given orders. You will have to confess everything. Things like how you came to be able to control magical power.”

‘Indeed, I am sure now. 'I didn't come here fully aware of everything.'

Through our conversation so far, I found out how far this guy knew.

The other person seems to have no idea about the artifacts I have.

Well, of all the people who have touched my sword so far, except for Peria, who is very sensitive to magic, everyone noticed it only after holding it in their own hands.

Even my teacher, who calls magic power 'ki' and is very good at revealing other people's skills, only knew about it after touching it himself.

The other person was mistaken and saying that I was a soul disease that had discovered a way to control magical power.

However, there is no reason to point out the other person's misunderstanding as the truth.

'Then let's push in that direction first. It's an unfavorable situation, so I should try to back out.'

There is a way to catch the rumor here and now, regardless of whether it spreads or not, and use Asmodeus' imprint to refuse orders when the investigation comes out later, but for now, it would be better to deceive the opponent.

No matter what the content is, the other person has many misunderstandings, so you need to make it as misunderstanding as possible.

I decided to accept his offer and think about it.

“... If it gets that far, there's nothing we can do. I will do what you ask, but you will have to listen to a few things I suggest.”

The man continued to smile artificially as before in response to my answer, but I could see that the corners of his mouth actually rose slightly.

'The facial expressions are a bit lacking.'

He seems genuinely happy when his request is met.

“I’m really glad you’re not a needlessly stubborn person. Sure. We provide commensurate compensation to those with abilities.”

“Of course it should be so. Well, first of all, I won't do anything that goes against my beliefs. Like the wizard who attacked me, attacking others without reason.”

The man answered that it didn't matter at that level.

“I will keep this in mind. Still, looking at it, I just don't like killing without reason, but I guess it's okay to ask someone with a career that deserves death to be killed, right? People like other murderers. Since you've already killed a few people, I don't think there's anything to fret about.”

'Are you talking about Dheable?'

“...It may be different for each person, but give it some thought.”

No matter how much a murderer he is, I don't want to deal with him unless he appears right in front of me, but for now, I've decided to accept it.

No matter how much I think about it, I would never kill someone for no reason, but my conscience pricks me for leaving murderers alone.

The guy seemed to be satisfied enough with that and prepared to leave.

“Good. That is enough. I will send you a letter once in a while when I have work to do, so you just have to ask the person who sent the letter whether to accept it or not, and then write the price for it. However, I hope to accept all requests. Because we cater to you too. The price is... let's try our best. I will leave it to your conscience.”

“Sounds like conscience.”

“We are an organization that operates on trust.”

I don't like the way he smiles sweetly and shows his white teeth.

“Then let’s go.”

The man picks up the locked book and stands up.

but-

'Are you going to touch me and just leave? 'That won't work.'

It would be a waste to just get what he wants and then let him go.

The anger I had been suppressing reached its limit when I saw this guy who came by in the morning, got what he wanted and left.

“Wait a minute.”

So, I call the guy who wakes up and stop him.

“Hmm? I never thought I would get caught. Do you have a favor to ask?”

“No, did you really think you could come in arbitrarily, threaten, get what you want, and then leave safely?”

“Are you going to break the contract after talking this far?”

When I said that, the man's expression darkened.

To that guy's face, he revealed his hidden hostility.

“No. Cooperation is possible. But you have to pay for threatening me. I'm not the type of person to stay in the same state as I was.”

You have to pay the price for touching me while I was still.

This is a matter of pride and my beliefs.

When the man saw me like that, he frowned for a moment and then laughed heartily, wondering what was so good about it. This is a real laugh.

“Ah, that’s it. I like it. I like that kind of person. Rather than people who quietly obey, people who do not bend their beliefs and the shape of their soul. So what do you want to do? We will do whatever you want with our special service.”

As expected, there is a part of me that believes in something. But there is no reason to be scared.

If this is the opportunity he has given me, I must obtain information for myself more reliably.

'Even if it means using a more drastic method.'

I reveal the magical sword I secretly made earlier and show it to him.

“I need to get at least one hit.”

        
            He readily accepted the man's offer to stab him, smiled brightly and spread his arms.

“Well, let’s do it.”

In the meantime, he doesn't let go of the old, locked book in one hand.

A relaxed look that I don't like.

Still, that margin would never be a lie.

“To be honest, just the blackness wouldn't be enough to hurt me. Don't make a crying face after being vigorously stabbed.”

“Don’t worry. Because I don’t plan on doing that.”

With the guy in front of you, carefully choose the destination of your sword.

'heart? no.'

In the first place, I don't think that the heart is a weak point when you reveal your body so openly.

Now that I think about it, I wonder if he is actually human.

'Then the head?'

I thought about it for a moment, but it was the same. I can only think of the hair as decoration.

'Then, is this the book you are holding in your hand?'

However, he is holding a book as if to say that this also made stabbing easier.

The decision wasn't as easy as I thought. The guy had a relaxed expression no matter where I was aiming.

In the end, he released the information first.

“You have a lot of thoughts. Then it is a service. This is an expression that I like it, so you can be very happy.”

After thinking for a moment, the man took the book and folded it over his heart.

“If you're lucky, you can get a big hint as to what I am. Now, please hurry. There is nothing better than this.”

“I really don’t like it. Search it out.”

As soon as I heard those words, I had no choice but to put my angry feelings on my sword.

Seeing this guy scratching every nerve, I don't even feel like thinking about anything anymore.

A sting polished with esterc that has had less time out of hand over five years.

If it's a stationary target, you already know how to achieve the highest efficiency.

Sereung-

A straight attack made with one arm while holding a sword.

With the intention of tearing out his heart and tearing it out.

Even as the attack approaches, the guy just quietly keeps his eyes narrowed and smiles.

After all, it might be an insignificant attack for him.

A magic sword with similar power to a sword might not be able to shake him.

At best, it's an attack that the knight swings with all his might.

He knew from the beginning that I was good at manipulating magic, but he may have thought that no matter how good it was, he took his time and openly set a target.

And that would be his big mistake.

Just before the magic sword pierced the book and the heart behind it.

Changes the nature of the sword.

Explosion sword.

Changes the composition of the magic sword from an ordinary magic sword to a sword that uses rotating magic power.

Normally, it took about 2 seconds to make a sword from scratch, but changing the composition of an already made sword does not even take 1 second.

An explosive sword with red concentrated magical power.

The sword touched the book he was carrying.

'Piercing through pride.'

The guy's expression changes when he sees the sword touching the book.

Fully open pupils, pupils that look exactly like those of a reptile and cannot be seen in human eyes.

A vertical black pupil was visible located in the center of the golden light.

and-

Phuuk-

The moment the magic sword pierces the book and enters the heart, he shouts.

“You’re the best!”

After saying those last words, the surroundings changed.

The book burned as it was, instantly turning into black ash and scattering, and flames began to burst out of the guy's heart like a fountain.

'Is it a success?'

For me, there is no way to accurately find out another person's capabilities like you do.

However, living things made of most materials are injured when stabbed with a sword.

And there are creatures that are the opposite.

Beings whose bodies are made up of things other than material parts to the extent that it is difficult to call them living things.

There are chunks of magic or laws made of pure magic, whose very existence is made up of chunks of magic.

Those are the ghosts of dawn, fairies, or ghosts who signed a contract with Peria.

Such things are vulnerable to powers consisting mainly of magical power.

However, they are afraid of magic that can devour their bodies, and are only tickled by knights who put swords on their swords and stab them.

I couldn't tell exactly what kind of creature the man in front of me was.

But at the last moment, I was convinced when I saw that confidence.

This thing is a creature with a high concentration of magical power that is confident that it will not be fatally injured even by the sword.

So I changed my attack right before.

It is a sword that responds to magical power and creates a powerful explosion.

After that, the world was engulfed in flames.

To be exact, a world where only that guy and I exist.

“The best, the best! I feel this pain for the first time! This pleasure that makes you feel alive! It's been a while since I felt this directly! We can't just watch this moment become just a moment!”

He came out and trapped himself in a sphere made of magic.

A magical dome-like sphere was created in a circle inside the supply building, so we couldn't go anywhere.

And the flames coming from its heart began to swirl mercilessly inside the sphere, and I could not help but feel the insanely high temperature that exploded with it.

The guy's radiance of joy didn't end there.

“You soul-sick stranger! You said Lee Rim, right? This is an elf, yes! It's an elf's skill! But even they can never produce this level of power! It's a collaboration between you and me! This beautiful joy is the harmony of your sword and my magical power!”

“Go away, you crazy bastard!”

His body and mine are burning in huge flames, but he hugs me.

My body has already started to burn and my limbs have completely fallen off, but perhaps because of his trick, I can't even die.

A continuation of pain.

He was happy even though his body was crumbling from the pain.

“As expected, what you worked so hard to select was the right answer! You are the one who has what it takes to devour this country with me!”

I don't know what he's talking about.

This hell is more filled with burnt-out magic flames than material.

I was experiencing first-hand how difficult it was to maintain my sanity after being thrown into the worst furnace where no living thing could survive.

“I don’t think I can hold out any longer. It's a service. Now, I will make it easy for you.”

Seeing me like that, the man puts me down with only my upper body remaining and begins to change my appearance.

Its appearance can be said to be somewhat similar to that of a reptile.

It looks similar to a dragon that can be easily seen even in modern times.

However, the black dragon, which had scales more similar to snakes than dragon scales, had no wings.

“I am Agoni, the nether dragon. I look forward to meeting you again.”

'It's an agony, it's an agony, just search around.'

Even though all sides are engulfed in flames, a dragon whose appearance is blurred comes for a moment and takes me into its mouth.

Ppa-jik- Ppa-geuk- Pad-deuk-

It chews on a body that has already burned and more than half of it is missing.

My body is falling apart in the darkness where I cannot see anything.

The moment its teeth pointed at my head, I lost consciousness completely.

-------------------------------

As soon as I was resurrected, what came over me was endless anger.

‘Kill that bastard. Kill no matter what. If I can't kill it now, I will definitely kill it next time when I become stronger.'

I have never felt so angry in my life.

It's not that there weren't people who made me angry, but there was no one who made me so angry that my mind was at its peak like it is now.

A child with the ability to make people extremely angry while laughing even until his death.

There is no need for a nether dragon or anything.

I have decided now that I will definitely kill it someday, whether it is a nether dragon, an agent dragon, a dragonia, or anything else.

Did you say that the artifact I have is an artifact for revenge?

I now clearly understand the meaning and the feelings of those who sacrificed their souls to kill someone.

I feel like I want to find him right now, stab him again, and kill him outright this time.

At that moment, a voice was heard.

‘It’s really cool to see such passion. But now is not the time. So calm down a little, my lovely knight. As long as he tries to kill me, your time will come one day.'

Suddenly, I feel like I heard something and my emotions subside.

A cold feeling.

At the same time, you see reality.

I am weak now. Even if I meet him again, it will be the same. So you have to become stronger.

I have to endure for now in order to kill the guy who is trying to take what is mine.

It takes place in a coffin containing a soul bottle.

A revival after a long time.

I thought I wouldn't die for a while, but I ended up back in the resuscitation center.

Thanks to this, my forcibly cut arm and broken finger have healed.

It was a time when I was lost in thought, embracing my cool-headed emotions and putting on the clothes that were right next to me.

“Huh? Lee Rim? Why are you waking up here?”

“Huh? Uh... well... something happened.”

While I was thinking about some strange emotions, Linai spoke to me.

If I told her that I met a dragon, would she believe me?

“No, Lee Rim. How long has it been since you talked to me and you’re already here?”

“That's right... I made a little mistake.”

That's not possible, so I'm just going around it roughly.

Linai looked at my complexion and noticed that my expression looked as serious as yesterday. She sighed and wiped away the remaining moisture on my body.

“Sigh... Really, repair... It's really sad when you come here the next day without any benefit from the treatment.”

‘Didn’t you just say repairs? 'I guess I wasn't the only one who felt that way.'

Linai then brought me water and asked how my friend was doing.

“Okay, that’s it. Oh, by the way, is Astesia okay these days?”

“Yes. You're busy, but you seem to be doing well.”

“I’m glad. They said we were busy preparing something on our own, so I took charge of everything. Even though I want to meet Astesia, it's hard. Then go ahead and go. It's just time to start work, so if you go now, you'll arrive just in time.”

“I’ll ask Astesia to meet you later when I have time. Then let’s go.”

I can't afford to think about meeting dragons and immortal organs forever.

Just today, there was a lot of work to do.

I need to think about how to treat my teacher, and I need to bring Aila too.

You must not remain idle.

'Anyway, what should I do when I meet Aila?'

Right now, I'm worried about what will happen to Ayla's residence when I go to see her.

The barracks have half-opened checkpoints at the entrance due to the constant influx of people.

Although it is easy for outsiders to come in and out, I would like to avoid having Aila and Master meet.

'I'll have to decide first after seeing Master's condition.'

It may not be a bad thing to constantly think, but in the end, action is what comes next, so act diligently.

'I think it would be good if Master's thoughts were organized a bit.'

        
            I feel like my sanity is slowly coming back.

Since I haven't had a spare body recently, I think it will be resurrected at the resuscitation center.

So, for the first time in a while, I was prepared to feel like my head was breaking.

However, it feels a little unfair to think that I have to prepare for such pain to come.

'I think it would be very unfair if I died with a broken head and felt the same way when I was resurrected.'

Although he is dissatisfied, there is no other option for the soul disease.

In the end, I had no choice but to grit my teeth while worrying about my pounding head.

'... huh?'

But I don't feel anything other than what I thought.

Instead of feeling pain, my head feels refreshing.

This was a different feeling from being resurrected from a spare body that Deshade had temporarily created.

Could it be that our spare bodies were improved while we were playing tag with the heretics for a while?

However, if it were truly successful in improving the spare body, there would have been rumors, but I have not heard any such rumors yet.

Of course, since the soul soldiers of our church are living away from the barracks, the news may not have reached them.

No matter what happens, if you don't feel any pain in your head, it's okay if you like it.

However, this time, no one came to pay attention to me even though I showed signs of being revived, so I made the first move.

Open the coffin lid from the inside and get up.

As the light came in and I looked at the clothes that were already on, I could see that they were not ordinary clothes that were often seen on soul soldiers around here.

Then, at the same time as I raised my upper body, a rapid-fire sound that I could not fully understand poured into my ears.

“Ah, you just woke up! What is it like? Are you sober? Look at my fingers, how many do you see? While you're at it, come out here and try moving your arms and legs. Run if you can. now. Oh, try moving quickly? No, you can hear what was said before that, right? Please answer quickly.”

There is a noun called verbal violence.

I thought that word only applied to swear words, but in this situation, I decided to change that perception.

In front of me was an old man wearing a fluffy robe and a typical wizard's hat.

And I feel like my ears will be torn by the crazy words coming out of that old man.

'... what. What about this old man?'

I feel embarrassed when I meet someone I never thought of and I don't know who they are.

Wizard.

There is no reason for wizards to come to the resuscitation center.

Normally I should have seen Lina or other priests, but there was someone here who I didn't know why I was here, so I looked at them blankly.

When the wizard saw me staring blankly, he exhaled and spoke again.

“No, why is there no response? Could it be that it failed? no. This is your last chance! What do we do? okay. First, I need to destroy any evidence of failure. This isn't working. I don't know if you can hear me or not, but just stay still. There's still some time left, so it won't matter if I can quickly recreate my body. The review will be delayed until the soul enters the body, so let's take advantage of that time. Well, I'll finish it quickly.”

The wizard said that and tried to crush my head with the two-handed ax that was standing next to him.

I don't know why the two-handed ax was next to the coffin, or who this wizard was, but there was only one thing I had to do when I saw the old man like that.

“Wait, wait! I can hear it, I can hear it! You can see everything and move easily, so put it down, you crazy guy!”

In order to survive, I had to protect my head, which had just been broken and was now healthy again.

thud!

“Ouch! That's how it should be! thank god! It was my last chance, but I almost blew it. Still, if you could hear me, you should have reacted quickly. Well, this is why there was a saying that soul soldiers don't listen well.”

The wizard placed the ax down right next to the coffin where I was sitting.

However, rather than just putting it down, he lifted it up and hit a table right next to it.

The wizard was swinging his ax straight at my head until he heard my voice and turned around, barely managing to survive.

I ask more than one or two questions to such a wizard.

“No, who are you? Rather, why is the wizard here? Usually, everyone says they don't want to smell the pot anymore and they don't come, but where are all the other priests going?”

After saying that, I looked around and found that there were no priests at all.

However, there were far more wizards than priests.

In addition to the old man in front of me, other people dressed as wizards and alchemists carrying artifacts were coming and going here and there.

“I say I am a wizard Loin. I was waiting for the review by the priests.”

“Examination? No, should we hold some kind of competition at Sosaengso?”

Looking at everyone wearing a number tag on their chest, it really seems like that.

“Similar. We are currently being judged on a contest to determine the most efficient method for creating a soul bottle body. Why wasn't it said that a new god called Deshade descended on the body this time? Since then, research to make the body of soul disease more efficient, which had been blocked until now, has been carried out again, and now this is the first presentation.”

“So everything that’s here right now was created by you?”

When I looked around, I saw that the Sosaengso was not the usual sight of coffins lined up, but rather filled with various types of objects.

There are bodies contained in something that looks like a test tube filled with liquid, a small square box that doesn't seem to contain a person, and bodies that look like combat dolls I've seen before and don't feel like they're human.

“That’s right. All of the bodies scattered around here are bodies created through new research by people belonging to the Magic Tower or participating as individuals. Thanks to the story about the laws of the world released by that god, a new path has finally opened.”

It was only after listening to the wizard that I realized why there were so many different bodies here.

It seems that all of the countless bodies here are the bodies that our soul soldiers are planning to enter.

'What the heck...'

Of course, the problem is that the bodies brought by most wizards are not in a very normal form.

A severe person even brought a body that had four arms, and the thought of being in such a body was terrifying.

Fortunately, the body created by the wizard seemed to be one that could not move normally, so a priest looked at the body, checked it, and disqualified it.

However, when I look at the bodies created by other people, I see each of them have something unique about them, but my body doesn't seem to have any special features.

“When I listen to it, it seems like everyone has added various things to their existing bodies, but I don’t think there’s much of a difference, right? What did the wizard do?”

“Uh... nothing has changed! I put so much effort into creating this body! Just wait and see. You will find out when you get reviewed.”

“Can’t I go right away? I'm busy.”

The wizard is trying to capture me, but I have other things to do.

Rather than waiting for that, we should go back quickly and retrieve the Infernal Mimic.

This is a book that could cause trouble if someone picks it up.

In addition, the teacher may have been resurrected, but he seems to have been cursed, so we need to confirm that as well.

But the wizard didn't let me go easily.

“Uh-huh, I told you to wait! Because my turn will come soon.”

When I looked to the side, I saw someone evaluating the newly awakened soul disease.

The wizard somehow tried to make me wait by explaining about the person without even asking.

“That person is one of the elders of the Gaia Church. He is a newly appointed person from the capital to the Grace Estate, and this event is also an opportunity to judge him in addition to his inauguration.”

An old man wearing pure white clothes with a gold cloth wrapped around his stomach.

An old man wearing attire indicating that he is an elder of the Gaia Church is asking various questions in front of a wizard.

“The wizard of the Red Magic Tower. Who is your teacher?”

“This is Nacle Bayon. Elder Cason.”

“Ah, it’s Nacle. He's a great person. Tell your teacher thank you for always supporting the Order.”

“I understand. But the screening...?”

“It’s the Red Magic Tower, so of course it must have been a great work. Don’t worry, if you stick to the standards, you will rise to your desired rank.”

‘Wasn’t it screening? 'They're openly friendly.'

However, it does not seem like a fair review.

In fact, the wizard who had been judged after the elder had passed was showing the desired rank with his finger to the attendant.

The wizard's desired rank is 5th, but he has 5 fingers outstretched.

But the priest pointed to the person on the other side and added two more fingers.

That meant that there were two other people who had higher priority than him, so that ranking was impossible.

Then the wizard looked at the people in the direction pointed by the priest, and when he realized that they were people of much better family and origin than him, he nodded quietly.

'I think this is some kind of wholesale market.'

They turned their bodies to hide themselves, but they were clearly visible from my side.

Anyone can clearly see that this is a competition where the results are determined by the money already spent, rather than by proper judging.

“Wizard. At first glance, it seems like a bad idea, but why not go?”

I don't think the scantily clad wizard next to me has any chance of winning.

No matter how I think about it, it would be a waste of time for me to stay here any longer.

“... Just wait a little longer. How much work did I have to do to get this body... hmm, hmm! If you get evaluated on how much effort you put into it, you will be able to beat those sloppy guys.”

'It seems wrong to me.'

Even now, when the Grand Elder asked about the affiliation of an alchemist, he clicked his tongue and passed it off without even evaluating it.

And then our turn came.

“Yes. hmm? You look old. Where are you from, by any chance?”

The elder sees the wizard and treats him with respect.

“Blue, it was a blue magic tower...”

Was it “? What do you mean?”

“I am currently an independent researcher.”

“...I see. Well then, I hope we get a chance to see each other again next time.”

The Grand Elder smiled again without reacting and tried to hand over the wizard.

“Ha, just take a look! Looking at it this way, the field that this old man has been researching all his life is low-cost dolls! I am confident!”

It's a voice that is somewhat sad but also feels false.

This was a lie that I could have noticed because I was right next to him, but of course other people didn't notice.

Hearing the voice of this old wizard who said it was his last chance, the newly appointed Grand Elder looked at the people around him and turned around again.

“...Let's do it. Let’s take a look.”

“Thank you!”

When the Grand Elder, who was passing by, offered to conduct a review, the wizard bowed at a right angle and expressed his gratitude without caring about face.

He then began to ask and answer questions about various things with the attendant behind the elder.

'Just looking at it, it seems like the award was wrong, and I guess I'll have to go right after the judging is over.'

Thanks to this, I also missed the timing to leave this place, so I had no choice but to stand next to him for a moment.

The elder left them behind and walked past me. He found a person, approached him, and greeted him with a bright smile.

“No, who is this? Isn’t he Zeke Hill’s second son?”

'what?'

In front of the Grand Elder was a wizard with short hair.

A man whose face I clearly remember because I even grabbed him by the collar.

The person who exchanged greetings with the Gaia Church's elder was the second son of the duke I saw a month ago.

        
            Sieghill Macren, the second son of the Gaia Church's elder and the duke's family.

The two exchanged friendly greetings, seemingly having known each other since the beginning.

“Nice to meet you. Grand Elder. This is Markren from Sieghill. It’s been a while.”

“Nice to meet you too. I don't think it's been that long since I visited the temple with my grandfather when I was young, but it's grown so beautifully! Now that I think about it, being here means that you too have walked the path of a wizard, right? Just looking at it, it seems like he achieved great results at such a young age.”

Following his words, I also looked where he was looking.

Behind the duke's second son, there was a spirit soldier wearing full body armor similar to Deshade.

The only difference is that while Deshade was an ordinary-looking armor, the armor had magic letters engraved on it and was green in color.

“Thank you for the compliment. Because we are working hard to rebuild our family. Shouldn’t we work harder?”

“Hmm, but just looking at it, it looks like it exceeds the standard... Is it really true that it was made with a material cost of 1 silver? Because soul disease is all about turnover. No matter how good you are, rules are rules.”

The Great Elder speaks while looking at the spirit bottle behind him.

At first glance, the knight with the green armor, which I can only assume was made with money, has the appearance that even to me, a layman, 1 silver is definitely not enough.

It is not an ordinary soul bottle, but rather looks like a battle doll in full plate armor that the wizards I saw in the past brought with it, and the soul bottle wearing that green armor is more luxurious than any other magician's work in the venue.

If you look closely, you can see that there is no human figure inside the doll, but only the eye light is burning inside like Deshade.

Now, anyone can see that it was definitely not a human form or the shape that a soul bottle would take.

That is what the Great Elder pointed out.

At first glance, the purpose of this event was to maintain the existing cost and role of soul bottles, while also requiring the growth of technology as efficiently as possible.

On the other hand, the soul bottle created by Sieghill's second son is the exact opposite.

Since this event is an important event that seeks to promote the development of souls throughout the Kingdom Alliance, I know that deciding on a really important awardee could be controversial if it is decided based solely on personal connections.

However, Sieghill's second son was confident, as if he had the logic to put an end to such controversy.

“Elder. What we need is change.”

“What does that mean?”

'It looks like he's trying to open his mouth.'

The duke's second son begins to speak, brushing his bangs back so hard that he looks unlucky.

“I don’t think there is a need to make soul soldiers look exactly like us.”

“... So?”

The elder twitches his eyebrows as if he is interested.

“What is their role in the first place? Isn't it their job to fight on our behalf, lose their lives, and come back to life anyway? It takes a lot of people to feed them and provide them with weapons and armor. So we shortened the process and combined it.”

'What are you talking about?'

I hear what he says, but it doesn't make me feel very good. It's not a good thing to hear from the beginning.

“We have this artifact of obedience. And soul sick people are not people.”

“Let’s see, who is looking at someone and saying they are not human?”

A soul soldier in the venue heard the sound and, unable to bear it, came over and stood in front of the second son.

But he was immediately overpowered.

“Who are you treating so carelessly? Shut up, and kneel.”

“Keuuu...”

When the second son gave a command while holding a brooch made of Athir, the spirit soldier collapsed in place without making a sound.

“Let’s see. Can those who can be subdued with just one artifact really be considered human beings like us? I don't think so. Their role is as souls called to fight and die in our place.”

“Well, if you look at the purpose, yes.”

“Even the prayers they pray are not answered by any god. To God, soul diseases are not souls of our world and are not recognized by Gaia, the giver. We are vessels of the soul, and our status is different from those who cannot receive God's protection or healing magic, which all beings living in this world can receive.”

It is true that soul disease does not benefit from the healing magic used by Gaia's priests.

However, making such a leap is an unreasonable claim.

“Spiritual soldiers just need to fight. All they have to do is recall their original roles.”

“So, is this your work?”

The elder looks at the soul soldier wearing knight-like armor behind his second son.

“Yes. I created a soul bottle by inserting Athir into their bodies.”

“Atir?”

“Yes. Atyr was used as if inserting the core of a battle doll. Now, we and military officers no longer need to issue orders every time to soul soldiers who rebel against us. Even if soul diseases enter this body, you don't have to eat or sleep, and you don't have to worry about them going crazy.”

The second son violently bangs the head of the armor containing the soul bottle behind him.

But the soul disease cannot say anything.

To begin with, there was no such thing as a mouth hole for him.

The second son shows off not only to the elder, but also to everyone else, as if to show off.

“The combat dolls that existed before the original soul soldiers were so stupid that they couldn't even understand complicated commands! On the other hand, soul soldiers could imprint commands, but the process was always cumbersome. However, I am confident that if I put those soul bottles into this doll I made, they will become perfect consumables!”

Personality erasure.

There is no longer any respect for us in that second son's head.

He doesn't care who we've been fighting for.

When I thought of that, any hesitation that had remained deep in my heart seemed to disappear.

Still, until now, there were certainly a small number of people who tried to treat us soul soldiers equally, no matter how different and alienated they were.

So, there are people who are pricked by their conscience because they think in their head that they have committed a sin, arbitrarily binding the soul and immersing it in the cycle of death.

However, this second son's thoughts were to completely throw away such conscience and assert and realize thoughts that a human being should not do.

The knight-shaped soul bottle in front of me was no longer able to be called human.

How about “? This soul knight I made!”

Clap clap!

When the second son's speech is over, the elder claps and hugs him.

Seeing the Grand Elder like that, each wizard had a different expression.

Some people were disappointed about the already decided first place, while others were watching Sieg Hill as if they were seeing an unexpected change in ideas.

However, none of them pointed out the unethical nature of the soul bottle called Soul Knight created by Sieg Hill.

The Grand Elder, a position with a large say in the Gaia Church, also only praises Sieg Hill.

“Great! okay. Actually, I was thinking that too. Aren’t we being too soft on the mentally ill? I wonder if we have allowed too much by embracing these people who are not even acknowledged by Gaia! Little Sieghill, thanks to you I learned. We were living life in too complicated circles.”

'This place...is there really nothing but trash that exists?'

Really, the conversation between them was nothing but despairing.

A man called Daejangro is saying things like that.

“Good! Let’s end the review here. It seems like the solution that the greatest genius has already come up with!”

Clap clap clap-

As the Grand Elder clapped again to attract people's attention, an attendant stopped talking to the wizard Roin and came to his side.

“Ah, no, Elder. I haven't finished the review yet...”

“Wizard. It's already been done. The genius here at Sieghill solved the questions I had been having. I thought I had gained a lot of wisdom by serving Gaia, but that was not the case.”

As the elder leads the duke's second son, he puffs out his chest and comes forward.

Then he gives a speech.

“We have been thinking wrong all along. We thought, ‘We survived today too.’ We live in an age where we have to put more weight into words, so what on earth did you have to think about first while practicing summoning? When we first performed a large-scale summoning spell, we had already hit the wrong button. Our purpose was not for human survival.”

“Well, then?”

“What we should aim for is the peak, not survival. Spirit soldiers were not just there to protect us. These are divine weapons given to us by Gaia. It was no coincidence that I discovered the secret to large-scale summoning. It's God's will. And we have been using them incorrectly.”

He deliberately said that everything was God's true intention and did not allow people to argue.

“It may be difficult right now, but we need to convince the other elders. About the discovery of the descendants of Sieghill, who were considered a genius family. So let's leave it here. This review ends here.”

The great elder said so and left, taking the duke's second son with him.

“Hey, I was wrong this time too.”

“That’s right. It was said that the Gaia Church recently received a huge donation from Elder Cason.”

“Are you talking about that rumor? Terraim is determined to somehow avoid the death penalty and is throwing money away.”

“Shh! Be quiet. After all, rumors are rumors. Well, everyone knows that the largest sponsor, the Sieghill family, and Terraim families who are connected to the Sieghill family fully support the Gaia Church.”

The wizards and alchemists began to leave one by one, gathering the items they had brought while talking.

When I see them like that, I also leave feeling dirty.

“I’m going now too.”

“... Damn you bastards! How did I get this opportunity, you damn bastards!”

I just pass by the wizard who is sitting on the floor in shock and getting angry.

Even though he has a dirty personality, I feel sorry for him when I think about his situation, but I am not so foolish as to care about the person I met for the first time today.

Before leaving the rehabilitation center, I walked around to see if Master was there, but I couldn't find him.

While I was looking, I looked for Linai, but I couldn't see her either.

'Well, since I've been fighting for quite some time, I guess you went back to the church first?'

With that in mind, I headed out of the base, thinking that I should go to my dorm first.

And on the way back, I thought about the future.

'Anyway, it's a really big deal.'

I feel like I need to change my plan.

It must be said that the plan he had before to enjoy a stable life by gaining power within the kingdom, holding as high a position as possible and making good connections, has already gone awry.

I have already fallen out with the Gaia Church, which can be said to be the center of the kingdom, and as time goes by, if those new spare bodies that are really Soul Knights become the standard for soul disease, I will become a true slave who cannot do anything.

To destroy the Gaia Church, our church's power is not as strong as a drop of blood on a bird's feet, and for me, a soul disease, there are only too many restrictions.

I even thought about living here because I thought there was a way to gain status within the Kingdom Alliance even with the body of a soul bottle.

But now I've completely abandoned that idea.

I have to admit it.

There are only trash people in the kingdom.

It was my mistake to think I would achieve something here.

So I decided.

As a soul soldier who protects the people of the kingdom, the work of the church.

I decided to just throw away all the responsibilities that were arbitrarily assigned to me.

'I must leave the Kingdom Union.'

It will be a headache.

There are too many things to think about to do that.

In order to run away, I need to gain enough strength to shake off my military pursuers, and I don't know if everyone around me will agree with my plan. You also have to persuade.

'It's probably impossible right now, but we'll have to prepare gradually.'

On this day, I decided to leave this hellish land.

        
            It is said that a true expert can understand the opponent's capabilities just by crossing swords.

In that regard, Master has clear expertise.

As a habit, whenever I encounter others, I always figure out what level of skill they have.

I thought that the reason why the teacher fought against the elf Eila was because he was confident that he would not lose.

However, after the first clash, the teacher's expression did not look very good.

Kang- Kang- Kang-

Afterwards, there were three clashes in a row.

As expected, Master was pushed out in terms of strength.

Master put strength into his hand holding the sword, and Aila loosened her grip on the sword slightly and twisted it around.

Unlike us, elves do not practice magic separately.

There is a rumor that magic flows instead of blood, but that doesn't seem to be true. At least I bled when I got cut.

Instead, the abilities of elves, including basic physical abilities, are so incredibly outstanding that such rumors circulate.

Archery is archery, swordsmanship is swordsmanship, and magic is magic.

The reason why humans did not go extinct among elves, whose average abilities exceed those of humans, is probably because the elves are so small in number that they do not need a large amount of land.

The reason the alliance of kingdoms adjacent to them did not fall is purely because the elves did not feel the need to do so.

“Are you done warming up? Then let’s get real.”

After the magic sword, the single-edged sword held by the elf, and the backsword clashed several times, Aela began to move in earnest first.

Kakakang! Kakakang!

Three rapid sword strikes in succession before the metallic sound even disappears.

I've seen this before, but it's incredibly fast.

Still, it seems like the movement is visible to some extent now.

Unlike me, who blocked Aila's sword with almost instinct, Master blocks it by clearly watching its movements.

Rather, he tries to attack at any opportunity while receiving the sword, but Aila also skillfully blocks the attacks and tries not to give up the initiative.

Watch each and every movement without exception.

The sight of the sword moving, every single moment, is captured in my mind through my eyes.

This is a situation where either Master or Aila could get hurt.

However, I soon stopped caring about that and was concentrating on keeping in mind the way they moved and the sword techniques they used.

If anyone saw me, they might say I was a cold-hearted person.

But without even realizing it, I was immersed in the beautiful sight.

A fierce dance where you risk everything you have for your opponent.

Those dances are important things that should never be missed.

Kakakakakakakang!

Aila's white sword constantly strangles the teacher.

A barrage of attacks using a physical ability far superior to that of a human being, and the three attacks mixing together with a time gap between them are even faster than that.

Master cannot take a single step from the onslaught.

The moment you move your body even a little, you may be cut by the backsword and a part of your body may fly off.

That's how quickly Aila chases after her teacher.

And let’s dig into that.

The key is all actions before the triple strike is attempted.

Every once in a while, Aila fires her white sword not at her teacher's body, but at the air nearby.

It may seem like an attack that doesn't have much meaning at first glance, but each movement is an attack that blocks all space in which the teacher can move in advance.

He is making the area around the teacher into a space that he cannot avoid and repeatedly attempting a three-hit attack.

It's like trapping a person in an iron bar barely big enough to stand and stabbing them one-sidedly.

The white sword, which shows off its courage, does not allow you to retreat even slightly or take your eyes off it.

'You're losing stamina.'

All movements are aimed at making the triple strike reach the opponent's body.

Even if all of them are blocked, the attack that a strong body uses with all its might at every moment continues to consume both mind and body.

Aila, who had continued to attack about 200 times in a short period of time without stopping, took a moment to catch her breath and took a step back for the first time.

“Are you done?”

Master does not miss the moment and begins a counterattack.

“You move well with that body?”

As the teacher approaches Aila, who is out of breath, he steps forward as if he is about to collapse, perhaps because he has received all the blows.

But that was all just preparation for the next move.

thud-

“Rachal.”

The teacher hits his knee on the ground, stomps his foot, and jumps out.

bang!

“Kkeut!”

An ordinary vertical cut with a magic sword.

The teacher's strong strike, which seemed to have used all his might, hit Aila straight down, and Aila took the blow just like that.

Even though it seems like it was a situation that Aila could have avoided, for some reason she still received that strong sword.

No matter how you look at it, this exchange can only be considered a loss.

If you can avoid the opponent's attack, it is better to dodge it at all costs.

This is because the opponent will lose his weapon and consume stamina, and you will be able to take the initiative in attack and defense.

And the situation happened again.

thud-

The moment Aila tried to move, Master stamped his foot on the spot again.

flinch-

For some reason, Aila is unable to move again and receives another slash in that state.

This time, instead of taking it head on, I deflected the magic sword, but the shock did not completely disappear.

thud-

A deep sound rings again.

And then the attack begins again, like a guillotine that cannot be escaped.

If you fail to comb it out even a little, Aila's body will be split in half.

She thinks she has time before Master regains his bearings and starts rolling, but Aila can't get out of the quagmire.

I don't know the reason, but I know for sure that Aila is in a situation where she can't escape.

“Ugh... Ah! Really!”

The moment the teacher raised the magical sword again, red magical energy was seen concentrated on the tip of Aila's white sword.

Quaaaang!

When the tip of the white sword touches the magic sword in accordance with the teacher's vertical slash, a strong explosion occurs.

The tip of the backsword was slightly cracked.

Both Master and Eila fall once to avoid being caught in the aftermath.

“Whew, I thought I was going to die. Isn't it true that using a method like that to stop movement is already a technique no different from magic? I should be confident.”

“Tsk!”

Unlike Aila, who was catching her breath, Master clicked his tongue as if he had no idea he would escape in such a way.

Aila seemed to have changed her mind due to the dangerous situation a while ago, and was anxious.

“I tried to show various things to Lee Rim, but I couldn’t do it. I have to end it here.”

“Has the foundation already been revealed? I still have a lot left.”

“It is impossible to show all skills within today. Since the odds were in sight, wouldn't it be natural to put an end to it?”

“That makes it a will.”

I don't know if this was a show of bravado towards each other, or if they both admitted that they would lose if they thought it would drag on for too long.

What is certain, however, is that in each other's eyes, there is now an added sense of reverence in greeting the other, and that they are treating each other with a corresponding killing intent.

Let's get back into position with each other.

The distance at which your weapon can reach the opponent the moment you take a step forward.

Two people start talking at the same time.

thud-

“Rachal.”

“Life built up in layers.”

Shouting out starter words is a magician-like action to give confidence in what one is doing.

“Deterioration.”

“Thirteen souls in one vessel.”

Strong self-suggestion, like hypnosis, allows you to have confidence that there will be no failure in your actions.

“Draw.”

“Thirteen Erg!”

Contained in the three affirmations to oneself is the desire for victory.

Eila raises her white sword and strikes it at her teacher.

The teacher also thrust his magic sword at Aila in response.

The first to reveal themselves were Aila's 13 swords.

In addition to the sword Aila is holding, twelve illusory swords as transparent as glass are stabbed towards the teacher along with the white sword.

There is only one magical sword that can stand against him.

Even after seeing the illusory sword, the teacher does not stop and instead aims for the critical point.

Clink!

At the same time, the attack of the magic sword that went horizontally towards Aila's neck destroyed all the transparent swords that flew in to block it.

At the same time, Aila urgently switched to a defensive stance.

But the assault did not stop there.

“It’s over.”

'You should never say something like that.'

With a line that made me uneasy, Master's sword dug into the white sword Aela was holding from the exact broken part, breaking the sword's waist.

I thought that the magic sword would split the last white sword in half and stab Aela's neck for victory, but-

bang!

What was heard was not the sound of a throat being cut, but the sound of a magic sword hitting a strong object.

'What is that?'

I wondered if what I was seeing was real.

What is on Aila's neck are fragments of the transparent sword that was broken earlier.

The fragments that were thought to have fallen to the ground formed a hexagonal shape and blocked the magic sword.

Only then did Aila relax, confident of victory.

“You should say things like that only after you've completely finished it. But I kind of like it. Should I try it too?”

“Che!”

The teacher tries to retrieve the magic sword, but the magic sword does not move as if it is attached to a protective shield made of its fragments in the air.

“It’s over.”

At the same time, Aila imitates her teacher's tone and attempts a final attack.

This behavior could be called bad taste.

However, unlike Master, Aila's words became more meaningful because she actually achieved it.

He quickly approached with a white sword that was broken in half and stabbed his thigh, making the teacher fall to his knees.

However, the duel where both sides risked death does not end there.

Aila is also a patroller, and she reliably silences the enemy, completely blocking any further variables.

He pulled out the sword from his thigh and cut the wrist holding the sword, then cut the other hand that was reaching out to block further incoming attacks, and finally, he cut his throat, which was completely defenseless.

dump-

An action that is familiar to me as a patroller, to completely neutralize an invading enemy.

The battle ended there.

Master's body slowly loses its balance and falls.

        
            Master was defeated.

He collapsed before my eyes.

This is a result that both people agreed to.

It was a fight between two prosecutors who raised their heads to fight for their lives.

But even though I know this, I feel angry when I see my teacher die.

With me in front of her, Aila sheathed her broken sword.

“Irim. Are you angry?”

Ayla speaks with her back turned to me.

“... A lot.”

Although the result was clearly expected, I was angry when I saw Master fall like that in front of my eyes.

Still, Aila doesn't stop talking.

“Yes. I guess so. Even if it were me, I would be angry. But I really have to say this for Irim’s sake.”

“... What is it?”

“Your teacher died because he was weak. No matter how strong he may have been in the world he was in, he died because he was weak. And there are more people in the world stronger than me. You can't forget that.”

Ayla spoke coldly without looking into my eyes.

Those words are certainly not intended to disparage the teacher.

Still, Aila's words make me angrier.

“Your choice is correct. Even if you learn from your teacher, it ends there. If you meet someone stronger than you, you will die. In order to avoid that, you need to become stronger, and to do that, you need to have more diverse experiences.”

However, he soon suppresses his anger and ponders Aila’s words.

Her words really come from a place of caring for me.

It is more important to engrave this advice in your mind than your current anger.

“Irim needs to become stronger if he doesn’t want to see his teacher die again. If you don't want to experience the same emotions again, you just have to become stronger.”

'It's a good choice. All you have to do is use that anger as nourishment to become stronger.'

It was only for a moment, but as soon as I heard a sound that overlapped with Aila's voice, my anger completely disappeared.

“... Lee Rim?”

In front of me, Aila was looking at me hesitantly.

The way he looked to see if I was angry didn't seem like he was the person who had just given me advice that would have an important impact on my life.

The winner is Aila anyway. Of course, the conditions she set are followed.

“... Yes. Because a promise is a promise. Since Master suggested it first, he must have understood it now.”

“... You don’t like me, right?”

“I still feel angry, but I won’t hate it.”

Unlike my teacher who is resurrected, Aila risked her own life to teach me a duel.

If I were to get angry at the outcome of what started out as a fair line between us, it would be a shame not only to Aila but also to Master.

When I answered, Aila smiled only then.

“Right? It's a warning, right? thank god. When it was over, I was really scared. This is my first human friend. I thought our relationship would break up like this.”

Ayla ran over and took my hand.

“Now! Well then, let’s go meet Irim’s teacher again! After fighting, I know for sure. I understand why you have confidence. Did you say Hwarim? I want to be friends with that person too!”

“No, I don’t think Master would like that.”

I think you're crazy to want to be friends with someone you just killed.

Even at the end, he followed suit as if he was teasing me, but no matter how I endured it, would the person in question really accept it?

I think absolutely not.

'I wonder if they'll try to kill me again.'

-------------------------------

“Do it one more time.”

'Of course it is.'

Those were the first words the Master said when we met again after his resurrection.

Afterwards, I entered the unit with Aila.

At first, I thought that no matter how much magic I used to hide my appearance, I would be stopped, but since so many other outsiders were coming in anyway, Aila came in without much of a restraint.

However, after being resurrected, the first words of the Master who came to the supply world and waited for us were these.

When Aila saw her Master like that, she hid behind me and didn't know what to do.

All I had to do was muster up the courage to look over my shoulder and look at my teacher.

“Irim, what should I do? It seems like this person is an extremely retarded person.”

“Even if you say so. I also never thought that Master would be so stubborn here.”

“I am not saying that I will disobey the winner. It's just the behavior that humiliated me. I can't stand it. They say they can't stand it anymore so let's stick together again.”

Grrrr-

The teacher seems to be unable to hold back his anger, and there is a boiling sound like an animal.

“Eeh? But the result will be the same again?”

“Aila, stop provoking me.”

'This isn't about stopping kids from fighting.'

I never thought that Master would say it again like this after all he had said about doing it without regrets.

“Master, stop it too. Aila says she didn't have any special feelings toward her teacher, but it's not good to show too much of an afterthought.”

“That’s right, that’s right. You're not mature enough! You might be a lot younger than me, but.”

“... Good. The reason is enough, so let's just fight again. I will kill you this time.”

“No, I told you to be quiet...”

I tried to stop him somehow, but the teacher couldn't calm down as more words kept coming out from the side.

I had no choice but to turn on the fire.

“More than that, Aila, what are you going to do about the accommodation? Do you plan on staying in town?”

“Yeah... First of all, after I meet Peria again, I'm going to get a room and enjoy my hobbies. Irim comes to see me from time to time.”

After I talked to Aila, Master calmed down a little.

First of all, the overall atmosphere seemed to have calmed down a bit, so I was talking to Aila, but for some reason, the Master kept looking at me.

“Master. Why are you doing that?”

“... Don’t call me teacher anymore.”

'What does this mean?'

I thought I might have been paying too much attention to Aila, so I talked to my teacher, but I heard my head hurt again.

“No, why are you doing that? Are you still upset?”

'If that's true, it's too much.'

I wondered if he was really going to get behind something like this, but this time it was for a different reason.

“No... Hmm! hmm! She says she's older than me, but if she keeps speaking informally like that, she's too friendly... doesn't she seem comfortable? Even though that woman was the one who cut me.”

I guess Master didn't like the fact that Aela and I were talking comfortably.

“But the teacher is the teacher.”

“I did not accept him as a direct disciple in a normal way, but I have no intention of being called a teacher. Or do you think my name is the real teacher?”

My back started to hurt at the sight of him completely sulking.

“Then how should I call you.”

'I can't even call you by name.'

“ Decide for yourself.”

Thanks to the difficult request being thrown at him, he furrows his brows and begins to think about it.

'The woman's question is answered.'

I told you to figure it out, but this will have a predetermined answer. But I don't know what the answer is.

'Let's make a guess.'

teacher.

Absolutely not.

Hwarim.

They are so equal. It might be better to treat her informally, just like Aila, but I've been treating her with respect so far, so it's uncomfortable to just call her by her first name.

'It would have been better if I had sung it more comfortably like Peria.'

The teacher may be stubborn, but you have no idea how difficult it is to change an already established relationship.

Thinking like that made me a little grumpy.

I was tempted to just give it a go and give it a go.

I say this as I see Master pouring water into a cup at the sink on one side and gulping down cold water one after another.

“Okay. Sister.”

Clink!

The teacher loses hold of the cup he was holding and the glass cup breaks.

As it happened, the cup that I broke was Enin's favorite cup, so I was at a loss as to what to say when it came back.

Master coughed for a while before finally speaking.

“Ah, no... who wants to cut it all up like that... what on earth are they thinking! ”

Forgetting that he was angry, he covered his red face with the back of his hand.

“They told me to do whatever I wanted.”

Seeing how shy I am makes me laugh for no reason.

Even though I laugh and think about it, I still can't come to a conclusion on what to call it.

I couldn't think of any suitable words to replace the titles I had been used to for the past five years.

In the end, the teacher who had stung me once spoke first.

“...Hwarim.”

“Yes?”

“If you’re going to call me that, just call me by my name. It's my first time hearing such an embarrassing sound, so I can't get used to it. So for now, let’s just call it Hwarim.”

I never thought they would actually ask me to call you by my name.

“And don’t speak informally yet. I'm older.”

“Oh, I guess so.”

“Age? Are you talking about your age in front of an elf? Haha! That's funny! Me and Lee Rim just talk casually. Does that have any meaning now?”

Eila gets on her nerves again towards her teacher.

Thanks to you, I was able to see a new side of Master.

“You just shut up and go away.”

'Wow, this is my first time seeing a teacher like that.'

Even his usual way of speaking completely collapsed in front of Aila. It's something I haven't seen in 5 years.

Still, Aila did not back down and continued to scratch Master's insides.

“Well, Irim and I are friends, but Hwarim is not, right? Then I guess there’s nothing we can do.”

Still, that too has its limits.

Aila quickly went out as Master picked up the dagger on the desk.

bang!

Master didn't know what to do with the dagger that had lost its place, so he threw it down on the desk and declared defeat.

“Ugh... Really! I get it. If so, please speak informally to me from now on. And if you treat me differently than that woman, I won't forgive you, so know that!”

“No, why are you suddenly making such a sudden move alone? And I think that would be difficult for me.”

I don't think I'll ever be able to do that.

“And the name seems a bit difficult... Just call me sister. I'll say it again, I won't forgive you for treating me the same way as that woman!”

“You just told me to treat you the same, but why this time again...”

“Quickly!”

'He's so moody today.'

But the only way to calm this temper is to do what you want.

“Ah, okay. Sister.”

However, after hearing those words, Master hugged his face again and went down.

“Keueunnnnh... Of course... I'll only say that sometimes.”

'I'm going to be amazed.'

        
            “How long do you plan to stay?”

This is not a question. It means to turn it off quickly.

Only after Aila came back, was she scratching her stomach, and had her patience been tested to the limit by me constantly testing her titles, did Master tell us to please go do some business.

“I guess so. I have to go see Peria now! Irim, please guide me!”

“Yes. Well thought out. Please, just shut up.”

I convey Thistle's words to such a teacher.

“Then I will take you there. Oh, and Sisle said she would like to see it?”

“Me?”

“Yes. First of all, you are a believer. I know Deshade is annoying, but he still asked me to stop by at least once. Since we are members of the same denomination, I wanted to talk about various things.”

“... Got it. But let's go later, not now. If it's a place where Feria is, doesn't that mean it's a resuscitation center? That god might be there, but if you meet that elf and Deshade at the same time, you might really go crazy.”

“Of course. See you later then. Sister?”

“Keu... Anyway, go and come back.”

I play with it one more time before I leave.

Now they seem to have given up on making their own choices, and no matter what I call them, they are resigned to it and don't react much.

After all, it's something that takes time, and I found it so fun that I kept changing her name and teasing her, and after egging her on for about an hour, I think she's completely exhausted now.

Leaving her behind, I left the supply center and followed the road to the resuscitation center.

As was the case yesterday, people came to see Deshade again today.

Seeing all the people crowded together makes me feel motion sick.

There will be Deshade and Thistle inside the huge tent, but Peria said she is doing business, so they are probably outside the tent.

So, Aila and I walked around the tent wall, making our way through the crowd, and found someone we knew.

Astesia, wearing a straw brimmed hat, was standing in front of the tent.

“Hello. Astesia.”

“Ah, Lee Rim. Welcome.”

Astesia was controlling the number of people in front of the tent to prevent the crowd from crowding too much and causing the tent to collapse.

Looking at the beads of sweat on his forehead, he must have been working for quite some time.

However, as if she was trying to hide her distressed appearance, she straightened her back and greeted me as soon as she saw me.

“Are you okay? You said you were busy?”

“No. Less than yesterday. Most people who came for the first time left quickly after answering their questions. Now, we are providing reception information to those who arrive late.”

It seems to me that the number of people is still quite large, but things seem to be okay today.

I asked Astesia where Peria was.

“Have you ever seen Peria? He said he would do his own thing around here.”

“Peria, you can go to the back of here. He asked to borrow a table and a chair, took them with him, and stayed there all day meeting people.”

“Really? thank you. And don't overdo it and drink water. Wipe off the sweat.”

Just then, sweat was rolling down Astesia's cheek again, so I wiped it away with my sleeve.

Then Astesia blushed and stayed still.

“Ah, thank you.”

“First, I’ll go to Peria and come back. Oh, and...”

I tried to say something after that, but I just blurted out my words.

“Yes?”

“Uh... no. If you're having a hard time, tell Sisul, or if anyone tries to do something strange, come to me.”

“Ah, yes. Thank you.”

“Yes. Well then, I’ll just go.”

Astesia and I were both busy and it had been a while since we had seen each other, so I wanted to talk more, but I was at a loss as to what to say.

It's not that I stay away from it or anything like that.

It's just that we haven't had a very long conversation since that day, so it's an awkward situation for both of us.

Today, with the intention of breaking up the awkward relationship, I happened to bump into her and approached her by talking to her, but in the end, I couldn't stand the atmosphere and left.

“Irim. Who is that kid?”

“Uh... I'll tell you later.”

There was nothing I could do. It could be said that we are not ready for each other yet.

After that, I went to the back of the tent and saw that Feria had set up a temporary store.

A very simple store made with desks and chairs borrowed from Astesia.

In front of the desk, there was a tactless-looking piece of cloth with the words [Daily Sales Trickster Branch Office] written on it, and there were quite a few people gathered around the tent.

Next is the “ character. People who said they were asking about puppetry should come forward.”

About 20 people draw a line on the floor, stay at a distance, and come forward when Peria calls their name.

When such people come to the front, Peria points people's heads in his direction and gives them the information they want in exchange for money.

Then, the people who bought the information leave immediately to do their own research after hearing what they need.

Of course, among them, there were wizards who tried to make illegal profits.

“Ah! The guy walking on the line just used a strange spell on his ear! Is it okay to eavesdrop? Release that right now!”

“My, when did I do that!”

“It’s no use trying to tell. Everyone listen carefully! If you don’t remove the spell that guy put on your ear, you won’t be able to do business any longer, so everyone should know that!”

“What? How long are we waiting now, don't you use the magic right now, you bastard!”

“What kind of wizard would do something like that just to save a few pennies! Aren’t you embarrassed?”

As Peria instigates, the wizards who have been in line for a long time criticize the wizard for his strange behavior.

“Oh, no, I’m not good at hearing so… I solved it! I solved it! You think it's because I don't have money, I'm so dumbfounded!”

Then the wizard finally broke the spell and was sent to the back of the line by Peria.

It's an amazing sight.

Wizards who gather among themselves, are stiff-headed even in front of nobles, and sweep up all kinds of wealth.

However, such wizards were not as visible as they are now.

When a trickster appears, the wizards rush to get the information they want and then go back to conduct their research. There is no dignity at all.

“No, why are you trying to get so much?”

“A lot. What do you say is a lot? This is information you can't get anywhere else except from Trickster. 15 gold is a very cheap price. Pay the money quickly.”

“Eng... It's here.”

In front of Peria, the wizards looked no different from adventurers trying to save a penny in a back alley market.

The adventurers are trying to save a penny in case things don't go well, and the wizard, who is incomparably wealthy, is doing something petty to save money.

It's true that those who have more do more.

And at the center of it all, there is a trickster who controls people.

At that time, in the middle of the line created by those magicians, a person emerged who could not stand it.

“...Ey! How long do I have to wait! If it's money, I'll give you twice as much. Quickly tell me the information I want first!”

A young wizard with short hair crossed the line drawn on the floor, came in front of Peria, and threw a money bag.

Ayla saw that and whispered to me.

“Irim. If I do that, won’t other people criticize me? People with money are stronger?”

“If you say it’s strong, it’s strong. That doesn't mean I don't get criticized, though.”

As Eila said, what the young wizard did was not a very good behavior in the eyes of others.

However, no one uttered the profanity that would immediately come out in a situation like this.

The people who came forward first also made no protest as they were pushed by him.

“Do you think you might be a great person?”

“Shh. Adventurer girl, be quiet. He is high.”

A middle-aged wizard standing near us pays attention to Aela's words.

Since he happened to be the one to interfere first, I try to get information from him.

“Who is that person?”

“No, you don’t know that person? This person looks like an adventurer, but even so, the person next to you is... Oh, is it a soul disease? Then you probably don't know.”

Before speaking, the wizard checked to see if he was looking in this direction and then explained.

“He is the second son of the Sieghill family, a ducal family in the Kingdom of Silderion.”

“If it's the Kingdom of Silderion... isn't it a kingdom in the east? The land there has been completely eaten up by demons. Then isn’t he a duke in name only?”

“Well, it’s not wrong. Still, even though he has only recently become a wizard, he is quite intelligent and is attracting attention in the academy. In that case, even if the duchy was completely ruined and had no land, if the war continues and the territory is recovered, he will be the talent to revive the duchy. So, if you treat it carelessly, you could end up in big trouble. But still, it wouldn't be a good idea to do that to Trickster.”

'The duke's second son. Even though he comes from a completely ruined family, he seems to be treated quite well. Still, aren't all nobles really this cheap?'

After listening to him, I could understand his rude attitude.

Still, I can understand it, but it is an attitude that I would never think would be viewed that favorably.

To be honest, I have never seen a single polite person among nobles other than Hygenic.

Not all knights become knights, so I don't know if Vincent is a nobleman or not, so I'll leave it aside. If I think about it, I've only seen nobles who always have a high-handed attitude and try to manipulate others even though they are not from their own domain.

Then there was a loud noise.

bang!

When Peria's order is disrupted to the point where she can no longer proceed with work in order, she gets irritated and responds by folding her notebook and putting her legs up on the desk.

“Over there. I guess your noble brother doesn’t know much about tricksters? Don't get on my nerves and go back and wait in line. Order is more important than money.”

“I don’t know about tricksters? Bullshit, of course you know! Traitors who are blinded by money and even sell us out to demons! Know that the reason you are alive is because you still have value!”

“Hey. I see.”

Even in front of the duke's second son, who doesn't know why he's so angry, Peria doesn't move.

'Should I stop this?'

There were veins in the eyes of the man who was looking at Peria, and if he had a little more, he would have to pay for it.

When the man saw Peria like that, he scolded her again.

“Do you know who I am!”

“I know well. Was it Sieghill Etouzanne Macren? He is the second son of the duke of the ruined Sieghill family. If you ask our organization, you can hear the story of their family, from the number of dishes to what is contained in the safe inside the castle. Especially that safe, you don’t know what was in there, right? If you keep doing that, it can all blow up. So just go back.”

'Information is handled up to that point.'

Now that I've reached that level, I think I know what it means to be truly scared.

I am a person who has nothing to do with power struggles or the quest for knowledge, so I had no idea how far the Trickster group handles information.

At most, I thought they only handled information about the hidden children of members of a certain family, but it seems their information power is stronger than I thought.

If that's true, wouldn't thieves come to the tricksters first before robbing somewhere?

However, despite Peria’s attitude, the second son did not back down.

“If it’s on fire, blow it! Because it's already been done! Because of you, our family and kingdom are ruined! How dare you insult me when you can't even thank me for sparing the life of a hateful traitor right now?”

'No, it's an insult and all, but they interpret the story of just keeping order in some way or another.'

It seems that there is something close to his family between him and Trickster.

“Ugh. I don't want to talk more, so let's stop here. Business ends today! The rest of the people in line blame this guy. Or maybe he would come visit me later in the village separately. Now, it’s really over!”

Peria seemed to have decided that there was no longer any time to do business or anything else, so he declared the end.

But then-

match!

'... Who is that bastard talking to now?'

The moment he finished speaking, the Duke's son slapped Peria's cheek and grabbed her by the collar.

“Who are you trying to end on your own right now? I am Markren of the Sieghill family. I can't take it anymore. I'll make you pay! This kind of treatment actually suits people like you.”

The second son who said that created fire in his hand and tried to burn Peria's face with it.

I couldn't just watch any longer.

“Stop it, right?”

Before Peria got hurt further, he quickly walked over and grabbed the second son's wrist.

Apparently he wasn't very good at magic yet, and the flames disappeared just by holding his arm.

The second son whose magic was interrupted looks back at me in anger, but since he used magic, I have a justification.

No one is allowed to use magic carelessly within the unit. That is the rule set by the corps commander.

The duke's second son continued to protest, his arm still being held by me.

“What kind of low-class person is being rude to me again? Do you want to die?”

'No, you speak so beautifully.'

I was so upset that I called him a name I didn't really want to use.

“Uh... he’s a bishop.”

“Bishop?”

I didn't like the way he kept talking about the duke's name and being arrogant.

So, not wanting to lose, I try to subdue him by using my title-only status.

“Yes. Bishop of Deshade Church. Like your family, I have no land or anything. Anyway, the use of magic is prohibited within the unit, so it would be better to stop, right? This is a rule set by the corps commander himself. And if you kill that trickster using magic, then it would be a murder charge, but is it okay for the duke's second son to go around killing people like this? If I have any extra strength, I'll go out to the battlefield and use it. Why are you fucking here?”

There are already many witnesses.

Normally, he might have passed by without even paying attention to the nobles out of fear that something troublesome would happen, but now, no matter how he suppressed them, he went so far that it could easily be called self-defense.

So it’s okay to go strong now.

The duke's second son, whether aware of the situation or not, continued to shout out only what he wanted to say, like cicadas.

“This is an act of punishment for traitors! My anger is justified when I think of the people in my family who died because of these guys! And the bishop? I have already met your god. A bishop who serves that ungodly man, ha! That's not even funny. You guys are bishops and all, so play house in moderation. If you don’t let go of this hand right now, I will kill you too.”

“Try it.”

It looks like he plans to use force no matter what.

The magical power in the air begins to gather again in his hands.

But honestly, I can't lose against a wizard at this distance.

What on earth does this guy believe and do this?

In the end, he crossed the line.

“I guess life is not a waste. I will kill you.”

The wizard began chanting.

        
            Saying it out loud is a spell that gathers the magical power of the atmosphere and turns it into flame.

Since the spell is part of the laws of the world discovered by human wizards, the spell simply creates fire.

However, the wizard decided to harm people by chanting such spells.

“Lavar Cigar Rest Blick...”

I'm not the one to see that.

The guy is shamelessly reciting a spell even though his arm is being held by me.

The way to subdue a close-range wizard is simple.

Sigh!

“Ugh!”

When I punched him in the face, he stopped chanting and started screaming. At the same time, the flames generated in the hand immediately went out.

“No, common sense dictates that if you openly recite a spell, who will be watching you?”

“You lowly bastard! Lavar Cigar Rest...”

puck!

I tried to recite the spell again, so I punched him once more.

“It’s prohibited to use within the unit?”

Although I warned him once more, he is a proud nobleman and a wizard.

The guy who showed his arrogance squared did not stop.

Even though the guy was bleeding from his nose, he still didn't seem to understand what I was saying and tried the spell again.

“Lavard Cigars...!”

Sigh!

A fist stopping another spell.

Now, I have a claymore that nullifies Thistle's magic, a fist that rivals Spell Breaker.

Even though his nose was bleeding, he glared at me and tried to recite the spell again.

“...Lava”

Sigh!

So I punched him again.

I thought I hit only his face too much, so I hit his solar plexus just enough not to kill him, and he lowered his head.

Once I got to this point, it was time to think that it would be better to swing my fist rather than recite a spell, but I guess I still didn't get enough hits.

At that moment, the guy who had lowered his head raised his face again.

“... Stop now”

puck!

This time, seeing that the spell was different, it looked like he was trying to change to a shorter spell, so I struck him quickly again. He's a guy with more grit than I thought.

“No, that’s not it...”

Sigh!

A wizard should never be given a chance to memorize a spell. It's a long experience.

“...”

Sigh!

“No, why!”

This time I just slapped it. I don't like the look in your eyes.

However, with that displeasing look in his eyes, he finally shut up and protested.

“Uh, wasn’t that just an order? I thought it was some sort of secret chanting magic or something.”

In a fight, you always have to assume the worst.

'Or not.'

When I finally let go of the wizard's arm that had shut his mouth, the wizard fell to the ground.

Then I heard a sound that made me believe my ears.

“That’s enough. Bishop. I don’t know how to repay the bishop for his sincere help.”

'Why is he like this again?'

Peria seemed to have gone crazy after being slapped, and came towards me, using a polite word.

“What's going on?”

At that time, Legion Commander Helias came up behind me.

'Oh, I see. Did he act like that because he was a corps commander?'

The Duke's second son, who saw this, runs towards the corps commander with a bloody nose as if asking when he had given in.

“Legion Commander Helias! You've arrived just in time! This person used violence against me!”

“Wow. I'm really embarrassed even though it's not my job. What is that, really.”

Ayla, who was watching, covered her eyes with her hands as she saw her nose bleeding and asking for help from the corps commander.

“...Tsk!”

When the corps commander saw the duke's second son, he clicked his tongue and then turned his gaze to me.

No matter who sees it, he acts like he has something to do with me rather than whining.

“What brings you here, Commander?”

Be polite and ask about business.

Ball is ball and life is death.

At a drinking party, you may have spoken informally under the influence of alcohol, but you shouldn't do that here.

“I came because I wanted to meet your rookie Deshade and have something to talk about. It just so happens that you are there too. That's good, since we met, let's go in together.”

“Heh, Helias Legion Commander?”

“There’s blood, so get away from me. The kid from Zeke Hill.”

'Things are going pretty well here.'

The corps commander does not appear to be very welcoming of the Duke's second son.

People and other wizards were also amazed to see him like that.

“Corps Commander! Why don't you listen to me! It's me! This is Sieghill Etouzanne Macren!”

The corps commander grabs the second son by the collar and lifts him up.

“Big, wow!”

“I know, you bastard. But that's it. In my unit, anyone who uses magic without my permission is a serious crime. If things were to go the way they were supposed to, they would have put you in jail right away, but they're letting you see it now. Shut up and go do your business.”

“And I will not sit still in the Dukedom! I will formally complain about this disrespect!... Now, wait a minute! Wow!”

The corps commander must not have liked what his second son said, raising it higher and speaking.

“Yes. It looks like you don't know yet with your blood-less head, so I'll tell you. I'm just coming from interrogating that Terraim guy who is on such good terms with your Sieghill family. Evidence of a rebellion was found in his room, as well as a book related to the devil hidden in his dorm.”

The second son's face, which had been red just a moment ago, began to cool down.

“Well, that can’t be possible! Terraim is an honorary elder! You probably had it because it was an item that shouldn't fall into the hands of demons! And the charge of mutiny is nonsense! It must be a conspiracy!”

“I decide whether it makes sense or not. If you don't want your remaining assets confiscated, go quietly. Everyone knows that your family fully supports Terraim.”

The corps commander placed his second son on the ground.

“Ugh... That's it! You are making a mistake!”

The second son said that and disappeared from the spot, taking with him someone who appeared to be his attendant.

The corps commander did not even look back at his second son, but instead asked me to wait for a moment and walked towards Peria.

“Are you okay? Ms. Trickster. The guests who visited my unit were all the same, and I ended up harming them by not managing them properly.”

“It’s okay. I don't know what to do with the corps commander himself worrying about me.”

'I'm not really used to it.'

I know that one of them is a regular guy, and the other is an old man who talks about his life story at a bar and gives me advice, but seeing them be so polite to each other makes me feel angry.

The corps commander takes out a handkerchief and hands it to Peria, who says it's okay, and says softly.

“Because it’s a fight for my food bowl. Those damn bastards should have been caught earlier. Do you have time later? I also have information that I would like to buy from you.”

'That's the point.'

The position of corps commander may be busier than you think.

Since he has to manage the army, fight political conflicts, and even interrogate traitors, he may think that meeting the trickster Peria was a good opportunity for him.

“As long as you have enough money. I didn't plan on doing business later today, but if it's the corps commander's job, of course I have to make time for it. When would be a good time?”

“I will ask you a favor right after we finish talking. Please wait here for a moment.”

“Okay. Then I will be waiting here for you.”

“Soul Soldier, please help me sort out this trickster and come in right away.”

“I will.”

After finishing his story, Helias was about to pass by me when he saw Aila and stopped.

“... Have we ever met somewhere?”

“Huh? me? no. I don’t know?”

“...Okay.”

After a quieter-than-expected conversation, the corps commander went straight into the tent where Deshade and Thistle were.

As soon as the sight disappears, Peria collapses on the desk.

“Phew. I met some crazy guy and almost died. They say this is why I hate nobles.”

“Are you okay? You didn’t get burned, right?”

“Yes. Thanks to you brother. Actually, if my brother wasn't there, I thought I would just stab him in the arm with a dagger and jump, but I trusted him and stayed quiet.”

I wondered why Peria was so quiet, but it seemed like she had already made up her mind about the worst.

If I hadn't stepped forward, things would have become more of a hassle.

“Ugh... I saved him because he was my partner.”

“Yes. That's it! I wanted something like that. Hehe.”

The word that Peria likes so much is partner.

It seems like it's a word he likes quite a bit, as he seems to like it when I bring up the story of his business partner.

“That's right. If your hair gets singed, it's a big problem.”

Meanwhile, Aila is only worried about her hair.

While Eila was smoothing Peria's hair, she seemed to come up with a good idea and made a suggestion to Peria.

“Ah! Then would you like me to be by your side as your escort? He might come back and try to do it again.”

“I would appreciate it if you said so. Actually, I was going to ask first because it was written in the contract, but thank you so much for taking the initiative.”

“... What on earth did you write in the contract?”

“Huh? Why are you curious about that? Nothing much. I just wrote about 50 provisions of one kind or another.”

It's scary at this point.

But no matter how worried I was about Aila, I didn't have time to ask about those provisions.

The corps commander has called me, so I have to go in right away.

I decided to leave Peria and Eila and go inside the tent.

“Then I can come in, right? Because I think it’s an important story.”

“Okay. Then, see you later in the evening.”

“Yes. Oh, and if you ever run into that noble guy again in his village, just run away. Even if a noble has no land and only a lot of money, a noble is still a noble. After listening to other people, it seems like he has a solid background.”

“Yes. I’ll be careful.”

After giving a firm warning to Peria, I went into the tent, leaving Aila and Peria who were starting to clean up.

“ came. Then let’s get started.”

Helias was sitting across from Deshade, and Thistle was standing next to him.

When I saw that, I felt like I needed to listen to what the church had to say, so I went and stood on the other side of Thistle.

When I took my seat, the corps commander was the first to say hello.

“My name is Legion Commander Helias. I would like to thank my subordinate for his rudeness and cooperation during the attack on Mongma's castle the other day.”

It is called “Deshade. Nice to meet you, noble warrior. You have a great bowl.”

'It's noble.'

That's how it looks in Deshade's eyes.

I guess Deshade, a rookie who can see the shape of souls, is so great that he can be said to be great.

“Thank you for the compliment.”

“However, the damage to the dish is significant. It will be difficult to recover.”

“... You are saying the same thing as what was said in the Church of Gaia.”

“The damaged part is full of malice. As time passes, the curse will continue to eat away at you.”

“Thank you for your concern. Then let’s get to the point.”

Helias interrupts Deshade and changes the subject.

“As promised in advance, our 3rd Corps has decided to provide financial compensation to those who participated in the Mongma Castle strike force.”

“Thank you for keeping your promise.”

Thistle formally received the words of the corps commander.

The corps commander nodded lightly in a polite manner in response to Thistle's answer, and then said something somewhat unexpected.

“However, in addition to that, a request came in from another side. This is such a big incident.”

“If you say it’s the other side...?”

“This is the Church of Gaia.”

'Church of Gaia?'

This is something I never thought of.

The Gaia Church has neglected the Deshade Church until now.

Of course, that was only left as it was because the Deshade Church had only one believer.

They would never have thought that the only member of such a sect would successfully complete the ritual of manifestation and succeed in the feat of preventing the descent of the devil when all the high-ranking priests of the sect had left to take charge of the fall of the castle.

The request they made to our denomination makes me wonder if their intentions were pure.

Thistle seemed to be thinking the same thing and looked a little nervous.

The corps commander began speaking slowly compared to what he had said before in front of us.

“The Church of Gaia has strongly insisted that we should pay tribute to the Church of Deshade... for taking care of their absence while they left to defend the capital. So, since our corps could not ignore the Gaia Church's request, we decided to accept their opinion and provide support and benefits to Deshade's church. Because it seems more urgent.”

After saying that, the corps commander took out a document from his pocket and showed it to us.

“As of this time, until the church stabilizes, we will dispatch the squad of soul soldiers appointed by Deshade as bishop, the supply officers, and the soldiers below them as temporary knights to support the church.◦# ◦

        
            “Temporary Knights?”

When an unfamiliar word came out, Deshade asked the corps commander.

The commander of the corps explains in detail about the knights according to the standards of the kingdom union for such a deshade.

“Yes. This is the Knights Templar. The Church of Gaia, which is now very powerful, the 'Light of the East', a large platform built by people from the kingdom, and all the famous magic towers in various places were established with the support of the kingdom's special knights when they first started out. . So, we decided to follow the tradition of the past and provide support to Deshade's denomination.”

Thistle, who knew some of the history since he had been active in the kingdom, was worried by the words of the corps commander.

“Considering our denomination’s position, I think it is a grateful treatment. However, looking at the current relationship between the organizations that received help from the kingdom and the Knights Templar, it seems that the help was not gratuitous.”

The kingdom almost semi-forcibly dispatches knights to groups that are weak at first but can show great growth in the future.

And later, when they grew up, the kingdom cited that incident and made demands that were quite advantageous at a national level, but were considered quite unreasonable for a group that forcibly received help.

Usually there are two things to say.

One is that the faction that received support did not grow as much as expected, and due to poor performance, they continued to receive help from the knights semi-forcibly, increasing their debt, or they repaid all the support and formed their own knights or guard corps to exert influence. escapes from.

This is the case with the Gaia Church, and they worked hard for a long time to attract most of the nobles and royal families, naturally eliminating their debt, and became large enough to operate their own Holy Knights.

Such denominations are so powerful that no one makes unreasonable demands on them anymore, but if there are successful people, there are also failures, and of course there are also vice versa.

The Kingdom Alliance is merciless in its treatment of merchants who have not yet largely escaped their influence, or who cannot easily offend others due to trade rights.

For example, it is said that they ask the merchants who received support to build a trading post in a city that would not be very profitable, or to deliver magic items such as magic towers to the military at a low price.

'There are a lot of practices where people put down money in advance and then rip it off for thousands of years.'

In short, you just erase the debt and pay it off later.

The corps commander told Thistle that he got right to the point.

“You said it was the apostle Thistle, right? you're right. On the surface, it seems to be simply a well-intentioned proposal for the denomination, but if you think about it later, it is not a very good thing. So, I know that you would not be happy even if I gave you a knighthood right away.”

He also knows how absurd this request is.

In fact, this is an act of putting shackles on the Deshade Church to prevent them from running wild in the Gaia Church, which is now the one side that rules the kingdom.

From a future perspective, the church is assuming such a plan and is trying to forcibly dispatch knights to the church under the guise of praising them for their contribution in preventing the resurrection of the devil.

The corps commander then brought up the real business.

“But what I really want to say is that I hope you can help us.”

“What are you doing this for?”

Instead of answering Deshade's words, the corps commander turns the document he took out and shows it to us.

“You probably know that the group of heretics that pops up in this area is so small that most of the time to subdue them is done by relying on security forces or adventurers, right? The Apostle also said that he was an adventurer.”

It seems to be referring to things like the consecration work that was done with Thistle in the past.

“That’s right. I know that dealing with heretics is something that Legion soldiers who are too busy dealing with external enemies can't pay attention to. While these races are a threat from outside, heretics are insect-like devil worshipers who eat away at the kingdom union from within.”

“That’s harsh. I like it.”

The corps commander liked Thistle’s explanation.

For him, it is too tiring for the military to pay attention to the problem of heretics, which are not easily going away even though they are left entirely in the hands of the Gaia Church, and the problems that arise sporadically on a small scale.

And the corps commander said that the person in charge of the work against the heretics, which had been left entirely to the Gaia Church, had risen into the air.

“Originally, the Church of Gaia had handled this task by providing financial support and dispatching Holy Knights to subdue it. However, this time, it seems that the Gaia Church was dissatisfied with the fact that an honorary elder of Terraim was arrested while they were leaving to help the Legion to the capital, and that the remaining members of our Legion defended the demon woman.”

“Did they say that?”

“Of course, I didn’t say it directly. So the church said, Now, there are people in the Grace territory who believe in people other than themselves. hmm. now. They said that now that a similar religious denomination had emerged, they would withdraw their hands from the pagan affairs in this area and leave it to them. He then declared that he would withdraw from financial support to the security forces and guilds.”

Anyone can see that this is a protest against dissatisfaction and a retaliatory decision.

“In short, the Gaia Church does not like us and the Corps Commander, so they are telling us to take care of all their affairs.”

“To put it bluntly, I think you can interpret it that way. What they are aiming for is your failure in taking on the work against the heretics.”

The corps commander then asked about the number of members of the cult, and Thistle answered him in a low voice that the number of people who could actually deal with the heretics was four.

That number also includes the members of the supply group that will become the temporary knights, me, Master, and Enin.

The corps commander heard the answer to those numbers and summarized them neatly.

“Information about a group of heretics comes in more than 5 times a day. Since the size of the cult is small, they will not be able to handle everything, so it is inevitable that failures will pile up. And the Gaia Church will try to bite you the moment your failures pile up.”

A blatant act of suppression.

And the checks that cost people's lives make you wonder if they are sane.

“That’s petty. Does the Church of Gaia have no honor?”

“Honor? It's generosity rather than honor. If those guys had the will to tolerate other denominations except themselves, the current official religion of the kingdom union would have been several denominations, not the Gaia denomination. Because I know they don't have that kind of generosity, I'm ordering you to help the church.”

After giving that answer, the corps commander took out another piece of paper and gave it to me.

“Now, here is the order. A book of orders for your unit, Ennin of the supply system, and the soul soldier squad under his command. In my name, I will order you to provide direct support to the Church of Deshade as a temporary order of knights. I will send someone separately for more details later.”

Temporary Knights Templar.

First of all, I thought that if I was going to receive support, it would be better to get support from a proper knighthood, but I soon changed my mind.

'No. This may also be a move by the Gaia Church to intentionally send everyone away at once.'

When I thought about it from the Gaia Church's perspective for a moment, their plan seemed to be more detailed.

It is not only the Deshade Church that is an eyesore to the Gaia Church, but also all those who participated in the attack on the Demon Castle.

In particular, Enin and the soul soldiers under his command, who participated in the strike force and had a close relationship with the Deshade Church, would also be like a thorn in their eyes.

Of course, it may be a consideration of the corps commander to attach people he has a close relationship with, but it may also be a decision based on the denomination's will to catch and deal with all cases at once.

'Besides, if you think about the scale, the Knights Templar is just an excuse.'

First of all, I explain the situation to the commander of the corps, as I could become a knight corps that only pays lip service.

“Is there any reason why you can't support people from other, more established knights' organizations? It's a knight corps, but the supply officer, Enin, is an officer who can't create sword energy, and there are only two soul soldiers under him. To be honest, I don't think it's a size that anyone would call an order of knights.”

If it were really just the three of us who ended up supporting the Deshade Church, the advantage of receiving support for the Knights from the Kingdom Alliance, even going into debt, would disappear.

To put it bluntly, with two soul soldiers and one general officer, it is not a knighthood, but just a squad.

The corps commander kindly told me their true feelings.

“Still don’t know? The Church of Gaia deliberately designated those of you who could not handle magic as knights. As my current corps, I cannot disobey the Church of Gaia, which has completely taken care of its cause. It's obvious that this decision was made for revenge, so what would they think of us if we added a few skilled, official knights to it? Of course they will think that they are protesting against them. So, after much thought, I thought about what to do and suggested that we put you guys there, and they accepted with a smile.”

“Was it something like that? Well, thank you for that.”

Should I say this is a blessing rather than a misfortune?

The fact that we, and not others, were selected as temporary knights of the Deshade Church seemed to have been a conclusion reached after much thought by the corps commander.

From the corps commander's point of view, he had to express his gratitude to the Church of Deshade for preventing the descent of the devil during his absence, but since he could not go against the Church of Gaia, he planned a method that would not cross the appropriate line.

Deshade expressed his gratitude to the corps commander, although he was not sure if he fully understood the current situation.

“I will accept your favor for supporting the Knights.”

“Thank you for your understanding. Then, the Gaia Church will request a handover in the near future. From now on, the security forces will be notified of any news related to heretics in this area. I would be grateful if Deshade's church could handle this properly. Aside from that, it's not my job now to know what to do with these soul soldiers.”

“No, corps commander, wait a moment. Don’t we ask our doctors?”

I heard the explanation roughly, but I don't like the way it was handled.

Even if the corps commander came to say this directly to the Deshade Church, Enin and I feel like we have been traded as slaves because he was suddenly ordered to be put to work without any special handover ceremony.

The corps commander neatly and kindly summarized such unfair treatment.

“I am your boss and if I criticize you, I will criticize you. This is a promotion after all, so just do it. I'm already mentally ill, but since the rumor started to spread that God here appointed me as a bishop, people around me keep asking me what happened, and it's so annoying that I'm dying.”

'No, what is that... what kind of people are arguing about something like that?'

It's time to turn around. Right now, I don't have any intention of working any harder for the denomination, but it seems like the environment keeps pushing me in this direction.

The corps commander crumpled the paper, forced it into my pocket when I refused to receive it, and stood up.

“Well, business is done, so let’s go.”

“Goodbye. But that arm doesn't look very good. The soul vessel has been damaged. The curse continues to eat away at me.”

Deshade finished speaking and caught the corps commander who was about to leave.

The corps commander tries not to pay attention to God's words, but eventually turns around and asks if he was bothered too.

It was as if he had decided to listen to something he didn't want to hear.

“... Right. Since there is a God, it might not be a bad idea to ask him directly. What does it look like?”

In the end, the corps commander asked God about the condition of his arm.

It's like a patient just before being diagnosed with cancer by a doctor.

I heard that the damage to his body has already been done, but it is difficult to treat, but that is only from the perspective of the high priests of the Gaia Church, and if it is Deshade, it may be a different story.

“It is difficult for my body to live long. A blade made entirely of malice has damaged the vessel of your soul. I think I might die within 5 years.”

But Deshade's answer was a death sentence.

The corps commander asked if it was because he was still shocked, even though he must have heard correctly.

“... 5 years?”

“Yes, 5 years. Of course, 5 years only means that if you live in the form of nursing from now on, you can stay alive for that long, but if you use magical power, the curse will spread faster, so you may die earlier.”

After saying that, Deshade added something that didn't need to be said.

“It’s a shame. A human being who had cultivated such a wonderful vessel of spirit all his life passed away due to one mistake.”

“No, I tell you to be more selective about what you say.”

My heart pounded at Deshade’s words.

Although he is not dead yet and will die soon, he is being treated as if he were a person who has died, but the problem is that the target is not another person but a corps commander.

Fortunately, the corps commander let go of such rude remarks.

“I see. thank you for telling me. But I have no intention of just dying. There's some time left, so I'll give it a try. Because I have a wife and children.”

After hearing Deshade's words, the corps commander's expression showed that he had no regrets about knowing his future with certainty.

However, Thistle and I were on the verge of death because Deshade didn't stop talking.

“Yes. It's a beautiful way for humans to live like that, burning their souls so hard until the end. I wish you blessings on your path.”

'driving me crazy.'

Deshade, who had lost the timing to stop himself, did not stop.

“Even if you die, don’t worry. Humans move forward stronger through the death of others. Contrary to your worries, even if you die, your wife and children will easily overcome their sorrow, given your strength. Even after they die, a few years later they will shake it off and go their own way.”

“No, why do you talk like that? Really?”

“Why are you doing this, straight speaker? I'm just encouraging.”

Deshade is said to be considerate in his own way.

“Hahaha!”

The corps commander laughs heartily as if he is happy to hear such words that could have made him angry.

“I just want to say thank you. It could be so. No, I guess so. This is no one else but my wife, who saw me like this and said she wanted to marry me, and my daughter, who even when she was young said she wanted to follow me and learn how to use a sword. I always felt lonely when I thought about being separated from my family in the capital, but there is no guarantee that my family would feel the same way as me.”

“It’s just as they said. If you truly loved your family and showed them who you are, they will live like you even if you die.”

“... Thank you for your words, but now that I think about it again, it's just as heartbreaking. Anyway, I will go back and officially implement it, so I hope you enjoy it.”

“Yes. I hope your soul maintains its integrity until the end.”

With those last words, the corps commander went out of the tent.

        
            “Phew...”

dump-

As soon as the corps commander left, Thistle collapsed on the spot.

It was no different from me.

Deshade said things that made us anxious without hesitation.

“I thought I was going to die. Deshade talks too harshly... I'm glad he didn't cross the line.”

“No, in my opinion, the line was crossed long ago. That guy just let it go.”

“We all stood still, but was there a separate line to cross?”

“There was an invisible line, but Deshade worked hard to get over it and tap danced, so shut up.”

“Let’s believe it because it’s what the bishop says. It definitely wasn't there in my opinion.”

A quick look at the orders on the desk showed that Enin, Master, and I were treated as exclusive, independent units.

And it was said that the soul soldiers belonging to this independent unit could only move for the Deshade Church and would not receive orders from officers of other military units except the corps commander, who was the ultimate commander-in-chief of this region.

“You allowed me to move very freely.”

Thistle comes next to me and looks at the order next to me.

“I see. At this level, you'll be able to move quite a bit outside of Grace territory, right?”

The restrictions on soul disease would be suffocating if they were the way they were.

Considering the military's strict discipline of even leaving the barracks without the control of a trustworthy officer, I find this order very palatable.

Although it would be impossible to cross the border or move across this area to an area defended by another corps, this is enough.

“But it might not be a very good situation.”

I was very happy to have an environment where I could move freely, but Thistle seemed to have something else to worry about.

“Why? If we keep arresting and killing all the heretics and devil worshipers, wouldn't people like the church more?”

I was planning to do my best if I could, but Thistle raised a fundamental problem.

“Of course, that is something that must be done since the defense of this area has been entrusted to the Gaia Church. But don’t you know this, Lee Rim? Our denomination has no money.”

“Of course.”

Of course, what Thistle said was a known fact.

Thistle was really tight on money right now, so he said he would have to start earning money by working as an adventurer again starting tomorrow.

But I didn't worry too much because I thought the financial problem would be resolved somehow.

“But if you catch the heretics, you get a bounty or reward, right? That should be enough to cover it.”

And Thistle pointed out that there was a fundamental problem with my thinking.

“Irim.”

“Yes?”

“Do you know where the money for the subjugation of heretics comes from?”

“Uh... Isn’t it the adventurer’s guild and the security forces?”

“No.”

“Really?”

“The reason money is paid for the punishment of heretics is that the Church of Gaia gives money to adventurers as a token of gratitude for raising the prestige of the Church. But that denomination delegated this entire area to us.”

“Uh... what do you mean?”

“Our church now has an obligation to protect the territory against the heretics in this area. They say that adventurers will move like they do now only if we can pay the money that the Gaia Church has been giving us until now. In short, it means that no one will give us money. So, since we don't have money, we either have to run around and catch the heretics in this wide area ourselves instead of the adventurers who won't move without compensation, or we have to somehow secure money to give to the adventurers. Otherwise, we should hope that a kind-hearted charity worker will help us.”

“... So you're saying that no matter what we do, we'll be extremely short on money from now on?”

“That’s right. We are in the worst situation because even if we had to earn money for food right now, it wasn't enough. The story is that from now on, we may have to shake off every penny from the pagans' underwear.”

“Holy shit.”

Free labor. Passion Pay.

It was only after hearing Thistle's explanation that I understood the severity of the situation.

The Deshade denomination is a denomination that has no land or temple to give to its bishop.

On the other hand, for pagan relief, even riding a carriage to catch apostates costs money, even eating a meal costs money, and it should be said that there is virtually no one who will be impressed by such volunteer work and donate money.

Actually, it's just a small group of heretics that pop up whenever you're bored, and it's easy to deal with them by asking adventurers to deal with them.

However, the Church of Gaia, which had paid the entire request, has given up, so we, who have no money, have to solve the problem ourselves.

The only reward we can get is the money in our pockets from catching these guys, as Thistle said.

“No, what were those crazy people thinking when they passed it on to us?”

At this point, the blood pressure in my backbone rose so much that I was so angry that I thought it wouldn't be strange if I burst to death and was resurrected once.

Honestly, I know they're trying to screw us over, but I wonder what benefit they get from doing that.

Thistle answered my thoughts before I could even ask.

“... I guess this is an attempt to set an example for us. This is to show the hierarchical relationship between denominations.”

“Superior/subordinate relationship?”

“It would be virtually impossible for us to eradicate all of the heretic groups spread across this large area. The only way the Gaia Church can keep them from uniting is by making requests rather than directly taking action. They will definitely hand it over to us and make it fail, and as time goes by and a large group of heretics arises, they will come forward again. By doing so, the plan is to let people know what will happen if the Gaia Church disappears.”

'This behavior is too severe to be considered territorial.'

An act of giving up on the security maintained in a place already crowded with refugees and making people aware of the situation without them.

They seem to be planning to emerge as heroes again from the public safety situation that was ruined by our failures, and educate them on what will happen if they disappear and who will be able to deal with them.

Now that I know for sure what their plan is, I feel dumbfounded.

I don't know why it's not some kind of gangster group, but the largest denomination that does something like this.

Deshade also became worried after hearing those words.

“To be honest, the ranking between Gaia and me doesn't really matter, but I'm a bit worried that many humans are being harmed by heretics in the meantime.”

As God worried, if things continued like this, the pagans who had been constantly being wiped out would become active again.

Adventurers never do volunteer work.

They only move with money.

In fact, most people do this even if they are not adventurers.

“I can't believe that priests who are in a position to reassure people would act like that.”

“That’s what I see too. I wonder why Gaia doesn't take any action even though their followers are doing such things...”

“I’m curious about that too. It's not easy for gods to meet each other.”

'No, you shouldn't say that.'

While Thistle and I were complaining, I was a little embarrassed because even Deshade agreed with our conversation.

“Don’t the gods of heaven live in the same space?”

“Not really. Aren't you also fighting with races that worship other gods in the first place? If the gods were friendly with each other, that wouldn't happen. But the reality is that the gods are also hostile to each other. Since he created his own home and tried not to let anyone in, he couldn't talk to most of the gods even if he tried. Actually, I came down because I was bored because of that.”

It was the same when I talked to Hygenic before, but the more I listen, the more it seems like the story of the gods is an unknown story.

“In any case, the common responsibility of gods is to prevent the descent of the devil. Other than that, no matter what we do, we don't interfere with each other. These days, it seems like there are only people who don't even do that.”

“Are you sure Deshade is an outcast?”

“Lee, Lee Lim. As I always said...”

“Ah, yes. sorry. I made a mistake, mistake.”

'Well, it may not be bullying, but it doesn't seem like the other gods are acting normally.'

If the descent of the devil is something that all gods must stop, then other gods must also send priests to serve them.

But in the end, Deshade was the only one who noticed the sign and moved.

As I listened to Deshade's words, I thought that the other gods had passed on all of their godly responsibilities to the newly born Deshade.

Not only did Asmodeus descend this time, but the current Gaia Church also treats pagans passively and rejects other races for worshiping devils, but I heard that they do not take any action unless they are directly harmed. This is the proof.

Thistle brought me back to reality as I was thinking those thoughts.

“Anyway, the financial problem is really big. As expected, it may be difficult unless a big sponsor comes forward. For now, we will use the money we will soon receive to commission adventurers in areas too far away from where we are to hear news of heretics, and if possible, we will have to search for the heretics ourselves.”

With Thistle's words, I also try to somehow summon up the motivation that was on the verge of disappearing due to the absurdity of reality.

“... Of course, I should do it too.”

It was already right after Helias sold me out, so I couldn't leave it out.

It's true that most devil worshipers are murderers and should be killed anyway, but it's still a bit annoying.

Thistle looks at me with a smiling expression while I have a deathly expression on my face.

“Because you are the bishop.”

Even though I'm smiling and looking at it, I feel like I'm going to curse.

Not to Thistle, but to the corps commander who treated me like this and the higher-ups in the church who made things happen like this.

“No, but I still have something I want to say. To be honest, I said I would become a believer, but it's really unfair that the position of bishop was handed over to Deshade on his own.”

“It’s okay. It may be difficult now, but later on, wouldn't the position of archbishop be respected by people? Even if you have a hard time now, think about it later and persevere.”

“Coming from the perpetrator's mouth, it's a terrible story to hear. There is nothing we can do about it because it has already been done.”

It seems like after swearing wrong once, things become more and more annoying.

At that moment, the tent that had been standing still opened and someone called us.

“Um... are you finished talking?”

Astesia lifted the tent slightly and was watching our mood.

“Ah, yes. It's over.”

As she came in, we naturally decided to make waves.

Thistle steps in and settles the situation.

“Now, let’s finish interviewing the wizards and clean up this place. Lee Lim. Please be patient for the time being. I think I'm going to be very busy from now on.”

“I see. I thought it might be a little more comfortable.”

“Oh, and I might have to find a new place to stay now. Until now, I have been using the accommodation for free thanks to the favor of the head of the security forces... but if I continue to rely on his power, the Gaia Church may harm him as well.”

“That’s true too. Wait, then shouldn’t we find a bigger place to stay?”

“... Right. I think it will act as a base and I need to find accommodation... but it might be harder to find than I thought. Especially if you want to rent the entire building, it seems like it would cost a lot of money...”

“... Well, it will work out somehow. You will recognize the building right away.”

I already feel exhausted because there are so many things to worry about, but I try to stay positive.

Still, I think that if I were to just catch the heretics, I would die less than I did during the Soul Disease period.

There are no nobles giving strange orders, and even if they are heretics, I have never heard of them being that serious.

but,

As expected, I couldn't help but complain.

“Still, what’s hard is hard.”

“Yes? Is there anything that makes you uncomfortable?”

Astesia reacted to me like that, but I couldn't complain even to her, so I passed it on.

“No, I’m just talking to myself. Let’s organize it.”

‘It’s going to get really busy starting tomorrow. First, I need to find accommodation.'

Move your body and empty your mind.

I think if I take it step by step, something will work out.

After that, I started organizing things along with other people.

        
            “Even if it's temporary, it's an order of knights... I've never even thought of joining a place called the order of knights.”

“Me too.”

After helping Sisulne clean up, I returned to the supply area and found out that news had reached Enin as well.

And both of them easily figured out that this wasn't a very good situation.

“I don’t think it sounds very good. The fact that they gave us the name “Knights” on purpose doesn’t mean that they are using the name to force us to take on tasks that should be handled by the actual knights?”

“That’s right. Indeed, one day, there may be a question of whether we could not resolve such a problem even though we nominally supported the Knights. We are the Knights of Patterns. It looks like they really prepared in earnest to fuck you.”

Of course, our actual job so far is to stop the spread of heresy in this area.

Anyway, it's just a matter of dealing with a group of apostates, but at least once the Gaia Church may ask you to handle something dangerous that isn't a heretic.

In such a situation, we, who are a group of people with no magic power who are a Temporary Knights Templar on paper, in reality, will naturally fail, but to citizens who do not know what kind of conflict is going on between the Orders, the context will be cut out and only one thing will be remembered.

In the Deshade Church, even with the help of the relevant knights, the Gaia Church was unable to solve the problems it always solved. If such a story were to arise, it would be very tiring.

'They'll probably start complaining as soon as the number of cases arises.'

While I was thinking that, a man came in, lifting the tent.

“This is Military Chaplain Sergeant Charis. Is Supply Sergeant Enin present?”

A male officer wearing clothes with a cross made of feathers, a symbol of the Gaia Church, visited Enin.

Henin saw the officer and stepped forward.

“This is Sergeant Enin. What's going on? Sergeant.”

The man looked down at the short Enin and snorted.

'what? 'That bastard.'

An act of blatant disregard for anyone.

The man did that on purpose, then took out a piece of paper tied with a luxurious ribbon from the small box he had brought in and flipped through it.

“This is an order issued by the corps commander. Receive it.”

When Enin accepts the paper, he continues to speak.

“Supply officer Sergeant Ennin and his two soul soldiers are appointed as temporary knights supporting the Deshade Church from now on.”

“Uh, oh, yeah! Supply officer Sergeant Ennin, I will follow the command of the corps commander!”

'You do it very carelessly.'

I was wondering what kind of business I was here for, but the investiture ceremony suddenly started.

No matter how temporary it may be, the Knights Templar is the Knights Templar.

This is an act that makes one wonder if this is an issue that should be handled in a summary manner.

I don't know if this was ordered by Helias to avoid offending the Gaia Church as much as possible, or if the Church is ignoring us.

The officer ended the investiture ceremony with that one sentence and then went on to his next business.

“And next, the Gaia Church has personally chosen the name of the Knights, so listen carefully.”

I had no choice but to rebel against those words.

“You chose the name yourself? Is that okay?”

Once the name of an order has been decided, it is unacceptable to continue with that name. The name of such an order is not someone's name, and it is something to be discouraged from being decided so easily.

However, since it was impossible for us to have any special strength, the officer lightly ignored my protest.

“This is the name given to you directly by the elders and high priests of the church. Since you are an order of knights who help the Deshade Church, which has become a pillar supporting this wide frontier on behalf of the great Church of Gaia, we have given you this name as a sign of gratitude, so please be grateful.”

“We would like to express our gratitude to the denomination for its kindness. But I think it’s a little too much for us.”

Enin also tried to refuse because he didn't feel good about it, but the officer seemed to have expected such a reaction from us and said something else.

“Then I have no choice. As the name of the Knights Templar suggests, he has asked us to grant you military funds, but if you refuse, this too must be cancelled.”

When the military chaplain snapped his fingers, two soldiers outside came in carrying a heavy-looking box.

thud-

When they placed the box in front of the officer, the officer took out a key, opened the box, showed it to us, and said,

“Total 500 gold.”

The box was filled with gold coins.

Money is one of the pillars of all things in the world.

Since we are well aware of the power that money has, we had no choice but to think about it.

“Let’s discuss for a moment.”

“Any amount.”

The man smiles at us and sits down on one side.

Until now, I wasn't too concerned about money, but that has changed now.

If you become a knight, you will receive everything from equipment to salary from the organization you belong to.

Enin takes us as far inside as possible and starts talking.

“That’s money that needs to be received somehow. From now on, money is extremely important.”

“What is the reason?”

“From now on, we are a knight order, but we are a knight order belonging to the Deshade Order, not a legion. Since I am not a knight belonging to the military, everything from equipment to salary will be paid by the church from now on.”

“And the Deshade Church has no money.”

In the Kingdom Alliance, in addition to the knights belonging to the legion, there are many special knights in the form of contracts with other groups.

And those knights originally belonged to the Kingdom Alliance.

It costs too much money for the country to manage such knights all at once.

Therefore, the kingdom reduces costs such as maintenance costs and salaries by dividing the knights into several groups and delegating responsibilities by almost forcing them to contract with various organizations.

We, too, cannot escape the miserly, exotic form of knights of such a kingdom.

Of course, we also have to accept money from the Deshade Church.

“That’s right. Just like knights such as the ‘Golden Knights’ who receive support from a huge merchant or the ‘Guardians of Magic’ who have a contract with the Blue Magic Tower, we now have to rely on the church for everything.”

“Ah, I understand now. Is that why you went to such lengths to deliberately call us the Knights Templar? It looks like they really decided to completely stop him and kill him?”

“That’s right. So, for us, we must receive money to ease the burden on the Deshade Church. Even if you don’t like it.”

“Then I guess I’ll have to endure it for now.”

“You thought about it well.”

Would it be a good thing if we were given a choice in a situation where A and B are already clear?

The elders of the Gaia Church will probably hold the money hostage and chuckle when they hear that we have accepted it.

As Enin approached the military chaplain, he stood up smiling as if he knew the answer.

“I will accept the meaningful name given by the denomination.”

“It looks like you've decided. It's a wise decision. Now, take it.”

The man takes out a piece of paper decorated with gold leaf from his pocket and gives it to us.

“You say you will give your knights the name ‘Shallow Grave’.”

'tomb? Are you telling me to search everything?'

It's a name that doesn't seem to have good intentions. I wonder if Enin also had the same thought.

“... Can I hear the meaning of your name?”

“It’s the perfect name for you. Isn't it a knighthood made up of only soul soldiers who can't handle magical power and the officers who command them? Our church believes that although you knights may be inferior to real knights, you will not give up and carry out your mission until the end, as you are still alive even after death. In that sense, the higher-ups in the church gave it the name Shallow Grave, meaning that even if one dies, one will rise again. Isn’t it profound?”

'Wow.'

The military chaplain said that and looked at us closely as if to check our reaction.

However, for me, the name is less impressive than I thought.

Did the elders of the church come up with this name and really laugh among themselves and think it was good?

It is a name that is not interesting, perhaps because it was chosen to suit the tastes of older people.

“I can feel that you have thought deeply about us. thank you. Then take this too.”

“Hmm? Uh, that’s right.”

Enin didn't react much to the man, but put the gold-leafed paper on the box and brought the whole thing to us by himself, expressing his gratitude.

The soldiers who saw this were obviously surprised to see that Enin had carried away the box containing the gold coins that they had worked so hard to bring by himself.

“Thank you for visiting us despite your busy schedule. Now, let’s go do something else.”

The guy was a little taken aback by that lack of reaction.

“No, is there anything else you can appreciate? Something like I really liked the name.”

It looks like he needs to report how we reacted, so he keeps asking.

'Unfortunately, I think that's wrong with your naming sense.'

Henin gave the officer a cursory greeting and I pushed the officer's back outward to send him out.

“I think it’s a really cool name. Let’s not disappoint your expectations. Okay then, Lee Rim. Take me to the beach.”

“I will, Sergeant. Now, do you have a knife, Sergeant?”

“It’s Sergeant Charis!”

“Yes, yes. You must be busy, so wouldn't it be better to go quickly? I will go until this point.”

“Hmph! There is no need to be bland on the subject of soul disease.”

“Then how about you go?”

I hurriedly sent the officers and soldiers outside, looked outside to make sure no one was there, and then came inside.

Soon we locked the doors so no one could see from the outside and moved the boxes to the center of the barracks.

“Well done. Now that I look at this box, it looks quite expensive, so I think I will make some money if I sell it.”

“Sure. I heard that the money was rotting, but I never thought they would give it to me in a box like this. I have to sell it before they ask me to return the box.”

Examine the box containing the gold coins with your teacher.

The box itself is gold-plated, as if it was made directly by the church, and it looks like you can get a few dozen gold.

Unlike the rest of us who were so interested in gold coins, Enin began to think over what the officer said earlier.

Then he says, trembling with anger.

“... A shallow grave. Anyway, I think it is really in bad taste for priests, especially those in such high positions, to deliberately give themselves names like this.”

“Why? Is there any special tradition or something?”

“That's not true... The name of the Knights Templar is so important that it comes up in people's mouths, but it's not normal to arbitrarily give something like that a name that reveals such an impure meaning without hiding it.”

I'm not sure, but maybe this is a stronger fight than I thought?

However, although it was a name used by the high-ranking members of the Gaia Church to make fun of us, it was a name that had no particular meaning to Master and me.

'Because it's true that we die often.'

We've been ignored or made into jokes like this for so long that it doesn't even bother us anymore.

Enin, on the other hand, thankfully, seemed to think that treating a soul bottle like that would be a cause for great anger.

I told Enin that it was okay for him to stop being angry for us because I was grateful for his kind heart.

“It’s okay. Not for a day or two, and I think the name isn't as bad as I thought. I was secretly nervous that it would be called something like a dog of a religious order or a fanatic knighthood.”

“Still.”

“Someday, if you achieve great feats in that name, there will come a time when you will be fucked by those guys. Don't worry.”

After soothing Enin like that, he straightened up and looked inside the barracks.

Now that you have been officially appointed as a knight, you must, to put it in layman's terms, leave the room.

“Anyway, since my affiliation has changed, I guess I have to empty this place now.”

“I guess so. It's going to get really busy starting tomorrow, so today might be the last time I get to rest.”

“Do I have to vacate the accommodation as well?”

“I think it should be so. The place I'm currently working at is paid for by the military. I either have to find a separate lodging and move out, or I have to stay in the same lodging as the religious group. So, Lee Rim, could you please just pack up your personal belongings and first look for empty accommodations in the village? If possible, there are several places nearby, or a place that is large enough for many people to stay. Hwarim and I will organize the rest.”

“Okay.”

As soon as Enin finished speaking, we began to move quickly.

I brought a box and stuffed my belongings into it first.

At that time, in one corner, I saw the black vest made from the leather of the Black Serpent that Enin had shown me earlier.

        
            “What is it? Is this finally back?”

“Ah, you mean leather armor. There were a lot of comments from drivers saying they didn't wear it because it made them feel bad.”

'You guys are full.'

From what I experienced at the time, it was a pretty good armor.

When I hear that such good armor was given up simply because it was made by peeling the skin of a demonic beast, I feel insulted as it is difficult for me to find good equipment.

Then I got a good idea.

“Huh? Come to think of it, even though we are leaving the accommodation, isn’t it okay if we wear what we are wearing now?”

“Hmm. Yes? The items we have now are fine because we were paid for them.”

'Then it doesn't matter.'

After hearing those words, he took the black leather armor to one side and put it on inside his clothes.

They said they wouldn't use it anyway, so it's a test product and will be discarded.

So I don’t think it’s okay if I take it.

“Good. I put everything I have here, and I'll go down first.”

“Yes. Yes.”

Afterwards, he leaves the box containing the items in a visible place in front of the door so that Enin doesn't forget it, then comes out and walks out of the unit.

Conditions exactly as Enine said.

“What you need to look for is several lodgings that are tightly packed together...or large lodgings that can be renovated if possible.”

With that in mind, I wander around the area where inns are concentrated, asking around.

But finding accommodation is not as easy as you think.

If you look at it right now, it's similar to the peak season.

It is said that there are no rooms left, perhaps because all the wizards and alchemists who came to see Deshade stayed here.

The place we had to work with required a long-term contract, but even the places we were lucky enough to remain in actually had prices that were exorbitantly high, so we left.

In addition, it was unusual for a soul bottle to wander around alone like this, so people did not look at it with a positive eye.

“Empty room? No. Rather, isn’t it a disease of your soul? If you have a mental illness, why are you trying to find a place to stay instead of just staying in the barracks?”

“Do you want to rent an accommodation for a long period of time? ... I'm sorry, but that won't work. It's okay if you're renting for a week, but not after that. People who stay long term often leave their rooms in shambles. And especially, what do you believe in and sign a contract with a soul bottle? Are you trying to do something strange?”

“There is a room. But I will never lend it to you guys. My family has been running an inn for pilgrims of the Gaia Church for generations! But what? Church of Deshade? And soul disease? It won't be until my eyes get dirty! Cancer!”

All the inns either gave their own reasons or looked suspiciously at me because I was mentally ill.

Even if I try to explain the situation in detail, the only people here who serve the Gaia Church are the ones who just don't listen to what I say.

So, I got angry the way I did, and in the end, I had no choice but to pick up the dirt on the ground and put it in the eyes of the last man and leave the inn.

After that, there really was nowhere to go.

“What should I do with this?”

I stand in the middle of a street full of inns and just stare.

As I leave the inn I knew for the last time, I feel empty.

It feels like an apartment complex seen from the middle of the city.

I feel like I have unintentionally realized how sad it is to not have a home of my own.

“Ha... Mr. Really.”

At that time, when I couldn't think of anything else and was just sighing, I saw Peria and Eila coming out of an alley on one side.

“What is it? Oppa, why are you here?”

“Irim! Long time no see!”

“It’s been so long, how many hours have passed, Peria, why are you here?”

Although it was an unexpected meeting, it was nice.

“What is it? I asked first, hmm! Since I finished my business, I was on my way to wander around. I made a lot of money thanks to buying information that the corps commander was very interested in. So, for the rest of the time, I was giving Aila a tour of the village.”

“Human city is fun! There were so many delicious things!”

The two people look quite excited.

Have you two become friends before you know it?

Eila and Peria's hands are full of food sold on the street.

“Have you eaten already? What should I do in the evening?”

“What does my brother have to do with it? And only Aila is eating it. I am listening to this girl because she buys so much. But I don’t know why I eat so much. That's why I'm on my way back to exchange gold coins for silver coins. So what about you?”

“ After all, I’m looking for accommodation. But there was no room, so I was wondering why the world was so dreary today.”

“What kind of desert is that kind of world? But accommodation?”

Since it was something Peria needed to know anyway, I went under a nearby tree and explained the situation.

“What? So, are you saying that we should all leave the dorm now and spread out?”

“I think it has to be that way. Now, Ennin's accommodation and Deshade's accommodation are close, so it's easy to go back and forth, but since we have to vacate the room and everyone in the accommodation has only one room, we'll all have to stay apart. If you get too busy with work, it will be really hard to see your face.”

“I don’t like that…”

Peria thought for a while after hearing what I said.

A little bit of time to think.

In the meantime, Aila continued to eat, and by the end of the story, she had eaten all of the food.

The moment Aila puts down the last piece of food, the skewer, in one mouthful, Peria makes a suggestion.

“Hmm... Then, would you like to try our building?”

“Huh? It's your building.”

“Building our organization. I told you before that there is a building in our organization's name here as well. We don't just hoard money like orcs or goblins. Money only has true value when it circulates. So, if we feel like we have accumulated enough currency there, we buy a lot of land or buildings here and there. In fact, the place where I sleep is also going back and forth to manage the buildings that are in the name of the organization on the Grace side.”

'They were the building owners.'

An unexpected proposal, and an unexpected building owner appears.

I was grateful for the offer, but I was a little worried about Peria.

“Really? For some reason, when I showed you where you were staying before, I said there was no sign of anyone living there. But is it okay to use it however you want?”

Peria also thought for a while about whether that would take a while, and then quietly opened her mouth with difficulty.

“... Still, to me, it's no different from Korean food, so why not just use a building? To my teacher, I'm a fagot... Hmm! Don't worry about it because I'm going to tell you that they are important people.”

“... Thank you.”

I felt grateful and sorry that Feria's answer saved me the lodging I couldn't find.

Feria may have her own circumstances, but I feel very grateful to hear that she is willing to give up a building in this difficult situation.

I had no idea that Peria could be relied upon like this.

So, I said thank you, which I don't usually do, and Peria also trembled, probably because I was embarrassed to say such a thing.

“Why are you acting so strange? Just like usual, 'Really? Then, why don't you take care of me?' That's enough.”

“I also have a conscience. If nothing else, I know how great it is to rent out a building for free.”

Monthly rent, lease, management fee, water bill, electricity bill, etc.

It's not much different from another world.

I forgot about it for a while, but the fact that the world ultimately revolves around money remains the same.

So, giving away the building willingly is such a big deal.

“Well, this is enough. Because my brother and I are tied anyway.”

“Are you also a business partner?”

“Yes. That's it. Ugh... that's a really good word.”

“But what does it mean to be a partner?”

I feel this all the time when I hear it, but it seems that Peria treats it with a different meaning rather than its literal meaning.

“Hmm... The partner in the organization is the same as what I mentioned before, and to me, he is a symbol of an adult? That's why it's like that.”

“Symbol?”

“In our organization, there are many people in the senior line who work in pairs, right? When they call each other, they call each other “partners” instead of their names. It doesn't matter to me right now, but seniors who go back and forth to dangerous places are prepared for unexpected situations that may arise. I heard there is a way to curse someone with just their name.”

‘It’s so scary. 'I can't believe I used my mouth once and was remotely cursed.'

Peria clenches her fist and points to her chest and my chest in turn with her thumb.

“I have seen such seniors since I was very young, and I thought it was so cool that they called each other ‘my partner’ when they introduced each other. These days, due to the influence of the imperial language, the word partner is also used a lot.”

“So you kept asking me to say that?”

“Yes. Do you know how cool it is? I fell in love with them when I saw them wearing black suits and calling each other business partners.”

“Well, if you watched it from a young age and grew up, I would say it’s cool even if you’re like me.”

For Feria, the meaning of a partner was aspiration.

It seems that a partner is someone who does their job properly, is not tied to a lifespan, and goes to dangerous places with bravado to get the information they want, relying on each other.

“That’s right! right! That's why I wanted to make a partner quickly, but my teacher wouldn't allow it, saying I had to be very careful in choosing such a thing. It's important because a business partner lasts a lifetime.”

“Huh? For life?”

‘Why a lifetime? 'Isn't that what I know?'

However, if we only listen to the words of the person who is Peria's teacher, I think the meaning is a little different.

“Well? Perhaps you are saying that because it is a relationship built on trust? I think a trickster's partner is like a close friend who will never betray. I asked him why he did that, but he never said anything again after that.”

There seems to be some hidden meaning. But it was difficult for me to infer more than that.

“ That’s right, while sending this letter, I should also tell you that I chose you as my partner.”

“But now that I’ve heard it, isn’t it only tricksters who are partners?”

“No? From what I saw before, there were people who formed partnerships with deer beastmen and it was very diverse. So, it doesn't matter if my brother is mentally ill, right? Well, I think I might be the first person to partner with a soul bottle.”

“Well, I’m glad if that’s the case.”

If you listen to Peria's words, it seems that there are many people who have formed such relationships with various beasts other than humans.

After we finished our conversation, Peria and Aila decided to go back to the building we had talked about, and I went back to the base.

“Then I guess I’ll have to move all my belongings to our building this evening. Aila, let’s go with me first and clean up the building.”

“Yes! But can I buy some more before I go?”

“Sister, are you going to eat and eat like that just a moment ago? Wait until evening. Anyway, let’s all have a drink to celebrate everyone moving in.”

“Alcohol? Drinking is good! I also like alcohol!”

“Elves also drink alcohol... of course they drink it.”

“Irim says the obvious again, right? Is there a race that doesn't drink alcohol?”

“They say this oppa is mentally ill. I guess there are people in my hometown who don't drink alcohol.”

“No, I don’t mean that, because there is an image of an elf... No. Let’s stop talking.”

It was different from what I thought, but I decided to think of it as my fault for trying to apply the common sense I had in this world.

'Looking at that, it's actually strange that he doesn't drink.'

From the beginning, I wondered if there was something Aila didn't like when I saw the food she was holding and the way she acted.

“See you then, oppa.”

“Yes. Deshade, I’ll tell you that you can move your luggage there too.”

It is said that the accommodations that Thistle and Deshade are using must be vacated because they were provided by the security forces until now.

Originally, it was a place where the county paid money with taxes, so I don't know if that's why, but if you try to borrow it with your own money, it's quite expensive.

If you stay longer than this, your accommodation costs will continue to rise and it will be difficult, so you will have to move.

“Then it seems like Aila will have a hard time getting a room anyway, so why don’t you stay at our dorm?”

“Huh? Is that so? It would be nice if I didn't have to talk about it anymore, so that's right!”

“Good. Well then, let’s just go ahead and clean the dorm with me. Do you know the cleaning magic?”

“Okay then! I still worked hard to learn life magic for the future! So, at home, I was always scolded by my sisters for only cleaning with magic while lying down. Honestly, I still don't understand. It's a magic created to make life easier, but why are you telling me not to use it in everyday life?”

“That seems strange even to me. Well, anyway, if that's the case then it's very reliable. Then let’s go quickly.”

The two of us left for the dorm first and I decided to move too to tell the news to the others.

        
            “The building is really spacious.”

When I arrived with my luggage, following the directions given by Peria with Master and Enin, there was a two-story building made of wood.

When I opened the door and went in, Peria was in the middle of cleaning.

“Are you here? Pick each room you like. This building was once built by a mercenary group, so it has a lot of rooms. But a fight broke out and everyone died or dispersed, and a member of our organization who stopped by at that time took over what the survivors were selling for cheap.”

“It was an accident item.”

It is a building that is somewhat disturbing because of its somewhat horrific origins.

Of course, that didn't mean we were in a position to hide our belongings, so we brought our luggage inside before it got dark.

Afterwards, I was looking at the huge hall on the first floor that Peria was cleaning, and even though all the candles were lit, it felt gloomy to see that the lights were not shining in all the places.

“You said someone here died, right? Isn’t there a ghost coming out?”

Peria snorted at my words.

“Ha! What will I do when it comes out? If a person who enters here is not just a passing pilgrim, but comes from a place where God, his apostles, and bishops are present, should it be said that it is suicide...?”

“You may attain Buddhahood.”

“That's right, unless I want to become Buddha, I'll just hold my breath and live.”

“That’s right.”

Even if there are real ghosts, they are at the level of a ghost in a building in the middle of the city.

The moment Deshade steps on him, he may become a Buddha without even realizing it.

When I thought about that, the gloomy energy that I felt suddenly disappeared, so I guess there is no such thing as a ghost and it all depends on the person's decision.

After that, put down all the luggage you brought in the carriage on the first floor and go up to the second floor.

The first floor is a common space, with a kitchen and dining area for simple cooking, and a huge hall, probably because it was where mercenaries gathered. The second floor has 10 rooms, which are very well-insulated and have a shower room.

We looked around the room and settled into our favorite positions.

“Because it was a place used by mercenaries, personal space was thoroughly created.”

Enin knocks on the wall a little loudly, but since the door is closed, nothing is heard.

“I guess there are a lot of people like me who are sensitive to presence. I don’t know anything else, but I think this is definitely a good thing.”

The teacher must have liked it too.

When I see you sleeping all the time, I'm a bit wary of my surroundings in the form of a nap, but I'm glad that I can finally sleep well.

Peria supplemented Master's words.

“Actually, I made it this sturdy not because many people are sensitive, but because I didn't want to hear the bed creaking while I was sleeping. Since they are all mercenaries, they brought a lot of lovers with them, so they made it like this.”

'So the soundproofing was extremely good.'

“Peria, are you there?”

At that time, Thistle's voice was heard from the first floor.

“I guess Deshade came too. Let’s go down.”

Master and Enin went in to look at the room, and Feria and I went down the stairs and opened the door to see two people and a god carrying a light-looking bag on their back and a pocket in their hand.

“Is that all you have?”

“I’m embarrassed, but this is the only personal baggage I have. Still, this is the most expensive bag.”

Thistle said that, smiled, and opened the pocket he was holding in his hand to show me.

It contained a similar amount of gold coins as the amount we had received from the supply center earlier.

“For finally giving me the money I was supposed to receive for participating in the strike force. I brought all of that, so the total was 700 gold.”

“There are so many.”

It was only after seeing that money that I realized the reason for Thistle's happy face.

With this much money, I think it's worth opening the door with a smile even if the bag is light.

700 gold is definitely not money that can be easily obtained.

However, if you think about the operation of the denomination, it is not that much money, as anyone who did this would know.

“However, from now on, you should consider that money will continue to be spent here.”

“That’s true. It would be easier to buy a carriage and a horse rather than paying for the carriage every time, and you would also have to replace things like clothes when they get worn out.”

“Considering that there will be no fixed income in the future, it is a small amount of money.”

Now we really have to go around picking the pockets of the infidels, and since we have no choice but to raise money in that way, the only way is to pray that the infidels become very rich people.

If that doesn't work, we might end up having to take on requests from the Adventurer's Guild to raise money every time we go to deal with the heretics.

Peria intervened between us who were talking like that.

“Let’s discuss the details in the evening and then everyone get a room first. Where do you want to catch Astesia? Why don't you catch the magazine next door to me?”

“Oh, is that so?”

Peria let the other people who had been standing in front of the door, who had been unable to come in because we were talking to them, come in, and then closed the door.

Finally, everyone gathered together and Deshade expressed his gratitude to Peria as a representative.

“Thank you so much for your great help to our denomination. Trickster.”

“Nothing to say, if you have the opportunity to help Deshade, who loves humans, wouldn't it be a human repayment to help him? Of course, if you really want to reward us, we would be grateful if you could be the first to inform us of news related to apostates. Because it becomes the basis for our business.”

I gently stab Peria in the side.

“Is that why you decided to help?”

“Ah, that’s a bonus. In any case, it's a favor. It's a favor. Getting news is additional. What do you think of me?”

“Seller.”

I thought Peria was lending the accommodation as a favor, but it seems like she didn't really make that decision out of pure goodwill, but rather to be the first to get news about the heretics.

However, they say that it is not just about profit and that all such information is useful.

When I asked what it was being used for, I was told that there are also scholars who buy information about even the smallest movements of these heretics and study their intentions.

So, he said that he did it because if he told his organization in the empire that he had rented the building to them in order to obtain information to sell to them, they would overlook the matter of arbitrarily renting the building.

“Thank you, Peria. Thanks to Feria, our denomination was able to save a significant amount of money.”

“Well, thank you so much for helping me too. Feria.”

Following Deshade, Thistle and Astesia come out and say hello to Peria.

“What. It's not like I don't know Thistle. And it's okay for Astesia not to be so formal. Thanks to Astesia, I also obtained very important ingredients. At this level, you should do as much as you can.”

Peria actually expressed her gratitude to Astesia.

Actually, the Succubus Tears obtained by Peria are a really important material that saves time and money.

Materials will likely play a large part in Feria's decision to rent out the building.

After realizing those thoughts, Peria looked a little strange.

“Do you also repay the favor?”

“Why is this happening? I tend to definitely return what I receive. My brother always does things that get me beat, so I just don't know.”

“Now that I think about it, it was repayment.”

After that, the members of the church went up and found their own rooms, and in the evening, everyone gathered on the first floor.

“ character. Then we have to decide how to act starting tomorrow.”

Thistle spreads out a map on a circular table.

“The scope we are in charge of is from the Grace territory to the Shanian trading city to the west.”

The eastern part of the map is the territory of the demons across the plain, and if you go straight to the north of the territory, you will reach the end of the forest where the elves live.

The place Thistle pointed to was a city far to the west of the territory.

“Grace territory has an unusually large number of heretics. If you go up, it's a capital, and if you go down, it's an empire. If anything happens, it will run away to the empire.”

Peria briefly explains about the pagans.

It is said that they survive by actively taking advantage of the inviolable relationship between the kingdom and the empire.

“ Doesn’t the Empire catch heretics?”

“It’s not that I don’t catch it, but instead I’m passive. In the Empire, witch hunters are responsible for catching heretics, but they don't touch them unless they commit murder within the territory of the Empire. They say they put more effort into catching witches than heretics.”

“Witch, it looks like she’s busier there.”

“That’s right. And I said before that the empire doesn't have a separate state religion, so each person worships the god they want to worship, right? That plays a big role. In the Kingdom, pagans can be easily recognized at a glance, while in the Empire, there are quite a few people who go around impersonating the names of other gods, targeting the fact that there is a god with similar patterns to the pagans. The Empire also knows this, but as long as they don't make a big deal out of it, let's just ignore it. Be careful.”

“Is this because it is a good place for pagans to live?”

“You must speak clearly. What I'm saying is that it's good to live in hiding. And honestly, I think the Empire is a much better place to live for anyone, even non-pagans. Since the Gaia Church is single here, people can't make much difference, so they have to believe in whatever the Gaia Church says or not, but the empire recognizes the diversity of religions, so you don't have to be restricted from believing in one god.”

“Well, people here don't complain much even though they collect donations from time to time and still donate money. If you want to elevate your feat, you can’t not believe in God.”

I too have been thinking differently lately.

At first, the plan was to quietly increase power in the territory of the Kingdom Union, and later feel more comfortable with someone's support or the backing of an appropriate power, but the power of the Church of Gaia, which can be said to be the foundation of the Kingdom Union, has become so serious. If it’s ramen, your thoughts will change.

In any case, I think it would be better to lead the people of the church and just run towards the empire.

However, it is currently impossible because there are too many restrictions.

Thistle continues with Peria’s explanation.

“So, from the pagans’ point of view, this area, near the Grace Estate, is the best place to be active for other reasons. There are a lot of refugees around here, where the 3rd Corps is located. Although there are some large-scale cultists, most of them are vicious people who attack people who are trying to make a living. Plus, almost all of the heretics around here serve Wen Grain. As soon as they gather even a little bit, they will immediately try to attack small villages.”

“Then, in order to minimize damage to people, we should go there as soon as the news comes. But what kind of heretic keeps popping up like that? Not even a cockroach.”

No matter how easy it is for heretics to operate, these numbers feel ridiculous.

In any case, the Kingdom Alliance is where the Gaia Church holds sway.

So even though the Gaia Church has clearly been requesting the extermination of heretics long before us, news of heretics continues.

In response to my words, Enin gave me a guess instead.

“I heard that all pagans were originally refugees. It is said that most people have a hard time living, so refugees who do not have feats to elevate and do not have money to donate on the Day of Remembrance mainly fall into the path of apostasy.”

“That's right. The Gaia Church is receiving more and more donations. That is why, among those without money, those who are forced into extreme circumstances choose the path of apostasy.”

When I heard that, the results were not very good.

'Then you're saying that even if you catch and kill them all, you're still a beggar.'

I don't think there's any money to be made by killing heretics. The means of obtaining operating funds are increasingly limited.

        
            “Where is this city in the south? This is my first time seeing you.”

When Master points to a small village in one corner, Thistle answers.

“If it's a city spanning the southern imperial territory... it's a city of alchemists. It is a city ruled by a group called Arsmagna, and right in front of it is the land of death, so even heretics do not go there.”

“I understand if you are a wizard, but an alchemist? What do alchemists do?”

Aila asks if this is my first time hearing about alchemists, and I answer that this is something I know.

“They say it was created recently here too, but alchemists can be considered a branch of a profession from wizards or scholars. The work of alchemists is similar to that of wizards, but their goals are different. Wizards aim to study the rules of the world and reach a place called 'deep', while alchemists aim to absorb all the strengths of other races and make humans stand at the top of all races.”

“I always feel this, but humans are greedy?”

“It seems a bit like that to me.”

Just looking at the scale, it seems like the goals that humans pursue are extremely large.

It would be difficult to find a race like this that always shows a desire for the best.

Meanwhile, Thistle calculated the range and distance shown on the map and seemed to have made up his mind.

“As expected, carriages and horses will be essential to protect this entire area. If you say you're going to rent a carriage and use it for now, but ask about the carriage and horses and buy them later, you can easily spend 200 gold, so you should put it away first.”

After saying this, Thistle accurately counted the gold coins from his pocket and put them in a separate box.

Following Thistle, Enin also expressed his opinion.

“And even if we buy a carriage, heretics occur sporadically, so our strength will eventually reach its limit. So, I think it would be better for us to take care of things near Grace Territory and hire adventurers to take care of anything that happens near Shanian Trading City. The adventurers in the kingdom usually go back and forth between these places, so most of them will accept the request.”

In many ways, I've lost some money.

It is said that Peria eases some of the heavy burden for us.

“If you have any good information or items, bring them to me. If it sells, I'll take a certain amount off of it. That would be enough to cover part of it.”

“Really? Then, even if I don't have money, I have to get rid of all the strange religious books.”

First of all, thanks to Feria, I think we will be able to cover some of the operating funds.

However, Feria only makes money when customers come to visit, so it is a bit disappointing that it is not a steady income.

“Then let’s leave it here for now. Let’s think about the rest step by step.”

“Of course. Well then, shall we make some food? Since the kitchen is large, I think I can make many different things.”

“I will help you too.”

“Me too.”

After the meeting, Enine goes into the kitchen to eat dinner, and Thistle and Astesia follow him.

“... Did you say God?”

While the rest of the people who couldn't cook were waiting, Aila spoke to Deshade.

It is called “Deshade. A race that goes against nature.”

Come to think of it, today was the first time I saw the two of them talking together.

But Aila is more cautious than I thought.

“... You’re not saying anything to me?”

“I don’t know how your race was treated by other gods, but I don’t need that. The reason those gods cursed and feared you was only because they were worried about their own safety. My only goal is to observe human beauty, so I don't care what you've done in the past.”

“... Really? Then I'm glad.”

'I don't know what you're talking about.'

Seeing Eila's passive attitude when meeting her for the first time, she asks Feria if there might be a problem between the elf and the god.

“Hey, Peria. What does that mean? I can't understand the law or anything?”

“That? Uh... maybe that was it? The elves brought down their god themselves. There's a rumor that that's why elves are strong. They say they broke through the limitations of their race by absorbing a god or something. To be honest, I don't have any credibility.”

'This is another interesting story.'

Today, I learn a new story like this again.

No matter how much you think about it, there are so many things in this world that go beyond common sense that even when you hear a story about someone absorbing a god like this, you just brush it off as someone who only hears a myth.

“... Phew. That's it then.”

After that, Aila looked at Deshade for a while, but Shin didn't react much.

So Aila let out a sigh of relief and lay down on the wide table with her arms stretched out.

But that was Deshade's plan.

“But-”

Sigh-

“Huh?!”

Suddenly, Deshade grabbed Aela's flaccid ear with the cold gauntlet of God's hand.

Eila, who was caught by the ear, was completely frozen and answered in a mosquito-like voice.

“Why, why do you do that...?”

To Aila, Deshade made a suggestion in a kind voice.

“I am suggesting that you are also a species with a similar appearance to humans. The face is fine, so I think it would be beautiful if the ears were made a little shorter. What do you think? Why not leave those ears to me?”

Deshade said that and asked me to get a sword to slightly cut off Aela's ear, but I didn't listen.

“Oh, no! Lee Rim, help me! As expected, you guys clearly hate me!”

I thought that with Aila's power, I could easily shake it off, but I was caught without any resistance.

“It’s okay. Deshade is really just being irritable because he is pretty. Uh... So, Deshade. Don't be shy, just think of elf ears as a matter of personality and let them go.”

“It’s a personality thing, but it’s not my taste.”

“Deshade. There are many different forms in the world, and there is also joy to be felt in finding the form that suits you among those forms. So isn't the beautiful appearance that Deshade likes valuable because it catches the eye of God in all its diversity? So, I think it doesn’t matter if there are people with long ears.”

“What the bishop said makes sense. Then let me go.”

As Deshade lets go of Aila's ear, Aila moves next to Peria.

Deshade listens well to what I say, so it's a bonus that he keeps his back stiff for fear of getting caught by his ear again.

Peria quickly put away the inkwell that she had nearly scattered while writing on paper with a pen, avoiding Eila who was approaching her in such a hurry.

“Oh! Sister, stay away for a moment. I have to write a letter.”

“What kind of letter are you writing?”

Peria is writing on luxurious-looking paper.

“Sending it to the teacher. I need to tell you a lot of things that happened recently so you don't have to worry. So I'm writing this and that.”

I wonder where Peria's letter goes.

“Where are you sending it?”

“There is a gathering place near the empire. A place where tricksters gather called ‘Sori Hall’.”

“Really? Where is it?”

“Secret~. I can't tell you this yet. It's because it's a very cautious place.”

“Really? Then there's nothing we can do.”

I was a little curious because they said it was a place where tricksters gather, but I didn't inquire further because I didn't think I would be going there any time soon.

-------------------------------

“Ah, I couldn’t bear it in the end.”

We all had dinner together, and in the end, Peria couldn't hold back and opened the drink, so we drank some.

So I got hot and went outside, but probably because the sun had set, no one was walking around.

'It's quiet.'

On the streets, magic street lights, installed for security purposes, are installed at long intervals, so your eyes naturally look at the lights from the street lights.

And I think about the current situation.

'If you say progress, it is progress.'

I didn't know that my relationship with Thistle would go this way, but in the end, it ended up being a good environment for me.

Since it is an environment where you can move more freely, you will be able to grow artifacts more easily.

However, the problem is that the artifact does not absorb the soul by killing the cultist.

Because the souls of the pagans have their priorities mortgaged to the devil they serve.

'If there are other races besides heretics along the way, we have to constantly argue.'

And even if the artifact becomes stronger now, I don't know how to use it.

The artifact is a mixture of the powers gained so far, the souls collected little by little, Deshade's divine power, some magic absorbed from the Demon King, and the remaining demonic powers injected from Asmodeus.

However, in the end, due to the limitations of my discretion as I cannot handle magical power, I can only use it in the form of magic swords, except for the explosion sword, which can be dangerous to me depending on how I use it.

‘We need to broaden the way we use it. 'It's a world too bleak to survive with just a simple sword.'

It would be nice to be able to use this magical power more, but for me right now, I think this is my limit.

'After all, it might be a good idea to meet Gloria.'

If you show your current appearance to Gloria, who holds the artifact, she might be able to tell you a solution.

'It's a city of alchemists, so I'd like to stop by while I'm dealing with the heretics. I don't know when I'll get the chance.'

So, even if you are busy during the time leading up to that, you should make the most of it.

Ask about the techniques and principles shown by Master and Eila and test them on the heretics.

And one day, I stop by the city of alchemists and get advice about artifacts.

As I gather my thoughts and get up to go in, I see a person wearing a robe under a streetlight.

It seems like he's just a person passing by, but I don't think so.

The person wearing the robe is walking towards me.

As if I were the goal.

Among the people with their faces covered, I did not see any honest people.

So, he hides the magic sword behind his back, creates it, and asks a question.

“Who is it?”

“ Are you Archbishop Lee Lim?”

'Why are there so many people calling my name first?'

The person wearing the robe raises his hands towards me, showing me that he has no intention of harming me.

A woman with red hair tied in two pigtails, removing her hood to reveal her face.

The expressionless face and mechanical attitude make me nervous without realizing it.

The woman took out every last strand of disheveled hair from the hood and opened her mouth.

“I came from an immortal institution.”

That's how the Immortal Agency's first messenger came into contact.

        
            The woman first revealed her name.

My name is “Rains. You can think of it as an errand boy sent by Agoni.”

“Agony doesn’t come directly?”

“There are many branches of the Immortal Institute, and Agoni is busy managing those branches. I came in his place. Let's go straight to business. I’m here to ask for cooperation.”

'That's really fast.'

I had no idea that they would come right before the church started work tomorrow.

Although I signed a semi-compulsory contract with Agoni, I assumed that he would think of it as an insurance policy from me.

However, entrusting this task to me, whom I have only just met, means two things.

One is that they haven't fully established themselves around here yet, and the other is that there aren't that many people who can directly work with them so that they come to entrust work to me, who they can't trust yet. am.

And it is positive to hear that they do not come directly but use an errand boy to contact them.

At least that means there aren't any creepy dragons around here.

First, I decided to listen to the cooperation they brought.

“It’s good because it’s fast. I don't want to talk to you for a long time, so just listen for now. But you probably knew from Agoni that I also have a choice, right? If you ask me to do something that is unacceptable by my standards, I will refuse.”

“Of course I heard it. However, I don't think it's something worth refusing. I think it's a relatively clean and easy job compared to other people's jobs.”

The red-haired woman put her hand inside her robe, took out a piece of paper, and showed the pattern drawn on it.

The eye pattern appears to have been roughly drawn with black ink.

That was an emblem worn by pagans who served Wen Grain on their bodies.

“The bishop and the knights said that as of today, they will be taking over the security duties previously handled by the Gaia Church. And I heard that, unlike the Gaia Church, which was passive, you are going to personally go out and hunt down heretics starting tomorrow. That's great. I respect you.”

She handed me the paper and clapped her hands briefly twice.

I was a little taken aback by his half-hearted behavior that didn't contain even a hint of respect, as if he was just following what was written in a manual somewhere.

“It doesn’t sound like you have much respect.”

“Is that so? It was a very sincere performance, but it's a shame if you felt that way. Anyway, if any of them have a book with this pattern on it, I would like you to bring it to me.”

As Raines said that, he estimated the size of the book and drew it in the air with his finger.

At a glance, it appears to be a book about the size of a slightly larger award certificate.

“It’s about that size and has an eye pattern, so I got it. But why is that necessary?”

“Well? I also don't know exactly what the academics at the institution do. I am, after all, an errand boy.”

Is that really true?

I may have doubts, but with my vague mind-reading skills, all I can do is read emotions as they appear on the surface.

The other person's expression of indifference could only be read as an expression of not really interested in what they were doing with it.

It seems really terminal.

“I just keep my promise. I don't care what they do, as long as they can keep their promises.”

I decided to believe it for now.

“It doesn’t matter that much. good. I accept it. Can I bring only one book?”

“No, it’s one set. You can bring a total of two books: one book with the pattern drawn upright and one book turned over.”

“How do you distinguish between forward and reverse directions?”

“I’m not sure, but wouldn’t you be able to tell by opening the book and seeing which way the letters are facing?”

“That's right...”

I was doing well, but once I asked a stupid question.

Reigns had been expressionless or indifferent until now, but he answered my question with the eyes of a pathetic person.

From what I heard, it was a good job.

'It's about two books. Well, it might seem easy.'

Catching heretics isn't that difficult.

No matter how much you sacrifice to the devil and increase your strength, here are pagans who serve Wen Grain, who will not allow you to escape from your enemies.

Because they are watched by Wen Grain, whom they serve, they have the misfortune of having to fight against knights or adventurers who are much stronger than them.

That's why it's hard to find someone strong enough to stand out that much among them.

Of course, even if a really strong guy appears, in that case the paladins or paladins will go and deal with it.

If you think about it, I'm glad that this doesn't seem to be as difficult or unpleasant as I thought.

We have entered the final stage of the transaction.

“Then let’s talk about compensation.”

“Wait a minute, I made it clear when I talked to Agoni. I heard that compensation can be decided here as well.”

“Yes. Of course, if you wish, we will provide you with compensation, but if you listen to our suggestions earlier, there will be no difference. The agency told you that your most urgent need is operating capital, probably money.”

'Even if I was a ghost, I knew about it.'

I was thinking of asking for money, but that thought was easily read.

“I heard that the Deshade Church is being swept away by the evils of the hateful Gaia Church. Agoni said that Bishop Lee Lim’s church would most likely need financial support and asked him to bring an advance payment.”

“... Okay. First of all, I think that’s good.”

He and his organization were determined to completely involve me.

There is no doubt that they are trying to give you a taste of money and prevent you from escaping.

Raines took out a bag full of gold coins and gave it to me.

“First of all, it’s 50 gold.”

Then, she took out a string that matched her hair color from her sleeve and handed it to me.

“Next, we will decide on a promise to fulfill the transaction. When you collect all the books, you can hang a red ribbon on the doorknob. Then I will come right away.”

“Right? Do you at least watch it on a regular basis?”

You become a little dissatisfied with what the other person says.

This is a way of saying that they are being monitored.

The building introduced by Feria is not far from the main street.

Even though this is an area where soldiers frequently patrol, they seem to be watching us without us noticing.

When I think about it, it may have been possible because they were already watching me come to me as soon as I left the dorm.

“Rather than monitoring, I just wait nearby to get things done quickly. As long as I'm in this city, I'll be in full charge of you all, so I'll just treat you the way I want. Looking at the recent situation, I think I will be staying in this town for a long time. I just pass by and look at the doorknob. Please don’t misunderstand.”

“You must be like that.”

Raines seemed to think he had resolved a misunderstanding that wasn't really a misunderstanding, so he said something else to me.

“And, Bishop Lee Rim is currently in a special situation. It means that our organization also trusts us.”

“Special case?”

“Yes. It is not common to give an advance payment like this or to act without engraving the oath of loyalty on one's body. The bishop seems to like Agoni.”

“It’s not a very good story. I don't like you guys that much either.”

The other person talks as if they have received special treatment, but to me, the Gaia Church and they are all the same.

Because they are people who try to control people as they please.

But surprisingly, Reigns also agreed.

“I agree. So, it is not a good idea to try to step too deeply into us.”

“Are you saying that even though you belong to an organization?”

“I only belong to this organization because of a promise, but I know that it is not a very good organization. Okay then. ”

After finishing what she had to say, the woman put on her hood and disappeared beyond the light from the street lamp.

I was able to find a way to obtain funds from an unexpected place.

‘Immortal institution. 'It turned out to be a source of money that I didn't expect.'

At first, it was such a suspicious group that I tried not to get involved as much as possible, even if there were any requests for cooperation.

However, if you start hiring adventurers to deal with the heretics near the distant Shanian trading city, you can't help it because money will continue to flow out like a jar with a hole in it.

First of all, I'm glad that the first request I requested was not an incredibly difficult one, but one that could be handled easily, like eliminating the heretics.

After gathering my thoughts, I felt like the alcohol in my body had gone down a bit, so I thought about going to bed and went inside.

“Are you still sleeping?”

Deshade was sitting on a chair in the middle, as if guarding the first floor alone.

“...Now that I think about it, does God sleep?”

It's only now that I'm thinking about it, but it's a strange body that I don't know how it handles physiological activities.

Even though the inside of the helmet is completely filled with darkness and all that is visible is blue eye light, it shows the person picking up food and putting it inside the helmet to eat.

“Sleep and food intake are both things that your body doesn't need right now. But I am deliberately catering to you. Because the atmosphere you mentioned is created by everyone being together. The reason I came out just now was because I wanted to confirm something with you, so I was waiting.”

Deshade's answer is a more humane answer.

In a way, I feel proud to see God trying to become closer to us as each day passes.

It's a bonus to wonder if that's really a good thing for God to do.

After receiving God's answer, I asked about his business.

“It was something like that. But what do you need to check?”

“Take it off.”

“Yes?”

'What is this all of a sudden?'

I was confused for a moment.

“I am telling you to take off your jacket because you need to check the stigma of Asmodeus, the devil. Because we need to check to what extent the ritual is effective.”

“Oh, that’s what it said.”

Maybe it was because I drank alcohol, but my head wasn't working properly.

Deshade seems to have been waiting to check Asmodeus' imprint.

He takes off his shirt and shows the engraving to Deshade.

“Umm...”

“Not so good?”

After listening to Deshade's moans, it seems that it is not as effective as I thought.

Actually, I have to do the ritual for a week in a row, and although there is no problem with co-sleeping, there was one time during which I ran into a problem with my personal life.

In the span of a week, I died and was resurrected once because of Agoni.

Because I died at least once along the way, my consciousness may have been disrupted to some extent.

Deshade asked me a few questions.

“Bishop. Have you ever felt that your thoughts were strange, even to yourself, or that you were being guided by someone else?

“A strange enemy? well. I don’t know right now though.”

“If that's the case, then that's a good thing... Anyway, even if you're busy with work, I think if you continue the ritual with the apostle, you'll still see results on the last day. Let’s go up.”

“Of course.”

After finishing the conversation with Deshade, go up to the second floor.

Other people cannot be seen drinking heavily and sleeping in their own rooms.

The moment you open the door-

“Ah. Lee Rim, welcome-”

Thistle welcomed me with a strong smell of alcohol.

Thistle smells strongly of alcohol, as if he had been drinking even after going up.

Thistle, taking another sip from a bottle of alcohol on the small table next to the bed, looks like a complete drunkard.

It is said that Thistle tried alcohol for the first time in his life during a festival held in the name of preventing the coming of the devil.

He said that until then, he had never drank alcohol because he was steadily raising money for Deshade's advent.

So, at that time, I didn't know the drinking capacity of a first-time drinker, and I had to take Astesia with me, so I drank only a little and went in early, so I didn't know there was such a thing as an injection.

This Thistle said that it was really delicious because Peria had left out the alcohol this evening, and he started drinking in earnest, and even though he emptied the most bottles by himself, he ended up in this state.

'... Let's tell Thistle to drink more carefully from now on.'

It seems that the ascetic life up to now has become a reactionary reaction and has ended up like this.

“I guess you were waiting? I'm sorry.”

“Nehe. Still, it's okay. The shul was so delicious that I wanted to taste some more before going to bed.”

I seem to be very drunk.

Although they say there is nothing else to do even if it is a ritual, I wonder how they should view a person who serves God being so drunk.

'Well, I said that priests also drink wine.'

“Now! Please wear adult clothes.”

Pang-pang-

Thistle puts away the bottle of alcohol she has finished drinking and hits the bed with her palm and calls out.

'hmm? Now that I think about it, have you told other people about your ritual?'

Until yesterday, I was staying at the Deshades' accommodation as an escort, so other people don't know about the ceremony.

So now that other people are also there, I should have explained it in advance.

'If I'm wrong, something strange will happen again.'

Still, since today is the last day of the ceremony, I think I can somehow get through it without others knowing.

All you have to do is wake up early in the morning and move Thistle to your room.

“Do you think of a monk? Come quickly.”

After saying that, Thistle pointed to the side and moved on.

And then I start to sleep peacefully.

“... I didn't know you liked alcohol so much.”

Seeing her like that makes me feel both cute and sad.

Today, he seems to be more faithful to his desires than expected.

I thought he was stoic because he usually only brought enough food to fill his stomach, but I guess that wasn't the case.

Such actions were simply actions that poverty had cut into the body.

Seeing him like something so much made me think that he had been holding up well on his own until now.

'I'll go to Hygenic later and pick up a few bottles.'

At what point did it start?

Before I know it, when I think about something, I find myself thinking of the people around me first and taking care of them.

At first, I tried to live without worrying much about anyone but myself, but soon the number of people around me started to increase little by little.

It's not a family or a couple, but it's the kind of relationship where you take care of each other as you stay next to each other.

As the number of people who treat me warmer than my real family increases, I feel the need to repay them.

I cover Thistle with a blanket and lie down next to him.

I fell asleep listening to her rhythmic breathing.

        
            Starting the next morning, news of the pagans was delivered all at once through the Adventurer's Guild.

The Adventurer's Guild gathers news that citizens and refugees from each region have seen heretics, and we report this to our church first.

And, except for things that we can solve on our own, we leave it to the Adventurer's Guild for a fee.

We decided on a policy: until we could get a carriage, we would leave the Shanian Trading City to adventurers as much as possible and kill the heretics with our own hands.

“Let’s split into groups and take turns. First, Hwarim and I will start from the east and organize them in order. Irim and Thistle, please go west. If there are too many people, we can mark it and come back and go together next time.”

Following Enin's instructions, we divide into two teams and proceed with the work.

There are about five to ten heretics at most anyway.

Since most of them gather in small groups and most of the individual dancers are refugees, we, as soul soldiers, adventurers, and officers, have little chance of losing to them.

Especially around here, there are pagans who serve Wen Grain, so they don't run away, so you can catch them as soon as you make eye contact.

If they run away even after encountering us, they will be abandoned by the devil, and then all the strength they have built up will be lost and their souls will be dragged to hell.

Of course, since we serve the devil, we are souls that will one day be taken to hell.

The good news in this matter is that the devil the pagans worship is a warlike devil, which makes things less tricky.

After the meeting, I packed food for lunch with Thistle and left the dorm.

On the first day, we decided to simply deal with the nearest heretics first.

It appears that the Gaia Church has not been handling matters properly in the meantime.

There were so many sightings of them from the Adventurer's Guild that it could be a pile of paper, and some of the oldest ones were more than a month old.

“It looks like they didn't really do their job. There are so many.”

“I see. This... doesn't seem to be something that will end in a day or two.”

Thistle walks and looks at the place marked on the map.

She seems to not remember what happened when she was drunk yesterday, but when she saw me, she looked at the map with a very serious expression, and then just looked at me as if asking why.

So I decided to just skip that and went next to Thistle to look at the map.

There are three places I want to visit today, and there are quite a few areas circled beyond that.

“I never thought it would be this bad. Still, the Gaia Church must have its own prestige, but they have neglected this number of heretics.”

“They say it is impossible to completely eliminate them, but I think this number is too much. But how do they attract other people? One day the devil won't suddenly say, 'Serve me.'”

Even if refugees mainly fall into pagan ways, this frequency and number seems excessive.

“That is correct. The pagans you usually meet are all refugees, but among them, there are apostates who are dedicated to spreading their faith. It is said that there is a position called a demonic priest, or demonic priest. In terms of denomination, the position is the same as that of a priest or a priest, but the method of propagation varies depending on the personality, so while some people preach cautiously, there are others who openly kidnap people and tell them to choose whether to die or convert to their religion.”

“It’s terrible.”

The missionary method in the back was the worst method considering what I knew.

It really annoys me when religion is forced upon me.

In a way, I was semi-forced to become a religious person thanks to Deshade, but he really kidnapped me and said, 'I will believe you!' 'I won't believe it!' If you do that, you'll end up choosing to die.

Well, this isn't something that happened to me right away, but that's what I thought.

Thistle moved his head a little further away from the map, looked at the map as a whole, and pinpointed their location.

“There is a high possibility that there are Demonic Priests in areas with little news. I heard that demonic priests go around that way, gathering power, and once they get established, they declare a tribe there and begin to rule there.”

“Then I guess we should deal with those guys first.”

If you are already working on something, you should think about seeing it to the end.

The goal is the complete eradication of paganism.

To catch insects that keep appearing, it is best to shake out the nest containing the eggs.

To eliminate the increasing number of heretics, the fastest way is to eliminate the cause.

“First of all, since there are only heretics who serve Wen Grain, it is easy to identify them. If any of them try to run away, they are definitely Demonic Priests. Their primary goal is missionary work, not combat. So, to Wen Grain, they are the only ones allowed to serve him but run away for the future.”

Among them, there were the only beings who received preferential treatment from the devil.

That is why pagans did not disappear easily.

So we marched towards our first target.

After leaving Grace's territory, I walked for a while to an area where the plains spread out.

And in the middle of that desolate plain, a tower of human bones was erected, and in the center of the tower was a huge flag with a picture of snow.

It was a place full of signs that pagans were living there.

“You’re all there. I think it’s here.”

Right next to the Human Bone Pagoda, there was a hole that went underground. This appears to be the entrance.

I don't know how far the inside is open, but at first glance, it's just dark, even with the eyes of a soul bottle that can see well in the dark.

It's deep, but it's too deep.

'Wow, really, if I could use magic, I could just take something like mercury and pour it in.'

I feel like pouring oil and starting a fire instead of just going in, but it's a shame I didn't come prepared.

Thistle was also shocked when he saw the hole and the altar standing in front of him.

“No matter how far away it is, that’s true. It’s so blatant.”

Speaking of this area, it wasn't far from a street where people frequently come and go.

They are openly disdainful of their existence in such areas.

“Looking at this, the fact that they have begun to reveal their traces in public may mean that the force within the cave is quite large. You seem pretty confident.”

“That also ends today.”

'But how do I attack this?'

Although I answered Thistle's words confidently, it was a little scary to enter an almost vertical hole without any preparation.

“Even if we block this route, there must be another exit, right? You can't run away unless you make eye contact, but it's a bit troublesome that there are people who run away when they hear a sound.”

“Probably so. It's a little embarrassing.”

There are more than one or two disadvantages.

The cave was barely big enough for one person to fit in, so it became difficult to swing my magic sword, let alone Thistle's claymore.

“These are not goblins, they are selling oysters in large quantities.”

“You might want to find another way.”

I looked around with Thistle, but there was nothing.

'Should I wait like this for them to come out?'

At first, I imagined taking the guy hostage and taking him inside, but that was a waste of time.

In addition to this place, we have to stop by two more places.

In addition, since the pagans just happened to serve the same devil and were already in the same situation, there was no camaraderie.

Even if you take a hostage and go in, there is a high possibility that the hostage will be attacked.

“Irim. Could you help me? It might be a good idea to collect the remains of the victims first.”

“That would be a good idea.”

In the end, even if I stood still, I couldn't think of any good moves, so I decided to clean up the Human Bone Tower with Thistle first.

Papad!

“Yikes!”

However, the moment Thistle touches the flag in the center, black sparks fly out.

Thistle took his hand away quickly, but seeing as his palm was red, it must have been quite painful.

“Are you okay?”

“This is just a sting. I thought it was just a symbol erected to provoke, but it turns out it was not a totem.”

Following Thistle's instructions to endure the pain by pressing the hem of the palm of one's hand, I take a look at the flag from before.

The wooden pole on which the flag hangs is quite deeply embedded, and now that I see it, it is made with painstaking black wood.

Thistle looked around the totem and soon realized that the human bones were not just lying on the floor, but were laid out according to some rules.

“It seems that the totem itself was absorbing the magic power of the ley line. This might be a bit difficult to handle.”

“Wait, magic power?”

“Yes. This pillar itself has been transformed into a huge lump of magical energy. I wonder what they are trying to do by making something like this...”

At that moment, I thought of a flower called Aplesia.

A man-eating plant that grew in size by gathering the magic power of ley lines.

It doesn't matter whether it's a living creature or not.

The important thing is that this pillar here has a huge amount of magical energy gathered right now.

“If that’s the case, things might get done easily.”

“Is there a way?”

“Yes. If there is any magic circle nearby, just erase it. If I stick my sword into this pillar, it will immediately run away.”

“Okay.”

While Thistle dispels the magic circles with the claymore, the properties of the magic sword change.

Change the tip of the sword to rotate magical power.

The tip of the sword turned red.

The magic sword soon changed into an explosion sword.

'good.'

The tip, although subtle, sends a little tremor to the hand, as if it is searching for a final point to explode.

“Going.”

Thrust that explosive sword into the black pillar.

Quaaa!

Then, the magic power contained in the black pillar reacted to the sword, swelled in an instant, and exploded.

“Holy shit!”

P-shoot-

When I saw the pillar explode, I turned around and ran, but I couldn't dodge it properly.

The tree shatters in an instant, turning into hundreds of fragments and exploding. As a result, I suffered some injuries on my body.

Fortunately, Thistle was wrapped in a nun's robe and did not suffer any scratches.

Considering the time of Aplesia, I should have thought more about the aftermath, but this time, it was a wooden pillar and the explosion occurred right in front of me, so the damage was greater than expected.

'It's not a technique that can be used carelessly.'

I look at the location of the pillar, pledging that I will write accordingly in the future.

“Ugh! What what!”

“What's going on!”

“Well, the ceiling collapsed!”

“God’s staff is broken!”

The pillars and the ground supporting them all burst apart, exposing the entire underground interior.

Most of the pagans cover their faces, perhaps because they are in a dark cave and then see the sunlight.

There are a total of 12 people, and about 5 of them are struggling under rocks.

They seem to have strengthened their souls considerably by using the devil, and are still alive despite being crushed by a huge rock.

“Who are you guys!”

'Wow, look at how characterless it is.'

A typical line from someone who dies for the first time and doesn't go beyond expectations.

The largest man, who appears to be a large man, looks straight at us and shouts, undeterred by the sunlight.

“What should I say?”

I was a bit embarrassed when he suddenly asked this question. So I look at Thistle.

To be honest, I only use the name 'shallow grave' when writing reports, and I have no intention of using it to describe the people who are going to kill everyone here right now.

“This is the noble task of punishing heretics who serve the devil, um... right. Let’s call it a heresy judgment.”

“He’s a Heresy Judge... so it’s okay.”

It looks much better than the name of the Temporary Knights Templar.

If possible, I want to look cool, so I turn my back to the sun, create a halo, and look at the guys underground.

This is my first time doing it in the name of the denomination.

I shout out proudly with Thistle.

“I am the heresy judge and bishop of the Deshade Church! You moles!”

“Monsters who have abandoned their duties as humans. I'll make you pay for it now!”

        
            The words in the pagans' eyes could be understood without them having to come out of their mouths.

'ruined.'

'Fuck.'

'I was on my way to the bathroom.'

The moment they encountered us directly, they were unable to run away.

One of the guys seemed to be uncomfortable for some reason with his legs crossed, but most of us couldn't run away, but when he realized that our numbers were small, he started to fire up his fighting spirit.

Wengrain is a demon that values battle.

He is a devil who is so crazy about fighting that he does not even allow his followers to run away.

Except for the priests who will increase the number of believers.

And among them, as Thistle predicted, there was one who appeared to be a priest.

“There are only two guys! Kill it!”

In the basement, a priest-looking guy wearing a pointed black hat points at us with a staff.

“Wow!”

The heretics are trying to climb up the fallen rocks towards us.

But one of the most important things in fighting is geographical advantage.

Did you say that to siege a castle with high walls, you need three times as many soldiers as the soldiers guarding the castle?

I still don't know what that means.

As someone with a mental illness, I once had 600 people attack a castle guarded by 10,000 people over a period of two weeks, so I would understand if it meant the opposite.

Still, since I didn't go anywhere during the fighting, I definitely understand why terrain is important.

'It will be easier if you come up from over there.'

Because they mainly move underground, they have short weapons.

They range from scythes to hand axes, weapons that are as long as daggers.

On the other hand, we now have a magic sword that is quite long and a claymore that we wield with both hands.

If we had gone underground and fought, it might have been a troublesome fight.

This is because the actions you can take in a space where you can only stab are limited.

However, the situation has now reversed with the cave bursting open.

“Waaaa-”

Suddenly-

“Ouch...!”

Phuuk-

The two guys in the lead climbed up the collapsed debris toward us with great force, but were easily decapitated by Thistle and I.

At best, their weapons are adventurer's keepsakes picked up somewhere or rusty farm tools.

They are not weapons that can take on claymores and magic swords, so they are now realizing the situation and are faltering.

“What’s wrong? I can't run away anyway, so come up quickly.”

“I will give you a chance to come up from that dark abyss and repent for a shining world. Ah, but this excludes those who have eaten human flesh.”

When Thistle said it was their last chance, they took only one action.

tremor.

Among them, not a single one fell into the category Thistle mentioned.

I guess there are only those who left until the power went out.

“It’s a pity. These people have already left our hands.”

“Shut up! We will never go up! You guys come down!”

The pagans eventually declared that the ship should be cut open.

However, he is not a fool and has a look in his eyes that says he will kill me if I come down holding the blades, so there is no reason to go down there.

“Really? Then there is nothing we can do.”

Still, I have a lot of work to do today to just spend time here.

At that time, there were a lot of stones of appropriate size around.

“Then I’ll let you come down!”

A guy wearing a pointed hat thrusts his staff forward and begins to recite a spell.

“No, there’s no way it can go down.”

As I quickly picked up a rock, the pagans said, ‘No way’ or ‘Really?’ He looks at me with a thinking expression.

Swish-

Bah!

“Ugh!”

The Demonic Priest was also reciting a spell with an expression as if he was going to throw a rock at me, but he was hit by a rock on the top of his head and screamed.

When the other cultists saw the stone that hit the priest's head, they were silent for a moment and then started blaming me.

“Rain, you coward! Don’t you even know honor!”

“Is that something a guy who claims to serve God would do?”

“Change it! Change me into a paladin!”

“Come down and fight fair and square!”

'Damn the fair and square party.'

The sight of these guys makes me dumbfounded.

“Why are you talking shit to me? Did you guys do the same thing?”

Throwing is a deep-rooted attack that has been around since ancient times, but I don't know why it reacts like this.

“I see. There is no need to save face when exterminating infidels, especially in front of faithful people. You don’t have to choose any means!”

Seeing me like that, Thistle said that, rolled up his sleeves, picked up a rock, pulled his shoulder hard, and started throwing the rock.

Bah!

“You throw well?”

“If you can clearly see below like this, even if you try to deflect it, you won’t be able to. Now, Lee Rim, please throw it too!”

“These crazy people! Throw us too!”

Of course, throwing is not just for us.

Soon, the pagans, led by a large man, give up climbing the collapsed rubble and start picking up stones.

Soon, far from a sacred fight where we clashed while advocating each other's beliefs, we started throwing stones to break the other person's head.

“Seokjeon I’ll show you the power of the people!”

Whiing-

Bah!

“Kaaak!”

“Yikes!”

When more than 100 rocks were flying back and forth, the pagan priest finished the spell, using the beaten man as a shield.

“It’s over now!”

“Uh, that one?”

When he chanted a strange spell, a book appeared in his hand.

And the cover of the book had a picture of an eye.

I knew it right away when I saw it. That book is the book that the messenger from the Immortal Institute asked me to bring.

puck-

“Ugh! Oh, no!”

At that time, one guy avoids a stone thrown by Thistle and bumps into the priest, causing him to drop the book.

Then the priest let go of the book and his face became thoughtful.

and-

rattle-

I heard the sound of bells.

The moment the book hit the floor and opened, I thought I saw a black line.

The moment you see a line like that, you get an eerie feeling.

Elevates the five senses.

The senses are maximized to an unprecedented extent in order to survive and identify the identity of the enemy seeking to kill.

Thanks to this, even though it was only a fleeting moment, I was able to see its identity clearly.

Black arms of hideous size.

An arm with a bell attached to its wrist emerged from the book.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

At the same time, the sound of rocks breaking apart is heard in my ears.

'What is that?'

The book the pagan priest was holding was not an ordinary book as it suddenly appeared out of thin air.

An arm emerges from the book and claws at the air.

At a speed so fast, if it weren't for extreme concentration, the arm attacks leaving behind a trail that would make you think a flying insect had passed by, and then goes back into the book.

Like a bear striking a tree with its front paws, an arm the same size as a person punches the air.

However, the aftermath caused damage that was incomparable to that of a bear.

The unknown being caused great damage to the earth.

Kkwajijijijijik!

Five deep cracks appeared from the basement where the cultists were standing to the ground where we were standing.

All of the heretics in the attack range disappeared, leaving behind nothing but blood.

Thistle and I were lucky to be in between the cracks so we didn't get harmed.

“Si, Sisul, are you okay?”

“Ah... Yes, I almost got into big trouble. But what on earth was that just now? Anyway, that book is dangerous! Let’s stop it!”

The pagan priest had fallen before us and avoided the indiscriminate attack.

“You idiots! Stop it! Don’t step on books!”

As we jump down into the basement, the priest also comes to his senses and tries to retrieve the book.

The book falls to the ground, covered, and lies still between us and the heathen.

I don't know what the book he summoned is, but since I've seen its power, I shouldn't let it get into its hands.

The reason the priest missed the book was because we were lucky.

Second time luck is not something that can be easily accessed.

“Irim! Recover the book!”

Thistle leaps forward and swings his claymore widely at the cultists.

The crack created by the arm that came out of the book completely exposed the narrow ceiling of the basement and made the hole much wider than the original hole, even though I had burst it first using the totem.

Thanks to this, there are no more narrow spaces.

The current battlefield has simply been created as an optimal location for wielding long weapons.

“Die! Damn girl, I won't just let you go!”

“I hope you will be reborn in your next life with a more proper dream!”

Kakakakang!

Thistle clashes with the four surviving cultists.

And then the priest and I started running with the books between us.

“Suck it!”

With the momentum of running, he throws the hatchet from his waist.

Wow!

“Kaaaak!”

“Damn it!”

However, a spinning hatchet does not always split heads as desired.

Perhaps my luck was bad today, but unfortunately, instead of splitting the priest's head, the hatchet ended up hitting him on the forehead with the handle.

The priest didn't just run over either.

In order to survive, he continued to run while chanting spells, as if he had mastered magic in addition to his abilities as a priest.

“Bound!”

When that guy activates his magic, tree roots come out from the bare ground and wrap around his legs.

It was a waste of time to tear it out with my hands, so I quickly cut off the leg with a single gesture with my magic sword and cut off the root.

“Hahaha! It’s my victory!”

'Fuck.'

But because of that brief interruption, I ended up allowing him to get his hands on the book.

He held a book in his hand and thrust it towards me with a triumphant expression.

        
            If you don't give up until the last moment, you can even witness snow falling in the desert.

“Hwaap!”

The priest shows the book towards me and as I am about to open it, he throws his magic sword at the book.

It doesn't matter if the book is damaged or not.

If that book were opened at this moment, I would be turned to dust like the heretics before.

Suddenly-

“Ughhh!”

Touk-

Thanks to that attack, the guy raised his arms to protect the book, but as a result, one of his arms was cut off by the magic sword.

It seemed like he thought he would protect the book even if it meant getting one of his arms pierced, but the cutting power of the magic sword caused more damage than that.

“Thistle! Get down!”

Then the balance of the priest's body falls and he falls down with the book in his hand.

At the same time, the book slips out of the guy's grasp again.

I'm not sure you can avoid an attack by lying down.

Still, if you're lucky, you may be able to avoid an attack that involves swinging your arms and breaking the ground with your fingernails, or if the attack is made of lines rather than planes.

As I watch Thistle lie down, I also lie down on the ground.

rattle-

The sound of bells is heard again.

And the fearsome quick attack that follows.

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

Suddenly-

I heard the sound of one wall breaking and the sound of something being cut in front of my bowed head.

What was in front of me was clearly a pagan priest.

The body of the priest, who was lying face down and out of sight, made a sound similar to cutting paper with a sharp knife.

'Is that the end?'

Lie down on the ground and wait for the aftermath of the attack.

I was prepared to hear the rocks collapsing, but there was no other sound.

When I carefully looked up, I saw that the blood from the priest was flowing towards me.

When he finds such a puddle, he turns his gaze towards the source of the blood.

The book is already covered again.

“Phew...”

I slowly stand up and look at the situation.

Fortunately, the attack seemed to have been carried out diagonally, pointing towards the sky, and except for me and Thistle, who were lying face down, the upper bodies of all other cultists had disappeared.

“... You were lucky.”

“I think so. Second time lucky.”

The two of them were heartbroken when they saw the annihilated cultists.

We survived thanks to sheer luck.

If the attack had swung toward the ground again, we would have been dead for sure.

The two of them carefully look at the book summoned by the pagan priest who created such an attack.

“Can I lift that?”

“Well. It's clear that once you feel the power, you need to retrieve it, but I'm scared that the same thing will happen again.”

The book, of course, falls quietly to the ground without making any sound.

A plain leather-covered book with a picture of an eye on the cover.

“Try far away. Let me test it first.”

Move Thistle away and approach the book.

It may have been a mistake to not bring a spare body because I thought there was no need to bring a spare body just to deal with heretics.

Slowly approach the book.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Just like I used to do with the stray cats that sometimes come in front of the convenience store, I slowly approach and touch the book with the tip of the sword.

Tuk-

But there is no response.

'Is the only condition the moment the book is opened?'

I didn't do anything stupid like open a book with a sword.

Because I have already seen the results of opening the book twice.

When I realized that the book was not moving, I lifted it with my hand.

The texture and weight of a book made of ordinary leather.

The book was as clean as a new book, and except for the pattern symbolizing Wen Grain on the cover, there was no feeling at all that it contained the arm from before.

I was a bit scared that it might be a living book, but I'm glad it wasn't.

I returned to Thistle with the book in hand.

“There doesn’t seem to be any problem.”

“Just in case, let’s group it with this.”

Thistle takes out a thin string and chants a spell, imbuing it with divine power.

Since it was a book summoned by a priest serving the devil, I thought there might be some backlash, but the book was tied without any resistance.

“Should we say it ended easily?”

“Compared to scale. Perhaps because they were the ones I heard the most about, there were quite a few of them.”

“Then, I am glad that the first task was completed safely. I take everything that can make money.”

“That would be a good idea. Still, if I were to sell information to scholars or other people, I don't know what they would consider more important... But for now, I'll just take whatever I can.”

After that, I wrapped the books in several layers of cloth in my bag and then completely robbed the guys' residence.

From strange tools that I couldn't guess what they were going to be used for, to scraps of paper that had been scribbled on, everything that I thought was an unusual trace left behind by the heretics, even a blood-stained bandage, was stuffed into the bag without leaving anything behind.

If it had been the Gaia Church, they might have investigated the evidence on their own and found out what they were doing.

However, since we did not have the manpower, we decided to bring some of it to Deshade first and then, if no significant demonic energy was felt, submit some of it to the military as evidence of subjugation.

After that it was relatively smooth.

“Now there are two places left.”

“It would be nice if it wasn’t on this scale.”

“That’s right. I'm a little tired physically and mentally.”

Fortunately, the other two were completed easily.

The next place we went to was where there were three heretics.

The place they lived was a cave behind a waterfall in the mountains, and when we entered carefully, they were sleeping at the time, so we took advantage of the sound of the waterfall to quietly deal with them.

The other guy had already finished the incident.

The most recent report was that he was an extremely aggressive, but not very smart, heretic, and he died after getting into an argument with a passing high-ranking adventurer.

Thanks to this, I returned to Grace Estate around sunset today.

As we stood in front of the castle gate, we each divided up our work to finish it quickly, as it had been a busy day.

“Then, I will go to the Adventurer’s Guild and check the status of the requests before entering.”

“Then I will take these with me.”

I receive the remaining evidence from Thistle, put it in my bag, and walk to my dorm.

After finishing all the work, I feel like my shoulders are getting stiff.

'Do we have to continue these days from now on? 'I'm more tired than I thought.'

Today is the first day, so I planned my route well and finished early, but there is no guarantee that it will always be this easy.

Since the pagans serve the same devil, they will have their own network of contacts, and if they find out that we are actively taking action and start hiding deeper and deeper, we may have to keep an all-night vigil.

“Huh?”

After that, I arrived at my dorm and was about to open the door when I felt something staring at me.

So I looked around and there was a person wearing a hood standing in an alley with a clear view.

'what? 'Are they openly surveilling me?'

This is the woman I met yesterday who looks like Raines.

Given what she said, she definitely didn't feel like she was hiding and watching us.

Reigns just stands there, looking in this direction to see if anyone passing by is surprised to see her standing in the alley.

Even when he made eye contact with me, he just looked at me without any reaction and did not speak to me or say hello.

I feel bad, so I leave my luggage at the door and approach her, hoping to give her some warning.

“... What are you doing?”

Speak a little threateningly, but quietly so as not to cause any harm to those around you.

Waiting for “marker.”

And this woman answers by looking straight into my eyes as if she doesn't care about the vibe I'm giving off.

“Wasn’t there a deadline?”

There was no “. When you are ready, you can put a mark on it.”

“But you’re already waiting for that? Don’t you have anything else to do?”

Just looking at this woman reminds me of Agoni, his boss, so I want to kick her out.

“Not until another command is given.”

But Reigns didn't react much, just answered what I said and stayed quiet again.

'There are two volumes anyway, so I'd rather give them one and make them take it back.'

In the end, with the intention of going after him, I took out a book with Wen Grain's symbol that I had just obtained from my luggage and handed it to Raines.

“character.”

“What is this?”

“The book you guys wanted. There's only one copy yet, but I'll give you one in advance. So take this and go back.”

I unwrapped the cloth covering the book and carefully showed the cover to Raines, but she checked the cover but made no move to take the book.

I was puzzled by her appearance and asked.

“Why don’t you take it? Wasn’t this what you wanted?”

Then, Raines gave an answer that made my blood pressure rise as soon as I heard it.

“The book is correct. But you must have both volumes. The person at the institution told me to bring both books when I got them together.”

“What a frustrating guy.”

“Because I promised that.”

He seems like a guy with no flexibility.

“Really? Then why not keep waiting?”

In the end, they gave up on kicking Reigns out.

I left Raines behind and took one last look at the alley as I went back into the dorm with the book.

After finishing his conversation with me, Raines stood quietly under the dark wall like before and continued to look in this direction.

“All the weird guys got screwed.”

Apparently, the bed wasn't comfortable.

        
            The guard in the alley was still there several days later.

It was there every day when we went out to hunt infidels, and it was there when we came back after work for the day.

When I saw Raines like that, I left the dorm today thinking that he was poisonous.

“I have to work even on rainy days like this. It's really the worst.”

“It is said that pagans only become more active in weather like this. They say it should be dealt with when it is easily discovered, but I can't help but feel bad.”

Today, I go to catch heretics with Master.

For over a month, we spent every day without a break, searching for traces of the heretics and raiding their homes.

As we visit three or as many as four places a day, we return late at night and do not have time to lie down in bed, so it is difficult for us to share what happened when we return.

So, as an alternative, we took turns in groups of two, exchanging information by talking about what happened the previous day while we were on the move, and went around catching heretics.

Sometimes, when I go to places where there are a lot of pagans, I feel like two people is not enough, but it was still a good thing for me.

Because I was able to learn sword skills from Master and Eila in my spare time at work.

After that, Master continued to show his will to kill Aila without hiding it, but in the end, perhaps it was a problem that only time could solve, and thanks to Aila's teasing yet approachable personality, the two became close to some extent.

Additionally, as we ate at the same table and slept under the same roof, we all began to get along better.

Did you say it was a bond?

Something like that appeared between us.

Ennin and Thistle's personalities are both so good that I don't even feel like they've become like that any faster.

So today, I search for Aila while listening to Master complain about her.

“... I thought I really knew everything about the elf race, but I don't. Is that woman strange, or are all elves like that...”

“I think Eila is probably weird. If you hear that they usually get scolded by their older sisters.”

More than anything else, having Aela help us is the best thing that has happened recently.

Aila moved into our accommodation thanks to Feria's consideration, and for the first few days, she wandered around the village every day, wanting to eat delicious food.

And then-

[I've been to other places, but Enin's food is the best! I will continue to eat here from now on!]

After saying that, I made a deal with Enin that wasn't a deal.

They help us with our work on the condition that they give us food.

I knew that Enin was good at cooking, but I never thought we would connect like this.

It is said that it is not inferior to the restaurants in the village. If Enin had opened an inn, wouldn't he be better off than he is now?

Anyway, thanks to that, in addition to my teacher, I was teamed up with Eila and took turns learning the sword.

Since I was already spending most of my time moving and searching, I didn't have time to learn the sword from Aila, but that situation was resolved when Aila became involved in our extermination of heretics.

More than anything else, Aila's involvement allowed us to move in groups of three, two, two, one, which gave us some room.

“If possible, I don’t want to be in the same group as Aila.”

“Still, there’s nothing we can do about it. We have to take turns forming groups one by one so that we can share information about the infidels killed that day. Well, if you really don't like it, you can change it to not being with Aila.”

“... That's what it says, right. I also have no intention of becoming that far away from the people I sit at the same table with. It's just because I'm arrogant and act too carelessly sometimes.”

“If that’s the case, I’m glad. Aila liked her teacher so much because she thought it was fun.”

Yes.

Rather than saying ‘I like it’, my impression was that it was ‘fun’.

“... As expected, I can't take that woman lightly.”

Master realized what I meant and complained again.

After that, after talking about various things with my teacher and searching for several hours, I was able to find their base.

The total number of people we encountered here was 8.

'There is no priest.'

Even today, the moment the heretics see us, they are unable to run away and instead attack us with their fighting spirit as if their voices are bursting.

“Why Grain! Look at me!”

“I will sacrifice you!”

“P! Destruction! Victory! I give my life to Wen Grain!”

"I’ll chew all the bones for you!"

“Blood festival...”

“Wait a minute, I want to hear something new. Is there anything else?”

“Uh... Then, applaud! Wen Grain has made a sacrifice for us!”

“Hey, you guys have good sense. Come on quickly.”

I've already heard the same thing a dozen times more.

I don't know who told them to say something like that, or if they actually received physical reinforcements for shouting like that, but they invariably rushed at us with their weapons the moment they saw us.

Today's opponent is a guy with a flaming club.

They held a pair of long clubs, lit fire at the ends, and swung them recklessly, but although they were flashy, there were a lot of gaps.

Suddenly-

“Keuuuk!”

The figure of the cultist running towards him wielding such a weapon is defenseless, but the flaming club is a bit threatening, so he quickly uses the three-hit attack he learned from Eila to kill him before he approaches.

Push away the swinging club and quickly stab it sequentially in the arm, shoulder, and neck order.

What I learned while hanging out with Aila was the triple strike that caught my attention even among the combos she showed that day.

According to Eila, the technique of pushing the opponent with quick successive attacks is the standard elf swordsmanship.

However, he taught me that the triple strike included in it was a quick sword that he had independently created.

On days when I go with Aila, I practice this triple strike all day long, and thanks to this, my wrist hurts to the point where I wonder if it will break even though it is a fairly strong wrist of a spirit soldier.

'Still, it seems like there are no heretics who can respond to this.'

Of course, after working hard for about a month, there are results.

Although I can't catch up with Aila in terms of speed yet, I roughly memorized how to push my opponent and at what moment to attempt a triple attack by going around in the same group.

Thanks to this, fighting has become much easier than before.

Being able to easily get rid of them like that gave me peace of mind.

He even talks with his teacher and kills them one by one.

Deeply-

“Kkeaaaeaeaeak!”

“Still, it’s good that the number of them gathered together seems to be decreasing.”

Suddenly-

“Quaaah!”

“Because our priority is to find priests. It might be effective.”

The size of the group, which used to be up to 20 people, has recently decreased to the point where it is difficult to find groups of 10 people.

It may have been because there was a rumor that the Demonic Priest I met on the first day had been defeated, but after that, when the priests saw us, they started to quickly retreat, throwing away other cultists who could not escape.

Thanks to that, their missionary activities seem to have slowed down as we were going around here and there.

I don't know what the situation is in the trading city of Shanian, which was left to adventurers in charge, but I have a feeling that this is being roughly sorted out.

However, the only thing that was a little disappointing was that I couldn't find any books like the one the pagan I saw on the first day had since that day.

So I still couldn't collect all the books and bring them to Raines, and even though a month had already passed, Rains was still waiting for us there like a street tree.

Still, I was able to find information about the book a few times.

“Sir, if you let me live, I will never do something like this again! I'll stop doing anything with the devil, okay, I'll tell you where the others are!”

I didn't ask this question right away, but there were many people who sold their colleagues to survive.

Today again, for now, I listen to the last words of the last remaining guy with whom I have no comradeship.

“Where?”

“If you go all the way east from here, there is a huge dead tree, and there are a few trees under it!”

However, his information was of little value.

“There were 7 guys there, right?”

“Well, how do you do that...?”

“It’s a shame. I'm going there first and then coming here. So just die now.”

Deeply-

“Turn it off... You should have said that first, you piece of shit... Ugh...”

Anyway, looking at the human bones lying around, it seemed like this guy couldn't be left alive.

Besides, I didn't make any promises with him, but he was the one who told me first.

“Whoa... Is this the end too?”

He casually wiped the blood from the knife with their clothes and looked around.

Now my daily life has become dull.

At first, they said the refugees would become heretics, so I thought what if I couldn't kill them because I have a conscience, but that didn't happen.

In the first place, even if these guys we were hunting down weren't heretics, they were similar bandits or thieves.

The lord of Grace Manor was a much more capable person than I thought.

He is a person who strives to ensure that refugees from kingdoms other than his own can live a minimum of living.

The lord, with the corps commander on his back, continues to obtain food and supplies from the rear to feed the refugees and cultivate new land.

Since the commander of the undefeated army was clearly playing a role, it was possible for the lord to also support such people.

So in reality, no one, even refugees, will starve to death if they do not get food in their mouths right away.

But the heretics were greedy from the beginning.

Most of these guys were reasonably cautious from the start and ran away after being caught killing and stealing items received or made by others. It is said that these guys, chased by soldiers, wander the wilderness and show their true colors when they encounter demonic priests. .

These guys are the ones who don't hesitate to eat people and dig up graves in order to live a richer life or become stronger.

So there is no need for mercy.

“This time too, there are no guys who look like priests.”

“Sure. We have to catch those guys to make progress.”

After killing the last heretic, I was collecting suspicious-looking items from their residence.

“Kuhuk! Kuhoo!”

“Huh? This sound...!”

A heavy breathing sound is heard from somewhere.

That rough breathing sound I heard quite a few times before.

When I looked behind the sound of breathing, I saw a pig's head and tall molars through the bushes.

“Kooo!”

And then the pig's head comes screaming at us from the bushes.

        
            “Oc!”

Oak.

There are two types of oak here.

One is the orcs who swear allegiance to the empire, have green skin and slightly larger fangs, but are said to have achieved a high level of culture no different from humans and are said to be intelligent.

And the other ones are orcs that appear near the kingdom and look like walking wild boars, with pig heads, standing on two legs, and holding weapons to attack humans.

When you look at the two races in person, they look completely different, but the reason why they are both called Orcs is just a mistake and coincidence.

A human scholar saw these races with protruding fangs and named them Orcs, and such races existed in both the Kingdom and the Empire.

At that time, wizards were very valuable, so they often used people to gather information instead of running around on their own like they do now. Thanks to the wizards who did not go out and gave names only based on what they heard about their appearance, both races were called Orcs. I got stuck.

Anyway, I know that these guys, classified as a different species, usually travel in groups, but this guy suddenly appeared alone.

Rustling-

The guy jumps out of the grass and swings his weapon at the same time.

Kang!

As he approached me swinging an iron club, I tried to split it with my magic sword, but contrary to my expectations, it made a metallic sound and bounced off.

'Is it a magic weapon?'

He was an orc with an unusual weapon.

Kang! Kang! Kang!

Spread out two or three attacks and increase the distance between you.

It's not just weapons. Unlike the heretics, the orcs took my sword quite easily. The orcs themselves seemed to be no ordinary orcs.

When Master saw the orc like that, he also gave up on picking up the traces of the heretics on the table spread out outside, threw down his bag, and came near me.

“It’s my first time seeing an orc in a while. But why are the orcs here?”

“Sure. Is he a wanderer?”

Like the teacher, maintain your distance and confront him.

“The human who killed my friend! kill! I will take revenge!”

“No, how do I know if I did it or not! Did you see it?”

I felt a little intimidated by this overly excited guy.

So, because it had been so long since I had seen an orc, I was embarrassed and made an excuse.

This is an area where it is difficult to see people other than demons and elves.

I don't understand why Orcs suddenly appeared in such an area.

It is difficult to meet them unless they go on a far away expedition, and since the scale is so large, if the orcs are moving, news must have been delivered long before.

The guy questioned me.

“Is that so? Then who killed it!”

“Well, well?”

“It’s a lie to see him flustered. regret! regret! Kufuuk! Kuhuuuk!”

'You know some difficult words.'

The head of a pig moves in rhythm with the sound of its breathing.

These guys, who are twice the size of a human, are actually compressed muscles.

Although I have heard that it is less powerful than the Minotaur, it is still a threat enough to ordinary human soldiers.

He moves his body non-stop and talks loudly, as if he is in rhythm.

“Friends must not die! Coupal must complete his errand! But my friends are dead! So I will take revenge!”

“What errand?”

“Get fingers from your friends! The black hat human told me to gather the fingers of my human friends!”

‘It’s a scary story. By the way, the heretics brought in the orcs.'

Looking at the black hat, it is highly likely that it is an orc sent on an errand by the Demonic Priests.

“Hey, I mean your fingers. uh? Of course I have 10 of those precious things, but are you going to call me crazy and just give them away?”

“Just give it to me! If you shake this book that Kupal received, he will give you his finger!”

The orc responded to my words like that, took out a book from the bag hanging on his waist, and waved it at us.

“I guess that’s the book you mentioned, Lee Rim.”

“Uh, uh! hey! Don't shake that thing! You crazy guy!”

The book the orc took out was the same book I had seen before.

A book with a picture of an eye on the cover.

The Book of Wen Grain.

Unlike my teacher, who only told me about the power of the book, I scream because I know how scary the book is.

The identity of the book has already been found out.

We couldn't just keep the book, so we submitted it to the Legion, and the Legion commissioned wizards to investigate.

Its identity was a mimic that lived on a book artificially created by the devil.

However, common mimics are toothy monsters disguised as treasure chests or furniture.

However, this Mimic is said to be a creation created by the Great Demon Wen Grain, who was summoned from Hell, and is on a different level from ordinary Mimics.

The wizards said that if they were to classify it, it would be as strong as a low-level devil.

And the Mimic that the Orc was holding had almost all of the strings that tied it to its body, so if you made a mistake, the book would open.

“Human reactions are fun! Just like my friends! Kupat! Coop!”

The orc guy laughs with a strange rhythm and sound, not even knowing how creepy I was.

One reason why it's even more annoying is that that strange laugh is because that orc laughs uniquely, and ordinary orcs don't laugh like that.

In addition, the stuttering behavior only causes annoyance because while other orcs speak normally, that guy just has a strange speaking habit.

I quietly warn those orcs.

“If you open that, everything in here will fly out. You're falling behind too, man.”

“Kupal does not die. Kupal is a warrior with ‘golden molars’!”

“Okay, put the book back!”

“I don’t like it! Kupal listens only to requests from the chieftain and his friends!”

'Oh, you pig.'

But the guy didn't understand easily.

“I say it last. If you don’t put that book down, you might end up looking through it.”

Since we were enemies anyway, we decided to stop.

Because it became clear that this guy was an orc with ties to the heretics.

“To me! Order! Mara!!! Kuheuhuheook!!!”

The orc suddenly begins to roar as if it is angry.

He is a guy who acts purely according to his heart.

What he did afterwards was an emotional act that really didn't care about the rest.

“I don’t feel very good.”

It was according to Master's intuition.

“You guys are annoying. Just die, human.”

The guy rips the string that bound the Mimic disguised as a book with his vicious hands.

“Irim! Sword!”

Before he can hold the book with both hands and open it, Master runs towards me and shouts.

He quickly held the magic sword upside down and threw it while running toward his teacher.

Master takes a forward stance while holding the magic sword.

And I saw the moment the book opened behind Master's back.

rattle-

A black arm sticking out with a bell sound.

The inverted-jointed arm makes a swinging motion as soon as the book is opened.

“Rachal.”

thud-

The Master enters into self-suggestion.

However, Master, who has never seen that arm move, does not know exactly what type of attack it is.

Here, I have no choice but to rely on my experience.

“From top to bottom!”

As soon as Master hears my voice, he reflexively raises his sword upward.

Kaaang!

There is a huge sound and dust flies.

The sword and claws clashed.

The master's swordsmanship blocked the attack of the mimic from hell.

However, because it was impossible to completely block a technique that had never been seen before, the magic sword was dropped as soon as Mimic's arm went back into the book.

“Master, are you okay?!”

“Keu... front! It’s not over!”

I was trying to support my teacher, who had blocked the attack even though the tips of his nails were stuck in his knees and arms, but the orc was trying to open the book one more time.

Move your head quickly.

'Should I pick up the magic sword and throw it?'

But it doesn't look like it will work.

There was a bit of a shock earlier, but I don't think he's the kind of guy who would use that level of talent.

'Like my teacher, will I block the attack this time?'

However, I have not yet fully learned Master's techniques.

Unlike Aila's techniques, which are applied by memorizing them by sight, the teacher says that her techniques can only be started by finding the sense for oneself.

Although I have acquired that sense to some extent, I have not yet fully mastered it, and I do not want to use a technique that has a failure rate in this situation.

Besides, even if I were to run with a sword from now on, I don't have the confidence to approach him faster than the time it takes him to open a book.

'Is that the only thing left?'

The fastest thing that can reach him at this moment is,

It's a sound.

“Hey, you cowardly pig!!!”

I give it a try, thinking it's a guessing game.

“Kupal is not a pig! Kupal is an orc!!!”

I got caught.

The guy must have been so shocked by the word 'pig' that he opened the book, stamped his foot loudly, and shouted in response.

“Why don’t you deny it’s cowardice? You pig!!!”

“Oh! That's also wrong! Kupal is not a coward! Kupal is a warrior with golden tusks! And it's not a pig!!!”

I think being called a pig must have been a big shock to him.

To me, it's because wherever you look, it's a pig's head.

“A warrior would use such a cowardly thing? If you use something like that, you're not an orc warrior, you're just a pig!”

Provoke him with words that have no basis whatsoever.

And this also works.

“Is that so?”

“Yes! If it's a warrior, you have to fight with weapons and weapons like a warrior! Isn't that right? Gold-toothed warrior bastard!”

“Golden Fang!”

“Not molars?”

“Oh, that’s right! It’s a molar!”

For a moment, I thought I was confused.

It seems like he is being dragged along smoothly.

I give that guy one last provocation.

“Then listen to the symbol of the warrior!

Raise your bloody weapons!

Hear the iron that contains your convictions!

If you are a true warrior, fight like a warrior!!!”

My throat breaks and I roar towards the sky.

He seemed to really like my behavior.

“Is it a challenge? good night! If you beat this Coupal, I'll give you everything! Kupal is a warrior! Don’t shy away from challenges!”

The orc puts the book on the butt of his pants and holds the iron club with both hands.

'I think it would be good if there wasn't anything on it.'

When I see a book stuck in my butt, I get distraught because I think I'm going to have to kill it and take the book out of there.

“...Hehehe. To act like that in that situation. Lee Rim is definitely out of his mind.”

“Shouldn’t you try something first?”

The teacher, who had broken arms and legs, was supported and placed on one side.

Meanwhile, the orc is destroying all the surrounding trees with an iron club, saying he needs a place for a duel.

“Keuuu...”

Master is in so much pain that he can't hold back his moans.

But the situation is a bit strange.

Teacher always persevered no matter how severe the pain was, even if it was because it was in front of me.

But now the moaning continues to get louder, as if the pain is getting more and more painful.

“Master! Are you okay?!”

“No.. Don’t worry about it… Wow!”

“Soon, I will die!”

The orc looks towards me and shouts to see if he has finished his work.

“Other humans attacked by these claws did the same! The pain increases as time passes! It is said that pointed hat humans cannot escape the pain until they die!”

'Is it a curse?'

Apparently, those fingernails also had the function of planting a curse.

“Human! Come quickly! He is a human who cannot be saved anyway!”

The guy urges.

But I cannot leave Master in such a painful state.

Then Master calls me.

“ Lee, Lee Lim.”

“Yes. Master. I'm listening.”

Master barely endures the pain and tells the story.

“I’m sorry.”

“What do you mean? What does Master have to be sorry about me?”

I couldn't understand why he suddenly said something like that.

“Finish it.”

“...”

No, maybe I didn't want to understand its true meaning.

“I'm really, really sorry... I didn't want to ask this of you only...”

“Master!”

Rest from soul sickness.

Their own method of avoidance that can be used when they can no longer bear it mentally.

For the first time, Master asked me for rest.

I have never done that before.

Master is someone who always tries to be dignified and trustworthy in front of me.

Although we have both experienced thousands of deaths together, we have never asked that of each other.

Because I know that it will never be a good memory for both of us.

Such a teacher asked me to rest. That's how painful it is right now.

So, if I make as much of a resolution as Master did in vain, it will only cause more pain.

I decided to make up my mind.

“... I'm sorry.”

Place the magic sword on Master's neck.

I have killed countless things in the form of people so far, but at this moment, I feel like I am committing a sin that should not be committed, and I am starting to feel sick.

It is natural that if the Master dies, he will be resurrected some time later.

Still, I can't put any strength into my hands.

Even though he has already committed murder several times, he doesn't think he can put in as much effort into this.

The moment the hesitation becomes longer -

‘Don’t worry. Now think about what you should do if you really love it. And remember that feeling. Then the relationship between you and me will become that much closer.'

I felt like I heard a strange sound in my head again.

And calm your mind.

It was like that. This act that I am concerned about is itself an act that prolongs the pain for Master.

Any further delay would be a most sinful act.

When I thought like that, my hesitation disappeared.

That's how my decision became firm.

It was a simple thing. Apply force to your hand and press it.

Kuuk-

I felt a brief tremor pass through the sword and waited for it to subside completely.

Master held back a moan to avoid leaving me with bad memories of the moment the blade entered my throat.

'Good job. That's love. 'Love is listening to what the other person truly wants.'

He then slowly stands up and looks at the guy who made this happen.

There is an orc there, holding an iron club, looking towards us and roaring.

'Now there is only one thing left. Kill that guy who killed the one you love. Give back the feelings you felt to that guy who took what was yours.'

I approach him with a magic sword.

“Good! Come, human!”

Take a stance in front of the guy holding the iron club.

'And with the love you felt, I look forward to one day coming to me, your true other half.'

A voice that seems vaguely audible is imprinted in my mind.

Now it was clear what I had to do.

Just kill that orc.

All you have to do is eliminate the cause of Master's suffering.

That's what I have to do.

and-

'Let's take that victory to her.'

        
            The guy approaches, wielding an iron club.

Be cautious as it is a weapon that was able to repel the magic sword without being pushed back when it collided with it.

'I don't know the principle, but it must be a weapon with some kind of spell or magic.'

The guy is holding an iron club with a slightly blunt end.

Clubs can be said to be no different as Orcs are often seen holding them, but what is unique is that while other Orcs prefer large weapons, such as axes, greatswords, and scimitar swords that can cut down enemies all at once, this guy's weapon is It's too short for an orc to lift.

It is a weapon that is quite short to hold with both hands, and if used by a person, it could be used as an old man's cane.

Still, although it is such a short weapon and has a slightly less heavy tip than a mace, it is enough to crush a human head.

Rather, since the weapon is small, he swings it freely, alternately throwing and catching it with both hands.

'It seems like a weapon that has been used for quite some time.'

You can clearly see that his weapon looks very comfortable in his hand.

Unlike other orcs who prefer a heavy taste, seeing the way it moves in a way that feels quite exciting makes it clear that it is an irregular among orcs.

So, in order to win, we need to analyze our opponents more.

The first thing to look at is the weapon’s characteristics and compatibility.

'Strike type weapon.'

Be careful with blunt weapons as they cause additional damage.

A sword wound may result in bleeding and amputation of body parts.

However, it is easy to see what state you are in with your own eyes.

This means that if the cut is deep, you may not be able to move this part, or that if it is this bad, you may be able to move it at least once more even if you strain.

'Bleeding is something that soul patients don't have to worry about.'

On the other hand, blunt force trauma causes damage inside the body.

For example, if you get hit in the arm and break a bone inside your body, you cannot know for sure in the immediate chaos.

It is unclear whether it was broken cleanly, pulverized, or broken into fragments.

So, if you move without properly understanding your situation, secondary damage occurs.

Even if you move well, there are cases where a broken bone touches a nerve and you pass out in intense pain.

Next is the hardness of the weapon.

'The weapons are equal.'

I knew it after bumping into it once.

The conditions can be seen as similar.

The magic sword made with my artifact and the iron club with its special treatment are weapons that can be used in parallel.

Therefore, you should not even dream of cutting the enemy with the entire weapon, relying only on the cutting power of the magic sword.

The next condition is physical ability.

'The bodies are also equal.'

The body of the soul soldier was created and adjusted so as not to fall behind as much as possible compared to other races.

The representative standards are demons and orcs.

We, who have to jump over castle walls and take down their weapons, have enough strength to never be defeated in a power struggle with demons or orcs.

Then, victory or defeat is determined by the final condition.

'Then the rest is technology.'

His fighting skills and mine.

The experience I have and the experience he has.

The difference in experience and technology will determine victory or defeat.

The orc seemed to have roughly figured out who I was and attacked first.

“Kuhab!”

The orc came swinging an iron club.

The guy takes advantage of being twice my size and attacks my head with a club.

‘Are you aiming for the head? Is it really real?'

The moment I raise my magic sword to block the strike, the guy's short iron club spins in my hand, bends the attack path, and comes towards my waist.

Kang!

“Ugh!”

I quickly used my magic sword to block it, but it did not absorb the shock properly.

'I'm not the type of person who attacks honestly as much as I thought.'

Contrary to its appearance, it is an orc with extremely agile movements.

Unlike other orcs I knew who slammed down their weapons heavily, they were quick and flexible enough to make me wonder if they were real orcs.

From then on, the orc's continuous attacks continue, with the destination of the attack momentarily shifting as if the air current changes.

Kang! Kang! Kang! Kang! Kang!

Sometimes he swings the weapon with both hands, sometimes with one hand, but he doesn't have the energy to do so.

The guy moves like he's dancing.

However, the dance is not just a random and chaotic movement, but a dance with its own meaning.

The path it moves while taking steps is in the opposite direction to where my weapon moved.

The moment you block the attack coming from the left, quickly move to the right and aim for the empty torso.

As a counterattack, he spins the sword that pierced his side and tries to smash his head with a club using centrifugal force.

The moment I duck to avoid it, his knee comes aiming for my chin.

If you avoid it and take a stance, a club will fly over your head again.

A tough fighter who is not a thief at all, yet makes extreme decisions in an instant with good sense.

This was the movement of a fighter rather than a soldier.

A fighter who fights only to kill his opponent one-on-one.

There are only the opponent and I on the battlefield.

So, without paying attention to those around you, you try to belittle your opponent by moving around in such a flashy manner.

but,

'It's not so much that I can't stop it.'

No matter how fast I go, I feel like I can follow the dance to the end.

The attacks that Aila showed me and told me about were much faster and fiercer.

“Kuchaaap!”

bang! bang! bang! bang!

The Orc's assault becomes faster and faster.

And it starts to weigh on.

As the number of attacks increases, the strength becomes stronger, but not to the point where one cannot withstand it.

Still, if you think about the impact that will accumulate on your body in the long run, you need to deal with this at least.

Before the guy puts as much force as he can on the iron club, he approaches the guy's body one more tempo and clashes his swords.

Kang! Kakakakang!

The sword and the iron club collide, spin around, and collide again. They parry each other's weapons.

Blunt weapons are weapons that have no effect unless strong force is applied.

As I continue to parry and use a defense and attack method that cuts off the guy's veins before he can gather his strength, I can feel him getting more and more impatient.

“Kuhaap!”

The guy eventually backed away and tried to regain his stance.

'Is it finally over?'

Losing pace in a fight is such a waste.

He tried to gain the upper hand on me by taking the lead.

I tried to push the opponent with everything I had and not let him show his skills and finish it, but I failed.

“Whoop! You're following my movements! It’s amazing for a seemingly unrealistic topic!”

“That’s not true. I'm normal and you gained weight.”

“ It’s a pity that you can’t feel the beauty of this high-quality body! Kuhuuuk!”

“Damn.”

There was some bullshit going on for a while, but from now on, it's my time.

If you fail to kill your opponent even after using all your moves, you lose the upper hand.

For this moment, I allowed him to attack unilaterally first.

That's what it means to be attacked first.

Although there is a disadvantage of being attacked by unknown people, the moment you endure and understand everything, you have the advantage.

'I don't know about anything else, but Richie has definitely adapted.'

I continued to defend in order to find out how to swing the weapon, what habits I had, and what my secret trick was.

So now it's my turn.

The triple strike I learned from Aila, the swordsmanship to achieve that triple strike.

You must use them to push your opponent at high speed.

However, at my current speed, it is a bit difficult to catch up with the guy who is stepping on the steps and swinging an iron club.

Aila's swordsmanship is effective only when it has an advantage in speed.

To do that, it needs to be faster.

He takes out a syringe wrapped in a cloth from the small backpack hanging on his waist.

This is a syringe containing a body strengthening potion received from Morsling's store.

The orc gets angry when he sees me taking out the potion.

“This, this, coward! A warrior relies on something like that!”

“I told you that you were a warrior. When did I tell you that I was also a warrior?”

“A guy who doesn’t even know honor! Crumble!”

“Honour is a mess. Just give it as dog food.”

“Kupal is not a dog! It's probably pork food, not dog food! You will become pig food!”

“... Is it really a double body?”

“Oh, no! It will be oak food!”

While the guy is angry, he quickly opens the cap of the syringe and injects the contents into his arm.

I don't know why the races that live here care so much about honor in fights that kill and die.

To win, you have to use everything.

On the battlefield, the person who has more numbers and utilizes them will be the one standing alone in the end.

The orc saw me and came running, but the medicine had already started to take effect.

visor!

“Kuruk!”

I actually leap out at a faster speed than him and strike down my magic sword.

The Orc frowns as the weapon receives a much stronger impact than before.

The physical abilities that were similar to each other have now been reversed thanks to doping.

I feel the difference and at the same time do my best to finish the drug while it takes effect.

        
            'Catching up with Eila from back then.'

It replicates Aila's movements while fighting her teacher.

The much lighter steps after doping make this possible.

Kakang! Kang! Kang!

It fires back and forth at a fast pace, and instead of staying in one place, it keeps moving and attacking, trying to catch its back.

Feeling dizzy at the unfamiliar speed, he barely continues his attack.

'After all, it can't be exactly the same.'

I have memorized all of Aila's sword techniques, but since my speed is so similar to Aila's, I can't get used to it, so it's hard to continue properly.

Still, I concentrated my mind to the limit and continued my swordsmanship.

And the moment he sees an opening, he attempts a triple attack.

Kakakang! Kakakang!

Cheonggang!

“Krup!”

But unexpectedly, the orc guy calmly blocks the attack.

The orc's veiny eyes widen and catch up with my weapon so as not to lose sight of it.

Even as his eyes move up and down rapidly, he controls his breathing and calmly blocks the triple strike, putting all his swords in the gap.

Modify the trajectory of the attack in real time.

Attempt an attack while taking into account his movements and habits.

However, even though I am modifying the sword like that, he is gradually adapting to it by blocking my attacks.

'not good. I'm starting to read everything.'

I had a guess that he was a talented guy.

Even though he is an orc, he is recognized by the pagan priest.

This is a guy who receives the Mimic of Hell, which is an important item to them, and carries it around to run errands.

In a world of meritocracy, being trusted also means being strong.

I, too, have now given up the idea that I could beat him with this level of imitation swordsmanship.

Although she uses the same speed and the same sword technique as Aila, the triple strike sword technique was not her secret weapon either.

The technique using the illusion sword created with magical power that Aela showed me last time cannot be implemented by me, who cannot handle magical energy.

So you should use the following method.

'good.'

Before I knew it, the orc's two legs were touching the ground.

In order to withstand my strong attack, I decided to give up the fluid movements like the first time and just withstand the rain of blades that was coming.

'It's just as intended.'

It was effective to not let him move from his spot and keep rotating and attacking him.

Now here I use the techniques I learned from my teacher.

After making the guy stiff with the final triple strike, I correct my wild stance and stand in front of him.

And I say to myself:

“Rachal.”

Strengthening concentration starting from self-suggestion.

thud-

Next, deliver shock through your toes to stiffen the opponent.

When living things feel a vibration such as an earthquake, their muscles momentarily stiffen.

That moment of hesitation is intentionally created.

That was the secret of Master's Rakshasa.

'Take it!'

bang!

When I hit the magic sword, the guy raises his iron club and blocks it.

In the first place, there is no way to escape this attack unless the opponent intentionally limits his or her reflexes.

'If you get stuck, just try again!'

So attack again.

thud-

“Ugh!”

Before the stiffness goes away, he stamps his foot again, causing stiffness in his body.

bang!

Another slash was aimed at the head, and the orc blocked it.

thud-

repeat that

Repeat until the opponent's body no longer moves.

Orcs block with repeated slashes and iron clubs.

Accumulated shock fatigues muscles and takes away stamina.

That's why I tried to avoid it as much as its weapon became heavier, but the guy with a stiff body couldn't escape except by defending himself in place.

If we keep this up, we can win.

That is, if the opponent is an ordinary human being.

Rakshasa.

The place where Master lived was just like the place where I lived, a world where the only winners were humans.

Master's technique is a technique created based on human reactions.

So, Master didn't know that Aila would escape by using a magical explosion to push each other away.

Before showing off his technique to Eila, the teacher did not assume that the magical power or magic of a different race would be involved, so he thought it was a perfect technique.

In theory, this method, which was thought to be an efficient technique for dealing with humans, was quickly revealed to be a method of destruction in another world, when the opponent was a non-human enemy.

And, as befits a species from another world, these orcs also escaped in a way that went beyond my common sense.

bang!

It was the moment when he raised his sword after the slash and tried to stiffen again.

The orc took advantage of the opportunity and took out a blade from his pocket,

Deeply-

Support!

Pain in one's knee

thud-

He stamps his foot, but he has severed all the nerves in his legs, so his muscles do not respond.

So there was no stiffness.

“Kuhahahahaha!”

The orc falls forward while roaring and throws the iron club at my side with all its might.

Bah!

“Wow!”

While preparing for the next attack, I was hit by an iron club and my back was broken.

It doesn't stop there, it flies away.

Even though I received repeated slashes, the orc's angry blow hit me without losing its momentum compared to the first time.

Quang!

It hits the tree trunk with a loud noise.

I never thought I would sever the nerves in my legs myself.

Even though Orcs were a race with better regenerative abilities than humans, it was not common sense for them to kneel in a fight right away.

Even while he was receiving my attacks, he didn't panic and was still thinking of escaping.

When you think, a hole is created, and when you stop thinking, you die.

And this is a guy who has lived through constant fights until now.

I have lived in the battlefield for at most 5 years, and he has lived his entire life.

'But I have no intention of giving up.'

Check your physical condition roughly.

In general, I really don't like the fact that it is so slow to detect invisible wounds when you take damage from a blunt object.

'I'm not very balanced.'

It looks like my right ribs are all broken.

Although I was still able to wake up due to the effects of the medication, my body did not move as expected.

'When the effect of the medicine ends, the real hell will begin.'

Fortunately, it has a painkiller-like effect, so I can wake up now.

I take a stance, grateful for the medicine Morsling made.

Orcs also don't jump right away.

Looking at the person walking slowly, it seems that vigorous movement is impossible.

He believed in his ability to regenerate better than humans and made the choice to hurt his knees.

However, because rapid regeneration like a troll is not possible, complete recovery was not possible.

“Huh...”

Perhaps because I moved too much in a short period of time, the effectiveness of the medicine seemed to slowly disappear.

My breathing starts to get harder and I feel the pain creeping up on me.

“It’s over now! Human!”

The orc guy must have noticed my condition and approaches me with an iron club.

However, I can see that his hands are shaking, as if the force he used to push me away was the last force he could muster.

He does not spare his body to end this with the final blow.

He and I kick off the ground and run at the same time.

They aim for each other's lives.

He raises his weapon to crush my head, and I raise my weapon to stab his heart.

Sigh!

Deeply-

I feel a strong impact on my head, and at the same time, I feel the tip of my sword digging into my flesh.

Something flows into my eyes and I can't see, but it doesn't stop.

“Ugh... Ahhh!!!”

Kuuuk-

The thing that the sword went into was that guy's stomach.

As it is, thrust the sword deeper, turning upward.

“Kuhuh... Ingaaan!”

puck! puck! Pow!

He grabs my arm with one hand, but doesn't stop.

He keeps hitting my head with the hand holding the iron club, but he doesn't stop.

Because I promised.

He never stops because he promised himself that he would avenge his master.

“Kkuuuu...”

After some time had passed, I felt him let out his last moan and die completely.

And only after confirming death do I relax my arms.

Its soul comes out and flows into the magic sword.

I completely killed him, but I feel like I'm going to die soon too.

Wipe any liquid that gets into your eyes with your collar.

It wasn't blood, but a clear liquid was flowing from his head and covering his eyes.

“This won’t work...”

The revenge has been successful, but there is still real work to be done.

I try to turn over the guy's heavy body to retrieve the book.

I thought it would have been easier to win if I had used the magic explosion with the magic sword, but I couldn't use it because I thought I had to recover this hellish mimic intact.

Although it seems like the damage has increased thanks to that.

“Three-beol, what do you really have to eat to grow like this?”

I barely succeeded in turning the orc's body over.

I succeeded in taking out the book containing the blood-soaked Mimic, the Book of Wen Grain, but my vision became increasingly blurry.

Pop-

'this.'

I feel like something breaks and my body falls forward. It looks like my strength is completely gone.

'I couldn't retrieve the book.'

The moment I lost consciousness, thinking it was a waste, I felt like I heard a voice.

“Well done. It's my knight. That was a really cool fight. I will take care of the rest, so rest in peace.”

'Astesia?'

I think I'm hearing auditory hallucinations now.

I close my eyes while listening to the voice of Astesia, who should not be here.

It wasn't Astesia's usual tone of voice, but rather, Astesia spoke in a slightly overbearing yet kind tone.

So all I can think of is an auditory hallucination.

Hearing that voice, I died again.

However, this time, unlike usual, I do not feel like my body is submerged in deep water, but rather I feel comfortable, as if someone is embracing me.

And then, feeling that cradle-like warmth, I completely lost consciousness.

        
            I feel like my sanity is slowly coming back.

Since I haven't had a spare body recently, I think it will be resurrected at the resuscitation center.

So, for the first time in a while, I was prepared to feel like my head was breaking.

However, it feels a little unfair to think that I have to prepare for such pain to come.

'I think it would be very unfair if I died with a broken head and felt the same way when I was resurrected.'

Although he is dissatisfied, there is no other option for the soul disease.

In the end, I had no choice but to grit my teeth while worrying about my pounding head.

'... huh?'

But I don't feel anything other than what I thought.

Instead of feeling pain, my head feels refreshing.

This was a different feeling from being resurrected from a spare body that Deshade had temporarily created.

Could it be that our spare bodies were improved while we were playing tag with the heretics for a while?

However, if it were truly successful in improving the spare body, there would have been rumors, but I have not heard any such rumors yet.

Of course, since the soul soldiers of our church are living away from the barracks, the news may not have reached them.

No matter what happens, if you don't feel any pain in your head, it's okay if you like it.

However, this time, no one came to pay attention to me even though I showed signs of being revived, so I made the first move.

Open the coffin lid from the inside and get up.

As the light came in and I looked at the clothes that were already on, I could see that they were not ordinary clothes that were often seen on soul soldiers around here.

Then, at the same time as I raised my upper body, a rapid-fire sound that I could not fully understand poured into my ears.

“Ah, you just woke up! What is it like? Are you sober? Look at my fingers, how many do you see? While you're at it, come out here and try moving your arms and legs. Run if you can. now. Oh, try moving quickly? No, you can hear what was said before that, right? Please answer quickly.”

There is a noun called verbal violence.

I thought that word only applied to swear words, but in this situation, I decided to change that perception.

In front of me was an old man wearing a fluffy robe and a typical wizard's hat.

And I feel like my ears will be torn by the crazy words coming out of that old man.

'... what. What about this old man?'

I feel embarrassed when I meet someone I never thought of and I don't know who they are.

Wizard.

There is no reason for wizards to come to the resuscitation center.

Normally I should have seen Lina or other priests, but there was someone here who I didn't know why I was here, so I looked at them blankly.

When the wizard saw me staring blankly, he exhaled and spoke again.

“No, why is there no response? Could it be that it failed? no. This is your last chance! What do we do? okay. First, I need to destroy any evidence of failure. This isn't working. I don't know if you can hear me or not, but just stay still. There's still some time left, so it won't matter if I can quickly recreate my body. The review will be delayed until the soul enters the body, so let's take advantage of that time. Well, I'll finish it quickly.”

The wizard said that and tried to crush my head with the two-handed ax that was standing next to him.

I don't know why the two-handed ax was next to the coffin, or who this wizard was, but there was only one thing I had to do when I saw the old man like that.

“Wait, wait! I can hear it, I can hear it! You can see everything and move easily, so put it down, you crazy guy!”

In order to survive, I had to protect my head, which had just been broken and was now healthy again.

thud!

“Ouch! That's how it should be! thank god! It was my last chance, but I almost blew it. Still, if you could hear me, you should have reacted quickly. Well, this is why there was a saying that soul soldiers don't listen well.”

The wizard placed the ax down right next to the coffin where I was sitting.

However, rather than just putting it down, he lifted it up and hit a table right next to it.

The wizard was swinging his ax straight at my head until he heard my voice and turned around, barely managing to survive.

I ask more than one or two questions to such a wizard.

“No, who are you? Rather, why is the wizard here? Usually, everyone says they don't want to smell the pot anymore and they don't come, but where are all the other priests going?”

After saying that, I looked around and found that there were no priests at all.

However, there were far more wizards than priests.

In addition to the old man in front of me, other people dressed as wizards and alchemists carrying artifacts were coming and going here and there.

“I say I am a wizard Loin. I was waiting for the review by the priests.”

“Examination? No, should we hold some kind of competition at Sosaengso?”

Looking at everyone wearing a number tag on their chest, it really seems like that.

“Similar. We are currently being judged on a contest to determine the most efficient method for creating a soul bottle body. Why wasn't it said that a new god called Deshade descended on the body this time? Since then, research to make the body of soul disease more efficient, which had been blocked until now, has been carried out again, and now this is the first presentation.”

“So everything that’s here right now was created by you?”

When I looked around, I saw that the Sosaengso was not the usual sight of coffins lined up, but rather filled with various types of objects.

There are bodies contained in something that looks like a test tube filled with liquid, a small square box that doesn't seem to contain a person, and bodies that look like combat dolls I've seen before and don't feel like they're human.

“That’s right. All of the bodies scattered around here are bodies created through new research by people belonging to the Magic Tower or participating as individuals. Thanks to the story about the laws of the world released by that god, a new path has finally opened.”

It was only after listening to the wizard that I realized why there were so many different bodies here.

It seems that all of the countless bodies here are the bodies that our soul soldiers are planning to enter.

'What the heck...'

Of course, the problem is that the bodies brought by most wizards are not in a very normal form.

A severe person even brought a body that had four arms, and the thought of being in such a body was terrifying.

Fortunately, the body created by the wizard seemed to be one that could not move normally, so a priest looked at the body, checked it, and disqualified it.

However, when I look at the bodies created by other people, I see each of them have something unique about them, but my body doesn't seem to have any special features.

“When I listen to it, it seems like everyone has added various things to their existing bodies, but I don’t think there’s much of a difference, right? What did the wizard do?”

“Uh... nothing has changed! I put so much effort into creating this body! Just wait and see. You will find out when you get reviewed.”

“Can’t I go right away? I'm busy.”

The wizard is trying to capture me, but I have other things to do.

Rather than waiting for that, we should go back quickly and retrieve the Infernal Mimic.

This is a book that could cause trouble if someone picks it up.

In addition, the teacher may have been resurrected, but he seems to have been cursed, so we need to confirm that as well.

But the wizard didn't let me go easily.

“Uh-huh, I told you to wait! Because my turn will come soon.”

When I looked to the side, I saw someone evaluating the newly awakened soul disease.

The wizard somehow tried to make me wait by explaining about the person without even asking.

“That person is one of the elders of the Gaia Church. He is a newly appointed person from the capital to the Grace Estate, and this event is also an opportunity to judge him in addition to his inauguration.”

An old man wearing pure white clothes with a gold cloth wrapped around his stomach.

An old man wearing attire indicating that he is an elder of the Gaia Church is asking various questions in front of a wizard.

“The wizard of the Red Magic Tower. Who is your teacher?”

“This is Nacle Bayon. Elder Cason.”

“Ah, it’s Nacle. He's a great person. Tell your teacher thank you for always supporting the Order.”

“I understand. But the screening...?”

“It’s the Red Magic Tower, so of course it must have been a great work. Don’t worry, if you stick to the standards, you will rise to your desired rank.”

‘Wasn’t it screening? 'They're openly friendly.'

However, it does not seem like a fair review.

In fact, the wizard who had been judged after the elder had passed was showing the desired rank with his finger to the attendant.

The wizard's desired rank is 5th, but he has 5 fingers outstretched.

But the priest pointed to the person on the other side and added two more fingers.

That meant that there were two other people who had higher priority than him, so that ranking was impossible.

Then the wizard looked at the people in the direction pointed by the priest, and when he realized that they were people of much better family and origin than him, he nodded quietly.

'I think this is some kind of wholesale market.'

They turned their bodies to hide themselves, but they were clearly visible from my side.

Anyone can clearly see that this is a competition where the results are determined by the money already spent, rather than by proper judging.

“Wizard. At first glance, it seems like a bad idea, but why not go?”

I don't think the scantily clad wizard next to me has any chance of winning.

No matter how I think about it, it would be a waste of time for me to stay here any longer.

“... Just wait a little longer. How much work did I have to do to get this body... hmm, hmm! If you get evaluated on how much effort you put into it, you will be able to beat those sloppy guys.”

'It seems wrong to me.'

Even now, when the Grand Elder asked about the affiliation of an alchemist, he clicked his tongue and passed it off without even evaluating it.

And then our turn came.

“Yes. hmm? You look old. Where are you from, by any chance?”

The elder sees the wizard and treats him with respect.

“Blue, it was a blue magic tower...”

Was it “? What do you mean?”

“I am currently an independent researcher.”

“...I see. Well then, I hope we get a chance to see each other again next time.”

The Grand Elder smiled again without reacting and tried to hand over the wizard.

“Ha, just take a look! Looking at it this way, the field that this old man has been researching all his life is low-cost dolls! I am confident!”

It's a voice that is somewhat sad but also feels false.

This was a lie that I could have noticed because I was right next to him, but of course other people didn't notice.

Hearing the voice of this old wizard who said it was his last chance, the newly appointed Grand Elder looked at the people around him and turned around again.

“...Let's do it. Let’s take a look.”

“Thank you!”

When the Grand Elder, who was passing by, offered to conduct a review, the wizard bowed at a right angle and expressed his gratitude without caring about face.

He then began to ask and answer questions about various things with the attendant behind the elder.

'Just looking at it, it seems like the award was wrong, and I guess I'll have to go right after the judging is over.'

Thanks to this, I also missed the timing to leave this place, so I had no choice but to stand next to him for a moment.

The elder left them behind and walked past me. He found a person, approached him, and greeted him with a bright smile.

“No, who is this? Isn’t he Zeke Hill’s second son?”

'what?'

In front of the Grand Elder was a wizard with short hair.

A man whose face I clearly remember because I even grabbed him by the collar.

The person who exchanged greetings with the Gaia Church's elder was the second son of the duke I saw a month ago.

        
            Sieghill Macren, the second son of the Gaia Church's elder and the duke's family.

The two exchanged friendly greetings, seemingly having known each other since the beginning.

“Nice to meet you. Grand Elder. This is Markren from Sieghill. It’s been a while.”

“Nice to meet you too. I don't think it's been that long since I visited the temple with my grandfather when I was young, but it's grown so beautifully! Now that I think about it, being here means that you too have walked the path of a wizard, right? Just looking at it, it seems like he achieved great results at such a young age.”

Following his words, I also looked where he was looking.

Behind the duke's second son, there was a spirit soldier wearing full body armor similar to Deshade.

The only difference is that while Deshade was an ordinary-looking armor, the armor had magic letters engraved on it and was green in color.

“Thank you for the compliment. Because we are working hard to rebuild our family. Shouldn’t we work harder?”

“Hmm, but just looking at it, it looks like it exceeds the standard... Is it really true that it was made with a material cost of 1 silver? Because soul disease is all about turnover. No matter how good you are, rules are rules.”

The Great Elder speaks while looking at the spirit bottle behind him.

At first glance, the knight with the green armor, which I can only assume was made with money, has the appearance that even to me, a layman, 1 silver is definitely not enough.

It is not an ordinary soul bottle, but rather looks like a battle doll in full plate armor that the wizards I saw in the past brought with it, and the soul bottle wearing that green armor is more luxurious than any other magician's work in the venue.

If you look closely, you can see that there is no human figure inside the doll, but only the eye light is burning inside like Deshade.

Now, anyone can see that it was definitely not a human form or the shape that a soul bottle would take.

That is what the Great Elder pointed out.

At first glance, the purpose of this event was to maintain the existing cost and role of soul bottles, while also requiring the growth of technology as efficiently as possible.

On the other hand, the soul bottle created by Sieghill's second son is the exact opposite.

Since this event is an important event that seeks to promote the development of souls throughout the Kingdom Alliance, I know that deciding on a really important awardee could be controversial if it is decided based solely on personal connections.

However, Sieghill's second son was confident, as if he had the logic to put an end to such controversy.

“Elder. What we need is change.”

“What does that mean?”

'It looks like he's trying to open his mouth.'

The duke's second son begins to speak, brushing his bangs back so hard that he looks unlucky.

“I don’t think there is a need to make soul soldiers look exactly like us.”

“... So?”

The elder twitches his eyebrows as if he is interested.

“What is their role in the first place? Isn't it their job to fight on our behalf, lose their lives, and come back to life anyway? It takes a lot of people to feed them and provide them with weapons and armor. So we shortened the process and combined it.”

'What are you talking about?'

I hear what he says, but it doesn't make me feel very good. It's not a good thing to hear from the beginning.

“We have this artifact of obedience. And soul sick people are not people.”

“Let’s see, who is looking at someone and saying they are not human?”

A soul soldier in the venue heard the sound and, unable to bear it, came over and stood in front of the second son.

But he was immediately overpowered.

“Who are you treating so carelessly? Shut up, and kneel.”

“Keuuu...”

When the second son gave a command while holding a brooch made of Athir, the spirit soldier collapsed in place without making a sound.

“Let’s see. Can those who can be subdued with just one artifact really be considered human beings like us? I don't think so. Their role is as souls called to fight and die in our place.”

“Well, if you look at the purpose, yes.”

“Even the prayers they pray are not answered by any god. To God, soul diseases are not souls of our world and are not recognized by Gaia, the giver. We are vessels of the soul, and our status is different from those who cannot receive God's protection or healing magic, which all beings living in this world can receive.”

It is true that soul disease does not benefit from the healing magic used by Gaia's priests.

However, making such a leap is an unreasonable claim.

“Spiritual soldiers just need to fight. All they have to do is recall their original roles.”

“So, is this your work?”

The elder looks at the soul soldier wearing knight-like armor behind his second son.

“Yes. I created a soul bottle by inserting Athir into their bodies.”

“Atir?”

“Yes. Atyr was used as if inserting the core of a battle doll. Now, we and military officers no longer need to issue orders every time to soul soldiers who rebel against us. Even if soul diseases enter this body, you don't have to eat or sleep, and you don't have to worry about them going crazy.”

The second son violently bangs the head of the armor containing the soul bottle behind him.

But the soul disease cannot say anything.

To begin with, there was no such thing as a mouth hole for him.

The second son shows off not only to the elder, but also to everyone else, as if to show off.

“The combat dolls that existed before the original soul soldiers were so stupid that they couldn't even understand complicated commands! On the other hand, soul soldiers could imprint commands, but the process was always cumbersome. However, I am confident that if I put those soul bottles into this doll I made, they will become perfect consumables!”

Personality erasure.

There is no longer any respect for us in that second son's head.

He doesn't care who we've been fighting for.

When I thought of that, any hesitation that had remained deep in my heart seemed to disappear.

Still, until now, there were certainly a small number of people who tried to treat us soul soldiers equally, no matter how different and alienated they were.

So, there are people who are pricked by their conscience because they think in their head that they have committed a sin, arbitrarily binding the soul and immersing it in the cycle of death.

However, this second son's thoughts were to completely throw away such conscience and assert and realize thoughts that a human being should not do.

The knight-shaped soul bottle in front of me was no longer able to be called human.

How about “? This soul knight I made!”

Clap clap!

When the second son's speech is over, the elder claps and hugs him.

Seeing the Grand Elder like that, each wizard had a different expression.

Some people were disappointed about the already decided first place, while others were watching Sieg Hill as if they were seeing an unexpected change in ideas.

However, none of them pointed out the unethical nature of the soul bottle called Soul Knight created by Sieg Hill.

The Grand Elder, a position with a large say in the Gaia Church, also only praises Sieg Hill.

“Great! okay. Actually, I was thinking that too. Aren’t we being too soft on the mentally ill? I wonder if we have allowed too much by embracing these people who are not even acknowledged by Gaia! Little Sieghill, thanks to you I learned. We were living life in too complicated circles.”

'This place...is there really nothing but trash that exists?'

Really, the conversation between them was nothing but despairing.

A man called Daejangro is saying things like that.

“Good! Let’s end the review here. It seems like the solution that the greatest genius has already come up with!”

Clap clap clap-

As the Grand Elder clapped again to attract people's attention, an attendant stopped talking to the wizard Roin and came to his side.

“Ah, no, Elder. I haven't finished the review yet...”

“Wizard. It's already been done. The genius here at Sieghill solved the questions I had been having. I thought I had gained a lot of wisdom by serving Gaia, but that was not the case.”

As the elder leads the duke's second son, he puffs out his chest and comes forward.

Then he gives a speech.

“We have been thinking wrong all along. We thought, ‘We survived today too.’ We live in an age where we have to put more weight into words, so what on earth did you have to think about first while practicing summoning? When we first performed a large-scale summoning spell, we had already hit the wrong button. Our purpose was not for human survival.”

“Well, then?”

“What we should aim for is the peak, not survival. Spirit soldiers were not just there to protect us. These are divine weapons given to us by Gaia. It was no coincidence that I discovered the secret to large-scale summoning. It's God's will. And we have been using them incorrectly.”

He deliberately said that everything was God's true intention and did not allow people to argue.

“It may be difficult right now, but we need to convince the other elders. About the discovery of the descendants of Sieghill, who were considered a genius family. So let's leave it here. This review ends here.”

The great elder said so and left, taking the duke's second son with him.

“Hey, I was wrong this time too.”

“That’s right. It was said that the Gaia Church recently received a huge donation from Elder Cason.”

“Are you talking about that rumor? Terraim is determined to somehow avoid the death penalty and is throwing money away.”

“Shh! Be quiet. After all, rumors are rumors. Well, everyone knows that the largest sponsor, the Sieghill family, and Terraim families who are connected to the Sieghill family fully support the Gaia Church.”

The wizards and alchemists began to leave one by one, gathering the items they had brought while talking.

When I see them like that, I also leave feeling dirty.

“I’m going now too.”

“... Damn you bastards! How did I get this opportunity, you damn bastards!”

I just pass by the wizard who is sitting on the floor in shock and getting angry.

Even though he has a dirty personality, I feel sorry for him when I think about his situation, but I am not so foolish as to care about the person I met for the first time today.

Before leaving the rehabilitation center, I walked around to see if Master was there, but I couldn't find him.

While I was looking, I looked for Linai, but I couldn't see her either.

'Well, since I've been fighting for quite some time, I guess you went back to the church first?'

With that in mind, I headed out of the base, thinking that I should go to my dorm first.

And on the way back, I thought about the future.

'Anyway, it's a really big deal.'

I feel like I need to change my plan.

It must be said that the plan he had before to enjoy a stable life by gaining power within the kingdom, holding as high a position as possible and making good connections, has already gone awry.

I have already fallen out with the Gaia Church, which can be said to be the center of the kingdom, and as time goes by, if those new spare bodies that are really Soul Knights become the standard for soul disease, I will become a true slave who cannot do anything.

To destroy the Gaia Church, our church's power is not as strong as a drop of blood on a bird's feet, and for me, a soul disease, there are only too many restrictions.

I even thought about living here because I thought there was a way to gain status within the Kingdom Alliance even with the body of a soul bottle.

But now I've completely abandoned that idea.

I have to admit it.

There are only trash people in the kingdom.

It was my mistake to think I would achieve something here.

So I decided.

As a soul soldier who protects the people of the kingdom, the work of the church.

I decided to just throw away all the responsibilities that were arbitrarily assigned to me.

'I must leave the Kingdom Union.'

It will be a headache.

There are too many things to think about to do that.

In order to run away, I need to gain enough strength to shake off my military pursuers, and I don't know if everyone around me will agree with my plan. You also have to persuade.

'It's probably impossible right now, but we'll have to prepare gradually.'

On this day, I decided to leave this hellish land.

        
            After leaving the resuscitation center, I leave the barracks gate and walk straight down the main street.

I was going to go back to my lodgings, re-prepare, and then go to retrieve Wen Grain's book.

The sun is already glowing.

It's getting darker, so I don't know if I'll be able to find the book even if I leave the castle gate now, but I have to do what I can.

Even so, I arrived at my accommodation after crossing a city that was so large that it was even bigger than other cities.

Sigh-

Open the door and enter the accommodation.

However, the atmosphere in the dorm was strange.

Everyone else was gathered in the lobby on the first floor, creating a serious atmosphere.

Everyone doesn't even know what they are thinking and that I have come in.

“What are you all doing here?”

“Ah, Lee Rim...”

Because the atmosphere was so atmospheric, I spoke cautiously, and luckily, Enin turned around and answered.

I ask Enin what kind of situation this is.

“Why is everyone so quiet? And what about Master?”

When I look closely, I see neither Master nor Aila.

“Peria and Hwarim are above.”

Thistle, sitting on a chair, answers.

However, his arm must have been injured, so he wrapped it in a bandage and hung it around his neck.

Only then did the faint smell of herbs enter my nose.

Thistle's expression becomes very distorted as he turns towards me.

His arm seemed to be completely broken and he had difficulty even making the slightest movement.

“No, why are your arms like that?”

“... Orcs came out.”

Enin answers on behalf of Thistle, who is enduring intense pain.

Not only Thistle but Enin's armor was dented in various places.

Fortunately, Enin didn't seem to have suffered any deep injuries.

“I only heard from the security forces after I met a group of orcs and was chased by them into the city. It is said that a group of orcs is currently wandering near Grace Territory.”

“If it’s an orc, I’ve seen it too. But is it too much? Isn’t it just one animal?”

It seems that Ennin also encountered Orcs.

Today was the day that Master and I formed a group, Thistle, Ennin, and Aela formed a group and decided to go in the opposite direction from us.

The three men who went to deal with the slightly medium-sized cultists encountered not only the cultists but also numerous orcs.

“The number was a bit high. I went in thinking it was a hideout for pagans, but it wasn't just pagans. The total number was about 50 or more, and there were both heretics and orcs.”

“Orcs are with humans?”

“Shortage unit. It was so large that it was impossible for the security forces alone.”

At least, I thought that the guy I met was just a special orc with a lot of whimsy and was collaborating with the heretics.

It is unthinkable that such people would join hands with a group of humans and pagans as a tribe.

I've never heard of Orcs knowing how to join forces with other races.

If they want something, they band together and fight to take it, they are not the type of people who engage in diplomatic activities such as negotiations.

thud!

Suddenly there was a very loud sound.

Enin suddenly hit his head hard on the table.

Enin spoke without raising his head, resting his head on the desk.

“Irim.”

“Uh, huh?”

“I said I heard news from the security forces... from the security forces.”

“Uh... Yes.”

“Does that make sense?”

It was only after listening to Enin that I could understand the strangeness hidden in his words.

Grace Territory is a defensive city built to protect the city from foreign races.

This city has three tall towers.

One is a bell tower that symbolizes the status of the Gaia Church and tells the time.

Another is a magic tower for wizards who have taken root in Grace territory.

The last one is a huge watchtower that watches over the plains that spread out outside Grace territory.

Except at night when it is completely dark, the watchtower has soldiers looking outside the city, with their eyes turned on to watch for any groups of foreign races wandering nearby.

The viewing distance that can be checked from the watchtower is enough to detect a group of troops of a different race advancing at full speed two days in advance by using the artifact.

If they were like that, the news of a large group of orcs wandering around would naturally have reached the security forces, but it makes no sense that we could hear such news only after directly encountering the orcs.

“When I heard that, I asked a security guard soldier. Does that make sense? A group of orcs is approaching so close, so does it make sense to tell the news only after other injured people besides us have come out? ”

“... Right. That's not normal.”

“When you say that, do you know what I said?”

I wondered what would come out of Enin’s mouth.

I wonder if they would have just said ‘I was negligent’ or ‘I forgot’.

But what came out of Enin's mouth was an even more malicious answer.

“The soldier said, ‘The Gaia Church gave an order to keep quiet until the orcs pass by, as people may become anxious.’”

“... What? What kind of bullshit is that? They say a group of orcs came close enough to cause harm to people.”

“That’s right. I also protested, asking if that was nonsense. However, the security forces soldier also looked embarrassed and said, 'The number of orcs seems to be too much damage for the security forces to deal with, and they will not cause direct damage to the refugees right below the walls, so it is better to just let them go rather than start a fight. It is said that the words of the Gaia Church were conveyed, ‘Why not?’”

“Isn’t that an act of exceeding authority? The Gaia Church is only a religious organization, so isn't it too much to interfere with the military's movements?”

“That’s right. That's true, but... the story directly told by the newly appointed chief of the security forces is said to have been decided that way because considering the future relationship, it cannot be ignored so much...”

Enin's sigh can be heard loudly from under the table.

When I think about it, the past month has been so smooth that it seems strange that there has been no interference from the Gaia Church.

However, it was a coincidence that we were able to spend a month safely and without anyone getting hurt.

No matter how good a gambler is, he cannot win in one month.

We, who cannot use healing magic, are in a different situation from the paladins, who can receive healing magic even if they are injured and go after the heretics again.

The moment we get seriously injured, our daily lives come to a halt, and that's why we were trying our luck every day to catch the heretics.

The Gaia Church was also thinking about that.

They thought that we would soon get injured and collapse, but we were able to survive for a month by using our own skills to overcome the daily gamble and continue to win.

Then the Gaia Church used another tactic to interfere with us.

Coincidentally or not, a group of orcs started helping the cultists we were chasing.

The leader of the Gaia Church, who first received information about the appearance of such a group of Orcs, controlled the information that was to be passed on to us through the security forces, and we eventually reached the limit of their control.

'Even if we protest, the Church of Gaia will pretend not to notice, and at best it will end with the heads of a few soldiers from the security forces being blown off.'

The new person, Daejangro, came together and touched us who, although a little tired, were successfully carrying on with our daily lives.

While I was thinking about that, I asked Enin because I had not yet heard the story of other invisible people.

“Aila? Why aren’t you here?”

Upon hearing that, Thistle responded with a gloomy face.

“Thanks to Eila, who noticed the presence of the orcs early on, we managed to escape, but we ended up splitting up due to the siege that had already formed. I ended up breaking my arm because of that, and when the situation got worse, Eila told me that she would lead the guys far away and that I should hide and get out with Ennin's help.”

'Is it okay?'

It seems that Aila, who is quick on her feet, took the bait in a moment of crisis.

When I think about Eila, who is an elf patrolling, I feel less worried, but I am worried about whether I will be able to return safely in a situation where orcs are everywhere.

At that time, Astesia called me.

“That person, Lee Rim. This was left in front of the door.”

“What is it?”

Astesia showed me something.

What she was holding in her hand was the Book of Wengrain.

It was a mimic from hell disguised as a book.

“Huh?”

“Oh, there was a note with it, and it said it was for Lee Rim.”

'How can this...'

The Mimic was completely tied up with sturdy-looking string.

I thought it was a different book, but it wasn't either.

The cover of the book was still stained with the blood that the orc had spilled, proving that it was the book I was trying to retrieve before I died.

“No, I felt like someone was knocking on the door, so I opened it and found that they had left this book behind.”

“Did you not look closely?”

“Yes. Strangely, the moment I thought I had opened the door, there was only this book. There was no one else but him.”

'Who is it?'

This is incomprehensible.

The only people who went there were me and my teacher, and I killed not only the heretics but also the last remaining orcs.

The distance to there is quite far.

I may have wasted some time at the resuscitation center, but not enough time for someone to leave a book on the doorstep during collection.

And there is no one willing to do that.

“...Okay. First of all, thank you.”

It's a situation I don't understand, but right now, I'm relieved to hear that I have one less thing to do than figure it out.

Tighten the knot on the book once more and set it aside.

“Bishop.”

While thinking about what to do next, Deshade, who was still, spoke.

The voice was more serious than usual.

“Why are you doing that?”

“I hope you stay calm. That's one of the reasons why I tried to make you my speaker.”

“Why are you doing this again all of a sudden? Please at least be considerate.”

It doesn't feel good to see Deshade's serious side like this.

The only time he showed this kind of behavior was in serious situations.

And Deshade spoke with a story as heavy as his serious voice.

“Your teacher is currently unconscious.”

        
            'Master is in a coma?'

“I heard you were with Peria above? Didn’t he come back here after being resurrected?”

“No. I felt something was wrong and brought him in myself. A new elder from the Gaia Church asked me to meet him, so I went to the resuscitation center. But just then your teacher was resurrected, and he was not in a good condition. So, after putting him to sleep, I brought him in.”

“Why is that?”

I didn't understand.

Master was attacked by Mimic and was cursed.

But that curse would have been resolved by me putting Master to rest.

That's what soul disease is.

No matter what happened to you when you died, if you are resurrected, you can shake it off and move on as if nothing had happened. This is a soul disease.

That's the right thing to do.

That's why other races don't try curses or mental magic on spirit soldiers.

This is because the preparation process for curses or mental magic is complicated, and compared to the effort it takes, it has little effect on soul diseases that can be easily removed by simply moving to the next body.

'why? I did it that way.'

So, since I ended Master's life, of course Master's Mimic curse should have been lifted as well.

Deshade provided additional explanation for me who was confused by such an incomprehensible situation.

“Hell can only exist if you give up your body.”

“... What do you mean?”

“From its demons to their offshoots, only those made up of souls can live in hell.”

Deshade's words brought to mind a vague image of Asmodeus, whose descent was incomplete.

I remembered that Asmodeus at that time was like a veil of fog, not tangible, not tangible.

“So?”

“They compete there too. Attack each other's souls and absorb them to become stronger.”

“Attacking the soul?”

“That’s right. Because only souls exist there.”

“Then what happened to Master?”

From what it sounds like, the Master was not complaining of physical pain, but rather his soul itself was hurt.

“Your teacher has suffered a slight, but direct wound from a creature of hell and his soul has been slightly torn. So even after being revived, he felt pain because his soul was wounded. So I put it to sleep for now.”

“How much pain is that?”

“Unlike physical wounds, the pain that comes from wounds engraved in the soul is incomparable to any pain that could lead to death. The moment your teacher wakes up, the pain that can be felt directly in his soul will once again overwhelm him.”

Soul wounds.

My heart sinks at the thought that it may be permanently scarred.

“Is treatment impossible?”

“It takes some time. As soon as I returned, I healed some of the wounds in my soul, but the soul is inherently a sacred thing that should not be messed with no matter how divine it is, so it should be left like that for a while. Because recovery takes time.”

“What I can do is...”

“At the moment, it can be said that there is nothing that the bishop, who is only a human being, can do. Now all you need is your own will and time.”

“... I understand.”

It was so disappointing that I couldn't do anything.

Still, it was fortunate that he was able to recover.

However, there are still things to take care of.

“In that case... we will have to search for Aila from now on.”

If I can't do anything more about Master, I should think about Aila next.

It's completely dark, but if you tell me, I could go out right now.

But even that was blocked due to the news brought by Thistle and Enin.

“First of all, I don’t think I can go out today.”

“Now that the news has been made public that a horde of orcs is spread out in the surrounding area, the security forces are said to be taking a defensive stance in preparation for an unexpected attack. After a meeting between the security forces and the military, the gates were hung and closed.”

“... ha.”

'Nothing happens the way you think.'

As of now, the only people who can move right now are Enin and me.

Catching heretics will no longer be possible for the time being, and the castle has been sealed off.

Trying to be as positive as possible, I feel fortunate that I can avoid seeing the faces of those damn infidels for legal reasons.

Of course, that's just our situation, and there are minions of the Gaia Church who will use that as an excuse to whisper that we're not dealing with heretics, but that doesn't really bother me.

But even if I have such a positive attitude, I still worry about Aila.

Aila is an elf, so she won't be easily defeated, but if there are that many orcs forming a siege, no matter how good her mobility is, she won't be able to escape easily.

“For now, I think I can only end here today.”

“Of course. If you don't get enough rest, tomorrow will be difficult.”

“... Thank you so much. Everyone.”

“No. Irim, please rest well for now.”

“Yes. Even though the gate is closed, you will be able to get out again if you follow the procedures properly. If you want to move on tomorrow, it's important to get a good rest. If it's Eila, you'll definitely be safe.”

Ennin and Thistle led their tired bodies upstairs to rest.

It seems like they were both waiting for me to come back, so now that I can't do anything anymore, I feel sorry for holding on any longer.

'Then, let's go to Master first.'

I went up to the second floor and entered Master's room to check on him.

Squeak-

As soon as I open the door, I see Master lying on the bed.

Peria was right next to the bed, looking at her Master's face.

“Huh? Oppa is here.”

Peria looked at me and reacted, but unlike usual, her voice was weak.

“What are you doing?”

Next to Peria was a bag full of gold coins.

“I was going to call Nayal because I thought he might be able to heal my soul wounds. But it doesn't react.”

“Nayal? Why?”

“It looks like Nayal also disappeared during that fight.”

When I looked out the window, it was late and the moon was already up.

But even so, Nayal did not answer Peria's call.

“I was definitely pierced by a spear made of magical power, but... Nayal, should I call him that guy, is he going to die too? In my opinion, I thought it was like a transcendent being that never dies.”

“I thought so too, but it doesn’t seem to be so. No reaction at all. The contract itself was broken. Why, didn't you do that a lot during that fight last time? So I didn't call for a while because I was afraid he would ask for money, but I never even thought he was dead.”

Peria tried to do something for her teacher in her own way, but it seems she failed because Nayal died.

I brought a chair next to Peria and sat down.

I see Master's face.

According to Deshade, it was put to sleep, but there is no blood on its face at all, so it doesn't feel like it's alive.

As I look at it, I feel like I'm looking at a dead body, and my heart sinks.

After the two of them were quietly behaving like a gentleman, Peria opened her mouth.

“... These days, I've been quite happy these days.”

“Huh? What.”

“Just this and that.”

“If you just say this and that, how do you know what it means?”

“Anyway, there is no way I can just ignore it. Stupid brother.”

Peria was silent for a moment and then spoke again.

“... Don't laugh?”

“... I won’t laugh.”

I don't even have the strength to smile anymore.

“... I felt like I really enjoyed being with everyone recently. It was like family.”

'It's family.'

There was no boundary between us and Peria in the words she spoke.

“Family, yes. It felt more like family here, rather than a place like a cage created by a man who called himself my father. ”

“...Really? Why?”

Feria was discriminated against by a family member related to her by blood.

I had no idea that out of her mouth would come out the words that we were real family, not just an inevitable title given to her because she was born to her mother.

“It was warmer and noisier here than there. When I lived in the Demon Territory, when I opened the door and entered during meals, everyone became quiet. No one looked at me at the incredibly long table. Only that demon guy called Dad... was talking excitedly, and the others only responded and looked at each other.”

“It must have been lonely.”

“Specifically? It wasn’t really like that.”

Peria denied what I said.

“I didn’t think so.”

And then he took back what he said and brought his knees up onto the chair and hugged them.

“It was only a month, just a month.”

Then he said, clenching his knees with his nails.

“I thought I could live alone for the rest of my life, but recently, after spending time with everyone and realizing this feeling of laughing and talking, I couldn't give up. I never thought it would be so fun to always have someone greet you when you open the door and chat while eating warm food.”

“Didn’t you do that with the teacher?”

When I heard those words, I thought of the teacher who represented Peria's parents.

“The teacher is... a teacher. Except when he was teaching me to study, I rarely saw him because he was busy. He's also a very strict person, and it's not an organization where a lot of tricksters hang out. Even if we do it a lot, we only have meetings once in a while, because we usually go out in pairs or alone to make money. So the teacher mainly taught me how to live alone.”

Peria's teacher seems to have raised Peria strongly because that's what he does.

After hearing those inner thoughts, I must have felt weak and ended up pouring out my feelings in front of Feria.

“... To be honest, I was like that at first too.”

“Oppa too?”

“Yes. I am also careful not to do anything that will cause harm to myself. But thanks to my teacher, I no longer had to die, and after meeting Enin, I began to feel more able to breathe, and at some point, I started to see myself doing something crazy.”

If I hadn't met Master and Enin, I would still be living alone today without paying any attention to what other people think.

“Thanks to that, I was able to join the church I hated in order to save Astesia, and because of Deshade, I was able to take on the position of bishop on my own.”

“I still gained something, but I think you only suffered a loss? Hehe.”

Peria puts her face in her lap and smiles at me.

“That’s right. Still, I would just put up with it if it were up to this point, but I don't know why people around us are so anxious to screw us over.”

The Gaia Church, who are trying their best to become territorial against us out of fear that their food bowl will be taken away, the pagans whom we took over for that reason, the Orcs who suddenly appeared, etc.

There are only annoying things these days.

‘You bastards. Just give it a chance.'

Because of that, people around me got hurt.

“It’s like that when people live. Do you know who most of the people who come to tricksters for information are?”

“Who is it?”

Basically, if you think about the average price range at which gold coins are exchanged, it would be nobles.

“People who are jealous of others.”

“Well, I guess so. People with a lot of money will come.”

“Yes. There are many people in the empire looking for tricksters because of conflicts, but there are especially more people in the kingdom alliance. In a small piece of land, nobles from many kingdoms lost their lands and gathered together with money in their hands, causing secret struggles to spread to a frightening extent.”

I remember Terraim desperately trying to return to the center.

“Clerics of the Gaia Church, nobles, high military commanders, wizards, merchants...”

“It’s all there.”

It was not a category that could be limited to nobility.

It is safe to say that it is all people who have money among the people living here and in this land.

After those words were exchanged, a moment of silence lingered between us.

After a long time had passed and the moon had crossed the chimney on one roof, Peria spoke again.

“That’s right. And I wasn't going to talk about this until it became clear... but now I'm going to talk about it because it's a bit hard for me to hug myself.”

When Peria speaks, she acts as if her throat is blocked.

After seeing that, I poured him a glass of water next to me and he seemed to calm down a bit after drinking it.

“Ha. Tell me everything. It’s okay when it’s hard.”

“Yes...”

After clearing her throat, Peria puts strength into the arms that hug her knees and continues.

“A few days ago, I learned from a letter from the organization that the heretics had already spread to the inner part of the royal castle.”

A shocking story came out.

“To the capital?”

“Yes. This time, while exchanging information that had already lost its value and new information, I combined the information and found out. More than half of the Gaia Church's elders and several nobles are related to pagans. Grace's territory is on the outskirts, so it's less widespread.”

“The Church of Gaia? Is that really true?”

I don't understand why even the Gaia Church is related to paganism.

“To be precise, rather than falling into the ideology of the pagans, I received information that he was doing business with the leaders of the pagans.”

“No, what on earth are you dealing with?”

“The heretics are provided with weapons and food, and the elders of the Gaia Church allow them to do as they wish. When a group of heretics appears, people become anxious, and the local elder who made people feel that way dispatches the Holy Knights to subdue them.”

“The Holy Knights will move purely without knowing such circumstances.”

“That's right. So, when the Holy Knights come, the heretics throw away a few of the lowest-ranking members and leave the area for a while. If the matter is resolved well, the prestige of the church goes up, and the elder who ordered the subjugation becomes an achievement and can be evaluated more highly during the next personnel change. I found out that that kind of deal was going on.”

The Gaia Church was already a rotten church.

After Peria said that, she looked at me.

“Are you shocked?”

“Rather than being shocked, I thought I was glad that it was. Now that it's clear that they're not people, I feel more at ease.”

I didn't understand why church members who serve God behaved like that, but after hearing these stories, I started to understand.

'If they are also joining hands with heretics, then I don't need to look at them any more.'

Until now, I still felt that he was an indispensable being to the people here, a priest, so I didn't treat him carelessly so as not to turn him into an enemy, but once I found out that he was working with heretics, I no longer wanted to look at him.

Peria does not stop there and continues speaking.

“My prediction is that if we continue to stay here, we will only become more devastated.”

It's just as Peria said.

I thought that if the religious sect and the heretic joined hands, we would be devastated and self-destruct by taking on things that would never be resolved.

I felt more confident about leaving here.

While I was thinking about that, Peria's hand came down from her lap and slowly grabbed my hand.

A small, slightly cold hand holds my hand with strength.

“Oppa.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t want to break up with these people because of other crazy people.”

“... Me too.”

Peria already thought of us as family.

And I am the same.

I can say this with certainty now.

As time has passed and our bond has deepened, I now feel that the people living here are my real family.

It seems Peria was thinking the same thing as me.

Peria looks straight into my eyes and speaks in a trembling voice.

“So

Let's leave here together with everyone.”

        
            “Let’s leave?”

I had no idea that such a sound would come out of Peria's mouth first.

“Yes. Let's go to the empire. The kingdom is trash. There is no hope anymore. As a trickster, I will be confident.”

Confirmed.

Peria is probably not a story that was brought up because of an emotional decision.

She has already done all the calculations.

This is no longer a place for people to live.

So I was thankful for Feria.

Peria could have just subtly persuaded me, who was tied up as a slave, to leave, but she calculated all of this, including other people as well.

“Did you tell other people?”

“No? This is still my first time with you.”

“Why did you tell this to me first?”

“Because I was sure that my brother would be thinking the same thing as me.”

“You’re smart.”

“Of course. Who am I?”

“Seller?”

“Mr.”

slap!

'ouch.'

Peria lets go of the hand he was holding and slaps the back of his hand.

I continue to speak to Peria.

“And family and business partners.”

“Huh?”

Peria stops hitting the back of her hand again and looks up at me.

“Why? You told me what I wanted. A business partner.”

“No, not that one, the one in front.”

“... What.”

“Ah! I feel ashamed. Hehe! Instead of saying that, say it one more time.”

“... Family. Okay?”

'I didn't want to talk about this because I was embarrassed.'

Peria laughed for a while longer after that.

“Ha, hoo. Oh, it’s really good.”

“Are you satisfied?”

“Yes. I just found out now that I'm a much more emotional person than I thought.”

“I think I found out too late.”

“Is that so? When I think about it, there was no one I could talk to like this. So maybe I found out too late.”

Peria got up from her seat as if she was done with her business.

“Where do you go?”

“Night business. You have to take advantage of the darkness to meet customers who come looking for a weak point to attack the other person. It's going to pay off anyway, so I need to make sure I'm making money. I need to sell all the rumors that are only useful in the kingdom.”

I thought he was very busy these days, but it seems he was already preparing on his own.

“Still, aren’t you sleepy? Let’s get some sleep and go out.”

“I want to, but I’m so sensitive these days that I can’t even sleep.”

“Insomnia? Should I get some medicine from Morsling?”

“No. It's not that kind of thing, lately I keep feeling like someone is spying on us.”

'If it's surveillance, is it the Gaia Church or the Immortal Organization?'

It seems like something is bothering Peria, who is particularly sensitive to magic at night.

“Should I take a spin and kick you out? It's probably only in the alleys around here anyway.”

“No, it’s okay. Even if there are guys like that, I can beat them all by myself. I'm not talking about the kids nearby... I'm not sure yet, but it's the way something comes and touches you.”

“You mean you can feel it with your skin?”

“Yes. It's a bit different because it feels like a magical sensation... But if I had to explain it, it felt like a spider web blown by the wind was sticking to my body while I was walking outside. At some point, I started getting worried because I kept feeling that way. That's why I have a hard time sleeping. I don't think my brother can do anything. Still, thank you, for worrying about me.”

“...”

It seems that something more advanced is watching us, rather than the kind of surveillance that humans use directly through magic.

Peria added that the strange feeling was not that dangerous.

Since this building itself is under Deshade's protection, it is said that no interference beyond simply checking their movements will be possible, so there is no need to worry about it.

Still, hearing that I can't sleep comfortably on my own makes me feel a little weak.

“... Eight!”

“Oh, wait, don’t do that.”

“You say things like that with your face down.”

Peria relieved my worried expression by massaging my face with her hand and said something else.

“Oh, by the way, could you please persuade other people in the church? It's going to take some time anyway, so you can do it slowly. If there is any movement, I will let you know right away.”

“Okay, thank you.”

“and-”

Peria goes to the window and looks toward the alley.

“I need to find out more about those guys.”

At Peria's words, I went next to her and looked towards the alley she was looking at.

Now is the time for the moonlight to float in the middle of the sky.

The moonlight that was hidden by the clouds comes out for a moment through the wind-blown clouds and illuminates the alley.

'It's there at this time too?'

In the alley where the darkness was cleared thanks to the moonlight, there was a person wearing a hood.

Red hair sticking out of the hood.

Reigns was still standing there this time.

“Immortal institution?”

“Yes. Our organization has marked all those who could be a threat, right? But those guys called the Immortal Agency suddenly started appearing one day, starting from around the kingdom and in several cities, taking up our vacant positions.”

“Do you think you are quite proud?”

“I think so. On the surface, it is the same as doing business and making money like a research institute or a merchant, but after realizing that we, the tricksters, do not stay in one place and move around, they say that they are also taking advantage of the empty space and engaging in business in the form of buying and selling information.”

“First of all, I told you everything I knew.”

I told Peria all the information I knew.

A nether dragon named Agoni.

And we talked about the conditions under which they recruit people and what their goals are.

“Honestly, in my opinion, those guys are the scariest. These guys weren't even caught by our intelligence network, but suddenly they started showing up in various places. I have a goal, but I don't know the name, so I don't know how to move forward. Even that goal is not the goal of the organization itself. It seems like the dragon has its own goal and other humans are hired and only work for money.”

“You mean there is no unity?”

From what I can see, the guys with the name of the Immortal Agency certainly didn't have a specific common goal.

Dheable, wizards, and demon warriors all had their own goals, but none of them shared the same opinions as Agoni.

“Yes. So, you have to guess what he's thinking in his head, but that's impossible.”

“I guess so. We're not mind readers.”

“So, brother, try to find out as much information as you can from that woman. They say that woman is an errand boy who received orders directly from Agoni?”

“He said so himself.”

“That's why I think that woman would be the fastest to find out something about this guy named Agoni. Got it?”

“Yes. However, it would be difficult to just put it into words. If you try to talk to me about something other than work, I'll say, 'I don't want to continue that conversation, so just stop.' I heard you treated me coldly.”

“It might not be easy. Anyway, I'll go.”

“Sure. It’s dark so be careful.”

Peria said hello to me and left the room.

After that, I looked at Master a little longer and then left the room.

I need to rest first so I will have the stamina to do whatever I do tomorrow.

“Huh? Astesia?”

However, when I came out of the door, Astesia came out into the hallway and went down to the first floor.

When I saw his back and called out to him, he didn't answer and went down the wooden stairs without making a sound.

'what? 'Is this sleepwalking?'

I was thinking that, but suddenly I felt like I had to follow her.

The back as if calling to me.

It seemed like he was telling me to follow him down to the first floor.

I followed her down to the first floor and found Astesia sitting on a chair watching me come down.

and-

“Sit down.”

Astesia’s tone of voice had changed.

Calmly, as if a noble noble were speaking.

He tells me to sit down in a tone that makes the other person nervous even though he is relaxed.

Thinking something was strange, I followed her instructions and sat down on the chair.

Normally, I would feel strange and be on guard, but perhaps because the person in front of me had the face of Asteia, I couldn't do that and just followed what he said.

And not long after I sat down on the chair, I was able to recognize its identity.

“... Asmodeus?”

“Thank you for noticing. okay. Did you miss me?”

“Not really.”

Unlike what you say, happy feelings begin to rise from deep within your heart.

It feels like my head is split in two.

Looking at her reminds me of all the blurred things I've experienced so far.

Memories of becoming her knight and devastation of the city and enemies, as well as the whispers of reassurance she gave me whenever my emotions became strong, all began to come to mind.

So, two thoughts collide in my head.

The desire to run to her, hold her hand, and hug her body clashes with the thought of trying to stay alert and think of ways to protect others.

“The conflict between reason and emotion is lovely. It would be nice to just watch it like this, but we don't have time, so come this way.”

Asmodeus snapped his fingers and her hair turned completely white.

And the moment I saw that, I got up and was walking towards her.

“Who is trying to lure people who walk according to their own will?”

At that time, someone grabbed my shoulder and stopped me.

When I looked back, I saw that Deshade had come down to the first floor and grabbed me.

“You finally came out, you rat-like devil. Since consciousness prevents him from touching it directly, is he now relying on the power of his own blood? Be ashamed of yourself.”

Flash-

White light seemed to come out of Deshade's hand and envelope my body.

After that, my mind seemed to return to normal.

        
            Astesia, Asmodeus in her form, frowned as if he didn't like Deshade's interruption.

“Why are you so angry? Since God, a carnivore in a poor body, could not properly take care of his children, he came to take care of the country as well. And I could break that kind of consciousness as much as I want and directly interfere with the earth, but I also thought about it myself and deliberately chose this method. Why don’t you be grateful?”

“These children are children who must walk the path they have chosen of their own will. It's not a toy for a devil like you to play with.”

“Then you took good care of it. Why on earth do you and Gaia neglect the children who follow you like this?”

“The role of our gods is merely a device to prevent you guys from rising up. Any further interference will only result in overprotection.”

At first glance, what Deshade said sounded like he was disparaging himself.

But the real meaning behind it is not that it was intended, but to draw a line between us and the gods.

“Really? So, beyond that, you won't care what happens to the children gathered next to you, and will just stare at the top of our heads in hell on earth? Even though the prodigal son of the Gaia Church, who joined hands with a lowly gang that serves the energetic Wen Grain, is strangling the children next to you?”

“... Although they are called heretics, they are humans who would never think of attempting the descent of the demon Wen Grain. These guys know that if the devil truly descends, they too will be destroyed. So I just don't interfere. The same goes for Gaia's children. Everything they do is just to protect their position.”

“What a frustrating guy. You're probably the only one left who honestly tries to remain as a god like you?”

I also became frustrated.

I thought Deshade was a bit strange, but I never thought he was this inflexible.

Asmodeus seemed to have the same thoughts as me and came forward again.

“It won’t work. I will take my children before they become dangerous if I leave them alone any longer. It may take a little effort, but there's nothing you can't do if you use shortcuts.”

“Whose will it be? Put God in front of the devil ”

Asmodeus and Deshade, in the form of Astesia, confront each other.

They both held out their hands to me.

“Now, come. The emblem on your back is proof that I love you.”

“Do not be tempted by the wicked devil, Bishop. The devil is a race that uses you as a toy. When they get tired of playing with you, they will drag you to hell and use you as food.”

The two said one thing at a time, looked at each other with annoyed expressions, and then spoke again.

“Don’t listen to the stories of mischievous gods who don’t want to take on any responsibility other than their duties as gods. I will give you strength. Although it may be difficult for me to have as much power as I did back then, as I am just visiting for a while, I will give you the strength to protect your family, who will stand in your way. Instead, all you have to do is stay by my side and my descendants in the end.”

“Bishop. I, too, will hand over my gathered strength to you right now, even if it is feeble. And to overcome the devil's whispers. It may be difficult right now. However, if you overcome hardships with your own strength, there is no such thing as reliable wealth in the future.”

Deshade creates a string of light and throws it at me.

Asmodeus also creates a small, dark sphere and shows it to me.

When I saw these two being so overly competitive, I thought,

For now, I backed off.

“... Think about it.”

Then Deshade got angry.

“Where is there to worry about? Hurry up and shake off this devil. And this time, we will completely drive out the devil from this succubus’ body.”

“I can wait forever. I just hope I don't make a choice that makes me sad. I believe in you.”

'You're really urging me on.'

If I were a devout believer and an unconditional believer in justice, I might have listened to Deshade.

However, even though Deshade made me his believer, it would be difficult if he said that he would not be involved in anything other than his mission.

My desires are my top priority.

I just try not to abandon my duties as a human being, but I have never made up my mind to become a just person.

I just don't want to act the same way as the kinds of people I don't like and be treated like them.

And now I have made it my goal to protect those around me.

We still lack the strength to achieve that goal.

“I have already set a clear goal.”

“Ideal future.”

Asmodeus looks at me happily as if he already knows.

“I will use any method to protect those who love me and the people I love.”

“Bishop. If you choose an irreversible path, there will be people who will be sad.”

Deshade reminds me of Thistle.

Thistle hates things related to demons and paganism.

And Enin also showed no mercy towards the heretics.

“I have to convince you. I think these two people will trust me.”

Deshade became impatient with my answer.

“Are you going to abandon me?”

“No. That's not it. Since I have sworn to become Deshade's sword, I will keep my duty to slay any demons that try to come to earth. However, the current Asmodeus has not expressed any intention of coming down and is only moving for Astesia, so he is staying still.”

“Look. Don't get ahead of yourself and listen carefully. What kind of god does this guy who can't trust the words of the bishop who serves him believe in? ”

“Keu...”

Deshade became quiet after being scolded by Asmodeus.

I reveal to Deshade the plan Feria and I have decided on.

“Deshade. I want to lead the denomination and leave the land of the kingdom.”

Even though it is a denomination, it is a group of less than 10 people.

However, Deshade also knows that it is not easy to leave because each person has baggage tied to them, so he brings up the story.

In response to my words, Deshade told me a realistic story.

“Aren’t you and your teacher already forcibly bound here by the people of this kingdom? There is even a woman named Enin who was born on this earth and dedicated her exploits to the goddess Gaia and raised her soul. Do you think she will ever leave this earth?”

“I have to convince you.”

Enin is probably the hardest to convince.

I don't even know how to bring up the story with her.

A humanity that can be said to be more just than anyone else.

Enin is a person who knows how to respect people more than anyone else living here.

So her understanding and my argument will clearly clash.

Still, since I had already decided to leave, I was determined to persuade him somehow.

“...Good. Because no matter what choice humans make, God has no right to stop it. I always watch your choices and, if you wish, give you a little strength to achieve them.”

Deshade took a step back from my answer.

Then this time Asmodeus spoke about my plan.

“But what are you going to do about the curse on your neck? I can make you refuse one command, but it is impossible to completely break the cycle of resurrection or to plant my imprint on another soul disease. There can only be one devil's knight, the Dark Knight, per devil.”

“We should look for that method as well.”

Even before persuading, I have the task of solving some of the restrictions placed on Master and I, as well as the restrictions of the soul disease that prevents us from leaving the land of the Kingdom Union.

Additionally, there is a time limit.

Soul Knight, a new body of soul disease that completely dominates the soul disease doctor.

A crazy plan started by the duke's second son and the Gaia Church's elder.

Of course, this won't be a plan they can easily push through.

It will take a discussion among all generals to determine what pros and cons a method of completely overturning the system of soul disease will bring to the survival of the current kingdom union, and until that happens, it will take at least a few more months. will be.

Still, I plan to plan with the worst-case scenario in mind so that the plan will ultimately be adopted.

It will take some time, but we need to find a way to get out of it before it completely passes.

After hearing what I said, Asmodeus took my side, and Deshade said that he was still worried.

“Have you only had a plan and no preparations yet? Bishop. If that's the case, I'd say it's too hasty to judge.”

“It is the role of God and the devil to watch over the preparations. Why do we want to give our opinions on every single thing when we can just enjoy watching people make such choices? Seeing that he doesn't even understand such things makes me realize that he is a god who has only recently been born. He is truly a god who is not inferior.”

“Shut up. On the topic of a falling dream horse. I am a divine being. As it is, demons like you are not beings that can dare to talk to them.”

“Oh my, you’re weaker than me? Okay, honestly, I'm not a demon on the level of an evil god. Still, if we face it head-on, if I show my sincerity, I can take down a god like you with just one hand, right?”

Deshade, who kept trying to persuade me, and Asmodeus, who defended me, gradually switched conversation partners.

Then the two started arguing.

“I am only weak because I was born not long ago. Still, if time passes, I will be able to gradually build up my divinity, and if that happens, I will soon become the greatest gatekeeper on earth preventing you guys from coming to the earth.”

“The gatekeeper? Phew! The newborn chick has big dreams. I don't know if the gatekeeper knows how to prevent the dog house from being destroyed. No matter how much divinity you accumulate, you must not forget that during that time, there are demons among us who gather their strength and get promoted.”

As Asmodeus continued to mess with Deshade's minor deity, Deshade also returned to his original ways.

“... old man.”

“What?”

“I heard it was the devil of the beginning. As for age, isn't it so scary that no one can guess it?”

“... It's okay now that I'm possessed by this child.”

He intervenes between the two and asks Asmodeus to leave.

“No, that’s not okay, so please leave now.”

As for me, I hope Asmodeus uses Astesia's body in moderation.

Before, he borrowed that form to talk to me for a little while, but now he's completely possessed my body.

Meanwhile, when Deshade saw Asmodeus, he changed the direction of his attack, as if he knew exactly where to attack.

“Demon born when the first seed of the world was planted. I hope you never come out of hell. When the lid of hell opens, it will smell like an old man aged from the beginning.”

“This is really...!”

Then Asmodeus tries to hit Deshade with his fist and stops him.

However, even if I hit Deshade's armor with those small hands, I don't think it would do much damage, as it would only hurt Astesia when she wakes up later.

“Hmph! good. Feed this to your sword.”

After fussing for a while, the devil gives me the small black bead he made earlier.

“You cannot use magical power right now, so it will be useful if you put it in the artifact that is your half-god, and as a bonus, I will help your teacher recover.”

“That’s something I’m thankful for.”

I was impressed with the devil's service.

When Deshade saw such a demon, he stepped forward because he couldn't lose.

“... I'm sorry, Bishop. If I were stronger, I would have done that much. Instead, take whatever little strength you have saved. The time has come for my apostle to elevate his feat, so I will take care of him separately then.”

“Thank you.”

That's how I received a glowing string from Deshade.

'good. Is it okay to just accumulate this into the soul vessel like this?'

I created a magic sword just like that.

Then he cut down the objects given by the two gods and the devil with his sword.

Flash-

Then the two objects merged into a cloudy yet strong light, filling the dormitory.

        
            The light remained as it was for about a minute, then gradually faded and soon disappeared completely.

Asmodeus watched the scene until the end and spoke as if he was disappointed.

“Yes. Now everything I wanted to do is done.”

Deshade also waited quietly until I had absorbed all of my power, and then fired back what Asmodeus had said.

“Yes. It's all over. So now go back to the depths of hell. And never again enter the body of my believer without permission.”

“You sound like ‘my believer’. Before that, I hope you don't forget that this child is my descendant. And if you really hate losing your followers so much, then you should be more careful on a daily basis. You should have listened to this child’s anxiety and concerns.”

Check the power given by the two beings absorbed into the artifact.

Meanwhile, while listening to the two beings bickering with each other non-stop, there was one part in Asmodeus' words that bothered me.

'Anxiety?'

So I vaguely asked about that.

“... Why Astesia?”

“Wait a minute, eight!”

“Wait a minute, how dare this damn devil...!”

“Take it off for a moment.”

When I spoke to him, Asmodeus proceeded to fight Deshade. Instead, he made something like a black cloth and attached it to Deshade's helmet, and while Deshade was taking it off, he answered me.

“Did you not know? It seems like this kid didn't express himself in any particular way. My descendant, the lovely Astesia, is feeling sad that she hasn't been able to provide much help among you these days.”

“... Really? I didn't know you were thinking like that.”

After hearing Asmodeus' words, I reflect a little.

Since my daily life is so hectic these days, there are some aspects that I haven't paid attention to.

He eats breakfast every day, goes out to kill infidels, and returns late in the evening to wash off the blood and lay down his exhausted body.

We thought we knew each other's feelings because we had been sitting at the table together for so many consecutive days, but it seems that wasn't the case.

‘A little, no. I feel very sorry.'

These days, Astesia is looking after Deshade when we are away, but she must have been thinking that when she saw us coming home tired every day.

Still, everyone has something they can do, and I don't think there's any need to worry because I know that Astesia is doing her best in what she can do.

'It must be hard to be too nice.'

Astesia, it is a concern that is unique to Astesia.

“A man who cannot understand a woman’s feelings will have a difficult future.”

Asmodeus read the sorry expression on my face, said that, smiled, and got up.

“So, I gave a gift to the descendant who seemed too busy and wrapped up tightly. To you and to Astesia.”

“I would be grateful if you helped me earlier.”

“Not that one, this book.”

Asmodeus shook his head at my answer and took out a box he had placed aside.

He then held up and showed me the bound book inside, the Book of Wen Grain, which contained the Mimic of Hell.

It was only after seeing that that I realized who had left that book in front of the door.

“Was that something Asmodeus provided for you?”

“Yes. Wouldn't it be really sad if you fought with all your heart and won, only to get nothing but the soul of an orc? So, he helped me a little by using my villa.”

She puts the book back and leads me to the window.

“Now take a look. This is the gift I give to that child.”

Following Asmodeus' pointing finger, I approached the window on the wall of the dormitory and removed the blackout curtain.

After that, I looked out the window and saw a forest covered in pitch black darkness.

However, the forest was a somewhat familiar landscape.

Trees are falling down all over the place, leaving only their trunks behind.

It is a place where the squalid lifestyle of pagans abounds.

“Isn’t this the forest where I fell?”

“That's right.”

And on one side, there was the corpse of an orc and the iron club the orc used.

“ gave this child the strength to help you in times of need. Well, for now, my blood has thinned for a moment, so the only thing I can do is open one door. Still, it will be of great help to you. When a real crisis arises, ask this child for help. It seems that he has decided that he will gladly do any favor for you. Wait, um?”

Asmodeus didn't just talk to me, he looked at the orc and said, 'I forgot. Since I've already used all my energy, should I take care of that too?' He climbs through the window and goes to pick up the iron club.

She looked like a girl who came to the forest to pick up acorns.

Asmodeus, escorted by the moonlight, moves forward lightly through the bushes, his white clothes and white hair flowing.

The veil of night could not hide her beauty from the moonlight.

It looks like a swan swimming in a lake.

She walked carefully so as not to hurt her feet, took the iron club covered in hardened liquid, and came back this way.

The sight felt mysterious.

If the stick she was holding wasn't covered in the clear liquid that came out of my head, it felt like a dream and I might have been possessed again.

When she returned from that mysterious scene, she closed the window again, and the blackout seemed to flutter for a moment, and then the outside changed into an ordinary cityscape.

After returning home, Asmodeus said goodbye.

“ character. Now it's time to sleep. I have to write a letter to this child, so let’s go up now. As a bonus, let me take a look at the woman who seems to be your teacher.”

“... Ah. yes. Of course. Thank you so much.”

Deshade then removed all the black cloth Asmodeus had covered and checked again.

“After you use up all that, you’ll be leaving again, right?”

“Of course. Because I have no intention of putting a burden on this child.”

Asmodeus thrust the tip of the iron club he was holding at Deshade and continued.

“And miscellany. Since you are a newly born god, I don't understand your neglectful actions, saying that you will follow the principles set by the laws of the world and not touch humans. But let me tell you that it is not just the right answer.”

When Asmodeus threw the iron club, Deshade caught it.

“Whether these children grow up as your believers or as my beloved children, no matter what, we must give them more experiences and opportunities. Good-looking plants don't just grow. It grows beautifully and straight only when someone takes care of it. So don’t limit the wide potential these children have by neglecting them.”

“... Looks like he's trying to imitate a wise man while dealing with a devil?”

When Deshade heard those words, he again expressed his displeasure, and Asmodeus became irritated when he saw that.

“I am. He seems like a frustrating guy. Let’s put aside the hatred that comes from instinct for a moment. It's not just children who need growth, you may also need it. Anyway, you too should try to put a lot of things into the hands of such children.”

After finishing speaking, Asmodeus passes by me.

It looks like they are going up to the second floor now.

I thought I would finally be able to part ways with the devil, but...

side-

“What?”

“Please take care of me in the future as well.”

Asmodeus suddenly pulled me by the neck and placed his lips on my cheek, giving me a light kiss.

Then, he stuck out his tongue cutely to Astesia's face and went up the stairs.

Thanks to this, my head stopped working.

Deshade said something to me who was standing still like that.

“... Bishop. I'm sorry, but I can never do something like that.”

“I absolutely don’t want that, so don’t ever bring up something like that again.”

Thanks to Deshade, I barely came back to my senses.

And God said he would just go up, so he went up the stairs to the second floor.

'Strangely enough, if you look like that, you won't be able to go out strong.'

In fact, I probably could have refused when Asmodeus was pulling my neck, but I couldn't push him away.

I could tell that Asmodeus didn't do anything special to me this time, as the feelings before and after the kiss didn't change.

If you approach me with Astesia's face, I can't refuse you.

A sense of distance that makes you feel strangely protective, but also makes your heart pound a little.

I couldn't fully step into the gap between children and adults, but I felt like I was gradually changing.

'Is it because she's a succubus?'

Maybe so.

But if that's not the case, it's probably because Astesia has grown.

It's already been a month since we met.

Even if I didn't face it properly, people grow over time.

“... Just receiving one kiss makes me think about everything.”

So I muttered to myself that no one would listen and threw myself into bed to prepare for tomorrow.

        
            The next morning, I decided to go out with Enin to look for Eila.

I was able to roughly pinpoint Aila's location by asking Deshade for his authority.

However, it seemed like there was a limit to the power, the path to the halfway point, or the exact situation Aela was in was unknown.

Instead, it seemed like the soul was hiding somewhere, as it didn't go anywhere and stayed still.

So the two of us gathered in front of the door, fully prepared for search and battle.

“Are you ready? The armament was properly maintained, right?”

“Yes. There must be no mistakes this time.”

“It looks like that. I didn't know if I would see that pitch again today.”

I also spoke to Enin and re-tightened one of the belts and shoelaces on my body, and then I saw Enin putting on a helmet.

What method did Enin use to completely repair the scratched helmet that I had seen with my own eyes yesterday?

After checking the visibility through the visor attached to his helmet, Enin seemed a little disappointed, so he took off his helmet again and wiped the thick glass with a cloth.

'What is that?'

In addition, he came out carrying two iron stake-like things on his back.

The stake was identical to the handle of the anvil that Ennin had placed next to him.

‘Is this a spare handle? Well, since you don't know how many orcs you'll meet, it's a good idea to be well prepared.'

I think I brought more because I was afraid the iron handle would break.

Well, since the strength of the Orcs is strength, there is a possibility that the weapon will bend if you try to block it.

Enin is no different from us, as he cannot directly apply magic power to his weapons, so he appears to be fully prepared for any emergency.

This time, I also wore the black serpent leather armor that I wore before and had it stuck in a box I had secretly brought with me.

As for the heretics, if they meet an orc like yesterday, it will be of great help.

'It may not completely block the claws of the Hell Mimic, but it's good to feel reassured.'

After that, we opened the door of the dormitory, went out, and decided on our destination: the command center.

“First of all, since it is not a complete blockade, we will notify the command and leave. Since we were originally in charge of rescuing heretics, we will be able to leave as long as we fill out the proper documents.”

“Good. There is no need to get caught in times like these. Even though it's urgent, if you follow the steps properly, they won't be able to say anything.”

Afterwards, I went to the command center where countermeasures against the orcs were being prepared, and people were bustling about.

However, the bustling appearance was just because it was early in the morning and everyone was busy starting work, and it did not look like they were in a hurry because of the oak.

After that, we grabbed a person from the command center and received a piece of paper, which we were talking about and writing down.

“You don’t look very busy?”

“If you decide to focus on defense, there is nothing to worry about. It may be the size of a foreign race with a large beast or an alliance equipped with siege weapons, but a single Orc tribe would not be able to damage the walls of Grace. The only thing that makes them scary is if multiple tribes unite and attack like the Minotaurs did before.”

“That’s right. So, if you just stay alert and don't let the citizens out, they will either run out of food and retreat on their own, or they will get desperate and rush in and die.”

“That’s right. ... uh? Lee Rim, didn’t your voice just change?”

“Huh? That's not what I answered?”

“That person naturally came in after seeing the atmosphere, but isn’t that kind of reaction too much?”

An unfamiliar, hoarse voice came between two voices.

Someone interrupted our conversation and we turned around to follow where the voice was coming from.

And Enin reacted before me.

“Lord, Sergeant Ennin! Meet the corps commander!”

There, Legion Commander Helias Sain Thion, in uniform, holding a cup in one arm, his face pressed between us.

“Roughly, roughly. Because before he was a noble, he was a soldier. And aren't you a knight helping the church now? If you look at their affiliation, they are separate from me now. Just take care of your top and bottom clothes.”

He said that and turned his eyes to the documents.

“So, we have to go outside even though there are oaks? Thank you for your hard work.”

Then, he put down the cup containing the tea, picked up the document that Enin had been filling out, and began to look at it.

“Um, Corps Commander...”

“Can’t you see what I’m talking about? Unless it's really urgent, just do it yourself. okay. Did you say Enin? Application for reconnaissance activity of the Knights' Shallow Grave... Although this may be your first time using this document, you wrote it well.”

He appears to be trying to continue the conversation in a half-hearted manner in order to shake off other officers who are trying to approach him.

No matter how you look at the corps commander's appearance, he had the attitude of somehow alienating others and making it seem like he had other real business for us.

'I guess I'll have to move my seat.'

In times like these, the best option is to act wisely.

“Is there anything you would like to ask?”

“Hmm? I have a favor to ask. Oh. Okay, since you guys look so busy, I can't tell you where to go, so let's go outside and talk. It's just that I drank a bit too much yesterday. There is a plant that is said to be good for hangovers, and when the corps commander said that I would go out and pick it myself, it made a lot of noise, so I tried to tell you to pick some for me.”

After saying that, the corps commander took out his stamp from his pocket, stamped the document on which Enin had not yet finished filling out the required information, gave it to the officer in front of him, and led us out.

“Fill it out yourself.”

“Yes? yes! Okay!”

'The power is the best.'

Afterwards, when I left the command center, I finally lost sight of the officers trying to talk to the corps commander.

The corps commander walked with us toward the castle gate, and when there were no people around, the main topic came out.

“Now I can no longer see. Damn it, I never thought I would be noticed in my own city.”

“What's going on?”

The expression of the corps commander, who had always kept a smile on his face, was distorted.

“Was he the second son of Elder and Sieghill? My head hurts because of them. I thought I had succeeded in driving out the Terraim guy, but suddenly that damn old man came.”

It seems that the position of Grand Elder of the Gaia Church is a position that even he cannot treat lightly.

'I can't take a picture based on my age?'

Judging at face value, it seems like a corps commander with a long gray beard hanging down to his chest could win, but I don't think that's possible.

“Isn’t the Gaia Church’s Grand Elder younger than the Corps Commander? Why not just pretend that the old man has dementia and pretend not to hear?”

Then the corps commander became truly angry.

“Soul disease, do you know that’s an insult to me? I've been fighting on the battlefield all my life, and he's the one who receives flowers at the temple, which is why he looks much younger. Unfortunately, he and I are only two years older, you damn bastard.”

“Trigram, it’s okay. Considering your age, the corps commander looks very young!”

Enin adjusts the mood of the corps commander.

I ignored the corps commander's anger without any hesitation and asked about his business.

“So, let’s get to the point. Why did you come this far?”

Then, instead of answering, the corps commander pulled out his sword with one arm and lightly placed it on the floor.

Soon, blue magic flows out and scatters throughout the surrounding area as if detecting it.

It seems like he carefully checks to see if anyone is present before speaking.

“Good. My business is nothing special. I just want to get something. If you go out of the castle, is there the book you saved before?”

“Why do you mean the Book of Grain?”

“Yes. Please get me another copy of it. Just make sure it doesn't get noticed by other people. In the end, only you, the knights, should know about this.”

“What are you using the book that contains that hellish mimic for?”

I am curious about where it is used.

As for the books in the city, the wizards have already taken one for investigation and returned it to us, and there is one book whose location only we know about.

However, in both books, the eye-shaped illustrations were pointing upward, so even after a month, they still did not meet Raines' requirements.

“There is something that wizards discovered while studying the mimic. That arm-like mimic and the book are two separate things.”

When Enin heard that, he immediately knew what it meant.

“So, the monster in the book is different from an ordinary Mimic, as expected. Mimics on the ground camouflage themselves by changing their bodies, so even though it actually looks like a treasure chest, it's all just a hard shell.”

Ordinary mimics change their flesh like calluses into the shape of a box or furniture.

However, according to what the corps commander said, the mimic from hell was attached to the original book.

This means that the book originally existed in hell.

No one knows yet what is written in it, but it is sure to be of great value.

“So I guess I should get it one more time and research it. I thought if I dig more into that joint, I might find something.”

That's why it seems like they said it shouldn't be seen by the Gaia Church or anyone else.

If it is discovered that you are investigating the summons of heretics summoned from hell out of selfish interest, it will be difficult for you to make an excuse, no matter how much you are a corps commander, when you have reached the rank of grand elder.

“It looks like you haven’t given up on recovering your arm.”

Seeing you talk about joints, it seems like you have some regrets.

Actually, even if it were me, I wouldn't just be devastated if my arm was cut off, but I would find a way to put it back together somehow.

“I have no intention of dying as the curse gets worse. Because I have a family. I have to find a way somehow.”

The corps commander's left arm is cut off and his uniform is fluttering, but he does not show any signs of discomfort.

It's an action to avoid being looked down on that has become ingrained in order to maintain one's position.

He has a majestic attitude that makes it seem like he's saying 'one arm' and he hasn't given up yet.

But that was it, and I had no intention of accepting the work for free.

“What will you give me? Honestly, you know that I have no conscience to treat you with something I bought you alcohol before, right?”

“Irim, you speak a little...!”

“It’s okay. At times like this, you have to eat it.”

When I started talking, Enin was surprised and tried to stop me, but I calmed him down with a whisper. You have to take care of what you need.

The corps commander cursed at me for that, but he understood.

“A helpless guy. I recognized it the last time I spoke informally. Still, that kind of attitude is actually better. At least if the remuneration is fixed, there is no chance of being lukewarm or being criticized.”

However, Enin heard something in his words that could not be ignored.

“Yes? Bar, informal? To the corps commander? I'm so sorry! My lieutenant made a big mistake...”

“It’s okay. Because it was a bar. Rather, it's pay... They're definitely a bit of a high-class person to treat with a drink. First of all, the name is Knights, right? Isn’t it?”

“You know very well.”

Enin apologizes, but the corps commander brushes it off and worries.

He must have already known that I, whom he saw at the bar, was not a person who would be truly loyal to him.

Therefore, he decided to make sure to receive compensation.

“That’s right. I have a sword I used a while ago, I'll give it to you. I don’t care if I sell it or if I use it.”

“Is it used?”

“If you know the value of anything, whether it is used or not, you will want to receive it. It costs about 500 gold, but it seems a bit heavy since I'm old, so I just didn't use it. Still, it's a sword I once used, but I feel dirty handing it over to strangers with my own hands. You guys take it.”

“That’s good.”

“Thank you so much.”

Not bad for a sword. That is, if it is a good weapon.

In the kingdom, you can't get high-quality weapons even if you pay money.

“Oh, indeed. And I left a helper in front of the gate. Take care as you go. He's a lonely guy, so don't recognize him and pass him by and make him upset.”

“I expect you to be a good person.”

I don't know who it is, but if the corps commander gave it to me, I couldn't refuse it anyway.

“Well, it’s because he’s perfect against Orcs. Then I'll just go.”

“Thank you so much for seeing me off.”

“Well, sergeant, work hard too.”

The corps commander turns around and tries to leave.

I thought about the situation behind the corps commander for a while, and thought it would be a good idea to say something like this and reveal the corps commander's thoughts.

“Did you know that the orcs joined hands with the heretics?”

I decided to stop talking here for now.

The news released by the military only announced that the orcs were approaching, failing to understand that they were closely related to the heretics.

There is a high probability that the Gaia Church is involved in this information manipulation.

So, I thought about telling the corps commander that the cult and the cult had joined hands, but I didn't think it would be a good decision to talk about that, so I only discussed the relationship between the orcs and the cult.

The corps commander also has a bad relationship with the Gaia Church on the surface, but there are things you never know.

“Did you think I didn’t know that much? In my own way, I use both tricksters and back-alley guys. There are people in the Gaia Church involved in what happened this time.”

But the corps commander himself brought up the story first.

“Yes? What is that...”

“Well, that might be the case. Let’s hear from that soul soldier later.”

Only Enin is embarrassed, perhaps because it is his first time hearing this story.

I'll have to talk about it with Peria later.

“To avoid being swept away, you must always be busy. Although it is difficult to get old.”

The corps commander let go of the horse, passed us by, and left.

“... It's really hard to protect something.”

“That’s right. I feel like there are too many things to worry about.”

After talking with Enin, I walked toward the castle gate.

After we got close to the gate, we went looking around with someone who was helping us as mentioned by the corps commander. As soon as we arrived at the gate, we could tell right away.

There was a knight in full white armor standing in front of the small door that led out of the castle gate guarded by the soldiers.

This is Vincent, Longsword's disciple.

“Vincent?”

When I call him, Vincent stands still and then runs towards me.

I don't know how long he stood there, but he seemed quite happy.

“Ah! Nice to meet you, comrade, and Sergeant Henin. Did the corps commander send you?”

“Yes. I also just heard the story.”

“I’m really glad. I wondered if I should leave alone today too.”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“What does it mean to leave alone?”

Enin asks if he doesn't understand.

Then Vincent responded as if he was embarrassed.

“Yes. Even so, when our teacher heard that there were orcs outside, he told us not to come in until we caught 5 orcs a day.”

‘Was it a long sword? 'It's pretty strict.'

Vincent seemed to see his teacher looking annoyed and telling him to kill the orc in a tone of ordering him to run an errand.

That person seems to be training his students very diligently.

Of course, Vincent is also a knight, so it doesn't matter if he's an orc, but he's asking you to kill him when they're everywhere.

At this point, you might be wondering if this is a mission for assassins rather than knights.

“It’s very Spartan.”

“Yes? Sparta?”

“It sounds like it will be difficult.”

“Oh, I see. So, as I was about to leave today, the corps commander said he would send someone to go with me. He told me to help him with his work as well.”

It's better to go with a group than to go alone.

Having more eyes means you can spot threats early.

“Then shall we go?”

“Of course. I don't know if Vincent is ready.”

“Haha! Isn't it natural for a knighted person to be well armed before going into battle?”

“Then that’s it.”

“Let’s go! Comrades! Sergeant Ennin!”

So we went outside through the side door of the castle.

        
            Vincent, who accompanied us, was more helpful than we could have imagined.

I don't know what kind of training he usually receives, but he was more skillful than hunters in finding orcs and tracking down traces of Aela being chased.

After hearing about our situation, they conducted a more thorough and detailed search, which made me feel grateful.

In the end, no matter what the situation, I felt like I was much better than other knights who thought style was important, and unlike those stiff-headed knights.

“This is next. Looking at the shape of the mud on the gravel and how dry it is, it seems like I just passed by here not long ago.”

Vincent took the lead and searched the floor, finding traces of the orcs like ghosts.

I keep moving forward, not caring about the mud getting on my cloak.

“Vincent is a bit different from other knights.”

Enin says he also thought the same thing.

“Do you mean me? Um... actually, even if you say that, I'm not sure. I've never had such a proper meeting with other drivers before. I am a bit of an unusual case. While I was living in the countryside, I was picked by a longsword who was passing by. ”

“Ah, didn’t you apply for regular recruitment in the military and become a knight?”

“Yes. So, since I started going with Longsword, I've only learned swordsmanship and not properly learned etiquette, so I don't know if you guys feel that I'm different from other knights.”

After listening to him, I asked a question I had always wondered about.

“Vincent, aren’t you from a noble family?”

Vincent looked a little bitter at my words.

“A nobleman... I still have a hard time deciding whether to call him a nobleman or not. It's already been more than 10 years since I left home and lived under Longsword, and now all I really have left in my hands is this sword and armor. I thought I would go to my hometown sometime, but now my hometown and my family were all gone during the Great War.”

Vincent spoke calmly as if he had been liberated while talking about his past, in which he lost everything.

We felt like he was not a nobleman because he never spoke informally to us, but even though he was from a rural family, he was the son of a proper noble family.

Still, it's surprising how they treat us so politely.

“You must have been sad.”

“I was sad, but I was even more angry. I see. At that time, I was extremely angry when I heard the news from my hometown. So I learned many things to seek revenge. In addition to Longsword's swordsmanship, I learned how to find enemies from adventurers and hunters.”

'That's why you move forward so skillfully.'

It was only after listening to him that I realized the reason for the skillful search he was now showing.

These are skills honed with a desire for revenge.

For revenge, he was adept at attacking Orcs from behind, perhaps even thinking of becoming an assassin.

In reality, even though he was wearing armor, the way he quietly moved through the bushes, stabbed the orc in the neck with his sword, and quickly hid the body in the bushes before the blood even hit the ground, was more like an assassin than a knight.

However, even though he showed such amazing skills, he did not seem very proud or boastful.

“I have learned many things in order to seek revenge, but I have been feeling a little skeptical lately.”

“A feeling of skepticism?”

“Yes. If you think about it normally, there is no such thing as an eternal desire for revenge, just as there is no fire that burns forever unless it is magic. That anger has cooled down recently. Or maybe my hometown and family meant only that much to me. Now, I'm living each day without any plans.”

“It seems like time passed and the fire finally went out.”

“Maybe so.”

His desire for revenge made Vincent who he is today, but it ended there.

Vincent's emotions were sublimated by the effort he had put in while preparing for revenge, and he had long since lost motivation.

After hearing Vincent's words, Henin thought deeply and spoke.

“Then how about going to Deshade?”

“If you are Deshade... are you talking about the god of the church I saw last time?”

I briefly denied Enin’s opinion.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea. I don't think Deshade is someone who can help.”

Deshade listens to people's concerns, but I don't think they'll get a very good answer.

At least from what I've experienced so far, I feel like Deshade is not good as a counselor, even though he can give us strength.

However, Ennin spoke again as if he knew something about Deshade that I did not know.

“Is that so? Still, I think it wouldn't be a bad idea to go and see it, thinking you're getting your money's worth. Whenever I have a problem, I go and talk to Deshade. At least Deshade, you may not be able to give us a clear alternative during consultation, but when we are contemplating a choice, please tell us something that can definitely correct our wavering minds.”

“Was it like that? I don’t know anything about this?”

'This is my first time hearing this. When did that happen?'

I'm a little embarrassed because it's different from the Deshade I knew.

Afterwards, Enin told me a story about Deshade when he was in an accommodation I didn't know.

“In addition, Deshade listens to the stories of people who have concerns at the accommodation when we are not there. I also ask for a favor once in a while when I come back early.”

“Really? But is there anyone coming?”

“Of course. There are quite a few. I guess it's because the Gaia Church is paying attention, but other people in the city are also coming. Some citizens or adventurers usually come in quickly after observing the surroundings. In addition, many spiritual patients who had no contact with the church came to visit anyway.”

“... Why do I feel like I’ve never seen it before?”

These are people who come to pray to Deshade.

It's already been a month, but I can't even imagine it because it's a sight I've never seen before.

“Irim always takes charge of the places where heretics are located in the most remote areas. He often came back late at night after dinner, so we didn't have to run into each other.”

“Is that so? I guess that’s why I didn’t see it.”

I probably came back early some days, so I may have bumped into him, but since I'm very indifferent to people other than the people around me, I may have just passed by and thought there was someone there and didn't notice.

“And it may have been even more so because most of the time, I met with Deshade quietly in the hall on the first floor so that no noise could be heard from outside.”

“That’s right.”

Even if you are an ordinary citizen, that doesn't mean you don't have to pay attention to the Gaia Church.

Unlike the Deshade Church, the Gaia Church holds two key points in the lives of the people here.

It is the sublimation of a feat and an act of healing.

Strengthening the soul is very important to the people here.

In this world, what is inherently weak in body or limited in growth is made up for by sublimating feats.

The problem is that the process can only be accomplished efficiently and properly through priests, but ordinary people accumulate feats little by little just by living faithfully, making themselves an asset.

And the act of treatment is also very important.

The treatment ability of the religious order that corresponds to the modern medical system is an ability that we cannot help but rely on.

This is especially true because the Gaia Church is praised as having the best healing ability among all empires inhabited by humans.

Of course, in terms of healing abilities, there is the Chemist, which is like a modern pharmacy, which is the job of Morsling, and the higher-level Asylum.

However, the materials used there are not cheap, so the prices of the medicines are basically out of reach for ordinary people, and there is a strong feeling that they sell emergency supplies mostly to adventurers.

So in the end, except for the soul soldiers who do not apply to either group, the remaining citizens of the Kingdom Union have no choice but to stick to the Gaia Church.

Vincent listens to Henin's words and responds positively as if he is interested.

“I see. I also heard it through rumors that were secretly passing by. If so, I think it would be a good idea to visit once.”

“You won’t regret it. God always listens to our difficulties and gives us advice.”

'I found out that God can do something like that.'

I wonder if Deshade has changed a bit though.

The God I knew wasn't good at pleasing people, but I guess he didn't just ignore the things I said from time to time.

After that, we focused again and quickly went deep into the forest under Vincent's guidance.

On the way, we again encountered three or four orcs, but it did not become a dangerous fight.

'He was really strong yesterday.'

As expected, the orc I met yesterday was a rather special orc.

So we continued in the direction Deshade gave us and arrived near a cave.

I lie down on the hill with Vincent and look at the cave where Eila is confirmed to be.

Vincent exclaimed in admiration when he saw the scene unfolding in front of the cave.

“Oh my god, it came in the direction you said, but is it really that way? I don't know how strong your companion is, but he seems to be an amazing person.”

In front of the cave, dozens of orcs were aiming their weapons towards the inside of the cave.

And there were a lot of orc corpses piled up around it.

'After all, an elf is an elf, I'm glad you held up very well.'

The number of corpses exceeded approximately 30.

And the moment another orc was about to enter the inside of the cave-

“Hahaha! Come in next! Let’s see the end, you pigs!!!”

“What is it? That one.”

“I guess he’s in there!”

Aela's voice was heard from inside the cave, and an orc's body was thrown out.

The appearance was visible for a moment at the moment of throwing, but Aila's limbs appeared to be intact.

However, his face was tired, probably because there was a lot of blood on his body and he had shallow wounds here and there.

Vincent looked at Aila, who appeared for a short time, and asked me a question in surprise.

“Hmm? Was your companion an elf?”

'Oh, now that I think about it, I didn't tell you in advance.'

Aila's long ears were exposed, as if the magic had been removed.

Still, since he's Vincent, I wonder how he can get away with it.

“Yes. Still, he is a grateful person who helps our denomination. I will guarantee your identity.”

“I see. Perhaps the Church of Deshade is a church better suited to the Empire rather than the Kingdom.”

Fortunately, thanks to Enine's words, Vincent escaped our fate safely.

It's fortunate that Vincent is an open-minded person for a Kingdom citizen.

If it were other people, it would have been normal for them to accuse us of having conspired with the elves.

After that, Vincent got up and tried to fight right away.

“Then let’s hurry and get it.”

“Wait a minute, let’s look around a little more.”

I stopped Vincent who was about to charge right away.

It is impossible to let down your guard.

I can't guarantee that the orcs over there are all you can see.

If there are more people around and you are surrounded, it becomes difficult.

At that moment, Enin pointed to one side and we followed Enin's finger.

        
            “Irim! There's something over there!”

When I looked at the direction Enin pointed, my dubious intuition was indeed correct.

In addition to the orcs below, there is one more bunch.

“Of course, unless they were stupid, they probably decided that they would never be able to win by just pushing through.”

In addition to the guys in front of the cave, quite a few orcs are holding their breath quietly at the top of the cave.

There are 30 guys below, and 20 guys above the cave.

The number seems too large to be considered as a gathering to catch just one person.

However, the elves that invaded their territory are so important that they have to invest a lot of effort to catch them once they are cornered.

If an elf running wild in the forest is not caught, he can easily assassinate a company of 100 soldiers.

“Kuhuhuk! It won't work! Get back!”

It seems that orcs also know how to act.

The guys in front of the cave took the bodies of the dead guys from Eila and started running towards the rocks on the way up to the cave.

The damage is too great to just look at, so it appears to be retreating.

At the same time, it was a bonus that the guy in command glanced back and gave the guys at the top of the cave a look.

As I watched from here, the guys who had gone down to the rock without being seen by Eila started running in place, slowly reducing the sound of their footsteps, pretending that they had all retreated, and hiding in the rock, making no sound.

I think what they were trying to do was somehow pull Aela out of the cave with the narrow entrance.

It may have seemed sloppy to those of us who could see the entire situation, but Aila, who was extremely exhausted, could have decided that she had a chance to escape with her quick legs.

So we have to do something before they surround Eila.

“I guess they plan to surround Aila the moment she comes out of the cave.”

“What should I do? It looks like there are more than 50.”

The problem is that there are too many of them.

The group of orcs that attacked back and forth, numbering more than 50 in total, is not a number that we can attack carelessly.

Only goblins can fly with human charging, but for orcs, it's at a level that can be called a wall of meat, so the moment you let your guard down, you'll be hit and fall to the ground.

Vincent expressed an opinion about it, but even that was rejected by Henin.

“Should we go around behind them and approach them? If you can take care of the guys above the cave first, I think you won't be attacked.”

“I don’t have enough time. We'll have to go around for a while to get there, and it'll be difficult if Aila leaves before we do that.”

As Enin said, as soon as the orcs retreated, Aila peeked her head out to check if there were any more orcs.

And above, the orcs were waiting until Aila completely jumped out of the cave.

It looks like a deer with its head halfway in a noose.

gulp-

There was nothing in the watermelon that could pass the dried needles one after another at the sight that looked so dangerous.

At that time, Aila and I, who were looking around, met our eyes.

Then Aila smiled as if she was happy to see her.

“!!!”

As soon as I make eye contact with Aila, I can't even make a loud noise and hurriedly open my mouth.

'Don't come to me!'

“Huh?”

Aila seemed to be unable to see the shape of my mouth in detail, so she came forward further.

Although she has the eyesight of an elf that can see far into the distance, she doesn't seem to have enough concentration right now to distinguish the shape of my mouth.

'Tell me not to come!'

Contrary to my anxious feelings, Aila seems to be unable to see in detail and begins to come forward further.

Ennin and Vincent, forgetting that they might be seen by the orcs on the other side, made an X with their arms and did their best to emphasize it to Eila.

“What is this?”

But Aila followed us and put her arms together and made an X shape.

I'm dying of frustration. Do elves not have that concept?

Aila has come out from deep inside to the entrance of the cave.

As they were watching this in frustration, a huge figure rose above the heads of the orcs in the cave.

“Huh? What is that again?”

“It's an incredibly... huge orc...”

“Oh my... I guess they should be called giants and giants instead of orcs?”

A huge black orc that is much different in size from existing orcs.

It was an orc so huge that a human's head could barely reach its knees.

It climbed up the cave holding a huge scythe and stood on its two legs just above the entrance to the cave.

As we got a full picture of what it looked like, we noticed something else strange about it, in addition to its gigantic size.

“Is that arm sick?”

“Sure. The arms are so skinny that you feel pitiful that they are attached to that huge body...”

One of his arms was a little strange.

A normal right arm with bursting muscles holding a scythe.

Unlike that arm, the one on the other side is a thin arm that is asymmetrical to the right arm, a bell on the wrist, and black fingernails.

An orc is seen climbing up the cave, raising his noble arms high.

'That's...'

Other people were perplexed as they looked at the orc and didn't know what he was thinking of doing on that sturdy rock, but when I saw it, I unconsciously muttered to myself.

“Mimicking.”

“Yes? Is that it?”

“Is that a Mimic? It's different from what I know.”

“Hell Mimic.”

I don't know because I've never seen Henin and Vincent, but I've already seen them many times.

That's the devil's arm sticking out of a book summoned from hell.

The Mimic's means of attack, its arm that could lightly crush rocks, was attached to the orc's left side.

So I didn't understand that.

'Why is it hanging like that?'

That would have originally been the body of Mimic hiding in Wen Grain's book.

However, the mimic was attached as if replacing the place where the orc's arm originally was.

Compared to the other arm holding a huge scythe, it looks so unnatural that anyone can tell that it is not his arm.

'Did they cut it out and have surgery on purpose?'

Here you can see the surgery marks on the cross section of the arm, which is so ugly that it looks like a square book was forcibly driven into it.

I think the entire book of Wen Grain was probably transplanted into the guy's arm.

And that arm was about to hit the cave where Eila was now.

When I saw that, my heart became anxious.

What immediately comes to mind is the sight of Master lying on the bed, wounded by the Mimic of Hell.

If Eila were to be hit by that attack, the thought that even the slightest swipe of her fingernail could turn her into the same person as her teacher made her anxious.

'You'll never get hit by that.'

At the same time, the world seemed to slow down for a moment.

The guy lifts his shoulders upward with all his might.

The bell hanging from the arm briefly floats in the air.

And I have already experienced many times what happens next.

So I shout with all my might.

“Ailaaa!!! Come out!!!”

rattle-

He gets up from his place and shouts at Aila.

I shouted, the orc lowered his arm while shaking the bell, and Aela, who heard my voice, perked up her ears urgently and jumped out at almost the same time.

Quaaa

The cave breaks apart and pieces of stone fly into the air.

After that, without any hesitation, we grabbed our weapons and started running downstairs.

There was no reason to go back to the back, where the cave was already located.

Kwang-kwaang-kwaaang!

One by one, I, Vincent, and Enine landed.

Although the hill was high, we came down safely without any injuries.

The middle of the cave collapses, and the orcs above begin to hurry down.

In addition, the cries of the besiegers coming back can be heard from the rock below where the initially besieging men were hiding.

Gurgling rumbling-

Secondary damage belatedly struck the balanced cave.

The cave collapses and loses its balance, collapsing completely with a loud noise and raising dust.

And inside, something comes rolling through the dust.

“Ailaaa!”

“Aila!”

“... Ugh! Am I alive? Right? It's alive, right?!”

“That’s right, so let’s run!”

“If you're talking, you're alive, so run quickly!”

Fortunately, Aila appeared before us without any injuries and covered in dust.

The problem is that just because Eila is alive doesn't mean the orc is dead.

The black figure that collapsed the cave was walking straight towards us.

Unlike other orcs who are always full of fighting spirit, the orc's unfocused eyes glance at our location and increase the speed of walking.

“Do those eyes look strange? I guess the taste has gone!”

“Whether you taste it or not, you have to run away quickly before you get surrounded!”

“Everyone! This way!”

Just as we joined Aela, we started running toward the other side of the orc.

But before we knew it, orcs had arrived in the direction we were running away from.

It seems that in addition to the guys who came down from the cave and the guys who climbed up from the rock, there were also guys hiding in the bushes.

“We’re surrounded!”

“Holy shit!”

In the end, we give strength to the hand holding the weapon.

Eila and I look at the black orcs in the back, while Enin and Vincent face the orcs in the front.

Just when I thought this was going to be really hard-

“Huh? Is that guy really?”

Suddenly, the black orc stretches its arm to the left as if it had struck the cave again.

But that direction is where other orcs other than us are.

'If we attack like that, the orcs behind us won't be safe either, right?'

That's what I thought, but I didn't think his unfocused eyes contained the intelligence to think such a thing.

and-

The guy pulls his arms back hard and leans forward as if he doesn't care about that.

Buuung-

At the same time, the arm swings.

“Get down!!!”

rattle-

As soon as I shout out loud, everyone in the group falls down.

And above that, his attack unfolds.

Sigh-

Wow!

As we lay down, the orcs in the firing line screamed and were all torn to pieces.

Their upper bodies were all blown away, and more than 20 headless fountains spouting blood instead of water appeared on the ground.

A hell mimic that inflicts tremendous damage even though it was only a single attack.

And I clearly engraved in my mind the sight I saw until the last moment of the attack.

'Blobs, the colors of the drops change.'

The silver bell changed color to black just before it attacked.

The situation was judged to be difficult to break through because it was surrounded by orcs from both front and back.

However, after witnessing his attack twice, I suddenly thought that it might be worth doing.

'Rather, the difficulty level has gone down compared to before.'

The current Hell Mimic is not one where the book opens instantly and jumps out right away.

The Hell Mimic replaces the giant black orc's original arm, so you can see the attack from start to finish.

'It's worth it if you know when to swing it.'

It is enough for the eyes to see movement.

In particular, I don't know why it depends, but you can know the timing more accurately by the color of the bell that changes right before the attack.

“What would you like to do?”

“There are still some orcs left!”

Before I knew it, people started asking my opinion.

Neither Vincent nor Enine knew much about the Hell Mimic, so they left the judgment to me, who had experience.

Then, if the decision-making power is left to me, there is only one thing I have to do.

“Let’s fight. I don't know how many more of these they have, but we need to get rid of them while we can.”

It's not like there's no chance of winning.

Rather than being completely annihilated while trying to break through while surrounded anyway, you can actually break the siege by using those arms.

After that, if necessary, you can either break through the thinned siege and run away, or you can see it attack and block the attack while the others attack it and kill it.

Of course, failure is not something that is not scary because it is unacceptable.

'you can do it. No, you have to.'

However, I feel confident that I can deal with the current form of Hell's Mimic.

The orcs have joined hands with the heretics, so if you kill that guy here, it will reduce their power, so you have to do it no matter what.

Enin and Vincent also don't seem to be in a good mood at the thought of orcs like that wandering around.

“You had the same thought as me. I thought that would be the case if you were a comrade in arms.”

“I will always be by Lee Rim’s side! Just leave me the role of the vanguard!”

thud!

Vincent injected as much magic into his sword as possible to ignite the fire of fighting, and Enin lowered the visor of his helmet and struck the anvil with all his might on the ground, threatening the orcs.

After seeing other people's reactions, I look in Aila's direction.

“Aila, how are you feeling?”

Before making a final judgment, we check the physical condition of Aila, who must have fought for a full day.

“I’m hungry. I'm thirsty. sorely. I'm tired because I've used up almost all of my magic power. And...”

I could feel Aila's mother trembling.

'Did it break somewhere?'

I was a little worried about the answer I would get, but fortunately it wasn't an answer that caused too much concern.

“I’m scared of muscle pain tomorrow...”

“... I'll go back and eat and give you a massage. Let’s just skip it for now.”

“If you don’t break your arm, I’ll cook you something delicious.”

“Ugh... Then there's nothing I can do... I'll do my best!”

'okay. Muscle pain is really scary.'

It must have been very difficult mentally and physically to fight alone for over a day.

Still, I'm glad it held up well.

After hearing that everyone's opinion was positive, I took out the coin that was already in my pocket.

A magic sword created from an artifact like that.

“Now, let’s give it a try.”

He picks up his sword and confronts him with everyone, saying:

“Let’s kill him and retrieve the book.”

        
            As we prepare to fight in earnest, the orcs are busy moving around.

The Orc who was in command earlier shouted in a loud voice, igniting the fighting spirit of the other Orcs.

“Kuhuhuk! He who wields shadow, help the Slayer!!!”

Slayer! Slayer! Slayer!

With a shout, other orcs raised their weapons as they looked at the huge black orc.

And I felt a thrill from those guys and said to myself without realizing it.

“Slayer? It’s cool.”

The one who wields shadow.

And Slayer.

I don't know if it's a title or a name, but both are words that really touch a man's heartstrings.

“I think so. That’s a cool title.”

“Did you hear? I have the same thoughts.”

I guess Vincent had the same thoughts as me.

When there is someone who sympathizes with you, your thoughts become stronger.

The guy coming towards us holding a huge scythe suddenly looks cool.

“The opponent is Slayer. And that Vincent was knighted. I think that Orc is a worthy opponent to a knight. Isn't that right? Lee Rim.”

“I agree. Vincent may still consider himself not a knight, but he will be able to speak with confidence only if he kills that orc. 'I am the one who killed the Slayer!' And so.”

“Hahaha! Isn’t that the same for you, comrade-in-arms? I think I can win this fight because my comrade is by my side.”

Hahahahaha-

As Vincent and I started laughing like that, Enin and Eila looked at us as if they were fed up.

“I don’t know why men say strange things like that sometimes.”

“Human men do that too. Among elf men, there are many who fight with people with titles like that or do strange things to get titles.”

“You don’t know this emotion.”

It seems that women do not understand the awesomeness of this fight. It's really unfortunate.

While talking like that, we deliberately waited until the orcs surrounded the Slayer and us.

There are still more than 40 of them left after being attacked together.

You might think that you should avoid it at all costs, especially if you're surrounded by orcs, but since you thought of a good plan, you decided to get stuck in the center of the fire pit on purpose.

When the formation was gradually completed and the Slayer was within range, he whispered to Aila.

“Aila. Let's guide this guy's attack with me. Leave the orcs in the line of fire and keep going.”

“Are you saying we'll kill the other guys with his attacks like we did earlier?”

“Yes. Just don't scratch it. Because it's over the moment there's even the slightest injury.”

The attack of the Hell Mimic, which strikes directly at the soul, is scary.

However, its eyes have turned white like dead eyes, as if it has gone crazy, and it has become easier to see the interval and appearance of its attacks.

If used well, it seems like it can cause great damage to other orcs.

'It's possible because he's not the kind of guy who can differentiate between friends and foes.'

This is a strategy that can be attempted because, unlike other orcs, this guy doesn't seem to have any reason.

Eila seems to be very tired, so she waves her arm holding the backsword around and asks me.

“Uhm... I think it will be okay, but will Lee Rim be able to do it without making mistakes? I barely avoided that attack earlier.”

“There is a way.”

Easing Aila's worries, he took out a strengthening potion and quickly injected it into her arm.

Last time, I clearly experienced its performance firsthand, so now the time has come for it to show its full performance, which I thought I would carry with me at all costs.

Aila and I are in front of the Slayer, and Vincent and Ennin are in the back.

“Then, we will try to prevent them from narrowing the siege.”

“Please do me a favor. And when I give the signal, you can quickly leave the place.”

Even while we were planning the strategy, the Orcs were not moving in a hurry and were slowly narrowing the siege towards us.

It looks like it's faltering to avoid getting into the Slayer's range.

“Good. Let’s get started quickly.”

Eila pulls the half-glove tightly between her teeth and looks at me.

“Irim. Can you follow me?”

“I have to follow. If it’s to win.”

“Hee hee!”

Even after giving the answer, Aila seemed to like the answer, which she thought was cringe-worthy, and smiled.

and

The fight has begun.

“Good! Sijaaah!!!”

Everyone is shared along with Aila's bright voice.

Aela and I start running to the left and right of the Slayer, and Enin and Vincent jump out towards the orcs and begin to stir up the siege with swords and anvils.

Head to the left of the orc and look at the scythe he is holding.

‘Scythe. side. The means of attack are cutting, slashing, pushing, and pulling.'

It is an L-shaped side.

It is a huge scythe of the type used by farmers that can be seen during the harvest season in old Europe.

Although it is threatening when held and wielded with both hands, it requires a lot of stamina and skill to use it skillfully, in the same way as a great sword.

'It's about physical strength.'

And of course, there is no fool who would say something about an orc of that size lacking stamina.

humming-

bang!

A side crashes into the ground where I was just moments ago.

The side that breaks and digs into the ground has a power comparable to that of the Hell Mimic attack on the other side.

However, such an attack with such deadly force did not end with just one attack.

'The speed leading to the next attack is also quite fast.'

Quad deuk!

Said scoops up the ground again without stopping and chases in my direction.

And once the attack begins, it does not stop.

Truly madness.

The muscles packed into his enormous size allow him to swing Said like a tree branch.

'Indeed, the sound of wielding a shadow is a perfect fit.'

Unlike humans who swing a great sword and have to correct their center of gravity, there is no reason for that huge orc to swing sideways and regain its stance.

There is no such thing as overwhelming physical ability and the huge weight of Sayid, but rather, the orc uses its power to kill Aila and me at the same time.

The black side leaves a remnant and disturbs the atmosphere.

Buuung-

Huuung-

Quad deud deuk!

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

“Kwaaagh!”

“Blood, avoid!”

The claws on the left arm and the sides on the right arm are blowing away the earth and orcs like a harvest.

The area where Aila and I ran was filled with fragments of orcs that had fallen later.

For now, focus on avoiding attacks rather than blocking them.

Concentrating so as not to let the crazy rattling sound of the bells be drowned out by the screams of the orcs, I wreak havoc with Aela.

“Kuhuuuup! Everyone stay away from the Slayer!”

Orcs are gradually decreasing in number.

In the end, the orcs can't bear the fear and try to escape, but the moment they turn their backs, they are stabbed in the back by Enin and Vincent.

“Ennin! To the right!”

The moment Enin heard my voice, he rolled to the right without even looking back.

Crack!

Then, the moment the Hell Mimic attack swept over the place where she was, the two orcs that had been hit squarely disappeared, leaving behind only blood.

If you hit it squarely, it will disappear without a trace and even if you pass by it, it will not be complete.

Moreover, a shock inflicted directly on the soul instantly turns into pain and spreads throughout the body like a curse.

Before we knew it, the frightened orcs lifted their siege and began to flee one by one.

Vincent and Enin, who saw the orcs running away, pretended to chase them for a while and then turned back.

“It’s done! Now we have to kill them quickly before they call for reinforcements!”

Now all four of us have to do is face the Slayer.

However, the Slayer does not seem to be trying to create a situation that is unfavorable to him, as he does not distinguish between friends and foes.

Although it had a massive body, it started running around, swinging its side and mimic arms to prevent us from trying to surround it.

“Irim touches! You're quicker than I thought?!”

Ayla takes a breath, leaving the Slayer chasing her to me.

“Good. Next is that way... Yikes!”

Coo!

I try to get under him and cut his legs to pass, but I skillfully move his big side to block him.

The situation could have become dangerous for a moment, so I took a step back and the guy looked down at me.

“... Well, man.”

I felt like I saw my face reflected in that guy's face, the fangs sticking out from the mouth underneath that huge nose.

"Damn it!"

Thump thump thump thump thump-

After that, he started chasing me, only looking at me.

“You must stop moving!”

“How?!”

“Of course, you should think about it now!”

“If you’re just going to say something like that, don’t do it from the beginning!”

While answering Vincent, he rolls his body to avoid the orc's attack.

Thanks to the effects of the medicine, I am running around at a similar speed to Aila, but I think this effect will wear off soon.

My breathing becomes increasingly difficult and the distance between me and the guy gets closer.

“Irim! Pick up the stake you left there!”

At that time, I heard Enin shouting and looked in the direction I was running towards.

'Is that it?'

There was an iron stake and the handle of the anvil that Enin carried on his back. It looks like it was placed in this direction beforehand.

Just increase your speed a little more and run towards the stake.

Sigh-

“Good! Got it!”

Pick up the stake and quickly run away, leaving behind the guy chasing you at full speed.

“Once you pick it up, what do you do?!”

“Please guide me this way! And the moment it approaches us, please shoot the guy in the foot with that!”

“How do you do that?!”

I couldn't help but be shocked when I heard Enin's words.

This is a ridiculous operation.

Even if we stab him in the foot with a stake, his speed and mass seem difficult for us to stop.

Enin supports me like that.

“It’s okay! Vincent will help you!”

I looked behind me and saw Vincent lying on the ground holding a stake and looking at me.

Next to it, there is a huge tree trunk that was broken when the guy swung the side earlier.

After seeing that, I give myself up to a hastily planned plan.

“Can I trust you?!”

“Comrade! You can trust our bond!”

'No, it's an operation we've never worked together on in the first place.'

I am dumbfounded by the bond that has developed without my knowledge.

But for now, the only way is to try things out.

        
            Thump thump thump thump thump!

The guy's movements are more active than expected.

It makes you wonder if matadors feel this way when they herd bulls.

However, it is scarier in that the cow unleashes attacks with the power to kill a person instantly.

'No. Did they kill people from Sodo instantly?'

I was so dizzy that I started thinking about random things, but I soon came to my senses and calculated the distance.

The direction I am heading now is in the opposite direction from where the Ennin are.

You have to use an appropriate place as a return point to lure him in.

To do that, what you need is an obstacle that can briefly block your body from his view.

Soon I spot a large tree in the direction I'm running and take my time.

'One, two, three, now!'

Crouch down to the side of the huge tree as much as possible and go around the tree trunk.

rattle-

Kwaaang!

Wooji string-

The tree shattered under the Mimic Arm's attack, but I had already started running around the tree to the other side.

When he saw me slipping through the other side of the giant tree that had turned into a wooden pillar, he turned and swung at the side, but he narrowly avoided it.

'Stake, timing, stake, timing, the moment Vincent stands up, the top of his foot, stake, Vincent, what? 'What was it?'

Boom-

“Yikes!”

I feel like my head is coming to a stop.

The moment you feel goosebumps on the back of your head, lower your head and the attack will go away.

“Irim! Roll!”

As soon as I heard Aila's words with my head down, I rolled forward vigorously, digging into the ground, and soon a rain of dirt poured down.

At the same time, the unorganized thoughts in my head became increasingly jumbled.

“Just a little more!”

'A stake in Vincent's foot, timing in Vincent on the stake, a stake in Vincent on the oak...'

“Ah!!! I don’t know!!!”

He screams and runs towards the three people.

The moment I thought I was almost there, the back of my head felt cold again.

However, it appears that the effect of the medicine has completely ended, so my body cannot move as I want.

“Bow!”

“Going!!!”

Eila, seeing my crisis, leaps forward and swings her backsword at me.

At the same time, Vincent lifts a huge wooden pillar and charges the guy.

Chaaaang!

Aila's backsword and Slayer's side collided, creating a tremendous sound.

Cheer up!

“Kyaat!”

Papdeuk-

Although the backsword blocked Sayid's momentum, it was shattered, perhaps because it was received head-on.

Eila grabs her trembling wrist and steps back.

“Ugh... It's broken...”

“Kuhii profit!”

At the same time, Vincent's wooden pole digs into his fat belly.

With that, the guy stopped with his stomach pressed against a wooden pillar.

Thanks to you, I heard this Slayer's voice for the first time.

But even after hearing that voice, I didn't stop because I didn't forget what I had to do.

“That's right! A stake!”

Sigh!

“Kuhuhuhhh!”

I remembered the stake I was holding in my hand, so I turned around and drove the stake into the guy's foot.

As soon as Vincent stops the guy with a wooden pole, he picks up a stake and stabs him in the other foot.

Soon, the giant orc's feet were pinned to the ground with matching giant thumbtacks.

The Slayer screams on the spot, unable to move, as if he can feel the pain.

And the scream was followed by a dull sound.

widely-

There is the sound of military boots hitting the ground.

A woman in heavy armor wearing a helmet with a visor.

Enin stood in front of the Slayer.

He is holding the anvil with both arms and raising it towards the sky.

The difference in physique between a child and a basketball player is bigger than that of David and Goliath.

But I didn't think Enin would ever be pushed out.

The profile is that of a warrior who is stronger than anyone else.

That Ennin-

“Aaaaa!!!”

Kwaaang!

“Kuhuhuhuhuh!!!”

He slams the anvil into the stake with all his might.

As the stake at the top of the Slayer's foot sinks into the ground, the most painful scream I have ever heard spreads throughout the world.

Clang-

The Slayer must have been in pain and dropped the side.

Sigh!

Blood spurts out from the top of the foot and wets Enin's helmet.

Blood flows down the glass visor.

But Enin doesn't stop.

“Inhale!”

Henin raises his hammer high again.

The Slayer looked at that and waved his right arm around.

Even though it has lost its weapons, its huge arms full of muscle are already threatening enough to play the role of a war hammer or a morning star.

Wow!

“Ugh!”

Vincent was hit in the arm and fell off, and I also swung the magic sword at the Slayer, but I was caught with the sword penetrating my arm and was thrown far away.

and-

Boom!

“Ennin!”

“Ennin!!!”

The last swung fist hit Enin's helmet directly, causing a loud noise.

'shit!'

Blood flows from Enin's helmet.

My ears may have burst from the sound of the helmet.

'Not enough stopping power.'

Whether it's the magic sword or Vincent's sword, the guy's body is just a piece of meat, so it's enough to fit.

However, because the Slayer is extremely large, it is impossible for us to kill him in one go.

So I couldn't protect her.

but-

'You didn't collapse?'

Still, Enin stood.

It stood firmly on the ground.

Even after being hit by a punch that sent the knight flying, he seemed to shake slightly, but then regained his bearings and raised the hammer.

It's an amazing amount of tenacity.

Even the Slayer, who only felt pain without reason, stopped his actions as if his senses had returned to his pig head for a moment when he saw Enin still standing after being punched.

And that gap was an opportunity for Enin.

shaking body,

trembling arms,

Poor vision,

and-

Correcting all that,

War Cry.

“Ugh...Aaaaa!!!

Oh God!!!

Give me strength!!!”

Suddenly, blue light burst from the hammer.

Blue is the color of magic.

Magical power burst out from the anvil.

After Enin lifted the blue miracle that covered the huge anvil and extended all the way down to the handle-

Strike it down

bang!!!

The hammer that was struck straight down failed to drive the stake.

It simply destroyed the earth and everything underneath it.

The fragments of the broken iron stake, the crushed instep of the Slayer, they disappeared along with the earth.

But she didn't end there.

The power you have achieved.

The miracle continues.

Hold the hammer and rotate your body once, transferring the weight of the force to the guy's left knee.

“Aaaa!!!”

humming-

Pap-duk!

“Kuchaaaa!!!”

Her burning will and magic that broke her left knee do not go out.

Rotate your body again to the other side.

Boom-

He rotates once more, leaps his short body toward the opposite leg, and swings the hammer with his right knee.

Pop!

It seemed like he used all his might, but the hammer passed through the joint completely, not even breaking the orc's thick knee.

"..."

dump-

And Enin seemed to have lost all his strength and collapsed.

“Irim!”

“Okay!”

Quickly approach, lift Ennin and the weapon, and get out from under the guy's legs.

“Kuaaa!”

The Slayer's vitality was persistent.

Even though it completely lost both legs, it did not die and instead began swinging its Mimic arms to destroy the surroundings.

Jingle, jingle, jingle, jingle!

With the sound of bells ringing like crazy, everything around is destroyed and there is nothing left around the Slayer.

We stay far away and try not to get into its range.

“Can’t you stop dying?”

“Whew... I think they have the strongest vitality among the orcs I've seen so far.”

He is a really persistent guy.

Thinking like that, I look down at Enin.

'Good job, Enin.'

The miraculous use of Enin’s magical power.

Thanks to that, I succeeded in blocking the movements of that persistent guy.

But I don't think it's a miracle.

The magic power that is neither black nor white but blue is proof that it was not a power given to her by someone, but a power she achieved on her own.

Enine, who was exhausted after using up all her magical power, was left in the care of Eila, who had a broken wrist, and she and Vincent saw an opportunity together.

“I have to finish it in one go, but it’s still difficult. At this rate, I don't know when I will catch up with Longsword.”

“This is why I don’t like big guys. ... Ugh!”

Phew-!

“Fuck! I almost died!”

Before I could answer Vincent, something came flying at me and I lowered my head.

Even as he spoke, the side that was not destroyed by the Slayer's attack, which did not stop, was thrown in this direction and almost had its head blown off.

When I see the Slayer thrown away, I think it's amazing.

'What kind of weapon is this strong?'

I don't know about anything else about the Orcs, but the skilled ones seem to carry pretty good weapons.

Even though the attack made by the Mimic of Hell destroys almost everything, it was not able to destroy that side and bounced back at us.

“Irim. Give that to me.”

Aila asked me to bring it to her, so I brought it to her.

“I think I need to use this to finish off that big guy.”

As Aila says that, she begins to put the remaining magical energy she has left into the side.

Then he called Vincent over.

“That human knight over there can move, right?”

“You mean me? It is possible.”

“Then come here and take this. The driver continues to inject magical power.”

“What do you plan to do?”

Vincent said that and took the side from Aila.

Ayla looked at me and said as she and Vincent continued to pour magic power into Side.

“Let’s blow it up.”

        
            I question Aila’s words again.

“Let’s blow it up?”

“Yes. I don't even know what I grew up with, but this is the only way to kill such a big guy that even a knife can't penetrate properly. Lee Rim come this way. Wear this.”

Aila answered me again as I checked again, then took off her cloak and wrapped it around me.

Afterwards, the operation is explained.

“Now, listen carefully. The driver plunges this overcharged magical power into the guy's body. And Lee Rim explodes it with his sword.”

“I’m not sure, but I understand.”

Short and bold description of the operation.

Vincent continues to infuse his magic and takes on an unfamiliar side.

Aila sees this and gives me additional explanation.

“Orcs don't have much magic power, so attacks using magic explosions aren't that powerful. But, wouldn't it be a different story if you inserted a side containing magical power into the guy's body and then attacked the side directly?”

'There was a way.'

Only after hearing the explanation did I clearly understand what the phrase “explode” meant.

All you had to do was apply it.

This is the same principle as when the pagan totem that was filled with magical power was attacked before, and the ground beneath it exploded.

At the same time, I am reminded of what Winnet, a high-level adventurer, did in the Demon's Castle.

Even if the slayer's body does not have much magical power, you can insert a side containing enough magical energy and explode.

“Good. Let's deal with it quickly and get out of here. The orcs might come soon.”

But time is running out.

The way he went on a rampage was beyond my imagination, so I wasted too much time.

I forgot about it for a moment, but this is still a mountain with orcs everywhere.

'The original operation involves search, rescue, and return. 'I can't take any more time here.'

We need to retrieve that mimic and escape with the wounded.

'I can't.'

Before moving, I take out another strengthening potion.

I said it would be best not to use it more than once a day, but if you're going to get in the face of something that rampages like that, you'll have to be quick again.

Morsling said he doesn't know what the side effects will be if he uses more than two, but he can't spare them.

'Once, once is all it takes. I can only hope that nothing goes wrong.'

Deeply-

As I take out the syringe and inject the potion into my arm, I feel vitality coming back to my exhausted body.

'good. There is no such thing as halving the efficacy.'

First of all, it was fortunate that the side effect was at least not immediate death.

I take a deep breath, strengthen my resolve, and speak to Vincent.

“Vincent. I will attract attention.”

“I understand. Comrade in arms.”

and-

Run.

Jump in front of the Slayer, who cannot move from his spot, and intentionally enter the range of his indiscriminate frenzy.

“Come on! This balloon doll bastard!!!”

“Kuhuhhh!!!”

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

An attack that inflicts fatal wounds if one touches you.

Avoid such fatal attacks with all your might.

But now I have to face him head on.

'This isn't enough.'

You shouldn't just avoid it.

Quad deud deud deuk!

“Pfft! Sorry, comrade!”

“Just a little more, just a little more strength, Lee Rim!”

The moment Vincent tries to approach, the guy's arm tries to attack Vincent.

There is only one chance.

Even if he is not attacked directly, if he loses concentration, the magic he has accumulated will be scattered.

I have to do something to create just one opportunity.

'We have to make it stop.'

The method is already out there.

You have to reliably block the attacks he is swinging without stopping to break the flow of attacks.

To do that, I have to use my power.

Wholeheartedly.

A one-time, no-mistake defense that mobilizes everything in the body.

'Then there is only one way.'

For that, calm your mind and think about it.

“Rachal.”

It starts with self-suggestion.

Master blocked that attack.

Although it was only once, I saw that a magic sword was enough to block it.

'can do.'

Master defended against Mimic's attack with Raksha without even knowing how it attacked.

In that case, I decided that I could do it if I was already familiar with attacks.

thud-

I stamp my feet and put strength into the hand holding the sword.

Then time seemed to pass slowly again.

And I can feel his arms moving.

Muscle fibers that expand, fingernails that give the illusion of bending.

and-

Axis rotating to the right.

I could see the swirling attack moving from the arms to the torso to the severed leg.

'Is the direction this way?'

The Slayer's massive body is shifting all its power to my left.

Five claws coming to sweep me away along with the earth.

I figured out everything, including the direction and location of the nails.

If so, all you have to do is accept it.

'Everything must be stopped at once.'

I don't arrogantly think I can cut my fingernails.

Originally, this was a Rakshasa meant to finish off the enemy.

However, the current Rakshasa is only used for defense and to fix the axis of my body to the ground.

Like a lighthouse welcoming the sea breeze,

Like a giant tree bearing down on a storm,

You have to hold on.

'Opportunities are created only if you endure.'

He stomped his foot and swung his sword to the left with all his energy.

From bottom to top, I slashed with my sword, meeting his nails.

“Haaa!!!”

Wow!

A strong impact sound rang out.

And at the same time, the eardrum in my right ear was torn.

Kiiing-

I felt a tingling sensation running down my arm and couldn't hear anything for a moment.

The pain quickly spreads throughout my body and my head shakes.

But it doesn't matter because it was successful.

Mimic's arms can no longer move in search of prey.

The arm hit my sword and stopped.

Patter-patter-

Not only did it stop, but the broken fingernails hit the magic sword and fell to the ground.

The bell wrapped around his arm was cut and fell to the ground.

At the same time, Vincent approaches the guy with a side.

“Going!!!”

A side full of magical power is imprinted on the guy's head.

Clud-

“Kuhaaa!”

However, the guy does not die even with the side stuck in his head and only screams.

Rather than being an orc, this guy should already be treated as a monster disguised as an orc under the control of that mimic.

Definitely not an ordinary orc.

So, to completely end it, you have to move.

You can completely kill him by blowing up that side with an explosive sword.

'You have to move right away.'

The work isn't over yet.

The pain subsided immediately due to the painkilling effect of the medicine.

But it didn't solve the head shaking.

“Ugh...”

Stumble-

I had to move forward holding the magic sword, but my body stopped in place after receiving a huge impact.

'I have to go.'

Could it be that my brain was touched incorrectly?

My body falls apart regardless of my will.

My knees touch the ground and my body gradually lowers.

A hopeless situation.

With shaky vision, you can see Vincent, who has retreated, and Sayid, who is stuck in the head of the Slayer in front of him.

The moment when I felt sorry for my body that was about to collapse and my consciousness that was about to be cut off from a distance that could have been reached by running just a few more steps, two or three more steps -

Paat-

Light shone from my wrist.

And it seemed like I was hallucinating something.

'As long as you do not bend your beliefs, no one will be able to oppress you. Even if it is inevitable.'

The golden string I had received from Deshade appeared on my wrist and was shining.

Hot-

And at the same time, I could feel the heat from the Asmodeus symbol on my back.

‘Go ahead. To you who promised a future with me, I will not allow you to fall anywhere other than by my side.'

God and devil.

The blessings of the two beings responded to my will.

At the same time, my vision straightens and my body begins to gain strength.

Continuing the battle.

Thistle talked about it.

It is said that Deshade gives you the strength to navigate the path ahead and the strength to not lose your mind.

It seems that Asmodeus' help overlapped there.

The voices from before were not their direct words; they were merely afterimages or auditory hallucinations of the power expressed in each imprint.

But it didn't change what I had to do.

Raise your body and change the nature of the magic sword.

The power to cause an explosion in response to the enemy's magical power.

Explosion sword.

Concentrate the rotating magic power on the tip of the sword and run.

And look straight into the orc's eyes.

“As long as you’re alive, you won’t just want to die.”

An orc slayer who clearly reveals his will and hostility right up to his death, even though his eyes are unfocused.

Even though the Slayer was bleeding from a cut on his head, he looked at me and swung his opposite arm, which was still intact.

Buuung-

“Comrade, just run!”

Suddenly-

But that arm had already been wounded several times by Vincent, Enin, and my magic sword.

The arm was finally cut off by the sword swung by Vincent and fell to the ground.

Now there is nothing in the way.

The Mimic's arm is in a limp state, unable to move, possibly due to broken fingernails.

All that's left is a leap of faith.

“Look back!!!”

Tung-

Step on the guy's stomach and jump up.

And then he plunges the sword into the side.

Jejeojeok- Jejeojeok-

A heavy sound is heard as the sword is inserted into the side.

Then, the magic contained in the side reacts with the tip of the sword and begins to split.

and-

Kwaaa!!!

The side burst out of the Slayer's body.

Metals filled with magic scatter in all directions before my eyes.

The fact that such fragments flew out and cut the Slayer's body into pieces was a bonus.

“Ugh!”

I cover myself with Aela's cloak as I see the explosion happening right in front of me.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo-

Hundreds of fragments hit the entire body.

And I was blown away by the aftermath of the explosion.

“Aaaah!”

thud!

Degurrr-

Fortunately, he started from his back and bounced once on the ground before rolling.

“Ugh... It hurts so bad...”

Still, he didn't die.

The fragments were blocked by Aila's cloak, and the impact from hitting the ground was absorbed by the Serpent Armor, so there was no major injury.

A few pieces got stuck in my leg, but the effects of the medicine were still there, so the pain soon subsided.

Soon the Slayer's soul comes out and is absorbed into the artifact.

The guy is completely dead.

“Aaaaa! Won! Lee Rim! I won!”

“Wait a minute, it’s not over yet.”

Aila screams, but it will only end perfectly if she succeeds in escaping from here.

I quickly approached and tore through the Slayer's body, which had had his entire upper body torn apart, starting from the head. As expected, a book was found inside the joint where the arm was.

'This is the last book Raines was looking for.'

This is a book with an eye pattern drawn downward on the cover.

I finally got my hands on the last volume.

Shiriririk-

“Ugh! It’s a surprise!”

When I lifted the book, the connected arm suddenly moved like a snake and entered the book.

When the Slayer dies, it seems to return to the nest that was closed off due to surgery.

Aila, who was with me, made a fuss when she saw such disgusting arm movements.

“I thought I was going to die.”

Still, this is a Sam where we're halfway done with what we had to do.

“Comrade! We have to go now! The orcs are coming!”

“Irim! Let’s run away!”

Looking at the path leading up to the collapsed cave, Orcs were flocking towards me.

        
            “Now, let’s jump quickly!”

“This way, I have roughly memorized the route!”

He picks up the fainted Ennin from Eila, puts him on his back, and begins to climb the hill following Vincent.

Although I am exhausted, I keep moving my legs in order to survive.

In that state, we just kept running without even thinking.

Go over the hill and go through the paths you have taken so far.

Vincent calmly led the way, avoiding the corners where the orcs were searching.

Thanks to this, I was able to continue heading toward the territory without encountering additional enemies head-on along the way.

However, we couldn't easily shake off the distance from the guys chasing us.

And to make matters worse, another problem arose.

click!

“Kwaa!”

“What is it? What's wrong?”

I hear a scream from Aila, who was following me, and I quickly turn around.

“More...I stepped on a trap!”

“... Damn, I'm going crazy.”

I thought I was halfway through the mountain path, but Aila ended up stepping on a trap.

A trap of bloody sawtooth teeth that tightly holds onto your ankle.

If Aila had not been a strong elf, there was a trap hidden in the grass underneath her that would have cut off half of a human leg.

“I’m sorry. Normally I would never have stepped on it...”

It seemed like Eila was already at her limit.

The ankle, which had been tightly held by the gears, was already bruised and looked extremely painful.

“Sir... Why doesn’t this come out like this?”

Additionally, when I held my ankle, I felt tremendous heat and my pulse was beating incredibly fast.

Aila is currently in a state of exhaustion.

His breathing was so heavy that it seemed difficult to say any more words.

“What kind of poacher set a trap in a place like this?!”

“Heo... Heo... It must be a trap abandoned by hunters! Just cut the core in the middle!”

While listening to Vincent's explanation, he carefully cuts and removes the trap that completely bitten Aila's ankle with the magic sword.

Meanwhile, the orcs were breathing heavily and climbing the mountain path to catch us.

“It won’t work. Vincent...”

I picked Enine up, who was about to fall, and looked back to ask Vincent for Aila, but it seemed like Vincent was already at his limit.

Vincent, like Aila, was unable to control his body properly, perhaps because he had injected all of his magic power into his side.

It was a miracle that even while wearing knightly armor, he was able to keep up with the speed of Aela and I who had used the medicine.

“... It’s okay.”

“No, it doesn’t look okay.”

Vincent realized my intention and took up a position to carry Aila, but the moment I put her on his back, I had to make a grave on the spot.

I can't place any more burden on Vincent now.

“Huh... Okay. Why not try as hard as you can.”

Crunch-

With the thought of having no choice but to endure it with such force, I strain my jaw to the point where my teeth break.

Afterwards, place Enin on the floor for a moment and have Eila take the position.

“Aila. Enine, let me hang on. My wrist may hurt, but hold on to me.”

“Ah, okay.”

Take off the cloak, have Enin ride on Eila's back, wrap it completely, and tie it in front.

“Off...!”

And then he stands up, carrying Aila on his back.

My knees are screaming, but it doesn't matter.

My knees are the knees of soul sickness.

It doesn't matter if I get injured to the point where I can never use it again.

If anything goes wrong, you can go to the resuscitation center and scold Linai for treatment.

The lives of Enin, Aila, and Vincent will be more precious than my life being resurrected.

After carrying two people like that, I can hear my breathing and Aila's breathing in my ears.

Ayla is worried about me, whose blood has risen to the top of my head.

“Is Lee Rim okay?”

“It’s never okay. It’s so heavy I feel like it’s going to fall over.”

“I’m sorry. Because it’s heavy...”

“... It's not heavy. It's because I'm tired.”

In fact, each person's weight is not that heavy, but carrying two people on your back is a bit of a stretch.

Moreover, Ennin is wearing heavy armor.

'it's okay. 'If you can stand up, you can run.'

Still, I think it's worth doing.

“Let’s go again, Vincent!”

“Yes, yes!”

Vincent looks at me in surprise and starts running forward.

Following Vincent, I run with all my might.

Ayla desperately wraps her unbroken arm around my neck.

As her upper body clings to her back, the sound of her heart can be heard quickly behind her.

My back touched the sweaty upper body that was flowing like rain.

As the slippery skin that touches each other moves and shakes, Aila moans as if it hurts because of the friction.

“Ugh...Ugh!”

“Hang in there!”

Eila moans, perhaps because she is in pain, but she cannot stop because the orcs are following her closely.

Just follow Vincent's back.

It's been a while since I ran, dodging a hail of spears and crude axes.

“Ugh... Vincent, are you far away?!”

“There you go!”

As I crossed the last ridge, I saw Grace Manor.

When I saw the flat land leading to the territory at the end of the forest, I felt a sense of relief.

Refugees who see the orcs go straight into the house, and the soldiers on the castle walls move busily.

“... Kuhoo, retreat!”

When the soldiers in the castle see us and take out their bows, the orcs are unable to come out of the edge of the forest and just stare at us.

Then he gave up and turned around and went into the forest.

They seem to have realized that it is not good for the tribe to provoke us any further than this.

“Heo, heo... I can finally catch my breath now.”

“Ha... I survived thanks to Vincent.”

“What. Thanks to Lee Lim taking care of everyone else, I was able to focus on finding my way.”

“... Okay, let’s lie down for now.”

“... That's a pretty good offer.”

“Irim, you worked hard...”

dump-

Everyone lies down on the ground and is out of breath.

The soldiers who saw us on the castle wall recognized Vincent in knight armor and started to get busy.

It looks like they are probably coming out to meet you. The article is really good.

However, when I think about it, it feels somewhat unfair.

'Wait a minute, I'm a knight too?'

Although I am a knight by name, I don't have fancy clothes like other knights, so the soldiers don't recognize me.

'For some reason, I thought I didn't get any special treatment even though I went around the village.'

So I don’t think I’ve ever been treated well.

They say that when a driver comes in, a bar will bring out an extra bottle of alcohol, and a restaurant will give you an extra side dish.

Of course, I think it might be because he is a knight of the Deshade Church.

'I'll try to match my combat uniform later.'

Each knight order pays attention to design to show off their own individuality, and I think people will recognize us if we match our uniforms.

While I was trying to breathe hard into my lungs while thinking about such useless things, the soldiers opened the castle gate.

“Irim. Can you cover the castle wall for a moment?”

Following Eila's words, I briefly raise my body and turn my back to Eila.

Aila then turned away from the soldiers and used magic.

Fortunately, it seems that while he was on his back, his magic power gathered, and he was able to use magic to disguise himself as a human.

Meanwhile, people from inside the gate reached us.

“My name is Claf, and I am the vice-captain of the Security Forces Wall Guard. Longsword's disciple, Knight Vincent! Are you okay?”

An officer and a soldier come out to greet us.

When he recognized Vincent, he even smiled and saluted, but he looked creepy.

Moreover, he only looks at Vincent, as if he doesn't even care about the other people lying there.

When Vincent saw him like that, he changed his attitude to that of a knight, unlike the way he treated us, and accepted his words.

“It’s okay. Thank you for coming out here. We can't leave the gate open for long, so let's go in right away.”

“Okay. I think you are injured. I will contact the Gaia Church right away.”

An officer wearing a feathered hat.

The officers' uniforms were not the basic uniforms issued to security forces, but were decorated with decorations symbolizing their families.

However, seeing that the hem of his clothes was wrinkled, he seemed to have realized that it was Vincent and no one else outside the castle gates, so he dressed up in a hurry to make himself visible.

When the officer gave the order, one soldier ran toward the gate first.

Afterwards, the person who was said to be the vice-captain did not hide his ridicule when he saw me with mud stuck to my pants and military boots.

An attitude of openly recognizing that it is a mental illness and ignoring it.

And the noble looks at me like that and gives an order.

“There’s soul disease! Bring the rest of us and follow us!”

“What man?”

Rather than ordering the other soldiers, the officer orders me to support the two men who are about to die.

If there are people who are injured like this, it is the security forces' duty to help them.

And the soul soldier belongs to the corps, never to the security forces.

But the officer ignores all that, looks at me, and gives unreasonable orders.

No matter how much it's called a soul disease, it's been a long time since I've seen someone so directly and rudely treated.

“What are you doing now!”

match!

The moment he was about to get angry, Vincent came forward and slapped him.

I was also surprised by that sight.

“Gi, driver?”

The officer slaps Vincent and looks at him as if he doesn't know what's going on.

“Treating my comrades in that way is unacceptable!”

“Yes? Ha, but isn’t it a soul disease?”

“There would be no reason for a soul soldier to take orders from your security forces, right?”

“Well, I thought it didn’t matter since this isn’t peacetime...”

“I can’t believe that a man named Garrison Vice Commander is not properly familiar with military law!”

“Sorry, sorry...”

Vincent, who heard the creeping voice, raised his voice even more and criticized him.

However, the content is a bit unfamiliar.

“And he is no ordinary soul sick! He is the knight and bishop of the ‘Shallow Grave’, a knight order directly subordinate to the Deshade Church, and he is a comrade in arms who was fighting the Orc Slayer with me just a little while ago!”

'Wow, my face feels hot.'

I couldn't bear to look at Vincent's words.

Still, the officer makes an excuse, saying that it is unfair because it was something he had no idea about, but the content of his excuse is outrageous.

“I understand the orc, but S-Slayer... Well, even so, isn't this person a soul disease after all? And I heard that the Church of Deshade is a pseudo-group that fights against the Church of Gaia and cannot properly exterminate the heretics... but chivalry is a knight's own thing...”

And Vincent became even more angry at those words, but expressed them coldly.

“Stop! If you speak any further than that, it will be interpreted as an insult to me, who proves this person's identity. Vincent, this longsword's disciple, can follow his teacher's teachings and pledge to return insults as they deserve them.”

Vincent spoke quietly, and the officer seemed to have read the mood completely and made no further protest.

Then he bowed and came towards me. Looks like he gave up.

“Sorry, sorry. Sir! I didn’t know!”

“That’s all you need to know, so please help the people behind you.”

“Ah, I understand! Hurry and gather these people!”

Seeing the officer's attitude change drastically as he chose people, I also felt dirty.

He deliberately stands next to Vincent and adds a word to the officer who orders the soldiers.

“What are you doing now?”

“Yes? I told you to help me, but...”

“When did I tell others? I spoke to the officer.”

“Ha, but aren’t there two people? It's hard for me alone.”

'Look at this?'

Vincent behind me was angry again at the officer's words, and his expression clearly showed it.

Standing side by side with Vincent, he speaks again.

“No, how difficult is it to get from here to the Gaia Church? As a noble officer, you know how to use magic quite well, so isn't that why you're in that position now?”

“That's right, but...”

“I carried two people and walked out from the middle of the Orc camp deep inside. In the body of a soul disease without any magic power. But is that difficult? Are you kidding me?”

“Oh, no!”

“And the other soldiers brought everything, including halberds and spears, because the Orcs were coming, but the couple commander didn't bring a single weapon, so I think it would be better for someone without a weapon to help the wounded.”

“Yes? ... Ah, such a mistake...!”

The officer who followed my words and looked at his uniform became thoughtful.

He came wearing armor with the family emblem that he had prepared in advance instead of his usual attire in order to be seen well by Vincent. It seems that he came in such a hurry that he even left his weapon behind.

‘This is a rather serious person. Are you riding a different line than Hygenic? 'I'm completely lost.'

When I saw the guy starting to break out in a cold sweat, my angry thoughts disappeared and I started to have fun.

“I can’t believe my ears! The comrade who led the great fight to victory made the impossible possible with the body of a soul soldier. But you, the second-in-command of the security forces, didn't even bring a weapon, and you don't want to do the job of supporting a patient, so you're going to hand it over to other soldiers?”

As Vincent spoke as if he was astonished, the officer's face had now turned completely white, making me think that someone had put powder on it.

“Well, that’s not it… I am…!”

“Tsk! Go away. Since we came by ourselves, we should go by ourselves.”

After that, Vincent took Enine from my back and carried her on his own.

“Oh, no! I will do it. yes! Ladies there! I will help you!”

Then the officer hurriedly approached Aila, but Aila was scared and backed away.

“Aaaah! Lee Lim. I hate this person! Your eyes are strange!”

“Yes? How about me!”

Those words became a fatal blow.

“You are such a useless person! Did you say claf? I will remember. I have clearly accepted the insults you have given me and my group. I hope I never see you again after this! I have to tell my teacher too! When you leave the gate, be careful of yourself!”

As Vincent said those words and began to walk forward, the officer followed him on all fours in an almost prone position and began to beg for fault.

'...Wow. Vincent is also a great knight.'

I had always seen him treat me well, but seeing this side of him felt new.

I also think that it is a good idea to maintain close relationships with powerful people.

Although people treat Vincent well not because of his power, but because of his potential as Longsword's disciple.

After that, we walked along with Vincent, and Aila didn't get far before collapsing.

Then he turns to me and whines.

“Ugh... Lee Rim, carry me.”

“Huh? Does it still hurt?”

Aila spreads her arms towards me and places her buttocks on the ground.

Then he tilted his head slightly and answered vigorously.

“Huh? Hmm... I don't think that will work!”

“I think my voice is okay... Ugh. okay. I have to take you to the end.”

When I saw Ayla looking at me with a bright smile, I thought I should try harder.

I kneel on the ground, wrap Aila's good arm around my neck, and tightly grip her sweaty, slippery thighs.

“Now, stand up.”

“Ugh!”

When I stood up carrying Aila, I groaned as if I was chafed by the sweat that had not yet dried.

“Does it hurt?”

“Uh, huh? It’s okay.”

The fatigue and wounds seem to be great.

“Whoa, still, the broken leg and arm are better than the pain that Lee Rim went through.”

Now that I think about it, I had forgotten that Aila felt the same pain I felt.

“...Sorry. I also stumbled a bit. I'm really sorry for coming to you late.”

“Ugh. no. The pain that Lee Rim felt also felt to me, so it was comforting to know that I was not alone. That's why I lasted more than a day.”

Aila pays attention to my feelings instead of my apologies.

Now that I think about it, I feel amazing because I feel like I accomplished everything I had to do while enduring the feeling of my head breaking and my eardrums bursting.

“And I felt good too. Hehe!”

“... That seems like a bit of a disease.”

“Huh? Other than being injured, I'm not sick?”

“No. That's a disease. A bottle full of head.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. Um...”

We followed Vincent while talking.

        
            The Gaia Church's temple is far from the Resurrection Center.

The resuscitation center in the barracks is a place where only soul patients are managed, so people of high rank in the church rarely come.

High-ranking people come only once in a while to take care of unknown things in the resuscitation center or when there is an event, and usually only young priests like Rinai, who do odd jobs, are deployed on business trips.

And since healing magic does not work on soul patients, the priests who have the ability to heal people are located in a temple in the middle of the city.

I did a lot of fighting and wandering around the area near Grace's territory, but I had absolutely no connection to the temple.

The last time I saw it was about two years ago. I went to see it once on a memorial day, but after seeing the temple from afar, I haven't been there once.

'There was no reason to go.'

There are ordinary citizens who donate money and come to receive treatment, but our soul disease is a truly unremarkable place.

Maybe that's why I personally don't have a good opinion of people from the Gaia Church, as they are people who sit around in temples and collect high amounts of money, except for those who voluntarily volunteer to come to the resuscitation center.

That impression is not something that other people think differently.

'Wealth is too concentrated in one side.'

Grace Estate moved to a new territory, leaving behind a previously small territory, and built a castle wall with a huge territory inside.

However, even with that, it is difficult for the inside of the walls to accept all the refugees from all kingdoms.

Even though Grace Estate was the second largest city in the kingdom, it had its limits.

However, in the meantime, the Gaia Church acquired a piece of land that was almost as large as a military base as its own site inside the newly created Grace territory and expanded the buildings.

So, the dissatisfaction is felt not only by me but by everyone who has lived there before, but because the status and name of the denomination are so important, no one can say anything about it.

“You have arrived.”

“... I see. It’s been a long time since I’ve been here.”

Vincent, who was walking down the street ahead, stops, looks back at us, and says.

The temple that I came to for the first time in a while was sparkling more than a few years ago.

The places that used to be ordinary window frames had been turned into stained glass. There was a huge golden sink near the entrance, and there was almost no place on the pillars that didn't have white cloth with golden embroidery hanging on it.

However, the front door is actually a double door with a huge black door and a door with iron bars, so the grand image is completely forgotten.

‘Are you doing this because you don’t know how to spend money? Or do you think this is really cool?'

Right now, a huge amount of money is being spent just on building maintenance costs.

I heard that people who can't afford treatment are ordered to clean the church and receive treatment, but they say they never provide treatment until the cleaning is completed.

There are also rumors that there are people who served for over a month and died while waiting for treatment, with the period determined depending on the amount of money.

I think it's just a rumor, but the fact that such rumors are circulating also means that there are some people who are dissatisfied with the Gaia Church.

When Eila saw that, she stuck out her tongue as if she was out of breath.

“It looks very frustrating. I don’t think the sunlight will come in?”

“That’s right. In the past, when I was hit by magic and the ceiling was open, it was nice because it was so open.”

'Isn't it possible for at least one meteorite spell to fall?'

As I look at the stuffy temple, I also think about the past.

During the war, the temple was hit by an ice meteorite dropped by a demon general. Thanks to that, the wind came in and I miss the old days when everyone, including priests, hugged blankets and slept on the streets as equals.

While we were talking, a priest came out of the temple and guided us inside.

After passing the chapel for a while, I saw a spacious building.

“Vincent. I was contacted in advance. This must be your first time visiting the temple of Grace Estate.”

A high priest comes out and greets us. To be exact, I was greeting Vincent.

Vincent was greeted with a forced smile, even though he was tired of seeing such a priest.

He may be higher in his relationship with the nobleman who guarded the castle wall earlier as he is a knight and vice-captain, but his relationship with the people of the Gaia Church is equal.

“Nice to meet you, priest. As they say, we win. I heard rumors about the church's temple in Grace Territory, but I didn't know it would be this huge.”

“They are the result of the hearts of believers who have been with us since the founding of the nation and the grace of Gaia.”

'Isn't it built to get money from medical treatment money?'

There are many things I want to say, but I will just hold back.

We are here to receive treatment.

The high priest is no different from the vice-priest, and speaks to Vincent without hiding his selfish intentions to further strengthen his personal connections.

However, while listening to Vincent behind his back, I unintentionally heard something outrageous.

“I hope you stop by again with Longsword sometime. We also want to have a deep relationship with the ‘Long Sword’, the only knightly order in the kingdom with no history.”

‘The name of the knights was also Longsword? 'Is he really crazy about swords?'

That persistence is amazing.

The name is Longsword, the title is Longsword, and the name of the knights is Longsword.

When Vincent receives such a request, he pushes the high priest away.

“Longsword is a person who is not interested in anything other than unique swords. Even if I say it, it won’t have much of an impact.”

“In that case, I might have to prepare at least a holy sword. Hehehe!”

And Aila, who was listening to the conversation, couldn't understand it at all and eventually leaned towards me.

“Irim. Have I still learned little about human language? I don't understand.”

“It’s okay. That's a normal reaction when someone you don't know hears it.”

Since it was a long sword and a long sword, Eila couldn't understand and covered her head.

What will that person name when he or she has a child of his own?

‘Short sword? Sword Sword? 'Long long?'

Anyway, there is no doubt that he is a crazy person.

Afterwards, the priest saw that Vincent's face was pale with fatigue and let us go.

“Then, please be sure to convey our words to Longsword, and go inside the treatment room to recover from all your wounds and fatigue. Our priests will treat you with the utmost hospitality.”

“Thank you. Everyone, let’s go.”

“Well, but the people behind me...?”

When Vincent tries to take us in, the high priest stops him.

“These are my comrades. They are the knights of the ‘Shallow Grave’, a knighthood belonging to the Deshade Church.”

When Vincent introduces us, the high priest's expression changes as if he is troubled.

“Well, then you can’t go in.”

“Yes? What does that mean?”

“Well... If you are a knight of the Deshade Church, shouldn't you receive treatment from that church? I don't think people would look very well if they found out that one denomination depended on another denomination, but...”

After hearing those words, Vincent once again sounds angry.

“The Deshade Church unfortunately lacks healing abilities. If so, shouldn't the Church of Gaia lend us its power? All of this is because the members of the Gaia Church delegated the task of protecting the Grace Territory from demons to the Deshade Church, and these people followed in your footsteps and suffered injuries while dealing with things related to heretics.”

Vincent didn't stop there.

“Before I say it again, please understand that I live in the countryside and do not have an accurate understanding of the doctrines of the Gaia Church. Isn’t giving one’s abilities to those in need one of the main tenets of the Gaia Church?”

“Ma, that’s right. That is the doctrine spoken by the first saints of our denomination...”

“But isn’t this a case of trying to kick out people who are hurt just because they worship different gods? I know that all knights order actively provide healing when a wounded person appears.”

Afterwards, Vincent continued to speak passionately to the priest, reciting sincere doctrines clearly written in the Bible of the Gaia Church, which could be thought to have been written on purpose to attract people.

However, even though the high priest was embarrassed in front of Vincent, he did not back down.

“Well... it's still a bit difficult. And since they usually receive donations from the knights, they provide treatment that way, and since they are all nobles, there are quite a few things that come from their families...”

'Try to be a little territorial.'

That's why I'm angry.

Even so, it seems like it's really too much to do this even when there are injured people in front of us.

But at that moment-

“What's going on?”

While the high priest was making excuses, an old man approached from behind, leading several priests.

'Ah, it's him from before.'

It was Elder Caisson, whom I saw at the resuscitation center the other day.

When the high priest saw the elder, he quickly bowed his head and explained the situation.

“Ah, yes. Longsword's disciple has arrived and wants to use the treatment room with knights from the Deshade Church. However, instructions came from above, Elder...”

The elder interrupted him and complained.

“Uh-huh! What are you doing to those who have been hurt? Of course we have to let them in!”

'Why is this person suddenly being so kind to me again?'

Anyone could see that it was a contrived attitude. Of course, you can't do something like that with pure intentions.

“Yes? Sorry, sorry!”

In response to the elder's scolding, the high priest bows his head to the point of humiliation and apologizes.

Vincent expressed his gratitude to the elder.

“Elder Cason. Thank you for your help.”

“What. As the knights play an active role in various places, wouldn't other races no longer be active and become more and more calm? Even if the knight belongs to Deshade's church, it is true that a knight is a knight, and because our church lacks the resources, we have delegated the responsibility of protection to the Deshade church. So you should not discriminate.”

He said as he looked at Enin and Eila who came out behind him and were on his back.

“Ah, these people don’t really know me? Sorry for the late introduction, nice to meet you. My name is Kayson, and I am an elder of the Church of Gaia, gentlemen of the Knights of the Shallow Grave.”

Although he is clearly a person of the rank of a great elder, he actually has the facial expression of a group of merchants who are good at wearing masks and carrying out tricks.

'He just discovered us, but he was quick to calculate.'

The reason he protected us just now was probably because of Vincent.

Anyway, accepting us is not something worth losing.

The high priest who tried to send us out a while ago was nothing more than a display of territoriality from the kids.

Of course, such territoriality is a high-level healing ability that cannot be expected anywhere else, but in any case, the fact that they were sending away a truly seriously injured person, especially a person who had fought against a group of orcs like a knight, is not good for the prestige of the church. It's not a very good move.

So when he heard that, he fired him on the spot for an unproductive act that had nothing to gain anyway, and tried to build friendship with Vincent.

'It's better to just talk to people like this and ignore them.'

However, since his introduction was clearly directed at us, we must respond.

Since Enin was still unconscious and Eila was a guest, I stepped forward.

“Nice to meet you. Elder Cason. They are said to be members of the Knights of the Shallow Grave, a group of knights who assist the Deshade Church.”

        
            I wondered how the elder would react to the name “shallow grave” given over to his sect, but he didn’t seem to pay much attention to it.

“Aha, even though he was mentally ill, he was given the position of bishop by Deshade. Nice to meet you. And I can't help but say thank you. Why, even though they cannot use magical powers, they are so passionate about judging heretics, so I can't help but express my gratitude.”

Even though the elder knew that I was a soul patient, he took a very humble attitude considering his position.

If he was in a position at the level of an elder, he would be in a position where most people would understand even if he treated them poorly, but he does not do that.

However, the content of the conversation made me realize that the person I was talking to was a high-ranking figure in the Gaia Church.

His words only concealed disparagement toward our denomination.

While telling the truth as it is, he calmly puts it down in front of Vincent in a way that naturally reminds him of the details he did not mention.

So, I feel even more disgusted than the priest who openly rejected us earlier.

“But I’m worried.”

“What do you mean?”

'Thanks to someone, we are still progressing well with the task of dealing with heretics. What are you trying to say?'

He continues to say things that, knowingly or unknowingly, make the listener uncomfortable.

“I’ve only just noticed this, but the Deshade Church seems to be missing the most important thing for the Church to exist as a Church. Oh, of course, it's not a problem just because they don't have any healing abilities, because there are gods who attract believers by performing other miracles besides those abilities. And our denomination has been having a hard time due to the widespread presence of heretics, but I think it is fortunate that we have been able to breathe thanks to the Deshade denomination.”

The Great Elder closes his eyes and bows his head for a moment to express his gratitude.

I also bowed my head politely and received greetings from the elder.

And the elder who came up again spoke lightly, as if he was just saying something in passing.

But the content was something that really caught me off guard.

“But do you really know what puts people at ease?”

Build-up of conversation.

The last question raised by the elder, who had been talking about various things earlier, was kindly prepared so that anyone can find the correct answer within the context.

“... It must be healing magic.”

Healing magic.

A magic that rapidly regenerates a person's body that can only be clearly demonstrated through the use of divine power.

And an ability that our denomination does not have.

This was an undeniable fact.

“That’s right. Because healing magic exists, there are adventurers who push themselves to their limits and achieve greater feats. Citizens also live with peace of mind because there is a healing magic that can reattach even if an arm or leg is cut off.”

“Well, I guess so.”

I wondered what he was going to do by highlighting that, but what he said next made it clear what he wanted to say.

“By the way. Wouldn't people be anxious if they heard a rumor that a knight from the Deshade Church came to the Gaia Church to receive treatment even though he was injured? I wonder if I can truly play a role in protecting them.”

'Really, you're going to start a fight like that?'

He just came to us to highlight our lack of healing ability and to make us aware of that and make things clear.

And the fact that he is talking about it in detail and calmly here is also a warning to Vincent, who has a promising future, to decide who he will stick with.

But there was one thing he didn't know.

“...?”

Although Vincent is a knight, he is rather an ordinary citizen.

Since he did not have an accurate understanding of what was going on in the world, he simply received the gaze of the elder, who seemed to have taken the words exchanged between me and the elder as simple concerns about each other.

And since the elder tried to use me as a pawn to recruit Vincent, there was no way I could suffer the same consequences.

To the extent possible, respond appropriately to the other person, politely, and with the same level of intent.

“I understand what the elder is saying. But for some reason, the orcs joined hands with the pagans and appeared at the right time. It's been a while since we took charge of the heretics. Isn’t this truly amazing?”

'Actually, I know it was you guys who invited me.'

We already know that he is dealing with orcs and heretics.

Of course, it is impossible to accuse them unless they are revealed on the surface and there is no clear evidence.

Even this is a land where the Kingdom Alliance and the Church of Gaia have already eaten everything.

So this is just a simple warning.

“I hope that it is not you that they are after. The reason the heretics are gathering around here, putting forth so much effort, is that they may be targeting someone with a position as high as the elder.”

Actually, I have no intention of touching it much.

All I want now is to slowly proceed with the plan to leave the Kingdom Union safely and secretly.

Still, I gave him a clear answer that if he tried to do anything more, I wouldn't really stay still.

It will be up to you to decide how my words will be received.

“... Thank you for your concern. Yes. This really couldn't be more of a coincidence. It's as if trials are being handed down to you from heaven.”

The guy responds as if he knew such a story would come up.

However, seeing as he didn't bring up any special stories or transactions after that, it seems like he felt a little uncomfortable about the warning.

Instead, even though the Grand Elder had no intention of carrying out further maneuvers, he seemed to not want to give up on Vincent, so he brought up the pride of the church again.

“But don’t worry! It's not that I don't believe in the abilities of the Deshade Church, but I also called in a paladin just in case something happened. So, you can rest assured.”

“Paladin?”

The name is a little unfamiliar.

I know about Paladins, but I've only heard of Paladins, but I've never seen them in person.

As far as I know roughly, I only know that paladins are the same as knights, but the difference is that they use magical power instead of divine power, and that paladins use holy power like those paladins, but paladins are specialists in fighting against demons.

I've never seen it before, so I wonder what the difference is.

When the elder saw my reaction, he puffed out his chest even more and boasted.

“Yes. Of the seven paladins produced by our church, one of them has come here. So, members of the Deshade Church can rest assured, trust us, and work hard to reject the heretics. Even if you unexpectedly fail, we will fill your place.”

Since it is natural that things will proceed as he intended, the Grand Elder seems to have called in helpers on the premise that our failure will inevitably occur someday.

I'm tired of that guy's attitude.

'okay. 'Eat you all.'

He seems to be keeping us in check in order to make citizens and connections that will benefit the church rely on his church, but I have absolutely no intention of engaging in a power struggle.

Deshade, the god I serve, has liberal policies, so he just needs a few people to help him as long as he can stop the resurrection of demons. He is a god who has no intention or care about growing bigger than that and engaging in conflicts between denominations.

Deshade doesn't care about anything else and just gives us a little power to help us make our choices. In some ways, he is an exemplary god, but a bit frustrating.

And I have no intention of becoming the same as the rotten people like the Gaia Church.

'There is no need for me and the church to be tied to this land. It's Guardian's responsibility and it's a shame, and if you leave it behind, those who want it will take it back.'

As long as I'm ready to leave the kingdom, I'm willing to give up any job or position I have here.

To begin with, we were only doing missionary work in this city and did nothing, so I don't know why we feel so threatened and are clinging to it.

'Ha... I'm so tired.'

Most of the time, I get tired just listening to him talking.

I wonder if this will continue when we find out that our goals are different, but since saying that goal is suicidal, I don't bring it up and just endure it.

I just gave a cursory answer and passed it on.

“I will. Well, if I'm having a hard time deciding, I'll tell the elder.”

“... Yes?”

“Well, we are saying that we will feel at ease since the person who is said to be a paladin has come. As the Gaia Church has protected this land before us, even if we fail, they will be happy to fill the empty space.”

I feel like I want to kick my shins, but I have to cover my seat.

Unless we were meeting in a narrow alley on a dark night, I decided to hold out here.

“...bland.”

“What did you say?”

“No. Let’s take a rest. We hope you like our denomination’s treatment facilities.”

I guess he didn't like my reaction at all.

He might have been expecting my face to black out hysterically, but there was no reason to get caught in his actions when his intentions were clearly visible.

The elder's smile was distorted, even if it was only for a moment. Then it passes us by.

After finishing our meeting with the elder, we entered the treatment room together.

And among us who entered the treatment room, none of us had our mouths open.

“Wow, this is my first time in a place like this.”

“This is my first time seeing this too.”

Ayla was surprised and I was also surprised.

I guessed from the name of the treatment room that it felt like a simple aid station before I came in, but it felt more like a facility in a hotel rather than a treatment room.

The ceiling and floor were all shiny copper.

In the middle of it was a huge bathtub filled with water.

And on one side, male priests are surrounded by women with towels wrapped around their lower bodies, receiving steam all over their bodies.

‘This is beyond your imagination, isn’t it? 'A facility like this is inside a temple?'

No matter how you look at it, this feels like an entertainment establishment.

If you look at it positively, it is a night pool without music.

“Vincent, aren’t we in by mistake?”

“Well, this is my first time seeing this too.”

When I asked Vincent if this was average, he also looked around in confusion.

As we stood still, like people coming from the countryside to the city for the first time, a woman approached us.

And we were once again surprised by such a woman.

'No, is it really inside the temple?'

The woman was wearing priestly clothing.

However, it is slightly different from the priestly uniforms that priests usually wear.

The steam-soaked priest's uniform was made extremely thin, unlike the existing priest's uniform, so the skin was visible, giving off a strange feeling.

And it was short, short.

It was incredibly short.

Up, down, waist, stomach, legs...

Everything was short.

“Welcome. Welcome to the treatment room.”

I ended up concentrating without even realizing it.

I finally came to my senses when a priestess approached me and started talking to me.

There was a small necklace hanging around the priestess's neck, indicating that healing magic could be used, and thanks to that, I realized once again that I was in a treatment room.

“It is a treatment room... It feels a little different from the treatment rooms I know.”

“The atmosphere seems a little different?”

'It's not a little, it's a lot.'

The priestess responds with a smile to Vincent and my impressions.

“The body can be treated with healing magic. However, it is difficult to heal a wounded spirit. The pain you felt when you were hurt, that memory, becomes an obstacle in moving forward. So we wanted to create a space where the mind could also be healed.”

They claim that they created a healing facility similar to therapy.

'No, I think the intention is good, but the result doesn't seem right.'

However, in our view, the appearance of the treatment room we were in right now was something that was somewhat different from what was intended.

She left us dazed and began taking care of the patient.

“Now, please come this way. I will treat the person behind you first.”

The priestess takes Enin and removes her helmet.

Then, along with the other women, they wipe away the blood-soaked hair and this time begin to take off all the clothes on their bodies.

“Um, over there?”

“Oh, sorry. Men, I will guide you there.”

“Yes? Oh yes.”

“Then Lee Rim. See you later.”

I was worried, but I couldn't bear to see him take off all his clothes anymore, so I left the job to Aila and moved to another place with Vincent.

I also thought that I should get some treatment because I wanted to enjoy at least a placebo effect as I was slowly losing strength from my body, perhaps due to the side effects of the strengthening potion.

When we arrived at the changing room on one side, the priestess spoke to the two of us about changing clothes.

However, I was embarrassed again because I had to undress a little unintentionally.

“Then I will take it all off.”

As comrades in arms who faced life and death together, we were of one mind and one mind at this time.

““All?””

At the same time, in response to the answer that comes out, the priestess guides those who are experiencing it for the first time, saying that it is worth it.

“Yes. Just take it off and wrap this gown around your body. As soon as we confirm that you two do not have any wounds that require healing magic, we will guide you to a place for decoction.”

And there was no time to answer.

As soon as we finished speaking, the priestesses came and attended to us, took off our clothes, and began to carefully check our bodies.

Vincent and I were busy covering up important areas with red faces.

“There is nothing wrong. Then, let’s go to the bathhouse in the middle.”

In the end, I was only allowed to put on the gown after fully extending my arms and rotating my body once.

“... The Church of Gaia is scary.”

“You said you were wearing clothes for treatment... but I couldn't say a word since you approached me dressed like that.”

So we walked towards the bathhouse, bending slightly at the waist.

        
            Guided by the priestess, we enter the huge bath in the center.

“You can stay here for about an hour and then come out. Of course, it doesn’t matter if you stay longer.”

“Okay.”

I feel strange when I try to go into the bath with my clothes on.

I feel like this is an action that goes beyond what I know, and I think this is a sense of immorality.

with a plop-

When I dip my body starting with my feet, the water overflows a little.

And soon, a moderately warm temperature begins to spread throughout the body.

“Ugh...”

“... This is pretty good.”

Without realizing it, sounds like old men came out of my mouth.

It's been a long time since I went to a public bathhouse.

'In modern times, if you went into the bathhouse with your clothes on, you would have been scolded by the owner.'

He may have been subjected to not only swearing but also physical assault, but that is irrelevant here.

There is a saying that when you go to Rome, you have to follow Roman law.

'hmm? This...'

I didn't notice it because the steam was thick, but there was a strange groove on the tile on the bathroom floor.

Looking closely, there was a magic circle on the floor as well.

The tiles on the floor of the bathtub, and the grooves in the tiles, are continuously connected to other tiles, forming several layers of magic circles.

It looks like it's not just an ordinary bathhouse.

Vincent was also surprised to see the floor.

“This is a healing magic circle. I would have never been able to come up with the idea of creating such a huge magic circle on the floor of a bathtub.”

“I think it would be difficult to manage at this level... but it’s neat.”

While we were momentarily admiring the power and wealth of the Gaia Church, which we did not know how much money it had cost to create -

Chalbang-

Suddenly, the two priestesses who guided us approached, entered the bathhouse, and sat down next to us.

“The baths of this church have a relieving or curative effect on curses that interfere with the mind and body.”

“Ah, yes.”

“I hope you enjoy it for a long time. It's a soup made up of herbs collected from all over the kingdom union, and herbs that would normally have been impossible to gather in one place.”

“Uh, yeah...”

The priestesses continued to talk about various things and began to approach slowly, very slowly.

“... Are you going to stay with us until we leave?”

'It's a bit burdensome.'

Even though you are wearing clothes, your skin is completely visible because you are wet.

“Some people faint in the bathtub due to the sudden laxative effect. Our role is to assist you until you leave.”

As the priestesses said that, they moved next to us once more.

Vincent and I were suddenly caught between them and couldn't get out.

It's hard to keep a smiling face and make eye contact.

And the pressure didn't end there.

“But the drivers.”

“Yes?”

“We provide services that are more helpful for treatment by charging an additional fee.”

Their arms begin to wrap around ours.

An arm covered in soft skin and fruit-scented water wrapped around our arm and interlaced our fingers.

“Volunteering... yo?”

“Yes. We do a variety of things, including work to correct physical balance, private rose baths, and massage to help stabilize your mind and body. Everything is done by going into a private room with us.”

“Do you have a private room?”

“Yes. This is a private room. The church will rent you a place where no one can be disturbed, with noise-deadening walls on all sides, in exchange for a small amount of money.”

“I wonder if I need a quiet place that much...”

'Okay, a little bit in this gap...'

“Hehehe.”

Kuuk-

'shit.'

I tried to pull my arm out once, but failed.

“ Instead of doing that, think about it. Are you saying that more people are using it than you think? There is a comfort that cannot be felt in an open place like this. In a place where there are no ears, we can heal your mind and body by making sounds just for you?”

“... Ah, yes.”

“Most of the time, it makes you feel good, so it is also well-received by many people. And-”

Then he comes close to my ear and speaks in a whisper.

“It may be possible to achieve harmony.”

'Harmony? what? What does it imply? Are you really talking about the harmony of yin and yang? 'Is it real?'

As I started stroking my body with my wet hands over my clothes, they started to come in close contact with me, and I became unable to move.

“Rain, Vincent?”

I looked to the side because I felt like I couldn't get out on my own, but-

'Oh, this person won't work either.'

His face was completely red, and the only thing he could do was to withstand the priestess's touch.

It seems that my voice cannot be heard by the coquettish voice of the priestess whispering in my ear.

“... How about it? Would you like to go into the room over there? Well, if you really want it, this is fine too. However, it is a bit embarrassing for us, so we may end up asking for quite a bit of money.”

“Ugh!”

“Now... which do you prefer?”

She pressed her chest against my arm as if she had no intention of hiding it anymore and brought her lips close to my face.

The sweet voice heard from so close by had the charm of binding people with just its movements and voice, even though it may not have actually been a charm spell.

And the moment your lips overlap-

Tumble!

Left ahhh-

The water overflowed with such force that we fell.

When a man entered the bathtub, a huge amount of water poured out.

Thanks to this, the priestesses' clothes were about to come off, so they all had to adjust their collars.

Even if the clothes were already wet and no longer used as clothing, they moved instinctively thanks to the sudden situation.

'Whoa, he's alive.'

After sighing in relief, I check who the man was who entered the bathtub at exactly the right time.

And after being surprised by the size of the bathtub, I was surprised again.

'what? 'Why is it so big?'

He was a huge man.

He is much taller than the knights who take their physical training to the extreme, and the muscles packed all over his body wriggle with exposed veins.

He was a man who made you confident that even if he were to fight a large orc or a strong demon without any magic power, he would easily win.

The man gives advice to the struggling priestesses.

“Don’t force people too blatantly.”

“Paladin.”

'Is this person a paladin?'

The large brown figure had scars all over the place, and the priestesses were gulping and staring at the scars.

“Hmm...”

However, even if a person has such an enormous physique, he or she is still a person in the end.

Paladin also lets out a moan like the men in the bathhouse as the warmth begins to surround every part of his body after completely submerging himself in the bathtub.

It seems that even a paladin can't help but sound like an old man.

As he settles down, all the nearby priestesses flock to him and chatter.

“Are you okay? I heard that you met some orcs on the way. You said you were hurt.”

“Don’t make a fuss. It was just a little scratch.”

“If you just got a scar, we will completely erase it.”

Even as the priestesses came closer, the Paladin did not move.

“It’s okay. Even though he was an orc, he was a rare and impressive opponent, so I think it would be a good idea to leave him like this and remember him every time I see him. But-”

While he was enjoying the warm water with his eyes closed, he suddenly opens his eyes and looks around.

“It looks like there are so many people hurt like this even in broad daylight. That’s also true of priests.”

Startle-

Hearing his words, the other male priests who had entered the bath first began to shake off the female priests' arms in a panic and leave.

Soon everyone left and we were the only ones left.

The paladin then closed his eyes again and dipped himself into the water.

However, rather than enjoying the warmth, I really felt like I was in the water briefly for the purpose of treatment.

“Hey, hey, Paladin! How should I do this?”

At that time, a familiar voice was heard from outside, and a priestess hurried in, holding an object wrapped in cloth in her arms.

It was Linai.

“Uh, Rinai?”

“I, Lee Rim? Why are you here... Now, wait! Even more than that, wasn’t this a treatment room?!”

Linai, like me, is very surprised and hesitates as if she is seeing this place for the first time.

“Do you know my servant?”

Instead of answering Linai, the paladin opens his eyes and looks at me.

Eyes that don't reveal much emotion.

It feels like he is asking a question purely because he has a question, rather than saying something with an inner meaning like the previous high priest and elder.

“I know you all from the resuscitation center, but are you an valet?”

“Ah, yes. Recently, while receiving training somewhere else, I was told that Paladin had arrived today and that I had to become his exclusive servant from now on.”

'So that's why I couldn't see it.'

Previously, I visited Linai with Master at the resuscitation center, but he was not there.

It seems that Linai, who was in the resuscitation center, was not seen because she had moved to become Paladin's servant.

“Well, I guess that was it.”

When the paladin heard my answer, he seemed to understand the answer and didn't ask any further questions.

Then he held out his hand to Linai.

“Give it to me.”

Linai carefully unwrapped the item wrapped in cloth and handed it over to the Paladin.

It was a book.

However, it was not an ordinary book.

“Here.”

“Hmm?”

“Oh, no. What if you bring that to a place like this?”

The book that the Paladin received, as Vincent pointed out, was not just a book, but the 'Book of Wen Grain' containing the Hell Mimic.

The Paladin simply holds the scary book in his hands, looks at our reactions, and tells us what happened.

“Do you know about this devil’s book? There was a huge black orc that attacked me on the way here. So I killed that guy, and I found a book that showed the devil's energy coming from his body, so I took it back.”

'I don't know if that's a Mimic.'

From the Paladin's explanation, it seems he was on his way and encountered the same Slayer we faced.

However, the fact that you don't know how scary that book is means that this person was killed in one hit before the Slayer could attack with that arm.

Vincent does not hide his respect for the Paladin and sends him off as he speaks.

“I see you’ve met the Slayer. The Slayer is a group of orcs who have joined hands with the heretics.”

“It was that kind of name. When I swung the side, I responded back. It was a great person I met after a long time. If he hadn't accepted the power of the devil, he would have been a pretty good opponent.”

He says that and shows the scar on his shoulder.

A slightly deep wound, as if it had been stamped on the side.

That was the only wound that seemed to have healed quickly thanks to the healing magic.

So I got a feeling.

‘I understand now. I have a general feeling of how strong I am.'

The four of us were fighting against each other with the readiness to die, but the fact that he took on the enemy head-on, alone, showed how strong the Paladin was.

        
            Vincent continued to worry about whether the book the paladin was holding was too unsettling.

“Dae, you are an amazing person. But that book is dangerous. It's not an ordinary book, it's a Mimic of Hell in disguise. It would be best not to hastily open the book.”

“I see. Somehow, no matter how much time passes, the devil's magical power does not disappear. By the way, what are your names?”

“Ah, this is Vincent, Longsword’s disciple.”

“... This is Irim, a knight of the Deshade Church.”

I was tensed for a moment at the belated announcement.

I've never been happy to bring up our church's name in front of people from the Gaia Church, so now it's a reflex.

However, the Paladin did not show much of a reaction as expected.

“Vincent, a knight, and Lee Rim, a knight of the Deshade Order. Thank you. I am a paladin. Thank you for sharing information for the church. Then we need to take action.”

Sigh-

After receiving our advice, the paladin stood up and folded the book between his hands.

Flash!

As he crushed the book with both hands, white light burst from his body. It is divine power.

Wow...sss...

'Well, there are all those ignorant people out there.'

This is my first time hearing it.

As the Paladin injected divine power into it, the Mimic screamed and struggled, then slowly crumbled into powder and disappeared.

“So, the rumor was true. I heard that a paladin is capable of banishing demons and extinguishing evil beings with pure divine power without any special sacred magic or rituals...”

Seeing that the other priestesses were acting like people who had seen an amazing sight, it seemed like she had divine power that was incomparable to that of others.

The Paladin destroys the Mimic and takes a moment to catch his breath.

“Whoa, it takes a lot more strength than I thought. I have to go and recover my divine power. I'm going to go pray. Get ready.”

“Yes? yes. I'll get ready right away.”

Afterwards, when the Paladin got up from the bath, the priestesses began to busily prepare clothes.

Thanks to Paladin, we too stayed in the bath longer than we thought.

Vincent went out first, saying he was starting to feel dizzy, and I took advantage of that opportunity to get out of the bathhouse, get dressed roughly, and talk to Linai.

“Rinai, it’s been a while since I saw you. When did you move?”

“Ah... I was ordered to return to the temple a day after Elder Cason came... At first, I said it was okay, but then I went, saying it was important, and I continued to learn things like etiquette for a few days. He then said that since the Paladin is coming today, I can go in as his servant.”

This is fortunate.

Actually, I was quite concerned about not being able to see anything.

When the Terraim officer, who was also an honorary elder of the Gaia Church, interrogated Astesia, Linai protected her friend by providing evidence at the most important points.

So, in addition to Astesia's defense at the time, I wondered if the Gaia Church had imposed some kind of penalty upon finding out that Astesia had always treated members of our church well, but it appears that was not the case.

“I see. Since I couldn't see it, I thought I might have been harmed.”

“Do it! There is a little bit of notice, but no one raises their hand that directly. I still believe in our denomination.”

'It's a problem even if a person is too nice.'

Linai hurriedly waved her hands left and right and denied it, as if nothing had really happened.

I can't see any wounds or anything like that on her body, and seeing as her expression is bright, I don't think it's a lie.

However, it appears that the emotional distress is not completely gone.

If it were a sanctuary where many people other than priests went, it would be obvious that they would be treated as a thorn in the side of a temple full of priests, especially high-ranking priests.

'The good news is that I'm not doing chores, but rather working under the Paladin's direct control.'

At least, if you're under the Paladin's direct command, it means you don't have to listen to other people's orders, and even though we only met briefly, looking at the Paladin's condition, I don't think anything major will happen.

In fact, I have made suggestions about Linai several times before.

Even while I was catching the heretics, I went there a few times to get treatment... and each time, I wanted to meet Astesia, but strangely, my workload kept increasing and I said I didn't have time to go see her.

So, after getting a general idea of how things were going, I asked him if he wanted to leave the Gaia Church since he was with our church, but he said it was okay because he had a promise with Astesia.

While I was recommending it several times, I didn't go to the resuscitation center for a while, and when I suddenly went there, I was a little worried because I couldn't see it, but if it was a promotion or something, I was glad.

Even while talking with me, Linai looked at the extent to which the Paladin's preparations were completed and asked a question implicitly.

“Um, how is Astesia doing these days?”

“Well... ”

Linai’s words remind me of the devil’s advice.

Asmodeus told me to take good care of Astesia.

He already said that he was having troubles these days and wanted to give him some strength, so I thought we'd talk about it when I get back today.

Perhaps because Rinai is well aware of the personality of Astesia, whom she has been with since childhood, she asked me for a favor.

“... Please take care of yourself because you may be alone again and worrying about it all. He's probably worried that other people are having a hard time because of him.”

“You seem to know better than me. It would be great if Astesia could meet Lina more often than with me.”

“No, I’m sorry. The church rejects her, so I have to go find her myself... but now that I'm Paladin's servant, it's going to be even harder than it already is. Oh, and talking to Lee Rim will be more effective for Astesia than talking to me. Because to that kid, Lee Rim is something more than me.”

“...”

“Did you know?”

“Ah, yes.”

He accepts Linai's advice and prepares to leave.

I accepted the discarded equipment brought by the other priestesses and thought about it for a moment.

In the past, I would have asked her if she ever wanted to leave the church again.

But now, I couldn't do that because I thought being a paladin's attendant would be a pretty good position.

'Then at least we can assume that there will be no harm to other people in the temple in the future, right?'

I think it's the same whether you're a resuscitator or a paladin who has a lot of work to do.

It's a pity that being a paladin's servant has become a somewhat unconventional position, but it may be a defense in its own way for Linai.

After that, Linai didn't stop worrying about Astesia until right before I left.

“If I have time, I will personally visit Astesia. Just because it’s a temple doesn’t mean it works all year round.”

“Yes, I would appreciate it. The Church of Gaia still offers good welfare to its priests, so you will always have a day off. Don't worry. Oh. But the problem is that if the paladin moves to another place, shouldn’t Rinai follow him?”

“That’s not it. Paladins are people who move around from place to place, so my servant role is said to be an exclusive errand boy that only works while they are staying in one territory. When moving to another place, do not have an attendant. It is said to be a pilgrimage route, so the rule is to travel alone. Of course, unless my status changes again to something like a knight-errant following Paladin.”

If so, that's fortunate.

However, after talking about leaving somewhere, my heart wavers a little.

'What if I lead the church and go somewhere else?'

Astesia can only be in our church, and if I try to change churches, she won't be able to meet Linai.

Maybe we won't see each other again until we die.

'... I guess I'm being too pushy.'

Although it was only for a moment, I felt like my heart was shaking.

At that time, the Paladin who had finished preparing approached.

“Let’s go.”

“Ah, yes. All right. Then Lee Rim. I'll take a look later when I get a chance.”

Paladin changed his clothes, called Linai, and left the treatment room.

When I saw the back, I thought we should go out too.

I also asked the priestess where Ennin and Aela were.

“Hey, we’d like to go too. Do you know where the others are?”

“If you are a group member, you are resting outside after finishing treatment early. Since you have been treated with healing magic, your bones and flesh will regenerate right away, but if you stay in the water for a long time, it may be bad for your body. They both left after about 30 minutes.”

“Ah, I see. Thank you.”

After changing my clothes and going outside, I saw that everyone was sitting on the chairs outside to cool off.

“Ah... Irim is here...”

“Oh.. you’re here...”

Enin and Aila, who came to their senses, were almost as weak as if they were dying.

Still, the exhaustion seems to have been resolved to some extent, as both people's skin is still firm.

Vincent then decided to leave us and go straight back to his lodgings.

“Then, comrade. Today was a good experience. It may sound arrogant, but I think today's battle was a great feat.”

“We succeeded because our burden became lighter because of Vincent. Thanks to this, the rescue was successful and efficient.”

“Not much to say. If you have any problems next time, please come see me. In the morning, I spend some time at an inn in front of the east gate and then leave.”

“If there is a job, I will do it. I was really thankful today.”

“Thank you so much. Vincent. If you come to the church sometime, I will give you a great treat.”

“Goodbye, human knight... I was thankful too...”

That's how I broke up with Vincent.

'Now we should go too.'

I take care of Enin and Eila, who are unable to get up from their seats.

“But are you okay? Are you sure the treatment is complete? It looks like I have no strength.”

“The only thing that is healed is the wound, and the physical strength does not come back. So it's a bit difficult. Still, I think I've regained the stamina to walk. Let's go back now.”

“I want to eat rice... I tried eating some fruit earlier, but that wasn't enough...”

The two people get up and walk around languidly, but I keep getting worried.

I wonder if the priests of the church may have overlooked the wound.

'Let me check it out.'

I don't have any expert knowledge, but I wanted to check it somehow.

“Ennin, please excuse me. I just wanted to check if the treatment was complete.”

“Ah, yes. But how...?!”

He approaches Enin and covers his left ear along with his cheek with his palm.

Then he put his mouth close to his right ear and spoke.

“Can you hear me?”

I was worried that my eardrums might burst again and bleed, so I spoke quietly and softly.

“Yes... Ugh! yes Hey, I can hear you! So now, stop...”

'Is this really okay?'

Enin says it's okay, but we need to be sure about this.

Healing techniques also have a time limit, so if the illness relapses over time, it will be too late to seek treatment.

'I'd like to find out in a little more detail.'

So I carefully inserted my finger.

“...!”

I'm not skilled in medicine, so I don't know anything about it.

Still, I thought I should look into it until I somehow convince myself.

“Hmph...”

“Do you think it would be better for Lee Rim to stop?”

As I continued to wiggle my fingers, Ayla, who was watching from the side, smiled brightly and spoke to me.

“Huh? why? Still, I have to make sure.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to go and ask God to look after the rest? I think you know it well.”

“Is that so? Well, that might be better. Then let’s go back quickly.”

Eila had a point, so I removed my hand from my cheek and tried to go back.

Kkook-

Enine held my hand as it fell away.

“Huh?”

“Eh? ah! I'm sorry. Stop reflexively...”

“Ah. Yes.”

I was startled when my hand was suddenly grabbed.

I may have been moving my hands strangely because I was sensitive because I had just received treatment.

As I removed my fingers and looked for which direction to take from the temple to find the lodgings, I heard two people talking quietly.

“I heard that Lee Rim knows how to treat people well? Right?”

“Well, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Hmm? Enin was in a good mood just now. No?”

“... Please be quiet.”

“What did you say?”

“No. I said let’s go back quickly.”

“Yes. Let’s go back quickly, Lee Rim. Look ahead, ahead!”

'what? suddenly.'

They're whispering among themselves, but I don't know if they're doing it because they have something to talk about.

Now I have to go back to the church.

‘What are other people doing? I wish Master would wake up more than that.'

        
            It seemed like we had been wandering around all day, but the day wasn't over yet.

It gets awkward because I'm used to going around hunting down heretics every day and coming when the sun sets and darkness begins to fall.

The sun is shining like this, but when I try to go back to my dorm, I feel uneasy because I feel like I haven't finished everything I need to do.

'I don't know if this is workaholism or something.'

It's funny when I think about it now.

Even though it was a responsibility that had been passed on to some, they had been running around until the soles of their shoes were worn out to prevent people from dying in vain, but in reality, they were just running around in the same game created by the rotten bastards who had their hands behind the scenes.

Honestly, now that I had safely returned to Eila, I thought it might be best to just pretend to track down the heretics.

“Whew, is it here now?”

As I walked with that in mind, I finally arrived at my accommodation.

Even though the sun hadn't set, everyone else was pretty tired.

I may be able to walk around a little more, but Enin and Aila should rest today.

Squeak-

“Hmm?”

When I opened the door to the dorm and tried to go in, someone came out from inside.

“Deshade. Then let’s go.”

“I’ll see you again next time.”

Two men and an officer who appeared to be leading us were coming out of our lodgings, saw us, nodded briefly in greeting, and passed us by.

When I looked at the patterns on the necks of those men, I realized they were soul diseases.

“Are those people mentally ill who come for counseling?”

“I guess so. It seems like more and more people are visiting these days.”

Enin had told me something before, so I asked him about it and it turned out to be true.

“You seem to be able to walk around during the daytime lately.”

“I think it's probably because the castle is temporarily sealed off. Although we're on standby for any emergency, we're probably spending it like a holiday since the orcs aren't really going to attack us.”

“That’s good.”

While I was thinking that if I really had time left, it would be more efficient to spend my energy on other things rather than watching Deshade, which is definitely not an idea a bishop would do, I remembered that soul patients have nothing to enjoy even if they are given a day off anyway.

'...Well, since I didn't believe in God, I had nothing to do, but other people would come to pray to the God they serve.'

Prayer is ultimately an act largely driven by self-satisfaction.

If you're going to do it, you'll probably feel more comfortable praying in front of a pseudo-temple like this, or at least a being similar to the god you worship, rather than on the bare floor.

So we made way, opened the door again, and went in.

As soon as the door opens, Deshade's voice greets us.

“Welcome, you wandering lambs. What are you worried about today? Oh, it's you guys. Yes, it looks like the lost elf has found his way home.”

“Uh, welcome. I'm so glad you're safe.”

Astesia and Deshade were in the hall on the first floor.

Deshade had his arms crossed, but when he saw us coming in, he stood up and opened his arms to greet us, then got embarrassed and got down again.

But is it because I feel like it somehow looks cheap?

For some reason, rather than an image of God, it seemed more like a magician spreading his arms to attract attention just before performing a show.

“Did you just do that to look dignified?”

“Is there something strange? I passed by before, and the priests at the temple of the Gaia Church greet people like this when they come in, so I followed suit.”

As expected, Deshade was infected with something strange from somewhere else.

“That means that anyone worthy of knocking on the temple door is welcomed because they have the means to help gild the pillars of the temple. So, that's just the subordinates trying to show hospitality to the superiors, and wouldn't it be better for God to just sit there with dignity?”

In fact, other than that, there are already problems from a spatial perspective.

We do not have a temple worthy of a temple.

What Deshade and Astesia are currently decorating is the first floor hall of the former mercenary corps dormitory.

Although it is a place where quite a lot of people can come, it cannot truly function as a temple, so no matter how hard Astesia tries to decorate it, it still feels like it is temporary.

Moreover, if the people who come here know about the splendid temple of the Gaia Church, it goes without saying which one will be more majestic compared to the hall of this ordinary three-story building.

Astesia hears those words and expresses her opinion to Deshade.

“Well, then shall I greet the people and lead them upstairs?”

“That might be a good idea. Starting tomorrow, let's try decorating the innermost room on the second floor.”

“Ah, but the second floor is where we stay, so it might be better not to reveal it...”

“That’s right too. Hmm... Then it might be a good idea for us to hang something on the pillars of the hall.”

“Then, I will look in the basement warehouse to see if there is any cloth that can be used.”

Astesia and Deshade begin discussing again how to greet guests.

“... I'm really glad that you seem to be having fun even when we're not around.”

Looking at the two of them, being active isn't a bad thing, but dignity doesn't seem to exist even if you try to look for it.

I feel like I probably won't be able to find dignity no matter what I do in the future.

'Obviously one of them is a god.'

Deshade, who is currently drawing a superficial picture with Astesia and planning the movement route and decoration for people, looks excited and happy like a middle-aged man who has just opened a store.

There is no divine appearance at all.

I think the two soul patients from earlier came to me with the feeling that they were being counseled by a local guy.

Enin seemed to think so too, and when he saw that, he smiled slightly and then asked Astesia about his teacher's condition.

“How do you feel about Hwarim? Have you woken up?”

“Oh, no. He is still lying down and Thistle is taking care of him by his side. According to what Deshade said, he will probably wake up tomorrow.”

When I heard that, I felt a little at ease.

'Asmodeus was a great help.'

Originally, there was no guarantee as to when he would wake up, but after Asmodeus helped him, there seemed to be hope.

Deshade hated to admit it, but he didn't lie.

He himself said that Asmodeus watching over his teacher was a great help.

“Umm...?”

And Aila, who had been away on the way but now returned and had no idea what was going on, asked us because she didn't know what our conversation meant.

“Huh? Why Hwarim?”

“Ah, you know this Hell Mimic we faced, right? I was attacked there and my soul was injured.”

“... What? Your soul gets hurt?”

Eila was surprised by Enin’s answer.

Then he raises his ears up as hard as he can and asks again.

“Irim, was that really that scary?”

“I didn’t have enough time to explain.”

“Ugh, if it was that scary, I would have told you to run away right away...”

“What do you think? It worked because I won. And I agreed to fight because I saw the odds of victory.”

“Well, if Irim said so, it would be so, but it can't be anything else, it hurts the soul, and even from an elf's point of view, it's a bit big...”

“Huh? Aren't they all the same even if they aren't elves? Even elves hate getting hurt.”

“... Oh, of course it is, but um... let's pretend I didn't hear this.”

Aila acted as if she had made a mistake during the conversation and then cut off the conversation.

Well, I couldn't tell Aila about the Slayer because he suddenly appeared.

I had no idea there could have been such a huge orc, and the guy had a Mimic implanted in his arm, and time was running out.

Aila, who heard detailed information about Mimic from me, began to tremble and walk while unbuttoning her clothes.

“Wow, that was really nerve-wracking. It won't work. I'm going to rest for now until I eat. Enine, let’s take a nap too. You're tired.”

“Ah, I guess I still have to prepare dinner soon... Sigh!”

Eila immediately blocked Enin's mouth as he tried to enter the kitchen, then lifted him up and placed him on her side.

“Enine, just sleep with me. Right now, I think I'll feel more at ease if I have someone by my side.”

Just a moment ago, he whined that he had no stamina and wanted me to carry him until we arrived, but I don't know where he got that stamina.

“Well, still...”

“There is a saying among elves that sleep is the best medicine. Now that I think about it, doesn’t this apply to humans too? Anyway, if you make food without any energy, it might not taste good! No matter what you do, just wake up and do it!”

The two people said that and disappeared to the second floor.

I also want to rest, but I think dealing with these mimics first will make it easier to sleep at night, so I'm getting ready to go out.

Time is gold.

If you have any stamina left, you should do what you can first.

“Okay, just change my clothes and... um?”

As I was getting ready to go out, Astesia, who had just finished discussing with Deshade, mentioned that she was going out before me.

“Well, then, since you guys are back, I’ll go to the adventurer’s guild.”

“Huh? Why there?”

“I previously wrote to the guild that I was looking for a used carriage, but this time someone said they wanted to sell a carriage and wanted to contact me. Now that it's past time for more people to come, I thought I'd go.”

“Oh, that’s right. You've gone alone before and applied to be wanted, right? I didn't know it would take a month. Thank you, I feel reassured thanks to you.”

Several thoughts come to mind when I see Astesia holding a straw hat to cover the small bat wings on her head.

Astesia takes care of various tasks while we are away.

Astesia almost took care of arranging the carriage on her own, and she and Deshade were also doing everything to greet people while we were walking around outside.

In addition to that, there were times when gangsters called Gaia devotees would come and fight with me, and although I politely sent them away, it probably wasn't without pain.

'I just wish I had more confidence.'

You may think that you have to do such things for yourself and that it is rather difficult for us who fight outside, but I feel proud of Astesia, who has the courage to greet others even though she must be anxious as she is a demon living among humans.

So, since I came back early after a long time, I suggested that we move together.

“Oh, that’s right. Then, just take care of these books first and then come with me. While I'm on my way to work, Enine is having a hard time today, so I'll bring you something to eat for dinner. I haven’t been to the market much.”

“Oh, is that so? Then I will tell others.”

“Yes. Just wait a moment.”

I pick up a book while watching Astesia going upstairs.

Books finally gathered in one place.

A book with its eyes facing upward and a book with its eyes facing downward.

I don't know why these books are divided up like this, but it took longer than expected to put together a set.

'... Could it be that the direction of the pattern is different depending on the gender of the Mimic?'

I guess I was definitely tired today.

'I guess I turned around.'

The Mimic created by the devil himself is not some kind of ginkgo tree and there is no way it could have a gender, but they are worrying about such useless things.

“... Okay.”

There is no need to show weakness.

I rub my eyes for a moment, pretending not to be tired, then open the door and go straight into the alley.

The alley on the other side is just 10 steps away.

In the darkness of that alley, Raines was always there.

'Aren't you tired of it?'

Even though it took almost a month, that woman did not move from her fixed position and looked at us every day.

Occasionally, I would be away for a few hours as if I had another mission, but once that was over, I would come back and start waiting again.

I don't care if it's raining, the sun is setting, or the moon is rising, I'm just standing there and my legs don't seem to hurt.

I still don't understand.

It's amazing that a simple errand boy can follow the rules so thoroughly, as if he were a highly trained assassin somewhere.

'It's like I'm tied to something.'

Today too, Reigns stayed still until I approached him.

So I speak first.

“ character. Here's what I promised.”

A book is thrust at Reigns, but he doesn't move.

He doesn't make any moves to receive the book or even turn his head in this direction.

At first, I thought they were simply ignoring it, but that wasn't the case.

'You sleep in that position?'

Reigns was leaning against the wall and closing his eyes.

        
            “...”

Reigns is stuck against the wall without making the slightest move.

The hood was lowered to cover his face, but when I looked up from below, I could see his face breathing quietly with his eyes closed.

At first glance, if you passed by without noticing it, you might think it was a scarecrow that someone had put up in the wrong place, but I was surprised in a different way because I knew that the person standing there was Raines.

For some reason, when I came into the dorm with other people earlier, I felt like I couldn't see them much today.

Unlike usual, I was sleeping today, so I guess it was located a little deeper rather than in front of the alley.

However, it is difficult to sleep while standing.

And it's also something I don't necessarily want to do.

'Can you really call that sleeping?'

Even though you feel somewhat stable by leaning against the wall, your body completely loses its strength the moment you try to fall into a deep sleep.

It's natural for humans to stumble and almost fall, but because of their sense of balance that reacts first, they startle and wake up.

Then, sleep takes up more of your physical condition than getting drunk, and getting tired becomes an added bonus and becomes a habit.

“... Are you there?”

Of course, that's not my job.

Instead of touching Reigns directly, I spoke to him right in front of him, and Reigns opened his eyes too late, frowned, and saw me.

“...”

As expected, the quality of sleep wasn't that good.

Without saying anything, Reigns turned his back from the hard stone wall and repeatedly closed and opened his eyes.

After a moment of silence, Reigns spoke.

“... I asked them to put a sign on the door.”

“What?”

Reigns then raised his head and looked at me.

He has a slightly annoyed expression.

Strangely enough, I thought Reigns was an expressionless person, but I was surprised to see that he knew how to show emotions like this.

Reigns then reminded us of the promise we made.

“Didn’t I promise that I would come visit you if you hung a red ribbon?”

'Are you serious?'

It feels a little absurd.

This woman is now saying that she saw the sign and said she would come find it, but since she did not keep it, she will not receive it.

'You're so damn inflexible.'

I was so excited that I thought about holding out until I received it, but since Astesia was waiting, I decided to finish it quickly.

Without saying a word, I turned around and entered the dormitory, searched the shelf and took out the red ribbon that Raines had given me.

I tied it to the outside doorknob and waited a while when I heard a knock on the door.

Knock knock-

“I came from an immortal institution.”

'I wonder what this is doing.'

Rules like playing house.

However, the strictness of the rules was greater than the legal provisions read in a bloody trial where guilt or innocence of murder was at stake.

When I opened the door, Raines had finally come out of the alley and walked up to the door.

“...Wouldn’t you be tired if you lived like that?”

“I don’t think we are in a relationship where we can exchange advice about each other’s values, right?”

Really, she's a girl who doesn't want to be cute, but would like a little bit of cheapness.

“Yes. Well, we're not in a relationship like that. Now, the promised book, The Book of Wen Grain.”

“... I checked the forward and reverse patterns. I'll give you the rest of the money right away.”

The book disappeared into Reigns' cloak and came out in a pouch containing gold coins.

“Total 150 gold. This concludes this transaction.”

I didn't bother to open it and count all the coins on the spot, but just glanced at the gold coins and tied the string again.

Considering his personality, the gold coin bag probably contains exactly 150 gold coins.

“Then I’ll go.”

“Oh, wait a minute.”

Afterwards, Reigns mechanically responded to me and was about to leave, so I decided to ask him some questions while I was at a loss.

Because Peria asked me to do something.

“... Are you going to return to your organization like this?”

Reigns accepted what he said, perhaps because he was still asleep, or because he thought that since this incident was over and a certain level of trust had been built, there was no reason to refuse contact so harshly.

“No. Afterwards, the goods will be delivered through someone else and I will go back to do other work around here.”

“If you’re going to stay that long, why don’t you find a place to stay? This territory is overflowing with inns. Recently, wizards and alchemists have all disappeared, so it has become less active again.”

“For an errand boy, speed is the key. It is natural to wait in a position where you can react quickly.”

When I talked to him, it felt like he was more of a hunting dog than an errand boy.

It is a very loyal hunting dog that will die if its owner tells it to.

However, compared to how diligently he performed his duties, Reigns' previously briefly demonstrated dislike of Agoni was not at all appropriate.

“Is there a reason to be so obedient? The other guys at your organization that I've met are doing their own thing and working side by side. Are they really focusing on their weaknesses?”

“You think so.”

'No, there's no such thing as being friendly.'

A bit sarcastically, even if you interrogate aggressively, meaningful information does not come out easily.

It's very difficult to keep the conversation going.

At this point, I wonder if he knows my intentions and is intentionally trying to block the conversation.

“Then I’ll just leave.”

“Huh? Ah, sleep... no. Okay, go.”

I was thinking about catching it, but this time I just thought I had failed and sent it away.

It was so difficult to continue the conversation around me, so I just gave up.

“Whoa... that’s it.”

After that, I turned around to see Raines, who was going straight into the alley, and went back to the dorm, when Astesia came down wearing a brimmed hat.

It looks like everything is ready to go.

“Are you finished?”

“Yes. Since we received the money, let’s take it like this. You never know, you might end up buying a carriage right on the spot.”

The total budget for purchasing both the carriage and horses is 200 gold.

The total money received from Raines was 150 gold.

“It's good to have a horse, but if you don't, it's okay, so let's make sure you have plenty of money.”

“Yes. Then I will take out the money.”

We counted the gold coins at the hotel, put in 50 more gold, and went to the adventurer's guild.

-------------------------------

The person I met at the adventurer's guild introduced himself as someone who used to be a merchant.

“So, you want 100 gold for this?”

I looked at the carriage I had arranged, and it was in better shape than I expected.

It is a wagon used by merchants and is a medium-sized wagon that can carry about 10 people.

The reason he put it on the market as a used wagon even though it was a new wagon that had only recently been used is because his business was a huge hit so he got a bigger wagon and was selling this wagon as a used wagon, so it doesn't seem like a bad idea.

“That’s right. Isn’t 100 gold cheap? It's not a small carriage, and it's surprisingly difficult to find a carriage of this size. The wagons used by merchants have to be much stronger than ordinary ones because they have to carry a lot of luggage, but since they are made by multiple craftsmen above a certain size, they can easily cost more than 150 gold. And-”

“Are you trying to say that these days, most of them are delivered for military use, so there aren’t many for sale?”

“You know very well. So, if you want to get better items, you'll have to look into the Empire. If you miss this opportunity, you might have to go there.”

It's not bad, but I still want to save more money if I can.

'What was the original price? Was it around 160 to 170? Still, 80 gold seems reasonable.'

Still, I thought the price would go down to about half because it was used, but I think it's a lot more expensive.

You can pay for the 100 gold itself, but we also have to buy a horse here.

Since the carriage is large, you will need to get at least two horses, but horses are much more expensive.

'I think this price is too much.'

First, let's start bargaining.

“We need to get a horse and are short on money. Can you give us a little more?”

“Boo, please do me a favor.”

The merchant seemed a little concerned about our request and offered the amount again.

“Hmm... Then I'll give you up to 90 gold. As a bonus, I will just give you the covers on the wagon.”

'What, you're backing off sooner than I thought?'

I was worried that I would have to negotiate, which I am not used to, but they willingly lowered the price.

When I saw that they were giving me a bonus, I thought I had met a good person.

I guess not all merchants try to make a tight profit.

“Astecia, what do you think? Are you okay?”

“Ah, yes. They also reduced the price, so you can't say no to it. I think it’s okay.”

I thought that if I missed this moment, I wouldn't know when I would get it again. So I decided to buy a carriage right away.

“Good. Then pay right here...”

“How about looking a little closer?”

As I was trying to open my pocket, someone came in from behind.

The voice was still familiar to my ears because it was talking to me just a moment ago.

It was Raines.

“What, why are you here? Did you follow us?”

“Did not follow. I just came because I had some business to do.”

She suddenly appears, walks between us, and begins examining the carriage.

The merchant and Astesia are embarrassed by such behavior.

“Um, over there?”

“Well, what are you doing? I'm doing a transaction right now and you're interrupting me. We are currently meeting through a guild introduction. Please don't disturb me.”

“Deal? It’s not a scam?”

Raines' confident answer to the merchant's words suddenly brings me to my senses.

'Scam?'

After saying that, Reigns went under the wagon and pulled out a strange part.

Then he shows me the parts.

“You were here. Bishop, do you know what this is?”

“... Well, okay. Is it even an important axis?”

I only knew about the prices of carriages and horses, but there was no way I knew every single part.

“It is a carriage axle made from something called wanhu tree. It is a tree that explodes from even a small spark.”

'No, why were the carriage parts made like that?'

After explaining, Reigns took out a small magic tool.

It was a lighter named Light.

Raines took out a small dagger, cut off part of the carriage, and then lit it with a light.

Then, even though the wooden part was only a small part, it made a popping sound and made such a noise and explosion that people around me looked up.

“Well, is it okay to make a carriage out of that kind of wood...?”

Astesia sees all of that and carefully asks Raines.

“Of course not. It is a tree that carriage makers, as well as craftsmen working in workshops, should never use unless they tell the person buying this item that they lost their parents.”

After listening to Raines, I immediately questioned the dealer who was trying to sell us these bombs.

“No, then the merchant was trying to sell us a carriage like this?”

“I, I don’t know. Why is that there...”

“No, that makes sense...”

“Could you please wait a moment?”

“Huh? Uh...”

When I tried to raise my voice, Raines pushed me away slightly, walked right in front of the merchant, looked him straight in the eye, and spoke.

“Recently, there have been several incidents where a carriage stopped on the road in a quiet place due to a hot topic and, quite by accident, was attacked by bandits.”

At her words, a drop of sweat flowed from the merchant's head.

“I-I don’t know.”

“Of course you would. When did I say merchants were involved? I'm just saying that there is no evidence that the merchant installed this himself. Maybe someone was playing a prank.”

“... Yes, that’s right. There is no evidence anywhere.”

I thought the conversation was coming to an end, but Reigns didn't stop there.

More and more pressure is put on merchants.

“By the way, you recently traded carriages with other territories twice. And coincidentally, those wagons were all manufactured under the same name, had the same parts installed, and were attacked by the same bandits.”

“Well, how did you know that...?”

“Because it was our organization that bought those wagons.”

The man's face became completely contemplative, and sweat began to pour down like rain.

Looking at him like that, Reigns smiles and says.

Not a real laugh, but a threatening laugh meant to overwhelm the other person.

“Now, shall we try bargaining again?”

That laugh was like the laugh of a bad-tempered person who was bullying a child.

        
            “Then here is 20 gold.”

“...”

He places 20 gold coins on his wrinkled palm, which seems to represent the merchant's shit-chewing expression.

After that, I looked around the carriage and found that there were more parts that needed repair than I thought.

It was a new carriage only on the outside, and thanks to Raines, we found out that it was a fraudulent carriage, remodeled from an almost disused carriage.

It seems that Rains had business with this merchant before us, so he had researched the carriage extremely thoroughly in advance, and on our behalf, he found all the defects in the carriage, as well as any defects that were intentional.

So when the price of the wagon went down to below 50 gold, the merchant couldn't stand it anymore and got angry, but he told Raines-

‘Then shall we take the carriage and go to the security forces now? I have some more interesting documents I've prepared for you.'

After hearing that, I couldn't say a word after that.

In the end, the carriage passed into our hands.

Raines almost became a middleman halfway through, completing the transaction for the carriage on our behalf and greeting the merchant.

“Then thank you.”

“...”

“Are you not straightening your face?”

“If it were you, would you open it?”

“The transaction was completed at an appropriate price, so shouldn’t you be smiling? Anyone who sees it will think that the carriage, which was being used for criminal purposes and was intended for a high price, was handed over at a fair price under duress.”

“Queunnng...”

So, smile.”

Cheer-

'The smile is really scary.'

The merchant reluctantly responded to her murderous smile with a momentary smile and quickly left.

We also expressed our gratitude to Raines after the merchant left.

“, thank you. Thank you for helping us...”

“Thanks to you, I saved money.”

Although I had plenty of money, I thought I would definitely spend up to 100 gold, but I saved a lot.

Hearing what we said, Reigns waved his hands twice as if he was grateful and then put back the hood he had taken off.

“It just overlapped with what I was trying to do. I never had any intention of giving advice.”

“That’s called advice. Because I actually benefited.”

“If it hadn’t overlapped with what I was trying to do in the first place, I wouldn’t have even talked to you. So I don't think it's a reason to be thankful.”

'They're trying to push it out so hard.'

I'm grateful for the things I'm thankful for, but I don't like the stiff attitude either.

I ask Raines what he really thinks.

“So what will that person do now?”

“What are you talking about?”

“I heard your organization suffered damage? So this isn't the end of it. Isn't this the end to retaliation from the front, and wasn't he planning to do something behind the scenes?”

Although it was expected, the reason Reigns came out in front of the guy wasn't really because he wanted to hit the price of the carriage and see the guy's displeased expression.

That's something the wealthy people of the Gaia Church do when they make fun of others. Considering the immortal organization's personality of pretending to be an exemplary group in front of them and not hesitating to do tricks behind their backs, the reason why Reigns has stepped forward now is for the revenge that will follow later. It must have been a deliberate provocation.

This was done on purpose just to induce him to act, to let that swindler merchant play into the palm of their hands.

'I guess the goal is to follow where this guy is headed after this.'

Reigns did not deny my prediction.

Reigns lifted his hood for a moment to look into my eyes, and when he realized I wasn't going to let him go that easily, he sighed and took a small whistle out of his pocket and blew it.

“Phew...”

Hwii-

A whistle that makes no sound and only makes the sound of the wind.

However, it was not only audible to human ears, but it was a signal that was quite loud to some people's ears. Several people wearing hoods similar to Raines near the entrance heard the signal and chased after the merchant.

“You have good insight.”

“I may not be smart, but I have a pretty good sense.”

“... However, if you think about it normally, I don't think it's a very good idea for a bishop of one denomination to reach. It would be important to hide your way of thinking.”

“Is this advice?”

“This is my repayment for the advice the bishop gave me.”

“Then let me say thank you. Still, the Gaia Church members say that too, so there’s no reason why they shouldn’t say it’s me, right?”

“Well, that’s true.”

“... Ah!”

While we were talking, Astesia stayed still, but when a person passed by quickly and her hat was about to come off, Astesia quickly put it on.

And Raines was interested in Astesia.

“... Is that the succubus?”

It's rare to see Reigns voluntarily bring up the topic first.

“That’s right, did you know?”

“To some extent.”

“Do they even investigate all members?”

“Not really. When you just walk around the city, you automatically hear various rumors. I know the rumor that the Deshade Church is protecting a demonic woman because it is famous. And when the bishop and others left, his face often appeared and I thought it was him.”

“If that's the case... I don't mind.”

The conversation stopped for a moment.

Raines thought he was going to stop the conversation there, but when he saw Astesia holding on to her hat tightly again, he suggested that they move aside for a moment.

It is attached to one wall of the Adventurer's Guild.

I left the carriage outside, but since there are no horses, no one will be able to take it.

Raines did not appear to be in a hurry to follow the gang members who had gone out after hearing the whistle, probably because her role ended there anyway.

“... I guess I don’t have to follow you?”

“Yes. I'm just saying that my guesses were all correct anyway, but what I promised was, 'Intentionally leak information to the merchant so that he feels threatened and returns to his organization. Afterwards, consider the situation and return.' Because that was all I had to do.”

“I guess they are careful to only do what is ordered.”

“There is no reason to go through all the trouble.”

“I agree with that.”

After a short conversation, there is silence again.

No matter what I did, the awkwardness didn't go away.

“...”

We were lined up against the wall.

Reigns, me, and Astesia stand in that order.

'I never thought this combination would work out.'

It seemed like Raines was about to speak, so he didn't speak first, but strangely, Raines didn't speak right away, but stayed silent for a while before speaking.

“... Are you happy?”

“Yes, yes?”

A question that has no context and is random.

Astesia was taken aback by the sudden question aimed precisely at Astesia, and Raines asked back in detail.

“Even though you are a demon, I wonder what it is like to live freely in a human village.”

That question was largely a pure question.

However, I don’t know what Raines was thinking when he asked that question.

So, although Astesia was a little embarrassed, she answered sincerely.

“Ah, yes. I... think I'm happy.”

“I heard that you are under the protection of the religious denomination.”

“Of course, it's called protection... but rather than protection, I think it's more like we're living together, like family. Everyone helps me when I want to do something, and even though I only make a living by helping others, I think I'm happy enough with that.”

“... Is that so.”

Astesia blushed but answered with a clear smile.

Reigns saw Astesia's smile and answered slightly late.

Then he was silent again and then said one word.

“Can you express what it means to be happy?”

“Uh... Well, I don't know. I need to think about it a bit...”

'Well, they ask all those questions.'

This is a difficult question to answer.

But Astesia is a good child.

Even though I was asked a difficult question again, I thought about it sincerely this time.

Then, as if he remembered something, he said, holding the straw hat he was wearing with his hand.

“... Hmm, can my happiness be expressed through this hat?”

“You mean that straw hat?”

“Yes. Under the shadow of this hat is my happiness.”

Astesia looked at the floor, and our eyes followed her to the floor.

What is on the floor is a circle of shadow created by a small straw hat blocking the sunlight coming through the window of the adventurer's guild.

Astesia said, lightly moving her feet under the small shadow.

“As a demon, all I am allowed to see right now is this small shadow, but this shadow is also the sanctuary that Lee Rim created for me. I am happy that I, who once ran away to the demon spirit, can walk freely in the human city again, that I can meet my close friends again, and that I can wear a hat and walk side by side with other people.”

After speaking, Astesia looked like she had made a mistake even though it was a good answer.

Well, that is Astesia's only happiness.

Raines, the person who asked the question, wondered if he had given the wrong answer because it was a somewhat incomprehensible answer to express the concept of happiness itself.

And it seems Reigns felt that way too.

“It’s hard to understand.”

“Sorry, sorry.”

But Reigns was satisfied with that answer.

“... Still, I think it was a good answer. Given that answer, I felt that the happiness that comes from freedom is real and not just a consistent concept.”

She said and then took her back from the wall.

When we saw that and were checking the luggage we had, wondering if we were about to part ways, Raines muttered something to himself.

“So now that I know that it exists, I have to try harder. The seemingly endless cycle of promises will end someday.”

“... What?”

I could hear it because I was close, but it was still something I couldn't understand.

“No. I'm just talking to myself. Then I'll just leave.”

After saying that, Raines disappeared into the crowd of people.

It disappeared just as quickly as it appeared.

Acting inconspicuously may have hurt you.

“Well, he was somewhat of a mysterious person.”

“Should I call something like that mysterious, but it’s just fucking crazy. He asks only what he wants to ask and then leaves.”

After sending Raines off, we went outside to the carriage to go back.

The horse that pulled the carriage was taken back by the merchant, so we had to move the carriage in a different way.

“So what should we do now? After all, it would be a good idea to rent a horse from the guild for a while, right?”

“No, the cost of renting it is expensive, so let’s just take it.”

Astesia's offer wasn't bad, but when I saw the size of the carriage, I had a good idea and declined it.

“Yes? You want us to drag you along? Well, I'll try my best... but I don't know if it will work.”

“No, I’ll do it myself.”

Roll up your sleeves, bow your head, and enter the part where you want to speak.

Then I gave the carriage a little push and thought it would work.

It may be impossible to drag a carriage and run like a horse, but it is quite possible to drag it slowly.

Even during the war, horses often died, so we often had to retrieve the wagons ourselves.

“The road to the market is anyway, so why not use it instead of a cart.”

I grabbed the wooden part that connects the horse and pulled it, and it was quite possible, probably because the basic strength was good.

The soul's body is very good in this respect.

Astesia is surprised to see the carriage move when she applies some force.

Then, I decided to put in a little more effort for Astesia and took action.

“Why don’t you get on?”

“Yes? Are you going to be heavy?”

“I don’t think there will be much of a difference, right? Let’s give it a try.”

“But it’s okay... Wow?!”

Before Astesia could say anything, he put his hands on her sides and lifted her up, putting her on the carriage.

It was very easy thanks to my skinny body.

The waist is so small that it makes you think it might break if you strain it incorrectly.

“It’s light as expected. I only eat small amounts of rice. Aren’t I too thin?”

“Well, I still eat a lot more than before because Sisul keeps taking care of me.”

“Then I'm glad.”

I just pulled the wagon and headed toward the market to buy food and snacks.

Astesia said she would walk carrying the items, but since she already had a carriage, she asked me to check the comfort of the ride.

As we made our way back from the market, it suddenly became quiet.

““...””

A moment to catch my breath for the first time in a while.

Even though it was supposed to be such a fun time, we were spending the time feeling awkward.

        
            Pulling a carriage through a well-paved road.

Clatter-clatter-clatter-

However, no matter how well-made a road is, it cannot be completely flat.

Every time the wheels roll, the luggage loaded on the carriage bobs up and down, whispering in my ear as if asking me not to forget its presence.

“... Zeroth order.”

Astesia must have thought that the noise of the luggage would disturb me, so she changed the arrangement of the luggage to eliminate the noise, but for me, I felt that the last line of sound between us was gone.

'I'm at a loss for words because it's my first time being alone like this.'

Now that I think about it, I feel a little awkward, perhaps because I've always been around other people.

I have talked about Asmodeus many times because he appears in the form of Astesia.

But now it is 100% pure Astesia.

In fact, the number of conversations Asmodeus had when he borrowed her appearance was greater than the number of conversations he had with Astesia.

After much deliberation, in an attempt to somehow continue the conversation, I ask a question.

“... How are you these days?”

“Yes?”

“I was just wondering if it was difficult or something.”

'No matter how much I think about it, I think I started off wrong.'

However, I personally thought it was the worst question to begin with.

This isn't a conversation between a father and a child, and it's so awkward that it kills me.

So, let’s hastily add some more flesh to the conversation.

“Ah, yes. Have you talked to Asmodeus? I’m not sure if it’s a story or something.”

Fortunately, the question I asked this time worked quite well.

When the story of Asmodeus comes up, Astesia speaks with excitement.

“Ah, about that. Actually, Asmodeus left a letter for me. Sometimes, I remember things vaguely, but I think Asmodeus borrowed my body once in a while. It seemed like they mostly welcomed people who were a little scared when they came.”

“Oh, did you? But should I consider that a blessing... Well, it doesn't matter as long as you're okay with it.”

“It’s okay. Because in the end, he too is my ancestor. I feel that he is not doing this with any ill intentions towards me. Ah, but if I have any inkling that something like that is happening, I will let you know right away.”

“Yes. It must be so.”

In addition to Deshade, Asmodeus seems to have been paying attention to him on a regular basis.

When I heard that, I felt fortunate.

Receiving the blessings of both the devil and God, I think it is something unprecedented, although I am also similar.

But that wasn't what I really wanted to talk about, so I decided to just ask him directly.

These are Astesia’s concerns, which she heard through Asmodeus.

“Hmm, I heard you were thinking about something other than that? I heard that he usually thinks that he can't help us or something.”

Then Astesia said 'Ah' and realized that Asmodeus was the one revealing her true feelings. She was embarrassed for a moment and then spoke slowly.

“... Actually, I was heartbroken because other people suffered because of me.”

“Hard times? What trouble?”

Astesia says, putting her hat down on the carriage.

“... It's all because of me. Because you surrounded the demons, you took on all sorts of tasks from the Gaia Church... and everyone got hurt because of it. Hwarim said he would wake up tomorrow, but he almost got into big trouble...”

'Is that what you were thinking?'

His voice seemed to be getting more and more depressed, so he quickly stopped talking.

“Well, I'm living a busy life these days. No matter how many times you catch the pagans, they keep increasing like fish in season. If you come a little late, this bastard... People get angry and ask why you came so late. They say it wasn't like this when the Gaia Church was protecting it. Also, in their time, it wasn't the church that came directly, it was adventurers who ordered them to do it. At the time, they couldn't even say anything, so they only pounced on us who were helpless. Did you leave anything behind? Babies.”

I suddenly got a fever.

As for us, we run around until our feet are on fire and deal with the infidels, but the people who were deprived of food and whose families were killed say they don't care about our circumstances.

When the Gaia Church was in charge of the matter, some people who were depressed and unable to make a sound no matter how many weeks passed until the incident was resolved, came to get angry when they heard that our Church was doing this.

So even if you don’t want to become disillusioned, you can’t help it.

“... I'm sorry.”

'Oh my, did I say that a bit harshly?'

As I was talking, I became angry and spoke harshly.

Even though it's not even his story, he changes his words while appeasing Astesia, who is scolding her for thinking that it's all her fault.

“But, there’s no need to be sorry. It's not much different from before, but...”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“I was cursed the same way as before and now, and I have never been treated properly.”

Although they are talking about various things, it is still a familiar sight to me.

“I am mentally ill. At first, people said they were happy to protect them. But as time goes by, we start to think that we are just a labor force that can be used and thrown away.”

“Ah, I came to know that as I lived there... That's almost all the things soul patients ask Deshade about when they come to visit. Why do they have to go through this? Why don’t people treat them as the same people?”

I am fortunate that I now have a guarantor named Enin and that I often meet good people.

But other soul patients are in much worse conditions than me.

Even now, I still work in the mines until I die after being run over by golems, do the logging I used to do, and recently, in the case of large-scale monster habitats that adventurers don't want to take on, I still do the work of pushing in spirit bottles to get rid of them.

It is said that in the back, manpower is being deployed to do full-scale farming work, but at this point, the kingdom cannot run without soul soldiers.

“That's right. Even if we work hard, we get nothing in return. Even if I go out to the village and try to rest, sometimes they recognize that I have a mental illness and say, 'Why should I just do my work and come here to rest?' There are crazy people who say that, and among the officers, there are people who try to treat them like accessories.”

“... I saw it. There are some people who are particularly cruel to soul patients.”

Since I am very insensitive and tend not to notice people like that and approach them, there were almost no major conflicts.

But there are not only people like me.

In the past, people who were kind and simple like Noan met the wrong people and there are many people who become purely sad, skeptical, and devastated by depression.

I'm busy looking after myself, so I try not to pay attention to those people, but Astesia, who stayed with Deshade and the church instead of us, seems to have seen it all.

“So, the story is that there is no difference between before and now. It's the same for me and Sisul, and Sisul said that even before Deshade took the reins, there were a lot of fights because he went around alone like that. He also said that he got hurt often because he was an adventurer, and ah, if he decides to be sorry, he does feel a bit sorry for Enin.”

“So it was my fault...”

“Stop. Don't say that anymore. It was my will that decided to bring you in the first place.”

I speak a little harshly to Astesia, who is blaming herself again.

As I thought about it, my feet stopped moving.

I can't do many things at once.

I'm still good at concentrating on one thing, but the moment I try to organize my thoughts and talk, I'm a person who stops even walking.

I look back.

He looks at Astesia on the carriage and sees Astesia with a tearful expression on her face and speaks straight.

“You asked me to give up on you in the end, right? But, I didn't like that, so I saved you on my own. Do you think that I devoted myself to saving you, whom I have never even talked to, because I am a good person? no. It's just because I didn't like your idea. I just wanted to destroy that thought.”

“...”

Make eye contact.

Although Astesia doesn't say anything, she continues to listen to me.

“Don’t think it’s your fault. I'm paying for my decisions now, so you don't have to think about anything. You just...”

Take a breath.

We talked too much at once.

As I look at her, I pour out all the thoughts I have had and the ugliness I had stored up in a corner of my heart.

“You just need to rest in the place I made for you.”

“...!”

If you want to do something, you will do it at any cost.

And we take responsibility and protect what we have gained as a result.

If you make a choice, you should get something in return.

I knew from early on that it was unfair to get only what you wanted and not be left out, and that the world was not easy to make it easy to do that.

With Deshade's power, I trampled Astesia's choice.

That's because I don't like stories about a saint who dies while protecting the world as a victim of a military tragedy.

So, in return for that choice, he promised Astesia that he would create a place for her to rest anywhere in the world.

My current situation is paying the price.

He is simply paying the price for taking Astesia's opinion and keeping her alive as he pleases, even while ignoring her opinions.

So this is not a just action.

I'm just in a situation where I ended up trying to fulfill my greed.

“... Black, huh, black!”

“Uh, wait a minute...!”

Astesia begins to sob as I finish my story.

Luckily, we're out of the busy streets, so there aren't almost no people around, but that doesn't mean there aren't any.

A woman passes by, clicking her tongue and glaring at me, and I feel a chill.

'I'll have to drop it off first.'

The moment my shoulders were shaking so much that I raised my arms to get off the carriage -

Kkook-

Astesia hugged me with both arms.

“Okay, thank you. Ugh... Thank you so much...”

“...No, I don't think I said anything to be thankful for...”

I just said what I wanted to say unilaterally.

I don't think Astesia has done anything for me to be grateful to.

But despite this, Astesia continues to thank me.

“It’s okay. It's just that... I'm so grateful to hear it directly from Lee Rim's mouth once again.”

The strength of the arms that embraced me became stronger.

Then, she carefully poured out the weak feelings that were buried deep in her heart.

“... In fact, there are many people, including members of the Gaia Church, who recognize me and point their fingers at me when I go to town. Telling them to leave, that the protection of the church has disappeared because of you... and that no one will welcome someone like you.”

“If you remember the face, tell me. I'll come find you and beat you up.”

I heard that the number of such people had increased since the Great Elder arrived, but I had no idea that there were people who said so directly.

If you just tell me, I really need to go find you and beat you up.

There are too many cheap people who take it for granted that they work for free.

“So I was wondering if it was really okay for me to be here... But I'm really glad you said that.”

“Well, because I promised.”

I said I would prepare a shelter for Astesia, and I plan to keep that promise no matter what.

However, now that I think about it, I was thinking about leaving the Kingdom Union.

So, since it seems difficult to create a permanent shelter, I think this is an opportunity and quietly talk to Astesia.

“Oh, but it doesn’t have to be a kingdom, right?”

“Yes?”

Astesia has almost stopped crying and looks at me with red eyes.

While I was hugging her, I could see her eyes filled with tears, even if it was only for a moment, and it looked beautiful.

'No, what are you thinking while you're talking?'

I come to my senses and continue talking.

“Uh... not right away, but we don't get treated properly anyway. So, I was thinking about leaving the kingdom. They say the empire has diverse religions, so I thought that would be a good place.”

A story told slightly cautiously and with caution.

Astesia listens to me and speaks urgently, tightening her throat.

“Well, I’m fine! Whoop! Oh, I'm sorry. I will follow wherever Lee Rim goes!”

The crying has stopped and now it looks like hiccups are coming.

Although he was embarrassed, he answered my question clearly.

However, since the answer was given too hastily, it seems to have come out without thinking about many things, so I explain the inconvenience caused by it.

“Well, think carefully though. If I leave here, there's a good chance I won't be able to meet Linai. I heard you recently became a paladin's servant.”

“Oh, if that’s the case, you don’t have to worry.”

“Huh? Why?”

Contrary to my expectation that Astesia would worry a lot, she answered right away.

We have been best friends since childhood, and the answer was so quick that I wondered if a decision could be made right away.

And from her answer, I soon understood why she was able to make a decision so quickly.

“Still, Asmodeus told me that it was good magic... or so, anyway.”

“Ah, you mean... using a villa or something.”

“Yes. It's the same castle as before. However, at that time, I couldn't handle it completely, so I could barely move it with the help of the Demon King... but they say that from now on, if I use it little by little, I can handle it as I want. So, I'm thinking of using this to meet Linai.”

Thinking back on Astesia's words and how Asmodeus connected the space to where the orc was that day, I think it's pretty good.

According to her, the power Asmodeus gave her is the power to connect doors to two separate spaces at will.

He said that it wouldn't be an incredibly long distance, but that later, as his magical power gradually recovered, he would be able to move between cities.

“That’s good. I can't meet Rinai right now because she's busy, but she said she would make time to meet me later, even if it's on a holiday. It would be a good idea to save time.”

“Of course, not only that, I’m really happy to be able to help you, Lee Rim. He said that once you've been to a place, you can open the door anywhere as long as you have enough magic power. Whoop! Ah, it still hasn’t stopped...”

If that's true, it would definitely save time.

I think that if you use it well, you can use it later when you run away to the empire.

“Okay, thank you so much for thinking of us first.”

“Ugh...”

He stroked Astesia's head roughly once and placed her back on the carriage.

Afterwards, force is applied to the carriage to start again.

“Then let’s go now. Everyone will be waiting.”

The sun is getting dark before I know it, so I think I have to go quickly.

I wiped Astesia's eyes with my fingers while stroking her head, but the red eyes from crying so much didn't seem to come back.

For some reason, my face got flushed when I put my finger on it, so if Peria sees it, she might say something about it making me cry.

“Aaaa! Oppa, what did you do again!!!”

And as soon as I arrived at the accommodation, I ran into Feria who was just returning.

Peria starts running towards me, shouting loudly.

“It rang, right? This must be your fault! What are you doing to my friend!”

“No, when did you have friends again...”

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tap-

Bah!

“Ugh!”

When Peria saw Astesia hiccuping with her face still red, she literally ran towards her and hit her on the shin.

“No, it’s unfair!”

“It’s true that it rang!”

“Uh... Of course, I am the one who provided the cause!”

“Then that’s right!”

“... Is that so?”

'If you just look at the causal relationship, it seems correct, but it's still unfair.'

When I thought about it, I couldn't deny it.

Still, I feel a bit unfair because I don't think it's a reason why I should be beaten.

“Then that’s right!”

“Wait a minute, Peria! Stop!”

He also tried to cut my shin, so I used the bondage bracelet to stop him.

After that, he urgently looks back and calls out Astesia.

“Astecia! explanation! explanation! Let’s clear up the misunderstanding!”

“Hahahaha... Sigh! Haha... sob!”

However, in order to get out of this situation, Astesia's testimony is essential, but the misunderstanding cannot be resolved as Astesia laughs and hiccups repeatedly.

Astesia just keeps smiling, me in a hurry, and Peria who stops and takes out a weapon suitable for throwing from her bag.

In the end, we had no choice but to enter into a standoff in front of the lodging with the carriage between us.

“I told you to stop laughing and explain!”

“Oppa, I told you not to use that, but you dare use it again? If this gets resolved, I really won’t let you go!”

'I'm going to go back, really.'

        
            “Keuung... Hah... Haha...!”

A voice resounding in a small room.

Soft yet firm skin felt on the contact surface.

A scent that tickles the tip of your nose after you have just taken a bath.

Apply strength by moving clean skin upwards along the muscle texture.

“I’ll grind a little harder.”

Phuuk-

“Quaaa!”

Although the moaning is very erotic, it is by no means obscene.

I'm currently giving Ayla the massage I promised her.

“Be quiet. If others hear it, they will misunderstand it.”

“Ha, but if you go that deep...!”

“Sseu-eup, uh-huh! Give it and put it in.”

“Heeing...”

Just now, my fingers went slightly into my shoulder blades.

Since she's an elf, she must have lived a long time, but I think this was my first time getting a massage like this.

“Do no elves give massages?”

“Well, it's not like I don't have it, but I don't need it that much... I don't get tired that easily, and most of the time I use magic... Sigh! Because I remove the dirt...!”

“That’s right. Based on the image, I thought there would be someone like a masseuse with a 2,000-year-old tradition.”

“... An elf who has learned and practiced massage for 2,000 years? That seems a little too psychotic?”

“Is that so? I thought that any race with time to spare would sell a lot of money in just one field.”

“Not really... Hmm!”

“I told you to lower your voice.”

The elf's surround jumps out with a slightly erotic reaction to the human masseuse's amazing skills.

The most important thing in massage is the thumb.

In Oriental medicine clinics, there are meridians or something and they just press them with something like a wooden acupressure stick.

I don't have the kind of professional knowledge that would lead to a degree or license, but when I live alone, I sometimes look up where to touch when I'm feeling sore, so I know roughly where to press to help my body relax.

'What... blood was there behind the ear, on the neck, here? What do you know? I said it would be okay if I pressed it, so I pressed it.'

“... sigh!”

Apply strength to your thumb and press the area where the muscle is tight.

'On the inside of the arm, right above the armpit, there was a place where the finger could go inside...'

“Queunnng...”

Gradually increase the intensity and then rotate it in circles to relax your muscles.

“Okay, this time I’ll go down to the bridge.”

“...Yes.”

Starting with the arms, massage, press, and rotate in that order, shoulders, back, and waist. This time, start from the ankle and go upwards.

'This was the place where the teacher taught me. Even though it hurt, I felt refreshed after doing it.'

Giving the massage I promised was more fun than I thought.

At first, the teacher asked me to massage his shoulders, so I learned by saying various things.

It is said that the human body has strong and weak parts, and if you touch them well, they will become balanced.

As a result of combining the teacher's story with the knowledge I have gained over the years, I am confident that although the price of massage is small, I have enough skills to be paid for it.

'I didn't know it would work on elves, though.'

Watching the other person's body relax gave me a sense of accomplishment, so it became one of my hobbies.

I haven't had anything to do lately, but it's been a while since I tried it, and even though my fingers feel cramped, I can't stop.

“Okay, I'll go to the thighs next.”

“Wow...”

It seems like Aila is completely stretched out and her voice can't even come out properly anymore.

It looks like a harp seal that has come ashore.

At first, it twisted when I pressed it a little too hard, but now it just flinches.

“Whoa, shall we finish this soon?”

Kuuuk-

“Uuuu...”

To finish, he turned Aila's body around and was touching the top of her head.

Suddenly-

For some reason, Peria, dressed in casual clothes, opened the door and came in.

Then, I look at myself and Eila, who is completely surrendering herself to me, and speak.

“Well, I thought that was roughly the case, but you probably knew that it sounds really strange when you listen to it from the outside, right? Sister, brother?”

“But since we’ve already told you everything, there’s no misunderstanding, right?”

This time, I didn't want to be treated unfairly like before, so I told everyone in advance.

It's just a massage, so I don't know why I have to go through such a cumbersome procedure.

This is all because of Feria.

“Is Enin going to sleep now?”

“Yes. After dinner, I went to my room and fell asleep right away. I guess I'll have to rest all day tomorrow to fully recover. This elf sister is amazing. I still don’t know how I haven’t collapsed.”

The type of healing magic I know of is one that drastically increases the body's regenerative power.

From what I've roughly heard before, the damaged area is stimulated with divine power to minimize cell loss, and the appearance of the wounded area is neat and clean without scars because the priest guides it directly rather than the cells deciding on their own. They say it can get better.

Of course, the divine power protects and guides the cells, but because it uses the physical strength of the patient's body to move, it becomes quite tiring.

Of course, the priest who is the practitioner also quickly gets tired because using divine power itself requires a great deal of concentration.

After hearing Peria's words, Aila got up from the bed and spoke while twirling her broken arm.

“Hmm... Even when I look at it like this, even among elves, their physical strength is very good. And actually, I used a bit of a trick!”

“Trick? What trick?”

“When receiving recovery magic in the treatment room. As soon as I saw them moving, it seemed to me that they were trying to do something roughly after Ennin had healed them, so I was just going to attach the bones and be done with it, but as soon as the divine power entered the body, I moved to other body parts first. So everyone was confused.”

“No, you can do something like that?”

“Whether it is magical power or divine power, in our view, the fundamentals are the same. That’s what divine power ultimately is, right? Because magical power is refined once through prayers and beliefs towards God, it is divine power. By arbitrarily recovering other parts first and attaching the bones at the end, I became a bit more energetic.”

When I hear Aila’s words, I get angry again.

“More than that, why are those priests trying to treat the injured person with skill?”

“Well, don’t be so angry. I think that's probably why the priests asked me if I was with Enin and said I was just a rescued traveler.”

Peria listens to Eila and praises her for a job well done.

“Ah, that was good, sister. There shouldn’t be an investigation just because you said something strange.”

Well, it's actually better that you answered that way.

Aila is currently helping us, but she is also an elf of a different race hiding in a human village.

Unlike other people whose identities can be clearly proven, if you openly reveal to the Gaia Church that you are a member of our church with an ambiguous identity, you may be questioned.

However, I am still angry that Aila was treated as a mere traveler and treated with neglect.

Ayla, who was treated like that, actually told me not to be angry, smiled and told me a story about what happened in the treatment room.

“Do you know how funny it was to see the priests who were touching my body snap and fall down? I felt a little sorry when about 3 priests were taken away, perhaps because I put in too much effort, but what do you want me to know? They were trying to trick me first!”

‘Isn’t this overtreatment a bad thing? No, if it's recovery magic, is more is more?'

Enin and Eila said they took a dip in the bathhouse on the other side from us and then came out.

In the case of Vincent and I, I did not receive recovery magic and Vincent had no injuries, so there was no need to receive recovery magic separately.

However, I came out late because I met Paladin and Linai afterwards.

It seems like something like that happened on the other side without our knowledge.

When Peria heard those words, she remembered Aila's appearance at dinner a little while ago that was close to the word "wild."

“Sister, you said you were particularly hungry. I guess that was why? When I looked at you, I thought you were spending a week with starving refugees? Everything in front of me is swept away.”

“ Well, since I worked hard to recover my body while receiving divine power, I need to make sure to replenish it. And Enin’s food is always delicious no matter what!”

“Ah, that’s right. It's so amazing. Even though I made dinner while I was barely conscious after waking up, it was really delicious.”

By the time we got back to the hotel, Enine had come down to the first floor after taking a short nap and was in a half-asleep state.

As soon as Enin saw the ingredients Astesia and I had bought, he quickly got up and made dinner.

Even though I told them to just eat what they had, I had no choice but to back down because they said that they would recover and Thistle's bones would grow faster if they had a generous meal.

In addition, Enin took over the kitchen counter with all his strength, saying that since Eila's condition for helping us was that she always wanted to eat Enin's food, we had to listen to her words.

'Well, it may be because Ennin enjoys seeing Eila eat delicious food rather than conditions.'

In a way, it is a thorough welfare benefit for Ayla, who is working without pay.

The reason Eila got hurt was because she was acting as bait for us, so Enin tried to move her body in some way and I also gave her a sincere massage.

For reference, I stopped by Morsling's Asylum to replenish the body strengthening potions I had used for Thistle, and bought a lot of good medicine for recovery and gave it to him.

However, recovering from broken bones rapidly was only possible at a high price.

The medicine Morsling gave me was a medicine made by grinding up all the various herbs in the store and boiling them in a pot. Just smelling it from the side made my nose tingle and my eyes sting, so I also received a mask from Morsling and watched from the side.

It's a bonus that as soon as his familiar, Blood Slime, got close to the boiling cauldron, it shrunk into a small crystal shape and ran underground.

'Lastly, I said I should throw away the pot I made the morsling in and go for a walk for a couple of hours.'

Afterwards, I heard that the more you eat, the faster your bones grow, so I brought about 10 bottles, but Thistle had a hard time as expected.

Thistle seemed to have used a lot of medicine that made her feel sick just by going near it, so she drank the fourth bottle and was about to vomit, but Astesia, who saw her, quickly covered her mouth and swallowed it all.

In addition, Astesia took the initiative to stop Thistle from drinking from the bottle, saying he was washing his mouth.

I was unintentionally happy to see Astesia like that.

I had a feeling that Astesia's behavior toward us had secretly become more active since she spoke with me earlier.

But as we talked, I remembered something was troubling me.

“... Wait, but can elves eat meat?”

“What kind of stupid thing is that, brother?”

“That's right. Rather, what else is there to eat besides meat? It's very difficult to find dishes using grains in this village, but I was surprised to see the price of bread. I asked for enough money to buy a decent piece of jewelry.”

“No, that’s the case...”

The image of Aila preparing for dinner comes to mind.

Even though it is our meal, most of the main ingredients in this kingdom, where agriculture is on the verge of complete collapse, are dishes made using the meat of the overabundant demon beasts.

Aila devoured four plates of such meat dishes by herself, but it seems different from the image of the elf I know.

“Elves are people who love nature and do not eat meat...”

As I said those words, Aila sat down next to me on the bed and stared at my face.

It's the same serious face it had when fighting Master before.

Even Peria, who was next to me, followed Eila and sat opposite her, glaring at me.

“Why, why?”

“Irima.”

“Uh...yeah.”

“If people don’t eat meat, they will die.”

“That’s right, brother. People die if they don't eat meat.”

'No, is this something to be said so seriously?'

Peria also hears Aila's words and nods, causing an echo.

“People can live well just by eating meat. Things like vegetables are just there to enhance the flavor!”

“We can get enough nutrients from meat. And in terms of price, the meat of the beasts is much cheaper, so why bother doing the inefficient thing of only eating vegetables?”

“If you only eat vegetables, wouldn’t any race die of course?!”

“Only meat! Only meat can save us from hunger!”

“... Yes, you guys are right. I was wrong.”

'You damn meat eaters.'

Looking at their crazy eyes, I can see how much these people are meat believers.

“But if you eat too much meat, your body will smell, right? Sometimes you have to eat something like fruit to offset the smell.”

Still, I didn't want to lose, so I said something, and it seems to have surprisingly worked.

Eila and Peria raised their arms and smelled the smell, then belatedly refuted it.

“... Enin is a professional at removing the odor from monster meat, so it will be okay.”

“... There's really no way a person's body smells like a demon beast, right? Do you think you can control our lives as you please with your bullshit?!”

Then, because he glared at me with his sharp eyes, I had no choice but to raise the white flag.

“... Okay. I did everything wrong. Take care of what you want to eat.”

'There's no need to fight when you have nothing to gain.'

At the very least, I wanted to tell them to eat evenly since both of them usually only move their forks towards the meat, but even if I said that in this situation, they wouldn't listen, so I gave up.

I'm not sure about Aila's situation, but I think Peria ended up like that because she often goes alone and eats only what she wants.

I also know this because I have lived alone.

'You'll only realize how precious vegetables are when you struggle in the bathroom later. Deshade, I hope constipation comes to these two people.'

The two high-fived and solidified their friendship, and then Peria lifted her hair with her hand and spoke.

“ By the way... I came here because I had some other business to run, but somehow, if I keep talking, things get leaked somewhere else. Anyway, sister. I'm going out in the evening, but I think I'll cut my hair and go out now. How about it?”

“Oh, really? Let’s see.”

I remember that Aila and Peria made a contract in exchange for their hair.

Blackened hair that still retains traces of when it was light-colored at the ends.

Eila caresses that hair as if it were more precious than anything else in the world.

“Looking at the length and the amount of moonlight, I think it will be fine. Then should I get the scissors and cut it now?”

In order to reduce the process of cutting Aila, I had decided to spend as much time growing it as possible before cutting it, and today seemed to be the perfect day.

“Yes. If possible, it would be nice if you cleaned up after yourself.”

“Don’t worry! I am confident in hair care! Other sisters come to me and ask me for everything!”

Ayla went downstairs to get the scissors.

And then I ask Peria what her business is.

“It’s already past evening, where are you going?”

“Where would the Trickster go at this time?”

Then Peria answered, brushing her hair back.

“Of course it’s a back alley.”

        
            It was only after hearing that answer that it occurred to me.

“Oh, was that something like that? Rather, do you always have to go to the back alleys at this time for the market to be open? You went out around this time last time too. Is there a reason why they can't do business during the day?”

“It’s because I feel at ease walking around at night when the security forces are on guard. So, for those backstreet bastards who sleep upside down at home during the day, this is the beginning. I am the same. Sleeping during the day is enough. Anyway, I’ve completely given up on sleeping well these days.”

As Peria said that, she frowned and waved her arms around.

A movement that resembles an invisible insect.

But now there is not a single flying insect in this room.

“Is there still a sign of him at night?”

“Yes. Less so during the day, but at night it moves like a complete snake. Because of that, even when I try to fall asleep, my back keeps falling off the bed. What on earth is that? It's definitely not a magic circle that was installed separately, but I wondered if it made sense for it to have been left like that for a month. No matter how much I searched throughout the house, I couldn't find anything hidden.”

The little thread-like magical power that seems to be searching for us that Peria mentioned is still there.

Magical power like a spider's web.

The magic that fell on Peria, who was sensitive to magic, continued to rob her of a comfortable sleep.

The only time I can sleep is during the day when the magic power on the floor fluctuates a little, so it's hard to see Peria's face.

“I’m sorry I can’t help you.”

“Thank you for your concern. It's okay though. If you really have a hard time sleeping, you should go to Mr. Morsling and get some medicine so you can sleep.”

'It's not good to rely too much on medicine.'

It's a bit sad to see that she must have put on makeup before going out to cover up the tired look right under her eyes.

Meanwhile, when the word “back alley” came up, I became a little curious.

“That's right, and the back alley has the image of being very dangerous, but in reality it's okay, right? I've never gone deep either.”

Even though Feria has been frequenting the back alleys a lot lately, I haven't heard of any danger, so I'm checking.

“Hmm. It's okay as long as they know their own rules. However, no one tells you those rules. You have to find out for yourself and act accordingly.”

“Is that possible?”

“Money is everything that makes it easier. The place I go to now is an alley ruled by a guy named Tarator, and I spent some money trying to figure out the rules for the first few days. Well, maybe it's because it's a big city, but it was a quieter place than I thought. The security of the city and the atmosphere of the back alleys are proportional.”

“They say that a place makes a person.”

Contrary to what I was worried about, Peria laughed while gently rubbing her thumb and index finger.

Since it is a place where people live, it seems that the world is not as bleak as you think, as long as you have money and money.

“What do you say? This means that the more prosperous the city is, the more things children can do to survive.”

“That’s what they do.”

“But this city is okay. Why, in the recent kingdom union, the population has decreased drastically and most of the people are refugees, so security is very bad, right? So, since there was a policy of punishing murders in plain sight, the trend was accepted even in the back alleys.”

“At least you won’t suddenly get stabbed in the heart and die while walking around an alley.”

“That’s right. Instead, the atmosphere is to exclude only murder. It's possible to get punched in the back of the head and the next morning, stripped down to your panties, and then found next to a trash can on the street.”

“It’s bloody. Well, you have to be strong for that too.”

Among the guys who come out of the back alleys, the beginners are so distinct that even I can roughly tell them apart.

They don't just commit murder, there are a lot of people who just bow their heads and avoid eye contact when standing in front of security forces.

It is full of people who want to sell various drugs such as moonshine or morsling made through unauthorized methods, but are not registered due to defects or illegal drug use, as well as common gangsters.

I think the reason they are not kicked out of the city where the corps commander resides is because, from the corps commander's point of view, there are more advantages to letting them go as long as they keep the line.

dump-

Peria lay down on the bed, looking at the sky, then took out a small notebook from her sleeve and continued talking.

“But it seems there have been some strange people lately.”

“That sounds new. Back alleys are originally a place where people who are crazy gather, but if there are more strange people, isn't that where they are?”

“Yes, but... the circumstances are different. Usually, those guys disappear after they get what they want. Everyone is welcoming because they are throwing money around like crazy. This is usually done by noble's attendants or wizards, but what they're targeting is a private auction house that can be found in the back alleys.”

“So, those strange guys don’t go to the auction house, and they don’t spend any money, so they use the back alleys?”

When I listen to Peria's words, I feel a little strange.

Speaking of back alleys, it's also an area where you can get things you can't get at the front.

Even by the standards of back alleys, the fact that newcomers to such areas pass by without touching anything is suspicious and strange.

“That's right. They say they only use the back alley as a passageway as if it were their home, and they are rude. The kids in the back alleys are complaining that they only wear dark clothes and don't pay the toll, making their image worse.”

'Are there any worse images out there?'

The complaint is ridiculous, but it doesn't mean I can't understand it.

Well, they label themselves as outlaws and bow their heads in front of security forces, but they are proud of being part of the back alleys of a big city.

People like that have worked hard to create their own culture in the back of this huge city, but it would be a bad feeling if there were people who ignored it.

“I guess they left it alone.”

“Of course not. In the end, 20 people couldn't stand it anymore and attacked. Against two people.”

“Wow, that’s just embarrassing.”

Anyway, I think 20 people against 2 people was a bit too much.

“And I lost.”

“Did you even lose?”

What kind of face should they wear now?

They live in a place that is already small and almost like their own home.

“From what I heard, there are rumors that he is a wizard, and there are also rumors that he is a martial artist... but they talk gibberish and they are all drunk, so I have to believe them.”

“Looking at it, it seems like he got drunk while drinking and got drunk. But is there any reason for you to dig into it further? If you want to do it, the guys in that alley will take care of it.”

I'm worried about Feria after hearing that such dangerous people are running around and drunk people are doing things out of anger.

However, Peria seemed confident to me as she pounded her small chest with her small hands.

“You can make real money by finding out what those people are doing. Do you think tricksters are classified differently from back alley guys for no reason? That's because they are high-quality personnel. They are already accusing members of their organization of being hurt. I think I can make some money if I get information from them and sell it. If I get the chance, I should dig it up.”

“So you want to find out?”

“No. When the opportunity arises, it's a chance. I also have plenty of other rumors to sell. There is no need to stick your head in the mouth first. Did you see the spider entering the honeycomb?”

“If that’s you, then it must be like that.”

I'm not a fan of back alleys, and if an expert says so, you should just keep your mouth shut.

In the meantime, I hear the sound of Aila jumping up.

“Scissors came! What should I do?”

“Hmm… Since we’ve already done this, let’s make it a little cooler.”

Soon the room turned into a small beauty salon.

Snap-snap-snap-

Laying a cloth on the floor, Aila begins to cut her hair.

As if carefully handling a work of art, the hair that has already reached past the waist and down to the valley of the hips is cut off from the bottom of the neck.

The sight of him holding a comb and scissors and doing his best looks serious, so I watch without saying anything.

Eila soon succeeded in cutting off Peria's long hair cleanly.

Then, he gets excited in a room where the only lighting is a magic lamp.

“Ugh...hehehehe!”

“Wow, Aila, your smile now is like an old man.”

“But Lee Rim! look! This flutter, color, smell. Isn’t it really beautiful?”

“Sister, other than that, I don’t think the smell is that bad.”

Lift your hair and smell it.

It's like watching a farmer digging up a huge kudzu on TV.

“Now, let me trim it!”

“Yes.”

This time, Aila, who collected the hair, organized the rest of Peria's hair.

“Oh, you’re good at it?”

“Right? Let’s do some beauty work I did!”

Peria's hair has become quite neat.

His long hair is gone, and instead he has short hair that gives him a slightly boyish look. I wonder if he would look like the son of an aristocrat when he wears the suit he usually wears.

Peria seemed to be unfamiliar with the short-cut hair and continued to stroke it with her hand.

“ Are you making clothes with that now?”

“Yes! However, not right away, you have to process this and that here before writing it. Only then will this beauty remain intact.”

“You seem to have really good sewing skills.”

“What a hobby. However, if you do it for a long time, your skills will become better than most craftsmen, but I only know sewing. Other sisters say that there are people who do dozens of things.”

I think this is possible because the average life expectancy is different.

Now that I think about it, I suddenly become curious about Aila's age.

Peria also became curious after hearing Aila's words and asked her age, but-

“So, how old are you?”

“Secret!”

'Well, I guess so.'

It was completely destroyed.

After all, it doesn't seem like there are many women who like to be asked their age, regardless of whether they are elves, humans, or archdemons.

Ayla then took out the tools she had in her small bag, found a needle, turned around and said,

“Oh, indeed. Lee Rim has leather armor, right? Give it to me. Since I can only make clothes later anyway, I will repair them.”

“Yes, does that work? Mine is made from the leather of some kind of black serpent. If you don’t have the materials, you can’t repair it, right?”

The Serpent Armor blocked most of the debris from the last side explosion, but it still has a lot of holes.

“It’s okay. If one side is completely blown off, it can be repaired by pulling it in with magic.”

“Then it’s good. Then should I bring it to you now?”

“Yes! Anyway, I slept a lot earlier, so I'll spend some time until I fall asleep.”

I was wondering if I should use it one more time next time and then throw it away, but I'm glad I did.

Enin is also very dexterous, but he only knows how to handle things like armor, so I couldn't ask him for a favor.

While I was getting the armor from the room, Peria had changed back into her usual suit.

He really looks like a young master somewhere.

“Then shall we go now?”

“Ah. store? Have a nice trip.”

I said hello to Peria, but she stood there blankly, looked at me, and spoke again.

“What are you talking about? Oppa, should I go too?”

“What? why me? I'm tired. I just want to rest today.”

“Send this lady alone at night?”

My body seems to be rapidly getting tired due to the sudden request to accompany me.

It's ridiculous that I usually go out late at night, but now I'm asking you to treat me like a lady.

“Eeh~ I’m asking you a favor from my cute little sister, but you’re not going to do it? Huh?”

“...”

I got goosebumps.

Why is my voice suddenly harsh?

Peria also covered her face after doing it herself, probably because it felt awkward.

When I saw that, the absurdity changed for a moment and I became playful.

“... I have a favor for my little sister. Shall you do it?”

“...shut up.”

“What’s wrong? After doing it on his own... Push!”

When I see that even the ears are completely red, I suddenly burst out laughing.

“No, this kind of thing should be considered for negotiation in the first place, but we do it often anyway... I was just trying to say it to my brother, and then I remembered that I said we were family, and suddenly... Oh, don't laugh!”

“Yes. My cute little sister said she was going out for a night out, so I was worried so my brother should go with her. Isn’t that right?”

“That tone of voice is annoying, so don’t say it!”

“Yes. It's what my sister says, so I have to follow it.”

“This...!”

After that, after receiving the repaired armor from Eila, I followed Peria as she packed her luggage and continued to tease her.

In the end, Peria screamed while changing her shoes in her room.

“Oh, really! So are you going or not going?!”

When I saw that, I thought I should stop teasing him.

“I’ll go with you. Because she’s a cute little sister.”

“Ugh... I made a mistake so please forgive me. Really... Ha, Mr. Then wear this.”

I, who was exhausted and sleepy from teasing Peria, said I would accompany her, and Peria threw me a black cloak.

'It was fun to make fun of it to this extent, so I guess it's worth it.'

After simply arming myself, I wrapped myself in a black cloak.

Feria also wore a cape over his suit and something similar to a black hat.

As I used my cane and sword to cover the marks under my eyes that I had been showing off these days with my hair, I remembered the first time we met.

Instead of looking like he was resting comfortably at home, he had the attitude of a businessman who was alert to the guys he would soon meet in the back alleys.

After completing all the preparations, I went down to the first floor and there was Thistle and Deshade on a table on one side.

Thistle was dozing off next to Deshade, not yet changed into pajamas, and Deshade found us first and spoke to us.

“Are you leaving?”

“Yes. I'm going to go out for a drink at night with Feria.”

Thistle nodded and responded to the story between me and Deshade.

“... Ah, well, have a nice trip.”

He quickly raised his head, rubbed his eyes, and reflexively greeted me and Feria, which made me and Feria laugh.

I tell Thistle to just go up there.

“Don’t wait for us, go up and sleep. I think it will take some time.”

“Do it, Apostle. Just because I'm holding this position doesn't mean I have to stay next to you.”

“Uh, well, if you say so, it will go up...”

When Deshade and I also told him to go to bed, Thistle was disappointed, but because he kept yawning, he reluctantly got up from his chair, said hello to Deshade and us, and went upstairs.

After that, the two of us quietly opened the door to the dorm and walked out.

Peria gives me advice by lowering her shade to cover her eyes as much as possible.

“Don’t say anything behind my back. Instead, the weapon is revealed to others at appropriate times. If you just do that, no one will argue.”

“Yes. I'll just follow your words.”

Although I occasionally went out to drink during this time, my heart started pounding when I thought about going into a back alley.

Squeak-

The moonlight brightens the street as soon as you open the door.

Moonlight somehow makes people's hearts flutter.

Although it was a sight that Peria had seen more times than me, Peria's tension also increased when she saw that moonlight.

Peria turns away from the moonlight, lifts her hat, and looks at me with a smile.

“Then shall we go? Guard warrior.”

“As much as you want. Cute little sister.”

“ Mr. Lee...”

“Oh, it’s fun.”

So we entered the lively night city, the morning of nocturnal beasts.

        
            “Was the back alley such a bright place?”

“I told you, right? They say they also want to improve their image and are trying their best.”

When I thought of a back alley, I thought of a dirty, dark, lawless area.

A street where trash overflows and vagrants full of alcohol and drugs crawl on the floor.

However, the back alleys of Grace Estate, the second largest fortress-type city in the entire kingdom union, were as clean as if they were mocking my thoughts.

After walking through an alley with no light for about 5 minutes, following Feria's guidance, I came to an area bright enough to be called the night market.

Peria frowns as if her eyes hurt for a moment from the suddenly bright street.

A woman who was passing by us saw Feria and smiled and said hello before passing by.

“Good morning, lady.”

“... Good morning.”

'Do humans here call this time morning?'

Seeing a woman who had no idea what she was doing with Peria exchanged greetings made me feel like I was in another world.

Even if you look up at the sky just in case, there is only moonlight above the narrow alley, which you cannot see properly due to the magic lights.

Peria stops under those magic lights and explains as she gradually gets used to it.

“They say there was competition between each organization to decorate their area. I don't mind the guys who used this place as a base to work as mercenaries or go on adventures, but I think the atmosphere in the back alleys was scary for new adventurers who would become good customers in the future. So, as the number of customers decreased, the first thing to do was to put up a lot of lanterns.”

It definitely doesn't feel like it's scary.

The magic lanterns hanging around the store to the point where it seemed excessive, even if the store owner had a scary face with scars running from his face to his neck, it gave them room to negotiate the price of an item at least once.

Of course, the moment you hear the voice, you may have no intention of negotiating a second time.

“I see. But didn’t you say you sell strange things? To me, all I see is normal objects.”

I went in thinking about the suspicious items I had heard about from Feria, but the stalls under the lanterns were selling items that were no different from those in the market.

They only sell simple swords and whetstones, accessories, clothing, etc.

“Of course, this is only for superficial purposes. The front is used to collect taxes for installing lanterns, and the back is from now on, so we have to find it with our own feet. Take a look at the prices of the items there.”

“Where... what is it? crazy. One dagger costs 87 gold? Are you kidding?”

When I followed Feria's finger and looked closely at the stall of a store, I saw that all the products had ridiculous prices.

I thought it might be a magic item, so I tried to look at it, but the store owner wouldn't let me touch it, so I couldn't even hold it.

Peria giggles when she sees me, then pulls up the collar of her coat to cover her mouth and takes me to one side.

“First, let’s cover our neck and face. Let’s see… Use this.”

Then, he takes out a round object from the bag on his waist and puts it in my hand.

“Mask?”

“Yes. Since I'm an escort, I have to look as scary as possible. Let’s use this to cover up the spirit bottle emblem on our neck. Because there is no benefit in coming in and out, showing traces that can be identified for no reason.”

The mask Peria gave me was a hard black mask, but a weak red light was coming from the eye light.

“Can I use this? Why are there lights in my eyes?”

“I don’t know either. It's something I won on a bet. From what I've heard, it used to be a tribal mask... Anyway, I remember it wasn't a curse, so I just used it. And lower your neck. Let’s wrap it up with a bandage.”

When I told him it was a tribal mask I couldn't remember, I got a little scared and grumbled because I didn't want to wear it, but Peria wrapped my neck with a bandage and then strangled me when I said I wouldn't listen, so I had no choice but to just wear it.

“ done. Well, I'm going in now, so be quiet. Don't say a word.”

“Why? I don’t like being bored.”

“When it comes to escorts, the quiet ones are the most expensive and popular. For no reason, people look down on people who don't talk to each other like extras and say they are being used as escorts. So if you want me to be quiet, be quiet, okay?”

“Yes.”

Since Peria had more experience in this field than me, I decided to obey him calmly.

'It's a shame my mouth is boring, but it can't be helped.'

As for the boredom, I decided to endure it by taking in the scenery of the back alley that I saw for the first time from behind.

He wears a mask that looks like the front of a helmet, and creates a magic sword in advance and hangs it on his waist.

So I finished my disguise and followed Feria to a street vendor with strange fruits lined up.

This time too, the fruits on the stall boasted killer prices.

‘One apple costs 254 silver and a fruit like this pear costs 441 silver? Are all the people here really crazy?'

Fruits arranged strangely one by one and price tags placed in front of them.

Even though the fruit was the same, the price tags were divided separately and set at wildly different prices.

Unlike me, who clicked her tongue at the bewildering price, Feria looked at the stall with a serious expression.

After that, Peria looked at the items lying around and told the store owner one by one the strange numbers.

“347, 821, 444, 561.”

“... This is Tarator's territory. Just give me 1 gold.”

“Are you trying to scam me by pretending not to know where I am? I'm a trickster.”

While there was a brief scuffle between the store owner and Peria, I made my own decision and made my move.

As Peria speaks, she lifts her cloak from behind and shows the magic sword she had made in advance.

Cheolgrug-

A magic sword hanging at the waist without a sheath.

What that means can be interpreted in many ways.

One is a person who has no attachment to the weapon to the point where he uses the sword carelessly and then throws it away, or the other is a person who takes out the sword from the beginning because things that would require using the sword often happen.

gulp-

Suddenly-

At the same time as the guy's head moved up and down for a moment, I lightly touched the handle of the sword, and the tip of the sword easily cut off the pillar of the store next to me.

Seeing this, the owner of the back alley disguised as a merchant made a wise decision.

“... Sheesh! Just go in. The boss is going on patrol and will be back in a bit.”

“I should have done that a long time ago.”

A well-hidden passageway.

When the store owner lifted what looked like a carpet inside, there was another alley inside.

Only I found out later that the store was not a real store.

The store, which was set up like a small gate guarded by itself, and the merchant sitting in front of it were prepared solely to camouflage the way into this alley.

'No matter how much I think about it, this city is too big and complicated.'

As we entered, the merchant lowered the curtain again and Peria took the lead after briefly telling me that I had done well.

“Good job, brother. Just keep doing it the same way. Let’s go again.”

“... I'm feeling dizzy.”

As I continued along the alley, I saw a scenery that looked like a real back alley, unlike before.

Although there were no trash heaps or vagrants, there were ingredients and potions with colors and shapes that looked suspicious at first glance, weapons with strange emblems on them, or stolen goods with emblems of famous families that I could recognize just by looking at them. And there were cages filled with small demon beasts that were alive and made noise.

Each guest, each guest-

Gaaaak!

'Did they order some kind of forbidden cross-breeding?'

Although they are shaped like small wild dogs, they have eight legs, a single eye, and gills.

“Be noisy, you guys.”

Cancan!

As we passed by, the demon beasts showed their teeth, and the owner of the store selling the demon beasts hit us with a small cane for making too much noise, and they became quiet again.

After seeing such a rare sight, I felt like some people had disappeared, so I asked Peria what I was curious about.

“... It really looks like a back alley now. But what did you do earlier? About that strange number.”

“Well, it’s a simple password. Among the items on the stand, the ones with their organization mark in small letters are like a password for the price.”

Only then did I understand why there were separate price tags in front of the fruits.

“Now that I know about it, it doesn’t seem like much.”

“Right? Still, the guys here have relatively clear rules for entering the entrance. There are back alleys like this in the Demon Territory and the Empire, but some of the back alleys in those places require a goblin's middle finger as an entrance fee.”

After saying that, Peria walked for a while, so she relaxed her tired legs for a moment.

Then, he places his legs on the empty box right next to him, bends and unbends his knees, and poses a problem to me.

“But, why is it a goblin's finger, and a middle finger at that? Aren’t you curious?”

“I’m a bit curious. What is it?”

“Get some sleep and think about it with your head. To give you a hint, the entrance fee to a back alley is mostly paid for the gatekeeper's salary, no matter where the back alley is.”

“If it’s money, you might as well take it and use it somewhere.”

I looked into the question carefully, but no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't figure it out.

'What can a goblin's fingers do? 'Do you dry it and use it as a weapon?'

Or, it may be made into a necklace and have the effect of an amulet.

While Peria unties the other leg, I give the answer I worked hard to think of.

“To be used as a magic item.”

And the answer that I thought was the best normal answer that a person with common sense could give was lightly denied by a correct answer that I could not understand even if I heard it.

“Ding. The correct answer is just a gatekeeper snack.”

“... This is ridiculous. what? snack? Well, it was a reason that ordinary people would never understand. I used my head for no reason.”

“I was also dumbfounded. I was so curious that when I left, I paid 5 silver and asked.”

“But why stop?”

“They say it is the longest and toughest, so you can chew it for a long time.”

“You’re crazy.”

As I walked along while chatting, each time I passed a corner, people appeared, blocking my path one by one, just like the gatekeeper from before.

They asked us what we had come here for, and Peria answered that she was a trickster, so they continued to go inside.

“If you wait here, the boss will come.”

“Thank you. Are you the Iketer of the West?”

“Correct.”

“They came from far away. How did it end up here?”

“It’s a common occurrence. The top was completely destroyed, and I sat down, unable to return.”

“You’ve had a lot of trouble.”

Finally, we were guided to a cozy room by a brown-skinned, dark-speaking, trustworthy, muscular gang member who said he came from across the desert.

And from the moment they came out, I couldn't speak and stood behind Peria. It wasn't until I entered the empty room that I exhaled.

“Whoa... Can I take off my mask now? This thing is secretly getting wet on the inside.”

“Just until the boss comes, and although your legs may hurt, stand behind the door.”

According to Peria's words, it is located in a corner that is not immediately visible when the door is opened.

After checking where I was standing, Peria moved further inward, putting me in the shadow of a corner that would never be visible through the moonlight coming from outside the window.

It's a little disappointing that I can't sit on the soft chair right in the center, but here, I think it will be better to listen to Peria's words as much as possible, so I quietly follow what she says.

After that, as soon as the door opened, Peria found a place where she could see it at a glance, sat down, placed her cane on her knees, and slowly adjusted her clothes.

“There are a lot of things to worry about.”

“It’s all about negotiation skills. And since I already had a reliable bodyguard, I wanted to review everything I learned from my teacher. thank you. Oppa.”

“For some reason, there seemed to be an unusually large number. So what are you here to do today?”

“What I do is the same. Selling rumors and buying as usual. I came here today because the boss wanted to know the power map of other backworld organizations in the empire. Is it because you want to open a new business road? Well, it's none of my business until after that.”

After a while, I heard a murmur outside.

The sounds of footsteps hitting the floor, something breaking, and shouting seemed to subside for a long time, and then one foot came closer and closer to us.

As soon as Peria heard that sound, she put her index finger to her lips and signaled for me to be quiet. After a while, a man opened the door and came in.

A member of the organization earlier said that this was the boss's room, so the man who came in must be the boss of this organization.

'You have some charisma.'

I don't know if he really had one eye, but he was a man who wore an eye patch and had a huge mustache.

Drop- Drop-

The man was bleeding from his arm, but as soon as he came in, he gave a light greeting to Peria with his uninjured arm, opened a bottle of alcohol under the drawer, and began to drink it.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“Fuhu!”

He then takes a moment to catch his breath, pours the remaining alcohol into the bleeding wound, and drinks again.

Peria watched him and spoke as soon as he had emptied one of the bottles.

“Hello! Tarator, the cute trickster has arrived with the latest power map you want!”

'Wow Mr.'

For a moment, I was shocked to see Peria's lively appearance, but the boss named Tarator greeted Peria with a smile.

“Puh-haa! Yes, I invited you first, but I'm sorry I kept you waiting, Miss Trickster. He came while patrolling.”

“So shall we calculate it right away? It was too bothersome to explain everything with my mouth, so I wrote it all down on paper.”

Peria took out a neatly folded paper from inside her cloak.

“It doesn’t matter to me because it’s a good thing that I don’t have to take notes. But are you planning to rush back today? You're busy. It doesn’t matter if we start with small talk.”

“I don’t really like the smell of blood.”

“I’m sorry about that. In that case, let’s give priority to Ms. Trickster’s opinion.”

Tarator looked at the empty bottle of wine and said, licking his lips with regret.

“So, how much is it?”

“70 dwarven coins.”

“... It's ridiculously expensive.”

'If you look at the price, it's roughly around 700 gold.'

70 dwarven coins.

In reality, even if converted into gold coins, it would be more than 700 gold.

Dwarven coins are also used as materials for wizards, so in areas where they are in short supply, they try to obtain them even by paying extra.

Tarator is the boss who rules the back alleys, so he may not be without money, but he seems unable to completely comply with Peria's demands right now.

“Hmm... If I remember correctly, I think 5 is not enough. Can't I make up for it with something else?”

“Hmm... Then 3 questions.”

“There are a lot. Still, it's not to the point where it can't be dealt with in some cases. Excuse me for a moment.”

It seems that Tarator finally felt like he had to drink another bottle of alcohol.

He rummaged through the drawers to open another bottle of alcohol, but couldn't find it. He had no choice but to move to search the shelf near the door, and only then did he find me standing against the dark wall and screamed.

        
            “Wait a minute... Argh! Holy shit- Sigh! It’s a surprise!!!”

'I was more surprised. 'You bastard.'

He was surprised and I was also surprised.

The guy jumped backwards in such a hurry that I unconsciously flinched inside his cloak, but perhaps because I couldn't see his expression because he was wearing a mask, he thought I was just giving him a light greeting.

Tarator clutched his chest and protested, looking back at Peria.

“If you brought an escort, would you have talked about it? No, yes. It's the fault of those outside who didn't tell me. Urajil, thanks to you, I only got over the intoxication that was created by good alcohol.”

“Why is the leader who occupies half of the alleys of this huge Grace estate so scared? There is no such thing as a bird’s chest.”

“Bullshit. So, do you think the kings of the united kingdoms with larger land masses than me were so fearless that they all ran away first as soon as the situation changed and created a unified capital? That's nonsense.”

Tarator countered Peria's words and carefully came near me again and slowly took out a drink from the shelf.

He opened the drink, took another sip, quenched his thirst, and continued.

“Hehe! And you don't seem to be able to scream in this situation? I just got beaten up by a guy who looks like that.”

When Tarator pointed at me in an exaggerated pose and showed off the wound on his arm, Peria became interested.

“Really? So why don’t we talk about that first? Just to kill time.”

“... Right. Since it's all going to be rumored tomorrow anyway, let's just wait until we drink it all. Would you like a drink? When it comes to good alcohol, you have to recommend it to others so that something better comes next time.”

“No, it’s okay. Because I try not to drink alcohol while working.”

“That sounds pretty good. It makes me want to follow their example.”

“The bottle is tilting while talking.”

“I’m a trickster, so you can research and find out about me, but if nothing else, my love for imperial liquor is not going to disappear easily.”

“You know. Master of moonshine. According to the rumor, there is no one who didn't pass through the people at the top?”

“Well, that’s true. Still, there are things we can understand, so let’s stop talking about customers here.”

He looked at me one more time before sitting down on the sofa, took out a glass and thrust it towards me, and I followed Feria's lead and lightly shook my head horizontally in refusal.

Afterwards, he must have felt disappointed that we were repeatedly refusing drinks, so this time he took out a glass that looked a little more atmospheric and poured some drinks and talked.

“While patrolling, I ran into the rude guys I mentioned before.”

“Guys who chew on rules and everything?”

“Yes. Those guys who killed 20 of my men. Without even providing a proper password, they recklessly tried to use our interior as a passageway again. Just then, I heard that they had entered the car I was patrolling. So, to set an example, I waited until they got deep into the alley and then attacked.”

“What is the result?”

“It was the same as before. When I heard the story before, I wondered if it really happened, but this was the first time in my life that I saw 20 people flying in the sky. I tried to save face once, but almost lost my arm and barely managed to get it out.”

When Peria heard that story, her eyes widened and she said,

“Huh? Uncle, I heard that you worked as a mid-level mercenary until you reached the upper level? Is it that much?”

Tarator did not answer right away.

Challang-

Instead, he added ice made from a magic tool to the alcohol in the glass, stirred it, and tasted it.

“That’s right. If I tell you this, will you reduce it to just one question?”

“Listen. At least 1, if the quality is poor, 2.”

“Good. Then I have to say it. The guarantee for the reliability of the information is my name as a mercenary. Do you agree?”

“Enough. A ‘Tarator who looks straight ahead’ is trustworthy.”

'I guess it's a title.'

My first impression was so bad that I was skeptical that this was the man who ruled the back alley.

However, as Feria said, seeing as he was once a person with a title, this man named Tarator seems to be a man with more years of experience than I can see.

Tarator told Feria everything he knew.

“There are always at least two of them walking around together, and I don't know anything else, but one thing is certain: one guy is a member of the cult. They're young guys. I don't know the details, but I know. He definitely serves Wen Grain, that's for sure. There was a pattern drawn on the inside of my hand.”

“Did he blow up your men?”

“That’s right. It flew very quickly like a tree branch thrown by children. I only realized it when my arm was grabbed. That is not ordinary power, but the power of a pagan who made an offering to Wen Grain, and that is someone who has made an offering for a very long time.”

“You’re alive and well. Can I become a Demonic Priest?”

“I thought it was because they didn’t kill us all. Anyway, it's such a terrible thing. Since he is not a guy who serves other demons, but a guy who serves Grain, he has achieved a certain level of sacrifice and has the power to easily blow away an ordinary knight. Now that that guy is here, I don’t want to get involved anymore.”

'pagan? 'The heretics have entered the village?'

The castle gate is tightly closed, but is there a secret passage?

Feria urges Tarator by taking out a notebook and scribbling notes with a pen.

“What about the other one?”

“I’m not sure, but I think he’s an errand boy for the church. Because at the end of the alley they go out to, there is nothing but a temple.”

“Hmm, then this is confirmed. There are rumors that the cult is in cahoots with the heretics.”

“I don’t really want to believe it either, but it seems that way. Even looking at it this way, I come from a temple, so I either like or dislike the Gaia Church, but I have a certain level of affection for it. So, when I only heard about it through rumors, I wondered if it had truly fallen to that level... but after seeing it with my own eyes, I was dumbfounded.”

After saying that, he completely empties the contents of the bottle and looks at me.

“That’s right. Trickster, is the guard over there good?”

“Skill? Well... Isn’t it about knight level?”

'What are you trying to say?'

I feel a bit embarrassed when attention is suddenly focused on me.

Tarator looked back at Peria and brought up the business with a serious face.

“Then, I'll give you some more gold, so can you beat them up in front of my kids? I'll make sure to clean up after you.”

'No, you crazy guy.'

He smiles and asks for a murder, but his tone seems to be asking him to run some simple errand.

I really don't want to have anything to do with these guys.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t accept requests. All they do is buy and sell rumors.”

Peria was also surprised to see him like that and treated him a little bluntly.

“Kahaha! It's a joke. It's a joke.”

“A lie contains a handful of truth. There must be a motive for saying that?”

Tarator quickly changed his mood when he saw Peria's face, but soon revealed his true feelings.

“... Actually, the secretary is dead.”

“... Oh, that guy?”

“Ana?”

“To some extent.”

There was a moment of silence after that.

Tarator silently stared at the shelf beyond Peria.

There were numerous notes packed on top of the shelf where he took out the liquor bottle.

The notes there, thick and dense enough to be called a book, were probably various letters about the organization written by the scribe.

But strangers are strangers.

Peria left a short condolence, and Tarator seemed to have had enough of that and moved on to the next matter.

“I’m sorry.”

“Thank you.”

“Then let’s just calculate the rest and be done.”

“Let’s do that.”

After talking about various things, the two people got up to see if the transaction was over.

He had his men bring a huge box, took a bag out of it, and gave it to Peria.

Since I had finished my business and had nothing to do, I was curious about the contents of the box, so I went to the side and looked at it.

However, inside it was a priest's uniform from the Gaia Church.

“Why are you interested in priestly uniforms?”

Tarator noticed that I was interested in the box and quickly approached me and spoke to me.

“... What?”

When I came here, I spoke out for the first time.

When he heard my slightly subdued voice, he welcomed me.

“Ah! He was a friend who could speak well. No, why, I spoke to you because you were looking at the priest's robes here. Was it last week? Two priests came into our gambling house under the influence of drugs and started behaving violently. So I took off all my clothes and chased them out, but there was really no use for them. Take it if you want. Think of it as my favor.”

For me, I was just curious as to why it was here, but it also tells me things I don't really want to know.

Then, as I was confused and didn't know what to do in a situation like this, Feria came next to me and stamped Tarator's toe with her staff.

Sigh!

'Ugh!'

It's a pain I can understand after experiencing it a few times.

Even though it wasn't my pain, it was imprinted in my memory as soon as I saw it, so I swallowed a moan at the terrible pain that came to mind automatically.

Tarator responded with tears streaming from his eyes.

Meanwhile, seeing tears flowing out of the eyepatch, it seemed like what was inside the eyepatch was a real eye.

“Aww! Why are you being hysterical?!”

“Whose escort are you manipulating? Aren’t you going to go away?”

“Can’t I just talk to you? There is no harm in becoming friends with someone who says they have good skills.”

After saying that, he massages the tops of my feet for a moment, folds two priest's robes neatly, puts them in my hands, and whispers.

“If you don’t like your salary, come to me. Make sure to pay your salary well. And I also have a taste for priestly uniforms. Just by looking at it, it looks like a comrade. Take it and put it to good use.”

“... Excessive favor.”

Clap-

When Tarator came too close, I raised my sword threateningly to push him away like I did other times, but something a little different happened than expected.

“Oops, please move there carefully.”

When Tarator saw that my magic sword was about to touch the shelf, he lightly pressed the side blade of my magic sword with a bottle of wine to prevent it from damaging the shelf.

'It's faster than I thought?'

Then he winks and says with only one eye visible.

“Well, you might think it’s not a good idea right now. However, if you get the chance, spend a lot of money and go to Gaia's temple. If you do, you will be able to experience a new world.”

Why does this person arbitrarily decide on other people’s tastes?

Not only is it really ridiculous, but I also don't know what to do with it and how to use it.

'My favorite is stockings.'

After that, Peria stuffed her pockets into her bag and went outside to say hello.

“Hehe... I paid good money to him, so he took care of me. Anyway, we'll go.”

“Yes. I'll call you next time if anything happens.”

After parting ways with the man, we left the alley and started heading back to the hotel.

As soon as Peria comes out onto the main street, she takes out a bag full of jingling dwarven coins from her bag and runs around, looking in a really good mood.

On the other hand, I feel embarrassed just looking at the priest's uniform in my hand.

“... Should I throw this away?”

“It’s free, so why not have it? I might use it later.”

“Where can I use something like this...”

No matter how you look at it, it doesn't seem to have any more value than used clothes.

But while Peria was running, she suddenly stopped and shouted.

“...Wait! I got a great idea!”

“Huh? What is it?”

“How about using this to help Astesia and Linai meet?”

“Astesia, a demon, to Linai in the temple of the Gaia Church? Isn’t it too dangerous?”

I didn't understand what they were talking about, but I decided to listen.

Astesia said that she could meet Linai by applying Asmodeus' blessing, but that she had to make direct contact at least once to meet her.

So, rather than waiting for Linai's holiday, which you don't know when, it might be better to let her meet in advance if there is a way.

“Please explain.”

“It’s simple. My brother and Astesia put on their priest’s clothes and go inside. How about it?”

“You speak so easily, but you don’t want to be caught right away?”

“It seems surprisingly easy, right? The day of the offering is coming soon, so we are busy preparing. Wouldn’t it be okay if I took advantage of that gap?”

“... That's right. Now that I think about it, that day has finally arrived.”

At first, I thought it was a bad plan, but when I heard that the day of memorial service was approaching, I thought it wasn't such a bad plan.

Day of offering.

It is a day to strengthen the soul by sublimating feats.

For ordinary people, it is a day to feel joy about their own growth, but at the same time, it is a day for soul patients to feel deep sorrow.

There is talk that this time it will be a huge ceremony, as we have already experienced the recent expedition of the 3rd Legion and the invasion of the demons.

Of course, there are reasons for that, but I also think that the Gaia Church might open it up even further to save our face.

“Good. Why not give it a try? But the first thing that came to mind was Astesia?”

“Hmph. Because Astesia is my lifesaver. You have to do that much.”

“Ah. Those tears? But didn’t that dry up after some time?”

“Do you know who I am? It was all preserved and stored at the request of Magic Tower. I did the same with the slime.”

“Then I'm glad. Now all I have to do is get that fairy-flavored fruit, right?”

“Yes. I roughly collected 500 more coins, but I hope it ends within that time.”

As we talked, I felt a little solemn.

I was so active that I almost forgot about it, but Feria also has a limited life.

That's why I work hard day and night to heal that body.

Although I obtained many ingredients by chance, the last ingredient is one that can only be obtained through luck.

I may have worked hard all this time, but I thought it was too much to think that I had to rely on luck at the end.

“Why do you suddenly seem in a bad mood?”

“... Are you not sick these days?”

“Why? Do you want it to hurt?”

“No, who said that? There's... demon blood. He said he continues to warm up.”

When I spoke carefully, Peria burst out laughing.

“Puhaha! What am I saying again? are you okay. Not much is apparent yet. Because it was a long way away.”

“...Then I'm glad.”

The laughter mixed with Peria's answer was sincere.

That smile still makes me feel a little more at ease.

Peria turned around and just as she answered, she raised her tiptoes and tapped my mask with her finger.

“If you’re going to say things like that, why don’t you take off your mask?”

“Oh, that’s right.”

'Come to think of it, I was wearing a mask.'

I forgot about it after writing it for hours.

The alley was a little humid, but when I came out, there was a cool breeze blowing, which may have been the reason why I didn't feel uncomfortable.

The moment you try to take off the mask with your hands, thinking that you don't need it anymore -

side-

A sound was heard from the mask.

“Huh? What was that sound just now?”

I heard a strange sound, so I wrapped my arms around Peria and looked around, but there was nothing.

“What is it? Didn’t you just hear something strange? Was I the only one who heard it?”

I looked down at Peria while being wary of her surroundings, but she was just smiling.

“It looks like one of the cats expressed gratitude to her brother.”

“What cat? I didn’t see it?”

“It was much faster than my brother. I guess that’s why I didn’t see it.”

‘I’m getting goosebumps. Some kind of animal is passing by without even being able to see it.'

When I hear Peria’s words, my skin starts to grow.

“... Could it be a ghost?”

I really hate ghosts.

“What if it’s a ghost? My brother will protect me.”

“No, I can’t catch a ghost... Can you catch me for a moment? Can I just beat it with a sword? Right?”

I quickly look around, but I can't feel anything.

Among the enemies I didn't want to encounter during my time as a spirit patient, the top ones were ghosts and ghosts.

That kind of thing is truly terrible because it is a complete counter to cold weapons and soul weapons that cannot use magic power because they do not take physical damage.

Still, since the magic sword contains Deshade's divine power, I think it would be at the level of an emperor if he swings it like a club.

“Ugh. A human being as big as a bishop is so unsatisfactory. Let’s go and sleep.”

“No, that’s not my will, so why... Ah, the clothes are sagging, pull them up properly.”

Peria grabbed my hand and started pulling me and we started off again.

If possible, I hope not to encounter ghosts on the way.

        
            depth of field

Just control your mind endlessly, explore the world of your mind, and increase your own limits based on that vast mind.

Depth is a path that is not biased toward one side, or rather, the goal is to show off the beautiful radish.

Depth is something intermediate between sword dance, which can be said to be very shallow, and insignificant martial arts, martial arts, and martial arts that are a combination of a few sword techniques and a few religions.

However, thanks to this, it is also a martial art that anyone can easily learn to the end if taught from the basics.

'I thought so until then.'

For Hwarim, depth of field is everything in life.

When Hwarim was young, he wandered around looking for food and ended up in what he thought was a temple. He learned the martial art of depth in the mountains.

The mountain I went into thinking it was a temple turned out to be another facility disguised as a temple.

It was a facility to protect something in the innermost part of the temple, and its purpose was to take orphans, teach them martial arts, and raise them as guardians of the seal.

And as time passed, the teacher who taught Hwarim died.

So, Hwarim, who had mastered everything about the deep realm at the right time, and had entered the stage of self-enlightenment and pioneered the world of the deep, naturally took over his position as seal leader.

She became an educator and director at Cheonae Orphan.

'And I felt it.'

After Hwarim reached the peak, he felt how weak, fleeting, and absurd humans were.

The disciples who gave him affection were poisoned overnight by assassins who came for something in the innermost part of the temple, and the disciples who he thought were successful were actually spies deliberately brought in from outside.

But that wasn't a problem for Hwarim.

Because there was something else I really didn't like.

In Hwarim's opinion, among the promising players that others praised as outstanding, there was no one he liked.

[Why didn’t you go one step further?]

[If you go any further from there, you will definitely die.]

[The only one who can do that is Master. We haven't reached that point yet.]

[This is something I naturally did when I was your age. Why can't you guys, who have a better body than me at the time, do it?]

[Seal leader. Please, please consider it. Master Seong’s teaching methods are sometimes too extreme. So, not even half of the children who came in will survive.]

It was always frustrating.

Even though he was trying to tell them the best way to survive in this temple where assassins are always hiding and challengers are coming, and to show the end of the depth he has achieved, no one understood his intentions.

So, thinking that time would solve the problem, he treated them more strictly, but what came back was the swords pointed at him by all his disciples, starting with his adjutant.

'I had no idea that the temple, which had endured so many seasonal changes, would meet its end as a purchase.'

In the first place, it was impossible to live like that forever.

In fact, everything in that temple was managed with subsidies from somewhere not directly managed by Hwarim, and after a coup d'état occurred in the outside world, those subsidies had long since been cut off.

Hwarim merely inherited the position of Seongjang, who trained guards at the temple, and there was a separate person who managed the money.

When that person disappeared, the temple began to gradually decline, and Hwarim, the seal leader, and his members ended up having to climb the mountains to find food on their own.

But still, Hwarim had no intention of leaving the temple.

When the depth of field reached its extreme, Hwarim could tell.

'It was breathing.'

The innermost part of the temple, where even she, the sealer, is prohibited from entering.

An annex with physical and magical measures in place to prevent not only people but even ants from entering.

Clearly, there was danger alive in that annex where not even a drop of water, let alone food, was allowed to enter.

Something inside it should never be released into the world.

'I don't know what the saints put in, but the measures were excellent.'

Fortunately, the seal was structured so that it could never be opened unless it was tampered with from the outside.

Hwarim's position as seal chief to his teacher had two responsibilities.

One was to exclude those coming from the outside targeting something inside, and the other was to deal with something inside if it was released.

And depth of field was the weapon to achieve them.

But that balance was eventually broken.

Someone gave money to the lieutenant, and the lieutenant incited his subordinates to use what he had learned from her to kill Hwarim and hand over the items inside the temple.

So Hwarim-

Killed them all.

Blood soaked the floor, flowers were embroidered on the clothes, and the blood on the sword was cut until it became thick.

He destroyed his disciples, became disillusioned with himself, and destroyed the world.

Then, carrying my exhausted body and a sadness heavier than my body, I climbed on top of the remains of those who had been my students, who had now turned into pieces of meat, and looked at the sky.

I thought that the clear, cloudless moon was humiliating me because I was covered in blood.

Hwarim cried out, “What did I do wrong?” and cut down the moon, and the moon shot out white lightning in return.

After that, he fell into a place that could easily be called hell.

I met a child in that hell island.

'Irim.'

He was finally found, a crazy child who killed his traitorous disciples and made him reconsider his resolve not to take on any more disciples.

The disciples Hwarim was looking for were not those who had excellent senses or a natural talent for wielding a sword, and who had been raised with care from a young age.

He was a person who had a habit of taking one more step towards death and knew how to do only that.

-------------------------------

'Indeed, it's been a long time since I remembered this.'

Depth of depth is based on keeping your mind calm at all times.

It can be said that it is important to always perform a more elegant sword dance without being swayed by emotions.

So, in order to maintain depth, Hwarim also wrapped the memories of betrayal she felt in the past in a wrapping cloth and hid them in a corner of her emotions.

'But it's broken.'

The book of the great evil Wen Grain, held by an orc.

The attack of a guy called Mimic from Hell that came out of it had a huge impact on the attitude of maintaining such depth.

A direct loss to the soul.

An attack that doesn't matter how much training you have done.

The damage to the essence of the soul was such a pain.

He went so far as to ask for a disciple whom he cherished to rest due to mental shock.

When I come to my senses, I see a space I haven't entered in a really long time.

This is the inner world of Hwarim, the world of the heart.

A space where only clean, mirror-like water exists.

Beyond the horizon is a wide space that has no end, like the height of the sky.

Hwarim sits cross-legged in that space and shouts so loudly that the clean spiritual world resonates.

“When did I become so driven?”

The sound continues to spread endlessly until it reaches the end and echoes back.

There was a time when I thought that this world, which I arrived at after falling into the abyss, was a pleasant hell if it was called hell because it was constantly being resurrected.

However, the reason he thought so was because Hwarim lived in this world thinking that he could enjoy it in moderation because he was not using the martial arts that cut down his students.

Hwarim lived with the natural belief that if he used his true intentions, no one would be able to beat him using depth of field.

“But I definitely felt my limitations.”

But it broke.

The depth of field, which was thought to be so strong that no one could break it, was broken after a confrontation with Aela and an attack by a creature of hell.

Of course, you can make as many excuses as you want.

Hwarim is now in a body that cannot even operate the energy, let alone the amount of energy he gathered during his lifetime, and so he was unable to use the last martial art, which is the strongest and most beautiful of the depths of field.

Still, Hwarim did not make excuses.

The world may be cruel, but it is fair to everyone.

No, actually, I am indifferent to everyone.

The reason one dies is because one is weak, and Hwarim realized that and decided not to become shabby anymore.

“Don’t make excuses.”

Now that her mind is clearer, Hwarim now feels certain.

Even if he had won at that time, even if he had a perfectly fine body, this is a world overflowing with beings that surpass Aela and that monster.

Even if the body was perfect, it only meant that the moment of defeat would be delayed, and the fact that the moment of defeat would come would not change.

It's just that the moment has arrived a little early.

So Hwarim hints.

“Admit it, Hwarim.”

I say this to Myeonggyeong Jisoo.

I was weak, I was fleeting, I was unreasonable to my students.

“The person I was disillusioned with, I am that kind of person too.”

The state of not being able to fully wake up and the voice of God vaguely heard.

The current Hwarim barely survived thanks to Deshade's mental correction.

They become disillusioned with themselves, who are only human and full of pride.

“I am not the person to teach anyone.”

It was wrong for me to teach someone like that.

Rather, it is just a lesson in martial arts that has its own false confidence and limitations.

‘Irim. 'I'm so sorry.'

I held on to that child for a long time due to greed and prejudice.

He only showed his back to that child for five years, and the child reached the current level only by following his back.

'If I had recognized you earlier and taught you martial arts, if I had let you meet those who were more talented, you would have grown into a more beautiful flower.'

Hwarim felt fortunate to have realized that even now.

The defeat he faced despite giving his best several times made him lose his method and confidence.

So I made him realize his mistake.

And Hwarim made a decision.

Now, let's no longer restrict Irim and break the teacher's frame so that Irim can accept the wider world.

And I decided again.

“I will follow you too, to watch over you.”

Hwarim did not sit down even though he was defeated.

I looked at my feet because I was defeated.

He looked back at the path he had walked and looked ahead again.

Arrogance has suffered defeat and is now able to perceive the future.

Lee Rim was already walking down the path to that future.

So, Hwarim decided to walk next to Irim, who would break the frame and soar, break through the earth and make flowers bloom.

Rather than being a teacher and student, we decided to support, watch, and follow the child from a close distance, like the family he wanted.

The reason why I reached my limit and fell into arrogance.

The reason why I didn't recognize my identity until I experienced defeat.

Because I couldn't meet someone who surpassed me or was equal to me, I stopped thinking of myself as the pinnacle.

Hwarim thought she was looking at a frog in a well, but then realized that she was also a frog trapped in another well.

“Depth, by nature, has confined itself to achieving endless progress and growth for too long.”

The mindset is over.

Hwarim takes a look at Myeonggyeong Jisu.

The clean surface of the deep world created by polishing the depth of field.

The bottom of the water, where I had thought there would be no more clean and peaceful mind, was actually just a floor where the chains I had created were locked.

So Hwarim decided to destroy it first.

“Rachal.”

thud!

Ssss-

The chain that covered the world bounces above the Myeonggyeongjisu.

All the things that were spread out to the end of the world, all of them, the rusty thoughts that had solidified and dropped water droplets with a single sound, floated upwards.

“Safflower would be a good weapon.”

This is possible because this is Hwarim’s heart.

I think of the sword I enjoyed using when I was alive, the sword I can no longer see, and the sword that cut down my student.

“It’s been a while.”

A red sword immediately appeared before Hwarim's eyes.

Hold the sword in front of you,

swing it

Pachang-

All the chains disappeared.

The things that were weighing down and eating away at my heart disappeared.

The identity was broken there.

The reason it was simple to swing was because there was a long time between deciding to swing and not finding an object to swing.

Now that Hwarim has finished organizing everything, she decides to wake up.

“Well, I guess I should go back now.”

The student he loved, the student he loved, now returns to Lee Rim, who is no longer his student.

I wake up from a long sleep and go back.

In order to survive, I decided to return to this world and return to this world.

To that end, the moment you walk towards what you thought was the exit -

Ahhh-

Something came out of the exit.

That's a small hole created by persistence.

A Mimic of Hell given by the devil of Hell, whose theme is fighting, to his priests in order to somehow indirectly interfere with the earth and enjoy fighting.

The Mimic's attack leaves a hole in the soul.

The attacks of Hell's Mimic do not end with simply tearing the soul.

A hole is created in the soul of a person who survives the attack, and the devil, made up of only souls in hell, invades directly through the small passage created by the creature.

Hwarim immediately recognized the identity of the stranger who used the place he was trying to leave as the entrance.

“I see, you are the devil.”

What grain.

The demon of struggle has entered the world of the heart.

Hwarim holds Honghwa and looks at the devil.

“Thanks to you, I feel a lot better. I took a good rest unintentionally.”

After the initial roar without answering, the black devil begins to grow, gradually expanding its branch-like body that passed through the narrow passage.

It was so huge that Hwarim couldn't see its face even if she looked up.

As if that wasn't enough, the demon that grew up like that begins to grow even bigger.

However, to Hwarim, that wasn't that important.

“I have to go back to Lee Rim now. So, I would like you to leave some room.”

This is Hwarim’s territory.

You can't just leave without chasing away the devil that invaded at will.

However, the devil did not even pretend to hear those words and began to create arms like siege weapons and step on the ground with legs as high as a magic tower.

And I confess.

[Serve me. Become a priest of this Wen Grain.]

Hwarim proudly faced the outrageous assault.

“Reject.”

[Then just fight, fight with me. And give your body.]

After hearing the rejection, the devil went into a fighting stance.

But Hwarim refused even that.

“I’m busy, so I’ll put it off until sometime. Go back to your world. If you do that, I'll fight you again someday when I want. Now I have to go see Lee Rim.”

Hwarim wanted to hurry back home even though the Great Devil was right in front of him.

Right now, Hwarim just wants to meet Lee Rim as soon as possible.

Naturally, the devil rejected such a refusal.

[Can not be done. Make your decision. Will I become a priest or will I fight?]

Anything presented to a subject who has entered someone else's mental world is an absurdly unreasonable option.

'Why were you thinking of creating an exit like that?'

Hwarim sighs when she sees the devil blocking the exit with its huge body.

When Hwarim was young, when he first built his inner world, he deliberately created unnecessary exits just because he cared about the scenery.

And now he was paying the price.

For Hwarim, who was in a hurry to go home right now, something unexpected happened because there was only one entrance, something that he never thought would happen when he was building the door.

In the end, Hwarim became irritated and accepted the Great Devil's fight.

“You’re such a guy who has nothing to do dirty. good night. Devil of hell, but know one thing. I don't know what kind of hell you live in, but I won't let you go until you cry and regret coming here.”

Hwarim did not back down.

This is the world of the heart.

A space where you can do whatever you want, unlike reality where you cannot use energy at all.

So, since this is a long-awaited opportunity, I would like to test my limits.

Allows energy to flow into the body.

It contains more than twice the energy it had when alive, and restores the skills that Lee Rim had planned to teach the day when he can control magical power.

“Are you ready? Devil.”

The devil, who was slowly approaching, stops when he sees Hwarim's appearance.

An unexpected transformation of the soul.

Hwarim provokes the devil, who stops when he sees her.

“Since you have come this far, even if you say you will go back now, they will not accept it.”

Wen Grain accepted the provocation.

[...]

Okay!

The devil quietly crouched down and spread six pairs of wings.

The wings represent propulsion, the crouched body represents defense, and the pillar-like arms represent struggle.

That's Grain's power.

That's it.

The devil of struggle does not use tricks.

They are demons who are skilled in all kinds of ancient magic.

Wen Grain is one such devil, but he is special.

He is a devil who enjoys using his body the most even in hell, and unlike the image of endless destruction that comes with the nickname of struggle, he is a stubborn devil who clearly distinguishes between knowledge and violence.

When Wen Grain fights, he is a devil who reaches his peak by directly swinging his body, which is made up of only souls, to crush other devils.

Therefore, the attitude of power taken by such a great evil is a courtesy to confront Hwarim of the deep world.

Hwarim also saw the appearance and realized the devil's sincerity.

And just like the devil, she also confronts her true feelings there.

“Irim. Just wait a moment. I'm going back right away.”

Hwarim aims Honghwa at the devil.

Then he swings the sword and gets tired.

The last technique of depth of field.

The most beautiful flower.

Now that it is not perfect, it is the best of technology that can only be developed in the world of depth, and it shows the end of depth.

"Simdo-ryu - Genus flowering - Udumbara."

and,

Flowers bloomed on the devil's body.

        
            Maybe it was because I had been wandering around at night, but as soon as I got back, I just slept like I was dead.

After changing my clothes, I was so tired that I couldn't even use the pillow properly, so I just threw myself on the bed, hugged the blanket, and fell asleep.

People must choose one thing to live by, day or night.

Otherwise, my stamina won’t be able to withstand it.

It's the same even if it's a mental illness.

Sleep is an important matter common to all mankind.

Food, clothing, and shelter are not considered important as the three basic elements for nothing, and the search for shelter has been with history.

'... It's soft.'

The cushioning of the bed, which is comparable to the world I originally lived in, makes it difficult to get up.

Of course it is worth it.

If the modern bed is a product of science, the bed here is also the product of wizards and alchemists putting their heads together and thinking about how to be more efficient and achieve maximum sleep efficiency in a limited sleep time.

The beds here are made by abandoning their status as nobles and joining forces with weavers. The especially good beds are equipped with magical processes, so much so that if you lie down when you are extremely tired, you will never want to get up again.

In that respect, I was able to see how great Peria is.

Even though there are many factors that interfere with sleep, these days, I only sleep for about 4 hours during the day and wake up very energetically at night.

-tweet!

Kihyaaa!

'Oh, I don't want to wake up.'

I really didn't want to wake up as the sunlight came through the window.

You can hear the sounds of people outside, the sound of birds sitting on street trees calling to their comrades, the sound of cats wary of each other in the alley, and the sound of a carriage rolling.

After thinking about it for a moment, I tried to use them as white noise and fall asleep again.

'I was awake for too long yesterday.'

After all, today I just wanted to sleep all the way through.

Meanwhile, another sound entered my ears.

“The teacher is awake, but is the disciple still sleeping?”

“... Master?”

When I opened my eyes to the sound of a voice I heard for the first time in a few days, I saw Master right next to my bed, looking down at me.

“Now, wait a minute...”

Kuuk-

“Ugh!”

I was so happy that I quickly tried to get up, but Master pushed my forehead with his finger and laid me back on the bed.

“You’re probably tired, so just lie down. I said hello to everyone else first, so there’s no need to rush.”

Thanks to this, I vaguely tried to get up, but my body ended up in an awkward position.

Then Master sat down on the bed and placed my head on his lap, making a pillow for me.

My mind is a little shaken as I just woke up.

I'm embarrassed, glad, and embarrassed.

“... I feel a little embarrassed?”

“It's between us, but in the past, when we rested on the battlefield, we used to sleep with our heads pressed against each other.”

'I think leaning on each other and leaning on one side are a little different.'

The soft, yet slightly elastic thighs you can feel behind your head.

It's not a feeling of ignorance.

We fought outdoors a lot and were always exhausted, so we took a short nap whenever we had time, and Master sometimes lent me a place to lean on.

However, I feel a little embarrassed when I think of that place being on the bed.

So, the moment I put a little strength into my body to get up again, the teacher pressed my forehead again, but this time, I guess he must have guessed what kind of blood pressure I had, so I couldn't put any strength into my body, so I gave up.

I had no choice but to look up at Master's face while lying down and ask him about his condition.

“Anyway, are you okay? Are you still in pain or something?”

“It’s okay now.”

According to the answer, there was no visible abnormality to Master.

Since my soul had been attacked, I was worried that there would be any aftereffects even if I recovered, but there didn't seem to be any.

Rather, the face that enjoyed the gentle breeze coming from outside the window had a comforting look, as if a layer of skin had been removed.

“I’m glad Deshade cares a lot.”

“...Okay. I heard it from Thistle first, but it is said that the god came every hour and gave me strength little by little with the divine power that was gradually gathered. I don't really like it, but I have to be sure to say thank you for things I'm thankful for.”

“I know that Master hates Deshade, but it would be better. I was really at a loss as to what to do if the treatment was insufficient.”

Of course, there was help from Asmodeus, but that was only possible because of Deshade.

If Deshade had not first noticed the Master's anomaly, the Master would have been in the same situation as other soul patients whose minds have collapsed.

It is difficult to touch the soul unless you are a divine being, but if it was not cured despite the care of God and the devil, I think there is really no way.

Master stroked my forehead a little and then spoke again.

“Yes. It must have been difficult while I was lying down. I heard you met a huge orc?”

“Yes. Did you say slayer? He was much stronger than the guys I knew, but I caught him with other people.”

“I think it will be an interesting story.”

When I talked to my teacher for the first time in a while, he got excited and started telling me in detail about various things that had happened, including the story of the fight.

Even though I was the only one talking, Master listened intently and praised me along the way.

However, no matter how cool you try to talk, the place is the place, and in the end, it is just something you say with your head resting on Master's thigh.

Maybe that's why, after it was all said and done, I felt embarrassed because I felt like I was a child who wanted praise for talking so excitedly.

Still, Master praised me sincerely.

In a way that compares it to how I used to be.

“You’ve really grown a lot. Were you a goblin before? I was scared of those guys pouring out.”

I blushed a little at Master's words.

Certainly, at that time, I was in a completely different world, so I repeatedly got scared the moment even trivial things revealed their life to me.

“No, that’s a different case. And it wasn't like they just jumped out of a hole, the number was in the tens of thousands, but isn't it even weirder that they weren't scared?”

“Sometimes a man has to be brave even when he knows he will die to become popular with women.”

“Sometimes... when you die, that's it, but what happens next?”

We say that when we die, we come back to life, but if we think about it normally, it is natural that when we die, that is the end.

“That’s true too. Hehehe.”

Master didn't say anything after that and just kept stroking my hair.

I was a little worried about that situation, so I carefully checked the situation again.

“... You’re really healed, right?”

“Why. Are you a little worried?”

“A lot. Because you don't say anything unlike usual.”

The teacher's expression is clearly smiling, but at the same time, I can feel that he is thinking about something.

They're looking at my face, but they're not actually looking at me.

It's the same as when Master got angry before.

Master is now looking at me as something else.

However, this time it was a little different.

Even as I looked at things overlapping, the focus came back to me.

Far away, then closer.

After repeating that, Master spoke up.

“It’s just that… I feel a little sorry.”

“Are you asking me for rest? I said I didn't care. So please stop apologizing.”

Does Master still care about the request he made back then?

But Master's next words were not the only thing he said.

“That's true, but I thought that maybe because I was holding on to my Lee Rim, his growth slowed down.”

“... Why do you think that?”

The teacher's words were a little puzzling to me.

I've never thought of it like that.

Rather, I believe that I am who I am today because my teacher laid the foundation for me.

Instead of answering me right away, Master began to tell his story.

“When I was alive, I grew flowers.”

“... Flowers.”

'Is it a metaphor?'

Once again, the dim eyes were reflecting the past.

“Yes, flowers. It is colorless, odorless, and scentless, but it is a very beautiful flower. I thought I knew how to make those flowers bloom most beautifully. Of course, something happened so I couldn't achieve it in the end.”

“What happened?”

“It's just that... the flower gave me a thorn. I'll just say this here.”

Master runs his hand through the hair around my ear.

The finger seemed to be shaking a little.

And the eyes that looked at the past reflected on me again.

I ask that question to the teacher.

“... Then what am I?”

“You... are a weed.”

“That’s a bit too much.”

'What are weeds? Weeds.'

A somewhat disappointing answer came back.

Master smiled as if he thought it was funny even as he said it.

“There was no choice but to call it a weed. All I did for you was give you a piece of land where you could stand alone. I didn't intend for Lee Rim to raise you into a flower.”

I wasn't sure what the flower meant exactly, but I could guess it from the context.

Until now, Master had never thought of teaching me his real sword techniques.

“That’s right. I really didn't show any skills after the basics.”

“Because I had no intention of making that mistake again.”

“And thanks to Aila, you changed your mind.”

Afterwards, the Master competed with Aela about his accomplishments, lost, and gave up his stubbornness.

“Yes. Meeting that elf shattered my narrow world, and it was only then that I came to acknowledge your potential. And I realized that I, who was just an arrogant eavesdropper, was blocking the sunlight that our Lee Rim, who could be a real flower, received.”

Master takes my hand and helps me sit up.

I face the teacher and listen to her words.

“I looked down on you out of selfishness. Lee Lim. You are the one who can become much bigger than me.”

“I’m not sure about that. The things I have achieved today were possible because I had a teacher.”

“Thank you for your words. Okay, so from now on I will tell you everything about me. I will teach you how to become a flower beyond the basics that I have taught you so far. You can do it.”

“Didn’t you say that it takes a lifetime to become strong like your teacher?”

It's good that you made up your mind, but what you said before bothers me.

Master said that it would take several decades to fully master one's martial skills.

But Master shook his head and denied what I said.

“No, that was what would happen if I insisted on my own way. But not anymore. Lee Rim, you can surpass me in no time. Lee Rim, you are a person who explores, imitates, and eats others to move forward. You don't know how useful a talent it is.”

They say it's talent, but I don't know yet.

As expected, it is ambiguous.

Master did not lie.

And he evaluated me accurately, honestly and without bias.

'My talent is a useful talent.'

It is by no means a talent that can be called great or special.

Master must have met many students before me, and when he evaluated me, he evaluated me by comparing me with them.

So, compared to real people, my talent is not that outstanding.

        
            'Well, I guess it doesn't matter.'

Still, it does not mean that there is no way to bridge the gap to some extent.

The only advantage I have now is that I can be resurrected.

I just need to actively utilize it and try to catch up with them.

Master pointed that out.

If you are in a situation where you can't win, you can take a step forward and use the victories and defeats you gain from it to grow.

Just as it has been the case so far, it will continue to be the same.

Master confirmed me objectively.

“It's a useful level of talent... This is the first time I've heard of it.”

“Then you just need to know from now on. The moment you check how good you are is the true starting point. You are a talented and greedy person, so I will encourage your drive.”

Master does not stop there, but looks into my eyes and speaks.

“But there is a condition.”

“Please tell me.”

'Is it okay if I win against something again this time?'

I followed whatever the Master said.

So this time, I wondered if they were going to give me a mission that wasn't just another mission.

However, the condition this time was only a condition in name, and it sounded completely different from the ones that had existed before.

“I will also follow your steps. So treat me like an equal.”

“Equal? What does that mean?”

Master calmly pours out his feelings to me who is embarrassed.

“Irim. You will soon surpass me. But I also have no intention of just watching you continue to climb. So now I will hold your hand and lift it up. So please lead my hand too. Let’s become the most beautiful flower together.”

“That means...”

“This means that we should stop having a priest-priest relationship.”

I felt like my heart sank at Master’s words.

But I soon understood.

Transformation of relationships.

Not teacher and disciple, but companions walking the same path.

That is what Master said.

A state where a new world, unknown power, death and a chance for comeback coexist.

Master, who noticed all of this, let go of his arrogance and wanted to look down the same path and achieve the same level as me.

It was not a condition or condition.

Paradoxically, that declaration of giving up on being a teacher was his last request as a teacher.

It was a declaration that could be misunderstood, but since I had known Master for a long time, I immediately understood its true meaning.

I smile bitterly, feeling a little bitter.

'This option probably didn't exist from the beginning.'

So I had no choice but to accept it.

“... I don't know if I can live up to Master's expectations. I just think it's a difficult path.”

“When did you ask me something and learn something? I will do the same. I can only learn by watching you grow. So you don’t have to worry.”

Master's eyes were now only looking at me, not anywhere else.

These are not eyes that always care for me with loving eyes, but burning, active eyes based on a firm will.

Inner passion.

As I looked into those eyes, I suddenly felt energized.

My heart began to race as I thought about my will to grow further and myself walking next to Master, not behind him.

That's how I made up my mind.

I hope it stays that way for a bit.

Dang-dang-dang-dang-

We returned to reality as the bell tower of the Gaia Church towering high outside the window made a sound announcing the morning.

“...Now. So let's go down first. I should go down and eat something and think about what I should do today.”

After Master finished telling the story, he got up and headed for the door, probably feeling embarrassed.

I followed behind him and quickly stood next to him and answered.

But that was only for a moment.

“Of course. Master.”

“Hwarim.”

“Yes?”

'Suddenly what?'

As Master stopped in front of the door, I also stopped.

“Now I am no longer your teacher. Did I tell you? Let's go equally. So the name is... there is an age difference, hmm, hmm! It's just a little bit, so call me Hwarim noona.”

Master says that and looks at me with a bright smile.

A smile that says rejection is rejection.

I couldn't help but be taken aback by that laugh.

‘Call me by name. 'How can I do that now?'

In the past, when he was teasing me, he eventually told me not to call him that, but this time, he told me to call him that first.

Things have changed since then.

There is a big difference between saying something like that with the intention of teasing someone and saying something that you sincerely want to keep calling out.

So I tried to avoid it somehow because I wasn't used to it, but-

“No, but... I think it’s still a little difficult?”

“Uh-huh! This is my last request as a teacher.”

'No, is there a need to come out this strong?'

Since this is my last request as a teacher that I decided to give up for no reason, it becomes a little difficult to refuse.

I had no choice but to muster up the courage to use the title she asked for.

“... Sister Hwarim.”

For now, I had no choice but to speak in a crawling voice because I was reluctantly saying it out of shame and rejection.

Still, Master, the woman who will now be called Hwarim seems to have liked it.

I closed my eyes for a moment after hearing my words to the point that I felt even more embarrassed in front of myself, who was trying to overcome my shame with all my might.

He seems like a poet who enjoys the sound and rhyme of words contained in that short call.

However, the outrage that was not an outrage did not end there.

“... Yes. Please keep calling me that from now on. Even if it's difficult, I'd appreciate it if you tried. And don't forget to leave out the honorifics, if you think of me as real family, feel free to call me accordingly. It's okay if you only show up occasionally. Hehehe.”

“No, but that’s-”

“Write!”

'This is so embarrassing.'

I try to rebel against the added conditions again, but it's still the same as before.

No matter what I do, I can't escape her request.

The person who made that request was no one else, but Hwarim, who made me feel like a real family for the first time and decided to consider me family.

“... Okay. Hwarim... sister. ... Wow! You can’t do this?!”

“I guess I’ll get used to it.”

Just like that, Hwarim grabbed my arm, which gave me goosebumps, and led me downstairs.

From that day on, I lost my teacher and gained a companion.

-------------------------------

Buuu.

The sound of violently hitting the air.

When I went down to the first floor, I saw Enin pushing the tables aside and swinging an anvil indoors wearing only a light jacket.

'I can't believe I'm swinging something like that as a morning exercise.'

As we come down, Enin carefully places the hammer on the floor for a moment, but I still can't get used to the heavy sound.

Cooung-

“Phew... Ah! Irim, did you sleep well? I heard that you went to the back alley for a while last night, but I guess you were very tired.”

“Yes. This is what I felt after going there for the first time yesterday, and I think Feria is really amazing. You came here just like me, but I don’t know how you wake up like a ghost every morning?”

Peria, who came back from the back alley yesterday, said that she was just moderately tired and that even if there was a strange magical thread, it was okay to ignore it and sleep, and went to bed.

Of course, this doesn't always happen every day after visiting the back alley, and even after the trip, if I feel uneasy about something, I often lie down on the bed, get up again, come down to the first floor, plan my day, and go to sleep again in the middle of the day.

Enine is also worried that she is aware of Peria's sleep anxiety.

“Hmm... Next time I stop by the market, I'll have to look for tea leaves that can help me sleep better.”

“I would be grateful if you said so.”

I stopped worrying about Peria for a moment and checked Enin's physical condition one more time.

“But were you exercising? How is your body?”

Enin has definitely changed since the day he fought the Slayer.

“For now, recovery is complete. But since yesterday, I feel like the hammer has become a little lighter. Is this because magical energy is circulating in my body?”

'Does that weight feel lighter?'

As soon as Enin answered me, he lightly lifted the anvil again and started playing with it in his hand.

Obviously there is no change in the weight of the hammer.

That ignorant hammer, which is said to have an anvil as its head, still had a weight that even I, a soul sick person, didn't really want to lift, but that doesn't mean that Ennin's muscles had grown a lot in just one day.

The change that Ennin experienced was the direct use of magical power.

Ennin is now able to use the basic magical power within his body not only through a vague sense, but to directly manipulate the magical power according to his thoughts.

As someone who has never directly returned magical power to the body, I am really curious about what it feels like.

Hwarim explains in an abstract way what exactly it means to use magic power to Enin, who still doesn't know how to use magic power better.

“Gi... When magical power begins to flow through the body according to one's will, the body becomes incredibly active. You might think of it as another blood flowing throughout your body.”

“So that’s what it was. Still, I don't know if I can call it sword energy... but I guess I should call it sword energy. I need to only show off my sword energy once in a while. I feel a little dizzy after releasing it.”

When Enin gave the anvil a brief moment of strength, feeling like it was infusing strength into it, all parts of the anvil were briefly enveloped in blue light.

But that was only for a moment.

Enin immediately released his magic power, and at about the same time, beads of sweat flowed down his face.

Just by using a little bit of magical power, I started to sweat, which I had not been able to do until a little while ago even if I kept swinging the hammer as a morning exercise.

“Ugh... I'm a little dizzy.”

“ Still, think of it as exercise, and if you feel like you have regained a certain amount of magical energy, pour magical energy into even a small dishware once in a while. If you get used to it by repeating exhaustion and accumulation in that way, the amount of magical power will also increase.”

“I understand. Still, I guess I'll have to stop here for now.”

It seems to be the same principle as causing anemia when excessive blood loss occurs.

Enin wipes his sweaty hands with the towel he had prepared in advance and prepares to enter the kitchen.

“Would you like to eat rice first? I prepared it separately to give it to you when you two come down.”

“Thank you for that. Then...”

“Hmm?”

Hearing Enin's words, he tries to tell Hwarim to eat, but no words come out.

When Hwarim saw me like that, she realized what I was going to say and deliberately didn't answer, just smiled quietly and waited for me to open my mouth.

I know Hwarim well, so I know how angry she would be if I brought up the word “master” again here.

So, I thought I couldn't put it off any longer, so I had no choice but to bring up the titles I had promised.

“...Let’s eat. Sister.”

“Right! I'm really good at it, but why do I hesitate so much? Hehehe.”

When Hwarim saw me like that, she liked me like before, and I had no choice but to feel embarrassed again.

However, unlike before, there was one more person here now.

thud!

'Oh my, the floor is all broken.'

Enin heard our conversation and dropped the hammer he was lifting to take it back to the ground.

As a result, one of the floor tiles was completely shattered.

Instead of lifting the hammer from those tiles, Henin chose to ask the people involved about the cause of his shock.

“Yes? Hey, are you there? Did I not hear you clearly? Did I really receive less treatment when I returned home?”

“Well, that’s how it happened.”

“No, I have no idea what you’re talking about?! Please explain properly! Lee Rim, please come over here and talk!”

“Oh, I guess I should get some food.”

While Enin was arguing with Hwarim, he quickly went into the kitchen and started putting food from a small pot onto a plate.

I leave all excuses to my teacher and think about what I should do today while eating.

Meanwhile, I remembered that I gave Raines two books yesterday and that I still have one left.

'yes. 'I'll have to bring that to you today and get a reward.'

        
            I hold the book tightly bound in a clean cloth tighter against my side.

I'm sure I've gotten used to this Mimic's attacks, but the reason why I break into a cold sweat just by holding it is probably because of the terrifying sight of the Mimic suddenly exploding, which is imprinted in my mind.

Even before I left the dorm, I brought the book with me and tied it with any string that seemed sturdy.

Still, being anxious is being anxious, so we ended up wrapping it in something that looked like a holy seacloth that Deshade had made for Thistle, with letters densely written on it using a pen that emits light on a white square piece of cloth.

Standing at the crossroads of the barracks with a book in hand, I think about it for a moment.

'There was no problem coming in... but should I have requested a visit in advance?'

I came into the unit with a book, but I was at a loss as to how to address the corps commander.

The corps commander is a busy person.

Just looking at the name, the commander of the 3rd corps can be seen as ruling only one corps, but at the same time, because he is a noble, he actually has more power and responsibility.

It is safe to say that he is a monarch who uses this Grace territory as a starting point and rules over three fortified cities, including the Shanian trading city in the rear, and about 15 villages.

Of course, this is all in order for the corps commander to request continuous cooperation from lords in other cities to maintain the corps, supply weapons and food, repair, and set up a system for advancing again.

It is a bonus for the lords who rule the city to cooperate to impress the corps commander who commands the knights and soldiers in order to survive, unless the corps commander makes a big mistake and is dismissed.

It's even more strange that he isn't busy.

The more I think about it, the more my head hurts.

'Wow, I really should have sent a letter secretly in advance.'

I thought about going straight up from the crossroads to where his office was, but the task I was in charge of was such that the corps commander followed me and Enin as we were about to leave and entrusted it to me secretly.

If you go up now and crash into a car where other people were having a meeting, you're screwed.

'Of course that wouldn't be very good.'

Considering that they called us all the way out before, it might not be a good idea for this to be noticed by others.

'Should I come back next time?'

It was a time when I was wandering around the headquarters, thinking that there was nothing I could do.

“... Huh?”

I saw Vincent crossing the battalion in front of me.

Vincent must have seen me there, too, and came towards me with joy.

“Comrade! I think this is my first time seeing you in the barracks!”

“Was it like that? Nice to meet you. Vincent is so consistent.”

Maybe it's because I've seen him a few times now, but I feel happy to see him without realizing it.

He is fully armed again today, but seeing as he is on this side instead of the main gate, it seems he is not going to capture the orcs today.

Still, the armor was neat, and the sword was comfortably hanging around my waist as if I might pull it out right away, so I asked a question.

“By the way, Vincent, why did you come to the headquarters?”

“Because I have an unintentional appointment scheduled in the morning. Yesterday, I returned to my lodgings late in the evening, and the corps commander and longsword were with me.”

“Oh, I said we were friends.”

“Yes. It was such a fun conversation. So, while the two of us were drinking and talking, the story about me came up, and my teacher, Longsword, asked the corps commander to spar with me since it was also the day of the offering. As soon as the story came out, the corps commander swore and called me out, saying he had to quickly handle the troublesome matter. This is how I came.”

“Ah, it looks like they want to let you accumulate as many feats as possible before strengthening the soul vessel.”

Only after hearing those words did I understand why Vincent was here.

A little away from the headquarters was the corps commander's personal training ground, and Vincent seemed to be on his way there right now.

“That’s right. If you are as skilled as a corps commander, just sparring is enough of a feat. Other than that, I am happy because it was a good experience.”

“It would be nice because it is a safe way to accumulate feats.”

At times like this, I feel a little envious.

This is not a soul disease that makes it impossible to sublimate great feats, but rather an envy of the good environment that not only me but other commoners have.

This is why connections are good and important.

Among nobles and knights, it is said that they use the method that Vincent just mentioned, quickly accumulating great feats during their youth, and suffocating weakened magical beasts by sparring or capturing them.

Although it is an expedient, it all definitely counts as a feat.

feat.

A record of life that is sometimes called a great work, something that is generally difficult to achieve, or an achievement, and is praised depending on its severity.

At first, I thought that only achievements that were difficult to achieve on one's own were considered feats, but that was not the case.

In this world, farmers who steadily farm for a year and harvest crops, blacksmiths who spend a lifetime making weapons and farming tools, and workers who build dams to block rivers are all considered feats.

However, those things are treated as minor feats unless they are above a certain level, regardless of who decided them, so it takes years of effort to accumulate feats that can bring about great changes to the vessel of the soul.

'It's not like I'm screwing over people who are working hard in their lives.'

Humans are beings who, when the path to something becomes clear, clear the grass, compact the ground, and create a road to optimize the path.

And the humans here have also been exploring how to achieve feats more easily.

After a long period of time, they discovered a way to obtain the tribute to the god of feats more easily and conveniently in a way that could be called expedient.

As a result, nobles were able to achieve great feats more easily than commoners.

Children of nobles receive constant training from knights belonging to their families from a young age, so they achieve great feats more easily than the lower classes.

They raise the limit of their souls by sublimating the feats they have achieved by praying at the temple of the Gaia Church, and by training in the vision of manipulating the magical power passed down in their families, they ultimately become knights who draw out sword energy.

This is why there are many knights among nobles.

'No matter how talented you are, you make up the gap by burying the other side.'

It may be natural for ordinary people, but unless they are born with talent, it is impossible to receive such consistent investment.

Of course, just as Enin was able to use magical powers after endless battles with pagans and a decisive battle with the Slayer, there are many people who become adventurers because they want to use their abilities to overcome the gap with nobles.

Most adventurers say that they believe they have a hidden talent, but they force themselves into a deep pit and end up dying.

Of course, unlike those nobles, Vincent grew up step by step under the longsword from the beginning, but he couldn't help but think of the various stories he learned here.

Without realizing it, I stopped to think about it, and Vincent was standing in front of me blankly. He couldn't help it and asked about my business.

“By the way, Lee Rim, what brought you here?”

“Oh, that’s right. There is something the corps commander requested. I had to bring it to you, but I was wondering how to call it.”

“If that’s the case, please go straight to the training ground with me. The corps commander said he would stop by the office in the morning for a brief meeting and then wait at the training range.”

“Is that so? Then let’s do it.”

'What? Even if I went in, it wasn't there in the end.'

Thanks to Vincent, I was able to easily meet the corps commander.

'From now on, I'll have to talk to the corps commander and ask for permission to enter more freely.'

This is why people should always assume everything and talk about it.

This time, I didn't make an appointment to meet again with the corps commander in advance, so I ended up worrying like this.

Afterwards, I went with Vincent to the training ground where the corps commander was waiting.

A space surrounded by a huge black temporary wall, not far from the office.

It is a training ground created exclusively for corps commanders, not a training ground for soldiers or knights.

'As expected, power is good.'

When I went inside, the place was filled with low grass-like grass instead of dust blowing around.

On the other side of the enormously spacious training ground, a uniformed corps commander was sitting on a wooden chair.

'hmm? That's...'

But there was another person next to the corps commander.

Even though it is a sunny morning, the person is wearing a black hood.

The corps commander was talking to the man, and when he saw us, he stopped talking, and the man opened the door in the back and went out.

The person who was talking to the corps commander opened the door and went out in an instant, but the moment he turned around to close the door and turned to leave, he came face to face with me.

Red hair inside the hood, an expressionless face with dead-like eyes.

The person who was talking to the corps commander was Raines.

'Are you sure you're trying to make a connection with the corps commander?'

As soon as I saw Reigns, I thought that the Immortal Agency was finally trying to contact the corps commander.

I wondered if there had already been a connection between the Immortal Organization and the corps commander before, but seeing the corps commander with a wrinkled expression even after Reigns left the training ground, it seems that wasn't the case.

Raines appeared to be simply an agent who had come to present a deal to the commander, just as Agoni had done to me.

thud-

As soon as she closed the door, the corps commander stood up and walked toward us, waving his healthy arms.

“You came much earlier than I expected.”

“Yes? Didn’t the corps commander ask to see you in the morning?”

“Not you, but the soul bottle behind you. Vincent, you need to warm up for a moment.”

“Ah, yes. I understand.”

The corps commander sent Vincent aside, approached me, looked at the book I was holding at my side, and got straight to the point.

“Yes. Did you find the book safely?”

“Here it is. It's tied up, but if you open it, it'll run wild, so don't open it.”

“I heard that. Hmm...”

He took the book, pretended to take off his jacket while Vincent wasn't looking, wrapped the book in his clothes, put it in a box on the side, and returned.

The corps commander then draws his sword and follows Vincent, who is turning his wrist, and turns his neck left and right until a popping sound is heard.

While the two are warming up, they ask the corps commander about Reigns.

“... Who were you meeting?”

“Huh? ah. He's just like an informant. Don't worry about it.”

“Aren’t you an errand boy for an immortal organization?”

The corps commander, who was warming up wearing only a shirt, tried to ignore what I said at first, but stopped when he heard the name of the Immortal Institute.

“... Do you know? No. I guess I mentioned that name because I know.”

“I don’t know what we talked about, but these are people who shouldn’t be involved.”

“You know that without looking into it. Because that woman was in here before I came in. It's a place where no one can enter except me.”

'Indeed, that's why I was so annoyed.'

Although the immortal organization is bringing in a deal with shady guys, the transaction details are more normal than you might think.

Although the details of the deal were probably good, I think that was probably why the corps commander's expression was crumpled.

'Did you use some magic?'

On the other hand, I thought that Reigns' infiltration skills were quite good.

Unlike before when wizards and alchemists visited the barracks, the identities of those trying to enter the barracks are thoroughly checked as usual.

It seems that Raines came in without anyone noticing even though he was wearing such a striking black hood.

Afterwards, the corps commander seemed to have completely relaxed, slightly changing his breathing and speaking as he unbuttoned two buttons on his shirt.

“He said he just came to ask for cooperation. He offered to help me heal my arm. I was so grateful that it brought me to tears.”

“What is the price?”

Since the corps commander had already spoken, I wanted to ask about what was being said.

These are not people who would ever give something for free.

There must have been requirements.

“He asked the military to move when he wanted.”

“The military?”

“Yes. However, he said not to worry because he was not asking me to go on a treason or conquest, but rather to do something like camp training.”

“So, did you accept it?”

Although it was proposed as if it were nothing special, it is true that it is a very unpleasant suggestion.

I said this thinking that there was no way the corps commander would have accepted that.

However, the corps commander's answer was unexpected.

“Of course.”

'what? of course?'

I was momentarily speechless.

I can't believe they so easily brushed off the accusation that they had dealt unfairly with me.

I was so dumbfounded that I told the corps commander without hiding my disappointment, and the corps commander actually felt proud.

“Why are you speaking so confidently?”

“Because it’s my corps. Are you dissatisfied? Anyway, in the end, I am the overall commander of this town. The reason I'm staying quiet right now is because I have a duty as a corps commander. If I want, I can take the advice of the leader of the Gaia Church and wipe out the orcs outside, or I can arm the kids right now and set fire to the elf forest over there. ”

'No, did I say something so harsh...'

The corps commander overreacted no matter how much what I said crossed the line.

There seemed to be a flash of madness in his eyes, albeit briefly.

        
            The corps commander seemed to have calmed down a bit after getting angry, and then spoke again.

“... I got a little annoyed. Anyway, don't worry. Of course, I also know the pros and cons, so I have no intention of just listening to those who have contacted me. I don't know what they are doing, but I plan to get rid of them as soon as I get the necessary information.”

However, while listening to his guts, I had no choice but to warn him, as even as a trickster Peria, I heard that they are not easy to get into the Immortal Agency.

“Get rid of it? These guys are spread out a lot more than you might think. Right now, there might be someone among the knights who signed a contract with them.”

Of course, the corps commander did not take my advice as obediently as one would think it was natural.

“Do you think it’s time for me to worry about assassins?”

“Well, I guess not.”

“I know you well. So no matter what I do, just shut up.”

In a fit of rage, he momentarily sheathed his sword and infused magical energy. The magical energy that spread far to the floor seemed to have reached Vincent, who was relaxing slightly from a distance, and he looked over in surprise for a moment.

When I saw that, I realized that my worries were just useless worries.

The ability to detect people using the magic power possessed by the corps commander.

The commander himself is the strongest human being in this area, considering his strength as nothingness.

If you had that ability, it would be impossible for people like assassins unless you snipe them from a distance with a bow or something like that.

And unless you have elf-level archery skills, there is no human with enough archery skills to kill a corps commander.

However, even though the corps commander knew himself well, he could not calm his anger and instead began to get even more angry.

“No one can give me orders! This guy and that guy think that just because they lost an arm is an opportunity, and they rush in like crows that have found a corpse. The same goes for the guys in the conference room and the other bastards who came to see me right now. I guess I look too easy...”

'I guess it wasn't the right day, I feel like I didn't come to the right place.'

A look of no leisure.

Looking at the corps commander's nervous appearance, I guess I touched something.

He was fuming as if he was angry even after speaking to himself, and only calmed down after kicking a chair on one side and sending it flying over the fence.

“... Soul disease. Listen carefully.”

“Yes.”

I feel like I need to listen carefully to that cold voice.

I have no intention of flying away like the chair that just flew away.

“I have decided to change my mind now. When I get my arm back, I won't do it the way I did before. I was thinking wrong. I thought that my position would be maintained as long as I followed orders from above and pleased others.”

Obediently nod your head to the corps commander's words, confirming his words.

Until now, he has maintained his current position by patiently obeying the orders of the nobles of the five kingdoms, no matter how temperamental they are.

However, as soon as he lost some of his strength, other nobles and groups immediately began to clamp down on him.

And whether it was for political or other purposes, even ordinary people, even those who were not taking advantage of his loopholes, reacted in the same way.

“Everyone thought they survived because they were good. But no. All the humans here are alive thanks to me, and as soon as I became weak, they started talking about anxiety. It was the same at the meeting in the morning. Guys who normally couldn't even open their mouths covered their smiling faces and said that it would be a good idea to hurry up and hand over the position of corps commander to someone else before the title is destroyed.”

The nobles, who previously fought in the conference room but kept quiet when the corps commander came in, now gather together inside the conference room and barracks and whisper to each other to transfer power.

Most of them will be people who are only looking for their own benefit, but there will also be people who say such things because they are truly loyal.

But the corps commander trusts no one.

He survived until now because he didn't trust other people, and that habit probably won't go away in the future.

He doesn't trust anyone.

At the same time, he has already lost trust.

The title of undefeated no longer reassures people.

As soon as people see a corps commander who has lost one arm, they all tremble with anxiety, and the corps commander also sees such people all the time.

“If my arm comes back, no one will be able to tell me to do this or that. I'll make sure no one... no one can interfere. I'll show you what kind of person I really am... I'll make anyone, whether a heretic or an elder, pay the price...”

He started muttering as if he had forgotten that I was in front of him.

'Have I completely lost my mind?'

After seeing him, I made up my mind for sure.

The line of the corps commander who thought that it might still be a glimmer of hope in the kingdom union.

However, if the person holding one side of the line is this unstable, this line is also a line that may never end.

'I guess this person was wrong too.'

At this point, I'm starting to wonder if there are fewer people with normal thoughts in the Kingdom Alliance.

As an insurance policy, I thought it would be best if the corps commander became my ally in the kingdom instead of leaving for the empire, so I decided to let him go.

'A corps commander is a rotten rope that should never be caught.'

I could no longer hear the corps commander's words.

In front of me, who has made up his mind, the corps commander is still talking about something at great length, but it has nothing to do with me.

The correct answer is not to get involved in such power struggles as politics.

As a friend who drank alcohol with me before, I warned him about the immortal organ.

I think this is enough to show my loyalty as a drinking buddy.

'If you don't accept it, there's no need to worry any more.'

After that, I ran away from the corps commander who was lost in his own world.

“Then can I go?”

“...Oh, yes. The book was definitely received. The sword I promised to give you will be sent separately later.”

“Please give me some help.”

Leaving Vincent and the corps commander behind, he leaves the training ground.

“Sleep, corps commander? Ugh, wow! ”

After that, I heard the sound of Vincent clashing swords with the corps commander a few times, and then Vincent floated and fell over the huge fence.

“... I'm glad I didn't even think about asking for a sparring match.”

On the way back, I slowly looked around and found that the atmosphere was quite busy.

The Day of Offering is not just a day for rituals, but a day like a festival.

This huge event, held regularly by the Gaia Church of the Kingdom Alliance, can be considered a national event.

People hold festivals to praise the efforts made so far and to give blessings for the path ahead.

So, colorful lanterns made by magic are hung on trees, and a statue of a goddess symbolizing Gaia is erected in the center of the village.

However, the most important step of such an event, the people who participate in the event of offering great feats to the gods, are selected in advance.

It is now a few days before the Memorial Day.

People wearing priestly uniforms from the Gaia Church come out to the center of each square in the city and ask people to place their hands on a piece of paper.

The paper is an artifact made by the church, not magicians, and is a piece of paper that shows in sacred letters how many feats have been accumulated by placing your hand on it.

It is said that the writing revealed on the paper is written in characters that only priests can understand, and the amount of offering that must be made varies depending on the gap in the feat written there.

In other words, if you don't have money, you won't be able to receive the sublimation of your feat.

'The more I really know, the more I can say that it's fucking true.'

When I thought about it that way, even if it was just for a moment, I almost understood what the pagans were thinking.

No matter how hard you work, the gap between commoners and nobles cannot be bridged.

Even if you work hard, you will eventually be pushed out by the nobles, and you will have to sacrifice the money you earn from your work to elevate your feat. If that happens, how long will the commoners have to live to catch up with them?

Can we say that living like that is truly living?

'Really, it's such a disgusting place.'

If you don't like that, you can leave for a polytheistic empire where you can pursue your own growth in other ways, but that's also difficult, and there's no way the country will just leave people who want to run away abroad.

I think the worst thing is that there is no choice.

Even now, the people standing in line in front of the priests of the Gaia Church in the square include nobles wearing quite luxurious clothes, and there are also commoners who have settled down inside the city and are well-off.

It is said that the fact that nobles and commoners stand in line equally in front of the priests means that 'everyone is the same soul in front of Goddess Gaia', but in reality, only those who have enough money can participate in the most important ritual. It means there is.

“... Ugh.”

Looking at those scenes, I turn around and return to my accommodation.

'If it were our denomination, there wouldn't be many people gathered together.'

The moment I returned to our church's dormitory, which I thought would be quiet, contrary to my expectations, there were people crowded in front of the dormitory.

“Oh, come to think of it, today was a holiday?”

Most of the people standing in front of the door are soul soldiers.

What he is wearing is the shabby clothes provided by default.

You can clearly tell by looking at the complex patterns on the neck.

Spirit soldiers were entering one after another through a narrow door, and in front of them stood an officer who appeared to be from the military.

If it had been other officers, I would have recognized him at first glance, but even though he was wearing a uniform, unlike Enin, I could tell who it was from afar as his shirt protruded considerably forward.

The officer was Florian, a communications officer who was Henin's superior.

I walk through the crowd and say hello since it's been a while since I've seen you.

“It’s been a while. Florian.”

“Oh my? Lee Rim, that’s right. It's really been a long time. I was really thankful last time.”

“Brother! It’s been so long since I last saw you!”

“Oh, you also had presbyopia. It’s been a while.”

Noan came out right behind Florian, who always greeted me with a smile.

I'm glad to see you, but I'm surprised there are so many people, so I ask why.

“But what are all these people?”

My guess is that Florian became the leader and led the soul soldiers.

However, it does not appear that all of these people came for consultation.

As expected, Florian told me about our denomination's schedule, which I had never heard of before.

“Huh? Didn’t you hear from Deshade? Deshade said that the day of almsgiving is coming soon, so we should gather all the souls who wish for the holiday and come to pray.”

“Deshade seems to be a good person. Everyone has been feeling low lately, but now that this opportunity has arisen, everyone has become more energetic!”

“Phew...”

“Why are you doing that? Brother?”

“No, I just feel like there is not enough air.”

My blood pressure seems to have risen.

For some reason, the back of my neck feels stiff even though there is no blood in my body.

'No, if you do something like this, you should still tell other people about it.'

Why is this god holding such a big event and not even talking to me?

I can feel that the position of a straight speaker, a bishop, and a nabal is really only in name.

Even if I couldn't do it, it would have been nice if they had informed me this morning, but there wasn't any.

'Eh, I don't know. 'I'll take care of it.'

Since it didn't just happen for a day or two, I decided to just let off steam.

Perhaps because Florian doesn't have much contact with me, he can't understand my feelings and just keeps praising Deshade.

“I think you are a very grateful person. He said I could come to pray even if I didn’t have to serve him.”

“Deshade?”

“Yes. He told me not to worry about myself and that I could pray to the god that soul soldiers originally serve. Even though he couldn't receive a response from them, he said he would at least grant their wishes to the gods on their behalf.”

“... I see.”

By the way, this believer also has no intention of recklessly spreading the word, so sometimes I feel like he is acting with good ideas.

'It's because I make a sudden move sometimes.'

Thinking about Deshade, who makes me angry but doesn't make me hate him, I decide to go inside.

The door was narrow, so I went in last after everyone else had gone in.

As expected, the interior had changed a bit compared to when I went out in the morning.

The pillars of the dormitory had blue cloth hung on them, as if slightly imitating the Gaia Church, and all the tables and chairs in the hall had been moved somewhere.

Deshade was in the center of the large hall, and Thistle was assisting him next to him.

The soul soldiers are quietly praying in front of him.

Each person prays to the god they serve.

Some people prayed out loud with their mouths, while others just quietly bowed their heads.

Some people brought instruments that looked similar to moktak and seemed to have been made by themselves, and were tapping them rhythmically, while others were praying in a strange posture, with their feet placed behind their necks.

'that's interesting.'

Even though each person had their own individuality, it was more harmonious than I thought.

Deshade stood in the middle, quietly listening to the prayers of each and every soul patient who approached him and answering them on behalf of the god he served.

Thistle had been so sleepy until yesterday, but today he looked fine again, showing people a solemn appearance like Deshade.

'... It's progressing more normally than I thought.'

I tried to climb over the first floor and go up to the second floor by sticking to the wall.

But the stairs were full of chairs and tables.

'Could it be that you ended up in this situation because of the advice I gave you before?'

When I see that, my blood pressure seems to rise again.

I thought maybe this was just a way of taking my advice as is.

What he said was that he needed to create an environment that looked more dignified.

They accepted what they said and lifted all the furniture from the first floor to the second floor.

It seemed like everything in the hall had been crammed into the hallway on the second floor, but apparently there wasn't enough space, so the furniture had flowed down to the bottom of the stairs.

“... ha.”

I was dumbfounded and looked back, but in the first place, Deshade couldn't see his expression due to the glare from his helmet, and only Thistle made eye contact with me and looked away.

It's only for a moment, but 'I'm really sorry I couldn't stop you.' That was his expression, and since he couldn't say anything to Deshade, who was just receiving people's prayers, he gave up and tried to climb up somehow.

Then Astesia's voice was heard whispering from across the lumps of furniture.

“Irim. Let me help you.”

Soon a thin arm protruded upward.

It seems like they are asking us to hold hands and cross over.

‘Can I hold this? 'You're not going to lose your arm, are you?'

I was worried for a moment, but even so, Astesia was also a demon.

“Come on.”

“... Okay. Catch it?”

“Yes.”

When I held Astesia's hand, Astesia pulled me up with stronger strength than I expected compared to her thin arms.

As we crossed the mountain of furniture holding hands, being careful not to put on as much weight as possible, we found Aila and Astesia.

“Who did all this? Of course you are Deshade, right? Anyway, I'll just commit it and see.”

“Ah, that... I did it...”

“That could be true. Rather, it looks cool, like avant-garde art.”

If Astesia did it, it's okay.

After a moment of confusion, Aila seemed to have thought we were done talking, and immediately grabbed my arm sleeve and spoke.

“Irim! You said you were going undercover? Let’s go together too! I wanted to try something like that once!”

“Infiltration? What kind of infiltration?”

“I heard you were going to sneak into the temple to meet Astesia's friend? I heard it from Peria earlier! Peria woke up briefly in the morning and then fell asleep again!”

“Oh, did you mean that? Well, it's true since we're going to sneak in... but it seems a bit strange to say it's infiltration.”

'It's not like I'm trying to do anything bad.'

Although I understood Aila's words right away, I was reluctant to hear the word infiltration.

What I'm trying to do is just change my clothes and try to go in and out without being noticed, because it would be uncomfortable if the Gaia Church and Astesia from our Church run into each other.

'No, is that it?'

But after thinking about it for a while, I realized there was nothing else.

“Oh, that’s right, infiltration.”

“Look, it’s right!”

Now that I think about it, I think it's true.

After that, Aila grabbed Astesia's arm along with my arm and shook it vigorously and begged.

“How about doing what you already do thoroughly? I’ll cast a spell!”

“Magic? What happens if you get caught?”

“The wings on Astesia's head are also covered... Lee Rim can change his face too!”

“Is that good?”

“How about it? how is it? Don’t you think it would be fun?”

“Hmm... I'm still a little uneasy, but it'll be okay if I disguise it with magic.”

Hearing that Aila is helping him, he suddenly becomes motivated.

Even if we just changed clothes, I felt a little anxious because people knew our faces.

Actually, I feel uneasy about Aila following me, but I think it will be okay if she uses disguise magic.

As soon as I gave permission, Aila raised her arms high in the sky and shouted.

“Then wake up Peria and let’s leave right now!”

        
            Before going to Peria, I went to ask Hwarim and Enin, who were in the other room, about their schedule.

However, after opening the door, it occurred to me that the two of them had separate things to do today.

'Oh, this shouldn't be disturbed.'

The two were sitting on the floor, closing their eyes, and meditating.

Enin was frowning as if he had a hard time sitting with his legs crossed, and Hwarim noticed me coming in and opened one eye to greet me.

Before I left the dorm in the morning, Hwarim said she was going to teach Enin how to use magic effectively, but it seems she was still in the process of doing so.

I quietly left the room and walked towards the room where Peria was sleeping.

smart-

“... Are you sleeping?”

I knocked on the door, but there was no response.

I looked towards Aila and Astesia, wondering if they had gone out to do some business, but seeing them shake their heads horizontally, it seemed like they were in the room.

Squeak-

When I opened the door and went in, I found Peria lying on the bed.

I try to wake up Peria, who was lying in bed.

“Hey? Good night? If you're going to sleep, why don't you get up? I heard earlier that Ayla came into the room and talked for a moment?”

“Nooo...”

However, no matter how much you shout right next to him, Feria cannot get up easily.

“ character. I told you to wake up quickly?”

“Ugh... let's just go next time, oppa. No, can’t the three of us just go with Aila instead of me?”

“Hey. Who do you think knows temple etiquette other than you? First of all, we have to say hello to the inside and go in, but without you, we wouldn't be able to do anything and would just wander around and get kicked out at the door.”

“Then can’t we just do it next time? I was planning on lazing around all morning.”

“I have to do it when I have time. People naturally have to live busy lives.”

“Oh no! I hate-I hate-I hate-I hate-!”

'Wow, really.'

If it was because Peria was really sleepy, I was going to let her go since she already can't sleep well.

However, even though Peria is now awake, for some reason she is unable to get up easily.

'This isn't a barnacle and I don't think it will happen at all.'

Even though Feria, besides me, is shaking the bed by banging the bed next to her, Feria covers herself with the blanket and sticks her head out without moving.

As I got closer, I could smell alcohol and it seemed like he had a hangover. I think I drank alone when I came back.

“Ugh... don't shake it... my head hurts.”

“Oh, don’t do that!”

'Hmm, but Peria must be there at all costs.'

If Peria is missing, the only people left are Eila, an elf, me, who has never paid attention to etiquette and doesn't know much about it, and Astesia, who only vaguely knows the monastery's etiquette.

Among the three of us, none of us know the etiquette of the Gaia Church, so Peria is essential.

In the end, the confrontation seemed to last for a while and the situation ended because of one person's words.

“Well, I don’t mind doing it later.”

Astesia looked at Peria and smiled and told her to step back.

“...”

However, Peria didn't move when I and Aila spoke, but when she saw Astesia like that, she moved with an expression that said she couldn't do anything.

So far, it's a success.

However, there was a condition.

“... Okay, then, I'm going, so brother, please ask me politely.”

“Me? How?”

As if Feria couldn't resist, she slightly raised her body, sat down with the blanket wrapped around her, and spoke.

“First, take a polite attitude, and then say, ‘Peria, the coolest, most intelligent, and most beautiful trickster in the world. Could you please lend me knowledge that is as beautiful as your beauty for my ignorant self?' You can say it like this.”

“It’s dirty.”

“If you don’t like it, don’t.”

“Despicably.”

Peria said that and just sat down smiling.

From what I can see, this was deliberately presented to shift responsibility.

When I think of Astesia, I want to do her a favor, but that doesn't mean I don't want to go right now, so I'm intentionally putting conditions on myself, the one with the most pride among the three of us, and waiting for him to say that I can't do it.

But it's too long for me to talk about it.

More than anything else, I absolutely hate saying things like that to Peria.

However, I don't want to postpone letting Astesia and Linai meet.

So I made up my mind.

“... I can't do it.”

“Hehehe... Now hurry up...”

“Feria. Wake up quickly and get dressed.”

I decided to just use the bracelet of servitude.

As I spoke, conscious of the bracelet, light soon began to appear.

At the same time, I felt like I could see Peria's expression rotting.

“Ah! How many times have I told you not to use that...!”

“Close your mouth and quickly change clothes and let’s go.”

Flash-

“...!”

After that, I was afraid of what would happen next, so I quickly ran out of the room.

Peria seemed to want to say something behind her back, but she couldn't say anything after the bracelet started shining.

Still, there is reason to be a little less worried.

‘Why don’t you use such nonsense? 'I only got a few hits.'

A cold yet sturdy feeling inside the clothes.

Today, I'm not too scared because I'm wearing the Serpent Armor that Eila repaired.

However, while wearing the armor, I remembered that I had forgotten one thing.

'... You didn't wear shin guards. 'You're in big trouble.'

Belatedly, I felt my knees getting cold.

I remembered that the leg protection was already dented and I had left it in the corner of the room even though I had said I would leave it to Enin.

“... It won’t hurt, right? No, it won’t hurt.”

There was no other way.

I just hypnotized myself, looked at Feria from across the room, and prayed that her kick would miss my shin.

-------------------------------

After that, we went outside as soon as Peria was ready.

“Keu... So how do you plan on getting in?”

He talks while walking with a limp on his shin, which was hit by Feria.

Seeing that only the area where it was hit throbs and hurts precisely makes me feel like the kicking is getting harsher.

“You will not enter through the front door, but through a secret passage.”

Peria answered me and threw a piece of paper at me.

When I took it and looked at it with Aila and Astesia, the paper turned out to be a plan that someone had simply scribbled by hand.

There, another way to the inside of the Gaia Church was indicated.

“Is this a sign?”

At the bottom of the map, there were initials that appeared to belong to someone, along with some letters indicating when the secret passage could be used.

Aila put everything else aside and just saw the word “secret passage” and opened her eyes wide and shouted.

“Secret passage? Is this really infiltration? I’m excited!”

“It's a secret passage, but it's not that secret because it's the passage through which high-ranking priests get their drinks.”

Peria calmed Aila down and told her to watch the time carefully.

“The time is... It says that it can only be used from the time the bell rings at the end of the morning to the time the bell rings at the beginning of lunch.”

“You read it, right? What do you think that means?”

“Um... I don't know. What is it?”

“The fact that the time is set means that it is a passageway deliberately created so that other business people can move around without being noticed by the outside world. And its purpose was to smuggle alcohol in.”

“Smuggled in? I understand that their denomination doesn't have any anti-drinking doctrine. Don’t all the priests of the religious order drink a lot? I saw priests drinking beer at a restaurant the other day.”

I don't understand why they even created a secret passage to sneak alcohol in.

The Gaia Church that I have seen so far is different from the religions of my world, which tend to avoid alcohol as much as possible. In fact, it makes me wonder if all the natural drinkers are in the Church.

Priests of the Gaia Church are often seen on the streets after dinner time.

If you go to a high-end restaurant where alcohol is served, more than half of the customers who stop by the place are high-ranking priests, as if there is no particular precept of abstinence.

I couldn't understand why guys who drank so proudly were suddenly coming here and drinking moonshine.

Astesia was thinking the same thing as me and seemed to realize something and told me the reason.

“Ah, seeing as they are being brought in secretly, I think it is because the alcohol being brought in is not regular alcohol, but high-quality imperial alcohol whose import is currently prohibited.”

“Aha, if it’s something like that, you can’t help but notice it. One way or another, even if everyone is enjoying it, trade with the empire is ostensibly cut off.”

“That’s right. In addition, one of the doctrines of the Gaia Church is 'It is okay to drink alcohol to talk to people, but do not get carried away with the taste and aroma.' There is a doctrine called. Imperial liquor has a strong aroma and taste, so it can be drunk quickly, so there may be some things that are dishonest.”

“Correct answer. How did you get it so amazingly accurate? After all, Astesia is much smarter than her brother.”

“Oh, no. I was able to get this right because I had spent time in a religious denomination. If I hadn't spent time in the church, I wouldn't have gotten the same answer as Lee Rim...”

It was only after hearing the story that I began to understand.

Not all alcohol is the same.

The alcohol distributed in the Kingdom Alliance is cheap miscellaneous liquor produced from poor-quality crops and under unfavorable environments.

And the alcohol of the empire is already a unique drink created by the collaboration of drinkers among the empire's citizens of many different races.

“It was something like that. Well, imperial liquor is expensive but tastes good. The problem is that it is hard to find in restaurants in the market.”

“The priests you see on the street that your brother said he saw at a restaurant in the city are all low- or mid-level priests, right? There is also a rumor that high-ranking priests hold parties in a separate area within the temple.”

'What on earth are they not doing?'

The more you know about this denomination, the less you can see where it is sane.

I don't know if this is the evil of a single state religion, but somehow, unlike other religions I know, I feel like the people of the Gaia Church have a lot of problems.

Eila also talks about her impressions from an elf perspective.

“Somehow, human religion is much more free than what I was taught.”

Maybe it's because I feel like I'm a different race when I say elves, so I feel embarrassed about the Gaia Church's work even though it's not my job.

So, I felt like if I made a mistake with Ayla, she would end up with strange common sense, so I corrected her as if I were someone teaching culture to a foreigner.

“This is not free, it is corrupted. The Gaia Church has particularly deep ills.”

However, I had nothing to say about Aila's next words.

“Huh? But thistle also sips alcohol every night?”

“That's... um, uh, uh... right.”

And it wasn't just me.

Peria also seems to have known that Thistle enjoys drinking alone every night, and as the story unfolds, she talks about what she saw.

“... Oh really. She seems to think that she drinks alone without getting caught, but I heard she was surprised when I found her completely drunk in the kitchen the other night. I thought there was an incident because it was red alcohol.”

“... Our apostle is sorry.”

I apologize on behalf of Thistle.

It seems like everyone else besides me has already caught on.

Meanwhile, Astesia, who was holding a piece of paper, looked ahead and said.

“Oh, I guess it’s here.”

Following Astesia's words, we also raised our heads and looked at the door that had roughly been put together with planks.

“... I definitely feel like I didn't want to spend a lot of money here.”

A building located directly opposite to the main gate of the Gaia Temple, which we reached as we continued to turn through an alley that was barely large enough for a carriage to pass through.

Soon we entered a shabby warehouse near the temple wall.

        
            Contrary to the appearance of the tree, which looked like it was dead and about to fall down, the inside of the warehouse was clean.

“ is surprisingly neat, isn’t it?”

“Seeing that there is a broom, it seems like it is a place that is used often.”

Seeing that there was no dust on the floor, it seemed like people were actively coming and going until recently.

“Okay, let’s finish up here with the disguise and let’s go.”

First, I opened the small bag Peria brought to change clothes.

But a problem arose.

“Hmm? Come to think of it, there are two priestly uniforms? What should I do?”

We only had two priest's uniforms, but we forgot about them and brought more people than the number of clothes we had.

But Peria seemed to have already prepared for that, taking the clothes from my hands and calling Aila.

“Hehehe. I have thoughts on everything. Sister Aila. Let’s get started!”

“Yes!”

Eila pulled out her sword almost at the same time as Peria threw her clothes into the air.

Wow!

A suit of puffy priest's robes that had been spread out in the air was cut in half with a knife.

“No, why cut off clothes that are fine?”

“If there are four people and two sets of clothes, wouldn’t it be okay to increase the number of clothes?”

Soon, Aila took out a sewing tool from the back pocket of her shorts, and two sets of clothes were made in an instant.

The only problem was that the clothes were extremely short priestly uniforms.

“Hey! wait for a sec! Those are the clothes the priestesses at the clinic wear!”

“What’s wrong? According to what I researched, these are all the clothes of my inner priests. Priests who wear these clothes only stay inside the temple, serving guests or working in treatment centers, etc. So, if you wear this, you can go anywhere inside. This is the best because it has the most people working so there is less suspicion.”

“It seems pretty good to me, right? It's a hot day, but it's cool and nice because the wind flows well!”

'This was an average outfit, but I can't help but think that the Gaia Church is actually more amazing than I thought.'

After some time, the clothes were adjusted to fit Eila and Peria's bodies, and soon a simple dressing room was set up in one corner with Astesia standing on a box and holding a cloth.

The locker room's expiration date is until Astesia's arms go numb.

“Should I lift it?”

“Trigram, it’s okay.”

Even though Aila was on top of the box, it seemed difficult to keep her feet high due to her height, so I went over to help her.

Peria and Aila's voices are immediately heard through a slightly thick piece of cloth.

“Hehe? Oppa, did you really want to hear me changing clothes?”

“Irim, you’re more of an animal than I thought!”

“... That’s it. Quickly change your clothes and come out. Because Astesia’s arm hurts.”

'I said something for no reason and I didn't get my money's worth.'

Soon we both changed our clothes and came out, but I didn't know where to put our eyes.

At least Peria has a similar body type to Astesia and doesn't have a bulky body, so it doesn't matter, but the main problem is Aila.

“Wow! Is it really good? I think I'll use this instead of pajamas when I get back!”

“I don’t know what kind of people they are, but they must have been priest’s uniforms made of pretty good material.”

Two people start circling around wearing fluttering clothes.

Anyone can see that they are priestesses walking around the church and coming out to get some fresh air.

The clothes were well made and well made.

However, because Peria wore clothes without the alcohol smell coming off her body, the smell of alcohol kept coming into my nose.

“Hey Peria. You don't turn. I still smell like alcohol. What on earth did you drink yesterday that still smells like this?”

“ Mr. Lee...”

Soon the two people stopped dancing and, in order to eliminate even the slightest doubt, they started taking their measurements again while wearing their clothes, and I watched as they did so.

A fabric that only slightly covers the chest and a skirt that exposes most of the legs.

The shoulders are exposed, and the flowing top and split sleeves go from the elbows to the wrists.

I've seen it before, but the belly button is exposed, and even though it's hot in the summer, it still looks cold.

Especially when I looked at Aila's skin, which was whiter than the white priest's uniform, I felt that she was very beautiful.

“... It’s a bit sexy.”

“Do I have to wear those clothes too?”

Astesia also blushed when she saw that, probably because she felt it was dirty.

Peria and Eila saw that and didn't seem to have any intention of forcing it.

“Hmm. It's ambiguous. Since it's men's clothing, they say we can share it between the two of us, but since I have an older brother...”

“Let’s just apply Astesia as a whole. If I just adjust the hem of my clothes, wouldn't I look like a priest who stopped by after working at a resuscitation center?”

“Is that so? Then, let's wear the clothes of regular priestesses, not just my priests. Let’s make it like Rinai.”

This time, another priest's uniform was made according to Feria's instructions.

A top that goes all the way up to the neck and thick clothes that barely show the hands and feet.

Astesia also breathes a sigh of relief because she is wearing the same clothes Rinai was wearing and her body is wrapped so tightly that it cannot be seen.

The problem is this:

“Good. I guess I can change in the corner with Aila. Now my brother is the problem.”

“That’s right. What should I do?”

Now, there are no priestly uniforms left.

Actually, I don't need to go into everything, but I want to.

They say that since Eila is there, you can leave any unexpected matters to her, but for some reason, I still feel uneasy.

I feel like I need to get into it too.

A feeling I felt once before.

Strangely enough, the same feeling that skilled adventurers feel, that has a high probability of being right, came now.

I feel like I have to go in at all costs.

At that time, Peria slapped her palm with her fist as if she had made a good move.

“Ah! That’s it!”

“Is there any way?”

“I have to disguise my brother as someone who came to volunteer. People who come to volunteer because they don't have enough money for treatment. I happened to get something as a bonus when I went into the back alley the other day.”

Peria said that and took out a necklace from her bag.

A leather necklace that looks like it would be worn on a huge beast rather than a necklace worn by a person.

“No, you want to wear this? Isn’t this a dog collar?”

'Why on earth is something like this in the bag?'

The black necklace looks like something only criminals would wear, so just looking at it makes me feel uncomfortable.

“You might not believe it, but everyone who serves in the religious order wears this. Just in case, I kept the one given to me, but this is my first time taking it out since I received it from Tarator. I don't know why that person keeps looking at me and getting anxious because I can't give him a hug? Yuck-. Anyway, wear this.”

“... It really sucks.”

There was nothing I could do, so I wore a necklace.

Fortunately, there is no chain or anything, and it covers the pattern on the neck, so it doesn't seem that bad.

The disadvantage is that I can't lower my head.

“Now! Now let’s cast the disguise spell!”

After I put on the necklace and Astesia changed into her priestly clothes, Aila began to chant a spell.

An irresponsibly prolific mother leaves her child in the wolf's nest.

It covers the child's body with sharp hairs.

The mother of six wolves returns to the nest and sees seven wolves.

Whose child is the one rolling around outside the nest the next day?

-Mimi Cry.

'Isn't the spell even scarier than last time?'

Perhaps because the spell was being cast on multiple people, the spell was different.

We soon wondered if something had wrapped around our bodies, but on the outside it didn't look much different.

Eila said that while we were looking at each other, we used a spell to make our faces appear as they were, but to other people, they would just pass by as ordinary facial expressions and we would immediately forget about them.

“Now, shall we go now?”

Peria hands me a small bag and pulls down a nail on one wall.

Then the floor opened automatically.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo-

The sound was a little loud, but it wasn't a big problem as the path toward the temple involved going down to the bottom and then up again.

As we were about to go in, Peria had us each carry our luggage to avoid raising any more suspicion.

“It’s Memorial Day and everyone is busy, so let’s pretend like we’re working.”

Boxes of alcohol scattered throughout the warehouse.

Peria covered the box with empty liquor bottles with a white cloth and handed them out one by one.

We disguised our luggage and went down the stairs.

Go down about 40 stairs, then go up another 40 stairs, and there is a door.

We lined up, went through the narrow passage, opened the door, and came out into the hallway in the middle of the temple.

'Right. The secret passage was hidden by a huge curtain.'

Thanks to this, I originally thought that the people here would think of us as suspicious beings who suddenly appeared, but that wasn't the case.

The other people in the temple avert their eyes when they see us coming out of the passage and the chest we are carrying in our hands.

It seems to be true that the secret passage is an open passage for alcohol movement.

“But how do I get to Linai?”

“I have the approximate geography in my head. Just trust me.”

“I only trust you.”

It was really convenient because there was a feria.

When Peria takes the lead and quietly smiles at people who make eye contact, others turn their heads.

'I definitely feel more comfortable because I have luggage.'

Peria and Eila are the internal priestesses who originally worked at the temple.

Astesia appears to have come here from the resuscitation center for a brief visit, and I was trying to get treatment at the temple, but I don't have money, so I appear to be volunteering instead.

Since I was carrying an empty liquor case like that, other people just passed by without even talking to me.

Even if we did talk to him, Peria responded according to etiquette and we followed suit, so there were no problems.

To some people, we respond appropriately by lightly greeting them with doctrine, and to others, we unload their burdens and make the sign of the cross.

However, senior priests did say something once in a while.

“You. What would other people think about walking around without the smell of alcohol? Coincidentally, there is someone volunteering for the temple behind, and ugh... tsk tsk.”

“Sorry.”

“Sniff sniff... No, how much did you drink? I know you're excited because it's the day of almsgiving, but drink just enough to not interfere with work!”

“Sorry, sorry.”

“Sister. I know you're a priest at heart, but I still think you have a behavioral problem. After work is over, it would be a good idea to go to the treatment room and come back with a hangover. Also, please fix your mentality a bit.”

“Sin... I'm sorry...”

Pap-deuk-

After Feria heard that sound about 10 times by herself, she heard the sound of her teeth breaking.

As we went further down the hallway, there were fewer people and we were able to start talking.

“... Wow, I didn't know it would be this heartbreaking! It definitely feels like you're sneaking in! It’s fun!”

“At first, I thought he was talking to me because something was strange, but after the third time, I wasn't that surprised. They all sound the same.”

“I wonder if the church also cares about conduct.”

Everyone said something, but only Peria couldn't say anything and her face turned red.

In the end, Peria exploded.

“...Aaaah! I! This is why! today! I wasn't planning on going, but hehe! You damn brother! Oh my!”

“Shh! Be loud!”

Peria eventually exploded.

puck! puck! puck!

When I told Peria to hold back her screams, she must have realized that we had sneaked in. Instead of screaming, she bit her lip and started headbutting my stomach repeatedly.

“What are you doing there?”

At that moment, a low-pitched voice was heard from across the hallway.

“Oh! Bye, Paladin!”

Peria raised her head.

We also looked in that direction and saw the Paladin we saw in the treatment room the other day walking there.

Pure white armor.

Unlike Vincent Lang's armor, this armor has sharp decorations here and there.

Unlike the attire of ordinary paladins or knights, it looked extremely brutal.

It's not a joke to feel intimidated, especially since it has such a huge body and is wearing heavy armor.

The Paladin frowned when he saw the box of alcohol we were carrying.

“Looking at what was brought to the main building, does it belong to Daejangro?”

“Yes? yes. Yes.”

“Tsk!”

Peria was embarrassed and answered quickly.

Thanks to this, the elder was falsely accused.

Well, it looks like they are actually getting alcohol.

Peria expertly struck first before any further conversation could occur.

“Well, then, why is Paladin here without an attendant?”

The Paladin's servant now is Linai.

Although it was an unplanned meeting with a paladin, Peria responded gracefully and attempted to find out Linai's location.

“I entrusted the attendant to take care of my weapons in the room. And do you need a reason to walk around under Gaia’s shadow?”

‘It’s suffocating. Rather, they say they are polishing weapons, which is useful information.'

We swallowed our saliva at the sharper reaction than expected, but Periaman came to his senses and responded.

From the perspective of those of us who went into hiding, the Paladin is someone we don't want to talk about for a long time.

There is no need to have a long meeting, so Peria tries to break up the conversation with the Paladin as soon as she gets the brief information.

“Of course not. I just felt like you were looking for something.”

“... You have a good sense of humor.”

Peria didn't stop there.

Peria has roughly learned about Paladin's personality from me.

“Then how about using us? If there is something you are looking for, we will be your eyes, and if there is something you want to do, we will be your hands. If not-”

Peria places her hand on her chest and spreads her other hand, lowering her head and looking at the Paladin with a smile.

“Are you looking for comfort? So, if you don't mind, please spend some time with us. Beautiful inner priests are always ready to become women just for Paladin, right?”

“If you just tell me, I will prepare the room right away.”

Eila also smiled and imitated Peria's appearance.

Astesia was the only one who couldn't approach him and was just bowing behind him with me.

Peria seems to have acted like that on purpose because she knows Paladin's personality.

It seemed like he was trying to seduce her, but as expected, the Paladin maintained the same behavior as he remembered from before, where he didn't seem to enjoy being a woman.

As intended, the Paladin's expression became even more distorted when he saw that.

“... Get rid of it. I think I smell the devil right now, I'm driving around.”

Instead, the paladin strode forward, grabbed Peria's sleeve, and sniffed her.

“As expected, I was confused because of this.”

“What do you mean?”

“It seems like traces of the devil are in the temple. chasing it The devil gives off a strong, strong smell. This time, it seemed like the smell was similar to alcohol so I was confused.”

'Surely you noticed this?'

Although the Paladin confirmed that he was mistaken, my heart sank.

If it is the smell of the devil, there is no doubt about it.

He may have recognized us and came to visit us.

Peria is half-demon, Astesia is just a demon, and I even have the symbol of Asmodeus on my shoulder.

It is a trace of the devil that cannot be removed or removed.

The paladin immediately continued to smell the scent coming from Peria's body, then wrinkled his face even more and closed his eyes for a moment.

OK-

Flash!

When he put a little pressure on his hand, light came out of it and the smell of alcohol disappeared from Peria's body.

Paladin then admonished Peria.

“I know you are excited because the day of the offering is just around the corner. Whether the high priests drink or do anything else, there is no problem as long as they play their role in the temple of Goddess Gaia. Still, if I were to give you some advice, it would be better for you to refrain from drinking alcohol from now on. Those who go around reeking of alcohol from the roots of their heads and covet women will stay away from them.”

Peria's face blushed again at his words.

The paladin threw away Peria's hand and started walking back down the hallway he came from.

“... Ugh! die! die! die! Damn you paladin!!!”

And in that place, the smell of alcohol disappeared and only Peria's scream remained.

        
            We continued to enter the main building even after the Paladin left.

“But I still can’t arrive. Are you sure you know the way?”

'I'm sure you won't get an answer saying you're confused because of a hangover.'

The route to the temple's secret passage was written on paper, but only Peria knows the inside geography of the temple, as no map was available.

“Just stay still, my head is killing me. Something seems a little different from what I remembered.”

I keep walking along Peria, but strangely, I don't find the room where Linai is.

Linai is now a paladin's attendant, and it is normal for the servant's room to be located next to the person who must be served, or to use another waiting room within the room.

In that case, we need to find the Paladin's room first, but no matter how many times we follow Feria, we can't get there.

In the end, we walked around the first floor of the temple and returned to our original place.

It's not that I'm tired, it's that I get bored looking at the same sight over and over again.

After a moment of walking again, I entered the closed space and put down the box that felt like my arm was going to break from holding it. Peria placed her hand on the huge wall on one side and said.

“Why is this wall here? I heard that there is a hallway behind the main chapel? If this location is the way it is, there should be rooms for the Elder and Paladin-level people...”

“Didn’t you get scammed? Or, the guy who sold the information told me appropriately what he didn't know.”

“That can’t be possible. Obviously, what I saw was a development plan shown by the engineer who designed the entire church building, so it is certain. It looks like this was expanded after spending money separately?”

Peria said she clearly had the development plan of the building in her head.

Yes.

I ended up ‘putting it in my head’.

Among the many people Feria met in the back alleys, there was one who had interfered here and there with the architecture of the city back when it was just being built.

The way to the secret passage was also obtained from him, but it seems that the architect was afraid that if he passed on information about the most important temple layout, the harm would come back to him.

While the architect was having a drink at a bar, he handed over all the information that would be of little use to him at a low price to the Trickster who happened to come to see him, but he was unable to completely hand over detailed plans of the inside of the Gaia Church's temple or the Legion's barracks.

Still, Feria persistently told the architect to just briefly show the development plan, and the architect eventually gave in to Feria.

It is said that Feria was able to see the entire layout of the temple's interior for a brief moment from the two pieces of paper that were briefly shown to him.

However, even if you are a smart person, it is difficult to remember everything you have seen once.

Feria clearly said that the wall blocking us now was a wall that shouldn't have existed in the first place, but to me, it was so perfect that it could only be seen as the wall that was there when the building was designed from the beginning.

Of course, it's definitely strange.

Priests do not prepare separate homes.

The priests of the Gaia Church, including high-ranking priests and even elders and paladins, are required to use the lodgings prepared in the temple.

So what we are looking for is a hallway where such rooms should be lined up in a row, but we keep getting lost because it looks different from what we expected.

“Perhaps they thought there were too many people on the first floor, so they filled in the walls there and moved the rooms to the second floor due to traffic? Otherwise, it's an arrangement that can't be explained.”

“Hmm... But it's also strange that rooms that could have been used for other purposes were completely blocked off with walls.”

“That’s true too.”

“... Well, there's no other way, so should we follow my brother's advice and go to the second floor? Even if it is expanded, the passage through the temple cannot be completely eliminated, so I think they may have made it turn around.”

“Well, there is no problem with wasting space. They're already occupying a single piece of land in a big city, but if they feel uncomfortable, wouldn't they consider building another building and dividing the living space between high-ranking priests, elders, and paladins?”

“At that point, maybe we should call it a palace instead of a temple.”

I made a joke to lighten the mood, but when I think about it, it wasn't really a joke.

Considering the prestige of the Gaia Church, they would be able to build new buildings even while tearing down the houses on one side of the city.

“Now, now. So let's move quickly.”

I don't know why the inner wall was built to block the passage, but I think there will be a passage once you go up.

In the end, it was the moment when we turned around the way we came and tried to pass in front of the chapel located in the center of the first floor.

Dang-dang-dang-dang-

... AA AA AA-

A bell ringing again from the top bell tower and a hymn heard nearby.

When the sound of a piano came from the chapel and singing began to be heard from inside, Ayla became interested.

“Huh? Periyah. What is here?”

I followed Aila into the chapel and saw an organ piano with huge pipes and 20 priests singing in front of it.

“That’s a choir. After the morning service, there is time for the choir to dedicate songs to Gaia.”

“Ah, it’s a hymn? I didn't know it was inside. But we've been walking around here for a long time, and aren't we seeing too much in those people's eyes?”

“It’s okay. You don't have to worry about those people. Once the choir of the Gaia Church starts singing a hymn, no matter what happens, they stay in place and do not move until they have finished singing.”

“How long do you sing?”

“About 2 hours? That's why they say they call it the Immovable Choir.”

“Eek? 2 hours?!”

Aila was horrified by Peria's words, and I was also surprised.

I had heard the choir singing outside the window a few times before, but I had no idea that once they started singing, they would last for two hours.

Of course, people who like singing go to coin karaoke rooms and sing for hours alone, but these are hymns.

Hymns are usually full of high notes and are not very interesting.

“Wow... I think it's really disgusting to have 2 hours of chants and not just other songs.”

“I think so too.”

I thought it would be troublesome if I stayed in the main building for too long and kept bumping into people, but it doesn't matter as long as I don't move.

Except for those who stopped by occasionally to clean, everyone had to prepare for the day of almsgiving, so they were all crowded into the outskirts of the building, so I was able to explore and move around comfortably.

We went up to the second floor through the stairs in the corner.

“... Ha. This is another mountain beyond a mountain.”

But this time another obstacle stood in our way.

The second floor has a structure with a portion of the center open when looking up from the first floor.

When we went up to the second floor, we were able to find rooms lined up against the wall in a 'Â' shape, but as soon as we climbed the stairs, we sighed when we saw that the wall that blocked the first floor had risen all the way to the second floor.

This time when I found the room, I couldn't go to the other side because there was no passage.

Thanks to this, we ended up stuck in the middle of a narrow, straight hallway right after we came up the stairs.

Just in case, we opened all the rooms in the passageway we were standing in, but they were all empty.

At this point, I am wondering if I should report it as a violation of the building code.

'The problem is that there is no place to receive reports.'

It seems Astesia was a little annoyed this time.

Astesia spoke to me with her eyebrows slightly furrowed in an unusual way.

“... What on earth happened?”

“That’s right. If the structure is like this, this becomes a dead end. However, I still don't understand why there is a room on the other side of the wall, and there must be a way to the other side.”

I wonder if there is any reason for the main building to have such a strange shape.

'Is there something you want to hide?'

As my frustration reached its peak, I began to create conspiracy theories without even realizing it.

But while I was thinking that, Aila seemed to have noticed something while touching the wall.

“Irim. Does this look like a magic wall?”

Unlike the rest of us, who put down the box and sat down to rest, Aila continued to touch the wall that went up from the first floor and began hitting the wall with increasing force.

Squash- Squash- Squash- Squash-

“The wall here is a magic wall? But does it sound like that?”

It looked like he had noticed something, but to me it only looked like he was slamming his fist into a solid wall.

Then, instead of hitting the wall with her fist as usual, Aila closed her eyes for a moment as if concentrating, and then strongly thrust her hand towards the wall again.

“Yeah... Wait a minute, could this be... Wow!”

I was worried that her fingernails might break because she raised the blade of her hand, but Aila's hand went straight into the wall without any hindrance.

I was embarrassed when the wall that had been repelling my fist just a moment ago accepted Aila's hand this time.

“Uh, huh?”

“That's right! This is a trick. If you recognize it as a wall, it's solid, but if you recognize it as a space, you can pass by!”

After explaining to us in such a confident manner, Aila walked towards the wall, passed through it, and disappeared.

I couldn't stop after seeing that.

“... Okay. Then let’s do it boldly.”

‘There is space behind this. There is space behind this. There is space behind this...!'

After making up my mind to do as Aila said, I closed my eyes and put my head down.

Then, my body actually passed through the wall without being blocked.

Peria and Astesia also felt relieved when they saw me, and came in through the wall without much resistance.

After everyone came in, the wall disappeared without a trace, as if it had never been there in the first place.

“What is it? After passing through, I can't see the wall?”

“Because it is a magic using illusion, it seems to be released to that person the moment it is fully recognized.”

Peria takes out a dagger and swings the spot where the opposite wall was, and that side also disappears and the entire second floor becomes visible.

“It’s an illusion wall, something unimaginable was created inside the temple.”

After the illusion is broken, what you see is a magic circle drawn on the ceiling.

The illusory wall starting from the ceiling was made in such detail that outsiders who secretly entered the temple would never notice.

“It’s really terrible, it’s terrible. I don’t know why you did this?”

“Well, it looks like they were trying to make intruders like us wander.”

This was a magic that would never have been noticed if it weren't for Aela, who continued to be suspicious of the strangely located wall.

Just as we were staring at the illusory wall and sticking our tongues out for a moment, we heard someone's warning voice calling out to us.

“Do you have anything to do there?”

The passage on the other side was invisible to us because of the magic wall.

Linai was in that hallway.

        
            “This is a place where only Elders and Paladins can go... Have you come to the wrong place? No, it's more strange that you come inside here...”

Linai shows us her utmost vigilance.

Seeing that the center of gravity of the body is turned backwards, it means that if it thinks we are doing something strange, it will immediately try to run away.

This place, which was located above the main chapel, did not seem to be a place where even priests could enter without permission.

“Lee, Rinai. It's me.”

“, don’t come close!”

The moment Astesia tried to approach Linai, Linai raised her guard by shouting loudly this time.

If you're not careful, people below may hear your voice and come rushing in.

When we saw Linai's unusual attitude, we immediately realized the mistake we were making.

“You don’t recognize us?”

“... Ah! The shape change magic had just been cast! This magic even modulates your voice. Wait a minute, then I'll just make it look like we did to that girl.”

As Eila briefly chants the spell, blue magic surrounds Linai's body.

It was only then that Linai recognized us and looked happy.

“Oh! Astesia! And everyone! How did you get here... just come this way!”

After properly checking our faces, Linai quickly approached us, grabbed Astesia's hand, and led her inside.

As we followed them, Astesia passed two huge rooms.

'One is the Paladin's room, and the other is the Grand Elder's room?'

Painted on the doors of the huge rooms are emblems symbolizing each position.

The Bible and the emblem with a picture of a mace in the middle are the symbols of the Paladin.

Also, the image of a cross made of a Bible or a feather is the symbol of the elder.

The Paladin's room had a dull appearance, as if no one had used it since it was first built, except for the emblem painted on the door.

On the other hand, the Great Elder's visit, although he may not trust others, is locked with a huge lock made of black iron like the main gate of the temple, and in front of it is full of gift boxes that appear to have been received from somewhere.

As I slowly followed behind and looked at the boxes, I had a rough idea of their contents.

“... Very active.”

The names written on the boxes were the names of famous noble families that I had come to know after staying here several times.

I don't know if the gift was sent because the day of offering was approaching, or if gifts always come this way, but the smell coming from the box was clearly the smell of items richly intended as bribes.

“Irim, please come in here.”

“Ah, yes.”

After smelling it for a while, Linai called with the door open, so he took a step forward calmly.

As soon as I entered the room, Linai checked outside the room again and locked the door.

Linai's room is one room across from the room where the paladin stays.

As expected, since he was an attendant, I assumed he would have taken a seat near the Paladin's room, and I was correct.

Looking around the room, there were small pieces of furniture and a huge mace that looked out of place for Linai was placed on a stand in the center, and nearby there was a dirty cloth that looked like it had just come from cleaning a weapon.

It seems that this mace is the weapon that was said to have been entrusted to the Paladin.

The tip of the mace is larger than a person's head, and it seems so heavy that even knights, let alone ordinary people, would have difficulty swinging it.

No matter how well you can handle magical power, the center of gravity of that weapon is so extreme that it will take quite a while to get used to it.

'But I get the feeling that it might be possible with Enin.'

After thinking about it, I think that this Paladin is also in the same family as Enin.

A warrior who engages in combat that is close to demolition, completely crushing the opponent with blunt weapons.

I think the Paladin, just like the Ennin I've seen so far, used this mace to crush the heads of everything that got in his way, including heretics.

A true heresy judge, different from a bastard heresy judge like me.

'It's scary.'

It may not happen, but the thought of such a vicious mace hitting my head gives me chills.

This is the type of person you would never want to meet as an enemy.

Linai brought a table and chairs for us, which seemed to have been temporarily put away because of the mace, and allowed us to sit down.

Only then did Linai speak.

“So, what brings you here? They even disguise themselves like that...”

“Astecia wants to meet Linai.”

'Do I really need a reason?'

The answer was that.

Linai looked at us as if we were wondering what kind of extraordinary decision we had made, but I didn't think it would be that dangerous for us to come here.

Even if our identity is revealed to the people at the temple now, the punishment would probably be a formal complaint from the church's perspective.

But since I've decided not to care about people's reputation anymore, I can just dismiss it as bullshit, so it's not that scary.

The reason we went into hiding was simply because we never wanted to get into an argument with the Gaia Church.

Since Astesia is a demon, if she tried to enter through the main gate, the people of the Gaia Church would naturally get in her way, and I'm not bothered with arguing like that, so I might punch her before it even develops into an argument.

So I just chose this method.

However, I was taken aback by the answer I thought was so obvious and that it didn't seem that way to Linai.

“...Is this the end?”

“Yes. Is there a problem?”

“Oh, no. Of course, it would be difficult to get in through the front door, so I immediately thought that it would be better to do it this way... but I still thought you were being too sudden. Why, Lee Rim, there must be something to do with the church's circumstances, but you came here right away, not long after I brought it up...”

“What else can we do now that the castle gates have been sealed? I just move as I want.”

“Is that so?”

Anyway, our denomination is currently on strike.

For the time being, I was a pagan and naval, but now I wanted to live without caring.

And if it's Astesia's request, you have to listen to it, even putting everything else aside.

Because that is my responsibility.

However, it seems that Peria still remembered the various things she heard along the way, and openly scolded me in front of Linai.

“Priestess, please understand. This guy is a bit stupid and doesn't use his time very efficiently.”

“Hey, do you think it’s just me? Are there many other people like me? People are quick to do something when they feel like it and do it right away when they want to do it. Even if there really are people like that, they are different from me. I'm not stupid, I just have good drive.”

“Oppa. Don't you know that it's difficult to think that everything that comes out of a person's mouth will be treated as a human word? It's not that I didn't say I wouldn't go now, but I just dragged along saying I would go the next day. That doesn't mean you have good drive, it means you are stubborn.”

“It’s frustrating. I can't believe you don't understand this.”

“That’s what I’m going to say.”

“... Fuhahahahahahahahaha-!”

We start fighting like that, but Linai starts laughing.

Afterwards, I left the room to talk with Rinai and Astesia.

According to Linai's words, the Paladin is currently searching for the remnants of the evil he suddenly felt.

However, we were not worried about its identity as we thought it was just a misunderstanding of the smell of alcohol that was continuously being brought into the church.

The paladin thinks that he will probably leave the main building for a while and see the entire temple, so he waits outside the room so that the two can have a good time together.

Aila and I went to the Grand Elder's room and did not mess with the lock, but instead searched through the luggage piled up in front of it.

“Wow, Aila, do you know what this is?”

“Huh? Let's see... Ah, this is it. It's like an ore embedded in the forehead of a wolf beast called Rune Wolf, and I pulled it out as is. It is said to have an aphrodisiac effect if you grind it and drink it, so it is a bit expensive.”

“Seeing that the sender was a knight, did he send loot? For some reason, I felt an eerie feeling while holding it.”

“He deserves it. Actually, humans don't know much about the aphrodisiac effect, but since the curse contained in the ore is ground up and inhaled, the soul of the person who ate it reacts and becomes active.”

“... After all, aphrodisiacs are all superstitions.”

Starting with alcohol, there were various beautiful jewels, objects that appeared to be made by processing rare magical beasts, and small statues and works of art.

Daejangro probably just piled up the gifts he received in front of the door since only a few people came in here, but it was good for us to kill time.

However, unlike us, Peria is not interested in objects, but continues to think deeply while looking at the magic wall and the magic circle on the ceiling that we passed.

Then, Aila and I were presented with a question.

“Wait a minute, then isn’t the floor below this also a fake space? Otherwise, it seems a bit absurd that the priests gathered together and built a temporary wall to block off such an inefficient space, without even asking experts to expand the entire side of the building.”

“Is that so? Shall we check it out?”

After listening carefully, Peria's words made sense.

The part we couldn't enter on the first floor is in the same location as the hallway on the second floor that we just passed by.

I thought that the wall I couldn't pass through would have the same properties as the magic wall that disappeared as we strongly hinted at on the second floor.

“So you’re saying that the first floor also disappears if you deepen the hint?”

“It is necessary to cause a little injury at first.”

We ended up on the second floor hallway that the three of us had passed by.

Peria took out a dagger from inside the priestess's attire, which seemed to have nowhere to hide even if she tried to hide it.

At first, I said I had to hurt him, so this time I tried to break down the wall of illusion by not hitting him with my hand, but instead piercing the floor with my dagger.

That was the moment when Peria was about to stab the floor with her dagger.

“Then, shall we give it a try?”

“Oh, wait a minute!”

Eila's ears perked up and she stopped Peria. It seems like he sensed something wasn't right.

Peria hesitated just as she was about to hit the dagger on the floor and asked Aila back.

“Why, sister? Is there anything strange?”

“Do you think there is someone right below where we are standing right now? I feel like a presence.”

“I can’t even see it? Even if you have the senses of an elf, you can perceive beyond one level of floor?”

“I felt a vibration. I don't know how many people there were or what they were doing, but the moving vibration came from the floor.”

After hearing Aila's words, I once again realized that elves' senses are truly amazing.

In addition, Aila said things that were extremely common sense, in addition to things she noticed with her elf-specific senses.

“And I just thought of one more thing. The floor we're on right now is actually an illusion created by magic. If we hit it wrong, the entire floor will disappear and we'll all fall, right?”

“... Holy crap. I almost fell to my death.”

“... That’s right. Why didn't I think of that too? I almost got into real trouble. Thank you, sister.”

It was really dangerous.

When we broke through the illusory wall a little while ago, Aela first destroyed the wall with her hands and then simply disappeared as we passed by.

Afterwards, we couldn't feel that there was a wall at all, so we couldn't do things like lean on it.

The wall created by magic completely lost its physical reality the moment we noticed it.

If we were to think that the previous case had applied the same way, the moment Peria swept the floor with her dagger, the floor would have disappeared and we would have fallen.

It would be hard to believe that you would die if you fell from this height, but there is a chapel on the first floor of this place, so the height of the layer between the first and second floors is quite high.

If you think you fell headfirst, you would of course have broken your neck and died, and even if you had fallen legs first, your body would have inevitably been in poor health.

Peria put the dagger back into its sheath and asked Aila.

“Then it means that a secret meeting is taking place down here. I guess the reason why this place was blocked on purpose was not for another reason, but to use it as a secret meeting place.”

“I think so. Ah, but this vibration. I can feel the sound of the words echoing all the way up to the ceiling. Does this sound familiar?”

“Do you feel familiar?”

After another moment of admiring the elf's senses, Eila said something strange.

“I noticed that he took a deep breath every now and then while speaking, so he had the same speaking pattern as the bearded man I recently met at the temple...”

“The bearded man I met the other day?”

As soon as I heard Aila's words, I could immediately recognize the identity of the person below.

For Eila, who doesn't remember anyone else other than us, the only person she remembers meeting recently, especially at the temple, is the elder, who most likely stopped by to get treatment and talked with her.

“Are you by any chance the church leader I was talking about? A new person named Elder Cason.”

“Oh, that’s right! Daejangro. The tone of voice that can be felt through the vibrations made by the person below me is exactly the same.”

“... It’s really amazing.”

“... What is an elf? Oppa.”

“Do I understand?”

“Well, there’s no way my brother would know.”

At this point, I can only think it's amazing.

After that, Aila seemed to concentrate a little and clearly figured out the number of people below.

Two people are having a secret affair in a space surrounded by an illusory wall.

At this point, I'm starting to think that I don't need any wiretaps or viewing devices as long as Aila is around.

The information about the secret lover that Eila gave me ignited Peria's professional spirit as a trickster.

Peria seems to want to somehow listen to the secret conversation that the elder below her is having, and asks for a favor while pulling on Eila's clothes.

“Sister, then is there any way to hear the sound below? If they are having a secret meeting with an elder of the Gaia Church, it seems like they are talking about something quite important. Let me hear it with magic.”

“I’m a bit curious too. Talking about it in secret like this is, of course, a dirty story. how is it? Is it possible? It will work, right? Because elves are amazing.”

“That's right, that's right. Wouldn’t it work because elves are amazing?”

As Peria and I continued to praise Aila, Aila scratched the back of her head as if she was doing it reluctantly and moved.

“Hmm... I guess it would be difficult to use magic, but as an elf, there's no way I can't do it! Just wait!”

Eila looked at the floor with a serious expression for a moment and then asked Peria for a dagger.

“Ah, I thought of a good way! Peria, can you give me the sword? Then, I think we can cut the floor carefully without being detected.”

“Is that okay?”

“Yes. If it's an illusion wall anyway, you can just use that illusion here too. It takes a bit of concentration, but there’s nothing you can’t do!”

“... cut out d.”

Eila took Peria's dagger and began to carefully cut the floor.

“... It's really cutting.”

‘Oh, I want to eat flounder. Spread a lot of vinegar on it. No, is soy sauce better?'

It really seems like it's sashimi.

Eila deftly infuses magic power into the dagger and scoops up a very thin layer of cloth from the floor.

The floor, which looked so hard that a knife couldn't even go through, was cut like a fish with a knife by the foot of Aila's dagger, and as she put the fragments aside, it slowly faded and disappeared over time.

As we continued to work carefully like that, we soon began to see the lower floor.

Looking through the narrow hole, I saw an elder and a man wearing a black hood talking there.

As I hold my breath and listen quietly, I can hear the sounds of two people talking.

        
            “... So you’re going to withdraw?”

“Yes. Don’t you know this, Elder? The reason we were able to move the orcs was because I was able to persuade their leader well. The reason they moved was because they only believed in the words of the elder who said that food could be obtained easily, and the promise made by me who delivered it.”

“Vortex procedure, my friend. So did I not keep my promise? I would be a little disappointed if a person like a priest would say something so forgetful.”

“... Of course, you protected it.”

“Then what is the problem? Didn't they provide enough food? I certainly did everything to provide you with the food the orcs wanted and move it all to a warehouse in the suburbs.”

“The damage has increased beyond that, so words are being spoken. The orcs knew that they could get what they wanted by simply staying nearby. But that is no longer the case. The damage is huge.”

“If you wanted to stay near this big city where the 3rd Legion where Helias is staying, you should have prepared for that much damage. Didn't the orcs fully expect that? And I paid close attention to that too. In fact, even now, the military is not leaving the castle because I told the corps commander something unreasonable.”

“Still, the damage is significant. Now, that amount of food is no longer enough to silence the orcs' complaints. And it's not just orcs. We lost four copies of Wen Grain's Grace, which we had summoned with the power we had worked hard to gather, and the Orc tribe we had contracted with, the tribal leader and slayer called the 'Golden Molar' Tooth, Deshade, whom Elder Cason said would be nothing special. Everything was broken because of the bastards in the religious order.”

In his story, the story of the exceptional orc I fought came and went.

'I guess he was the tribal leader.'

For some reason, I thought my skills were too strong.

If that level of skill was average for Orcs, Orcs would already have been a high-ranking race competing for supremacy.

The man called the priest stood up from his seat across the long table and raised his voice even louder.

“Public opinion is not good. The fanatics below me are also slowly turning their eyes strange.”

“I coaxed the leader, but the subordinates said something big. After all, orcs only follow the orders of their chieftain, and don't you also have the irresistible name of your brother, the cruel Vortex Trigger, high priest of Wen Grain? Don’t be too harsh.”

As the elder said this and leisurely took a sip of tea, the person in front of him spoke as if he was frustrated.

“Elder. If you're going to talk to me like that, you should have made it so that Deshade's bastards couldn't go out first. All the places they hurt are our tendons. Do you know how serious the damage is to the place those idiots have been destroying for the past month?”

“... If you want to say that you need more money, I will provide additional support. Whether it’s food or goods, just say the word.”

“Money is not the problem! Damage that cannot be repaired with money has been caused! Two Demonic Priests, whom Wen Grain did not readily allow, have died. The Slayers who had put so much effort into equipping their bodies with grace also died. And those slayers were originally in charge of the chief's guard, but seeing them go crazy like that makes me very dissatisfied. Since not only the orcs but also those under me have been attacked too frequently, I am saying that I would rather hide in the territory and attack!”

“Uh-huh, this guy. Shouldn't you try to resolve that issue somehow on your own? Like before, if I make them stronger with the demonic power I've accumulated or show them a few miracles, it will subside.”

“... I can’t even do that.”

“Why is that again?”

“Wand of God, they also destroyed our magical energy production facilities that were planted in the ground!”

“... Hmm, hmm!”

As the voice grew louder, the elder cleared his throat once to calm the mood for a moment.

'I think you're talking about the staff of God, that strange totem made from human bones. It seems like the work we've done so far hasn't been without any income.'

The elder seems to have clearly sensed the dissatisfaction felt in the pagan priest's words and the seriousness of the situation, and this time he soothes him in a somewhat friendly tone of voice.

“Be patient, priest. Still, that doesn’t mean there’s no income. Even while the members of the Deshade Church are stranded like this, wouldn't your subordinates and the Orcs in the Shanian trading city over there be running rampant? It's okay because if the Deshade Church's bastards try to move around carelessly, the number of damage reports from the trading city, which is under the jurisdiction of the trading city, will be torn apart, and the complaints will increase greatly.”

The elder calms the man in the hood as if it is no big deal, but he instead strokes his forehead in resignation.

“...”

“Why is there nothing to say?”

“That part is also finished.”

“Why is that again?”

“Why do you think this is?”

There was no sign of the priest from where we were.

But I could roughly guess what kind of expression he was making right now through the resentment in his voice.

The priest pointed his finger at the ceiling and protested to the elder.

“There is a paladin called by the Grand Elder.”

“Yes.”

“The paladin killed the demonic priests and slayers who were active in the Shanian trading city when he came here. The number is about four each. What on earth is that guy?”

“Holy shit.”

The Great Elder nervously put down his teacup.

‘This is good. 'It looks like there was a car accident.'

From what I have heard, it seems that pagan priests and elders only interact with each other in complete secrecy.

While the Grand Elder was carrying out such a plan, he called a paladin to further constrain us, and as the paladin arrived, it seemed that the heretics and their remnants, which we had not paid attention to, were all destroyed in another city when the paladin arrived.

Perhaps not expecting the unintentional team kill, the elder also started biting his old fingernails.

“Irim. That paladin must be really strong.”

“Shh! Be quiet, sister. If you can hear the other side, it means you can hear ours too.”

“Heeing...”

The two remained silent for a while before speaking again in the direction of Daejang-ro.

“... Of all the paladins, I didn't know that the stubborn 'judging paladin' would come. It's really inconvenient that the paladins don't have names. There is a title, but what does it do? In the documents, I just write Paladin. I thought that someone I knew from the nearest place would come...”

“So, what did you call me for? The question is why did you call us and throw away the muksabal when the Paladin could have just dispatched it to the direction that the people who will give it money want, as usual. If my brother finds out, he really won't let it go.”

“Would I have done something like this because I really wanted to? This is all because we thought that showing the power of the church would intimidate the corps commanders and Deshade church members who have recently started to become more and more rebellious against us. Don’t you know the value of a paladin?”

“I know. I know very well. Thanks to that, everything that my brother and I had been secretly working on for a long time was destroyed.”

“Hey, please stop being sarcastic. You know I didn't mean to do that, right? I just called a guy nearby and put a girl next to him so I could manipulate him easily.”

“... A woman?”

“Yes! A woman. Among the low-ranking priests who worked in our church, there was a bitch who thoughtlessly defended the demons in front of Terraim, so I was planning to give it to a paladin I know as a gift when he came. That guy really likes women. But I didn't know that the one who came here was not the one I was planning to call, but another guy who had just become a paladin?”

The heretic pauses for a moment after hearing the elder's words, and then speaks to him cautiously.

“... If that’s the case, wouldn’t you rather hand that woman over to me?”

“Hmm? Are you interested?”

“Well, to some extent.”

“But wouldn’t it be easy to find a woman like you? I heard that they use their underlings to kidnap refugees outside the castle gates, or that there are women among the fanatics.”

After receiving the elder's words, the priest puts his head inside the hood, scratches, and speaks.

“Well, there is something called eyes. Those women are not women. It's difficult for me because I'm the only one who is like a fish with dead eyes and the moment I make a mistake, I end up getting eaten. On the other hand, women who live comfortably inside the city but are exposed to the outside world respond very well.”

Upon hearing the priest's confession, the elder looked at him for a moment as if he was looking at trash, and then said:

“... Your taste is so dirty.”

“What do you think is wrong with you, Elder? Anyway, what are you going to do? Are you going to give it to me or not?”

“... It's difficult right now since I've already told the Paladin to use him as a servant. Later, I will train and change other servants and send them to you.”

“... Hehe, thank you. This is why I want to become closer to Elder Cason. Even though he always talks a lot, he listens to all my requests.”

“... Ugh, tsk!”

'That bastard?'

I come to my senses at the Grand Elder’s last words.

A woman from a religious order who defended the demons, that is a specific word for Rinai.

Until now, I thought that Linai becoming Paladin's attendant was simply a promotion, but that was not the case.

I can't believe that a person who was a religious leader would do such a thing.

I can't believe a priest who serves God would think like that.

I couldn't hold back my anger.

“Aila. Dig a little more into the ground. Go down and beat them both to death.”

“Oppa! Hold on. We are now in enemy territory!”

“That’s right, Lee Rim. If you kill the Grand Elder within the temple, the entire city will turn upside down?”

“Anyway, the bottom here is covered by magic, so isn’t it actually a secret room? If I kill them both and put them here, I don't think anyone will notice until the temple is torn down.”

“Still, hold on! When a great elder-level person goes missing, there are a lot of things that can get in trouble!”

I immediately asked Aila to widen the small hole, but was stopped by the two people.

But no matter how hard I tried to hold back, I couldn't help but feel the heat.

Even though the choir is still singing outside, I think it can be easily removed since it is double soundproofing.

Paat-

At that time, I felt a flash of magic power behind me and turned around.

The devil's magic that feels a little familiar to me, using the magic of Asmodeus rather than the feeling of normal magic.

Before we knew it, the two people were out of the room.

“Oh, I’m sorry. To test my strength for a moment... I just finished connecting with Linai.”

Astesia and Rinai must have cast a space movement spell, and the door in Rinai's room was connected to the door at the other end of the hallway using the power of Asmodeus, and they were walking back and forth holding hands.

'... okay. I have to endure it for now.'

It was only after seeing the portal that we remembered our original purpose.

I came here today for the sake of Linai and Astesia, not to kill the Grand Elder.

Currently, only Linai and the choir are in the temple's main building, so if a murder occurs here, Linai may be framed.

“... Phew.”

“I endured it well.”

While holding back my anger, I looked down again and saw that the two were slowly ending their secret meeting.

“Then I will go first.”

“Yes. I'll give you this first, so you can persuade the kids. If you buy off a few of the strongest guys, things will be fine for a while.”

The elder took out a small pouch from his sleeve and threw it away.

When the priest received the bag, he immediately opened it, checked the jeweled rings and necklaces inside, and quickly put it into his bosom.

“Do you know the way back? The back alleys are now clear, so I won't go out this time.”

“I memorized it well. Those bastards who live in the sewers will no longer nag you because they took care of it last time.”

“Then that's enough, let the woman go as soon as she's done.”

“Thank you.”

“What. I am doing this because of the work you and your brother have done for me over the past several decades. If it were any of the other guys, it wouldn't have been possible, this guy.”

“Well, that’s right. Have we had a crisis for just one or two days? There will be a breakthrough somehow in this case too.”

The two said that and shook each other's hands.

The white, wrinkled hand held out by the great elder of the Gaia Church.

The person holding the hand is a pagan priest with the symbol of Wengrain's eyes protruding from a black hood engraved on the back of his hand.

That handshake was the most disgusting handshake I've ever seen.

“Okay, I know the basics. Is it possible to sell this for a high price?”

Looking at the two, Peria took out the small bag she had put between the empty bottles in the liquor chest and was satisfied as she wrote down all the stories she had just heard in her notebook.

“Who buys something like that?”

“Hmm... Even if it's not here, we can make some money if we hand it over to our organization members in the empire. The fee comes to me.”

“I didn’t know that.”

I felt bad after hearing such a dirty story, but I had no reason to stay here any longer as my business was over.

Now it is time to get out of the church.

“Anyway, shall we go soon? It's almost lunch time, so people want to come back.”

“Ah! Then, can’t we eat here and go? I want to try temple rice too!”

“I'm so greedy... Let's go back and eat Ennin, sis. Anyway, there is nothing worth touching on except for the food of the high-ranking priests.”

“Really? That's a bit unfortunate...”

“Enin The rice was that good? I didn’t know.”

At the same time we were shouting and lifting ourselves up from the floor, the priest below also placed his hand on one of the walls.

Soon, the pattern on the back of the priest's hand seemed to become darker, and a door appeared in the previously empty wall.

The priest holds the door handle and turns it.

and-

bang-

With a loud noise, the priest flew into the wall and got stuck.

That was the end.

Instant death.

There was not the slightest wriggle or scream.

Vortex Procedure, the pagan priest who had been talking with Elder Cason just a moment ago, died.

I don't even know what was the wall and what was the priest.

The priest who had dug into the wall could no longer assume human form.

Everyone froze.

The chief priest, who was standing up as he watched the priest leave, also froze. We, who were watching what happened with a loud noise, also froze, and the priest, who was already dead and a corpse, naturally froze.

The only sound flowing in the silent space is the unfinished singing of the choir flowing in as the magical wall breaks.

We couldn't even breathe as we wondered if it was possible for a person to fold like that, and we slowly turned to see what had caused the priest to become like that.

There was a paladin there.

“I felt the devil’s smell.”

Kwazizijik-

What came in after breaking the secret door leading outside was a pair of holy pure white battle armor.

Now the armor was dripping with blood drops that had just flown out.

The sharp decorations on the armor turn into spear blades rather than simple decorations the moment they are pointed at an enemy.

The blood on the gauntlet drips and wets the floor.

The Paladin walks slowly without stopping and approaches the Grand Elder.

“Now... How do you get here...”

“I can't believe my eyes, a group of heretics is deep inside the temple. You will have to explain to me how this happened. Caisson Grand Road.”

“Oh, it’s a misunderstanding. I-I will explain everything...”

The Grand Elder trembled as he looked at the Paladin's blood-splattered armor and began to speak, but the Paladin did not listen to his words and moved again.

The hands of the young paladin who held the scriptures containing Gaia's doctrines are now proving their fruition by being stained with the blood of pagans.

“I am the one who carries out the work of Lord Gaia.”

The paladin continues walking towards the wall.

“I don’t care what you guys do. However-”

He closes his sharp-clasped hand again.

“If you were in cahoots with the remnants of the devil, the story would be different.”

Divine power begins to swirl through his body.

Not the usual blue magic power, but the white light magic power of divine power.

“Devils are beings that must be destroyed.”

A pure white storm created by divine power enveloped what was once a secret room.

It is a double armor called faith that is visible to the steadfast.

The paladin prayed, his body clad only in armor facing the corpse of the heretic pinned to the wall.

“So, Lord. Please allow me to be your righteous mace.”

I remember another name and title for Paladin that the Grand Elder had mentioned.

His title is [Judge]

He stood before the priest who served the devil,

[Paladin judging]

Wow!

Once again, the judgment that destroys evil has been thrown against the wall.

At the same time, the man who was called a priest disappeared inside the wall without leaving even a single trace of his being as a person.

Kwazizig-

Daejangro collapsed and the shattered wall, probably an exterior wall, shows the scenery outside the temple.

“First of all, is there one?”

His appearance in judgment was that of a pious warrior.

The brilliant sun coming through the open wall.

A choir that never stops singing.

The one who turns his back on everything and stands firm is a saint of nobility who punishes evil.

A person who inherits and carries out the will of God.

A person who even abandons his own name and silently makes the sign of the cross.

The name is,

[Paladin]

“I can still feel the remnants of the devil. That too is a very recent remnant.”

Paladins don't stop.

The man moves again to completely destroy evil.

The Paladin of Judgment turned and looked at the hole in the ceiling we had drilled.

He soon spotted us and made eye contact.

“Was it there too? You people who serve wickedness.”

We were reflected in the eyes of Gaia's hound.

        
            Paladin.

A hunting dog that follows the devil's trail.

There is only fear or awe in one's tone when the name is mentioned.

Occasionally, there are people who show an appearance close to corruption even though they hold the title of Paladin.

However, despite this, there are no stories of criticism or ridicule before or after the name Paladin.

This is because people don't like to have a Paladin's mace flying towards their head after spreading such a meaningless story by mistake.

A paladin is a being who can wield so much power that even his allies tremble with such fear.

If used as an ally, their presence may be a bit daunting, but they are trustworthy, and pagans fear Paladins because they are beings who can turn them into living, sacred Necronomicons.

And that powerful being has now designated us as its target.

“What should I do? We made eye contact, now we’re done!”

Peria panics and falls back.

“It’s okay! Did you come in by breaking the wall earlier? In that case, he is not recognizing the magic wall in a normal way, but is just using his intuition and looking in this direction! Right now, to that guy, we just look like the ceiling!”

“Wouldn’t it be solved if we just talk about it? I think that if I explain the situation well, I can resolve any misunderstandings. I could explain that the reason I felt the traces of the devil was because the pagans used hexes.”

Eila tried to speak calmly while holding on to Peria, whose legs were loose, but Eila didn't seem to be in good condition either.

But to me, it just seemed like a fuss.

Even a paladin is ultimately a human.

Since humans are creatures that use language, I thought it would be enough to stop the Paladin and resolve the misunderstanding with a little lie.

When I say that, Peria grabs my shoulder and says with a serious expression.

“Oppa. Listen carefully.”

Looking at his trembling hands, he looks extremely scared.

Well, Peria is also half demon, so it makes sense.

“You can’t think of that as a human being. At the very least, a Paladin who caught even a speck of evidence related to the devil in no other situation can never be treated like an ordinary human being.”

“Uh... So you’re saying he’s a fanatic or something?”

“Fanatic? Don't look down on Paladin. Even the most fanatics can't even show a business card in front of a paladin. That's more than just a hound that smells blood. That's not fake madness, that's real madness.”

“Is it that scary? I’m not sure.”

“That's because my brother is a soul sufferer and doesn't know much about paladins. Among other races, especially demons, there is a saying that Paladin is a sub-race of humans, and Paladin is a name that refers to a separate race.”

“The race is Paladin, that’s a bit scary. Isn’t that too much?”

“If you were to be in the shoes of demons, witches, and heretics, you wouldn’t be able to say something like that, right?”

I thought Peria's words were a bit of an exaggeration as a demon, but seeing Astesia's expression behind her was the same, it seemed like it wasn't a lie.

I, too, would never want to have anything to do with a race that would destroy walls and kill people as if they were squeezing bugs with their fingernails.

“What should we do now?”

“What should I do, sister! You have to jump quickly! From now on, that guy is just an animal! hound! He's a guy who can never get through words! Astesia, let’s run away quickly!”

“Yes? Yes!”

In response to Aila's question, Peria quickly strengthened her legs, stood up, and ran to Astesia.

At the same time, the Paladin seems to have noticed our movements and comes out of the room on the first floor and starts running up the stairs to the second floor.

“Smell of demons! Is it this way?”

'The baby's nose is really nice.'

First, he reached into his pocket, took out an artifact, and quickly created a magic sword.

Right now, we don't have any weapons other than my magic sword.

I don't think I can win against a paladin, and I have no desire to fight, but since he is a mad dog, there is no other way.

“Window! I have to go out the window!”

We followed the urgent Feria into one room and tried to escape through the window.

“What is this?!”

But the windows are barely big enough for a person's head to fit through.

It's also a window so small that an adult's head would get stuck while trying to get in.

Linai follows him in and tells him about the window.

“Well, over there... The second floor of the chapel was originally used by ascetic priests, but is being renovated and used, so the windows are designed to be small so that they can only be used for ventilation.”

“What kind of stuffy place is this?! It's really nothing more than a sun hole! These things don’t even look outside in the morning?!”

“Well, that’s how it becomes penance...”

Quang!

Meanwhile, the sound of breaking the wall was heard again.

It appears that the paladin simply physically destroyed the magic wall blocking the second floor.

In this case, the escape route was blocked.

Even if you open the door and go out, it looks like only Paladins can get out and Ferina Astesia can barely get out through the window.

If you think about it realistically, the structure of the building is a chapel with an extremely high first floor, so the second floor is actually quite high, so there is no guarantee that you will be safe even if you fall.

Meanwhile, a good idea occurred to me.

“That’s right, Astesia! Let’s go to our accommodation with space magic!”

'If only I had the power of Astesia, I would be able to run away right away.'

The portal Astesia showed me a moment ago.

Since that power was originally used to connect our church's dormitory to Linai's room, I thought I could escape right away if I used it.

But that too was blocked.

“Well, I just used up a lot of magic power to connect to Rinai... I don’t think that will work.”

'Holy shit.'

Now that I see Astesia, there are a few beads of sweat on her forehead.

He was already exhausted, as he must have used quite a lot of magic power for the task he used earlier.

However, I couldn't just sit here and wait to meet the Paladin.

Even though I think it's a bit too much to ask, I'd like to ask you again.

“Then how to connect to the lower floor? Is that much possible?”

“Ah, yes! It is possible!”

Astesia answered and at the same time touched the door we had entered through.

Then the door flashed and turned into a portal.

“A passage was connected to the room on the first floor. Now you can open the door...”

Squeak-

“Everybody get down!!!”

The moment Astesia grabbed the handle and tried to turn it, Eila snatched her wrist and placed Astesia on the floor.

Now that the Paladin is nowhere to be seen, what can be trusted is the elf's senses, which have been trained to the limit.

As soon as I heard Eila's voice, I quickly, like Eila, tripped Peria and Linai's legs and fell flat on the floor.

OK-

Deeudeeudeeudeuk!

A strong wind blew from the area where my upper body was just a moment ago, blowing rocks and pieces of wood to the right, destroying everything.

After that, a deep voice is heard.

“You were here.”

'Holy shit.'

I regretted looking up to see the cause of the destruction.

Because I made eye contact with the Paladin.

It's not like he used a weapon.

Paladin's Punch. Hook, to be exact.

With just a single swing of his gauntlet-equipped fist, he destroyed all the walls and doors within his attack range.

Formidable power.

The intimidation was already felt enough.

But Paladin's attacks don't stop there.

He is a human being who moves to exclude all things related to evil.

When I saw him pulling his arm back again, I didn't stay still either.

'Judgment is quick. Promptly. Act before the enemy realizes it.'

It seems I wasn't the only one who thought that way.

Jang!

As soon as I wake up, I swing my magic sword at the paladin, and it hits the gauntlet, making a metallic sound.

At the same time, Eila put Peria and Linai on her side, and Astesia grabbed the handle of the remaining door and opened it.

Then he slipped through the door.

“Where!”

The paladin held the magic sword with his other arm, which was not holding the mace, as if he would not let go, but that sword could be remade anyway.

“Huh?!”

As I put down my sword, I slide and enter the door.

As soon as I came out, Astesia closed its doors and the portal disappeared right before it was completely destroyed.

bang!

“Was it successful?”

“For now!”

Quaaaang!

Patter-

With those words, the ceiling of the upper floor collapsed and the Paladin came down.

Kwazijic!

“... crazy guy.”

We are in the reception room on the first floor.

The door to the drawing room was simply shattered by a candlestick thrown by the Paladin as it fell from the ceiling.

He was wearing his huge mace, which was in Linai's room, on his other shoulder.

“Seeds of the devil! As long as you give off that foul smell, I will chase you all the way to hell!”

“Someone said I smell like alcohol!!!”

'I don't think that's what it sounds like.'

Peria reacted angrily.

At that time, Paladin sees Linai standing between us and asks questions.

“Hmm? Servant. Why are you among them?”

“Why is it there! It's obvious that you'll just go around destroying everything so ignorantly... let's go together!”

Eila quickly covers her mouth as she tries to answer.

You should not answer hastily.

If she defends Linai here and now, her position as she has to continue to live in the Gaia Church may become difficult in the future.

I quickly think of an excuse to protect Linai.

‘Think, think. 'Then what should I do?'

A paladin who chases evil.

We are being chased by Paladin.

A paladin is a person who chases away the magic power of the devil.

We are closely related to the devil.

Linai is one of those Paladin servants.

In the midst of my list of thoughts, I throw out an answer I came up with in a hurry.

'Let's go with this.'

“Paladin! If you don't want to see your servant's head fall off, you'd better back off!”

'In times like this, threats are the best.'

He pretends to restrain Linai and threatens him by pointing the magic sword at Linai's neck.

I thought that no matter how much he was a paladin, since he was a priest, he wouldn't be able to make a hasty move if he was holding a member of the same sect as hostage.

However, my idea of somehow escaping the crisis through threats was immediately defeated.

“Are you trying to threaten me now?”

“Yes. This is a threat. Put down your weapons and step back, Paladin.”

“You thought you could stop me with just that level of threat. Don't look down on Paladin.”

'It doesn't work?'

Paladin was a madman with a stronger resolve than expected.

Peria clearly said not to view Paladin as a human, and I clearly understood what she said because of Paladin's next actions.

“Servant!”

“Yes, yes!”

As the Paladin's shout rang loudly, Linai responded in confusion.

He speaks through tears.

“I will not forget you. Curse my choice, the choice this paladin made!”

“Surely, that crazy guy?”

“Oh, come on, is that really possible? Lee Rim?”

“Failed. It's really ruined... Oppa, we're all going to die...”

Holy power begins to fill up from the Paladin's mace.

“Just curse me, but do not abandon God until you are about to die. Then you will be able to reach true paradise.”

He raised the mace with both hands.

The top priority for a paladin is to exclude anything related to demons.

The paladin decided to give up his servant.

        
            “Hurry up! Door!”

As Peria urged Astesia, Astesia turned around, placed her hand on the door next to the broken living room, and began to open the door once again.

But I vaguely felt it.

The speed of this attack is superior.

If things continue like this, that paladin will be faster than us.

Once again, judge carefully.

'Should we stop that?'

A paladin walks in with tears in his eyes.

Mace raised high.

The mace is filled with divine power that makes one question whether it can be blocked even with a magic sword.

Wooow-

The air begins to tremble.

A paladin's determination is to sacrifice everything for the gods.

Even if it means killing a fellow believer, that sin will be a future karma that one must endure for God.

You can clearly feel it on your skin.

Even if you block that, it won't be blocked.

It is a set of forces that should not be dealt with.

My whole skin is screaming to run now.

That is the power of God and death at the same time.

Until now, I have experienced numerous deaths.

There were countless cases of people being killed by huge magic falling from the sky.

Every time, I couldn't do anything.

'No, I didn't.'

Even if I dodge it, there have been more than one or two times when I just gave up when I decided that it was an attack that would crush me about a second later.

I was helpless.

Same situation now.

However, unlike before, this moment should not stand still.

'I can't remain resigned forever.'

There are people behind me that I have to protect.

Raise your sword.

'With determination upon determination, strength upon strength.'

All I can do is hit the paladin with as much force as I have.

The tip of the sword begins to turn red.

Explosion sword.

It holds a double-edged sword that causes a combustion reaction in response to magical power.

'Even if it is divine power, it is no different from magical power.'

I don't even think he'll die like this.

At best, I think the weapon might explode.

In any case, the purpose of this attack is to buy time to escape.

'If you can't stop it, it's better to offset it by colliding with its divine power.'

“Aton with death! The devil's dog!!!”

“Aaaaa!!!”

Swing an explosive sword.

The moment everyone entered the door Astesia made, swords and maces clashed.

Tuk-

The moment the two weapons touched, the sound disappeared.

The mace was taken down as is.

An explosive sword that catches a striking mace from bottom to top.

The divine power gathered in the mace exploded upward in an instant as I stabbed it with my sword.

A pillar of light was created, and the divine power broke through the ceiling and began to rise into the sky.

Extra explosions rained down on each other, but I felt certain that I would be defeated.

A force that pushes itself away.

This is the same thing as someone trying to push an airplane by themselves.

The Paladin's mace was heavy, heavy, heavy.

My knees feel like they're going to break, the marble floor is slippery, and my grip on the sword is shaking.

'This is the worst.'

I am pushed helplessly.

That's not all.

Even the aftermath of the explosion was not on my side.

The only reason I'm alive is because the black serpent armor I wear underneath my clothes absorbs the shock.

The explosion just pushes me away and rejects me.

At that moment, I was caught up in the aftermath, crashing into the wall, and wondering if I would be crushed like the pagan priest did -

“Now!”

From the door that wasn't closed yet, Eila's voice came out and the hands of Peria and Astesia came out and dragged me inside the door.

“No way!”

The Paladin who was caught in the aftermath of the explosion looked at us who were being dragged in unharmed.

And then he throws the mace.

Whick!

Paang-

“Quap...”

Peria's upper body disappeared in an instant.

flurry.

Not just the vital points, but the body itself, including the vital points, had disappeared without a trace.

“Aaaah! Peria?!”

“It’s okay! Let’s close the door first!”

Astesia quickly closes the door at Rinai's scream.

Here, Linai is the only one who does not know that Peria is being resurrected.

As soon as the door was closed, blue flames appeared and Peria was resurrected naked.

And the hair that was cut has grown long again.

The room I escaped this time seemed to have been used by someone, and it had a lively smell.

Shaking the resurrected Peria's head.

“Are you okay?!”

Peria seemed to hesitate for a moment, but slowly moved her body, touched her head with her arms, and screamed.

“... Would it be okay if I were like Oppa?!!! Why doesn't that crazy cockroach die even after being hit with that thing? If it explodes that much, you'll die! Ahhh!!!”

“Looks okay.”

“Peh, Peria... How...?”

“Well, there is something like that, just ask Astesia later.”

It's fortunate that Peria didn't lose her mind.

Linai was surprised and brought Peria one of the clothes that was in the room.

This time, I can't hear the Paladin yet, perhaps because I came to a room quite far away.

However, the fundamental problem has not yet been resolved.

'This was the power I had. 'Is this not enough?'

The original plan was to either move the Paladin away with the previous attack or cause minor injuries to make him retreat.

However, the Paladin appeared fine and even fought back.

The divine power definitely collided with the magic sword, but although the size of the explosion was comparable to the previous Aplesia, there was little direct damage to the paladin and me.

The only person I can seek advice from right now is Ayla, who taught me how to use an explosive sword.

“The explosion was smaller than expected. Do you know why it happened like that?”

I ask Aila why the reaction was different from what I expected.

“That’s because the power that exploded was divine power. The technique I taught Lee Rim was simply to explode the unrefined magical power accumulated within the organism's body, right? But that is magic power that has already completed one step of the process. To be precise, it would be ‘magic power with divine power.’ So, its original role of healing and protecting someone became more powerful.”

“Divine power had that kind of quality? The paladins I've seen so far just wear swords and go around chopping up demons and heretics like knights do?”

“Of course, if you condense it ignorantly, it is enough to kill others. Why, even with a shield, if you push someone into a corner and keep pushing them, they die. Same. You kill other enemies with weapons that have become stronger thanks to the power of protection.”

“Did these guys go around cutting down their enemies with the power to take care of others? That’s amazing.”

Anyway, this time I had time to catch my breath and plan a strategy.

Quaaaang!

“... I can't hide out here that long.”

Outside, Paladin broke down all the doors of the main building and started looking for us.

The Paladin is unable to find our location quickly, perhaps due to the aftereffects of using too much power.

“It’s no use hiding!”

Wow!

It may only be a matter of time, though.

“Mu... You can only create a door once... You need to gather a little more magic power.”

Looking at Astesia sweating, it seems that almost all of her magic power has been used up. Linai is wiping away his sweat next to him.

'There's nothing I can do.'

I see that and make a decision.

“... Okay. I will lure you.”

“Oppa?”

“Yes. Anyway, thanks to Aela's magic, he doesn't know our faces, right? I will be the bait and get you as far away as possible, so run away quickly.”

'Why not just resurrect once?'

I don't want to die, but if I keep chasing him around, people from all over the church will come flocking to me.

It's better to take a quick step out.

But that plan was thwarted because of Eila's words.

“If you get far away from me, will the disguise magic wear off?”

“Uh, really? Then it would be a bit difficult.”

The plan was based on the assumption that I wouldn't be found out, but that would be a problem.

Then, even while Peria was confused, she found something in the small bag she was holding tightly and handed it over to me.

“Ah! brother. Then let’s use this.”

“...Do you really carry all sorts of things in your bag?”

“These are the basic skills of a trickster.”

What Peria gave me was the black mask she had put on me the last time I entered the back alley.

The mask that covers the entire face and emits light from the eyes was still unpleasant, but in the current situation, there was nothing like it.

“Cover your face with this. And that Paladin guy, I think he was looking for us by smell. Let’s at least spray some perfume on him.”

“Sat, will it work?”

“I don’t know. It will be better than not doing anything.”

While I was putting on the mask, Peria was searching the room and spraying everyone's bodies with the perfume she found so strong it made them cough.

“Good. When we go out, let Rina go with us.”

“Yes? Ah, yes.”

At some point, without even realizing it, I was speaking informally.

I think it would be best to get Linai away from us quickly.

I realized that this guy doesn't distinguish between friend and foe in order to kill us.

In that case, I think they would understand if I told them that I left Linai alone because it had no use value.

However, if you want to do something, you have to do it clearly.

As for the current situation, the Paladin has already started shouting and destroying the main temple building, so people will come flocking.

In that case, we must make it clear that the others can escape safely and that Linai was not cooperating with us but was taken hostage by the enemy who invaded the temple.

'Is there anything better?'

As I left the room, I saw a curtain made of black cloth covering the window.

The owner of this room must have been very sensitive to sunlight, and the cloth was quite thick.

'I'll have to attract as much attention as possible.'

He tears off the black veil and wears it in place of the shabby cloak he was wearing before entering the temple.

I need to draw the attention of church members to me as much as possible.

'This would be good.'

A paladin wearing pure white armor.

The counterpart is an adversary surrounded by darkness.

The serpent armor, which is originally black, the black badge surrounding the shoulders, and the leather necklace that covers the neck are also black.

Moreover, with the mask on, it became so dark that even if someone said it, there would be nothing to say.

He is worthy of being an outlaw who entered the temple of the sacred Gaia Church.

“Good. I'll go.”

“Jo, be careful.”

Leaving Astesia and everyone else complaining of dizziness, he grabs Rinai's arm roughly, but gently, and heads out.

When I opened the door and went out, I saw a paladin.

Not only the Paladin, but also the people in the temple who had already gathered focused their attention on the Paladin and me who opened the door and came out from afar.

When he sees me, he stops ruthlessly destroying the temple and says:

“Were you hiding there?”

"... The hostage is no longer useful, so there is nothing you can do. Go."

He roughly pushes Linai towards the paladin as if throwing him.

There is nothing you can do to avoid raising suspicion as much as possible.

The paladin took Linai as is and carefully sent her behind him.

“Is this another guy? Who are you?”

It seems the paladin didn't recognize me.

I was a little worried about what to say.

What is needed now is to buy Astesia enough time to fully recover her magic power.

‘The opponent is Paladin. It would be best to draw attention to me by making me as alert as possible.'

At that moment, an outfit that was somewhat similar to my current outfit came to mind.

'okay. Was that there?'

The day I first received power from Asmodeus.

The night I received power from her and destroyed everything.

Another me in the corner of my memory, running wild in black armor.

A name that, if brought to the Gaia Church, would attract all attention as an intruder.

I try to mention another name that Asmodeus gave me and that the demon king my enemy called existed in legend.

“Dark Knight.”

“What?”

“I am the dark knight.”

        
            A knight escorting the devil.

Or a faithful servant who carries out the devil's maintenance.

Dark Knight.

If God is the entity that opposes the devil, then the entity that can compete with the Paladin would be the Dark Knight.

'There is no one more suitable as a Paladin's opponent than this.'

The paladin listened to my self-introduction and shook his head in denial.

“Are you telling me to believe that now? Dark knight. It exists on record. These are things that can only exist in hell. There is no reason or way for the Dark Knight to exist here now, as there is no temple of evil gods, no sanctuary has been declared, and there are no evil beings as masters.”

“... Whether you believe it or not, it is freedom.”

It definitely attracted attention.

While denying me, he slowly began to infuse divine power into his entire body's armor.

The divine power that has begun to cover us layer after layer gives us a strong feeling that it is more solid than when it was tracking us.

He's probably wary of the name "Dark Knight" I mentioned, assuming the worst, and preparing for a fight.

That's enough.

'Let's buy a little more time.'

It's just time for Astesia to rest a little more.

If we can gather just a little bit of magic power, we will actually win.

All you have to do is to succeed with one final spell to escape.

There is one action you must take to do that.

'I need to clean my mouth.'

The Paladin, who didn't even see room for conversation, took advantage of my sudden appearance and was wary of me to catch him even a little longer.

“I am the Dark Knight, the knight of the demon Asmodeus! I will ask. Paladin, knight of Gaia! As you serve Gaia, is it okay for you to destroy the altar built by believers for the goddess?!”

When you see a crowd of people, speak loudly.

I don't know how many people there are, but most of those gathered here now are the priests who were working inside, the backbone of the temple.

Everyone was watching Paladin and me from a distance, and when I said that, they started talking.

-Dark Knight? Is he really the dark knight?

-He says so, but is it really true? I'm not sure...

-I don't know anything else, but I can definitely feel the devil's magic from the sword I'm holding. But isn’t the Dark Knight a legendary being? To suddenly appear in the middle of a temple like this?

-But isn’t there something that some people have said recently? It is said that traces were discovered in the temple that seemed to have been haunted by an energy similar to that of a pagan.

-It did. But wasn't it all over because the elder said it was a simple misunderstanding?

-... In any case, there is no doubt that that being is an intruder.

-you're right. Look what it looks like. What does it mean to stand sanely in front of a Paladin, clad in insidious, pitch-black darkness and holding a weapon imbued with the devil's magic? If that is not the Dark Knight, then what is it?

If he's not the Dark Knight... he's just a madman. Or maybe he's a resigned person who wants to commit suicide.

'There are some words that are a bit too harsh, but the effect is not bad.'

The noise resonates within the temple, infecting each other with anxiety and doubt.

The only thing that is not paid attention to is the choir in the chapel.

They are only doing what they do, singing praises to God, even in this commotion.

This much is enough.

The topic of conversation can be anything.

All you have to do is attract attention and make a fuss.

I just need to keep the Paladin's five senses from focusing on the other people hiding in the room behind me.

The noise certainly seemed to have had an effect.

Just like before, he searched for us with only fragmentary traces of magical power and the rest relied on his senses.

Even now, the Paladin seemed to be trying to find traces of other people besides me, and was concentrating his mind while gathering divine power, but he frowned as if it was difficult to identify the others because of the noise.

He seemed to think that he had to resolve this situation first, so he answered my question. As soon as the paladin spoke, the noise that the temple priests were making quieted down.

“... Grain alone is enough to shine golden on Gaia's land. Things like golden pillars are unnecessary to Gaia.”

“Can that be said to be true? It's been a while since Gaia hasn't heard your voice. Now that God is not fulfilling his duties and is not communicating with believers, how can you prove that your God is not truly corrupt like you?”

“Paladin exists to prove it.”

Questions that came out of a stream of consciousness.

To me it was just a provocative question, but to him it felt like a threat to his beliefs.

“Paladin is someone who carries out the will of God. By giving your soul to God, you gain a body to do noble things. My very existence, having just become a paladin, is proof that Lord Gaia has received my soul. Gaia definitely exists, and the fact that I can wield divine power is proof that she has not fallen.”

At the same time, the guy took a step forward.

The Paladin's entire body is engulfed in divine power.

'How huge is this guy's soul vessel?'

From the toes to the fingertips, covered in armor, covered as if forming a membrane.

That's incredibly inefficient.

Ordinary knights cover their weapons with sword energy only when delivering a converting blow.

This is because it consumes a lot of magical energy to express it outside the body, such as a weapon, rather than channeling it within the body.

People who have more time to spare continue to create sword energy or utilize it in other ways.

What Paladin is doing now is the height of inefficiency.

Whether it is divine power or magical power, the consumption rate is the same.

The fact that such magical energy is spread across the large surface of the armor rather than the blade means that magical energy is continuously being sucked out of the body as much as that area.

If that's the case, it would be better to make iron armor rich in magical energy and use the remaining magical energy as a weapon. Using divine power in that way is ignorant.

An ordinary knight would have fainted already.

However, Paladins show off their greatness by casually walking forward one step at a time, even with divine power wrapped around them like human bulbs.

I've never seen Paladin before, so I didn't know how great it was, but now I know for sure.

It makes me think that the paladins who are using their divine power so ignorantly are quite close to the pinnacle of human existence.

'Or they really are of different races.'

It is a force that makes it clear what it means to say that paladins are a subspecies of humans.

That was too much power to be possessed by a human body.

But either way, the work I have to do isn't done yet.

He asks a question again to get his attention.

“That’s not enough. Isn’t what you are doing now no different from giving an answer to your testimony through your own strength? Beings like high priests would be able to do something similar when it comes to imbuing them with divine power. That's why I wonder if the power in your body is really the power given by Gaia. How else can you prove it?”

“What did you say you would prove it with? If my presence is not enough, I will prove it with my power. This body! I will crush you with just this body, which contains a power given by God that cannot be imitated no matter how many high priests are gathered. Then the doubts will disappear.”

thud-

The paladin without a mace ignites his fighting spirit by clashing his two fists, which are wrapped in his remaining weapon, a gauntlet, with a bursting sound.

Clap clap clap clap-

'It wasn't much of an answer.'

As Paladin spoke, people began to shed tears and applaud.

It is a sight that I cannot understand why it is like that.

If those Paladins start moving right now, not only they but the building itself could disappear.

Squeak-

'Did you succeed?'

In the midst of the commotion, I heard the sound of the door handle turning from behind.

The handle turned, but the door did not open, and the door lost its power with a brief rattling sound.

Astesia, who recovered her magic, successfully used magic and the three seem to have escaped through the door, so my role is now over.

'No, it's not the end.'

Now that I think about it, it's a frustrating thing.

He killed Peria once.

Besides that, they are trying to kill us all.

Whether that guy is a paladin or whether his job is chasing the devil's trail is none of my business.

A madman who doesn't even make room for conversation unless someone who can compare to him comes up, and starts firing his weapon first.

'Among the people he killed, there must have been some who died without even being able to resolve the misunderstanding.'

He probably has been that way all this time and will continue to be that way in the future.

This time too, he threw his fists and weapons first and we were harmed, so now I wanted to make him pay as much as possible.

Because I am the type of person who returns what I receive.

'I'll do my best to do everything I can.'

It is not a common experience to work with someone of this level of skill.

'Now is the time when I have decided to take revenge. Since we have decided to place the tomb here, let's try to make it extravagant.'

Even though I don't think I can win, I burn my will to fight with the thought that I will be able to fight an enemy even bigger than this one day.

“I heard your decision well, Paladin. good night. As someone who has been given power by the devil, I will do my best. Prove the existence of your god by dealing with me.”

When doing so, be sure to be polite and confront the paladin since you have been given the name of an evil knight.

However, I made strange noises, perhaps because my appearance was a bit unfamiliar to a paladin who had dealt with numerous heretics.

“... I said he was the dark knight. For someone who is said to have received the power of the devil, he is unusually polite.”

'Was I that gentle? 'I just adjusted to the other person's mood.'

If I think about it for a moment, I think it makes sense, considering the cultists I've met so far and the demonic creatures they would have created or summoned.

Everything related to demons is off somewhere, unless they are beings with the luxury of being an absolute powerhouse like Asmodeus.

“...”

That was the last conversation.

I hold out the magic sword to the guy.

The paladin also raises a fist wrapped in light.

When the people in the church saw us like that, they started to back away and it became noisy again, but we were just concentrating on each other's breathing.

'Should I go in first?'

His breathing is regular.

I still don't feel any disruption in breathing to strengthen my muscles.

However, I am at a loss as to how I can harm him.

The magical explosion created by the exploding sword is not very effective against the enemy.

What it is wearing is so sturdy that it can be called a shield to protect the gods, with divine power.

Even if I somehow destroy each layer with a sword, it is predicted that the armor will be restored much faster than the time I can touch its body.

There is no point in doing it if you can't completely finish it once.

I don't think this is an opponent I can beat, but I won't fight to lose.

Dang-dang-dang-dang-

At that time, the church bell rings.

A reminder to briefly organize your morning routine and prepare for lunch.

Sigh-

The paladin jumped to the sound of the bell.

I was so caught up in thinking about how to approach it that I let my guard down.

Recognition and reaction were delayed due to breathing being mixed with the sound of the bell.

With a rush that is close to impact, the right gauntlet flies into the body.

A simple punch, but at the same time a fist that packs power comparable to a powerful battering ram.

'Should I just support myself with both legs and take it?'

I thought about it for a moment, but it's impossible.

I know for sure that we have already encountered each other twice.

You should not compete head-on with Paladins.

'Then, if I hold the blade straight, wouldn't it be possible to cut that fist apart?'

This time, it was a method I came up with since the guy wasn't holding a weapon, but this wasn't it either.

The counter itself is impossible.

That's the power of the Dark Knight, determined to kill the opponent after recognizing him.

It wasn't that he used magical power completely ignorantly.

The divine power gathered in the gauntlet where the sword will strike is twice the amount wrapped around the body.

Unlike me, who is a soul sick person who cannot use magical power, there is an overwhelming difference in physical strength between me and a paladin, who has full divine power both externally and internally.

While I was thinking so briefly, the moment of collision arrived.

'Let's get pushed once. 'You need to step back and give yourself time to think.'

thud!

The direction of a one-sided force.

Place the side of the magic sword in your fist and lift your foot slightly just before impact.

One thing happens when you focus all of your body balance backwards.

“... Pfft!”

Instead, use the Paladin's fist to widen the distance by flying backwards.

'Recover your body right away.'

I wasn't greatly shocked.

Fly to the wall, place your foot on the protruding platform above, and hold on to the huge candlestick with your other hand.

When I didn't come down the way I flew, the Paladin immediately started chasing me.

Once a fist is swung, it is not the end, it is the beginning.

My fist slams into the wall I'm standing against again.

Quang!

I kicked against the wall as support and moved to the candlestick on the other side, and the wall I was on collapsed.

As the Paladin's punch completely causes the wall to lose its function, a wide open space is visible.

'That's crazy strength.'

If you only take damage, it is a power that can only be created with one or two hits from a catapult or siege magic.

However, this is a power exerted purely by humans, not by other races such as giants or giants.

The Paladin does not use any tricks, but produces destructive power comparable to that of a siege weapon through pure strength.

The divine power is what protects it from being broken by surrounding the armor and arm bones, but that monstrous power comes only from the body that the paladin has.

        
            ‘Is it a fighting sport? No, I'm not using technology. 'He's simply wielding incredibly strong power.'

A fighting method that basically utilizes only the body you have.

When you have to attack a vital point, you might think that an opponent without a weapon would be an excellent punching bag, but since their entire body has become a weapon, it is very difficult to deal with them.

Paladins are not the type of high-level adventurers we've seen in the past, like Winnet, who attack with finesse and use angles and angles to achieve maximum efficiency.

He is simply wielding his sturdy and strong body as a weapon.

However, that alone is threatening enough, so it seems difficult to even injure it with a magic sword.

It looks like a tank.

The Paladin, who wears a glove of divine power and wields a cannon ball called a fist, is worthy of being called the decisive battle weapon of the Gaia Church.

“No matter how long you run away, the outcome is already decided!”

Kwaaaang!

The pillar breaks again and the wall I was standing on a moment ago collapses.

He is avoiding attacks by using the large main building, but he cannot even dare to throw his sword.

If you throw a tree branch into the wheel of a carriage moving at full speed, it will only hurt your hand.

Kukukung-

The building screams from the destruction that borders on demolition.

Part of the temple may have lost its support, causing the ceiling to collapse, spilling out the crayfish from above.

It seems that the place that collapsed at that moment was the elder's room.

Squeeze it-

Clang-

The ceiling collapsed and a large amount of gifts poured out.

From weighty statues to boxes filled with jewels, from luxurious clothes to chests filled with gold coins.

The ills that the Grand Elder brought with him when he took office here, and that he received here, fall from the sky and blind the Paladin.

'Damn, are you planning to destroy the entire temple?'

Even if you want to attack, you are not allowed to use swordsmanship.

The techniques learned from Aila are effective when a somewhat equal confrontation with the opponent is possible.

Fortunately, now is the only opportunity that has arisen.

Taking advantage of the paladin's blind spot, he approaches, hiding from the rain of jewels, and then swings his sword.

Ssss-

Kakang!

“Inhale!”

The guy throws out his fist and tries to attack the gap through the rain of gold coins, but the armor repels the magic sword.

The divine power surrounding the armor weakens momentarily, and the moment you try to continue your attack, the gauntlet grabs your sword.

“Look! Gaia’s blessing!”

Paat-

“Tch!”

How many times have you done that?

The moment the guy grabbed the sword, the only way was to disarm the weapon.

The moment the paladin grabs the weapon, he repeatedly pulls me and tries to throw me to the ground.

The gauntlet, which has more than twice the strength of the armor, is tightly grasped without even caring about the cutting power of the magic sword, and the arm that extends further from there is trying to grab at least a part of my body and crush it.

'The moment you get caught, you die.'

Clumsy!

Stepping back also has its limits.

As the distance got closer, the Paladin's Gauntlet was narrowly avoided.

The iron lantern instead of the head is crushed by the iron grip.

If the arm is caught, it will be pulled out, and if the waist is caught, it will be folded.

'Or else, it might end up swinging around like a tree branch held by a child.'

Now, as I face the guy who has come close to me, I become increasingly nervous.

'Then Rakshasa... No, no.'

I thought that I might be able to stop the movement if I used Rakshasa, but even this was rejected by myself.

Rakshasa takes advantage of the advantage of being able to always wield a magical sword with attack power equivalent to that of a sword.

This guy is a guy who snatches weapons, but simply blocking the sword with one arm and snatching it away would be the worst move.

‘What more can I do? What moves can catch him off guard?'

weapon.

'It doesn't work.'

technology.

'The worst in terms of compatibility.'

Use the terrain.

'The interior of the building is limited and impossible.'

Hit and run using speed.

'I think it's going to be difficult now.'

The strong body breaks down anywhere and runs toward me.

A body filled with faith breaks through all obstacles.

The main building of the temple can no longer be called a building, so only a few pillars and frames remain.

Even though quite a bit of time has passed, no significant damage can be inflicted.

In terms of speed, it's not that fast, but not only can't it make a single mistake, and its thick armor still doesn't have a single scratch.

There is no income compared to the time invested.

The search becomes more complete as time passes, but the deeper your thoughts sink, the more you see a future of defeat.

'... Damn, it's hard.'

It was that moment when my thoughts slowed down due to the overwhelming majesty.

The paladin stops and raises his foot greatly.

'what?'

I kneel down for a moment and catch my breath.

I had already run away from the huge main building for more than once.

Is he tired too?

“There will be no more place to run to. Dark Knight.”

It wasn't. Rather, it was a move he made to take advantage of the terrain.

If you stop imagining, you die.

Even if your imagination is slow, you die.

During the time I imagine, the enemy also imagines.

And he made the plan faster than me.

“If you don’t show your sincerity, you will only die.”

The paladin puts his raised leg into the floor like a spear.

Kuuuung-!

The entire floor, which had previously been cracked, is lifted.

And there I was at the end.

A huge slide simply created by human power.

'Aaaah!'

A scream inside.

My body loses its balance and begins to go down towards Paladin, as if on a slide.

'Eh, I don't know!'

Since he couldn't be brutally crushed by the Paladin's fist, which was like a monster's mouth, he kicked the slanted floor with one foot and rotated his body.

Wow!

Rotational attack.

At the same time, a fist reached towards his body, but fortunately he blocked it with his sword.

Instead, it flew a long way away.

bang!

Kaang-

thud-

“Ugh!”

The hovering time is approximately 5 seconds.

After flying for a while, I crossed the wide temple, broke through a wall somewhere, and came inside.

What I see is the organ pipe that was bent when I hit it.

In front of them are young choir members singing with anxious eyes.

The place I arrived at after being thrown out was the chapel.

The bell at the top of the chapel had stopped making a sound.

Before I could judge the situation and correct my body's balance, something rose up in my throat and I vomited it up.

“Woo... Booeeee!”

‘Ha, really. There are other people too, it's embarrassing.'

The choir continues to perform their role even though there are people coughing up blood right in front of them.

Even though their eyes look at me with anxiety, they do not stop and do their duty as a choir, singing a hymn to Gaia.

It looks so dirty that I want to make sure everyone picks up Easter eggs and cookies on their way out.

'What am I saying? 'I wonder if my head has turned into a head.'

After wiping my blood-stained mouth with my sleeve for a moment, I look at my sleeve again out of discomfort.

‘But wait, blood? 'You vomited blood?'

When I turned my head, what caught my eye was a puddle of red liquid on the floor where I had vomited a little while ago.

I couldn't believe the sight, so I took the spilled liquid on the floor with my finger and licked it with my tongue.

Seeing that scene, one boy started crying as soon as he sang.

Nevertheless, the tone never wavered.

'blood. Blossom. How does it bleed? No, blood flows through my body?'

Assess and re-aware the situation once again.

The body of a soul patient does not bleed.

At best, when the head is broken, the transparent liquid contained in it flows out, but blood is not intentionally added to prevent an inefficient death called hemorrhagic death.

Also, for control purposes, it is convenient not to be able to use magic power, so the soul soldiers have blocked the passage in advance so that magic power cannot be returned to the body.

In order for the royal family and nobles to clearly control us, the soul vessel must be in a state where it cannot use even the slightest amount of magic it contains.

But now the passage is open and blood is flowing.

As I was thinking back to when my body began to change, a scene came to mind.

'yes. The current body is the body created by that wizard.'

What comes to mind is an old wizard who introduced himself by the name Roin.

My body now was the body of a doll that he had created and was going to be judged.

Hot-

At that moment, I feel heat coming from the tattoo on my back.

'You shed blood while fighting for me, and that too while fighting Gaia's puppet. Really happy and sad... huh? blood? 'Soul disease?'

Was it a reaction to me continuing to take damage from divine power?

Asmodeus spoke.

However, this time it seems that even the devil could not help but be embarrassed.

Asmodeus was about to appear with a sudden whisper in my ear as usual, but was surprised to see me bleeding.

'Why is blood coming out of your body?'

“You surprised me by suddenly talking to me. I think I came into that kind of body.”

As I started muttering into the air, this time one of the girls in the choir started crying.

Soon, the emotions of the two choir children seemed to have spread and everyone began to shed tears.

Nevertheless, I think they are really proud of the fact that they sing without wavering in pitch.

However, the current situation is urgent, so I have no intention or obligation to care about such children.

Right now, the Paladin is clearly running in the direction I flew from.

Asmodeus, as well as I, continue our conversation while taking in the sight of the choir.

'Well, that would be even better. I was just trying to cheer you up for a moment... but if this happens, I'll let you know that it's okay.'

“What is it? If you are going to do it, please do it quickly.”

The figure of the Paladin running towards us from beyond the broken wall felt more like a devil than a Paladin to me.

Actually, at this moment, I am having a conversation with the devil.

Asmodeus asked me if I wanted to stay out a little longer despite my words to hurry up.

'If the sacred magic power given by Gaia is magic power for healing, regeneration and protection of the body, what kind of power do you think my magic power is?'

‘Asmodeus’ magic power? What kind of power.'

The devil's words remind me of the moment when I became a true Dark Knight, even if it was just for a moment.

The day I received magical power from her and wielded it.

The demonic power that surrounded my body that day when I wielded the power to protect myself and destroyed everything with ancient magic.

“Destruction and violence?”

'That's that guy's theme. Did I look like that kind of fight freak? Then it's sad.'

“Then what is it? No time.”

Paladin is already halfway there.

Asmodeus sighed as if he was a little disappointed to see me seem in a hurry, and then gave me the answer.

'Whoa... okay. My theme is lust. 'It is I, Asmodeus, who loves everything, whether physically or mentally.'

“Love and greed... Love and greed?”

‘It’s greed. Not only living things, but all beings exert crazy power in order to get what they want or to protect what they have obtained. 'You could say it's like the incredible power of a parent protecting their child.'

“No, Mr. Asmodeus, while trying to physically covet others, parents should not... do that.”

'Nothing, whether genealogy, borders, or language, can stop the love between a man and a woman. 'A person who loves transcends everything.'

“Please stop there.”

If you just hear it, you'll think it's an ordinary girl's dream.

But what I'm talking about now is the devil, whose theme is everything to do with lust.

The moment the devil descends to the earth, he becomes stronger by absorbing the themes related to it and is an archdemon who will try to reveal his infinite desire to have everything again.

'It's really sad that you don't understand. Anyway, you have the power I gave you. It's about using that power.'

“... How?”

I listened to the explanation, but no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't figure out what to do.

Deshade and Asmodeus definitely gave me strength.

However, both powers are now contained within the magic sword.

Asmodeus once again gives me specific instructions on how to manipulate power.

'The artifact you are holding is merely a substitute for you, who cannot properly handle the soul vessel. The sword is just another heart of yours on the outside. And it's just a tool without a doctor.'

“Another black me...”

'Well, then, now all you have to do is think of a reason to swing that sword or tool. Think about why you started this fight, why you wanted to do it.'

I think about Asmodeus' words and think about them.

‘Peria. Ayla. And... Astesia.'

The start of the fight was to protect.

I fought to protect the precious people around me, or because I was angry at the Paladin who threatened them.

Unlike me, they don't come back when they die.

Or, people who would be heartbroken if they died before my eyes.

This fight is an unwinnable one, started to seek revenge on the Paladin who once killed Peria, who threatened their lives.

‘You are such a sinful child. Hehehe. So, I like it. Now then, look ahead. The god's servant who tried to take them away from you is here.'

You can see the Paladin running, destroying everything like a bullfight.

He'll be crashing into me in just a few seconds.

And he tried to kill my loved ones.

'okay. You are doing well. 'Then what should you do?'

Just protect it. Just revenge.

It doesn't matter if I die or not.

You can take up arms to protect yourself.

‘You followed the accident well. It's the last time. Now raise your sword and aim at the enemy. Use the power I gave you. Plant that flag on the graves of souls you have built. Use everything in your bowl to kill your enemy.'

Follow Asmodeus' guidance.

Release the magic sword and return it to the form of a coin.

Another soul vessel created by killing enemies so far.

The artifact was stained black.

Reconstruct the magic sword again.

The surface of the sword, which was almost gray, turns black.

It was neither a magic sword nor an explosion sword, but a sword with new properties.

While maintaining only the form, I filled the sword with more malice toward the opponent and greed to protect my fence, and the result was -

A jet-black sword.

A sword that is determined to kill to protect.

A weapon of absurdity that captures the desire for revenge for a stolen future has been completed.

'ruler. Now show me. My dear knight. 'My favor, your desire, the desire you have built up until now.'

He lifts his black sword and thrusts its sharp blade at the Paladin who approaches him very close.

'Show me the Dark Knight's victory.'

        
            The Paladin's expression did not reveal any emotion.

However, the thoughts were conveyed clearly through the raised fist.

The guy is confident of victory.

When he saw me holding a black sword and swinging the weapon without any intention of running away, he must have thought that this attack would be his last attack.

'I'm sorry, but the fight is just beginning.'

Watching the clash between the paladin and me, the choir sings and clings to the wall.

It's amazing that they sing even when they're about to trip over a piece of stone, and that their pitch doesn't waver even a little, but at this point, I wonder what kind of tenacity they have that makes them sing like that.

But that's not what's important now.

Ga-ga-ga-ga-gak!

First effective hit.

He narrowly avoids the gauntlet and passes by, cutting the Paladin's side with his sword.

It is only the sword that has become stronger, not me.

If you hit it directly, you die.

So, the paladin goes under the honestly raised arm and attacks the armor.

Surrounded on the surface of the sword is the devil's magic power.

It is a magical power that disperses fear, corresponding to divine power.

Cheer up!

When a power different from that of humans and demons collided with divine power, they reacted and broke apart.

Broken white and black particles flutter and fall to the ground in the aftermath of the battle.

The magical powers of the armor and sword cancel each other out.

“Are you finally showing your sincerity?”

Paladin becomes wary after seeing his divine power being diminished.

It's sincere and it's the power I just gained.

The cut sword recovers in an instant.

Paladin's armor also has its shattered divine power restored.

'The hardness of the sword is below that of a magic sword. But you've become that much stronger.'

Although the black sword easily crumbles when it collides with armor, it was found that this sword had an attack power that exceeded that of the magic sword.

If this happens, it will become a war of attrition.

The magical power contained in the vessel of the artifact.

If Asmodeus' magic power, which is only a part of it, disappears, there is no chance of victory.

And now that things have come to this, I want to win.

'So be a little more aggressive.'

Kaaaang! Kaaaang! Kaaa!

Excellent sorghum-

Fists and swords continue to collide.

The sword and gauntlet, which have penetrated into each other, fill the chapel, which is on the verge of collapse, with black and white particles.

The sunlight passing through the stained glass is reflected by the remnants of magical power, distorting the view in all directions into multicolored colors, and the magical energy blown by the wind and the pressure of the weapon flutters like pollen.

The best defense is offense.

That statement makes sense at this point.

The potentially fatal forces facing each other act as sharp spears and shields, allowing the attack and defense to continue at incredible speeds.

As the Paladin's divine power continued to decline, his expression gradually began to distort.

‘Have you become more cautious? No, I'm imagining it again.'

The opponent is now making a plan to overcome this situation.

'If you are pushed in your imagination, you lose. So let's act first.'

Although there is a possibility of getting caught, it is a step forward.

The paladin is now in a slightly passive state after seeing the jet-black sword.

After realizing that the sword I was holding could pierce armor more easily than before, I continued my attack by deflecting the sword with my gauntlet, but instead of trying to catch it head-on.

'The opportunity is now.'

It can be a handshake for a player, but it can also be a sure-win move.

“Rachal.”

thud-

Strengthening of senses starting with self-suggestion.

And vibration.

He stamps his foot vigorously and delivers a slash at the Paladin.

“Ugh!”

‘Seed of God? It's just a human body. 'As long as I'm on the ground, I can't avoid this.'

Paladin tried to dodge, but his legs wouldn't move.

He immediately noticed the condition of his body and raised his arm to receive the sword.

Quaaaang!

Black and white glass-like fragments resulting from a proper collision.

Unlike the particles that were chipped away, this time the destruction was done in earnest.

The divine power, the power to keep it strong, and the demonic magic that seeks to destroy it collide.

thud-

Another advance.

'You won't be able to escape.'

Quaaaang!

“...Hmph!”

It cuts down the immovable Paladin.

The divine power was diminished, and scratches began to appear on the sharp battle armor.

Every time an impact occurs, the products of destruction scattered into the air further damage the already cracked chapel.

I continue like this, continuing to slash with all my might.

'Can it end like this?'

The arrogance that passes through your mind for a moment.

Paladin, one of the church's greatest forces, is now in custody.

If we continue to attack like this, won't we be able to win?

Wouldn’t victory be within reach?

'That can't be possible.'

But I come to my senses right away.

Certain victory, certain death, such things exist only as concepts.

In reality, there are no absolutes.

Because even those great gods could not attain omniscience and omnipotence.

thud-

The moment I stamped my foot again, I felt something strange.

A cold sense of crisis felt through the back of my head.

The song that had been heard just a moment ago disappeared and silence fell over the chapel.

The choir's song finally ended.

The sound of bells ringing from the bell tower begins to be heard.

Dang-dang-dang-dang-

The bell rings to announce that it is noon.

It is a break time for the church, and it also signals the end of meal preparation.

And the Paladin, hearing that sound, begins to move.

“At this moment, this place has become a sacred area for Gaia.”

The Paladin rips off the tattered arm armor and throws it away.

He held on, waiting for this moment.

'Has it been about 30 minutes?'

After a long time of running and fighting, the sun reached the point where the shadows were at their shortest.

This is the temple of the Gaia Church.

It was natural.

If the Demonic Knight, a legendary being, the Dark Knight, invades the Gaia Church and fights against the Paladins, it is natural for the Gaia Church to do its best.

When I looked outside, the situation had already changed.

Proclamation of sanctuary.

The temple that is already built becomes an altar.

The priests kneeling outside and praying wish for victory.

Paladins who hold swords and recite blessings so as not to interfere with the Paladin's fight make the sign of the cross towards the soul offered by the Paladin.

The altar was transformed into a sanctuary thanks to the choir performing their duties without stopping until the end of the designated hymn.

“Gaia's believers rest under designated sacred areas.”

God bless you.

Flash-

A pillar of light came down.

It came down like lightning, but unlike lightning, it came down straight.

Although the ceiling still exists, the pillars of light are light, but are not caught up in the concept of light.

The power of Goddess Gaia, which takes precedence over everything, was shot straight towards Paladin.

“But, Gaia. There is a seed of evil that has invaded that space. Now here in your sanctuary, where your children sing, where your priests pray, there is a rude person who disturbs their rest and threatens their lives.”

Light gathers in the Paladin's hand and takes the form of a mace.

It is a collection of power consisting purely of divine power.

“So, I will brush them off with the broom you gave me.”

“It seems a bit blunt for a broom. And didn't he say he would prove the existence of God using only his body? Paladin.”

He suddenly complains to the person holding the weapon, but there is no way he will listen.

“This is God’s miracle itself. The existence of God has already been proven with this weapon.”

‘You stupid bastard. 'You interpret it according to your taste.'

In the first place, the opponent is a group of people who interpret everything to their own taste.

If that was a broom, the history of mankind's cleaning tools would have ended there.

If cleaning means destroying everything, there is nothing more effective than that.

The pulse of the attack was cut off.

The Paladin's brilliance did not affect the chapel until the very end.

Was it all a calculated move, or was it pure coincidence?

Whatever it is, or even if it's neither, it doesn't change the fact that I'm at a disadvantage again.

“Rachal.”

'What do you know?'

Just do everything you can.

“Residual tricks no longer work.”

The paladin raised his shining mace.

Then he hit the floor.

Holy Smite.

Kwaaa!

'Is everything done here?'

The sanctuary is a concept, and the things on it are just artificial things created by humans.

Just as the Paladin aimed his weapon at Linai to kill us, he uses the chapel, which has already served as an altar, to kill the Dark Knight.

The floor of the chapel cracks and collapses.

There seemed to be an underground area below, and the ground suddenly collapsed and all the people at the top of the chapel began to fall.

The stained glass, the pipe organ, and the wall that supported them all collapse and fall down.

Kugugugugugugung-

I landed easily with a clumsy fall technique.

It is an underground space that is at most the first floor and slightly higher than that.

The problem is the by-products that fall from above.

And there is also a Paladin in front of me-

'what? Where did you go...'

There wasn't.

There was no Paladin where there should have been.

intuition.

'I don't see any Paladins who should have fallen at the same rate.' The moment this information entered my field of vision and was recognized, a huge shock came from my back.

Wow-

A moment's instinct.

The body, which felt death sensuously, reacted before the head.

He turned the hand holding the jet black sword and put it behind his back.

So he didn't die instantly.

Of course, he didn't die.

'The third time today. Even if I go to an amusement park, I won't ride the same ride this much.'

He rolled on the floor head first and fell into the wall.

Kwaaaang!

“Hiik!”

'Is this the second time?'

We met again with the choir who had climbed the falling wall and stayed together.

However, here, the floor collapsed and there were several people bleeding from their legs, as if they had been injured by falling.

My vision becomes blurry.

My eyes are about to close, but I can't pass out here.

As I thought about that, light flashed on the back of my hand.

Continuing the battle.

Thanks to Deshade's protection, I didn't faint.

However, I was in excruciating pain all over my body and blood was gushing out of my broken ribs as if they were being pumped.

Then the light flashed again.

Stop bleeding.

God's protection burst forth again.

Deshade’s blessings.

As long as the indomitable will remains, the sword of God cannot fall.

Reinforcement potion.

He takes out the syringe containing the potion, which was only bent by the impact, and inserts it into his leg.

Even though my bones were broken, the pain relief started to take effect and I was able to get up.

'It will be the last move.'

Now that it was like this, I decided to at least inflict fatal wounds on the guy.

Because that will be revenge.

I raised my body, which had already reached its limit, and looked at the Paladin. He too was walking towards me.

To put an end to everything, to punish those who blasphemed God.

A world that slows down.

What they're aiming for is each other's lives.

'life? Is that really true?'

Suddenly, the world I could see slowed down, and as my thoughts accelerated, I began to feel cool.

This is a fight that started for revenge.

But I had no intention of killing him.

In fact, isn't this a fight without justification?

Perhaps I was being swayed by Asmodeus' trick right now.

I think that's right.

To be precise, I thought about giving him a blow because I had a good reason, but I didn't even think about killing him.

In any case, the cause lies with us who broke in.

'I almost got into big trouble.'

I started this fight to protect my beliefs.

Asmodeus' whispers almost made me cross the line.

Although my hands are covered in a lot of blood, it is my belief that I should at least try to avoid unjustified murder.

The purpose of causing injury must be considered successful.

The Paladin's arm was bleeding, probably because he kept blocking attacks.

'... Should I just get out?'

Thinking like that, I was about to back down.

Gigigigigigigi-

At that moment, the bell, which had been firmly fixed to the top of the chapel's top floor until the very end and had not fallen, began to move.

A bell made from several tons of slowly falling iron.

A house is a huge piece of paper that can easily fit inside.

“... Holy crap. There are so many different things.”

The bell was falling towards the choir.

The only person here who could hit a bell of that weight would be a paladin.

But the paladin is just approaching me with bloodshot eyes and a mace in hand.

Of course, he is now a knight of God rampaging in the sanctuary.

The paladin also saw the bell starting to fall in the corner of his vision, but his primary goal was to kill me, regardless of the loss.

'That damn fanatic!'

There is no reason for someone else, not even from the same denomination, to do something that he did not do.

It was the choir that carried out the final stage of declaring sanctuary, bringing the fight against the Paladins to the stage of inevitable defeat.

Rather, it can be said that he is not even a stranger, but a person who, in some ways, can be called an enemy.

but-

The body moved first.

This is a situation where people will all be turned to mush right in front of your eyes.

If I turn my back in such a situation, I will most likely not forget.

The choir just sang, not the people who pointed the knife at me.

Those kids are just born like that.

Children who were orphaned among refugees came to the temple, and because they had good voices, they were selected to join the choir and sing as they were told.

These are children who moved only to choose their own path to live.

'When I go back, I'll probably regret it.'

So, return the almost completely broken jet black sword to an artifact.

Then, it is made into a magic sword again.

About 2 seconds.

'It might have been better to use the effect of the medicine and run away from the Paladin during that time.'

I thought it was a foolish decision.

But now that my body has already moved, I can no longer go back on this decision.

'Once again. This time, let's go with only my own will.'

Clear your mind, breathe calmly, and then chant.

“Rachal.”

thud-

The beginning of depth is strengthening concentration through self-suggestion.

Take one step more focus in a slow world.

The target is a huge bell.

A huge mass cannot be removed with a single cut.

'Then just cut it several times.'

Extreme concentration.

Leave the choir behind and wait for the bell to come within range of the sword.

'do. Should be. Otherwise, everyone will die!'

A fleeting moment felt with all five senses.

0.3... 0.2... 0.1.. 0.05. 0.003. 0.0001 seconds.

The moment the bell comes within striking distance of the sword -

It starts to cut.

'Three strikes.'

The lower part of the bell was torn into pieces by three cuts.

Cut again.

'Even faster.'

If the opponent is defenseless, the triple strike will continue without end.

A body strengthened by strengthening potions makes this possible.

Eventually, the middle part of the bell split into dozens of pieces.

But now we are in the middle.

Cut until the end.

Like water flows.

The momentum is strong.

Like waves.

'Right. 'Is it a wave?'

Move the sword by drawing the more efficient and fluid sword movement that you felt along the way.

Move the sword as if drawing a picture.

Draw a drawing in your head and move the sword to complete the picture.

Eventually, as the sword left a trail, the remaining part of the bell was completely torn into pieces.

Suddenly-

Quagwagwang!

Countless pieces of the broken bell come out and stick out next to the choir.

“Gasp...Gasp...Gasp...”

It is only then that I breathe out all at once, which I had stopped doing in order to eliminate even a single inch of shaking.

succeded.

However, I succeeded in something that I had doubts about.

How many times did you swing it?

While standing still,

In order not to allow even the slightest sharp piece to stick out,

How many trajectories were overlapped at that moment?

I just tried the optimal attack.

Simdo is a martial art, but I don't know the beauty of martial arts.

Because I am just a human with a modern perspective.

However, in the end, I think the sword was completed to be beautiful enough to take for yourself.

“... Pfft.”

I'm crying-

Sigh-

Blood burst out again.

Perhaps because he moved too quickly, his ribs protruded and the open wound was completely torn.

I felt with my head and body that it was impossible to move any further.

'This is killing me.'

As I kneel down, certain of death, the Paladin walks over.

He saw what I was doing and stopped and watched and then when it was all over he came to me.

The paladin approaches me and speaks.

“Why did you protect them?”

'Are you asking that?'

Even though I'm dumbfounded, I can't be bothered to think about it, so I answer honestly.

“...Because it seemed like I was the only one to protect.”

For me, it may be a boring death, but for others, it is a once-in-a-lifetime life.

I couldn't allow such a precious life to be lost to the violence of such a madman.

“Did Gaia’s grace come to mind only when it was time to die?”

“Your god? I have no interest in such a god. I just moved because you didn't move.”

“Did you want to at least imitate a saint while serving the devil?”

“I have absolutely no intention of becoming an adult whose life is a hassle. But, there’s no law that says you can’t save people even if you serve the devil, right?”

A puddle begins to form on the floor.

'There's a lot of it coming out.'

The bleeding started again in earnest.

God's protection, which had extended his life only briefly, had exhausted its power.

I am amazed at how much blood there was in the human body.

Because it was his own blood that he had not seen in a long time.

However, Paladin does not care about such things and tries to fulfill his mission.

He aimed the light mace at my head.

However, my hair disappeared a little later.

“Ah...”

A sigh that is clear yet filled with many emotions.

The Paladin hesitated for a moment at the sound of a choir girl.

The girl, who had stretched out her trembling hand towards me, realized what she was trying to do - protect a demon-like being - and withdrew her arm again.

But the girl did not avoid my gaze.

Besides her, all the other kids were looking at me.

A sign of gratitude expressed visually rather than verbally.

He was giving thanks for protecting his life.

Paladin also noticed the mood of those people.

“...I fear you.”

'I'm going to die soon.'

The paladin put down his weapon for a moment.

“I would say that it is admirable that you did not abandon your human heart even while serving the devil.”

“Arms... Cough...! Is it okay for Radin to say something like that?”

“This is an expression of gratitude from the girl over there to you.”

'That's such a cheap price.'

I can't say it's a huge benefit, but I like it.

A smile formed on my face without me knowing.

After speaking, the Paladin raised his weapon.

The light shining more and more intensely.

If you look straight ahead, the light will blind you.

“Be judged. You are a sinner who disturbed the temple.”

A sacred strike.

Holly Light.

‘Let there be light. is it.'

The mace was struck,

The fight with Paladin is over.

        
            A few days after sneaking into the Gaia Church and unintentionally fighting a Paladin.

What happened after that was to the point where I thought it was an intentionally smooth ride.

Paladin did not leave the church after that, perhaps because he had used too much power.

I was worried that the Paladin would move after the devil's reverberations even after he killed me, but I was glad.

Of course, that doesn't mean there hasn't been some questioning.

The Gaia Church searched for an intruder with a group of priestesses that no one had ever seen running away from the temple, but the looks they gave all pointed to what Aela looked like after she had disguised herself with magic, so the search ended in failure.

'Thanks to the mask, I'm really glad my identity wasn't discovered.'

I also didn't get caught until the end.

According to the rumor, only a white flame remained where the Paladin's last attack on the Dark Knight was made, but apparently the sacred flame burned everything, so not even my body remained.

I was a little worried because the corpse of the soul soldier appeared differently from the corpses of other people, but thanks to the paladin who did his best until the end for the evil knight, my worries were eased.

Thanks to this, even the minimal evidence that could be used for tracking was destroyed.

Instead, rumors spread throughout the city.

The sudden appearance of the Black Knight, who called himself the Dark Knight, confronted the Paladin and destroyed the main temple building and bell tower of the Gaia Church, causing people to whisper of anxiety.

Other people didn't have any problems except for Astesia's exhaustion.

On the contrary, Aila was very happy because her hair grew longer due to Peria's resurrection, and she thought that soon she would be able to harvest again...

'No, wasn't there any problem?'

If there is one, there is one.

After resurrecting from a spare body I had brought to the basement of our church, I went up to the first floor. The pain I had experienced the last time must have been transferred to Aila, and when I returned, she was writhing around and rolling around on the floor.

Well, it didn't matter because a while later he stood up and was smiling and saying he felt good.

Our poor elf has a slightly weird head.

If there was a problem there, I didn't have one either.

'Ah, this can also be said to be both development and stagnation.'

A clue to new power obtained from the fight with Paladin.

I wanted to return and use the jet-black sword that revealed the devil's magic to the surface, but I couldn't.

As expected during the fight, the prerequisite for revealing the devil's magic power to the surface is that one must be able to operate the magic power.

Now that I have lost that body, in order to create a sword again, I need that specially created body, not the ordinary bodies in the resuscitation center.

However, only the wizard at the time knew how to create this special body, and that wizard had already left the city.

So I hurriedly asked Peria to find out where the wizard had gone.

Peria grumbled, but thanked me for telling me to wait a little while and going straight out to send the mail to the adventurer's guild.

“If we recruit that wizard, my sister and I will both be able to continue to have bodies that can handle magical power.”

Chang- Kacang-

“It would be great if that happened. If you can handle energy, you can move forward with depth skills.”

He and Hwarim share a sword and talk.

We are now using our free time to spar in the back of the lodgings, in a narrow yard with a carriage parked on one side for which we still haven't found a horse.

What do you do when you let go of the mission of catching heretics? You can do it, but it is definitely not a dereliction of duty.

'Rather, I'm doing this because I have no work to do.'

Saying things were smooth didn’t just mean that our identities weren’t revealed.

We no longer have to worry about heretics for a while.

“If I had the chance, I wanted to go out and fight those orcs one more time. I want to see the Orcs from back then as well as the Slayer.”

“Are you sad?”

“Quite a lot. I clearly remember the attacks of that hellish Mimic, and the orcs that fight at a high level are more enjoyable to fight than the big monsters or insignificant cultists who don't use their brains properly. .”

“There’s nothing we can do about it now. The corps commander is leading his soldiers out of the city and cutting them all down.”

Kaang!

Perhaps because Hwarim's sword was filled with regret, it came flying with more power than before.

A pagan priest talking with the elder.

Since he died, they must have been unable to coordinate their opinions well, and ended up doing something they couldn't take back.

Among the pagans, those who were close to fanatics and the orcs eventually vented their accumulated discontent.

In the end, they couldn't bear it anymore and used a secret passage in a back alley in a corner of the city to raid Grace's estate in the middle of the night.

However, the place where they came in and caused a fuss happened to be near the passage, where Longsword and Helias were drinking at a bar on the outskirts of the territory.

One of them is the leader of a one-man knight order that has no history even in the kingdom union.

The other is the commander of the 3rd Legion, who is said to be the strongest human in the entire border of the kingdom.

As soon as they started making a fuss, they were all cut off by the two people who put down their drinks and came outside, wondering what was going on.

Afterwards, Helias, truly angry, gave orders as the commander of the legions.

He listened to the church's recommendations and mobilized all his soldiers, soul soldiers, knights, and cavalry to begin a large-scale subjugation of the Orc tribe.

Deploying most of the army's strength against just one group of Orc tribes is not a very reasonable decision in terms of cost.

However, for the corps commander, who was already sensitive to his authority being challenged, the guys who forced the night attack inside the city were guys that he would not mind melting and killing with all his anger, so such things were not a consideration.

The result, of course, was not a war, but a form of hunting in which a legion-sized number of hunters were mobilized, an unprecedented number even across the kingdom alliance, and such hunting is still ongoing outside the city.

So, the heretics who had a close relationship with the Orcs were all wiped out, so the area became a bit more leisurely.

When so many coincidences overlap, it is fate.

For the time being, we won't be doing anything around here, and instead, all we have to worry about is the money we need to deliver as a request to the adventurer's guild in the Shanian Trading City.

'Let's start in earnest.'

I stop organizing my thoughts because I feel like my body is sufficiently relaxed.

“Enter.”

“Anytime.”

I raise my knees while holding the magic sword, and Hwarim holds the Astork.

““Rachal.””

thud-

The sound of each other's bells ringing.

There was no error in the sounds that rang out at the same time.

The vibrations cancel each other out, and all that remains is concentration through self-suggestion.

But what is needed now is that concentration.

Since that day, I have continued to recover.

To be precise, I wanted to recreate the moment when the giant bell was cut down.

Swordsmanship that crashes like waves.

I thought it was an irregular sword, but I felt it at some point while looking at its trajectories.

Another swordsmanship consisting of a series of Rakshasa and three strikes.

With Hwarim's help, he tries to recreate the sword that he swung to dominate the space, but it doesn't work.

Instead of blocking Hwarim's attacks that are randomly targeting my entire body one by one, I try to block them by connecting them elegantly as if forming a sword screen -

“The solar plexus area is empty.”

cook-

“Ugh.”

Hwarim's sheathed Astork enters my space and stabs me in the chest.

This time too, it was a failure.

“It keeps emptying in one place.”

“... Should I try using the strengthening potion again?”

'Should I think I lacked speed?'

It was also difficult to reproduce easily.

At that time, it was at the end of the battle, so my emotions were heightened, there was a momentary sense of duty, and Morsling's medicine allowed my body to move beyond its limits, so it was on a different level from now.

So I thought about trying the medicine again, but Hwarim was against it.

“You should never depend on external forces. Getting help can only be done by experiencing a high level and becoming the driving force to make it your own. If you know that you can always reach the level you thought of in an easy way, and you mistakenly believe that that level is your strength, you will actually be held back by impatience.”

“... Yes.”

Hwarim smiled when she saw me answering obediently.

“Now, would you like to try again?”

“You should try it. I’m going.”

“Yes. Don't be impatient, take your time. I will hang out with you forever.”

After receiving Hwarim's criticism, he comes to his senses, grabs his sword again, and starts attacking.

Kang-kang-kakang!

Estark skillfully catches my sword, which is slowly warming up, without breaking it, and occasionally throws an attack.

This is not education that descends from one side.

Hwarim is also laying the foundation to grow together with me.

She accepts Eila's triple strike and the movements for it, makes them her own, understands them, reproduces them, and accepts the things of this world.

However, while the practice continued for a long time, something happened that stopped working.

“Yikes!”

Quack!

“Oh! Are you not hurt?”

'Did I lose concentration?'

I tried to hit Hwarim's Estherk coming from the right, but perhaps because I used too much force, I ended up breaking Hwarim's sword.

I quickly ran to see if I might have hurt my hand.

Hwarim saw my worried face, waved his hand as if it was okay, and threw away the broken esterk.

“Now it’s hard to even hold hands. Because I have such good concentration.”

“I’m sorry. Because I keep thinking about the movements at that time, it’s hard to stop in time.”

Trying to keep up with the pace while thinking about two things at the same time makes me feel impatient.

Looking at Hwarim's hand, fortunately, it appears to be unharmed.

The hand that was waving didn't let go even while the sword was breaking, so the broken sheath hit the back of the hand and it ended up turning red.

But Hwarim suddenly looked into my eyes and started coughing.

“Hmm. Hmm.”

‘Why are you coughing all of a sudden? 'Is it cold?'

I thought so for a moment, but the weather is sunny summer now.

We are even outside in a very sunny yard.

“Hmm, hmm...”

I soon realized that coughing was just a sign of me and that there was a set course of action for me, so I obeyed.

“... Why are you doing that?”

“Didn’t I ask you to treat me more freely?”

“Ah, that, yes. That's it... Huh.”

I vaguely realized what was being said.

But it still feels a bit uncomfortable.

“... Suddenly now?”

'Why is this sister like this other than sparring?'

It's not common.

Usually, when our training ended, I was the first to feel like I had lost concentration.

Every time that happened, Hwarim made an appropriate excuse and gave him a break, saying that working too hard has its benefits, but it also has its drawbacks.

However, I was a little surprised because Hwarim rarely took the initiative and drew attention to others while training like this.

“Ahh~. My hand hurts. Plus, I feel like my Lee Rim is distancing himself from me, which hurts my heart.”

“... Okay. I'm sorry, sister.”

“Hehehe... That should be it.”

Today, I spoke politely again, but I couldn't bear the pressure, so I stopped speaking again.

For the past few days, Hwarim has been taking pictures of my speaking style and having fun flattening it.

Because I have committed a sin, I have no choice but to do whatever I want, and Hwarim smiles and pats my head.

Then today, unlike usual, there were no other people around, so I had an excuse and took a step closer.

“Hmm. My hands feel a little numb. Won’t you massage it?”

“... Me?”

'The other hand wasn't hurt.'

The hand I made the mistake with was my right hand, but I was shocked to see him holding out both hands, saying they were numb.

“Ahh~. If someone throws away the hand holding the sword so forcefully, I might get arthritis if I make a mistake. But what should I do? Mae Mol-chan, who threw away my hand and left, says he doesn’t know me.”

“What, ugh... Okay, sister. Give me your hand.”

She covers her face with her palms and makes mechanical noises with her mouth, but no one can tell that she is crying.

He's even doing it openly, looking at me through his fingers.

“... You know that I'm really bad at acting when I cry, right?”

“... I know very well that I am not good at acting.”

The back of Hwarim's hand is still red as she scratches her head.

I have no choice but to quietly follow what is said.

After disarming the magic sword, he rolls up Hwarim's sleeves to his elbow and massages his right hand.

Starting with your white, thin fingers, pull with moderate force, then turn it in a circular motion with your thumb, straightening the back and palm of your hand.

As they clasped their hands together and released their wrists, Hwarim kept smiling as if she was in a good mood.

It seems like she's enjoying the feel of my hands more than the feeling of the massage, but I think she might be mistaken.

“...That's enough now, right?”

After massaging for a while, I felt like I was almost done, so I let go.

Hwarim looked disappointed for a moment, then put out her other hand, saying she had a good idea again.

“What do you think this means?”

“...No, that means the other hand wasn't hurt.”

“The harmony of yin and yang is important. Because I only let one hand go, I'm afraid that if my hands don't match up later, people will say I'm not beautiful as a woman.”

“... Yay. yeah. All right. This is a world that treats sinners as slaves, so they must do as they wish.”

'Good excuse too.'

There is no choice but to roll up the sleeve of the other hand and hold the palm together.

Hwarim saw my hand moving slowly, seemed to enjoy the feel for a moment, and then spoke again.

“... Well, if you take responsibility, it doesn't matter since there's only one person to show it to.”

'You look at me with a very expectant expression.'

However, since I am quite sincere when it comes to massage, I didn't really listen to what he said and just passed it over.

“There are people different from Peria. It would be unfair to talk about it again later and say that the finger length is not the right length because of me, so I'll just do it.”

“... Hmm. It's going well.”

As I continue massaging my hands like that, Hwarim looks disappointed again.

Anyway, I think he shows too much facial expressions in front of me.

He always kept a poker face when fighting.

Well, I don't feel bad because it means I'm comfortable.

While we were doing the massage, Enin appeared where we were holding a long box.

“You two are here... What are you doing now?”

“Huh? Massage.”

“My hands are numb.”

“Of course, it was the other hand that felt numb.”

“... Hehe.”

Enin stared at me with his eyes wide open as I massaged Hwarim's hand, then put down the box and approached us.

And then-

“I will do it for you.”

“... Ugh! Gently... it hurts, it hurts!”

“Wait a minute, didn’t you apply too much force?!”

He squeezes my hand, which is holding Hwarim's hand, and puts it down as if taking off a glove.

For a moment, I thought that this is what pain would be like if a snake were torn off while it was still alive.

At the same time that my hand felt a tremendous amount of heat, I became separated from Hwarim.

Enin begins massaging Hwarim's hands.

Hwarim really needed a massage as there were a few tears in the corners of her eyes.

I put my sore hand in the water I had set aside to cool it down, and then turned my attention to the box Enin brought.

“Ugh, I thought I was chosen. But what is this?”

“Ah. I originally came here because of that, but I ended up getting angry... Hmm, hmm! Anyway, the commander's messenger came and gave it to Lee Rim, saying it was for him. You say it's the item I promised you and you'll understand if I give it to you?”

“Ah, I guess that's what was promised. They’re finally sending it to me.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a sword. What the corps commander decided to give me.”

The corps commander has been having fun chopping up orcs these days, so I was wondering when he would give me the reward for bringing me the Hell Mimic and Wengrain's Book that I had previously requested, but I finally received it.

“Since I received it, I have to open it right away.”

Unboxing always gets me excited.

Just how good of an item was given?

        
            Dalkak-

When I opened the box, there was a sword in a luxurious-looking sheath, two white notes, and a pouch containing 50 gold.

I am a little suspicious when I see that there are additional items other than the sword I was supposed to receive.

“50 gold coins, is this an additional fee? The barrel is also big. But what is this note?”

Putting it in a box that I will open means that I am the one who will check the note.

First, I opened the note with a gold border at the top -

It was a quality guarantee.

“It’s not some kind of finished jewelry... Does the sword have a quality guarantee?”

I opened it in a slightly nervous state, wondering if something very important had been written down, but my nerves started to relax.

The quality assurance certificate is written tightly in precise characters on a small piece of paper, but it is also cumbersome to read.

Enin stopped massaging Hwarim's hand when he heard the word "quality assurance" and came up to me and asked for the paper, handing it over to me.

“Shall I take a look? If it's a branded craft or something from a famous workshop, I know it by heart to some extent.”

“Oh, is it a luxury product? You can look forward to it.”

Enin seemed to have quite a bit of insight in this area, so he immediately interpreted the warranty.

“Where... Ah! This means it was a secondary process.”

“Secondary process? What do you mean?”

“Even if it is a famous sword, it needs repairs. In the case of this sword, it is originally over 300 years old, and it is said that the repair process was completely completed at a workshop in the capital. But looking at it, it looks like it's damaged even though it was repaired?”

When I looked at the place Enin pointed to, I saw that there were unreadable letters engraved on the crossguard of the sword, which were erased from the sword marks.

Even though it's used, I feel a little bad seeing it have such big scratches.

“This old man gives you defective items? I didn’t look at people like that.”

Even if it is a used product, I think it is right to say that there is a defect if there is a defect.

After shaking off my uncomfortable feelings, I open another note.

In it, the corps commander's excuse for the scratches on the crossguard was written, as if he expected me to be angry.

[I sent you the sword I used when I was young. Although its age is serious, it is a legacy from a past kingdom, so even though it cannot use magical power, it can withstand most attacks without leaving a scratch on the blade, so don't complain. It's a sword I no longer need now. But when I took it out, the handle was broken. I definitely remembered that it had been repaired and put away a while ago, but that was even earlier than that. However, it is a hassle for me to go somewhere and get it repaired. I saved the repair cost, so you can repair it yourself.]

“This person, didn’t he just give me something I was planning on throwing away?”

The sword is a product of survival that has been optimized and evolved according to the history of fighting.

Fighting with a damaged cross guard means that the situation is limited and it makes you feel uneasy while using it.

This was an inconvenience that was especially noticeable to me, who had been using the sword without a cross card at all, so I had no choice but to repair it.

“One more thing suddenly happened.”

In fact, they should have put a disposal sticker on it and left it on the street, but I think they threw it away because it was too annoying.

These days, the corps commander has been running around outside the castle gate like a crazy person without riding a horse, running around on his own legs, chasing down infidels and orcs. I suspect that the sword he was originally going to give was a waste of money, so he gave it away and gave him a worse sword.

Of course, given the personality of the corps commander, that would not be possible.

However, after receiving the sword, things became a little ambiguous.

Currently, I have a magic sword, and my immediate goal is to somehow be able to recreate the magic sword in another form, a jet-black sword.

While I was thinking that the sword was useless to me, Hwarim pulled out the sword and swung it around.

“Hmm. Considering they gave it to me to throw it away, it doesn't look bad except for this flawed part. It's balanced and fits perfectly in the hand, but I think it's true that it's a great sword.”

“The area where I can repair... doesn't seem to be the case just by looking at it. First of all, it seems to be made of iron containing magical power, so it doesn't look like it can be repaired by swinging a tool carelessly. Still, there doesn't seem to be any problem with just using the sword itself.”

“Well, it's just that there is no nose. There are many cases where it is missing due to damage, so you just have to be a little more careful when using it.”

Hwarim seemed to really like the sword.

Enin also noticed this and measured the repair estimate, but said it was not his area.

At that time, the broken esterk that Hwarim had thrown on the floor caught my eye.

Anyway, I have a magic sword, so if it's a good sword, I wonder if Hwarim could use it.

“Ah. Then how about having your sister use it?”

“Me?”

“Yes. After all, Estarke is a consumable item, and there is a limit to its supply. If it's made of iron filled with magical power, it's said to be somewhat durable, so it might be good for sparring, right?”

It takes a day or two to use Estark.

After our unit fell under the direct control of the Deshade Church, we had to exchange money for supplies and spare soul bodies, which became a bit of a hassle.

Although we are exempt from taxes, our reserve body is still only 1 silver, but since money is money, it is the right decision to reduce it where possible.

And as if it were the old days when people were dying, it would be better in terms of survival rate to start getting better equipment now that you have at least a little bit of skill.

“Really? So shall we do that...”

Hwarim listens to me, puts the sword in its sheath, and puts it on her waist.

The scabbard is a bit luxurious and stands out, but the length is just right, so it looks quite suitable for the atmosphere.

Cheong-

Clap-

It looked really cool as he adjusted his position by repeatedly holding and holding his sword.

Hwarim, too, must have been satisfied with how cool I thought he was, smiling without realizing it and continuing to place his hand on the handle of the sword.

“Good. very good. After wearing it, it turned out to be a much more reliable sword than I thought.”

“Then shall we try that one more time?”

If the sword has some magic power of its own and is durable, I think Hwarim will respond more actively.

'Then I can move more boldly accordingly.'

They tried to spar again, but Enin stopped them.

“Let’s eat rice first.”

“Huh? Has it already been that time?”

When I looked up at the sky, the sun was indeed tilted to one side, not in the center.

“To be exact, it’s been a while. It's a bit inconvenient that the bell doesn't ring. Normally, it would ring once before lunch and again after lunch. It was good to prepare food at the right time.”

“I feel a bit sorry about that. No, but is that exactly what the paladin did?”

There was a bell tower at the back of Enin's accommodation, visible from the yard, and now I look at the place that is no longer there, but I feel no guilt.

If I were to make an excuse for the temple with the bells, it would be that the paladin destroyed them all by himself.

From the perspective of the Gaia Church, there is an event coming up that requires a bell to grandly announce the start of the Day of Offering, but since the Paladin destroyed the inside of the temple, I think that church will take care of it.

Enin and Hwarim also just laughed when they heard the story of us hiding in the temple.

“Hehe. all right. Of course I know that Lee Rim is not the kind of person who would do that on purpose.”

“It's a fight with a paladin. I'd like to see that at least once. If possible, I don't have any desire to join in person, but... it's a shame.”

After that, we cleaned up the yard, wet our faces with water, and came into the accommodation.

Other people were also down on the first floor, perhaps because it was time to eat.

Enin, Thistle, and Astesia went to make food, and Peria seems to have become interested in cutting clothes thanks to Eila from that day and is learning sewing.

And Deshade sat on one side of the table with me and talked to me while looking at the people of that denomination.

“Isn’t it nice to see?”

“... From what perspective?”

I tried to ignore it because I didn't want to accept it, but I couldn't because it was just the two of us.

“It’s beautiful. They are faithful to each person's life.”

“I thought you were talking about appearance again.”

'Has this god grown up a bit?'

Still, for a moment I thought there might have been a somewhat normal conversation today, but no.

“Of course, it was a story that also included appearance. The gestures of sewing, the way we cook, the way we look at each other and talk and laugh, it's all beautiful. Bishop.”

“... Yes.”

“In particular, isn’t our apostle the most beautiful among these? Of course, that doesn't mean that others don't have future potential.”

“... I thought you would bring up something like that.”

“Deshade, I think you should be a little more considerate...”

Astesia is bringing the prepared food and sighs when she hears that sound. I also agree.

Even more than that, Deshade seems to have said so many outrageous things in front of others while I was away that even Astesia sighed like this.

Only after God took our sighs did he return to a normal conversation.

“Having a future is even better. It means that anything can be possible. Human beings are beings who move forward through a series of wishes, efforts, and choices made with their own will, and achieve happiness at the end. That's why I can't help but like it all the time.”

“... Isn’t that the same for all other races?”

“Of course. And I never said that other races are not human. When I say humans, I am referring to beings who have such dreams. Therefore, both the succubus with this small wish and the race that goes against the law over there are fully qualified to be called human if they dream such a dream.”

“So you’re saying that appearance comes second?”

“You can say that. So, although I have a responsibility as a god with limitations, I hope that you can recover the will to make your own choices under the slightest circumstances.”

“... I didn't know what was being said halfway through, but I understood.”

I guess Deshade didn’t really just judge people based on appearance.

Even though they grumble, in the end, both Astesia and Eila are gods who call them humans.

'In the end, does this mean that the heart comes first?'

As expected, in terms of ideology, Deshade was closer to the Empire and accepted other races within the human category.

However, even if it was such a decline, there were still parts that needed to be fixed.

“Anyway, I think it would be nice if the elf over there just needs some ears. They don't give me permission.”

“Hiik!”

Aila's ears perk up at Deshade's words, then she gets scared and covers her ears with the cloth she was holding.

“Ugh... You're doing so well, but why do you always turn around once in a while?”

“I’m just sitting.”

“Ah, yes. Yes. Please sit down.”

'If we stay together, I'll be the first to leave.'

I was the first to give up as the conversation started to not work again.

I thought about just standing up and moving around.

But I couldn't because the reason I was sitting next to Deshade right now was to save the food.

The only seat left is between two carnivores who are currently sewing, and if I sit there, I'll end up with nothing to eat.

'He looks very calm now, but whenever it's time to eat, he eats very combatively.'

I couldn't understand why Peria and Eila went crazy at the sight of meat, even though meat was the most common meal in the kingdom.

Well, when I see them smiling as if they are satisfied after eating, I wonder what it matters.

...

...

'It's peaceful.'

And it's warm.

With that thought in mind, I lay down on the table for a moment.

A comfort that you wish would last forever.

It is not silence, no sound is heard except the sound of the outdoor unit, or silence that does not allow sound, but beautiful noises created by movement for each other.

It wasn't a bad feeling, like I was being rewarded for not going crazy, not giving up, and continuing to live without closing my eyes.

On the contrary, I feel like I can do anything to protect this peace.

At that time, I heard a sound that broke my thoughts.

Knock knock-

Someone knocked on the door.

“I’m here to deliver something! Is this the Deshade Church?”

“Oh, I’ll go out.”

To find the church, Astesia left without any time to stop him. It's a look I've become very used to.

When I turned my head and looked at the person through the open door, I saw that he was a young man, but looking at his clothes, I thought he was an adventurer.

The young adventurer must have received a request to deliver a letter, so he handed over a piece of paper and received a confirmation stamp from Astesia.

Astesia then returned to us, confirming the recipient on the letter.

“Um... Deshade, you came in front of me?”

“Hmm? Me? Let me see.”

A luxurious letter envelope placed on the table.

Astesia and I read the letter next to Deshade.

“Invitation. From Ars Magna, the city of alchemists... Uh, huh?”

As I read the golden letters on the letter, the seal that sealed the letter suddenly glowed.

Then the letters began to open automatically.

“Huh? What is it, what is it?”

When Peria and Eila saw that, they roughly threw the cloth they were holding and quickly ran over.

“Hey. Please clean up before coming.”

“Ah, you can report this first. My brother always nags a lot.”

The clothes were all scattered on the floor, and it looked dangerous if someone stepped on them.

I want to come to my senses only when I step on something and fall.

'what? this. Is it like a video?'

As soon as the people in the kitchen came out, a small person appeared on the side of the letter on the table.

It feels like watching a video on the screen of the pad.

And what came out of there was someone I knew.

Although I haven't seen him in a very long time, I remember him clearly, a person with a unique inhumanity.

A mysterious figure with golden eyes and hair, wearing a black dress, and colorful ribbons wrapped in her hair.

The first human to reach Fairy Village.

Gloria, the head of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists.

Gloria's image began to play like a video in the square letter.

Sitting on a chair in a room somewhere, she took a look at herself and adjusted the center of the screen to be on herself.

And started talking.

[Greetings. Deshade, the God who loves humans. My name is Gloria. He is just an alchemist and a supreme alchemist.]

Everyone is fascinated by Gloria's beautiful voice as she bows her head and bows politely.

Before we knew it, we were concentrating on her next words and watching the amazing sight.

[I, Gloria, congratulate Deshade on his strength and sent an invitation to invite him to my workshop, Ars Magna.]

        
            Invitation from the Alchemist.

An invitation from none other than Gloria, the head of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists, has arrived at our church.

What Gloria said in the letter was brief.

It's an invitation, but it's our schedule, so it doesn't matter if we stop by any day.

However, since God was stopping by the city under his jurisdiction, he did not want to be rude, so he had to prepare a treat, so it would be good if he could set a rough date of arrival and send it to him by mail.

[... If your schedule is set, we would appreciate it if you could let us know through the double handwritten paper enclosed. And I would appreciate it if you would destroy this letter immediately.]

As soon as Gloria finished speaking, a piece of paper automatically came out from inside the letter.

Other people think that most common magic tools are simple items or disposable items such as lights, but they find it fascinating that magic tools that have an algorithm that operates twice or three times at a set timing are not easy to make.

“Wow, I heard he was the leader of the alchemists, so I thought he must have good skills, but did he put this much effort into sending just one letter? I have no idea what to do to make this.”

“It’s always fascinating to see things made up of magic or technology. I just think it might be a bit difficult to write.”

“When Hwarim says that, it reminds me of the old elves in my neighborhood. Every time those old people saw something new, they said it would be difficult and kept pushing it away.”

“Shut up.”

“Cee... Hwarim is always cruel to me.”

“Jo, his face is a little unclear, but he looks very mysterious.”

I could only look at the letter with a bit of a pad-like feel, a little surprised, but I think it was a very surprising sight to other people.

'Of course, I'm not saying I can make it.'

Peria showed the most interest as she looked at the welcome letter.

Peria went to the front of the table and kept looking at Gloria as she continued talking while keeping the letter within arm's reach.

“Hey. What kind of cat are you? Come over here. If you look up close, your eyes will get worse.”

“This isn’t even a book, so why are my eyes hurting? Are you saying something strange again?”

“Um... what should I say? Should I say that it is because the resolution is not as clear as that of the human eye? Electronic products, electromagnetic waves... this is a magic product, magic wave?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I’m sorry. Even if I tell you, I can’t provide evidence.”

Now that I think about it, I know that my eyes are getting worse, but I don't know exactly what causes it, so I'm not good at explaining it. I just gave up.

“Hmm. If that's the case, then I guess I'll have to catch the day. Apostle, please ghostwrite.”

“Yes. I understand.”

At Deshade's words, Thistle brought a piece of writing paper and began writing down God's words at the table.

But that takes a seriously long time.

“... I will quickly make a schedule to see that beautiful sight-”

“I’m going crazy. Do you write love letters? Let's just do the business quickly and get it over with. Let’s eat.”

“But you speak directly. Doesn't the fact that she sent me such an elaborate letter mean that she wanted to see me that much? It was said that a woman named Gloria was one of the most beautiful women in the world, and that her appearance could not be captured in a picture. However, seeing that this woman sent a picture of her own face, which is difficult to see, it is clear that she did it because she had feelings for it.”

“I don’t think so. Perhaps, from that person's point of view, he wants to meet Deshade somehow, as he is an incredibly rare human god who has come down to earth.”

Gloria, who would have jumped into the same curiosity paradise as other wizards and alchemists, would have sent an invitation like this because she was very busy due to her position, so she had no choice but to call.

never. There is absolutely no reason why Deshade's reasons are correct.

“Is that so? The bishop has a point. Hmm... then I guess I'll have to catch the day. Bishop. It looks like we will have to go by carriage, but how long can we get the horses?”

“I mean... it's a little bit difficult. I would like to search for them separately, but due to the circumstances, most of the horses have first become warhorses of the legion.”

The horse has not yet been found.

The 3rd corps of the Kingdom Alliance is in charge of the area from the south of the empire, where the plains are dense, to the east, where demons live.

This frontier, as its name suggests, is a blessed land where if you just drive a pickaxe into the mountains, iron will come out, and if you just sow seeds on the plains, crops will grow abundantly.

The reason why they did not collapse even in the current situation where the size of each of the five kingdoms of the Kingdom Alliance has been drastically reduced and refugees are crowded is because they somehow managed to protect this granary.

In order to protect this granary, there was one branch that the corps commander paid the most attention to among the many branches, and that was the cavalry.

No matter what he does, the cavalry belonging to the security forces and corps, which always maintains a number of 1,000 men, excluding knights, created by gathering energy, constantly roams the wide plains and keeps an eye on patrol duties and accumulated crops. Quickly subdue the bandits who came out.

Although the corps commander was born in a battle between narrow kingdoms that mainly focused on infantry fighting, he was a person who sincerely took action to secure war horses as soon as he assumed the position of corps commander for the Allied Forces, and his policy continues to this day, thanks to which the horse has dried up. It's almost like a state.

Although much cheaper spirit soldiers have appeared now instead of cavalry units, which incur heavy losses every time they charge, the corps commander still orders his adjutants to buy good horses from the corps if they find them.

Thanks to this, I consulted with Thistle and thought about getting a lizard-type beast called a four-legged drake, which has recently become popular for use in large ships, but in the first place, they are only strong and slow, so they are not good for us to use.

As I was thinking about that, Aila raised her hand and said, as if she had a good idea.

“Ah! Lee Rim! Then, shall I take care of the verbal part?”

“Say? How do I get it?”

“I’ll go back to my hometown and save it! It’s nearby, so it won’t take long, right? Where I live, there are plenty of things that have similar speeds, even if they aren't horses. Even so, the demonic beasts are already raised a lot!”

'Now that I think about it, the elves were raising demonic beasts like pets.'

After hearing Aila's words, I think it's okay.

Since ancient times, speaking of the elven forest, before meeting the elves, you must first overcome the magic beasts trained by the various elves that come out to drive out intruders.

Among them were not only regular horses, but also horses that were much stronger than war horses and faster than racehorses, so if you could find them, you could buy them used and still be able to drive the carriage that was parked behind the inn.

I don't know what the place where the elves live feels like, but there is no doubt that it will be overcrowded with demonic beasts, much bigger than a zoo.

It seems that Thistle was just as concerned as I was about not being able to use the carriage he had acquired, so he clapped his hands in joy without writing down Deshade's words.

“Then that would be good. How much money do you need?”

Aila said that when Thistle offered to give her money, she would take the goods instead.

“I don’t really need gold coins. Rather than money, it would be better to buy alcohol that the girls would like. I also have to beg my sisters to be able to bring those guys.”

“Is that so? Perhaps we are causing too much trouble...”

“It’s okay! Since these are the ones that are widely available anyway, I'll get one! Since I'm going to go and return tomorrow... 4 days to go and 1 day to come back will be enough, right?”

“Then I should calculate it and write down the arrival date. Hehehe. Thank you.”

“What, I know Thistle is having a hard time! You always work hard until late at night without even sleeping! Have you heard rustling noises every day? Please prepare a lot of alcohol!”

“Yes? Ah, yes... I guess you noticed. Be ashamed...”

'That's probably the sound of drinking.'

Thistle's face turns red and he quickly changes the subject.

In fact, it is now known to everyone that Thistle often drinks alone in his room after discovering his taste for alcohol.

“Anyway, Thistle, don’t worry! Prepare me some alcohol or something nice. Do you know anything? The better the alcohol, the better the demon beast you might be able to bring!”

“Si, Si-seul is a little... No, I understand.”

After that, Thistle closed his eyes for a moment, counted something with his fingers, then opened his eyes again and said.

“Hmm... There is no alcohol left in the warehouse right now. If so, I'll go out later and buy you a drink. At that moment, I ran out of alcohol.”

“Because I don’t always know who is drinking the alcohol in the dorm.”

The meaning of the folded fingers appears to be counting the number of liquors stored in the warehouse.

The warehouse has been so busy recently that it's quite a mess, so much so that you don't even know where everything is, but what's interesting is that Thistle clearly knows how much alcohol is left.

Of course, I couldn't stand it and had to pay the price for pointing it out.

“Irim, please be quiet...”

Kuuk-

“Queu...”

Thistle blushed again and, making the excuse that she was going to get some water, passed by me and poked my side with her finger.

He then goes into the kitchen, then comes back out, moves to the table outside the kitchen where there is an inkwell, and begins writing down Deshade's words on paper.

Meanwhile, the letter that Peria was staring at was closed again, as if the saved video had already ended.

Then Peria quickly lifted it up.

“Good! So, should I sell this?”

“... Are you out of your mind? That's just an invitation from Gloria to Deshade, right?”

Enin was dumbfounded by the declaration, but Peria spoke even more confidently.

“I'm saying this because I'm sane, I should sell it! There is no portrait of Gloria's face, so if you sell this letter artifact with her face written on it, wouldn't you get a huge amount of money?”

Astesia next to her was equally embarrassed.

“Well, it’s not just a photo of your face, it’s a letter with personal information about Gloria inviting Deshade. Is there anyone who will buy it?”

“Astecia. Listen carefully.”

Peria looks serious at Astesia’s words.

“There are all kinds of strange people in the world. Astesia For ordinary people like you, ‘Why on earth?’ People who come to buy information that they don't understand. There are people who ask questions ranging from what kind of stone a mill girl in a rural village sits on near the river every day to rest to what kind of clothes the female knight commander bought at a clothing store, and then buys the same clothes. That too from a man.”

“Why on earth would you do that...?”

“I don’t understand? Even those people are different from ordinary nobles. These are people who have no intention of creating a weakness or a trap to force the opponent into a corner. Only they know what they are thinking. But one thing is certain: somewhere in this world, no matter how useless the information may seem, there is always at least one person who wants to buy it.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. And this is the same. Even if it's an artifact that has nothing to do with you, it contains Gloria's face, so if I take the initiative to sell it, there will be people who want to buy it. Since this thing even moves, maybe I can put it up for auction?”

“Hmm... I'm not sure. Still, it means it makes money.”

Astesia tilts her head after hearing Peria's explanation.

It was so cute that I just stroked its head and Astesia blushed.

“It’s okay, you don’t have to know. Why are you telling such strange stories to an innocent child?”

“What's the problem, brother? I told you this because I wanted to know, but I don’t know what the problem is.”

“Anyway...”

Peria proudly spreads out her bare chest again and speaks, but from my perspective, Astesia doesn't know such things, but it doesn't really affect her life.

To me, I wish Astesia would always remain like this.

At that moment, because it was broad daylight, a light other than natural light appeared in the room where the magic light was not turned on.

“Huh? Periyah. Does it seem like it’s shining?”

“Huh?”

I looked at the letter Peria was shaking at the sound of Aila's voice.

The letter, which had been blacked out for a moment, begins to flow again, this time with no screen, only white light.

And the content sent chills down the spines of those of us who were listening.

[... Since I have forwarded all the saved contents of this letter, I will now begin disposing of it myself. A large fire may occur in the aftermath of an explosion, so those who are close to the letter should keep the letter away from flammable materials. Additionally, this letter reacts to the surrounding environment and is adjusted to end in a small explosion inside a glass bottle or ceramic bottle if you place the letter in it, so please take appropriate action. 10... 9... 8...]

'Is it a bomb?'

“Ugh! No fires indoors!”

Upon hearing the sound, Enin was the first to quickly run towards the pottery on one side, and Aila and I ran towards Peria at the same time.

“Hey! Put that down right now!”

“Peria! Relax! Why did my strength suddenly become so strong again?”

“Huh? Oh, no! Just wait a moment! There must be a way!”

Aela and I tried to take the letter from Peria, but Peria fought back.

Even though one of them is clearly a spirit soldier and the other is an elf, Peria defends the letter with unusually great strength.

[7... 6...]

“Let go!!!”

“Don’t catch me, but read this letter carefully! There must be a way to stop it somewhere?! I think I can sell this for at least 500 gold!”

While Feria is stubborn, Enin pulls a flower out of the pottery she was using as a vase on one side, throws away the water, and runs back towards us.

but-

“I brought you pottery here! Come on here... Ugh!”

Kwadang-

Wow!

'Holy shit.'

As Enin was carrying the pottery, he stepped on the cloth that Peria had laid out earlier and slipped.

Thanks to this, Enin hit his face against the cloth and the ceramics fell and broke.

[5... 4... 2...]

“Hey! Why is there no 3 in this one!!!”

No matter how great a wizard, scientist, or alchemist you are, you are bound to make a mistake at least once in your life.

Meanwhile, perhaps due to a design error, the letter count lost 1 second.

Perfect!

“Ugh!”

“Good! I took it, but I took it! Lee Rim, take it!”

“... If you give it to me, tell me what to do!”

“I don’t know! Anyway, try something!”

Aila, who had become impatient, hit Peria on the head with her hand blade and took the letter, but the broken ceramic letter had no place to go and was about to explode with one last burst of heat in my hand.

“Stay still.”

Swish-

Sigh!

The dagger flew out and split the letter into two pieces.

After that, the letter no longer counted or shined.

“... It doesn’t explode?”

Fortunately, the explosion appears to have been prevented.

The dagger thrown by Hwarim.

To be exact, it is not just a dagger, but a knife used to cut meat.

Aila and I looked at Hwarim, who was happy and threw the knife, but then turned our heads again.

“... Sister?”

“...”

Peria called Hwarim's name, but all she got in return was silence.

Hwarim quietly helped Enin up who had fallen.

After that, he checked to see if there was a lump on his forehead and blew on it, and only then did he open his mouth.

“Really, I told you to develop the habit of cleaning up on a regular basis and not to be too greedy...”

Hwarim looks at Peria with a cold expression and says. He seems very angry.

“Uh, sister? You're not angry, are you? Right?”

“No, no matter who sees that, I’m angry...”

“... Let’s do the rest after eating.”

“Ji, can’t we do it now? If you do that, you won't miss the meal...”

“...”

“Ugh...”

There is no answer. It looks like it's already confirmed that he will be scolded.

So we ate a little quieter than usual.

        
            “Things you need to prepare for...”

After eating, I went out to do some errands.

What we need to do from now on is to receive permission from the commander of the corps, prepare the luggage to be loaded on the wagon, and since our church is planning to hold its own ceremony in line with the Gaia Church's ceremony tomorrow, we need to prepare for that.

In fact, in order to travel to the City of Alchemists, the denominations that serve each god are independent organizations that are not affiliated with one country, so there is no need to obtain a permit like other citizens.

From a normal perspective, there is no need for the knights belonging to the religious order.

However, we are not an ordinary knightly order, so we are an exception.

The problem is that Hwarim and I are mentally ill.

Because of the complex commands that are already imprinted on the body, soul soldiers have a set limit to their movement, and one of them is an order that soul soldiers cannot cross the border of the Kingdom Union until they are overwritten with a special command.

And from a geographical perspective, the Alchemist's City spans the vast land between the Kingdom Union and the Empire, and although it resembles an autonomous city rather than a country, it is also a city-state that deviates from the laws of the Kingdom Union.

Although it is treated as a nominal merchant to highlight that it is a sacred place for alchemists, it is treated as a foreign country.

So, the problem is that Hwarim and I are soul sick, so we need the help of the corps commander to go to the city of alchemists.

As subjects of the original kingdom, they are not allowed to leave the country, but while some people do run away at night, it is generally impossible for soul patients to cross the border voluntarily.

There are two ways out for these mentally ill people who cannot own land or a house, and who are not treated properly as human beings.

One is to find a comfortable way to live within the kingdom union by attracting the attention of powerful nobles or famous knights, and the other is to deceive the officers and create a loophole to cross the border.

Yes. There is generally no way to cross the border, but it does not mean that there is no way to cross the border.

The basic command prohibiting desertion from soul soldiers is clearly engraved in it, but as always with language, ambiguous interpretations occur depending on which part the interpreter focuses on.

The lengthy provisions of modern, difficult laws are also long because most of these matters have to be addressed in advance.

So, no matter how much higher education the nobles here have than ordinary people, they are still humans, and sometimes orders given without thinking using Atyr overwrite existing orders, and when that happens, the border The restriction of not being able to exceed is lifted.

What happens next is a common story about soul soldiers who make elaborate plans to run away.

At one time, there was a rumor that as many as 10 soul soldiers had deserted as a group. On the surface, it was said that they had all been caught, but no one knows the truth.

And since the rumor spread, most orders given using Atyr outside of wartime were given by separate officers specializing in Atyr, or by lieutenants handling each soul bottle, and ultimately by the commander of the corps. there is.

'I don't know if this person, the corps commander, will grant me a pass.'

Will the corps commander allow us to leave his city?

-------------------------------

“City of Alchemists? Go and come back.”

They gave me permission more willingly than I expected.

I'm wondering if you misunderstood what I said, so I say it clearly again.

“It’s not like going out for a drink in the next town, but it’s near the border. And if you go straight down from there, you will reach the Empire.”

“It’s not close, but it’s not far either. In terms of distance, it's not that much different from Shanian Trading City, so what can I say? You and the other soul soldiers have already been engraved with orders not to desert, so there will be no problem. However, before departure, get confirmation from the officer at the entrance of the castle gate one more time.”

“Well, I would be grateful if you could say so willingly.”

After saying that, the corps commander added one condition.

“Ah, I see. I guess I'll have to do some work instead. Speaking of the city of alchemists, it is also a place where a lot of goods come and go, more than just an ordinary trading city. Since I'm going there, I only have to run one errand.”

“Randoms? What is it?”

“Please buy a music box from there. What about music... something that is pleasant to the ears, that is, it has songs that girls who have just become adults can listen to, rather than those that are old people's sensibilities.”

“I didn’t know the commander had such girly tastes.”

“Don’t pass it up, you crazy bastard, it’s not me, it’s my daughter’s birthday present.”

Swish!

“Yikes!”

When the corps commander throws the water bottle that was lying next to him, the water bottle goes through the barracks.

The iron bucket thrown at incredible speed looked as if it had been hit by someone passing by, and the part that happened to be the shin was like, 'Ugh! 'My knees!' He shouted.

'Legion Commander the Shin Breaker.'

Since I'm giving myself strange nicknames, the commander adds an excuse.

“My family lives in the capital. My daughter's birthday is coming soon, but I don't have time to go see the good stuff myself, and there's nothing particularly good around here that I can bring to my daughter, so I'm asking you.”

“Please choose your daughter’s gift yourself.”

“What did you understand from what I just said? I'm busy right now. How much have I done for you? I have to do at least that much.”

After hearing the words of the corps commander, I accepted it, thinking that an errand of this magnitude would not be a difficult task.

The corps commander wants to use me and our church for his own purposes, and since he has taken care of our convenience a few times, I feel like I should do the same.

“Well, I understand. Will you give me money? Please give me about 100 gold. I will leave some change.”

“I’ll give it to you when I get the receipt for the music box purchase.”

“Chet.”

Since it was an errand I had already done, I thought I would just take the money, but I quickly noticed.

“Hey, listen to your sword more carefully.”

The corps commander stamped his foot nervously before speaking, and I followed his words and raised the arm holding the sword a little higher, closer to his eyes.

Now I am holding the sword of the corps commander in the temporary barracks built in front of the castle.

The corps commander went outside the castle again today, distributing his knights and soldiers in all directions, using the cavalry to herd the orcs and heretics into one place, and then exterminate them all at once, completely eradicating the heretics.

At first I went to the barracks, but when I heard that the corps commander seemed to have made up his mind this time and had not entered the castle for three days, I went outside the castle to look for the corps commander.

And the corps commander who found me was having trouble cleaning his blood-stained sword because he only had one arm. As soon as he saw me, he called me over and made me pick up the sword.

When I asked why he was asking me to do it when there must have been other soldiers, General Bulterion, who was always by his side, said that he was away for a while due to other work and that he didn't want to have some idiot holding the sword for no reason.

The corps commander lifts a cloth with one arm and wipes the blood from his sword.

He returned today as usual, cutting down orcs and heretics like weeds in a field.

On the way, I saw the corpse of a huge orc that the corps commander personally killed, an orc chieftain who was much larger than the slayer, and a guy that passing soldiers said revealed his name to be Nidrop. It felt a little creepy.

“... Anyway, it seems like you all had something in mind. you're right. Anyway, for those of us who are soul sick, we have orders using Atyr, so we don't even think about going over them.”

'Actually, it doesn't work for me anymore.'

In fact, if I only look at it, it is possible for commands using Atyr to be ignored thanks to the imprint of Asmodeus, the Great Devil.

But not Hwarim.

Hwarim is still completely tied to Atir, and that is a problem that we cannot solve right now.

We can't just leave Hwarim behind and leave for the empire, so it's something that has to be resolved at some point.

So, first of all, reassure the corps commander by telling him a false story.

“That should be it. And anyway, a woman called Gloria called? That human is a living legend, a monstrous being who can be said to be the representative of human alchemists. If you don't send it, there will be problems.”

“Are you famous? I'm not sure because I'm mentally ill.”

“Well, hear the details directly from yourself. I was also busy with my work, so I only saw him once or twice during a large-scale meeting when the war was in full swing, but I never met him face-to-face, and the rest I only heard about through rumors.”

The corps commander wiped his sword with one arm, threw the dirty cloth to one side, and then wiped the sword again with another clean cloth and continued.

“More than that, I thought you came to tell me that you didn't like the sword I gave you. If that were the case, I would have broken my leg.”

“Actually, repairing it is a bit troublesome. When you say that, I'm scared so I'll just shut up.”

If it had been anyone else, I would have just complained, but the corps commander was better at fighting than me, so I decided to just stay quiet.

But it seems that even the corps commander didn't like that.

“... Is this guy secretly trying to match me if I just look at him?”

“When am I? I am always ready to listen to the corps commander and be moved, right?”

The harsh tone lasted for a moment, and the corps commander sighed at my sly treatment and went back to talking.

“Hehe... It's good for a good guy to use it, but if I had known that he was going to try to match this level, I should have thought about it. Anyway, while you're on your way to the City of Alchemists, go there and get your sword repaired. When it comes to tools, alchemists take better care of them than wizards... Nope!”

It happened while he was speaking.

“-Kahak too!”

The corps commander spat a mouthful of blood onto the floor before speaking.

A large amount of blood oozed out, forming a small puddle on the floor.

The color of the puddle is black.

The blood was not the usual red blood or the black color of dead blood, but a much more primal dark black color.

When he saw the unusual blood, he hinted at the corps commander.

“... No matter how angry you are, did you bite the orc in your mouth? Why are you spitting blood?”

“What does this crazy guy look at me for? Did I look like someone who would eat the flesh of another race?”

Swish-

“Yikes!”

The corps commander who was spitting blood and wiping his mouth threw the cloth he had wiped his mouth with at my face.

This time, unlike the water bucket, it was cloth flying in the sky, so I easily dodged it and made an excuse to the corps commander.

“No, when do you say I said that? I wanted to let you know if it tasted good. Those orcs looked like pigs, and the corps commander who came after chopping up the orcs spat out blood, so I asked him if he had eaten some meatloaf.”

The corps commander responded to my words with a puzzled expression.

“... Wow, that sounds ridiculous. Of course, I also heard that even in the Northern Kingdom, those who cannot abandon barbarism eat meat raw. But not me. It's just that my body is getting worse. It's because the curse continues to eat away at my body.”

Only then did I realize why the blood the corps commander vomited had such a strange color.

As Deshade once said, the commander of the corps is currently living a terminally ill life.

The legion commander, who reluctantly moved to save the seemingly worthless royal family in the capital of the United Kingdom, was wounded by a weapon containing a curse wielded by the head of the Minotaur, and the curse continues to eat away at him to this day.

I felt like the atmosphere had become heavy for no reason, so I made a joke on purpose, and the corps commander seemed to not like that kind of atmosphere, so he accepted the joke.

“... Then, out of consideration for your family, please don't ride horses outside and run around from now on. A person who has aged well is becoming so workaholic that his body is not getting better. It is said that at that age, just walking regularly is enough to live to be 100 years old.”

“It seems less credible to hear that from the mouth of a soul sick person who came from a country where people eat raw, bloody meat. I'll take care of my own business, so stop talking nonsense.”

‘You’re criticizing someone else’s country for no reason. 'How delicious is the raw fish?'

It's a pity that the commander doesn't know the taste.

Of course, I don't eat pork, but horse meat, beef, or raw fish.

'But my body got worse.'

While I was talking, I remembered Raines' meeting with the corps commander and decided to quietly ask.

I returned the sword, with the blood cleanly wiped off, to the corps commander.

Then, after looking around and making sure that no one is paying attention, I speak up.

“So... did you find a way to treat your arm?”

Fortunately, the other people in the barracks seemed busy, perhaps having just returned from an expedition.

When the corps commander saw my actions, he immediately realized that my question was not just a question of how I was doing.

The corps commander realized that the people I was asking about were the immortal organizations that had contacted him, so he explained how the situation was going.

“... I will have surgery in a few days with their help.”

“Surgery?”

“Yes. On the surface, the deal was supposed to be a reasonable compromise. I promised to accept a few requests from them to move the army when they wanted, and they agreed to provide me with the materials needed for surgery on my arm and a therapist. I made the conditions a bit stricter and at first I thought I would just not care and kill them all, but I held back.”

“Are you willing to listen to what he says?”

“Of course not. Did I tell you? I mean, on the surface.”

“That sound...”

“I plan to kill them all as soon as the surgery is over.”

The corps commander's mind was already filled with thoughts of stabbing him in the back.

“... Is there even something to kill? I don't know if he committed the murder himself.”

I'm sure there are murderers among them, but not everyone.

First of all, they are an organization that takes the form of a research institute.

Among the collaborators, there are those who do not hesitate to commit murder as before, but there may also be people who do not know anything and are just carrying out general office work as part of an employment relationship.

I don't know why, but that therapist also seems like a person who is just in a cooperative relationship with an immortal organization.

However, the corps commander was reckless.

“Did I tell you? There's no need for anyone else in this area other than me. The heretics, the Immortal Organization, and the Church of Gaia are all just bastards who covet my position.”

The sword he was holding was now clean.

It is said that a good sword does not stain with blood, but the sword that cut down so many orcs and heretics was dirty thanks to the blood that was buried in layers without any room for it to flow, but it is a sword that has just become clean.

He held the blood-stained cloth with one finger, just as he was holding the sword, and-

Throw it straight into the air.

At the same time, he quickly swung his sword crosswise with one arm.

Suddenly-

Then, miraculously, the cloth split into six pieces.

'I haven't seen it once.'

Swordsmanship with incredible speed.

It was a swordsmanship so fast that even I, who was praised for my sharp eyes even if I didn't know anything else, and who was said to have good eyes by Hwarim and Aila, missed it.

It wasn't just a case of anger, it was the end of a warning to those who were targeting all of his authority, including me.

“In my land, I am the law.”

The corps commander said so and put away his sword.

I say hello to the corps commander and head out.

“... Okay. Then let’s go.”

“Okay.”

If he decides to commit a crime, there is nothing I can do to stop him. Can not help it.

I have decided to leave for the empire, but I have no intention of staying with the corps commander until the end.

Afterwards, I left the command post and headed towards the village.

I was in such a harsh space that I forgot about it for a moment, but when I saw footsteps heading north without my knowledge, I belatedly remembered my business.

'yes. I used up all the prescribed medicines.'

The next place to visit is Morsling's Asylum.

When Thistle's arm was broken, before I brought medicine, I used all the regeneration potions and medicines in the dorm as a first priority.

Thanks to this, despite the broken bone in Thistle's arm, he quickly recovered within a few days, but the medicine he had stored up was completely gone.

Other medications also need to be supplemented.

'I've been using strengthening potions a lot lately, so they're gone now.'

I feel like I need to replenish the strengthening potions that I've been using a lot lately, so I have to meet Morsling today no matter what happens.

‘I have to stop by Morsling first. I haven't stopped by since then, but nothing much has happened, right?'

        
            [Morsling's Asylum]

When you enter the drug-smelling alley from the city's northern plaza, the sign you see right away is familiar to me, perhaps because I've been there a few times.

Aside from me, other customers also came here from time to time, and even though the number of people stopping by seemed small, it seemed like business was not going down, so I was satisfied with the steady income.

Today too, I was about to open the door, thinking of the sharp bird beak mask that I would see as soon as I opened the door.

Suddenly-

“Yikes!”

“... Heh, be careful.”

'what?'

Two people came out from inside in a hurry and when they saw me almost hitting the door, they got angry and came down the stairs.

Looking at their clothes, they were priests of the Gaia Church.

“Anyway, your qualifications as an Asylum here will be revoked from now on, so just so you know!”

They said that to the inside and left.

I went inside right after the two priests left.

Inside, I believe Morsling is looking devastated...

Morsling, who is sitting on a chair, cannot be seen because his face is covered by a bird-shaped mask, but his shoulders look sluggish.

I bow my head and go next to him, who doesn't even know I came in through the open door, and call out to him while gently knocking on his desk.

smart-

“What's going on?”

“Oh my gosh, Lee Rim. sorry. I didn't even know you came in.”

Morsling found me too late and tried to get up, but he had no intention of letting someone who had already suffered enough get up.

After telling Morsling that it was okay and telling him to sit down, I sat down on the chair next to him and spoke carefully.

“I just heard the priests talking as they left. What do you mean by disqualification?”

“Ah... Hahahaha. Well, the Church of Gaia came to tell us to take down the Asylum sign. They said there were victims because of the drugs I sold.”

“Victim? What happened?”

Business suspension due to manslaughter.

Since Morsling was no one else and one of the few relationships I knew, it couldn't be a passing story.

At least as far as I know, the drugs he made didn't have any problems, so what are you talking about?

“Isn’t that the syringe containing the red liquid that has been sold recently thanks to Lee Rim? Camatrin.”

“Uh... An item that strengthens physical abilities? When did you change your name?”

“Because it is a tested product, it has to go into the sales stage, but it cannot continue to be called a strengthening potion or syringe. A trademark was added during the official launch.”

“Camatrin... I don't know what it means, but congratulations on the successful development.”

The strengthening potion I've been using recently had a name.

“Thank you very much. First of all, the exact name of the drug is ‘Morsling Camatrin’. It's a bit sad that everyone just calls me Camatrin. Anyway, I made a lot of money thanks to it recently. Adventurers really like it.”

“I thought it would be liked by adventurers and mercenaries as well. Because the efficacy of the medicine was certain. I'm so glad I made good money.”

Morsling looked at the manufacturing tools that were being made to one side, as if he was reminiscing about the past time when he had enjoyed my words, and then spoke again.

“But the characteristics of the drug... Ah, you liked speaking in simple terms, right?”

“It would be better to speak as simply as possible. From my perspective as a soul sufferer, it is difficult to understand if magic or concepts that are not commonly used in my world are included during the explanation.”

“Then let me tell you in simple terms. Let's see... So, the principle of action of this drug called Camatrin is that it compresses the human soul a little for a while? This is roughly the principle of strengthening the bond between the soul and body by tightening the soul with medicine and making the human body stronger.”

'I didn't know that.'

Is it roughly a pressure effect?

You may have heard that when the human body restricts blood flow with moderate pressure, the arteries open and blood collects in the muscles, causing them to expand.

However, I have doubts as to whether this applies to the concept of the invisible soul, but in any case, I thought that this was a different world from the one I lived in, and that it was a much more developed place in this regard, so I did not complain.

“Anyway, that's it. Lee Rim's soul is in a temporary body called a soul bottle that doesn't fit with his original body, so the bond between his soul and body is a little sloppy. Thanks to this, there are no side effects even if I use my medicine in layers and two or three times a day more than I expected.”

“Oh, is that it? I've definitely used the drug multiple times a few times, but contrary to what Morsling said, there were no additional side effects.”

“Actually, it has something to do with the law that allows soul soldiers to easily be resurrected even if they die. Unlike us, whose soul holds on tightly to our body, people with soul disease have loose bonds so that their soul can easily leave their body if touched, so even if they die, they can easily settle into the next body.”

“... In a way, I was lucky because I was mentally ill.”

“You could say so. Hahaha!”

When I heard Morsling's words, I felt a little creepy.

I had been using strengthening potions repeatedly and had no side effects, so I just thought I was lucky.

However, in general, the situations in which the medicine was used repeatedly were really pushed to the limit, so if I had used the medicine and fainted right on the spot, the outcome of those fights would have been different.

Morsling doesn't notice me breaking out in a cold sweat and continues to say what he wants to say.

“The reason why side effects occur is because the drugs administered in duplicate press the soul beyond the limit of the load the body can bear, causing cracks in the soul vessel. I'm not the one who designed the soul disease myself, so this is just a guess, but since Lee Rim's already weak soul was put under pressure, he ended up with his soul vessel becoming stronger every time he used the medicine. But adventurers are not like that.”

“For ordinary people, if they use it too often, their soul vessel may be damaged. But doesn’t everyone buy it even though they know there are side effects?”

At this point, it is safe to say that this medicine was actually made for soul diseases rather than adventurers or mercenaries.

When ordinary people use the drug excessively, it is said to cause fainting or instant death, but for me, there are no side effects and it just ends up making me feel a little more tired than usual.

On the other hand, for adventurers with normal bodies, damage to the soul is a huge problem.

As can be seen in the case of the teacher whose soul was injured, if the soul is directly injured, it is fortunate that the person remains in a coma for several days, but it is said that under normal circumstances, the person would not be able to endure the pain and would die.

However, the reason why adventurers buy drugs even though they have side effects, and even take more drugs than necessary is because -

That's because money is so desperate.

So, in order to succeed at all costs in completing quests that pay a lot of money, adventurers wander around the back alleys in search of items that can help them overcome their limits, in addition to the medicine sold by Morsling.

Even if it is a drug that seems to be okay if used in the correct amount, there are people who eventually cross the line.

“That’s right. And it is natural for a pharmacist to tell people who buy medicines information about the medicine and what they should be careful about. Camatrin should be administered once a day, at least 12 hours apart. The problem is that the adventurer who did not follow the rules fainted and the party members reported it to the temple.”

“No, why do you report to the temple when you take the wrong medicine?”

“That’s right. The moment I heard that, I lost my mind...”

These are stories that make your blood pressure rise just by hearing them.

I don't know if this happened because Morsling made a mistake by giving the wrong medicine instructions, but I am dumbfounded by his actions of trying to blame others for his own greed.

And the absurd story didn't end there.

“Anyway, after their report came in, the church came to me and told me to either make a donation or take down the sign to put an end to this incident.”

“Why does the sound of donations come out there again? Just ask for a bribe outright.”

“In fact, the priests a little while ago also spoke openly about it. They said that if you donate 200 gold, they will cover this incident.”

'Aren't these idiots?'

Priests who openly demand money in exchange for corruption. At this point, I can't even think of anything other than the word "end times."

If you think about what they usually do, there is a possibility that those adventurers may have been the adventurers they bought off.

'But the church, which has plenty of money, is suddenly trying to raise money...'

However, it is not usually common for such excessive donations to be suddenly requested.

“... Could it be because of the recent destruction of the temple and the cost of rebuilding it? Because they wanted to hasten the repair of the collapsed temple with donations.”

It's not my fault, but I'm telling you because I have something to point out.

“I think that is most likely the cause. Tomorrow is the day of almsgiving, and although we had already collected the registration fee in advance, the cost of participating in the ceremony was suddenly raised after the temple collapsed. They say that other stores besides me are asking for donations using strange language.”

'I guess that's right.'

“...”

Silence fell between Morsling and me.

The actions of the Gaia Church, which can be said to be the state religion of huge kingdoms, made it impossible for us to talk further.

At that time, a boiling sound suddenly came from among the medicine manufacturing equipment, and Morsling quickly got up from his seat.

Bubbly, bubbling-

“Oh, please wait a moment.”

“... Yes.”

Morsling took the medicine that had started to boil, took a strainer, sifted out the leaves inside, cleaned it up, and then returned and spoke again.

“... Honestly, if it had been a previous denomination, everyone would have paid money without making a big fuss. The authority of the Gaia Church is that absolute. But now everyone has started whistling their complaints.”

“... Well, it's only natural since we suffered a lot of damage thanks to the intruder.”

The Church of Gaia has already lost a lot of credibility.

It's still only a rumor, but the being who called himself the Dark Knight entered the temple and stirred up the temple, destroying the temple's main building, bell tower, and chapel, and fighting with the Paladin, so his authority will not fall even if he tries not to fall. I can't do it.

“There is that, but there are rumors that Paladin was injured in the aftermath of the fight.”

“Paladins are human after all, so they can get hurt, right?”

Although the amount of divine power was enormous, it could still be barely called human.

However, after listening to Morsling's story, I realized how much the things I had done had undermined the authority of the Gaia Church.

“Hmm. You may not know much about Lee Rim, who is a soul sufferer. All the armor that paladins wear is armor that can be called a relic. Their armor is of a different class from the armor worn by paladins that has undergone extreme refining and is imprinted with protection spells. This is not armor made by ordinary humans in the first place.”

'Was it such great armor?'

I thought it was strange that there were no scratches even with a magic sword.

Moreover, if you listen to what Morsling says, it seems that the armor itself was not manufactured by them, but was imported from outside.

“If anyone hears it, they will think it was made by God.”

“It is equivalent to that. The Paladins' armor is not armor made by Gaia herself, but it is armor that the Pope of the church personally placed a spell on. To damage that armor, you would have to be a demon in hell, an equivalent demon, or someone who uses black magic. So, upon hearing that Paladin was injured, everyone began to take their disbelief out of their pockets.”

I didn't know Paladin's defense power was that high.

I had only thought that Asmodeus' power could match divine power, but when I heard that Paladin's defense was so excellent, I realized even more how important it is to have a body that can handle magical power.

Only then will you be able to take out the jet-black sword.

“By the way, Lee Rim, are you here to buy medicine?”

“Yes. First of all, that's true, but... what if you have to take down the sign?”

Although the story took a different turn, the reason I came here was to take care of my medicine.

It would be a bit difficult if I couldn't get the medicine.

But Morsling made a loud noise.

“Haha! Don't worry. I'll just give it to you.”

“Yes? No, is that okay?”

“It doesn’t matter. Since the store is going to close, it doesn't matter as long as it's not an act of selling medicine, but just handing it over for free. Anyway, since I've completed all the papers I wanted to write and received funding, this is now just a hobby.”

“Then what are you planning to do next?”

“Now that things have come to this, I’m thinking of just leaving for the Empire. I was annoyed because the church kept making fun of my store. If you have less luggage, it will be easier to leave.”

At that moment, Blood Slime, a familiar that Morsling could always see when entering his store, approached Morsling, stroking the slime's head... and said.

I don’t think that choice is a bad one.

In any case, Morsling is an aloof, sage-like researcher who prefers meeting people or pursuing knowledge rather than money, so it might be better for him to leave for a freer empire.

“It's a shame, but I have to say thank you. I feel a bit sorry because it seems like I came after you when I made my decision.”

However, I felt sad that even a person with such a good personality could not overcome the bullying of the church in the end.

Although I am saying this as if I am relieved, the stress I have been under so far must have been enormous.

Morsling opens the normally closed window, laughs loudly, and then moves around actively again.

“Kahahahaha! it's okay. Right, if that's the case, could you write me a letter of recommendation? In the name of the Deshade Church.”

“Of course I have to write it down. But what are you using it for?”

“It’s like a warranty. It is not easy to change your career once you have decided. After moving to the former empire, I plan to open Asylum again once I have established myself to some extent, but it will take a while to choose one of the many religions there and take charge of the review, so I would like to borrow some help from Lee Lim's church.”

“I say it doesn't matter because I believe in Morsling's abilities, but does that work in the Empire as well? So far, we have nothing to do with the empire.”

There is nothing to say about the authority of the denomination, so I wonder if it would be effective.

“It’s okay. Because the empire is tolerant of other religions. Right, how about taking this opportunity to contact the Empire? Once a new denomination appears in the empire, they tend to want to interact with it. The name of the Deshade denomination is a new denomination, so it will not be known there.”

“The name is unknown... Now that I think about it, I haven't thought about that.”

“I don't know how big the Deshade denomination will grow, but it will be helpful later if you let people know in advance that such a denomination exists.”

When I heard that, I realized that I had made a mistake.

‘It’s about contact… That’s right. It would be impossible to just go over to the Empire.'

I was usually thinking too briefly.

You need to prepare for this in advance.

Even if we run away, there is no guarantee that the empire will accept us.

Of course, since it was a letter entrusting the church to the Empire, I thought about writing it and sending it.

If you take a soul bottle with you to the Empire, the Kingdom Alliance will never allow it.

So, we have to flee on the assumption that we will be protected in advance, but if the empire, concerned about the deterioration of diplomatic relations at the border, stops us from crossing the border, nothing would be as terrible as that.

However, you can be protected if you cross the border with prior information.

'Of course we'll have to negotiate.'

It would be nice if there was a way to safely send letters there.

Just in case, the contents should not be revealed.

“Then, I will write the recommendation letter by tomorrow and bring it to you. Today, I will just take the medicine and go right away.”

When Morsling heard that I would gladly write a letter of recommendation, he seemed really happy and opened his arms wide and thanked me.

“Thank you so much. Okay then. Let’s tell us what you need!”

Knowing that other people can't always see your facial expressions, your exaggerated actions on purpose feel a little playful.

Still, I thought I caught a glimpse of Morsling's smile as he decided to leave for the empire.

        
            “iya-. I feel safe and secure.”

Challang-

Every time I walk along the main street, the medicine bottles move inside the heavy bag and make a pleasant sound.

Morsling gave me more herbs and medicine than I had planned to buy.

The bag I am wearing right now is not the bag I brought with me when I left the dorm, but the large bag that Morsling gave me.

I deliberately took a small bag with me to buy only the medicine I needed today and to stop by the Asylum again just before departure for the rest, but Morsling said he wanted to bring something more and put the bag he used when he was an adventurer in the past. He gave me a lot of medicine.

In addition to the camatrin that I had originally planned to bring, the things in the bag included painkillers, fever reducers, sleeping pills, regenerative activating potions, bandages, tourniquets, and various herbs that could be used differently depending on the situation.

It is not an amount that can be used alone, and if taken in excess, it can produce drug-like effects, so anyone who sees it will see it as either a drug dealer or a drug addict.

“Ah, but at this point, I guess I have to go to the dorm first.”

Although it is heavy, I feel at ease carrying a bag full of medicines.

I have a soul disease, so the types I can use are limited, but for our church, where there is no one who can treat it, these medicines are like a lifeline.

There was more food than I expected, so I headed to the accommodation with the intention of leaving my luggage and coming back.

“I went there... um?”

When I opened the door, I saw Deshade sitting at a table with two people and talking.

People with three layers of complicated patterns drawn on their necks wearing the shabby clothes provided by default.

'They are soul sick.'

Outside the castle, other spirit soldiers may still be moving around to collect orcs and heretics, but judging from the ones remaining inside the city, it appears that they are probably serving as adjutants to other officers.

'Are they lovers?'

One man and one woman.

The two people were sitting in front of Deshade and laughing.

What he wears on his finger is a cheap iron ring.

The ring I often saw at the general store on the way here was an item that could often be seen not only on stalls but also on the streets.

That ring was often used by poor country bumpkin adventurers who had just set out on an adventure, meeting each other's eyes at the first request, and then making a couple ring for money they didn't have. Usually, if one of them dies or they soon get tired of each other and break up, there is no one to buy it back. It's a cheap ring that's commonly found in stores.

After lightly nodding my head to Deshade, who spotted me, and the two people who turned around after him, I passed by and headed toward the warehouse, where I overheard a brief conversation.

“Thank you so much. If it weren't for Deshade, how could I have lived in this hopeless world...”

“It feels like a dream. To be able to meet your other half in a place you thought was hell. This is all thanks to Deshade.”

“It’s not necessarily because of me. This was only possible because you kept looking for each other without forgetting each other's names. All I did was connect the expressions of your will to find each other enough to be deeply imprinted in this god's mind.”

“But... it was possible because of Deshade.”

It looks like they are a couple, as they are wearing rings with the same flower pattern and their hands are overlapping as if they don't want to miss a beat.

'It's a couple with a soul illness, so it seems like it's common, but it's not often seen.'

A world where it is difficult to even survive.

In particular, for soul patients who are one step closer to death than others, the world can be desolate for each other, but it is also easy for their emotions to be swayed.

By coincidence, when they are close to each other for several days, sharing the same battlefield and the same death, the desire to lean on each other sprouts.

Among such souls, people with similar feelings usually hold gatherings where they bond and talk about their current situation, so it is not uncommon for some of them to become lovers.

Of course, I didn't pay much attention to anyone other than Hwarim, so I barely knew anyone, and Hwarim also had similar thoughts as me.

This is because I thought that a relationship formed hastily, with only a momentary wavering of the heart, would not be a good relationship.

Hwarim and I were the type of people who thought that confiding in each other was only possible when we felt like we could truly trust the other person, when we had each other's backs and were on the same level of breath.

'In some ways, the vigilance is too serious.'

On the other hand, unlike us, people who have more peace of mind tend to date each other, so I wondered if those people were like that too.

In the past, I wouldn't have been particularly interested in this story, but today, for some reason, I felt like I wanted to continue listening to the two people's stories.

However, that doesn't mean it's rude to stand around carrying a heavy baggage and listening to other people's stories.

I stopped there to listen to the story and quietly carried my luggage to the underground warehouse.

As soon as you go down the stairs and along the round railing, you can see the fine dust flying in the air.

Although it is semi-basement located in the basement of the accommodation, it is a large warehouse with a high ceiling, so it is safe to say that it is actually a basement.

The very small window on the side of the road, and the sunlight coming in only from half of it, was not able to get rid of all the coldness in the basement.

Thistle was organizing what little ceremonial tools he had in the warehouse.

“Irim. Are you back?”

“Yes. I'm going out one more time. How are the preparations for the ceremony going? If there is anything you need to buy separately, please let me know.”

“Uhm... It doesn't look like it right now, but ah! In that case, if possible, I would appreciate it if you could purchase a long candle. When I looked at the remaining candles, they were all stubby and short, making the atmosphere look dull.”

“I think it would definitely be more appealing to use the longer one. I'll buy it together.”

“Thank you.”

First, I put down my bag, empty a shelf on one side, sort through the items I brought, and begin to fill them.

Then, I look back when I feel that the basement is quite cold even though it is definitely summer.

Thistle was sitting in the middle of the warehouse, wiping an iron candlestick she had bought cheaply at a general store with a rag slightly moistened with water.

“Phew...”

Thistle puts down the mop for a moment and moves under the half-sunlight to warm her hands and get rid of the cold.

Since I started in the morning, it took about 2 hours.

After asking others to do the work above, he came down alone and entered the warehouse. His hands looked full, perhaps because he had been cleaning so many candlesticks.

I am doing the preparations before the trip by myself, and the others are currently preparing because tomorrow Deshade will hold a ceremony to sublimate other people's feats.

The Deshade Church's first event held in conjunction with the Gaia Church's Memorial Day.

As this is the first feat sublimation ritual performed after the coming of God himself, Thistle is preparing with more sincerity than anyone else.

Even as it warms my cold hands, I smile on my face as I look at the neatly polished candle holders.

Although it is unfortunate that Hwarim and I, who are souls of the other world, cannot receive much power from Deshade due to soul disease, it is an event that will be of great help to others.

After organizing all the shelves, I looked at Thistle and decided that I should clean up the warehouse, which had been quite messy due to being busy, so I slowly started cleaning next to Thistle.

After warming up his hands, Thistle started cleaning the candlesticks again and then started talking about something he wanted to say.

“Oh, indeed. But Lee Rim. When you came, did you see the two people who were with Deshade?”

“There was one man and one woman, right? They kept holding hands. Do you think they could be a couple?”

When I saw them in passing, their faces looked very happy.

“We're a couple... We've been together for longer than that. They say those two were a married couple in the same world.”

“Huh? Really?”

I was quite surprised by Thistle’s words.

Until now, I had never met anyone from the same world as me, so I always thought there was only one person in each world. But that doesn't seem to be the case.

Thistle put down the candlestick for a moment, looked at the light coming through the half-window, and said reminiscing.

“Still, it’s amazing. It wouldn't have been easy to meet people from the same world. 3,000 people... At this point, when there are 1,000 people in each corps, I never thought that it would be possible for people from the same world, especially couples, to meet each other.”

“I think so too. It really is like a miracle.”

“How did you find each other?”

“It was during a prayer meeting before. Among the many mentally ill people, there are people who can no longer meet and who say they wanted to meet again. Deshade listened to each story and felt that there were some similarities among the things he remembered, so he helped them meet each other. At first, even I had doubts about whether something like that was really possible, but were they really a couple? I think this is a true miracle.”

“... I see. Miracle.”

'It's a miracle.'

I think deeply about Thistle’s words.

Extreme probability.

There will be as many people as the population of the world where each person lives, and in that place, a few people will be struck by white lightning and become soul sick, and a couple will be struck by lightning together, and each will live in a different corps without being able to know the other's existence. Alternatively, there may be cases where one party goes crazy first and can no longer move due to mental illness.

The two people met each other despite all the odds.

It could be seen as a mere coincidence, but I think it's safe to call this a miracle.

It would have been even more difficult to meet soul patients because their appearance could change in some cases, like mine, by simply increasing their height by a small amount, or in some cases, such as presbyopia, which changes drastically.

So the word miracle is appropriate.

Thistle's face as she said such things looked very happy even though it was someone else's business.

Her expression, behind the thin veil covering her face, was smiling brightly.

Seeing such happy faces even though it was only someone else's business, I felt like the happiness was contagious to me. For no reason, I laugh too.

But for a moment, Thistle smiled and then looked a little lonely.

“I’m a little jealous of your family.”

“Why suddenly?”

“... Actually, I lost my entire family to the heretics when I was young and started following Deshade's guidance to walk this path. Is that why? Seeing these two people so genuinely happy to see each other again, whom I thought they would never meet again, sometimes makes me wonder if I would have been like that if I had grown up in the village with my family. I wonder what I would have been doing by now if I had grown up with the most comfortable place for each other to lean on.”

Thistle told about his past.

It seems that she missed the two people very much.

This time, the bitter expression on Thistle's face as she spoke again disappeared slightly.

“Of course, it is ambiguous to say that he has no family. Deshade, who came to me after losing my parents, taught me everything on behalf of my parents. From how to write to how to speak politely to others, the clothes I'm wearing now are also imprinted with some degree of defensive magic, and I remember making them every night, stitch by stitch, according to Deshade's words.◦ #◦

“Then it is safe to say that Deshade is the father.”

“Is that so?”

“That’s right. Most of the time, I did the work that my parents would have done for me.”

“... Yes. That’s right.”

Thistle picked up the candlestick she was cleaning and looked at her face reflected in it.

“Father... Actually, I want to call him father, but I can't. Deshade is God and the one who loves all humans and must do it. So, as his apostle, I should not call him family. If that happens, I'm afraid that Deshade will become someone others don't want to approach.”

“... I see.”

Thistle was restrained.

Although Deshade is like a parent, he is ultimately between gods and humans.

Thistle, who had started to stand alone following Deshade's voice from an early age, never called him father even though Deshade came down in person and was right in front of him.

As an apostle of the Deshade Church, he was mature enough to think about the repercussions of breaking down the gap between himself and Deshade.

However, because of this, as much as Thistle restrains himself, he cannot relieve the regret contained within himself and must keep building it up.

“... So, you could say that there was actually no one I could really rely on. So, I thought I was a little envious, to the point where I was both happy and jealous of the two people meeting.”

Loneliness begins to spread across Thistle's face again.

This was not the face of Thistle, who always showed a precocious attitude and listened to others and smiled.

Thistle's face looked sad as she put down the clean candlestick and picked up the dirty candlestick again.

I hated seeing that look, that sad face.

So, I moved a little bit next to Thistle and pretended to organize nearby things and started talking vaguely.

“... I’m looking forward to it.”

“Yes?”

“You can count on me. Well, it's difficult because it's between Sisul and I.”

As we worship the same god, we can do that much.

Thistle is also like family to me.

“Uh... with those people?”

Thistle behind the veil blushes and responds.

“Yes. If you're having a hard time, feel free to lean on me. The time I had already leaned on Thistle helped me tremendously. What was that? Reminiscence? It's a ritual to chase away the devil.”

“Well, the ritual ultimately failed...”

“It wasn’t for me.”

Reminiscence.

The ritual of sleeping with Thistle ultimately did not succeed in its goal of cutting off Asmodeus.

Thistle was a little depressed for a while because of that. That I couldn't be of help.

But for me, just falling asleep with her was really helpful.

Thanks to her, I learned how good human warmth is.

She taught me that the world has a way of warming a lonely bed.

Sometimes, when I think of that time, I feel strong even after my emotions subside.

“If you feel lonely, please tell me anytime. This time, I will do the ceremony. I am also a bishop.”

Hold Thistle’s hand. It gives the warmth of my hand to my cold, wet hand.

Although Thistle was startled by my sudden action, she did not let go of my hand.

If she says she's lonely, I want to help her.

"Well, those words..."

“I think Thistle is like family to me. So feel free to lean in anytime. There is no need to envy those two people.”

"... Family?"

"Yes. Family. I always thought that I might be able to become a real family-like relationship to the Sisul I lost, but I wanted to become someone equivalent to him."

Thistle is already a precious person to me.

I am willing to be a place for her to lean on whenever she wants.

After hearing what I said, Thistle blushed again and said in embarrassment.

“Ah, that’s what it sounded like. hmm! hmm! I understood that they wanted to become a couple like the two of them...”

“Yes?”

“No! no. Family, that's right. Family... A couple and a family are two different things... Family... Anyway, thank you so much.”

Thistle must have been embarrassed, so even though it was a translucent veil that didn't completely cover her face, she put it on tightly and turned away from me.

However, he did not let go of the hand he was holding.

“Well, then... can I look forward to it a little bit? Cow, just until your hands get warm.”

“... As much as you want.”

I turn my back to the warehouse where there is a little sunlight.

I stroked her little by little so that the heat from my folded hands could be transmitted to her.

Just speak quietly.

“... If you have any difficulties, please tell me anytime.”

“... Yes.”

I can hear her heartbeat through my back.

The sound of your heart beating slightly faster.

A gap that is now familiar and longed for.

Staying in the same bed, the heartbeat that felt like my own breathing made me feel at ease.

“... Don’t solve it with alcohol.”

“Oh, that's just a hobby I've been suppressing, but it's just exploded recently... I'm sorry. I will restrain myself.”

'The purpose wasn't just to relieve stress.'

Thistle, who always seemed restrained, ended up exploding with stress somewhere.

It seems like he didn't want anyone to see that.

“... Then call me when you drink. If you drink alone, you drink without even knowing how much you are drinking. I'll be your drinking buddy whenever you want.”

'As a bishop, I should prevent our church's apostles from becoming drunkards.'

Thistle smiled, expressing gratitude for my words.

“Hehe. thank you. ... Lee Rim.”

We rested until our body temperatures became the same.

        
            The main temple of the Gaia Church collapsed, and the Church suddenly had to collect additional money from those who participated in the Day of Offering ceremony.

Thanks to this, the temple was once again checking the list of people who flocked in and collecting additional fees, and people who had not yet applied came in on the last day, so the entrance to the temple was crowded with people.

In front of such a temple, Enin could not understand what sound he was hearing.

“So, isn’t there a god there? Let’s go to that god and ask for a ritual.”

“So, I just belong to the Knights under Deshade, and the god I serve has always been Gaia?!”

“I don’t know about that, and in any case, if it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work.”

Enin is a native of the United Kingdom.

Even when he was born, he was born in the hands of midwives from the Gaia Church. He also had his own coming-of-age ceremony at the Gaia Church. He regularly stopped by on the day of the offering to tell the story of his life to Gaia God and offered up small feats.

So, as always, Enin stopped by the temple to apply to participate in the ceremony as the day of offering approached, but was rejected.

'What on earth is this...'

If it had been a reasonable excuse, Henin would have accepted it.

Since the nature of the Gaia Church is to have a tendency to reject other religions, it is understandable if the reason one was rejected is universally applied for serving or being close to other gods.

But it wasn't like that.

Right next to them are members of a small band that crossed the western desert and mountain range.

Although they worship other gods, they were standing in line to participate in the tomorrow's ceremony, the Day of Offering.

What the people at the top and the other priests were saying could clearly be heard by Enin, who was right next to him.

“So, seeing that most of them are from the Dresde area in the west, I guess they are not originally people who serve Gaia.”

“Yes. Yes. We serve Bismarck.”

“In that case, the cost of participating in the ritual is 41 gold for a total of 6 people... Since they are worshipers of a pagan religion, an additional fee of 5 gold per person is added, making it 71 gold. I always say this...”

“Do you mean that those who serve other gods will not be able to elevate their feats in the Gaia Church? I know. Because I came here last time too. Hehehe.”

A man wearing a furry hat that appears to be a top hat carefully removes a silver pot with jewels from his large sleeve so that others cannot see it and hands it to the priest.

An item worth 10 gold in the west can easily be obtained for 30 gold if sold here.

Perhaps because it was made by a renowned craftsman, the priest only saw the streamlined shape of the port and immediately hid it inside his baggy priest's uniform before changing his words.

“... Well, that's true, but since they always come to trade, there is no reason to pretend to be against our denomination. So just give me 21 gold. I will take care of the rest.”

“Oh my, thank you. Since the place we are passing through is a very dangerous place, it is important to sublimate our feat every time an opportunity like this comes!”

“What. Let’s go and have fun.”

“Thank you. Well then, goth be porn!”

“May the blessings of Goddess Gaia be with you!”

As Enin looked at the scenes that were created in an instant, he silently pointed his finger at the priest in front of him as if to look at that.

That kind of thing is happening all over the temple.

Originally, even people worshiping gods from distant and foreign countries could participate in the ritual as long as they paid money.

Although such corruption caused by high fees for participating in rituals is not common, the Gaia Church has long since tacitly allowed other pagan gods to participate in the Day of Offering events as long as they are gods served by humans, excluding evil gods. I am doing it.

However, the priest in front of Enin shakes his head and speaks firmly even after seeing such a situation.

“Hehe... Listen carefully. These are people who feel sorry that their prayers cannot reach their god because they are in a foreign land far away from this place where Gaia's status is strong. So, our denomination shows mercy and accepts their prayers in the hope that they can live a better life and that one day they will realize who the god they should truly serve is.”

The priest lifts his pen and pokes Enin’s conquest and speaks.

“But that’s different. Doesn't the Church of Deshade have its great god, Deshade, come back to life and set foot on this earth himself? Since you are a member of the knights under Deshade, please take responsibility to him. It must be a very good thing since you are dedicating your feat directly to God.”

The priest said and said, 'Next!' He shouted and pushed Enin away.

Enin eventually apologized to the people behind him who had been waiting for a long time and withdrew from the crowded temple.

I was in vain.

He rejected himself at the temple he frequently visited to pray to the god who resided in the land where he was born.

All he wants is the strength to live tomorrow, to look back on his life so far and to have time to talk to Goddess Gaia, but the priests of the god he has prayed for his whole life are pushing him away.

‘Gaia. Just, just... am I wrong in wanting to become a bigger person and help many people?'

In fact, if the goal is simply to sublimate one's feat like others, it is okay to ask Deshade.

God can naturally do what priests can do, and Enin can also receive help from Deshade, just as people who serve pagan gods sublimate their feats in the Gaia Church.

However, for Enin, the day of offering has a different meaning.

The reason Enin always goes to the Gaia Church to pray is simply because it makes him feel at ease.

I have been praying to Gaia my whole life.

After meeting Irim and deciding to live again, Enin decided to walk the difficult path and once again offered a prayer of resolve to Gaia.

Even though there was no answer, praying alone always allowed Enin to feel his own growth.

I prayed whenever I achieved something, and I prayed whenever I felt weak.

After working hard, he became a soldier and when he met Lee Rim again, he went there to offer a prayer of thanks. Even when he was chasing infidels, on the day he returned early, he prayed for others to be safe.

For Enin, Gaia was another pillar, like Irim, who was someone he could confide in and who always listened to his work.

As always, Enin just wanted to tell Gaia about his growth this year, but he was stopped by Gaia's priests.

“Ennin? What are you doing here?”

At that time, someone called Enin, who was standing blankly on the street.

A person who always wears neatly polished armor even when walking around the village, and even wears a helmet faithfully.

Even in Grace Territory, where there are many adventurers and many unique people, it is difficult not to recognize the outfit, which stands out quite prominently, so it is recognized immediately.

“Ah, Vincent.”

Vincent, a promising knight who has had a relationship with him since he was conquering the demon's castle.

He, too, was about to stop by the temple and ask about the ceremony.

“You don’t look very happy. What’s wrong?”

“Actually...”

After explaining the situation, Vincent became truly angry for Henin's sake.

“I can't believe that the people of the church would come up with such a ridiculous reason! What does it matter whether you are Gaia or Deshade? Who decides the right to pray? This is unfair! I know how hard you are trying to save people, but this shouldn't happen! Come back in with me! I have to protest!”

“It’s okay. If you make a fuss when there are so many people, it will be a nuisance to the busy people in the temple.”

Even though Henin said that, Vincent remained angry for a long time after that and eventually gave up.

“Hehe... Ah, by the way, Enin. Do you know where Deshade’s accommodation is?”

“It’s on the exact opposite side of the temple. Do you have anything to do?”

“Actually, I said before that I wanted to visit Deshade. So, I thought I would stop by when I had some free time. But even if I asked people, no one would teach me.”

It may be that only the naive Vincent didn't know, but in fact, people knew where it was but didn't tell them.

The church continues to secretly spread rumors that it is best not to get involved in matters related to the Deshade Church, so people turn their heads whenever that name comes up.

“... Well, Vincent, don’t you care about what other people think? If Vincent says he stopped by Deshade's place, the church won't say much because Vincent's position is their position, but they may express dissatisfaction.”

“I don’t care about that. Rather, Gaia is the one who does not give any answers even to the priests. And I'm looking for a God who can give me the answers to my questions. So there is only one path for me to take.”

Vincent's firm determination was enough to impress Henin.

In some ways, it is a independence that is admirable because it is a far cry from the image of a knight who unconditionally follows orders from superiors.

However, you must keep in mind that if you hit an angle, you can get hit by a stone.

No matter how talented Vincent is and how well he meets his teacher and attracts attention, if he continues to do things that the Gaia Church does not like, even the people around him, who are not very important, may fall away.

Enin was worried about him, but after seeing the knight speak so confidently, he couldn't stop him any further, so he ended up leading him to Deshade's lodgings.

When you open the door to the accommodation and enter, Astesia greets you two.

“Welcome... Ah, you're back. Did you finish your work well?”

“... Haha. If you're done with your business, you're done. It's over... though it's on the side of ”

“Yes? What do you mean... Ah, the person behind him...”

Before Astesia answered Enin, she looked at Vincent in shining armor behind her and twitched the small bat wings on the back of his head.

When Vincent saw Astesia, he got down on one knee, took off his helmet, and introduced himself to Enin.

“Nice to meet you. Little succubus girl. My name is Knight Vincent. Do you remember?”

“Ah, yes. I know your voice...”

When Astesia's stiffness disappeared after seeing Vincent's friendly appearance, he got straight to the point.

“Thank you so much for remembering me. Actually, I came here today because I wanted to meet Deshade, the god of your church. Is he inside?”

“If that's the case, you'll have to wait a little while. There are quite a few people who came to visit today... Is that okay?”

“It doesn’t matter. Then, please give me some guidance.”

“Yes. Please come this way.”

Enin stops Astesia from guiding Vincent for a moment and suggests that they take turns.

“Astecia, you’ve been working since the morning, so you’re a little tired, right? I will guide you. Please rest inside for a moment.”

“Yes? Ah, thank you.”

Enine happened to have something to say to Deshade, so he decided to guide Vincent instead.

Although the Deshade Church will hold a ceremony tomorrow, Enin told the others that he wanted to talk to God Gaia like he always did.

In fact, strictly speaking, people like Feriana Aela and Enin who are currently in the church are related to the Deshade church, and are not followers of Deshade.

The only people who are close to true believers are Bishop Lee Rim, Hwarim, whose name is only registered, and Thistle and Astesia.

In addition, Deshade himself is a person who treats others freely, so he doesn't really ask other people to serve him any more than this, and rather, he tells them to freely do what they want, so he feels a burden when he says he will visit the Gaia Church on the day of the ceremony. relieved.

However, even after Enin said that, he was rejected by the Gaia Church, which he always visited.

Because of that, in the end, Ennin had to receive the ceremony of sublimation to his feat tomorrow from Deshade again, and he had to tell Deshade about it.

“... There are a lot of people who came to see Deshade.”

“Is that so? At first, only one or two people came, but as time went by, more and more people came.”

In the dorm, as Astesia said, several other soul soldiers were already meeting Deshade.

Enine and Vincent waited for them to leave and exchanged greetings with Deshade.

        
            “There are a lot of troubled lambs coming and going today. Come here and tell me what you want to say.”

Deshade spoke with Vincent first.

Vincent has lived for his worries and for revenge, but his desire for revenge has cooled off and he talks about what he should live for.

Deshade listened to the stories he had stored in his heart and asked back.

“Hmm. So then the reason you picked up the sword is to kill others?”

“Yes? Yes... if you say so, you can say so. It's a sword I picked up for revenge.”

“However, there is something that doesn't match what I heard. So, I guess what you wanted and what you did were different from the beginning?”

“What does that mean?”

“Knight Vincent. You clearly said you took up the sword for revenge at first. But what was the cause of that revenge? Your hometown and the family that lived there were killed? Didn’t he pick up the sword out of sadness over that?”

Vincent bows his head at Deshade's words.

“That's right...”

“But even though the sadness has been diluted and the anger has lost the tip of the spear, you still hold up your sword, saying you don't know what you live for. Even though the cause he said has disappeared, the sword continues to move forward without stopping.”

“... Because that’s the only thing I know how to do.”

Deshade shakes his head at Vincent’s answer.

“No. People who think they don't really know what they live for end up doing something worse. You can choose to kill yourself, or be swayed by egoless desires and harm others, or in the worst case scenario, have your will taken away by the devil. But you didn't. Think about your responsibilities now.”

Vincent looks down at himself at God's words.

What he wears is white armor and a sword.

His teacher said that a knight should wear a long sword like this, and it is a weapon worthy of someone who took it out of the warehouse in the castle and handed it over to him.

Vincent always meticulously maintains his armor so that it does not lose its luster, checks for any broken parts, and always wears it when he goes out.

There is only one other name for himself that he always mentions.

“Article...”

“Yes. you are a knight The roles played by knights in this country are clearly defined. Although you have lost your homeland and your precious people, you are wielding your sword to sustain this moment when other people's homelands and the people they cherish still remain, and that is the role of a knight.”

“Is this the role of the engineer?”

“Vincent, noble knight. You didn't pick up a sword just to kill someone. He took up the sword to save the remaining ones. Of course, you are a contradictory being who kills to save, but you are truly a knight. And you have been carrying out your duties as a knight until now.”

“The sword I was thinking of was not the sword I knew.”

“Yes. The reason you thought you didn't know what you were living for was simply because your body was acting before you were aware of it. Now you know it in your own head and you can think from there. What will you do? Are you going to keep saving people under the name of knight? Or will you choose a different path?”

“I...”

Vincent says after thinking about it.

“I want to save people.”

“In that case, you can just continue living as you have been.”

“Same as now?”

When Vincent asks again, Deshade thinks a little more and then answers again.

“Umm... No, it’s not like that. If you want to carry out your will, doing it is a good option. Instead, keep this in mind: From the moment you perceive everything with your head rather than your body, you should not try to save only normative humans, but rather worry about how far the human being you are trying to save is human and what kind of person is human. Then again use the sword to kill, the sword to save, and do not insult their death. The role of the living is to inherit the will of the dead to live.”

Deshade said that much and paused for a moment.

“... But don't just take what I say as the words of God. God is not omnipotent and omnipotent, and in this world there are beings who surpass God. What I said is simply my opinion as a Deshade, not a god, who has seen human beings through the eyes of an apostle. Humans are beings who struggle and move forward on their own. So make the final judgment yourself. Don't be swayed by my opinions. Keep in mind that you were already moving forward from the moment you came to ask me a question.”

“...”

Vincent is distressed after hearing Deshade's words.

Although I came with a question, God gave me advice, but did not give me an answer.

Still, that was enough for Vincent.

The troubled knight's wide-spread thoughts, which he didn't even know how far they had gone, were organized by Deshade, and Vincent began to find himself in the basket of these collected thoughts.

Deshade leaves him like that and looks at Enin.

“...”

“If you don’t think it’s time to say it yet, you don’t have to say it.”

Deshade didn't bother to scold Enin.

The most important thing about concerns is when you truly want to find an answer to them and speak them out loud.

Enin remained silent for a long time before finally speaking.

This is when the sunset begins to set and the person is walking quickly to return.

“... I want to ask God.”

“Say.”

“Am I trying to have something that is incompatible?”

The difficult words came out of my mouth and I trembled.

Things that Enin had smiled and passed over in front of others until now.

Enin wants to do anything for Lee Rim, who is a mentally ill person.

Enin, who had been left behind, was impressed by Lee Rim's appearance.

So Enin decided that he wanted to follow him and eliminate the absurdities in the world, creating a world where everyone smiles.

But the reality was harsh.

Enin himself was born as a commoner and had the limitation of not being able to rise higher, and the more he helped the man, the more harshly the world treated him and himself.

“Let’s create a world where everyone smiles. This is a dream I have because I admire that person. And I want to help the person who made me have this dream. This is also my wish.”

Enin thought that two wishes could come true at the same time, but in reality, the rift between Irim and the Gaia Church is only deepening.

“I want to help the person who instilled such admiration in me, but I feel like this world was created to suppress him.”

The various restrictions on him, such as his body, growth, and orders, as well as the priests who keep him in check are like a fishbowl, trying to prevent him from jumping out of the water.

“The bishop’s story.”

“... Yes.”

Deshade quickly figured out who Ennin was talking about.

“To put it bluntly, the dream you dream is too big to fit into your small body.”

“... Are you saying it’s impossible?”

“Okay.”

Deshade made a cool-headed decision.

“You are a strong being. However, as strong as he is, he is different from others and only has one will.”

“Then you are telling me to give up...”

Enin lowered his head.

Despair.

To achieve the world he dreamed of, he is a simple person and the world is too unchanging.

But Deshade did not end his speech there.

“But if you don’t give up, you might be able to achieve it.”

“Yes?”

Hearing Deshade's words, Enine raises her head again and looks at him.

“Think of the bishop you admire and what he has done so far.”

Enin's words remind him of all his actions so far.

He says he doesn't like the thoughts of a demon girl and fights for nothing, and he voluntarily breaks away from being a soul soldier belonging to the military and moves to being a soul soldier in the church, becoming more free and trying to save Aila even in a desperate situation. He is the one who sneaked into the Gaia Church and fought with the Paladin for Astesia, who wanted to leave the castle gate and wanted to meet her friend.

“He is self-indulgent, radical, and even though he says he doesn't want to die because it hurts, he sometimes doesn't value life. Rather than moving for the sake of others, it moves precisely to satisfy one's own desires.”

“It’s a little bit difficult.”

I never get tired of seeing him complaining under the pretense of reporting what happened that day to his boss.

Even though Enine sometimes seemed troubled by Irim's actions, she always smiled because she knew that Irim was a person who never did anything negative.

“If the little things he changes come together, it will become the world you want. The person you longed for will become the move to create the world you desire. Whether he intended it or not, his actions will create a world that you could not achieve.”

Deshade stood up and snapped his fingers, looking at the candles inside the darkened dorm.

Karang!

Instead of a clicking sound, a small power is revealed in the beautiful sound of the fingers of the gauntlet hitting each other.

As soon as he snapped his fingers, the dark dorm became bright.

The darkness that had filled Enin's eyes suddenly lighted up, presenting a bright interior to her eyes.

“You don’t have to achieve both things on your own. You only have to do one thing. All you have to do is trust him and support his choices. As long as you support him, the bishop will continue to strive to fulfill his desires. And, miraculously, the direction of that desire will be towards the world you wanted. So, if you become a constant for him, he will always remember where you are and find the courage to come back.”

“I... are you saying I just have to do it the way I am now?”

“That’s right. All you have to do is make sure that the direction the bishop wants to go does not waver.”

“A supporting being...”

“Your choice to choose him was not wrong.”

Deshade sat down again and added a small word.

“Well, the problem is that the constellation is a bit vulnerable...”

“Yes?”

“Hmm, hmm! no. Anyway, don't try to shoulder it all yourself. If you move with the thought of supporting him rather than returning the favor, what you were incompatible with will naturally and truly come true.”

Enine began to ponder Deshade's words again, and Deshade let her go and helped Vincent up.

“Well, it's late, so it would be better to go back. You too will have your own bed.”

“Ah! It's already time... Longsword will be waiting. Thank you, Deshade. I think it was a really good choice for me to come here today.”

After Vincent left, only Enine, Deshade, and Astesia remained on the first floor.

“D, Deshade. Shall we prepare dinner soon?”

Astesia noticed and asked Deshade what to do, but Deshade gave a slightly different answer.

“No, little believer. You must have had a hard time today, so let's go up to the second floor and rest for a while before coming down. Until the others return.”

“Yes? Ah, but I took a short break earlier and I'm not tired enough to take a break yet...”

“Please listen to the words of God who cares about your health.”

“Ah, yes...”

Soon Astesia and Deshade went up to the second floor, leaving Enin alone.

“Yes. A sustaining entity. A being that is always there.”

match!

Enin slaps his cheek loudly and stands up.

“Let’s be someone who always trusts that person’s choice.”

After a while, Irim came in, and Enin smiled brightly and said.

“You went there. Lee Rim.”

        
            Day of offering.

It is the time when the starlight shines most brightly at dawn, but it is also a time when people must be a little cautious when walking down dark paths.

People stand in line from the streets to the temple, relying on the white magic lanterns hung by the religious order.

Although some of the buildings of the Gaia Church collapsed, the entire Church did not collapse.

The ceremony proceeds.

Priests receive proof cards issued in advance from people, sprinkle holy water on their heads, and then let them in, while paladins are armed outside the temple and are guarding the elder on the platform.

'It looks like you tricked the Paladin somehow.'

Elder Cason did not die.

Although the Grand Elder had a bandage wrapped around his arm and didn't look very good, he was still alive.

There is no way a paladin who was an overly devout believer would have passed over matters related to paganism.

Knowing that he was devout, the elder probably used his snake-like tongue to trick him into escaping the iron fist of judgment.

Otherwise, the Great Elder would not have been able to sit on the high platform installed outdoors and the pure white throne on top of it and greet people as if he were a god.

People enter the temple carrying vessels to be used in the ritual.

They are symbolic ceremonial vessels that replace the invisible vessels of the soul.

'If that's a gap, is it a gap?'

The vessels used in ceremonies that are only used once in a while are given great care as they carry important meaning.

Nobles bring luxurious vessels decorated with all kinds of jewels, while commoners and refugees line up in front of the temple with the best, even shabby, wooden vessels they have.

The luxury of the different vessels seemed to symbolize the differences in their power to elevate their feats.

“Oppa, what are you doing? We need to prepare quickly too.”

“Yes. Let’s go.”

I was looking at this scene through the window in the hallway on the second floor and went down when Peria called.

Today is not a day for the Gaia Church.

Our denomination also holds ceremonies on the same day as theirs.

As for the day of offering, the Gaia Church chooses the day that is most convenient for them, so there is no reason for us to accommodate it, but today is the busiest day for them so they can comfortably perform the ceremony without being noticed.

“Now, everyone wear this!”

After lighting all the candles in the dark hall, Aila showed us some black clothes.

“What is this?”

“It occurred to me while I was teaching Feria how to sew, and I thought it would be nice if our clothes were uniform like them! So I made a uniform!”

Everyone receives the clothes Aila made and unfolds them.

Black uniforms that seem to counter the pure white priestly uniforms of the Gaia Church.

Although it is dark, it doesn't feel dull.

Astesia's clothes are a miniature version of Thistle's clothes, a black nun-like outfit with a white veil.

Enin, Hwarim, and I, who serve as knights of the church, were given black knight uniforms with white fabric accents.

Aila is proud as she sorts the clothes one by one and puts them on our arms.

“Uniform of the ‘Shallow Grave’ Knights. How about it?”

“It’s cool. When did you get the sizes adjusted again?”

“When everyone is sleeping?”

“... Time to sleep?”

“Yes! It looked busy, so I just went in at night and measured the size!”

'It gives me goosebumps.'

Even though I sleep with the door closed, I don't lock it at all, so the thought of Aila coming in and out without me knowing gives me goosebumps.

“Uh, when will something like that happen again... Ah, thank you though.”

“Thank you, but I would appreciate it if you could tell me about that in advance.”

“You really... From now on, never enter the room on your own.”

Although Astesia was embarrassed, she hugged the clothes tightly and expressed her gratitude, while Enin and Hwarim each reprimanded them for seeming to be dumbfounded when they heard those words.

But Aila makes an excuse, saying she had her own reasons.

“Pi... But I think Hwarim would never have given permission. Every time I talk to him, he makes a tic and says, 'I don't like it.' 'Go over there.' 'Shut up.' All they said was this.”

When Aila imitated Hwa-rim's unique expression of extreme disgust that he only shows to Aila, Hwa-rim also seemed to feel a little sorry and apologized for some reason.

“... I won’t do that again.”

“Really? Is that what you said?”

“... Yes.”

After that, we decided to create a clear atmosphere before holding the ceremony.

“Then, now that it’s like this, let’s wear these clothes and perform the ritual.”

Compared to the clothes we are wearing now, I liked it quite a bit, so I decided to try it on to check the fit.

After going into the room with each person's clothes, a while later, everyone came out and stood together, and it seemed that similar clothes were uniform and looked very good.

However, I became suspicious when I saw Aila, who had given us clothes, wearing a knight's uniform made in her own size.

“Huh? Didn't you say it was a knight's uniform? Aila, are you going to wear that too?”

“Are you just trying to ostracize me? Lee Rim didn’t look at me like that!”

“No, that’s not what you’re saying. You should join the Knights, too? It doesn't matter to us, but we were wondering if there would be any problems from your hometown's perspective.”

I'm glad that Aila decided to make and wear the same clothes as us, but I'm worried that problems might arise in the future.

First of all, from the perspective of the entire elf race, will the elves be the first person to make a deal with the elves after Peria sees Eila? I brought up the story.

Since I have never met another friendly elf before, I think they must have their own policies regarding diplomatic relations with humans, but I think Aela is arbitrarily breaking them.

Moreover, if she starts helping us in earnest, Aila may also become a target of surveillance.

Aila may have been acting in the position of a helper whose personal information was ambiguous, so she may not have been noticed by guards, but if Aila goes around wearing the same uniform as us from now on, her presence will be clearly detected by surrounding guards. It will be counted as a number.

Since the skill is so good, the probability of something like that happening is low, but it could be dangerous if the magic is broken in the middle of the village, or if suspicions are raised about the unclear location and a full-fledged investigation is conducted.

I shared some of my concerns with Ayla, but she simply gave me a dismissive response.

“It’s okay! Because I told you to have fun during your vacation! Lee Rim, don’t you trust me?”

“Well, it's not that I don't believe it, but... yeah. I'm sure you'll take care of it.”

'If he says he's okay, it doesn't matter.'

If you're that confident, I'd be embarrassed for worrying about you.

If someone asks, I think it would be okay to say that we expanded the number of people by interviewing one adventurer.

After hearing the answer, I turned around and looked at other people's clothes, and then my eyes fell on Peria on one side.

Unlike us, Peria was dressed in her usual trickster outfit and was helping Astesia adjust her clothes.

“Hmm... Do you have any Peria clothes?”

“I was thinking about making it too, but Peria is good.”

Peria listens to me and Aila's story and points to her suit.

“Because I am a trickster, it is better for me to remain in the position of a helper who provides information to the cult and to keep any further information from being known. And I have a trickster suit, so it's okay.”

“Really? It’s a little disappointing.”

If we are the beings that appear on the surface, Peria is always the brain behind the scenes, bringing us news and making plans for us.

There was a reason why Peria always went in and out through the window rather than the front door, taking advantage of the weakened gaze of the guards watching our church.

If Peria says something like that, it would be better to follow it.

From now on, we will do our best not to lose to the Gaia Church.

After everyone gets dressed neatly, they light the candlesticks that Thistle had diligently cleaned.

It's a bit disappointing that it's a cheap iron candlestick that doesn't look like Gaia's candlesticks made of shiny gold.

So, we advocated the theory that what thistle lacks in grandeur can be made up for with numbers, so we placed a large number of iron candlesticks on the first floor of the lodgings.

Thanks to that, he became a minister.

Grumbling-

“Wow, you’re not coming in wearing this, are you?”

“Oh, really~ There won’t be any citizens on our side at this time?”

The hall is filled with candlesticks that can hold 3 to 5 candles, and thanks to this, more than 100 candles are burning, giving it a similar feel to the Gaia Church.

If you look in from the outside, it looks like there's a fire.

Deshade, who was upstairs, must have felt the light getting brighter below and came down the stairs.

“Are all preparations completed?”

“Yes. How was your business?”

“No answer came back.”

The Day of Offering is a day when great achievements are sublimated to Gaia.

That is why it is said to be the time when the boundary between gods and humans becomes thinnest.

Deshade said he would use this time to talk to Goddess Gaia, and while we were preparing for the ritual, he tried talking to Gaia upstairs, but it didn't seem to have good results.

“I just felt an emotion.”

“Do you mean emotions?”

“Yes. He was angry.”

“Anger...”

The Day of Offering is definitely a day when believers who worship Gaia dedicate great works to the goddess Gaia.

'Even though it's such a happy day, God is angry.'

Who is the anger directed at?

Is it anger toward the corrupt priests who serve him?

Or is it anger towards his natural enemies, the devils?

I don't know which one it is.

Anger is just an emotion, and Goddess Gaia did not say anything more to Deshade.

'So there's no way I could know.'

It has nothing to do with me anyway.

I thought, let's not try to dig too deep.

Deshade is guided alone.

“Then let’s go to the ceremony.”

“Let’s do that.”

Preparations for the ceremony are now complete.

Deshade stood in the middle of the hall surrounded by candles, and Thistle and I stood next to him, swords on the ground.

Others kneel and surround the descended body of the god, who takes on the form of black armor.

“I will begin the ritual now.”

The church's first ceremony begins with Thistle's voice.

        
            “Ennin. Please come forward.”

“Yes.”

Following Thistle's guidance, Enin stands up first and kneels in front of Deshade.

“The knight of the order, the one in charge of the chapter.”

Deshade opened his mouth.

After the ritual began, God's voice was not like that of an ordinary person.

The voice that echoed through the hall in two layers contained a sublime beauty even though Deshade's appearance did not change, and it also contained a dignity that naturally made me and others bow to their knees.

“Your strong body and sincerity became the support that firmly supported the vessel of the soul.”

“These are words of high praise.”

When Deshade touched Ennin's head, light began to flow into his gloves.

“I am in awe of your steel-like solidity. Because of the greatness you have achieved for yourself, you have awakened as a being capable of manipulating magical power.”

“This was possible thanks to the help of those who supported me.”

Enin can now store the magic power contained in a sturdy vessel into a weapon.

“Bishop. Please tell me.”

“Yes.”

Deshade made a golden string and gave it to me.

Deshade says as I take the string and wrap it around Enin’s wrist.

“I received your feat. I will respond to this. I will remind you of the courage to take a step forward to protect others when it is inevitable that everyone must step back.”

“Thank you for God’s grace.”

Indomitable Veil.

A pale green film appeared, wrapped around Enin's body, and disappeared.

Soon Enin stepped away and Peria took off her hat, set it aside, then came forward and knelt down.

“Prodigal son of the god of knowledge. That windy, free spirit is shackled.”

As Deshade took turns looking at the silver bracelets on Peria and me, Peria slightly raised her head and answered.

“That’s right. It's a problem because the shackles have a few teeth on the end.”

'That's real.'

Peria looks up at me and sticks out her tongue.

Deshade asks Peria what she hopes for in a serious voice.

“This is the work of spirits who ran away to where the stars are. Trickster. Do you want those shackles taken off?”

Peria stiffened for a moment at Deshade's words and then answered.

“... No. These shackles are also the shackles that create my destiny. I dare say that thanks to him, I gained a real family.”

'... I looked at it.'

After it was over, I thought about giving him a honey chestnut, but when I heard that, I felt embarrassed.

Deshade puts his hand on Peria's head.

“Trickster. There are many people who want to harm you who are chirping about fate. However, even in the midst of such danger, you have done well without the slightest fear in walking your own path.”

“I was not without fear. I just knew it, but I just endured it. Because what we do doesn’t just bring happiness.”

What tricksters do is not for justice.

They just calculate their own profits and losses, accumulate wealth and create an environment that will not be swayed by fate.

Still, what they do for their own desires is, ironically, a tightrope walk that keeps the dialogue between races from falling apart.

“I want to heal the body of the foretold future, but my strength is not enough to tamper with the blood of a demon. So I will give you another strength.”

“I am already honored that God cares about me.”

Deshade created a golden string again.

“You who can capture magical power with your five excellent senses. Even if you wanted to use that power to your fullest potential, it would have been difficult because the spirit of dawn you had contracted with had died. So, let me remind you so that you can unleash your power to uncover danger.”

“You’re reminding me of the current issue, I don’t know what to do.”

Veil off.

The pattern under Peria's eyes changed to an intense water color and then disappeared.

Next came Astesia.

“A little warrior who was ready to sacrifice his life for everyone. And a human being with a heart that is purer than anyone else. Although you are of demon blood, Deshade, I know that you have a stronger heart than anyone else in the city.”

“Wow, this is too much praise.”

Astesia blushed and lowered her head even more, as if she was embarrassed.

Deshade bows down to Astesia and comes a little closer to talk.

“I know that one day you will completely escape the devil's whispers and become a talent comparable to those called saints. You can do it. No, it will happen.”

“Yes, yes? Ah yes. Okay...”

“This is a promise to God, can you confirm it?”

“Yes, yes! Yes, we will do our best!”

“Let’s just stop there.”

Before Deshade speaks, he grabs Astesia's shoulder and pulls away his obsession.

While Deshade was a little distracted, he took advantage of the opportunity and tried to work under him to screw Asmodeus.

“Hmm... Anyway, you saved countless people. This applies not only to races that call themselves humans, but also to demons.”

“I just wanted to do justice to those who raised me and repay those who gave me birth.”

Even though Astesia was afraid and betrayed, she did not blame them.

Astesia is a strong child.

In fact, I dragged Asmodeus to the place where the demons were and made a fuss afterward, but if Astesia had really gone on a normal rampage, more damage would have been caused.

“You who have tried to choose your own justice or death will need the strength to help you achieve that sense of justice more than anything else. I will awaken the voice that conveys sincerity to others.”

“Thank you.”

Holy Order.

A golden string wrapped around Astesia's neck and disappeared.

Seeing that Deshade did it himself without having to go through me, it seems he is still conscious of Asmodeus.

After Astesia steps away, Thistle calls the next person.

“Aila. Please come this way.”

“Huh, me?”

When Thistle calls Aila, Aila responds in confusion.

“Hmm... I know that, but I'll say it one more time. We elves are a race that abandoned God ourselves?”

“It’s okay. Although the culture is different from the elves, trust me.”

Thistle smiled and responded to Aila's hesitant appearance, and Deshade also told Aila not to worry and told her to come in front of him.

“It doesn’t matter if you don’t serve me. You can think of it as a repayment for helping my believers.”

“Then what...”

Deshade speaks as Aila cautiously comes forward and kneels in front of Deshade.

“A race that has forsaken God. You don't have to worry about what other races say. I don't know if that's something that can be condemned from the world's perspective. But I don't think so. You are the ones who have shown the end of true humanity. That choice is the future you created because you truly dreamed of freedom, so don’t be ashamed.”

“... I may not be qualified, but on behalf of the elves, I say thank you.”

Deshade placed his hand on Aela's head.

“The consciousness of sublimation of great achievements only leads to a shortcut to growth. Believers of the Gaia Church or other gods think that God gives them grace directly, but in fact, all of these things can be achieved through magic or personal training.”

It is said that there is a way to strengthen a feat by making it your own without dedicating it to the gods.

Some say that consciousness is nothing more than a shortcut to becoming stronger a little faster through a deal with God.

The soul is yours only.

Changing it is entirely possible if you have your own will and effort.

“We elves realized this in unison, so we abandoned God and opened the way through expedient means.”

'Are you talking about the secret of the elves' strength?'

Elves are the race with the best balance of physical abilities among the races made of matter.

I have now heard a glimpse of the secret.

However, I would never think of saying that somewhere else.

Because that's not the way to be a friend.

Deshade tried to remove his hand from his head but stopped.

“... I didn't notice this. I can't believe you had the same restraints as that trickster.”

“... Ugh. Did you get caught?”

“Couple’s vow? Just looking at its composition, isn't this magic similar to a curse? Why on earth did you end up like this? It's even connected to a bishop.”

“Ah... hehe. There were some circumstances.”

'Ah, I guess I found it.'

Deshade's words were questioned by other people who were not familiar with the contract between Aila and I.

“Irim, what did you mean?”

“Ma, that’s right! Lee Lim. Is this your first time hearing this?”

Hwarim and Enin quickly started asking me questions.

As other people start to look at me wondering what's going on, I start to break into a cold sweat.

“Uh... no, I have some work to do.”

After that, it was necessary to take a moment to explain the situation.

...

While they were roughly explaining what happened with Aila, Deshade and Aila's ceremony came to an end.

“Since you already have your own methods, it will be difficult to awaken great blessings. Instead, I'll give you a little touch on the magic that's already imprinted on your body. In the form of accumulating pain and turning it into power. If anything, it can take away that pain as well.”

“Well, I'm really bad at magic, so I'd appreciate it if you could help me. But you can leave the pain alone! It brings me tremendous joy to have that!”

‘It’s a perverted elf. 'You're a perverted elf.'

Aila chose to refuse Deshade's offer to eliminate the side effects.

“I don’t understand. I'm the type of person who takes the trouble to do it. I get it. I will fulfill your wish.”

feedback.

The sign of Deshade appeared on the back of Aela's hand.

After that, Thistle called Hwarim.

At this point, there really isn't much Deshade can do.

Because Hwarim is a soul disease like me.

Hwarim stepped forward and grumbled at Deshade.

“... I don't think it's any different.”

The gods here have limited ways to interfere with the souls of this world.

Therefore, it is not possible to awaken divine protection using general methods.

“That’s right. For you who have nothing, I cannot directly repair your soul in exchange for feats like the others, nor can I use the expedient of infusing power into the bishop's artifact over there.”

This is why soul sufferers feel lonely on the day of offering.

The day of offering, when the limits and discrimination in what can be received from God is clearly revealed, feels like a deep barrier between the people here and the mentally ill.

Deshade also knew that, so he said something else.

“So, let me ask you a favor.”

“Hmm? Please?”

“Yes. This is a request from God. I know very well what you think of the bishop.”

Hwarim flinched for a moment at Deshade’s words and then answered.

“... So, you’re going to use that as an excuse to ask for a favor?”

“That’s not true. I have no intention of telling you what's on your mind. I just ask that other people pay just as much attention to it. The bishop, the apostle, the little succubus, and everyone around them.”

Hwa-rim frowns, as if she wasn't happy with Deshade's words.

“It seems like you are trying to place the burden only on me. I don't really like it though.”

“That’s why it’s called a favor. Because I think that if I ever disappear, you are the person I can trust and support the most.”

“... Surprisingly. I've never shown you anything like that...”

When Deshade suddenly sounded anxious, Hwarim responded as if she was surprised.

Thistle also heard the sound and was surprised.

“Deshade. Why are you suddenly saying that? Please don’t sound anxious.”

“I was just talking about what if.”

'Did you see something?'

His eyes, or rather the blue glow of the god in his helmet, seemed not to be looking forward.

Deshade's eyes kept swinging slightly from side to side, as if he was chasing something far away.

Gods often use their followers to gather information.

They may suffer losses if it is too late, or they may gain access to information early and try to expand their power.

So they prove that they are not omnipotent and omnipotent through their own actions.

However, this also means that it is possible to demonstrate abilities close to omnipotence.

If they fill in only the shortcomings that are closest to the concept with external power, they can piece together as many pieces of information as possible and achieve it with foresight.

So now I'm wondering if Deshade has seen something about the future.

“... I don't like the idea of getting nothing in return, but I'll accept it.”

“Thank you.”

When Hwarim retreated, Deshade made Thistle and me come in front of him.

It looks like the ritual will be completed by doing both of us at once.

“Apostle and Bishop.”

“I will follow God’s call.”

“Tell me.”

“You made me wait a long time.”

I am on the left of Deshade, and Thistle is on the right.

We strengthen the hand holding the sword and wait for God's words.

“Pillars of the Order, show your weapons.”

The final stage of the ritual has begun.

        
            Thistle holds her claymore, and I hold the magic sword with both hands and raise it to Diseide.

Deshade first placed his hand on Thistle's claymore.

“Apostle.”

“Yes. God.”

The conversation did not continue immediately.

Between them, unknown to us, all the emotions of the time spent between Thistle meeting Deshade and coming here were intertwined in that short period of time.

The two people talk after fully enjoying the afterglow of their memories.

“It took a long time.”

“Compared to the length of life, it was just a fleeting moment.”

“I’m sorry for leading you down a difficult path when you weren’t even 10 years old. Compared to the life ahead, it may only be a moment, but considering your age, it was a time when you could say that you devoted your whole body and soul to me for the rest of your life.”

“I have no regrets. If God had not guided me, I would have already lost my life, would not have grown, and would not have met these people.”

“I just gave you a heavy sword when you were young and made you a lonely pilgrim.”

“If you tell me to complain, I will complain. But that would be a false complaint. I absolutely don't think so. The path I walked was a safe path illuminated by a lamp of hope named Deshade.”

The child who rose from the ruins picked up a heavy sword and set off on his way to make God appear.

The young girl became an adult, carefully stepping down a dark path.

Sometimes I cried in the dark, sometimes I endured hunger by biting my lip and drinking blood, and sometimes I lived under the dark night sky, relying on the light of the sword reflected in the starlight to cut down enemies.

Thistle grew up holding on to the invisible hand of God.

Eventually, the young pilgrim carved the tree of his life and created a pillar called a religious order.

If this is not a great achievement, then what on earth is an achievement?

“The weapon given to you was just a humble weapon sent by a newborn, powerless god. However, you made it into a holy sword with your own power and achieved a great feat. Now, by receiving that achievement, I will awaken the corresponding power.”

“I took advantage of the opportunity that God gave me. Please take it away.”

Particles of light flow from the claymore and begin to surround Deshade's armor.

The feats that Thistle has achieved so far.

These are the feats that Thistle accumulated through a lifetime of wielding a sword, helping others, and following the traces of heretics.

Soon, Deshade gathered all the feats that came out with one hand and brought them to Thistle's head.

Flash-

A light source appeared.

But it wasn't dazzling.

As the sphere of light enveloped Thistle's entire body and began to shimmer upward into the sky, the hood and veil were removed, and platinum-colored hair appeared.

The divine power surrounding her body seemed warm.

Unlike the terrifying white flame that the Paladin wielded to condemn, it was a power that could even soften the hearts of those who looked at it.

“Apostle. Be the shield of those who choose, move forward, and persevere. I will give you the strength to protect what you have achieved.”

“ will sacrifice my whole body to protect the denomination.”

The moment thistle woke up, I felt intuitively that my body had changed.

Awakening as a true apostle, not just an apostle in name.

'The power I felt from Paladin.'

There may be differences, but at least that's how I felt.

It is clear that Thistle has become stronger than before.

The determination in her eyes was different from before.

Deshade heard Thistle's answer and placed his hand on her shoulder.

“Hmm. Well, it's good to protect the religious order, but don't sacrifice your whole life.”

“Yes?”

“Apostle. I was told to protect it, but what would you do by sacrificing your life just for someone else's life? I believe that as a human being, you should also live your life faithfully.”

“Yes, yes...”

“Apostle, you too should love and have children. To be honest, I think it would be enough for our denomination to be comprised of only a few beautiful people, rather than just being crowded with numbers like the Gaia denomination over there.”

'It's starting again.'

Everyone looked dumbfounded at the sudden bombshell.

Sometimes people feel more embarrassed when they see the embarrassing behavior of others next to them.

Astesia seems to be completely covering her face right now, and Hwarim is muttering quietly, 'That's why I can't like that god.'

I ignored the fact that it seemed to contain profanity, thinking it was just my mood.

The serious atmosphere is suddenly broken, so he protests to Deshade.

“No, really Deshade, why are you having a seizure again at a time like this? If you really want to look dignified, put on a candle like that.”

“But you speak directly. This is important. Among humans, aren't there a lot of people who miss out on soulfulness and suffer from heartache because they practice magic or focus on martial arts?”

“Well, that’s right. Usually, in such cases, it seems to be due to personality issues.”

At least that's the case as far as I know.

This is when your ideals are too high and you cannot compromise with reality, or when there is no one who will accept your personality.

“That’s it. I am worried that our Apostle will be so focused on serving Me that he will neglect his own life. Of course, unlike those people, our apostle has a good personality and good looks because I trained him well since he was young. Beauty will continue not only for the second generation but also for the next generation.”

'I'm not some kind of crazy dad.'

The ritual isn't even over yet, but when I see Deshade doing that again, I'm starting to lose consciousness.

“However, despite retaining its beauty, if an apostle is too devoted to his work as a priest and loses his salary, it is a huge loss to the world.”

“Yes, yes. Is that so?”

At this point, the correct answer is to roughly answer the question of when it will end.

But Deshade says, focusing the pair of blue eyes in his helmet precisely on my eyes.

“Speaker, I will definitely tell you that the Apostle is a woman who will hold your hand and smile at you until you die.”

'It's so absurd, really.'

The arrow that Palbulchul shot flew towards me. And Thistle, who was hanging there, blushed and said in surprise.

“D, Deshade, what are you talking about?!”

“Ma, that’s right. There is also Sisul’s opinion.”

“Irim. Just ignore it. Has that god been speaking nonsense for a day or two?”

“Irim. Important matters such as marriage must be handled carefully. Did you know? Be cautious.”

There was strong opposition from everyone except Aila and Peria.

Just the two of them gathered in the back, watching us and laughing as if they were watching a play.

Well, making a decision like this without even asking the doctor feels like an arranged marriage like you only see in dramas, so it's a bit uncomfortable.

Although I don't think Deshade said that to completely capture me.

“I decline.”

As I answered, Thistle's shoulders slumped slightly.

“You may say this because we have everyone, but I think of everyone here as my family. However, if I made up my mind to have a special relationship with one person, wouldn't I end up distinguishing the most precious person among the people I considered family? I can't do that. Everyone around me is precious to me right now.”

It's a little embarrassing, but this is my belief.

The fence where I thought I would be alone for the rest of my life has now widened.

I thought that if I were alone, my life would be mine no matter what, but since many people came into my circle, I decided to live my life protecting them.

“... What a sinful bishop.”

“It’s a sin, you can make a living by making it.”

Because people cannot be clean at all times.

“Got it. Like you said, being a doctor is important, but-”

Deshade this time grabs my shoulder tightly with his cold gauntlet and speaks.

“If someone who has firmly decided their opinion speaks up, do not run away and answer clearly. Just keep that in mind.”

“... I understand.”

Deshade seems to be convinced that I am marrying someone.

I appreciate the advice, but I wonder if I'll ever start a family with someone for a while.

I need to get out of this cycle of soul disease, but I don't know how many years it will take.

Moreover, without a vision of completely succeeding in escaping from the Kingdom Union, which is a priority, stories like marriage only feel like a distant future.

I think something like that will only come to me when I can enjoy my own happiness.

After Deshade completely completed Thistle's ritual, he left me alone.

“Hmm... Then, if you just do it, Bishop, the ceremony will be over.”

“Huh... Yes. Let's do it. But since the atmosphere and everything is already over, let’s end it briefly. I have to leave soon, too.”

“It’s okay! All you have to do is walk a little faster, so why not go and see everything!”

There was a little commotion.

It seems like everyone is busy trying to get rid of the grass seed-like comments that Deshade has sown in their thoughts.

No one cares about this anymore. Even Thistle goes to one side and mutters.

“Bishop. Show me your sword.”

He holds out his sword to Deshade.

“You have harmed many lives. The vessel of the soul has become much larger than when I first touched it.”

“Is it a sin?”

I don't treat pagans like people, but their basis is people.

In addition, they killed many people, whether demons or orcs, or people who thought they were people.

“No, just doing harm is not a sin. Human history is made up of struggles. The world continues by burning countless lives, turning them into flames and using them as a driving force. Someone's actions to achieve a dream and someone else's dream being trampled are ultimately a process of fate that is bound to happen and will happen in the past, now, and in the future.”

“Of course.”

There comes a time when you have to kill in order not to die.

Our God is not a god who enforces strict yet universal justice like real religions.

This is because the world is not generous enough for that to be accepted.

This is a world where I often have useless philosophical thoughts about what justice really is.

“Bishop. I have only one thing to say to you. There is one thing that members of our denomination must protect: they must point their weapons at the other person, but do not insult those who died while faithfully dreaming their dreams. The living should not be further insulted. As long as you keep that, no matter how you live, it is your heart.”

“... I will keep this in mind.”

There is no separate reason to kill the heretics.

They catch people, skin them, boil them and eat them, and make their own chairs out of the bones.

People who die like that cannot have peace of mind even after death.

People who may have had gods they believed in believe that they live a new life after death, or that they return to the arms of the god they serve, and that may actually be the case, but if nothing else, souls sacrificed to the devil by pagans are certain to go to hell. It turns into food for the demons that exist.

The next thing disappears.

After giving me clear advice, Deshade entered the stage of full-fledged consciousness.

However, as expected, spiritual illness comes with limitations.

“I actually came this far, but I don’t have much to tell you.”

“Well, I already received divine power once before. Because of Deshade's blessings, I was able to move against the Slayer without stopping until the very end. Thank you for your help at this very important moment.”

“Helping you on the path you want to walk is the only thing I can do and what I like to do, so you don’t have to be thankful. And the protection given by God or other beings is of no use if one's own will is not strong. When they are put into effect, it is presupposed that one's mind is in a solid state.”

“... Didn’t you give him divine protection because you didn’t like being pushed out by Asmodeus?”

“... Avoid using the power of the devil if possible. If he tries to lure you by saying he wants to come down, report it to me right away.”

Doesn't say much about whether it looks right or not.

Deshade seems to still be very conscious of Asmodeus.

After saying that, Deshade returned the sword to me and looked into my soul.

“The soul of the bishop himself... is of course insignificant compared to the souls contained in the sword.”

“... Unlike other people, he is unable to achieve feats on his own.”

“That’s right. The more you look at soul disease, the more uncomfortable and yet amazing it becomes. I think it's amazing that human power was able to control the laws of the world, but I still don't understand why they kept it locked like this. It's a shame that even I, a rookie, can't touch it. As of now, there seems to be a limit to containing more than my basic protection.”

“Can you star? They say you can't touch a soul from another world.”

As expected, at the moment when he was unable to receive any special power and wondered if he should ask for at least more divine power to be infused into the artifact, Deshade suddenly snapped his fingers and raised his head.

Karang!

“... No, there is no way, is there?”

“What is it?”

Instead of answering, Deshade put his hands together and created a golden cross pattern.

It is a round ring made by overlapping two or three layers of the string that was previously hung on the wrist.

“I will lay this on your soul.”

“... Put it on? They say you can't touch the soul?”

'I think I said that the soul is a delicate thing and should not be touched carelessly. No, does that mean it doesn't matter as long as it doesn't break?'

Deshade slowly approached me holding the ring.

“It’s okay. Normally, it's a power that can only be given if you're qualified enough... but who cares? If it's temporary, it'll be fine.”

“So, what is it?”

“It’s called a halo or halo. Although it is a cute size.”

When Deshade placed it on my head, the Halo stayed in the air, maintaining a certain distance from the top of my head, as if it were fixed to my head.

When I try to touch it, Deshade stops me.

“You’d better be careful. You can understand it as another brain. Of course, it is much stronger than a human head, but if it receives a strong impact, it will break just like the head.”

'What is this again?'

After hearing Deshade's words, I had no choice but to retract my fingers that were trying to hold Halo.

“No, you have to give me something good. What if you give me one more weakness?”

“It was an attempt to make our bishop, who sometimes behaves erratically, feel better. Don't worry. It is the same as your artifact. Just take it out when you want to use it, and put it back in when you don't need it.”

After hearing Deshade's words and concentrating, the Halo soon disappeared.

“Even if you say I have two brains, I have no idea how to use them.”

“Well, let’s find out for ourselves gradually. You may have forgotten, but I am a newly born god, so this is my first time making it or giving it to someone.”

I feel like I was being hard-sold by a salesman who has never used a product before.

“... Well, it's probably not a bad thing. So, I guess it was given to me.”

‘Halo. 'How do I write it?'

Since our god was so unsatisfactory, we decided to investigate this separately later.

I think Peria would know better.

After imprinting Halo on my soul, Deshade takes a step back and speaks seriously.

“Bishop.”

“Yes.”

“You will be my sword. A sword that carries out my duty.”

“... I am already a sword. Because I made an oath. I don't know anything else, but I will definitely stop the devil from coming.”

Deshade seemed like he would end his sentence there, but he asked me to promise him one last time.

“... While doing so, I think it would be good if I could completely escape the devil's temptation.”

“I want to do that too, but Asmodeus doesn't go beyond providing me with the power I need. I'm just going to do it and use my strength.”

“Tsk! It's like a damn devil, and I knew I could have gotten rid of it if I had just come over here. Anyway, just keep that in mind.”

“Okay.”

With those last words, the ceremony ended.

Just then, the moon had completely disappeared and the morning had come, so the ceremony was over and the people of the Gaia Church began to return to their homes. Aila was among the crowd and left while being seen off by us.

"Then I’ll come back!"

As I watched him run, I was worried that the bottle would shake and break, but he told me not to worry and the sight of him running faster made my heart pound.

I hope you arrived safely. As a bonus, I got someone who speaks well.

‘Do I really have to fail? He assured me to only trust him.'

        
            In the few days between Aila's departure and return, we prepare to go on a trip.

Since about 5 days have passed, it is highly likely that Aila will arrive today or tomorrow.

Hwarim and I briefly returned to the barracks to check whether the engraved orders were working properly.

The officer in charge of mental illness in the barracks confirmed that we had received permission from the commander of the corps, opened a huge law book containing the rules for soul illness, checked the relevant precautions, and once again wrote the rules by hand on paper to make sure there were no loopholes. I checked carefully to make sure it wasn't.

He then goes out into the open air with his adjutant and us, draws a circle around us on the ground, takes the atir, and gives the command:

“Okay, next we will examine the rules regarding borders. From now on, the outside of this circle I drew is outside the Kingdom Union.”

As the officer spoke, Atyr began to glow in response to the symbol on our necks, and he entered the next phase.

“Now, try to get out of this circle.”

“Hmm...”

Crackling-

As Hwarim and I try to leave the circle, as expected, a burden comes to mind.

“... I can't do it. It would be more correct to say that I don't want to do it.”

Hwarim first tried to stretch his feet as far out as possible, but eventually gave up, probably because the pain in his head was getting worse.

“... Me too.”

If I were to be more greedy here, the order would be broken if Asmodeus' imprint reacts, but I didn't do that on purpose.

“It is done. It's working normally. Then, I will give another command, so please listen carefully.”

The officer looks at the paper with the new handwritten orders again with wide eyes and speaks slowly with Atyr.

“From this time until you return from your journey, I will lift the restrictions on the movement range of the two soul soldiers here, whose names are Irim and Hwarim respectively, from the territory of the Kingdom Alliance to Arsmagna, the city of alchemists. The category of the city of alchemists refers to the roads that are commonly used by people leading to the city, and the scope refers to the cities over which the head of the city, Gloria, has influence. This order is temporary and will return to the original rules after the return trip from Grace Domain to Arsmagna is completed. Over!”

'You're so picky.'

The officer meticulously recited all the orders, accurately pinpointing the meaning and category of each word and checking to see how other soul soldiers who might be secretly listening would react to Atyr.

Afterwards, he continued to check the various orders two or three times by looking at the Soul Weapon Code, which had tightly written rules.

Spiritual soldiers who have to go near the border or beyond for some reason are managed very tightly.

'I can ignore orders, but the problem is that I can't remove orders from Hwarim.'

I run various simulations in my head that I think are good, but I still can't think of an innovative way to escape the algorithm of solid rules that have been built up layer after layer after going through all the exceptions that have occurred over the past five years.

We had to return the Atyr that Ennin had as our affiliation was transferred to the Knights of the Deshade Church. In that case, we even thought of a way to sneak into the barracks and steal the Atyr right before escaping.

“Okay, it’s over. I have all the orders engraved in my head, so I know you won't deviate, but please follow them carefully and if you need a spare body, you can request it from the resuscitation center and take it to me.”

“Okay.”

He handed over the huge code of law to his lieutenant and placed the atyr in a sturdy box, sealing it securely.

We greeted the officer politely, stopped at a resuscitation center on the way, received a spare body, and left the barracks.

It is better to be prepared for the unexpected.

This is because it was said that since the kingdom is not involved in the route to the city of alchemists, there may be many demons.

thud-

After returning to the lodgings, we place the coffin containing the spare body in a corner of the first floor for a moment and stretch our backs.

“Whoa- My whole body feels stiff.”

“That’s right. After all, there must be something about the orders received through Atir that makes people cumulatively tired?”

“They say it is not true, but since they do not provide correct information, we have no choice but to believe it. Anyway, Lee Rim. I'm going to go to the back to look after Enin's body again, will you come with me?”

“Ah, I had a favor to ask Peria, so I guess I should go back to check how it went and take care of other errands.”

“Really? Then I guess there’s nothing we can do.”

We decided to do our own business.

Hwarim changed into clothes that were comfortable for sweating and went to Enin behind the dorm in the morning, and I headed to the hall on the first floor to look for Peria.

“Ah, is your brother here?”

“Yes. Is the investigation finished?”

“You can do it, but only until.”

I asked Peria to find out information about the wizard who created my body, which she said she needed in advance.

However, information came back that was a bit more strange than expected.

“Um... Oppa. You said the wizard's name was Roin, right? A wizard from the Blue Magic Tower who is now an independent researcher whose specialty is making dolls.”

“He said so himself. Wouldn’t it make more sense for the blood to rush to your head?”

Peria is wearing only sleeveless clothes, with her legs draped over the back of a chair, her hair hanging upside down, and she continues to look at her notebook.

I come down in the morning, eat, and stay in that state for over half a day.

“This is how you can concentrate well. I can see things I normally can’t see.”

“Then, even if you have a headache later, they won’t give you medicine. Morsling also plans to close his store and save some money from now on. Living in the back alleys is expensive.”

“It’s okay. are you okay. I've been like this for several hours now, but there's no problem, right?”

'The moment that head returns to its original position will be hell... Well, there's nothing you can do? 'It's wrong.'

I want to become self-employed, but I have no choice.

“Anyway, I found a person named Roin who looked like my brother told me about and was registered in the Blue Magic Tower.”

“That’s a good thing.”

“But it seems like he’s a bit of a problematic person? I realized it when you said you were an independent researcher, but it would be hard to find someone of this caliber.”

“Why? Do you have a strange personality? I know that, but.”

As a wizard, it can be expected that he will be somewhat eccentric.

The wizard I'm looking for is a man who thought I was in trouble when I didn't answer his words in time and tried to destroy evidence by chopping my head off with an ax on the spot.

I wondered if the story was about that type of personality, but Feria says something different.

“Rather than that... Now, listen carefully. To put it all together, 'the appearance of the third and fourth children of common wealthy nobles. Since I couldn't inherit the family and didn't have much to do, I was the type to go to the Magic Tower and use my connections while receiving financial support from the family.' Next...”

Peria turned the notebook to the next page.

“Here it is. 'I bought my graduation thesis from commoner wizards belonging to the same magic tower and ascended to the rank of wizard. However, when the great war broke out and my family lost their land and property and went bankrupt, I tried to do something in the field of ore science, which I majored in. However, rather than deepening his research, he was too busy criticizing others, so he eventually grew old and was kicked out of the Magic Tower.' That’s it!”

“... Real exchange rate.”

“All of the information here corresponds to rumors about the Trickster Combination Class D, and the price will be 1 gold.”

A life full of feelings of inferiority.

I think that life is worth the price of 1 gold, which is the price of information about a person's life that Feria requires.

After a while of being dumbfounded, I thought about giving money to Peria, so I rummaged through the belt I was wearing around my waist and took out a gold coin.

In the past, I only carried about 1 silver coin as an emergency fund, but these days, I spend a little more time and keep about 1 gold coin.

“Shall I give you the money now?”

“That’s it. Aren't you planning on leaving now? On your way, pick me up some maze from the north plaza. They said a new flavor came out these days.”

“Yes. I'll buy it when I get back.”

Maze.

This is ice cream that a man who recently came to our city to do business started selling ice cream in the square.

I'm quite familiar with this food because it looks similar to some vanilla-flavored ice cream I know, and I recently tried Feria.

Most of the women I know especially like sweet tastes, and even Feria, who only likes meat, tried it once to see if it was any different and said she buys it whenever she has free time.

The difference from the world I live in is that the price is crazy, 1 gold per ice cream.

Sigh-

Open the door under the stairs going up to the second floor.

This normally hidden space, created using a narrow space, is where the safe where our denomination’s money is stored is located.

He takes money out of there and tells Peria something strange about the wizard Loin.

“Just looking at the research, it seems like he is a person with no skills. How did such a person create such a body? Are you saying that you really succeeded only by pure chance?”

“Hmm, it seems to me that the technology may have been purchased with money. I think I might have bought it from an alchemist, too. It says that your current residence is a city of alchemists?”

“Oh, really? That's good. If they overlap, I'll just go and visit them. If I bought the technology with money, I should ask who I bought it from.”

If it was a fair transaction, there is nothing to complain about.

What's important to me is recruiting people who know how to make it.

While talking to Peria, at the same time count all the money in the money bag and tie it securely with a string.

This is the money we took to the adventurer's guild and asked the adventurers to take care of the heretics in the distant Shanian trading city.

I brought it to you once before, but I heard that the Adventurer's Guild wanted to give money to the adventurer who completed this request, but the money they left was not enough, so I asked them to stop by.

“Don’t forget. It’s a maze when you come.”

“If you remember.”

“Mr. Lee... I'll beat you up if you don't get it.”

“That’s a bit scary.”

Don't forget to buy it.

I left the hotel and headed towards the adventurer's guild.

'Would you like to look into mail requests while we're on the way?'

While stopping by the Adventurer's Guild, I thought of finding someone who would safely send mail towards the Empire, something that came to mind while talking to Morsling earlier.

A letter to inform the Empire of the existence of our denomination must be sent in advance.

I heard various stories about the empire from Peria in advance and learned about it.

The empire has branches of various religions.

Of course, they do not accept all completely hostile religions such as pagans, but only select religions that can be harmonized to some extent are accepted.

The position is that only then can the country develop further.

The conditions for accepting small denominations in the empire are roughly as follows.

First, it will be possible to prove that the denomination in question is a religion that will not harm the prosperity of the empire.

The second is what benefits the church can bring to the prosperity of the empire and what it will do within the empire.

The first condition can be satisfied simply by our hitherto hostile actions against the pagans.

No matter how magnanimous an empire may seem, it does not allow devil worshipers who boil and eat people to walk around in the middle of the city.

The problem is the second condition.

'There is no money to donate to the country. 'It's a religion with no income or believers.'

Most denominations prove that donating donations helps the empire prosper.

In addition to taxes, donations received from each denomination serve as an excellent support base for the royal family ruling the vast multi-ethnic nation of the empire to speak out.

However, there is no way for us to receive donations as we do not have many true believers.

'Then I guess I'll have to hit it with my body.'

It is said that if it is not money, you can make up for it by doing work provided by the government.

Talented people who know how to use divine power are welcome anywhere.

'We don't have the ability to heal, so our value will be relatively low.'

The second princess of the empire has brought a lot of power to the empire by proposing such policies in the past.

Thanks to this, it is said that they actively used the power of various denominations during the Great War to protect the land, unlike the United Kingdom.

‘It looks like you have good skills. 'Is this called insight?'

I am requesting that the denomination entrust me with the details of the letter I must send.

It is certain that if I try to leave for the kingdom, the kingdom will unconditionally send a chase team.

I don't know how I can get to the border, but unless the story is told properly, if I think about it normally, there is a very high possibility that I will be blocked there by the Empire's National Guard, which would not want to have a bad relationship with the Kingdom Alliance any longer.

‘We need to talk about it in advance. 'Please protect us who crossed the border.'

So, you need to negotiate in advance.

Even among the same people, they are not necessarily allies.

The alliance between the empire and the kingdom is only non-aggression.

During the war, the Church of Gaia began to shake its authority and tried to block the entry of other religions, making the relationship between the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire inviolable.

It became a handshake, and the Kingdom Alliance was pushed back without anyone's help, but was able to take a breather with a large-scale summoning spell.

For the empire, this has become inviolable due to the unilateral diplomacy of the kingdom union, but that does not mean the empire can just give up on the kingdom union.

The vast number of minerals and other resources buried in the Kingdom Alliance are resources that are difficult to obtain for an empire with many rugged terrains.

'The only thing missing is two soul bottles and breaking the non-aggression pact barely maintained with the empire. Of course I would choose the former.'

From the perspective of the Kingdom Alliance, there will be no unreasonable efforts to destroy it.

There is no reason to extend the wire for no reason.

From the empire's point of view, accepting us who escaped from the Kingdom Alliance also means that our relationship with the Kingdom Alliance could worsen beyond the current situation.

Therefore, we must more clearly appeal our strengths to the empire.

This is the advantage of accepting us even while enduring all of them.

And there is one thing we can say.

'If we have an advantage, it must be Deshade.'

A god who has come down to earth may be of some benefit, but he is a rare being who cannot be easily seen.

First of all, no matter what country it is, I think it would be good to have a god in their country that they can meet face-to-face.

'The kingdom alliance that the Gaia Church is seriously holding on to is a cold treat, but there are people everywhere who want to find a breakthrough in knowledge through dialogue with God.'

Sufficient materials to start negotiations are already in place.

In order to make sure of all of this, we need to find a route to send the letter more safely without being discovered by anyone in the Kingdom Alliance.

'A skilled adventurer who won't die while going. A person who must have a high request success rate and who will not have their plans discovered when they return due to a lost letter due to being away from home.'

It's better to think that you only get one chance.

'You must have a heavy mouth.'

I try to squeeze in as many connections as I can, but most of the people I know are in the military here and I can't escape them.

'A trustworthy person with the ability to travel back and forth between empires and kingdoms on his own without belonging to a separate group?'

I wonder if there is anyone who has such optimal conditions.

Even mid-level adventurers are surrounded by hordes of demonic beasts or attacked by heretics if they go out of their way.

“Mr. It's so annoying to use my brain for the first time in a while.”

In my head, it is too difficult to have the ability to hire the right person or to make a detailed plan.

I regret leaving this to Peria.

After giving up thinking, I opened the door to the Adventurer's Guild and entered, thinking that I would give him the money right away.

        
            The adventurer's guild in broad daylight, which looks a little leisurely, is unfamiliar.

Of course, I'm not an adventurer, so it may be because I don't visit places often, but even with that in mind, I feel like the overall number has decreased significantly compared to usual.

Thinking that the reason there were fewer people than usual was because most people were making requests, I went to the counter and spoke to the receptionist.

“I am from the Deshade Church.”

“Ah, you are a religious order. Thanks for stopping by. I'll take you inside.”

I followed the receptionist's instructions and looked through all the documents.

[Three heretics who appeared in a private house near the trading city have been dealt with. Cost: 20 silver.]

[Investigation of information on cultists reported to be hiding in underground waterways. 1 silver for consumption and trouble due to unfounded facts.]

[One orc shaman and 5 heretics who settled in a cave in the mountains have been disposed of. Cost: 3 gold.]

These are documents that indicate the success of a request, ranging from as small as a silver unit to as large as a few gold units.

But no matter how much I looked at it, it was all a small amount and worth seeing.

“Um... you're already out of money? No matter how small it may be, didn’t you leave quite a lot behind back then?”

'I probably wouldn't have taken it off.'

The money I had previously deposited was worth 200 gold, but the total amount of money used in the list I was holding in my hand totaled just over 50 gold.

“Yes. That's right... but there is one case that was set at a rather large number.”

The receptionist shows me a report that she has kept separately.

[Pagan catacombs discovered near Shanian trading city. Accordingly, a request is made to investigate the heretics and, if possible, exterminate them.]

The beginning was similar to other requests. But the scale was unbelievable.

[The following is a list of requests being processed. A total of 66 heretics. 1 Demonic Priest. 22 orcs. A book-shaped monster believed to have been summoned from hell. 30 corpses believed to have been used as sacrifices and 4 pillars believed to be totems. A huge black orc called Slayer. Catacombs function suspended.]

'What? Isn’t it worse than this one? 'It's at a critical level?'

But it was too early to be surprised. I couldn't believe my eyes when I saw what was written underneath.

[1 person carrying out the request. Battle period: 3 days. Notification that 300 gold has been added to the existing 2 gold request due to an increase in the request fee due to the re-measurement of the request size in accordance with the Adventurer Protection Act.]

‘Did a hero come and go? 'One person did it all?'

The number of people in the party that achieved this incredible feat was only one.

The request fee of 300 gold was also 300 gold, but it was ridiculous to do all of this alone.

“... What is all this? One person? The only way I can interpret it is that they are trying to exaggerate the commission by over-reporting?”

'I have to say something that makes sense.'

When I looked at him with suspicion, the receptionist sighed as if she knew that would happen and showed me a verification certificate saying that a military soldier had completed further supervision.

“That... We also conducted an extremely thorough investigation. First of all, it's all true. And he is also a talented person who can do it.”

“Who is that?”

“That... This is senior adventurer Winnet.”

“Wenet? Ah.”

As I listened to the receptionist's words, orange hair like the setting sun came to mind in a corner of my memory.

The adventurer who participated in the raid on the Demon Castle with us before.

Winnet, the gut destroyer.

I had completely forgotten about it, but it looks like it was still here.

“If you feel that some adjustments are needed, we will call you right away. Winnet continues to stay in the VIP room provided by the guild.”

“... Then, please do me a favor.”

After a while, Winnet came in with very messy hair, probably from sleeping, and wearing a warm-looking shawl.

He was still wearing black pants and a uniform top that clung to his legs.

She came into the room yawning, with long, matted orange hair, and was about to say hello when she saw me, then started squinting her sleepy eyes and staring intently at my face.

“Hello... Huh? What... was it? Fusion disease?”

'What is that again?'

I don't know if it's because I'm sleepy, but my memory is definitely not that good.

“Soul disease. His name was Lee Rim.”

“Oh, that’s right… didn’t I say I would come visit you? I also forgot.”

“I also forgot, so let’s assume it’s a draw. I came today not for that purpose, but to talk about a request regarding paganism.”

“Ah... really? Youngcha Lee.”

She came in front of me and sat down on the long sofa, and the receptionist brought her tea and went out.

“Then, please let me know when the adjustment is complete.”

“...”

“...”

silence.

'Should I talk first?'

I don't know where to start talking, but words don't come out easily.

As I was wondering whether I should speak first since the client was our denomination, Winnet took a sip of tea and spoke first.

Slurp-

“Ugh... Be warm. I think I will buy it. Um... So, you came here because you wanted to reduce the commission? Then I will be sad...”

Winnett said in a voice that sounded incredibly tired.

Well, even if he was a high-level adventurer, he would have been exhausted after all because he had accomplished such a big task on his own.

“... I fought for 3 days in a row.”

“Ah, yes...”

“Orc blood is incredibly sticky, I almost died from that weird forearm in the book... Ugh... If you're going to shave it, can't you just shave 10 gold?”

The eyes look very pitiful.

“... I'll just give it to you.”

When I heard that he fought against the Hell Mimic and Slayer living in the Tome of Grain, I thought I should give him that much money.

Even if I were asked to do something with that amount of money, I would never have been able to do it on my own.

“Really? Thank you.”

Winnet is grateful when I offer to give her money, even though she originally owed it to her.

Her bright smile even with her tired expression gave me the feeling that she was living a fulfilling life.

In fact, being a high-class adventurer has the dignity of a position similar to that of an aristocrat, so it's okay to push it, but it's surprising to see him appear in such a low-key manner.

Make a clear promise about money and then ask any questions you have.

“But why did you make the request alone?”

Winnet discovered the heretics and immediately entered into battle.

Even if she wasn't a high-level adventurer like herself, it would have been easier if she had gathered some middle-level adventurers and gone back, but it was written that she charged into the catacombs as soon as she discovered them on her own.

“... When I fight, there's so much blood that everyone gets scared.”

“Ah, that’s right. The title is built-in....”

'Gut destroyer.' I was about to call him full, but I stopped when I saw the look in Winnet's eyes.

It looks like he really hates it when he looks like he's about to cry.

Wynette brings her knees together and shakes her body like a roly-poly from side to side on the sofa.

“I don’t like that title... I can’t say it. I'm sure the people who gave it to me back then didn't give me the title to make fun of me...”

'Is that kind of personality?'

He seems to be a very passive person.

Even when the strike force gathered together before, they were so quiet that they didn't talk to anyone other than Thistle or me.

There was a reason for the reticence.

Winnet took another sip of tea and began stretching on the long sofa.

“...Now that I have received the money, I can just go back to the empire.”

“Hmm? Empire?”

“Yes. I reached my goal amount. ... I came over to the Kingdom Alliance because it was good for making money. But other than me, other people are starting to leave too... so I have to go back too.”

“Yes? Are you leaving?”

“Uh, um... So, a lot of serious things have happened recently, right? Here.”

“Uh... If it's something serious, it's something like the descent of the demon's castle, or the appearance of a group of orcs, or something like that.”

“Yes, that. The mercenaries who are native here might not know, but for adventurers who came from other regions to make money, Grace Territory was originally a good place to make money... Oh, can I drink this and talk?”

“Oh, that’s right.”

Winnet stops talking, takes a sip of tea, and then speaks slowly again.

“Hmm... Anyway, lately, there have been a lot of cases of orcs dying while being forced to conscript in times of emergency or while doing appropriate requests, so everyone is leaving because they think it's hard to do the work. In addition, the temple suddenly raised the cost of using the healing room tremendously.”

“Aha, so when I came in, it seemed like there were a lot fewer people than usual. Because many people actually left.”

“Yes. So I too... I have to go now. There may be missions that only I can do, but I'm not the type of person who likes dangerous adventures...”

“... I see. Anyway, I will definitely give you the money.”

“You promised? Hehe... Thank you.”

After hearing my confirmation, Winnet smiled and started bobbing her head from side to side, as if she was happy at the thought of receiving money.

“Hehe... I want to return to the empire quickly...”

I look at Winnet, take a sip of tea, and mutter the word “empire,” as thoughts spin in my head.

‘Wait a minute, Winnet is a high-level adventure place. It is safe to say that the request success rate is almost 100%.'

There were two things I wanted to do today.

One is to deliver the money for the request sent to Shanian Trading City, and the other is-

'Getting someone to send mail to the Empire.'

A person who is safe and has a heavy mouth.

The Winnet in front of me began to look like the best person to carry out what I was thinking of.

I talk to Winnet, thinking that I have to somehow entrust the work to him.

“... Would you mind taking on a request?”

“Request? ... But I won't do it anymore.”

Upon hearing the request, Winnet straightened up, spread her shawl wide, wrapped it around her body, and hid inside.

It looks like an iron wall.

But I don't back down.

“Isn’t it okay since I’m only delivering one letter to the empire? I will pay you well.”

“Letter? Where are you sending it?”

They react greatly to the idea of paying well.

“Do you have to keep it a secret?”

“Anything related to requests must be kept silent.”

'good. It must be trustworthy.'

Advanced adventurers are responsible for every word they say.

Now that I've heard those words, I don't think there's anything to hide, so I'll get straight to the point.

“... The recipient is the Imperial Palace.”

“Hwa, the imperial palace?”

At what I said, Winnet dropped her shawl and fell off the sofa in embarrassment.

Then, he shows his face on the desk and speaks again.

“The imperial palace is absolutely impossible for me. Even when I got near that place, I was so suffocated that I couldn't say anything.”

'It's extremely difficult. But I can't help it because I'll be in more trouble if I can't entrust this to you.'

This time, I ask Winnet, who was trying to hide under the desk, to stand up for a moment and pull him out by the arm and ask for one more favor.

“I didn’t receive the compensation I was supposed to receive from Winnet before, right? Let's settle for a request.”

“Huh?! Well, I don’t like that… I’ll give it to you right now.”

'You're rejecting me harder than I thought.'

In that case, let’s push ahead without any hesitation.

Considering Winnet's personality, I'm sorry, but I have to force myself to write it.

“Hmm... Winnet.”

“Huh?”

“ Winnet, you faced many threats to your life while doing the mission listed here, right?”

“Yes... it was like that. Because there were so many.”

In fact, even in the documents, the risk allowance ratio was the highest.

About 90% of the amount was set thanks to this.

“That's why, knowing Winnet's efforts, I said I would give it to you as is without negotiating the price. You look tired, so I'm going to go up quickly so you can rest.”

“Uh... thank you?”

Winnet seemed to be unable to think quickly even though it was a situation where the odds were against him, and he began to get lost.

“But now that I think about it, Winnet dragged me into a situation where my life could be threatened, right?”

“... Is that so? No, I think it was definitely you... ugh... my memory is a little hazy...”

“Look at that. But I think it's a little unfair to try to beat him up with a magic item after he did something like that.”

“...No... I don't think this is something...?”

'Oh my, it looks like he's trying to escape.'

It seems that Winnett's thoughts are trying to return to logic.

In that case, you should act like an octopus that has caught its prey.

The hunt is completely completed only when the caught prey is quickly wrapped around its teeth.

“No? Same thing. Just as Winnet risked his life for the request, I also risked my life for Winnet at that time. But, I said I would give all my money to Winnet, but Are you saying that Winnet can’t even grant my smallest wish? It's really sad. Dark.”

Winnet starts to get embarrassed when he acts like he's crying.

However, even though I act, I don't think I'm good at acting.

“Uh, uh... Lee Rim. Are you crying? I'm sorry, don't cry.”

Still, it worked.

While Winette was burying her head, she quickly dipped her finger into the teacup and disguised it with tears, but she was fooled.

“I am!!! Winnet!!! for!!! Ugh, black! I decided to give all the money to the poor church! Hehehe!!!”

A scream rather than a cry.

When a sound similar to a roar is made, Winnet is taken aback.

A receptionist came in wondering if something had happened, but when she saw us, she was embarrassed and left.

Then Winnet-

“Ah, okay! I'm sorry... I'll commission you.”

“Really? Thank you.”

The request was accepted.

“... Is this right? Is that correct? Ugh... I don't know.”

'I guess I should finish it.'

He delivers his final attack to Winnet, who is still trying to figure out how to escape.

Receive the confirmation loudly so that everyone outside can hear.

“Thank you so much! Winnet is a really nice person. Even though it was a trivial request compared to the price of his life, I knew that Winnet was a man who kept his promises. Make sure to promise even then! Because you did it.”

“Huh? Uh... Ah, okay. I will do it. I'm going to do it, so please lower your voice... We're all people who see each other every day, so it'll be really difficult if you cause trouble...”

“Thank you so much.”

'It's a success.'

So I entrusted Winnet with the letter to be safely sent to the imperial palace.

        
            After talking with Winnet, leave the Adventurer's Guild and head toward the plaza in the north of the city.

This is to buy Peria’s favorite ice cream.

“I’m still not leaving, there’s quite a lot left.”

When I went to the square, there were about 10 street vendors doing business all around, starting from the large tree in the center.

These are wandering merchants who entered the city early on the day of the offering, and are working hard to make a lot of money from the remaining travelers and people of the highly populated Grace Estate and leave.

Among the shops that converted small carts into street stalls, I went to the ice cream shop, which had the longest line, and stood in line.

While the sun was shining directly on my head in the middle of the sky, after a long time it was my turn.

‘It’s so hot, really. 'I guess I'll try one for the first time in a while.'

Since I had been in a very hot place for a long time, I thought I would like to eat ice cream for the first time in a while.

“Maze or two.”

“Maze or two! Please wait a moment!”

After taking my order, the stall owner began scooping up ice cream from the round container with a spatula and putting it into the transparent square frame that holds the ice cream.

But as I watched it, something suddenly occurred to me.

‘Wait a minute, doesn’t milk go into making ice cream?’

As far as I know, there is no one doing livestock farming near Grace Estate.

Although it is possible to bring milk from afar by using magic to keep it refrigerated, there is no one who would go to such lengths to provide milk.

The reason is simple. Because there is no money.

I'm not very well versed in the science that wizards deal with, so I only have a vague understanding of it, but magic tools like braziers that make fire are much cheaper than magic tools that make air conditioning or ice.

It is said that there is some structural reason why fire magic is easier to imprint than ice magic, but because of that, the price difference is quite large, so from the perspective of people who do business like this, it is helpful for small-level cooling for personal use. It might be enough to carry around an artifact, but if it were a magic tool that could cover the entire size of the huge iron milk jug behind the store owner, it would cost a few hundred gold.

So, I even heard that there is a subtle conflict between wizards from a school that mainly uses fire magic and wizards from a school that mainly uses ice magic, comparing the superiority of attribute magic.

“... Mr. Don’t you use milk when making this?”

“Hmm? How did you know? I thought the recipe hadn't spread here yet, so I came here to do business.”

'First of all, it's true that milk is included. 'Where did you get all these sheep?'

I looked around at the milk container to see if the store owner was quite wealthy, but as expected, it wasn't a magic tool, it was just a container filled with ordinary milk.

“Let’s just say I heard the rumor before others. But how did you get this amount of milk? I'm sure there's no place nearby that raises cows or sheep, right? Besides, you've been here for about a week. Even if you brought the milk from somewhere else, it should have run out long ago.”

When the store owner heard me, he looked at me for a moment and then stuck his tongue out.

“Hehe... Oh, he's a talented guy. I thought it was a secret recipe, so I traveled far and wide to sell it, but I heard it's difficult to sell food for a long time because of this. That's right. I sat here for a long time because I had a way to get milk. Just buy a few more of the ones that are already like this. Then I will let you know.”

“Then give me three more.”

Since it was already like this, I decided to buy other people's shares as well.

The additional ice creams ordered were Thistle, Astesia, and Enine.

When Hwarim first tried the ice cream, she didn't say anything, saying it tasted strange, and Deshade didn't seem to be interested at all.

The store owner carefully wrapped the molds containing all five mazes so that they did not overlap, put them in a paper bag, gave them to me, and started talking.

“Let’s see... Okay. I guess we can start like this. Do you know that there are various creatures in the magic tower?”

“I know. There was a lot of fuss about extracting the characteristics of various creatures and applying them to magic.”

In the past, wizards asked us to investigate a spider called the Giant Spider.

So, a large number of soul soldiers were sent into the cave and they captured him alive one way or another, but I remember dying more than 10 times at that time, so even if I wanted to, I couldn't.

Thanks to this, a very sticky net was created that was ambushed and thrown at the enemies.

In addition to that, if there are magical beasts that seem a little unusual in the magic tower, they pay adventurers to capture them, or they create a military unit to capture the beasts and imprison them in the magic tower to study them.

“Then the story will be fast. Actually, last time, after our legion subdued the minotaurs in the royal castle, several of them were captured and taken to the magic tower.”

'... no way.'

The store owner’s words send a chill down my spine.

“I recently heard that one of them had a baby. So I signed an exclusive contract first. To receive the milk of the Minotaur.”

“Wow!”

When I heard that story, I suddenly started to feel extremely disgusted by the ice cream I was holding in my hand.

I am reluctant because I think it is the milk of a race that can speak.

“No, I understand that monsters eat meat, but minotaurs? Isn’t that a different race? I think it's a bit problematic to eat even species that can speak.”

“What's the problem? It's not even meat, it's just milk. This is also sold under a contract to receive only until the baby is born. I'm thinking about the same thing.”

The man spoke so confidently that I had nothing more to say.

'Am I strange?'

Even after several years of coming here, I still find out things that challenge my common sense like this, and it drives me crazy.

'No. They say there are people who grew up drinking wolf milk... Should I be convinced?'

I try to find my composure somehow, but I wonder if I can really understand it.

I have great doubts about whether this and the process of making the ice cream I am holding right now have the same concept.

I frown, but I have no intention of doing anything.

I handed over the 5 gold coins I had stuck to my belt to the store owner and said hello.

“Ugh... Okay. Sell a lot.”

“Thank you. We'll be open for another week, so come back!”

“... If something happens.”

I would like to say that I will never come, but I am a person who knows that it is polite.

Those words were just thoughts.

'At least I won't have to come back because I want to eat it.'

I gather my slightly shaken mentality and head to the market.

“Educated people tolerate times like this.”

After stopping by the market, I remembered Thistle sitting alone in the basement, her hands melting in the little sunlight coming through the window.

If you go on a carriage trip, you will likely have a lot of trouble with your hands, so I looked for something good and found something called a thermal stone, so I bought a few of them and decided to return to my lodgings.

Shake-shake- Shake-shake-

The sound made by the baggage I am carrying and the paper bag containing Mirona makes me feel hungry.

'It's a bit past lunch... I guess I should just give everyone ice cream for dessert and eat it for myself.'

With that in mind, it was a moment when I turned around the alley, which was a shortcut, to get to my accommodation as quickly as possible.

“Hello, stranger! Long time no see! How have you been?”

A narrow-eyed man wearing glasses.

Agoni was waiting for me in the alley.

“It’s been a while, so let’s eat this!”

A guy like this doesn't need any culture.

Swish-

Rustling-

“Ike, thank you.”

I threw the entire paper bag containing the ice cream I was holding, but Agoni easily accepted it.

“I didn’t know you would give me a gift. Now that I think about it, was it lunch time? Unfortunately, I came here with a full stomach, so I can't eat it all, so I only get one.”

Agoni just took a Myrona out of the bag, created a spoon out of thin air with magic, and started eating it.

Looking at that scene, I pulled out the magic sword I had previously made and strapped to my waist.

Agoni just scoops up the ice cream and points downwards with the spoon.

“Ah! Don't even think about attacking me here. Down here is an underground waterway, and at this time it is full of refugees who come in to catch rats, so if you attack it carelessly, they will all die. It doesn't matter because I can run away, but it would be a bit difficult for the bishop, right?”

“... You rotten bastard.”

I tried to stab him right away, but I couldn't attack him after hearing that sound.

What he said is true.

In the current underground area, built on top of the huge ruins of an ancient city, the cause of a plague that does not easily disappear, thanks to a relief project using the cheap labor of the Gaia Church, which exchanges sewage rats for a meal if they are caught, people are living in the city. It will be crowded.

I had no choice but to put the sword in, and the guy ate all the ice cream and started talking.

“I heard the news. I heard you are going to Ars Magna? Since I happened to be nearby, I came to visit in person.”

“Did you act like a stalker? Where did you get that information from?”

“As far as information gathering power within the Kingdom Alliance, I am not inferior to the Tricksters. And this is just what the corps commander here said.”

“That old man is real.”

“Anyway, I don’t know if you liked the last request. I think it was an appropriate price in our own way.”

“It’s a good deal, and I don’t like the idea of cooperating with you.”

“Hmm. Did you like it? If you wanted something better, you could have told the messenger.”

“Reigns? I don't really like either that girl or you, so I hope you don't come.”

"You don’t like the errand boy? That's a problem."

"No, I just hate all of you, you idiot."

Agoni had no intention of understanding what I meant when I told her that I did not want to have anything to do with Agoni.

“Hmm... Then I guess I'll have to cut off the messenger's head.”

“What? Why is the story like that?”

Agoni said so and pulled out a thick dagger from inside his sleeve.

It is a sword that is capable of killing a person by slitting his or her throat. It is a sword made for the sole purpose of killing, not for skinning.

'Is he a psychopath, not a stalker?'

Agoni said so, creating a small crack in the air and inserting the dagger.

Then, a drop of blood slithered down the slightly tilted blade of the dagger and fell to the ground.

“The job of an errand boy includes pleasing his coworkers. Looking at you now, it seems like nothing like that happened. So, if you want, I will cut off your head as an apology.”

“... You seem to think that human life is something that is given as a service. I see them being treated like that.”

It seemed that the crack that had formed in the air was currently touching Reigns' neck.

“It makes no sense to repay the favor of raising me in that way. An errand boy who cannot keep his promise will be immediately canceled once he fails. That's the policy I decided.”

I think Psycho is right.

I don't know what kind of relationship the two have, but looking at it roughly, I think it's a relationship no different from a slave relationship.

I didn't want someone I knew to die because of my choice just because I said one word wrong, so I had them put in Agoni's sword.

“... She didn't do anything wrong. It's just that I hate your organization itself. That's okay, let's talk about business.”

“If that’s the case, I’m glad. It costs money and time to process it.”

Agoni removed his sword from the crack.

He wiped the bloody sword with a handkerchief, then put it back in, and this time took out a red hair from his pocket.

It is a stiff hair like the fur of a wild animal.

        
            Agoni seemed to be busy somewhere and went straight to work.

“A two-legged wolf beast with fur like this is hiding in Arsmagna, where the Soul Soldier's church is headed. Please find that guy and kill him.”

'If it's a beastman, is it a different race?'

I don't really like this guy, so I just throw him away.

“I said I wouldn’t accept a request to murder an ordinary human, right?”

“Oh my, did you treat beastmen as humans? You look like an imperial person. If so, I may have made a bit of a mistake.”

I suppress the anger rising at the sly expression on my face.

“... Phew. Anyway, I won't be accepting requests.”

“You get offended too easily just because I made a joke. Instead of doing that, please listen to the end. Didn't I say I would accommodate you? This guy is the murderer you hate so much. And to me, he is also a traitor. This prisoner is a collaborator who recently signed a contract with our organization from another branch. After making several requests, he received an advance payment and ran away to Ars Magna.”

“That's none of my business. Rather, I think you're free enough to come see me. In that case, why don't you go and catch it yourself?”

“Ars Magna is a place that our organization cannot touch. Even now, I have tried several times to connect with the people inside, but because of the eyes of the head of the place, I have always failed and gave up. So, since our dear bishop is on his way, I would appreciate it if you could make a request.”

'I can't reach that far. As Feria said, it seems that it only breathes around here.'

From what he said, it seems like I can roughly outline the area that this guy can touch.

The organization created by the guy named Immortal Agency was doing very well only in the Kingdom Alliance, and it seemed that the intention was to gradually eat the rest by increasing their collaborators.

It's a nice sound to hear.

This means that if I can form a kingdom alliance, I can cut off all ties with this guy.

So I decided to accept it for now.

“... Okay. I accept it. Of course, depending on the conditions.”

“Well thought out.”

“If I receive that request, what will you give me?”

“Have you spent some money recently? I will give you 500 gold.”

I got a lot more money than I expected.

‘It’s 500 gold to catch one murderer. Is he a strong guy? No. It probably means that there is no one else who can go in other than me.'

There was 300 gold that had to be handed over to Winnet earlier, so considering the church's financial situation, which was a bit strained, it was not a bad amount.

Of course, I have no intention of being too kind to this guy.

“700 gold. I will accept 200 gold as an advance payment if you prepare it in dwarven coins.”

'Let me sing a little louder.'

I wanted to somehow make him look embarrassed, so I raised the price, and for Feria's sake, I asked for money in dwarven coins that were hard to find.

However, contrary to what I thought would be difficult, Agoni accepted the conditions I put in his mind.

“Hmm... there's nothing that can't be done. Let's do that.”

I feel ashamed of everything I suggested.

First, I decided to listen to the details and received the red fur from Agoni to examine.

“... Okay. What is your impression? You're not saying to just catch it with this hair, right?”

When it comes to red fur, every dog passing by also has it.

The city of alchemists is said to be smaller than the place where I live, Grace Estate, but I also heard that it is incredibly large in its own way, but it is difficult to find one like this.

At least there needs to be a portrait so we can identify what kind of guy he is.

However, the reason why he raised the price so high was revealed here.

“Well, actually, I don’t know.”

“What? They say you guys are collaborators. Don’t you know what it looks like?”

“That guy killed the errand boy who was in charge of him and set fire to our branch there, so all the information was lost. So all I know is that he is a wolf beast.”

“Still, there is too little information.”

“So you didn’t add more money?”

'I guess I sang it less on purpose at first.'

Actually, it was already too late, but I think I raised 700 gold too little.

As soon as he gained trust and gained a reasonable amount of money, he carefully destroyed the evidence and ran away.

“And since the bishop will continue to do important work, I have no intention of giving him money as a regret.”

“Important?”

Instead of answering, Agoni snapped his fingers.

Perfect!

Then the surrounding scenery changed.

The narrow alley between ordinary houses turned into a dark alley lit by lanterns.

'Is it a hallucination?'

I only realized it now, but no one was coming into the alley.

The shortcut I took is usually one where quite a lot of people come and go.

Grace Estate is a huge city.

It is a city so large that first-time visitors who do not know anything about it only move along the main streets and cannot explore the entire city even if they spend an entire day, so the people who live here love all the alleys that run between the buildings in the area they usually visit.

Because it's such a city, there should be a lot of people in this alley, but there wasn't a single person passing by the alley outside the shadows, let alone anyone coming in this direction.

I guess I unconsciously entered the area where his magic was unleashed.

A magic lamp is a magic tool that only reacts to sunlight.

The alley where the magic lights that are installed only on the main street and turn on automatically when the sun neglects its duties are definitely not the alleys of Grace's estate that I know.

Agoni speaks, using the magic light as a spotlight in an alley that is pitch-dark, even though it is such a strange time.

“Actually, I think soon the world behind the kingdom union will be completely in my hands. The recruitment of our corps commander will soon be over. We were promised not to interfere no matter what we do.”

“... What does that have to do with me?”

“Please become the spiritual support of those who oppose the Gaia Church.”

Agoni stretched out her arms toward the sky.

It is an imitation of priests praising God.

But his facial expressions and gestures were like a clown.

There was no fear of God anywhere in those seemingly frivolous actions.

“Mental support? I? Whose?”

“He is the proprietor of soul soldiers.”

“It’s a soul disease, it’s not even funny.”

“I hold the bishop in high regard. Not only about the future of nothing, but also about the future of that location.”

“... What do you plan on doing?”

What are the Gaia Church planning now that they have already taken over all the seats?

Before answering, Agoni took out two symbols and showed them to me.

One is a cross-shaped rosary made of feathers that symbolizes the Church of Gaia, and the other is a blood-stained cloth with an eye symbol that the minions of the great evil Wen Grain wear somewhere on their bodies.

He wraps the rosario in the cloth, brings it to his mouth, kisses it as if it is precious, and says.

“After everything is ready, we plan to announce that the pagans and the Church of Gaia are related. They are using that public opinion to put the bishop and Deshade’s denomination at the forefront. If you reveal false religion and establish a strong body in front of the present world, people will all flock to the bishop's denomination.”

“Like our God, I don’t think I would be a person worthy of people’s trust.”

“It’s okay. Aren't there some orcs the legion commander is hunting right now? Among them, even the knights are difficult to deal with, so there are guys called Slayers that the corps commander personally came forward to fight. Rumors are spreading that the bishop's party defeated the slayers along with Longsword's disciple who was staying in the territory ahead of the corps commander. Although it may be less than that of a corps commander, it is enough to spread that much dance. The people we must embrace are citizens, refugees, adventurers and mercenaries who risk their lives even when fighting orcs, let alone slayers, and soul soldiers who cannot even use magic power.”

“... Leave out ‘we’.”

“Did you not like it?”

“Extremely.”

“Still, you should like it. We will continue to work together in the future.”

“Don’t decide arbitrarily.”

Agoni revealed all his plans.

Of course, since he is a vicious guy on the inside, he may still be hiding things that are really important.

Still, the fact that he told me what he thought of me and how he planned to use me was a very nice, unintentional gain.

Although it feels dirty, the more information the better.

Put the information you obtained without much effort into a corner of your mind and proceed with the conversation for now.

“Yes. The bottom line is, you are asking me to be your puppet.”

“Not a puppet. What they are saying is that they will give you a good seat. Wouldn’t this be good for both sides? The bishop's power in the church becomes stronger, and I get what I want.”

“No, I don’t like working with you.”

I don't think it's a very good thing for me.

Even if that were to happen, it would be extremely suffocating.

At that time, Agoni narrowed her eyes wide.

Flash-

Sharp reptilian pupils hidden by thin eyelids.

Agoni's eyes are those that say she will not allow me to be rejected.

'That's why I say yes. 'Do you know how to accept it?'

However, I am not someone who will give in easily even if threatened.

I hate this guy physiologically.

“... What if you don’t accept it?”

When I said that, he responded as if he knew that would happen.

“Let’s see, recently, a trickster related to the bishop has been making a lot of noise about us in the back alleys. If things go as they should be, I should kill you, but I'll take a look.”

'I'm tripping over Feria.'

I'm still out of breath.

Although he doesn't seem to know that if he misses one this time, Peria won't die.

It's almost a relief that he doesn't always get one step closer to the truth.

'It would be better to just leave it like this and think about it like this.'

So, for now, I have to say I accept it.

As always, there is only one thing I have to do for Agoni, just as I did for the corps commander.

On the surface, he shows his reluctance and tricks him into letting him go.

“... Okay. Let me accept it.”

“You are wise. thank you But let me tell you again this time.”

The light of the magic lamp reflected and spun in Agoni's eyes once more.

“Bishop, you cannot run away from me. You'd better not even think about running away. Did I tell you? I have a way to completely kill immortal beings, even if they are soul bottles connected to the laws of a recently created world.”

“Is it a threat?”

“Please keep this in mind. I will leave, but if you feel strange at any time, I have prepared this city to kill you.”

'It's a threat, right?'

After saying everything he wanted to say, he hid the dragon's pupils.

“... I understand, so if you're done with your business, get out.”

Another piece of information obtained due to his arrogance.

Agoni's threat was not scary, but rather a threat that aroused curiosity.

'There is a way to completely kill the soul disease. It means that they have obtained a way to completely kill the soul disease without resurrecting it.'

I don't know if it's the result of their own research, or if it's an accidental artifact obtained through their wealth.

Still, just knowing that there is a way to remove the curse of resurrection imprinted on my body is a sufficient harvest.

Agoni seemed to be ending his conversation with me later, as he busily put the symbols of God and the devil he had brought out into his coat.

“I’m glad you understand my advice. So, relieve your frustration. Because we will have a close relationship in the future.”

It's a scary sight to see him cover his eyes again and return to his normal smiling face.

Part of me seems to think that the threat worked successfully.

Still, there is no change in my intention to leave the kingdom union.

Rather, I decided that I had to make a successful escape in order to thwart his plan.

'Anyway, I really don't like it.'

However, I feel like I want to break up quickly, but something is starting to heat me up.

It's incredibly annoying that I keep being guided by this guy's will.

The smiling face seems to be saying that everything has already been decided from the beginning and all you have to do is answer, which makes my stomach twist.

'... Even if it's not a magic explosion, isn't it enough to sting? I think I would be so unfair if I let it go like this.'

The magical sword I had just made had a man's eye on it, so I was holding it instead of returning it to an artifact.

While Agoni was talking, his expression was that he didn't even care about such things.

“Yikes! It's almost time. I wish you luck on your journey. The exit door is at the back. My messenger will guide you.”

Agoni gave me the paper containing the labyrinth, looked back, and pointed toward the end of the dark alley.

I was waiting for that moment.

'now!'

Pick up the sword and stab it into the guy's head.

Suddenly-

But I could only hear the sound of the wind blowing and the taste of my hands felt strange.

flinch!

A sign of someone reacting to the magic sword.

There was a person right under the sword I swung.

A woman with red hair who has a stern expression as the sword passes just barely above her head.

Tuk-

The hood covering Reigns' head was cut off by my sword and fell to the ground.

“... It looks like the conversation is over.”

Reigns spoke to me with an expressionless face, his pupils dilated as if he was surprised.

“... Where did this bastard go?”

When I looked out of the alley, I saw the church's dormitory.

It looks like I came out on a completely different side of the alley than the one I came in from.

“Probably went to meet other collaborators.”

‘Are you the commander of the corps? Or is it someone else?'

It looks like he wasn't lying when he said he was busy.

I apologized for accidentally throwing my sword at someone who was standing in silence.

“... I'm sorry.”

“If it’s about a sword, I’ll accept it.”

Reigns received an apology.

There was a light wound on Reigns' neck as he received the apology.

The wound was a cut from a dagger, a wound created by the dagger that Agoni had inserted into the crack a moment ago.

Looking down, I saw that Raines was holding a blood-stained handkerchief, as if he had been trying to stop the bleeding in his neck just a moment ago.

Agoni, this guy may have already figured out that I would stab him from behind.

I almost killed a man.

Reigns stared at me as I thought about that, then raised his head and spoke again.

“Why did you defend it?”

“Huh? What.”

“Agoni said he would kill me.”

It looks like Reigns wasn't just standing there and listening to the whole conversation between him and me.

'That's what I call it.'

I feel like if I just say thank you, it will go a long way, but I feel regretful that I couldn't hurt Agoni, so I feel weak and calmly answer the question.

“... I did it because it was ridiculous to kill someone for something like that.”

“It’s true that I didn’t work hard.”

“So, did I start the candle when I secretly wanted to die?”

“No, but I think it is excessive interference.”

'What a funny guy.'

This is a truly absurd conversation.

Even though he was in a situation where he was deciding to die, he was saying this.

This woman seems to have no intention of maintaining a relationship with someone else beyond a business relationship.

As I was about to leave the alley, he spoke again.

“Thank you.”

So I had no choice but to look back.

Because the conversation is not over.

“... I know how to be thankful too. I thought he was just a person with a personality breakdown.”

“This is a caution that you must return what you received. Because I promised to do so.”

'Is it its own philosophy?'

Reigns didn't stop there and gave me one piece of information.

“But words won’t be enough. First of all, it is worth the price of life. So, let me tell you some good information.”

“What is it?”

“Dragons do not eat animals that are starting to produce milk. Do you know why?”

'It might be interesting information.'

Even though I don't think it's useful information, I'm asking because I'm curious about it.

“Why is that?”

“If I eat milk or things made from milk, I suffer from severe stomach pain. And that’s for over a week.”

“... That's the best. It's ugly. Lizard baby.”

I laugh because I think of Agoni who ate all the Mirona I threw without even knowing what it was.

This is my second income of the day.

“Okay then.”

Raines said that and started walking toward the alley where I came from.

“... She's a very strange woman.”

Without even realizing it, I started spitting out my thoughts out loud and walked towards my dorm.

And the moment you open the door-

“Guuu!”

There was a huge bear in front of me.

        
            bear.

The exact name Aila gave me was Red Panda Bear.

Unlike the cute-looking red panda, which also means bear cat where I live, this one has the huge body shape of a proper bear.

The bear has black fur on the arms and legs and brown fur on the rest. It stands on two legs like a human. Although it is large, it is cute because it is round.

Thump!

Until it opened its mouth and attempted to crush my head.

“This is crazy! Why is the bear here?”

Thump-

“Oh! Gombang! You can’t bite that!”

The moment the head entered the mouth, Aila's voice was heard from the other side of the giant bear.

The bear heard Aila's voice and pulled its mouth back from my head.

The sharp teeth that came close to digging into my neck and the hot breath I felt on my skin sent a chill down my spine.

“Welcome, oppa. What about the maze?”

“Cow wow.”

'It sounds like cooing.'

It is said that wild animals have a habit of instinctively trying to chase something that is trying to escape.

I carefully turned around without turning my back to the bear, and found Eila and Peria at the table in the hall.

Peria was still hanging upside down on the chair.

“What is that? Did Aila bring you here?”

“Yes! Isn’t it cute?”

“You should only bring the horse. Why did you bring the bear?”

“There are no words!”

“What?”

“That’s instead of saying it.”

At Ayla's words, I turn back and look at the bear.

The head of the huge bear, standing erect on two legs, was almost touching the ceiling.

It was fortunate that the ceiling of the hall of the accommodation was designed to be high, as it was so huge that it might have been reached in an ordinary house.

“Didn’t you say that even if it’s a demonic beast, it’s similar to a horse? No matter how you look at it, it is not a means of transportation but a combat weapon.”

“I guess Irim doesn’t know, but Gombang is no ordinary bear!”

Aila stands up, approaches the bear, pats the bear on the back, and begins to explain.

“Gombangi is not enough because it is based on the red panda bear, a magical beast that is said to be much more intelligent than other ordinary bears! The leader of the druids! This is an elite of elite bear, personally trained by the Beastmaster!”

“Give me a maze! A maze!”

As Aila made a proud expression, like a mother showing off her child, the bear also showed a triumphant expression.

This was my first time knowing that a bear could make an expression like that.

“No, so this bear has enough endurance and speed to replace a horse? And Feria, hey. You get up and take it yourself. I just bought it, but do I have to put it in my mouth?”

“Irim, don’t you trust me? He’s a great kid?”

“Oh, really. Don't you know brainstorming? If I wake up here, I'll have to start again from the beginning.”

'Oh, my ears feel like they're going to explode.'

If two people with high vocal volume and tension are talking at the same time, it seems like my ears and head will break.

“Brainstorming? What, is this magic that burns the brain? I don't know about that, but it's almost meal time so I guess I'll wake up soon.”

“ Mr. Lee...”

I put Mirona on the far side of the table out of reach of the whining Peria and went to Aila.

“Whew... So, you brought him here using magic so that other people wouldn't recognize him?”

“Yes! Since I used a disguise spell near the village and passed through the door, everyone will see me as a horse!”

“You didn't stand on your own two legs like you do now, right? Because if a horse stands on two legs, anyone will be suspicious.”

“Uh...”

Ayla could not easily answer what I said.

It seems like the work has already been done.

“... You didn’t think of that, did you?”

'I'll go back. really.'

If you think about the fact that there was a horse standing up on its legs frequently in the middle of a crowd of people, it would inevitably attract attention.

“... Yes. Where did you stop on the way?”

“Well, I bought some snacks at a street vendor on the way there? At that time, the man saw Gombangi behind him and gave him another skewer as a compliment... But it's okay! Because I came right in after that!”

I hope the rumor doesn't spread.

Because we shouldn’t draw attention to our denomination just because it has strange words.

“That’s it. But please explain. What should I do? What should have been a horse turned into a bear.”

I was curious as to why Peria, who had brought a lot of alcohol, brought a bear, a bear that seemed to have a strange pedigree, when there were probably many horse-like beasts.

Among Andersen's fairy tales, there is one in which words are exchanged for other things and turn into rotten apples. Was there anything funny like that?

“Hmm. As I was leaving, I broke the entire liquor bottle!”

That doesn't seem to be the case.

“So... Ugh! for a moment! Now, it’s just the beginning!”

“I am not Lee Lim-hea.”

As I went to Aila, grabbed her cheek, and pulled her, she started talking more.

After pulling it for a while, I let it go again.

“Ugh... Lee Lim is bad.”

“Okay, let’s move on.”

“Keuung... So, to be exact, I accidentally fell and checked the drinks that would survive, and the best drink was the one that Sisul wrapped up tightly while begging me not to break it, right? That was all that was left. So, rather than giving the alcohol to the sisters, I took it there to ask them to take good care of it since the druids take care of the demon beasts anyway.”

“Aha, and you gave it to that person who seems to be the Beastmaster, so you gave him this bear? If you get it for a bottle of alcohol, it's still not bad.”

I remember thinking that the most expensive drink was 4 gold.

Although it is a bear and not a horse, it is not bad considering the price.

But Aila's answer was different from what I expected.

“Uh... I didn't give it to you, but those men came after seducing Gombangi, who was in a cage while he was drunk.”

“Didn’t you receive it?”

In the end, fairy tales are shit, and nothing actually happens normally.

Only the results remain.

“Phew...”

It seems like the sighs are only increasing.

'okay. 'It's none of my business.'

And the number of escapes continues to increase.

Well, what happens there now is none of my business.

'I'm sure it will end with Aila getting scolded later.'

Tell Aila to continue walking around the first floor and get rid of the bear that is making the floors creak.

“Anyway, there is a stable in the back warehouse, so take him there.”

“En? why! Gombang can stay inside too!”

“Pets and livestock are different. Since he has to pull the carriage, I have to leave him outside. Also, sometimes people come to our church and if they start talking in the hall on the first floor as soon as they come in, does that make any sense? Even more so, bears make no sense.”

“Is this normal in our hometown?”

“This is not everyday life in the human city.”

Rich people seem to have cheetahs and tigers at home, but we definitely don't.

There tend to be guests during the day, and this bear also weighs quite a bit, so it would be a big problem if the wooden floor or stairs were to break.

First of all, it is not our building, but the building we stay in thanks to Feria.

But even after saying that, Aila stubbornly refuses.

“ing... But! We're leaving tomorrow! So, can’t you stay inside just for today?”

“No.”

I flatly refuse Aila’s request.

In any case, bears are a definite no-no.

Peria seems to have decided to take Eila's side when she starts to fake cry, but without getting up from the chair, she tries to pick Mirona up with her trembling toes and says,

“Oppa, do you know that? I heard that in Rushu, a cold northern kingdom, there are people who stay at home with bears and drink alcohol. Isn't it okay? My sister is asking me like that.”

“That’s your situation. Anyway, I'll take you there. And you're not trying to catch the food with your feet.”

I approached to take away the bear that was standing on its two legs.

OK-

chuck-

“Choo!”

“Huh? What, what is it?”

The bear pushed me away with its huge palm.

When you look at it up close, it's incredibly big.

In addition to my head, it is big enough to fit two more faces, and looking at the five claws, it is quite intimidating.

“Gombangi says he won’t listen to those who are weaker than him?”

Eila interpreted those words. Since it's an elf, it seems like it can hear its cries.

“What man? On the topic of beasts, where are you going to criticize someone? Do you want to be hit?”

“Kuuung!”

Even if I say this, the bear does not retreat.

“Huh? If this keeps happening, how can I even work hard?”

When he sees the bear resisting, he rolls up his sleeves.

Even looking at it this way, I am mentally ill.

It's a bit smaller than the giant bear in front of me, but it's not as strong as a demon or a bear based on strength alone.

It's just that you can't use mana, but you can do it more than most middle-level adventurers.

If you say that I have a blessed body, I would like to deny it.

“Quew!”

Eila interprets the bear's words again.

“ Do not bark like a dog. Let's hang out together?”

“... You interpreted that as what Gomtaeng said, right? You didn’t do it to me, right?”

For some reason, hearing those lines in Aila's voice makes me feel uncomfortable.

“That can’t be possible! How much I like Lee Rim, but don't say that! Gombang gave it to me literally!”

“Good. Then, tonight’s dinner is gomtang. Follow me out the back. I miss you, Gomtaeng. I will make it with boiled pork.”

Ttuk-ttuk-

I crack my knuckles, warm up, and prepare to go out to the backyard.

It seems like there is a need to sort out the ranks with this bear.

'Where are the beasts?'

The moment I was about to leave the hall, Peria urgently called out to me.

“Now, wait a minute, brother... help!”

“Huh? What.”

“My head hurts... I feel like I'm going to throw up...”

As I was about to leave, Peria eventually gave up trying to catch Mirona with her toes.

Then, the body adapted to gravity and returned to looking up at the sky, and the blood vessels that had defied gravity began to pay the price.

Peria didn't just get up, but stopped in her chair in a strange manner. It looks like a rat has arrived.

“I told you, right? Ugh... Let's sit up straight for now.”

“Now, wait! Just don't touch me for a moment! I feel like I have cramps all over my body...!”

When I approached Peria, she was horrified and refused.

I don't know which beat you're asking me to go to.

“I don’t know. First of all, this would be best.”

So I decided to just do what I wanted.

“Quaaa! time! time! Delicately! No, just get away!”

Hold Peria’s sides with both hands and lift it up.

Then, have the child sit upright on a chair.

I know it hurts a lot, but it's just a tingling sensation.

You have to endure this much.

“ character. Eat this. I'll catch a bear and come back.”

“Eup...!”

I put one Mirona into the mouth of Peria, who couldn't move her body at all, and put the rest in a jar with a cold spell in the kitchen.

After that, I went out to the backyard with Aila and the bear.

There, Hwarim and Enin were still practicing how to manipulate magical power, so I asked them to give me some space.

“So, you’re going to fight this bear? By the way... Lee Rim, I already knew that your head was acting strange sometimes, but thanks to you, this is the first time in my life I've seen someone challenge a bear to a duel.”

“Are you okay? When Aila came first and greeted us, I touched this bear and it seemed like she had done some systematic exercise and her muscles were no joke. It wasn't just a bear, it was like a knight with extremely well-trained muscles?”

Hwarim just laughs as if it's fun, and Enin tries to stop her as if she's worried about me.

“Don’t worry. If it's a bear, I've caught it many times. I killed even bigger demons, but is this the problem?”

“Ugh... Lee Rim. Can’t I just use the sword?”

As I was warming up with the magic sword, Aela grabbed my arm.

“Huh?”

“No, why. Gombangi wants to fight with his bare hands, but if Irim uses a weapon like that, it looks a bit... pitiful, doesn't it? And you really don't plan on killing me, do you? Right?!”

Can’t Aila see the claws on that bear’s paws?

“Choo!”

“Look! Gombang also said that I would be sad if Irim got hurt, so he would give me claws too!”

“What?”

The bear slightly inserts its claws into the inside of its paws and paws at me as if trying to provoke me.

‘Does this guy know how to get angry? 'Are you a beast?'

And I got caught up in that provocation.

“Good. Then I'll beat you with my fist.”

If I hurt him anyway, it would be difficult to move tomorrow, so I decided to just punch him.

“Follow me, you little animal.”

After disarming the sword, he heads out to the center of the backyard.

‘It’s like a bear or something. 'Because I've caught it many times.'

It's not that I don't have confidence.

If you want to reliably kill such a gigantic beast, it's best to have at least three soul soldiers, but that doesn't mean you can't do it alone.

The strength is also limited, and if it gets stuck to your chest, you won't be able to move properly.

It doesn't matter as long as you watch your front step.

And only recently did I fight with Paladins, who could be said to be combat weapons themselves.

Even if you try to lose to a bear, you can't lose.

Plus, this guy is even more annoying because it reminds me of Dheble, the werebear I faced before.

While thinking about such things, I confront him.

“Then get ready!”

Hwarim and Enin watched us while drinking water, and Eila stood in the middle and began preparing to chant.

‘Huh? 'Why is that guy like that?'

And I was taken aback by what started to happen during that brief preparation time.

Hook- Swish- Hook-

The bear raised his arms, took a boxing stance, and started taking steps.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-

Thanks to the bear's steps, the ground shook and the grass began to die.

“Start!”

At the same time, Aila's shout rings out in the sky.

Although I was embarrassed, I decided to put my idea into action.

'Forward, upper.'

He jumps out quickly and slams his fist into the bear's chin.

Swish-

And the bear avoided it by slightly moving its head.

‘Now, wait a minute! Then, hook!'

I was taken aback for a moment and immediately threw up my other arm.

Shook-

And the bear avoided it by lowering its head again.

“What kind of bear is doing weaving!!!”

It's something to be amazed by.

After that, I kept throwing punches, but the bear narrowly avoided my punches by stepping.

I didn't intentionally narrow or widen the distance further, nor did I launch an additional attack, but just kept avoiding it as if I was showing off.

“You damn Gomtaeng!!!”

I was angry at the teasing movement, but I couldn't do anything about it.

I tried to understand the bear's movements by looking at its muscles, but the fur was thicker than expected, so I couldn't read the movements.

“Fu...Hehehe... An unexpected difficulty has come.”

“And did you say gombang? It doesn't look like a bear at all, does it? Rather, they seem like martial artists.”

Eila excitedly gives a supplementary explanation to Hwarim and Enin's words.

“I told you! Druid of Druid! The Beast Master taught it himself. It's also the best bear that taught me intensive fighting skills! Cheer up! Cheer up Gombang! Blow it away!”

'Whose side is he on?'

A movement that reminds me of a famous boxer.

When I saw him dodge my punches with such an extreme difference, I felt there was no hope anymore.

I feel really bad, but I can't defeat this bear without a sword.

Sigh-

“Heo-eok, heo-eok... Don’t laugh.”

As I suddenly lost all my stamina and was panting, the bear made a mocking expression.

In the meantime, he keeps taking the steps.

The bear appears to be about to finish, pulling its front paw back and preparing to throw a punch.

'now! At least one!'

Without missing the opportunity, he leaned forward and dug into the bear's gap.

and-

“Oops, I made that mistake... I guess I was in a hurry.”

“Ah, ah! Lee Rim! That’s not possible!”

The counter was completed as the bear threw a nuclear punch.

Hwarim and Enin said something, perhaps because my judgment was wrong, but it was already too late.

Crump-

“Kku kkuung?!”

I was clearly looking at the bear as I was running, but my eyes met with Aila, who was on the exact opposite side.

The bear also seemed to be embarrassed and made a strange sound.

“I, Irimaaaa!!!”

'You sound like a bitch. Damn Gomtaengi.'

My neck was twisted and I died.

        
            In the end, I lost the fight against the animal and allowed it into the room.

“Ugh... I still feel like my head is spinning.”

Even though I was resurrected in a new body that I brought to the church in advance, my neck seems to be stiff because it was turned to an angle it should never have been.

Fortunately, even though he was a bear, he seemed to be aware of his own weight, so he put both feet on the stairs, heard the creaking sound, and calmly fell asleep inside the hall on the first floor.

After that, the next morning comes and we prepare to depart for Ars Magna at dawn.

It's been 5 years since I became mentally ill and fought non-stop.

From demon beasts, elves, demons, orcs, to numerous different races whose names I can't remember, to the never-ending game of tag with the heretics for the past month.

In a way, I am a little excited at the thought that this trip will be my first vacation in this world.

We made the bold decision to leave no one behind in the accommodation.

Lock the door to the backyard, as well as all windows inside, and put up a doorplate.

[I am going to the city of alchemists for a while.]

The church is temporarily closed.

After thoroughly locking down the door to the lodgings we were temporarily renting from Peria, we loaded our luggage onto the carriage.

thud-

Mei profit-

“Huh, let’s see, what’s next...is this?”

The two tubes containing the spare body are placed deep inside and then lifted to load Peria's bag.

“... What is this so heavy?”

A weight that feels slightly heavy even with the power of the soul bottle.

The bag I touched for the first time in a while was heavier than when I returned from the previous visit to the swamp where the blood slime was.

“Hey, Peria. You have so much in your bag, but is it heavier than before?”

“That? I kept putting things in because it was a hassle to organize them.”

“... When was the last time you organized it?”

“Hmm... I haven't cleaned it up for over a year. Now that I think about it, there are things I bought and put away when I came to this city, so there are probably quite a lot of things I don't need for my trip.”

“Then, if there are things that need to be removed, you should have removed them in advance. The carriage becomes too narrow for no reason.”

It was said that it would take about a week to transport two coffins containing spare bodies, so there was plenty of food prepared for the unexpected, so when all the people got on board, the space became cramped.

“It’s okay. The volume doesn't get any bigger than that anyway. That backpack, even though it looks so shabby, is it a magic backpack? It's because it's lighter because I'm limited to what I can lift. Besides, the really important thing is that it doesn't matter because I hung it on my body.”

“It’s self-limiting, so it’s an incredibly selfish magic.”

“That way, it also prevents theft.”

In addition to the backpack I'm carrying, Peria is wearing something that looks like a crossbag.

Contained there were dwarven coins that I had been collecting for a long time.

This is a bag containing only the coins used to pay for summoning spells in the city of alchemists.

Since becoming independent as a trickster, I have exchanged all the money I have saved for travel expenses into dwarven coins, but it is only enough to fit into a small crossbag.

'Of course, if converted to gold, it would be a huge amount.'

It contains an additional 20 coins and an advance payment that Agoni gave through Raines early in the morning.

After retrieving the money from the adventurer's guild yesterday, Peria holds that bag dearly, never letting go of it, even when she tosses and turns in bed in search of sleep, when she eats breakfast, and even when she goes to the bathroom.

“Then, since it’s hard for me to carry this, you can take care of the backpack. Stop eating the maze.”

Even as we are getting ready to leave, Feria continues to sit on a chair in the very center of the hall in front of the fireplace, which has not been used even after moving in and is covered with a thick black cloth. .

Even though Mirona continues to melt under the sunlight coming through the window, Peria does not leave her seat to enjoy her ice cream even more.

Chureup-

“Precious. Hmm... After all, ice cream eaten when it's hot is the best. I never thought you could eat something like this in the kingdom. Oh, it falls again.”

Naelum-

“Ugh...”

This maze is a type that hangs on sticks.

Peria eagerly licks Mirona and quickly catches the drop that was about to fall with her tongue.

I used to eat meat every day like I was eating meat for the first time, but now I think I've gotten used to it.

When I told the man selling ice cream that he would be leaving town soon, he went straight to the northern plaza after eating breakfast and bought Mirona again, and continues to enjoy the taste.

However, I don't like the idea of me just messing around like this while everyone else is working.

“... You know that when you eat it, right?”

“Huh? What?”

I wanted to tell Peria the truth I learned yesterday when she saw her enjoying the Mirona while I was moving her bag with difficulty.

“In this city, there is no one who raises livestock nearby. Most of what we eat is the meat of demon beasts.”

“Hmm. yes. But why is that?”

Tzurp-

Peria licks the ice cream drops that are about to fall as they melt in the heat again.

“But the ingredient for Mirona is fresh milk, right?”

“... Really? I didn’t know that.”

“Here’s the problem! Where did that milk come from?”

“...”

At my question, Peria stopped licking Mirona and froze.

Peria is the smartest among us.

The information I gave was limited, so Feria may not have arrived at the exact truth, but I think she roughly predicted the correct answer based on the atmosphere.

As I expected, Peria no longer licked Mirona, which had started to melt and drip from the strong sunlight, but glared at me and said,

“... Don't say anything else there, how many of these do you think I've eaten so far?”

“Didn’t you eat 20 more of those in the past week? I think I've been eating at least two a day since the first day he came.”

“That’s what I’m saying. Do you know how helpful this maze was to me, who was already extremely irritable because I couldn't sleep properly? Please don't say any more and be quiet. Because I don't want the money I spent here and the happiness I gained from it to be ruined because of the bullshit my brother is talking about here.”

But when I heard that, I started to feel really good.

This means that you can get the best results.

“That’s the milk of a pregnant minotaur. Airlifted directly from the Magic Tower.”

“Hey, you damn oppa!!! I told you not to tell me-!!!”

Swoosh! Swoosh!

“Hahahahahahahaha-!”

After avoiding the Mirona thrown by Peria, he leaves the dormitory and runs away.

'Ah, I need to relieve my stress like this once in a while. Strangely, just looking at Peria makes me want to make fun of her.'

Feeling that the congestion that had accumulated since morning after moving heavy things was going down, I went out to the main street to get some fresh air, and in front of the carriage were Hwarim and Astesia, who had just done additional grocery shopping.

“Ah, have you loaded all your luggage? The preparations are all over here, so I think we can leave soon.”

“You worked hard. Sister.”

Hwarim checked the items on the checklist one last time and informed me.

“I also told people around me. If any strange person is snooping around, please tell the security forces.”

“Yes, you worked hard too.”

“Also, there were some mentally ill people who came to our accommodation on the way, so I told them too. We won't be around for a while. So they told me not to worry. They said they would check once in a while while they were coming and going.”

Spirit soldiers can be seen walking along the street along Astesia's words.

“... Ah.”

As soon as they finished speaking, two people turned around.

It was a mentally ill couple who visited our church the day before the day of memorial service.

As the two walked away holding hands, they turned around, made eye contact with me, smiled, and greeted me politely.

When I saw the two people, I immediately said hello and they started walking towards the barracks again.

Although they became mentally ill and gained a youthful appearance, I had heard that they were originally a fairly old old couple, so the sight of them somehow struck me as new.

“... Yes. That's really reassuring. You don't have to worry unless someone comes to harm you during the night. ”

“Sure.”

Astesia seems to have told the nearby residents that we were going on a short trip even on the way home from grocery shopping.

No matter how much of a demon he is, it's hard to dislike a child with such a small body who always wears a straw hat, sweats, and moves around diligently.

Astesia seems to have built up the goodwill of the people around her without even realizing it, so she was able to set off on the long journey with peace of mind.

Meanwhile, Enin also wrapped his anvil in a cloth and came out from inside the dorm, put it on the carriage, and told him about his schedule.

Cooung-

“Hmm... The itinerary is a week to go, a week to come back, and the maximum time you can stay will be about 5 days.”

“5 days? It’s too short.”

It seems like it's quicker than I thought.

“Wizard Susomun, repairing the sword given to me by the corps commander, running errands for the music box, and even requesting an immortal organ... In addition, I met Deshade and Gloria, and I also have a separate question to ask, and I don't know if I can rest properly.”

I have more things to do than I thought, but I wonder if I can get it all done in 5 days.

First of all, the most important thing for me is to find that Roin wizard and ask him about the person who created a body that can transmit magic.

This is the most important thing, and then we have to go catch the traitor of the immortal organization with red fur who may be anywhere.

First, I will spend about a day meeting Gloria, and Thistle and Astesia will be with Deshade for the remaining days, so in reality, I can see that there are 4 days left.

'I think the hardest thing would be having to find it with a bundle of fur within 4 days.'

Although Peria's help is desperate, she also has to go to request a summoning spell with dwarven coins.

They said they would spend almost half a day before joining me, so I should think it would be 3.5 days before they could receive Feria's help.

'I'm really going to have to work all night.'

I guess it's wrong to sleep comfortably.

“... I'm sorry. In my opinion, it seemed like the time I could stay was too short, so I stopped by the barracks and tried to extend the time as much as possible, but they said that this was unusual and that 5 days was a lot.”

“Don’t apologize. Because I know best that Enin went through a hard time.”

Actually, we had received permission from the commander of the corps, so we would have been able to go on this trip for a long period of time, but there were some conflicts with the other side.

Although military officials were under the command of the corps commander, it did not matter, but the management of soul diseases was inevitably influenced by the Gaia Church, which managed the resuscitation center.

Those people from the Gaia Church went out of their way to find fault with the fact that our Church was only going on a short trip somewhere, and ended up creating a deadline of their own.

They seem to be afraid of retaliation from the corps commander, whose nerves have recently become extremely sharp, but they do not want to put down their pride at all costs.

'I won't worry about what happens next. Is this it?'

In addition, the person we meet, Gloria, is the head of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists.

Arsmagna is like a city-state, so it seems to have little influence if you look at the power map based on the size of the land, but during the period of the Great War, technology developed rapidly in the aftermath of the war.

This means that it is not a force that can be ignored at all.

However, the people of the Gaia Church made choices that ensnared me, even making choices that lowered my friendliness with them.

'I guess I'm a bit nervous.'

It seems that they came out strongly with the idea of making their influence known once more because they thought that a series of events had recently occurred that could have tarnished the prestige of the denomination.

This is true for our denomination and for the commander of the corps.

“You don’t seem to get angry unless people are stepping on your head?”

“Yes? What does that mean? Suddenly.”

“No, I just thought about it and it came out in words. If you think the period will be long, just chew it all and stay a few more days.”

“Oh, no! Rules are rules, so you have to follow them. For now, we are a temporary knight corps. Because I don’t know when I will return to military service.”

'I have no intention of ever returning to military service...'

As I look at Enin flapping his hands in a panic, my heart becomes complicated.

I had not yet properly told Enin about escaping the kingdom, so I couldn't bring it up carelessly.

“... Just kidding, kidding. Why don’t you hurry up and go.”

“Oh, was that something like that? Well then, I'm glad.”

Feeling uncomfortable, I lie and call other people.

When I went up to the second floor, Deshade and Thistle were going around each room and spraying something on the windows.

“What are you doing?”

“This is Seongsu. It's not that I don't trust other people, but I also think that something might happen while we're away. We are spraying it on every window.”

“Ah- Holy Wednesday.”

As I look at the liquid that looks no different from the water being sprinkled in the name of holy water, I suddenly remember some common sense I learned recently and ask.

“Hmm? But I heard that it takes a while to make holy water, but did you already have time to make it?”

The holy water I know is based on the standards of the Gaia Church, but I understand that it is completed by intermediate or higher priests infusing water with divine power and letting it age for about a week.

Then, as soon as Thistle heard my question, her shoulders seemed to have lost some strength, and she sank down and spoke quietly.

“... Do you want to know?”

After seeing that, I worry a little because the answer I get doesn't seem to be very good.

Whether to prioritize curiosity or mental defense.

And later, I decided that I had made a pointless choice.

“... What is it?”

“... Deshade.”

“Yes.”

“This is the water you put in the bathtub all night yesterday and then came out.”

“... Oh, shit.”

Only then did I notice the slight smell of wet iron coming from the huge bowl Thistle was holding.

You'll never know until you know the cause, but once you notice it, it's a presence that you can't help but focus your attention on.

The place where the holy water was being sprayed happened to be the window in my room, so I waited for them to finish their work and went down, hoping that the smell would be gone when I got back from my trip.

“Deshade, let’s go up.”

“Hmm. Thank you, apostle.”

The others get into the carriage first, making room for each other to sit, and Deshade also gets into the carriage with Thistle's guidance.

Just as I was feeling empty and wondering if I had forgotten something, I heard Aila's voice.

“Irim! I brought Gombang!”

“... Yes. I forgot about this guy.”

Eila brought the bear out.

This time, perhaps because I was paying attention to the fact that it was outside with people passing by, I stepped on the ground with all four legs.

He was sleeping in a corner of the first floor until just before we left.

I tried to wake him up by kicking him, but Aila said he had to recharge his stamina until just before departure, so I had no choice but to leave him there.

Yesterday, his neck was broken and he came back to life unexpectedly, so I get annoyed every time I see his face.

“Yes. I need to tie a string.”

I even had to modify the rope connecting the carriage, which had been prepared exclusively for horses, to use it specifically, so I worked until late at night as soon as I was resurrected.

So I take the huge string that was completed and take it to the guy to fill it.

chuck-

“... What is it?”

As soon as I approached, the bear put its front paws on my head.

“Queueueuung.”

“I feel sorry for Gombangi. He said he made a mistake yesterday.”

“No, let alone apologizing, why are you putting your foot up? Stinky.”

It actually smells amazing.

It is said that bears have to smell in order to cook, and this bear's smell is so strong that it can be called stinky.

“Well, what kind of manners does a bear know? All animals are like that.”

“Huh? Even though Gombang looks like this, he is from the elite, so the druids teach him etiquette, right? This is just Lee Rim losing a fight yesterday and putting his hand on his head like he was his subordinate.”

“Good. Let's play one more game before we leave. Damn you bastard.”

Just before leaving, I started a revenge match with the bear.

        
            “Rotten guy...”

The thing I spit out as soon as I open my eyes is an outburst of sincere resentment.

Doddd-

The shaking of the carriage makes me feel sick.

Our carriage is fortunate to have a suspension made by clever craftsmen and famous craftsmen, which reduces shaking, but there are bound to be limits to controlling the shaking when driving on unpaved roads.

“... Sigh.”

In the end, I lost again.

I was so exhausted that I couldn't even pull out a single hair, let alone land a single proper attack on it.

After that, he was forcibly thrown into the air and caught repeatedly, and then, in a unconscious state, he was put on a carriage and set off.

When I opened my eyes, everyone else was sleeping, leaning on their luggage in the shaking carriage, and Hwa-rim was stroking my forehead with my head resting on her thigh.

Enin is currently holding the reins of the carriage, and Deshade is sitting next to him, saying he wants to see the scenery.

“Are you awake?”

“... Yes, sister.”

Looking up at your face from below, an embarrassing but not bad feeling.

I always feel this comfortable knee pillow that accepts me when I have free time, but I can't get up easily.

“Irim, I don’t know about anything else, but you were vulnerable to magical beast type enemies.”

Hwarim continues to stroke her forehead and begins to tell old stories.

“Even in battle, no matter how fierce the fight with demons or other races is, it ends up being a series of 1:1 situations. After dying a few times, you get used to the race itself, whereas demon beasts always have a new appearance or habit, or they are almost always there. It was stable for multiple people to deal with one person.”

Since there is a physical difference between demonic beasts and humans, it is inevitable.

It is said that enemies the size of a group can be dealt with by multiple people, even if they are elves, who boast the most average strength among races of the same size.

So no matter how many times I fought against demonic beasts, I generally don't remember any special weaknesses that would remain in my mind.

Of course, in the case of demons whose bodies have become large due to excessive use of demon blood, or giants who were born large, it is possible to confront demon beasts in a 1:1 manner.

But I couldn't calmly accept defeat.

No matter how magical a beast it is, it has taken the form of a bear and has killed hundreds of beasts thanks to the elf forest next door.

I lost this purely because that bear was out of standard.

“No, sister. It's not that I lost because my opponent was a demonic beast, it's that Gomtaeng is especially bad, and he has the skills to be able to chew through several first-class gladiators and martial artists no matter where he goes to an arena like this...”

Even to me, who has no background in martial arts, his movements are too much.

“A bear that, while stepping, dodges my attacks by weaving, counters them with a low kick, grapples the moment it stumbles, and blows people's heads off with a jab? I don’t think this is right.”

Even though I am a martial artist, the only person who knows is Winnet, but I can clearly tell that his skills are better than that of a mid-level adventurer.

If the opponent were a person, I am confident that I would be able to win because I have a keen eye and would be able to figure out how the opponent moves with a high probability.

However, the opponent is a guy covered in thick fur.

This guy, whose movements change from moment to moment, is much more picky than a human because his thick leather makes it impossible to detect any movement of his muscles.

If we meet in an arena, I'm sure he'll be called the strongest and worst skull crusher or something like that.

Hwarim laughs at my words.

“Hahaha-, but it doesn’t mean there were no mistakes. Lee Rim: At that time, you were too angry and were drawn into danger. Since I already don't have a sword, I have to be more careful.”

“... That's right. I'll have to be more careful next time.”

“That's how it is. A man who doesn't give up looks cool.”

I will definitely try to kick that bear's shin before the end of this trip.

“...”

Deddd-

As the road is long, does the bear gain strength of its own?

The carriage runs without stopping, and silence, devoid of the sound of horses, surrounds the carriage.

“Hmm...”

Hwarim must have been bored, so she stopped stroking my forehead and started twisting my bangs with her fingers.

When there were about 5 bundles of Hwarim's twisted hair on my bangs, Hwarim spoke again.

“Aren’t you feeling too anxious these days?”

Although the words came out suddenly without any context, I could immediately understand their meaning.

“... That's because this seems to be more difficult than expected. It looks like the swordsmanship is going to be good, but it doesn't look right.”

It’s just as Hwarim said.

I'm a little nervous.

I thought my recent fight with Paladin was a big opportunity for me.

The extreme state experienced while fighting against a strong person.

In addition, the almost accidental move that showed my own limitations, such as saving the choir, was something I did, but it felt beautiful and perfect.

The moment I held up my sword and swung at the gigantic bell that was overwhelmingly attacking me, I felt confident that I would not be defeated by anyone as long as the opponent entered me first.

However, even if you want to recreate that movement, the progress is not as much as expected.

I began to wonder if this was a limitation of modern people who had not learned radish since childhood.

However, if I were the only one blocked by the wall, I wouldn't have felt nervous in the first place.

“Ennin can now freely use magic, and his older sister is becoming stronger.”

I am the only one swinging the sword while standing still.

Enin wields a new anvil that is the same size as the one previously used in the blacksmith shop, but weighs more than twice as much. Hwarim looks after Enin as Hwarim and at the same time calls Aila to the backyard whenever she has time, and they spar with each other. They are absorbing technology by being bullies in name only.

I'm starting to feel like I'm the only one falling behind.

In the end, all I have are things I got from other people, and I think it would be difficult to achieve something on my own.

Was I making a very gloomy expression without realizing it?

Hwarim untangles her fingers from my hair and gently pinches my cheek with both hands, just enough so that it doesn't hurt.

“If I find out how to obtain a body through which magic can pass through the wizard in the city I am going to this time, progress will be made. Even if you can't, don't worry, I will actively help you. An impatient mind will only prolong stagnation.”

“... Okay.”

As Hwarim comforted me, I felt like I was feeling a little better.

However, for a moment, Hwarim's next story calms me down again.

“Anyway, shouldn’t we tell Enin what we are going to do? I think I really need to say it now.”

“... Right.”

There is the most important thing that I have forgotten all this time, or more precisely, it is something that I have put off in the back of my mind, almost as if I had forgotten it on purpose.

What remained was to persuade Enin before escaping.

After the day of almsgiving, Aila had already finished talking with everyone else while she was visiting the elf forest.

Peria had brought up the story first, and Ayla said that she had a contract with Peria and that it was vacation so no one cared where I went, and that she would continue to follow me.

Deshade also said that he went there because he could easily witness the coming of the devil and prevent it, but he didn't go there specifically for missionary work, so he said he should do whatever was convenient.

If something happens to limit my choices, that's what's stopping me from being human.

It was a bit absurd that a being called God, who was not just another ordinary person, had told him to treat himself as just a symbolic being and to decide everything else in consultation with Thistle.

'That's why I like Deshade.'

When I went to Thistle, Thistle actively supported my opinion.

Thistle said that he was sad that Hwarim and I, who were already family, were going back to the military, perhaps because he had been asked by Deshade to become the church's shield, and asked him to contact us at any time if there was anything he could do to help.

Astesia also said that she had a promise with me and that she would follow me around forever.

I also promised Astesia that I would provide her with a comfortable place to rest wherever she wants in this world, so it was the right choice to leave to keep that promise.

So, in this place where the Gaia Church actively rejects demons, it would be best to leave for the sake of Astesia.

So what remains is Enin.

Enin is not far from us.

Enin also knows everything about the Immortal Engine and the fight against Paladin, just like everyone else.

Enin always had a troubled look on his face when he heard such strange yet serious stories from me, things that would have never had anything to do with him in his life if it had not been related to me, but in the end he smiled and took my side.

Because he was such an Enin, I was wary of even Enin at first, but now whenever I come back, I tell him everything without hiding anything.

Even about the magic sword and artifacts.

But the one thing we didn't talk about was the story of escape.

Others may leave because it is not their hometown or because they have nothing to lose that they have so much affection for.

But Ennin is different.

She has lived until now with only the thought of 'seeing me protecting the people here' and completely admiring and supporting her.

Enin is a person who admires dedication to others, and even though he felt really sorry for me, he did not change his opinion about soul disease, saying that it was an inevitable dedication for more people to survive.

I have to convince her like that.

This is the woman who, as a commoner, achieved the miracle of manifesting magic power on her own because she lived only for her beliefs.

You can also leave without telling Enin.

But that can never be possible.

No, that is something you should never do.

Before the recent memorial day, Enin had originally planned to receive a ceremony to sublimate his feats as usual at the Gaia Church.

However, Enin was rejected by the Gaia Church.

Since he is the leader of the Knights of the Shallow Grave and a collaborator of the Deshade Church, he insists that he receive the ceremony there.

'You petty bastards.'

The Gaia Church allows even outsiders, such as travelers, to participate in the ritual as long as they pay money.

Those guys deliberately refused.

They also publicly shouted and insulted others in places where there were many people who had come to apply.

I heard about what happened that day from Feria, who had been gathering news in the back alleys, and Vincent, whom I met on the street, long after the ceremony was over.

Even after what happened that day, Enin came back and didn't show us any expressions, just stayed like normal, and then hinted that he wanted to receive consciousness from Deshade.

And yet, Enin always greeted me with a smile whenever I went nearby, even though I didn't know anything.

'...I feel like I'm going to throw up.'

Hwarim quietly mutters when she sees me with a sour complexion, not sure if it's because of motion sickness or a sense of self-destruction.

“That child... probably does so because he sincerely believes that a better world will come.”

Even when the topic of soul disease came up, Enin remained silent, thinking that he would not intensify the conflict any further.

“... I wonder what kind of expression Enin would make if I denied that.”

That's the scariest thing.

Enin, who devoted himself so much to me.

Enine's belief is that one day, soul patients will be treated properly and the Gaia Church will once again eradicate its corruption and serve the people.

If I bring up a plan that betrays that belief and a plan to leave the kingdom union, I think Enin will stand against me with his strong will.

If that's the case, I'm glad.

Because I plan on persuading her somehow.

but-

I hate seeing things that aren't like that.

“I hope she doesn’t fall apart.”

I hope that Henin will not despair upon realizing the harsh truth about the unchanging reality that he has endured or turned a blind eye to.

“It doesn’t matter if I get hurt.”

The scariest thing is that the smile disappears from her face.

“...”

I was afraid of the sun disappearing, so I covered my eyes with my arm.

Hwarim just looked at me quietly and continued stroking me.

        
            It's been 4 days since departure.

It started to rain.

From the second day, it seemed like it was getting darker, but from the third day, heavy rain and drizzle fell alternately.

This is a world where my knowledge of geography and climate does not completely apply.

Of course, there are permafrost areas in the north and areas without winter in the south, but in addition, there are places where one city has distinct four seasons, while the city next door has a climate that is summer all year round.

In the United Kingdom, the gap between summer and winter is very short, and the period is filled with heavy rain.

“I’m glad I brought thick clothes just in case.”

“It’s almost fall. I thought the dry weather would continue for a while, but if this much rain falls, we can look forward to the future harvest.”

I am now sitting in the coach seat with Thistle wearing a raincoat.

The inside of the carriage is simply erected with pillars and covered with a tent as if it were a cabin, so it doesn't rain, but the coach seats inevitably get exposed to the rain.

So, we decided our turn by drawing lots and took turns holding the reins.

“Lee Lim. Isn't it cold? Would you like me to warm up the insulating stone again?”

Thistle held out her hand, asking for the stone I was holding.

“No. are you okay. It's worth holding on a little longer. It's a bit more comfortable when the soul's body is like this.”

When the temperature of the soul's body falls below a certain level, the body begins to raise its body temperature on its own.

However, the downside is that if you leave it in a state of self-heating for a long time, you will get very hungry very quickly.

'That's why cold magic is less effective, which is good.'

As I was hit by rainwater hitting my face once in a while, I remembered how I rushed forward without hesitation using Estarke as a staff, despite the heavy snow magic used by a rebel wizard from the north.

He was a wizard who could not bear to be relegated to the north and rebelled and returned.

His personality was at a serious level, so he was demoted to cool off even though he was from a famous noble family and a promising wizard.

However, the wizard, whose skills were clearly unbearable, rebelled and returned, and used climate magic against the capital's legions to make everyone shiver in the cold, regardless of faction.

Even the knights who were said to be at leisure were unable to move because their armor was frozen, and it was so cold that even the local rebels who lived in the snowy mountains shivered, but our soul soldiers were able to move forward without hesitation, trusting in their own heat generation ability.

However, what happened after that also comes to mind.

'No, wasn't it all that good?'

I don't think it's a very good thing, since I remember being trapped in a huge iceberg because of another ice spell that the wizard used against the soul soldiers, and being unable to die for 5 days, only with my eyes open.

Despite my words that this is okay, Thistle reaches out her hand in my direction and touches my hand holding the insulating stone and says.

“The thermal insulation stone has good magic efficiency, so give it to me whenever you feel cold.”

“Thank you.”

Insulating stone.

The wizard who first created it wanted to use the name 'Phoenix's Egg', but in the process of commercialization, the high-ranking people who supported the research changed it to a familiar name that can be used to understand its role even at first hearing it. .

Thanks to the rain, the temperature has dropped significantly, so it is the perfect time to use stones that heat up when magically applied as hand warmers.

Since I can't infuse my magic power, I have to have Thistle continuously recharge my magic power from the side, making it a bit troublesome to use it.

However, even if the thermal insulation problem has been solved to some extent, it is inevitable that the mouth will be bored.

As soon as we take the reins, our eyes turn forward and the story blooms naturally.

“Anyway, I don’t think there’s anything like this in the current situation. It looks like you took really good care of it. Did Lee Rim expect the day to change like this?”

“Yes? Ah, it’s not like that, it’s just...”

While trying to answer Thistle's question, he stops.

'If I told you that I bought it because my hands looked cold when I saw it before, would you wake up thinking that I remember even the smallest details?'

“... I just kept it because it was being sold cheaply and I didn't think I would ever use it. Coincidence, coincidence.”

“Oh, is that so? Still, even if it was a coincidence, it would be great. Because luck doesn’t come that easily.”

“Is that so?”

After hearing the answer, Thistle did not let go of my hand.

At first, I wondered why it was like that, but I saw that the stone I was holding in my hand started to get warm again over time, so it seemed like it was recharging.

Since I had already been sitting on the coach seat for more than 4 hours, I had changed the insulating stone about 5 times, so I stopped refilling the insulating stone because I thought that Thistle would get very tired if I let him consume more magical energy.

“Do you think Thistle is greater than me? You've been with me for several hours already. Why don’t you switch to someone else soon?”

“It’s okay. Since I became conscious, my body's condition has been better than I imagined. Even though I've used quite a bit of divine power, I'm still feeling comfortable.”

Thistle raised his hand holding the reins, smiled with a proud expression, and patted his chest.

It's an action he's trying to make to appear trustworthy, but it just makes him look cute.

“And it feels like a privilege to be able to sit here now.”

“Really? I'm not sure...”

I'm annoyed by the heavy rain, but thistle doesn't seem to mind.

He stands close next to me and continues to smile.

At that time, the tent behind opens and an eye is revealed.

fluttering-

“ Lee, Lee Lim. Well, what do you see?”

Aila asks us from behind, slightly opening the tent with her fingers.

“No, I don’t see a single ant let alone a demonic beast.”

I'm passing through a forest road, but perhaps because the rain is so heavy, I don't see deer or raccoon-like animals that jump out onto the road.

“Yeah, really? Well, there should be some food for Gombang to eat...”

“That’s right.”

'I pay for the food... but they eat a ton of it.'

I look at the bear running in the rain in front of the carriage, blowing steam all over its body.

Even though it was already the 4th day, seeing him running with all his might like when he first started, I could see that his strength was enormous.

Although Thistle is currently holding the reins, he is not playing a big role.

Although we look straight ahead, it is difficult to see the road very clearly due to the rain, and Gombangi runs well by avoiding obstacles on its own.

This excellent self-driving bear car runs silently, except for the occasional fork in the road, looking back towards us and waiting for instructions.

What we are doing is looking for any monsters or animals to feed this bear.

Gombangi eats well.

I really eat a lot.

So food ran out much faster than expected.

'Originally, I had calculated and put in food for my return trip.'

The reason was that I failed to calculate how much food I should feed Gombangi.

Thanks to that, we became a lighthouse in the pouring rain to find sacrifices to feed this bear.

“This is why I tell beginners not to drive large cars carelessly. I can’t afford the fuel economy.”

“Uh, huh? What did you say?”

“No. It’s cold so go in quickly.”

“K, keung! Yeah, yeah. Ah, anyway, if you see it, call me right away...”

“Yes. Close it quickly because it’s raining.”

After looking inside the tent for a moment, he puts Aila's fingers in and closes it again.

It would be best for an elf with good eyesight to come out of the carriage and explore, but Aela was more poisoned by the cold than anyone could have imagined.

As soon as it started raining and the temperature dropped considerably, Aila wrapped herself in her cloak and threw herself into the pile of luggage. As that wasn't enough, she hugged Peria and used her as a stove.

When Hwarim saw Hwarim hugging Ennin and Astesia at the same time and sharing body heat in the same way, Deshade said that it looked good and came up to her, asking her to do the same, and kicked her.

“... I need to buy some things there before I come back.”

“I guess so. I need to look around for food and winter gear.”

“It’s a city of alchemists, so you can have some expectations, right? If you want to buy something in the kingdom, you have to spend too much money.”

“I definitely think spending money on magic tools is not a bad choice. I also gave Morsling this magic tool as a parting gift, and I've recently become interested in it.”

Thistle reached into the chest of her nun’s uniform and pulled out a square object.

The light that Morsling once used to light a fire is an item that I remember under the familiar name of lighter.

'If I do something wrong, I think I'll lose some money.'

According to the story I heard from Peria, in addition to the magic tools called lights, most of the various useful items for daily life are made in the city of alchemists.

If trade with the empire had been carried out smoothly like in the past, the current high prices would not have been established, but there is nothing we can do about it.

The road to the Kingdom Union is rough and there are few merchants, so you have to pay a very high price to buy magic tools.

“Seeing that reminds me of the first time we met. Thistle was also very nervous then, just like Aila is now.”

Thanks to that magic tool, I put Feria in the coffin and came back and remembered the dawn we met.

“At that time, I really thought I was going to die... It wouldn't matter now, but if Lee Rim hadn't told me to make a fire, I might have really suffered from a cold.”

“It looked really cold... Wait.”

Even as I was talking, I felt like I saw something shining through the rain.

When I tap Thistle on the shoulder, she lightly pulls on the reins.

Then Gombangi slowly slowed down and stopped the carriage.

Tuk-tuk-

With his eyes facing forward, he knocks on the carriage so that Eila feels the vibration.

Aila looks out through the gap in the tent, as if the vibrations were well transmitted despite the sound of the heavy rain.

There was no sound, but there was something.

“... coming.”

Definitely not a beast.

If it were an animal, it would be sheltering from the rain near the road, but when it feels the vibration of the carriage, it thinks there is an avalanche and jumps out.

It's not even a magical beast.

If it is a horse beast, it will hold its breath due to the noise of the heavy rain and wait in the gap between the dense trees until the carriage approaches.

Then, it will start chewing everything up with its teeth.

Soon the eye light seen from far away got closer and closer.

At the same time, the eye glow grew higher and higher.

The guy who was approaching with his back bent slowly straightens his back and approaches.

A mask made of wood that covers the upper part of the face.

Inside, there are two eyes with black pupils embedded in blue skin.

The head of the mask is decorated with broken and woven horns of a huge stag.

Although he has a slim, blue-skinned body with a curved waist, he does not look weak at all.

It only looks that way because it's tall, but it's because it's thicker than a log.

“... Is it a troll?”

“They are also Ascendant Forest Trolls... they are giants.”

The troll, which appeared to be more than 12 meters tall, walked through the heavy rain without making any sound and blocked the carriage.

They didn't even bother to attack, but they deliberately approached them by pretending to be popular so that someone would notice.

Bad intentions.

“... I looked down on you?”

As the troll approached, everyone except Astesia, Peria, and Deshade came out wearing raincoats and carrying weapons.

It didn't run to attack us until we all came out, but just stayed silent and walked slowly, taking its time.

troll.

Among the giant-bodied races, there are several humanoid races, and broadly speaking, there are those called giants.

Trolls are one of the shortest races among them.

Their intelligence is quite good, so they are barely classified as a different race.

They have their own culture, including language, but communication has never occurred.

Because in their eyes, we only seem like somewhat difficult prey.

“Wasn’t the average height of trolls a little over 6 to 7 meters?”

It appears to be a “ variant. Before leaving, I was looking for news about the passing road at the adventurer's guild, and I heard a rumor that there were people who were heading this way recently and lost news... It seems like this guy was the cause.”

“It's a troll... I had a bit of a hard time with the flesh constantly growing out. It’s been a while since I last saw you. Although it is my first time seeing something of this size.”

While Thistle and Hwarim were sharing their brief thoughts, the guy came along and picked up a suitable tree trunk and stopped.

“... Is the condition a bit strange? Didn’t this guy eat something wrong?”

Usually, trolls tattoo their bodies with blood, and the moment they see an enemy, they scream and charge with weapons.

There are usually at least two or three of them gathered there, but this one is the only one.

Peria sticks her head out of the carriage, looks at the guy, and says.

“Ascendant Troll refers to a person who is separated from the group due to lack of intelligence. There is a rare chance that they will display the genes of their ancestors. They are much larger than regular trolls, but their brains are proportionately smaller, so I heard that they are culled and kicked out of society at an early age...”

As Peria began to speak, the troll put his hand inside the huge beast's skin that was wrapped around his lower body and threw something, as if trying to interrupt him.

Swish-

Degurrr-

The moment we saw that, not only Peria but we also fell silent.

Skull.

Judging by its size, it is not an ordinary skull, but a child's skull.

He throws two skulls in front of us and looks at them quietly.

and-

Sigh-

I smiled. That too means ridicule.

“... Is this a provocation? Right?”

“I guess so.”

Ennin lowered the visor of his helmet and stepped forward holding a hammer.

Clap-

“Eating people and then acting to deceive them is unforgivable! Lee Rim! Let’s go!”

“Yes. At least the fact that he did that shit right in front of my eyes means I want to go after him.”

“What you have done now is to insult the dead. You have crossed the line. Now you will pay the price.”

Enin and Thistle, along with two others, stepped forward.

Since we have to prepare for the unexpected, only three people go out.

Ujijijijik-

Seeing us jumping forward, the troll also pulled up a large tree next to it, looked up at the sky, and let out a shout announcing the start of the battle amidst the heavy rain.

“Kagagagagagagaga-!”

“You fell behind today.”

The fight began with the troll's screams.

        
            “Nothing! That's not it! Come out! Just keep your form!”

puck! puck! puck! puck!

“Sure! what! Even if it's a trick! I thought it was there! Okay!”

Kwasik! Knock! Crackling! Pap-duk!

“The living! Ridiculous! crime! In the name of Deshade! Let’s repent and search!”

Sigh! Suddenly! Crackling! Get a job!

The three of them work hard to crush the crouching troll into a pulp.

A 12-meter troll is more than 5 meters tall even when it curls up and covers its head.

Thanks to this, being able to swing no matter where you swing was an advantage.

Trolls, as their name suggests, have regenerative powers, so if you don't do this, they will quickly recover their limbs and start attacking.

“Kaaa...”

The troll's painful screams spread everywhere.

Even with those screams, we don't stop beating the troll hard.

From the first appearance to the provocation, everything was impure.

Although he was able to purposely perform the feat of being able to move without making a sound in the heavy rain, he did not hit the player, and when he appeared, he set the mood by bending down and slowly raising his gaze.

This guy was not satisfied with simply hunting people like that, and even enjoyed hunting.

The one who was expelled from the group cannot eat properly and is very slender compared to an ordinary troll, but its huge 12-meter physique, which comes from its genes, gives it an advantage in most everything.

It was probably expelled from the group for a while, and it fattened itself by eating adventurers and travelers, relying on its growing body.

Then I realized.

That people are afraid of him.

The guy smiles in the dark cave and behaves differently from the next hunt.

I research how to create more fear, and think about how to put it into practice so that I can enjoy my prey as much as possible before it enters my mouth.

They make masks, add horns to make them look even bigger, and even carry skulls around as if to warn them of the impending fate, enjoying the reactions of others.

But that too until today.

He picked the wrong opponent.

“You got the wrong call today, you bastard!”

To begin with, the troll wasn't that strong.

I don't know what they believed and why they came out like that.

This guy probably only dealt with retired mercenaries hired by the top on this road, which is not frequented by knights or legionnaires.

It looked down on us and tried to attack us with its huge body showing a huge gap, but was counterattacked.

Ennin and Thistle broke their knees with an anvil and a claymore, and I hit their wrists and they fell down.

As soon as he first fell down, I kicked the mask on his head and broke it.

The deer antlers, which had been pulled out from the roots with huge hands and attached to the mask, have long since been lying on the ground.

“Ugh... It's getting late, so let's kill him quickly and make a fire. It's so cold...”

Before we know it, Aila has entered the carriage again and is just sticking her head out and looking at us.

Knock-knock-baaaak!

“I’d like to, but this doesn’t kill me too much, does it? Even if it's a troll, isn't it playing too fast?”

The fight ended unanimously, but the beating could not be ended even after a long time had passed.

Trolls are inherently dangerous because they are so large, but they also have good regenerative abilities.

But that too has its limits.

Its overwhelming regenerative ability is such that cut blood vessels can automatically reattach and flesh can be regenerated in an instant. If Ennin can make a mess with an anvil like this, no matter how much a troll he is, he can still be killed instantly.

“This guy... he's too fast. How long do I have to beat you?”

The troll in front of us continues to regenerate rapidly even after being beaten for a long time.

The moment you stab the body with a knife and pull it out, the flesh fills up again without even leaving a scar.

Even an ordinary troll's ability to regenerate this quickly is ridiculous.

Well, thanks to that, he can't die and is still being beaten by us.

At that time, Peria, who was looking closely at the prone troll, noticed something and shouted.

“... Ah! brother! That's a talisman, an earring! These are magic earrings! I guess that amplifies the regenerative power!”

After listening to Peria's words, I looked at the guy's head and saw that the earrings in his ears were shining and shaking to the rhythm of our beating.

“Really? Then take this... Wow!”

puck!

It happened in an instant.

Thinking that he had found a weak spot, he stopped stabbing me with his sword and looked away, but before I knew it, the guy who had regenerated my aching arm hit me with his arm, causing me to fall to the ground.

“Irim! Are you okay?!”

“Like that.”

At the same time as Enin was worried, Hwarim came out and tried to fill my empty spot, but the troll woke up again before I knew it.

“Ike, let’s go, Enin!”

“Yes!”

Ennin and Thistle took a step back as the arm comparable to a tree trunk was swinging magnificently.

The guy just screams.

“Gaaa-!”

A roar into the future, as if to announce that this moment is the stepping stone for a reversal.

He stood tall in the pouring rain and-

...thump thump thump thump!

“Huh? hey! Where are you going?”

He turned back and started running away at full speed.

“Wagon! carriage! Hey let's go! Gomtaeng!”

He hurries back into the carriage and urges the bear.

Although the speed soon increased, the distance to the troll was not as narrow as expected.

Thump thump thump thump thump!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo

“You must catch it! If you leave it like this, it will continue to attack nearby villages!”

Enin is hanging on the carriage and can't take his eyes off the guy.

The guy running down the forest path at long strides is so tall that he stands tall even among the giant trees, so it's hard to miss his spot, but it's also hard to catch up with him.

“It’s faster than I thought?”

“Udeuddeud... Lee, Lee Rim. Come out for a moment.”

Just when I was wondering what to do with that, Eila completely rolled up the tent and came over to the coach seat.

What he holds in his hand is a bow and arrow.

The arrow without a feather is the symbol of the elves.

“Are you going to hit that one like this?”

Aela stood on her own two legs in the extremely shaking carriage and began to string the bow.

“Trigram, it’s okay! This, this much, is easy to get around!”

Perhaps it was because of the shaking carriage or the cold, but Aila quickly finished stringing the bow even though her teeth were chattering.

He then hangs an arrow on his bow and fires it in a seemingly light manner.

Shook-

Pachang!

One of the guy's earrings was shattered with just one hit.

Then the guy's speed slowed down a bit.

The talisman she wears as an earring seems to have improved not only her regenerative ability but also her endurance.

“Good! Good job!”

“ Lee Rim may have forgotten, I guess! I'm an elf?”

“It looks like you're going to chew your tongue, so don't say anything and shoot the next one quickly!”

He urges Aila, who is proud once again for the first time in a while, to take out an arrow.

The moment Aila strings her bow again-

Swish!

As he ran, he vigorously lifted a rock in his path and threw it back.

Kugugugugugugugugugung-

“This is crazy!”

A rock about twice the size of the carriage rolls towards us.

The rock was so large that if it hit it, the carriage would be crushed.

'Should I destroy it with a magic sword?'

It was a spur-of-the-moment decision, but it didn't seem like a good idea.

The fragments created when the rock breaks will eventually cause damage to other people behind.

“I’ll stop it!”

And in that brief moment, Enin stood next to Eila.

Indomitable Veil.

Tang!

A green curtain appeared on Enin's body, and as soon as it hit the rock, Enin was pushed aside.

The rock rolled right to the side of the carriage.

“Good job!”

“Go, next, go!”

Shook-

Pachang!

The arrow fired next shattered the last earring.

The troll noticed Aela pulling the bow and tried to avoid it by moving zigzag between the trees, but no one could escape from the elf's bow.

The guy lost his earring and began to lose speed as arrows continued to hit his back.

“Now look around, man!!!”

The moment he gets close, he jumps high from the carriage and plunges his sword into his spine.

“Gaaagh!”

Degurrr-

The troll fell forward and rolled.

After the carriage stopped next to him, the group raid began again.

Thistle stabs the man's arm with his great sword, and Enin continues to hit the troll's vital points through the gap in the helmet's visor, where no blood is visible.

This time, I also give priority to my joints so that they don't fly away.

Even if the blood constantly splashing out soaks his clothes and gets into his eyes, he doesn't stop and attacks the guy until he's completely finished.

It was the moment when the troll was being torn apart.

Gombangi, who was driving the carriage, took off his rope and came next to me.

“Guuu!”

“Huh? what? Why are you doing this all of a sudden?”

Gombang came up next to me, tapped my shoulder, and-

puck! Crump-

“Did you also want to beat up?”

I just started beating up the troll.

It seems like this guy made me lose my temper because I sprinted as hard as I could.

After that, four people, including Gombangi, beat the troll. After about 5 minutes, the troll died completely.

“Whoa... Whoa... It's really tough.”

I tried my best to dismantle it just in case, and my body was completely covered in blood.

“Whew... I'm really glad. Now, people will feel safe on this road for the time being.”

Squeak-

Sigh-

When Enin raised his visor, all the blood on his helmet rushed to the back and poured out.

It's such a contrast to his grinning appearance.

“... If there is an artifact that will help with laundry when I stop by the city, I should buy that too.”

Afterwards, it is time to collect loot that only the winner can enjoy.

Peria started to dismantle the heart of the Ascendant Troll, which is a variant among trolls, saying that it was expensive. We decided to rest near here as it took some time to dismantle it and it was getting dark at the end of the evening.

“This would be better.”

We drive the wagon to a place slightly removed from the body, find a riverside, and prepare for camping.

“Oh, I will wash your clothes, so please give them to me.”

Astesia looks at us, especially Enine and I, who are heavily covered in blood, and asks us to take off our clothes.

Looking at Astesia like that, I thought there was no reason to get blood on my hands that didn't even have blood on them, so I said it was okay and decided to go to the river.

“Um... no. Just go ahead and soak the whole thing and then come back. Enin, let’s go.”

“Is that so? Still, I have to prepare dinner...”

Enin also began to worry as he wiped away the blood that had gotten to the inside of his helmet with a leaf.

“It’s okay, so go ahead and come back. Since we have to make a fire anyway and dismantle the troll before cooking, I think it would be a good idea to take a shower. Don't worry here.”

“Then... thank you. I’ll come back soon!”

So we walked together toward the river.

        
            The place I was heading to on foot with Enin was a valley not far from where the carriage that Deshade had told me about was located.

I was glad that the rain had stopped when it was time to camp.

The black clouds disappeared, as if all the rain had poured out, and a round moon sat in their place.

Soon we arrived at a valley with an open view on all sides, and we were greeted by the river water, with every single pebble visible below the water.

“I’m glad it’s bright. I don’t think you’ll hurt your feet because the entire bottom of the river is illuminated.”

“That’s right. Since it's already like this, should I catch some fish?”

“Um... no. I don't think there will be any time to take care of it. Let’s just wash away the blood on our clothes and go.”

“Well, it’s a hassle to remove the intestines and blood. Then, then.”

Since fish also sleep, I thought I might be able to catch them if I threw a rock at them, but now I'm more anxious to eat and sleep.

Enin and I take off the outer clothes that Eila made for us.

with a splash-

Then, when the clothes are placed in the moon reflected in the river water, the water becomes cloudy and blood drains out.

“Ugh! Tea, it’s cold.”

“There’s nothing we can do because it’s after the rain. It would have been a bit warmer if it had been daytime.”

“Still, I like cold water. Cold water is more effective in removing bloody stains. Ah, Lee Rim. Please rub the areas where stains like this are likely to occur like I did. That way you won’t lose.”

“Oh, really? Then I have to do it a little harder.”

Following what Enin did, he wrinkled his clothes and scrubbed them vigorously in the water.

Aila said that when making the church uniforms, they used a special sewing method unique to the elves. Thanks to this, they were waterproof and blood flowed out easily.

However, some things dry out quickly and stick together, so you have to wash them off with water.

“...”

Slurp, rumble-

It is a quiet riverside.

Occasionally, you can hear a splashing sound, probably because there are fish that can't sleep at night due to the smell of blood, but other than that, it's really quiet.

Perhaps because we were concentrating on washing our clothes in the river, we suddenly became quiet and didn't say anything.

'... Wouldn't now be the best time?'

I thought now would be a good time to tell Enin about my plan.

Surely now would be the best opportunity.

“...”

Slump-clump-

Still, I couldn't open my mouth.

I don't know how to start talking.

If I really want to say something, my personality is to just say it out on the spot.

Whether it's a curse or a compliment.

I think the reason why no voice comes out of my mouth is because I am not prepared.

“These days-”

While I was thinking such pitiful thoughts, Enin spoke first.

“I think it’s fun to live a little these days.”

“... Really? Why?”

‘Why do you say life is fun? I guess this is a really bad answer.'

I was embarrassed without even realizing it, so I accepted what he said, but I thought it wasn't right.

Still, Enin pays no heed and continues talking.

“Dreams keep coming true.”

“Dream? What a dream.”

“My dream is to help Lee Rim and save people.”

Enin lifted his outer garment, shook off the moisture, and continued speaking again.

“Actually, it was a dream even before that. Our family motto is, ‘You were born as a human being, so live as a human being.’ It was something like that. It’s been a while so I don’t remember exactly.”

“It’s a family motto... It looks good.”

I wondered what our family motto was, but I couldn't remember it.

We've barely even talked about anything else.

“Is that so? But there was a time when I completely let go of that family motto and lived. Both my parents were in the security forces, but they both died in the early stages of the Great War.”

It's a common story.

At least for those living in the Kingdom Confederacy, it is quicker to count people with both parents alive and well.

Enin seemed to want to shake off thoughts of the past and spoke as he rubbed his outer clothes even more busily.

“At that time, I also became an ordinary refugee and was constantly pushed to the rear. There was no human duty or anything. I kept walking while looking at the ground to survive, no matter who fell or not, and I was busy running away while hugging the food I was given so as not to lose it. I couldn't see any other people's faces. And in the end, I was locked in a city and just waiting to die.”

Hell of a situation.

The different races that were constantly invading the territory were all different, but their goals were the same.

The heads of those who resisted were separated from their bodies, and those who did not resist were taken away and used as sacrifices for their own convenience. Whether it's food or slaves.

“The one you met back then was me?”

“Yes. The castle wall collapsed and the teeth of the magic beast, ruled by chains, devoured the people. Even though I was a weak person who fell while running, those teeth did not stop pointing at me. In the end, a great worm came up from under the ground and ran towards me, and Lee Rim saved it.”

“... I don’t remember either. Because I traveled around a lot.”

Even if I try hard to remember Enin's story, I can't remember because the same situation has happened more than ten times.

Not only did I move around a lot, but at that time I just lived as I could.

I had been living without a proper goal from the beginning, but after I became a soul patient, I lived for the desires in front of me.

I just fought because I didn't want to experience the pain of death, ate when I was hungry, and slept when I was sleepy.

Saving people was a duty I was forced to carry in my daily life, and I just did it because I couldn't refuse it.

'If I wasn't mentally ill, I wouldn't have thrown myself that hard.'

These were things I did because it was an order.

Because the moment you refuse an order, pain comes.

Enin lifts his fully scrubbed robe and shines it in the moonlight as he speaks.

“It’s a bit unfortunate that you don’t remember, but I think it might actually be fortunate. In that case, I would be the only person Lee Rim knows who was saved and helped by Lee Rim.”

“... That's how it happens.”

Enin said that and smiled.

It seems like he was just joking around.

“From that day on, I only followed Lee Rim while the corps stayed in our city. There were many other soul sufferers, but I think the reason why they did that was because they were the ones who saved me directly. And I felt many things.”

“What do you feel? I just lived as I could.”

“Hehe. Lee Rim, do you know that? What did Lee Rim usually do?”

“Um... I don't really want to know.”

From what I remember, I don't think I did anything that could be an example to others.

“When someone asked me to bring my child, I grumbled but eventually found the child and brought it to him.”

“Oh, I guess I remember that.”

Even though so many things happened, there are some things that are memorable in fragments.

That day was no different from any other day, a time of endless defensive battles and counterattacks.

At that moment, when I was resurrected and running away, swearing, a woman asked me to find her child.

It was a common request, so I gave a rough answer, and I was hoping that the child would be found by me and I would leave the castle gate without adding to my luggage. However, the child was found right in front of me, so I ended up bringing him in.

Even though I was so exhausted that I grabbed him by the collar and tied him up.

“There’s more. I was really excited about the noble officer who suggested that he abandon the city and run away with the refugees as a shield. Do you know what? There is an order for spirit soldiers not to hit officers.”

“Oh, right. It was engraved in its entirety and later released. There are times when commands get messed up or something.”

“I realized it later when I became a soldier, but it was because of Lee Rim. You didn’t know, right?”

“... This is my first time knowing that.”

I had no idea. Who would have thought that I was the number one mentally ill person who committed such an incident?

Afterwards, Enin tried to tell me all the stories I remembered a little bit or didn't remember at all, but stopped short, saying he didn't think he could do it all today.

“I continued to see Lee Rim after that, but he didn’t refuse people’s requests. At least anyone he could see would be brought back before anyone else, and he would fight with people who didn't even look human, spitting until the end.”

“... I don't think it's a good look for others to see or imitate.”

It's a minor thing.

I only did that because saving the people in front of me and taking them to the rear was not the same as moving forward and dying.

And I just thought it would be better to make the decision that less people would die.

Even if I die, I will be resurrected, so I acted like that because it would be more computationally advantageous if someone else came back to life instead of me dying.

So I deny it.

“I just did that because I was mentally ill. If there was no guarantee of resurrection, I wouldn't have even attempted it. Other people only have one life, but I am given another chance. Even if he was resurrected there, he might not have done it unless someone else forced him to do it.”

“That might be possible. Still, for me at the time, that sight rekindled the extinguished faith in my heart. From that day on, I worked hard. I want to become a person who can save people and sleep comfortably anywhere like that soul disease.”

For me, I would have lived the life I could, but to Enin, it seemed like a wonderful great man.

“Then, after I joined the military, I learned the truth. The soul soldiers were actually people who had been dragged in.”

This fact became known later.

At first, the people of the Kingdom Alliance thought that the soul soldiers were God's army given by Gaia for them, but they learned that they were actually like slaves.

And after that became known, our treatment completely changed.

When they realized that those fighting at the forefront of the battlefield, unlike themselves, did not receive God's grace and could not refuse orders, they ignored and discriminated against us.

“Live as a human being. My family's family motto is not to turn a blind eye to others, give stability to those who are anxious, and not to overlook injustice. I wanted to uphold that family motto.”

That implicit family motto, which seems to stand for justice, is a family motto that will not result in expulsion if you really try to keep it thoroughly.

“Spiritual sufferers are also people. But no one treated me like a human being. I set my goal again after seeing the changing treatment of soul soldiers as the war gradually subsided. Even though I am a beginner soldier, I will work hard to rise to a higher position and change the treatment of soul soldiers. Even though we are the same person, even though he is the hero who saved us, it is ridiculous that he is treated like that.”

However, the opponents of Enin who had such extraordinary ideas were ultimately the church and the nobles.

Even though they were in a critical situation with the five kingdoms collapsing and being pushed to their limit, they were so selfish that they did not think about how to make the soul bottles stronger by summoning them, but rather focused more on turning them into slaves who could not disobey them.

“... It's impossible.”

So there is no way that what Enin thought of was a possible plan.

The opponent is huge and Enin is alone.

“I know. That it's just a dream. Actions to save people from danger like now are only enjoyable because they feel like dreams are slowly coming true, but in reality, they are wishes that cannot be reached to the end.”

Enin put his blood-drained outerwear on a rock and came towards me.

I was careful not to splash water on my pants, which were rolled up to my thighs, but I walked with straight, straight steps.

And then he held my hand.

My hands, which had just gone in and out of the water, felt incredibly warm even though they should have been cold.

Enin says while holding my hand tightly.

“If there is a situation where I have to save everyone like Astesia, I will be willing to do it like that child. But that's the situation Astesia was in because she was special, and I'm just an ordinary human being.”

Henin is an ordinary person.

Hwarim said that Enin is not a person with a genius sense in handling weapons.

Deshade also said that Enine was an ordinary person.

He said that he was not a person with the genetics of innate physical talent.

For Henin, there is only one belief, faith.

So that mediocrity is actually not mediocrity.

‘So even more so, you are not ordinary. Ordinary people can't get that far with their beliefs.'

Enin worked hard to build a strong body with only faith, not sense or talent, and achieved a method of manipulating magical power that even knights who built up their vision at the family level could barely achieve.

Enin, who still hasn't realized his own greatness, speaks of a strong person I can't help but look up to.

“So I decided to set a more realistic goal. I, who admired Lee Rim and was allowed to live my life again thanks to Lee Rim, set a goal to live a life for Lee Rim.”

A longing that fueled belief.

Because of that small spark, Enin was able to achieve such a huge feat.

Enin is now saying that he will leave it up to me to determine the direction of the path forward for that belief and the feat it has achieved.

But I couldn't accept that decision because I knew my own worth.

So I deny it.

“... I am not that important of a person to dedicate my life to.”

“No. It's important to me. Lee Rim is more precious to me than anything else in this world.”

Enin's eyes are full of passion.

Those eyes were filled with envy that was burdensome to me.

It's a wrong decision.

It's just confusing.

The poor child who lost his family just happened to be motivated by Hanryang, who just lives as he likes.

If there were a scale to measure value, the plate would naturally tip towards Enin.

But Henin denied the allegations.

and-

The inner feelings I tried to hide are revealed with bright light.

“Please tell me, Lee Rim.”

“...”

“When Lee Rim is silent, it is when he is thinking about something important. I also know that really important words are not said carelessly and are saved until the end.”

“... This is a story that denies your family motto. This is a story about the country you longed for being broken.”

After hearing the story of being reborn through envy, I became even more unable to speak.

I am just a small animal that wants the sun to remain in the sky as the sun.

“It doesn’t matter. Whatever Lee Rim says, I will accept it.”

For me, who could not approach the sun, the sun approached me first.

“Because I decided to live for Lee Rim.”

Enin jumped of his own volition and crossed to the other side of the scale.

In order to reach my arms, he gave up his own path and crossed over.

Enin hugged me.

Enine, who was also immersing my body in cold water, distributed my body temperature to a much warmer temperature.

flower of the sun.

It is a brighter and stronger life than anyone else.

I couldn't refuse any longer.

I knelt down and carefully hugged the little flower that was leaning on me and told her what I was thinking.

Let's leave this place together with everyone.

This is a story about leaving this place to protect everyone who is precious like family.

Each one is a story that denies the story and life she has told so far.

These are stories about ignoring people being killed by heretics and abandoning the duty of being a shield from other races.

Enin just quietly listened to the story and patted my head.

And answered.

“If that’s Lee Rim’s idea, let’s do it.”

The answer brought tears to my eyes.

Enin did not deny me or break down.

Because she is the sun.

The sun welcomes me every morning as if it were natural.

Feeling relieved that I didn't betray the girl who trusted me...

I shed tears, relieved to no longer have to turn my back on the sun.

        
            “... Shall we go now?”

“... Yes.”

It was soon time to go back.

If I stay here any longer, other people will get worried and come looking for me.

The outer garment, with all the blood and stains gone, is placed on the rock, and the remaining one, Enin's helmet, is carefully washed again and the moisture is shaken off.

“Ah, but I think Peria will make fun of this.”

When I thought about going back, my eyes were red, probably because I kept crying.

I tried washing my eyes with water, but no matter what I did, this thing wouldn't go away anytime soon.

On the contrary, after washing with water, the area around my eyes felt even more sore than before, so I pressed my palms against my eyes once, but my hands were cold, so I stopped.

“Uhm, sure. Who made our always confident Lee Rim cry?”

“... You don’t have to do it.”

“But if things go on like this, Peria will definitely make fun of you like you said?”

Enine smiles and strokes the area around my eyes with her soft fingers.

My thumbs, which I thought were always going to be used for hammering and repairing weapons and even taking care of cooking utensils, were much softer than I expected and felt affectionate.

However, even if there is no one there, this situation feels a bit embarrassing.

Holding Enin's hand, he comes out of the water and rips off his clothes.

“It’s okay. It's my fault for crying, so I have to endure it.”

“Then should I rub my eyes instead? Then Peria will make fun of both of us, so I think it’s okay.”

“Is that okay? If Peria decides to make fun of you, she immediately says something outrageous.”

It would be strange if two people who went to the river to wash their clothes both came back with red eyes.

“I think that would be just as strange. It can't be helped. Just let’s go.”

He grabbed Enin's hand, which was trying to rub his eyes, and grabbed his clothes.

When we get back, the two of us will probably have to sit in front of the campfire all night.

In particular, even though I can regulate my body temperature on my own, Enin does not.

When I go, I think I should take out my sleeping bag and put a couple of insulating stones inside to prevent myself from catching a cold.

So we went back to where everyone was, picking up dry wood on the way to make the bonfire bigger.

Looking at the pot already steaming near the campfire, it seemed like preparations for camping were completely completed.

“Have you been there? Dinner preparations are almost finished.”

“Oh, already? sorry. I would have helped you if I had come back a little earlier.”

“It’s okay. Don’t you always prepare the meals? At times like this, we should try to do it on our own.”

“Well, dinner is a stew made with leftover ingredients. It's going to be cold, so welcome back.”

“Thank you.”

Enin and I hang our coats in front of the fire, take a bowl of stew like everyone else, and sit down in front of the fire.

As we sit in front of the burning light, our faces hidden in the darkness are illuminated.

Because it was cold, everyone was shivering after each mouthful of stew, so they couldn't see our faces, but if there are a lot of people, there's bound to be at least one person with a good sense of humor.

“... Ah!”

As expected, Peria let out an exclamation as she stared at my face without even eating.

As expected, my prediction that this would be the case was correct.

However, the words that came out next were completely unexpected.

“Ennin has attacked your brother!”

“Who attacked who?!!!”

“Don’t talk nonsense. You bastard.”

The target was Enin, not me.

There was even a person there who was one drink better than Feria.

“What, what? Eh, Ennin and Irim mated?”

“Eh, Eila, the words are a bit... And that can't be possible!”

Even though she was shivering from the cold, Astesia was the first to be taken aback by Eila's words, which changed Peria's words to a deeper and more blatant level, and the rest of the people also said something one by one.

“Yeah, that’s right. Could it be that Sister Henin did that? ...isn't it? Right?”

“Hmm! Hmm! Irim and Enin, having sexual intercourse... Anyway, it couldn't be true, right? How much time has passed...”

Sisul is denying the story just now rather than confirming its truth, and Hwarim is trying to reason things out logically.

In addition, Hwarim's poor logic without any evidence to present is once again brought one step closer to the truth, which is not the truth, by a god who loves humans.

“It is possible in terms of time. The average time for a human male to have sexual intercourse is about 15 minutes, but it's 30 minutes, so our bishop is pretty good. At this level, I can trust the prosperity of the denomination.”

“Deshade, please shut up. Where did you hear something like that?”

“This is what I heard from the noble street wise men who always talk to me about the state of the world.”

“They must be drunkards who drink and go out every night until the store closes.”

When I get back, I quietly put my face down in the soup bowl, thinking that I will definitely look at the faces of the drinkers Deshade meets and find out where they live.

Thanks to Feria, the camp quickly fell into chaos.

I thought they were going to make fun of me, but I didn't expect that they would actually throw a bombshell that everyone would react to.

As we continued to resolutely reject the rumors that were unfairly on the verge of becoming established facts, the story finally began to look like it was coming to an end.

Sniff-sniff-

“Huh? Still, your body odor doesn't smell like that, does it? I guess it's true that nothing special happened.”

“... Are you a dog?”

“Is Lee Rim having a headache? I’m an elf?”

“No... Phew, okay. My head hurts.”

Aila, who had warmed up, came near us, sniffed us, and denied the lie that was on the verge of becoming true.

Peria listens to Eila and asks again why my eyes are red.

“What is it? Wasn't it? Then why are your eyes red? Isn’t it because you were attacked?”

“... What do you think of me? It's just because something got into my eye.”

“Eeh? really? But I know that well. My eyes aren't that swollen enough to make me tear up.”

“Noisy.”

“They say people swear when they have nothing to say, and that’s exactly it. Right? A grown man cried like a child? Just seeing this made me cry.”

'They're really digging into it persistently.'

Peria didn't stop there and started teasing me by coming next to me without even touching the soup.

“Oppa. Tell me the truth. Did you cry? right? Hehe! Are you crying? I cried~ I cried~!”

“... The soup cools. Just stop there and go and eat.”

“I don’t like it? Are you going to keep teasing me? Ebebebe.”

I wondered why Peria was following me so persistently today, but the reason immediately came to mind.

'Could it be revenge for revealing the truth about Mirona? It was already 4 days ago, but I guess they're still there.'

Seeing the nerves on the side of me trying to savor the taste of the soup somehow, I think that's probably the best reason.

However, I am not the type of person who will continue to suffer this.

A final warning to Peria.

“If you keep making it the same way?”

“Well, well. To hit me? Are you trying to hit me? Really, then I'm going to tell Hwarim unnie?”

“Surely I would do that?”

Peria got scared by my warning and retreated, but she didn't go far.

And even if it were me, it doesn't mean that I would really stab Peria.

Even if I touch Peria at most, it will only last a few nights, and I have no intention of making her cry.

Now that I think about it, I've never seen Feria cry loudly.

If he wanted someone to cry, he would have made someone cry, but definitely not my child.

“Right? There's no way my idiot brother would do that. I know it's just something I've tried.”

“Pe, Feria. Wouldn’t it be better to stop?”

“It’s okay. This is rather self-defense.”

'I don't think so, though.'

Even though Astesia tries to stop her, Peria doesn't finish it, perhaps because she thinks she has a purpose.

And since this continued right after my warning, I decided not to hold back any longer.

He quietly puts down the bowl he was eating soup from, rolls up his sleeves, and stands up.

Then focus your strength on your arms and speak.

“Feria. Stay still.”

When I gave a command with the bracelet hanging on my wrist, Peria, who was sitting in her seat with her knees together, froze.

As soon as I approached it, Peria got scared.

“Wait... How many times have I told you not to use that... W-what? Why did you come so close!”

Go right in front of Peria's face and grab her head with your hands.

And then-

“What are you doing... Wow! for a moment! for a moment! it hurts! It stings! Stop, stop!!!”

“I told you, right? They say they will make it the same way.”

“Well, I told you to stop...”

I rub the area around Peria’s eyes as hard as I can with my fingers.

I was careful not to hurt my eyes, but I rubbed them at an incredibly fast speed, so Peria's eyes soon turned red and tears began to come out as if my tear ducts had been stimulated.

“Ugh, wow! Hey, you idiot! stop! stop! It stings!!!”

“I will make fun of you from now on. You won’t make fun of me?”

“I won’t make fun of you! I won't make fun of you, so stop! If you keep doing this, I know I won’t be able to sleep well at night!”

“You don’t seem to know who is in control right now.”

Seeing his still overbearing attitude, I thought I should finish today.

After rubbing Peria's eyes with my fingers for 5 minutes, tears stopped coming out of Peria's eyes, so I stopped.

I leave Feria, who is glowing, clutching her stinging eyes, and go to wash up the almost-eaten soup.

“Ah, today was rewarding too.”

It's a peaceful day.

        
            The morning star is very shy.

A star floating high in the sky cannot withstand the constant gaze of watchdogs and eventually disappears.

After Thistle, the last watchdog, sees off Star, what appears is a brilliant sun.

It was a refreshing morning with no more rain, so we prepared to leave.

Take the dried dishes, throw a rock at the bonfire, and rub it with your foot to extinguish it completely.

After folding the sleeping bags and putting them on the wagon, I warmed up a bit and sparred with Gombangi, which had already become a part of my daily routine.

“Ugh... I'm dizzy.”

Today again, as usual, I was being attacked without a break and I fainted after being counterattacked.

Still, there was no income.

Just before he was caught by the guy, the last punch he threw hit the guy's solar plexus.

Even though I was so weak that I couldn't land a proper blow inside the guy's thick hide, I felt like the anxiety that had been blocking my mind disappeared just a little bit just by making contact.

After coming to my senses, I switched places with Astesia on the coach seat and rode with Thistle for about two hours before the city began to come into view.

“Looks like we're all here. I think that's Ars Magna.”

“There are no other cities nearby, and it looks very different from other cities at a glance, so I guess I came to the right place.”

Originally, it would have taken a week to arrive, but this crazy magic beast, who was born and trained in the elven forest, shortened the distance by a whopping two days and allowed us to enter the city of alchemists on the morning of the fifth day.

The city seen at a glance from the top of the hill has a different appearance from ordinary cities.

In cities of a certain size, the cathedral, a symbol of the Gaia Church, and the Magic Tower, a symbolic structure of wizards, can be seen beyond the walls, but for alchemists, such things did not exist.

All that was visible was a huge, foreign tower in the middle of the city that looked completely different from the Magic Tower.

Besides that, the city did not have a planned appearance.

“It’s too crowded?”

“It’s like a maze.”

I couldn't help but think that Thistle's impression of the city as he looked at the city from the coach seat was exactly what the word "maze" was.

Arsmagna, the city of alchemists, is a village that began to be created by gathering together little by little to share materials and knowledge when wizards who were conducting non-mainstream research began to be marginalized and not recognized as proper wizards.

That was the beginning of the city, and the size of the village gradually grew.

Rumors travel with the wind, and rumors spread that there is a village founded by people doing non-mainstream research similar to theirs.

The village became a village and a city as various people gathered together and continued to build buildings next to the houses built yesterday, next to the houses built today, and next to the houses built in the future.

In addition to their homes, people also build their own workshops and warehouses to store materials, and even build huge research facilities, so the city does not have a proper urban form.

Although it is crooked, the huge city is divided into its own sections, and compared to Grace Estate, which has a complex structure of a series of alleys, it can be said to be a maze where people live.

And in the middle of it all is the largest tower.

It is a different tower from the Wizards' Tower, which stands straight toward the sky and resembles a slightly spire.

The tower is precariously balanced, like a pile of wooden boxes, and has a messy appearance with sharp protruding parts here and there.

It is a crowded and pitch-black tower that seems to have been modeled after the appearance of a city.

Deshade pulls back the tent of the shaking carriage and looks towards the top of the tower and speaks.

“You’re looking at me.”

“Who are you talking about?”

“The woman I saw in the letter.”

Deshade seems to have felt something and used his powers.

God showed us that there was an image of Gloria standing on a tower that looked like a child would build it and then crash the toys five seconds later.

I would like to express to Deshade that I have met one of the three greatest beauties of mankind.

“Congratulations. My wish has come true.”

“Hmm...”

“Why are you doing that? Did I interrupt you while you were watching?”

“No, that’s not it.”

“Then isn’t that even weirder? He said his wish was to see a beautiful woman in person. The response is a bit lukewarm.”

It feels strange to see Deshade looking less happy than expected.

Deshade gives an even more incomprehensible reaction to me, who is puzzled.

“Is that... a human?”

'What does this mean again?'

“You’re a human, right? You said you were human too?”

At least that's exactly what I said when I first met Gloria.

He said he was the first human to arrive at Fairy Garden.

When I saw it, tentacles were sticking out from inside Gloria's sleeves, which confused me, but Gloria definitely looked human.

“Is that so? However, something else overlaps with my eyes.”

“Ah, there is a fairy that looks like tentacles that she brought from Fairy Garden? Should I say I was wearing it or should I say I kept it inside my clothes...? Anyway, I think they overlap because of what I have with them. Don't worry. If you look closely, you will be able to see that it is taking on a proper human form.”

“What the speaker said makes sense. I will try to believe it.”

While we had a short conversation, we came down the hill.

The city has no boundaries.

This city, which does not have separate walls, is a unique city-state that is still growing.

New houses are still being built around the houses on the outskirts, and houses that were yesterday's borderline are no longer borderline thanks to the newly built houses.

Perhaps, as time goes by, Ars Magna can continue to grow, unlike Grace Territory, which blocked the expansion of the city with a huge wall, so over time, it will exceed the size of Grace Territory.

'At that point, the name city-state will truly suit its appearance.'

Although it was such a heterogeneous city, as long as it had a name, it also had a gateway.

The nominal gate was a plain gate with no visible walls on either side, and people were filing through the gate and being inspected by soldiers.

We got on the carriage and drove slowly, waiting for our turn, but looking at the formal gate without even a fence, I wondered what I was doing.

In the end, I couldn't bear it anymore and asked Peria what I was curious about, and she answered right away.

“Wouldn’t it be okay to just swing to the side and enter?”

“Stupid brother. Are you afraid that the people here didn't even think about it since you're not my brother? You can go in. Even though I can't do anything.”

I tried not to do it because I felt like I would sound stupid, but in the end I couldn't bear it.

And as expected, Peria's answer began with calling me an idiot in a cold voice, perhaps because of what happened last night.

Still, Peria always provides clear answers to my questions.

For the first time in a while, Peria takes on the role of a trickster and explains the story about Ars Magna that she knows.

“When entering this city, receive a separate mark called ‘Gloria’s Seal’ from the guard. Here, you must show the card when talking, making a deal, or staying at an inn, but if someone sneaked into the village at night, they wouldn't be able to do anything because they didn't receive the sign, right?”

“Really? But isn’t all that necessary for a thief? What if he sneaks in at night and steals something? There are bandits and heretics, but aren't the people on the outskirts just suffering?”

Of course, the city is built in the middle of a wide plain, so even if a criminal escapes, it seems like he can see it from afar, but this is a world where foreign races from the neighboring town attack with armies.

Considering that it is not just a matter of one or two criminals, but a legion-sized army coming, this city without walls remains the worst city in terms of defense function in my opinion.

Peria answers my questions again.

“35... 36... Well, the houses on the outside are definitely cheaper. But it's not because of that, it's just that since there is no fence, outsiders often look into the house from the outside, so it's cheap. And this city has a more thorough defense function than expected. It's nothing for my brother to worry about. Uh... thirty... what was thirty?”

“36.”

“Thank you, Hwarim unnie. ah! Rather, brother, don’t talk to me now! You have to count the admission fee!”

It seems that Peria was annoyed because he made her talk while she was taking out silver coins from her pocket and counting the entrance fee.

I was even more curious because they said it was a defense function that could cover the entire city, but I couldn't ask because everyone seemed busy preparing to enter the city.

I thought about asking Thistle, who has a lot of knowledge as an adventurer, but Thistle, who was sitting next to me, started dozing off while holding Gombangi's reins loosely, so I just gave up.

‘Sleeping on the coach seat must be dangerous. I think I'll be enough on my own for now, so I'll let you in.'

If this is left like this, Thistle will likely fall, so I take the reins from the dozing Thistle, wake her up briefly, and help her get into the carriage.

“... Oh, I'm sorry. Lee Rim.”

“No. Since it was the last time I stayed on watch, there was nothing I could do.”

Anyway, there is nothing I have to do just to take the reins.

Gombangi automatically catches up to the line the moment the person in front of him moves forward, so in return for his trouble, he throws some dried fruits he had in his bag and gives him a bruise.

Munching- Munching-

I yawn as I listen to the sound of the dried fruit that I had picked and put in a corner of the carriage three days ago breaking apart.

However, the extremely long line is shrinking so slowly that it is questionable whether it is shrinking at all.

'This isn't some kind of holiday toll gate.'

It's nice that Gombangi maintains a good distance and drives automatically, but it's very boring.

However, as the person holding the steering wheel, I can't keep turning my head back and talking, so I end up looking forward, thinking the question was a quiz, and talking to myself to kill time.

“Direction function... It's a direction function. A defense function that does not require a castle wall? Is it a magic barrier?”

I raise my head and look into space, but I'm not sure.

The only things in the sky are countless vaguely visible birds flying at high altitudes.

In the case of a barrier made by magic, it is still translucent, or the image of the object on the other side is slightly distorted.

Seeing that the inside of the city is clearly visible, I wonder if the defense function is turned off, but my first guess is usually not correct.

Put aside the first hypothesis and move on to the next.

“It would be more persuasive to say that it has some kind of defense function unique to the Alchemists, as it is a city created by alchemists.”

At first glance, the tower standing in the middle of the city looks suspicious.

There is a reason why there is a magic tower in every huge city, and why most of those magic towers take the shape of spires.

The magic towers of the Kingdom Alliance usually serve as artillery batteries to intercept foreign races visiting the city and huge demonic beasts flying into the air, unless they are very large central institutions, so I wonder if that huge tower is one of those types.

However, the closer you get, the more you see of the tower. Unlike the Magic Tower, which has many holes because you have to shoot magic, it has a frustrating appearance as it is tightly closed with no part that looks like it could be opened.

“... Ugh, I don't know.”

The second deduction also ended up being somewhat empty.

It was at that time that I raised my legs and rested my chin, thinking that I would have to ask separately later when I had time.

“Excuse me.”

“... Hmm?”

A hooded person who was walking right in front of Gombangi spoke up.

        
            A woman with a high-pitched voice.

The traveler appears to have crossed the wilderness on foot rather than on a horse or carriage, and was covering his entire body with a huge cloak with a hood that blocked the wind and dust.

Such a woman politely extends her hand to me in the carriage and says that she will tell me the correct answer to the question I was talking to myself.

“It looks like you haven't been able to find the answer easily. Can I tell you for you?”

“Yes? Oh, thank you for that.”

“Then, let’s borrow the seat next to you for a while.”

“Yes?”

“Excuse me, I’m going up.”

The reaction was delayed as the car was in a daze.

After accepting the favor, the woman kicked the ground with a light gesture, contrary to her polite tone, and got into the driver's seat of the carriage.

Soon, a woman I didn't know took a seat in the coach seat, which I was occupying widely by myself.

Feeling pressured by the feeling of her other thigh touching my thigh through the robe, I stepped slightly to the side, and the woman crossed her legs in earnest, making more space in the seat.

However, unlike her seemingly frivolous behavior just now, the woman, who had completely settled down, placed her hands on her knees and sat down in a somewhat old-fashioned-looking posture.

“Hmm?”

“... Why?”

But even for a moment, the woman seemed to sense my gaze and made a sudden move.

“... Heh! I'm sorry. The line was so long that I hesitated to walk and got on because I felt like my beautiful legs would gain muscle.”

The woman boldly took her skirt-covered legs out of the hood, then lifted the skirt, exposed her thighs, and began massaging them.

Even though his behavior was so outrageous, he couldn't say anything properly because he was kicking his bare legs.

“Uh... well, that could be the case.”

“Yikes! What I can show you is even the legs. I'm so beautiful that it's difficult to go any further than this.”

“Ah... Well, is that so?”

What comes out again is a narcissistic declaration in a voice that this is a fairly undeniable truth.

The woman, who kept making noises that were also called 'jakkk' in vulgar language, pulled the neck of her hood completely to cover her face.

Even though her thighs are okay, showing her face doesn't seem to be possible.

'Why are there all these confident people? 'Are you crazy?'

By the way, business is business.

Since it has come to this, I have to get paid for getting on the carriage.

“So are you going to tell me now? What is that bearing function?”

“Do you see things floating in the sky?”

The woman answered the question with a question.

When I looked at the finger she pointed at, I saw birds flying in the sky.

The birds that were in the sky a while ago, wondering if there was a magic barrier surrounding the city, were still flying around in the sky, unable to settle down somewhere.

However, this time, I clearly noticed the strangeness because what I was focusing on was the bird, not the sky.

The birds were flying without flapping their wings and there were a lot of them.

In addition to the hundreds of birds visible in the sky, there are more than 300 birds flying low in the sky, including the number of birds passing between buildings.

“It looks like it’s not just a bird?”

“Do you understand now? Usually, people don't even recognize that bird, but the moment they look closely, they immediately realize what's strange about it. Actually, those are all works by the head of this place, Gloria, ‘The Watchers’.”

“Watchers?”

“Yes. They fly over the city day and night and act as the eyes of Gloria, the current leader of the City of Alchemists.”

“What do you do with those mechanical birds?”

I lowered my altitude and saw a bird flying close by, but it was an artificial bird made of mechanical devices.

The iron frame is filled with countless large and small cogs.

However, the iron bird made of them seemed too weak to perform the defense function of this huge city.

The woman continues her conversation while looking at the trajectory of the bird that flew in front of us with the wind blowing.

“The watchers are so elaborate that they look as if they will break and not move at the slightest touch, but they can be said to be the essence of alchemy. Each part is an artifact, so enemies are killed using recorded magic. The story of the demon army attacking her city with multiple legions on three occasions and being annihilated by a flock of mechanical birds is famous around here. Although it was said to be so absurd, other countries did not believe it, so it did not spread that far.”

“That sounds really cool.”

'It's not at that level, it's a bit of a mess, isn't it?'

It must have been a stronger bird than I imagined.

When I heard that the mechanical bird that looked like it was placed in an antique store somewhere had annihilated several legions of demons, it started to look more like a fighter jet than a bird anymore.

“She complains that once the watchers start flying, they can only fly for about 30 minutes and they often break down, but because of those works, public order is maintained even with only soldiers at the level of an autonomous unit. This may be the only city that defended against all races without knights armed with loyalty and honor or magic troops using staffs as swords.”

“When I heard that sound, I knew it was even bigger.”

I never thought Gloria was that great.

I thought he was just a suspicious alchemist with a lot of money.

However, as I listened to the story, I felt something slightly strange among the pouring information.

'Anyway, you talk like you're very close. 'Do you know each other?'

I try to talk secretly to a woman who talks about the head of a city as if she were talking about a classmate.

“I guess you came here often? I see that you know in detail about your watchers.”

The woman paused for a moment at my words and then continued speaking.

“Hmm, hmm! I'm going to get scolded for this... Oh, no. I've only heard stories, but this is my first time coming here in person.”

After seeing that the woman adamantly denied what I said several times, I thought she was just a person who liked to pretend to know me and changed her story.

“Anyway, it’s interesting. Still, it's a famous story that anyone who visits the City of Alchemists will quickly hear, so I thought there was no one who didn't know, but really?”

She said that and looked at me.

A smiling mouth is briefly visible from inside the hood, and words continue.

“Are you a spy for the demons?”

“...No. It's just a soul disease.”

He is a person with great imagination.

I was dumbfounded and didn't feel like saying anything, so I immediately pulled down my t-shirt that covered my neck and showed off the complicated pattern on my neck.

“...”

The woman looked at the pattern on my neck and was silent for a moment.

Could it be that I didn't know that I would encounter a soul bottle here?

“It’s a joke. okay. I committed rudeness.”

“Come next time!”

“Ah, it’s my turn. Then, excuse me.”

Soon she apologized, listened to the autonomous unit at the gate, and went down the carriage.

“Admission fee is 35 silver.”

“Please use this.”

The unknown woman took out a black card from her pocket.

However, contrary to natural behavior, the autonomous soldier frowns and pushes the card away.

“... It's the Imperial Credit Card. Sorry, this card cannot be used in this city.”

“Yes?! Now, wait a minute. Has this system not been implemented yet? I'm sure the story came out more than 10 years ago...”

“Where did you hear this? that. Well, it might be true. There was once talk about introducing a credit card system, a convenient system that would allow one to avoid carrying around heavy coins, but the bill has not yet been passed due to the president's return not long ago and opposition from some people.◦ #◦

“... So you still trade with coins?”

“That’s right. Isn't it common sense to carry coins with you outside of the Empire if you don't have anything special to do? It looks like the customer is from the Empire, but most of us probably don't even know what such a card is. I don't know if it's because our leader is busy, but there are a lot of things he hasn't been able to handle. It's already been a month since the scheduled cleaning of the groundwater was delayed. Even though the odor is so bad, I wonder what they're doing by not cleaning it up and instead just issuing a restraining order.”

It seemed like something was wrong.

The woman showed signs of embarrassment and begged as she pushed the card back towards the soldier.

“Well, how could it not be? Because I have a tight schedule.”

“Rules are rules. And judging by your behavior, aren't you here to travel or do business? Even if I take care of the situation here and issue a plaque and let you in, this place still handles silver and gold coins. If you don't have money, you won't be able to do anything.”

The woman said in a voice so quiet that only I could hear, ‘Fucking village. 'This is why I don't like tight management.' After saying this, he asks the guard again in a desperate voice.

“Oh, I just have to go see people I know, right? How can it not work just once?”

“Oh, well, if it doesn’t work, it doesn’t work.”

As the conversation between the traveler and the self-governing officer trying to somehow get in got longer, the already long line started to get even longer.

'No, if I'm going to make it, I'll make it a little bigger. Why is there only one window?'

Looking at the gateway to the only city, I really miss Hi-Pass.

As we watched, people started swearing at us more and more, probably because they couldn't see the traveler behind the carriage.

“Hey! Why don’t you come in quickly!”

“Did you guys pay the lease? Why stop there! If you don’t have money, you’re left behind, you bastards!”

'This isn't going to work.'

I had no choice but to use the fastest way to handle this.

I turn back, yell at the men swearing at our carriage, and hold out my hand to Feria.

“It’s not us, so shut up! This guy! hey. Feria. Just give the entrance fee for one person.”

“Hang? Are you going to spend money on a woman you don't know? Oppa, are you crazy?”

“That’s the fastest. Anyway, give it to me quickly.”

“Oh, I rented it all out! You idiot!”

“Security man. Take this instead.”

He took some silver coins from Peria's hand and gave them to the guard.

“Um... I guess it's not my job to interfere, but it's not a very good thing to do something like that.”

“I know. But if I wait any longer, I feel like the back of my head will melt as I get scolded by the people in line behind me.”

“Okay.”

The security guard received the money and issued a badge to the traveler.

The traveler takes the card, holds it tightly as if it is precious, and then looks back at me and says:

“Oops... I'm really sorry. How do I do this?”

“Hehe... Just go in. What should I do?”

For me, I am most thankful that this woman hurriedly opened the way.

However, instead of getting out of the way right away, the traveler does his job until the end, regardless of whether people swear behind his back or not.

“Um... Ah, then let me serve you.”

As the traveler said this, he gave a glimpse of the hood that covered his completely closed head.

The moment I saw what was inside, my eyes widened slightly.

“... Pink?”

“Have you seen it? That's it. Anything more than that is extremely expensive.”

Long, surprisingly dark pink hair.

Silver, gold, or a little strange, red hair that matches Peria's blue hair is sometimes seen by other people when walking down the street.

Still, pink is a color I’ve never seen before.

'Just that?'

However, I was surprised to see that when I thought about showing my face, I could barely see the ends of my hair.

“Okay then.”

“... Are all the people I meet weird? ”

The traveler then walked beyond the gate.

And this time the guard extended his hand towards me.

“Stop talking to yourself and show me your name and number of people.”

“Well, when you mumble like this, you should actually wait.”

“Ha, write! really. Come on!”

It's so unfair that I only answered once, but the guard got irritated.

He calmly reveals his affiliation and helps Peria carry the money to the carriage.

“Deshade denomination. There are 8 people.”

“Deshade Church?”

The guard who heard me looked inside the open tent, frowning, and checked Deshade's full body armor inside the carriage, with only blue eye lights visible inside the helmet, and then took out another list and checked it.

“I’m sure. No, then why not say so. Gloria told you to let the Deshade Church in as soon as they arrive, so go in right away.”

“Hmm? Is there no entrance fee required?”

“Gloria’s guest gets a pass. It's a small privilege he has, everyone should receive it.”

“Oh what! I was counting again for no reason!”

Peria, who had crossed over to me to deliver the money, screams.

I also cursed under my breath.

'Damn it, I was standing in line for almost an hour for no reason.'

If I had known this would happen, I should have gone ahead and asked.

After a while, a guard enters a small building next to the gate and gives us each a transparent but reflective card.

“Take this, take off your gloves and press your thumb firmly. Deshade, there is a separate dragon registered there, so use that. That is the ‘Gloria’s Seal’ that will prove your identity. It gets complicated to get a reissue, so don't lose it.”

‘Fingerprint recognition? Strangely, this place seems to be very cutting-edge.'

When I took off the gauntlet and placed my thumb on it, my fingerprint was immediately imprinted on the seal.

After this, it is time to finally enter the city.

“Thank you.”

“Well, have a nice trip. Be careful of wizards and avoid dumps.”

After saying hello to the guard, we entered the city.

        
            The road running through the inner part of the city was crooked, but the final destination was heading toward the miscellaneous tower in the center.

Thanks to this, we were able to avoid getting lost by just driving the carriage forward, using the huge tower as a guidepost.

However, as someone who received an invitation, it is a bit inconvenient to have to navigate the path with your own eyes and head to the tower.

Our Deshade is the only human god who has come down to earth.

“It was said to be an invitation, but there was no receptionist. Isn’t that too harsh?”

There was only one security guard at the entrance who welcomed us as we entered, and the others didn't even pay any attention.

We, who entered the city after receiving Gloria's seal, had no one to guide us, so we just followed the signs and drove the carriage.

'Something is a bit disappointing.'

I've only met them once, and they don't know if I'm in the church, but I feel like they're being treated a bit disgracefully.

Looking at it this way, I feel like I am being treated poorly even though I came here to serve God.

While I was complaining, Feria, who was occupying the seat next to me in the coach seat while trying to find my way, answered for me.

“That’s because that person’s position is the head. Not a king or emperor, but the head of alchemists.”

“What’s different?”

“The head is elected.”

“What, did you do that? I guess the special provisions and all that I mentioned about expenses earlier weren't just for nothing?”

'I guess the head was exactly like a mayor.'

Maybe I've been influenced by the fact that I've only seen so many nobles.

It was a mistake to interpret a leader, which means the head of a group, as a person who can wield power like a king.

“The position of head of this city was created because as more and more people gathered, there was a need for someone to step forward as a representative. Since most alchemists are people from a non-mainstream school who came out with magic towers and traps, they have to band together and fight against magicians to prevent bad things from happening.”

“It means that they banded together to survive and did not really delegate all authority.”

“Yes.”

However, considering the size of the city, it is strange that there is no one who can take care of it.

Right now, the corps commander of Grace Territory is a soldier, so many soldiers follow him, but he can still wield a level of authority that most nobles cannot even dream of.

No matter how much the position is designed to respond to the outside world, unless the head normally has considerable authority, the voice that a powerless leader can raise from the outside will inevitably be reduced accordingly.

What I felt as Gloria continued to move through the city was that she was not someone who was only in the position of leader for a short period of time.

It was easy to see signs around the area pointing to tourist attractions and streets bearing Gloria's name.

“But wasn’t Gloria chosen by vote in the end? This seal has Gloria’s name on it, and the tower in the middle of the village is also in her name.”

Looking at the information board on the street, the name of the tower is also Gloria's Tower.

The closer you get, the more you see the traces of time on the tower.

The signboards pointing to the tower are not newly erected after Gloria recently became the head of the tower, but rather look as if they were roughly put up more than 50 years ago.

No matter how you look at it, it is a treatment that is almost safe to say that Gloria is revered as a historical figure.

When Peria asks me something I'm curious about, she responds by telling me to do some research on my own.

“Oppa, do you know what the alchemists’ goal was?”

“Making money by researching non-mainstream subjects that wizards do not touch.”

“... I don’t think it’s wrong. But still not.”

Feria looked at the huge number of signs on the street and agreed.

Most of them were residential spaces and were also shops with workshops attached.

Peria corrects my answer and continues talking.

“Wizards explore the laws of the world, and alchemists conduct research to make humans the best race.”

“That’s right, that’s right.”

“Gloria is the one who has been researching for the longest time among the alchemists. So, his depth of knowledge and ability to create artifacts were the best among the alchemists who first formed the village at the time.”

“Ah, first of all, a leader who is visible to the outside world has to live up to the name, so a person with skills was put in the forefront, right?”

“Yes. Therefore, Gloria has held the position of head almost for life even after the first vote to select a head when the village was founded. It's been so long that formal voting has disappeared for a long time.”

“Then isn’t he even more like a king?”

Gloria Street, Gloria Bakery, Gloria Cafe, etc...

Looking at the traces of her name all over the town, I can't explain this town without Gloria.

However, such traces only show the passage of time, and the situation changed after those who were jealous of Gloria's achievements over time entered the city of alchemists.

“No. The problem is that about half of the alchemists are people who have a lingering attachment to the name of a wizard and study non-mainstream studies while dreaming of becoming successful. They were kicked out of the Magic Tower and were born wizards, so their hearts are filled with envy and jealousy. So, I pick a fight with Gloria about everything.”

“Isn’t that just eating away at my flesh? In the end, they also live here with the name of an alchemist.”

I don't understand why the people who came in are arguing with the original person.

“If it were me, I think I would just kick them all out.”

“That’s what I’m saying. I should have taken care of it in the beginning when the wizards who came in later started arguing, but it was already too late. Since those guys are constantly arguing with Gloria about what she is trying to do to overstep her authority even though she is only an elected leader, she just accepted their opinion and in theory, I think she gave up all the power that she could have wielded too much if interpreted dramatically. In fact, they are the ones who were pushed out without even making a noise to the magic tower owners of the school they belong to.”

“That’s funny. If they were kicked out of here, they really wouldn't have anywhere to go.”

“That’s right. Anyway, even though Gloria gave up all her authority, she took charge of the defense of the city by herself, and during the Great War, at the request of the Kingdom Alliance, she disappeared while performing a transfer technique to Fairy Garden. After returning, the magicians in the city became even more active. They say they don't even come out of their tower after seeing the group? They say that they don't use a single person to serve as servants, and that they rarely hold external events and handle all duties only there.”

“I had a lot of trouble. What is that?”

“Okay. For now, that's all the information I know. It's such a sad story, but the truth may be different. As a trickster, the only information I know is rumors from the villagers, so this is all. I heard the rest directly from Gloria, but there may actually be quite a few differences.”

Rumors can only be rumors.

In fact, the expression on Gloria's face that remains in my memory may be because she had just escaped from Fairy Garden, but she seemed to be in a very good mood.

Even though he threw the artifact, saying it was an apology, he kept a smiling expression the whole time.

It feels strange to think that a person who seemed to be in a good mood after disappearing for as long as 10 years inside the Fairy Village locked the door and entered only because of the wizards' whining.

“Ah, it has arrived. It’s really pitch black.”

While we were talking, we arrived at the tower before we knew it.

From afar, it looked like a tower made of roughly stacked boxes, but up close, it was a fortress with walls made entirely of steel and no cracks visible.

After stopping the carriage in front of the tower for a moment, I was startled when Peria, who was looking at the tower right in front of me, suddenly screamed.

“... Oh my god, really?!”

“Huh? why? Why are you so surprised?”

“Oppa, can’t you see this? Take a closer look at this wall!”

Following Peria’s words, I stare intently at the wall.

Then I noticed something and got goosebumps.

“... Ugh, what is this? At first glance, I can see that it's a script used by wizards, but it's a bit scary, isn't it?”

“That’s why I was surprised. It looks like the entire top of the tower is engraved with magic letters. It was originally an ordinary steel tower, but it looked black because the letters were engraved on it.”

The tower painted black was not originally black.

The grooves carved into the iron tower with black ink were written without any gaps. Strangely enough, the grooves even absorbed the light, making the tower appear completely black no matter where you looked at it.

'That's incredible craftsmanship.'

It makes you wonder if it was done using magic, but even so, if you think about the wizards who were nervous about the meticulous work they had to do to create a single scroll, how much time and effort would it take to cover this huge tower with letters the size of your fingernail? You may have heard this.

“Wow...”

“... I'll leave the admiration later and go in first.”

“Well, that should be it, right? Hehe, I'm sorry, but my brother said he knew Gloria, so go down and knock. My heart is shaking so much that I can't do it. I can't even guess how they made this.”

At first glance, this tower seemed amazing even to me, someone who didn't know much about magic. Even Aila, who was inside the carriage, had her mouth open when she saw the tower.

As expected, I wonder if I should step in here, so I get out of the carriage and knock on the door as the representative.

Thump thump-

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

A huge steel door opens with a loud noise followed by a knock.

And what came out of that was-

“Welcome. Deshade and everyone in that church.”

It was Gloria.

        
            As expected, it was true that there were no servants, so it was not a servant, but Gloria, dressed in a simple black dress, who greeted us.

“Uh, hello, Gloria. It’s been a while.”

“It’s nice to see you again, the soul disease from back then. It’s been a while.”

“Rather than that, you are not using it as a separate person? Open all the doors yourself.”

“I don’t like servants that much. No separate hiring was done. I don't like strangers touching my things.”

Gloria seemed to know I was coming and didn't seem surprised at all.

No matter how much it was, I thought that the role of the head of a city-state was too shabby.

It's not like some friend came to visit the house, but a person with the title of head personally opened the door.

First of all, he points at the carriage to Gloria, who claims that he simply did not want others to touch his belongings.

“I have a carriage and a horse... but what should I do?”

“Come in whole. I will make the door wider.”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

It appears that the door was not an ordinary iron door, but a mechanical door connected entirely to the tower.

Gloria made a gesture, and the gate made a metallic sound and the entrance expanded to the side, becoming even wider.

Gloria took hold of Gombangi’s reins and led us inside.

“Leave the carriage and bear on the first floor and go up first.”

'Did you get caught as expected?'

Since he was the head of a group of scholars, the magic on the bear seemed to not work, so it was applied right away.

Looking at it, I thought that they probably already knew Aila's identity, so I decided to just take it easy and get invited to the house of someone I knew.

However, the inside is a bit complicated.

Even from the outside, the tower occupies a fairly large site, and as expected, there are more than five visible stairs on the first floor alone, which is confusing.

Gloria told us to go up, but since we didn't even know which passage to go in right now, we asked and got a strange answer.

“Which way should I go up? I’m not sure about the structure?”

“It’s okay. I will guide you.”

“Yes? You just told us to go up first again, so what... Huh? Just leave.”

Gloria said those words and as soon as we all got off the carriage, she led Gombangi to one side and began to untie the ropes tied to Gombangi's body.

And Gloria came down from the stairs on the other side and called us.

“Follow me.”

“Huh?”

“... Oppa. What am I looking at now?”

“... Even if you ask me.”

It was like that.

There were two Glorias.

Gloria, who had guided us, was clearly untangling the rope of the bear behind her, but another Gloria appeared before our eyes.

Other people were also surprised to see it.

“Uh, twins? Lee Lim. This is my first time seeing twins!”

Don’t elves have anything like twins?

Ayla's reaction of being most surprised upon seeing two completely identical Gloria was not unreasonable.

“Should this... be considered twins?”

However, no matter how twins are, there are bound to be subtle differences in areas such as growth.

I couldn't sense that from the two Gloria's that were there now.

“They look too identical to be considered twins, right? Also, is it a doppelganger?”

“I heard that typical doppelgängers only look the same and can't talk... but I don't think that's the case.”

Enine also felt the same discomfort as me and proposed the doppelganger theory, but it was rejected by Thistle, who had been an adventurer for a long time.

There is only one person among us who is not surprised.

Only Deshade was not surprised and sighed when he noticed something about Gloria.

“... I can't believe such a sad thing happened. I think it would be reckless to increase the number of hands in this way just because there are not enough hands. I guess this person who knows our bishop is a person who doesn't think about the future.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I think I figured it out at a glance. I'm curious what the situation is, but is it a bit complicated if you could explain it to me?”

“It will be a bit long. Bishop.”

“Then I won’t listen. Because I'm really bad at magic and strange things.”

I was so confused right now that I gave up trying to get an explanation.

I hate complicated things.

We climb the tower following Gloria, who gently guides us.

After that, it was Gloria's continuation.

Gloria gives food and water to Gombangi who worked hard.

Gloria leads us up the stairs.

Three Glorias surrounding and carving a huge ore.

Two Gloria wearing glasses reading a book among a pile of books.

In one corner, Gloria is sunbathing in what appears to be a temporary window, wearing a swimsuit and sunglasses.

Gloria dances to the music alone, as if synchronizing herself with the doll, and Gloria adjusts the doll's body in real time.

Gloria walking around wearing a mask carrying a bucket full of something that stinks, etc.

As I was climbing the stairs, I roughly counted over 20 Glorias in the tower.

“Here. Please go in here.”

And it ended with Gloria, who had been climbing the tower with us, opening the door to the top floor, which we had already reached.

“... Is this the last Gloria?”

The only door made of wood in a tower made of iron.

When Gloria opened the luxurious wooden door, an ordinary office appeared.

And in the midst of them-

“Welcome. It was a lot of work climbing the tower.”

There was Gloria again.

“23? Is it 24?”

“Probably the 25th person.”

“Did I miss one?”

“When my brother was going up, another person passed behind me. It was Gloria who was feeding the fish tank containing the octopus.”

“I hope this is truly the last Gloria. I can't take it anymore in my head.”

“I agree.”

After a while of holding our pounding heads together with Feria, Gloria, who was supposedly the last to do so, stood up to greet us.

Gloria from the office bows politely.

“Thank you for coming this long way, Deshade. My name is Gloria, the head of the alchemist city of Arsmagna.”

“Nice to meet you. It’s rookie Deshade.”

“I am Thistle, an apostle who serves Deshade. Thank you very much for inviting the Order and its Knights today.”

Deshade and Thistle responded to her greeting.

“It’s really nice to meet you. And I'm really sorry that I couldn't even add a guide. In other places, especially the Empire, there would have been a grand welcome ceremony, but at most I am only the representative of the midday alchemists.”

“No. Just as animals have their own ways, it is natural that wherever people live, they have their own rules. Rather, I was just moved by the leader’s generous heart and consideration for others.”

“I don’t know what to do with the apostle’s praise. Hehehe. By the way, Deshade. I'm borrowing your precious time, so if you're not tired, can we talk right away?”

“I don’t care. A body that does not feel tired. However, it would be nice to provide a space for them to rest.”

“Thank you. Then let’s do that.”

Gloria wanted to get straight to the point, perhaps because she was really looking forward to meeting Deshade.

“I hope you all follow me downstairs and rest in peace.”

match-

Gloria clapped her hands, and a staircase appeared on the other side from where we came up.

and-

“25.”

“26, you idiot. I said 25 earlier.”

Gloria, wearing a maid uniform, came up and greeted us.

“We have just prepared a lounge downstairs. Go and rest comfortably.”

“Then, I will serve Deshade. Everyone, please come down.”

“Then let’s do that.”

‘You just arranged it? What do you mean by that?'

Perhaps because Thistle had slept a little earlier, he said he would be Deshade's assistant, so I decided to do so.

We follow Gloria in the maid uniform downstairs again and listen to Gloria's explanation.

“If you want to take a break, please do so. If you have any other business, please let me know. Whether it's a guide to the city or a mission for an alchemist. We'll make sure you don't have any inconvenience while you're in this city. If there is anything else you would like to do, please let me know. We will prepare everything.”

Hearing that everything was ready, everyone was busy counting Gloria's number and one of them was the first to step forward.

“Ah! Then me first! I want to eat the food in this city!”

'No, that meat-eating elf...'

Ayla struck first.

“I see. You seem to like meat.”

“Oh, that’s right. How did you know?”

“Persimmon.”

'Oh right. Gloria knew how to use mind reading or something.'

I had forgotten, but Gloria can read thoughts.

She must have read Aila's thoughts and quickly figured out her tastes.

Following Aila, Hwarim speaks while showing the sword worn on her waist that was given to her by Commander Helias.

“I want to do some repairs on my weapon. Is there a place you recommend?”

“You won’t have to go far. If you go down one floor, there is a place that is used as a workshop to handle artifacts, so go there.”

“I’m thankful for that. However, it is impossible to pay a large price... because there is a limit to the amount of money you have.”

“It’s okay. A technician must set an appropriate price to be trusted. We will serve you at a price that will not burden you.”

As Hwarim and Gloria talked about that, Enin quickly intervened.

I was thinking of saying something, but it seems we just ran into business.

“Ah, then can I go with Hwarim? I wanted to see how the workshops in the City of Alchemists were different. ah! It's not like they're trying to steal technology or anything like that...”

“If you’re curious about the knight commander, you should definitely show him around. Then, would you like us to go down together?”

“Thank you! ... I'm sorry, but did I tell you that I was a knight commander? I don't think I said hello...”

“Persimmon.”

“Ah... Yes? Yes.”

I felt something strange while Enin was talking, but I just ignored it.

Because the atmosphere was so tense, Enin didn't seem to have any intention of delving into it persistently.

“Thank goodness. Sister.”

“That’s right. A name is a name, so you can trust it.”

Repairing the corps commander's sword that Hwarim received was one of the slightly uneasy tasks, but it was easily handled.

Since it was an unknown place and I would be leaving soon, I wondered what I would do if I made a fool of myself, but I don't think that would happen.

Next, Astesia was sitting next to me, so I pushed her forward slightly, and she was startled and stepped forward.

“Well, I...”

But since I couldn't get the words out easily, I thought I should help a little.

'I'm a little shy, so please read it.'

I asked Gloria, who could read my thoughts, for help, and fortunately, she took good care of Astesia.

“... Little Demon. No need to worry. No matter how much of a demon you are, the fact that you entered through the gateway has already exchanged trust and protection with me. We have prepared snacks for you downstairs. If you have any questions, let’s talk about them slowly while eating.”

“Yes? ah! yes. Thank you.”

As soon as we arrived downstairs, two luxurious tables were set up in a large room.

On one side, Gloria wearing a chef's hat was bringing food, probably for Aila, and on the other side, cakes and snacks were set out on a round table.

I guess it's for Astesia.

“Wow! meat! food! There are so many things I’m seeing for the first time! Can I eat all of this?”

“Please eat with confidence. These are things that fall into the category of customer service. You can think of it as the minister who was unable to hold a large welcoming ceremony.”

After hearing Gloria's words, Aila ran towards the food, and Gloria, the maid who guided us, gently grabbed Astesia's shoulder and led her to the round table.

Hwarim also went down the stairs after being guided by another Gloria with a hood on her head.

“... I don't know what it is. Even if I used magic, this wouldn't be enough...”

“The number of people is increasing? Or the speed of preparing the food.”

“Both.”

Only Peria and I remained, looking at this fairytale-like scene.

And it seems that the owner of the iron tower in the fairy tale has not finished multiplying, and other Glorias approached us.

One is Gloria wearing simple going out clothes rather than a dress, and the other is Gloria wearing the normal clothes she saw in the office.

Gloria, dressed for going out, approaches and talks to Peria.

“The trickster over there. It looks like you have other business, right?”

“Huh? Ah yes. I would like to request a connection to Fairy Garden.”

“Then, since I am not an expert in summoning, I will go to the workshop of someone I know outside. We will guide you.”

“Ah, yes...”

When Gloria, wearing street clothes, grabbed Peria's shoulders with her gloved hands and began to lead her, Peria was just dragged away without any resistance.

I just followed Gloria's lead, hugging the crossbag containing the dwarven coins, but it seems I couldn't get used to it until the end.

So everyone started going about their business and I ended up being the last one left.

And when Gloria, who was the last remaining member like me, saw that everyone's attention had returned, she spoke softly.

“Well, it’s been a while. Soul of this world. Shall we read the previous circulars?”

“Then that’s right. He said he was strangely polite.”

The unfamiliar smile disappeared, and I felt that Gloria's smile, looking directly at me, was not a human smile like when I first met her.

It is a pure expression of one's own desire, throwing away all formal expressions and formal expressions used to greet guests.

Gloria, who had deliberately created a space for people to distract them, opened the door on one side.

When Gloria came down with the others, the handle of the door that she had not noticed at all did not open with Gloria's hand.

Gloria takes out the purple tentacle-like fairy she had seen before from her sleeve, inserts it into the tightly closed keyhole, and opens it with a clanging sound.

“You seem to remember well that I called this child a fairy. Anyway, I have business for you too, so let’s go in.”

“... Please read my thoughts carefully.”

A scary person who reads the thoughts in your head without fail.

So I went into another room with Gloria.

        
            “You seem to be busy.”

“No matter how many bodies there are, it’s not enough.”

“... You were joking, right?”

“I was just saying my situation as it is.”

Entering the room, Gloria walks slowly with her body relaxed, perhaps because it was difficult to entertain others while diverting their attention.

While walking, Gloria did nothing.

Instead, Gloria's black dress, a purple tentacle-shaped fairy coming out from inside, moves like another limb, passing through the room on Gloria's behalf, putting slippers in front of her feet, and pulling out a chair for her right before she sits down at the work table. showed.

Gloria sat down in front of the workbench and stood blankly for a moment, and the tentacle rubbed Gloria's eyes instead.

“... Thank you.”

Grrr -

'Wow, I'm getting goosebumps.'

The sight of Gloria affectionately stroking the tentacle as a sign of gratitude goes beyond that of a pet dog and makes you think of someone treating a sweet lover, but from the perspective of the person watching from the side, her body stiffens even though she knows that the tentacle's identity is a fairy. make it happen

“I can hear everything.”

“I didn’t say it out loud, so please take a look at that.”

“Let’s do that. I also have that level of generosity.”

“Still, you don’t show fairy behavior in front of other people. Is there a reason?”

“It was consideration. I showed this child to other scholars, but it seemed that only I and a few others thought it was cute. So I thought it would be better to be invisible from the beginning, so I did that.”

“Well thought out.”

“... No matter how much I said that, don’t you think it’s a rude answer to this child and me?”

“That’s a reasonable answer.”

Adding to my answer, 'It's a shame. I don't know why there are so many people who don't understand this charm.' Gloria's grumbling like this flows through one ear.

“Where can I sit?”

“Wait a moment.”

At the same time as Gloria speaks, a fairly long tentacle continues to squirm out from under Gloria's skirt.

The long tentacle, reminiscent of a stretched out fire hose, opened a door on the floor on one side of the room, went in, took out a chair, and placed it in front of the workbench where Gloria was sitting.

Although I had felt it myself before being caught by it, the healthy-looking tentacle, which seemed to have considerable elasticity just by looking at it, stopped for a moment in front of me.

I wonder if he remembers me, but he looks like he wants some kind of compliment, so I press down on his tentacle with my firm fingers and say something.

“Uh, thank you?”

“For your information, that child is much older than you.”

“... Thank you.”

That seems to have been the correct answer.

The tentacle again created a tentacle the size of my finger from its blunt end, wrapped around my finger once, waved its hand, and disappeared inside Gloria's dress again.

'At least he's more polite than the bear bastard who openly asserts his superiority.'

From now on, I decided not to wonder how big the original fairy was and how it lived inside Gloria's clothes.

Instead, just like before, I now try to get the tentacles out of my head by turning my attention to the iron tower, which has an incredibly complex structure.

“... Huh, it's really more complicated than that.”

“As time goes by, there are quite a few inefficiencies due to repeated expansion.”

I decided not to question how this steel tower was constructed.

'Since he is an alchemist, he must have used all the knowledge he had to create it.'

The iron tower looks huge from the outside, but it is much wider inside.

The floor I was on just a moment ago had all the walls looking like closed windows, so I thought the entire floor was occupied, but there was another room inside.

If you think about where Gloria and I are now physically, it should have been sticking out of the tower based on its location, but from the outside, the tower was standing upright even though there were sharp things sticking out.

“Can we say that the space inside the tower is distorted?”

“Although the principle is more complicated, it is probably the easiest for ordinary people to understand. Well, if I had said that to other wizards or alchemists, they would have been heartbroken and told me not to lie.”

“I’m not a scholar but an ordinary person, so I’ll just say that.”

The room we entered this time seems to have been a space for maintaining the Watchers, the wind-up birds made of machines flying in the sky outside.

On the large workbench in the center of the room where we are seated, parts that make up the bodies of mechanical birds in a stationary state are scattered here and there.

“Uh... um. It’s a bit uncomfortable as expected.”

“... Yes. I guess so.”

However, those parts are so cluttered that it gets in the way of Gloria and I talking.

Gigi Geek- Gigi Geek-

Swish-

Wake up!

Even if they tried to talk to each other right away, some parts seemed to be able to move with just a single part, spinning around and idling on their own, and the only head left to watch was still, then suddenly raised its head and screamed.

In the end, when I tried to speak a few times but couldn't speak properly due to the parts on the workbench being out of sync, Gloria exploded.

“... Tsk!”

Sigh!

Clink, clink!

“No, why your temper...”

“Oh, it’s just that I’m a little stressed out.”

For a moment, I thought I was in front of Hygenics.

Gloria just pushed the parts on the workbench and they all fell off.

The motion of vigorously sweeping the work surface with the arm is similar to the hygenic motion of fluttering documents in the past.

I wonder if all the people in this world whose work stress is at its peak end up showing such sudden eccentric behavior, and I am determined to never end up like that.

Clink-ring-

The parts on the floor became quiet, as if they had noticed that Gloria was angry, even though they obviously had no ego.

At the same time, tentacles coming out from inside Gloria's body begin to organize the parts that fell on the floor.

Soon there was nothing left, so Gloria pulled the chair closer and sat down in front of the neatly cleaned work table.

I also adjusted my posture to sit comfortably in front of the workbench, which was free of distractions, and asked the question I was most curious about first.

“So who is real?”

There are many other things I want to ask, but this is what I'm most curious about right now.

Among the countless Glorias I have seen so far, who is the main Gloria?

“It’s all real. Me meeting Deshade, me talking in front of you, and me greeting your group over there.”

“[Nadeul]. This is my first time hearing this expression.”

“Isn’t there a famous wise man who said, ‘I am not singular’? This is something I really like. The success of being able to exist as multiple people was based on those words. To explain it intuitively... Yes, it would be the so-called multiple existence.”

“Hmm... I'm not sure. Anyway, is there any good thing about the increase?”

“You can wash your back by yourself.”

“...”

“It’s a joke, so just laugh.”

“Ah. yes. under. under. under. Ha.”

Gloria's expression, boasting of her feat, seemed full of pride.

“Would you like to hear the explanation?”

“If you are going to do it, please keep it short.”

Since I had already met Gloria and she seemed itching to tell others about her achievements, I decided to listen.

“It’s short, it’s a little disappointing, but that’s okay. To give an example, I thought that if there were a person sneezing and a person drinking water at the same time, they could be said to be different beings. So, by weaving together the stems of the dimensions to which the being called 'I' belong, and creating a single passage, several I's exist now. Thanks to this, it became possible to increase it at will. If I consciously do something else, I will increase again.”

“Uh... So, humans can do that? Rather, you are a human in the first place, right?”

“Of course, it would be difficult for an ordinary human being to do it the way it was supposed to. In theory, even with magic assistance, maintaining it for half a day is the limit.”

“Then what did you do?”

“What you just said is the key. Now I am half human and half fairy. The fact that I am able to maintain multiple ‘Is’ now is possible because I have merged my spirit, even if only slightly, with this child.”

“Spirit?”

“Yes. It's not like we put our bodies together. Because fairies and humans have different compositions to begin with.”

Gloria shows the inside sleeves of her dress.

The tentacle, Fairy, was wrapping around inside Gloria's dress, just like we had seen before.

It certainly doesn't look like it sprouted from the body or anything, but seeing Fairy and Gloria get closer than before, I think I have some idea of what it means to merge their minds.

'Wow, I really can't get used to it.'

However, as I was looking at the fairy moving in direct contact with my skin, I remembered the feeling that had once wrapped around my body, and it made me feel eerie.

“It’s a shame. I thought that if you had experienced this child the same way I did, you would understand these feelings.”

“Even if it's time to die, it probably won't happen. Anyway, I don't know how great of a technology it is, but it must be great. Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

I continue talking to Gloria, who seems to feel quite good after hearing my praise.

“And I’m glad I didn’t completely quit being a human. Why are you calling Gloria one of the three greatest beauties of mankind?”

“That's right. As a scholar, it's a rumor that I can only understand after collecting all the people in the world and checking it out, but I can only accept it if the local rumors are true.”

“I'm glad if you can convince yourself. Our Deshade sang that he wanted to see the most beautiful human being. Now I can finally meet that person first.”

“If that’s the case, I feel a little sorry to God.”

“Yes? Why?”

“Even if we call it beauty, it is nothing more than imitating others.”

“What does that mean?”

“Wait a minute...”

Instead of answering, Gloria opens the drawer under the table and takes out a cigar.

“You seem to smoke too.”

“Can’t you tell by looking at it?”

Gloria unwraps the paper wrapped around the cigar, cuts off the end with a cutter, takes out the light, and lights it.

“It’s my house, so I’ll smoke some.”

“Well, you say so.”

Phew-

'Ah, the smell.'

Notification, not permission.

I hate the smell, but I can't help it.

As she said, this is her house.

I see the exhaled smoke narrowly passing the tip of my nose.

Still, Gloria seemed to feel bad about smoking alone as a smoker.

Fairy came out before I knew it, took the tea set on one side of the studio, brewed some tea, and held it out to me.

“Listen while drinking.”

“Ah, thank you.”

Slurp-

'It rides well.'

I listen to Fairy, admiring her as she got into the car quite neatly and without any sediment for a subject that only has tentacles.

“It’s beauty. My beauty is the beauty of the atmosphere.”

“Atmosphere?”

“Yes. To make the negotiation more advantageous, I simply suggest the atmosphere that exists in the other person's memory and seems most comfortable to me.”

“You mean imitation.”

“Imitation. It can be seen as closer to illusion than imitation.”

After hearing her words, I remembered how easily our group approached Gloria without any resistance.

And I also understood that it was said to be about the beauty of the atmosphere rather than the beauty of beauty.

Rather than people who said that Gloria was beautiful, everyone seemed to move more easily under her guidance.

At first, I thought it was because everyone couldn't concentrate on the strange appearance of the iron tower, but it seemed like they were swept away by the atmosphere that Gloria created for each person.

Of course, Gloria herself is beautiful enough.

The reason why so many people come to Gloria is probably because they are swept away by the unforgettable memories created by the combination of the atmosphere and Gloria's beauty, so they cannot forget it and come back again.

“You understood well. right. Among the guys who come to see me, the ones with a lot of selfishness look at me and fall into the mirror of the utopia they created, never forgetting me, and promise to meet again. Maybe that's why it's a bit troublesome that sometimes people come to me trying to find their parents. I don't know why he wants to find his mother in me.”

'oh my god.'

When I heard those words, it seemed like the cigar Gloria was smoking contained a lot of the hard work she had been through.

“... That must be a bit difficult.”

“It’s okay. Thanks to that, they are receiving generous additional hush money fees. The owner of one merchant accidentally said 'mother' in front of me, asked me not to say anything, and even brought a chest of gold coins.”

He is a scary person above scary guys.

“Then in the end, Gloria’s beauty is not the beauty of a human being’s exterior.”

“No, she has a beautiful face too.”

'What.'

Gloria lifted the mirror to reflect her face and said, 'As expected, you are beautiful today.' While doing this, he strikes various poses.

“You say that it's not good if you can't prove it by bringing all the samples yourself, but you don't seem to have any intention of giving up on that. They are the three greatest beauties of humans or something.”

“If there is potential in something, isn't it human nature to aim for the best? I'm just like that too. It's just that I have no intention of putting in any more effort. Even though I'm okay with being selected as one of the top three beauties, I really have no desire to be selected as the most beautiful beauty. I am not the person pursued by the world's most beautiful woman, but an alchemist.”

“I see. How many people out there try to be the most beautiful woman? Unfortunately, it will be a failure for Deshade.”

Since Gloria said that she is not the most beautiful woman in the world, it may be considered a failure from the perspective of Deshade, who wants to meet the most beautiful person.

“... You are the first person to say to my face that meeting me is a disaster.”

“Oh, that was rude.”

“Well, it’s done. Because it was fresh. Now let's get to the point. Take out the artifact and look at it.”

After hearing Gloria's words, he took out the artifact and placed it in her hand.

        
            Gloria took a big drag on her cigar, then exhaled it after a while and pressed the artifact to reveal her true face.

The artifact that had become the vessel of the soul began to show chaos in her palm.

“Let’s see... The power of God, the power of the devil, and countless souls... Hehehe. I like it too.”

“What do you mean?”

“You are using the artifacts I gave you well. When I saw you with God, I thought you would have received the power of God, but I never thought you would have also gained the power of the devil.”

“Well, it just happened.”

Even if the contract with Deshade was voluntary, the contract with Asmodeus was caught up.

Other than that, I used the souls of the enemies I've killed so far as nourishment, but other things were not what I expected.

So now, the vessel of the soul was taking on what could truly be described as a crucible of chaos.

A total of four spheres of power - the ordinary blue magic power of humans, the red magic power of the demons that had previously been absorbed to a small extent, the white and black divine power, and the devil's magic power - are colliding with each other and spinning around in a small bowl.

In particular, Deshade and Asmodeus' magical powers continue to attempt headbutts.

'This is such a bad relationship.'

I didn't know because I always made magic swords, but the contents made me think that I was carrying a bomb in my hand.

'Isn't this a very dangerous situation?'

I'm glad that everything seems to come together the moment I make it into a magic sword, but I'm anxious.

“Don’t worry. Whether it is a god or a devil, a human or a demon, the root is there. Anyway, let’s exchange business with each other.”

“Yes? Even if I had business with Gloria, does Gloria also have business with me? Could it be that calling Deshade was just a trick? To call me.”

Did Gloria intentionally invite Deshade to call me, a mentally ill person, across the border?

“He is both a business and a business. I am calling you because I have something to ask your God and I am curious about how you are doing. Also, I have something to entrust to you. I just didn't have enough time there. I wondered if I should meet God and you separately, but as I continued to watch, we became attached to each other. So we just sang it together.”

“I see.”

Before answering Gloria's words, he suddenly notices something strange about her words and asks her again.

“No, wait a minute. You've been watching it ever since? Everything that happened from when I brought Deshade down to joining the church?”

“To be exact, from the middle. It was once when your god searched me with his power. At that time, Shin gave me the coordinates first, so I did a reverse search and was always keeping an eye on what you and your god, Deshade, were doing.”

I get goosebumps.

It seems that Gloria has been observing everything I have done so far.

“It was very fun. Those bastards who are thought to be immortal organizations, those who destroyed the cathedral of the Gaia Church, etc. I think the idea of escaping the kingdom is a good idea. There are a lot of people in the kingdom who are completely rude.”

“Because you are the head of the city, you do a lot of diplomacy, right? You know very well.”

“I know. To begin with, my city is not even inside the territory of the Kingdom Alliance. Soul disease. Do you know about the ancient kingdom?”

“Not really. All I know is that the five kingdoms that make up the current kingdom union are originally descendants of the eight ancient kingdoms.”

That's exactly what I know of history.

It is said that eight kingdoms once existed in the land of the current kingdom union.

Human kingdoms that were quite prosperous collapsed over time.

Some kingdoms' national power was weakened by demons that descended on their territory, and civil wars broke out, resulting in five kingdoms established by new bloodlines. Some kingdoms are now empires, and the ancestors of the horse nation from afar waged war against the remaining kingdoms. It is said that they worked hard to acquire land.

That is the origin of the current five kingdoms following the ancient eight kingdoms and the history of the establishment of an empire with a large territory.

“Well, just knowing that much is enough. The land on which this city was built was an autonomous territory obtained through a legal process when the eight ancient kingdoms existed, not the current kingdoms. So, as it is, I can confidently step forward as the head of this independent city, but the new kingdoms are somehow trying to incorporate my city as part of a union of kingdoms, not as an equal relationship. To be honest, I don't really like that overbearing attitude of putting them down because it makes me feel skeptical.”

“Is there anything to say from the Gaia Church?”

“No one is still chattering to the point of overflowing. After returning from my journey through the Fairy Garden, perhaps because so much time had passed, I felt a little tired, thinking that the church members had been interfering with the alchemists at some point. Upon my return, I was sent a ton of letters and complaints about what had happened, so I was thinking about cutting ties with the Kingdom Alliance, including the Church of Gaia.”

To this extent, Gloria knows everything I know.

In addition, you will be supplementing information in real time by reading the thoughts of your companions on other floors.

After all, he is definitely not a soft person.

“I also have something called privacy. It makes me feel a little dirty to hear that he was always watching me like that.”

“Don’t worry. Because I didn’t look when I went to the bathroom or something.”

“Watching you speak, it seems like you can see and hear even very specific things.”

Somehow, I think Gloria is better at handling powers like clairvoyance than our gods.

Our god cannot see the specific appearance, but only specifies the location.

“It’s worth it. I observed you using the equipment installed in the tower I built, but your god has few believers, so the power and scale of his authority are weak. For now, just think that if your god can do it, so can I.”

Gloria's words were almost profane, but she was stating such an obvious fact that she could not refute it.

“Then how about just becoming a god? Her abilities are much better than our gods, and if Gloria becomes a god, I think she will gather believers faster than our mediocre Deshade.”

It was something I said as a joke.

But when the joke reached the ears of the person who could make it come true, something even scarier came out.

“Well, I think I can do it if I put my mind to it, but I just don’t have any ideas. For now, I think it’s enough to do the things I want to do in this city.”

“Uh... I guess this isn't a joke and you're serious.”

“God is surprisingly a trivial being. Contrary to what you think, God is a being of one end. Please keep in mind that the gods in this world are not strong beings that can be blindly supported like that.”

“I understand.”

Being in the presence of such an amazing person makes me feel a little humbled.

Of course, since Gloria is said to be the pinnacle of alchemists, that would be natural.

So, I get back on track with the conversation I lost for a moment with Gloria.

“Then speaking of business, I would like to attach something like a cross guard to this magic sword.”

He makes the artifact into the shape of a magic sword and shows it to Gloria.

Now, it looks like a long sword that is about 1 meter long from handle to handle, but since there is no separate guard to protect the hand, it still looks like an unfinished product.

“It seems to me that there is no problem if I just use it?”

“There are limits to the posture you can take depending on whether you have a cross guard or not.”

I didn't know much about crossguards when I didn't handle the sword properly, but this one thing can affect my life more often than I thought.

I felt it while learning sword skills from Hwarim and Aila, but half of swordsmanship involves parrying the opponent's sword and counterattacking, and the crossguard serves as a small shield that securely and finally protects the hand when parrying the sword. Depending on whether you have this or not, the amount of confidence you can gain is significantly different.

“Right now, it feels too much like I'm swinging a skewer rather than a sword.”

“Anyway, the original is an artifact created solely for revenge. It seems like that's because the murderous intent to kill the enemy has been taken as a form.”

“Then I would like to change even more. Regardless of who originally created it, I want to use the sword to protect myself, not for revenge. This is not some kind of magic sword, and I have no intention of being swayed by the origin of the tool.”

Gloria looked closely at the magic sword for a moment and answered with a smile.

“That sounds good to an alchemist. Well, it would be unsightly for a person to be swayed by the will of a tool. No matter how great the origin is, the role of a tool is to be held in the hands of a person as a tool. I get it. If you have an original design for a crossguard you like, draw it here separately. Leave it to me for just one day and I'll give it to you.”

“Thank you.”

I felt fortunate that one of my longings had finally come true.

These days, I continue to receive swordsmanship instruction from Aila and Hwarim, but I'm having a hard time without that in the most important part.

'There is no guarantee that hitting while watching it move will succeed every time.'

Pushing away an opponent's weapon or targeting a joint is only possible if the weight class and strength are at least similar.

Even that doesn't work on powerful beings like giant orcs called slayers or paladins.

In the end, you can more easily land an effective hit only by relying on the crossguard, which has the same strength as the magic sword, and clashing your weapons head-on.

However, things did not work out easily.

Gloria then completely took over my artifacts, rested her arms on the workbench, supported her chin, and set the mood by smiling evilly.

“Now, let’s talk about compensation?”

        
            “... Do you get paid? Can’t we just think of it as part of being treated like everyone else?”

While listening to Gloria's words, I was convinced.

She is the best among alchemists.

I don't like to compromise on price in front of my craftsmen.

Still, I don't know what they'll ask for, but I think it'll be very difficult.

“As for the artifacts, even if I take care of the seeds I sowed out of favor and curiosity, it is right to receive compensation for repairing the swords of your party and for the elves who diligently serve food errands outside the room. What I say as compensation is that I owe you the same treatment as you did your companions, so I'm just trying to receive it now.”

“Holy shit. Are you calculating it all? They said it was a treat. Who gets paid to treat guests?”

“Restaurants provide service because they know that customers will pay.”

I was scammed without my knowledge.

I was just eating at an all-you-can-eat restaurant like a buffet when someone approached me and said, 'Sir, you can only eat the food over there by paying an additional fee.'

'If that's the case, why don't we divide the sections from the beginning?'

It reminded me of a time when something like that happened to me when I charged for unlimited pork refills and brought unlimited beef supplements from a buffet space that wasn't separated.

I felt really dirty.

“I like chicken more.”

“Ah, yes... Okay, so just say it.”

“Wait.”

Good night-

Gloria must have smoked enough, so she used a cutter to cut off only the burned part.

The tea I was drinking wasn't even half finished.

I burned more than half of my lung capacity in just a short time while I was talking, but my lung capacity is no joke.

Gloria puts the cut cigarette back under the drawer and speaks in a serious tone.

“Say it simply. It's a request. There is a guy in the underground waterway who is plotting something while avoiding my eyes. Either kill him or capture him alive. Although it may overlap with work given to you by someone else, you would work harder if you thought you were paying for the request I gave you rather than doing it because you didn't like it.”

“The word overlapping... Is that the same guy I was trying to catch when I stopped by the city this time?”

“That's right. The one with red fur.”

The person Gloria spoke of is the same person as the person mentioned at the Immortal Institute.

It seems he is the traitor Agoni mentioned.

“He sneaked into the city at night and went straight down to the underground waterway. I tried to deal with the arrogant guy who had sneaked into my city so I couldn't sleep at night with my usual watchers, but it seems he is also well-versed in alchemy. He only found out the weak points of the watchers and destroyed them all. Thanks to you, my work has increased.”

Tuk-

Tangeran-

Gloria nervously flicked the remaining parts on the desk that could not be swept away with her fingers and threw them under the desk.

Contrary to his always relaxed appearance, he gets irritated as soon as this story is brought up.

“How many of these have there already been? I’ve given up on counting now.”

It looks like all the completely smashed mechanical birds on the floor are his work.

“You seem to be busy. If you're this angry, it's worth going down and getting rid of it yourself.”

“... I was away for too, too long.”

Gloria's answer, which came back after a bit of a pause, contained a lament about the current situation, which seemed to have a lot of work to do.

“It’s a bit much work. 10 years. It’s been 10 years.”

“I guess there was no agent in the meantime?”

“Because ‘I’, Gloria, cannot be replaced.”

“...”

“It may sound arrogant. But it's true. I am the one who can repair and activate the Watchers that protect the city. Designing everything on my own because I didn't like other defense systems was actually poisonous.”

“It is rather a miracle that the city was safe during the 10 years I was away.”

“Miracle? It's not a miracle. My city had taken steps to ensure that it could run on its own even if I was gone for about 50 years. It's just that I can't move right now because of that. I have to refill the consumables that have been depleted over the past 10 years and repair all the Watchers' parts that have been damaged significantly while I was away. There is so little time. The joy in life is eating outside for a few hours at most.”

“You are an unintentional workaholic.”

“What is a workaholic? Now that I've returned from Fairy Garden, I have a lot of other research I want to do, so having to do restoration work like this isn't a very welcome thing. Moreover, even if you go out to eat, the moment you try to savor the taste, disturbances appear.”

“It’s a big deal. They say you don't even touch a dog while eating, but is there anyone who touches that? Did you just leave it there?”

“If you go out of the tower and run into the wizards on the street who were kicked out of the magic tower and are sitting here, that would be a big problem. These guys are protesting, saying they are going to build another magic tower among themselves in my city, and even while I am away, they are saying nonsense that cannot be put into practice.”

Gloria lets out a long sigh and then continues speaking.

“Whew... First of all, since I am a citizen living in my own city, I can't hang myself with my own hands just for protesting to such an extent.”

“The analogy is pretty bloody.”

“It is not a metaphor. I really want to hang him, but if I do that, my reputation will be ruined, so I don't.”

“Ah, yes.”

Gloria's anger seemed quite extreme even to the naked eye, as if she had suffered a lot from wizards.

“On top of that, isn’t there some ill-fated relationship with someone secretly visiting from the empire without making a reservation? There are so many things to worry about that I’m so angry.”

“You seem to be having a lot of difficulties in many ways.”

“It’s not a lot, but… Okay, that’s it. I guess I should stop complaining here.”

Gloria gently presses the back of her hand against her itching eyes and returns to the story of the request.

“Anyway, let’s get back to the story about the sewer invaders. Of course, it's not that I didn't use alternatives. Separately, we hired and sent skilled adventurers several times.”

“Multiple times means-”

“Yes. After everyone went into the underground waterway, there was no news. Not only does he accurately identify the weaknesses of my watchers, but seeing as he eliminated several parties made up of mid-level adventurers, he seems to be a formidable guy.”

‘I have already failed many times.’

Expectations for the opponent's skills are increasing.

So I start to worry about whether I will be able to catch him.

“At this point, I’m worried too. Because I’m not that strong either.”

In response to my lack of confidence, Gloria gave a simple conclusion as if asking what I was worried about.

“Aren’t you mentally ill? Even if I fail a few times, I will be able to figure out how to catch him in the end. So I'll leave it to you. Of course, we will provide support. If necessary, we will prepare sufficient artifacts and spare bodies that will be useful when making requests.”

“Holy shit.”

This is the second shit of the day.

“To be honest, if you say so, do you know that there is not much difference between that Agoni of the Immortal Institute and Gloria?”

“Even if you say that. I can't help it either. While I had put off personal research due to my position as the head of the entire city, he hid in the underground waterway assuming that he would be enough to deal with me alone. To deal with a guy like that, someone like you, a soul soldier who can effectively push back multiple times at a low cost, would be the right person to take on the job.”

“Just telling you to keep pushing forward is too damning.”

“Well, I thought I would get that much criticism, so I’ll forgive you. However, since we are familiar with each other, I will accommodate you as you come to my city.”

“Please, please at least give me that.”

“Yes. You said you were looking for a wizard you met in your city, right? I will give you a directory containing the personal information and residences of people living in my city.”

“Isn’t there a personal information protection law?”

“Do you think there is?”

“It seems unlikely.”

“You know very well.”

'That's how it is in this world.'

When I think about it, it is a world where there is almost nothing that makes sense even if we apply the standards of the place where I lived in the first place.

“I understand. Well, we'll go to the underground waterway tomorrow, so first give me the directory that says where the wizard lives. Since I had a rough idea of how strong the opponent would be, I knew for sure that it wouldn't be possible without the artifact. We should tackle the tasks that seem easier first.”

“It is a good thing that self-objectification is good.”

“So, please use a sturdy cross guard. Anyway, you need a weapon to kill him or save him.”

“I thought well. Then I'll take it out right away.”

Gloria opened the drawer on the table and handed me the documents that were under a pile of cigars.

“You keep your documents in a very strange place.”

“There are only those who want to burn them all to death, but they can't, so they put them underneath instead.”

“... You seem to be quite stressed.”

“So much.”

It seems that being the leader of somewhere is incredibly difficult.

The same goes for the corps commander and Gloria.

'I should never live like that.'

I feel sorry for Thistle, but even though I am a bishop, I have no desire to live a life like that.

I decided that even if our denomination became successful in the future, I would do as little as possible, if not all of the denomination's work.

After handing over the documents, Gloria lies down under the workbench, hugging her tentacles as a pillow, as if she doesn't feel like getting up.

“ character. Well, I'm going to take a nap here, so go out and get directions from me on the first floor. It looks like your companion, Trickster, has finished his business, so I will guide you there.”

“I guess it’s Peria.”

It looks like it finished earlier than expected.

Gloria places the tentacle on the back of her neck, stares into space for a moment, and then continues speaking.

“... And it would be a good idea to lighten the mood of the group. You seem very depressed.”

“... Did things not go well?”

“It seems like that. I took him to someone who was quite talented at summoning, but summoning without coordinates was ultimately like finding a rotten tooth in a snail's teeth.”

‘How many teeth did a snail have? 'I thought there were about 20,000 of them.'

Hearing that makes me very worried.

The final ingredient to make the medicine Peria needs is a fruit that only grows in the Fairy Garden, a world where fairies live and humans cannot enter.

Fortunately, such fruits can be obtained randomly using a summoning spell, but the problem is the probability and the money required for one summoning.

The last ingredient is one that can only be obtained if you have a chance of winning the lottery.

Feria spent all the money he had on it, but it didn't seem to have good results in the end.

I was worried about what Peria was feeling right now, and then I looked towards Gloria and had hope.

“... Is it impossible for Gloria to visit the Fairy Garden in person?”

I asked Gloria, who had already been to Fairy Garden once, thinking it might be possible.

But things in the world don't go that easily.

“Unfortunately, that will be difficult. It was only after 10 years that I was able to return because I happened to have the coordinates back then, and I don't know how long it would take to do it again. We are continuing to research on it, but it seems impossible right now.”

'After all, it's not something that can be solved that easily.'

The time remaining until Peria dies is approximately one year to one and a half years.

It's okay now because the unique regenerative power, which is a characteristic of demons, exceeds the disease, but as the disease gets worse, you will be in pain later, and as time goes by, you will continue to die and resurrect again and again.

'We can't let that happen.'

Now the only way is to save money again and make one last request.

At first, I said I wouldn't care what happens, but now Peria is like a little sister to me, so I want to help her in any way I can.

After giving a polite answer to Gloria, who gave an honest answer, he leaves.

“... Okay.”

“... I will contact you if any research progresses.”

Gloria must have read my thoughts and promised to help me.

When she, the pinnacle of alchemy, said this, I felt a little at ease.

“Thank you. Then I'll come visit you tomorrow.”

“Yes. For now, let the group find separate lodgings in the tower. When you're done with your errands, look at the observer nearby and let him guide you.”

“Thank you.”

When I left the room and went down to the first floor, there was another Gloria.

I received a map from her and started walking to where Feria was.

        
            Peria is a strong kid.

At a young age, he was already planning to live his own life by hiding in the tricksters' carriage.

Although he says he had a teacher, that was only for a short time. Since then, he is a soul who has walked alone for a long time to open a closed future.

That's why I always come out strong to others.

Wearing the clothes of a trickster, he doesn't bend down so as not to be looked down on, and wanders around wherever he goes as if he were his own, doing business proudly.

A girl who may hesitate, but only for a moment, ultimately moves forward.

Such a Peria was crouching in front of the door of a huge workshop.

I hugged my knees, sat down on the cold stone steps, and buried my head.

Gloria, wearing street clothes next to her, was thoughtfully blocking Peria's appearance from people on the street.

When Gloria saw me, she only greeted me with her eyes, then left and took her place with me.

As Gloria disappeared, the hot sun beat down on the stairs.

Obviously, it should be warm as the shadows disappear and the sunlight comes in, but the air around Feria is still cold.

A very small, untimely winter-like space in the middle of the city.

'It's like ice.'

It's amazing.

Just because the atmosphere has gone down, it feels so cold in just one space.

A space that contains so much resentment that you don't want to approach it.

But I go one step further.

It was impossible to see Peria alone in that cold space.

“... What are you doing?”

“... You wouldn’t know it if you looked at it?”

‘You give me the answer. thank god.'

When I stood next to Peria and spoke to her, what came back was a sharp-tongued reply.

Even though it's so cold that it makes me stiff, I'm so grateful that they answered.

So, without giving up, I continue to take Feria at my own pace.

“Why are you sitting in a place like this? Are you an ostrich? Put your head to the side. He's already short, but he looks even more shabby if he's like that on the stairs.”

“Whether others do it or not-!!!”

When Peria screamed loudly, everyone around her looked at her.

“Hey. Don't yell. Everyone is looking at you.”

“... If you're embarrassed, go somewhere else. Then you won't have to worry about other people. Whether I get embarrassed or not.”

“... Are you going to stay there?”

“Don’t worry.”

“Then you can’t do it.”

Instead of going somewhere else, I went to the front of the feria and squatted down, looking at the street.

“... Why do you come here?”

“I want to take a closer look at how you behave like Cheongseung.”

“Then look this way. Push your back.”

“... Because I don’t want to show it to other people.”

...

“... Thank you.”

Peria is like a younger sister.

I don't mind teasing her and seeing her reaction, but I can't stand it when other people say things to Peria.

As I was silent and not saying anything, Peria came down the stairs and buried her face in my back.

Thanks to this, I felt Feria’s empty crossbody bag touch me.

As I was feeling the emptiness, Peria spoke first.

“... You really saved it for a long time?”

“... Really? How many were there?”

“Just a thousand.”

'It's enormous.'

If it had been money put in a piggy bank, someone would have scolded me for letting the coins get old.

In addition, it is not just a coin worth 50 or 100 won, but a dwarven coin with a minimum value starting from ten gold coins.

Coins, which are needed as various materials needed for magical research rather than currency, are limited in quantity, but for wizards there is no better material, so it becomes more difficult to obtain them as time goes by.

Peria collected such coins tenaciously.

“At first, I went to see someone who could use the summoning spell every time I gathered 10, but that didn't work that way either. So I clenched my teeth and collected it.”

“... Yes.”

The money I saved while working as a trickster.

Since I am a person who buys and sells information, I cannot stay in one place.

Feria went out day and night, whenever he had time, whenever the place allowed, and sold food to people on the cold, dirty floor.

Until he met me, he wandered around alone with a large backpack and collected various rumors.

After meeting me, she gathered all the information she had gathered at Grace's estate and saved as much money as possible.

I know that he was always trying to indulge in difficult work while saying it was annoying, but in fact, he was trying to save his stamina because he didn't know when someone would come looking for him.

When you're at Grace's territory, you'll be quite tired because you won't be able to sleep properly due to the spider web-like magical power that someone has spread, as if you're constantly being monitored.

However, Peria always came down to the first floor when we were there, even though she was sleepy, probably because she wanted to be with us.

We had no way of being of much help to Peria, but while Peria cared about us in her own way, she continued to do her job and collected coins.

But those efforts quickly went to waste.

“... It took me several years to save up, but it was all done in 2 hours. Haha...”

“...”

“... Black... Ugh...!”

I can hear more and more sobbing coming from behind me.

Feeling of loss.

loss of opportunity.

From the beginning, I said it was a slim probability.

The Fairy Garden is another world that Gloria discovered by chance and that humans can never reach.

A random summoning technique to a place without coordinates and unknown ecosystem.

To get exactly what you want with that summoning technique, you have to make numerous attempts.

“... Come in here.”

Go up the stairs where Peria is and unfold your uniform to cover Peria.

Aila's uniform, which had been made quite large in preparation for being exposed to rain while camping, was enough to hold the small Peria in her arms.

Peria just hugged my chest.

With a lot of force, he slams his head into his chest as if he is throwing a tantrum.

It wasn't long since it was still raining.

The weather is chilly, perhaps because we are entering winter soon. If you catch a cold, it's a big problem.

Tears take away body heat.

The tears that come out from being filled with such miserable emotions even take away body heat from a person who has nothing more to take away.

“Ugh... Ugh! Ugh... Sigh! Haaa!”

...thud...thud

As I slowly pat Peria's back, her crying gets louder.

Peria has lived a strong life.

Although he has shed a few tears, he has never once sunk beneath the icy floor of real crying.

So Peria is trying to vomit out the sadness as it continues to enter her lungs.

Anger, resentment, and sadness rising from deep within my heart.

The cries made up of them are closer to screaming.

It would be natural. Because no one teaches you how to cry.

There are people in the world who have the same way of smiling, but no one has the same way of crying.

'... In times like these, I need to be a place to lean on.'

The only thing I could do for Peria was to hug her tightly.

I also know that I have been alone for a long time.

Just what I wanted.

A person you can lean on and cry when you are very sad.

Someone who comforts me.

That's what Peria needs. No, he becomes that kind of person.

Tears shed against a wall and tears shed in someone's arms have different endings.

So, stay still in that spot so you can lean on it, and instead quietly give it strength and hug it.

...

“Sniff... Sigh!”

After shaking and crying for a while, Peria rubbed her eyes and took her face out of my arms.

Seeing his red eyes makes me feel weak.

But in times like these, we must become stronger.

“... Oppa. What should I do now?”

“What can I do? Let's try to save money again. You can still walk.”

“... Then what do you do? Most of the rumors I've been collecting over the years have been told to me for free by the older sisters in our union. I don’t want to be a nuisance anymore.”

“What kind of nuisance is a nuisance? Aren’t those people all like your family? They've all told you to do well, but what happens to them if you give up here? It's like pouring water into a bottomless pot.”

“Heung! Is it okay to say that I save up money and try again? Even if I were to collect it again from now on, I wouldn’t be able to collect even half of what I had now.”

“Don’t worry. If I can't save you with a summoning spell, I'll just go in and get out.”

“... Stupid brother. Not only is it possible to enter the Fairy Garden only if you are lucky, but the only one who came back alive is Gloria.”

“Don’t you know who I am? It's a soul disease. A soul disease that resurrects even after death. You just have to try until you get it right. Don't worry, Gloria said she would let me know if she found a way to reliably find the coordinates of the Fairy Garden. Even if it's a material, it's not some kind of fairy leather or anything, it's at most a fruit, right? Why don’t you make it frosty?”

Those words would kill the people at the farm if they heard them, but there was nothing they could do to encourage Peria.

“You don’t like dying.”

“I hate you dying even more.”

“... Phuhaha!”

As I was trying hard to answer that I was encouraging Peria, I ended up saying that without realizing it.

Peria bursts into laughter after hearing what I said.

“... Why are you smiling?”

“Puhuhuh... Wow! Boom! Hahaha!”

It's a sight to behold.

Even though he laughs, he snorts, chokes, and then starts laughing again.

“Oh, oppa really says amazing things sometimes... hahaha!”

“What am I?”

'I just said what I wanted to say.'

Peria laughed for a long time and finally calmed down.

        
            “Ha...ha... Phew. Anyway, my brother is a sinful man. I have a smooth face and sometimes I get bolder, so people get confused.”

“What are you talking about? That's it.”

“It’s just like that. I don't think it would be better if I didn't tell my idiot brother. I'm curious how you'll react when everyone starts approaching you later.”

Peria blurted out her words like that.

Then he comes out of my arms and stands in front of me.

thud!

Standing straight on both legs, shaking the ground with the hand holding the cane, lifting my hat and letting the sunlight dry my tears, I make a promise.

“Yes. Your brother is right. It's not over until it's over. Who knows, if I give harsh threats to those who are more aggressive than now and have something unpleasant to say, I wonder if I can make much more money than I have made over the past few years. I think I lived too conscientiously.”

“... Are you conscientious?”

It is a bit unclear whether Peria has been conscientious until now.

After helping Feria, I met customers a few nights later as Feria's negotiation assistant, or more precisely, as a bodyguard who threatened them from behind, but I don't think I was ever very conscientious, as Feria showed me like a miser each time.

I don't know at least to what extent the price is reasonable, but everyone who comes always says it's too much or too expensive.

Every time that happened, Peria would give me a signal and show me her sword to silence the people who came.

'Well, could it be that those people were being cruel?'

Of course, not knowing the value of information, I decided to just stay quiet.

“Yes. I have to earn it. Let's earn a lot. No matter how much money you have, you always feel like it's not enough.”

“That's right. I need to do better than ever before. As much as my sisters and brothers believe in me, I have to work harder.”

“... But let’s leave out the threats.”

“Why, the instinct of a bishop inside me is stirring?”

“That is absolutely not the case. And there is nothing like that.”

I think it will probably not be until I die that I will develop a deep sense of faith.

“... No. okay. Is the other person’s situation the problem? They say I'm going to die right now. Let's use threats when they are useful. You should use everything that is available.”

“That’s a very good trickster perspective. Now I feel more like my partner.”

“Still, I don’t think that’s why tricksters don’t get good reviews?”

“A part-time job? If they lived honorably, there wouldn't be any threats. We're just using it.”

Peria says that and shakes her dusty butt.

Crying loudly like that requires a lot of physical strength, so it is difficult, but I am glad that I was able to stand up again with strength.

As expected, Peria looks best like that.

“Yes. It's a barely formed family. I have to struggle even harder to protect and watch over myself and my brother.”

“Yes. I'm glad you made up your mind.”

I also stand up, roughly ruffle Peria's hair, and mark the front of the workshop where Peria was performing the summoning spell she entered and exited just moments ago.

'Just in case, I'll have to investigate later to see if this person scammed me.'

I don't think it's possible to do that since business relies on trust, but I think it would put my mind at ease if I did something like this since I'm spending money for no reason and getting no income.

However, I missed Peria's words for a moment because I was making a small mark with a dagger on the wall next to the door of the store.

“... Thank you, brother. For my brother's sake, even if death is certain, before I die, I will definitely make my current family into a real family.”

“... Huh? What did you say?”

“Ugh, no. ruler! Now then, let’s go do our work too. Shall we start by finding out where the wizard lives?”

“Oh, in that case, I received the address from Gloria. Now that I know where I live, should I go right away?”

“Really? It would be a little easier then... but no. Rather than going right away, I think it would be better to ask about that person nearby.”

“Then let’s do that.”

-------------------------------

After that, we explored the shops around the house where the wizard lived.

Starting with bars, I searched all the nearest stores and restaurants, and stories began to come together.

By spending only 1 silver, Jeongbo received a bag containing fruit skewers and two apples, and obtained stories from more than 20 people.

Thanks to Feria, who is good at talking, we gathered information easily, so we put snacks on a wooden box in one corner and eat them to compile the information.

Crunch-

“Mmm... it's delicious. Anyway. Most of the information I investigated at Grace's territory is accurate. The wizard we're looking for specializes in oreology. It is a common rumor that he snooped around at the mineral science research group and went home without saying anything...”

Right now-

“Hmm... It's definitely delicious. Aren't all the wizards here who were kicked out of their respective magic towers? Even though he was kicked out of the Magic Tower, he is not treated very well even here in the city. So, you should work hard on a regular basis, but you shouldn't pay money to buy things like papers, right?”

“First of all, that is blackmail material 1. From what I've said, it doesn't sound like I studied much, but if I were to have an average level of knowledge, I'd think I would know more than this person since I learned a bit from a teacher and taught the rest on my own. If I just throw a word at you, you'll start yelling at me right away and won't be able to answer me?”

It seems that Peria has already decided to gain as much benefit as possible through threats.

“And the next thing... will be the story of buying the technology for soul disease.”

“Isn’t the biggest problem that there is no physical evidence?”

“That’s right. It is said that he was often seen talking with an alchemist who studies puppetry, but there is no record of anything being discussed. It seems that the alchemist has disappeared recently and has not been seen... I have a feeling that the wizard may have bought it from the alchemist who often spoke about the knowledge of soul disease.”

While listening to Peria, I looked through the list.

Then I discovered something strange.

“Hey. Feria. There is a house we came to thinking it was the wizard's house. I think that house was actually the home of an alchemist who often talked to the wizard, but it was changed into the wizard's name? Here it is written like this... Change of owner due to default in payment of principal.”

“Where, where, give it to me.”

Peria takes the list from me and looks at the paper as if it's going to break through.

“Oh, that’s right. The original owner of this house was named Pekhero, an alchemist, but the name was passed on to the wizard Roin... Even though this person, Pekhero, has been declared dead? Oh, I missed this because I did it in reverse order. I had to find out the name of the alchemist first and then look at the list. I made this mistake while trying to combine the stories in the order I heard them, as is my usual habit.”

“Then what should we do?”

“... I can't do it. Let's go like this. I think it would be difficult to get more information than this. Let’s lurk near the accommodation and wait.”

“Sure.”

We didn't seem to be able to find any good news even if we searched around any longer, so we headed towards the building that was in the wizard's name.

Although it is a residential area, due to the nature of the city, there are many people who share living spaces and workshops, so each time you take a step, your nose is irritated by an unidentifiable strange smell.

"The smell is a bit strong."

"That’s right. As for the guard, the inability to clean the sewers is definitely a problem. I can't help but feel dissatisfied if the smell flows back like this."

"Cleaning... Ha. It's really going to spin. Could it be that the sewer cleaning, which has been delayed for over a month, can only begin after I clear out the guy hiding in the underground waterway? I think this is a bit too much."

"What can I do? It's because my brother still doesn't know things like market prices, but the repair work that an alchemist like Gloria does for us has to be very expensive, even in terms of daily wages, wages, or commission fees. For our church, which doesn't have much money right now, we can barely catch one intruder, so it couldn't be better than this. Ah, it has arrived."

The place I arrived at, covering the tip of my nose that was starting to feel numb, was a wooden building.

The address in the directory we received indicated that the fourth floor of the wooden building was the wizard's home.

The wizard didn't seem to have returned yet, so I decided to wait nearby.

We followed what Raines did and hid in the alley right next to the hotel in a way that wouldn't be noticed unless you looked closely.

“According to the testimony of people around me, the wizard goes home regularly, so let’s push right in the moment he opens the door and enters.”

It's nice that Peria has been very proactive since a while ago, but it seems like she's been holding on to her basic behavior too strongly.

“... Isn’t that too much of a robbery? First of all, I don’t think I’m committing a crime.”

“Robbery? That's good too. Just wait a moment. I'll get you a mask.”

“Hey. Wait, man!”

Immediately, he waved his cane and caught Peria, who was trying to run towards a nearby general store.

It's good that the child has made a comeback, but I'm worried that he seems to be full of venom.

At that moment, we heard the sound of a window opening from above, so we looked up.

It was on the fourth floor, which was said to be the wizard's house.

“Huh? brother. Isn't it time for the wizard to return yet? I heard you'd be back in the evening, but you were already in?”

“So, as you say, it’s true that there shouldn’t be anyone around right now. Is it a whim?”

It seemed like someone was sticking their head out the window, so we looked closely.

I was expecting a wizard to come out, but the person who popped his head out was a woman with short white hair wearing a large shirt and shorts that didn't fit her body.

“... It's definitely not that person, right?”

“Of course. The guy who tried to hit my head with an ax was a wrinkly old man.”

Although we were disappointed, we could not shake off our doubts.

I heard that the wizard was living alone, so I wondered who that person was over there.

But soon I couldn't even think about that.

“...Wait a minute. Isn’t that person trying to fall?”

I was trying to distract myself, but I looked up again when I heard Peria's sound.

The white-haired woman at the window struggled to open the window wide, leaned out, and-

“Huh? Now, wait!”

I just jumped off.

        
            “What, what?! brother! Catch that girl-!!!”

“Aaaah!!!”

Of course, it is someone else.

There is no reason for us to care whether we make an extreme choice or not.

However, when an opportunity comes right in front of my eyes, when someone is in danger of dying within my reach, I don't know why people lose touch without realizing it.

Do people actually move because they are born as good beings?

Or is it because they simply don't want to be traumatized by someone dying in front of their eyes?

'What do you know? 'I'll just have to run first!'

Once you start moving, there is no reason to worry about useless things.

Before Feria even finished speaking, he ran towards the bottom where the woman was falling.

Then a thought suddenly occurred to me.

‘Didn’t they say that if someone falls from a high floor, their arm will be broken?’

Although I thought about saving others, I would rather not break my own arm.

So, while I was trying to stretch out my arms and accept it as is, I made a different choice.

In the alley below where the short-haired woman was falling, I saw a king-sized mat placed against the wall where someone had illegally dumped it.

I quickly check the position between the falling woman and the mat and am confident.

'good. do!'

There is only one chance.

A judgment in which mistakes can never be tolerated.

It's something you shouldn't do if you don't believe in yourself, but I'm confident.

'I can do it'

Whiiing-

The moment the falling woman passes the second floor, she stretches her arms to the side.

And as soon as the woman's head comes to the first floor-

“Lariat!”

Wow!

“Ugh!”

I hit my chest hard with my arm.

Tooung!

The woman fell with acceleration, got hit by my arm, spun around making a frog-like sound, and was thrown onto the mat.

It's a success.

“Good! Peria! I succeeded! To reach a world where no one gets hurt!”

“Hey, you crazy oppa! What kind of bullshit is that!!!”

I looked back at Peria, proud of the near-perfect technique that made me tired, but Peria couldn't understand how beautiful this act was.

match!

“Ouch!”

“Take a quick look! If I had hit my mentally ill brother with the strength of his arm, his bones might have been broken and he would have died!”

After getting hit on the back, he and Feria approach the woman lying on the mat.

“Did you pass out?”

“No, I don’t think so... Ah, I wake up.”

When Peria stabbed the woman's side with her cane, the woman stood up with a pained expression on her face.

And then-

Startle!

chin-

Quadang!

“Okay!”

He looks at my face, freaks out, steps back, trips on the mat, and falls, making a strange sound.

“I don’t think you’re in your right mind? Is he really a drug addict?”

“I’m just doing this because of what my brother just did, so just shut up.”

“It’s too much.”

I had no choice but to follow Peria's words and take a long step back.

Soon the woman regained her position, but her legs seemed to have given out and she sat down on the mat, out of breath.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

Peria waits until the woman catches her breath a little before speaking to her.

“Hey. Are you out of your mind? What were you going to do now? Suicide? Rather, why are you leaving that house? Wasn't the owner of that house a wizard? Considering he's a kid, he doesn't really look like a lover. No, I don't know if that could be possible. Do you know Loin? Or do you know someone named Pekhero? Answer me quickly!”

“Hey, if I do that, I’ll have trouble breathing again. Ask them one by one.”

“Don’t you answer quickly?!”

Go to Feria's side, kneel down, and make eye level with the woman.

I heard that doing this will reduce the feeling of intimidation, and it seems to have had an effect as the woman looked at me instead of Feria and answered.

“... That house is my house. It's not that damn house.”

“First of all, I want to check something first. Is that damned guy you’re talking about an old wizard whose name is Roin?”

“That’s right.”

It seems like you've come to the right place.

“But the name of the house is that wizard, so who are you?”

“I, I... My name is Farewell. Alchemist Pekhero's... housemate.”

'Because we live together.'

The woman continues to pause.

'The reason I was worried about saying my name in the first place was because I was just reluctant to reveal my name, and the second thing was? Did you lie? Or is it a relationship that is difficult to reveal?'

I look at the woman in front of me.

If she had been a little lighter, she was so small and thin that she would have fallen off the building and been blown away by a gust of wind.

The problem is that I hid behind Feria for a moment and looked up the name of the woman in front of me in the document Gloria gave me, but it didn't come up.

I was thinking of asking more about this, but for now, let's continue the conversation without revealing that we have a list in our hands.

This time, Peria comes out again.

“Hey. What were you thinking when you fell there? Some people want to live stubbornly, so they save up money and use summoning magic to the point of going crazy, while others are just sitting there trying to kill themselves? Ah, Mr. Thinking about it makes you angry? It's worth watching the world go by. Hey, stand up you bitch. I will make you realize how precious life is.”

Ttuk-tuk-

However, the problem is that the situation has not yet calmed down.

Peria stops talking, rolls up her sleeves, and begins to loosen her knuckles.

I quickly stopped him because I was afraid that if I waited a little longer, he would take out the sword inside the staff.

“Hey, hey! Be careful when speaking! If you keep doing that, you go back and reach Hwarim?”

“Let go of this! Oppa, I think you'll feel better if you hear me say that I want to die even until I break all the joints of that little bitch's fingers.”

Even though I put my hand on her side and lifted her up, she began to struggle so much that I couldn't tell where this strength came from, and the little woman in front of me got angry and retorted.

“Who, who’s the kid! And what kind of crazy person would throw away their only life? I wasn't trying to commit suicide, I was trying to escape from there! If the guy there hadn't done anything weird in the first place, I could have landed on the floor just fine!”

A woman named Farewell steps out in a rather red-faced manner and shows a necklace hanging around her neck.

“I tried to use the defensive magic engraved on this necklace to land steadily, but this man got in my way and I ended up getting hit! I deserve an apology, but why are you losing your temper and being so damn rude!”

'Oh, you're having a temper?'

Peria's appearance, showing all her anger, is like a ferocious wildcat, and even mercenaries who are in a fight will not touch it.

Of course, there may have been something like that because of Peria's unique job as a trickster, but even taking that into account, there's an atmosphere that makes you feel like you'll get hurt the moment you touch it.

But Farewell, this woman who fell from the sky doesn't even blink at Peria and instead confronts him.

After taking a deep breath, he felt confident, perhaps because he realized that we had no intention of harming him.

Well, Peria is not the kind of person who will shrink just because of that.

“What? Is that even an artifact? Give it to me.”

“Oh, before you know it?!”

Weeing-

Even when I'm angry, my dexterity doesn't go anywhere.

Even while we were all making eye contact, Peria took Farewell's necklace at a speed that no one could notice and injected magic into the small jewel.

After about 5 seconds, the jewel created a translucent magical barrier surrounding Peria's body.

Peria clicks her tongue when she sees that.

“Tsk! Are you stupid? It looks like he jumped without even using it. If he didn't use it before jumping, it was normal for him to break his neck or lose his spine anyway. Is this the level of alchemist city residents? It's really crappy.”

“Ugh, ugh!”

When Peria poked at a loophole in her plan, Farewell was unable to counterattack, perhaps because he wanted to admit the truth.

“Now, now. That's all. There's a price to pay for saving my life, so please speak calmly. Because I need to know how things are going.”

“Why am I...”

Then Farewell stared at my neck and his eyes widened.

When I looked, I saw the emblem of the soul bottle on my neck.

It looks like the t-shirt covering his neck has slipped off because he was moving so vigorously earlier.

“Soul disease.”

“Huh? uh. Am I mentally ill?”

“Why is the soul disease here?”

“Why, I was just on a business trip. What, what? Why are you holding my arm?”

Before Farewell could finish my answer, the figure that had scared me earlier disappeared, grabbed my arm, and started walking towards the entrance of the building.

“Wait a minute, are you lowering your tail? hey! Where are you going?”

Feria followed behind, and we followed Farewell up the stairs to the fourth floor of the building without stopping.

When we finished climbing the stairs, what we saw in front of us was a room with so many locks that it seemed like it was too much to look at.

“What is this place?”

“The room I was just in. Since it’s a soul bottle, it can be easily broken, right?”

“Yes, but...”

“Gasp...Gasp... Let’s go together...”

“You lack exercise.”

“I know, so shut up, oppa...”

“Anyway, you don’t mind breaking the whole door, right?”

“Yes.”

Although it was uncomfortable to move without any explanation, he followed Farewell's instructions and took out a dagger instead of the magic sword that he had left with Gloria for a while and started striking from the hinges, completely tearing the door apart.

The scene inside the room that I looked into was truly a scene that could be said to be a model of an alchemist's workshop.

Containers with ingredients that have labels attached but are disorganized due to frequent handling, a pot with a huge pressure gauge, a measuring scale, papers with numerous trials and errors written on them, a workbench with magnifying glasses mounted on it for detailed work, etc.

Even though he was trapped on the 4th floor, it seems that it really just means that he was locked in a room, but he has enough equipment to do research as an alchemist.

Anyone can see that there are traces of careful consideration.

And in the middle of it all, there was something very familiar to me.

“Isn’t this a spare body for soul disease?”

Farewell responded to my question by saying, 'Ugh.' After giving a half-hearted answer with all my might, I take care of various things on my own.

After that, he brought a chair in front of me and told me to sit down.

“Now, sit down.”

“... I hate it.”

“Why?”

“Okay. Why do you think this is?”

I don't know what it is, but I can't look at it any further than this, so I showed an expression of refusal unless I explained it, and Farewell seemed to have no other idea in mind, so he fidgeted with his hands holding the tools he was holding and-

I spoke directly.

“I will remodel your body.”

“I thought it would unfold roughly like this. I hate it.”

“Ma, anesthesia! I’ll even give you anesthesia!”

“Did you originally plan to have a laparotomy instead of doing it?”

Seeing the rope saw, which seemed the scariest of all the tools I was holding, shaking, gave me a chill.

Farewell says as I slowly take a step back, looking at me earnestly with maddened eyes.

“Yeah, right. I can make your body stronger! Is there anything like your desired appearance or how strong you want to be? For example, being able to hide a sword inside your arm, or being able to jump to great heights!”

As I saw him gathering various materials and tools around him without even listening to my answer, with sparkling eyes, I could clearly see what kind of person this person was.

Mad scientist.

For a moment, I wondered if I should call him an alchemist or a mad alchemist, but in any case, Farewell was definitely a mad alchemist worthy of words made up of such suspicious perceptions.

“... Hmm.”

“... Okay. okay. I'll say whatever you want.”

Did you say that silence at the negotiation table actually makes the other party nervous?

As he looked directly at Farewell, kept his mouth shut and just stared quietly, he seemed to have finally decided to cooperate.

After listening to various things, the situation was as follows.

First of all, Farewell was living with an alchemist named Peckhero who originally lived here.

While Farewell was helping her, he was conducting research on soul disease, which was gaining sensational popularity at the time, when a wizard named Roin approached them.

At first, the wizard took a gentlemanly approach by simply trying to foster friendship among people living in the same neighborhood. A few years later, research on soul disease stagnated, but when research on the subject began to pick up again with the advent of Deshade, he showed his true colors. It was revealed.

“My housemate... drank too much one day and collapsed on the street in the cold winter and died, but I found out. The spots on the soles of Pekhero's feet are symptoms of overdosing on the medicine that damn old man carries around. That guy called in Pekhero, gave him drugged alcohol, made him sign a guarantee for a debt he didn't know, and then left the unconscious kid to die.”

“... I see.”

“ That is a very dog! A guy like that needs to have his balls ripped out!”

It's the kind of incident that seems to come out when you turn on the TV starting at 10 o'clock at night.

The story feels like something between a suspense story and a military drama, and although Farewell is telling it in a very angry state, it is only a little interesting to me as a stranger, so I only took in the key information.

Although it felt like the story was missing in the middle, the alchemist named Pekhero was also a fairly old woman, and the wizard seemed to have been clever at seducing her and making her feel better.

Feria, who had already come up, continued to listen to the story while gulping, and became so engrossed that she became excited and raised her voice.

“Is it the wizard’s fault that you were trapped here?”

“That's right. They imprisoned me here and told me to keep compiling papers on spiritual illness and submitting them.”

“Have you not asked others for help?”

“... He said that if he didn't listen to what he said, he would burn all of Pekhero's belongings that he had. That’s something that no human should ever do…!”

Look into Farewell's eyes.

His eyes are full of anger, and although I think the stories he has told so far may be exaggerated, I don't think he has made up facts that don't exist.

I thought that if I used this anger, I could easily get cooperation from this alchemist.

“... Okay. Then let’s make a deal.”

“What? transaction? What does that mean all of a sudden? No, what is it more than that?”

Farewell is wary, perhaps because the proposal was made so suddenly.

“If you want revenge on that wizard, I will help you get revenge. Instead, I want a soul bottle body that can handle magical power.”

“What? How do you know about a body that can handle magic power? The body of the soul bottle that I can research and create is one that can use magic power smoothly... but no, no. At least that wizard must have done something because he took my thesis.”

Farewell closes his eyes.

Perhaps thinking, he put down his tools, crossed his arms, and leaned against the unstable pile of books for a while before speaking.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t accept the transaction.”

“What?”

Considering the situation, I thought it would be an easy transaction, but the answer that came out of Farewell's mouth was the complete opposite of what I expected.

“I have already done business with other people before you guys. That person also asked for my help on the condition that he take revenge on the wizard, so I can't do it because the details of the deal overlap. For an alchemist, a recipe that has been promised and written cannot be modified.”

'Was there anyone who played before me?'

It got difficult.

The best condition we can give to this alchemist right now would be revenge on the wizard, but it looks like someone has already messed with that and made a contract.

“... First of all, I am grateful for your help, but this research on soul disease is no different from Pekhero's memento to me. I can't give it away carelessly.”

“Who did you make that deal with? Could he be a back alley guy? If it's really a back alley guy, the transaction may not go through properly and only you may lose money?”

Peria tries to seduce Farewell, who stubbornly refuses, on my behalf, but it doesn't come out well, perhaps because Farewell already hates Peria.

“Ha! I'm sorry, but unlike you tricksters, I'm a person who operates in an honorable light, right? Of course, the person I dealt with is a mercenary. Since a deal made with a mercenary remains as a deed, that person will never run away midway unless he or she has plans to become a mercenary in the future.”

“... Hmph!”

It seems that Farewell's words are true, but Peria can't say anything.

Afterwards, Farewell seems to have become confident, so he folds his arms in front of Feria and tells her a story about meeting the mercenary who made a deal with him, so she listens attentively.

“Really, even though we met by chance through a window, we connected. The reason I tried to jump out of here was to go meet that mercenary.”

“Beastly mercenaries?”

“Yes. He was a wolf beast swordsman with red fur.”

        
            “What? Red?”

"Yes, red fur. He was a male beast based on a wolf, and he definitely had mercenary skills."

Farewell’s words immediately open my eyes.

The guy I was asked to kill by the Immortal Agency, and the city invader I asked Gloria to deal with, are same people.

And the red stiff fur that was the clue given by the Immortal Institute was clearly the fur of a canine animal.

It's a development that makes you wonder if it fits together so well.

After arriving in the city, I decided to take my time and search the underground waterway, but I couldn't help but be confused by the snare-trap-like clues thrown in front of me.

'But something's a little strange? I feel uncomfortable somewhere.'

If there's one question, it's that he apparently destroyed a branch of the Immortal Institute and then fled to the City of Alchemists.

According to Gloria, the guy who escaped like that got stuck in an underground waterway and kept running away, hiding from the attacks of the mercenaries she sent and the mechanical birds called Watchers.

Meanwhile, the area where Farewell is located is a downtown area far away from the entrance to the nearby underground waterway.

As someone who has not been able to officially enter the gateway and does not have Gloria's certification, it will be a huge burden to get out of the underground waterway and walk around the streets for such a long time.

If there's any possibility, I wonder if he came into contact with Farewell while sneaking around at night to get food, avoiding the eyes of observers.

“Do you remember the time you met that wolf beastman? It was roughly daytime, or it was nighttime.”

“It was just lunchtime. I was in a dirty mood and the day was sunny, so I opened the window to get some air and accidentally made eye contact. But why?”

'Even when we met, the sun was bright and it was still very bright.'

When I look out the window, I see countless mechanical birds still working hard and flying in the sky.

At that moment, a mechanical bird on top of a high roof crashes into the square at lightning speed.

“Oh, wait a minute! What!”

“Oh my. Is that guy a pickpocket who entered the city without knowing anything? It would be difficult to make a living here with vague job skills.”

As if living up to its name, the mechanical bird suddenly collided with another person and flew towards the short man who had taken out the money bag and started pecking his head repeatedly.

Unlike the red-handed criminal who was screaming, the people around him who had always lived in the city laughed at the red-handed criminal and passed by, and the victim, who searched his pockets and realized that his money bag was missing, came over, glared at the red-light criminal, said something, and went to sleep. I picked up the money bag again.

"I don't know where they came from to do something like this, but most of the people who live here are wizards or alchemists, so they wouldn't have complained even if they were roasted on the spot when they were caught stealing. Because there are people watching, I just pass by."

Soon, several more birds come and peck each other in turn, rotating their sharp wings, beaks, and claws made of steel.

“... That guy is a real bird.”

“Huh? That’s right.”

As I watched the scene, I looked at the place Peria pointed and found a real bird among the mechanical birds, mistaken for a flock that was supposed to be there.

The pickpocket, who was pinned down like that for a long time, was unable to move and was crouching before being taken away by a guard who walked slowly from somewhere.

The guards seemed to have long ago left the maintenance of security to the mechanical birds, and appeared to slowly approach the criminals, smiling among themselves as if they were waiting for more trouble.

"Ugh..."

"He has a big liver. Guys like you come here at least once a month. These are the people who heard rumors that the fence and our autonomous unit are sloppy, so they try to secure their share."

"But in the end, those stupid people who make a living by stealing don't understand why there is no fence or why we can be so relaxed."

'Gloria's artifacts are operating normally, and they wandered through this alley, bypassing the numerous guards.'

Just by looking at him, I immediately realized what the skilled pickpocket had done in an instant and came down.

Although it may have been a deliberate peck as they were dealing with visitors who came through the front door, if they had received Gloria's order directly, they would have even activated the magic engraved on the bird's parts, and dozens of birds would have attacked the intruder. I would have done it.

The downtown area where we are is clearly visible from the tower in the center of the city.

There was some doubt as to whether it would have been possible for him to wander around leisurely enough to make a deal with Farewell within Gloria's line of sight, but for now, I had no choice but to believe him.

Peria and I exchange glances.

'This has happened, what should I do?'

'What should I do? Let's just threaten. If you quietly hand over your knowledge, I will spare your life! 'I said.'

'I don't think that's a very good idea. I don't know if it'll work for a wizard who doesn't have knowledge, but I think it would be better to continue a relationship with this woman in the future. There is no one in our church with extensive knowledge in this area, and I would like to appease them somehow.'

'I can't help it if you want to, but... right now, we don't have the power to appease this woman.'

I was surprised that the conversation could go this far without saying anything.

However, even if that were the case, if they just kept exchanging glances without saying anything, it was natural for them to get caught.

“What are you two looking at so intently? If you're planning something, I'm not very happy about it.”

“Oh, did you get caught?”

I feel embarrassed when Farewell looks at us with negative eyes and says what he says.

“If you do something like that right in front of people, of course you will get caught. Are you a fool?”

“That's right. I did it to get in the mood, but this guy is an idiot.”

“Damn things.”

Farewell and Peria disappeared from their fight earlier and suddenly joined forces to crush me.

Since this was already happening, I decided to go out strong.

Even though I haven't confirmed the facts, even if I'm mistaken, I'm going to put in place an unavoidable condition.

“I’m sorry, but it would be better to give up on dealing with that wolf beastman.”

“For what reason?”

“Currently, we are moving to exclude trespassers who have entered this city illegally according to Gloria's request. And that intruder is the wolf beast you made a deal with. If you decide to continue your relationship with that prisoner like this, we can take you to Gloria. If that happens, what will that wizard do when he sees you gone?”

If that happens, the wizard will definitely not be able to control his anger and will burn the relics as he had threatened.

“... Do you have any proof? I can't just believe that the wolf prisoner who made a deal with me is a wanted person.”

“Does this amount of hair serve as evidence?”

“...!”

When he shows Farewell the red fur that Agoni gave him, his expression becomes distorted.

This is proof that red fur is not a common color, so if yes, bingo, otherwise.

Judging by the fur color I showed and Farewell's reaction, the wolf beast that Farewell said he had a deal with seems to be the person we were looking for.

There wasn't even a lie there.

Even if the prisoner who made the prior promise is different from the former collaborator of the immortal organization that I am supposed to catch, they have something in common that their fur color is the same, so even if they were mistaken, the misunderstanding can be resolved at the time.

“Somehow, things were going very well...”

Farewell started muttering to himself in front of us.

'Some sort of organization will be needed.'

The moment you say you can touch it a little more and start talking about something else -

“Uh, brother. That old man coming this way, isn’t he a wizard?”

“What? Where, where... uh! that's right! That's a human! The wizard who tried to split my head off as soon as I woke up!”

Looking out the window in the direction Peria was pointing, I saw the wizard I had seen before walking towards me.

Farewell also looked out the window after hearing Peria's words, and his face became thoughtful.

“Roin...! It's faster than usual... No, that's not it. Before I knew it, time had passed... Is it already time to come back?!”

He looks at Farewell and holds out his hand.

“Now, choose.”

A choice with little grace.

We have to choose whether to trust the anxious helper who ignores us and has already dealt with us in a broken state, or to trust us who are ready right in front of us.

However, if you didn't know it a little while ago, this is a proposal that I made because I think that Farewell now has only one option.

‘Of course, if it gets to this point, of course-’

“... Okay, I got it! I guess I should believe that the deal with that mercenary is gone. I will join hands with you!”

'-We'll hold hands.'

match!

Farewell gets nervous and grabs my hand.

The deal is done.

There is little time to prepare, so act quickly.

“Good. Peria! Let’s catch him right here!”

“How?”

“It will work out somehow! Since I'm a wizard, all I have to do is surprise attack!”

“Ugh... I'm anxious?!”

I hurriedly put the broken door back up so that it would be as discreet as possible.

Peria hid behind the huge wooden barrels outside the hallway, and I stood right behind the door.

Suddenly-

With the sound of the door opening, you soon hear the sound of a wizard coming up the narrow stairs of a tall four-story building.

Thump-thump-

Squeak- Squeak-

“Hmm... Damn stairs...”

The sound of stepping on stairs and creaking wood.

You can hear the wizard coming up, gasping for a moment, and then coming up again.

Thump... Thump... Thump...

Second floor...

Thump-thump-thump-

3rd Floor...

Cooung- Cooung- Cooung-

4th floor...

At a certain moment, the sound gradually became louder, indicating that the wizard had arrived at the door -

“Breaking!!!”

Kick the door with all your might.

        
            The door whose hinges were torn off is now nothing more than a square assault shield made of wood.

“Kaaak!”

Craddangtangtang!

Perhaps in return for all his might, the wizard fell backwards with a kick of the door and tumbled down the stairs.

But you shouldn't stop there.

When catching a wizard, you should not give him time to chant.

Without stopping towards the wizard, Peria, who was behind the wooden barrel, flew towards the wizard at the bottom of the stairs.

“Yaaa!”

Phew!

“Uuuuck!”

The tip of Peria's staff, which jumped up the railing, struck the wizard's abdomen precisely.

He screams as his internal organs are crushed by a massive iron staff.

However, the wizard seemed to have not completely lost his age and immediately counterattacked.

“K... Quartz Platz!”

Sigh!

Lumps of translucent minerals appeared in the air and shot towards us.

“Damn, were there any spells saved in advance?!”

For a magic spell used in a hurry, a sharp piece of mineral, more precise than expected, flies out, grinding away the handrail and the door hanging at an angle.

And Peria, who was right in front of the wizard-

“Ugh!”

He died after being hit with the most magic from the front.

The wizard pushes Peria, who has turned into a hedgehog, down the stairs behind him and fires magic two or three times in succession.

“I don’t know what’s going on, but Farewell! You must have betrayed me!”

Kwagagagagagagag!

The sharp mineral could not immediately pierce the wall of the building, which was made quite thick in order to raise it high, but it was still impossible to get out from this side, so we had no choice but to wait for a while.

“Now, wait! Your colleague is dead!”

Farewell's face, who was hiding behind the wall with me and looking out, becomes thoughtful.

“It’s okay!”

“No, it’s not okay! Someone died?!”

'It's still too early to be surprised.'

He leans out every now and then to count the magician's stored magic until it runs out.

“One, two, three, four...”

“Well, what are you doing?”

Good luck!

“Good. That’s it.”

“Kyaeup! What, what?!”

Farewell watches as Peria begins to revive in front of me with blue flames, screaming strangely.

“Off...”

“Feria. Have you come to your senses?”

“, for now. That bastard... fires a killing spell right away?! I won't just let this go.”

“Good. Cover your eyes right away. I'll go out.”

He is completely resurrected and wakes up completely naked, without even a single thread of clothing on, and asks Peria for protection.

Peria, ignoring Farewell's shocked look, lifts up a piece of paper filled with recipes that was right nearby without even covering her body, and hides the paper in the inside of her palm.

“Good. Go right away! Oppa!”

“Okay!”

Magic that cannot harm others does not require any special chanting.

What you need is confidence and tricks that no one will notice.

When Peria, who was hiding behind me, used a little magic power, the pattern under her eyes flashed blue light, and the magician's eyes were instantly covered by a piece of paper that appeared out of thin air.

“Quartz... Pfft! What is this!”

'Now!'

When he sees the guy reaching for the paper stuck to his face while he's chanting, he immediately runs out, leaving the two of them behind.

Since I don't have a magic sword, I take a dagger with me, but from the attacker's point of view, it is a very advantageous space because it is such a short distance and a narrow corridor that is tightly closed on all sides.

In addition, he was interrupted for several seconds as he had to chant without an escort.

I thought that a wizard who couldn't chant magic at the right time would never miss it.

However, surprisingly, there were not many things in the world that went smoothly.

“Pyrite Burna.”

What caught my eye was a gray mineral that the wizard had taken out of his chest and was holding in his hand.

'Damn it, is it catalyst magic?!'

Although expensive catalysts were needed, the problem was that magic that could be instantly activated through a reaction effect was not taken into account.

The moment I saw the spark there-

Quaaa!

The hallway literally exploded.

The grand explosion cannot be contained within the narrow hallway, so it shatters the outer walls of the building and rises into the sky.

'Doing something crazy like that in this distance?'

The uniform that Aila made is sturdy.

He momentarily turned his jacket forward and blocked the explosion as much as possible, but there was no damage.

Quang!

“Khak!”

His entire body was scratched by the various bricks and pieces of wood that made up the building, and he fell to the first floor.

It would be nice to say that it was fortunate that he didn't die, but the other person probably didn't use magic without thinking too much.

I quickly checked the situation and found that Peria and Farewell were still on the 4th floor where the stairs had disappeared. The wizard, perhaps because he was lucky or because he used defensive magic, appeared fine and landed on the 1st floor with me. He immediately got up and started running away. did.

“Catch that guy! If you don't catch it, the transaction is invalid!”

'It's easier said than done.'

Correct your broken posture by listening to Farewell.

“Ugh... oppa! Take my wand at least! Be sure to bring it back! And remember! This is the city of Gloria, not the United Kingdom, so don’t be so quick to judge! If you have to, take it out!”

Swish!

“Where do you take it out? Never take it out! You, take note! That guy for sure! You must catch it! If you don't lie and really catch me, it's a deal and nothing!”

Even if you are a lone wizard, not having a suitable weapon other than a dagger is too fatal.

I received the cane sword that Peria threw to me from the top of the building.

Then, listening to Farewell's insistence, he stands up and begins to follow him.

In this way, in the city of alchemists, there were two sprinters running through the middle of the city.

“What! Like that! Fast!”

Some say that another name for the elderly is survivor.

I am sure that is not wrong.

The wizard seemed to have poured all of his remaining magical power into his legs, but the distance between him and him was not easily narrowed.

That wizard must have worked hard and survived during the Great War with that ability.

The surrounding scenery you pass by is all bars and shady-looking stores.

Perhaps because it is still broad daylight, we pass by the night residents yawning and setting up their shops.

'Did you say that mice go through holes and cats go into walls?'

Since it started to run away in a hurry without even knowing the situation, it would be following the instinct of a living creature and running away to an area it knows well and is familiar with.

It's definitely a city of alchemists, but the places he unintentionally leads us to are all these stores.

Some people saw him and called him by his name, so I was able to tell at a glance which stores he usually went to.

And then I stopped because the old man went into the entrance of the sewer under the bridge in an alley.

“... Oh shit. I guess I should stop here.”

Even if you go in, it's a sewer.

Due to its nature, the sewer system is connected to various parts of the city through underground waterways, so if you go inside, it will become a maze. Having just arrived in the city, I don't think I'll catch him inside.

'It would have been worse if I had been attacked by surprise.'

If he had finished casting by catching his breath like a wizard and waiting for me in an alley that could only come straight ahead, there was no chance of winning.

'I can't help it, but I have to protect Farewell first and come tomorrow after obtaining the Gloriage artifact and the underground water pipe blueprint.'

Farewell will lose his temper, but there is no need to throw himself into the underground waterway for a fight that is sure to end.

It was that time when I thought I couldn't do it and tried to go back to the building I had just run out of.

Someone appeared from a shadowy, dark entrance.

If I had turned my head a little earlier, I wouldn't have noticed.

Because there was no sound in the other person's footsteps.

'no way?'

Feet with sharp claws appear first, followed by hairy legs.

A way of walking where you step on the ground with your toes.

A wolf beast with red fur walked silently and walked slowly.

A man of Lee Jong-jok, wearing two swords in the shape of an X on his back, appeared.

With a tired expression on his face, the other person takes out a piece of white chalk and makes an X next to the entrance to the sewer where the wizard entered earlier.

And then-

'Why are you eating that?'

He put the chalk in his mouth and chewed it, making a crunching sound.

The werewolf massages the back of his neck, looks up at the sky, and speaks to himself.

“Oh, really. It's raining like a drain. There's rotten smell in my nose, my fur is wet, my breathing is blocked, I can't hear anything, my tongue tastes worse than dog food, I'm just annoyed.”

The werewolf sat down, showing all his dissatisfaction, took out a comb, and began to straighten his red fur, which looked extremely damp from moisture.

'Is that guy right? 'I think it's confirmed just by looking at the hair.'

My heart races at this unexpected encounter.

Both mental and physical evidence point to the werewolf in front of me.

As I was thinking about it a bit, a carriage passed by the bridge right above the sewer where the werewolf was sitting.

Even in the city center, the moment a passerby turned to the side to avoid a carriage crossing the bridge at too fast a speed, the decoration on the stone railing seemed to have corroded quite a bit and fell off.

That moment-

There was a flash of light.

Crispy!

The decorations were cut cleanly and fell on either side of the werewolf.

A scene seen momentarily.

Although it was fast, the entire series of movements was visible.

Hearing the sound of something breaking, a tiny crack starting, the werewolf pricked up his ears and immediately drew out his sword.

After cleanly cutting off the road decorations he had pulled out, he retrieved his sword again and swung the blade of the sword one more time to make the decorations fall to the side, and then beautifully led the way.

'fast.'

The werewolf performed those movements neatly while sitting upright, not even standing.

“-Grrr!”

“Sorry, sorry!”

It is a bonus that he then expresses his dissatisfaction by growling at the person who caused him to take out the Tao and makes him run away.

'Shouldn't we consider this confirmed?'

Looking at his skills, I felt that he was quite skilled among adventurers and mercenaries.

At least intermediate level. I don't know what level of skill I had, but I thought that if I could get tired of such neat techniques, I might be able to reach advanced level someday.

And the guy I'm chasing is clearly the guy who attacked the branch of the Immortal Organization on his own and is skilled enough to take on all the adventurers sent by Gloria.

Strengthen your resolve.

Today is a day where nothing has been resolved properly as it seems like everything is out of reach.

Of course, Feria said earlier that this was not a union of kingdoms, so there should be no hasty move.

But no matter how I looked at the guy in front of me right now, it seemed like he was the guy I was looking for.

I don't think it's a wrong decision.

'So let's get at least one thing done here. At least one.'

Even though there is no magic sword, tools do not determine victory or defeat in a fight.

I decide that I will somehow catch him here and now through a battle of skill and skill.

Now that I don't have the familiar magic sword, I turn the handle of the staff Peria gave me once.

Sereung-

The sword was drawn, but I was sure no sound was heard.

'The wind is a headwind to me. There was no sign of hearing response either. 'You probably didn't hear it because of the sound of water coming from the sewer and the carriages on the bridge.'

Today, since I don't have the ax I usually use to attack first, I grab the dagger I got from Gloria in my other hand and get as close as possible.

and-

Swish!

He throws a dagger and runs away.

        
            The guy was clearly embarrassed.

I look in the direction of the sound and my pupils constrict when I see the dagger.

Since he had just finished taking the sword, he must have been wondering if he would be able to take the sword again today in the city, which should be peaceful.

It doesn't react properly to the dagger I throw.

I aimed the dagger precisely at the solar plexus and threw it.

Since the fur was being combed, it became complicated to move the hand back to the sheath on the back.

I figured that he wouldn't be able to move his body much while sitting sedentary, so no matter which way he moved, he would probably get hurt in one corner of his body.

If his senses were working properly, he would have pulled out the sword and thrown it away at the right time like before, but it was already too late for that.

Still, I don't let down my guard.

This guy is a strong man who single-handedly destroyed a branch of an immortal organization that used even wizards and demons as collaborators, and he is a smart guy who figured out the weaknesses of the complex artifact and watcher created by Gloria.

'He would never be an opponent who would suffer to that level.'

The other person's expectations were set as high as possible because they had already been set by many beings.

And the other person lived up to my expectations.

'Now, what are we going to do?'

What the werewolf did was simple.

In the current situation, the part of the body that can move the fastest is the part of the body closest to the solar plexus.

Quack!

Cheonggang!

He made a decision in an instant, lowered his head, grabbed the dagger with his sharp teeth, and broke it.

'If it had been an axe, I wouldn't have done something like that. Such a waste.'

Normally, I would have brought my favorite hatchet, but after leaving Gloria's Tower, I had no idea that I would be faced with a situation like this, so I was disappointed that I only brought a suitable dagger.

Fragments of a cheap iron dagger shattered and scattered in the air.

Beyond that, you can see the sharp eyes of a wolf looking at this direction with complete awareness.

A look of tension greeting the enemy.

Anger in unexpected situations.

The werewolf's claws are fully revealed and red hairs are raised.

“Phew!”

He spits out the remaining pieces of iron in his mouth and immediately moves his hands behind his back.

window-

The guy said, 'Who are you!' I didn't act like an extra yelling.

Instead, it runs towards you with a growling sound that means it will kill you.

Grrrr-

'You're quick to judge.'

It's the right decision.

It is enough to make a loud statement after kicking the opponent and breaking one of his limbs.

The twin swords spread out like wings from behind and aim straight at me.

Tao flies in from both sides.

It is not a monotonous attack that focuses on attacking one area as long as one sword is held in each hand.

'There are two directions to block.'

The right one aims for the head, the left one targets the thighs, and they come in at a time difference.

Kakang!

Kang!

'If there are two directions of attack, this side has no choice but to attack as well.'

In a hurry, he held the staff, which was the sheath that contained the cane sword, backwards and blocked his thighs and head together.

Kagagagak-

The twin swords that failed to attack retreat like a stream of water using the staff and sword, and then prepare to attack again.

‘Strength is a whistle. Even if you're a beast, you can't overcome soul disease.'

It's strong, but not so strong that you can't withstand it.

What you really need to be careful of from now on is the unfamiliar dual-wielding attack that comes in two trajectories.

Starting with that attack, anomalous attacks pour in.

The skilled wolf's movement, targeting the prey's neck, has begun.

'A stab aimed at the abdomen, a cut coming from the side.'

Kang! Karrrn!

Push back the stab with the staff and swing the incoming sword once with the staff sword, aiming for the guy's neck.

The continued collision of weapons fills the entrance to the sewer under the bridge between the tall buildings on both sides with a metallic sound.

I aimed for the neck for a moment, but instead the werewolf turned towards me, dodged the sword and bowed.

He wrapped the sword around his sides and cut it as if tearing it apart from both sides.

'The weapon is weak, so if you attack it from the front, your back will be split. 'Let's get out.'

humming-

The moment you quickly step back, avoid the sword strike, and stab your wide open chest with the sword -

Sigh!

“Ugh!”

Instead, it took another step forward, opened its muzzle, and tried to bite off its head with its sharp teeth.

Squeak-

I barely managed to dodge my head, but I couldn't dodge it completely, so half of my left ear was blown off.

Still, I'm glad.

I clearly noticed the guy's preferred way of fighting with less damage.

'Right. His style is an infighter.'

Since the sword he was holding was long, I thought it would be advantageous for me to dig in with a short cane sword, but it turned out to be the opposite.

'You should think of it as all of its weapons, not just its dual swords, but its molars and claws as well.'

His fighting style uses the advantage of dual swords, a weapon technique that allows him to attack multiple parts at the same time, and in addition to that, he uses his own teeth to get as close to the enemy as possible and rip them to shreds.

'We have to get out!'

Judge immediately when your ear is torn.

Invert the body's center of gravity.

Chak-

Whilick-

Cross the hands holding the cane sword and the cane and place them on the ground, then rotate your body once and raise your lower body to the sky.

Then rotate your waist -

'Windmill.'

Sigh!

“Cook!”

He hits the guy's naughty chin with the hind hoof of his iron boot and then spins his body again to escape.

'Once I got out.'

A stance you would never expect to take in a fight certainly paid off.

However, although he managed to spread the distance with one quick wit, a blow of this magnitude is not enough to shake the brain.

“Kaaagh!”

The guy who straightens his shaking jaw and head runs back without being able to shake off his anger.

And this time, another attack method was added.

As if affected by my kick just now, sharp claws along with the twin swords and teeth began to fly out.

Phew!

bang!

Crack!

'If you lose your mind even a little, you will die.'

The sounds of an unstoppable attack are heard in 1.5 ears.

The sword, with its incredibly fast speed and weight, attacks the entire body, the body rotates, the flying clawed kick smashes the stone walls, and the occasionally flying teeth narrowly bite off clothes.

'It's a real dog fight.'

It was a fighting method that clearly felt like a mercenary.

The guy is making perfect use of the body of a beastman and a werewolf, and is known to be difficult to handle. He doesn't use any special sword techniques, but only uses his physical strength to fake, time lag, and alternately swing.

'But something is missing.'

So I have a question.

Although this is a level of skill, I feel that it is only this level of skill.

He is skilled enough to handle requests from immortal organizations on his own.

In addition, he betrayed the members of that organization and ran away by single-handedly robbing the branch. It is hard to believe that he is capable of defeating all the watchers and many mercenaries sent by Gloria.

Even now, my side is not at its best.

I am currently in a situation where I am not able to use the triple strike that I learned from Eila for fear of breaking Peria's cane sword, while the guy who seems to be fighting back with all his might to meet the attacker is not easily able to compete with me.

'Once we catch him, something will work out.'

I put aside my thoughts for a moment and see what I can do to subdue him.

“Yikes!”

thud!

Kwazijic-

The guy jumps up and throws a downward kick, tearing off the protector on his arm.

'Claws are really scary.'

What feels scarier than the twin swords are the claws that fly out from time to time.

Even if it is an anomalous and heavy attack from the twin swords, it is possible to understand it to some extent by thinking that it is an attack coming from a human form, but the claws are different.

Rather, it is difficult to deal with because it is an attack that resembles an animal slashing.

'Ah, does this still feel a bit familiar?'

Still, I just remembered why fatal injuries have been avoided until now.

The guy's kick felt like an attack based on the movements of an animal rather than a human attack.

And the attack is similar to the attacks I saw in the sparring with the crazy bear Aila brought with her, which she did in her spare time during her recent trip to this city, and the not-so-foolishly fast bear that plays weaving.

'This movement is closer to that of an animal than to a movement demonstrated in a human body.'

An attack that prioritizes animal senses, not an attack based on thoughts in one's head.

If the attack is based on instinct, just aim for the loopholes in that instinct.

I induce the guy to kick again.

'good. come!'

Kakakang!

The moment I intentionally jumped forward and received the attack head-on, it took back its weapon and swung its third weapon, a clawed leg, at me who came within range.

Whilick!

The moment his leg rotates again, I extend my leg in the direction of his kick.

However, if he pulled out his sharp claws as long as possible and kicked, I held out my shin, which was tightly tied with iron gaiters.

Boom!

“Cowww!”

The guy's claws hit the gaiter and he quickly recoiled.

At the same time, his painful screams, which I had never heard before other than his breathing, climbed up the wall of the building and into the sky.

Of course it will hurt.

Even if it is an animal's claw, the tip is weak and sticks out to protect weak nerves.

There's no way a living thing could be thrown in there head-on and still be fine.

In the end, the response of the nerves complaining of pain, which exceeded the rationality of maintaining the posture, caused the knees to cave in more than usual, lowering the werewolf's upper body.

As I look into the gap, I see a few tears forming in the corners of his eyes.

'Here's one more call to action!'

To make my actions feel like a winning move, I throw away my heavily scratched staff and charge in, holding my staff sword tightly in both hands.

When he saw that, he took a step back and tried to run away, but-

The real winning strategy is hidden behind deception and then revealed.

The greatest value of the technology I have now.

A card is shown that only two people in this world can use.

thud-

“Rachal.”

        
            “Big black?!”

The man's legs, which were already full of pain, were completely frozen by the advance of the Rakshasa.

What appeared on the guy's face were two words: failure.

Still, the werewolf does not give up and raises his twin swords.

Although his legs are stiff, his arms react faster and more explosively when his life is threatened.

My forearm swelled more than I had ever seen before, and the hand holding the twin swords gained strength.

Whiing-

A powerful downward strike follows.

That was the target.

'It's an attack with no advantages other than strength.'

I remember the stories I heard from Hwarim about people who dual-wielded weapons among their opponents who used various sword techniques.

The reason why the twin swords, two swords, and two swords are difficult to deal with is because you always have to feel the tension of having to prepare for attacks coming from multiple directions all at once, or attacks coming at a time lag without knowing how they will arrive.

However, this guy was in a hurry now, so he gave up on launching such difficult attacks and tried only strong but monotonous attacks to suppress the opponent.

'If you attack like that, the twin swords will become nothing more than a simple long-armed weapon.'

No matter how heavy it is, it is not heavier than the halberds struck by the demon elites.

If he only throws his sword in one direction in a hurry, there is no reason to accept it.

Relax the hand that held the cane sword.

I have no intention of continuing the downward strike with the thin sword that comes out of the small staff.

‘This is the limit with a cane sword. Rather, I'm just grateful that you've made it this far.'

The cane sword, which was almost cracked, had served its purpose.

Attacks after Rakshasa are meaningful only after the attack power has reached such a level that the opponent feels that it will be fatal if not blocked.

So, boldly give up weapons that do not fit the role.

‘Peria. Sorry. 'I'll buy you a new one.'

Intentionally take a break from one tempo.

Rather than intentionally leaning forward, I only throw my cane sword in line with the guy's attack path.

“Krrr!”

Cheer up!

The twin swords that were already being struck shattered the cane sword.

After that, it runs with all its might and burrows into the completely defenseless creature.

next-

“Excuse me.”

He quickly turns back and wraps his hands around the guy's waist.

“What?!”

He lifted the embarrassed guy who had been caught behind and rushed towards the wall-

“Keuuk?!”

He picks it up with it on his waist, kicks it off the wall, and flies up.

An incomprehensible expression appears on the guy's face.

'You probably thought the person you were fighting with was just a human being.'

Of course, it's not a move that any human can easily do, but I'm a soul sufferer.

They are basically equipped with physical abilities similar to those of trained soldiers and knights.

Instead of stopping there, this time he kicks his legs against the wall of the building on the other side of the narrow alley and flies higher.

Two false emergencies.

He and I jumped so high that we could see the railing on the bridge at a glance.

When it reaches its limit of not being able to take any more steps, quickly turn its body so that its head is facing downward.

I make eye contact with the guy with his head down.

The inner feelings that were shared in an instant.

'no way?'

It answers that feeling.

“No way.”

The technique I'm going to show you from now on is a technique that the damn Gomtaeng that Aila brought with her often used on me, a technique that can completely finish off an opponent even without a weapon that a loser in the Octagon would use.

After a polite greeting was exchanged, he fell straight down the bridge -

“Ugh... Ahhh!”

Punch the werewolf's head straight down on the floor.

Quaaa!

It wasn't a sound a human would make.

The sound made when the werewolf's head collided with the tightly packed brick floor was comparable to the sound made by a broken siege weapon falling.

“... Is it finished?”

When I open my eyes, which I had shut tightly in preparation for shock, I see a fainting werewolf between my legs, with his tongue sticking out and his head bent.

Still, I don't think he's dead.

Beastmen are beings with much stronger physical abilities than ordinary humans.

It's because my opponent is mentally ill, and it was the same when I kicked him earlier, and what should have been a broken bone ended up with him barely screaming, so this will also end with him recovering his sanity after some time.

“Well, since he was the guy I had to catch anyway, I don't have to worry about how much he gets hurt... Ouch!”

I let go of the unconscious guy and slowly stood up, then screamed as well.

“Wow... I never even thought that I would be harmed too. Was the bear cub healthy because its skin was thick?”

I was in such a hurry that I couldn't recover my posture and landed on my butt, causing pain in my hip bone.

Roll your body once and come out of the landing area.

When I see the guy lying on the ground in an idiotic position with his tongue sticking out, I hit his sore buttocks with my fist for a moment and watch.

“Is this prisoner still a prisoner? Even after going through this, I’m still alive.”

One day, I was reminded of a reason I heard from a mercenary in a bar about why prisoners have superior physical abilities compared to humans.

Among the beasts, I heard that those whose ancestors are dragons or beasts have high bone density and are incomparably stronger than humans. That's why they seem to be alive even after receiving the impact with their head and neck.

After that, I think for a moment about how I can take him away while he is still alive.

Agoni asked him to kill him because he wanted revenge on him, and Gloria told him to either bring him back alive or kill him.

If you think about it that way, it would be better to kill her, but I think it's better to care about Gloria's face here.

Thinking that there was no point in decapitating him since he was unconscious and defenseless, I lifted the broken cane sword, placed it in the cane, and put it back in the belt around my waist.

“Well, I don’t enjoy seeing blood either, so it would be better to capture him alive.”

I was shaking off my dusty pants and looking around to see if I could find anything good. I found a piece of rope that had been thrown away, so I brought it in and tied it up tightly.

And I worry.

“The technology name is... Lee Lim-ryu Airborne Neck Breaker. It was a good technique.”

While I was waiting for the pain in my hip bone to go away before moving him, I gave a name to the finishing technique that came to mind at the end.

But it's quiet around me with no one answering my words.

As I felt regretful that there was no one to evaluate this wonderful naming skill, the pain in my hip bone seemed to become even more painful.

'If it were Peria, I'm sure she would have said something else.'

So, thinking that I was a little bored, I took the werewolf on my back and went back to where Peria was.

-------------------------------

When I returned to the collapsed building, the city guards had placed a cordon around the building, indicating no access.

While I was wondering where the two were, Fairwall came out first from an alley not far from the building, and Peria slowly walked out after him.

Together, the two managed to get down the building where the stairs had disappeared and were waiting for me.

“Now, wait! Why did I tell you to catch a wizard, but you caught this guy?!”

I've just returned, and Farewell jumps when he sees the werewolf I'm carrying on my shoulder.

“Noisy. There are guards there so they might misunderstand, so speak softly. Sorry the wizard missed it. I don't know what it did, but it was so fast that I couldn't catch it. Instead, the wanted criminal I was trying to catch was caught instead because he came out of the sewer that the wizard had run into.”

“Then you don’t need that guy anymore! What I said was definitely on the condition of capturing Loin! If I don't catch him right now, he'll think I'm doing some trick and burn all of Pekhero's belongings!”

“Well, you really said don’t worry, right?”

Just when I felt like I was getting dizzy from the shouting, Peria countered instead.

“Hey. If you have the head of a powerful alchemist on your shoulders, please think with that head. Let's say he's really angry, but he's a wizard. The wizard's petty and dirty personality won't go anywhere? Even if you were really angry, do you think you would just end up retaliating? Now, tell me. I'm going to guess how he moves from now on. Among those keepsakes, what is the most important?”

Farewell pauses and answers in a hushed voice.

“..., a necklace with a locket.”

“I can’t hear you, so why don’t you speak louder?”

“It’s a necklace, a neck! girl! this! I have a locket with a picture of Pekhero and me on it. A mirror with a photo...”

Farewell said that although there are other mementos, this is the only truly precious item depicting Peckhero's life.

Peria confirms once again that the wizard Loin, who has often talked with Pekhero about such a necklace, is also familiar with it, and sums up what he is likely to do in the future.

“Yes! Then, he will look through your belongings, wondering what he should burn to really make you sad, and of course he will recognize it as soon as he sees it. No matter who sees it, the white -headed alchemist is the most important necklace.#”

“Nuh-uh, don’t keep calling someone a brat and making rude remarks even though we are the same height...”

“Shut up and listen. Now, then, the wizard who has been skillfully deceiving and confining you and the woman named Peckhero and taking advantage of it, is going to just burn the necklace that has a positive effect when harassing you on the spot he finds it in anger? No. If it were me, I would kneel down in front of you and make you cry, then say, 'Please stop.' 'I was wrong.' Only after making him say that, will he break it and burn it?”

“That... makes sense.”

Peria's even more venomous prediction seemed psychotic, but Farewell was convinced that the existence of wizards in this world had the image of average trash beyond my imagination.

I propose to provide a safe shelter to Farewell, who was persuaded by Feria's somewhat extreme prediction.

“The wizard will be able to somehow be found with Gloria’s help. So, for now, take only the important things and come to us. Now that the workshop you've been in has collapsed, you don't know when he might come back, right?”

“... Okay. I'll accept the offer. However, since the transaction has not yet been fully concluded, I will not provide any knowledge.”

“Do whatever you want.”

Although there is nothing to be gained right now because the conditions suggested by Farewell have not been completely fulfilled, it is only a matter of time.

The fight with the werewolf was unexpected, but wizards are different.

In any case, tracking down wizards was difficult as we had dealt with many magicians of different races, including traitorous wizards in the Kingdom Alliance.

I think it will be over in no time as long as I take the magic sword and track it down with Gloria's help.

“Then, let’s pack our bags first. Oppa, take care of that werewolf. The guards have already left, so I'll go up to the building again with this girl, then take this woman's luggage and come back down.”

“Okay... Huh?”

The moment Peria and Farewell carefully climb the building again, the werewolf squirms.

“Off...”

It's inconvenient to escort a guy who wakes up.

Even though everything else was tied up, looking at the snout with its sharp teeth still made my half-torn ear feel cold.

Sigh!

So, after the battle, I hit the guy with the staff I picked up and knocked him out.

Farewell, who was looking at me, casts a suspicious eye.

“... Is he really a wanted criminal?”

“Oh, that’s right? Are red-furred werewolves like this common?”

“Then that’s it.”

After hearing the confident answer, Farewell turned back and walked towards the rope that was believed to have been attached to the collapsed building.

When I saw Farewell and was hanging the cane I had taken out from my waist again, Peria came up to me.

Then he took the wand out of my hand.

“... Ah.”

“...”

Peria looks at the staff she is holding and at my face alternately.

Slightly misdirected gazes.

When I look at the cane, Peria looks into my eyes, and when I look into Peria's eyes, Peria strokes the cane.

I tried desperately to avoid eye contact, but-

“My eyes. Look straight ahead.”

Hearing Peria’s cold voice, he calmly makes eye contact and makes an excuse.

“Uh... will you understand that I had no choice?”

Peria looks closely into my eyes and turns the handle of her wand without saying a word.

And the cane that Peria always said was expensive and precious is naturally-

Papdeuk-

It broke very naturally.

To the extent that the role of the cane can no longer be expected.

“Mr. Lee-.”

Peria's short swear words fly into half-heard ears.

After that, the broken cane also flew towards me.

        
            What took half a day to do was decided to stop here for now.

Although it's a shame that they couldn't catch the wizard who imprisoned Farewell, the city is quite crowded now that the sun has begun to set.

After finishing their work and leaving the workshop, the wizards pass on their regrets about the mistakes they made today and their worries about research that only results in losses to their tomorrow selves as they drink dinner.

After breaking through those people and carrying the werewolf, we return to the black iron tower and report to Gloria.

I told Gloria that I had caught an intruder who was hiding in the underground waterway, and that the wizard Roin had actually not paid money to buy the knowledge to create a body for a spirit bottle that could pass through magic, but had concocted some kind of scheme to imprison Farewell and continue to do so. It is said that he was threatening to hand over his knowledge.

While he was talking, the red-haired werewolf with his entire body tightly bound came to his senses, and Gloria looked at the weapons confiscated from the werewolf, stroked her eyebrows, and closed her eyes.

I wondered why he didn't look satisfied even though the intruder's problem was solved, and I learned the reason from Gloria who followed my report.

What she heard wasn't a very good sound.

“... I made a mistake too, soul sick.”

“Yes?”

“It is true that he is a werewolf with red fur, but this is not the guy I am looking for.”

“No?”

Before Gloria answers, I approach the werewolf who was tied up so tightly that I can't even lift a finger, in case anything happens, and loosen the gag and rope.

“Pugh!”

“The weapon with which the intruder attacked my observers was not a double spear or double sword.”

Gloria lets go of the breathing werewolf and shows the broken Watchers she was just fixing.

The steel feathers that surround the outside of the mechanical bird are all pierced by sharp weapons.

It appears to have wounds that cannot be made with the dual swords wielded by a werewolf.

“Uh... Then this person I caught...”

“You should think of it as someone else.”

'shit. For some reason, I felt strong from the middle.'

When he senses something is wrong and blurts out his words, Gloria firmly gives him the correct answer.

This is clearly my mistake.

Originally, the mission Gloria had requested, the search for intruders who had entered the underground waterway, would have started tomorrow.

Gloria had heard from me that she would take care of other matters first today and start exploring tomorrow, so she planned to postpone giving more specific information until tomorrow.

In that case, I also had to get information from Gloria and get to work in order to avoid wandering around and capturing the Amun people.

Everything that has happened now is just a result of my excitement because I did not fully listen to Peria's words or Gloria's explanation.

Crack-

I was breaking into a cold sweat and not knowing what to do with the current situation, so I was only clenching my teeth.

Farewell, who had gathered all his luggage and entered the steel tower with us, left Feria next to him aside and began swearing at me, pointing out exactly at me.

“You cheater, are you fooling me?!”

“No, why do you do this to me?”

“You said the red-furred prisoner was a wanted criminal, so I backed off! If you hadn't said that, I might have been able to perfectly capture Loin with this mercenary! But they tricked him into giving up that deal, and he couldn't even catch the robin, and then he came all the way here and suddenly what? This mercenary is not a wanted criminal, but another human being? If it were you, wouldn’t you do it because you’re a fraud?”

'Oh really, it's going to spin.'

When I saw Farewell screaming, I got angry and started yelling back.

“What should I do when this werewolf mercenary is exactly the same as the mercenary I was looking for, from fur to physical evidence? I don't know if this person was just walking around in the middle of the city, but a red-furred werewolf with exactly the same characteristics as a wanted criminal came out of an underground waterway that a normal person would never enter. That's why they attacked. I’m a victim too!”

“In the public, people call people like that perpetrators, not victims, you fraudster. If you made a mistake by picking up hair that looked exactly the same on the street and defrauded him, you should start by apologizing. Are you going to endure this again? Seriously, your dog... he's just trash, really. Fraudster trash! Damn you bastard!”

'Ha, I'm going crazy.'

Farewell was going to say that he was trash, but changed his words when he saw the werewolf's attention.

In some ways, I think it's simply because I feel like it's a racist remark since it's in front of a prisoner, but the reason why I'm paying such attention to it right now is probably because from Farewell's point of view, he only unilaterally listened to what I said and made a deal with the werewolf. It seems like that's because he ended up breaking his promise.

It almost feels like a day where nothing happens.

We wanted to get Farewell's help by somehow getting him to like us, but things keep going in a bad direction.

The situation is already at its worst.

In a situation where Farewell, as well as a completely unrelated mercenary, were arbitrarily attacked and detained.

If it had happened in the Kingdom Union as Feria said, it might have been able to be brushed off as something that never happened since it was a soul disease under the protection of the Legion, but now it is Gloria's city.

If that werewolf officially protests as a member of his tribe or race, it could escalate into an incident that will cause trouble to Gloria as well.

Peria, too, is thinking about it as she takes a step away from us and bites her fingernails.

As I pressed my hand between my eyes and was trying hard to figure out how to handle this, the werewolf, who had loosened my stiff joints while I was tied up, came towards me.

“Oppa, first apologize. Because this is definitely our fault.”

Peria whispered softly behind me, and she stood in front of the werewolf and bowed her head to apologize.

“... I'm sorry. By misunderstanding people, I committed an irreparable mistake. I really committed a deadly sin.”

As I lowered my head with a truly shameless expression, Peria came next to me.

And Peria also apologized in the same manner as me.

“We are truly sorry that an unpleasant incident occurred due to our mistake, wasting time and causing physical injury.”

“You know that just saying sorry won’t solve the problem.”

The werewolf finally spoke.

Although he growls softly in a voice full of anger, he doesn't get so angry that he even interrupts the conversation.

This is clearly the position of the perpetrator and the victim.

Fortunately, he doesn't make a big fuss like other mercenaries who immediately demand compensation for even the smallest of things. Instead, he shows the composure to tell us everything he can if he has something to say.

Of course, it is not a favorable attitude.

To be precise, it means that if you can offer an apology and compensation that is sufficient to relieve my anger, please tell me first.

He was a man who knew that he was rational.

However, the work from now on becomes really important.

Peria lowers her head and begins negotiating an apology with the werewolf.

“Of course, I will provide financial compensation. And we will carry out the punishment according to the laws given by Wolfhedin, the god you serve.”

The werewolf swells up at the sound of God's name coming out of Peria's mouth.

“Do ordinary humans know our laws? If you said something like that without really knowing anything, I wouldn’t just let it go!”

The werewolves were truly angry at the name of their god that came out of the mouth of the human Peria, but Peria did not back down and instead took out the handle of the broken cane sword from her waist.

The blade of the cane sword was now almost completely broken, with only a dagger-like blade remaining.

“I remember the law clearly. The ninth law among the thirteen laws mentioned by Wolfhedin. [Those who poured out their misguided anger, cut off their fingers and pour them into a glass filled with moon so that they can never pick up a weapon again.] Is that correct?”

'finger?'

Peria flicks the cane sword and shakes off the pieces of the broken blade that have not yet fallen, making a clean cross-section.

The werewolf snorts and retorts at the sight.

“That's right. But you, who are not Wolfhedin's descendants, would not have understood that properly. What you said is half a law. I will not accept an apology for applying a law I did not understand.”

“Of course, since I have not lived with you in person, I cannot say that I completely understand the law. But that doesn't mean we don't know completely. What I just said is the law that is superficially known to scholars about Wolfhedin and his priests, and only your tribe knows that the finger that applies it varies depending on how the law is applied. Whose finger is it and what kind of finger the law should be applied to? I respect your wisdom in each and every meaning.”

“... Do you know that much? Who did you hear it from?”

“Among the people I know, there is a priestess who did not forget Wolfhedin even after getting married. He told me.”

The werewolf looked at Peria's words as if he was a little surprised.

Perhaps what Peria said is more than what is known to ordinary wizards and alchemists.

Peria's efforts to appease the werewolf's anger by gathering the information she had gathered as a trickster had already begun.

As Peria looks in the direction where Gloria is, Gloria, who was listening to our conversation, nods.

Flash!

At the same time, one of the many strings adorning her head began to shine, and a round table made of pure white marble was summoned between the werewolf and us.

“I don’t like blood very much, so I’ll go out for a while. Come find me when you're done with your business.”

“Thank you for your consideration.”

Gloria left and Peria stood in front of the circular table and spread her right hand on the table.

When I saw that, I could immediately tell what was going to happen.

According to the law, the apology that must be shown to a werewolf would consist of cutting off one's finger.

But that was the moment when Peria stepped forward and said that she didn't need to do it and that she would do it instead.

“Wait a minute, if you’re going to do that, I...”

“Oppa, just shut up and stay behind!”

Peria pushed me away with a sharp sound that had never been directed at me before.

I was taken aback by that voice and sharp eyes, so I took a step back without realizing it.

Peria, who saw that I had stepped back, rolled up her sleeves and told the werewolf the true meaning of the law.

“... The parents will pay for the sin of a child who carelessly sticks out his claws, and the finger he will give in exchange for forgiveness is the thumb needed to hold a weapon.”

Peria straightens her thumb and raises her cane sword with her left arm.

The werewolf who saw this asks Peria one last question.

“Accurate. The law you mentioned is universally applied to members of the tribe that serve Ulfhedin. But that is why your actions now do not fall under the law. If you say it right, the person who stuck out his claws at me is that person, and the person who has to pay the price has to be that person's family or relatives. But this guy is a soul soldier, and there is no way a soul soldier brought from another world would have family here. You are clearly a stranger and are not a suitable person to practice the law. But is the reason you want to step forward out of loyalty?”

Peria answers the werewolf's question by looking straight into his eyes.

“It is not loyalty. Of course, that soul disease also has a family in life, and I also have separate blood relatives.”

“Then what right do you have to put your finger in front of me now?”

Peria answers the werewolf with a proud face.

“Family is not only a family connected by blood. We were born against each other's wishes, so we swore to abandon the fake family we had created and become each other's real family. And now I stand here to fulfill that oath. This is a family that is more precious than anything else, connected by a soul nobler than blood.”

Peria speaks last.

By saying the same words again,

As if hypnotizing everyone here,

As an answer, I spat out words filled with firm conviction.

“This person and I,

There is only one in the world,

We are a real family.”

After finishing speaking, Peria gritted her teeth and struck down her cane sword.

        
            bang!

The cane sword pierced the marble and stuck strongly -

Dark red flowers were embroidered on the pure white round table.

A moment of silence.

smart-

...

Black blood flowing from a cut finger.

Until the sound of the half-demon's blood continuing to flow and drip down the table, I could not hear anyone's breathing, let alone Peria's moans.

The werewolf was the first to break the silence.

“... The apology was clearly received. The warrior of Wolfhedin dares to speak in his name. Although the beginning was unforgivably unreasonable, you sincerely understood our laws and apologized without hesitation. In this sad world where so many werewolves are forgetting their God, there can be no more beautiful apology than this.”

“... I'm glad you're satisfied.”

Peria answers while suppressing a moan.

“And I refuse financial compensation. Instead, you guys help me with my work starting tomorrow. That red-haired werewolf that lives in the sewers that you guys were talking about wasn't me, but after hearing that they were confused because their fur was the same color, I understand how things are going. There is a high possibility that the person you are looking for is the same person I am pursuing.”

“Okay.”

After the werewolf finished talking with Peria, he called Farewell, who was watching us from a corner.

“Alchemist.”

“Uh, huh? Why why? Me, I’m not at fault.”

Farewell responded, wrapping his thumb around his.

“I understand that you are not at fault. I'm not saying you backed out of the deal because you wanted to. So, it is safe to say that the transaction has returned to the way it was before it was canceled, right?

“Huh? Yeah...”

“Then, as promised, we will leave tomorrow with the tracking artifact.”

“Ah, but in order to do that, I think I'll have to go back to my workshop and get the materials to make something new. The building would have collapsed and all the artifacts that were being made would have been blown away...”

“Then, let’s go to the workshop first. Since this has come to an end, I will protect you from the wizard until tomorrow morning. Then it’ll be okay, right?”

“Ah, okay...”

Farewell could not refuse under the werewolf's pressure and left Gloria's Tower, led by his hand.

And as soon as he left, Peria sat down on the floor and I quickly went to her side.

“Trigram, are you okay?”

“Off... My thumb flew off. Does this look okay? Ugh... Get your bag quickly.”

Only then did Peria groan, clasp her hands, and begin to roll on the floor.

Soon, Peria finally calmed down after taking one of the painkilling pills I took out of my bag.

Only after that do I ask why.

“Why did you do that?”

“Because it was the best choice.”

When Peria's pain subsides, she touches her severed finger and holds it towards me.

'What Morsling gave you... did you say it was like an antibiotic? This is promoting regeneration...'

Peria explains while I open another vial, pour it all into the cross section, and then apply a bandage.

“Ugh... The situation just got worst. Because we pushed things too recklessly, our relationship with that alchemist was at its worst, and we were left with an irreversibly horrible perception of that werewolf who would be the key to finding the real red-furred werewolf. ”

“So I tried to apologize.”

Most of the things that happened happened because I pushed ahead without assuming too much what-if situations.

So even though I tried to take responsibility, Feria came forward and took responsibility for everything.

“No matter how good my brother was at apologizing there, unless he knew the wolf law, the relationship would have ended there and ended at best. When negotiating in this worst situation, the most important thing is to somehow leave a link with the other party.”

“I don’t think that would be the reason for cutting off my finger.”

I held on tightly to Peria's fallen thumb in an attempt to somehow attach it.

I think I should quickly go out and find a new temple in the city, but Feria says it's better not to go.

“Hmm... Ugh... Among the different races, the wolf beastmen and werewolves all serve Wolfhedin, and Wolfhedin is a god of war who values honor and is said to have raised a weapon with both hands and built a mythical hill. Same thing. And that werewolf... Mr. Ai, I was so busy thinking that I forgot to ask his name. This is also very important.”

“I decided to ask her name tomorrow, so?”

“Anyway, tradition eventually becomes diluted as time goes by, right? Things that should be kept are roughly kept, and substitutes that have nothing to do with meaning are used instead for convenience.”

Peria’s words make sense.

No matter how time-honored a tradition is, as time goes by and a sense of obligation begins to grow, the tradition begins to feel like a burden.

“Even werewolves can’t avoid it. If you look at the wolf-type beasts living in the empire now, you will see that most of them have forgotten traditions and have assimilated well into the empire's laws. But in this day and age, an anachronistic werewolf mercenary walking around without any armor and carrying a pair? I can't even take this away. Either that werewolf is truly crazy, or he is a person who values tradition and honor, which are very rare to find these days. And when I saw that the conversation was going smoothly, I decided it would be the latter.”

“What is the level of human culture?”

“That’s right. So I put on a show on purpose. Since he values tradition, we respected your god by apologizing according to tradition, and since his god is respected, he must accept our apology with detachment and mercy as a warrior of Wolfhedin. Now that he's received that much apology, he can't just ignore us. That's what it means to say God's name.”

Peria seems to be on the mend and continues to sweat.

According to the note written by Morsling, it was said that he would sweat like this for about 30 minutes.

As I was constantly sweating, I was worried that I might become dehydrated in the middle of the day, but Peria kept smiling, as if she was happy that things had gone as she had expected.

“Whew... It occurred to me momentarily, but I'm glad I responded well. Really, among the tricksters, there was one guy who was married to a female werewolf. I didn't know that hearing all this stuff from him would be helpful at this time. Even though I always lament about my situation and say that if I do something, I have to cut off my finger and go home, I really like Geumseul. I went to visit that house once and was surprised?”

“Why? Did you at least display a severed finger?”

“No. I feel a bit sorry when they say there are 9 kids... and there are 9 of them. I’ve been married for 4 years and I thought it was amazing.”

'If you look at the name Marie, it looks like they are all beasts. It's amazing, it's amazing.'

After pouring out various stories, Peria returned to a serious conversation.

“For now, you should leave your fingers like this until the work is finished. Since my brother applied the medicine so harshly, it will probably stick again, but if I fix it right away at the temple, it won't be looked upon very favorably. Let's stay like this today, and tomorrow morning, my brother will tell Gloria who the wizard is and ask her to mobilize watchers.”

“Oh, that’s right. Now that it is clear that the wizard named Loin has imprisoned Farewell, I can respond as a criminal.”

“It’s like that. If that happens, if the watchers find the wizard, they will chase him down like they would other criminals. If he escapes into the sewer, we will set up birds around the entrance and go into the sewer to chase him. If the wizard and the real wanted criminal who is located in the underground tunnel first collide, there will be a loud noise, and we can aim for that.”

“Are you going to move too? My hands look like this, just rest.”

“Really, my stupid brother. It's endearingly stupid. They looked after me because I was family, but if it was someone else, I thought there was no hope, so I turned my head and ran away.”

When I get worried, Peria strokes my head with her free hand.

“I’m worried about my brother, so I’m trying to stay by his side more. You need to think a little more carefully. You are no longer alone. You shouldn't act like you did in the days of Soul Disease, just push ahead and say nothing if it doesn't work out. Don't try to do everything on your own; look around you. There is Thistle, Hwarim and Aila, Enine and I, and Astesia. Family is family because they make up for each other’s shortcomings and support each other.”

Peria held out her palm as if to face me.

When I aligned my palm with Peria's hand, Peria gave strength, and I also gave strength, so that we were pushing our palms together.

“Look. Just as much as I push, you can push too. Just as I felt and supported my brother's shortcomings today, please do the same for me. I will always support my brother's choices, and I will bear half of whatever the outcome. That's the duty of a family member and a trickster's partner.”

“Still... Eup.”

“Shh! No rebuttal today. Just shut up and listen to me~.”

When I try to speak, Peria hits me and blocks my lips with her finger.

“If I don’t want to see us in pain, then you will trust us even more. We will always be where you will come back, so if you feel like things are going to be difficult, either take a step back and come to us and ask for help, or make a more responsible choice for us. Got it?”

“... Okay.”

After listening to Peria's words, I correct my mind.

This incident was entirely my mistake.

I proceeded with the idea that if I pushed hard enough, anything would happen, but I had no idea that things would go this far.

responsibility.

There are several people I have gotten involved with.

Since I consider them family, whether voluntarily or not, I also have to work harder to ensure that that title is not just a name.

Peria got up from her seat a little cheerfully, probably because my face looked sad.

“Now! An advanced city of alchemists who have already arrived! The pinnacle of alchemists! Mecca! It's Ars Magna, right? If you stay down like this, you're losing a day, so let's make sure to enjoy today. Since I shed blood, I wonder if I should eat some food first.”

“... Yes. I'm going to go around this evening and see what good items there are, and make a firm decision to buy them when I go back. Let’s go to a place where other people are.”

Gloria provided the accommodation, and we decided to start work again starting tomorrow, so there were things we could only do this evening, so we decided to take care of that first.

I get up first and straighten up, but Peria keeps staring at me.

Then, after I finished cleaning up, I looked at Peria and she spread her arms wide.

“... Please wake me up?”

“Could it be barely that much? Give me a piggyback ride. All day today, until I return from the market.”

“... You didn’t even hurt your leg.”

“A person who lost his thumb and couldn't buy my expensive walking stick with money is the only one complaining about something like this?”

Peria puffed out her cheeks, looking at me so sharply that my skin felt prickly.

“Huh... Okay.”

I decided to just quietly listen to everything she said and walked up to Peria, putting my hands under her waist and legs and lifting her up.

Then Peria began to struggle.

“Sleep... I told you to carry me! Why are you hugging me like this?!”

“Huh? why? Is there a problem?”

“Of course it is! Is this... so embarrassing?!”

As he tried to open the door and go out, Peria stretched out his legs and arms and desperately tried to stop him.

“Oh wait a minute! I don't mind showing it to Enin because I think it would be fun, but I think it's a bit embarrassing for other people!”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I took this pose out of consideration, but Peria took it strangely.

I thought that if I carried her on my back, Peria, who wanted to look around the market, would not be able to see her surroundings very well, and if I kept wrapping my hands around her neck, it would put a strain on her hands, so I picked her up like this instead.

“That’s it. get off! If I walk around like this all day, I might die of embarrassment.”

“It's tricky, but looking at it this way, it's an efficient one-person method of transporting people with a pedigree. Normally, you wouldn't be able to do much because it's heavy, but since you're light, you thought about it for a long time and did it?”

“Thank you, so please take it down, oppa...”

I had no choice but to get off Feria and let her ride on my back this time.

After doing that, Peria became a little calmer.

As I was opening the door and going up the stairs, Peria spoke softly in my ear.

“... I heard that talent is good in strange places. Oppa, don’t do that carelessly from now on. Uh... you can do it to other people, but don't do it to me.”

“Huh? Okay.”

While giving a half-hearted reply to Feria and carefully climbing up the slightly odd-shaped stairs, probably because of Gloria's taste in architecture, Feria buried her face in her back.

Then, I thought I heard a small sound buried in the sound of walking up the stairs.

“Because it makes my heart pound.”

        
            Ars Magna, the city of alchemists.

This city-state, built in the middle of the wilderness, is located exactly halfway between the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire, and now that direct trade with each other has been cut off, it also serves as a second trading city for middlemen.

From the west, it welcomes ethnic minorities and merchants from further afield, and goods continue to flow back and forth from alliances of empires and kingdoms located above and below, so despite its unstable position as a country comprised of one city, it is said to be recognized for its autonomy and to live a fairly prosperous life. .

The quality of life is different from that of the Kingdom of the United Kingdom, where overall prices are at a dire level, except for items made using abundant mineral resources.

Of course, the reason for this is that most people living in the city make a living as scholars, so the types of goods in circulation also increase, and money also flows back and forth on a huge scale.

'It's a place where most of the residents live with money, so it has a different feel from Grace Estate.'

Thanks to wizards and alchemists, the amount of money moving each day in Ars Magna's market is a fraction of the amount compared to port cities during the peak season.

Among the buildings built with that kind of money, Gloria's steel tower is exceptionally high, but the other buildings are not that low.

Of course, most of them are not buildings built on top of each other for residential purposes, but because the size of research equipment such as telescopes and astronomical models of astronomical scales is enormous, the buildings are also taller.

And Gloria was a leader who knew very well what purpose all the buildings in her city were being used for.

“As it is our first day, as a treat, we will go to a restaurant I recommend for dinner. I will also accompany you. We have prepared a carriage for you, so once everyone is ready, you can come down to the first floor.”

Gloria recommended her favorite restaurant in the City of Alchemists.

I cautiously approached Gloria and asked her, wondering if this was something I would have to repay later, but fortunately, she said that this was a pure intention and that it was just a recommendation as it had been a long time since she had been to that restaurant.

As soon as we left the tower, it was dinner time.

Our original plan was to stop at markets around the city in the evening and look around and do some shopping, but according to Gloria, the restaurant we were going to now was only open once or twice a week, so we boldly changed our schedule.

So, we took the carriage prepared by Gloria and went to eat at a large restaurant with a rather grandiose name, [Restaurant of Time], which was as grand as its grandiose name.

The reason why the carriage was prepared was because of Gloria's consideration for Gomtaeng, who could not enter the store. Gomtaeng soaked in the ice bath prepared by Gloria and was chewing fruit with a happy expression on his face, so we got on the carriage without feeling guilty.

“[Restaurant of Time]. The man who was the first manager here used his workshop as a kitchen with the idea that everything in the world could be used as food, and this has led to this transformation. In the past, honestly... I thought it was a workshop producing food waste and bad smells. Have you ever imagined it? The rare sight of a food waste golem popping out of a pot filled with seafood and delicacies once a month. Well, that’s an old saying too. Now, several generations later, if I were asked to choose a restaurant that captures the essence of human food culture, I would choose this place without hesitation.”

During the carriage ride, Gloria told us about the origin of the restaurant, which was enough to make our mouths water as we left the tower in the slightly late evening.

The restaurant, which is located relatively close to the tower in the center of the city, takes advantage of the city's characteristics of all kinds of goods being circulated, and uses ingredients obtained from the sea, which is so far away that it can only be reached by sailing ship as well as ship and carriage, or from the sea as deep as a mountain range, or It is said to be a restaurant that serves food from the rugged alpine region that only Sherpas can travel to.

As we sat at the table, staring intently at the dishes with names written on the menu that we had never seen before, Feria came forward.

“Good. Should I try my best from here on out? I guess I should try ordering some food that the villagers who have been trapped in our kingdom union have never tried before.”

“I have tried many different foods, but I will try the course recommended by Trickster. I look forward to it.”

“Just leave it to me. The leader of the alchemists!”

Following Peria's instructions, we ordered many different kinds of interesting foods, following the opinion that since we ate meat like crazy in the kingdom, we should try other foods as well.

Although the food that filled the table was all so delicious that I couldn't easily move on to another dish after taking a bite, they all had such a variety of flavors that the moment I tried the next dish, I thought the same thing again.

‘This tastes better than modern seasoning. They said the manager was also an alchemist. 'Is that why?'

Since there were only two people who were accustomed to eating meat, we ended up ordering a lot of dishes containing seafood, which are not easily available in the Kingdom Alliance, but we were satisfied.

Especially in the Kingdom Union, it was truly the best that we, who had spent a lot of money on bread that looked like hard boards, were able to eat fluffy bread.

The two people who showed the biggest change in expression were the kingdom's natives.

In the case of Thistle and Enin, who were born, raised, and active in the kingdom, their expressions kept changing every time new foods that could not be found in the kingdom were introduced.

“This is... delicious.”

“If only the ingredients were plentiful... I would like to try making food like this in the future.”

Thistle kept saying that it was delicious, and Enin, burning with a passion for learning, rolled the food around in his mouth to analyze it. After passing the plates around several times, we finished the sumptuous meal, and then dessert came out.

“The dessert you ordered has arrived. The drink is raspberry morse, fruit of the day kingsberry, and walnut blinne sprinkled with condensed milk.”

Everyone was ecstatic after taking a bite of the pancakes filled with red and refreshing strawberry juice, fist-sized strawberries, and walnuts.

“Wow, Lee Rim! Is this really delicious? The size is also huge! No, how can a strawberry be this big? I thought strawberries were only sour and bitter.”

“I think you are talking about raspberries, but of course there is a big difference between raspberries and improved strawberries.”

“Is that so? There aren't many elves among us who think about improving food ingredients.”

As I look at Aila, who is constantly stuffing fist-sized strawberries into her mouth and gurgling while her stomach is bloated, I wonder if an elf's intestines have a different structure from a human's.

“... Didn't you say that you got food from Gloria all day? I heard you asked Gloria to bring you outdoor food that can be found all over the city? Even after eating them all, does this still fit in my stomach?”

“It was all free, so I asked for it and ate it up! Never leave free food behind!”

“You’ve never left food behind, whether it’s free or not. Oh, I said I was going to cut the vegetables before, but I left out all the vegetables.”

'Strictly speaking, that food isn't free.'

Aila may not have known because she was receiving food even before we left the tower, but all of that food was just food I was getting because I was in charge of Gloria's work in exchange for her serving other people, and it wasn't free.

Astesia, who was quietly and intently holding a huge strawberry with both hands and mumbling her mouth as she ate it, blushed as she was talking about such things with Aila.

“Oh, I’m sorry...”

“Huh? no. Don't worry about Astesia, just eat a lot. You can have leftovers, so eat as much as you want. If there is anything you want to order, just tell me without worrying about others. I'll do it for you. When you are full, you can hand it over to me, and I will eat it for you.”

Astesia also ate a lot of food while she was with Gloria, so she only took a small portion of the food she ordered and shared it.

Still, when dessert came out, my stomach seemed to have expanded again, so I ate more and ended up overlapping with Aila, which made me feel embarrassed.

However, in my opinion, Astesia is still small and needs to be fed more.

If there was a separate group eating dessert, there was a separate group drinking alcohol.

An exciting drinking party is taking place next to Aila, who is eagerly slaughtering desserts.

Peria, who is weak at drinking, ate in moderation because she had an injury, then joined the dessert section, and it seems safe to say that the two main drinkers were strong drinkers.

It's a combination that makes me wonder how it hasn't overlapped until now.

Hwarim and Thistle.

Hwarim, who has had a hobby of enjoying various types of alcohol since his lifetime, and Thiseul, whose self-control he suppressed in order to strengthen Deshade has sublimated into a desire for alcohol.

The two of them are sitting on either side of me, and they keep taking drinks from me.

“Irim. The bottle is empty. This time, let's open the liquor with a gold string around it.”

“No! Here, let's go with Nordrupsan 17 Year Old, a liquor that boasts the flavor of Padadga, to go with the snacks! Ugh-. Come on Lee Rim! Please open it quickly.”

“Well, if you look at the snacks, it might be good. Since it's a savory snack, let's trust the insight, or rather, attention, that the beach people here have developed. Then open it with what Thistle said.”

“Yes, yes...”

Suffering from the two people's anger, he opens a bottle of alcohol with a bearded man on the label and pours it into the glasses that the two people hold out for him.

In front of us, there are already eight alcohol bottles lined up like this.

The table we are sitting at may be worthy of its name, City of Alchemists, but it is a table with a rather strange structure. All you have to do is press the button with the name and picture of the alcohol you want, and the bottle of alcohol stored cold or warm depending on the storage method is ready to drink. It is adjusted to a good temperature and pops out.

Unfortunately, I ended up sitting right in front of the liquor bottle opening on that high-tech table, so I became the daily human bottle opener for two people.

Gulp- Gulp-

Gulp gulp-

““Pugh!””

The two people express the good feeling that comes from going down their throats.

The two people, who have always liked drinking, started drinking at each other's pace and are drinking to no end.

“This is it, I can't believe it, but there is a sake where the salty taste of pickled herring goes well with red wine, not white wine.”

“Hehe. It wasn't just herring, it was pickled herring in pieces... Hi! Because it is. Thickly salted herring is firm and goes well with red wine.”

Hwarim was twisting her tongue without realizing it from time to time, as if Thisseul's tongue was twisted, and Thisseul shared tasting reviews with a fundamentally distorted pronunciation, probably because she had received the alcohol straight away.

After emptying the bowl of snacks and the bottle of alcohol again, the two set off on a journey to find a new combination.

Of course, since I am the taxi driver for both of them, I call the waiter again to order snacks and think carefully about what kind of drink to open this time.

'Next time, I'll never let you two drink together.'

When it comes to getting drunk, there is no worse combination than this in that both people are already drunk but don't know how to stop.

It was while I was waiting for the snacks I ordered.

“... Hehehehe. Lee Rim.”

“Ah, yes.”

When Thistle calls and turns around, her index finger pricks his cheek.

“Ouch.”

“Oh my, did it hurt? I’m sorry, Lee Rim.”

“No. Rather than being painful, it's because this is already the 5th time this has happened.”

“Is that so? Hehehe...”

I feel like I should stop drinking alcohol, but as I look at Thistle, who has completely let down the defenses on her face and is smiling brightly, I feel like I should stop drinking.

Thistle keeps calling me every time I try to turn my head away, and when I was at Grace, if he was drinking alone at night, he would come to me and ask me to drink with him, so we would drink while facing each other.

“Hmm, hmm! Lee Lim. The glass is empty.”

“Yes, yes.”

“Hmm!”

“... Okay.”

“Hehe. That’s how it should be.”

On the outside, Hwarim also doesn't know if she's drunk or not, but it's clear that she's drunk due to her tongue twisting earlier.

Every time I turn my head towards Thistle, Hwarim calls me to cut the snacks for me and continues to eat my food even though there is food on her plate.

“ character. Eat.”

“I’m full... Eup. Ta-da!”

“If it’s salty, you might want to take a sip of what I poured here. Hehehe...”

'I really feel like I'm going to throw up.'

And then it's a bonus to keep stuffing food in my mouth every once in a while.

As I continued to hold my hand between the two, Deshade, who was sitting across from me, spoke to me.

        
            “Speak bluntly. They should stop taking care of themselves and come here and save me.”

“You are God, but you live and sleep, and you do not say such weak things in front of believers.”

“That’s too much. But it's good to keep in mind that I'm not saying something that can't happen. The alchemist who did the wasteful act of merging with this tentacle-like fairy is truly a being who can make me suffer more than being alive.”

Gloria sits next to Deshade as he says that and continues to talk to him as if it were normal.

It's Gloria.

As we gathered together and were about to leave the tower, she said, 'I'll take you to a good restaurant since it's already dinner time. As a bonus, it's been a while since I've wanted to go, so let's join together.' He said and followed us.

Actually, at first, I was worried that things would get complicated as Gloria was the head of a city and people would start talking to her if she left the tower, but those worries ended up being concerns.

Gloria was really just treated like villager 1.

The people around her seem to treat her, who is clearly the head of Alchemist City, as just someone living in a nice house, but even though Gloria leads us into the restaurant, she is treated like a VIP because she has been using the restaurant since the beginning. It was just given to them, but no special treatment was given.

'This is just like a local resident.'

Although there were occasional interruptions from drinkers, what was truly nutritious was the conversation between the two beings.

I have to take care of other people, so I drink as little as possible and spend my time serving the two people on either side of me their drinks and listening to their conversations at the same time.

“Head of the alchemists. Didn't you get all the information you wanted from me? The questions you asked me today easily exceed the answers I gave to the wizards at Grace Estate.”

“I'm sorry, but the question I asked today was only a question about one part of the three pillars of knowledge that came out of organizing the questions. There are still a few more days left before you leave, so please use your strength.”

“That’s a bit difficult. It's not for any other reason, but I'm really tired of the act of explaining things to you more purely. Moreover, the reason I wanted to meet you was because I heard that you were a beautiful human being, so I couldn't believe it, but inside you were a fake human with half the spirit of a fairy, and you were not an ordinary fairy at all, but you had an amazing appearance inside your clothes. He is a human being who settles down and raises him. You know it yourself. Now, I am saying that my condition has easily surpassed the concept of being called a human being. Of course, the fact that his tastes are strange is a bonus.”

Deshade looks at the fairy in the form of a tentacle, who jumps out from Gloria and is secretly interested in the drink in the glass, and continues to push Gloria away, disgusted.

While the tentacle that secretly sticks out is touching Gloria's glass, Gloria continues to peel what appears to be beans with her own hands.

Meanwhile, when she feels bored, tentacles come out of her sleeves and put snacks in her mouth instead of her hands.

After seeing the tentacles, which I still can't get used to even though it's only been a few hours, the horrible memories come back to me and I agree with Deshade.

'In that respect, that god and I have something in common. I'm not that happy about the fact that it works, though.'

The restaurant's colorful lights, which had illuminated the chaotic tables, had now changed to slightly darker lights, as if the evening had come to an end, creating an atmosphere for drinkers.

Now, I give my arm to Thistle, who has started to sleep on the table, so she can sleep on it, and I continue to listen to the conversation between Deshade and Gloria.

“... There is only one difference between gods, devils, and humans. It is said that God is created by combining the wishes of others, but in reality, the basis of God is one of the humans who walked the earth. When a human reaches a state, he or she becomes a god or a being similar to a god. When a god falls, he becomes an evil god. When an evil god loses his faith, he becomes a devil. If we only find out how devils and humans are related, it can be said to be the principle of circulation, but the flaw in this logic is that this part is not related.”

“Is that an opinion about the status of God?”

“No. I'm talking about a hypothesis. Among the numerous gods in existence, most of them originally lived on this earth and ascended to heaven as gods through tradition. Most of the traditions are like that. In fact, I have succeeded in recreating many legends with my own efforts. But I don't want to become a god, so I just stay here.”

“That’s an arrogant answer.”

As Deshade answered and looked at Astesia, who was dozing off and just before her forehead hit the table, a string on Gloria's head glowed.

“In terms of age, they are not that young demons, but it is enough time for anyone, not just children, to fall asleep.”

Then, the string-shaped artifact transformed into a small, soft pillow, and Astesia fell asleep as soon as her forehead touched it.

Deshade straightens the hair of Astesia, who is sleeping with a relaxed face, and continues.

“Arrogant answer. However, I do not deny your hypothesis because it is an arrogant answer and an answer close to the truth. You are already a being with too much power to be called an individual.”

“That is correct. I could become a god, but I won't. God, yes. I am a person who cannot get drunk.”

Gloria continues, pointing to the drunken church members scattered around.

“Drunk people are freer than anyone else. It is a being that has the freedom to walk as it wants without listening to what others say, shaking its body and even rejecting the signals in its own head, and is a being that can muster the courage to achieve everything it wants to do in its dreams. On the other hand, God is a being who should not be drunk.”

“... Is this a story about God’s duty?”

“Yes. God must always remain sane. The world has given God the duty to maintain the world, and as long as God exists as God, he cannot turn away from his responsibility. In a world where everyone is drunk and stumbling around happily because they have other things to do, all you can do is stay sane and watch to make sure the drunks don't get hurt. Even that is bound to be limited because it deviates from the original responsibility to some extent.”

“That is the responsibility that a being in the position of God must have.”

“That responsibility seems to me to be a duty that is full of inconveniences. Anyway, from my point of view, which still falls into the category of a drunkard, I don't want to become a god because the moment I do, I will have to shoulder the duties of a god and I won't be able to use my power for my own desires.”

“If you definitely have that kind of thinking, you won’t be able to become a god.”

“And in my opinion, God is too inadequate to be called God. To put it strongly, it is an unreasonable existence.”

“...”

Deshade did not deny it.

“The reason we call God God is because God is a being who was born to fill what is missing in addition to his original role, so the hearts of reliance gather to deify the object. In fact, God can be said to be a being closer to a natural phenomenon rather than a god.”

“I think you are the one who has explored the most deeply about the existence of God. Because they know God better than our God.”

What Gloria said is almost blasphemous at first glance, but Deshade confirms that it is all true.

So I also have my doubts.

“Do you mean that God was born to fill what was missing, that Deshade's desire was actually achieved by gathering together what was missing in the world? Deshade said that he appeared to love humans and grant their wishes.”

“That’s right. According to my theory, the existence of Deshade, your main god, is not to fill the void left by the gods who gave up their duties, but rather, he was born because humans wanted to be loved as humans and prayed for their wishes to be granted. .”

“That sound...”

If what Gloria says is true, it goes like this.

Until now, countless people have offered such prayers, but among the numerous gods, none of them listens to human wishes and there is no god who loves humans, so Deshade was born.

“But then...”

Then, something becomes even more incomprehensible.

“Gaia... What does Gaia do as a god?”

A church so powerful that it seems to command the kingdom alliance.

Church of Gaia.

They say that the god who loves humans is Gaia, but according to Gloria's theory, the existence of Deshade denies that claim.

“My existence meant that Gaia... did it mean that Gaia had abandoned humans?”

Deshade sighs as if he only realized it then.

I ask Gloria again.

“Can I say that it is a concept that applies to the entire world? Even to the empire and the humans far away.”

“You captured it well. right. Applies worldwide. The fact that Deshade, the god, has just been born means that Gaia has given up on humans, and the sound is now-”

“Now?”

“The kingdom must truly be seen as coming to an end.”

Gloria tapped the bottom of the plate filled with colorful square candies that the waiter had left behind with her finger.

clattering-

The candies piled up on the plate collapsed.

Gloria makes a prophecy that is not a prophecy.

“Your judgment is a good judgment. Deshade's existence can be seen as meaning that Gaia abandoned her position as a human-loving god and became an evil god. Now, it is only a matter of time before the kingdom union, which has lost God's protection, collapses. Even though it was abandoned by God, the kingdom that has persistently created soul disease and defeated external enemies will eventually collapse from within due to the internal ills that were not dealt with during the grace period.”

When Gloria held out the candy in her sleeve, a tentacle came out from inside and took the candy.

“It's a prediction, but did you say it's Agoni from the Immortal Organization? The little lizard, who took advantage of the moment when the kingdom alliance was about to collapse, made the perfect decision. If everything he's planned works out, that lizard might have some pretty good powers. Of course, the premise is that everything in the world goes only the way you want.”

“That's right. That guy called Agoni. They say it's a nether dragon or something. Please tell me.”

I remembered one of the things I said I would ask Gloria about, about this guy named Agoni who keeps being obsessed with me.

“Nether dragons are nothing special. Nether dragons, the most jealous of all dragons, cannot fly through the sky with wings, but instead move through their own passages that no one can pass through. Because they are so dark, they are ostracized even by their fellow dragons. I thought they were exterminated, but it seems the survivor is trying to make a comeback. Honestly, I'm not going to be that great of a guy. Now that it is known that dragons, which were once immortal and symbols of public evil, can fall into the hands of humans, I wonder how much of a hindrance a dragon that cannot even fly will be. Well, that means he is also reluctant to reveal his identity as much as possible.”

“If you say that, I would think so. I hope I don't get caught until I run away from the kingdom.”

Gloria organized my questions neatly, which put my mind at ease.

When I thought we had really run out of things to talk about, Enin, who had gone out for a while, came back.

“Irim. I called a carriage. Shall we go back soon?”

“Ah, that’s right. I need to load all these people now.”

For tomorrow, I have to go back to the tower and throw myself into bed.

I stand up from the completely devastated table.

The first thing that needs to be moved is the drunk people.

After eating dessert, Aila participates in a drinking party and gets the drinkers caught up in her pace. After a heroic drinking binge, Aila ends the drinking party by destroying herself as well as the two people. Aila completely loses her pace because she lost her pace. Hwarim and Thistle, who were lying down, are put into the carriage first.

“I will take it.”

“Thank you. Young...Tzua.”

“The sound is strange? Hehehe.”

“No, the hip bone I hit in the afternoon is still a little sore.”

Next, Enin took Astesia, who was sleeping soundly, inside the carriage and went back in to wake up Peria, who was dozing off.

“Feria. Take out the money bag. Calculate and let’s go.”

“... Ah, that's right.”

Even though it was Gloria's consideration to be treated to a meal, I felt that the generous amount of alcohol was a bit excessive, so I thought I would have to pay for the drinks.

Peria calls an employee and pays the bill.

“How much?”

“13 gold.”

“... I did eat some.”

“That’s right. I feel like it's great in terms of the price of most drinks.”

"... Hey, employee. For your information, I want to know, how much does the meal cost, excluding alcohol?"

"67 gold."

"... Wow."

After hearing the price, I realized that the alcohol we drank was really nothing special.

Peria grumbled, opened her pocket, paid for the gold coins, and walked out.

“... Wow. I was only planning on leaving after dinner. I guess I'll have to postpone looking around for this item.”

Before I knew it, so much time had passed that the streets had become completely dark and even the stores that were briefly open in the evening had closed.

It seems we've been gone too long.

Gloria and Deshade followed us out.

However, Gloria does not come out right away, but hides behind the door of the store and cautiously looks outside with anxious eyes. After a while, she comes out and stretches out.

“Hmm... It feels good to have a meal with me for the first time in a while. That's partly because there aren't any wizards to argue with tonight.”

“I guess you’re having trouble getting out of the tower?”

“Actually, that is. Since I left for a while, the cases of wizards gathering and claiming their rights have become so severe. I, too, am a human being, so when I was stuck in research, I would often come out and enjoy various things, but after the magicians from outside joined forces and talked about various things, I locked myself in and couldn't come out often. My head hurts from all the screaming.”

It's a bit funny that Gloria, who is said to have the power to envy even the rookie Deshade, is afraid of the swarming wizards.

She went on to say that she doesn't do that because she wants people to be comfortable with her rather than look at her in awe.

“Well, when people were whining to build a tower called a steel magic tower with taxes in a corner of the city, I thought they would really wipe it out. In the past, they would have burned the limbs and left only the head and thrown it as live food to wild dogs in the wilderness. I also became very docile as time went by.”

“... I'm glad I can't see you today.”

Gloria may have done it to relieve stress, but she had just finished drinking quite a bit, so I thought that if I had met her by mistake, I might have seen her like that in real life.

After that, Gloria stood on the main street for a while, looking around at the people passing by, and then expressed her doubts.

“Hmm. Still, it's strange that I don't see any wizards these days. This is something I feel as I check the observers from time to time, but it seems like the number of wizards who are flocking to the streets and protesting has decreased drastically these days.”

“Recent?”

“Yes, recently. I wouldn't be silent if they were plotting something out of my sight... but I feel at ease knowing that they are always confident and that there are no groups of them causing trouble on the street. Still, it is a certain fact that there are more and more people who do not show their faces even on the streets.”

'Is there a secret meeting among wizards?'

Although Gloria expressed her doubts, she soon whipped around in the air and got into the carriage, saying she didn't want to be stressed by the wizards anymore.

Soon Deshade and I got on the carriage and we went back to our lodgings.

        
            The wizard Loin wanders the sewers again today.

A not so good day.

The legacies of alchemist Pekhero were acquired through a long period of hard work.

Unlike wizards who, upon entering a magic tower, are informed of the knowledge of the tower's genealogy that has been passed down from their ancestors and begin their quest based on that knowledge, alchemists buy and sell each other's knowledge strictly with money.

Pekhero's legacy is also valuable in that regard.

Even though they were minor, none of them were shabby, so if they were to be put up for auction, they were sold at a fairly reasonable price by alchemists who were excited to acquire the knowledge and principles the moment they discovered the magical artifacts.

The Pekhero that Roin saw was simply an alchemist who was born in the wrong era.

In Loin's opinion, Pekhero was an alchemist whose knowledge seemed to be quite high among the alchemists in the city.

The artifacts she usually develops are of such a high standard that they have regular customers.

The various parts related to Pekhero's research fields, homunculus and soul disease, are quite expensive.

'However, the cost of materials was so crazy that I was a foolish woman who always faced a loss.'

The Pekhero that Roin has seen is a woman who does not compromise on research funds.

The woman Roin remembered was a crazy person who squandered all the money she earned from selling artifacts to a few customers on research expenses, except for the minimum living expenses.

And Roin noticed Pekhero's habits and approached him.

[If there are ingredients you want, I will get them for you cheaply. Instead, let me help you with your research.]

The advantage that a wizard Loin has is his connections.

Roin, who was a regular member of the wizard's gathering in the city of alchemists, gained favor by borrowing the materials that Pekhero wanted from other wizards on credit, and as a result, Pekhero devoted a considerable part of his heart to Roin. .

'Although I thought I should stop here when I heard that they were asking me to rip out a part of my soul to use as material, I am proud of myself for being able to endure it so well.'

In this way, Roin gained the greatest trust from Pekhero, and after that, he put into practice the plan he had planned for a long time.

Roin drank a glass of Pekhero and took a medicine with a strong sedative effect to soothe his chronic illness, excessive coughing that occurred occasionally.

The drug was such that an overdose would prevent one from waking up for more than 12 hours, and Loin left the drunken Peckhero on the street.

What we gained that way is our current legacy.

Roin planned to check her inheritance today as usual, sell mainly items whose prices have risen recently, pay off the backlog, and buy medicines to use in her usual work.

However, the moment he entered the workshop, some crazy guys attacked him.

The raid itself was truly surprising, but Loin was able to react quickly.

Roin always memorized his spells out of the paranoia that he might be attacked by people who did not like him, and today, for the first time, he managed to escape from that place by using the spells he had stored up.

However, I couldn't help but feel angry all day long.

'That damned junk bitch, how dare you hire a mercenary?'

Loin didn't know who was chasing him, but he thought they were collaborators called by the ungrateful Farewell. He ran around until his worn-out knees gave out today.

“... Ugh.”

As his knees scream, Roin lets out a moan instead with his vocal cords.

The moan echoes through the sewer, and the groan that does not return causes Roin to fall into regret, wondering what he is doing in the middle of the dark sewer.

Still, he never forgets what he has to do and does it.

“Off...”

“... Sheesh! I don’t have much medicine.”

When the wizard on his back groans, he quickly slaps the wizard to the ground and then pours the sleeping pill he usually carries into the wizard's mouth.

When the wizard falls asleep again, Roin chants the body strengthening spell again and then carries him on his back and goes back inside.

In the deepest part of the sewer, a sewer that has been renovated dozens of times as the city expands, there is a huge transit point that becomes the center of it.

When Loin steps into the center, the magic circle on the floor lights up.

Flash-

There is a huge magic circle drawn by someone at the center, which was once used as a resting point for sewer cleaning workers.

And the one in the middle is a female werewolf with red fur.

“Ah, are you here?”

A werewolf with twin spears hanging on its back greeted Roin.

“... Where should I put it?”

“Put it in the center as usual. Did you bring something to eat?”

“Okay.”

Roin placed the wizard in the very center of the magic circle and placed a bag filled with groceries in front of her when he stepped on something.

Well done-

“Oh, can you please take out the trash there? It piles up a bit and it’s starting to get annoying.”

The werewolf takes a sandwich out of his pocket, chews it, and pushes the pieces of machinery around him with his foot.

Clink-

“... Got it.”

Although it was quite a rude attitude to treat a servant who was under contract rather than employment, the old man bowed calmly to the werewolf's command and picked up the pieces of the machine.

Although Roin had a low rank, he was from a wealthy noble family in the kingdom.

His family owns 5 mines, including 2 mines that produce gold, and thanks to that, he treats nobles with higher rankings in a friendly manner, so he rarely bows his head to others.

As a citizen of a kingdom that treats all but the pure human race as monsters, the thought of a mere beast talking to him would be enough to make his head explode, but he calmly begins to clean up.

'Monster bastard.'

The pieces of steel machinery that Roin is picking up are Watchers, the creation of Gloria, the leader of this city.

These mechanical birds patrol the city day and night without resting, and Roin knows well the fear of these crow-sized birds.

When I first came to Ars Magna when I was young, a large flock of sand crabs had just crossed the wilderness and were heading straight for the city.

When he saw thousands of sand crabs with excellent magic defense flocking to a city without a fence, he thought there was no hope and prepared to quickly flee the city he had just arrived in, but the others remained calm.

Rather, they went up to the roof with some food to hold in their hands and started watching the approaching sand crabs as if they were enjoying a picnic.

And what the old man saw after climbing to the roof after them was hell.

An artifact called the Watcher was flying around, covering the sky so densely that even the professors who taught him at the Blue Magic Tower, let alone a third-rate wizard like himself, could even create one in their lifetime.

Roaring Roaring-

Just about 10 minutes.

During those 10 minutes, Roin did not want to miss the scene that was happening even while he was rubbing his eyes, so he just quietly watched from the roof.

In the wilderness, sand crabs, which were larger than calves and had incomparably strong shells, were being grilled with their inner skin peeled off.

The mechanical birds spewed fire from their mouths and burned all the sand crabs, and even dug into the ground to take out the hiding sand crabs and peck them to death with their steel beaks.

To Roin, that scene was a sight that allowed him to feel how great the City of Alchemists was and how crazy the leader of this city was who created thousands of such artifacts.

That kind of observer is now rolling around in front of him.

The werewolf in front of her destroyed all the observers who followed her into the narrow waterway.

The Watcher, which is made up of hundreds of large and small artifacts interlocked, has a structure that is difficult to understand even for so-called gifted magicians.

However, the werewolf in front of me said that he completely understood the structure of the watcher as soon as he saw it for the first time, and on the contrary, he identified the weak point of the watcher and was destroying birds like this every time they flew into the underground waterway.

So, what the old man had to do was decided.

Roin is a survivor who has survived until now because he learned about his own capabilities and learned to understand the capabilities of his opponents since the Great War intensified and his family disappeared.

If the other person is strong and at the same time you can communicate with them, you know that you can survive just by quietly following what they say, and that picking up and eating what they spill is also quite rewarding.

So even today, Roin quietly follows the words of the strong man, the werewolf, and her words.

Of course, I plan to follow her plan only until it is completed, and after that, I plan to stab her in the back.

Roin sweeps all the remains of the Watcher into the bag he brought with him and then speaks to the werewolf.

“... So how much longer can I do this?”

“There are about 40 people now, so we only need to fill 10 more people.”

After hearing those words, Roin puts his hand in his pocket, checks the amount of sleeping pills left, and bites his lip.

'It's not enough.'

Roin’s kidnapping pattern was simple.

They persistently clung to other wizards and alchemists to win their favor, invited him out for drinks, then drugged him with sleeping pills and dragged him underground.

But now that I don't have much medicine, it's becoming difficult.

“Isn’t the current number enough?”

“You don’t understand what I’m saying? A self-proclaimed wizard doesn't understand that I need 10 more people to complete my plan, so you're saying that? No, well, in my opinion, you're too ugly to be called a wizard, so it's only natural. You're probably saying that because you can't be a proper wizard. There’s something like that in the alchemists’ proverb. This means that recipes that have already been completed cannot be modified. I hope you've heard at least this much.”

“... What are you saying? I am also a true wizard. Of course, I know what the alchemists' proverb means: you cannot modify a recipe that has already been completed. There is a reason why the amount written in the recipe is the correct amount.”

“If you know it well, don’t complain about the recipe I made again. If I say I need 10 more people, then I need 10 more people.”

“I need money to refill the medicine, and there aren't many people I can bring in anymore!”

Roin finally screamed at the werewolf's firm words.

Even though Roin is a very patient person, things are difficult.

He had already brought in a total of 40 wizards, ranging from wizards he was a little familiar with to people he had not had much contact with.

This is already the 40th time that he has appeased them all, invited them to a drinking party, put them to sleep, and then carefully kidnapped them into an underground waterway so as not to be seen by citizens.

It is not normal for a werewolf to continue transporting people day after day at the urging of a werewolf, fretting over the fear of appearing suspicious to others, and relying on magic in an old body.

“There are no more guys to bring! Everyone who was originally interested in our meeting had already been brought in, and the one we brought in today was barely persuasive! After learning that the number of wizards has decreased significantly recently, other wizards are starting to become suspicious!”

Roin's shout echoed loudly in the center of the underground waterway.

At the same time, the werewolf's hand stopped.

Although Roin's shouting was instantly drowned out by the sewage flowing heavily along the sewer waterway, it was enough to offend the ears of the woman in front of him who was eating, a werewolf with good ears.

“... Are you yelling in front of me?”

The werewolf was enjoying his sandwich, then frowned and looked at Loin.

Uhhhh-

At the same time, the voices of several people come from behind her, overlapping as one.

Flash-

Flash-

Flash-

Pa-papapapapapapapapot-

80 red eyes opened one by one in the dark, then gradually gained momentum and all opened.

All of the red eye lights it emits are the eye lights of the wizards kidnapped by Roin.

The wizards were staring at themselves in the dark.

Roin looked at those eyes and lowered his tail as if he had never screamed before.

“Oh, no. I didn't scream, but I started coughing while talking...”

“Is that so? Otherwise, you would have just made the same thing. ah! really! It's annoying and puts me in a bad mood during meal times.”

After hearing Loin's excuse, the werewolf took another bite of the sandwich he was happily eating.

Meanwhile, Roin turns his gaze away from the eyes of the wizards who were his former colleagues in the same coven and looks at the ground.

‘Damn it, you even know how to use necromancy. Where on earth was he and what was he doing?'

The eyes that are looking at Roin now are nothing more than the magic power being infused into the eyes of those who are already dead.

But now, even though they are corpses, their living souls have turned into resentment and are trapped in a state where they cannot escape from the dead body.

So Roin had no choice but to look away.

To him, the eyes of the wizards he had driven to death seemed to contain resentment even though they were emotionless.

“Phew, it was delicious. Next time, please ask for something from this store.”

The werewolf who soon finished eating raised his hand, and the 80 red eyes disappeared behind the darkness again.

The werewolf, who licked up all the sauce on his fingers with his tongue, clearly drew a line against Loin's complaint a moment ago.

“Don’t be mistaken, wizard. I said 'do it', not asked if it was possible or impossible. Since I give you special treatment, you have no choice but to follow me.”

“... Got it.”

There is no other way.

Since Kangja said that, Roin can only be angry inside.

And since Roin had come this far anyway, there was no other way but to follow the plan of the werewolf in front of him.

'okay. 'I'm lucky that I'm alive now.'

Roin sharpens his knife in his mind and remembers his first encounter with the ruined beastman.

        
            On that day, Loin was attending a party held in a semi-basement of the City of Alchemists, right near the entrance to the sewer, in a building that rented out a space large enough to hold meetings for the low price of 2 gold per month.

“ character. Today we begin the noble gathering of the first members of the ‘Steel Magic Tower’ that will be built in the future!”

“Wow!”

'Tsk! 'You idiots.'

The meeting is full of selfish interests and does not fit with the purpose of the City of Alchemists, which was established for alchemists to share information and easily distribute materials to promote their research.

Losers who were pushed out of each magic tower due to their lack of skills and came to this city.

The wizards who came here because they had no place to go and chose the next best option soon gathered together with people in similar situations and gathered their still unwavering pride as wizards to create this small group.

This group of idiots, made up of 30 wizards, joined forces and roamed the city claiming their selfish rights after Gloria, the owner of the city, suddenly disappeared 10 years ago. Quite a few rights were taken away.

'It's been like this ever since Gloria appeared. I got the wrong line. The time I spent trying to become friends with idiots like this will be the most useless time I've wasted in my entire life, which has a lot to live for.'

But that was the end.

Unlike commoner wizards who enter the quest for magic at the risk of death because they dream of somehow rising in status and revival, young wizards from noble families are like that.

Roin recognized it right away because he was one of those arrogant young noble wizards when he was young.

Most of the time, once they succeed in doing one thing, they become self-absorbed and are unable to move forward. They only waste time, claiming that they achieved just one thing, which in reality is not that great of a feat, and are unable to move forward.

Day after day, we gather at parties in the name of meetings, ask how each other is doing, and just laugh and belittle others.

None of them talked about the progress of their current research or their vision for the future.

The only things that are there are accidental successes that happened only once in the past, stories that everyone knows about, and are repeated like a musical note.

Even though the magicians who were commoners and whom they torment and despise are growing day by day.

The young wizards who came into this city were also like that.

In the first place, even if the wizards who were not skilled enough to be kicked out of the magic tower gathered together and did anything more, the only thing they could do was drink at a bar in the city and argue with Gloria, who happened to come out of the tower.

At first, Loin joined this group after hearing a rumor that young magicians in a similar situation to him would take advantage of Gloria's absence to do something grandiose, but as of now, in Loin's opinion, this place is no place in the world for more time. It is a group that makes you think that there is no group of wizards who eat away at the world and cannot develop.

Now the only people here are people who don't mind if they aren't wizards anymore.

The losers caress each other with meaningless rhetoric, show off their alcohol instead of their knowledge, and grab each other's waists and shake their hips in a dark corner.

“... Tsk!”

Roin clicked his tongue when he saw such a party.

Of course, he thought to himself that the only reason he clicked his tongue was because he did not like such visionless young wizards.

Roin made an excuse that it wasn't because no other young female magician came to her with a sweet voice and folded her arms around her, who was old and shabby. She tipped her glass and poured the strong drink down her throat.

While the old man was looking like he was going to have an epic battle even compared to a rotten pumpkin, someone came and spoke to him.

“Loin. Are you not drinking today?”

“Ah, it's been a while since I traveled far away, to Grace's estate, and I have a bit of gout. I'm being careful.”

“Is that so? I'm worried! Roin is the oldest member of our magic corps, so I was worried that if he didn't show up for the meeting, he might have fallen over and broken his leg! Hahaha!”

The young wizard raises his glass and shouts loudly, and everyone agrees with him and laughs.

“Ha. under. Ha.”

'Damn the magic corps, they're trash that will be cut down even if just one trainee knight comes here.'

The old man also laughed it off, but inside he was swearing all sorts of things.

Instead of gently pushing away the rude and stupid young wizard who was toasting to him and then attacking the women who didn't even approach him, he thought about coming up with a new plan that would allow him to deal with other people and make a decent amount of money.

'He said he knows someone who makes medicine. Should I ask you to introduce me to that person and get a share?'

The reason he hid his rotten expression at the party where he had not been for a while and showed up again today was because of money.

At the demonstration on the body of soul disease that applied a new theory held at Grace Territory, Loin planned to secure a share of Pekhero's research and, if possible, use it as a feat to return to the Blue Magic Tower. He urged the legacy and put it into practice.

However, he failed because the person he met was the second son of the Sieghill family, whose family had collapsed and was kicked out of the Blue Magic Tower, and whose connections were incomparable to his own.

'I was too greedy. When it comes to matters related to soul disease, it was natural for people with much better family backgrounds than me to get involved. Huh... it's all unnecessary now. Did you say Soul Knight? He must be being reviewed in the capital by now. I think the Sieghill family has taken everything regarding soul disease, so I'll have to look for a new opportunity.'

So he had volunteered to come to a gathering of idiots he didn't really want to come to, just to use his brain for the first time in a while to figure out his next plan.

“... Huh?”

But something was strange.

“31 people?”

There was one more member than would have been 30.

“It can’t be.”

Ro-in, who was the first to notice an abnormality that no one else noticed, is the first to doubt himself.

Even so, this is a membership-based club.

The members of this group, whose name reflects the strong sense of purpose of opposing Gloria's iron tower, the 'Steel Magic Tower', are comprised entirely of human magicians from a pure kingdom that absolutely does not allow outsiders of unknown lineage.

And although this meeting has already become useless to him, Roin has been attending the meeting for quite a long time, so he is in a position to make the final approval of attracting new members to this group.

Anyone who wants to join the group must pass through his hands before being eligible to join these debauched young people.

'No way, I must have been bad at counting.'

Roin rubbed his eyes for a moment, thinking he must have counted incorrectly, and then felt something cold.

He held a glass of wine and carefully walked up to the wall so that he could look around at all the people in the semi-basement to be sure.

'Twenty-three, twenty-four, twenty-five...'

He was in the process of remembering faces and names one by one, comparing them, and checking to see if anyone he didn't know was mixed in.

A completely unfamiliar voice came from right next to him on the wall.

“Are you the one who maintains the list of these people?”

A hooded figure had suddenly come up next to Roin and was looking at the scene where people in the semi-basement just like him were enjoying the party.

“... Right.”

Roin is a survivor who survived the great hellish war.

He made an instant decision based on the survival instinct he had developed.

This person was currently talking to the forest keeper who was managing the game.

The hunter inside the hood came to the forest keeper and asked him about the number of deer in the forest today.

And Roin noticed that for this hunter, the forest guard also fell into that category.

There was no need for long words.

The first one to suggest it was the hunter.

“Want to live?”

“... I will cooperate.”

Loin answered right away, thinking that he would only have one chance, and the hunter who saw that slightly turned his head towards Loin with a curious voice.

“Aren’t you a colleague? I think it’s too easy to decide?”

“There can’t be anything more precious than my life, right? These guys are bad.”

“You’re quick to judge. Then, from today onwards, you will have to be my limbs.”

“... Got it.”

After that, Roin saw with his own eyes that his judgment was not wrong.

The hood was removed and a female werewolf with red fur was revealed.

Sigh-

“Sheesh! As expected, I can't control it well because I'm not controlling it myself. Well, I'm in the best condition to fight those guys again.”

The wizards who were having a drinking party in a small space instantly turned into hundreds of pieces of meat.

It happened in an instant.

The twin spears flashed with anticipation for a long time, and the wizards, who were heavily drunk, could not chant even a single line of incantation.

Afterwards, the wizards at the meeting were no longer the wizards Loin knew, but were reduced to mere materials needed for the werewolf's plan.

After the massacre was over, Loin continued to move his former companions, such as werewolves, into the underground waterway.

After that, Loin continued to kidnap wizards following her instructions.

Of course, if you try to escape, you might be able to, but Loin is someone who waits for opportunities.

While he was following her words, he realized that this werewolf was no ordinary werewolf, and with all his companions already dead and no place to stick a straw in, Roin decided to follow the werewolf.

-------------------------------

Even after that, Loin did not stop kidnapping wizards following the werewolf's words, and he kidnapped a wizard again today.

“Now that you’ve cleaned everything up, let’s get started.”

“Got it.”

Following the werewolf's instructions, Roin strips off the clothes of the person he kidnapped and lays out the various tools he brought from Pekhero's workshop.

Then he looks back at the werewolf and says.

“Hey, werewolf. You can really trust the defenses of the sewer, right?”

“Huh? of course. If you happen to be chased by someone, don't delay and run away like a rat. Then Mabel will take care of it herself.”

As she shrugs, the twin spears on her back clank.

At the same time, Roin's former colleagues in the dark scream.

Uuuu-

Roin pretends not to hear that and asks her for a favor.

“Then I hope you pay more attention. There are guys targeting me. If those guys manage to capture me, kidnapping the wizards you want will be more difficult than this.”

“... Are you threatening me now?”

Whiing-

Roin’s eyebrows sway in the wind.

The moment Roin blinked, the twin spears came at him in an instant and were aimed at his pupils.

But the old wizard is not afraid and continues what he wants to say.

“No. I am asking you to do your part as well as I am helping you.”

Roin said, thinking that he should make this much clear.

OK-

Sigh-

The twin spears slightly cut him below both ears.

Blood began to form in his ears, but Loin continued to look at the werewolf without blinking.

After a very brief confrontation, the werewolf took away his twin spears and grinned.

“... Okay. I hate having people climb on me, but I hate working with people who have no spine even more.”

The werewolf with his twin spears clapped.

match!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Then, something in the darkness began to spread through the numerous entrances at the back of the center of the sewer where the old man and werewolf were standing.

Hearing the sound, the werewolf lifts sharp tools for work.

“If they are chasing you, jump into the nest with all your might. Then catch it and-”

Phuuk-

Eventually, the werewolf continued speaking as he drove a stake into the living wizard's body.

“Because I will use them all as my materials.”

        
            The next morning.

After returning late at night and resting at Gloria's Tower, we left the tower to help track the werewolf.

A sewer located about 15 minutes away from the tower.

Today, we made an appointment to meet in a different area than the entrance to the sewer where the werewolf was thrown to the ground.

“You were on time. Who are the people behind?”

Let’s call it “collaborator...”

A werewolf greets us at the entrance to the sewer.

Farewell, who was behind us, was startled when he saw us coming from afar and hid behind the wall of the building behind him, so he wasn't seen right away.

When we arrived, the werewolf immediately pointed out something.

“There are many people who don’t seem to be in very good condition to be considered collaborators.”

'I have no choice but to agree to this.'

The werewolf moves its nose vigorously and inhales the scent.

Most of the smell that enters my nose is probably the smell of alcohol coming from behind me.

“You, you, and you. To be honest, even if it's not the smell, the expression is already that of a drunk person. Did you come here to help me like that?”

He correctly identified three of us who smelled strongly of alcohol.

The people who were pointed out in turn for sharp nails were Hwarim, Aila, and Thistle.

They were all people who had an untimely drinking war at the restaurant last night.

“Hmm, hm!”

“Do we smell like that?”

“Probably quite... me.”

The three of them usually didn't pay attention to things like their own body odor, but when they were singled out by the werewolf, they retreated back, feeling a little embarrassed, wondering if they were women or if their own body odor had caught on.

“So I told you to drink in moderation.”

Hearing Enin's scolding was a bonus.

Seeing that, the werewolf sneezed for a moment as if his nose was so itchy, and then continued.

“Heh... Hitch! Hehehe, does it matter? The more people there are to track, the better. However, even if we brought a lot of people, the sewer passageway is narrow, so only 5 people can go inside. Let’s divide the number of people.”

The werewolf first pointed out Farewell, himself, and me, who were half-hidden behind him.

“For now, you, the alchemist, and the soul bottle will go in. As for the remaining people, you should choose among yourselves. hmm? But is the woman there...?”

The werewolf turned around, stared at something, and was surprised.

“Elf?”

“Yes. It's an elf!”

When the werewolf looked at Aela's long ears and looked surprised, Aila stepped forward with her arms crossed and outstretched.

“... It's surprising that elves help humans. Well, that's a good thing. Elves are trustworthy in terms of strength.”

“Dog guy, what do you know!”

“... I guess it's true that elves are cheap.”

Ayla's words were worthy of protest from the werewolf's point of view, but he looked at Ayla with a half expression of annoyance and half of seeing something interesting.

“Oh, and the woman there can be left out of the group that goes into the sewer. It's hard for my nose to work properly when the smell of blood is mixed in.”

Next, the werewolf pointed out Peria and told her to leave, and then went to find Farewell, who was waiting for the werewolf's instructions, half-hiding under the shade to avoid the strong morning sunlight.

A while later, Farewell, who was led out by the werewolf, was wearing leather overalls and holding a lantern in his hand, unlike yesterday. The lantern seemed to be an artifact that would help us track today, and there were magic letters on the head of the lantern. It was engraved.

“Then let’s see. I have to pick it out from here...”

After thinking about it for a bit, I turn around and check the number of people.

'With Peria missing, there are only 4 people left...'

If you already have intelligence, what you need is combatants.

You will have to choose two out of four people: Thistle, Eila, Ennin, and Hwarim.

It is not that there is no one who can be relied on for more reliable detection skills, but Deshade is being held as a guest invited by Gloria today, and since Thistle was assisting Deshade all day yesterday, Astesia has decided to step in and assist him. People with the ability to detect are already missing.

‘This is so. This is difficult. The werewolf and I are prosecutors, and even if we try to add more people, it's all there.'

Since I already had the authority to plan the party, I tried to keep the balance, but with the people here right now, it was impossible to organize the right party even if I wanted to do something.

'Wizard. 'Will I be able to have a relationship with a proper wizard in the empire someday?'

I seriously wonder if I really have no connection to a wizard.

So we look around at everyone and choose who will go into the underground waterway.

Hwarim is holding Helias' weapon, which was repaired by Gloria, Thistle is holding the claymore as always, and Ennin is waiting for my words with the anvil hammer hanging on his back in an unassembled state.

After passing the three people first, I carefully call out one person's name.

“... At least an archer?”

“Yes! The archer has arrived!”

First, I call Aila, who has recently been wearing a bow since her backsword broke during a previous battle with the Slayer.

“You chose well! Lee Rim! But actually, I don't really want to use a bow, but my sword is broken so there's nothing I can do!”

“So, let’s carry a suitable weapon instead.”

“But I still haven’t found a sword I like.”

So I chose Aila first.

Since the area you enter is a narrow sewer for fighting, an elf with good bow skills who can shoot without hurting his allies will be important.

Next, look around at the people holding weapons and call one person's name.

“Let’s see next… Hwarim, please… please?”

“It's a bit awkward to go in with Aila, but considering the weapon, it's probably natural. It's a good choice.”

The reason I chose Hwarim this time is Lane.

Instead of the two people holding the claymore and anvil, which have long weapons, Hwarim, who was holding the Sword of Helias, which had a relatively short weapon, was chosen.

'It's a sewer that's a bit wide inside, but it's probably appropriate because many people have to walk side by side. 'It's better if the weapon is shorter.'

After that, with Farewell and Werewolf, the number was exactly five, so I asked Peria for her opinion on my choice.

“How about it? This isn’t a bad combination, right?”

“Do I look okay too? However, I wonder if Aila and Hwarim, who never tried to get along even when they were hunting down heretics, will get along well, but it will work out somehow.”

“Well, since they both have good skills, I have to trust that they will figure it out on their own.”

“I thought well. ruler! Then, you'll go that way, and I'll go around with Thistle and Enin to close other sewers.”

“Okay.”

After speaking, Peria gives me a key she had hanging on her belt.

The key is said to be the key received from Gloria that can open the emergency exits and entrances in the middle of the sewer.

We decided to split into two groups.

First, a group that goes around blocking all entrances to prevent anyone in the sewer from escaping.

This group, made up of Peria and the rest, goes around locking all the doors to the sewer before us, and even if an intruder into the underground water breaks the door and comes out, it's okay because the moment they come out, they can't avoid the eyes of observers under the free sky. .

He also told me not to worry, that if things go to the worst, Gloria will postpone all plans and go out on her own.

Next, the second group is the group that explores the sewer.

After searching the entire sewer with a map, Joe opens the locked door with the key from before and comes out.

No matter who is hiding in the underground waterway, if you block the entrance and keep pushing, you will be able to catch it.

When I tried to take the key Peria gave me, she looked straight at me with anxious eyes and said.

“This is the key to the inner sewer door that Gloria gave you. Don't lose it.”

“Okay.”

“... Don't lose it? Can’t I come out without this?”

“... I can't say for sure, but if I lose it, I'll dig out the wall and get out.”

“Ugh, yes. I would be less worried if you answered that way.”

I can't make any guarantees about Peria's concerns, so I tell her the next best plan in advance.

It seems that Peria doesn't want to cause any more inconvenience to Gloria, who is tired from having been inputting the geographical map of the sewer and the wizard Roin's impressions to the observers since dawn.

After that, we started taking action.

“Then we will leave. Lee Rim.”

“If you think about weapons, it is an inevitable decision. Please take care of yourselves and come back immediately if you think it is too much. Lee Rim.”

“I will definitely be back before dinner.”

After seeing everyone off, we went to where werewolves and Farewell were.

Farewell continues to stare at us from under the shade, and says something as soon as I arrive.

“Are you a Pillar Seobang? Why are there so many women?”

“... Why do you say such bullshit as soon as we meet? It's not like that. It's just our family. Family. People from the Order and the Knights Templar belonging to it.”

Because he came out strong from the beginning, he tried to make a firm excuse, but Farewell did not easily give up his suspicions.

“No, even if you say it like that, if you drag women around like that, of course people other than me will think that too, right? It's even your soul disease. The soul bottle is so exquisite that the lonely noble ladies of the kingdom try to keep it aside because of the rumor that it is okay to shake it for two hours, or three hours if it is three hours...”

“Hmm, hmm! You're a kid who can't speak anything. I'm sorry, but I will take any further words as an insult to us.”

Sereung-

“Hi! Ah, okay...”

Hwarim blushed and drew his sword, and only then did Farewell frown.

“Are you done with all the random answers? Let’s go now.”

We then move to the sewer.

Enter the sewer one by one and form a formation.

I, the werewolf, and Hwarim were placed in the front, with Farewell holding a lantern in the middle, and Aila in the back.

Even if there is an ambush prepared by the pursuer, the werewolf with a good sense of smell and Aela with good hearing are placed in front and behind, so they will be able to face off quickly.

We followed Farewell's instructions and went straight into the sewer.

As Farewell began to get dark inside the sewer, he took out a light and lit the items inside the lantern.

So, a burnt smell starts to come out and the object inside the lantern starts to glow orange.

“Could that thing inside be a fingernail?”

When I looked into the lantern to see what was inside that made it shine so brightly, I saw that there was a fairly large fingernail, or more accurately, something close to a toenail.

I looked around to see if the claws belonged to the werewolf next to me, but the werewolf's claws were all still attached.

“... It's not mine, it's the other person's fingernail that I'm going to look for from now on. If resonance is achieved properly, you will be able to find it quickly.”

Farewell adds one word to the werewolf’s words.

“Don’t have high expectations. If you come to a fork in the road, you either get lost for a long time, or the catalyst burns out before you get there. ”

“There are about two more to come, so don’t worry.”

The werewolf urges Farewell to take out a hairball and a necklace from his pocket and show them to us.

At this point, even if you try to pretend not to know, you can't.

“I think I can listen to it now, but what is your relationship with that werewolf?”

“Botan.”

“What?”

“It’s my name. Just call me Botan.”

Instead of answering, the werewolf said his name.

“Ah, well, yes, Botan. So what I wanted to say earlier was why you have the item belonging to the person we are looking for. Please answer now.”

“Watan.”

'What kind of bullshit is this again?'

The werewolf spat out another solid name this time.

“He is my brother Wotan.”

“Oh yes. Brothers who are like high-fat dieters. So, I will definitely memorize the name, so please explain it to me.”

The werewolf put the necklace back in his pocket and began to explain to me, who was becoming irritated and speaking in a sarcastic tone.

“My brother and I have been practicing double swords and double spears since we were young. And one day there was a fight.”

Sibling fight.

It is said that they fought over which was superior, the twin swords and the twin spears.

“However, it was forbidden to fight among brothers within the tribe, so we decided to go out into the world and each of us achieve great feats. It's a competition to see who is a warrior more worthy of Wolfhedin's molars.”

The two decided to travel around as mercenaries and accumulate numerous achievements until the deadline set by each other, and Wotan is said to have returned to the tribe when the promised time came.

“But my brother didn't show up, and instead I heard strange rumors.”

“Strange rumor?”

“To be exact, they were dishonorable rumors. I heard a rumor that a werewolf with red fur was on a murderous rampage in the land of the United Kingdom.”

'Those must have been requests from Agoni.'

Gradually, the angles began to come together.

“If that guy is my brother, I will make him pay for throwing away his warrior’s honor with my own hands.”

“What if it’s an impersonator?”

“Same. I'll make you pay with my own hands.”

“Irim. Did I hear wrong? I don't know what's different from what I hear?”

“You heard right. No matter what you do, the result is the same.”

Today, as I was trying to answer the question of Aila, who, uncharacteristically for an elf, always has bad hearing, this time, someone else said something strange.

“Do you mean that they are brothers and have the same model year?”

And I was surprised that the person who said that nonsense was Farewell, who had the best academic background here.

“Speaking of brothers, it naturally means that they come from the same boat. This is the first time I've seen someone say it's model year.”

“Uh, huh? No, of course I knew. What I'm saying is... yes! They say there is such a thing as sworn brothers. I don’t know what righteousness is.”

“We are brothers with the same mother. You are asking the obvious.”

“Yeah, right? Well, bro. They're brothers... I'm curious.”

Farewell looked suspiciously confused and turned his attention back to the lantern.

While walking for a while, Wotan, the werewolf, could not stand the smell of the sewer and took out a cloth and covered his nose.

“Kruk, this is the limit. I'm so dizzy.”

“Was a dog’s sense of smell 10,000 times that of a human?”

“What?”

“No, you will have to suffer.”

“... I guess you thought I couldn't hear, but my hearing is good, though not as good as that of the elves.”

Wotan growls and continues.

“I am not a dog, but a proud descendant of Wolfhedin, the wolf god. It's different from the hybrids that are mixed with low blood.”

“That's that... Ugh!”

'I couldn't say anything about Aila earlier when she called me a dog man.'

I was about to say another word, but Hwarim was next to me and poked my side with a finger, so I stopped.

At that moment, Aila's ears perked up.

“Stop! What can I hear?”

Eila, who was in the back, walked slowly and we came to the front.

Then he stops in place, pricks his long ears, and speaks.

“The sound of footsteps...?”

“Sound of footsteps? What kind of footsteps are they?”

Farewell reacted first to Ayla’s words.

“Wait a minute. Because I’m going to use my secret skills.”

This time, Aila let go of her original ears and put her hands on her head to imitate rabbit ears and closed her eyes.

'No, there's no way the sound can be collected like that, so you have to keep it behind your ears.'

I couldn't say anything for fear of mixing up the sound and just scolded her internally, but Aila showed unexpected performance.

“Hmm, this is... the sound of shoes, the high-quality leather often worn by wizards hitting the ground. It's a step with more force on the front foot, perhaps because of a heavy load.”

“You hear that?”

“Hmph! then! Who am I, am I not an elf?!”

Aila is proud as she moves her hands imitating rabbit ears.

And among us who heard that impression, Farewell reacted violently.

“Loin! It must be that damn guy! How long has it been since a no-access order was issued to the sewers? He's probably the only one inside!”

“I think it will come this way, so let’s wait.”

There are two people who need to be caught anyway: a werewolf and a wizard.

Since it didn't matter if we caught the wizard first, we turned off the lantern for a moment and began to wait with bated breath at the intersection of the sewer.

Only the faint lights installed for workers in the sewer barely illuminate the human form.

While looking at the light and laying in ambush without anyone making a sound for a while-

Crackling- Crackling- Crackling-

You can hear the sound of shoes dragging on the ground, and the shadow on the wall is getting bigger and closer, coming towards you.

And the moment someone comes out from around the corner -

“Huh!”

Wow!

The werewolf's fist hit his protruding head.

Degurrr-

“Crazy.”

“Wow?!”

“I didn’t hit you that hard with the intention of knocking you out?”

The werewolf's excuses and Farewell's screams fill the sewer.

It was surprising that even the werewolf was surprised, but the moment I realized what the object on the ground was, I thought that even I deserved it.

What's rolling on the floor is a head.

A person's head fell off.

After being hit by the werewolf's strong fist, the head was separated from the body and flew away.

But it wasn't the wizard's head.

What fell was the head of a corpse that had already rotted away.

What appeared were two figures.

One was Loin, the wizard we all know, and the other was a corpse wearing robes who was standing still, even though his head had been knocked off by a werewolf a while ago.

“You, you guys?!”

Roin shouted as he looked at us, carrying someone right behind the living corpse whose head had fallen off.

        
            That was the end of the conversation with the wizard.

“Tch!”

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tap-

“Hey! Finish your sentence and go!”

Roin and the corpse whose head fell off immediately turned back and started running.

Thinking that I couldn't miss someone who arrived this close, I assumed there would be a battle from the beginning today and took out the hatchet I had on my belt.

Now, at the beginning of a battle, a throw can be said to play a role in predicting the day's fortune.

'Please get it right today!'

Pull the hatchet you received from Gloria's Tower to the back of your head with all your strength -

“Inhale!”

Hold your breath and throw with all your might.

The form was good.

The ax spun and flew towards the wizard's waist.

“...!”

Sigh!

“... Damn.”

However, the ax did not hit straight into the wizard's body.

As the ax was spinning and flying, the corpse that had fallen off its head, who was running next to Roin, instantly threw its body and caught it, so it lost its power.

Sticky blood flowed from the corpse as if it had been dead for a long time, but it was very disappointing that the ax could not reach the wizard.

with a splash-

A corpse with an ax stuck in its chest falls into the waterway next to the underground waterway.

“We have to chase him!”

Taking Farewell's words as a signal, we run after the wizard.

However, even while running, it feels like something is broken while pooping.

Of course, the wizard's decision to abandon what he was trying to say and quickly run away was definitely rational.

For some reason, it was a predetermined procedure, 'No, you guys are the raiders we met before!' Following our ‘Wizard Loin! Surrender calmly!' Wow, there's the wizard again, 'You can't do that!' Doing a play where you start running away is not something I like to do.

Still, I can't help but feel angry that the conversation was cut off, so I tried to scream at the back of the guy's head as he ran away.

“There are two ways to make people angry, the first of which is to stop talking-!”

“...”

“What. Why?”

When I stopped talking and stopped talking, other people started looking at my mouth with more concentration than necessary, even in this situation where they were busy moving their legs after the wizard.

“No, why don’t you tell me about the second method?”

“Does this end here?”

“What?”

Even though Farewell looked at me as if I was dumbfounded, I don't remember much more than that.

From the beginning, what I saw ended there.

Second, no one knows. Maybe even God doesn’t know.

Even though I had just spit out everything I wanted to say to the wizard's back, Farewell suddenly became irritated with me.

“Why are there people like this? For a moment, you were shocked because you thought someone had used a silencing spell! Are you that hungry for attention?”

“I can’t believe you would act like that in a situation like this. You have so much leisure!”

Farewell and the werewolf carrying Farewell criticize me harshly.

But I have my side for today.

With an expression of resentment, he turns around and looks at Hwarim and Aila.

but-

“Irim, I’m disappointed.”

“Irim. I think now is the time to take things a little more seriously... I think about it sometimes, but Lee Rim, you have a habit of being weird in situations that don't really suit you.”

“... I brought in the wrong people.”

My side was nowhere to be found.

After making a small complaint that I wonder if Enin or Thistle would have taken my side if I had been there, I grit my teeth and try to close the gap with the wizard.

The wizard in front of me is running again today.

The old wizard, a man with a decrepit body, seemed to have used body strengthening magic again today, and was running really hard even with a burden that seemed to be a human being on his back.

Thanks to this, the gap is not narrowed as easily as expected.

Just as we were starting to get impatient, Aila revealed her true feelings.

“Irim! I'll go!”

An elf with the greatest physical ability in his species.

The legs of the patroller, who slashes his sword at the backs of the different races that are wandering through the forest, are filled with magical power.

Phew-

Da-da-da-da-da-

After completing preparations, Eila comes out in front of us and begins to move forward, stretching her legs.

“... Tsk!”

The wizard looked at Aila like that, rummaged through his pocket with one hand, and took out a lump of mineral.

When he sees that, he shouts to Aila.

“Aila, it’s magic! Get back!”

“Ugh!”

thud!

Soon, Aila, who had been ahead for a while, was unable to slow down and collided with the wall blocking the sewer that the wizard had quickly created.

“My co... profit! Lee Rim! Pierce it with a sword!”

When Aila, stroking her nose, calls out to me, the werewolf and Hwarim slow down and move aside so that I can step forward.

'good. Is this the first test after renovation?'

I picked up the pace a little faster and took out the artifact I had received from Gloria from my neck.

A circular decoration surrounding the edge of a coin.

I attached a string to it and hung it around my neck.

First, make the artifact into a magic sword.

'What I need now is an explosive sword.'

Next, convert the magic sword.

Ugh-

As soon as I felt with my fingertips that the structure of the magic sword was changing, a sword with a red glow at the tip was completed.

What's different from before is that the sword I'm holding now has a crossguard.

It's a very slight change, but that alone changes the grip.

The posture you can take with just a cross guard will be twice as strong as it was without it, and your confidence will increase accordingly.

And with that confidence, he thrust his sword forward.

“Go!”

What the wizard just did was to forcefully change the shape of the catalyst mineral using magic.

If the mineral is still rich in magic because it was forcibly stretched with magic,

The best prey for an explosive sword.

cook-

Quang!

Truly a hard counter.

A wall of strong minerals in front of an explosive sword is useless.

“Well done Lee Rim! The best!”

As soon as the tip of the sword touches the wall of minerals bursts.

“Good! Here we go again-!”

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-

As soon as the wall explodes, Aila runs forward again at incredible speed.

“Damn you guys, how much is that!”

The wizard who had been ahead for a while turned around at the sound of the explosion and screamed.

But the guy seemed to have made up his mind, put his hand back into his pocket, grabbed a bunch of minerals, and took them out.

“That might be a little difficult.”

At Hwarim's words, we prepared to face numerous magics. The wizard chanted briefly and ran away, while at the same time he began throwing minerals without sparing anything.

Soon the minerals change into various forms.

A wall blocking the passage I saw at first, or a rock with a sharp cross section that appears to have grown from the wall of an underground waterway, thorns that are simply sprinkled on the floor and show off their sharpness as if declaring that they will pierce the soles of your feet if you do not slow down, etc.

None of these are just forms of radically modified minerals, so their durability is not that great, but they are inconvenient obstacles to ignore and move forward.

“You really went too far in running away.”

No matter what, he is ultimately a brilliant wizard.

Even at that moment, I used my brain to complete the layout in a way that was difficult to process.

Instead of just intentionally creating walls, we created obstacles of various shapes.

“Oh, really! Again! Are you getting angry?”

Aila, who was running first, carefully climbed over the obstacles to avoid getting scratched, but ended up getting blocked by the wall.

“Please take a moment.”

Swish!

“E, ek? for a moment! Handle it carefully!”

“Oh my. A woman is only happy if she is treated with respect, so she has a rough hand.”

Botan, who saw this, threw Farewell, who was carrying him on his back, at Hwa-rim, and Hwa-rim cleverly turned Farewell around on his shoulder and carried him on his back.

“Hey soul sickness. Can you get a little more speed?”

The werewolf looks at me and says.

He looks straight into the werewolf's eyes and answers.

“Irim.”

“What?”

“My name is Lee Rim. It’s not a soul disease.”

He gives back exactly what he did earlier.

The werewolf's face went blank, as if he didn't expect his words to be returned in this situation and not at other times.

“... Haha! I got it, Lee Rim. So can you do it?”

“There’s nothing you can’t do.”

Since I roughly understand what he is trying to say, I give a simple answer.

I brought Camatrine, a potion of physical strength given by Morsling, to chase down the unknown wizard again.

“Good. I will open the way. You break down the wall.”

“Good.”

After a brief conversation with the werewolf, he immediately takes out a potion and injects it into his arm.

“Then let’s go.”

The werewolf who was watching me places his double sword hand on the floor.

And then-

Ride, ride, ride!

I started running on all fours.

“... Ho?”

“... Wow. What is that?”

Hwarim, who rarely gets surprised, and Farewell, who was on his back, were surprised.

Well, it was worth it.

Wotan ran down the passage on all fours and began destroying all obstacles.

Kwaduk-kwang-pajijik-

With each step, the twin swords swing at incredible speeds, cutting down obstacles to make it easier for us to pass.

“Good.”

I also speed up and stay close behind him, ignoring the debris and continuing to catch up.

widely-

Just before I reached the wall, which was very durable unlike other obstacles, the werewolf moved out of the way and I immediately swung my explosive sword.

bang!

And as soon as the wall breaks, the werewolf runs away again, ahead by a narrow margin.

It's literally a quick sprint.

We step forward without a single second of delay.

Although this is my first time guessing the sum, my body moves as if it were a colleague who has been practicing with me for a long time.

Without ever slowing down, you continue to rush forward, destroying all obstacles in a crisscrossing manner.

“Monsters, monsters!”

“Is this the end? You coward!”

Soon, all the catalysts the magician had seemed to have been used up, so the obstacles no longer appeared, and Aela, who was upset and scratched here and there, began to run at full speed again along the passage we had opened.

I thought that I, who used Camatrine, would be able to keep up with Aela's speed, but Aila, whose anger was so high that she laughed at that idea, almost caught up with the wizard at a much faster speed.

“Geo. energy. peel. ji. Everything!!!”

That was the moment when Aela grabbed the wizard's collar.

Long in front of the wizards Loin and Aela, red magic flew out of the darkness where they couldn't see even an inch in front, probably because the emergency lights had been turned off.

Pugh-

“Puin!”

Aela, who was struck in the abdomen by an arrow of red magic, missed the wizard and flew through the air, rolling straight towards us.

When we, who were running behind him, stopped, the wizard ahead of us also fell forward, out of breath, probably exhausted.

“Huhhh...! Ugh...! Knock, knock, knock!”

“You didn't say that because you were chased by debt collectors, right? I didn't know they were bringing crazy dogs with them. Thanks to you, I came out in a bit of a hurry.”

Numerous red dots are visible in the dark.

Then, in the middle of the dots, two other red pupils opened and walked out toward the wizard.

“Joe, good. The wizard was brought.”

“Good job. If he had come empty-handed, I would have just left him by his hair, but he kept his promise as expected. So, I saved it.”

Roin throws the wizard he was holding onto the ground.

Then, numerous arms suddenly appear from inside the shadows and drag the kidnapped wizard back inside.

“Yes. Where can I see the faces of the mad dogs? It would be nice to have someone useful.”

Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Red Eyes walks up to where the emergency lights are turned on.

“... Tsk! It's too dark. Even if there is light...!”

Good luck!

At the same time, Farewell, who got off from Hwarim, relights the lantern that had been turned off for hiding.

It was simply an attempt to somehow gain a visual advantage in a dark situation.

but-

“Uh, huh? Why is this burning so hard?”

Wooow-

The lantern's fire begins to burn very strongly, unlike at first, illuminating all the way to the end of the sewer.

At the same time, the materials inside begin to resonate and produce a loud sound.

Then Farewell slowly turns his head to look at the lantern.

The role of the lantern is as a tracking artifact.

The driving force is to put the objects belonging to the object you are looking for inside and burn them, and it resonates to track the object.

And the fact that such an artifact is making a sound with a spark of momentum we have never seen before means that we have reached our destination.

“... Is that your goal?”

Farewell asks Wotan.

We look at the front of the sewer, which is brightly lit with lights, and understand the situation.

What is in front of us is an old man lying on the ground, a red-haired female werewolf standing next to him, and-

“What is it? What is that terrible colony?”

It was a mass of many people gathered together.

Ahhh-

None of the lumps were fully formed.

From 5 to 10 people, a seemingly infinite number of fragmented bodies were put together.

“... Mixture?”

“Why is that here?”

Comparatively speaking, it is mini size.

It is much smaller than the colony of Demon Warriors seen in the Demon's Castle.

However, the composition could be seen as similar.

The limbs spread out in all directions each play a separate role.

Some arms function as legs and some legs hold a cane.

While Hwarim and I were questioning the disorderly yet clearly similar appearance to the one we remembered, the werewolf on the other side recognized us.

“... Huh? you! Why are you here?!”

The werewolf screams as if he knows us.

But we are new to the red-haired werewolf over there.

To begin with, they were beastmen who were not recognized as humans in the kingdom union, so the Wotan next to us was the first beastman we had ever talked to.

“Where are you pretending to know me? Do you know us?”

“No one among the prisoners knows.”

When we said we didn't know because it was our first time meeting, the female werewolf growled and screamed.

“Irim, Hwarim! You won’t say you forgot about me, right?! grow. Puppeteer Mabel!”

“Puppet master? Ah!”

“Aha. He was such an amazing kid back then. It’s been a while.”

I never thought I would see a puppeteer here.

And I became desperate at the same time.

“... Ha. It’s the worst.”

Revenge begets revenge.

And once the bond of revenge is created, it is not easily broken.

In the end, the cursed spell called Chain of Hatred was activated.

When Mabel realizes that we are thinking of her, her fighting spirit ignites.

“Crrr even more Nice to meet you! I already made up my mind that if I could gather enough strength here, I would find you and kill you all! Here, I will avenge my last revenge, and I will kill them all!”

thud! thud!

“Oh really... This is all because Hwarim told me the name back then.”

“What are you saying about me? Bad luck is also fate.”

When I see the werewolf stomping in place and breaking the floor in anger, my back muscles begin to pull.

The chain of hatred created by Hwarim, the puppeteer at the end of it, returned with a wolf's tooth.

Mabel doesn't stop and her anger burns even further.

“You had a lot of fun after that? Not only did we unleash a demon on our demons' capital, but my employer was killed as well! Thanks to this, there is no one to fill the magical power needed for my research! That's why I ended up here, begging for help from these damn humans!”

“That’s none of my business. No, it's my business. The reason I came into this dirty sewer is all because of you.”

As I point my sword at the puppeteer who is losing his temper, I say everything I want to say.

“I got angry because you did all sorts of things to Astesia, who tried to save others by herself. If you're going to argue, why don't you follow your boss to hell and argue with the boss who fell behind? And I told you to never come out of the Demon Territory again, right? Why did you crawl out of the demon territory and make a home in a dirty underground waterway? Although the husband next to me and the rest of the house seem to get along well.”

“Who is your husband! Who cares about a prisoner like this!”

“You shut up. Yes.”

“Keu...”

The puppeteer, who must have finally caught his breath, pushes the fuming wizard away in front of him with his foot.

“Anyway, now I will no longer die in a hurry like last time. Thanks to the advice given to me by a woman there named Hwarim, I worked hard to prepare.”

visor!

A puppeteer in the form of a werewolf pulled out a twin spear from behind his back.

It looked like a fight was about to start in earnest, so I and everyone else got ready to fight.

But when Wotan saw this, instead of drawing his weapon, he raised his fur and asked the female werewolf, Mabel, a question.

“Where did you get that spear?”

“Huh? This window?”

The puppeteer picks up the double spear and begins to turn it as if he is used to it.

I wondered if he had been sharpening his spear without me seeing him, but spears, and double spears at that, are not weapons that are commonly used.

The time the puppeteer met with us was less than a year, and even if the puppeteer really learned from someone as Hwarim said during that time, he cannot assume such a familiar appearance unless he only practiced that.

Mabel answers with such skill that one could call herself a master of the double spear.

“It’s my weapon.”

“Don’t lie!”

“Is it true?”

When Mabel responded as if she was not interested in you, strength went into the hand holding the werewolf's twin swords.

Soon-

The screams of werewolf Wotan filled the underground waterway.

“That’s my brother’s spear! Wotan's Fang! Answer again! Why do you have Wolfhedin’s relic!!!”

        
            Wotan's scream spread deep into the sewer.

The sincere, eerie voice is transmitted straight to the depths of everyone's hearts without being drowned out by the sound of water flowing in the sewer.

Except for one person.

“Kwaaah... Why are you shouting so loudly? It's a place where sound is already resonating.”

The puppeteer, or more accurately, the puppeteer in the form of a werewolf, frowns and twitches his ears.

At a similar moment, Ayla, who had been hit in the stomach with a magic arrow but only had a little redness around her navel, came next to me and whispered.

“Uwaeeeng... I feel sick inside.”

“Are you okay? Does it hurt a lot?”

“Ugh... It hurts a lot. Still, it's not to the point where I can't walk. I'm really, really angry right now.”

Pap-deuk-

'Maybe it's because I keep getting bullied, but I'm really angry.'

Aila was rarely half-sincerely angry.

Like a truly angry Hwarim that I had seen only once in the past, he gritted his teeth until they made a sound and looked with a look that threatened to kill the puppeteer who had fired the arrow of magic and the wizard who kept running away with a narrow margin while looking like he was going to be caught. see.

“Suheuuu... Huh?”

However, after being so angry for a while, Aila took a deep breath to endure the pain once again, and then noticed something strange and told me.

“But Lee Rim. There's a strange smell here?”

“Strange smell? Where...”

After hearing Aila's words, I took a deep breath and all kinds of smells entered my nose.

The others also took a deep breath to smell the same scent as my sudden action, and we came to a common opinion.

“Smell of medicine?”

“That smells a bit strong, right?”

“I wonder if this area above is where drug stores are gathered, the smell is so strong.”

“But the smell is too strong to even say that... This is not a smell that comes from chemicals diluted in sewer water, but a smell that comes from right nearby.”

The smell that filled the sewage system that we were smelling right now was not a bad smell, but rather a type of smell that was worse than the smell of various medicines in hospitals.

Soon, Farewell, who had experience with many different types of drugs than the rest of us, sniffed for a while longer and figured out its identity.

“This... smells like preservatives?”

Then Farewell pointed to the source of the smell.

The direction of the fingertips is the puppeteer before our eyes.

When the puppeteer sees that he has been singled out, he points to his body and asks the wizard next to him.

“What? Hey, wizard. My body smells bad?”

“I’m not sure because my nose is broken due to alcohol...”

“Oh, really. That doesn't help. Sniff.”

The puppeteer also began to smell his own body and wrinkled his nose.

“Ah, what is it? Was there also a limit? I thought it was a good method, but it looks like this is coming to an end. Still, it's a bit of a waste. This body was obtained in a special way.”

There was something a little strange about the puppeteer's words.

'made.' 'I saved it' instead of 'I saved it.'

This time, I thought the puppeteer was remotely controlling the puppets he made himself, but that doesn't seem to be the case.

“You saved it? You didn’t make it?”

“Wait... No way.”

At the words I uttered, Botan quickly opened the towel wrapped around his nose with his hand and began to smell it.

His eyes widened as he soon distinguished smells with a much better sense of smell than ours.

“Well... what happened to that body?!”

“Uh. Did you notice? It seems that werewolves are also members of the canine family after all. I can't believe I recognized my brother's scent through this smell. No, should this be seen as a brotherly bond? Kahahahahahaha!”

As the puppeteer begins to laugh, Wotan's eyes begin to water.

'It seems like something strange has happened.'

I stop him from jumping out in excitement and step forward, drawing the puppeteer's attention to me.

At the same time, I remember Peria’s words.

'Let's act responsibly and cautiously.'

Even though he followed Wotan in, he is now excited.

Unlike the Puppeteer, who is in perfect condition, we also have Farewell, who can be said to be a non-combatant, and above all, we are a party made for the sole purpose of quickly exploring the sewer, so we are prepared to deal with the guy who will fight with powerful magical power like before. It has not been completed.

'The scariest thing right now are those guys.'

In addition, the ones behind the puppeteer are miniature-sized hybrids.

All of the more than 10 arms were holding wands, and the tips of the wands were already charged with spells.

Although their arms and legs are all corroded and some of their flesh is starting to fall off, perhaps because they have been in the sewer for a long time, it is difficult to respond if so many spells are fired at the same time.

'I just wish I could become a puppeteer somehow.'

If so, I suggest taking the time and trying a trick.

'I've met you once before, so I know roughly your personality. Let's try to lure out a little bit of information.'

A puppeteer is a type of scholar who cannot sell his pride even if he dies soon.

Let's try to stimulate that part and create an opportunity to make a plan.

“Wow, the smell is so bad I can’t even stand. What on earth is that body? It looks like the job of puppeteer has been sold, right? Instead of the doll that I spent a lot of money on before, I brought a body that smelled like that.”

He stimulates the puppeteer and covers his mouth with his palm as if trying to block out the smell.

“What?! Who quit being a puppeteer? This is why I don't want to talk to people with short knowledge.”

“What’s so great? Judging from the smell of preservatives, it seems like they were sprayed to prevent the smell of rotting corpses.”

While talking to the puppeteer, I whisper quietly in a situation where the puppeteer cannot see my mouth.

‘Aila. I can hear? 'Aila.'

Elves, a race that surpasses humans in every way, have excellent hearing.

I trusted Aila's ears.

In this situation, the only person who can take my orders without being discovered by the puppeteer is Aila.

At the same time, I looked at Wotan.

“... What is it?”

Wotan, a werewolf, seemed not to have heard me whisper even though he was next to me, and he seemed displeased with the way I kept treating the puppeteer's werewolf body like a corpse.

Convinced that this way, even werewolves would not hear it, I carried out the task.

'Sneeze if you hear it!'

“Each!”

As soon as I finished speaking, Ayla sneezed.

As if the smell of medicine made his nose itch, he disguised his actions so that the guy would never notice.

'good.'

At that moment, the puppeteer seemed to have not noticed anything and began to refute my words.

“Hey. If you think this is just an ordinary corpse, I can't help but feel sorry for your poor insight. Even looking at it this way, this is the body of a guy who went through a lot of selection, right?”

“Selection?”

“That’s right. It's selection. This time, I decided to base the controlling body on strong people who had good skills when they were alive, and continued to lure adventurers of intermediate level or higher by deliberately spreading rumors about the appearance of a demonic beast. But then they said there was a werewolf running rampant near the demon spirit? So I personally led the dolls and went to catch them. That's how I finally got my hands on the body.”

“Brother, you definitely said that you would use the area near the Demon Territory in the east as your base. They say that demons are perfect for people who will accept a fight without thinking.”

Even though Wotan didn't exactly understand our plan, he received the puppeteer's words in a timely manner and caught our attention.

I take advantage of that opportunity to speak to Aila again.

'The odds of winning don't seem that good. I'm going to fall for it once. I'm going to throw the key, so as soon as you get it, run to the back with everyone.'

“Qu...Ugh.”

Aila stays still and responds by pretending that the scratches she got from the obstacles earlier hurt.

The puppeteer answers Wotan’s words.

“I remember his name clearly because he is the one who will be my new body. It was called Wotan. The twin windows were so harsh that even some fairly expensive dolls were damaged. Well, I expected something like that, so I took about 30 of them. That werewolf eventually collapsed from exhaustion, but I thought that his skills were quite useful, so I chose him. You can consider it an honor.”

“You cowardly pushed ahead.”

“Did you say they were brothers? The stupid thing is, they both look the same. You knew that even if you called him cowardly for pushing the puppeteer, it wouldn't hurt him much, right? I guess I have the same level of intelligence as your foolish brother who stood up to me without backing down until the end.”

‘I’ll throw the key and then charge at him. Anyway, this guy can't come out of the sewer because he's scared of Gloria. All I have to do is go out into the sunlight.'

There is no answer, but Eila seems to understand well and goes next to Farewell and asks for a lantern.

Farewell continued to look at the wizard on the other side, and when Aela held out her hand, he absentmindedly handed over the lantern.

Wotan, who had listened to the puppeteer's words, calmly asks her a question again.

“... So, if you are so good, explain why my brother is the way he is now.”

Wotan's words made Aila and I, as well as everyone else, focus on the puppeteer's body.

It was said that the puppeteer had clearly captured Wotan's older brother, Wotan.

However, as if to show us that the body the puppeteer is currently in has a slim waist, streamlined breasts that contrast with the waist, and beautiful fur that covers the breasts and swells even more.

It clearly had the body shape and breasts of a female werewolf.

He definitely didn't have the burly physique that a male werewolf could have.

The werewolf speaks while posing here and there as if asking you to look at his body.

“Oh, this? Aren’t these breasts nice? It's a part that took quite a bit of effort.”

“... Don’t talk nonsense and answer quickly!”

“Because I’m the kind of person who can’t stand things that aren’t beautiful.”

Just like Wotan, his upper body is exposed.

I guess it's fortunate that he's wearing pants, but in any case, the current puppeteer's body not only has no trace of a male werewolf like Wotan, but his entire skeleton takes on the appearance of a female werewolf.

When the puppeteer felt that we were staring at his body, he grinned and answered as if he was in a good mood.

        
            “Although my skills were good, I am a woman and I find it a bit disgusting to be in a man's body. So, among the demons I know, I bought a few more from those who raised werewolves and modified their appearance.”

“What, what?”

The puppeteer says so and shows a part of the skin that was hidden by thick red fur.

What was there was a surgical scar.

“Do you know how terrible it was at first? The red fur was really pretty and I liked his skills, but he had a man's body and had scars all over his body. Plus, my fashion sense was the worst. In demon territory, they wore something like the teeth of demon beasts around their necks, which are common. He was truly a barbarian.”

I couldn't stand what she said, so I pointed to the group of wizards behind her and said something.

“Damn. Before pointing out someone else's fashion sense, look at what you've done first and then say something like that. Like the corpses behind you, were they a mixture of the Demon Warriors you saw before? That wasn't very beautiful either, was it? No matter how I look at it from my perspective, it seems like your aesthetic sense is more serious.”

“Ha! Do you think a soul bottle made of demonic beast waste doesn't even know what it looks like to say something like that with its own mouth? You walking garbage bastard. Don't be mistaken. Since these guys pulled out everything they had to pull out anyway, they were just throwing it away, and they made it half-heartedly because they didn't have any materials, right? If I give my best, I can make my body as sexy as this one.”

“Your taste is amazing. The reason your head looks like that is because it's been like that since you were born, so I'll respect it, but I'm not a hairy person, so I can't possibly agree to it.”

The puppeteer brings her arms under her chest, bringing her furry breasts together and showing me their streamlined shape.

However, in my opinion, if it was buried in the chest, the abundant hair would suffocate it, and I would not find it particularly attractive.

And in the end, one person exploded while listening to us.

“You fight dishonorably and even insult your dead brother. I can't take it any longer. Get out of that body!”

Kaaa!

'That idiot...!'

Wotan rushed forward.

Even though it is his brother's appearance, what is inside is the spirit of the puppeteer.

I would have thought that if I competed in martial arts, I would definitely win.

He immediately cut off the puppeteer's head with his twin blades, intending to prevent him from further humiliating the body that was his older brother.

However, anyone would have been able to think of it if they had just thought about it a little bit instead of giving in to anger.

Of course, the puppeteer didn't come in front of us without any countermeasures.

“You know what? The brains of werewolves are smaller than those of humans.”

Kakang!

The puppet master blocked Wotan's dual swords with his dual spears, as if he was used to it.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

“Ugh!”

In fact, the puppeteer is overwhelming.

Wotan began to push further and fell to one knee.

Unlike Wotan, who gives his all, the puppeteer continues speaking in a relaxed manner.

“Why did I, a puppeteer, go through such hard work and go through such hardships to end up in the body of a werewolf?”

As the puppeteer says that, I can feel magical energy beginning to circulate in his body.

“That’s because I liked the werewolf’s martial arts of using dual spears.”

And magical power flowed into the twin spears.

Wotan took a step back when he saw the red magic power being contained in the spear, but the twin spears followed and attacked him.

Cheer up!

“Ugh!”

And in the end, one of the werewolf's two awls was destroyed.

The sword Wotan was holding in his right hand missed the timing and threw the twin spears head-on, breaking them and scattering them in the sky.

Pieces of Tao scattering into the air.

The pieces reflect the red eyes behind the puppeteer in the dark sewer, creating an eerie atmosphere.

“ character. The puppy that lost its weapon is out. The reason I got this werewolf was to get revenge on you guys there.”

The puppeteer raises his twin spears and aims them at us.

At the same time, the group of wizards behind us also held out their wands to us.

“It was a bit of a difficult process. Necromancy was a discipline I had little exposure to. But there was nothing I couldn’t do. Because I'm a genius puppeteer, Mabel.”

The madness in the puppeteer's eyes was burning red as if to prove the results of his research.

“It’s a simple thing. I scrape away all but the frame of the body and the brain containing knowledge, and then fill the body with artificial organs I created. Of course, on top of that, they replace the male skeleton that they don't like with a female skeleton. Then, if I capture the soul that is about to leave the corpse and fuse it with my spirit, I will be able to use the same spear techniques as when I was alive. Aren’t I really smart?”

“Crazy bitch.”

“Oh, really! It's so hard to get a compliment!”

“You only want to receive compliments from someone who has the same common sense as you. You pervert.”

He becomes tired of the puppeteer who wants to prove his genius.

The puppeteer apparently bought other female werewolves and modified them.

If so, there must have been at least two people who sacrificed themselves to create a body full of the puppeteer's taste.

'Do you dissect other people just because they don't suit your taste? That's really crazy.'

Not only I but others also looked at the puppeteer with extreme disgust, but the puppeteer grumbled in a light-hearted manner, perhaps because the structure of his thoughts was different from ours.

Hwarim sighed when she saw the puppeteer like that.

“Disappointing. I thought that after training with his own strength, he felt like taking revenge on us. I thought the sight of him holding a weapon was so similar to that of a skilled warrior. I must have been wrong to ignore my advice and think of stealing other people's strength instead of my own efforts.”

“I received advice, but how I implement it is up to me. Do I, a puppeteer, have time to learn how to use weapons from now on? Of course, the right answer is to use methods that save time.”

“This is why those who grind and cultivate radishes must start with mental training... In fact, it was my fault for thinking that they would listen to me when I was not even my disciple.”

“I know. Grab your weapon if you have it! You damn low-class doll bottle! Crrr!”

Could it be that his mind assimilated because he was in a werewolf's body?

Although the puppeteer, who was probably a demon by species, was probably not a werewolf, he growled and stepped forward with his claws raised.

'Now is the time to begin.'

I also take a step forward.

Hold the key in your left hand and the magic sword in your right hand.

“Aila!”

Then he throws the key backwards and runs forward holding the magic sword.

Kaaang!

The magic sword and the twin spears collided.

At the same time, Hwarim begins to block the magic bullets coming from behind the puppeteer with the Sword of Helias.

“Good! Everyone get ready to fall in love!”

The moment when Aila, under Hwarim's cover, jumps high in place to receive the key -

Piyung-

pop!

with a splash!

“Kaek!”

Aila was hit by a magic bullet flying from behind and fell into the sewer.

“What, what is it?”

For a moment, I could see the scenery behind me reflected in the puppeteer's eyes.

A magic bullet flew from the darkness.

Several other groups of wizards holding wands charged with magic bullets appeared behind us.

The puppeteer laughs at my embarrassed expression.

“Thank you for taking the time. I said I made some modifications, right? That includes all physical abilities, including strength, hearing, and vision. It's a pity, but I heard everything you were whispering. I didn't sit still while you made your plan. I moved the corpse wizards and collected them all.”

“... Ha. Bastard.”

“That’s too bad. I'm sorry, but doing back-up work while taking time off is not for anyone.”

“You must have felt good that I was easily fooled?”

“Quite.”

The white teeth of the puppeteer and werewolf flash.

That's how the melee began.

“I will definitely torture you with my own hands!”

The puppet master did not manipulate the corpse wizards to attack me directly, perhaps because he wanted to overwhelm me purely with the body he created.

Instead, the burden on other people increased accordingly.

Buuu of

Kakang! Kakakakang!

Fortunately, my current magic sword is equipped with a proper crossguard.

Although it is difficult to block the twin spears coming from both sides, I have the confidence not to allow attacks that would cause fatal injuries.

While dealing with the twin spears swirling around at incredible speeds, I looked around and looked at the situation.

Although Botan, who has regained his stance with Hwarim, is slaying the magic bullets with Helias's sword and the only sword left, those weapons are not swords imprinted with anti-magic abilities.

Although it was possible to let the magic bullets flow with the characteristics of each sword and relic chosen with the eye of the corps commander, it was not possible to prevent the wounds caused by the magic bullets breaking into pieces and splashing on the body.

As time passes, more and more traces of magic begin to appear on the two people's bodies.

Meanwhile, Aila crawled back up from the sewer, took out her bow and started sniping at the corpse wizards, and Farewell was fumbling for the key that had fallen in the dark.

The situation was quite bad, and to make matters worse, the two people, who never teamed up even when hunting down heretics, were not working together.

Peeing!

“Yikes!”

The arrow fired by Aila passes Hwarim's cheek and flies toward the corpse wizard.

“Why does a guy called an elf shoot a bow in that shape?!”

“That’s because Hwarim keeps moving in front of me! Don't cover your face!”

“You have to say something that makes sense for them to listen or not. If you’re going to do that, then don’t keep coming out behind me!”

“To send an arrow forward, of course it has to come out of the line of fire, right?! If you keep doing that, you’ll end up with a hole in the back of your head?! Ah!”

Hwiyung-

Tduduk-

The moment he said that, Hwarim came into Aila's line of fire again to block the magical bullets aimed at Aila, and the arrows fired just in time cut off a large amount of Hwarim's long hair.

“...”

“Uh... Hwarim, sorry?”

“Good. If you really want to smash my head in like that, let's go out and fight. Only this time, I will turn your head into a boneless flesh.”

“... Doesn’t that just mean tearing the head off the body?”

“You know me well. Look forward to it.”

“Ah! really!!! Hwarim always treats me like that!!!”

Farewell was still crawling beneath the feet of those two people.

“Key... Key... Key... Ah, where did it go!”

“Find it quickly!”

“I’m looking for you, so don’t push me!”

Farewell continues to tear through the ground as the magic bullets pass overhead and between his legs.

Piyung-

Good luck!

The magic bullet that missed just in time crashes into the ground and burns, illuminating the surroundings brightly.

“Oh, I found it-”

Farewell found the key on the floor illuminated by the light, shouted, stretched out his hand, and-

“You can’t do that!”

On the other side, the wrinkled hand of the wizard Roin stuck out.

        
            “Loin! You damn old bastard!”

“You can’t take this! go away! Scrap goods!”

The wizard grabbed the key from the floor faster than Farewell.

Then Farewell stood up before the wizard and-

Sigh!

“Quaaa!”

“Go behind! Search! Search it out!!!”

Clink!

The wizard's hand is cut off with the heel of the leather shoe he was wearing.

The key falls to the floor again, making a cheerful sound, and the pain-filled scream of the wizard whose crinkled hand was trampled on reverberates through the sewer.

“Kuhhh...! You damn specter of Pekhero, you defective piece of trash! Go back to where Pekhero is!”

“You were the one who had to go to hell! It wasn't Pekhero!”

Just as Loin loses his grip on the key and grabs his hand, which is bent in a strange shape, Farewell bends down to quickly pick up the key that has not yet left the lit floor.

Then this time Loin counterattacked.

“ Search! A failure!”

Wow!

“Ugh...! Bueeek...”

The wizard's toe flew into Farewell's chin as he bent down and hit him hard.

A lot of blood came out of Farewell's mouth as if he had bitten the inside of his mouth.

But Farewell did not back down.

“Ugh... Ahhh- Loin!!!”

Bah!

“Bye!”

Instead, Farewell stands up and blows off the wizard's chin with the hand holding the key.

The wizard was hit on the chin and stumbled quite violently, but he regained his balance with unexpected tenacity and spoke.

“... Good. I don't want to see any more of this piece of shit, so I guess I'll end it here. I will end your life so that you never appear in front of me again!!!”

“That’s what I’m going to say!!!”

After that, the dog fight between the two began.

The fight between a wizard who had lost all of his stored magic and an alchemist who only relied on artifacts from the beginning was not that flashy.

hitting each other with fists,

Grab your hair,

Poke your eyes with your fingers.

They pick up the bricks from the sewer that were broken by the magic bullet and hit each other with them.

The moment they become entangled, they bite everything they can with their teeth instead of their limbs that cannot be freed.

Use a sharp piece of stone to dig out any area where there is even a slight wound.

These attacks are designed to bring the opponent to the brink of death to such a degree that it is fitting to say that they are literally fighting to the death.

Attacks come and go that contain only the will and determination to kill the opponent.

While we fight against the Corpse Wizard and the Puppeteer on our own, the two fight their own battle.

Rather, the two became covered in blood at a much faster rate than the rest of us.

Such a battle had been going on for a while.

The wizard who tripped on Farewell stretched out his arm to grab Farewell's collar, but-

“Huh?”

Roin's hand held the air in front of Farewell's chest.

For a split second, they stopped fighting.

If you think about it normally, Loin's movement would have been enough to grab the chest of other women walking around the city, but she couldn't catch anything.

Farewell is looking down at Loin, who is kneeling beneath him and holding out his arms, and Loin is also looking at Farewell in confusion.

For a moment, Loin raised one corner of his mouth, which was covered by his blood-soaked beard, and spoke to Farewell in a voice full of ridicule.

“... I guess I can't figure this out. A bitch without breasts.”

“... Damn it! Bastard! A murderer born from the devil of hell! Search!”

Ppajik-

“Kku... Ugh...”

The fight ended with Farewell kneeling on the wizard's jaw, causing the jaw to shatter.

'Why are there such cases?'

Although it was a dog fight, it was an unexpected result.

I've seen wizards before, but he's a guy who is devoted to self-protection.

He is an expert who even uses magic to explode minerals, so he always surrounds his body with a certain amount of magic and memorizes it with magic, improving his physical abilities to the point where he can run away at any time.

Of course, those punches and kicks would have been strong as the strengthening magic continued.

'You beat a wizard like that?'

So I never thought that Farewell, who only looked like an ordinary child, would defeat the wizard.

“Good. I found the key!”

“That’s it! Then go through the back!”

“Wait a minute, we have to kill that guy completely and leave!”

“You can leave once and come back, so be patient.”

“That can’t be- Ugh! Oh really! Who knows who to carry!”

As soon as Farewell holds the key, the werewolf briefly breaks out of the line where he was deflecting magic bullets, lifts Farewell up and shouts.

Farewell grabs a brick and struggles to deal the final blow to the stunned wizard, but we don't have time.

As time passed, the number of corpse wizards was increasing.

If you picked up the key, you are now half-prepared to escape.

Now all that's left is to stop the puppeteer for a moment.

“You want to run away? No problem!”

Buuuung-

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

Even in the midst of a fight, the speed at which the puppeteer throws out his spears becomes faster and faster, as if he is getting used to his body.

Then the puppeteer noticed something strange about my weapon and spoke to me.

“You, that weapon. Is it the same weapon as the one I saw before?”

“You have a good sense of vision. that's right. The weapon that cut you into pieces.”

“I wondered if the material was the same, but there's no way a soul bottle changes its weapon every time, and it's an amazing weapon. Sorry, but you have to hand it to me.”

Even if the puppet master is focused on revenge, even if he dies soon, he is a scholar who will first look at an object he doesn't know about.

Even during the fight, the puppeteer was interested in my magic sword.

So, I decided to use this as a break from what had already happened.

“Then you take it.”

“Uh, huh?”

Swish-

After flicking the twin spears once, I threw the magic sword at him.

“Throwing a weapon during a fight, what the heck...!”

The puppeteer tries to receive the magic sword, but releases the magic sword at the moment before.

And as soon as he unlocks it, he holds the artifact, which has already returned to the form of a necklace, in his hand and calls out to Hwarim.

“Hwarim!”

“Got it! Ayla, just hold on for a moment.”

“Uh, wait! Hwarim, this is not it! Oh, it's not really like this! Aaaah!”

As soon as Hwarim hears me, she bows down and runs past Eila and Wotan towards me.

Aila quickly put down her bow, took out her dagger, and entered Hwarim’s empty space.

Hwarim stands to my right and immediately judges the guy's capabilities.

“This... Indeed, it is a force that would be difficult to deal with alone for a long time. It would be better to stop for a moment and step back.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to attack together and finish him off now?”

“He hasn’t even used his double spear properly yet. I'm fighting and controlling the corpse wizards in front and behind at the same time.”

After hearing Hwarim's words, he looks at the pupils of the puppet master and werewolf.

Each had two layers of pupils.

One side was busy controlling us, and the other side was busy controlling the corpse wizards beyond.

“How dare you make fun of me? I originally didn't plan on letting it go, but I can't take it anymore!”

When the puppeteer got angry, the corpse wizards behind him lost their bright eyes and fell limp.

Then, red magic power began to flow out and into the puppeteer's body.

“... I can't help it.”

I saw and felt magical energy flowing into the puppet master's twin spears.

This is like when I first met him.

This is the stage where you have to be careful about approaching until you dissipate the excess magic power that is currently in your body.

The sewage on the bottom of the sewer begins to burn with a crackling sound due to the red magical energy flowing from the puppeteer's body.

When we see that, we also prepare.

“Maximize the force of advance. I'll fix it.”

Hwarim thrusts the sword of Helias held in her left hand towards me.

I also hold the regenerated magic sword in my right hand and make an X shape along with Hwarim's sword.

And we both look into each other's eyes for a moment, then take a step forward and chant.

““Rachal.””

thud-

Feet touching the ground at the same time.

The bells ring with a unified sound.

The Rakshasa, who would be consumed by each other's territory even if there was just the slightest difference, resonated with each other and conveyed the vibration of irrationality towards the werewolf.

“What is this?!”

The puppet master does not know the existence of Rakshasa.

The unique wave of magic power created by the Rakshasa is a force that is so alien to beings who are not accustomed to handling magic power delicately.

Even the overwhelming magical power that protected the puppeteer's body could not completely block the vibrations of the Rakshasa.

I accept the waves of stiffness as if moisture were seeping into my skin.

We move in a state of heightened concentration towards the puppeteer who has stopped like that.

Sereung-

Crossed black trust.

They use each other's swords as scabbards and draw their swords,

As it is, the puppeteer fires slashes from both sides.

“Krrr!”

Quaaa!

The twin spears are against us.

'Are you going to endure this?'

I felt it clearly now.

He absorbed Wotan's older brother, Wotan's dual spear technique.

It was indeed a skill that a puppeteer would covet.

As Hwarim's sword and my magic sword aim for the guy's neck, the puppeteer, shaken by the Rakshasa, blocks the attack with his skillful double spears and instead tries to repel it with his magic power.

The puppeteer's knees were shaking, but his body's balance had not yet collapsed.

The plan was to completely break him down and run away, but in this condition, he would recover quickly.

It is Hwarim's decision to fight back.

While the two of us were pressing down with our double spears with all our might, she called me.

“Irima.”

“uh.”

“Seeing that you are familiar with using Rakshasa, I think you can teach me the following. Let’s move on to the stage of transformation.”

“In this situation right now?”

“There is nothing difficult about the next one. If the senses are spread by Rakshasa, you are just concentrating them on yourself and the other person.”

“I have no idea what they are telling me to do?!”

“Well, if we don’t do it, we’ll all die here.”

“Oh, really.”

Even at times like this, it’s Sparta.

And I can't help it.

If Hwarim said that the only way to get out of this situation is to use the next level of Rakshasa, that is correct.

Put more strength into the hand holding the sword and focus on the sensation.

        
            Currently, I am in a state of heightened concentration thanks to Rakshasa.

I am in a state where I am accepting all the senses around me at once.

You can hear the sound of the sewer flowing, the sound of the Corpse Wizard mumbling softly as he creates magic bullets, and the sound of Eila exhaling.

'Focus it.'

In a split second, the senses that were already at their peak are concentrated to reach a higher level.

Blinking of eyes.

The moment the pupil closes on the eyelid for a moment and then opens,

Hwarim follows me and claims to be a guide to the realm.

““Deterioration.””

It's transcendent.

A state above a state that surpasses limits.

All noise disappears and only two things are heard.

Thump-thump-thump-

Hwarim’s heartbeat matched to my heartbeat,

The irregular sounds of the puppeteer's body can be heard.

My senses, which had been detecting the flow of magical power and muscle movements, now perfectly recognize the structure of the puppeteer's body.

A werewolf penetrates the thick fur and skin of an animal and senses deeper inside.

It can be felt that the vibrations applied to the legs by the Rakshasa are still paralyzing the puppeteer's legs.

'Is this it?'

Hwarim could feel it even without saying anything.

The vibration in my legs, the vibration that started from my feet, moves again.

“Kaaak?!”

The vibrations that are constricting the puppeteer's legs move once again.

Starting from the paralyzed leg, it gradually spreads and attempts to paralyze the entire body.

'This is evil. and-'

However, this is not the original meaning of reform, but is merely an additional advantage that embarrasses the opponent.

‘This is the state of deformation. The next step of Rakshasa.'

The real deterioration is the deepening of Rakshasa.

The world is slow.

Even if it's slow, it's too slow.

So frustrating.

I feel frustrated that my body cannot move faster in this slow world.

As soon as I entered the state of transformation, I felt it.

In its original state, this state that could be called a super sense is an acceleration of thought to assist when movement to a higher level is possible.

'It feels such a shame that I have a body that can't use magical power.'

All I can do, as a soul soldier who operates solely with physical abilities, is to take control of the puppeteer's body through deformation and exert strength on the arm holding the magic sword.

“What on earth is this...!”

However, the puppeteer falls to his knees, unable to respond to the simple movements of me and Hwarim amidst the chaos.

Of course.

The puppeteer may be absorbing and using the knowledge of the original werewolf and double spear master, but since he does not know what his true state is, he cannot help but be embarrassed like that.

Of course, that didn't mean the puppeteer stayed still.

We looked down and pressed down on the puppeteer.

The puppeteer looked up into our eyes-

“Dare!

me!

Don’t look down-!!!”

I unleashed my magic.

Faaa

The puppeteer forces magical energy into every part of the paralyzed body.

A muscle passage that was temporarily blocked due to paralysis.

Such passages were forcibly widened and damaged by the magical power that forced their way in, but the puppeteer, who was not his own body to begin with, paid no attention to such matters and continued to attack the magical power with frightening force.

‘A gap was created. Shall we attack here one more time?'

'no. If I stabbed the last sword into an opponent with excessive magical power, everyone here would be caught up in it. Let's retreat.'

Hwarim and I saw that scene in unison in this slow world, and quickly turned back, unraveling our anger.

And then I started running hard.

“Retreat! Retreat!”

Now, it doesn't matter whether the corpse wizards who have risen again shoot magic bullets or not.

The magic bullets fired by the Corpse Wizards are nothing more than blood compared to the anger filled with the red magic power of the puppeteer that will be fired at us from now on.

In order to avoid that anger, you would think that it would be much better to get hit directly by a magic bullet and run away, even if it meant giving up at least one limb.

“How on earth do I gather that kind of magic?!”

“If you have time to say that, make a way!”

Wotan, who was running away, looks back and trembles in fear when he sees the magical power compressed into the puppeteer's body.

Even as a warrior who believes in serving his god, Wolfhedin, he seems so scary that his hair rises.

“Uuuu-.”

“Oh really, I’ll take it!”

Even on the way to escape, corpse wizards cling to the walls, ceilings, and crawl up through passages in various passages, blocking your path.

The numerous staffs of the corpse wizards are pointed at us, and I have no choice but to thrust my magic sword forward and charge forward.

Babababababa-

Anyway, I thought that since it was like this, someone had to make a sacrifice.

So, he catches the rain of magic bullets pouring from the front with his body and slashes and pushes away the corpse wizards.

'Is it fortunate that its power is weak?'

It was fortunate that the power of the corpse wizards' magic bullets was a simple magic bullet that could not be compared to the magic bullets of the elves.

Although the impact is strong enough to tear my flesh and break my bones, as long as my legs and head are not broken, I can walk around as much as I want.

After throwing all the corpses into the sewer, they escaped the siege and ran the way they came.

“Okay, Farewell, Key-”

The moment you look at Farewell, who is on Wotan's back to receive the key -

Piyung-

Pow!

Sharp purple quartz flew from behind and pierced Farewell's heart and Wotan's shoulder.

“Ugh...! That wizard has woken up!”

“Well...”

Jureuk-

Farewell died, coughing up blood from his mouth.

“... Hahahahahaha! Did you think you would be able to return alive!!!”

“... Crazy guy.”

Right next to the puppeteer whose magical power is being compressed, Loin, lying on the floor, can be seen raising his hand toward Farewell.

The magic power contained in the body of the puppeteer next to him seems to have reached its critical point, and the red magic power turns into a whip and is destroying the surroundings. However, even while he himself is injured in the aftermath, he uses magic to kill Farewell. was chanted.

with a splash-

Still, it seemed like he really didn't want to die, so he rolled over and threw himself into the sewer right after using the magic.

After that, I saw the puppeteer bending his knees to their limit.

Honest movement where the next action is well anticipated.

What he will do is a devastating charge that will surpass the knight's charge.

“... Open the door and go out right away.”

“Irim!”

“... Cheer up.”

Seeing that, he slows down on his own, turns around, stops, and sends the others away.

With Aila's concerns and Hwarim's support, we turn back.

The puppeteer looks at this and says, holding the twin spears as close to the body as possible.

“Yes, that’s right. Because you have to fight instead of running away to find out who has the upper hand.”

“You say that even though you have no real skills.”

'A man without conscience.'

Converts a magic sword into an explosive sword.

I have already given up any thoughts of surviving the clash.

All I want to do now is attack with all my might to cut down as much skin as possible on the enemy for the next fight.

Cooung-

Soon the puppeteer's magic burst out of his legs,

The twin spears flew out as two flashes of light.

I also concentrated my mind and focused on one of the two flashes of light.

Unleash an explosive sword.

Cheer up!

An explosive sword split a flash of light.

Although the rest of the flash pierced my heart, the exploding sword broke the remaining spear and reached the body of the puppet master and werewolf.

Quaaa!

The red sword explodes, engulfed in magical energy.

The walls of the sewer were destroyed, dust was rising, and the view that had been temporarily obscured was revealed over time.

but-

“... After all, modifying that body is a scam.”

The puppeteer's body was in good condition.

To be exact, numerous defensive magic circles engraved on the skin, hidden from view by the red fur.

Those magic circles blocked the explosion caused by the magic sword.

Magic circles made up of unrecognizable letters densely engraved on the body emit a bright red light due to the repulsive force, illuminating the sewer.

The puppeteer looks down at me with a spear stuck in my heart.

“Now I win.”

“Yes. I guess you won this time.”

'I'll come back though.'

We will reorganize and come back soon.

The puppeteer knows that too.

Since she knows that I have come to kill her, she will prepare more than ever to welcome us until we return.

Mabel seems to have calmed down for a moment after pouring out her anger, and she takes a deep breath and speaks.

“... Come anytime. I'll hit you again and again and kill you.”

“Honestly, I don’t want to see you again.”

“Don’t worry. The next time we meet, I will kill you again and return to the demon spirit.”

“Win and stand out?”

“Because revenge wasn’t my original plan. I just came here to gather some magical energy. Originally, you were a guy who had no business as long as revenge was over.”

The puppeteer puts the remaining spear to my neck.

“Now, let’s search.”

“...”

To me, it is common sense that defeat means death.

So, I decided to calmly accept defeat and death in this fight.

“...?”

However, just as I was closing my eyes tightly and preparing for the pain, the cool sensation in my neck stopped conveying the coldness.

'what?'

I start to feel uneasy, wondering if he is thinking of something else.

So I open my eyes slightly.

Then a strange figure appeared.

The puppeteer's eyes changed somehow.

Heo-eok- Heo-eok-

The puppeteer had clearly poured out all his anger and caught his breath just a moment ago.

After catching her breath like that, Mabel begins to feel strangely out of breath, even though she doesn't seem particularly out of breath, and the two-layer pupils in her eyes shake at an incredible speed.

That was definitely a surprise.

"Wait a minute... stay in, you damned bastards...!"

The magic circles engraved on the puppeteer's body began to disintegrate, perhaps due to blocking the excessive explosion.

After that, it was the moment when the puppeteer's two trembling pupils completely merged into one.

“Wait?!”

Squeak-

Buuuuk-

Sharp nails tear my top and he starts licking my breasts with his tongue.

Up until now, the puppeteer had clearly acted like a human being, but at this moment, he only seemed like an animal longing for something.

The puppeteer licks my chest in a state of ecstasy.

And then our eyes met.

Crrr...

The cry is not a cry of warning, but a sound of sorrow and longing for something.

Like that, Mabel gradually approached my lips with saliva dripping from the corner of the wolf's mouth -

“...! What, what!”

He quickly comes to his senses and hurriedly pushes me away and falls.

'What is this...'

I was really embarrassed and couldn't move even a single step because I was pinned to the window, but I noticed that Mabel's pupils were split into two again as she was holding her head.

Mabel comes to her senses and gets angry at me.

“Ugh... I ended up remodeling things for no reason...! I keep losing my mental awareness. What on earth is this?”

“... Thanks to you, I almost had a terrible experience, right?”

When I remembered the look in the eyes of that strange beast that had approached me just a stone's throw away, my skin began to grow.

“Shut up! Die quickly! Disappear!”

In response to my complaints, the puppeteer swung the spear at me unsteadily-

I died with my head pierced by a spear.

        
            The place where I woke up after being resurrected was Gloria's Tower.

I was successfully resurrected from the spare body of the soul bottle we brought in the carriage.

As soon as I opened the coffin after being resurrected, I looked around and saw that fortunately, other people had just arrived at the tower safely.

However, only one person did not return completely.

Farewell.

Her heart was instantly pierced by the wizard Loin's magic, and she becomes a corpse before our eyes.

“...”

Wotan was speechless because he felt guilty that he had dragged her into Farewell's death.

Also, even though Farewell has become like this, she looks sad because she was unable to completely kill the wizard she tried to kill.

Soon, Feria, who had been separated from us and locked the remaining doors on the outside of the sewer, returned, and the others also had a moment of mourning when they saw Farewell's dead body.

Just as we were immersed in such a calm atmosphere, Gloria, who unlike us was busy with work, came down to our floor, saying that it was time to take a break from meeting the people we had to meet today.

I told Gloria what happened in the culvert and that Farewell was dead.

Then Gloria said,

After hearing my report, he says it as if it is no big deal.

“With something like that, if you’re dead, you can just revive him.”

So I was shocked.

“Save me? Farewell is not a soul disease. Or will you at least pay for the cost of the resurrection ritual?”

It is a world where it feels like the value of human life is fleeting, but there is no way to return a life that has already disappeared.

However, it requires a very difficult process.

Since the resurrection ritual is a ritual that brings back the soul of a dead person, it is a ritual that requires enormous manpower and preparation.

Not only does it usually require the use of an entire temple, but in some cases, expensive catalysts that are difficult to obtain are required to summon priests and souls, and one also needs to be prepared to use various valuable items such as temples and relics for one-time use. There is a possibility of failure.

Therefore, it is the resurrection ritual that causes numerous concerns from the beginning of the attempt.

And of course, there was no way Gloria would prepare such a sighing ritual for Farewell, who was just one of the citizens she had never had much conversation with.

“We cannot afford to spend time or pay expensive money for a prayer ritual that does not produce definitive results. In the first place, I'm not making a joke about the fact that just a little while ago, I was spending my time meeting with random people like merchants, magic tower owners, and royal family members because I needed money.”

I wondered if Gloria was preparing for the resurrection ritual that required such extensive preparation, but that was not the case.

Gloria speaks as she drinks some tea with dark circles under her eyes.

“If you have even the slightest curiosity, be thankful for my personality that you can’t ignore. In fact, I left this task entirely up to you, and if it failed, I could have asked other groups to do it, so even though I was busy, I took action to increase the success rate.”

After taking a sip of tea, Gloria stretched out her arm, and the Watcher, an artifact that ruled the sky of the city she created, came from somewhere and landed gently.

“The woman there who was called Farewell. I noticed something a little odd about your story and did some research. I felt something a little strange about the story that the wizard had imprisoned the child and was taking advantage of him, and that the child's name was not written on the list I gave him.”

“That’s right. Well, we heard it from Farewell, so we couldn't confirm its authenticity.”

The story I told Gloria was a report based on only one side's point of view.

The story of the three alchemists, Pekhero and Farewell, and the wizard Loin, was a one-sided story told from the perspective of only one person.

To find out what really happened between them, we would have to listen to the other two, but that is impossible.

Even if we tried to hear the other side's point of view, not only was Fekhero already dead, but the wizard also ran away as soon as he saw us, as if everything Farewell had said was true, so there was no time to hear the circumstances.

However, just because a wizard runs away does not mean that there is absolutely no chance of getting caught.

It is understandable that Farewell wants to kill Loin, who caused Pekhero's death.

However, although the wizard Roin has a miserable life, he is a person who is in the profession of wizard, which is called calculating and snobbish because he always prioritizes rational judgment.

Although he continued to flounder under our one-sided attacks, he made a cool-headed decision and ran away from us.

Because he was such a wizard, Loin's behavior toward Farewell was incomprehensible.

As soon as the person who acted like a magician, choosing only self-protection as the top priority, as soon as he found Farewell, he tried to kill Loin with murderous intent similar to that of Farewell, just as Farewell had done to Roin.

Even when his own body was in danger, he used magic on Farewell, and Loin succeeded in killing Farewell.

The brutal murderous intent shown between the two was far too serious compared to the weight of the story Farewell had told.

Gloria listens to all the questions I had in mind, then pats the watcher and says:

“I see. In that case, the research I did would be even more meaningful. good. Let me rewind the story for a moment. When I saw that this child's name was missing from my list of people coming and going from the city, I checked to see if something was wrong.”

Gloria strokes the watcher's beak with her hand.

“For all criminal acts that occur in my city, the children of this year make their own judgment and execute the punishment when they discover the crime. But in the city where observers were watching, a wizard was imprisoning a child in a room and stealing the child's research results, but these children were just watching? It was something I didn’t understand.”

Gloria opened her arms with a jerk, and the watch on her arms flew out the window.

Then, at that moment, there seemed to be a gangster who was arguing nearby, shouting from under the tower, 'It hurts!' A voice can be heard chanting 'It hurts!'

“So, I did some research. You said this child’s name wasn’t on the list I gave you?”

“It was like that.”

While listening to Gloria's words and the sound of her watcher starting to peck at someone under the tower a little while ago, an answer came to mind, so I'll tell you about it.

“Ah, so Farewell didn’t receive protection from Gloria’s watchers? Is it because Farewell is not registered as a citizen in Gloria’s list?”

“You got about half correct.”

'Half?'

Is there still some part of the mystery that I haven't figured out?

I was thinking that it would be okay for Gloria to tell me the correct answer now, but she remained silent.

It was a time when Gloria was just smiling as if her conversation with me was interesting even over Farewell's corpse, and I was feeling frustrated with Gloria.

Rattling-

At that time, the sound of a door being opened hurriedly was heard from the top of the stairs, and Deshade and Astesia, who looked like they were running away from something, belatedly followed Shin down.

“D, Deshade. Gloria’s questions weren’t over yet...”

“My lovely little demon follower. Listen carefully. There are two things in this world that never close. One is the open heart of a human being who never gives up, no matter how hopeless the situation is, and who made me, the god, feel awe and love them-”

“What about the other one?”

“It’s the alchemist’s snout.”

Deshade looks at the ubiquitous Gloria, who exist even though he has moved down one level, and shakes his head and screams, covering the black helmet with both hands.

“Now, now. Deshade. The story isn't over yet. Please go up.”

“Please, please stop asking questions! Alchemist!”

When Gloria, wearing glasses and holding a pen, approaches Deshade after climbing down the stairs that Deshade had just come down from, Shin asks Deshade to take some time to rest and runs down toward us.

“Alchemist. Just as you rest in a strange way, I too need rest. This means that while you are doing other things, you are not sharing sleep or drinking tea with one other person.”

“My top priority right now is gaining knowledge from Deshade.”

“Then, let me suggest to you that there is something that I, too, need to pay top priority to. As the head priest of a religious denomination, I can't help but be concerned that the believers of the religious denomination are doing everything they can to help you, isn't it? So please, alchemist. I want to talk to my followers right now. I'll let you rest now.”

'It looks like you've been through a lot.'

As I watched Shin reflexively avoid his body whenever Gloria came near, it became clear that the other side was busy in its own way.

Deshade, who always didn't pay much attention to what we did, came to us with this excuse.

Astesia was standing behind Deshade, found us, and came to my side, saying we had a hard time.

Then they found Farewell with a hole in his chest.

“Um, this person over there...”

“... dead.”

Astesia had already witnessed everything, so she couldn't say anything else.

“...”

Amazingly, Astesia closed her eyes and began to pray with her hands together for the dead Farewell, and Deshade, who had been circling around us to avoid Gloria, only then discovered Farewell lying neatly on the floor.

And then,

asked me back

“Hmm? What does that mean?”

“He said he was dead. The person here.”

“Dead? Should I consider this dead?”

I am dumbfounded by Deshade’s words.

“Then, there is a hole in the place where the heart should be and the air is blowing through. Should I say that it is a donut and not a corpse?”

'Wow, really.'

Even after seeing Farewell's corpse with a gaping hole in his chest, Deshade kept asking questions as if he didn't really understand what I said.

Watching Deshade, who doesn't seem to be very serious even in situations like this, makes me feel angry.

But those thoughts disappeared as soon as I heard God's next words.

“Bishop. I think I'm misunderstanding something, so let me explain.”

“Yes?”

“This woman’s body right now... um. Since the physical body has stopped, perhaps we should say that it is a mental body. Anyway, this woman's mental body is alive. This current state is simply a situation in which the body cannot move, but it is not dead.”

“What does that mean?”

“As long as the disconnected connection with her body is reconnected, this woman will be able to move again.”

I couldn't really understand what it was, but Deshade's words seemed to convey the meaning that Farewell could be saved.

So, I sent a look to Gloria asking for an interpretation.

“The child lying there-

It's a homunculus.”

“Yes? Homunculus? Is that possible?”

Peria looks surprised by Gloria’s words.

“But that was only an alchemist's ideal, and it would have been an impossible theory to realize...”

“I understand what you are trying to say, but what is in front of you is a homunculus. Although it is not a homunculus as a being that has reached the pinnacle of what alchemists say is the ultimate human, it is conceptually a successful work.”

Gloria picked up her teacup, vigorously shaking off the remaining drops and drinking it.

At the same time, Fairy's tentacles protrude from Gloria's sleeves, roll up Gloria's arms and pin them in place.

After Gloria was fully prepared to search the body, she approached Farewell's body.

“Okay, after a quick look with the naked eye, it looks like it’s around here.”

Phuuk-

“Ugh...”

Gloria cheerfully sticks her arm into Farewell's punctured chest and begins to thrash it around.

“Oh my god...”

Seeing that, I hurriedly covered Astesia's eyes.

Other people may frown at the sight, but they are all people who have experienced much worse battlefields with corpses lying around.

Everyone pays no attention to Gloria's actions and continues to watch her actions.

Soon, when Gloria's black dress was soaked with Farewell's blood, she removed a thumb-sized piece of black stone from the corpse.

The stone piece was split in half and each had different letters engraved on it.

“As expected, my guess was correct.”

Gloria lifts the piece of stone with both hands and smiles brightly.

At first glance, it looks like a priest lifting a fetus and blessing it.

However, what was at her fingertips was not a newborn child, but an object that was presumed to have replaced Farewell's blood-soaked heart.

The sight of Gloria smiling, drenched in blood, was both sacred and terrifying at the same time.

Gloria says, showing us the stone piece.

“Praise. The mystery of artificial life born in Ars Magna’s iron test tube.”

        
            The stone is split in half without any error, and each has a different letter engraved on it.

Gloria was divided into two halves and read the different letters to us.

“Let’s see. What's written on this side is Pekhero Clay Masetti... And on this side, Roin Dude Rodent, are the names of a dead alchemist and a still-living wizard, respectively. As expected, the identity of this child has now become clear. It seems that this child was a collaboration between the dead alchemist and the hated wizard.”

“A joint venture?”

“Do you know how children are born?”

Gloria answered my question with a question.

In this situation, I wondered if I should give a primitive answer, but we all know that what Gloria said was not an answer to that extent, so I decided to do it in moderation.

“You must be born from the union of a man and a woman, right?”

“... What a great guy. In this situation, I thought of giving a detailed explanation with a different sense of purpose as an answer to the question. It was a good thing I gave up thinking like that.”

“No, what...”

“Anyway, the minimum requirement for creating a child is union. It requires union, that is, union of souls.”

Gloria talks to us as she looks closely at the stone, which appears translucent when illuminated by the ceiling light.

“Alchemists are beings who want humans to rise to the top, and the homunculus is one of several destinations to achieve that ideal. Homunculus is a creature that imitates humans.”

“This means that in order to overcome the limitations of human beings, they tried to redesign the very existence of humans from the beginning.”

“That’s right. However, among the homunculi created in that way, not a single one has been recognized as a human being. This is because all alchemists only sought ultimate strength when creating homunculi. Therefore, the homunculi studied so far were in fact only beings close to battle dolls, and were never in a state that could be called human.”

Gloria speaks as she pats Farewell's head, which she had been worrying about a moment ago, like a loving parent to her child.

“Because no alchemist has yet created such a perfect homunculus, I engraved an order on my watchers not to treat the homunculi as human beings. So, although my observers were aware of the order to protect humans, they had never been ordered to protect the homunculus, so even if they saw this child restrained beyond the window, they did not notice anything wrong and passed by. I, too, was not aware of this child's existence because he was born in an alchemist's workshop from the beginning and grew up there, rather than coming in and out of the city.”

Now I too have noticed something strange.

Although the door to the building where Farewell was trapped was closed, the sunlight was really bright outside the narrow windows.

Observers were frequently flying nearby, and at some point they would have seen the wizard and Farewell together.

However, the Watchers did not respond even when I chased down the wizard for two reasons.

One is because I am a soul disease and not treated like a normal human, and the other is because Farewell was a homunculus, so the various sins committed against her by the wizard were not applied properly.

That's why the observers who fly to the area as soon as they spot criminal activity didn't react to me or Farewell.

“... After this is over, please register it properly.”

“Let’s do that. When I think about it, I didn't register the soul bottle separately because there was no one who could reach my city. Those things cleverly overlapped. It’s fun.”

“It’s awesome.”

'It's a homunculus, by the way.'

As I was thinking about Gloria’s words, a question arose.

My soul, a soul disease, was brought from another world.

So where on earth does the homunculus soul come from?

As of yet, there is no way to artificially create a soul, at least from a human perspective.

That is why the humans of the Kingdom Alliance brought souls from the other world to be placed in the soul bottle's body.

‘How was Farewell’s soul created? if?'

While I was racking my brain, a hypothesis came to mind.

I present the hypothesis I came up with to Gloria, who looks lovingly at the stone where Farewell's spirit is hidden.

“... Then, is it possible that the soul of the homunculus and Farewell are a combination of the souls of a wizard and an alchemist?”

“Hoo. You weren't the type of guy who just thought things through, were you? It's like finding an answer to something that hasn't been explained yet.”

“I’m not very happy if you speak in that teacher-like tone.”

“Is that so? They say that ordinary people like it when they are treated like this. Anyway, you are right. The natural way for a new soul to be born is when two people's souls combine, and then the combined souls mix again, creating a completely separate being and soul. This child's soul also went through some of those stages. This work called Farewell contains exactly half of the souls of the alchemist Pekhero and the wizard Roin through an artificial union.”

“In short, Farewell is the child of Loin and Pekhero.”

“Well, this case is slightly different. As it is difficult to manipulate the soul artificially, the difference between the process of creating a child and this child named Farewell is that Farewell's soul was not created by mixing the souls of two humans, but was created by an alchemist. It was created by combining half of the souls of each wizard. It's the so-called half-size alter ego.”

“... Ah. So that was it.”

Now I can understand why Farewell and Loin hated each other so much.

'It must have felt like looking at each other in a mirror.'

The magnitude of the hatred is not just due to the resentment between them.

Soul doppelgänger.

It is said that when a doppelganger sees someone who looks exactly like them, they rush to kill them.

'Beyond homophobia, were these two people with completely identical souls showing hostility towards each other?'

When Farewell saw the wizard Loin taking up half of his soul, and when the wizard Loin saw Farewell taking over half of his soul, they were disgusted and tried to kill each other.

After confirming that all causal relationships are correct, Gloria begins to move again.

“ character. We cannot allow a child born out of the greed of human curiosity to sleep pitifully without a body. Now let's try to make this child walk again.”

Gloria places Farewell's soul stone on a tray, closes her eyes, and claps her hands.

Then the doors on all sides opened and Gloria began to come out.

thud-

Drurrr

“Where was the pack containing the blood?”

“I remember it was kept in a box on the 24th floor.”

“It’s a bit cold here. Let’s raise the temperature on the stairs.”

“Measure the size of the broken bone. Please hold the line.”

“I think it would be better not to make too much noise, but wizards who hear the commotion could end up tripping over the ethics law.”

“But on second thought, those people are all lying around in the underground waterway, right? Nothing feels better than this for a while.”

Farewell's body was placed on a huge operating table summoned by Gloria Han.

It didn't take long for all of Gloria to be ready for surgery.

The 20 Glorias each brought one surgical tool, put each other in surgical gowns, and then went to their respective seats to stand.

Afterwards, the Glorias cry out at the same time as they see Gloria soaked in blood.

““““Okay. The reconstruction of the homunculus begins.””””

Gloria, soaked in blood, slowly opens her eyes to Gloria's words.

Then,

Raise your hands as if you were worshiping the sky,

Order to all Gloria.

“Approved. Under the name of Alchemia, the god of alchemy.

Save the child who can be said to be the essence of alchemy.”

After that, major surgery began.

20 Gloria move.

20 surgical tools dance.

It rebuilds broken bones and connects broken muscle fibers.

After the stone containing Farewell's consciousness enters the solar plexus, the muscle tissue is rebuilt.

“...You are the minister.”

All processes are moving smoothly.

The surgery didn't take long, with not a single mistake.

30 minutes.

It was such a rare sight that no one could take their eyes off it, to the extent that it only felt like three minutes to those of us who were watching.

It was never an act that could be called treatment.

It is clear that the word ‘resurrection’ is appropriate, and Gloria rebuilt the human body from the inside, as if building a new building, starting from the chest with a hole in the Farewell.

In just 30 minutes, Farewell's body regained its color very quickly, leaving only a small scar on his chest, a trace of stitches.

And finally, the moment when Gloria unravels an artifact in the shape of a hair tie and ties it to the back of her short hair -

“Puhak! Huh... Huh... Huh? Sa, are you alive?”

Farewell is back.

“Okay, successful.”

“Of course it’s me, I can’t believe I performed this kind of surgery. It's really cool. It’s beautiful, it’s new every time.”

“By the way, the woman who created this child, Pekhero, is also amazing. I can't believe they created such an elaborate homunculus.”

“These were quite interesting technologies. If I had had more time, I would have imprinted the magic of self-reconstruction inside my body, but it's a shame.”

“That’s right.”

After completing the surgery, Gloria sees the sight and applauds each other in delight.

One Gloria smiles and goes straight for a cigarette, while another Gloria is self-absorbed and crosses her arms with a satisfied expression on her face.

Gloria, who has been with us from the beginning, breaks up that awkward appearance.

“Now, now. I know it was fun for everyone, but something happened that meant we had to revise our schedule to compensate for the wasted time. It goes back to its original place.”

Gloria heard that sound and said, ‘Ehh.’ Although they made noises of dissatisfaction, everyone immediately cleaned up after themselves and returned to their respective stairs.

“... Ah!”

Farewell, who regained consciousness and was watching the scene, soon realized that he was naked on the operating table.

“Now, here.”

“Ah, thank you...”

Farewell blushed, took the cloth Enin brought, briefly thanked him, and wrapped it around him.

After seeing everyone disperse, Gloria approaches Farewell and speaks.

“Congratulations. Homunculus.”

“Chu, congratulations? What?”

”Your birth, which I was not aware of, and your time that has just begun to flow again after successfully being resurrected.”

“Resurrection... As expected, am I resurrected...?”

“Thanks to these people taking your corpse, or more accurately, the body you thought was a corpse, instead of throwing it away, you got a chance to live life again. So please be thankful.”

Farewell lifted the cloth slightly, checked the area near his heart, and covered it again.

As I approach Farewell, she looks up at me.

“... Thank you.”

“I’m glad I was able to survive.”

Just a conversation.

Being able to survive after having your heart pierced is not an ordinary experience.

Farewell's body can be seen trembling slightly.

It doesn't matter whether it's a homunculus or a human.

The pain of my first death, the momentary pain of dying horribly and having my heart pierced at once.

That pain will be remembered for the rest of your life.

'Not for a while, no. Maybe it will remain in my memory until I die.'

I leave the farewell and go to pack my luggage to enter the underground waterway again.

“I’m glad things worked out well. We will track down the puppeteer again.”

“Please take care of me.”

“Oh, before I leave, I’d like to pick up some more equipment, is that okay?”

“It doesn’t matter. Because that's what I promised.”

Gloria had mentioned that if she lacked equipment, she could take the items she had left in the basement.

So, since this has already happened, this time, when I go to fight the puppeteer, I plan to pack and wear equipment that will help me defend against magic.

As we started to bustle around, Farewell spoke to me again.

“Uh, where are you going?”

“Sewage. I have to go back in.”

Farewell pauses for a moment and speaks again.

“... Isn’t soul disease not afraid of death?”

I was dumbfounded by those words.

“Of course it’s scary. How can you not be afraid?”

I hate dying because it brings great pain.

And my goal is to never experience a more painful death.

However, that goal is difficult to achieve as I am currently bound by the shackles of soul disease.

However, that does not mean that it cannot be achieved.

Even after becoming mentally ill, I continued to try to escape this bondage for five years and lived only with the thought of becoming stronger.

There are times when I throw myself for another goal, thinking that it will only cost me one death at most, but the original goal remains unchanged and always engraved in my heart.

Therefore, in order to achieve my future goal, even though I do not want to die, I throw myself into the threat of death again with the insurance of resurrection on my back.

And although this claim of mine is familiar to me, who has experienced numerous deaths and resurrections, it may be incomprehensible to Farewell, who has just experienced one resurrection.

Farewell questions me again, as expected, not understanding my way of thinking.

“But why are you going back in? Are you afraid?”

“If you don’t overcome your fear, you will live with that memory for the rest of your life.”

“...”

“Are you going too?”

I ask Farewell if he wants to take the chance.

Are you going to overcome death and follow me to see the end of the wizard and the puppeteer, or are you going to take advantage of the chance to die and see the end with your own eyes and endure traumatic memories?

“... No.”

“... Yes.”

'It's a shame.'

But Farewell refused.

It's worth it.

The first death is such a scary memory, and the second death is so scary that you never want to experience it again.

Since Farewell rejected my offer of his own free will, I cannot force him.

That was the moment when I turned away, thinking there was no need to say anything more.

“But I won’t just back down.”

Farewell says as he gets up from the operating table and grabs my collar.

“Instead, I will make you stronger. Make sure to kill him.”

        
            I stopped at Farewell’s words.

“It allows magical power to pass through my body?”

“Yes. To you, the soul sick, I will give you the body you wanted. The research work of me and Peckhero.”

Farewell continues, putting on the extra dressing gown that Gloria left behind when she stopped by.

“I’ll be honest. I know my current state too. My legs are still shaking and my heart is pounding, and I'm asking if it's back where it was supposed to be. So, for me now... going back into the sewer would probably only be holding me back.”

Farewell's body was still shaking.

Gloria's surgery was so perfect that Farewell did not need any recovery time.

The only scar from the surgery is a very small, fingernail-sized scar near the heart, and the rest, except that the body temperature appears to be slightly low, is moving so actively that it feels like it was a lie that it was lying down as a corpse just moments ago.

However, the only reason my body trembles is because of the fear of experiencing death.

It may be because of the fear of the mind constantly sinking to the cold, bottomless depths.

Still, Farewell did not give up.

“But, I also know what will happen if I just stay here. That's probably not living even if you live.”

Farewell put on his pants, put his arms inside his jacket, tightened his collar, and made a decision.

“Since I was born, I will move forward. Pekhero always said this when he was alive. You are the best human being I have created, so live your own life like other humans.”

“... That sounds good.”

“I will take revenge, even if it means borrowing your hand. With the best soul bottle body I can make, blow away Loin and the puppeteer. Then you won't regret it in the future. Even if I regret it myself, at least I can be recognized for my knowledge of Pekhero, which was not recognized by others.”

Look into Farewell's eyes.

I could see the determination in those eyes.

Warriors have their own methods, and wizards have their own methods.

And the alchemist Farewell, as a weak alchemist, is trying to get involved in these matters in his own way without giving up until the end.

“Good. I accept it.”

I held out my hand and Farewell took it.

A transaction made based on mutual interests.

We shake hands to confirm that the deal is done and ask one question.

“But do I have to die once to enter the body you made?”

“Yes.”

“That’s right.”

'Fuck.'

The part I was most anxious about seemed to be an inevitable process in the end.

-------------------------------

Afterwards, Farewell wanted to borrow Gloria's workshop to replace his body before the fight with the puppeteer.

Gloria readily accepted Farewell’s request.

Farewell asked to borrow a place to make soul bottles, and in return, Gloria gave Feckhero a theoretical book on soul bottles, the Achilles' heel of the kingdom union that developed during her travels in Fairy Garden, and how such soul bottles are made. He was asked to organize and write the research results and give them to him.

Seeing the two alchemists dealing as equals, rather than as city leaders and homunculi, made them seem like normal people for a moment.

“Of course, it was only for a moment.”

“Huh? What?”

“No. Just work quickly.”

Looking at Farewell, who had completely disassembled one of the soul bottle's spare bodies and laid out the development diagram, I felt stupid for thinking that she was fine just a moment ago.

Farewell, who is concentrating on his work, probably has no idea what kind of expression he is making.

“... Hehehe.”

‘Wow Mr. I really can't stand the atmosphere.'

She continues to disassemble the soul patient's body with huge tools in exactly the same way as Gloria had fun exploring the structure of the body while operating on her body just a moment ago.

As I look at the tools that Farewell is swinging, they overlap as if they are being swung at my body, and every time a dull sound comes from my spare body, my head goes numb.

“ Cut this... Cut this... And then drill through here... ”

Thump-thump-thump-thump-

Cracking- Cracking- Cracking-

Kiiing-

“No, even surgeons only use tools during major surgeries. Should I use those things?”

“What do you do with a body that has not yet had a soul in it, since its preservation capacity is so hard? This is the only way to do it in a hurry.”

Slurp- Slurp-

Farewell cuts the body before the soul enters, a hardened body, with a saw and shows a cross-section of the inside.

The body that Farewell is currently cutting is the body we received from Grace Estate.

“ character. Look Carefully. If this is the way it is, this is the passage through which magic must pass.”

“Ugh... I don’t want to see it.”

“Don’t do that, come quickly and look. As there are many soul soldiers who have never used magic power, in order to use magic power, you must clearly see and feel how magic power flows through the body in order to be able to adapt to the body you created.◦# ◦

“... After. okay. Okay.”

A body without blood.

Until the soul enters, the body of a soul patient is closer to a mannequin than a human corpse.

Nevertheless, as a soul sufferer, this only felt like I was looking at my own dead body, so I tried to refuse for a while, but Farewell's words forced me to make up my mind and approach the large body spread out on the table.

“Now, do you see this? This is the passage through which magical power passes. This is modeled after the shape of the path through which magical power passes through the body of an ordinary human being, and when the body of a soul bottle is created, this path is originally formed automatically.”

“It’s inside the blood vessels.”

“Yes.”

As Farewell said, when I looked at the cross-section in detail, I could see tiny passages that could barely be seen with the eyes of a soul sick person with good eyesight.

Even though I didn't have particularly excellent knowledge of anatomy, the passage was definitely foreign.

The passage of magical power, which was less than half the thickness of a thread and could never exist in the bodies of people in the world I was in, was spread throughout the body along blood vessels that were not actually used because there was no blood, but were only assorted.

“So, this type of passage exists in my body too?”

“Yes.”

“Then why can’t I use magic power now even though there is a passage like this?”

“Because all passages are blocked. Do you want to touch it?”

Following Farewell's words, I touch the passage of magic with my fingers.

Another passage in the thin blood vessels called the magic passage felt like it was filled with something incredibly dense from the inside.

“It is presumed that this passage was originally open at the time of design, but was later blocked as improvements were made to the soul bottle's body. Why don’t soul soldiers bleed?”

“That’s right. Because shedding blood is inefficient for soul soldiers made for battle. I heard that the body was made without blood to prevent deaths from hemorrhage.”

“That's right. Because of that, the blood vessels of the soul disease created in the early stages and the magical power passages inside it were blocked because they were created based on the body structure of an ordinary human being. And after the theory was established, it was considered taboo for any wizard or alchemist to touch the blocked passage of magical power.”

“Is it impossible to ignore it?”

“No. When wizards or alchemists tell the Kingdom Alliance that they want to engage in research on soul diseases, they can do so only after swearing that they will not touch the oath of secrecy and taboos made by the Kingdom Alliance.”

Farewell says that and asks me to bring him a pot, so I bring the pot that was turned over on one side of the workshop.

thud!

I placed the bottom of the pot I brought on top of the ignition magic circle that Farewell had brought out, and Farewell placed the pot on it and brought scales and various other items.

“But. In Pekhero's opinion, no matter how he thought about it, the passage of magic was a passage that could destroy the battlefield of the kingdom union that had become entrenched in the process of collapse. Why on earth were they afraid of blocking the magical power passages of the soul soldiers, whose physical abilities were superior to those of ordinary soldiers?”

“All scholars are like that. No matter how you look at it, it seems inefficient, so why isn't anyone taking action? And that’s it.”

“Well... I'm also an alchemist, so I can't deny it. Anyway, long before I was created, I thought Pekhero was inefficient whenever I saw that blocked passage. I would like to break it down myself, but that is impossible because of the oath that Pekhero, as a human, made when he tried his hand at making soul bottles. ”

“Ah. Is that why I made you?”

Now I understand why Peria tried to do everything she could to find out a lot of things about soul disease for me, but felt sorry for not being able to get the information.

An oath is usually a magical promise that acts on certain information or an oath.

The oath acts as an absolute because it is guaranteed and declared by the rules of the world, the truth that wizards so desperately want to explore, and wizards who break it usually face death or something similar to death.

'Becoming unable to use magical power and becoming mute is a weak level, and the moment a person who was usually human breaks an oath, he or she turns into an unrecognizable piece of meat, or one day suddenly disappears without a trace and no one knows anything about that person. It was said that memories are slowly forgotten.'

In my view, the oath appears to be nothing more than a spell that goes beyond a curse and is no different from a cosmic horror.

However, alchemist Pekhero said that he wanted to somehow break free from the oath and study soul diseases more, so he created Farewell, a homunculus that is not yet recognized as a human by human standards, and tried to exploit the gap in the oath.

And thanks to Farewell, Pekhero succeeded in breaking through the magic channel of the soul bottle, but due to a coincidence, he was wrongly caught by an old man who lived his life planning to rob others, so he ended up dying.

“But then, if a little more investigation had been done into the body that the wizard brought to the Grace Territory, wouldn’t it have been a big problem?”

“That’s right. That person simply thought that Pekhero had remodeled the soul bottle's spare body to be much more efficient and was trying to make a profit, but if the screening had been carried out normally, Roin would have been caught for breaking his oath, caught right away, and had his head cut off. girl? The reason Roin was able to get through safely was because the reception for the spare body that was held at Grace's territory was held by the Gaia Church, which was already rotten, so the winner was decided, which was lucky for that bastard.”

Farewell said, 'It would have been better if that old man had been caught there and died.' He added, placing the meat on the cutting board and starting to cut it.

From now on, it looks like they are about to begin the process of creating a spare body for the soul bottle.

“It’s been a while since I’ve seen this.”

“Have you ever tried it?”

“I haven’t tried it myself, but I’ve seen the process of wizards making it quite a few times. I have the order all memorized. The process of creating a spare body itself is not that difficult.”

“Then, while I’m doing this, add the other ingredients.”

“It feels a bit strange to hear that I make my own body. Well, let’s try it.”

Follow Farewell's instructions and bring the ingredients.

The materials needed to make a soul bottle cost about 1 silver.

300g of meat of any type

4 pieces of bone, 100g bone meal ramen

A pinch of salt in 2L of water

Insert ingredients according to established procedures.

“Because you are cutting the meat... I poured 2L of water first, then added 100g of bone powder and a pinch of salt.”

Place the ingredients one by one on the scale, weigh them accurately, and then place them in the pot.

Soon the water was boiling, and after putting 300g of meat that Farewell had cut into the pot and continuing to stir it with a long ladle, a delicious smell began to emerge.

        
            Looking at the boiling pot makes me feel like my stomach is empty.

'right. You must be hungry. 'Because I haven't eaten anything since I was resurrected.'

I always feel this way, but this process really feels like seolleongtang.

“Hey. I really feel this every time I do it, but I want to put a lump of rice in it and make it into a bowl?”

“... Ugh. Every time we see this, we think, what kind of crude methods are there? I'm thinking, but soul sick people have a different perspective, right?”

As soon as the ingredients in the pot began to come together and form a square shape, Farewell began to think about something.

“This is where it starts. First of all, I want to increase my defense against magical power as I have to deal with puppeteers and wizards... Even if I have a body that can pass through magic, with a body of this level of durability, I will take a lot of damage even before I can get close to the red magic wielded by the puppeteer. I will wear it.”

“Magic defense? It's nice to have.”

The range of movement I can move will increase if I can use sharp magical power to swing in all directions like a puppeteer's whip.

“ However, in order to directly withstand the aftereffects of magic power, the magic power must be returned to armor or skin, and the body of the soul bottle I am creating now follows the total amount of magic power contained in the basic soul vessel, so I can sublimate the feat to the gods. Since you are just born with a soul disease and only have a small amount of magic power in your body, it would be impossible to do that, right?”

“It’s poignant.”

“A cold-hearted beggar. Because knowing fractions is important.”

Farewell lowers the temperature of the furnace a little and begins to mutter to himself and come up with various hypotheses.

“Should a bead containing magical power be placed inside the body during the production stage? Then, even if it's temporary, you will be able to use magical power as well as knights. But before that, if you get a big shock, if you touch it wrongly inside your body, it will explode... Or should you compensate for it with your regenerative power? Since the body is torn apart by the aftereffects of magical power, it only works if the regenerative power is excellent. The problem is that you still feel the pain, but that's none of my business... Ah, but the material is also the problem. Where can I find the ingredients that will have such efficacy right now...”

As I listened to Farewell mumbling, one word caught my ear.

“Regenerative power? Do you need materials related to regenerative power?”

“Yes. What immediately comes to mind is the recovery power of earth dragons, which regenerate severed tails over time, but no matter how much I think about it, that's too slow, and there are materials that are more effective, for example, that can produce troll-level regeneration power. It would be nice to be there.”

“Could it be the heart of an Ascendant Troll?”

“Huh? Are there any?”

“Yes. On the way here, I caught a wandering troll attacking people in the dark forest. It was called the Ascendant Troll. But my heart was taken out, but I'm not sure if I'll be okay since I've been dead for a while.”

“Bring that right now!”

“Huh? Uh.”

Farewell pushed me onto the floor where other people were.

When I came downstairs, Thistle greeted me.

“Lee Lim. Are you finished?”

“No. I came here to pick up something for a moment.”

Everyone else downstairs was sleeping to save up their stamina before entering the sewer.

I don't know how it happened, but Hwarim was sleeping with Eila, whom she hated so much, leaning on her shoulder, and Enin and Peria were sleeping comfortably side by side on the sofa, taking advantage of their short stature.

I quietly sat down in my seat and carefully rummaged through Peria's large backpack, afraid that the others would wake up, when Thistle came up to me.

“What are you looking for? Let me help you.”

“The heart of the troll I killed last time is supposed to be in there, but it doesn't come out.”

I didn't know until now, but the bag seemed to have more space than it seemed, so I couldn't see the bottom even though I put my arm in for a while.

Thistle came next to me, knelt down, rolled up his sleeves, put his arms in, and as if he noticed, he told me to take them out.

“This is a bag-shaped artifact with an internal space expansion magic that adventurers who have made some money buy. To use it properly, you must infuse your magic power and imagine the object you want.”

'For some reason, just like last time, it was too heavy.'

Thistle said this and quickly found the bag containing the troll's heart in the bag.

“ character. Here.”

“Thank you.”

I took the bag from Thistle and opened it to see how it was, and I saw the troll's heart still beating.

'and. 'Are you crazy?'

The troll's heart was still beating.

Trolls I know stop beating immediately after being stabbed in the heart, but this heart was still beating even after several days without blood.

'If it's this level of material, Farewell will like it and say it's exactly what they want.'

So I put my heart back in my pocket and was about to go upstairs again when I looked to the side.

Thistle put his arms on his knees and kept looking at my face and laughing, wondering what was so funny.

“... Do you have something on your face?”

“No. I'm just curious.”

“My face?”

“Oh, don’t misunderstand. Lee Rim's face, in my opinion, is a cool and kind face. What I'm saying is, um... oh, right. I said this to mean that the things Lee Rim gets involved in are always fascinating.”

I didn't quite understand Thistle's words.

I'm still moving for my own sake.

Thistle calmly examines my face and says.

“It’s fascinating. Lee Rim looks a bit like the eye of the storm.”

“I don’t really like storms. I once went outside on a rainy and windy day and got hit on the head with a soccer ball.”

That was the worst day, I still remember it.

“Still, to me, Lee Rim is like a storm. Instead, maybe it's a slightly calm storm? If you walk in the direction you want, everyone around you will receive help as you go.”

Thistle reaches out and strokes my hand.

“There are many people who are saved just by blowing the wind and removing darkness and obstacles, even though they only go in their own direction.”

“... What about salvation, I have never done anything like that.”

“No. Lee Rim saved me. And Lee Rim is still trying to save others.”

Thistle corrects me.

“Thanks to Lee Rim, people who had stopped are continuing to walk forward. There are people who have overcome the adversities that the typhoon called you has overcome and are following behind you with their heads held high. see. Even now, a homunculus in the room who had stopped for fear of death begins to move.”

“Even if it wasn’t for me, he would have eventually left the room on his own. I was just caught up in it.”

“Is that so? Hehehe.”

Thistle smiles like that and keeps looking at me.

“Irim is like Irim. Just like a typhoon is a typhoon.”

Thistle said something incomprehensible and got me up from my seat.

“You keep saying that, so I can’t help it. Please promise me just one thing. Lee Rim.”

“What is it?”

“According to what Lee Rim said, it means that even though Lee Rim is now a bishop, he hasn’t done anything befitting a bishop?”

“Uh... That's right.”

Thistle spoke with a dissatisfied expression on purpose, leaving me speechless.

In reality, even though my denomination was still small and there was nothing I could do, I was leaving all the troublesome work, such as various money calculations and meeting people who came to the denomination, to Thistle and Astesia. .

“So, you should do something worthy of a bishop at least once, right?”

“Well, that should be it, right?”

Thistle says, folding her hand over mine.

“If someone asks Lee Rim to save you, please listen to that person. Whether it’s me or someone else, if they earnestly ask for it, please listen.”

“... Okay.”

I couldn't avoid her gaze, so I made a promise.

“Good. As expected, Lee Rim doesn’t often refuse other people’s requests.”

“... I tend to refuse. I didn’t refuse it because it was Thistle’s word.”

“You say it again. Since you keep saying that, I just accepted your assurance.”

Thistle said that and pushed me upstairs, pushing me on my back.

She smiled and saw me off until I reached the top of the stairs.

As soon as I opened the door and went in, Farewell told me to come quickly and took the heart.

“What happened down there?”

“Huh? no. Everyone was sleeping.”

“Really?”

Farewell said he made a strange face over something insignificant, so he took the heart from me, broke it into small pieces, and put it in the pot.

“Now, I will extract only the regenerative ability from here and settle that ability in the vessel of your soul.”

At this point, when I thought it was no different from building an ordinary soul bottle body except for the heart, Farewell finally started to move.

“Good. Let’s start.”

In fact, it is a song that contains the function of preventing the soul from escaping from the spare body, which can be said to be the final stage.

[Wedding Song]

However, although it has the noble name of a wedding song, Farewell showed a different side of the song while most wizards hummed any rhythm and any lyrics.

[Soul, please listen.

Please listen to the voices filled with regret.

Spirit, please come in.

I have prepared a vessel here for you, a hero, so please come in.

Soul, please look.

Please look at us living in this unjust world.

Hero, save me.

Please save us from hell.

When all of that is over, please harvest what you have protected.

Take whatever you wish on the land you have protected and within the enclosure you have built.

That is our wish.]

A tone more refreshing than that of a choir I have never heard anywhere resounds on the stairs.

A song that is not a children's nursery rhyme, a wizard's spell, a priest's hymn, or a pagan dirge.

'I never thought a song would be the key.'

I recognized Farewell's singing voice as soon as I heard it.

Her voice is a voice prepared solely to penetrate the gaps in the restrictions placed on creating a soul-sick body.

A unique tone that only a homunculus can produce, a tone that humans cannot produce because they are bound by restrictions.

The tone bypasses the constraints placed on the concept, and the lyrics penetrate into those constraints and interfere with the physical body at the stage of creation, naturally changing the body.

'What on earth did the alchemist who discovered this do?'

One is in awe of the alchemist who broke through the security that the kingdom's court wizards, the heads of the magic tower, and the authorities of the church worked together to break through.

“... Hmm, hmm. I’m not sure if it was okay because it was my first time telling it to someone else.”

After finishing the song, Farewell seemed a little embarrassed, so he cleared his throat and avoided my face.

It seems that once the timbre is changed, it lasts for a long time, so the voice has not changed.

“Oh, it was okay.”

“... Huh! Yes.”

Soon after the song ended, a square body emerged from the cauldron, and when Farewell took it out, placed it in a coffin, and filled it with ice, the body was created in an instant.

And Farewell said it was the last step and told me -

A sledgehammer was brought in.

“Do you want to do it yourself? Or should I do it for you?”

When I saw the sledgehammer, I recognized Farewell's meaning, but I gave up and tried to find another way.

“... Do you have any medicine? Something like dying instantly and without pain.”

“None. Preparing poisons is not my specialty.”

“Another way to move your body is-”

“You are not a wraith or anything, and there is no way to transfer your soul so easily, right? Time is running out, so decide quickly.”

Farewell's voice was incredibly beautiful as she had just finished singing, but the words in that beautiful voice seemed to bring tears to my eyes, perhaps because she was telling me to face death from now on.

I have no choice but to make up my mind and stick my head in.

“... Then I don't have the courage to do it myself, so I'll ask you to do it once.”

“Good. Close your eyes and just hit it.”

After that, I heard Farewell say one, two in a sweet voice -

Wow!

Kwasik-

I lost consciousness.

        
            “Hey. Have you come to your senses?”

“Oh... I'm coming to my senses. I'm eating, but I'm really thirsty. How can I not satisfy this thirst?”

“I can’t help it. The body of the newly resurrected spirit patient is, um... right. It's the same as if all the juices had drained out of the meat.”

'What kind of metaphor is that?'

The body I entered after being resurrected was the body made by Farewell.

When I got up from the coffin, I didn't feel dizzy, but my throat was extremely dry.

“ character. Drink.”

“Thank you.”

I drink the water that Farewell had prepared for me and get up and get dressed.

Next, check your physical condition.

“You know the sections I showed you? Become conscious of it being in your body. The soul bottle's body is sensitive to magic, so it will be able to recognize it right away.”

As I tried to recognize something flowing through my mind following Farewell's guidance, I immediately felt a sensation.

'good. 'This is what I wanted.'

Now I know for sure.

Although I only had a little basic magical power, magical energy was clearly flowing through my body right now.

According to Farewell, the amount of magical power is comparable to that of a newly born child, and it would be difficult to use such a large amount of magic with just this.

But that's enough.

To me, being able to use magic power is valuable because it means [being able to move magic power].

'The rest is one.'

gulp-

I swallow dry saliva out of nervousness and lift the artifact hanging around my neck.

And I think about it in my head.

A vessel of the soul that flutters.

Among the vessels containing various magical powers, there is black magical power.

A black magic power that continues to clash with the white magic power of Deshade.

I picture the black magic power rising to the surface of the magic sword.

“... What is it? That sword.”

And I open my eyes to the sound of Farewell's voice.

“Success.”

The magic sword was stained pitch black.

At the same time, the name of the sword flowed into my head and I learned it even though no one told me.

[Demon Sword Desire]

As soon as the image of the sword made by my own hands and my will without Asmodeus' guidance came into my eyes, I felt it.

‘No, I didn’t feel it. 'I recognized its existence by making it with my own hands.'

This sword has existed from the beginning.

A sword that can be wielded by someone favored by the devil.

The sword created with Asmodeus' magic power finally revealed itself.

Suddenly-

As soon as the sword touches the surrounding objects, it reveals its spirit and cuts everything.

Farewell asks me as he looks at the magic sword whose surface is completely covered with demonic magic.

“When you said that you wanted a body that could somehow handle magical power, was it to create that?”

“Yes. I can definitely win with this sword.”

He looks at Desire with satisfaction.

As I feel like I can do anything and have a smile on my face, Farewell gives me some advice.

“... I think it would be better to turn it off for now.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Your expression is a little strange.”

“My face is strange?”

“Yes. I should say it's a face wriggling with desire, but it's a bit of a strange expression.”

I followed Farewell's words and lifted my sword.

Then, the feeling that the exhilaration I had a little while ago was definitely too much begins to arise again.

“Looking at it, it appears to be a type of magic sword. In that case, it would be best to avoid holding it for a long time. Users of magic swords usually don't end well.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

Make sure to engrave Farewell’s advice in your mind.

Now that I think about it, I felt strangely motivated to fight even when I fought a paladin, but I wonder if that was all due to exposure to the devil's magic.

“... Should I go now?”

Farewell says his work is done and looks at me, leaning his tired body against the chair.

“Yes. Now I really have to meet the puppeteer again.”

“As a bonus, I kill that wizard too. please! Absolutely! No matter what happens!”

“Okay. Don't worry.”

Just as I was about to go down to see Farewell off, she called me back.

“That's right. Speaking of puppet masters, now that I think about it, I think it would be a good idea to be careful since he was in a bit of a strange state.”

“Strange?”

“Yes. I see that there is a woman named Mabel. She seems to have dabbled in necromancy and various other techniques outside of her main job as a puppeteer, but I don't think she's in a very good condition. ”

Farewell talks about various things about the puppeteer's interpretation as seen through his own eyes.

“It seems like this guy killed half a werewolf with the concept of handling a doll and then put his consciousness into it like he usually does with dolls. That's crazy.”

“Why?”

“Do you think it would be possible for two or more souls to exist in a single body, not in a mutually exclusive relationship, but in a relationship of dominance? no. If she was going to do it, she should have given up on trying to control the werewolf's consciousness and just killed it outright. It even contains the souls of female werewolves who were raised by other demons for fun in the demon world. Now, the body contains the remnants of the werewolf that was the original owner, the female werewolves that he brought in and dissected, and the puppeteer's own soul, so I don't have to tell you what state it is in now. Got it?”

“... I have one question.”

“What is it?”

“I don't even know what to say to that werewolf right before he killed me... he was acting like he was in heat? What happened to that?”

Farewell listens to my story, rests his chin and thinks for a moment, then tells me his reasoning.

“This is just a guess based on the knowledge I have, so there is a high possibility that it is not true... Perhaps that is because the dead female werewolves were slaves.”

“Slave? What does that have to do with them being slaves?”

“For some demons, the treatment of other races, especially in the case of such female bodies, is mainly limited to sexual slavery.”

“...”

“And in the case of werewolves, even if they were women, their personalities tended to be quite resilient, so they were probably in a state of forced estrus by being constantly administered aphrodisiacs until their deaths. All of the female werewolves that a woman named Mabel purchased were women whose minds were in an extreme state and were dissected...”

“This is such a fucking thing.”

“Agree. Thanks to this, it seems that the puppeteer left behind the souls of those women to aid in the accident, but it seems that he didn't know exactly how the souls would rebel against him, or he knew that, but with the arrogance of a puppeteer, he took control of all the souls. They must have thought they could do it, so they kept the souls and are paying the price.”

'Indeed, was that so?'

Now I'm starting to understand the strange behavior the puppeteer showed me.

In order to use the werewolf Wotan's spear techniques as is, the puppeteer decided to leave Wotan's consciousness along with his own in one body, and even the souls of female werewolves who had done various things to suit their tastes were kept as is due to greed. It is said that they left it there and now it is shaking.

“I think this was my first time dealing with a corpse. The wizards behind the puppeteer were actually corpses, but they vaguely left their consciousness behind, right? Then it becomes a really big problem.”

“What happens?”

“The moment the boundary of consciousness becomes thin, the soul will merge with other souls. It's normal for things to get messed up to the point where they can't go back to the way they were, and if you make a mistake, you're drawing in magic power, and if the soul flows back all at once, it will explode along with the magic power.”

“If it explodes and dies while alone in the waterway, it's good because I don't have to worry about it, but should I just leave it alone?”

He said he hoped that the puppeteer would destroy himself, but the world is not so kind that things can go that easily.

Farewell's answer was harsh.

“You can definitely leave it alone. However, as a price, the aftermath of the explosion is equivalent to that of 50 wizards, so the entire underground structure may be wiped out and the city may sink to the bottom.”

“That’s right.”

As expected, it was like that.

According to Farewell's explanation, if the puppeteer who was doing strange things alone in the underground waterway exploded, I don't even want to imagine what Gloria's tentacles would do to me, who completely ruined the request.

I have to somehow end my life with my own hands before the puppeteer destroys himself first.

“But the good news is that once the soul leaves the body, it is bound to wear out over time. Perhaps by now, the werewolf's consciousness has almost completely been diluted, so only the animal part remains. So if you're going to fight, now would be the best opportunity.”

After receiving Farewell's final advice, I went to the basement with everyone under Gloria's guidance.

“Please provide me with equipment that is good for defense against magic power.”

“From this side to this side, there are items with some degree of magical power, so take them in moderation. The things here are works from my childhood, so don’t expect too much.”

Gloria, our alter ego, must have been quite tired, so she treated us very indifferently and set us free in a large warehouse filled with artifacts.

I get a confirmation from Gloria.

“You can take it however you want, right?”

“... What I'm saying is, don't pack in everything you have and think about selling it to someone, but just wear as much as you can to help in the fight against the puppeteer right now.”

“Then I understand that you can keep the things you wear.”

“So. However, as I said, these are the only things that can be worn. Even if you look at it like this, they are poor people, but it is property that some people pay money to buy.”

As soon as Gloria finished speaking, I hurriedly walked to collect the artifacts.

        
            Henin brought the anchor.

anchor.

It's an anchor.

An anchor carried on a ship, also called an anchor, is connected to the capstan with a rope and is raised and lowered.

Anchors are buoyant and are used for various purposes, including anchoring floating ships. Although they are heavy, they can still be used underwater.

Enin carried that anchor on his shoulders.

thud!

After dropping the anchor in front of the sanctuary and seeing Enin smiling without breaking a sweat, Ingrid stepped forward as a representative among all the Witch Hunters with their mouths open and said what everyone had been thinking about.

“I will be honest. Enin.”

“... Yes? What?”

“Ennin. You're not human, right?”

“What are you saying? I’m human!!!”

Enin protests with all her might to Ingrid, who wonders why something like that is there, takes out a small magnifying glass from her chest and looks at Enin through it.

When I saw that, I went over to Enin, put my hand on her shoulder, and asked her.

“Uh, okay. I understand that what I was trying to prepare was an anchor. So, what were you thinking when you brought it here?”

“Of course, I brought it to use it as a weapon. Hehe.”

“Uh... okay. Although I know it will happen.”

“Do you really need any other explanation? are you okay. Please feel free to ask any questions.”

“... Yes. good. Then, I would like to know the flow of thought, or the path by which Enin arrived at the idea of bringing an anchor.”

I quietly looked at Enin, who was looking up with his arms on his waist and proudly puffing out his flat chest, and asked for further explanation.

“I didn’t worry that much. I understood after listening to the battle between Lee Rim and the high-ranking demon. It just came to mind. This time, the devil is a physical type that does not use magic. Then, unlike Baphomet, I thought it would be purely a fight between bodies, without having to worry about other magic at all.”

“Um... I did.”

“Then there is only one way to fight that devil on equal footing. The devil is the type that turns all its magic into wings and emits it at high output, doubling the efficiency of its power. If I only have an anvil, I have no choice but to be pushed out due to the difference in physique.”

Once I understood it.

This is an entirely correct thought and an flawless fact.

Enin's physique is small.

And even though the devil is not, he has a sturdy physique and wears pure white full-body armor.

If there is a clash with a demon who creates wings with strength and power, and uses them as power, over and over again, it is definitely Enin who gets pushed back.

However, if there is a problem, it is the result of thinking about it and finally arriving at it, thinking about what to do in order not to be pushed aside by the devil due to the difference in size.

“So, I thought that if the difference in physique was so huge, it would be okay to not lose weight. So this is the anchor I brought. I asked people from the Earl family and they rescued me right away.”

“Anchor... The anchor. huh. Anchor.”

“How do you feel? Isn't it okay? If you look at what it looks like, it looks pretty cute, right?”

“No, of course, I have no intention of pointing out Enin’s aesthetic sense, and women secretly say things that men cannot understand. There are times when you look at some of the most disgusting looking things and say they are cute, and I think an anchor is enough to be... uh... cute. Still, this is an anchor, an anchor.”

“Yes. It's an anchor. Oh, is this your first time seeing Lee Rim’s anchor?”

“That's not it... Ah, it's hard to say for some reason.”

“Among the things that come to mind right now, there is nothing like this. The anchor is heavy, so if you fight with it, you will be able to prevent it from flying away to some extent.”

“Yeah, right. But still...”

“And! This is fate!”

“... What fate?”

“As soon as I saw it, I had a huge urge to swing it!”

Enin's eyes sparkle.

It's like finding an accessory you like, showing it to a friend, and asking if it's pretty or if it suits you.

Even the answer has already been decided.

Regardless of whether you say it matches or isn't pretty, the accessory you already like will end up on the checkout counter no matter what you do, and once your purchase is confirmed, it will be hanging somewhere in your bag or on your phone the next day and will be noticed until you get tired of it.

but,

To be clear, this is an anchor, not an accessory.

Of course, Enin brought this weapon not for the purpose of decoration, but based on reasonable judgment and thought it would be the best weapon to deal with demons, but what is even more certain is that this is not a weapon made for humans to wield.

“... That's the problem.”

“Why?”

“The anchor is very heavy. Won't you get tired quickly if you swing it?”

“Hehe- It’s okay. Irim, can’t you trust me? I always believe in Lee Rim. Ugh... then that's a bit too much.”

“Mu, of course I believe it. But please understand now. No matter how I look at it, all I can think of is that it seems impossible.”

If it were a cartoon, it is an anchor of the size that would have appeared along with the word ‘dudung’ in the first scene.

The anchor that is right next to Enin is the same length as Enin's height. Even if he could swing an anchor that is the same length as his height and weighs hundreds of times his body weight, I wonder how many times he could swing it. It takes.

but,

It can be said that Enin has already proven that he can wield it, as he carried it on his shoulder from a warehouse behind a hill far away.

“You don’t have to worry about that, Lee Rim. Now I'm confident I can swing this at least 500 times! The fight will end there, right?”

‘Swing 500 times. This means that swinging it becomes increasingly difficult even after 500 times, but it doesn't seem to occur to you that you will never be able to wield it no matter how tired you are.'

He said that he would show him if he didn't believe him, and consoled Enin, who was lifting the anchor with one hand, by telling him not to lose strength for no reason.

Watching Enin stroking the anchor with his hand without a single doubt, this too is in some ways madness, and at this rate, I decide to let go of my worries and accept it as positive madness.

‘Anyway, this is really reliable. If I were an Enin swinging that thing with all my might as usual, even if it were me, I would be instantly reduced to mush.'

I don't need the devil or Deshade's armor.

Magic makes things that are impossible in reality easy.

However, if you really look at it, there are many ways to use it to reproduce things that are thought to be difficult to achieve using physical methods alone in an easy and convenient way, that is, using magic.

In other words, it is possible to create an explosion similar to a missile bombing using physical force, but if it is not easy to achieve, it can be achieved much more efficiently by using magic to achieve it.

However, even magic that seems so omnipotent ultimately uses resources as magical power, so there are obvious limitations to it.

If the opponent uses defensive magic that uses much denser density and advanced calculations than the magic power used in magic,

Or, if the amount of magical power itself is so overwhelming that no harm can be caused by magic,

And if it is even hell's magic power or divine power that has already been stored up once, the effectiveness is halved.

'Especially after using up all of the magical power, the biggest problem is what to fight with.'

However, if the attack is pure physical force, there is no such thing.

No matter how great your defensive magic is, if the giants rush at you with all their might and crush you with their bodies, it will break.

In the first place, using magic with one's own power or creating a physical phenomenon requires consuming a large cost, so it feels like you have to go around and achieve it in another way, but if you have overwhelming physical strength, there is no need to use that method. It's a sound.

'That's probably why the empire has a particularly difficult time dealing with giants, magical beasts with enormous mass, and ancient beings.'

so,

A being that can easily use physical force has a fighting ability that goes beyond using magic.

I wonder if the expression on my face as I was thinking those thoughts seemed a little distrustful to Enin.

Enin puffed out his cheeks as if he was dissatisfied and came up with his own excuse.

“... Don't worry so much, Lee Rim. Still, I've made my own compromises?”

“Compromise? What compromise?”

In the warehouse at the top where “ bought the anchor, there was a 20-ton anchor attached to a retired ship that was used on a battle ship during the Old Kingdom Union era. He thought it would be difficult to swing, so he asked for half that amount. I really wanted it.”

“... Hahaha. Anyone who sees it will think that I ended up compromising by trying to buy a more expensive bag at the shopping mall. At this point, I can only laugh.”

“ Wow... The driver is truly a monster. Kikikiki- I can’t even say anything else.”

“... For today, I think Ingrid is right.”

I laugh and Ingrid and Lyudmila share the same opinion.

It's not that I left the 20 tons behind because it was impossible to swing, but I left it behind because I thought I wouldn't be able to swing it a few times.

Half is 10 tons.

Even, it wasn't actually 10 tons.

Contrary to Henin's statement that he had brought half a piece, the number 13 was written on the anchor.

They say the anchor they brought was 13 tons.

“Ennin. You know what? If I lift a lot of heavy objects, my growth plate gets compressed and I don’t grow taller.”

“... Excuse me. I know I won't get any bigger than this.”

“... Well, that's okay. If Enin is okay, then it must be okay.”

Paat-

At that moment, the world became dark.

The influence that the sun had on the county of Ambrosia, beyond the horizon, had completely disappeared.

Even the sunset has disappeared and complete darkness has fallen in the county.

At the same time, strong demonic magic flows out from the sanctuary, indicating that the door has been opened.

“... Let's go. Enin.”

“Yes. Lee Rim.”

It's the final battle.

‘Today is your memorial day. 'Justice sick bastard.'

The Greater Demon dies tonight.

[Stigma]

Crunch-

Clap-

“Inhale!”

Tilt-

Flash!

From the beginning, I, wearing Deshade's armor, and Enin, carrying an anvil on my back and an anchor on my shoulder, go up to the mansion.

Clap-

Sigh-

Hold the door on both sides, look at each other once, smile, and then open the door.

kkiiig-

-------------------------------

[Welcome. Those who deny justice. And goodbye.]

Me and Enin.

A high-ranking devil who cries out for justice again today.

Framework welcomes you.

[This hero framework. For those who seek salvation from me, I will implement justice today as well.]

-------------------------------

        
            A black iron tower located in the center of Ars Magna.

People who approach there have different reactions when they see the iron tower, which they thought was simply painted black.

Wizards are amazed, envious, and despairing of talents that are on a different level from their own, as they are amazed and envious of the magic that is carved in the languages of various races densely engraved on the iron tower and operating in a state that does not conflict with any of them. The general public thinks that it is just white wallpaper seen from afar. The reaction is similar to that of what was actually a swarm of termites.

Such a great and eerie tower has been located in the center of the city from the beginning, and people do not come close to it unless they have special business to do.

And now, a person wearing a hood approaches Gloria's tower.

The weather in the city was dark enough to be gloomy.

Huuung-

fluttering-

The howling of the wind that seemed to imitate the eerie howl of a banshee began to swirl between the narrow buildings.

Thanks to the rough weather just before the typhoon that crossed the wilderness, the hood worn by the man walking to the tower blows in the wind.

What was pulled out by the wind from inside the lifted hood was pink hair.

Occasionally fluttering raindrops slide down the hood and wet the pink hair that comes out.

A scene as if something big would soon happen in the city.

As the strong wind blows through the quiet street, many people, including people wearing hoods, adjust their collars and go their separate ways.

“Yikes!”

The hooded woman quickly checked to make sure no one else had noticed her pink hair, and like everyone else, she tidied up the hair that was sticking out and tucked it back in.

“This is really scary.”

The woman, feeling helpless against nature for a moment, walked for a long time and arrived at the iron tower.

“It’s an eerie tower no matter when you look at it. They say the design is the worst.”

The woman stands in front of the tower for a moment, looks up at the high stairs, and complains.

Then, as I braced my knees and climbed the stairs to the tower, the door opened violently.

Suddenly-

A group of people are opening the door and coming out, so she moves to a corner and lets them go.

“Thank you.”

“No. Not much to say.”

She watches as several people pass her and follow him, focusing on the man in front.

'It's interesting to see the Trickster with a priest. Is the small man wearing heavy armor someone who has just become a knight? Although the magic power is small, there is a lot of magic power accumulated in the body... From werewolves to elves? It's no big deal. It's really a big deal.'

The woman looked at them with great interest.

There was even a bear ahead of them, sniffing the air.

'That's... a demonic beast. 'I heard you right.'

Even though it was hidden from view by magic, she could recognize it at a glance.

The members are so unique that it is difficult to bring them together.

The woman watches them follow the main street and enter an alley, and as soon as they are all gone, she opens the door again and tries to enter the inside of the tower.

And Gloria blocked the door.

“Go away.”

“What’s wrong with this? To an old friend.”

“I never invited you.”

As Gloria pulls on the huge handle of the sharp steel door and tries to get inside, the woman sticks her foot in.

“It may be cut off.”

“Cut off your friend’s feet? Be scared~.”

“Phew...”

At the words of the woman who introduced herself as her friend, Gloria had no choice but to open the door, let her in, and then close the door.

“Follow me.”

The two climb up the tower's stairs.

However, Gloria climbed the floors by constantly changing the structure of the tower so that no other guests on each floor could see her.

The number of guests currently in the tower is 7.

The leader of a knight corps somewhere, the messenger of a magic corps, the leader of a large ship, a homunculus that has just been discovered, etc.

They are all important guests that she must concentrate on greeting.

However, the reason Gloria moves her old friend in a complicated way to avoid them is not because she is afraid of causing trouble to them.

“Ugh. Is it okay to keep the princess going up the stairs like this? My legs hurt, so I should make a device that allows me to move upwards.”

“If you want to say something like that, you should send money.”

'But it wouldn't be that bad.'

Gloria is feeling uncomfortable right now.

She felt sick to her stomach because just a little while ago, a spirit soldier and his companions swept away a large number of artifacts that resembled cheap money that she made as a hobby whenever she had time and sold them when she needed emergency funds.

'I really liked that shawl.'

Among them, there were things that the little succubus girl truly cared about, such as the one thing she wore around her body, but there were things that Gloria confirmed to the damn soul bottle the moment she was distracted by the various important guests located throughout the tower, so Gloria couldn't do anything. I decided to give Sam my favorite shawl as a gift to the cute little demon.

However, at the same time, she had just concluded an ongoing trade relationship with the leader of the upper class who was currently in one room, so she had some time to create new magic tools.

'Now that things have come to this, we can invest more in research on magic machines.'

Alchemists are a group of researchers from wizards to somewhat non-mainstream researchers.

'I guess I'll have to gather some researchers under the name of a magician.'

Gloria was reminded of the great achievements of an alchemist named Pekhero who died in her city.

'There were quite a few guys who would shine if they were given a little attention. It's such a shame that I found out now.'

From Gloria's perspective, the current alchemists were just pitiful people who thought all they wanted to do was wrestle with alchemy cauldrons, but now that all the wizards who would speak out against them are dead, she gathered the alchemists like a magic tower and used magic machines. Even if you give some lectures on it, no one will say anything anymore.

Seeing Gloria suddenly lost in her own thoughts, the woman speaks in a slightly sullen voice.

“Hey? I'm a princess? Are you so sad to be ignored like this? Crying?”

“Noisy.”

Gloria goes into a room, dismissing the whining woman.

The room, which he himself named the [Star Room], was built so that the movement of celestial bodies could be checked at any time, even if the sky was bright and clouds were falling.

Gloria entered the room, turned on the magic lanterns, and ordered the woman to sit quietly on one side.

He then treats himself to the tea brought by the fairies and stares intently at the human in front of him.

Princess.

She is the second princess of the empire, with pink hair that only members of the imperial family have.

The person in front of me was a princess who always had to use a polite and dignified tone of voice with others, but at the same time, perhaps because I was meeting an old friend, I changed my usual serious tone and asked her about her business.

“Yes. What now?”

“Camellia Shaden Mortis Steyer. Since the emperor has declared his abdication, I will take off the imperial family’s name, Mortis, and call me Camellia.”

“Camellia. The roll is good.”

Gloria manipulated the devices in the slightly dark room, inserted celestial bodies, and pulled out a glass window.

The cityscape unfolds under a cloudy, cloudy sky.

“Anyway, I always told you to make an appointment and come.”

“Why are you so picky when it comes to meeting friends?”

“I'm saying this because I have a schedule and I need to make room for people. Did you come again without an escort?”

“I looked around. I ran there saying I was going to survive in the nearby forest for 10 days naked, so wouldn't I be caught on the 4th day?”

“It turned.”

“Send a letter in my name to the magic tower near the imperial palace. Because there will be people who are worried about looking for me.”

“It was a nuisance as soon as I arrived, and that hasn’t changed.”

“I was so bored because you were gone for 10 years. Plus, when I was young I couldn't move on my own, so I couldn't come of my own accord, and when I tried to come when I was a bit older, they suddenly disappeared from the world, so even I was a little confused?”

Gloria looks at her.

The princess, who must have just turned 20, is sipping the tea served by her fairies with an attitude and gesture befitting her age, and is playing with the fairies by poking them with her finger with a curious gaze.

Looking at such a free woman, no one would think that she was a general who brilliantly defended the land of the empire in the hellish island of the great war in which the humans in the midst of her disappearance were on the verge of extinction.

“... It's truly a tough relationship.”

When Gloria stopped talking and looked out the window, the princess followed her and looked out the window. After enjoying the scent of the tea, which had now cooled down a bit and was easier to drink, she took a sip and spoke.

“So, who are the people who just left?”

“There is no obligation to inform you.”

Gloria refused her friend's question because she was trying to avoid conflicts between guests entering her tower as much as possible.

“Please tell me instead. I saw them briefly and they seem to be related to me.”

“Do you think there might be a relationship?”

However, Gloria had no choice but to ask back at the princess's words.

Because she cannot read the princess's thoughts.

“Uh. Those people are from the Deshade Church, right? There are spirit soldiers and a knight here who would not normally be able to leave the kingdom, and if they are people who walk side by side with other races like that, they are definitely not from the Gaia Church.”

“It looks like your keen eye is still the same.”

“Because this is what I make a living from. Of course, I am young now.”

The princess stands up and speaks while drawing on the moisture forming on the window glass as the rain gets heavier.

“I’ll tell you because I think you probably know. They asked for asylum in the empire. So, for me, who received the request, I had to judge whether they, a somewhat unusual group, would accept me as a denomination even if I gave up my relationship with the kingdom.”

“Relation to the Kingdom?”

“To be exact, I want to avoid further worsening relations with Commander Helias, who is leading the 3rd Legion on the border of the Kingdom Alliance. I wonder if the alchemist in the room knows who that person is?”

“Even if a country is not interested in diplomacy, we know it because we have met face to face at least a few times. He was a very talented person.”

“What does Gloria think?”

“Well, when I saw him when I was young, I thought it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have him as my husband.”

“... You? husband? ... Puhahahahahaha!”

“Of course, I thought about that for about 0.1 second.”

Gloria thought she had made a mistake when she saw the princess starting to burst into laughter.

“Huu... Huh... Ah, it was fun.”

“Anyway, is that person that noticeable? Considering his age, he is now a person who deserves to be called an old man.”

“Keuhum!”

Before answering her friend's words, the princess takes a sip of tea, clears her throat, and answers.

“Get stepped on. The reason why I have kept a low profile despite the Kingdom Alliance's rude behavior so far is because I don't want to fight with the commander of the Helias corps and the 1st and 2nd corps commanders in charge of other corps.”

“Even for you who know how to treat people well, they seem to be too much for you.”

“Of course, in reality, the empire will never deal with all three of them at the same time. The 1st and 2nd corps commanders are the ones who absolutely have to stay next to the royal castle. But the 3rd Legion and Helias are different. Helias is a guy I hate dealing with even more than the 1st and 2nd corps commanders who just had a generational change. Both as a general and as a force.”

“From the kingdom's point of view, he is a corps commander on the border, but from the empire's point of view, he is an old and seasoned tiger located close to the border.”

Gloria recalled a story she heard from a famous hunter when she was traveling for a while.

Gloria asked the hunter which wild beast was the most difficult to deal with, and the hunter told Gloria that young wild beasts are so full of blood that they are sometimes unable to make rational decisions and ignore the spear blade and jump in to bite off the neck, but the old wild beasts that have survived for a long time are Rather, it is said that it skillfully breaks the spear blade first and then catches and eats the hunters.

It is even said that some of them follow the hunter's house, and the moment the hunter falls asleep, they quietly come in and sink their teeth into the hunter's neck, killing him.

Gloria agreed with her friend's opinion, thinking that it would be a little troubling to think that such a wild beast had chosen her as the next hunter.

        
            “It is a beast with the intelligence of someone who has spent his entire life on the battlefield. If you think about it, there is nothing more difficult to deal with than that.”

“That’s right. So I'm trying to weigh whether to accept the Church of Deshade. Indeed, I have to weigh the gains and losses of those who include spirit soldiers in the church coming to the empire and the losses of me turning Helias completely into an enemy.”

“Still, it is adjacent to the border with the demons, and since it is a border where other races often invade with their armies, I wonder if he would react so sensitively to the extent that the soul soldiers escaped one by one.”

“You have no choice but to react sensitively. The fact that the soul disease is crossing the border means that the trump card and useful labor force created by the Kingdom Alliance can escape of their own will. Even if you are someone like Helias, you will inevitably be fired the moment you let the spirit soldiers cross the border. And Helias is a person who is more attached to his position than anyone else.”

The princess drank half of her tea and began playing with the balance placed on one side, shaking it back and forth with her fingers.

When Gloria sees such a friend, she hints and puts words on one side of the scale that may be helpful in the princess's choice.

“When it comes to those denominations, I will provide some guarantee.”

Suddenly-

As soon as he finished speaking, the door opened and Gloria, wearing an apron, placed a freshly baked scone between them.

“It was cooked well. You came here despite the wind and rain, right? If you eat it, your body will warm up faster.”

Then she picked up a scone, put it in her mouth, and went back out.

“Did you bake it just because I was coming? It’s been a while since I ate this.”

The princess takes a scone, bites into it, makes a mmm sound, and looks happy.

Then he continues talking.

“If it was a guarantee from a friend, I would add some extra points-”

“I guess that’s not enough. I know.”

Gloria understood what the princess meant.

One of the many abilities that enabled the princess to protect the empire was her outstanding mercenary skills.

She is a person who likes to use the right people at the right time, and the reason why the princess was able to successfully protect the empire during the Great War was because she had the skill to use the right people at the right time.

“The church must perform at least one of two tasks.”

As a group loyal to the empire, she said, there are two responsibilities.

One is to absolutely obey her words and be able to charge at those who point the sword at the empire, and if that is not possible, the other is to be able to play a significant role in the prosperity of the empire.

The princess welcomes any increase in the number of chess pieces that the empire can use to overcome the crises that will come to it.

In fact, the reason the princess did not immediately come to Gloria after entering the city was because she met in advance alchemists who seemed to have a promising future, which she had heard about from informants planted in her friend's city, and personally recruited them with the promise of support from the empire. It was on the way.

She has the authority to treat even Arachne, a foreign race that everyone calls a monster, as a human and accept her as a citizen of the empire if she brings prosperity to the empire.

Since ancient times, the empire has accepted various different races and placed them in places where they can fully fulfill their respective roles. As a result, the current empire has the greatest influence as a human nation, unlike the union of kingdoms made up of five nations. came to have

“Well, in that case, it would be better to ask him directly. I am not a spokesperson.”

Gloria, too, was now familiar with what her old friend and princess said, so she did not listen to anything further.

The reason she readily gave the artifact to the first spirit soldier she met was simply because she was curious about what path he would take, not because she wanted to raise him as a hero.

“Are those people coming here again?”

“Yes.”

“Then, I’ll rent a place.”

The princess speaks as she looks at the scenery outside, where rain has begun to pour down.

“I submitted the documents, so I should go for an interview.”

-------------------------------

There was no need for us to wander around the city after leaving the tower.

Gomtaeng, who had been in the ice bath and chomping down on fruit like a polar bear all day, was finally useful.

We put on raincoats, walk through the rain, smell the nearby sewers, and trust our noses to track the advancing bear.

“What on earth are you people doing? No way, you can train a demonic beast and take it with you.”

“Are you asking this knowingly? It's a denomination, a denomination. A church that serves Deshade.”

“... It wasn't an answer that helped me understand at all, but I'll just assume that I understood it.”

Botan, who has a bandage wrapped around his shoulder, is surprised to see Gombangi.

Peria and Astesia are now riding on Gombangi's back.

Peria is wearing a hat, and Astesia is wearing a raincoat that Peria gave her, rocking on the bear's back and looking for a suspicious-looking wall.

The puppeteer must have decided that there was no need to hold his breath any longer since his power and identity were discovered right after the fight with me, so he used the corpse wizards to kidnap the alchemists and wizards near the sewer.

These guys, who seem to have no intention of hiding anymore, have kidnapped them so openly that a state of emergency has been declared in the city.

People went into their houses, mercilessly trampling on the raindrops that had fallen gently on the street, and the puppet master also used magic to completely block the drain that we had blocked, leaving no room for gaps.

'Still, for air circulation, only one entrance must be left unblocked.'

So I used two methods to find the entrance.

First, we had the help of Gombangi, who had a better sense of smell than Wotan, a werewolf, and Astesia, who had the best magic sensitivity among us, and Peria's sharp eyes.

Sniff- Sniff-

On a street completely erased by rain and chaos, Gombangi searches for the scent of a puppeteer that continues to emanate from somewhere.

After searching for a while, Gombangi stopped in front of a clothing store deep in an alley.

The store displays clothes that would be worn by luxurious ladies in the window, and perhaps because it is raining, the lights inside the store are brightly lit, showing off the beautiful dresses.

“Is this right?”

So I became suspicious of the bear's sense of smell.

No matter how you look at it, it is the front of an ordinary store.

In my opinion, the store was a common store in the city of wealthy alchemists, although it had the disadvantage of being located in an alley on the side of the road where many people would pass by.

To me, the bear raised its huge front paw on my head after Peria lowered Astesia from its back.

chin-

“What’s the point of this, you idiot?”

While I was thinking about punching him in the side, Aila explained it to me.

“You’re an ordinary human with a bad sense of smell, so I’ll treat you with great generosity and just watch you quietly.”

“This rotten animal will really be thrown into the soup someday.”

I wondered if I had to wrestle the damned livestock again, but I stopped when Peria told me to stay still.

Soon, Peria and Astesia arrived at the door of the store.

“... It was also a class of illusion magic. The horse is like a puppet, and he seems to be a very versatile demon. Illusion magic is quite an advanced skill, right?”

When Peria tried to open the door, it wouldn't open.

When I looked closely, I saw that there was nothing inside the window.

It is a dark space with no store owner, no customers, and not a single chair prepared for anyone.

The only things that were there were the dresses near the glass window, and the light they were emitting was so bright that we couldn't even notice the scenery inside.

“I did it very naturally, but it’s not an easy task for me.”

Peria steps away from the door for a moment, touches it, and speaks.

“Veil Off.”

Flash-

Soon, the diamond pattern under Peria's eyes began to glow blue and the illusion was lifted.

“... Is this really how it was done?”

“It’s a little gross.”

Everyone nodded as if they agreed with what Hwarim and Enin said.

The illusion magic was broken and what was revealed was not the original entrance to the sewer.

The puppeteer drilled a hole in the wall at the end of the alley for ventilation.

The problem was its appearance.

'Corpse Gate.'

The hole had been roughly dug with sharp magic, and corpse wizards were now gathered together to fill the entrance.

It seems that the puppeteer blocked the entrance by keeping the corpse wizards who were so broken that they could no longer move away.

The remains of corpses blocking the open wall prevent rainwater from flowing inside.

Although corpse wizards have almost lost their magic power, their eyes occasionally light up and go out repeatedly.

Although there is no movement, it seems to be acting as a warning.

“If you touch this, of course it will be passed on to the puppeteer, right?”

“Of course. So, it's time for Astesia to use her power here.”

Peria holds Astesia's hand and approaches the door made of corpses.

“Even if it is a door made of corpses, in concept it is a door.”

Peria takes out a glove and puts it on Astesia.

“I wear this because my hands get dirty. Can you see the inside from here? Just think of the entrance as being over there.”

“Ah, okay.”

Astesia looks at the emergency exit inside the sewer and holds the door made of corpses with one hand.

In the other hand, he is holding a weapon similar to the iron bar that the orc he fought before held.

Astesia continued to carry it as a staff and self-defense weapon, but now, thanks to the staff that Deshade handled and Gloria refined, she was able to focus her magic more efficiently.

Astesia pulls it like a handle and speaks quietly.

“Troy Merai.”

Then, a part of the body opened in the shape of a door, and a sewer scene began to appear inside.

        
            “Good. Let’s go in.”

When we went inside the sewer with everyone, we were finally able to escape the rain.

The body's door can be seen in the back, but the alarm appears not to have been activated and the person is still looking straight ahead.

It seems Astesia's power has clearly worked.

“Good job. Astesia.”

Was “ helpful?”

“enough.”

When I patted Astesia's head, Astesia smiled happily.

I'm really glad that it helped me in some way.

“Now we have to form a formation.”

After checking the condition of the sewage system, we modified our formation by looking at the water level in the waterway, which had increased due to heavy rain.

'Because of the storm, it rained a lot and the flow rate into the groundwater increased. If you fall into it carelessly, you will be swept away. If this is the case, corpse wizards will not attack from the water.'

It is decided to place non-combat personnel Peria and Astesia at the entrance to secure an escape route.

'The front line is Gombang and Enin.'

This time, I concentrated all my defenses on the front, thinking that the Corpse Wizards would not be able to attack from all directions.

If we are to believe Aila, Gombangi cannot go into detail, but she is said to have received quite harsh training, so unlike other bears, her body is quite strong.

So now that I can use magical power, I decided to take on the vanguard role with Enin, who has become stronger by surrounding his armor with magical energy.

Hwarim, I, and Thisseul sat behind it.

'The puppet master will definitely target us as their top priority.'

Hwarim and I decided to use his anger and use ourselves as bait to lure the puppeteer inside as much as possible.

‘The puppet master won’t run away when he sees us. 'I wish I had rushed forward.'

The guy who won the last fight will never back down.

No matter what the outcome of this fight is, his pride will make him choose to completely win against us, even at the cost of that.

So, Thistle, who had the God-given weapon, Claymore, a spell breaker, broke the magic circles imprinted on the guy's body a little ahead of us.

The next and last person, and the one at the back of the formation, was Aila.

“I don’t mind as long as you keep a straight path!”

“Good. Then, once you move together and find the puppeteer, keep your distance in a reasonably comfortable way.”

“Yes! But please keep what I said a little while ago!”

Aila prepares her arrows and looks at Hwarim.

“... I knew it.”

“... Wow! Hwarim has finally let go of her anger!”

“Sleep, stay away! I don't want to make it easy for you because of things like this...!”

“Shhh! Be quiet! What would you do if you reached inside? You came in without being noticed!”

When Hwarim cannot resist Aila's bright eyes and goes in, Aila immediately rushes in for a hug and loses her balance.

The sound was so loud that Enin approached them and covered their mouths with a thick gauntlet.

I leave the three behind and look back at Wotan.

“...”

He is wounded in the shoulder and is a samurai, not a warrior.

Warriors and warriors are different.

Warriors try to overcome their limitations for feats and honor, while warriors prioritize recognizing their own limitations for self-training.

He didn't say that he would follow us, even to the point of putting up with something unreasonable.

He clearly understood his current situation and presented the most reasonable answer.

“... I will stay here. You'll need someone to guard your group.”

“... Okay.”

I see a weapon hanging on his back.

The remaining side of the twin swords he originally had and an iron sword he brought as a spare are hanging on his back.

Wotan, who clearly expected a fight with his brother, ultimately failed to fulfill his promise.

His brother is no longer the werewolf he knew, and he will never see the twin spears his brother wields again.

So, due to his depressed mood, I unconsciously became angry when I saw him.

The conflict between Wotan and Wotan as a true family was broken by the desires of a puppeteer.

'The first meeting was a disaster itself.'

All of this is because of Mabel, the puppeteer.

I think of the puppeteer who attacked where we were with the mixture in tow.

Many people died because of the woman with red hair who attacked with a great sword in tow.

She is a woman who uses other people's lives as materials and as meaning in order to do what she wants.

Of course, it's not that I dislike Mabel because I'm a good person who believes that life is a precious thing and should not be trifled with.

There is only one reason why I hate Mabel.

I don't like Mabel's tail.

Since I didn't like the embarrassing behavior of getting others involved in my own selfish actions, I decided to fight and not back down with the idea of fixing it.

So I hated seeing Wotan collapse after being caught up in Mabel.

So reach out to him.

“Hand over your weapon.”

“What?”

“Hand over the remaining pairs.”

I don't like how the story ends with a bad ending, so I ask for the remaining swords of Wotan on the werewolf's back.

“It seems to me that the fight is not over yet. So what is the end result? Is the double sword stronger, or the double spear? I have to see the ending.”

I continue talking while looking at the dumbfounded Botan in front of me.

“Your brothers fighting is none of my business. I'm still curious as to which is stronger, the twin swords or the twin spears, and if you've lost the will to continue with that bet, I can look at the results for you. So, go too far.”

They push back recklessly.

OK-

“K...Hahahahahahaha!!!”

The werewolf laughed.

It's not that loud, but it makes me laugh out loud.

It was a contradictory laugh that could be said to be both small and loud.

Wotan laughed for a while, then untied the sword from his back and handed it to me.

“Good. Since you became curious because of me, Wotan, as the warrior of Wolfhedin, you must take responsibility for that.”

Accept the Tao with your left hand.

It feels different from a newly made weapon.

The weapon he had been using for many years was called a sacred relic of their tribe, and although it was an item that other people had continued to use over time, it fit flawlessly in the hand and boasted an appropriate weight.

Hold the magic sword in your right hand and the sword in your left hand, crossing the swords.

“Although complete reproduction is impossible, I will try my best.”

Thinking about his movements using his twin swords, I find the right sense of balance.

Seeing me like that, Wotan gave me some advice and I put the Tao back in.

“Good. Then I'll leave.”

The search begins with Enin's small command.

Looking at Gombangi's nose and the map of the sewer held by Enin, we continued moving forward, and soon enough, we were able to guess where this guy would be.

“You went really deep.”

All the circumstances pointed to the center where the sewage passage briefly continued, and Gombangi continued to move toward that direction.

“Up there!”

Everyone stops at Aila’s words.

“It’s inside there. These are corpse wizards. What should I do?”

Aila first noticed a tiny red eye glow in the darkness that was not yet visible to us and stopped us.

“What is the distance to the center of the sewer?”

“From here... If you run with all your might, it won't take long and you'll be right in the center.”

Look at the map with Enin.

The central area was definitely the closest distance.

“To take advantage of sneaking in...”

“After all, rushing is the answer, right?”

Enin is motivated and looks at me with his eyes shining inside the visor of his helmet.

The puppeteer must have believed in the alarms hung at the corpse door or at the entrances of the tightly closed sewers.

However, in the current situation where we sneaked in, it would be best to make a quick surprise attack before the enemy notices and responds properly.

However, there is the burden of being a vanguard, so I ask Enin.

“Will it work?”

“Trust us!”

I don't know what he's thinking, but seeing Enin's tension higher than usual now, I'm starting to feel unfounded confidence that something will work out.

“Good. Try it.”

I decided to trust Enin, and then I was clearly intimidated by Enin's actions and became convinced that this was okay.

Turp-plop-

Enin walked straight to Gombangi.

“Coo?”

And then in front of the bear crying as if asking what's going on -

Kuung-!

I set up the anvil.

The bear quietly makes eye contact with Enin.

Looking at it like this, that bear seemed to be proud of his origins in the elven forest and as the Beastmaster's disciple, and although he received requests from Aela and others, he never did anything he thought he didn't want to do.

'And you don't want to listen to me even if you die.'

To me, he's the kind of guy I always thought would fall on his knees someday.

For a moment, the bear looked at Enin, who did not give up his pride again today and stood proudly on his feet in front of him.

Jeopuk-

The moment Ennin took a step towards the bear, Gombangi bent his back.

“Young...cha!”

And Enin picked up the anvil and climbed on Gombangi’s back.

'You brought that thing into submission.'

The bear gave up its back to Enin's intimidating power.

That is different from the way he gave his back to Peria and Astesia as if he was strong enough to protect them.

The finished look is like a loser from the end of the century.

No matter how much the bear is bending down, or even though Enin is short, it still feels huge.

Seeing a bear cavalry wearing heavy armor and holding an anvil, it was an image you would never want to see on the battlefield.

“This is definitely amazing.”

“How is it that Ennin’s thoughts seem to be the same as those of the Beastmasters and Druids in our neighborhood?”

“I heard that there were soldiers riding bears like that in Rushu in the north, but I never thought I would see them here.”

After hearing everyone's comments, Enin seems to be even more energized, putting the anvil on his shoulder and putting his hand on the back of the bear's neck, looking straight ahead.

“It’s a really nice view. Then shall we leave?”

“Yes. Stir it up.”

After hearing my last words, the bear jumped out.

“Ajaaa! Battle – Begin!!!”

War Cry.

The corpse wizards who were spread out as if standing guard at Enin's loud sound looked at Enin.

And in return for Enin's attention, they began to fly in all directions due to Enin's hammer.

The bear runs and we run after it.

Wow-

Bodies that are barely connected are torn into pieces by the swinging paw.

Quaaaang!

The heads of several wizards attached to one body by the anvil are scattered like bowling pins.

Ppajik-

No one could stop the Bear Cavalry's charge with the corpses of wizards who were inherently weak because they were born human before they became corpses, and those whose corpses had been cut into pieces and rearranged to create a deformed structure.

'The number has become quite large.'

Still, the number of wizards had already increased considerably.

It seems that the newly kidnapped alchemists and wizards have also become corpse wizards by the puppeteer's hand. Compared to the front, the deeper we go, the more fresh corpse wizards greet us and fire magical bullets at us.

Piyung-

Numerous magic bullets fly and attack the bear cavalry.

However, we did not put Enin and Gombangi as the vanguard for nothing.

“It won’t hurt at this level!”

Wow-

The more Ennin and the bear receive magic bullets, the more they become agitated and provoke the Corpse Wizards, who cannot even understand what we are saying.

The two, one person and one bear, collided with dozens of magic bullets, and soon they received hundreds of magic bullets from the front, but continued to run without slowing down.

Nothing could stop them.

The magic bullets are blocked by the anti-magic abilities of the belt-shaped artifact and various jewelry-shaped artifacts that escaped Aila's hand thanks to Hwarim and ended up getting caught on Enin's waist, and the moment even those are broken through, Enin instantly uses his armor and magic. Throw it into the anvil and block it.

Gombang was just openly accepting everything with his body, as if he was tickled to this degree.

“Hahahahahaha-!”

“... This is my first time seeing that kid so happy.”

“Me too.”

“Ennin... I guess you’re okay, right?”

We were unable to provide much help to Ennin and Gombangi and continued running, hiding behind the paws and anvils wielded by the two combat weapons.

But there is no such thing as eternal running.

Of course, if you look for it, it might be there somewhere, but in any case, when it comes to running, once you start, there is a destination.

Soon the race came to an end.

Grrr-

The howling of an animal could be heard through the sewage flowing from the deepest part of the sewer we were heading towards.

When the corpse wizards heard the sound, they ran away from us in a bizarre manner and began crawling toward the center of the sewer.

“You’re stepping back. Are you trying to prepare something?”

Enin and Gombangi do not hide their disappointment, but show it as it is and slow down.

'Are you trying to conserve power?'

I'm trying to read the puppeteer's intentions, but the information is a bit lacking.

I had no idea what that animal-like howl meant.

We were hesitating to enter the center of the round and wide sewer.

The inside of the center was pitch black, with not a single eye glow visible even though so many corpse wizards had entered.

“... Let’s go in?”

“Then. Instead, slowly.”

In the darkness with no sound.

As time passed and there was no sign of movement or anything, we finally decided to go in.

“Let me light the fire.”

Thistle takes a step forward and chants a spell.

“Darkness is not a sin, and not being able to see is not a sin either. But, Lord Deshade. Here in front of me is a person hiding in the dark, borrowing the eyes of others even though his own eyes are intact.”

Thistle's claymore shines.

“I beg you to borrow a strand of light to dispel the darkness for a moment to punish those who insult the dead, but I will repay you with victory for you.”

Holy light.

Divine power surrounds her sword.

Power as an apostle.

The light meant to punish those who act against Deshade's will went beyond staying on her sword and began to form a sphere and fly towards the center of the huge sewer.

Flash-

And then light exploded and covered the ceiling, revealing everything.

'Wizard, did you live without dying?'

A huge lump in the center and a werewolf standing right next to it.

The corpse wizards who had gathered in the center were all connected as one body, and at the end, at the head, was the wizard Roin as one body.

Below him is a puppeteer in the body of a werewolf.

Perhaps because of the heavy rain, raindrops are leaking from somewhere and continuing to fall on the heads of the corpse wizard and puppeteer.

The puppeteer frowns at the light created by Thistle and looks at us and says.

“You’re back. Losers.”

        
            The puppeteer said with a very unhappy expression, probably because his head was pounding.

“I was worried that he would hide his tail like a loser and not come looking for me, but I’m glad.”

“The loser is, in total terms, it was only 1 win and 1 loss, you bastard. Speak clearly.”

“Damn, the person who wins at the end is the winner. So now you guys are losers.”

“... Fuck.”

I tried to correct the puppeteer's answer, but I couldn't refute it because it was correct.

Still, the puppeteer is a noble person in that he accepts the challenge again without casting 'You're not good at fighting.'

“Ugh...”

However, the puppeteer's condition seemed a little strange.

At first, I thought that the reason they didn't attack us right away even though they saw us was because of their leisure, but that wasn't the case.

He frowned at the sudden explosion of Thistle's divine power, and even though it was time to get used to it, he continued to keep that frown.

“... The conversation is over. I can't take any more time than this.”

The puppeteer raised the twin spears.

Wotan's remaining spear, a relic, and a hastily constructed spear with a similar shape.

It seems that the puppeteer created the remaining pair of spears using the wizard behind him or the captured alchemist to make the werewolf's remaining spirit use the twin spears, thus creating a balance.

“Kill.”

The puppeteer gave a brief command.

Then, the group of corpse wizards behind, and the wizard Roin at the top, moved.

The wizard looked like he was somehow out of his mind.

“... Ugh, pekhero... Farewell, I'll kill them all...!”

Even when he is still, he mutters something to himself, and at the same time, he shows strange behavior, such as his eyes suddenly turning upside down and showing the whites of his eyes.

This time, instead of throwing a catalyst, he handed us a staff with an amethyst in it.

At the same time, the arms of the corpses below raise more than 70 wands.

“Ennin!”

“Yes!”

At the same time that red light comes out from the staff, Enin jumps out of the cage and slams the anvil on the ground.

Indomitable Veil.

At the same time, a green curtain appeared, blocking the first round of magical bullets fired in a single motion.

The old man sees this and screams.

“Keuuu... How long are you going to disturb me, peckhero!!!”

'That guy is already out of his mind.'

He was already calling out the name of the dead alchemist while looking at us, as if he was only seeing the past and not the present.

“I blocked it once!”

“Good job! Maintain formation from now on! Don’t move!”

“If that’s all, then this will be the end, peghero!”

“If you have eyes, look straight at who the other person is, you old man!”

“Peckherooo!!!”

'Fuck, someone get that guy some glasses!'

As soon as the veil that blocked one attack was lifted, the wizard raised the amethyst staff again and began controlling the wizards.

That time when the corpse wizards' staffs were once again charged with red light -

Hwii-

A whistling sound is heard from behind us.

When we heard that sound, all of us who were busy preparing for defense stopped in place.

“... What is it?”

The puppeteer also heard the whistle, but had no way of knowing what signal it was.

That is a signal from Aela and us.

Only the wizard, who was unable to hear the sound because he was controlling the wizards, casts the spell with all his might.

and-

Hwiii profit-

A featherless elf's arrow flew.

-------------------------------

A patrol member of the Elven Forest Patrol.

Raincarnation Aila.

Eila is a surname, Raincarnation is an oath, and patrol is a duty.

“And what an elf means is a noble birth that cannot be compared to other races.”

Aila thinks back to what her older sisters said to the point where her ears bled, and on one occasion, her ears actually bled while listening to them.

Then he looks at the corpse wizard 1km ahead, the wizard holding the amethyst staff at the center.

Thanks to thistle, I was able to clearly see the outline of the brightly lit sewer and the unobstructed passageway.

Aila takes out her bow and picks up an arrow.

“As long as you are born as an elf, you must never forget archery?”

She hated that word so much.

The stereotype that since you are born with something, you must do it.

“Seriously, it’s so cliche?!”

Aila preferred the sword, but eventually had to learn archery due to pressure from her older sisters.

“But I guess I’ll have to use it now.”

So, I decided not to use a bow on this vacation, but since I accidentally broke my sword, I had no choice but to use a bow this time.

To make matters worse, Aila had not yet been able to obtain a sword, as when she was young, she had decided not to pick up a sword or a sewing needle unless it was something she liked.

“Whoa... Let’s focus, concentrate.”

[Aila. An archer becomes an archer from the moment he holds the arrow shaft.]

I pick up the arrow, remembering what one of my older sisters said.

A total of 3 arrows were taken out of the quiver.

Aila always made various excuses to run away when it was archery time, so it's a bit disappointing that she can only pick up three items compared to her older sisters.

'I want to show everyone a better side of me.'

But that thought lasts only for a moment, and as I bite the featherless arrow into the protest, I shake off the distracting thoughts.

Concentration.

Set a target for each of the three arrows.

'One is the wizard in the center, and two are the wands right next to him that move the most nimbly.'

She's an elf.

It is a race that boasts the best balance of physical abilities among all physical races of the same type and physique.

Of course I have the arm strength to hit a target 1km away.

If her condition is good, Aila can shoot an arrow over 2km like her sisters.

However, shooting an arrow at a target 1km away is something that giant hunters can also do.

That's why what we're doing from now on is something only elves can do.

It's the next step that requires real skill.

Pull the bowstring.

Tutu tong-

Three arrows were fired simultaneously.

But it wasn't just shot.

There is a difference of 0.001 seconds in the time the first, second, and third arrows flew due to the force of the string.

The first arrow goes straight towards the wizard in the center.

Next, the second arrow is fired immediately after the first arrow is fired,

By slightly twisting the stick held by the half-gloved hand, the direction changed and it flew towards the staff next to it.

The third arrow aims at the other staff by rotating the shaft in the opposite direction with the finger at the same time as the direction of the second arrow changes.

True elf archery requires that all actions be performed within 0.001 seconds between arrows and arrows.

Puff puff!

“It was good!”

A wizard can be heard screaming in the distance.

Ayla licks her lips with her tongue, happy that her archery skills haven't rusted yet.

The first arrow seemed to have been blocked by the defensive magic that the cowardly wizard had cast in advance, but the other wands that were hit by the remaining arrows all had their arms blown off without any resistance.

After that it's simple.

At this location, 1 km away, without anyone's interference, the archer can repeat the task of shooting the arrow at the target.

Eila gains confidence and continues the same movements as before, breaking the wizard's wands.

No human being would be able to achieve this skill within his limited lifespan.

This archery, which requires the utmost balance of strength and agility, is a skill that has taken several generations to master, even by elf standards.

[Aila. Being able to do this means you also have a certain level of talent. Even if you're an elf, this isn't something anyone can do. So, how about running for Great Gamekeeper?]

‘I’m sorry, Sister Ventine, but I hate such a frustrating position. 'It's so horrible to spend all day staring at the sky and searching for prey worthy of the council's applause.'

Tutu tong-

Eila continues to think as she shoots another arrow and destroys the 21st staff.

'I just learned archery because I wanted to learn how to sing from my sisters.'

Ayla sings a song and continues the repetitive task.

Originally, the older sisters sang the song to kids who had just started archery to get them interested, but now they started singing it for their peers.

[Nest of happiness. Young bastards sharing the supreme fruit.

However, when it comes to the disaster of climbing a tree, the hemlock is the fruit.

Little elf, take up the featherless arrow and draw the strings.

Aim for retribution toward the disaster that will cover the sky.

Forge a bow that even the gods would admire, with the determination to reach the afterlife.

There is just something to be careful about. Keep this in mind.

The moment you use the wrong finger to hold, the arrow will pierce the bird.]

A song played with a bowstring as a harp spreads beyond the sewer.

When I think about it now, it's too heavy for a song made with the purpose of getting people interested in bow quality.

“Next... Huh?”

Eila finished the song and tried to continue rapid fire, but all she got was an empty quiver.

“... Did you shoot them all?”

Erilla feels regretful and examines the results of shooting with the rhythm of the song as a companion.

“Where on earth is it coming from?”

The wizard's scream.

And beneath the screaming muzzle, broken and fallen arms and broken staffs were seen.

“Unfortunately, this is the end of me as an archer.”

Ayla looks at that and whistles again.

Hwii-

This is a promise.

It's the sound of a promise she and everyone made to her friend who says the back of her head is itchy because of her.

[When I whistle, everyone stay still! Then I will show you the elf’s protection!]

And the second whistle also signals the end of the promise.

It's too bad that the time of support he spoke so energetically about ended in an instant.

'If only I had a sword, I could have joined them.'

Ayla says as she sees a man running forward as fast as he can as soon as the second whistle reaches his ears.

“Now it’s your turn, show me. Lee Rim!”

-------------------------------

Hearing the whistle, he stepped forward with his weapon in both hands.

'thank you. 'Aila.'

Even though Eila had put in quite a bit of effort yesterday in tracking down the wizard, she did her job without a single mistake.

The wizard's barrage of firepower was drastically reduced.

In the second attack, the magic bullets were already reduced by 1/5,

In the third attack, only half the magic bullets flew compared to the first.

At first, Enin and Gombangi, who were shielding us and receiving the magic bullets because there were so many of them, were nervous because they thought this would be difficult, but thanks to Aila's rapid fire, the burden was greatly reduced.

And when we took our fifth breath, all 70-plus wands were broken.

The puppet master looks at the wizard as if he were pitiful.

“... This useless guy, even though I let him live like he wanted, is he still like this?”

“Peckhero! Don’t hide, come out!!!”

“Is there nothing visible anymore?”

When the puppeteer tried to retrieve the magic power from the corpse wizard, whose wand was now useless, the wizard felt instinctively threatened and tried to crush the puppeteer by turning the corpse into pieces.

But of course I thought that couldn't work.

Boom-

“Peckhero! It was here!!!”

“Shut up.”

It was just a moment.

Kkwajik-

When the puppeteer stretched out his arm and clenched his open fist, the wizard's body was compressed and he went inside the corpse wizard.

A scream erupts from inside the colony Roin entered.

“Aaaah! stop! Shut up you damn things! Incompetent things! Stop talking, you idiots!!!”

[Loser.]

[You killed us.]

[Why did you betray us?]

[I hate you, Roin. The grim reaper who took the rest of my life.]

[What is the difference between me and you? What is the difference between an incompetent person and a person with a tail?]

[Cut open the stomach and take out the dark red intestines.]

[The reason you are alive is because the world was kind. I wish the world were a little harsher...]

[A bastard abandoned by your parents, an incompetent person abandoned by the magic tower, will you abandon us who accepted you in your abandoned life?]

[I will tell the devil your name. Even if I become his servant, I will go to kill you, who will fall into the same hell.]

[I will do whatever it takes to tell the devils to plunge the spear of hell into my body! And I will ask you to insert more spears into that boat!]

[Every time you opened your mouth, it smelled.]

...

Numerous heads of corpse wizards went inside and started muttering to Loin, and Loin could be heard protesting, but the sounds soon died down.

“...”

“Krrr0 of]

Even then, the puppeteer retrieves all of the Corpse Wizard's remaining magical energy to deal with us, and then looks at us.

Now, he seems to have really reached his limit, and his ego is half mixed up.

Even though it seems like there is nothing to be gained by holding on any longer, the puppeteer continues to connect without disconnecting the consciousness until the end.

Look at it and make a suggestion.

“... Why don't you just quietly lift the spell and leave that body?”

“Did you think you would hear those words in their entirety?”

“Of course not.”

I thought about following Astesia’s example a little.

I tried a little harder and tried to communicate between demons and humans, but it still didn't fit my personality.

“How much trouble I went through to get here. Now all I have to do is destroy you guys and go back with the magic I gathered.”

“You must be so foolish, I can see it exploding here before we even arrive at the Demon Territory.”

The conversation ended there.

There is bound to be a deep chasm between humans and demons that cannot be bridged in the end.

Look into the puppeteer's eyes and say.

“I will take back the title of winner.”

        
            The first thing the puppeteer did was to act like a puppeteer, as if he had not completely lost his mind yet.

“There is nothing more scary than losing your trusty shield.”

Mabel charges first at the Corpse Wizard colony, which now has only a little magical power left.

Uuuu-

“Irim! We'll take care of this!”

“Cooo!”

Kwaaang!

Enin and Gombangi stepped forward, and as the colony of Corpse Wizards rushed towards them, they expanded their bodies even larger, creating arms, and began to push Enin and Bear away from us and push them against the wall.

“Ennin!”

“There will be no time to look back!”

Quad deuk-

When I saw that, I tried to help, but I couldn't because of the puppeteer's excessive magical power and the appearance of the puppeteer running towards me, breaking the floor.

“Irim. Trust the two and prepare for the puppet master.”

“... Tsk!”

“I’ll destroy you first and tear all the others to pieces in front of you!”

The twin spears begin to dig in through the gap where the vanguard has disappeared.

As expected, its goal is to attack me with the priority of killing me.

I'm the last in the formation.

As Thistle said in advance, he walks slowly in front of me and blocks my path.

Kaaaang!

Claymore and twin spears collide.

It is a twin spear that changes the magic power of humans into red magic power, and contains the magic power of dozens of people.

Thistle catches the twin spears without being pushed back.

The puppeteer's pupil was surprised at first when he saw the cold-faced Thistle fighting as an equal to him, who was giving his all, but then quickly turned into hatred.

“A small priest at that time! You came too!”

“Now, stop holding on to the souls of the dead and torturing them.”

“This is my power now! They were insignificant guys, they should be happy to be reborn with my skills!”

“Human values are not determined by others!”

bang! Chaaeaeang!

After the two weapons bounced off once, they clashed even harder.

“You, tell me where you got this power!”

“It is not obtained, but rather the authority of Lord Deshade is exercised on behalf of him.”

“This much power comes from a weak god with few followers?”

The claymore gradually begins to overwhelm the twin spears.

At the same time as the puppeteer's legs are pushed back, the arm holding the twin spears gradually loses balance and starts shaking.

“I am Deshade’s first apostle and the church’s shield. And I will use even greater strength than this to punish you, who trample on Deshade's doctrine and attack those who come under his protection!”

As Thistle finished speaking, the divine power contained in the claymore began to grow stronger.

“Keuuu...!”

At the same time, the puppeteer's multiple layers of pupils shake again.

'Paladin.'

It's a sight that reminds me of a paladin I fought before.

No matter how powerful the puppeteer's magical power is, and even if she uses dual spears using Wotan's memories, she cannot easily resist the violence of divine power that is pressing down on her.

And Hwarim and I couldn’t have just watched that.

I am at the back left of the puppeteer, and Hwarim is at the back right.

The red magical power that scrawls like a whip from the puppeteer's body is accepted, ignoring the power of the artifacts received from Gloria.

Even by the time we got into position, the puppeteer was unable to move due to being pressed down by Thistle.

However, his eyes began to shake with anxiety, as if he had realized what we were about to do.

“Even if you raise your eyes like that.”

“You’re the one who started it.”

Harmonize the earth, vibrations, and each other's intentions.

““Rachal.””

thud-

A wave arises and heads toward the puppeteer.

But puppet masters are not idiots either. Naturally, a response to Rakshasa had been prepared.

Pachang!

The magic circle glowed red and shook off waves from the puppeteer's body.

But this time, we too are ready for the magic circle.

“Is that the defensive magic Lee Rim was talking about?”

Thistle looked at the multi-layered magic circle on the puppeteer's body.

[Spell Breaker]

Cheer up!

“What, what!”

Thistle gives more strength to the hand holding the claymore and crushes the puppeteer's body, instantly breaking the magic circles.

The claymore containing the power of perm cuts off the vein of the revealed magic circle.

And what follows is,

Hwarim and I entered the state of Rakshasa.

'One more step, transcend the realm.'

““Deterioration.””

The flow of time becomes even more different.

A space of only four people, centered around the enemy puppeteer.

At the same time, the two soul soldiers thrust their blades at the puppeteer's neck without any error, as his magic circle was shattered by thistle.

The two are executioners and puppeteers are criminals.

The two blades become one head and point towards the cervical vertebrae.

However, did the puppeteer and I have some similarities?

Just as I always assume the worst when planning something, it seems like the puppeteer was also thinking of the worst.

“Irim!”

Enin's voice was heard from beyond the narrow cognitive range caused by the transformation.

Enin, who was riding on top of the Corpse Wizard and strengthening his colony with a hammer, suddenly saw the Corpse Wizard drooping and losing his will, and reported a strange story.

At the same time, the puppeteer opens his mouth.

“Anima- Liberation.”

Quaaa

The moment the sword touches the puppeteer's neck, the puppeteer's body explodes.

Just before the werewolf body she was in was cut by our sword, a crack appeared in the body and numerous souls began pouring out from within.

The puppeteer made the best decision in the worst situation.

As a last resort, they bring in the souls they have been holding on to, and shake them off by surrounding them with red magic, releasing them, and exploding them.

“Quuk, Lee Rim!”

with a plop-

At the same time, the dead body of the Corpse Wizard exploded, crashing into pieces of flesh, causing Enin and Gombangi to fall to the edge of the sewer.

“Ennin!”

“I will go!”

Hwarim, who reacted faster than me, put away his sword and ran to Enin.

Hwarim runs along a sewer line that has become completely submerged thanks to the amount of water that has risen due to heavy rain.

Next, chase after the heavily armored Ennin, who is struggling, and try to pull him up.

“The soul was recovered and liberated!”

“Do not touch! Evil spirits eat away at the soul!”

Thistle and I retrieve the sword and walk away.

Does the soul really have weight, or even the slightest amount of energy that can interfere with reality?

I don't know. At least I know there isn't one.

But from now on, I had no choice but to assume it existed.

That's because the evil spirits in front of me, who were released from the puppeteer's body a little while ago and scattered in all directions, started gnawing at the ceiling of the sewer.

Kaaa-

Quad deud deud deuk-

“Is it going to collapse?”

Evil spirits circle the high ceiling in the center and slowly destroy the stone walls of the sewer.

The weakened ceiling of the sewer eventually allowed the rain pouring in from outside to intrude.

Rainwater begins to pour down like a waterfall through a hole in the ceiling.

Just below it, the puppeteer is kneeling and crouching, looking at us.

Thistle looks at the spirits on the ceiling and then looks back at me.

He has a sad expression when he sees the souls who were killed and constantly mistreated and eventually turned into evil spirits.

“...We can't release evil spirits into the world like this.”

Thistle will not be able to do something that no one has told him to do, or as a priest of God, he will not be able to watch evil spirits harm others and eventually fall into hell.

However, the puppeteer is still only looking at me.

If an opportunity arises, it will rush in and try to bite off your neck.

Hwarim tries to pull Enin out of the water, but Enin, who is wearing heavy armor, is not able to come up easily.

Thistle is now worried about me being left alone.

The look in her eyes is reassuring.

“Don’t worry. I will finish that guy.”

For a moment, Thistle's expression of apology appears on her face, and then she smiles with sincere gratitude as she replies.

“... Thank you. Lee Rim.”

And then he slams the claymore hard on the ground.

“Cletka.”

Paat-

A crack of light surrounds the sewer, centered around Claymore.

A cage of light was created.

Go go go go go go go go go go go go go go go go go! Caaah!

Kwaaeaeaeaeaeaeak-

Bwaaa!

The evil spirits are unable to overcome the tight cage of light and begin to howl and break up the formation.

Sigh-

At the same time, the puppeteer, who witnessed that Thistle was concerned about evil spirits, did not miss the moment and kicked his feet.

Deeply-

I also did not miss the moment Thistle stuck her sword and injected Camatrin into her body.

Immediately, vitality begins to flow to his body, and he looks at the puppeteer running towards him and transforms his sword.

The demon sword Desire.

Kaaang!

First, the black sword and Wotan's spear collided.

'We have become equal.'

Perhaps because the soul was liberated, the puppet master's magical power was no longer as overwhelming as it had been the first time.

The red magic power is shattered by the anticipation of the magic sword.

Black and red fragments fly in the wake and fall to the ground.

However, perhaps because the weapon was a holy relic, my black sword was also being chipped away by red magic.

'But this is enough.'

The weapon's consumption speed and regeneration speed are equal.

This is enough to allow the sword to reach the inside of the puppeteer's body.

Realizing this, he immediately enters the fight.

They both raise their remaining weapons.

I hold out the Tao of Wotan, and the puppeteer holds out a spear carved from minerals.

Even before the first collision sound disappears, the weapons in both hands clash.

Chang-chaechaechaechaeang-

'Dual swordsmanship is a skill.'

Speed according to speed,

Strength is strength,

They do not hesitate to confront each other head-on as they are equal.

The almost amazing dual spear technique achieved by Wotan's spirit, which still remains, is countered with dual sword techniques.

It's not my first time holding a weapon in both hands.

One of the pieces of advice Hwarim gave as a teacher was to hold a weapon in both hands and react according to the situation.

After that, I tried to run around the battlefield holding Esturc dual-wielding for a while, but I remember quitting halfway because it was harder than I thought.

'In the end, I ended up carrying a throwing axe.'

After a long time, I was demonstrating the dual sword technique myself, and I realized how good sense Wotan had.

At the same time, swing both weapons crosswise so that they do not touch each other.

Sometimes, they attack from different directions at different times.

However, it is difficult to swing one attack after another, rather than in vain, aiming for fatal wounds.

All of that must be taken into account and swung while moving at more than twice the normal speed due to Camatrin.

Keying-

'Tch! Was it fast?'

Fit-

The twin spears sharply dig into the slightly empty space, creating a slight cut and escaping.

The moment you let your guard down even a little, the distorted swords intertwine and create a gap, allowing an attack.

That's what fighting with two weapons is like.

Literally a double-edged sword.

'But you still have to do it.'

Nevertheless, he continues the fight, insisting on the dual swords and Wotan's method.

I will use his double sword technique to destroy the double spear technique that is currently targeting my life.

That is the final respect for the dead.

Because it was a respectful way to send off Wotan, Wotan's older brother, who died without being able to fulfill his promise.

Kang! Kakang-Charrrnd ruk ruk ruk ruk ruk ruk-

The spear created through alchemy is struck down with Wotan's sword, and the black sword is used to deflect Wotan's spear.

Kwasik-

The magic armor received from Gloria becomes a rag for the twin spears, and red magical power like a puppeteer's whip whips around the body.

As time passes, the remaining artifacts also go out and are destroyed, perhaps because their magic power has reached its limit.

Still, there is insurance.

'It's worth holding on!'

Thanks to the regenerative ability that Farewell instilled in my body, even though my skin is peeled off by magic, the torn skin is immediately restored.

'Avoid only fatal injuries.'

The only thing you need to be careful about is that your head and heart will be destroyed and you will die instantly.

With that in mind, I swing my weapon even faster.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

Everyone gets used to each other's sword dance.

However, the more it happens, the more the puppeteer's eyes begin to shake, with the two pupils overlapping as one.

It seemed like the limit had come because too much time had passed.

'If the fight continues any longer, the boundaries of the soul will completely collapse.'

Provoke such a puppet master.

“If this is the limit, why not just leave the body?!”

“... Not yet, not yet! I will never give up until I kill you!”

'Tsk.'

I thought one of the two layers of pupils was blurry, but I corrected it again.

However, looking at the delay in responding, I feel that even the puppet master is at his limit.

'What we need here is a variable.'

So while clashing weapons, I purposely push him to a place where the floor is now soaked with rainwater.

and-

Slippery-

'Now!'

The wolf's shoeless feet slipped in the rain and he lost his balance.

In the end, his power comes from borrowing other people's skills rather than developing it himself.

No matter how good a martial art you are, unless you do it in a stable place, there is no guarantee that you will always swing your weapon on the same ground.

Of course, shaking your body's balance will happen at least once.

And the movements of a puppeteer who only reproduces martial arts that he remembers cannot possibly adapt to the surrounding environment.

'Half the battle is the technical aspect, and the other half-'

As the guy falls, I immediately reverse the balance of my body.

'sense.'

Cross the hand holding the sword and place it on the ground, then turn your body and raise your foot.

“Kaaagh-!”

The puppeteer, whose body's balance is lost, faces my empty body, uses the remaining weapons that can still move, uses the instinctive senses of a werewolf to attack, and opens its muzzle to try to bite me.

But that was as expected.

“I thought that if you merged the soul with a wolf, of course the head would come out of it.”

And what I'm aiming for is,

The open jaw of the thing that came forward to bite.

'Windmill!'

Wow!

He feeds the same windmill he fed Wotan to his dead brother.

'Was the weak point there?'

And the iron-encrusted military boots happened to blow away the last magic circle under the werewolf's chin.

It is a magic circle that held the consciousness of the puppeteer.

“Ugh... no, no! It's not over yet-”

The puppeteer seemed to have completely lost consciousness after the previous attack, so he could not continue speaking.

However, what disappeared was the puppeteer's consciousness.

Boom-

“Yikes!”

“Grrr-”

Wotan's spirit, already dead but still conscious, wields the weapon.

“...There is only one thing left.”

We make up our minds to bring the dead to eternal sleep.

“Now it’s your turn to get some rest.”

        
            'Are you conscious?'

After the puppeteer leaves, Wotan looks at the corpse, with only his remnants remaining.

If my younger brother was a warrior, would he have been a warrior?

Now unable to look to the future, stuck in the past, he poses with his twin spears in hand.

That figure is the wolf itself, aiming for its prey.

A priest who serves the god Wolfhedin and a front-line canine.

The state of consciousness is not one of independence, but a state in which only combat skills remain.

Most of the magical energy has been released, so only a portion remains.

The puppeteer's spirit, which had kept Wotan's body delicately balanced, was cut off, and the magic circles imprinted on his body were shattered, causing his overworked body to creak, unable to rest comfortably even after death.

But even so, the werewolf's hand holding the weapon does not shake.

The twin windows are looking straight in this direction.

He keeps the tips of his twin spears sharp by squeezing out every last bit of magic he has in his body.

Prepare for the ultimate leap with a body that may fall into pieces the moment you take a single step.

Preparing your body so that you won't be surprised if you collapse right away is the final blow.

The appearance of a wolf that makes you convince yourself that if that is not a warrior, then there is another warrior.

'Now what I have to deal with is not a puppeteer, but a real warrior.'

The posture the opponent took with the dual spears was a posture I had never seen before.

I felt that an attack without regard for my life was coming.

“We will make it a final time without any regrets.”

In response, he raises his dual swords.

Return the black sword to a magic sword and change weapons.

Hold the Tao of Wotan in your right hand.

“Rachal.”

thud-

The rain appears to be falling slowly.

The last is self-hypnosis, to show extreme courtesy and greet the other person with all you have.

Tatatak-

After making the best preparations, they kick the ground and charge forward.

and,

Kaaang-

In an instant, they joined hands and passed each other's bodies.

After the moment of intersection, the werewolf and I stopped just as we were about to attack.

Look at the consequences of the collision.

“... Damn.”

I'm crying-

Blood pours out late.

I can feel the air flowing through the two new holes in my body.

My reflection was reflected in the puddle in front of me.

What I saw there was myself, blood pouring out from wounds on my left shoulder and in the middle of my stomach.

Even if death occurs instantly or a few seconds later, the wound is so severe that anyone can understand it.

Fortunately, thanks to camatrin, I don't feel much pain.

“... Didn't you completely manipulate the puppeteer so that he could show off his full skills?”

The puppeteer captured the werewolf, thinking that if he was lacking in weapon handling skills, he could steal the knowledge of someone with superior skills.

But in the end, the puppeteer was unable to fully bring out his abilities.

The movements that the werewolf showed at the end were on a completely different level than when the puppeteer was using his body before.

Even though Wotan only had the consciousness to wield fighting skills, he showed attacks that far surpassed what the puppeteer had been able to control to prevent the egos of other souls from going wild.

“Botan. I guess this is your loss.”

thud-

As I kneel, I think back to the moment before.

The final double spear technique was so fierce.

Even with the effects of the remaining Camatrine that had been plugged in before fighting the Puppeteer and the thoughts strengthened by Rakshasa, it was difficult to catch up.

A momentary clash.

Whiuuu-

As soon as I saw the twin spears' snake-like movements, digging into the gaps in my body like water, I had to give up the idea of using only Botan's dual swords to defeat my opponent.

That window was one I had to risk everything to receive.

So, I immediately attempted a triple strike with the magic sword.

Only for defense.

Kakakang-

However, there was no way.

The improvised spear blocked the triple strike as if it were funny, punching a hole in my stomach, and my magic sword flew straight into the air.

And what remained were the last of the brothers, Wotan's Spear and Wotan's Sword.

'corruption.'

If I hadn't used Gaeak at that moment, I would have lost.

Phuuk-

Abandon the idea of blocking Wotan's spear,

In a state where it is twisted so that it escapes the heart even a little,

As the spear pierced my body, I also passed by stabbing the werewolf.

The result is this.

dump-

Behind him, the werewolf's body, now completely empty with its soul gone, collapsed.

There is a deep stab wound on his neck.

No blood comes out.

However, for a body that was already falling apart, even that level of injury was enough as an excuse to take one last step forward.

“Even the puppet master must have been in trouble if he caught that.”

I once again feel that the puppet master is amazing.

If I had met Wotan in a sober state, I would have been defeated.

Based on my experience so far, I think I would have been able to kill the opponent only after dying about 4 times, assuming that the fight was so intense that I would die.

The assumption is that it could have been killed as well.

And the difficulty of killing and capturing an opponent is on a different level.

The puppeteer, who wanted to keep Wotan's body intact, must have carefully manipulated the puppets to capture Wotan alive, and even if the puppeteer had controlled the puppets to fight instead of taking the lead himself, it can be assumed that he would have gone through a lot of trouble. there was.

“... Damn it, is there any reason for you to want to kill us after going through all that trouble?”

Maybe that's why I felt a little unfair.

“No, when a demon and a human fight, it's a frequent occurrence that the opponent's limbs are all blown off, so I don't know why they're so anxious to pick on me and kill me with their eyes on fire. Wow, really.”

As time goes by, my anger begins to build up, and I momentarily forget that I'm hurt and start cursing the puppeteer who is no longer here.

“Oh, wait, blood is leaking.”

However, that lasted for a while, and I stopped after seeing the blood starting to come out harder the more I spoke.

“It’s finally over...”

Light flashes twice on the back of my hand.

Paat-

Continue the battle and stop the bleeding.

The body with a hole in it was in a state where it would have been normal to die instantly, but thanks to Deshade's protection, his life was saved.

dump-

And only then do I lie down on the ground.

But after that, a terrible pain came over me.

“Now, wait...! This hurts? Why is it that the effect of the medicine has ended now...!”

Because Camatrine's medicinal effect has just ended, the body that has been ignored and overworked so far sends a signal of compensation to the mind without mercy.

At times like this, we end up cursing the body of the soul sufferer.

The feeling of air blowing into an open wound, especially on the stomach, is extremely painful, to the point of vomiting.

Yet, he cannot die and is still alive.

“If it happens like this, the regenerative ability is not very good...!”

Thanks to Deshade's protection and Farewell's regenerative ability, the wounds become vague and the pain continues in the body of a soul patient whose life is already persistent and long-lasting except in cases of instant death.

The wound on my stomach is healing little by little, but it is currently at a slow pace, perhaps because all of the rat-sized magical power in my body was converted to regenerative ability in the fight against the puppeteer a while ago, when I was fighting against the whip-like magical power.

Thistle approaches me with a worried expression.

“Ugh... are you finished?”

“Yes. Thanks to you, I was able to purify the evil spirits safely...”

Thistle stops talking and, looking at me groaning, changes the topic of conversation.

“Hey... wouldn’t it be weird to ask you if you’re okay?”

“Are you talking?”

Thistle looks at the fallen werewolf and says:

“... Just before the final clash, you deliberately turned the black sword back into a magic sword, right? So that the body is not damaged.”

'Did you get caught?'

In fact, if I were to win, I would have been able to win more easily if I had broken Wotan's spear while holding a black sword rather than a magic sword.

However, I wanted to give his spear back to my brother Wotan, and as the bishop of the Deshade Church, I acted like that because I wanted to avoid insulting the dead as much as possible.

Still, since it was my sole promise, I had no intention of letting anyone know about my intention, but Thistle seemed to have seen my action of returning the sword.

“... I will exercise my right to remain silent.”

“Hehe. Please. Because that’s what Lee Rim is like.”

“Are you going to keep looking at me like that? I don't know if the evil spirits have really been purified like this.”

“Don’t worry. Because Lee Rim and they were all watching clearly.”

'Really... it seems like he's becoming more and more sly.'

I was a little embarrassed that Thistle discovered my intentions, so I turned my head away from her.

Only then do I look around.

Before I knew it, the cage of light on the ceiling had disappeared and the evil spirits were no longer visible.

Heavy rain continues to pour into the sewer from the open ceiling, but it feels much better now that I can see the sky.

Hwarim successfully pulled Gombangi and the heavily armored Enin up on his own and, out of breath, lifted Enin's armor upside down to drain the water.

“Fu...hehehe!”

“Guuu...”

Looking at Enin and Gombangi spitting out water, it appears that fortunately they escaped the dangerous situation.

“...What are you doing?”

“Yes? No, I was wondering what I could do to help.”

In the meantime, Thistle takes out the bandage that was stuck between the belts on his waist and tries to close the wound, but finds that the wound is bigger than expected.

She looked so funny and cute that I smiled even though it hurt.

“Fu, fuhahahaha!”

“Is this strange?”

“No, of course it’s strange to put a bandage all the way inside the hole. Hehehehehe...”

“Well, Lee Rim, don’t just laugh, but think about what you should do!”

I feel like I'm losing my breath as I watch Thistle strangely trying to wrap the wound by putting a bandage all the way inside my stomach.

But then my exposed ribs touched the bandage.

“Hehehe... Ugh! Ah, ah!”

“No, don’t laugh! Stay still!”

“No, this isn’t laughing, it’s because it hurts... Caw!”

“Eninea! Breathe!”

“Weeeek- Weeek!”

“Kuuuk!”

Ssss-

“Guys-! Are you okay?!!!”

'haha. 'That's bullshit.'

I close my eyes while listening to the sounds of screaming, vomiting, and Aila coming from afar.

        
            Arsmagna, the city of alchemists.

This is a city that grew while maintaining its original form by building another house next to the house, a workshop, and a material warehouse.

Sewage systems have also become enormous with the development of history, and the amount of sewage that must be accommodated in the city's underground waterways, most of which already have private workshops, is beyond imagination.

And today happened to be a day of heavy rain.

Normally, this amount of rainfall brought by the storm would have been enough for the underground waterway built over a long history to take in.

However, the sewage that poured into the sewer could not flow out of the city through various channels, adjusting the drainage volume as usual.

This is because a puppeteer hiding underground in the city has sealed off all the entrances to the sewer to welcome the enemy.

However, when water accumulates, there is bound to be a place where it drains.

Because of this, waste that should have been taken out of the city along with sewage as usual was gathered in one place.

Rumble-

Eventually, the poorly sealed entrance on one side of the city collapsed, and the vomit accumulated inside poured out.

The vomit gradually takes shape and begins to rise.

“Finally… I’m finally out of it!”

It was the remains of corpse wizards that had disintegrated and fallen into the water of the sewer.

The souls of the wizards who were now completely dead had escaped, and the fragmented remains of the corpse wizards had been brought back together through repeated coincidences.

And in the gap between the liberated souls, only the consciousness of the wizard Loin, who survived through his own madness rather than the puppet master's control, remained.

“K...K-Hahahaha! This game is my victory as I survived!”

Wizard Roin continued to watch from the corner of his eye as the puppeteer captured other wizards, dismantled them, and captured their consciousness.

Roin succeeded in stealing the puppeteer's skills.

Even though Roin is a wizard who falls into the category of failures among wizards, a wizard is a wizard.

When the puppeteer attached his dying self to the corpse wizard's body, he wondered if it was really his last moment, having faced so many despairs in his life.

‘It’s not over until it’s over! I will survive at all costs!'

However, because Roin overcame the despair and somehow learned how to survive, he is still alive at this old age in this damn world.

No one, not even God, knows, but in fact, he is the most hopeful person among people of his age.

However, his hopeful idea is only a personal one, and it does not necessarily have a positive effect on others.

Not only the huge and even bigger pieces of bloated corpses, but also the countless debris from the underground waterway that had accumulated for a long time because the cleaners could not enter, began to combine and take on a gigantic shape.

The figure was so gigantic that it rivaled the golems that guard ancient magic towers or the giants that could jump mountains in just a few steps.

The wizard Loin finally obtained this body at the end, and although it looked disgusting and was not satisfied, he was somewhat satisfied because he knew that it was a power he could not obtain even if he worked hard for the rest of his life.

But even for a moment,

“... Damn.”

He now felt eyes watching him with a cognitive ability that transcended his aging body.

Gloria.

The head of Ars Magna.

Excluding the legendary alchemists on record, he recognized that he was the greatest alchemist among existing humans, and that a monster who could be said to be living history was looking at him.

In addition, observers who normally would have quietly flown around the city without making a sound are crowding around.

The iron bird was staring at the giant-turned-Roin, making a clanking sound with its wings as if threatening him.

And Gloria actually clicked her tongue when she saw a huge corpse giant rising from the top of the tower in a corner of the city, just as Roin had guessed.

“Sheesh! There will be additional budget for repair work.”

“Why? Did those people in the basement fail?”

Startle!

Farewell, who was in front of her, shook her shoulders at the princess's words.

There are now three people inside the [Star Room].

Gloria is sighing while looking out the window, and behind her is a homunculus playing chess with the princess.

“No, you probably felt it too. I'm talking about countless souls underground being purified. It's just that those guys didn't fail, but it looks like one persistent guy survived.”

“Then isn’t that a failure?”

“It seems like I killed the guy I told him to kill, so it was a success.”

“Then that’s enough. It's not a deduction.”

The princess continues her next sentence without even looking out the window.

Farewell watches the princess's movements and mentally counts for about 20 seconds before speaking next.

“Hey... shouldn’t we look over there?”

She was very concerned about the huge corpse giant outside the window.

Farewell could not understand the two who did nothing even after seeing the corpse giant trying to run away across the city.

“It’s okay, you can play chess with the glorious princess.”

“That's right, homunculus. Now you are a commander who confronts the princess of an empire for the survival of a nation. Well, since it's a game, I don't really feel that sense of obligation, but for now, I just need to focus on confronting myself as an equal.”

“Oh, I understand.”

Gloria reassures Farewell.

She deliberately showed Farewell to her and made the princess interested in the homunculus.

'I'm sorry, but please deal with him a little more for me.'

A conversation with an old friend whose thoughts I can't read.

Gloria, who has been accustomed to reading other people's thoughts for a long time, finding out their intentions, and leading them into advantageous conversations, actually feels more comfortable talking to a wise man somewhere rather than the comfortable feeling of talking to a friend. .

So Gloria ultimately chose to arouse interest by showing the homunculus, which she had planned to keep hidden from her friend the princess.

Cooung- Cooung-

The city vibrates every time a corpse giant walks by.

The sound is so powerful that it reaches the tower.

Rattling-

As the tremors even affected the chessboard inside Gloria's tower, the princess began to get irritated.

“Oh, really! The horse is shaking! Gloria-! Stop fussing and get rid of that thing quickly!”

“If the princess is whining, how about speaking in a more discreet tone like when dealing with that homunculus?”

“I want to forget about that, at least when talking to you.”

“Wait a moment.”

Cooung- Cooung-

Soon, when the Corpse Giant arrived at one side of the city, toward the lowest buildings, Gloria moved.

To be more precise, I used an earring-type artifact that hangs on one ear.

“The damage could be minimized there.”

What Gloria was holding now was not the numerous colorful ribbons she usually tied in her hair, but the earrings on her ears.

Gloria imbues magical energy into an artifact that has been in her ear for a long time and has not been activated, except when she takes it out while taking a bath.

“It’s been a while since I wrote this. I remember the time before the Restaurant of Time was built, when a food waste golem would pop out once a month.”

Kugugugugugugugugung-

Then, a wall much taller than the golden corpse giant surrounded the entire city and rose from the edge of the floor.

Farewell sees a corpse giant trying to leave the city, blocked by the wall and confused.

“That is the Golden Wall...”

Another defense function of the city that was thought to exist only as fodder.

A huge golden barrier that is said to have blocked the dragon's breath.

Now, the remaining alchemists in the city accept the existence of flying artifacts and watchers as normal, but the magic of the old era, which they consider only a legend or a rumor about the Golden Wall, has revealed itself.

“That came out a bit strong?”

“This is a reunion with a friend after a long time, so I have to show off my best side.”

Gloria fixed her eyes on the struggling corpse giant and took off the other earring.

Flash-

Artifact was used.

“Ars Magna.”

The Corpse Giant began to disappear.

decomposition.

A phenomenon that can only be explained with those words.

The watchers flying around the corpse giant formed a huge formation in the air.

Then, a golden pattern appears in the air, surrounding the corpse giant and tearing it to pieces.

What has been disassembled is disassembled again, and again it is disassembled again.

The corpse giant disintegrated into individual corpses and trash, returned to its original form of bones and flesh, and eventually disappeared into powder so small that it could not be seen.

That is a magic square handed down from ancient times.

The magic square, which is made up of numerous letters overlapped in four layers, is a scene so detailed, complex, and geometric that even a person studying the ancient language, which is the identity of the letters, cannot easily recognize it.

But instead of looking at the magic square, Farewell looks at Gloria's mouth, the lips that shouted the starter word.

And after Gloria finished her work, she felt Farewell's gaze and walked up behind her, a little surprised.

“As expected, the child exceeded my expectations. You get the point.”

“Oh, sorry! The one who tried to steal the technology was...!”

“No, I’m really glad that you noticed. But please be quiet for now.”

Gloria looked at the princess and whispered to Farewell.

Fortunately, the princess was still concentrating on the chessboard, so she did not hear the two's quietly whispered conversation.

Soon the princess declared defeat.

“Ah! OK got it. It's my defeat.”

“Thank you for your hard work.”

The princess stood up, shook Farewell's hand, and took a swig of the now cold tea.

And he reminds Farewell of the story he shared while playing chess.

“So, you’ll be one of them too?”

Farewell is taken aback for a moment again, and looks straight into the princess's eyes to convey his intention.

“Yes. If the Deshade Church decides to take root in the Empire, I plan to follow them to the Empire. Of course, they say they will return to the kingdom, but they have no intention of following the previous kingdom. They will help Gloria with her work here and then go once it is confirmed that they have settled down in the empire.”

“That’s quite an extra point.”

The princess was still keeping score on the Deshade Church.

She is Farewell, the first homunculus who was brought in by Gloria and is still a secret to the world.

The value of this unique being, which cannot be easily seen anywhere else, was evaluated by the declaration that it would become the strength of the Deshade Church.

“First of all, we don't know yet whether or not those members of the Deshade Church will become citizens of the empire, but at least you, as a homunculus, are definitely qualified to become citizens of the empire, so don't worry.”

“Thank you.”

The princess says this while looking at the chessboard that was just left untouched after being defeated.

It was simple chess, but it was a chess with a lot going on.

“Still, teasing me was a bit too much.”

“No, no, no teasing!”

Although Farewell denied it, the princess had already noticed that Farewell was trying to please her.

A homunculus that deliberately measures time irregularly and pretends to be thinking about the next chess piece even after making the next move.

In reality, when the first five moves had already passed, the homunculus had already calculated all the paths to where the end of the map would lead.

Even though the princess knew this, she deliberately pretended not to know and continued to do her best.

If it had gotten that far, it would have been disqualified.

However, at the last moment, Farewell, who had been entertaining the chess players by deliberately moving the chess toward a side that looked like equals, must have thought that the time to moderately tolerated them was over and that they would win next, and won by making only three moves aggressively.

'I guess he liked the way she wasn't seen as a princess.'

Gloria looked at the two people's chessboard out of the corner of her eye and guessed what her old friend was thinking.

'okay. Now this child has passed the screening, but what about you?'

And while thinking about the remaining people waiting for the interview, I look out the window at the people of the church who have just come out of the basement and are heading toward my tower.

        
            “Wow, I thought it was resurrected.”

“... Do you know how anxiously I carried it?”

I lost consciousness for a moment, but when I opened my eyes, I saw Gloria's Tower.

For a moment, I thought I might have actually died and been resurrected because I was laughing so hard, but that doesn't seem to be the case.

Seeing Thistle right next to me and Farewell doing something to the hole in the stomach, I felt relieved that thankfully he didn't die in the end this time.

Considering that no matter what I do, I often end up dead at the end, this is a huge improvement.

I see Farewell touching my body.

I felt a little uneasy thinking that Thistle had been carrying me in a wobbly state with huge holes in my shoulders and stomach.

“... You didn't see anyone on your way there, right?”

“It’s okay. Thanks to the heavy rain, there was no one there.”

“Thank goodness.”

Even though I was only staying in the city for a few days, I thought it would be bothersome if there were rumors that a traveler staying in the city was running around the city carrying a corpse, but it doesn't matter as long as there are no witnesses.

While I was thinking that, Peria came to me and explained the situation.

“To be precise, there were people looking out the window, but I found a cart on the way and loaded my unconscious brother in it and covered him with a cloth, so it should be okay.”

“You put it on a cart? Doesn’t that look even weirder?”

“Then what should I do? I already lost all my strength trying to get out of the sewer because the water was rising due to the heavy rain, but it's hard to just carry my passed out brother on my back when everyone is exhausted.”

“But still. I think it might have seemed like a more serious situation.”

“If there is a misunderstanding, it is inevitable.”

What Peria said makes sense, but if they put a person in a cart and moved it through heavy rain, it would have looked like the body was abandoned.

I hope that people who saw through the window a huge noise coming from the underground waterway during the night and a body being passed around on a cart in heavy rain will not make a fuss the next day.

“At least it would be nice if no one recognized it as us.”

“... Give up. In this city where most of the wizards and alchemists live, there are so many unique people like us.”

“Damn.”

I think it would be a good idea to give up the idea of walking around the streets comfortably for the rest of the day.

“Is everyone else okay?”

“Everyone is washing. The bathhouse wasn't that big, so Thistle and I went in and out first, and we're just about to take turns leaving.”

After listening to Farewell, it was only then that I noticed that Thistle and Peria were dressed in casual clothes, not their usual clothes, and that their hair was not yet dry.

I could vaguely sense a tangerine-like scent at the tip of my nose.

The two seemed to be worried about the smell of sewage even after taking a bath, so they wore quite a lot of perfume.

At that time, I felt pain as Farewell inserted something long into my stomach.

Deeply-

“Ugh...!”

“Oh, did it hurt?”

“Looking at it now, it doesn't seem like repair... treatment, so what are you doing?”

At first, I thought it was for treatment, so I left it there, but now that I've paid attention and looked next to Farewell, I see that they've put the bloody tools I saw before next to them and are continuing to do something to my stomach.

Considering that usually, if there is a wound somewhere like this, other spare parts of the body are cut off, put in, and wrapped with a bandage, this is absolutely not an act of treatment.

“ Since soul soldiers cannot come out of the kingdom, I just simulated it with theory in my head, but when I got the chance to practice like this, I had to do it. Now I have to work hard and try everything I've been thinking about.”

“I’m not a tree frog, and I openly treat others like specimens.”

“It’s okay. I will suture it properly after everything is finished. I'm still looking into how the demon's magic has affected my body, so I'll give you better treatment when it's over.”

As I watched Farewell continue to explore the insides of my body without hesitation, I couldn't tell him to stop.

Farewell comes from somewhere wearing telescopic glasses and continues talking while poking the wound.

“I need to get as much data as possible before you return to the kingdom. Wouldn’t that make it better the next time we meet?”

“Slightly... What? Next?”

I was late in reacting to Farewell’s words.

Farewell kept scratching something while I was lying down, out of sight, and Thistle and Peria, who were watching from behind, didn't look very happy, so I was very worried, and that's what happened.

Thistle eventually turned pale, apologized to us, and left.

Now only Peria remained next to me, and I continued to stare at what this homunculus was doing.

Farewell scrapes everything off, places his telephoto glasses on his forehead for a moment, and speaks.

“I decided to cooperate with your denomination. You said you needed my knowledge? If you go to the empire, I will help you.”

“Really?”

It was a welcome sound.

One of the original goals we had when coming to the City of Alchemists was Farewell's knowledge, so I wanted to seduce Farewell somehow.

However, I didn't know that Farewell would take the initiative to cooperate with us.

“However, as I said, I can help you only on the premise that you have safely escaped from the kingdom to the empire and settled down normally. Until then, I have to keep helping Gloria. If you fail, of course it will be nothing.”

“... Why did you decide to do that?”

Even though there are conditions, I am grateful.

However, I had thought about making a deal on equal terms, but I don't think she would go so far as to cooperate with us.

Farewell thought for a while and then said.

“... Anyway, since I was born not long ago, I only know how to work as an alchemist. So, there is a job that needs me, so of course I should go, right?”

‘Is it a job? Then there's nothing we can do about it.'

I was surprised because it was a more secular story than I imagined.

“Uh... But things like salary and working environment are a very distant topic.”

“Let’s negotiate that later. Anyway, that means you have to succeed. Because I don’t want to see my prospective job disappear before I even get to work.”

Farewell said that and began suturing my wounds in earnest.

And at the end, he wraps the bandage and smiles.

“For your information, when I arrived in the empire, I just prepared a crude workshop for an ambiguous salary.”

“Ha! What is the homunculus going to do?”

Peria laughed at the sight of Farewell, who had no particular strength, making a confident threat.

But what Farewell said next was more realistic than I thought, so I couldn't help but laugh.

“I obtained imperial citizenship. I will be stabbed by the imperial judiciary for violating child labor laws.”

I thought it was a joke because Farewell said that and smiled brightly, but looking at Peria's hard face, it seemed like it wasn't a joke.

“Is there such a law in this world too?”

“... Yes, it only exists in the Empire. What did you just say?”

After Peria gives me a short answer, she asks Farewell again.

“I got citizenship.”

“From here?”

“Yes.”

“How can you get that? That’s ridiculous!”

'Is that really that difficult?'

I don't know how great it is, but seeing Feria, who normally isn't surprised by most things, get right up to the front of Farewell and be shocked, it seems like it was a very difficult task.

“I can't tell you the explanation of how I got it unless Gloria tells me first, but it's true.”

“... Ha. It’s ridiculous, really.”

“Is that difficult?”

“Of course!”

“No, why are you yelling? I thought my ears were falling off.”

“Ha... It's because you don't know how great this is.”

Peria pulls a chair near me, sits down, and begins to explain.

“Oppa. What is the progress of our plan now?”

“For now... I guess I should go back to the kingdom and wait for a confirmation on the letter I sent to the empire, right?”

“That’s right. But that request for protection. Even if the empire accepts us, it doesn’t mean they immediately recognize us as citizens of the empire.”

The story Peria told was like this.

In an empire, imperial citizens mean that only groups and people who will be of great help to the prosperity of the empire are recognized as imperial citizens.

The difference between imperial citizens and non-imperial citizens is whether or not they receive direct protection from the imperial family when carrying out activities within the empire.

Both are the same in that they are protected by the imperial army from enemies outside the empire.

However, there is a difference in what happens inside the imperial territory.

It is said that imperial citizens enjoy various legal guarantees according to national law, but non-imperial nationals are simply entitled to temporary residence, which causes many inconveniences.

So, usually, groups who want to come under the flag of an empire are subject to several trials, and only those who pass those trials are recognized as citizens of the empire.

From what I've heard, the entry screening to become a true citizen of the empire is quite strict, so I wonder if it is necessary to go that far and become a citizen of the empire.

Still, it is said that because it is a difficult world, many ethnic minorities and foreign nationalities with small land areas can only survive by sticking to the empire, so many people make that choice.

After Feria finished explaining, she glanced at Farewell half with envy and half with envy.

“They say that in some cases, they give you trials that take several months just to pass... I can't help but be astonished when they say that we got it while we were in the sewer for a while.”

“If you ask me, are you also a homunculus?”

“If I had searched, I would have searched because I didn’t want to become an artificial lump like you. Little boy.”

“Who is the kid?!”

“You, I mean you. I heard it from Gloria. That's what it looks like, or is it because it's a homunculus and it's been a while since it was born? Then you must be younger than me? Are you 10 years old?”

“... Is he much better than you in terms of appearance and knowledge?”

“Oh my~ Who was it that brought up the child labor law with their own mouth? I can see the alchemist trying to say two things with one mouth.”

“...”

Farewell couldn't respond to Peria's words, but then ignored him and looked at me.

“ character. It's over, so get out quickly. When Gloria finished, she asked me to send her upstairs, so I went up.”

“Okay.”

“Oh, and of course it's scary, but don't worry that when you die, the body you created will disappear. Since I have stored the temporarily modified body in my soul, even if I am resurrected in another body, my regenerative ability will be weak, but it will be preserved.”

“That’s a nice thing to hear.”

As Farewell said, I feel like my body is recovering faster than usual.

There is a difference between the recovery speed during battle and normal times, and although the regeneration speed is clearly different from what the body tries to recover immediately after being damaged by the puppeteer's red magic, it is better than nothing.

“Let’s ask about what we are already doing. How can I get rid of this thing on my neck? I can ignore this, but is there another soul disease? Because of restrictions, that person cannot cross the border right now even if he wants to.”

While I was doing this, I asked a question because I wanted to somehow resolve the issue of Atir and the mandatory order for Hwarim, but even Farewell answered that it would be difficult.

“I can’t do anything right now. The pattern on the neck is one of the most basic elements of a soul bottle, so it is difficult to touch. I don't know if it takes some time, but right now it would be faster to get one of Atyr.”

“I see. Thank you.”

“That’s it. Go out quickly. Because I’m busy from now on.”

“Oh, don’t push, kid!”

“Someone keeps calling me a little kid! You're really out of it! Don’t come in now!”

After Farewell gave advice, he pushed me and Peria on the back and sent them out.

“Just wait and see when it catches on properly... Huh.”

After saying that, Peria went down to the first floor, saying that she would take a rest since she was done with her work.

'Did I tell you to go upstairs?'

I was going up the stairs when Farewell said Gloria was calling.

“Hmm?”

“uh.”

Wotan, the werewolf with a bandage still wrapped around his shoulder, ran into me as he came down.

Two weapons were now hanging on his back, the sword I had returned and the remaining spear his brother had used, which Thistle had retrieved.

Now that he has finished his business, he seems to be leaving.

“...”

When everything was over and I kept my mouth shut, wondering how I should speak, Wotan spoke first.

“... Thank you for collecting my brother’s remains.”

“... That's what I originally wanted to do.”

It was a polite thing to say, but when Wotan heard that, he thought about something and suddenly held out his hand.

“That’s right. You originally said you came here on a subjugation mission, right? In that case, there must be no evidence.”

He then grabbed one of the claws of his right hand and-

'Ugh.'

Pitch-

I pulled it out as is.

Even though the area where the claw had been pulled out was bleeding, he roughly bandaged it and held out the claw to me.

“Take it. It is an apology and repayment.”

He is a warrior.

Deep down, he seems to have kept the matter of Peria cutting off his finger in his mind, even though it was Peria who took the initiative to make the decision.

“Wolf’s claws also symbolize trust and loyalty. You deserve this from me.”

The claws reminded Wotan of his brother's claws, which he had willingly handed over to Farewell in order to find him.

It is a sign of the brotherly love between brothers.

He set out to find his brother, burning what could be considered a keepsake, but in the end, he only reached me with the news of his demise.

I received the claw because I thought it would be rude not to accept it in this situation.

And the results of the fight are told.

“Your brother was much stronger than you.”

It tells what happened in the final fight.

The majesty of the brave twin spears that Wotan's older brother, Wotan, had shown in his last remaining consciousness, was passed on to Wotan, who could no longer say the word 'brother' anywhere.

Wotan listened to me in silence and answered briefly after I finished speaking.

“I see.”

He looked lonely, perhaps because he had no one to compete with, or because he could no longer meet his older brother.

I have to say one more useless thing to him.

“... He was just like you and my brother.”

“... What do you mean?”

“The werewolf’s instincts ultimately lie there. In the end, he finally stuck his teeth in? So I kicked him in the same way.”

Wotan was dazed for a moment when he heard that, and then burst into laughter.

“...Khahahahahahaha! Would you say something like that in a situation like this? You really are the guy who doesn't even know!”

Then he holds out his fist.

“Good. Next time we meet, we won't be treated the same way.”

I say this as I press my fist against his fist.

“This time, why not go on a journey to find a way to keep your mouth shut?”

“A shameless bastard.”

Wotan just passed me and started to go down.

And I heard his last words behind me.

“See you again. Bro.”

After hearing that, I stopped for a moment, unable to even go up the stairs.

“... Bro?”

A word that refers to a somewhat familiar brother.

Later, when I asked Peria if there was any other meaning, I was told that 'Bro' is a word meaning 'ally' in the ancient werewolf language.

Of course, I found out about that later.

Feeling some strange feeling, I went up to where Gloria was.

        
            Stand in front of the door to the room where Gloria is.

The moment I grabbed the handle and tried to turn it, I felt a strange feeling for the first time in a long time.

It's touch.

It's a short, sharp feeling that comes to everyone at least once in their lives, and that outstanding adventurers sense it with a high probability.

Just as electricity flows through the body for a moment, a feeling stimulates the mind and then disappears.

Usually, when there's danger, you feel like you have to run away, or you feel like you have to do something, that's how your thoughts flow.

But the feeling now was a little different.

The feeling is asking me.

[Will you go in? Or not?]

There was a choice.

It's Gloria's call. Of course you have to go in.

But then two options suddenly came to mind.

'... Of course I have to go in, right?'

And the moment I thought that, the feeling disappeared.

'...what was it?'

I was momentarily taken aback because it was the first time that the sense of humor presented a turning point rather than a threat or inevitability.

Still, don't ignore it and keep it in mind.

From now on, I open the door in front of me and enter cautiously, knowing only that what I face will be important, but determined not to regret my choice.

Sigh-

A night of heavy rain had passed and the dawn light was illuminating the room.

The words engraved on the small metal plate hanging above the door are [Star Room].

The place I entered was the room where the observers who met Gloria alone were at first.

But Gloria wasn't there.

Instead, there was a woman who gave off a unique vibe.

That figure is like a ruler.

She was sitting at the desk where Gloria was sitting, and she changed the atmosphere of the room at will just by having someone else sitting there.

A woman who seemed to be just over 20 years old was waiting to hear me.

“... Who are you?”

“Wasn’t it you who sent the letter?”

The answer came from a woman with her chin resting against the backlight.

For a very brief moment, upon hearing the word ‘letter’, your thinking accelerates and you deduce where the person in front of you came from.

“... Are you from the Empire?”

“Congratulations on getting it right. The letter you sent was delivered directly to the imperial family thanks to the use of an excellent postman.”

When the woman lowered the hood she was wearing, even though she was indoors, her pink hair was visible.

“Uh, back then...”

“I guess I remember. I wanted our first meeting to be a mystical meeting, but it turned out to be unintentionally spherical. Thanks to the three silver coins you lent me, thanks to that kindness, the princess was able to safely meet her friend inside the city. I express my sincere gratitude.”

A woman who introduced herself as the princess got up from her seat and came around the table to me.

I naturally took the stance of greeting a nobleman.

Although I have seen many nobles while suffering from a mental illness, I have never treated them personally, but I felt that I should adopt an attitude of just looking at the princess now.

“Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. I come to see Her Highness the Princess of the Mortis Empire.”

“Nice to meet you. This is Camellia Schaden Steyer. Just call me Princess or Camellia.”

The princess said her name, smiled, and made me get up from my seat.

Then he goes around the table again and sits down on the chair.

The world doesn't wait until I have everything perfectly prepared.

Each individual's time passes separately.

So, because I suddenly met the princess, I am very disappointed that my current attire is not suitable for greeting her or for talking about important things.

I've taken off my armor, but I'm worried that showing bandages through torn clothes might result in a point deduction.

The princess is also not wearing formal clothes, but the clothes of an adventurer that she would have worn in the empire, but this is different from that.

She is the interviewer and I am the interviewee.

Now, it should be said that the test begins with sharing names.

The princess said.

“ Since it was our first meeting, I thought I would make something to talk about by greeting him while slaughtering a deer like one of the saints did, but if I did something like that on my friend's sacred workbench, he would tell me not to see him for 10 years. It's a shame it was a bit of a boring meeting.”

'Is this your style of speaking a little in a roundabout way?'

The search for the princess begins.

What I mean now is that if it weren't for this place, they would have wanted to welcome me with special preparations.

However, I don't know whether that means it's a benevolent meaning, or whether it means that he didn't feel the need to make such preparations and was fortunate to have an excuse.

“We were the ones who wanted to contact the Empire first. The fact that it was even passed down to the princess was a matter of heavenly luck, so I am happy that I was able to meet her in this place.”

I regret that Peria is not here and pass over the princess's greetings.

Fortunately, the princess seemed to be satisfied and went straight to business without saying anything else.

“Can you think of yourself as representing the denomination right now?”

“... Please think so.”

For a moment, I thought about handing this job over to someone else, but in the end, I am the one who brought this person in.

I didn't back down, thinking I had to take charge.

The princess continued speaking while leaving me standing.

“What do you hope to gain by crossing from the kingdom to the empire?”

At that moment, Peria’s advice came to mind.

[When negotiating, if you feel like the other person keeps saying various things, just lump the conversation together and put it in your head.]

And I think about the princess's words again.

‘Did you come to us to ask for something to eat? This is what it means.'

“The Kingdom Alliance already has a relationship that makes it safe to call it a country of the Gaia Church. A forest with only one tree planted becomes infested with pests and diseases. The kingdom is already in deep trouble. Even if you try to overcome the situation by planting other trees, it is so dense that the tall trees block sunlight to prevent other weeds from growing.”

“So, they say they will escape to us. Well, compared to the United Kingdom, we allow free action regarding religion.”

After saying that, the princess strokes the mechanical bird that has stopped moving on her desk.

“However, if you come to the empire thinking of the free world you really dream of, that is a wrong idea.”

thud-

The princess placed a perfectly assembled mechanical bird in front of me.

“The Empire is also divided into three religious groups, and all are already performing their roles perfectly. There were people who came into the empire with a minority religion similar to yours, but the current balance is achieved by being absorbed into a large denomination that respects their ideas. The current empire is complete.”

The princess lifted the wind-up key next to her and inserted it into the mechanical bird.

“So, in order for your church, which is trying to escape to the empire, to break the balance and establish itself as another church, it must have a value that outweighs what broke the balance.”

Click- Click- Click- Click-

The princess turns the spring.

“Do your denominations have an established tradition that can resonate with the hearts of the people of today’s empire? Or is there a scripture that contains the central point to create it? If not, is it possible to put saints and virgins at the forefront to save the people of the empire? If that is not possible, do you have soldiers with deep convictions who are ready to charge in for the devil?”

The princess's mainspring begins to make a creaking sound.

The mainspring has already reached its limit.

“It would be difficult to accept it without that.”

However, the princess did not stop and continued to turn the clock.

Kuuuuk-

Gigi Gigi Geek-

OK,

Ting!

Because the mechanical bird received more load than necessary, its shape collapsed.

Tang Ta Tang-

Roll, roll -

The numerous gears that made up the mechanical bird's body disintegrated into small pieces and rolled around on the desk and floor.

“Tell me about the empire.”

The princess points the wind-up key at me like a sword.

“Unlike the kingdoms that only fought in the neighborhood because the ancient kingdom was split up, the empire rode up from a distant plains and subjugated the ancient kingdoms one by one under the guidance of Mortis to obtain its current territory. ”

The history of empires is the history of struggle.

And there is no development if humans do not struggle.

Therefore, the empire does not stay but continues to move forward, advancing a history of prosperity, unlike the kingdoms that suffered through wars that constantly expanded their territory.

“However, in order to become a truly defeated country, you must also accept those who submitted and those who came in with their heads down. But, Bishop, do you think there will be a world where everyone on earth can be equally happy?”

I receive a question from the princess.

“... That's ideal. To be alive means to walk towards death and to survive one's life through the death of others. Someone's victory means someone's dream is shattered, and a loser loses everything.”

This is a world where those who are complacent will soon meet their end.

The essence of the world is answered by answering the question.

“That’s right. I like it.”

The princess smiled as if she was satisfied with my answer.

“So, in order to withstand the storms of the world, the empire gave each member their own role. There are those who hunt witches to avoid leaving regrets that should never be left behind, there are saints who take on curses and diseases, and there are those who sacrifice their blood relatives to seal the devil.”

The princess begins to collect the scattered gears with her hands.

“For the sake of the empire, I intend to accept people as citizens of the empire regardless of whether they have hair on their bodies or horns on their heads. You can forgive heretics, turn them into hunting dogs, and even accept rotten-smelling ghouls as citizens of the empire.”

The princess threw one of the gears at me.

“What an empire needs is appropriate parts, parts that can fit together to operate a complete empire. If the royal family, this Camellia, determines that you are not like that, I will kick you out.”

The princess then waits for my answer.

'That's difficult.'

I can't breathe.

There can be no paradise in the place you fled to.

'A kind world is just an ideal.'

Anything that has no use is bound to be eliminated.

The princess is currently weighing the scales.

The Empire currently has an inviolable relationship with the Kingdom Union.

If an ordinary religious order were to come over to the empire, it wouldn't be a regret for anyone.

However, the problem is that there are Hwarim and I in the Deshade Church.

The outflow of soul disease is the most serious problem for the kingdom.

The princess asks whether accepting the Deshade Church, to which such spirit soldiers belong, would have the advantage of deteriorating the relationship with the kingdom beyond an inviolable relationship.

“... The doctrines of our denomination are one as of now.”

“Something?”

“Keeping respect for the dead.”

The princess pulled her chair forward and rested her chin on the table as if she wanted to listen.

“Everyone has the freedom to dream. That freedom should not be restricted. However, as I said, the world is divided into winners and losers.”

He continues talking while observing the princess's reaction.

“We believe that no one died senselessly. Those who survive inherit the legacy from those who have died. We will spread it throughout the Empire. The church will speak to remember those who sacrificed themselves to protect the history of the empire, and will also talk about the enemies who fought against the empire, continuing the stories of the dead and raising the status of the empire.”

The princess listened to me and thought for a bit before answering.

“I see. Now that I think about it, the empires still have strong claims about their own traditions and cultures when it comes to funerals, so they seem to be holding them in their own way. In some cases, cultures overlap and conflicts arise. One of the downsides of the empire is that the quality of culture is still very poor. It would be a good thing if you take on the role of coordinating it well and spread the word about the martyrdom.”

'Did you like it?'

I wondered if I was easily taken over by the princess's laughter.

But the imperial scales have not yet risen sufficiently to accept us.

“But that is not enough.”

Let's explore further what the princess wants.

'As expected, should I go with Silly here?'

If you look at what I said calmly, all I can do is present a vision of how things will be done this way in the future.

So, I say this so that the benefits of accepting us right now are clearly conveyed, so that the princess can see my value with her own eyes.

“Is there a god who has come down to this world in the empire?”

“Nothing.”

First, throw a deshade.

“ Deshade is the only god who has come down to the present world, and thanks to Deshade, the kingdom has begun to conduct research on soul disease again, which is believed to have already reached its end.”

“Is it possible to obtain the secrets of the world directly from God? That's a good thing.”

Whether it's magic or alchemy, technological advancement is something every country can dream of.

However, looking at the princess's expression of not showing much interest, it seemed like that wasn't enough.

So I throw one more.

“How much does the Empire know about elves?”

The princess thought about my words for a moment and then answered.

“I know at least that they are within the empire. However, that is only a rough understanding of the material at the level of foresight. The moment they bring up political talk, they disappear and disappear.”

“There are elves in our church.”

Let’s talk about Aila.

“Are you saying that your church has direct exchanges with elves?”

“No. Not really. Due to personal reasons, one elf has been helping us as a guest until now.”

The princess begins to think long and hard this time.

He covers his mouth with his hand, focuses away, and calculates for a while.

And then he opened his mouth again.

“... I will take that as an advantage.”

The princess probably noticed that Aila was helping us and calculated the future.

Although, rather than thinking about using her to improve the relationship with the elf right now, he probably thought that he wanted to somehow establish a bond of connection with those around him.

“It’s good, but hmm...”

The princess is anxious to see if the balance of the scales has tipped.

Still, I think the scale is balanced right now.

This is where I decided to place the last card on the scale.

“Finally, I will tell you why the princess has no choice but to accept us.”

“Tell me.”

However, it is a wind-up key, not a gear.

“It’s me.”

        
            What the princess wanted was a gear that would turn on its own when engaged with a mechanical device, but I threw myself as a spring key.

“What does that mean?”

'Is it a success?'

A princess who always looked for the shape of the gear she wanted.

The Empire's second princess, Camellia, was interested in the newly introduced parts.

“I will be Her Highness’s chess piece.”

“There are many close associates. There are some guys who will jump into a fire pit with just the right command.”

“However, it is very difficult to find loyal aides who will follow such orders, and even if you throw them into a real fiery pit, no one will come back alive.”

“... Right.”

Give the princess a part that will never be damaged.

The new parts explain how great the merit of the existence of soul disease is, which has never been seen before in an empire other than a united kingdom.

“Something will only be solved if someone sacrifices their life. I can do that without making permanent sacrifices. If something requires five failures, I can succeed in six attempts.”

You can become an assassin who returns from an assassination from which there is no return, and if you are a criminal, you can explore and resurrect even in spaces where you cannot get in and out, and deliver that information.

This is what I was thinking right now.

However, for the princess, the ways of using it would naturally be endless.

The princess smiled brightly without even trying to hide her laughter, perhaps because she was happy just thinking about it.

It's a real laugh I've never seen before.

“Good. There was already a need to thin out the branches of the growing empire, but I was feeling like I wasn't enough. In this situation, it is a chess piece that never goes out of the game. It could be quite useful.”

“Do you like it?”

“Don’t hold it. It would be nice to hear that you would be the scissors that will take care of my garden and that will never lose their edge.”

Approach the princess.

Then, he puts down the gear she threw on the table, picks up the wind-up key, and holds it out in front of her.

The princess stands up, takes the wind-up key, looks at me, and says.

“Most of what you say is related to you.”

“... Yes.”

“Then I have no choice. In fact, for me, the above things are there, but they are limited, so I would rather accept only you personally, but since they say that what is tied to them is the denomination that you must bring, I will accept it. However, this makes me even more curious: why did you, in your position as a bishop, decide to sacrifice yourself so much for the church?”

The princess asked what seemed to be her last question.

“... That's because the people of our denomination are precious to me.”

“Not religious beliefs?”

“...”

The princess asks again.

I was a little worried.

I wondered if it would be a good idea to tell the truth here, or if telling this story now would reveal my weakness.

However, I answer right away because I think hiding it is against my beliefs.

“This is a personal belief. I am prepared to pay any price, limited to what I have, to carry out my beliefs.”

The princess listens to my answer and looks straight into my eyes.

I try to read truth and lies in my eyes by aligning my pupils with each other.

I didn't avoid that gaze.

That state lasted for a while, and then the princess retreated first.

“Good. You and your church are of great value to the Empire. However, the final condition is that you come safely and maintain the advantages you presented in perfect condition until you cross the border from the kingdom to the empire.”

The princess stands up and holds out the back of her hand to me.

This is a kiss of promise.

side.

Kiss the back of her hand briefly.

“Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. I will fulfill the princess's conditions and go to be loyal to the empire.”

“Camellia Shaden Steyer will prepare a place for you in the empire and wait for you.”

The princess lifts the back of the hand I kissed and puts it to her lips.

side.

Then I raise my shoulders.

'Is this the end?'

A sense of relief begins to fill my heart at the thought that the meeting has ended safely and successfully.

But that was only for a moment.

The princess who was standing next to me looked up at me and complained.

“But there is one thing I don’t like.”

“Yes?”

While we were finishing our vows, I suddenly wondered what was going on.

“You promised to be my close associate, so I won’t tell you. I don’t need defeat.”

The princess said that and grabbed my shoulder,

Cooung-

I was literally forced to my knees in front of the princess.

'Ugh!'

I sigh internally and straighten my blurred vision.

'What kind of power was that just now...?'

And then he raises his head and looks up at the princess.

It was an instant.

There was no reaction and my knees just went down.

I wouldn't be surprised if it was simply pressed using force or magical power.

I just didn't understand why I couldn't react.

Recently, I felt that my reaction speed had become faster, perhaps because of the continued use of Rakshasa or because of Farewell's body modifications.

So I couldn't believe what was happening even more.

'It was some kind of different force.'

The princess approached me, who could not say anything.

Then, he gently cups my head in his hands, looks into my eyes from a close range, and speaks.

“I need the people of the empire to exist as a ruler. I am a being who must be perfect, and you, who pledged to be my close associate, must not be defeated.”

The princess continues to look at me without blinking.

“Of course, I also know the word mercy. So, you can tolerate at least one mistake. However, you should not say that you want to quit midway.”

“... I understand.”

When the princess heard my answer, she smiled and walked away, probably satisfied.

A smile with only one corner of the mouth turned up.

I only found out after seeing it.

All the laughs before this laugh were fake, and the laugh now was a real laugh.

'Was it all an act?'

I felt pathetic for having prided myself on being able to detect all fake smiles.

Was it something that was trained through education at the palace, or did it come about naturally while meeting numerous feudal lords and officials?

'You never know.'

The reason I found out about this was simply because the princess smiled on purpose to let me know that there was no way to escape now.

Otherwise, I would have probably been deceived by fake smiles that I thought were true for the rest of my life.

But it was unfair to sit still and frown after seeing that.

He says this while looking at the princess preparing to leave.

“Are you not showing that smile in front of the people of the empire?”

The princess puts on her hood and stops.

“Is there a need to show it to those who are ruled? It is enough for the ruler to provide the ruled with the right to breathe. I think it is the coexistence of rulers and ruled.”

Then he puts on his hood, stands on the table, and speaks.

“The empire overthrew the ancient kingdoms and developed without stopping for the next 200 years of history. However, rather than entering a truly humane state, humans and the people of the empire fell into a new kind of barbarism. I will change it.”

After saying that, the princess opened the door and went out.

There was no exchange of dignified greetings.

This is what we both hoped for.

The princess has already shed half of her facade and shown me part of her true self.

I also had no intention of showing courtesy to her who showed her true colors.

Soon I was alone in the room.

OK,

Hot-

“Ugh?”

I felt a burning sensation from the Asmodeus symbol on my back.

I was surprised to see the pattern I had forgotten for the first time in a while pulsating.

'Do it?'

I wondered why Asmodeus' symbol suddenly became dissatisfied, but there was only one possibility.

'Something was done to me by the princess without my knowledge.'

I couldn't tell at what moment, but there were quite a few opportunities to cast something, whether it was a genjutsu or a curse.

I guess it was my mistake as I never thought I would experience something like that from the princess.

That's because illusions and curses have a strong feeling of being sinister, and my current body was still littered with many artifacts that protected me from the magic I received from Gloria.

“... I have to be careful next time.”

Replay every conversation that took place in the room.

'I'm not the type of person who can do anything alone.'

An unexpected encounter with a princess.

Contrary to our expectations of communicating with imperial officials in writing and making contact at a halfway point when someone related to him came to visit, the other side moved much faster.

'Was it to take the lead?'

After receiving our letter, the Empire, and the princess, made a bold move and came in when we were unprepared.

I laid out all the facts as they appeared.

I feel very bad that something happened to me without my knowledge.

But I immediately try to deny thinking emotionally.

“No. Maybe it was a test. Let’s just think about this and stop.”

I decided to stop thinking on my own.

Anyway, this is not something I do alone.

It is better to think together where Peria and others are present.

While I was thinking about going down, the door opened.

Squeak-

“Uh...”

Gloria came in.

So I was embarrassed.

I am alone in the room.

However, there are hundreds of parts scattered around the watch that the princess broke while kneading.

“Phew......”

Gloria entered the room, looked at the parts behind me, and sighed deeply.

“... I didn’t do it.”

“... I know. It was probably done by a rotten guy with bad habits.”

Fortunately, Gloria seemed to have read my thoughts and understood right away.

“Are you a friend of Gloria?”

“That’s right. It's been a long time. When I say it's a bad relationship, it's a bad relationship, and it's a good relationship... I can't even say it with my mouth.”

Gloria said that and started picking up the parts that had fallen on the floor.

Halfway through, he got irritated with me and told me to pick it up, so we picked up the parts together and continued the conversation.

“At first, Gloria called me and I came in with a happy heart, thinking I was being rewarded, but there was hell.”

“Compensation? Not only did they treat you well by repairing the sword, but they also took away many of the artifacts I had made in my own time and then asked for more. I'm really angry.”

“Ah, honestly, now that I think about it, it seems like a loss. Don't you think Gloria got a lot of inspiration from talking with Deshade as much as we spent the time we went through hardships? In terms of hourly wages, I think we lost money.”

“Oh my. Now I'm starting to speak so well that I'm more suited to being a businessman somewhere, let alone a bishop.”

“I hope you understand that we don’t have a lot of spare time either.”

I demanded compensation as mercilessly as I thought it would be the last time.

“... Got it. Instead, let's give preferential treatment rather than giving something. Take it.”

Gloria eventually took a step back, searched the room, opened a drawer on one side, and gave him an item similar to the certificate she had received when she first entered the village, with an additional gold border.

“What is this?”

“Tomorrow is the last day anyway, so you plan on buying a lot of things, right? If you push it in, you might be able to get some discount.”

“I asked for something and it’s just a discount card? You should at least give them a black card... No. Thank you very much.”

I looked at Gloria with a bit of disappointment, but she looked like she would take that away if she wanted anything more, so I stopped.

After accepting the card, the two began silently picking up the parts again.

“... I have a question.”

“What is it?”

“It's the same with the products that come out of this city, most of them are the same as the ones where I used to live. Do you know anything?”

I was convinced after seeing the light I had seen from Morsling before and the various objects I had examined while passing by after entering this city.

Most of the convenience items I knew exist here as well.

Although items such as electronics did not exist in the same form, many items that played similar roles also existed.

'Humans may have the same thoughts throughout their lives, but...'

However, the fact that they are items that do not fit the times remains unchanged.

Gloria looked at the things I was thinking about and said that she had roughly figured it out.

“Well, I was a little curious about that too, so I looked into it in various ways. This rapid development of magic tools happened while I was gone. However, contrary to what you think, they are nothing special.”

She says, picking up the last part, dusting it off and placing it on the desk.

“Aren’t there soul diseases?”

“That’s right.”

“It was said that there were quite a few people who were interested in the knowledge that those spirit soldiers spoke about during their lifetime and gathered the information and sold it.”

“Ah.”

“The alchemists in my city heard stories about the knowledge of each world that came from the soul soldiers, and tried to reproduce it as much as possible or utilize it as a full-fledged technology, and thanks to this, the alchemists' artifacts soon became similar to those made by wizards. It's starting to go way beyond that.”

Only then did I understand why this world had suddenly become so chaotic recently.

“Technological advancement is good. But still. I think we may have moved forward too quickly on things that should have been reached naturally through our own reflection over time.”

Gloria said a gap of 10 years.

It is said that the world that returned after that began to show rapid changes even though it had only been 10 years.

“I welcome anything new. The reason why I stayed in the world instead of leaving the world was because I wanted to live through history and experience and feel the changes directly, so I tried to protect them and humanity.”

Until now, I had thought that soul patients were weak beings who could not have any influence on this world, but that was not the case.

Spiritual diseases were already affecting this world without their knowledge.

I ask Gloria, who has a lonely expression.

“Is the current situation negative for Gloria?”

“No. I don't deny it. Rather, I think it is positive. However, I am just a little anxious that people may have overlooked something precious to us due to the rapid changes.”

Gloria said that and turned off all the remaining lights before leaving the room.

“ character. Let’s get out.”

I left the room with her.

As I left the room and thought about her words, the princess's words came to mind.

The princess says that humans are still in a state of barbarism, and Gloria worries that something precious may have been overlooked.

I wondered if I had found some common ground between the two.

        
            “Today is.”

“Yes. Today is the day.”

Together with everyone, we strengthen our resolve and look at the streetscape where the sun is just starting to set.

Above the city rooftops, you can see the sun on one side and the moon on the other.

Now is the time when Ars Magna, the city of alchemists, is at its most vibrant.

This is the time when all stores open at the same time.

If it were an ordinary city, most markets would be open from the cool of the morning, as there would be handling of living things, but this city is different.

In this city where alchemists and wizards make up the majority of the population, they often handle ingredients with great care that only show their true colors when exposed to both sun and moonlight.

In order to meet that time, we all relieved the fatigue that had unintentionally accumulated in the sewer in the middle of the night by sleeping until lunch.

After that, I had a light lunch, made a list of the magic tools I thought I would need, spent some time planning in advance, and finally went to the market.

As I start walking down the street from the entrance, I see various items lined up.

As you walk around the market, you can hear the sounds of people bargaining or people seeking knowledge.

...

“What about this faucet-shaped artifact? Even if there is no pipe, just stick it in the window and turn it and water will come out. It was named Bluetooth Faucet.”

“It looks good. Are there any side effects?”

“Because it absorbs moisture from the atmosphere, only about two drops fall per hour?”

“Why are you selling something like that, you human?!”

“But on rainy days, water comes out like a village well.”

“Just catch the rainwater and drink it!”

...

“What is this horseshoe?”

“If you put it in your shoes, your feet will run faster.”

“That’s good. I was already worried because the distance from my house to the workshop was too far. How much?”

“Just give me 2 gold.”

“... It's too cheap, are you honest?”

“If you wear shoes with horseshoes on for about 30 minutes, the side effect is that horse ears will grow out of your head.”

“That’s right.”

“So you won’t buy it?”

“... I will still buy it.”

“As expected. I recognized it at a glance. I believe you can recognize the true value of this item.”

“Ta, you don’t really live just because your horse’s ears grow.”

“For reference, if you wear them for 20 more minutes, the horse's tail will grow back.”

“... That's good.”

...

'Buy that?'

There were a variety of items beyond imagination.

It's not just things that are overflowing with side effects like the ones mentioned above, but there are things like the lighter I wanted, a magic tool that automatically warms and dries clothes when placed inside, a tea stand that keeps the tea cup warm so it doesn't get cold, etc.

There were quite a few magic tools that were closely related to daily life.

In addition, there are many other ingredients.

A gem that is sometimes found in the body of a stone turtle as large as a mountain.

An unidentifiable object shaped like a grape that is placed in a round bowl, with one occasionally bouncing.

Pink flowers that give the impression that they are sealed in a glass box and never allowed to be taken out, etc., for whatever effect they have.

Materials that seem necessary for research that I don't know much about are being sold, as I only had basic knowledge at the beginning of college and have only been able to wield a sword since then.

“Irim! card! Card!”

“here. More than that, how old are you with that?”

“I’ve only eaten 3 types so far? I’ll be back!”

“Don’t run.”

At first, Eila said she was looking for a sword she liked, but when she saw the pretty-looking fruit again, she took a card from me and started slashing the price.

“That’s kind of pretty...”

“... Why don’t you buy it?”

“No, it’s still an unexpected expense.”

Peria also began to worry when she saw the small purple cards on the back that said they came from the East.

Peria originally thought about buying only a replacement for the broken cane sword and a new notebook instead of the old notebook to save money, but after going to the market and looking at them, there were so many items that caught her eye.

“Just buy it. They say that if money doesn't come out of your wallet, it won't come in anymore.”

“Is that a sound basis?”

“Folk beliefs.”

“Then yes.”

Peria laughed as if it were absurd, but seemed moved by my words, so she went to the store right next to Eila and started bargaining.

Even though I have a discount card, I'm thinking of getting a discount.

As Peria purchased items beyond the plan, other people also began to become active.

In fact, most of our assets are now managed by Feria.

Perhaps because Thistle still retains his personality from when he was an adventurer, he has the habit of spending most of his money except for saving money for Deshade's advent, and Hwarim says that he has never touched money himself because other people managed his money.

As that happens, the people who remain are Astesia, Peria, and Enin. Enin and Astesia also say that they have never touched a large amount of money, so they are not sure how to distribute it.

So what remains is Feria.

Peria is trustworthy because he thoroughly manages and divides the money he has earned personally and the church money we have collected.

Since they had already paid quite a bit for their drinks at the restaurant that Gloria introduced them to the other day, two of the three drinkers, Hwarim and Thistle, except Aila, who goes on a rampage without paying any attention to their financial status, watch Peria's notice and only after Peria makes her move. Look around at the items.

Peria, who could not see what was happening, said something.

“... Don't worry about your wallet, sisters. In the kingdom, I made it tight because the prices were at the gutter level, but here it's normal, so it's okay.”

Peria picks up a pretty-looking necklace, places it on Astesia's neck, and continues speaking.

“Ah, Peria. I'm fine...”

“Really? It looked okay to me. Anyway, I'm saying don't worry about how much gold you spend on buying clothes or anything else, because you can spend a lot of it. I didn't say anything even when the drinks cost a lot, but don't you know why everyone is so timid?”

Hwarim and Thistle hesitantly respond to Peria’s words.

“... I thought I drank a little more than necessary.”

“I also think I need to exercise restraint...”

“Ugh, frustrating sisters. Move quickly! Because the time when the sun and moon rise at the same time is short!”

Peria made the two move quickly, then held Astesia's hand and began looking around the stores.

Since everyone had to take turns using each other's discount cards, we weren't far away, but Enin was the only one left next to me.

“Before I return to the kingdom, I would like to see some ingredients that can be preserved for a long time. What are you going to do, Lee Rim?”

“I have an errand ordered by the corps commander. I think I should go buy a music box. When I asked for directions, it looks like the store is a bit far from here. So, could Enin take care of Aila? I guess I'm anxious.”

“Hehe. Please. Don't worry about other people and just go. Just trust me.”

While we were talking, Aila came towards me.

Then he thrusts the fruit he was eating at me.

“Irim... eat this. I bought it, but it’s so dry I don’t want to eat it...”

“... Am I part of the food waste management team? And since you're going to eat later, don't buy anything to eat right away, but buy only things to put on the wagon.”

“Still, an unstoppable impulse is taking over my head!”

'Huh... I can't do it.'

I accepted the uneaten fruit that Eila proudly held out to me.

Then, Enin grabs Eila's arm and moves with her.

“Aila. I will teach you how to choose fruit. Looking at what he was holding, it looked like fruits from the west, but it was said that the prettier the color, the more sour and dull the fruits were. You like sweets, right? Let’s explore that together with me.”

“Was it something like that? Then I should have moved with Enin a long time ago. Let’s go quickly!”

Eila is happy to hear Enin's words and goes ahead.

As Enin looks at the two people, he turns around and winks.

'Leave it to me!'

It looks as trustworthy as if it had heard that sound.

In my head, it seems a bit contradictory, yet interesting, to see Eila, who has the image of a forest dweller, learning how to pick fruit from Enin, a human.

“... Okay. Should I go too?”

Thinking that we should move quickly, I take a bite of the fruit.

and-

“Ugh! Shit! It’s so fucking cool!”

Tsk-

It was more sour than I could imagine, twice or even four times more sour than a lemon. It tasted so bitter that I immediately spit out the fruit.

“Aila deserved it.”

-------------------------------

“Welcome.”

“Hello.”

After looking at the map for a while, I entered a store where various musical instruments were on display.

A store named [Menboren’s Musical Instruments].

Inside the store, there were familiar instruments like the violin, but there were also quite a few instruments that I had no idea how to use, showing that this was also a city of alchemists.

It appears that many instruments that function as artifacts are also being sold.

'Wow... that seems crazy.'

The store manager had what looked like a bagpipe in his mouth, and it seemed that he had modified it to be a cigarette rather than a musical instrument. When he exhaled, smoke began to rise from the three pipes.

As I was looking around the inside of the store, the manager took his mouth off the bagpipe and approached me, taking a piece of gum out of his pocket and chewing it in his mouth.

“Is there something you’re looking for?”

“Ah. I'm looking for a music box.”

“Come this way.”

When I went up to the second floor of the store under the guidance of the store manager, I saw covers that were slightly dusty, as if the second floor had been a warehouse.

The store manager takes off the cover and sniffs.

“... Have you ever tried Lamonia? It smells really bad.”

“It was a fruit with a dry skin and a sour taste, and I ate it.”

“It must be Lamonia. How was it?”

“It was the worst.”

“Then that’s right. People who first came to the city liked the scent and color, so they touched it and spit it out. The store owner is a friend of mine, and he wants to see the customers who don't know anything spit out the fruit as soon as they put it in their mouths, so he doesn't give up and always brings it in, even though the unit price is not that much. Eat some gum. This is an apology for eating something so bad because of my friend.”

“Thank you.”

'I guess I was caught by some pervert.'

After listening to the store manager's words, I took the gum and bit it hard with my molars.

OK-

“Holy shit! You were the same person!”

I felt the same sour taste as before, so I spat it out.

“Kahahahahaha! You got caught? Actually, I like the taste, so I buy it once a month, distill it, and make it into gum.”

“Damn... Please show me the music box quickly.”

“Kihehehe... just wait and see. To rinse your mouth, go down to the first floor and come back.”

Thinking that I had already met the second mentally ill person today, I went down to the first floor and drank some water while the store manager was taking the music boxes out of the wooden box, and I felt like my head was clearer.

Still, I thought that gum did not have a role to play.

The atmosphere inside the store was more serious than I expected, but after chewing the gum, although I felt a little dirty, I felt like the weight of the store had disappeared.

'I guess this was a strategy in its own way.'

Perhaps the store manager, out of his own consideration, intentionally offers such gum to each customer to change the atmosphere.

While I was thinking about that, the store manager came down carrying 5 music boxes.

“Music boxes come in a cylinder shape and a disc shape. There are two cylinder music boxes with 144 pieces, two with 72 pieces, and one disk.”

“... What do the numbers mean?”

“The number of sounds that can be used.”

“Aha, then can I listen to the music?”

“Please wait.”

The store owner places a 144-piece music box on the table and winds it up.

Then the metal needles bounce and a clear sound is made.

But it was a little different from the music I had in mind.

'Isn't it a little dark?'

It was sad music that made you feel like a ghost was coming out the moment the last note came out and the sound stopped.

“Is this the only song?”

“You can change it, but what do you want? Each music box has a different version.”

When the manager pressed a small button on the back of the music box and turned the spring, the song changed.

“There are 40 types of songs in each song.”

“Please include a song that is a bit brighter. Something that young women would like, not something old people would like.”

“Your hobby is so unique.”

“It’s not my hobby, it’s the hobby of an old man I know.”

“That’s unique in its own way. Then take this.”

The store manager turned the mainspring of the ivory colored one of the two music boxes and pressed the buttons at a slight interval.

There were songs that were quite cheerful but not frivolous that I thought nobles would like, so I decided to go with this one.

“This also has a function to save sound. It uses an ore called Moonshine, so it can only be used under moonlight, but just know that it has that function. Honestly, it's a one-mana feature, but it's better than not having it.”

“The internal structure seems to be quite complicated? A music box could only fit one song.”

As I was amazed at the technology that went beyond what I knew, the store manager responded with pride.

“Isn’t this a city of alchemists? If any object is left in the hands of researchers here for a day, it is possible to modify it so that its original form is unrecognizable the next day.”

“No, the original form must be maintained.”

“That's what I'm saying, I personally remodel and resell the items I brought in, so don't worry about the quality.”

After saying that, the store manager gave me his business card, saying that if I send it back if something breaks, he will even provide after-sales service for free.

“How much?”

“50 gold.”

'It's expensive, after all.'

After asking the price, I took out a gold coin from my pocket and thought to myself that since it was a long-awaited errand, I would have to pay for the transportation to make ends meet.

'I said I'd give you money if I brought you a receipt... so let's touch on that.'

Try negotiating with the store manager.

“... Could you please write 70... 80 gold on the receipt?”

“... I'll write it as 80. 60 gold.”

“I will call.”

The store owner didn't say much, but immediately suggested a reasonable bargaining price and I accepted it right away.

Then, after receiving the music box and the cushioning material from the store owner, he opened the door and walked out.

“It’s nice that we can relate. Then let’s go.”

“Sure.”

And so the corps commander's errand came to an end.

        
            A cafe with a clear view of the main street.

The five women in front of Feria are looking out through the glass window and drinking the drinks they each ordered.

The cafe that the group chose to go in and wait while Irim came to buy a music box was of high quality, even though they just chose the closest store.

However, since Peria has traveled to quite a few places starting from the empire, if we were to compare the cafe we just entered with the places in the imperial capital, we would say, 'It's okay.' Although it was a cafe where people could say things like that, Peria wasn't so bad-tempered that she deliberately said things like that after seeing other people's smiles.

So now I was thinking about something else.

'Is now the right time?'

Even with all the other stories, there is only one plan: a plan that I kept hidden without even telling my soul-bound partner.

The tentative name for the plan was ‘Turn Family into Real Family.’

Peria really likes the current scene.

The current scene where everyone is sitting around one table and spending time comfortably.

After thinking for a while at a textile store, Hwarim bought a belt to wear the sword and is now placing the sword on the table and tying a knot in the sheath.

Enin stopped by more than 10 grocery stores, carefully checked the spices he purchased, and recorded in his notebook what he saw and ate in the city.

Astesia drinks a drink with crushed pear and ice and honey, and even though she just blinks once in a while, she enjoys it and flutters the little wings on her head cutely.

Aila stops by a weapon shop and says she has finally found a sword she likes. She keeps taking the white sword out of its sheath and trying to swing it, making the store owner break into a cold sweat.

And in the end, Thistle does not buy anything special, but touches the ring with a small blue gem on her finger.

It may seem like a common scene, like a women's club coming out to rest after work, but for Feria, every moment is precious.

From Peria's point of view, all these people are now gathered together as a real family under the name of the church.

The memories of the past in Feria's mind, where a sign with only the name "Family" was put up, are terrible.

‘Oh fuck. I remembered it again.'

I think this is what a real family is like, but then I end up thinking about the past.

At the head of the long table is a demon who claims to be the father who kidnapped his mother.

In front of them, the women take turns sitting on chairs.

Peria was the youngest there.

A blue gemstone necklace that my mother wears around her neck.

Young Peria, who was afraid to even look at other wives and their children, saw only the sight of her mother always wearing that necklace.

That necklace is my mother's only personal item.

The other items that the demon claiming to be my father was wearing when he kidnapped my mother were later thrown away, saying they were gifts from another man, but the necklace was the only item that was preserved because it matched my hair color and matched it. .

On the day Peria decided to run away from the demon spirit, for some reason she kept the necklace in her pocket, and even though she knew about the disgusting pretense contained in it, she couldn't throw it away because it was the only item her mother gave her, so she kept it in her bag. .

His father, the demon, said he loved all his children and wives, but Peria knew.

That's a pretense.

The table with assigned numbers from the front was intentionally created because the man sometimes forgets which wife his wife was number one in order.

If you really loved everyone equally, such a pretentious table wouldn't have been created in the first place.

'Isn't there a magic tool that erases only part of the memory?'

Ironically, the time when everyone gathered together to eat was actually a rare and comfortable time.

Other siblings and other mothers did nothing to themselves at that moment in order to somehow attract the attention of the demon called father.

'They are also half demons.'

The youngest, himself, is of mixed blood with a human, and more than half of the others are of mixed blood with other races.

The demon called father wants to take a wife from every race, and it seems like something is wrong with his head. It's a blessing for him, but it seems like a curse for Peria, who can make children with any race. had the ability not to do so.

So, most of the brothers and sisters were healthy even though they were half demons, but Peria, who was a mixed race with a human, was different.

Unlike the other children, who resembled their father to a great extent and had a hideous appearance, Peria took on a human appearance that closely resembled her mother, but was therefore subject to envy, jealousy, and discrimination.

To Peria, family was not family.

And while I was thinking that way, I met Lee Rim.

For both Lee Rim and Peria, it was an incident that tied their souls that no one wanted, but it made them feel a lot of things.

Peria's teacher, Trickster, noticed that Peria hated her family, so he only taught her how to live alone as a trickster and did not give her much affection as a family.

Thanks to Peria, Lee Rim changed the time when she thought she could live alone in the world.

Thanks to Irim, I met Ennin and Hwarim and had many stories and experiences. As Irim developed a deep relationship with Deshade, I got to know Thistle and became friends with Astesia, whom that man saved.

I met Eila, an elf I thought I would never see again in my life, and now I am having fun with all the people I thought of earlier.

'It's a little tiring, but I'd be really sad if it were gone now.'

Peria is cool-headed.

So sometimes I look back on my actions.

He asks everyone for his lack of affection, to the point where he sometimes feels ashamed of the people gathered within the fence that Lee Rim naturally created.

And the trickster is cool-headed.

So Peria knows how to look at reality.

'This relationship may fall apart one day.'

Although it is gathered like this now, there are so many variables in the world that even the foresight of the God of Knowledge can sometimes be wrong.

Aila may return to the elf village one day, and after Hwarim gains freedom, she may suddenly change her mind and leave somewhere.

Of course, given their personalities, I don't think anyone would do that, but Peria always thinks of the worst.

'What we don't have between us is a rope.'

We seek to strengthen that bond.

The empire is a place that recognizes multiple marriages, whether polygamy or polyandry.

It is natural that many opposite sexes are attracted to a hero, and in order to leave behind as many bloodlines as possible, this is a system devised by the Rugal Church, one of the three religious orders in the empire, and accepted by the imperial family of the empire.

Peria is thinking of using it to turn the current vessel into a sturdy vessel that will never break.

'Make family a real family.'

The plan is to tie up her brother and everyone else.

Of course, I have no intention of making it only a marital relationship.

Feria respects other people's opinions.

Feria is the belief that a couple's relationship is just another relationship for both parties to be by each other's side.

And since the kingdom alliance strictly expresses monogamy and polygamy on the surface, there is no intention of forcing a form that was formed early and is physiologically unacceptable.

Peria is just thinking about getting other people to have the relationship they want with Lee Rim in some way so they can't leave each other.

It doesn't matter whether it's a couple, a lover, a friend, or anything else.

They each need each other in their own special relationship and just don't want to leave.

A lot of things are needed for Feria's plan.

As a hybrid of a human and a demon, it is natural to heal one's own body for as long as the body allows, and one must infer each person's thoughts from their actions and persuade them well.

“Isn’t it too late Lee Rim? Have you lost your way?”

“I said there’s a store two blocks from here, so don’t worry. Rather, Aila, I'm telling you to go back and examine the sword slowly. The store owner keeps getting anxious.”

Eila and Enin.

Peria isn't too worried about Eila.

She has a contract to provide her hair and a promise to teach Lee Rim how to use a sword, so she has no intention of going back unless her long vacation ends first.

Also, it is said that elves' vacations are very long compared to human standards, so it is okay.

Enin will never leave Lee Rim's side.

Based on admiration and repaying favors, she follows Lee Rim without complaining even once.

Enin is already satisfied enough with helping Lee Rim by his side.

Perhaps Lee Rim will not complain and will continue to remain by his side no matter what choice he makes.

“Hey, can I help you tie the knot?”

“Hmm? I would appreciate it if you did so. In fact, I don't have much dexterity other than the skill of handling a sword. Everyone else has always done everything.”

Astesia and Hwarim.

I feel sorry for my friend Astesia, but her turn will be pushed back considerably.

Irim only looked at Astesia from the perspective of a protector, thinking that Astesia was the price of his own arbitrary decisions, but did not seem to think much of it.

And even if Astesia arrives in the empire, she will have a lot of trouble.

The empire is a thorough meritocracy.

Even if you are a demon, the Empire will accept you as long as you promise to give your true loyalty to the empire, but Astesia is a more special being even though she is a demon.

Demons, and demons with pure-blood bloodlines that are quite close to demons, are like bombs that even the Empire must be very careful about, so the moment Astesia begins to accumulate Asmodeus' magic power within her body again, protests are likely to come from many places. This is big.

'I get a little headache thinking about dealing with those guys.'

To be honest, Hwarim is someone I don't know much about.

From the beginning, she was introduced as Lee Rim's teacher, but in Peria's opinion, she seemed a little distant from the relationship between teacher and student.

The five years they spent together.

Perhaps more than anyone else, her relationship with Lee Rim may be like family, but it is difficult to hastily evaluate the appearance that she sometimes shows as a beginner as a woman, and yet as a warrior, she is looking for a place to lean on in Lee Rim.

'So, it just so happened that this became the next best option.'

“... heh.”

“... Is it that good?”

“Yes, yes?”

“... No.”

Peria looks at Thistle, who is still adjusting the ring, wondering what's so good about it.

Natural relationships are good.

Being attracted to each other is probably the best way.

Thistle clearly has some feelings for Irim and knows that Irim is aware of that.

But the wall is the problem.

Irim carries a lot of responsibility, and Thistle also still considers his position as a priest of God to be important.

'... okay. To take action in earnest, it is enough to establish yourself in the empire. Then, I think we'll naturally let go of what we both have.'

Peria felt like she wanted to push the two into one right now, but she decided to hold back.

This is because I thought it would be good to maintain the current tension until we completely break away from the kingdom union.

'Still, should I tear down the wall just once?'

While Peria was thinking about the appropriate line, she spoke to Thistle.

“Thistle.”

“Ah, yes. Feria. Why are you doing that?”

'This is a little uncomfortable.'

Although Thistle speaks highly of everyone, he specifically asked Peria to call him “Thistle” when addressing him.

She said that since the building that everyone in the church in Grace Territory is currently using thanks to Peria, who decided to lend the building to the Trickster Guild, there was no reason to give such a benefactor a higher title.

“I’m sorry, but I left something at a store nearby for tomorrow morning. I need to receive it, but there was someone here who recognized me as a trickster and contacted me saying he had information he wanted to buy. The times overlapped.”

“Oh, is that so? If that's the case, since I wake up early in the morning, let's go and come back.”

Thistle tells her to leave it to him and tells Peria the location of the store.

In reality, it was a store where no items had been ordered yet, but Peria planned to order items while pretending to go to the bathroom right after the conversation ended.

“Thank you. But, it might be a bit heavy, so I went with my brother.”

“Yes? With Lee Rim?”

“Yes. The two of us.”

Peria deliberately tried to pinpoint Irim and put him with Thiseul, but at times like this, the tactless priest instead shows a considerate heart for others.

“But thanks to being baptized by Deshade during that ceremony, my body has become quite strong. I'm stronger than Lee Rim right now, so maybe I can move it by myself?”

'Wow, really.'

Peria is frustrated and immediately thinks about how to convince him of this.

“... The boss there seemed to be a bit flirtatious with the women. So it would be better to go with my brother.”

“Yes? Ah, well, if it’s something like that, it can’t be helped.”

Thistle looked troubled and accepted the lie that Peria had just come up with.

Peria felt a little sorry for the store owner who would be giving Thistle a strange look tomorrow, but she thought it didn't matter since they would only see each other once anyway.

“And when you go tomorrow, do you want to change your clothes and come back?”

“Yes? Why is that again?”

“No, but everyone was staring at us as we walked around the market today.”

“Ahh-. Well, it was like that.”

Actually, everyone was not at ease when looking at the market today.

Among the people, they must have seen members of the church running through the heavy rain overnight, a giant corpse giant walking through the city, a golden wall that appeared, and the legendary alchemy, Gloria's Arsmagna, all in one night. As he appeared in , various rumors continued to spread.

So, most people's clothing and facial expressions were rumored, so I glanced at them every time they passed by.

Thistle, who was dressed in consistent black attire, also suffered from those stares all day.

“I will leave your clothes by your bedside in the morning, so you must wear them.”

“You can return and give it to me right away...”

“Uh... I made a mistake and there was a torn part, so I had to do some repairs. Got it?”

“Hmm... Yes. Still, you don’t have to worry too much.”

'Huh... I guess I've finally gotten over it.'

Peria left Thistle, who responded calmly, and left, telling the others that she would go to the bathroom.

Then he quickly walks around the back of the store at a brisk pace.

Perhaps my trickster personality had begun to emerge without me even realizing it, and I started to get more and more excited as I thought about making a plan.

“ character. How should I coordinate tomorrow’s date?”

        
            There is no set waking time for priests who serve Deshade.

There are no set doctrines, so you can pray whenever you want and hum free hymns without lyrics whenever you want.

At first, Thistle also tried to create a scripture by writing down the words of God after Deshade came.

However, Deshade said, 'Words are valuable because they flow according to the surrounding situation, and the moment they are written down, they become a framework that captivates the surroundings.' So it has been a long time since we stopped producing scriptures.

Now, the inside of the scripture that I always wear is only pure white paper with nothing written on it.

So a more liberal denomination.

There are only a few denominations called Shinto.

If you count the number of people with certainty, in reality, except for the apostles and bishops, Astesia, who can be said to be the only believer, and Hwarim, whose name is only registered, the rest are knights and customers who help them.

So Thistle tries to work even harder.

They wake up early in the morning, say hello to Deshade, who deliberately adjusts their lifestyle pattern, and then go back to their rooms alone and say their morning prayers.

It may be a little strange to pray separately before God, but it is something Deshade has been doing every single day since he came to visit her.

Of course, this is also because somewhere in a corner of my heart, I have a childlike heart.

Thistle has had a hard time with Deshade's river for several years, so she starts the day with peace of mind after checking Deshade's appearance every morning.

It's like a child who unintentionally wakes up early, gets up from a quiet bed, and goes to visit his parents who haven't woken up yet.

It's not like Deshade is going anywhere, but for some reason, it's become Thistle's habit to act like that.

For Astesia, who thinks she is still young, getting enough sleep and praying alone is now routine.

On days when I drink too much, I sometimes wake up a little late, but I never miss it.

So, even though Thistle ended up opening another bottle of alcohol with everyone yesterday, she had a plan in the morning, so she drank only a little and got up early.

Thistle rubs her eyes and wakes up from the bed with messy hair.

Maybe it's because I usually wear thick clothes, but I've come to feel more comfortable wearing a negligee that I prepared separately when going to bed.

After rearranging the shoulder straps that had fallen off during the night, I sat blankly on the bed for a while.

“... Ah. That’s right.”

A little low blood pressure in the morning.

She is dazed for a moment and then realizes that she was sleeping in Gloria's bed in her tower.

I really liked the accommodation that Gloria prepared for me.

Soft beds, furniture with simple yet beautiful curves.

Although the weather is hot and humid, the gentle breeze blowing from somewhere always guarantees good sleep.

Plus solitary confinement.

Although there are double rooms, Thistle sometimes still feels more used to single rooms, perhaps because the life from his adventurer days is still ingrained in him.

Sometimes Astesia, who has nightmares, comes to my room and I sleep with her.

Of course, it would be better to sleep together at that time.

Sometimes, I actually feel like falling asleep with someone else in Thistle first.

Hugging it gives you a cozy feeling, and the sense of security that comes from smelling a different scent from your own nearby provides a different quality of sleep.

However, it wasn't that long ago that I had that thought.

'... Now that I think about it, since when did it start?'

So, I pour myself a glass of water from the water bottle next to me and slowly start to move my head.

The point at which I felt comfortable sleeping with someone.

'... aha.'

The memory wasn't that old, so it came back to me quickly.

A ritual that I personally performed to prevent the devil from approaching Irim.

[Reminiscence]

Although the ritual, which lasted for a long time, failed to create a perfect wall, perhaps because the devil's obsession was too strong, Thistle unintentionally discovered the comfort of sleeping with someone else.

Sleeping together for about two weeks was more comfortable than I thought.

The sound of someone else breathing right next to you.

The moment I overlapped the sound of that breathing with my own, a new comfort that I had never known before came over my body.

When you stretch out your arms in your sleep, you can grasp another person’s body.

It was a little embarrassing at first, but after I got used to it, I deliberately hugged myself and fell asleep.

Since he felt the thickness and texture of Irim only then and not once after his consciousness was completely terminated, Thistle felt a little disappointed that he could not feel that feeling even when he hugged Astesia who came to visit from time to time.

“...I'm a little embarrassed.”

Thistle's face turned slightly red as various thoughts came to mind other than brushing his teeth at the sink.

And yet, perhaps because it is morning, I keep suppressing the smile that is trying to bloom on my face.

In a quiet room.

After washing my face, I comb my slightly wavy hair by the window to tidy it up.

Then, the moment I opened the closet to change clothes, I noticed something strange.

“Huh?”

There were no clothes.

The priest's uniform, which I would have taken off and hung in the closet before going to bed at night, was gone.

'Oh no, I can't say good morning to Mr. Deshade like this.'

At first I wondered what was going on, but I quickly realized it when I saw the other clothes right next to it.

Instead of the priest's uniform, there were two sets of other clothes hanging, with the top and bottom aligned as a set.

Thistle takes out a letter from the pocket of one of her clothes, exposing more than half of her body, as if telling her to pull it out if she sees me, and opens it.

[I picked out two sets of clothes, so make sure to pick one set from there and wear it before going out. Just in case you forget and just leave, I'll take the clothes you were originally wearing for a while.]

“Really, Peria is mischievous sometimes.”

Thistle took out two clothes, imagining Peria's always playful face.

And it got a little difficult.

One side is a white blouse and a black long skirt.

On the other side, white wide pants, a black tank top that exposes the stomach, and a thin shawl wrapped around the shoulder.

Although the clothes that Peria chose are clothes that suit her as a tall person, Thistle feels embarrassed when she tries to wear them, perhaps because she always wears only priestly clothes.

Thinking about which one to choose, I sigh and sit down on the chair for a moment and open the letter again.

There was another article written far below the article I read earlier.

[Since you are going out with your brother, think carefully about how you want to look and choose whatever you like.]

“... Now that you say that, it becomes more difficult to choose.”

Thistle imagines Lee Rim looking at her wearing the previous two clothes.

Then, after thinking about it for a while, I made a decision and reached for a piece of clothing.

-------------------------------

“What are you doing this early in the morning?”

A square not far from Gloria's Tower.

I'm waiting for Thistle right now in front of a statue of an alchemy cauldron with a triangular lid made of copper whose meaning I don't know.

After successfully packing the music box, I returned from dinner with everyone, and the moment I was about to go to bed, Peria, who had run out after eating, saying she had some business to do, came into my room after a while and went to run errands with Thistle in the morning instead of her. I was notified to come.

Thinking back, it wasn't a request, it was a notification.

'It seems like wherever Trickster goes, he always has customers.'

He also told me to go out before Thistle and wait in the square. He warned me that if I didn't listen to him, I would be in really, really bad trouble, so I sat on the bench this early and watched the sun begin to rise.

At the same time, Peria's hysteria was quite severe this time, so I spent some time wondering if it was that day.

While I was yawning and counting the number of ants passing over the stone blocks, I heard a voice calling me from behind.

“I’m sorry. I'm a little late, right?”

When I hear that sound, I turn around.

And the moment you try to say something that is just a joke, as usual -

“Irim?”

I stopped when I saw her.

Thistle walks down the tree-lined street in the dawn, down the stairs that are still covered with dew, wearing unfamiliar shoes, not the adventurer's boots she usually wears.

Instead of the black priest's uniform that usually covered her skin, she wore a white blouse with slightly transparent arms and a ponytail with her hair tied behind her neck.

And a long skirt that is slightly shorter than usual, showing a little above the ankles when the wind blows.

A beret with a short brim to block the morning sunlight stands out.

As I stared at her without saying anything, Thistle thought she looked strange because she was running so quickly, so she tidied up a little bit of hair that was sticking out and tucked it behind her ear.

I recognized it right away when I saw it.

This must have been Peria's doing.

'For some reason, I thought he looked tired yet happy.'

So I asked Thistle, 'Did Feria do it?' When I said this, Thistle said, 'You figured it out right away.' I thought I could just laugh it off.

But the words that came out of my mouth were different.

“It’s pretty.”

“Oh, that... thank you.”

While I was waiting to see what Thistle would say, I was taken aback by the raw sentiment that came out without my knowledge.

Then he lowers his gaze a little.

Thistle actually says what I wanted to say first.

“These are the clothes that Peria prepared, but I was worried that they might not suit me...”

“No. It suits you, it’s beautiful, so you don’t have to worry.”

For the second time today, my mouth moved faster than my mind.

Then Thistle raised his head as if he felt confident.

After that, we walk slowly down the street and talk.

“Going out clothes are something new. I had a hard time imagining it because he was always wearing priestly clothes.”

“Is that so? Actually, there were two types of clothes. One is that I couldn't wear it because I didn't have the courage.”

“I want to see those clothes next time, too?”

Thistle's appearance in casual clothes seemed much brighter than usual, perhaps because it felt like she had laid aside her responsibilities for a while.

When the veil that covered her eyes was lifted, what was revealed was a woman's body with clear golden eyes full of life and a slender back that was not carrying a claymore.

“... I'll try to show you those clothes next time.”

When Thistle heard me, he made eye contact and smiled.

We talk about various things while walking down the street.

This is the first time we have seen two people walking and talking so comfortably on the street.

Even if I did talk, most of the time it was only when I was with everyone or with the girl who came to me with a bottle of alcohol in the middle of the night, so the topic of the story was also limited.

However, a flower seen while walking down the street,

The store owner and the products that are just starting to display the products,

The alchemist's chimney, with smoke starting to come out in the distance,

Even a slightly twisted sidewalk block becomes a story.

'It's fun.'

It seems that Thistle didn't have anyone to talk to like this when he was an adventurer, and every time he sees it, he laughs and tells a silly yet cute story he thought of in the past.

Occasionally, she makes eye contact with me as I continue to look at her, but she doesn't stop smiling or avoids my eyes.

On the contrary, when I was the first to feel embarrassed and looked forward, he started laughing again.

Then I tripped on the protruding sidewalk block that Thistle had just mentioned and was about to fall.

“Oh!”

“Yikes!”

So, I hold her hand and quickly correct my balance.

“Ah, thank you. Lee Rim.”

“What.”

I felt the touch of our hands holding each other belatedly.

My hands feel slightly cool, perhaps because their body temperature is lower than mine.

And the feel of the ring on my ring finger.

““......””

We stood still without saying anything.

Then he started walking quietly again.

They do not let go of their hands, but rather they tie the rhythm together and weave it tightly so as not to miss a beat.

Then they walk, feeling each other's hearts pounding.

        
            After walking for a while, we arrived at the store that Feria had mentioned.

However, the store was closed even though Feria had said that it would be okay to arrive early in the morning.

“Is this right?”

“Wait a minute. I wrote down the address.”

As I looked inside the window, Thistle let go of her hand for a moment and said,

'uh? there?'

He took off his brimmed beret and took out a small piece of paper with an address written on it.

When I chuckled at the slightly odd appearance and burst into laughter that I couldn't control, Thistle puffed out her cheeks slightly and complained.

“Open up. Normally, I would have put it in my waistband, but this dress doesn’t even have pockets! That's why! Don't laugh!”

“Hahaha... Ah, okay, let's check the address. Sigh...”

I couldn't help but let out a strange laugh due to the wrong start. Thistle cutely poked his finger into my side and compared the address with the store's sign.

“This is correct, but... Ah.”

Clink-

“Who are you?”

As we continued to loiter in front of the store making noise, a man wearing glasses walked out from inside the store and rang the bell on the door.

“Didn’t a trickster come and order something yesterday? I came because they said I could find it if I came in the morning.”

“Wait a minute...”

The store owner must have been sleeping, but he put on his glasses, wiped them with the sleeve of his clothes, and looked at the two of us intently.

Seeing that gaze, Thistle took a step back for some reason, but the store owner suddenly looked at her as if she had no idea why she was acting like that, and turned to ask us a question.

“What is the name of the trickster who left that item?”

“Periayo.”

“I think that’s right. Just wait and see. I'll bring the items right away.”

The store owner went inside and came out a moment later carrying a glasses case.

“Now, these are the glasses that I unexpectedly ordered yesterday. He came late and asked me to give him the magic by morning, so I stayed up all night. Well, since I got that much more money, it wouldn't be strange to complain.”

Thistle takes the glasses case from his hand and expresses a question.

“Hey, is this really it?”

“Yes, but why? Is there anything else you've asked me to do? I gave everything as per the order.”

“No. We heard that it would be very heavy, so the two of us came together.”

As Thistle spoke, the store owner looked at us intently and spoke.

“Well, if it’s heavy, it’s probably heavy. Naturally, it will be a heavy object at the point where one person holds the only window through which one can look into the world, and for a person who has no problem looking at the world, it will be a light object. It may be light in your hands, but it may be heavy in the hands of an old man who is doing it today and tomorrow, and the person who ordered it will know why it is heavy.”

“Ah, yes...”

“Then, I handed over the things and will go. Have a good time.”

After saying that, the store owner went inside and locked the door.

Then he closed the curtain on the door and disappeared completely.

Thistle sees this and absentmindedly adjusts the glasses case in her hand.

“... He seemed like a very wise man.”

“To me, it seems like he just woke up and started talking about various things.”

After that, we left the store and went to sit on a bench under a nearby tree.

“Then what should we do? Should I go back right away?”

“Even if we leave right away, I think we’ll arrive after everyone has eaten, so let’s just eat together.”

Since it was early morning, we left the tower without eating, looked around the nearby stores, and chose one of the restaurants that opened early and went in.

A store with a grandiose name, [Strait of the Mountain Sea].

As soon as I entered, I saw the fresh seafood that seemed to have just been brought in, and I could roughly guess what kind of cuisine this restaurant would specialize in.

“Focus on seafood... I want to try steamed mussels, but what about thistle?”

“Then... I want to try this shrimp.”

“Huh? Don’t you know shrimp?”

“Yes. I didn't have much interest in seafood.”

'ah. but.'

I thought it was strange for a moment, but then I remembered that although there were countries in the kingdom alliance that were adjacent to the sea, most of them had their territories pushed to the center of the inland due to war, and the people who lived there at the time had not seen the sea for several years.

“I heard from a mercenary who was born on the beach, and he said it was chewy and chewy, so I really wanted to try it.”

“It won’t be bad. Let’s order something to drink.”

We called the clerk and ordered steamed mussels, grilled shrimp, slightly hard bread, and two recommended drinks.

Then, as I was looking at the glasses that Feria had ordered, the food came out quickly, probably because it was morning and there were no customers.

'oh. It comes out quite generously.'

Mussels that may have been steamed in fruit wine, but instead of having the typical unpleasant smell of seafood, their sweet scent flows out from between the gently opened shells to whet your appetite in the morning.

Grilled shrimp that is already watering in your mouth by cutting the belly of the shrimp and throwing it in a frying pan with butter and grilling it.

Even bread that is soft on the inside but crispy on the outside to top them with.

The table was set up for a hearty meal for breakfast.

When I saw the melted and fragrant butter, a bad memory about milk suddenly came to mind and I asked the store owner. Fortunately, the answer was that it was butter made from milk from proper livestock.

We started eating in earnest.

“Eat before it gets cold.”

“Yes? Ah... yes.”

I opened the mussel shell with a knife, took it out with a fork, and took a bite when I noticed something strange.

After seeing the deliciously prepared food, Thistle just stared at the shrimp in front of him.

Tuk-

Then, he carefully picked up the fork and stabbed the shrimp once. When he heard the shrimp make a clicking sound as the hard shell touched the tip of the fork, he stepped back slightly.

Then he gets teary-eyed and looks at me.

“I... Lee Rim. Is this okay to eat?”

“Is that correct?”

After hearing what I said, Thistle became even more tearful and lowered her gaze from my eyes. Then, when she saw the eyes on the shrimp, she raised her head up again.

Then he closes his eyes tightly and speaks in a trembling voice.

“That... I'm sorry. I ended up saying this while eating... But I didn't know that the shrimp referred to these bugs...”

“Uh, but this isn’t a bug?”

“Ha, but it looks like that?”

After listening to Thistle's words, he looks at the shrimp.

Then, put yourself in Thistle’s shoes.

'Well, is it worth it?'

For Thistle, who has lived mostly on land meats such as beasts and livestock, a shrimp with antennae and more than eight legs and a hard shell can only be seen as a bug.

But that's why I wanted to show you this taste even more.

I gather my courage again, this time poking at the shell with a fork with my eyes closed, and finally take the fork out of Thistle's hand when she gives up.

“Thistle. Open your eyes.”

“... Yes.”

Thistle quietly opened his eyes.

However, the gaze is no longer directed to the bowl.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes? Of course I believe it.”

He leaves Thistle answering and brings a shrimp in front of me.

Then, I tilted the shrimp's head back with my hand, took off the shell and the tail, and put it in my mouth and chewed it.

'It's been a while since I ate it.'

Perhaps because thistle is called a bug, I suddenly thought that its chewy texture was similar to that of a bug, and it was a little disgusting, but it still tasted the same as the shrimp I remembered.

Perhaps that's why my desire to show Thistle this new taste was growing stronger, but Thistle's face turned pale when she saw me chewing the shrimp meat in her mouth.

“Lee, Lee Lim. Are you okay?”

“Of course. It’s delicious.”

After leaving this thistle, disassemble one shrimp again, cut the bread into bite-sized pieces, place the shrimp on top, and then moisten the bowl with a little broth.

And then he pushes it towards Thistle.

“character.”

“... Is it really okay?”

“Sure.”

Shaking eyes.

Lips that are tightly closed and wondering whether to open them or not.

Thistle stared at the bread in my hand for a while, then closed her eyes tightly and opened her mouth wide.

I mustered up the courage and proudly put food into his open mouth.

“Haeup.”

Thistle closed his eyes and started chewing his food slowly. When he passed the bread and chewed the shrimp, he got a little excited, but soon his drooped eyebrows went up and he chewed faster and swallowed the food.

“Ah, it’s delicious.”

“Is that so? It's because it's scary at first, but once you try it, it's okay.”

“I see. I had no idea that my prejudice could be this scary. Actually, in the past, when I really didn't have money, I caught insects, roasted them, and ate them, and then I got an upset stomach... Oops!”

Thistle seemed to think the combination I gave him was good and copied it, making strange noises while making food.

“... You just ate a bug running around in the grass?”

“Oh, no! When I was young, really young! Back then, even though I was really young, requests that were worth money went to other people. I managed to take on the request, solve it, and come back, but the Adventurer's Guild's business hours were over, so it was only for one day!”

Thistle realizes his mistake and belatedly makes excuses, but the more he says it, the more he imagines it.

It was so funny that I started laughing, and Thistle threw the bread he was making into my mouth, blocking my mouth from laughing, and went back to disassembling the shrimp.

After such an enjoyable meal, we left the restaurant feeling full.

“Shall we go back now?”

“... I should go back.”

I walk down the street slowly, very slowly.

The errands were done and the meal was also finished.

However, a feeling of regret that I don't normally feel keeps slowing down my steps.

Then Thistle pulled my sleeve as I was walking and I looked back.

“Joe, why don’t you turn around a bit?”

The sleeve I pulled with my index finger and thumb was only two fingers, but I was holding my sleeve tightly.

And in her eyes, there was a trace of worry before she mustered up the courage to pull on that sleeve.

I couldn't refuse after seeing those eyes.

Because deep down, I wanted that too.

“... Is that so?”

Knowing that I could just keep going straight like this, I deliberately started walking towards a large square on one side of the city.

The morning hours were quickly coming to an end, and even though the sunlight was shining in earnest, people came out to the streets to live the day without hesitation.

A wizard walks away with bloodshot eyes, probably because he stayed up all night imprinting magic on the ordered items.

A chef who delivers such items and cooks for those who eat a late breakfast.

Two country bumpkins, who must have just arrived this morning, open the map in the middle of the main street and get scolded by their friend.

We are walking slowly among such people.

Before we knew it, our hands were joined again.

When I thought about it later, I remembered that I had grabbed the finger that was holding the sleeve first, but it seemed like that finger had also reached towards my hand first, so my memory is vague.

We continued walking and arrived at the fountain, which could be considered the turning point.

The origin written on the monument in front of the fountain.

[Alchemist, throw in a piece of your wisdom here.

Then the future will return it to you with interest.

-Kimia Luden-

The godfather of alchemists to future alchemy pots]

Thistle is amazed to see coins inside the fountain.

“I heard that in a royal castle somewhere, you make a wish by throwing a coin into the fountain in the middle of the city, and it looks like the same thing happens here.”

“When I read it, I think it’s a slightly different type. Still, it's up to you to think about it, so since we're already here, let's throw it in, shall we?”

“Is that so? I wonder if it would be okay to make a wish to someone other than Deshade.”

“What do you think? Just as a rumor feels true when it spreads from the mouths of more people, a wish may also become true at some point if it is made to more people.”

As I was about to take out a coin, I looked around to see how much it was worth.

There were copper coins and silver coins in the fountain, but the proportion of gold coins was unexpectedly high, perhaps because there were quite a few wealthy people.

But honestly, I think this is just to make you feel good, and raising the price a lot doesn't necessarily mean your wish will be granted.

So, even though I was thinking about putting in a silver coin, I felt a bit proud when I saw the wizard coming next to us, making a wish and throwing in a gold coin.

“... Let’s try it like this.”

After thinking about it for a while, I removed the artifact hanging around my neck.

'I would rather donate the real money to the church or use it to buy better equipment.'

Anyway, this is just a coin, so I thought about throwing in money that was worth more than 10 gold and getting it back.

Thistle was already closing her eyes and preparing to make a wish, so she quickly put in an artifact that looked like a dwarven coin.

The country bumpkin near the fountain is shocked to see this.

He must have had a good sense of vision and noticed that the object I threw was a dwarven coin.

with a plop-

With the sound of a coin being locked, Thistle and I make a wish.

“... I hope we can get out of the kingdom safely.”

“... I hope we never break up.”

After making a wish, they open their eyes and look at each other.

Thistle spoke first.

“Today was really fun.”

“... Me too.”

Then they look at each other quietly again.

A holiday like today probably won't happen for a while.

From now on, we have to walk the difficult path again.

By all going back together, we need to instill trust in them, plan the shortest distance to the kingdom, a way to elude the pursuers, and a way to steal Atyr.

We were thinking about these things with each other, either unconsciously or consciously.

But at the same time, both of them laid down their respective duties during this peaceful period.

Because we wanted to look at each other more intently.

To remember this moment a little more.

At the same time, I want to become a deeper person to her,

We kissed.

Gently place your hand on her shoulder,

Touch your lips slowly.

Thistle also does not reject me and accepts me.

Close your eyes for a moment,

The feel of your lips,

A gentle partner,

Suddenly, I feel her falling in love.

I don't know how much time has passed.

When we both felt that we were sufficiently satisfied, we parted our lips without anyone else taking the lead.

And after smiling at each other with that joy in mind, we got dressed again.

He wears the clothes of an apostle of God and a bishop of a religious order.

We just went back to the tower.

        
            Reigns is busier than you think.

Among the employees who see her passing by, employees who are not deeply involved in the organization say that although they cannot tell what she is doing, she looks leisurely as she is always looking through confidential information and then leaving to go somewhere.

In some ways, this can be said to be the correct answer.

Reigns spends most of his time watching and waiting for work to be completed.

Still, Raines is busier than usual today, no matter what others think.

Immortal organization Grace Territory commercial district branch.

Raines walks slightly faster than usual through the hallway of the building of the Immortal Institute, which ended up setting up a branch in a corner of the city despite spending a huge amount of money.

Although people passing by say hello to her, most of them are temporary regular employees who do not know the true situation of the organization.

There is no need for Raines to talk to the guys who come in and work here with a slightly high salary and an oath of secrecy about the place.

Reigns walks busily to the innermost room of the organization, where the organization is limited and has no choice but to find the wizard who has been appointed as the branch leader. He opens the door and says:

Suddenly-

“Gillian. There are no documents.”

“What document do you mean?”

An old man in a black suit wearing a monocle took his eyes off the document he was looking at when he saw Raines looking different than usual.

“I don’t have a blueprint of this building that you told me to take out of the basement warehouse and deliver to you.”

“... Please wait a moment.”

After hearing Raines' words, the old man named Gillian puts away his papers completely, folds his hands, looks at her, and begins to think.

Although Gillian is not close to Raines, she has a complete understanding of Raines' personality from Agoni.

If Reigns isn't there, it's clearly not there.

And the warehouse containing the branch's important items is at the bottom of this building, and the only people who can go back and forth there are her and herself.

He has just become a branch leader, but before that, he was the sire of a magic tower and was scouted by Agoni.

Gillian, like a wizard, did his best.

'First, look back at your actions.'

Gillian takes a book out of her pocket, unlocks the complicated locks, and looks inside.

The book is an artifact that records all of your movements over the past week, even when your fingers trembled while holding a teacup.

He flipped through the book and found a description of his recent visit to that space, but there was nothing unusual.

[... So Gillian cast a spell on the drawing and inserted the drawing back into the original location A1-34 of the document.]

'It is certainly. 'I didn't touch it.'

The reason he touched the drawing was to change the direction of renovating the branch building, which was incompletely settled without completely controlling the back alley, to create more secret spaces.

As a decision to somehow utilize the limited area of the branch, I went down for a moment to cast a few spells on the drawing before handing it over to the contractors.

I've thought about other people's possibilities, but Reigns is a person who has no reason to do so in the first place, and measures are taken to prevent other employees from going there as well.

In addition to his own magic, Gillian thinks about how an intruder came and went to this place where Agoni took the time to cast various magics.

But that's not something Reigns really considers.

“Please take action quickly. I clearly promised, ‘Take out the drawing and give it to the contractor.’”

“... Just wait a little longer.”

Reigns came to collect the missing drawings for the sole purpose of fulfilling his 'promise'.

Promises are more than just an obsession for Reigns.

Gillian also heard strange words from Agoni that when taking over Reigns, he must use a promise to give orders, and since promises cannot be reneged, he should take the orders into consideration.

So I couldn't tell Reigns to let go of that and move on to something else.

“First, let’s come down with me.”

“I understand. However, a drawing is required.”

So he decided to head to the underground warehouse with Reigns.

Gillian went down to the basement wearing the black gloves he used whenever he performed magic, thinking that he would be able to detect if someone had used magic in an unknown way.

'Did Agoni take it out himself for some reason?'

The moment Gillian arrived at the basement warehouse with that thought in mind, he noticed something.

The door to the underground warehouse did not have such a complicated device.

In the first place, you cannot enter unless you have a special sign from the entrance to the door leading down to the basement.

But they thought of people who had recently entered this space other than themselves.

The space next to the warehouse is a wide open surgery space with one wall.

Originally, it was a space created for wizards like him to conduct various experiments, but in reality, Gillian was the only wizard in a position to enter this place, so it was a neglected space.

That space was recently used as the corps commander's operating room.

Two skilled priests and wizards who had been bribed and the legion commander entered the space.

There, as they had promised to the corps commander, their organization returned the corps commander's severed arm.

Rather than reversing it, in fact, it was transplanted.

The name of the Hell Mimic they named Wen Grain's Arm.

A book of hell summoned by pagans who serve the demon Wen Grain.

A creature worthy of the name Hell, which clings to the book and tears into pieces the souls of all beings who try to open it.

It was the only arm that could be transplanted to the legion commander's arm, which was cut off by the ax of a minotaur forged with extreme curses.

So, the corps commander stopped by here for a while to get the surgery, and I heard a report that he recovered normally and returned home after the surgery.

“Yes. I only heard about it through reports.”

I think about how I did things that day.

Few people know this fact.

Reigns, who is in front of Gillian, continued to talk with the corps commander as an errand boy, but he does not know the details of exactly how to restore his arm.

The priests and wizards bribed for the surgery were one-time employees.

They boasted that they had successfully implanted a creature from hell and that they were probably the first, not knowing their fate of disappearing from the world without a rat or bird knowing after the surgery.

'Then who is it?'

So Gillian began to guess which of them had entered and exited the room at the right timing before and after the surgery.

Or it is possible that it is both.

“Ha... my head hurts.”

“I need to hurry, so please.”

If the drawings were hidden by those who are already dead, things would get quite complicated. He sighs and ignores Reigns, who is urging him on from the side.

and then-

Kukukukung-

“... What is it?”

I look upwards, where huge vibrations and roaring noises hit me.

Screaming and crashing sounds can be heard through the only passage in the underground warehouse that descends almost vertically.

“Quaaah!”

“Intruder! It's an intruder!”

“It’s a knight!”

Gillian hears the sound and deduces the other person's identity.

'I can't even hear the sound of swords clashing.'

However, the organization has hired technician-level personnel to prepare for any unexpected situation.

However, there is no sound of weapons clashing.

Rather, there is only the sound of the armor they are wearing lightly breaking into pieces.

One blow, one kill.

He thought for a moment and decided to stick to his current position.

No matter who the enemy is, he does not hesitate to kill all members of the organization in such a noisy manner.

The target must be this warehouse, and if so,

If Gillian himself cannot avoid battle,

Gillian must find the best battle space a wizard can have.

'We compete in a space where we have no choice but to come down in a straight line.'

Numerous letters are engraved on the old man's gloves. Magical energy flows into the letters, memorizing 20 spells at once.

At the same time, the next thing to say out loud is a spell specialized for killing knights or knight-level enemies.

This is probably the first time before and after joining the organization that he has taken on an appearance that is different from that of ordinary magicians.

That's how important the items in the warehouse in the back are.

Of course, those items cannot be more important than his life, but if they are stolen, Gillian will risk his head at the hands of Agoni, so he must protect them with all his might.

'No, I'll be lucky if only my head flies off.'

The items inside contain the products of Agoni's efforts by the Immortal Institute to kill the Eternal Lords, and artifacts created as a result of that research.

Originally, the items that should have been moved here only after the city was completely taken over by now were attacked at the moment when they were in a building that ultimately failed to be taken over, and renovation had not even begun, making it a truly dangerous situation.

'ruler. come.'

Gillian completes her battle stance and looks up the stairs.

Drop- Drop- Drop-

Blood gradually begins to flow from the top of the stairs.

A large amount of blood flows down from the bodies of many people, probably from all the people in this building.

The moment the river of blood expands its territory and wets the shoes of Gillian and Reigns at the end of the stairs,

Suddenly-

Gillian's head disappeared.

-------------------------------

“Wake up. Sieghill Macren. A wizard who achieved great achievements.”

The second son of Duke Sieghill. A nobleman from a nominal family with no territory stands up while kneeling.

“You transformed the soul disease so wonderfully. It is safe to say that our kingdom union has become a cornerstone for further progress from the stagnation.”

“I am honored.”

Markren takes turns exchanging lines that were already decided in advance with the man in front of him.

Behind him is an arena.

There are soul soldiers in the arena who are named Soul Knights, and although I think it is a bit out of sense, no one complains because of his position.

Overlooking the arena, 50 nobles and several royals look at the corpses behind the Soul Knights.

The majesty shown by only 5 Soul Knights.

Although two people were destroyed, over 20 minotaurs were slaughtered.

In a previous battle, he even performed against 10 trolls by killing them all and throwing them into the brazier in the center without a single being broken.

“Seguin Segun.”

“Performing the role of a knight by showing me a magic weapon.”

“Still, it’s a magic weapon. Isn’t the unit price for one person already crazy?”

“Look here. You should think about it carefully. Not being a knight in the first place, and being able to deal with resurrected soul diseases so easily, isn't it enough that he takes on the role of a knight?”

“However, it is not a fundamental solution. It has already gone beyond its purpose. What we needed was to increase the efficiency of the soul soldiers' turnover rate and somehow expand the front line based on that. Wasn’t it a contest for that in the first place?”

“... Lower your voice a little. Isn’t this the Sieghill family that receives full support from the Gaia Church?”

“... You said that all the armor on that body was magic items, right? If this happens, the national treasury will be sucked up by wizards again and we will be in trouble.”

Macren was listening to the nobles' noise.

They are mostly nobles from places close to the front lines.

The nobles were clearly aware of the irregularities in this contest, and so they were mercilessly criticizing Macren and the new type of soul disease that Macren had created.

'Try to talk a hundred days.'

But he decided not to worry much about that.

What the man in front of me is talking about is praise from the kings and leading figures of the Gaia Church.

His research results are said to be truly remarkable.

Although Macren made the most of his friendship, he was annoyed that his research results were adopted by a narrow vote of 27 to 23.

'under! On the topic of cowards.'

Still, Macren and the nobles who make noise know that raising one's hand and expressing opposition to a decision made by everyone in the royal family is suicidal, so no one raises an objection.

“... In order to conduct a pilot operation of this new innovative technology, Macren is awarded the title of Guardian of the Kingdom and is ordered to go to the 3rd Corps.”

“ Markren of Sieghill. As a wizard and a member of the duke family, I will successfully carry out the great wishes of many kings.”

At the end, the sound of applause echoes through the arena.

The event officially ended with the Soul Knights standing behind Macren and escorting him out, and several nobles who came to the arena soon left as well.

General Bulterion is one of them.

To the nobles who were worried that the Legion Commander Helias was not present, he mechanically explained that he had come to the castle on behalf of the Legion Commander for some reason, but was also about to return to the Legion.

Marken walked towards him and spoke to him, so he had no choice but to look back.

“General Bulterion!”

“... Did you call me?”

“Of course. I didn't just call you.”

The duke's second son continues his conversation while showing off the medal hanging on his chest.

“I am already going to the 3rd Corps. How about going with me?”

“... I was thinking of leaving right away for the defense of the corps.”

“Anyway, isn’t that an area where the corps commander is so strong that no one can touch him? So, relax and come with me. I will also prepare quickly.”

Bulterion tried to politely decline Markren's invitation to accompany him, but the duke's second son dismissed it, adding the excessive youthful rudeness that still remains despite his age.

“... Okay. But we will be leaving in an hour.”

“That is enough. See you later!”

Macren answers lightly and pats his shoulder as he passes by.

The attendant next to Bulterion looks upset.

“... Are you okay?”

“Do not be nervous about repairs. This is not the 3rd Corps, but the royal castle.”

Vulterion and Sieghill Macren serve different royal families.

In addition to the military rank, the individual ranks of each kingdom do not apply to the upper and lower ranks of the kingdom union.

So Macren's words were very rude, but Bulterion didn't care about that.

The rank of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance, where loyalty is determined by firm and thorough meritocracy.

Therefore, the attendant appeared to be truly angry at Sieghil Macren, who had shown rude behavior towards General Bulterion, the next best corps commander.

However, Bulterion, who has been cutting off the heads of numerous enemies along with the corps commander for a long time in many battlefields, can regard this as just a young man's trick.

'What I'm worried about is the other side.'

Rather, what he is worried about is how this brat will offend Commander Helias when he returns to the territory.

Already, as the corps commander said, Bulterion voted against Macren today.

Macren, who began interfering with the corps commander's control over the soul disease and even deliberately planned to go to the 3rd corps, had long since been identified as a person of interest who threatened his military authority.

Even if Bulterion himself can ignore this kind of treatment once in a while, it is difficult to say for sure whether Helias Saen Tion, an old general and commander of a legion, will just watch Macren's actions. There wasn't.

No matter how much he came under orders from the royal family, when Commander Helias was truly angry, he would cut off the head of the messenger sent by the king.

“... If I'm going to search, I wish I could search alone.”

Bulterion then left the hallway, now alone.

        
            A shaking carriage.

The road back to Grace Estate is smooth.

What's disappointing is that it's so smooth that everyone gets bored because there isn't a single incident.

On Gloria's last day in the city, Farewell said that Hwa-rim's body was ready to be transformed into a body capable of magical power like Lee Rim's, so a procedure was performed to replace Hwa-rim's body just before leaving.

Farewell once again said that although it was impossible to perform a procedure that violated the commands of the emblem engraved on the spirit bottle's neck.

This confirmed that in order to leave the kingdom union, Atyr must be obtained at any cost.

“I can definitely say this after obtaining this body. The basic principles of energy and magic are the same. If this is the case, I will be able to practice depth of field in earnest as soon as I return to the city.”

As a result, Hwarim also remembers in his soul how to naturally open a channel for magic when his soul dies and enters a new body. Even if he dies, he will no longer be able to use magic.

Doddd-

“... I’m bored.”

Eila's voice, which she spoke while looking outside the carriage, is mixed with the wind and is pushed back.

We left around lunchtime on the last day and stayed for three days, so today is the fourth day since the carriage pulled by Gombangi has been running.

On the way back the way I came, there was no heavy rain this time, so I was able to run comfortably without blocking my view.

The front awning of the carriage was intentionally left unlatched to let in the wind, so although there was a little bit of sunlight shining through, a fairly cool breeze was coming in.

“... I'm really bored.”

Through the fluttering cloth, Aila looks at Irim and Thistle sitting on the coach seat and then speaks to Peria.

“Feria. Isn’t something strange lately?”

“Huh? What?”

Other people also listen to what they say while dozing off on their luggage or doing other things.

The only one who can't hear that sound is Deshade in the corner.

Until the last day, Deshade could not get away from Gloria and they exchanged various questions and answers.

In the end, Deshade seemed to have truly wanted to stop talking to Gloria, and told Astesia, who was acting as an assistant next to him, 'I think God's limit is only here.' He said and fell down.

Shin, who escaped reality by cutting off his own consciousness, never woke up no matter what he did, causing Gloria to sigh deeply with regret.

Deshade, who made no sound and turned into a real armor, is now neatly placed in a corner.

Thistle later discovered that Hwarim had thrown Deshade into the carriage and politely adjusted his stance.

When Eila saw that everyone's ears were turned to her, she smiled inwardly and spoke.

“Should I say that Thistle and Lee Rim have become extremely close... So, they are very close in terms of distance?”

“Close? If that's the case, isn't it the same as the distance between me and Aila?”

Peria shows the needle and fabric she was holding to Eila.

Eila and Peria, who are teaching sewing while traveling, are definitely physically closer than the two sitting in the coach seat.

“Uh... But right now we have to look at the needle, so we're close, but aren't those two too close than that?”

“You don’t pay much attention to it. That's why I sat close to them so that I could catch them if they fell if the carriage shook. Don't worry about it.”

“Is that so?”

After hearing Peria's words, Eila returned to her original task of making an inner pocket for Astesia's spare clothes.

And when Peria heard those words, she felt slightly drowsy.

'good. Are you starting to notice it? I never thought it would come out of Aila's mouth for the first time.'

At the same time, he pretends to concentrate on sewing and listens to the women's conversation that has begun to open again.

It started with Enin and Astesia.

“... Isn’t it just my mood? Lee Rim usually approaches you sometimes without any sense of distance.”

“Ah, well, I think I know what that means. Lee Rim, when you have a lot to think about, you reach out your hand without hesitation.”

Testimony from short people.

Irim sometimes feels like he will be later than the scheduled time, so when he is in a hurry, he thinks about various things and naturally walks down the street at a fast pace while holding the hands of two people.

At the same time, the key point is to unconsciously match your steps or not pull your arms too much so that it is not too difficult, so the two remember that.

'...was that so?'

Of course, Peria is also short, but the Lee Rim in Peria's memory would just run with her by his side when she felt busy, so the scene was a little different from what they had imagined.

“Still. That's why it's strange. Just like yesterday and the day before, it seems like their actions were slightly different.”

Aila counters the two's stories.

“ When we said we needed to make a fire and put rocks around it when we were camping, Sisul followed Irim when he said he was going there, and when Sisul went to the river to wash the remaining dishes, Irim followed him. Right?”

“Because it was dinner for both of them. When it's dark, it's usually better to move together.”

“You two are always smiling when you come back from a trip?”

“There is a saying that if you smile, good luck will come, right?”

As Eila continued to speak, Enin looked at her with a bright smile on his face.

“Umm... Is that right? Since there is a saying like that, it could be that the two of them are always smiling because they care about such things...?”

Aila ended the sentence by laughing in the same way, but the thought that she was the only one who felt this strange atmosphere, perhaps because there was no one to sympathize with her, did not go away.

So, even after speaking, while sewing, my hand movements sometimes stop, as if I am not concentrating.

Perhaps even sensing such a presence, Hwarim sat with her legs crossed and meditated in a position that seemed strange to Peria even while the conversation was going on, and then opened her mouth with her eyes closed.

“Well, even if it's true that those kids got that close, doesn't that mean there's something wrong with it or something they did?”

“Huh?”

“Attraction occurs naturally. Even if the two of you develop feelings for each other, it's a good thing, and it's not something you should react so loudly.”

“Uh... right?”

Aila can't say anything about Hwarim's correct opinion.

So Peria was surprised.

I thought Hwarim was generally reluctant to get involved in these types of stories, but it seems she already has a certain understanding of the relationship between the two, even more so than Aila.

'But the fact that you didn't say it means that it doesn't matter?'

Peria kept squinting to find out Hwa-rim's thoughts, but Hwa-rim was already half-covered in her thoughts.

In the end, Peria couldn't go beyond what was expected and took a step back.

'Surprisingly, Hwarim unnie has absolutely no obsession.'

That was a little surprising.

In fact, it was Hwarim that Peria was a little worried about, and the relationship between the two had changed significantly once.

Due to Hwarim's suggestion, their relationship changed from teacher and student to practitioners walking the same path.

So Peria was thinking that Hwa-rim might feel a little embarrassed if Lee Rim was the first person to try to lead someone, but it seems like she doesn't really care about that.

'... it's okay. 'For now, there are more important things to do.'

Peria changes her mind, thinking that thanks to this, the story has roughly come to an end.

“Now, Aila will do the rest. I have to do other things now.”

“Yes, yes. Well done! At this level, I can teach Peria how to make clothes out of hair!”

“... I’d like to decline that. I feel reluctant for some reason.”

“Eeh? Still, clothes made from hair feel surprisingly good?”

“... I don’t know. First of all, strangely, it doesn’t pull me yet.”

“Then, if you remember it later, please tell me? I’ll even wear whatever I’ve been making so far.”

“Are you asking me to try on clothes made with my hair as material? I'd rather wear a shroud.”

Peria pushes Aila's suggestion aside, puts down the sewing material that has already been completed, and now searches through the information and notebooks in her head about the princess of the empire that Irim met.

But in fact, Hwarim was also thinking deeply about it.

However, he deliberately did not show it.

'... okay. If two people like each other, there's no reason to stop it.'

Hwarim remembers something from the past.

A life of nothing but training and raising disciples.

Love and relationships between men and women were just unnecessary things there.

'That's why I stopped.'

But that's an old idea.

From that day on, Hwarim, who broke the mold, changed her thinking to the point that she could only move forward if her emotions and thoughts continued to fluctuate.

Hwarim wants Irim, who walks with her now, to not walk the same path as she did in the past.

So, Hwa-rim was going to be happy about whatever happens to I-rim, and not try to bind him with strange stubbornness like before.

but,

'But I don't know why it's so difficult to get my mind right.'

Even though I decided to act like that, for some reason today, meditating doesn't come easy.

“.. Tsk! This is all because of you.”

“Huh? Why am I suddenly?”

“Are you going to just do your own thing while distracting others from their meditations? Try cutting this down a bit.”

Hwarim eventually gives up on meditation and throws an apple and a knife from his bag while lighting a candle at Aila.

Swish-

“Wow! Who throws knives like that? We almost got hit!”

“Since it’s us, we should speak clearly. I definitely threw it straight at you.”

“Mr. Lee... If you are swayed by what other people say, what kind of meditation is that? CI- Hwarim always does that to me...”

“If you keep making metal sounds like that from your mouth, next time I will hit you with a real piece of metal.”

“Nie- Nie.”

Aila said those words and, despite being scolded by Hwarim, she calmly peeled the fruit and put it into the others' mouths one by one.

Of course, that doesn't mean there was no retaliation.

The apples that went into the mouths of everyone except Hwarim had their skins cut into the shape of rabbits, but only Hwarim's apples had raised eyebrows and mouth-shaped skins, as if he was expressing his anger.

Eila continued to take out apples, peeled the third apple, and handed it to Enin, who was sitting nearby in the coach seat.

“Ennin. Could you please send this to me?”

“Yes. Please give it this way.”

Enin took the round plate containing the apples Eila had pushed for him and went near the coach seat.

Then he picked up the plate and quietly looked at the two from behind for a moment.

The two were looking ahead without any conversation, but they seemed to be in a good mood.

Thanks to Gombangi, which automatically navigates its way, no one has to hold on to the reins, and both are seen holding the same spot.

Enin smiled at that sight.

'... If Lee Rim is happy, that's enough for me.'

Thick-

However, even though I was smiling, I frowned slightly as my heart ached for some reason.

He clearly thought that he would live only for Lee Rim's happiness.

But I couldn't figure out why something was wrong with my body even though I suddenly saw that happy face.

'... I'm not feeling well. Otherwise, it would be really nice if it was a late growing pain.'

Enin thought so, and without showing his pain, handed the fruit to the two people.

“Now! Both of you, eat fruit!”

“Ah, thank you.”

“Thank you, Enin.”

“What. If you sit on the coach seat for a long time, you will eat dust, so you should eat some fruit to relieve your thirst. Would you like some water?”

“Okay then.”

“Wait a minute. I'll give it to you right away.”

While the others were preoccupied with the fruit, only Hwarim, who was quietly watching Enin's back, spoke quietly to herself.

“... Their relationship may be at its limit for now, but since there is more time left in the future, why not try harder?”

Thistle and Lee Rim are both people who know that they are the same.

Hwarim said to herself, knowing that those two people were only enjoying the moment, but that they would look straight ahead again the moment they arrived at the territory.

Crunch-

So, although those words were spoken to Enin, she bit into the lukewarm apple that Eila gave her, thinking that she was also speaking to herself.

“... lukewarm.”

I must have bought a bag with a thermal insulation function, but the apples, which should have been cool, were lukewarm and not as tasty.

“I intentionally rolled Hwarim out of my hand. Please pay the price for sticking a dagger in my heart.”

“... Don’t you know that you don’t play with food?”

“I don’t know how to peel the skin nicely every day, so I nag a lot about the topics that are handed over to me.”

Swish-

Phuuk-

At the end of Ayla's words, the knife was inserted right where her head was.

“... Yiyit!”

Swish-

Then, this time, Aila seemed to be unable to endure it either, raised her head, pulled out a knife, sheathed it, and threw it, perhaps thinking that Hwarim might get hurt.

“Both of you! I told you not to say it would damage the carriage!”

And in the meantime, the sound of Enin's return echoed and the carriage continued to roll.

        
            A little after lunch, I arrived at the castle gate just as I was lying down on the mountain, wondering if the sun would disappear.

“There are so many.”

“I see. Still, I’m glad I was able to arrive at this time thanks to Gombangi.”

When Thistle bends down and strokes the bear's back, Gombangi makes a cooing sound.

“Hey! Be quiet!”

A man who was passing right by us looked towards us in shock when he heard a sound that could never be made by a horse, but thanks to Aela's magic, all he could see was a horse with a magnificent body.

“The line is long.”

“Looking at it, it looks like they are planning on accepting more people for an hour or two and then closing.”

Refugees outside the castle walls were returning to their homes, clutching the fruits they had picked up that day and the food they had received, and merchants and adventurers were lining up in front of the castle gate, trying to quickly get inside before it closed.

Among them, there are adventurers who see the long lines and decide to camp outside, so they squeeze into various parts of the refugee camp, make fires, and set up tents.

Of course, there are quite a few people who do this even though there is still enough time left to enter the castle.

They all have reasons such as not having money for accommodation today or seeking out various pleasures that can be enjoyed in the refugee camp at night.

Thanks to them, even though the refugees have shelter outside the castle walls, they sleep with a certain degree of peace of mind because the adventurers act as a breakwater for the wild beasts.

But that has nothing to do with us.

Our church's carriage passes through the long line with ease and goes straight to the castle gate thanks to the documents provided by the corps commander for coming and going.

Soon two wall guards and an officer came to greet us.

Enin gets out of the carriage and talks to them.

“How did you come?”

“It’s a return. There are two soul soldiers belonging to the Deshade Church and the Knights Templar. Here is the permission letter from the corps commander.”

“Then come this way. I'll check the document in a moment.”

It took a moment.

The soldier went inside with the document to Enin, checked whether the seal was forged, and then sent it on.

The officer comes out with Enin and asks that the soul soldiers must stop by the unit today to have their orders re-engraved.

“You must definitely stop by. Sergeant.”

“Okay. You don't have to worry.”

The documents were not just any other documents, but the documents of the corps commander, so the officer did not check our identities in detail or inspect our baggage, but he read all the applicable regulations to Enin as far as matters related to soul disease were concerned.

Only after listening to the officer's words to the end were we able to enter the castle gate.

It is very annoying to have to go to the unit as soon as we arrive, but being treated so unusually also shows how important it is to manage mental illness, so we cannot help but do as we are told in order to minimize any suspicion that may come back to us. .

'Let's go to the accommodation first, unpack our things, then come out and go to Hwarimman base for a while.'

While driving the carriage with that thought in mind, we all noticed something strange.

The atmosphere inside the city was different from before we left.

I thought that the gloomy feeling that had spread over the city as a whole was because the sun had just begun to set at this time and the only light illuminating the city was a bit of the setting sun.

But still, there is a degree.

Inside the city, magically created lights automatically turn on when the surrounding area becomes dark.

So even now, even though all the lights on the street are turned on early on, it still feels suspiciously dark.

Eila is the first to carefully put it in her mouth.

By reading the atmosphere of the sunken city and using polite yet appropriate words that fit that atmosphere.

“Did you get a portrait?”

“... I guess so.”

The city was so dark that even Hwarim, who normally would have complained and asked him to speak in a different way, gave such a cold response.

The faces of people passing by show worry and worry, and people are moving around as if they are trying to walk as long as possible under the artificial light created by magic, like a swarm of insects running towards a light.

They act as if they are too afraid of the dark.

Something is tightening their hearts.

“This... is darker than a demon spirit.”

“That’s right. There, no matter how dark the city is, there are young demons who run amok without knowing what to do, carrying bottles of alcohol and trying to drink the blood of others as snacks. The place where a bunch of idiots like that roam around is the Demon City, so does it make sense that it's even darker than there?”

Even Astesia and Peria are saying things like this, so I'm getting more and more worried.

“... You didn’t say that our building was on fire when you got back, right?”

“No, the joke is too much. Lee Rim.”

Feeling anxious, we let Gombangi take a shortcut to get back to our dorm quickly.

However, the shortcuts I was familiar with, alleys barely wide enough for a carriage to pass through, were all blocked.

“Huh? what. Is it blocked here too?”

“Sure. There are soldiers guarding the streets here and there, too.”

Security forces soldiers had tied a rope around the front of the alley and hung wooden boards with words prohibiting access there, stopping people in front of it.

Perhaps this is the biggest reason that makes people move along the main street.

'If things continue like this, things will go too far.'

In the end, we too had no choice but to follow the procession of such people and move along a limited route.

Round and round and round again.

It's already the 6th time since we've passed through a blocked alley, Peria remembers the geography of the city in her head and predicts the general scope.

“... The area blocked is too wide, including the back alleys?”

“To what extent?”

“It's just like blocking off one district. Well, strictly speaking, it is not a complete blockade since only the paths leading from alley to alley were restricted. Anyway, if you look at the extent of the alleys that are off-limits, it's like blocking off an average-sized city, including the places where the kids in the back alleys we went to before are located.”

This was possible because the Grace Estate was of a size beyond imagination.

After going a while longer, I saw military soldiers also guarding the alley, as if the security forces were not short on people.

So there was one more thing I discovered.

“We are standing in a position where we can see each other.”

Soldiers stand in pairs of three at the front of the alley.

They were positioned so that they could be seen by soldiers in other alleys.

Although it seemed like mutual surveillance, the soldiers' actions seemed to have been due to them sticking to a position where they could be safe, rather than watching the people in the opposite alley disappear.

They too were afraid of something inside the alley.

As we continued to walk down the suffocating street as our emotions were contagious, we saw someone we hadn't known in a long time.

“Hygenic.”

“Hmm? ah! Isn’t this the bishop of Deshade? It’s really been a long time!”

In another alley, I met the commander of a security unit who was leading his soldiers to hang wooden boards.

Everyone is fully armed.

In particular, I have only seen Hygenic's knight's uniform once, so I can feel the severity of the incident when I see him wearing it.

As soon as he saw me, he used the word ‘bishop’ instead of the ‘soul bottle’ that he used to call me before.

“You can call me as usual.”

“If you want, then do it. It’s been a while, soul sickness!”

Hygenics, in their own way, have a strong feeling that we want to distinguish the term ‘soul disease’ as a separate entity from them, so they know that they hate it, so they took care to call me by a different name, but for me, this person would rather call me a soul disease. The one who calls out feels more friendly.

“I just came back after going somewhere else for a while. Did something happen?”

“Aha. Was it like that? Why did you say I couldn't see your face? It's work. Yes, something happened. No, I'm in the middle of it.”

“So it’s an ongoing process.”

“That’s right. There is a temporary control room nearby, so if you have time, why not go there for a while and take a break and talk? Stopping a carriage in the middle of a street is already more stressful for sensitive citizens.”

Hygenic takes off his helmet, wipes his sweat, and leads us to one side.

A tent erected with proper supports made of wood in the middle of the square.

After arriving there, he called a soldier for a moment and asked for some ice water as a delivery, and then looked into the carriage we were in.

“Where... You have a lot of family, don’t you?”

“What would you say if this were the total number of church members and knights?”

“If you have the position of bishop, try harder. At least it's too much!”

Ha ha ha ha ha-

Hygenics laughed heartily with me and then said, 'It would be easier if there were fewer people moving.' Instead of calling us into the narrow tent, he brought out a chair and sat down next to the carriage.

Soon, the soldier placed a magic circle underneath, took the cups where ice had just begun to form, and distributed them to the people in the tent and us.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“Khaaa! I think I will buy it.”

“Thank you for your hard work.”

Watching him drink water, I also take a gulp from my cup of cold water.

As the cold water passed down my throat, only then did my body temperature and the sinking feeling subside slightly.

“Soul disease. How would you feel if a murderer appeared in this city?”

Hygenics starts talking after seeing me drink all the water.

“When you say he’s a murderer, you say it’s scary, or it gives you a chill down your spine, something like that?”

“I guess so. Well, wouldn’t that be the reaction of most people? There are people who cannot distinguish between brave and ignorant, and there will also be people who go a little further and shout that they will achieve justice.”

He takes the still cold surface of the cup and touches it to the back of his neck.

“So I’ll ask you again here. In this Grace territory where Legion Commander Helias resides, a murderer has appeared. What if it’s like this?”

This time, I think a little deeper before answering his words.

“... Doesn’t that make your head spin? Well, he may be a murderer because his head is spinning, but anyway, he disturbs the peace in the city where the corps commander is? It probably means that you want to commit suicide.”

“That’s right. That's normal.”

He agrees with me, puts the empty cup down on the chair and continues talking.

“That should be normal, but the situation is different now.”

“What do you mean?”

“It has been a week since the traces of the murderer were discovered, and the murderer has not been caught so far, and the number of soldiers and people killed in those complex alleys is 15.”

Hygenics did not stop there and added another word.

“Among them, there are two knights, and those are super killings.”

Among the dead were two knights.

When I realized what it meant, I realized why the city was so heavy.

If he had been an ordinary murderer, he would have been immediately taken away by the security forces and executed in the same manner as he was.

However, the murderer left no traces, even traces of the victim, but he was never caught.

In this city where Commander Helias is located, he continues to roam every night without being caught.

In the city where Helias holds the title of undefeated.

'Right. 'Is that why the city looked like this?'

Fear is easily contagious.

And the fear has already been unleashed once when Helias went to war and returned with his arm cut off.

The crazy killer who is wandering around the city as if he is fucking him is splashing water and putting fear into the people around him.

Now, no one in the city believes in the title of undefeated.

        
            Hygenic's voice was full of seriousness.

Realizing the seriousness of the incident, he lowers his voice and speaks.

“... What did the corps commander say?”

“... The alleys where the incident occurred were blocked and soldiers were rotated around, telling them to be on guard.”

'Is that all?'

I didn't understand.

I thought that the man who was so attached to his city, the corps commander who showed me the look in his eyes like a wild beast that was not dead, was the kind of person who would tell me to catch a murderer who was harming his honor and bring him to me right away.

'Two knights died.'

Also, two knights from the 3rd Corps died.

And because the existence of knights is obscured by chivalry such as loyalty and honor, they are originally specialists in murder.

On the other hand, the opponent is a 'murderer', a being who won against two knights alone rather than seeking revenge.

This means that this incident is not a problem that can be solved by security forces alone.

Nevertheless, the corps commander did not issue any special orders.

“You don’t seem to have any reaction even though the knight died.”

“I don’t understand that either, but I can’t help it. In a situation like this, I have no choice but to quietly follow the instructions given.”

Hygenics then tells us about the various guesses he made.

One is the speculation that a heretic who had previously hidden in the city was lucky enough to hide without being caught, then gained some kind of power and suddenly began to move.

Another one was two dead knights. When they heard the news of the murderer, they went into the alley to catch and kill the murderer themselves, but were killed. If so, it is speculated that the murderer was actually a member of the knights who knew them well. give.

These were words that could not be ignored if they reached the ears of the Knights or the Church of Gaia, but he told me everything, thinking that there would be no regrets as he trusted me, as our relationship had now become quite deep.

And I couldn't help but be even more surprised by the conversation that followed.

“The reason it is a guess is because there is no evidence to support it.”

“No, it’s the opposite. It's so overflowing, so overflowing that it's crazy. That's why I'm here like I'm dead.”

“It’s overflowing?”

“Actually, although this is also a secret, the number of dead is higher.”

Hygenic whispers after confirming that there are no soldiers passing by.

“More than 50 people were found dead inside a building in the commercial district, but this was not made public.”

“Why?”

“So many traces of pagans were found there. The scars left by the hexes used by the heretics extended from the first floor of the building to a hidden room in the basement. Additionally, on the day they are presumed dead, some people say they saw several people from the Knights Templar leaving, but those people also disappeared at some point.”

“... Is the story we are telling now a ghost story?”

“I hope so too.”

There was a moment of silence between us, and then a soldier left us, coming for Hygenics.

He stands up and speaks to me in passing.

“As a senior in life, um. When I say this, I feel like I'm a bit old, which I don't like. Just listen to it thinking I'm talking to myself.”

Without meeting my eyes, he put on his helmet and said something.

“If you have precious people, it would be better not to try to go too deep.”

Hygenics then called a soldier who was just passing in front of him and told him to tell me a slightly faster way to get to the dormitory, then left to go on patrol.

After listening to him, many thoughts come to mind.

The city's defenses are tense due to the presence of the murderer, which will interfere with the plan to rescue Atyr and escape the city.

Now it's just after I've made up my mind.

I had no intention of taking a long time in the first place.

I thought about changing my mind and using that murderer.

However, you should not introduce instability into your careful planning.

'Because you only get one chance.'

“Lee Lim. Arrived.”

“Oh, I see.”

In the meantime, perhaps because I was thinking deeply, I had already arrived at my accommodation.

Fortunately, there were no developments such as the house we returned to burning down.

There was dust on the doorknob, perhaps because it hadn't rained in Grace's estate, but it was reassuring because it also proved that no one had intentionally turned the doorknob in an unoccupied house.

As we got off the carriage and started putting down our luggage, Deshade finally started moving.

“Has it arrived?”

“Are you awake? I thought he really went back to heaven.”

“How did I come down here, how can I possibly go back.”

“Deshade. I was really worried. No matter how many times I called, there was no answer.”

As soon as Thistle sees Deshade's appearance, she runs over and checks on God's condition.

Although I wonder if there is something wrong with the sturdy body in full body armor, I examine it carefully, as if I were examining my old parents.

To me, it was absurd news because Deshade fainted on purpose to get away from Gloria, but for Thistle, it was so embarrassing that I was extremely worried.

To Thistle, Deshade is more like a god than a parent, so even if she tries not to worry, she can't.

I knew that too, so I said one more thing to Deshade, who had worried Thistle for no reason.

“When you were talking to Gloria, didn’t you honestly think that it would be a good idea to go back to heaven?”

“... Of course I did. So I intentionally lost consciousness for a moment, but since it was my first time doing it, I didn't know I could lose consciousness for this long. I think I need to be more careful next time.”

The fact that Deshade left the city in the carriage and did not move once until he arrived here does not seem to have been due to him not waking up on purpose.

Deshade gets off the carriage, relaxes, and suddenly looks inside the hotel.

“What are you looking at?”

“Someone is inside.”

When we heard that, we stopped what we were doing and everyone became quiet.

A guest that no one here noticed.

There is an intruder inside the dorm that neither Aila, who has good hearing, Hwarim, who has good senses, or Peria, who is sensitive to magic, has been able to detect.

If it weren't for Deshade's power, I wouldn't have known.

Sreuk-

“...”

We put down our bags without saying anything and instead put our hands on our weapons.

'Where did they come in?'

At the same time, I look around, thinking about the intruder's path.

There are stairs in front of the door, and dust is piled up on the stairs and the handle.

So not here.

Other people didn't want to knock on the church's door because the people of the Gaia Church were paying attention, and we told people who would come to the church on our own that we would be leaving for a few days in advance, which means there were no other guests.

Peria carefully looked at the windows on the first floor, but there was no sign of them being opened or closed either, they were locked from the inside, and the window frames were equally dusty.

Not here either.

I wonder if a skilled thief came in and couldn't get out, but this was originally a building built by former mercenary members, and other than the windows, the defenses are strong, so there are no holes.

I thought there wouldn't be any.

At that time, Hwarim points to the roof with her finger without making a sound.

Chimney on the roof.

The chimney, which is slightly curved in an L-shape to prevent rainwater from entering, is a valuable ventilation opening on every roof to help us survive the winter.

Aila, who understood Hwarim's words, stepped on the slightly protruding joints of the streetlamp on one side and climbed up. She looked at us and put her palms up and down, indicating the floor.

It means there are footprints on the roof.

'good. If that's the case, you won't be able to get away that easily.'

Now that we have confirmed its route, we will surround it.

Eila is staring at the chimney, while Enin, Hwarim, and Thistle surround the window.

I grab the handle of the front door as I watch Peria take out a dagger and protect Astesia in case anything goes wrong.

Squeak-

Coincidentally, no one passed by the area where we were staying.

Thanks to this, the sound of the doorknob turning fills the quiet space.

Trup-

The moment I opened the door, the battle of wits with the other person had already begun.

Trup-

Walk slowly, one step at a time, and explore your surroundings.

Trup-

The familiar lodgings have now become a space where tension is at its peak.

'You're careful.'

I stand in the very center of the hall on the first floor and try to detect any sign of presence, but I can't hear any sound.

Originally, I thought there would be a surprise attack at this point, but no.

So, I slowly move back to the location where the chimney leads.

The fireplace was not used in the summer, so it was covered with a thick cloth.

This is the fireplace where Peria sat in front and ate ice cream until just before departure.

The first thing I wanted to do was take a look at the thick black cloth there.

Saruk-

Then a very small, subtle sound was heard.

Normally, it would be so quiet that no one would hear it.

However, it is a sound that is very audible in a quiet space.

The sound of fabric moving could be heard from inside the tent.

I wondered if the wind had flowed through the chimney and moved the fabric, but that wasn't the case.

The black cloth I was looking at did not move at all.

'So that means the sound came from inside.'

I don't understand.

I had been quiet until now, and the sound I made after being so careful was not the sound of a weapon being drawn, but the sound of cloth moving.

'If you don't know the intention, you have no choice but to confront it head-on.'

Since I have no desire to clean the fireplace covered in blood with corpses, I raise my sword and slowly lift the thick cloth.

Grumbling-

'slowly.'

Move the cloth to the left and carefully push it to one side with the side of the magic sword.

And the sight I saw was,

A woman bleeding and looking at us.

Reigns, who had red hair a little darker than blood, was pressing the wound on his side that had completely hardened and crusted over.

It looked like a wounded animal.

Since when have you been holding it?

The other hand was holding a dirty dagger and pointing it in this direction.

Raines is curled up in the narrow, soot-covered fireplace that the previous occupant had cleaned, but it must have been sloppy.

I don't know how long I've been here.

Her blood had flowed down from above and solidified on the wall of the fireplace.

The floor had already hardened, as if a lot of blood had been shed, but when you touch the inside, the sticky blood is still layered to the touch.

However, Reigns did not die and was looking this way.

As soon as I saw him, he died in such a gruesome manner that the first word that came to mind was 'relentless'.

But the wounded animal, which is not yet dead, looks at me with blurry eyes as it lifts the tent.

Semen-

Then, when it realizes that it is me, I let out a breath that I had not even exhaled before, pain, and relief.

Look at it and talk to it.

I question the miserable appearance of what can be said to be a wonderful vitality and speak out.

“... Why are you here?”

“...”

Reigns exhaled slightly for a moment and remained silent for a moment before finally opening his dry mouth.

“Well... strong.”

After opening his mouth, Reigns continued speaking, mocking the hoarse voice coming from his own throat, as if it had been a while since he heard his own voice.

“Me too, I’m curious too. Why did I come here?”

Phuuk-

Reigns said that and lowered his head.

As soon as I see that, I shout out loud.

“Peria! About!”

Is there any reason to show mercy to illegal trespassers?

Of course, I thought it wasn't there and approached him with a magic sword.

So, if they lifted the tent and brought out weapons, I strengthened my hands with the intention of stabbing them too.

But what was there was a person who wanted to live.

So at this moment, I didn't want to do anything that would upset my dream.

Since I had eyes that wanted to live, I decided that I was fully worthy of living.

Even if it is an errand boy for an immortal institution,

Crouching in such a pitiful state,

Burning in the heart of the fireplace,

I made that decision after seeing the pupil with a very small spark for life.

Soon, Ferria came inside carrying the bag and found Reigns in the fireplace, about to turn into a corpse.

“What is it? What? ... Wow! Seriously, what is this?!”

Despite asking a series of questions, Peria calmly takes out the medicine that Morsling had given her from her bag one by one.

As I was sorting through the labels, he took out the hemostat first, then touched his forehead and immediately noticed that it looked like a fireball, so he unwrapped the paper wrapped in the medicine with antipyretic effects and took it out.

Seeing that, other people come inside one by one.

Astesia, Thistle, and Deshade come in first, and then Hwarim and Enin go around the wall, cover the windows, and light candles.

Finally, after confirming that there was no one around from the magic lantern, Eila came down and-

thud!

“Sigh!... Off...”

He slid down and landed on his butt, chewed and swallowed the scream that came out of his half-open mouth, and stroked his sore butt before coming in and locking the door.

Soon, we moved Reigns to the large table that he had previously used for eating or having meetings, and Peria and Thistle began to show off their skills as adventurers and treat his wounds.

Astesia saw that and asked me.

“Dae, how on earth did this happen?”

Of course, I don't know either.

“You’ll find out when you wake up. When you wake up.”

I thought as I watched Peria tearing the clothes that had completely stuck to her wound with a dagger.

'But, will I be able to wake up?'

        
            As expected, Reigns could not easily open his eyes even after his wounds were treated.

In some ways, it was fortunate.

After Peria and Thistle wiped away the blood, they looked at the wound and it seemed like it had been here a few days ago. The wound was starting to fester and was filled with dead blood from the inside, making it a dangerous situation.

Since he had fainted, if a large amount of anesthetic was used, he might never wake up, so he only used a small amount, squeezed out the blood, and scraped off the inflammation with as small a knife as possible, but he did not wake up.

The two people were exhausted after completing the treatment, making the most of the limited medical knowledge that adventurers and travelers have.

“For now, this is the best we can do. Honestly, it's half and half. Either you die, you can't move even when you open your eyes, or you live if you're really lucky.”

“For wounds of this magnitude, it seems best to take them to the Gaia Church's healing room, which has excellent healing abilities...”

Peria and Thistle looked at me, but I shook my head.

“If I had been able to go to the Gaia Church’s healing room, I would have gone there. As long as you don't belong to our church, Gaia will heal you if you give enough money. As for sneaking in here through the chimney without anyone noticing, it seems like he made this choice because the situation there was too unreliable.”

If we were to ask whether Raines is honorable or dishonest, then of course his status as an errand boy for an immortal organization is not honorable.

As a result of Feria's previous investigation, it is said that the Immortal Institute is located in the form of a kingdom established by a ghostly leader from a distant country that does not actually exist.

It is certain that most of the identities they wear during their activities are disguised identities.

So, Raines seems to have been unable to go to the Gaia Church, which thoroughly checks the background of anyone who comes to the Church's healing room to prevent anyone from trying to take money from them.

“Then I’ll move to the bed first.”

“I need to change my clothes first. I don’t know if it was exactly this size, but hmm.”

Astesia and Aela see Reigns in a half-naked state and move instead of the exhausted two.

The clothes that were completely clogged with the blood from the wound were completely torn off and thrown away. After wiping the body clean once more, Aila put on the white dress with no pattern that she had taken out of the bag.

Aila and Hwarim share their impressions after seeing the scene.

“I didn’t think about this when I brought it, but after I put it on, uhm...”

“It’s like a shroud.”

“Oh, right. I was going to say that, but suddenly I couldn't think of it.”

'It doesn't look odd even if you go into the coffin like this.'

A face so pale that it lacks blood and a body that has just been wiped clean.

When I put white clothes on it, it completely became like that of a person on his deathbed.

If I kept leaving it on the table like this, after a while I started to think that it was a corpse on the operating table waiting to be dissected, so I moved Raines.

In order to completely hide his appearance, he was considering putting Reigns in the coffin that was used to store the spare bodies of the remaining soul bottles in the basement, but due to Thistle's desperate restraint, he decided to move him to the bed.

“Keuhh...”

As soon as I laid him down on the bed, he moaned a little.

When I lay down my body, which had been in the same position for a long time without being able to move, in a comfortable place, my muscles seemed to be screaming.

My body is so cold that I really think I might die if I leave it like this.

So I brought the insulating stones and thick blankets I had used during the trip and covered them, and after some time, I could feel my body temperature rising.

After seeing that, we decided to take a breather and do the rest.

Hwarim and I have to go to the barracks before dinnertime and unload all our luggage to put the carriage in the back.

“First of all, I have to move my luggage...”

The only thing I'm a little worried about is that I don't know what Reigns will do if he wakes up midway through.

Enin saw me like that and eased my worries.

“If you are this person, I will take responsibility and monitor you, so don’t worry and hurry up.”

thud-

Ennin puts the anvil next to the bed and sits down on a chair.

“Thank you. If Enin stays here, nothing bad will happen.”

“What! Just trust me!”

Enin had just finished his journey, so even though he was probably tired, he did not take off his armor and proclaimed himself as Reigns' watcher.

Astesia also stepped forward, grabbing Eila's clothes as if she would not be defeated.

“Please leave your luggage with us.”

“Us? what? Wait a minute, apart from Peria and Thistle, you and Astesia are the only ones here? Seriously?”

“Deshade is there too.”

“I don’t want to leave anything to that god...”

“Thank you. Then, I will trust you two and come back.”

“Oh, um...”

When I patted Astesia's head in gratitude for her words, Enin seemed to look at me with a bit of envy.

'It must be an illusion.'

“Huh? Lee Rim? There are two people. I am there too, so why are you talking about Enin and Astesia?”

“In some ways, aren’t you from the same family as Deshade? Please, please, listen carefully to what this child says first and then help him by making moves. Don't just take the initiative and move around and destroy the items you paid a lot of money for.”

“How on earth is everyone looking at me?”

Hwarim and I looked directly at Aila's unfair eyes and responded.

“It’s shaky.”

“If you take your eyes off him just a little bit, he’s no better than a kid who comes back with scratched knees.”

“It’s really too much. Both.”

We left, leaving Ayla with a sad look on her face.

“Then Deshade. I will be back, so please use your authority inside the house to check if there is any suspicious person wandering around the area.”

“It’s been a while since I woke up, so I tried to move and move my luggage.”

“Shin is honestly the same as the elf over there. Rather, it is better to stay quietly inside. And that is something that only God can do, so please be kind to me.”

“If the bishop says so, then you should do it. Come back.”

Hwarim and I opened the door and left the dorm.

-------------------------------

The barracks I visited for the first time in a while were also part of the city, so the atmosphere was a little different.

The officer in charge of mental illness is on duty until late at night, so we head there.

The sight you see as you walk through the barracks is a crowd of people that is quite different from usual.

Perhaps because most of the soldiers are standing guard outside the barracks and in front of the alley, today, as I walk around the barracks, I see more soul soldiers than soldiers.

However, despite this, the atmosphere was slightly different.

The soul soldiers, like the citizens of the city, all have their shoulders slumped and are moving around as if they are trying to avoid being noticed by others as much as possible.

That was a little strange.

'Everyone is intimidated?'

If it's about a murderer in the city, it has nothing to do with soul disease.

At this time, even the soul soldiers who were out for a while will already be back in, unless they are the officers' direct subordinates.

Most of them live in barracks and have no reason to encounter murderers roaming the city's alleys.

Could it be that, inside this safe barracks, they are just as afraid of murderers as the people outside?

I don't think so.

The soul soldiers who have not yet gone crazy and remain sane, no matter how scared they are of dying, would resist a murderer or something like that, so they are not people who would be this afraid.

Hwarim also pointed out that point.

“Maybe there is something else.”

“I think so.”

As we walked to the guard post where the officers were, someone caught our eye.

“I hate it! I’m not going!”

“Eight, the more you resist like that, the more tired you both become!”

An officer was leading two soul soldiers wearing familiar armor and scolding the resisting soul soldiers in a corner.

“Do you think I do this because I like it? Fortunately, I still respect you, so I am not using this either. ruler! Look! I'm going to put this in too, so please just go quietly!”

“If I get caught like this, my life will end like those humans and Athir, so why me? I will never go!”

“... Soul Knight's conscription order cannot be avoided. So please listen to me.”

“I hate it! I don’t like it!”

The officer takes off the Atir that was attached to his chest to calm the soul and puts it in his pocket.

However, the spirit soldier instead points to the armor behind the officer and shouts.

Hearing the sound, other spirit soldiers around him also looked towards him, but they all quickly turned their gaze away.

An action that clearly indicates that one does not want to be involved in any way.

At the same time, the air becomes more subdued as fear amplifies and becomes contagious.

The officer frowned at the gazes of the soul soldiers and took out Atyr from his pocket again.

“Phew... I really hate doing this too. But I can't help it because I'm doing it under orders.”

Top name and bottom uniform are the basics of a soldier.

He seems to have taken it as a self-indulgence and was in a bitter mood.

The officer ordered the spirit soldier while infusing magical energy into Atyr.

Blue light flashes from the three-layer emblem on his neck.

“Soul disease, close your mouth and stop resisting right now!”

“Ugh... Ahhh!”

The spirit soldier screamed and resisted the Atyr used by the officer until the end, but that was only for a moment.

He seemed to feel the gnawing pain in his head that comes from resisting Atyr, and he just falls limp.

It is not a pain that can be normally rejected.

If you refuse an order given by Atyr, the pain you will receive is very small, like thousands of ants eating your head.

Nevertheless, he resisted the pain and tried to refuse the command in any way possible, and the fact that he fainted meant that he resisted until the pain was so severe that his mind and soul could no longer endure it.

“Soul Knight, carry it on your back.”

The officer leaves, leaving the hanging spirit bottle carried by the knights in green armor behind him.

It was only when I saw the back that I remembered it.

'that's right. That's what it was back then. A soul bottle created by the duke's second son.'

The knights wearing green armor are Soul Knights.

It was a knight in armor whose armor had been modified to the point where it could no longer be called a soul disease.

The Soul Knights no longer have any human appearance left, just as we saw before at the Soul Bottle's new body demonstration contest.

A bit similar to Deshade, the only difference is that he is a knight who feels like he has armor over his flesh from the beginning.

The scary thing is that the soul of an existing soul bottle is still inside it.

From the inside of the helmet, only green eye lights that appear to have no will shine, and since it has no mouth, it cannot make any sound. It is a body that only follows commands without reflecting even an ounce of its own will.

What does it feel like inside?

'In any case, it must be hell.'

It's so terrible to have a body that can't say anything and has to keep following orders.

The reason other soul soldiers were afraid was because of those knights in green armor.

The eyes of the soul soldiers looking at the officers and their knights contain numerous emotions.

The fear that he could soon become like that, the anger and curse towards the officer who took the soul bottle and the second son of the duke who designed it, and-

'Is it a feeling of relief?'

They were secretly happy that they were not chosen.

I didn't like that.

        
            That's not to say I don't like joyous souls.

They didn't like the duke's second son, who had witnessed such a situation and made them secretly happy.

“What are you going to do?”

Hwarim held my trembling hand and asked.

Angry.

I'm annoyed.

I want to follow those guys right now, find him, and kill him.

but-

“... I have to endure it. For now.”

I have to endure.

If you give in to your anger and go wild right now, the results are obvious.

If you're lucky, you'll only kill him, but after you kill him, it's clear that the Knights in the barracks will come and detain you.

If I become like that, it will end up ruining what we were originally trying to do.

Hot-

As I think about it, I feel a hot sensation coming from Asmodeus's crest.

It's happened a few times, so now I know what it means.

'I guess they're telling me to cool my head.'

Asmodeus's coat of arms contains the ability to carry out her will to not hand it over to anyone, and at the same time respects my will.

The fact that Asmodeus's emblem appears and my mind becomes calm at the same time means that my efforts to suppress my anger are praised and supported.

“... Phew.”

Think calmly with a calm mind.

I couldn't overlook such an act of insulting a living soul.

However, the fact that such actions are taking place means that there are people who are sympathizing with it.

The fact that the officer was listening to his orders meant that the leaders of the Kingdom Alliance had already given permission to subject the soul soldier to such treatment.

Of course, there may be people like Henin who are against it somewhere.

Such people especially treat the mentally ill with sincerity, with the intention of helping them.

But that's a minority.

People who think like that are not treated well, and only those who tacitly tolerate all that are held in high positions.

And they finally crossed the minimum line that should not be crossed.

'It's just that something that was supposed to happen someday came a little too soon.'

I wonder if he would be angry if I told this news to Deshade, who sincerely avoids insulting the dead.

As a god who hates insulting the dead, he hates insulting living souls even more.

'... Have we been together too long?'

At some point, I also wondered if I was starting to resemble Deshade.

After holding back my anger, my heart becomes cold.

I should only think about things that concern me.

Anyway, for me and Hwarim, who belong to the religious order, such matters would have no concern at all.

For those of us who leave the kingdom union, we find ourselves strangely angry at things that will only cause other people's misfortune.

“Let’s go.”

“... Yes.”

I turned my eyes away from them who had now disappeared into the darkness and walked towards the guard post.

After the trip is over, the orders placed to allow the trip must be returned to their original rules.

The officer at the guard post, while rubbing his sleepy eyes, worked out the existing orders step by step, and then went back through the existing border-related orders in order.

I don't know anything else, but anyone related to soul disease is very disciplined.

“Lastly... Since you are members of the special order of Deshade's knights, you do not have to listen to orders given by ordinary officers using Atyr, but at any time in a war situation, you will be treated as an officer under the command of the Supreme Commander. I hereby order that I must receive again as many orders as were given.”

“Okay.”

“I understand.”

As soon as the last command was finished, Atyr sparkled once again.

After more than 20 commands were already engraved in my mind, I felt like my body was getting heavy, although it might be due to my mood.

“ or more. Thank you for your hard work. You can go back.”

'It took a really long time.'

After saying this, the officer put the Atir in his pocket.

I deliberately talk to him to extract information from him.

“Are you leaving work like this?”

“Yes? Well, that's right. Although I have to return Athir before I go.”

When I spoke to him, the officer looked suspicious and asked why he was acting like that.

It's worth it.

Normally, soul soldiers do not feel good about officers of this type, especially the officers currently in charge of this position, so most of them want to curse but do not talk to them.

However, being wary was short-lived. Luckily, the officer we were talking about was a first-time mage who had been promoted after the officer who had previously managed Atyr, so it was easy to deal with him.

I took advantage of the fact that he must have been bored because he had no one to talk to, and when I intentionally put on a smile and said various things to him while he was packing, the officer seemed to feel better right away and started talking about various things.

“... I don't know how cumbersome the process of returning it is. The Atyr must be confirmed as genuine by two wizards in front of the warehouse and only then can it be returned, and the process takes another year.”

“You must be really annoying.”

“Of course. Of course, you know that Atyr is that important. Still, when I was only receiving training at the Magic Tower, I had no idea that this job would be this difficult.”

“You’re having a hard time. He looked tired a little while ago, but he immediately got up as soon as we came in.”

“Haha... have you seen it? This is it. Ugh... Now, my seniors are pushing me so hard that whenever I hear Atir, I wake up feeling sleepy and my body starts to move. Oh, it's too late. Well then, I'll just leave.”

“You should do that. I was holding on for no reason.”

“No. I never thought I would be able to talk to people with mental illness like this, but thanks to you, I feel a little relieved. Well, it was nice to meet you.”

Even after the officer had finished packing, he talked with me for a while and then left the tent.

As we watch the scene behind us, we slowly organize the stories we heard as we left the barracks.

“It’s nice that it gave me more than I expected.”

“That’s right. Although I think it might be harder than I thought.”

Thanks to him telling me various things, I was able to gain a lot of information.

One is that in the deepest part of the barracks, there is a warehouse that is a secret area and off-limits not only to spirit soldiers but also to general officers, and there are wizards who manage Atyr and knights who guard it.

Another thing is, when it's time to get off work, officers from nobles of a certain rank or higher will receive back atyr from lower-ranking officers and then return the atyr to themselves. Afterwards, they will take the atir they have personally recovered and return them to them. I heard they were putting it in storage.

It was all important information that could not be heard from Enin, who was a commoner and an ordinary officer.

“I had no idea that the location of the warehouse was such a top secret. Where on earth is such a warehouse located?”

“All of this is possible because the barracks are so large that they are ridiculously large. Adding to this unexpectedly complicated management, I feel like the job is going to be harder than I thought.”

Enin also said that he only knew that Atyr had to be returned, but most officers did not know how it was managed after that.

“First, we need to look around the barracks and find out the location of the warehouse where Atyr is stored. Afterwards, we will need a reason to come back to the barracks.”

“In that case, since I have a meeting with the corps commander, I think I can use that to come in.”

“That would be fine too. What about timing?”

“I'm thinking of setting it up for tomorrow... If I'm going to meet with the corps commander, I've already let him in directly before, so I think it won't matter even if there's no advance notice. Then, while wandering around, you could accidentally get lost in this large barracks and end up in a no-go zone.”

“Fu... Hahahahaha! You are truly reckless.”

Hwarim hears me and laughs loudly.

Then, after a moment when the laughter seemed to die down, he patted my head and spoke.

“... It’s become more natural now.”

“Huh? What.”

“Talk to me.”

“Ah...Um, hmm!”

I finally realized my tone thanks to Hwarim making me aware of it.

“Previously, I continued to mix honorifics and informal expressions, but now I am glad that the frequency of honorific expressions is gradually decreasing.”

“No, well... I worked hard for a long time and this is what happened.”

Kind eyes are staring at my face as I walk.

It was so embarrassing that I tried to fight back a little.

“Then, Hwarim, why don’t you change your way of speaking?”

“Did you mean my way of speaking?”

“Yes. Of course, it should be called a quadrupole, or rather an archaic body...? Anyway, to me, Hwarim's speaking style is more than noble, it feels like something only old-timers would use.”

“Is that so... Even I didn't realize that at all. Hmm. Still, I have been using this way of speaking my whole life.”

“Oh, that doesn’t mean I’m asking you to change it. Because that way of speaking feels much more comfortable to me.”

“... Well, there may come a time when I feel left out if I look too different from others. Let me think about it.”

Hwarim is a little worried after hearing what I say.

I walk like that for a while.

Going out of the barracks,

walking along the boulevard,

Passing through the area where inns are gathered,

Now we enter a quiet market road where the lights are off.

Is there still about half the distance left to the accommodation?

Hwarim suddenly stopped.

'what?'

Following Hwarim, I also stopped for a moment.

Hwarim turns towards me and pushes her chest with her hand, pushing me into a dark corner.

Then he looks at me with his pupils reflecting the moonlight and says.

“What do you think of your sister’s way of speaking?”

'uh?!'

Hwarim left her usual speaking tone behind and spoke in a voice I had never heard before.

Raise your usual slightly low voice that you are used to, and

At the same time, he makes eye contact and lets out a seductive voice that entangles your ears.

“...”

“... I’m embarrassed too, so I’ll end this here.”

I was so embarrassed that I just opened my mouth and couldn't say anything, so Hwarim took the first step.

Hwarim also seemed to have acted quite courageously.

Her ears were already red to the limit, but it gradually spread to her face, where a blush was just beginning to form.

Different from usual, which happened in an instant,

My face turned red at the sight, which was so new and fascinating.

“... I thought I was going to die. Don’t do that again.”

“... Hmph.”

When I said that, Hwarim seemed a little upset, so she snorted and started walking again.

And because of what he said next, I couldn't help but be embarrassed again.

“Got it. Please don't do it. There is someone our Lee Rim likes, and if I do something like this, I will also feel sorry for Thistle.”

“Uh, ah?”

They obviously didn't tell anyone, and the two of them kept their date a secret, but it seems like Hwarim had already noticed.

“Of course, I know that you and Thistle are abstinent now, but aren’t you dating yet?”

“Yeah, that’s right, but...”

I couldn't come up with any excuse as Hwarim started to push me forward.

Then, Hwarim turns away from the moon in the middle of the road, looks back at me, and says:

“Hang out with me sometimes. I won't mind going to Thistle.”

Hwarim says that and walks away again without waiting for my answer.

It seems like they have already decided that the answer will be yes.

So we quietly walk through the moonlit streets again.

Hwarim's steps seemed unusually light that day.

        
            The next morning.

After a quick breakfast, I decided to go see the corps commander first.

Raines showed no signs of waking up even after we treated his wounds last night.

So, thinking that he would never wake up anyway, we laid Reigns down in an empty room and fell asleep soundly, deciding not to watch anyone.

Of course, my anxious feelings did not completely disappear, so I left the door open during the night and passed by to check if Raines was okay.

However, what I saw when I got there was not Raines, who had woken up, but Peria, who had come to check on her condition, as if she had the same thoughts as me.

When I asked Peria why she was out, she said that the magical string that detects our lodgings, which she mentioned before, had become much stronger and that she couldn't sleep.

So, I boiled warm water on the first floor, mixed it with cocoa-like powder that I bought in the city of alchemists, and I ate it with satisfaction and went up.

Afterwards, I went back to sleep and woke up, but Raines was still lying on the bed in the same position as yesterday.

Thistle and Astesia said they would guard the dorm today, so we thought it would be okay to leave them alone, and we prepared to go to the barracks.

“Please put it in the space between the waist belt.”

“Is it okay if I do this?”

“I think you can put it in a little deeper.”

“Got it. If you feel like you are being stabbed, please tell me.”

“It’s okay. Because not getting caught is the most important thing.”

Hwarim hides a small piece of paper and a small pen for writing notes by inserting it into the belt of Enin's uniform.

'For now, if we go with this combination, we won't be suspicious.'

The people going into the barracks are me, Enin, and Hwarim.

Peria said that she had just fallen asleep, so she would sleep a little longer and then go around the messy city with Aila in the morning to collect information.

I left the rest behind, thinking that there would be people visiting Deshade upon his return, and for the first time in a while, the three of them, the officers from the barracks and their adjutants, formed a union.

When we got dressed and arrived at the barracks, guards holding spears let us in easily.

The uniforms we are wearing now are black uniforms made by Eila, but thanks to the brooch from Enin's time as an officer on his chest, we are allowed in without anyone suspecting anything.

Of course, even if someone talks to you, you can just pretend that you have business for a moment.

As I walk through the barracks, I get separated from others at a crossroads.

“I will go this way because I will meet the corps commander.”

“Then, we will move towards senior Florian and check the surroundings.”

They say that when you steal, you have to be proud so that they don't notice.

No one did anything to stop Enine when they saw her walking with her brooch-covered chest stretched out.

'Then let's go first.'

I also went up the hill to the building where the corps commander was located.

A guard in heavy armor with golden decorations on his helmet greets me.

“What happened... It’s been a while.”

“It’s been a while since I saw you.”

The guards near the corps commander may have been selected by the corps commander himself, but they are always near the corps commander even on the battlefield and are still working in shifts at the door, so they now know my face.

“Are you inside, Commander?”

“You are currently having a conversation with someone else.”

“Then shall we wait here?”

“For now, I will inform you internally. Please wait a moment.”

The guard left the spear he was holding to another guard, knocked on the door, and went inside.

After that, he told me I could come in, so I opened the door and went in.

Squeak-

“This is Lee Rim.”

...

“Look. Other people come to me like this. So, I'm busy, so don't sit there all morning and just go.”

“Are you going to keep talking like that?”

“I should have said I would take care of that, right?”

'What kind of situation is this again?'

Inside the spacious living room, there were two people sitting on luxurious leather chairs across a huge table.

One is, of course, the corps commander, and the other is the Longsword, a knight of the Order who still resides in the city over here.

Looking at the two people's attitudes, I could roughly understand the situation.

The corps commander was already pressing his back against the chair, showing that he did not want to talk any more, while the longsword was leaning forward from the chair, demanding an explanation.

“... I say it again. Please hand over your pass.”

“They say it’s impossible.”

“Why do you say it is impossible? Even though I said that I would personally go out of my way to punish that murderer for the sake of our great commander who is busy.”

“Usually, the guy who is so heavy becomes light again at times like this. Sorry, but there is something else you can do.”

The corps commander picks up the documents on the table one by one and scribbles his signature with a pen, as if he is no longer listening to Longsword's words.

I finally noticed it after seeing it.

'eight?'

A part of the body that I recognized late because it looked so natural.

The severed left arm was attached to the corps commander's shoulder.

The arm, which is wrapped with a bandage visible through the gap in the sleeve, is moving normally starting from the shoulder, just like the arm that was originally attached.

‘It seems like the surgery I received at the Immortal Institute was a success. But I didn't think it would move that well.'

I thought that when it came to attaching arms, at best I would make the arms as similar in size to those of a good doll and attach them.

It’s not that there are no prosthetic arms in this world.

Rather, this prosthetic hand can be provided at a much cheaper price than the existing prosthetic hand I am familiar with.

It's a world where it's common to have your limbs chewed up by demonic beasts, whether you're an adventurer or a soldier, so it's also quite developed in that area.

There are two types of prosthetic hands. One is a basic prosthetic hand that is commonly seen and is made to roughly perform the original body functions, and the other is a prosthetic hand that combines the method used by wizards and alchemists to make dolls.

In the latter case, it is possible to pour magical power into the prosthetic hand, making it possible to move naturally to a certain extent.

If you're wearing gloves, you won't notice unless you have a sharp eye.

However, what was now hanging on the corps commander's shoulder was not a prosthetic arm like that, but an arm that truly reproduced the same movements as the original arm.

Pingrrr-

The corps commander is turning the pen with ease with the tips of his bandaged fingers, perhaps as a habit or as an exercise to get used to his new arm.

Longsword looked at that and spoke again.

“Why do you want to let this guy go around spreading blood around the city?”

“The Duke's second son, who came down along Bulterion a few days ago, is said to be walking and catching green dogs that are said to be Soul Knights, so I guess he will take care of it.”

“Are you serious when you say that?”

“No.”

The corps commander, still not making eye contact with him, signs the documents again and puts them to one side.

“changed.”

“Who, me?”

“Yes. The corps commander.”

“Have I changed anything? I’m not sure.”

“changed. The Helias I know is someone who won't let a brat like Sieghill's brat, who is still too soft even in the magical passages, run wild in his territory.”

“The king, and at least the five kings, have given power into their miserable hands, so what can they do with me, a mere corps commander?”

“If you really thought it was a bullshit order before, didn’t you protest against the king?”

“I just don’t want to do that this time. That was then, now is now.”

Cut off again.

Nevertheless, the longsword does not give up and speaks to Helias.

“Two knights died.”

“That’s right. Even though I clearly told him not to go in, he went in and died. Stupid bastards.”

“... Why on earth does a person who treats the knights under him so terribly not come forward this time?”

Kkwajik-

The pen is broken.

Helias eventually breaks the pen as the longsword continues to talk, looks straight into his eyes, and speaks.

“Long Sword, you young friend who is just starting to grow old. You have to understand that you are a bit older and have the title of knight commander. Those guys are not children, they are adults and knights. And I don't need a guy who doesn't follow my orders. Idiots who can't tell the difference between what to do and what not to do, I don't need in my knights.”

“... Are you serious?”

“How many years have passed between us, do you still not know? This is the root and philosophy of my corps.”

Two people look into each other's eyes.

What is in the eyes is a hostile emotion.

Helias, the commander of the 3rd Legion, and Longsword, the only one-man knight commander.

An old general and a knight commander who is just starting to age face off.

Paang-

In a split second, magical power bursts out.

A movement that encroaches on space within the office.

Cool, sharp magic like a blade spreads out in all directions.

The technology I saw in the conference room before.

But this time the caster was different.

The one that sent the magic power first was the long sword.

He unleashed his magic first.

Paat-

Helias also responds in the same way, extending his magic power.

Parrrva-

The documents flutter in the air in the aftermath of the clash of magical powers.

Documents that have been signed and documents that have not yet been seen fly and rotate around the office, going back and forth between the floor and ceiling.

'These crazy old men.'

When I see that, I also take precautions.

Enin helped me before, but now I am alone.

It was as if I had suddenly walked into a dangerous situation.

Instant judgment.

They are quietly stamping their feet and whispering among themselves, as their bodies have just begun to unleash their magic power.

bean-

“Rachal.”

The wave created by the Rakshasa is instantly struck by the magic power of the two veterans and disappears.

It doesn't matter though. Anyway, what I'm trying to do now is to survive.

After that, check the movement of magical power.

Does the feeling change like this just because magic power is flowing through the body?

The horsepower feels much better.

Spider-web-like threads of magical power extended from the bodies of the two people.

The threads of magical power, which are thin but not comparable to ordinary nameless swords, are filled with deadly force and cancel out the opponent's magical power.

'Both are the same techniques.'

After concentrating with Rakshasa, I could now understand.

The technique used by the long sword was originally used by Helias.

I don't know if I learned it directly from him or if I imitated it.

Judging from what I've seen of him before, it's probably not his skill.

It was a silent protest.

A sincere message to an older friend who has changed while at the same time returning the long-standing bond between them through the other's skills.

'Redirects the magic within the body to the body for defense.'

Do as Enin said before.

The magical power I have in my body is just the amount of magical power that a basic person would have.

Channel that magic power throughout your body as efficiently as possible.

'good. It works.'

The spider web-like magical power in the air that touches your skin begins to put pressure on your body, but as soon as you start to turn the magical power, you feel like it is worth holding on to.

'I make up the rest with my body.'

Because it is a method that is not yet familiar, the magical power in the body may flow incorrectly and clump up, or the body may press on the gap where the magical energy stops and the veins may burst, but the gap is filled with the body's regenerative ability.

The two veterans engage in a power struggle with no one paying attention to me, who is desperate in his own way.

“Helias! disappointed! Where has the proud military leader who rules the South gone?!”

“I, too, am disappointed in you. Long sword. I didn't know you were this rude.”

Unlike Longsword, who shows his anger without hesitation, Helias appears calm, although there is some hostility as he has not yet used his full power.

Instead, he is fighting back with an annoyed expression on his face, as if telling him to stop doing this.

To Helias, the longsword reveals the veins on his forehead and speaks, squeezing out even more magical power.

“The title of undefeated is a waste for you now! The person in front of me right now is nothing but a coward!”

and-

Helias' mood changed when he heard that sound.

“Who,

Are you saying I’m a coward?”

This is no longer the way to deal with an annoying friend.

Anger at being subjected to an insult that can never be forgiven.

The peaceful appearance is gone everywhere, and magical power twice as much as the current one is instantly encroaching on the space.

A title that can be said to be everything to oneself, and a sincere expression to the longsword who insulted that title.

“Pfft...”

Longswords that use techniques that are not originally their field are pushed out.

My eyes turn red, and blood flows from my clenched mouth.

Due to the pressure, my complexion changed to that of someone who was several years older.

“Hell- Rias!!!”

“I won’t forgive you for any further insults, Longsword. Step back. And get out.”

Even in such a situation, he continues to fight against Helias.

I straighten my wobbly knees, and hold on by biting my cheek to get my mind that I'm about to lose it back in place.

In the serious space between those two people,

I too was dying.

'Fucking old people, do it in moderation.'

There are limits to what can be done with regenerative power.

The pressure of magical power is not something that can be endured for long.

Thanks to this, I was able to confirm Helias’ potential once again.

I thought this was enough and raised my voice with strength.

“... Please stop. I think I'll be left behind.”

““...?””

The two people were looking at each other and then turned their heads when they heard my voice coming from the entrance.

And then both of them look surprised.

'Was this a mistake?'

When I thought about why that was the case, I realized that it was a strange situation.

The corps commander and he are only slightly defeated, but the soul soldier stands still without collapsing due to the strong magical power spread by the knight commander who has an insane number of magic swords in his hands.

“How are you standing? No, is he alive?”

The corps commander sees me like that and asks me a question.

If it were a situation before the corps commander expressed his sincerity, a normal person, a person who can handle magical power, would be able to survive without getting hurt as long as he stayed still as if he were dead.

The problem is that if you move even a little, you will be cut mercilessly by the magic power and get hurt.

In such a situation, a soul disease that cannot handle magical power at all would be under such pressure that it would not be able to breathe normally.

Even the corps commander is at his best now.

No matter how simple the detection ability is, it is not a pressure that the soul bottle can withstand.

So the two people looked at me and wondered what on earth had happened.

'I made a real mistake.'

He quickly makes an excuse before the two's suspicions deepen.

“Well... you see these artifacts on my body? I received it from the city of alchemists, and it contains an artifact that counteracts magic. So I guess it's because I saved a lot.”

“... Is that so? I was surprised.”

Fortunately, they accepted my excuse.

In reality, the artifacts had overheated so much since the fight with the puppeteer that they were now in cooling time, so they weren't working, but it's a good thing that the two old masters weren't wizards, so they couldn't check that far.

Perhaps because of me, the two of them had lost their energy and looked at each other.

Documents fluttering in the air slowly fall to the floor.

After all the papers land on the floor, Longsword quietly turns around to leave the barracks, and Helias speaks to his back.

“Next time you feel cool, come back. As compensation for what you did to me, I'm going to give you a mission, so I'll do that too.”

“... You say so.”

After that conversation, only me and the corps commander remained in the office.

“... Cheer up! The way he makes a fuss and goes out has not changed no matter how old he was or how he got older. Cadian!”

“Yes! Corps commander!”

When the corps commander calls someone's name, one of the soldiers outside comes in and salutes him.

“Keep your documents organized.”

“Okay!”

“Soul disease, you come out after me.”

Helias told him to organize the scattered documents until he came back, then took his sword and led me outside.

        
            The corps commander left his office and took me to the top of the tall watchtower built on one side of the barracks.

A strong and much taller spire built for a special purpose rather than an ordinary watchtower.

The corps commander did not say anything until he reached the roof of the spire, which was almost as tall as the magic tower in the center of the city.

'There are so many dirty stairs.'

Walking up the almost 50th floor in silence without any conversation felt like death.

When the corps commander arrives at the top floor, he sends down the soldiers who were watching and opens the rooftop door.

“Here.”

Suddenly-

Whiiing-

The wind blowing up the watchtower hits my face.

This is my first time seeing it.

Even though I live in this city, I never knew there was a place like this where you could overlook the entire city.

'It's the same with the Magic Tower and the church bell tower, so there's been no reason to come up to places like this.'

The Grace Estate seen from above was large.

It's too big.

To the east, Yeongju Castle was built in a small size thanks to the nature of the lord.

A barracks where the soldiers, soul soldiers, and knights of the legions covering most of the south are stationed.

To the southwest, there is a tower that stands tall at a similar height to this place.

On one side, you can see the Gaia Church's cathedral, which is not even halfway up.

'Is the collapsed bell tower of the Gaia Church still being rebuilt?'

The four districts contain all of those things.

The city is divided into four districts in the shape of a cross and is filled with small but impressive buildings.

In addition, outside the vaguely visible walls, there is a huge refugee camp lined up again.

I don't know how empires with different cultures manage their cities, but after living in a kingdom for five years and fighting here and there, I have never seen a city bigger than this.

It is the corps commander who created this enormous city and saved the lives of so many people that even such a city cannot accommodate them all.

Strictly speaking, war is not fought alone, so it cannot be denied that many lives were lost before it was made perfect.

However, there is no reason not to say that the achievements of Helias Saen Tion, a human being who only chose to survive in the midst of endless war, are great.

So, it can be said that Commander Helias is entitled to take all of this as his own.

While I was looking at the scene one by one, the corps commander took out a paper bag from the inside pocket of his uniform and picked up an object that looked like a cigarette.

“Did you also smoke?”

“It’s not cigarettes, it’s medicine.”

“I didn’t know you were doing drugs.”

“It’s not a drug, it’s a rolled up recovery herb and you smoke it, you bastard. Red Vine herb is an herb that removes the curse energy from the body. Since I can't prepare and burn a plate every time, I roll it up and carry it around like this. You soul-sick guy, when I look at you, it seems like you've been trying to get me to explain everything out of my mouth like that since last time?”

“If you speak in detail and at length from the beginning to avoid misunderstandings, this will not happen.”

“Fuck you... Ugh. I almost dropped it.”

Helias happened to have an herb in his mouth when I spoke, so he was unable to answer while completing the curse.

He takes out a light from his pocket and tries to light the herbs, but the strong wind keeps trying to turn it off.

When I blocked the wind with my hand, the corps commander took a sip of the lit herb, exhaled smoke, and spoke.

“Whoa... Are you talking about what just happened in the office?”

“You think of it as both a job and a job.”

“Smart bastard.”

“Thank you.”

When the corps commander flicks the ashes at the end with his finger, they disappear in the wind.

He holds an herb, or something that looks like a cigarette no matter how he looks at it, between his fingers and looks out at the wide cityscape as he speaks.

“Do you think I’m a throwback too?”

“... No. Rather, if you only think about moving, wouldn't you be able to exert the same strength as before your arm was cut off?”

I glanced briefly at his words to gauge my capabilities.

I judge that Hwarim glances at it for a moment like he usually does.

A body that has no trouble moving at all.

Magical power that flows peacefully through the body at all times.

Even though my arm was cut off before, I didn't lose my balance when I moved my body, but I still felt like I didn't have an arm.

The difference between movements that can be done with one arm and two arms is quite large.

So, the corps commander who has his arm restored will be able to display the same dignity as before his arm was cut off.

Yes.

It's just the same.

“Great answer. That's just it.”

Even though his body recovered, his honor did not.

On the contrary, it is getting worse.

The corps commander answered, took out another herb, and, as if it were part of rehabilitation training, used his recovered arm to twirl the pen with his fingers in the same way as before.

“Don’t you hate it when someone ignores you? Why are you staying silent even though the murderer has come out?”

“Because I’m drawing the big picture.”

The answer I thought would never come back came.

The corps commander revealed to me his true feelings that he had not even shared with his friends.

“Soul disease. Being strong means being cunning.”

“Yes?”

“It was a long time ago. Here, it was truly thrilling to stop four legions of different races at the same time. At that time, I really thought it was the last day of my life. I thought I was searching.”

One by one, the herbs that were spinning in my fingers began to point with their tips in all directions of the city.

“This side was a demon, this side was an orc, this side... Who was it? The rotten smell of the guy who called himself the king of corpses was a legion, and the other one was...”

“Aren’t they the ones doing something in the dark? It was a faceless army that only appeared at night.”

“Were you in that fight too?”

“I only remember roughly. When we had just arrived after marching for three days, night had fallen, and we exchanged weapons with those disgusting guys.”

I still remember it.

These are guys I especially remember for reasons other than their strength.

The level itself was comparable to that of soul disease, so they were worthy of fighting.

They were each wearing their own chain armor or leather armor and wielding a slightly curved axe, a vicious weapon called the Dane Ax.

The ax that mercilessly struck down the head and shield was scary, but what was really scary was the face.

The moment I look straight into that gaping hole containing black darkness, I feel like my mind is being sucked into the void.

I had no choice but to say that.

The next time I came to my senses, I was dead.

The good news is that when the sun rises in the morning, they disappear and reappear at night, so we defeated them by setting traps in advance.

“Now that I think about it, it’s a bit creepy. If they weren't soul sick, they were people that regular soldiers would never be able to deal with.”

“So, please be thankful to me.”

“Damn it.”

After the corps commander finished lighting one herb, he took the herb he was spinning with his finger and lit it again.

“There are 4 legions including those crazy guys. How could I have defeated them, would I have used my strength to win? No, no matter how strong I am, if I rush into those guys, numbers are numbers, so of course my bones and flesh will separate.”

“... I guess so.”

“In such cases, what is needed is cunning.”

The corps commander's new arm grasps the stone railing.

“The person who stands until the end is the strong, and the strong are cunning. I disturbed them.”

“Do you mean disturbance?”

“Yes. Under the cover of night, he promised a false betrayal to the king of corpses, assassinated the orc chieftain with the dagger he gave him, then cut off the heads of several demons and hung them in the direction of the camp of the king of orcs and corpses.◦ #◦

betrayal.

assassination.

derangement.

The corps commander stepped forward and created chaos on the battlefield overnight.

It wasn't an alliance, but thanks to him, the golden ratio standoff that was being created by the guys targeting Grace's territory was broken.

He even lured the faceless legions that he could not communicate with from the beginning using the cavalry that he valued so much and moved them overnight to the grassland that would become the battleground for the three legions.

The demons are indignant because the orcs made a surprise attack,

The orcs began to grind their tusks at the assassination of the chieftain,

The King of Corpses went out to the plains after receiving the promise of rear support from the corps commander.

The battle that started around noon lasted until the evening, and as soon as the sun set, even the faceless legions hiding in the darkness participated, creating a chaotic battlefield in the grassland rather than the city.

It was probably when I and the soul soldiers arrived at the end of the march.

The moment most of the legions were defeated and the Faceless Legion was close to victory, we who arrived at the call of the legion commander swallowed up that victory.

“That’s how I won.”

Kwasik-

The corps commander, perhaps remembering the moment of victory, broke the stone railing he was holding with his excited hands.

The corps commander won by using everything he could, including his sword, tongue, and darkness.

Because he won, he reigns over the land he protected.

Although there may be five royal families in the capital of the Kingdom Alliance, the Legion Commander is the only Legion Commander here in Grace Territory and has the authority to give orders to everything.

“My plan was never wrong. Defeat means death, so I always planned carefully.”

“I heard you lost once. To a passing adventurer.”

The proud expression on the commander's face is a bit unfortunate, so I deliberately bring up his only unofficial record of defeat.

“That’s a fact only you and the longsword guy know, so just shut up.”

“ By the way, if you’re going to do that every time, you shouldn’t have said it from the beginning.”

“I told you this because I didn’t know that your personality was this much of a brat. If I knew, I would never have told you.”

Hwareuk-

The corps commander sweeps the broken pieces of stone inside, spits out the tip of the herb he was smoking, and completely burns it away with the light.

“So you are drawing the big picture this time?”

“Yes.”

“Still, aren’t we friends? I heard you've known each other for a long time. I guess you feel a little uncomfortable showing that picture to Longsword, right?”

“... The longsword is a friend, not my subordinate.”

The ashes of burned out herbs are blown by the wind and rise into the sky.

Through the ashes, the corps commander looks straight at me and speaks.

“Soul disease, since it’s you, I’m telling you this. So you just have to follow whatever I say.”

“Please tell us the genre of the picture.”

“Don’t even try to know that. Close your eyes and close your ears. Don't worry about what the city's murderer, dead man, or the duke's second son is doing. Don't even look towards the alleyway that I blocked on purpose, just follow my words. Then-”

After saying that, the corps commander put the paper bag from his inner pocket into my pocket.

“You and your denomination will also benefit.”

“... I'm not old enough to use herbs or anything like that yet.”

“If you look at it like this, it’s expensive. The herbs that heal you are worth the price.”

Take out the paper bag given to you by the corps commander and check the contents inside.

'Is it a mast?'

There was only one dried herb left in the paper pack.

I wonder why they are being so condescending by giving me something like this, but I guess it is more of a symbolic meaning than a real reward.

“It’s precious. Did you get this from an immortal organization?”

When I made a rough guess and said that, the commander opened his eyes sharply and looked at me.

“Did you come into contact with those guys before meeting me?”

“No. I was also asked to do something in the City of Alchemists, so I did it reluctantly, but I had to receive money in return. I thought they might come looking for me even if I didn't go, but when I saw the commander of the corps having surgery and looking at it, it suddenly occurred to me.”

I answer and look at his expression.

Eyes searching to see how much you know.

The corps commander is still hiding something I don't know about.

“... They didn't give me the herbs. After the surgery, they tried to plant a curse on my arm and use it as blackmail material to make me move it as they want later. So, to avoid doing what they want, I asked a wizard I know to make this herb and smoke it.”

“Was it something like that? By the way, Corps Commander, didn’t you say earlier that you would punish all of them immediately after the surgery?”

“... Yes. It would be okay to talk up to that point.”

Instead of answering, the corps commander leads me to the railing and points to the windy side of the city.

An area with a commercial district.

This is where there are the most no-access signs and soldiers guarding the entrance to the alley.

And at the same time, it is also the direction of the building that Hygenics hinted at while talking about a large number of casualties.

The corps commander points out a specific location with his finger and speaks.

“I'm telling you this because it's a rumor that will spread anyway, but there is actually a building in the center where 50 bodies are buried.”

The place he pointed to was a building that was deliberately built one story low so that it was not easily seen because it was hidden by other buildings on all sides.

“It looks like someone did something before I did.”

The corps commander said that he would go there first and left.

Look closely at the location he pointed to.

The center of the commercial district, the area that should be the most active in the city, has a gloomy atmosphere even though it is early morning.

In particular, all entrances to the building pointed out by the corps commander are completely blocked.

“... What happened?”

Although he didn't say it, he had that much sense.

Someone attacked the Immortal Institute before the corps commander.

Raines survived the incident and came to our lodgings.

Was it the murderer who attacked, or was it some group that had a grudge against them?

'It's something unknown to me right now. 'I'll just have to think about this for now until Peria gets the information.'

I decided to stop thinking for now.

At a time when I need to make a plan to escape, I don't like how puzzle pieces that I didn't want keep coming into my hands.

Now that the conversation with the corps commander is over, continuing to stay in the barracks may be viewed with suspicion by some.

I also went down the stairs of the spire to find Hwarim and Enin.

        
            There are two purposes for our visit to the barracks today.

One was to inform the corps commander of the return of our church, and the other was to find out the location in the barracks where Atyr was kept.

After going down the spire, I took a walk around the barracks to find the off-limits area and met Enin and Hwarim.

The two people are said to be going around the barracks, ostensibly going to see Florian.

However, what was a little confusing was that Florian heard that we had arrived yesterday, and since today was a holiday, he gathered the souls who wanted to go to the Deshade Church early in the morning and led them out.

'In many ways, he is a person who takes good care of soul patients.'

Now that Enin has left, it is said that there is no one in the barracks who cares more about the soul soldiers than Florian, so I admire his initiative.

“Have you had any income?”

“A little bit. I wondered where that no-entry place was, and it seemed to be inside the knights' quarters.”

After Enin finished talking, he checked to see if anyone was around, then went under a tree on one side, took out a piece of paper, and showed it to him.

“If we talk about the no-entry zone in the barracks, there are three armies. It's the weapons warehouse, the knights' quarters, and the prison corridor underneath the resuscitation center.”

Drawn on paper is the overall appearance of the barracks.

Enin's drawing skills were not that good, so the general outline of the building was marked as a square, but it was still recognizable.

Starting from the entrance, the center of the barracks is the office where the corps commander was located, the west is the weapons warehouse, the east is the knights' quarters, and the innermost part is where the resuscitation center is located.

“All of these areas are off-limits to ordinary soldiers and officers, but I was able to enter the weapons depot because I was a supply officer, so I know that Atyr is not there. In that case, the remaining two places are the knights' quarters, which only knights enter, and the prison corridor under the resuscitation center.”

“But we thought there was no way we could bring Atyr to a resuscitation center frequented by soul patients. So, after excluding the things that aren't, I think the knights' dormitory would have the highest probability.”

“It’s the knights’ lodgings... I’ve never been near that area either.”

Prison corridors and knights' quarters.

The Prison Corridor is a so-called prison dedicated to soul sufferers that imprison soul sufferers who have completely lost their minds, or criminals who play around with loopholes by twisting orders given through Atyr several times by any means necessary.

'If you keep Atir in a place like that, something might happen, so it definitely won't be there. Is this also the knights’ lodgings? It's difficult.'

So, the remaining place is the knights’ dormitory.

After confirming the picture, Enin folds the paper and puts it back.

We walk slowly toward the knights' quarters and hold a meeting in a voice that is loud enough not to be heard by other soldiers.

“Even if you tried to pass by there, you couldn’t, right?”

From what I remember, the knights' quarters had a very large training hall.

I heard that the knights' lodgings were prepared using about 1/4 of the barracks' entire site, and that they were given such a large site because the commander of the army, Helias, considered cavalry and knights to be extremely important.

Sometimes you can even hear the sound of horses' hooves coming from that direction. In terms of scale, it is a place as large as a resuscitation center, capable of accommodating about 1,000 soul patients.

“That’s right. The walls of the knights' quarters are higher than those of other places, and the training grounds and quarters are surrounded by extremely tall trees, making it impossible to look into them. Don't you think you'll be immediately suspicious if you even get close to it?”

“This is a defense to prevent the Knights' technology from being leaked, so it has to be thorough, so it seems better for us not to wander around the area unless there is a good reason for it.”

We walked along like that and eventually had no choice but to stop at a place where there was a sign stuck in front of a huge iron fence.

[From here, it is the exclusive site for the 3rd Legion Knights. If you have any business, please obtain a permit.]

[P.S. - If you are a Knights Templar member who lost your badge after drinking, please do not think about coming in until you get it reissued.]

The severity written in the playfulness written in small letters underneath was a bonus.

“Are signs popular these days? Wherever you go, entry is prohibited.”

“If this happens, I have no choice but to break in through the front door. If you decide to climb over the iron bars, I don't know how you'll be able to do so, but it seems like there's some magic to it.”

“Hmm...”

Swish!

Good luck!

After hearing Enin's words, Hwarim threw a small tree branch that was nearby towards the iron bars, and immediately the tree branch that touched the bars burned hotly.

“Ugh! I got on it! I got on it!”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

The firepower was so strong that my forehead was slightly burned as I peered into the lot in front of it.

Enin sees this and quickly comes over and separates us in front of the fence.

“Aaaah! Dangerous, that's why I told you not to approach! It seems like Hwarim is starting to resemble Aila more and more?!”

Upon hearing that, Hwarim gets angry and refute Enin.

“Oh, no! Still, I think it's too much to compare it to Aila, not to anyone else!”

“Did you know that these two people have started to look a lot alike lately?! Do you know that I’m paying twice as much attention these days thanks to you?!”

“Anyway, that’s an exaggeration! Lee Rim! What do you think?”

'Why are there sparks on me...'

Obviously, I was the one whose hair was burned in the fire, but another spark flew out and landed on my foot.

Since both people were already staring at my face, I had no choice but to tell the truth.

In any case, I will answer what they look like from my perspective.

“Thanks to Aila... I don't know if it is, but Hwarim has become a bit more active.”

“... What does that mean?”

“To me, the two of them now look identical, almost like sisters.”

“...!”

When Hwa-rim heard my answer, she lowered her head in shock and said in disbelief, 'It's impossible to believe that he is starting to resemble Aila, whom I thought was childish until now.' I started muttering the same thing.

Enin talks to me about Hwarim like that.

“Well done. It's something I've always wanted to say at least once. Hwarim may be particularly reluctant to give up when Aila is nearby, but he tends to take the initiative more often, and these days, he does so even when Aila is not around.”

“Well, isn’t it okay? Should I say that it seems a bit incongruous to others because he is very young and speaks in a very old-fashioned way? Because it kind of covers up what happened.”

After saying that, I suddenly remembered how Hwarim changed her tone and came closer to me yesterday, and my face got a little hot.

Enin looked at me, wondering if it was strange that I suddenly lost concentration while talking.

“Irim?”

“Huh?”

“Why are you doing this all of a sudden? What's wrong with you?”

“Oh, no. I'm just thinking about what to do now.”

After briefly explaining Enin's concerns, they agreed to withdraw for now.

In this case, you should not act hastily.

Especially right after the variable of a murderer whose full story is not yet known was created.

We must proceed one step at a time, unconditionally and cautiously.

We went back to the accommodation after that.

-------------------------------

When I returned to the dorm, Peria and Aila had gone out and were nowhere to be seen.

Instead, while we were returning from the City of Alchemists, there were quite a few people gathered in front of the lodging, as if there were quite a few mentally unstable souls.

Not only soul patients but also ordinary citizens can be seen.

There must be something in the eyes of the Gaia Church, but looking at the people coming to where we are, I don't know if there's a problem there too.

This is a situation where a killer is running rampant in the city.

The Gaia Church's main weapon is to strengthen solidarity by exploiting the anxiety of such people, but it is a little surprising that they remain silent even in this situation.

'Or maybe there's another important point they're aiming for, but that's their business.'

I decided not to pay attention to that until they made the first move, so I passed through the crowded soul bottles and entered the kitchen.

'The only flaw is that there is no back door to the accommodation.'

In times like this, it is very inconvenient to have only one front door.

Anyway, people come, so we have to eat and live.

For now, I decided to eat and think about the afternoon.

Deshade said that it didn't matter if he didn't eat any food, and was soothing the anxious minds of soul patients and several citizens without taking a break.

When I entered the kitchen, it seemed like the church had decided to provide lunch since time was running out.

Huge cauldrons were placed on the magic furnace, and Astesia, Thistle, and another person took off their hats, rolled up their sleeves, and touched the ingredients in the kitchen.

Someone said it was Florian.

“Ah! Senior, it’s been a while!”

“Oh my, Enin! It’s been a while since I last saw you. I came with other people in the morning, but I was a little disappointed to hear that they had left.”

“I also went to meet my senior, but he said he left early in the morning. Even though we missed each other, I'm glad we met here.”

Henin exchanges greetings with Florian.

I thought that if there was Florian, there would also be Noan, so I looked around and saw Noan coming through the crowd of people at the front door, carrying a basket full of ingredients.

“Presbyopia! It’s been a while.”

“No, brother! It’s great to see you again after a few weeks!”

“What have you been doing?”

“Nothing special happened. I have been helping Florian with her work and recently talking often with other soul patients. wait a minute. I’ll just leave this behind!”

After saying that, Noan asked me to wait a moment, put down the huge basket in the restaurant, and went out with me.

Since this had already happened, I also tried to get various information from Noan.

Leaning against the wall of the dorm, I ask about the latest news.

“Yes. When it comes to hot topics these days, is it really a murderer?”

“That’s right. However, to the soul patients who are here now, the green armor called the Soul Knight feels more scary than the presence of the murderer.”

When I asked him to talk about it in detail, Noan told me everything he knew.

The duke's second son is said to have obtained permission from the royal family in the capital to pilot Soul Knights within the 3rd Legion, and is now running around Helias's corps as he pleases.

At first, it is said that the soul soldiers who would become Soul Knights were selected from the prison corridor in the basement of the resuscitation center, where soul soldiers who had gone crazy due to mental limitations or had committed major crimes before the order was completely revised were imprisoned. .

However, it is said that when the souls of soul soldiers who had gone completely crazy were used, contrary to the second son's expectations, it was revealed that he was more unstable than expected.

It is said that the process itself can only completely take control of the mind by using a soul bottle that understands the language from the beginning, but the souls of the crazy soul soldiers in the prison made an error in that part, so the commands did not work and went on a rampage.

“So now, if there is a soul disease that shows even the slightest strange attitude toward him, the wizard is immediately summoned and turned into a soul knight.”

“You are absolutely crazy.”

“So, the soul patients who have now become Soul Knights have been extremely anxious for over 10 minutes.”

Things that seem to have more personality problems than you can imagine are happening.

That's why I don't understand it even more.

The corps commander may seem like that, but he realizes more than anyone else how important soul disease is to the military.

The reason why he is so capable of running the corps, focusing on us, is because he understands the characteristics of soul disease well.

He is a very satisfied person because he understands well that he is a resurrected soldier who can be operated cheaply and whose number of troops is always maintained.

However, I don't understand why the corps commander is just looking at the plan called Soul Knight, which involves expensive materials, of the second son of a duke family that will destroy the foundation of the corps.

'How great is the big picture, but I'm just watching it.'

Now, I wonder if the idea of spiritual illness is actually sketched in the big picture.

“But that second son is all he does is create Soul Knights and lead them around like his own personal guard?”

“The other generals have already told him that if Soul Knight is that strong, he should show his skills. So, the wizard threatened them not to worry because he would bring the Soul Knights to catch the murderer.”

“Your confidence is amazing. They say the knight died too.”

Since I still don't know the skills of the soul knights or the killer, I was curious about how the matter would be resolved.

While we were talking, at some point, I suddenly felt a delicious smell from the tip of my nose.

Noan, too, must have sensed that smell as he followed the tip of his nose and slowly walked inside the hotel.

Just as we were about to open the door, Thistle opened the door and came out first.

I take off the veil I usually wear and come out with beads of sweat on my forehead, probably because the kitchen was hot.

“Ah, you guys are here. The meal is ready, so let’s go in and eat.”

“Thank you for your hard work! Sister!”

“Thistle. thank you for your effort. Oh, would you like to try not moving for a while?”

“Yes? Ah, yes.”

As I said that and wiped the sweat from Thistle's forehead with my sleeve, Thistle closed her eyes and stayed still.

“Okay, it’s over.”

“Hehe. Thank you, Lee Rim.”

Thistle says that and is about to go inside with us, but he seems to have remembered something and calls Noan to stop.

“Hey, Noan.”

“Yes! Sister!”

“Have you not seen the mentally ill couple who usually comes?”

Thistle asks about the mentally ill couple who hugged each other in tears in front of Deshade, whom I had briefly seen before.

“Those people? Hmm, now that I think about it, you weren’t there when I was leading you today. Besides, I haven't encountered anyone in the barracks recently, but hearing that makes me curious too.”

“Are you busy?”

“Maybe so. Since many military soldiers and security forces are moving around inside the city, we are mostly absent when manpower is needed outside.”

I also help calm Thistle, who is a bit anxious due to presbyopia.

“Don’t worry, I might have gone out to a salt mine somewhere or to cut down a tree. If you get hired like that, you may end up working there for a few weeks without coming back unless something goes wrong.”

“Is that so? If that's the case, I'd be happy. sorry. The food may have gotten cold because I was talking to them. Let’s go in.”

After we finished talking, we went inside.

        
            Even after lunch, Feria and Aila did not return, perhaps because they had many places to stop by.

“Peria seems to have a lot of work.”

“Because I haven’t been able to visit the back alleys I used to wander around every day for quite some time. It looks like he wants to hear everything that happened so far.”

The plan will be discussed after gathering as much information as possible, and we will try to use the remaining time usefully.

Go out through the front door with Enin and Hwarim and into the backyard, which cannot be seen from the inside of the first floor, and is surrounded on all sides by high walls.

As I was leaving, I couldn't see Gombangi, so I asked Astesia where he had gone.

Then Astesia said that no matter how much Gombang disguised himself as a horse, he was somewhat aware of the fact that he was hanging out in the hall where the people who came to Deshade were, and that he was keeping watch right next to the bed of Raines, who had not yet woken up. .

Enin stretches in a shady area, wearing light short-sleeved clothing for training, and talks about the future.

“To find out the inner structure, I think it would be best to ask the members of the knights, but it's too bad that I don't know anyone. The Knights are completely separate from the Legion, so they only stick together among themselves.”

“Because I only listen to orders from the corps commander.”

As Enine lowers her head, her extremely long blonde hair that goes down to her waist almost touches the ground.

Seeing this, Hwarim, who had been tying up the back of her hair, took another piece of string and tied Enin's hair up, saying:

“How about contacting that person named Vincent? That person also came to visit where we were once in a while.”

“Vincent, hmm... I heard that the place where you stayed is the inn where Longsword is staying. So he may not have entered the knights' quarters in the barracks.”

“I think so. First of all, Vincent belongs to another knighthood called by the corps commander. There may be times when you rent a training ground, but you probably haven't even gone inside the accommodation.”

Vincent belongs to an order of knights with long swords, and an order of only two knights, including his teachers.

Even if he shares a dormitory, he is a special knight who can be seen as being chosen in some way. If he were to share a lodging with the knights of the 3rd corps, which is made up of people who had already left the 1st and 2nd corps, he would probably get jealous looks, so he, who is good-natured, would get angry. Humans may have developed stress-related gastritis.

“Good. So, let’s start operating our horsepower in earnest starting today.”

When we feel like our bodies are quite relaxed, Hwarim stands in front of us.

Although it took a long time, Hwarim and I both succeeded in obtaining a body through which magical power could flow.

So far, I have mainly learned from Hwarim and Aila about swordsmanship and techniques that can be used without being able to control magical power.

However, because Aila uses magical power in the same way as breathing, she was unable to learn more than basic swordsmanship, and Hwarim was limited to learning basic, unstable rakshasa techniques that excluded the use of magical energy.

So from now on, Hwarim plans to deal with magical power systematically in the way he had in mind.

“Should I do what I normally do?”

“Sure. Instead, today, as a bonus, try to maintain yourself in peak condition and at the same time capture the movement of our magical power as best as possible.”

“Okay.”

Enin stood up first, connected the anvil and the handle to form a hammer, then rotated it alternately and very lightly with both hands, infusing magical energy into it.

When the magic power flows from the body and covers the surface of the hammer, the blue magic power is visually visible.

Then, he continues to swing the hammer and tries to maintain balance so that even the slightest amount of magical power in his body does not go to one side.

Hwarim looks satisfied and sits down facing me.

“We should start on our own.”

Following Hwarim's words, the first step is to slowly return to the basic small amount of magical power that has been stored in our body.

Thanks to the prior learning that forced him to unintentionally protect his body with magical power when meeting a corps commander, he can easily transfer magical energy to his entire body.

This time, try not to let magical power gather in the passage.

Even if he makes a mistake and gets injured, he believes in his regenerative power and flows out his magic without hesitation.

When Hwa-rim sees that, he says that he is as reckless as expected, and that he meant to accept me as a disciple, so he quickly backs off.

“In fact, it is something that needs to be done every few years considering that his body will get hurt, but I guess there is no need for Lee Rim. Then, hold hands as we will build depth in that state.”

I place my hand on Hwarim’s outstretched palm.

“Put your mind at ease, don’t worry, I will do it for you to open the way in the first place.”

I close my eyes while listening to her voice.

“Let’s go one layer deeper first.”

Hwarim says, touching mine with her thumb.

As soon as our thumbs touch, I read her intentions and speak at the same time.

““Rachal.””

Then darkness appeared.

Darkness where nothing can be seen.

It is not a visual darkness, but a darkness in the heart.

It is not a darkness of negative energy, it is just a dark space.

'frustrated.'

As I was looking into the darkness, unable to distinguish any objects, myself, or direction, a crack suddenly appeared in the darkness.

Ppajik-

I watch that white crack.

Falling in love -

Soon the crack grew bigger and a red sword appeared through the hole.

“This is the center.”

Hwarim’s voice was heard.

Soon the blade of the sword that came straight through the crack fell to the side and-

Pachang-

It broke the world.

took over the darkness

clouded the sky

'This is the depth of field.'

The shattered darkness fell to the floor, revealing a hidden world.

I see a vast expanse of sky and an endless horizon slightly submerged in the water.

In the middle of it all, Hwarim appeared.

A figure wearing a gray, military uniform that drags slightly on the ground.

It has a new appearance that is different from the usual church uniforms or the basic attire of soul soldiers.

Hwarim shakes off his sword, drops the pieces of darkness, and slowly approaches me.

“... The world is cleaner than I thought. I never thought I could live a life without obsession like this.”

I follow her and look around.

All I can see is a stretch of water that could be considered a continuation of the same landscape, and a small, waist-high tree right next to me.

Hwarim looked at the tree and said.

“... Well, it seems like he wasn't completely obsessed, so I'm glad he did. Well then, let’s get started right away.”

She points to my neck.

The artifact was also hanging around my neck, as if my current appearance was identical to my appearance in reality.

After realizing his intention, he grabs the artifact and turns it into a magic sword.

“Irim: You are the type of person who learns with your body rather than with your head, so let’s try it while moving. As it is the first day, just briefly understand our direction.”

Hwarim says that, infuses magic power into her body, and jumps towards me.

Soon the magic sword and Hwarim's red sword collide, disrupting the water's surface.

bang!

“Ugh! Suddenly?”

“Depth requires a lot of concentration, so it consumes a lot of stamina and magic power. This place can only be open for a short time, so you must use it as efficiently as possible. So-”

Coo!

Hwarim's sword strikes heavily again, and he blocks it.

“What is difficult to convey in words must be conveyed with the sword.”

And then the one-sided sword dance began.

“Multiple the senses of your ears and hands. I'm going fast from now on.”

It seems that in a space other than reality, it is possible to do things that cannot be done in reality.

Hwarim's strength in depth was beyond imagination.

A different appearance from reality.

At every moment, an attack that feels heavy enough comes.

However, even with those attacks, Hwarim had not yet used their full strength.

Kang! Kang! Kakang!

“You can now control magical power, but what do you plan on doing?”

I answer by passing my sword, making the most of what I learned from her and from Eila.

“Now that we have achieved our goal of transforming the magic sword, we must return magic power to our bodies.”

The sword that I thought was thrown at me as I answered was bent towards my heart.

“However, it only barely reaches the knights' toes. The knights here dedicate their exploits and become stronger much faster than us. Even if we practice walking on the right path from now on, the gap with them will continue to widen.”

Hwarim says so, infusing even more magical power into the sword and saying, 'This is the magical power of knights.'

Coo!

As the knight's magic and Hwarim's heavy sword came together, it was impossible to use the method of shedding it like before.

Of course, the knight is not this strong.

Now, I think an ordinary knight can easily win, but the current Hwarim is behind because he used the depth of field to put his original level into the sword.

But I'm not complaining.

There are many strong people in the world, and there is definitely a being somewhere out there with skills that surpass the current Hwarim and the same magical power as the previous puppeteer.

'What you should aim for is the power to win against them.'

So, we are looking for more ways to destroy the law.

“ character. It will become a little stronger.”

Quaaaang!

The amount of magic power gradually increases and the sword becomes heavier.

Hwarim does not wait for me.

As the strength of the magical power gradually increases, it attacks and destroys the landscapes in the depths of the depths.

The world doesn't wait for me.

There is no way there will be an enemy who will wait until I am fully prepared and strong.

'Isn't it inevitable that we will fight against force with force?'

This is depth.

A place where you can change into whatever you want.

As Hwarim instilled magical energy, I also try to increase magical energy within my body.

Hwarim looks at me and stands still.

I saw that and immediately realized.

'This is just something I dream of.'

What I need to do now is not to wield this false power.

'What needs to be tested is possibility.'

I have to deal with an enemy much stronger than me based on the conditions I have in reality.

I lower my magic power back to its original level and take a step towards Hwarim's sword.

“What you need is courage.”

Hwarim grins when she sees me like that and does it in a flashy manner.

He swings his sword with all his might and cuts me in two as I try to receive it.

And resurrection.

Next to the small tree where there was just one.

It comes back to life next to it.

“Put off regrets and revise your judgment.”

And then he runs to Hwarim again.

Hwarim says as he points his sword at me again.

“Yes. Take one step forward, throw yourself towards death, and find the possibility of not dying.”

I die again, but I don't give up.

Now I was able to understand Hwarim’s intentions.

This is a space where you can do anything.

A world where there is no disadvantage to death.

Any number of mistakes is acceptable.

And it is a space where tens of thousands of possibilities are tested and answers are found using those mistakes.

'For me to beat them now,

I risk everything I can,

Mobilizing all kinds of dirty things,

Make optimal judgment.

That's what I have to do now.

'It trains thinking to the limit.'

After that, I started testing everything without hesitation.

Creates an ax in the other hand, injects Morsling's medicine into the arm, and causes confusion by frequently converting the magic sword into an explosive sword and a black sword.

and,

I face the sword of Hwarim that will cut the sky in two and soon cut my head in two.

Welcoming the strong.

-------------------------------

In terms of absolute time, it was short, but in terms of experience, it was an incredibly long time.

The time I was able to enter the depth of field was short-lived.

It seems that the magic power that was used in my body to open the depths of the depths has almost all been used up, and I, also in the depths, am starting to feel increasingly tired.

“Heo-eok, heo-eok...”

As I catch my breath, I see Hwarim with a calm face in front of me.

As expected, I am still not tired, perhaps because I am a person who used magic under the name 'Gi' from the beginning.

In the end, it was very disappointing that a solution could not be found against that heavy sword until the very end.

“I guess this is the end of my training in the world of the mind today. You worked hard.”

“After...”

“I’ll take care of the way out this time. Eventually, you will be able to do it on your own, but the first time is difficult for everyone.”

Hwarim comes over and covers my eyes with her palm.

And the moment you lift your palm again -

I can see the floor I was sitting on.

The floor around my body was soaked with a huge amount of water.

“Wow, this is all sweat?”

I thought I was sweating a little, but I didn't think it was this much.

No matter how you look at it, it is such an amount that it seems unreasonable to say it came from the human body.

And the guess was correct.

I thought, ‘The world of the mind requires quite a bit of physical strength.’ As I was thinking about this, Enin, who was swinging a hammer, approached me and spoke to me.

“Uh... Lee Rim. So.”

“Huh?”

“That's because Aila, who came back earlier, was going to bring water to Gombangi, but she slipped and sprinkled it on Irim.”

“What?”

After hearing Enin's words, I looked around, but I couldn't see Aila.

It looks like he already got some water again and went back to his lodgings.

“... Even though I thought I was sweating, the amount of sweat was a lot.”

“When consciousness is deeply immersed, external cognition is blocked. Once you get used to it, it is possible to perceive the inside and outside at the same time, but for the time being, it would be better to differentiate between places.”

Hwarim got up before me, brought a towel, wiped my body, and continued.

“Now, the rest is to apply it in real life based on the movements made in the mental world.”

“Can’t it be a couplet?”

“Wouldn’t it be more efficient to put murderous intent into every attack?”

Even though Hwarim says so, I think it would be dangerous to go out of the castle in the evening right now.

Although the military has still suppressed the area nearby, it is said that the remnants of orcs and heretics are being seen little by little, so it is not a good idea for us to go out and provoke them and draw attention to them.

When I said that, Hwarim grinned and whispered something in my ear that was not a joke in a playful tone.

“The other party is not necessarily outside the city.”

The moment I heard the next words, I thought that Hwarim really received a lot of Aila's playfulness.

“Let’s look for that murderer at night.”

        
            “I don’t know if this is really a good idea.”

“If we get rid of all the things that would characterize us, it won’t matter, so don’t worry.”

Right now, I am wearing the all-black clothes that Hwarim received from Aila.

The top and bottom are completely black, so if you go into an alley where there isn't even moonlight, the clothes are so dark that you can't see anything except your eyes.

“Aila said that it is a material used to make clothes that spies and assassins like to wear, and you made something that was better than I could have imagined.”

“How does Aila know this?”

“I really like making clothes, so even if I knew about it, there shouldn’t be any problem.”

“Well, is that also true?”

It is an understandable reason.

However, when I think about it, seeing how much Aila liked it when she suggested infiltrating the Gaia Church, I wonder if she might know about these clothes because she didn't research them separately for another reason.

After changing my clothes, I go to the hall on the first floor and stand against a wall that structurally allows no light to enter.

“How about it? Can you see it?”

“... It's quite difficult. Even if you try to look for it even though you know it's already there, you can't find it.”

Hwarim tried to capture my outline pressed against the wall, but failed.

“Good. If you do this, you can think that as long as you are careful with your movements, you will most likely never be noticed by the soldiers.”

Perhaps because the material of clothes absorbs light, it does not reflect light even when a candle is held against it.

Wear a hood and take off all artifacts except those around your neck.

To reduce the clanking sound, no armor was worn at all and only the sword was worn.

The information that Peria brought back in the morning as she swept through the inside and outside of the city, the back alleys and markets, escorted by Eila.

They provided information about an immortal organization that was killed in the middle of a commercial district overnight and the places where the victims died.

Based on that location, we roughly narrowed down the scope of the murderer's activities and decided to go into that alley.

Even after that, when I told her that I needed information about the knights' lodgings, Peria gave me a rotten look, but since she was having a hard time sleeping at night anyway, she said that she would go back to the back alley after dinner.

“Good. Then let's go. Lee Rim.”

“Is it because it’s my first night out? I feel a little better.”

“Hehe. Are you like that too? I feel a little refreshed too.”

The moon happened to be a crescent.

Hwarim and I run without making a sound on the rooftops under the pale moonlight.

“The first thing that touches the floor should be the front of the sole, not the heel. When you land, bend your knees as much as possible, and at the same time place your hands on the floor and let your magic flow, the noise will be suppressed.”

After practicing under Hwarim's guidance two or three times, I immediately got the hang of it.

'If you try to do it in the forest, the difficulty level will increase significantly, but it is a sufficient skill to use in the city.'

It is said that it is possible to absorb a certain amount of shock if you use the falling technique as much as possible, but since I started using magic in earnest, I had no idea that there was a method of using it that was so close to being silent.

We walk around and talk over the heads of the guards who are looking at the alley.

“Peria According to what the child has researched, knights were also killed, so it would be better for us to avoid revealing ourselves to the murderer first.”

“The knights made a surprise attack. Were they people with poor skills?”

“No. Ordinary people might not know this, but launching a surprise attack on a person who is good at using magic at the level of a knight should be interpreted as meaning that the gap in skill is so great that it is ridiculous.”

Hwarim tells us about the characteristics of the people here that he has been observing.

It is said that most humans and other races near the Kingdom Alliance, as well as the puppeteer we saw before, seem to value showing off their power.

I think it is probably a culture that arose in response to the trend among wizards to use magic that appears more flashy and stronger than it appears to the eye as a measure of who is stronger.

In a continuous war and a battlefield where there is no time to calm down, the standards for evaluating people became the same for knights.

Only those who knew how to wield and show off strong violence and strong magic on the battlefield were judged competent and occupied most of the high positions.

However, it is the movement of peacocks wagging their tails in front of a tiger.

This is like a rich person revealing all his wealth.

“Of course, the more horsepower, the better. Because it means that the vessel of the soul is solid.”

“Then the real strong people are...”

“Yes. Really skilled people who have surpassed that level refine their magical power and confine it within their bodies. The opponent is cunning and wise. It is said that he was a strong man who took advantage of the darkness and committed noiseless murder without making a fuss.”

When I hear those words, I put myself in the driver's shoes in my head.

A young knight who is proud of energetically channeling magical energy into his body and sometimes wielding that magical energy into his sword on the battlefield.

These are foolish people who spread the force of magical energy without even thinking about hiding their remaining power.

They may have entered the alley on the day of the murder, saying they would kill the murderer and bring justice, but rather, such movement was an act of giving away their location in real time.

The killer quietly approaches behind the knights and cuts off the knight's head with a single sword.

The killer jumps out of the darkness and wields a weapon containing refined magical power, and the knight, unaware of anything, catches the weapon with his neck.

Since the victims all have nothing in common, they are just called murderers.

He is said to have the skills to be worthy of being called an assassin.

“... Is it possible to catch it? I'm suddenly worried.”

I hide in the shadow of the chimney for a while and watch the guards pass by.

“You're normally so confident, but when you point your sword at whoever your opponent is, were you that scared? Hahaha-.”

Hwarim looks at my face, smiles softly so the guards can't hear, and fastens my collar.

“No, he’s still a murderer. To be exact, he killed more than 50 people, so it would be right to call him a murderer. Even though he has the skill to kill with a knight's sword, if he enjoys killing people inside the city rather than fighting on the battlefield, he doesn't seem like a half-hearted psychopath?”

The conclusion I came to is this.

A real psycho.

Common sense tells us that if you have the skills of a knight commander, no matter how social your personality may be, you will be treated equally no matter what group you join.

A guy like that made this city his hunting ground.

And this is no ordinary city, but the Grace Territory where the undefeated Helias Sain Tion, commander of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance, is stationed as if it were a direct territory.

I can only say that a person who deliberately comes into this city where there is such a military commander, offends him, and commits murder is a fool.

He is a guy who can only be thought of as the top idiot among idiots.

And next to me, there is another person who is passionate about being able to fight such a fool.

“Even if we don’t win, let’s go with the idea of finding out what his skills are for now. Since he is harmful to our plans anyway, we have to deal with it somehow.”

“... It would be nice to have a cause.”

“Hmm? What did you say?”

“No. Just because you look happy.”

I quietly look at Hwarim’s grinning face.

'I'm a bit of a fighting fanatic.'

In some ways, it would be difficult to find a person like this even among soul patients.

I'm only saying this now because I know Hwarim's real skills, but Hwarim has been fighting a tightrope since long ago, deliberately putting restrictions on me so as not to show me her real skills.

The sight of him fighting until he was exhausted and then swinging his sword with a smile on his face without realizing it until he was about to die was truly madness itself.

Although the frequency of fighting has decreased these days, Hwarim never avoids fighting a strong opponent.

'But the line is clearly drawn.'

However, it is ultimately a personal desire.

Although Hwarim does not particularly value honor, he is selective about who and when he competes with his skills.

If she thinks we are in danger, she will take care of us first, but she will not get involved in a fight without a clear excuse.

To her, the city's killer is rather a prey for which all conditions are perfectly met.

“ character. So where should we start exploring? There are a lot of soldiers at the entrance to the commercial district, so I don't think I'll go that way... Should I try going deeper?”

'I'm excited.'

Perhaps that's why I think that Simdo, who values peace of mind, may not actually suit Hwarim.

That's right, Hwarim can't hide her smile even now as she searches for the location where the killer is likely to appear today.

Meanwhile, there was one person who caught our eye.

“Hmm? That guy...”

“Vincent?”

The person who appeared was the knight Vincent.

A pale moonlit night.

A young knight who has not yet exchanged greetings even though he has arrived in the city is walking down the main street.

But that doesn't look like someone enjoying a drink at night.

Wearing pure white armor, he climbed over a wall piled with trash inside an alley, avoiding the eyes of the guards, and entered the sealed off territory of Sura.

“... Let’s follow.”

I don't know why he entered the alley, but as long as he entered the killer's territory, regardless of whether he knew someone or not, he was prey.

We too follow him, jumping over the roofs outside of his range of awareness.

He began the chase honestly, though he tread carefully.

He said that his hometown was in the countryside, and he tries to find traces of the killer like looking for wild animals, but of course this is a city.

I don't know if that would have worked quite well when exploring orcs in the past.

However, corpses cannot stay for more than a day and leave for the outside graveyard, and even if they are alive, if they do not have money, the city is a place where they spend the night outside the city, just like a corpse.

In an alley like that, there is no way the search methods used in Vincent's Forest would work.

In the end, he gives up scanning the floor for traces and moves forward, tracing the wall as if he were trying to find a sword image engraved on it.

'Hunter and prey.'

I found out as I was looking at him from the roof.

Looking at his search, Vincent must have come as a hunter to find the killer.

But the hunter has already become the hunted.

Seen from the roof, he is confidently walking through alleyways and under walls taller than his head, prone to ambushes, without any sense of stability.

‘Even a deer would be more cautious than that. 'What are you thinking about?'

As soon as Hwarim and I realize this, we look around.

This is the killer’s territory.

The unknown in the city where you have to be careful even about breathing.

If you have seen the actions of others, you can minimize mistakes by applying them to yourself.

'The fact that we are in a position where we can see everything, in other words, means that we can witness everything wherever we are.'

Fortunately, no tracers were visible within our perception range.

“Moving onto the roof was the right answer.”

“Unless you look down from the moon, there will be no place that will recognize us.”

With that in mind, our revised position was fine.

Where we are now is on the roof of the tallest mansion in the city.

At best, the location we can overlook is the giant watchtower or the magic tower that the corps commander climbed up.

Also, the guards in the watchtower are only watching for enemies outside the walls, so they can't see us. The magic tower must be conducting research at this time, so the lights are on on the inside floors, so they can't see us in the dark.

It was a time when I kept following Vincent, thinking that I was so fortunate.

“Wait.”

He grabs Hwarim's arm as she was about to jump over the roof.

It was an instant.

The moment Vincent passed the alley at the intersection and went straight, someone passed by silently from left to right.

And that someone's head was clearly looking in Vincent's direction.

Hwa-rim sees it belatedly and speaks quietly.

“Is that the murderer?”

“It seems like that. What should I do?”

“For now, let’s keep chasing the knight.”

Even as we spoke, Vincent continued to move forward.

'The position of chasing after someone is a lot tighter than I thought.'

After that, something similar happened again.

The moment Vincent turns the corner, a person dressed in black is slightly taller than him, but walks ahead of Vincent, watching his back with quick steps.

It was clear now.

“Looking for a suitable place to kill. It is clear that they are aiming for it.”

“... Then shall we try to follow the killer from now on? Let’s catch the back.”

“That would be a good idea. However, you will have to be very careful.”

This time we made a large circle and began chasing the person we presumed to be the killer circling around Vincent.

Unlike Vincent, he doesn't know the extent of the other person's cognitive ability, so he maintains a distance that makes it almost impossible to see the edge of the robe.

For a while, the guy continued to follow Vincent like that, then stopped and suddenly took a different path.

'what?'

It was a bit long this time.

The killer looked at him for a while and then left as if he had made up his mind.

The moment we follow him again and enter the next area-

dump-

Someone had just collapsed in an alley far away, just out of our line of sight.

Pushyyyy-

Blood gushes from the cut neck and draws a picture on the gray wall.

The human fountain that had just been created by the killer knelt down and fell forward without saying anything.

The killer cuts the head cleanly so that no sound can be made, but cuts the head in a flashy manner, as if deliberately trying to stage the murder scene. The killer pulls the sword from the waist of the person he has just killed.

'What are you trying to do?'

And then he picked up his sword and-

Kaang! Kang!

Clink!

After making two noises in succession, he threw the sword violently on the floor and disappeared into the darkness.

“Making noise on purpose?”

“Are you aiming for something?”

At first, I thought they were trying to attract the security outside the alley, but I quickly changed my mind.

'I adjusted the sound.'

The guy deliberately struck down a weapon that could make a loud sound at an appropriate distance.

The noise was adjusted so that it could not be heard by the guards stationed on the outside of the alley to prevent entry, but just enough to reach us or anyone nearby.

We soon found out what he meant.

What the killer was targeting was another hunter in this alley.

A hunter named Vincent, who had difficulty finding his prey and found a clue he thought he had overheard, entered the alley where the corpse was located.

“Vincent. Is that so? I guess they lured him in.”

As soon as Vincent saw the body, he got down on one knee in the middle of the alley, lowered his helmet and began examining the body, as if he were trying to find some clues in the traces he had barely found.

And that was his plan.

“Oh my, Lee Rim. You have to run.”

“Damn.”

After he was distracted by the corpse, a sword reflecting moonlight appeared in the darkness.

        
            Flash-

Two things shine in a dark alley.

One is Vincent's pure white armor, and the other is a white sword that is carefully positioned to strike the nape of the neck with a single blow.

'It might be difficult to arrive on time, right?'

We had left a considerable distance to follow.

For us, the assassin's sword, which has reached Vincent's close range, is a very distant despair.

Hwarim also seems to have noticed this and runs over to undo the bandage wrapped around the sword he is holding tightly in his hand.

The sword we are carrying now is not the sword of Helias, but an iron sword that can be found anywhere, so as not to reveal our identity.

After Hwarim threw the sword high in the direction we were running-

“Irim. Hand!”

When he asks me for his hand, he instinctively shows me his palm.

Then Hwarim jumps on top of him and puts his foot on my hand.

'Ugh-.'

Although Hwarim is light, it is still a bit heavy when trying to support her weight with one hand.

Still, I immediately understood the intention when I saw the foot raised in the hand, suitable for throwing.

'This is romance!'

Concentrate your magical energy into your arms and push Hwarim forward.

“Well done!”

Hwarim used my pushing force and kicked his feet from his fingertips-

grasp!

I kicked the tip of the sword handle that was just falling with the top of my foot.

Piiing-

The sword flew straight without any wavering, aiming for the cervical spine of the killer who was aiming the sword at Vincent's back.

However, the killer was clearly a powerful person who was far from ordinary.

“!!!”

Even though there was still a long moment left until the sword arrived, he noticed that the sword was within his cognitive range and turned around.

Kaaa!

Cheer up!

'I guess so.'

As if proving his skill as we expected, the killer is not embarrassed and clearly sees the sword flying with his own two eyes and then splits the sword vertically.

Still, our goal has already been achieved.

“Who are you!”

Vincent hurriedly turns around and draws his sword to confront the killer.

He too is a knight.

Although I lacked actual combat experience, I came in knowing that this was enemy territory.

At the same time as speaking, he holds out his weapon and confronts the opponent with a level of power that would kill him rather than subdue him.

At the same time, I caught Hwarim’s falling body with both arms.

“Ugh, tea!”

Since the place where I landed after jumping was on the roof of a building that was one floor lower, I had to take it quite hard.

I even received it wrongly.

thud!

“Geng!”

“Are you okay?”

“... Off.”

As I was holding Hwarim with both arms, supporting her ankles and slightly below her waist, Hwarim's head was unable to rest anywhere, so she bowed the back of her head to the wooden roof.

The strange sounds filled with pain are a bonus.

Because of the situation, she quickly straightens herself, rubs the back of her head, and speeds up again.

“Isn’t the last one too much?”

“So, you should have explained it first instead of taking action.”

“I just thought of it too.”

Hwarim puffs out her cheeks and complains again, as if she's not happy that I didn't accept her complaints.

A few tears in the corners of your eyes are a bonus.

Even the way Hwarim walked became a little strange.

“... Did you hurt your foot?”

“No, I kicked the sword thinking I was wearing military boots as usual, but I forgot that today it was a shoe made of ordinary cloth.”

'It's going to turn.'

I was dumbfounded when I saw that he was limping slightly, as if the top of his foot was quite sore.

“Who was it that said it was not okay to make a sound and even suggested changing the shoes?”

“... I never thought a situation like this would happen.”

Hwarim must have been embarrassed even thinking about it, so she bit her lip and hurriedly walked away, ignoring the pain in her feet.

“... Don't tell Aila.”

“...”

“Did you understand?”

“... Okay, so stop staring.”

Controlling my admission was a bonus.

We soon arrived at the place where we could hear Vincent's voice.

“This smell of blood, you are the murderer! I finally found it!”

'I think Vincent is closer to a hunting dog than a real knight.'

Vincent is swinging the sword with sincerity at the killer, but the killer is not trying to kill Vincent, as if he is a little troubled by what he is thinking, and instead, he flexibly catches the sword with one hand and passes it away.

'You were trying to kill me just a moment ago, why?'

The killer has suddenly been avoiding fighting ever since he failed to make the first kill.

As we move to join in with our swords, he straightens his posture and stops.

Then he pulls back his cloak and turns towards us.

Another arm hidden under the black cloak.

I thought the arm that wasn't holding the weapon was moving...

rattle-

I heard a sound that was quite familiar, and although I had overcome it a few times, it was still imprinted in my mind as a terrifying entity.

Hwarim also knows that sound.

That hateful being that gave her a serious shock to her soul and left her wandering between life and death for days.

Mimic of Hell, Wen Grain's Arm.

It is a precursor to that attack.

Vincent also reacted slower than us, but I remember him because he also went to help Ayla and me.

As soon as he hears the sound, his body stiffens.

How the body remembers how to respond.

'Until the very end, there is nothing you can't avoid if you see the direction with your eyes.'

All three watched the arm swing horizontally until the end and then reacted.

'under!'

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwak!

As soon as I lower my head, I hear the ruthless sound of scribbling down a narrow alley.

Although we flinched, we never took our eyes off the attack until the very end.

'Why do you have Grain's Book?'

I see the devil's arm sticking out from under the cloak and briefly guess its identity.

Is he a remaining heretic, or is he a somewhat noisy spy who has been ordered by a pagan priest to cause chaos in the city?

I watch until the end as the arms coming out from inside the cloak completely cut off the buildings on both sides.

'There is no alley to the side. The only places he can pass are in front and behind us.'

It seems that luck has also decided to follow us.

A shattered building collapses inside the alley, on top of the killer.

Seeing that, the three of us ran forward simultaneously, holding our weapons.

“There is no more way out!”

“Jachungsu Road. It’s an unfortunate decision.”

A murderer standing still in an already narrow alley, made even narrower by the falling debris of a building.

Hwarim and I came in with our swords in order to avoid hearing the second bell, and Vincent didn't know who we were yet, but assumed we were allies.

And right before our sword pierced his black clothes-

At the same time as the killer bowed low and put his sword into his cloak,

A muttering sound was heard from inside the hood.

“A bunch of stars.”

Flash-

It flashes.

The night sky was cloudy and had no stars except a shallow crescent moon.

The flash of light took away the darkness of the night sky for a moment.

The killer did it with his own hands,

with his sword,

For the starless night sky,

made a star

and-

The stars twinkled.

Kwaaa!

It was the moment when the sword that went into the cloak came out again.

The sword held tightly in both hands dances.

Although the sword was only one, it moved faster than any other bird.

A sword that cuts down all falling debris.

Dozens of flashes are the remnants of moonlight reflected in the movement of the sword.

It wasn't enough for the killer to cut down the rubble, so he struck us with his sword as well.

Kakakang!

That's three attacks that appeared twice.

Each one shines in the shape of a cross like starlight, but in reality, behind the starlight, there is another sword attack that does not shine, a true assassin.

'I didn't see one.'

Among the attacks that were fired indiscriminately at the collapsing rubble, Vincent, Hwarim, and me without specifically targeting them, there were two flashes of light that flew in my direction.

I struck down everything I saw with my sword, but a sword strike I hadn't seen grazed my arm.

Fortunately, perhaps because of its size, its power was not strong.

Strictly speaking, it had the same force as a sword that a knight swung with all his might, prepared to die, but it was not enough to prevent a few splatters.

'In other words, it also means that if those attacks were all swung at one point, we would never have been able to block them.'

The rest of the people also respond to the starlight they are seeing for the first time.

Hwarim, a being who originally used energy from the beginning, momentarily infused the magic within his body into the iron sword to block the sword strike, and I also blocked it with the magic sword.

“Ugh!”

However, Vincent must have been able to block only one flash of light and rolled backwards with two large sword marks carved into his pure white armor.

Explosive movement.

The killer moves his sword at invisible speed under his cloak to shake us off and then attempts to escape on the spot.

Then, just before running away, he raised his sword, looked directly at us, and pointed at Vincent.

We had our faces covered and the killer was also wearing a hood, so we couldn't see his expression, but we could tell his intention.

[If you follow me any longer, I will kill you.]

He expressed his will and left, and we ran to Vincent.

“Vincent. Are you okay?”

“Queunnn... Is this voice, comrade?”

Vincent responds in a half-dead voice from inside his helmet, probably because the shock he received while falling backwards was quite strong.

        
            It was fortunate that Vincent's armor was strong.

He didn't appear to have suffered any major injuries except for two sword wounds on his chest.

When I take off my helmet, messy blonde hair comes out from inside.

He roughly brushed his hair back and greeted us politely even in this situation. I asked Vincent why he was here.

“What brings you to a place where entry is banned?”

“Why on earth are you here, such a comrade? Dressed like that too.”

Our clothes, which Vincent is pointing to, are clothes that only appear black because they absorb light, in contrast to his pure white armor.

In addition, he wrapped the mask with string to prevent his face from being seen and even the sound of the hem of his clothes brushing against it, so it was natural for him to react this way.

“That’s enough for us, let’s talk. Quickly.”

So the way to overcome this situation is through hard-line measures.

Since it's not really a reason that can be put forward as an excuse, we quickly change the subject.

Fortunately, Vincent didn't have any big questions, and only spoke after he managed to get up with our help.

“This article is by Vincent. I was disappointed by the Gaia Church and received help from Deshade in finding a way forward. But at this time, when you who have been beating up the infidels have taken a breather and left the city, isn't there a rumor going around that a vicious killer who is at the mercy of even the security forces and military knights is rampaging through the city and killing people at will?! I couldn't stand it, so I came out here to straighten out the security of this Grace estate that you guys have barely managed to control!”

He looks at me unnervingly, as if asking me when he was dying, and tells me his plan.

'So you came in alone without any hesitation? I'm grateful for this, but it's also a bit... foolish.'

The reason he came into the alley was because of his pride and friendship for our church, so I couldn't criticize him any harsher than that.

Still, it has already happened that I came in by mistake and almost got hunted.

In response to his strong will, he cautiously suggests an alternative that would have been realistically better.

“Even so, if that's the case, I don't think it's a good idea to go in alone without getting help from someone else, right? Why, even though I wouldn't wish it on the Knights, was there no one else here who could share the same idea?”

However, that was a sore spot for Vincent.

“Well, that's... I only found out after you all left, but I don't have people I'm close enough to ask for help. The person I can talk to is the Legion Commander or Longsword. And it was only people from your denomination...”

“... Ah, yes.”

A strange current flowed between us at Vincent’s words.

“...”

'It would be really difficult if I stopped talking there.'

It has been confirmed that Knight Vincent has no friends.

Thanks to his honesty and not lying, we unintentionally learned Vincent's depressing truth and had time for Vincent to reflect on himself.

“Well... come anytime. Because the door of the denomination is open.”

“Hmm, hmm! Thank you for your consideration...”

Among us, Hwarim seemed to be in a bit of a difficult mood and changed the topic.

“Anyway, I don’t like the fact that he shows extreme avoidance of fighting with that level of skill.”

“Oh, that’s right. I thought he was just a psychopathic killer who was crazy about murder, but it's a lot different than I thought?”

We looked at the body the killer had killed.

Serial killers of this level often have weird heads.

In particular, in the case of those who have a desire to show off, they use corpses to leave messages, etc., thereby making it clear that they committed the crime.

But the body was clean.

Other than a single cut on the neck, the corpse is no different.

The blood stains scattered on the wall were simply a device to make Vincent look at the floor and wall carefully rather than to leave a message.

The corpse is just as strange as this.

What was strange was that even though the alley we were standing in was closed to traffic by the security forces because killers often roamed around, there were people wandering around at this time.

“... Surely most of the passages leading to the back alleys have been closed to traffic for a while?”

“Yes? Um... right. It has already been more than a week since we mobilized security in earnest and blocked the road.”

“Is the security so lax that anyone can come in?”

“No. After observing for a few days, I finally found a weak wall on the other side and climbed over it.”

“Aren’t there many people who say they are avenging a dead acquaintance?”

“Of course it is. But after hearing that even the knights were dead, no one came into this alley after that. After listening to it, I find it strange too.”

While listening to Vincent, approach the corpse.

The corpse was also not wearing regular clothes, but a black robe that was good for walking around in the dark.

Take off that robe.

“As expected, this guy was also a guy with a long hair.”

The naked body of a man inside a robe.

A tattoo engraved on the right chest of the upper body.

A simple drawing of an eye made up of a few lines.

The dead man's identity was a priest of Wen Grain.

“Oh my god, I didn’t know there were still heretics wandering around inside the city.”

After hearing what Vincent said, I was almost astonished.

'Why on earth does this bastard keep throwing things like this at me?'

Puzzle pieces that keep growing.

‘The squire of Wen Grain was killed by the guy who had the book of Wen Grain. 'What does it mean?'

I am annoyed that they are being placed in my hands without even having a frame to put the puzzle together.

“... Let's leave for now. Because the killer was that strong, we knew that our strength alone would not be enough.”

“Well, that would be a good idea too.”

“I don’t think I’ll be able to find him again until today. Let’s go quickly.”

With the puzzle piece we had been forced to receive buried in a corner of our minds, we cautiously retreated from the alley.

On the way back, Vincent continues to thank us and tells us how he has been.

Maybe it's because it's late at night and I've been running around the roof so much, but I'm tired and sleepy.

So, as I continued to answer him by choosing his words, Vincent said something I couldn't refuse.

“... So, comrade. Why don't you stop by my lodgings in the Knights tomorrow? I had some good tea leaves, so I bought them for you.”

“Yes? What?”

“Tea leaves. It is a variety called Hara tea leaf that grows in the snowy mountains, and it is a rare variety that keeps the scent inside the tea leaf thanks to the cold of winter.”

“No, that’s not true. Didn’t you say that the knights have quarters up front?”

When I heard the word “templars,” Vincent stopped as well.

“Yes? yes. Yes.”

“Didn’t you usually stay at the inn?”

From what I remember, Vincent was staying with his teacher, Longsword, at an inn in town.

So, Vincent often went out at night to explore bars, as if his teacher's longsword hobby had changed, and I also took his suggestion and went to bars with him a few times.

“Oh, that's right, but that's because I'm staying at the inn to take care of my teacher. Due to the consideration of the corps commander, I have been assigned a place to stay in the knights' dormitory, but it is mostly used as a warehouse. Usually, when I receive a gift from someone, I keep all the items there.”

'This is an unexpected harvest.'

After hearing Vincent's words, I thought that my previous assumption that Vincent would definitely not join the Knights was foolish.

There are always variables in the world.

Variables can act in both good and bad ways, but this time, they worked in a good way for us.

“Of course, if you are busy, I can bring it to you...”

When I didn't answer, Vincent seemed to understand that I was rejecting him, so he quickly blocked my attempt to reject him.

“No. I will definitely stop by. By all means, then let’s stop by tomorrow.”

“Would you like to? Thank you so much for the invitation! I really wanted to do something for your church.”

'God did something.'

I don't know what part of Deshade's heart he had ignited, but thanks to his kindness, I was able to go to the knights' quarters.

Vincent must have been happy with what I said, so he even invited Hwarim.

“Since you are here, I would appreciate it if Hwarim could also come with you. Among the things I received as gifts, there are some that are a bit awkward for me to use, but you can take them with you if you need them.”

“Oh, am I okay too?”

“Of course. Aren’t you a comrade who fought together with Hwarim?”

Hwarim accepts his invitation and greets him nobly.

He wore black clothes similar to assassins, which were the complete opposite of the nobles' dresses, and imitated the manners of the nobles he had seen somewhere.

“Then, Knight Vincent, I will accept your invitation.”

“Thank you! Well then, I'll see you tomorrow.”

Vincent followed us to the hotel, saw us off, and then disappeared.

“... That’s a rare personality for a knight.”

“Even though he lived in the countryside, I think he was just born to be a pretty down-to-earth person.”

After watching him disappear, we went back to our dorm with the intention of going to see him tomorrow.

        
            “The alcohol you ordered.”

A restaurant named [Big Bear's Paws], located on the outskirts of the military district of Grace's territory.

Deor, the owner of the store, has been receiving strange customers since morning.

The person wearing a black robe, who is presumed to have entered as soon as the city gates opened, is a guest who does not hide the fact that there is a tight corner and openly reveals it, making it difficult to be suspicious.

“I told you, it’s a strong drink to drink in the morning.”

“...”

“Okay?”

“... Okay, so please leave.”

'What a strange person.'

Deor says he definitely warned him and leaves the corner table where he is sitting and enters the kitchen.

The alcohol the man just ordered was something Deor had bought out of anger a year ago during an argument with the owner of a rival store across the street, and it was strong enough to make even the drinkers at the port shake their heads at least once when told to drink it.

It's been over a year since he bought that alcohol and regretted bringing it in because no one wanted to buy it for fear of a hangover.

So, Deor had no idea that someone would order such a drink, especially on a bright, sunny morning like this.

'It's best to pretend not to know.'

Still, Deor did not intend to answer any further questions there.

Of course I'm curious.

Why was the customer who stopped by the empty store in the morning wearing such a pitch-black robe, and why did he order strong alcohol in the morning?

However, he is a man who opened a store with money earned through a long career as a mercenary.

'What's in the grass is death.'

He witnessed many times during his time as a mercenary that pointless curiosity could cost a person's life, so even today he does not go deep into bushes that look suspicious.

In addition, he is no longer desperate for Gaia and has recently begun to distrust the military and security forces that protect the territory.

'If I call out the guys who always take a lot of money and have no ability to catch even a murderer, will I get more revenge?'

For a moment, Deor thought about reporting the customer sitting outside to the security guards as a suspicious person, but decided to just draw attention to him.

And that thought was right.

“... went in.”

As soon as Deor entered the kitchen, the man in the corner of the store poured strong liquor into a glass and stuck his finger into it.

Then, the alcohol in the glass goes up his fingers and is absorbed into his body, starting to draw tattoos on his arms and entire body, which were fine until he entered the castle gate.

Soon, hidden patterns appear on the backs of both hands.

Drawn on the back of the hand is a tattoo in the shape of an eye, meaning Wen Grain.

Most pagans only have one symbol, but unusually, he is a pagan priest loved by the Great Devil who received Wengrain's protection twice.

High Priest Vortex Trigger.

He is the head of the priests who serve Wen Grain.

He came to this city to ask why his brother died.

To Elder Cason of the Gaia Church.

However, he went all the way to the door of the church and came back in vain.

“Son of a bitch. Block the door?”

To be precise, the door was open, but after the Gaia Church's temple was invaded by a being calling itself the Dark Knight, all priests under the direction of the Paladin were mobilized to rebuild the temple's defenses to prevent a repeat of the shameful invasion by the devil's seed.

So, sacred spells to prevent the devil from entering were engraved on the pillars of the temple.

Even though Astesia's imprint becomes insignificant, whenever she has time, Asmodeus' villa is used to go back and forth and invade Linai's visit.

However, for a high priest who swore allegiance to the devil like Vortex to the core, such a fully-armored temple was no different from his own graveyard.

“Traitor, traitor. I never thought you would betray me first.”

He accepted that as Elder Cason's betrayal.

Vortex gave his younger brother, who had been killing together and growing in strength since he was young, at the request of Elder Kayson, an elder of the Gaia Church with whom they maintain a symbiotic relationship.

With the power of the Grand Elder, the heretics spread out sporadically and maintain their power, and as he said, they carry out appropriate threatening acts that can bring benefits to the church, and Grand Elder Kayson orders the subjugation of the henchmen, and so they live together. I have done it.

But now everything has been lost.

“How did I join hands with those orcs? How much earth magic did I gather in the staff of God? How did I gather so many seeds!”

Elder Cason asked them to move in a conspicuous manner in order to crush the small number of new religious sects that had just appeared on the outskirts.

As a result, Vortex destroyed the contact points with the Orcs that he had cultivated and entrusted to his younger brother, as well as the hundreds of subordinates that could soon reach close to a thousand.

But those are just small pieces of anger.

There is one reason why he completely turned around.

“You made my little brother die?”

death of flesh and blood.

It was not pride as a pagan, loyalty to the Great Evil, or anger at his power being reduced to the level of destruction, but only anger at the loss of his flesh and blood.

He lifted the entire liquor bottle and poured the strong liquor all over his body, starting from his head.

Cheeek-

Soon the alcohol was absorbed into his body with a splashing sound.

At the same time, black cracks begin to spread across the floor of the store, starting from the soles of his feet.

They have been in this relationship for 10 years already, so it is an even more heartbreaking betrayal.

Vortex calms down a little later after doing that.

“I will take revenge. To you, Cason, to the Paladins, to everyone who lives in this city.”

I swear to betray.

“I risk everything.”

It is not a meaningless oath made without any preparation.

Vortex had gathered all the information he could about the city before visiting this bar.

A mysterious killer who happens to be in the city at the right time.

The graves of numerous victims scattered by the killer are in the middle of the city.

“These are the optimal conditions for using the power of the devil.”

He got up and just walked out of the store to find the grave.

I didn't pay for the drinks, but no one stopped me.

Deor, the owner of the store, was already dead in the kitchen.

-------------------------------

“Vincent, are you there?”

Hwarim and I went to Vincent's dorm early in the morning.

Peria, who came back at dawn, found information about the knights' lodgings with great difficulty and passed it on to us.

The information I found was that although I couldn't find a map, there are a total of 120 knights in the lodge, excluding those who are currently away on special missions.

I thought it would be difficult because there would be quite a few employees, but Feria said that inside the knights' quarters, the corps commander's policy was to prohibit knights from having servants, so everyone solved everything on their own.

Peria didn't stop at finding out that information, but instead worked harder to find out that there was a person inside the knights' quarters who supplied things like food ingredients.

From what I heard from that person, I heard that the basement of the knights' quarters had a food warehouse and a weapon warehouse, and that there was a room inside the passageway into the center with two battle wizards always guarding the door.

'The place we need to investigate will be that room that is suddenly said to be guarded by battle wizards.'

The goal became clear.

From now on, you can guide Vincent well and explore the place.

While we were making plans in our heads, Vincent opened the door and greeted us.

Mei profit-

“Comrade. And Hwarim. Welcome.”

He hasn't put on his armor yet.

“I’m sorry, but could you please wait a moment? I'll just finish preparing breakfast for Master and go right away.”

“There is no need to rush, so you can take your time.”

Behind him, who is busy, you can see a longsword leisurely resting his feet on the table and polishing a sword without a handle, as he has rented an entire lodging.

When we looked at him, he looked at us and asked us to come in.

“Please come in.”

“Oh, it’s okay.”

“Okay, come in and close the door. I don't like the wind blowing.”

“Then what?”

After hearing what he said, I just closed the door and went inside.

When I asked where to sit, he pointed to the front of the table and sat down quietly.

“Have you eaten?”

“Yes? No.”

Hwarim and I both came in early in the morning and were hungry so we ate something simple, so we skipped breakfast.

“You can’t do that. Because breakfast is really important. Vincent! Prepare things for the guests too!”

“Yep!”

Longsword ordered breakfast without giving us a chance to refuse.

Soon, the plate that Vincent brought out was filled with hot and simple food.

I don't know what bird's egg it was, but it came with a slightly large fried egg, freshly grilled sausage, and as expected from the article's abundance, not black hard bread but fluffy bread that had just been baked in the morning.

As soon as Vincent sat down, Longsword scooped up bread, sausages, fries, and a spoonful of some red-colored sauce and ate it greedily while talking.

“I heard the story. You guys are the soul soldiers who fought together with Vincent during the Castle of the Demon Demon, right?”

“Yes. That's right.”

Without making eye contact, he opens a glass of wine from the morning, drinks the entire bottle, and continues talking.

Gulp gurgle-

“Puha-! Huh! okay. Plus... they said they were in a place called the Deshade Church.”

“That’s right.”

“Bishop?”

This is Bishop “. Nominally.”

The conversation stopped there for a moment.

He puts all the remaining food in his mouth, chews it roughly, drinks wine, and calls Vincent.

“Vincent. I'm going to run errands for the damn corps commander starting today, so take care of your training for the next few days.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“So go upstairs right now and grab my sword sheath.”

“Yes? Ah, yes!”

'I'll order it after I finish eating.'

When Longsword called out to Vincent, who was busy eating, Vincent quickly put down what he was eating, wiped his mouth, and ran upstairs.

Then the longsword pulls up a chair and whispers to us.

“Just keep things simple. Don’t you need a knight in your church?”

For a moment, I wondered if this was another case.

“Uh... I have no plans.”

“Really? In that case, I'll just talk to myself, so either listen or not. That guy has already been firmly captured by the Gaia Church.”

Longsword checks for a moment to make sure Vincent doesn't come down, then continues talking.

“This country is an asshole. I will be leaving here as soon as this vacation is over. I think I got all the swords I could get here. So, by the way, I accepted that guy to succeed me, but honestly, he has no personality. Like me, they don't know how to do things in moderation.”

“I think I know what you’re talking about.”

Longsword roughly sweeps up the messy traces of what he ate on the table, throws them on the floor, and continues.

“A knight sometimes has to do dirty work. Sometimes he kills an enemy for political reasons by accusing him of being an infidel, and sometimes he has to assassinate a political opponent at someone's request. So, that guy will probably become a member of the Kingdom Alliance when he finds out the truth about the knight. I will say that I will give up my knighthood and become a free knight. But... you know what happens next, right?”

“... roughly.”

I was able to roughly understand what the longsword did not say due to time constraints.

An article taken by the Gaia Church.

What happens to the words of a knight who does not belong anywhere?

Since ancient times, knights are beings who can only demonstrate their skills with the support of someone.

No matter how good you are, if you become a wanderer, you will just end up as a strong adventurer.

Longsword continued by saying that he was not the type of person who cared that much about the people around him, but that he was worried about him out of affection as a disciple.

He said that and then spoke quietly.

“... Anyway, if you can afford it, take care of it. It doesn’t have to be here, so if you find a good place somewhere later, you could at least introduce it to me.”

“Okay.”

He says that and yells at Vincent upstairs.

“Vincent! What are you procrastinating on?”

“G, I’m leaving now!”

Thump-thump-thump-thump-

Vincent carries something and drags it down the stairs with a sound as if it will break.

Then, he starts wrapping the items around the longsword.

Two objects draped on the longsword's back, a huge box and a sword of enormous length that had been seen before.

When I saw the box, I was curious and asked.

“What's in there?”

His answer was simple.

“Life.”

After saying that, the longsword kicked the door of the dormitory and walked out.

It was a bonus to carry the remaining bottle of alcohol with me.

Seeing that scene, Vincent sighs as if the storm has finally passed.

“Phew... These are Master's trophies. It's a box containing a sword.”

“Oh, are those all swords?”

“Yes. I didn't really count, but there are about 100 swords without handles. Seeing that you are carrying everything this time, it looks like it must have been quite difficult. It's not easy for you to leave me like that. By the way, did you say anything while I was gone?”

As I see Vincent asking questions while sweating and eating the rest of his breakfast, I recall the conversation from earlier.

I'm a little worried, but I don't think it's a bad idea.

“It was a bit of a deep story.”

“Is that so? I hope it's not just my insults.”

Vincent seemed to think nothing much had happened, so he finished his meal and changed into his armor.

After eating breakfast, we headed to the knights' quarters in the barracks.

        
            “Here is the sign of the Knights Templar.”

Vincent shows a medal with five weapons stacked on top of one another to the person inside the guard post at the main gate leading to the knights' quarters.

Then, an old man wearing a black butler's uniform accepts the token, takes a monocle and examines it intently to see if there is any way to distinguish a forgery, then returns the token and says:

“It’s been a while. Vincent. Who are the people behind you?”

“This is my guest.”

“Well, I'm saying this because Vincent doesn't actually live here, but according to the regulations, outsiders are not allowed to enter.”

Vincent smiles confidently and answers the butler who looks at him with sharp eyes.

“Haha! it's okay. Actually, I feel sorry for you, but don't you know that I'm using my room assigned to the knights' dormitory as a storage room?”

“That’s right.”

“So, I'm planning to bring some gifts to these people who I've been indebted to a few times, but I didn't know what would be good, so I came here with the idea of showing them in person and letting them choose what they like.”

When the deacon heard the sound, he came out of the guard post, looked at us, noticed the symbol on our neck, and spoke.

“... Are you mentally ill?”

“Yes. This is the Knights of the Deshade Order.”

After hearing my answer, he started looking straight into our eyes for a long time.

At first, I looked into Hwa-rim's eyes, but since Hwa-rim lowered her head with a smile made for social purposes, I just ignored it, and then she looked directly into my eyes.

Then he turns and talks to Vincent.

“Vincent.”

“Yes. Deacon.”

“I’m really tired lately.”

“Yes?”

After saying that, the butler took out a cloth and wiped the grain of the monocle he had been wearing.

“The members of the Knights Templar show off their youthful spirit by not following the curfew when they go out at night, and recently, two members experienced an unpleasant incident. Moreover, the second Duke of Sieghill Macren just entered the place without permission.”

“You mean Sieg Hill? Why here?”

“Well. What exact business the non-knight wizard has in mind is beyond me. However, what he is doing now is using the authority of the royal family to arbitrarily open the door to this place, which originally would not allow outsiders other than members of the Knights Templar.”

The butler said this and pointed to the iron gate between the iron fences at the front gate.

The iron door, which should have been bolted from the inside as it should be, has been bent open without mercy.

“I will be honest. Now, if Vincent goes in and meets Sieg Hill, what kind of conflict will occur? I'm thinking about putting on this butler's uniform and going back to the old days.”

As the old butler said that, he suddenly began to snap his fingers.

At the same time, the muscles inside the butler's uniform swelled to the point of bursting.

The knight from the past, who was revived as if he would rush to the battlefield and easily take off hundreds of demons' heads with just that momentum, continues.

“If Vincent can tolerate it well, I will happily let you in as well.”

Vincent, seeing his appearance, hesitates slightly and answers.

“Of course. These are words spoken not by anyone but by Brian, who was called the ‘demon beast slayer’, so of course I will keep them in mind.”

“Are you sure? I have already heard that two days ago, I ran into Sieg Hill in the village and got into an argument.”

“Yes, that’s true, but that was just a conflict due to Sieg Hill’s incomprehensible ideology. This is the position that brought the current former guest there. We will make sure nothing unpleasant happens.”

Vincent bangs his hand on his chest armor and confirms, but the butler adds one more word.

In a very deep voice, I asked a question as if I was knight to knight for that moment.

“The current Sieghill is a madman who uses his energy to dominate if he is a soul disease. He will insult your guests, can you ignore him like that?”

The sharp glare in his eyes meant a test.

Vincent looks at us, overcome by his momentum.

We nodded and told him it was okay.

We are willing to pay any price to get inside and obtain information.

It's unexpected that an unpleasant guest enters before us, but I wonder if we'll ever meet him in this spacious grounds.

After hearing our silent response, Vincent looks straight into his eyes and speaks.

“Let me answer in the name of Longsword's disciple Vincent, no, the human Vincent. I will make sure to keep the promise I made to Brian, the beast slayer. I will never, no matter what happens, draw my sword.”

The old knight heard Vincent's answer and looked into his eyes.

And after confirming that there was sincerity in those eyes, he returned to being an old butler again.

“... Okay. Since you promised, I hope you don't blow up a parade ground that doesn't have any budget for no reason.”

After saying that, the butler raised the already broken iron door for a moment and pretended to open it, letting us in.

That is his only job and pride as he retired as a knight and chose the path of a deacon to protect the place where his juniors are trained.

He said the last thing to the back of Vincent's head as he walked inside.

“Please clean the items inside while you are here, or send them as gifts. The last reason I opened the door was because Vincent’s room was dirty.”

“Oh, I understand.”

When Vincent heard that, his ears turned red and he quickly walked away.

We followed closely behind him and said a word one at a time.

“... I didn't know there was such a monster right at the front door.”

“That’s right. I think I once heard a song from a bard.”

A fairytale-like story told by a wandering bard who sang while leaning against the ruins of a battlefield he vaguely remembers.

The saga of a knight named Brian, known as the Beast Slayer.

It is the story of a monster knight who wields a great sword and a huge two-handed ax in each hand, one in each hand, on the battlefield.

When he was a young knight, he had just received his noble title and was returning to his hometown when he discovered a beast parade, hundreds of rampaging beasts moving in groups.

It is said that he then settled down in the valley to protect the village that was in the path of those demon beasts and annihilated all the demon beasts in one night.

Although the sagas told by bards are said to be dramatized, looking at the old man who instantly turned back into a knight right before my eyes makes me think that there may not actually be lies mixed in.

“As expected, as long as there are people like that, it would be better to give up the idea of attacking them. I'll have to find another way.”

“That’s right.”

“Yes?”

“No. No.”

We felt really fortunate to have Vincent and quietly followed him.

-------------------------------

“This is my room.”

The place we arrived at following Vincent was a lodging that was also being used by knights from other legions.

The room at the end of the third floor was clean and clean, as if no one had come that way, but it didn't smell like people were there at all.

The knights here are a bit special, so they don't use servants, and except for the butler and gatekeeper at the main gate, the knights do all the work themselves, so it looks like they only cleaned up to this point.

And when the door opened, I realized even more why there was no smell of people living there.

“Wow.”

“Sorry. Because I haven't ventilated for a long time.”

When I opened the door, I made a noise without realizing it.

The smell of boxes wafting from the room.

Even though there was no cardboard or anything, for some reason, a similar musty smell filled the room.

Vincent seemed to be too worried about this, so he jumped over the piled boxes and baggage covered with cloth and went to open the window.

“You got so many gifts?”

“Yes. Actually, a lot of ladies in the village keep sending me gifts.”

“A man full of sins.”

'Oh, I see. 'Is he a popular guy or something?'

While he struggles with the window, which has become stiff because it hasn't been opened for a long time, Hwarim and I begin to look at the gifts together.

From a suit with very high shoulders that seems to reflect the taste of the person sending the gift, to a thick ring that looks like it would be quite expensive, it looks like it was woven by a country girl at first glance, but in reality, it has a preservation magic attached to it, and each flower petal has a magic effect. There are a variety of gifts, including gifts with one's name written on them that show an eerie obsession.

Excluding the gifts sent by nobles, one wonders whether there are any gifts sent by ordinary people that are so great, but the moment she sees a penis larger than her forearm, said to have been taken from a giant wolf called Horn Wolf, sent by a female adventurer, the woman's sincerity is greater than expected. I thought it was scary.

“... Can I just take this to the magic tower and sell it?”

“Uh, hmm! I'm also a bit troubled, but I don't think it's a good idea to take and sell something you received as a gift out of sincerity.”

Looking at his bitter expression, I couldn't help but understand the mountain of gifts scattered around here.

“What is that?”

“Uh...”

Hwarim was looking at the gifts with me behind me, and with her bare hand, she picked up the dried horn wolf's penis that I had carefully placed in the wrapping paper.

I also didn't want to grab it myself, so I held on to it with its wrapping paper still on.

“It's hard, so it's smoked... No, I think it's just something that was left out to dry without doing anything, but it smells really bad.”

As men, we recognized what it was at a glance, but Hwarim couldn't recognize the object and just held it tightly with both hands, saying, 'It's sturdy.' He said this and was swinging it like a baseball bat, so I had no choice but to tell him the truth.

“... That's a wolf's penis.”

“... Hmm?”

“You know Horn Wolf? Why, a wolf as big as a chariot that rushed forward with its lightning-shaped horns.”

“... I vaguely remember it.”

“That's the wolf's penis... I mean, it's a dick. That.”

“...What, what!”

Swish!

“Ugh! Why did you throw it at me?”

After hearing what I said, Hwarim belatedly realized the identity of the object she was holding, blushed to the limit, and hurriedly threw it away.

thud!

Poseok-

The wolf's completely dry penis hit a piece of furniture and was shattered.

The fact that Vincent and I cringed when we saw that was a bonus.

Hwarim turned in the opposite direction of the smashed object and told me to quickly remove that ugly object and told Vincent to leave.

“Hmm... Hmm! Ah, anyway! Since I'm already here, I'd like to get some guidance here and there.”

“Ah, yes. Let's do that. Now that I think about it, it might be a bit difficult to get off the car here.”

Before leaving the room, Vincent told us that we could take anything along with a small box of tea leaves that he had prepared for us.

After hearing those words, Hwarim looked around, picked up a small fan that seemed to have been sent as a gift from a nobleman, and immediately went outside.

        
            Vincent led us to the basement of the hotel.

“Let’s go to the restaurant in the basement. I heard that when designing the building, the food warehouse was in the basement, so the restaurant was also accidentally moved in, but I've been there a few times and it's neater than I thought. There are probably no other drivers here now, so let’s take it easy.”

“I’m looking forward to the taste of tea.”

“Is that so? Even looking at this, my teacher praised me and said that the car rides amazingly well, so you can look forward to it.”

Unlike the main entrance on the first floor, the entrance to the basement was at the back of the building.

At first glance, the basement is much larger than expected and can accommodate any type of siege weapon. At first glance, one would think that the main area was not the knights' quarters, but rather the numerous warehouses located deep inside.

“It’s pretty big, isn’t it?”

“Oh, you mean underground here?”

“Yes. It's much larger than the knights' quarters above. Is there a reason?”

“I've only heard it, but why, if a war breaks out by surprise, don't they try to destroy the enemy's most important facilities first? So, it is said that the knights' quarters had a strong underground shelter built to maintain power from surprise magical bombardments in case of emergency.”

“I don’t know who came up with it, but it seems like a good idea.”

“I heard that there was actually a case that made me consider designing such a structure. Long ago, in the early days of the empire, many demons descended on the earth and roamed around. I don't even remember the name of the city, but... I heard that a demon named Baphomet, who had escaped from the fight against the imperial army, rained magic down from above and landed on the city, causing the city to be buried one level below the ground and the people there to be wiped out. So, I heard that our accommodation was like this based on that story. Of course, I honestly doubt whether it will prevent attacks from demons who are skilled in ancient magic.”

'Is this a bomb shelter concept?'

Know-how gained from long wars.

The people here also seem to have developed into such thorough preparations since there are so many demonic beasts flying in the air and they are frequently annihilated by surprise attacks.

Only then did I realize why most of the facilities, including the weapons warehouse and food material warehouse, had been demolished underground, and at most things like stables and a parade ground were exposed outside.

“To the right here.”

'This is the place.'

Vincent enters the large hallway divided by the intersection to the right.

Even though I walked quite a bit, the basement was so large that a carriage could go all the way inside the grocery storehouse.

After seeing that, Hwarim and I slow down our steps and look around.

Information about the Knights Templar that I kept in my head thanks to Feria.

I looked around, remembering that there was a food warehouse, a weapons warehouse, and a facility guarded by a wizard inside.

To the right of the intersection was the food warehouse connected to the restaurant, as Vincent said, and to the left was the entrance to the weapons warehouse.

Next, the hallway leading straight to the front took on a shape that clearly meant that this was the place we were looking for.

'Is that where Atyr is stored?'

A hallway that alone reveals overwhelming hostility towards outside intruders.

The red bandages that are mercilessly pasted from the ceiling to the walls and floor of the hallway have golden magic letters written in the center shining from time to time, giving priority to visual warnings to unauthorized guests.

And at the very end of the hallway, there were wizards wearing old-fashioned clothes instead of robes and armor on their arms and legs, and they were looking at us with their brimmed hats slightly raised while wearing masks.

'Are you always so prepared? I feel like it's a bit excessive.'

The pointed staffs, which were similar in length to the spears they were holding, were already filled with magical power condensed from the atmosphere.

“... This place is not a spectacle. Pass by quickly.”

When the two wizards realized that we were spirit sick, they chased us away in a quiet, yet solemn voice.

I feel unfair because I just stared.

“... I haven’t even set foot in the hallway, but it’s too much.”

Hwarim looks at the wizards and begins to think deeply.

It seems like he's comparing himself to the wizards he's seen on the battlefield.

“There are two.”

“How about it?”

“Looking at their momentum, they seem to be wizards who only thought about battle and dug in.”

“Is that so as expected? I had no idea they would deploy such a force until the very end.”

Battle wizards are specialists who pour all their talents into the quest for killing magic.

Unlike ordinary wizards who study to discover the essence of magic and the laws of the world, they are wizards who belong to places like the Magic Corps and specialize only in annihilating enemies.

If I think about the wizards and elders from the Immortal Institute that I dealt with in the past, they would not even be able to reach the toes of the two wizards standing over there.

It's something that only comes to mind now, but wouldn't it have been more convenient if I had that kind of power and fought with me in the basement when we attacked the demon's castle?

'Of course, it means that the things inside that they are guarding are important.'

At that time, we hear Vincent looking for us from inside the huge restaurant.

“I'm sorry, but could you two please find a teacup together? It's been so long since I came here that I don't even know where I am.”

“Yes. Please wait a moment.”

After confirming the location of the warehouse, we entered the restaurant.

“It’s delicious, for sure. It can't be compared to things like black tea that are commonly served.”

“Is that so? I am a man who is sincere when it comes to cars. As a country noble, I was so busy doing other things that I almost forgot that I was a noble at times, but the only time I was reminded of myself as a noble was when I had time to drink tea like this. Haha!”

Vincent's car was worth the hard work he put into it.

Even though the tea leaves are steeped in warm water, the cold feeling you get on your lips the moment you bring the cup to your mouth.

A scent that conveys that feeling and seriousness that enters your mouth and nose.

Hwarim, who prefers alcohol to tea, began drinking tea with her legs crossed to see if the scent and taste were good.

I also drank tea and listened to his story, but I thought that if he continued like this, his sincere opinions about cars would continue endlessly, so I stopped talking.

“By the way, Vincent. Do you know what the warehouse on the other side, especially in the middle, is?”

“Yes? Ah, the warehouse that those wizards are guarding.”

“The defense was very bad. Oh, I would like another cup of tea.”

Vincent thought for a bit, but when he heard that I asked for tea, he was happy and answered by pouring tea from the pot.

“Um... actually. It contains various data and research results on soul diseases. I heard that the officers who manage Atyr also come here... but I'm not sure about that.”

“From what you’re saying, it seems like you’ve seen it in person. Have you tried going in?”

“I went in a few times to run errands for the commander. In addition to those, there are also items that could be considered personal items of the corps commander or weapons that could cause serious trouble if handled carelessly. Recently, at the command of the corps commander, I brought four swords that gave off an ominous atmosphere... Ah! I remember. I remember that when I went inside, there was a box containing Athir and the wizard who brought it.”

“I see. Rather, is it the sword that the corps commander told you to bring?”

“Yes. It was a sword. They were swords that I didn't know if they were magic swords or what they were, and they threw items that smelled of blood at me and said, 'The long sword is something that would make a crazy person angry if he found out about it, so don't tell me and take it quietly.' You said that.”

“It looks like it’s quite spacious inside. I see that there are a lot of various items, starting with weapons.”

Even though the story about Atir came up, I deliberately pretended not to be too interested and continued the conversation with an expression that seemed to be enjoying the tea.

What he actually wants to know is that they are items related to soul disease, but on the outside, he pretends to be interested in the items that the corps commander told him to keep.

“No. It's not as wide as you think. The walls inside are much thicker than expected, probably because they prevent penetration from the outside. Right now, there are only a few artifacts in the middle of the warehouse, except a box for storing Atyrs, a bunch of papers with research logs, and the sword that the corps commander told me to keep.”

Vincent feels completely at ease with us and easily reveals everything he knows.

At this level, even though I usually don't hesitate to take advantage of others, I feel guilty for taking advantage of him.

“Do you know the wizards in front of you?”

“I’m not sure about the position. Instead, we know that they are members of the ‘Golden Archives’, a magic corps that protects the five royal families, who received professional training in the royal castle.”

Vincent says so and talks about their majesty, as if he knows a lot about it out of interest.

“... So, unless they have poured everything into preparing for magic, it is not easy for them to lose 1:1 to someone.”

“... I see.”

“Wizards... are definitely strong. The magicians I saw on the battlefield were the only ones that surpassed my common sense. They must have been even stronger if they had been trained professionally.”

'After all, there is nothing easy in this world.'

To make matters worse, there is an unexpected monster guarding the main gate of the Order, and there is even a guard dog with magic fangs embedded in its body to show its strictness.

'... Are you going to replace the ingredients that go into the knights' quarters with spoiled ones?'

At this point, I think it might be better to hope that the two wizards accidentally get enteritis and leave.

That's because wizards are difficult beings.

'Aren't there going to be variables?'

It was a time when I was seriously considering starting early morning prayers, wondering if anything would change if I prayed to Deshade, a god I only serve in name, as I was in a shitty situation that was not going to be resolved easily.

Coo!

“What, what?”

“Hmm? What a shock...”

A strong shaking occurred in the basement where we were, and at the same time, a loud impact sound was heard.

It sounds like a castle gate being struck down with a battering ram.

The sound wasn't that far away.

        
            “This seems to be the center.”

“Let’s go out.”

As soon as Vincent got up with a serious expression on his face, we followed him outside.

What I found was a group of green armor.

The Soul Knights had entered the basement of the knights' quarters.

In the middle, the second son of the duke's family, who is said to have come in before us, is looking straight ahead with a mean-looking smile on his face.

Seeing that one Soul Knight's green armor had black scorch marks caused by magic, this must have been the cause of the noise.

'It was a very strong magic from what I heard, but were you able to withstand it?'

The sound of wizards shouting can be heard from inside the passage they were in.

“Zeke Hill Macren! Go away! No matter how much he is the legitimate son of Duke Sieghill, he will not accept any more disrespect than this!”

“So, I’m telling you to quietly get out of the way? I'll just check what they did to the inside and see if they put all that effort into it. And I also have orders from members of the royal family.”

“You probably said it last time, right? That alone is not enough. Didn't you say you need a letter from the Gaia Church's elder level and the magic tower's seal? I don't know if you received the Legion Commander's seal, but there's no way you have it. If you want to take out Atyr, follow the established procedures!”

“Macren. In my past, as a wizard who was indebted to the Sieghill family, when it comes to soul disease, no matter how royal, even if your father, whom I was unable to protect, comes back alive-”

The battle wizards look with determination in their eyes and swing their wands widely, drawing a circle and speaking.

““No one can cross this place unless they go through legal procedures.””

The smile disappeared from the second son's mouth after hearing those last words.

“How dare you... put our family’s name on the topic of an incompetent fugitive?! This Sieghill Macren, I will never forgive you!”

As soon as the second son's scream ends, the Soul Knights begin to walk into the narrow hallway.

At the same time, the red bandages they trampled wrapped around the Soul Knights, sparking with tremendous force.

The power is so strong that our bodies from far away feel numb.

Moreover, the Soul Knights wrapped in bandages who continued to advance in front of him should have been fried and reduced to ashes in an instant.

However, the Soul Knights paid no attention and continued to rush inward, ripping off the bandages on their bodies, and when the wizards saw this, they could not stand it any longer and fired out colorful streams of magic.

Each spell is as fast as lightning and inflicts fatal damage.

Holding grip-

However, the Soul Knights appear to be fully prepared for magic and continue to strike inward, halving the power of the magic.

When Vincent sees that, he can't stand it anymore and steps forward and shouts.

“Zeke Hill! Stop it!”

The second son, who heard his shout, slowly turned to the side.

“... Vincent. Is this lowly country knight trying to complain about my work again? I'm busy right now, so it would be best to just go quietly.”

“Don’t you realize how thoughtless what you are doing right now is?! It is the foundation of the kingdom, a place where secrets about soul diseases are contained! Even if it is an order from the royal family, it is not a place you can enter on your own unless you have permission from the Church of Gaia and the seal of the Magic Tower Lord!”

“I just came to get Atyr, which will be the material for Soul Knight. I'm planning to leave this evening to catch a murderer for this city. If I go through the procedures and receive Atyr in the evening, when are you telling me to make more Soul Knights?”

“Isn’t that a personal matter? Please step back. You are now in the barracks of Legion Commander Helias.”

The second son's eyes widened with anger after hearing Vincent's words.

“That damn corps commander, corps commander! Is there only the corps commander's dog here? What's so great about an old man who was lucky enough to survive until now? If our Sieghill family had survived, the current territory of the kingdom would not have been the walls built by these cowards, but the city of the demon spirit far away would have been the front line!”

After saying that, the second son took the Soul Knights out from inside.

In one Soul Knight's hand was Atyr, and in the other Soul Knight's hand was a box containing the research log that Vincent had mentioned.

“Off...”

And an audible groan.

The battle wizards were injured and collapsed while resisting the Soul Knights.

'It's really coming to an end.'

Behaviors that can now be called the realm of madness.

Even though his family's qualifications are no longer in question, the corps commander is letting him go.

'Is there any benefit to be gained by letting him act like this?'

So I think a little deeper to find out his thoughts.

The corps commander who lets the killer go, and Sieghill who tries to prove the competence of his Soul Knights by catching the killer.

I'm trying to think about what role this foolish second son and his actions have in the overall incident, as if I can't see anything.

'... It's still not enough.'

But it was impossible for now.

The thoughts of the corps commander are that I am not yet at a level where I can match the old man's cunning.

'It might be a long way to the destination.'

In the meantime, Sieghill noticed us behind us late and slowly approached us.

“... There are some ingredients to put into Soul Knight.”

“... Please step back. They are my guests.”

“Not anymore.”

After saying that, Sieghill picks up the artir he just took out and gives an order to us.

“Come this way. Soul disease.”

But that command doesn't work.

Unlike common soul diseases, we are relatively free.

Unless there is an emergency, those who listen to those orders are affiliated with the Deshade Church for the time being, so other people's orders will not work.

“... What is it?”

I would have said “. They are soul soldiers from other affiliations who have no reason to follow your orders.”

My second son clicks his tongue with an annoyed expression on his face, but when he looks at my face, he frowns even more.

“... Ah, I see. You're the one who punched me, thinking you were the bishop back then. I remembered.”

“Irim. Have you ever met?”

“About once.”

‘The guy keeps things like that around. Even though it was my fault.'

For a moment, I was horrified by the fact that I still remembered something that happened so long ago, but what he said next made me even more upset.

“... Consider yourself lucky today. There are two Soul Knights I'm planning to make today, but I can't take any more time, so I'll just leave it at that. Shut up, Vincent. It looks like the woman behind you is a woman who takes you around in exchange for her nightly service. You have a good eye.”

A verbal abuse directed at Hwarim.

As I was standing behind Vincent, I suddenly saw the back of his neck with strong blood and veins.

And I, too, clenched my fist and thought about creating a magic sword and splitting the guy's head, but Hwarim quietly grabbed my wrist and sent me backwards, unfolding the fan I had taken from Vincent's room a little while ago and moving forward while covering my face. I went out.

“I’m sorry, but it’s not that kind of relationship. We are just comrades and close friends.”

“Ha! Soul bottle and knight?”

“Yes, spirit bottles and knights.”

“They play well with lowly things.”

After saying that, Hwarim pressed the shoulders of both of us tightly, indicating that we should stay still, and then continued.

“How are you doing? Unlike us lowly people, are noble people flocking together?”

“... Of course it's different from you guys. There are many people behind me who recognize my true worth and provide support.”

“Isn’t that just taking advantage of your blood as a businessman? I don't think that's the type of friend.”

“... Shut up.”

Sieg Hill’s quiet, but unsure answer.

Charuk-

Without stopping, Hwarim folds her fan and points to his back.

“Nothing good will come of living with such a sharp attitude as if there is nothing to be afraid of in the world. In order to live long, you must know how to get along with others.”

“...”

Sieghill stopped for a moment after hearing Hwarim’s words.

The two of us, him standing in the middle of the soul knights without any emotions, and Hwarim with her hand on his shoulder.

Is the person standing next to you someone you can talk to or someone you cannot talk to?

He turns around and walks away, dragging the silent Soul Knights who do not come forward on his behalf.

And so the conversation was cut off.

I thought I was disconnected.

Sieghill Macren said one last word to us before leaving.

“... Hmph! They say that mental illness does not match age and appearance, but looking at the way he spoke, was he an old man? Vincent, your tastes are very refined. How dare you play around with someone who is no different from an old woman like that. It's so pitiful.”

“...!”

'Eek!'

At the last moment, Hwarim, who had heard Vincent call her an old man, got angry and tried to swat at us and run forward, but Vincent and I managed to stop her by grabbing her arms.

When I grabbed his arm, I felt a tremendous amount of force being put into my body, and I was seriously trying to jump out with the intention of killing him.

“... That bastard. I'll definitely cut it with my own hands someday.”

“Hold on... I can’t bear to tell you.”

“Well... please let go of your anger. Hwarim.”

“Ha... Lee Rim.”

“Uh, yes.”

“Don’t misunderstand. I'm not as old as I thought.”

“Uh... okay.”

I barely reply, avoiding Hwarim's sharp gaze, which is straight at me.

If I had to say it myself, I thought it would be much more helpful for that person to die, but I thought it wasn't enough right now and looked at the wizards lying in the back.

“Queunnng...”

He then asks Vincent to help them and approaches them to check their condition.

The wizards seemed to have harpoons in their bones, so they leaned in without even warning us to stop us from getting closer to the warehouse.

Pretend to help and carefully look inside the warehouse.

What remains inside is a shelf displaying the remaining Artirs that the Soul Knights had picked up.

And several swords further behind that.

There were swords in white, black, red, and gray scabbards, respectively.

'huh?'

As I looked at those swords, I suddenly felt an eerie feeling.

Of the four, my eye was drawn to the gray swords on the far right.

They are ‘swords’.

While the others only have one sword, there are dozens of identical-looking swords in gray scabbards, tied together in one place.

Even though it was lying still, it was a sword that gave me the creeps that made me think it was aiming for my neck.

“... step back.”

“Ah, yes.”

We helped the wizard, who was complaining of pain, temporarily fix the shattered door with magic while supporting his body, and then took them to the ground.

'There is no need to steal Atyr right now. Since we've definitely found out the location, let's move on to the last part.'

We took the wizards to the Gaia Church's treatment room, then parted ways with Vincent and returned to our lodgings.

        
            When I returned to the dorm, everyone, including Deshade, was quite relaxed, as today was a day when soul soldiers could not come out of the barracks.

'Has Raines woken up yet?'

I went up to the second floor for a moment to see if Raines had woken up while we were away.

However, all I saw inside the room was Gombangi, who could not stand the boredom, and saw the strange figure of him doing push-ups inside the room.

I don't know what the bear that Eila brought in learned from the elf druid who is said to be the Beastmaster, but he is exercising on his own consistently and strengthening his already muscular body even more.

There was still some time left until dinner, so while I was resting on the first floor, Peria came back.

Squeak-

“I went there...”

“Come... Why are they all dying?”

When Peria returned, she had dark circles under her eyes.

Peria came in without answering and threw herself on the bench, probably because she was very tired.

Then he speaks without even raising his face.

“No matter what I do, I can’t sleep. It's getting worse, that spider web-like magical power. When I try to sleep, I keep getting the feeling that something is sticking to my body?”

“I don’t know if there are sleeping pills left... Should I look for them?”

“That’s it. Relying on medicine only lasts for a day or two.”

Seeing him like that makes me feel a little sorry.

Peria is the busiest of all of us right now.

He says he can't sleep, so he wanders around the city during the day, revising information on passages that have been blocked due to the invasion of pagans, and looking for new back openings. At night, he goes into back alleys to collect information.

Ultimately, people need to sleep to relieve fatigue, but even though they say it's too hard to sleep, they move so much that it's safe to say that they're on the verge of death from overwork.

“... Would it be better if I died once?”

“... I think the fatigue will remain the same even if you die and are resurrected. Should I make you something sweet like I made you last night?”

“I’ll just accept your thoughts, thank you. But eating it doesn't help. I feel even more drowsy, but I feel like my magical powers have become more sensitive, as if spider webs are clinging to me in a more creepy way.”

Now that he's saying things like that without being serious, I feel like I want to do something about it.

Hwarim, who was meditating with Peria, relaxes her posture and goes to sit on the long chair where Peria is.

“Come up a little and take a look. I'm going to relieve you.”

Hwarim places Peria's face on his thighs and then transfers magical power to his hands to stroke Peria's back.

“Hmm... This is getting a little easier...”

'It seems like a massage using energy.'

Hwarim's hand moves as if stirring water, starting from the back and circling the whole body, and Peria makes a noise like an old man.

“ character. Wake up and see.”

“Ugh...”

Next, I lifted Peria's face and made her sit on my lap and started stroking the front of her body, and Peria just fell limp like a cat and surrendered herself to my hand.

Hwarim, who saw that, gave him a massage for a while and said, 'Is this enough?' Then he started massaging Peria’s cheek.

“... What are you doing?”

“I’m getting paid for the massage. You don’t like it?”

“... No. It's okay, but um. Now that I've relaxed my body, there's no time to stay like this.”

Thanks to Hwarim, his fatigue seemed to have been relieved to some extent. Before Peria got up for the last time, he grabbed her hand, pressed it to his cheek, rubbed it, and then got up.

Then, after calling everyone, we gathered a table in the middle of the hall, created a simple conference room, and started talking.

“ character. Now we have gathered all the information we wanted. What I'm talking about from now on is a plan I came up with alone. If you have any opinions, please tell me right away.”

Peria places the map on the table and explains.

“On the day of escape, the carriage and Gombangi will first be hidden in a building in the refugee camp outside the castle. When we escape, we will be able to get out of the castle in an instant with the power of Astesia.”

“With this many people, it would be a bit of a burden since the magic consumption would be high, right? Isn’t it better to save that power just in case?”

Aila was the first to attack.

“Of course, I thought that too, but the city situation has changed a lot. According to the stories of the guys in the back alley, all passages were completely blocked, so they could only go back and forth through the gate. There is still an unknown surveillance in our lodgings, so if we are to move, the only way is to pretend that there is no movement inside the castle and then use the power of Astesia to make a surprise move.”

Peria next refers to the Gaia Church within the city.

“The thing to watch out for is the Paladin of the Gaia Church. It would be okay if Astesia was alone, but considering the number of people and the distance, Paladin will definitely react.”

“Will the Church of Gaia also send chasers?”

This time, Thistle poses a question.

“Okay. The Paladin will definitely react, but I don't know if it will be the entire Paladin or the Paladin alone. But the important thing is that now the Gaia Church has heard that there is a killer who killed even the knights, so they have placed the knights on standby in the temple and closed the door.”

“What is that sound?”

“It’s not a very good situation for us. If there were no killers, the Holy Knights would have gone elsewhere for support as usual, and we would have been able to take advantage of that opportunity to escape the city. However, with the killers now sweeping through the city, if we all use the power of Astesia to escape at once, , there is a high possibility that the fully prepared Holy Knights will immediately follow after feeling the power of the devil's magic used by Astesia.”

“One murderer can have such an impact on us.”

“I had no idea that there would be so many variables caused by just one person.”

This applies not only to the Holy Knights but also to the Knights Templar.

It was taken into account that if the spirit soldier forced his way out of the territory of the Kingdom Alliance, the knights of the legion would chase him.

Soul sickness is the foundation of the kingdom, so rumors that even one person has escaped from the kingdom should not be spread and give other soul sicks an opportunity to have strange thoughts.

With the creation of just one precedent, the souls who are in despair begin to look for any gaps in their own way with hope.

As the prisoner's desire for freedom is more desperate than the guard's wish for the prisoner to remain quiet, no matter how well you guard yourself, the soul soldiers will one day find a gap in the language somewhere between thorough orders.

So, it is certain that the Legion will come to catch us, even if it means risking their lives and mobilizing the Knights to eradicate the beginning of hope.

In a situation where it is confirmed that the knights are chasing them, the situation of the knights, who are already tense because of the killer and have not gone anywhere under the command of the corps commander, is not a good situation for us.

The first thing to do is to somehow loosen the rigid atmosphere of the city and return it to its original state.

'Or, if a paladin or a paladin disappears from the city for some reason, the burden will be reduced by half, so that's good.'

Peria took out the notebook she usually took notes in.

“So, I think the only way to catch the killer ourselves is to use any means at a time when everyone is passive. Otherwise, the probability of success goes down significantly.”

“But to be honest, I don’t think we can catch that killer even if we all rush in.”

When Peria asked to catch the killer, Hwarim came forward.

“Is the killer that strong?”

“If we look at it calmly, we might be able to fight head-on if everyone fights. But for some reason, the guy made a move to avoid the fight. As of now, if he runs away without thinking about fighting, we won't be able to catch up.”

“That's right. Since the only way to chase them is to follow the back of the head, and since it also uses the strength of Grain's arms, it would be better to give up the idea of a proper siege.”

“If the older sisters who saw him in person say that, well... I guess I should think differently.”

Peria thought hard for a while and then came up with a different opinion.

“Then how about this? Just like he does, we hit and run too.”

“Huh? How?”

“It is possible if you have Deshade and Astesia.”

After saying that, Peria dragged Astesia, who was next to Thistle, by the hand and brought her to face the map.

“Deshade. With this range, you can see in detail which alleys people are wandering around, right?”

Feria shows God a wide area of no-go areas blocked off by the killer, with lines drawn in red ink.

“It is possible.”

“Good. And Astesia.”

“, yes?”

“If it’s a short distance, wouldn’t it be possible to use that power several times?”

“Ah, I see. This is a commercial district, so there are quite a few buildings with doors at the back. As I said, at this distance within the area, it can be done several times since it requires less effort.”

“Good. And if you only move two or three people a short distance, even Paladins probably won't be able to react. Use that to track him down if he runs away, and if he runs in to kill you, deal with him appropriately, then run away and form a siege.”

“Is it herd hunting? It’s not bad.”

Peria's plan was quite detailed considering it had been thought about for just a moment.

I don't know why, but I have received information that the killer always causes more than one victim a day.

In that case, he will come into the alley again tonight and soak his sword in blood.

Peria also offered one more bait for the perfect plan.

“In addition, in the alley today, Sieg Hill, the second son of that idiot operative, is said to be leading the Soul Knights to set up a raid to catch the killer. Without us having to find the killer first, he will scatter the Soul Knights and reduce the search range.”

When Hwarim heard the story, he suddenly started stroking his sword.

“That guy came into the alley. The opportunity to keep my promise to cut him down has come quickly.”

Looking at Hwa-rim's eyes, other people were filled with such anger that they would have mistakenly thought that Hwa-rim was a killer walking around the alley.

It seems that the word ‘old’ made him so angry.

“... Why don’t you hold on?”

“It’s a joke.”

'No, it doesn't really seem like a joke.'

Feria then explained to us the detailed geography of the blockade area in as much detail as possible and had us memorize it.

It was especially crazy that Aila and I had to sit in front of the table until the very end and take the test.

“Now, what did you tell me to do in the alley behind the flower shop in the northeast?”

“Uh... Did I tell you to go into the alley on the right if you're being chased, and go into the alley on the left if you're being chased?”

“Wrong! You stupid sister! I told you there are three passages in this alley!”

“No... Even if you say that, geography is a disease...”

Peria hands the map to Eila, whose shoulders are unusually slumped, and asks her to memorize it again, then asks me a question.

“Huh... Next is oppa.”

“... Uh.”

“Imagine meeting the killer at this scented candle store. What should I do?”

“... kill?”

“Hey Mr. You idiot! I told you just now that this is a single road, so if you press all the way to the front, you can surround it with others!”

“No, how do you memorize all that...”

I don't know why I've been unable to get up from my seat for several minutes now because of Peria's detailed plan.

Next to her, Eila sees Peria, who is so cautious and nervous today, and she starts crying and asks me to help her, but I am in the same situation.

After so much time had passed and we still couldn't fully understand the plan, Peria had no choice but to use another method.

“Ha... I tried to put the two together for mobility reasons, but it wouldn't work. Aila stays with Hwarim, and her brother stays with Enin.”

“Huh?! Wait, I hate that! If I stay with Hwarim, she keeps nagging me!”

“Wait a minute, I don’t like it. Isn’t that what I’m going to do?!”

When Aila screamed, Hwarim, who was sitting next to us and constantly scolding Aila for being stupid and beating Jiri in her head, got angry and said something to Peria.

“I think I’m okay? Even though the two of you bicker, you get along well.”

However, Enin looked at me after Peria's words and said it was okay.

But even for a moment, Enin thought about something and expressed a different opinion to Peria.

“... Still, if you think about mobility, I think it would be better for Sisul and Lee Rim to go together.”

“Huh? Why?”

“There is a saying called hammer and anvil. I have heavy armor, so it would probably be difficult to catch up with him in terms of mobility. So, go with Sisul.”

“Really? When you say it like that, it seems better.”

At first, I thought it would be good if we teamed up with Enin, but I thought it would be better if it turned into a cat-and-mouse chase, so I accepted it.

“Good. Then Enin, please stay next to Astesia and Deshade. There is a possibility that he might come out and aim for us first.”

“Please just trust me. Hehe.”

When I obediently accepted that opinion, Enin pounded his chest with his fist and puffed it out.

After revising the combination and looking at the map again, Peria said something unintelligible to Enin.

“... Are you okay with that?”

“... It's okay. I just like being next to you.”

'What do you mean?'

When I raised my head to hear the story with no context, Peria pressed my head and told me to quickly look at the map.

We had a quick dinner and got ready before it got completely dark.

        
            “Deshade. Do you feel any movement?”

“Not yet.”

Down the shadowy alley, I ask God if there is any movement of someone under his power, but there is still no message.

We are now waiting for our time.

When Sieghill's second son led the Soul Knights inside, the murderer, who creates at least one victim every day, would make his move.

If the killer collides with Sieg Hill, we will aim for the back, and if not and runs away, we can form a siege around the narrowed range of action of the killer.

Deshade continues to watch over this entire area, but there are no corpses on the ground yet.

He hasn't yet committed today's murder.

'Now that I think about it, is there really a reason to commit murder?'

Today, after saying the word, I feel a little strange.

Even if it is an ordinary serial killer, there is no such conscientious person who kills every day.

Intelligent serial killers usually thoroughly plan and execute over several weeks.

I heard that even if a murderer commits accidental murders, he or she often skips a few days before committing murder because he or she does not want to be caught.

We also have a rough idea of the killer's personality just by encountering him once.

He is not a cautious, thorough, emotional murderer.

In terms of personality, this guy is similar to those kind of planned murderers.

However, this killer does not commit premeditated killings, but rather shows a steady, daily routine, as if meeting a quota.

'It's a little strange.'

Although I am not well versed in the psychology of criminals, I could sense that this was strange.

'...There's a reason. Why is it necessary to commit murder?'

What exactly is that?

Does someone give you money if you commit murder, or is it a curse that forces you to commit murder every day?

“... Is it a sacrifice?”

For some reason, it seems like it would be roughly correct to say it is a sacrifice.

This guy clearly used the latent power in the Book of Wen Grain, which can destroy the soul of anyone.

Although we only heard the bell and couldn't tell where the arm came from, we were certain that he had a book.

However, considering that the people who had the book before had never made any special sacrifices to the devil's arm, it seems a bit out of place.

“Ugh. I think this is the end in my head.”

“What is it?”

“Something like a motive for murder. I've been wondering if there's a reason why he kills people like that every day, but I can't go into much detail.”

“Oh, that’s what you were thinking about.”

As I sighed, Thistle, who was crouching down next to me, hugged Claymore, looked at me, and smiled.

“Huh, I came out to catch a murderer. Are you laughing?”

“Yes? Ah, that's right. You can't smile. Hmm!”

When I pointed this out, Thistle stopped smiling and suddenly changed to a serious expression.

That sudden appearance is so funny that I laugh.

“Fu...hahahaha!”

“Huh? Lee Rim? Who was the person who told you just a moment ago that you shouldn't smile?”

In the end, when Thistle sees me laughing out loud, she puffs out her cheeks and gently pinches my cheek without hesitation but without causing any pain.

“... Wow, someone's eyeball is on the verge of falling out, but they gained weight.”

Seeing us like that, Peria stops looking at the map with sleepy eyes and says something.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Feria.”

“No. I'm fine, so why don't you at least relax like that before you start work?”

Peria says so and asks Eila to cast a spell on us.

Strictly speaking, what we are trying to do now is to deviate from the instructions of the security forces that ordered a curfew.

I don't want to reveal my identity and give the Gaia Church an excuse to move.

Of course, the thought of showing the face to the killer also made me feel a little creepy.

Eila gathers us together and casts a spell.

First, I cast a spell that made others see me differently, and then I cast a spell that obscured the appearances of Peria, Astesia, and Deshade who were outside.

The front of the leaf is a clear lake.

The back of the leaf is a hunter's hiding place.

You don't know where you are until the leaves turn over in the wind.

Which leaf is the rabbit that came to drink water?

Which leaf is the hunter with the bow loaded?

It will be revealed when you put your face into the water.

-Mimi Cry.

The arrow fired at the morning star hides its appearance.

The time when it is revealed is not when an arrow is pierced into Dawn's heart,

It must have been when the fairies who came to collect the dew raised their heads.

-Dunsell.

In order, the disguise magic of cognitive distortion and the magic of cover.

Today too, an even more disturbing spell enveloped us.

“Good! You will never get caught with this!”

“Good job. After all, you can move more comfortably if you think that you won't have to sell your face.”

“... Hmm? A group of souls have just entered the alley.”

Deshade, who was seeing Aela's lively sound and her magic for the first time, looked down at his body to see what had happened and reacted to something.

“It seems to be the soul of the man who is probably the second son of the duke you mentioned and the soul of the soul sick.”

“What is the location?”

“If this is how I feel, it will be roughly in the northeast.”

Deshade pointed to the upper entrance to the blockaded area.

Sieghill Macren seems to be planning to attack the killer head-on for now.

I ask Deshade to check once more.

“Is there anyone else wandering around the alley right now?”

“Not yet... Wait, a human just came in from the southwest.”

“How about it?”

“Did you say he was a murderer? There's no way to know that far, but even if he's not a murderer, he probably qualifies as one. If we only look at the solidity of the soul, the number of corpses piled up would be a thousand more.”

'There is a high probability that he is a murderer.'

Those of us who heard Deshade's words were almost certain.

At almost the same time as Sieghill led the Soul Knights in, the killer also entered from the other side.

“If this is the case, the duke's second son had been making a lot of announcements that he would enter the alley, so it would be assumed that the killer also heard the news and came in at the right time.”

“So does this mean that the second son is today’s prey?”

“I think that’s probably true? Maybe it's because I've been killing quite a few people so far, but Deshade said that no more heretics or passers-by could be identified. If you're planning on killing someone today, the person you're aiming for will definitely be that second son. So what are you going to do now?”

We all stand up and look at Peria.

“There is a high probability that two people will collide, so I will wait for now. And if you think you're fighting, you should move in that direction. ruler! To the location!”

Peria said that and had us stand in front of each door.

Ennin stays behind, Hwarim and Eila stand at the back door of the store on the left side of the alley, and I and Thistle stand at the door on the right.

While I was waiting, what Deshade said caught my attention.

‘The number of people killed is in the thousands. Considering your skills, it's not impossible... but isn't it too much?'

The number of people the killer is said to have sacrificed is beyond imagination.

Of course, God's power is not perfect, so it could be that he was confused or something, but a person who can kill more than a thousand people is only a number that can be reached by a soul soldier who fights indefinitely.

Even if you are a mercenary, soldier, or knight who makes a living from fighting, this is not a number you can easily reach.

'Even heretics wouldn't be able to reach that number. 'Seeing that they are still alive after killing so many of them, I need to be strong.'

At first, I thought about capturing him alive if I could, but after hearing that, I changed my mind and said that I should attack him with the mindset of killing him unconditionally.

“It’s close. Is it coming soon?”

Deshade continues to point out the locations of the two humans on the map with two fingers.

The killer's finger circled around Sieghill's finger, and eventually, when Sieghill seemed to have reached the depths of the alley, it gradually came closer -

“attached.”

Flash!

As Deshade spoke, a ray of magic rose into the sky.

'Zeek Hill used magic.'

“Good. Astesia!”

The magic becomes a signal for us and Peria gives instructions to Astesia.

“Trouimerai.”

Soon, Astesia, holding an iron cane, shouts a starter word and touches the doorknobs of the locked stores one by one, and we immediately grab the handles.

The back doors of the store were locked just moments ago.

With Astesia's power, those back doors were now connected to the door of the nearby store where the killer and Sieghill had just collided.

Suddenly-

The moment you open the door and go out -

“Yikes!”

Grumbling-

An arrow of red flame narrowly passed before our eyes.

'I almost started with my head pierced.'

Fortunately, as soon as the door opened, I felt something hot and quickly used my arms to stop Thistle from jumping out, so I barely survived.

“It looks like we are the ones behind it.”

“It is a single road, so if the siege is successful, it is a success.”

This is the view I saw as soon as I walked into the alley.

Still, Sieghill Macren seemed to have a slightly different skill level than the mediocre wizards that were spread out all over the place.

He was desperately reciting magic twice and shooting magic towards the killer.

However, the fact that he is chanting magic so desperately even though the Soul Knight is there means that he is already close to defeat.

As if to prove it, 6 of the 15 Soul Knights had already fallen on the floor.

It only takes about 10 seconds for us to notice the collision and transfer it.

In those 10 seconds, 6 people have already died.

The Soul Knights showed tremendous strength when dealing with the battle wizard in the basement of the knights' dormitory, but were instantly killed by the killer.

'If it's like this, it's one of two things. Either the Soul Knight is weak to an opponent holding a sword, or the killer is stronger than the Soul Knight.'

If you think about the experience of me and Hwarim fighting, it would probably be the latter case.

“What are you guys?”

Sieghill's face turned pale when he saw us appearing in front and behind.

But none of us were looking at Sieghill like that.

All we see is a killer.

The killer was steadily destroying the 7th Soul Knight with his sword even while Sieghill was shouting like that.

But the sword in his hand looks familiar.

'Gray scabbard?'

How did they get it?

Unlike before, where he brought a sword with no special features, the killer had several swords today.

Approximately 10 scabbards visible from the inside of the robe.

It was also a sword in a gray scabbard that was located in the basement of the knights' quarters and in the warehouse guarded by wizards.

The sword pulled out of its scabbard was giving me an eerie feeling.

“Irim, Irim!”

“Uh, yes?”

“Are you okay?”

“Ah... Yes.”

I finally came to my senses when I heard Thistle calling softly but urgently in my ear.

What on earth is that sword that makes me so rigid?

When it comes to fear, I've felt it quite a lot.

Although it is insensitive now, the fear of death was quite strong in the beginning.

But that too has become dull now.

Just as if you keep using a knife, the blade becomes dull, my fear of death is now at a point where I think it's quite worth enduring.

But that sword keeps reminding me of that first death.

“... Is Thistle okay?”

“Yes? I don't mind.”

Am I strange?

Thistle and the others on the other side seemed fine.

'No, that's not it.'

There is only one person, Hwarim, who is a soul sufferer like me, and he seems to be displeased with the sword, frowning as he does and making movements that seem quite relaxed compared to usual.

Aila, who saw this and felt strange, took a step forward and slightly covered her body, and only then did Hwarim's expression relax slightly.

I too was barely able to escape from this strange bind when Thistle stepped forward and held my hand firmly behind me.

“... What kind of situation is this?”

Take your eyes off the sword and look at the overall situation.

The gray swords were stuck in the bodies of the Soul Knights.

It appears that most of the swords were not that strong and broke as soon as they were inserted, so the killer had now drawn his eighth sword.

For a sword that was stored so strictly underground, it openly shows its consumable nature.

Although I was a bit curious as to how the killer got that sword, I decided to find out after killing him.

Due to our appearance, the battle has been temporarily halted.

In the middle is a fallen Soul Knight.

Back and forth, Sieghill and the killer.

And we surround them.

'Let's come to our senses.'

I press down on the fear and shout it out, taking a step forward.

“Grace’s killer! The atrocities end here!”

So the battle began again.

        
            Sieghill was not an idiot.

He understood why I deliberately went to the trouble of announcing the start of the battle by criticizing the killer.

Although he was suspicious and did not let down his guard, Sieghill began chanting magic, being more wary of the killer in front of him than of Aila and Hwarim who appeared behind him.

Even though there was a sword behind his back, he seemed to understand that we were not the enemy when he saw that it was not pointed at him.

“Thistle. Let’s go.”

“Yes. Lee Rim.”

After seeing the wizard chanting again, we quietly whisper to each other and go behind the scenes of the killer.

Thistle's claymore strikes down from above with strong divine power, and from the beginning, I convert the magic sword into a black sword and stab it through the center of its body.

Swish!

Kaaaang!

The killer tries to avoid it by jumping backwards and pushing it away with his sword.

'It's not just us who have to be careful.'

Kang-

Kagaang-

However, they could no longer back down from the fierce sword swings of the Soul Knights and raised their swords to fight back.

I thought that if we continued our joint attack like this, we might be able to easily suppress them with a numerical superiority.

But that was only for a moment, as the killer plunged his sword into the neck of a Soul Knight and killed him.

He then stamped his foot on Soul Knight's knee, forcing him to kneel -

Tatak-

'Did you run?'

Just like that, he stepped on his shoulder and jumped into the air.

At the same time, the sound of bells clearly heard in our ears in the air.

rattle-

“Back!”

All of us who knew what that sound meant ran backwards.

There is only one wizard whose identity is unknown.

Only Sieg Hill is in a daze, and when he hears my voice, he quickly piles up the Soul Knights.

Quad deud deuk-

The power given by Wen Grain was the same as usual, and this time the devil's arm swung diagonally.

Precisely towards Sieg Hill and Soul Knights.

The guy seemed to be trying to kill Sieg Hill and run away quickly, so he focused his attack in that direction.

But the result was something no one here expected.

Tuduk-tuk-

'what?'

The Soul Knights withstood the attack.

Although several of the Soul Knights at the front were completely destroyed, Sieghill survived thanks to the support of the remaining Soul Knights who were overlapping with the claws wielded by the devil's arm.

So I was angry.

'That damn bastard!'

The Hell Mimic attack is an attack that directly destroys the soul.

Even if it is a soul disease that can be resurrected, it is an attack that requires at least some protection from the attack.

Hwarim also suffered from that attack and his soul was damaged, making it difficult for him to wake up.

Sieghill ordered the Soul Knights to take such an attack head on.

The basis of Soul Knight is soul disease. Even if they are resurrected, will they be able to regain consciousness?

'I guess that's wrong.'

You will regain consciousness.

However, the pain will overwhelm them to the point where it would be better to lose consciousness.

Of course, I know that Sieghill doesn't know that far.

But to be honest, I think it would be more helpful from the soul soldiers' point of view if he died from the previous attack.

The killer, who momentarily shook us off and made the wizard stiff, moves on to his next move.

Tatak-

The killer did not fall from the air, but instead kicked off the wall and climbed onto the roof.

His original plan was probably to attack Sieg Hill and Soul Knights all at once and then break through head-on.

However, the killer seemed to be embarrassed by the fact that he could not completely finish off Sieghill even though he used the devil's power, which can produce strong destructive power by surprise, so his choice was a bit slow.

So it seems like he was thinking of escaping by climbing onto the roof.

However, it was a misjudgment on his part to climb onto the roof without walls.

“You better not think about jumping on the roof, right?”

Tootong-

Eila draws her bow at the killer who is on the roof, which is clearly visible.

Two arrows are flying, and the targets are the head and the heart, respectively.

On a dark night, in a sky with only a speck of moonlight, arrows containing the will to kill the enemy instantly were fired, aiming precisely at the killer's vital points.

Kakang!

The killer dexterously twisted his body and deflected an arrow filled with elf energy, but that was only the beginning.

“Huh? Let’s see who wins, right?”

chin-

“Sleep, don’t use other people’s shoulders as support!”

Aila quickly steps on Hwarim’s shoulder and stands on the wall.

Eila, barely able to stand on the wall with two feet side by side, pulled the bowstring and started rapid fire.

Concentration.

The time it takes for an elf archer to fall into a swamp of concentration is very short.

Tutu tong-

Arrows fly in groups of three each time they are fired, at intervals of no more than a few seconds.

window! Chachaechaeng!

All the places you aim for are vital points.

There is no place on the human body that is not a vital point in front of a sharply forged arrowhead, but what Aela is targeting is an even more vulnerable part of the body.

Head, heart, solar plexus, knees, airways, etc.

Since it is an elf's arrow that cannot be avoided, the decision to swat it away is forced.

The killer calmly struck down Eila's arrow, as if the flash of swordsmanship he had previously shown was not a lie.

But that only lasted a moment.

An elf's arrow is not something that humans naturally shoot to block unless they are a knight or something.

And even if you are a knight, the power of the arrow easily takes away your stamina, to the point that you might decide to hit it once or twice and then take cover.

Arms strong beyond humans.

A technique that supports the arrow to fly straight and targets only critical points by allowing for a slight error.

The killer, who shot down about 30 arrows in an instant, eventually reached his limit.

“Ugh!”

The killer lets out his first groan to those of us who have not even heard his voice, and then comes out and escapes by climbing down from the roof from a position beyond Hwarim.

Crack, tap, tap, crack-

“As expected, it’s fast.”

“Aila may be able to catch up, but it wouldn't be a good idea to fight her alone.”

The killer quickly turns around the alley and runs to a place where Aila's bow cannot reach.

And we start from here.

Rattling-

The door we just came out of opens of its own accord.

“Let’s get right into it.”

“Yes!”

Thistle and I jumped straight through that door and this time we came out into another alley.

Then, at the three-way intersection in front of us, we saw the killer running towards us and then stopping.

The moment the killer spots us and turns back to the alley next door -

“Hello! Is there something important going on? Seeing you walking so busily!”

“I also often enjoy night drinking. But when you come out so tired, how can you see the scenery?”

Hwarim and Aila open the door in the alley where the killer is heading and come out.

I slowly approach that killer.

“Give up.”

We purposely take a relaxed approach and approach slowly, but in reality, we are aware of it.

There is no such thing as a corner for this guy.

The killer can use his skills to escape from us at any time.

If we truly make a move to encircle, we will be the ones annihilated.

‘What you should aim for is superiority in numbers. In the end, there is only one enemy, and there are many of us. If several hunters are attached to one deer, the deer will run with even more power, and as long as we maintain a reasonable distance, the deer will get tired quickly.'

Peria planned a strategy to save stamina for a perfect victory.

“Attack!”

The timing is announced by deliberately shouting.

The moment everyone grabs their weapons and pounces on the killer -

“A bunch of stars.”

This time, he again used the same technique we saw yesterday.

But I have no intention of taking it head on.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

“!!!”

A series of movements swept through the alley, but the only things the killer cut down were artificial structures.

The moment the attack began, we fell back and were out of range.

As soon as the killer sees that, he gathers his movements and chooses one side.

Tatak-

It was Thistle and I who decided to attack.

'It seems like he thought Eila would be difficult to deal with.'

The other person probably thought highly of Aila.

After seeing Aila's bow skills and determining that she was an expert, she chose to attack us instead of Aila, who was difficult to deal with.

“I’m sorry, but I have no intention of dealing with you.”

“Lee Lim. Hurry up!”

Suddenly-

Instead of crossing swords with the killer, Thistle and I naturally opened the door of a store right next to us and threw ourselves in.

“Ah, this is the next one!”

As I crossed over to the other side of the gate, I returned to where the Perias were.

Move your body without stopping even for a moment.

“He turned towards the west.”

“, come this way!”

Deshade informs you of the killer's moves in real time.

Immediately Astesia opens the door, and we appear behind the killer who was chasing Hwarim and Aila.

“... Sheesh.”

The killer glances back to see us like that and clicks his tongue.

The two people lured the killer into a dead end, and the killer followed them into the alley, but now he was left alone.

“... A cluster of stars.”

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The killer uses the big technique from before again to create an obstacle by destroying the wall and the surrounding area, and then begins to escape.

'Does using only the same technology mean that you don't want to show anything more?'

The human frame of a murderer is being completed.

The guy is extremely reluctant to reveal his identity.

More precisely, he refuses to show all of his skills.

‘I understand now. It was like that even when I was with Vincent. It seemed like they just clashed swords and didn't want to reveal what kind of swordsmanship they were using.'

He probably has numerous skills, but he only uses one skill to get out of an unwanted situation with a multi-faceted attack.

Other techniques are never used, and other than killing with a single blow, the sword is not even touched.

“Let’s see how long we can hide it.”

In that case, all you have to do is make him reveal himself.

It takes away your stamina, makes you breathe faster, and makes you take off your mask.

        
            After that, the same thing as before was repeated.

If a killer approaches, we formulate a formation for a long-term fight to prevent him from leaving the back alley area. If he refuses and runs away, we drive him to a single path and attack again.

“... A cluster of stars.”

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-

He continues to use great techniques to escape, and we barely escape from there.

As we repeated the chase and retreat while maintaining a certain distance, the guy's stamina fell first.

“... Phew.”

'Is this the end?'

In the end, the killer stands still in the middle of the intersection and takes a deep breath.

Looks like he's about to make a decision.

Unlike us, who had to move long distances with the power of Astesia, the killer continued to run with magical power imbued into his legs from beginning to end.

If you continue to infuse magical power into one side of the body instead of letting it go all the way through, the rate at which it will be depleted will be much faster, but the amount of magical energy it possessed was beyond our imagination.

The guy stopped because his muscles got tired before his horsepower.

This siege is cross-shaped.

At each intersection, there was a single road, and we were each standing in an alley, each in charge of the passage through which he could escape.

Hwarim taunts the killer who finally stops.

“Are you going to give up now? In that case, it would have been better if they had done everything they could to cut us down from the beginning.”

“... That's what I'm going to say. If you knew you were watching, wouldn’t it have been better to just quietly step back?”

“Because I enjoy fighting.”

“He knew his subject, but more than that, he was a crazy person with a wrong head. It was quite difficult to catch it.”

A slightly hoarse voice came out from within the black hood.

This is the first voice I hear other than when using technology.

But I immediately realized it wasn't a real voice.

The guy is deliberately making a hoarse sound to hide his own voice.

“This is the end of what we are looking at. Finish here and go back.”

“You can’t do that.”

“... Why are you risking your life to chase me?”

“Because your existence is a hindrance to us.”

“Is there any reason to interfere? I don't think I've done any harm to you.”

“Anyway, there is.”

The killer does not hastily swing his sword and continues talking with his sword hanging down.

I looked at Eila to see if there was something he was aiming for, but the elf seemed to be unable to hear any sound and shook his head horizontally.

I don't like one-sided questions and answers.

So, I try to find out a little bit of what he is hiding.

“Why are you trying to run away with such skills?”

“I’m not running away. It's about choosing the one that's certain.”

“It only sounds like an excuse.”

“Think whatever you want. If I had cared about what other people thought in the first place, I wouldn't be doing this.”

As the killer said that, he unsheathed one of the gray swords he carried on his back from his waist and placed the tip on the ground.

Thump thump-

A slightly hollow sound echoing off the floor.

“If so, that technology would be good. It’s been a while so I don’t know if it will work out well.”

The killer hears the sound, moves about two steps to the side, and then slams the scabbard again.

Thump thump-

This time there was a heavy, full sound.

The killer hears the sound, raises his head, hides his face in the shadow of the hood, looks in our direction, and says:

“I never thought there were still people who lack fear. I always feel this, but the percentage of stupid people among humans is too high. That's why not everyone lives long.”

He says that and bows down.

“I will instill fear in you. Remember this horror and never appear here again.”

'Is it coming?'

Magical power gathers in the killer's arm.

After seeing that, we prepare again as before.

A technique that he said was incredible.

Since they already knew the range, everyone just backed away slightly and stayed out of the range.

But we soon realized that we had underestimated him.

“Spider well.”

Pachang!

'uh?'

It happened in an instant.

This time there was no flash of light.

After completing the action, the killer puts his sword in the ground,

As it is, the floor collapses.

It was only after we crashed to the ground that we could see the remnants of the flash.

'Did you cut the floor?'

What is revealed is a drainage system with a complex structure that is empty inside.

The underground waterways at the bottom of the city, the Grace Estate, which is as large as Ars Magna, must also be thoroughly prepared with sewage facilities for the city to function properly.

However, this was a defensive city that had to be built very quickly even while dealing with demons during the Great War.

It is said that castle walls can be built quickly using soul bottles, but sewage facilities cannot be built as easily.

So, the lord of Grace and the commander of the Helias army built a new city right on top of the remains of the old city's sewage facilities.

So when the killer cut down the floor, a very deep sewer system hidden underground was revealed.

“Damn it!”

The killer stood alone on a pillar of the ruins that was right next to the floor, stared at us, then flew away and disappeared.

“Kiaaa! There is no floor, there is no floor!”

“Hold hands!”

widely-

Pop!

“Kyaaaa! Hwarim's arm! Arm!”

“Ouch... Shut up and hold on tight!”

When Aila screamed, Hwarim deftly stepped on a pile of collapsing stones and caught her, but he caught Aila's arm as she fell, breaking her arm.

However, Hwarim never gives up and continues to fall while holding Aila with his broken arm, stepping here and there to keep from gaining momentum.

When have you ever fallen like this in your life?

The ancient kingdoms are falling so deep that one wonders how they built these facilities.

“Thistle!”

“Irim!”

I too barely managed to get close to the falling Thistle and hugged her body tightly.

Then, the two face each other at a distance where their noses touch, and shout so loudly that their close distance becomes insignificant.

“, what should we do now?!”

“Well, what can I do in this situation! Isn’t Irim as good at that as Hwarim?!”

“That’s Hwarim’s strange side! A normal person can’t do something like that!”

Neither Thistle nor I can make such flashy movements, nor can the elves, so there is no way they can do the acrobatic movements hanging on to Hwarim.

So there's only one thing we can do as we fall -

All we have to do is pray to the god we serve.

“D, Deshade! Please save me!”

Thistle hugs my body tightly, closes her eyes and prays to Deshade.

It seems that he is extremely anxious, and unlike his usual polite prayers, he prays by directly conveying what he wants.

“Please buy it! Deshade, please save me too!”

In a situation like this, I too had no choice but to pray to Deshade for the feeling of Thistle's breasts pressing tightly against my body.

Still, I was glad.

Did our prayers reach God?

Suddenly, the door of a store right next to us burst open.

“Everyone!”

“Huh?”

When you open the door, what you see is a helmet with a visor that Enin always wears.

“Catch it!”

As soon as we saw Enin's outstretched arm, we reflexively grabbed it.

“Haaa!”

Then, Enin pulled him with all his might, and he passed through the door and was thrown with great force into the alley he had seen at first.

bang!

“Keuek!”

Bah!

“Augh...”

“ Lee, Lee Rim! Are you okay?!”

“It's okay... Thistle also hit his head. Are you okay?”

“Well, I’m better than I thought. After officially becoming an apostle, my body got a little stronger...”

I just hugged Thistle and turned right before the collision, absorbing the entire impact with my body.

But that was the first shock.

Thistle's head, which was being held by me, tilted its body at the same time I hit its back and headbutted it.

'Did I get it for no reason?'

Thistle looks so fine that it makes no sense that I took the shock on his behalf, and caresses the forehead that hit me with all his might.

Meanwhile, Astesia urgently opened the doors around her and found the door closest to Hwarim and Aila, and Enin pulled them in again and saved them.

thud!

“Boo!”

“Oh my!”

These two people were a little different from us.

Hwarim was picked up by Enin's arms and thrown into the air, while Aila was thrown to the floor first.

Then Aila swept the floor with her face, and Hwarim landed stably using Aila's back as a cushion.

“Ugh... Isn't Hwarim too much?! Punching a woman’s face right on the floor!”

“If you break someone’s arm, you have to pay for it. Do you know how difficult it was to keep hugging you and not give up?”

“I really don’t know! I hate you! bad! Devilish old lady!”

“... So I’m not that old!”

The two begin to fight again, with one of them suffering from a nosebleed and the other with a broken arm, as if they were not even in pain.

Enin, seeing the two people, quickly got us up and started walking.

“Now, move quickly! The soldiers are moving because of the sound of floors and buildings collapsing! Let’s get out quickly too, come on!”

In the end, we retreated without being able to catch the killer.

        
            “ character. Please sit down quickly.”

“Sa, please be gentle with me?”

“Even if you ask me to do it, I can’t help that the disinfectant stings.”

What you do as soon as you return is to prevent infection in your wounds.

Enin sits Eila down on a chair and squeezes the juice of a strange white fruit.

Soak a leaf of the herb in it, and after some time, put it on a cloth and let it soak in, then gently wipe Aila's face.

'You can make disinfectant like that.'

“Wow, it stings!”

When Aila touches the scratches on her face, she flinches and runs away as if it hurts.

“Would you really regret it later if a scar remained on your face? Be patient. Astesia. Can you hold my hand?”

“Yes? Ah, yes.”

But that was only for a moment, and soon Aila was grabbed by Astesia's hand and was unable to escape, so she quietly received treatment for her wounds.

Leaving the others behind, I put the map back on the table and approached Peria.

“Why don’t you take a break?”

“... Now even if I try to rest, I don’t know how to rest.”

Take a closer look at Peria’s face.

'You don't seem too relaxed.'

With bulging eyes, I am biting my lip as I think about the parts that I had not yet calculated in this plan, the power that the killer showed beyond what I expected, and the variables that came about as a result.

“Let’s stop for today, take some medicine and sleep. Then you die.”

“Still...”

When I fold the map Peria is looking at in half, she looks up at my face.

“... Okay. Could you please move me instead? I have no strength anymore.”

“Yes. I'm going to bring medicine, so just wait a moment.”

“Take out three pills.”

“Okay.”

I didn't want to give up any more than this, and I gave up quietly, as if my feelings had been conveyed that I was going to put him to sleep somehow.

Going into the warehouse, he opens the box containing the medicine he received from Morsling and takes out three sleeping pills.

'It's decreased a lot more than I thought.'

Did Peria eat it often?

When I first received it, the bottle was full of round pills, but now only half of it remains.

Looking at the bottle's label, Morsling's dosage was 1 tablet per time.

I don't know if it's because Peria is a demon, or because she's developed a tolerance because she ate so much, but seeing as she said she needed three pills, it seems like she doesn't respond well to medicine.

'I have to get out quickly somehow.'

As I see him having a harder time day by day, I feel like I want to do something other than these medications.

“Did you bring it?”

“Yes. Drink some water here and then go up.”

He brings Feria some medicine and also gives her a glass of water.

After seeing her taking the medicine, she immediately picked Peria up from the chair.

“Ssotcha.”

“... Am I that heavy?”

“Huh? Oh, that's not it. I hurt my back earlier and it's a little stiff.”

“Then that’s it.”

As I lifted my body lightly, Peria leaned her head on my shoulder and closed and opened her eyes slowly and with increasing frequency.

Just go up the stairs, enter Peria's room, and slowly lay her head down on the bed.

Then, as I was about to leave, Peria called me.

“... Don't go.”

“Huh? Are you awake?”

“No. I can't sleep yet. Just a little longer, just wait until I fall asleep.”

“... Yes.”

After carefully closing the door, he brought a chair next to Peria's bed and sat down.

Look around.

A large backpack that I always carry, stuck in a corner.

On the table by the window was a teacup whose contents had evaporated, as if it had been left there after drinking it for quite some time.

Lying next to it was a dirty notebook with various details written about future plans.

Other than that, various cards and daggers were piled up in a messy corner of the open closet, probably because they changed their combinations every time they went out.

Other than those, there wasn't much else.

The only thing that proves how much time was spent in the room is the teacup that was not cleaned up in time.

After seeing this shabby room, I could see how much effort Peria was putting in for us.

So I try to speak quietly.

“... Should we just wait until the murderer's situation quiets down, even if it takes some time? How about renting a building on the outskirts of the city where magic threads can't reach?”

After hearing those words, Peria opened her half-closed eyes, puffed out her cheeks, and answered while lying on her side.

“Are you telling me to go into exile alone in a house with no one around?”

“No, I brought this up because I wanted to be able to sleep a little more comfortably.”

“Don’t talk nonsense. I don't know what my older brothers, whose brains are full of muscles, will do while I'm away, and that means I can't sleep peacefully like that.”

Peria's arm stretched out from under the blanket.

Is the effect of the drug already half gone?

The outstretched arm drags my hand, and Peria says, rubbing my hand against her cheek.

“This is the time to be most cautious. This plan shouldn't fail, but it shouldn't drag on too long. So now I have to lead the ignorant people who only know how to wield this weapon, even if it means overdoing it. Oh, of course, except Astesia.”

I can feel the soft texture of my cheek in my palm.

I speak while conveying the heat of my palm to his slightly cool cheeks.

“ Even if it fails, is there any reason why it shouldn’t take a long time? Just look at it a little longer.”

Peria responds to my words with her eyes almost completely closed.

“Now we are being tested by the princess. Although we didn't say it in words, the time it takes to arrive from the United Kingdom to the territory of the Empire, and depending on how short that time is, our evaluation increases accordingly. So we have to say that we actually don't have that much time.”

'Is that what it was?'

For some reason, I felt like he was being very impatient.

We all only know how to solve immediate tasks sequentially, but like Peria, we cannot look at future events in the long term.

'I can't even predict it.'

Peria can't do much to help us in a physical fight, but instead tries to be helpful in her own way.

“Hmm. Wouldn’t it have been easier if I had come here with that homunculus?”

“Fairwell? I don't think it's a good idea because your and his personality don't match.”

“Really? Sigh. I feel good because it seems like my brother saw me well.”

Even though Peria said that, she said some things I couldn't understand, so I just said yes and kept answering.

Then, Peria seemed to have continued talking, not because she wanted a clear answer, but because she just wanted to hear that someone was next to her, and she fell asleep.

'... you.'

Seeing Peria's face like that, I carefully stand up.

Hold the pillow so that you can sleep comfortably and pull the blanket up to cover your neck.

Lastly, since my life pattern is so irregular, I thought I might have a fever, so I patted my forehead and left the room.

Since you're taking sleeping pills, you won't feel that refreshed when you wake up.

So, I want to relieve fatigue as much as possible by somehow creating a comfortable sleeping environment.

'That magical power is really the problem.'

The spider web-like magical power that Peria spoke of.

We don't know much about it because only Peria, who is exceptionally sensitive to magic, can feel it.

I want to somehow trace back the spider web and find out the cause, but it's too bad that it's impossible to track it because Feria only recognizes it by feeling it touch her body.

'Speaking of spider webs, the killer's attack just now was similar.'

At the same time, I recall the last technique the killer used earlier.

A technology that destroyed a wide area underground.

I couldn't see the flash of light as it went into the ground, but I did see the cross section right before it collapsed.

It was complex, like a circuit, but it was cut with a sword over a wide area with precision.

I wonder if the technique originally meant cutting in that shape, or if it showed off its own artistry while using the technique.

Otherwise, it is surprising how he cut the ground so randomly and with the feeling of swinging the sword along a pre-drawn line.

'Shall we ask Hwarim to recreate it?'

You can't just stop and think like this.

In order to think about the method of destroying it, he asks Hwarim in the deep world to reproduce the technique as much as possible and makes a plan to deal with it. He closes Peria's door and passes through the hallway.

Then, as I was about to pass the open door, I heard something and went back.

thud-

“Chooong.”

In the room where Raines was lying, Gombang, who was there, seemed to know that Peria had finally fallen asleep and cried very quietly and low, attracting my attention.

“... grunt.”

As you enter the room, the sight you see is a wild animal attacking a person.

Inside the room, Rains was seen getting off the bed, caught by Gombangi, and laid between Gombangi's dark fur and the floor.

“... What. Did you survive?”

“... Thanks. However, if I continue like this, I think I will die from suffocation, so would you please tell this bear to step away?”

“Please ask directly. That guy understands what people say.”

Reigns listened to me and said, 'Are you asking me to believe that?' He made that expression on his face and calmly followed my words, probably because he felt like he was getting his money's worth even if he failed.

“... Could you please step aside? It's hard to breathe.”

“Chueoung.”

Rustle-

“... It's true.”

Of course, Gombang understood Raines' words and stood on his feet, patting me on the shoulder to indicate that he would go down since he had finished all his work, and went down.

“... At least walk on all fours.”

“I agree.”

We are dumbfounded for a moment by this animal that looks so human, and then settle down.

I first close the door to prevent Reigns from escaping.

Clap-

"..."

When Raines saw me locking the door, he seemed to have not fully recovered yet, so he hugged his sore stomach and struggled to get up and sit on the bed.

“Did you try to run away like that?”

“It wasn’t a run away. I just wanted to go because I didn't want to be indebted to him anymore.”

“That’s called a non-stop eating. It's a shame to say it myself, but our denomination doesn't have a single penny of donations. I should at least get paid for renting a bed.”

“... I don't have any money.”

“Then you have to pay with something else.”

As the person in charge of the position of bishop, I need to think to some extent about the future of the denomination.

So, we may be able to provide free treatment to Raines, who came to our church with a sick body.

However, I don't really want to do that to the immortal organ.

In the first place, they are the ones who will do any transaction in exchange for a certain payment.

So, in return for treating Reigns' wounds, we planned to dig up information about what happened while we were away.

Now that everyone in the Immortal Institute is dead, Raines is probably the only survivor.

“... Okay. This is because I came to the church unilaterally, so I will pay the price.”

'good.'

Reigns thought for a moment and then said in his own words that he was paying the price as I thought.

Raines is a woman who considers keeping her promises more important than anything else.

The value of a concept becomes effective only when there is mutual respect.

I deliberately informed a person named Raines of the promise that was the policy of the church that I had brought in, and Raines accepted my policy in order to protect the value of the concept of promise that he considered important.

'I think I roughly know his personality now.'

I didn't always like him, but he was such a consistent character that I tried to focus on that and succeeded.

But even though I thought that for a moment, I was taken aback by Reigns' actions that immediately followed.

Raines began to take off the white clothes he was wearing on the bed.

        
            “... What are you doing?”

I was embarrassed to see him start to take off his clothes, but I couldn't take my eyes off him.

This is because he might do something like that to make me look away, then open the door and try to escape.

“What are you doing? Oh, that's right. Interference is not good.”

Clap-

However, rather than taking off his clothes, Raines just went to the door without caring whether I was looking at him or not, turned the lock on the door, and then came back and started taking off his clothes again.

Sreuk-

The white dress is the one Eila brought out.

The dull clothes without any patterns that I had bought to practice sewing were easily taken off by crossing my arms and rolling them up.

When the layer of clothes that covered your body disappears, what comes into view is-

Bloody scars all over the body.

'Are those scars from the past?'

The wounds on the skin that looked as if they had been hit with a whip had healed, leaving behind scars that must have occurred quite a long time ago.

The appearance looks as if someone had scribbled, torn, and crumpled the pure white drawing paper, a thin drawing paper with nothing drawn on it, as a malicious joke.

And on his side, where there was a hole, which was the only recent wound, the bandage that had been changed in the morning was soaked with blood.

Reigns didn't stop there.

After taking off your clothes, untie the two ribbons tied around your head.

Saruk-

The hair on the nape of the neck falls down and covers the chest.

Her hair, which she usually tied into two pigtails, was red, making her pale skin stand out even more.

It's dark, so it should be passionate, but it still looks bloodless.

Reigns feels like a corpse, alive but not alive.

thin ankles,

White thighs that look weak,

Armpits with slightly prominent ribs,

and-

A chest that rises prominently.

On the two proudly exposed breasts, I saw from the front the assertive protrusions that stood up stiffly, perhaps because of the cold.

Although the hair was barely covering it, only that part was protruding forward.

“...”

Reigns seemed to have no intention of stopping.

Raines, who was wearing the only clothing underneath her dress, was her underwear, and was about to put her fingers into her waist and try to pull that down as well.

“Now, wait! Until there!”

It actually took very little time to get there, but to me it felt so slowly, like an entire year.

When I saw her taking off her clothes so proudly, as was her personality, she hurriedly walked over, picked up the dress, and handed it to Raines.

“Oh.”

However, out of embarrassment, Reigns exerted too much force and fell straight onto the bed.

I, too, tried to accept the sight of Reigns falling down, but ended up looking down from above.

““...””

A moment of silence.

We just stayed still, looking into each other's eyes.

And it was only as we got closer that we were able to see Reigns' opponent.

A thin body that is very subtle but clearly trembles.

Looking at it up close, it looks so pitiful rather than erotic, and the body that feels like you want to hug it is shriveled up.

The hand that caught the dress I threw was tightly gripped, probably nervous.

'He was scared too.'

It's different from a little while ago, when the momentum was enormous.

“... Do you think it would be better to keep it on the first time?”

“... That's not what I meant, so get up quickly and get dressed. Because I never had any intention of coveting your body.”

“... Really?”

“Yes. Seriously, please wake up.”

“... I understand.”

Even though he was scared, I stood up Reigns, who saw my actions and thought he was asking for a different position.

Reigns says as he puts his dress back on.

“... Since you closed the door and brought up such a story, I thought you were definitely asking for my body.”

“What I wanted to receive from you was information about why all the people in your organization are dead and what happened that day.”

“... I see.”

Reigns remained expressionless as he answered.

Still, seeing as the tips of his ears were slightly red, he seemed to be conscious of the mistake he had made.

However, he said quietly that he felt he had to vent his unfair feelings.

“If that were the case, it would have been great if you had stopped me from the moment I first took off my shirt.”

“... There was nothing to see.”

As soon as I finish speaking, I feel a sharp gaze on me, so I turn my head and pretend not to notice.

'I thought she was a machine-like woman.'

I started talking to Raines as soon as he got dressed again and calmly sat down on the bed.

“So, what happened?”

Reigns listens to me, gathers his thoughts a bit, and then begins to talk.

“There was an intruder...”

-------------------------------

Reigns rubs his neck.

An action to confirm that one is alive.

Since he could think, of course Reigns wasn't dead and his head was still attached to his body.

Reigns was so embarrassed by what just happened that he did such a meaningless thing and double-checked his body.

One blow, one kill.

The wizard Gillian died instantly.

In one fell swoop, with just one attack, his neck and body were separated and his breath was cut off.

His death was no different from that of the employees above him.

That's why Reigns is embarrassed.

Although the employees are people with skills that can compete with knights, it also means that they are just as skilled as knights.

If you go back through human history, knights dying with a single sword from someone with greater skill than them or an assassin has happened thousands or tens of thousands of times.

But Gillian shouldn't do that.

Even though Gillian is a professor at the Magic Tower, he is a human who is unusually obsessed with researching magic that kills people.

Since the establishment of the Immortal Agency, he has been in charge of various assassination missions on a contractual basis. He treats knights like nothing and is a man who has even dealt with three high-ranking adventurers on his own.

Not only did he assassinate an assassin, but he wielded his magic so carefully and harshly that the magic around him was completely wiped out for a full day.

Gillian is a man who gained the trust of Agoni, who recognized his skills, and was scouted from the Magic Tower, where he rose to the position of branch leader of Grace Territory.

Noticing the presence of the intruder, he quickly charged up his magic and stood by, heading towards the single path where the enemy could come.

So Raines wasn't worried, even though he thought his magic would cause great damage to the institution's buildings.

'I have to keep my promise. 'We have to take the drawings from the basement and hand them over to the contractors.'

From the beginning, Reigns was simply shaking with a learned fear from a young age of not being able to keep his 'promise'.

The scars on your body are scars created because you failed to keep your promises.

The body that has been subjected to numerous experiments and the violence committed on it as punishment are imprinted in the name of fear as scars that will remain for life.

She didn't think Gillian would lose.

But it was all in vain.

The space was fragmented.

The deep underground space where Reigns and Gillian were was 'cut' in a regular and precise manner, like a spider's web.

'... It's possible to use swordsmanship that produces this kind of power with human power.'

Reigns could not help but be surprised by the extraordinary swordsmanship that penetrated from the top of the stairs to the basement.

Is it the first time in a while that I felt surprised?

A life that always moves mechanically, receiving only ‘promises’ and trying to fulfill them.

A life that can only be prolonged by succeeding in the task at hand.

He looked for an opportunity to escape, but Agoni's promise did not allow him to escape because he was a dragon, a dragon that controlled language and was closer to the center of magic than humans.

Due to Raines' obsessive-compulsive nature, he sometimes got irritated by gang members or collaborators who tried to push things into situations he didn't really want.

There have been times when I felt the fear that comes when I think a promise is not kept.

However, other emotions, such as joy, surprise, and pleasure, are emotions that are so old that we cannot even remember them.

I have never felt joy or pleasure in the first place.

That's why I always have a blank expression.

Even though he has facial muscles, Reigns has forgotten to show them with his face.

Among the emotions I thought I would forget for the rest of my life, I experienced a feeling of surprise that exceeded even the fear of not being able to keep my promise.

The attack a while ago was so close to death that I thought so.

I'm crying-

After the attack, a groan escapes Reigns' mouth as blood pours from his side.

“...Ugh.”

'Survived.'

Gillian, who had his neck caught in the elaborate spider web-like line, died, but Reigns himself survived.

But that too will be short-lived.

“...”

Reigns holds his breath and looks around.

The spider-like magical power recognized its presence along with Gillian.

The attack was attempted precisely with Gillian and Reigns himself in the line of fire.

Raines instinctively knew in advance that the magic power existed.

There are only two people in this city who can sense the magic thread.

There are two people: Reigns and Peria.

Raines, like Peria, could feel the threads of magic, and Raines was even able to see the threads of magic clearly with his own eyes, one level beyond Peria.

So when she saw the spider web draped around Gillian's neck, she thought it was simply a magical warning from underground, so she just let her body move slightly away from where the web had spread, and thanks to that, she saved her life. did.

Afterwards, Reigns, who survived thanks to such short thinking despite being subjected to such a merciless attack that cut space diagonally from the ground to the underground, now holds his breath more than anything else to prevent that magic from reaching his body again.

Blocking the blood pouring from his side as best as he could, he swallowed his moans through clenched teeth and pretended to lie down on the pool of blood created by Gillian's collapsed corpse.

“... Is it the end?”

After a while, the intruder came down the stairs, holding on to the broken wall.

The intruder, while displaying such majestic sword skills, must have been thinking about coming down, so the stairs barely maintained their shape.

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

The sound of military boots getting closer.

As one steps down the stone steps, the sound of blood-stained soles briefly sticking to the floor and then falling can be heard.

The intruder who came down the stairs went straight toward the open warehouse, as if he already knew the internal structure of the basement.

As for the two bodies lying on the ground, he passed them by, confirming their deaths as if he had no doubts about his skills.

And that was the opportunity.

'If you want to survive, now.'

Reigns removes his hand from the wound and bends his arm toward the floor.

Then, standing up with all your might, you bounce back and start running up the stairs, putting strength on your heavy knees.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-

“... Tsk!”

The intruder, who heard the sound of people rushing up the stairs, immediately turned around.

And Reigns also looked back.

Normally, in a situation like this, I would have run away without looking back.

However, the reason why I looked back even in a situation where my life was at stake was because a foolish yet human emotion sprouted, a curiosity to capture with my own eyes the image of a man who displayed such majesty, the limits of nothingness, and the person who achieved a part of it.

What Raines saw was,

'Helias Corps Commander.'

It was a corps commander wearing a blood-soaked black cloak looking at him.

        
            “... So after that, I kept running away from the chase. I tied my clothes tightly so as not to leave a trace, ran away, and kept running.”

Reigns continues talking without stopping.

Like a machine, he keeps talking about what happened that day.

“If the intruder was an army commander, it was obviously not possible to go to the military, so I passed by the security forces office. The Gaia Church was also in a position to confront him, but I passed by because it was a place I couldn't put myself in, and the Magic Tower was of course out of the question. .”

“... And it is our church that has arrived.”

“Yes. By pure coincidence, I was passing by that area. I just walked around to find a place to hide and survive until I got to the nearby area.”

It seems like Raines is visible.

In order to elude pursuit, he goes to great lengths not to let a single drop of blood fall on the floor, and wanders around the night with his head down, being careful not to step on the threads of magic that spread throughout the city.

After selecting a place to entrust my body, I arrived at a building.

“The door was tightly closed, but I could tell right away. This is a place where, thanks to God's protection, one can escape the detection of the corps commander's magic power to some extent. So I hid through the chimney.”

Reigns used all his strength to climb the roof, then fell down the chimney, decorating the fireplace with his blood.

In an unoccupied building, hide in a fireplace with a piece of cloth between them.

The view seen through the narrow chimney is a dark hell where one's own blood is engraved like rain.

Use your hands to collect the blood pool that gradually spreads on the floor, preventing it from going outside the fireplace.

I hide behind the fabric that would flutter even if the wind blows, holding my breath and being on guard.

They hid from intruders, murderers, and the corps commander who showed them the ultimate in art that can be accomplished with human hands.

And time passed and I arrived.

So I survived.

Reigns stands up and bows his head.

“... Thank you for saving me.”

The wound on his side shows intense pain, but he endures it and expresses gratitude.

“It fits too perfectly to be a coincidence.”

So I have very little doubt.

Among the many, many buildings in the city, was our church's building really the only place worth hiding in?

Reigns also couldn't come up with any reasonable excuse for that.

He says it was just his intuition.

“... I have nothing to say. It's just that when I saw the church building, your face came to mind.”

“Then wouldn’t it have been better not to even think about coming in?”

“... Right. I thought that too, but I thought at least you wouldn't be kicked out.”

Reigns said afterwards, 'I don't know why I thought that.' He added.

After all the talking, I start thinking.

Corps commander.

The person who attacked the Immortal Institute was Commander Helias.

Now I understand the skills of a killer who was more than just an ordinary knight and showed skills that most generals could not even follow.

'But why?'

However, there are still parts that I do not understand.

'Then why did he, who ended all the immortal organizations, not stop there and continue killing one person each day in the alley?'

Why would the benefits of such actions outweigh the losses?

The existence of a self-created killer does not seem that attractive.

'First things first.'

The reason I became a murderer.

At first, I thought it was to chase Reigns.

Reigns, who ran away, clearly saw his own face, so for the corps commander, Reigns was definitely a variable that had to be eliminated from the big picture he was drawing.

However, although it was good that the corps commander imitated the killer and blocked all the back alleys where Reigns could wander, the timing of the killer's appearance was not very good.

'The benefit of restricting where Reigns can escape by blocking the back alley, and the appearance of the killer makes his authority even lower than it is now. It's clear which of the two will be more damaging.'

The corps commander told the public that with the help of a skilled wizard and priest, he was able to wear an excellent prosthetic arm for his severed arm.

Of course, one could ask how the Gaia Church, which has never dispatched a priest, was able to remove all such serious curses and perform a prosthetic arm that moves the same way as the severed arm, but that is not enough to request an external investigation. It's not even an incident.

So it was clearly known to the people that the commander's arm had recovered.

People had no doubt that the corps commander had found his true potential.

But that's it.

If it were other nobles, the commander of the corps would have long ago found a successor, handed over his position, and retired, but his reputation has fallen due to several recent failures.

Even before this, the Grace territory had already been invaded by heretics and orcs to the back of the city.

Therefore, citizens living in the city are now deeply alert to the possibility that enemies may attack from within the city.

'Meanwhile, the citizens see a murderer roaming around the city, and even this time, no one is able to catch the killer? And the corps commander is not taking any action against such killers.'

No matter how you look at it, there is a lot to lose.

I don't know what role the killer was trying to play in the big picture of the corps commander, but it is a constant fact that no matter what he gets in the future, the corps commander's title of 'undefeated' will get rusty.

'And the second.'

The next thing I don't understand is his actions.

His actions as a killer were too flashy.

First of all, the frequency of his murders clearly deviated from the purpose of chasing Raines.

'The reason why we have to make one corpse every day. The reason for this is an action that can only be seen as having nothing to do with Raines' pursuit.'

If his only goal was to highlight the existence of the killer and block the back alleys in order to catch Reigns, it would have been enough for the killer's presence to reappear once a week.

There is no need to bother wearing a mask every day and going out for drinks at night. Just coming out once and committing murder again when people complain of discomfort would be enough to maintain people's anxious feelings.

However, according to Peria's information, the corps commander, who was a murderer, killed every single day.

Every day, they went to the back alleys and made at least one victim.

'It was an action done with a clear purpose.'

I have no idea about that, so I ask Reigns.

But Reigns didn't know much either.

Raines knows that the corps commander went back and forth to negotiate and went to the Immortal Institute to undergo surgery, just as he had said, but after that, he followed Agoni's words and had the power of life and death transferred to Gillian for a while. All he knew was that he lost, and he only said that he didn't know why the corps commander was killing people.

“Now you have the answer.”

“... Yes.”

I listen to Raines’ answer and think about it.

'Now about halfway.'

After realizing that the killer and the commander were the same person, the puzzle was somewhat put together.

'In that case, we can assume that the reason why he tried to avoid fighting with us as much as possible was discovered.'

The reason the killer reduced his confrontation with us to a minimum was probably because he wanted to hide his identity, or because he didn't want to damage that power so he could use me as he wanted in the big picture he was drawing.

Although we disappeared thanks to Aela's magic, according to Peria's words, since we learned that the spider-like magical power that was always scanning us was that of the corps commander, we can naturally assume that his true identity was discovered.

The corps commander probably knew our capabilities, so it is more likely that he judged our value and did not kill us.

'First of all, I must not show that I have discovered the identity of the killer in front of the corps commander.'

There is no need for us to show off to him like that.

'Is that why the duke's second son was allowed to run wild as he pleases?'

At the same time as I discovered the identity of the killer, I also roughly understood the reason why the second son of the Sieghill family, Sieghill Macren, was killed.

The most important thing for a corps commander is to maintain his position as corps commander.

If you take action because you don't like the person who received the royal family's orders, it will of course prove that there is a problem with loyalty to the royal family.

So he deliberately let the foolish wizard cause trouble as he wanted, and the moment he entered the alley, he apparently tried to kill him using a being called a killer.

Just a very slight error there.

Although it is a good idea to go back and deal with Sieg Hill in that way, I wonder how they are going to make up for the anxiety created by the existence of a murderer among citizens.

As I was lost in thought, Reigns stood up and spoke.

“I think this is enough, so I’ll go.”

“Are you going? With that body?”

Her body, which stood up, had not yet healed from its wounds.

I wouldn't know if he was in good condition, but I couldn't just watch him try to leave this place with his throbbing wound wrapped around him.

“Since you answered truthfully, you can stay here until your wounds heal. You barely escaped the corps commander's eyes, so why don't you hide until you completely disappear from that person's mind?”

“... For me, now is my chance. The power of life and death belongs to Gillian, but now that he is dead, there are no promises left. I will leave before Agoni comes.”

“... I don't know what the situation is, but if you want to do it.”

Even though I tried to stop him once, Reigns made that choice.

Then I couldn't break her will.

What is happening between her and me cannot happen as it was.

The only reason I thought of rescuing Raines was because she came to our church seeking my help.

That's why I helped him, but we're not close enough to hold him back if he decides to leave again.

I wondered if it might be a card I could show to the corps commander, but the opponent was no one else but the corps commander.

Arguments made by someone who is not a citizen of this place but a member of an organization that established a branch in the city with a specific purpose will not be accepted.

Raines didn't accept any more items, but put only the few items he originally had into a small bag that I had provided as a final act of consideration and slung it over his shoulder.

Raines said he would go down to the first floor and politely say hello to the other people who treated his wounds.

But then, as we were going down the stairs, we saw Astesia who was just about to come up the stairs.

And Raines' face froze at the words that came out of Astesia's mouth.

“Irim. A guest has arrived. This is a person who calls himself Agoni.”

        
            “Reigns?”

I look at Reigns, who suddenly stiffens.

The face that remained expressionless even when he was wounded and dying now has a distorted expression as if there is no more despair.

At the same time, he was also giving me a slightly resentful look.

Although he didn't say it out loud, I could tell that he meant that if he hadn't caught me leaving, he would have been able to leave a long time ago before Agoni came here.

Still, you never know.

The reason Agoni came to visit me was because I had business to run, and it may not have been to get Reigns back.

So, to find out exactly how he has been acting, I ask Astesia about how she met him.

“How did he get here?”

“Ji, he didn't knock on the door directly, but he was in the alley on the other side, and when I opened the door to go to the warehouse behind the accommodation, he started talking to me.”

“It doesn’t get any closer from there?”

“Yes. Probably because of Deshade's protection, I can't get any closer than that.”

I'm glad Deshade is in the dorm.

Although the corps commander's magical threads, which are stretched out on the floor for the sole purpose of exploration without any enemies, can only weaken some of them, it seems that the dragon is reluctant to set foot in the lodgings where the god openly radiates sacred energy and the god sits. .

“What did you do when you spoke to me? What did Agoni look like?”

“Uh, let’s just do it the way it is?”

“Yes.”

Astesia began to clear her throat for a moment at my words.

I was asking Agoni to repeat exactly what she said to Astesia, but Astesia seemed to understand that I was asking her to even imitate her voice.

And the copy Astesia showed was better than expected.

“Hello, little demon girl. My name is Agoni.”

'It's a surprise.'

A sly tone and voice that irritates you as soon as you hear it echoes through the second floor.

Astesia spoke in a voice so identical to Agoni that they were indistinguishable from each other, and then briefly said in her own voice, 'Ah, yes.' He answers briefly and then imitates Agoni again.

“I am so glad that the church and its bishop have returned safely. That's why I'm asking you, wouldn't you please call the bishop and my subordinates inside? Oh, thank you so much for taking care of me. I think she 'failed' a bit while I was away, but she covered it up well.”

“What are you talking about...”

“It’s okay if you don’t try to tell a lie that you’re not used to. From the looks of it, the young lady has only told so many lies that she can count them all with her fingers. In that case, it would be better for her to only tell the truth now in order to protect her nobility.”

“... Please wait a moment.”

“Good choice, succubus lady. May the grace of Asmodeus rest upon you.”

The two-person role ended just like that.

That was the end of Agoni's voice, which emanated from her voice, creating the illusion that it was right in front of her.

And Reigns backed away from Astesia's imitation of the voice that was so similar to him.

Reigns was shaking.

'You're afraid.'

She reacted strongly to the word failure.

Astesia imitated the word ‘failure’ so closely that she even added an accent to it.

What usually follows when we say failure?

'Incoming risk, loss, damage, disadvantage, damage.'

From what we've seen before, Reigns was afraid of death.

However, even if it is not Reigns, it is natural for any human being to be afraid.

Reigns flinched for a moment even when a knife was held to his throat, but now he reacts even more.

'abuse? no. 'Rather than abuse, it feels like we've been taught to look like this.'

Rather than fearing death, Raines had a strong obsession with situations where there could be some kind of penalty for failure or a disadvantage for failing to keep a promise.

So, whenever I see someone do something that doesn't keep even a single promise, I don't even try to hide my displeasure and show it as is. Now, the moment I hear the word failure in Agoni's voice, I am afraid of something more than the fear of death.

'Is it a memory?'

She was now struggling with memories of the past.

I think it might have a lot to do with the scars on my body.

But I didn't think there was a need to step down.

“What are you afraid of? I don't know what your situation is, but I heard that your life was completely taken over by that wizard named Gillian, and that it disappeared when he died. Then doesn’t that mean you are free now?”

Reigns may have continued to run on the strict rules treadmill, but if what she said was true, there certainly would be nothing holding her back anymore.

Reigns heard me and came to his senses, albeit only slightly.

“... Right. That was certainly the promise he made to me.”

Since this is what I said myself, it is a conclusion that can naturally be reached if you think about it a little.

'I'm losing my mind.'

Reigns was so confused that I had to tell him directly to understand the conclusion that even I, who was not the person involved, could come up with.

First of all, since Agoni came to visit, I have to go out.

Make up your mind and prepare to go out.

“Good. Then you should first listen to what I say.”

“I’ll tell everyone else just in case they don’t know.”

“I think that would be a good idea. Please do me a favor.”

Astesia went back down the stairs, and I grabbed something and opened the door with Raines first and went out.

However, the only way out is to the small stairs in front of the door of the building that is surrounded by Deshade's protection.

'What you have to be careful of is the magic trick. Being dragged into a narrow passage that only nether dragons can use.'

If he drags me and Reigns down an unknown hallway like before, it will be a big problem.

Reigns and I stopped on the stairs without going all the way down.

The dawn dawning.

However, the sun did not rise high enough to pass over the city's massive walls, so the streets were still completely dark.

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

In an alley where the darkness was even thicker, Agony saw us and approached us.

‘You’re setting the mood. Baby.'

Even today, the dragon wears a coat with a smile on his face and maintains a sly look.

When the dragon sees me, he takes off his hat and says hello.

“It’s been a while, Bishop. Did you have a good trip?”

“Thanks to you, I had a comfortable stay. I spent half of the trip in the sewer because the werewolf you asked me to kill hid in the sewer.”

“It looks like it wasn't that bad. Arsmagna is located in the middle of the wilderness, so it is a bit dry. When the weather is hot, it is better to moisturize in that way.”

“Well, I heard that reptiles like you like wet places like that. I'm so glad it wasn't a dragon or a giant alligator in the culvert. Why, if you kill your own people, no matter how much you are, you can shed sad tears, right?”

“... Don't treat me like those little creatures.”

Agoni treated me with the same sly mask as before.

Of course, I know the lizard's pupils in those squinted eyes.

Contrary to his sly demeanor, he is more spontaneous and easily irritated than expected.

The reason Agoni is now showing me a more grandiose appearance than usual and welcoming me is probably to hide from me his annoyance at losing the precious items in the foundation and warehouse that he had invested a huge amount of money into in Grace Estate. will be.

'They entered the city, but there are no survivors to report, and the warehouse was completely robbed by the corps commander, but since they have just arrived, they probably don't know who did it, why, or why.'

There are few people who know about this incident.

As our church only learned of the circumstances after Reigns woke up, Agoni will also be able to know the full story of the incident only if Reigns is returned.

In the end, Agoni showed impatience and tried to lead the conversation quickly.

“We’ll leave it at that. The bishop must have been tired as it was late at night.”

“You must have had a hard time climbing over the wall.”

“Unfortunately, I entered proudly through the front door.”

“... First of all, I have to make sure the order is clear.”

I take out the item I had packed earlier and throw it to Agoni, who doesn't want to say a word.

These are the claws of werewolf Wotan that he pulled out for me before he left.

“The red-furred guy you told me to kill was a werewolf. So I killed him as promised. The toenails are proof of that.”

“... I'm sure.”

Agoni took the claw from me and held it close to my eyes to examine it.

In fact, the werewolf that attacked his organization was his older brother, Wotan, and the puppeteer Agoni who occupied his body could not confirm that point, but only confirmed that the tips of the claws were slightly red, following the color of the fur.

“When you’ve seen it all, give it back. Because it’s a trophy.”

And I got the claws back right after Agoni checked them.

Although it's not very useful, to me, those claws are a sign that proves my relationship with Wotan.

“Okay.”

Swish-

“When you give something to someone, you should pass it directly from hand to hand.”

“... What will the bishop say?”

“You are not a person.”

“... Hahaha. That's a funny joke.”

It's a bonus that it keeps scratching my nerves.

Next, he requested payment for the transaction.

“Then just hand over the money.”

“Please wait a moment. Don’t you know my situation well?”

However, Agoni, who lost all of the infrastructure of Grace Estate, cannot possibly have such a large amount of money right now.

“It’s your situation, and you have to bring the money right away.”

“Please wait a moment. I had only heard the news piecemeal and had just arrived here, so I had to find out what happened. So, we need to get back some of the children who worked in our organization.”

After saying that, Agoni called out to Raines, who was standing quietly next to me.

“Now, Raines. Come this way.”

        
            “...”

But Reigns didn't move.

Agoni looked at that and wiped the smile off his face.

Then he narrowed his eyes, showed sharp pupils, looked at Raines, and spoke again.

“Come this way. Reigns.”

Startle-

Seeing that, I put my hand on Reigns' shoulder and said.

But that is different from what Agoni said.

“Don’t go and tell him clearly here. If you have a reason not to follow, tell it logically.”

Reigns hesitated after hearing what I said and then opened his mouth.

“... Agoni. The contract between me and you is over. You entrusted my care to Gillian, and he died. At this point when he died, my life was lifted into the air. I am no longer your servant.”

A clear expression of opinion.

Reigns is not the type to lie.

Of course, that doesn't mean Agony said it right away and said, 'Yes.' It didn't mean he was accepting it.

“Are you disobeying me now?”

“...”

'It's ugly.'

I wonder what kind of answer I should give, but all I get back is an answer that only implies authority.

However, Raines was intimidated by just that voice.

If he continues like this, he is so weak that he will not be able to respond and will be taken away.

He looked like a child who couldn't speak up in front of his strict parents.

And I hated seeing that so much.

But this is something I shouldn't do myself.

It is up to you to raise your voice.

So I ended up just putting strength on the hand holding my shoulder.

Even though I wasn't going to do the work of providing a voice for them, I did let them know that I was behind them.

Kuuk-

“... Ugh.”

And even though Reigns only squeezed my shoulder a little, he recognized my presence, gritted his teeth hard, and spoke clearly again.

“... I just reiterated my promise.”

No hesitation this time.

“Agony. I hope you follow the rules you have told me and us since we were children. It was you who told us that the promise you made was so important, and that a promise shows its value by keeping it.”

Reigns tightens his hand holding the small bag on his shoulder.

All it contained was a bag with nothing special.

But what it also means is that it is a bag that will contain the things you will start acquiring from your freedom from now on.

“Yes, a promise. promise. Promise...”

Agoni laughed when she saw that.

That smile lasted only for a moment.

“You don’t know much, but it seems like you didn’t understand that that promise was too much for you.”

Agoni says, nervously running a gloved hand through her hair.

“I was the one who saved you from the danger of death. I am your parent.”

“None of us thought that way.”

“That’s right. You were the witch's experiments. As if you were a witch's experiment, you couldn't thank me for saving you, but you were the only ones trying to kill me. That's why I set up a system of promises and led you in a disciplined way so that you can grow properly.”

“We all knew that the reason you saved us was simply to kill the witch, take her property, and lay the foundation for the research you wanted, and that the reason you saved us was to treat us as your own limbs. ”

“What’s wrong with killing a wicked person and gaining his wealth? Is there any room for denial in my plan to kill immortals with absolute power? If you were left alone, you would run wild and be hunted by adventurers. What was wrong with leading you to the right path?”

“Don’t you think we don’t know that he moved only because his personal desires took priority?”

Reigns didn't back down anymore.

Rather, they began to fight back.

“So, I hope you keep your promise.”

“The promise was a device to bind your essence and make you act like humans. If you didn't even have a promise, you were just monsters. This I, Agoni, has enabled you to live as a human being to some extent.”

“So, keep your promises and keep your word. Agony you said clearly. If you don't keep your promise, you will be punished. Some children died because of it. With that promise, you treated us like your hands and feet.”

“I just told the monster to do things that monsters can do. I don’t remember ordering anything unreasonable.”

“That must be your standard.”

“Still, they did their job. Most of them fulfilled their promise to me and fell. In the first place, it was a promise, not an order. I prepared sweet fruit for you, and didn’t you move for that fruit?”

“The fruit was a medicine made by a dead witch that prevents the body from collapsing and suppresses mutation.”

I can feel Reigns' body shaking through his shoulders.

Blood is seen flowing from a clenched fist and falling to the ground.

“And you suggested another fruit to exploit us in despair more efficiently.”

“Is that so? I don’t even remember.”

“You wouldn’t say that the dragon forgot what he said. You also made it clear that when there are no more promises between you and us, we are free.”

“...”

“The time has come. Although everyone has died and I am the only one left, the time you spoke of has definitely come. So, Dragon Agoni. I want you to declare here with your own mouth the end of the promise you made and the promise you made to us.”

After hearing this, Agoni said nothing and then raised her arms high in the sky.

“Us... Well. You were a failure who failed to reveal anything distinct among the test subjects.”

He deviates from the conversation and pretends not to have heard what Raines said.

He snapped his fingers.

Just-

Squeeze it-

“There is no way the culprit knew the dragon’s intentions.”

Then a chain came out of thin air and wrapped around Reigns' body.

“That’s really ironic. All the test subjects with different abnormalities in their bodies have died, and now the only remaining test subject is a miserable human being with no abilities.”

“Ugh!”

“I will not forgive you for wandering any further than this, Raines. Tell me what you know and come back to work for me. I will give you usefulness again when you are worthless.”

‘Is it ultimately an exercise in skill? 'It's ugly.'

Agoni would no longer talk to Reigns.

To him, Reigns is just an oppressed servant of the dragon.

Reigns showed courage, but to Agoni, his actions were nothing more than his personal possessions, the utensils that moved according to his will, revolting against him.

Swish-

륵-

Agoni made a motion of pulling his arm in that state.

At the same time, Reigns tried to be dragged out of the stairs-

Kaang!

I cut that magic chain with a magic sword.

“Ugh!”

Then Reigns fell from the air and fell to his knees.

Agoni sees the action and asks me a question.

“What is this?”

“This person received treatment from the church.”

Agoni points to a white dress with blood stained from a wound on the inside caused by a chain constricting her body.

“... So?”

“And this person is a member of your immortal organization. Shouldn’t I be charged for treatment? I haven't even received payment for your shitty assassination mission yet.”

“We will pay for that later. Send that woman to me. Only then can I know the full story of what happened here and send someone somewhere else to collect the money.”

Agoni says he will faithfully keep his promise.

But I never believe in Agoni.

“No. Get it right now. Until then, we will keep them as hostages in our church.”

“Are you saying you don’t trust me?”

“Why should I trust someone who can't even keep the promise he made to his servant?”

When I said that, Agoni could no longer claim trust.

In fact, what he did just a moment ago was an action that destroyed the trust between Reigns and Agoni that must have been built up over several years.

It's only natural that the word 'trust' won't work for me when he himself has done such a thing and broken his promise with his dirty mouth.

“...Are you serious?”

“When have I ever been insincere in front of you?”

“Please don’t do this. Aren’t we business partners who will take over the kingdom together?”

Agoni now began to lean into the relationships she had created on her own.

“A guy who has no ability and doesn't even know where he came from or what he was doing until one of his branches was destroyed calls himself a partner. Until I bring in the money, my business partner is the only one who is sleeping on the second floor over there.◦ #◦

I point behind me with my thumb.

And I also looked back at the same time.

'what. 'Have we all come out before you know it?'

Before I knew it, the members of the church were behind me, each holding their own weapons and looking at me through the window.

If Agoni tries to do anything further, he is ready to attack.

select.

It was my own decision not to send Reigns to Agoni.

However, everyone believed in that choice without an ounce of disbelief and was prepared to help me.

My back feels strong.

The confidence that comes from having a trustworthy ally.

And Raines seemed to have felt that feeling as well, as she quietly grabbed my collar.

Agoni estimates our strength and asks:

“Why are you doing this?”

After listening to Agoni,

looking at other people,

Finally, I see the will in Reigns' eyes and answer.

“Because a person named Raines wishes for that.”

        
            I speak to the dragon who seeks to dominate humans as a seed of a god who loves humans.

“As a bishop serving Deshade, I have a duty to carry out God’s will. If a human has a sincere wish, it is the will of our God and what I will do to want to grant it.”

“That's a witch's test subject. If you think about what's mixed into that body, you'd be reluctant to call it a human, right?”

“I don’t know. In the eyes of our gods, we are humans.”

When I turned around, I saw Deshade standing by the window, wondering where on earth he had learned something like that, holding a gauntlet and putting his fingers together in a circle to express his approval.

After seeing Deshade like that, I confirm my answer once again.

“Of course, I also think that Raines is human.”

Are humans a separate thing?

If we look at dictionary definitions and biological definitions, there are certainly many beings who cannot be called human.

However, I believe that a person is a human being if he or she only expresses the will to move forward of his or her own will.

Rebellion against oppression.

Reigns was bound by promise to Agoni.

I don't know exactly what that promise is.

It is unclear to what extent the fear engraved there was so great that Reigns continued to follow his words without any resistance.

But Reigns did not give up and waited for his chance.

He was waiting until the time came when he could slip through the gap in that promise, and even if he was in a situation where he could not plot treason, someday, by chance, a causal effect would come and give him that opportunity.

Killing your emotions in the process,

Although he acted mechanically and without his own will, he waited for the right time,

When the time came, I was ready to leave his hand.

Although he faced Agoni and found himself in a situation where he would be oppressed again, Reigns did not give up.

I showed my will to live by giving a little strength.

That's it.

That is enough.

'ah. 'Is that why you hated Reigns until now?'

Only now do I understand why I kept feeling uncomfortable every time I saw Reigns.

Reigns, who was always standing in the alley, looked like a puppet who obeyed Agoni and only carried out his orders.

A state dominated by oppression called promise.

Because I am mentally ill.

Because I was also a person trying to escape that oppression.

I hated the sight of him not trying to rebel in any way.

'Not anymore.'

So now I know why I wanted to help Reigns.

After witnessing Reigns' long-awaited rebellion, I began to hope that it would succeed.

So he fights against Agoni.

“Stay back. Dragon.”

Agoni did not give up even after hearing my answer.

“... Good. If you need anything other than money, I will bring it to you.”

“Okay. I don’t know if you guys have that?”

“There is no item that we cannot obtain. If you don't have it, I'll make it for you. Is there something specific you want?”

Agoni had a very relaxed attitude.

'It's worth it. The entire foundation has collapsed and I have to solve everything on my own.'

Normally, they would have pushed for reasonable minimum transaction conditions.

But now, they are asking you to present what you want from the beginning.

Then I asked him if he could really give me what I wanted.

Of course, even if I brought it, I did it with the intention of getting away with it, even though I thought it would help Reigns.

“Atir.”

“Yes?”

“Athir. Atir. I don't know if he's pretending not to know or if he's deaf.”

I intentionally made a sarcastic comment to criticize the dragon's personality.

“No, there is no way you, who are thinking of attracting a soul disease into your limbs, would not know that, ah! Do dragons have no ears?”

“No. I was just surprised because it was an unexpected item.”

‘Wait, but do dragons really have ears? Or is there nothing?'

I said this and that to somehow make the other person angry, but it was something that made me curious even after I did it.

Agoni looked at me, lost in other thoughts for a moment, and seemed to be calculating something, so he spoke with difficulty.

“I’m curious as to why you really need that.”

He started to doubt me for a moment.

It's not that I don't understand the doubt.

His goal is to incite soul soldiers in the name of Deshade, focusing on me.

'Obtaining Athir means giving me, a soul disease, complete freedom, so it's worth it.'

Perhaps Agoni felt uneasy about the fact that I, who should play a big role in his plans, wanted to obtain Athir myself.

Of course, he probably doesn't know yet that our church is making plans to leave this place, but since he asked for Atyr, there's no way he could reach that point.

So, give another excuse to that anxiety and change in advance the direction of Agoni's insight.

“You know that second son, Sieg Hill Macren over here?”

“I know. I heard it in the news. They say they are pushing for the military to officially adopt the inefficient operation method of soul soldiers, known as Soul Knights.”

“You know very well.”

As expected, from Agoni's point of view, Sieghill's method did not seem to be highly regarded.

“They say Atyr is used to make such a Soul Knight. So, I just want to get Athir and have a stronger body.”

“Was it something like that, um...”

Fortunately, Agoni accepted my hastily made excuse.

He speaks again after calculating in his head for a while.

I naturally expected Agoni to reject my offer.

That's Atir.

Even though it is a dragon, according to Gloria, Agoni is at best a dragon that has just opened its eyes and does not have that much power.

So, Agoni is a poor dragon who fills the void with manpower purchased with money in order to achieve his grand dream of killing immortals.

Even if a dragon has excellent magical abilities, it will be difficult to obtain the secrets of the soul bottles that the Kingdom Alliance is trying to protect from other races as a top priority, as well as the artifact that controls them, Atyr.

But Agoni responded that it was possible.

“... Good. I'll bring it to you.”

“Of course impossible... What?”

“They say they will bring you atir.”

It was a condition that was put in place with the idea that it was necessary to get even.

However, Agoni accepted the difficult conditions of bringing Atir.

“Actually, we can make it for you.”

“... Is it true?”

I look at Raines next to me in response to an unexpected answer.

And Reigns also quietly nodded to Agoni's answer.

It was true.

“Didn’t I say I was doing research on immortals? In such a study, spiritual diseases with similar characteristics were naturally within the scope of my research. So, once in the past, I made and sold an Atyr that was higher than the existing Atyr to the Terraim general of this kingdom.”

'Was that you?'

The source of Atyr that Terraim had at that time was revealed in an unexpected place.

'There was nothing like that Atyr even in the basement warehouse of the knights' quarters.'

“The problem is that the stupid guy couldn't even wait for the period and took the only finished product, and was executed, and the product disappeared somewhere. I haven't made the next item yet, but if you give me time, I will make it right away. You can make it in about a month.”

I also haven't seen Atir since that day.

“So please pass on Raines.”

“Bring something.”

Agoni again made a request that he had no intention of making, and I accepted it as a request that I had no intention of complying with.

One month is too long.

We have no intention of passing Reigns, but if it's a month longer than that, we plan to escape sooner than that.

It would be quicker to rob the knights' quarters and take Atyr in the final stage of the plan.

And when the differences of opinion did not narrow down and the parallel lines continued, Agoni eventually revealed his true colors.

“... Don't put me to the test any longer. It's soul disease.”

“Ha! Are you going to fuck me up again because things don’t go your way?”

Eventually, the human mask worn by the dragon was removed.

Agoni gave up the polite words he had been maintaining and the smiling face that was on the verge of collapse in an attempt to somehow please me, and in the end, he is trying to show off his skills like he did with Reigns.

“Don’t forget that I have a way to completely kill soul disease.”

“... If you can, try it.”

A fact I had forgotten.

When Raines first threatened me, he said he could kill me at any time as part of his threat.

I don't know if that's true or not, but it's probably true with a high probability.

The fact that he created Atyr, which has a higher status than the technology of the kingdom union, proves that what Agoni is saying is not just a bluff.

I did not back down here because backing down meant defeat, but my fighting style is to fight without hesitation, assuming that I will be resurrected even if I die.

If Agoni really comes up with a way to make that possible, it becomes a little difficult.

But Raines said something helpful to me who was worried about that.

“You don’t have to worry. The way to kill soul disease that Agoni talks about is probably referring to an item that was underground. In that case, Agoni will not have that item in his possession now.”

'There was no need to be scared right now.'

Upon hearing that, Agoni urged Reigns that he had only heard that there was a problem in the organization, but was completely unaware of what the situation was.

“What does that mean? Say it again, Reigns! No, come here right now!”

Agoni can't find a single piece of leisure now.

He stands in front of Agoni with his magic sword.

“The damn thing is that it’s a dragon. I'm sorry, but I have to leave now.”

I say that and then tell Reigns to go back.

“Thank you.”

Raines listened to me calmly, expressed his gratitude briefly, then opened the door and went inside.

When Agoni saw that, she lost her last patience.

“Rains! Did you think you could avoid my wrath by going under God's protection and under the insignificant soul disease?”

'I guess I'll come.'

The human voice gradually changes into a boiling roar.

After seeing that, I also decide to hold my magic sword.

'Should I go with the black sword or the explosive sword?'

The guy didn't return to his dragon form right away, probably because he didn't want to mess things up yet.

But our lodgings are starting to become increasingly engulfed in something like a black film.

'We have to stop that first!'

The moment I thought that-

Quang!

It seemed like someone had reached that thought before me, so they kicked out the door faster than me and ran to Agoni.

However, it was something that was not what I expected.

“Gombangi?”

Gombang.

An elf druid, a follower of the apex beastmaster.

The beast, whose power always exceeded our expectations, sensed danger before us with its animal senses and jumped out.

“What, what...!”

Quang!

Gombangi ran ahead and hit Agoni without stopping, and Agoni was thrown into the wall of the building on the other side thanks to the momentum.

Excellent sorghum-

And as the broken stone wall rained down on his head and crushed him, the two people who were the only ones among us who could resist Agoni's magic took action.

“Veil Off.”

“Trouimerai.”

Cheer up!

Peria, who had barely fallen asleep, came down and, supported by others, first revealed the secret of the curtain of the Nether Dragon's gap, and Astesia broke the curtain by briefly overlapping Asmodeus' villa in that area.

Agoni, whose first move had completely failed, tried to use magic again, but was unable to do so.

Rampage.

'It's scary.'

What on earth was the Elven Beastmaster trying to create?

Gombangi did not stop and began to push Agoni with a frenzied attack.

The bear was practicing a lesson that would have been deeply embedded in the bones of anyone who had experienced combat: never give a wizard a chance to chant.

“... a lowly creature!!!”

Quaaaang!

In the end, Agoni seems to have been unable to use any other means unless he returned to his dragon form, unable to use magic due to his tattered appearance. Instead, he uses a wasteful method of exploding his magic power to keep Gombangi far away and shouts.

“What on earth is that!”

I don't know if he was asking because he was genuinely curious, or if he was surprised by the non-standard bear, but I told him what I knew.

“This is a bear. Tear people down.”

Then he says it with a happy smile.

“And now I'm going to tear the dragon apart.”

        
            After hearing what I said, Agoni stood up as if she was dumbfounded.

“Nonsense...”

However, at the same time, he becomes wary when he sees Gombangi still intact despite being pushed away with an explosion of magical power.

Agoni seemed to think that it would be difficult in human form, and retreated, saying a typical villain's line.

“Just wait and see. I will make you pay for ignoring this agoni and for not obeying me gently! Although you are now leaving, you will not be able to sleep comfortably from now on, having incurred the wrath of this Nether Dragon!”

“Stop playing with your tongue and get out. I also looked into all your sources. I heard that nether dragons are ostracized even among dragons? Just quietly give up and step away.”

Agoni was trying to show off his dignity as a dragon, but I had already heard everything about nether dragons from Gloria.

That kind of bravado doesn't work anymore.

It is not a dragon that flies in the sky, spits fire, fires magic, and does not die unless certain conditions are met, but it is just a snake that crawls through the passage of magic and illusions at the level of an excellent wizard, and now Agoni itself is retreating. As can be proven, it is not that great of a being.

“... I will definitely, definitely make you regret it!”

As expected, Agoni said that and quickly created her own passage and disappeared.

“... Have you finally gone?”

It's the right decision.

No matter how angry we are, the dragon's appearance here and now to attack us will awaken the legions stationed in the city.

Of course, to prevent that, they spread a curtain and I don't know if they tried to reveal themselves from within the curtain, but that was also prevented.

The 3rd Legion and the Knights are not the ones who just leave everything to the soul soldiers and cheer them on.

They are an elite corps of the frontier who proudly earned their number by protecting their territory from various demonic beasts and other races even before the advent of soul disease.

Although the damage will be great, there is at least one way to catch and kill a dragon that suddenly appears.

“Phew, it’s finally gone.”

“Have you already worn all that?”

“I was just doing some work, so I was wearing some of it.”

Enin, who was probably the busiest as he was putting on his armor by himself, came out and looked at the spot where the missing Agoni was.

A nether dragon that crawls through gaps that humans cannot travel through.

There was nothing left where the dragon was.

However, it is unlikely that he has completely disappeared from our sight.

'I will definitely come again. At the worst moment, they will bar their teeth and laugh at us.'

I heard that dragons are very obsessed.

As long as he leaves after shouting for revenge, he will definitely return.

It looks like he's probably keeping an eye on us and trying to sneak in through the gap.

“At this point, escaping safely may not be a problem, but rather we may have to attack head on.”

“Are you worried?”

“A little?”

Without realizing it, I answered Enin’s question honestly.

There are so many things around us that we need to worry about, and we have just turned the dragon into an enemy.

thud-

When Enin saw me like that, he struck the anvil he had brought out on the spot where Agoni had disappeared and said,

“Don’t worry. Whether it's a dragon, a knight, or a paladin, if Irim is sincere, you will be able to overcome it.”

“I’m no hero, everything is hard.”

“Is that so?”

'Sounds obvious.'

Enin told me something that no matter how much I thought about it, I could only think it was impossible.

When he said that, I naturally denied it, and Enin looked at me and thought about it for a while before speaking again.

“Then I will take charge of the dragon.”

“Huh?”

“Irim says it’s difficult to deal with everyone? Then, I'll take care of the dragon.”

I was dumbfounded when I saw Enin speaking so confidently while looking in this direction.

What Enin said was even more absurd.

However, Enin laughs and makes it clear that he is not sure whether the joke-like statement is really true or a joke, but he repeats it to confirm it.

“Irim, act as you think. Because we will believe and follow. Even if I think that having to fight a dragon by saving one person is a bit unprofitable, I don't think that the choice is wrong.”

“... Still a dragon?”

“I heard that nether dragons can’t even breathe fire? Honestly, if you said it was a dragon after seeing something like that in the Kingdom Alliance, you would be treated as a coward, right? Even Lee Rim has probably seen real dragons at least once.”

“Well, that’s true.”

Of course I saw it.

The moment a roar is heard in the dark sky, a path of flame appears on the battlefield.

The dragon suddenly falls from the sky and destroys the target of its anger with magic and breath.

If that happens, no trace of life will remain there.

“It’s just magic, you just have to accept it with your body.”

As Enin said that, he boasted about the artifacts he received from Gloria that he had attached to various parts of his armor.

The number of artifacts I collected from the basement of the tower at that time was a bit excessive.

After that, some time later, I brought other people's artifacts to Enin, the vanguard, and thanks to that, there were artifacts on the inside of Enin's armor that would make Gloria shed tears of blood if she saw them.

Enin proudly shows off his armor to me with his hands on his hips.

Even after seeing that, I couldn't bring myself to express my concerns.

So instead, I said thank you in advance.

“Thank you. I don’t know when or if we will really fight, but I will believe in you.”

“Just leave it to me!”

'That's what I said, but I guess I'll have to find a way to avoid Agoni somehow.'

I think it would be best to avoid fighting dragons as much as possible.

-------------------------------

After spending such a short night, Raines decided to stay at our dorm for now since he didn't know how Agoni would come out.

However, since Raines is not specifically joining the church, this is nothing more than temporary protection provided by the church.

One day, when it is confirmed that it is safe in Agoni's hands, it will leave us.

“Well, until then, I have to pay for food.”

“... I understand.”

So Raines is now wearing a black dress decorated with white lace, just like Astesia.

It is a bonus that there is a badge with the word [Temporary] engraved on it that Eila made in the morning on the chest.

'It's good to have more hands to work for free.'

After putting on his badge, I felt a bit relieved when I saw Raines following Astesia to prepare breakfast for the church with an expressionless face.

At least, rather than walking around all day wearing a black robe and following the organization's orders, it would be a good idea to take the time to work like that and plan for yourself what to do next.

“What should I do here?”

“Ah, all you have to do is get water, wet a cloth, and then wipe off the dust. Because it is a corner where the wind gathers, dust accumulates quickly.”

“I don’t know what kind of cloth to use.”

“Uh, uh... There are some things I laid out behind the building...”

'The fortress looks a bit relaxed, but it's unusual for it to be embarrassed.'

Of course, until then, Astesia, who had taken on the role of gunner, seemed to have a hard time.

As I was contemplating what to do in the morning, leaving those two behind, Deshade came to see me.

“Bishop. I have to guide myself today.”

“Me? Deshade? Do you have anything to do?”

It was a rare thing.

Deshade sits in his dorm most of the day, listening to the confessions of people who come to visit him, and accepting the prayers of soul patients to their respective gods.

Other than that, if we feel free for a moment, we go outside while we are not looking and talk to the drunkards who are occupying the outdoor area nearby, learning various strange gestures.

So wherever God went, he often went alone without saying anything, but today he came to me from the beginning.

He also had Thistle by his side.

“No matter how much I think about yesterday, it still bothers me.”

“What do you mean?”

“Didn’t I use my power to check the movements of the soul yesterday and let you know? Meanwhile, I noticed some strange movement.”

“You mean the corps commander who was a murderer?”

Deshade shakes his head at my words and says it's the other side.

“No, it was the duke's second son, the Soul Knight who was with that wizard. If it is an ordinary soul disease, as soon as you die, your soul will escape and enter another body.”

“Well, that’s right. So isn’t it called a soul disease?”

Deshade gives the obvious explanation.

“I haven't seen those Soul Knights yet, but you said that they are probably filled with souls with the same soul disease as you.”

“Yes. He is a guy who traps existing soul soldiers in his body and even mounts Atyr to give orders.”

Deshade said this because he went through a verification process, but it sounded really terrible when I said it with my own mouth.

To me, Deshade says what he originally wanted to say.

“When those Soul Knights died yesterday, it was not confirmed that their souls were moving somewhere. Today I would like to find out a little about that strangeness.”

After hearing that, I couldn't say anything for a while.

What would happen if you were told that something obvious wasn't natural?

For most people, 'rain falls from top to bottom, 1+1 equals 2, when the sun sets the moon rises.' What would you say if I said this?

Unless the person was in a particularly bad mood that day, ‘Oh, well. I guess so?' The answer is obvious.

This is the context in which soul disease is resurrected when it dies.

So, I was taken aback when I heard Deshade's story that was so unexpected and shouldn't have happened.

Those who joined the Soul Knights were people with ordinary soul illnesses.

If they lose that body, it has to go somewhere.

Although they are currently in a crappy body made by the duke's second son, once they die, their souls will either enter that body again, or if there is no reserve made by him, they will have to be resurrected in the body of the soul bottle in the resuscitation center.

But if it wasn't -

'Where did those people's souls go?'

You have to check what kind of procedure was used.

I left the accommodation ready to move right away.

Stand on both sides of Deshade with Thistle, guard him, and decide the route.

“Deshade. How will you move?”

“First, I will take a look at the remains of the Soul Knight and then check whether I perceived it correctly. Then let's go find that wizard.”

Following Deshade's words, we tried to go straight to the alley where we fought first, but Thistle changed our direction.

“Lee Rim and Deshade. When I went outside in the morning, I saw that the security forces had already cleared the area during the night. So, if you go, why not stop by the security forces office where Hygenic is located first?”

“Ah, then... I guess I should go to the security forces first.”

After listening to Thistle's words and thinking about it, it seemed like it was only natural.

As soon as we left, security forces and military soldiers came to the spot right away, so there is no way that the remains of that expensive Soul Knight were just left for someone to pick up.

Although the premise is that the second son didn't do anything special, they will of course have finished recording the scene by now, collected the wreckage, and kept it for a while as evidence.

I was so confused that I only thought about straight lines.

I was so confused.

“Lee Lim. Just calm down a little.”

Thistle quietly holds my hand.

Before I knew it, I was able to find some degree of coolness as Thistle's cool hand wrapped around my fevered hand.

“... Thank you.”

We turned and headed to the security forces office.

        
            Nowadays, I wonder if the security forces office is the same every time I stop by.

Even today, many people were busy in the office, busy with their own work and bumping into each other.

And the killer gives even more work to the already busy security forces.

This time, Sieghill Macren, the second son of the duke, entered the alley dragging the Soul Knight, and according to Sieghill Macren, a group of people appeared to attack the killer who had attacked him again.

A sign telling no one to trespass is worse than a menu board at a bakery you might stop by while passing by.

The killer was getting all the abuse he could from the security forces, as they had created a huge fissure against it that went all the way to the sewers of the ancient city at one point.

I feel stressed as I am, and working all night long seems to be my daily routine, and I have dark circles around my eyes, squeezing in my stamina without the hygenics, and spewing out my dissatisfaction towards myself and the world.

“I don’t know why that damn murderer and Sieg Hill are so upset because they can’t go on a rampage in a city where innocent people live. They really seem to be treating the security forces like dogs tied up in a house, but I still want to tell them why the leashes that tie us up are chains made of iron. In particular, if that murderer is caught, he will file a petition to the corps commander to rip off his limbs and hang one on each door.”

“It may look good, but it may not look good aesthetically.”

“Soul disease. What does aesthetics have to know in this time of division where such damned insults come out all the time? If we don't do that, our security forces are the ones with the highest rate of getting criticized. Even when people criticize us and ask why we don't move as we should, we have no choice but to say that we are following the orders of the corps commander. I'm so frustrated I'm dying.”

“I hope the killer is caught quickly.”

“Ah, that’s right. That's the case with the killer, that guy Sieghill Macren who was chasing the killer, and that mysterious guy who attacked the killer. I feel like cutting off his head, sending him home, tying him up, and telling the security forces to take turns beating him up one by one every day. That’s about it.”

“... Thank you for your hard work.”

I continue to follow Hygenic's side and please him.

The place we are going now is the department where the remains of the Soul Knight are stored.

As soon as the security forces heard the noise, they notified Hygenic, and he, who was on duty without any shifts today, ran into the alley.

However, all the security forces can do is collect evidence.

Not only had the killer and those who attacked him already left the scene, but Sieghill Macren left the scene in a huff, leaving the broken Soul Knights behind.

The only way to find out that there were people who attacked the killer was because a member of the security forces followed him as he walked at a fast pace and persistently asked him to testify.

Other than that, all the security forces could do was collect the remains of the broken Soul Knights, look at the collapsed floor, and send letters to the wizards of the Magic Tower requesting repairs.

Then we found Hygenics and asked to see the wreckage they had collected.

Although the office of the security forces is smaller than the ridiculously large barracks, it is said to have a site that is not small in its own way, so the offices for each department are located in a building a little away.

According to principle, it is unacceptable to show evidence in such a place to outsiders.

However, Hygenics knew that even if he did come forward, it was not a situation where he could do anything, so when Deshade said that he wanted to look at the wreckage, he readily agreed, saying that he would be grateful if he could get some helpful information. I gave it.

In fact, we have nothing to say even when Hygenic asks how he knew about what happened during the night and came to visit us, but Deshade is a god.

Shin was able to dispel any doubts with the excuse that he had been observing the city from afar with his power because he thought something had happened to the huge commotion that occurred at night and the noise that was heard throughout the entire city.

“This is where the offices that handle internal administrative work are located, Mr. Deshade. The debris is stored inside.”

“Thank you. Your sincerity will one day see the light of day.”

“These words alone are truly comforting. It's been a while since I've been able to go home these days.”

As we entered the office in the back following Hygenic's guidance, a security guard greeted us with a salute.

“Hygenic. Are you here?”

“Yes. Even though it's only been 30 minutes, you always greet me with the same sound.”

“You’re being particularly picky today.”

“Isn’t that what it looks like?”

“Honestly, I think so, too.”

“If you understand, just think that today is a magical day and leave it alone. Okay, let’s take a look at the remains of Soul Knight. Deshade here said he had a question.”

“Oh, that’s it...”

However, when we tried to go inside, the soldier standing guard briefly stopped us.

“Something?”

“Well, there is someone who came inside first, so I think you should know that.”

“... Who came first?”

“Yes.”

“Without getting permission from me, the leader of the security forces?”

“Right?”

“Go all the way inside where confidential documents are stored and take a walk?”

“Walking... It’s not that bad.”

“That's it.”

'Is there a big one coming?'

Hygenic listens to the soldier's words and looks up at the sky.

I was a little prepared to gather all the anger built up to the top of my head and spit it out into the Lion's Rear, but fortunately Hygenic didn't do that.

“... It must be the Gaia Church, right?”

“You noticed.”

“There is no way you would show that kind of attitude if someone from the Legion came, and if you show that kind of attitude to Deshade and the people of the church who came, who else would there be other than the people there? Yes, I wonder who came and what kind of business they came for.”

“Paladin has arrived. He said he wanted to look at the evidence we collected about the killer.”

“Paladin?”

Hygenics asked back, and we internally had the same reaction.

I heard that the Gaia Church had locked the door and the priests and paladins were not coming out, but suddenly a paladin came out of the temple.

Still, we were able to find out the reason right away thanks to Hygenic's capable subordinates.

“I thought you might be a little curious about that, so I looked into it, and it seems that even within the temple, there were differing opinions on how to act regarding this matter. There was already an intruder before.”

The story he told was like this.

It is said that after I, previously referred to as the Dark Knight, fought with a paladin in the church, there was a long storm of interrogation at the temple of the Gaia Church in the Grace Territory.

The Paladin summoned every single member of the church to a cell and interrogated them about their faith in Gaia. In the meantime, he locked the door to prevent anyone from escaping.

For some reason, Elder Kayson, who was staying in the church, also agreed to blockade the church based on Paladin's opinion.

He seemed strangely afraid of something and asked the church to repair the holy magic so that something like this would never happen again, as if he was somehow trying to keep the Paladins and Holy Knights in the temple.

So the Paladin continued the interrogation and repair work on the holy magic, and now that he has finished everything, he belatedly hears rumors about the killer.

He is said to have heard rumors of what happened the night before, along with rumors that the traces left by the murderer were traces of heresy, and decided that it was something he could no longer wait for, so he came without even hearing the elder's dissuasion.

“-So now, the Paladin first heard that among the corpses we were keeping were the corpses of heretics, and is looking into the records about that.”

“Hmm... I guess that was it. Thank you Weave, this is why I like you. I always get more information than I want.”

“Not much to say. Instead, it would be nice if you could add an extra day next time you take vacation.”

“Well, that’s something I need to think about. But I'll still be thinking about it, so don't worry. Anyway, he's a paladin...”

After listening to the soldier's explanation, Hygenics stands still and looks at my face, pretending to be worried, as if he is judging the relationship between us and the visitor who came earlier.

I tell him that there won't be any problems.

“It doesn’t matter. As for the Paladin, I met him by chance, albeit briefly, in the Gaia Church's treatment room the other day. He wasn't that hostile toward our denomination, so it'll be okay.”

“Oh, is that so? Then I was worried for no reason. If you, the bishop, say so, I don't think anything major will happen...”

Even as Hygenic said that, he confirmed his intention directly to Deshade once more.

“Are you okay? Deshade.”

“No problem. Isn’t the reason humans believe in God because they need a place to lean on? The reason he became a paladin, believing in Gaia and dedicating his name to Gaia, was purely his will. There is nothing more beautiful than when humans live according to their own will without relying on God for everything. So where is the problem?”

“If God says so, then I understand. Then, let’s go in.”

It was only after Hygenic heard those words that he felt relieved.

Then he guided us inside.

“This is the storage room. Even though the Grace Estate is a defensive fortress that is only a few years old, the city is so large that even if it were just an event stored up, it is enormous.”

The office was divided into rooms and kept records of events that occurred in each year.

        
            'The smell of paper is amazing.'

A musty smell that invades your nose.

Perhaps that smell comes from not only paper, but also various criminal tools and evidence that were presumed to have been used in the incident, all of which are decomposing here.

After passing through documents that looked a bit old, we arrived at a room where evidence of the case was just being organized.

In one corner of the place, the paladin who had arrived first noticed us while looking at the corpse of a heretic who had been killed while hiding in the white armor he usually wore, unable to leave the castle.

The paladin spoke to me first.

“You are the spirit soldier who was with the knight I met back then.”

“It’s been a while since we met.”

“What brought you here?”

“I stopped by because I had questions about this incident.”

The Paladin greeted us as if we were trespassers in his territory, as he himself had entered without Hygenic's permission.

“Do you know Soul Knight?”

“No. I am not interested in anything other than those who rebel against God. The military's business is the military's business, and the denomination's business is the denomination's business. I'm only here because I'm interested in the heretics the murderer killed, and I have no intention of interfering with the work of the soldiers here.”

“... What if it turns out that the murderer wields demonic powers?”

I quietly ask the paladin.

Then he frowned and looked at me.

“Do you know something?”

“Uh... no. I'm just curious about how the Gaia Church will act.”

Is it because I have never encountered people who lie?

The paladin did not notice my embarrassed look.

“... Of course, I have to step forward at that time. Only the religious order must stand against enemies who wield the power of the devil. Not only an adventurer, but no matter how strong a warrior he is, he cannot become a martyr if his soul is wounded. So, priests wearing armor imbued with Gaia’s grace will have to deal with the devil.”

“You’re firm.”

“Of course. This is my duty, and I became a paladin to fulfill it.”

A paladin who immediately executes heretics as soon as he sees them.

Perhaps that's why I'm afraid that he, who may seem deviant but can be noble, is also being used as a pawn by the Gaia Church's snake-tongued high-ranking priests who are good at telling lies.

Regardless of whether it is his will or the will of the church, he will only show solid performance if he senses even a single trace of demonic energy in the opponent.

“... I'm not sure, but the evidence over there has that name on it.”

'This person is also really consistent.'

The paladin in front of me once again strengthened his resolve and pointed to us at a huge box on one side.

Inside the box, the Soul Knight that had been torn to pieces by the killer was assembled into a human form, as if the security forces soldier collecting evidence had been working all night long.

Part of the body also appears to have been restored to its original state, including the broken gray sword that the killer, the corps commander, had driven into his body.

It looks like it was probably attached with glue or something with a similar effect.

“Did you come to see that?”

“Deshade, the god our denomination serves, said there was something he wanted to find out. So I stopped by.”

“New Deshade?”

Paladin reacted loudly to the sound of God coming out of my mouth.

“Well, I thought you’d heard of it.”

“Of course I know. However, I only heard about it from people in my denomination, so I didn't listen that carefully. It's so biased information. So is this your god?”

After saying that, the Paladin recognized Deshade and went to stop in front of the god.

gulp-

At the same time, the other soldiers stopped in their tracks and looked at him, and in that moment of silence, the sound of Hygenic swallowing his saliva was heard.

Deshade spoke first.

“Nice to meet you. Young Paladin. I am Deshade, a god who loves humans.”

A god who loves humans.

That title was originally held by Gaia.

To be exact, he is the only god who protects humans because he loves them.

The Gaia Church used it as a catchphrase to gather people from five kingdoms under the name of God.

However, it is said that gods are born from the origin of humans, and that there is only one god who can be born from one origin.

At least that's what human wizards and priests have found out.

So, in the eyes of other people who knew about it, they thought what just happened was Deshade's provocation against Paladin.

Since people already knew of the destructive actions that Paladin once committed against the temple of the god he served when he faced an attacker called the Dark Knight, they began to tremble thinking that it could be repeated here and now.

But fortunately, the Paladin didn't react to that and just moved on.

“Nice to meet you. I am a paladin who serves Gaia. As you know, in the Gaia Church, in order to become a paladin, you give your name to Gaia, so you don't have a name right now.”

“Whew... Hmm, hmm!”

As the Paladin gave in, Hygenic sighed loudly without realizing it, as if representing everyone's feelings.

He must have thought it was too blatant, so he tried to disguise his clearing of the throat as having been annoyed.

Gods and paladins of other gods share information.

“Paladin who serves Gaia. What did you come to find?”

“I came looking for traces of the devil. Recently, very disturbing things have been happening in this city. A self-proclaimed Dark Knight appeared in our church's building, and a group of heretics invaded through the back of the city. I heard that the commander here defeated them while I was healing from my wounds, but the heretics are still roaming around in this corner of the city. So I came to find out about him.”

The sound of ‘Dark Knight’ makes me a little uncomfortable.

“I see. Those who worship the devil and insult the dead deserve to disappear. As befits his position as a paladin, it's nice to see him taking action before anyone else. I hope the bishops of our denomination will also follow suit.”

'You're turning me away from here?'

While I was trying to deduce the principle of the Paladin's actions from his answers, I was struck in an unexpected place.

And that too to the God of our denomination.

“I wish you good results in your work.”

“I hope there is an answer to the question that God came to seek.”

The two beings, a paladin and a god, said this and turned their backs to each other and turned their gaze towards what they were examining.

And Thistle and I celebrated in a small way that the conversation ended safely without any confrontation.

“Phew. I'm really glad it ended safely.”

“Sure. I never thought Deshade would say something like that.”

I don’t know if Deshade knows how we feel.

'I don't know, but it's probably a high probability.'

Deshade left us sighing in relief and began to take a closer look at the Soul Knight's armor.

We had no choice but to stand blankly next to such a god.

From Thistle and I's perspective, the remains of the Soul Knight were just plain green armor, and we couldn't feel anything.

It seems to be something that only God can know.

'Black, I don't feel anything right now.'

Another strange thing is that the sword stuck in Soul Knight's body now felt nothing.

At that time, the sword in the commander's hand was strangely scary to me and Hwarim, but it's okay now.

'Can the strange ability of the sword only be used once?'

I think the durability of the sword drops drastically and it breaks immediately after using the power contained within it.

So, it appears that the corps commander used the gray sword as a consumable, stabbing and killing the Soul Knight, who was unharmed even after being hit directly by the kingdom's battle wizard's magic and the devil's arm, with the sword.

That's all the information I can find.

Leave the rest to God.

So, while people were busy again, I quietly watched the Paladin's actions.

He continued examining the bodies of several dead cultists, just as Deshade was doing.

However, in addition to the corpses of the pagans, other corpses were also included.

'One is a heretic from Grain, and the other is the corpse of an immortal organ?'

Mixed in among the corpses of the heretics were corpses that were believed to be people who had been part of the guard force that Rains had mentioned, who had received Agoni's emblem on their bodies as a sign of their power.

The paladin immediately noticed the existence of a heretic with a tattoo of a certain grain, but he seemed to have no interest in the corpse with the tattoo of an immortal organ, so he pondered in front of it for a long time.

Of course, among those who signed a contract with the Immortal Agency, the emblem that those who wanted power received from Agoni was not the emblem of the devil.

As long as the Paladin thinks it is the trace of the devil, of course he cannot get close to it.

Thistle softly whispers to me.

“Lee Lim. How about telling that paladin about them?”

But I was against it.

“Maybe that’s not a good idea? That paladin is so scared that even if we tell him about it, he will immediately ask questions. I think it's better not to do it because you're so persistent.”

“Oh, is that so?”

He and Thistle become speechless and talk about various things about Paladins.

Of course, by leaving out the proper subject, I prevented it from reaching his ears.

“Yes. I saw him before and I thought he was going to die. Of course I died.”

“Oh, that’s right. You said you fought once and lost.”

But Thistle came in and stabbed someone else's painful spot for no reason.

“Uh... Strictly speaking, I didn't lose. I watched it.”

“Really?”

“It’s true. He lost because he turned his sword in a different direction at the last moment. No, Thistle doesn’t trust me?”

“But when Lee Rim plays with Gombangi, he always says that he didn't lose because he didn't give up even though he was always knocked to the ground.”

“... That was that and this was different. And that's not a joke?”

“Hehe. all right. It was a joke so don't get upset.”

After we had been talking nonsense for a while, Deshade came up to us.

“Bishop. The question has finally been revealed.”

A calmer voice than usual.

But as soon as I heard that calm voice, I knew it wasn't really good news.

So I ask carefully.

“... What happened?”

Before speaking, Deshade looked at my face and answered slowly.

“Their souls... no longer exist in this world.”

        
            Listen to God's words and ask them back.

“Do you mean he died? Is it a soul illness?”

“I don’t know if it’s right for me to use the concept of death. However, it is something close to the meaning of death. Their souls will never be active in this world again. The lost soul cannot be felt anywhere in this world.”

When I heard God's words, I was confused.

'How is that different from being dead?'

death.

Death can be said to be a state in which a living thing can no longer recognize something or move by its own will.

However, that is the definition I know, having lived in a world where the existence of the concept of soul is not accepted as scientific evidence.

Death here is not much different, but unlike the place where I lived, this is a place where the soul is clearly proven due to the existence of priests and gods.

From a human perspective, death means no longer carrying out life activities, but the soul still remains and can be revived if a resurrection ritual is performed before time passes.

Otherwise, depending on the religion, some say it will naturally disappear, while others say it will return to heaven for a new birth.

Alternatively, they may become evil spirits, and may be called spirits, beings revered by people, or beings that are feared.

There are monarchs who exploit souls like limbs, and conversely, dead souls become stronger over time and influence people.

Some races are active only with their souls even after death, so instead of death, there are some races that just say 'lost their body' and live a second life.

Clearly the soul exists.

'But now the spirit is gone.'

So this is complete death in my opinion.

“The souls of the soul soldiers whose bodies were broken, who were stabbed by this sword, cannot be felt at all.”

A gray scabbard next to a piece of armor and several broken swords coming out of it.

A sword that broke after cutting down the Soul Knight, a corps commander who was all a murderer.

The Soul Knights who died with more than 10 swords hanging on their backs all lost their souls.

'is it. Is this the power that can kill the soul disease that Agoni spoke of?'

There was a weapon to kill the soul disease.

Items in the underground warehouse that Agoni devoted all his resources to research in order to kill the immortal monarch.

The corps commander raided the place and acquired all the items in the warehouse, including the sword.

of soul disease,

[soul]

They are called from different worlds and have worked tirelessly for others.

Even though they do not want to, they continue their lives by easily obtaining a new body even after death as a special exception through a forbidden ritual.

But what happens if that cycle doesn't continue, if their souls can't enter another body again?

As my thoughts continued, the weight of death changed.

The fear of death is a fear that comes from ignorance about what happens after death.

Even this is a state of complete loss, a state of extinction, approved by the god of this world called Deshade.

Deshade sensed my feelings and spoke again.

“Bishop. Don't be so scared. This is just information I found out with my limited authority and reinforced with speculation, and I can't say they are completely dead yet. Has it really become a concept of extinction, returning to the void, or is it perhaps that one of the ancient beings from time immemorial, most of whom are now in a dormant state that even I cannot sense, took pity on them and took them in to help them for a while? That's it. You will find out more details when you meet the wizard who built the system called Soul Knight.”

“... I understand.”

I had no choice but to reply to God's words in a half-crazy state.

Changes in perception of death.

There has been a change in what I thought was normal until now.

So let’s consider it.

'Being free from alcoholism is something I had hoped for.'

In some ways, this can be said to be the fulfillment of what I had hoped for.

A departure from the constant return to death.

But this kind of ending is not what I want.

This form of liberation through death is an end that everyone naturally rejects.

This is not liberation but apocalypse.

All I want is to live in this world, a little different from others, free from this system of soul disease.

Deshade then asked a soldier to show him any other evidence, and Shin moved to another location following the soldier's guidance.

I had no choice but to continue to watch the remains of Soul Knight there.

The other soldiers were doing their own thing, and Only Thistle was next to me, just watching and worrying.

Then someone came up to me.

“... Paladin.”

A being who offers everything, everything, and name to Gaia and acts on God's behalf.

The paladin looked at the heretic for a while, then looked at us as if he thought he couldn't get anything more out of it.

Then, seeing my strange state, he asked.

“Are you afraid of death?”

‘Are you afraid of death? 'Isn't that obvious?'

For me, this is a question that has a definite answer.

“Then isn’t it scary?”

The Paladin has been asking questions that any normal human being would answer in the same way, unless he or she was in a state of bravado at the time of answering.

Paladin instead expressed doubts about such an obvious answer.

“Why?”

“Why? So you’re not afraid that your life will end completely?”

“I thought you could understand my meaning since you are a person who serves God and also hold the position of a bishop, but that was a mistake.”

“Death is something everyone fears.”

“However, if you serve God, the meaning changes. If you have always served God faithfully, the soul of the dead returns to God's arms. What happens after death will be full of God’s grace, so what is there to fear?”

These are the values of the Gaia Church.

Therefore, it is a value that I cannot accept.

“A person with only deep religious beliefs may be able to accept death without any regrets. But how many people do you think are living a life where they can die without any regrets about their current life?”

“They must have been believers who were not devout. Doing God's will is necessary for true rest after death.”

“Prayer does not feed you. Faith is just a tool to gain psychological comfort. How is living by only thinking about rest after death and practicing God's words any different from being a puppet of God who has given up living according to one's own will?”

“... That is not the mindset of someone who serves God.”

Paladin frowned.

I thought he, like Reigns, was someone who usually kept a straight face, but when he heard what I said was completely different from his own, he did not hide his displeasure and showed it as it was.

“It is a difference of opinion. You may do God's will in exchange for such a promise to Gaia, but in exchange for me doing Deshade's duty, I gain the strength to navigate this reality with my own will. It's just a deal to fulfill your future without dying.”

“For that reason, it is absurd to serve God. What is the difference between receiving the power of God solely to satisfy one's desires?”

Parrr-

The Paladin must have been angry and released divine power.

Just because he and I have different opinions, and just for that reason, he began to emit divine power in this place where other people were, and at the same time, the documents held by other soldiers were flying around.

When the soldiers saw Paladin like that, they thought, 'Damn, something happened after all.' He muttered and hurriedly left the place.

I also feel the same way.

'Holy shit.'

I didn't mean to provoke him.

But at the same time, I didn't want to bend my opinion.

I've felt it before, but Paladins treat death too lightly.

It's a difference in perception.

Paladins believe it is right to think that they can make any sacrifice to practice their faith.

But I'm not like that.

I believe that humans live a worthwhile life when they choose their own life and move forward with their own will.

Of course, I don't like pointless deaths, but I also don't like sacrificial deaths.

I have no intention of being grateful that I am living on top of a corpse lying down as someone's unwilling sacrifice.

That's why I accepted God's choice when Deshade's choice was first presented to me.

Deshade’s policy heard through Thistle.

Deshade is a god, but unlike other gods, he does not try to bind believers.

Laissez-faire.

God simply likes humans, so he just watches what path they choose of their own will.

Deshade also does not want believers to give up their own opinions by focusing too much on their own values.

Deshade does not act first and try to lead us, but only plays the role of pushing us when we show our will to overthrow what we think is wrong and when we want the strength to achieve it.

The only thing that rejects is the devil who makes human choices meaningless, and the one who insults the choices of the dead just like the devil.

That is why I chose to become this bishop of God.

conflict of opinion.

Is this a difference in the policies of Gaia and Deshade, or is it the education that the corrupt priests of the Gaia Church have given since ancient times that created these Paladins?

The paladin speaks threateningly while displaying divine power.

“Bishop of Deshade. If you are going to call yourself a servant of God with that kind of mentality, give up your position. If you are thinking of wielding the power of God based on your personal desires rather than a promise to God, give up. But if you're going to be so afraid of death, stop it.”

OK,

Thistle stepped in front of the Paladin, blocking my path.

        
            “Is an appointment really necessary? Are you a person who cannot carry out God’s will without a fixed reward?”

“What does that mean?”

The Paladin responds to Thistle, releasing even more divine power.

Unlike the devil's magical power that exists to destroy everything, it is a divine power that is meant to protect someone.

Although it was such a divine power, the Paladin was only trying to suppress those around him with his strong steadfastness.

And Thistle stands in opposition to the Paladin.

As an apostle of Deshade, he fights against Gaia's paladins.

In the same way, it releases divine power.

But it was different from Paladin.

'I'm protecting you.'

Thistle's sacred power surrounded the Paladin's sacred power to prevent it from destroying the surroundings.

Although he rarely appears extremely angry, his divine power has a protective nature, independent of his anger.

'This is the correct use of divine power.'

The reason why divine power is strong is to protect people.

Or something that supports one's own or someone else's will from being broken.

A priest who devoted his life to the coming of God sublimated his feat through a ritual and became an apostle, whose power was equal to that of a paladin.

But what it means is different.

The Paladin gained his current power by sacrificing his name and life from the beginning, and Thistle has now become an Apostle, and it is possible for him to become stronger as he progresses through his own choices.

Thistle does not show any signs of being pushed back and answers the paladin.

“If you prove your faith with your own strength, I will also prove it with the strength I received from Deshade. I will show you that human beings can create a safe haven just by following their will and walking forward, even without such an afterlife promise. Whether it is real or after death.”

Upon hearing those words, the Paladin's gauntlet began to glow.

Holy power flows into the gauntlet, and the Paladin soon enters a fighting stance and responds.

“Good. Then prove it with your sword. Prove right here and now who is right and who the truly correct God is.”

Thistle also responds by pulling out a claymore against the paladin.

Sereung-

“We will make you realize that the Church of Gaia is following the wrong path. And-”

Thistle added a word to it.

“If you are defeated, please properly apologize to our God and to the bishop of the church for misjudging the severity of death due to wrong beliefs.”

“Any amount.”

Paladin accepted it.

Kugugugugugugugugung-

The two become the center of a storm that begins to shake the building.

The storm of divine power gradually increases as the apostles and paladins fight against each other in anger.

'This is the power of these two people.'

The two people gathered their maximum strength from each other.

I never thought that Thistle would become this strong before I knew it.

Even when fighting the previous Puppeteer, Thistle was unable to demonstrate her skills properly because there were souls who needed her power.

That power was protecting me now.

Faced with a concept that is so close to real death, it affirms my life, which up until now had only been a step forward in the face of fake death.

wait for me to wake up

Waiting for me not to give up.

I believe that my will will not break and become my breakwater.

So, I decide to be even bigger.

Have I been fighting all this time just to sit here and now?

'it is not so.'

I must move forward.

'Because my life was about moving one step closer to death.'

You should not be afraid of death.

There are many things I have done.

There are many people leaning on me.

I haven't achieved what I want yet.

'As a bishop, I want to be next to her as an equal.'

It happens behind Thistle's back.

It was an unsightly sight.

Before I knew it, I had witnessed true death and was losing all my strength.

'Wake up you coward.'

The world is made up of competition.

How long are you going to sit there in a world like that?

'Why are you scared now when all you have to do is take a step forward as usual?'

The world is not kind.

No one will consider you kneeling and showing weakness.

That's how it happened.

Stand on your own legs, with your back like a breakwater created by Thistle.

I reprimand myself for acting foolishly, thank Thistle, and step on the ground with both legs, not my knees.

And decide.

Knowing the irrationality of the world, I resolve myself even more strongly.

What would you do if a dragon, a demon, a paladin, or an undefeated swordsman became your enemy?

If you give up, kneel down, bow down and beg for mercy, will they pass by?

no.

If they don't hold up even a small thorn or lose the look in their eyes that won't give up until the last moment, they will trample on obstacles with ease.

'If you're weak, just become stronger than them, and if you don't have time, just agonize over the time you don't have and find a way to win.'

Is death a big deal?

Until now, I have been working hard to escape death.

That will work this time too.

If a weapon that would bring me real death appears, I just have to do my best to avoid death accordingly.

That is why I declare this to Paladin first.

“Paladin. I don't give up.”

After hearing those words, the paladin looks at me over Thistle's shoulder.

“Death is scary. But I won't give up. As the Bishop of Deshade, as a soul soldier, I will move forward with my own will.”

Look the paladin in the eye.

Gaia's Paladin.

His eyes are filled with only the thought of carrying out God's will and destroying everything that goes against it.

Those eyes reminded me of the people I had to protect.

I say this as I think of everyone in the church, the people gathered in a circle holding the hand I held out to them.

“If there is only one person to protect, I will overcome fear and swing the sword.”

Even if I only have one life, I will swing my sword.

They are now like another life to me.

The Paladin's eyes widened when he heard what I said.

Then, he slowly lowers his eyes, as if remembering something or reminiscing about the past.

“... I see. Then I can't do it.”

The Paladin's eyes closed completely, and he opened them again, slowly, very slowly.

“I have no intention of changing my opinion.”

When the Paladin says that, he gives strength to the hand that Thistle gave to the claymore.

However, the Paladin's next words were not words that ignited the will to fight.

“So, let’s go our separate ways. I will slay the devil to lead people straight to the promised paradise, and you should strive to create your own haven on earth.”

Paladin put the divine power to rest.

Thistle also slowly releases divine power, little by little, according to the Paladin's level.

The Paladin then completely calmed down his divine power and then passed us and went out of the building.

The moment he goes outside, he hears someone criticizing him.

“Fuck you, Paladin! I told you not to use sacred power in crowded places!”

'Is it Linai?'

Linai was following behind the walking Paladin.

Instead of wearing the priest's clothes before, Linai is now wearing clothes with a bit of armor, like a paladin's squire.

Since the heights between them are quite different, the stride length also varies accordingly.

The moment the paladin took one step, Linai took two quick steps to catch up with him.

Meanwhile, the nagging continues without stopping.

“Didn’t I always tell you not to do anything that would cause trouble?!”

“So I didn’t do it until the end.”

“That’s right! From the beginning, you told me to think first before engaging in informal conversations with others! I just came here after hearing the news from the soldiers, but what did you do this time?!”

“It was just an exchange of views.”

“Please! So, don't always dismiss something like that and clearly explain the beginning and end! That way, I can write something in the report and submit it!”

'Has it changed a little?'

Is it because some time has passed?

Their appearance was different from what I knew.

Paladin was not the type of person who wanted to finish something he had started, and Linai, unlike before, had become quite a stubborn person.

Fitting equipment equipment -

The paladin pauses for a moment and retrieves his weapon, which he had left behind Linai's back.

And then just walks away.

When he started walking again, the Paladin's strides had shortened to match Linai's.

After seeing them disappear completely, I thanked Thistle.

“Thank you. Thistle.”

Instead of receiving my words, Thistle looks in the direction where Paladin disappeared, as if his anger has not dissipated even after he has completely disappeared.

“Irim.”

“Yes?”

“Because I will protect Lee Rim.”

Thistle suddenly declared.

“Whether a paladin or a demon comes, I will not leave alone any entity that threatens Lee Rim. I will never forgive anyone who tries to persecute Lee Rim in the name of an apostle.”

“... Okay. thank you. So, let off steam now.”

I was unfamiliar with the sight of her getting angry at Thistle's words, so the only thing I could do was to continue to comfort her from the side.

Even after that, Thistle was still unable to control his anger, as if he was planning a somewhat specific method of retaliation.

In the end, when I openly grabbed his hand in front of other people and told him that I wouldn't let him go until he let go of his anger, only then did he become embarrassed and let go of his anger.

Then Deshade came back and we decided to follow God's words and go to the barracks to meet the Duke's second son.

Even then, Thistle had not let go of my hand.

        
            “Um... what's going on today?”

When we went to the barracks, the soldier in charge of security greeted us with great confusion, unlike usual.

It's not that I don't understand how he feels.

Deshade's existence is rumored to be a foreign entity even in the village, so everyone knows its impression.

A god wearing black armor that covers his entire body.

At first glance, he looks like an unusual knight stopping by from another region, but he does not carry a weapon.

The god, wearing only armor, does not sleep even in the evening, but quietly enjoys the moonlight on the first floor, and occasionally goes out to chat with drunkards on the street.

When you see him like that, you might think he's just a sleepless person, but during the day, he greets people who secretly come to visit him because they doubt his faith in Gaia or souls on holidays, and he shows a kind side by accepting their anxieties and prayers. .

This god, who is clearly not a god or like a god, but sometimes shows aspects of a god, may not have been seen yet due to the enormous size of the Grace territory, but people who see him for the first time will immediately recognize that he is a god upon seeing Deshade.

So this soldier was taken aback by the fact that the god of the Deshade Church had come to the barracks of a corps he had never visited before, and for something other than a resuscitation center.

“Human in charge of guard of the fort. I came to meet the wizard inside.”

“Uh... wizard?”

This is my first time having a direct conversation with God, so I calmly explain to the soldier who is confused.

“Our church came today because we had some business to do with Sieghill Macren, who is in the barracks. Could you please tell me which direction I should go?”

“Uh, um... Well, Sieghill has set up his workshop near the accommodation where the soul soldiers stay, so you can probably go there.”

“Are there any buildings left over there?”

“I don’t know if you know, but there used to be quarters for officers who were always on standby to monitor soul soldiers. Later, they left the vacant building, saying it was an unnecessary position, and the second son of the duke family mobilized soldiers and magic tower wizards and converted it into a workshop.”

“I see. Thank you.”

I didn't think I saw a separate workshop when I saw it before, but it seemed like the workshop was set up in such a remote location.

'Anyway, it really stinks.'

And as soon as I heard the location of the workshop, I was able to understand even more why the soul soldiers were so anxious.

How can they live comfortably when there is a crazy workshop right near their accommodation that captures soul soldiers and turns them into soul knights?

When we found out where my second son was and were about to go in there, the soldier hesitated and spoke to me.

“Hey... Still, I think we need to go through some procedures. Well, I'm a little at a loss as to what to do about God coming into the barracks, so just give me a little time...”

From his words, I could feel the panic that he had no idea what to do with this.

So, I use that embarrassment to soothe the situation so that it doesn't escalate.

“It’s okay. People from the Gaia Church also have a resuscitation center inside, so they can go in without any special procedures, right? So we can think the same way. Just think of it as people from the church stopping by for some business.”

“Uh... I guess that's what I heard. There doesn't seem to be any problem.”

All you need is a little shamelessness.

If this side goes forward with confidence, there will be no problem.

'If the Church of Gaia can do it, we can do it too.' If you proceed with that feeling, there will be no one to stop you.

“Are you done?”

“Yes. Then let’s go in.”

After speaking clearly with the soldier, go straight inside and guide Deshade and Thistle.

Accommodations with mentally ill people.

We pass some rather shabby accommodations made of thick cloth and a few pillars so that we can move at any time.

I can only feel it now, but compared to the refugees outside, I don't feel like they are living such a good life.

Still, in a way, I would say it exudes a sense of human life.

Each tent boasts its own individuality, such as hanging a symbol representing the god they served or making a traditional small statue and placing it preciously in front of the tent.

In the past, when I talked about a certain spirit soldier, it seemed like he lived in a world higher than the world I was in. I thought it was cool when that guy gathered pieces of iron on his own and made something like a beam rifle, but unfortunately, the laws of physics between that world and this world are completely different. It didn't work because it seemed to be the exact opposite.

At that time, I was in a state of harmony, so I didn't really know anyone because I was just trying to figure out how not to die tomorrow, so people who wanted peace lived with each other as neighbors.

The dormitory of the soul soldiers, who were surviving so vibrantly in their own way, was now depressed enough to make you think the atmosphere was serious.

As we continue to walk past those tents, people start to gather around Deshade.

“This is Deshade.”

“What? Deshade? Why is God here?”

“Didn’t Florian ask you to wait a little longer for the next holiday? Is that why God came here?”

“Hey! Deholt, Deshade is here!”

“Deshade! Deshade! Deshade!”

“Deshade Church? A cult that lets strangely obese horses grow indoors?”

“Thistle came too? Who was next to him?”

“Why, you know that bishop who is always having a hard time outside. It's him.”

“Ah, the bishop who runs around outside trying to feed the church? It was my first time seeing it.”

“I heard that at one time, he killed a heretic and took the blood-stained clothes to the county wizards in exchange for money.”

“I heard that you charged into a group of orcs, cut off the head of the unit commander, and then broke through the siege alone and returned? Why did those orcs we fought go on such a rampage that they wanted to avenge their commander, who they said was Kupal?”

'Was the rumor so exaggerated that it spread?'

The spirit soldiers all start making loud noises in unexpected situations, and other people who hear the noise gather.

The people who had gathered there began to talk about all the information they knew about our church, even to people who had no connection to our church, and the barracks where the soul soldiers were located suddenly became noisy.

“Irim was also more popular than I thought.”

“I’m worried that there are a lot of parts that have been adapted.”

Thistle and I were asking for understanding from those people and opening the road so we could continue passing through Deshade.

As we were slowly moving forward, a short female spirit soldier jumped out in front of us and knelt in front of Deshade.

“Deshade! Please stop that crazy wizard!”

Seeing such a soul disease, Deshade stopped and bent down to talk to him.

“You confused human being. You were a Carian who served a god called Larken.”

“Hey, do you remember me?”

“That’s right. I remember all the people who came to me and prayed to their gods. I know your piety and consideration for others through your prayers. So tell me, who made you afraid and where is he now?

'Lie here.'

That was a bit of an error.

In fact, most of the soul bottles that Deshade remembers are female soul bottles.

Deshade, who loves humans, or more precisely, loves the appearance of humans, memorizes the names of all female soul soldiers.

One time, Noan and Florian came with other soul soldiers as usual, and Noan said to Deshade, 'It's been a while.' 'Who was it?' There was a time when Noan was a little upset because he responded back.

No matter how much you think about it, it's hard to forget about his muscles and features, but I think forgetting for a moment means he's not really interested in male soul sufferers.

No matter what, the spirit soldier was moved by the fact that he remembered his name and the name of the god he served, so he shed tears and told the god on the spot.

“Sieg Hill Macren. That crazy wizard is kidnapping us again and saying he will use us as material for Soul Knight. So far, 20 more people have been captured, and when he returns in the morning, he captures 10 more of us and is trying to plunge our consciousness into that mass of despair. Previously, my close friend was kidnapped, and this morning, the person I thought was my sister was kidnapped.”

A soul soldier named Karian put his head on the ground and prayed to God.

“Please return my friend and sister. Please allow people who are like my family to return to this hopeless world. If I could, I would give up Larken and serve Deshade. Please... please help me.”

She lowered her head and began to sob.

The sorrow that will never be felt again, the sorrow of losing a family member once again spreads.

Other people started shouting too.

Some people asked Sieg Hill to stop their violence and punish them severely, while others broke down and sobbed, saying they did not want to live like this anymore.

Everyone was looking at Deshade, and Deshade was standing still in the middle of them, listening to their every sound.

After all of their complaints were over, God stood Karian up and said,

“... A person who served the god Larken. I listened carefully to your thoughts. But don't forget the god you served. You don’t have to serve me. Since God was born, it is enough for someone to remember his name to exist.”

God then looks around at the other soul soldiers one by one and says:

“And I listened to your thoughts carefully.”

The soul soldiers' attention is focused on God, and God answers their wishes.

“The soul soldiers he has now redeemed will return to your arms. I promise you that.”

When the exhausted soul soldiers heard the answer, they cheered and began to open the way.

The workshop where Sieg Hill Macren is located naturally creates a path in that direction.

We walk along the road, standing on either side of Deshade.

However, in the meantime, Deshade spoke to us in a low voice.

“... Bishop. And Apostle.”

“Yes. Deshade.”

And the words that were not heard by other soul soldiers caused us to be confused.

“What should I do?”

        
            “Yes? What can I do?”

I almost showed my embarrassed expression to the spirit soldiers who were cheering us.

He hurriedly hid his emotions and walked without stopping, asking again.

“I don’t think that’s the sound that would come out in this situation.”

Deshade also speaks in a quiet voice as if he knows this, and in a voice that can be heard straight into our ears as to whether he has used his powers.

“... I was born with a promise to respect human choices. Because I enjoy watching the choices made by the people I like and seeing them cry and laugh and change according to them, I promised not to interfere with the choices the people made on their own. Unless I obtain and wield the power of the devil, I have no choice but to ignore whatever path they take.”

This is a story I've heard before.

A conversation between Asmodeus and Deshade.

Asmodeus said that not just neglecting humans but also showing us a path and twisting the choices slightly is a good change, and Deshade said that letting humans make the final choice based on their own will is a divine being. It was said to be a duty.

“I told you not to do anything that insults the dead. However, this is what I am saying to you who serve me. Did you say Sieg Hill Macren? If that wizard tries to advance himself by binding and causing pain to others, I have no way to stop him.”

“Why?”

“Because I made a promise, and he does not serve me. There is no way I can force someone who is not even my believer.”

God was still walking, but he looked intimidated.

Limitations as God.

God should not interfere deeply with humans.

The only thing that can interfere is with matters related to duty.

He is a god who tried to shoulder the duties that all other gods had abandoned, and a god who tried to prevent the devil from descending on earth, even with a small and weak faith.

The only people Deshade can touch us or directly are humans who have acquired the power of the devil.

A faithful god cannot break the covenant he has made.

Therefore, I believe that I have no right to punish a human wizard who only made his own choice and had no relationship with the devil.

Thistle and I realized that fact and gritted our teeth.

Thistle suggested a solution to Shin.

“Then shouldn’t we stop him instead? Even if Deshade can't touch it directly, it's no problem if we do it for you.”

To Thistle, Deshade expressed his refusal.

“Aren’t you doing the important work of getting out of here? This is my job and the people here. Don't interfere even if it ruins their own work.”

“Why? If you are not going to do the same thing now, why did Deshade give me this sword?”

“The sword was created to help you eradicate the heretics who wield demonic power. It is not a sword for punishing other humans who are not related to the devil.”

We had that conversation and arrived at a place where the spirit soldiers were not watching.

Soon we reached a place where no one could hear us, and Thistle stood in front of Deshade and insisted again.

“Then, I will stop his atrocities with my own will.”

“Not permitted.”

“Why?”

“I told you to be the shield of the Order, and didn't you swear that? Does the apostle really think that this was done as a shield for the church?”

“... Of course, this may deviate from the oath to protect the people of the church. However, I am a person who grew up based on Deshade’s words. Now, why is that wrong when I say that I will punish those who go against Deshade’s will on behalf of the will of God, who cannot lay hands on humans?”

“So the will you speak of is not actually your will. That's because I don't think it's something you decided to do of your own will, and it's something you do because you were influenced by the way you grew up under my care.”

“I am the one who was influenced by Deshade and I am the one making the decision now! Why do you say it is not my will?”

Thistle's voice gets louder.

The atmosphere becomes increasingly hostile.

In a frustrating atmosphere, Thistle pours out his true feelings to Deshade.

“I can now do my part by becoming Deshade’s apostle! I am finally able to repay Deshade for growing up with his help!”

“When did I ever expect you to repay me? I only granted you that wish because I wish you to survive in the land of despair.”

“... Are you saying that to Deshade, I am no different from other people?”

And in return for that sincerity, Deshade returned the hurt.

“... There are so many people who pray, so how can I consider you special?”

“...”

Thistle's expression changed.

Her expression, which had already begun to get angry at Deshade, who continued to disagree with her answers, now contained sadness.

“... Why, why are you saying that?”

Those were the last words.

Thistle didn't seem to expect an answer after that, so he turned back and walked away.

“Thistle.”

“... It's okay. Lee Rim. See you at the accommodation.”

He ran after Thistle and grabbed his arm, but Thistle told him not to worry and to assist Deshade since he was going to his dorm, and then left.

After sending her away, he calls out to Deshade.

“... Why did you say that?”

Deshade's final answer was something that should never have been said.

To Thistle, Deshade is like a parent, or more than a parent.

She thought that the current situation was one where she could finally become Deshade's strength and tried to take action.

She only tried to do such a thing because she thought it would be a way to repay Deshade for watching her grow up, but Deshade pushed her away.

God answered my question.

“That’s because I’m not the devil.”

“What does that mean?”

Deshade didn't look back.

He answers as he slowly walks back to the accommodation where Sieg Hill is located.

“I only realized it now. I hoped that the people of the church, including the bishop, would move forward of their own will. That is why we have not given you any doctrine or temple.”

God had previously tried to dissuade Thistle from creating a Bible.

“Pagan.”

“Yes?”

“Pagans who serve the devil actively follow the will of the devil they serve. Those who serve the devil who wants violence go looking for victims as perpetrators as if that is their purpose in life, and those who serve the devil who wants to spread the plague carry around a cauldron and spread the misfortune contained within the cauldron.”

“... Right.”

“So that’s what I’m saying. That doesn't fit my policy. I wanted the people of the church gathered under my name to be less influenced by me and to find their own path, chosen only by their own will, but when I saw the soul disease from earlier, I noticed it when I saw my apostle.”

Deshade paused for a moment.

He then looked at his hands and the gauntlets that were part of the black armor and spoke.

“My advent affected so many people. I just wanted to grant the soul soldiers' unattainable wishes, but before I knew it, I had become someone they had no choice but to completely rely on. The same is true for My Apostle. I have become too central to the apostle's decision on his future path.”

“Are you saying it is not the form you wanted? Are you saying that their current form is no different from the pagans?”

“Yes. I hate the devil so much that I have made my church and the people who follow me no different from those who follow the devil.”

After saying that, God lowered his head.

“Even after seeing the case of the Gaia Church, why did I not realize it and try to lead humans in a different direction?”

I ask that question to God.

“... Is that promise not to be broken?”

An agreement between gods not to touch humans directly.

I have now become aware of the existence of that agreement.

Deshade has always avoided doing anything that would have a direct impact on us.

He never gave direct input when we did anything that wasn't pagan-related, and he only lent a little of his power when we decided on something and needed help.

Those are all decisions we made ourselves.

Deshade has never once taken the initiative to make a statement that could lead us to take action.

The reason he showed that way was because of that promise.

So, doesn't that mean it's okay to break that promise?

If that's the case, then There's no need for Thistle to be so sad and there's no need to be so passive when people really need Deshade.

But Deshade answered my question and said it was impossible.

“... That promise is the last barrier for my existence as a god. The moment I go beyond that point, I can no longer exist as a god.”

This is the law.

Deshade talked about covenants as if they were one of the laws of the world.

God plays a role as a being in contrast to the devil, and Deshade's promise is the final condition for existence as such a god.

The moment it is destroyed, God no longer exists as God.

The moment it is destroyed, God ceases to be God and only becomes an evil god.

I didn't understand what he said, but I had no choice but to accept it.

Because this world has always been different from what I thought.

Because this world is a place where you always have to pound on every stone bridge you can because it is so frustrating.

“But, couldn’t you tell me at least one lie?”

So, finally, I reprimanded his actions again with self-interest, and Deshade took a long pause before answering.

“The reason I didn’t lie is because I am God, not the child’s father.”

God drew a line.

For Thistle, he did not want his presence to have any more impact than this.

It was like that before too.

At some point, she looked like a daughter complaining to her father, and Deshade noticed the influence she had on her and pushed her away.

If Deshade had treated Thistle as a father, he would have lied in response as a father, not as a god, for her happiness.

However, he pushed back from there in order to exist as a god until the end.

Deshade made a decision for Thistle's future.

However, even after making such a judgment as a god, and even after making a judgment that he thought was right, Deshade ironically felt sad.

“Still... it hurts a little. Is this the feeling of sadness?”

Armor does not show facial expressions.

The voice also does not contain sadness.

But I could tell that Deshade was truly regretful.

So I look at the back and quietly mutter.

'Isn't it difficult to call him a god with that kind of appearance?'

        
            What needs to be done doesn't change.

To find out more clearly, Deshade and I go into Sieghill's workshop.

In the past, this was a lodging house used by nobles who were always on standby to monitor spirit soldiers.

The building was built to the level of a mansion rather than a lodging, as it was said to be used by nobles, and Sieg Hill must have thought it would be suitable for use as a workshop due to its spacious interior.

'And you probably thought it was good because there were soul bottles right next to it, so it was easy to procure them.'

Not only is there nothing I like about it, but I ended up seeing Thistle sad a little while ago, so I lose my temper and kick the door.

bang!

Gigi Gigi Geek-

When you roughly open the iron door and enter, what you see is a scene that can truly be considered a model for a wizard.

Ugh-

The sound of magical power pulsing can be heard from the huge equipment that densely fills the spacious space of the accommodation.

It's a bonus that the sound of the door being opened with all its force is drowned out.

The Soul Knight appears to be nothing more than green armor on the outside, but on the inside it appears to be a fairly complex process.

'What is that?'

The inside of the Soul Knight's armor, which appears to have not yet been installed on the spare body.

The inside of the armor was densely engraved with magic letters, and the pieces of armor with the letters engraved on them were assembled by attaching them together to prevent them from falling on the soul bottle's spare body, and then placed into a thick glass tube filled with green liquid, creating air bubbles.

Of course, that piece of armor is not made of ordinary iron either.

‘I heard it from Peria. In the name of Sieghill, all rare metals flowed into Grace's domain.'

What Sieg Hill needs is a rare metal that requires hardness enough to receive the engravings of those dense magic letters.

In order to collect such metals, he issued an order from the royal family to requisition not only the Grace territory but also the nearby Shanian trading city.

Other than that, there is a huge cauldron that is usually used to make spirit bottles.

The ones in the center are three humans.

“Move quickly! I don't want to delay time anymore.”

“Okay.”

“Zeek Hill. The process of inserting atir is...”

“I'll do it myself, so don't touch it. If I want to make you listen only to my commands, I have to do this myself. So, go ahead and take out the Soul Knight in the glass tube.”

“Oh, I understand.”

There were two wizards and Sieghill himself, who were busy following Sieghill's orders.

After the wizards create the body of the soul bottle and take it out, Sieghill approaches the green armor that has been processed and inserts Athir into the body to prevent it from falling into the body that does not yet contain a soul.

And behind them, 10 soul soldiers were being suppressed with their heads down by the moving Soul Knights.

'... That bastard.'

They look like death row inmates who are unable to resist Atyr and just lower their heads and wait for their own death.

The only thing they could do of their own will was to silently leave tear stains on the floor without being able to say a word, as if they had tried to stop the tears from flowing.

Sieghill and the wizard were busy doing their own thing without even knowing that we had come in.

In particular, Sieghill continues to mutter something even though no one responds.

“No one can ignore me. Are you going to leave me there and disappear altogether? Doesn't it show up after that? I am Markren of the Sieghill family. I can never be treated like that, I am a member of the duke family. He is a blood relative of the Sieghill family that founded our country. It's still not enough. I need to make you feel awe when you see me. I have to make it so they can't ignore me. We must do something greater than this. To make sure no one, ever, ever can ignore me...”

Could it be that I am suffering from a sense of entitlement?

He kept muttering about what happened that day.

The killer decided to let him go and move away so as not to bump into us, and we also moved to corner the killer.

So Sieghill was naturally forgotten.

As a corps commander who is a murderer, he wanted to avoid being revealed as much as possible, so he decided to put off Sieghill's priority since he was being chased by the majority. To us, Sieghill is simply a bait to lure out the killer, so that's natural.

Sieghill Macren felt alienated there.

Of course, we don't know the circumstances or our intentions, but Sieg Hill, who was left alone in the alley after the Soul Knights were destroyed, sublimated all of his feelings of relief, alienation, and all of those emotions once again, lighting a fire of anger deep in his heart.

Soul Knight was thought to be a masterpiece of conversion.

The Soul Knights boasted outstanding anti-magic abilities and durability even against the royal wizards. Although they did not know it yet, the opponent was a corps commander disguised as a murderer, and the sword he was holding was made only to kill soul soldiers. He collapsed without being able to use any of his abilities.

And in addition, the attackers who suddenly came out to fight such a killer did not care about themselves and just did what they had to do and disappeared.

Sieghill, that noble and wizard with high self-esteem and great ability, but with a defective personality, realized that he was only used as bait, became angry, and was muttering about preparing for a comeback for revenge.

However, all he can do is repeat the terrible acts he has committed.

So, even now, they are taking the living soul soldiers and attacking the Soul Knights with Atyr, who may not know how many of them they are planning to make.

Because we can no longer see him like that, we announce our visit.

Quaaaang!

“Zeke Hill Macren! I command you in the name of the Church of Deshade! Stop insulting others!”

Create a magical sword and destroy the iron door we opened.

Only after hearing such a loud noise did the wizards and Sieghill notice our visit.

“... The trash spirit bottle at that time, and the black armor next to it... Did you say it was the rookie Deshade? It really is something you can recognize at a glance.”

Sieghill ignored me and immediately noticed Deshade and stepped forward.

“Why did a shabby god who didn't even have a proper army stop by the wizard's workshop?”

“... Be careful with your words. Sieghill Macren.”

“Shut up, you soul sick bastard for material purposes, not even a proper human being. In your denomination, I don't know if you are the bishop and your god is the master, but this is the temple of Sieghill Macren. No one can stand above me in my temple.”

And as he had a close relationship with the Church of Gaia, he greeted Deshade in the worst possible way toward God.

“That bastard...”

“Step back. bishop. Since the author is also a human being, he will talk to humans as a god.”

“... Yes.”

Deshade makes me step back as I get angry and think I'm going to take this opportunity to stab myself with my sword.

“Sieg Hill Macren. You human wizard who dabbles in extramarital affairs. Stop doing things that will be unforgivable to the world right now.”

“Ha! If I quit now, do you intend to give my soul a sign of forgiveness in the name of God?

“No. I have no intention of forgiving what has already been done. Inevitably, you will have to pay for your sins somehow. However, what I want to say is that you should not increase the weight of sin any further.”

Deshade told Sieg Hill to stop making Soul Knights.

However, God probably did not think that the wizard, who already had nothing to lose, would accept his words.

“Shut up. God should not try to interfere with what humans do.”

Sieghill behaved as we expected.

And as a wizard, and as someone closely related to the Church of Gaia, he refused, mentioning in detail the laws of God.

“Although you are God, do not give orders to humans. That is against your duty as Deshade, who became a god by the will of the world. I do not serve you, Deshade. I don't know how God can try to control the will of humans when, like a god, he can just follow the devil's back and take care of it.”

'As expected, do you know everything there?'

Sieghill is an outstanding intellectual.

Unlike wizards who pursue only a moderately comfortable life and barely make a living, dreaming of maintaining the status quo, he is a wizard who is desperately trying to rebuild the name of his family, Sieghill.

So, although he was arrogant, he made a plan to create a Soul Knight through diligent research. In that plan, it was natural to study soul diseases and their basis, and it was not surprising that while studying them, he also learned the laws of God.

Therefore, he stands proudly before God.

“Deshade You can't interfere with what I'm doing. If you really want to stop me, bring in the humans of your church and try to stop me, and then I will do my best to deal with you.”

When Sieghill raised his hand, the Soul Knights on one side stepped forward.

'It's coming to an end.'

Seeing that, I also strengthen the hand holding the sword.

'Soul Knight.'

I don't think it will be difficult to beat, but the issue is the number and durability.

Before I left the security forces, I touched the armor for a moment, and as soon as I touched it, I realized that it was an armor durable enough to survive a magic sword.

It's not that I can't destroy it if I take out the black sword, but I'm reluctant to take out a sword containing the power of the devil here and now.

Clap-clap-clack-

Soon the Soul Knights got closer to Deshade, and just when I thought a fight was inevitable, Deshade suddenly saw something and urgently stepped forward.

Despite the possibility of being attacked, Shin was not afraid and placed his hand on Soul Knight's head -

“Sieg Hill Macren. Foolish human being.”

I was angry.

“What on earth did you do to them?”

        
            Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

The earth trembles.

God is angry.

The last time we witnessed Deshade's anger as a god was when we learned of Deshade's plan to bring down Asmodeus.

At that time, Deshade, as a god, was angry at the very act of demons and demons coming up to earth to plot such foolish things.

That god got angry again.

“Say. Sieghill Macren. Did you know they were screaming? Do you really not know that the souls inside are alive and following your orders in pain that is no different from a broken soul?!”

“... Pfft.”

Seeing God's angry appearance, Sieghill took a step back, even though he knew that God could not touch his body directly.

Then he soon realizes that he has taken a step back, feels shame, and confronts God even more confidently.

“Deshade, a god who wants to be so clean. You say you love humans, but do you really not know humans that much? These are the spirits of the other world. These are souls that could not exist here as they were originally. We can't let those spirits run wild here. It seems to me that they are being used too freely by a lot of foolish and undecided idiots. Their suffering is none of my business. These soul bottles will be used as a cornerstone for our glory and the prosperity of my family!”

“You are so confident even though you committed an affair. Even if you take full responsibility for bringing them in, you will not be able to shake off the sins your souls are carrying, so are you trying to add even more weight to the sins?”

“Remember, God! I am human and you are god! Don’t interfere with human choices, Deshade! This is my choice! It's our choice! God should not try to interfere with the choices made by the kingdom’s wizards, the church’s priests, and the royal family!”

Sieghill did not back down an inch even when faced with God.

Ironically, Deshade was proud of his choice and was the image of a proper human being who puts his will into practice more than anyone else.

So Deshade used his powers to persuade him.

“Can you say such things even after hearing their screams!”

When Shin touched the shoulder of a Soul Knight, the armored body fell to its knees.

He is a Soul Knight with a flaw in his armor.

He was a Soul Knight who survived a previous attack from the devil's arm.

Kaaa-

Soul Knight screams and rolls around on the ground.

Through the power of God, the soul trapped in the body lets out a scream that it was unable to utter for a while, escapes oppression, and complains of pain.

Sounds like a banshee.

The sound spreads out in all directions, and the skin covered in screams becomes cold, making it impossible to move the body.

Even if the devil in hell cries out, he cannot make a sound more painful than this.

The pain inflicted on the soul is incomparable to the pain on the body.

The wizards, including me, and Sieg Hill froze when they heard that sound.

A sound that only humans can understand.

Even I, who have wandered around the battlefield countless times, have never heard such a scream in such pain, but even if I have never heard it before, any human would be able to tell how intense the pain the Soul Knight in front of me is going through right now.

Kyaaa- Kwaaa-

Because Sieghill believes that soul disease cannot be the same as that of humans, and is a spare body with all unnecessary parts removed, the Soul Knight only emits screams from the soul without vocal cords.

That's why the scream is even more terrifying and resounding.

The screams we didn't know about, the pain so intense that it made one wish for death, continued to torment the Soul Knight's soul inside.

“... Is it enough?”

Deshade saw us and used his powers again.

He silenced the screaming Soul Knight, and other Soul Knights also fell to their knees when he touched them and lost consciousness.

While you are unconscious, you will not suffer from severe pain, but as long as your soul is in a body made of armor with Athyr embedded in your body, you will be in pain again when you wake up.

““...””

Rattling-

Clink-

After hearing the sound, the wizards behind Sieg Hill began to put down the items they were holding.

“... What are you doing?”

“Ha, but Sieghill.”

“Continue working. That's what you guys have to do.”

“... We haven't heard anything like this. Simply transfer the soul diseases to a new, stronger body...”

“What you know is correct. You are now following me and injecting the soul soldiers here into the newly created Soul Knights to protect the unity of the kingdom. Isn’t it?”

“... But, I didn't think that soul patients were in such a painful state-”

“Even if that were the case, what difference would it make? If I quit now, will my sins be washed away? Will a million soldiers suddenly descend on the stagnant kingdom alliance and punish those who attacked us? no! This is an era that must be overcome only by human strength! Only humans, believers! Even the devil! Even evil spirits! Dragon too! Even ancient beings! Even the spirits of the universe! No one can do it! This is something only humans should do! Humans burn trees to survive! Plow the land! It eats away life! This is the same thing! I, the kingdom, are just trying to sacrifice them in order to survive!!!”

“...”

Madness oppresses wizards.

Powerless wizards have no choice but to follow the orders of the powerful Sieghill.

They are also wizards who were drafted from the Magic Tower according to Sieghill's orders without knowing the circumstances.

After learning the full story of what they were doing, they heard the sound and could no longer move.

However, Sieghill did not do that.

“... If sin attacks me one day, I'll attack it. If you thought that I, who had come this far, would just stop with something like this, you were wrong.”

'Crazy guy.'

He doesn't stop.

Sieghill Macren is a human being with his own mission and pride.

If it was going to stop here, it's a monster that wouldn't have even started from the beginning.

“This is the final warning. Get out of here. No, I will make you go out, you damn god and his squire!”

“G, Sieghill...”

“... Pfft!”

He began to prepare magic as the Soul Knights fell, and upon seeing him like that, the wizards looked at him as if they were looking at a crazy person, but they memorized magic at the same time, as if they could not disobey him.

“Ah-

Foolish human being.”

Deshade, seeing this, expressed sadness at seeing a human walking on a path that could no longer be reversed, and wondered if that would be the end of the conversation.

“Just stop there. Sieghill Macren.”

Hwiik-

Phuuk-

“Quaaah!”

The spear flew past me and Deshade.

An ordinary steel spear commonly seen carried by soldiers.

The spear went straight and pierced Sieghill's shoulder, and he fell backwards, losing the magic he was chanting.

When I looked back to see who had thrown the spear, the corps commander was standing there.

Next to him, who came with his soldiers, there was a soldier who had lost his spear, and as the corps commander walked between us, the other wizards hastily canceled the magic they were memorizing and stepped back from Sieghill's side.

“The sound was clearly heard from far away. Now that you’ve heard that, it wouldn’t be a good idea to just sit back and watch.”

When the corps commander raises his hand, the soldiers accompanying him run to Sieghill and capture him.

“Sieg Hill Macren. Didn’t you say you would show the practicality of Soul Knight with your skills? But what are these results? You said you were going to prove your worth, but with so much bragging rights, you couldn't catch a single murderer. If that's not enough, you're creating a hole in someone else's city. disappointed. Survivor of the Sieghill family.”

“... Who failed! I did not fail, Commander Helias!”

“Shut up, loser.”

'You're acting well.'

After learning the truth, the corps commander seems shameless.

It was the corps commander who attacked Sieghill and tried to kill all Soul Knights, including him.

Now that the corps commander had failed to completely kill Sieg Hill, he was trying to hold him responsible for that failure.

“No matter how much you received an order from the royal family, you can't just let it go even after you messed up so much. Take some time to cool your head.”

When he raises his hand, the soldiers drag Sieghill somewhere.

'I've come this far, but I can't just leave. Let's take care of it as soon as possible.'

And I, too, join the crowd of busy people and secretly stuff various pieces of paper on the desk that may have been written or used as materials by Sieghill and the wizards into my clothes.

The corps commander ordered the surrounding spirit soldiers who were imprisoned to return to Atyr and then spoke to Deshade.

“Sorry, Deshade. I had no idea that what he was doing was so terrible. Commander Helias Sain Thion, I express my regrets.”

“... No. I may have been trying to interfere too much with human affairs, which by nature should be left to humans to realize, regret, and reverse on their own.”

“No way. Humans are ignorant and ignorant beings. Isn't it because of God's word that humans have not perished until now?”

Afterwards, the corps commander told Deshade to please look at the fallen soul soldiers, then ordered the other soldiers to help God, then stepped back slightly and whispered to me as he went out.

“Come out, soul disease.”

When I heard the corps commander's whispers, I sensed that it was not a very good business, and for a moment I disobeyed him.

“... I don’t like it?”

Of course, the corps commander rejected my refusal.

“Shut up and come out, you bastard. I have a story to tell you about the time you stepped into a killer's territory despite my warning.”

The corps commander summoned me by saying that, as if he knew that I did not know his identity.

I had no choice but to follow him outside.

        
            Looking closely, I thought that the corps commander really liked quiet places.

Otherwise, every time you call me, there is no way you can call me to a dark, deserted place like this.

The place the corps commander took me was under a tree a little distance away.

Only this time it wasn't just me and the corps commander.

The two people who came first under the tree.

One was Knight Vincent, and the other was General Bulterion, who always absolutely followed whatever the corps commander said.

“Vincent?”

“Ah, comrade. Did your comrade come too?”

He appears to have been with General Bulterion for quite some time.

Vincent didn't know what to do in front of the taciturn general until I spoke to him, but when he saw me, he greeted me brightly.

And it was a bonus that the corps commander cursed at that bright face.

“Since they are two kids who don't listen to each other, they play very friendly. Just say hello and stand in front.”

As the corps commander spoke, we stood side by side in front of him.

“Ha...”

click!

Hwareuk-

“... Thank you, Bulterion.”

“...”

The corps commander sighed for a moment and took out the healing herb he had seen before and put it in his mouth. After seeing it, General Bulterion lit the corps commander on fire with the light he had taken out.

Whoa-

The corps commander took a sip of the healing herb, exhaled smoke, and started talking.

“Yes. Why on earth aren’t you listening?”

“Yes?”

“... What are you talking about?”

Vincent asked me if I really didn't know why he had called us, but I knew right away.

The corps commander is now angry at us who went into the alley despite his orders.

Otherwise, there would never be a situation where Vincent and I would be called to him together.

“I was either quietly staying in the dorm, or I was told to go outside if I had other business to do. Why on earth are you listening to me like kids on a festival day? Am I easy?”

“Keu...”

“...”

The corps commander responded to Vincent's words and released magical power.

Vincent protected himself with his own magic, and I, Gloria's artifacts whose cooling time had just ended, blocked the corps commander's magic.

As it is, it is such a magical power that it makes most officers unable to even think of moving.

Of course, the corps commander did not use a technique with as much power as he had shown to Vincent's teacher, Longsword, but Vincent, who is quite capable, and I, who bravely obtained an item that could counter his technique even though he is a soul soldier, gave it to him. I'm not an ordinary human being.

A Janggi piece that has good ability but is difficult to use because everyone is so opinionated.

To be precise, it is not that it is difficult to use, but rather that it is a powerful stallion that can mislead one's will by jumping off somewhere the moment one takes one's eyes off it.

The corps commander must think that way about us.

Seeing that, the corps commander sighs again and speaks.

“... Hehe, it's really hard to find useful people like this, but the problem is that they don't really listen. Okay, then Vincent, you guy, tell me first. Why on earth did you go there?”

“Well, I couldn’t stand to watch that killer run amok any longer! Aren't there one victim every day and two knights of the 3rd Legion also die? In such a situation, I, who had sworn to protect people, could not just watch the bodies of people who died without knowing why they died!”

Vincent answered confidently even though he was resisting the corps commander's magic.

After seeing that, the corps commander next turned his question to me.

“... Good. Then what about you, the soul disease?”

And then I turned away once again.

“I don’t know about this.”

And that excuse didn't work at all.

“... This is the last time I will tolerate your foolish behavior today. There was an eyewitness to know that your church was running through the alleys chasing a murderer last night. Isn't it? Bulterion.”

“That's right. Although I heard this story from a drunk, it is said that the drunk was a wizard and hid because a group of people had just come out of the alley. However, we were told that they were curious about their identity and used Detect magic and found out that they were members of the Deshade Church.”

“Look. This is not someone else's testimony, but a wizard's testimony. Even though being drunk is a problem, I've been focusing on the testimony that I personally witnessed Deshade, who is even harder to recognize among you, so I'm not going to try to deny it.”

“... Yes. If you 'witnessed' it that well, you can't deny it.”

“So, hurry up and answer. About why I went into the alley.”

'You're good at lying.'

A truly convenient setting.

Even though Aela's magic is somewhat weak by the average elf standard, her camouflage magic is not a magic that can be solved by a human wizard or a drunkard.

'It is a magic that was not resolved until the end even while fighting the Paladin in the middle of the sanctuary created in the temple of the Gaia Church, which was at an overwhelming disadvantage.'

The corps commander probably thought that we bribed him with money, or that we, Feriana Astesia, learned magic and used camouflage magic, and decided that that excuse was enough to fool me.

He was making excuses as if he had heard the news through someone else, but to me, who knew the truth, there was no more pretentious expression on his face.

actor.

How many people did he meet before he reached his current position?

There may have been times when he maintained a smiling expression to persuade people to his side, just like he treats us now, or to stab people who are hostile to him first.

The killer in front of me assumes that I do not know his identity, but he is implicitly letting me know that he has been completely excluded from the list of suspects.

In that case, I just become an actor and deal with him in the same way.

I pretend to tell the truth in front of him as if I didn't know his identity, but at the same time, I prevent him from fully understanding me.

“... It's the same for me. They said a murderer was out, so they just tried to put the order in the name of the church by catching the murderer.”

“Even so, Vincent, didn’t I tell you not to get directly involved with that soul-sick bastard?”

The corps commander makes a face that says he will squeeze his hand to death if he answers even slightly wrong.

However, for me now, I have just come up with a decisive excuse from the position of the church that can calmly respond to that grim face in the security forces office a little while ago.

“I thought about that too, but you know what?”

“What?”

“The Paladins of the Gaia Church have also started moving to track down the killer. If the Gaia Church is moving like that, will our Church be able to use it if we stay still? So please understand.”

“Paladin moved?”

“Yes. Paladin. He, who had not come out of the temple, began to move when he heard that there were pagans among the dead. I don't know who the killer is, but now that he's dealing with a Paladin, it's only a matter of time before he gets caught. Well, looking at his skills, I don’t think he will be caught easily.”

“... Hmm.”

Completely hide your expression.

I gain the corps commander's trust by spilling information that may not have reached his ears yet, and at the same time, I express that I did not know him to be a murderer.

“I see... He's a paladin. I didn't expect that. Bulterion, did you know?”

“I don’t know the Paladin’s story, but I heard that the Gaia Church’s movements in the morning were different from usual.”

“Then it must be true.”

'Now, what are we going to do?'

And the idea seems to have worked well, as the corps commander was lost in thought for a moment.

goes into calculation.

He doesn't need long thoughts.

If an unexpected variable arises, you don't need to panic and just adjust your plan accordingly.

The corps commander was calm.

After thinking and calculating for just a moment before us, he calls General Bulterion.

“... Left at the eastern edge... Those guys there... A paladin can't ignore them... So-”

Nodding-

The corps commander whispered something in his ear, and the general nodded quietly and left.

It only takes about 30 seconds to get there.

And after giving all the answers, the corps commander finally released his magic from us who were waiting.

“Phew...”

“Tsu-eup.”

As soon as my body becomes lighter, I exhale at the same time as Vincent.

As expected, it was quite difficult to simply receive such violent magical power with only an artifact.

Still, it's reassuring to see artifacts that have withstood their magic power and started to cool down again.

The corps commander looks at us quietly after that.

“...”

'I feel like I'm starting to sweat.'

A little longer calculation this time.

He looks at Vincent for a while, and then after a moment he looks into my eyes.

We said nothing and waited for him to finish calculating.

Time passed and just over 5 minutes passed.

'It seems like an important decision.'

What is important for a commander is determination.

When deciding something, if it is truly important, a quick decision is necessary, but it is also the duty of the person in the position of commander to review it for as long as possible.

The corps commander was truly contemplating the position as if it were worthy of its name.

After a long time had passed, the corps commander spoke.

“Vincent.”

“Yes.”

“Paladin will leave the city to eliminate the hordes of heretics. Follow him and help clear it out.”

“Yes?”

“Now that the Longsword has left, I'm the only one who can give you a mission. Think of it as part of your training and follow Bulterion right away. If you think about the Paladin's personality, he will leave right away as soon as he hears the news.”

“What is that...”

“Follow me right away.”

“... Yes.”

That was the end of their conversation.

The corps commander gave the order, and Vincent had no choice but to follow it.

Now, the only people left in this place were me and the corps commander.

The corps commander speaks again.

“Okay, soul disease. Let’s talk openly.”

“What do you mean?”

“What are you aiming for?”

Those eyes are eyes that will not forgive lies.

The look in his eyes that was determined to force a confession was not something that could be overlooked.

        
            'How far were you thinking?'

So I couldn't answer easily.

I don't know what choice the corps commander made.

'Vincent was assigned to Paladin.'

The corps commander just selected one of us.

After comparing me and Vincent, I put Vincent on Paladin and made him stay away from me.

'The place the Paladin goes to is a false place, or a place reserved for use in times like this.'

The commander's order to Bulterion was to send the Paladin, who was all about wielding an iron fist against faith, far away.

'I guess I've used up a card I had hidden away. Send the Paladin out of the city, and send Vincent with him.'

If I were to guess, the corps commander probably leaked to the Paladin the base of the heretics that he had deliberately identified and left behind during the previous extermination of heretics.

The killer in the city is the one who kills the heretics.

The paladin only showed interest in the corpses of the cultists after hearing the story about them being cut up by the killer.

As Gaia's paladin, the beings who must carry out his will first and foremost are the pagans themselves, who seek to sacrifice humans and gain the power of the devil.

As a result, Paladin, who heard the news of the heretics through General Bulterion, will immediately pursue the heretics outside the city.

'Then did you decide that Vincent, who was assigned to Paladin, was also a hindrance? Among the chess pieces called Vincent and I, is there a reason why Vincent is difficult to use and I am easy to use?'

The fact that Vincent was attached to him means that the corps commander decided that it would be better to keep him far away for now.

'As expected, the corps commander has no time left. 'Why didn't they just wipe out all the heretics and leave them for use someday?'

I feel both admiration and disdain.

The reason why the corps commander took the very cost-effective task of dispatching his legions to exterminate a small group of heretics who could have been left untreated was simply because the heretics entered his city through a back door. Because I was angry about what had happened.

Of course, it was also intended to sweep away the collusion between the Gaia Church and the pagans, which they themselves were probably aware of, as a warning, as they could no longer tolerate it.

However, even though he was not so cool-headed and worked with hot thoughts, instead of completely wiping out the heretics until the end, he left them as hidden cards that could be used someday.

So you admire and despise it at the same time.

'The people in that area must have been suffering even now.'

Officially, it is said that most of the heretics were destroyed.

This means that the people in the area where there are still heretics must have been frustrated because even though people in their village were being kidnapped every now and then, they only reported them missing and were never able to find out that there were heretics.

'He was controlling information to maintain his hand.'

To be honest, whether others suffer or not is a distant story for me.

So, rather than feeling contempt for the corps commander because I tried to understand their pain with good intentions, I also despised him because I thought that I, too, might end up like those people someday after getting caught up in his lies.

'good. Then, right after spending your cards like this, what do you want from me?'

Now that the selection is over, let’s get to the main topic.

The corps commander took Vincent outside with the paladin and left me behind.

He sensed that my answer was in line with the church's position and asked me about my sincerity.

The question, ‘What are you aiming for?’

So it's very difficult to answer.

Of course, saying that you will leave the kingdom here is something that should not be revealed.

There is actually no bigger pitfall than saying to speak openly.

Proposing to reveal everything to each other means leaking information first.

Besides, it's something only a fool would do to openly say things that are deep in my heart, things that can be used by the other person, or things that can never be tolerated.

Of course, after hearing those words, the other person will not show it on the outside as he suggested it first, but he will sharpen his sword on the inside.

They smile in front of each other and say that they will do well from now on, and then they further mock their wronged feelings and hide them by making it a dagger.

'That's something a fool would do.'

But that doesn't mean it's hard not to tell the truth.

“Is it difficult to answer?”

“... I just need some time to summarize and talk.”

“Time, yes. I hope it doesn't take that long.”

The corps commander's eyes are looking at me sharply, as if trying to catch the slightest mistake.

I knew it right away when I saw the hand he was holding the sword in.

'Right. This is not only a selection, but also a choice that he must make after hearing my answer.'

I am not doing anything to intentionally release the same magical energy as before to exert pressure, but my body will now be wrapped in things like the invisible threads of magical energy of the corps commander.

A very fine spiderweb-like thread of magic that anyone other than Feriana Raines would not even notice.

They can check my physical condition as soon as I speak and catch me if I lie.

'They've probably noticed that you're still agitated.'

The water bowl was already slightly overflowing.

Inevitably, it does not show what is in the very center of the bowl, and only shows that there is something, and then covers the middle of the bowl with its hand and shows the surface of the water.

“... I want strong power. The Church of Gaia will one day point its sword at us, and I must become strong enough to stand against it. There is also an immortal organ there.”

“Immortal institution?”

The corps commander expressed his doubts as to whether the corps commander could not have predicted this story.

“Agoni, the head of the immortal organization, is a nether dragon. When I went to the Alchemist's City, I made a deal with him. I agreed to his request and asked him for money, but Agoni refused to pay me, saying that this branch was broken. As a result, Agoni and we have come into an emotional conflict, and he is constantly targeting our church through every gap.”

“... I see.”

The corps commander accepted my answer.

'good.'

It would be like throwing out another piece of information, but it might be better to leave the information about Agoni to him.

Handing over information always leads to an increase in trust, and in particular, the fact that the head of the immortal organization he destroyed was actually a dragon comes as an unexpected variable to the corps commander.

'Agony probably still doesn't know who destroyed the organ he created because Reigns isn't there, but the corps commander is probably on guard, thinking that the dragon may have revenge on him as well, assuming he knows about it. '

Although the corps commander must have realized that there was more I was hiding.

However, I gave him an answer that he could understand, even without mentioning the escape plan and Reigns.

The corps commander did not delve any further.

That's what I was aiming for.

In his thoughts, like the Paladin I mentioned earlier, I once again spilled information about an unexpected variable, the nether dragon Agoni, and the corps commander was so preoccupied with it that he could not possibly reach the center of the plan, saying there would be an escape plan.

Of course.

It's nothing else, it's a dragon, a dragon.

I couldn't find out that either through Feria's information, so I went to Ars Magna and got the information from Gloria.

At first, the immortal organization was approached as if it were an organization with considerable power.

If you realize that the immortal organization is a research organization built solely on money from the beginning and that nether dragons are the most ostracized among dragons, you will feel differently to the corps commander, who knows that it is not that great.

Although he knew about Agoni because he had a deal with Raines, the corps commander who heard that his identity was a type of dragon he had never heard of had no choice but to accept it as an unknown variable.

‘Now, corps commander. I showed everything I could.'

Now I am waiting for his answer.

Although the core is covered, a piece of cloth is also covered over the core, and like a magician, it shows it as if it is the truth of everything and diverts attention.

This tactic was originally meant to be used by Peria, but I was satisfied that it somehow worked well.

It makes one wonder how the corps commander will react.

'I think they'll be embarrassed and change their plans again.'

Guess his actions.

Will he be very uncomfortable with the existence of a dragon and change his plan, or will he fool me and use it as a piece of chess, thinking that he will break through by force?

However, the corps commander's words were different from what I expected.

“... Good. Then, if no one can touch you, then it's okay.”

“Yes?”

“I am saying that I will do something about the Gaia Church and its dragons.”

The corps commander suggested a solution that was smarter than expected.

“We will prevent the Church of Gaia from touching your church, and we will deal with the dragon, although it may take some time.”

“... How?”

“Do you think that Helias Sign Tion in front of you is someone who can't even kill a dragon?”

The answer was constructive enough to make me momentarily shocked.

But because it was such an idealistic answer, I had no choice but to ask it back.

No matter how great the corps commander is, even if he really thinks he can handle dragons if he wants to, considering his current level of recognition and position, it is unreasonable to say that he will at least serve as a breakwater for our church to block the Gaia Church. All I can think is this.

“There is a way.”

To make me more persuasive, the corps commander removed the cloth hanging from his painting and showed me the contents.

“I’m going to prepare the stage.

A stage to show that I am alive and well.”

        
            “You mean the stage?”

“Yes. The stage location is here at Grace’s territory and the main character is me.”

The answer is like a psychopath.

The idea of turning an entire territory into a stage and saying that he would become the main character was truly something that could be described as a madman.

However, since the corps commander said that he had all the real power here, the answer had no choice but to be persuasive.

“The killer’s grandeur will soon reach its peak. That kind of killer will become the cornerstone of my health.”

'Right. Was it a preparation?'

Now I can understand why the corps commander let go of the concept of such a murderer.

A prerequisite for performance.

The commander of the corps created a murderer in order to restore public sentiment that had once reached rock bottom.

The record that the killer has created while ravaging the city for such a long period of time is spectacular.

A secret organization in the city was destroyed overnight, and adventurers full of bravado instead of skill died while going to catch such a murderer at night, a murderer who even killed members of the knights.

'Zeekhill Macren and Soul Knight were left for that purpose.'

According to the corps commander's plan, the Soul Knights and the duke's second son, who had been labeled as prey in the night, were to be sacrificed to further raise the killer's status as new victims according to the corps commander's plan.

Although the name of the duke's second son was put on the list of victims due to the involvement of the church and I, the scale of the huge crack carved into the city's floor means that there is now no one who can stand against the killer. It means that it was chosen.

The corps commander is not satisfied with the fact that he was unable to kill the duke's second son, but Sieghill Macren has already fulfilled his role as a useful equal to him.

So, the corps commander temporarily dismissed Sieg Hill to prevent him from acting as a further variable.

However, to me, it only seems like a poor plan.

“But isn’t it enough?”

Implicit words.

What I actually wanted to say was that there are not enough actors who can stand on that stage and play the role.

Refugees and citizens are also people.

They are not just poor, but they are all people who work hard to survive in this world.

The corps commander was successful in creating such grandeur by playing a fictional character, a murderer.

However, in order for his plan to succeed, it is the corps commander who must kill such a murderer.

He also has to make a big splash so that people can see his majesty after regaining his arm.

People are not fooled by things that are just children's pranks.

People have experienced war first-hand, so they know how strong a knight is, and they also know how difficult it is to deal with a well-prepared magician.

'Where do you plan to find a double who can recreate yourself?'

He now needs an actor for the stage he was talking about, a role that boasts a level of dance that is close to that of a fully recovered corps commander, but who will meet the end fiercely and restore his status.

But I couldn't bear to say it directly.

If I do that, it would be like saying I know the identity of the killer.

So the corps commander simply took the word without a subject as a sign of the killer's lack of grandeur.

“If I leave it alone, those who have itchy butts like they are now will leave first and move around. There are probably plenty of people who are in more haste than me. It doesn't matter because there are those who do business through sealed back holes and those who can only use that route. As time passes, there will be a few nobles who were doing something without my knowledge.”

As time passes, the number of victims increases.

Among them, there would be nobles and wizards who would normally bring in illegal goods to the back to make a profit, and those whose money was blocked by the blockade for too long would try to find a way out somehow.

There will be generals and knights working secretly under the corps commander, magic tower wizards, and many other people. They will try to solve the current situation by joining forces, but the more they do this, the more people are killed by the corps commander. It increases.

‘Are you also doing it for your own sake? 'It's meticulous.'

He doesn't need chess pieces that don't listen to him.

The continuous selection process leaves only those who have faithfully kept their word or who are too timid to think of going against him.

“So are you telling me to take on a supporting role now?”

“Yes. As the bishop of the church, you should quietly lead the people on behalf of the Gaia Church. They've been closed for too long, and they've been on a roll recently, so people's complaints must have been building up. No matter how much they have a monopoly on healing abilities, the public will need faith as they are rampaging killers who will kill you immediately if you encounter them. If that happens, people will flock to you little by little, and if that happens, the church will also send in paladins to replace the paladins who left to catch the heretics.”

“... I see.”

“Isn’t it good? If that happens, I will be able to raise more killers to be sacrificed as time goes by, and if you use this opportunity well, you will be able to increase the prestige of the Gaia Church to the point where they will not be able to do anything.”

The corps commander was telling me that the conditions were pretty good, but I thought differently.

'Are you planning to create an ant hell?'

How many victims is he planning to create for himself?

The people who have died so far are, of course, some pagans who are not treated as human beings wherever they go, but for the time being, they are people who have not caused him any particular harm.

However, once the corps commander's sword begins to move, it does not stop and continues to lay the foundation for protecting its position through human bones.

Still, what I need now is to gain his trust.

He hides his disgust towards the corps commander and talks as if nothing has happened.

“Why me? I think it would be a good idea to incite people by using Vincent, a knight who values justice.”

“As you said, Vincent, who sings about justice like a song, may be easy to move because his principles of action are simple. However, if that happens, there is a limit to how much it can be used as it only moves toward justice. So instead, I brought in a guy like you who is full of shit in his own way.”

'Are you thinking of yourself as being the same as me? Anyway, I think it's a bit too much for him to treat me, who is just a murderer, the same way.'

As I talk, it's a bonus that people think I'm being too harsh.

“You will not fail no matter where you throw it, because even if you kill the soul bottle, it will respawn again.”

“I understand that, but the last reason is a bit dirty. I too will feel pain when I die.”

“I said I would risk a lot to look after your church, but I have to do that. So at this point, there will be no conflict of interest, right?”

“Okay.”

“Good. Afterwards, I will send someone to send you a stack of double-stitched paper. You just do what it says there. Only move when told to move, and when told not to move, don’t move and stay stuck in the denomination.”

“Let’s do that.”

Still, he obediently listens to everything the corps commander asks and shows approval for his plan.

However, I double-checked whether the corps commander was a little uneasy, perhaps because he answered too neatly.

“... I feel uneasy about answering so obediently, but do you understand?”

“Well, just like you said, I’m just trying to show you that I won’t lie and will obey you quietly. Don’t you like that?”

“... Then that's it. Your guy is always anxious.”

“You are nervous. You feel that way because you think too much. Now that you understand, go have a cup of tea and get some rest. If an old man gets angry like this in the morning, it's not good for your blood pressure.”

“You should know that you will catch me sometime and really come after me.”

“That sounds a bit unwelcome.”

“More than that, when are you going to bring the music box?”

“Ah.”

As we talked, I remembered something I had forgotten.

A music box with a hugely inflated amount and a receipt for the commander of the corps.

The music box was probably in the storage room where I had put my travel items without organizing them after returning from church.

“I also forgot this item, but you shouldn’t forget it if you bought it yourself.”

“How can you even care about such things when life-or-death situations are happening right now? I'll bring it next time, so don't worry.”

“And aren’t you planning on forgetting it?”

“I also have money on the line. Are you sure I’ll forget it? Okay then. ”

That ended the conversation.

It seemed like it was over.

After handing over our business to each other, we went on to do our own work, the corps commander went to see his duties, and I was about to return to the church with Deshade.

“Ugh!”

Suddenly, the corps commander let out a groan and fell to the ground, leaning against the tree we were standing on, and the moment I saw him-

rattle-

Quad Deuk-

A familiar sound was heard and the tree broke apart.

‘Sound of bells? From here? Why all of a sudden?'

No special weapons were used.

The corps commander pointed at the tree with his active arm, which had previously been cut off and reattached, rather than his usual sword-wielding arm.

At the same time, I couldn't bear the intense pain and just squeezed my hand.

That was all it took to break the tree.

Not only did the part that the hand touched break, but the entire huge trunk was completely shattered starting from the hand.

“Ugh...”

When the soldiers who heard the sound looked in this direction one by one, the corps commander raised his hand and motioned for the soldiers not to come, and then hurriedly got up.

'An arm, and a sword.'

I clearly witnessed the truth revealed in a series of actions.

Even though it was a hot day, the corps commander was wearing a larger-than-usual outer garment that covered his entire body.

The arm that came out for a moment looked deformed.

The arm that normally used a pen in its fingers without a break, as if doing rehabilitation exercises.

However, today, the arm remained calm and motionless, as if it had been paralyzed.

The arm that had been reattached after the successful surgery was swollen considerably even though it was now wrapped in a bandage imprinted with magic, and the arm with the bell on it was trembling as if it was not moving as the corps commander wanted.

Even for a moment, as soon as the corps commander stood up and bandaged his body, he returned to his original state.

It's definitely a deformity, but it's so unique that I can't help but remember it.

'Devil's Arm.'

The arm that looked like a perfectly human arm when I saw it before took the form of a hell mimic, a devil's arm.

Since I knew that the killer was a corps commander, I was thinking that the corps commander could use the Book of Wen Grain that I brought him earlier as another weapon.

But at best, I only thought that he would use the book containing the Hell Mimic that I handed over to him earlier to shift the blame to the heretics in case of emergency. I also thought that the arm would have been transplanted directly by the guys from the Immortal Institute. I couldn't even do it.

There was another reason why I was surprised.

The sword the corps commander was wearing at his waist caught my eye.

'That creepy sword.'

It is not a sword that is usually carried on the battlefield, but rather a sword that is contained in a gray scabbard.

The sword was on the commander's waist.

Now I know for sure.

That sword is the sword that brings death to soul soldiers.

A sensation that only soul sick people who have experienced countless deaths can feel.

The number of Soul Knights with Sieghill Macren was slightly greater than the number of Soul Knights that the corps commander had destroyed at that time.

The Soul Knights who could not completely return their souls were all those who were struck by the sword in that gray scabbard.

The fact that he brought that sword while talking to me means-

'You were planning on killing me if you were to fail.'

This means that they have thought about even the last case.

'If I had brought up an escape plan earlier, I might have judged it to have no future and been cut down.'

As the corps commander stands up and tries to figure out who witnessed it, I act as if I didn't see the inside of his cloak.

“Look at this. As you get older, isn't it like coughing because the air is a little cold? You usually go around draining some of the magic power from your body. What is that? What a waste of wood. Even trees are money, money. Landscaping costs a lot more than you think.”

“...”

“Oh my gosh, be scared. Anyway, I'm going.”

After acting like that, I let go of the corps commander who was silently glaring at me and left to go pick up Deshade.

At first, he walks slowly until he reaches the point where the corps commander's eyes reach, but the moment he leaves the barracks, he gradually accelerates his pace.

His sincerity was confirmed.

His humanity has come to an end.

‘You can’t stand in line for the corps commander. It may seem sturdy right now, but we will be sacrificed in the future.'

No matter how attractive his suggestions are, you should not follow him.

Even if he is a man who promises prosperity to anyone who swears complete loyalty to him, he should not be attached to a man who treats people like that, as if they are expendable for him.

'Let's proceed with the plan as planned.'

First of all, the purpose of the corps commander was clearly understood.

Now that we have the information, all we have to do is pretend to follow him on the surface and put the puzzle pieces together.

'This is just the beginning.'

        
            'By the way, what should I do with this?'

I came back to the dorm with Deshade.

The problem is that there are people in the dorm who make me think about various things.

Thistle was so upset that he locked himself in his room and wouldn't come out.

But that only applies to me.

He just opens the door to other people, but when I ask outside the door if I can come in, he just says sorry and doesn't open the door.

They say that there are sides of women that they don't want to show to men, but to be honest, I've seen Thistle cry and other sides of her quite a lot, and now I'm wondering if there's a reason for her to be like that.

“... Can’t we help it?”

So, for now, we gathered together with other people and talked about the corps commander first.

Although Raines was also in the dorm, I couldn't give him that much unconditional trust yet.

They decided to tell Astesia later, and Raines asked Astesia to give Gombangi a bath while others were away, sending the two to the backyard for a while.

Deshade followed the two people, probably needing some time to organize his thoughts.

Deshade can be seen outside the window, sitting blankly on a box.

The sight of God looking at Gombangi, who is having fun splashing water from Astesia and Raines, feels pitiful, although I don't know what he is actually thinking.

We begin the meeting with the rest of us, to be precise, by telling the entire story of my meeting with Sieghill Macren and the corps commander in the barracks.

While we were confronting Sieghill, the corps commander intervened, and after hearing the news about Paladin, the corps commander left Vincent and me, sent Vincent away with Paladin, and finally told him everything about the plan the corps commander had in mind.

When Peria heard that the corps commander had transplanted the devil's arm from Wengrain's book to the area where her severed arm was, she thought deeply about whether she had noticed something and then opened her mouth.

“Hmm... Then, as expected, the corps commander was killing so consistently for sacrifices.”

“Offering?”

“Yes. Why should the Hell Mimic be said to be a parasite on the book that was originally summoned from Hell? These are hidden things, right?”

“That’s right. It sticks to the book and attacks you the moment you try to open it.”

“Most demonic creatures summoned from hell cannot exist on earth in the first place, so they continuously consume magical power from the moment they are summoned. If all your magic disappears, you will be forcibly repatriated again.”

“But the hell mimics attached to the book do not disappear and remain there. Why is that like that?”

“That's because the book was created by the Great Devil Wen Grain himself and given to his priests, so the devil's magic still remains inside the book. It is possible to continue to exist without taking any action.”

'Aha, it has a built-in battery, does it? That's why it lasts so long.'

Based on the physical evidence obtained through my eyewitness information, Ferria came up with a clear inference.

“As the created being is a being of the equivalent of an arch-demon, the Mimic of Hell will continue to live parasitic within the book unless it is struck with divine power or the magic power of the book is released in some other way.”

“Ah, so the Paladin destroyed the entire Hell Mimic by purely infusing it with an enormous amount of divine power. That's why I said that I used up quite a bit of divine power afterward.”

“That's right. Even though it is a creature, it is clearly an object created by the Great Devil, so instead of sending it back to hell through a complex process, the Paladin destroyed it with a simple and ignorant method.”

“That's true, but it's surprising that a devil who loves fighting would create such a creature...”

“Demons are basically beings who have been good at magic since ancient times.”

Why did you say Grain, a great devil who enjoys battle?

Speaking of such a devil, it has the image that it only enjoys destruction and fighting, as its theme among devils is towards that direction, but it seems that it is also dexterous enough to create books like this and give them to the demonic priests who serve it on earth.

Of course, if you think about it deeply, he may have summoned the book that planted these hell mimics in order to cause destruction indirectly through his priests while he was unable to descend to the earth himself.

“... For some reason, the guy I saw in the deep world when I was unconscious was so huge that he could hug a mountain, and I can't believe that he is better at magic than he looks.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“Well... there is something like that. It's all in the past so you don't have to worry about it.”

“Then what...”

I asked Hwarim about her mysterious self-talk, but she dismissed it, saying that something happened in the past that briefly came to mind.

'For some reason, the more I try to think of it, the cuter it becomes. Even if it doesn't matter what happened or what the intention was.'

It makes me chuckle to think that the devil, whose image I can't picture in my head, would have worked on making a book while humming a song.

Still, if you think about it based on Asmodeus' half-appearance, he is also an archdemon, so his size must be enormous. It is absurd to imagine such a demon squatting down and making a book the size of a human being. It's a bonus.

“Then, since the corps commander's arm was forcibly removed from a book by the Immortal Agency's Hell Mimic, suppressed its appearance, and then attached, the magic power must be filled in another way.”

“That should be it. However, no matter how excellent a corps commander is, there is a limit to trying to fill the conflict of the creature with only the magic power he possesses within his body. If they find a chance, they will try to devour your spirit. You have to somehow make someone else a scapegoat to prevent that.”

“My spirit is being eaten away... Ah.”

“Is there anything that comes to mind?”

“Yes. Exactly the same case, the guy who had a hellish mimic implanted in his arm like the corps commander.”

When I heard that, one thing immediately came to mind.

Slayer of Orcs.

The Slayer of the Orcs, who had a Hell Mimic implanted in his other arm, was in a state of almost no ego.

Orcs are by no means stupid creatures.

Their fault is that they have a strong sense of pride, so unless there is someone with easily overwhelming charisma and skills, they cannot reach a consensus, so they often gather in tribal units. In some places, they even went so far as to form cities and countries like humans. do.

The reason why the Slayer, who was the strongest among those guys, had no ego was because a long time had passed since he had that Hell Mimic implanted in his arm.

Peria combined the above-mentioned information in his own way and told us his reasoning.

“This is just a guess, but perhaps the Immortal Organization guys were trying to give the corps commander such an arm and force him to continue to accept offerings from them. They were planning to use that as an excuse to manipulate the corps commander as they please.”

“And the corps commander did not know that fact and immediately after the surgery was over, he killed them all since he had nothing more to see, or he knew it but planned his own way to suppress the situation and then killed them to prevent the rumor from getting out. I guess he did it.”

“Then, in order to replenish his magical power and calm his arm's seizures, the corps commander has been continuously sacrificing people, one person a day...”

Out of all of us, Enin seemed to be the most shocked as he trembled for words and summarized the situation.

The seizure that the corps commander showed me was a sign of his mind being eaten away.

'It appears that soul disease is not included in the sacrifices that can calm seizures.'

If he misses killing even for a day, the commander of the corps will have such a fit.

He tried to calm the attack by killing Sieghill Macren in last night's attack, but because of our interference, he was unable to take a single casualty, allowing the attack to decline by one level.

'The reason he continued to make victims was because he had to somehow hide his seizures, so he committed murders every day. Here, the reason for the unreasonable murder is revealed, even though it would not have been necessary if it were just to create fear.'

If it is discovered that the arm he recovered was created by none other than the devil, it will be difficult for him to maintain his position.

“But then, is there a need to designate a zone in a way that blocks an entire side of the city?”

“... He probably thought that there would be no problem with using people as sacrifices if they didn't listen to his orders enough to wander around the containment zone he created.”

Enin had a serious expression and clenched his fists.

The emotion contained in the shaking fist is anger.

That emotion is conveyed to us as the voice trembles.

“The corps commander... The corps commander has saved the lives of many people so far.”

“... That’s right. If it weren't for him, the front line wouldn't even be here, and people might still be fighting like crazy right in front of the capital city to protect the last stronghold against countless different races.”

The corps commander is an irreplaceable human being.

Because of his presence, the 3rd Corps, which took in the largest number of foreign races, was able to survive here on one of the kingdom's front lines.

“But, that doesn't mean he got the right to kill other people. No matter how many people you save, it cannot be an indulgence.”

It's just as Enine said.

Even if the corps commander who saved his life in that way can save more people in the future, we cannot just accept what he did.

What he does is not an act for the survival of the whole, which involves the sacrifice of some made through cool-headed judgment as a corps commander, but Helias Saen Tion as a human being, a murder committed out of personal desire in order to maintain his position. Because this is it.

“Then I have to make a decision.”

Hwarim, who had been quietly folding her arms and listening to our story, spoke up.

“The corps commander can't care whether we leave here or not. As long as they are restricted to killing one person a day, they won't be able to catch up with us that far. At most, the pursuers will be knights and cavalry, but wouldn't that be worth it if you only think about running away?”

“... I guess so.”

Enin quietly answered Hwarim’s words.

After hearing that, Aila also expressed the same opinion.

“I think the best time for us to run away is now that the Paladins have left the city. What we should be most afraid of is the Holy Knights following the Knights, but the premise is that they will also follow on horseback, right? As long as there aren't some human bosses who can really run like crazy and attack us from behind, Gombang's speed will be enough to get rid of them.”

“That’s right. That would be the correct answer.”

As expected, Enin did not deny Eila's words.

But even so, the gloomy expression did not disappear.

If we think about it rationally, Hwarim and Aila's words are the best conclusion we can come to right now.

Now that there are no Paladins and the Legion Commander can't go far, now is the best time for us to run away.

The proof is that Feria is not talking about the flaws in the opinions given by the two people.

Therefore, Enin weighs the two opinions within himself even more.

Ennin's scales were now swinging over our safety and the beliefs we thought had been extinguished.

        
            “...”

Henin's silence is long.

It's quite long, but no one talks about it and just waits.

Enin's expression contains a seriousness we have never seen before, so we are waiting for him to say what he wants to say.

The reason we wait for Enin's answer is because we are one family.

Henin always followed my choices.

And if Enin chooses, I also plan to follow suit.

If one person wants it, others support that choice.

That is a consideration that is no different from a rule that has suddenly become a part of our denomination.

It's a rule that no one asks for, or rather, that's why deep down, everyone doesn't try to criticize each other for their decisions.

That's consideration, and that's why Enin is hesitating to give this last answer.

If you choose, we will follow without saying anything, and if you make a mistake, that choice can interfere with what we are doing now and cause danger and failure for everyone.

So Peria tells Enin all the cases so that he can make a clear decision.

“... As time passes, even the corps commander will reach his limit. Stopping the erosion by continuing to offer sacrifices is only a short time, and the devil's creatures will not be satisfied with such a simple solution. They will want more and more victims, and what used to be one life per day will turn into two, then three.”

Henin hears about every case you can think of, from negative to positive.

“Of course, contrary to my concerns, the corps commander may collapse sooner than expected. There will probably be Paladins by then, so even if a human like that goes completely crazy and swings a weapon, there will be enough power to stop it, right?”

“... Is that so.”

“However, my opinion is that the number of people sacrificed until the corps commander completely collapses will be significant.”

After hearing everything Peria said, Enin straightened his face and smiled weakly at her.

“... Thank you, Peria.”

“... Well, I just said this because it is information that other people need when making decisions.”

After the last story, Enin fell silent.

Enin closes his eyes.

He puts his small hands together, puts them on the table, and stays quiet.

Are you praying?

‘To Goddess Gaia? Or to Deshade?'

At first, I thought it was a prayer to God, but that wasn't the case.

That's a question about yourself.

A look at overcoming contradictions in beliefs.

What Enin wants is to save people and support me.

She soldiered on for it and always followed my choices.

They did not hesitate to wield weapons against a race that killed humans, and even if they were pagans, they were recognized criminals and did not hesitate to do so.

But the corps commander is different.

The choice to fight against other races was a choice as a soldier, and the choice to wield a weapon against a pagan was an act as a knight commander supporting the Deshade church.

The act of attacking a corps commander becomes a double entity in Enin's beliefs.

There is a difference in the meaning of wielding a weapon against enemies who will try to kill you if left unattended, and pointing a weapon at someone who has nothing to do with you who will now leave even if you let go.

This is because killing a corps commander goes against the belief of saving people and at the same time kills a person who wants to live and uses every trick he can think of.

So I have no choice but to worry.

In my opinion, Enin is too upright.

'It's always been that way.'

Although he dreams of an ideal world, he never gives up, but because of his personality, the moment contradictions arise, he digs out his heart, closes his eyes, and looks away.

At one time, while he sincerely hoped that the soul soldiers could live together with other people, he also understood that the very existence of the soul soldiers was acting as the last bastion of kingdom unity, so he closed his eyes and internally blamed himself in front of us.

At the same time, I never tried to forget that I had chosen to remain silent on the spot.

Now, Enin today is very different from the past.

I gave up on one.

I have given up on dreaming of ideals and am fully pushing for the side that supports me.

'No, it's not exactly giving up.'

To look at it in more detail, he supports me because he has the hopeful thought that if he helps me, he will someday achieve his ideal dream that he could not achieve on his own.

'But now Enin is trying to choose again, even though he gave up half of that dream.'

Still, Enin, now that we are about to completely abandon the kingdom union, we will make a final judgment that will bring us even a little closer to our ideal dream.

That's proof that I didn't give up.

Her beliefs are due to the nature of the Gaia Church,

To the many disgusting things I have witnessed along with me,

Even though it has been greatly damaged by the storms created by people who only promote their own desires,

This is proof that it was still sleeping inside her as an upright wick.

So what I can do is the same thing she did for me.

Hold the hand that is clenched into a fist as if praying.

The hand that usually wears a clunky gauntlet.

A strong hand that always swings the anvil with all its might.

The hands that kept the warmth while swinging the cast iron for us.

I place my hand on the small hand that was inside it and has now appeared.

Enin opened his eyes to the warmth.

What did she think when she saw my hand overlapping hers?

I won't know until Enin tells me, but fortunately, my actions seem to have greatly helped Enin's decision.

“... Thank you. Lee Rim.”

Enin smiled at me once and stood up.

“... I gave up on my dream at that time. So the second contradiction of killing someone to save someone else can also be accepted. No, I decided to accept it.”

Then ask for our consent.

“Even if I leave here, I think I should rule out the actions of Legion Commander Helias Sign Tion.”

State your resolutions so that everyone can clearly hear them.

“But here are my thoughts. If the arms were attached, I think they could be removed. If you have Thistle’s divine power, you might be able to safely cut off his arm.”

However, they did not stop worrying about us.

“Of course, that is only the best option that can be reached ideally, but in reality, the corps commander is so strong that it is impossible. Even if we all attack, we don't even know if we can win.”

So Enin made a decision, thrusting his fist forward.

He speaks with determined eyes.

“If that is not possible, kill the corps commander.”

Each of us who saw that fist smiled a little.

And Enin also smiles and asks us.

“Will everyone help?”

The cynicism that embraces contradiction cannot be in vain.

Eila was the first to shout, clashing her fist with Ennin's fist.

“Is that obvious? Enin says he wants to do it, but you can’t help him, right?”

“... Thank you. Ayla.”

Is it because I cut off the beginning like that?

Hwarim, who didn't want to lose to Aila for no reason, stuck out her fist as well.

“Although he has always been the Order's Knight Commander in name only, I think that name is more appropriate now. And I also thought that I wanted to have a proper relationship with that corps commander someday. Not bad for a time like this to come at the last minute.”

“... Thank you. Hwarim.”

And next to Hwarim, who showed his fighting spirit in a fight against a strong opponent, Peria also showed her frustration and stuck out her fist.

“They’re all idiots. There is not a single sane person among those who wield ignorant weapons.”

Then he adds one word.

“So, I have this affection. If I don’t take care of it, who will?”

“... Feria too. Thank you.”

“... Hmph!”

Now it's my turn.

'I hate this kind of stuff because it's cringy. 'Why are people here so good at this?'

However, the reason why my arms cannot be easily stretched forward and squeak is because I have no tolerance for this type of behavior.

Since it is Enin's decision, I, like no one else, should naturally support it, but I don't know what to say in times like this.

So I just quietly put out my fist and speak quietly.

“... Since you said you would support my choice, I will give it back too.”

Still, I felt it wasn't enough, so I bumped my fist into Enin's fist and spoke clearly again.

“If that is your decision, I will follow it.”

“... Thank you so much.”

That seemed to be the end.

While we were fist bumping on the table, an arm quietly came in.

And as each person's arms increased, I followed the black clothes covering their arms and found one person.

“... Thistle?”

While we were there, Thistle came down the stairs and stuck out his fist.

However, because she couldn't show her face yet, she pulled her veil with all her might to hide her face from me, saying, 'Please don't look this way just yet.' After saying that, he also said something.

“Because I kept listening to it on the stairs. Enin's work is also a salvation that leads to the survival of many people. I don’t think it’s absolutely a wrong decision.”

That was the last time.

An assassination plot to kill the corps commander.

“Everyone, I am truly sorry. And thank you.”

Enin, the mastermind, thanks everyone.

The gathered fists became one.

'Kill the corps commander.'

No one said anything about the dock, whether it was for someone or for justice.

Because I know it's hypocrisy.

        
            Time passed.

The corps commander killed several more people after that.

To be exact, dozens of people were sacrificed.

Among them was a count and nobles who sympathized with him, believing that his skills were far superior to those of ordinary knights, and attempted to resume the trade in illegal goods that had been taking place through the back of the city.

In the end, the three of them, unable to bear their frustration, hid their identities and walked around the restricted area, just like Vincent did, to lure the killer, but the result was a gruesome murder.

On the other side, a group of wizards were trying to open a road to bring in banned items for similar reasons.

They appear to have been wizards who were connected to immortal organizations or other groups.

Those wizards were unable to obtain the necessary materials for the research they were secretly conducting, so for the same reasons as the previous nobles, they gathered their strength and tried to deal with the killer themselves, and although they were quite numerous, they died without being able to use a single spell.

Even so, wizards, unlike Sieghill, could not make a single loud noise, so the body was found the next morning, and after cleaning up the mess, a security force soldier lamenting his situation in a bar spread the rumor, and it was only through Feria that it reached our ears. .

The dead count was also a nobleman who did his part on the battlefield, and the wizards who united from the magic tower and entered the alley were wiped out even though there were more than 10 of them, so the status of the killer rose even higher.

In the meantime, only a week has passed.

Nobles, wizards, and criminals who had no choice but to wander through the back alleys because they were wanted also died, and the heretics who kept popping out from hiding, helping to increase their numbers one by one, are now numbered. It exceeded 40 people.

The killer's status is now sky-high.

Now, no one sticks their neck out to enter the hunting ground he created.

The count and his friends, the nobles, who had been brought to trial several times for reasons of character but boasted quite rough skills on the battlefield, died.

As the Grace Territory is huge, the size of the magic tower is also considerable, so a group of wizards who were borderline wizards in terms of skill but were certainly skilled died without even being able to speak a word.

Rumors spread throughout the city that Sieghill Macren, the second son of Duke Sieghill, who had produced famous wizards, had also led the Soul Knight into an alley and was defeated, dressed in the clothes of a killer.

No matter how courageous they were and how much they wanted to gain fame, they came to their senses after hearing rumors that people who were infinitely superior to them had died and been defeated in such a cruel way.

But that's just the hunters' position.

However, it seems that no matter how many people he killed in a day, the military commander, who was a murderer, had to kill another person the next day in order to put the devil's arm to rest.

According to the information that Peria obtained as she continued to run around rubbing her sleepy eyes, it was said that when there were no more people wandering around in the back alleys, some of the criminals imprisoned in the security forces were moved inside the barracks under the orders of the corps commander.

On a dark night, they were taken to the corps commander's office deep inside the barracks. Although others may not know what happened there, we knew right away.

There can be no other reason why the number of wagons leaving the barracks at dawn to incinerate trash increases to two that day alone.

So now is the right time for the corps commander.

The corps commander just needs to inherit the status of a ripe killer.

Now that the hunting grounds he created have dried up and become empty of deer, the corps commander will try to regain his prestige and obtain sacrifices in other ways.

I just quietly listened to the commanding officer and stayed in the church, or I did a few minor errands that he instructed me to do.

This could be something like going to the homes of nobles who might be feeling uncomfortable and crawling out of their mansions to bring evidence that would make them kneel to the corps commander, or for the corps commander in the magic tower to receive healing herbs from a wizard with a kite and bring them to him.

It is a small story that in order to keep his plans from being discovered until the last moment, he kept enlisting me instead of his internal staff, so he complained that the soles of his military boots would be worn out along the way, so he received new military boots for nobles that he had bought some time ago.

However, I didn't just sit there and do that.

We leave the assassination plan and escape plan to Peria, and we are trying to achieve the best results by following Peria's words.

“Good. Let’s go again.”

“Phew...”

The world of the heart.

It is not a place where time passes slowly, but it is a world where you can try again and again.

For the past week, every day, as soon as I felt that the subtle magic power in my body had accumulated to a certain extent, I opened the world of my mind.

And there, a mock battle is held for the corps commander.

“Because you are imitating someone else, there may be errors. Please consider it.”

[Star Cluster]

Flash-

See with your own eyes the skills of the corps commander recreated by Hwarim's hands.

A breakthrough is found in that flash and trace.

Seeing the bloody starlight attack spreading in all directions,

I feel the coolness of death.

But the more it happens,

Rather, take one step forward.

Investigate death thoroughly and find out its essence.

'Starlight is three sword strikes.'

It is an imitation of a part of a star in the universe created by an extremely fast sword.

The sharp light shooting into the body shines in the shape of a cross, but the sword strike contained therein is three.

And among the countless star lights spreading in all directions, there are five that shine towards me.

Kakakakakakakang!

Receive 15 sword strikes that come at you in an instant.

Of course, it is impossible to cut them all out.

So make a choice.

'Even if there are many attacks, there are only two that can cause instant death.'

Sigh!

I don't care about sword strikes that wrap around my limbs.

As long as it can function properly, it doesn't matter how many shallow wounds it has.

As soon as he breaks through those attacks and goes inside, Hwarim prepares to attack again.

“Now just once.”

Hwarim, who reached his prime in the world of the deep, reproduced the techniques of the corps commander as much as possible.

Hwarim said in surprise after being able to reproduce those techniques over a fairly long period of time, even with the skills he had seen.

‘It’s a neat technology without any unnecessary details. Even if you use such a large technique, it is possible to finish it without shaking your body. Assuming you are actually fighting, these are all techniques that can be used continuously. There will be many irregularities in actual combat, but for me, the only thing I can do is reproduce it honestly.'

What we thought were great techniques are actually techniques that do not put much strain on the body from the perspective of a corps commander.

So, if a technique that is not aimed at exterminating the flying insects that stick to our bodies but is actually used continuously for the purpose of killing our lives and is demonstrated to us, we are bound to suffer great damage.

So, only if we know how to receive those techniques somehow can our weapons reach the body of the corps commander.

'As the distance decreases, more attacks are concentrated.'

I still couldn't get close enough to touch my black Hwarim.

The second star cluster is cast in succession, following the previous one.

[Star Cluster]

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

After blocking many of the attacks, what I got was a wound on my side.

'It's okay up to this point.'

This is a huge step forward.

Considering the range of swordsmanship, I have to use three techniques before I can approach the corps commander.

The closer I get, the more attacks that can cause fatal injuries come towards me.

The feeling of the sword strike reproducing the flash of light gradually focusing on me feels like I am inside Iron Maiden and watching the lid close.

3 days to survive this second skill interval.

This is the time it takes to get from the edge of the spider web to the center.

'The problem starts from here.'

And what remains is a demonstration of the final technology, repeated for the third time, but with the same density but with different density.

Only if you can withstand this skill will you be eligible to stand in front of the corps commander.

Hwarim also knows this, so the third technique is more sophisticated,

With murderous intent, I became a corps commander,

I prepare my skills with the intention of killing only myself.

I also prepare to receive the last technique accordingly.

thud-

“Rachal.”

Start with self-hypnosis.

Now the Rakshasa is not the Rakshasa it used to be.

After being able to use magical power, albeit slightly, he incorporated the skills of a corps commander into the Rakshasa he uses.

Increases the cognitive range by pulling out magic power as thin as a thread and spreading it in all directions.

If you look at the distance alone, you can only reach someone who is a few dozen steps away.

Compared to the corps commander who spread magic threads throughout the city, this is new blood.

But this much is enough.

A step that further strengthens the increased cognitive range and focused mind.

'corruption.'

From here, apply.

He creates a path by concentrating the increased magical power on Hwarim.

By fixing the thread of magic between Hwarim and me, I recognize the movement and the swing of the sword more quickly.

A third star cluster follows at the same time.

[Star Cluster]

This point has always been an insurmountable wall.

A world in the mind that remains open until the magic power of the real body is used up.

Despite countless attempts over the course of a week, I still could not even come face to face with the corps commander.

The star cluster that was performed the moment it approached the nearest point was completely different from the previous two techniques.

Technology that used to shoot in all directions is now focused only on me.

Of course.

The scattered sword strikes, keeping in mind that all of us would attack at once, were carried out in order to kill only me this time, since I was the first one to get close quickly.

so,

Eat with peace of mind.

Practice depth,

Face death with equanimity.

'How many deaths have you experienced?'

I didn't even think about counting from the beginning.

'How many starlights have I encountered?'

At least, I guarantee that the starlight I have seen so far will rival the number of stars in the night sky that I can capture at a glance.

'In that case, we should start to see results now.'

So, I decided that today I would definitely destroy the technology that I had been wondering whether I would sleep or wake up.

“Let’s go.”

I say to myself, compose myself one last time, and embrace the starlight with my whole body.

        
            The universe is looking down on me.

The Milky Way pours overhead.

A death that is no different from a natural disaster.

Toward the concept of death achieved only with flesh and sword,

A struggle to escape fate unfolds.

Kakakakakakakakaka-

A series of movements swinging the sword fluidly,

Kakakakakakakaka-

And yet, with no regrets,

Kakakakakaka-

Swing each stroke with all your heart.

The heart contained in the sword swinging towards the starlight is Hwarim’s teachings,

The trail left behind by the sword is the triple strike that Eila told me about.

He continues those three strikes without stopping and becomes a tyrant who waves his sword like a wave.

A state of memories that comes back with him again.

At the end of the fight with the Paladin, the trajectory of cutting down the huge bell to protect the choir is recreated.

However, this time, the trajectory is not aimed at a simple falling bell, but at the starlight flying towards my body.

That's why it's so difficult.

But don't complain.

'It won't be difficult. I've fought at this speed before. So, think about it!'

In addition, the memory of Wotan, a werewolf who used dual spears, that he encountered thanks to the puppet master is used.

It's a short time.

Swinging a sword really only takes a moment.

However, the sword that I thought would have to be swung endlessly because it was at the point of deformation finally pointed its blade towards the last starlight.

Kakang!

As soon as he blocks the flash of light, he points the sword to Hwarim’s neck.

“Haa...haa...”

“... I had a hard time.”

succeded.

But I'm exhausted.

If things go as they should be, the next fight will be with the real corps commander.

“Distribution of physical strength... will also be necessary.”

“Don’t worry. If you succeeded the first time, you will succeed the second time. From the moment you get used to it, you will be able to cut out unnecessary things in your own movements, so you won't get so tired.”

“If that's the case, then I'm glad... Ugh, it's hard.”

“For now, take a breath. And don't try to remember what happened a moment ago. If you memorize the previous level in your head, you will end up swinging the sword based on memory. In that case, while responding to the corps commander appreciating the anomaly, he will only retrieve the memories in his head.”

“Okay. I'll have to do my best to let my body handle the rest on its own.”

“... Hehehe, as expected, you did well without saying anything.”

Still, we made it this far.

Hwarim also looked surprised at the last moment, as if he didn't know that he would overcome that sword attack in just a week.

She must have felt proud of me, so she lightly lowered the sword around her neck with her palm, patted my head, and started talking comfortably to help me catch my breath.

“It’s like a killer whale.”

“Ha... Orca?”

I continue to catch my breath and listen to Hwarim’s words.

“I don’t know if I said that the depth of it is martial arts, but it’s also close to art. Depth of field is also about expressing with the sword what cannot be expressed in words. And the moment Lee Rim saw your sword, there was just one thing that came to mind. That's a killer whale.”

“I’ve never actually seen it, so I’m not sure... Have you ever seen Hwarim?”

No matter how suddenly Hwarim thought of such a creature, I couldn't quite understand the meaning of the word killer whale.

“I only saw it once. The sea isn't that close. Still, there was a time when I had to take a boat and go somewhere else. At that time, I was standing on the deck and enjoying the sea breeze that I had experienced for the first time.”

Hwarim said that since it was a long-awaited depth of field, let's take advantage of it, and placed his hand on the water on the floor.

Then, waves began to appear on the surface of the water that reflected our image, and Hwarim's memories began to be shown from her perspective.

“This guy caught my eye even though it was my first time seeing him. Even though the waves were strong, he stirred the waves roughly and became the wave itself.”

Although it is not raining, the boat shakes violently as if it is a sign of a storm.

As I was looking out at the sea from the boat, a killer whale came rushing up from one side.

Soon, other killer whales followed the killer whale and came up to the surface for a while, but none were as big as the one I saw at first.

I guess he's the leader.

The waves had no effect on the orcas.

The killer whales attacked and ate a group of fish at the bottom of the ocean, swaying through the waves.

“When I asked the captain the name of that creature, he said it was a killer whale. It was so impressive at the time that the image of that killer whale lingered in my head for quite a while, but as time went by, I thought I would slowly forget that image.”

After all the memories were over, Hwa-rim stirred the surface of the water again with her hands, and the surface returned to a state of bright scenery.

“And the Lee Rim I saw, your swordsmanship seemed to represent that of a killer whale. The image that comes through the starlight to eat me.”

“... Is that so?”

As I looked at the killer whale in Hwarim's memories, I realized that my swordsmanship was similar to the movement of the waves created by the whale breaking through the waves.

“You did it well. That swordsmanship is unique to you, and is not in the depth of field I told you about. That was possible because Irim was well suited not only to what I taught you, but also to Aila... that damn thing's swordsmanship.”

Hwarim looked a little bitter, but she didn't look as jealous as before.

On the contrary, even as he said that, he remembered what I had shown him with his sword and immediately began to master my sword skills.

And I, too, do not rest and try to acquire the sensations from before with my body so as to never forget them.

“It will be a problem from now on.”

The time set by Feria is 3 days from now.

That is the date on which the play begins, in which the corps commander tells me that he will kill the killer with his own hands.

He still hasn't told me how he prepared his double, but the corps commander ordered me to stop by his location for a while before executing the plan.

And Feria took advantage of that and came up with a plan to bring the corps commander to the outskirts of the city on the third night, and that was the day we could attack the corps commander.

After finishing work, I immediately attempted my original escape plan.

After finding out where the Paladin was headed, Peria calculated the time it would take for the Paladin to return from dealing with the heretics there, and found out that he would return about a day after the corps commander put his plan into action.

So we must attack the corps commander and then leave the city immediately.

Although it is urgent in many ways, we are all the ones who made it happen.

No one had any regrets.

“Is it almost time?”

While I was recovering my swordsmanship, I felt my body getting heavier.

It seems that almost all of the body's magical power is disappearing.

“Now, when I return, I will have to share the sword with Aila again.”

“That should be it. There is no time to rest.”

However, what has ended is the training in the world of the mind.

From now on, it's time to spar with Eila again.

Hwarim's swordsmanship is a swordsmanship based on Rakshasa that involves carefully attempting one attack at a time.

On the other hand, the corps commander's swordsmanship is a swordsmanship that is closer to Aila, a sword technique demonstrated with beautiful movements that never break in the middle of the movement through extreme training of the body.

So, first, in the deep world, training is conducted with Hwarim to find out how to deal with the corps commander's skills, and then, when the mana runs out, a sword sparring with Aila follows.

“Then, since we have achieved our goal, let’s take a little rest.”

“Is that so?”

Hwarim let the sword disappear somewhere and sat down on the floor, wrapping around his long clothes that can only be seen in the deep world.

Then,

Crack-tap-

Tap the seat next to you with your hand.

It means come and see me.

“Welcome.”

“... Okay.”

After disarming my sword, I quietly walked next to Hwarim and tried to sit on the floor.

“Eight!”

'I knew it would be like this.'

Hwarim balances my body and puts my head on her lap.

“... Hwarim, you really like doing things like this these days?”

“I’m busy. Feriana Astesia Those kids have their own things to do, so they don't even have time to lean on me for a moment, and Enine is so shy that she doesn't do much for me. So who are you telling me to ask for something like this?”

These days, Hwarim enjoys a short break with me when her training with me is over.

He especially likes having my head on his thigh like this.

Originally, Hwarim had always liked feeling the warmth of others in this way, but after Aila joined, Aila kept coming into his sights first and causing fights rather than fights, so he was a little starving recently. It looks like it.

Of course, I also did this to Hwarim before she even met Enin, and after she got closer to me, she did it every now and then whenever she wanted to meet me.

As I feel the soft feel of her thighs just below the thin clothes and her hand stroking my hair, I immediately feel at ease and close my eyes slightly.

In that state, Hwarim’s voice is heard.

“Are you okay?”

There was no subject, but I could understand it.

This plan has no merit as a resurrected soul bottle.

The corps commander has a sword that kills soul disease, and Hwarim and I must face such a sword.

“... I'm trying to be okay.”

Of course, that sword is a sword that can take another person's life.

Even if it doesn't have the ability to kill soul disease, it is a sword.

A sword is something that causes anyone to bleed to death if it is stabbed, and now such a sword has come to bring the same fear to us that others felt.

Hwarim and I were just vaguely feeling the primal fear of death, an emotion that had been somewhat numb until now.

The corps commander is strong.

Hwarim is also strong enough to say that if the corps commander gives his all, even if he were alive, he would not stand a chance of victory.

Therefore, it was only later that the two of us remembered the sense of death that had been dulled due to soul disease due to the corps commander and the terrifying sword he wielded.

Will I be able to take one more step towards real death?

Even if I had to go through all the starlight and get to the commander of the corps, would I be able to face him confidently?

No matter how much I pledged in front of the Paladin to use the breakwater built by Thistle as a trigger, how can I not be terrified when I witness death?

'You never know.'

I can not know.

What happened then will be known only then.

Hwarim feels that and I also feel it.

That's why we held each other's hands without saying a word.

It was a very small break, and during that time, we felt alive by leaning on each other.

        
            Grace Estate where darkness has descended.

Likewise, the Deshade Order's quarters are dark because all lights are turned off for sleeping.

Raines comes down the stairs of the dorm to the first floor.

A week and a few days, that's how long Raines stayed.

To be exact, if you exclude the time when I was unconscious due to injury, it would be just a little over a week, and if you include the time I spent hiding inside the fireplace for who knows how many days, it would be even longer.

Raines helped Astesia with the affairs of the church, so he remembers where everything is.

'There is also today.'

In the eyes of Raines, who had better magic sensitivity than Peria, the threads of magic thrown by the corps commander were now visible.

The same thread that was unfolding when I first came to the city.

But Reigns didn't think much about it.

In the case of other cities, magic circles are often laid down to protect the cities of magic tower wizards, so even though I thought it was something that was bothering me, I just ignored it.

The magic circle that causes the giant spherical barrier that surrounds the city to pop out when an emergency occurs, or the subtle residual magic that comes from the usual preparations to turn a temple into a sanctuary in case of emergency, can be felt on your skin and clothes wherever you walk in the United Kingdom. That is.

However, after seeing with his own eyes the corps commander who attacked the Immortal Institute, his ability to respond grew once again in the face of death without realizing it in order to escape the corps commander who was chasing him to kill him, and so now he can see the magic power directly with his eyes. It became possible to see the threads of

'Spider web of magic.'

Reigns walks down the stairs expressionlessly but carefully, being careful not to step on those spider webs.

The corps commander must have already forgotten about himself.

'They probably think I died of blood loss in some place underground.'

These magical lines spread throughout the city by the corps commander transmit information to him in real time, like spiders and webs.

So, even if Reigns touches that thread, there are many other people in the city besides her who will be moving around in the house and informing the corps commander of their movements, so it is no problem to mix in among them, but still, due to his personality, Reigns never steps on the thread.

Crackling-

The moment she came down the stairs, the magical web shook for a moment, albeit slightly, and then thickened once, then returned to its original thickness.

'... this is the 9th time.'

Originally, this was the result of the corps commander growing his soul vessel to its limit as he aged.

It is the magical power of microfiber that has been refined once again to the point where it is difficult for the warrior to contain it all in his aging body.

Therefore, the magical power must not waver and must always maintain a constant thickness to become a weapon that can strangle the enemy.

As Raines has continued to observe the corps leader's magical power, the frequency with which it fluctuates is becoming shorter and shorter.

Raines looks at the thread and walks toward the restaurant as originally planned.

The average amount of time she slept while working at the Immortal Institute was 4 hours.

Even so, Reigns is someone who can sleep standing up as long as he can lean on his back, so he doesn't need that much sleep time.

The beds in the Deshade Church's quarters are soft and comfortable, and the walls of the Church, where God's protection rests, weaken the senses of even the magic threads spread by the corps commander, so it is reassuring.

But it's just too much.

'It's so comfortable it's annoying.'

Of course, 4 hours of sleep is not a normal sleep time.

The physical condition that can be recovered by sleeping just enough to close and open the eyes is like that of a soldier who sat down for a while and then stood up after marching for a full day carrying military uniforms.

On the other hand, in the religious order, the moment you go to bed in a conscious state and wake up thinking you slept too long, 8 hours have passed in an instant.

Of course, such thoughts do not afford the luxury of simply complaining about a more comfortable environment.

Raines thought that he was only going to stay here for a while and that he would have to leave someday, so he deliberately woke up during his sleep and tried to do something else so as not to forget the feeling of sleep.

So today, I planned to wake up long after everyone else had fallen asleep, but I ended up sleeping for another 6 hours without realizing it.

Raines was about to cross the hall, wondering if it had really been a mistake to notice his bad habits, especially the bed.

“Are you awake?”

“... Yes. I stood up for a moment again today. God.”

Today again, as always, there was Deshade bathed in the moonlight in the hall on the first floor.

Raines spent the past week helping with the work here and observing the personalities of the people.

Divided into three categories.

One is a person who watches over oneself.

The other is someone who accepts things without any boundaries.

And this god.

Although they were classified into three categories based on the characteristics of their behavior towards themselves, this god was difficult to understand for Reigns to the point where it had to be classified as a separate god rather than an attitude.

'A god who is like a god but not like a god.'

Deshade was always here at night.

At first, I thought he was keeping his seat to prevent him from escaping, but Deshade came down from his sleep and gave him a corner of the table and told him to kill time and go.

“If it was water, I put it on.”

“Thank you for your consideration.”

An action that has now become a routine of its own.

Even Deshade now knows the act of waking up at night and drinking tea in the kitchen to stay awake on purpose.

In the kitchen, Reigns takes out an exotic porcelain teacup that Astesia had carefully selected for Reigns' exclusive use at the market, and pours water from the kettle that Deshade had placed on top of the magic pot.

Then, after taking the time to steep the tea leaves slowly, he returns to the hall with the tea.

It's a bonus that he prepared Deshade's share in addition to his own.

“Please eat here.”

“Thank you.”

Do not cool the car.

It's a car to kill time anyway.

Reigns looks at Deshade, who occasionally raises his glass and pours it through the gap in his helmet.

Raines also knows about Deshade's existence because he has been keeping watch in the alley right in front of this lodging.

Sometimes in the early evening, I leave the lodging for a short time and come back to chat with drunkards whom I am now familiar with, and other times, I take in the soul patients who come in from time to time and listen to their prayers to their gods on their behalf.

Sometimes it feels like an ordinary human being, but other times it clearly shows the appearance of a god.

And that god has been suffering these days.

The god who came after seeing Sieghill Macren in the barracks, and the woman named Sado who serves that god, are avoiding each other for some reason.

Not only that, but God is increasingly troubled by soul-sick people who try to pray in his name instead of the god they serve.

'What on earth is the existence of God?'

Seeing that scene makes Reigns think about God again.

I heard that God has no effect on humans.

Instead, the believers wield divine power on behalf of God and save people.

A representative example is the Gaia Church located nearby.

However, the truth of that ‘salvation’ is actually a false salvation created by humans.

Gaia's priests focused people's attention and increased their power in the name of Goddess Gaia's salvation.

In fact, it is using a being called God who can do nothing except punish the devil.

When Deshade saw the Gaia Church using lies to accumulate evil, he began to draw a line to avoid it, fearing that people would gather under him and fall into the wrong path.

Deshade only moved to support the choices humans made on their own, but God spent so much time with his apostle that he became a being no different from his parents, and God seemed so merciful and great that he helped soul patients. It has become a being that makes people forget their God.

So he continues to think about it during his time with Reigns.

However, it is not only about one's own concerns.

Deshade, like he usually does with other people, asked Reigns about his concerns.

Today, when Reigns sits at the same table as him, God once again presents his natural, human choice to Reigns.

“Rains. You are a fugitive.”

“... Yes.”

“What choice will you make?”

Deshade said, looking straight into Reigns' eyes with the blue eyes in his helmet.

“You will soon be free. When that time comes, you will have to make a choice. You can sit in the podium as is, or you can leave.”

“What are you talking about?”

Reigns didn't understand what he was saying.

Although the body has been entrusted for now, Agoni is still hiding somewhere in the city, and two of the members of the church are spiritually ill.

You can't leave the kingdom.

Therefore, Deshade spoke directly to Raines, who could not understand.

“We will soon leave the land founded by human royals who have become too numerous. Members of my church are planning to kill the commander who made a foolish choice and escape from here.”

“You’re leaving?”

“Yes. The plan is now in its final stages, but no one is being careful about what to say to you, so I am speaking directly as your representative. Since we were under the same roof, it was a story we would learn someday.”

Reigns then heard the details of the situation from Deshade.

Whoever planned it was a detailed plan, but I was secretly surprised that the plan, which included a reckless plan to kill the corps commander who was in the middle and leave for the empire, was now in its final stages.

“Why are you talking about that now? I could tell this story to other people too.”

“I told you this because I know that you are a person who would not do that.”

After saying that, Deshade asked Reigns again what he would choose.

“Those humans sleeping above will not kick you out unless you betray them first. If you say you will help them, I will tell you well.”

Reigns thought for a moment after hearing those words.

He thought that he would only stay for a while and then go, but he never thought that the church would accept him so easily.

However, looking at the experiences members of the religious denomination have experienced so far, leaning on the religious denomination is not a bad choice.

Reigns is cool-headed.

He dreamed of freedom and gained freedom thanks to the support of the church's bishop, a soul soldier named Lee Lim.

But that freedom is yours alone.

The world saw a free man and said, 'Have a nice trip.' And it's not overly friendly.

So, since Raines did not feel much pressure about joining the Deshade Church in the form of affiliation rather than domination, his feelings went in one direction.

“... Okay. I will help the denomination.”

Raines chose to completely entrust himself to the church.

This is because he knew that Deshade and the people here would not restrict him to such an extent even if he left in the future.

However, even as Reigns made his decision, he asked Shin about the questions that arose during his conversation with Deshade.

“But why did you induce me to help the people of the church?”

Even though God said he had a choice, he continued to talk about the merits of entrusting himself to the church, and it seemed like he implicitly wanted him to choose one side.

“... Because I thought it would be good if there was at least one more person who could help them instead of me, who couldn't help them at all.”

God was in agony.

God can reward the growth of the people of the church gathered under his name.

However, in their choice to kill the corps commander, they cannot use their power to directly punish the act of trampling on the soul of another human being who does not serve the corps commander.

The moment you break it, God no longer becomes God.

The title given to the god who performed such an act is,

It is an evil spirit.

Deshade refers to his power as a god and is looked up to by humans, but in reality, he is saddened by the fact that he has no choice but to be bound by the rules of the world.

“I’m sorry. Apostle.”

Deshade regrets his actions of saying such things to Thistle, who first served him and helped him with his advent in order to exist as a god.

As long as he is a god, he cannot take back his words.

Deshade thought about it and continued to look at the moonlight and feel sad.

Raines thought as he watched Deshade without saying anything.

Deshade was now human, no matter how high he tried to look at it.

How can this God, who suffers and regrets just like humans, be the God that humans look up to and expect?

I don't know what he's thinking during this time he's with me.

However, in his own way, Deshade had been thinking constantly since that day, and continued to think until just before the people of the church decided to put the plan into action.

And he finally made a decision.

After everything is over, I decided to make an irreversible choice.

        
            Dark office.

The corps commander was sitting in a chair in the dark office without the light on.

The chair specially made for the corps commander is one in which craftsmen have engraved his family's emblem, to be exact, the Helias family emblem and the emblem of his wife, the Duke's family, step by step.

There was a huge official residence built for him in the barracks, but he did not return even though it was long after other officers had left for work.

As if waiting for someone, he quietly sits down on a chair, crosses his legs on the table, and lights a healing candle.

Phew-

He repeated sucking and exhaling the healing herb several times, and soon the office was filled with a single red dot and smoke coming from the ember at the end of the healing herb.

Smoke continues to hover around the office because the windows are not open.

smart-

Squeak-

Just for a moment, someone knocks on the door and immediately opens it and rushes out.

Helias gave a brief greeting as the person coming through the smoke bowed his head.

“Are you here? Bulterion. It's a little late.”

“Sorry. Because it took a little while to get things done.”

“It’s okay. We are human too, and there may be days when we have trouble concentrating. Sit down.”

The corps commander overlooked Bulterion's mistake of arriving slightly later than the scheduled time and went to the tea set on one side.

“What are you going to drink?”

I would like something like “.”

“It’s a good choice. Even if it's just me, I don't like the number of ports that need to be washed.”

Normally, there would be a soldier in the corps commander's office who would assist him.

He is a soldier who organizes various chores and documents he needs to sign in order of importance and gives him a ride when he seems a little tired.

His work time was originally set to coincide with his superior's work time, like that of soldiers assisting other nobles, but the corps commander always sent him on time.

For that soldier, the corps commander who always ensured that he leaves work on time was his true superior, but the corps commander also had his own ideas and sent him away.

Helias likes this time the second time in his life.

The first thing he likes is meeting his family in the capital, the wife who married him at a young age, and his soon-to-be-adult daughter, and the second is riding in the car like now.

Put a pot on the magic brazier, boil water, and choose the tea you want to drink today.

As his status is high, various nobles who want to impress him find out his tastes and send him rare tea leaves that can be obtained from far away places.

'I've been doing this consistently for 20 years already.'

At first, items such as expensive works of art or jewelry that clearly showed various vulgarities were sent.

Helias, who received such gifts, was secretly disgusted, but what the gifts meant was loyalty to himself and his wife's family, who held the position of a corps commander.

After marrying the duke's third daughter and continuing to survive, Helias became a corps commander in charge of one axis of the kingdom's union.

Thanks to this, Helias' wife, who unintentionally became closer to the duke's powerful family, was not a person who liked luxury.

Instead, she enjoyed sweet foods and tea.

So Helias spread the rumor that he wanted to receive his beloved wife's favorite tea as a form of loyalty, which he had to receive anyway, and from that day on, nobles began offering rare tea leaves brought by traders from far away instead of jewel-encrusted items.

And Helias also naturally enjoyed tea after drinking the tea his wife gave him.

'It's a little uncomfortable.'

However, lowering a car with one arm is cumbersome because the actions that should be done with both hands must be done with one hand.

His arm doesn't move as intended again today.

'A dog like a baby.'

He couldn't help but curse inwardly at the arm that wasn't his, which wouldn't move no matter how hard he tried.

‘Did I take the wrong route? I should have been a little more careful.'

Is it because they killed too many people at once recently?

Even though three prisoners from the security forces were brought into the barracks and killed two hours ago, the seizure barely calmed down and the arm did not move.

Still, he did not order Bulterion to take the car for him.

He is on his way back from disposing of the body he just killed, and he has an important role to play in the work ahead.

Receive “ characters.”

“Thank you.”

Bulterion accepted the tea the corps commander brought and took a sip.

A taste and aroma that I have never tasted before.

It took a little longer because the car had to be lowered in a different way than usual.

This new tea, once again presented to him, is a tea that makes him wonder how aristocrats are able to obtain new teas that they have not yet tasted even though it has already been 20 years.

“Is it delicious?”

“It’s delicious.”

“Thank goodness. They say it's a tea that came across the desert, and it's called 'coffee'.”

Helias, seeing him like that, opened a shelf on one side and took out a bottle of distilled liquor.

“I tried many things, and it tastes better if I add about two spoons of this. Do you want to do it?”

“In that case, thank you.”

Helias pours an appropriate amount of imperial whiskey labeled ‘The Bell Hole’ into the coffee and stirs it.

So, unlike before, the taste of the coffee was strong, but with a mix of aromas, it had a pretty good flavor for a late-night drink.

Helias took two more sips of coffee and then spoke.

“Yes. You probably knew the plan, right?”

“Yes.”

“Recite it.”

“The first confrontation is in the northern plaza, then moves clockwise east and south.”

“Good. How is your physical condition?”

After hearing those words, Bulterion put down his coffee.

Then he answered with eyes that burned his fighting spirit.

“If I give it my all, I can have the same strength as I did 10 years ago.”

Helias was satisfied with the answer.

Helias Sign Thion.

His adjutant, Bulterion Heinberg, is now a general.

He is a subordinate who had been running around the battlefield with Helias for about 40 years before he ascended to the rank of general.

Humans can grow as much as they want with effort.

Helias was a human who survived and became stronger, and Bulterion was a subordinate who imitated him in order to survive.

So, Bulterion was the last survivor among the many subordinates who passed through Helias, and he is a human who can use most of the secret techniques and visions he uses.

The killer's double.

Helias must perform as a powerful person who will never be able to kill the killer that people have imprinted on him.

Of course, he didn't use a half-baked person as his double.

Bulterion is a human who can replicate the killer he created.

“I will give it my all.”

“That should be it.”

“I won’t even tell you that your arm hurts.”

“The sea I hoped for.”

Bulterion has been watching Helias for a long time.

The Helias he saw was not a person who valued honor.

He is a man who will do anything to maintain what is his, his family and his position to protect that family.

In order to win, he goes out to the enemy's camp at night and threatens betrayal, acting completely out of line with the honor of a nobleman. He also acts like an assassin under the cover of darkness to confuse the enemy.

In order to achieve a clear result, he was a cool-headed man who even used cavalry, whom he had always cherished, to put him in danger as bait.

So Bulterion doesn't really like him as a human.

However, as a soldier, I follow his choice unconditionally.

Bulterion does not say much about his use of citizens as sacrifices, as he believes that by doing so, he can save more people in the kingdom by surviving longer as a legion commander.

Helias knew that he was that kind of person, so he explained everything to Bulterion and ordered him to become an actor.

Although he has many helpers, Bulterion is the only one who can trust and direct this shady plan.

The kingdom and themselves were growing old, and as the time it took for them to grow old, the world also demanded change.

'I hate fighting undercover, but there's nothing I can do about it.'

As the nobles began to show their dancing skills, they began to carry out various projects, and the Gaia Church is no different.

Before, you could make them shut up just by swinging your sword in the sun, but not anymore.

So, in addition to the helpers in the sun, he wanted to get more helpers who could work in the shadows, so he decided to bring in the spirit soldier, the bishop of the Deshade Church and a talented spirit soldier who had gained powers comparable to that of a knight.

“Well, even if you say that, people will be replaced at the last moment.”

“You mean the soul disease you mentioned before?”

“Yes. At the last moment, before the time when people's attention is most focused, you and the soul bottle change. So, in this case, it's best not to show your face.”

“Have you finished talking with that soul bottle?”

“No. I'll tell you tomorrow.”

Bulterion asked, 'Will he accept it?' I didn't ask any questions.

Helias would have definitely done the work to recruit him.

As people must witness the murderer's certain death,

At the last moment, I had enough skill to block a few of his swords,

However, because he can be resurrected, he accepts death without saying anything and dies.

This has already been decided.

Although Helias was going to give her all when fighting Bulterion, she didn't really intend to kill him.

He is an important friend and subordinate who will no longer be someone who will work for him in the future.

So Helias planned to order the spirit soldier to take his sword and die at the last moment.

Still, you shouldn't be caught by people until the last moment.

At first, he thought about giving this role to Vincent, but the corps commander changed his mind after seeing the spirit bottle that returned from the City of Alchemists.

I haven't judged it in detail yet, but that spirit soldier is quite resourceful and courageous.

In terms of ability, I thought that I could at least perform the act of receiving his own sword and being completely destroyed, so I decided to entrust the final role to a soul soldier who resurrects even if he dies.

That moment,

“Ugh!”

Nod-

Helias' motionless arm twitched again.

Destruction of the office must be avoided.

He concentrated his magic and spirit into his arms with all his might, and thanks to that, the threads of magic he had spread over the city were slightly disturbed.

Still, it only took a moment, and soon my arm sank.

Bulterion, who was watching this, spoke to him.

“It's late, but we can probably bring in more prisoners.”

But Helias refused.

“ done. To be honest, I still killed too many people. For now, I'll be able to hold out until tomorrow evening.”

The movement of an arm that doesn't listen to its own words is eerie.

The feeling as if another life was inside your body.

‘You bastards. As expected, the work was too easy.'

I never imagined that the arm implanted in him by the Immortal Institute was the devil's arm contained in Wen Grain's book.

They said they would prepare a sacrifice after the surgery, but Helias didn't believe it.

Rather, he chose to kill all the people who knew about this.

He then called a wizard he knew and asked him what he could do to calm his arm's seizures. The simple answer was that he could make a sacrifice.

He has been planning to restore his standing ever since, and that plan is now in its final stages.

However, the foreignness of his arm eats away at his awareness much faster and easier than he thought.

The moment you are even a little late in offering an offering, it acts as if it intends to kill you and steal your body.

So he lifts his coffee to erase the horrible sensation that remains after the throbbing earlier.

At the same time, he speaks to Bulterion, who got up from drinking coffee as if he saw his arm and thought he should go.

“Drink it all. People eat continuously until they die. So eating can be seen as an act of proving that one is alive.”

“... I understand.”

Those words were said to Bulterion, but they were also said to himself.

They eat to survive.

For a corps commander who sacrifices others to calm his arm's seizures, drinking coffee has nothing to do with it.

Soon the two old men emptied their glasses and decided to part ways.

“Before you go, go to the Magic Tower and meet Noxro. I will give you the book of Wen Grain that he kept.”

“Okay.”

In order to perfectly recreate the killer, there must be no mistakes.

Helias told him to deliver Wen Grain's book to Bulterion, which he had entrusted to the wizard Noxro, who helped him make healing herbs and gave him various advice.

“Then, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Okay.”

Squeak-

thud-

Vulterion closed the door and left, leaving Helias alone.

He remained in the quiet office and lifted the pen he had placed on the table.

And I try to turn the pen on the finger of the arm that had the seizure, but

Tuk-

The pen couldn't spin a few turns before my hand stopped and it fell.

“... I need to make sure I work on it before night falls.”

At the same time, I think of my family.

A woman who held the hand of a middle-aged man who was much older than her.

My daughter grew up and became an adult without even having to go back and forth a few times in a remote area far from the capital.

The daughter smiled brightly and held the hand of her father, who was like a grandfather to her, whenever she went to the capital.

“So I can’t let go anymore.”

He is willing to do anything to preserve that peace.

He will pay any price for his status, for his family, and for himself.

Even if you become a murderer for whom criticism inevitably follows,

Even if it meant sending away a friend who was crazy about collecting swords and considered himself a rival,

Even if it means disguising a loyal subordinate who has never disobeyed his orders as a murderer,

Even if he has to kill countless people he protected to maintain the status quo, he will not stop.

So he lifts the pen once again and moves his hand.

I turn the pen around with the same hand where I dropped it a moment ago.

As soon as his desire was contained, the pen began to turn again.

The wriggling devil's destructive instinct is nothing more than a weak will, worse than a handful of ashes compared to human desires.

...Pingrrr-

The shadow of the pen created by the moonlight outside the window.

This time the pen did not drop.

        
            The day of the decision.

As soon as morning came, I checked the writing on the double-note paper and it was a call from the corps commander.

I answered that I would stop by after lunch because I had church work to do, and the corps leader replied that it didn't matter if I was late, but that I should come before the sun went down.

So, just before evening, I fully armed myself and prepared to meet the corps commander.

“Just tell me what you plan.”

“Okay.”

I calmed down after receiving Feria’s instructions.

My role is to lead the corps commander to the attack point outside the castle.

To do that, you must never be agitated.

“When do you lie?”

“Looking straight into the other person's eyes and throwing it indifferently, as if passing by, thinking it's the same as breathing.”

“How long does it take to clearly attract the corps commander?”

“Never let down your guard. Continue talking to the meeting point to distract him.”

“That’s it. Let’s go now.”

Feria was inspected until the very end.

Everyone else, except for Deshade and Astesia, is already out of the gate.

From the time the gates open in the morning, people go out in pairs and go out to the assembly area every hour.

This was a carefully considered method because they should not rush out all at once and be detected by the corps commander.

After a certain period of time had passed after we divided up time and people and went out of the castle gate, Peria made a secret deal with the wizard of the Magic Tower and set up a dummy prepared in advance that could be detected by the corps commander back in the lodgings.

The number of stones on the table with letters engraved on them is six.

Among them, all five stones, except for Feria's, who will leave last, are glowing and are taking the place of those who have already left the lodging.

Deshade and Astesia's stones were not prepared.

According to the wizard, Deshade said that since the status of a god is special, it would be difficult to imitate that status with a dummy, and Astesia said that she could not do it because she had never made a dummy for a demon before.

And in response to the wizard's question about how to make something like this and where to use it, Peria gives him plenty of gold coins and tells him that the wizard does something he does every night, an act that he cannot tell others, and that would make even the most generous person in the world frown for a moment. I made it clear that there was no question by mentioning that I knew about it because I heard it from the guys in .

I too carry a package and open the door with Peria and leave, giving Astesia a request.

“... Be careful.”

“Yes. Stay inside with Deshade. Even if someone comes, do not open the door and say that today is the Sabbath.”

“Yes.”

“And Deshade... I hope you’re okay.”

I then checked Deshade's condition, but the god didn't move a single step in the hall, as if he was still in deep trouble.

It's already been a week since I had a proper face-to-face meeting with Thistle.

To be exact, it has been a week since Thistle has not been able to show his face to Deshade.

No matter how angry Deshade's answer was, he decided to go home alone while attending the god he served.

Thistle, who accidentally made a move by thinking that her anger was more important, went into the room and hugged me, crying and blaming herself and regretting it.

Seeing her like that, I asked Thistle if he could ask Deshade for forgiveness right now, but he said he couldn't.

Forgiveness must be premised on wrongdoing.

Deshade did not recognize Thistle's actions as wrong and did not intend to impose any punishment.

However, Thistle said that he could not go until Deshade called him first because he thought he was guilty, and Deshade did not take any action, saying that there was no reason for Thistle's choice to be a sin.

A deadlock maintained because of different opinions.

'It's not good like this.'

But without conversation, the emotional rift only deepens.

I wanted to force a place for Thistle and Deshade, but I was so busy recently that I couldn't.

'I guess I'll have to do something when everything is over.'

Still, it's not like there's no way.

I think it won't be too late to make a place after the work is completed safely and we are safe.

'As long as it ends safely.'

In order to do that, I don't have the energy to focus my mind on anything else right now.

I stood at the crossroads of the road with Peria.

Peria decided to wait for us with Gombangi at the lodging where the carriage was hidden in order to eliminate any variables on Peria Road, so we have to part ways here.

However, Peria cannot easily go her own way and keeps hesitating.

“What’s wrong?”

“... Ugh, no... Are you really okay? ”

It seems that the burden has become heavier as the final moment of decision has arrived.

I feel worried when I see Peria rubbing her chest with her hand as if her stomach is sore.

It was Peria who came up with the whole plan.

A trickster is a wind-like being who lives in the world with trickery, deceit, and wisdom.

However, it is possible to move freely because the trickster moves from the perspective of the individual or his or her organization.

Even the slightest mistake is covered by the organization.

However, the current plan is a plan that absolutely cannot tolerate failure, and it is common in the world for unexpected variables to cause things to go wrong.

From that perspective, it is reasonable to worry since I took charge of all the planning on my own.

“It’s okay. Hwarim always says something to me.”

“What is it?”

“Make it successful. If we don't do it, we'll all die.”

“... Is that what you would say in this situation?”

Peria was dumbfounded when she heard what I said.

“Then. If not now, then when will I tell you? Hwarim always tells me to do unexpected things in dangerous situations, and I did it all, so we are all alive now.”

“Anyway, you are my brother, but when I see you sometimes, I hear you don’t think too much?”

“In my opinion, the problem is that you think about it but act too suddenly.”

This is a short story told during the long-awaited absence of Ini Hwa-rim.

Peria laughed as if she felt relaxed at that story, and when I saw that and laughed along with her, I also relaxed a bit.

“Good. Then you must succeed. I'll wait until you come.”

“Yes. Since I'll be with Gombang, there won't be any danger. Still, be careful.”

“Who will say what? Anyway, let's get started. Oppa.”

That's the end of the story.

At the same time, the tension I was holding on also disappeared.

Peria headed out of the castle gate and I naturally entered the barracks.

Covered in bravado and lies, he confidently goes to the corps commander's office as usual and knocks on the door.

smart-

“This is Lee Rim.”

“Come in.”

When I opened the door and entered, there was a corps commander and two soldiers assisting him.

It is now the official work time in the barracks.

The corps commander looked at me and told the two soldiers to go home early today, and the soldiers bowed and left without even hiding their happy expressions.

After confirming that they had completely left, the corps commander called me over and made me sit down on a chair.

“Soul disease. How is the church’s work going?”

“Well. Because I'm mostly in charge of external work.”

“Then that means I’ve been playing around these days.”

“Not really. There was a lot of work that the corps commander told me to do, and I still have work to do.”

“Excuses will always be plausible from one’s perspective. Some people look at even reasonable excuses with suspicion.”

“I see.”

In fact, recently, so many other soul soldiers came to visit Deshade that I even took the time to stand next to them when Deshade met them.

There are already quite a few people who are worried when Thistle comes downstairs and doesn't show up, and Deshade looks lonely on his own, so I have to stand next to Shin instead to get the picture.

Of course, from the perspective of male soul soldiers, it is said that there are people who come just to see Thistle, and perhaps that is why there were some soul soldiers who showed their disappointment without hiding their faces when I showed up instead of Thistle.

But I'm not particularly sorry, because I know that there are people who come with such dark intentions, and I have no intention of showing Thistle's side to those people.

“Well, not being worried also means that a peaceful daily life has been established. So shouldn’t I go to work now?”

“Are you talking about the role you mentioned before?”

“Yes. The performance is tonight.”

“I also have something to say about that.”

“What is it?”

“Don’t you think that a stage producer and scriptwriter who doesn’t even have a script and doesn’t tell you what the role is until the day before the performance is a bit of a vice?”

It was only two days ago that the corps commander announced the time when the stage curtain would open.

Peria was worried that Paladin might return early.

Of course, the Paladin had been sent far away by the corps commander for the sake of a variable, so it couldn't have been that way since he had gone so far away, but considering Peria, who was worried that many other unexpected variables might arise, I wanted to complain on her behalf.

Of course, it was a complaint that had no effect on the corps commander.

“It’s that important, so I didn’t say it.”

“... Okay, so tell me.”

The corps commander sat down, looked up from the document he was looking at, took out a healing herb, put it in his mouth, and said.

“I am a murderer.”

The sound came out very calmly, as if saying hello.

Until the very end, I was not sure whether the corps commander would reveal his identity to me or whether he would try to proceed with the matter while keeping his identity hidden.

So I didn't expect him to bring up the story so suddenly.

'Perhaps, thanks to listening carefully to the words of the corps commander, I have crossed the final line of trust.'

Still, after listening to it, I understood it.

‘No, it wasn’t sudden. Talking about this first means that it is an essential condition for explaining the role I will be playing.'

The corps commander may have been trying to explain the role of the actor who would play the role, but I had already started acting.

I listen to his words at a time, as if I am surprised.

“... Corps commander?”

“Yes. In fact, there is no such thing as a human being called a murderer. The killer you attacked was actually me.”

“It was a self-made play.”

“Didn’t you say it was a stage?”

“I just thought it was a stage with sponsors.”

“I’m sorry that the stage was made with only my own money.”

The corps commander then explained to me one by one what I had to do and the not-so-secret secrets about his arm.

My role is to replace actors at the last moment.

His loyal subordinate, General Bulterion, would play the role of a murderer on behalf of the real murderer, and the corps commander planned to show off his prowess by recovering both arms against Bulterion.

And the time when I have to go in is when I can get out of the sight of visitors for a while for final preparations.

At that time, you can go in place of Bulterion, receive the sword of the last legionnaire, and then die.

“... You are mercilessly telling me to die.”

“Rather, wouldn’t there be a role as good as that for you, a soul sick person? Don't worry. Once this is all done, I will let you move freely from then on.”

While the corps commander was talking, he smoked a healing herb before he knew it.

However, it seems that it would be difficult to remove the Arm Curse and the Hell Mimic attack with just one, so I took out another recovery herb in succession.

Then he continues talking.

“Aren’t you surprised?”

“Yes?”

“You weren't surprised when you heard that I was a murderer and the plans I made.”

        
            'Did I make a mistake?'

After hearing his words, I felt the back of my head stand on end for a moment.

I did my best to act like I did to the corps commander who suddenly spoke up, but maybe I made a mistake somewhere.

'Don't be nervous. You just have to make up for your mistakes.'

Still, it's not a question that's too complicated.

It's an excuse you can make as many times as you like.

So, I do my best to breathe out lies.

“... I thought there was something suspicious about it. Still, I just thought that the killer and the corps commander were in cahoots, but I didn't expect that the corps commander would actually be a murderer.”

“Really? You have a good sense of vision.”

“But why did you hide it from me and then tell me now?”

“I didn’t really think about hiding it. What happens if you find out? You are a soul soldier and I am a corps commander.”

'Did you watch it back then?'

When I think about it now, the corps commander did not know that he was a murderer and tried to attack him, but rather than desperately trying to run away, he was trying to shake us off because he was tired of the hassle.

“If you find out about that and want to confront me, I will just crush you. Of course, even if you realized that, I thought you would still come to me and ask me to make a deal.”

Fortunately, the corps commander passed without saying anything.

Still, it is not good to stop here.

The more lies you say, the easier it is to be caught, but if those words are accusations, it actually increases the strength of your innocence.

I push on before he can think about it again.

“Then, now that I know that the corps commander is a murderer, I will ask you a question. Can you still show up to your family after doing something like that?”

At my words, the corps commander took the healing candle out of his mouth instead of trying to light it again.

“Family?”

“Yes. Family. The corps commander said he had a wife and daughter.”

“That’s right.”

“Then the corps commander must have told them that he was a soldier who saves people, but now he is saying that he is not ashamed that he has turned into a murderer like this.”

Then, as if the corps commander had no more intention of lighting the healing candle, he put it out in the ashtray and answered.

“I don’t think what I said is wrong.”

“Yes?”

The corps commander instead asked me a question.

“Soul disease. Do you think death has weight?”

“... I don’t think there is any.”

“No. There is no, you would like to think so.”

“I’m serious.”

“Really? If so, I'm a little disappointed. I thought you and I were humans walking the same path.”

The corps commander said this and continued after checking the condition of his arm.

“My death is not just my death. It's the death of everyone here.”

“Do you mean that there will be no one to replace the corps commander?”

“Yes. Who do you think can replace me? I am Helias the undefeated. The Kingdom Alliance suffered many defeats before I took over as corps commander. The moment a battle on a hill was lost, two cities were blown up and tens of thousands of people were killed. I have fought hundreds of such battles so far, stepped on the corpses of tens of thousands of people, saved the lives of hundreds of thousands of people, and protected a future that will lead to the birth of a million people.”

He showed me his arm.

The arm appeared to be no different from an ordinary human arm, perhaps due to the skill of the person who performed the surgery, but black veins were revealed once in a while, showing that it had not yet been completely under the control of the corps commander.

“Those people are the people I saved with the arms I’ve been swinging. And I will continue to be responsible for their lives. So, in order for me to return to ‘undefeated Helias’, wouldn’t it be okay if I sacrifice a few people at will?”

The corps commander looked straight into my eyes, and I also met his eyes without avoiding them.

To put it simply, the logic is bordering on madness.

But what is in his eyes is not madness.

I think what he said was really valid,

It means there is no problem,

He was telling me that if there was a better solution, please suggest it to me.

He was relentlessly cool-headed.

He said those words with the spirit of the human Helias Sain Tion, not with his mind being polluted by the arm of the devil.

“... I understand.”

Another lie.

Saying that you understand is a lie, but it gives you trust because lies contain a grain of truth.

I took his words literally.

This was his choice and I did not deny his choice.

Instead, I became even more determined to engage in confrontation.

I may not be able to come up with a better alternative than his method, but I had no intention of going along with it.

Because that was Enin's choice, but at the same time, it wasn't something I liked very much.

So you lie to continue your plan.

“I will follow. That is the commander's will, and it is the way for our church to survive.”

“I thought you would accept it. Because you are the same as me when I was young.”

“It seems like they look at me like a son because they don't have a daughter, but I don't want to be such an old parent.”

“Is your brain broken? No matter who sees someone as a son, when I look at you and Vincent, I am just evaluating them from the perspective of an ordinary young man. On the contrary, a helpless son like you is a no-brainer for me. The only thing I praise you for is that you put in effort, so don't say that pointless nonsense again next time. At that time, I will really make you go to the resuscitation center.”

The corps commander did not smile, but he seemed satisfied.

However, for a moment, he frowned as if a side effect was occurring in his arm again.

So, using that as an excuse, I said what I originally wanted to say.

“Can you go on stage with arms like that?”

“I was thinking of holding on for now, but that probably won't work either. I have no choice but to kill a few more prisoners just before nightfall.”

He didn't hide it anymore and said it in front of me, and I thought I could add a good reason at the right time, so I talked to him.

“I think he used prisoners as sacrifices before.”

“That’s right.”

“Then again, escorting the prisoner and putting him in the barracks would be too difficult to clean up after him, and wouldn’t you be concerned about all the attention? I already know the head of the security unit, but he is not very pleased with the current situation.”

“Do you think he can rebel against me?”

“Not really, but it would be better to be as careful as possible.”

“If you're so mentally ill, why don't you come up with another plan?”

'It's the same look in your eyes.'

The corps commander must have been displeased with me constantly arguing with him, so he put his chin on his face and told me to leave if he had nothing to say.

And at this moment, I made him an offer he couldn't refuse.

“So, why don’t you cover the sacrifices from somewhere else?”

“... Tell me in detail.”

The corps commander passed easily.

“Actually, there is a reason why I came late. Don’t I have some business with that guy named Agoni from the Immortal Institute?”

“That’s right.”

“So, while I was researching, I heard that there is an underground facility not far from the city where the immortal organs are hidden. Why, isn’t this area originally the site of an ancient city? It is said that part of the facility was rebuilt and a second branch was created.”

“So, just kill the guys in that facility?”

“That’s right. Originally, I was planning to ask the corps commander for help because I didn't know how big it would be, but wasn't that a good thing? Let’s go and freshen up before going to work in the evening.”

The corps commander who heard me stroked his beard for a moment and calculated the time.

The scheduled time for the plan he set was midnight, still before dinner time, so if he came back quickly, it would be time to make a sacrifice and act with Bulterion in a fully prepared state.

'Peria's plan will work out well.'

Of course, this was a plan that came out of Peria's head.

Since the Corps Commander has decided to bring our church into his fold, the immortal organizations that pose a threat to our church and his secrets must be dealt with before they become variables.

This lie was the best excuse he didn't think he would reject, and thanks to the bad condition of the corps commander's arm at the time, the excuse was accepted without any doubt or rejection.

However, there were some complaints.

“... So you came dressed like that? Since he came fully armed when he came to the barracks, I thought he was planning to assassinate me in broad daylight.”

“Uh... well, I didn't expect rejection.”

“Rotten guy. This is why I can't like you.”

“Try a little harder.”

“Shut up.”

“Yay.”

The corps commander said that and began gathering his weapons and cloak.

In front of him, a package brought from the dormitory was held in front of him.

“Oh, and here is the music box.”

“Hmm? Did you bring it?”

The corps commander picks up the package and immediately unpacks it to check the contents.

Inside is a box containing a receipt with an increased price and a music box.

The commander opened the box and took out the music box, so he spoke.

“Let’s go and send it by mail. I think your daughter must have waited quite a long time.”

“There is no need for that. When I go to the capital, I can take it up myself.”

“Wasn’t it like a birthday present?”

“Yes, but.”

“Then I think it would be better to send at least a gift first. Women are terrible at celebrating anniversaries. Even if my old father brought me a music box as a birthday present long after the date, he wouldn't be very happy.”

“Someone would think that you have been in a relationship longer than me. There is no need for that. My wife didn't really care about that. What would be different about a daughter born to such a woman?”

'This is so frustrating.'

Men always make mistakes and don't know they have made them.

Well, to be precise, things like that happen because there are many things that make women angry that are difficult for men to understand.

But first, I wanted to make sure that the corps commander sent the music box to his daughter.

This is consideration, not consideration in its own way.

From now on, I plan to lead the corps commander to a location to attack him.

As for the corps commander there, honestly, as Enin said, if there was a way to end the situation without killing the corps commander, I would, but that is just an ideal.

Capturing someone alive requires ten times more effort than killing them.

For us, who must somehow fill up the difference between him and our forces, the only option is to kill the corps commander.

So, I wanted to be able to at least send him the music box that he had planned to send to his daughter so that he would not have any regrets in his final moments of death.

However, the corps commander did not move as I expected.

“Hmm...”

“What are you doing? Write down the address quickly.”

“No. I was wondering if your soul-sick sensibilities would suit my daughter. I guess I'll have to listen to some music and decide.”

Then he put the box containing the music box on his shoulder and tried to go out.

“No, what are you doing now?”

“You wanted to go to the place where the immortal organizations are?”

“You’re going to take the music box with you like that when you go there?”

“It’s a gift I bought with my own money, so shouldn’t I send it knowing what song it contains?”

'It's going to turn.'

I almost lost my mind due to the eccentric behavior of the corps commander.

“Then the music box breaks. Just quietly send the mail?”

“Stop talking nonsense. Do you think I'm going to lose to them? This is my own consideration. I'm going to kill them all, but before I die, I can play a funeral song and go out to kill them.”

'Fuck - I'm going crazy, really.'

It's just as Peria said.

Variables occur everywhere in everything.

Fortunately, my previous lies worked well without being swayed by variables and I was able to guide the corps commander's path, but my last consideration failed due to the corps commander's clever thinking.

“ character. Take the lead.”

In the end, the corps commander turned on the music box and instructed me to listen to the music.

'For some reason, I chose so many songs that it doesn't stop there.'

In the end, I had no choice but to take the corps commander with me and leave the barracks.

I wanted to at least let him send his daughter's gift at the end of the way, but I can't help it.

This was not in the original plan and was just a selfish consideration on my part.

In the end, I took the corps commander holding the music box I had prepared as a gift to my daughter and began to guide him to the place where he would die.

        
            When Irim headed to the corps commander, the people of the church were waiting for Irim to arrive at the assembly point.

The location is a plain a little away from the territory.

Peria was looking for a place to carry out her work that was out of the public eye, and there happened to be two places around Grace that no one wanted to set foot in.

One is the Land of Death, and the other is the plains called the Tomb of the Legion.

Although there were two candidates, the location was decided quickly.

Plains where people do not set foot, each for their own reasons.

The difference between the two plains was clear.

'The Earth of Death... all I can say is that it's unpleasant.'

'Please explain in more detail.'

'Even if I ask you to explain it. No one knows the specific details. Anyone who enters there will definitely die.'

‘Doesn’t dying also mean witnessing something?’

'That's not it either. To ordinary people like us, there is some danger lurking in this. We recognized it to that extent, but one day, the Magic Tower sent a large-scale investigation team, and we only found out that it died because the survival signals sent by the investigation team were cut off. Because it's done.'

From what Peria heard from the people in the back alleys, the Land of Death is an area where people on the outskirts of this place can never travel back and forth across the plains alive.

Geographically, it is not close to the habitat of dangerous demon beasts for travelers, adventurers, and merchants to decide on a route from the kingdom to the empire.

The moment they were seen by the guards at the watchtower, they would have rushed over, shackled their necks, and taken away everything they had.

It can be said to be the best route because there are no gangs of bandits led by heretics or corrupt former knights.

However, there is, of course, a reason why such demonic beasts and other races, as well as groups of heretics and thieves who build their own homes in any harsh environment, cannot be found.

The problem is that although there is a clear reason, no one has ever entered the land of death and returned alive, so no one can know a clearer reason.

Until then.

Although it is not yet known to the public, there is actually only one person who passed by there.

Astesia.

It is said that Astesia grew up in a monastery in the kingdom and decided to leave for the Demon Territory. At that time, with the feeling that she was at a loss, she went into the land of death, hid herself, and crossed the border.

'When I first saw it, it was such a beautiful land that I couldn't understand why it was named Death.'

What Astesia saw there was just an endless wheat field.

They say there was nothing but wheat fields.

In order to avoid being noticed, Astesia decided to go in a direction with fewer people, and as she walked, she passed by wheat fields.

However, the moment I set foot in the wheat field, I knew for sure that it was no ordinary land.

'The wheat field felt like it had been grown to deceive the eye. 'To hide the deaths inside with that golden fence.'

The wheat fields are ripe and bright golden, and the tall wheat fields hide everything.

Therefore, what Astesia saw when she stepped in was the corpses of countless lives lying on the ground.

Criminals who disregarded the rumor without knowing anything about it and stepped in,

A flock of migratory birds flying above it and then landing to rest for a while.

A pack of wolves came after smelling the corpse.

Everyone was walking through the wheat fields with their own goals, and their lives disappeared without them even realizing it.

At the time, Astesia was in a state where Asmodeus' blood was strong, so her automatic defense function was activated, and the moment Astesia stepped into the wheat field, the devil's power made a strong noise and blocked the direction in which Astesia was walking. It is said that all the wheat was reduced to ashes.

What was planted there was the energy of death.

It was a cursed place where ordinary life could not even walk on the ground without the power of God or the power of the devil.

So Feria excluded it as a candidate because he thought it was not a suitable place to attract a corps commander.

Unlike themselves, who can hide in such a land of death thanks to Deshade's protection, there is no way a corps commander without protection would believe their lies and set foot there.

Instead, Peria thought of using the place in a different way.

'It's a place you can't enter unless you've received direct protection from God or the devil. So that means it's not a place we can't enter, right?'

The Deshade Church possesses the power of God or the devil.

Peria decided that using Deshade's power would make it easier to escape from the knights' pursuit.

Anyway, the Land of Death is the shortest route from Grace Territory to the Empire.

Even if the bear that Aela brought was faster than a horse and did not tire easily, it would be difficult to have to run with a carriage carrying all the members of the church.

No matter how quickly you run away, if the knights and cavalry that the 3rd Legion boasts start chasing you, the distance will quickly narrow.

However, it is a different story if the distance the church travels to the empire and the distance the pursuers must chase are different.

The Knights' pursuers must chase the Deshade Church around the land of death, and if the people of the Deshade Church can escape to the empire by the shortest distance, the gap can be closed to some extent.

So Peria decided to use the Land of Death as an escape route and used the remaining area to be avoided, the Legion's Tomb, as the landing point for lies.

'There is only one reason why people don't go there. 'It's creepy.'

When Enin was a first-time officer, he studied many things in order to be assigned a duty station at the Grace Territory. Among them, he studied the dance of the commander of the Helias Corps and the Legion Tomb, a place symbolizing the dance. It is a place where people gather together and say the same thing.

That was the plain where the corps commander simultaneously dealt with four corps targeting the Grace territory.

The Faceless Legion, the Allied Tribes of Orcs, the Demon Legion, and the Army of the Dead of the King of Corpses.

The plain was originally incredibly wide, but thanks to the 4 legions, the allied forces of the supporting kingdoms, an army made up of spirit soldiers, and the 3 legions originally in Grace territory all attacking at once, there was no place to step on.

More than three lives were lost in one second, and the legions standing on the ground dropped their weapons and laid down on the ground.

Although the victor was the 3rd Legion, there was no time to collect the loot from the numerous corpses.

The corpses piled up in layers began to decompose rapidly because one of the legions that laid down the body was the king of corpses, and the victorious 3rd legion had no choice but to immediately set fire to the ground without even having time to do anything.

While the fight ended in just one day, the fire burned without losing momentum for over a month, leaving only weapons and armor stuck in the ground and screams of resentment.

So people gave up on doing anything in that land, and instead, it was a place where glorious victory was achieved, and no one approached it to avoid becoming prey to remaining thoughts, residual thoughts, and resentment.

However, that does not apply to the people of the church who wear Deshade’s blessings.

'good. Let's set up an ambush at the Tomb of the Legion. Even if you are a corps commander, you will not want to come to the land of death, but if you are a corps commander, you will not care about the grudges that barely made it into a proper race and will consider taking our false offer and stepping forward.'

Peria thought that a land like this would be a suitable place to attack the corps commander, so he chose this place as a staging area.

Although it was quite far from the Grace Territory, it was far enough to arrive on foot, and it was true that the underground ruins of the ancient kingdom extended all the way to this place, so it was the perfect place to lure the corps commander by lying that the remnants of the Immortal Organization were hiding here. .

Waiting time until the corps commander arrives.

The people of the church formed a siege network and waited before Irim came to the center of the plain with the corps commander in tow.

Thistle and Enin, who were the first to leave the city, looked for a place to hide in the wide plain. As a result, they found an empty cave that was a little large enough to hide their heads if they crouched down, and bent their backs.

Still, four hours is too boring for a person to do nothing.

At first, Thistle hugged her knees and thought about what to do about her still frustrating relationship with Deshade.

She tried many ideas of her own, but none of them came out well.

'Maybe I leaned too much.'

In the past, I would have decided everything on my own, but these days, whenever I think about something, the first thing that comes to mind is Lee Rim.

Is it because I was lonely for so long as an adventurer and a pilgrim?

Once I felt his body temperature, I found myself constantly craving the seat next to him.

Even now, Thistle thought that he might have given up easily, wondering what Lee Rim would do.

'... No, that won't work. I guess this is something I have to talk about directly with Deshade.'

Hours of agony.

After struggling for over a week, Thistle decided to face Deshade again.

Still, that decision was too late, but it was also a decision that I hesitated again when I tried to make up my mind to put it into practice.

'... Let's talk again when everything is over.'

So Thistle decided to erase that thought from his mind for now.

There will be a time someday.

A few hours from now, there will be a fight with the corps commander.

It was too much time to think about that, but he was spending his time thinking about other things.

Thistle wanted to think about the fight with the corps commander and what happened afterwards, but she had thought too much before.

I'm having a hard time because I can't resolve even the tightest relationship on my own, but it's even harder to think about the fight with the corps commander who may have some secret trick that I haven't figured out yet, and the aftermath of that fight, and it makes me feel like I'm such a small person. All I can think about is

'... The area around my eyes hurts a bit.'

Even just thinking and doing nothing makes people tired.

To shake off her fatigue, Thistle read her mood and spoke to Ennin, feeling sorry for her, who had stayed quiet until now.

“... enine. What are you doing?”

“Yes? Oh, I was just reading this.”

Enin seemed to have expected that he would have to wait quite a while before coming out in the morning, so he brought some food to fill his stomach along the way and a stack of papers in his bag.

She is currently continuing to read the papers she brought back then.

“What is that?”

“These are items that Lee Rim brought from the workshop of the second son of a duke who made Soul Knight. When I looked at it, it looked like it was a research paper on some kind of mental illness. Some of them seem to be manuscripts of the papers containing the secrets of the soul bottle in the basement of the knights' quarters.”

Thistle felt a little embarrassed after hearing that.

Even at this very moment, Enin is trying to somehow become Irim's strength, but he was thinking about something else.

“... Can I read everything you've read?”

“Ah, yes. Please. Here.”

Thistle was starting to get dark now, so it was hard to see the letters, but Enin took some of the paper he was looking at and looked at it from the side.

        
            “... Ugh-.”

“Haha- The letters are a bit small, right?”

“Well, that’s right...”

However, Thistle almost lost his mind due to the dense writing on the first page.

Even though Thistle studied various religions, demons, gods, and pagans under Deshade, he spent more time swinging the claymore than reading the text, so the upset immediately followed.

“... It's difficult.”

“It will be so. Since matters related to soul illness ultimately had to go to the high-ranking priests of the Gaia Church and the royal family, there were quite a few papers in the early chapters that were close to appeals.”

Thistle listened to Enin and slowly began to move through the content from the middle.

[... Our forges burn day and night. In the rear, each craftsman considers his workshop to be the last blacksmith's forge, allowing red iron water to flow 24 hours a day, and the abundant resources piled up in the kingdom's warehouses are not drying up yet, giving us hope. But for us, nothing is definitive. What they have and what we do not have is soldiers who can fight. We are missing the most important thing, and that is the wall between us and other species that, unlike others, cannot be easily bridged - a wall that is characteristic of our species. Many of these races have the procreative ability to restore their numbers in half the time we do. Of course, there are enemies that are the opposite, but it is clear that the enemies we mainly have to deal with are those who can easily maintain their numbers in this way. So, to us, soul soldiers can be said to be soldiers of God given by Goddess Gaia...]

The paper I first received was a written account of a desperate struggle to somehow obtain research support at a time when the technology for soul disease had not yet been established.

After that, Thistle left the initial report, which was full of such information, and picked up another piece of paper.

It was a little different from the previous paper; it was a private research diary in which one of the magicians who had received research funding wrote down his thoughts, and it was also a transcription of a document in the basement of the knights' quarters.

[... So, since statistics show that if more people's lives are sent to the battlefield, the population of the entire region of the Kingdom Union will not even be dreamed of, we will be victorious without suffering the damage of extinction from soul disease. This is the final key to doing this. And, due to its nature, the soul bottle should be easy to make, and yet, considering the resources that have been continuously lost over such a long period of time, it is only natural that an entity should be summoned as a being stronger than a knight. However, the royal family, including nobles, and military officials had different thoughts. They were afraid that the spirit disease would become too powerful. They don't know what is more scary. The kingdom is destroyed, the terrace where they drive every morning and chat disappears, and the spirit soldiers lead us to victory with their strong power. Isn’t it obvious what needs to be more optimal? This means that if they are strong, there will be no problem as long as you treat them accordingly. Royalty and nobles cannot accept this fact. So the kingdom continues to decline even now, and I cannot help but feel sad about this...]

Ennin said as he handed over another journal to Thistle, who was looking at it. The wizard who wrote that journal was eventually executed when the contents of the journal were found out, and the wizard who was his assistant had started writing a new journal.

“It seems that Sieghill Macren was able to come up with a plan to change the soul bottle into something called a soul knight after seeing the physical abilities of the soul bottle that he first envisioned written there.”

“In the beginning, everything seemed to be perfect for Soul Disease, unlike now. It is written that they attempted to summon the current Soul Knight and, no, more than just the Soul Knight. The goal was to have a body that could withstand moderate magic even without the armor worn by knights...”

The early soul disease that Thistle read from the document was a being close to a superhuman.

However, thanks to the continued concerns of superiors, the specifications of the superhuman-like soul bottle designed by wizards continued to break down into smaller pieces.

[... So, in order to create a soul bottle that meets the requirements, we ultimately had no choice but to separate it from the soul bottle by making it all into a crystallized object. As a result, we thought about what to do with the by-products of the potential that remained, and as there was a request from nobles and high priests that it would be good to have an object that could reliably control soul disease, we created an object that crystallized that potential and could easily wear it on the body. We have created an artifact that can be used, ‘Atir’. Although Atyr is an item that enhances control, it should be kept in mind that it originally contained the strength of the original spirit bottle as well as the command for control. Write it down again and again. Athyr can be used in other ways as a last resort. The method is...]

The writing ended there.

Thistle tried to read more of the contents, but there were no further manuscripts in the papers that Lee Rim had brought.

So Thistle decided to guess the story behind it with Enin.

“What does it mean that Atyr has other uses than the ones we know?”

“... According to Lee Rim's story, I heard that Deshade said something like that at the resuscitation center when he was looking after the spare body of a soul patient. There are other uses for Atir other than its current use. I thought it was just a passing comment, but it was true... But the method should have been written on the back of this page, but it's too bad it's not there.”

“That's right. If we had Atir in our hands at a time like this, we would have tried various things... It's such a shame.”

“Well, if that had been the case, we might have already gone over to the Empire since there were no restrictions from Hwarim.”

“That may be true. Hehehe.”

“Whew... I think my eyes are starting to hurt a bit now, so I'll have to stop looking.”

Enin smoothes out the numbness around his eyes, probably from looking at the small letters for too long.

Then, I took out the simple snacks and dried fruits that I had prepared so that my stomach would not be empty while waiting and I would not be able to use my strength, and started sharing them with Thistle.

“... It’s sweet and nice. I felt like my hair was a bit stuck, but it seems to be loosening up.”

“Is that so? As I was passing through the market, I saw a refugee selling fruit he picked in the forest, so I bought it and dried it.”

A little trouble while eating dried fruit.

They prepared a bag containing the same snacks for Aila to take to Hwarim, Aila, and Raines, who would come out of the city at different times in the morning.

There was some worry about whether Aila, who always forgets things and makes things loose, would have taken the bag properly, but in fact, there was one thing that was more important to Enin than that, and was not easy to put on.

'Can I really say this to Thistle?'

Henin's thoughts have begun to change these days.

Enin thought that it was enough for him to always be by Lee Rim's side and help him, but that is slowly changing.

The frequency with which Thistle leans on Lee Rim has increased significantly recently.

Enin didn't pay much attention to it at first, but he was able to witness Thistle leaning on Irim a lot at some point.

The two acted as if they didn't really want to do it when they knew other people were watching, but they didn't hide it either.

So Enin was able to immediately sense the feelings of the two people.

'At first I just thought it was a good thing.'

Enin didn't think too deeply about the affection Irim and Thistle showed for each other.

Enin believes that it is good to have several people who can support Lee Rim.

In Enin's view, Irim is a person who tries to get ahead of anyone else, and Irim has the power of action to make Enin's dream come true.

However, Irim, whom Enin had seen before he decided to become a soldier when he was young, was a bit unstable, so he thought that there should be someone to help him with that, and he decided that Thistle would be the right person for Irim.

'But why is it still like this?'

I'm sure he tried to convince me and was convinced.

Although Enin likes Lee Rim, Thistle also likes him because he is like a family member who has been together for a long time, so he does not dislike the close distance between the two.

But I changed my mind.

If Thiseul and Irim become closer and Irim becomes such a perfect person that he doesn't need any more support,

I wonder if I won't be needed anymore.

Of course, Enin knows that Lee Rim is not the person to say such things.

However, as soon as Enine had such a strange thought in her head, she began to wish that Irim would lean on her more, at least as much as Thistle liked leaning on Irim.

“... It's a disturbing thought.”

“Yes?”

“Oh, no. I think fruits are really delicious even when dried.”

In the end, Enin gave up his thoughts without even being able to say what he wanted to say.

Now is not the time to talk about such things.

Now is the time when he has decided to kill the corps commander by his own choice and has dragged everyone into his choice.

Enin thought that he was the one who needed to focus more than anyone else here right now, so he decided to change his mind.

But before I did that, I said to myself what I wanted to say.

Permission, not consent.

I swallow those words, which are almost like a declaration of war.

‘Thistle. 'Can I get closer to Lee Rim than now?'

        
            Ominous music in my ears.

If it had been any other time, I would have thought it was an illusion based on memory, thinking it was something I heard in a not-so-good situation, but this sound of music is clearly the sound of reality.

“This isn’t a very good song. It makes me feel uncomfortable.”

“Then why don’t you turn it off?”

“You can’t do that. I need to hear it all. I should be able to trust your soul-sick guy’s skill in choosing songs.”

“They said it was music that your daughter would listen to, not the commander. What would you know if you heard it with the ears of an old man?”

“You always seem to ignore me just because of my age, but even so, when I was young and lived in the capital, I was always the leader of the party. I was walking at the forefront of trends.”

“Would you like to speak? Okay, so instead of holding the music box for no reason and dropping it and eating it, just wrap it up nicely and mail it.”

“Shut up and increase your walking speed. Do you think this is the only way you can come back on time? The young guy looks like he has lead attached to his leg.”

As he said, I couldn't walk easily.

'I'm going to turn.'

The corps commander is still holding the music box he brought from his office even though we are just about to go out of the castle gate.

In the end, I tried to lead the corps commander towards the adventurer guild where I could send mail by continuing to talk to him in this way, but I failed.

So I had no choice but to change my plan.

“Is the capital city that big?”

“What? Why am I suddenly curious about that?”

That's because “ has never seen it before. I heard that it is a little bigger than Grace Manor. I was curious because I heard that the commander's family also lives there.”

After hearing the story, the corps commander took a moment of silence before briefly explaining the capital to me.

The soldiers and officers guarding the gate saw the corps commander walking away without saying a word, lost in thought. Instead, they cautiously asked me next to me where I was going. I simply told them that I was going for a short walk with the corps commander.

When he spoke again, we had just passed outside the castle gate.

“The capital is spacious, but it is a stuffy place.”

He paused for a moment, then turned around and talked to me while looking at the landscape of the estate seen through the wide open castle gate.

“The street is obviously wider than here, the roofs of the buildings are raised as if they are reaching for the sky, and the walls are also much higher. However, the royal families of the five kingdoms, their relatives, and nobles who also lost their fiefs all live there. Excluding soldiers, it is a neighborhood with more nobles than commoners.”

After listening to the corps commander's words, I also look inside the castle gate.

There are two towers protruding from the top of the castle wall.

One is a watchtower built in a barracks overlooking the distant horizon, and the other is a magic tower built near the center of the city.

Originally, three towers were supposed to be visible, but the bell tower of the Gaia Church collapsed and is no longer there.

Below the tower, even today, many travelers who have business in the territory, adventurers, and refugees who want to stop by inside the castle for trade or to exchange goods are lining up at the castle gate.

There are no buildings for nobles around the street they are walking on.

Although the Grace estate is large, it is on the outskirts.

No noble wants to build a house and live in such a frontier and frontier place, and that is why the nobles and their families in the royal castle are straining their butts as they sit on their chairs, holding their breath, and tucking their stomachs in to avoid being pushed out of the narrow castle.

Thanks to this, this is an optimal territory for commoners to live, rather than a royal castle where only selected humans can live.

The corps commander looked sad for a moment, perhaps feeling a new emotion upon seeing such a city.

A city he built.

As soon as he became the commander of the corps, he ordered the construction of a castle, and designed the city to run smoothly by dividing it into sections to accommodate people and ensure that each group could play its role. He used the walls as a shield for cavalry, knights, and souls. He used the bottle as a spear to protect everything.

Therefore, he believes that he deserves to enjoy all of this as something he created, protected, and is his personal property.

But that was only for a moment, and those eyes soon turned into a possessive desire that he couldn't lose what he had achieved.

He had so much love that he could not bear to see the command of this city being handed over to someone else.

I speak again to the corps commander who has become sharp.

“Then why did you bring your whole family here and leave them in the capital?”

“Stupid bastard. My wife is from a ducal family. Even though she is the third daughter, she is in a position to fulfill her family's responsibilities. So I can't leave the capital.”

“You didn’t do that because you didn’t want to pay for the house, right?”

“Well, there is that too. The house my wife and daughter live in is the most expensive street in the capital. Ours is the only house on King's Road that has a fountain in its garden. It's quite famous. Thanks to the fountain, the royal family visits to see the fountain, so even if I am not in the royal palace, I can maintain a certain distance from the royal family.”

'Is that enough?'

When I was talking with the corps commander, I brought it up because I was wondering how I could specify the address where his family lived, but fortunately, he obediently gave me the information.

The corps commander said that he would stop talking now that he had left the castle gate and turned around again to ask for the destination.

“So, which direction is it?”

“Isn’t this the plain that the corps commander showed you from the tower before? Among people, it was called the tomb of the legion.”

“Now that I think about it, that name was added later. Although it’s a name I don’t really like.”

“The immortal organization's guys created an underground facility there. Because people don’t stop by often.”

“Is that so? It was closer than I thought.”

He accepted my lies without a doubt.

The plain I mentioned is an area where even the corps commander's magic thread cannot reach, and adventurers do not approach that area, saying it is an ominous place and there is not much to do, herbs to gather, or magic beasts to catch.

Of course there is no doubt.

“When we get back, it would be a good idea to ask Bulterion to form a search party and investigate all the ruins. I never thought that other guys would use the remains of the old city in that way.”

“That might be a good idea. I heard that the water facilities in the territory also used the same water facilities that existed in the kingdom from long ago? There may be other areas connected from there.”

“That makes sense.”

A conversation to avoid raising even the slightest doubt.

The stories he tells as he continues to lead him are all things of the future.

By telling him what to do when he goes back, I make sure that the corps commander does not realize that I am leading him to a place where he will be killed.

The remains of the tomb soon begin to become visible.

It leads him to the promised place, going through the numerous weapons stuck in the ground and the remains of armor that can be seen when the grass is lifted.

“Is it still far away?”

“Just go a little further.”

Estherk, Dane Axe, Halberd, War Pike, etc.

Weapons that have done their job are laid there as if they were their own graves.

We are the only living people walking on this grave.

Now the sun has completely disappeared behind the horizon and the moon has taken its place.

It is these weapons that reflect moonlight that illuminate our path.

As we entered the plain, the song that was playing from the music box the corps commander was holding stopped.

However, there are only two people alive, but the number of dead people wandering the plains is more than the number of refugees in Grace Territory.

Instead of the sound of music from a music box, resentments welcome us.

I couldn't understand what they were saying.

But I could understand its meaning.

What they are talking about is hospitality.

At the place where one died, where the weapon was planted, each resentment whispers to us on the wind, as if telling us to lie down in the same position.

Of course, it's not really just the two of us.

The people of the church are hiding somewhere far away in this plain ahead of me, covered with Deshade's protection, so as not to be detected by the corps commander.

“... It's the center.”

“I know.”

The corps commander, who was hastening my steps, is becoming increasingly suspicious of me as I have not yet found the entrance, and is gradually slowing down my steps.

He must have soon realized that something was wrong.

Without even looking back after leaving the corps commander, I stopped at the promised place, where there was a human-sized stone in the middle of the plain, and looked around.

‘The tree over there is where Hwarim, Aila, and Raines are. And is the small hill on the other side Hwarim and Thistle?'

After seeing with my own eyes the geography I had promised in advance, I realized that this was a place that could completely surround the corps commander.

Of course, surrounding him would be beyond our capabilities.

However, once the corps commander has us surrounding him, he will fight back without running away.

That is the pride of Helias Saen Tion, not as a murderer but as a corps commander.

The corps commander never forgives anyone who opposes him.

“... You tricked me?”

“... Thank you for fooling me.”

Soon the corps commander noticed.

As soon as he suspected me, his magic must have penetrated deep into the ground, and he noticed that the plain below here was a land where only resentment roamed, with not a trace of an ancient city or even a single mineral buried there.

When he looked back, his mood had already changed.

The atmosphere is frozen, but what is trapped in those eyes is hot anger over betrayal.

Paang-

As he released his magic power, the ghosts whispering in his ears disappeared.

“Why did you betray me?”

The corps commander asked me the reason for the betrayal.

Now is the time to stop telling lies.

Today I told him the truth for the first time.

This was Enin's choice, but at the same time, I had a good reason.

Tell the reason.

“Because I couldn’t trust the corps commander any more.”

“Me? I have definitely promised you prosperity.”

“How will you guarantee that?”

“I saw the same scene as me a while ago. I think the prosperity that the city shows is enough proof for your denomination and for you.”

“Well. Maybe so. But I see no place for soul sickness in your city.”

His city is the second largest city in the Kingdom Union.

Although there is a lord, it is actually a city created by him, and at the same time, it is an area that other nobles cannot touch, so it is a good place for people to live.

However, it is only a residence for the people of the Kingdom Union.

Even today, soul soldiers live in the barracks according to the laws of the kingdom, where they can stuff all their belongings into a small bag.

I tell him my choice.

“Corps Commander. I will kill you here and leave the kingdom with my cult.”

        
            “...”

The corps commander was silent for a moment after hearing what I said.

As we had been hiding it all this time, he was slow to react, perhaps because what I told him was completely unexpected.

“... You made a great choice. Since when did you think about that?”

The corps commander asks me a question, looking calm.

I tell his calm-looking face the story of what I have experienced and the decision I have made.

“The humans I protected, they began to show less and less gratitude to us as time passed. At first, they expressed their gratitude to us who were being forced to do the work for them that they could not do, but not anymore. Not only was it natural to rescue them, but the moment we delayed even a little, we continued to see people criticizing us. When the last child in their arms who survived thanks to us forgot to say thank you, I thought, let's forget about this place too.”

Spiritual illness is no longer welcomed by anyone.

Even though they fought to protect themselves, they do not treat soul soldiers as human beings just like themselves.

I don't feel like a slave.

Unlike themselves, who can pray to gods and receive sublimated feats, they are rejected by any god in this world, including the god they originally worshiped, as they are not treated as human beings and have the potential to become believers.

“... It's worth it to feel that way.”

He agrees.

Still, the corps commander returned the answer he thought would come back.

“But it’s a soul disease. You made a mistake now. Do you think you can say something like that in front of me and no one else and still leave safely?”

He's trying to get my thoughts back.

He really needs me to play his chess piece and act as Bulterion's replacement at the end of today's performance.

“Spirituals cannot leave the kingdom. So just lean on me. It is true that other soul soldiers are not treated well. However, this Helias sign, Tion, personally promised to treat the four soul patients and the church with special treatment, so I don't know what he is dissatisfied with.”

He still didn't understand what part of his story he couldn't convince me of.

So I told him directly and with my own mouth why I couldn't follow him.

“Corps Commander. Have you ever called me by my name?”

“What?”

“Has anyone even asked me my name properly, other than calling me a soul disease?”

He never once treated me like a human being.

‘Spiritual disease’ or ‘your guy’, that’s what he called me.

“If you had treated me like a human being, I might have followed you like everyone else.”

He is an outstanding person.

Force is the same, but so is resourcefulness.

He immediately understood what I meant.

However, he deliberately made a joke even though he knew the meaning.

“... I didn't know you were that obsessed with me.”

“Such a joke! Don't joke in this situation. That's not what it means.”

“Well, I tried to set the tone too seriously by myself. But it's true, so I won't make excuses. Just give me a solid reason why I won't abandon you.”

The corps commander said that and lifted up his cloak, revealing two swords at his waist.

One is the sword that he always carries with him on the battlefield as a corps commander, and the other is the sword that cuts down soul soldiers.

The corps commander took out the sword he had used on the battlefield in its sheath.

I stayed quiet because it showed no intention of attacking me.

When I infuse magic into it, the sword becomes magical with its sheath, and the corps commander shows it to me and talks about it.

“Soul Soldier: Your boss is also in the knights’ order in your church.”

“... Right.”

The corps commander suddenly spoke about Enin.

“That boss can use magic power?”

The corps commander waved the sword filled with magical power in front of me.

That means we already know everything about Enin's condition.

How can you lie when you know everything?

I thought it was no longer something to hide, so I answered as is.

“... How did you know?”

“I paid attention not only to you, but also to that officer. I received a report about the Castle of the Dream Demon, and there were priests who received God's protection, high-level adventurers, a guy who was half a knight but was transferred to the security forces, and a student of a long sword.”

He talked about something that happened quite a long time ago.

“The report contained the testimony of each person, and they all gave the same testimony. That woman, who was a supply officer, could not contain magical power in her weapons, but boasted knight-like martial arts.”

“... So?”

“If you have been watching from the side, you would have noticed that she is not an ordinary human being. I'm not the type of person with natural talent, but I have something to look forward to.”

Enin is definitely a person who feels like he has gone out of his way to be considered human.

Obviously, unlike knights, he has received systematic training since childhood, and although he is not a single person, he does not use magical power and has physical strength that rivals that of most knights.

In addition, after going through a major crisis, Enin was able to control magical power.

There are two types of people who can handle magical power.

One is a person who has been consistently training in magic since childhood, or the other is a person who has a natural sense of handling magic since birth.

But Enin was neither.

Although she is quite late in terms of age, she has been able to properly contain magical power, and thanks to this, Enin is now able to deal with one or two knights.

The corps commander was also watching Enin's growth.

“So I deliberately gave you and that officer a chance to grow. I happened to catch the attention of the Gaia Church, but it was actually a good opportunity. Under the pretext of their pressure, I gave you freedom once.”

“You said that on purpose?”

“That’s right. There is no other talent. I know because I've seen a lot of people over a long period of time. Such an ordinary yet special human being, a seemingly contradictory person, is the only one who can survive for a long time. So, I plan to make sure that you and that woman are treated according to your abilities. Isn’t this enough of an answer?”

The corps commander then swung his sword to the side half-heartedly.

Hwiung-

Pasasasasasasa-

The sword did not contain seriousness, but it still contained powerful magical power, so it cut down all the grass that was bathed in moonlight under the darkness of the trajectory he swung.

“So stop being stubborn now. And then go back and talk to your boss too. This Helias sign, Tion, will definitely look after your back, so you can rest assured and come under me with the entire order.”

It was a demonstration of force.

The corps commander gave me all the answers he could.

In that case, I too would just reply back to what he said.

“Then it would be better to give up.”

“Why?”

“Because she was the one who decided to kill you.”

As I answered, I pulled out a weapon from the ground around me.

And when he struck the weapon against the stone in the center, a loud sound rang out.

Kwaaa she her her her her her she her her she it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it their or It?

At the same time, members of the hidden church appear.

A diagonal position from where I am standing.

Thistle and Enin are on the right diagonal, and Aila and Raines are on the left diagonal.

Hwarim’s figure is not there.

The corps commander looked at the people surrounding him from three directions, and looked straight into Enin's eyes for a moment.

“She said that no matter how many people you save, you should not accept their lives as a sacrifice.”

“... I guess so.”

What was in Enin’s eyes was determination.

The corps commander clearly felt that determination and turned his eyes to look at me again.

“I think so.”

He said the same thing again.

However, it didn't mean that I didn't hear him.

What he means is an expression of coming to a conclusion in one's own head.

“I just watched, I think I was too soft on you guys.”

The corps commander swings his sword fiercely.

Boom-

The scabbard flew away, and in his hand was now a sword boasting a pure white sword body.

[Light Sword Lunatic]

The sword that reveals its flawless appearance in the moonlight is the sword that has conquered the battlefield with him for over 10 years.

The corpse created by being wielded by the corps commander and demonstrating numerous anomalous sword techniques became the ground upon which he built his foundation.

Surrounded there is the magic power of a truly strong man.

Rather than the fiery magical power shown for show, the magical power of the microfiber that had been forged to the limit was aimed at me.

“There is no need to look at each situation one by one. You guys are just like those guys over there. Because I haven't seen my true self, I'm just speaking with an open mouth.”

Pasasasasasasasak-

As he spoke, all the grass around him began to cut off its stems and fall to the ground.

To avoid getting cut, I move away from the stone and quickly retreat far away.

The extreme magical power is not only wrapped around the sword.

This is already his territory.

The corps commander moved his spiderweb-like magical power to cut down all the grass up to his waist and widened his field of vision.

His combat posture was already complete.

“I will teach you a lesson. I will engrave a lesson directly on your body so that you will never be able to resist me again.”

“... You never thought that would be a will?”

More than I imagined.

When I saw the power that Hwarim showed in the world of the mind and beyond, my body stiffened a little, but I mustered up the courage to speak out, and the corps commander scoffed at that.

“Hot! I will wake you up from your empty dreams. I'm sorry, but you guys shouldn't have dealt with me here.”

Helias then twisted the sword around his hand and relaxed his arm.

“If I have nothing to protect, I am the strongest.”

There are no allies on the plains who can stand in the way of swinging his merciless sword.

Since the corps commander is alone, he can swing his sword without considering anything.

Seeing that, I also drew my sword.

Fighting is now inevitable.

After the fight is over, only one of two outcomes will happen: we kill him or he overpowers us.

“That should be it.”

The corps commander laughed when he saw me holding a weapon.

Then I placed the music box I was holding on the small rock I had hit.

The music box placed in a place bathed in moonlight began to emit ominous yet magnificent music as it received the light.

The corps commander said, leaving the music box and raising his sword high towards the moonlight.

“Now, it’s time for education.”

        
            It is the language of black magic.

Even if you speak different languages, you can understand the other person's feelings the moment you cross swords.

However, the other party also has that interpreter.

The corps commander's sword is a one-sided assertion of self-assertion, and its theme contains violence.

My magic sword and the sword that contains his years.

I could feel it just by looking at the other person, using the swords they had piled up as their eyes.

'As expected, the problem lies in getting closer.'

The distance between me and the corps commander now is similar to the distance I practiced with Hwarim for a week.

But it's just similar, not the same.

Technology that has been refined to the limit appears different and anomalous even with a single error.

'Let's forget it for now.'

First, initialize the senses.

Practicing with Hwarim was just training to catch the blurry frame of the corps commander's sword's trajectory.

No matter how much Hwarim tried to recreate the corps commander's sword, the lives she and the corps commander pursued are different.

And that life also affects his sword.

'No matter how much the same training is done, the sword will reflect the user's face. Even if Lee Rim taught me how to use my sword, it cannot be completely the same as mine because it is inevitable that your subjectivity will be reflected in the swordsmanship you wield. So, think that there are no identical swords in this world.'

Thinking about Hwarim’s words, I strengthen the hand holding the magic sword.

Take one step forward.

“A bunch of stars.”

At the same time, the Milky Way unfolds.

The beautiful, violent starlight spreading across a sky where only moonlight existed.

Sasasasasasasasa-

The sword that the corps commander showed off without even making any preparations was fired one by one, cutting down the grass with the intent to kill.

The one who faces it is a swordsman who faces adversity.

Kakakakakakakakakang-

‘Only what you need! 'Only the sword that falls within the trajectory will be struck down!'

I thought the first technique would be easy as the distance between the corps commander and I was considerable, but it wasn't.

What Hwarim has recreated is honest technology.

I was perplexed because the current technology came from the corps commander's own know-how.

Some of the starlight that shot from the top of the head to the feet of the bridge flew away, hiding its appearance.

Some were cut down by cutting grass to make it look like no attack was coming from below, but in reality it was the opposite.

Rather, there was a lot more invisible starlight passing through the grass swaying in the wind and completely piercing my ankles.

Kakang!

'good. Just once!'

“Great.”

The corps commander responded calmly to the technology that exploited the loopholes in predictions and gave a brief comment upon seeing me running towards him.

The attack continues.

“A bunch of stars.”

An offensive of starlight unfolds once again.

The second attack is modified and different again from what we saw a moment ago.

This time, as the distance got closer, the starlight became more focused on me.

As I approached the corps commander, Eila, Thistle, and Enin narrowed the distance to the corps commander at a slower pace.

As I reach out to him, others can also reach out.

'So one more time!'

This offensive was honest.

But the problem is that all that honesty was focused on me.

The corps commander's second cluster of stars was comparable to the cluster of stars at the third distance that Hwarim had already shown.

“Ugh!”

Kakakakakakakakakakaka-

Suddenly-

Fit-

Strike the sword with all your might.

It is not yet time to show my final strength.

So, even if I had no choice but to turn into a rag, I tried to keep only the bare minimum.

Kaang!

-succeded.

“Have you completely defeated it? I've already started this, so let's see how far I can take it.”

The corps commander then prepared his final technique before the final distance between him and me was narrowed.

A gesture of caution unlike before.

The center of gravity shifted forward and was now focusing only on me, not on other people.

“I will teach you the know-how of the stars. Look at the texture of the air. And it cuts.”

'come.'

I listened to his words and stepped forward, prepared to receive a third starlight shot into my body.

However,

[Wolryeong]

It was not a black star aimed at the body.

What I saw in front of me was the moon.

The corps commander drew a circle with his sword and hid behind the moon.

'What happened?'

Think and prepare at the same time.

Whether defending or attacking, the corps commander's sword was already ahead of me, beyond my knowledge.

I have to catch up with it somehow.

“Rachal.”

thud-

The world has slowed down, but it is still not enough.

'corruption.'

There is no need to conserve what little horsepower you have.

This technique is used to buy time for others to come,

It is a skill that I have to endure and accept in this position.

Soon the thread of magic I created made a way for the corps commander.

The scenery you see only then.

The magic of the corps commander's microfiber stretched out in all directions.

That magical energy was now recovered and gathered together to form the moon.

New moon, crescent moon, upper moon, full moon, lower moon.

Like the pattern of clothes made by spinning thread, the sword's trajectory, which took the shape of a beautiful moon, was changing its appearance every moment even in a slow world.

'Do not be deceived.'

However, it is only visible from the front.

You must be careful of the corps commander hiding behind the sword's trajectory.

Eventually, when the round moon was completely covered in darkness -

Quaaa!

'Just as I expected.'

The commander's sword protruded from the center of the obscured field of vision.

He blocks the sword aimed precisely at his neck by crossing it crosswise.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

The deterioration of the appearance has nothing to do with the weight of the sword.

The corps commander's soul vessel is larger than that of any other human being here, and what it contains is high-quality magical power.

I can barely withstand the sword he pushes with one arm with both hands.

“You managed to come this far. Congratulations.”

The corps commander was smiling when he saw me.

“But then I couldn’t give up any more. You can never run away from under me.”

The sword, which I was only using with one arm, gained even more strength and began to dig deeper and deeper into my neck.

“Ugh... Did you do that on purpose at the end?”

It was an unexpected situation.

After hearing his words, I thought that another group of stars would come, but in reality, it was a sudden change in attitude.

“If you intentionally say your skills out loud, the other person will focus only on that. Didn't I tell you? I will give you training.”

“That’s petty.”

“That’s a nice compliment to hear.”

Although it was a short conversation, it was enough time.

“Irim!”

“Irim!”

“Haaa!”

The three people took advantage of the gap and arrived at the corps commander's location, and three weapons were swung at the corps commander.

“It’s a good thing that there are many people calling.”

The corps commander, who saw this, immediately retrieved the sword and

[Cutting ears]

Card deuk deuk deuk-

He struck down everyone's weapons by simply swinging his sword horizontally.

“What kind of sword is so heavy?!”

“Ugh...!”

Aela, an elf whose physical abilities were better than that of a human, must have used all her might, let out dissatisfaction as soon as the sword bounced off.

On the other hand, the corps commander looked relaxed and spoke after judging the skills of the people he felt in a single collision.

“It’s not bad. But it's a little lacking.”

I keep my distance from him by moving him around with other people.

Everyone was already close to him.

Even if the same technology as before can be used with as few movements as possible, there are still some gaps.

It will no longer be usable.

Thistle speaks to him.

“Legion Commander Helias Sain Thion. Please stop offering human souls to the devil's creatures.”

“Are you going to punish me with justice in the name of God?”

To the corps commander's mocking words, Thistle responded clearly by strengthening the hand holding the claymore.

“No. I will not speak of justice. This is not an act of attacking you in the name of a religious denomination; it is simply a human being making a choice to harm another human being. So I wouldn't call it justice. This is just a human choice we made without anyone's intervention.”

“I know.”

The corps commander turns his gaze to look at Enin.

“Young officer. I heard that you were the one who came up with this.”

“That's right.”

At his words, Enin raises the visor of his helmet for a moment and looks directly into his eyes.

“I’ve already found out all the information about you, so I’ll tell you. In an interview when I joined the military, I was asked what I would do if I joined the military, and I gave a really clear answer. I'm going to save people.”

“... I did.”

“So what have you chosen now? Isn't this act of hypocrisy, saying you would save people but then deciding to kill me?”

When I saw his appearance, I knew for sure.

He has the same excess as me.

If you want to win, you don't hesitate to tell lies to your opponent.

Unhonorable surprise attacks were also familiar,

He does not hesitate to open his mouth and shake the hearts of others.

But that opponent is Enin.

Enin is a person who has already prepared for everything.

If Enin had been the kind of person who would be swayed by the corps commander's cunning and sarcastic remarks now, he would not have made the decision at that time.

“There are definitely more people that the corps commander can save than me.”

“I know.”

“But even so, I can’t lay down my weapon. After thinking about everything, I decided that I had to attack the corps commander while ignoring my own contradictions.”

Henin stood firm.

Any thought that might lead to reversing her choice had long since left her mind.

Seeing her like that, the corps commander asked briefly.

“What is that? What is the last reason that made you ignore your contradictions?”

In response to the corps commander's words, Enin followed my method and told him.

“There is no reasonable reason. I just physiologically dislike the corps commander’s methods. Even if it was to save people, I couldn't bear the act of making other people their sacrifice.”

After saying that, Enin lowered his visor again and entered a fighting stance.

The corps commander sneers slightly when he sees Enin’s appearance.

“... So humane.”

Yet he also showed rare respect.

“You are truly human. Those of you who take up weapons and kill others but do not recite moral significance, and who ultimately make choices based on your own desires can be considered true human beings.”

After saying that, he took off his cloak.

“Good. Since you didn't show hypocrisy, I'll also be sincere.”

The strong wind that blew at that moment blew his cloak far away.

“I guess I should tell Bulterion that it will be a little late.”

When I saw his fully revealed appearance, I realized that I had been misunderstood all along.

What kind of ignorant person would judge a corps commander based solely on his age?

Who said that even if only one arm was cut off, one would not be able to deal with the commander of the demon army?

All of that is just bullshit from people who haven't seen the truth.

The only thing that shows signs of aging is the wrinkles and beard on his face.

Hidden under the shirt are muscles that don't look bulky, but you can tell they are compressed to the limit.

The muscles that wriggle along with the hand holding the sword reproduce the movement in his head with each and every restrained movement.

One of the arms that moves the sword is the arm of the devil.

Even though the devil's creature mimicked the appearance of a human, its arm seemed to be the weakest among the corps commander's bodies.

He was a complete human being.

This is what it means for a person over 70 to stand at the forefront of the battlefield.

He survived and became stronger, and he survived because he was strong.

He repeated that and reached the highest level as a human being who grew only through fighting.

A swordsman who survived to this age in a world where an ordinary person would have died long ago.

The old man, who was old but not yet dead, spoke to the young men holding weapons in front of him.

“If you have already picked up a weapon, try your best.

Kill me and achieve a feat that will transcend generations.

But there is no special treatment.

If you kill me, be prepared to follow in my footsteps and win until the end.

That is your duty to bear my death.

If you can't do that,

-Quietly lower your head to the ground.”

Helias Sain Thion holds the sword with both hands.

Even when imitating the killer or when I approached him, the Hell Mimic, who did not touch his sword, moved his mimicked arm.

That's it.

Just by seeing the movement of holding the sword with both hands instead of using only one arm, I could feel that the odds of winning, which I had thought was 10, had been cut in half.

The corps commander looked around at us like that and said.

“Go. Helias Sae Tion, a survivor of the United Kingdom.

I'll show you that this old man's flame hasn't gone out yet.”

The old master's lightsaber began to dance.

        
            As soon as Bulterion returned to his home, he took off his military uniform.

The starting time for the plan that the corps commander told him was when the moon rose directly in the center of the city.

Manwol's head has just been hung in the watchtower on the west side of the city.

If you start preparing now, you will be able to make it on time.

“...”

He quietly folded the military uniform symbolizing the unity of the kingdom, put it in the closet, and took out clothes he had never taken out before.

That outfit is a common outfit found in the empire.

Therefore, this is an outfit that cannot be seen in this city now that the relationship between the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire has broken out.

'When the target of hostility becomes clear, people come together.'

Bulterion remembers the words of the corps commander and puts on those clothes.

Now he is a murderer's double.

And this is the stage costume handed over to him by the corps commander.

What it meant was clear.

“Do you want a complete break with the empire?”

Naturally, since he was alone, no answer was given, but Bulterion knew that the answer was yes.

That is clearly not a decision for the person standing in the position of corps commander.

Although only the non-aggression pact is maintained in the relationship with the empire, there is a possibility that diplomatic relations can be reversed at any time depending on whether efforts are made or not.

But that is only possible if the status quo is maintained.

The clothes worn by Bulterion are those worn by the originalists of the early empire.

At the beginning of the war of conquest, the empire consisted only of pure humans like the Kingdom Union, and from then on, it declared the founding of a nation and recognized and accepted other races as humans.

So, among their descendants, the originalist faction, which believes that the only real humans are those with round ears, is a group that is having trouble even in the empire.

Thinking that only pure humans are the true pillars that can lead the empire, they have major accidents every year, and among them are crazy people who try to prove how superior they are to other races by starting a fight with other countries. It also appears occasionally.

Of course, so far, there has been no crazy person who has tried to prove their worth by crossing over to the Kingdom Alliance and committing murder, but it can be thought that one day there may be one, and this trick gives credibility to the sweet play. It's their existence.

[The killer was actually a fundamentalist faction from the empire!]

Bulterion wears the uniform of the Primalist faction, which is also a radical faction of the empire, and runs around the city with the corps commander, making people witness it.

This can draw people's attention to one thought.

In addition, the clothes also give people confidence in the identity of the killer.

Where could a talented person who killed several wizards and knights and had power comparable to that of a legion commander fall from the sky?

The imperial fundamentalists have the background to answer such questions and the magic power to drive people into madness and prevent them from thinking properly.

Like the nobles of the Kingdom Alliance, they are also a group of people who have been training magical powers at the family level like nobles since ancient times and have passed down secret techniques from generation to generation.

It would be perfect if one of them, whether arbitrarily or not, was ordered by someone to commit murder with some kind of purpose in a key city on the outskirts of a kingdom close to the empire.

'It's an irreversible choice.'

In order to maintain his position, the corps commander chose to completely destroy diplomatic relations that he should not touch.

“But no one would make a better choice.”

Nevertheless, in order to continue his plan, Bulterion wears the imperial garb and wears an important symbol, a red handkerchief, sticking out of his breast pocket.

The reason for making that decision is simple.

It has been a long time since the royal families of the Kingdom Alliance have been fighting among themselves in the narrow castle and have not cared about the people.

If no matter who steps forward, it will end up being nothing more than constructive talk and diplomacy that will not bring any benefit, it would be better for the corps commander to use this undeveloped diplomatic relationship as a sacrifice to save more people in the future.

He doesn't have any doubts about that decision.

Bulterion was able to survive to this age because he followed the commander of the army.

To him, Helias may not be a person he likes very much, but his choices were always the best for the majority.

After that, it's just a matter of getting the various supplies ready.

One is the Book of Wen Grain, which was received from the magic tower wizard the corps commander mentioned.

And another sword in a black scabbard.

'It's pretty sturdy.'

That sword was sent to him by the commander of the army.

Bulterion is in a position where he has to confront the corps commander head-on.

To him, the lightsaber wielded by the corps commander, Lunatic, is a sword that cannot be countered by an ordinary sword.

So, the corps commander thought about it in advance and gave him a sword brought from the organization of the Immortal Organization, saying that it was a sword comparable to his own.

As soon as Bulterion drew his sword, the weapon radiated such excitement that it illuminated his face even in a dark room with only a single candle lit.

'But it's a little ominous.'

It's a good thing that the weapon is strong.

But that black sword had a slightly strange energy.

It's like the kind of power used by the cultists that were wiped out on a large scale a few weeks ago.

The weapon contained such energy.

However, what needs to be done does not change.

'All of the swords that Longsword had were ominous.'

A famous sword always has a story of one kind or another.

Bulterion soon turned his attention to his sword and went out into the streets wearing black robes.

Just walk as unnoticed as possible by people.

Then, as promised, we first entered the square with a large tree on the north side.

People are now fully educated.

They learned that killers do not kill outside of areas sealed off by soldiers, so naturally people used the northern square as a transit point on their way home, as it was a long way back but was not cramped.

People who think like that, especially in this city, there are quite a few drinkers, so people naturally flock to the northern plaza, which is the perfect place to first focus attention on the confrontation between the killer and the army commander.

There, while hiding from the crowd of people and looking for a suitable place to wait, Bulterion felt something.

“... What is this?”

The sword in the black scabbard he was wearing.

The sword felt something and, although very weak, resonated and sent a signal to his waist.

Bulterion naturally looks to one side accordingly.

This is a dangerous area that is currently sealed off because of the killer.

There are guards right in front, but they are looking at the square, not the inside of the alley.

Someone passed inside.

And Bulterion witnessed exactly that.

The pattern on the hand of the human wearing the same black robe as he was passing through the alley was clearly that of Wen Grain.

The man was holding an object that looked like a liquor bottle and was walking quickly, spilling the liquid on the floor.

“... Were there any survivors of the cultists left?”

Bulterion saw that and took a step forward.

It is said that a large-scale subjugation was carried out once before, but the subjugation was not completed completely.

Some cultists used the ruins among the refugees or underground in the city to run away without encountering others, and I heard from the legion commander that Bulterion also killed such cultists from time to time.

'It would be better to block variables in advance.'

Thinking that he should organize things in advance, he took a sharp turn, jumped over the building in a quiet area, and entered an alley.

'Is it the smell of alcohol?'

What was sprinkled on the floor was strong alcohol.

The bottle he was holding was only one, but seeing the liquid coming out of it continuously, it was clear that it was a hex.

Bulterion followed at a fast pace, following the signpost made of tassels, and soon he reached a familiar place.

A collapsed building with absolutely no trace of people.

The place with an open floor leading underground is the branch of the Immortal Institute that Helias had watched over and attacked.

And inside the warehouse at the bottom of the basement, the man whom Bulterion was chasing entered first.

The man's face, illuminated by bright moonlight, looked old.

What's unusual is that instead of eyeballs, there was a tattoo symbolizing Wen Grain drawn where the eyes should be.

The identity of this man is that he is the most favored man among the people who serve the Great Devil Wen Grain.

Vortex trigger.

A pagan high priest who serves Wen Grain.

Bulterion saw him and spoke to him without knowing who he was.

“What is this pagan rat doing here?”

Vortex Trigger heard those words and looked up.

Then, she smiled at him and answered, showing teeth with holes instead of missing eyes.

“... The most important offering has arrived just in time.”

“What?”

Bulterion was standing at quite a distance away, so he couldn't hear his muttering and asked back.

Vortex Trigger kindly answered him by raising his voice.

“No, I am appeasing the vengeful spirits of the dead.”

Vortex shows the black liquid flowing infinitely from the bottle held upside down, and speaks to Bulterion, who has already drawn his sword while gathering the devil's magic in his other hand.

“Would you like a drink?”

-------------------------------

Reigns is regretting the decision he made.

She decided to help the people of the church defeat the corps commander.

Because there was nothing special for her to do.

Raines' job is to help Lee Rim bring the corps commander and prevent others from being discovered until he reaches the center of the siege.

In particular, since the corps commander's magic thread detects a wide area around him even while walking, Raines' first help was essential to form a siege.

That's Peria's request to Raines, who wants to join the church.

As planned, the corps commander briefly captured the long thread of magical power in order to leave the city.

The corps commander walked along the rim with the range narrowed, as if the huge detection range that originally extended from the city could only be achieved by concentrating for quite a long time, and Raines measured the range with his eyes and tried to keep others from being caught by the magic thread as much as possible. It helped me stay as close as possible.

There's only so much Reigns can do.

I thought that from now on, if the others, Aila, Enin, and Thistle, joined forces with Irim, who brought the corps commander, they would be defeated no matter how strong the corps commander was.

But if it had been done properly, you wouldn't have regretted your decision now.

The corps commander was strong.

Even when an elf swordsman, a church apostle, and two knight-level or higher people rush at him, the corps commander fights them without retreating an inch.

Kang! Kang! Kaaaang!

“Why do you do that? Are you staggering?”

“Pfft...!”

The corps commander swung away the weapons from the spot and raised his arm to deliver a kick to the defenseless torso, sending Irim flying.

She has never been in or seen a fight, so she doesn't know how to tell the difference between someone who is truly strong and someone who is not.

However, anyone who looked at the scene in front of their eyes could see that the people of the church surrounding the corps commander were outnumbered.

'You decided you could win this?'

Reigns expected to lose.

The corps commander was still breaking their fighting spirit by intentionally receiving all their weapons without taking a single step from his initial position.

She took one look at that, then looked at the woman next to her and thought.

'What if this woman joins?'

Hwarim.

It is not yet time for Hwarim to step forward.

Since there was a different timing for her to appear, Hwarim was waiting with Raines outside the detection range of the corps commander.

So, feeling unusually anxious, she spoke first.

“... Is it okay if I don’t go?”

Those words were a question, but rather than being intended as a question, they were also intended to mean, 'If you don't step forward right away, you will be defeated.'

To Raines' words, Hwarim responded by watching the corps commander without looking away with his eyes like a beast lurking in the swaying grass, stalking its prey.

“It’s okay. Lee Rim will do it.”

'I don't understand.'

Reigns had no choice but to shake his head because there was no convincing basis for his position in the answer.

What on earth built this trust between them?

Could it be that this person is a mentalist who thinks he can do something with just a combination of energy and energy?

In that case, the idea of truly entrusting oneself to the religious denomination was a wrong decision.

I even thought about slipping away and running away if I had to.

However, even though Reigns was thinking that, he did not take his step.

No matter how strong the corps commander was, the people in front of him did not back down.

His sword narrowly missed the vital point, and blood was flowing from the cut limbs that he could not block, but they got up again and were firing their weapons at the corps commander with even greater fighting spirit than before.

They don't give up.

Seeing things like that makes me think.

'...if you don't give up.'

That is the human form that does not give in.

It is the pride of a human being who carries out his or her own choices.

I wanted to see the end of that clashing pride.

He wanted to see that Lee Rim's choice to help him was the right one.

So she decides.

'If you are truly a human being who can make the impossible possible, we will help you.'

I decided to help Lee Rim if he didn't give up even when he was on the verge of death.

Even with the strength of my resolve to never be seen again.

At that moment, Hwarim noticed something strange and looked to the side.

'I'm sure my spirit was shaken?'

She had a strange feeling as she watched the corps commander, judged his swordsmanship, and endured her itching body.

As she was preparing to turn her body around and unfold the depth of field at its best, she was slightly shaken by a certain energy she felt from Reigns' side.

So Hwarim looked at her, but there was nothing unusual.

'Was it because of my mood...?'

Reigns can't fight, so he's here to fulfill his original role.

Hwa-rim thought she might have been so nervous that she shook, so she looked ahead again and composed herself.

Normally, I would have tried to find out what happened, but the situation was not that good.

        
            'Fuck!'

Every time I received the corps commander's sword, I couldn't help but curse inwardly.

bang! bang! Quang!

The moment a sword is struck, the bones in the body scream as if they are about to move out of place, and the muscles break and regenerate again and again with the ability to recover.

'If I didn't have the ability to regenerate, I would have been lying on the ground a long time ago.'

Clearly, the corps commander used both hands and used an irregular sword to attack the opponent without stopping, almost grinding them to pieces.

Hwarim and I had seen him on the battlefield a few times before, so we assumed that his swordsmanship would be no different from before and prepared for it.

So, I deliberately trained in the deep world until I could reach the front of Hwarim and the corps commander, and after that, I sparred with Aila, who I thought would be as similar to the corps commander as possible.

'I definitely thought it was the right decision until I stood in front of it.'

And that judgment was only half correct.

“Following becomes slower. Do you want to die?”

Kwaaang!

After the corps commander deflected Thistle's claymore, I took the corps commander's sword in his place, cutting her head with precision.

'It wouldn't have been this heavy of a sword.'

As expected, the corps commander displayed what could be called rapid swordsmanship when confronting us.

However, the problem is that each of those swords had the power to strike down a considerable amount of heavy weapons.

What makes this possible is the arm mimicked by the Hell Mimic attached to his severed arm.

The demonic creature that took the place of the once lost arm gave the corps commander strength beyond his prime.

'We are pushed out in every way.'

It's fast but heavy.

The balance between one side is strong and there is no chance of it collapsing.

Truly the golden ratio.

It's like a superhuman with no weaknesses.

'This is a scam.'

Thanks to this, the war situation is at its worst.

The plan was for Eila and I to take turns blocking the Legion Commander's fast sword, and when his sword's path was limited, Ennin and Thistle would turn to their weapons.

However, the corps commander is even stronger and faster than that, swinging his sword to strike down two people's weapons at the same time.

Even though he was dealing with four people, he was still in a relaxed state.

It was a time when the feeling of being pushed further and further was weighing on our shoulders.

Aila and I accidentally fell backwards at the same time.

“Oh!”

“... Tsk!”

'I made a mistake!'

We have already taken the corps commander's sword for over 10 minutes.

It was a fight that started with the expectation that it would be a long-term fight.

Since we couldn't just take his sword, we decided to take turns draining his stamina, but the signs just ended up being different.

And the corps commander does not miss that moment.

“I’m doing well. Dividing roles means that each person's compatibility is well understood. Every attack doesn't have to be a blow for victory.”

The moment Aila and I step back, he, unchecked, tightens his lower body and fixes his waist to demonstrate another great technique.

“However, there is one thing that is unfortunate. If you plan on tying me up, don't just try to block me, but attack with an emphasis on the process.”

and-

The sword danced.

“Bridler.”

Change is man’s best weapon.

How long will his sword be able to show the same, uninterrupted skill?

Sasasasasasasak-

The direction in which the quick sword was swung was the sky.

Thick threads of magical power, visible to the naked eye, formed a circle and headed outward from the cage.

That sharp sword that spreads around us like a net-

“Back! Defense!”

The corps commander made a motion to pull his sword, and with Aila's shout, the area was narrowed down in an instant.

The thick thread of magical power targeting the defenseless back while confronting the corps commander is not at a level that can be ignored.

But the problem is the corps commander right in front of him.

Sigh-

'Damn human being.'

His smiling face was forcing us to make a choice, and the sword retrieved after performing the feat was aimed at us again.

Will you show your back in front of yourself, or will you give up your back and receive the sword?

In making that decision, Enin was the one who moved the fastest.

“I’ll block the way!”

After hearing her words, we set our sights on the corps commander and catch the magic thread flying with the force of cutting his waist in half.

Unlike us, Enin puts all his magical power into the anvil and swings it towards the corps commander.

The corps commander, seeing this, confronts Enin's hammer head-on as if he is proud of it.

“No matter how strong your armor is, it would be difficult to just receive my sword, right?”

“You have to try it to find out!”

“Try to believe it. Then don't die. You guys are my Janggi players.”

Wow!

As magic and magic collide, blue fragments fly out.

At the same time, the rest of the techniques that were flying toward Enin's back were-

[Indomitable Curtain]

Let’s go!

It hit the green wall and disappeared.

“I see. Was it possible to use that thing that is sometimes seen by those in the north?”

The corps commander looked at that and nodded as if he understood.

And then I relaxed my hand.

Swish-

Deeply-

The lightsaber he was holding fell to the ground under the moonlight and became stuck.

“Huh?”

A standoff with all its might.

Enin and the corps commander were clashing their weapons with each other with great force, but when the corps commander relaxed his strength, Enin went straight towards him.

“Believing in your own strength and sturdiness and taking the lead in filling in gaps is an example of a vanguard.”

The corps commander just made Enin come into his inner circle.

The corps commander spoke in Enin’s ear.

“But I didn’t think about why roles exist. Why did you think it was those two, not you, who were receiving my sword? That was a tearful sacrifice for those of you who had heavy weapons.”

It was an instant.

“Let’s see... was this how it was done?”

The corps commander snatched the anvil from Ennin's hand, grabbed the back of the helmet with his other hand, and slightly twisted his knee to insert it into the chest armor.

“Moderation.”

Kwaaang!

Geek-

“Ennin!”

Enin flew into the air with his weapon removed.

Although it was only a strike using the knee, Enin's distorted chest armor shows that the strike was not an ordinary strike, but one of the techniques used by fighters.

“Ugh!”

Enin, who was flying, had his head towards the ground, as if he had fainted or was temporarily unable to move due to compression of his lungs.

Enin flew straight towards me, and I had no choice but to show an opening again to catch her.

“Ennin!”

Thistle pays attention to Enin and stabs the Claymore in to block the corps commander's path.

Kang!

However, that was a shallow attack to fill a temporarily vacant position.

The corps commander pulled out his lightsaber from the ground and lightly struck down Thistle's claymore.

after that-

“Inhale!”

He grabs the handle from Enin and turns the anvil he took from Enin, one rotation at a time with each arm.

The anvil, which had turned exactly one turn in his hand, was grasped by the handle precisely in his hand.

The strength that went into his arms was his full strength that was seen for the first time today.

“Did you say he was an apostle? I hope you are as strong as a paladin.”

He swung Ennin's weapon at Thistle with all his might.

It is not a swing made with skill to strike the enemy elegantly.

It was a ignorant blow only used when dealing with magical beasts, intending to crush the opponent with only pure power.

Kwaaaang!

A heavy sound.

Holy power is magical power that has been stored once more for protection.

In an instant, the divine power surrounding Thistle's body defends against the hammer swung by the corps commander.

No matter how much the defensive ability was comparable to that of a paladin, the even higher level of stored magical power contained in the creature created by Wen Grain and the anvil wielded by the commander wielding the creature's mimicked arm exceeded its divine power.

Thanks to this, Thistle also flew away.

The force of the hammer was too much for her to withstand with her two legs, so Thistle had no choice but to roll over to the corps commander's attack.

Seeing the corps commander like that, Aila became truly angry.

“You! Give it to me!”

But now the balance of power is at stake.

Even though Eila was angry, she couldn't stand between us and him to protect us, so the only way was to scream at the corps commander.

The corps commander reviewed Aila’s words positively.

“It’s not mine. I’ll give it back.”

Then he swung the hammer again and threw it at Eila.

Boom-

“Sleep...!”

Aila happened to have moved to a position to protect me and Enin.

The heavy hammer flew straight at me, making it impossible to avoid it.

“Such a bastard...!”

Thanks to this, Aila swears with an angry expression that has never been seen before, and pulls out an old halberd that was stuck in the ground nearby, probably dropped by a demon in the past when he died, and belatedly infuses it with magical power.

Cough!

An elf's physical strength is the best among races of the same type.

Aila raised the hammer thrown by the corps commander with all her might with her halberd.

However, it is an alternative to hell.

Of course, in order to hit the hammer, I had no choice but to empty my chest.

“No matter how much I investigated, I couldn't find out who it was like you. But I definitely felt like I had the skills. So, of course, I believed that they would kick it out. You probably knew that this place would be empty the moment you hit it, right?”

“... You really fight in a really dirty way.”

“It sounds like you are full. In order to survive, the battlefield is one where you have to go as far as throwing sand into the enemy's eyes.”

Just as I once threw a hatchet and ran while hiding in sight, the corps commander threw the hammer and hid behind it as he ran and stood in front of Eila.

A completely empty upper body is nothing more than a training scarecrow for the corps commander.

Still, it seemed he was planning to stop at making us incapable of fighting for now.

“Let’s see. It's my first time using it myself, but it might be painful.”

The corps commander held the lightsaber upside down and lightly touched Aila's stomach.

“Light.”

The magic energy surrounding the sword body was gathered into the handle, and burst out of Aila's stomach.

Quaaa!

Aila had no choice but to accept the concentrated magical power as is and fly away.

All that remains is me alone.

“Whew... After all, fighters' techniques aren't used carelessly. I just lost my strength for no reason.”

The corps commander consumed quite a bit of stamina.

The night air was starting to get cold and was producing steam, cooling off the heat from his body.

But this was much faster than expected.

We tried to push the corps commander to take out the ‘something’ he might have, and after taking it, we tried to bring in Hwarim to finish him off.

But he was too strong.

Three people collapsed.

Each of them is an elf, an apostle, and an enin that gives them strength beyond that of an ordinary knight.

The corps commander checked those appearances and spoke to me.

“Now, let’s end our rebellion here. Are you planning to do more even in this situation, soul sick?”

He still plans to drag us in, but to me, the current situation is like throwing the dice down a cliff that is out of reach.

“... What would you do if I told you that you couldn't finish?”

The plan is a lot different than the original, but I don't give up.

I expressed my refusal, but the corps commander did not give up on subduing us yet.

“Foolish guy. Didn't I tell you? Know the weight of death. That doesn't just apply to me. I've seen young guys hit countless times. But think carefully. Your death is the death of everyone who fell there and took up arms for you.”

The corps commander looked exhausted, but his magic power had not yet run out.

The magic power still lingering in his hands remained unwavering and maintained its form.

A sight where it looks like the winner has been decided.

Just then, the music box also changed its tune.

The gloomy and majestic song now began to play a cheerful anthem as if celebrating his victory.

However, the main character of the anthem has not yet been decided.

So that Hwarim can come out,

To create a stage for her,

Looks like he's taking one last gamble.

“Sorry, but the plan has probably already gone wrong. A lot of time has passed.”

When I raise my finger and point to the sky, the corps commander also looks up at the sky.

The moon was not yet in the exact center, but if you calculate the return time, the plan was delayed compared to the original time.

It is natural for stage designers to be concerned about the time it takes for a play to be staged.

The corps commander frowns when he sees the sky, but says there is no problem.

“... It's late, but there's no problem if I go back right away. So let’s end the small talk here.”

After saying that, he takes something out of his pocket and approaches me.

'good.'

The object he took out was Athir.

An object that restricts the behavior of a soul disease.

For the leaders of the Kingdom Alliance, there is no doubt that it paved the way for a reversal. It is an unrivaled holy relic, and for soul soldiers, it is a cursed relic.

He infuses the object with magic and walks towards me.

“Soul disease. As of now, stop rebelling.”

I am,

I was just waiting for that moment.

        
            This is the moment I have been waiting for, avoiding a complete defeat.

The command given through Atir spreads through my body.

The pattern on my neck glows in response, and my body can no longer respond to the corps commander.

And I,

'Pretend you can't react.'

He acts as if he can't move atir.

Countermeasures already exist.

The engraving of Asmodeus on my back is proof that the devil has marked me.

The power in that engraving does not allow me to be swayed by someone else's commands.

Normally, the stamp would have protested and canceled Atyr's order as soon as it was received, but it did not do so now.

The crest on its back has become hot and hot, but it has not yet evoked light.

Maybe he's watching me from somewhere in Asmodeus and enjoying the moment.

What I want to use from now on is my absolute faith in the corps commander.

After much doubt, I thought that a corps commander, not another officer, would always carry Atyr somewhere on his body in case of emergency.

'He probably carried it with the intention of forcing me into submission when the time comes.'

So we decided to take advantage of it.

Guide him and have him use Atyr at the last moment.

All I have to do is snatch Athyr out of his hand as he approaches me at the last moment, and the last reinforcements will be able to join us.

Asmodeus, too, will be waiting without manifesting his power through imprinting on purpose in order to witness the moment when his choice to capture me is broken and I rebel.

One step-

Two steps-

Three steps-

The corps commander is getting closer.

“Soul disease. Is this the end? After plotting treason for so long, are you going to stop with a toy like this?”

“...”

There was no reply to that.

What the corps commander ordered was to prohibit rebellion.

That's not just a conversation, it's an action to gauge my reaction.

He who is cautious survives long.

So the corps commander is a more cautious person than anyone else and I know that.

“... That would be a shame.”

He must have thought that I had been completely overpowered by Atyr, so he stood right in front of me.

“You realize it now, right? You cannot escape the kingdom. Once the job is over, I will use Atyr to make sure it is in your mind from the beginning so you can never think of something like that again. So, let’s go back to the city first.”

The corps commander thrusts Atir towards me, who is kneeling, and gives an order.

“Wake up, soul sick. Return to the territory.”

Hearing those words, he stands up.

The weapon is deliberately placed on the ground to completely erase his doubts until the very end, and the body is raised sloppily as if it has no ego.

It was the moment when I completely straightened my knees.

Pot!

Light explodes from the back.

'You only have one chance to use your power!'

Hold the arm holding Atir with both hands.

To snatch the artifact from the commander's hands, one hand aims for his arm joints and the other hand aims for his wrists.

A way to ensure that the object in your hand is taken away.

Humans are designed so that if they try to pull an object outward and downward with the thumb of the hand holding it, it will inevitably be pulled out.

The only target is Atyr.

But I couldn't take it away.

My hand split the air in an instant.

The moment I woke up, the corps commander first broke the hand holding Atyr, and Atyr went straight into his sleeve.

He acted quickly, as if he knew in advance that I was going to aim for the hand holding Atyr.

I stood up, aiming only at Atir, and belatedly checked the corps commander's expression.

Sigh-

He was smiling.

“I knew that would happen.”

The way he laughs as if it's ridiculous is like completely deceiving me and making me happy.

“How did you know?”

A situation where our bodies are touching each other.

Gug geug geukgeuk-

He responds refreshingly, pressing me down with his own strength as I give him strength.

“Who did you think was the last person to interrogate Terraim? It was me.”

“Did you believe what he said?”

“No. I didn't believe it until today. I just thought that the story he told before he was finally cut off was just nonsense to escape death for treason.”

Papak-

The corps commander came closer to me.

The movement was more difficult than expected, perhaps because he had mastered martial arts.

His arm, which I tried to break, wrapped itself around mine, and when I tried to get out of there, he stepped on my foot to prevent me from moving.

“But I realized it right away after hearing what you said.”

“... What do you mean?”

“At the point when I said I would run away to the empire.”

After hearing that, I realized too late the mistake I had made.

One of the orders imposed on the soul disease is that they can never cross the border.

The corps commander obviously knows that.

I told him before the fight that I was leaving for the Empire, but he didn't take my word for it.

Even as he fought with us, he continued to delve into the inner meaning of the story I told him.

The battle is won by the person who finds out more information and combines hints to get closer to the truth.

“There is no way a soul soldier could leave the empire without Atyr.”

He started from the core and continued his thinking.

Athir is an artifact that is managed very strictly.

So we still haven't been able to get our hands on that artifact.

However, the commander of the corps heard a confession from me that he was planning to escape from the empire even though he was clearly unable to obtain Atyr.

Then, two things can be inferred from there.

It means that we have already obtained Atir through some unforeseen path, or that we are in a situation where Atir is no longer needed.

With that information, the corps commander then looked at the people who were opposing him.

The church's apostle, Enin, a former officer, a collaborator of unknown origin, and me.

There are two soul soldiers in our church.

But I am the only one who has a soul disease against him.

What it means.

If you combine the current situation and the information deduced up to that point, you will find the answer.

One of them did not come out to fight because he was a soul soldier who did not have the power to stand against Atyr, and in that case, it would mean that I, who opposed the current corps commander, came out because I did not care about Atyr.

'Did I make a mistake?'

If it's a mistake, it's a mistake, but it makes me feel unfair.

He deduced the correct answer by thinking to the extent that it could be called excessive reasoning, something that only a person with extreme paranoia would do.

The problem is that the prediction derived from the accident that occurred in that way was very accurately the correct answer.

So he deliberately pretended to give in to me at the last moment and took out Atir to test the liver, and I was completely fooled.

'But so what?'

But that doesn't mean I give up.

This was just one of several traps I had come up with and planned to deal with him.

Didn't he train for over a week, saying all kinds of crazy things, in order to reach the corps commander?

This is the opportunity when even your fist is within reach.

so,

Do the best you can.

'Quickly, do everything you can at this moment!'

The first thing I did after letting go of his arm was to grab Morsling's medicine from my waist.

Chak-

The settings were made in advance.

The contents of two syringes enter the body as the needle penetrates the flesh without the corps commander having time to react.

What he did at the same time was to kick up the magic sword on the floor.

However, the corps commander seemed to have anticipated this and reacted immediately.

“You try to rely too much on the sword while holding it.”

Kaang!

The sword that was up to his waist was blown away by his knee.

“Now that the weapon is gone, what are you going to do?”

Give a clear answer to the person who says such things.

“Why are you saying there are no weapons? My beliefs are my weapons.”

Create a magic sword again.

The artifact suddenly disappeared in thin air and returned to my neck.

The artifact hanging around my neck is transformed into a sword.

The corps commander opened his eyes wide when he saw that.

“... I see. Was that the secret, the power that allowed you to obtain all of this?”

This is information he would not have had.

A weapon that could be summoned from a distance that was unexpected.

For him, who was trying to take his time and subdue me with martial arts, it was a reversal of arms caused by his inattention.

Next,

thud-

“Rachal.”

restricts movement.

The spider web-like magic he had spread was spread widely across the plains.

Thanks to this, he sensed and canceled out the vibrations that were sent to him when he used the Rakshasa earlier.

Still, what if it happened right at hand?

What happens when you witness a tremor from afar and prepare for it before it happens right in front of your eyes?

'No matter how fast you are, you can't react at this distance.'

“... Tsk!”

As expected, his feet were tied.

The ground tremor went up his legs, and the corps commander quickly tried to relieve it by moving the magic power in his body in the reverse order.

But he shouldn't have prioritized that first.

'Explosive sword.'

The magic sword changes shape as soon as the arm moves.

What it contains at the end is elf technology.

Red fangs intended solely to consume the opponent's magical power.

The attention was diverted as the corps commander loosened his restraints.

Looking for a moment's opportunity is a body strengthened with potions,

Performed in a state of extreme concentration by Rakshasa,

-sting.

Over 5 years.

This is the most familiar movement to me as I have used an escutcheon that breaks easily.

There are countless people who have lost their lives with that simple yet most honest attack.

And now that I hold the magic sword, I wish for victory more desperately than ever.

I stab the exploding sword with utmost concentration so that the song coming from that music box becomes mine.

but-

Deeply-

The corps commander also had the same desire for victory.

Unfortunately, the explosive sword aimed at his body did not reach his heart.

As much as I desire victory, he is also a human being who desires survival.

At the last moment, the corps commander turned his arm inside his body to block the sword.

That arm is a creature created by the devil and containing magical power.

The target was the heart of the corps commander, but the exploding sword reached his arm.

Still, a red sword that responds to magic sufficiently satisfied the conditions.

Kwaaa!

As soon as you see the red light, you throw your body backwards.

The flames sweeping all around surround the commander of the corps, its origin.

Grrr-

The corps commander immediately noticed what was happening and tried to cut off the magic power, but the devil's magic power embedded in that arm did not listen to the corps commander's words.

“Keuuuu...!”

Half of my body is on fire.

Unlike the corps commander who was suppressing his moans, what was heard at the same time was the horrifying and frantic ringing of bells.

Jingling jingling jingling-

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

The devil's arm did not collapse even after the attack.

The hellish Mimic, which was mimicking a human arm, was awakened by shock and began to attack the area around the corps commander indiscriminately, glowing as if to bring out the suppressed theme of its owner, the instinct for destruction.

It reveals its true form, wraps the bell around its wrist, and engulfs everything.

'shit.'

I thought this would be the last time, but it failed spectacularly.

'Even though I didn't have enough time, I was impatient.'

If I had had just a moment more time, I might have been able to reach the point of deformation and then stab his heart while avoiding his arms that came up to defend me.

But just a little bit, really a little bit of time was not enough.

Thanks to this, the demonic creatures begin to run amok, and in the aftermath, there are also stunned people inside.

Hurry up and lift up the nearest Enin first.

When I looked at the other side, I saw Eila limping and carrying Thistle just like me.

Swish-

At that moment, something came out from the body of the rabid commander and flew towards us.

Atir.

The artifact he had poured into his body happened to fall out at the same time as his sleeve burst.

'good. 'It's a success up to this point.'

He places Atyr tightly in Ennin's gauntlet and continues to lead the body.

Even if it were me, the explosion didn't hurt my body.

I don't know the exact condition because I didn't even have time to look around, but even though I took two medications, I felt a burning sensation and my legs didn't move as well as I thought.

Still, that doesn't mean you can stop.

Thinking that his wounds will somehow be resolved by his regenerative ability, he tries to escape from the corps commander's arms.

However, the corps commander did not try to lose me even in that situation.

“... Where are you going!”

He extends his luminous, wounded arm towards me.

“... Fuck.”

It was a time when I thought this was unstoppable.

“I held on well. Lee Rim.”

Hwarim passed by me and stamped his feet.

thud-

“Rachal.”

Entering with ease is at super speed.

“Deterioration.”

She goes beyond her limits even further and receives attacks coming at her.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The black nails deflected Hwarim's sword and returned to the body of the corps commander.

Hwarim blocked the attack and then looked at me.

“Really, really hard work.”

The things in her eyes were pride and regret.

Hwarim was in an environment where he could never leave.

The corps commander is a person who anticipates and prepares for everything.

He would definitely have Atir on his person at all times, and if the corps commander had used Atyr from the beginning when the fight broke out, we might have had to deal with the corps commander and Hwarim at the same time.

Because of those restrictions, she couldn't move forward until the moment we lost consciousness.

But now, with my last attack, she finally has an opportunity to step forward.

Hwarim reaches out to me after putting down Enin.

“Would you please come with me?”

Behind her is a corps commander who still can't get himself together.

I look away from the corps commander and look into her eyes.

I hold her hand and gather myself.

“I started it, so I have to see it to the end.”

Now the fight is in its final moments.

The time has come to finish what you started.

Next to the woman who will always walk by my side, I make up my mind to express my gratitude to her forever.

Overlapping each other's weapons.

My magic sword, her sword,

They use each other's swords as scabbards.

Sereung-

Weapons were drawn for the final fight.

        
            Helias pulls himself together.

The arm created by the devil lost its balance for a moment and gave out its will.

However, we have experienced this type of crisis several times until now.

'Who runs wild as they please?'

He gathered his magic power.

The ultra-fine magical power that had spread across the plain returned to his body and suppressed his flailing arms.

Immediately afterwards, the left half of his body, which had gone out of control, returned to Helias' control.

After gathering himself, he looked at the enemies in front of him.

A soul disease that hurt you.

A collaborator whose identity was unknown until the end.

and-

Another soul disease that has not appeared until now.

Three enemies were surrounding him.

He swallows the moan that was about to escape from his creaking body.

Moaning is the act of giving information to the enemy.

It informs one's position and body condition and instills fighting spirit in the opponent.

For the first time in a long time, an old thought came to mind.

When I was young and still adapting to the battlefield, I had several crises like this.

Whatever the situation, if you calculate it carefully, you will find the value of a breakthrough.

Three people.

Fighting with the majority is familiar.

The tactic of targeting the enemy commander is a tactic that can be easily devised for any enemy, even if it is a group of demonic beasts.

'Being targeted is a common thing.'

The first two thought they had already figured it out, but that wasn't the case.

The moment the last spirit bottle appeared, their mood changed.

'The only reason they targeted Atir was to allow that spirit soldier to move freely.'

At first, he thought the reason he tried to take Athir away from him was simply because he needed it to escape the empire.

However, I realized that that thought was only a part of revealing the hidden side of the new female soul bottle.

What is the role of the newly appeared woman?

‘That woman is also mentally ill. But the atmosphere is the most heterogeneous of them all.'

Helias could tell right away based on his numerous experiences.

The woman's appearance was like a gatekeeper.

If she became stronger by cutting down countless enemies on the battlefield, she is a strong person who cut down challengers who constantly come in one place.

Here, a woman who was just standing in front of him as a soul soldier, but who could have been playing the role of protecting an impregnable fortress, appeared.

'The odds of winning... are not slim.'

Identifying the enemy and at the same time checking one's own condition.

Helias is a person who can objectively see where he is at.

So I realized that the problem was more serious than I thought.

'The consumption is extreme.'

I gathered magical power to suppress the devil's arm, but this was only a temporary measure.

The arm can only endure its rampage by continuing to devour its own magic power.

Now that this has happened, the plan has no choice but to be postponed to a later date.

Calmly judge reality.

'The plan is a failure. This tooth was one that couldn't be held on.'

He decided to destroy the Church of Deshade.

'I have no choice but to kill them all here.'

He holsters his lightsaber Lunatic and takes out another sword.

Always assuming the worst, he brought with him a sword in a gray scabbard.

That was the last of the four swords he took out from the basement of the Immortal Institute.

The items contained in the Immortal Institute's hidden warehouse were the fruits of their research.

The white one is the sword that kills gods, the black one is the sword that kills demons, the red one is the sword that kills dragons, and the last gray sword,

[Sword that kills soul disease]

The sword removes the law of reincarnation hanging on the soul of the soul disease.

However, the sword that kills soul disease is merely a by-product of researching other things.

It is a great feat to cut off the laws of the world with a mere piece of iron, but the price is that the law of one sword is broken the moment it is cut.

The goal of researchers at the Immortal Institute is not the death of soul disease, but the death of those who truly enjoy eternal life.

To them, the sword was just a by-product, so they had no intention of improving it further.

I just made several of the same sword to prepare for the unexpected.

So, although a breakable sword is inconvenient for Helias, who prefers a fast sword, he decided that there was no sword better than this to deal with the two spirit soldiers in the current situation.

And the moment I made that decision, for some reason, I remembered the words of a younger friend.

‘It’s changed. Helias.'

The longsword told him he had changed.

'I've changed?'

Helias couldn't understand.

What on earth has changed?

She had been living like this even before he knew her.

The time I met the longsword was when he had already forced himself to wear the dignity befitting the name of a corps commander.

So the commander of the corps gave his already late answer alone.

'I am a person who has lived by throwing sand in the eyes of enemies and using fallen corpses as stepping stones. I've been like this from the beginning.'

Helias thought he had just gone back.

At a time when he was about to lose everything he had achieved, he says he just went back and found his original intention.

“I haven’t changed. Long sword.”

Self-talk strengthens the will and makes humans stronger.

What if the devil absorbs the magic power?

“I have more magical power than that.”

What should I do if I cannot open my left eye, which was damaged by fire?

“I once fought with my eyes closed in the mud rain.”

What if the three powerful men want to extinguish their own spark of life?

“I am the one who survived despite being surrounded by thousands of troops.”

That moment,

Exciting-

Helias has risen to an even higher level.

Survivor Helias Sain Tion is human.

Humans are constantly changing beings, and they are humans who have survived repeatedly.

So now, he has grown again to survive.

'... My lovely daughter Razael. The father may not be ready to die yet. Now, when I thought it was the end, the world is starting to show again.'

The vessel of his soul, which he thought could not grow any further, became even stronger, and he was able to see parts of the world, instead of the world, with invisible eyes.

He picked up a sword to survive again.

Kill the three opponents who opposed you,

He decided to live again.

-------------------------------

There are three people who can move.

Aila, Hwarim, and me.

Although the original formation was not achieved properly, Thistle and Enin were originally planning to join Hwarim as assistants from the moment Hwarim entered.

It's a shame that the two assistants are gone, but we just have to work harder.

With that in mind, the three of us surrounded the corps commander again, but the corps commander is once again trying to instill regret in us.

The sword he holds is a sword that kills soul bottles.

The corps commander changed his mind to kill us outright.

But I wasn't scared because I had overcome my fear of swords before.

What's really scary is the change that was seen in the previous corps commander.

“... I grew up in this moment.”

Hwarim was the first to notice the change.

We judged him to have reached the pinnacle of his realm, but limits are not something someone sets.

The word 'nojang' simply refers to the fact that he is 'old' and does not indicate that he is a complete person.

He held his chin and looked aloof.

Even though all the magic threads had been recovered and returned to his body, I felt that the wounded eyes were penetrating not only our movements but also our thoughts.

Hwarim commented on the corps commander.

“Irim. Now that I've seen something like that, I'll definitely admit it.”

“What?”

“There are many people in this world who are stronger than me when I was alive.”

Hwarim said that and tightened his grip on the sword.

It's rare to see your hands sweating.

“The author is stronger than me. He is a human being who is not just a little stronger, but much stronger, and will become stronger in the future.”

Hwarim took on the pose of a challenger for the first time.

Seeing Hwarim like that, Aila, who was still massaging her throbbing solar plexus, showed a rare expression of anger.

However, it looked a bit like a child's complaint.

“So what about that? I don't need it all. I'm really going to do this from now on! I will do whatever it takes to get rid of people like that who fight so viciously!”

“... Fuhahaha!”

“What is it? Why is Hwarim smiling? I’m really serious today, right?”

When Hwarim saw Aila like that, she burst out laughing even though the situation was serious.

“No, no. Hmm... I thought it was such a fun situation to think that even you would be that angry with me.”

“Really? How does it feel like you're lying?”

“Is it true? Okay, so hold your sword properly.”

“I don’t like something...”

Aila heard her words and tightened her grip on the white sword.

In fact, Aila's appearance was covered in dirt and grass from rolling on the ground earlier, and Hwarim unintentionally relaxed when she saw that appearance.

The fight is at the last moment.

The corps commander will try to kill us before his magic power runs out.

To be honest, the win rate is not even half of what I initially thought.

However, Hwarim is forced to declare war to make the world's principles of probability a certain future.

“Raise your sword.”

At Hwarim's words, Aila and I raise our swords.

“There is a saying called ‘Three Holy Tigers’.”

The sword held high reinforces one's origins.

“Victory is something you create with your own hands, and if three humans shout out for victory, our victory will be confirmed.”

Hwarim speaks as he thrusts his sword towards the corps commander.

“Speaking as challenger Hwarim. I will win against you in order to prolong the future of walking together with Lee Rim.”

Eila shouts out next.

“Reincarnation Aila! I must win for my pride and my friends!”

Next, I make a promise.

“Soul disease Lee Lim. I will win to let you know that I am a human being and not a soul disease.”

Three victories were declared.

The corps commander accepted the challenging declaration.

“... Good.”

He held his sword forward like that.

A sword that kills soul disease.

The corps commander speaks as he points his sword, containing his determination and will to kill, at us, at me.

“Humans survive by drinking even muddy water.”

And he too declares:

It roared under the moonlight.

“If you want to win, take it!

If you are human, prove it to me, soul disease!

Beat this Helias sign, Tion, take everything from me and become a true human!!!”

As soon as the roar ended, the beast charged.

He, who had not deviated much from his position while dealing with us, moved his body.

The first one to target is Aila.

“Did you underestimate me?! You underestimated me!”

It is natural to target the injured first.

He quickly went for Aela first, solely for the sake of victory.

“Irim. Let’s go.”

“Yes.”

I quickly catch up with him.

This is balance.

Attacking from three directions is not a welcome formation for a corps commander.

So, this is a fight between him, who wins the moment he breaks the balance, and us, who can only win by maintaining this balance until the end.

Kaang!

The moment the corps commander's sword collides with Eila, we too stab the corps commander in the back.

Kakakang!

The sword aimed at the rear naturally bounces off the corps commander's sword, which rotates his body once.

“It's over when you're surrounded.”

In front of him, Eila declared-

Our attack surrounding the corps commander has begun.

Kakakakakakakang!

A series of attacks carried out by three people.

What unfolds is an endless hell of elf swordsmanship and triple strikes without a break.

Kakakakakakakak!

We couldn't help but be surprised, even though we were the ones creating that hell.

The corps commander was calm.

The moment he blocks the triple strike, another triple strike comes, but he blocks our attacks without even allowing a single wound to be inflicted on his body, as if he can see the trajectory of all the swords.

It's not that we are slow.

He was just faster.

Even though it was only one sword dancing in both his hands, it moved faster than the swords of three people.

'Twirl the pen!'

The moment I saw that image, what came to mind was a memory I thought had absolutely nothing to do with it.

He twirled everything in his hands.

Healing herbs, a pen and a wooden stick on the ground.

I just thought it was a habit, but it wasn't such a habit.

That's the rule of the anomalous sword.

For him, who lives in an endless series of battles, self-discipline must not stop.

However, since he has risen to the position of corps commander and has work to do, he naturally has no choice but to neglect other things.

What he did to avoid losing his sense of the battlefield was to turn objects with his fingers.

Whirling-

There is only one spinning sword, but there are two hands holding it.

The left and right hands constantly exchange swords to counter our onslaught.

Rather, it started to overwhelm me.

“What... this is ridiculous!”

“This is your true self.”

The swords of the three people who launched a triple attack were quickly attacked by the corps commander.

His sword actually became faster than ours, and he began to attack whenever he had time.

'This is real talent.'

After seeing that, I was convinced that if there was such a thing as a wall, that wall would be the corps commander.

Aila and Hwarim have never told me that I have great sense, but that I have great potential.

The only way to say that he has real talent is to say it to the corps commander right in front of me.

And he was a human being who possessed both hard work and talent.

“... I see. I said it looked familiar and you were an elf.”

The corps commander struck back our sword and recognized Aila's identity.

“What? How did you know that?”

At the words of the corps commander, Aila busily counters the attack and asks.

“The current sword. I said it felt somewhat familiar, but it was identical to the swordsmanship of the opponent I had defeated for the first time. I looked into it after that. We have invited numerous adventurers and seen their skills. But the crazy attack that I lost that day was a technique that no one knew about.”

The attack was much faster than before, but the corps commander's breathing did not waver.

“After that, I looked into the swords of other races. And then I found out. That sword is a sword technique used by elf patrols disguised as adventurers. And the sword you guys use is the same as back then.”

As soon as those words ended, the sword grazed Eila's ear.

“Kak!”

As blood flowed from her ears, Aila's magic was lifted.

The elf's long ears are exposed, and the corps commander speaks while looking at the ears.

“Good. It's a great opportunity after a long time. I will declare with you all. I will win here. I will defeat you guys who use the same sword techniques that I was the only one to defeat, and I will return to the truly undefeated Helias!”

At that moment, his sword absorbed our sword and evolved.

His anomalous sword was combined with the triple strike we had been doing so far.

“Sleep... Is this really dangerous?!”

“Umm...”

The three of us could no longer attack.

The corps commander caught up with our swords, and the triple strike was incorporated into his swordsmanship, making him faster and stronger.

I believe that if things continue like this, we may fall one by one.

'You have to get out first!'

I quickly transformed the magic sword into an explosion sword and stabbed it into his body.

Kang!

“What...!”

But the sword did not react.

“If you thought the same technique would work twice, you were wrong.”

The corps commander seemed to have already been aware of the explosion sword, and the moment the tip of the red sword was about to touch him, he rotated his magical power in the opposite direction, canceling out the complete loss of magical energy.

And when I attempted that attack and tried to use the explosion to fall back, I naturally became defenseless.

“First one.”

What is flying at me in that state is death.

A sword that kills soul bottles surrounded by magical power.

That sword is a weapon that does not distinguish between minor and fatal wounds, especially for soul soldiers.

The moment the soul bottle touches the sword, the rules are broken and it can never be resurrected again.

In a situation where I couldn't do anything, all I could think about was that I was really going to die as the sword came at me.

Aila and Hwarim saw my sword and retreated first in preparation for an explosion.

Just when I thought there was no more help -

“Stray Light.”

A white wall appeared, blocking my path.

A wall of divine power that is very pale but still strong.

The corps commander frowned and stepped back when his sword was blocked by the wall.

I also took that as an opportunity to throw myself backwards and only then did I look back at the woman who saved me.

“No one can take Lee Rim.”

Thistle has woken up from fainting and is stretching out her arms in this direction.

One arm was wrapped around her, as if it had been broken earlier, but she did not give up and stood up, relying on the claymore, and continued.

“Even if it means death.”

        
            An opportunity that Thistle gave me once.

Everyone should make sure that the opportunity is not wasted.

“Good.”

It would be foolish to stick to the same method again since you know that even if three people attack you, you are no match.

Create another winning move.

It starts with Aila’s chant.

“Life built up in layers.”

First, go to the rear and gather the remaining magical power.

The corps commander did not miss that sight.

Since the corps commander knows that Aila is an elf, what will happen at the end of the chant is unknown.

He picks up his sword and goes to attack Eila.

The one who stands up to such a corps commander is Hwarim, who, upon seeing Aila retreating, was the first to move to the front line to protect her.

The corps commander's only interest is Aila.

Hwarim tries to use Rakshasa again to tie up the corps commander as much as possible, but-

“Nacha...”

thud-

The corps commander was the first to raise his foot.

“Get out of the way.”

Kaaaang!

“Ugh...!”

Instead, he stops Hwa-rim in his tracks and then delivers a powerful blow that makes it impossible for him to avoid, sending Hwa-rim flying in front of Aila.

'You copied Rakshasa exactly?'

He has talent that far surpasses mine and even made Hwarim take on the attitude of a challenger, once again showing an unbelievable performance.

The corps commander has already come out and seen Hwarim’s Rakshasa once.

Reaching the pinnacle of swordsmanship is a state where you can create your own answers.

Rakshasa is a technique that can properly tie the opponent's feet only if it succeeds in its unique vibration method.

Although Hwarim said I was fast when he saw that I had mastered such skills in just a few weeks, the corps commander uncovered the secret in just a few minutes.

Still, I gained a little bit of time.

“Thirteen souls in one vessel.”

When the second verse was reached, Aila's white sword took on a brilliant light.

And when I stopped Aila from shouting the last starter, the corps commander saw that and changed his choice.

The inhibition of magical power wrapped around the arm is released.

rattle-

Since time would be delayed again the moment I crossed swords with me anyway, I thought I would rather use the Hell Mimic and wipe Aela and I out entirely.

The look of the moment.

The moment I saw the devil's arm enlarge again and lean wide behind the corps commander, I too moved.

“Desire.”

In order to obtain everything, he creates a jet-black sword with the power to destroy everything.

The sword faces the Hell Mimic.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

When the arm that wounded the soul and the sword that destroyed any enemy collided, fragments flew in all directions.

The devil's arm created by the Great Demon Wen Grain was wounded for the first time and lost its momentum, and the Black Sword's own body was destroyed, sending fragments flying towards the corps commander.

Therefore, Aila was definitely protected.

“Thirteen Erg!”

Twelve transparent illusionary swords were created around Aila.

The corps commander revises his judgment again at that moment.

If I couldn't stop the elf's chant, I decided to kill the soul bottle in front of me first.

That's a dramatic decision.

Suddenly-

He cut off his arm, which had completely lost its strength.

The Hell Mimic, cut to the elbows by the black sword, is abandoned by the corps commander and falls to the ground. The corps commander pierces the fragments of the black sword and throws a sword that kills the soul disease at me.

That's what I was waiting for.

“Explosion Sword.”

Move magical power.

But what is in your hand is just the handle of a sword.

If it's a sword, it's already scattered in the air.

The magic power contained in the soul vessel contained in the artifact, not in my body, is reversed.

The broken fragments containing the devil's power turn into red sword fragments that respond to the opponent's magical power.

The number of small fingernail-sized fragments flying in the air is approximately 100 or more.

The corps commander, whose body was covered with extremely fine magic, crashed into those fragments without being able to stop.

What happens after-

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

Chain explosion.

Each and every one of the numerous fragments containing elf technology caused a fatal explosion for the corps commander.

“Irim!”

At the same time, phantom swords created by Aela appeared before my eyes and changed their appearance into a form of defense.

I watch without taking my eyes off the explosion that occurred in front of me from behind the barrier that was made just in time.

'Will this really be the end?'

His persistence now raises questions.

And the question turned out to be true.

“That can’t be possible.”

The corps commander survived.

Even though his entire body exploded with magic, he took another step forward through the flames.

His persistence is scary, like a monster, but he is human.

So fear turned into awe.

“Irim!”

Thistle, who had once again gathered divine power, created a barrier against me.

A double defensive wall unfolds before your eyes.

The corps commander raises his sword towards me.

Opening one burned eye,

Stepping on the ground with bare bones,

He flutters his tanned beard as he breathes while suppressing a moan,

The human Helias Sain walks the path of Tion.

He wields a sword to survive.

bang!

A wall made of divine power, a wall as strong as a paladin, was broken in an instant.

He swung the sword with one arm again.

Clink!

The wall of illusion that Aela had created was broken.

He was still much stronger than someone like me.

'Can we stop it?'

A question arises when you see him.

I was going to win against him and prove that I was human and not a soul disease.

But if that thing is a human being, then am I really a human being?

With that in mind, I raise my sword.

I raised my sword towards the sword that I thought would never be able to block.

Something happened that changed my thoughts.

“Irim!”

Behind the corps commander, Enin's voice was heard from far away.

She could barely stand up.

I stood up, putting my hands on my shaking knees and enduring the pain of broken bones piercing my body.

In her hand was Atir.

Enine shouts.

“Please win!”

At the same time, light burst from Atyr.

Flash-

Then something strange happens.

Although I have encountered numerous commands using Atyr, this is a phenomenon I have never experienced before.

That's a method that not everyone knew about because Atir had only been used for suppression up until now.

Enin's cry, his desire for victory, is not a command from a human to a soul soldier, but a prayer from humans to humans.

Its origin is to return the power contained in Atyr, which was created separately from the soul bottle, back to the soul bottle.

'Magical power soars.'

Atyr disappeared from Enin's hand, leaving a trail behind and flew towards me faster than the commander's sword and entered my body.

An opportunity cannot be missed.

It circulates magical power throughout the body and strengthens physical abilities.

Correct your mind.

‘Know the weight of death. My death is not my death alone. My death is the death of everyone here.'

I am reminded of the words of the corps commander.

But my heart doesn't stop there.

'And everyone's death is also my death. Everyone here kept their courage until the end. So what was I so afraid of and trying to give up? 'Everyone's courage is also my courage.'

The consideration comes to an end.

'I stood up several times. I believed that if you don't give up, the end will turn into a beginning. Even though it was irrational, I stood here, chewing and swallowing that moment.'

I put my never-giving-up heart and my beliefs into my sword.

A magic sword is a sword that does not have any blackness.

Since it is already a mass of magical power, it does not require sword energy.

By covering the sword with sword energy, it becomes even stronger.

If the magic sword is a sword made of obsession with a desire for revenge, then I overturned that obsession with my beliefs.

Soon the sword takes on a brilliant blue light.

That sword,

Stab the corps commander.

Kaaa!

Crossed swords.

The sword that cuts down the soul disease and the sword that does not give up collide.

What the corps commander's sword created was a single cross-shaped starlight.

However, the starlight was different from before.

Another growth achieved.

The other side of starlight is a fierce multi-attack.

The one invisible attack that was hidden behind the visible light has now increased to ten.

The corps commander was growing and fighting until the end.

and,

One sword was broken.

Cheer up!

What was broken was the corps commander's sword.

No matter how much magical power was forged to the limit, the sword that was made at a lower cost, thinking that it was only meant to cut down soul sickness, was defeated by my sword.

My sword pierced the commander's heart.

He stopped moving.

However, even though he was stabbed in a vital spot, the fire in his eyes still did not go out.

I tell him to give up now.

“There are no weapons anymore.”

The lightsaber he loved fell far away with the explosion.

The body that was constantly moving loses strength as soon as the heart is stabbed.

And yet, even with a sword stuck in his heart, his eyes were still alive and he did not give up.

“Why are there no weapons? What was lying in the ground was a lump of iron.”

He drew his sword at the last moment.

A sword that must have been stuck in the ground as a remnant of a defeated soldier fell.

With my last remaining arm, I pull out one of the weapons lying around and try to stab myself in the neck.

Kang!

But that too was blocked.

“I told you, right? Lee Rim says no one can take him.”

Although he could not even breathe in the magic power that contained the entire strength of the corps commander, the sword he threw with all his might was blocked by Thistle's claymore that was approaching before he knew it.

“... ha.”

dump-

The corps commander kneels.

My knees, which had been walking steadily all my life, had finally lost their strength.

“... Yes. It's your victory.”

He literally acknowledged our victory.

There was no more clanging sound from the field.

The only thing you can hear is the sound of the music box playing the last song you listen to before going to sleep.

Hearing that music, the corps commander spits out blood and speaks.

“... Wow!”

“...”

“... Soul disease.”

“... Yes.”

“Tell me why I lost.”

The undefeated hero asked me the reason for his defeat.

“... We trusted each other, but no one trusted the corps commander.”

The corps commander stays still for a moment, looks at the people surrounding him, and becomes convinced.

“... That sounds really stupid, but it makes sense. Because fighting is all about pages.”

The corps commander put his arms around his waist.

It seems that the rest of his eyes are no longer visible, so he relies only on his senses to find the sword he originally wielded, the lightsaber, but the sword was not in its original place because it flew away earlier.

“... Please give me a sword.”

In the end, the corps commander asked me to bring the sword, and although Aila happened to be where his sword was, Aila signaled to me with an anxious look in her eyes even though she was holding the sword.

It looks like the corps commander is afraid that it will happen again.

“It’s okay.”

However, despite my feeling, the corps commander did not show any more will to fight.

So, when he asks Aila to throw the sword, she ends up reluctantly throwing the sword.

As if he could hear the sound even though he couldn't see, the corps commander grabbed the sword that flew in the air.

He then placed the handle of the sword between his eyes and held it quietly while resting it on the ground.

We couldn't understand the meaning of what he was doing.

Do you pray to God before you die?

Or is it that I feel the long flash of my past life through the sword?

After some time had passed, the corps commander did this until his hand could no longer hold the sword, and then he spoke to me again.

“Sword.”

“Yes.”

“Send the sword to my daughter.”

He let go and the sword fell in front of me.

“I guess the reason you asked where your family was was because of the music box, right? If so, please ask for a bonus.”

Raise your sword.

Go straight to where the music box is.

Then I noticed one thing.

Even in the aftermath of the battle, the music box that the corps commander placed on the stone did not even have a scratch.

Even as magical power exploded and demonic creatures scoured the ground, all the storms avoided the area where the music box was located.

earth-

When I lifted the music box, the song seemed to have finished and the music box stopped singing with a clear sound.

Pick up the music box and return to the corps commander.

“Do you really value your family?”

“Sounds obvious.”

He answered as if it were the truth that could not be questioned even a single bit.

“Have you not thought about valuing other people’s lives just as much?”

“Are we going to talk about people who are already dead? I'm sorry, but the only things that deserve my respect are living things.”

“Before they were killed by you, they were all alive.”

“If it wasn’t for me, they would have died anyway.”

“You don’t know that.”

“That’s right. Actually, I don't know. I don’t know, it’s something… Cough!”

He vomited blood for a moment.

Helias Sain Tion makes his will.

“It has decided to devour me, so try to survive as long as you can. ... Lee Rim.”

“... I understand.”

That was the end.

He took my breath away as he showed his explosive life and the wonder of life until the very end.

His spirit flows into me.

The soul that contained enormous magical power became a single trace and was absorbed into me.

Unlike other souls, as it has lived a fairly long life and the amount of magic power it has accumulated, its trajectory has not been interrupted for a long time.

We watched it for a while.

Even though there was still a lot of work to be done and even though we had to hurry back and start our escape, we didn't move.

We clearly saw the human being we had killed.

“... Let’s go back.”

After some time had passed, the first to speak was Thistle, who had finished praying for the dead.

After hearing her words, we start preparing to go back.

“Are you okay?”

“To be honest, no. I feel like my whole body is broken.”

Although we were exhausted, the ones who were in good shape were me, Hwarim, and Aila.

Two people were injured.

Thistle is limping, as if his previously broken arm is broken again and his leg is also in trouble, and Enin is not able to get his body together easily, as if his ribs are broken.

Hwarim and Aela helped Enin, but trying to support Thistle by myself was harder than I thought.

“... You win.”

Still, there was one more person.

Raines, who had already reached where we were, helped me and supported Thistle's body on the other side.

“Of course I won. Because we brought it all this way to win.”

I was so exhausted that I just skipped over what he said.

I don't know if it was because he was a little dissatisfied with my attitude, but Raines was on the other side of Thistle and kept looking in my direction.

I try to pretend not to notice those looks and move quickly, just fast enough to prevent the injured people from getting hurt further.

        
            Inside the walls of Grace Estate, luxurious accommodations are lined up in one corner.

Even though the houses were built at a high cost, the fact that the accommodations are not located in the center of the city but are spread out on the outskirts means that they were built much later than other buildings.

Important facilities were located in order from the very center of the city, and there were other places where it had not yet been decided what buildings would be allowed to be erected, and those streets were where lodgings were decided to be built in the future.

Originally, the street had its own name named after the founder who proposed creating such a district.

However, since the history of Grace Estate is history, this street was built only about 4 years ago, and the original founder, who is the owner of the street name, is alive and well, so calling the street by his name is a bit like treating him as dead. I feel like it's a bit rude.

So people just collectively called the beginning and end of this place 'Noble Street', and the founder, noble officers, and commoners all implicitly agreed and agreed that this street was called by that name.

The role of this place is as a lodging for noble officers.

Unless they are nobles whose territories survived the Great War, most nobles in the Kingdom Alliance join the military and wander around following personnel changes.

Even if they die soon, they are nobles, so they felt uncomfortable mixing with commoners, and there was a lot of friction due to the difference in status.

So, after many controversies, the commander of the corps, who ultimately adopted the proposal of a nobleman, created a street for nobles in one corner of Grace Estate.

Sieghill Macren was under probation in a lodging on that street.

Although he was destroyed, he is the second son of the Duke's family and has a very close relationship with the Gaia Church.

That's why the corps commander tried to kill Sieghill Macren, but since he was unable to kill him while wearing the mask of a murderer, he followed the appropriate procedures as a corps commander and ordered him to be placed on probation.

And Sieghill Macren could not endure the indefinite probation imposed by the corps commander and eventually left his lodgings after more than a week.

“Damn you guys, I can’t take it anymore.”

The accommodation isn't bad.

Rather, the accommodation that Sieghill is under probation is one of the highest quality among the accommodations on this street.

The food served on time was prepared by skilled chefs for picky nobles, and the rooms were decorated as nicely as the rooms prepared by royal nobles to welcome important guests.

But those things are not important to Sieghill Macren.

His goal is always one thing.

Sieghill Macren must regain its status as a ducal family.

In order to achieve that, he had to achieve a feat as soon as possible that would allow him to have a large say in the capital as well as in the Gaia Church.

“We can’t delay this any longer.”

Naturally, a soldier was waiting at the door to prevent his affair, but the soldier could not stop him.

When the soldier heard the sound of Sieghill Macren coming down the stairs making a fuss from inside, the soldier sighed and, thinking that he was coming, gave up on trying to stop him.

Even if he had intended to stop it, the soldier would never have been able to stop Sieghill.

Crunch-clack-clack-

When the soldier sees the iron knights approaching, shaking the ground, he turns his head and pretends not to see them.

Knights in green armor and Soul Knights soon approached Sieg Hill as he came out the door.

A day before he left the dorm, Sieghill sent a letter to the wizards who were cooperating with him, telling them to go to his workshop immediately and wake up the Soul Knights.

Since the person who gave the order was a human, the wizards hurried to the barracks and woke up the Soul Knights who had been put to sleep because Deshade could not do much.

Sieghill controlled those Soul Knights from afar and had them come out to meet us in front of the hotel.

'good. Let's go back to the lab first.'

Sieghill wasn't really quiet at the dorm.

It was at that moment when he was about to return to the barracks after having the Soul Knights hold a pile of paper on which he had written the Soul Knight improvement plan he had been thinking about for a long time, a week.

“Aaaagh!”

The moment he came out onto the main street, Sieghill saw a group of people screaming and running away.

“... What's going on?”

This is the street of nobles.

Commoners tend to pass by quietly, even if they have to, so as not to cause unnecessary commotion.

So, as Sieghill knows, this must have been an area where commoners passed by without making any noise, but even though it was clearly such an area, the streets were now in a state of chaos due to the crowd of people.

Macren caught one of those people.

“Who, who is it!”

“Shut up and use honorifics. A lowly guy.”

Sieghill grabbed the man right in front of him.

The man had a fairly sturdy physique, and compared to the people around him, he was huge in every way, so he would have had the courage to match, but even such a man was screaming and running away.

“Ears, nobles are better! Sorry, sorry.”

“Okay, explain the situation. What kind of mess is this now?”

Macren tried to hear the situation from the man.

However, even though he was in front of a nobleman, the man showed signs of wanting to run away even while the Soul Knight was holding his arm, as if there was something more important than that.

“Well... I'll tell you, but can you please move to the other side and do it?”

“Do you want to die?”

Good luck!

“Hiik!”

So Macren created a flame in his hand.

Fire is a phenomenon that causes primal fear in life.

Humans began to develop because they overcame such fire, but the man, whose mind was now pushed to its limit by another fear, eventually gave in to the violence and explained the situation to Markren.

“Ah, I understand. Well, that... the devil has come out!”

“What?”

Macren asked back, wondering if he had heard him clearly.

This is Grace’s estate.

It is the second largest city in the Kingdom Union and is where the 3rd Legion, one of the three legions that support the Kingdom Union, resides. It is also where the Gaia Church's temple occupies a huge site in the city.

It is absurd that a devil would come out of such a city.

However, the man seemed to have decided that he should tell everything since he had already said so, and he revealed all the information he knew.

“It started from the north plaza! People started running from there, shouting that the devil had come out!”

“Did you see the devil in person?”

“Well... he's not the devil, but...”

“No, but? Speak quickly.”

The man had a hard time explaining something.

Rather than not wanting to talk, he looked like he was having a hard time explaining what he had witnessed because it was something he had never seen before.

But for Macren, such a situation is just frustrating.

So he made the fire bigger and the man who saw the fire again does his best to explain.

“Well, there was a monster I had never seen before!”

“Monster?”

“Yes. Although the monsters took human form... their entire bodies were wrapped in black bandages, and their fingernails and claws were abnormally large. There was no lower jaw. So the tongue was sticking out from under it. They were monsters that looked like that, but they bent down and used both their hands and legs to run around and kill people!”

When Macren heard the explanation, the first thing that came to mind was from his knowledge.

'Is it a ghoul lineage?'

Ghouls are the only monsters that have a human shape, but a curved back, long fingernails, and a long tongue.

‘Why is the ghoul here? No, it looks a little weirder than that.'

Ghouls are essentially a type of undead.

The undead are those that come back to life after ghosts attach themselves to a corpse that has not been properly buried.

Among them, ghouls are spirits that have died of starvation and are transformed into corpses, and they constantly move to consume living things.

Since its strength is determined by the intensity of its desires before death, a ghoul that dies after suffering 'starvation' is the second strongest after a ghost that was burned to death.

However, no matter how strong it is, it is ultimately a monster driven by only one desire.

If things go as they should be, such monsters will be sufficiently eradicated along the lines of the security forces.

However, the fact that people are so confused means that it is impossible to suppress them even with security forces or soldiers.

“What are the knights and paladins of the army doing?”

“Well, the knights heard the news and immediately rushed out with their weapons. But the number of ghouls is so high that you are having a hard time!”

Sieghill, who heard those words, thought this was his chance.

He first released the man and decided on a destination.

'First of all, it's attack and defense.'

An opponent that even knights and paladins struggle with.

The reason they struggle may be because there are a lot of ghouls, but another reason may be because they are afraid of getting hurt.

'It's a ghoul created by the devil himself. Some unexpected guys popped out.'

It was easy to find out what the knights were thinking.

Ordinary ghouls are those who run amok near graveyards, so they are categorized among adventurers.

However, if we say that it is a ghoul created by the devil, the meaning changes.

A devil is a being that can directly hurt the human soul.

And when the soul is hurt, it means suffering worse than death.

So the knights must be fighting against the ghouls created by the devil.

“Now is the time for Soul Knight to step forward.”

Sieghil Macren quickly walked to the barracks' research center, thinking about how many Soul Knight bodies he had just made.

For a moment, he decided to just run without any need for dignity or anything, and started running with a maniacal smile.

A total of 50 pieces of Soul Knight armor were prepared.

He was excited.

As soon as you return, if you throw in as many soul soldiers as you can and use that army to deal with the ghouls and the demons at the end, this will be an unprecedented feat.

However, even though it is the same principle that soul patients also have their souls hurt, Sieghill Macren did not consider that at all.

Because soul soldiers are nothing more than sacrifices to him.

-------------------------------

Astesia was in the dorm with Deshade.

Among them, Deshade was the first to notice the anomaly, and Astesia also noticed the devil's descent with a narrow difference from God.

“D, Deshade... Is this feeling...”

“... Yes. The devil has descended.”

As soon as Deshade got that feeling, he immediately used his powers to assess the situation.

An alley in the north of the city.

There was a pagan high priest in that alley.

The high priest, who had no eyes and radiated a hideous aura, was pulling out the heart of the wounded old man in front of him, Bulterion, and holding it up.

The black liquid sprinkled on the floor is a magic circle created using the devil's magic.

The magic circle drawn across the entire blockaded district had attracted all the souls who had died in the alleys, and the high priest had summoned the devil by offering those souls as sacrifices.

The devil's appearance was neat.

The devil had the appearance of a human noblewoman and was wearing a brimmed hat with a dark veil.

The only thing that was different was that the dress and hat were all black, and the size was so large that it reached the window of a two-story building.

The devil accepted the final offering offered by the high priest without a sound.

And then-

gulp-

Just like that, the belly of the dress opened and turned into a huge mouth, swallowing the heart whole.

The devil's name is Hearth Dillian.

In the old books of wizards, it is recorded with the theme 'Hearth Dillian, the demon of childhood', and in the Church of Gaia, it is called 'an amorphous re-creator' and is a being that insults humans.

Demons classified as intermediate level in hell are demons that would never dream of descending to earth because they do not even have followers.

However, the devil was able to descend thanks to the tenacity of Vortex Trigger, the pagan high priest, who was angry at the loss of his flesh and blood, and the artificial altar created by corpses piled up in one area for a long time.

The devil didn't stop there.

The guest from hell opened his stomach again and swallowed the pagan high priest.

After some time passed, the first ghoul was born in the devil's stomach.

The ghoul ran out of the alley and made its first victim in the northern plaza. The victim went into the stomach of the intermediate demon that followed and was reborn as a ghoul.

As this began to happen repeatedly, the city soon became engulfed in chaos.

“D, Deshade. People are confused.”

Astesia saw those people from the window of the church and told Deshade.

The devil's descent.

For Deshade, that is unacceptable.

God is the law of the world to prevent the devil from coming to earth, so Deshade must stop it.

“Deshade?”

“...”

Yet Deshade remained silent.

Astesia couldn't figure out why Deshade was doing that.

Normally, he would have been immediately angry upon hearing that he was the devil.

But Deshade was just looking at the people outside the window with himself.

'What are you looking at?'

Astesia followed Deshade's gaze and looked out the window.

Confused crowd.

Astesia looked back and forth between the crowd and Deshade, and soon realized who he was looking at.

Disparate beings even in the crowd.

A young wizard running with a smile and knights in green armor following behind him.

They are Sieghill Macren and Soul Knights.

Deshade was told by his direct advisor, Lee Rim, not to read people's thoughts carelessly, but now he was reading Sieghill Macren's thoughts.

After a moment, Deshade opened his mouth.

“Did you ultimately choose that path?”

God read the young man's thoughts, the thoughts of oppressing the living and forcing their souls to do as they please.

He read those human choices.

And God also made up his own mind after seeing such human choices.

“In that case, I will choose it too. I will decide to make a choice to block your choice.”

Deshade took his eyes off the window and returned to his seat.

Astesia noticed that God's eyes had changed.

The helmet, which normally had blue eyes, had now turned red.

Deshade made his decision, his red eyes burning through the gap in his helmet.

To liberate all soul diseases.

        
            We finally reached the castle gate after walking for a long time because there were injured people.

We had no choice but to stop for a moment in front of the gate.

“... What's going on here?”

Screams coming from all directions.

People running out of the castle gate without order.

The sound of terminals and weapons moving from far away inside.

“Slow down! Please get out slowly!”

In front of the gate, the soldiers of the garrison and security forces guarding the castle wall tried to control the human weight so that the person who fell would not be crushed to death, but no one listened to them.

For those who run without knowing who started first, the moment they fall behind because they cannot keep up with the speed of others, they are pushed by the person behind them and fall, and the first to be eliminated from the competition were children and the elderly.

“This is crazy...”

Doo doo doo doo doo-

The sound of footsteps like a herd of animals made by numerous people.

Between the legs that cause the sound of footsteps, the shape of the words experienced by those who fell can be seen.

“Dae, what on earth is this...!”

Thistle and Ennin barely managed to push the injured people out of the way and reached the fallen people, but they were already dead.

This place has now become a city of chaos that no one can control.

“... Let's go inside first. You won't be able to do anything here.”

When Hwarim called Thistle and Enin, the two finally gathered their composure and started walking again.

From the looks of it, this is just the starting point of the chaos we saw and the destination for those fleeing from the inside.

If you want to find out more details, you have no choice but to go inside.

'Are Astesia and Deshade safe?'

The first thing that comes to mind is the two who were left behind in the dorm.

In this chaotic situation, if you make a careless move, you will lose each other.

The two of them will be waiting in the dormitory to use Astesia's ability to move with us to the outskirts of Peria.

However, if the cause of this chaos was close to the church's dormitory, the two people might have taken refuge first.

Still, since something like that may have happened, we have to go back to the dorm first and make sure they are both safe. If not, the two of them would have left the dorm to avoid danger and gone to the outskirts of Peria first, so we can go there too.

As I continued to run toward the dormitory, I saw a group of security forces moving in the opposite direction to the people running away.

Among them was Hygenic.

He was running here and there, gathering soldiers who were busy controlling the chaos, joining his ranks, and moving forward.

“Maluan! Kandir! Stop controlling and join us! We must go to the defense line!”

“Ha, but boss! If we leave people like this, the damage will only increase!”

“Give up on that! What we have to choose is to avoid the worst situation. If the defense line is breached, it will be instantaneous for them to expand their power to the refugee camp outside! So now we have to choose the more certain one!”

“Ugh... I understand!”

I quickly approached him in the same direction and spoke to him.

“Hygenic!”

“Who, who is it?”

He looked distracted, but only noticed me after I walked up to him and tapped him on the shoulder.

“Me! Soul disease.”

“Oh, was it you?”

As he answered, he looked at the people behind me.

For a moment, his face showed an expression as if reinforcements had come to help them in this situation, but when he saw the two people being supported and realized that it was not for that purpose, he became a little depressed.

Still, he probably thought it was shameless to ask for help after seeing us like that, so instead of asking for help, he recommended evacuation as citizens.

“Soul disease. I don't know what business you're here for, but it looks like there's someone injured, so I recommend getting out of the castle quickly.”

“It’s okay. We have just returned to the castle. But I don't know what happened. For now, I'm going to check if Deshade and other members of the church are safe.”

“I’m sorry. I'm busy right now so I don't have time to explain the situation.”

“If possible, would you mind explaining it as you go? If you are on your way to the church, we will also help you.”

“... Are you okay? There seem to be a lot of injured people.”

“I was considerate. Please talk while moving.”

A hygenic person is a person with a good head.

As the commander of the security forces, he made a clear recommendation, and I rejected it once.

There is no need to discuss this further.

When I said that, Hygenics also calculated that arguing any further would be unproductive and immediately took a step forward.

Instead of talking, other soldiers started calling other soldiers as they saw them, regardless of whether they were from the military or security forces, and invited them to join the ranks.

“I’ll tell you quickly. A devil has descended from the north of the city, and the ghouls created by the devil are multiplying in the city.”

“A ghoul?”

I vaguely remember it.

In the past, when dealing with armies of corpses, there were also ghouls among the group of undead, each boasting their own unique characteristics.

They are monsters that move nimbly, wrapping their long tongues around their necks and tearing people to death with their long claws.

Although they are strong, they have weaknesses.

Since the ghosts of those who starved to death have attached themselves to once-dead corpses, they try to satisfy their resentment as much as possible.

And the first thing that gets damaged in a corpse are the internal organs.

After killing a creature, the ghouls immediately cut open its stomach and start eating the intestines, as if they were trying to fill in the missing organs.

So, in the case of ghouls that are naturally created, adventurers first throw dogs or rabbits at them and then attack the ghouls that eat their internal organs from behind.

However, with such guys, it is easy to deal with them because there is a clear way to deal with them, but Hygenic says that is not possible.

“It is not an ordinary ghoul. They don't have jaws, so even if they kill a living creature, they can't eat its intestines. That's why they don't pay attention to corpses that they can't eat, and they only focus on killing people.”

“Don’t you know where they came from?”

“Well, it’s because the place where the first ghoul appeared was in a containment zone. I wonder if it has something to do with the killer, but that's not important right now. Right now, the devil and the ghouls created by the devil are running rampant in the city, and even the military knights and holy knights are struggling.”

“Is there a large number?”

“...”

Hygenics could not easily answer the question of how many ghouls there were, and finally spoke.

“There are many numbers. There are many, many, and there will be more.”

“Increasing?”

“Yes. Did I mention they don't eat corpses? Instead, the corpses are coming back to life as ghouls and attacking us.”

In response to his answer, Thistle said as he caught up with Hygenic while being supported by Raines.

“Do you happen to know what the devil’s name is?”

“Apostle. Speaking of the devil's name... the wizard who saw the devil said it was a devil named Hearth Dillian.”

“Then... it's definitely understandable behavior.”

Thistle hears his name and tells him about the legend he knows about the devil.

“Hearth Dillian is a mid-level demon whose theme is childhood innocence. Although he cannot become a monarch-level demon, he cannot take actions such as absorbing the theme upon his descent.”

“Certainly, the power of the devil itself did not seem to be that strong. However, as if to replace that power, he was turning corpses into ghouls.”

“That is absorbing the theme. The reason why his theme is childlike is related to such behavior. What he absorbs is the childhood innocence of people. The ghoul is the form that twisted the thoughts that humans would have had at least once in their childhood, such as wanting to become an animal or becoming an adult quickly, and realizing them.”

“What does that mean... that is?”

“As time goes by, the devil will absorb themes and become stronger. The ghoul army is just a bonus.”

“... I guess this is just the beginning.”

The only thing Hygenic could do in response to Thistle's words was to make up his mind.

“Damn. At a time like this, I don't know where the people who need it the most have gone. If we had a Legion Commander, General Bulterion, or even a Paladin, we might have been able to come up with a plan to kill the demon with certainty, even if we had to endure some losses...”

“...”

Those of us who knew the truth about Hygenic's words had nothing to say.

After all, at a time when we assassinated the corps commander, and even the paladin had left the territory due to the corps commander, the devil came out. There is no bad news like this.

“... Did we make the wrong choice?”

Ennin said quietly.

Those words, heard only by us, were heavy.

We all know that this is just a coincidence.

But still, the current situation is causing regret for those of us who made a firm decision, especially Enin.

“No, there is no such thing as a wrong choice.”

To her, and to everyone else, I had no choice but to strongly dismiss my regrets.

“I was just a little unlucky.”

An excuse to feel at least a little bit easier.

I'm just saying this to lighten the burden somehow.

After that, it was just a quiet march in the noisy city.

Hygenic, as Hygenic, came up with the best move to overcome the current situation, and we remained silent for a while as we each thought of our own thoughts.

While I was making my way down the road, I noticed something strange.

'I think it's under control better than I thought?'

People who were confused just a little while ago.

The crowds were pushing against each other, creating strange waves, and some people were moving towards the defense line, but at some point, they began to move in an orderly fashion without being confused to one side.

Hygenics seemed to know the reason for that appearance and explained it to me.

“It’s the voice.”

“Yes?”

“I don't know whose voice it is, but right after the devil appeared and people started to get confused, a voice came occasionally to guide us. It is helpful because it tells people the way out and tells us where things will become dangerous in the future. The reason I went to the rear for a while to gather soldiers was because I wanted to provide support there.”

After seeing that, I looked closely at the people.

A group of people who seemed to have just flown in from somewhere.

Although they must have lived in the castle for a long time, they were so confused that they had no idea where to go. Suddenly, they all stopped at the same time and began to join the ranks of people running through the gates.

The moment we passed by them, we heard a familiar voice.

[From there, follow the others and move forward. Then you will be able to get out of the castle.]

“... This is it. It’s this voice.”

'Astesia?'

The identity of the voice people were hearing was Astesia's voice.

‘Astesia. I can hear? Astesia!'

However, the voice seemed to be a one-way street, so no matter how much I shouted inside, there was no answer.

“It looks like you're okay, right?”

“Seeing as he is leading the people, it does not seem to be a dangerous situation.”

It’s just as Aila and Hwarim said.

Although her voice showed concern for people, it did not seem urgent.

At least it doesn't look like they're being chased.

Soon, we went with Hygenic and killed a few ghouls that were believed to have jumped over a collapsed roof somewhere, and then our paths diverged.

There was only one battle along the way.

However, as soon as I saw their movements, I realized that it would not be easy at the level of ordinary soldiers, no matter how much of a tactical advantage they could utilize.

I'm worried, but we have to go our separate ways.

He goes to the defense line like this, and I go to the church.

“... Soul disease. Then I wish you luck.”

“... I hope Hygenic doesn’t die either.”

What we say to each other is concern for a friend with a large age difference with whom we happen to have a very deep connection.

What else can men say between men?

After that, we went our separate ways without looking back.

We soon arrived at the accommodation where Feria and Deshade were staying.

        
            Fortunately, the area where the church's quarters are located is still inside the defense line.

I felt relieved to see a healthy building coming into view.

Bang bang-

“Astecia! Are you inside?!”

“Oh, now, wait a minute!”

The door was closed from the inside because no one was asked to open it until we arrived.

When I asked him to open the door, I heard Astesia's answer and the door opened a little later.

Sigh-

The person who appeared through the carefully opened door was Astesia, sweating profusely.

After seeing that, Eila was the first to run over and check Astesia's condition.

“Huh? No wait what! You've completely depleted your magic power, right? What did you do?!”

“Sorry, sorry. Because this was the only way...”

“Let’s go in and talk about what’s going on.”

I went inside with Astesia.

Spread out on a large table inside is a map of Grace territory.

Normally, no matter how large a city is, a map would not be necessary, but since Grace Territory is an unusually large city in the kingdom, a map like this was created even though it is not a tourist site.

The map was stained with beads of sweat, as if Astesia had been holding it with her hand only moments ago.

Deshade was also in front of him, and as soon as Astesia returned, Deshade pointed with his black armored finger to an alley located close to the north.

“There are 5 people here.”

As soon as Astesia heard God's words, she immediately checked the geography, put her hands together, and closed her eyes.

Then the little bat wings on Astesia's head began to flap, and she prayed in that state.

[Holy Order]

[If you go out there, you will meet ghouls. If you turn backwards, there will be a back door to a store, so if you open that door and go in, you will be able to get out safely.]

Afterwards, Astesia, under the guidance of Deshade, created a door for people who were stuck in a dead end.

At the same time, Astesia felt the magic draining from her body.

We were only able to understand the situation after seeing Astesia with her magic power exhausted once again.

What Astesia does is provide directions.

She wanted to save everyone, so she thought about what she could do even in this chaotic situation and moved forward.

Astesia asked Deshade to find out the locations of people in danger and to help them escape by conveying her voice to them.

The state in which Astesia's magical power is depleted is the reward for guiding confused and misguided people so that they can escape with their own strength when they are unable to escape the attack of ghouls in time.

“Sorry, sorry. Originally, this power should have been reserved for us to escape...”

In her own way, Astesia apologized to us for saving the lives of countless unrelated people.

“It’s okay. Anyway, since the city has reached this point, there is no need to use that force to get out of the city.”

I wiped Astesia's sweating face with my sleeve and continued.

“Still, let’s leave it at that. We have to get out of the city now too. I don't know where the defense line is right now, but this side could become dangerous soon.”

“Ah, okay.”

After saying that, we took some time to take care of the injury.

Although it is a measure, the only thing we can do as we cannot use recovery magic is ignorant treatment.

I had no choice but to put a splint on the place where the bone seemed to be broken to prevent it from being misaligned as much as possible, and then drink the remaining painkillers until the side effects were at the limit and move my body.

“Do you really mind if I eat more?”

“It’s okay. There's still a lot of work to be done, so let's get up to speed like this.”

If you say it's a problem, it's Enin.

Thistle becomes an apostle and, unlike ordinary people, has a strong body, so he can move with grit if he perseveres to a certain extent, while Enin is completely unable to move his body without someone's help.

In order to somehow move her body, Enine continues to receive painkillers from Reigns and pump them into her body, but unlike Thistle, she is an ordinary person, and considering the side effects, it is definitely not a good action.

Even though Enin said it was okay, he stumbled as he tried to get up, as if the drug had taken its toll.

Although he doesn't seem to feel any pain, the fact that his body is broken hasn't changed, and his vision is blurred due to the side effects of the medication, making it difficult for him to stand.

Hwarim and Aila, who could not see such a scene, stopped Enin.

“... I think it would be better to stop eating. No matter how good the medicine here is, if you take it too much, your internal organs will get damaged.”

“That’s right, Enin. For now, just rely on us for later. It's okay because Ennin is light.”

“I’m sorry...”

After completing these measures, while I was taking out the belongings I had hidden in the basement to go out of the castle, Deshade called me to one side.

“Bishop. Come here for a moment.”

“Yes? Now?”

“It’ll just take a moment.”

'What's going on?'

A sudden meeting while everyone was busy trying to get out of the city.

Even though I had doubts, Deshade had been thinking deeply for a while, so I followed along quietly, wondering if he had something deep in mind.

The end of the second floor hallway visible when you go up the stairs.

Deshade took me there and didn't say anything.

“...”

“What's going on?”

Instead, he quietly opened the window in the hallway.

Then, a sound begins to come from outside the window on the wind.

The sound of weapons clashing.

The sound of something breaking.

The thunderous sound of footsteps made by people.

and-

A scream that surpasses them all.

Before we knew it, the group of ghouls and the defense line of the soldiers fighting the ghouls were moving back and getting closer.

“Deshade?”

When I heard the scream, I became anxious, thinking that I had to hurry to avoid it, but Deshade didn't move.

Instead, God caught one side of the sound and let me hear it.

“Can you hear me?”

“What...”

Just when I was about to say I didn't know what they were talking about, the power of God helped me hear people's voices clearly in my ears.

Wow-

help me-

A person with a hole in his heart, a person with his stomach split open, a person who fell after being struck in the chin by a ghoul's throw, etc.

As Deshade deepened his power amidst the screams of those people, wishes began to be heard along with terrible screams.

-Deshade! Please save us!

-I don’t want to die anymore! Please, please get me out of this hell!

-God, Deshade, please. If I am guilty, I will pay for it in some other form. I don't like this kind of hell. Such adversity cannot be endured.

-it hurts. it hurts. it hurts. I don't like it anymore. Please someone save me. Anyone who hears my prayer is welcome. If you tell me to serve you, I will serve you, so please save me.

-Don't order me! If you're going to die, you die first! Don't push us in! You bastards!!!

“... Fuck.”

I knew it as soon as I heard it.

The identity of the sound is that of soul soldiers.

There were probably other soldiers on the defense line, but most of what was heard were the sounds of soul soldiers being killed by ghouls and having their souls damaged.

“Bishop.”

“... Yes.”

Deshade spoke again to me after hearing the voices of the soul soldiers.

“I will save them.”

“... If you are willing, I will help you.”

At first, I thought he meant that as God, he would deal with the devil and his creatures.

“However, even if we eliminate the things that are attacking them now, it will only be temporary.”

“... Yes?”

Deshade started saying something different from usual.

“Souls who look to me for salvation. The real enemy that constrains them and makes them scream is the bridle around their necks.”

God said that and turned around.

Then he looked straight at me.

Only then did I notice his strange behavior.

What was inside the helmet was a blue eye light, and where his blue eye light should have been, a red eye light that was different from usual was now visible.

“I have decided. They want me, and I will grant their wishes.”

I had no choice but to question God's choice.

“... Didn’t you say that was no different from the devil?”

When I asked, God got angry.

“I can't stand it anymore! What is God and what is devil?! The devil goes out of his way to protect the priests who serve him, deliberately deceives them and gives them everything, so why does it make sense that God only insists on his role as the law of the world and cannot do anything for the dying humans who cry out my name? ! Who is the devil and who is God?! What is devil and what is god?! Their will to live is screaming and soaring into the sky, unable to be reached by anyone, so why on earth should I not be able to reach out to them because of my goddamn title?!”

“... That is correct.”

I could feel the agony from God’s words.

What is God and what is the devil?

Gloria said that there is a complete difference between God and the devil.

But what that difference means is a terrible reality.

God has no power to touch beings on earth, but the devil can.

Deshade may be able to save the soul soldiers from the hands of the devil as he has a duty to God, but he cannot save them from the officers who drive them to their deaths, while the devil roams the city at will and fulfills his desires. You can become stronger and more active.

So Deshade,

decided.

“Bishop. I will make a choice.”

“... Yes.”

“I'm sorry, but I had no choice but to notify you because I had already decided that I would make this irreversible choice.”

“I understand.”

“If I cross the line that a god should not do, I will no longer be the god the world wanted.”

“If that kind of thing is God, then you can just stop pretending. You chose well.”

If that is what God thinks, I will follow it too.

I am the Bishop of Deshade.

He gave me the power to save Astesia for my desires.

Having received such help, Deshade says that he wants to save people with his own power, not his duties as a god, and there is no reason to deny that.

So I supported his choice.

“Isn’t this a choice you made only as Deshade, not as God? I will follow.”

“... Thank you.”

Deshade was really grateful after hearing my answer.

However, after that, he spoke a little cautiously.

“But, can this be done just between you and me?”

“Why is that?”

“You are now at an important crossroads. But what I have decided will hinder your escape. So right now, the only person who can help and move my will most freely is the bishop.”

“... I don't know what you're going to do, but I'll trust you if you have a plan.”

I wanted to know what Deshade was thinking, but there was no time right now.

Even at this moment, people were dying and the defense line was being pushed back further and further.

Since it was an emergency situation, we decided to move quickly.

When I went down to the first floor, everything was ready.

The moment everyone is about to move, they start talking.

“I have work to do with Deshade, so everyone go first.”

Naturally, other people who didn't know the situation asked back at my sudden words.

“What does that mean? What is left to do in this situation?”

“What do you two plan to do?”

It was Aila and Thistle who spoke.

In particular, Thistle was very anxious, as if he had seen me and Deshade go upstairs together.

However, due to the circumstances, I had no choice but to strongly ignore their words.

“It’s okay. Because there won’t be any problem.”

Fortunately, Hwarim helped.

“... Let's get everyone moving. Nothing much will happen.”

Hwarim noticed from my expression that the things I hadn't said before were too difficult to explain in this situation, so she pushed the others away.

“Ha, but Lee Rim...”

“I don’t have time. Let’s get out quickly.”

Even as I left until the end, I felt a little sorry to see Thistle's somewhat anxious face.

But this is Deshade’s decision.

There is a reason why we decided to send others first.

So as long as God wanted it, he couldn't hold her back no matter how sorry he felt.

Instead, I asked Astesia for my own favor.

“Astecia.”

“Yes, yes?”

“There is a place where you can collect mail at the Adventurer's Guild for me, right? Put it there.”

I said that and handed over the commander's lightsaber and music box to Astesia.

The two items were sealed in a sturdy wooden box, and I wrote down the address from what I remembered as best as I could, so there should be no problem.

The southern gate is where the adventurer's guild is, so that's the way to go, and I packed it well, so I think I'll be able to reach the castle once the chaos subsides and work returns to normal.

“Ah, okay.”

“I’m sorry. And thank you.”

I felt a little sorry for leaving such a matter in Astesia's hands.

This may be a meaningless act born out of my greed.

However, since I saw the corps commander die, I thought it was my responsibility to kill him and give these items to him, so I borrowed Astesia's help.

Astesia took the box from my hand and greeted me.

“Okay... Hey, Lee Rim.”

“Huh?”

“Are you able to return safely?”

“... Then.”

The little devil's regret that he shows just before parting ways.

I answered because I was so worried that I actually didn't know.

“... Are you sure?”

“... Don't worry. I'm going back no matter what, so go and wait. Oh, don't just wait, but if you think a lot of time has passed, leave first. There's a coffin inside, so no matter how things turn out, I'll be able to resurrect and go back.”

“... Okay. I'll go then.”

“Okay.”

After Astesia said her goodbyes, everyone left for the southern gate.

The only ones left are me and Deshade.

Shin didn't say anything and just stood in front of the dorm.

I also didn't say anything to Deshade.

I just waited quietly.

Then a sound was heard.

The sound of the running footsteps of jawless ghouls.

The sound of soldiers' spears piercing the ghoul's stomach.

The sound of temporary barriers of miscellaneous items collapsing.

The shout of a knight who steps onto the top of a barrier and bravely wields his halberd.

The screams of dying soldiers and the shouts of commanders who fill their empty positions and deliberately boost their morale.

While they were wasting time, the footsteps of those fleeing south gradually became quieter.

And the sound that replaced the footsteps of those people began to get closer and closer.

Cheolgruuk- Cheolgruuk- Cheolgruuk-

That sound is the footsteps of those marching towards death.

The source of the sound is in front of where we are standing.

It's a dark night, and the moon is already covered by clouds, showing only part of its light.

A piece of moonlight illuminated the figures of those walking towards us.

Green armor.

A step without will.

A wizard with confident steps leads them among them.

Sieghill Macren.

A wizard who had no respect for souls led the Soul Knights and walked towards us.

        
            Sieghill Macren is smiling.

He, who had brought Soul Knight in tow, was smiling as if the current situation could not have been more enjoyable.

Sieghill Macren stopped in front of us, and the moment he stopped, the Soul Knights also stopped walking at the same time.

widely-

Cheokcheokcheokcheok-

He trembled on the spot and brushed his hair back, as if he felt pleasure from such a chaotic sound.

Then he spoke mockingly to us.

“Who is this? Aren’t you Deshade, the main deity of the Deshade Church?”

Deshade said as he looked at the Soul Knights behind the arrogant wizard.

“What are you trying to do now?”

Then Sieghill Macren responded as if he had been waiting.

“What are you trying to do? It's nothing. I'm doing an act of relief. A demon appeared in the human city, and the knights and wizards set up a defense line based on the Magic Tower to fulfill their role. From now on, I am just trying to save them from dying.”

“It is arrogant of you, a human, to dare to talk about salvation so easily when the act of salvation is something that not even God can carelessly promise.”

“Arrogance? Arrogance is a word used by those who do not have the ability to achieve something and are bluffing. I am different. This is where my power can really come into play. I am the only one who can save this city.”

“Do you really think that is your strength? Poor human being. That's not your strength. What you do is with the help of others, no. Borrowing is wrong. What you are doing is nothing but an act of putting others down and replacing them with your own body and limbs.”

As Deshade said so, Sieghill Macren had the two Soul Knights come forward.

“What’s the problem with that? No, no. Yes, Sieghill Macren. Let's try to open our minds. Now, let's think about it, if you look at it from God's perspective, it would be a big problem because it would be an act of blasphemy to the soul. If so, I will tell you.”

Sieghill Macren said that and kicked the two Soul Knights hard.

bang!

Cooung-

Then the Soul Knights immediately fell forward and stood up again as if to protect Sieghill Macren.

Participation benefit -

The wizard says while showing that appearance.

“Even if I insult them, what are you going to do? ‘God’ Deshade?”

Deshade as God.

There is no other reason why he is so arrogant.

The magician who took all kinds of knowledge to fulfill his greed recognized the laws of the world that ordinary people did not know, and therefore he knew that God could not do anything about himself, who had nothing to do with the devil and did not even serve him, so he became so confident. It's just showing up.

At that moment, Deshade looked at the Soul Knight in front of him and spoke.

“... Do you know who they are?”

“Them?”

“The two standing in front of you.”

“... Ha? There's no way I would know that. What is widespread in the world is soul disease. Well, these two are the first soul knights I made.”

Deshade heard the sound and gestured to the Soul Knights standing next to the wizard.

Then, the Soul Knights walked over and knelt in front of Deshade even though the wizard did nothing.

“What, what! Don't interfere with my work, Deshade!”

Sieghill Macren was embarrassed by the sudden incident and tried to control the Soul Knights again, but the two Soul Knights did not move.

Deshade bowed down for the kneeling Soul Knights.

“... I’m sorry for not being able to protect you.”

Then he hugs them and says:

“The people you have forcibly locked away your feelings for are a couple from the same world. They came into the roof erected by my followers and prayed. These are the people who called each other's names, never forgetting them, even after crossing countless hells and spending a long time apart. These are people who finally met again because they constantly chanted each other's names and remembered each other without breaking down.”

At that moment, I remembered the mentally ill couple that Thistle had mentioned.

On the day of the ceremony, the couple I had seen together with Deshade once the day before.

No matter what they were like in life, they were separated for a while in the new world, but they were able to meet again because they never forgot each other's names and talked about each other's names.

Now, they are in a cold body where they cannot even whisper to each other, having lost even the small token of love and happiness they had put on each other's fingers, the cheap iron ring.

But to the wizard, such a story just sounded like a story without context.

“... What is that?”

“Like this, those who you call soul-sick are also people who live with ego in their own world as human beings. So, since they were called into this world, they are also beings who have the right to live in this world as they wish. But why do the humans here, including you, despise and discriminate against them? Why can't you treat those who sacrifice their lives for you so much that you drive them even further towards hell?!”

“For survival.”

“Yes! For survival! I too know that humans are beings that push others away! But if that were all, I wouldn’t have brought this up! Humans can push other humans away, but we must not disregard the lives of those who have been pushed away! If you have been pushed away, you must not forget and live the life of the person who pushed you away in order to exist as a human being! But you know nothing about these people, and you treat them like nothing more than objects, so how can you call yourself human?! That is no different from what non-human beasts, let alone beasts, do and what demons do!”

“...”

As Deshade became angry, the ground began to shake.

The wizard took the brunt of God's wrath.

“... Good. Devil, devil. Okay, then let’s look at the reality. Beyond the barrier created by humans, Deshade, the real devil you love so much is running rampant, and people are running away from that devil. Who will take responsibility for this situation? As a noble of the kingdom, I intend to fulfill my duty to save them, even if it means engaging in devilish acts. So let me ask you. I am here to take responsibility for protecting people, but what about you?”

He said what God cannot do.

“God who loves humans! But, O God, you cannot touch anything except the devil, because you are in charge of God! Say it! Let’s say that what is over there is not a devil, but another race that has nothing to do with serving the devil, and that race has come to kill humans! In such a situation, what can you do?! You won't be able to do anything! No matter how much he loves humans, unless he is related to the devil, it is impossible for God to exercise power for self-interest rather than duty!!!”

After hearing that, I had no choice but to agree.

The gods of this world are, in fact, too limited to be called gods.

God is in fact an idea that is no different from a word created by humans for the laws of the world that originally existed.

People expect and pray to God for something, but in reality, all God can do is give strength to people who try to move forward with their own will, but it cannot directly control the world.

And clever humans took advantage of this and gained power with the purpose of building a temple for the gods and providing a relay between them.

Most of the religious denominations that exist around the world are run by the highest priest, religious leader, or pope, not by God.

Of course, among them, there are cases where they are in sync with their gods and receive strong power to build an authority similar to a country with only the power of their religious sects, but there are also those who set up gods as mere signs and use their power to campaign. there is.

But Deshade didn't like that.

To him, humans are beings who walk forward of their own will.

Deshade loved those people, so he gave them strength and listened to their concerns, but he tried to avoid them blindly serving him and focusing on him.

That's no different from those who worship the devil.

However, some of the weak humans began to believe in him on their own, and pushed to their limits, they are now unable to stand up on their own will, forgetting even the name of the god they used to serve and kneeling down in prayer, chanting only Deshade's name.

However, Deshade could not accept that prayer.

God cannot interfere with humans.

So, Deshade decided.

To give up on God.

“Yes. It is impossible for a god to exercise power for self-interest.”

Deshade took Sieghill Macren's words literally.

Then the wizard tried to tell Deshade to get out of the way, but Deshade did not stop talking.

“But-”

At that moment, the shaking of the earth stopped.

The earth, which was shaking from the anger of 'God', quieted down.

“I decided to save the humans who cry out for my name. Since I thought it was something that needed to be protected, I will definitely protect it. So, I decided not as a god, but as Deshade, to grant the wishes of the humans here.”

“... Then you really are not God.”

Sieghill Macren warned Deshade.

But even as he spoke, he realized what Deshade meant and began to be afraid.

Deshade says.

“God. If such a thing is a god, I will reject such a weak god. If God were light, I would be the darkest light. I will become a contradictory being. I will save humans no matter what anyone says. If the laws of the world tell me that they will take away the light of God, then say so. I will become a god who fights against the laws of this world and picks up the discarded things. As a result, it is okay to end up not being a god. To save them I-

-I will become an evil spirit.”

and,

God is gone.

The God who loves humans disappeared at that moment.

Taking his place is an evil god who loves humans.

An evil spirit that fell on its own to pick up what was thrown away.

Deshade no longer had the brilliance of a god.

But that didn't mean he lost his divine power.

There is only one difference between God and the devil.

It just degenerates, but its status is not downgraded.

A god who decided to live only by his own will became an evil god.

The power of Deshade as a god began to be replaced by the magic power of an evil god, and that did not end there.

All the dying souls cry out Deshade's name, and their earnest prayers flow to Deshade, who has become an evil spirit standing on the ground.

Deshade, the evil god, has now begun to accept the faith of soul soldiers who have reached their limit to the point where they have no choice but to serve him.

Sieghill Macren, seeing this, screams.

“That’s such a fool! This is ridiculous! No matter what, you can become an evil spirit of your own will! Deshade! Are you rebelling against the world?! Do you think other gods would tolerate such behavior?! The only evil spirits tolerated on earth are those of the Lehi Church of the Empire! That is not an act that can be lightly tolerated!”

“I was prepared to be ostracized.”

“Not just the gods! Who do you think would accept an evil spirit walking the earth?! The whole world will try to kill you! That's suicide!”

“Suicide is something that the most courageous people commit. Then I will be willing to be courageous for those who pray to me.”

“What a foolish being! If you have immortality as a god, you can live with satisfaction with it. How can you do something that creates a weakness? Aren’t you afraid of death?!”

“Even if my country dies because of this, it doesn’t matter. There is no completion in life. It is just continued by others.”

There was nothing that could stop Deshade anymore.

He himself laid down the laws of the world.

With that alone, Deshade became free.

What has changed is that Deshade is no longer a god, but an evil god, or a being close to the devil.

Deshade stretched out his arms.

Thump- Boom-

Clink-

At the same time, the Soul Knights behind Sieghill Macren lost their weapons and fell helplessly.

Deshade, now an evil god rather than a god, has no hesitation in interfering with humans.

“This can’t be like this! This is the stage for me! This is the stage for Sieg Hill Macren! No one like you can get in the way of this beginning!”

The wizard became angry at Deshade for doing such an action and began to chant magic, but for a wizard at close range to cast a spell openly was an act of suicide.

puck!

Wow-

“Kuhaaagh...! W, you soul-sick guy...!”

Such a suicide spell was stopped by me breaking his arm.

“If you don’t want to die, leave.”

The Soul Knights he trusted have disappeared, so what can he do?

“... Ugh! Aaaa!!! There is no place for you in this world-!!!”

The wizard who lost everything disappeared in front of us, screaming and cursing.

And there were only the fallen Soul Knights, Deshade, and me.

Deshade spoke to me first.

“... Bishop. No, human Irim.”

“It’s okay. Please call me Bishop.”

“I am no longer a god.”

“It doesn’t matter. Because what I pledged was not the concept of a god created by the world, but Deshade as a being.”

Deshade stood in front of me.

Something that is not a god, encased in black armor with red eye glow.

He is an evil god who is close to the devil, yet possesses a mystery comparable to that of a god.

That evil spirit approached me and I knelt before it.

“... Good. Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Yes.”

“Do my will.”

“I will do it. Because that is the promise between me and you.”

As the evil god's bishop, I listen to his orders.

“But since I have decided to do so, I dare to ask. What does the new state mean?”

“I will throw the devils of this place back into hell. Then we will liberate the bonds of soul disease.”

“It will be a difficult task.”

“You don’t have to worry. I will give you strength.”

“Your will is my will, and I will accept it.”

Deshade held out a gauntlet to me.

“Catch it. If you decide to agree with me, I will lend you all my strength.”

Grab Deshade's gauntlet without question.

If he decides to do so, I will support his decision.

The moment I held Deshade’s hand-

[Caaa-!!!]

I could hear the devil howling in the distance.

Hearth Dillian, the childlike demon.

The intermediate devil who came up from hell suddenly screamed in fear even though he was a devil at the strange thing that suddenly occurred on earth.

At the same time, something strange happened to me.

Deshade in front of me had disappeared.

What I got instead was the power given by an evil spirit.

What he is wearing is the armor in which Deshade appeared.

What hovers in the magic passage is the power of God replaced by the devil's magic.

I took on the guise of a god and turned into a real knight.

Then I heard Deshade's words in my head.

[Go, dark knight who swore to be my sword. Go and do my will, your will.]

Listen to him and walk forward.

As the Dark Knight, he walks forward and strengthens the hand holding the magic sword.

When I looked straight ahead, I saw a devil located in the line of sight, which was supposed to be invisible due to the power of the evil spirit.

What catches the eye through the defense lines and various obstacles is a demon the size of a two-story building.

When we witnessed him with his power, the devil once again screamed with fear and a fighting spirit proportional to that fear.

[Kaaa!!!]

We are the newbies of hell,

However, as a being of higher rank than the devil in front of me,

As an evil spirit and a knight serving him, I speak to the devil.

[Devil, be courteous.]

“Devil, be polite.”

        
            The Holy Knight of the Gaia Church thought that his faith was being tested.

The name of the paladin who is out of breath after cutting down the 27th ghoul is Harmost.

He distinguished himself as a priest from a young age, and with the encouragement of those around him, he became a Holy Knight through a five-year pilgrimage.

He went through several dangerous battles during his pilgrimage, and it was a frequent occurrence even after he became a Holy Knight.

But he thought that the current moment was the most dangerous situation ever.

A constant stream of ghouls.

Soldiers and soul sufferers who face such ghouls die the moment they retreat to gather themselves.

Sadly, compared to an hour ago, the situation has gotten worse, not better, in this hell where you don't know when it will end.

If this was an ordinary city, the ghouls that appeared in the city would have been able to easily defend themselves by building a defense line and quickly evacuating people.

But Grace Estate is not an ordinary estate.

The ruins of the ancient city, the village built on the ruins, and the buildings built tightly inside the huge wall built from the village were too large and complex to form a defensive line, so those who could not escape continued to be burned. It turns into and runs towards you.

There were only two things the Paladin could do in such an environment.

One is to pray to Gaia, the goddess who has never heard her voice, or one is to leave this place and run away.

'Lord Gaia.'

Still, he didn't decide to run away.

Although the elders and high priests in the temple were frightened by the demon that appeared in the absence of the paladin and ran away, he was a priest and a knight at the same time, so he did not forget the things he had to protect.

However, after making that choice, he began to lose his faith for another reason.

“Please, please stop giving orders!”

“I don’t want to die! I don't want to die! Why should I die for you!”

“It hurts, it hurts, it hurts, my head hurts, please stop, someone is gnawing on my head, help me, save me-.”

The curses sent by soul soldiers pierced by the ghoul's nails as they died were terrible.

For other soldiers, if they retreat, their family and friends will die behind them, but for them, this is a forced fight that has nothing to do with it.

In particular, the wounds inflicted by ghouls were not ordinary wounds, but direct wounds to the soul, which continued to suffer even after resurrection, so the soul disease was more difficult to endure than ever.

Paladin Harmost thought as he looked at them.

'Would it be better if everyone died and it would be quiet?'

And for a moment, he was surprised by his own thoughts.

For a moment, he became sharp enough to think that the enemy in front was a demon and the enemy in the back was a soul disease, and at the same time, he was devastated.

'Damn, damn, damn!'

Although he blames himself in hindsight, the fact that he thought that way remains the same.

He tried to pull himself together again, but a time came when he thought he had reached his limit.

The brave men who climbed up the wall, shouted, raised morale, and brandished their weapons in an attempt to somehow maintain the front line died first.

In particular, the biggest problem was that Brian, the demon beast slayer who was still at the forefront and was killing hundreds of ghouls, fell.

Deciding that the city could no longer function properly, he led the knights out of the knights' quarters and threw off his butler's uniform.

Brianne wore armor and fought without retreating for an hour, wielding the great sword and two-handed ax he had used in his prime, but in the end he was pulled down beyond the barrier by the ghouls and disappeared.

The disaster did not end there.

The Magic Tower, which was playing the role of clearing the defense line in the very center of the city by shooting out colorful magic from within, began to allow the ghouls to break in through the windows as the defense line continued to be pushed back and became surrounded by ghouls.

Then, the magic tower that was shooting out magic heard only screams instead of chanting voices for a long time from inside, but eventually fell silent. When the crystal that controls balance was broken from the inside by the ghoul, the magic tower collapsed with a loud noise.

Rumble-

“Damage!!!”

The defense line, which had been pushed back further, was pushed back again by the collapsing rubble.

The defeat became more intense.

The knight who was supposed to protect the wizard failed to protect the wizard.

'It's a big deal.'

When that situation arose, everyone, including Harmost, thought the same thing.

At the back is the main plaza, which is the center of the south.

The reason they had been able to endure until now was because they had suppressed the numbers by somehow dispersing the large number of ghouls and dealing with them in various alleys, but now even that was no longer possible.

'Now we're all going to die.'

No one said that out loud, but most people were thinking the same thing.

“... ha.”

In such a situation, Harmost no longer even called the name of the main deity he served.

All that remains is despair and a future that anyone can foresee.

The sword he was holding in his hand was now beginning to lose its divine power, and the knights' blue sword energy was also disappearing from their swords.

“... What is it?”

The ghouls in front of me suddenly began to retreat.

This was a sight that any ordinary person could see, and Harmost, who was both a knight and a priest, felt another strange thing.

[Kaaa-!!!]

In the distance, the demon located inside the ghouls screamed, and at the same time, he felt the power of another gigantic demon behind him.

The next surprising thing was that the sky turned red.

“... Holy shit, damn it.”

Harmost looked up at the sky and couldn't hold back the swear words he had been holding in until now, thinking that he had to show a stern appearance since becoming a Holy Knight on this day when a lot had happened.

The red sky is a phenomenon that occurs when the magical energy in the atmosphere reacts to the magical energy of hell.

However, such a phenomenon does not occur unless a fairly strong demon appears.

Even now, Hearth Dillian, a mid-level demon, has absorbed many themes and continues to increase his power, but the sky has not changed, but in the end, the sky has changed due to another huge power that appeared from behind.

“Whose power is this?”

In the end, even with the ghouls in front of him, he had no choice but to look back, following the other paladins who felt even greater power like him.

Harmost looked back, thinking that if dying now was inevitable, he would rather die after confirming the identity of that power.

And when he looked back, he couldn't believe his eyes.

“... The Dark Knight?”

What was there was a knight in black armor walking towards them.

Harmost came up with the closest answer based on his memories of being educated at the temple.

A knight in black armor and remnants of demonic magic leaking from his body.

What that knight possessed was a power that far exceeded that of the Paladins of the Gaia Church.

And the only being with such power is the Dark Knight, who protects the great beings called the Great Dukes of Hell or Evil Gods.

The knight in black armor began to walk towards the soldiers maintaining the last line of defense, and no one was able to say anything at the sight of him.

I don't know if the soldier was so insensitive to magic that he didn't realize the seriousness of the situation, or if he had never read anything about atmosphere in his life, but at least he was probably the bravest person out of all the people here.

“... What should I do?”

Even in a situation where everyone was silent, he urged the officer next to him to give orders, and because his superiors kept dying, the officer who had just completed his 30th promotion and was in charge of field command could barely come to his senses in response to the soldier's question. I gave an order.

“... Get ready to defend! No matter what the opponent is, there is only one thing we must do! We need to keep their feet tied up for as long as possible!”

His orders were noble and military officer-like orders that were extremely worthy of imitation.

I couldn't help it.

Now that they have witnessed the collapse of the magic tower towering above the fortress city, the people who have evacuated will move back and flee to another nearby city.

In order to do that, the people here now, the people who have become soldiers and knights to protect the subjects of the kingdom union, must stick to their positions so that even one more person can escape alive.

In the current situation, there was no one but him who could come up with a plan to buy more time.

In wartime, especially on the battlefield, the commander's orders are absolute.

So the soldiers raised their weapons, now dull from piercing blood-soaked, hard leather.

It was a time when they were raising their weapons on one side toward the ghouls and on the other side toward the newly appeared Dark Knight.

[Listen.]

A voice was heard.

[Now that the ghouls have stopped, get out of the city right now.]

That voice was heard in the heads of all the soldiers maintaining the defense line within the city.

People showed various reactions in response to such voices.

The soldiers, knights, and officers had expressions of confusion, the Holy Knights suspected that Gaia, the main goddess, was putting them through another test, and the spirit soldiers cheered when they recognized the identity of the voice.

“This voice could not be...?”

“Deshade! It’s Deshade!”

“Deshade heard our prayers! He sent a savior!”

People's reactions to their cries were divided.

“Shut up! That's the devil's whisper!”

“Cover your ears! No, you can hear it even if you block it, just ignore it! That is an act to destroy us!”

“Ha, but Sergeant. This is a voice I have heard before. Deshade’s voice is correct.”

“That armor! I've seen it several times. This is the armor of Deshade, who often appears in the village square!”

“Yes. I know this voice too. This may be an opportunity Deshade created to save us. If not now, we won't be able to escape.”

However, an officer with the rank of sergeant, who has just become the general commander, tries to correct the soldiers' confusion by getting assurances from the Holy Knights that they should be careful of their opponents, ignoring the comments of the soldiers around him in order to make cool-headed judgment.

“Couldn’t that be a trap for the devil to possess us? Isn't it? Paladin?!”

However, the Holy Knights right next to him said something unexpected to the officer.

“No, of course it is, but...”

“Yes?”

“That's probably true. Even though he has been transformed by the devil's magic, the unique energy of that god cannot be confused even if you try.”

“Well, that means...?”

“... That's Deshade, even though he turned into an evil spirit.”

After hearing the paladin's answer, the sergeant began to worry.

The judgment made earlier was based on the assumption that the Dark Knight who had just appeared was the enemy, and it was a judgment of cruelty.

However, if the Dark Knight is an ally, he can make a different move.

'Wait a minute, is this... a chance to survive?'

At least if the ghouls don't attack him because of his presence, they can get out of here safely.

However, as the person in charge, he had no choice but to worry until the end.

'Is that really the knight given by Deshade to save us? But what about the Dark Knight? Didn't the Dark Knight even break into the Gaia Church's temple and fight the Paladin before? 'Can I really trust this?'

In the sergeant's mind, in that short period of time, more cases than the number of soldiers' eyes were looking at him.

And his thoughts were blown away by the voice he heard again, this time precisely in his head.

[Trust me. Trust the article in front of you. Then you will be able to live.]

“... Retreat! Retreat! However, do not break the formation! Just slowly back away like this!”

Having experienced Deshade's power first-hand, he ordered a retreat and all the living people began to step back and head toward the castle gate.

The Dark Knight walks in a different direction from them, towards where their eyes are directed.

“D, Deshade...”

“Thank you. thank you! Deshade!”

Even though the spirit soldiers stepped back, they did not forget to say thank you.

It wasn't just soul sickness.

The other soldiers also expressed their gratitude to Deshade, as did the soul soldiers.

No one cared that the ones holding back with them were the Holy Knights of the Gaia Church.

Harmost, a paladin, also saw such people.

“... Is this really a miracle?”

He felt empty.

The Paladin was experiencing the greatest crisis in his life.

On a desperate night, he prayed to Gaia without stopping, but as always, Gaia gave no answer.

He experienced two miracles today.

One is the voice that guided people.

The voice of an unknown girl helped people get out of the city safely and strengthened the defense line that they could not easily guess.

People whose minds were confused and weak referred to the voice that saved the lives of tens of thousands of people as a saint, and Harmost could not deny that.

Another one is a savior given by God.

Although it was the Dark Knight who appeared to help them, the moment the knights failed to protect the magic tower and caused it to collapse, the people despaired the most.

The savior given by Deshade to help them may be called a heretic if people from a church that does not exist here only hear about it through news, but it is an undeniable fact that he saved the lives of everyone here.

“Not Gaia. What on earth does Gaia think of us?”

So, even as he escaped the city without letting down his guard, he could not help but feel remorse for the god he served.

Not only he, but other soldiers, including the Holy Knights who had served the Gaia Church, and all the people living here began to feel it.

Soon after they all left the city safely, there were only four people left in the city.

Deshade and Lee Rim, who received his powers.

A mid-level demon looking at the Dark Knight.

and,

Agoni, the nether dragon, was waiting for an opportunity with bated breath.

“... Okay. The time has come.”

The dragon hiding in the crevices of the world was quietly waiting for an opportunity in the darkness.

        
            humming-

Pasasasak-

Every time you swing the sword, the ghouls turn into powder and disappear.

Isn’t there a requiem poem that says ashes to ashes and dust to dust?

What I do is no different from that.

As long as the people who were killed lived their lives diligently, they deserve to be comfortable after death.

However, even though the devil took important things from those people and killed them, he did not let go of their souls and made them serve him.

All I can do for them is a funeral.

And I just avenge the pain they suffered on their behalf.

The devil kept sending ghouls to stop me from approaching, but it was all meaningless.

Rather, every time I cut down a ghoul, I feel the screaming people trapped inside being absorbed by my artifact and giving it strength.

Already more than half of the ghouls ran out to protect the demon and disappeared under my sword.

Of course, it wasn't as easy as killing the ghouls.

One guy appeared along the way who had a completely different appearance from the other ghouls who appeared.

Like me, a knight in black armor who came out to protect the demon Hearth Dillian, like a dark knight serving an evil god.

There was an opponent who was a ghoul but still had the appearance of a knight, holding a great sword and a huge ax in both hands.

It was strong.

As they swung, the ground was dented, the barriers were broken, and the wind blew, preventing the devil from approaching.

However, in the end, the opponent was also a ghoul.

Since it was a movement that was merely an imitation of its appearance in life, it eventually followed the inevitable gap and penetrated through it.

In the end, the ghoul also lost his human form and even the knight who was swinging his sword for the devil fell.

[You are next. Devil that devours childhood innocence.]

There are two actions the devil can take in such a situation.

One is to run away from this place.

Another thing is to eat me right here and now and become stronger.

[... KAAA!!!]

The devil chose the latter.

Hearth Dillian could only watch the ghouls crumble for a moment before he began replacing all the power he had absorbed by killing people with the magic of hell.

Deshade was impressed by the appearance of such a devil.

[good night. That's how you look like a devil. Unlike Asmodeus, I was impressed for the first time by his very typical appearance. I’m so glad there’s no reason to hesitate anymore.]

“Deshade, you are now an evil spirit. Would you like to emulate that kind of attitude as a junior?”

[I decline. No matter how much I fell of my own volition, I will not lose my pride in who I am.]

“Well thought out. But there is something I must tell you.”

[Something? In this situation.]

“Honestly, if you were going to act so cool, wouldn’t it have been okay to be honest with Thistle? If you decide to abandon your duties as a god anyway.”

Despite the circumstances, I felt I had to say this.

I immediately learned why Deshade chose me.

This corrupted power was something that Thistle, who had already become an apostle and whose body was filled with divine power, could not accept it.

However, I think it was a little bad that Deshade didn't talk to Thistle until the end.

“Thistle really likes Deshade. It’s not because Deshade is a god. Even if Deshade had come to see him as a passing adventurer rather than a god, Thistle would have followed him around, thinking of him like a father. Because Thistle trusted Deshade, she thought she had done something wrong until the end and waited for him to speak to her first. How sad would she be if she knew that Deshade didn't say anything while making this decision?”

These are my words on behalf of Thistle.

Deshade reflected a little on my words.

[... okay. I decided to leave, but it was entirely my fault that I couldn't decide whether to talk to that child or not until the end.]

However, God revealed his inner thoughts as expected.

[But I was scared.]

“Yes?”

[Now that I have given up on God, I will tell you. I was afraid that the child would look at me with disappointment when he saw that I had decided to go astray. I was scared that he wouldn't like me anymore. Even though I knew the child's feelings, I was so scared of what the child would think of me.]

Deshade, who is no longer a god, spoke of his fears.

God, who loves humans, became more human when he gave up his divine duties.

[So I had no choice but to do nothing and send the child away. If the child was showing anger, I could accept it, but if the child had looked at me with contempt instead of anger, I would have been really sad.]

I speak directly to such imperfect beings.

“In that case, just say what you were thinking in front of Thistle. When Deshade speaks, Thistle won't go anywhere and will listen until you finish speaking. Without anger or contempt, I will treat Deshade's concerns as if they were my own, listen to them all, and respond with an answer that will not hurt Deshade.”

[... Is that really true?]

“Not like that. If Thistle truly hated Deshade, she would have told him to leave. But has Thistle ever been like that? She knew that Deshade was always looking at her from everywhere, and even though she could see the stars in the sky when she lay down on the ground to go to sleep, she knew that there was an invisible roof, so she had courage even before meeting us. I lived without losing anything. Since she is such a Thistle, she will be even happier if she can have such an honest conversation with Deshade. He said that Deshade finally opened his heart to him.”

[... Right. I was making a mistake again.]

Deshade, who loves Thistle, falls into remorse.

However, I comfort him because I think his regret is another process of narrowing their relationship.

“It’s not really a mistake. This is a stage that all beings who can think and speak go through. Deshade was just late in realizing it because of his god damn duties. So, when you get back, tell Thistle everything you've been thinking. She will accept anything you say.”

As a straightforward speaker, this is all I can do.

What happens next is for Deshade and Thistle to solve.

Still, I knew that Deshade would have understood what I was saying well enough.

Deshade may be a new being born because there is no god who loves humans, but the reason he loves Thistle is not because of such created love.

Deshade, who gave up his duty as a god, still fears being hated by Thistle.

This is proof that he really cares for Thistle and that Deshade considers Thistle like a daughter, just as Thistle considers him like a father.

Now that I have given him the courage to talk to him, Deshade will be able to get back on good terms with Thistle.

[... good night. Let’s finish this and talk again.]

“Good. So, let’s try harder from now on.”

There was enough time.

In order to completely throw the devil back into hell, it would be better to gather all the power that has been spread out.

If possible, it would be more perfect to ensure that no remnants remain and engrave the curse on the land.

We knew that, so we waited until the devil had gathered all the strength he had left on the floor.

Now that the other side is producing all its power, this side cannot remain silent.

Although it is a mid-level demon, the power of the demon that absorbed about half of the population of Grace City, which is not a city or an ordinary city at all, has grown to the point where it can soon be promoted to a higher level.

On the other hand, in terms of status, this side is an evil god, but Deshade's power is weak, so there is no sense of lack because the power has been corrupted.

So, I also increase the power contained in the artifact.

The vessel of the soul that has been cultivated.

All the magical power contained in the bowl is collected into the sword.

This is the light of judgment that Thistle showed before, a power similar to that light.

However, what is different from then is that this power is everything I have accumulated as an individual, along with the power of God.

Blue magic power, red magic power, white divine power, and devil magic power all merge into one.

It also includes the cries the victims made as they died.

'... devil! The cursed demon must be punished!'

'... It hurts, it hurts.'

‘I can’t see my wife. I can't see my daughter. ...I can't see what's ahead. 'I can't see anything.'

‘Where has everyone gone? What on earth is that monster? 'Why are you coming to me?'

‘Stop, stop! That's my finger! Give it back, give it back...!'

'Please ignore it and pass by. Please, I'm a child who hasn't even come out into the world yet. So please take a look...'

‘A devil appeared in the city? I can't die for something like this! ... I have to survive! I have to go back...'

'I will take revenge. 'I will avenge you who killed my family, even if it means I die!'

'... I'm going to kill them all. I will kill everyone, including the guy who pushed me and you all.'

Thoughts come like raindrops.

Cut off, losing context.

The regrets and curses that go beyond thousands and number into tens of thousands are transformed into power.

But there was just one soul that did not move.

'...'

The vessel of the soul has now become huge.

Among them, only one soul remained still amidst the throbbing desire for revenge.

That soul doesn't move even though my will, which can now handle magic, tells it to move.

'Unrivaled until death.'

The spirit's name is Helias Sae Tion.

It is the soul of a dead corps commander that flowed into my sword.

He just sits quietly and looks at me.

He stayed still, as if he was telling me to bring in a more interesting enemy to get me to move.

But I can't make him move right now.

The fight would have been easier if he had his immense strength, but the demon in front of him didn't seem to appeal to him much.

So I picked up my sword.

He raised his sword against the devil, who would have been easily subdued if he had been alive, to take responsibility for what happened without him.

This is the final responsibility of the corps commander I inherited, respecting his life.

If I don't at least kill the demon that is stirring up this place and move on to the empire, I won't be treated with all the respect for killing him.

Kaaa!

The devil howls and I too am ready.

An action desired by the voices of countless souls swirling in my head.

Run forward with a sword to kill the demon.

At the same time, the devil also began to grow bigger.

The devil who had gathered all of her strength was no longer the lady in the black dress who boasted her enormous stature.

Deshade's power determines the identity of the opponent.

Demon Huss Dillian.

The devil is a being summoned by a pagan priest at the cost of his life.

His theme is innocence.

That childhood innocence is destroyed in the end and the children become adults.

So Hearth Dillian destroyed the innocence he had eaten.

The devil grew in power.

A body that became even bigger than the collapsed magic tower.

Numerous faces protrude from such a body.

The surviving ghouls became part of the devil's body, and their heads, which covered their entire bodies like exoskeletons, were all staring at me without their chins.

The guy swung the huge body he had obtained and the claws at the ends of its arms.

And I also attack that guy's arm.

Phew!

[Caaaha ah ahhh!

Now, he stabbed his palm, breaking the nail he was swinging with a magic sword that looked like a blue flame.

“It’s heavy. But not fast.”

It was more boring than I thought.

So I feel it even more.

Since the creatures created by the Archdemon Wen Grain were faster in terms of speed, Hearth Dillian's arms were only stronger but not that difficult to deal with.

“The corps commander was stronger than you.”

If you ask me whether I would fight a monster or a drone, I would rather fight a monster.

A sword that kills monsters just needs to be heavy, but a sword that kills warriors has no limits and must be trained to be perfect.

[Kaaa!]

The devil hit his other arm as if to counter him.

Suddenly-

Sssshhhh!

But even that only cuts me as I pull the sword from his arm.

And that sword was no ordinary magic sword.

[Explosive Sword]

Kwaaa!

The sword, which was swung diagonally with all its might, broke the guy's arm, and the devil quickly reacted to the devil's magic and cut off the rising explosion, but all the way up to his shoulder had already been blown away.

Now it's time to finish.

I ask Deshade as I see the defenseless devil in front of me.

“Is there a good name?”

[It’s a name. Can you leave that to me? It is the bishop's body that is wielded.]

“Isn’t this the first proper act of relief done of one’s own volition after the fall? I will follow Deshade.”

[Then do it. However, half of this is your will.]

“Then what?”

[Let’s shout out our thoughts.]

With those words, he raises his sword.

A pillar of blue light.

It uses the same technique as Thistle's technique that we saw before, as well as the long sword.

The blue color rising high into the sky defeated the red light in the atmosphere and returned the moon to its original form.

That blue sword,

Slam the devil and shout out the name of the feat.

[Stigma.]

“Stigma.”

[Kaaagh! Kakakakakakakakak! Kaaa-]

The demon that received the sword is split into two pieces.

Even when the devil dies, he does not die gracefully.

The scream is a roar that explodes the eardrums of the living creature that hears it.

“Ugh...!”

Although I am protected by Deshade's armor, the sound is a direct wave attack that the armor cannot do anything about.

The eardrum is literally ruptured, but destruction and regeneration are repeated thanks to the regenerative ability implanted by Farewell.

so,

Awareness,

Judgment,

It slowed down.

“This is it! This is what I wanted! Here and now, the Eternal Monarch, one of them has finally fallen!”

The moment the sound stopped for a moment, the dragon jumped out.

It is a dragon that has no wings and no color, and is closer to a lizard.

However, since those wingless creatures come and go through their own passage, we had no choice but to react late to the one that opened the passage and jumped out at close range.

bang!

The lizard that jumped out hit me and sent me flying far away.

“Ugh!”

Then he plunged the same black-edged sword into the devil who was trying to go back to hell.

Deshade's power quickly read Agoni's thoughts even as I was flying away.

That's a sword that kills demons.

An exclusive product developed by the Immortal Institute after a long period of research.

A devil whose true nature is in hell will only return to hell even if he descends to earth and dies.

So, a sword made with that in mind is a sword that brings the true nature of such evil to the ground and causes it to die.

With that sword, he stabbed the devil who was going back to hell.

He thrust the dragon's snout towards the demon pinned to the ground,

I started eating it right away.

        
            Vincent walked and stopped for a moment on a hill.

The same goes for the paladin who was walking in front of him.

Thanks to this, Linai, who was following the Paladin at a slow pace, bumped her nose into the Paladin's back.

bean-

“Wait... didn't I tell you before not to stop so suddenly?!”

“...”

“Paladin? Even if I say it's okay, in times like this, if you just say sorry, that's socializing and consideration.”

Linai was stroking her sore nose and nagging for the fifth time today, but the paladin reacted differently than usual.

Even though he is not the type of person who usually listens to advice he gives, he still answers each piece of advice one by one, which is why Linai never stopped giving him advice, thinking that he would change someday, but now he doesn't even respond. .

When Linai saw the Paladin and Vincent stopping on the hill just like him, she also eagerly climbed the hill.

And only then did I find out why they had stopped.

“... What is this?”

After completing the night march, what they saw was everyone coming out of the castle gate.

The soldiers, knights, people living in the castle, and refugees all had injuries ranging from minor to serious.

However, I couldn't see people's expressions.

Everyone was looking at the inside of the castle, and inside the castle, a huge amount of demonic magic was stirring that even Rina, who lacked training as a priest, could see from afar.

The diffused blue and red light of the moonlight falling on a cloudy sky contains an ominous energy.

The next person to speak after Linai was Vincent, who had barely caught his breath.

“Whoa, whoa... What on earth happened?”

The city they had just returned from far away and witnessed without any information was shocking.

The three men went to exterminate the heretics after hearing the news about them from the commander of the Helias Corps.

It’s not that there was no income there.

The three people, and more specifically the Paladin, who heard the news of the heretics, ran towards the place where they were hiding without even looking back, and there, the Paladin discovered that research on demon summoning was intensifying.

The measures against him were the same this time as always.

The Paladin painstakingly destroyed everything with his mace, and Vincent and Linai also helped in this process, so the facility where the heretics were hiding was soon closed without leaving a single ancient text behind.

However, the Paladin felt something was unclear, so he expressed his intention to return quickly to the two people who helped him, and the current scene is what greeted them on their return after a night march.

“... No matter what happens, what I do does not change. Can you go faster?”

“Yes?”

“I’m going into the city. I asked if I could go faster.”

The paladin asked the two about their intentions, and the two were surprised to see the paladin like that.

According to the two people, Paladin is a self-righteous person.

Paladins rarely asked anyone for advice.

He is a person who does not think deeply and if he sees traces of the devil, he moves forward unconditionally without caring whether others follow or not.

The fact that he bothered to ask if he wanted to accompany me implies that he is not confident in the ominous energy emanating from the city.

So, it was Vincent who first responded to the Paladin asking for help.

“... Let's go. I don't know what's inside, but I feel like it shouldn't just stay there.”

After hearing his answer, the paladin looked at Linai.

Linai answered the paladin boldly.

“You've already dragged me into the den of heretics, so what are you looking at? I'm going to follow you in, so let's move quickly.”

“... Good. However, if you think it is dangerous, turn back and run away. I won't be able to protect you too.”

After saying that, the Paladin started running down the hill, and the two followed him down the hill.

-------------------------------

'Damn, I forgot.'

Kwaaang!

After being hit by Agoni's tail and flying away, the destination it reached was a site somewhere inside the barracks.

It's just that it was hit by the tail, but it doesn't have wings, and a dragon is a dragon.

After breaking through a facility in the barracks, I quickly regained my stance by tumbling.

“This guy and that guy, they all only think about doing what they want, right? What a fucking world, really.”

Although Agoni's appearance had no foreshadowing, it was fully expected.

The commander of the corps that he was most afraid of has disappeared from the city, and all the knights and soldiers have also retreated outside the city.

If I had been thinking about Agoni at all, I would have noticed that there was nothing to be afraid of in that situation, but I let my guard down.

Deshade tried to help me quickly figure out the situation, but he had used up a lot of his power just now and Agoni had already used magic, so the power didn't work.

[Bishop. The power does not appear.]

“Is it possible to broaden the field of view?”

[I think that would be enough, but there are too many obstacles in the middle.]

“It is done. All you have to do is go up to a higher place.”

Fortunately, the durability of the body has increased significantly, so there are no injuries.

As soon as you break through the wall of the building, what catches your eye is the huge watchtower that you climbed up with the corps commander.

The bell tower of the Gaia Church has long since disappeared and the Magic Tower has collapsed, so the only place in the city where you can climb is that watchtower.

'good. If I raise it that much, it will be enough,'

Run towards that watchtower.

What you do after running to the building right below the tower is a lunge and a leap with all your power in your knees.

bang!

The floor breaks and you jump high into the sky, but it is still not enough to reach the top in one go.

So, from there, insert your sword into the wall of the tower.

Quack!

If the magic sword easily scratched the stone wall, it was already just a support.

thud!

Step on the sword and jump again.

After that, he releases the magic sword, slams it into the wall again, and repeats the jump.

After three jumps, I was able to reach the top of the watchtower.

Whiuuung-

Enjoying the wind and looking at the scenery under the moonlight.

There is no shadow that can reach the tallest tower in the city.

Behind is the plain where the corps commander would lie.

In the center of the city ahead, there is a dragon burying its head into a demon.

[It is absorbing power.]

The dragon that came into view with its power was faithfully satisfying its miserable desires.

Nether dragons have no wings.

There shouldn't have been any.

Kwaddeuk, pajijik, eudeudeuk-

This guy was eating a demon that was close to immortal and using it as his strength.

What hangs on its back are not its own wings, but a false pride created by absorbing the devil's power.

However, even though he was satisfied with just that, he did not stop devouring the remains of the devil until the very end.

Looking at that guy, I prepare my explosive sword.

“You’ll regret it if you don’t look here.”

If you are throwing a javelin or a sword, is it a throwing sword?

Since the exploding sword is effective only when the tip touches it precisely, throwing it has not been used until now except when dealing with Aplessia for the first time.

When I used it closely, I was passive because there was a huge risk of having repercussions for myself.

But now I am a dark knight.

A being that carries the will of an evil spirit and can do anything to punish those who go against the will of the Lord.

Bend your knees slightly and pull the sword behind your head.

'one.'

pull your arm,

'two.'

After taking a step forward,

'three!'

I imitate Eila's actions when she was shooting a bow.

[Concentration]

'I am a bow, a black arrow.'

My body is just a launch pad.

The sword's job is to pierce the enemy.

Paang!

My sword, which was even assisted by the power, was shot straight and flew away as a flash of light, and the air broke apart later, proving the place where the sword passed.

Crrr-

The dragon responded to the threat.

However, although it does react, it is a reaction similar to that of an animal's ability to sense crisis.

Agoni, who was preoccupied with eating demons with her head down like a primal beast, was late to look back.

Deeply-

Quaaa

Kara la la la la la la la!

Dragons are magical creatures that contain a greater percentage of magical energy than material.

The explosion sword stuck into the dragon's body while maintaining its momentum, and the sword reacted to the magic power and caused a huge explosion.

However, if the dragon was just such a mortal creature, there would be no reason for it to be at the top of the list of targets that many other races, including humans, do not want to deal with.

[Continue. Dragons do not die easily.]

“I know.”

Regardless of whether it is engulfed in flames or not, it creates an explosion sword from the artifact again.

'2 seconds, too slow.'

The moment the explosion sword was created, flames flew out.

The dragon, which has absorbed the devil and gained wings, instantly restores the exploded magic power and takes flight.

“Second, here we go.”

I throw my sword at that guy again.

Peee-

Kwaaa!

The one that was flying explodes again when the exploding sword gets stuck, but it doesn't stop.

As if that had been his only wish in life, the dragon that crawled across the gap between the ground and the border continued to soar into the sky as if he had become the lord of the sky.

A gift to welcome the wings of such a guy.

[It is effective. Don't stop.]

“I’m leaving now even if you don’t say anything. One more!”

Peeing-

Kwaaa!

The third candle was lit to celebrate the dragon's first flight.

Crrr-

The guy's body is shaking.

I don't know if it was trying to run away, or if it was trying to go up to the sky where the sword couldn't reach and regroup with magic, but it couldn't go up through the clouds because of my interference.

Peeing-

Kwaaa!

The area where this attack hit was the demon-made wings on the guy's back.

The guy who thought it couldn't go on like this moved differently.

[come.]

“is visible.”

[You don’t have to worry about magic. Now you have a strong paladin's stomach.]

“It’ll be okay as long as your body doesn’t shake.”

Agoni started flying like that.

The direction is the last remaining tall tower in Grace Territory.

Papa papa papa papa-

The magic he chanted created dozens of magic circles around his body and fired magic at me, but the magic he chanted was hastily chanted to protect himself in the charging path, and was only a large number of weak attacks.

The fired magic disappears as soon as it touches the armor or leaves behind only a slight impact.

Peeing-

Huh-

“Damn.”

However, due to the balance of the body being shaken by the impact alone, the exploding sword was unable to penetrate the flying dragon's body and was deflected.

Even if the angle is only off by about 1 degree, if the final destination is far away, the degree of deviation also increases.

He knows that, so he fires out magic with a large aftereffect to somehow hinder me.

Peeing-

Kwaaa!

Still, as the last explosive sword got closer, it went right into his eye.

Although his blown-off head regenerated immediately, it was revealed that the recovery of his eyes was delayed.

[The loss of the body begins to show.]

“It’s fortunate, but it’s unfortunate. I wish there was a little more distance.”

In terms of distance, this is the last explosive sword that can be fired.

Even if I were wearing Deshade's armor, it would be difficult to withstand the aftermath of the dragon, a magical creature, exploding.

Agoni caught the last exploding sword fired and hit his head on the tower.

Wow!

Rumbling rumbling-

The tower collapses.

Just as the magic tower collapsed after firing magic at the ghouls who occupied the city until the end, the watchtower that served as my support and allowed me to throw my sword at Agoni reached the end of its lifespan.

Take advantage of the tower collapsing and climb onto his body.

“If you’ve flown enough, you should fall now.”

Reckless driving without a license is not good.

Even if that means picking up and eating a demon that someone else tried to kill, and flying like a dragon with black wings instead of following its own instructions, that's a no-no.

I held on tightly to the body of the guy who was trying to throw me down as he was running wild, and I crawled up while stabbing his body with the magic sword.

The more he does this, the more he flies low and crashes into the buildings.

bang! bang! Kwaaang!

'Ugh...'

My body crashes all over the city and I scream, but I don't stop doing what I have to do.

The one who absorbed the devil continues to spread the curse on the earth while running rampant.

It shouldn't happen that he runs away like this.

'good.'

Now that Deshade's power has made my regenerative ability even stronger and supported me with power, all I need is grit.

In the end, I climbed up its sharp scales and arrived at the place where the wings were.

Agoni is embarrassed to see that.

[Go down now! Do you think someone like you can climb on my body?!]

“Already on board, but they’re talking shit about you and everything.”

Regardless of whether he curses or not, I place the magic sword on his wing.

[Ugh... Ahhh!]

Agoni flies high into the sky.

It blows out a strong wind to somehow shake me away.

Going higher, higher and higher again.

It pierced the clouds that humans could not easily reach.

Countless stars that cannot be seen at a glance are decorating the sky.

The air is so cold that it freezes the lungs.

My body can't move properly due to the pressure.

But that doesn't mean I'm giving up.

He failed to achieve his goal of flying high in the sky and dropping me.

I cut off one of its wings while withstanding the wind pressure, and the dragon, which had completed its first and last flight, was unable to maintain its balance with its half wing, so it spun around and began to fall.

However, a problem arose.

“Fuck!”

[If things continue like this, it will fall in the middle.]

“I know!”

The place where the high-flying dragon is located is the southern entrance, where people outside the castle walls can clearly see.

The dragon started falling towards the people.

In such a situation, all I can do is try to change his direction with courage and grit.

“Please break down!!!”

P-duk-duk-duk-

He grabs Agoni's remaining wings and breaks them with all his might.

Kaaa!

We started spinning even faster.

Pachang!

The last moment of the fall.

The wings made of the devil's magic eventually fell off the guy's body.

The tightrope walk of a dragon that couldn't come to its senses and me trying to control it in any way possible seemed to have raised the flag of victory in my favor.

Quaaa

We crashed onto the ground, narrowly escaping the people in the refugee camp.

        
            “When are you coming?!”

A warehouse with all windows covered with blackout curtains.

Feria, who rented a warehouse in a refugee camp, was tired of waiting there for others and became angry without realizing it.

When people get nervous, they end up creating habits that they don't even know about.

Ttogak-

In the end, Peria stopped biting only when she heard the sound of her fingernails, which she had been biting for a while, breaking slightly.

“Keuung-.”

“... Okay.”

'Ha... let's calm down.'

In that state, Peria calmed down for a moment after hearing a sound of encouragement from Gombangi next to her.

Then, I take out a dagger and tidy up my fingernails, which have become irregular due to my front teeth, and think.

Originally, Lee Rim and the others had planned to deal with the corps commander, then return to the city, and use the power of Astesia to transfer to this warehouse without others seeing them.

“... When are you planning on opening it? ”

So now Peria has been waiting for the door to open in the warehouse with Gombangi for several hours.

Now, I never thought that once I really set out, I would have to wait alone and endlessly for such a long time to see the success of what I had planned for so long.

But in reality, I had just woken up, so the wait wasn't that long.

It had been nearly two weeks since Peria had been deprived of proper sleep by the corps commander, and it was only when the corps commander left the city that Peria was able to fall into a deep sleep.

At the same time, Peria was worried that she might be detected by the corps commander, so she wrapped herself in a blanket that blocks magical power and went to sleep.

Thanks to this, Peria's sensitive senses were blocked, so she dismissed whatever was happening outside as unnecessary noise and even slept with earplugs to replenish her stamina.

Squeak- Squeak-

Of course, I wasn't really alone, so I was able to fall asleep like that.

“... Can you really pull a carriage after exercising like that?”

“Kuung-.”

“You may not understand, but it means it’s okay, right?”

Peria was able to survive until now because Gombangi continued to stay by her side.

Even though Gombangi has been doing lunges for the third time in front of the carriage for several hours, his attitude of not worrying about anything makes me feel at ease.

However, negative thoughts do not completely disappear.

From Feria's point of view, who wants to avoid fights as much as possible and mainly searches for profitable information, he doesn't know how great it is to be a warrior that everyone acknowledges.

Peria was able to understand, from a perspective similar to that of a magician, how great it was that the Legion Commander's magical threads were widely spread throughout the city.

But that's it.

Since she had never seen a story about the level of technology that an unmanned person could reach, it seemed like a random thing and was beyond her imagination, so Peria didn't think that even if a fight actually broke out after the attack, it would take that long.

So at this time, much longer than expected, Peria's mind continues to run through dozens of thoughts about unexpected accidents, failed raids, defeat, someone's death, unexpected loopholes in the plan, and such things. .

'I hope everyone is safe.'

In such a situation, all Peria can do is pray.

However, the object of prayer was floating in the air.

Peria knows that her prayers will not reach anywhere.

The God of Knowledge, who is said to be close to the Trickster, is a real God, but he does not interfere with anything, so he is almost a superstitious being, and Peria, who has never served any other God, knows that Deshade cannot possibly have the ability to listen to such a prayer. I know that prayer is meaningless.

Nevertheless, Peria was so anxious right now that she wanted such prayers to reach someone.

'I don't want to be taken away by anyone.'

To Peria, other people are already like real family.

Now that she has come to know the warmth that she previously thought she did not need, which she seeks almost to the point of obsession, Feria does not want to lose a single person from the church.

So Peria slightly complains about being left in her own world.

Although he has worked hard for everyone, it is delayed like this because other people may or may not know what he is thinking.

Meanwhile, time passed, and when Peria's thoughts began to sink deeper into the quagmire and she started biting her nails again, someone knocked on the warehouse door.

Bang bang!

Big twice.

'what?'

I couldn't help but be momentarily surprised by that knocking sound.

The sound of knocking on the door is clearly a sound from the outside to the inside.

On the other hand, Astesia's ability can open the door anywhere, whether it is locked or not, so there is no need to knock on the door or do anything.

When she infuses magic into the door handle, it soon becomes a passage.

So Peria was waiting for the door to open, and when she heard a knock on the door, she trembled with fear, wondering if the location had been leaked by the warehouse manager she had bribed, or the pursuer had come because her plan had failed.

But that fear soon turned into joy thanks to the voice that followed.

“Peria! I can hear? It's us, it's us! Are you inside?!”

Aila's loud voice instantly dispels all the worries that have been lingering for a while.

Hearing the loud voice, Peria quickly ran over and opened the door.

“Why did you come so late?!”

Maybe it was because I waited too long, but as soon as I opened the door, I deliberately changed what was supposed to be a thank you to the usual complaint.

And what Peria saw was a situation that was not as good as she thought.

“Wait, why is everyone dying?!”

What Peria saw was Astesia, who was on the verge of exhaustion due to exhaustion of her magic power, Ennin, who was seriously injured and fell into a deep sleep due to the side effects of the medicine, and Thistle, who was limping because of a broken leg.

All they saw was Reigns, Aila, and Hwarim supporting them or carrying them on their backs.

Peria looked at all the people at a glance and realized that there were not enough people, but ran towards the carriage and shouted.

“Where are your brother and Deshade?!”

I'm in a situation where I have no idea what to do first.

While taking out items from the bag that could be as helpful as possible for the injured people, he throws the straps of the carriage onto Gombangi's back and quickly prepares to run away.

“Well... a lot happened.”

The only words Eila can say to the busy Peria are implicit words.

“Ay! Hwarim, please speak up!”

However, there was no way that such an answer would be able to convey everything they had experienced before coming here. In the end, Peria, who was naturally unable to explain what Aila meant, passed the question to Hwarim.

However, Hwarim also could not tell Peria in detail.

“Well, I think it would be better to come out and see it in person.”

“What?”

Instead, she just pointed her finger in one direction.

For Peria, it's frustrating to see people standing blankly, but it's not common for Hwarim to act like that.

In the end, Peria, who had been cut off from the world, went out to the warehouse to see what Hwarim's fingertip was pointing at, and only then did she notice the change that had occurred while she was waiting inside the blackout curtain.

“... What is it really?”

What Feria sees before her eyes are countless injured people and soldiers scattered across the refugee camp and plains.

But where they came from injured is not in Peria's mind right now.

What she saw was the image of a person who was no longer here.

Paang!

Kwaaa!

The walls of Grace City are said to be incapable of being overcome by most siege towers.

From the watchtower, which was much higher than the castle walls, a being was shooting a spear that left a flash of light and shattered the atmosphere, and the point of the spear was pointed at a huge dragon flying in the sky above the city.

“No, what on earth are you two doing over there?!”

Peria recognized the spear-throwing being at a glance even from a distance.

Lee Rim, and Deshade.

The black armor was Deshade's armor, which I had seen hundreds of times, and the person wearing it was Lee Rim, whom I had seen even more times.

Thanks to you, my head hurts.

So Peria took out a pill of headache medicine that she was holding in her hand and took it for herself.

gulp-

“Ha... Yeah. Now I'm writing a myth.”

Peria's words were sympathized not only by Peria but also by all humans who were watching such a scene.

Hell can happen overnight.

The evening in the city, where there was an omen of a murderer, was thrown into chaos by the sudden appearance of a devil.

A female voice heard in their head to help them from the devil.

The Dark Knight comes in the midst of the city's fall and danger of annihilation.

The sight of a dragon fighting a dark knight is a rare sight not seen even during the Great War.

“Good. My brother is like a lifeless figure. If you already chose it, you win. Even if we have to go, let’s win and finish.”

Peria quietly swears at Lee Rim.

Now I believe it because I have seen it for a long time.

It's not that Lee Rim doesn't regret once he makes a decision, but that doesn't mean he's never been held back by regret and hesitated from following the path he chose.

Peria didn't know what the current situation was, but she knew that if Irim was working hard like that, he would somehow lead to victory in the end.

And Reigns asks her a question.

“You don’t have a single doubt?”

“What?”

This means that there is a possibility of losing “. I think it would be better to hurry up and get ready to leave now rather than just looking around.”

“Ha! He doesn't normally talk to me, so I suddenly wondered what he was going to say, but was it just such a trivial story?”

Peria responded to Raines with a look of disdain in her eyes.

“If you were so determined to abandon me here, there would be no reason for us to be gathered here in the first place.”

While saying that, Peria took out a bottle of potion from her bag and placed it on Raines' chest.

“Listen carefully. I don't know how it may seem to you who suddenly intervened, but we are here now because we have trusted each other. Of course, here, unless I know what my brother and Deshade are thinking or doing, there may be no guarantee that I will win. But so what? If you think you're going to lose, is it best to abandon it and run away? No, no. If you feel like your brother is going to lose, you can help him. If you feel like you're going to fall, just help yourself up. If you don't have legs, just be a leg. If you don't have eyes, just be an eye. That's why we're gathered together.”

Reigns received the potion that Ferria placed on his chest.

It's a vitality potion that replenishes stamina for a tired body.

The potion was Peria's own way of expressing gratitude to Reigns, who was exhausted after walking long distances due to his physical weakness, although his wounds had healed.

“Rains. I don't like you that much. Of course, if you decide to use the church to stick around, I won't reject you as long as others accept it. But if you decide to come among us, keep that in mind. We're here because we never gave up, no matter what we did. The people here are here because of that one guy. So, if you're going to whine like that, you'd better just disappear secretly. You can secretly pack your bags and go out at night. If you make up your mind to go out, I will help you as much as I can.”

Peria shot quickly and then added at the end.

“If you don’t really feel like it, just wait patiently. If we don't give up and believe, if we help him in any way we can, he will win in the end.”

“You say it as if it was inevitable.”

Reigns said his last words to Peria, and Peria responded to Reigns' words with a grin.

“Didn’t you know? That oppa is mentally ill.”

Reigns understood what Peria meant.

Spiritual disease is something that always wins in the end, no matter what fight it is.

They are undefeated in a different sense than the commander of the 3rd Corps here, who led the undefeated battle.

The soul bottle that continues to write that myth was currently fighting the dragon that had oppressed Reigns.

        
            Nether Dragon Agoni.

The descendants of dragons, who have no wings and can only open gaps that only their own species can cross, have been filled with jealousy for a long time.

But Agoni was so jealous and empty of magical energy right now that she had no time to worry about the hole in her body.

[... beautiful.]

The dragon flew up to take away the greatest enemy of his life from his back, and stopped high in the sky, realizing that his wish had finally been granted.

As the dragon rose through the clouds in the sky, there was a star in front of him.

My body, which felt like it was on fire, began to cool down before I knew it.

The sky was cold.

It was cold, but it was so cold that the moment Agoni, a nether dragon that did not have a heart of fire like other dragons, felt as if she had stopped breathing the moment she took a breath.

Agoni has risen to a height so cold that even strong dragon lungs, regardless of whether they have a heart of fire or not, will freeze.

But Agony, such minor abnormalities are not important right now.

The sky where Agoni is currently floating is at an altitude that not even other dragons can fly to without permission.

This is a scenery that only Agoni can enjoy, a scenery that Agoni has to herself, beating out the pretentious monarchs of the sky who pretend to be noble on the outside but are extremely considerate of themselves.

It's definitely cold, but warm scenery.

Agoni felt that heaven was kind to her.

The stars were that beautiful, and even though they were so beautiful, there were not just one, but thousands, tens of thousands, hundreds of millions of them, and they did not send any contemptuous gaze towards themselves, the nether dragons.

Agoni had been so jealous all this time.

I envied the dragons who could fly in the sky, I envied the monarchs who gathered a lot of gold and silver treasures, and I envied the immortals who lived forever and had it all to themselves.

So the little nether dragon born in the narrow crevice was jealous.

I was jealous and tried.

Agoni, who crawled through the crevices of the world without any parents, worked even harder because she was a nether dragon that was unique among dragons.

They tried to steal and learn languages, kill the rich to collect wealth, and create a force that was absolutely obedient to devour everything.

It could have been leisurely because it was a dragon with a long lifespan, but the nether dragon was constantly moving, driven only by desire.

For a dragon, this is an unprecedented growth rate and an unprecedented rookie.

The plan was to build up results step by step, even if not quickly, little by little, as Agoni worked hard.

He raised funds by robbing the nests of crows who alone collect gold and silver, killed witches and obtained experimental subjects to raise his own followers, and formed an organization to destroy the Gaia Church and manipulate the spirit soldiers to devour the Kingdom Union. did.

Although the plan created a nemesis that will never return due to her own wrong choices, at this moment, Agoni has definitely gotten her wish.

[Beautiful, beautiful.]

That was the only thing a dragon that learned by stealing other people's words could say.

Even though it is a dragon, it cannot even write because it was raised alone. The words it knows are shabby compared to all the types of languages that exist in the world.

Still, those words are the greatest compliment that a dragon named Agoni can give to heaven.

The countless starlight that I saw with my own eyes as I flew up into the sky was shining on me.

Igoni felt as if the stars were hers.

He thought and bet that no monarch would have been able to get his hands on this star.

Because Agoni flew that high in the sky.

This is a height that even other dragons would not try to reach unless it was worth their lives.

[But, it’s a bit of a waste.]

However, Agoni felt sadness along with joy.

The moment I got the star was very brief.

He felt he was going to fall.

No matter how much research was done to absorb the devil's power, this method was ultimately just an expedient method.

The demon that had been absorbed into him inside his hole-filled body was trying to come to his senses again, and Agoni's own mind was becoming increasingly distant.

Soon Starlight pulls away again as he begins to fall.

The light began to get smaller again, obscured by clouds, and soon there were no stars in Agoni's eyes.

Still, Agoni was happy.

Although it was only for a moment, he gained access to a star that other immortals could not.

I am happy because I have captured the most beautiful thing closer to my eyes than anyone else.

like that,

The dragon who loved the stars crashed to the earth.

-------------------------------

Gravity is great.

This can be seen even as someone who gave up on science because I couldn't understand it no matter what I tried.

The damage caused by the fall could not be completely eliminated no matter what was done, no matter how different the world was.

Kwaaa!

Just before I fell, I was thrown off Agoni and fell to the ground.

As soon as my body hits the ground, I can't breathe.

'Keuuu…!

Agoni seemed to be in the same situation.

[Crrru-]

As Agoni fell, he used defensive magic to protect his large body, but because he fell from too high in the air, he suffered so much damage that the magic was useless, so he was unable to easily get up from the dust pit.

And that goes for me too.

Having received Deshade's armor and strength, I also became strong enough to deal with Agoni's magic and attacks with my body, but it was still difficult to withstand the impact of falling from the clouds high in the sky, where I could see the brilliantly shining stars.

Jeok-

In the end, the armor must have reached its limit and cracks appeared in the helmet and armor.

'Am I thankful just for being alive?'

If things were to go the way they were supposed to, either they would turn into blood clots or they would fall to the ground and their limbs would be scattered in all directions.

'It has to happen.'

You must not let your guard down until the end.

Agoni is still alive, and the devil's magic is active within his body.

“Keu...”

Gritting my teeth, I placed my magic sword on the ground and forced myself to stand up.

Then ask about Deshade's status.

“Deshade, are you okay?”

[... Okay.]

'It's not okay.'

The armor I am wearing is, after all, Deshade's strong body.

A crack in that armor means damage to Deshade as well.

I don't know how much pain it would be, but looking at Deshade's belated response, it didn't seem like a very good situation.

'My strength has weakened considerably.'

As if to prove it, my body's healing ability was also much weaker than before.

Bones and muscles that were broken due to impact are regenerating slowly.

[Crr...]

At that moment, Agoni's moans quieted down.

and-

Sigh!

[...Kaaa!!!]

Something tore through Agoni's back and jumped out.

“... Ha, damn things.”

What came out of Agoni's back was the demon Hearth Dillian.

It was a demon that was thought to have been swallowed by a dragon and completely killed, but the reality was different.

Even if it is a dragon, it is impossible to completely absorb a demon with a completely different nature into one's own.

So Agoni was sealing the devil in his body and using its power.

“It will turn.”

Just when I thought I had defeated the dragon that ate the devil, the devil appeared again.

Even now, the demon has begun to regain his strength by absorbing the dragon's power himself, doing the reverse of what Agoni had done.

And there is no way such a perpetual motion mechanism could be easily achieved in any world.

Of course, unlike Agoni, who had spent years researching how to take away the power of other beings, the demon tried to absorb the dragon's power in a purely ignorant way.

So at this moment, the side effects are starting to occur.

Kiiing-

“... What is this again?”

At the moment when the demon that came out of Agoni's back plunges its head back into Agoni and eats it, something that should not be seen is seen.

The devil's movements stopped and a crack suddenly appeared in the air.

An unnatural appearance that resembles broken glass in the air.

The inside of the crack was pitch black, even darker than the curtain that created the night.

The crack that appears in the air gradually begins to suck in the power of Agoni and the devil.

Deshade saw the phenomenon and showed urgency.

[It's a big deal. Because the devil hastily touched the dragon's magical power, too much magical energy was concentrated in one place and the image illuminating the world was shattered.]

“What does that mean?!”

[Everything nearby will be destroyed in succession. This damage may not only affect the entire area but also the city of alchemists we visited previously.]

‘Ah, you bastards. It's really spinning.'

The price of the mismatch between two different beings is a fierce rejection of the world.

When I heard about the scope from Deshade, my mind became completely distant.

At the same time, I saw people flocking to the plain where we had fallen.

“... ha.”

A lot of people came.

The fall of the dragon.

Although people were afraid, they also had a desire to see the end of that mythical battle, so the moment one person took a step in this direction, everyone else came rushing in and looking in that direction.

Among them were people from our denomination.

        
            'Why are you here?'

A complaint that pops up without my knowledge in a situation where I don't know what to do.

If you think about it a little, it's natural that other people would have been watching the fight between Deshade and I, so it was natural that I would have been worried, but I couldn't help but feel that way.

One by one, we look around at each member of the church that can be seen through the eye holes of the helmet.

Then, he musters the last bit of strength from his now completely exhausted hands and raises the sword.

I can't see other people anymore.

They say the rift will explode soon, so since Deshade and I chose to kill the demon, we have to do it until the end.

“Deshade. Is it possible?”

[... It's not that there's no way to stop it, but I don't have enough power. You need the same strength as the one you used to kill the demon earlier.]

After hearing that, I checked my physical condition, but it was no help.

When he killed the demon, he may have been able to create such a pillar of magic because he had just received his power from Deshade, but now he had used all his strength to fight Agoni and survive the fall.

Even if you squeeze it out, it's only about 1/10th of what it was then.

'I feel so hopeless.'

At that moment, my gaze returned.

This was Deshade's action to move the pitch, not me.

So I could also see where he moved and looked.

That's where the people of the church are.

In Deshade's eyes, what caught my eye was Thistle.

At a time when there was no telling when the cracks in the world would grow due to too much power being concentrated in one place, Deshade looked at Thistle.

And the Lord I serve,

Seeing his beloved apostle at the last moment,

I made up my mind and made another choice.

[... Bishop.]

“Yes?”

[I will open a path to Asmodeus. If you ask the devil, he will lend his strength.]

“... What?”

It was hard to believe that those words came from Deshade's mouth.

[Bishop. A demon that loves you would gladly lend its power now that you are in danger. It is I who has abandoned God’s duty. If I say I want to go to hell, the world will naturally make a way for me. Take advantage of that opportunity to lend strength to Asmodeus.]

“But if that happens...”

[okay. I can no longer exist on earth.]

I couldn't help but get angry when I heard Deshade's words.

“... Didn’t we all decide to go over to the Empire together? Didn't you say you wanted to have time to talk to Thistle again?!”

[The things you said can only be achieved once we get past this situation.]

“So, of course Deshade is included in that situation!”

At that moment, my emotions were forced to calm down.

Deshade, who no longer had any hesitation about interfering with humans, used his power to calm me down as I became angry and continued speaking.

[... Bishop Lee Lim. I am not dying. Because I know that that child is walking toward the future, and I want to continue to watch that child walking with the strides of an adult rather than a child, I decided to break up for a while. If we are alive, there will come a day when we meet again.]

“...”

I couldn't reply to anything he said.

Anything had to be done to overcome this situation, and Deshade only came up with a realistic alternative.

An extremely reasonable and absolutely perfect solution.

That's why I have no choice but to accept it.

Still, to that extent, it clearly reminds him of the repercussions that his current choice will have.

“... Okay. But I hope you know this and make your final decision.”

[Something?]

“Thistle will be hurt by Deshade’s decision.”

Deshade was silent for a moment before answering my words.

[... If that kid doesn't forget me, it won't be a bad thing.]

“What a devilish thought.”

[Because it is already no different from the devil.]

Although I said that to Deshade, I was also prepared.

If Deshade goes to hell, there is actually no possibility of Thistle meeting him again.

Deshade, who has already become an evil god, will have to be summoned in a different way than before before he can come out to earth, and since Deshade is no longer a god, there will be those who will be reluctant and try to stop it.

This was a decision that Deshade and I discussed alone.

But while we do this, we keep thistle,

To everyone in the church,

I made this choice because I thought I had to save everyone here.

'If you make a choice, you have to endure it through evil.'

That's how Deshade moved.

He took control of my body for a moment and swung his magical sword towards the ground in front of him.

and,

The gates of hell were opened.

Kaaa!

Crrr-

Kihahahahahahahaha!

All kinds of eerie sounds come out of the ground.

The crack was large enough for one person to fit through, but the hellish magic pouring out from it instantly turned the surrounding grass into ashes.

In that situation, I didn't forget what I had to do.

“Asmodeus-!!!”

Summon the Great Demon of Hell, the Ancient Great Demon, and gain her power.

Paat-

As I focus my magic on the devil's imprint on my back, red light bursts out.

Then, in an instant, a figure jumped out of the hole in hell.

“My knight. It's been a while. I never thought you would call me first.”

That was Asmodeus in the form of Astesia.

That look is consideration for me.

Even though the gates of hell were completely open, the devil directly twisted the gates of hell and did not materialize.

As for other demons, if an Asmodeus-level demon were to come directly to the ground, this entire area would become dry.

She knew that such an action would be hateful to me, so she deliberately did not do it, and instead came out looking like the first time I met her, with white hair.

And then I have a short Q&A with the Great Devil of Hell, who favors me.

“Yes. What did you call me for?”

“Lend me your strength.”

“For what?”

“To prevent cracks in the world.”

“Why should you do that?”

“To protect the people I love.”

“I see. So then why should I do that?”

“Because you love me.”

Asmodeus smiled at those words.

But the devil's words were not over.

“Good answer, my knight. If it weren't for this situation right now, it was an answer that made me want to drag myself straight into bed. But there is something I don’t like a little.”

“What is it?”

“I love you too, but even so, I don’t want to lend my strength to doing something with that guy named Deshade.”

After saying that, Asmodeus looked at the crack that was still sucking up power with a disinterested expression and did nothing.

Then Deshade provoked her with Asmodeus' words.

[Then you are worse than me.]

“... What?”

Asmodeus was caught in Deshade's provocation.

[Asmodeus. Hear, devil of false themes. If you really think that way, throw away the title “Devil of Lust” right away. You may claim to love all things that have feelings, but in my opinion, that is nothing but hypocrisy. What do you think of the things here now?]

Asmodeus looked around and responded to Deshade's words.

Countless people looking at the crack at the center.

There were many people, from refugees to soldiers, knights, priests, etc.

“... They are humans.”

[okay. They are humans. There are so many who have the potential to create the love that forms your foundation, and yet you are the devil and deny maintaining that foundation? Are you just going to watch the absurdity of the world falling apart? Are you a devil who loves and is trying to give up on beings who create love?]

“Deshade. Don't be mistaken. Unlike you, I don't particularly like humans. Lust is an emotion that all living things in the world can have. Not only humans, but also insects, wild animals, and fish can have lust. In such a world, there is no need for me to save humans. Because I can always get the theme I want from other beings.”

Asmodeus laughed at Deshade with an expression that told him not to be funny, but Deshade didn't stop.

[So, you are inferior to me.]

“Ha?”

[Your love is only that much. To you, this bishop, the descendant who inherited your power whom you said you loved, who swore allegiance to you, is said to have loved you just enough to give up with my intervention. But I am different. I am Deshade who loves humans. I will do anything for those who cry out my name, for the child I watched over, and to protect humans who still have countless opportunities to choose.]

Deshade said that and looked briefly in Thistle's direction.

[... Even if the price is separation.]

The sight of the evil spirit looking at his apostle with eyes full of affection is benevolence itself.

Deshade's love for Thistle was so beautiful that anyone could see it, and it felt like there was no better way to express love.

And no matter how much it was a demon of lust, or a demon that had existed since time immemorial, there was no way to come between them and express one's love.

Therefore, when Asmodeus heard Deshade’s words,

I was angry.

        
            Astesia's appearance, which had white hair, suddenly became filled with anger and began to turn black.

Deshade's words are a denial of Asmodeus's foundation.

And the devil is a being who values his own identity more than anyone else.

So, Asmodeus was angry at Deshade, who had belittled his sincerity toward such love, and the rudeness of a newcomer who had just qualified to cross the threshold of hell.

[Who is saying that they know more about love than others? I too can love humans. I can seem to love you more than anyone else. I am Asmodeus, the demon of lust. He knows more about humans than anyone else.]

Asmodeus, whose true nature was denied, speaks of his whole heart.

[I love the farmer who plants seeds, sees the signs of a storm, and then worries about tomorrow's weather.

I love the hunter who pulls the last arrow in front of a wild beast with a strong skull.

I love the last villager who digs a well with his bare hands for his daughter who is drying up in an oil-flowing land.

I love the girl who is hugged by a murderer to earn money for her brother's medicine.

Beings who live their lives fiercely, I love such people so much.

Deshade, I have been looking at humans much longer than you.

Are you saying I know less about love than you?

good night. If you provoke me like that, I will personally show you my love in a way that you cannot.

If you want power,

Of course, I have to give up my strength.]

After speaking, Asmodeus waved his black hair and walked out of the gates of Hell, taking my hand.

[Now take it. My knight. This is proof of my love.]

Then power flowed in.

Black magical power.

Now that the gates of hell are open, there are no longer any restrictions for Asmodeus.

The power the devil gave me was more than twice the power needed to send the devil back, and it was a power that was incomparable to when I fought the devil.

'Ugh...!'

It is a force that is difficult to accept with a sober mind.

The body that felt like it was about to explode, and the insane amount of demonic magic force that was forcibly given to him by an enraged Asmodeus, were close to violence.

but,

This is what Deshade and I wanted.

[I got caught.]

[... what?]

Deshade threw an invisible taunt at Asmodeus.

[Thank you so much for the help of strength. Now that the devil has done his job, he can wait in hell first. I will follow you later.]

[sleep...!]

Sigh!

Deshade instantly took control of my body.

What he did after that was unexpected for Asmodeus.

Deshade, who was overflowing with the magic power that moved my body, grabbed Asmodeus by the shoulders and threw him into the open gate of Hell.

Asmodeus, who had just handed over his power, was unable to resist at all and was led by Deshade's hand, falling to the bottom of hell where all he could see was darkness, and cried out.

[you-! You son of a bitch! I will definitely find you! I will find you and show you what the true devil is!]

The Great Devil's cry disappeared into the darkness.

After that, Deshade gave me back control of my body.

However, I still feel like it's not enough.

The phenomenon in front of me seemed insufficient, no matter how much of the Great Devil's power it had.

'Isn't there a way to gather a little more strength?'

While I was thinking about that, there was another thing that caught my eye.

'There really isn't one... no, no.'

The thing in his hand was a magic sword.

'It's not that I lack strength. I already had it, I just didn't realize it.'

I realized that I had another soul vessel called Artifact in my hand.

What is contained within it is the magic power of the corps commander.

I decided to put it into my body to combine it with the power of Asmodeus.

All preparations have already been made.

It became a body that could handle magical power, and thanks to Atyr, it had a body that was stronger than the typical soul disease and beyond the limits of a human body.

So move the magic power.

The magic sword, the artifact soul vessel,

Merge with my body.

and,

Light burst out.

Paat-

“Keuuu-!”

No one has ever done this.

There were also cases of failure.

But I believed I would succeed.

'It's the magic power I've built up. Don't reject it, just merge together!'

A small, insignificant coin.

Now I'm just taking back what I've been collecting step by step.

Geez ugh geuk pole-

Soul vessels merge.

It cannot be seen with the eyes, and it is just an image derived from the knowledge in one's head, but it is clearly happening.

“... Kaaagh!”

The vessel of my soul and the soul vessel of the artifact were worn out and merged together.

scream in pain

The devil's magic that flowed into his body was already at its limit, but the magic of the corps commander also flowed into his body.

It was a process that was more difficult than I imagined, but in reality, it only lasted a few seconds, and Deshade helped me right before I was about to lose my mind because it was too difficult to control.

[Bishop, there is not much left to do. So please give me a little more strength for me.]

Then, my head becomes clear in an instant.

At the same time, I felt the blessing of another body floating above my head.

The thing floating above your head is a halo.

The halo that Deshade gave me contained the divine power before Deshade fell into a non-god existence.

That divine power helped me control the demonic mana and the legion commander's mana that excessively flowed into my body.

After that, Deshade spoke to me again after I had calmed down.

[Bishop. I will do two things at the same time.]

“Phew... Okay.”

[At the same time as closing the cracks in the world, we will liberate the soul diseases.]

As he speaks, the idea of how to swing the sword comes directly to mind.

What I have to do is wield this enormous power.

However, except for the corps commander's magic power, the rest was borrowed power, so everything had to be done in an instant.

I said there are two things, but there are three things you need to do.

First, in order to reach the center of the rift, you must first remove the magic power of the devil and agony with the sword.

Second, the center of the crack, which was temporarily empty, must be cut out completely.

Third, before the crack that was cut out like that disappears, we must plunge the sword into it and cut out the sin of the world's laws that humans have twisted as they please, and the restrictions placed on soul disease.

It's a feat that's mind-boggling just thinking about it, but there's nothing I can do about it.

In a situation like this, Hwarim’s words come to mind again.

‘Can you tell? If you don't do it, you die.'

So, I took a stance with my sword in hand.

With the assistance of Halo's divine power, the powerful power given by the devil is concentrated into the sword.

Deshade asked me that question.

[Bishop.]

“Yes. Deshade.”

[Cutting down the law of soul disease can also include you.]

He said he would also lift the curse on me.

It was a situation where I could finally escape from the laws of death and resurrection that had bound me for a long time.

But even with Deshade’s words, I couldn’t help but think differently.

The sword held at eye level is aimed at a crack, but if you turn your eyes for a moment and look beyond it, you can see the people of the church.

Hwarim, Ennin, Peria, Thistle, Eila, Astesia, Reigns.

This power is still needed to protect the people standing there and to keep the promise made to the princess to move to the empire.

[Do you wish for that?]

So I answered Deshade.

“No. There's still work left to do, so I'm going to try to have a little more.”

Deshade accepted my choice.

[I get it. So, with this, everything is ready. All that's left is to swing the sword.]

As soon as he finished speaking, I pulled his shoulder slightly.

Prepare to swing your sword to accomplish the feat.

All you need to do two things is three actions.

However, the borrowed power will return to Asmodeus as soon as one task is accomplished.

Then there is only one action I must take.

In a split second, you only need to swing your sword three times.

It may be close to impossible to take such action with such enormous power, but I have already seen someone who has accomplished such a thing.

Helias Sign Thion.

Although the corps commander possessed enormous magical power, he created starlight every time he swung his sword.

The starlight of the cross contains three attacks.

In the end, it even grows and imitates the movements of the warrior who showed the skill of hiding ten sword strikes behind the light.

Since I am the one who received his sword, I imitate his swordsmanship and challenge myself to achieve an impossible feat.

The name of the technology is the beauty of stars created by humans.

Move to shout it out.

thud-

“Rachal.”

As you move your feet, the movement of the crack appears to slow down,

'corruption.'

Gather the magic power that is spreading far away, place the crack in the center, and create a path.

And the shouting is,

A life that burned itself to the end.

The technology of the remnants of that life.

The most precise sword in the world, clearly engraved in my mind.

“A bunch of stars.”

sparkle-

The sword was swung once.

However, there are three sword strikes included there.

Something that cannot happen, an act that destroys the laws of physics.

This is a magical realm.

However, since it is reproduced only with technology, not magic power,

This is an insult to the world built on honesty.

Therefore, this thing created by human hands,

We call it a miracle.

Once swung, it leaves a black afterglow,

The remnant reproduces the sword strike that was swung again.

The extreme speed of swordsmanship returns to the space already being cut and creates another sword strike.

Therefore, this is dishonest swordsmanship.

A false sword that deceives the world and a miracle created by a desperate struggle for survival.

The sword creates the starlight of the cross as it is,

It was shot with three wills in it.

Three things happened simultaneously.

The magic power of the devil and Agoni that touched the starlight was cut away,

The space was separated from the magic,

The enormous power contained in the last sword strike left a scar on the laws of the world.

and,

In its place, only pure white light remained.

        
            My strength is draining away.

Now that the power of Asmodeus has disappeared, my body is on the verge of collapsing from fatigue and deprivation.

However, what needed to be done was definitely accomplished.

The rift in the world closed, and Agoni and the demonic magic disappeared everywhere.

To be precise, I cut with a sword, a sword that absorbs the soul of the person I killed, so both beings were completely absorbed into me.

However, this is still the problem.

The magic power of a corps commander is the magic power that a person has accumulated throughout his life.

That means that his magical power was the total amount that a warrior who had trained to the limit could contain, and now my body is absorbing the magical energy of agoni and demons as well.

As it is, there is absolutely no amount that can be contained in one human body.

'It's hard to bear.'

Although the Halo barely prevents the body from collapsing, it cannot move.

There, what I have to do, my job as Deshade's sword, is done, but Deshade, another promise he made remains.

Now all that's left is Deshade's promise to the world.

Just as the devil must go through several procedures to come out on earth, there are also other procedures for the devil to return to hell.

But the evil god Deshade negotiated with the will of the world itself.

He said that he would go into hell of his own will, so please open the door.

The world was angry at Deshade for abandoning God's duty, but willingly opened the door to hell when Deshade said that he would disappear before his eyes.

So Deshade, who has done everything, must return to hell as promised.

Huuung-

A black hole appeared again where the crack disappeared.

The sound of the wind being sucked into the hole felt like the world was whispering to Deshade to get in.

[... Bishop. Thank you for following me until the end.]

Deshade separated from my body with those words.

Clap-

The armor falls off the body and comes back into shape.

The only people in front of the pit are me, who is kneeling without the strength to get up, and Deshade, who is walking towards the pit.

However, there was a group of people running towards us.

“Deshade!”

And among them, there was someone who cried out Deshade's name in the loudest voice.

“Where are you going?”

Among the members of the church who arrived in a hurry, Thistle, who came to the front, shouted at Deshade's back.

Deshade responds to Thistle without looking back.

“... Apostle. I fell of my own volition. I was no longer Deshade as a god, but I became Deshade, fitting for the throne of the evil god newly prepared in hell. That's why I'm just trying to go back.”

“... Didn’t you say that we should all go over to the empire together?”

“... I'm sorry. But I couldn't abandon their prayers.”

In front of Deshade, people can be seen standing beyond the pit leading to hell.

People surrounding us from afar.

There were also soul sicknesses there.

Deshade spoke to them with authority.

Not only to them, but to everyone.

The area where the power extends is the entire territory of the Kingdom Union.

Due to the power, all humans and soul soldiers throughout the kingdom union are able to hear the voice of the evil spirit.

[Soul soldiers, listen.]

When Deshade spoke, people, especially the spirit soldiers, were shocked.

[You are now free. There is no more drinking. If you die like everyone else, that will be the end, and those who command you afterward will curse you in the name of this evil god, Deshade.]

Upon hearing his words, people begin to chatter.

Soon they noticed something strange happening to each of them.

The soul soldiers noticed that the three-layered emblem on their necks, symbolizing the repetition of death and resurrection, was gone, and the officers each tried using the Atyr they had, but saw no response and became contemplative. .

That kind of thing won't just happen here.

With Deshade's power, the word spread throughout the kingdom and was heard by the soul soldiers there.

[one week. For a week, no one can stop those who were mentally ill from making the choices these free souls make.]

After hearing those words, an officer bravely stepped forward.

“Well, that’s nonsense! Did they know what they would do and commit such an unreasonable act?”

Deshade then looked at the officer, and the officer fell backwards in surprise when he saw the red glow in Deshade's eyes.

[It’s a short time. After that time, you will live by your own choices. I did this because I only had one week to give them complete freedom through my own efforts. Are you saying things like that when you know how many years you have been exploiting these people?]

“Ha, but no one can touch soul soldiers... Don’t you, Deshade, know how scary uncontrollable humans are?!”

He is a brave man.

Although he was afraid, he was a man who told everything he wanted to say to the evil spirit, and Deshade responded with a cold voice instead of appreciating the man's courage.

[You are the ones you called upon as you please, so you will have to pay the price. If you have treated them well so far, they may leave without causing any harm to you. The fact that they are not like that and choose to harm you instead of running away somewhere during the time under my protection means that that choice was more important to them.]

“Ha, but... did you know what was going to happen?”

Deshade coldly answered in a trembling voice.

[How would I know what would happen? What happens from now on is what the soul patients chose of their own will. Why don't you know that even if you are harmed by such choices, you will only receive back the karma you have committed?]

After hearing those words, each person began to move.

While there were officers who ran away on the spot, there were souls who chased after such officers to relieve the resentment they had been holding in for so long, and souls who started running in a direction other than the city as if they had any thoughts about what they would do if they were finally free. There were also diseases.

The plains were in a state of chaos.

The end of chaos is the beginning of another chaos.

Some people died, but others were protected.

Noan and several spirit soldiers were moving around Florian, surrounding him to prevent other spirit soldiers from harming her. An officer drew a knife and tried to stab the spirit soldier who was attacking him, but he was caught in the shadow of the soul soldier. Deshade's power made him drop his sword.

chaos.

Only then did other people who saw him realize that Deshade had become an evil spirit.

Still, not everyone left us.

Even though I tried to see it as good, it was definitely not good, and it was difficult to call it evil, and I was still in the same place even after seeing the chaos that only supported one side that had been oppressed.

Some refugees, citizens, and even a paladin begin to pray after seeing Deshade like that.

It's worth it.

Gaia did not send a single word of salvation to anyone until the end, and Deshade saved the soul soldiers who cried out his name until he became an evil spirit.

In that case, it was already decided who among those who survived this hell, Gaia or Deshade, would be closer to the image of God they had imagined.

Deshade creates confusion around him and looks at the pit leading to hell.

Thistle ran towards Deshade.

Then he hugged Deshade from behind and shouted.

“Please, please don’t go! I don't care what Deshade looks like! You promised!”

The power in Thistle's body is the power that Deshade handed over to him before he fell.

Because the power in her body is divine power, it begins to rebel against Deshade's body, which has demonic magic.

Cheeek-

Power and strength move as they please to protect their bodies.

However, despite such severe rejection, Thistle hugged Deshade tightly and did not let go.

“There’s still a lot to talk about! You didn't even criticize me for my rudeness! You said you wanted to see more other beautiful humans! So, so... please come to the empire with us...”

The cries soon turned into sobs.

Thistle, who was hugging Deshade's back, says her last words while sobbing.

“Ugh... Hmm... Please... Please stay by my side. Please watch over me. Please don't leave me... father.”

That title is the real relationship that Thistle was unable to bring up and that she felt with Deshade.

Deshade has been with Deshade for longer than his real parents, but since he is a god, he cannot bear to call him sincerely.

“... I see.”

Deshade heard those words and turned his back.

Then he hugged Thistle and said,

“... Yes. There is no need to be tied down anymore.”

Deshade reveals his true feelings to her, just like Thistle did.

“Thistle, my child, my daughter. Although I made this choice to grant the wishes of all humans, I am truly sorry for not being able to grant your last wish. And I love you.”

“... Dad, Dad...!”

After hearing his words, Thistle sobs louder.

There is nothing stopping Thistle anymore.

Deshade closed the wall, and Thistle's heart poured out the feelings she had been unable to reveal to Deshade, making her a child.

Deshade hugs Thistle tightly.

He suppressed his magical power so as not to hurt Thistle.

Unable to suppress the divine power due to the outburst of emotions, the divine power tries to push away the cracked Deshade.

However, Deshade did not let go of his arms around Thistle even as his body became more and more broken.

“Daughter. On the day we meet again, will you tell me the story about you that I did not see?”

Deshade hugged Thistle's head tightly and held her in his arms, stroking her head and saying.

“Someday we will meet again.”

Thistle looked up at Deshade, and Deshade wiped away the tears rolling down Thistle's cheeks with his gauntlet.

“As long as we refer to each other as parents and children, we will be able to meet again. Live hard for the day of reunion. Write your own story. I want to hear your story on the day we meet again, not as my apostle, but as a human being, as an ordinary woman, as Deshade's daughter Thistle.”

Thistle stands up holding Deshade's hand.

He stood up with support, wiped his face with his sleeve, and looked straight into Deshade's red eyes.

Deshade extended his hand to Thistle.

“Can you promise me?”

Thistle responded by folding his hand into Deshade's hand.

“I promise. I will keep and wait for a story that my dad, who likes people so much, will like, and the dad I like.”

Her eyes, which are still filled with tears, are filled with sadness, but she answers with bravado as Deshade's daughter and adult.

“So, let’s meet again. Dad.”

“... Yes.”

Deshade turned around and stood in front of the black pit.

And then he says his final goodbye to Thistle.

“... I look forward to a happy story.”

Thistle responds to Deshade.

“Happy... I will do it.”

Deshade, standing in front of me, looked back at me for a moment after receiving the final response.

“Bishop.”

“... Yes.”

“Take care of my daughter.”

“... Yes.”

After that, Deshade walked straight towards the black pit.

Whiuuu!

As soon as he disappeared into hell, the gates of hell closed as if waiting.

There was nothing left in that place.

The evil spirit went to find a new throne just for himself, and the only people left here were the people who served him.

Feria has come to us.

“... Is it all over?”

“... Yes.”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s move. I have to leave during this confusing time.”

Even though Peria was listening to all of our stories, she spoke calmly on purpose.

This is something that is said to be more concerned about reality than emotions.

We can only fulfill his promise if we get out of here and reach the Empire.

However, that doesn't mean Peria didn't have different feelings about Deshade.

Peria, too, probably didn't want to break up with Deshade, and didn't even notice that the collar she had been holding tightly was wrinkled.

Other people come and help Thistle and I, who are helpless.

I lean on Hwarim's shoulder and slowly walk one step at a time.

“... I had a hard time.”

“... That’s right.”

“Thank you for your hard work.”

“... Thank you.”

While listening to Hwarim and Astesia, he could not say anything and just walked forward in silence.

Perfect endings only appear in fairy tales.

We support each other's choices.

Therefore, I had no choice but to support Deshade's choice.

Even if I had known in advance that the result would be Deshade and Thistle breaking up, I probably would have helped Deshade when he asked me to help him even though he knew that.

Even though I thought so,

Even though I was prepared for that, looking at Thistle's face made me feel a little sad too.

Thistle was crying quietly.

He is shedding tears as he walks with Aila's support.

'Will I be able to overcome it?'

After thinking about it because I know Thistle's appearance, I feel like it's a bit of a unnecessary worry, but even so, her tears are weakening my heart to the point where I can even think about it.

Still, Thistle also believed in Deshade, so he made a promise.

Promises should not be made in vain.

So, she is walking while crying, and I am also moving by somehow putting the last bit of strength into my legs.

'... what?'

As we walked toward the carriage, passing the people who kept looking at us, the leader suddenly stopped.

So, I also looked at the ground while walking and then looked up.

There are three people there.

Vincent, Linai, and-

Paladin.

A person who carries out the will of the Gaia Church and punishes heretics.

A seed of God who silently strikes down all things related to the devil.

Such a paladin blocked our path.

        
            “Where are you going?”

Paladin asked us.

He is now in a fighting state.

The divine power filled with sharp armor and the mace in hand had already regarded us as enemies.

'This is the worst situation.'

I don't know anything else, but there was one thing I wanted to avoid until the end.

That's the Paladin's chase.

Paladin is a guy who doesn't know what he's going to do.

If he decides that we really need to be punished, he won't care whether we try to cross the empire's border or not, and will follow us to the end and strike us with his mace.

That guy is now standing in front of us as we leave the kingdom.

But now I have no intention or reason to hide it.

This was Deshade's judgment, my choice, and the path the denomination has decided to take.

Feeling confident, we decided to tell him what we wanted to do.

With Hwarim's help, he stands straight in front of the Paladin and answers.

“I will leave the Kingdom Union.”

“Are you planning to go to the empire?”

“Okay.”

“Are you giving up your duty to protect the people here?”

Paladin scolds us.

However, we have already fulfilled our duty of protection, even at the cost of suffering.

“Don’t confuse the order, Paladin. First, it is your church that has passed on the responsibility of saving the people here. Because of the relationship with the church, and for all of us as soul sufferers, the duty to protect the people here was just a duty that was passed on to us. The reason I acted as if I were protecting the people here until the very end was simply to protect the people of our church and to fulfill the final duty of the deceased corps commander.”

“... Good. I will admit that.”

People nearby heard us and murmured.

The death of the corps commander was still unknown news.

Only then did they learn why the corps commander had not appeared in such a chaotic situation.

Of course, since I did not reveal here that I was the one who killed the corps commander, people began to interpret it in their own way.

-The commander passed away?

-I didn’t see General Bulterion there either...

-Could it be that the pagans killed the two of you and then summoned a demon?

-It could be something like that. Couldn't the guy we called a murderer actually be a pagan preparing a sacrifice?

-But wouldn't that be even weirder? The corps commander treated such a murderer passively.

-you idiot. Do you really think that was the case? That means the Church of Gaia ordered no action to be taken against the killer.

-I guess that's right. Why, even when the Orcs came out before, they should have led the soldiers to subdue them from the beginning, but because of the Gaia Church's dissuasion, they didn't take any action, and in the end, didn't they move only after they entered the city? This time, it's probably because of the Gaia Church bastards that this division broke out.

-... I heard from a friend who walks in the back alleys that pagans came in during the night and visited Gaia's temple several times.”

-Is that really true?

-Honestly, I don’t trust the Church of Gaia anymore. Aren't they not doing their job of protecting us properly while taking money as they want? Isn't it because of them that we ended up like this?

-...Actually, the demons that appeared in the city may have been released from the control of the Gaia Church.

-Still, that's not possible... But, that's also possible...

-Isn’t it near the Legion’s tomb?

-The plain where the ghost cries?

-Yes, there is a saying that the plains were actually used by the cult as an execution ground for heretics, so their souls were tied to the land. Why, isn't it said that several people who were previously in prison were seen being secretly transported during the night?

-Isn’t it the opposite? The devil may have descended because the pagans were killed there.

Soon, the dissatisfaction of the people gathered in the plain gathered together to create a tower.

Some rumors reach the truth only through groundless speculation, while others even link completely unrelated ghost stories to the Gaia Church.

Those rumors were gathered together to form a huge malice towards the Church of Gaia.

People who have always been dissatisfied with the Gaia Church, and especially refugees and citizens who are tired of the disturbing events they continue to experience even though they already have nothing more to lose, are turning the tip of their spears against the Gaia Church.

But even in that situation, the paladins and priests were unable to respond.

When the devil appeared, the elders and high-ranking priests in the temple were the first to leave the city and ran away, saying only that they had to deliver the news to the royal castle.

In such a situation, the only ones who remained in the city to deal with the devil were the remaining paladins and the priests who did not have much of a say, and they were also feeling great disappointment in the god Gaia, who had not responded in any way to the situation that had unfolded so far.

Paladin also directly felt the appearances and gazes of those people.

However, Paladin was honest.

He said in front of the Pope of the Gaia Church in the royal castle that he would dedicate everything in his life to slaying the devil. He ignored people's criticism of evil and said only the main points.

“I won’t discuss that further. You have certainly fulfilled your duty for protecting this Grace territory until now. I will admit that. However, that does not deny that you used the power of the devil.”

The Paladin said and thrust his mace forward.

I thought that the ones included in the category he was talking about would be the corrupted evil god Deshade and me, who wielded the power given to him by the arch-demon Asmodeus.

But the end of Paladin's hostility was further behind me.

“Come out. Descendants of the devil who deceived people.”

“... What?”

The person Paladin pointed to was Astesia.

“As I came here, I noticed something strange happening in people’s minds. Astesia, a demon. I have already received reports about you.”

“...”

Astesia tried to step forward at Paladin's words.

“Astecia. You don’t have to go.”

“It’s okay. Lee Rim.”

When I saw the paladin holding a weapon, I decided it was dangerous and tried to stop him, but Astesia confidently stepped forward despite my concerns.

The paladin thrusts his mace towards her.

Contained at the tip of the mace, which is larger than Astesia's head, is a powerfully concentrated divine power that can crush even the average knight in one go.

However, Astesia was not afraid even in the face of such a mace.

The tip of the flanged mace, a sharp piece of iron that can even cut, stands proudly even though it is right in front of us.

“You demon who repented in front of the god Deshade! Answer me! Why did you use demonic power on them? Why are there so many traces of your power in their heads? Why did you break your promise and deceive people?”

Paladin interrogates.

“Pa, Paladin...!”

Seeing the Paladin's imposing appearance, Linai, who was standing behind the Paladin, tried to come forward.

A paladin is a being close to a madman who throws a mace when he suddenly thinks his thoughts are complete, even while talking to a pagan or a person related to the devil.

Since Astesia, who had inherited the power of the demons, appeared in front of her, Linai could not help but think that her friend was in danger.

The moment the answer is not to his liking, or even before that, if he concludes in his head that the Astesia in front of him is a being who must be destroyed, Astesia's head will disappear in an instant.

However, Vincent stopped Linai who was trying to run away.

“Why, why are you blocking me?!”

“If you trust your friend, it would be better to stay still for now.”

“What does Vincent know about Astesia!”

Linai tried to shake off Vincent's hand, but Vincent didn't let go.

“Hmm... If it's something that happened when you were young, you might not know as much as Rinai. Of course, my conversation with Astesia is limited to what I've talked to at the church a few times.”

Vincent relaxes his grip on Linai a little, looks her in the eyes, and speaks to her.

“But just saying that much was enough to know. Astesia would never have used such power to harm others. So she is acting proud now. I believe it. If you are Astesia, you will be able to convince Paladin with your own words. Even if Rinai doesn't come forward, she will answer with her own words.”

He then reassured Linai with a smile.

“Or is it that Rinai doesn’t trust her friend Astesia?”

“Well, it’s not that...”

Seeing him like that, Linai replied that she knew and took a step back, holding his collar tightly with her hand.

Although they are biting their lips so hard that blood is coming out, they seem to understand that there is some bond between them.

Vincent later tells Paladin after seeing Linai's true identity.

“Paladin. This time, what is in front of you is not a heretic with a tongue begging for his life, but a human being with a question that he himself wants to hear, so I hope you will listen to the end and make a decision. And this time, I hope you make a promise after seeing me and your servant, Linai, who went with you to kill the infidels.”

“... Good. What?”

“Please consider whose values are what you are truly trying to judge. Is that standard a standard created by the high priests of the Gaia Church, or is it the standard you have for yourself as a paladin who gave his name to Goddess Gaia? ”

“...”

“Please.”

“... Got it.”

The paladin looked back at Vincent and Linai, then lowered his mace and placed it on the ground.

He pretended to listen to the story and waited for Astesia's answer.

Soon, Astesia spoke.

“... The reason I used this power was purely due to my personal desires. Neither Deshade nor my ancestor Asmodeus, nor anyone else, intervened in my decision.”

As soon as the demon's name came out of her mouth, the paladin twitched his hand on his mace, but soon held it back.

“I felt that the city was in chaos and wanted to save the people. I told Deshade that story, and Deshade said, 'If that's what you want, then do it.' He said. So, with his help, I just guided people to the path they were looking for.”

The plain became quiet for a while due to the appearance of the Paladin.

Astesia's words penetrated the silence and entered people's ears.

Soon people start whispering again.

Public opinion and people's emotions have become a positive tailwind blowing in our direction.

        
            People who are pushed into extreme situations are unable to make sound decisions.

The moment the thought of having to run away in a hurry dominates your mind, you end up running without even realizing where the roads you usually take to buy apples, cut meat, or bake bread lead.

People who have become so irrational.

However, because it is an irrational state, the moment you have a great experience, you will never be able to forget it.

And for the people here, that experience is-

It is an experience of being guided by Astesia on the way to live.

-Is this the voice you heard in your head at that time?

-Saint, it's the voice of a saint! It's the voice that helped us get out safely!

-But their true identity was that demon? I'm disappointed.

-You bastard, what's wrong with that? You, too, came out with the help of a saint while walking down the alley leading to the center of the ghouls like an idiot!

-Well, that's true, but you're a demon, right? I live in the north and have only heard about it, but does it make sense that there are demons in a village where humans live in the first place? So I thought it was a lie.

-Look, what about demons and orcs? What is important is that we are standing here now because of that person’s voice.

-But don't you say you touched our heads?

-That's because that paladin spoke strangely. Let us no longer be swayed by the Gaia Church and make our own decisions! We were saved because of that saint! Deshade sent us a saint and her knight!

-Isn’t this the saint who saved us from chaos and the knight who killed the devil and the evil dragon? I'm only talking about them now, but I wonder if they have the right to punish Paladin just because he used the power of the devil. To me, the elders and priests who abandoned us and ran away look more like devils.

After that, people started swearing at Paladin and the Church of Gaia.

-The one who saved us was that demon saint!

-The devil was playing like this, and where on earth was the Paladin in the meantime? And yet, are you a human who goes around slaying demons on behalf of God Gaia?

-That saintess saved far more people than you saved! When it comes to killing demons like you, it's better than a madman who kills even members of his own sect without hesitation!

-Get away from the saint!

-Fake saints, go away! Don't be violent anymore!

The voices of such people enter the Paladin's ears.

As if they couldn't just tolerate it this time, the surviving paladins and priests spewed out excuses and curses in repulsion toward them, but they also easily became skeptical about whether the faith they held and the church they were members of was really a proper church. Some people are showing helplessness because they have .

“...”

The Paladin turned his head and took in all the sights.

In front of him, Astesia folds her hands and speaks.

“Paladin. I am truly sorry for breaking the promise I made to stay in the human city and for using my power against them at will. But I won't regret the choice I made. I was in a situation where I could save someone with my weak power, so I decided to save them and moved forward. If this is truly an unjust act using pagan power from a Paladin's point of view, then there is nothing we can do about it.”

Astesia said that and took a moment to catch her breath.

The last words, which seemed a bit resigned, were unsettling, but Astesia did not say anything about giving up.

In this dire situation, she also said something different from when she gave up her life at the end of the night.

“But I cannot die here at the hands of Paladin. I now have people who will mourn if I die. I will live longer knowing that I can save others with my power. And I will help those who come to me asking for help. In addition, I have a desire to be of some help to the driver who gave me the opportunity to live a new life. Even for that reason, I cannot die here and now. I will continue to live. I will not allow the people I love or myself to be killed by the weapons you have brought to my attention. I don't want to harm you.

so-

Please open the way. Paladin.”

Paladin raised his head after hearing Astesia's words.

He looked at us, then turned his head and looked at the people lined up on the plain.

There are refugees and citizens saved by Astesia.

Although they were dirty and had wounds all over their bodies, they clearly survived with the help of Astesia.

There were soldiers and knights who stopped her from walking into danger and showed her a side road through which she could pass safely, so they reacted quickly and held on without collapsing until the last moment was reached.

They are now voluntarily calling Astesia a saint, and although they are calling demons, not humans, members of the Deshade Church, not the Gaia Church, saints, no one has refuted this.

“... Are you saying these are all the people you saved?”

I don't know how many years he served as a paladin.

However, it was clear that the number of people Astesia had saved would far exceed the people she had saved so far.

The paladin looks down at his hands.

A huge hand, and the bigger and sharper gauntlet on that huge hand was shining in the brightening sun.

Paladin looked at Astesia again.

The rising sun at dawn hangs like a halo behind the demon who inherited the blood of Asmodeus, a succubus who was thought to be dark and ugly.

It's a coincidence.

It was just about time for the sun to rise.

However, her appearance clearly can be called a saint, or rather, it is an appearance that one would not know what to call other than a saint.

Two small hands folded together on her chest.

Although the hand was small enough to fit into one paladin's hand, Astesia saved many more people than a paladin could.

That girl dared to declare in front of Paladin that she would live now.

Unlike the pagans who beg for their lives, lick their shoes, and cry until the devil tattoo on their hands rips and bleeds, they are proud and say they will tell their story and move forward.

That was something the Paladin could never find in the group of pagans he had ever seen.

Finally, the Paladin speaks.

“... Good. I admit that. You guys deserve to leave here.”

He said so and withdrew his iron fist.

They even put mace on their backs so that we could pass by.

The conversation ended there.

The moment Paladin said he would let us go, an officer caught my eye.

He was watching us from among the crowd, and the moment he heard the Paladin's decision, he quickly began to gather the soldiers and knights around him that were not soul soldiers.

“There was one experienced guy left. They're probably trying to form a chase team. Let’s move quickly.”

Peria immediately realized how his actions would be connected and urged us on.

We started moving slowly, and the paladin didn't take any action until we passed by.

However, Astesia did not leave Paladin's presence until we passed by him.

“What’s wrong? Not moving?”

Peria urged Astesia, but Astesia asked for a little time.

Paladin continued to look at Astesia and spoke.

“... Why don't you leave?”

Astesia answers the Paladin who spoke slowly.

“I felt like there was something I wanted to say, so I was waiting.”

“Did you read my mind?”

“No, that's not it... Usually, people who make that kind of expression are usually in the process of organizing their thoughts.”

The Paladin made an unknown expression upon hearing those words.

And then, as Astesia said, I asked a question.

“Good. I will ask you one last question.”

“Yes.”

“Would it be possible to save more people like you if you were driven by faith, not doctrine?”

Astesia closed her eyes at Paladin's question.

As he seriously thought about it, she also took the time to answer seriously, even in the midst of her busy schedule.

Soon Astesia spoke.

“No. This is just a coincidence.”

“Coincidence?”

“Yes. Accident. I just encountered an environment where Paladin could have saved far more people at the same time than he had been able to save. If Paladin had been here and not me, Paladin would have definitely moved to save them, right?”

“I guess so.”

“Look, that’s all. I don’t think there’s much difference between Paladin and I. If it's a little different, would it be the order?”

“Order?”

“Yes. Paladin, you may think that many people can survive if you save people from the dangers that could be the source of the crisis, but I just thought that if I save people, the crisis will be resolved someday.”

“You couldn’t have ended this crisis with your own strength, right?”

“That’s right. But um... right. The difference between me and Paladin is that you think you have to do everything on your own.”

Astesia said that and pointed at me.

“I trust Lee Rim. So I did what I could, and Lee Rim did what he could on his own, so we were able to save people and survive.”

She then pointed to Vincent and Linai behind the Paladins.

“I think what a Paladin needs is people to be around him. I think Paladin always makes such extreme choices because he thinks he has to solve everything on his own. So, please believe in those who believe in you, Paladin. If so, Paladin, you will be able to achieve the result you truly desire.”

Paladin looked back after hearing Astesia's words.

Vincent and Linai there.

The two stood behind the Paladin, watching us leave, just as they had done when fighting the cultist.

Even though Astesia said what she wanted to say, she spoke a little uneasy.

“... I'm sorry. I spoke too presumptuously, as if something had happened.”

However, Paladin shook his head at Astesia’s words.

“No, I heard the answer to your question carefully. Astesia, a saint of the Deshade Church.”

He then approached Astesia, the demon, and took out an old handkerchief from his arms and handed it over.

“This is...?”

“This is the handkerchief I received from the girl I first saved after becoming a paladin.”

“Yes?”

Astesia asked back in surprise.

The Paladin's expression looking at the handkerchief was not with his usual anger and cool-headedness, but rather a look of sadness.

“I will give you this in return for answering my question. It's an old cloth, so use it however you like. This is the greatest respect I can give to you as I leave this place, so please accept it.”

“Ha, but...”

Astesia looked at the handkerchief and then at the Paladin's face.

The handkerchief is an object that contains the last emotions that a paladin has as a human being, not as a paladin wearing it out of duty.

Astesia hesitated for a while, wondering if it was okay to accept such a precious item, but soon accepted it and said hello.

“Goodbye. As long as our mutual beliefs stand on the ground correctly, we may meet again.”

With the Paladin's greeting, he also turned around and moved his body.

There was Vincent, who nodded to me for a moment, and Liani, who gestured to Astesia.

The two people moved along with the Paladin.

After that, Astesia joined our ranks, and we left.

        
            My head, body, and mind are shaking.

It is not a mental or emotional instability caused by lack of will.

It's just that my body physically shakes tremendously.

Deddd-

“Smoothly... Drive a little, you bear.”

As I was lying inside the carriage unable to move, the shock was directly transmitted to my head.

I try to complain in a low voice to Gombangi, who is causing the shock.

Shake!

bang!

“Ugh...”

Of course, my words were not conveyed to the animal, but the impact of climbing over the huge stone beak was transmitted to my throat as if it were an answer to its grumbling.

“Are you sick? Would you like me to upload a little more?”

“Oh, no. It’s okay.”

Thistle looks down at me and asks if I can move my body.

My head is now resting on Thistle's thigh.

As for Hwarim, the thought of lying down on someone else's thigh, no matter how awkward it may be, makes me feel embarrassed.

But I still couldn't move my body.

It's already been 2 days since my body felt like this.

The last time we saw the Paladin, we got into the carriage and started running at full speed.

Peria's guess was not wrong at all.

The death of the corps commander, the Paladin's abandonment of the chase, the generals killed one after another by the killer, and other generals who do not appear.

Plus the countless officers who died defending the city.

At a time when all those in command lost their command for various reasons, one experienced nobleman who figured it all out and made the calculation took command himself.

Although all of that may not be true.

The truth about the death of the corps commander and the disappearance of his close associate, General Bulterion, will only be revealed through further investigation.

However, the experienced nobleman survived the chaotic situation and had the authority to give orders as the next person in command, even after all the people above him disappeared.

He immediately gathered the remaining soldiers and knights and started chasing us.

The nobleman chose the next best option.

In any case, it is impossible to enter a city overrun by demons unless the Gaia Church dispatches a large number of priests to complete the purification work, and the task of controlling rumors circulating from people who are currently uncontrollable has been boldly abandoned.

He gave up all of that and chose to pursue the fugitives, the Church of the Evil God who had liberated all the soul soldiers who were trying to escape from the Kingdom Union.

Considering my career path, it was the right thing to do.

The most important thing in uniting the kingdoms is controlling soul disease.

The control of such soul disease was cut off by the corrupt evil god Deshade.

There will probably be some running wild among the soul soldiers that Deshade has set free in the royal castle.

A few members of the royal family may have been harmed by the rampaging soul soldiers, and it is unclear how other races will react after knowing that thousands of soul soldiers have been lost.

Therefore, he decided that instead of the soul soldiers who could not be caught due to the power of the evil spirit, he would chase down and capture us, who were the cause, and escort them to the royal castle.

However, if there is one thing that was overlooked, it is that the path he and we take is different.

As soon as they gave chase, we drove Gombangi into the land of death.

The Land of Death, which appears only as a golden, ripe wheat field all year round, looks harmless at first glance, and when we entered, they opened the way without stopping us.

The nobleman who saw this immediately pushed the fearful soldiers into the wheat field, but of course death struck them.

A group of soldiers led the way into a wheat field, and soon those soldiers fell to the ground along with their horses and died instantly.

This is a natural result.

There is one difference between them and us.

Ugh-

The Halo given by Deshade, which is still glowing faintly in my head, and the power of Asmodeus, which is filled with Astesia's body, were protecting us from harm.

The unknown monsters in the wheat field did not even show hostility towards us, who were protected by evil spirits and devils, but rather opened the way.

So, we are now running away from the land of death at full speed, but the nobleman could not.

They had no choice but to circle the land of death and hastily turn their horses to catch us near the border crossing to the empire, and we are now running as hard as we can to avoid being caught by them.

And I just keep lying down in that carriage.

“Ah... Damn.”

Consciousness is lost again.

As my vision blurs, I see Thistle with a worried face.

I don't want to make that face, but I can't help it.

The excess soul and magic power in my body is eating away at my body.

The corps commander's magic alone was already too much for me.

If the soul vessel had been contained only in the artifact, there might not have been a problem.

However, I wanted to use the artifact more efficiently, so I broke down the boundary between my soul vessel and the artifact's soul vessel and combined them with my magic to surround the sword. As a result, my body became unstable.

That's why my mind is confused.

The absorbed souls were talking about their own desires, but to me, who had never dealt with magical power even before coming here, not only the magic of the existing artifacts, but also the soul vessel, agony, and demon Hearth Dili, which became even larger thanks to the soul of the corps commander. The soul inside is running wild.

They are dead, but they are not dead.

The body that formed it may have died.

However, because their respective desires were absorbed into my body in the form of souls as residual thoughts, especially in the case of the three souls who were too assertive, I could not control them according to my will.

As a result, I keep losing consciousness and waking up again and again.

Halo, which appeared at the end to deal with the power of the devil in moments of crisis and to stabilize the collapsing body, continues to appear even now.

Thanks to this, I could easily see that my body was in crisis.

A world in the heart that sinks like a fall and then returns.

When I was training with Hwarim, the world that maintained a clear view except for one tree was no longer quiet.

The black thing on the far left horizon is the demon Hearth Dillian.

On the opposite horizon is Agoni, the wingless nether dragon.

And standing quietly before me is the Legion Commander, Helias Sain Thion.

The three beings were muttering their own words.

The sound continued to spread throughout the quiet inner world, but I could not understand what they were saying.

Still, this is better than the first day.

The deep world I entered unconsciously for the first time was chaos, whereas the city where evil ghouls, soldiers, and refugees were mixed was chaos, this place was chaos.

As the artifact and the vessel of my soul merged, the souls poured into the deep world and began to run wild.

Because I was in that state, I was pushed out of consciousness again by them and was able to come back to my senses unintentionally.

Of course, that happened, but my body was still in an unstable state, so I lost consciousness again, entered the world of the mind, and repeated it.

And every time I entered the deep world, the scenery changed.

The rampaging souls began to disappear in order, starting with the weakest ones.

They killed each other among themselves.

This is the solitude of the spirit world.

The dead souls were absorbed into the bright world, making the ground more solid, and their potential turned into magical power and stayed in the air of the deep world.

It kept repeating itself, and each time I entered the world of the mind, the number of souls I saw decreased day by day.

'Is this the greatest balance for now?'

What remains at the end of the series of such phenomena are these three beings.

They were the last ones to come in, and each other despised their own strength, turning all the souls around them into ashes, and now they maintain balance.

Each person takes his or her own position and does not move.

However, they are just the remains of a dead being.

Each person is revealing their own desires.

The devil says something incomprehensible and keeps trying to dig into the unharmed Myunggyeong with his fingernails, Agoni just looks at the sky, and the corps commander stands muttering while holding his sword.

They did not try to go in the direction of other beings.

Thanks to this, the world of the mind has achieved some degree of balance.

However, the flaw is that although it is originally my inner world, there is no room for me there.

Huh-

'shit. 'Is it again?'

I am bounced away by those three beings again.

I felt the pain as if my body was breaking, and I was broken by their pressure alone.

Beings that were killed but not killed properly.

Their presence continues to eat away at my body.

“... Lee Rim?”

“... Ah, yes.”

I open my eyes again because I hear Thistle's voice.

We returned to the rickety carriage.

“Thistle, I’m sorry, but could you move your head?”

“I’m sorry. Just a moment.”

With Thistle's help, I turn my lying body slightly and look inside the carriage.

It's the second day now.

Sitting in the coach seat are Astesia and Peria.

Astesia was sleeping, leaning against Peria, while Peria opened her eyes and compared the map with the scenery in front, checking to see if the path was wrong.

The next thing I saw was Enin lying down right next to me.

The heavy armor surrounding Enin's body had already been removed.

Her wounds were the most serious among ours.

Thistle said he was only wearing a splint, but fortunately, he was fine except for a little bit of pain, probably because his bones were finely broken.

Since Thistle is an apostle, the fact that his body is somewhat strong also plays a role.

On the other hand, Enin is truly a more pure human than anyone else here.

Of course, Ennin is capable of producing strength that far exceeds the standard for a human and is unimaginable coming from a small body, but when it comes to having a strong body, that is another matter.

Enin, who had been brutally beaten by the corps commander, was not in good health.

Broken bones pierced my body at the slightest movement of my lying body, and even though I poured out all the regeneration potion I had, I could not easily come to my senses.

Next to Enin, Hwarim and Eila were somehow making medicine that could help Enin from the remaining herbs, mainly under Eila's leadership.

The only problem is that the knowledge is barely at the level of a wild man.

“Ugh... I remember it being done like this...”

“Try to remember it properly.”

“Ha, but it’s really slim. As far as I know, this could definitely have been used if processed in a different way, right?”

“All I can say is that it’s pathetic. Why on earth did you say you learned such important knowledge about making life-saving medicine while dozing off like that?”

“No, did you think I would be making medicine on my own like this? When I was a patroller, all the other sisters made medicine, so I didn't even try it! ... Oh really! You forgot again! This is all because Hwarim told me to!”

“Do not blame others for your ignorance.”

“... Hey, profit!”

“... What on earth do elves do?”

Seeing Aila holding different types of herbs in both hands and Hwarim nurturing Aila next to her, I feel fortunate that they are both uninjured.

Beside the two, Raines is helping them read the book Morsling left behind.

“Leonide If you're into herbs, they're here. It is said that the properties change by soaking in water for about an hour.”

“Uh, really? Okay, then Hwarim, pour me some water first.”

“Phew... I got it. Just wait and see.”

After hearing Reigns' words, the two begin to move quickly.

“Keu...”

Enin groans.

I don't know if the reason for the moaning was due to pain, or if he was moaning out of frustration and not being able to say anything even though the two people were talking, but there was a little movement compared to the first day when he seemed completely dead.

The only thing I'm worried about is whether I can safely reach the empire like this.

No matter how temporary you try, the wound may fester over time.

Especially in the case of internal injuries, if it is really late, it can be a big problem.

That's why Peria is now turning on the light in her eyes and helping Gombangi run so that he doesn't go astray.

They say it only takes 8 more days to reach the empire, but I'm worried whether Ennin will be able to survive until then.

“Ugh...”

And I don't know if my body can handle it.

The balance of the body is honestly not good.

The souls may have sunk, but the body is not properly accepting the soul's vessel.

Now, the cracks are somehow being filled with regenerative abilities.

But even that can collapse if the three beings of the world of the heart decide to plant roots too deeply.

'Really, can you survive?'

So, it was a time when I started to doubt whether I could survive on my own.

“Wait! Slow down!”

Peria seems to have seen something in the distance and calls Gombangi to stop.

Gombangi slowly slowed down, and at the same time, Aila and Hwarim picked up their weapons.

“... What is it?”

We also look where Peria looked.

A wheat field that is golden in color and reflects sunlight.

There was a woman standing in the middle of such a wheat field.

Clearly, this is the land of death.

Like us, someone appeared on a land where we could never walk unless under someone's direct protection.

Hwarim and Aila get off and block the carriage.

The woman doesn't seem to care about those two, so she slowly walks towards us as if nothing had happened.

“... Stop.”

Hwarim called her over, showing her the sword sheath.

Then the woman stopped right in front of Gombangi's snout.

        
            “Please state your name.”

Hwarim asked a question to the woman who approached her.

Instead of answering Hwarim's words, the woman extends her hand to Gombangi.

That's a bit of a risky thing to do.

Gombangi is under Eila's magic, so it looks like a horse instead of a bear.

But that doesn't mean it isn't particularly dangerous.

Even if it is not just a bear, but also a horse, its teeth grip strength is enough to chew the size of a human finger.

Of course, Gombang is quite smart, so he is not the kind of person who will chew meat if it is thrown in front of him like other animals, but from a normal person's perspective, it is not something that should be done carelessly.

Nevertheless, the woman brought her outstretched hand to Gombangi’s head,

Gombangi lowered his head just before the woman's hand touched him.

“You’re a good kid.”

The sight reminds me of Enin submitting Gombangi before.

Gombangi seemed to sense something different about the woman and immediately lowered his tail.

But I couldn't feel anything from the woman.

It seems that the same applies to other people.

Eila, Hwarim, and even Peria, who has excellent magic sensitivity, only make embarrassed expressions when they see such a woman.

A being that suddenly emerged from a wide golden wheat field.

The woman with sunset-colored hair was wearing a brown cloak.

Red and yellow leaves were attached to the cloak, as if to brighten up the plain color of the cloak, and green moss was suddenly wrapped around the shoulders like a scarf.

The woman was holding the cloak loosely with one hand, fastening the collar.

Inside the cloak, a flesh-colored chest was visible, as if she was wearing nothing, and a squirrel suddenly jumped out from between the chest.

In the land of death, where ordinary creatures can never pass, a being with a secret that appears outside of us who were passing through the blessings of Deshade and Asmodeus.

“Who are you...?”

Hwarim asked the woman again.

And the woman responded by carefully stroking the squirrel sticking out between her breasts with her index finger.

“I am Gaia. Just call me Gaia.”

-------------------------------

“Gaia... If so, is that god Gaia?”

Eila was surprised by the woman's answer and asked back.

“What you are thinking is probably correct. I was Gaia, the god served by the Gaia Church.”

“Gaia 'was'?”

The being who identified herself as Gaia passed Gombangi and started walking toward us and toward the back of the carriage I was riding in.

“What are you trying to do?”

Even though she revealed her name, Hwarim did not move out of the way and blocked the woman.

“It’s nothing special. I'm just trying to return a little favor.”

“Grace?”

“Okay.”

The woman's answer is short.

Therefore, Hwarim did not back down easily because he could not be trusted with the act of just cutting up and throwing the two letters.

“It seems like you're trying to do us a favor, but I don't know what we should see or believe in you. Gaia's name could be an impersonation, and we don't even know if the favor she is offering is real.”

Sereung-

Eventually the sword was drawn.

The sword that was repaired at Ars Magna still shows off its charm even though it has been used quite a bit.

Hwarim thrust the tip of the sword at the woman who called herself Gaia.

However, the woman walked towards the sword as if she was wondering what would happen if the sword was thrust at her,

cook-

The tip of the sword was on the verge of digging into the tip of the woman's chest, leaving a very fine mark.

At the same time, a gust of wind arose.

Fuuu-

A gust of wind swept through the wheat field, and at the same time as the gust, something popped out from the woman's cleavage.

“... I guess it wasn’t a squirrel?”

Seeing that, Peria unknowingly let go of the reins she had been holding tightly.

A squirrel nestled comfortably in a woman's chest.

The moment the sword touched its chest, the squirrel instantly grew huge and soared into the sky.

Then he revealed his true face behind the woman.

Cooo!

The squirrel had grown huge, and the innocent look it had just moments before was gone.

The hostility revealed by the sharp eyes and the only white eyes was brutal.

The two huge front teeth that were exposed in a threatening manner looked like they could easily cut a person's waist in two, and the claws were also large enough to be quite threatening.

But what was truly scary wasn't those things.

“Is that really blood?”

As Eila said, we looked at the huge object the squirrel was holding.

What the squirrel was holding was an acorn that was much larger than the carriage.

There was something stuck to the bottom of the acorn.

Crushed bones, dried blood, pieces of flesh from unknown creatures.

The squirrel lifted the acorn with both arms with all its might -

Quaaaang!

He slammed it down hard into the ground.

“... Heh.”

“Uh...”

Peria just opened her mouth wide when she saw that.

Astesia, who was leaning on Peria next to her, was also speechless in front of the huge and powerful power.

And it was the same for other people as well.

The size of a squirrel is comparable to that of a fairly large monster.

For Aila, an elf who raised magical beasts like livestock, for Thistle, who had seen many creatures as adventurers, and for Hwarim and I, who had faced numerous monsters on the battlefield, the squirrel was a creature they had never seen before.

“This child has been my guardian since I was a god, but if I were to call it proof, wouldn't it be a bit lacking? Because right now, all of my energy is being devoted to this wheat field.”

Gaia raised her hand, and the squirrel lowered its chin to give her a scratch.

“... I have no choice but to believe this. Rather, if you don't believe it, the problem will be what else to say.”

In such a strange scene, it was Raines who spoke first, and Hwarim and Aila quietly put away their weapons, agreeing with her words.

Gaia went around the carriage and entered the inside of the carriage where Enin was.

He then starts talking to Thistle and doing his job.

“You are that Deshade’s child.”

“... Do you know?”

“Then. I know that you are the God who took what I gave up. Well, Deshade may have never met me.”

Gaia picked up the herbs Eila had taken out with her hands.

Then the herb, which had already dried, suddenly began to come to life and in an instant, a flower bloomed without any roots.

“We have never done anything that could be called a favor to Gaia, but...”

“Of course, you can say that because what you did was not done with me in mind. But thanks to you, I have seen satisfactory results, so I am grateful to you all and am lending you my strength.”

Gaia slowly begins to place the vibrant herbs on Enin's body, one by one, all over the body.

Soon, unknown letters appeared on the front of the herb flower, then burned and scattered into the air.

After saying that, Gaia suddenly turned to me and spoke.

“Do you know how the Church of Gaia started?”

“Yes? Uh... Well, I don't know.”

It's a story you don't know.

People born here receive education at the temple of the Gaia Church, so they may know a little about it, but for me, who came from another world, stories about the history of the Church are of no interest at all.

Gaia opened her mouth as if to explain, but-

“Hmm... It's annoying.”

After saying that, I closed my mouth.

“... Ah, uh, um...”

“... Uh, is this the end?”

Thistle and I were dazed by that sight.

Gaia, who spoke as if she wanted to say something important, silently treats Enin.

Rustling-

She put her hand inside her cloak and pulled out a bunch of dried grapes with only a few eggs attached.

She takes a piece of the grape, puts it in Henin's mouth, and speaks again.

“The only thing that can cure arrogance is discipline.”

Enine, who had a grape in his mouth, chewed the grain little by little and swallowed it, although he was not sure if he was awake.

“Those who claimed to be my priests first found me walking in the wilderness, saying they would serve me.”

The scent of burning herbs floating in the air lingers in my nose.

“They asked me, who was just turning the wilderness into vegetation, to become the god of humans, and they told me that I was no different from the grass on the street or the guys, so I could serve them as I pleased or not.”

Then, changes are seen in Enin's body.

Ttuk-tuk-tuk-tuk-tuk-duk-

The bruises began to gradually disappear and the sound of bones coming together could be heard inside the body.

“Then, humans began to take my power and use it as they pleased. It was a trap. My answer became the key that allowed them to take the power of God and use it, and those who arbitrarily stole my power received feats under the guise of dedicating them to me, and continued to replace them with divine power, creating a cult.”

“Off...”

Enin groans as his body regenerates rapidly and forcefully.

“I was originally a god who loved things that grew on the earth. As I answered their question by mistake, I became a god who loved humans, and my powers were arbitrarily taken away. So, I didn't want to see these guys who didn't listen to me and achieved power among themselves, so I laid down everything like your god. It's a position that anyone would be reluctant to take if they knew the reality, as it only has a lot of useless restrictions, such as God's responsibilities.”

I ask Gaia that question.

“Is Gaia also an evil spirit?”

Gaia thought a little about my answer and then answered.

“If it is called an evil spirit... is it an evil spirit? Having abandoned God's responsibilities, I now enjoy my own hobbies.”

After saying that, she looked around the surrounding wheat fields for a moment.

We follow her gaze and look at the wide wheat field together.

“Currently, I am reaping the fruits of the seeds I sowed when I was a god. Migratory birds, wild animals, grass seeds, etc. are just building houses and living here as a farmer. Well, since I didn't put up a separate sign, it seems like there are creatures that I didn't create that are being harvested by stepping in as they please.”

Gaia said that and pointed to her squirrel.

“Oh, by the way, I forgot the introduction. This is Siren, the field keeper who guards my field.”

“... Hello?”

When she introduced the squirrel, it trembled for a moment and flung its fur in the air.

We were once again unable to move at the sight of such a monster, and instead, Astesia, representing us, mustered up the courage to say hello to the squirrel.

Huuung-

Then another gust of wind blew, and the squirrel suddenly became smaller and climbed onto Astesia's thigh.

Then he touches his arm with his hand.

“Oh, oh, do you want to come up?”

Nod-

The squirrel nodded at Astesia's words, and when she opened her palm, the squirrel rolled up into it and lay down quietly.

“You seem to like it. It will be worth it. I found this injured squirrel right after it fell and raised it from there, so in reality, it's probably more familiar with hell, but it's living its life with me on earth. It seems like the devil's energy emanating from you is quite correct.”

After saying that, Gaia goes down, touching Enin's whole body from top to bottom.

The broken bones seemed to have been put back together safely, and Enin didn't moan much even though Gaia was touching him quite hard.

Rather, he fell asleep with a peaceful face, like a child being held in the arms of his parents.

Gaia whispers quietly not to us but to the sleeping Ennin.

“... I'm sorry. This is a child with strong vitality. I was always listening to your prayers. Even though I forced myself to become a god who loves humans, you always called me the god of lovingkindness whenever you prayed. Because you did not stop praying, I was not reduced to a devil and remained as a being with the status of a god. While I feel grateful, I am an evil spirit and could not answer your call. I couldn't respond to your beautiful heart because of the false roof created by those who pretended to be me.”

Gaia strokes Enin's forehead, then stands up Enin for a moment and hugs her tightly.

“You have a blessed lifespan, and because I was unable to touch you, you cut yourself off and watered the tree of the apocalypse, trying to stand next to others. But from now on, there is no need for that. I will help you. Since you are a great person who prays to me, I will take responsibility for you from now on.”

She said something I don't know if it was a blessing or something, and then quietly put Enin down.

Seeing Enin breathing comfortably, who seemed to have a happy expression on his face after hearing everything, Gaia turned her head towards us.

“This child is done. Anyway, because I fell, the god who loved humans disappeared, and Deshade is a new being born with power in my place and given the responsibility of being a god.”

“That means... Deshade was originally Gaia's replacement.”

“Yes. Among those who borrowed my name, if there was one who truly supported me, he would have sensed that I had disappeared and had to serve Deshade, who had come instead. But as you know, the god wandered around for years, talking to various priests and humans. If the priests of that false church had served that god when Deshade came, they might have become stronger as they gained the power of another god. But they were so stupid that they blew that opportunity.”

This completely matches Gloria’s guess in Ars Magna.

Gaia abandoned her duties and Deshade was born.

However, the story behind it was something we didn't know.

Could it be that Deshade was originally a replacement for Gaia, and in reality Deshade was the new entity that the Gaia Church had to serve?

If that had been done properly, the Church of Gaia might have been able to wield even stronger power.

“With my power... It's not confirmed, but I roughly predict that the fake church that bears my name will gradually collapse from now on. I'm glad that thanks to you guys, I got the revenge I never even thought about. So this is my return.”

Gaia tidied up the hair on Enin's forehead.

Then she held out her hand to me.

“Okay, so come this way. Knight of Deshade. I will correct your broken balance.”

        
            “Ah...”

As Gaia held out her hand to me, I felt strength entering Thistle's body, which was supporting my body.

“It’s okay. Deshade's child. I'm not specifically trying to eat you, so don't worry.”

An airflow that feels a bit tense.

“... I understand.”

Thistle slightly bit her lip in the air and carefully placed my body in front of Gaia.

“I’m sorry, Lee Rim. It would be great if I had the power to heal you...”

It was only after listening to Thistle's sullen appearance that I realized why he had been so hesitant.

What Thistle felt was helplessness.

A chronic problem our denomination has.

The point is that there are no people with healing abilities.

Our denomination is not one that specializes in healing abilities.

The Church of Gaia has the best healing ability among all the gods, kingdoms, and empires that humans serve, so although the adventurers here have their bodies as their wealth, they sometimes only believe in healing magic and take adventures that can be considered gambling.

Of course, the problem is that it costs a lot of money.

So our denomination, which had no one with such abilities, had no choice but to move in two ways.

Either be careful in advance to avoid being in a critical situation that requires healing magic, or prepare for death and do special attacks focusing on me, Hwarim, and the resurrected soul bottle.

The problem is that in the former case, no matter how sharp a person's nerves are, unexpected situations inevitably arise in life, so danger will eventually arrive, and in the latter case, since it is premised on being resurrected with a healthy body, the soul itself If you get hurt, you're in big trouble.

In reality, when Thistle injured his arm and when Reigns came to us covered in blood, we were unable to take proper action due to our lack of healing ability, and Hwarim and I had no choice but to move cautiously when dealing with demons and their creatures.

Among us, Sisul is the only one who can actually properly use divine power as magic.

However, Thistle does not know how to use divine power for healing.

As an apostle, she only has the power to punish those who threaten the church.

Of course, it wasn't really Thistle's fault, as it was her job as an apostle during the week, but it seems like she kept thinking that way as she saw us injured.

“Don’t be too sullen. It is natural that if each god you serve has a different theme, the powers you can use will also vary. It's natural for guys who borrow my name to use my theme of play.”

Gaia said that and placed her palm on my chest.

Seeing her like that, Thistle asked back.

“... Theme?”

“Yes. Oh, you don't know about this? Then... do you know that the difference between the devil and God is the same?”

“Yes. I've heard that many times.”

“In that case, we can talk about it right away. There is a huge difference between the devil and God, and each devil has its own theme and desire. But the same goes for God. God also has his own theme.”

“Ha, but Deshade didn’t tell us anything about that.”

“I guess so. The reason God realizes that he had a theme is when he goes through the fall and transforms into an evil god.”

“Such...”

“It may be difficult to determine the theme unless the god tells you directly, but try to think about your god's usual appearance. That way, you too will be able to clearly know what the theme is and use it.”

Gaia said that and then turned her gaze to my chest.

“Well, anyway, what we are going to do from now on is not healing, but it is God's domain, so it will be difficult for you to touch it.”

Then she suddenly raised her fingernails,

Soook-

He just put his hand into my chest.

At the same time, I lost consciousness.

The place where the mind moved again was the world of the mind.

This is my mental world that has been arbitrarily divided by three beings.

Agoni, the demon, and Helias were standing on the cracked floor.

Now there are no other souls left besides them.

And this time Gaia came in with me.

Gaia spoke as she stood on the border between the three beings with me.

“... That's amazing.”

“What do you mean?”

“I can barely believe I accepted all of this as a human vessel.”

Gaia said this and pointed to Agoni and the devil in that order.

“Nether dragons do not have wings, but they always move through gaps in the world, so they have the highest concentration of magical power among dragons. Demons, of course, are a bundle of magical energy. Looking at his appearance, he is comparable to a high-class devil. And lastly, that human.”

She then pointed to Helias.

“In particular, that person is someone who has seen the end that ordinary humans can reach. It is not a level of discussion of talent, but a magical power that a purely average human being can reach at the end of survival through continuous training. There are only a handful of people who can reach that point, and it is difficult to even count three times due to lifespan and accidents that inevitably occur, so the completed image feels rare and beautiful even to me.”

Gaia reviewed everything and then turned to me.

“Yes. As I said, it is too much power for one human body to take in. So take your pick.”

“... What do you mean?”

“They have already been defeated by you, and with my power I can eliminate their remains. Then, you will be able to stabilize the soul vessel that is being swayed by them again. However, it is inevitable that some loss will occur in the total amount of horsepower.”

“What are the other options?”

“That means you face them directly.”

“Face to face?”

“They are defeated and dead, but they still have regrets about life, so they exist within you as residual thoughts. Then, you must subdue them once again with your own power. In that case, they will be willing to admit defeat and hand over their power.”

“... No matter how you look at it, isn’t the latter better?”

Looking at the results alone, of course what was said later seemed better.

But if it were really easy, Gaia wouldn't have offered both because it was her choice.

“Of course there is a risk. This is your world, but it is also a world that was eaten by them. If you fight them and lose even once, your body will be swallowed up by them.”

“As expected, there were risks.”

“That’s why I told you to choose.”

“... I understand.”

After hearing Gaia's words, I worry a little.

Right now, I don't know when my body and soul will collapse.

Given that our bodies are like that, if we think about the pursuers who are chasing us now, it might be better for our bodies to recover right away.

But that doesn't mean I want to just let those people who are still alive in my consciousness go to waste.

I decided to continue Deshade's will.

I decided to remember those I killed and continue the lives they failed to live.

As much as I swore like that, I didn't want to use Gaia's power to just eliminate them in vain.

So I answered Gaia.

“... I would choose the latter.”

“... Let me ask you why.”

“Those are the beings I killed with my own hands. If they still had so much regret in their lives that they insisted on things like that even after they died, I have a duty to listen to their stories.”

“If you fail there, you'll really just die, right? Don’t you have many people around you that you need to protect? So, I think it would be better to be cautious.”

“That's why it needs to be even more so. What do people next to me see when they stay next to me? Well, it's not like I can understand other people's feelings, but the people next to me probably saw that I didn't do anything to insult the dead because I continued Deshade's will and stayed by my side. I guess it is. So I will face them and those I killed once more. It may take some time, but we will do it without failure.”

“You’re a kid who likes to take long walks. There are many other ways to become stronger.”

“I don’t live only to become stronger.”

I have finished answering everything.

Gaia looked at my face quietly.

I just stared quietly.

'Did I answer something wrong?'

At first, I wondered if I had made a mistake.

But as I continued to look at Gaia's face, I could see that was not the case.

Her expression was one of disappointment.

How long had it been since I stayed with her looking at me with that expression?

Soon Gaia opened her mouth.

“It would have been great if I had had a priest who understood my wishes like you.”

“Yes?”

I didn't know what her words meant.

Contained in that tone are words of regret that came to a conclusion in one's own thoughts.

The thought had the feeling of thinking about the immeasurably long time that Gaia had lived.

However, as a human being, I could not fathom the process by which those words came from.

The words of gods who have lived for a long time are sometimes so implicit that we cannot understand them all.

Gaia said that and moved her body.

“No. done. Bygones are bygones and the choices you made were mine, so there is nothing more to say. So let me help you.”

She said that and took me to the center of the world.

A wide and endless world.

The other three beings are also located in separate positions in the world of the mind, so in fact, there is no center.

But there is one still life that is unique in that world.

A small, dry tree growing clumps above the landscape.

Hwarim saw this and called it the very small regret I had.

“It seemed too cruel to be a human mind, so much so that I wondered if it was a monster in human form, but there was one good thing that happened.”

Gaia made this small tree the center of the world and placed her hand on the ground.

OK-

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

The walls rose.

There are a total of 3 walls.

The wall that rose up around the tree isolated the three beings in their own space.

Gaia created a black barrier so high that it seemed endless and stood up, shaking off her hands.

“ done. If we do this, they won't move and clash with each other. Since they are not visible, each person will slowly fade away. The crack in the soul won't progress any further than this.”

“... Thank you.”

Gaia's words soon came true.

The three beings, whose appearances were hidden from one another, relaxed their guard and calmed down the seething magic to some extent, and the cracks in the floor disappeared.

At the same time, my body feels a little more relaxed.

It was only slightly comfortable, but it still felt unstable.

This is a temporary measure and service provided by Gaia.

'Probably, if you really want to feel better, you have to overcome all of them to feel better.'

Later, if you want to repair the cracked soul vessel, you will have to face them again.

Gaia then approached me again and placed her hand on my heart.

“Well, it looks like the repayment I was planning on giving and the questions you guys would ask me have all been completed. Let us leave now.”

After that, I felt like my eyes were closing again and I was back in the carriage.

“Lee, Lee Lim. Are you okay?”

I hear Thistle's voice.

A voice full of worried emotions.

I don't know what changes my body showed while I was in the deep world, but listening to Thistle's voice, it seems like I, like Enin, was in quite a bit of pain.

“I’m fine.”

I immediately stood up to clear the depth of her voice.

But Thistle is embarrassed that I looked too dangerous.

“Now, wait a minute! Aren’t you waking up too soon?!”

“It’s okay. Now, look. You’re fine, right?”

Even though I said that to Thistle, it wasn't really all that good.

If you compare it, before, it felt like you were buried in the ground so that you couldn't even lift a finger, but now it feels like it's numb because blood isn't flowing through your whole body.

Still, it wasn't to the point where I couldn't move my body.

So I'm not completely fine yet, but Thistle looks very anxious, so I raise myself up and place my forehead against Thistle's.

“Don’t worry. There won't be any problems for a while.”

“Ah, well, that's a relief...”

Thistle barely calmed down after realizing that the heat he felt on my forehead had disappeared.

Then he blushed and stayed like that for a while.

“Hmm, hmm! Anyway, leave now. There is a way to go, so it would be better to hurry.”

Then we heard Gaia's words and immediately separated.

We each expressed our gratitude to Gaia.

Gaia skipped over our greetings and said a word to Peria when she took hold of Gombangi's reins again.

“The pursuers' riding skills seem to be quite excellent. The human in the lead appears to have been riding a horse for quite some time.”

Peria greeted Gaia, who gave her advice, with sincere gratitude rather than acting like a trickster.

“Thank you so much, Gaia.”

“It is done.”

Gaia gestured with her hand, as if she was embarrassed by Peria's greeting.

Then the wheat in front of us grew rapidly and obscured Gaia's appearance.

Then, after a while, it returned to its original length.

Gaia was no longer there.

The goddess who appeared sweeping the wheat field disappeared like that.

After that, we started driving the wagon again through the wheat fields.

        
            Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo-

500 war horses running along the border of a wheat field.

That was the number that Molsheim gathered from all the warhorses that survived the ghoul attack.

Etrin Molsheim, cavalry commander of the 3rd Corps' separate cavalry unit.

The circumstances in which he, who was only a battalion commander in the 3rd Corps, which even included a corps commander, came to take command are not particularly special.

It was simply because all the other generals above him were killed.

The generals disappeared.

The captains died.

The position of the person in charge continued to move from one position to the next, and when it was thought that the final promotion was over with the fight against the ghouls, the reins of the soul soldiers were released again, and many nobles died.

Fortunately, Molsheim was a person who surprisingly had no conflicts with soul soldiers, so he was not a target for soul soldiers who only set out to kill someone in particular.

'I was lucky.'

Thanks to this, he gained command.

Of course there were conflicts.

This was because Hygenic, the leader of the security forces, who was old enough to be called a classmate, was alive.

When Hygenics said that he would lead the knights and soldiers and form a chase to chase the fugitives, he said that the priority now was to calm the people's confusion, but due to his promotion, he became a commander who could command the soldiers and knights of the 3rd Corps, and a high Since Zenik was only the head of the security forces, he was able to suppress the conflict based on his position.

In this way, he is wielding the authority to manage even the knights, which his position cannot allow to do anything.

'This is your last chance.'

Molsheim made up his mind and held on to the reins even more tightly.

Originally, if nothing special happened, Molsheim planned to continue as a cavalry commander, receive a promotion once in his later years, and retire honorably.

As such, the position of the cavalry in the current kingdom union is not evaluated very favorably.

The cavalry he leads is made up of light cavalry, which are separate from the knights.

At one time, he thought to himself that light cavalry was the best branch of military service that humans could operate.

The light cavalry, which can bring mobility and a high-quality tactical advantage, is confident that it can take on even knights wearing heavy armor simply by deploying a large number of archers and lightening their armament.

The corps commander also agreed to that, and thanks to that, Grace Territory had the best cavalry in the Kingdom Alliance.

However, with the start of the great war in earnest, the light cavalry lost its strength as the different races began to attack them without a break.

The most common enemies seen near Grace Territory are orcs and demons.

Even if two or three arrows hit him, it is meaningful to kill an orc with arrows and spears, who have the resilience to recover the next day and go to battle with a weapon, only by piercing the head or heart at once.

Light cavalry, which cannot use great bows or heavy lances, has its limits in dealing with them. The demons' armor is strong, and there are many who can chant powerful magic, so it is difficult for light cavalry to deal with them.

The only answer to dealing with them, who are superior to humans in strength and durability, is the charging of knights who can reliably tear the enemy to pieces with weapons containing magical power.

In addition, the recent emergence of a new type of disease called soul disease has taken away their role even more mercilessly.

'From that day on, we were completely prohibited from all-out war. The only things we could do were simple disruption, reconnaissance, and provocation. No matter how much there was a difference in cost, it was too much time.'

The reason why the light cavalry was able to maintain its power even though it was pushed out by the knights was because the light cavalry was still effective against small and weak enemies such as goblins and skeletons, but now even that is not very good in terms of cost-effectiveness due to the emergence of spirit soldiers. The earthquake stopped.

'Even if the family had already fallen, or even if the estate had survived, it would have been inevitable that the family's fortunes would have declined.'

And Etrin Molsheim's family was a noble family with a huge plain that raised and supplied war horses on a large scale to the cavalry of the kingdom alliance, and he was the eldest son of that family.

From a young age, he preferred to sit in front of his father and ride a horse rather than in his nanny's arms. He was so good at handling horses that even his ancestors could be considered the best.

If he had nothing else to do, he would have continued to lead his family, receiving the somewhat affectionate yet slightly unpleasant nickname 'Stallion Count', but the world he perceives is one that always enjoys tormenting the living. Because he was a pervert with a sadistic personality, something unusual happened in the end.

The sudden onslaught of numerous different races against the five kingdoms collapsed his family and territory, and he joined the coalition of kingdoms that united to survive.

One thing that is unfortunate is that his family was not originally one with a direct connection to battle, so he was not so good at manipulating magical power that he would have a great reputation as a knight.

Still, he did not regret the fact that he was riding a horse while the children of other families were training their magical powers.

Fortunately, I knew how to use a bow.

Unlike other nobles, his archery skills could only be used on hunting grounds, but his archery skills, which could be used while riding a horse, were praised by even the corps commander.

Therefore, Molsheim was proud of himself for having learned horseback riding early on, as he was not good at handling horse power.

'Rather, that's probably why I'm alive.'

Now he considers this moment to be an opportunity given to him by the world.

The time has come to show off your horseback riding skills.

As he continued to demand full support from the corps commander, the horses and soldiers that had been maintained in good quality are now running alongside the knights.

Moreover, the only thing that could always be avoided was an all-out war, and it was the arrows and cavalry with his eyes that had the chasing ability to wipe out all but a single digit of the disorganized enemy.

Even if he tries to fail, it is an opportunity he cannot fail, so he is rather cautious and keeps his nerves straight so as not to make a single mistake.

'What is the overall condition?'

While he continues to drive the horses, he turns around once in a while to check the condition of the other horses.

It's already the 4th day of marching.

Following his orders as commander, the knights and soldiers were quite exhausted.

But in Molsheim's eyes, it still looked good.

“United Commander!”

“Yes!”

“Replace the horses ridden by the 100 people in the lead with the horses in the rear!”

“Okay!”

Puuu-

Upon hearing his words, the unit commander blew the horn on his belt for a long time, slowing down the entire formation, and then slowly slowed down to the rear, approached the leading knight, and spoke.

Soon the knight relayed what he heard to the people behind him, and in that way the 100 people in the line slowed down even more slowly.

And another unit commander who was at the very back picked up the speed by pulling 100 horses at the rear.

Soon, 100 riders and 100 empty horses met in the middle, and the riders changed horses while they were still running.

The total number of troops led by Molsheim was 300.

Originally, there were 500 horses, so it was possible to bring 500 people with a rider on every horse, but Molsheim deliberately reduced the number.

What he needs now is the speed to catch up with the enemies who are running away after causing great damage to the kingdom union.

Although he was embarrassed when the fugitives began to cross the land of death, where they were said to lose their lives if any living thing entered, he had already been a cavalry leader for 20 years and had experienced similar variables countless times.

By switching between a horse carrying a person and a horse without a person carrying a person, he is using a method of chasing while minimizing rest time, so the gap is gradually narrowing.

'The Thoroughbreds I raised are not tired yet.'

In particular, he knows the potential of the horse army he leads, as he has made endless efforts to ensure that the cavalry horses used in the Kingdom Alliance are all breeds with both endurance and speed.

'I have to run 4 hours, no, 3 hours more to narrow the gap by one day.'

Of course, just as even mechanical devices that seem to remain cold forever eventually heat up and rust over time, living horses naturally reach their limits.

Ultimately, that method also has its limits.

Purr!

'... this.'

Molsheim came to his senses when he heard a disgruntled sound similar to a scream coming from the horse he was riding.

“... Commander!”

“Yes!”

“I’m going to take a break for about an hour! Where is the nearest place where horses can graze?”

If “ is nearby... If you go over the hill, there is a place where there used to be a small village named 'Goldshine'! Originally, the entire village was a village where people farmed, so the grass would have grown quite tall by now!”

“Good! Let's take a rest there! Pass it back!”

“Okay!”

After the unit commander left, he stroked the horse's neck and reflected for a moment.

[We are trainers, not jockeys.]

Molsheim remembered what his grandfather had said.

That is a family motto that has been passed down through the Stallion Count family, which has supplied horses for generations.

Strictly speaking, they were horse trainers, not jockeys.

The difference is the difference in mindset.

The horses they raise will someday live as war horses, and if they are lucky, they will retire with a broken leg. Otherwise, most of them will fall on the battlefield.

Therefore, the Molsheim family educates their descendants who will handle the horses that will face such a predestined future to have the mindset to do their best to take care of the horses while they are not yet out of their hands.

“If my father had seen it, he would have slapped me in the face.”

However, what he is doing now is drastically reducing the lifespan of the horses.

The distance from Grace Territory to the kingdom is about 10 days at full speed.

When Molsheim saw that the fugitives could cross the wheat fields, he accelerated.

It took 8 days for the fugitives to reach the border of the empire, and 10 days for the cavalry they led to reach it.

Even though the situation was clearly unfavorable, Molsheim did not give up.

He knew that the distance could be sufficiently shortened in theory and through long experience, and in reality, he had already shortened the time by about a day to catch up with them.

But while that may be excellent as a horseman or cavalry leader, it is the worst behavior as a trainer.

So he decided to take a late break, laughing at what he was doing.

Of course, this does not mean that we will slacken our pursuit now.

He is from the Etrin family, born with a horse, running with a horse, and dying with a horse.

After the rest, the harsh march would begin again, but he ordered a rest because he wanted to at least avoid the horses dying from exhaustion while running because of his greed.

Doo doo doo doo doo-

Soon, the cavalrymen crossed the hill and arrived at farmland where crops and weeds had grown evenly, as no one had managed it anymore, and began to rest.

        
            Click-

Gulp gulp gulp-

As soon as they got off their horses, everyone, both knights and soldiers, quenched their thirst with the water bags they had hung from their horses.

Since there is a river nearby, some people pour water bags on their sweat-soaked heads with the intention of filling them with water.

Molsheim, like everyone else, takes the water bag off the horse and then hits the horse on the bottom to free it so it can join the group of other horses.

A stream of water runs across the side of a collapsed village.

It was a spectacular sight to see all 500 horses flocking to the stream to drink water.

Seeing this, Molsheim felt sorry for the horses again, while he unfolded the map and began to pinpoint a location where the pursuers would jump out through the wide wheat field.

'Even if it's a wheat field, it doesn't reach the border of the empire. Then, will they appear near the gateway?'

While he was taking a break in his own way, someone rode a horse from afar and approached the place where they were resting.

And since the place where he came was in the direction where Molsheim and the cavalry were advancing, everyone was tense at the sudden appearance of the horseman.

“... Unit leader.”

“Yes.”

“As far as I know, there are no guard posts in front of this area where soldiers from the Kingdom Alliance are stationed, is that correct?”

“That's right.”

“Then that person is also-”

“Yes. As you thought, it must be a rider from the empire.”

Molsheim immediately told the unit commander to bring the flag symbolizing the union of the kingdoms and walked forward.

As soon as the flag bearer's flag was handed over by his unit commander, the opposing flag bearer also raised the flag of the three-legged eagle symbolizing the empire and then approached Molsheim.

“Stop!”

The first to respond was the unit commander next to Molsheim.

Tadak-

The imperial standard-bearer stopped his horse at the old castle.

“This is Goldshine, a village under the control of the Kingdom Alliance, and we are the cavalry of the 3rd Corps of the Kingdom Alliance! Standard bearer of the empire! Since the Empire and Kingdom Alliance are in an inviolable relationship, I will give you the opportunity to explain why you crossed the border without notice!”

When the kingdom's commander relayed Molsheim's words verbatim, the empire's standard-bearer responded.

“I am an envoy who has come to convey the words of Camellia Shaden Steyer, the second princess of the empire! I'm here to talk about something important, so please call the cavalry commander of the Kingdom Alliance!”

After saying that, the rider confidently got off his horse and walked alone. The commander looked at Molsheim and waited for his instructions.

“I will go there myself.”

As he steps forward, he interprets the meaning of the messenger's words.

‘The second princess of the empire. Not the empire, but the second princess. Just, the second princess.'

Molsheim was one of the people who enjoyed the imperial moonshine that entered the Grace domain, so he knew a certain amount about the state of the empire that he occasionally heard about along with the alcohol.

Therefore, I also know what the second princess means.

'What that rider is going to say from now on is not from the position of the imperial family.'

Although I heard rumors that the emperor of the empire is seriously ill, he is alive and well, and the empire operates only by the emperor's edicts.

On the other hand, the second princess is an unusual member of the royal family who voluntarily gave up her right to inherit the throne from the emperor of the empire who was about to die.

In fact, if we look at the achievements that the princess achieved, even though she was pushed out in the order of succession, no one would disagree even if she inherited the position of the next emperor. However, the princess was a person who unanimously gave up the position of emperor.

'It's an envoy sent by such a princess.'

Therefore, this means that she came because she had some business to do as an individual princess, not from the empire's perspective.

Molsheim continued walking, thinking deeply about him, and soon the two met at the halfway point.

“This is Molsheim, the commander of the cavalry of the 3rd Army of the United Kingdom.”

“I am Ultain, the commander of the Empire's border guard unit, who came as an envoy of the 2nd princess.”

“We are busy, so let’s end the story quickly. Why did they ignore non-aggression and send envoys?”

Molsheim said that with the intention of sending him away quickly, but the reaper's words were words that could not be ignored.

“It's because of the business you're busy with. I recommend that you stop chasing right now and return to the territory.”

Molsheim expressed regret at his words.

“... This is ridiculous. The princess of the empire is going to give orders to the kingdom’s army?”

“Please do not misunderstand. In any case, I am just here to tell you that if you move the military any closer to the border, we will not remain silent. As a cavalry commander, you know the strength of your cavalry well, right? We know that the number of corpses that the cavalry has accumulated so far in the United Kingdom is equal to the number of new children born in their mothers' arms.”

“... It's not the same. There will be more.”

“I see. This was rude.”

The reaper's words made Molsheim feel a little relieved.

The status of the cavalry, which has been considerably disparaged in recent years, has always left him with a sense of crisis in his heart, but this envoy spoke highly of the cavalry he led, although he did not know if it was a coincidence or knowingly doing it on purpose.

Of course, that doesn't mean he will back down.

“The princess of that empire happens to be near the border and seems to be surprised by us. But tell him not to worry. I am currently chasing criminals who have caused chaos in the kingdom union. So go back and tell them to rest assured that I have no intention of attacking the empire.”

Molsheim answered the messenger as politely as possible.

However, the words the messenger spoke put Molsheim in shame, as he answered with such politeness.

“Sorry, but that’s not possible. The people your cavalry is pursuing now are vassals who have sworn loyalty to the second princess of the empire. So, the princess said, as long as the inviolability between the empire and the kingdom alliance is maintained in writing, our border guards will not cross the border, but the cavalry commander's army will pursue them and attack them the moment they try to cross the border. He told me to spread the word.”

“What?”

The envoy responded again to Molsheim, who was embarrassed, in a more clear tone.

“Hmm... I'll just point out the key points to make it easier for you to make a decision. I want you to stop chasing and go back. Otherwise, your cavalry will engage in battle with our border guards, and the Alliance of Kingdoms and the Empire will become hostile nations due to your choice.”

Molsheim protested against such absurd treatment.

“Then we can't miss them even more. War? Yes, war is not something I would arbitrarily choose. But it seems the Empire doesn't know yet. Those we are pursuing now have caused unprecedented damage to the Kingdom Unity.”

“That’s something I don’t know...”

“Shut up! So, as a commander who witnessed the scene and survived, I must catch them and transport them to the capital at any cost! You're lucky. It just so happens that they are spies under orders from the empire? If so, war was going to happen anyway. The princess's envoy. Go back and tell the second princess! If that's true, war was something that could not be avoided!”

The Shinigami heard his answer and spoke calmly again.

“... It was well known that you were angry, but I don't think that was a very good decision as a commander.”

“Well, you don’t know that.”

“Good. So, this time I will ask you a question. Can the current alliance of kingdoms stand against the empire?”

“... What?”

“If you are a commander, you should judge with your own head what your current strength is.”

Molsheim realized that he had made a mistake in his words.

The reason the Kingdom Alliance has been able to survive until now despite losing most of its territory is because it was barely able to maintain its balance with the emergence of soul soldiers.

He now realized that the envoy who had come before him at the princess's order had clearly grasped the main point, even if he did not know how much he had come to know.

'We can no longer fight by exhausting the soul soldiers, and not only that, we also lost the corps commander, who was in charge of protecting this wide frontier with only his individual capabilities and suppressing the enemy.'

In reality, the kingdom's current power is not even half of what it was when the soul disease existed.

No matter how much we control the rumor, it will spread across the world on the wind, and the different races who know that the soul disease is gone will prepare to fight again and flock to the kingdom.

In such a situation, an all-out war breaks out with the empire, which maintained its borders to the point of inviolability no matter how bad their relationship got, since half of the people living there were pure humans just like themselves, who could not have thought of making them their enemies even though they had soul disease. .

'That would be the worst thing.'

After completing the calculations, Molsheim spoke to the messenger again.

“... Good. I hope you don’t think what I said was a mistake and pass it on.”

“Okay.”

The Shinigami relaxed his tense facial muscles, but Molsheim continued speaking without stopping.

“Instead of-”

“Yes?”

“I won’t stop chasing.”

“... What does that mean?”

“We promise that we will not cross the borders of the empire. But before that, if we catch them within the territory of the Kingdom Alliance, there won't be any problem, right?

“That's... right. The princess also said that the moment she protected them was when they safely crossed the border on their own. I came because I was told by the commander who leads the army of the Kingdom Alliance to clearly inform me of the good that must be maintained.”

Molsheim listened to the messenger's words and decided to end the conversation.

“Then that’s it. I knew the line there well. In that case, we will only turn inside our lines.”

“I understand. Well then, that’s it.”

Now that you have heard that, there is no time to delay any longer.

He immediately turned away from the envoy and ordered his unit commander to have the entire force mount their horses.

The envoy would have conveyed his intentions directly to the princess through a double-written piece of paper in his bag, probably in his arms or hanging from his horse.

The pursuit, which was called consultation and had a time limit, could now be delayed any longer.

He decided to take this rest for the last time and run.

Molsheim held the reins, intending to run without caring whether the horse died or not, as the limit was set.

Because this was his last chance to rebuild his family in the Kingdom Union.

        
            Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

The sound of cavalry in pursuit causes great psychological anxiety.

Swords and spears swung from a horse can easily crush people, like crushing milk-soaked cookies.

At the moment of falling, the horse's hoof breaks the person's legs and head.

Even if you have never experienced it, it is a scene that naturally comes to mind the moment you hear footsteps.

This would be a common fear felt by all races of similar size to humans.

So cavalry is a class that does not disappear easily.

Therefore, the psychological pressure from the cavalry chasing us now is beyond imagination.

“Oh really, how on earth did I catch up with this?!”

The screams of Feria, who is holding the reins, reach the ears of us behind on the wind.

At the same time, an arrow flies towards Peria.

Peeing-

Kaang!

“Oh, really!”

The humans pursuing them shoot their arrows mercilessly, as if it doesn't matter if one or two of them die anyway.

Since the number of such arrows that can hit the carriage does not exceed 5, they are easily struck off by Hwarim and Aila's swords, but there is a limit to the number of arrows that can be struck at once.

The moment the distance narrows even a little, the bows held by more than 100 people will aim at us at the same time, and if that happens, the power of just two people will not be enough to block all the arrows.

“I never thought we could specify a place in this large wheat field that we could pass by.”

“You may have been guided by a soldier who is familiar with the geography of this area. After all, they know that we will take the shortest route to the empire's border.”

“There’s that, and that person in front of him, that person, seems like a crazy person? Can humans handle horses that well? Do you really know what kind of druid you are?”

In response to the conversation between Hwarim and Thistle, Aila speaks while looking at the nobleman holding a bow in the lead through the wheat fields passing by like a finger.

Three hundred men and more horses, with the nobleman at their head, are now running with all their might to follow us along the border of the wheat field.

If a golden wheat field is called the Land of Death, where you die as soon as you enter it, you don't have to enter it.

The fastest way to reach the border of the empire was to keep going straight like we did, so we couldn't change direction any further to avoid being caught by our pursuers, and they were desperate to catch us, so on the second day We caught up with the time and space of the distance.

Now all that's left is to show each other's final tenacity after giving their all for 8 days.

At the same time, another arrow flew fiercely.

Peeing-

Kaaaang!

This time, the arrow passed precisely between the wheat and aimed at Raines inside the carriage, and Aila deflected it.

“Ha...”

Arrows continue to fly, targeting only non-combatants from earlier.

Reigns and Astesia were hiding behind Enin's heavy armor, which had been removed, as a shield, but each and every one of them was fiercely targeting the gap and firing at them.

Aila, who had suffered a great deal of mental exhaustion by narrowly hitting countless arrows like that, eventually became angry.

“U-aaa! I can't take it anymore! I know Ji is good at shooting arrows!”

He eventually took out his bow, tied the string, and aimed the arrow at the leading nobleman.

Peeing-

The leading noble saw Eila's appearance and shot his bow at the same time Eila snapped her fingers.

Peeing-

Keying!

“What?!”

We were all shocked by the results, including Aila.

The arrow fired by the noble struck exactly in the middle of the arrow fired by Eila and fell.

“No, what the hell, are you human?! Even our sisters can barely do this!”

It is an art that can truly be called a shrine.

“... Could it be a coincidence?”

Aila saw that and shot the bow again.

Keying!

And the arrows fall again, hitting each other exactly in the middle.

The same thing happened two or three times.

After that, the noble in the lead showed off all of Aila's arrows with his arrows and then smiled unpleasantly. When Aila saw that, he briefly lowered his bow and grabbed the back of his neck.

And then-

I was truly angry.

“... You really kill me.”

Tuk-

Kacang-

After that, Aila untied the strap of the sword sheath on her waist and threw it on the floor, and at the same time picked up three arrows from the quiver.

Next, I entered a state of concentration.

[Concentration]

The only thing in those eyes was the murderous intent toward the nobleman beyond the quickly passing wheat field.

The source of the power in the arm that pushes the bow is the pride of being an elf facing the bow.

Contained in the three arrows held by the fingers is a lesson to the arrogant human challenger who challenges the elf.

Pipiping-

Three arrows were fired.

And the nobleman also shot his bow.

Kaang!

One arrow bounced off, but the other two arrows were aimed precisely at the nobleman's head and chest.

The nobleman's expression distorted as if he thought the magic contained at the end was dangerous.

We thought that such a nobleman would not be able to dodge the arrows since he was on a horse already running at full speed, but

Tilt-

The nobleman collapsed from his horse and disappeared into the wheat field.

puck!

“Keuuk!”

And the arrow that was aimed at the noble pierced the two soldiers behind him instead of the noble.

“Uh, what?”

While Astesia was momentarily confused at the sight, the nobleman who she thought had fallen to the ground got back on the horse.

Then, the nobleman climbed back onto the horse, and before he knew it, there was another arrow in his hand, and the nobleman shot the arrow as soon as he climbed up.

Kaang!

“... That's amazing. To get off the horse in an instant, hit the ground, and then get back on the horse.”

When Hwarim witnessed the nobleman's appearance, he struck down his bow and praised him with nothing but admiration, even though he was his enemy.

And when Aila saw that, she became even colder.

“Did Hwarim praise that guy just now?”

“Hmm? No, well... I just brought this up because I thought it was a great thing.”

“Why?”

“No, it was to the point where an angel appeared on its own without me even knowing...”

Hwarim responded to Aila's attitude, which was much colder than usual, in a somewhat passive manner, unlike usual.

And Aila,

It just exploded.

“Why? why? You've never given me a compliment before, but you're praising him just for showing me some random skill? That guy is the enemy and I have Hwarim next to me?”

“Z, calm down.”

“Why is Hwarim always so cold to me? Why are you always so annoyed with me? Why do you compliment people you meet for the first time but only get angry at me? why? why? why? why? why? Why?”

Ayla said that and started talking rapidly.

He shot three arrows at the same time, three times before taking a single breath.

A rain of arrows created by one elf began to fly across the wheat field and towards the nobles.

The noble tried to pull three arrows at a time and shoot them like Eila did, but in the end, there was a gap between the skills of humans and elves.

Hududududududududu-

The noble eventually gave up on performing unfamiliar skills and switched to performing skills on horseback.

Puppuppuppuppuk-

Hee hee hee!

“Quaaah!”

Riders and horses begin to die from the rain of arrows.

The nobleman's horse could not escape such a rain of arrows.

puck!

Hee hee!

The horse he was riding was hit by an arrow and fell down screaming.

But even so, the nobility survived.

The moment the horse was hit by an arrow, he immediately jumped backwards, lost his rider, and maintained his riding by moving on to the horse that was just running along with the other horses on either side.

However, the overall speed of the cavalry was reduced.

Horses and soldiers who were in the lead and then lay down on the ground turned into obstacles that hindered the cavalry, and horses that lost their owners ran wild and confused the horses around them.

Aila used up all the arrows in her quiver, and as if that wasn't enough to relieve her anger, she pulled out all the arrows stuck in the carriage, bit the arrow feathers with her teeth, and shot them all back.

After all that was over, the cavalry finally got far enough out of our sight.

“Ha, ha...”

“Uh... um.”

Hwarim went to Aila and quietly held her hand and made her sit on the floor to rest.

“Well... I'm sorry. I never knew I had it so much in my heart.”

“... If you know, please praise me sometimes from now on.”

“Yes, yes. Good job. You've worked hard, so let off some steam.”

“... I don’t know.”

“Ah, really...!”

It's like an adult comforting a child.

But, of course, Hwarim is at a loss because she has never comforted a child this big before.

Then, not knowing how to relieve Aila's anger, she turned to ask us, but Reigns and even Astesia had no idea how to relieve her complaints, so they looked away.

Thistle and I were no different.

We also turned our attention to those two.

“... Hmm, ah, anyway, one crisis has been overcome. Now I just have to hope that I can reach the gate safely.”

“Once you've slowed down, it'll be hard to speed it up again...but as expected, gombang is a problem.”

Even now, I look at the bear running at full speed.

Did you say that the name of the demonic beast that Eila brought was Red Panda Bear?

Gombangi said this and continued to run without rest for eight days with incomparable stamina.

However, no matter how much of a magic beast you are or how much you have been trained by druids in the elven forest, it is difficult to pull a carriage carrying this many people without stopping.

Even though it was still hot, steam was coming out of Gombangi's body, and the floor was soaked with sweat dripping down the fur of his feet as he ran.

“Ugh... I'm sorry.”

Peria, who was holding the reins, felt sorry for not being able to do anything for Gombangi.

"Khuong-"

Very short answer.

Even though Gombangi didn't have much time to spare, he kept running, leaving answers to Peria's words.

The opponent was a cavalry force that took turns chasing 500 horses.

On the other hand, this is a ridiculous race where you have to pull the carriage carrying all of us by yourself.

Gombangi is completing such an unreasonable race without uttering a single complaint.

'... You will take care of me until I die.'

Then, as I was looking at Gombangi, my mind changed.

As we ran, taking care to make sure that our pursuers did not appear behind us, we finally made it through the wheat field.

“That’s it! It's over there!”

At Peria's shout, everyone except Enin, who is still lying down, gets up from the carriage and looks straight ahead.

What lies there is the gateway to the empire.

However, although it is called a gateway, it is not an actual gateway.

The only thing there is a huge, long bridge that you can only see if you follow a fairly long river that is designated as a border.

The border between the empire and the kingdom was originally not so bad that it was decided by a bridge, and even though the relationship has worsened, there is still no guard post set up, so there is still room for the empire to communicate with the kingdom. It also means revealing that it exists.

Of course, the river is so wide that it is difficult to cross except through this huge bridge, so there is a reason why no separate gateway was built.

A group of cavalry was waiting on the other side of the river across the bridge.

The number is approximately 400 people.

Peria looked at the flag the cavalrymen were holding and said.

“That's the border guard. The empire does not build separate fences along the border, but it sets up garrisons with cavalry and continuously patrols them. By the way, I think that number would be the entire garrison... It looks like they have accurately calculated the time of our arrival.”

We ran straight towards that bridge.

Then, four of the cavalrymen on the other side saw us going and started crossing towards us.

Soon we stopped the carriage in front of the bridge.

There were four people who came across on horseback from the other side.

One rider and two knights.

And the Empire's second princess, Camellia Schaden Steyer.

Hwarim, I, and Thistle got off the carriage and approached them.

The princess said hello to us.

“Congratulations on getting here safely. People of the Deshade Church.”

        
            The last bridge to the Mortis Empire.

Maybe it was because the princess had to ride a horse, but she didn't wear a dress today either.

The tight white uniform that showed off the body and the breastplate that covered the upper body were ready to go into battle right away.

The princess stood at the entrance to the bridge and spoke.

“Cult of Deshade. Although I offered my congratulations, I still don't know if you are the church that I have decided to accept into the empire. Reveal yourself.”

At the princess's words, we completely rolled back the tent of the carriage to reveal everyone.

Seeing us like that, the princess pointed out one thing.

“Your god, Deshade, is nowhere to be seen.”

I had no choice but to answer that question as it was.

“Deshade has returned to his place.”

“You gave up on the present and returned to heaven?”

“... No. You went to hell.”

“... Bishop. I need a detailed explanation.”

When the princess heard those words, she made an expression that she did not like it.

Before answering such a princess, check the extent of her knowledge.

“How much do you know about the news?”

“The extent to which the soul soldiers in the Kingdom Alliance are moving freely and that a duke-level or higher demon has descended on Grace Territory.”

'You know the general idea.'

It's been 8 days since that day.

The princess seemed to have heard the news from spies planted in the kingdom, and she knew all the information that could be used as a framework.

However, as expected, all I knew was some things that would be helpful in the most important diplomacy, but I did not know the core of it.

“Deshade became corrupted in order to stop the demons that appeared in Grace Territory and at the same time liberate the soul soldiers.”

“... became an evil spirit?”

“Yes. Then, as payment, he returned to a new place prepared for him in hell.”

“Hmm...”

The princess was silent after hearing the answer.

Then, after a while, he called the rider behind him.

“Take out the scales.”

Then, after listening to the princess's words, the rider handed the flag to the knight next to him and took something out of the bag hanging behind the horse.

'scale?'

What the rider brought out was a scale.

The rider held the scales and rode the horse to stand next to the princess.

“Bishop Lee Lim. I don't know if you remember the promise we made. Obviously, I came all the way here with a busy body, hoping that all the conditions you said would be perfectly met.”

“... I remember.”

I reply slightly late due to the pressure in my voice.

“'I remember.' That's not a very welcome answer. If you remember, is it because the bishop really doesn't know that he shouldn't do this to me?”

After saying that, the princess took out a few words from her pocket.

Those are the pieces used on the chessboard.

However, the size of the pieces was slightly different from that of regular chess pieces.

The princess picked one of them and placed it on one side of the scale.

The one on the right was the queen with the largest size.

“Behold, this is the empire.”

The princess next placed two knights and a bishop on the other side.

Then, I thought that the centers of gravity of the horses would be tilted to one side because each one was different in size, but miraculously, they were horizontal.

“And these are the three words that the bishop mentioned that will be beneficial to the empire.”

What that means is the three things I said to the princess.

My connection with the elves, the god who descended on the present world, and me.

The princess looked at the balance achieved by placing the three pieces and spoke to me.

“Now, Bishop. As a member of the imperial family, I have a responsibility to bring benefit to the country. And honestly, so far, accepting your church is not a very good benefit to the empire.”

After saying that, the princess took out a black rook instead of the white pieces earlier and placed it in the queen's place.

What that color meant was demerit.

“If it were the way it was, it would be about accepting two soul soldiers who escaped on their own through a loophole in the restrictions, but it's something that can be easily dealt with. But not anymore.”

The scale that Rook was on broke the balance that had been barely maintained and tilted to the right.

“Bishop. Your god has released all the soul soldiers in the Kingdom Alliance, and the Kingdom Alliance will try to kill and capture you at all costs. Soul disease is the foundation of the current kingdom union, and receiving those who have broken that system means that we must be willing to go to war with the kingdom union.”

The princess paused for a moment.

Then, he took out the bishop that was on the left side of the scale.

“It doesn’t matter that your god Deshade has fallen. Even if you serve an evil god, as long as you do your job and do not cause confusion, it is acceptable because it is a generous empire. But what I wanted was a god who descended on earth. I highly valued the knowledge of the world's secrets that the god would bring to the empire. But you couldn't completely bring that god.”

“That was Deshade’s choice.”

“Anyway, it is true that the bishop did not live up to my expectations. So I was disappointed.”

The princess looked at the scales that were tilted to one side with regret.

Then he spoke again.

“Still, the story between us is not over yet. Bishop Lee Lim. No, it's a soul disease. If you want to come individually, I can accept that much.”

The princess came with a horse, held out her hand to me, and bowed her head.

And then he whispered softly.

“I know that other soul soldiers have been released from eternity of bondage. But I know that the chains of death and resurrection are not loose on you. So come to me. I, who know your worth, will accept you.”

The princess spoke so softly that the rider and knight next to her could not hear.

The story I'm talking about now is that they will use me as a sword for the princess's personal benefit, not for the benefit of the empire.

Since I knew what he meant, I also answered quietly.

“... Are you saying you only want to take what you want?”

“Do you think there is anything particularly wrong? If there's a cherry on the cake, it's whoever gets it first. If you are going to have the whole cake to yourself and have to endure the uncomfortable gaze of others, it is wise to exclude unnecessary things and get only the certain things.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t give up on those people. They are my family.”

“Really? But that's why the empire can't accept you.”

At that moment, the sound of horses running came from afar.

The sound of the pursuers getting closer.

Not only did the imperial guards on the other side hear the sound, but the two knights next to the princess also drew their weapons and appeared ready.

After saying that, the princess raised her head from the horse and spoke in a relaxed manner.

“So Lee Rim. Take your pick. Will you die here as a bishop, or will you come to me as a soul disease? If not, come up with a new word that could change the balance of this scale.”

The princess looked at me with a smiling face.

I turn my head away from the princess and look at the people of the church.

Enin is still lying down.

Peria frowns when she realizes that things are not going well.

Three people taking out weapons.

Astesia becomes anxious after hearing the sound of horses' hooves, and Raines quietly adjusts the dagger at his waist.

He looks at the people and then looks at the princess again.

Next, look at the scale.

'Something that can turn the princess's scales upside down.'

The scale is already tilted to one side.

On the right are a white queen and a black rook.

There are two knights on the left.

The entire existence of the empire is subject to the disadvantage of a war with the Alliance of Kingdoms, and the Bishop, which represents God, has disappeared from the benefits we have made.

I don't know how to balance the horses of all different sizes, which may have been made by some damn craftsman.

The first answer I came up with after racking my brain like that.

I thought it was news that the princess didn't know yet, so I started talking.

He spoke quietly to the princess, making sure not to be heard by the busy riders and knights.

“ In your opinion, the princess, who is the greatest threat in this place adjacent to the kingdom union? ”

“Is that a question to put something up or down on the scale?”

“This will be a question to lower.”

“If that’s the case, I’ll tell you, hmm…”

The princess thought hard for a bit before answering.

“If you consider him the greatest threat, it would be Helias Sain Tion, the commander of the 3rd Legion. I also know the majesty of that old man. Rumors of some of the things he did on the battlefield spread throughout the empire, and I have also used some of his tactics.”

“Have you seen it in person?”

“Just once before? It was probably a battle that took place near the border. Although he was clearly an old general, he was running wild like a wild animal so fast that most knights could not imitate him. After seeing that, I gave up the idea of invading the territory of the Kingdom Alliance. It wasn't that we couldn't win, but it seemed certain that we would suffer significant losses. That's why the empire wants to maintain inviolability no matter how much it exposes its teeth against us.”

'good.'

The princess's answer met the optimal conditions for my next story to have a big impact.

“If so, I will tell you. Commander Helias is dead.”

“... Dead? That old man?”

The princess looked like she couldn't believe it when she heard what I said.

“Hmm... That was unexpected. I thought that old man would definitely stay in that position for another 10 years...”

The princess sighed, perhaps because although Commander Helias was a threat to the empire, she personally liked him at the same time.

In order to tip the scales of the princess, I say this clearly once again.

“And we were the ones who killed that corps commander.”

“... What?”

The princess was as surprised as expected from her previous reaction.

I continued speaking to drive a wedge into the princess.

“The commander of the 3rd Corps is a person who can be said to be everything to the corps. To put it the other way around, it means that now that the corps commander is dead, the kingdom's 3rd corps cannot properly fulfill its role as a corps. So, I want you to think about it. The soul soldiers, the backbone of the Kingdom Unity, have just been released from their bondage. So, can the 3rd Corps, which is adjacent to the border of the empire, lose its commander and soul soldiers and have its barracks devastated, really be called a proper corps?”

“Not really. It is safe to say that the 3rd Corps is now an empty scarecrow.”

“That’s what I’m saying. The danger to the empire that the princess placed on the scales is no longer a real danger.”

First, I spit out everything that came to mind.

After listening to me, the princess carefully considered the circumstances of the empire and kingdom union and then made her move.

“Hmm... good. I'll leave this down to you. Even if the royals in the capital of the Kingdom Alliance are nothing but idiots, you can at least judge that the bluff of showing off a bare-bones army will not work.”

The black look went down.

But the balance of the scale is still weighted on the right.

It's just that one is missing, but the bishop that was already down doesn't come up.

Now we have to level that balance.

'What now?'

But I couldn't think of anything that could add some final weight.

Something we can benefit the empire from.

'If there was such a thing, I would have said it a long time ago.'

There are no more cards I can play.

'Have I never had anything like this?'

Of course, it doesn't mean that you really don't have anything.

Currently, I have not yet been able to gather my magic power, and I have hidden two other beings who are comparable to the corps commander in the soul vessel.

However, even if you try to reveal it, you cannot reveal it because your body is not yet in order at the moment when you need it most.

'Is there really nothing more special you can offer?'

It was not easy to appeal to a country.

The material things I have are ridiculously small compared to the huge country in front of me.

'What can I give to the princess, an empire that lacks money, power, anything?'

While I was continuing my thoughts, a large gust of wind suddenly swept across the area where we were, as if hinting at the imminent imminent situation.

At the same time, there was one thing that caught my attention.

fluttering-

The three-legged eagle flag symbolizing the empire fluttering in the wind and the princess's pink hair fluttering beneath it.

My eyes were focused on that hair and the thoughts flowing through my head merged into one.

'wait for a sec.'

What comes to mind is the first meeting with the princess.

To be precise, it was an unofficial relationship that occurred at the unfenced gate of Ars Magna when we did not know each other.

'... Will that work?'

I thought about that, but it was a ridiculous thought.

but,

Nevertheless, that was the only thing I could think of to say right now, so I spoke to the princess.

“3Silver.”

“... Hmm?”

The princess expressed doubts about my words, and I spoke clearly to her again.

“Entrance fee to Ars Magna is 3 silver. You have not paid back yet.”

After saying that, I put my hands in my pockets.

There were a few silver coins that I had stowed away at some point.

Place the three silver coins on the left side of the balance.

A silver coin whose edges have been worn and its luster has been lost due to being moved around among people.

The three silver coins were placed crudely among the unusual chess pieces that must have been made by some imperial craftsman.

And the balance tipped.

The balance, which contained a queen on the right and two small knights on the left, tilted to the opposite side due to the three silver coins.

“... Fu-”

The princess looked at the coin, looked at the scale, and the corners of her mouth went up to their limit.

after that-

I burst into laughter.

“-Hahahahahahahahahaha!!!”

It was not a sociable laugh, nor a carefree laugh to show off one's dignity.

The princess laughed as if it was really fun.

I surrendered myself to the joy rising from deep within my heart.

The laughter was so loud that it attracted the attention of everyone at the border.

Border guards preparing for a possible fight.

The horsemen and knights were anxious because they did not know what decision the princess would make.

And now, even the people of the church who have set their faces at a distance so that they can see the faces of the oncoming cavalry.

The princess caught everyone's attention.

“Ha, haha, hahaha...”

The princess smiled as if the world was leaving her, then looked at me with tears in her eyes.

“Good. I like it. Lee Rim!”

“... Yes.”

The princess wiped away her tears with her fingers for a moment and continued speaking.

“It doesn’t matter whether you are Bishop Lee Rim or soul disease Lee Rim. You are the person I like for the first time in a long time. i want you Do you want me?”

I answered the princess's question.

“I want it.”

The princess heard my answer and spoke again.

“Good. Because you want me and I want you, I will get you. I will place everything you brought into my protection.”

The princess pulled out her sword.

Seeing the princess like that, the rider quickly lifted the horn on his belt.

OK,

“Borrow for a while.”

The princess took the rider's horn and blew it loudly herself.

Pooh-ooh- Pooh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh

The whistle blew three long times.

The princess expelled all the air from her lungs and threw the horn at the rider.

Then he took another breath and shouted loudly for the whole world to hear.

“Children of the Empire-!!!

Gather under the flag of the empire!!!

Gather under the sky that Mortis looks down upon-!!!”

        
            After the princess finishes shouting, she takes the flag from the rider.

Engraved on the flag hanging on the tip of the spear is the symbol of a three-legged eagle.

The bird's name is Mortis.

The relics who fought together with the first emperor who founded the empire in the war of conquest until his death are the beginning and pride of the empire.

The princess put the spear to her side and slowly began to drive the horse.

The only protective equipment is a chest armor on the upper body and no helmet.

Even wearing that outfit, the princess drives her horse without hesitation.

The imperial cavalry, seeing the princess leading proudly on a white horse wearing the imperial family's emblem, quickly crossed the bridge and followed her, maintaining their ranks.

What they are holding is a spear about 4 meters long.

Eventually, they crossed the bridge and spread out to both sides of the princess, maintaining their line like a comb.

On the other hand, the cavalry of the Kingdom Alliance and its commander, who were coming from the opposite direction, were embarrassed by the sight of the Empire.

That was a natural reaction.

'I bet you never thought they would come across the border and attack.'

They came armed as lightly as possible in order to somehow catch us before we crossed the bridge, and to close the gap on the second day by making full use of the cavalry's mobility.

The tip of the spear of the imperial guard crossed the bridge heading towards them.

As they had no idea that the empire would break the non-aggression pact and cross the border, they were unable to approach carelessly and comforted the exhausted horses to straighten their ranks.

The commander only gritted his teeth when he saw that, but did not back down.

Although they only gave up their spears, they did not leave behind their swords.

The number of cavalry soldiers, about 50 of whom died from falling from their horses due to Eila, is currently around 250.

The number of imperial guards was 400.

250 to 400.

However, included in the 250 are still more than 100 surviving knights.

On the other hand, the role of the empire's garrison is limited to a patrol line of defense.

The commander, who knew that the most important force in the war, the knights, were not always on standby at the defensive line, decided to charge.

The princess and the cavalry commander shouted at the same time.

“In the name of Mortis! The victory of the empire is inevitable!!!”

“Descendants of the Five Kingdoms! Show our strength united in the name of Gaia!!!”

So both sides speed up towards each other.

The promise of acceleration.

If both have the same mass, the faster one is advantageous.

In a limited distance, the horses are overworked to increase their speed even a little faster.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

The distance narrowed in an instant.

and-

The imperial cavalry moved quickly.

The rider who received the princess's signal shouts.

“Ready to throw!!!”

As soon as the rider spoke, the soldiers of the imperial cavalry holding spears put their hands behind their waists in unison.

What came out of that was an ax with a short handle that could be held with one hand.

“Throw it!!!”

The hatchets flew powerfully through the sky with the rider's shout.

Over 200 axes left the hands of the rugged garrison and flew straight towards the cavalry of the Kingdom Alliance.

“... crazy.”

Although the commander was far away, I could immediately tell what he was saying by looking at the shape of his mouth.

Because that was the same sound that came out of my mouth.

Hee hee hee!

Wow!

The attack caused more than 50 people to fall from their horses in an instant.

These were the soldiers who could not catch the ax in time and the knights who struck the ax with a sword filled with magic but were tripped by the soldiers who fell from their horses right in front of them.

The axes were more efficient because they were running towards each other.

Although some people hit the handle of the ax rather than the blade because it was rotating, that is enough.

For soldiers moving forward at full speed on horseback, an ax flying from the opposite direction at a faster rate would be enough to cause a concussion just by hitting the handle of the helmet.

After their strength was reduced once, the garrison and cavalry immediately became entangled.

Waaa-

After one charge, it became a melee.

After stabbing the opponent with a spear, the garrison immediately took out an ax and a sword, and while on horseback, they tangled with each other and stabbed the opponent's body with their swords.

The kingdom's cavalry is also struggling against such garrisons, mainly knights.

It was like that.

Even though there was an article, the victory was not achieved in an instant, but it was a struggle.

“It wasn’t just a garrison.”

Peria was the first to notice what that image meant and told us.

“A lot of the articles are mixed. I guess he was disguised.”

The men who were clearly thought to be soldiers of the border guard were fighting against the knights as equals, each displaying their sword skills.

The number is approximately 150 people.

They even began to gradually overwhelm the knights of the 3rd Corps.

“Did they bring a group of knights directly under the imperial family? Something like that...”

Even though the knights in the 3rd corps of the Kingdom Alliance are the remaining knights who were not selected from the 1st and 2nd corps, they are not that weak.

Most of them are knights who can be said to be veterans in person-to-person combat, as they have fought against numerous different races in the Grace territory.

But still, it was being pushed back.

And in the center of it all, there was an unrivaled human being who was not a knight but ran and blew off the knight's head in an instant.

“Hahahahaha! Yes, come a little further, dogs of the kingdom! Among those of you raised by Helias, if there is someone as strong as Helias, come out and see!”

The princess was laughing among the knights, her pink hair fluttering, as she cut them down one by one.

It is not at the level of differences in individual skills.

The princess's sword did not look that fast or heavy, but it cut through the opponent's gap and cut vital points with surprising precision.

“That... is like a level of foresight.”

Hwarim briefly commented on the princess' appearance.

I also felt that the princess's appearance was very foreign.

It was more like entertainment than a fight.

Just as a nobleman shoots arrows when a hunting ground keeper drives in a deer released into a hunting ground, the princess was slaughtering the kingdom's cavalry that other garrisons were gradually surrounding and pushing to one side.

An overwhelming power.

The true winner standing on the horse already looked like the princess.

The sight was like seeing the main character on stage.

If there were a spotlight, I think it would definitely shine on her.

To that extent, the princess and Camellia were attracting everyone's attention as if they were the main characters of this world.

And there was something I felt again in that appearance.

'Is it a bit similar to a corps commander?'

The sword the princess swung at the knight clearly had a certain dignity despite her young age.

It was as if he had cut down hundreds of thousands of people for tens of thousands of hours.

How to swing the sword well, how to trick the opponent, and how to kill the opponent more easily.

Perhaps she had received education from the old masters of history, or perhaps had a comparable textbook, but the princess showed that she was skilled in the act, not the art of murder.

Simple movements that seem to have been theoretically acquired through countless observations.

The cavalry, surrounded by the princess and the garrison, slowly began to fall.

The last few knights and commanders who remained, perhaps anticipating death, launched a special attack on the princess, determined to lower the greatest value at the end of this fight if it meant dying anyway.

“Camellia-!!!”

Phuuk-

“A guy I don’t approve of, don’t use my name in his mouth. I never gave permission.”

“Off...”

However, the commando commander ended up dropping his weapon after the princess swung the sword only twice, and his head fell off.

When it comes to bows, he is an expert archer who could reach an elf with words or human power that he could not bear to say to Eila.

However, being the type of person he is, he knew that in a melee like this there was nothing more crazy than drawing a bow even with enemies at close range, so he eventually took up the sword and ultimately met his end.

Other knights also ran out with their commander, but were pierced by spears raised by the garrison and died.

All the knights who survived against the devil in Grace's territory died at the hands of the princess and her soldiers.

Boom-

Patter-patter-

The princess swung the sword and shook off the blood.

Perhaps because it was as good a sword as the princess had, all the blood was shaken off with just one swing.

“Hmm...”

However, the princess still seemed to feel uncomfortable and wiped the sword on the thigh of her white pants.

Even though there were a lot of blood splattered on her face, the princess seemed to only focus on the sword.

And then,

“I’m tired. I'll just leave now.”

Suddenly, with an indifferent expression, he turns around and leads the horse towards the bridge.

The horsemen and knights seemed to be familiar with the princess's eccentricities, so they told the garrison on her behalf to gather the horses scattered in all directions and immediately followed her.

So the princess slowly drove her horse past me and looked at me and said.

“Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church.”

“... Yes.”

“I will provide you with a small shelter and a parish where you can stay in my name.”

“I will gratefully accept the princess’s last name.”

“Yes. Saying thank you is important. And-”

The princess deliberately waited until the knights behind her could come closer and hear her voice before speaking again.

“As a bishop, I will make you my direct knight from now on, so please know that.”

“Woe, princess?”

The two knights behind the princess were taken aback by such a sudden declaration.

A knight immediately jumps forward and speaks to the princess.

“I’m sorry, Princess. Please understand that this is in no way a statement that disrespects the princess. As the princess probably knows, appointing someone belonging to one religious order as a direct knight will not be seen as neutral to many other religious churches.”

The princess gave a confident answer to those knights.

“Is there any particular problem? I gave up my position as emperor. So, even if I were to make Ija an article, I don't think it would be the consensus of the royal family, nor would it mean that they would take their side. He simply accepted a vassal. Or, Knight Inserlet, you don't think that the countless religious orders working for our empire are so stupid as to make a ridiculous misunderstanding by taking a knight from such a small religious order as their limb?”

“Well, that’s not true, but there is such a thing as the status of a princess...”

“Then don’t worry any more. Even if you think so, this Deshade church is smaller than any other church in the empire. And the current empire is dominated by three large denominations, with other denominations unable to raise their voices. Since it is a time like this, I will be able to make other denominations feel a sense of improvement by taking someone from a small denomination under my wing. The additional benefit is that the empire will be enriched accordingly. Do you understand what I mean now?”

After hearing the princess's words, the knight got off his horse and knelt down.

“Sin, sorry! Not knowing the princess's deep intentions, I dared to presumptuously add insult to injury and show my ignorance...!”

“You just need to know. Inserlet The same goes for you. If you thought you were not good enough, try harder. The empire, which is only over 200 years old, still has little history and is still suffering from numerous threats. In times like these, it is more important for young people like you to realize their own shortcomings and awaken.”

When the princess saw the knight, she got off her horse and patted the knight on the shoulder.

“The empire continues because of young blood like you and me. Keep that in mind.”

When the knight heard those words, he bowed his head even more.

Then, they once again showed their loyalty to the empire and their respect for the princess, and this was also witnessed by the knights disguised as other garrisons who were clearing the battlefield behind us.

'Is the royal family really the royal family?'

It seems like she always attracts people like this.

However, it is scary that the intention is unknown.

The appearance of an actor who reveals the qualities of a typical saint who is easily fooled.

Such fragmentary acting, which is optimized to be fooled, is gathered in everyday life and solidifies a person's image.

I only felt awkward because I only knew a fragment of the princess's true face.

A real smile that the princess showed only once in Ars Magna.

It may not be just me, but probably a few of my closest associates know that smile is the essence of the princess.

So there are more than one or two things I don't understand.

'What are you aiming for when you actually gave up your right to succeed to the throne?'

The question I asked myself was one that I could not answer as of now.

While thinking about that, the princess turned around, facing everyone's gaze, spoke briefly to me, and got on her horse.

“About 4 days after you are settled, you will be called to the imperial palace.”

The princess left first.

Afterwards, a knight approached us after confirming that all the garrisons had gathered their scattered war horses.

“We will escort you. Let’s cross the bridge.”

“Thank you.”

Peria listened to the driver's words and slowly began to drive the carriage across the bridge.

The driver also sat next to our carriage and said as we crossed the bridge together.

“Welcome. From here on, it is the territory of the Mortis Empire.”

That's how we were able to safely arrive at the empire.

        
            It's been a week since then.

With the help of the princess, we were able to settle down safely in the empire.

The princess declared the Deshade Church to be an order that had officially sworn allegiance to the Empire and announced it in her own name.

Of course, since the people of the empire had often seen small ethnic groups or small religious denominations come into the empire in this way in the past, they ended up just passing it over as usual, thinking that another small religious denomination had been absorbed into the empire.

After that, he had land prepared by the princess.

Although it is called land, it is not specifically a concept of territory.

An area with empty buildings and untouched farmland for a long time without anyone living there.

What we have gained is a diocese, which is land held in the name of the denomination.

An unclaimed piece of land was acquired on the eastern border of the empire, a short distance from the capital of the empire.

The name of the land where the small village is located is,

[Leben]

It is said that several buildings on the forested grounds were once the site of a small religious denomination, but now they are said to have been absorbed by another large religious denomination in the empire and moved away, leaving only the building behind.

So, we have been here for a week, to be precise, moving and going through various procedures. Although it has only been a day since we arrived here, we are currently cleaning the church, which has been empty for a long time and is overgrown with weeds.

It was good to have a large church, but the problem was that there were a lot of things to fix.

Now, everyone in the church is moving around in a busy, but relaxed manner, as if we had just jumped into a carriage and ran away with all our might.

“This is an empty church, it’s just a ruin.”

“That’s right. All the wooden furniture is rotten, so I might have to get new ones later.”

Together with Feria, I am also removing the grass and dirt that has grown inside the church building.

The grass seed that came in through the empty window where the glass fell out deftly went under the tile, took root in the soil, and sprouted.

The weeds that sprouted like that were growing by spreading their roots and lifting up the tiles, so even if we were to pull out all the grass now, we would have to lay new tiles, which would cost money.

“If it is a string tool, it needs to be repaired, so if a technician also attached it, what would be the difference?”

“From there, we have to save it. Think carefully, brother. From now on, this church will be the first proper temple of the Deshade Church. To that extent, how we decorate this place and whether we maintain it well become evaluation values when judging our value. So, it also means that we have to do more maintenance with our own hands.”

Popping-

“Ah, Mr. The tile is broken again.”

“Ugh, it’s because they just ignorantly apply force. So, please be gentle.”

While talking with Peria, I grabbed a whole weed from the ground and lifted it out, and the tile broke again.

He continues to lament as he lifts up broken tiles and weeds and throws them into a wheelbarrow that has been dragged inside the church.

“Do I have to worry about such things already? Anyway, I have no intention of doing any more missionary work than this, so why not just live in a way that people can live in? There are a few other places that need maintenance besides here.”

“Of course, if my brother, the bishop, and Thistle both say that, I have nothing to say, but maybe we should do better for another reason?”

“What reason?”

“Right now, the princess deliberately gave us the land of an empty church a little far from the capital as a parish to show that she treats us equally with other denominations.”

“Yes.”

“But that was only for a moment, and after we were properly established, the moment the princess summoned my brother and declared in front of other churches that she would make him her knight, our church’s position changed.”

“... Ah, so it becomes important how a knight who serves the princess lives.”

“In reality, this place can become not only our own face, but also the face of the princess. After the princess announces it, there will be quite a few customers who come to visit us.”

It was only after hearing Feria's words that I realized why the church, which would become the temple of our denomination, needed to be better decorated.

So far, the princess hasn't said much about our church.

Therefore, other imperial citizens and religious denominations only perceive us as common passing news and do not pay much attention to us.

This was also the princess's consideration to give us, who had been running away from the kingdom, a safe place and at the same time give us time to rest.

But this peace will be short-lived.

Afterwards, if it is announced that I have been called by the princess and have become a knight under her direct command, the people who have no choice but to pay great attention to how she moves since the princess's popularity is the princess's reputation, what the hell are we doing in the church? You will be curious as to whether a knight, or even a person with the title of bishop, was reappointed.

Well, unlike when we were in the Kingdom Alliance, such interest would come as simple curiosity, caution, or goodwill, so if we were really going to remain neutral, we wouldn't have to worry too much about it.

At that moment, something loud sounded from the ceiling.

Wooji string-

“Sleep, didn’t I just tell you not to be so loud?!”

“Yikes! The person below is Joshi!”

I heard the voices of Aila and Hwarim, who were up overhead repairing the roof, and then a wooden roof, broken in the middle, fell right next to us.

“Ugh!”

Quaaaang!

Peria hid behind me to avoid the debris, and I quickly covered my face with my arms to prevent the debris from flying out.

After that, Peria jumped out from behind me again and screamed at the ceiling.

“Hi! Ah... oh really! Aila, I told you to be careful! I broke the tile again!”

Then Aila made an excuse, with only her eyes visible to the empty hole where the roof had just fallen.

“Ah, no, this can’t be helped! It's all wood up here, and I don't know how cheap they used it to cover it, but if you touch it, it all crumbles?”

“That's because you're applying the wrong force. I definitely told you to pull out the nail, but I never told you to cut the nail out. Why on earth would you want to use a tool like a sword? Take a good look again.”

fillet-

Pasig-

This time, the fire seemed to pass over the hole for a moment, and then the sound of a roof nail being pulled out was heard, and immediately the planks were easily torn off.

Hwarim throws the torn boards under the roof and looks at Aila as if she were pitiful as she leans the crowbar on her shoulder.

“Now, do it like this. I'm so good at sewing, but I don't know why I find this so difficult.”

“Ugh... But it's torture to be told not to swing something that feels so cool and feels so good in your hand.”

“Ugh...”

Feria and I looked at the two and then turned our gaze downward again.

Peria pulled out the weeds as usual, and I picked up all the debris that had just fallen and put them on the cart, and before I knew it, the cart was full.

However, seeing the weeds still remaining, especially the moss growing in places where the light does not reach, makes me sigh.

“This amount comes from weeds alone. Isn’t this too harsh?”

“I really want to set it on fire, but I can't because I'm afraid the building will burn down.”

At that moment, the sound of a cart coming from the road leading up to the doorless entrance of the church is heard.

Doddd-

Soon, a person came into the church pulled by a cart.

“Phew... There's more grass than I thought. I never thought it would take this long.”

Enin comes in with a cart.

Even after receiving Gaia's treatment, Enin fell asleep for quite some time and barely came to his senses two days ago.

After waking up, I checked my physical condition and said that it was much better than before, but since I still had a serious back injury, I tried to tell her to rest at first.

Still, Enin kept saying that he would help clean the church, so I had no choice but to ask him to throw away the cart when it was full since we would pull the weeds ourselves.

But after all, being worried is being worried.

“Isn’t it difficult? If you feel some pain, tell me right away. I heard that if it wasn't for the healing magic, it would be a wound that would have left me bedridden for half a year.”

“Don’t worry! I've already been there three times and it's still fine!”

Even though I was worried about her body and said such things, it was no use.

Enin had gone into a dangerous situation once before and barely came back.

In a way, I feel like Enin is fitting the name of the knights, ‘Shallow Grave’.

“Can I just take this now?”

“Yes. Oh, I'll go with you too. Peria, you too, rest. If you bend over for too long, it will hurt a lot later, right?”

“I should do that, really... There are a few other buildings besides here, but I don’t know what to do with them all.”

I decided to take a breather and when Enin said he was going with the cart again, I followed him to get some relief from the scenery outside.

Then, I met Reigns and Astesia who were about to come inside.

“Oh, am I leaving?”

“Yes. Have you finished the investigation?”

“Yes. Although I only saw it from the outside.”

Raines and Astesia had eight buildings built around this church, so they asked them to check the condition of those buildings.

Astesia finished answering, Reigns immediately reported.

“I don’t think I can use three of the eight buildings. While the other places were built after the ground had been firmly consolidated, the other three were built in a temporary form with wood, and because they were located at the bottom of a hill, the water rose to the bottom of the first floor, as if they had been flooded. It almost makes me think that it would be better to burn it.”

“If it is at a level where it needs to be disposed of, it can be assumed that there is no need to clean it, so should that be considered a good thing? Anyway, thank you both, and thank you for your hard work. Afterwards, clean the accommodation behind the church. I think I'll have to stay there for a while.”

“Okay.”

“Ma, leave it to me.”

Passing by the two people, he pulls the cart and goes down the hill with Enin.

Church on the hill.

And near such a church, you can see houses that you don't know if they were the houses where the people who served them lived, or the houses where the church members lived at the time.

Since we settled in the lodgings behind the church, I think the other houses will either be cleaned up and used as warehouses, or it may become a house for people who will come separately in the future.

Near this very small village, there was farmland where the people who lived at the time were doing small farming.

We had thrown the grass in the farmland, which was now overgrown with weeds, and were turning around.

“... Ah.”

The day was almost over before we knew it, and the moment we turned around, the sunset illuminated our eyes.

And there was someone walking this way with their back to the sunset.

It was thistle.

While we were working, Thistle wandered around the area to check if there were any caves where demonic creatures were hiding.

Seeing that there was no blood on his clothes, it seemed like nothing special had happened.

However, rather than returning for a moment, Thistle stopped and looked at the sunset-lit plain next to the road.

A face that looks somewhat lonely.

That face caught my eye.

What she is looking at is probably not looking at the real plain.

Eyes without focus are simply looking towards the vast plain.

An apostle of God standing tall on the earth, alone and lost in thought.

Contrary to her name, which seemed to imply a mortal mission as an apostle, she appeared to be nothing more than a woman.

I have always lived as a wandering adventurer, and even now, only the country has changed, but it would be no different to change my residence again.

Still, Thistle was feeling lonely.

Before I knew it, I saw Thistle and stopped pushing the cart as well. Enin took the cart from my hand and said,

“... go and see.”

“... Huh?”

“When a woman looks like that, she wants someone to be by her side. So, please stay by my side.”

Instead of answering, I looked at Enin.

Then Enin looked slightly disappointed, but immediately smiled and spoke again.

“Now, come on. I'll go and prepare dinner soon.”

“... Okay.”

Get away from Ennin and walk towards Thistle.

Then Thistle looked this way as if he felt something moving in the corner of his eye from a distance, and only then did he spot us and smiled.

Enin said one more thing to me as I walked away.

“Please come back before dinner!”

“Okay!”

After that, Henin took the cart and went up to the church first, and I approached Thistle.

Thistle waited until I came, and after a while, he started talking about what he had seen while walking around the neighborhood today.

A trivial story.

The story goes that there was no demon beast's den, but instead, the place they went into thinking it was a similar cave was just a den that a slightly larger animal had previously dug.

And the story is that there was a very small hole in the ceiling, and the fruit that had been stored inside was sprouting under the light.

It's just a small story, but Thistle has long since erased the lonely look on her face from before as she tells me such stories.

As I listened to this story, Thistle was talking well, and then suddenly looked at my face and puffed out her cheeks.

“... So I moved the rest of the tree fruits next to it, but... Lee Rim? Are you listening?”

“Ah, yes. I'm listening.”

“Really, for some reason, I feel like I’m the only one talking when I’m with Lee Rim?”

“Is that so? Still, it's good just to listen to Thistle's words.”

“Well, that would be nice...”

As I looked at Thistle, who had let go of his loneliness for a moment while talking to me, I felt a little better.

But I could tell even as I listened to her up close.

Thistle's loneliness has not completely disappeared.

She was still thinking about Deshade.

It was only at the very end that Deshade called her daughter and allowed her to call him father.

That Deshade is no longer next to Thistle.

I don't know what situation Deshade is in.

Just as Asmodeus sometimes conveyed words in his head, Deshade may also be able to convey words to Thistle and me, but perhaps the god does not know how to use such power and is unable to use it.

so,

So Thistle is feeling lonely because he can't even hear Deshade's voice anymore.

I held Thistle’s slightly cold hand tightly.

Then Thistle quietly looked at my face for a moment and then gave strength herself.

“... Thank you.”

As soon as Thistle said that, a tear formed in the corner of her eye.

“...”

I quietly wiped her tears with my fingers.

Nevertheless, shoulders slumped.

Although Thistle pretended to be okay with others, in reality, it was greater than anyone imagined.

So I made up my mind.

I decided to give Thistle whatever he wanted.

Deshade asked me to take care of Thistle, and since thistle was staying here away from Deshade due to my decision, I decided to listen to everything thistle said.

“... Shall we go?”

After a while, Thistle swallowed back the tears that had started to come out.

After that, we slowly walked up the road to the church under the glow of the sunset.

        
            “Good. Now then, let's praise ourselves for our hard work in being able to safely cross over to the empire, cheers----Ae!”

“Cheers!!!”

“Well, cheers...”

Jjaeng-

Everyone clinks their glasses as Peria shouts.

Aila spoke loudest and gulped down her glass, and Astesia, who was holding a drink containing juice rather than alcohol, belatedly shouted a toast in a low voice and followed Aila in gulping down her juice.

Peria looked at everyone and poured beer down her throat so quickly that her glass went straight upright.

Even though it looked rude to drink like that with one foot on the table, no one said anything to Peria.

Not only did we not wear special shoes, but everyone enjoys alcohol in their own way.

We deserve to celebrate what we have accomplished.

However, it was not an extremely noisy place.

In the end, we did not completely keep our promise to come to the empire together with everyone.

Of course, it is not a tragic atmosphere as it was a choice Deshade made on his own to save the people who depend on him.

Even though everyone was smiling, they were paying attention to the fact that one side of the table they were sitting at was empty.

An empty chair next to me, with no one sitting there.

There is a glass for Deshade that I quietly placed on top of it.

'...'

He quietly pours himself a drink into a glass without a hand.

And I also do what everyone else did: I pour alcohol into my glass, then clink it against Deshade's glass and then take a drink.

After that, we had a normal meal.

We share interesting stories that arose during today's work with others, eat delicious food prepared by Enin, who has fully recovered and woke up, and drink alcohol.

Aila talked about what she saw while going grocery shopping in a nearby city with Astesia and Raines today, and Peria sent a letter to Farewell telling her the location of where we were staying. I am told that it will likely arrive tomorrow.

These aren't particularly special stories, but they are enough.

'This is okay.'

We are the people of the Church of Deshade.

Deshade told us to live happily, and we just have to follow his words and enjoy life positively.

Everyone keeps those words deep in their hearts and talks about them with each other.

In order to continue his legacy, he is now sitting at the table, feeling the preciousness conveyed by the people sitting next to him.

However, only one person had not yet come out of the feeling of loss.

Clatter-clatter-clatter-

Thistle blended in among the others.

He ate his food slowly, took a sip from time to time, smiled at Aila's story, and after his stomach was somewhat full, he put down the silverware and touched his half-empty glass.

That wasn't the real Thistle.

What she's doing now is just imitating someone who has calmed down her emotions.

If it was a normal Thistle, he would have already opened his second bottle of alcohol by himself, and if he thought the person next to him was looking away, he would gently pull his collar and call out to him, and the moment he turned around, he would be smiling and calling out his name with a twisted tongue.

After an hour or two of dinner time, we decided to quickly clear the table.

“Phew... Then let's end today here... Hi! Oops, sorry. Anyway, shall we end it here?”

Clap clap!

Enin, who had drunk more alcohol than anyone else today, stood up and clapped, and the others also stood up, rubbing their stomachs that were about to explode.

Everyone neatly organizes the empty dishes and enters the room.

The place behind the church, which will become a temple in the future, is the house where people who stayed here used to live.

Although the two-story house is slightly smaller than the previous accommodations, it definitely feels like home.

I don't know if the mansion had once been inhabited by nobles, or if the person who owned this church was wealthy, but there were quite a number of guest rooms, so each person could have one room.

Previously, there was a large hall on the first floor that was used to welcome people visiting the church, but now, with the exception of the living room where guests are welcomed, the other rooms are filled with rooms and are used as storage or bedrooms as appropriate.

Just before going to bed, everyone washes up in the bathroom in their room or in the large bathtub provided on the first floor, then changes into comfortable clothes and chats in the living room.

While I was getting dressed with the intention of leaving those people behind and going out on my own for a bit, Peria approached me.

Peria is wearing loose-fitting white clothes top and bottom, and her hair is still slightly damp, as if she had just come out of the bathroom. She is talking to me, wrapping a towel around her neck.

“Where are you going?”

“I wanted to take a look around and get some fresh air. There is a forest right in front, and there might be a demonic beast that is active only at night wandering around.”

Peria heard me say that, yawned briefly, and then said.

“Ugh... I guess you don't have to worry about it. Anyway, if the demon beasts found out that Gombangi was there, they would run away, right? A red panda bear is still a pretty strong beast, so ordinary beasts won't be able to approach it due to the smell of the bear.”

“Then I'm glad. Anyway, then I’ll just get some air and come back.”

“...”

I thought the conversation was over, so I was tying the laces of my boots again, but Peria didn't go anywhere and just kept looking at me from the front door.

“... Why?”

“Huh? No... uh, you'll be back soon, right?”

“Of course. It's not going to go far. How about seeing the empty houses and the entrance to the forest?”

Only after hearing my answer did Peria look relieved about something and let me go.

“Okay. Then come back.”

“Okay.”

After that, Peria looked a little strange as she walked to the living room where other people were, dragging her slippers, so she looked back.

In the living room, there is Aila, who is already asleep, and Astesia, who is tightly hugged by Aila and cannot escape.

Raines tried drinking alcohol while eating a little while ago, looked curious, and continued to drink it sip by sip. Even now, he brought a cup filled with alcohol and was licking it like a cat among the other people drinking tea.

Hwarim was holding Enin, who had started to close her eyes, to take her to the bedroom first, and Peria went up next to Hwarim to help her.

And Thistle was not there.

I wonder if he went up to sleep alone first.

It was like that yesterday and the day before that too.

I wanted to do something, but I felt regretful because I didn't know what to do unless Thistle brought up the story first.

“... I can't help it.”

Sigh-

Still, I thought that even this would be resolved with time, so I opened the door and walked out.

-------------------------------

Inside a dark room.

Thistle sits on the bed in that room and quietly looks out the window.

I went up to the bedroom early because I felt like my chest was congested.

About 20 minutes had already passed since I took off my clothes, washed my body briefly in the bathroom, and sat down on the bed, just shaking off the moisture from my wet hair, looking out the window.

“... It's dark.”

I came up because I thought seeing the moonlight would make me feel better, but the moonlight is obscured by clouds and cannot be seen properly.

Today, in a darker room, she picks up the slightly worn leather bag containing her luggage and fumbles through the items inside.

In fact, if it's that dark, you can turn on the magic light in the room.

That would be fine, as the waterworks connected to the original magic tools and the lights that illuminate the night were all repaired in one day after Peria commissioned a wizard in a nearby city.

But For some reason, Thistle was reluctant to even do that.

Now that Deshade was gone, Thistle wondered if she could stay in such a bright place, even though Deshade had clearly told her to be happy.

smart-

Someone knocked on the door of the room where Thistle was.

“... Thistle, are you sleeping?”

It was Feria.

“No. it's okay. Please come in.”

After hearing Peria's voice, Thistle took out the item she was looking for in her bag, placed it on the bed for a moment, and opened the door.

Peria entered the room where Thistle was and paused for a moment.

“Ugh, I can’t see it. Can I turn on the light?”

“... Yes. Yes.”

Just moments ago, Peria, who had been walking down the bright hallway, could not see anything.

Thistle also knew this, so he touched the magic tool that illuminated the room for Peria, and soon the room was revealed by a bright light.

“Can I sit down?”

“Wait a minute.”

“Ah, thank you.”

Peria went and sat down on the bed where Thistle was sitting just moments ago.

dump-

Thistle put down the bag he had put on for Peria and sat down on the bed with her.

Just a little bit of silence between them.

While Peria was thinking about what to say, Thistle spoke first.

“... Are other people sleeping?”

Thanks to this, Peria was able to speak easily.

“Not quite, almost? I came in after helping Hwarim and I get up to Enine. The three people below will probably stay where they are and fall asleep completely. Ayla was already sleeping, Astesia had started to close her eyes, and Raines... was just dipping his tongue into the drink. He should be gone soon, right? So, can you help me then? I think it would be difficult to move three people by myself.”

“I see. Then, let’s go down together later.”

Thistle smiled and responded to Peria’s words.

Peria looked at Thistle's smile and lifted the crude object that had fallen on the bed.

It was a statue of a knight wearing armor carved out of wood.

Peria asked what the item was.

“What is this?”

“Ah, that’s Deshade’s statue I’ve made since I was young.”

Hearing Thistle's words, Peria handed over the statue to Thistle.

Thistle then calmly stroked the statue and continued.

“... Statues are used in many places. It is also used as a substitute symbolizing a god during rituals, and it also serves as a centerpiece when creating temporary temples. And...”

Thistle spoke for a moment and then held the statue tightly.

“... I also cut the invisible Deshade into my ideal self.”

When Peria heard those words, she remembered Deshade.

As Deshade said, the god's armor was made by Thistle, using all his money.

And that armor looked exactly like the statue Thistle was holding now.

'... what. 'I've already thought of it as something special for a long time.'

Peria looked at that and thought about how disingenuous Deshade had been.

Then he looked at Thistle again.

A face that still looks sad.

Thistle's appearance, thinking of Deshade, whom she missed, looked dangerous, as if she would disappear somewhere.

So Peria was scared.

Of course, they don't think that Thistle might leave them behind and go somewhere.

Thistle is a person who swore to become a shield that protects the people of the church.

Surely, she will rise up with a strong mind again in time to protect the responsibilities she swore to herself and the smiles of others.

Thistle was scared of that.

When the time came to stand up for myself, I became scared because I thought I might have forgotten something precious.

“... Peria.”

“Huh?”

“I... may be late compared to other people, but soon I will be able to live with you all with a real smile, right?”

“Uh... Yes. I guess so. Thistle can do it.”

“There is a lot of work to be done in the future, so you will be able to control these emotions well, right?”

“... Yes.”

What Thistle said were hopeful words.

But on the contrary, there was crying mixed in her voice.

Thistle looked back at Peria and spoke again.

“But Peria.”

“... Yes.”

There were tears in Thistle's eyes.

“As for me, back then, I probably forgot about Deshade, right?”

“...”

The tears that had formed in the corners of my eyes fell down with those words.

Thistle spoke without stopping.

“I’m scared. I'm afraid I'll forget about Deshade. I promised Deshade that I would be happy. But, I can't imagine being happy without Deshade.”

“...”

“Still, people will forget someday. Of course, it could be just a moment. In your search for happiness, you may forget Deshade for a moment. But I don't think that's possible. It is my duty to remember Deshade. I don’t think we should forget Deshade, even for a moment.”

Thistle's cries grew louder for a moment.

Peria quietly patted Thistle on the back, and Thistle leaned against Peria and sobbed.

“Feria, Feria...”

“... Yes.”

“I don’t want to forget my dad...”

It was self-created stubbornness, shackles, and repentance.

Thistle was in pain, caught up in a duty that no one had given her.

Peria felt so sad to see that.

But I couldn't even ask him to give up that duty.

If deciding to live with those thoughts is her choice, Peria plans to respect Thistle's choice.

However, Peria had no intention of just letting Thistle harm herself.

That's why Peria said what she had prepared.

“... Thistle.”

“Yes.”

Thistle swallowed back tears at Peria's words and listened to her.

Peria saw that and thought it was a little funny.

Thistle has always been like that.

He listened carefully to what other people were saying, responded after listening, and always ended the conversation with a smile.

'He's such a good person. Being too nice is also a problem.'

My own evaluation of Thistle, which passes by very briefly.

After muttering such an evaluation to herself, Peria spoke again.

“If there was a way for Thistle to be happy without ever forgetting Deshade, what would it be?”

“... Yes?”

Thistle did not understand and asked back.

Peria explains in detail after Thistle.

“In my opinion, there is someone next to Thistle who can make that happen.”

“What does that mean?”

“Thistle probably knows it well. The person who becomes Deshade's sword and shield along with Thistle. A person who is as close to Deshade as Thistle, and who will never forget and carry on Deshade's thoughts until the day he dies, as it was a choice he made on his own.”

Thistle responded immediately after hearing Peria’s words.

“Irim?”

An answer that came out without a moment's hesitation to the point where it could be said to be immediate.

Peria said, satisfied with the answer.

“Yes. I mean brother. I think my brother would be able to solve Thistle’s concerns.”

Peria held Thistle's hand tightly.

What Thistle was holding in his hand was a statue in the shape of Deshade.

Peria placed her clasped hands with the statue between Thistle and herself and said while making eye contact.

“Go see your brother. If thistle is by her brother's side, she will be able to be happy without forgetting Deshade.”

        
            An unfamiliar trail in a new land.

It was an unfamiliar road, and today the stars and moon, which would normally be in the sky, were obscured by clouds, so the village, half of which was occupied by this small ruin, was completely immersed in darkness.

Still, I can see the view.

A soul bottle's eyes adapt instantly to the slightest light, even in the dark.

“Yes. The eyes of the soul bottle, that is.”

So even now, I could clearly see a small mouse in the grass right next to me, quietly waiting for me to pass by.

More than a week has passed since then.

The other soul soldiers may have made different choices, but they will no longer be protected by Deshade's power.

They made a wish to Deshade, and Deshade made their wish come true.

I wonder how many of the soul soldiers who have gone far away in search of their own way to live will be able to survive.

“Wouldn’t it be nice to live with half...”

These are people who can no longer be resurrected.

I also think that some people might die because they were greedy and tried to run away too far without any preparation, while others might try to survive moderately by pretending to be adventurers based on the knowledge they have gained so far.

'What was lost was the curse of resurrection and the imprint of the forced command, not the body of the soul disease that has disappeared somewhere.'

People who don't like fighting might try to live among other people without holding their breath, while others might leave because they want to fight creatures other than the enemies they encountered in the kingdom union.

Among those soul diseases, I have now become a special being.

Now that there are no soul diseases that can be resurrected, only I can be resurrected.

'By human standards, it can be done.'

The restrictions placed on Hwarim were also lifted.

“I'm glad this thing is gone.”

The three-layer sentence that enforced the command, which seemed like a curse engraved on my neck, also disappeared.

However, my body is still a soul-sick body that is resurrected when it dies.

And this is my own power left by my own choices.

'We must continue to protect this in the future.'

The name of the land where this small village is located, given to me by the princess, is Leven.

This territory, called the Leven Estate, has now become the land and diocese for our denomination.

The existing church will become a temple for the evil god Deshade, the huge house behind it will house my current family, and the empty houses will become warehouses or beds for people visiting the church from far away.

So, strength is needed to protect all these things, the things that can be called everything of mine, ours, and the denomination.

So I asked Deshade not to take away this power yet, and to let it go.

Deshade listened to me, and until the very last moment, he did nothing to interfere with this power that allowed me to protect others.

“Let’s see, this is the flooded building Raines was talking about. It's hard to do anything right now.”

After checking the fourth and fifth houses and confirming that there was water in the basement, he moved towards the forest.

It's nice to have a forest right next to the parish.

If you manage it well, you can easily obtain enough trees to support several people and provide a variety of food ingredients.

Although it is a problem that dangerous demonic beasts sometimes flow into the forest near the border and connected to a huge mountain range, it will not be a big problem for us as Gombangi and Aila roam the forest from time to time.

And forests are also good for hiding things you don't want to see.

Thinking that I will have to repair it later, I pass by the wooden entrance, which is about to break down, and walk quickly into the depths.

Because it was a fairly large forest, it was possible to enter without being able to see the inside from the outside.

Stand in the exact center of the forest and close your eyes for a moment.

Sarrr-

All you can hear is the sound of grass swaying in the wind.

“Good. Shall we try?”

When the wind stops, I place my hand on the coin hanging around my neck among the trees, which become increasingly quiet.

The artifact instantly turned into a magic sword and was wrapped in my hand.

Next, stick the sword into the ground and chant.

“Leben.”

Starting from the sword, the magic spreads far away.

What it contains is magical energy that has not yet been refined.

What I am doing now is imitating the commander of the corps.

This technique involves spreading out a wide thread of magical energy to detect it.

Since he never specifically told me what name he gave to this act, I gave this technique the name that belongs to the land where we will live from now on and the land of the parish that we will protect.

‘Let’s expand to a wider scope. further.'

Even though it is impossible to unleash magic power that is so subtle that it cannot be sensed, unless you have an extreme magic sensitivity ability like the corps commander did.

It is almost impossible to pour magic power directly into the ground rather than through the sword.

The corps commander maintained such skills while always walking.

It's probably been a few years since such a corps commander was able to use magic power in this way.

Tuk-

“Oh my.”

As expected, the lack of skill was immediately revealed.

The violent magic power that I had not yet completely made mine spread through the sword and onto the ground, and then was cut off with a popping sensation.

“... Okay. Then I can do the rest my way.”

Of course, that doesn't mean I give up.

The reason why the magic power was cut off was because the magic power that was vaguely extracted because it was not refined was forcibly increased and fluctuated.

In that case, you just need to inject enough magic into it that it won't break even if it shakes.

When two or three times the amount of magical power was injected, the magical energy immediately spread out in all directions, maintaining a violent, spider-web-like shape.

'As expected, was it there?'

The magic that spread like that spread much further than the territory, and there were four unknown people caught at the end of it.

Everyone who was detected noticed what was happening and retreated even further.

Of course.

Unlike the corps commander, I couldn't fine-tune my magic power, so instead I used all my magic power to find out their existence in a way that was closer to a warning than a detection.

Still, this is enough.

I didn't think there would be no surveillance.

I thought that someone in the empire other than the princess, especially the group that was anxious to death if they didn't know everything, would want to know a little about the new immigrants who had just arrived.

So I gave a warning first and they backed off.

'I probably won't approach you until at least the next night.'

Now that they have figured out how far my power can reach, I'm sure they will go back to report.

So I bought enough time.

Of course, not all of his strength was shown.

The power contained in my body today is so much that it could be said to be presumptuous for one human being to contain.

The reason he is still alive despite possessing such magical power is because Gaia helped him.

“...”

Quietly open your fist, then close it, and repeat.

The secret of the soul disease was written in a pile of documents I brought from Sieghill's second son's laboratory.

The Soul Bottle was originally much stronger than this, and the nobles who feared it separated some of the power from the Soul Bottle into Atyr.

And that Atyr was returned to my body by Enin.

'Thanks to you, my body has become a bit stronger.'

I mainly feel that it has become stronger in terms of durability.

In addition, his body, which was larger than standard and had received much more magical power, became stronger than before, and thanks to Gaia's help, it became much stronger.

'It might be the same to get cut by a weapon, but at least you can definitely deal with anti-magic abilities.'

Although I was a little scared to test how strong my body had become in a world where dying was common before, I was able to see it, even though I didn't do it.

After confirming how strong the body has become and chasing away all the humans watching, we begin the next task.

Magical power within the body.

Now, the divine power given by Deshade is directly used in the soul vessel that has been merged from two into one.

The starter word was modeled after the name of the feat performed with God.

[Stigma]

As I chant to myself, divine power envelopes my body.

The essence of divine power is the nature of protection.

Such divine power transforms to empower me to protect my body and the people I am trying to protect.

Paat-

“... That’s it.”

Eventually, the divine power that enveloped my body turned into armor.

That armor looks exactly like Deshade who went into hell.

The armor made with the divine power given to him by Deshade before he became an evil god was made in the shape of what others called the Dark Knight.

And floating above it is a halo.

This Halo filled with divine power is also proof that Deshade is not an ordinary demon, but has transformed from a god to an evil god.

'Well, even if what I serve is an evil spirit, it won't be a problem.'

Of course, it's all unnecessary.

In the first place, it doesn't matter whether he is a god or a devil, a king or a beggar.

The one I signed a contract with is just Deshade, not anyone else.

After putting on the armor, this time, he transforms the magic sword.

A sword that transforms by covering itself with the magic power of Asmodeus.

[Desire]

This is truly a sword made purely with the power of the devil.

I try to cut through the armor surrounding my body with that black sword.

but-

Get a card-

The black sword must have had a fearsome destructive instinct enough to cut through the Paladin's armor, but it could not pierce Deshade's armor.

Rather, the only thing that is broken is the fragments of the black sword.

This is how I found out for sure.

Now most demons can't pierce this armor.

Desire is a sword made with the magic power of the great evil Asmodeus.

The armor of the evil spirit that cannot be pierced by such a sword now surrounds my body.

Of course, the maximum effect is limited to demons, and the performance will be lower for somewhat ambiguous beings.

‘But this is enough. 'The biggest problem for me was the demons.'

It doesn't matter though.

The scariest thing for me is the devil's attack that will hurt my soul, regardless of whether there is resurrection or not.

It's good news that those devils can no longer touch me.

The shock transmitted beyond the armor may be scary, but it will be able to be endured even with a stronger body thanks to its own regenerative ability and Atyr.

Enemies that can't even attack the soul are no problem for me, who can be resurrected as many times as many times.

Objectification is finally over.

I figured out how much power I had.

To know your enemy, you must first know yourself.

At a time when you didn't know what kind of work you would be tasked with in the empire in the future, it was most important to check yourself first.

The night walk ended just like that.

Just before taking off the armor and leaving the forest, I deploy my magic again, check to see if there are any guards trying to approach me immediately, and then return home.

'A home, not a lodging.'

The word home is hard to put into words.

“Home. house. Um... not a lodging, but a house.”

Even before coming to this world, home was just a place with a bed, and I had a slight feeling that the place I stayed in the Kingdom Union before was also a place to stay that would eventually be empty someday.

But it was different now.

A door that opens quietly without making a sound.

I open the quiet, considerate door and go in, wondering if the person who lived here first installed the best door to prevent sleeping people from waking up.

'A real home. A home with precious people.'

Rather than the huge hall on the first floor that I was used to after living there for several months, the living room and several doors directly visible make me feel like I am in a real home.

'Good.'

The lights in the hallway were turned off, as if everyone was sleeping.

Still, the magic light at the entrance came on as soon as I entered, probably because Peria had touched it.

I smiled slightly without realizing it.

Take off your boots and put them where other people's shoes are.

My smile grew even bigger when I saw the shoes arranged neatly.

As I pass the living room, the lingering scent of tea still tickles my nose.

Then I went up the stairs to the room on the second floor.

“Phew...”

Once I returned home, the desire to go in and then go out and stand on the hill and detect a wider area became deeply embedded in my heart.

Right now, I just want to sleep comfortably under the same roof as everyone else.

At the same time, I felt like I wouldn't be able to fall asleep easily even if I lay down because my heart was still pounding with happiness surrounding my emotions.

I didn't particularly sweat, but the air in the forest still felt damp.

To get rid of the discomfort, I go into the shower room provided in the room and wash my body.

Klik-

Shoot!

“Oh my.”

As soon as you turn the protruding lever, water comes out forcefully.

The sound of the water was so loud that I thought it might be heard in other rooms, so I quickly turned down the water pressure, but when I thought about it, I didn't need to be that careful.

Each room is spread out with a corridor in between, so there is not much to worry about noise.

I immediately washed my body, changed my clothes, and lay down on the bed.

But as expected, falling asleep did not come as easily as I thought.

On days when I think too much about this and that, I can't fall asleep this easily.

“Maybe I should have drank more alcohol.”

Walking at night actually energized my body.

Since there is no such thing as moderate fatigue, it feels like the remaining vitality is just arbitrarily commanding you to keep your eyes open.

In the end, I was about to open the door thinking that it would be okay if I just drank a glass of warm water in the kitchen.

... smart

“... Lee Lim. Are you in?”

Thistle's voice was heard from the other side of the door.

        
            Thistle's voice can be heard clearly from the other side of the door.

I thought everyone would be sleeping, so I opened the door a little confused when I heard the knock.

Then, I saw Thistle, who seemed to be hesitating whether to knock again or not, was raising one hand with a cat's hand wrapped around it, and made eye contact with me.

“Ah... Lee Rim. sorry. I guess I didn't wake him up?”

“No. I just laid down and couldn't sleep, so I was thinking about going down for a bit.”

“Uh, um...”

“...”

A somewhat awkward atmosphere.

I wondered why it was so awkward, but soon realized the reason.

'My hands are empty.'

When Thistle occasionally came to my room, it was always with alcohol in hand.

A bottle of alcohol and two glasses.

As if I had promised, I can't refuse to always bring two glasses because I promised, but I have never once thought about refusing.

Ever since I talked to Thistle, he never drank alone.

On days when I felt like drinking, Thistle would always come over with a bottle and two glasses while everyone else was asleep.

Of course, I didn't drink it until I was completely drunk.

He just got a little tipsy, enjoyed the taste of the alcohol, and talked about various things with me, and when he felt sleepy, he went home on his own.

Sometimes, when a fire breaks out, I carefully go downstairs and get a couple more bottles, so there are times when I drink until daybreak.

So the reason Thistle felt awkward now was because there was nothing in Thistle's hands right now.

“...”

She folded her hands, probably feeling anxious, and just continued to stand in front of the door without saying anything.

He makes eye contact with me once in a while, but immediately looks away, which is very different from usual.

However, it is not possible to maintain an unexpected confrontation like this in front of a visit.

Even if the house is built on a sunny spot where the sun rises high during the day, the house is cold in the middle of the night.

As I looked at my slightly red hands and bare feet, I thought I should speak up first.

“Would you like to come in first?”

“... Yes.”

After letting Thistle in, he thinks the room is a bit dark so he looks for a light.

It was quite late at night, and I felt like I wouldn't be able to sleep if I turned on the magic light that was so bright, so I took out another item.

Grumble-

'Cho... Cho... Cho... it's here.'

When I searched the cabinet on the small table next to the bed, I found a candle, so I placed it on top and lit it.

'Was this an aroma?'

Then, the candle smelled soothing, perhaps because it was a scented candle.

'I guess he worries about things like this sometimes.'

I remember that the person who went to buy candles and other daily necessities, saying that he would stock them at his discretion, was Feria.

Peria, who had gone to a nearby city riding on Gombangi's back, wandered around the room carrying a box full of daily necessities, and it seems she also packed emergency supplies like this.

“The scent is nice. It would be perfect to smoke it before going to sleep.”

“Sure. Peria might have better sense than you think.”

When I smelled the scented candles that Peria brought to each room, I realized that she also cares about these things.

There is now a soft glow thanks to the scented candle, but the room is still empty.

Most of the furniture was not in good condition, so I threw away the things I planned to buy later and gave the things I thought were good to other people to use first, so I haven't been able to get a chair or a proper table in the room yet.

Still, I thought it would be okay to have at least one chair, but Peria said she would take the one chair I had, so I didn't want to hand it over, but it was taken.

'... I can't help it, well.'

So Thistle and I entered the room and sat down on the bed.

Is it because of the scented candle?

I felt that the power that had entered Thistle's body was slightly released.

However, perhaps because there was nothing in the room, I kept seeing Thistle's appearance.

What I'm wearing today is the white negligee pajamas I like to wear when I sleep at night.

The usual black priest's uniform always protects Thistle's body, making him feel somewhat stuffy, while the pajamas he changes into before going to sleep feel like they liberate his body from being surrounded by the stuffy priest's uniform.

Hem that falls slightly below the knee.

Sleeves that cover slightly above the elbows.

Clothing with exposed skin and good ventilation is perfect for use as pajamas in hot weather.

While Thistle freely wears the priest's clothes because they are sturdy as they were made for battle, if his pajamas look even a little tattered, he rarely asks Aela to repair them.

“I... Lee Rim.”

Just as I was wondering whether this silence would last until morning, or whether I should stop just watching her and say something, Thistle spoke.

“Ah, yes.”

“Do you remember the stories we had together?”

“... Uh, I mostly remember everything.”

I was taken aback for a moment, but I tried to answer for now.

“Irim said he could look forward to me.”

As Thistle said that, she sat down on the bed, pulled up her knees, and looked directly at me.

“And Lee Rim promised me that he would not turn away anyone who wants salvation.”

“... I did.”

That's all I remember.

The story we talked about back to back in the cult's basement, the story we talked about in Gloria's Tower.

Besides that, I remember many other stories I had with Thistle.

I didn't forget a thing.

Without realizing it, I remembered the entire conversation with Thistle.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“I will become happy by following Deshade’s words.”

“... Yes.”

“But, while I try to keep Deshade’s promise, I’m worried that I might forget about Deshade.”

I think that might be a bit of a stretch.

I think about this because I have seen Thistle more closely than anyone else.

Thistle will never forget Deshade.

Other soul soldiers may have ended up forgetting their God at the last moment and praying to Deshade, but Thistle believes that he is definitely not the kind of person who will forget even if his prayers no longer reach Deshade.

But Thistle was now so weak that he couldn't trust himself.

Worrying, doubting, and reprimanding.

“So, I want to stay in a place where Deshade’s traces remain.”

Thistle said that and placed her hand on my chest.

Then something resonated.

That is the remaining power of Deshade.

The divine power of Deshade as a god, which remained in the body of the apostle Thistle, and the traces of Deshade in my body resonated.

Although Thistle had tears in her eyes, her face smiled and she felt the power.

“And now, Lee Rim is the only one who still has Deshade’s power left...”

“... That’s it.”

What Thistle said was not wrong.

On the day of the offering, everyone's latent power was awakened by Deshade, but now we are the only ones who can directly receive power from Deshade and wield his power.

so-

Thistle leaned on me.

He hugged me because he wanted to feel Deshade's traces even a little more, so that he wouldn't forget, and because he didn't want to be alone, and because he didn't want to let me go anymore.

Thistle wrapped his arms around my back and hugged me tightly, burying his face in my shoulder.

Perhaps because the divine power resonated, her emotions were not hidden at all and were conveyed to me as is.

I can feel Thistle's turbulent heart gradually calming down as time passes.

She spoke again in a much more relaxed voice.

“... Lee Lim.”

“Yes.”

And those words contained a wish that I no longer wanted to be anxious.

“Please be my sanctuary.”

“Sanctuary?”

“Yes. Lee Rim promised Astesia that he would provide a place for the child to rest comfortably anywhere in the world.”

“That’s right.”

“So, I will also ask you a favor. Please be a place for me. Please allow me to sit next to Lee Rim.”

Thistle, who was being held, raised her face again.

There are no more tears, but the corners of the eyes are slightly red.

And Thistle, whose face was as red as the corners of her eyes, looked down slightly and continued speaking, unable to make eye contact completely.

“Bird, I thought about it. How can I be happy without forgetting Deshade? I think being next to Lee Rim makes me feel truly happy.”

When I heard that, I thought a little.

I am the only one who can feel the remnants of Deshade on her.

But that doesn't mean I'm a little confident that I can make Thistle happy.

“... I'm not sure if I can really make Thistle happy. Just because he's next to me, I'm not sure I can put Thistle first.”

My feelings became clear.

If you ask me if I love Thistle, I can definitely answer that I do.

But I value other people as much as she does.

In our current family-like relationship, we cannot treat one person as more special.

The moment you think of one person as special, you become afraid of being neglected by others.

However, in response to this, Thistle tightly folded my hand with her own.

“Of course, you might think so. This may be my own opinion, so I have no intention of forcing it. I love Lee Rim even more because he is that kind of person.”

Then he raised his face straight and said.

“For me. I think I can be happy if Lee Rim is by my side. No, I'm already happy. I've been happy so far. I met Lee Rim for the first time, then we walked the same path again, we slept under the same roof and in the same bed, everything we talked about was happy.”

Thistle's ears were red and her face was red, but Thistle didn't stop.

There was strong will in Thistle's eyes.

“Even now, at this moment when I am holding Lee Rim’s hand, my happiness continues. So, I want to continue to be happy.”

Body temperature is transmitted through the hands.

Thistle's body temperature, which was always a bit cool, rose considerably.

Her body temperature is now the same as mine.

Thistle poured out all his feelings.

Adults are just shells.

It's still soft on the inside, but it's a weakness so it's just not revealed.

And Thistle showed me all of his weak sides.

If so, I also have to answer.

Her determination, sincerity, and determination must not be in vain.

“... Okay. You don't need my permission though. If Thistle says so, of course I will do so.”

“... Thank you.”

“But I’m a little worried. I wonder if the happiness that Thistle has because of me is real happiness.”

“I have no doubts.”

After saying this, Thistle got up and went to the window.

The scenery outside the window had suddenly changed.

The moon, which had been obscured by clouds, was now gone and the bright moonlight was shining inside the window.

“Of course, I know what kind of person Lee Rim is. I know that you all treat us like family and love us all. So I also know that Lee Rim has no choice but to worry about other people than me.”

Thistle said, turning his back to the window and closing it to let in the chilly breeze.

“But it’s okay. I even like that side of Lee Rim. And happiness is only real happiness when both people are happy. Just being happy isn't true happiness. That's just obsession and greed. It can’t be called happiness.”

Thistle closes the window curtains.

“Irim, please pursue the happiness you want. If Lee Rim wants a relationship and wants to get closer to everyone, I won't stop him. Because I know that’s Lee Rim’s happiness. And I also want to be happy with everyone. That's what Deshade, dad, and I hope for.”

“Thistle...”

“I just want to go a little deeper into Lee Rim’s happiness. I have no intention of cutting off my love for others.”

Thistle then came towards me again.

And then-

Tuk-

He gently pushed my shoulder and fell onto the bed.

As I lay on the bed, Thistle rests on my shoulder, looking down from above with her hair hanging down.

“Irim.”

“... Yes.”

“... I'm sorry. After saying that a little while ago, I got a little greedy. Can I... talk?”

“Yes. Do it.”

“Can I be a little silly?”

“It’s okay.”

Thistle, who appears to be sitting on top of me, speaks cautiously, like a child who is worried about being scolded.

“You said it was okay for me to love other people, but can you promise me that you will love me the most when I am alone by your side?”

“... Okay. I swear.”

“... Really?”

“Really.”

“... Thank you.”

After hearing the answer, Thistle's face fell.

Then, he touched his lips with mine.

Platinum and black hair.

Hairs of different colors were tangled together.

A very brief kiss.

That was Thistle's final act of confirming my intention.

That action really makes you feel that Thistle is Thistle.

Thistle is a considerate person and never forces anything on others.

In this way, the very faint but deep act of confirming each other's tenderness, but showing each other's true feelings, came to an end.

She parted her lips and said the last words quietly.

“... Hug me. Lee Rim.”

        
            flushed face.

“Lee Lim. Tonight... I want to be with you.”

Her shame was at its limit, but she managed to overcome it and say what she said, and it moves me.

“... Yes.”

I slowly move my hand to wrap around Thistle's waist above me, and he flinches.

“Haha...!”

“Uh...”

Both of us are taken aback by the momentary bounce of our waists.

Thistle cried out and completely froze.

Of course, I'm not ashamed either.

A voice I've never heard before.

Thistle's tense waist can be felt in his arms.

The soft feel of the negligee I was touching with my palm, and the skin beyond it that was much hotter than I expected.

These are all thistles that I didn't know about.

“That, that...”

“... Since you’ve come this far, there’s nothing you can afford, right?”

“Well, I don’t plan on doing that...! Well, it was just a little more than I thought, and I felt something strange that I was experiencing for the first time...”

I hear a confused voice in my ear.

Thistle's ability to actively move forward must have been limited to climbing on top of me, as his head seemed to be completely overloaded.

So from now on, I decide to make a move.

I got a little greedy.

“Thistle.”

“Yes, yes?”

“Do you want to lose your strength?”

As soon as he speaks, he stands up and sits facing Thistle.

And then he kisses me on the lips.

“Oh...!”

side-

As their soft lips collided and then separated, Thistle's mouth opened slightly.

Next, he strengthens his arms and pulls Thistle closer into his arms.

Then they kiss again.

This time, he lightly touched his already open lips with his tongue.

flinch-

My back is shaking again.

But this time, I was restraining him, so he couldn't escape.

Slowly, step by step, you go deeper.

The tongue takes time to get to know Thistle.

Feel the softness of your lips,

After aligning the tip of the tongue with the tip,

Go inside, wrap around once, and then come back out.

When the tongue went in and out for the third and fourth time, Thistle's eyes opened slightly.

The strength in her lower back was also relieved as she continued to massage along the curve of her waist and buttocks while kissing her.

Thistle, who surrendered herself to the sensation she was experiencing for the first time, was gradually melting in her arms.

Since they were similar in height, their heads turned as they faced each other.

I approach Thistle's slightly lowered mouth again.

And then he paused just before he reached it.

OK-

“... Ah.”

Thistle, who was expecting my tongue to come in, came forward without realizing it at the same time that I stopped right before, and our lips collided.

“Ugh, that’s mischievous. Lee Rim.”

“Foot... I’m sorry.”

Seeing Thistle's dissatisfied expression was both amusing and reassuring.

Thistle didn't push it away.

He was ready to continue like this and follow my lead.

I just smile and go deeper this time.

Insert your tongue deeply at once and wrap it around Thistle's tongue.

And it doesn't even come out.

Just inside, they stick their tongues together and move to the point where it feels like there is no distinction between inside and outside.

Thistle is surprised again, but soon closes her eyes and feels my movement.

Instead, it becomes more active, pushing out from the inside, and this time it comes inside me and learns about me.

Chureuk- Chureup-

Saliva mixes and makes a sticky sound.

side-

“Haa...haa...”

We fell apart for a moment when we were both out of breath.

Next, turn Thistle's body.

“Hmm...”

Is it because my body became sensitive again thanks to the kiss?

When the hand touches my waist, I let out a reflexive groan and turn thistle half a turn.

Then, this time, he hugs her from behind and turns Thistle's head with one hand to continue the kiss.

He then placed his free hand on his thigh.

Startle-

My body starts shaking again, but it doesn't stop.

As I slowly, very slowly dug into my contracted thighs, my legs spread slightly.

After turning around for a moment, I put my hand under the negligee that was rolled up to my thighs.

“Haha...”

Thistle's eyes were half-open for a moment.

A face with a hazy expression.

A body completely depleted of strength.

Without the slightest resistance, he goes up, gently stroking the defenseless insides.

While stroking my thighs,

Move your position up to your slim waist,

After sweeping the boat once,

Start from the bottom of your chest and support your hands.

And when we parted our mouths from the brief kiss, saliva, whose name it belonged to, hung down between our lips.

“... Are you okay?”

“Yes...”

Before going any further, I briefly inquired about the condition, and the reply was that it was okay, but the answer came back in a tongue-in-cheek manner that must have come out reflexively, as I could not understand it for some reason.

But that didn't stop it.

“Then I’ll go.”

“... Yes.”

Thistle answered as if he didn't know what I was talking about.

I put my other hand in and placed my hand on Thistle's chest.

“... Ugh!”

The tip, which sticks out firmly at the end of the chest, can be gently placed between the fingers, or rubbed with the knuckles, and sometimes touched with a little force, sometimes gently.

“Huh...”

I kiss Thistle again, who is struggling under my touch.

I pour out all the affection I have for Thistle.

Make her happy by taking steps to make her feel a little better, but without being hasty.

Grrrr-

After a while, Thistle's body trembled as if she was being shocked.

I kissed her until the trembling stopped, and when I thought it had stopped a little, I opened my mouth.

“Haa...haa...”

Before I knew it, I couldn't stand it either.

I take my hand off Thistle's chest, who is breathing heavily, and place it on her waist.

“... Thistle. Would you like to raise your arm?”

“... Yes.”

Thistle slowly raised her arms, even though her strength was completely gone, and I slowly lifted the negligee from the bottom up and completely removed it.

The lower body and thighs were soaked in a wet negligee, folded neatly and placed next to the bed.

And after taking off the negligee, I was a little surprised.

'It's a surprise.'

The only underwear I had was bottoms.

I may not have known it because I only looked at the negligee, but there was no bra, as it seemed like she had a habit of always taking off her top while sleeping.

Thistle raised her arms to cover her chest, perhaps feeling embarrassed again now that her body was completely exposed to the orange-colored scented candle.

Then he lowers his head, raises his eyes slightly, and speaks.

“... How about it?”

“... No matter how I tell you, you’ll be embarrassed, right?”

“Well, it seems like that, but...”

“Then I’ll tell it like it is. you are pretty. It's beautiful. It’s lovely.”

“... Really?”

“Yes. Thistle is more beautiful than anyone else right now.”

Thistle seemed to feel better at what I said, so she moved for a moment, brought her knees together, and turned her arms that were covering her chest back.

Then you see a beautiful body.

The tangled, flowing platinum hair is beautiful even though it is unkempt.

Those pretty hairs touched my chest and spread from side to side, exposing the area I was touching just a moment ago.

“... Ugh, that still doesn't work.”

After showing everything, Thistle stepped behind the bed and hugged the pillow, burying her face and covering her chest.

“Haha, wait a minute.”

After seeing the cute figure, I got up from the bed for a moment.

Now I too am at my limit.

Take off the shirt and pants you were wearing as pajamas.

Slurp- Slurp-

As soon as she hears the sound of me taking off my clothes, Thistle peeks her eyes out from the pillow and looks at me.

Then, I look down and see my lower body asserting itself so much that I hug the pillow even tighter.

'But he doesn't look away.'

However, perhaps because he still has some of his initial courage, he asks me a curious question.

“... Lee Lim.”

“Yes?”

“Is that how you usually do it?”

“... Uh, no? This happened because of Thistle?”

“Is that so?”

“That’s right. If you always walk around like this, it’s hard to move.”

As I answered, I could understand why Thistle had the courage to ask the question.

“Ah, I see. I really don't have any knowledge about this...”

'... ah. 'Is that so?'

I remembered Thistle, who had knocked me down, not knowing what to do anymore, so he was confused.

It was only when Thistle turned 10 that he became independent, unintentionally.

Since then, she lived as an adventurer and would never have heard anything about this in detail from anyone.

As she was already a woman, there were times when rough mercenaries or adventurers approached her, and thanks to Deshade, Thistle continued to live while avoiding such people.

However, if it were still a problem, he would have avoided people and been avoided, and Thistle himself would have been raised with the idea that he was a priest of God, so he would have tried not to be interested in such things.

And that curiosity began to arise at a fairly late age.

For Thistle, the time has come when all the questions that he had always been curious about but had been suppressing can be resolved.

Of course, it's not like I've ever done anything until the end.

Even if it was just a brief kiss with Asmodeus and a dirty joke, it was something I overheard a few of my college classmates say by chance, or responded to a mischievous comment from a female successor at my part-time job.

But even that gave me the upper hand.

Thistle really didn't know anything, so I, who thought I was a beginner, ended up leading everything.

Of course, I have no intention of just pouring my desires into Thistle.

“I’ll go up.”

“... Yes.”

I take off all my clothes and approach Thistle.

“Would you please lift my waist slightly?”

“... Yes, yes.”

He gently pulls Thiseul, who was leaning against the wall, without hurting her, lays her down in the exact center of the bed, and takes off her underwear.

“That... Ugh...”

When I take off the underwear, which is already soaked, I see a part that is full of moisture.

'good. It looks okay.'

To make it happen on purpose, I took my time and focused on foreplay.

I heard it hurts at first.

I heard that if you release it sufficiently, the pain will be reduced to a minimum.

I did everything I could with my limited knowledge to make sure that my first experience with Thistle was remembered as a happy experience.

And that action appears to have been successful.

Still, it doesn't go in right away.

In order to be truly happy and to make each other feel better, they go to ask Thistle's doctor.

I spread Thistle's legs apart and bow down for a moment.

side-

kiss below the navel,

side-

Just like that, I kissed her belly button again.

side-

Slowly go up and kiss her left upper chest,

side-

I kiss her neck again and face Thistle.

And ask her doctor.

“... Thistle.”

“... Yes.”

“Are you curious?”

“Yes, yes?”

Thistle feels my kiss and then asks me back.

I speak softly to Thistle again.

“I've been looking downwards ever since.”

“... Yes? Did you do that?!”

Even as I was slowly climbing up Thistle's body, Thistle continued to twitch my grip and was only looking at my hot object touching her thigh.

It seems that Thistle was unaware that his gaze was fixed that way.

He carefully grabs the pillow from the embarrassed Thistle and then puts it aside.

“It’s okay. If you have any questions, ask everything. If there is something you want to try, try it all. Let’s do whatever comes to mind, thistle’s favorite thing, and the thing I think she likes best.”

“... Yes, yes!”

Seeing Thistle answering more confidently than I expected, perhaps embarrassed, I also take a stance toward the beginning.

Thistle has his back raised, his arms leaning against the bed, his legs spread wide and looking downwards, and I feel his gaze and rely on the light of the scented candle to find the hole.

Then there was a place that was nice and suitable.

The entrance to the exact location with your hand is reminiscent of the feeling that all preparations have already been made and you have arrived to meet you.

Put your finger on it once.

Sticky-

flinch-

Thistle's face couldn't be any redder.

The resistance to showing shame must be enormous.

However, because she has absolutely no knowledge of this area, she looks at what I am doing with eyes full of shame and a hint of curiosity.

'Shall I go in?'

Now all that remains is the final confirmation.

Squeak-

Run your finger up and down a few times,

Soook-

I stuck my finger in.

“... Huh?!”

'Eek!'

Thistle tightened her legs as she felt this sensation for the first time.

Thanks to this, my arm was blocked with my fingers in, but when I slowly held my knee again with my other hand and opened it, Thistle opened the other knee again.

'Surprisingly, it doesn't feel like there's that much resistance.'

The inside was full of moisture to the point that I thought this would be enough, and there was no feeling of being forced open.

Still, just in case, I put another finger in and it felt tight.

“Lee, Lee Rim...”

“... Ah, yes.”

“Now, maybe, just maybe? I'm thinking... it'll be okay... I'm going to try...!”

However, this seems to have been the limit for Thistle.

When I saw him putting his legs together again and rubbing his knees, I thought I could do it.

“... Okay. Well then, let’s begin.”

“Yes, yes...!”

After checking for the last time, I remove my finger.

The thread stretched and a finger came out, lifting the body and entering the inside of Thistle's leg.

“Phew...”

If you look at the breathing sound, it is that of a pregnant woman.

I don't know where Thistle heard this, but he prepared for my movements by doing breathing techniques that had absolutely nothing to do with this.

I listened to his breathing and slowly pushed my object into the entrance.

Soook-

“Hmm!”

Contrary to the knowledge that it would be tight at first no matter what, the hole that had been wetted enough time accepted my dick smoothly.

However, since it is different from a finger and has a thickness, it looks like it is surprised.

I felt a sudden contraction from the inside, and my object stopped still deep inside.

“Ah...! Huh? Uh, what?”

Thistle was shocked for a moment, but was unable to speak properly as he was so embarrassed by my object that had come inside and stopped and his lower body not moving as he wanted.

A feeling of convulsions rather than paralysis.

Even though I was fully prepared, my muscles seemed to be shocked by an experience I had never experienced before.

So I just-

“... Shall we stay like this for a while?”

“Haeup...”

I kiss Thistle again.

There is no need to force yourself to move.

If you are both fully prepared, you can start from there.

Although thistle is embarrassed, it reflexively curls its tongue as soon as it enters.

However, it is not only the tongue that is entangled this time.

'Ugh... this might be a bit difficult.'

As thistle moves, my lower body, which is holding on to my object, becomes even tighter.

Still, they don't stop kissing.

Churrup- Churrup-

As we kissed slowly, little by little, we gradually felt everything about each other.

I can feel the shape of the place I am in.

Thistle likewise felt the outline of my object inside him.

I can feel the feeling of being stuck and a strong will not to let go from the inside.

However, if there was something I felt a little more urgent about, I thought I should finish it here.

“He, Si, Thistle. I'm trying to take it out...”

“Ugh...”

“... Thistle?”

I tried to ejaculate and felt like I needed to pull out for a moment, so I called out to Thistle, who was holding me, but Thistle didn't listen.

Kkook-

Instead, he wraps his legs around me, hugs my neck, and kisses me again.

'This... I can't stand it!'

And in the end-

flinch-

Parrr-

She poured everything inside her.

“Mmm...”

Even though Thistle felt something flowing inside me again, she didn't let go.

I hold on until the very end, until I spit it all out.

“... Ha, ha.”

Just like that, Thistle and I went away.

Only after I had poured everything into Thistle did she pull away from the face she had been kissing.

And then he said with a smile.

“... Hehe. I can’t go, Lee Rim.”

“... Haha.”

Although I was embarrassed, when I saw Thistle's face smiling as if she was really happy, I thought that something would work out.

And at the same time, after ejaculating once, I think for a moment with a clearer head and speak.

“... Thistle.”

“Yes?”

When I called his name in a serious voice, Thistle expressed his curiosity as if asking why.

He approaches Thistle’s ear and whispers.

“I told you, right?”

“What, what?”

When I spoke into his ear, Thistle slightly twitched his neck as if he was tickled and answered.

“I said I would remove it, but you didn’t listen.”

“Uh, that, uh...”

Thistle drooped her eyebrows a little after hearing what I said, then turned to the side and said.

“... Are you sorry?”

“... haha.”

After seeing that, I decided for sure.

After standing up, apply strength to the object that has not yet fallen out.

I ejaculated once, but only once.

And the body of the soul disease,

They have much better physical strength than ordinary people.

“From now on, I won’t listen to Thistle’s words either.”

“Yes?”

“Let’s do everything we wanted to do together. Thistle, don’t hesitate to say it.”

Thistle was very embarrassed when he heard that.

“Now, wait a minute. Lee Rim, that guy, it was pretty good, so it should be okay now...”

“Okay, here we go. Be prepared.”

“This, this is it?”

He cuts off Thistle's words and starts moving things.

Repeat the process of pulling it out and digging deep inside, feeling that the smoothness is maintained so that it does not hurt.

“Ugh, ugh, ugh!”

At the same time, Thistle is unable to speak because she is moaning.

I keep whispering love into her ear.

“It’s pretty, it’s beautiful, Thistle. i like you. I love you.”

“Ugh, you’re too much...!”

Every time I speak, Thistle twitches the deepest part of her body to receive me.

“Ugh...!”

“Kaaa...!

I poured everything out once again.

“Lee, Lee Rim, are you done now?”

“... No? Are you going to keep going?”

As I leave again, Thistle, who has also reached her climax, asks for a doctor, but does not stop.

Then Thistle sees the determination on my face and begins to come out actively.

“Yes? Now, wait a minute... Well, then, change your posture just a little bit...”

“... Okay.”

After that, they both indulged in everything as if it were a never-to-be-missed opportunity.

We confirmed our love for each other.

Even though they feel like they already feel each other enough, when their eyes meet, they lust for each other again.

We longed for each other until the scented candles burned out.

And by the time the lights went out, we were so exhausted that we couldn't even lift a finger and lay down on the bed.

Even though their bodies are sticky, they still cling close to each other and feel the other person's breathing as if they are completely exhausted.

“Haa...haa...”

“Ugh...”

After taking a long time to catch his breath, Thistle finally spoke first.

“... I need to wash the sheets.”

“... I guess so.”

It feels uncomfortable to be on a wet bed.

I feel like it might be a bit difficult to sleep like this, so I pull myself together one last time.

“Woo... Hot!”

“Ugh, Lee, Lee Rim?”

“It’s okay. Because I have no intention of doing anything more.”

I lift Thistle out of bed and go to the shower room.

I wash Thistle's body, who can't stand properly, and I wash my body too.

After that, I picked up my clothes, took off the bed sheets, threw them to one side, took out the spare blanket from a corner of the room, laid it on top, and lay down.

“... I may not be able to sleep for a few hours, but I still have to sleep comfortably.”

“... Thank you.”

The pillow was also wet, so I just turned over on my side.

When I stretched out my arm, Thistle did not hesitate and placed her cheek on it.

... cum juice- cum juice-

And then I quickly fell asleep.

It was no different for me.

Listening to Thistle's breathing, I also slowly close my eyes.

From the loudest breathing to the lowest breathing.

After hearing it all in one place, I fell asleep with that regular sound as a lullaby.

        
            Even before I open my eyes, I feel the warmth.

Thistle woke up without realizing it, thinking that he had to get up now.

“... Ah.”

When I saw the bed looked different from usual, I remembered everything that had happened last night, or rather just before.

And then I struggled a little in place.

'... Did you think I would wake up a little?'

The body temperature I could still feel as I was lying down with my arms down was a little lower than that of the intense night, but it was the optimal temperature to remember everything.

“... Ugh.”

When I take my head off my arm and stand up, I feel pain in my lower body.

'Wait a minute, this might be a little... dangerous.'

Pain felt in the lower back.

The price for doing everything each other could think of and want to do was severe.

If I think about it now, the reason is that I was greedy and wanted to try all the positions that I thought were not worth doing during my first experience, even those that only experienced people could do.

“... Next time, I'll have to restrain myself a little.”

Thistle hesitates and barely manages to lower her legs under the bed, briefly stroking the arm she was sleeping on.

Slowly stroking his arm, he went up and brought his face to the mouth of the sleeping Lee Rim -

side-

He lightly kissed her face and smiled.

Thistle remembers what he said a moment ago.

'next.'

It was like that. It was next.

Thistle was very happy at that time.

The time we held each other and confirmed our deepest love felt so good that we didn't want to let go, even though our physical strength was at its limit.

And thoughts about Deshade did not go away either.

Deshade's power remaining in Thistle's own body and the traces of Deshade remaining in Lee Rim's body allowed Thistle to continue to think of Deshade, who was now gone.

I feel grateful for all of that.

Sisul was so grateful that he accepted her and treated her with care, so she expressed her gratitude to Lee Rim.

'But we should hurry out now.'

Even though he promised to do the next one alone, Thistle decided to leave for now.

Thistle, who always wakes up early because he has time to pray for Deshade, didn't actually sleep for a long time today, but as soon as the set time arrived, he woke up without realizing it.

Her wake-up time was always earlier than anyone else's at home, except for Feria, who had an unruly lifestyle.

Normally, I would have woken up and stayed for a while feeling dazed, like the curse of low blood pressure, but today I feel full of energy.

So, we need to get out quickly.

Although the night I spent with Lee Rim wasn't anything special, and I didn't really want to hide it, I didn't know how other people would feel, so I decided to go back to my room for now.

Barely straightening her back, Lee Rim picks up her neatly folded negligee, carefully opens the door, and goes out.

and-

“... Oh.”

“Good morning! Thistle.”

In front of the door was Feria, who was fully prepared to leave.

Feria, who had his coat draped over his shoulder as if he was going to put it on just before leaving, and was wearing a tailcoat that looked immaculate and neat even today, was right in front of the door.

“Well, good morning... Peria.”

Although Thistle answered Peria, he could not help but hesitate a little.

Of course, the reason Thistle made up her mind and went to see Lee Rim was because she listened to Peria's advice.

But that is that and this is this.

There are only a handful of denominations that have a custom that priests should not have sexual intercourse, so it's not a problem, but it's still embarrassing to make eye contact with someone you know while leaving the room where you were just making love.

Peria also deliberately treated Thistle mischievously, even though she knew that she was embarrassed by it.

“I guess you had a good time?”

Laughing and teasing was something I always did.

Peria knew that if she wasn't joking around, everything would get too serious, so she made a joke like she always did.

But Thistle took the joke as is.

“That... Yes. I was happy thanks to you.”

So Peria was a little embarrassed.

I said this because I thought it would be natural for Thistle to be embarrassed, but unexpectedly, Thistle thanked me for making her have such a happy time.

“... Hmm, hmm! Then I'm glad.”

“Yes. Oh, where are you planning to go early to Feria?”

“Yes. Sooner or later, my brother, I will have to go up to the imperial castle. Before we do that, we want to investigate whether there are any people in the capital that we may have come into contact with. It will probably be right after the princess announces about her brother that other churches will become interested in us, but if there is anything that we can attack first, it will be a player. Because you have to type ”

“I see... Thank you.”

Thistle was impressed by Peria's words and expressed his gratitude.

The Church of Deshade had to be seen as a church of words, with no actual leader yet.

Unlike other denominations, the policy is that God's role is to push behind the scenes, so there is no intention or manpower to hold large-scale events for outsiders or to engage in conflicts with other denominations.

In fact, the Deshade Church suffered quite a severe storm from the Gaia Church upon its establishment.

On the other hand, Peria, a trickster, does not convert to the cult, but acts for not only Lee Rim but also everyone in the cult.

Although the role of the leader of the church will be played by Apostle Thistle or Bishop Irim from now on, the relationship with other churches and how to proceed in the future cannot be left entirely to Feria.

So Thistle was always grateful for Peria's support of the church.

This applies not only to Peria but also to people from other denominations.

Peria, who soon announced her schedule, asks Thistle about the future.

“So, what are you going to do to other people? Are you going to talk?”

Although Thistle is a little worried, she speaks calmly because she thinks it is an already established procedure.

“Right now... it might be hard to say because I'm a little embarrassed. Still, I have no intention of hiding it. I trust and respect other people. And at the same time, I want other people to be happy too, and Lee Rim wants that too, so I plan to slowly talk to everyone after a while.”

At that moment, sunlight finally came through the window in the hallway.

What Peria, who had her back to the window, saw was Thistle's face reflected in the sunlight.

There was no lie in the bright smile.

Peria saw that and thought she was right.

'As expected, choosing Thistle first was the right answer.'

Take down the hat you were wearing and cover your face.

Behind the hat, Peria heard Thistle's last words and laughed just like her.

“For me, this time with other people is so precious.”

“... I agree.”

First step.

Now it's just one step.

Peria's plan.

A plan to unite a person who has been disillusioned with his family and the family he has come to feel as a real family.

In order to achieve that, I shook Thistle's weakened heart and sent it to Irim.

However, the next step is just as difficult as the first step.

‘You shouldn’t do it hastily, but this is an empire. Another opportunity will come.'

Peria dreams of ideals but also faces reality.

No matter how many women he has seen led by his father, the demon, and even though polygamy is recognized in the empire, the others are people who have just come over from the kingdom.

And the kingdom is also a place filled with the notion that only one man and one woman can be a couple.

Of course, nobles do not hesitate to take concubines, but it is also true that most people look at such things negatively.

So Peria decided to take her time.

It doesn't matter if it's not necessarily tied down in such a romantic relationship.

Even if you are not a lover, you can tie them together in any form, as a friend, as a never-ending companion, or as a benefactor.

your own wishes.

A border that is more than a family that embraces each other more than the blood ties one establishes itself.

Peria has made it her life's goal to create that utopia.

so-

In order to create such an ideal family in the future, Peria decided to try to be a little more playful with Thistle.

He takes off his hat and hangs it on his back for a moment, then deliberately pretends to be worried in front of Thistle.

“Hmm...”

“Why are you doing that?”

Naturally, Thistle accepts Peria's false concerns.

“No, I'm going to go to the village from now on, but I always go alone, so I can't ride the gombangi. So, I thought I would just walk a little more comfortably, but I thought that would make the morning time difficult.”

Peria then glanced at Thistle.

Actually, I'm not that hungry.

Peria is more accustomed to skipping breakfast, so she doesn't really need breakfast, but she still wants to enjoy something at least once.

And Thistle moved as Peria expected.

“Oh, then can you wait a moment? I'll just change my clothes and go downstairs to pack a lunch for you.”

“... Thank you!”

Thistle hears Peria's words and immediately rushes towards her room.

Even though I did it intentionally, knowing the principles of other people's behavior, I didn't feel particularly guilty.

This is because she knows that Thistle truly feels a sense of accomplishment in doing such things, and Peria understands all of Thistle's thoughts.

The only thing unexpected was that it seemed like it would take some time to make the lunch box.

“... Ugh.”

Thistle tried to move quickly for Peria's sake, but his back hurt from such an intense night that he was moving slowly and hesitantly down the hallway.

And that appearance brought out a sense of playfulness in the trickster.

Peria quietly approached Thistle's side and-

cook-

“Hiik?! Fe, Peria?!”

“Kyahahahahahahahaha! Me, I’ll go down first!”

He stabs his back and goes down the stairs.

Peria's face was full of smiles as she went down like that.

It was really fun to laugh at home and down the stairs.

-------------------------------

A week later.

A week to come from the kingdom to the empire and settle down.

The time spent renovating the small village we had settled in was another week.

That day, a person came from Hwangseong.

A person from the capital came to meet the bishop of the Deshade Church, who would become the princess's knight.

A middle-aged man who came in a carriage entered our house and politely declared that our church had been accepted as citizens of the empire according to the established etiquette. He then asked me to go to the imperial castle.

Although it was my first time seeing the capital city, which I went to alone in a carriage so quietly, it didn't really catch my eye.

The only thing that comes to mind is the word ‘another beginning’.

A world I don't know.

Hell of a life.

A curse that will never exist again.

I, who shook off all that and came to the Empire, actually went through a lot of hardships, actually dying a lot, but I'm still just a newcomer to this world.

Still, the newcomer slowly built up and created everything with his own strength.

He built up his magic power from scratch, gathered with people, and built a temple to the evil god in a small village.

However, the world is not kind to anyone.

So, since I don't know what will happen in the future, I am going to pledge my loyalty to the princess to take her as my friend.

Also, the world provides a place for those who work hard.

This world is so bad that even God is just a law, but at the same time, it does not prevent such a God from expressing his will.

No matter what, the world spins and I make choices to take my place organically in that world.

And now, waiting for the great door to open to make choices that will be influenced by other choices and future choices.

“Are you ready?”

The start of the investiture ceremony.

When the man who came to pick me up asked me, I nodded and showed my determination through gestures.

It took some time.

As this was her first appearance to many people, not just the princess, numerous maids surrounded her, dressed her in awkward clothes, and straightened her hair.

Since he is the princess's knight after all, this was done to prevent anyone from ruining the princess's reputation.

And with the wrapping done, I straighten my back and look straight ahead.

A huge conference hall decorated with gold lacquer.

As he stands with both legs on the red carpet in front of the door leading into the conference hall, the man shouts loudly.

“Irim, a subject of the Empire, a bishop of the Church of Deshade, a knight of the Deshade Church, and a Knight of the Shallow Grave, is entering!”

At the same time the door opens.

Flash-

The hallway, which is deliberately dimly lit compared to the interior of the conference hall, receives the light coming from inside the conference hall.

I take steps towards that light.

I feel a lot of eyes on me.

Countless people lined up left and right.

Numerous different races, each playing a role in one axis of the empire.

There were many ordinary humans, but there were people who were commonly called beastmen, people who were more specifically divided into people called joiners, and even people who looked like people who, to me who was accustomed to the standards of the kingdom union, could really be called humans. All of them were gathered here as vassals of the empire.

People who have already taken their place in the empire's landmass look at me as I walk.

But I didn't pay attention to any of them.

What I am looking at is the end of the red carpet.

At the end of the conference room, a woman is sitting on a chair that is not a throne, but has the same authority as a throne.

Camellia Schaden Steyer, the Empire's second princess.

Make eye contact as you walk towards her and kneel five steps away in the prescribed order.

The princess welcomes me.

“Officially welcome to the empire.

and-

Congratulations on becoming my knight. Bishop Lee Lim.”

That day, in front of the princess, I swore the end of my relationship with the kingdom and the beginning of my life in the empire.

        
            Crying rumbling

Served in a luxurious teapot,

Brewed with high-quality tea leaves,

Tea that can be said to be of the highest quality,

Comes into an antique teacup.

The teacups that the imperial family's butlers carefully selected and purchased from merchants who had come a long way or from artisans spread throughout the empire, or that the women of the imperial family sometimes chose to fully reveal their true value in the art that they had been taught since childhood, must have items that go well with it. .

Even water is not used carelessly, tea leaves are taken for granted, and so is the technique of pouring tea.

Tea water brewed at 83 degrees falls from the top, 50cm away from the teacup, and drops by about 2 degrees to 81 degrees, which is suitable for drinking.

Since the speed at which the temperature changes varies depending on the environment, it is said that the tea cup was also heated to the appropriate temperature in advance.

In addition, hearing that the indoor temperature is adjusted accordingly to ensure that it is neither too cold nor too hot, I think that even if one day when things are quieter and I find a hobby, I will never be able to engage in this type of old-fashioned and stuffy hobby. will do.

“Get in.”

“Thank you.”

The tea, so carefully made, is pushed in front of me by the princess's hand.

'blue. 'It's not green, like it's made from green tea leaves, but blue.'

This was my first time seeing a blue car, so I stared at it for a while in amazement.

The porcelain car made no sound as it was pushed onto the marble table and brought to me.

I haven't heard her explain it up to this point, but judging from the unusualness so far, it is clear that this is also one of the techniques of hospitality and was a skill that was practiced in her body.

'Is the technology better or the teacup better?'

Tea water dropped from a considerable height made a pleasant sound, but did not splash even a single droplet around.

“This is a car given directly by the monarch to his vassals. It's natural to appreciate it, but let's look forward to it.”

“... Then-”

Slurp-

If the cost of all the noisy activities and space so far ends with the appreciation of my tongue, it is cheap.

In an atmosphere that is old-fashioned, noble, and worth looking forward to, you end up drinking tea that is said to have been made by the princess herself.

'You're not going to say that you have to raise your little finger, are you?'

Believing that there would be no complicated etiquette when it comes to drinking, he raised the teacup and drank the tea while making eye contact with the princess in front of him.

Aside from naturally drinking tea, the princess's appearance comes into view.

The princess is wearing simple indoor clothes, unlike the way she wore formal clothes for the investiture ceremony just a moment ago.

Camellia Shaden Steyer, second princess of the Mortis Empire.

Since she was ordained as a knight, she is definitely my lord and I am her knight.

The taste of tea that goes down my throat while looking at her like that is-

“I don’t know if it’s very good.”

It tasted nothing.

It's not because the atmosphere is rigid.

Although the tea had a colored taste, it was tasteless.

I literally couldn't taste it.

It had the color of sapphire, a beautiful tea color that could be compared to a jewel on purpose, and a smell close to lavender, but there was no taste at all. Rather, it was as if the tongue had been anesthetized.

'What? this.'

Until she heard my answer, the princess was smiling the kind of smile she usually gives to other people, but when she saw my reaction, she smiled slightly real.

“Haha! That's honest. That would be correct. It is definitely not a tea that can be said to taste good. It just looks good in blue.”

“Even blue is the opposite color of appetite. If the taste and color aren't that good, I hope it's good for your health.”

“Is there any reaction such as the body becoming warm?”

“Well. I don’t think there is one so far.”

I checked my physical condition after Camellia said, but there was no problem.

He said that there was nothing wrong except that his tongue felt numb, so Camellia told him about the identity of the car.

“That’s a shame. In fact, it is a tea that contains significant toxins. It is the leaf of a plant called cyanide, which would normally harden your body as soon as you drink it.”

“Such a cibral.”

“Hahahahaha!”

The identity of the tea is the tea of death, brewed from dried leaves of a poisonous plant.

In the end, the princess couldn't stand it anymore and laughed heartily at the swear words she spat out.

Originally, it would have been a crime of lese majeste, but the princess's attitude of lightly laughing it off contained the meaning of moving on with a firmer view of the relationship between me and her.

“Why did you give me this?”

“It is both a business and a business. Since soul disease has its own antidote ability, there shouldn't be any problem, and I also wanted to test the bishop's heart.”

“Phew... I understand. So what can we learn from this?”

“At least in the conversation from now on, the bishop will say, ‘Yes, yes.’ to please me. That's good. 'You are right.' I found out that not everyone will give the same answer.”

After hearing my answer, the princess took the tea she had carefully prepared over a long period of time and took it to the window and poured it out.

It occurred to me that there might be people down there, but the princess probably thought that much and left it behind, so even if there were, it doesn't matter.

This is the princess's domain, a space only for Camellia.

The place where I am sitting now is inside the imperial palace in the imperial castle, and also inside the detached palace where previous princesses stayed.

After the investiture ceremony, the princess took me to her residence.

The advice Peria gave me the day before I left for the imperial palace comes to mind again.

‘Brother, listen carefully. Just do whatever the princess says. Follow wherever the princess leads, and act as she wants. And the princess will definitely be tested at least once. However, from what I saw briefly, the princess probably wants her brother to treat her as she is. So do whatever you want.'

Peria told me that there would be no problem as long as I followed the princess's instructions, and that was definitely good advice.

I was in a situation where I didn't know how to move, but the princess adjusted everything to me.

'It's been like that since the knight investiture ceremony.'

It was from the ordination ceremony that I began to receive her consideration.

Even though it doesn't have that long of a history, the investiture ceremony should show the majesty of the empire even more.

Even though it is a matter of appointing a knight for the princess, the knighthood of the princess is a matter of appointing a guardian knight of the imperial family, which can be said to be the foundation of the empire, so it requires a very moderate manner of etiquette.

The investiture ceremony, which must have been quite a complicated process, was completed simply by the princess, who skipped over all the etiquette and procedures.

The steps of approaching the princess by doing things whose meaning we do not know from the moment of her entrance, and having an imperial official next to the princess reciting in a loud voice one by one things that are customary practices have all been deleted.

Camellia finished the investiture ceremony by standing up from the huge chair that was set up like a throne and asking me to pledge my loyalty as she came down, and I answered her question.

There are two meanings contained there.

First, it is to clearly inform others that the investiture ceremony that took place today is an unusual investiture ceremony.

I may have become the princess's knight, but at the same time, I am Deshade's knight.

'According to Feria's words, he said that if things were to be the way they were, you would have to choose one side.'

A knight of God and a knight of the princess at the same time.

It is said that, as usual, they will avoid holding two positions concurrently.

There is a reason why knights who serve God belong to the Holy Knights and people who serve the monarch should be called knights.

The reason for distinguishing between paladins and knights is that when making the final decision at the last moment, it is considered who will be important in the decision.

If one encounters a demon who blasphemes God and an enemy who seeks to kill the lord who has sworn allegiance at the same time, the person holding both positions will waver in his or her decision as to whom he or she should swing the sword at, which is why there is only one knight. You must be loyal only to

'But the princess denied it all.'

Camellia broke that taboo practice.

The bishop of a church, a knight who serves Deshade, did not even tell me to deny Deshade, but made me the knight who protects the princess.

This was something that could never have happened if you thought about it from the beginning, so the princess used that as the basis and easily handed over the complex etiquette of the empire that I would not be able to properly follow.

Accordingly, from this treatment, the various feudal lords of the empire and their representatives who came to the investiture ceremony noticed the second meaning contained in the princess.

The Empire is a multi-ethnic nation that has accepted many different races.

As religion also accepted multi-ethnicity, countless religions came into existence, and over time, they merged or disappeared and were broadly divided into three denominations.

Therefore, the imperial family that founded the empire was showing that it was a nation that did not discriminate against anyone by not supporting any one religious denomination.

However, at the investiture ceremony where people from such denominations and numerous different races were invited as officials of the empire, the princess made a knight named me and a person with a religion that worshiped God called Deshade a knight.

‘An exception, or a special case. This will be a message to everyone.'

To them, this feels like an act no different from Camellia's declaration of war.

The intention is that from now on, they will begin to actively take a stab at all the problems that until now were simply touting equality on the surface and not actually being addressed.

'Thanks to you, I also received a lot of attention.'

From then on, it was confirmed that Camellia's movements and how I would move would be monitored.

Of course, the princess does not represent the empire.

The second princess clearly gave up her right to succeed to the throne.

The princess's full name now is Camellia Shaden Steyer.

The proof is that ‘Motis’, which symbolizes the leader of the empire, is missing from her name.

He is a person who has expressed that he has absolutely no intention of ascending to the throne.

However, it is another story to say that others will accept it just because you express your opinion.

'Second Princess Camellia Schaden Steyer is the guardian of the empire.'

The Great War started spinning slowly like a windmill caught in the wind, but eventually broke out.

The wars waged by numerous different races, each with their own reasons, for fertile land, resources, slaves, and mysteries, could not be avoided even by human nations, which were considered to occupy a considerable amount of territory compared to the power of each individual object. .

In the end, the corrupt royals of the Kingdom Alliance failed to properly deal with the sick and weak nation, and lost a considerable amount of territory, and barely survived on the road to survival due to the alliance and soul disease.

However, the princess successfully protected the empire from such a hellish island.

'It seems to be true that they didn't hand over even a blade of grass.'

I definitely noticed it during the investiture ceremony.

The people lined up next to the princess were people who played important roles in the empire.

More than half of them showed clear loyalty and favor to the princess.

Numerous vassals of the empire came to the event that was merely the investiture ceremony of knights under the princess's direct command, or the investiture ceremony of knights directly under the princess's direct command.

They won't just show loyalty to the name of the empire for no reason.

The people there were all in love with the princess's successful defense of the empire during the Great War and the sight of her as a saint comparable to the next emperor.

The situation is such that even countries with little interest in political conflict can clearly see who is running the imperial situation.

Since she is such a princess, the three major churches of the empire will not just dismiss her as one of the common royal family members, and the princess knows this, so she implicitly expressed her intention to them by intentionally showing them a different side from usual at this event. will be.

'But he's also someone you don't know even if you know him.'

However, what has not yet been figured out is what the princess who gave up the throne truly wants.

Still, I don't dig into that.

The deal I made with the princess was that I would become a piece of chess that the princess could usefully use, not the empire.

And the princess told me that under her protection, she would make sure that I and the people around me would never be disadvantaged under the imperial flag.

Then I won't have to think so deeply about anything I do.

The princess has a personality that likes to keep promises.

When she gives me orders, orders that she thinks may be detrimental to my church will be excluded in advance.

For that reason, I am even more reminded of the three denominations that the princess told me about that have established themselves in the empire before us, with whom we will have a long relationship in the future.

        
            dump-

“Bishop.”

“Yes.”

Before I knew it, the princess, who had thrown away the tea water, which was clearly blue and toxic, threw herself on the spacious chair across from me and started talking to me.

“Which looked good?”

“What do you mean?”

“The three major denominations.”

“Ah, they were the Rehier, Rugal, and Red Fudge Churches respectively.”

“You memorized it well.”

3 major denominations.

These are the people the princess told her to keep an eye on just before the investiture ceremony.

There were three groups who were staying closest to the princess.

The characteristics of each denomination pointed out by Feria were unique enough to be recognized at a glance, and at the same time, they were assertive.

The Lehi Church, wearing a huge triangular hat and overall black attire.

'Witch hunters who are priests who serve the evil god Lihere and who dedicate everything to chasing down the witch who betrayed him.'

Next is the Rugal Church, where the majority of numerous races, including humans, beastmen, and other races that do not look human at all, have been officially recognized as citizens of the empire.

'A multi-racial knighthood that worships the god Rugal and strives to spread the ideology and culture of heterogeneous integration, eliminating true discrimination between different races.'

The last was the Red Purge Church, which wore an overall red uniform and did not move like a statue from the beginning to the end of the ceremony.

'It is said that it is a mixture of a denomination that worships multiple gods and came from exile from the north and an oriental denomination from the east, and that it has a large number of saints.'

There was no denomination that seemed easy.

Among the denominations encountered at the investiture ceremony, there was one that Camellia asked that seemed good.

“The Lehi Church seemed good. To the extent that he openly showed his favor.”

“It’s worth it. They may have received only limited information about what happened in the Kingdom Alliance, but what the bishop did was a feat no different from what they did.”

Strangely enough, the members of the Lehi Church, who engage in the unfamiliar activity of witch hunters, are all women.

The gazes that were looking at me from underneath the open triangular hat with the front part falling down were half curious and half respectful.

“I was also a bit surprised after hearing everything. I had no idea that the bishop was such a talented person.”

“Thank you for that.”

“Now that I know how much I can handle, I feel more at ease.”

“That’s not something I’m very thankful for.”

While I set up the parish in a small, abandoned land called Leven, a land located slightly away from the imperial castle, the princess had time to collect as much information as possible.

“Let me talk about it first, Bishop. The full story announced to each denomination is that the denomination you belong to, the soul-sick bishop, expelled a mid-level demon with a small number of people, defeated a dragon, and that the god the bishop serves has fallen into an evil spirit.◦# ◦

“Then you know almost everything, right?”

“You only know what I said. Didn't I tell you? They say that ‘a mid-level demon was expelled with a small number of people,’ but the reality is different. Although it was only a small number, the bishop took down the demons by himself, contrary to the belief that he had suffered heavy losses and expelled mid-level demons. This is unprecedented even in the entire history of the empire.”

The princess looked at me and spoke as if she was praising me, but there was one thing she absolutely had to correct.

“... It was possible because of Deshade.”

“Is that so? In that case, what I said earlier must have been a mistake. I’m sorry.”

The princess looked into my eyes as I interrupted her for a moment, immediately apologized, and then continued speaking.

As a member of the royal family, even if you make a mistake in most things, you are in a position where no one can say anything without saying you are sorry, but it is quite surprising that the way you comfortably apologize is different from the overbearing royals I know.

“Anyway, the other denominations only know what I told them, and they wonder why on earth a dragon appeared in the outskirts of the kingdom, in the Grace Territory where the 3rd Legion and Helias, who are in charge of its destruction, are stationed, the devil. I don't know why it appeared.”

“Are you saying that their information power is less than that of the princess?”

“No, I deliberately made arrangements in advance to convey the information in a reduced form to them.”

“That would also mean that you know the rest of the information for sure.”

“Yes. I know everything without exception. It means that you even know that Deshade, your main god, became an evil spirit in order to free the soul soldiers. Since the intention of the corruption was for the salvation of souls who were oppressed by the leaders of the Kingdom Alliance, no one would strongly reject the bishop's church even if it were a church that served evil spirits. Even in the case of Lihere's Witch Hunters, they have similar circumstances to you, so you'll feel a sense of kinship.”

It's not a bad story.

At first, I thought it would be difficult in the future if each denomination started to reject the god we serve because he is an evil god, but I was glad.

At least as long as the rumor is properly spread, our church is the church that succeeded in liberating the soul disease that was suffering from severe discrimination in the kingdom union, so Deshade, although an evil spirit, will not be ostracized if it is proven that it can be a friendly being.

Above all, the Lihere Church, which is already a precedent, is also said to be an order in which witch hunters who borrow the power of the evil god Lihere chase witches.

As long as they are friendly towards me, the princess's knight who feels the same way as them, other denominations will be wary as well, but since they do not want to tip the balance of power, they will try to have an equal friendly relationship rather than ostracism.

When the princess found out that I had already noticed the gazes sent by Lihere's witch hunters, she complimented me.

“I’m glad you have a good sense of vision.”

“I have good sense of humor.”

“... But the notice doesn't last long. When I say something like this, you can say that you are very happy.”

“Yes, yes. Didn't you say that you don't like people who answer that question?”

“Was it like that? I didn't know that what I said a little while ago would come back as a rebuttal to me now.”

In response to the constant response, the princess sits comfortably in her chair and continues to look at the clock behind me.

I slowly ask the princess what I have to do here.

“It is done. Now what am I going to do from now on?”

“One hour.”

“Yes?”

“An hour has passed.”

“What do you mean?”

“Did you see another reception room on the way?”

“I saw it. It was located on the first floor.”

Where I am now is the reception room on the second floor.

As it is a huge palace, there are many reception rooms. The reception room on the first floor that I first saw upon entering the palace was decorated in an open manner and was a reception room where many people could stay.

The princess speaks as she reminds me of part of the palace.

“After the investiture ceremony, I told the three denominations that I would let them meet you, bishop.”

“I see.”

“An hour has passed since then. It's been an hour since I called you to my place, changed my clothes, and entered the room with you, and the other three denominations stayed in the large reception room on the first floor, staring at each other, not knowing what I was doing on the second floor. It's time.”

“... I see.”

'It was something that made other denominations nervous.'

To cook rice deliciously, you need to steam it, and to make a stew delicious, you need to simmer it for as long as possible.

Actually, I thought there was something suspicious about it.

I wondered if it really meant anything for the princess to waste time with me, but that wasn't the case.

The princess was already intentionally taking her time to slowly manipulate the psychology of other religious groups.

'Well, there's no cook. 'Is this the plan you had in mind from the beginning?'

As soon as the investiture ceremony was over, the princess and her knight were summoned to her residence and had a private conversation for an hour, not to any other place.

For the other three denominations, the thought of how deeply such a knight was trusted by the princess grew as the wait time became longer.

'I think I heard that the maximum time an adult can focus on one thought for as long as possible is one hour.'

And the one hour set by the princess was the best time for the thoughts to turn into delusions and reach their peak.

“Bishop. From now on, the bishop will meet people from each denomination. Are you ready?”

Watching the princess get up from her seat, I also get up and answer.

“As much as you want. Just because I don't have a business card and I'm not in a position to bow down makes me feel at ease.”

“That’s an interesting answer. Still, I lack confidence. Let’s step forward a little more confidently.”

“Are you telling me to be friendly by at least putting my arm around you as soon as I leave?”

“... It's not like they're shouting like the Koreans.”

“Of course it was a joke.”

“... If that's the case, I'm glad. Since I still don't know much about you, Bishop, I was a little worried that you would actually do it.”

“It’s okay. Even though I'm not the quiet type, I'm good at acting like that.”

“Then that’s it. Anyway, let’s get out.”

Preparation is over.

By waiting in the room for just an hour, the princess maximized my value to other denominations.

The princess turns her back on me.

I immediately realized her intention and helped put the light shawl that she wore indoors on her shoulder as she was about to leave the room.

Slurp-

When the smiling princess untied the string she had tied on her head for a moment while getting in the car, her pink hair fell down and veiled her large breasts.

Sigh-

As the princess steps in front of the door, the maid outside immediately opens the door.

Camellia, the second princess of the Mortis Empire, looks at the stairs leading down to the first floor and speaks.

“Now, this is the start. Lee Rim.”

As the princess's knight, I answer to Camellia like that.

“Let’s do as Camellia wants.”

        
            The villa in the imperial palace was built for the princesses.

It is said that the first emperor of the empire laid the foundation for the country and designed this huge mansion-shaped villa with great care, hoping that the first born princess and future princesses would grow up beautiful and cultured.

Of course, the emperor in the initial planning stage probably just did it with the hope that the descendants of the imperial family would grow up well.

However, the meanings of objects and language change over time.

In other words, the current villa is treated as a place of exile.

Direct descendants close to the right of succession stay in the main palace immediately after birth, and their treatment changes when they are able to walk on their own.

The standard for determining which of the emperor's children is certain to ascend to the throne is the child who shows the most outstanding appearance, regardless of gender.

Those who are considered worthy of becoming emperor will continue to stay in the main palace, while the remaining children will be moved to the annex palace.

Therefore, each villa should be a villa where the remaining descendants of the emperor who were pushed out of the battle for succession rights or who are not particularly interested in the succession rights themselves can leisurely walk around the garden and enjoy their own culture in the mansion.

‘The atmosphere is very heavy. It would be a bit better if there was an air purifier.'

However, the air current flowing in the parlor on the first floor of the villa where the empire's second princess Camellia currently lived was not suitable at all.

In the first place, the princess was said to have said that she would go to the villa first, even though she was a human being who could stay in the main palace of her own free will.

Even though Camellia has given up the throne, if you look at the level of people she meets, it is safe to say that she was summoned by the next emperor.

The people gathered in the drawing room came to see Camellia and me, and the three denominations that support the empire took their places in one corner of the drawing room, each bringing their own attendants.

The religious denominations, which would have been normal to gather for an event hosted by the emperor, who was said to be seriously ill, or the first prince, Glacia Schaden Mortis Steyer, who would ascend to the throne of emperor in the future, stood keeping each other in check.

'Just relax a little while you wait.'

If this kind of current flows frequently, the atmosphere is such that one would wonder if the princesses who stayed here would grow up crooked.

Still, even though the Camellia I know is already crooked by such a heavy air current, she has the personality of wearing a hat, so she speaks lightly as she heads to the head of the table in the center of the living room.

“The three pillars that support the spirit of the people of the empire. You made me wait for a long time.”

The princess came down the stairs and the people sitting in the living room stood up and answered at almost the same time.

“The Witch Hunters of Lihere meet Princess Camellia.”

“The Holy Knights of Rugal meet the princess.”

“Hmm, the priests of Red Purge are meeting the princess.”

People who appear to be leaders or agents, respectively.

A female witch hunter takes off her hat for a moment to show off her blonde braided bun hairstyle and greets you.

A knight wearing a helmet that is probably inspired by ants and a huge cape.

And finally, it was an old man wearing the attire of a high-ranking priest with a red badge on his shoulders who stood up late.

Camellia waved off the excessive yet appropriate greetings to the three princesses and told them to take a seat.

I quietly took a seat behind the chair where the princess was sitting, and soon the princess spoke up as she watched the maids place tea in front of the representatives on a huge table.

“Everyone must have waited a long time.”

“... It's okay. It was such a serious issue.”

“...”

“Hehehe.”

What the blonde witch hunter said, the other two representatives each agreed with silence and laughter.

The princess confronts the three representatives head-on.

“It’s ridiculous. good night. You've probably been waiting for quite a while, so instead, I'll give you some time to ask any questions you want. Who will go first?”

Three people who look at each other for a moment.

The princess remains neutral as a member of the royal family.

Although what they will say from now on will probably point out that the princess, who is supposed to be neutral, has taken the action of placing a single religious denomination completely under her control, the balance is still intact because the princess did not give priority to any one religious denomination. This suggests that it has not collapsed.

The old man is smiling quietly, and the knight wearing a helmet remains silent with no visible expression.

Seeing the two people, the blonde witch hunter spoke first.

“... Let Lehier speak first.”

“Allowed.”

“Why did you do this?”

'Hmm, it's pretty strong right from the start.'

The level of the remarks was strong.

The tone of the question was clearly one of protest.

Even if she came as a representative of a religious order, considering the value of the second princess, it is a strong question that cannot be asked so hastily.

'In that case, this should be seen as a claim that the three denominations implicitly agree on.'

Modify your thoughts slightly.

The Witch Hunters of the Lihere Church clearly showed favor towards me.

However, since they know that the princess is trying to point out the act of accepting me as her sword, if they develop bad feelings toward the princess beyond their favor toward me, those feelings may come back to me. Imprint that fact into your mind.

“I will say it again. Why did you do this? This is an unprecedented act. The imperial family clearly promised us that we would not be deeply involved with either side because they wanted to integrate with the people of the empire. But what the princess has done now is completely the opposite of that.”

If you share a common opinion, your tone will gain strength.

However, despite the strong protests of the three denominations, the princess did not back down and instead looked sharply at the other person and responded.

“Are you telling me to reverse my decision? Bishop of Setias.”

“... Of course I don't mean that. They just asked for an explanation that we can understand.”

'That blonde woman's name is Bishop Setias. good. I memorized it.'

Looking at the situation, it was clear that the people here now were people I would have to meet several times, if not often, in the future.

While the two are talking, they work hard to memorize people's impressions and names.

“Explanation. Well, good. Everyone wants to confirm my intentions, so since I am in this position, I must answer them as a repayment to you as the royal family of the empire. Paladin Aleph. And Cardinal Comondor.”

“Yes. Princess.”

“Here. Hehehe.”

The two people take turns answering Camellia’s words.

‘The ant head-shaped helmet is for a paladin. The old man next to me is a cardinal.'

Camellia asks them a question to answer the question.

“Each of you, please report on the progress of the work I recently asked you to do as His Majesty's Regent, and on the damage.”

Briefly, it is said that the current emperor of the empire was seriously ill and left most of the state affairs to his children.

And most of the descendants of the empire have the qualities of a saint.

It is said that most of the 2nd Princess Camellia's siblings realized that Camellia was superior to them, so most of them handed over the temporary regent period to Camellia, and almost all parts of actual internal affairs were taken care of by Camellia.

Camellia is now being briefed on the results of entrusting tasks for the security of the empire to each denomination during the temporary regency period.

“Rugal will report first.”

“Say.”

“We, Rugal, were in charge of negotiations with the Cyclops, a cursed race of giants who invaded the southern part of the empire, serving the demon Hecaton Kale.”

“Climbed the mountain range at will and attacked several mining villages. But enough mercy was given. What are the consequences and damages?”

“They refused the offer to stop serving the devil, remain loyal to the empire, and be reformed. As discussed with the princess in advance, we rescued every one of them. To be exact, they were intentionally dragging out negotiations and secretly trying to bring down a demon from inside the mountain range. When we realized this, we broke up negotiations first and attacked. Of the 700 mixed Holy Knights of different races who went out, about 200 died and about 100 were seriously injured.”

“The damage is great. Still, should we consider it fortunate that Paladin is okay?”

At the princess's words, the paladin named Aleph lifts the huge cloak he is wearing and shows the inside.

What can be seen inside the cloak is a side that is deeply dented to the point of being quite serious.

Considering that most battles against giants result in either surviving or being crushed, it is considered fortunate that the armor is only dented.

However, the reason it was not fortunate was that the Paladin who lifted his cloak right in front of him was of a different race.

'ant?'

Paladins were ant people.

'Are those people called Harp?'

To be exact, the head part that was thought to be a helmet was actually just the head of an ant, not a helmet, and the rest of the body had the body of a huge human.

The body shape is that of a human, but what makes it different from a human is that what covers its entire body is not soft skin, but skin that looks as hard as armor and looks as if it could even be scratched if hit with a hammer, let alone black, and sharp hands and feet that can already be used as sufficient weapons. there was.

'If you consider that he's a Paladin, he probably doesn't have mediocre skills.'

Another paladin, not the Gaia paladin seen in Kingdom Union.

Although the systems are different as the gods served by the two denominations are different, considering that they came as agents of one denomination and only inflicted so much damage against the giants, their capabilities can be considered considerable.

“... Should I take a long break?”

“You will be able to recover in about 3 weeks.”

“Pay tribute to the victims of the Order of Rugal for the Empire. Personally, Aleph, I hope you recover.”

“Thank you.”

The Ant Paladin finished his report by slightly lowering his head, and then the old man called the Cardinal spoke.

Perhaps because of the Cardinal's age, Camellia, who was properly seen as a member of royal family to others, adjusted her posture a little and treated the old man with respect.

“... Well, Her Royal Highness.”

“... You can subtract the charge. Cardinal Komondor.”

“Oh, that’s right. It was like that. I’m at an age where I keep forgetting.”

“Okay, so hurry up.”

“Hehehe. So let's get started. Let’s see… Saleim, please give me a notebook and glasses.”

Before answering, the cardinal accepted a small padlocked notebook and glasses from the counselor next to him, took the time to open the very back page of the notebook, and then spoke.

“... Ah. There you go. Red Purge is currently reorganizing the seals of three sanctuaries where aging demons are sealed. As of now, maintenance at both locations has been completed.”

'You seem very relaxed.'

Compared to the battle of the Paladins mentioned earlier, it was not a report that felt like a big deal.

However, that was only for a moment. Looking at the loss report that came out soon after, we could roughly understand that the work this church was responsible for was significant.

“Who performed the re-consecration of the sanctuary?”

“Cardinals Liodor and Caillán. Both of them fulfilled their duties brilliantly and returned to God's embrace. Hehehe.”

“Thank you for the decision of the two cardinals. I will spend some time paying my respects later. The Empire will remember the two saints of the Red Purge.”

It may be natural to say that one has returned to God's embrace, but one is referring to death.

Camellia gave a clear answer about the deaths of the two people.

But it didn't end there.

“-So, who was in charge of the remaining seals?”

There are certainly three seals that the cardinal mentioned, but there are two cardinals who died after doing all they could to maintain the sanctuary.

So, if we only look at the reports so far, there is also maintenance in the remaining sanctuary that can only be accomplished by pouring one's life into it, and the princess tried to hear the name of the remaining person.

And the cardinal's answer to the princess's question made everyone in the reception room stiffen.

“Me.”

The cardinal gave a short answer dryly as he took off his glasses with a smile.

It doesn't seem like it was something that was confirmed for quite some time.

Even the red uniformed attendants of the Red Purge Order who were standing behind the cardinal's expressions changed colorfully when they heard the cardinal's answer.

“...”

“Hehehe.”

“... The joke is too much. Cardinal Komondor.”

“That’s right. I thought everyone would laugh if I made this sudden announcement. Hehehehehehe.”

The momentary silence was erased by the princess's answer and the cardinal's laughter, who seemed to have been amused by the people's reactions, that came later.

“Did you just decide?”

“No. I've been thinking about it for a long time.”

“It may sound funny, but do you have any regrets?”

“My age is my age. It has now been 90 years since I joined the church with the great intention of doing my best for the church. However, while my friends who joined the church with me all found their own places to lie down, I am still sitting in a place where it would be more helpful for young people to sit instead. So I was looking for the right time and thought now would be a good time.”

“... Okay. When do you plan to hold the consecration ceremony?”

“It will be in about two months. If you want to say parting words, please do so later. Hehehe.”

“Okay.”

The princess next looks at Bishop Setias.

Actually, the vicar’s expression didn’t look very good.

It was not an expression of dissatisfaction at the fact that the question asked of the princess and the answer to why she did such a thing suddenly turned into a question.

Bishop Setias's expression was getting worse every time he heard about what the other two denominations had done.

“Bishop of Setias.”

“... Yes. Princess.”

“This is not the place to question the poor performance of the three religious denominations, which are considered pillars of spirit. In any case, this is just a question to answer a question asked by the parish president on behalf of everyone. So, relax and tell it like it is.”

“... I understand.”

The momentum from a moment ago has long since disappeared.

The blonde woman called Bishop Setias sat down and began answering the princess's questions.

        
            “We, Lihi's Witch Hunters, began investigating traces of a witches' coven, Sabbat, that had been discovered on the eastern border of the empire a month ago.”

“I remember. It was said that in recent years, witches who had been caught one at a time for a long time suddenly appeared in groups of dozens. What happened?”

“... failed.”

“... Haa?”

'Just a little while ago, didn't you ask that question with the intention of criticizing it?'

When Camellia heard that the parish president had failed, she openly lamented as if she was dumbfounded.

Of course, this may be what the princess intended.

From my perspective as an outsider, I wondered if the Witch Hunters were intentionally placed last because they knew that their work was not being carried out properly, as other denominations had already mentioned their achievements.

However, there was a separate reason why the princess became angry as soon as she heard the report, even though she had said she would not criticize her just a moment ago.

“Bishop Setias.”

“... Yes.”

“Report again.”

“Sorry, sorry. We failed to track Sabat-”

“again.”

“...”

'It's uncomfortable.'

Looking at the princess's attitude, I realized her intention.

'Failure is not tolerated.'

It is ideal to always pursue absolute success.

But there is a reason why ideals are called ideals.

No matter how perfect your plan is, unless you can foresee the movements of all things in the world, failure will inevitably occur at some point.

“... We are trying to track down Sabbat, but it is difficult.”

“Yes. That’s how it should be.”

The princess did not want the Witch Hunters to give up their duties.

Of course, this is merely a request in the form of a request from the empire to each denomination for cooperation in rescuing entities that could pose a threat to the empire.

Therefore, each denomination may fail a few times while carrying out its duties.

However, the problem now is that it was the second princess Camellia who decided on the method and denomination that could reliably measure the power of the opponent threatening the empire and respond appropriately.

“Bishop of Setias.”

“... Yes.”

“Speaking of difficulties, is it because of the Witch’s Knight?”

“... Yes. That's right. The witch knight demon Baphomet is sealed in a sanctuary in the southern part of the empire, and he is blocking our eyes as we head to Sabbat.”

“Then I don’t understand it even more. I definitely told the Lehi Church that if I asked the Blue Rose Witches to cooperate when I asked the Emperor's behalf to track down Sabbat, I would be able to divert Baphomet's attention. Did that happen even though you did as I said?”

“No. We have not contacted the Blue Rose Witches.”

“Why?”

There was a reason for the continued questioning.

As regent, the princess clearly suggested a way to reliably carry out the mission to the Lehi Church, but the Witch Hunters did not follow the princess.

The reason the empire gives numerous benefits and sovereignty to each denomination is because it is certain that the denominations give back to the empire as much as they receive from the empire.

If the princess's request is not properly accepted, the empire will have no choice but to reconsider its relationship with the denomination.

However, this incident seemed to have been something more than a blow to the pride of the Witch Hunters of the Lehi Church.

“Are you asking me that now?”

The vicar, who was quietly biting his lip under his hat while listening to the princess's criticism, lifts his hat and looks at the princess with wide eyes.

'Six Stars.'

There was a six-pointed star in the vicar's eyes that I didn't know about because it was hidden behind a hat.

I remember learning by memorizing properties from Peria.

'The Witch Hunters were originally a group formed by the children of witches. The way to tell them apart is simple; witches and their children usually have six-pointed stars drawn in their eyes.'

‘Children of a witch? Why are those children of witches going around to catch witches?'

'Uhm. Where should I start with this? Should I call it revenge on my parents? Oh yeah. Didn't I tell you that the god Lehier is an evil god?'

'It did. Just like Deshade, he was a god but fell to an evil god.'

'To put it roughly, the reason Lihier became an evil spirit is because of the witches, who can be called Lihier's priests. And the priests of Lihere are not people gifted with divine power like the Gaia Church, but the lineage established by Lihere is passed down from generation to generation and serves Lihere.'

'They were priests named witches.'

'However, the priests of Lihier, the current witches, somehow summoned demons simultaneously despite the dissuasion of Lihier, the god they serve. Lihier tried to stop it, but dozens of demons were summoned. It was difficult to expel them all by one's own strength. So, it is said that Lihi chose to become an evil god himself and led the demons back to hell.'

'... In some ways, he was one of the few normal gods like Deshade.'

'That's the way it is. Anyway, the Witch Hunters are the children of the surviving members of the Lihere Church, and their long-cherished wish is to continue to pursue and exterminate the bloodlines of other witches who turned Lihere into an evil spirit through a demon summoning ritual.'

While I briefly supplemented the missing information by retrieving Feria's explanation from my memory, the story between Camellia and the vicar continued.

“Vicar. The bishop told me it was arbitrary, but in my view, I can't help but call the bishop's actions arbitrary. Other denominations have followed my advice and have fulfilled their duties so far. But what about Witch Hunters? It was like that before and it was like that this time too. Do you hate my words to cooperate with the Witches of the Blue Rose so much that you refuse them despite repeated recommendations?”

“You speak knowingly. Otherwise, it would mean that the princess has no intention of understanding us. yes. That's right. I don't like it. The Blue Rose Witches are a group of scum who betrayed Master Lihier and performed a summoning spell.”

“Of course, the banner of Mortis did not forget the fact that witches summoned demons and caused great damage not only to the ancient kingdom but also to the empire that had not yet been established. But still, the Blue Rose Witches acknowledged all their sins, said they would pay the price, and the royal family forgave them. Are you saying that you cannot accept the imperial family’s decision?”

“The Lehi Order supports the prosperity of the empire. And the decision to accept the Blue Witch was clearly approved by the previous bishop. However, if so, let me ask. As members of the imperial people who have worked for the empire, we respect the decision of the royal family, so we understand that we accept the Blue Rose Witches, but why does the royal family and the princess not respect us? I think the princess also understands that tolerating decisions and accepting them do not mean the same thing.”

A bloody workshop.

Each of them puts their pride on the line as representatives of the royal family and the religious order.

'It seems that even for the Church of Lehi, this is an issue that cannot be compromised until the very end.'

Thanks to you, I was able to know for sure.

Each church has enough power to stand up to the imperial family if they wish.

The attitude shown by the Vicar of the Lehi Religious Church right now may be extreme, but it also means that other religious denominations can also say that an order that the Hwang family really wants to reject can be doubled.

The relationship between witches and witch hunters, which I had only heard about, and seeing firsthand what witch hunters actually think of witches, were clearly similar in content, but the anger I felt was on a different level.

'For witch hunters, witches are a long-cherished entity that must be killed and eliminated.'

Therefore, the two people thought that the fight would never end unless one side gave in.

However, the princess said something that could end this fight more clearly.

“Good. If so, let me ask. Bishop of Setias. Of those of you who couldn't give up your pride, how many of you are left now that even this task is approaching failure?”

“...”

“Go ahead and say it. How many Witch Hunters are alive now?”

“... There are 87 people.”

'87 people.'

The total number of members of the church is only 87.

I couldn't help but be surprised to hear the answer.

Of the three denominations I heard representing the empire, the number of people who can move in one denomination is only 87.

Of course, the Witch Hunters were a special cult that was slightly different from other cults in that only illegitimate children born to witches could become priests, but the number was still very small.

“No longer even a hundred. What do you think about this, Bishop Setias?”

“... is a sufficient number.”

“It is enough. okay. Opinions are respected. However, my opinion is not like that. 87 people. The Witch Hunters once numbered close to 700 people. In the past, they captured heretics, used them as hunting dogs, followed the scent of witches, and drove silver cross spears into every dark corner of the empire to track down witches. Every day, witches whom witch hunters from all over the world asked to escort were executed under the roof of the Lehi Church, and illegitimate children escaped from the witches' hands and became independent witch hunters. But what about now?”

“...”

The vicar's eyes became slightly clouded at the princess's words.

“Even the scale is different. This is the pursuit of Sabbat, where at most a few dozen people gather. Witch hunters of the past bravely fought against witches in their prime. They took up stakes and chisels in Brocken, the hometown of witches, and fought, killing witches and erasing magic circles until the full moon turned into a holiday moon. But what about you guys now? okay. The witch knight Baphomet's hex is definitely a hex that cannot be easily defeated. However, that devil is also a devil who calls himself a knight, unable to withstand the previous witch hunters and knights of the empire, and who declares sanctuary in their place and does not even know the honor of saving his life. I can only say that I really don't like the Lehi Church, which speaks of its failure because of such interference from the devil.”

A passion that cannot be refuted because it is full of high-level accusations or facts.

The vicar couldn't say anything in response to Camellia's words.

Rather than saying that she is dishonourable, it is her final expression of intent that she cannot cooperate with the Blue Rose Witches even though her church is currently in the process of collapsing.

Seeing Bishop Setias showing such stubbornness beyond imagination, the princess stood up and spoke.

“The story I am about to tell you from now on is the answer to the question the parish priest first asked everyone. Everyone listen.”

“Yes.”

“Hehe. I will keep this in mind.”

“... Yes.”

The princess's words echo throughout the living room hall.

“Not just Witch Hunters. The same goes for other denominations. Numerous citizens of the empire who applied to Rugal's Holy Knights are dying every year in proportion to the number of applicants, and the priests and saints of the Red Purge must continue nobly as if they were expendables in order to prevent the demons that could not be completely rescued due to the weak national power from awakening. End your life early.”

The speech, shouted in a voice filled with sorrow, is delivered not only to the three representatives but also to the attendants standing behind them.

“The goal of the empire is the same now as it was then. The Empire's goal is to move on to see the end of the world beneath the firmament watched by Mortis. But what about the current empire? The empire is now at a standstill. Not only can we not go on a long expedition because we don't know when the devils hiding in the hole will wake up, but we can't go any further by exchanging our lives for security based on the theoretical rationale of the right time and place. Not just the three denominations. In addition to demons, the empire is consuming human resources to prevent entities that threaten the empire from leaping forward at any time and looking for an opportunity to tear the empire's land apart.”

“If so, what do you mean what should I do?”

Paladin Aleph questioned the princess's words again, and Camellia insisted on the original story.

“Simple. The reason we have maintained our empire by consuming human resources until now is because it was the most rational thing to do. However, the calculations from now on will be different because the knight of Deshade has pledged loyalty to me.”

Just-

Camellia snaps her fingers.

Taking that as a signal, I, who was standing behind the chair, came forward and stood next to the princess.

“From now on, the sacrifices of the empire will be minimal. This is why Lee Rim came to me.”

“Hehe. Not the members of the Deshade Church, but him alone?”

The cardinal thought the princess had said something wrong and tried to change her words.

However, the princess does not change her words, but rather speaks more strongly so that everyone can clearly hear them.

“That's right. From now on, together, my knight Lee Rim and I will overcome the chronic problems of the current empire and the enemies that are the cause of stagnation.”

“... Do you think that is possible?”

The vicar's response was as if it were nonsense.

The princess looked straight at the principal of the parish, Yuk Mang-seong, and answered.

“It’s possible. Because he is a human who can banish the devil on his own.”

        
            Preparations needed to ‘banish’ the devil who descended on earth to hell.

A technique that can surpass or weaken the power of the devil, which becomes stronger in real time by absorbing its own theme, and the group that will perform it.

A person who will perform a power or ritual that can cause enough damage to immediately banish the demon that has been suppressed by the theme to hell.

The number of people required varies greatly depending on the devil's hierarchy, power, and level of growth, but in general, it ranges from a few dozen people with outstanding individual skills, or on average to hundreds of people, and at extreme cases, up to a thousand people. It is essential to sacrifice the lives of outstanding talents who appear with such a slim probability that they cannot be replaced.

All of these are the number of people needed to banish just one demon.

It takes an absurd amount of national power to deal with just one demon.

No matter where you are, if you look at the foundation of a nation after going through the final process of elimination, you have no choice but to become a member of it.

Power can only be maintained if there are people under it to work for, military power naturally relies on powerful people becoming soldiers, and economic power can also be stable only when people live and move as actively as possible.

The empire is the largest nation among human nations.

And one of the important components that shows the gap in power between the countries of this world is that within the race to which the country belongs, there are people who can generate power above the average of the race, and who can play the role of a hundred people, the role of a thousand people, and 10,000 people alone. It's about how many people you have who can fulfill the role.

'It's actually treated as a strategic weapon.'

There is a saying called talent.

People born in this world mean people with strong divine power, people with excellent ability to manipulate magic, people who are closer to the source of magic, and people who have reached the deepest pinnacle of nothingness.

No matter how populous an empire is, there is no telling how many people will be born each year, and it will take several decades for them to grow.

And even though most of the empire's talented people have accepted various races as imperial citizens, the pool of talent and manpower is always insufficient.

In the battles between different races and gigantic beings that attack the empire, the empire's outstanding talents continue to be used up to prevent disaster.

The demons within the empire, who have descended on the earth several times since the Great War and before, but have not been able to expel them in time, are sealing themselves on the spot and are seeking only when the empire weakens.

As an empire that wants to increase its national power through a series of conquests, it would first want to expel the demons that are sleeping freely within the empire's territory, but that is not as easy as it seems.

The ritual of expelling the devil means that the sealed devil must be released from the empire.

The damage that will occur immediately after breaking the seal is severe, so even if you are fully prepared to banish the demon, it is not an easy task unless you are very determined.

Just ‘expelling’ makes it this difficult.

Camellia is trying to gain the logical upper hand by showing that she can single-handedly expel the demons in the empire, which she has been in charge of in turns for the three denominations.

'The foundation for conversation was built solidly.'

Before answering, the things I highlighted are clearly the value of my existence, and the benefits that the knights of Camellia, the second princess of the empire, will bring to the empire are benefits that the three denominations cannot replace.

While people from each denomination are dying every year just by observing the devil's seal, in the kingdom, a series of processes that cost only 1 cost are collectively called the stage, and even if I fail with a body called a soul bottle that can be easily reconstructed, even if I fail. You can banish the devil several times.

Yes.

To what extent-

It is ‘expulsion’.

The three denominations and even Princess Camellia don't know that I can completely kill demons rather than just banish them.

This is a secret that is still known only to members of our church.

By absorbing the Artifact of Tenacity created for revenge and Agoni, who knows how to absorb demons, I absorb demons in a similar concept to sealing them in the vessel of my soul, rather than in the hell they originally returned to. It can give the concept of killing a demonic entity by completely removing its connection to hell.

'I shouldn't tell you this until the end.'

Even though I am in the same boat as the princess, I think this is something that should be kept secret until the end.

If you dig into the meaning of 'you can kill the devil' in more detail, it would be a big problem if you found out that what 'death of the devil' actually means is 'you can kill the devil by absorbing it into the vessel of your soul.' .

If a bomb is planted inside the body of a person walking right next to him, it is inevitable that he will be afraid and try to push it away, even if it is known that the bomb is a bomb that never detonates.

One of the reasons why the devil is truly scary is that even if the devil descends to earth and dies, he is banished to hell.

Most of them are those who will try to squeeze through even a narrow gap as long as the door is opened by those who are trying to summon them at any time.

'That's why I'm trying to prevent a demon that has been banished from trying to summon it again.'

So, if you look at the fact that I can banish demons on my own, from the empire's point of view, I can't help but welcome it because I can deal with demons in a way that is almost free in terms of profit and loss.

Of course, she doesn't really deal with demons for free, and the princess knows that she can't serve me for free, so she said she was willing to promise me a certain amount of compensation for each task.

So now is the time to look at the attitudes of the three denominations that have realized its value.

'ruler. How is it going to come out now?'

Now the representatives of the three denominations were unable to say anything.

The calculation of profit and loss is probably coming to an end in my head.

The three people had almost confessed their hardships through their previous conversation, and Camellia clearly pointed that out and introduced me as the person who would be most beneficial to the empire's national position.

'The princess's decision is for the greater good of the empire. In order to scout out a reasonable alternative, he accepted me even while trying to break away from the kingdom alliance, and by deliberately making me his knight, it means that he made me a definite power of the empire. If such a thing had been said this far, anyone would be able to think of it in their head, but expressing their intention to reject me could be interpreted as expressing their intention that the church that made the rebuttal would not be very interested in the prosperity of the empire. .'

The structure of the design was solid.

If you respond well, you are a loyalist, but if you respond incorrectly, you are no different from a traitor.

In the end, the three people who came as representatives of each denomination all gave their judgment in favor of Camellia.

“The princess's insight has never been astray. Paladin Aleph, I will clearly convey the princess's wishes to the three heroes of Rugal.”

“Thank you for your understanding. Paladin of Rugal.”

“Hehe. It's always been that way. A sudden but understandable action. Not only this old man, but other people will feel that way too. Still, I get it. Princess Camellia has never been wrong before. At least I haven't suffered any losses by continuing to trust the princess, so I'll try to trust her until I'm wrong at least once.”

“Please rest assured. The determination of Camellia Schaden Steyer, which the Cardinal has seen so far, is that even though she has put down the name of Mortis, she will not betray the expectations of the Cardinal and Red Purge, who have a true heart for the empire.”

“...”

However, only one person, the Bishop of Lehier, was unable to hide his dissatisfaction and remained silent.

'Rather than a representative, he is someone who feels more like a child.'

In reality, he was too young to be a representative, but still, he was too emotional.

Maintaining silence now that the representatives of the other two denominations have also agreed is a situation in which one's own denomination will be the only one who does not agree with the opinions of the other denominations.

And that judgment could be interpreted favorably as indicating that the Church of Lehi is not very supportive of the prosperity of the empire.

Nevertheless, Bishop Setias, who was the first to offer his opinion to Camellia and continued to confront her, distorted his expression as if he had something left to say.

To put it mildly, the other Witch Hunters who followed behind as attendants secretly tugged at their collars from behind, expressing their opinion that they should retreat for now.

'You said Witch Hunter has a small number of members. 'Isn't the average lifespan that high?'

Unlike the two representatives who looked a bit older, Bishop Setias and the attendants behind him all looked quite young now.

You can tell that the intentionally rolled-up hair is a hairstyle to look a little more mature to others since he is a representative of a religious denomination.

Rather than being the type of person who has reached a high level early in life and thus has no signs of aging, I think she might be the same age as the princess, who has just turned 20, or perhaps a year or two older than her.

'I wonder if that's why he's trying harder to fight the princess and not lose.'

Just when it seemed like the story was going to end with Lihi remaining silent, Bishop Setias finally couldn't bear it anymore and took a step towards where the princess and I were, and spoke the last words.

“... I will be honest. However, I would like to say this as an individual, Setias Erian, a Witch Hunter, and not as a consensus of the Church of Lihere. Could you please allow me?”

“Allowed.”

The principal's actions seemed to be unexpected, as the other Witch Hunters' faces seemed to turn pale.

On the other hand, Setias began pouring out what he wanted to say to Camellia, whether she knew it or not.

“I won't deny that the princess's insight into people is the best in the empire, but I still think it's a leap. This is unbelievable. I heard that the demon that appeared in the Kingdom Union's Grace Territory was the intermediate demon Hearth Dillian.”

“That's right. An amorphous devil, a devil with the theme of childhood innocence, Hearth Dillian.”

“Hearth Dillian is, of course, at the bottom of the mid-level demons in terms of level, but under certain circumstances, he is a demon that is close to a high-level demon. And according to what I actually heard, Hearth Dillian, who appeared in the Grace Territory, succeeded in absorbing the theme so rapidly that the situation turned out to be positive for the devil and he was looking at a promotion in rank.”

“That’s right.”

“So, I can’t believe it. In order to banish intermediate demons, a large number of elite trained knights or groups of holy knights are needed, and priests must also join with them to separate the combined themes and perform the banishment ritual.”

“I know well. Just looking at the sheer number of people, it requires close to a thousand people. However, it is possible for the number to decrease as there are more skilled people, and it is said that having a few elite people is more stable when it comes to expelling demons.”

Camellia narrows her eyes as she raises her teacup and drinks for a moment, as if trying to recall a memory.

“About 200 years ago, there were only 30 members of the Empire's mixed order, several paladins and archmages from each tribe's magic tower, the rune knight of the Duke of Theoroi, the first knight commander of the Sohan Knights and a self-proclaimed mercenary king, and other positions. I remember there was a case where heroes of all abilities joined forces to stop a mid-level demon.”

“That said, more than half of them inevitably died. And that example is one of the greatest feats of our ancestors in the history of the empire, and is still a story known to children like a fairy tale.”

The vicar’s voice grows louder.

“But the princess's knight single-handedly expelled Hearth Dillian, the devil who was in the best situation for the devil and the worst situation for humans, because he was made up of only a small number of people? That's not to say that all members of the Deshade Church rushed in and succeeded in expelling them, but are you telling us to believe that they did it alone and with their own personal strength?!”

The protesting voice was almost like a scream from the beginning.

The vicar's hand is clenched tightly, with fingernails cutting and blood flowing out.

Camellia’s reaction when she saw that was-

All he did was make a slightly frowning expression, as if he were dealing with a troubled child.

Camellia waited a little while until the vicar's passion subsided before answering.

“... Bishop Setias. Of course I understand. Witch Hunters have had the largest number of deaths so far in terms of percentage. 'If such a thing was really possible, what would happen to the Witch Hunters who have died so far?' I am angry for a reason that can be understood as not being able to control my anger enough in front of me.”

The act of closing and opening one's eyes for a long time to express condolences.

After a moment of silence, Camellia continued speaking.

“But as always, I always think about the prosperity of the empire and try to make rational decisions. And I hope that Bishop Setias will not be afraid of conflict with me for a long time for the sake of the empire, and I will accept your understanding and trust in this right here and now.”

After speaking, the princess slowly raises her arms and claps twice.

Clap clap-

The huge main door leading to the first floor responded to the loud applause that echoed in the reception room.

The door with the imperial family's emblem on it opened outward, and a maid holding a medium-sized, antique-looking box and two soldiers returned their weapons and entered.

The maid, who had received enough training to become a maid, approached us with somewhat frustrated steps. Following the princess's glance, she placed the box in the middle of the table in the living room and opened the lid of the box.

Then, the people of the three denominations were shocked to see the items contained inside the box.

“... Princess, what does this mean?”

“Hmm... The princess has finally decided to send this old man away... This makes me a little sad.”

“Dae, how on earth did you bring this item so carelessly?!”

Although there are different reactions, there seems to be a generally unified opinion.

However, the object inside the wide open box was something I had no idea what it was.

A silver necklace with what looks like a black magic stone the size of a fingernail embedded in the center.

The princess, who noticed that I had no idea what this was as she saw me not reacting in any way, pulled the box to me despite the others' efforts to dissuade her, and placed the entire box in my hand and said,

“Can you see it? My knight, Lee Rim.”

I see “. Clearly. So what is this?”

“This is the imperial family's secret treasure [Eternally Cursed Chronian] where a lesser demon is sealed.”

'The devil is sealed.'

Hearing that Camellia was talking about a demon, he partially summoned Deshade's armor with only the gauntlet.

Then, I stroke the black jewel of the necklace I am holding in my hand with my thumb.

‘Isn’t it fake? 'There's no reaction?'

A gem that doesn't receive much response just feels a bit shabby compared to the grand name it contains.

But it seems that wasn't the case for others.

The paladin didn't adjust his posture as he watched me stroke the necklace, but he kept his body tense with a lot of strength, the cardinal's eyes widened slightly and he smoothed his beard without stopping, and the vicar looked at me with astonished eyes. .

At the same time, as soon as I lifted the necklace, several maids lifted the entire huge table between us and moved it away, as if the princess had already instructed them to do so.

Camellia laughed and enjoyed the reactions of others, then gave instructions to me.

“Now, Bishop Lee Lim. Now show everyone your power. So that the low-level devil contained in that necklace can be banished to hell.”

As for me, I still couldn't interpret the meaning of each of my movements, but after hearing the princess's words, I took the necklace and went to the center of everyone.

As we stare intently at the brilliant black jewel, Camellia gives her first command.

“Convince everyone here.”

        
            [Convince me.]

The command Camellia gave was simple yet abstract, so I was confused.

To be precise, the reason I couldn't help but feel something close to absurdity was because I didn't receive any hint from Camellia.

'If there was a need to hold a show, isn't it right that we should have talked about it in advance when we were on the second floor?'

No matter how skilled a magician is, if he is suddenly caught on the street and asked to perform a magic trick, he will become nervous.

It is said that even people who receive contract killings become embarrassed when they commit accidental murder, and it would be even more absurd for me, a mere bishop who has not actually memorized a single prayer, to suddenly ask me to do something about the devil.

'It's rough from the beginning. 'It's too much.'

As someone who had received orders without consultation, I had no way to express my dissatisfaction in this place, where other denominations were present, other than cursing the princess in my mind.

It seems that Camellia had already anticipated how the meeting in this parlor would proceed.

Otherwise, the messenger she sent would not be able to stop by the palace's treasure trove, complete all legal procedures, and bring back this item called the imperial family's treasure at the right time.

Well, that doesn't mean there's much of a difference.

'Whoa... what can I do? 'If I have to peel it, I have to peel it.'

He looks at the necklace, expressing deep regret that his boss, the princess, is a person who treats people harshly.

'Looking at it, the black jewel in the center is a low-level devil.'

In some ways, this is a quiz.

'The name of the necklace is [Eternally Cursed Cronian].'

Judging from other people's reactions, this necklace should not be picked up or handled carelessly in this way.

'Even though I'm a bishop, I don't know anything about work.'

The problem is that although I am a bishop, I do not know any of the rituals of a priest.

Let alone sacred magic, he has not yet learned the small magic used by adventurers, such as simply starting a fire.

Like the Paladins who specialize in dealing with demons, the Witch Hunters who are said to have various talents to catch witches, and the high-ranking priests of each denomination, the banishment ritual to return them to hell naturally does not exist as mental knowledge.

But if you think about it again, Camellia's intention is for me to banish this devil in my own way.

'That's what it means to convince. I don't mean to set an example. It probably means that there is no need to follow the methods of other denominations.'

I don't need or know how to follow regular procedures.

What the princess wants from me now is to introduce myself to everyone in as flashy a manner as possible.

Other denominations are already carefully observing and preparing for how I will behave.

'Everyone will take care of the aftereffects.'

The Paladin and Witch Hunter were stiffening as if they were thinking that I might be handling this low-level demon in the wrong way, and the Cardinal made eye contact with me and smiled for a moment, but he also stored up divine power in his body. He was prepared to use sacred magic at any time.

After all that preparation, what was left was their half-worried, half-curious gaze.

It seems like someone is whispering in my head, ‘Churai, Churai-’.

Everyone is looking forward to seeing how they will eat the local food that they are seeing for the first time.

'The bigger the impact, the better.'

If so, the answer has been found.

'At least since it's your first time meeting me, I can't look down on you as there is such a thing as a battle of spirit.'

As we have high expectations, we put on a show that will live up to those expectations.

'Formalness is luxury.'

If a lobster is served, he picks it up with his hands and breaks its back and eats it. If a steak is served, he bites into it eagerly.

As I was trying to do as much as I could, there was one thing that immediately came to mind.

'Gaia's Paladin destroyed the Book of Wen Grain with overwhelming divine power.'

A scene where a paladin banished a demon to hell by applying pressure that exceeded the magical power that the demonic creature could accept.

It's a bit ignorant, but it comes to mind as a cool way to show the power gap.

So, I summon the magic sword.

In order to give as little information as possible about the identity of my sword to others, I made the artifact into a magic sword as quickly as possible, using somewhat grandiose movements so that even if they recognized it, it would appear to be a type of weapon or magic sword given by God.

'It may be small, but if this is a demon, it is an opportunity to absorb it for sure.'

Of course, I also have my own thoughts.

More is better.

Camellia told me to try banishing the devil, but I don't know how to banish it. Instead, I can absorb the entity itself.

Right now, I'm already oversaturated with the magic power of the three beings that have settled in my soul vessel, but I think I can accept more than just one low-level demon.

“Hoo... Oh my, sorry.”

When the cardinal saw me creating a magic sword, he made a noise to himself, but when he saw that the others were still, he covered his mouth.

'He's a kind of bustling old man.'

I lost sight of him for a moment and held the necklace in one hand and the magic sword in the other.

Geek-

When the magic sword touches the jewel, the sound that is heard is the normal scratching sound of the jewel being scratched.

gulp-

However, the sound soon changed in the silence as someone swallowed dry saliva loud enough for everyone in the living room to hear.

[Gigga Gugge Gigga Giggage

'mimesis? No, it feels like the seal is broken and the sound flows out.'

Did you say he was a low-level devil?

The devil who was sealed in a silver necklace revealed his true colors when he brought the sword to him.

He applies his will to the sound of jewels being scratched, causing fear in people.

The devils I've encountered so far have always been like this.

[게게게케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케케기케케케게케케케케개캐캐케계컈캐키키키컈켸-!!!]

By making bizarre noises that no living thing can make and suppressing them, they preempt fear and break their will before entering.

In fact, the attendants of the three denominations and the maids in the villa who are currently in the living room look horrified when they hear the sound.

Although there was no one collapsing due to being overwhelmed because the people serving everyone were serving people, just making noise was enough to create anxiety.

That's why I knew right away, having encountered the devil many times.

“You must be a worthless guy.”

It's actually nice to see the devil screaming like this.

The reason low-level or mid-level demons let out such blood-curdling screams is to hide in confusion any points that could be disadvantageous to them.

The Great Devils, who really have no doubts about their own abilities, do not make such undignified screams or only roar to boost morale before fighting, but other than that, they are surprisingly polite and cultured.

Then what you need to do is simple.

He begins to insert the magic sword deeper into the damaged jewel.

Crackling- Crackling-

[I'm going to have a good time...?]

The devil lets out a scream and then panics.

It will be so.

The devil must have thought that people would take a step back at the sound of the seal being broken, so he tried to take advantage of the opportunity to jump out, but there's no way I could take it so lightly.

'This is the whole and heart of this guy.'

If the abstract concept of the soul is made up of these little gems, nothing is easier.

As I continued to push the magic sword deeper and stronger, the sound the demon was making suddenly quieted down.

[Ge... Gee... Geegh...]

After seeing that, he puts Deshade's armor on his body as a final preparation.

[Stigma]

Deshade's armor made of divine power but pitch-black.

“That's the knight of the evil god Deshade, whom I only heard about through rumors. Dark Knight...”

Bishop Setias's words echo quietly, and the paladin reacts to the sound of the Dark Knight and looks at me closely.

Cardinal Comondor, who sensed what I was going to do from now on, cast a holy spell on everyone in the drawing room.

After seeing that, I changed the shape of the sword in the middle of the devil's magic.

From a magic sword to an explosive sword.

Jeok-

It happened at the same time that the gem was completely shattered and light burst out from within.

Explosion with vibration.

Flash-

Magical power possessed by low-level devils.

The jewel, which is both a soul and a mass of magic power, explodes in all directions in response to the magic sword.

Paat-

Black light bursts out from the jewel and shatters the ceiling of the villa that the sacred magic could not protect.

Babababababa-

The glow continued for several seconds.

Even though they are low-level, a devil is a devil.

The demon that had lost all of the magic stored inside the jewel became a small stem and was absorbed into the magic sword, and the shattered jewel smoked and lost its black light.

Fragments of magical power fluttered across the sky, fluttering high in the air and then slowly settling down.

Ssss-

“Finished.”

I show Camellia the empty, gray silver necklace.

Mission accomplished.

As Camellia said, she succeeded in absorbing the devil in the name of expulsion in the most extravagant way possible and in a way that others could not follow.

And when I had completed all of that, I looked at Camellia and she-

He was angry with a smiling face.

“... Very well done. Article Lee Lim.”

The devil's magic is fragmented and disappears at the slightest touch, but it has the property of polluting the surroundings.

Even though everyone else is distracted by the sudden burst of light, they begin to move to prevent further secondary damage to the second princess' villa.

The attendants of the three denominations hurriedly use their own methods to erase the ashes before the devil's magic descends.

Meanwhile, Camellia points to the open ceiling of the villa and speaks with her eyes.

'I definitely told you to convince me, but I didn't tell you to destroy the villa.'

Instead of speaking to Camellia like she did, I tell her with my eyes and at the same time, with my body, by holding and raising my thumb in a position that only she can see.

'It's an additional thing. Necessary sacrifices, things like that.'

'You can take this as a protest against me not telling you in advance what was going to happen, right?'

‘How could I commit such disrespect? I simply faithfully carried out Camellia's orders.'

'Damn you.'

'I agree.'

Our conversation with just our eyes ended with a maid approaching the princess holding a parasol.

“Princess, please change your seat.”

“... That should be it. Still, I will finish the meeting and leave.”

Camellia, who blocks the sunlight coming through the open ceiling with a black parasol, speaks to the three other members of the church who are staring at me.

“Well, quite some time has passed. No matter how much they wanted to meet me, there were so many people with so many things to do in their respective churches that they had been sitting in one place for too long. I guess I'll have to start organizing the final bits soon.”

Camellia concludes the meeting, now fully in control.

“Now, since everyone has seen it and is convinced, I will give you an order from now on. From this time on, my knight Irim will follow my orders and deal with the beings that are eating away at the land of the empire. So, if each denomination believes that it is an agenda item that will cause great damage to them, report it clearly and borrow the power of Knight Lee Rim. I would like to ask you to make clear, objective judgments without judging each other, and to cooperate as much as possible. Bishop of Setias?”

When the princess calls the Bishop of Setias, the Bishop answers in a bit of confusion as if he is out of his mind.

“Yes? Ah... yes.”

“Looking at it, the most urgent thing right now is that Sabat's tracking is not going smoothly.”

“... Yes.”

“I think what I ordered before was an outrageous remark and I will apologize. I clearly understood the anger expressed by the priests of Lihier that they could not cooperate with the Witches of the Blue Rose.”

“... Thank you.”

“Still, since Sabbat has been spotted, we can't just ignore it. So first, I will send my knight to the sanctuary where the witch's knight Baphomet is sealed. After the guy who hides the witches is banished to hell first, Sabbat's pursuit can proceed normally again. Since they are priests who serve evil spirits, they will feel a sense of kinship with each other, so I believe they will cooperate well. Is it done?”

“Okay.”

The parish priest responded clearly to Camellia’s words.

Upon seeing the vicar's appearance, the Witch Hunters who followed behind him as attendants also breathed a sigh of relief.

As a princess, Camellia made many concessions, and as Rehero, it was a narrow line of negotiation that did not lead to a catastrophe in the relationship with the empire.

“Next, Paladin Aleph.”

“Yes.”

“I know how brave the Holy Knights of the Rugal Church are.”

“Thank you.”

“However, they are the Holy Knights of Rugal and at the same time, they are children born and raised in the empire. I hope you know the difference between recklessness and bravery.”

“I will tell you as is.”

After speaking with the two denominations, the next denomination is Red Purge.

This time, Camellia didn't seem to have much to say, but the Cardinal spoke first.

“Hmm... Princess, I would like to ask you just one thing.”

“Tell me.”

“I understand why the bishop of the Deshade Church acted as the princess's knight. However, if this person's job from now on is that of the princess's knight, what role will the Church of Deshade play in the prosperity of the empire?”

The cardinal's words were definitely something that needed to be pointed out.

I understand that the princess scouted me because my personal power is sufficiently threatening to many beings in the empire, but at the same time, I am in the position of a bishop of the Deshade Church.

By making that point clear, the Cardinal is trying to get assurance that the princess of the empire will not focus her favor on one religious order.

Camellia also realized the cardinal's intention and responded right away.

“I will point this out honestly. The three denominations called the Spirit of the Empire are trustworthy, but it cannot be denied that that trustworthiness was a loyalty born from the checks and balances of each denomination because they did not want to be absorbed by the other.”

“... I'll admit that. To be honest, the reason each denomination has been overdoing things until now is because they have been influenced by such thinking. Even though they obviously breathe under the same Mortis sky and have lived for a long time, even this old man still feels unfamiliar with the other two people here. Hehehe.”

At the cardinal's words, people from other denominations looked at each other briefly and then looked away.

It seems impossible to deny the fact that exchanges with different denominations have been surprisingly unprecedented.

“Deshade denomination will serve as a stepping stone connecting each denomination from now on. Their main job is to manage funerals and the cemetery where many heroes who have died for the empire and those who will continue to work hard in the future will be gathered to rest.”

“It is a national cemetery for heroes... Certainly, each denomination has held funerals internally in its own way until now.”

“That's right. Although we will make separate announcements later, we will ask the Deshade Church to provide a haven for future heroes in the hope that each church will seek to understand other churches and achieve a more unified goal. For that purpose, a large tract of land near the eastern border of the empire was handed over to the Deshade Church.”

“I understand.”

After speaking, the princess looks at me.

As I listen to the princess's words, I once again take a moment to speak with my eyes.

‘You must have heard that well, right? This is what your church will do in the future.'

'So please tell me about that in advance.'

The small abandoned village of Leven.

Although it was a fairly large pasture, it was strange that no one was cultivating it.

It seemed that the princess had given us territory with that very thing in mind, as she thought she would allow us to settle down in a land with a fairly large plain.

“Anyway, this is the end of the meeting. Let’s all go back.”

That's how the meeting ended.

Each denomination bid farewell to the princess according to etiquette in their own way of greeting, and the princess also responded to them with the royal family's blessing and sent her away.

I also followed Camellia's words and left the villa after hearing that an order would be sent later.

        
            As a child, Henin was sickly.

To what extent, exactly, when he was young, when children of the same age could go far outside the castle on their own to collect firewood, Enin would gasp just by going up to the temple of Gaia on the hill in the small village.

Still, Enin continued going to the village shrine to pray as long as his physical strength allowed.

Prayer was the only hope for the sickly young Henin.

You can survive only by accumulating feats little by little and sublimating them through consistent prayer.

By praying to Gaia every day, Enin sublimated the feats he had accumulated and was finally able to run around as well as others.

Henin did not stop praying there and continued steadily.

And those efforts bore some fruit.

When Enin gained enough stamina to travel to the next city on his own, although it took a long time, the Great War broke out.

This war was on a different level from the common fights for honor between the five kingdoms, civil wars caused by rebellions, and sporadic tribal invasions of different races seeking food.

The person who points a sword at a human hero is a hero of a different race who was born superior to humans in everything, including physical ability.

The defensive magic that the Archmage chanted while coughing up blood was shattered by the magic of the flying young dragon.

The wisdom of the sage was destroyed by supreme beings who were of higher rank and had lived longer.

In the midst of such a great war, the only thing Ennin can do is,

It was about running away.

My parents died, my hometown burned down, and my will to live disappeared.

All I could do was repent in my head and in my mouth, wondering what on earth I had prayed for every day.

Then I met Lee Rim.

After meeting Lee Rim, Enin decided to start a second life.

I started praying to Gaia again where I had stopped, and somehow, stubbornly, I moved forward step by step to achieve my dream.

After training every day, I was drenched in sweat, so I threw myself on a bale of cheap straw and fell into a deep sleep.

As the torment-like daily life continued and she was once again devastated, Enin had a dream.

A nothing special dream.

Enin was standing in front of a tree small enough to be called a sapling, strangely located in the middle of a vast field of golden grains.

What he is holding in his hand is a wooden bowl containing a sip of water, which is very precious to him.

I don't know why.

But the water is the only possession that Enin in the dream has.

In the dream, Enin holds a bowl of water and looks at a small tree.

Unlike the abundantly ripened grains, the trees were extremely dry.

Enin gave all the water he had to the tree.

I don't know why.

Although it was obviously a precious thing, I gave it to the tree because I thought it was water that would never become anything just by holding it.

The tree that had water in its roots became a little more alive, and Enin woke up from his dream feeling a little dizzy.

Such dreams were repeated from time to time.

To be precise, it felt like a dream had come to Enin.

But it's not exactly the same dream.

Enin watered the tree every time he saw it, and the tree grew more and more each time he saw it in his next dream.

Instead, Enin felt that the intensity of the dizziness and weakness increased with each watering in the dream.

But I couldn't stop doing that.

Contrary to how the person in the dream was getting tired, Enin in reality was gradually maturing.

Although his height did not grow much until after his coming-of-age ceremony, perhaps because he resembled his parents, his body became stronger.

My daily life is completely different from when I was young.

Enin was out of breath the least even though he was carrying more than twice the weight of others, and even when he had just become a soldier and was training with noble cadets, he always took the top spot in terms of strength.

So every time Enin saw the tree in his dream, he gave it water.

And today, Enin dreamed of a tree again.

“... It’s been a while. How have you been?”

The tree has now grown to the point where it can be called a giant tree rather than a sapling.

The huge tree, which is over an arm tall and cannot be surrounded even by ten men gathered around it, is a tree that grew after drinking water given by Enin.

Enin thinks as he looks at the water in the wooden bowl he holds in his hand in front of the tree again.

A small town named Leven.

The Ennin and Deshade Churches, who fled from the Kingdom and settled in the Empire, repaired the buildings in the small town and settled down there.

In the peaceful bed he managed to find, Enin always thinks about it before going to sleep.

‘I am too weak.’

Enin, who promised that he would even try to stop the dragon for Lee Rim's sake, ended up falling midway.

The others stood up to help Lee Rim until the last moment, but Enin collapsed.

I thought I had definitely gotten stronger, but I couldn't stand upright next to Lee Rim.

Even though he had to be strong so that Irim could always come back, he knelt down.

So Enin stands in front of the tree and strokes its strong bark and says:

“... It's still not enough. I have to become stronger.”

When was the last time you met a tree and gave it water?

The interval between meeting trees has grown over time, so I don't have exact memories, but Enin remembers one thing clearly.

That day, right after giving water, Enin woke up from a dream feeling as if his entire body was falling apart.

“... Ah, it was that day. The day I was able to manifest my magical powers at the place where I went to rescue Eila.”

When I look back on my memories, this comes to mind.

Now it is clear.

Enin was becoming stronger by watering this tree.

And you never know when the next time you see a tree will be.

The pain may be worse than before, but we cannot miss this opportunity.

“Please take care of me today as well.”

With a conviction so strong that it contradicts my tense body, I pick up a bowl and approach the tree to water it.

I was about to tilt the wooden bowl like that.

“Just stop there.”

Someone held Enin's hand.

Enin, who was stopped from giving him water, looks up and follows the white hand holding his wrist.

What was there was a woman wearing a brown cloak with sunset-colored hair who suddenly appeared in the middle of a golden field where no one was there except Ennin and the giant tree.

“Trying to squeeze even more out of a life that has been saved is a foolish thing to do.”

“Not Gaia...”

Gaia appeared before Enin's eyes.

At a glance, Enin realized that the woman holding his wrist was Gaia.

When the members of the church met Gaia, Enin was unconscious and had no memory of meeting her, let alone hearing her voice, but she knew it at a glance.

“How...are you here?”

It is a foolish question to ask a God who can realize many things that are not yet possible for humans.

However, Gaia sincerely answers Enin, who is surprised to see her.

“When I treated you, I took part of my body and gave it to you.”

After speaking, Gaia carefully leads Enin.

He places the wooden bowl he is holding on the ground, then bends down and hugs Enin.

“I’m sorry. He is a devout child who has always prayed for me since he was born. Your prayer always rang in my ears, but at that time I was no longer a god, so now I can give you the answer.”

Enin, held in Gaia's arms, felt warm even though she had only a brown cloak on her body.

“Gaia, are you really Gaia?”

“Yes. My name is Gaia. This is the Gaia you prayed for.”

Gaia tells Enin inside the cloak to look away from the giant tree.

“Stop it now. You have already tried hard enough.”

Enin begins to fall asleep as the warm voice rings in his ears.

However, even when Enin closes his eyes to Gaia's words, he answers straight.

“No... no. I promised to stand next to Lee Rim. In order to do that, we must seize the opportunity now to continue following Lee Rim in the future.”

“If you need strength, I will give it to you. Although I can't give you that much strength right now, after enough time passes, I will give you the possibility of being comparable to a hero.”

Gaia said and stroked Enin's neck.

Flash-

Then, a sentence was engraved on the nape of Enin's neck.

A cross made of four feathers.

However, the pattern was not the white feather used by the Gaia Church, but a green-colored feather.

“This is my true power as Gaia, not the false divinity created by the greedy humans in the wilderness who deceived me. This is a gift for you who always prayed to me. It is a power just for you, for the one and only child of Gaia. I'll give you this strength, so just stop.”

“No. Lee Rim is a person who walks quickly. I am a person who moves constantly. If I want to catch up with Lee Rim, I need strength right now to be helpful like everyone else.”

“You don’t have to be by my side in that way, right? Look around. Aren’t the people with you only doing their best?”

“...”

Enin cannot easily respond to Gaia's words.

Seeing Enin like that, Gaia reveals her true feelings to persuade Enin further.

“I got greedy.”

“... Greed?”

“Yes, greed. I don't know if you realized it, but you're not satisfied right now.”

“... That’s not true.”

“No, you are feeling anxious right now. As time goes by, other people are becoming impatient that the distance between them and the man is narrowing.”

“That means jealousy. But I'm not jealous. I like the people around me as much as Irim.”

“Are you sure? But now you want to get ahead of them. You want to win over the guy you really like and the girl who happens to be closest to him.”

“... It's unreasonable. That is the distance from Lee Rim that Sisul decided on his own. I'm not coveting that.”

Henin's continued denial.

Gaia eventually became angry at Enin's attitude.

“Then why on earth! Why are you trying to become so strong, even exchanging your life for power? ”

At one moment, a strong wind blew through the wheat fields.

The benevolent atmosphere that Gaia had exuded disappeared with the strong wind.

The arm that was holding Enin affectionately used too much force and tightened Enin, and Enin moaned in Gaia's arms.

“Off...”

Gaia immediately realized that Enin was in pain and quickly relaxed her arms.

“I'm sorry... I'm sorry...”

“... Oh, no.”

Awkward atmosphere.

Ennin realized that although it was painful, Gaia did not do it with bad intentions.

Gaia came to stop him.

When he saw that his only true believer was making the wrong choice, he took action.

Nevertheless, Enin firmly expressed his intention, and soon Gaia realized that she had no choice but to look at Enin's decision with sad eyes.

Gaia is an evil god.

The reason he became an evil god was to distance himself from the unpleasant priests who borrowed his name and who now hold the kingdom union in their hands.

Therefore, although Gaia is an evil spirit who is free and can do anything, she does not try to control Ennin like those priests do.

Instead, until the end, I just give advice with all my concern.

“... From then on, the limit will be about two times.”

“... Yes.”

“This is an advance payment. Accelerating your power by sacrificing your life will cost you what you gained.”

“... I'll keep that in mind.”

“The person you want to be by your side may pass away before you can create the world you want to see.”

“I was prepared.”

Enin answered Gaia's words and held up a wooden bowl.

And take a look inside.

“This is my first time seeing this in person.”

The inside of a wooden bowl that I've never seen before.

What you thought was water was your future.

The visualized life was contained within a wooden bowl, sparkling more than anything else in the world.

“No, even though I noticed it, I probably didn’t see it.”

Enin approaches the tree holding the lifespan.

And I also look at the tree closely for the first time.

What is there is yourself in the outside world.

Enin is a human tree that might have grown at a normal rate and lived a normal life.

That is the form that Enin's soul vessel takes, and by dedicating his life to it, Enin continues to become stronger.

Gaia thinks as she looks at Enin like that.

It was a coincidence.

By a very small chance, Enin gained the ability to objectively visualize himself while still being human just by wishing for it.

And there was another coincidence.

Enin was born as a human with the longest lifespan, a human with a long lifespan who appears about once a century.

'If this were the case, this child would have lived a life that could be called eternal life for a human being.'

Even humans who had trained their magical powers to the limit, and even wise men who had realized the truth of the world, could not live longer than Enin.

Enin's natural lifespan is actually the longest among all humans born so far and those who will be born in the future.

Enin's sickly body was the beginning of Ennin's plan to grow stronger over time, as his future life, unlike other humans, was infinitely long.

However, Enin used his lifespan to make up for the weaknesses of his sickly body.

Coincidence and coincidence overlap.

Originally, it was the final decision of warriors and heroes, the final growth prepared to overcome adversity by sacrificing all of one's remaining lifespan, but Enin built up his strength layer by layer by sacrificing the extremely long lifespan he gained by chance over and over again. Goes.

Everything is for one man, who decides to use his life that could have been spent observing history to take up arms.

Crippling-

Enin pours his life into the giant tree again.

I don't know how many times I've poured it so far.

But Henin knows.

The lifespan used in this act is repeated.

This tree opened the way to encounter it by chance, and at the same time, it was a foreign tree even to Gaia.

The first tree may have sucked a few seconds of Enin's life, but the more it sacrifices the next and the next, the more life it consumes each time it is watered.

“Ugh...”

Stumble-

How much life has been lost this time?

That's something even Gaia can't know.

Enin made another determination and collapsed.

Still, this time I didn't end up lying alone in the middle of a golden field.

Gaia approached Enin just before he fell and hugged him as he fell.

Gaia spoke quietly while brushing the hair of the fainted Enin.

“I sincerely hope that this will be your last stubbornness for the man you love.”

        
            Leven, an abandoned, derelict village 30 minutes by horseback from the nearest city.

Although the Deshade Church, which has established itself as a parish in the village, is able to spend quite a leisurely time, it is still busy.

There are many empty buildings that need repair as they have not been touched for a long time.

Even though there is no one to sleep in the empty buildings right now where even the floors are rotten and you could fall if you take a wrong step, this is something that will have to be fixed at some point since Leven is land that was given to the princess by the Deshade Church. do.

So even today, the people of the church are slowly repairing the buildings at the top of the hill, except for the three buildings located at the bottom of the village that have half-submerged basements.

land- land- land- land-

“Ugh, if I had known this would happen, I would have followed my brother and stopped by the capital. I don’t know what this high-level person called Trickster is doing right now.”

“Well, Peria, didn’t you say there isn’t much to do there even if you go there? Since there are separate tricksters who have settled down near the capital and are managing rumors, they couldn't do business there, so they said they wouldn't follow them.”

On the roof where the sound of hammering echoes.

In the middle of the roof, Feria, wielding an unfamiliar tool, and Astesia, holding a basket of nails next to her to keep it from falling, are chatting.

“Well, that's what I'm saying... To be honest, it's because I'm sick of hammering on the roof for days.”

“Really? It's nice to be up on the roof with Peria...”

“... Are you saying that in a mean way?”

“Hehe. When I was in the kingdom, Peria's waking hours were the opposite of mine, so we didn't have much time to talk together.”

Seeing Astesia smiling brightly, Peria straightened the angle of her wrist holding the hammer, which had been unconsciously relaxed.

Bean- Bean- Bean- Bean-

“Ugh, it’s my fault for drawing the wrong lot. If we had been in the same group as Aila, we would have secretly gone into the forest together.”

“... hehe.”

Peria's grumbling words sting Astesia, but she laughs it off.

Peria didn't know it until the end, but in fact, there was Hwarim's trick in the lottery that was made to form groups of two before starting work.

'Peria, that child's personality is such that he doesn't want to work long hours. So, Astesia, please stay with Peria. I'm sure he won't run away alone and leave you behind.'

Hwarim’s insight was accurate.

Astesia and Peria are the only two people of the same age, and because she willingly gave away the pure tears of a succubus, one of the important ingredients needed to make Peria's medicine, Peria especially treats Astesia as a friend.

If Peria had been with other people, as soon as she started work, she would have given various reasons, saying that she had nothing special to do but had gone to town, or would have been lying down in a corner out of sight of others.

So, Astesia also understood that Hwarim was thinking that way because she had seen Peria for a long time, and after knowing how Seonferia would move, she agreed to take action in advance.

Ribbons of various colors were tied to the ends of the swallows that Hwarim had made, and it was decided that people who pulled ribbons of the same color would form a group.

And the order of drawing lots was intentionally made so that Feria came first, and then Astesia.

'When you first settle down, make sure you are next to Peria. I'll turn the lot in the direction where the child is, and you can put your hand in next.'

'Ah, I get it! I'll do my best to never get caught!'

'Hehe, that's amazing.'

Afterwards, as soon as Peria drew the red ribbon, Astesia used the power of Asmodeus to draw a lot of the same color as Peria, and succeeded in becoming a group.

'I'm really glad that I'm now good at manipulating magic.'

Normally, Peria, who is already sensitive to magic, would have reacted immediately after using magic power, but Astesia's regular training to find out how to handle the devil's magic power more efficiently was seeing results in unexpected places. .

So in the end, Peria teamed up with Astesia according to Hwarim's plan, and Astesia said she would take care of repairs on the roof with Peria, preventing her from escaping.

However, the probability that Hwarim would draw after that was reduced by the fact that Astesia and Peria were in the same group, so it was an added bonus that Hwarim made a displeased expression because he was in the same group as Aela, who he did not want to be in the same group as.

“Cook...”

“Huh? Why are you smiling?”

“Oh, no. I just remembered something from a little while ago.”

In the end, Astesia let out a small laugh as a series of peaceful little incidents came to mind one after another.

While watching this, Peria narrows her eyes and looks at Astesia.

“... Astesia, aren’t you thinking more and more like the devil?”

“Yes, yes? What does that mean?”

“I think you might not know it because it’s just your appearance, but ah! Of course, having more laughter is a good thing. But Astesia, you are still like that, and when Aila was scolded by Hwarim, you were laughing as if it was fun?”

“Well, did you do that?”

“Yes. Well, I'm not saying it's like the kind of demon that really infests hell, but it's a bit... um... ah! Okay, should I say it's like a little devil? It feels like that feeling is gradually cutting into my body.”

“Uh, um... I didn’t know that either.”

“Of course, that doesn’t mean it’s bad. I actually like Astesia better because it looks lively.”

“Hehe, hehe...”

Astesia blushed, wondering if she had laughed so much recently that others would notice.

Of course, it wasn't really about rejoicing in other people's misfortune, it was just a laugh of small joy that comes from living together like that, but it was a little shameful to show it to others.

flutter- flutter-

Meanwhile, what caught Feria's eyes, not knowing why Astesia was blushing, was a pair of bat wings fluttering behind Astesia's head.

The wings, which represent Astesia's emotions at a fairly high frequency, caught Feria's eye today.

“... Astesia.”

“Oh, yes?”

“Have you grown taller these days?”

“Yes? Height? I've never really measured it...”

“Stand up for a moment.”

Even though it was on the roof, the scaffolding that had been made in advance for the work was stable thanks to Aila, who has a good sense of balance, who was in charge of making it.

The two people put down the things they were holding and stood side by side.

And Peria was astonished to see Astesia, whose eyes were located about two noses above hers.

“It’s grown... It’s grown! What?! When did you grow up this much?!”

“Huh? Yeah, that's right. Obviously, in the past, if you and Peria stood together, your eyes were in exactly the same position.”

Unlike Peria, who lifted her heel and tried to meet Astesia at eye level again, at least temporarily, Astesia looked down at Peria in a relaxed manner as if she had no idea what was going on.

“Um... Ah! Could that be the reason?”

“What is it? what? Please speak quickly.”

“Peria's sleep is a bit irregular and she tends to go to bed early in the evening. Could that be the reason?”

Astesia tried to come up with an excuse that she thought was acceptable to Peria, who narrowed her eyes, but it didn't make any sense to Peria.

“... Are you kidding me? If you thought you could soothe me with just those words, you were wrong. Even though I am a mixed race person and grow slowly, I have never heard of a succubus growing so quickly, even compared to other demons, whose lifespan is extremely long?”

“Well, even if you say that, I can’t guess anything other than this reason...”

“Keuuuugh... Betrayal, this is betrayal...!”

Although he was dissatisfied, Peria, who happened to be up on the roof at the time, had few ways to eliminate his dissatisfaction.

At best, he just bows down and ponders what the difference is between Astesia and himself that has led to such a sudden difference in their growth.

In front of the empty abandoned houses at the bottom of the hill from the side where the ferias are, two people look up for a moment due to the commotion.

“... Ennin. Did something happen up there? Peria is crouching down. Should I come and take a look?”

“It’s okay. From the looks of it, Peria is probably even pretending to have a stomachache in an attempt to run away from work.”

“But if it really hurts...”

“If you really had a stomachache or something, you would have screamed so loudly that everyone could hear?”

“Well, that’s true too.”

Thistle and Enin rolled up their sleeves and held the tools for a while, starting with Peria's scream, and went to rest.

“Rather than that, how about we stop here and take a break?”

“Of course. Repairs to the remaining abandoned houses may have to take a bit longer. I think I might be able to do the repairs cheaper if I use the wood in the forest... but as expected, there is a huge shortage of labor.”

“From money to manpower, it's exhausting to think about how we can provide it. They say there is no deadline, but if you are thinking about future events, it would be better to have it in your head.”

After talking like that for a while, the two of them lost concentration for a moment, so they decided to take a break and sat down on chairs outside the abandoned house with a table between them that looked like it was about to break.

“Phew...”

“...”

A break to enjoy some quiet time.

The two people, whose minds were pounding because they had been evaluating repair estimates for an abandoned house for a long time, had taken a break and could rest in a comfortable atmosphere, but a strangely uncomfortable silence hovered between them.

The reason it has to happen that way is because each person measures their timing.

Ennin was trying to tell Thistle what was inside of him, the thoughts he wanted to bring out to Thistle someday.

'How should I speak up in times like this?'

However, as expected, the mouth does not open easily.

Enin vaguely knows.

I feel like the timing is a little off.

Originally, after the fight with the corps commander, Ennin decided to tell Thistle what he had been thinking about.

However, the fight was harder than expected, and it took Enin quite a while to fully recover after fainting.

It's something in between.

There was something big happening between Thistle and Lee Rim.

Basically, people in the Deshade Church, with the exception of Peria, consider sleep to be important.

Lee Rim and Hwarim have become accustomed to their habits from their time as a soul soldier, so they sleep when they get the chance to preserve their physical strength. Aila also comes out of the door with a lively expression in the morning, but only goes to her room once in the evening. If you stay indoors, you won't even think about coming out because of how deep you sleep.

In addition, other people tend to go to sleep and don't come out often.

'Thistle often drinks with Lee Rim in the evening.'

Henin knows other people's patterns well.

Thistle and Lee Rim are well aware that they sometimes end up drinking late into the night even when they are in bed.

So, Enin was trying to somehow bring out the story that was going on between the two people, but Enin himself, who had never been in a relationship, didn't know much about what exactly happened.

‘Can I just say one word? I also want to become closer to Lee Rim.'

The problem was that, unlike Enin's mouth, which he had simulated dozens of times in his head, his lips did not separate easily.

No permission will be needed.

Henin thought there was still room to intervene.

'In particular, neither of them said that they were dating or that they were dating. yes. That's why it's going to be okay.'

It was a time when I was gathering courage and gathering courage while saying things I did not know to whom.

“Ennin.”

“Yes? Ah, yes!”

A series of fleeting moments that I kept putting off.

At the moment Ennin was endlessly piling up resolutions in his limitless mind, Thistle spoke first.

However, Thistle did not speak up right away.

Even though Enine answered, a little, it could be called a little, but after a period of silence that was much longer than expected, Thistle spoke again.

“... Enin.”

“... Yes.”

Upon hearing that name, Enin noticed something.

Enin was not the only one who was thinking while sitting across from the worn-out table, which was turning from brown to gray.

Thistle was also thinking while sitting in front of Enin and taking several, dozens of breaths during the time he was resting.

However, if there is a difference between Thistle and Enin, the weight of worries that Thistle had to deal with before making a decision was heavier than Enin, so she was able to strengthen her resolve to speak out more quickly.

At least Enin thought so, and it was indeed so.

Ennin couldn't help but widen his eyes at what Thistle said next.

“Enin.”

“... Yes.”

“Actually... I spent one night with Lee Rim.”

        
            “... Yes?”

“He, he... I slept with Lee Rim.”

Ennin clearly heard Thistle's words clearly.

So, he didn't mean to ask back, but he just responded because he knew what to do and that was the only thing he had to say in a situation like this, but Thistle cruelly confirms it by saying the same thing again, but in a different form.

'slept. 'I spent the night.'

Intuitively, this can be interpreted as simply saying that they spent the day in the same bed.

However, this is a relationship between two adults.

In Enin's opinion, they were two people who seemed closer to each other than anyone else, so if Thistle's words had really been intuitive, there was no way Thistle would have said this with a red face like she had never seen before. was shocked.

“Actually... it happened before Lee Rim left for the capital... Oh, well, of course this is natural, but it was the night before that, right? Actually, that day...”

Thistle then began to explain intently to Henin.

It's not like he's bragging overtly, but he's trying his best to bring the shocked and frozen Ennin back to his senses by explaining the whole story just a little bit before saying what he wants to say.

And Enin, who continued to listen to Thistle's story,

I was jealous.

Ennin was so envious of Thistle that he couldn't watch any longer, so he lost focus and his eyes became blurry as he skimmed through Thistle's story.

'You can always, always stay ahead.'

It was always like that.

Even though Enin clearly met Irim before Thistle, Thistle always went next to him before Irim.

A position closer than yourself.

A person who is more familiar than yourself.

A relationship that is more affectionate than your own.

I don't know how much the two actually had, but at least Enin felt that way.

However, I wasn't jealous.

Enin likes Irim, but she also likes the people around him just as much.

'This is a position that Thistle achieved through hard work. The reason Thistle was faster than me was simply because I was less active than Thistle.'

Instead, I felt sad.

And I started to feel sad.

'But still- still. If I had been a little more greedy, if I had wanted to be by Lee Rim's side even a little longer, would the outcome have been different?'

Pop-

Pop-

“E, Enin?”

Tears flow with my thoughts.

Once the tear duct bursts, it continues to drip, leaving dark tear marks on the old wooden table.

Thistle saw this and quickly got up and approached Enin, but Enin could not stop.

“I’m sorry, Thistle.”

“Oh, no. Enin, that's not it...”

Ennin felt sorry for Thistle.

I knew how much Thistle liked Lee Rim.

So, Enin was so disgusted with himself that he cried in a situation where he couldn't even truly congratulate him, so he felt sorry for crying.

If you say you have no regrets, that's hypocrisy.

Still, Ennin wanted to congratulate Thistle, even though it meant giving up the relationship he wanted to someone else.

“E, Enin... that...”

“... It’s okay.”

“Yes, yes?”

“Congratulations. Thistle.”

“Yes?”

“The reason I cried was just because I was embarrassed. Because I vaguely knew how much Thistle liked Lee Rim. So congratulations. Thistle.”

Henin tries hard to convey what he wanted to convey to Thistle.

Even though no matter how hard I try to stop the tears once they burst out, they don't work as intended, I try to smile.

“No, that's what I was trying to say...”

“It’s okay. Just as Sisul liked Lee Rim, I also liked Lee Rim, but I have no regrets. Even though it may be one step too late, I have no intention of getting in between two people who decided to date each other.”

“Please tell me...”

Ennin kept trying to say something to Thistle in response to what he was saying, but he didn't have the presence of mind to keep listening.

Enin thought that Thistle was just trying to say something to reassure her, but instead, Enin just kept saying things to reassure Thistle.

'This is very bad.'

So Thistle decided to use a slightly stronger method and put it into practice right away.

“... Enin! I’m sorry!”

“Yes?”

The rare sound of Thistle speaking loudly.

Enin was greatly surprised by Thistle's appearance, and had no doubt that this appearance would probably be recorded in Enin's memory as the memory of Thistle's greatest surprise.

However, not even a second after Enin thought that, because of what he did next, what he thought would be the memory of Thistle screaming the most as a surprise turned into the second memory of being surprised by Thistle.

thud!

“Kaaaeu!”

“Aaaah!”

butt.

Head to head.

In terms of classification, it is classified as a fighting sport, and it is an attack that cuts bones in the physical sense, which can be demonstrated by people who mainly use martial arts to clamp down on their opponents while their limbs are mutually sealed by the opponent.

The skull, which was originally created to defend the head, is so strong that it can be used as a weapon.

One problem is that the reason for its sturdiness in the first place is to protect the things in your head.

Therefore, the headbutt is actually an instinctive attack weapon that is inevitably used as a last resort, and is not very effective because the moment it is demonstrated, the head becomes a mess.

So, Thistle couldn't bear to put his hand on Enin, so he tried to calm down Enin, who seemed to be having a breakdown by forcing a smile, as his complexion worsened as time passed, so he headbutted her in the quickest way possible.

'is it so. 'I'm sure this was the best choice!'

Although it was a somewhat ignorant method, Thistle, who had been thinking about it for a short period of time, thought that the current headbutt was the most efficient method.

The inevitable cost of such actions would have been pain that Enin had not considered at all.

“Quaaa... Sis, Sisul. What the hell is this...?”

Tear glands also have nerves.

Enin's tear glands, which had been pouring out the ever-growing sadness by converting it into moisture, were stopped for a moment by headbutting, and thanks to this, Enin came to his senses from the pain and looked up at Thistle.

Thistle tells Enin that she, too, has tears prickling at the corners of her eyes, giving strength to keep them from falling any further.

“Ennin!”

“Yes, yes!”

“Don’t be so quick to give up on happiness!”

“... Yes?”

“Enin’s happiness would have been to create a world where everyone is happy, right?”

“That’s right.”

“But isn’t Enin yourself somehow lost in the sight of such a happy world being created?”

While Enine was confused, wondering if Thistle had suddenly diverted from the conversation to a completely different direction due to shock, Thistle continued speaking.

“Ennin. For me. You will live happily ever after. I promised that to Deshade, and I want myself to be happy.”

“Ah, yes...”

“But. I think that in order for me to be happy, I want everyone around me to smile as well. I think that kind of scenery is true happiness.”

“... Yes.”

“So. Enine. I want Enin to be happy too.”

“Well, even if you say that, I still don’t understand...”

Enin still felt the pain in his head not go away.

This is understandable: on one side is Enin, who is abnormally strong compared to others, and on the other side is Thistle, an apostle whose physical path is different from that of ordinary people due to Deshade.

The pain caused by those two people headbutting each other will not go away easily.

Jijijik-

Coo!

Was it because the aftereffects of the headbutt were transmitted to the worn-out table the two people were sitting at between them?

The moment Enine pulled back slightly, wincing in pain, the table shrieked one step later and completely broke down.

Thistle looks at the completely shattered table and thinks he may have been a little harsh, but he speaks steadfastly.

“... Hmm, hmm! Anyway. I'm doing this because I have something I need to tell Ennin. Could you please listen carefully?”

“Ah, yes...”

Although Enine feels that Thistle's appearance towards him does not convey any sense of intimidation, looking at the broken table gives him a somewhat scary feeling, so he calmly listens to Thistle's words.

“Ennin. I am roughly aware of the concerns that Enin has been dealing with up until now. And, I hope Enin never stops.”

“That means...?”

“I wouldn't think it would be unpleasant even if Enin liked Lee Rim or wanted to get closer to him. Rather, if there is anything I can be of help with, I will help you.”

Ennin didn't understand Thistle's words.

That's right, Enin thought that the two people who had even slept together had become so deep that they couldn't interfere anymore.

Of course, it is not very common for adults to swear that they will become eternal partners just because they have sexual intercourse once.

However, Enin knew that Thistle and Irim, whom Enin had seen so far, were both people who tried to care for the people around them, so Enin gave his blessing, confident that the two would never break up.

But now, Thistle was saying something strange and incomprehensible, such as allowing Enin to come between her and Irim, who had no place to intervene anymore.

So Enin organized Thistle's words within his own common sense and went through the process of verifying them.

“... Thistle. Please listen carefully to see if what I think is correct.”

“Okay.”

“So, Sisul, you’re saying it doesn’t matter if I become Irim’s concubine?”

“Yes? no. I don't mean that.”

And Henin couldn't help but be confused once again by Thistle's euphemistic answer.

‘You’re not dating? 'You two didn't sleep with the assumption that you would become a couple in the future?'

Enin feels that his dizziness is getting worse again, but he can't help it.

For Enin and Thistle, who were born and raised in the Kingdom Union, their view of marriage is in line with the Kingdom Union's universal view of marriage.

Once two people enter the empire, their values may change significantly later, but in a united kingdom, it is common for a man and a woman to marry, and in some cases, they may take a concubine due to their inability to bear children.

Of course, on the surface, the reason is universal, and to put it simply, it may be for some reason, such as bigamy for political reasons, or simply because a married man and woman with a passion for each other lusted after each other, and as part of their responsibility, publicly took another woman as a concubine. , or being called privately is quite frequent.

So, Enin wondered if Thistle wanted to talk about their current relationship as a concubine, but she denied Enin's guess with an expression that said she really hadn't even thought about it.

“I don’t understand at all-”

In the end, Enin had no choice but to fall into the labyrinth of thought in order to interpret Thistle's words again. Seeing Enin like that, Thistle strengthened her resolve once again and clenched her fists and spoke.

“... I'm sorry, Enin. I may have no choice but to go to shock therapy one more time...!”

“Ugh...! No, no! are you okay! Because I came to my senses, it really worked! It's just that I don't understand it well. Sisle, could you explain it in detail again?”

“Is that so? Well then, that's a relief. Actually, I was a little… no, quite sick.”

Immediately after Enin stops Thistle from regaining her resolve, Thistle speaks more directly to Enin.

“Ennin. For me. I don’t think that family has a fixed form.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Irim and Peria are closer to each other than most siblings, but in reality, they are not related by blood at all.”

“That’s right.”

“And so do we. We all get along well under the roof of the church, but in reality, we are not all related by blood.”

“... That's right.”

“But just because other people set the standard like that, does Enin really think that we are no better than real family?”

“No. I definitely don’t think so.”

Enin answered firmly.

I don't know anything else, but I could definitely answer that it wasn't.

Although the form was a gathering of people who were only gathered under the roof of the church, and in fact had little to do with each other in terms of blood, Enin also thought that their relationships with everyone were comparable to that of a real family.

So, even though Thistle ended up dating Lee Rim, Enin wanted to congratulate the two on the fact that they could become closer and happier as a family.

Thistle smiles in satisfaction at Enin’s answer.

“Thank you. Enin clearly told me that he thought so, and I finally gained the courage I needed.”

Thistle gets closer to Enin.

He placed his forehead on the forehead that was starting to heat up a little bit from the strong impact he had made a while ago, closed his eyes, and spoke quietly.

“For me. Since we are married and all, I don't want to draw a line between us and take turns. We think it would be nice to find a way to make each other happy in our own way. So Enin. Don't hesitate. Please convey Enin’s true feelings to Irim.”

“Ha, but...”

“It’s okay. Lee Rim also agreed. Other people will understand. We can all be happy in our own relationship, in our own way, in our own form.”

Heat is transmitted to Ennin through Thistle's forehead.

Thistle generously conveys the warm body heat that Lee Rim once received from holding her hand to Enine.

Because I love Lee Rim.

Because I love Enin that much.

Because Lee Rim loves the people he loves.

Enine senses the sincerity contained in that body temperature, and instead of feeling suspicious, he longs for the last piece he needs.

“... Are you really okay?”

And Thistle gave Enin the last piece he wanted.

“It’s okay. We already know how important that man is to each other.”

Thistle knelt down and hugged Enin tightly.

At such an action, Enin shed tears again.

However, the tears now were not tears of sadness and self-loathing, but tears of joy and relief.

Enine shed tears like this and hugs Thistle tightly, giving her strength.

“Okay. However, it will take some time. I have a promise to myself.”

“Yes. I'll wait as long as I can.”

“After I reach a position where I can understand myself, I will also confess to Lee Rim.”

“I hope Enin becomes happy as soon as possible.”

The two then stand apart and smile at each other.

“... Because there is no such thing as softness?”

“I promise never to say that.”

The two people clenched their fists and stuck out their thumbs to each other, regardless of who did it first.

It is a gesture that signifies a promise commonly used in the kingdom union.

It is an act of sticking out the thumbs, which is essential when holding weapons to each other, to indicate that there is no lie and at the same time signifying an oath.

“... Thank you. Thistle.”

“With Lee Rim, we all become happy together. Enin.”

The two people ended their conversation by bumping their extended thumbs together.

There was about a day left before Lee Rim arrived from the capital.

In this way, the two people's decisions became aligned with each other.

        
            Deddd-

A four-horse carriage runs along a well-maintained road.

A carriage decorated with the imperial family's emblem, a three-legged eagle.

No one can touch the carriage with the embroidered flag of Mortis, the founder of the empire, and the golden embroidery emblem representing the imperial family.

The merchants who occupy a large portion of the national highway also quickly move to the shoulder when they see the imperial family’s flag.

Unlike the Kingdom Alliance, there will be no sudden outbreaks of bandits, bandits, or groups of heretics.

If you are outside the distant border, if you are banditting inland, a plethora of knights shouting that it is time for training will launch a hand-to-hand attack, and the heretics who do not give in to the empire and try to reveal their dark intentions will attack medium-sized denominations, including the three major denominations. It burns as a white flame by the heresy judges dispatched from the field.

Of course, for an empire that occupies one region, the damage would be too great to touch, and although there are neutral beings on the other side who have no intention of crossing the line, most of those beings are given appropriate titles by the imperial family or have mutual interests. It was agreed that there would be no infringement as long as the conditions were consistent.

Other than that, the person who could attack the imperial family's carriage could be a survivor of a rebel family with a bounty on it who once rebelled against the empire and was completely defeated, but that is definitely not something that happens often in the first place.

Therefore, the journey was bound to be comfortable with no interruptions.

It just runs aimlessly.

When the coachman asked me how I was feeling, I answered with a cliche that I wanted to hurry back. The coachman took my words seriously and kept the horses running with quite a bit of energy, so I just stared at the same scenery all day.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

A carriage is not just a carriage.

The carriage prepared for Camellia on her way back and forth was more than a carriage ridden by the imperial family's messengers; originally, it was a carriage that only the royal family could ride.

Chairs with soft cushions and a self-service wine bar occupying one corner remind us of the daily lives of modern wealthy people.

Even if I became the princess's direct knight, it would still be an undeserved favor.

“But I don’t really like it.”

However, a favor is a favor, and a dislike is not a favor.

'This makes it certain. Gombang was good at driving carriages.'

No matter how good the carriage is, I am not satisfied with it.

I feel like this carriage has no consideration for its passengers.

While driving the carriage, Gombangi controlled the speed himself while paying attention to the people riding behind him.

On the other hand, the carriage I am riding now is made up of four horses born in a high-quality stable with good bloodlines and boasting of their strength without hesitation as if they were boasting about having driven the royal family.

Thanks to this, I am suffering from extreme motion sickness in a carriage with no consideration at all.

“Damn... There are four horses pulling a carriage carrying two people. Four horses. It would cost a lot of money to feed them all.”

He doesn't even hide his complaints because he knows the coachman sitting outside can't hear them.

“In the first place, Gombangi was said to be a guy with a good sense of life, so much so that if you let him out during the trip, he would go somewhere and eat his own food on his own... Wow!”

Grumble-

“... Phew. If you haven't used it for a long time, your windows will be very stiff.”

While I was trying to find all sorts of quibbles in the shaking carriage, I opened the window because the pottery was coming out.

I just stared at the scenery outside for a while, trying to calm my motion sickness somehow.

‘One sheep, two sheep, three sheep – wait, this doesn’t apply to the current situation. 'Am I really an idiot too?'

Rustling-

“Huh?”

Then I heard the sound of something in my pocket moving in the wind outside the window.

“Ah, that’s right. I gave you a note.”

When I searched my pocket, what I found was a small folded note.

Before leaving the castle, a maid carefully approached me and handed me a note saying I could open it on the way.

“... Okay. Let’s take a look at this.”

Peria sometimes says that I don't have a good sense of humor, but if nothing else, I think my sense of sight is pretty good.

The maid who passed the note to me just before departure was clearly a maid who was working at the princess's villa.

The note the maid gave me probably didn't mean that she gave me my contact information out of admiration for me who had suddenly become the princess's knight, but it probably meant that it was a note containing something so secret that Camellia had to pass it along while keeping other people's attention.

If I see a note, I open it carefully, thinking that now would be the perfect time, as the coachman is driving the horse hard.

[Bishop Lee Lim. I hope you have a safe journey back. Rather, you will have no choice but to go comfortably in the first place. It's not just anything else, it's a carriage that Camellia handcrafted from the wheel axles when she was young.]

“Crazy, was this homemade?”

It means an all-rounder.

When it comes to people who are talented in many fields, I think Camellia is definitely an all-rounder.

I heard that all the people of the royal family received education in various fields without discrimination from a young age, and at least once had the opportunity to experience first-hand what the common people did.

However, even if that were the case, most people just understood that there was this kind of hardship, agony, and hardship, and it is said that there was no one like Camellia who wanted to see the end of what had already been started.

“But still. To make a carriage for yourself to ride just because it was properly lit... I can only say it's madness.”

Camellia's madness made me speechless to the point where I couldn't even come up with various words to express it. For a moment, I shifted my gaze to the real business written at the bottom of the note.

[Please write briefly. After you return to the church, two people from the Lehi Church will come to guide you a few days later. One of them is a spy planted by me, so if they contact you, follow them carefully.]

“... As expected, it looks like you won't be able to go around rescuing demons with ease.”

The contents of the note contained a story so secret that it could have been secretly passed down to anyone except the source of the carriage.

‘He is a spy planted in the Church of Lehi...’

Camellia herself said that the reason she decided to accept me as her knight at Ars Magna was to use me to weed out the three churches in the empire that had grown too powerful.

'This should be seen as a secret plan that Camellia is personally leading rather than the position of the royal family.'

This was probably done to introduce the spies planted in the Lehi Church in a natural way before starting the work of weeding them out.

'But it's all good, but at least write down the spy's impression properly. 'How should I tell them apart?'

However, although Camellia said that a spy was contacting her, she said that there were two people who would come to me to guide me in requesting help to replace the Blue Rose Witches in the Lehi Church.

I can roughly guess why there are two people visiting.

A place where all three denominations gathered.

Among the three denominations, the Lehi denomination showed the least unity of opinion.

There are now less than 100 Witch Hunters.

Still, they proudly came to meet Camellia as one of the pillars of the three denominations representing the empire.

However, even though it was such an important event, their attitude was not that united.

'In response to the remarks made by the parish president, we were divided into two groups.'

Bishop Setias came as a representative of Lihier.

The parish priest seemed quite hot-headed and immature to be considered the representative of a religious denomination.

'It was too hasty to be considered a statement made by a representative of a religious denomination.'

Every time the parish leader said a word, the other Witch Hunters who followed behind as attendants showed polar opposite reactions.

One group showed a loyal attitude, as if they agreed with the vicar's words of being rude in front of the princess, while the other group sighed, as if they knew that whatever the vicar would do no matter what he did or not, and tried to stop them if they thought it would become too big a problem. showed.

'Two clearly divided groups. If they think they're at odds, it's understandable that two people would come to guide me. This probably means that for the sake of balance, one person from each group will be chosen as a representative.'

I could roughly understand how things were going.

There is only one thing that is disappointing.

'So, since it's a message secretly delivered anyway, it won't be leaked, so if I clearly tell you the spy's impression, is there anything that can be added?'

I could have predicted that one of the two groups of guides would approach me as a spy planted by Camellia, but it was unfortunate that there was no way to know which of them was the princess' messenger until I contacted them first.

As I thought about that, the motion sickness disappeared and I slowly got closer to the religious land.

“... Hmm?”

Then, while driving down the street, someone catches sight and stops the carriage.

Chiri ring-

There is no need to make noise and call the coachman.

As I pulled the string inside the carriage, the bell on the driver's seat rang, and the driver naturally stopped the carriage.

Squeak-

Immediately after the carriage stopped, I got out of the carriage and spoke to the person behind us who was walking in the same direction as us.

“Lady. Where are you coming from?”

“Oh, you were really my brother?”

There was Peria riding on Gombangi's back.

“What is it? Aren’t you surprised? I suddenly tried to embarrass him by pretending that a nobleman I didn't know was talking to him.”

“If you were thinking of making fun of me, why don't you at least disguise yourself? Do you think I won't recognize you?”

“... Is that so?”

Peria’s words make me feel embarrassed and scratch my head.

“Besides, nobles usually don't try to talk to tricksters first unless they have business to do. Especially in the case of guys who are annoying, they leave first.”

“Was the trickster the one above the official level? My thoughts were short.”

If you think about it, from the nobles' point of view, if they talk to a trickster for no reason, they might get caught up in the conversation and end up saying various things without realizing it, so it's best not to talk to them first unless you want to buy information or do something.

“When I saw the imperial family’s emblem on the carriage, I wondered if my brother was riding there, but I was right.”

“Thank you for making it so boring. Anyway, so where have you been?”

“I had some business to do in the city and was on my way back.”

“Really? You're not skipping work on the excuse of running errands and then going back, right?”

“... Isn’t that right?”

Judging by the fact that he was slightly slurring his words, it looks like he was in trouble today as well.

Still, I couldn't just criticize Peria, as her information collection was always solid even though she was always busy, so I decided to just overlook it.

        
            As I was talking, I felt like one side of my vision was blank. As soon as I thought about why, I immediately noticed this oddity.

“Did you cut your hair more than that?”

“Yes. Aila said she thought it would be a good time, so I cut it.”

“It’s been a while since I saw you. That head.”

“Is it because it’s been a while since I’ve gotten shorter too? The nape of my neck was a bit cold.”

Even though it was a coincidence, it was nice to see Feria, whom I hadn't seen for a few days.

Peria had cut her hair short.

It seems that Aela, who thought that her hair was sufficiently imbued with the magic of moonlight, gave her a haircut this time.

“... It's a bit late to say it now, though.”

“Then why don’t you do it?”

“No Mr-”

“Hahahahaha! Give it a try! I'll see where I can find it.”

“... So, I was wondering if you have any objections to cutting your hair.”

“Specifically? There is no such thing as short hair or long hair, right? Because I’m a person who doesn’t really care about my head.”

“Really? That's it then.”

“Still, there is just one thing that bothers me.”

“What is it?”

“For some reason, it seems like if I just cut my hair, I will die in the near future.”

“No way, it must be a coincidence.”

“Can you guarantee it?”

“No?”

“Then what did you believe in when you said that?”

“... Persimmon.”

“Fucked up.”

“This is really why I always talk nonsense even if other people care about me-”

“Hahahahahaha!”

As soon as I met Peria for the first time in a while and we were bickering, the coachman came up to me and spoke to me politely.

“If someone you know is going to the land of the religious order, how about having them ride with you?”

“Oh, I think it’ll be okay. This is a bear too... hmm, hmm! Because there is a horse.”

While listening to the coachman's words, I look at Gombangi, who is scratching the back of his neck with his front paw while taking advantage of the opportunity when Peria gets off.

Scratching- Scratching-

“Kuuu-.”

Gombang yawns as if he was dragged out of his sleep.

“The Deshade Church’s words are also excellent. The louder the horses' neighing, the more powerful their lungs are.”

“Hahaha... Yes. Well, not only the lungs but also the gallbladder would probably be good.”

“Yes? Need to write?”

“No. I'm talking to myself.”

It seems that the driver appears to be a horse due to the magic cast by Eila.

Even in the case of Gombangi scratching the back of its neck with its front paws like a moment ago, it just looks like a horse digging into the ground with its front paws.

However, unlike him, who saw Gombangi as a horse thanks to magic, it seemed that this was not the case for the other horses, and all four horses raised by the royal family were in a stiff state.

'Is it because of the body odor?'

The coachman said it was okay when I told him that there was no need for Peria to ride with him. He brought Gombangi with him and tried to tie him up with the other horses in the carriage, but the other horses reacted violently.

Purr purr-

Heeheee!

“Hmm? These guys! Why is this happening all of a sudden...? Oh, sorry, sir. For some reason the horses don't want to move.”

“Well, it’s worth it.”

'It's not another animal, it's a bear, and it's also a demonic beast.'

The driver tried his best to calm the horses after that, but they could not calm down easily.

Peria and I could barely suppress our laughter at the desperate screams of the horses as they tried to somehow tie themselves and the horsemen together.

“ is strange. They are trained so well that they can go into battle with the knights...”

“This is okay. Since it's been a long time since I met someone from the same denomination, I'll walk slowly from here, so it's okay for the coachman to go back now.”

“Yes? Umm... I really appreciate your consideration, but I'm really sorry.”

“What. It seems that even horses sometimes feel like acting foolishly.”

With that, I send the coachman and the carriage back and slowly walk to the cult's land with Peria on the bear, sharing information about whether anything special has happened so far.

Peria told me that while I was away, she and the others had completely repaired the house that was in the best condition, and I told her all the stories that had happened in the castle.

“Hmm. So, by order of the princess, you were ordered to banish the witch knight Baphomet?”

“That's right. So, I think I'll probably have to leave again for a while when the Lehi Church people come in a few days. Anyway, I don't know where to go.”

“Save the devil. My current brother is a natural enemy to demons, so I guess it won't be that difficult. Well, rather than Baphometra...”

When Peria saw me complaining, she closed her eyes and rocked her body from side to side on Gombangi's back, then slapped her palm and said.

match-

“Ah, I remembered. The sanctuary of the witch knight Baphomet. It’s not that far from where our church is located.”

“Oh, really? What is the distance?”

“Approximately a day's distance by horseback?”

“What is it? Is it okay for the place where the devil is sealed to be that close?”

“It doesn’t matter. Because it is a sanctuary. Well, you know roughly what sanctuary is, right?”

“I have seen it in the sanctuary of the Gaia Church.”

What immediately comes to mind after hearing Peria's words is the sanctuary of the temple that I saw while fighting Gaia's paladin.

Gaia's church's vocal band and priests continued to pray without giving in to the aftermath of the Paladin's fight, and although it was temporary, Gaia's temple functioned as a sanctuary.

“You’re saying that the devil is sealed in that sanctuary, right? If so, it will be easier to get things done.”

I felt a little more at ease thinking that I could eat it raw than I thought.

In my interpretation, the sanctuary is a sealing place created by the three religious denominations of the empire to suppress the power of the devil.

I thought I could do it again and again, such as killing a demon whose power was weakened by such a seal.

However, after thinking about that, Peria told me, who was confident, that it wouldn't be like that.

“If it’s the devil’s sanctuary, it might not be that easy.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“My brother seems to have misunderstood something, but the place he is going to is not a sanctuary created to seal Baphomet, but a sanctuary declared by Baphomet to protect himself.”

“... Huh? Can the devil create a sanctuary?”

“Yes. Even if a devil is a being, he is only slightly different from God. Rather, unlike humans, who require extensive preparation to declare sanctuary because there is a limit to the power that a single human can handle, demons who are skilled in ancient magic can easily declare sanctuary as long as they have enough power.”

“... Holy shit.”

I guess I was greatly misunderstanding something.

sanctuary.

In my perception, the sanctuary, meaning a sacred area, was something unconditionally divine, a space filled with divine power that gave great strength to the believers of that god, but it did not seem to be the exclusive property of religious denominations. am.

For some reason, I feel like this will not be an easy task, so I ask Peria some questions.

“I heard that there are several such sanctuaries in the Empire. Why did the demons declare a sanctuary and stay there?”

“Because those devils don’t want to go back to hell either. Somehow, he remained on earth for a long time, waiting for the empire's strength to wane.”

Peria’s explanation was as follows.

The demons sealed in the empire are all demons that have succeeded in descending to earth several times since the early days of the empire.

Demons need a lot of preparation to descend once on earth.

The devil can descend only after increasing the size of the pagans who serve him, building a temple, and receiving enough sacrifices to use the devil's own natural power.

Only after such an order is made are the demons able to descend to the earth, and after that, they absorb the desires corresponding to their theme on earth, replace them with power, and wield them freely, attempting to ravage everything in the world.

But there is no way the empire would just leave such a devil alone.

The Empire, like the Empire, if the heretics were to attempt the advent of the devil, it would strengthen each religious denomination to prevent it in advance, and try to block the ritual. Even if the devil did descend, it would absorb enough of the theme and become so strong that it could not even be touched. Before trying to banish the devil to hell.

“Demons who have been attacked so intensively by the Empire think differently. 'uh? Are you a little strong? If this continues, am I really going back to hell? Do we have to trick the humans and make them build an altar from scratch again? It's too much. 'I really don't like that.' And that’s it.”

“Despite being a devil, you are truly human. I guess that's worth it. It took several decades to finally descend to the earth, but as soon as it descended, it would be devastated if it was attacked by the imperial army and banished back to hell.”

“That's right. So the moment the devils are on the defensive, they declare sanctuary as a last resort. The Devil's Sanctuary... roughly speaking, is like this. Gaia's Paladins suddenly became very strong under Gaia's Sanctuary, right?”

“That’s right. I became so incredibly fast that I felt like I was a completely different person, and I was able to use great strength.”

“The devil’s sanctuary is the same. Within the space where the devil has declared sanctuary, the devil's own power becomes enormously stronger. Instead, there are limits. Because there is no other way to absorb the theme within the sanctuary.”

“So the empire has been unable to completely banish the devil until now because the devil has become too strong and has become confined to his own sanctuary. It would take an enormous amount of national power to expel the demon whose power has become stronger due to the sanctuary.”

“It’s like that. The good thing is that the devil's sanctuary has some limitations, so the imperial cults have sealed the devil by covering the sanctuary with a sanctuary they created. To put it simply, it is a double sanctuary.”

“So, the devil who declared sanctuary on his own used up all his strength to declare sanctuary and did not come out from the inside for a while, and in the meantime, the empire did not have the capacity to immediately deal with the devil while causing great damage, so the three denominations took his place. By surrounding it with the sanctuary once more, the devil has become trapped... Is this it?”

“Exactly!”

“... What is it? That.”

“In imperial language, 'Correct answer!' It means:”

After listening to Peria's explanation, I felt like I was losing strength.

“... I thought it would be easy to simply kill the demon. Probably not.”

It's sad that what I thought was just a matter of fighting a demon whose strength was weakened ended up having to risk my life against a demon who was twice as strong.

“The good news is that even if I die like now, I can be resurrected thanks to Deshade’s protection.”

“I think the princess knew that and entrusted the current affairs to her brother.”

“Oh, really! Nothing is easy. It's easy.”

Tuk-

Degurrr-

Feeling the back of my neck getting stiff, I kick a stone on the side of the road and push it out onto the street.

Peria laughs when she sees me like that, extends her arm from Gombangi's back, shakes my hair, and says,

“Don’t worry, brother. We are next to you. You just have to do it carefully and slowly. Demons have weaknesses and such based on their lore, so let’s take advantage of them.”

“... Yes.”

So we walk along the main street.

After walking along the abandoned farmland for a while, I see a sloping hill and see other people on the hill, and I feel happy without realizing it.

'good. 'It's not my first time fighting a devil or anything, so it'll work out somehow.'

Have a positive attitude and wave to others.

Other people were also outside, probably waiting for me to come, and when they saw Peria and me, they waved.

So I arrived at the house where everyone was waiting.

        
            When the Witch Hunters come, I will have to work as a knight for the princess, but until they come, I am the bishop of the Deshade Church.

Everyone who holds the position of bishop wonders what on earth they do in their denomination, but at least in our denomination, what a bishop must do is -

As of now, there is nothing in particular.

I just repair empty houses with other people.

Thump thump thump thump-

Instead of priestly uniforms, they wear old clothes that they don't mind getting dirty, they carry tools instead of law books and canes, and they work while humming work songs instead of giving congratulatory messages to believers.

“Heavenly~ West Virginia~ Blue Ridge Mountains and~ Shenandoah River~.”

“... What is it? What is the place name in that song? Is the world you lived in your hometown?”

“Huh? no. I don’t know either?”

Today, as I was taking my time and humming, Peria started arguing.

“Are you done with just reciting place names without even knowing where the song lyrics are? It’s a very funny song.”

“... Hey. Country Road is a famous song.”

“Yes. yes. I guess so. If you like this song so much, could you please sing it in a more beautiful voice? I don't know what the original song feels like, but I know for sure that my brother's voice never suits me.”

'Hey, Mr.'

After picking up my favorite song for a while, I tore out all the walls of the abandoned house that Feria had designated, threw the crowbar to one side, and straightened my back.

“Whoa... Is this all there is to work hard for?”

“That’s right. Now, even if we try to do more, it is difficult to do with the strength of the people currently in the church. Proper repair construction must be left to the hands of experts, and materials carefully prepared by craftsmen must be used.”

“In the end, you need money.”

“That’s right.”

In fact, the work that I wanted to do first, repairing all the abandoned houses while time allowed, had no choice but to stop at a certain point.

First of all, as Peria said, we don't have money right now.

“Money, money, money...”

“... I think people are starting to become a bit more detached.”

I take a rest with Feria, who is beside me, looking at the abandoned house with blank eyes.

I think about it as I tear at the grass on the floor, but right now there is no place for the money to come from.

We need quite a lot of money.

The Church of Deshade is a church whose bishop is appointed as a knight by the princess.

Since it is such an order, what the Deshade Order looks like is directly related to the honor of the princess, so we have to pretend that we are leading a normal life, at least on the surface.

“Shall I ask the princess to give me an advance if I have her salary?”

“Salary? Is it... long?”

“Hmm... I guess...?”

Peria and I try to talk while looking at each other's faces, but it's ambiguous.

The monarch and the knights loyal to him have an employment contract.

I heard that most of the contractual relationships are in the form of a strict contractual relationship between a monarch and a knight, with the knight being paid a certain amount of goods and items on a monthly or yearly basis in exchange for being loyal to the monarch.

However, these contracts are often made ambiguously unless the assets each party has or the money in their pockets are about to run out.

The salary given to a knight by a monarch is also an indication of his leisure, so he tries to suit the situation as generously as possible, and the knight uses the salary given by the monarch as a measure of how much value he is recognized for. .

And the person who pays me, as the princess's knight, is, of course, the second princess of the empire, Camellia.

However, we do not know at all when the salary will be paid or the specific details of the salary.

Since the other person was the princess of the empire, it was not an issue to bring up in front of her face, and I had many other things to worry about, so I didn't really bring it up.

So we are now in a state of confusion.

“It’s not like there is no salary, but I can’t predict when I will receive it or how much I will receive. It's not unprecedented, but the method and amount of salary varies depending on the monarch and vassals, so it would be meaningless to average it based on the information I know.”

“Still, she will give you a lot since she is the princess. I just wish I could get it sooner.”

“... In the worst case, if the princess sends us our salary next year, we may end up spending the winter without any income.”

“That’s something I’d like to refrain from saying. Should I ask for an advance payment?”

“... I don't think that's a good idea. I just thought of the scene where my brother goes to the princess and asks her to give me some money in advance, and it seemed like the worst thing.”

“Let me tell you, I thought this was a bit of a bad idea. She's not a bank or a corpse dealer, but she's a princess.”

I'm so frustrated that I try to spit out what I was thinking, but it's just as bad.

Of course, that doesn't mean I really have any intention of living just waiting for the princess's salary.

So, I ask for advice from Peria, who is familiar with the circumstances of the empire's religious denominations.

“Then let’s do it like this. Let’s look at how other denominations earn their operating funds and copy from there.”

“Oh, that might work. There may be a way to do this other than interfering with the projects that each denomination is carrying out as if it were a blatant war.”

We finished the work that could no longer be completed and returned home.

Peria reached into the bottom of her bag and took out not the small notebook she usually carried, but a locked book that could be compared to a law book.

“Wait a minute. Let’s see...”

After that, Peria even brought a monocle from somewhere and studied the book for a while, then took out a piece of paper, scribbled this and that, organized it, and then told me.

“Hmm. First of all, if it is the main source of income for each denomination, in the case of denominations that own a large amount of land, they may engage in trading business or import and export resources from land and mines.”

“Huh? I guess the empire doesn't really sanction religions that openly jump into commerce?”

“There are no sanctions completely. However, as there are almost no atheists among the people of the empire, each person tends to have at least one religion, so there are many cases where the livelihood of the people who are church members and citizens of the empire are closely related to the work they do in the church of the god they serve. They are giving permission.”

“Aha. If that's the case, then it's something that can't be helped.”

“That’s right. So, because of these things, the imperial family cannot easily touch other religious denominations. Just because you don't like it, try getting rid of a small or medium-sized religious denomination or a religious order entirely. People who are employed there and make a living are going to end up on the streets and starve to death. Of course, in cases where an adulterous act is committed to the point that it should be eliminated no matter how big the religious order or the top, even if it is the knights or the magic tower owner, that is what they are saying. Although they cut off the head without mercy.”

“... It's very similar to the situation that happens after companies I know go bankrupt.”

“Company?”

“Hmm... something like the top.”

“Ah, what am I talking about? It’s like that everywhere people live. Anyway, the reason the three religious denominations you have to pay attention to from now on are able to maintain their respective shrines and prestige is because they are each expanding their businesses, so please understand.”

“Sure. You can learn about it step by step by visiting other denominations.”

Peria looked satisfied with my answer and went on to the next story.

“First of all, in the case of large denominations, that is the main source of income, and then there are donations.”

“... Mmm. Keep going.”

“Isn’t it called receiving payment from people who mainly go to the temple to restore their bodies? But first of all, it is not the type of treatment that is paid for. It may be blindfolded, but the official position is that people give donations to the church as a way of expressing gratitude for treatment. Anyway, there are cases where you can make money that way...”

“And?”

“Organizing the funeral. Each citizen of the empire has their own gods they serve, right? When such imperial citizens die, they want their funerals to be held according to the style of the religious denomination whose god they serve. But I guess this funeral is a little more special than I thought. If you were to convert all the coffins, decorations, and rituals used in funerals into money, it would be quite a bit.”

“... Our denomination has not had any outside believers so far.”

I still feel like there are only ways we can't touch it, but the story I just heard wasn't bad.

There is no harm in knowing this.

“There was a reason why Camellia asked our denomination to take charge of the funerals of future great figures from the other three denominations.”

I don't know if this was really her intention, but when Camellia met with the three denominations, she came up with good words for us who had no source of income.

“That might be okay. When the princess said that our church's important task is to take care of the funerals of great people from the three other churches, she probably means that we should eat as much as we can. Since they are all huge denominations, there will be a lot of room for exploitation.”

Of course, I have no intention of disparaging someone else's funeral.

The three denominations that will be our guests are so-called pillars of the empire.

Each denomination commemorates great figures in its own closed way, but if our denomination holds a public funeral, things will change.

“Competition will ignite. When a great figure of a certain denomination died, the fire had more firepower, how much pollen was sprinkled, and how ornate the coffin was.”

“If you think about it, it is a huge benefit that the princess gave us such great authority. Of course, the rest of the denominations may have noticed the princess's thoughts, but at most, they will think it's cute that they ignite competition through the funerals of great figures of their own denominations, rather than officiating the funerals of the royal family.”

“Because our denomination is such a small denomination.”

In that case, one thing has become clear as to where the large sums of money will come from.

There is just one problem.

“The biggest problem is that, right?”

“Yes. Funerals, ancestral rites, etc. This means that in order to receive guests, someone big has to die before we can receive them.”

Receiving donations from other denominations for funerals cannot provide a steady source of income.

Of course, in this world, even God cannot know the lifespan of a person unless he is suffering from an incurable disease or a curse that does not know for sure when he will die, but in this world, people with strong power or magic can live that long. It is a world that exists.

What we need are people in each denomination who have a position high enough to hold a grand funeral.

And the fact that such people hold the relevant position or position means that they have enough power to die easily or to age late.

Perhaps it will be more than 10 years before we hold the first funeral using the authority given to us by the princess.

“... This is a better privilege than expected, but it is also a double-edged sword.”

“That’s right.”

Afterwards, I looked through all the books as Peria, but I couldn't come up with a particularly good solution.

All businesses that can bring in a lot of money from the empire are being handled first by large merchants, magic towers, and alchemists.

Since we are a denomination with less than 10 members, there is no way to start a large business.

““... Ugh.””

Peria and I both groaned at the same time.

However, while I made that groaning sound because I couldn't think of a better solution no matter how much I thought about it, Peria was thinking about something big that she was worried about and made it right before she brought it up.

“... Oppa.”

“Huh?”

Peria looks at me with a solemn look on her face.

“I mean us. You promised, right? I will do anything to protect this family.”

“Uh, yes. That’s right.”

Although I feel somewhat uneasy about Peria's words, I continue to listen.

“Actually. It’s not that there is no way.”

“Huh? What is it?”

And Peria put aside my answer to the solemn words she had just said and continued talking.

“Brother, in a few days you will go to the sanctuary where the witch knight Baphomet is.”

“Yes.”

“In fact, Baphomet’s sanctuary is where the empire’s coin factory was located a long time ago.”

“... Aha.”

For a moment, after listening to Peria's words, I made my own guess as to what Peria was trying to say.

“There might be coins there that were minted in the past, so you're saying we should dig them up and use them as operating funds for the church, right? That’s okay.”

It's not bad.

You may think that stealing or stealing stolen goods is a thing, but this is a world with a culture that is a little different from the common sense of the world I lived in.

Even if the adventurers acquire the items of other adventurers who died while climbing the mountain before, or of bandits, or to put it more broadly, of a dead knight who had been left in a cave in a corner of the battlefield for a long time, it all falls on the person who discovered it.

So even if we defeat the witch knight and take the money left over from the coin factory, no one can say anything.

But unlike me, whose thoughts went that far, Peria seems to have been thinking about something even bigger.

“... You are so naive. But, this time, even from my perspective as a trickster, the plan was a bit risky, so I'm really glad my brother didn't come up with it.”

“Huh? no? What is it?”

When I told her to dig up the coins buried in the ground, Peria shook her head, made me sit in front of the table, and stood up.

Then, even though everyone else was away doing their own thing, he suddenly covered all the windows with curtains and crossed the darkened living room to approach me.

“Now, closer, closer-”

“Uh, uh...”

Then he spoke into my ear so quietly that only I could hear.

“Let’s dig out the coin mold plate buried there.”

        
            Unlike economic criminals, not only people who evade taxes are called economic criminals.

Illegal banknotes, counterfeit goods, fake coins, etc.

Distributing coins or banknotes made by individuals, or even coins that look identical to those issued by the government, is considered the most serious economic crime.

“... Hey!”

Just-

“Ouch!”

When Peria tells me to become a prospective economics instructor, I unknowingly throw a tantrum at Peria.

“No matter what, that’s a very dangerous thing to do!”

“But, if you have that, money, money can be copied! And it's not really a crime!”

“It’s not a crime?”

“... maybe.”

“... Okay. Let’s listen first.”

I ask Peria, who seems to be thinking about something, to explain in detail.

To summarize Peria's explanation, it was as follows.

Coins made by the Kingdom Alliance are not accepted for exchange in the Empire now that trade has been officially cut off.

And all the money we have is gold coins with the emblem of the kingdom union engraved on it.

On the other hand, the Empire now issues card-type artifacts, called credit cards, that are carried by individuals, mainly issued by the Empire Bank, and people put their money in them.

This is the final form we arrived at as we tried to solve the problems of extortion, robbery, tax evasion and fraud all at once.

Since the people of our church are now properly recognized as citizens of the empire, it will not be long before we receive permission to issue credit cards.

However, there is a big problem with currency exchange.

Since the coins we have with the seal of the United Kingdom are money that the Empire does not currently accept, the Empire receives the coins, goes through a process of melting them down, turns them into ingots, weighs them, and converts them into money.

“The amount of money lost there is enormous. We currently have 300 gold coins. If the gold coin is melted and only the gold is extracted from it to make a gold bar, the value drops to about 250 gold coins, and from there, 20 gold coins' worth is received at the imperial exchange office as the cost of the trouble incurred during the minting process.”

“You’re taking a lot of money, right?”

“That’s right. What we exchange for 300 gold is 220 gold. They're taking it like that simply because it's the kingdom union's money!”

“So, what can I do if I bring that mold plate?”

“It’s simple. We will remove the stamps on the coins that we currently have with the emblem of the United Kingdom on them, return them to the state of small coins without any emblems, and then stamp the empire's emblem on the coins again and submit them. In that case, the coins we submitted will be treated as coins of the old empire and kept as is. In the case of merchants from distant foreign countries, there are cases where they still receive payment in imperial coins, so in those cases, they accept them as is without melting them down. So, if we just have the mold plate, we can get the full 300 gold!”

“... You don’t mean it ends there, do you?”

“... Of course, they dig up the coins buried in the ground, and also dig up the remaining small coins and turn them into gold coins.”

“I thought so too.”

After hearing Peria’s words, I thought for a moment.

I think now is the time for us to take action.

I became intrigued.

“... Right. It's a bit too much to take that much money.”

“Right?”

“Good. I'll think about it for now. There is no guarantee that the mold plate is definitely buried there.”

“... Well thought out, brother!”

Peria had such anxious eyes, but felt relieved when I agreed with her.

Even though it was a plan he came up with on his own, he seemed to be clearly aware that it was a dangerous plan if someone found out.

At that moment, Reigns, who appeared to have finished everything he had planned to do today, opened the door wide and came in.

Raines stood at the shoe rack for a moment, shaking off the dirt, and when he saw us chatting privately with all the window curtains closed, he felt puzzled and asked a question.

“What are you talking about?”

“Uh, huh? Oh, it’s nothing.”

“That's right. There is no need to worry.”

“...? If so, I won't worry about it.”

Raines didn't seem to really want to know our story that much, so he just went into his room and started taking a shower.

Peria and I decided to keep our plans to ourselves and kept quiet until we found out the existence of the mold plate.

After that, the day was over again and everyone went home.

Everyone washes up, sits down at the dinner table, eats, and talks.

Today, I went to a city near Thistle, and there I heard that two Witch Hunters from Lihere from the capital had settled into a lodging.

“The city was noisy because he came in a carriage pulled by a giant wolf?”

“Yes. I think they will probably stay there overnight and come visit us tomorrow morning.”

“Then I guess I should pack my bags in the evening.”

If the Witch Hunters are here, I have to get ready to go too.

It is said that there is a sanctuary about a day away, but something unexpected could happen there.

For example, there may be a situation where I cannot kill the witch's knight inside the sanctuary at once.

“Ah, Lee Rim, are you going again?”

“Yes. I think it should be so. I'm sorry. It's only been a few days since I came back.”

It's good to settle down in the empire and become the princess's knight, but this is very disappointing.

For me, I wanted to be with everyone, so I did my best to join hands with the princess, but because of my position as the princess's knight, I was worried that I would not be able to spend as much time with other people as I expected, which would happen more frequently in the future. I have a thought.

I feel like it's a waste, but first, I think about the things that are absolutely necessary in a situation where I have to leave tomorrow.

“But first of all, I need someone to create a spare body for me while I am in the sanctuary... It must be difficult for everyone to move at the same time, right?”

First of all, what I am keeping in mind is if the fight with the witch's knight turns into a long battle.

The opponent is a devil from hell.

Now, thanks to Deshade's protection, I fight against demons and get hurt, and even if I die, my soul will not be completely destroyed.

But other people don't.

Now that Deshade is gone, other people should not allow even the tip of their fingernails to touch the devil.

So, it would be best for me to go into the sanctuary alone and fight the witch's knight, but honestly, I heard that fighting the devil inside the sanctuary is quite tricky in many ways, so I thought I could win in just one fight. It doesn't work.

'Even if he is really strong, the good news is that I am used to this kind of thing. It doesn't matter even if I lose once. All you have to do is revive again and again and fight until you win.'

In a way, this is what Camellia truly wanted.

It is a huge benefit for the empire that I, who has a body that can be made cheaply called a soul bottle, can expel a demon that can only be expelled after suffering great damage simply by repeatedly resurrecting it.

Instead, in order to do that, I need people to continue creating spare bodies outside while I continue to fight the demons in the sanctuary.

“Ennin and I know about creating spare bodies. Can we two follow along?”

“First of all, I guess there isn’t really a choice. Because there are only two people who have ever made a soul bottle body.”

“Then, shall we both pack our bags first?”

“I think that will work.”

Enin and Hwarim expressed their intention to accompany me.

Then Aila starts complaining.

“Eeh? Irim, then I won’t be able to see you again for a while? Can’t I follow along too?”

“Bill... It doesn't matter though. Then isn’t the number of people remaining here too small?”

“Hmm. Still, I'm so bored without Lee Rim.”

Aila was simply saying that she was bored, but in fact, she could tell the true meaning through other people.

Thistle did not hide his disappointment when he was told that he would have to stay away from me for a while because he had to remain as another person in charge of the church.

'I, along with Peria and Astesia, think it would be nice if they were by my side...'

Seeing that, I think the same thing, but I feel like there is nothing I can do about it.

Of course, Raines, who was sipping a cup of wine as if it was okay no matter what happened, brushed it off.

A distance that takes one day to reach.

It's not a long distance, but it's also not a distance that everyone can follow.

Although our power is small, we have become a denomination officially recognized by the empire, so we must always keep in mind that someone may come to visit us and have several members stationed there.

So this is an inevitable choice.

At least I thought so.

Until Astesia quietly raised her hand at the corner of the table and brought out an alternative.

“Um, hey... I have a good idea.”

We heard that there was an alternative to something we couldn't come up with even after putting our heads together, so we all focused on that.

Astesia was momentarily taken aback when we all looked at her at the same time, and then slowly began to speak her mind.

“Well, actually, I’ve been able to use my powers quite freely recently.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes. So, if it's a place that's about a day away, I think I can connect it to my house.”

Astesia's words startle me.

“Uh, really? Is that already possible?”

“Yes, yes. I didn't know, but last night, whenever I needed to go to the city, I thought I was bothering Gombangi too much, so I tried various experiments... It was quite easy to connect the door of the bakery in the city to my visit. So I was a little confused.”

Astesia is embarrassed by the smell of bread and the sight of the bakery as soon as she opens the door, and the store owner greets her, thinking it was just a customer coming through the door.

“I tried to predict how much force I would reach after that, and I think I could probably cover the distance in about a day.”

This is an unexpected development.

When Astesia was in the Kingdom of Fire, all she did was connect the door from our church inside the Grace Territory to a warehouse in a refugee camp outside the city gate.

It's hard to believe that even though not much time has passed since then, he has already grown to the point where he can cover the distance of about a day.

Still, as I thought about it like that, it wasn't like I couldn't guess something.

'Oh, that's right. 'I may have suddenly become very adept at using my strength because of the experience of leading the people until they almost collapsed in order to save them at Grace Castle.'

The more you use your strength and body, the more you get used to it and the more efficient it becomes, and the range and overall amount you can utilize increases accordingly.

And since magic power also has something in common, I think it is because Astesia has consistently tried to apply her power in various places that she has become able to do what she is doing now.

Of course, this is just my guess and it may not be the actual reason, but whatever it is, if we can easily go back and forth from the sanctuary to the accommodation, there is nothing better than that.

I feel really grateful to Astesia, so I express my gratitude by stroking her head even more roughly than usual.

“Thank you so much, Astesia. This might be the best news that has happened recently.”

“Hehe, hehe... Really?”

“Yes. Of course.”

“... hehe.”

When I pat her head, Astesia blushes and becomes happy.

flutter- flutter-

At the same time, the bat wings behind her head also flap in sync with the emotion.

However, I felt that the wings looked a little different today than usual.

'Have you grown a bit?'

Astesia's wings were originally quite small, so even when she flapped her wings, all she did was cause her hair to shake slightly.

But now, as Astesia's wings were flapping vigorously, her hair was also rising.

'Well, you can think of it as evidence that you are getting healthier.'

Anyway, how is it?

Astesia always gave me the impression that it was too small and looked like it would break, but it would be a good thing if it grew a little more.

So we made plans again.

Only Astesia and I are leaving tomorrow.

The condition for Astesia to be able to make a door is that Astesia must have personally witnessed the part where the door needs to be made, so other people can stay in the parish and make the door after Astesia arrives at the sanctuary. I decided to use that place to go back and forth.

After finishing the story, everyone looked more at ease and went into their respective rooms.

I went to bed with Astesia ready to leave tomorrow.

A day passed like that, and when morning came, the witch hunters came to visit us.

        
            My position is the princess's knight and at the same time the bishop of the Church of Deshade.

'bishop. In charge of a parish, not the owner, but more precisely the person in charge.'

Strictly speaking, I am a bishop who protects the diocese, not a religious leader who owns the denomination.

However, our denomination does not have a leader.

To begin with, I think being a religious leader is a very ambiguous position.

Although they are similar to the Pope and Archbishop, the reason why they can be clearly divided is that when looking at the religious leaders themselves, there is usually no separate god, but the religious leader is on the same level as the status of God or treats himself as a god, so he reigns as an absolute being.

In that respect, our denomination is the opposite of spirit.

Deshade is currently far away from us, and there is no one who holds the position of Pope or Archbishop, let alone the head of the church, as an agent or a connecting person.

'So, naturally, I, an ordinary bishop, and Thistle, an apostle, should act as representatives.'

I can only sigh that I have somehow become God's representative.

A behavior that you can't get used to.

No matter how much I think about it, all I can think of is that I am inappropriate as a representative of a group.

Normally, a person in this position would need to be able to do things like preach the word of the Lord to people or pray with them, but I don't know how to do any of these things.

However, I gave up because I thought it was too late to learn the rules for making prayers or anything like that.

“What do you need to know? We can leave the difficult things to Thistle and fight like we normally do when the time comes.”

“Yes?”

“No. I was just talking to myself.”

For a moment, while I was pondering the self-destruction that had come upon me without my knowledge, I was healed by stroking the head of Astesia, who was right next to me and worried about me.

I am now waiting for the Witch Hunters to arrive with Astesia.

In order not to be looked down upon, the procedures must be followed clearly.

Those over there are just guides sent by the Lehi Church, and since I am the bishop of one denomination, I have to show respect to them.

Since we were asking for help there, instead of going to the city where the Witch Hunters were, we decided to have the Witch Hunters come pick us up, greet us formally, and then leave with them to Sanctuary.

The Witch Hunters ride up the hill in a chariot drawn by two giant blue wolves that must have arrived from the castle where the Diocese of Lihier is located.

Everyone else went off to do their own work first.

Astesia and I are the only ones waiting. The witch hunters' carriage is slowly climbing the hill, but there is still a lot of distance left, so we exchange meaningless stories with each other while looking at the carriage that will arrive a long time later.

“If that thing is being pulled by a wolf, should it be called a dog carriage and not a carriage?”

“Well, I don’t know... We don’t really call the carriage by a different name just because Gombangi pulls the carriage, so I don’t think there’s a need to change it.”

“Well. Because Gombangi pulls a carriage, it’s incredibly awkward to call it Gomcha.”

Although I always called it Gomdongcha in my mind, I couldn't say it out loud because it felt strange. More precisely, I couldn't say it out loud because I didn't know what Peria would say when she heard it.

In the end, I feel sorry for Gombangi, but a carriage is just a carriage.

“Ah, more than that, Lee Rim, you need to be careful about that from now on, right?”

“Huh? What?”

“When you describe that wolf, you say it’s a dog.”

“Oh, I did.”

“I also heard various stories in the city and learned recently that...there are many different races in the empire, especially beastmen.”

“Yes.”

“So, if you say things like wolf beast people and calling them dogs, or reptilian beast people as lizards, or as an entire race of short people as dwarfs... if you say something like that, it's all a racist remark. They said it would be treated...”

“Hahaha... What kind of bullshit is that? Me indeed. It seems like the empire has its tight corners. There are people who are uncomfortable with all that.”

“There is even a saying, “Sea head.” They say that even if it was written to someone else, the use of the term itself could potentially lead to discrimination against the Korean people.”

“... Ugh.”

It's mind-boggling to hear that a story that came up without much thought suddenly turns into racism.

Astesia gives a more detailed explanation to me, who is so dumbfounded that I burst into dry laughter.

“Ah, of course, the Empire wasn't like that at first, and why is there a church that serves Rugal among the three major churches in the Empire? It is said that such a culture was created there, especially in the empire, because various races took refuge there.”

“So, if you break that, you get a fine?”

“Yes. It is said that if you use it against people whose reputation is seriously violated, you may be subject to a fine, although it varies depending on the city.”

“I am. The world is frustrating.”

“It is said that in severe cases, you may be challenged to a personal duel. In fact, it is said that many of the duels that have taken place in the empire so far were caused by people who could not bear the insult of such language.”

“Duel. If it's just a duel, it wouldn't be a bad idea to just go around without worrying about anything and crush anyone who gets a duel request.”

“... Of course, they say there were people who acted like that, but they say it didn't end well.”

“What happened?”

“That... In one example, a noble from a famous warrior family belittled the Join people and declared that he would accept a duel if they wanted, and immediately became famous among all the Join people in the empire. I lost the 49th duel and was stabbed to death because people kept coming to me and challenging me to a duel...”

“... I should be careful too.”

Even though I find it absurd, I think that if this is the culture of the empire, I should accept it.

No matter how different the race is, I am not confident that I can lose against most races as my basic base is soul disease.

In particular, I feel that there are only a few people who can defeat me, who has absorbed the magic power of three beings and has the latent power of Deshade, but it is natural that there is a limit to believing in that power and just suppressing others.

So, I resolve to be more careful on my part.

“Well, if that’s the case, I guess I should accept it and be careful. It seems like we will be interacting with the humans of the Rugal Church in the future. Thanks for telling me.”

“Well, what.”

At least as long as I don't start an argument, we won't end up making each other feel bad.

'Of course, if the other side ignores us first and comes in, things will be handled differently.'

So we had just finished talking.

Thanks to Astesia, as soon as I made use of the time, the witch hunters' carriage arrived right in front of me.

The two wolves, who had climbed all the way up the hill, stopped in front of me, showing off their proud appearance, just as the coachman wearing a bowler hat had instructed. Soon after, the door of the carriage opened and a person came out.

Just one person.

‘I heard there were two people? 'Why only one person gets off?'

The first one to come out was a woman with long red hair.

The person with wolf ears on top of his head looked at me and was about to say something for a moment, but when he saw that his side was empty, he put his head back into the carriage and screamed.

“Wait a minute, Ingrid! Wake up!”

“Eng... Lyudmila. Has it already arrived?”

“I’m not asking if it’s already arrived! Didn’t I wake you up just a moment ago?!”

'Hmm... They're beasts. Looking at what it looks like, it doesn't look like a half... is it a quarter?'

A red-haired, long-haired witch hunter with prickly wolf ears who got off the carriage alone and was lonely.

When no one followed her, she panicked and put her upper body inside the carriage and began to shake the carriage vigorously.

The person inside who would have been supposed to get off together must have been sleeping, but after a short period of time, a long-haired, golden-haired Witch Hunter with horns curled like a sheep's horns belatedly came out from inside.

“Uaaam...”

“Don’t yawn! This is in front of people from other denominations!”

“Still, what should I do when I’m sleepy? Ugh...”

‘Wolf beastman and sheep beastman. Lyudmila and Ingrid respectively. I memorized it.'

Two prisoners wearing glasses.

Even though they were beastmen, the wolf beastmen only had ears on their heads and a tail on their buttocks, while the sheep beastmen had nothing but two large horns.

'I see people whose blood is not that thick as prisoners.'

To be exact, I heard that they are people with a human appearance and a very light mixture of beast blood, and that this type of people is called quarters.

A woman with long red hair and wolf ears corrected her slightly shaken glasses while getting off the carriage and at the same time scolded the witch hunter who got off the carriage late. The witch hunter with ram horns and sunglasses who had just got off the carriage responded by yawning.

“... The road ahead will be eventful.”

“Well, that’s right...”

Astesia and I looked at us in bewilderment when we saw that, and the red-haired witch hunter who spotted us hurriedly greeted us.

“I’m sorry for showing you such an ugly behavior. Lee Rim of the Deshade Church.”

“No, it’s okay. If you came from the capital, the journey would have been difficult, so it is understandable.”

“Bae, thank you for your consideration... Anyway! I would like to formally greet you. My name is Lyudmila, and this is Ingrid.”

“Haaam... Hello, ”

Scribble- Scribble-

A woman who called herself Lyudmila put her hand on her chest and bowed slightly, giving a polite greeting. The woman right next to her, called Ingrid, yawned again, this time with tears in her eyes and lightly touched us. Instead, he waved his greeting.

Wow-

“Wow...”

In the end, Lyudmila couldn't stand Ingrid and struck her ribs quickly but accurately with her heavy elbow. Lyudmila took advantage of the opportunity when Ingrid, who had received the fatal blow, bent down in a diagonal posture, to speak again.

“Rim Lee, the bishop of the Deshade Church and the knight of Camellia, the second princess of the Dongsoo Empire. Following the princess's orders, we have come to take Irim to the sanctuary where the witch's knight, Baphomet, is sealed.”

        
            “Thank you for your hard work on the long journey. Hello, Witch Hunters of Lehere. But are you going to leave right away? You must be tired from the journey.”

“It’s okay. We, the Witch Hunters, are originally priests of Lihere whose mission is to track down witches until they die. If you show your fatigue to this extent, you won't be able to show off to the previous Witch Hunters.”

After receiving my answer, Lyudmila lifted her lower back again and checked the number of people.

“But, even though it's only about a day, I wonder if you two are planning to go alone...?”

“Oh, it’s okay. We also have our own thoughts.”

Perhaps what Lyudmila is saying is that it is strange that there is no send-off for a bishop of a religious denomination who sets out on a journey to achieve great achievements, but I explain why there is no need for such a thing.

I told Lyudmila that the number of people in our church was not that large, and that the plan we had in mind was that Astesia and I would go to the sanctuary first and then build a passage between the sanctuary and our church.

Lyudmila, who heard such a story, showed a satisfactory reaction, perhaps because our answer was unexpected.

“Do you mean you can make a door that can move through space at all times? If it were the original, a portal would require a magic tower or a corps-sized number of people in the construction phase. It’s amazing.”

'huh? 'Is this something bigger than I thought?'

I simply thought it was a good thing that Astesia was used to using power, but I didn't think about how amazing it was to be able to use this exact amount of power.

“Chi, thank you for the compliment...”

Lyudmila looked at Astesia with a look of respect, and Astesia blushed and pulled down her hat, as if she was a little embarrassed by the look in her eyes.

Then, a woman named Ingrid, who was standing in the back, plucked a dandelion flower that was growing along the road nearby, brought it to Astesia, and spoke.

“Nice to meet you. Succubus lady. I heard that he was a demon who served evil spirits, and I thought it was just strange, but he turned out to be an amazing person. I’m jealous.”

“So, is the rumor spreading like that?”

“Yes. It's quite famous. There is no precedent for the empire accepting demons, but no one has ever heard of demons serving God. Kikikick.”

“... Lyudmila. I know you like making fun of other people, but don't keep trying to be rude to people you're meeting for the first time.”

It’s “. sorry. Kikiki...”

When Ingrid saw Astesia accepting the dandelion flower, she bowed her head, apologized politely, and stepped back.

As a woman named Ingrid came closer, I unintentionally had the opportunity to observe her in detail.

The sheep's horns growing below the triangular hat, just above the ears, were well-trimmed, as if growing wild was not a good idea.

What he is wearing underneath is a black Witch Hunter uniform that wraps his entire body tightly, but still clings to his body.

The wrist, which was completely dressed in uniform from neck t-shirt to gloves, briefly revealed the white skin on the inside by holding out a dandelion flower to Astesia.

Although the white eyes with the six-pointed star on the back of the sunglasses, which must have been sleepy just a moment ago, looked really cold, I wondered if there was also a passionate side hidden somewhere.

Lyudmila then told us that if we were planning to build a portal, it would be best to arrive before dark and had us get on the carriage.

“Then it would be better to leave right away. Let's get on the carriage. Have you ever ridden a carriage pulled by dire wolves?”

“No. There is none.”

“Oh, that’s right. As the trends of each country are different, in the Kingdom Alliance, where demonic beasts are frowned upon, you may not often see demonic beasts pulling carriages unless they are horses and earth dragons. Then you can look forward to it. Once you taste a carriage pulled by a well-trained horseman, you will never be able to go back.”

‘I’m so proud. 'What kind of parent would brag like that, did he even raise the child himself?'

The confidence that makes me wonder on what basis does that come from?

'Still, I wonder if it's actually better than Gombangi.'

He looks full of confidence, but unfortunately, I have never ridden a carriage pulled by a red demon panda, a demonic beast that is quite high-ranked among demonic beasts, so I wonder if it would be such a good experience.

“You guys get on first. Ingrid, please help me load the two of you.”

“Nay, Nay-”

“... Please be a little more serious today. Please answer only once.”

“Kikik, I understand.”

Lyudmila went to say something to the coachman with such a proud look, and we got on the carriage first, holding Ingrid's hand.

Ingrid came out first, took Astesia's luggage, and put it inside the carriage.

Next, I approached Astesia, who said she had grown up but was still shorter than me-

“Now, lady. Excuse me~.”

“Yes? Ah- Wow!”

“Hahahahaha!”

He put his hand in his side, lifted him up, and placed him on the seat of the carriage.

And then she opens her arms and says the same thing to me.

“How about it? Would you like me to post it like this too, Bishop?”

“... I will decline.”

After hearing the absurd remark, I expressed my intention to refuse, and Ingrid looked truly disappointed and held out only one hand to me instead of both arms so that I could hold on to her.

“It’s a shame. Seize the opportunity when it comes. As adults, it is difficult for us to be treated in such a grand manner by someone. This may not be a very common opportunity, but it would have been a good choice to pretend to be crazy and give it to yourself.”

“In that case, it is clear that the shame that will come later will be much greater than the benefit of experiencing such a thing. I decline.”

“The bishop seems to be a person who considers interests well.”

“There’s no need to go there, and all ordinary people would have refused.”

“You have no childhood innocence. Kikiki kick.”

Ingri said and pulled my hand.

Stumble-

However, the force was so strong that my body's balance was slightly shaken.

“Oops, sorry. This really wasn't intentional.”

“Wait a minute, Ingrid!”

“Oh... I'm really sorry. Ki kick.”

'hmm? 'You're stronger than I thought.'

Even though I hadn't even put one foot on the carriage, she pulled her hand inside first, and I was suddenly pulled inside by her hand.

After we all got on the carriage, the carriage departed east.

With Astesia and I sitting in the front direction of the carriage and the two Witch Hunters sitting in the seats on the opposite side, the carriage rolls with a fairly good ride.

Even though the number of people is small, this is a fairly serious mission.

Witch hunters tell me various stories about the sanctuary ahead.

To be exact, Lyudmila.

The relationship between Lyudmila and Ingrid seemed to suggest that Lyudmila had a higher rank, but that did not mean that they did not strictly consider hierarchy.

Ingrid put her sunglasses on her triangular hat and went to sleep by the window where the sunlight was streaming in. Lyudmila, who saw this, sighed deeply and explained it to me.

“I will explain as I go. The sanctuary we are going to is the sanctuary where the demon Baphomet sleeps, and the area is called [Hygge]. In the past, when the empire was still using coins made of gold and silver as currency domestically, this is where the coin manufacturing plant was located.”

“Why is it past tense?”

“The city is currently in ruins. The devil, who was being chased by our three denominations and the legions of the empire, destroyed the city while escaping and made it his sanctuary, so there are no imperial citizens living there now.”

“If it's a ruin, there won't be anyone there even if we go there. If the work is prolonged, it may take the form of camping.”

I thought that the word "ruins" meant that there would be nothing but the skeletons of artificial structures there, but Lyudmila answered that that was not the case.

“... Actually. The reason we came as the driver's guides is for the simple reason of guidance, but there is also another reason.”

“What is that?”

“I said there were no ‘imperial citizens’ living in the sanctuary. Actually, strictly speaking, there are people who are not imperial citizens but live in the sanctuary.”

“What does it mean that you are not a citizen of the empire?”

“The sanctuary has been left as a ruin by the empire until now, but there are different races who originally lived in the land where the sanctuary was located before the empire planted its flag in the early days of its founding. They are currently in a state of hygge.”

This is what Lyudmila said:

The sanctuary we are going to now is supposed to be empty, but it is said that there were people of different races living there even before the empire fought against them and took away their land.

In the current sanctuary, the people of the empire were destroyed and killed by demons. So the empire abandoned the sanctuary, but it is said that the different races that originally lived there returned and settled there.

“Did I say the area name is Hygge? In fact, hygge is the name of their different race. To be more precise, they call themselves ‘Children of Hygge’.”

“Hygge, hygge... hmm? Whiba...? Hmm, hmm! Okay.”

“Hygge people are short, each of them has uneven, animal-shaped ears, and uniquely, they are a race of people who wear masks carved out of wood and never show their faces to others.”

“Are they still living there? Even though it is a sanctuary where the devil is sleeping, it seems there is no problem.”

“Ah, of course, they are temporary imperial citizens, although they are staying in the sanctuary in a form that is close to squatting. The reason it is temporary is because they are unwilling to accept being recognized by the imperial family as full imperial citizens, perhaps out of pride.”

“They are the imperial family that kicked them out, so they will compromise as much as possible and bow their heads as temporary imperial citizens, but they have no intention of becoming full imperial citizens.”

“Yes. Therefore, our church acts as a bridge between the imperial family and them, and is continuously removing the seals and demonic energies of the sanctuary. From there, they watch for any infidels who might try to break the seal of the sanctuary. It also plays a role. In some ways, it is a win-win situation.”

'Is it a sentry?'

After hearing Lyudmila's words, I immediately tried to picture the appearance of this race, but I couldn't picture it clearly.

These races, as the word literally means, are different races, so their appearances are very different.

Still, I say that I am glad that because they are hostile to the empire, I do not have to go through the process of entering the sanctuary after fighting them and breaking through them.

“Then there is no particular problem, right?”

“On the surface it seems so, but in reality...”

That was the moment when Lyudmila blurted out something in response to my calm answer and tried to explain again.

“Ljudmila. From there, I think it will be a good experience to experience for yourself, right? For the sake of their expectations and mine, wouldn’t it be okay to explain it later?”

“... Right. Shall we do that?”

Ingrid, who thought she was asleep, lifted her triangular hat for a moment and said with a wink. Lyudmila, who heard that, said it wasn't a bad idea and stopped explaining.

“... What on earth?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Astesia and I were curious about what the two people didn't explain, but when we saw the two people, specifically Lyudmila, smiling bitterly and saying that it wasn't something to be so anxious about, and Ingrid not answering when we called, we thought we didn't have to worry too much. I stopped asking questions.

Astesia and I followed Lyudmila's advice that it would take a long time and fell asleep, leaning against each other in the carriage pulled by the direwolf.

About half a day and a few more hours later, we arrived at the sanctuary.

        
            “'Children of Hygge'... It looks like there was a hero called Hygge among our ancestors, right?”

“So, the name of the God we serve could be Hygge.”

“Oh, I guess that’s true too.”

The place where the carriage stopped was a hill overlooking the sanctuary.

It is said to be a sanctuary, but in reality, all you see is a ruined cityscape.

“It’s also a city where the ground has partially collapsed... It has an apocalyptic feel.”

“Cauchy? To me, it looks like an ordinary ruin...”

“Well, that’s what it says.”

It was evening and the sun had set and it was starting to get dark, but the structures of the collapsed buildings were still visible to the naked eye.

There may be a real scientific name for it, but since I don't have any knowledge of it, plants collectively called ivy surround the building, and a bird's nest can be seen in the area where the hour hand of the clock tower, which is still standing without collapsing even though the devil is said to have come down, should be. It is confirmed as

But there is one thing that stands out more than all those things.

“I guess that’s where the devil was sealed.”

“It’s gloomy. I don’t know what the personality of the guy inside is like.”

The center of the sanctuary where the devil appears to be sealed at a glance.

The Obelisk, a giant ominous obelisk floating in the air above the city center, was reacting to the disappearance of the sun by beginning to glow green from the illegible letters imprinted on its surface.

The Witch Hunters stop the carriage on a hill where we can see everything, with a long forest between us and the ruins, and give us an explanation of the nearby area.

Mainly Lyudmila.

“Kuhaaak- Kuhaaak-!”

“... That’s amazing.”

“Well, that’s right...”

“Whew... Really...”

Lyudmila left Ingrid, who was sleeping in the carriage, with her sunglasses hanging from her horn and making such a loud noise that it seemed like she was snoring, and began to explain to herself.

“The one in the center is the devil's seal, and the place where there is smoke rising from the ruins surrounding it is the village where the hygges live.”

“If we just pass through the forest in front of us, we can meet right away.”

I look down the hill at Lyudmila's words.

What you immediately see on the way down the hill is a huge, dense forest.

The forest of giant trees surrounding the ruins seemed so dense that even if we arrived during the day, it would have created a fairly dark atmosphere.

At least it can be confirmed that people are inside as smoke is coming out of here and there.

“It may be easier to get lost than you think. It looks short when viewed from the top of the hill, but it is actually quite lush.”

“Yeah, that’s right. Still, if I just pass through the forest, I can rest well today. Because Lee Rim said he keeps getting motion sick...”

“That's right. As long as you pass through the forest... I mean.”

When I looked at Lyudmila, she answered behind her glasses without making eye contact and got into the carriage.

As I was looking at the wolf's ears constantly twitching as if it was anxious, I wondered why on earth it was doing that.

“... What is it?”

“Well, I don’t know.”

I was curious why he suddenly behaved like that, but persistently asking about something he didn't say didn't fit my personality.

We just got on the wagon and entered the forest.

Doddd-

“As expected, the road doesn’t seem to be properly maintained.”

“Hygge people like to wander through the forest. In the past, there was a great road here thanks to the imperial road improvement project, but since the Hygges asked for this place to be recognized as their own territory, it has been impossible to touch it since then, and eventually the forests of the nearby mountain ranges spread out, leaving it in ruins. It has come to the point where it covers ”

“From the empire’s perspective, it seems like it gave up more authority than expected.”

“Well, that’s right. Strengthening national power through fusion with other races also means that we will endure such things. Phew...”

After saying that, Lyudmila sighed.

In this way, the carriage was moving through a forest road that was barely passable thanks to the driver's excellent driving skills.

“Witch hunters. I think you can take it down slowly.”

“Oh, it looks like it’s already arrived. Thank you for coming. Thank you, Jason.”

“What. Good luck.”

“... What is it?”

“Well, really? Stopping in a place where there is nothing...”

Lyudmila woke Ingrid up in the carriage and got off with us.

“Ingrid. Thanks to you, I've explained everything, so feel free to pack your bags.”

“Yes? No matter what, it’s heavy alone-”

thud-

“Ugh... That's too much. Kikikick.”

“Think of it as a punishment.”

She unloads all of our luggage as well as ours, places them on Ingrid's back, and then leads us down the forest path.

“Actually, if things had gone as planned, we would have been attacked by numerous types of demonic beasts on the way here. However, we didn't meet because we assumed that and had the dire wolves drive the carriage.”

As I listened to her words, I could hear the sounds of countless animals that I had not heard in the carriage until now.

Crrr-

Rustle- Rustle-

Cooo

Astesia was frightened by the sounds the beasts were making and came closer to me. I held her hand tightly and said,

“So is everything okay from here? It seems there was a separate standard.”

“Do you see the ropes hanging between the trees overhead? This means that this is the territory of hygge. Hygges are a race of people who make a living by hunting demon beasts, so you don't have to worry about demon beasts here. Of course, that's why the dire wolves were sent back too.”

“Aha.”

'Is it like a gold string?'

When I look up at the sky following Lyudmila's finger, I see numerous lines.

A rope dyed red hung between large trees.

The color red symbolizes passion, danger, and warning.

And that red color is for demonic beasts,

[The moment you go further than this, I will draw your blood and use it as dye to dye the string.]

Probably everyone will understand because demonic beasts are somewhat more intelligent than ordinary beasts.

“... It’s pretty.”

“That’s right. Even though the meaning behind it is bloody, it is spectacular.”

The ropes hanging between the trees were guiding the way by emitting red light in the dark forest with their own luminescence just after the sunset had completely disappeared.

“... Ah!”

“Oops, be careful, lady. It's not time to fall yet. Ki kick.”

“Ah, thank you.”

'yet?'

Astesia was walking blankly looking at the sky, but tripped on a tree root and almost fell, and Ingrid caught her.

So, I feel like I need to point this out, so I speak quietly.

“... Now. Now, let’s talk a little bit.”

“... What do you mean?”

“A hidden story.”

Lyudmila, who was slowly moving forward, heard my question and went ahead at a pace that made me think she was dragging her feet even more, but eventually stopped.

I asked the question while simultaneously being wary of Lyudmila, who did not look back, and Ingrid, who held Astesia behind me to prevent her from falling.

“Why do you keep hanging around nearby?”

We weren't actually moving forward.

The forest was huge, and Lyudmila was circling a large area, turning us little by little.

There was only one reason why I calmly followed her lead.

This is because Lyudmila and Ingrid were treating us with zero hostility.

“You noticed.”

Lyudmila answered my question without looking back.

“... Actually. We don't know how to get inside either.”

“Yes?”

However, the answer was completely unexpected, so I couldn't help but be taken aback.

It was then.

Shook-

Kaan-

'what?!'

From a gap in the forest with limited visibility between the large trees, something flew towards me, aiming for the back of my neck.

I quickly raise my arm to block something flying towards me with my guard, and then check the object that fell to the ground.

Meanwhile, Lyudmila did not move at all, but her ears on top of her head continued to twitch in the direction from which any sound was coming from.

“This is part of the contract between Hygge and the Empire. If the Empire tries to enter their territory, they must be treated by the hygges.”

'What the hell is this?'

The object I picked up was very fine needles.

The small needle-like needle seemed to have something coated on the tip, and it was shining as it reflected the moonlight coming through the very small gap.

Lyudmila's explanation does not end.

“And hygge. They don't like guests from outside finding out how to get to them.”

“... So?”

While answering Lyudmila, I also look around.

Since the needle is small and does not require much movement to fire, it was only possible to tell where it was coming from in a diagonal direction.

Lyudmila speaks in a voice full of resignation.

“So, hygge people put guests who come to them to sleep with saliva coated with sleeping pills and then move them to their residence. That's why we, who have been here many times, actually don't know how to 'walk' into the interior where the hygge people live.”

It was right after she finished speaking.

Shoo- Shoo- Shoo-

This time, two needles flew out.

One spit flew at Lyudmila, who was standing still, and the other spit flew at Ingrid -

Deeply-

“Ugh... It stings.”

Lyudmila accepted the spit that flew towards the nape of her neck.

“Tch... Tea!”

Chak-

On the other hand, Ingrid catches the spit flying in the air with her finger and shows it to Astesia.

“Lady.”

“Yes, yes?”

“There are two options. First of all, I will gently place the needle that I just received on your neck, so you can get the needle first and fall asleep comfortably in my arms. Another thing is that you are standing later than me, and you can get the needle that comes flying to you and lie down on the grass. What is better?”

“That... Of course-”

“Yes. If you want to enter the sanctuary, you don't have the option of not sleeping~.”

Sigh-

Astesia was crying and tried to ask Ingrid about an impossible choice, but Ingrid smiled brightly and forced Astesia to make a choice.

“Well, then please put the one in front...”

“I understand. It will sting slightly.”

Phuuk-

“Keu...”

“The sound is cute too. Ki kick.”

Ingrid stuck the sleeping needle she was holding into Astesia's neck in a very polite manner, and Astesia fell asleep in her arms.

Shoo- Shoo- Shoo-

Kaang!

“... Bishop. Give up and go to sleep. There is no way.”

“... Ha, really.”

I kept trying to bounce off the spittle flying at my neck, but Lyudmila, who was leaning against a large tree with her eyes gradually closing, told me that it was a futile effort.

“Ugh... Actually, I don't like this because it stings. I’ll go first too.”

Deeply-

“sesame liquid-”

Soon, Ingrid also left the sleeping needle stuck in her neck, hugged Astesia tightly so as not to get her clothes dirty, and leaned her back against a nearby large tree.

But for me, it was so unfair.

I keep flicking away the spittle that starts flying without warning and get angry at Lyudmila, who hasn't lost her mind yet.

“If something like this was going to happen, did you tell me in advance?”

And to me who protested so sincerely, Lyudmila-

“... but-”

“Yes?”

“But! You can only share this injustice if you experience it without knowing it!”

After saying such a ridiculous story, I hung my head.

“... That person was not a normal person either.”

After hearing such a ridiculous story, I feel defeated.

And at the same time, I began to feel that the spit flying towards me was carrying some emotion.

'Fall down quickly.'

'You are the last.'

'I'll move you comfortably, so just lie down.'

Shoo- Shoo- Shoo-

Sigh- Shoo-

Shoo- Shoo- Shoo-

Sigh- Shoo-

“... Fuck.”

I finally gave up on defending myself against the merciless barrage of sleeping needles.

If this is their method anyway, I have no choice but to follow it.

I feel uncomfortable being transported to a sleeping state, but what can I do?

They say there is only one way to get through the forest that leads to the sanctuary.

However, there was another problem.

Deeply-

Phuuk-

Fuuuuk-

“... When on earth are you going to fall asleep!!!”

The soul's body is resistant to all kinds of harmful substances.

And sleeping pills that are included in those harmful substances never work for me.

There are already dozens of sleeping needles stuck all over my body, including my neck.

Normally, looking at Astesia and other people, I couldn't faint even after receiving so many sleeping needles that would have been enough to put even an adult woman to sleep.

It’s not that the needle doesn’t hurt.

The pain of a stinger piercing the body is roughly the same as that of a bee sting piercing the skin.

The fact that I could not sleep even though I continued to feel the pain of the needles being stuck in my body made me wonder if this was not torture or something else.

“...”

Shook-

Deeply-

This time, the emotions in the saliva were different.

At first, the hygges were indiscriminately shooting needles at me because I couldn't sleep, but when they saw that I didn't faint even after receiving dozens of needles, they seemed to be worried about the lethal dose and kept firing needles one by one, calculating the time it would take for the medicine to take effect.

The kindness brought tears to my eyes, but in reality, the tears that came out of my eyes were due to the pain caused by the countless sleep needles inserted into my body.

After a while, some Hygge people finally come out from inside the forest.

Very small, child-sized people barely reaching below the waist.

They each had unique animal ears on their ears, and they approached me wearing wooden masks one by one, just as I had heard from Lyudmila.

“... Over there.”

“Yes.”

And then they

I made a suggestion.

“Which one would you choose?”

“... ha.”

What they gave me was two things:

Blunt weapon.

One is a bat carved out of wood that looks perfect for hitting the back of the head.

Another is a wooden mallet carved from a tree that looks perfect for hitting the back of the head.

After looking at the two weapons, each of which clearly has one purpose, I ask the last question.

“... Is this really the only way? Can’t I go in with my eyes covered?”

Shaking my head-

“... Shit. Please point towards the bat.”

There was no other way.

I sat upright so they could touch the back of my head, and a hygge came around behind me, holding the bat I had chosen.

'This isn't some kind of beheading.'

It was a time when the hygges holding bats gradually gathered together and it felt like a bunch of idiots dancing in front of a death row inmate.

“Say, I’ll do my best! Don’t worry!”

‘Wow. 'I almost fell off my ear.'

Hygge, who was holding a bat, spoke in my ear through his mask in a much louder voice than he seemed-

Bah!

I hit the back of my head hard.

That's how we lost consciousness and were taken away by the hygges.

        
            “... It's not like I'm being resurrected, but this is the first time I've felt so dizzy.”

It's the first pain I've felt in a long time, like the pain I felt after waking up with my head smashed.

In a way, this is just as unfair as the pain I am experiencing is not a side effect of being revived in a spare body, but is actually an aftereffect of a shock to the back of my head, so the pain will stay in place for a long time even after I wake up. .

“Queunnng...”

“Whoop! Phew! Phew... Ah, did you wake up?”

'It's amazing that no matter who you are, when you die or wake up from a faint, there's someone by your side, whether by coincidence or necessity.'

If it is a set procedure, is it a procedure?

“Yes. Well... it happened, but...”

The moment I grabbed my head and was about to check the situation, I heard someone's voice.

However, the only thing that is unfortunate is that in the past, Rina and others would have welcomed me right after I was resurrected, but now, I am greeted by a voice so powerful that I say this is the first time I have heard it in my entire life, and it sounds as if it has passed through an iron drum. That's why I don't feel very good.

“... Who are you more than that?”

If there is a predetermined procedure, following it is the fastest way, so I listen to the situation through the voice that asked me how I was doing.

I don't know why, but the person in front of me was a man of good physique, wearing gray full-plate armor, including his helmet. In some ways, he was the same as Vincent, but compared to Vincent, he wore lower-grade armor and looked shabby.

I wondered why the voice came through as if it were coming through a drum, and it turned out that the helmet the man was wearing seemed to be less breathable than expected, as the sound was coming out from the bottom of the neck after going around the helmet.

“Hmph! bout! I am... Portia the knight-errant! Tsuhaap! And here... it's a hygge haven! Ha! Breathe! You've been passed out here for eight hours!”

The article's answer contained a good answer to check the immediate situation.

‘8 hours? I've been passed out for a long time. No, I was so tired that I fell asleep right after I fainted.'

First of all, I don't know what the driver in front of me is doing, but it looks like we have safely entered the place where the hygges live.

'Those little people managed to move us.'

Since the hygges are quite small, I was worried until the last moment that they would pass out, wondering if they would be able to move us without throwing us somewhere or dragging us, but I am glad we did.

Once I understand the situation, I ask Portia what she is doing out of courtesy.

“... I see. So, what are you doing now?”

“If you look at it, hehe! Don't you know? Body... Hwacha! I'm training!”

However, his speech was a little difficult to understand due to other factors besides the sound caused by the helmet.

As expected, he introduced himself as a runner and was doing push-ups with one arm while wearing a full plate, and with three hygges on his back.

'No matter how short the hygges are, they put three people on their backs and do something like that? I wonder if I will suffer from a lumbar disc later on.'

As I was casting a pitiful look at the rider in front of me, the hygges riding on the rider's back, wearing wooden masks with unique drawings on them so that each one could be distinguished, spoke up.

“I heard the story from witch hunters. You said Irim is the knight of Camellia, the bishop of the Deshade Church and the second princess of the Imperial Mortis royal family, right?”

“Ah, yes. That's right.”

Suddenly-

“Is the guest awake? Ah, you're awake. Drink this.”

“Uh... Yes.”

Just as I was answering, the door opened and a hygge came out with a large bowl of liquid and handed it to me, so I drank it cautiously.

Then, my head felt clearer and the pain in the back of my head disappeared.

“... Ah, thank you.”

“Sorry. Sleeping pills are an essential step for us... Anyway, if you've come to your senses, let's leave. I will guide you to where the village chief lives.”

Hygge, who had finished what he had to say, got down from the voyageur's back and, as he was about to guide me, hurriedly asked how Astesia was doing.

“Oh, where are the other people over there? To be exact, there must have been one succubus woman in the group.”

“The accommodations for visitors are separated for men and women. The Witch Hunters and Succubus had separate lodgings for female visitors, so we took them there. Since they were normally given sleeping pills, they will probably wake up first and be with the village chief.”

It's natural since we're guests, but it's a relief to hear that Astesia is okay.

“I see. thank you Then let’s go.”

“Hmm? Are you going? See you later!”

“Uh... Yes. Let's see later.”

After parting ways with the voyageur who looks like a mixture of half Noan and half Vincent, I walk around the village following Hygge's guidance with floppy ears.

'It's taking on more of a village appearance than I thought.'

Because quite a bit of time had passed, the ruins were illuminated by the sunlight rising high in the sky, allowing the entire village to be seen at a glance.

I reflect on myself for thinking that they would be shabby as they are a race that settled down from the ruins and lives by hunting.

'Rather than that, I thought they would be barbaric because they were of a different race. I feel embarrassed.'

The surrounding scenery looks like a mixture of half a village and an outpost built in a barracks.

The Hygge people lived in the ruins by building magnificent houses made by cutting down the large trees in the forest surrounding the forest.

Of course, this does not mean that their skills as hunters seem to be poor. All over the village, giant butchered beasts can be seen hanging on fences, maturing in the cool breeze that blows through the trees of the crowded forest.

The people are all short, so they are well-dressed, and each person carries a round shield, a hatchet, or a bow, and wears a brown or sand-colored cape.

At first glance, it looks like children imitating the scouts roaming the forest in admiration, but they are clearly adults, and the wooden masks they wear on their faces give them a somewhat creepy feel.

“You can enter here. The morning hunt has just ended, so the village chief will be back soon.”

“Thank you.”

Squeak-

Soon I arrived at a large two-story wooden house that appeared to be the village chief's house, and as soon as the door opened, I saw Astesia and the two Witch Hunters.

“Ah, Lee Rim. Are you okay? What about the head? I came here and heard that you were not sleeping well and that you fainted with a bat... or something...”

“Yes. are you okay. I took some strange medicine and drank it, and the pain in my head went away. It’s not in bad condition.”

“... Hmm, hmm! You woke up.”

“... Right. Thanks to you, I slept well and woke up.”

When Lyudmila speaks without making eye contact and responds with a cold look, he politely apologizes.

“... I'm sorry. We didn't know that the soul's body was such an excellent body. If I hadn't taken sleeping pills, I might have sent a letter to the hygges in advance so they would have found another way...”

“Well, thanks to you, you had a good experience, so isn’t it a good thing to be good? It's not easy to get this kind of treatment anywhere. Ki kick.”

“... It’s so awesome.”

All three people were being served tea at a large table in the living room, which was being used as a reception room.

Everyone was wearing something like a white shawl over the clothes they were wearing, and perhaps it was their way of treating VIPs. The hygge brought me a shawl as well, so I sat down with the shawl wrapped around my shoulders as well. .

After a while, I thought I heard a loud noise from outside the village, then the door opened and an old man came in.

“Phew... Hmm. Looks like everyone's gathered. Nice to meet you. My name is Kallio, and I am the leader of the children of Hygge. Please feel free to call me village chief.”

Because the base was hygge, he was short.

However, the reason why I could intuitively feel that he was not an ordinary person was that the beard under the mask that showed the passage of time was stained with blood, as if he had been running through the forest hunting just a little while ago, and one ear on top of his head was torn off. This is because the figure out there was that of a hunter who had survived by giving only one ear to the giant beasts.

After the village chief sat down and simply wiped off the blood with the help of those around him, Lyudmila took the time to politely convey the princess's wishes.

...

“- So we decided that we should take this opportunity to make sure Baphomet was banished to hell before we started tracking Sabbat. If only Baphomet, who blocks the witch's pursuit with a black fog, disappears, other witches who have been holding their breath because they narrowly missed it until now will also be able to pursue it. So, the princess's knight here came to Hygge Sanctuary at our request with the intention of exorcising the devil.”

“... Hmm. I will banish Baphomet to hell. And that's by entering the sanctuary alone.”

“Yes. The devil sealed in the obelisk may not have had anything different with you so far, but he made it clear that he is always anxious. Now that means it's resolved.”

“That’s a good thing. It's a good thing. But...”

The village chief was silent for a long time when he said that he would exorcise the devil on his own before speaking.

“... Actually, I have some news to tell you Witch Hunters.”

“What is it?”

“Corrupt demonic beasts have been frequently seen moving around the forest recently.”

“Rotten demon beast?”

“To be exact, it’s a corpse. The dead demon beasts have come back to life and are moving. Those who died after being caught in a trap came back to life, or the bodies of those who had been buried in a hole because they couldn't eat them all came back to life.”

“... No way!”

Suddenly the atmosphere changed.

Of course, in a serious mood.

The village chief and Lyudmila were talking in a very serious mood, and between them, I, who was listening to them, was-

I was quietly chewing the snacks provided with my tea.

Slurp-

Wow-

“Ah, this is delicious. Astesia. Have you tried this?”

“Yes? Oh, no.”

“Then try it. it's good. I think it’s possible to achieve this taste naturally rather than using artificial sweeteners.”

Astesia doesn't even touch the snacks she brought her after so long, perhaps to save face.

I felt like he would start eating only if I stepped forward and put a cookie in his mouth, so I took one and put it in his mouth.

“Now, ah.”

“, that, that...”

“Quickly. My arm hurts.”

“Then...”

Ajak-

When I see Astesia eating cookies with a blushing face, I feel sorry for treating her like a child too much.

Still, I thought I did a good job when I saw his face brighten as he put the snack in his mouth and ate it like a baby bird.

'for a moment. But there's no way a bird could chew its food and eat it. Those guys peck at whatever is around and swallow it whole. Who made up this?'

Astesia, who had swallowed all of the snacks, expressed her taste when she was protesting alone for a moment against the expression of cognitive dissonance.

“Umm... honey? Is it jam? But I understand that jam has to be made with sugar... That's interesting. And it’s delicious.”

“Right? Now that you've started eating, try eating other things too. They all taste different.”

“Well, still Lee Rim. Yes, it's delicious, but I don't think I can eat all of it...”

“It’s okay, it’s okay. Since we've been eating monster meat from the Kingdom Alliance for a long time until we got tired of it, let's have fun eating flour snacks for today.”

“Shh...”

“Aaaam... the smell of cookies is nice.”

As I continued to bring snacks to Astesia, Ingrid, who had been dozing off sitting on the other side of the table, seemed to have regained her appetite and asked me to push her plate.

“Is it that delicious? Please send some to me too.”

“Your arms are weak, so take it yourself.”

“That’s too much. Ki kick!”

So, we held an evaluation party with Ingrid, who never took off her sunglasses even indoors, and tried snacks we had never seen before.

Astesia noticed the village chief and Lyudmila, who were among us, talking intently while eating snacks.

“... Well, peace is always a good thing.”

“... Let’s calm down the mood and continue.”

As we were showing such a peaceful atmosphere, Lyudmila and the village chief seemed to be embarrassed that they had created a heavy atmosphere for each other for a moment, so they relaxed their bodies and continued talking again.

        
            “Ljudmila. You have been dreaming of becoming a messenger between Hygge and Lihi since you were young. You and I both have the same idea of what this means.”

“... The druids are here.”

“That’s right. It seems that priests of the evil Baphomet and Necro Druids have settled down near the edge of the forest we are patrolling.”

“What is the number?”

“I haven’t figured it out yet. They didn't try to get to the center of the ruins where we were, no matter what, so although we still spotted them from afar, we weren't able to capture them alive.”

I quietly listen to what they say, and I think a word comes up that I think is important to remember, so I quietly ask Ingrid.

“Ingrid. What do Necro Druids do?”

Jeokjeok- Jeokjeok-

“Ah, this is delicious... Um, Necro Druid? Necro Druids... right. They are the priests of Baphomet who like to revive dead demon beasts and manipulate them.”

“Is it different from a necromancer? It doesn't seem any different from what I hear.”

“It’s a little different. Necromancers mainly use necromancy to manipulate and manipulate the souls of the dead, while Necro Druids purely resurrect dead demons to fight as familiars.”

“Only dead demon beasts?”

“Yes. They are a bit of a strange bunch of guys who especially find satisfaction in reviving demon beasts that have died through the act of hunting. There may be a certificate of perversion. Kikikick.”

“They are amazing guys. It feels a bit inefficient.”

“Kikikick! Yes? I think so too. And when most people hear the story of Necro Druids, they have the same reaction as the Bishop. Why bother distinguishing between the types of things that can be revived? I think it would be okay to just resurrect everyone at random and turn them into servants. Oh, can you give me one plate of this again?”

“Yes? Ah yes. It's possible... but don't you want to eat separately?”

“It’s okay. That's because there's a separate boat to go in there. Ki kick.”

In the end, Ingrid places each type of snack on the table for Astesia, shamelessly asks for a refill, and explains again.

“Anyway, there is a reason why Necro Druids only bring back dead demon beasts.”

“What is it?”

“That's because the devil they serve is Baphomet, a devil whose theme is hypocrisy.”

“The theme is hypocrisy...”

Believers who serve the devil usually show an attitude of continuing the theme of the god they serve.

When it comes to the hypocrisy of Necro Druids, I was wondering what part of their behavior was hypocrisy, and I came to roughly understand it through Ingrid's explanation I heard earlier.

'Right. Is it hypocrisy for humans, who started out and developed through hunting, to deny hunting and feel sorry for animals? I don't know if it's my own interpretation, but it's interesting.'

The more you fulfill the Demon Servant theme, the more powerful your priests will become.

Above all, rather than using magic that has nothing to do with the theme of reviving a dead person, it is better to practice hypocrisy by reviving a demonic beast that has died at the hands of humans with a pitiful heart, so that a strong demonic beast can be revived with much less magical energy. You can do it.

'Unlike the followers of Grain, they seem to have their own thoughts.'

While Ingrid and I share information about the Necro Druids, Lyudmila and the village chief continue their conversation again.

“Honestly, the Necro Druids can't do anything to us at the moment. They keep manipulating dead demon beasts and sending them to where we are, but we are the only ones with deep experience in dealing with demon beasts. In addition, we think it is a good experience for us to bring demon beasts from distant areas where it is difficult to go on a hunting expedition, so we are grateful. It's fun because it's an opportunity to educate young people.”

“I am truly grateful for that. Demonic beasts, especially those who come back to life after experiencing death, are even more difficult to deal with because their instinct for death has disappeared.”

“That’s right. But... There are only so many magical beasts we can deal with. If those demon beasts and necro druids receive the power of Baphomet in the sanctuary behind, it won't be enough for us.”

“And in order to enter the sanctuary where the devil is sealed... Since the sanctuary must be weakened for a while, there is no way to prevent the devil's power from flowing into them through that momentary gap.”

“They will probably target that time and attack us.”

“You will need a solid defense...”

“I guess so.”

To me, who knew nothing, it was a story where the answer seemed obvious.

'Is it unreasonable for me to enter the sanctuary just by taking advantage of the Imperial Legion's entry into the forest and the defenses there?'

However, my thoughts were shattered by the story of two people who jumped out at me.

“... Chief. I will say it again, but leaving the defense of hygge to the imperial army is-”

“I will refuse that.”

The Hygge village chief, who rejected Lyudmila's offer with a firm voice, continues speaking in an exasperated voice.

“Honestly, Lyudmila, I have refused once before, but as a representative, I must express regret for bringing this up again. We Hygge intend to continue our relationship with you Witch Hunters, but we still cannot trust the imperial family. As long as we're talking about hunting down demons, we'll stretch our arms to the sky and cheer, but we also know that it's not something we should do hastily unless we're fully prepared.”

“... I'm sorry. I knew that you, more than anyone else, did not want to bring in the imperial army, but it was rude of me to say this.”

“Well, I still understand. Even if you are in the position of a messenger and receive an unreasonable response, there are things that must be said at least once.”

The land of hygge was originally a land where a tribe of people called ‘children of hygge’ lived since ancient times.

From their point of view, the empire drove them out once and established their own city, but failed to properly deal with the sudden appearance of the demon Baphomet, so they managed to seal it in their hometown.

Even so, they decided to give up the city and return the land to them as if they were being generous, which is why I couldn't help but be angry if I were to suffer the same thing.

After getting angry, the village chief told us his argument in a more firm manner and then left.

“Anyway, I will allow the knight of the princess here to enter the sanctuary. If the time for hunting comes, we will also actively help. However, that will only happen after sufficient defenses have been prepared, and I cannot allow the Imperial Army Corps to enter here, so please come back with another alternative.”

“... I understand.”

After finishing our conversation with the village chief, we left the building.

Lyudmila gave me an embarrassed look and expressed that she was truly sorry.

“Sorry. I can't believe the Necro Druids have settled down nearby...”

“Is it difficult to catch them first and then proceed with the work?”

“That’s difficult. Because they are also familiar with the forest. It won't be easy to catch them, especially since they ride around on resurrected demon beasts and set up a guard.”

“This is difficult. I thought I would be able to start work as soon as I arrived, but where on earth did they come from?”

“Of course, it was a procedure that was planned at some point. Even if Baphomet was a very patient demon, he wouldn't have done nothing and waited for the empire to weaken. It seems that he slowly, very slowly, over the years, lured weak-hearted people into becoming his priests, and then, when he thought he had enough power, he gathered them here now. Still, I'm glad that the number doesn't seem to be that large.”

After hearing Lyudmila's story that she would first try to come up with an alternative, we went to a place where the hygges had prepared a building for outsiders only.

Lyudmila went into the house and started moaning alone, while Ingrid, I, and Astesia were outside in the sunlight, idly remembering that we had not done one important thing.

“... Ah. Astesia. We didn’t create a portal.”

“... Ah! Yeah, that's right. I had completely forgotten about it. It's a big deal.”

“En? ... Fuhahaha! Was it because you forgot about that and weren’t doing it? I thought you weren't doing it because it takes quite a bit of time to prepare. Kahaha!”

Ingrid's amused laughter brings him to his senses.

As usual, after arriving at the Hygge village last night, we had completely forgotten that we had planned to open a door between Leven, where our house is, and Hygge here.

Astesia and I thought that other people might be worried by now, so we decided to quickly build a door and asked hygge people to rent a small, unused warehouse.

“Okay, then I’ll make it.”

“Yes. If you feel like you can’t do it, just relax.”

“Cheer up. Thanks to you, it will be a valuable sight. Ki kick.”

Astesia holds the handle of the warehouse door and closes her eyes.

As the distance was long, it seemed like I needed to use a bit more magic power, but after some time, I felt the energy of the devil's magic power, enough to touch my skin.

After a while, Astesia flapped her bat wings once, opened her eyes, strengthened her hand holding the iron staff she was carrying, and shouted the words to start the portal.

“Troy Merai.”

        
            Flash-

There is no noticeable change in the magic used by Astesia, to the point where one wonders if it can really be called magic this time.

'I feel like the calm feeling just suits Astesia.'

The proof that the warehouse door had turned into a dimensional door was that the glass windows on the warehouse door briefly turned into white surfaces that did not allow light to pass through.

“Huh? Are you finished?”

“Yes, yes. This is the end...”

Ingrid, who was watching the series of movements with her legs crossed under the tree and resting her chin on them, scratched the horns on her head with her fingers and evaluated them.

“Oh... really... hehe - there's nothing fancy about it. Ki kick.”

“Yes? Oh, I'm sorry if that's what you were expecting...”

“No, no. On the contrary, that's why it's so amazing. This is just my opinion, but when it comes to magic, I tend to think that the less visible changes and simpler the movements are, the more efficient they are because they are less likely to be noticed by the other person. In that respect, the magic of the succubus girl was a magic that deserved high praise from me. It was great.”

“Thank you... Ah, anyway, I completed the door with this.”

Afterwards, perhaps because she had used a lot of magic, Astesia took a step back from the door and sat down on a nearby tree stump.

I ask Astesia, who is catching her breath, the direction the door leads to.

“Astecia. Where did you connect this?”

“Hmm... First of all, we connected it to a small warehouse right next to where our house was. Now that I think about it, we didn't say anything about where we would build a door before we left, so we might have to open the door and go in to deliver the news.”

“Really? Then I will come back.”

Thanks to the unique and unique way to enter the hygge village, the door that should have been made in the evening had to be made the next morning.

I approached the door with the intention of crossing over to the other side for the benefit of the people on the other side, who might not know why the others in Leven were late because they had created the portal about half a day late.

Then Ingrid, who seemed to be the type to be quite active when it came to magic, approached me and quietly spoke.

“Hey, Bishop. Do you mind if I try to open the door?”

“Yes? Well, it doesn't matter...”

“Are you okay? thank you Actually, I can't help but feel curious when I see these types of magic. Kikikick.”

Ingrid walked straight to the door.

Even before she grabbed the door handle, she took the time to examine the door with sparkling eyes hidden behind sunglasses.

“Hora... It is said that magical power flows along the grain of the door and makes that grain harmonize with the grain on the door on the opposite side... However, the possibility that the door on the other side has the same grain as the door on this side converges to 0, so what? I don't know what the principle is... They may not all be made of the same wood, and they may be iron doors. I wonder if it would be possible to synchronize them, but since it was possible, a dimensional door must have been created, and in that case, it would be better to throw out my hypothesis. Oh, and there's also the problem of coordinates, but I didn't calculate it since I wasn't going to chant it... hehe... it's an interesting magic. It’s fun... Kiki Kiki...”

However, Ingrid was holding the door handle and just exploring without opening it for a long time, so I couldn't help but watch, so I ended up urging her on.

“Hey, please open it quickly. I want to go there soon.”

“Oops, sorry. Kiki... These techniques are much more difficult than I thought. We will open it. Yes, yes.”

Ingrid apologized, holding the handle and holding out her other hand to me as if she was truly sorry.

Then she finally pulled the door handle inward and looked curiously into the open door-

“Irim! Are you okay?!”

bang!

“Puep-.”

As the door opened, it hit Enin who jumped out with such force that it rolled away.

“Irim! Are you safe?!”

“Uh... okay. Be safe. You’re fine, so calm down.”

Enin, who came out first, came over with not only the helmet but also the anvil assembled, and was looking at his surroundings, showing a look of caution.

Other members of the church followed suit, one after another.

“Sorry, Lee Rim. Please understand though. In fact, Enin stayed armed like that all day, saying that something might have happened since the portal wouldn't open all night...”

“... That could be possible.”

'This isn't even the top five.'

After Enine, Thistle came through the door and apologized to me, and everyone followed suit, leaving their comments.

“Is this hygge? You mean this is where the old imperial coin factory was located? good. Should I take a chance and take a look?”

“I heard it was a ruin, but it seems to be a place that feels more like a place to live than I thought. ... Rather, are they the people who live here? Everyone is short.”

“Where, where? and! Is it true? Why are people here so short? Everyone there is wearing a mask, why? Are you having a festival?”

Peria, who came over here with a pickaxe, as if she had been drinking kimchi soup for a long time, and Hwarim and Aila, who looked at the hygges and commented with wonder.

After that, Reigns came over after some time, but when Reigns saw Ingrid trying to fix things, he reacted a little differently than the others.

“Oh my nose... Oh, my horn hurts too. I'm not sure if this is broken... Hey, lady. Are my horns okay? It's not rolled up in a weird shape or anything, right?”

“Yes? Oh, it's curled up, but it doesn't seem to be a problem... Rather, wasn't that horn originally shaped like that?”

“Really? So that means it’s okay? thank god. Ki kick.”

“...”

Raines looked closely at Ingrid, who was being examined by Astesia with tears in her eyes, then said a few words to me and then walked over to the other side.

“... I'm glad you're safe. Bishop.”

“Ugh, if you say it’s fortunate, it’s fortunate. Although many things happened.”

“Anyway, it looks like you're okay, so I'll go back over and try. It seems like no one was locking down the door. If anything happens, I will come to let you know.”

“Huh? Ah, yes.”

thud-

When Reigns saw the Witch Hunter, who had the same blood as the witches, he seemed to feel uncomfortable and immediately left.

After Raines went home first, I told everyone what had happened.

...

“Hmm... So the problem is that while Irim is dealing with Baphomet, the Necro Druids will attack this place.”

“That’s right. So, Thistle, is there a way to prevent Baphomet's power from flowing out the moment I enter the sanctuary? If that happens, I think the Necro Druids will stop attacking this place looking for an opportunity.”

“Hmm... I think it will be a difficult task for me alone. This is because the sealing of the Sanctuary could only be constructed if there were people the size of a priesthood of a large religious order. Even if it means preventing the opening of a temporary moment, it is not something that an individual can do. Even if I use all my strength as an apostle, it will be too much.”

“So, in the end, we have to wage a defensive battle against the Necro Druids... Well, the Hygges say they don't want the Imperial Army entering their land at all costs, so the methods are limited.”

No matter how much I thought about it, I couldn't come up with a good alternative.

Even if they are considered combatants, the only people who can actually fight in our church are Thistle, Ennin, Aela, and Hwarim, who must enter the sanctuary.

Even if I can't do it, I think it's a number that may not be enough to deal with the magic beasts that are likely to flock to hundreds of digits.

“... Hmm? Who is that person over there? It looks like they are not hygge people...”

At that time, Enin, who had barely put down his helmet after hearing our story, saw someone in his eyes, so everyone turned around.

There, right in front of me when I opened my eyes in the morning, I saw a knight-errant exercising with hygges on his back, and a group of hygges holding shields, bows, and small axes on their waists.

“Ah, I'm not sure, but it looks like he was a knight who came to this village before us. You introduce yourself as a knight of pilgrimage?”

After giving him a brief introduction, Peria explains that he seems to know something.

“Oh, was it a knight of the pilgrimage?”

“Do you know? No, of course you know. What is a knight-errant?”

“ Knights of pilgrimage are literally wandering knights who have not yet been hired by anyone. Why, as a national policy, the Empire always carries out a personnel policy that says people with ability will be treated accordingly? So people who want to become knights, that is, people who call themselves knights, go around the entire empire and help people or villages in trouble, making their name known and raising their ransom. Do you understand up to this point?”

“I understand that you are going to make yourself famous. I wonder if there is a big difference from an adventurer.”

“I understand well. good. So, some people work hard every day, and some are lucky enough to achieve more than a fraction of their achievements. In various ways, knights of pilgrimage are gradually making their name known. And when they feel that they have achieved a feat that matches their skills to a certain extent, they work as knights with the emblem of the family or group on their backs when someone suggests to them.”

“When I looked into it, it turned out that he was someone who was job hunting. In that respect, they are different from adventurers. In that case, it looks like that person also came here to achieve great feats.”

“That’s right.”

“Then later on, the knights who use some group as their backs will just sit there forever?”

“No?”

“No, why? Isn’t the reason you want to become a driver because you want to have a stable job?”

“That's not really the case, most of these people want to be called warriors or heroes rather than knights. Most knights of pilgrimage are somewhat unusual in that they are knights but have an adventurer-like personality. On the contrary, after they are hired somewhere, they wander even more. With the glory of a certain group on their backs, knights of pilgrimage wander throughout the empire, accomplishing great feats and helping people, and the stories created in this way go back to the dances of the groups that support the knights of pilgrimage.”

“They really are people who put honor first, and then money.”

“Yes.”

After listening to Peria's explanation, I see a different knight with a huge double-edged ax hanging on his back.

'Are they people who pursue chivalry, honor, and romance?'

Adventurers enter dungeons dreaming of making a fortune, and knights of pilgrimage wander to become the protagonists of fairy tales.

The man named Portia could not be seen because he was wearing a helmet, but he seemed free as he was chatting with the hygges and moving somewhere.

However, for a moment, I had the feeling that the chattering knight was getting closer and closer to me, and it wasn't an illusion.

“-Hey! Just two hours! The number of people in your group has increased a lot in the meantime!”

“Huh, nice to meet you. So, four, four, four, four... Mr. Portia?”

“Thank you for remembering my name. I heard your name from the hygges next to me. Did you say Lee Rim?”

“That's right.”

The knight, Portia, greeted the others in a very polite manner, perhaps because she was in front of women, unlike she did to me, and then made a suggestion.

“Do you have anything to do right now? Then, how about going hunting for demonic beasts with me and the Hygges here? They said a really big one has come out!”

“Hunting of demonic beasts? Is it okay for us to be there?”

When I asked a question, a hygge next to Portia answered in a refreshing voice from behind a mask.

“It doesn’t matter. Rather, our position is that it would be nice to have at least one more hand these days as the number of demonic beasts has increased rapidly. But it won't be too dangerous. The only thing our guests can do for us is to suffocate the prey we have driven in.”

“Then it doesn’t matter...”

Other hygges around me say they agree with Hygge, who has quite soft-looking animal ears.

“That seems like a good suggestion, Lee Rim. Since there may be a situation where we might have to help these people anyway, it might be a good idea to take a look at how they treat magical beasts.”

“I think it’s okay too. It is not common to see hunters professionally hunting huge beasts. In the Kingdom Alliance, when dealing with gigantic demonic beasts, we only pushed back with numbers, but I would like to see the wisdom of these people.”

“Good. Then let’s go together. Well, you may have heard that it's right next to us, but we'd like to go together. Is that okay?”

“It’s okay. However, everyone here, please wrap the white cloth we bring over your shoulders. That's how we distinguish between Necro Druids and guests.”

“Okay.”

We decided to take their suggestion and go into the forest.

Ingrid told her not to worry because she would explain everything when Lyudmila returns, and Peria said she would stay in the village with Astesia.

So, with the white cloths brought by the hygges wrapped around our shoulders, we crossed the red ropes hanging from the trees on the outskirts of the village and entered deep into the forest.

        
            We went deep into the forest with the Hygges for a while.

It didn't take long for him to meet his prey.

“Today’s hunt will be a nutritious one. This is Tyrant.”

“I heard that small demonic beasts were pouring in from outside the patrol range a few days ago, and it looks like they are moving.”

“Hey...”

Gurlrrr-

A boiling sound lingers in our ears from the top of a tall tree, from the top of a guard post disguised as bushes.

The voice of the demonic beast echoing from afar is the voice of the Overlord.

In terms of distance alone, 500m is an incredibly long distance, but even so, the enormous size that is clearly visible at a glance has an intimidating feeling equal to its size.

Tyrant.

That's a type of Earth Dragon.

With two legs as thick as a bell tower, he walks without hesitation between trees that are thinner than the legs, but among the trees that to us can certainly be called giant trees.

It bites its enemies without hesitation with its 60 golden teeth, which are bigger and sharper than most great swords.

It strikes its enemies with its sharp, thorny tail and turns them into rags.

If there is one flaw, it is that there is only one thing that contrasts with how huge and bulky everything is.

Sluggishly-suddenly-

It was the poor, weak forelimb that replaced the forepaw of a Tyrant standing tall on two legs.

“It has a very deformed appearance. Of course, there were bipedal earth dragons like that among the demonic beasts in my neighborhood, but this is the first time I've seen one with pitiful front legs like that.”

We all agreed with Aila's straightforward assessment.

“Did you say Tyrant? The nickname ‘king of kings’ is worthy of it. However, I always feel this, but there is something about Earth Dragons... that I always feel sorry for.”

“Ah, I think I know what Hwarim is talking about. That's right, right? There are people who have a short body part somewhere, or who die from choking on tough meat because they can't breathe when eating.”

“For the first time in a while, we are on the same page.”

And only two people could not hide their excitement when they saw that.

“Tyranno... It's Tyranno. A dinosaur, and a king dragon!”

“Tylent...! He will be a great partner who will touch my heart as a knight of the rogue!”

“...!”

“...!”

thud-!

After saying that, the knight Portia and I looked at each other at the same time. We felt something warm somewhere deep in our hearts connect, and we strongly bumped and wrapped our arms around each other.

“Wow, I’m surprised... Why are you two acting like that all of a sudden?”

“... Well, haven't you seen Enin at least a few times? This is how men suddenly feel a deep sense of camaraderie for each other.”

“Ah, is that it? That phenomenon where, for some reason, everyone suddenly becomes brave, but somehow becomes slightly less intelligent.”

For a moment, I feel a little cringe at Enin and Thistle's harsh criticism, but I try to defend myself by what Eila says while looking at us one after another.

“When Lee Rim came to save me before, didn’t he do the same with Vincent? It’s true that men seem to go crazy when two or more people get together!”

“That sounds too much. It's not that your head gets weird, it's that you feel a sense of camaraderie when you're with like-minded people - that's what it is.”

“A sense of camaraderie with someone you just met? Ha ha ha ha ha! Lee Rim says something very interesting! In the end, we are strangers!”

It's such a shame that “ doesn't know the sound of this hot heart.”

While Eila was still unable to understand us as elves today, the rider grabbed my shoulder as if she couldn't bear it any longer.

“Look, Bishop! Let’s go! My soul is crying out, so hurry up and face the Tyrant with your weapons!”

“... Yes. Let's go! I want to see him up close soon!”

Being like-minded gives you such courage.

If you were to meet him head-on, you might feel a bit scared of the Tyrant, but I somehow thought that with this knight-errant, I would have no fear at all.

So, the knight errant and I grabbed our weapons and tried to jump out of the guard post to greet the king of the jungle, but we couldn't do so because the hygges stopped us.

“Oh, wait, wait! Don't go down! It's not time yet!”

“Over there. We have no intention of getting involved with you going around calling yourself knight or warrior or whatever title you have outside, but we hope you don't ruin our hunt.”

“That’s right. Because we have our own way of hunting. In particular, it is our first time seeing a monster as large as Tylant, so we have to put a lot of effort into it.”

“So, please stay still. There will be a separate time prepared for the fight. Do you understand? Especially Portia! Last time, you went ahead alone, but you fainted when you were surrounded by demonic beasts! How hard was it to get it!”

“Yes, yes. Okay...”

“Sorry...”

The hygges, who had shown a limited appearance in the village, were admonishing us now that we were out on the hunting field, and our nerves had become much sharper than before, and we had no choice but to shrink, contrary to the fierce fighting spirit we had just moments before.

After everyone was ready, the hygge hunt began.

“... Is it okay for you to approach me like that without any preparation?”

“It’s okay. After all, this is all a plan.”

First, with Enin's concern, three Hygges held round shields and approached the Tyrant while making noise on purpose.

“Now! This way, this way!”

“Over there, over there!”

“Byeong-Shin-ah! This way!”

Kang- Kang- Kang-

As soon as the Tyrant spotted them, the three struck their axes against the iron rim of the wooden round shield, making a jarring noise. The Tyrant immediately flashed its teeth at the sight.

And then-

thud-

thud-

Thump-thump-thump-

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

Gradually it starts to speed up and rush towards them.

“... It’s okay, right?”

“You don’t have to worry.”

Even Thistle, who was relatively calmer than Enin because the hygges were already much shorter than us, expressed concern, but the hygges who were with us were watching with a relaxed look.

The three Hygges who were confronting the Tyrant turn back and begin to run away.

It was the moment when the Tyrant's fast legs approached in an instant and were about to kick away Hygge.

“Now.”

Boom!

At the same time that Hygge, who was with us, was speaking quietly, Hygge, who was behind the most, put the round shield behind her back, rolled up her body, and kicked the Tyrant's feet.

Whiuuung-

Hygge, who was kicked by the giant Tyrant, combined the mask on his head and the round shield on his back to form a ball and bounced away.

“... Oh my. Right. Because their bodies are light, they can absorb that level of shock using a method that only they can use.”

With Hwarim's admiration, Hygge, who had been thrown away, came out from inside the shield, shook off his knees and started running again, looking fine.

“This is our hunting method, dribbling.”

With explanations from the Hygge that was with us, the three Hygge continued to drive the Tylant.

The hygges, in the same manner as shown earlier, seemed as if they were going to be caught by the Tyrant, but were completely happy and taunted by waving their respective animal tails attached to the back of their buttocks, and the Tyrant, whose prey was constantly glimmering before his eyes, seemed to be going crazy with anger, looking back and forth. Without guidance, the hygges are guided to do what they want.

The Tyrant, who had been lured over and over again, ran towards the guard post where we were-

Phuuk-

Kwasik-

Grrr!

I sat down, my legs falling into two huge holes that the hygges had dug in advance.

And there was no reason for us to hold on any longer since he had been successfully guided into the trap.

“The time has come! The great fight begins now!”

“Dinosaur! It’s a dinosaur!”

“Ahh! Wait a minute... Did you already run down?!”

As the rider and I go down the tree, we land on the ground, feeling Enin's voice grow further and further away.

thud-

Cooung-

I, who landed with my knees bent, and the rider, who landed without even bending my knees, ran straight towards the Tyrant.

Rustling-

And then we heard the sound of something landing in the grass behind us,

Between the voyageur and me, someone ran ahead of us at a much faster speed.

“Tylent! That's a rare species that can't even be seen in the elven forest, so I'll be the first to see it!”

“Elf?! Was that woman an elf? For some reason, I thought my ears were long!”

“Didn’t you know that you were right next to me a while ago?!”

“I just thought it was someone with slightly misshapen ears! How could it be that you were people who were with the elves! It's like a fairy tale. This is so lucky!”

So, I followed Eila, who was the first to lead, and the knight errant followed closely behind her, and the rest also ran to the Tyrant with their own weapons.

Crrr!

Quad deuk-

Tyrant had good strength.

Even though the guy lost his legs to the point where it was difficult to get out of the deep pit on his own, he was struggling with all his might and was trying to get out by collapsing the ground around him.

“Walk!”

“Pull!”

The hygges throw huge chains at the Tyrant's back and exchange them with each other, connecting the chains to the giant trees.

Grrrr-

“Move! Don't join in! If you have to, let go of the chains!”

Tyrant looked at the chains wrapped around the thorns on his back and realized that the movements the hygges were making were to strangle him, so he tried to pull the hygges as far as his chin could reach. The hygges seemed to be used to such attacks, so they gave him a short attack. Jump around with your legs to distract the Tyrant.

And the Tyrant, who was shaking his head so hard, soon looked at the three people approaching in front and focused his attention.

“Now that I’m here, how should I deal with this?”

“Hmm, it’s a lot bigger than I thought. Well, that makes it even more rewarding!”

I hold a magic sword, and the Knight of Struggle holds a double-edged axe, and we confront the Tyrant with his head in front of me.

Aila gives instructions to us.

“Simple! Even if it's an Earth Dragon, it's no different! The Earth Dragon has only one weakness!”

“What is it?”

“Separating the head from the body can kill you!”

“... That's so simple.”

“It’s going to be exciting!”

Just like that, the fight began.

Before he knew it, the Earth Dragon collapsed the foundations of the two pits where his legs had fallen, turning them into one.

In that state, it spun its body violently and tried to hit us with its tail, and just when we thought we had narrowly avoided the attack, the Tyrant's teeth tried to cut our bodies in pieces.

The operation was simple, but it was not easy due to its large size.

Boom!

‘This is scary. 'I shouldn't hit you head-on.'

The moment you let your guard down, the tail swings so loudly that you feel like you can't avoid it, so you give up on defense and just rely on the momentum, curling your body to cushion the impact as much as possible, and fly away.

Although it was a short period of time, I could roughly see the law of destruction as I dealt with him.

There are two ways to catch him.

One is that the sleeping pills of the hygges, who are still actively shooting poisoned arrows, spread through his body and caused him to fall asleep, and the other was that before we could get him out of the hole and try to run away,

As Aila said, it is an operation to separate the neck and torso.

'Surprisingly, cutting the neck itself seems easy. Even with the magic sword, the thorns and leather were sufficiently damaged.'

I knew that his body could be easily cut with a magic sword.

However, it was not as easy as we thought to stop the Tyrant, which continued to rotate its body and whip us with its tail and head, as if it were not dizzy.

Still, it seems I wasn't the only one who had such thoughts.

“Irim!”

“Huh?”

On the other side of the Tyrant, on the other side where me, the knight-errant, and Aela were fighting the head, Ennin, Thistle, and Hwarim, who were fighting the Tyrant's tail, were looking this way.

Enin shouts loudly to me.

“Because we will stop him! Please finish it there!”

“... Okay!”

I didn't know what kind of strategy they were going to use, but it seemed like they were on the same page, so I'm preparing as well.

Immediately after Enin heard my answer, he grabbed the anvil and took his stance.

'One revolution, I'll circle again.'

The Tyrant takes advantage of this opportunity to rotate its body once again.

The guy had been rotating his body like that for a while and was gradually getting out of the hole.

This time, the Tyrant swung its body as hard as it could and at the same time swung its tail vigorously in Enin's direction.

“Ugh... Ahhh!”

Kwaaa!

Enin ran towards the Tyrant's tail and swung his anvil with all his might.

Pujijijijijik-

Gooo!

“... Wow.”

The results were disastrous.

Tyrant's tail hit Enin's anvil and was bent at an angle that could not be broken at all, and Enin was unharmed.

Kuuuung-

The guy seems to be unable to bear the intense pain, so he falls to his knees and hits the ground.

And taking advantage of that gap, we run towards the Tyrant.

“Huh!”

“Hiya!”

“Please do me a favor too!”

“Let’s hold hands!”

“Here!”

“Thank you!”

Aila and I kicked the ground hard and jumped onto the Tyrant's head, and the runner, who was relatively heavy due to his armor, climbed up belatedly with our help.

After that it was very simple.

We, standing on the Tyrant's neck, looked at each other with solemn expressions,

each other's weapons,

Raise the magic sword, white sword, and double-edged axe.

and-

The work begins to kill the monster.

Is there anything great about how to kill a huge demonic beast?

Who else would use such splendid skills to destroy huge palaces, cathedrals, and spires?

In the days when there were no explosives, only the strong muscles of the body took the place of everything.

Of course, it is said that the more extravagant the story, the better because it is a work to create a story that will become a story of feat, honor, and a drink, but in this case, most people will think of the simplest and most efficient method and move their hand.

Phuuk-

It started with my magic sword being driven into the center where the Tyrant was to be cut.

“Stab!”

“Cut!”

“Pick it!”

“Put it in!”

“““Uraaa!!!”””

Three people, including me, hit the Tyrant's neck hard with their respective weapons.

Rather than stabbing a monster with a thousand clumsy sword sheaths, it is best to focus on attacking one specific area.

Gooo!

Tyrant tries to move, but it's already too late.

The guy's sharp pupils were now filled with fear instead of the domineering look that had been in his eyes just a moment ago.

And that fear ended up allowing the medicine to penetrate into the blood vessels that had suppressed the hygge sleeping pills that had been continuously injected.

It is embarrassed that its body is gradually not moving according to its will, and at the same time, it is trying to resist us who climb on its neck and continue to tear its skin and cut its flesh.

But I can't even do that.

“Let’s hit the broken part first! Let’s cut it out and think about it!”

“The Earth Dragon is a tyrant of the wilderness who has been eating people since ancient times! We should reduce the number as much as possible!”

“It's not a common opportunity to stab a prey of this size with a sword, so while I'm at it, I'll have to figure out the structure in more detail.”

The Tyrant's broken tail also began to be gradually pulled off by the three people.

Afterwards, the Hygges who had been shooting arrows all over the bush came with their own hatchets and started attacking the Tyrant, and soon the Tyrant was completely dead.

“Whoa... stop!”

After a while, we all stopped attacking and came down, following the words of a hygge with a red feather on his mask who was in charge of leading this hunt.

Hygge, seeing that we have gathered, raises his blood-stained hatchet high in the sky and shouts.

“Tyrant hunting, success!”

Wow--

Is it because everyone's emotions were heightened because they saw blood?

Every single one of us, even Thistle, followed the others and shouted loudly, congratulating us on the success of the hunt.

And so the Tyrant's hunt came to an end.

        
            We returned to the village after the hunt was over.

I was told that the Tyrant they had hunted was too large to be brought to the village, and that they would leave it there and take the time to slowly dismantle it and move it later.

It is said that if you succeed in tanning the leather, it will become leather armor and armor similar to the Black Serpent I once wore, and the meat has a strong odor, but it is sold to gourmets as top-quality meat if it is cooked well.

The hygges said that they would cut off some of the incredibly smelly Tyrant meat and use it for the evening reception, but I was worried that the tremendous stench would be eliminated by using all the methods available to humans.

So, on our way back, we continued to have fun sharing stories about our fight with the Tyrants.

At the same time, I saw how, in addition to the Tyrants, the Hygges were hunting demonic beasts much larger than themselves in this wide forest.

“There are a ton of traps. It’s so diverse and bloody, it’s almost like preparation for war, right?”

“Unlike ordinary wild animals, demonic beasts are creatures that harm all living things by their very existence, so it is better to kill them as soon as possible. Especially in this place, which is connected to a mountain range and where various demonic beasts come across, I think even that is not enough.”

We were introduced to all the traps one by one, guided by a hygge with a red feather on his mask.

There are huge iron traps installed throughout the forest, nooses studded with thorns, and even sharp pits that guarantee your passage to the afterlife the moment you fall into them.

In addition to physical traps, there were also magic traps that would cause a sphere of water to surround your head and suffocate you as soon as you came within the range of the magic circle hidden on the floor.

Since they were dealing with magical beasts that could kill each other thoroughly, the Hygges were traps that prioritized killing without any arrogant thoughts of capturing them alive.

While I was being introduced to the traps one by one, there was one thing that caught my eye.

“What is this?”

This time, what the red-feathered hygge pointed to was a trap that only appeared to have a single yellow flower blooming on the ground.

I wondered if a hole had been dug down there, but no matter how I looked, it didn't look dangerous.

“This. I guess I can show you this.”

“Oh, there’s no need to set off the trap you worked so hard to create.”

“It’s okay. This is a trap made by the forest to protect itself.”

As we were unable to understand what Hygge was saying, another Hygge person from somewhere brought a wooden cage that could be lifted with one hand and opened it in front of us.

“Oh my-”

“It’s cute.”

“Hey, it’s a shrew!”

Thistle and Enin look at the rat that came out of the cage and find it cute.

What came out of the cage was a rat with a sharp snout that Eila called a shrew.

The rat seemed to be wary of us and suddenly started sniffing violently.

'Are the flowers scented?'

Then, he quickly walked over to where the yellow flower was and put his mouth to the bud.

Whirly rilyri-

Churrr-

Ujijik, phajik-

Jjiui profit...

It died as it was caught by hundreds of golden thread-like roots sticking out near the flower.

“... Wow.”

“... Oh my.”

“...”

“... Well, this is what nature is.”

Thistle, Ennin, and I had no choice but to watch in silence, and Hwarim, who was dazed, also understood.

“It is a plant that attracts animals and demons with its scent and kills them by entangling them with its roots.”

“It’s bloody.”

“Everyone is so cruel about what they want to do for a living, how could there be anything?”

Hygge, unimpressed as he must have seen the sight several times, gives a supplementary explanation.

“We did some research to see if we could try using the scent of that flower. I wonder what kind of scent it is that attracts even demons who are not vegetarians. The result is more romantic than you might think.”

“Romantic?”

“Yes. The demon beasts that smelled that scent did not approach the flower to eat it, but to protect it.”

“Yes?”

Whether we are embarrassed by his words or not, he continues his explanation.

I only found out now, but he seemed to be a scholar-like person among hygges.

“That flower emits a scent that makes demons and animals fall in love with it. Those who smell the scent will come closer to the flower and want to protect it, observe it, and feel love for it. He kills the animals that approach by squeezing the flowers and uses them as fertilizer for himself.”

“Uh... Hmm... I don't think the romantic letter is included either.”

The flower that successfully hunted puts its roots back in and begins to shake its body as if dancing.

Looking at that scene, Hygge continues.

“It's not like that at all, but that dancing figure is an expression of mourning for the creature that one killed.”

“... Really?”

“Of course. This is a behavior often seen in demonic plants. Although they have the intelligence of plants, they do not have vocal organs, so they express their emotions by dancing. What that flower is showing is ‘I loved you.’ thank you And, thank you.' It means:”

“It was a psychopath pool.”

'It's so damn sad to mourn Ji-ji's death.'

The emotions expressed by plants give me goosebumps.

We didn't want to stay there any longer, so we urged the hygges to hurry back to the village.

We returned to the village after checking all the traps.

The great hunt against Tylant, the top predator among the earth dragons that inhabit the wilderness, was rewarding.

And Peria, who found us after successfully returning from such a great hunt-

“What is it? What about these barbarians?”

When Astesia saw that no one was covered in blood, she frowned and covered her eyes.

Not only that, Ingrid, who was next to them, was looking at us and suddenly sniffed, frowned, and covered her face with her hands.

“Everyone, hurry up and wash up! Because it stinks so much!”

“... It looks like you had a fight with a big guy. Everyone noticed that the smell was a bit strong. Ugh...”

“... Is that tidy?”

“Well, that’s about it... You’d better wash up quickly.”

After seeing the two people's comments and Astesia having a hard time controlling her facial expressions, we were finally able to take time to reflect on ourselves.

He guides us and tells us that blood-soaked hygges like us can wash ourselves in a spring located on a hill in the village.

“Well, Tylant is a guy with a really bad smell. Not only is it difficult to find a pool that can hold all of their enormous size, but they themselves hate water, so when it rains, they dig up mountains and make burrows to hide.”

“Sniff- The smell from a fight gets on your body... It's so bad.”

“There are many cases where plants used as medicinal herbs that are supposed to grow at the right time die en masse due to the bad smell, so there are many reasons to catch Tylant. Also, if there are Tyrants nearby and it rains, they will dig their burrows, causing quite serious rockfall accidents. Ah, the village chief has come. I'll just report it and come right away.”

“Of course.”

Hygge, who was guiding us, was passing through the village and saw Lyudmila and the village chief just coming out of the chief's house, so he ran to report.

The report took a little longer than I expected, and it seemed like Hygge was reporting to the village chief in detail what we had done, as the village chief's mask appeared to turn towards us from time to time.

However, it was not possible to know how the village chief was reacting because he sat behind his back and did not say anything.

'If it weren't for the mask, I would have been able to tell what kind of expression he was making, but since he never takes it off, I can't tell.'

After receiving the report, the village chief said to Hygge, ‘I understand.’ After giving a short answer, he left somewhere again with Lyudmila.

Afterwards, following Hygge's guidance, we went to Ongdal Spring, a naturally created forest on the hillside of the village.

“You can wash here and then come down. Later in the evening, the number of people in the group has increased, so we will serve dinner.”

“Ah, thank you.”

The hygge people who guided us said they had some work left to do and would take a shower later and went down first.

We entered the pool, which was quite large for a spring, with a wooden screen in between, washed our bodies, and came out.

Hwaaa

“Whoa... Maybe it’s because it’s in the forest, so it’s a bit cold.”

“Are you saying it’s this cold? I have even climbed the snowy mountain at the western end of the empire! It was several times colder there than here!”

“So Portia, you’re not cold right now?”

“Of course it’s cold. That's that and this is this. Hahahahaha!”

Although the air in the forest was cold, the water in Ongdal Spring was warm, perhaps because it came from geothermal sources.

The temperature was low compared to hot springs, but after washing ourselves in the moderately lukewarm water, we were all steaming from our bodies due to the cool temperature of the forest.

“Irim. Is that all over?”

“Yes. Then shall we go down?”

“Of course. We had just come out too. I'm going to dry my hair there because it gets a lot of sunlight in the village.”

Just then, everyone else had washed up and came out, so we headed back down to the village.

Everyone walks slowly, shaking off their wet hair and briefly curling up to avoid getting their clothes wet.

Except for Aila, everyone has long hair, so it takes a while to dry their hair anyway.

Even when I thought about it, it seemed better to go down to the village and dry it out rather than trying to find a way out in the forest where there wasn't much sunlight.

At that moment, a strong wind passed through the trees and struck the group.

Hwiung-

“Ike, as expected, strong winds blow through the forest every now and then.”

“The kingdom saw that wind and said it was the breath of the spirit god. What does it say where Hwarim is?”

“Hmm... We used to say that this kind of wind is a phenomenon that causes bamboo trees to tremble because of the tiger passing through the forest, saying 'a tiger has entered'. Of course, this is also a story that comes from the struggles of young children trying to fill in the world they still do not know with their imagination.”

'... Is this a scent?'

As I stand behind the women walking ahead of me and talking, a refreshing smell tickles my nose thanks to the wind.

Since it was my first time smelling a scent, I followed the scent closer and closer without realizing it, and then my eyes met with Thistle.

“... Uh, I like the smell.”

“Is that so? Hehehe.”

I felt embarrassed because I thought I was chasing the smell too blatantly, but Thistle smiled when she saw me like that and told me the source of the smell.

“Actually, before entering the spring, a hygge woman told me to look for blue flowers with closed buds around the spring. When you open the bud, there is a transparent dew inside that is used as a substitute for perfume. I heard that if you spray it on your hair, the smell of Tylant will disappear immediately, so I just sprayed it all on.”

“Ah...”

Even while listening to Thistle, I couldn't help but focus my senses on the tip of my nose.

“I’m more addicted to this than I thought.”

“Is that so? Would you like to take a closer look?”

The smell was better than I expected, so I didn't hesitate to listen to Thistle's words and just gently ran my hand up her wet hair and brought it to my nose.

Hmm-

“... I'm really addicted to this.”

“You said the same thing a little while ago. Hehehe.”

“Oh, was that so?”

This smell makes me think there might be something wrong with the ingredients.

Even as I was walking, I kept smelling thistle's hair, so we naturally walked slowly and fell behind.

Then, when Thistle saw that the distance from other people was getting further and further away, he suddenly-

side-

“... eh?”

He came close and kissed my forehead briefly.

I was embarrassed and looked up at Thistle, and she looked down at me and smiled.

“You’ve been in charge of it for too long. So much so that I was jealous of the scent.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

“No. are you okay. Let’s go, Lee Rim. I became distant from everyone.”

“Of course. This means an apology.”

side-

“... Hmm.”

I was so dazzled by the scent created by the flowers.

I followed Thistle's words and quietly kissed Thistle's hand to express my apology. Thistle's face turned red and she walked faster.

And I was trying to chase after him-

My body stiffened and I stopped.

“... Uh, did you see it?”

“... Huh! I saw it.”

There was Enin, clearing his throat.

Ennin just watched Thistle pass by, turned his back and waited for me to slowly approach.

Just when I was a little nervous about what to say, Enin started walking with me and spoke.

“... You don’t have to be so nervous because you know everything.”

“Huh? W-what are you talking about...”

“You don’t have to hide it. I heard everything from Thistle, and I accepted it too.”

When I looked down at Enin, he also looked straight into my eyes and smiled.

It meant that he really knew everything.

While time passed while I, who was indecisive, wondered how to talk to others, Thistle had already had time to talk with Enin, and it seemed like there was no situation where they became uncomfortable.

Enin didn't seem to think he was really uncomfortable, so he just smiled and walked at the same pace as me.

However, even for a moment, Enin stopped walking, and I also stopped along with Enin.

Enin turns around and speaks to me.

“... Lee Lim. Would you like to bow down for a moment?”

“Huh? Yes.”

I followed Enin’s words and bowed quietly.

OK-

“Eight-.”

Suddenly, my vision was obscured, and the scent I had smelled from Thistle's head a little while ago, this time, a strong scent entered my body with explosive force through the tip of my nose.

“Hihi, how do you feel? It feels good, right?”

“Uh, um... I see. It’s so soft.”

As soon as I bent down, Enine framed my face with her rich, tangled hair.

Is it because there is still moisture inside?

Enin's hair contained a scent stronger than thistle.

As I was enjoying the scent, the image of a yellow flower eating a shrew that Hygge showed me a while ago came to mind.

But Enin's hair wasn't that violent.

Unlike plants that seem like psychopaths, Enine gives me pure warmth and good mood.

Warmth like the sun.

As I felt my eyes gradually closing from the warmth, Enin spoke to me.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“Me too, me too.”

“... Yes.”

“Someday, when I can convince myself, can I come closer to Lee Rim?”

Enin's meaning was abstract.

But that didn't mean I couldn't understand what he meant.

I think this is probably what Thistle said.

Thistle told me to find our own answer to being happy together with everyone, and I think he told that story to Enin.

And Henin accepted it.

Just because of that,

Because I don't want Enin to misunderstand,

While answering Enin's words, I speak with all my sincerity.

“... It's okay. Rather, I hope so. If Enin wants to get closer to me, I would be really happy.”

“Thank you.”

“Still. I hope you don’t get me wrong.”

“... What?”

“Whether now or later, I will think of Enin the same way. I won't discriminate against current Ennin over Thistle, and even if I'm an Ennin from back then, I won't treat them any differently than I do now. Enin is the one who always makes me feel grateful.”

“... Thank you.”

After hearing my answer, Enin tried to get away from me.

“Wait a minute-”

Kkook-

“... hehe.”

However, I hoped that my feelings would be conveyed to Enin at least a little, and I only let Enin go after hugging her as hard as I could.

“Irimiii! come fast! He showed me how to dismantle demon beasts for dinner! ”

“Okay!”

We moved quickly, following Aila's voice from afar.

        
            In the evening, a reception was held for the guests.

I thought people might react a little harshly to showing me dismantling the demonic beasts I caught during the hunt, but contrary to what I thought, none of the people in our church were reluctant.

Even Astesia showed great interest in the work of dismantling the demon beast, and more than anything else, I think it was because the hygges' dismantling techniques were so neat and artistic-like.

'When I think about it, some movements, such as tuna dismemberment shows, are made with movements that emphasize performance rather than efficiency. I think I see something like that.'

The work of dismantling the magical beast was more spectacular than imagined.

Perhaps because they were already small hygges, it was a sight to see the beasts ten times their size being dismantled in an instant on an extremely long workbench custom-made for them.

“Take off ”

bang!

Remove the “jo.”

bang!

“If you split it-”

Buuuck!

“Big things don’t end.”

'Oh, I feel like a craftsman.'

After the claws are blown off and the entire head is cut off, the skin is peeled off cleanly in an instant.

“The blood will not come out because the water was drained from the river in advance, and the remaining blood will be removed while baking, so it will taste good.”

Tang tang tang tang tang tang-

'It sounds like something you would only hear in a Chinese restaurant.'

What is unique is that hatchets were used to cut the flesh, remove the skin, and remove the bones.

'There are only a few daggers that are specifically used as kitchen knives. Hunters carry quite a few daggers.'

To us, it's just a normal throwing axe, but when I hold it in their hands, it changes into a force comparable to a Chinese sword. I get goosebumps when I think about 10 hygges jumping down from a tree at the same time with hatchets in hand. It sprouted.

The spectacle ended with some of the Tyrant meat that was to be used for dinner tonight, 10 fox-like beasts, and 20 pig-like beasts with horns on their foreheads being dismantled within an hour.

“Now! The disbandment is over!”

“Chef. Shall we light a fire?”

“I have to smoke it. The pot was raised, the skewers were brought, and was there any stone slab left? Have you broken one before? Why can’t I see it?”

“The chef got drunk at the last dinner banquet and took it home. Go quickly and bring it back.”

“... There was a rock in the house that I didn't know about.”

Afterwards, instead of the smell of blood, the smell of delicious food begins to fill the village.

We were treated to a treat that hygge fans would definitely say was grand.

The total number of hygges who were said to have gathered together in the village reached about 100 people, and after eating the demonic beasts they had captured, we were impressed by the cuisine, which had a different taste from the kingdom union.

Thistle and Enin in particular showed great interest in the recipe and asked a question to the old Hygge, who wore a white towel over a wooden mask.

“Oh my... it’s delicious. Hey, sorry, but can I ask you a question?”

“Any amount.”

“How did you cook this so that it is so soft?”

“If you hit it with a hammer, the meat becomes softer.”

“Yes? But I also hit it with a hammer quite a few times while using the monster meat, and it didn't happen like this, right?”

“What hammer did you use?”

“Uh... just a flat hammer. It is generally used for driving nails. I wrapped it in a clean cloth and used quite a bit of force and hit it a lot.”

“You can’t do something like that. Then the meat just falls apart. You have to use a hammer to make the meat tender. Here, look at this.”

‘Oh, that ruins the pork cutlet. There's something that looks the same here too.'

As I passed by, I took a quick look, and what Old Hygge showed me was an object similar to the so-called 'pork cutlet hammer', which is commonly used to tenderize meat.

“... Hey, this is unusual. I had no idea there was a hammer made just for this recipe.”

“Sure. There are a lot of thorns protruding from the tip of the hammer.”

“If you hit the side of the meat as is, the meat will just break apart rather than the surimi. You have to use this to hit the inside of the meat, point by point, to make it soft. Because the meat of a demonic beast requires a lot of work.”

For a moment, Thistle and Ennin took interest in the hammer that Hygge was showing, before she put the hammer on her shoulder and looked at the two people and said.

“... From the looks of it, they are both women who are ready to get married?”

““Yes?””

“Usually, when young people of this age are interested in cooking, it means that there are people who want to feed them delicious food. It doesn't matter if you're a man or a woman. Trying to lure someone with delicious food is an instinctive and traditional courtship method that has been handed down since ancient times.”

“Yes...? Well, don’t even adventurers often try to learn cooking?”

“Do you think so? But it's not like that. Even if adventurers like food, most adventurers prefer to ‘buy and eat’ it in various regions. Because I'm tired when I sleep at night, most people just make do with it. Of course, there are people who really like it and add herbs to every meal and use the olive oil they save. Still, such a person is just a person who belongs to number 1 if there are 100.”

Woman Hygge says as she throws the hammer at the two people.

Swish-

“Now, it’s a gift. I don't know who the girls like, but try your best. A table made with great care just for one person is something that will remain in memory for a lifetime.”

““...””

Ennin and Thistle stood blankly, each holding the end and handle of the hammer with one hand.

“Ah, thank you.”

“Thank you.”

Nodding-

Belatedly, the two expressed their gratitude, and they looked at each other, raised their arms, and took a posture of strength.

'... Something's hot. Should I leave the two of you alone?'

I was wandering around thinking about finding a seat, but today I wanted to have a drink.

However, I wanted to enjoy the taste of pure alcohol, not in a very noisy place like Aila or the knight-errant, so I looked for a suitable place and soon found a good place.

“Hello.”

“Hmm? Oh, you are a guest.”

“Can we sit together?”

“Any amount.”

Even though it was a fairly noisy banquet, we somehow ended up sitting in a corner next to an old hygge who had already sat in an empty seat in front of the wood fire that was just starting to cook additional dishes.

He got to know me as soon as I put the bottle down on the table.

“Looks like you wanted to enjoy a drink, right?”

“Huh? How did you know? I walked around carefully so as not to break the mood.”

“There's a reason why you don't sit down until this hour and walk around holding your liquor bottle tightly so as not to bump into other people and drop it. The same goes for me, so please sit here. It’s a famous place.”

“Hey, it’s a great place. Is there a reason?”

“This is where the most delicious meat is placed.”

“That’s good. Would you like a drink?”

“Any amount.”

I exchanged glasses and chatted with Hygge, an old man who told me that the place I was sitting was where good quality snacks were served.

“The nobles of the empire are reluctant to eat the meat of demonic beasts, thinking it is meat only eaten by the lower classes, but the people of that church eat it well.”

“Because we come from the kingdom. In the Kingdom Alliance, the meat of demonic beasts is the staple food.”

“Is that so? Somehow, your denomination seems to have many similarities with our hygges. I also heard what happened at the hunting ground. You went out against the Tylant without fearing anyone?”

“Well, that’s right. There were times when I got a little excited and went out a lot. Oh, I'll fill you in.”

“Thank you.”

braided-

Gulp gulp-

'Khaa!'

The translucent brown gokju has a familiar taste and goes down the throat cleanly.

It is said that it is an alcohol made by hygges using grains purchased from witchcraft, and it tastes quite good, perhaps because it is a cool forest all year round.

“Kkeuh- Eup, excuse me. Anyway, we hygge people really like hunting, but it's a shame there's one thing we don't support.”

“Hmm... What is it?”

“We are all short. As you can see if you look around, the average size for us is to grow to the size of the waist of pure-blooded humans.”

“Does that have a big impact on hunting?”

“Don’t go. Although we mainly use traps and arrows, we also want to compete head-on with our prey. But with a body this small, how could there be anyone who would be a proper shield? So, I turned my attention to making traps. Our weakest point, where things like that are common, is that we lack the front line, but I heard there are quite a few talented people in that sect. That's what I'm jealous of.”

“Hey...”

It seemed like we were talking seriously for a moment, but the old man, Hygge, just waved his hand and thrust a bottle of liquor at me.

“... Well, that's enough. It's been a long time, hehehe. Is there anything more important than enjoying a drink at a drinking party? Drink, drink. Take a drink.”

“Haha, thank you.”

visor-

Gulp gulp-

“Kha!”

“Kuhuhulheul- I enjoy eating it.”

“Hey, did you say traditional liquor? It’s delicious, like makgeolli.”

“Makgeolli? Is there a similar drink in your hometown?”

“Yes. Yes. This is a drink I drink once when I really want to drink it properly.”

“I like that we have something in common like this. Kahahaha!”

They clink their glasses and continue talking while enjoying drinks with snacks.

“-So, you guys purely like hunting and don’t want to give up this land?”

“That’s right. Before the empire came, the land of Hygge was actually just a huge base. It is safe to say that we are a species born solely for hunting. If there is a game that touches your heart, you immediately gather people, prepare equipment, gather food, go on an expedition, and return. Hygge here is just a base for that.”

“Then, the reason why you all came back to this now ruined forest is also-”

“This is because the number of prey has increased tremendously. You don't have to go far. Thanks to the dense forests extending from the nearby mountain ranges, the demonic beasts are trying to expand their influence to this area that was once a plain, as if it were their home. Unlike in the past, this land is valuable just because we can hunt without having to go far.”

“So you’re saying that in reality there is no antipathy toward the imperial army, resentment toward the devil, or anything like that?”

“Then. The reason we hate the imperial army is because they are trying to take over our newly established hunting ground again, so we refuse for various reasons, and to us, the devil is just a guy we want to hunt just before we die. There are no complaints about occupying our ancestors’ land.”

“Hey...”

It was full of more useful information than I expected to pour out under the influence of alcohol.

'They are a race where all thoughts and actions are focused on hunting. If this is madness, is it madness?'

A race that hunts for the sake of hunting.

The by-products obtained from killing a magical beast are sold and purchased as preparations for the next hunt.

Their only interest is hunting, hunting, hunting.

Resentment, distrust, etc. are all just excuses to protect the naturally created hunting ground.

Even if you think about the people of the three major denominations who stiffened when they saw the necklace with a low-level devil sealed in front of the princess, their common sense is completely on one side to see the sealed devil's sanctuary and think of it as something they want to hunt someday. It meant that it was biased.

So the dinner ended in a fairly friendly atmosphere.

Afterwards, we received a proposal from the chief of the Hygges, not as knights of the princess, but as members of the Deshade Church.

        
            After the banquet, while the hygges were cleaning up the leftover food and empty liquor bottles, the hygge chief sat at the same table as us and talked to us.

“Try not to say empty words when dealing with nobles. I can't trust the imperial army, but I heard from other kids who went hunting that I can trust you people of the Deshade Church.”

“Are we?”

“Running forward without hesitation even against Tyrants. The way we fight against that giant without backing down even an inch is something we can never imitate. Today's hunter, who went on expeditions to distant places when he was young, assured me that your dance skills are comparable to those of the knights of most empires.”

The village chief's way of starting things off with a nice compliment clearly showed that he had something he wanted to ask of us.

Sure enough, after praising us to the fullest, he immediately brought up the real business.

“ So, in my capacity as the village chief, I hope that the Deshade Church will join us in the fight against the Necro Druids who will attack while expelling the demons from the sanctuary.”

“We have a small number, is that okay?”

“It doesn’t matter. In fact, the only person we needed was someone who could be the vanguard against the gigantic beasts.”

As long as it was okay with the other side, there was no reason to refuse.

'I was already thinking that this trip was doomed, but if the hygges make a request, I have no choice but to accept it.'

The hygges' position that they would allow access to expel the devil if sufficient preparations were made was, in fact, sufficient preparation with the traps the hygges had already made.

‘The need for a vanguard is the same thing that old Hygge, who sat next to me at the banquet, complained. There is only one thing they lack: they lack the vanguard. There is no trick or ruse behind the sudden change of heart. It probably means that they viewed us favorably.'

What they needed was a hunting partner they could trust, and we seemed to have received the offer because we met their criteria.

Although it seemed dangerous to be asked to stand in the vanguard in front of demonic beasts that couldn't be dealt with even with traps, and especially reanimated corpses, there was nothing we couldn't do as we had experienced so many things so far.

“Would you join us in the hunt? Of course, you are the main players. We are just interfering with it.”

“There is no reason to reject the idea of punishing the group of heretics who are causing chaos in the world solely for their own sake. And we won't be the main players in this hunt. You are the ones who have prevented the Necro Druids from accessing the sanctuary where the devil is sealed. So, this is your hunting ground, and we, the hygge people, will be with you.”

“Thank you.”

Thistle speaks with the village chief as the representative of our church.

'You made the point well.'

I don't know if it was intentional or if it was something that came purely from the heart.

Thistle accepted the hygges' suggestions as a cause and at the same time turned the main role to them to accommodate their moods.

Thanks to this, other than the village chief, the hygges who were gathered also seemed to be in a pretty good mood, although their expressions could not be seen because of the masks.

But that's why you have to do the final verification.

“However, I would like to ask just one thing.”

Please do “.”

“What you have to deal with are those who wield demonic powers. If Necro Druids step forward and are wrongly wounded by demonic powers, their souls may suffer irreparable damage. Are you really prepared for that?”

Hygge people say they want to hunt even the devil, but I wonder if they really understand the fear of the devil when they say that.

However, all of the hygges’ answers were clearer than expected.

“I am already fully prepared. No one expects the excitement of hunting down a demon without one or two casualties.”

“... Okay.”

The negotiations between Thistle and the village chief ended in a conversation so short that it could not be called a negotiation.

In fact, the Hygges seem to have been quite concerned about the presence of Necro Druids threatening their hunting grounds even before.

Since they wore masks, there was no way to read their expressions, but wherever they went, they all carried their own weapons, hatchets and bows that were shorter than their height, and the act of carrying weapons at all times was the reason why they all gathered for dinner. It didn't stop even when it was there.

In fact, during the meal, Aila told me that she thought she heard a bell somewhere, and at the same time, a hygge relayed to the village chief a report of an invasion by demonic beasts brought back by Necro Druids.

The village chief quietly sent a group of hygges to kill the reanimated beasts that had approached the village so that we, who were receiving the treat, would not get confused along the way.

Moreover, even right after dinner, hygges do not prepare for bed, but instead light a large fire and reinforce broken traps.

'Since we are dealing with reanimated corpses, the attack usually occurs at night when our strength increases.'

For hunters, it is so excellent that it can only be described as exemplary.

It was thought to be trustworthy that they were much more skilled than most field army soldiers.

After we finished talking, we told the witch hunters who had decided to stop by the lodging for a while and told us what we had said with the village chief. Lyudmila did not hide her relieved expression.

“That’s really fortunate. Actually, the hygge village chiefs have been very stubborn people for generations, so I was wondering what I could do to convince them... Thank you very much.”

“What did you plan to do if negotiations broke down?”

“... We should go back and try to borrow the power of another force. Requests may be made to the Paladins of Rugal, or to groups with military power that specialize in dealing with knights or heretics. If that's too much... No, I don't think this is right. That's about it.”

Although Lyudmila's final alternative did not continue, it was possible to guess what the story was about.

‘Did you say the Blue Rose Witches? I guess I hate cooperation with them more than anything else.'

At the same time, I learned the extent of the power of the Witch Hunters and the power of the Lehi Church.

The Lehi Church is in a very precarious state.

'If the Church had been sane, the Witch Hunters could have said they would play that role on their own, even before the Hygges said they couldn't accept the Imperial Army.'

The number of members, which once numbered in the hundreds, is now less than a hundred, and because of this, they are unable to accomplish the tasks they used to do.

When they casually talk about the power that can replace the imperial army, they are in a difficult situation right now, to the point where they talk about the Paladins of the Rugal Church, one of the two churches that were once in a similar position.

“Then, I have something to prepare first, so I’ll go.”

While Lyudmila was answering my question, she seemed to have clearly recognized the current state of their church through her own answer, and left with a slightly gloomy look on her face.

While the wolf's floppy ears were away for a moment, Ingrid came up to me and hinted.

“... Lyudmila. They always say that they will pay any price for the revival of the church, and that if I were to say it out loud, I would rather commit suicide out of shame. That's why he is the person who worries the most about the religious denomination among us.”

“You seem to have a deep affection for the denomination.”

“That’s right. However, I am a little worried. Because that kid always does his best because he loves the church, he is also the one who comes back hurt more than anyone else. He'll probably try not to sacrifice himself in this fight either.”

Ingrid had a very serious demeanor, unlike her behavior during the day when one side of her head seemed to be out of order.

I felt like I became more active at night, and I became more talkative than during the day.

“Ingrid, you don’t love the church that much?”

“Me? Of course, I also love the denomination. However, it is just the opposite position from Lyudmila. It may sound blasphemous to you, Lehier, but I consider taking care of my body the most important.”

Ingrid finished speaking to that point, and after confirming that Lyudmila was not present, she continued speaking.

“And the thoughts I said a moment ago are not really just my thoughts.”

Afterwards, Ingrid told me detailed information about the Church of Lehi.

It is said that the Church of Lehire is currently divided into two groups of Witch Hunters.

One group is the radical group who believe that in order to revive a collapsing religious denomination, one must do whatever it takes to bring benefits to the denomination.

The other group is the moderate group, which is a group that wants to return the prestige of the denomination to its heyday by acting passively for the next few decades at least from now on.

The less than 100 Witch Hunters left now support one of the two positions, and the parish priest I met, Setias, is a radical like Lyudmila.

“Well, that's true, but it doesn't go to the extent of writing down a list and excluding each other. Conflict of interest after all. I agree with the arguments of the moderate faction, and Lyudmila listens quite often to the opinions of the radical faction.”

“... Ah, that's why you two came to give guidance-”

“Yes. We came here by drawing lots, one from each, to convey the positions of both factions to the Deshade Church.”

“But why are you talking about that here and now?”

“Well, I'm doing this because I don't want people in the Deshade Church to have any misunderstandings about our church. Lyudmila and I will often clash, but this means you don't have to worry too much. In the end, we are all in the same position: dreaming of the re-prosperity of the Church of Lehi. Ki kick. Oh, then I have somewhere to go too.”

"... Okay."

After saying all she had to say, Ingrid left.

        
            The plan to banish the devil was clearly decided.

The rest is just deciding when to start work.

Afterwards, the Witch Hunters, our church, and Hygge gathered at the village chief's mansion and held a meeting.

Although there was drinking at the evening banquet, no one was very drunk.

Because it was night, everyone was cautious about not knowing when the Necro Druids would come.

And as it happened, early in the evening tonight, all the Necro Druids did was see the banquet taking place and sent some small demons to check what was going on.

The village chief and Lyudmila talk about how the priests of Baphomet will move.

“Necro Druids only send out demonic beasts about once a day. After one attack, they became quiet, perhaps because they had to gather their strength.”

“Of course, that would only be the case since Baphomet’s power has not been received at all. If the power flows out when the bishop enters the sanctuary to meet the devil, they will use that power to revive the demons again and again.”

“I hope it doesn’t become a long-term war if possible.”

“Still, you will be able to deceive them at least on the first day.”

“How?”

“Just catch the Necro Druids off guard. No one would guess that a ritual to expel the devil would be performed without any preparation on the night of a large banquet with only a few guests at most. So, I think it would be a good idea to make tonight the start of the day of action since they don't know Bishop Lee Rim's strength. If you do that, you won't be bothered by them for at least the first day.”

The Hygges, our church, and the Witch Hunters gathered their opinions and decided to begin the fight tonight to banish the demons so that the Necro Druids would not be able to react in time for the first day.

We all agreed with Lyudmila's argument, and immediately it was decided that I would follow the Hygge guides to the place where the devil was sealed, while the rest of us would go towards the defense line.

It is said that the door to the sanctuary where the devil is can be opened temporarily only when the obelisk, which receives a lot of sunlight during the day, receives the moonlight at night and has excess magical power.

“Irim, take care of yourself then.”

“I will return it exactly as you said. Thistle and everyone else, make sure no one gets hurt.”

“Hygge people, leave the vanguard work to you!”

bang!

Enin is tapping on his chest armor and holding up an anvil, and he looks trustworthy.

“Aila... I think she'll run wild on her own since it's a forest, so don't worry, I won't overdo it. I'll try to sit in a similar place with the witch hunters and knights.”

“Necro Druids, there’s no need to get it from here, right? Should I go ahead and cut everyone’s hair and bring it back?”

“Sounds stupid. Are you saying that after observing all day today that the forest is full of traps made by hygges?”

“Oh, that’s right!”

Thistle and Eila also seemed to be in good condition, so I thought nothing bad would happen.

Everyone followed the Hygges, except for Peria and Astesia, who were non-combatants, and Raines, who frequently went in and out of the church and Hygge to deliver news.

Everyone follows the Hygges into the forest where Necro Druids are often seen.

The Hygges disappeared from before me, saying that they would ask for our help if there were monsters too strong for them to deal with, so they could move to one side at that time. Then, I met a guide prepared by the village chief and walked to the sanctuary. moved.

It's called “Luba! Thank you very much!!!”

“Thank you very much.”

‘I didn’t see you during the banquet. Did you just finish your shift? His voice is much louder than that. 'Be active.'

The road to the sanctuary was longer than I thought, but the guide was a very cheerful person compared to other hygges, so I wasn't bored.

There is just one flaw:

The voice was incredibly loud.

“-So, the herbs near the obelisk in the sanctuary!!! It is so toxic that it sometimes smells too bad to be eaten and is also used as an ingredient in poison used to deal with ferocious demonic beasts!!! That doesn’t mean we eat all kinds of magical beasts!!!”

“Hey... isn’t your voice too loud?”

“It’s okay! There is a holy magic so strong in the sanctuary that Necro Druids can't even come near it!!! Every few decades, the priests of Red Purge hold a consecration ceremony, so those who are deeply involved in paganism will burn to death the moment they set foot here!!! Recently, a cardinal came and had a consecration ceremony, so I'm in good spirits now!!!”

'No, I feel like my ears are going to tear.'

A woman named Luba was Hygge, with black fur mixed with a hint of white fur, fox ears, and a fox tail.

'Is this to the point where Aila can't even show off her business card?'

She had an incredible voice that made you wonder where on earth her voice came from.

“Come quickly! If you want to be on time, you better go faster!!!”

“Ah, yes. I understand, so please turn down the sound. Because my ears hurt so much.”

“What did you say? I couldn’t hear you very well!!!”

“No. let's go! song! Damn!!!”

“I understand!!!”

'driving me crazy.'

Luba's voice resonated so loudly in the ruins that it drowned out my own loud voice.

I slowly tried to get away from Luba little by little to get away from this noise, but I couldn't even do that because Luba was urging me on.

Then suddenly Luba, who was ahead, turned around and asked me how I was doing.

“Oh, is the back of your head okay?”

“Yes? Why is my hair suddenly shaking?”

“Why, I hit the bishop on the head and put him to sleep! Actually, when I saw that you weren't taking sleeping pills, I thought I should be a little more sincere, so I did my best!”

'Was this Hygge the woman who hit my head back then?'

As soon as I heard Ruba's confession, my backbone felt cold and throbbing.

“I guess this is phantom pain.”

“Yes? What did you say?”

“I was just talking to myself.”

While I was still walking, feeling a false pain creeping up the back of my neck when I thought of that time, we finally arrived at the obelisk.

“This is the end of the guide! Witch Hunters said that the way to enter the sanctuary is to place your hand on the obelisk when its green light becomes slightly darker!!!”

“I see. Thank you for the guidance.”

“If you need anything, please let us know now! We'll bring it to you right away!!!”

After finishing the tour, Ruba bowed deeply and greeted me.

Perhaps it also meant an apology for hitting me a little hard on the back of the head.

After greeting Ruba, who apologized, I felt something was missing while checking my body.

“Oh, I don’t have an axe.”

Now, even if you don't think it's very effective, it's a throwing weapon that feels reassuring if you have it hanging on your waist instead of an amulet.

In particular, I forgot to bring an ax that boasts appropriate weight when attached to my waist.

I was feeling somewhat disappointed and thought there was nothing I could do about it, but then something caught my eye, so I asked for it.

“Hey, Luba. Could I please borrow a hatchet?”

“Yes? Do you mean my axe?”

“Yes. I always carried it with me, but I happened to forget and didn't bring it with me. Oh, of course, since I always use it for throwing, there's a high possibility that I won't be able to return, so when I return, I'll give you one from our church as a gift. We do barter.”

In “...”

“... Did I say something wrong? What I said was that there was something illegal about the hygge tradition...”

“... No! Rather, it is an honor! I think there is no greater honor than being able to hunt down demons with the ax I made! Please take it!!!”

Ruba strangely faced my request, twirled her fingers around, and with quite a bit of force released the hatchet attached to her waist towards me.

After giving me the axe, Luba saluted and went down the same stairs he came up.

“Well then, good luck!!!”

“Please return safely.”

After going back the same way Luba came, I took a breather and got ready in front of the obelisk that was emitting an intense green light.

Fight against the devil.

To be honest, I'm really nervous.

They say that no two devils are the same.

I heard that everyone is faithful to their own theme and pursues a unique appearance and fighting style.

The reason I was able to defeat the demon Hearth Dillian may have been because the level of Deshade, who had just become an evil spirit and became one with me, was superior to him, and because of the assistance of authority.

Of course, Deshade's power still surrounds me as armor, so my soul has already been sacrificed to the evil god Deshade, so even if I die, there is no reason for my soul to be damaged.

There is only one reason why my mind is unstable right now.

'It was said that within the sanctuary, the devil becomes twice as strong.'

Since this is my first time meeting this enemy, I'm just a little nervous because I think they might have some kind of trap waiting for me.

Therefore, before entering into battle,

I'd like to try to clear my mind by having a little conversation.

I spoke to the person who followed me.

“Come out now.”

While everyone in the Hygge village was scattering to protect the defense line, one person did not follow the Hygges, but followed Ruba and me to the sanctuary.

Of course.

If you want to contact me inside the sanctuary, the best time would be when everyone's bloodshot eyes look outward.

The figure did not appear before me until Luba was completely out of the sanctuary.

Still, it's hard to guess who it is.

'Ljudmila, or Ingrid.'

There will be one of two people who will step in front of me.

Whoever her identity is, she is an agent of the Lehi Church sent by the princess.

At this time, when everyone here's eyes are turned to the outside, Camellia's spy must have finally come to reveal his identity.

'Who exactly is it?'

Is the person who appears Lyudmila of the radical faction, or Ingrid of the moderate faction?

“...”

Swish-

widely-

As soon as I finished speaking, a person stood on the stone wall of the ruins that was slightly higher than me.

Standing on the stone wall against the moonlight was a witch hunter wearing a triangular hat.

Ingrid, who had blonde hair and big ram horns, smiled and answered me.

“Nice to meet you, Bishop. Let me formally introduce you. Greetings from Ingrid Chevalier, Lihier's confidant sent by Princess Camellia.”

        
            Ingrid sits down on the stone wall and smiles at me.

“It’s hard to talk while looking up, so come down.”

“I’m sorry. Because I like moonlight. Hey. Maybe it's because it's a forest, but you can see the stars clearly. Ki kick.”

widely-

Light body movements.

Even though the stone wall was quite high, there was no shaking when landing.

Ingrid comes down from the stone wall, and as if she wasn't just saying that she likes moonlight, she takes off her tricorn hat for the first time as far as I can see and looks at the moon.

“... You say the moonlight is so good, but you don’t take off your sunglasses?”

“There’s a reason…”

Ingrid, who never took off her sunglasses even though it was late at night, stared at the moonlight for a long time and then gently closed her eyes.

I had no intention of spending too much time talking with Ingrid.

The reason Ingrid was here in the first place was because she had temporarily escaped from where she was supposed to be, so it would be better to hurry back after the conversation and avoid putting more of a burden on others.

So, I wanted to get straight to the point.

“Good. Ingrid, what is the princess’s order?”

“Eeh- It’s been a long time since you revealed your identity as a spy for the first time. Aren’t you curious? Why did I become the princess's spy? Stories about why I, who until a little while ago clearly belonged to the moderate faction, swore allegiance to the princess.”

“Not really. I won't care what Princess Camellia does. It is enough to just follow orders and receive the promise of prosperity for our church in return.”

“It’s a shame.”

Ingrid raised her hands and showed an expression of regret.

It looked playful, but it was only for a moment and it looked straight at me.

“And I have the same opinion. Well, as you said, it's definitely a story that won't bother you. Still, you will find out someday. There will be a lot of time to talk in the future.”

After Ingrid finished speaking, she put her hand to her chest and pulled out a small note from between her cleavages.

Judging by its size, I can guess that it was the same paper as the note the princess gave me.

so-

I was a little disgusted.

“... You keep the princess' secret letter in a place like that?”

“Is there anything you can't do? If you put something in a place like this, even if you are of the same sex, if you accidentally touch it, the atmosphere will get strange, so everyone is careful. And it is said that well-trained secret agents somewhere send messages to places that are even stricter than here.”

“Strict area?”

“Somewhere in the lower body, which men have and women do not, there is a dream for some, and an unpleasant hole that only bleeds once a month for others.”

“... This is a question I would not have asked if I had known in advance that the answer would come back with that explanation.”

“Isn’t it more romantic than pointing it out overtly?”

“Not really.”

“Unfortunate-”

“I will never regret it. Please give me an order quickly.”

“Chit.”

Ingrid clicked her tongue and opened the princess's secret letter.

Ingrid conveys the secret letter, which can only fit in the palm of her hand even when fully opened, in a rather serious tone of voice.

“Camellia tells Irim.”

And the content of the order was quite brutal, unlike Ingrid's appearance as she read the order with a calm face.

“The 'Children of Hygge', a small group of heterogeneous people in the imperial sanctuary of Hygge. Subjugate them completely to the empire. If they don't show any signs of doing so, kill them all.”

“... Kill me?”

The order given by the princess was loyalty to or annihilation of the hygges.

Ingrid returns her voice and tells the princess's true intentions.

“Hygge people. ‘This is a people that is not beneficial to the empire. Considering the reports so far, they are a race that does not accept assimilation with other people of the empire, refuses to deal with foreign enemies according to the empire's orders, and does not have very good abilities. So, we should take this opportunity to make a clear decision on one side,' the princess commented.”

“But aren’t they also doing the work of ministering now?”

“That's their argument, not from the empire's perspective. Rather, it would be more stable for the Empire to expel them even now and entrust the management of the sanctuary to the Red Purge Church, but they are unable to do so due to the policy of ethnic integration that is ostensibly promoted.”

Next, Ingrid added that, from a personal perspective, the Hygge's ability to hunt magical beasts is outstanding, but other races that are much more agile and stronger than them have already pledged loyalty to the Empire, so from the Empire's perspective, the Hygge are bound to look even more peculiar.

“ So, in the princess’s eyes, now seems like the right time to get rid of all hygges.”

“What made you decide it was the right time?”

“Because I have the perfect excuse. Since the Hygges refused to fully merge with the Empire, they also refused to allow imperial troops to protect their territory. As a result, the Hygges did not pledge loyalty to the Empire and also refused military support, so they died without being able to stop the Necro Druids from attacking. This is how it happens.”

“But in reality, they are the ones who have held up well against the Necro Druids so far.”

“So, the princess gave an order to Lee Rim. Can't you see it? What this closed sanctuary means.”

Ingrid raised her arms high and spun around in place, pointing to the surrounding forests.

The huge forest that blocks the sanctuary extends from the mountain range and is teeming with demonic beasts, and the hygges located in the ruins of the old city in the center welcome guests in a closed manner.

“Honestly, when we arrived and heard that a lost voyageur had entered their forest and was helping them with their work, I was a little confused. Because there were witnesses. Still, it won't interfere with your work. The screams of non-Imperial citizens in the forest will not be heard by people outside, so even if Bishop Lee Lim and I kill them all, we can disguise it as an accident and the work of the Necro Druids.”

After conveying the princess's wishes, Ingrid said, 'This is all I wanted to convey.' He said and deftly folded the letter back into its original shape with one finger.

I quietly speak to Ingrid, who is looking at me with a calm face and waiting to see what choice I will make.

“... You can make the choice later anyway.”

“Yes?”

“There is a lot of time left. To be honest, I don't think we'll be able to completely banish the demons from inside the sanctuary with just today. In the meantime, there may be other ways for them to leave this place. And that's probably the most peaceful way. It seems that what the princess wants is simply for them to vacate their seats here at Hygge.”

“Ah, is that what you said? Of course, it’s okay to make your choice at the last moment when everything is done.”

Ingrid adds her own meaning to my answer.

“Honestly, I don’t really like the princess’s order to kill all the people here if things go wrong.”

“Then why does Ingrid follow the princess?”

“...”

Ingrid stopped answering my question right away, pulled down her tricorn hat to hide her eyes, and then answered me.

“Because I think that’s how we can survive.”

What does it mean to be us?

Is it a general term for other people like herself who work as spies for the princess, or does it refer to the Lehi Church to which she belongs?

I couldn't know that because Ingrid didn't say it directly.

After finishing all the conversation, Ingrid prepared to leave.

“Then I’ll just leave.”

“Of course.”

“Oh, and please take this.”

Ingrid jumped up the stone wall again and threw something sharp at me.

Swish-

“It’s a gift.”

“What is it?”

When she sees me take it, she grins and answers.

“Let’s see, I’ve had it between my chest for about a week, so it’s probably pretty warm. Keep it with you because it’s cold.”

“What... Mr.”

While listening to Ingrid's words, I opened the warm object in my palm to see what it was, and found that it contained the secret letter she had a little while ago.

“Oh, and don’t forget to destroy it when you’re done. Use it while it is still warm.”

“... What do you use this for?”

“Kikiki kick. What were you thinking? Maybe you might want to read it one more time and open it~.”

'They're making fun of me so much.'

As Ingrid looked at me with a suspicious face, I became angry at Ingrid for teasing me.

“I don’t mean to throw trash at others like this.”

“Ah, the things I cherished are trash? It's even a secret letter from the princess. That sounds too much. Ki kick.”

After saying that, Ingri disappeared into the darkness.

I carefully receive Ingrid's letter and look at it.

The secret letter, which felt a bit uncomfortable in some way, was actually warm and in a neat condition, but for some reason I didn't feel like holding it anymore, so I put it back in my pocket.

Ugh-

At that moment, the green light that had been shining on us from behind became stronger.

The obelisk was shining stronger than before, as if now was the time to enter the sanctuary.

“... Okay. Let’s go.”

Thinking that the time has finally come, I approach the obelisk.

Raise your hands and quietly close your eyes.

-------------------------------

-------------------------------

After a while, I slowly open my eyes again.

That alone changed the world.

The scenery changed in an instant without any sense of discomfort, let alone the feeling of being transferred somewhere.

“... It’s different from the world of the mind.”

What you see is a space turned upside down.

The other side of the ruins, the other side of space.

A unique area where there is only a dry dirt floor, constantly rising into the sky, and where you cannot witness the horizon even if you look down.

I was able to notice it right away.

I didn't move a single step from the place where the ruins were.

Instead, the whole world turned upside down and swallowed me up.

And what created the space behind it was,

“Witch’s Knight, Demon Baphomet.”

A devil far away in front of you.

[It’s been a while, human.]

The devil was looking this way.

The appearance was better than expected.

The devil with the head of a goat and his body hidden in a stylish black coat is standing straight and looking at me.

The devil is talking to me.

[Since it’s been a while since I’ve been a guest, may I ask you a question?]

A humming sound that feels like several sounds layered together.

“... listen and judge.”

I carefully answer the devil's words and calm myself down.

'Make decisions carefully and extract as much information as possible.'

The devil is an evil being who puts his will into his actions.

When you ask a question, the devil plants a trap in the question, and when you give a gift, he enjoys poisoning the gift.

'And that goes for humans too.'

That's why devils resemble humans, and because I know such humans well, I raise my alert level to the highest level for them.

[What is it like? What is the scenery here?]

“I don’t like it.”

[is it? Why?]

“The more I look at your horizontally slitted rectangular eyes, the worse I feel.”

[... Did you judge me, not the scenery?]

“I don’t know what kind of trap you may have planted in that question, so why should I answer straight away?”

[I'm sorry.]

After hearing my answer, the devil bowed.

[I'm sorry. I'm sorry.]

At least 5 meters tall.

[Because I regret it. It’s so sad.]

The devil lowers his goat's head straight down and kisses the ground.

[Because they are sad, they cry for me.]

The devil was already talking to himself.

'Maybe he wasn't talking to me from the beginning.'

Tuk-tuk-

Raindrops fall.

As soon as he finished speaking, rain began to fall on the dry land.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo-

The rain gradually increased in force and began to hit the dry land with great force.

'Are you coming?'

The devil's form changed as it was.

The devil's cloak that kissed the ground changed into skeletal wings, and a black, skinny body was revealed from within the cloak.

Two long, thin arms touch the ground, and the devil stands up again.

I also prepare.

The state of not knowing what the other person has.

However, because of this, the opponent also does not know what hand I have.

Therefore, only a little is shown at first.

'First, deal with the magic sword.'

Turn the artifact into a magic sword and hold it in your hand.

[Is that your weapon?]

Phuuk-

Drudddeudddeuk-

In response, the devil put his hand deep into the ground, which had also begun to collect rainwater, and took out a weapon.

A sword with the same proportions as my magic sword.

It is a bastard with black thorns wrapping around the handle.

The guy takes a stance like me, holding the sword in one hand.

In an instant, the atmosphere changed.

That is the attitude of a knight.

Instead of the goat-headed monster that had been crawling on the ground languidly just a moment ago, it looked like a knight who straightened his back and challenged his insulted flower to a duel.

[I will decline if it is a long-time guest or a rude guest.]

Huh-

The witch knight declared as he pointed his sword at me, cutting off a few falling raindrops.

[For the witches who cry for me, I will win today too. Come on! Knight of the Empire.]

        
            Witch's Knight.

Demon Baphomet.

Usually, when people call the devil, they use the devil's theme as a title.

Asmodeus, the devil of lust, Wengrain, the devil of fighting, Hearth Dillian, the devil of innocence, etc.

However, even though this devil has his own theme of hypocrisy, when he is called by his name, he is called the Witch's Knight instead of his theme.

Kang!

Kaang!

Kaaaang!

The swords clash two or three times.

Did we all coincidentally think the same thing?

Both the devil and I hit the same spot for all three attacks.

First is the head.

visor!

Since it was swung in the same trajectory, the sword naturally blocked.

However, since it was already assumed that it would be blocked, the next attack flowed down the opponent's sword and was a short strike.

Kaga ga ga ga ga river -

Kaang!

The devil also rode the blade of his sword downwards, then raised it upwards and responded with a strong strike.

Next, the sword aimed at the leg, pretending to retrieve the blocked sword again.

Kiiing!

However, the devil also pulled the sword to his waist and aimed for my leg, so the swords clashed.

'I can't believe I'm thinking three times in a row. Did you read the movements? Or is it just that the way I use the sword is similar to mine?'

The devil followed and blocked them all at the same speed.

[It’s not bad workmanship. However, if this level of skill is everything, it would be arrogant to enter the sanctuary believing only in that.]

“We haven’t even started yet, so hold on to your sword tighter, you bastard.”

Kaaaang!

Afterwards, I continue to face the sword and try to find out more about this guy.

'The name and title he is called is Witch's Knight.'

article.

A knight is someone who makes it their business to win against all evil creatures.

When dealing with monsters, adventurers swing their weapons with maximum strength to cut them into pieces, and when dealing with people, mercenaries use all their skills to slaughter their opponents.

Therefore, a knight is someone who can do both.

It's the same as soul disease.

Soul disease is like a knight, and sometimes even a knight takes up a weapon to face a difficult opponent.

then,

If such a knight and I, a soul soldier, have similar skills,

It has to be superior to others.

'What you should aim for is a weapon.'

[Demon Sword Desire]

Now that the primary search was over, we modified our tactics in response.

Convert the magic sword into a black sword and aim it at him.

I hoped that he would not notice the change in my sword, but the noble spirit of the great devil emanating from the sword could not help but be noticed by the devil.

[... That is the energy of Asmodeus.]

“I know it well.”

[So, you are a knight of Asmodeus. Is this a man possessed by the devil of lust?]

“You haven’t been embraced yet, baby.”

So the devil is asking questions.

[Weren’t you a knight of the Empire? Why did the knight of Asmodeus come to me? That's the opposite. They are not beings who can negotiate with each other.]

“That’s none of your business.”

[Well... it doesn't matter. Whatever the reason, it is an immutable fact that you will die to me.]

“Stop talking bullshit and attack me, devil.”

There is no need for conversation in the fight against the devil.

You may think it's okay to hand it over because it's useless information, but those who are good at ancient magic can use just a word in it to use magic that can be useful to you, or create and target weaknesses that didn't exist before.

Huh-

This time it approaches from Baphomet.

Rather than walking directly on the bridge, a large demon approached in an instant, gliding as if swimming in the rainwater falling from the sky.

Swish-

Suddenly-

[As expected, it might be a bit difficult to fight the knights of Asmodeus with just my strength.]

'There's a lot of dirty talk.'

The sword Baphomet swung was simply cut by the black sword and fell to the ground.

However, for a moment, he dodged several sword strikes that I struck right after cutting the sword by sliding back and then raised his arms towards the sky.

[But it doesn’t matter if it’s not my power alone.]

Then the raindrops stopped.

'what?'

It was a strange sight where raindrops falling from the sky to the ground stopped in the air.

And the scene takes another turn when the devil opens his mouth again.

[Witch. Take away your tears.]

“... What is it really?”

The raindrops rise upward this time.

Raindrops that were pouring down on the ground begin to rise into the sky again.

Droplets bounce back from the moist earth and fly away.

The speed was the same.

It goes back up again at the same speed it fell to the ground.

'They say it's a witch's tears. What does this mean? Is it the creation of an atmosphere? Does that alone provide a way to reverse the current situation where the superiority of weapons has been overturned?'

And while I was distracted by the sight, another sword was suddenly in the devil's hand.

[Did you try to gain an upper hand in weapons? However, that would be impossible.]

Huh-

Quaaa!

“... Pfft!”

Was the action just a moment ago like a spell, magic, or trick?

A procedure that cannot be recognized because it is not ordinary magic.

Afterwards, the weapon in his hand showed durability equivalent to the magic sword I was holding.

‘It’s the sword of Asmodeus. Even though it can be summoned by someone who is recognized as a knight of the Great Evil and not an actual entity, so even if its capabilities are determined by me, it definitely won't be a sword that can be easily imitated, right? 'How did they do it?'

The strength of the black sword was that it was a sword with the status of a great devil at its core, so its cutting power was such that other divine powers or lower-level devils could not imitate it.

However, the weapon Baphomet is holding has a defensive power equivalent to its cutting power, so the weapon's superiority has returned to its original point.

That wasn't the only surprise.

Kang! Kakakang! Kakakakakang!

'Something is strange.'

The devil got faster.

Rather than feeling like it is following the trajectory of the sword I am swinging, the devil predicts it in advance and prepares defense as if it has come to see me off first, or it speeds up faster than me and attacks first along the trajectory I was planning to attack.

'I can't do this. Increase your speed.'

Seeing the relaxed expression on the guy's face, whose expression doesn't change like that of a dead goat, he hands out another card first.

'If I keep going like this, I'll just get eaten by that guy's sword. First, let's catch up with the faster guy.'

Infuse magical energy into every part of your body as much as you can,

It doesn't stop there.

“Rachal.”

Cooung-

'corruption.'

We go through the process of fixing the thoughts that will follow the movements that can show explosive movements and self-reform on Baphomet.

Then whip the guy around.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-

However, the result was even more incomprehensible than before.

“... How do I follow you? No, how do they move the same?”

Baphomet was replicating my movements with all my might just as I did when dealing with the dead corps commander.

This is ridiculous.

Keeping up with the speed of the body.

Of course, this is entirely possible if you just look at catching up.

At best, human movement.

On the other hand, the opponent is a demonic body created on the ground that can perform even more bizarre movements if desired.

Imitating swordsmanship.

Since the opponent is a knight, he can use similar sword skills if he has been fighting against humans who have been challenging him in the sanctuary for hundreds of years, longer than me.

But even if you convince yourself of all that, this is-

'It just feels like fighting a mirror.'

It was a fight that seemed to have no answer.

[There were many like you. Among those who set foot here, there was not a single one who was not great. It cannot be denied that they were all the pinnacle of humanity, those who stood on the front lines.]

Ka-ga-ga-ga-

The devil answered with a calm voice even in the midst of a sword strike that was so fast that the sword's trajectory left in the air like a spider's web.

[But it’s a pity. I am stronger than you, and I am stronger than anyone else.]

Cheaeng!

“G—--don’t say that-!!!”

I ended up getting annoyed by the guy's trash talk and started yelling.

But the body moved calmly.

It seemed like it would never end, or rather, if it continued like this, it would end in defeat, so I threw the guy's weapon away loudly and took a step back.

after that-

Prepare for something big.

[Leben]

Kwaaak-

Put the sword into the ground for a moment and spread the thread of magic.

The unrefined, violent magic is spread to the earth, which is turning the moisture back into drops and rising into the sky.

Reproducing the corps commander's technique, he surrounds the devil's movements with violent magic and completely accepts them with his senses.

What I'm going to do now is get the final clue that confirms the information I've obtained.

'If he follows even this, the theory to prove the hypothesis becomes clear.'

From now on, what he will be tired of is the skills of the corps commander.

'A bunch of stars.'

This is a technique that embodies all the experience of a person swinging a sword until he or she becomes a veteran.

If the devil follows even this,

If you can imitate this technique, which can be said to be a culmination of all the experiences you have gained in a life full of fighting,

That really means that guy is cheating.

Kuuk-

Give strength to the hand holding the sword.

Next, identify all movements.

With the image of exploding everything at one point that needs to be attacked,

Swing the sword with the devil at the center.

“A bunch of stars.”

Flash-

As the sword swings, it creates a star.

It pours out a cross-shaped starlight and a sword strike containing a real dagger that does not emit light contained within.

Technology like the beautiful night sky recreated by human power.

The hundreds of flashes of light created by the sword are distorted by the raindrops rising into the sky, blocking the view of the witch's knight, Baphomet, making it even more difficult to defend.

And the devil,

[Indeed, is that your trump card?]

The stars were reproduced exactly the same.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-

Even though my field of vision was limited, I faced the dozens of trajectories head-on, even following the extra flashes of light I made while thinking that I had no idea where they would go.

It wasn't more or less.

I shot out the same number of stars as I shot.

Even though it was obviously a technique he didn't know, he glided away again without losing his balance and held out his sword at me.

Phuuk-

Baphomet's sword pierced through my heart.

The outcome was clear.

This fight was definitely my loss.

As if to admit it, the raindrops disappeared at the same time as the sword was stabbed in the heart.

        
            Raindrops disappeared everywhere.

The ground was as dry as I had first seen, and there was not a single trace of moisture in the air.

Fit-

Sigh!

When Baphomet pulls out the sword that pierced my heart and shakes it off, blood pours out.

The devil speaks to me as I die in a relaxed voice.

[This is the end. The witches shed tears. It must be a blessing for my victory. However, the Empire and Asmodeus will shed tears. No, I don't know if the empire will ever shed tears. They are the ones who take up arms and send even young people into war for their own prosperity.]

A goat's head moves around me and talks like an actor walking around on stage.

Before I knew it, the guy's body had returned to an appearance similar to the coat I had seen the first time.

[Still, even if I don’t know anything else, one thing is certain. Asmodeus will be sad. I can't believe that the knight I had chosen with great care had to die in vain like this. What is it like? A knight of the Empire and a knight of Asmodeus. And in the end, you are just a human being.]

These are eyes that show pity.

Even though it had the eyes of a goat, it clearly created those eyes to deceive me.

To that guy, I tell you the truth I found out.

“... You cheater. You were not a knight.”

That guy's sword wasn't his sword.

From the beginning.

Everything, starting from the posture of holding the sword.

Then the devil stopped.

Just a moment ago, this guy was circling around me and showing off his practiced movements like an actor.

That guy suddenly froze, as if time had stopped, and didn't move an inch.

Even the coat hardened without being affected by inertia.

[... indeed. You too have reached the truth.]

This made me realize it for sure.

This guy is not a knight.

Knight would be a title given to him by people who were unaware of his tricks.

This goat-headed guy was a simple swindler, not just copying other people's techniques, but using tricks to demonstrate the same movements at the exact same time without a time gap of even 0.0001 seconds, as if he had seen the future.

Sigh-

The goat head laughed for the first time.

The polite attitude of a knight-errant has disappeared.

At the same time, the raindrops soaring toward the sky stopped.

[excellent. Excellent. This witch knight, Baphomet, will grant you a license. You have noticed the same thing as humans who have reached the peak of nothingness. It's not just you. Even the humans who had risen to the top of the ranks who fought me also noticed it at the last moment. But it's a pity. For them and you, this fight will be the last fight of your life.]

'Is that so?'

Now I finally understand his theme.

hypocrisy.

Like a devil, this guy was faithful to his theme, and he enjoyed thoroughly role-playing against the opponents who came to kill him.

However, a knight is a knight, and I think that the reason why 'witch' is added as a modifier should be found out by the Witch Hunters immediately after being revived.

[It's such a shame that I came here alone. The greater the number, the bigger it is, and it would be something that would be greeted with great despair. I'll have to look forward to the next one.]

The devil talks to himself into the air as he watches me slowly die.

Even that appearance was false.

He must have seen something somewhere, but by shouting out such theatrical lines to me as I was dying, he was pretending to be a hypocrite.

However, there is one thing he overlooked.

“... I will come alone next time.”

He doesn't know about me.

To be precise, I had no idea about the existence of soul disease that Deshade's protection protects.

[What are you talking about? Have you decided on a turn to confront me? I don't know why they do such an inefficient thing. If I can, I will pour out all my might, and it is my stigma to deal with the humans who come in with the impossible feat of banishing me.]

“I’m sorry, but I guess I’ll have to give up on that. Because you will die by my hands.”

He still didn't understand anything I said.

[What are the lamps talking about that are already going out?]

“I will come back.”

In response to my relaxed answer, the devil began to roll his eyes eagerly, as if he sensed something strange in my conversation.

Perhaps it was to interpret the meaning behind my words.

And the moment he realized the truth, he froze.

[... Your soul is not broken?]

It's worth it.

His plays always involve audience participation.

It must have been his hobby to savor and enjoy the emotions he got from dealing with the audience on stage as beings opposing him as a knight, and at the last moment revealing that everything was just another lie covered up.

However, the reason why all of that was not conveyed to the outside world was because he had thoroughly tried to kill and eliminate the audience's ability to speak up.

However, the guy who noticed that my soul was not broken but was being moved somewhere was showing quite noticeable embarrassment.

I heard this from two witch hunters.

The demon Baphomet is a demon that lacks information compared to other demons.

If the empire goes all out and deploys legion-level troops or a death squad made up of heroes several times, the demons will inevitably be subdued, but I heard that the devil that was not subdued was the witch's knight, Baphomet.

“Now that I know you are a lying knight, I will prepare properly next time.”

[... That's not possible. I will destroy your spirit before you return!]

At the prospect of a second attempt, the devil panics and grabs my head.

But such an action became impossible because the devil's hand holding my head was cut off in an instant.

Sigh-

[At some point...!]

“I see. No matter how devil he is, he can't be perfect?”

I don't know if it would work on me, who was under Deshade's protection, but the devil's arm that was trying to erase my memories was cut off by Luva's hatchet that I took out from my belt.

'The ax did help.'

I bid farewell to the demon, who sees black mist flowing from his arm instead of blood.

“Goodbye. And see you again. You cheater.”

[... Does not matter. Even if I come back, you and humans will never win against me!]

I lose consciousness while listening to the devil.

I closed my eyes for a moment, feeling like my body was submerged under an endless stream of water.

-------------------------------

“... Phew.”

When I opened my eyes in the coffin, I felt someone coming right towards me.

“Ah, you really woke up. I had only heard about the resurrection of the soul bottle, but it was my first time seeing it in person, so I wondered what it would look like, but it wasn't as big of a problem as I thought... Wow!”

And immediately, a scream that feels like your eardrums will be torn hits your ears.

“Sin, sorry! Oh, I had no idea that you were naked in a coffin...”

“... Ah, I did something.”

The person who screamed was Lyudmila.

I think she came up to me while I was sitting next to a bonfire that had been lit for security purposes in the yard where the guest buildings were located.

The body I am now resurrected from is a spare body created here by Hwarim and Enin.

However, because time was running out, the two people were not wearing any clothes, as if they had just taken the body out of the pot and placed it in the coffin while it had not yet hardened.

After looking around for a moment, I ignored Lyudmila, who was calmly looking away from me, and listened to her story while picking up my clothes and putting them on.

“What is the situation now?”

“Ah, that... hmm, hmm! It's smooth. On the first night, even the Necro Druids couldn't have predicted that the sanctuary would be open for a while. In general, it ended with a small number of demonic beasts led by Necro Druids being slightly stronger than usual and attacking us as if they were watching us. There seemed to be no sign of their attack coming from where I was, so I returned in advance and was waiting.”

“I’m glad there was no damage.”

“Deshade Church members were of great help. The Necro Druids also attempted to force a large group of corpse wolves to enter the inside in order to find out what was going on, but the members of the church stepped in and made sure to stop them. They said they would come back after cleaning up, so you can rest assured.”

'If it were a wolf, no one would have been hurt. thank god.'

After listening to Lyudmila's report, I got all dressed up and quickly started writing down everything that happened in the previous battle in the small notebook that Peria had prepared.

From now on, nights like this will continue.

I will have to keep entering the Sanctuary to figure out a way to defeat this guy who only figured out the trick, but not the method of destruction, and the Necro Druids are also targeting the moment I enter the Sanctuary, taking advantage of the opportunity from tomorrow when my power has grown stronger. There will be an onslaught.

While I was writing this for a while, I asked Lyudmila one question I was curious about.

“Ljudmila.”

“Yes.”

“What is Baphomet’s rank?”

“It would have been intermediate...”

“That’s a guess answer.”

“Sorry. Because it was hundreds of years ago that its rank was assumed to be a mid-level devil. Is it much different from what you thought?”

'Hearth Dillian was clearly middle-level, and it seemed like he was strong enough to aim for an upgrade to upper-level.'

He is stronger than Hearth Dillian, but is clearly inferior to Asmodeus.

The magic used to deceive people was to the point where I had no idea what method was being used.

I tell Lyudmila exactly what I felt, who looks a little anxious, as if asking why.

“This guy is not a mid-level demon.”

“Then...?”

“Minimum senior level. Or it is a devil of a higher rank.”

        
            Fighting at night is difficult.

In particular, the lush branches of tall tall trees become more difficult because they do not allow the moonlight high in the sky to shine on the ground.

Saying that the bushes grew freely is a very humane perspective.

What this means is that it is a dense forest created by knitting together the stretches of each plant to survive.

As a habit of walking in the plains or in the city, the moment you drag your feet without raising them high, you are bound to trip on tough vines and fall.

Even if you stumble on an ordinary vine, it's a good thing. If you think about the natural traps created by the forest, which tries to kill and absorb not only animals and magical beasts, but also people by wrapping them in its trunk the moment they come within range, you naturally become cautious in your steps.

From the hygge's point of view, the traps they set are deep and elaborate, as they deal with highly suspicious and highly intelligent magicians, so finding them is not that easy, no matter how sharp their eyes are, so they must be careful.

And today, too, a group of demonic beasts trample and overcome the defense line made up of plants and traps, a combination of nature and man-made elements.

“It’s the beginning.”

Thistle speaks quietly at the very back of the defense line.

Between each other-

Other members of the Deshade Church also hear the sound of the Hygges tensing their bowstrings and witness the demonic beasts jumping into the bushes where traps have been set up.

Today is the fourth night and many beasts and demons are attacking the Hygge Forest.

“...I feel sorry for the animals.”

“That’s right! You can't eat it like that! Everything rots as it rots, so we have to throw it all away, including the skin and meat!”

“, Aila. That's not what I meant...”

For a moment, Eila takes Thistle's words from a completely different perspective, but the two become nervous when they see the demonic beasts behind the beasts.

From rabbits to deer, from wolves to bears.

From cat-type beasts with horns on their heads, to wolves with six pairs of legs, and small bipedal Drake beasts.

The magical beasts, who cannot naturally gather together due to their irregular numbers and physiques and fear of the food chain, rush towards the trap.

“Launch.”

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

At the command given by Hygge, who has a red feather on the mask on his head, all Hygges fire at the demon beasts that have just passed the range.

Afterwards, everyone starts shooting individually.

Demonic beasts hit by arrows coated with medicine that stiffens their bodies remain silent without making any sound.

No matter how reanimated a corpse is, it can only run using dead muscles.

So, if you melt the muscles themselves or make them tangled together, it will interfere with movement, and if you don't want to do that, you have to be able to replace the missing muscles in real time with magical power.

And there is no reason, at least for Necro Druids, to use that much magic power on small magical beasts that are nothing more than expendable items.

Thanks to this, the demon beasts cannot easily reach the Hygges and are either stranded in traps or fall down on the spot and do not move.

However, none of them relax after seeing the demonic beasts easily lying down.

Anyway, all the demonic beasts lying down now are corpses.

They are all just bait, an offering to remove traps hidden in the ground and bushes before the Necro Druids unleash their true power.

“We are about halfway through the trap zone.”

“... You prepared a lot. How big is the number?”

“As a rough guess... it's over 100, and all the plants are now full or dug up, making it difficult to use any more effort.”

It was an instant for the traps to be defeated by the mindless assault of more than a hundred corpses.

Demonic beasts that have already died once follow the orders of the Necro Druids and make a path out of their corpses, not caring whether their bones are broken or their flesh is torn off.

“coming.”

Everyone in the church strengthened their hands holding their weapons after hearing Hygge's words.

thud-

thud-

thud-

Cooung-

Falling in love -

On the path of corpses made of small demonic beasts.

A group of giant creatures that climb on top of a trap that has done its job without hesitation and approach, trampling on bones and flesh.

It is 8 meters tall and has the head and wings of a falcon, the sharp forepaws of a bird, and the lower body of a lion with strong muscles.

“That’s a griffon! It wasn't that hot when I brought in the Horn Crocodiles yesterday, but it's going to be quite a tough fight today!”

At the exclamation of knight-errant Portia, everyone witnesses a demonic beast appearing among the giant trees.

It was five gryphons that came out trampling on the path created by demonic beasts located at the bottom of the food chain.

“Today there are five gryphons.”

“Wow, Griffon? It might be a little tough...”

“Gryphon. It’s been a while since I last saw you.”

“I only saw one of the elf druids in our neighborhood riding that thing. Has Hwarim ever dealt with that thing?”

“If you have ever dealt with a griffon that was alive during the spirit disease period, there have been a few times.”

“What is your weakness?”

“If you separate the head from the body, you die.”

“... Then yes. There aren't many things in this world that don't work...”

“Of course, it's a joke, and the problem is that there isn't a specific area that can be called a weakness to the point where I have no choice but to give that answer. Rather, we have many weaknesses. If it is pecked by its beak, it dies, if it is stabbed by its claws, it dies, and if it is trampled by its hind feet, it dies.”

“And you're saying that if you separate the head and body, it's a question of whether you'll die?”

“You know me well. Since they are already dead, there is really no reason for them not to move even if their heads are separated from their bodies.”

The griffons that Hwarim and Aila were looking at were not perfect.

The Necro Druids have been putting in a lot of effort to attack the Hygges.

During the day when power does not flow from the sanctuary, they lead the demonic beasts to kill even higher-ranked demonic beasts and turn them into corpses.

Next, at night, Irim activates the anti-corrosive tower to meet Baphomet, and when the power of the sanctuary becomes stronger, he is given the power of Baphomet, which is used as a secret weapon to revive the corpses killed during the day and bring them to break through the forest's defense line. Repeated use.

The gryphons in front of you are also corpses that have died once and then been resurrected. Some have several claws removed, one of their beaks blown off, or have holes in their bodies. They have suffered greatly from the fight against the Necro Druids. It looked like this.

However, dealing with a corpse that is already dead also means that it has no weaknesses, so it is inevitable that you will feel even more reluctant.

“It’s really annoying. If it weren't for the poison that spread through the forest, I would have gone all the way inside and ripped off everyone's heads.”

“Don’t even think about it. It is said to be a miasma that rots the lungs the moment it is exposed.”

It is now the 4th night, but Aila, who had been bored since the 2nd day, tried to enter the forest with a bow that she usually did not try to hold, but was stopped by the hygges.

In the forest leading to the mountain range, the Necro Druids had spread deadly poisons that did not work on them, which they had spread everywhere to easily catch the demon beasts, so Aela sniped several times at the Necro Druids at a distance as they came into view, breaking their heads. It came to an end.

“It’s fortunate that poison doesn’t penetrate this area, which is closer to the anti-corruption tower, thanks to the sanctuary created by Red Purge.”

“That would be the case. If that weren't even there, there would have been no need to use such a troublesome method, and the poison would have been released to annihilate us.”

The problem is that after the three Necro Druids die, the remaining companions no longer show their heads because they are extremely wary of Aela's bow.

“Thanks to this, I don't have to deal with a horde of demonic beasts and the magic of the Necro Druids at the same time... but I didn't know that the demonic beasts alone would be this difficult.”

widely-

As soon as Thistle finished speaking, Enin stood up.

“It doesn’t matter whether it’s a griffon or something else. Our job is to be the vanguard of hygge fans now that Lee Rim is fighting the devil.”

Clap-

After listening to the conversation between the two, Enin lowers the visor of his helmet and steps forward.

Seeing this, the rider who had been waiting in the narrow guard post with his head down stood up and laughed heartily.

“Did you say he was the leader of the Order of Deshade? That really happened! Do you like it! Hahahahaha!”

“Ah, thank you.”

Enin was slightly taken aback by the words of the voyageur who shouted for the guard post to leave.

However, that was only for a moment, and the two men put on their armor and left the guard post, each holding an anvil and a two-handed axe.

Seeing that, the rest of the people also prepare to deal with the griffon.

“Wow, is this this way today?”

“Sorry. Ingrid disappeared along the way...”

“It’s okay. Just prepare quickly. It doesn't look like it will be easy today either.”

Soon, the two Witch Hunters who were located elsewhere arrived and Thistle finished preparing for the fight by greeting them.

Thistle steps forward and distributes the personnel while looking at the five gryphons.

“Portia and I will take on one guy first. The rest-”

“I will go with Lyudmila. Because it’s comfortable to be back to back with someone you’re familiar with. Ki kick.”

“Then do it...”

Thistle is a little worried.

Anyway, no matter how deeply you think at first, many variables arise when dealing with dead demon beasts.

'Hygge people say you can hold on to an animal with a chain, even if only for a moment.'

So, making a plan is only about roughly distributing the number of people.

'If the voyageur and I take care of one dog and the Hygge people take care of one dog, there will be three left...'

However, that was also difficult because the Gryphon was so huge that I wanted to have as many people as possible come together to deal with it if possible.

As if Enin had read Thistle's thoughts, he took a step forward and stood squarely in front of a griffon that was approaching confidently from the front.

Enin declared as he raised his anvil without retreating an inch against the Necro Griffons, who were tall enough to fight even giants.

“I will take charge of one of them. For others, I will ask for the rest.”

“... Okay. thank you. Enin.”

“What. Well then, shall we get started?”

Soon, the fourth full-scale defense battle began in the forest surrounding the sanctuary.

        
            “Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

“Fuuu... It's so hard!”

“Wow, my waist... You may not know it when it comes to training, but hunting demonic beasts is not our specialty. Ki kick.”

While Lyudmila is breathing heavily and Eila is lying on the floor, Ingrid, who was hit by the griffon's foot and flew away, returns holding her waist.

Cooung-

“This one also fell!”

“Run in!”

“Bring the rope! Hang it on the leg and pull it out!”

Soon after seeing the fourth griffon fall, the Hygges rush in with hatchets, dismember the dead body and set it on fire to prevent it from counterattacking or resurrecting.

Hwarim also groaned in pain when she saw the scene.

While dealing with the fourth griffon, the griffon fell and its head swayed, hitting its beak on the arm and getting injured.

Then Thistle rushes to Hwarim and worries.

“... Off.”

“Hwarim. Are you hurt?”

“Slightly. I was pulling out the sword I had stabbed at the gryphon and accidentally hit it with its beak.”

“Huh? Is Hwarim hurt? Where, where, look!”

“Don’t make a fuss. At best, it will end up as a bruise.”

Thistle was worried when she saw Hwarim's arm turn red. When Aila saw that, she quickly approached her and used her magic to instantly create ice and bring it to her to reassure her.

“No! Unlike Irim, Hwarim cannot be resurrected anymore! Even if other people have strong bodies, Hwarim needs to learn how to take care of her body from now on!”

“No, it’s like this. If you just relax for half a day, you’ll feel better soon...”

“Still!”

Hwarim's emotions as she watches Aila looking at her arm with rare sincere concern are,

It's getting a little uncomfortable.

Cooung-

“It’s over!”

Just then, the sound of the fifth and final griffon falling is heard and everyone looks in that direction.

The fallen griffon was a griffon that Enin took care of alone until the end, as he had first declared.

After several minutes of fighting, the griffon was struck by Ennin's anvil without stopping, and was harpooned to the point where there was not much room for the Hygges to touch.

All of its claws were broken, four of its legs were broken, its beak was harpooned at the top and bottom, and its skull was dented in three places.

Nevertheless, the griffon was writhing, but the reason it could not move easily until the Hygges approached was because Enin had destroyed every joint that was needed for the griffon to move.

“Phew...”

Confirming that the last enemy had fallen, Enin took off his helmet and wiped away his sweat, and soon his blonde hair, soaked in sweat, fell to the ground.

However, Enin suffered no significant injuries.

Enin was comparable to the apostle Thistle, fighting head-on with a griffon and not backing down, striking all the attacks with his anvil and beating the griffon to death.

When Hwarim saw that, she felt some complicated emotions again.

That would be true, because Hwa-rim was no longer suffering from a soul illness, but rather, she had become a person who could not be resurrected, so Hwa-rim could not force herself to go out.

Of course, even before Hwarim became a soul disease, when dealing with anyone, whether it was an intruder who came to the temple, an assassin, or even his best disciples, Hwarim judged his life to be of minimal value and fought with determination.

But the recent fight is different from then.

The gigantic beasts that come every day and have no weak points are not enemies that can be easily dealt with.

'Demons and Orkneys, those guys would be able to swing a sword with ease.'

Most of the enemies Hwarim has faced so far are in human form.

Even Hwarim has no way to deal with large-scale magic that seems completely unstoppable, or enemies so large that human power is difficult to deal with and it would be wiser to bring siege weapons to deal with them.

The demonic beasts that attack as if asking what the limits of humans are are enemies that require more strength than skill as their opponents are demonic beasts.

Because he is such an enemy, Hwarim has no choice but to take precautions.

'There's nothing we can do. 'Because my sword and its depth are only intended to deal with humans.'

The sword she possesses is useful enough to deal with demonic beasts of similar size, but it is useless if it becomes an enemy like the current griffon.

Thistle is also an apostle, so it is more comparable to Hwarim.

Apostles have strong bodies because they make it their duty to spread God's gospel to the earth unless God renounces His own will.

Because Enin admires Irim, he is becoming stronger day by day with the desire to catch up.

Aila can run wild as much as she wants using her naturally strong physical ability as an elf.

It's amazing that the body remains intact even though it was hit by the Griffon's outstretched wings and rolled around several times.

However, Hwarim does not have that.

Until now, knowing that he would be resurrected, he did not hesitate to spare his body to set an example for Lee Rim, but now Hwa Rim is a person who cannot be resurrected.

Lee Rim is now trying to find a way to kill the demon, paying his life as if it were the price of admission against the demon every night, but Hwa Rim just has to take care of herself against the griffons in front of her.

“... I know very well that being caught up in the rush is poisonous to growth, but why am I feeling so shaken? Won.”

Of course, Hwarim knows not to fret.

Depth is an honest martial art.

The more impatient you are, the more slowly you become. The more you become angry, the more you calm down, the faster your depth will grow.

Depth is a martial art in which the speed at which it becomes stronger over time is doubled, and Hwarim has already reached that level once, and since he is a martial artist who is trying to build a higher level by going beyond climbing once more, he consoles himself.

In her ears, she hears witch hunters talking near the corpse of a griffon, which was the highlight of the night prepared by the Necro Druids.

“Ingrid, are you okay? Didn’t it really fly away with incredible momentum a little while ago?”

“Ljudmila. it's okay. I already told you this, right? I'm a lucky person. Ki kick! I guess it was like that this time too. Fortunately, he didn't die.”

“... It looked like he was vomiting blood while flying, but fortunately it seems it was a mistake.”

“I guess you were confused with the blood of other demon beasts on your body. Ki kick.”

“Then I’m glad. I'm still worried, Ingrid. I was wondering if I would really die someday.”

“You don’t seem to know that’s what I’m going to say. Lyudmila, please relax a little. I can understand your desire to somehow impress the Hygges as a Witch Hunter, but if you die, everything will be useless.”

“... You say that even when other people worry about you.”

“I’m saying this because I know that Lyudmila really cares for our church.”

The two witch hunters stopped worrying about each other for a moment and looked at each other.

The tense confrontation between the two causes other people around them to become nervous as well.

“Siseul. Are those two people not getting along very well? This is already the third time tonight.”

“... I heard that there is some friction with Witch Hunters as well.”

“Does that mean we don’t have a good relationship?”

“Hmm... Maybe we have conflicting opinions like that because we get along so well. Both of them are truly acting according to their beliefs for the sake of the church, but they are in conflict.”

“Hmm... I’m not sure!”

Aela quietly asks Thistle a question as he drops the blood on the claymore.

In Thistle's opinion, the two are friendly, but on the other hand, they show conflict like this from time to time.

The relationship between Lyudmila, who looked at Lyudmila with a serious face as if she would not bend her will, and Ingrid, who smiled heartily while holding onto her sore back, did not avoid Lyudmila's eyes and looked straight at her, was somewhat a strange relationship.

For a moment, the two people turn back, each looking at their weapons, and move to end the fight.

Something came into Hwarim's field of vision as she watched the two people.

“... blood?”

What Hwarim saw was Ingrid's Witch Hunter uniform, with blood heavily stained on the back of the black uniform.

'Contrary to what you said a little while ago that you were lucky and didn't get seriously hurt, did you end up bleeding that much?'

When Hwarim saw that, he was a little uncharacteristically worried about the Witch Hunter.

I heard that although witch hunters are originally priests of the evil god Lihere and descendants of witches, they strengthen their bodies with magic only when fighting, and their physical abilities are basically not that different from ordinary humans. .

'I heard that the magic of strengthening the body only aids strength, but does not make the body stronger.'

So, Hwarim was a little worried for a moment, but when Ingrid took off her uniform top, saying that her body was hot, she became suspicious again.

“Whoa... I'm really covered in sweat and the blood of demon beasts... When I get back from this, I'll have to make up my mind and wash it thoroughly.”

Unlike her uniform, which was soaked in blood, Ingrid's back, revealed as she took off her tight clothes, was smooth and without a single wound.

“... Is it possible to use healing magic?”

No matter how lucky you were and it ended without death, it would be normal to leave at least some bruises later, but there were no traces.

“... Well, it seems like there's something unique to Witch Hunters. If you didn't get hurt, it's okay.”

“Huh? What did you say, Hwarim?”

“It’s nothing. Instead, look carefully at your feet before walking. Don't whine to me like you did last time when you fell and hurt your chin.”

“... The elf is in the forest-”

“You won’t believe me anymore when I say you won’t fall.”

“... Heeing - I'm out of money now!”

Hwarim was wondering something for a while, but ended his doubts by convincing himself. He started walking towards the village along with the others, arguing with Aila.

Originally, it is doubtful that Hwarim would have dug in right away if he had not been tired as it was right after the battle ended.

I think the reason Ingrid's back was fine was because there was something unique to witch hunters, but if there really was such a thing, there would have been no reason for Lyudmila to be truly worried about Ingrid.

However, since that question had already left Hwa-rim, Hwa-rim ended up just thinking that Ingrid was a little strong and erased the feeling of discomfort.

        
            Evening of the 6th day.

The obelisk isn't working yet, but I'm sitting there after making a bonfire in front of the sanctuary.

'It's already been 6 days.'

After the first attempt, on the 5th day, I entered the sanctuary again and again to overcome his tricks.

As long as the obelisk was operating, I went in and engaged in a war of nerves with him more than 20 times, and tonight was the 30th time.

There have been a few times when I felt like I couldn't catch something, so I'm preparing to jump in to get information the moment the obelisk opens.

If you recognize that it is magic, you can find the hidden magic circle and erase it, and if it is witchcraft, you can destroy the source of the spell.

'I don't know if the Sanctuary itself is a barrier and has some kind of deterrent effect, but I don't feel anything like that at all, so what is it?'

However, even though we fought more than 20 times, we still had no clue.

No matter how you swing the sword, the minimum becomes a whistle.

If I deliberately swing my sword weakly, it imitates the sword techniques of past invaders that it has accumulated and cuts me down, and when I use my full strength, it imitates what I do and deceives me.

So, I ignored him and went all around the sanctuary with my sword, but I didn't find anything and even when I opened my leben, all I could feel was Baphomet's energy.

However, even though we fought more than 20 times, we still had no clue.

Last night, I ignored the demon and scraped all over the floor of the sanctuary with my magic sword, but nothing was revealed.

Of course, just because it was daytime when people couldn't enter the sanctuary didn't mean they just sat there.

During the day, in order to make good use of that time, I go into the inner world and try to find ways to help solve the problem even a little, or try to gain insight into the guy's tricks.

'What should I do to win the fight against the mirror?'

A magic sword stuck in front of a bonfire.

I worry as I look at my own face reflected in the gray sword.

I created an illusion of myself and fought in the middle of the partition created by Gaia, which contained the nether dragon, intermediate demon, and Helias' soul.

But I soon realized that it was a meaningless action.

'He even followed a group of stars.'

Even if I develop another groundbreaking technology in the deep world, he will fight against me with the same movements, swordsmanship, and techniques.

Even if he overcomes himself, he imitates that overcoming without any disadvantage.

Still, now we can know one thing for sure.

'Even though this guy's power had become stronger due to the sanctuary, he couldn't even use simple spells, let alone magic.'

This guy is Baphomet, the witch’s knight.

At the same time, its essence is Baphomet, a mid-level demon.

'Baphomet, the witch's knight, and Baphomet, a mid-level demon. Isn't the part about being the witch's knight just something that others have added and that they themselves claim? Then that's not the part you need to pay attention to. This guy is definitely the devil. The other things are just qualifiers for a guy whose essence is clearly the devil. You have to focus on the sense of discomfort that comes from that.'

He must have been bored with me sitting in the sanctuary day and night, so I revealed my identity and heard a more detailed story about the devil from Ingrid, who visited whenever she had time.

'They said all demons are skilled in ancient magic. Unless they are fighting enthusiasts like Wengrain who are confident in their own inherent power, most of them are people who enjoy using magic while intoxicated with magic. For demons, the greater the total amount of magical knowledge they possess, the more they can use it to play with the soul in innovative ways.'

Expectations go.

The reason Baphomet does not use magic has been narrowed down to one.

'is it. There were no downsides. 'That's because I don't know. He's concentrating all his power on something he made to imitate my movements.'

The reason it can move exactly like me is because it's using all of its magic power to build something to mimic me.

'It's not like pouring in magical energy to maintain the sanctuary itself. Sanctuary is what fixes the concept. Just as the sanctuary created by the Red Purge does not need to be constantly infused with magic, the devil's sanctuary will be the same. So, the reason why I haven't used magic until now is that I'm clearly mobilizing all my magic elsewhere. Where on earth does it exist and how does it work?'

So, I have to make it a priority to break that thing, whether it's magic or a barrier, and only then can I kill him.

“... But how on earth can we do that? It's not like anyone tells you.”

The only unfortunate thing is that I can't decipher the tricks the devil is using with just my sharp eyesight.

If there had been Feri, Astesia, or Raines, who were more sensitive to magic than me, they might have noticed something, but it was a demon whose every attack inflicted fatal wounds on the soul, and that wasn't just borrowed magic power. It is impossible to gamble by putting three people in front of you.

'Peria has work to do, so we should let her go.'

As for what Peria is currently doing, during the day she is carrying a pickaxe and dragging Raines with her, looking around the ruins of the Sanctuary out of the reach of the hygges, digging up suspicious areas.

Aside from Feria's determination to find the mold plate, it was really surprising that Reigns was following Peria, but after hearing the reason from Reigns, I thought it was reasonable.

'It's more convenient this way than having to face the unpleasant consequences of encountering Witch Hunters, the blood of witches. And anyway, doesn't that mean that the more money the church has, the more I will be able to live a prosperous life? So it's helping.'

So, Reigns, along with Feria, carries a pickaxe and a shovel and digs up the sanctuary all day during the day.

At that moment, two voices are heard.

“Hey - Bishop. Is there any progress?”

“... Ingrid. I won't ask too much, but please-”

“You’re asking us to follow the rules of etiquette, right? Anyway, what do you think? We have been fighting on the same battlefield with the Deshade Church for 6 days already. They had each other's backs and even fought, but isn't it safe to say that they are actually close friends at this point? Kikiki-”

“Phew... I'll stop talking.”

'Did Lyudmila come with you today?'

Just as the sun was about to completely disappear, two witch hunters came to see me.

I stopped looking at the sparks and the magical sword that reflected my face and turned my head to look at the two people.

Then I noticed that one side was bare.

Even if I tried to ignore it, it was something I couldn't ignore, so I had no choice but to ask a question.

“... Ingrid. What about the horns?”

Among the horns on both sides of Ingrid's sheep's head, the one on the left was hotly broken.

“Ah, this? During the fight, I came across a magical beast called a double horn buffalo. When I saw him throwing his horn around at a dead body as if he was proud of it, I got so angry that I hit him with my horn as well. But I lost. Kikikikikiki!”

“Ingrid please... No matter how lucky Ingrid is, if she does something like that every once in a while, it really irritates me...”

“What do you think? This will grow anyway. It also grows pretty quickly, so it doesn’t matter, right?”

“There is no way. Puhuu...”

Ingrid stroked her broken horn as if she knew what to ask, and bent down to give me a better view as if she was showing off. Lyudmila looked at Ingrid and sighed deeply.

For a moment, he realized that there was something strange about Lyudmila coming to see him instead of Ingrid, and went straight to business.

“What brought you here?”

“... I came here to see if there was any progress. Because we also have to write an interim report.”

Lyudmila and Ingrid came right in front of me and sat down in front of the bonfire.

I honestly tell them how I feel right now.

“I think we can win only if we can figure out Baphomet's trick. Even though it was only the first time, there was definitely a way to cut him down.”

There have been several attempts so far, but the only way to inflict damage on his body was with Luba's axe.

However, I was wondering if there was a different type of weapon that could cause damage to the body, so I took all types of weapons and tried to attack Baphomet, but seeing as they didn't work, that wasn't the case.

I received a new ax from Luba and tried to attack Baphomet again, but it showed the same results as other weapons.

“There seems to be a moment when the attack works, but I still don't know when that gap is.”

“That means-”

“It's a difficult situation. Isn’t that just luck? I guess I started something that had no answer.”

“Ingrid.”

“Yes, yes. I knew. Ki kick.”

While Lyudmila was reprimanding Ingrid, she took out a notebook and wrote down what I said.

They probably plan to write down our conversation in a report and send a report on the progress to their denomination.

After seeing this, I tried to talk to Lyudmila with the hope that I would get something out of it.

“Please tell me something that might be helpful.”

“As I said before, the story is all we know about Baphomet.”

I asked Lyudmila to tell her about Baphomet in case I could learn something, but Lyudmila told me that she had nothing more to tell me.

On the third night, I was suspicious of Baphomet calling out the names of the witches as soon as I entered the sanctuary, making it rain, and then sending it skyward upside down. I kept asking the two Witch Hunters why Baphomet was mentioning witches. did it

However, the two witch hunters also say that Baphomet suddenly appeared around the time when the witch hunters and witches, who were all priests of the same Lihere, became divided and began to confront each other.

Then, the Witch Hunters began sending fog to hinder the pursuit of the witches.

'As they are witch hunters who hunt witches, I thought they would be able to provide more nutritious information, but they don't seem to be able to do that.'

I was a bit disappointed because Lyudmila and Ingrid knew less than I thought.

To be precise, one of the things I heard from them is that witch hunters do not keep records of their knowledge, but use a somewhat old-fashioned method of passing on knowledge face-to-face.

So, he told me that because a lot of witch hunters have died in unexpected accidents, the information has not been properly conveyed, so there are many stories that have been lost.

Lyudmila briefly wrote down a few words and then spoke carefully.

“... Hey, Bishop.”

“Tell me.”

“I have made a deep commitment to somehow find a way to kill the devil, and I will have to tell the bad news to the bishop who is still here... Will you be okay?”

“... What is it?”

“Great damage occurred.”

“Do you avoid it?”

After hearing Lyudmila's words, he took his eyes off the magic sword and looked ahead.

“Many Hygge people were injured. When the Hygges approached to completely dismantle the fallen corpse monsters, the Necro Druids exploded the corpses.”

        
            I ask Lyudmila about the damage over time.

“... How many people were injured?”

“50 hygges have passed away and about 20 are in critical condition. Most people can fight.”

“... The pagans used their heads.”

“Yes. They must have been holding back their laughter and waiting for this to cause quite serious damage.”

Even pagan priests are not idiots.

They bided their time.

Attack on the 5th day.

The pattern of attack is the same every day.

The corpses of dead demon beasts come back to life and attack, and when all traps set up during the day become useless, huge demon beasts are deployed.

When such huge beasts attack, the people of the Deshade Church and the Witch Hunters subdue the beasts, and the Hygges continue the work of dismantling the beasts lying on the ground so that they can never stand up again.

The fight continued in the same way on the fourth day.

And when everyone got used to such fighting, the Necro Druids made their move.

The total number of hygges is approximately a little over 100.

Most of them hide in the forest, fire arrows, and prepare traps during the day. As most of them do not come forward as hunters, the Necro Druids found it difficult to deal with them, who were like natural enemies.

So they deliberately waited for them to get used to crowding into the corpses and dismembering them after the battle, and when as many as possible flocked to the corpses of the demonic beasts, they used magic to explode the corpses to reduce their numbers.

I was waiting for that too, and I was trying to quickly dispose of the remaining corpses that I couldn't dispose of due to exhaustion after yesterday's fight before today's fight started, but I waited for that moment and exploded the corpses a little while ago, so tonight is the problem right now.

“... Damn you bastards.”

“The elf of the church blew off the heads of two necro druids who approached, but tonight is the critical moment. To be honest, I might have to withdraw.”

The number of Hygges who can move is now 30.

Even though it has decreased, it has decreased too much.

No matter how much they were outgunned in the meantime, they were able to wage a defensive battle against the Necro Druids because of the Hygge's constant maintenance and backup of their traps.

The number of hygges suddenly exceeds half, and at this point, they are close to extinction, and a defensive battle can no longer be established.

Feeling heavy at having been tricked by the unexpected Necro Druids, he asks Lyudmila for an alternative.

“... What do you think is the best thing to do?”

“In my judgment, I think it would be better to withdraw from the sanctuary. The reason the Necro Druids are trying to take over the sanctuary is simply because the priests become stronger just by being next to the sanctuary.”

“Are you saying you won’t try to break the devil’s seal?”

“It seems impossible right now. Even if they were thinking of unsealing Baphomet, the ritual of unsealing could not be prepared that quickly, so it would take at least three months. The sanctuary created by the saints and cardinals of Red Purge will not be broken that easily.”

“Well, honestly, it seems to me that it would be better to step back. There is just one problem.”

Ingrid looked at Lyudmila's words and asked back.

“What is the problem?”

“Hygge people have no intention of leaving this place.”

Ingrid says she was a bit surprised by the hygge people's will, which is more stubborn than expected, and explains what happened a little while ago.

The two Witch Hunters said that further fighting would be difficult due to the deadly magic used by the Necro Druids and that it would be better to give up Sanctuary since it would be possible to safely escape the forest, but the Hygges all unanimously agreed. The same argument was said out loud.

'The hunt has already begun.'

'Hygge children don't run away from their prey.'

‘Arrows are still plentiful. There are enough sharpened axes.'

'Hygge's hunt never stops. Witch hunter ladies. 'Because we were born only for hunting.'

'And, isn't it even more rude to ask them to step down when 50 people are dead?'

This is not an opinion that came out before great sacrifices were made.

They said that even though over 50 people had died, they showed no signs of backing down.

“... That’s incredible stubbornness.”

“I was surprised too. I never thought that hygge people would make such strong claims even in this situation.”

“... Well, in some ways, isn’t that a good thing? It was a choice between being loyal or dying. Ki kick.”

“... What does that mean? Ingrid?”

“No. I'm talking to myself. Kikiki-”

The story Ingrid just told was about the secret mission the princess gave us.

Ingrid just smiled and ignored Lyudmila's question about not knowing what secret letters were being exchanged between us.

But that made me worry even more.

'If we step back from here, the hygges will be annihilated, and the princess' orders will be clearly followed. but...'

Even if you step back, it will only take a little longer.

If the hygges resisted until the end and disappeared after we left, then all we have to do is bring the imperial army here, into the land of hygge.

Their ability to respond to hordes of demonic beasts in the forest may be lower than that of the Hygges, but since they are behind the Empire's army, it is possible to make up for this with more soldiers and better quality equipment.

As such, the days in which I can deal with Baphomet with peace of mind may become longer.

There is no feeling of guilt regarding one's own attitude.

If the situation leads to suicide by their own choice rather than the extinction of a minority ethnic group with my own hands, I may feel at ease because I am not turning my back on them.

But that's probably something other people in the church don't want to do.

Of course, they might also follow suit if I strongly insist on my choice to step down.

‘I guess he will follow suit. But that's also... probably not something I truly wish for.'

However, that was a choice that only emphasized my selfish greed.

Hygge definitely treated us well.

From the beginning, they have confessed that they would like to hunt even demons someday if they had the chance.

So, when an opportunity arose, they refused to accept the imperial army according to Lyudmila's words, but instead asked for help from those of us who had shown a good performance in the Tyrant fight.

It's just a coincidence of interests.

We only came to expel Baphomet according to the princess's orders, and they said that they would personally serve as a line of defense for the opportunity to hunt the devil, which they had always wanted to do.

That's why Hygge people always trust us to be a shield for the giant demon beasts in the fight and to expel Baphomet from their hometown.

Hygge people bring food as they please and give intense longing looks when told that they are fighting the devil one-on-one.

'awesome! We're so small that we can't wield big weapons!'

‘Hunting, of course. It's not just one person sticking a sword into the heart. Being a bait, an arrow shaft, and driving the prey until the person reaches the prey's heart are all acts of hunting.'

‘You said bishop, right? Hunting demons. Don't worry about the guys out there and good luck finding a breakthrough. Hunting sometimes involves a long wait of several months!'

I am at a loss as to how to respond to the trust relationship that has been arbitrarily formed.

'Maybe some of the people who came during the day and said that are dead.'

People who are friendly.

Some people achieve the bond that comes only after investing a large amount of money by simply approaching them like a child playing ball game.

“... That's funny. I just came to kill the devil under the princess's orders, but she interpreted it in a good way as she pleased.”

“Yes?”

“No. I'm talking to myself. Talking to myself.”

I laugh out loud and the bonfire shakes as I mutter to myself without realizing it.

“... I don't know why people around me like to talk to themselves so much.”

“Isn’t it said that in order for one-eyed people to blend in in a town of walking people, they should make an effort to cover one eye with their hand? Lyudmila, please come to us too. Kikikick.”

“I absolutely refuse to be like Ingrid.”

Lyudmila, who had been left alone for the second time in a row without knowing what was going on, seemed a little upset and complained to Ingrid, and the two went down to the sanctuary, asking for their opinions before night completely fell.

After about 20 minutes, Ruba and Thistle came.

“... Lee Lim.”

“... Thistle, are you here?”

Thistle came with a slightly unsatisfied expression, as if he had come to listen to my opinion before making a decision about tonight's events.

“... A lot of hygge people were hurt.”

“... I heard.”

There was no need to say much.

Thistle came next to me and sat in front of the bonfire, put her hands together and prayed for a moment, and I followed her in a moment of silence.

“...”

As silence continued for a moment, Ruba came over and held out a hatchet to me.

“This is today’s amulet.”

“...”

I take the hatchet from Luba and examine it slowly.

Luba lent me his hatchet on the first day.

After returning, I told Luba that she had wounded Baphomet with her hatchet.

'...Really?'

'huh. Although it only happened once, the hatchet definitely came in handy. thank you.'

'... I knew!'

'yes?'

‘You said the bishop likes to use a hatchet, right? I will make you a hatchet to use, a hatchet to cut down the devil!'

'Oh, no. There's no need to do that...'

From that day on, Ruba came to me every evening and brought me a hatchet that she had made herself.

On the first day, it was because I simply forgot my hatchet, so after that, I tried to get the hatchet from our church's warehouse, but Luba's eyes were shining and she kept asking me to use her hatchet, so I kept taking it. There is.

“I got help with the handle from Witch Hunters. I don't know what the letters are, but they say they contain the meaning of anti-horse.”

Unlike the first day, Luba has become quite calm.

Not surprisingly, Luba also had a bandage on one arm, probably because she had been hit directly by the Necro Druids' corpse explosion.

“... If you were hurt, it would have been better to look at yourself first.”

“It’s okay. If you're still alive, it's more efficient to make a hatchet with your wishes, prepare traps, and apply poison to arrows so you can capture your prey more reliably.”

Feeling the letters engraved on the handle of the hatchet, he puts the ax on his belt and wears it.

I feel this every time, but although it is an ax that may be unfamiliar as it is always used for throwing or as a sidearm, it feels like a weapon that has been used since ancient times, perhaps thanks to a lot of care.

After reorganizing my weapons and spending some quiet time, I ask Ruba one thing.

“Luba.”

“Yes.”

“Hygge people, why don’t they leave here?”

        
            Hygge people have masks that don't show their expressions, but are more passionate about hunting than any other race, and have emotions that I can't understand.

“A large number of Hygges were killed by the Necro Druids. So why don’t hygges think about backing down?

I look straight into the eyes of Luba, one of those hygge types, and ask a question.

Although she was young, Ruba was clearly moving on the battlefield as a hunter hunting down the children of Hygge and demonic beasts.

He runs around to replenish arrows, sometimes shoots his own bow, rearranges traps, carries bundles of chains, and crawls near the beast, while occasionally coming to give me food and a hatchet.

Being that kind of Ruba, I firmly thought that her will would soon become the will of the hygges, so I asked a question, and Ruba, like a hunter, gave me an answer like a hunter.

“Rather, I would like to ask. The other hunters are dead, so why are my fellow hunters thinking about running away?”

Although I couldn't see it because of the mask, their gaze clearly showed that they couldn't understand the intention of my question.

Luba tells me the hunter's rules in a sharp voice.

“We are the hunters, and they are the prey. And our prey also includes Baphomet, the demon who has taken up residence in our hometown. It is impossible for a hunter to run away from his prey. That's right now, right after the hunting has already started.”

After finishing speaking, Luba asked me a question this time from her side.

“Bishop. Hunters, especially witch hunters, do not hesitate to become bait in order to draw out witch beasts. Do you know why?”

“... Why?”

“A person who is prepared to kill someone must also be prepared to die. We are thinking about killing demons, necro druids, and demons, and we do not hesitate because we are mindful that our own lives may be lost to them.”

Luba raises her head and looks at the sky.

Thistle and I follow Luba and raise our heads toward the sky.

There were stars floating there.

Instead of the sunlight that had completely disappeared, what appeared in the sky was the skirt of the Goddess of Night and the countless stars embroidered on it.

“A lot of people definitely died. 50 men dying is something that has never happened before.”

Luba raises her hands towards the sky.

“Still. Casualties, even if not 50, are common when hunting tough game. I will also think of those who have passed away. I think I died because I was unlucky and didn't survive the demon hunt in the end, but I'll still think about it again. Even though I died, other hunters who saw how I died will learn from this and not let failure befall them, but will ultimately succeed in hunting.”

Luba strongly grasped the hand she raised toward the sky, and at the same time, something fell to the ground.

Thistle and I look at Luba's mask.

Sniff-

Luba was looking up at the sky and crying.

The tears flowing down the inside of the mask, down the cheeks, fall to the ground and are heated by the bonfire.

“... But why am I crying? The hunt isn't over yet, so why am I crying? If you do this, you can't be a great hunter. The guys told me. I heard that you should never make a sound while hunting, and that even if the person next to you dies, you should hold your breath and hide in the bushes until the end... If this is the case, I... can't be a great hunter...◦# ◦

“... Lee Lim.”

Seeing that, Thistle wrapped my hand.

Although he didn't say it in words, he clearly knew what it meant.

Thistle was hoping that we wouldn't back down.

However, the reason why he did not directly suggest withdrawing from Hygge was because Thistle knew that today's fight would be a very difficult one.

Now that many of the pesky Hygges are dead, it is certain that the Necro Druids will launch an all-out war.

It's been difficult to deal with them until now, but now if they bring out something they've been hiding until the very end, the situation will get to the worst.

However, that does not mean that Hygge will not back down even if the Church of Deshade and the Witch Hunters do.

They know that I will enter the sanctuary tonight to expel Baphomet, so they are willing to trust me and protect their positions.

“... If this happens, I can't give up.”

That's why I stand up too.

To be honest, there is no guarantee that we will be able to find a way to kill Baphomet tonight.

But even so, as long as I know that hygge people are making such decisions, and as long as Thistle is looking at me with those eyes, I can't say that I will give up until the last moment.

I walk slowly, looking at the obelisk that is starting to glow more and more strongly.

Then, because there was something I wanted to ask the hunter, I turned around and asked Luba.

“Luba.”

“... Yes.”

Ruba sobbed and tried not to swallow the sound, but managed to stop crying and answered my call.

“Is it possible for a hunter to completely hide himself from his prey?”

I ask this question because I think that if I could attack Baphomet without showing myself, he might not be able to imitate my technique.

“No. That is absolutely impossible.”

Ruba probably had tears in her eyes in response to my question, and she put her hand under her mask to wipe away the tears and answered firmly.

“The fact that the prey has caught the hunter's eyes also means that the hunter has entered a position where he can witness the hunter's appearance, even if his eyes are very small. If you have seen the other person, of course the other person can also see you.”

“... Of course it is.”

'There's no way that's possible.'

I am convinced by the answer I got back.

However, there is one thing I don't understand.

I used a variety of methods to deal with Baphomet, and among them, I also tried a method of completely hiding myself from Baphomet's view because I was concerned that if I hid myself from Baphomet, he would not be able to imitate my movements.

'He used the moon spirit, but he copied my actions behind the moon exactly.'

It was the 14th attempt to enter the sanctuary.

I was worried that if I completely hid myself from him, he would not be able to imitate me, so I tried to recreate one of the techniques that the former corps commander showed in the depths of the depths, risking his life to do so, and succeeded in doing so.

[Wolryeong]

That is a technique that creates the moon in front of oneself.

This is a technique where you draw a circle with your sword and hide yourself behind the moon, completely disappearing from the opponent's sight.

A defensive technique that is closer to magic than swordsmanship, instantaneously twisting an image to create an afterimage similar to the moon and hiding behind it, to use it as a stepping stone for a surprise attack rather than a pure attack.

It is a beautiful technique that made it possible for me to witness the corps commander hidden behind Wolryeong only after I entered the state of transformation.

Even if it were a demon, Baphomet would not have been able to witness my movements due to the instantaneous blindness, but Baphomet followed my movements exactly.

So I realized something.

'Certainly, is that it?'

According to Luba, it is absolutely impossible for the hunter and the hunted to unilaterally hide themselves completely and look at the other.

This means that even at the moment when I thought I was completely hidden behind the moon, Baphomet was watching me.

So what does it mean that I was in Baphomet’s field of vision?

“The fact that Baphomet was watching me means that I was in a position where I could see Baphomet’s eyes.”

It means that the truth of the deception has been discovered.

“... Ruba.”

“Yes.”

“Thank you. Luba, Luba, is a great hunter.”

“Yes?”

“Because it allowed me, who had no idea about hunting, to get closer to the answer. So Luba is a great hunter. I am by no means an inexperienced hunter.”

My heart races at the thought that I can destroy the deception.

I let go of the obelisk's growing light and approached the two people.

Thistle and Ruba look at me in surprise when they see me suddenly moving so actively, and then flinch when I grab their hands.

I hold both of their hands and speak quickly.

“Thistle!”

“Ah, yes!”

“We have clearly discovered Baphomet’s trick.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. So, I'm sorry, but please do whatever you can to protect yourself from these witch hunters tonight. If you kill him, the Necro Druids' powers will disappear. You will be able to counterattack at that moment.”

“... Okay. Please just trust us.”

I bend down and make eye contact with Ruba and speak.

“Luba, thank you so much. I got a hint from Luba's answer.”

“Ah, yes...”

“So, I will declare it here. Baphomet will be banished from the sanctuary today, no, hunted.”

He takes Luba's hatchet off his waist and holds it to his chest, swearing.

When Ruba sees that, she salutes me like she did on the first day.

“... Yes!”

The two turned back and quickly began to descend the sanctuary.

Thistle looked back at me for a moment and smiled, and Ruba quickly ran down the stairs with steps filled with firm determination.

Left alone, I put out the bonfire with my feet and stood in front of the obelisk.

The entrance glows strongly in green.

“Baphomet, you hide hypocrisy behind hypocrisy, you amazing bastard. But that also ends today.”

As I put my hand on it, I was sure that I would be able to kill the demon this time.

“I will crush all the tricks you have laid out from the very beginning.”

        
            The sanctuary of hygge consists of a half-sunken city.

In the basement of such ruins, the two continue to rob today.

Kang-kang-kang-kang-

Every time you hit the pickaxe, the rock breaks and pieces of stone fly in all directions.

Jeok-

Soon after the rock blocking the passage collapsed, Peria let out the breath she had been holding.

“Phew... I guess this is enough, right? Now, let’s go shovel!”

“Okay.”

“... Anyway, I’m not excited, so I’m excited.”

“Is there a problem?”

“Not there. When you're doing hard work, you need things like excitement and singing. That's what my brother said.”

“It’s inefficient. When doing repetitive work, you must use the minimum amount of force to be able to endure it for a long time. There is no reason to lose strength in unnecessary places.”

“... Ugh, I shouldn’t say anything. Let’s do it quickly.”

“For your information, if Peria hadn’t spoken to me, I would have started work right away.”

“... Am I Mac?”

“No. I was just telling the truth.”

“... You should really try it sometime.”

Feria, wearing a mask, breaks all the stones that enter the entrance, and then Reigns uses a shovel to dig out the vomit accumulated at the entrance.

Whoosh, whoosh-

Whoosh, whoosh-

Whoosh, whoosh-

It's been three hours since we both threw away our usual clothes and wore only clothes that we didn't mind getting dirty with dust, a T-shirt and a pair of tough pants, and worked until our gloves turned black.

“... Do you really think you can find the mold plate this way?”

Rains, who was silently playing with the shovel for a moment, straightened his back and looked back, feeling skeptical about the fruitless work that had been going on for five days.

“Looking at it this way, they are only selling buildings that are logically assumed to have been made using mold plates based on the topography of the village at the time?”

“It is nothing else but a mold plate used to create coins used in a country, so it is natural that it is an extremely important item. Could it be possible that the people in the city left such an important mold plate behind while running away? Either take it with you, or throw it into the furnace and destroy it.”

Reigns refuted Peria's words and continued digging down the entrance with a shovel, when he discovered a huge rock that had reappeared and the remains of magic that had hit from the ceiling. When Peria saw the rock, he cursed and raised the pickaxe again.

“Now, it’s a shift.”

“Suck! It came out again?! Wow!”

The gloves were so black with dust that there was no way they could get any more dirty.

Peria responds to Raines' words by imitating the mine engineers she saw somewhere, spitting on her gloves and then striking the pickaxe.

Kang-kang-kang-kang-

“Raines I will admit that you are smarter than you think, but I can refute that too, so listen carefully.”

“Try it.”

“According to a retired soldier who worked as an imperial legionnaire working at a guard post set up on a mountain near Hygge at the time, the demon Baphomet appeared from the sky by sending a huge amount of magic straight into the city from above.◦# ◦

“As a devil, it would be natural for him to use magic on such a large scale.”

“Thanks to this, all the people living inside the city died without even knowing anything, and when the imperial troops chasing after them discovered Baphomet, the city had already collapsed, and Baphomet himself had erected an obelisk and created his own sanctuary. It was when I was locked in.”

“Could you explain in more detail how that statement connects to the previous story?”

“So, since no one who lived in the city could escape, there would have been absolutely no opportunity for someone to take the mold and run away.”

“... I see. I was convinced. If that's certainly the case, there's a possibility that the mold plate is buried somewhere underground.”

“That’s right. That means we must find it.”

Kang- Kang- Kang-

Rumbling-

Soon, the rock blocking the path was once again broken by Peria's pickaxe strike.

Then, a long passage appeared in front of Peria and Raines.

The wide open passage seemed to prove the pleasantness of Peria's answer to Raines' question by combining the information he had learned as a trickster.

“Okay, refutation!”

So Peria looked up at the sky with her arms crossed and struck a cool pose in her own way, and Reigns looked at Peria with a dull expression and sat down on the floor to rest for a while.

The two of them took off their masks at the same time and took a deep breath to at least feel better about the fact that the work was finally finished, regardless of whether the dust rose or not.

While oxygen was being supplied to the lungs to help the muscles rest, Reigns' hypothesis was raised again.

And that hypothesis was one that even Feria had not considered.

“Whoa... But anyway.”

“Hang? What is it?”

“Have you not considered the possibility that the mold plate was broken by Baphomet’s magic?”

“... Ah.”

An unexpected hypothesis.

Peria took a moment to wipe off the sweat with the towel draped around her neck, but froze on the spot after hearing Reigns' surprising opinion.

'Why didn't I think of that?'

Peria is a trickster.

And since the trickster is a being who cannot stop thinking, he begins to think about it.

The answer given by Peria, who had just regained her intelligence after listening to Raines' story, was -

“... Aaaa!”

'I was so focused on chasing money that I didn't even think about it! 'You idiot!'

It was decided that the reason was that I was foolish enough not to think more deeply.

Still, Feria had some pride, so he tried to use his brain as an intellectual to come up with an answer that could refute Raines' argument.

“... Be quiet. If you look at it one by one, adventurers also pass over treasure chests thinking they are mimics and end up wasting the opportunity themselves. Are you my brother? If you consider and consider, take everything into consideration and only think of the worst, when will you get the chance?”

Of course, this answer was just an answer to take care of my shattered pride, so it ended up being an extremely childish answer.

“You must be young.”

“Noisy. At the same time, I followed the topic even though I didn't suggest it.”

“Because I am careful to pay for the food. Everyone else is playing their own roles, but I'm the only one being noticed in the house over there, so I'm just following the grave robbers because I thought it would be more productive to do so.”

“People who really care don't say things like that out of their mouth. Just make it clear, right? I don't want to run into witch hunters.”

“... I think it would be ineffective to talk any more.”

Peria counters Reigns' sarcasm by being more sly.

The two people glare at each other like that, then put their masks back on and raise their tools.

“Let’s go in slowly.”

“Yes. That should be it. Because today might be the last time I do this.”

Work that has continued since daytime.

Since I've been working with a pickaxe and shoveling for several days to relieve my muscle pain with a potion, my biggest worry is that I'm mentally exhausted.

The two of them dragged their feet and went inside, hoping that this would be their 8th time exploring the ruins since they had discovered several different paths today, hoping that they would find some mold plates.

sparkle-

It was a passage filled with dust because it had just been broken through rocks.

So the two entered, frowning, facing forward without noticing the small gold coin that had fallen in one corner of the entrance.

-------------------------------

Today again, as soon as I enter, I see the endless landscape of the wilderness.

The existence of standing in the middle of an empty wilderness is now familiar.

“...”

Looking at Baphomet.

[...]

Baphomet also looks at me.

Because the devil's face has the head of a goat, his expression doesn't appear that big, but maybe that's because I've interviewed him several times.

I now clearly know that this guy's emotions are clearly showing a unpleasantness that is not very good, unlike that of a devil.

And my face is probably looking quite disgusted as I look at him.

[... Human. Do you know that?]

“I don’t know, you idiot.”

[What a play is. It is usually recommended to view it only once.]

“You have a good mentality despite being a fucking devil? Even though I make it clear that I don't want to talk like this, I keep repeating what I want to say every day.”

[Do you know why?]

“I don’t know.”

[When watching the first play, the audience focuses on the actor, but from the second play, the audience already knows the actor's actions, so they only focus on the stage, props, and music. [I want to find differences from the last play and point out whether I made any mistakes.]

“What should I do?”

[So, my opinion is that you should either take the advice of the stage staff to heart and spread the word to bring in other audiences, or stop doing anything that lowers the value of the highly artistic stage.]

“Shut up and pick up your weapon. Because today I really want to kill you, tear up the whole place, and then sleep at home.”

[Honestly, today is my 30th visit. Since the audience has come to see the same play 30 times, they will be given preferential treatment. Please, please, don't come in here anymore. You can't beat me no matter what you do. Rather, I don’t want to see you anymore.]

“Fuck you. I think I have come to love you so much after meeting you 30 times. I can't even sleep when I think about the stabs you put in my body, you bastard. So, I guess I'll have to destroy the stage setup somehow and stab your guy this time from my side.”

[Was it a malicious audience? Sasaeng fans are a requirement. Really... what a rude person you are. Why does a person with a broken personality like you have the unusual ability to be resurrected without restrictions even after death...]

'As of today, the 30th.'

Baphomet has quite a bad feeling and gradually shapes his body into a form for fighting.

I too am holding a magic sword and preparing for today's fight.

But this too is the last as of today.

With Ruba's help, I have now clearly figured out what this guy's secret is.

        
            ...hududududududu-

Shootaaa-

[The witches are crying for me again today.]

Raindrops are starting to fall again today.

Today, the feeling of rainwater hitting my face feels twice as creepy and unpleasant as usual.

Because I know what those raindrops mean.

[The height of rudeness. A person who does not know how to back down despite having intelligence. I like the tenacity of not giving up, but repeating hopeless actions is lingering. And I hate fools.]

“You’re speaking harshly.”

[At this point, please know that because I am a knight, I have endured a lot of undignified language.]

“What the hell is this article? On the subject of a cheater.”

[A devilish guy.]

“Is that a compliment by your standards?”

[This is an insult.]

“I liked it. It felt like a foreigner being recognized as a citizen by the locals.”

[If there is an entry screening into hell, I will advocate for you to raise your hands and refuse.]

“I have no intention of going to a place like that for the rest of my life, you idiot.”

Over the past five days, this guy has given me the impression that he is a person who has gathered together all the regrets he has ever experienced in his life.

It's worth it.

Originally, this place, Baphomet's sanctuary, was a playground where he played as much as he could with the humans who came to kill him, and then enjoyed the emotions that came from realizing the truth in the end.

Therefore, the audience must be used as consumables for the performance only once.

However, rather than being hurt and suffering in his soul even after killing him, this human being who is constantly resurrected and comes back to him is wandering around the area behind the stage that is off-limits to anyone except those involved, and is trying to dig up the stage equipment.

[This is so sad. Human beings who cannot respect each other and only look their own way like animals are truly weak beings. But it is worth it. I understand that this is because humans have no choice but to always exist in a weak state due to their innate limitations.]

“... Yes. Let’s start after you’ve said everything you want to say.”

Shootaaa-

The guy's monologue comes into my ears through the sound of rain.

Today as well, as I watch Baphomet steadfastly saying everything he wants to say, I blame myself for starting a game where I can't get past the cutscenes.

[So this Baphomet. I sympathize with you because I stand above you from the position of the strong.]

'When will it start?'

[Just one thing. No matter how much I sympathize with you, there are some things I cannot bear.]

‘This bastard is also a great bastard. Even though I hate him so much, I see him still saying what he wants to say.'

[purple! Even today, the witches are crying when they see you and your rudeness. So, Baphomet, the devil and knight, who volunteers to be the witch's knight, cannot just sit by and watch the witches shed tears.]

'No. Rather, is that a target? Is he still enjoying watching me suffer like a devil?'

[So, knight of the Empire and knight of Asmodeus. Even if you are a knight who never dies, I will fight again today to stop the tears of the witches who cry for me.]

'Ah, I guess it's over now.'

While I was dazed, Baphomet raised his sword and pointed it at me and spoke.

A word that announces the beginning of a fight.

Unlike the excuses that change every day that have already been made several times in previous stories, the same words are always said at the last moment each time.

Perhaps that is the ignition of this hypocrisy.

[Witch. Take away your tears.]

With the devil's words, the rainwater stops for a moment and begins to rise toward the sky.

Billions of raindrops gathered together in a round shape.

Looking at the scene as if time had started to flow backwards, I also pointed my sword at the devil.

“Are you done? You bastard.”

[... This article really lacks style.]

He seems to be dissatisfied with me not being polite to him as a knight and imitating him, but I also have my own reasons for treating him like this.

“Of course you don’t know, but I am a person who always adjusts to the other person. If the other person is polite, I will be polite. If the other person is rude, I will not be rude. That's my theory.”

[Then why is it like that when you face me?]

“That's because you are the devil of hypocrisy. Why should I treat you politely when every word you say is marked with that lie?”

[I don’t know what you’re talking about.]

“You hide your hypocrisy inside your hypocrisy and think about being treated well by me, you fucking bastard.”

I strongly raise my sword, vowing to myself that today I will rip the guy to death.

[Stigma]

Paat-

Soon, divine power flows out from the magical power of chaos and surrounds my body.

This is the magical power that Deshade forged while he was a god.

It used to be the power of a god itself, but now that Deshade has turned into an evil god, I surround myself with this divine power that has become my own power.

That image is what it was like when God was next to us.

I wrapped Deshade's image around my body and created it as the best armor to fight against demons.

[I thought you looked confident today, but was that the reason? I thought there was something he was hiding, but it seems like he must have kept it hidden until now. He is a knight of the Empire and a knight of Asmodeus, and can use divine power and the magic power of hell at the same time. You are truly a contradictory being.]

The devil looked at my armor and admired it as if he was surprised.

But that's it.

When worn on the body, ordinary people would mistake it for a dark knight upon seeing the jet-black armor, but for demons, it was a divine power that was fatal, so even though they recognized it right away, the guy ended his reaction with a mere exclamation.

But now I know the reason.

That's because for that guy, no matter how much the opponent is a magic master or a knight who has trained radish to the limit, now that he is using magic, everything becomes a useless opponent.

Still, that also ends today.

I figured out exactly why he was so relaxed and what he was hiding.

“Was it good to be so hypocritical? Devil.”

[That's rude. I like hypocrisy, but I became a knight because I like witches even as much as I like my own theme.]

“It’s so salty. I already realized that even that was hypocrisy.”

[You are not me, so how can you say that as if it were the truth?]

“That's because I realized that the reason you keep saying the witch's name is because there's something you really want to hide.”

[...]

The devil froze.

The guy held up his sword and took the same stance as if mocking me, but stopped for a moment as soon as he heard my story.

“It’s a strange thing. You are users of ancient magic, people who blaspheme magic, the law of the world, and you are all people who are always followed by the word magic under various names, but why have you never used magic even when I was there?◦# ◦

Bend your wrist and lay the sword to the side.

“But I was thinking wrong. You were already using magic, and you were maintaining that magic to the extreme to the point where you couldn't use other magic.”

Water droplets rise to the sky.

Just as they fell toward the ground a moment ago, water droplets rise straight up toward the sky.

But for some reason, the water droplets were avoiding the sword I had laid aside.

“And I noticed another thing. You are clearly imitating me. Even though I was out of sight, you were able to imitate me.”

Straighten the sword and sharpen the blade.

“Isn’t something strange? Not only can I use the techniques I see with my own eyes, but I can also imitate the techniques even when I cannot be seen by that goat head of yours.”

Hung-

swing the sword

It swings quickly and precisely, blowing away raindrops.

Clink-

Then the raindrops broke.

It wasn't split, it was broken.

This is the same phenomenon as when the black sword breaks.

Swords and swords made of magical power, magic and magic remnants created by canceling out magic.

Ashes of magic.

It was formed by cutting down a raindrop.

“Now, the devil Baphomet.”

[... say it. Knight.]

“Your deception has been revealed.”

[Explain. Knight.]

“You sprinkled so many magic eyes. So that I can look at myself from all directions.”

With my hand, I touch the water droplets that are just floating before my eyes,

Got it.

Squeak-

Cracks appear in the raindrops caught in the gauntlet surrounded by divine power.

Bring the water droplet close to your face and look at it.

What is reflected there is my appearance.

It is the raindrops that are reflecting my image.

And the number of raindrops is billions.

“It’s a great lie. He pretends to love witches, calling their names and disguising himself as a knight, and based on that, he scatters magic eyes that he arbitrarily named witch's tears like this, and imitates the actions of the other person he witnessed from all directions. Having fun by destroying .”

[...]

All the hypocrisy was exposed.

The devil's lie and another lie hidden within that lie.

Magic eyes that were constantly called witch's tears were scattered everywhere.

I feel all those eyes looking at me and wait to see what happens to him.

widely-

Soon Baphomet put down his sword.

[Great, human. You are the first to notice that.]

Baphomet reached into his sleeve and pulled out a baton.

And then-

Swish-

He waved the baton.

Then the water droplets stopped rising to the sky.

Then, it begins to playfully wander around me, following Baphomet swinging his baton.

[But what can we do about that? Even if you noticed the pitfalls of my staging, what would you do? Are you going to cut down all these billions of eyes and get rid of them one by one? Then, since I can no longer follow your actions, are you going to banish me to hell with your sword?]

The devil dances like he's really enjoying himself.

Slide and quickly rotate in place, then slowly rotate in the opposite direction.

And then I thought he was looking in the opposite direction from me-

Swish-

He just rotates his head 180 degrees and looks at me while talking.

[It is impossible. You are alone and no matter how fast you are, it is impossible to cut down all the eyes. Because you are weak. Because compared to this demon of hypocrisy, Baphomet, we are only infinitely weak humans. It doesn't matter if you are resurrected. Because there's nothing you can do except come in here and cut out the eyes one by one. You are not a wizard. Even if you're a wizard, it doesn't matter. There are only a few beings who can defeat demons with magic, and you are not one of them.]

An additional head appeared on Baphomet's body.

The devil's head turns its neck upside down and looks at me. Two more goat heads sprout from the shoulders next to it and look at me with unpleasant eyes.

[Thank you very, very much, knight. I am a devil whose theme is hypocrisy. That's why I can't help but express my gratitude to you with such joy. Did you say it was a hypocritical power? Did you say that you don't like seeing people pretending to be strong and being hypocritical towards you, humans, witches, and everything else in the world? But what to do with this? I really like the hypocrisy. You, who vigorously say in front of me that you have exposed my hypocrisy, actually do not have the power to overcome my hypocrisy. With this, it was directly proven through your voice, not mine, that I was in a position to commit true hypocrisy.]

[Kkakaka Kkaka Kkakakaka Kkakakakakakakaka Kkakakakakakakakakakakakakaka-]

'The sound of laughter is so annoying.'

The three heads laugh.

The two heads created a little while ago and the one in the middle are rattling irregularly and laughing in an unpleasant way.

It seems like he's feeling pretty good.

However, it is inevitable that it will be a shame for him, because it is me who says, 'I refuted it!' This is because I had no intention of ending my speech.

“Are you saying that no one can beat you?”

The devil's laughter stopped when he saw me open my mouth again.

“Billions of rainwater? Magic eyes that must be broken one by one using magic? Do you really think I revealed everything in front of you without any way to deal with it?”

Whether the devil is looking this way or not, I too do my job and prepare just like the devil did.

“I’m not that stupid. That's because everyone has their own thoughts.”

[Are you seriously saying that?]

“Then, leave it alone. The way to destroy all of your magic eyes at once is here, not anywhere else.”

Thump-thump-

I knock on my armor in front of him.

Deshade's armor.

Tap on the armor made of divine power to get the guy's attention.

and,

Transforms the magic sword into an explosion sword and raises it.

A sword that can inflict great damage by exploding in response to the opponent's magical power.

However, this time, the tip of the sword is pointed at me, not at him.

[... What on earth are you trying to do?]

The pupils of the devil's three heads and the goat's head, which I thought would not get any bigger, get bigger and look at me.

“Your hypocrisy is over, devil. You and your sanctuary will now only remain as a record of the past.”

I looked at him with his eyes wide open and held the explosive sword back,

As it was, he stabbed it hard towards Deshade's armor.

        
            To be honest, I thought an explosion would occur, but I did it without specifically predicting the extent of the impact.

Fortunately, the explosion made no sound.

But that was my mistake.

To be precise, the explosion went beyond the short distance and used my body as the starting point of the explosion, so the aftereffects of the explosion burst my eardrums.

Paat-

BEEE-

'I can't hear anything.'

An explosive sword that pierced Deshade’s armor.

The tip of the sword, made of magical power that was twisted as it rotated, hit the armor, and a small scratching sound was heard from the armor, which was not made of holy power like the holy armor but rather was made of holy power itself.

As a result, light burst out from the end where the sword and armor met, and because the light was the light source caused by the explosion of divine power, the sanctuary was destroyed.

I tried this because it reminded me of a time when I fought Gaia's Paladin.

Even if it is divine power, its basis is magic that has been forged once again as the power of God.

So it is natural to react to an exploding sword.

And the divine power that burst forth like that attacks the magical eyes made of the devil's magic that spread out in all directions, and the creatures of Baphomet disguised as raindrops.

'Still, I didn't think it would be this big of a deal.'

Jijijijijijijiji-

At best, it is an action intended to evaporate those creatures, the false raindrops that rise from the ground to the sky.

However, this is a sanctuary created by an extra layer of devils, located inside the sanctuary covered by the Red Purge Church.

A place created by demons who were chased by the imperial army and driven into danger, using the magic of hell to protect themselves and confine themselves.

Therefore, the fragments of divine power exploded by the exploding sword caused great damage to the entire interior of the sanctuary.

The false world, the devil's cage, falls.

Cracks appear in places that were thought to be heaven, and earthquakes occur in places that were thought to be earth.

It's hard to see because of the light, the floor is collapsing and the sky is falling into pieces.

Since it pierced the armor I was wearing, I couldn't escape the aftermath of the explosion.

Still, the reason I am alive is because the nature of divine power is inherently defensive to protect someone.

The divine power became a storm.

The divine power in response to the exploding sword exploded and became a wind that enveloped the raindrops in all directions, but the armor was still strong.

'Deshade's armor was stronger than I thought.'

There is nothing funny about dying from your own divine power.

Even as the divine power exploded, it formed a shield to protect my body, so I was safe even in the torrent of creatures flying around.

The armor I was wearing ended up with only a few cracks as the divine power surrounding it was completely consumed by the explosion sword.

The divine power of the armor, once burst and empty, is filled again by calling in the remaining magic power from the soul vessel.

'I'm glad Thistle didn't see this. If I had seen it, I might have said something.'

Thanks to this, even though I was at ground zero, the center of the explosion, I only suffered damage to the extent of being blind and deaf.

Even then, thanks to the regenerative ability becoming active over time, the senses returned after a very short period of time.

[... O human!]

“What man.”

Then, what I saw and heard was the sound of Baphomet floating high in the sky calling to me.

Baphomet was calling to me, high in the sky, fleeing from the collapsing earth, with huge holes opening all over her body.

The call was desperate.

[Human! Tell me! What is your name?!]

“What?”

[Tell me your name! You devil Baphomet! I will remember your name until just before it disappears! In awe! I applaud you! So tell me your name!]

“... Ha, I really feel like all devils act the way they feel.”

Baphomet chose conversation rather than surprise attack when my five senses were sealed, even though he was visibly wounded.

The guy didn't make the decision to win.

Even though I withstood the storm of divine power and my body was punctured by the arrows of light that spread in all directions, they did not make a quick attack on the incapacitated me.

The guy is looking at me with his arms stretched out to four as if he really wants to know my name.

When you see a guy like that, you snort.

‘Do you want me to tell you my name? Are you planning on finding out my name and chanting a curse? 'No way.'

But even for a moment, I see the devil's three goat heads looking at me with a serious look on their faces without the slightest sneer.

'... is it. I've been telling lies until now, but is that much true?'

I could tell because I had seen it so many times.

There was sincerity in the guy's eyes.

Even though he is a devil, I wonder how he would put any sincerity into things that are not his own, but he seems to be asking for my name with a sincere desire to remember it.

That's why I answer.

If the other person is sincere, then I also decided to be sincere and agree with the other person, be it the devil or anyone else.

“... Demon Baphomet! Listen carefully! I am Lee Rim, the knight of the evil god Deshade! Before being a knight of the Empire and a knight of Asmodeus! I am Lee Rim, a knight who serves the god Deshade! Remember the devil!”

The devil hears my name and closes his eyes for a moment.

[Deshade’s article. Right. I memorized it. Engraved in my soul. Lee Rim, the one who destroyed this sanctuary I created with the power he would have gained for himself with his human body.]

The devil opens his eyes again.

[The devil's nemesis, Lee Rim.]

At the same time, the wings spread.

Sigh-

4 pairs of wings.

Eight membrane-covered wings spread out from behind the devil's back.

And black magic begins to gather at the ends of the goat's three horns.

[good night. Lee Rim. Do your best for what you are trying to achieve. If it is my death, try to get it with your own hands, and if it is the disappearance of the sanctuary, pour everything you have into purifying this place. This devil respects you. So I will do my best for you! I will not look down on you. I will not deceive you. I won't laugh at you. I will deal with you with all my sincerity. If you lose, I will be committing another act of hypocrisy, and if you win, you will leave here with the feat of defeating me!]

'Indeed, like a devil, he fights with magic.'

A magic circle is drawn on Baphomet's hands.

There were no more restraints.

The stage set to deceive people was destroyed, and the actor threw away his job.

The secret of the sanctuary is broken, and the knight sheds his hypocrisy and reveals his true self as a devil.

Kiiing-

The sound of several completed magic circles rotating can be heard along with the creaking sound of overcharged magic circles.

Honestly, it would be a real shame to lose again after coming this far.

‘Flying in the sky? That's what it is.'

The devil is flying in the sky and chanting magic as if he will use everything he has just to kill me, but it is all unnecessary.

“Is the devil algebra? I've even caught a dragon, you bastard.”

I am someone who has already won a fight with Agoni.

Kiiing-

I, too, prepare myself as I look at the black magic spear as large as the mast of a sailing ship, the tip of which is now facing this way.

'Explosive sword.'

He holds the sword backwards, points the tip towards Baphomet, and looks at him through the gap in his helmet.

[Now, Lee Rim. Let's begin! The start of a fight where we eat each other!]

“Fuck you.”

Paaang-

The sound of breaking the air.

Daggers flying towards each other.

Starting with the clash of spears and swords,

The fight against the devil has begun.

-------------------------------

Kwaaang-

Bouncing high in the sky with a roar were dozens of stone chunks from freshly broken rock.

As Enin swung the hammer, which today was his 78th conversion blow, he thought that today might be really difficult.

“Why is that so? Knight of Deshade! You won't say you're tired, right?! Hahahahahaha!”

“Haaak, haha... Hmm! Ah... it's still okay! It's just that the air was a bit bad with the stone dust flying around!”

“Is that so? Well then, you're in luck! The two of us have to work harder today, so please don’t fall down!”

“That’s what I’m going to say!”

Kwaaa

Portia, the knight-errant, also strikes down her double-edged ax at the rock, and soon after receiving the magic-filled ax several times, the rock splits into dozens of pieces and flies out in all directions.

'It looks like the two of you are still okay. Anyway, no matter how much I am, I still feel a bit out of breath.'

Seeing the two, Thistle also spins his body with all his might and swings his claymore to cut down the rock.

Ga-ga-ga-ga-gak!

Easy profit-

“Oh my...!”

Shaaagh!

However, that only lasted a moment, and he rolled backwards to avoid the sharp fangs that suddenly flew towards him.

The Necro Druids seemed to have come with the intention of annihilating the Hygge tonight.

The reason why they attacked the forest of hygges, where there were only about 30 people left who could move, was...

Stone Snake.

They were 10 snakes with a total body length of about 20 meters and wearing rock shells, whose entire bodies were not rock-like, but were actually made of rock.

‘Stone Snake. It was included in the list shown when the Adventurer's Guild selected the worst demons.'

Thistle revives the knowledge about demonic beasts he once read in a book from deep within his mind.

The first discoverer, the wizard of the Kingdom Alliance, had no sense, so he gave it a name that was not dignified compared to its original form, 'Stone Snake', so to encourage others and make them aware of the danger, he changed the name to Stone Snake in the imperial style.

Contrary to the concerns of scholars who first saw the beast, which seemed to be able to crawl properly because it looks like it is made up of huge rocks, fortunately it is a beast that lives without any problems.

These demon beasts have strong internal muscles that allow them to crawl or dig on the ground without paying any attention to the irregular rocks growing on their rough skin.

Therefore, there are two strategies.

One way is to stab a weapon between huge rocks and sever all of its muscles and then suffocate it, or the other way is to destroy the rock itself to expose its weak skin and then kill it.

'It's difficult to do anything without precision and strength.'

Originally, another method that adventurers often use is to use ice magic against stone snakes to stop their bodies, but even that method does not work on corpses that have already died once and then risen.

Even the traps with built-in freezing magic that the hygges had made in preparation for situations like this did not work because they had not been maintained on time.

The worst opponent, with arrows, traps, and half-baked swords never working.

An optimized opponent that Necro Druids have successfully prepared by pushing their brains to their limits.

With only about 30 Hygges left, it was difficult to even hope for proper help, and the situation on the battlefield was by anyone's standards the worst.

        
            Kaang!

'mistake...!'

Ennin and the knight-errant's weapons sink into the Stone Snake's rocks without mercy, but Thistle's weapons bounce off the moment they go into the wrong texture.

“Ike...!”

Shaaa!

Immediately after the claymore flew away, Thistle grabbed his sore hand and rolled around to avoid the charging Stone Snake and regain his balance.

'As expected, someone needs to stop the movement. If not, Enin would hurry up and clean up that side and come over here to help.'

Thistle examines the situation while wrestling with a rock that takes a long time to dig into even after cutting it down.

Shaaa!

“... Stop, try to bite me!”

Quaaaang!

“Uaaap!”

Kwazijic-

Quick!

Shaaa...

“Oh! That's amazing! That’s a method I never dared think of doing!”

Ennin opened his snout straight ahead and rammed the anvil into the mouth of the approaching Stone Snake, smashing the fangs with his gauntleted fist. Portia was amazed at the sight.

However, the only two people who can fight so aggressively are those who can deal effective blows to the Stone Snake.

The rest, including Thistle, had no choice but to continuously cut away the rock little by little with a magically imbued sword, or to insert the weapon between the muscles at the perfect timing.

“Witch hunters, one is going that way!”

“Finish that! Because he’s the guy that both of us pushed around!”

Quagagagagagagagag-

This time, a stone snake that Hwarim and Aela had removed almost entirely from the rock opens its mouth and rushes towards the two witch hunters at high speed.

Ingrid, who saw that,

I remembered Enin's appearance from a moment ago and started running.

“... Oh really, even the little knight does that, there's nothing I can't do! Lyudmila! I’m going too!!!”

“Wait a minute, Ingrid!”

Kwaaang!

Pop-

“Ingrid! idiot! Are you alive?!”

There was no time for Lyudmila to stop him.

Tired from fighting for several hours, Ingrid was impressed by Ennin's appearance and hurled her remaining horn into the remaining stone snake's fang, resulting in their total destruction.

“... Lyudmila. Did I really break my horn again?”

“Of course it was broken! How hard are the Stone Snake's teeth!”

“... How spicy is that little knight’s fist?”

“Ugh... idiot! That means I'm always anxious! Wake up quickly!”

Leaving Ingrid, who lost her last horn after a fierce headbutt, Lyudmila quickly thrust her sword from inside the snout of the stone snake that had fallen to the ground and twisted it.

Deeply-

Left ahhh-

If Ingrid is a moodist, Lyudmilla is a theoryist.

Even though the stone snake was a reanimated corpse, she knew that the central muscles of the body that moved the entire body were located in the center of the head, and she successfully subdued another stone snake by cutting it off there.

Shaaa!

Kuuuung-

Wazijik-

“Now is the time!”

“Throw it! First hang the chain and connect it to the other snakes!”

Elsewhere, thanks to the hygges' dribbling, the Stone Snake crashed into a large tree and was covered by the collapsed tree, stopping its movement for a moment.

Taking advantage of that opportunity, the hygges rush in and start working to prevent the snakes from moving with chains.

“Apostle! Be careful! It's going that way!”

“Okay!”

Shaaa-

Fuuuuk-

Shhh...

“Whoa... It's not bad, but it's not good either.”

After looking at everyone, Thistle thrusts the claymore into the eye of a snake that had just rushed from the knight-errant.

However, because the Stone Snake did not stop moving, Thistle immediately stepped back.

“We will take care of this!”

“... Please.”

Soon, seeing the hygges busily running in this direction again holding chains, Thistle also hurries to move towards the next snake.

‘A bunch of wicked people. However, the plan was made with sincerity. It almost feels like it's too much.'

Thistle clearly feels that the Necro Druids have risked everything this night.

After a significant number of Hygges died in the corpse explosion right before the battle began, the guys laughed and revised their strategy based on their past failures.

What they have prepared is a magical beast that is difficult to deal with with the arrows of the Hygges and the weapons of most swordsmen.

Stone Snakes, free demon beasts, have been deployed in large quantities from traps made up of deep pits, holding legs, tying up one side of the body, etc.

Thanks to this, the war situation is not that good.

In fact, the Deshade Church and Hygge have retreated a long way from the forest littered with traps that they usually used as a defense line, and are fighting in a place closer to the sanctuary.

The good news is that Ennin and the Knight of the Sea were able to deal with the Stone Snakes more than expected, so they were only pushed back to this point.

The fight was still going on like that.

Teok-

“Yikes!”

“Oh! Sorry!”

“No, it’s okay. I lost my balance and fell.”

Hwarim, who had just dealt with another Stone Snake with Aila, stumbled from unusual exhaustion and came face to face with Thistle.

This happened because the battlefield was chaotic.

The distinction between defense lines has long since disappeared.

The battle line is barely maintained by everyone rolling, jumping, and handing over the snake they were fighting.

Hwa-rim asks Thiseul, who is looking at everyone, about the situation.

“What do you think is the current state of the battlefield?”

“... It's enough to get to this point. If only there were all the demons that appeared here.”

“If this is the end...”

“Is it too positive?”

“No. Being positive isn't a bad thing. The only thing I'm concerned about is, um... you said they're Necro Druids, right?”

“It's just a name to distinguish them, but they are ultimately the same class as the Demonic Priests. Hwarim, please call me whatever you prefer. They are all going to disappear tonight anyway.”

“Then I will call you the devil’s priest. Anyway, since they are, after all, priests of the devil, I was wondering if it would end with sending 10 snakes with bodies of stone. There's definitely something he's hiding, and he probably hasn't brought it up yet.”

“I agree with that. They won't end up like this.”

thud-

'But it is also true that he has not been seen until now. So I'm feeling a little anxious. Indeed, what are you preparing for that is why you are not coming?'

Just then, the sound of the 5th Stone Snake falling is heard.

5th out of 10.

It's good that half of the demons have been defeated, but I wonder if it will really end here.

The opponents are Necro Druids.

The devil's priests are both insidious and cool-headed, so the two men, who have been dealing with the heretics for several months and their entire lives, have no doubt that they have prepared a winning strategy.

It happened at that moment.

Flash-

Kurrr-

bang-

“... What is it?”

“... It looks like the seal of the sanctuary is about to be broken.”

The anti-corrosion tower behind where they were fighting.

The obelisk, which continued to emit green light, began to collapse.

Slowly, the huge blocks of stone that make up the tower collapse from the top.

The devil's magic flows out in all directions, spreads through the forest, and attacks Hygge and the people who are fighting the demon beasts.

“I won’t let you have your way!”

thud-

[Stray Light]

When Thistle saw this, he raised his claymore and struck the ground, and at the same time, a white wall was created to block the Hygges and everyone else from the devil's magic.

Hwarim raised his arms and covered his face with his sleeves for a moment, then leaned against Thistle's white wall and looked at the collapsing obelisk.

“Thank you.”

“No, of course you have to do it.”

“... Do you think Lee Rim did it?”

“I don’t think so yet. The devil's energy has actually become stronger.”

The two couldn't help but pay attention to the strong demonic power felt from behind.

Still, the two do not think that Irim will lose against the devil, and decide to pay attention to the demons in front of them, and put more strength into the hand holding the weapon.

“You just have to hold on a little longer. Lee Rim will definitely win.”

“... Yes. Because that child is growing day by day. If you said you would win, you should believe that you will win.”

That was the time when the two made up their minds again.

The magic that flowed from the obelisk spread deeper into the forest, passing through the Hygges, the people of the Deshade Church, and the Stone Snake.

Thistle thought that the magic power that was slowly spreading like that had probably reached the Necro Druids somewhere in there, deep beyond Aela's eyes.

That was when that thought just entered my mind.

Gurrr-

The sound of a magical beast that made the body stiff came from inside the forest.

Everyone's expressions turned bad when they heard that sound.

That is the sound of a magical beast that seems to strike directly at the heart that everyone here has heard.

The cry of a tyrant who says that he has no choice but to prepare for death the moment he encounters him in the wilderness with nowhere to hide.

It is the cry of an emperor who has come back to life and once again cries out revenge on the enemies who killed him.

“Tylent...”

“Wow, it looks like they were waiting to resurrect that guy.”

Thump-thump-thump-thump-

The footsteps of an emperor begin to echo from afar.

The starting point of the sound was where the Tyrant was, which was pinned to the ground because the Hygges were unable to move it.

Thump thump thump thump thump thump-

The sound of the demonic beast's footsteps driven by the ever-growing evil spirit of revenge.

And when you think the sound is now so close that your ears are ringing -

Klaralalalalalalalalalalara-

A Tyrant carrying Necro Druids jumped out, taking down the giant trees with red ropes.

        
            When it comes to demons, there are at least one aspect that can be called madness.

However, that madness is actually what humans describe as madness, but from the devil's point of view, it may not be madness, but just what it is.

Still, I am a human, so although it may be normal for a demon, I could only describe Baphomet's fight as a state of madness.

[Knight! come! Strike against me with everything you have!]

“Stop falling away!”

The devil came so close that I couldn't swing the sword, grabbed me by the shoulders and waist with four arms, flew high into the sky, and then crashed down with me on the ground.

Kwaaang-

“Ugh...!”

[Now that I know it’s sturdy, there’s no need for me to put my hands on it.]

As soon as it was caught, the three goat heads looked towards us and opened their mouths.

The magic of three attributes gathers together in the snout, which falls to the shoulder with its jaw completely missing, to the extent that a real goat could not open it.

Kiiing-

Each contains a coldness that feels like it's freezing to the bone, a flame that burns everything it touches with just a splash of sparks, and a void that starts to stop moving just by looking at it.

All magic is high-level magic, but there is no need for chanting for a devil who is a master of magic.

And all of those magics are filled with sincerity.

A magic that was not just toyed with, but was done with all its might to welcome me, a human being who was sincerely acknowledged, as a worthy opponent.

'I never thought they would fight so close together like this.'

It's definitely magic.

Baphomet continues to cast magic and fight me.

However, contrary to the appearance of casting magic, Baphomet continues to approach me very fiercely, clinging to me and using magic.

The reason why this is possible is because, even if the opponent's main fighting method is magic, the opponent's race is a demon that not only has a physical ability that not only surpasses that of a human, but also far surpasses that of a human.

Baphomet is a demon that can destroy a small kingdom with its very existence, so even though Baphomet is a wizard, he approaches me at very close range as if he is confident, and instead uses magic from a distance where I cannot swing my sword.

'The reason wizards have the image of being weak is because they gave up everything else to practice magic. But it doesn't apply at all if it's a devil, is that what you're saying?'

Kiiing-

Faaah!

Soon, the three magics took a circular shape in an instant inside the creature's snout.

It has reached the critical point and is ready to be fired.

‘Can I endure it? No, I'll hold on. Even if I can't hold on, I can hold on.'

As I lay on the floor, I am already caught by Baphomet's arms and it is difficult to escape.

If so, rather

Just move forward.

“It's just a magic spell, you just have to hit it.”

Tuk-

Put down your sword and raise your fist.

Armor made with the power of Deshade,

I clenched my two fists, which were surrounded by gauntlets made of divine power,

Quaaa

I put my arm in a circle of magic.

Puhwaaa!

The cold freezes my arms, and the flames heat my armor.

[As expected, the human being I recognized is hot! Like it! But what about the remaining one?!]

After all, the devil is the devil.

Baphomet showed a strange appearance of talking to me even though the inside of its snout was charged with magic.

And since it was already a fight between the two of us, I decided to answer his curiosity.

“What can I do? You can do it like this!”

What's the point of having two arms?

Even though werewolves had two arms, they used a third weapon, their snout.

“Aaaa!”

Cooung-

Headbutt the last remaining head.

Throw the helmet at the head of the guy with the void magic charged in the middle.

[Big!]

Its mouth, which was wide open, was closed tightly by my headbutt.

The magic that was about to be fired was trapped inside the guy's head...

Quaaa

It exploded grandiosely.

The three spells explode from zero distance.

A beautiful storm of magic created by the combination of sparks, frost, and darkness.

“Get out now!”

Wow-

Fortunately, I somehow survived, relying only on the durability of my armor.

I kicked the body of the guy who was close to me and tried to stand up and get into position.

'shit. 'I need some time.'

However, I cannot hold a sword yet.

My left arm is frozen and doesn't want to move, and my right arm is also moving slower than expected, probably because the muscles have melted.

I'm pouring all the magic I can into activating my regenerative ability, so I'll be fine again, but there's no way I'll let the devil who truly wants to fight to kill me leave that gap.

[You are a knight, and I, too, give you advice as a devil who calls himself a knight. If you rely too much on the sword, it will become really difficult in situations where you cannot use the sword.]

Phuwak-

'As expected, you never leave a gap.'

Thick black fog formed in the aftermath of the explosion.

Through that gap, the devil appears again from close range.

Sigh-

Cheeek-

[Did you say it was armor made of the power of God? I'm interested. Let’s test the limits.]

Vision is obscured.

He grabs my helmet with both hands.

He didn't care whether his hands melted or not.

Next, it placed its head on the ground and began to fly low, flapping its wings.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

'Bil... you damn bastard!'

An artificial headache caused by an external shock causes the head to shake.

The helmet grabbed by the devil moves forward, mercilessly plowing the ground as if testing its durability.

The ground is being dug up and the wilderness, which was already in the process of splitting, is being completely destroyed.

Thorough fighting.

A close combat-oriented wizard who never gives you time to hold your sword.

Even though the membranes on the devil's wings are torn to pieces, there are holes all over its body, and even though the jaws of the goat's head are completely blown off, it sticks close to me and fights at close range.

'I shouldn't have distanced myself from the beginning.'

This made it clear.

This guy is not a mid-level devil or anything.

It is on a different level from a mid-level demon like Hearth Dillian, who couldn't even speak proper language and tried to be promoted to a higher level by purely gathering strength.

This guy is clearly a high-class devil.

A demon that grew by eating heroes, knights, and wizards that continued to enter the sanctuary it created.

Thanks to the knowledge he gained from dealing with humans countless times, he has such a high understanding of humans that he cannot lose even if he tries. He is a devil who, out of boredom, creates a stage and puts on a play.

I had no idea that the sincerity expressed by such a devil could analyze me so rigorously and strangle me.

[Let’s break it down slowly.]

Swish-

Druddudduddudduk-

Quaaaang!

Before I knew it, he had finished preparing to destroy my armor first.

The devil, who had been dragging me around for a while, threw me to the end of the sanctuary, where there was a transparent wall in the wilderness that I thought would have no end, and then prepared a spell.

[Take it. The strongest magic I know.]

The devil mutters for the first time.

Magic chant.

When wizards chant magic out loud, it is because they lack confidence in magic.

From chanting to introductory words, wizards are often unsure whether the magic they want to use will succeed, so they chant out loud to the world to gain confirmation from the world and confidence in themselves.

After the wizard becomes proficient in magic, there is no need to say it out loud.

And the devil is a master of magic.

That kind of devil, especially the devil who, unlike mid-level devils, has been shooting dozens of magic spells at me without chanting, is now chanting.

'That's a bit too sincere.'

That was Baphomet, a high-level demon, willing to use even unfamiliar magic in order to somehow defeat me.

‘Let’s not rush. Slow down, think calmly, and think about how you can overcome this situation.'

I recognize the situation by looking at his actions.

What is touching my back now is the end of the sanctuary, the final limit.

When I look up at the sky, I see the sanctuary collapsing.

No matter how much of a sanctuary it is, the sanctuary is also surrounded by a sanctuary created by Red Purge priests on the outside, and a sanctuary created by the devil on the inside.

As the inner sanctuary is collapsing in the aftermath of the fight so far, the outer sanctuary is concentrating its sacred power inward and constricting it.

“... Is this even possible?”

Given the current situation where the sanctuaries are grouped together, wouldn't it be possible to do this?

If you destroy the collapsing sanctuaries at the same time, you can receive help from outside.

Just one moment.

'If I can tie his feet for just a moment with the help of others, I can kill him.'

To kill a demon whose body is already collapsing, all you have to do is hit it with one big hit.

I don't know whether it will be possible to destroy the sanctuary no matter how much it is collapsing, or whether other people will be able to hold the devil's feet if I lead the devil out without knowing the situation outside.

However, since it is luck and faith that determine the end of a fight, I am trying to increase my chances of winning once again with a hasty plan.

Transforms the sword into an explosive sword.

Keep your back close to the sanctuary and prepare to receive its magic.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

It accelerates thinking, immobilizes it on it, and slows down time to the extreme.

and-

The devil's magic was fired.

[good. Agam, a spear that pierces the will.]

Peeing-

That's a black arrow.

It's embarrassing to call it an arrow, but it's magic that looks like an arrow made of thread and clearly performs the same role as an arrow.

It is thin and sharp, as if it were made of thin needles, and has a shabby appearance that seems to have been stripped of its appearance and forged to the limit.

However, what it contains is the strongest magical power among the magic that the devil himself can use.

The magic that only pursued utility was fired at a speed that was invisible to the eye.

At a speed that is invisible to the general public.

However, for me who has reached the point of deformation, it is still happening at a speed that is barely noticeable to my eyes.

'Estimate the distance.'

Calculations are made by looking at the arrow, which is thinner than a straight line of blood.

'1000m, 900m, 800m... no, no.'

I change my thoughts after seeing the magic that surpassed 300m in just 0.2 seconds.

‘Because I was accelerating, my sense of distance was distorted. 750m, 600m, 420m...'

There was no way that a magic that the devil had prepared so thoroughly for chanting could have been such an honest magic.

'300m... huh?'

The magic that flew towards me for about 0.8 seconds and with only 300m left suddenly disappeared from my sight -

'... shit!'

It appeared right in front of my nose, leaving a gap of about 4cm in the helmet.

[Take it. An ineffective magic I created solely to pierce human will. The stronger your will, the faster the magic becomes.]

Ignoring the laws of time, the devil's words flow into my head as will itself.

A magic that appeared with only the helmet and 4cm remaining.

It was a street where you couldn't help but feel agitated.

still,

Although I was agitated,

There is nothing wrong with what you should do.

'If it's in your line of sight, there's nothing you can't dodge.'

The sword was already preparing to deflect the arrow.

This is right after the arm has recovered to the point where it can respond to the speed of the arrow.

So raise your sword and

I don't care if my neck is broken or not,

After swinging the sword strongly against the helmet to create an angle,

Makes arrows slide on the sword.

thud-

Kikigigigigigigigi-

A narrow difference.

A slope created with one's own sword, using the helmet as a support.

The magic arrow glides backwards along the slope.

From there, move quickly once more.

cook-

The moment the escaping magic hit the end of the sanctuary,

Swing the explosive sword and aim for the magic arrow.

Quaduk-

The middle of the double-pierced sanctuary.

The sanctuary created by the devil himself and the sanctuary created by the Red Purge Church contained the devil's supreme magic.

An explosion occurs due to the magical power being completely consumed by the exploding sword.

Clink-

The phenomenon that occurred was something you only see in movies.

The sight of all the glass in the building shattering due to a huge sound, the aftermath of an explosion, or an airplane barely passing by.

The sanctuary was broken in a similar way.

The shock was transmitted, spreading from the walls to the sky and throughout the already collapsing sanctuary.

The sound followed the sight later.

Quaaa

'Was it the limit?'

Deshade's armor had also reached its limit.

Pachang-

The armor breaks and scatters in all directions.

I exploded the sacred power I had accumulated with my own hands and continued to receive the devil's magic.

Since I received this much of a shock at close range, I probably won't be able to protect my body for a while, at least in the future fight with the devil.

thud-

Degurrr-

“Ugh...!”

It hits the ground once and then bounces and rolls again.

As the explosion causes me to fly to an unknown place, I try to capture the situation as it unfolds in my slightly shaky vision.

As the sanctuary breaks, what is visible is a pitch-black night sky.

A darker figure flying across the sky is the devil Baphomet.

Even though the sanctuary has been destroyed and the demon has been unleashed, it will come straight to me.

Because of that belief, I decided to destroy the sanctuary and liberate the devil from within.

Degurrr-

'It won't stop.'

The rest of the situations that come into my field of vision piecemeal have not yet stopped rolling.

The corpses of demonic beasts were scattered everywhere, giving off a rotten smell.

Hygge masks stopped in their tracks as they watched me roll away.

Snakes wrapped around huge rocks of unknown origin.

People in our church are looking at me as if they really don't understand what's going on.

'Hey, I need to explain this quickly.'

I tried to explain the situation as soon as I found everyone, but my body still wouldn't stop rolling.

Degurrr...

chin-

Then, the constant rolling stopped when my body hit somewhere.

“Okay... hurry up...!”

It was a moment when I stood up with my hands on the floor, thinking that I was glad that I had finally stopped.

“... What is this instead?”

When I thought I had hit a tree trunk somewhere and stopped, I looked up and found,

The head of the Tyrant was looking at me, and the Necro Druids were riding on its back and had just finished chanting magic.

        
            “Fucking luck...”

I feel like my luck is not very good as the place I rolled into is where there is another enemy.

Even though Tyrants are like that, this is my first time seeing Necro Druids.

However, just looking at them, they were wearing clothes that said, 'I am a Necro Druid.'

A garment with various natural products intentionally applied on top of a loose black robe, like a ghillie suit.

One of the Tyrants sitting at the very back stands out among the Necro Druids as he has various fruits hanging on him.

So now I wanted to clearly admit that I was so unlucky.

'Even if you don't make me feel this way, I know it myself.'

I don't know how things were going, but at least one thing is certain.

I have now lost Deshade's armor.

In such a state, if they die from the magic they have already finished chanting, there will be a void in my place, and if that happens, everyone could become even more dangerous due to the Necro Druids, whose power has been rapidly strengthened by Baphomet and the devil. all.

“... I don't know what it is, but I definitely know what I need to do. You must be the one who insulted our god.”

And since the Necro Druids were priests and commanders who were different from ordinary pagans, they made more rational judgments about situations that occurred in the moment.

Five Necro Druids riding on the Tyrant's back.

Everyone is wearing a black hood so you can't see their faces, but looking at the orders given by the druid in the middle holding the most luxurious and large amethyst-studded staff, it appears that he is a high priest, a commander with the most authority.

“Take care of this guy first.”

At the words of the old man, the magic charged in the five wands heads in this direction.

“Irim!”

Enin, who was closest, spotted me and screamed, but it was already too late.

Before the body could recover, before the sword could be lifted, and before anyone could come, the Necro Druids quickly fired magic.

'Damn, the closest spare body... is probably in the village.'

A situation where positive variables can no longer occur.

At least that's what I thought at the moment.

It was a time when I was prepared to die and was thinking about a position I could run to upon resurrection.

“What?!”

“How did this happen-”

[who-

as you please-

To my nemesis-

Did I tell you to touch me?]

The magic fired from the wand disappeared in an instant in the air.

At the sound of Baphomet's voice coming from somewhere, the Necro Druids and I looked towards it at the same time.

That place is the empty space above the heads of the Necro Druids.

Fit-

What suddenly appeared before our eyes was Baphomet, with his wings torn off, the left half of his body completely gone, and three jawless goat heads.

Gathered in Baphomet's hand are the five magics that were fired at me a little while ago.

Kuuk-

Phew!

When Baphomet grabbed his hand, the magic simply dissipated.

“Ba... Baphomet!”

“Lord Baphomet...!”

The Necro Druids all fell flat on top of the Tyrant when they discovered Baphomet, the devil or their only true god.

[I will take this human’s soul myself.]

Baphomet does not even look at those priests, but only looks straight at me and speaks.

However, to the Necro Druids who did not understand the meaning, such a devil's behavior was completely incomprehensible, so they asked back.

I ended up asking questions.

A necro druid with tree nuts attached to his clothes asked a question.

“But Baphomet, isn’t that person also someone who tried to harm you? What an unholy fellow! The opportunity to take matters into our own hands-”

chin-

“Baphomet?”

No answer came back.

Jwaaa

“Kaaagh!”

“Keee...”

“Why... Why on earth are we...!”

As Baphomet placed his hand on one person's head, the bodies of all Necro Druids began to shrivel.

A very short period of time, approximately 3 seconds.

Baphomet absorbed the druids' souls and recovered his collapsed body.

However, it looked different from before.

All of the torn wings disappeared, the three goat heads returned to one, and the four arms were reduced to two.

If his body had been like the skeleton of a monster before, this time it had transformed into the form of a complete adult male.

[Now, the noise is gone. Let’s start again, human knight.]

The devil's body is not fixed.

The guys from hell are actually either enormous or not even material.

So, demons try to take on a scary, fearful, or fascinating appearance in order to cause direct fear and awe in beings on earth.

But that was not the purpose of Baphomet’s current appearance.

“You enjoy playing with humans so much, but you take on human form?”

As Baphomet was currently restoring his body, he deliberately applied force to change into a more human-like form.

[Because I wanted to confront you not as the devil, but as Baphomet itself. Since you challenge me as an individual, I will also deal with you as an individual.]

“What a disgusting guy.”

[Now, raise your weapon.]

It was when Baphomet gave me time to prepare.

“Irim! I'll be there soon!”

[... I guess I should give them a gift just for them.]

At the same time that the voices of Thistle and Hygge are heard in the distance, Baphomet snaps his fingers.

Just-

Grrr!

Then the Tyrant moves.

After the Necro Druids died, the corpse of the Tyrant was lying limp for a moment. Unlike before, a dark green light burst from its eyes, and it gradually accelerated and began to run towards the Thistles.

Thump thump thump thump thump-

“You bastard...!”

[Why do you do that? It's simple. That magical beast is now moving with my magic power. So, if you kill me, that demon beast will also stop moving.]

Baphomet said and jumped in place.

'shit!'

Another super close straight line.

The melee wizard, a very difficult being to deal with, flies in again.

-------------------------------

“Irim!”

What caught Hwa-rim's eyes was a demon jumping from its place and attacking I-rim in an instant.

The demon that came out of the sanctuary was emitting a powerful aura that anyone could immediately recognize.

But to Thistle, what felt even more horrifying than its energy was Baphomet’s eyes.

Baphomet did not take his eyes off Irim even once.

And Hwarim knows what those eyes mean.

'That was the look in the eyes of a rival.'

The devil looked at Lee Rim and seemed to have made up his mind to make a clear decision about life or death.

This is not a very good situation.

Irim, who came out of the sanctuary, looked quite distressed.

It seemed like the fight against the devil was more unresolved than I thought, so it seemed better to go straight to support.

But there were too many things that got in the way.

Shhh-

Crrr!

Stone Snake and Tyrant.

From Hwa-rim's point of view, these are evil beasts that he doesn't think can be left carelessly and pass by where I-rim is.

“Hwarim! It's coming!”

“... Tsk!”

Hwarim turns his gaze to Aila's voice.

As of now, in addition to the Stone Snake, we have to deal with the Tyrant that is running towards us.

Even now, the balance has been precariously maintained, and now that Tyrant has joined, if Hwarim goes to Irim, it is unclear how the repercussions created by the empty seat will grow.

chin-

While she was thinking about that, someone bumped into Hwa-rim's body, and Hwa-rim thought she must have strayed too far while thinking to herself, so she reflexively apologized.

“Oh my, I’m sorry.”

“Ah, no. It’s okay.”

Next to Hwarim is Ingrid.

Ingrid, who had already broken both of her horns, seemed to be very tired and was staggering around, and her eyes were puffy.

Despite this, Ingrid did not lose her smile and was actually saying something that was the opposite of her smile.

“ This is difficult. It's difficult. It's really difficult... It's difficult... Kikikikikikikick-.”

'Are you out of your mind?'

Ingrid was smiling like a crazy person but saying something bad, and Hwa-rim swallowed the words that were about to come out of her mouth. After a while, Ingrid suddenly looked at Hwa-rim and spoke.

“... Hey, you said Hwarim, right?”

“... But what?”

Even though the Tyrant is running from far away, Hwa-rim makes direct eye contact, and Hwa-rim steps back a little at Ingrid, who suddenly shows a look in her eyes that makes her feel even brighter than the stars even under the dark night sky.

Seeing Hwarim like that, Ingrid comes closer and whispers in her ear.

“To be honest, I didn't know that things would go this far.”

“... So?”

“I have no intention of dying yet.”

Ingrid said that and turned her gaze to one side for a moment.

Hwarim also turned his head to follow her, and what he saw there was another Witch Hunter, Lyudmilla, who looked quite tired, just like Ingrid.

“... If I die, there will be no one to protect Lyudmila.”

Ingrid looked at Lyudmila for a moment, then smiled brightly at Hwarim and made a suggestion.

“So, to overcome this situation, I would like to try some workarounds that I haven't told my coworkers over there yet.”

“... What does that mean?”

“I would like your help with two things. One is to cover me so that I am not seen by others when I use magic, and the other is to hide me in the nearby bushes right after I use magic.”

A daunting proposition.

Hwa-rim asks Ingrid about the suggestion that she will use magic, which clearly needs to be hidden, but does not hide it from only Hwa-rim.

“... I don't know what it is, but it doesn't seem like something I can be proud of. And, honestly, it's almost like we've just met each other for the first time, but is it okay for you to make a suggestion to me so carelessly?

Hwarim doesn't like being caught up in someone's actions.

Hwarim is a person who really likes to have his own pace, so he is a little reluctant to Aila who always shakes his head, and at the same time, Lee Rim is the only one who allows him to interfere with his pace.

That's why Hwarim didn't have very good feelings toward Ingrid, but Ingrid's proposal that came next was attractive enough.

“My suggestion won’t be so bad. By doing those two simple things, you will be able to go to the bishop who has been giving you sincere concern.”

“... What?”

“No? Even looking at it this way, I have a good sense of vision. It just seemed like he had sad eyes. Ki kick.”

“...”

“So, can you help me?”

“... Got it. Get ready quickly.”

“Thank you!”

Although Hwarim's face was red, she accepted the offer right away because the situation was urgent.

After briefly thanking Hwarim, Ingrid slowly moves a little further between the trees and towards the back of the thicket of grass.

Hwarim stepped forward so that Ingrid could not be seen by others, and was able to see the actions of the Witch Hunter who was hiding at a diagonal line right next to her.

Buuuuk-

Sigh-

'what?'

Ingrid first harmed herself.

He put down the rapier like the one Lyudmila used for a moment, took out a dagger, rolled up his arms, and cut deeply and long.

Ingrid sprinkles a large amount of blood from her arm onto the ground, creating a magic circle and looking straight ahead.

What is contained in the eyes of the six-pointed star are two demonic beasts.

Stone Snake and Tyrant were reflected in Ingrid's eyes behind the sunglasses.

and,

The Witch Hunter shouted the starter word.

“Hubble- Nightmare.”

Then something strange happened.

What caught Hwarim's eyes was that the Tyrant that was running had just twisted its snout.

Quad deuk!

What the twisted snout bit and lifted was a stone snake.

The tone of the fight suddenly turned.

Crrr!

Chuuuck!

Stone Snake and Tyrant start fighting with each other, and the others are confused and don't understand what's going on.

“... What is this?”

Hwarim does not have a deep knowledge of magic.

Rather, it can be said that he has no knowledge of magic.

However, due to the hundreds of deaths caused by magic, I have experienced a relatively large amount of the aspects of magic in this world.

So I immediately noticed that the magic Ingrid used was a little different from the magic used by ordinary humans.

A magic that uses blood as a medium, can interfere with dead bodies, and causes mental confusion.

From the perspective of Hwarim, who has been fighting in the Kingdom Alliance, it is mainly a type of magic called black magic.

And black magic is usually rejected for various reasons that can be fully understood by Hwarim.

“Phew... It's all over.”

“... Let’s come this way.”

Still, as promised, Hwarim decided to remain silent about the magic used by Ingrid.

It is clear that the arm that was bleeding from the sword cut just moments ago has started to heal again, and the eyes behind the sunglasses when viewed up close are different from those of an ordinary person, but for some reason, although the size is similar to that of a human, it stands out exceptionally. Try to ignore the sharp fangs that are visible.

“... Thank you. Then, let’s go.”

“Okay.”

Hwarim puts Ingrid back in the grass and walks away.

He walks slowly, suddenly appears out of nowhere, and when he is already in the crowd of other people, he draws his sword and runs towards Lee Rim.

‘Wait, Lee Rim. 'I'll go soon.'

As the others were already tired of the fight, they were taken aback by the fight between Stone Snake and Tyrant for a moment. After they realized the situation, they started running towards Irim, leaving only the minimum number of people behind.

        
            Thrust the sword into the devil's body.

Phuuk-

The artifact converted into a black sword lightly penetrated Baphomet's body.

Then blood flowed out.

But that's it.

The blood that comes from a body that is just a shell of a devil with no organs and nothing else in it will never make you dizzy, slow down your body's movements, or lead to death from hemorrhage, no matter how much the blood itself is spilled.

What the spilled blood does is either contaminate the earth with the hellish magic contained in it or move on its own to create a magic circle, turning it into another insurance offered as a hidden card in the fight against me.

'You have to give it a proper punch.'

The attacks so far have only done enough damage to puncture a water-filled balloon.

Just like when I killed Hearth Dillian with Deshade, I have to swing my sword with more power.

To do that, what we need from here is help from other people.

“Irim! This way!”

'thank god. 'Did everyone get out?'

If you push it once, it jumps a second time, and if you push it a second time, it jumps a third time. You can't take your eyes off the demon that keeps clinging to you, and just as you were trying to somehow increase the distance, you hear Thistle's voice in your ears, so you turn in that direction. see.

Kaaang!

A fist with sharp claws that tried to grab his face again was blocked by Thistle's claymore.

[Who is trying to disturb me!]

“This is Apostle Thistle, the first servant of God Deshade.”

The devil speaks to Thistle, who stands in for me.

[Step back. This is a fight between individuals. It is a fight against Irim, a human who acts not as a demon but as Baphomet. Do not insult this fight!]

“Then I can’t back down any more.”

[Why?]

“Irim is already an indispensable presence in my life. For me, Lee Rim is someone I identify with. Fighting with Lee Rim also means fighting with me, and killing Lee Rim is the same as saying that you will kill me. So I will aim my sword at you even more.”

[What a sophistical person...!]

Quang!

Boom-

The devil briefly fell from Thistle's claymore, but Thistle spun around in a big circle and swung the claymore sharply. The devil realized that it was a weapon given to him by a higher-ranking god than himself, so he jumped wide and ran away. Open it.

Baphomet stood with one leg bent at a point like the tip of a needle, on a very small tree branch that Hygges had set up to hang a noose.

The devil can freely control the weight of the body.

He stands on a support pole the length of a spear blade stuck in the ground and looks around.

Before we knew it, Baphomet was surrounded by people from the cult.

Enin, Hwarim, Eila, and Portia, a knight-errant who followed us late, and Lyudmila, a witch hunter, look at Baphomet.

The Stone Snakes were being bound and destroyed by the chains and tyrants of the Hygges.

“And, it’s not just me. All the people standing here are already beings made of Irim, and beings who form Irim.”

Thistle holds up a claymore and aims it at the devil.

For the first time since leaving the sanctuary, the demon takes his eyes off me, looks around, looks back at me, and asks:

[Tell me, Irim as a human being. Is that correct?]

After hearing that, I calmly answer.

“... That's right. I can't do anything on my own. I am not the only begotten son. Me, who learned the sword from Hwarim, me who prays with Thistle, me who felt the heat of Enin, me who watches Eila's joy, and everything else comes together to finally form me. So, I am a different concept from the individual you are talking about.”

The story Gloria told in Ars Magna.

An existence is formed only by having relationships with many people.

Now, I can clearly feel what Gloria said.

The people who took up arms and gathered here for me are finally forming the existence that I am.

“... Honestly, wouldn’t it be okay if we left out?”

“Shh! Be quiet, Witch Hunter. This is a dream-like situation. All men are beings who look forward to the day when they can shout out these stories with sincerity.”

“... I don’t understand.”

Lyudmila and Portia, who took a step back from the conversation between me and the devil, muttered for a moment before Baphomet stretched out his knees on the support platform.

[... Right. I get it. All of this is you.]

The devil creates magic in his hands again.

[Please correct my nonsense. Killing yourself means not only killing yourself, but killing everything that makes you up. good night. Lee Rim. I will kill everything about you. I will kill you, kill those around you, destroy your church, and then truly take your soul.]

The devil jumped loudly in place.

It was the moment I felt like I was running.

“... Pfft!”

Quaaaang!

The devil, who disappeared in an instant by simply straightening his knees on the support, immediately appeared before Thistle's eyes, and Thistle blocked the devil's claws with his claymore again.

[So go for it. These are the things that make up Irim. Those who support and are supported by Lee Rim. I will deal with all of you at the same time.]

“This is what I was hoping for!”

The fighting resumed.

“Cletka!”

Paat-

Thistle's cage of light traps the devil and us.

As a result, the devil's movements are restricted.

The action radius of the devil, who could fly freely in a wide sanctuary, use magic whenever he wanted, and attack closely when he had the advantage, has been reduced.

Kakagagak-

Tung-

“Aila! That’s it!”

“I saw it!”

Sereung-

Sigh!

[...]

Weapons are pointed from the front, side, back, and below.

It doesn't matter if you move at high speed.

The devil must keep moving and attacking to avoid being surrounded.

They form a formation supporting each other to counter the devil's charge.

In no particular order, as soon as they enter the gap between each other, they maintain their formation and when a demon comes flying towards someone, two or three people join together and use magical weapons to block the demon's attack as one.

Fighting not alone but with many people is quite a difficult fight for a demon who deliberately limited his physical form to be close to human in order to fight me.

However, the devil did not change his appearance again.

It could have become huge, or it could have become so small that it would be difficult for us to hold it, or it could have turned into something so grotesque that it would make our minds go crazy, but it doesn't do that.

Rather, he seems to have no intention of giving up his human-like body until this fight is over, so he faces us until the end.

Boom-

thud!

“It flew!”

In the end, the devil flew into the air, dodging Portia's double-edged ax.

And then he puts both hands together and prepares magic again.

[The number of hands to wield the weapon has increased, and the area occupied by the body has only expanded. Then, even more so, there are more things that fire can burn.]

Hwachang was created.

Chijijijijijik-

Soaring high, the devil prepares high-temperature flame magic, ignoring the burning of his back in the cage.

Even though the altitude was far above the forest, all the leaves of the large trees far away were on fire.

The fire did not spread or anything.

The leaves and branches turn to ash and dry up without any chance of catching fire, and the moisture-less bark falls to the ground.

Even though we fought for a long time, we still had the energy left to prepare such magic.

The foundation that formed the stage called Sanctuary was lost.

The magic that maintained it all was lost.

Hundreds of millions of water droplets turned into ashes, and the sky, earth, and realm were destroyed and scattered into the air.

The demonic magic power that had been accumulated over a hundred years was less than half left.

Even in the fight with me, a lot of magical energy was used up.

However, in order to live up to the name of Baphomet, the devil is an entity that opposes me.

Even though he escaped from the sanctuary, instead of absorbing the theme and replenishing his strength, he tries to kill me and us with only his remaining magical power.

Even now, the devil who chanted magic of a high power that is difficult for humans to imitate, pouring in all the magical energy he could muster, is coming to an end.

[This is the end.]

Positioning that involves taking even your own damage in order to inflict greater damage.

At the top of the cage of light, the devil, whose back is on fire and has completely disappeared, comes down to the ground.

[Hwachang Malliard]

However, that was a rush, not a fall.

Like an angel receiving a spear from God to punish the earth, the demon Baphomet strikes the earth with a high-temperature spear.

What goes against it is-

“All-

Gather together!”

A shield of will to protect everyone.

[Indomitable Curtain]

Gigi Gigi Geek-

Puhwaaa!

Everyone gathered together in an instant, following Enin's words, and at the same time, the devil's spear struck down.

The green curtain receives the sunlight without any shaking or cracking.

The flames came down through the curtain, leaving a fiery mark on the ground.

The magic fire that did its job left behind passion and smoke.

Everyone was bent down for a moment in the thick smoke that suddenly rose, and as soon as the curtain disappeared, the devil's hand came out.

[One first.]

Black nails.

A black hand with no palms that gives off an eerie feeling that makes you not want to hold anything.

The hand of the devil that creates magic and crushes humans.

The direction the hand is facing is,

Enin spread the tent.

“Ennin!”

I call Enin's name.

That's the devil's best choice.

The devil, who thought it would be difficult to fight in close combat, chose magic.

And the biggest obstacle to using magic is the veil that deflects even the fire brought from hell.

Therefore, the devil must have decided to deal with Enin first.

But the devil-

I didn't know there was another variable.

“I knew that I would be the target!”

Flash-

Light bursts out from Enin's neck.

At the nape of the neck is a cross made of four feathers.

The emblem symbolizing Gaia emits green light.

“Everyone! Step back!”

Eila, who realized our intention, quickly shouted loudly, and the moment we all spread out so as not to get in Enin's way, Enin instantly turned the anvil behind his waist and-

I swung with my fist at the devil who was attacking me with all my might.

Boom-

OK-

Wood-dud-dud-dud-duk-

The anvil smashed my fist.

It didn't stop there.

“Uuuu!”

Ppajik-

Crash!

The force with which he swung the hammer had not yet consumed all his energy, so he moved forward even further, shattering the devil's wrist, elbow, and shoulder.

[This is the power of Gaia! Are you a child under Gaia’s care? Amazing!]

“If you know, just die!”

Boom-

Wow-

Quang!

Whether the devil spoke or not, Enin swung the hammer again, and this time the devil's other arm flew off.

[... It's enough to repair a wound of this magnitude. It cannot be a defeat!]

The devil who lost both arms jumps backwards.

“Witch Hunter! Going that way!”

“... Pfft!”

At the knight-errant's shout, Lyudmila looks at Baphomet flying towards her with a stern expression.

Fighting against the devil is literally a gamble that risks your life at every moment.

Aside from Thistle and I, who can cause great damage to demons, other people can also cause damage to demons if they put magic on their weapons, but we need to be calm.

As soon as the magic power contained in the sword touches the devil's body, the magic power is instantly distorted, and the devil's hand can cause soul-tearing wounds.

Therefore, Hwarim, Aela, the Witch Hunter, and the Knight of Flight had no choice but to fight passively, and Lyudmila in particular was losing her will to fight the fastest among them.

As Lyudmila saw the devil flying, she raised her rapier with a frightened expression.

'I guess he's thinking about restoring his body again.'

No matter how much I tried to think of a different future after seeing that scene, what came to mind was a future where Lyudmila was captured by Baphomet and had her soul sucked out in an instant like the Necro Druids.

That's why I quickly run after the devil.

Then what I saw was,

It was the image of Baphomet, who had walked a short distance from Lyudmila and stopped while looking directly into her eyes.

[... is it. A feeling of strangeness that I continued to feel during the fight. Were you a witch?]

“...?”

Although Lyudmila looked scared as a witch hunter, she raised her weapon without turning her eyes away from Baphomet until the last moment, and thanks to this, Baphomet was able to see the six-pointed star in Lyudmila's eyes, a symbol of the witch's descendants.

'I don't know what happened, but it's an opportunity.'

Just because I saw the devil stop doesn't mean I can stop too.

Paang-

Take out the Halo.

In order to wield enormous power, he does his best to show off all the power he has.

Put the will of God into the sword.

God's will, God's duty, and God's sword.

To the devil who is on the ground and stepping on the earth,

More than banishment to hell,

It presents you with a death you have never experienced before.

Peeing-

Blue magic power contained in the sword.

A sword of punishment rising high into the sky.

Slash the sword at the devil.

[stigma]

Sigh-

Starting from the shoulder, diagonally,

Turn what was diagonally deviated into a straight line,

The sword plunged right into the center of the devil's false body.

And what is demonstrated is the power of Agoni to absorb demons.

[Kaaa-!!!]

The devil screams.

The devil, who was originally destined to return to hell even if he died, experiences the concept of real death for the first time and transforms the pain into emotions.

I can feel the devil's magic and soul flowing into the sword and artifact.

After a very short period of time has passed.

The devil's body was completely destroyed.

Thump- Boom-

Wooji string-

At the same time, the demonic beasts, who did not let go of their biting snouts even when chained together by the Hygges, fall and destroy the giant trees.

...Shooo

At that moment, a shower began to fall, as if blessing the defeat of the devil or as mourning for those who died after a long battle.

A shower made of real water, not like a creature created by the devil's magic.

“... Is it finished?”

“... finished.”

The fight ended with Thistle covering up the monologue that was spilled into the air.

        
            Shootaaa-

“... It’s raining.”

“It’s coming.”

“The water will rise.”

“That will happen.”

dark space.

Peria and Reigns are standing back to back in a narrow cave.

However, the oyster the two were in was actually not an oyster until a little while ago.

“Honestly, who knew. After calculating everything and digging out the workshop to prevent it from collapsing, it would collapse due to an unexpected external shock.”

“Yes.”

“Disaster, disaster. That thing called force majeure in Iketer language.”

“That's right.”

“... There's really no friendliness. It's still dark and I can't see anything, but if I accept your words with sincerity, will it go away?”

“I’m sorry I don’t have much to say.”

“Really?”

“No. Of course, I'm not truly sorry.”

“... If you're going to deny it right away, I don't know why you gave such a meaningless answer.”

“Because you asked me to make it relevant. Even though I'm doing everything I want, I don't know why I'm dissatisfied.”

“... You really can't get used to it.”

“Please rest assured. Me too.”

Peria kept talking to Reigns in a dark space to try to make him feel more positive, but the only thing that came back was that the more he talked, the more energy he lost and his blood pressure rose.

'It was good until I got inside.'

The two continued into the coin factory just as they had dug out the entrance.

The workshop, which was once filled with the smell of metal, sweat, and heat, sank down one level and became underground due to the descent of the devil.

The two were fortunate enough to go inside such a workshop and find a large number of gold and silver coins that were being worked on at the time, as well as small coins that had not yet had the imperial emblem engraved on them.

However, the problem occurred later.

Feria, who could not find the mold, asked Raines to put all the coins in it and tried to go deeper inside to find the mold. Raines also took all the money and followed Feria in, but then the collapse occurred and he was trapped. .

“... So what do you think that sound was?”

“Well. Still, one thing is certain: the fight is probably over.”

“Right? Anyone can see that it was the power of the devil.”

Several loud noises and vibrations.

In addition to the collapse of the obelisk, the aftermath of the fight that occurred outside was transmitted to where the two people were, and because the vibrations were not only transmitted to their legs, the two people were trapped as the workshop collapsed.

“... My leg is numb. Can’t I go a little further in that direction?”

“Impossible. Because if I step back further, I will be crushed to death by coins.”

“... Oh, shit.”

Thanks to this, the two people were unable to move and were curled up in a small space.

Of course, that doesn't mean I'm really just waiting for death here.

“So, is it almost time?”

“Ah, that’s right. Now it's time for Astesia to worry.”

Before Peria and Reigns entered the ruined workshop, they had told Astesia to find their location after a certain period of time as an unexpected danger might come.

“Astecia, like you and me, is confident in detection, so it will be easier to find her if she uses magic power.”

Peria continues to use various simple magic tricks that can be performed with one hand using the magic power within her body to help Astesia further pinpoint their location.

For a while, Peria became a little embarrassed about performing the show alone, so she forced Reigns to join in as well.

“You should try your best too.”

“No.”

“Why?”

“Because there is a reason.”

However, Raines clearly rejected Peria's words and became silent again.

Seeing that, Peria ended up saying what she had always wanted to say.

“... You know that it looks strange to others too, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“You never use your magic power, as if you have some sort of mental illness.”

In fact, there is one thing about Peria that Reigns still feels uncomfortable about.

Raines never tried to use the magic power within his body.

Every human being has a little bit of magic power in their body from the time they are born, and they continue their lives based on that.

Magical tools that make life convenient are made so that they can be operated with just a little bit of magical energy flowing into the body, and in the case of movements that require some strength, such as farming or using a sword, you need to support your body to some extent with magical energy to make it a little more efficient. You can live with

But Reigns never uses that kind of magic.

He seems to secretly shy away from doing things that require the use of even a little bit of magical power, such as lighting a candle instead of a magic lantern or encouraging others to light a brazier.

“Why don’t you use magical power? Is there a reason to hide it?”

“... You observed it well.”

“Because I kept stepping on the snow.”

So Peria couldn't resist and asked.

Although it is said that other people did not notice Reigns because he acted so naturally, Peria, who was always implicitly wary of Reigns, noticed his behavior.

“Do you still have any limitations in your body? Something like that that Agoni hung up.”

“No. That's not the case. Just simply-”

“Simply?”

“... Since it can't be adjusted, I just don't want to use it at all.”

“... What is it? that is! It's not even a joke!”

After that, Peria tried to pry into Reigns by giving him various hypotheses, but Reigns stayed consistent and pushed Peria away.

In the end, the two stopped talking when they started talking so much that it became difficult to breathe in an enclosed space, and it occurred to them that this was really dangerous.

“Phew... Phew... Okay. Then I won't ask any more questions, so I promise you one thing.”

“... Huh, what is it?”

“That's fine, at least I promise to make sure that what you're hiding doesn't end up reaching us, and that you'll use it if you really think you need it.”

“To the bishop?”

“Yes. If nothing else, you have to return the favor to your brother. You won’t deny this, right?”

“... Okay. Let's do that. However, do you know what I’m hiding?”

“I don’t know. But I guess it's because there's something about being so silent that I'm reluctant to do. For example, it's because what you're hiding is extremely dangerous, or because you don't understand it yet.”

“...”

Reigns is silent.

'Seeing his expression change slightly along the way, I guess he's a dangerous force.'

Peria looked at her expression and casually said something about what she was hiding, but the reality was that even during the conversation, he caught the subtle changes in her expression and muttered, 'Are you hiding something dangerous?' He remembered that he was slightly trembling and closed his mouth.

For a moment, Peria was startled when she felt her buttocks getting wet.

“... Ah, Mr. Is water really coming in? Is it ruined?”

“... No. This is a good thing.”

Reigns, on the other hand, was calm.

It was an enclosed space where it was difficult to breathe until a little while ago, but with the introduction of water, breathing became easier again.

“Why?”

“This means that we have figured out the direction from which the water flows and the direction from which the wind blows.”

Tduduk-

As Reigns answers, he breaks the shovel's handle so he can hold it briefly.

“... It doesn't use any magic power and has good strength.”

“Because it was a witch’s experiment.”

“...”

“Just kidding.”

“... I don't know how to respond to such self-deprecating jokes, so please don't.”

“I tried to increase the amount of people around me, but I don’t know why I’m so sensitive.”

Afterwards, Reigns finds the source of water and begins to dig it out with a shovel that has been shortened by breaking the handle.

Peria saw this and broke the pickaxe in the same way as Raines was digging. For a moment, the two entered a narrow passage through the collapsed ceiling and piles of dirt.

Although it seemed difficult to break through the passage as it was continuously filled with water, it was fortunate that we were able to breathe for now.

“Puha! Wow, it wasn't as deeply buried as I thought. Thank goodness.”

“Yes. In addition, it looks like Astesia is also here.”

And at the end of the passageway, a door that had not yet collapsed during the underground collapse glowed from a door that was tightly closed.

Paat-

Squeak-

“Reigns? Feria? Are you there?”

“... Astesia! It's here! This way!”

“... Ah! Two minutes! You're safe. I came here because the two of you didn't move from one spot for a while... I'm glad.”

“Thank you. Thanks to you, I survived.”

“Oh, no. Of course it was something I had to do...”

Reigns bowed politely, and Astesia, who was embarrassed, looked at Reigns and greeted her in return.

“Now, now. Let's go back quickly. Astesia, is the fight over?”

“Ah, yes.”

“At least you will win, right?”

“Ah, I see...”

“Okay, then. I couldn't find the mold plate in the end, but two bags of gold coins would be a huge income. Let’s go back quickly.”

Peria believed in Lee Rim, so she took it as a given that she would win the battle against the devil, and was about to lift the money bag and enter the door.

“... Peria.”

“Huh? Why?”

Peria was surprised to see Reigns speaking first, which was unusual, and turned around to answer.

“Isn’t that what we were looking for over there?”

The area Reigns' finger pointed to was an area where water had been slowly flowing in for a while.

At the top of the naturally created barricade, made by piled up various debris in a collapsed passageway, a huge metal frame was visible, blocking the muddy water from pouring in.

“... That! That's it! That's the mold used to mint imperial coins!”

“Let’s hurry and take it back. As soon as you take it out, it will fill with water.”

“Good! Good job, Reigns! Reigns is quite helpful too!”

“... What.”

“Okay, then I’ll get ready to close right away!”

Astesia runs to the door and the other two lift the mold plate.

As soon as the mold plate was lifted, muddy water and trash from the ruins began pouring out.

However, an unfortunate incident occurred in the process.

Phuwak-

Warrr-

Shootaaa-

“Uh... Huh? Wait-”

Phuuk-

“... Mr. ”

“Peria?”

“Pe, Feria! Oh my...!”

“Pa, take it quickly...! Go back and see!”

As the mold plate was removed and the muddy water rushed in, an old spear, probably discarded after being used by hygges, unexpectedly pierced Peria's chest.

In some ways, it is fortunate that the one who was stabbed was Peria, who could be revived.

Peria sent the two people away first, closed her eyes, and lamented about her situation.

'Ah, it hasn't been long since I cut my hair, but it's dying again. 'Is this really a jinx?'

Because of the contract with Eila, it is already the second time that she has died as soon as she gives her hair.

Even though there is no particular reason to connect, I wonder if this series of steps has somehow become an unlucky rule that has been established when looking at one's entire destiny.

“Pe... Feria! See you later!”

In the end, Peria's consciousness was cut off, and soon her completely dead body disappeared along with a white flame.

The two quickly entered the inside of the door, and as soon as Astesia closed the door, the ruins were flooded.

-------------------------------

Even if the fight is over, it doesn't mean you can rest and do nothing.

The lives of hygge people have been devastated.

In the forest, the corpses of demonic beasts were piled up like a mountain, so much so that it seemed impossible to get rid of them no matter how much time was spent, and the stench emanating from those corpses was so strong that it seemed as if a fatal disease would soon spread.

'As time passes, it will truly spread into a disease.'

The same goes for ruins.

Because the impact of the fallen obelisk was greater than expected, the sanctuary once again sank to the lower level, the residence of the Hygges was submerged in water, and the magic circle and blood created by Baphomet's fluttering demonic magic are polluting the ground.

Because of this, the bodies of the dead hygges could not be found for burial, so they were moved to the top of the hill in the village and covered with cloth.

However, despite this, none of the hygge people turned their words of resentment somewhere else.

They say that it is okay to hunt down demons because it is a feat for those who survived and for those who died, it left their names as a part of legend.

In addition, watching the people of our church fight against Baphomet until the last moment tells us that they were really brave, and in a way, in a good way, they showed the spirit of hunters to their bones, and in a bad way, it explains the reason why their numbers have not increased beyond a certain level so far. He showed understandable behavior.

Additionally, as outsiders, they had a glimpse of the future as most of the adults who could be considered worthy hunters were now dead.

'Not only the hunting ground but also the residential area looks like this, so I won't be able to stay for long.'

Perhaps these are the people who would refuse even if we went back and told them how things had happened and even if the empire offered to send help.

These small hunters, who are left with a deep resentment and a desire for revenge for having their hunting grounds taken away, will probably try to survive in this polluted land as is.

And as I was looking at the ruins from the top of the hill, wondering if I really needed to respect their spirit, Ingrid, with both horns on her head broken, came up to the hill I was looking down on.

“... Ingrid.”

“Were you here? Bishop.”

Ingrid comes next to me, looks down at the hygges in the village who are moving around diligently, and now there are only 30 of them left, then extends two fingers to me and speaks.

“Now, it’s time to choose. Bishop. Will you follow the princess' orders and kill them all? Or have you come up with a way for them to swear loyalty to the imperial family?”

“...”

Ingrid waited for my answer for a moment, then stretched out one more finger and asked the question again.

“Other than that, did you come up with another way?”

        
            Another choice.

Another choice other than making the hygges swear loyalty to the imperial family or killing them all.

Ingrid comes next to me and sits down on a flat stone.

What was in her hand was a bottle of alcohol.

Ingrid opens the bottle, pours it into the small glass she brought, and then offers it to me, offering it to me.

“Would you like a drink?”

When I smelled it, it was clear that it was not a very tasty drink.

It seemed to be a ceremonial drink, not an aperitif to enhance the flavor before a meal or to harmonize with the prepared dishes.

So I thought it would be okay to take it.

“... It would be okay to pour one cup.”

“I thought you would accept it.”

After realizing that the intention was to honor the dead hygges, he took up the offer.

'But there's only one drinking glass.'

For a moment, while Ingrid had her own glass, I had no reason to carry anything like a glass up the hill, so my hands were at a loss.

“Is it because of you? Don't worry. I brought everything.”

“You brought it with you?”

“Yes, yes. Let’s wait a moment.”

Then Ingrid put down the only drinking glass and-

“T-tea!”

He put his finger into his chest and took out another drink.

mulberry-

No matter how small the glass, the mystery of how it came in is grabbed by the fingers, pushed against the chest, and as soon as it comes out, the empty space is filled with pure white skin again.

When I saw that, I felt sad and looked away and expressed my intention to refuse.

“I will withdraw.”

“You are not taking back what the man once said.”

“Then I feel like giving up on men, at least for today. No, who else brings a glass of alcohol in a place like that? No pockets?”

“Eh? Why are you so angry? This was also an act of extreme consideration, as I was worried that the cup I was handing to the bishop might be too cold. Kikikkikick-.”

“Ha, I'm really going crazy... Then can't you at least exchange it for what you brought?”

“Oh, are you sure? Do you know what I did to the glass I am holding?”

“... Shit, there's really no place to feel safe.”

“Kikiki kick. It's just a joke, I didn't do anything special. I just had a drink a little while ago, but I spilled the drink and licked it up with my tongue.”

“... Please take what was inside.”

“Yay, yay. Didn't you say that from the beginning? Kikikick.”

There was no choice.

Since I didn't have any other glasses, I had no choice but to accept the glass that Ingrid held out to me, which was just as warm as my body temperature, and she filled my glass.

Gulp gurgle-

“... Done.”

“Okay then.”

The two of us looked at each other from the top of the hill, holding glasses full of alcohol.

“We will match it. Do you have the Deshade Church’s own way of mourning?”

“Not really. We pursue freedom. Today I will do whatever I want.”

“Then I will just do it my way.”

“That’s true for me, but what about Ingrid too? Doesn’t Lihere have its own way?”

“There is. Still, if Lyudmila had seen it, she would have said something, but since she's not here right now, I guess it doesn't matter. I think the important thing is sincerity.”

“I’m serious.”

“Yes. I don't know if it's any other time, but I hope that my feelings will be conveyed today.”

“I feel somewhat on the same page about things like that.”

Afterwards, each person expressed condolences.

I sprinkled the alcohol on the grass in front several times and said a moment of silence, and Ingrid said a short prayer and then vigorously sprinkled the alcohol in the air.

“Dead hunters. I hope you become a foggy rain and be born in a better world. Ingrid will live her life remembering that you were truly great hunters.”

Then she poured the drink into her glass again and began to sip it.

Gulp gulp-

Churrrp-

“... Ugh- of course I use mourning liquor.”

After looking at Ingrid like that, she turns her eyes to look at the hygges at the bottom of the hill and says.

“Ingrid. I am.”

“... Yes, ah, yes. Please tell me.”

“This is what I think about hygge.”

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“They are idiots.”

“Fuuu-!”

Ingrid, who kept pouring over her glass even though she said it was bitter, ended up taking a sip of her drink.

Thanks to this, instead of fog rain, alcohol rain created by Ingrid appeared in the air.

“Kolok, kehehe... Keuhum! May I ask why that conclusion was reached...?”

There is someone next to me wiping the alcohol that has spilled out of his mouth with his sleeve, but I look downward and talk to the hygges moving diligently among the ruins.

“No matter how much there is such a thing as a hunter’s pride. If you don't know moderation, that's madness. I can clearly see why the princess thought of getting rid of them because she thought they were picky. If they work for the empire, they can become quite useful people once their incredible tenacity turns into loyalty, but otherwise, they are truly annoying.”

“Kuhm... That's right. To be honest, I think they are crazy people. Hygge people are hunters who hunt for the sake of hunting. It's all preparation for the next hunt. With the money I earn from hunting demon beasts, I buy arrowheads, make traps, and make dry food to eat when infiltrating. The fact that the target is not limited to magical beasts further erodes their lifespan. These are people who have no hesitation in throwing away their own lives if it means killing more difficult to hunt prey.”

While I was listening to Ingrid and watching the movements of the hygge people, Ruba in one corner of the village caught my eye.

'Are you cutting a grave?'

Luba carved the trees into flat boards and carved the names of the dead people one by one.

He looked different from other hunters.

The mentality that motivated the body was different from the Hygges who set up traps to prevent other demonic beasts from coming and retrieved daily necessities from submerged dwellings.

Just as he said, Luba was an inexperienced hunter.

Not being able to easily overcome the deaths of other hygges, he prioritizes mourning rather than taking care of his own well-being and preparing for the next hunt.

Ingrid also saw this and continued to ask me the question she had asked me as soon as we met.

“... Does that mean the Bishop will choose to kill them all?”

“No, that’s not it.”

“Then what do you plan to do? Honestly, even if I were in the bishop's position, I think the answer is fixed, considering that I have to give priority to Camellia's orders since I know that they are so stubborn.”

“But didn’t Ingrid keep telling me there was a third solution?”

“... Well, that’s right. I didn't specifically say that there was one, I just said that it would be great if there was one. So, did something come to mind?”

“I will persuade you.”

“Persuasion? What do you have?”

Ingrid is looking at me as if asking if that is possible.

Well, I can't believe that they are saying this after witnessing all of their stubbornness until now, but for some reason, I don't want to just follow the princess's orders and kill them all.

However, the reason was definitely not simply because I felt sorry for them.

Rather, I wanted to save the hygges because I thought they were really useful beings if used well.

Their madness is similar to mine.

The purpose is different.

I, who risked my life several times in this fight to survive, and their actions, who continue to hunt for the sake of hunting, are completely different.

However, the tenacity shown in the process and the madness that they show together made me foresee that at least they were people who, like me, would achieve greater feats if only someone would look after them.

I intended to use their feats to follow the princess's words and inflict unreasonable treatment on me and the people of our church, which may occur many times in the future.

And above all, I couldn't just watch Luba, who didn't yet have the mindset of a complete hunter, struggling like that.

I felt like I wanted to help Ruba at least as much as she helped me.

So, I gave a clear answer to Ingrid who asked me a little while ago what I would persuade them with.

“I'm trying to persuade hunters by using the game they love so much.”

-------------------------------

After making my decision, I moved right away.

The 30 hygges who survived the demon hunt that mobilized everyone in the village.

Even the village chief has died, and those who have not yet been elected are all called in and spoken in one place.

“I would like to make a suggestion. Come to our parish, Leven.”

“... What are you talking about?”

Hygge people ask questions as if they don't understand the meaning of what is said so bluntly.

We return the question to them as a question.

“What do you want?”

“Yes?”

“I knew for sure. You are hunters to your core. Hygges are people who will carry weapons, run through hunting grounds, set traps, and search for prey no matter where they go.”

Instead of answering questions, I just state my impressions.

The Hygge people were puzzled by my attitude, but they admitted that they thought I had seen right through them.

“... That's right.”

“You guys will probably want to go hunting again once this matter is resolved.”

“Yes.”

'good.'

I can already see the future in their lifestyle, and I am confident that my way will not be wrong with the hygge's short answer, and I throw out the words I had prepared with a hint of provocation.

“But. In my opinion, if you keep going like this, you will no longer be able to do the hunting you love so much.”

        
            [Children of Hygge]

A race whose entire life is hunting.

A race born to hunt and die while hunting.

To these crazy people who identified themselves with hunting, my words were words that could never be accepted, tolerated, or passed over without resolving their questions.

So they asked back in a tone that was close to protest.

“What does that mean? You won't be able to hunt anymore?”

The mood of hygge people changes when they hear that they will no longer be able to hunt.

Even though there was no change in their masks, all the life coming from behind them was focused on me.

I continue talking because I really like what that level of living means.

“Let me ask you first. What is the prey that hygge people want?”

The hygge members were silent for a moment after hearing my question, but then one of them answered as a representative.

“... Game that has never been caught before. A stronger sense of prey.”

“In that case, you will have to accept my suggestion even more. You have already done enough hunting here. In the past few days of fighting, you have been able to meet prey that you could only find after spending a long time. Is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Even though they were corpses, it was more enjoyable to deal with them because the reanimated ones were not wary of us.”

“It’s rare to see people sticking their teeth in while having their legs ripped off by a noose.”

“But what does that have to do with not being able to hunt?”

“That's right. It doesn't seem to be very related, but...”

'good. After all, they are crazy people.'

As I watch the hygges each say a word and come to a consensus, I prepare my next words.

“Let’s see. What I mean by that is, you can no longer do the hunting you like here. You have encountered all the rare game found in the mountains that stretch here. Now, it must have become much more difficult to find something you couldn't catch.”

“That's right. Stone snakes and griffons, they are prey that even we cannot easily see. Those were things that could only be encountered by going far away, but the Necro Druids were able to bring them back to life and meet them.”

“But this forest will become a forest of death from now on. The dead demon beasts will spew out germs and contaminate the forest, and as the poison gets worse, this will become a forest where even demon beasts will not come. This means that your hunting ground can no longer be used as a hunting ground.”

“...”

“Be honest. You wouldn't have been averse to this place, Hygge, falling into the hands of the Empire simply because it was your home.”

It tells the reality to hygge people.

They may also be vaguely aware of it.

There is also the option of setting fire to the corpses of the beasts, but there are some types that cause a huge explosion the moment they come into contact with fire, so it is inevitable that the fire will spread to the forest, and if that happens, the hunting ground that the hygges have protected until now will be completely destroyed in no time. It becomes a problem.

Of course, there is also a way to just sit there and live until the forest turns to ash and becomes dense again, but as I said, hygge people go crazy only when it comes to things related to hunting.

And these are humans who prefer to move to another hunting ground as soon as possible and prepare for the next hunt, rather than tending to a hunting ground that has fallen to an unrecoverable level.

“... That's right. Actually, we hated the empire because it robbed us of our high-quality hunting grounds.”

For the Hygges, this area was located simply because it was near a mountain range and they could easily encounter various demonic beasts.

In fact, although they had built a house in the ruins here, they only had the feeling that it was a lodging to prepare for hunting.

Simply because their hunting grounds had been taken over by the Empire, their stubbornness as hunters became a strong repulsion and they were pointing the tip of the spear at the Empire.

So, here we try to entice them by suggesting something that can flex their stubbornness.

“That’s what I’m saying. Let’s move base and explore new prey with me.”

“With the bishop? But the bishop is not a hunter. I heard that the bishop is the bishop of the Deshade Church and holds the title of knight of the second princess.”

“Rather, that is why you will have to join hands with me even more.”

“Why?”

“Because I am the princess's knight, I will be allowed to touch prey that I would normally not be able to touch.”

“... You mean they are like the devil?”

“You guessed it right.”

During this hunt, hygges take out the prey that would have been the most rewarding and lure it out.

Fighting against the devil clearly exhausts both body and mind.

In fact, people like Lyudmila showed despair after realizing that their power was not very effective while fighting Baphomet.

A person like Portia, a knight-errant, is just a little strange, but ordinary people have such negative emotions first, so when they say they are doing the job of banishing demons, many applicants flock in, but the moment they come face to face with the demon, just as many people come back. This runs away.

But hygge people did not run away even when they saw the devil.

Of course, at first, they did not know how dangerous the devil was, so they may have suggested that they defeat Baphomet, who had settled in their land.

However, these are people who faithfully carried out their duties to the end, without running away even when the sanctuary was destroyed and Baphomet came out.

'On the way, he seemed to be keeping an eye on Baphomet's body, wondering how he could injure it, whether he could stab it with an axe, or whether an arrow might get stuck in its body.'

And all of that was done with the sole intention of making the hunt a success until the end.

As predicted, hygge people do not immediately worry after hearing what I say, but rather try to receive a more definite statement.

However, the prey they had in mind was much more difficult than I expected.

“What that means is that it will one day be possible to hunt down the red dragon Lutiar, which the Empire was trying so hard to prevent from approaching, right?”

“Uh... a dragon? I don't know, but let's talk about it.”

“I heard that in the south of the empire, at the bottom of a huge lake surrounded by mountain ranges, there lives a huge leviathan that came from the sea. Is that even possible?”

“... Maybe?”

“They say there is a demon named Featheriul in the eastern mountains. I heard that he fought for control of the sky with Mortis, the bird carried by the emperor of the empire, but was defeated and went into hiding there. If he receives permission from the imperial family, he will be able to explore there as well.”

“... Hey, I don’t know either. Let’s talk about everything!”

“So hot!”

“If you do that, we will accept your offer!”

When dealing with crazy people, it's better to be a crazy person myself.

Although I wondered what they were saying and that there was a reason for everything that was normally prohibited in the empire, I just made a promise to the princess that I would ignore it later and make a strong case to the princess.

And Ingrid, who was listening to all of this next to me, looked at me with an expression like I was looking at a real madman and said,

“... Wow. Bishop, you’re crazier than you look, aren’t you?”

“Why? It's not like you specifically ignored the princess's orders, right?”

“The princess ordered them to either kill them or make them swear allegiance to the ‘royal family’.”

“A true loyalist must be able to grasp the true meaning of his master’s orders. I think the princess successfully implemented everything she wanted. Although they went one step further, they received word that they would join the church led by the 'Knight of the Princess', and anyway, they founded Hygge here and said that they would participate in the act of hunting down beings that pose a threat to the empire. Are you not doing it? So, I think it would be difficult to see a more perfect ending than this.”

“... Would you like to speak? Huh, I wish you would think about my position as I have to report this to the princess.”

“... So, I would like to ask Ingrid to report well to Princess Camellia. From the perspective of sending condolences to the hygges who died together.”

“Okay... I understand. Okay...”

Actually, now I'm afraid of the day I'll see the princess's face again.

Halfway through, I couldn't deny that I had made this decision because of some unknown feeling of resistance.

Still, I couldn't help but feel a bit uncomfortable once I had done the job, so I tried to ask Ingrid for a favor that I couldn't even do, at least as insurance.

So I made a pact with the hygges.

I decided to give the hygges permission to bury the bodies of other hygges who had passed away in front of the church in the vast plain, and the hygges packed their bags and settled down in the forest in Leven.

The hygges came over here and said they would take up residence in front of the forest for the time being, so they diligently set up temporary tents and neatly buried the bodies of the dead hygges in the ground.

Other people helped the Hygges bury the bodies and, under Thistle's guidance, offered a short prayer in their honor. Afterwards, Lyudmila and Ingrid left for the imperial castle where their religious order was located.

In this way, 30 small neighbors were created in our parish, Leven.

        
            “Ingrid. wake up. Arrived in the capital. Ingrid!”

Ingrid's eyes usually open when she hears someone's voice, and at a high frequency, Lyudmila's voice.

“Off... Lyudmila.”

“Yes. This is Lyudmila. So please wake up. You should wake up early.”

The familiar voice of Lyudmila that I have heard since I was young.

The fact that Ingrid, who was sleeping, heard Lyudmila's voice meant that at least the fact that she had been oversleeping until now did not mean that she had rolled around to the extent that it could lead to something serious happening.

So Ingrid closed her eyes again after hearing the soothing voice of Lyudmila, who had tried to wake her several times.

“...”

“Ingrid?”

“It’s annoying.”

“... Even if you say that, this carriage is a borrowed carriage, so it does not go deep into the parish. You will have to get up on your own.”

“Ah, that’s right. Then you should get up.”

“Phew... It's always hard.”

Still, even with Lyudmila's consideration and acceptance of him, there is something called force majeure.

If this was a time when we were staying in the same room as we always did in the parish, Lyudmila would have been able to lie in bed forever and eventually take care of everything from beginning to end, sighing, but now she cannot do it because other people and the coachman's situation are also involved. You have to move with your own legs.

“... I’m back.”

Ingrid, who gradually came to her senses, opened her eyes and looked at the scenery beyond her sunglasses.

Drurrr-

The road visible from the window was polished by well-paid soldiers under the direction of skilled craftsmen, so there is no distortion, allowing the carriage wheels to roll comfortably.

Tax is enough.

The collapsing kingdom union has recently become so closed that people who come from far away to do trade shake their heads, the tax rate is high enough to reconsider trade routes, and above all, the merchants are gradually taking steps to avoid the threat of collapse at any time. It's even slowing down.

But the empire is different.

The Empire is a popular country among merchants.

Although it is a unique culture compared to other countries, all gold is managed by the central bank of the empire, and all transactions within the empire are carried out using an artifact called a credit card.

However, despite this unique culture, the reason the merchants like the empire is that when returning to their country, the currency exchange fee is set low, all cash is exchanged for gold bars, and everything goes through the imperial bank, so the nobles put iron plates on their faces. Unreasonable non-compliance with debt obligations by nobles cannot be avoided if one puts their mind to it, but it is difficult to exist because even nobles do not want to be recognized by the imperial family.

In addition, thanks to the taxes regularly collected from the margraves, various ducal families such as the Dukes of Theoroi and the Dukes of Admire, powerful denominations such as the Red Purge and Rugal, the Magic Tower, and the merchants, the empire has been in existence for at least several hundred years. The national treasury has never been expanded, and not a single warehouse has been empty.

The royal family is overflowing with wealth, and pours it generously into the development of the nation.

Therefore, the Imperial Castle, which can be said to be the stage of the royal family, is particularly splendid and strong in terms of convenience.

“... But, it's still frustrating.”

However, for Ingrid, they are just everyday life.

Perhaps because it was midday when we arrived, there were many people walking on the streets.

For those who first come to the capital of the empire, the sight of the capital, symbolizing the prosperity and vitality of the empire, is quite something to see, but for Ingrid, this is because the parish of the Lehi Church is located in the capital and she has been raised in the parish since she was a child. It's just a common sight that you can see when you walk around all the time.

So, instead of showing admiration for the scenery, Ingrid frowns at the sunlight pouring into the carriage and lowers her hat to cover her face.

“... Ugh, the sunlight is too dark.”

“... I don't know when Ingrid will like the sun. So, how about trying to sleep a little less? Sometimes he goes for a walk with me. On holidays, Ingrid tries to stay in the parish too much.”

“I don’t like it. I'm the type of person who would rather sleep under the covers than outside. In Iketer, it is called ‘Indian language school’.”

“And after hearing something strange somewhere...”

“And if possible, I would like the sun to disappear completely so that I can sleep more comfortably.”

“Would it be a big deal if the sun disappeared?”

“Ah, you are there every day, wouldn’t it be okay if you disappeared for a day? I just want to sleep for a day without worrying about the sun, so I want to pray to Lehier that the sun won't rise for at least a day.”

“You always skip morning prayers to Lihier... If you say that you don't like the sun for such personal reasons, one day you will be told that you are angry with others.”

“Then, at that time, I can spend time with people who have the same opinions as me.”

“Are there really people like that other than Ingrid? If so, I think it would really be a national loss.”

“Well? If you look for it, won't it be there somewhere? ah! If there really isn't one, will Lyudmila stay with you at that time? Kikikick.”

“Whew... I don't know if that time will really come, but if it does, I'll do at least that much.”

“... Did you promise?”

Ingrid talks in a playful voice, but suddenly says that with a serious face.

“Yes, yes. I promise. Even if one day everyone hates Ingrid and leaves, I will stick by Ingrid’s side.”

“... Heeheehee-”

When Lyudmila saw Ingrid like that, she thought she was joking again and gave her the answer she thought she wanted.

“So let’s stop with the meaningless chatter and get off quickly. It looks like this is where the carriage stops.”

“Yay yay.”

After seeing Ingrid smile brightly, Lyudmila picks up all the luggage, throws it to Ingrid, and prepares to unload it.

At that moment, a carriage stopped, so the two people got off the carriage and expressed their gratitude to the driver.

Although the two Witch Hunters were able to ride a carriage drawn by a direwolf supported by the diocese when going to Leven, where the Deshade Church is located, they had to use travel expenses to return on their own, so they found a carriage from a nearby city. I borrowed it and came back.

Ingrid got off the carriage and stretched, stretching her arms behind her neck.

“Keuuu!”

“... Why on earth does stretching turn into moaning like that?”

“Ljudmila, this is too much. It's been a while since I followed Lyudmila's words and showed my own respect for the sun. Are you saying that?”

“I shouldn't say anything... Anyway, I have a lot of work to do. We must hurry back and report to Bishop Setias.”

“...”

Although she had just returned to the capital, Lyudmila was planning to return to the parish immediately with Ingrid in tow.

Lyudmila is sincere.

I don't know how it may be to other people, but at least that's how Ingrid evaluates Lyudmila.

‘Hard work. Study bug. Everything is so serious. I'm so frustrated that I can't even breathe on my own.'

It's time to return from a long business trip.

After arriving in the capital, no one would say anything if she took some leisurely time to recharge and go back, but Lyudmila immediately took a report to the parish priest and tried to move to the drab parish without any beautiful colors. .

So Ingrid suggested something, hoping that Lyudmila could breathe a little easier for herself.

“... Lyudmila.”

“Yes?”

“Let’s buy some snacks for everyone before we go back.”

“Yes? What snack?”

“Why, a new snack shop opened near Hwangseong recently?”

“Oh, that’s right. Did you say [Sweet Liliu]? There was a long line when we got on the carriage and left. These days, there are quite a few bakeries that have opened up, perhaps because there are more tea parties and social gatherings among nobles.”

“Before we go back, let’s buy some drawings as a return gift for the people in the parish. It's been a while since we returned in the middle of the day, so let's use the remaining time for the sake of others.”

“... Oh my! What's going on? Ingrid thought about all that.”

Lyudmila's eyes widen as if she was truly surprised by the sudden suggestion.

“... This is really too much. There's no reason for me not to think of other people, right? Since we are all witch hunters that Master Lihier bows to, I also think about other people’s thoughts to some extent.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Then let's do that.”

'I guess so. Lyudmila really likes sweets.'

Whenever I come up with a reason that seems reasonably justifiable, Lyudmila always falls for it like this.

When Ingrid saw Lyudmila's tail raised up, her ears perking up, and whether she had no intention of hiding it, or whether she didn't know that she had a smile on her face, Ingrid thought that she knew she would accept it.

Even though she is always serious, ever since she was young, she couldn't help but say she was sweet.

I like food and romance novels.

So, Ingrid deliberately tempted Lyudmila to break into the kitchen at night and was caught eating fresh cream that someone had made with her fingers, and was punished until the morning.

“Uhm... Still, the sooner I report it to the parish priest, the better.”

'also. 'I can't even go for a moment and it's trying to leak somewhere else.'

But that's only for a moment. Lyudmila, who always takes everything seriously and values finding a more efficient route, tells another story.

“Ah, then wouldn’t Ingrid be able to go to the store alone? The faster the information can be delivered, the better, so I will go back to the parish first by myself.”

And since that's the reaction Ingrid wanted, she responds by thinking of herself as snapping her fingers.

“Instead of doing that, how about doing it this way? Actually, the horn was broken.”

“That’s right. It did grow back, so I was less worried.”

“So, since it's already been like this, I'm thinking of buying a file to sharpen horns specifically for horned beasts.”

“... Really? Was there such a thing? I didn’t know.”

Lyudmila reaches out and smoothes Ingrid's horns.

The horn was clearly sharp as it had not been trimmed at all since it was broken.

“It's easy to not know that Lyudmila, who is a werewolf, has no spiritual connection. Well, there it is anyway. So, Lyudmilla, please spend some time at the bookstore while I go to the store. Why, hasn’t it been a while since I’ve been to a bookstore recently?”

“... Well, right?”

What Ingrid used as bait was Lyudmila's favorite bookstore, next to sweets.

Since she has just returned from a long-awaited business trip, I already know that she will definitely want to stop by the bookstore to see if new books have arrived.

“So, after we each do our business, let’s go to the store and buy gifts for everyone together. While we're at it, let's try a few samples among ourselves at the store and choose something good. Kikikick.”

What you are suggesting is a deviation.

Ingrid lures Lyudmila, who loves books, by offering her irresistible free time and a decadence that she is certain she will not refuse again.

In the end, thanks to Ingrid's trick, Lyudmila's usual heart, which had been firmly resolved by two sweet deviations, was unlocked.

“... Hmm, hmm! That's okay! Ingrid has something to do, and it would be a shame to just buy snacks without tasting them, as it would be a shame for other people who would take something that is not tasty.”

“Is that so? So, I'll go first. The bookstore you're going to is probably the one you always go to, right?”

“Yes. [The end point of knowledge]. Then I'll wait there. Welcome, Ingrid.”

“Then I will go. See you later.”

Ingrid, who has successfully set Lyudmila's course of action as desired, bows and turns back.

“... I wonder when the tail and ears will be able to hide their emotions.”

It's very easy.

Ingrid, who has been a classmate with Rehero since she was a child and knows all about Lyudmila's habits, emotions, wants and desires, is always able to easily guide Lyudmila like this.

After Ingrid separated Lyudmilla, she moved to the imperial palace as the princess's spy.

        
            “Yes. Ingrid, I listened carefully to the report you just gave.”

“I am so grateful. Princess Camellia.”

Ingrid lowered her head and waited for the princess to speak.

She had just finished reporting to the princess about everything that had happened at Hygge.

Now all you have to do is listen to the princess's story and then return to Lihier's parish in the capital.

However, the problem is that Princess Camellia did not seem to have any intention of letting Ingrid go.

Swish-

Tada soup!

After receiving the report, the princess threw away the iron quill she was holding in her hand.

If it were an ordinary quill, it wouldn't make that loud a sound, but it was a quill pen with a body made of iron that the princess ordered on purpose so that she could always scribble neat letters on documents.

The heavy quill pen leads to Camellia's unique handwriting and makes it difficult to forge documents.

When Ingrid met the princess who was scribbling with an iron quill, it happened to be the time when the princess was working on behalf of the emperor.

Therefore, the quill that the princess was holding scribbled without stopping while listening to Ingrid's report, and flew across the desk as soon as she finished speaking.

...

Again-

In the silence, the ink soaked in the quill flutters messily, creating irregular stains and falling to the floor.

Coincidentally, the ink was simply soaked in the pen and thrown away, creating a dandly-shaped stain that can sometimes be seen in the field.

Camellia, who had created such a meaningless art, would have cried out that it was just another work of art created by the princess if the flatterers among the artists of the empire, who had gained considerable fame just by currying favor with her connections, had seen Ingrid's bowed head. Look straight ahead and say.

“I definitely listened to the report carefully. But Ingrid. That's why I have no choice but to ask you again.”

“God Ingrid, I’m listening.”

Ingrid made up her mind after hearing Camellia's voice, which had been dry throughout the report but then changed to a cold tone.

“Is there really no lie in saying that Bishop Lee Lim’s choice was so twisted because the influence you accidentally spoke of was transformed into his choice?”

“... None. It was my fault for being hasty in my mouth.”

Ingrid, who responded to the princess's words, noticed the irritation in Camellia's voice.

'It's not a good idea to just pass by.'

Ingrid told the exact story of what happened at Hygge.

[Baphomet was successfully banished to Hell, the Sanctuary was destroyed, and the children of Hygge accepted Bishop Irim's offer to escape from their land and settle in Leven.]

Of course, the series of reports were small reports that Lyudmila had written down whenever she had time, without Lyudmila's knowledge, and had been left in front of the princess. In fact, what Lyudmila had said so far was very different from the report she gave to Bishop Setias when she returned to the parish. It's a report that doesn't exist.

Therefore, the contents of the report may not be what the princess wanted.

“That’s strange. Strange. This was definitely not the report I should have received. Ingrid. Don’t you think so?”

“...”

What Camellia had to hear from Ingrid had already been decided.

Camellia decided on exactly two options for what to do and gave the order.

From her point of view, she only had to hear from Ingrid, who made the report, the following question: 'Did the hygges swear loyalty to the imperial family, or did they not, and so they all died?'

There should never have been any reports containing third-party content.

This is the iron rule that Camellia has considered the most important while running the empire, calculating and moving everything and blocking all variables in advance.

However, Ingrid did not bring up such a story, but instead brought up a report that she had not had in mind at all.

[Actually, Bishop Lee Lim, who had just arrived from the kingdom, seemed to lack understanding of the problems between the hygges and the empire, so I used my speaking skills to explain, but as a result, Bishop Lee Lim unintentionally became the princess's true identity. I think he acted that way because he thought he simply wanted to make them leave hygge.]

The reason why the princess's pace as she scribbled her signature on the document was disturbed was because the report that Ingrid had given to Camellia was completely unforeseen.

‘I kept my promise. 'Bishop.'

Ingrid accepted Lee Rim’s request.

Of course, Ingrid believes that she is responsible for things happening this way.

Ingrid continued to implicitly appeal to Irim that a third option might exist, and Irim kept fighting the devil, remembering that there was another solution other than the order given by the princess, and in the end, he made his own decision.

So, in order to further defend Lee Rim's actions that she had induced, Ingrid additionally reported in front of the princess that she had made a mistake in allowing Lee Rim to make such a decision.

The result was the anger of the princess in front of us.

Actually, for Camellia, it doesn't matter what happens to hygge.

Rather, hygge are completely unimportant beings.

At most, a few different races.

Even though it is an empire that has also taken the integration of different races as its motto due to Rugal's continuous requests in the early days of the country's founding, there will be less objections from the different races that continue to refuse integration even if we treat them with the same level of sincerity they showed.

The hygges are beings who do not have the same stake as a piece of fingernail in the head of Camellia, who runs the empire, and I think that could only be the case if they actually came under Lee Rim's command.

However, she was very angry at the fact that the people under her command went down a completely different path even though she clearly ordered them to choose one of the two things and carry out it, and that this could happen again and again in the future.

“Ingrid, this way- no. no. I'll go there.”

“...”

After hearing all the reports, the princess moves.

After trying to call Ingrid, Camellia stood up and walked towards Ingrid.

“Raise your head.”

“... Yes.”

At the princess's words, Ingrid raised her head that had been quietly bowed.

What Ingrid is wearing now is the maid uniform commonly worn by female servants working in a villa.

Entering the princess's villa is a simple matter. Ingrid changed into her witch hunter clothes in the warehouse she had prepared in advance and disguised herself as a maid moving ingredients coming into the castle, so she is wearing a maid's uniform.

The princess's hand slowly rises to stroke Ingrid's sleeve, then moves up to her chest where she is wearing a white apron.

The maid uniform, made of black fabric with white accents here and there, always looks as clean as new.

The servants wear such clothes and go around cleaning the entire palace, and if they notice even the slightest stain on their white apron, they change it immediately.

Even though it is a maid's clothes, it also symbolizes the dignity of the royal family, and neatness is always considered important, so the clothes Ingrid is wearing now also have a pure white apron as a highlight.

“Ingrid. Ingrid. Ingrid, who loves Lehier so much.”

“... tell me. Princess Camellia.”

“Why did you make such a mistake?”

chuck-

The princess's hand gradually moves up to Ingrid's face and stops at her chin.

'... shit. 'It's ruined.'

Ingrid noticed that the princess was angrier than she thought due to the anger she felt from that touch.

'I can't help it. I have no choice but to bite my teeth and hold on. Of course, if you're left with clenched teeth.'

And I resigned myself.

It was always like that.

When Ingrid made eye contact with the princess, she became unable to move.

One day, I went to see a famous adventurer shaman to see if there was a spell or something like that, but the old woman only answered that she didn't know for sure.

'At that time, the consultation fee was 3 gold. Now that I think about it, it feels so unfair.'

Ingrid was left thinking for a moment before the princess moved again.

The princess says.

“It’s been a while. Open up, Ingrid.”

“... Yes.”

Ingrid quietly opens her mouth wide.

The princess's hand enters Ingrid's wide open mouth.

After a while-

Took-

“...”

“You’re holding it in well now.”

At the same time as the sound of a strong thread breaking -

The hand that came out of Ingrid's mouth held a tooth.

Juruk-

Blood comes out of the mouth and stains the white apron.

But the princess doesn't stop.

“Open up.”

“... Yes.”

He puts his hand into Ingrid's mouth once again and pulls out her tooth again.

Took-

“...”

Swish-

Tangerang-

When the princess drops the extracted tooth on the floor, it makes a cheerful sound as it hits the marble.

Camellia wipes her blood-covered hands on Ingrid's apron, then looks straight into her eyes and speaks.

“Ingrid. Let me ask you again. Why did you make a mistake?”

“... Sorry-”

“It is a very irresponsible act to say sorry for ruining everything.”

Kwaaak-

Took-

The moment Ingrid was about to answer, the princess put her hand in Ingrid's mouth again, this time viciously, and pulled out her teeth again.

“Ingrid. I am a horse. Camellia, the second princess of the empire. Actually, I know why you made a mistake.”

“...”

“The truth is, you don’t value Lehier.”

“... No.”

Ingrid barely responds to Camellia's words while holding back the pain.

However, the princess does not believe Ingrid's words.

Kuuk-

Instead, Camellia grabs Ingrid by the collar and makes her lower her head, bringing her eyes to a distance where their eyebrows meet.

“That’s not true. Otherwise, why did you act like that? Why did you try to bring about this result to me, who relieved you of the burden you were carrying because you said you wanted to live, who saved you the red chalice filled with the blood of the progenitors, and who gave you a magic book made from the shell of a living person?”

'It's even more burdensome.'

The princess looks at Ingrid without even blinking.

Ingrid looked at her own pupils in the princess's pupils and answered slowly.

“From now on, we will be more careful.”

“... I believe it.”

After hearing the answer, the princess had a dull expression and let Ingrid go.

However, the corporal punishment did not end.

The princess sat down at her desk, dipped her quill in ink again, and gave orders in passing.

“The problem is that we have become too accustomed to corporal punishment. Ingrid, remember again the symbol of grace I gave you and then go.”

“What should I do?”

“Leave your fangs out and go.”

“... I understand.”

After hearing the princess's command, Ingrid stands in place and gently closes her eyes for a moment.

'... Let's finish it quickly and go.'

Then, remembering that Lyudmila was waiting for her, she raised her hand and put it into her mouth.

A moment later, a sound like four strings breaking echoed in the office mixed with the sound of a pen fluttering.

Square- Square- Square-

Took-

Square- Square-

Took-

Chijijijik, tap-

Took-

...

Took-

The princess who signed the document raises her head.

Ingrid places the four fangs she pulled out herself in front of the princess.

“Go and see.”

“Yes.”

The princess checks her teeth and bites Ingrid.

Squeak-

When Ingrid opened the door and walked out, she saw four maids in front of the door looking in the opposite direction from where she was coming out.

The servants are carrying buckets and rolling pins for cleaning, and witch hunter attire.

“Thank you.”

Ingrid accepts the clothes from them and 'coincidentally' traverses the corridors of the villa that no one passes by.

“... I hope this doesn't get caught because of the smell of blood.”

Looking at the blood soaked on the front of her maid uniform, Ingrid left the villa without anyone noticing her.

        
            As Ingrid was leaving the castle to run errands, Lyudmila realized that the time had come.

'Ingrid, you're a little late.'

Lyudmila takes her eyes off the book and looks out the window.

Even though quite a bit of time has passed, Ingrid does not return.

I was at the bookstore for a long time.

Lyudmila likes the bookstore [The End of Knowledge].

There, new romance novels that Lyudmila especially likes arrive every week.

Wizards and alchemists who knew the usefulness of paper, but felt disappointed that the amount that could be produced at one time using existing methods was limited, put their minds together and developed magic tools.

Since the [Paper Revolution], in which technology to easily make paper was developed, the number of bookstores has increased significantly, and paper has become a product that even commoners can easily obtain.

And as the original purpose of such paper was to allow people to express their voices in writing and to preserve and spread it further, there were also people who wanted to write and sell commercial novels.

Romance novels containing love stories became widespread among women in the empire, and Lyudmila, as someone who was born after the [Paper Revolution] and who especially liked sweet things, whether food or stories, loved bookstores as much as bakeries. It's a place.

It had been a while since I had visited such a bookstore, and I had spent quite a bit of time there. Normally, Lyudmila would have come looking for me by now, but I couldn't help but feel suspicious that she still hadn't returned.

'... Don't worry about anything, Ingrid is someone who will come back no matter where you throw her.'

However, Lyudmila couldn't help but have some doubts about her own concern for Ingrid.

Ingrid always follows her own pace, so she often ends up waiting for a long time after going out.

Still, the reason why Lyudmila doesn't worry about Ingrid that much is because, although Ingrid is lethargic, she is more affable to others than she is to herself and is nice to talk to, so she doesn't get caught up in a big incident and eventually returns to her.

So, even now, she could spend a little more time reading the various books in the bookstore with a comfortable mind, as usual, but Lyudmila was strangely looking out the window often today.

Kongkongkong-

“... Ah!”

After about 30 minutes more, Lyudmila hears the sound of tapping on the window and turns her head.

Even before turning her head to see who it was, Lyudmila already knew who it was.

That knock is a familiar knock.

Whenever she was in the bookstore, Ingrid would knock on the window to call her out, and Lyudmila had experienced this countless times since she was a child, so she was able to distinguish Ingrid by her unique intensity and rhythm.

Although she does not always know it, it is a bonus that as soon as she hears the first glass, Lyudmila's ears perk up and her tail wags violently, making the store owner laugh.

“Boss. I'll go.”

“Yes. Come again next time.”

“Yes!”

After giving the store owner her usual greeting, Lyudmila left the bookstore and greeted Ingrid.

“Ingrid, are you done with your business?”

“Yes. It took a little longer than I thought, though. I also bought a lot more today. Please give me half.”

“It’s okay. Because it’s not heavy.”

“Just give it to me. You've put all your books in one place before, but then the envelope tore and you spilled them all out.”

“... That was it. Now, here.”

After quickly finishing counting the books she was reading and the books she had selected, Lyudmila came out of the bookstore and Ingrid smiled and took half of the books.

After that, the two of them are at the back of the line in search of the newly opened dessert shop in Hwangseong that I mentioned earlier.

For a moment, Lyudmila sniffed at the smell of blood coming from somewhere, and when she saw that the source was Ingrid, she asked a question.

“... Ingrid, why does your body smell like blood?”

“... Dog nose.”

“Ne, it’s a wolf! Speak quickly! Why do I smell blood? That day is still far away, isn’t it?”

'As expected, I knew that would happen.'

We have been partners for quite some time.

Knowing that it would be impossible to just pretend that the magic day had come, Ingrid came up with an excuse that she had prepared in response to Lyudmila's question.

“It’s nothing special. When I entered the store, I saw a young goat with a broken horn that was bleeding. The smell of blood must have permeated my body while helping the store owner dispose of it.”

It's a lie that will be caught right away if you try to confirm the truth, but it's a lie you throw out calmly because you know there's no real reason to do it.

“Is that so? Well done.”

And since Lyudmila has witnessed many of Ingrid's unexpected behavior, she believes that something like that could happen and praises Ingrid.

“Ah, if something like that could have happened, I should have gone to the store with you.”

“That’s not a very good idea.”

“Yes? Why?”

“Those kinds of stores are usually frequented by herbivorous beasts. If Lyudmila, our cute puppy dog, had entered such a place, wouldn't all the children there have cried? Kikikick-”

“Who, who is the doggy beast?! I'm a wolf beast!”

“So, it will be even more so - this is what I mean. Kikikikik!”

'It passed safely.'

Lyudmila's ears and tail fur stand up wildly.

Even though somewhere in her heart she felt guilty about deceiving her friend, Ingrid successfully lied calmly.

For a moment, Ingrid ponders whether there might be a better excuse.

'ah. Still, maybe another excuse would have been better? Duels between nobles often occur in the imperial castle, so if I were to say that I was caught up in those duels... no, I don't think that's the case. Then Lyudmila will worry again.'

At that moment, a duel was taking place in front of the alley that Lyudmila and Ingrid were passing through.

“Where are you running away! Don't hide, come here! You have to see the end!”

“Hi! You lose, you lose! I did it wrong!”

“Are you trying to start an argument first and then end it first?! You premature ejaculation bastard!!!”

However, the duel was more of a one-sided assault than a duel.

What the two Witch Hunters saw in front of them was a woman with light blue hair wearing a dress, holding an object that was a 'chair' and mercilessly striking three men.

“... Wow. So that person-”

“Yes. This is Marvelous One. The best duelist in the empire and a duel enthusiast...”

“... Shall we turn around?”

“... Wouldn’t it be better?”

A one-sided duel like the one in front of you is not a common sight, but the duel itself takes place throughout the imperial castle, where there are many young nobles full of blood.

Of course, there are laws in the empire, but holding a trial and bringing up witnesses over trivial disputes is bound to be a hassle.

So, unless it is a serious issue, most cases are resolved by putting one's honor on the line and asking the other person to a duel, and an extension of this is the duel festival between knights held at the knight's festival held by the Order of Rugal.

As such, Ingrid thought about using such a common behavior as an excuse, but she thought it was a good idea to stop because she thought Lyudmila would be very worried if she used that as an excuse.

So the two walked around the street that was packed with onlookers, and Lyudmila was happy that she would soon be stopping by a bakery and spoke to Ingrid.

“Anyway, Ingrid always seems to like getting caught up in events. Huh... ah, rather than that, let's stop by the store and decide on a rough type of dessert to buy. Even if you buy it, is there anything else you want to eat, Ingrid?”

“... Ah.”

The question puzzled Ingrid a little.

Clearly, he was the one who suggested that they stop by the store and eat some snacks among themselves first.

However, since Ingrid had had many of her teeth pulled out because of the princess, she had no lies in mind for the small question Lyudmila suddenly asked, so she took some time to come up with an excuse and answer again.

“... Lyudmila. I thought about it again. After all, it might be better to just take the snacks right away rather than sitting at the store and trying them out before buying them.”

“Yes? Why?”

'So you don't plan on hiding that?'

Lyudmila did not hide her disappointment at her words and hung her tail and ears.

Ingrid felt really sorry for her appearance, but she couldn't help it.

This is the only way to prevent her from finding out that the tooth was pulled out.

As always, the extracted tooth will grow again over time, just as a broken horn grows and a gash heals instantly, so it must be hidden until then.

“We only brought public funds, not our personal wallets. The person in charge of accounting this year is Ebenager. If Ebenager finds out that we bought more for ourselves with public money, won't he be really angry?”

“Ah, that’s right, it was Manager Ebenezer. Once he gets angry, he gets really scary...”

“So, let’s just buy everyone an equal share. Because I’m scared of the aftermath.”

“Keu... Sure.”

‘Ego. So... eh! 'Don't even think about it.'

Ingrid felt sorry when she saw Lyudmila's hair stretched to the limit, to the point where she could be said to be energetic in a way, even after speaking about it, but since she had something to hide, all she could do was pat her head with a sincere apology.

“... I'm sorry.”

“... No, it's okay. Even though Ingrid was the one who made the suggestion, I was the one who accepted it. It's both of our faults for not thinking about it that far.”

'Actually, it's not because of that, but it would be nice if you thought that way.'

In times like these, I am grateful to Lyudmila, who allows me to misunderstand things without putting in a lot of effort.

Later, after a long wait, the two went inside the store, packed each type of snack one by one, and left the store.

Sniff-sniff-

Lyudmila hugs the bag containing the sweets and sniffs them constantly.

'After a little while, I'm going to start drooling.'

Ingrid looked at this and then took out a snack from the bag and offered it to her.

“Now, eat.”

“Yes? You said we should go back and eat?”

“It means apple, so please eat your share of the snack.”

“Uh, is that really okay? Because I’m the type of person who doesn’t shy away from things like this.”

“I know. I have been seeing Lyudmila for several years...”

“Then... I’ll eat well!”

Crispy-

“Hmm... Yes! it is delicious! Ingrid!”

After a while, in addition to the sound of footsteps between the two people walking towards the parish, the sound of Lyudmila eating cookies while swinging her tail like a windmill was added.

'It tastes good.'

Ingrid looks to the side once in a while and smiles when she sees Lyudmila happily eating the cookies.

However, for a moment, the feelings I had been feeling were scattered in the air as I hid the sound of Lyudmila eating the snack and swept my tongue over the spot where the extracted tooth had been.

'Oh, I wanted to eat together too.'

        
            Post-processing is a tedious task.

To be precise, it's annoying because there's a lot to think about because there's no exact line on how much of a category I should directly touch on.

However, it is good to have an excuse.

For me, because I twisted the princess's order, I had a reason to delay seeing Camellia's face as long as possible.

A huge forest belonging to the territory of the parish of Leven.

Today again, I went into the forest to look around at the hygge people taking root there.

As I took a short walk through the unfenced forest path, I quickly came across a small Hygge wearing a mask with his face painted in red paint.

It was Luba.

“Ruba. Is work going well?”

“Bishop! welcome! The simple things are all coming to an end!”

'It's so fast.'

30 hygges quickly created a camp.

They came here through Astesia's portal and built a lodging that could accommodate all 30 people in just two days.

Rather than houses, most of them are structures made of wood with tents, so it feels more like a campground.

Still, it doesn't look sloppy.

It was truly a basic yet solid camp worthy of the word basic camp.

'Did you make this without even sleeping?'

Even though they had buried 70 hygges just yesterday, they seemed to have made a camp by sleeping less and showing no signs of fatigue.

Ruba guides me around the camp and talks about various things.

“Thank you, Bishop! The forest on the bishop’s land is thicker than expected and everyone is liking it!”

“It’s not my land, but rather it’s the church’s land. Still, I'm glad to see everyone looking so energetic. Still, I'm a bit worried about living in a forest with demonic beasts.”

“On the contrary, we welcome it! To expect! If good guys come in, I'll make sure to give them the good parts!”

'That's not bad. It's even noisier today.'

I walk through the forest, slowly increasing the distance, as Luba shouts out with the feeling that I am using up the limit of my vocal ability even at close range.

According to Luba, some of the Hygges have already left to look for trap locations outside the forest near the empire's border.

'There is nothing better as a forest keeper than hunters who have settled in the forest, and those who have made hunting their living for generations.'

In fact, on the first day, our denomination told Hygge members that they could repair and use the remaining houses.

Although there are more than 30 hygges, I thought it would be okay since they had renovated about four or five houses so that they could be easily used until they settled down.

But as soon as they saw the forest in our territory, their eyes turned.

‘We will build a camp inside the forest. Additionally, if there are demon beasts, we will hunt them for you. 'Is that okay?'

At that time, Leven was located close to the eastern border of the empire.

It was also an area with many demonic beasts coming down from a mountain range somewhere in the distance and flowing into this area across the grasslands.

In the past, whenever a demon that could harm people appeared, Aila or I would go into the forest a few times to deal with it, but after doing that a few times, it was getting tiresome.

Afterwards, Gombang especially liked the forest, so when he was bored on days when there was nothing much going on, he would go for a walk in the forest, so he stopped paying attention.

“... Oh, that's right. Gombangi.”

“Yes?”

“Did you happen to see a bear in the forest? That... Ah, Mr. It's been a while since I tried to say your name, but I can't even remember it. Oh, it's a red panda bear.”

“Ahh! Are you talking about the red panda bear, known as the king of bears? no! I haven't seen it yet. ah! Still, I think I heard there were traces this morning!”

'It looks like it's in the forest.'

Before we started the Hygge defense battle, we left Gombangi loose in the forest.

In terms of power, Gombangi is pretty good.

But this time, the opponents we had to deal with were the Necro Druids, the priests of Baphomet.

I thought that if I put Gombangi ahead of these guys who were already good at killing and reviving demon beasts, something big could happen.

So Gombangi was not allowed to come across this way and instead was released to deal with other demonic beasts in the forest.

Everyone had forgotten about it since the battle had been going on for quite a long time, and I, who was relatively less interested, had completely erased it from my mind, so it was only now that I remembered it.

In such a situation, it seems like the hygges have come in without even knowing what's going on, so if they encounter them, it could be a headache.

“... If you see it, please don't kill it. That guy is a demon beast raised by our church.”

“Is that so! All right! I will tell it to everyone!”

Thanks to being well trained by Aila, Gombangi never touches people first, so if there is no major stimulation, he will be able to continue meeting without friction.

-------------------------------

“... I thought that way just 2 minutes ago.”

“What did you say? Bishop?!”

“Yes. I thought that things in the world were moving at a faster pace than I thought.”

However, their meeting was faster than expected.

“Hey- Luba! Come this way! I'll show you what you haven't seen!”

“That's right! Red panda bears weren't in hygge, right? I'll tell you everything starting from the disassembly, so come quickly!”

“Sister! Let’s bring tools! hurry! Let’s go quickly!”

“... Sh.”

“Cooo-!”

I covered my ears as I listened to the loud cries of Gombangi in front of me.

Just two minutes ago, Gombangi, who had told Luba a little while ago, was caught by four Hygges who had entered the forest.

The Hygges appeared at the camp carrying Gombangi's legs tied to a tree, as if from where they got so much strength despite their small size.

“... How did you catch it?”

“I was basking in the sunlight on a huge rock in the middle of the forest, so I shot an arrow coated with sleeping pills. Just like the previous bishop, I was a little embarrassed to move even after being hit by several arrows, but who are we? Since they were hunters, I widened the distance and fired a few more shots before catching them.”

“Cooo-!”

Gombang is crying as if he is really sad.

Even with his head hanging upside down, the medicine loses its effectiveness and he loudly complains of injustice.

'If they had really decided to kill them, the Hygges would have been hurt, but they would have been considerate of the situation.'

However, seeing his unusual appearance makes me a little grumpy.

“... Hmm, hmm! You caught good game.”

“That’s right. The skin of the red panda bear is warm, so you can get a good price for it.”

“What?!”

I turn my attention to Gombangi, who is trying his best to pretend to know everything, and when I tell him a story about slaughter, he understands with great skill and twists his body.

'Would you like to take this opportunity to make real gomtang?'

Seeing his unusually weak appearance, I even thought about teasing him right before boiling the water, but I thought that was going too far, so I stopped there.

“But you should stop doing that. This guy is a demon beast raised by our church.”

“Oh, that was it? Somehow, it seems to be a bit milder than what we thought. It's a shame.”

After hearing the truth, the hygges quenched their appetite and released Gombangi, and now that Gombangi was free, he came behind me and hid.

Fortunately, after examining the body, there were no major injuries.

“What training did you really receive?”

I knew that Gombangi was trained by elf druids, so his body was stronger than that of an ordinary beast.

But still, the arrows of the Hygges, who were good at hitting other magic beasts, were weakly stuck in Gombangi's body.

Because of this, it seems that Gombangi was able to resist for a long time even after being hit by an arrow coated with sleeping pills from the hygges.

“Anyway, if anything unusual happens during your stay, we would be grateful if you could tell us.”

“That would be natural. Rest assured. If it's a matter of demonic beasts, we'll take care of it.”

“What about Gombang? He'll come and go on his own, so you don't have to worry about it. Still, I would appreciate it if you could tell me about the types of traps and such. That guy is smart though, so if you tell him these things, he will memorize them all and avoid them.”

“Is that possible? It's not an intelligence that's very welcome as a hunter.”

Afterwards, I told the hygges to take good care of Gombangi and came out of the forest.

“Ruba. I will go.”

“... Ah, yes!”

However, just as I was about to leave after thanking Luba for guiding me, I noticed Luba looking uncharacteristically hesitant, which seemed strange.

For a moment, I was about to turn around when Luba stopped me.

“... Hey Bishop!”

“Yes?”

“Thank you so much!”

'No, what is this again?'

I was embarrassed because Ruba bent her waist at a right angle to greet me.

For a moment, I came to understand that Ruba had acted in such a way because of the words coming from beneath her bowed head.

“Actually, I had the same thoughts as the bishop! I'm still too immature to call myself a hygge hunter, so I couldn't say it, but I was actually thinking that if we had really stayed there, it would have been a big problem!”

From what I heard, Ruba was the one with the most straight hair among the hygges.

Hygge people are all hunters who are crazy about witchcraft.

In the midst of these crazy people who thought even the death of the person next to them was the foundation for the next hunt, a beautiful, or rather normal, flower had bloomed.

Hygge, who had small fox ears and was capable of shedding tears at the deaths of others because he had not yet fully grasped the spirit of being a hunter, was predicting what their future would be like.

“So, I really wanted to say thank you to the bishop for his consideration in persuading everyone!”

“... Ugh- Well, what. I did it that way for different reasons.”

However, I think it would be better if the loud voice of gratitude were shortened.

'I feel like my ears will rip.'

Contrary to my wishes, Ruba added one word.

“And from now on, you can talk to me comfortably! If anything happens in the future, I will compile everyone's comments and convey them to the bishop! I will be the bridge between everyone!”

“Ah, so I decided. Still, it's okay to say something even though I'm not under your command...”

“No! Please do so! I also consider the bishop as one person’s hygge! I want to do that even more because I respect the bishop who hunted demons as a hunter!”

“Okay... okay... okay.”

I accept it because I feel like my ears will be torn if I refuse for no reason, and refuse the rejection, and refuse the rejection again.

“Then I’ll come back later.”

“Yes! We are waiting for you! Oh, and we'll fix up the abandoned houses down in town whenever we have time, so don't worry!”

“Yes. Thank you for that.”

I feel grateful for the workers I created unintentionally.

Our house and the rest of the houses below the church are places that cannot be easily touched without the help of a craftsman.

When the hygges saw that there were such abandoned houses, they offered to fix them as a benevolent act.

You can trust them, as they usually build sturdy houses using just trees and a few materials from the forest, including traps.

So, I was returning home after finishing my talk with the Hygge people.

land- land- land- land-

When I hear the sound of a hammer coming from somewhere, I go up to the house, but when I hear a clear sound coming from a warehouse in a building that was left empty after repairs, I take my steps towards it.

Squeak-

As soon as you open the door, what you see is three people working and sweating.

“Ennin! Hold on there! I'm going to move this from now on!”

“Pe, Feria! Is it really okay to do this?!”

“What are you talking about after coming this far? There is no place to retreat now!”

“... If the Imperial Bank comes to arrest us, I will throw Peria and run away.”

“Rains! We've been exploring the underground together for several days. Don't you think it's too much?!”

“Raines would say something like that! No matter how you look at it, this is against the law!”

“You don’t have to get caught! If you don't get caught! Here we go! Hold the frame well!”

“Ah- Really! I don’t know either!”

Clap-

Kuddeudeudeudeuk-

There, Enin, Peria, and Reigns, all wearing only light shirts, are working to stamp the imperial seal by placing coins picked up from Hygge into a mold.

Three days until a messenger arrived to take our money to the Imperial Bank and exchange it for a credit card.

The three were working on tax evasion before the messenger arrived.

        
            From what I know, coin manufacturing began in the old days with craftsmen mixing copper, silver, and gold into coin molds and pouring melted water into them, one by one. Nowadays, everything is done through mechanical processes. is everything.

However, although there are alchemists here, there are also people who are wizards.

In addition, in this place where there is such a thing as magic, there are technologies that are surprisingly similar to what I know or far surpass them.

And that is proven by the high-tech object in front of you, which is both a mold for making coins and an artifact.

Before the invention of artifacts such as credit cards, silver and gold coins were used in the empire.

It is said that in this world, where the reserves of underground resources are on a different level, copper coins were not used from the beginning, and the entire currency was supplied only with silver and gold coins.

And in the area where those coins were made, Baphomet established a sanctuary, the Hygges used it as a hunting ground, and in the end, Hygge is a city that became a battleground.

Hygge is said to have been a city that created and managed all coins used within the empire until the devil came.

The mold taken from Hygge is now kept intact in a warehouse in our parish.

Not only that, three women work hard to operate the mold plate, a collaboration between wizards and alchemists.

“Now! Put it in again!”

“Pa, do it quickly!”

Chrrr-

Clink- Clink- Clink-

A mold plate that operates when magical power is applied.

The completed small coin, which has no emblem yet, is poured into the mold and the mold plate is pressed, stamping it, and the emblem symbolizing the empire is stamped on the front and back.

Originally, it was thick because it was an item used by craftsmen belonging to the state.

In order to operate it, several strong men need to rush in, and the mold plate itself needs to be attached to the back and have a huge magical tool that infuses magic power, but we don't need that.

“Ennin! Try using more strength!”

“I’m using it too!”

Kuuuk-

'Wow, crazy.'

If you lack facilities, you can make up for it with force.

Kiddduk-

Cheee-

Inside the warm warehouse, Enin grabs the handle of the mold plate and pushes it down from the top, and the sound of the magic characters engraved on the mold plate generating heat and pressing down on the coins is heard.

“Is this enough?”

“... I was told that I had to press it to the point where no gap was visible, but ah, I think it worked. It's sophisticated. It stuck perfectly.”

“Then I’ll upload it.”

“If you open it quickly, hot coins may suddenly pop out. You have to take it slow.”

click-

Easy...

After a while, Enin released his grip on the handle, and the mold plate opened automatically, and smoke rose from inside.

And inside, you can see plenty of brilliant golden coins.

“... Done! it's okay! Success!”

“... You really succeeded.”

20 gold coins visible inside the mold plate.

The coins, which had no emblem until a moment ago, now proudly bear a picture of the three-legged Mortis, a bird symbolizing the empire.

The images of Peria, who is happy, and Raines, who realizes that he has crossed a river that he should not have crossed, are in contrast.

Enin wipes his sweat with the towel he has hanging around his neck and tries to take out a freshly made coin from the mold plate.

“Where... Ah, tteot-!”

“Be careful. If you're under that much pressure, it's bound to get hot.”

“Bad, why don’t you tell me quickly?!”

For a moment, Enin is dissatisfied with Peria, who belatedly gives him advice, and then Enin looks at the coin he made with curiosity.

“... Hehe, it looks like new. Even though I cleaned off all the dirt before putting it in, I thought I couldn't remove the stain no matter what I did.”

“Because it’s not just a mold plate. It is said that with this, old coins were recovered, put back here, and cleaned. The alchemists also added some really weird functions?”

“Whoa... Anyway, I never thought I would end up doing something like this in my life. So you're saying we have to do this all day from now until the messenger from the Imperial Bank arrives? Even for me, it might be a bit difficult.”

“It’s okay. It was difficult because the small coin was slightly larger than the basic coin, but it will be easy to stamp the kingdom union gold coin that has already been stamped once.”

“It sounds like it will be mentally difficult. I feel like a sense of guilt comes over me every time I do it.”

“It will become dull over time.”

“... Isn’t that really a bad thing?”

'I never say that I might not have enough stamina.'

As I look at Enin's arms, which do not have any particularly strong muscles, I am reminded of where such strength comes from in that small body.

I don't mind just watching from behind for a while, so I deliberately pretend to be popular.

“If you’re tired, why don’t you take a break? The heat coming out of the mold plate seems to be quite hot.”

“Ah, Lee Rim, are you here?”

“... Surprise! Don't make sudden noises! Damn oppa!”

“... Even I was a little surprised by this one.”

The three people looked shocked for a moment when they saw me.

It was a bit surprising that even Reigns, who always maintains his own pace no matter what, was shaking, but what the three of them are doing right now is definitely something that if someone sees it, it's something that you can't help but feel like stabbing them regardless of the excuse. .

As soon as I went inside, the air was hot, so I took off my jacket and hung it on the door.

I went to Enin's side and tried to lift the handle of the machine, but then gave up.

“Ouch... Wow, this is really hard. Where on earth does Enin get the strength to lift something like this?”

There's nothing you can't do if you try your best, but it's so stiff that even I can only do it a few times.

No matter how much magical power can assist muscular strength, it still has its limits.

Of course, in this world, it is possible for humans to achieve power close to, equal to, or greater than that of giants, albeit temporarily, by offering great feats to the gods and strengthening their physical abilities.

Still, that is theoretically possible, but it literally takes a lot of effort to get to that point.

However, for that reason, people prefer to sublimate their feats to increase the total amount of mana that can be stored in the soul vessel, and to crush the opponent with the overwhelming mana that they have obtained in that way, instead, like giants, they just continue to increase their strength blindly. Few people try to overpower their opponents.

“Hehe. This is all possible because I have always lived diligently.”

Enin, with his thin arms, smiles and points to the anvil behind him.

Even today, the head of the hammer, boasting its massiveness that can be seen at a glance, the anvil that Enin carries was on top of a wooden box. Seeing that the wooden box underneath was cracked, I thought that it would no longer be of much use as a stand. It costs this.

“... Eight.”

Soft-

“... Ugh!”

That's why I did this unexpected thing without realizing it.

I grabbed Enin's white forearm, which was clearly visible to my eyes because he was wearing short sleeves, with my fingers, but all I could hear was the feel of soft flesh and the somewhat unhealthy moan of Enin who was embarrassed.

I froze at the sudden moan.

I was embarrassed and took my hand off Enin's forearm, and Enin blushed as if he was surprised by the voice he made.

After a while, it was Raines who broke the silence between us.

“... What did you do?”

“... Uh, yes. Just that, actual compression muscle? When I heard that there was such a thing in the world, I thought Enin was one too, so I touched it. Yes...”

“So?”

“Uh... how was it? Lee Rim?”

“... It was soft? Warm.”

“Eh... Tsk...!”

“... Ugh.”

Peria sighs.

Although his expression didn't change much, Reigns' eyes looked like he was sick.

Even thinking about it now, Enin blushed, probably because he was so embarrassed, but upon hearing my impressions, he wrapped his palm around my forearm.

Even though I can accept the two people's reactions, I feel a little guilty when I see Enin wrapping his arms around me.

It didn't stop there.

“... What are you looking at? Are you a pervert?”

“...”

Sweat dripping from your forehead, behind your ears, and from the nape of your neck.

The sweat soaked his shirt, making it slightly see-through, and the bangs on his forehead, which he must have wiped several times with a towel, were wet as if he had just washed his hair.

In addition, as the fragrant smell that I thought I had sprayed in the morning mixed with the smell of sweat tickled the tip of my nose, I had no choice but to look closely at the source without realizing it.

Reigns and Peria, who were wearing only white shirts like Enine, quietly tried to cover their sweaty bodies as much as possible with towels hung around their necks.

“... Then I’m going?”

“Get out quickly! I'm doing sacred work, but you're interrupting me! Stupid brother!”

“... Let’s go in.”

Feeling like I shouldn't be here anymore, I slowly backed away and left.

“Ta, warm and soft... hehe-”

“... You really like me.”

The moment I closed the door, I heard Enin say something, but I was so focused on rushing out that I couldn't hear it properly.

“Whoa... This has become a strange situation.”

I may be surprised that he held my cold fingers while his body was hot.

'Even so, it was so... a huge sound.'

I feel sorry for Enin, who unintentionally made me sound embarrassed in front of others.

I return home thinking that I should buy at least a gift for Enin the next time I go to town.

“Huh?”

Then, for a moment, I saw someone entering the church in front of the house.

The church only had the grass and dirt removed from the floor, the floor was repaired roughly, and only cheap transparent windows were installed instead of stained glass.

I was especially glad that glass was cheaper than I expected.

In front of the chapel, there is a small idol of Deshade that Thistle carved whenever he had time.

And now there, a knight-errant who had fought with us in Hygge was kneeling and praying.

        
            Portia, the knight-errant.

He and the Hygges fought with us until the very end, and Enin would have had a really difficult time without him on the last day.

Even against Baphomet, he showed a serious attitude until the end, yet he wielded his weapon without losing his smile, showing his likeness.

Even though it is difficult for an ordinary human being to not lose confidence that much when facing the devil.

He was now praying to Deshade in our denomination's shabby church.

'...Thank you.'

Since this is a world where everyone has their own god, it is rare to see people praying to a god other than the god they serve.

The knight-errant came over to where we are with the hygges.

In fact, it is said that he was originally on his way somewhere to do something else, and passed by a hygge forest and ended up sitting in the village.

As a knight-errant who does not yet have a sponsor, he had time to help the hygges and deal with demonic beasts, building up his achievements step by step. Thanks to our arrival, he was able to participate in the demon expulsion ritual and the resulting defensive battle.

In some ways, he was a person who had nothing to do with it, but he was just caught up in a series of events, but he never complained.

Even though everyone looked tired from the hard work, he too, encouraged everyone in the church and the hygges and performed the feat of surviving to the end.

He said that after all the hygges came over, he thought his work here was done and that he was leaving today.

Unlike his usual noisy appearance, which rivaled Luba's, the way he politely prayed in silence was enough to be called a bit of a saint or a knight from a fairy tale.

Portia, who soon finished praying, came out of the chapel, saw me, and returned to her wild appearance again.

“Oh! Isn’t it the bishop!”

“Portia. Are you finished praying? What did you pray for?”

“Now that I am leaving, I will pray for an accident-free journey and good luck at the upcoming knight's festival.”

“A knight’s festival?”

Knight Festival.

It is an unfamiliar word to me as I still do not fully understand the circumstances of the empire.

“Well, where should I start... Ah! The bishop probably knows that I am a knight-errant.”

He takes it as a joke, although it seems clear that his intention is to make fun of him.

“It’s new, but I know. To put it simply, I am unemployed.”

“Hahahaha! I'm angry, but I can't deny it! That's right. Knights of pilgrimage are ultimately itinerant knights, people who just want to make money while wielding weapons in the hope that someone will hire them.”

“You are very self-deprecating.”

“I like being honest. Anyway, even though they are such knights of pilgrimage, it is natural that they want to make their name known at least once in a big battlefield or competition. That way, you can get job offers more easily.”

“I see. And it's not just voyageurs who want to make their name known.”

“That’s right! So, for knights like me, and for those who want to become knights in the future, the Rugal Church holds a knight's festival once a year.”

This is what Portia said:

The Rugal Church is said to be the church with the largest number of Holy Knights among the three churches.

However, the situation with those paladins was actually a little different from the paladins I had seen in the Kingdom Alliance.

According to the nature of their church, Rugal's paladins are those who can fight with weapons regardless of who they are or what race they are, and those who have a strong desire to fight for the church or have a certain level of skill can become paladins if they wish. It is said that it will be accepted.

And people with that kind of mindset will be spread out all over the empire, and the knight's festival is meant to summon them.

Mercenaries and adventurers who want to fight against knights once, young people who want to join Rugal's Holy Knights, knights of valor who want to rise to the top and make their names known, likewise exalt the majesty of the martial family. The descendants of the nobles who want to do this, etc.

Many people come to participate in the knight festival.

“Portia, what are you aiming for by participating?”

“For people like me, it’s still a prize. Just by being in the top 40, the prize money is quite generous.”

“Some people say that men should dream big, but Portia participates with the goal of taking first place.”

Portia laughs loudly and declines the story as she pokes her side with her elbow.

“Hahaha! This is my 7th year participating in the Knight's Festival, so I know my level. First of all, it's a knight's festival. In fact, it's also a place for conflict between each faction. No matter what year the knight's festival is held, it is natural for the last 10 or so people to be promoted to those who have already made a name for themselves, regardless of whether they are a religious order or a knighthood. Of course, it is limited to rookies.”

“It’s a talent event.”

“That’s right. There are cases where everyone participates because of the talent they have, or because they want to show off, or to discourage the other party. So as long as they are around, knights like me will never really win.”

Listening to what he said, it is said that, unless there are any unusual events, the winners of the knightly festivals so far have all been representatives sent by the Rugal Church.

Every year, from Rugal, where there are various races, holy knights of different races who have never overlapped win the championship, and it is said that there are quite a few cases where young people from various regions admire Rugal's holy knights and join them. .

'It was an event held because everyone had their own thoughts.'

However, according to Portia, the Rugal Church hinted that since a large number of Holy Knights were dying every year, they held a knight's festival every year to make up for it.

As it is a large denomination, it is a way to supplement the manpower available.

It is said that the Holy Knights, formed by those who volunteered, became the military force of the Rugal Church and were changed and replenished every year as the sword of Rugal.

“Bishop, if you have time, please come and take a look. It's a sight worth seeing. If the comrades I fought with support me behind my back, then I will try my best and somehow get up to the top 20! Hahahaha!”

“Portia is also participating in the festival, so if I don't have any work during the festival period, I'll go see it.”

Bang- Bang-

The rider taps my back with his huge hand.

After a while, Portia came close to my ear and started talking vaguely.

“Oh, come to think of it, doesn’t Deshade’s church hire knights? I personally like freedom, so I don't actually accept offers, but if it's the bishop's church, I won't have any headaches, so I'm willing to go around with the Deshade church's name on my back as long as they give me about 10 gold every year for drinks.◦# ◦

“Employment? Hmm... I guess I've never thought about it.”

After listening to his words, I feel a little worried.

Employment of voyageurs.

I heard some explanation from Peria, so it's not bad.

Knights of pilgrimage perform great feats in various places, naming their sponsors, and families, villages, etc. that have been helped by knights of pilgrimage give various items or donations as a token of gratitude.

'The more ways you can get money, the better.'

In particular, I don't think it would be a bad idea to hire Portia, as there are cases where noble families promise continued support due to the knight-errant's activities.

Above all, as a result of watching him over the past few days, I realized that not only is he talented, but his personality also advocates justice, so he is not someone who would tarnish the name of our church.

“That’s a good suggestion, but I’m not sure if you know.”

“Hmm? What do you mean?”

“Our Deshade is, first of all, an evil spirit. I wonder if Portia would be reluctant to accept a church that serves evil spirits as long as it does not cause harm to the empire.”

It's not news I really want to hear that someone who doesn't know much about Deshade recklessly went around using his name and suffered harm for going around using the name of an evil church.

That's why I told Portia the story about Deshade, but she responded that it was okay, saying it didn't really matter.

“That’s about it. If your skills are good, no one will say anything. Bishop, do you know why the Witch Hunters of the Lehi Church do not receive strange looks from others even though they serve evil spirits?”

“I don’t know. Why is that so?”

“That's because we know that the Witch Hunters risk their lives to fight for the Empire more than any other cult. Although they serve the fallen evil spirit Lihier, they do not act like priests of the devil. That's why people treat witch hunters rather well.”

“... I see.”

A nice sound to hear.

It makes me feel good because I feel like there are definitely a lot of people in the Empire with open values.

“... Okay. I think it would be a great thing for me if Portia worked as our driver. Then just wait a moment. I'll bring some money and a bottle of alcohol for you to drink on the way.”

“Alcohol! I really appreciate that. There's nothing more secluded than lighting a bonfire at night and having to stick your hand in your bag to find no alcohol. Hahahaha!”

“Oh, and you don't need a contract... right?”

“As expected, you know me well. Don't worry. If I ever do something and go to jail, I will never mention the name of your church. Hahahaha!”

“That sounds very trustworthy. If I hear news of prison, I will accuse him of being a stranger.”

Joke after joke, the mischievous situations contained therein are also part of men's friendship.

I knew that Portia would laugh so loudly no matter what time it came, so I decided to take her up on her offer.

I wonder what the expenditure of 10 gold would be like for our church, which has not yet received any income, but it is only 10 gold.

Having seen many strong human relationships in the kingdom, I know that this expenditure is definitely not in vain.

'It's good to increase your network in some way.'

Knight Portia left the village after receiving a brooch with our church's emblem engraved on it.

        
            The minimum amount of luggage needed to go on a trip.

There are no standards set by anyone, but if you think about it a little, there are quite a few things that you will think are necessary.

Therefore, the luggage that is filled one by one ends up hanging on the hook on the outside even though the bag is full.

“... Is this really enough?”

However, despite this, a child who has never been outside the city, let alone his first adventure, and who is smart enough to easily outsmart most adults, keeps guessing about things he thinks are lacking, so his bag is already full. .

The completed bag was already too heavy for my small body to carry.

“Did you take care of everything as you said?”

“Ah, Gloria. Something got weird about this?”

Just then, Farewell spots Gloria coming down the stairs, yawning.

Farewell clearly followed Gloria's words and packed everything he thought he needed into a bag, but the bag looked very different from the adventurers' bags he had imagined.

Looking at Farewell's bag, Gloria comes down the stairs and sits down on a chair.

“Hmm... Well, I tried.”

“What should I do here?”

“Wait a minute... Would you like some tea?”

“No. I'm fine. I drank it early in the morning.”

“Really? Then I guess I'll have to drink it alone.”

“Would you like a ride?”

“It’s okay. In the meantime, think hard about it.”

Some time passed.

Slurp-

“Wow, it’s finally warmer now.”

Gloria drinks tea made by fairies extending from her body and gives advice.

“From there, reduce your load. You can use the elimination method and combine things that may be overlapping into one.”

Farewell listens to her and unpacks again.

“For your information, if you have just one dagger, you can do most anything.”

Gloria's advice coming from behind.

After thinking for a while, Farewell takes out the hatchet he thought he would need for starting a bonfire and the small knife he thought he would need for eating.

“... Puhuhuhu.”

“... Why are you smiling?”

“No. Just because it’s fun.”

That sight seemed amusing to Gloria, who had just woken up.

Until last night, the small child in front of her had been helping Gloria sort out various hypotheses.

With the numerous information obtained from the answer to Deshade, we re-established the hypotheses that were previously used among wizards and alchemists, and by discussing them together, we came up with a logic that was closer to the correct answer.

It was such a complicated task that no alchemist or wizard other than Gloria herself could even dare to help, but Farewell was able to keep up with Gloria's speed and organize everything perfectly by herself.

'It's really cute that a kid like that is struggling to make such a small backpack right now.'

Even though he is such an outstanding child, there are so many things he is trying for the first time.

Except for being smart, he looks like a child who has just started moving on his own.

The same applies to the car that Gloria is holding right now.

Farewell quickly read through all the books in his tower, layer by layer, as if he was cracking a seal. As a result, he memorized all the different types of cars in the world and how to drive them, but for the first time, he learned everything. The taste of the tea was burnt.

And that too very badly.

'The theory is excellent, but there are many things I am not familiar with when trying it myself.'

That is natural.

An ordinary person would acquire knowledge one by one, starting with taking steps on his own as a child, but Farewell first gained knowledge and then tried to recreate perfection from the beginning, so failure was bound to follow.

So, Gloria found the sight of such a homunculus amusing, and even though she was tired for a long time, she laughed more than she ever had before.

And the homunculus who brought such laughter is now about to leave his tower.

“Are you done?”

“Yes. I think it's over.”

Farewell, carrying his bag, ties the laces of his boots tightly.

The place where the homunculus is heading from now on is the land of the empire.

A small village named Leven near the eastern border.

After hearing a rumor that members of the Deshade Church had settled there, Gloria said she would leave.

“I won’t go far.”

“... Thank you so much.”

There was no long conversation between the two.

Both are alchemists.

Because they were interested in each other's knowledge and because they had the same goals, they lived together and satisfied each other's desires.

The relationship between Farewell and Gloria, who had been staying at Gloria's tower for a long time, was equal.

Squeak-

Farewell opened the door to the pylon.

What unfolds before him is a long journey to the empire that he is experiencing for the first time.

It's a world where you go out on your own.

That's why Gloria asked the last question.

“Fairwell. What are you?”

“What are you trying to ask?”

Farewell answers Gloria's question.

Gloria has asked many questions, and Farewell has been answering them.

“Are you going to live as a homunculus? Or will you live as a human?”

What Gloria is curious about is Farewell’s actions.

She wondered what Farewell was going to be like.

If I get the chance, I may be able to see it again.

However, since she was too busy to give Gloria any more interest than Farewell once had, she tried to guess the future by hearing her own answer in advance.

And Farewell,

Gloria, trying to see into her future, gave her an answer she could never guess.

“I will just live as a fairwell.”

Not a homunculus, not a human,

The answer is simply to live as a fairwell.

“... Then I guess I'll live quite a long time.”

Farewell smiled and went down the stairs.

As the entity blocking the door disappears, what enters the tower is the brilliant sunlight and the now slightly chilly wind.

Mei profit-

bang-

Gloria quietly murmurs as she sees the door that let in the autumn wind close naturally.

“Now, I feel a little lonely again.”

Slurrr-

After feeling regret for a moment, Gloria rubs her face against the purple tentacle wrapping around her arm.

Then he stood up and gathered himself, thinking about the research he was going to start again today, and by mistake he muttered to himself in a voice that he had now become accustomed to and could reach Farewell as usual, in the middle of the tower where she was gone.

“Now, shall we delve into the truth about Fairy Incense?”

-------------------------------

“... Umm.”

I don't know what stage of waking up should be considered as the starting point.

Of course, when the sunlight that is just starting to open through the slightly opened eyelids comes in and you see the white pillow, you might as well have already woken up.

But still it doesn't happen.

I usually wake up early in the morning, but today I really don't want to wake up.

“... Turn it off.”

“... Phew! Why are you making such strange noises this morning?”

In the end, I buried my head in the blanket again and screamed quietly, and I heard Thistle's voice as if my scream had been heard.

Slurp-

I felt a vibration as if Thistle was sitting on the bed.

“Now, Lee Rim. Now get up and drink.”

“I want to sleep a little more.”

“Come on. That arm is falling off.”

“... Then there is nothing we can do.”

As I sat up in bed, what came into view was a red drink in a glass.

“... What is this?”

“Bang Chau, this is a drink introduced to us by hygge people. I boiled wine with cinnamon and various fruits and it tasted good.”

I accept the pretty, clinking glass.

“You like alcohol so much that you finally decided to drink wine in the morning?”

“... What are you talking about? I just made this because it looked good in the morning as the weather was chilly!”

“Haha- Just kidding. Thank you.”

He was embarrassed and took a sip, looking at the red thistle he was holding.

“... Sigh. It’s nice because it’s warm.”

“Is that so? It's going to get colder now. I think it's okay sometimes.”

“I’m glad that all the alcohol seems to have gone away.”

“... Lee Rim is really so mischievous sometimes.”

“Haha, I’m sorry. Don’t get upset.”

I take my hand off the warm glass and place my hand on Thistle's face.

Thistle had just gotten out of bed, so when my warm hand touched her face, she flinched at the temperature difference for a moment and placed her face in my hand.

“I feel cold?”

“I remembered picking and storing fruit from a tree in a shed outside. I guess that's why I only wore a shawl when I brought it in.”

“... Then we have to reheat it. Eight-.”

“Tsk...!”

I spread the blanket wide and let Thistle in.

“... The sun has risen.”

“I’ll wake up. As long as thistle's body warms up.”

“... Is it true?”

“Really.”

Just as I was about to leave, Thistle rested her head on my shoulder.

“Didn’t you bring thistle?”

“Oh, I drank a little while making it. It was delicious.”

“Then drink some more. Let's see, the cup, the cup...”

As I tried to find a cup to share my drink with, Thistle took it from my hand.

“It’s okay. Would you like to drink this?”

“Uh... Is that what you were eating?”

“That makes me want to eat more.”

Thistle picks up the cup and drinks little by little.

sniffling-

It's cute that he drinks like he used to.

At first, drink the drink as is, gently putting it to your mouth to savor the taste.

White fingers holding the cup.

A negligee that starts from the sleeves and continues all the way to the shoulders.

I still can't believe the sight of that defenseless figure next to me.

'... I slept very well last night.'

It’s been a while since I slept with Thistle.

The days at Hygge, where we fought each other on our own battlefield every night until our eyes turned red.

Especially for me, who was obsessed with evil day and night and was always thinking of ways to kill Baphomet, it was probably the first proper bed I had in days.

Some time after everyone had gone to sleep, Thistle opened my door and came in.

He said he was worried that some strength was still in his body.

So I fell asleep in bed with Thistle.

Of course, after they both lay down on the bed, memories of the past came back to them and they touched for a moment before going to bed.

Still, like before, we didn't yearn for each other until morning came and our whole bodies were exhausted.

'... It's hot.'

After thinking about what happened during the night, I started to feel warmer, so I went to bed first and changed clothes, and Thistle brought up a story she had forgotten.

“... Ah. Early in the morning, Peria went to the city and met with the Imperial Banker.”

“Really? I don’t know if I took the money well.”

“It must have been okay because I counted them all and carried them on Gombangi’s back.”

“... Are you saying that nothing much happened?”

“Yes. The bank manager took a quick look at the money, said he would take it, and handed me a credit card as payment. Let’s see... here.”

Thistle puts the cup down on the bed, and after a moment, she takes out a card from the nape of her wavy hair and hands it to me.

“... Is there space to store things there?”

“Hehe. People whose hair gets tangled easily like me can surprisingly do something like this?”

Seeing Thistle smiling confidently, he takes the card.

'It's no different from a real credit card.'

Light yet sturdy black card.

The card had my name engraved in gold in imperial language and a four-digit number.

[1209]

“They say that if you pay somewhere with a card, the number decreases. That is the total amount of gold coins that Peria has entrusted to the Imperial Bank. It is said that if you use them, the gold coins that our church has deposited will be transferred to the safe of the person who sold the goods. It seems like the Empire has come up with all sorts of amazing things.”

“... I see. It’s fascinating.”

'I committed it... I committed it!'

While answering Thistle, all I can think about is that I have now crossed a river that I cannot turn back from.

Originally, the money we should have received was about 220 gold, excluding various expenses.

However, the total amount of money actually added to the card was 1200 gold.

'The money was copied!'

Am I half asleep?

What comes to mind is Feria jumping around like a rabbit like crazy after successfully completing a task.

Most of the money on this card is dirty money.

Although it is common in this world for stolen goods to be kept by the person who first discovered them, I wonder if such common sense would apply if they were coins from the ruins of a former imperial gold coin mint.

Fortunately, thanks to Peria's dexterity and Enin's diligent stamping and pressing of the mold plate, there seems to have been no arousing suspicion, but a stab is a stab.

'No matter what anyone says, our denomination will absolutely deny that I know anything about it.'

With that in mind, I get dressed and get ready to go out.

Thistle gets up from the bed and asks what I will do today.

“Are you going to leave now? You said you were stopping by the city today, right?”

“Yes. I heard that a letter from Princess Camellia has arrived.”

It's been about 4 days since I finished work.

As I was putting off reporting, the princess sent me a letter first.

'I would really appreciate it if it didn't contain any special information.'

        
            “Ask all of our denominations to attend the banquet held in the capital?”

“Yes. To be exact, it is not a banquet held by another noble family, but a banquet held at the imperial family level, and it is said to be a celebration banquet for the return of the devil Baphomet to hell. Even if it's a banquet, it won't be anything formal, it'll just feel like a party with a dance included.”

Peria read the letter sent in the name of the royal family and summarized it briefly.

This time, it was an official letter, not a secret letter, so the content of the letter, which had the royal family's seal stamped in the middle, was a letter calling us to the imperial palace.

“It’s the Imperial Castle... I didn’t know they would invite everyone.”

“That's all, since the number of people in our church is small, we wrote for everyone to come. Because it is a very small denomination.”

“Is that so? But I can’t go without this, right?”

“Stupid oppa. This is an invitation that just says 'invitation', but the actual meaning is notification. If you even read the beginning of this letter carefully, you will see that it was not sent by the ‘princess’ but in the name of the ‘emperor’.”

“Rejection must mean absolute refusal.”

“That’s it. And even if this was a banquet held personally by the princess, we do not have the right to veto it. Because we are the main characters. What would be the justification for holding a banquet if the church and bishop who directly carried out the banishment of the demon Baphomet did not come in person?”

“... That’s right.”

There is nothing more meaningless than a birthday party without a party.

If you can't refuse, there's nothing you can do.

Since there was a period of time to move, it was decided to depart the next day.

Following Feria's instructions, we will try to imitate the groups invited to the imperial banquet as much as possible.

“The number of people... Honestly, if we want to get the lineup right, all of our denominations will have to go to the capital. Even if you do this, the number is only 8.”

“I need to be neat here. Let’s leave the work of the parish to the hygges.”

“I think that would be good. Normally, it would be normal for there to be at least 20 to 30 people with attendants, but... that kind of thing is actually a show-off ritual between groups that are fighting with each other, so we probably don't need it.”

I studied etiquette quickly.

The teachers are Peria and Astesia.

This time, Enin also had to study anew because the etiquette was different between the kingdom nobles and the empire nobles, and everyone else also had new knowledge hammered into their heads.

Still, it wasn't overly complicated.

“The good news is that, unlike the nobles of the Kingdom Alliance, the nobles of the empire have diverse races and a wide range of etiquette. There won't be much criticism just because it's a little bit wrong.”

“That’s a bit fortunate. When eating, you have to use a knife, a fork, and bending your waist at a certain angle to say hello. These are all annoying things.”

“At best, it is a country with 200 years of history. Especially if you meet some nobles, even if you are my brother, you will be shocked, right?”

“Why?”

“As you know, the empire is a thorough meritocracy. So, sometimes there are guys like the gangsters you often see in the market who act like barbarians without any manners or anything, and there are also guys who are so talented that they get knights or noble titles and show up at banquets from time to time. Ah, but I think I might be able to become quite close with my brother.”

“I also don’t like meeting people who are too much like bandit leaders.”

“Anyway, I don't know if people like that will approach you first, but if possible, you should step forward and talk to them. Even for me, those guys give me a headache because I don't know how the story will suddenly pop out.”

“Hey. Just because I’m the one, I don’t want to meet guys like that, right?”

“Why? So, are you going to just watch us being tormented by such strange guys instead of your brother?”

“... Of course I don’t like that. I'll just keep that in mind for now.”

That's how we got the etiquette drilled into our heads in just two hours.

Thistle, Hwarim, and Enin quickly remembered everything Peria said, and Raines, perhaps because he has a unique way of memorizing things, or because he had a habit of using disguises while traveling around various regions at the Immortal Institute, was able to master the noble women. They showed such skill that they would be completely indistinguishable even if they were placed in between.

And what always remains until the end,

It's me and Aila.

“Hehehe- This time, I will get out first. Lee Rim!”

“... Didn't you take a quick look at it earlier and at the end you were throwing a coin to get a number?”

“Mu, well, there should be a little bit of luck in the test. If I do that and get a good score and pass the test, wouldn’t it be okay?!”

After submitting the test paper Peria gave me and Aila, everyone has now left and we fight in front of the table where only two people are sitting.

“Grading is finished. Take it.”

Soon, Peria reviewed the test papers she had prepared for us and handed them back to us.

“Oppa, you can rest. Aila is taking the test again.”

“Wow!”

“Ah, why! Please take a look! How long has this been going on!”

“If you're going to say that, why don't you write the correct answer on the test paper, because it's even half good? Why on earth is Aila unable to memorize things even when I explain them at a child level...”

“But... no matter how much I listen to it, it doesn't get into my head because I don't understand why I have to memorize such complicated etiquette.”

“Ugh... Can’t we help it?”

In the end, what was finally used was a special measure.

Aila said to Peria, 'As long as you keep your mouth shut, everyone will see you as a beautiful woman, so it doesn't matter if you make a few etiquette mistakes, so just be quiet next to me.' I was able to get out of the exam only after I promised to listen to the words.

Afterwards, I had a headache and wanted to get some rest, so I went to the living room and Hwarim was there.

“Phew, it’s finally over.”

“It took quite a long time.”

“Yes. It's not my place to say anything to Aila, but there are a lot of things I don't understand even though I have memorized them in my head. What on earth is it that says you can shake hands outside the banquet hall, but you can't shake hands inside? I don't understand.”

“Hehehe. It looks like I didn't memorize it perfectly. Didn’t you say that it was because people who had made appointments in the banquet hall could exchange memorization with each other?”

“... Did you do that?”

“It was like that.”

Hwarim, who told me that she had a short hard time, was doing nothing in the living room until I came, just staring blankly out the window.

The others had gone to get a change of clothes midway through the trip, and Thistle had gone out to the forest to meet the hygges, so it was just the two of us in the living room right now.

'Should I pack some clothes too?'

It was still early in the evening, so I was thinking about packing up some clothes in advance when Hwarim sat quietly, looked in my direction, and started talking.

“... Lee Rim.”

“Huh? Yes.”

“It’s been a while since I have some free time, so let’s meditate.”

-------------------------------

Kakakakang - Kang!

Aiming for one point in a row, he delivers three consecutive strikes and strikes the sword with a strong strike.

chuck-

“It was good that I intentionally showed a gap, but thanks to that, my body was empty.”

“Whoa, whoa... I lost again.”

The moment Hwarim's sword touched Lee Rim's neck, the sparring ended once again.

“... I think it would be a good idea to take a break.”

“Huh? Is that so?”

“Yes. Although it is good to swing the sword as much as possible, it is also important to recover and look for the cause of the defeat before sparring again.”

“That’s right. Huh... Tskcha! Then, let’s take a break.”

Just as Irim was about to sit down on the floor, Hwarim sat down first and tapped his thigh with his palm.

“... Okay.”

Then Irim calmly approaches Hwarim and lays his head on Hwarim's thigh.

A way of resting that we have now become accustomed to.

Hwa-rim always lets I-rim approach her whenever he rests.

There is a part of me that wants Irim to rest more comfortably, but recently my desire to see Irim closer has grown, so there is no such thing.

...

There is silence everywhere.

In Lee Rim's inner world, there are three huge souls nestled in the partition walls created by Gaia in the three directions, but they are sleeping without making any sound.

Other than that, all you can see is the wide-open landscape.

What's a little unusual is that in the center of such a world of the mind, there is always a small, dry, waist-high tree.

This is a tree that grew in the middle of the landscape even before Hwarim opened Lee Rim's inner world.

Usually, the scenery in the mind world is a materialization of things that a person has cherished throughout his or her life, but in Lee Rim's mind world, there was only that one thing.

It is too insignificant a tree to be considered a regret from the previous world.

So Hwarim did not necessarily suggest getting rid of it.

'I thought it would be too much to get rid of even this, as the scenery was so harsh.'

Originally, the beginning of the world of the mind was to focus on removing the scenery in one's mind, but Lee Rim's world was a world of the bright scenery from the beginning.

'I was really surprised when I saw you, who had a heart close to Myunggyeong from the beginning.'

So, Hwa-rim thought that there was no need to remove the small regret deep in I-rim's heart, which had only one memory.

'In a way, it's a symbol of pity, but this is a part of the true old Lee Rim that only I know.'

The desire for exclusivity bloomed ever so slightly.

While everyone was looking for their own place, Hwarim thought that this was a precious sight that only the two of them could see, so they did so.

Looking at that tree, Hwarim pays attention to the winning percentage of the sparring match that took place a little while ago, just for today.

'6 wins and 4 losses in 10 matches.'

Today's sparring is a sparring in which each party uses all their capabilities.

There was absolutely no need to look at it.

As Hwarim did, Hwarim limited his body to the point where he used all the power he could in real life, and swung his sword thinking that his opponent was not Lee Rim, but his greatest enemy with whom he had to fight for his life.

Lee Rim also followed Hwarim's request and welcomed it with all his heart, just as he did when fighting Baphomet.

‘The speed of moving forward is so fast. Now I can't keep up.'

The result was 6 wins and 4 losses.

Of course, the 6 wins themselves are actually a lie.

No matter what you try, Hwarim's sword will not be able to pierce Deshade's armor that Lee Rim is wearing, and if you really want to kill him, you can only do it by piercing through the gap, so your win rate will drop to less than half.

In addition, there is also a difference in the total amount of horsepower handled.

Irim is able to protect his body with the magic power that is latent in his body, which is difficult for a human to contain, but Hwarim has no choice but to deal with him by manifesting the magic power still in his body moment by moment.

Nevertheless, even with such a gap, it was great to beat Lee Rim several times with pure depth of field skill and sense, but Hwa Rim was not satisfied.

'If things continue like this, the gap will widen even further.'

After no longer suffering from a soul illness, Hwarim's opportunity to move forward disappeared.

Hwarim has become a body that can no longer be resurrected.

Of course, that's true for other people as well.

But for Hwarim, its meaning was greater than expected.

Thistle, who has much greater physical ability because she is an apostle, Ennin, who grows suspiciously stronger as the days go by, and Eila, who is usually shaky, but because she is an elf from the beginning, she is capable of various and superior movements.

Since everyone has their own beliefs about something, they try to be by each other's side by taking the lead in danger.

However, Hwarim cannot do that.

Hwarim's body is weak now that he can no longer be revived.

I meditate diligently every day.

A procedure that has already been done once.

The world of the heart that is being rebuilt in the new world is growing stronger at an unprecedented rate because it resides in the soul, not the body.

But still, you can't have what other people don't have.

Biting doesn't make you a superhuman.

Although it may be possible to catch up with the amount of magical energy in the body someday after a long time has passed, depth of field does not strengthen the strength of the body itself.

If a situation arises where Hwa-rim has to act as a shield for I-rim, Hwa-rim will end up in a position where she has no choice but to protect herself.

'I've always been a sword, I've never been someone's shield.'

That's why, recently, Hwarim sometimes felt a little disgusted with herself for not knowing how to do anything other than aim a sword.

And he conveys these feelings to Lee Rim, who was once his student but is now a companion walking the same path of nothingness, and who keeps walking one step faster.

“... Eight.”

“... Ouch! Why are you doing this all of a sudden?”

“Just. Because you look at peace.”

Lightly with your fingernail.

With grumpiness.

However, it doesn't really hurt and it stabs the cheek.

I feel a little better when I hear as many moans as I expected.

'Well, you don't have to worry. 'I decided to be with you Lee Rim in my own way, because it is a promise between me and you.'

A feeling I've been trying hard to get rid of.

I try to soothe my thoughts by thinking that there is nothing urgent.

While Hwarim was taking a slightly longer break than usual today, one thing suddenly occurred to him.

'Come to think of it, that Witch Hunter. When I thought about it, there were a lot of strange parts.'

What Hwarim was reminded of was one of the two Witch Hunters who fought together at Hygge.

Ingrid is a half-breed animal with sheep horns.

'Now that I'm going up to the imperial castle, and the parish of the Lehi Church is also in the imperial castle, it would be nice if I could meet them once.'

Hwarim suddenly became interested in Ingrid, who, in hindsight, seemed suspicious to her.

Ingrid happened to be near Hwarim a lot, so she kept catching her eye.

Ingrid has repeatedly encountered situations in which she suffered damage beyond bruises, fractures, or wounds that required healing magic.

Nevertheless, she was not seen on the battlefield for a moment, but when she reappeared, she looked fresh.

'If there is another way to that strength that is different from the one I know, it would be a good idea to ask about it.'

Hwarim can use other methods besides depth of field if possible, so I hope to get stronger a little faster and face Lee Rim again.

Therefore, she decided that if she ever met Ingrid in the imperial castle, she would try to uncover her secret.

        
            The capital of the Mortis Empire.

[Philia]

The capital, located in the exact center of the empire's territory, boasts a grandeur that is different from the capital of the United Kingdom.

Exactly, that's what I heard.

'I've never been to the royal castle.'

I didn't know much about it because the place that suited me, a soul sick person, was always the front line where the royal city's enemies were, but thanks to that, the capital of a country that I saw for the first time became the capital of an empire, which could be called my second home.

An empire that cannot control a large territory.

In such an empire, even the imperial palace in the capital was built to an enormous extent, so horseback riding was allowed on the shoulder of the road only for servants moving from end to end within the imperial palace.

In addition, non-royal nobles are even allowed to ride in carriages if they are officially invited.

However, no matter how spacious it is, it is impossible to fit everything into the imperial palace.

The imperial palace is a place created solely for the royal family to reside.

Even if you exclude the facilities for the royal family's living, most of them only have gardens, fountains, and warehouses to store other wealth.

Of course, when new clothing comes out, the palace managers tend to buy at least one type of clothing, and if they wish, it is also possible to bring famous theater companies into the palace.

However, the reason we don't do that is not because it would disturb our dignity or anything, but simply because it is not fun to do so.

'If you decide to hold it, you can hold a banquet that is much grander than a harvest festival in a small town, but that would already not have the atmosphere of a harvest festival in itself.'

Rather than things that can be easily obtained, we tend to feel more precious about small things that we find by chance while walking down the street.

Therefore, it is said that the royal family likes to go outside the palace and roam around on their own feet at all costs when enjoying entertainment.

The first emperor was not a closed-minded person, so for the sake of the royal family's education, he deliberately created an opening from the design stage of the palace through which people could easily enter and leave the palace.

Let alone the stress of the attendants who have to go through the hole to look for the missing royal family members.

And the secret passage created in that way was attractive enough that even Princess Camellia could use it from time to time.

Otherwise, there would be no reason for the Empire's second princess to stand in front of our church's carriage that has just arrived in the Empire's capital.

“It’s been a while. Bishop.”

“Um, hey... it's been a while. Princess.”

“Shh- Who will hear? Be careful.”

“... Yes. Let's be careful. Camellia. So, why are you here?”

It's like the time we met in the City of Alchemists.

The princess approached our carriage that had just entered the city and spoke to me, who happened to be sitting in the coach seat.

Today's outfit is different from the clothes of previous adventurers.

This is a maid uniform, the uniform of passengers running errands at inns that can be commonly seen on the streets.

I don't know if she came out after notifying her close associates or not, but the princess was wearing a simple, plain maid's uniform that inn employees often wore, and was covering her hair with a hood on top.

“Why are you here? It must be a sudden meeting for a bishop who doesn’t know the circumstances.”

“If you understand, I would like to ask you to explain.”

“If it is obvious, it is natural. This is because Camellia's desire to meet the bishop she had chosen as her knight had grown greatly during the time we had been apart. There are quite a few things I want to say. So, I thought waiting until the banquet would be too boring, so I went to meet them first.”

“... Not only did you want to meet him, but you also had a favorable intention, right? I believe so.”

“Okay. To be honest, although my feelings are kind, there is a possibility that the story I want to say contains something that is not so good.”

“... Tsk. I see.”

'I guess so.'

Sharp eyes were briefly revealed from underneath the hood.

Even though it was under the brilliant sun, the intense eyes that were hidden behind the shadow of the hood came out.

It seemed like it wasn't a lie to say that I had a lot to say.

That was for a moment. In fact, the reason we stopped the carriage for a moment was so that Peria could switch places with Aila to give directions, so Peria, who lifted the tent and crossed towards me, discovered pink hair inside the princess's hood.

And there was no way Peria, who was a trickster and was active in the Empire before coming to the Kingdom Alliance, would not know what that pink hair meant.

“What is it? Oppa, what are you talking about to yourself like that? Wow...!”

Swish-

Tub-

“Screaming on the street is a nuisance.”

The moment Peria realized that the person in front of her was a member of the royal family and was about to scream, the princess jumped up onto the carriage seat and covered Peria's mouth.

Then he puts Peria between himself and me and gives orders to me.

“ character. Since you have company, I will show you to the accommodation I personally prepared for you. I wanted to set it up inside the imperial palace, but the palace manager said that going that far would not look good to other religious groups.”

“Hwa, Her Royal Highness...”

“Shhh-.”

'Well, this isn't carriage hijacking.'

Camellia raises her finger affectionately at Peria.

However, Peria had no choice but to stiffen her body because she met the princess in a completely unexpected place.

Leaving Peria frozen in place, I wanted to check one thing with the princess since this had already happened.

“I will leave. Just Camellia.”

“Something?”

“The accommodation you said you provided is not something you had to pay for, right?”

The cost issue is an incredibly sensitive one for me.

Even if it was in front of the princess, I wanted to make sure I did what I had to do, so I asked that question, and in return, I received a look in return from Peria, not the princess, who seemed to ask me if I was sincere.

“... Of course, I prepared this place with my own money, so don’t worry.”

“That’s a very nice thing to see. Then, let me know as you go.”

“I am. Even though it's been a while since we last met, the only thing we care about in the end is money. You are a vassal who only sighs.”

“Because I knew early on that money, power, and connections are the best assets to protect yourself. If you can save something, you should save it as much as possible.”

“Well, I praise you for having a keen insight into the truth.”

“Ah, but I don’t just like free stuff. It may be a bit short to say that I am a minister, but I will not charge you for carriage rides.”

“... Am I being treated like that even though I am the one giving the guidance this time?”

The princess also looked at me with the same look in her eyes as Feria, but with a much more expression of bewilderment.

But anyway, I put an iron plate on my face and started Gombangi.

The place we arrived at was a mansion with a huge fence not far from the imperial palace.

‘It’s big. 'They're arranging for an entire mansion.'

I wondered why this rather luxurious mansion was empty and uninhabited even though it was close to the imperial palace.

So I looked to the side and made a curious face, and Camellia explained the reason.

“This is a mansion owned by the treasurer of the empire.”

“Oh, did you borrow it? The container is big. Rent me this big mansion.”

“No. I took it.”

“... Yes?”

“This guy took advantage of his position as treasurer several years ago to first hear about the capital's urban planning, and in advance he bought land that was going to be expensive and built a mansion there. Since I found out about it recently, I told them to hand over the land and several mansions they had purchased from the imperial palace in order to get through it safely.”

What I found out was that it was a mansion acquired through seizure measures for corruption that occurred in public office.

“Really... do you just turn a blind eye to that?”

“Even though he committed corruption, his skills are clear. Above all, once you are put on a leash like this, you will have no choice but to work even more desperately.”

“That's true... But doesn't that mean that this mansion has become a national property? Why did you say earlier that you prepared it with your own money?”

“I personally own the mansion. The treasurer gave it to me as a gift. And the people who went to the trouble of chasing him down to find out all this information were the ones that the spy corps that I personally created and run did. So do you think this is any different from what you got with your own money? I don’t think there is one.”

“... Then let’s say so.”

“Anyway, stay comfortably. I already sent some maids to clean the mansion. If it’s good, say it’s good.”

“Thank you for your favor. I will use it well.”

“Well, the bishop is both a bishop and my knight, so that’s about it.”

Although it was a typical exchange of thanks, Camellia smiled as if she was satisfied.

It is a mansion with a history that is full of an unpleasant feeling.

I wonder if the treasurer will harm us just because we stayed here, but I feel at ease because I don't think that will happen since I'm the princess in the first place.

“Then I think I'll let you unpack first...”

I look at Camellia's eyes.

Other people also got off the carriage and were looking at the princess.

Everyone briefly exchanged greetings earlier.

The princess sat on the coach seat, while the others sat inside the carriage.

Since the church was obviously invited, a formal greeting should have been done at the party, but thanks to the princess's whim, today was also a strange situation.

Camellia takes the initiative to relieve this strange atmosphere.

“Well, let’s all live comfortably. The party is in the evening, and I have prepared matching outfits for the servants inside the mansion, so there shouldn't be a big problem.”

“You are thoroughly prepared.”

“It’s okay to go outside, but do it after the party is over. There are a lot of people bumping into each other for no reason at this time.”

Do you mean “Hanryang? I thought it would be clean since it was an imperial castle, but surprisingly, it doesn't seem to be that safe.”

“That’s right, Hanryang. They are people who hover around people, snatching words from their mouths, and writing down in their sleeves what comes out of their pockets and where they bought it.”

“... Strangely enough, they are similar to the characteristics of a spy.”

“That’s right. The level of education in the empire is so high that even Koreans may have become like that.”

'Did they do this to minimize encounters with other religious denominations?'

The meaning was read in Camellia's words.

The reason she came out to meet us in person was to hide us.

The main players of the party, the members of our church, have not yet been introduced to anyone other than myself.

The princess seemed to be planning to arouse as much curiosity as possible by keeping the existence of our church a secret from other churches, and in turn, hunt down spies of other forces who would continue to stir up trouble.

“Hmm. Bishop, are you in a bad mood?”

“No. It doesn't matter how you use it, but I hope you don't cause any harm to others.”

However, being in a bad mood is a bad thing, so I try to get a little angry as is.

“You don’t have to worry about that. I have no intention of breaking my promise to the bishop.”

Still, the princess didn't show anything and just assured me, so I decided to limit my minor anger to that point.

Rather, since Camellia seemed to have some real business to attend to, I decided to take care of it first before attending the party.

“So, you probably didn’t really come all this way to guide us.”

“You know very well.”

“What should I do?”

While other people were carrying their luggage into the mansion one by one, the princess saw Aila opening the door and entering the mansion for the last time and spoke.

“Does the bishop like opera?”

“Opera? You mean a play?”

“To be exact, it’s a musical play.”

“Well... I'm not the one who doesn't like it.”

“Then that’s it.”

The princess turned around and tried to leave the mansion.

At that moment, Thistle comes from inside again and calls me to stand.

“Ah, Lee Rim. Where are you going?”

“... Yes. I think the princess has something to do with me.”

“Actually... ah.”

Thistle was trying to say something to me, but when she saw the princess, she hesitated and couldn't get the words out.

Camellia speaks to Thistle in a calm voice.

“It’s okay, just say it. I can wait a little while.”

“Ah, Bae, thank you for your consideration.”

“It’s okay. Was this Thistle, an apostle of the Deshade Church?”

“Yes, that’s right. Princess Camellia.”

“Even if it’s not often, I’m sure we’ll see each other many times in the future. So you don’t have to bow down that much. The priests who serve God are citizens of the empire and at the same time subjects of their own God, and no matter what anyone says, your church is the protagonist of today's banquet, to which His Majesty the Emperor personally invited.”

“Joe, I will keep your advice in mind.”

Although Thistle has been working as an apostle of Deshade for a long time, he was ultimately born as a commoner.

Therefore, the princess takes the initiative to smile and try to make the heart, which is bound to become rigid due to the difference in social status, relax.

It seems that the externally calm attitude I showed to people other than myself was more effective than I thought.

Thistle came up to me while the princess was waiting at the door and spoke quietly so that she wouldn't hear.

“You seem like a pretty nice person.”

“... That's a fake smile, so don't believe it too much.”

“Is that so? If Lee Rim says that, I’ll keep that in mind!”

He appears to be compiling himself and clenching his fists while inhaling, but to me, he just looks cute.

“Rather, why is it like that?”

“Oh, actually, I prepared a gift for Winnet before coming here.”

Thistle says, showing me a small package that he took out of the carriage a little while ago.

“The fact that we arrived in the empire and the fact that Winnet safely delivered the letter to the empire is also important. So, from the conversation I had with Winnet before, I remembered that Winnet lived in the capital, so I brought him a gift... but I also didn't know where he lived. Could you please go out and find out?”

“Ah, if that’s the case, leave it to me. I'll find out.”

“If you think it will be difficult, you can just come back.”

“Why can it be so difficult? Advanced adventurers aren't common, so you'll have to ask around, or if you go to the adventurer's guild, they'll tell you right away.”

There was one errand I had to run on the way.

‘It’s Winnet. It's just a gift, well, I don't mind giving it.'

Indeed, as Thistle said, it is possible for us to be here now because of what Winnet has done for us.

Even though the excuse for asking me to do the work was because I was forcing Winnet into trouble and forcing him to do it, I can't deny that he did something important enough to repay the favor.

It's something I hadn't even thought about, but I'm glad Thistle took good care of it.

“Then I will come back.”

“Yes. Please be careful.”

Thistle smiled brightly at me, said hello, and went inside.

It seems that Camellia also saw that appearance.

After exchanging greetings, he and the princess start talking as soon as they leave the door.

“Looking at it, the relationship is not between an ordinary bishop and an apostle.”

“... How did you know?”

“The happiness on his face made me feel like I was living an unprecedented life.”

“While you’re criticizing me, please share your thoughts.”

“I think I can see at least a glimpse of why the bishop decided to protect them.”

The princess said as she guided me with an expressionless face, unlike what she was saying.

“So- to protect that happiness, you will have to work harder. Bishop Lee Lim. Now let’s get started on what needs to be done.”

        
            After leaving the hotel, I wandered around the city following Camellia's guidance.

When asked to state a clear purpose, what Camellia gave back was a simple answer.

“Nothing much. Before the banquet, I wanted to spend some quality time with the bishop I haven't seen in a while.”

Of course, I wanted to refute that and say what kind of bullshit that was, but I thought there was a reason I couldn't put into words yet, so I chose to just quietly follow Camellia's trail.

The first place I stopped by was a clothing store.

Camellia stopped in front of the largest and most extravagant clothing store on the street that nobles frequented and tried to go inside.

However, unlike the outspoken princess, I had no choice but to stop.

“Over there.”

“Hmm? Why but? Bishop.”

“Do I have to go inside too?”

“Isn’t that obvious?”

Of course, if it's a simple clothing store, there's no reason for me to be reluctant.

Nevertheless, the reason why I could not step on the threshold unlike the princess was-

When I looked through the window, the store was full of women's clothing, and more than half of the clothing on display was underwear.

So, I decided to resist as much as I could.

“If you want to choose underwear, I will wait outside.”

“You don’t have to do that. Since the place I will be stopping by is a place, the bishop's clothes must match mine.”

“Underwear?”

'There's an opera where you have to wear a set of underwear?'

I couldn't help but be shocked by Camellia's remarks, which completely blew away all my existing knowledge of the opera dress code.

But fortunately, it was my misunderstanding.

“... Bishop. I really hate myself having to ask this now, but I guess I have to.”

Let’s do “.”

“Is the bishop actually an idiot? In a conversation like this, I think it's natural to talk about suits.”

“... Oh, I guess so.”

In order to soothe the princess's decaying expression as I think about the fact that there is a problem with the intellectual level of the person I have chosen as a knight, I have no choice but to take a step inside.

Inside the store, as the princess had said, not only women's clothing but also men's clothing was displayed in a mix.

The female store owner, who at first glance seemed to have an excessive influence of Camellia, greeted us with flattery.

“Welcome, Princess Camellia. The staff at [White Decal] will continue to work hard today to provide the princess with the clothes she wants.”

“It’s been a while, Silphid Clothing Store. Is the trading company doing well?”

“Thanks to you, things are going well. Thanks to the village in the south that grows excellent textiles that the princess introduced us to, we were able to make even better quality clothing.”

“It looks like that. It looks like the underwear I mentioned are displayed well.”

“Ah! Regarding that, I can only say that I am truly grateful for the advice of this Sylphid, the princess. As the princess said, as a result of leaving the underwear visible from outside, the frequency of visits by young women increased. Now I dare ask, why did you realize that this would happen?”

The store owner clasped her hands and asked the princess a question as if she was really happy due to the increase in sales.

“Once women feel that they want to attract someone's attention, they want to arm themselves with beauty even on the inside. However, the customs of the empire still considered talking about underwear as a taboo, so many clothing stores were reluctant to sell underwear.”

“That’s right. Some people swear that showing their underwear is something only prostitutes do, but even those who are called prostitutes are in the position of priests in some religious denominations.”

“ When I say prejudice, I think it is prejudice, and when I say culture, I think it is a perspective that must be respected to some extent. However, if all the concepts that are so reluctant and taboo were respected, the empire would become a nation of monks. So, I thought about breaking it from this aspect.”

“Aha! So, you instructed our clothing store to do this?”

“That’s right. At a time like this, if the main store, the best clothing store in the empire, proudly showed that it had so many beautiful underwear and let them know that there was no need to be embarrassed, the women would turn their faces away at first and pretend not to know, but they would become interested and come visit. It was obvious that it would happen. There will be some people who criticize you for the time being, but don't worry, Silphid, the clothes you made will melt even the hearts of those people who are stuck.”

“ Indeed! I never expected that you could even think that way! After all, you are the princess!”

“Flattering is enough.”

Even though Camellia waves her hands in annoyance, the store owner smiles brightly as if he is truly grateful and gets back to work.

“As you said, we have prepared the clothes you will wear when you stop by the theater and the clothes you will wear when you go out to the banquet! Go inside and make your choice.”

“Please send the clothes for the banquet to my villa. Because of time constraints, I think I'll change right there and go to the party. In addition, I would like to ask for one more thing.”

“What should I prepare?”

“I would like you to prepare clothes for the man here.”

At the princess's words, a woman named Sylphid looked at me, covered her mouth with her hand with an excessive movement, and spoke to the princess cautiously, but with a lot of laughter.

“Oh my! I thought you were an escort, but you said you were a ‘man’?”

“Yes. Since I'm going to the opera, please wear something similar to the clothes I'll choose.”

“... Oh my, my! yes All right! This Sylphid, I will prepare clothes that will make you feel like you are a truly matching pair, no matter who is looking at you!”

A man named Clothing Manager answered and ordered his subordinates to guide us.

While doing so, he continued to say "Oh my" in a low voice and soon walked around the large store and disappeared from sight.

“I think there was a big misunderstanding. Are you going to let it go?”

“It’s okay. It's not a bad exchange.”

“What is it?”

“If that clothing store interprets the bishop as my lover and pays more attention to bring good clothes, wouldn’t it be a bad exchange?”

“The rumor that I am the princess's lover may spread incorrectly?”

“Lee Lim. What do you think of me? This Camellia Schaden Stair, of course, I thought about everything. Although Sylphid is a foolish and friendly woman, she is also a woman with a heavy mouth. So, knowing that, I intentionally let it go without correcting it. That woman only has the talent to keep quiet, but she is very good at it. That alone is enough to make me continue to support her company. He is an excellent person to be the owner of a company that will link up with the spy corps I lead.”

To put it simply, he is a horse with a heavy mouth and can do anything for himself.

Although I was convinced by Camellia's story, I still have one more question to ask.

“... There is one more thing that is not good.”

“Something?”

“I was wondering what happened to the doctor who became a bishop who found a lover like the princess without my knowledge.”

“Is there anything to lose? Although it only lasted less than a minute, I became a lover with Camellia, the most beautiful woman in this empire.”

“Would you like to?”

I thought it would be ineffective to protest any further due to Camellia's extremely confident expression, so I stopped.

Afterwards, the princess tried on about 10 clothes brought by the clerks one by one, and chose a white dress that clearly revealed her body.

“What should I do with the accessories?”

“Trust our clothing store’s insight.”

The princess puts on the dress first, then asks the store clerks for the rest of the coordination, and then asks my opinion.

“What is it like? Bishop?”

Camellia is wearing a white dress that clings to her body, with her pink hair pulled up in a round shape, exposing the nape of her neck.

“It’s not bad.”

Camellia frowned when I expressed my impressions as I saw it.

“This is the worst answer to give back to a woman. Doesn’t the bishop know how to say “pretty”? Even looking at it this way, I am a woman who is called one of the three greatest beauties among humans.”

“You asked for my opinion, so I told you my opinion. I will admit that you have a beautiful face and body, but I thought the clothes you were wearing were a bit ambiguous, so I answered that they were not bad. And, doesn't the princess really like people who flatter her?”

“I’m a woman too, so I guess it’s not that bad to hear lies at times like these. In that case, let’s think of the bishop’s judgment as a cool-headed decision and ask him again. Why did you think it was just beautiful enough to not be bad?”

“It feels too trivial. I would say that the white dress doesn't seem very obvious because the hair color is gorgeous.”

“I understand what you want to say. I got it.”

Drurrr

At that moment, a clerk brought a cart full of trinkets, so the princess asked her a question.

“I think I need something to draw attention to the dress, but what do you think would be good?”

“In that case, it would be better to wear small earrings, this ruby necklace as a necklace, and a corsage on your wrist.”

“Corsage? This is my first time hearing it.”

“Wrist ornament used in the Northern Kingdom, meaning a flower made of jewels.”

While the other clerks were putting ornaments on the princess's ears and neck, the clerk who answered the princess took out a small box from the center of the cart and showed it to the princess.

What was inside was a bracelet made of elaborately carved rubies into the shape of a rose.

“It’s bulky. It will definitely catch your eye. But wouldn’t it be a bit heavy?”

“It’s okay. Because it is an item made by a top-notch craftsman who was a former wizard, it is an accessory that not only has lightweight magic but also opens and contracts slightly in response to light.”

“It’s okay. Give me that.”

“I understand. Then please excuse me.”

Soon a large ruby flower bloomed on the princess's left wrist.

'That one thing really brightened the mood.'

Looking at it, I get the feeling that the princess's choice to leave all coordination entirely up to the people in the store was clear.

Of course, self-subjectivity is important.

However, despite being the princess of the empire, the princess relied on store owners much lower than her to coordinate her work.

Unlike herself, who only went out to parties once in a while, the princess trusted the insight of the clerks who were always at the store and handled the dresses and accessories of numerous nobles.

Drurrr

“I have prepared clothes.”

“Hmm. You came. Even the bishop needs to change.”

When the princess's preparations were completed, my clothes were also ready.

However, since I had the clothes Aila made for me, I didn't feel any need to change, so I spoke up.

“Sorry to tell you now, but I am comfortable in these clothes.”

Then the princess firmly refused.

“That's not good, Bishop. Dress code is a promise. Wearing the right clothes for the right place is not just to increase work efficiency, but also to respect the atmosphere of others who will be in the same place. So, change your clothes quietly.”

“... Ugh.”

“And I know what the bishop is thinking. I guess it's simply because the process of changing clothes is a hassle.”

“Camellia, did you know how to use mind reading?”

“It’s not really mind reading. Isn’t that what men are all thinking about?”

“That is prejudice.”

“But it was a hit.”

“You really didn’t say a word.”

“Why not set aside some time to do some self-reflection? Article by Lee Lim. You may be the monarch, but when we argue, you risk your life and try not to bow your head.”

“Yay, yay. I lost. Anyway, I'll change and come out.”

There is nothing more inefficient than arguing and countering what is said calmly and logically.

In the end, I gave up my resistance for a moment and quietly changed into the clothes recommended by the clerks, following the princess's instructions.

“Are you done?”

“Yes. I think this will do.”

“Good. From now on, it is external activities. Lee Rim. Follow me.”

The dress code was set.

So we left the store, crossed the door that the clerks opened, and went out onto the street.

This time, unlike the time she guided us around in a maid uniform a little while ago, the princess did not cover her hair, which made her identity instantly recognizable.

The princess, with her pink hair tied up and finished off with a headdress, stands next to me as if many people are watching and walks out proudly.

...

“... Isn’t this Princess Camellia?”

“Huh? Really?”

“You seem to be busy recently, but it's been a while since the princess has been out here. Who is the man next to him?”

“Isn’t he one of the nobles who requested a conversation with the princess as usual?”

“Still, this is my first time seeing you walking around with such a young person...”

“That’s right. I've toured the city a few times before under the pretense of inspection, but this is the first time I've seen you dressed up like that.”

...

'The purpose is to attract attention.'

If that was the princess's intention, she definitely achieved it.

It seems that Camellia's surprise external activities, such as her sudden appearance wandering around the city, have occurred several times before.

Before we knew it, four hooded guards who appeared to have been prepared by the princess who had followed us were surrounding us and moving forward, biting people.

'Maybe these people are from the Spy Knights.'

Camellia walked slowly down the street, waving at people, and quietly spoke to me without opening her mouth wide.

“Bishop. A bishop would recognize it, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“At this moment when everyone in the gathered crowd is applauding, people like Lee Dan-ah are casting dark, malicious gazes at us.”

“... Please wait a moment.”

Listening to Camellia's words, I spread my leven using my feet as a starting point and gradually expand my magical power.

This time, he tried to look as similar to the corps commander as possible, spreading out his magic power as thinly as possible, creating a presence so faint that it would not be noticed unless he was as sensitive as Feriana Raines.

Although the range was greatly reduced compared to when the magic power was explosively extended, it was still able to reach a distance that could reach the attention of hidden people.

Although it was difficult because it had to be done while walking, it was not impossible if you focused.

'19... 20, no, 22 people? That's a bit much.'

A total of 22 people were caught in the threads of magical power that were stretched out so that they could not be noticed by digging through the gaps in the crowd.

As the princess said, we identify people who follow us while maintaining a distance and who move differently from the rest of the crowd.

“22 people. Two people pretending to be lovers are spread out and looking at us, except for one group.”

“Well done.”

“Who are they?”

“Please wait a moment.”

When I asked again without looking away, the princess approached the couple holding the child, who appeared to be out of the house for the first time, smiled, gave a congratulatory message, and returned to answer.

“Who is it? They are spies of subversive forces who chase after the imperial princess who suddenly appeared on the streets and the bishop next to her.”

Before Camellia takes another step, she calls out to the knight who was walking in front of her and says something in his ear in a low voice.

After hearing the secret message, the knight immediately left the place and blended into the crowd. This time, the princess wrapped her arms tightly around me and said,

“Now, shall we start hunting?”

        
            It was peaceful all the way to the theater where the opera was held.

Unlike the Grace Estate, where you could definitely spot at least one person with a dark face as you walked down the street, the Imperial Palace had nothing but smiles on the faces of people walking on the streets.

“What is it like? bishop. I've never been to the Kingdom Union. I think it would be good information if you compared it.”

The princess asked me about my impressions of the city, so I was wondering how to explain what I was thinking, but then I thought of the perfect words and said them.

“It seems like a city of fools.”

“That’s poignant. Was there no better expression? Rather, why?”

“It has to be that way. Even if it is a street where only aristocrats walk, isn't an aristocratic society where there is at least one child of the aristocrat who drinks and makes a fuss in broad daylight?”

Camellia made a small sneer at my answer and expressed her apologies.

“Have you thought about that? In that case, I must say that I am truly sorry for not being able to properly protect the idiots and live up to the bishop's expectations.”

“What does that mean?”

“Actually, it's not that there weren't such guys until a few years ago, but most of them died in accidents, probably because they drank too much or had bad behavior. There are some people who became crippled while fighting a duel and left for treatment.”

“... How many people?”

When I looked at Camellia, she answered in a tone full of pride, unlike her quick glance.

“Approximately 200 people?”

“Do you really think that is a number that can be considered an accidental death?”

I am dumbfounded by the princess's excuse.

The Empire may also have a large number of nobles, but it is absurd that 200 children of nobles, including those with some mental problems, which I mentioned was a common occurrence, all 'accidentally' died in an accident.

However, the princess pushes ahead, thinking that fate, which is as inevitable as an iron wall, can do something like that.

“What should we do? Everyone's daily behavior was so rough that it seemed like it was too much, and it eventually caught up with them and led to each of their deaths. Although I would like to throw a party to express my joy at the disappearance of those who only hinder the development of the empire, it is a pity that I cannot do so because of my position as the princess. And, to be honest, there are too many nobles in the empire. It doesn’t matter if it decreases a little.”

“... I understood well.”

“What do you mean?”

“The princess is someone who sends everything that bothers her to hell.”

“Bishop. Looking at it this way, the bishop is someone who has pledged loyalty as my knight, but don’t you think that’s going too far?”

Sigh-

As soon as Camellia finished speaking, another person disappeared.

“However, the bishop’s answer is something I cannot deny.”

'There are 18 people left.'

It's already the 4th time.

It has only been 10 minutes since I mentioned the number of spies and one of the knights guarding the princess left.

The movement is slowing down one by one, starting from the ones at the back.

“First of all, let me ask you, are these people that you can kill so easily?”

“It doesn’t matter. Most spies are people with incomplete identities. Since they are citizens of an empire that I do not recognize, they are not among the people I must rule over.”

Sigh-

'17 people.'

As soon as another person disappeared, a large square appeared at the end of the street.

What appeared before my eyes was a huge building across the square.

It was a theater with a huge statue of a muscular man singing on the roof.

The princess looks at the roof of the theater and continues.

“But don’t be mistaken, Bishop. The people who want me to go to hell also mean people who will not be of any help to the prosperity of the empire. No matter how problematic a person appears in front of me who cannot even act a natural smile, I am prepared to accept it as long as he is a capable person who can mate with a dragon or two for the empire.”

“... I understand.”

Before speaking to the theater staff, the princess told me a story that concluded what she had been talking about as if she was making an excuse.

“And, even if it’s not my job in the Imperial Castle, there are quite a lot of casualties.”

“Why?”

“Unless it leads to a really big problem, most disputes are resolved through duels.”

“Ah.”

One way or another, even if there are laws and churches, they are only the minimum necessary restraints for humans to remain human.

According to Camellia's story, in the Empire, in most cases of minor disputes, the dispute is resolved through imperial-style duels called [Duels], and in the process, quite a few people actually die, so I was convinced.

At that moment, I was thinking about this duel because I had heard about it from Perina and Astesia a few times.

“Where! Are you going!!! Take your duel quietly! And then you are the eldest son of Count Pokos!!!”

Quaaa!

It happened right in front of my eyes.

In an alley frequented by nobles, five men were thrown out of a dark alley in the shape of a 'box' due to a magic lantern that had reached the end of its life and had not yet been serviced.

I quickly stepped forward and covered the princess with my body, fearing that a spark would hit her, and the knights who were guarding her also tried to draw their swords.

“... That’s it. It would be a good example to supplement what was being explained at the right time. Let me step back a little so as not to disturb you.”

We followed the princess's instructions and retreated to one wall.

I turned my head to the princess and looked to the side, wondering if it was a play prepared to show with my own eyes the explanation I had given earlier, but the princess responded with a look in her eyes that said, 'No matter how much it is me, I would not prepare such a complicated play for something like this.' This confirmed that what was happening right now was a real imperial-style duel.

[Duel], an imperial-style duel that suddenly emerged from the alley, continued.

“It's not over yet! Take your stance, you rat of Pocos!!!”

“... You have a foul mouth. Are all imperial-style duels like this?”

“Please do not misunderstand. Because that young lady is a little excited.”

Coming out of the alley following the five men was a woman with light-colored hair.

The woman was holding something in both hands.

The one held on one side was a commonly seen one-handed sword, a weapon worn by people for the purpose of dueling or self-protection rather than for the purpose of combat.

However, it was inevitably a little late for him to realize the identity of the weapon he was holding in his other hand.

That's because the wooden club he was holding in his left hand didn't look like the usual leftover building materials found around him, but rather had a somewhat round yet familiar look to it.

“... Ah, that's it. It's a chair leg. bishop. Looks like you made a big deal out of it.”

“Ah, that was it.”

Soon, Camellia, who was smarter than me, figured out that the weapon the woman was holding was the leg of a wooden chair.

“Hi! Monster... monster!”

“Who! Are you saying you’re a monster!!!”

At that moment, one man among the five human boxes managed to let go of the others and escape, screaming as he tried to run away.

However, the man was struck in the back of the head by a 'wooden chair' thrown by the woman and fell forward.

“He came at me with such a weapon with his bare hands, so is it really just nonsense to say that he is taking it out now?!”

Clink-

The woman threw away her one-handed sword and started walking towards the men.

Looking at the circumstances, it appears that the woman struck everyone down with her bare hands, unlike the eldest son of a noble family and the four people who appeared to be guards, who were holding weapons.

After seeing that, I asked the princess some details about the imperial style duel.

“Camellia.”

“Speak. bishop. Just enough to not interfere with watching the violence under the guise of this interesting duel.”

“What happens if there is murder in an imperial-style duel?”

“No one will blame you.”

“Why is that?”

“Because there is a safety device. It doesn't matter what weapon you use or how many collaborators you have, there is one thing that must be observed. The moment someone admits defeat, the duel is over. If you are a fool who doesn't admit defeat even when it is obvious that you will lose, it is not just my opinion but the entire empire's opinion that it doesn't matter if you die.”

“... I see.”

I don't think it's a bad custom.

If a duel like this can be avoided before it even begins by shouting for surrender, then there is no reason to accept it in the first place unless it is a duel with ridiculous conditions.

However, just as in all the tight rules, there are loopholes in the rules of this duel, just as perverts who like to delve into such tightness often come up with strange logic or subversive methods.

“... Stop now! I lost- Eup!!!”

“That mouth. Shut up. Who started first? It was you bastards who persistently harassed other ladies who were peacefully walking down the street!”

The woman gathered the men with broken bones together and tore their clothes to cover their mouths so that they could no longer move.

In that situation, you cannot admit defeat even if you try to, and you cannot run away even if you try to run away.

The woman went back into the alley and came out holding three chairs with her fingers. She then grabbed one chair and started beating her.

“... Do you plan to let it go even after seeing something like that?”

“You should let it go. There is no problem whatsoever. If you had bowed your head and admitted defeat in advance the moment you figured out your opponent's capabilities, wouldn't this have happened in the first place? Lee Rim. A wise person's life is long, and a foolish person's life is short. If you don't like that, you have to prepare at least one secret move.”

At that moment, a man who had escaped the beating by falling to the ground first took out a short dagger from his pocket and rushed at the woman who was beating the other man.

But even for a moment, the woman suddenly turned around with such speed that I thought I had no idea how she recognized that, and kicked the hand of the man holding the dagger away with his foot, regardless of whether his skirt was fluttering or not-

Kwachang!

Unlike the dress she was wearing, she trampled on the dagger with sturdy-looking boots that did not match, breaking it.

It is a bonus that he picked up the broken chair next to the person he had hit first and started beating the person who had stabbed him with the dagger.

“... I will do so. By the way, is our time okay?”

“Oh, by the way, this is not the time to be like this. Well said, Bishop. I need to walk a little faster. The opera is about to start.”

Sigh-

'15 people.'

When I reminded her of the time, the princess decided that there would be nothing more to see, and when she left, she said that it was almost time for the opera.

We left the duelers behind and moved on, and at the same time, the signs of the spies also began to disappear one after another.

        
            Soon we arrived in front of the theater, and a man neatly dressed in a tailcoat bowed and greeted us.

“Welcome to Theater [Pastiva]. Second Princess Camellia Shaden Steyer. Today, our theater staff will do their best to ensure that you have a comfortable time.”

“It’s been a while, Pastiba Druel Rapace, the 3rd treasure of the Empire.”

“I am honored that you remember my name. However, that name is still an immature name to me. Please take it from me.”

“Modility completes you. Still, don't bow your head even though you have qualifications, because value is completed by others. La Paz.”

“I am just so sorry.”

Since it was the princess who visited, it appears that she was not just an employee but a theater owner.

The man took off his hat in front of Camellia again and said hello, then asked about me, who was next to him.

“But, the princess. I know the princess well, so I'll skip the procedures, but the man next to me...?”

Looking at the entrance of the theater, I saw a noble family showing their credit card to the staff, then checking something before letting them in.

From the looks of it, it seems that only people with a clear identity can enter this place. In that case, I could understand why the theater owner wanted to know my identity, no matter how close he was to the princess.

“My knight is Lee Lim, the bishop of the Deshade Church. Since he is a man from the United Kingdom, I thought he would have never seen an imperial opera. I thought I should give them a tour.”

“... Indeed. okay. If your identity is certain, there is no reason for me to arrest you. I hope you have a good time.”

Our confirmation process was completed verbally.

Instead, it seems that this was not possible for the escort drivers, and they were only able to enter after their identities were confirmed by other employees called by the theater owner.

'Security is tight.'

That was when I was watching a series of confirmation procedures.

Sigh-

'10 people.'

The number of spies has decreased considerably in a short period of time.

For a moment, the speed was considerably faster than before, but the moment we crossed the threshold of the theater, the thread of magic broke.

'what?'

For a moment, I thought I was so focused on the conversation with the princess that I forgot to let go of my magic power.

But I found out that wasn't the case after I tried to let the magic flow to the floor again.

'Is the magic energy that was released just dissipating?'

The inside of the theater was disintegrating and disappearing again just as the magic was about to spread far outside the body.

The princess noticed that I was momentarily confused and explained.

“Opera performed in theaters is also a property and a noble art that should not be disturbed. There is a device in place to prevent recording or sound recording caused by magic. That is why only educated people are accepted.”

“Eavesdropping magic is also blocked.”

One win, one win.

Because we entered the theater, which was equipped with anti-magic measures, we could not tell how many spies were left following us, and instead used magic to bring the spies who were eavesdropping from afar closer.

“But looking at the circumstances of the entrance, isn’t this a place where only nobles of the empire can enter? The spies won't be able to get inside.”

“That means it’s better.”

“What do you mean?”

“By doing this, it became possible to select spies. If they are spies who cannot immediately prepare a disguised identity to enter the theater, can't they be interpreted as spies of a weak power that can be safely killed?”

“In that case, the spies who passed such a complicated verification process and were able to follow us right in...”

“Yes. Since they clearly have a solid background, they will follow you after paying the disguised identity of a nobleman that can be used in an emergency and the entrance fee to an expensive opera.”

“Then what are you going to do with those who come after you?”

“Unlike the guys outside, they are real bastards, so they should be captured alive.”

Just as we reached the end of the hallway, a staff member opened the staircase door leading up to the VIP section on the second floor of the stage.

When you go up the stairs, what you see is a place with a clear view of the stage.

Beyond the concept of VIP seats and VIP seats, there was a seat that seemed to symbolize absolute power where only two people, the princess and I, could sit.

The escort knights did not come inside, but instead stood on the raised passageway outside the door, so it was naturally up to me to take care of Camellia.

Druk-

I looked at the two chairs and thought that since this was a place, I should treat the princess well, so I brought out a chair for Camellia to sit on.

“... Hmm?”

However, the princess stared blankly as I brought out the chair and then sat down late.

“... Why are you doing that?”

“No. I had no idea that the bishop would even know how to behave and behave in the manners that come from such advanced learning.”

“I wonder what you usually thought of me and why you thought that way.”

“To be honest, I only thought of him as a quality fighter who I couldn't expect any manners or consideration from. They say they are from the Kingdom Alliance.”

“That’s all prejudice. Rather, how does the Empire view the people of the Kingdom Alliance to come to that conclusion?”

“Of course, since it is a place where the same people live, should it be so drastically different? It's just that the farmland is at the level of annihilation, so there's a widespread perception that they must be bad guys because they ate a lot of meat from the demon beasts, and that most of them are soldiers, mercenaries, and adventurers.”

“... Well, it's none of my business, so I'll just assume it's a matter of feelings between countries.”

Spurrr-

As soon as he finished speaking, the stage curtain rose.

An opera seen in a theater led by the princess, with a string of spies behind her.

The name of the play was [Worshiping Pastiva], a play I had no idea what it was.

The story is roughly about a young man named Pastiva who proposes to a woman and promises to marry her if she brings him a star.

The story goes that Pastiva set out on an adventure, but encountered many difficulties, and each time, Mortis, the national bird of the empire, gave her hints on how to overcome the path ahead, so Pastiva safely obtained the star.

'Bored.'

However, the performance was seriously boring in my opinion.

I think this musical play would have been a little more interesting if I hadn't been spoiled by meeting a person named Pastiva of the Third Generation at the entrance of the theater.

The actors' singing and acting were excellent, and a lot of effort was put into the stage setup, including the use of magic tools, so much so that it could be said to be a 4D experience center, with the feeling of wind blowing, the shaking caused by falling rocks, and even the feeling of water droplets splashing.

Despite the high level of everything, the reason why I was so bored was because the content itself was so fairytale-like or childish that it would be more appropriate to say it.

'There are a lot of kids.'

Looking down at the visitors below, I saw that there were quite a few young children holding their parents' hands.

Perhaps the original story of this performance itself is a fairy tale passed down from generation to generation in the empire or something like that.

And the princess watching the performance,

“Hahahahahaha-!”

'Is this a story that will make you laugh that much?'

Throughout the performance, he was smiling brightly like a child.

'It's creepy.'

Another side of the princess that we see today as well.

At one point, he took on the appearance of a dignified monarch, proud of his strictness as a blood relative of the royal family. For a while, he became a kind-hearted saint to the children who came out on the street, but this time he looked no different from the children below. there is.

Rather than having one's own subjective self, the feeling is that one is imitating the right image each time according to the situation.

'ah. It suddenly occurred to me.'

As I was looking at that, there was one person that came to mind for the first time in a long time.

Before coming here.

A junior girl who was working at the same convenience store as me until she was struck by white lightning.

'... What was his name?'

When I suddenly try to recall it, I can't remember the name.

I always called my juniors juniors.

First of all, since I called her my senior, there was also a girl whom I only called my junior.

The only connection is that I entered the same university a year later, and that I joined the fairly large convenience store where I was working as an assistant part-timer.

'She was a bit similar to the princess.'

I didn't try to have much contact with other people, but my junior stuck by me so much that I remember him a lot.

Maybe it was because I had a pretty good face in college, so there were always people around me.

However, the junior always showed an attitude that suited the group, no matter what group he was in.

Rather than acting, it felt like the color was changing as different colors of dye were applied to the white fabric.

She was a woman who was liked by only showing off her ideal appearance in front of people, like a princess next to her.

'And whenever he came in at the same time as me, he always talked behind my back and asked me to hang out with him.'

Although he was such a junior, he always grumbled in front of me and said various things, such as how tiring life was, so it remains in my memory.

‘I feel a little sorry. Are you worried about me? no. 'I wouldn't have worried as much as he did.'

My junior probably saw me being struck by lightning and falling down.

The moment I said hello to her and opened the door to the convenience store, lightning struck me.

I feel a bit sorry for not being able to remember the name right away.

“Bishop. It’s over.”

“... Huh?”

Clap clap clap clap-

Just then, I come to my senses when I hear applause and Camellia's call.

Before I knew it, the opera was over.

A round of applause in praise of the actors.

In particular, the sound of applause can be heard as children clap loudly, ignoring the pain in their hands.

... clap clap clap clap-

I also applauded appropriately to the chaotic rhythm, and all the actors who finished the play came out and said hello, and the curtain came down, ending the performance completely.

Afterwards, nobles with children began to leave first.

Then, what begins to appear are four people sitting in a spot overlooking the terrace where Camellia and I were sitting.

Unlike the people who came as families, the talent of the people performing these plays and operas was excellent, but for me, I was a group of four people who came 'alone' to see a rather childish play that I would never have come to see if I had been told to come alone.

Camellia looked at the four people quietly, then slowly got up from her chair and asked me to move. At the same time, the spy knights standing in the hallway began to move.

        
            Immediately after the performance ended, the princess and I went into a separate room to wait for someone.

Even so, Camellia conveyed her impressions of the opera, as if she thought there was no better way to waste time than waiting in silence.

“It was a really good performance, wasn’t it? Bishop.”

However, I can definitely say that it was not a good time for me, who dozed off for about two hours.

“Not really.”

Camellia then asked me in confusion why I thought that way, and I answered sincerely.

“Why?”

“First of all, isn’t this a fairy tale made for children of different ages?”

“It is not a fairy tale. Because it reproduces facts as a play.”

“... Really?”

“Then. Just be real. It is one of the few plays based on a true story in an empire with 200 years of history that has even been cross-verified.”

“Then it would have been better if I had known about it first... No. Still, it feels like watching a documentary, so the final impression may be the same.”

“Documentary?”

“Hmm... It means something like a spectacle that incorporates a true story into a play.”

“... Ah, I guess that's it. It's a word from that world that spirit soldiers sometimes say, the roots of which we can't understand.”

“Yes. That’s it.”

“Anyway, that means that no matter what was done, this play would definitely not have been fun for the bishop.”

“Unfortunately, that’s my impression.”

I was a little dumbfounded that all the childish content was based on a true story, but if it wasn't true, it would further raise questions about the birth of Pastiva, the third generation owner of this theater, so I decided to believe it.

Still, Camellia felt regretful and tried to build a consensus with me.

“It’s a shame that you can’t sympathize. Still, aren't the songs and music outstanding? Today's song alone was a song composed by Ludwig before his death, but was never completed. Symphony No. 11 was completed under the supervision of Pastiva and the lyrics were added.”

“Even if you say that, you don’t know much about the music of the Kingdom Union, let alone the music of the entire empire.”

However, the only songs I knew were the ones in the corps commander's music box, so the formation of consensus ultimately failed.

“... Hmm, that's a shame. I wish the bishop would pay more attention to music. I need someone who has the same hobby and can talk about it. Since you have become my knight for a long time, I believe that you can fulfill that role.”

“Sorry. In my opinion, I don't have a goal to spend time understanding music that deeply. Also, even if I don't have that hobby, I won't starve to death.”

“Of course, that is correct. Music is not necessary to live. However, music is like a luxury item. The deeper your culture, the easier it is to form a consensus with others.”

“That is definitely helpful. I will listen carefully.”

There is still quite a bit of time left until the evening party.

Even so, I was wondering why Camellia was staying here for a while when she could have just gone back to the palace and prepared to attend the evening banquet once her schedule was over, but something happened that soon made me realize her intention.

Knock knock-

“Come in.”

Sigh-

“Princess Camellia. The spies were captured.”

“Bring it.”

The knight, who appears to have blood on the inside of his hood, enters the room we were in with Camellia's permission and reports to the princess.

“Off! Turn it off!”

“Cough! Ugh...!”

Soon, four people with their bodies tied up and even wearing gags entered the room.

“Kneel.”

puck-

“Queunnn...!”

dump-

Soon the four men were brought to their knees as members of the Knights of Intelligence pounded their shins with iron boots.

Someone said that they were all people who entered the theater alone and had a dull expression on their faces even while the opera was still going on.

Camellia looked at them just a little, for just a few seconds, and then said hello.

“Welcome. Was it fun to attend the performance, which you hastily prepared with your own money and disguised your identity? Spies.”

Camellia points out each person accurately with her finger and tells them the story behind it.

“This is the Rugal Church, these are the Priests of the Iron Cage, you are a disciple of the wizard Lilian, and you are a spy for the Winged Knights of Sohan? It seems like everyone had a lot of questions for me.”

As soon as the princess finished pointing out the names, two of them fell silent and two of them appeared to be struggling wildly, as if they wanted to make an excuse.

“Out of the 22 people, I selected the useful ones and there were 4 of them. That's a pretty good income. It was worth the time. Well, let’s end with confirming the face for now.”

That was the end of Camellia's interest in the spies.

Then, the knight leading the spies asked the princess about the treatment of the spies.

“What should I do?”

“Kill the Knights of Sohan and the spies sent by Lillian. I guess he sent it because he was afraid of me putting pressure on him. It probably doesn't have any useful information.”

“The spy sent by the Rugal Church and the Priest of the Iron Cage is-”

“Lock it in the basement of the villa. Let’s interrogate him separately later.”

“Okay.”

'It looks like there's a separate prison in the basement of the villa.'

I was surprised for a moment to discover that there was a space in the villa that I had never known about in the annex where I had been guided by Camellia to the first and second floors. Then, a knight led the prisoners and left the room.

However, while the rope was being dragged out, one of the prisoners' gags came off, and the spy spoke harshly to Camellia.

“Princess Camellia! If you kill me, Lillian won't leave you alone! Lillian, if you show your true feelings, you and Mortis! He is the one who can create something from the dust of the world!”

Wow-

The shouting occurred at the same time as the knight ran up and kicked him in the jaw.

But the words had already been spoken a long time ago, and Camellia's face became cold.

“... Hibana.”

“Yes.”

“Tear this guy to death.”

“Okay.”

At the end, the mouth of the prisoner who fell to the floor was gagged even more tightly than before, and the remaining members were also bound again and sent out.

So the three knights leave, and the princess asks one question to the knight who remains in the room until the end.

“Rider. What was it like with the person you hired as a helper to the Spy Knights on a trial basis this time?”

“Are you talking about the person from the United Kingdom? It was worth using.”

“Cold Ryder, if you say so, it must be said that you were pretty good. Send it to my room after three days. Just say you will hire me officially.”

“I understand. I will listen to your letter after dinner and send it to you.”

Soon after the man called Ryder left the room, the princess looked refreshed.

When I saw that Camellia's posture had become more relaxed than before, I spoke to her.

“You must be happy that the hunt was successful.”

“Of course. Thank you, Lee Rim. Thanks to you being with me and attracting so much attention, it has been quite a profitable hunt.”

“Is this the end of today’s work?”

“Yes. There will be a party, but you won't have to worry too much about it. Just like me, you can adapt to the people around you and roughly memorize their names and faces.”

“Okay.”

“Oh, I'll be requesting a dance at least once in the middle, is that okay?”

“I can’t dance.”

“It’s okay. I will guide you well.”

The princess finished the work with a look on her face that seemed quite happy.

For a moment, Camellia stopped by one side of the room, saying that she would personally guide her on the way home, took off her dress and accessories, and put on the simple waiter's clothes and hood as if they had met her for the first time when she came to the city.

After I changed my clothes and went out the back door of the theater with the princess, it was starting to get dark.

“Huhuhuhu-.”

'It's happening again and again.'

As the princess walks down the street, her steps are bouncy and a smile spreads across her face, even making her eyes smile.

I find it annoying that the princess keeps making me feel like I'm meeting new people, regardless of their age.

“What makes you so happy?”

“Hmm?”

“Because the smile hasn’t gone away since earlier.”

“Ah, was that so?”

However, this time it seemed like it wasn't really an act, and the princess calmed down for a moment when I pointed it out.

“It’s fun, there’s a reason to be happy.”

“You mean they caught all the spies?”

“No, because the opera was fun.”

“Yes?”

When I questioned Camellia's answer, which was different from what I expected, she pointed to various objects found around the city.

“I am the one, Bishop. I like Mortis.”

The things she pointed to were all patterns, statues, and paintings of three-legged eagles.

The three-legged eagle, which appeared like a wise man in an opera a while ago and gave advice to the main character, and is depicted on the imperial flag, is said to be the bird that founded the country along with the first emperor of the empire, and is commonly found anywhere in the imperial castle.

“Mortis was an excellent bird, but it was also a sad bird.”

The story is another fairy tale of the empire.

It is said that the first emperor of the empire promised to rule over everything in the world with his friend Mortis.

However, as the war of conquest continued, both Mortis and the Emperor grew older, and eventually Mortis died first, and the Emperor also stopped there.

The emperor swore in front of Mortis, who fell from the sky, that he would rule over everything in the world, but in the end, he too passed away due to aging, and the current empire has come to a standstill, or something like that.

“That's why there were statues and paintings of the eagle erected throughout the imperial castle.”

“That’s right.”

“Still, it’s a bit questionable how it happened that there are more statues of birds that the emperor was said to be close with than the face of the first emperor.”

However, I don't really understand the sadness contained in the story.

To me, a beast is just a beast.

Even if an eagle can speak, the fact that an eagle gets more attention than a person is not very understandable to me, who is strict and draws a clear line between humans and animals.

Therefore, I was just venting my own dissatisfaction to Camellia.

“Even so, in the end, I think he is a bird that knows how to speak human language-”

“Bishop.”

“Yes?”

“Shut up.”

While I was talking about my theory without paying attention to Camellia for a moment, she became very upset and made me shut my mouth with a sharp look in her eyes.

        
            Camellia's eyes were hostile, something that had never been shown to me before.

So, I immediately realized that I had made a big mistake and calmly walked away.

“... I'm sorry.”

“Never insult Mortis in front of me again. Think of attacking Mortis as attacking yourself.”

“Okay.”

'Is it a mistake? Camellia seems to really like that bird.'

This was definitely not acting, but after experiencing what I thought was anger from within, I knew for sure that the story about Mortis was the princess's betrayal.

And at the same time, I became clear about what the princess wanted.

When the princess ordered an uncharacteristically harsh method of disposition in response to the words of the spy whose gag had been removed a little while ago, it was actually an order in response to Mortis being insulted, not herself.

‘For Camellia, the national bird named Mortis is a role model, no different from her own alter ego? It's not like there's any confusion.'

I don't know exactly why that happened.

Still, one thing was certain: Camellia had feelings for Mortis that went beyond admiration or admiration, and wanted to achieve with her own hands what the bird and the first emperor had wanted to achieve.

“...”

The extremely awkward silence ended only when I arrived back at the mansion where the members of our church were.

Camellia pulls back her hood and tells me about the future.

“From now on, we will begin a counteroffensive with the bodies of those we imprisoned and the spies we killed.”

“I see. What should I do?”

“Of course, it looks like the bishop hates complicated things, so he can just treat whoever approaches him appropriately. I will take care of the rest.”

“Then what I have to do is-”

“Same as usual. Externally, I will deal with demons and entities that hinder the development of the empire, and I will tell you the names of those who oppose me, so you can cut off their heads.”

“It means you can just assassinate.”

“That’s right. I will order those who have grown in size while failing to fulfill their duties under the protection of the empire to cut themselves off by pointing out the presence of the captured spy. In the process, there will be people who don't like it and want to harbor subversive intentions toward the empire. The bishop just needs to cut off the person’s head.”

What Camellia is trying to do is to completely absorb the forces that have grown enormous.

First, the plan is to repeatedly stab the painful area to create a wound, and then when the spear blade protrudes from there, cut it off and subordinate everything to the state.

However, such a plan is so complicated that it seems like a headache, so I ask why they don't use an easier method.

“I have one question.”

“Something?”

“Why do you not want to force them into submission from the beginning?”

Camellia heard my question and paused a bit before answering.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“A little while ago, I was overreacting. I apologize.”

'Are you talking about how angry you were earlier?'

Although the question and answer do not match, Camellia continues.

“Mortis and the first emperor were power itself. The two made up for each other's shortcomings and led war horses to create the territory of the current empire.”

“... I see.”

“But, that’s just it. When the two lost each other, they aged rapidly. That's where the expression "losing half of one's body" originated.”

When Camellia turns her head, what she sees is a fountain in the shape of a mortis standing in the square.

She shared what she thought when she saw the statue.

“True strength does not come from strength alone.”

She lifted her palm, squeezed it once, and then opened it to see what she was thinking.

“To be strong means to be cunning. Only by combining cunning can one achieve true strength.”

I thought it was something I heard somewhere and it immediately came to mind.

'It's the same thing as what the commander said.'

It was the same story that Legion Commander Helias told at the watchtower of Grace Territory a long time ago.

“The small moon rises early and the huge moon rises late. When the moon wanes, it will be right after it has fully risen.”

Camellia's words, spoken softly as if reciting a poem, echo on the quiet street.

“So, if you start with a large bowl from the beginning, the time to lean will be delayed. The empire already tried to dominate everything through force alone, but eventually reached its limits. So the first emperor chose to accept all different races and build a larger nation to become stronger. We have laid the foundation for the next war of domination. So, in order to move forward, I must use cunning as a weapon.”

Does it remind you of the history of the empire?

If not, is there some deeper, more impressive memory from the past that made me think that way?

The princess remained silent for a long time, looking at her hands.

It was me who broke the silence.

“... It must be a job that requires quite a bit of thinking.”

“Isn’t that something you should talk about? A knight of Princess Camellia. Bishop Lee Rim has an obligation to stand on the same stage as me and receive the spotlight just for the main character.”

Camellia held out her hand to me.

“I will become the first emperor. You become my Mortis, Lee Rim.”

“...”

A gesture of equal treatment.

If I hold this hand, the princess will treat me with more trust than now.

But I didn't want that much.

All I want is to create adequate shelter and a peaceful enclosure for the people who have gathered for me.

This is because holding the princess's hand means that they will have to stay only by Camellia's side.

So, I say that I will exist next to her only as a simple vassal.

side-

He kneels down and kisses the back of the outstretched hand, showing the appearance of a subject.

“... You get the spotlight alone. Princess Camellia is enough to be the main character of the world. I will decline to become a leading actor.”

Then Camellia asked me, showing great regret.

“... Lee Lim. Are you the type of person who hates being noticed by others?”

“It’s a makeup issue. The makeup the opera singers were wearing a little while ago looked so stuffy. I am not a person with the right personality to stand dressed like that in front of others, so I will just support you from behind.”

“They are saying that they will allow you to stand in a position where you can rival the princess of the empire for a long time, but you are refusing this. Don’t you think it’s a shame?”

“It may have been because Mortis and the first emperor were suited for each other, but all I can do is work hard. I can't be Mortis. I'll just wait quietly.”

“... Really. The appearance is smooth, but I really hate to see that face with a sly smile on it.”

“Thank you for the compliment.”

“It would be a good idea to think again about living too positively. Anyway, I'll see you at the prom later. I look forward to coming dressed up.”

Camellia said that and turned back.

However, at the last moment, he seemed to have not completely given up and left, indicating that the path to recommendation was not blocked.

“Still, keep it in mind at any time. Because I will be waiting for Mortis to come to me at any time.”

“... See you later.”

After Camellia left, I found myself talking to myself in front of the entrance to the mansion.

“... If you try to stand at the top, will everything become the same?”

Camellia has sworn to use all beings as her strength in order to become stronger, and has even stated that she will possess cunning.

For a moment, I was shocked because the exact same theory as the corps commander came out.

Of course, the scale is different.

On the one hand, there is the old general who ultimately ended up being the commander of an army, and on the other side, even though he has just become an adult, he has practically everything in the empire in his hands, and is even banding to make his grip stronger. Because she is a princess.

“... Well, does it matter?”

Still, it's not bad.

Unlike the corps commander, the princess is a human being who can bring us more benefits.

For me, since I have chosen the princess to protect our church, the more cunning she is, the better.

With some understanding, I opened the door into the mansion.

“Ah! It's Lee Rim! Lee Rim, come quickly!”

“Huh? why? What is it?”

As soon as I entered, Aila grabbed my wrist and led me.

What I witnessed when I entered the large living room on the first floor without knowing anything was-

“... Wow.”

It was a sight that made me utter only one word filled with admiration.

“How about it? Pretty, right? yes? I coordinated everything!”

The insight of a clerk who has worked for many years at the best clothing store in the empire?

I thought the best decision would be to trust and leave it to the hands of experts who have worked in such places.

However, there may be someone with better insight than that clerk.

That's the insight of Aila, who always makes clothes for us in her spare time.

Aila prepared matching outfits for all of us.

Everyone wore a black dress based on the color scheme of the church, so the shorter people wore dresses that looked a little cute, while the taller people, such as Thistle and Hwarim, wore slender dresses.

It's a bit plain, so I'm wearing appropriate accessories around my neck and bracelet that don't feel too luxurious, but they don't really stand out.

'It's something new to me, but they're all so beautiful.'

In any case, whether it is clothes or accessories, it becomes meaningful only when the face supports it.

However, it was a pity that I couldn't see them standing still.

“Now, let’s go back to the beginning! one! two! three! Four!”

Clap- Clap- Clap- Clap-

Everyone was wearing dresses and taking steps in the hall to the sound of Peria's applause.

“... What are you doing more than that?”

“Dance practice! There might be a case where we have to dance at the banquet we're going to! Everyone is practicing taking appropriate steps through the quick class given by Peria!”

Immediately after seeing everyone taking a turn in sync with the sound Feria made with her mouth, I looked to my side.

“It was something like that. But even if other people are like that, what about you, Aila?”

However, I feel puzzled that Peria doesn't say anything even after seeing Eila standing alone next to me.

Then, instead of answering, Aila held out her hand to me.

“Hehe, come on!”

“Huh? Uh.”

I suddenly grab the outstretched hand.

OK-

“I've had a chance to learn dance before, so I've learned it to the point where I've heard from my sisters that it's quite worth watching. I passed Feria in one go!”

Ayla started dancing while holding my hand, and I naturally started taking steps along with her.

“Don’t panic, when I put my foot out, I put my foot out, and when I put my foot out, Lee Rim puts out his foot. If you think the tempo is going to be fast, take a turn!”

“... That’s fascinating.”

I was embarrassed to suddenly be interrupted by practice, but Aila taught me much better than I expected, so I just followed the tempo.

“Making eye contact is all about reading the other person’s thoughts! Lee Rim would have done well, right?”

When I take my eyes off my feet, what I see is a black dress with a low chest and a large green jewel necklace attached.

“... Hmm! Lee Rim. It’s slightly above.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

When I naturally looked at Aila, her ears blushed slightly, which is rare, and she asked me to raise my eyes just a little.

As you learn to dance, you look at other people.

“Why is Feria wearing a dress too?”

“Yes! He said he was going to go to the ball wearing a trickster suit again, so I tied him up with magic, took off all his clothes, and put on a new one!”

“... You did it too drastically.”

Peria, who taught dancing, was also wearing a light-looking dress that exposed all of her shoulders this time.

The blue jewel hanging around the neck is visible at a glance in such an outfit.

'I'm thinking of kicking that thing out.'

I saw the necklace that Peria's mother had put in her bag before leaving the Demon Territory.

So we continued to practice dancing until an hour before the party started.

        
            The place where the banquet is held is the main palace of the imperial castle.

Since the host of the banquet is held in a huge hall is the emperor, everyone attends unless they are physically disabled to the point of difficulty moving around, have a serious mental condition, or are important people who must 'absolutely' not leave the room.

The entrance order is as soon as we arrive, but we, the main characters, appear at the last moment.

Until then, we looked down and observed the people coming in from the waiting room on the second floor, prepared right next to the hall, where the outside was visible only from the inside.

Peria, who was forced to change her clothes thanks to Aila, rests her chin on the table to make sure she has memorized all the personal information of the people coming in, and explains it to us with a bored look on her face.

...

-Delufin of Jacques Morheim is entering!

-Deltahorn's Hyacinth is entering!

-Arundal of Baktowel is entering!

-Dekale’s Honors is entering!

...

“You don’t need to worry about those. The thing in front is not a title, but the name of the region they rule.”

“Local nobles? Just by looking at what you're wearing, you look like you have a lot of money.”

“Of course, from the empire's point of view, they are good-natured and gentle sheep who cannot even think of treason, and model taxpayers who do not like to be caught in the wrong, but the main purpose of coming here is to exchange information among themselves or somehow get closer to the center. It's to make connections with people.”

As soon as the hall opens, the numerous nobles who entered are divided into groups.

After a while, they began to grow in size as people of higher positions and ranks came in.

What's interesting is that although there are many nobles, their titles and ranks are not mentioned when introducing them.

Among the people who come in, there are not only barons and dukes, but also commoners, but they are not introduced, so it is impossible to know who has what title.

What makes me understand that it is different from the nobles' banquet I was thinking of is the memory of one of the trends of the empire that exists through a mixture of what Camellia said and the explanation Peria once gave.

'For the empire to survive, it is better to forge a sword that can slay one dragon rather than a hundred titular dukes.'

It reminds me of a comment I heard somewhere that commented on the trends of the empire.

It is said that this is done so as not to forget the imperial spirit of prioritizing ability rather than birth, so considering that we do not have to be intimidated by the fact that we do not have any position, I think it is not a bad custom.

...

- Ferdian, the unstoppable flame of the Lapis Lazuli Metallurgy Association, is entering!

- Ganrod, destroyer of the pagan chapel of the Iron Cage Priests, is entering!

-Sohan, the leader of Sohan's Wing Knights, Tyrant's Calamity, is entering!

-Lillian, a Void Walker from the Tower of Void, is entering!

...

“You can at least remember the names of these guys. It doesn’t matter if you don’t memorize it, though.”

“Why?”

“The skills are good, but the future does not seem bright.”

“What does that mean?”

“It's still just my guess, but these are people whose heads will be quietly blown off by the princess in the not too distant future. These are people who achieved high positions through excessive networking with only one achievement that they got because they were lucky in their childhood.”

“That’s what you’re saying, it’s a position that doesn’t fit the fraction.”

“Yes. Unless they make strange movements outright, they will probably be offended by Princess Camellia, so they will be put under pressure and be demoted or have their power limited. If you try to reject even that-”

“Do you mean that even mice and birds can disappear without us noticing?”

“Strictly speaking, it is treated as something like suffering an accidental death or being given an unreasonable task.”

Peria's explanation that most of them were people taken by the princess.

However, even so, the only ones who knew about it were tricksters like Peria and the nobles who paid a high price for the information in advance, and they all seemed to be quite popular.

As they entered, the local nobles who had entered the pasture where they had established themselves made another big move.

Everyone gathers in groups of twos and threes to where the people who were introduced a little while ago are, saying hello in grandiose ways and pretending to know each other.

As soon as you enter, the noise from one side is so loud that it drowns out the sound of the musicians who were playing music without mistakes, which is frowned upon.

However, that only lasted for a moment, and then the people at the entrance were separated by the loud shouting of the man at the entrance again.

‘Isn’t that going to rip that person’s neck? When this is over, will you give me a vacation?'

...

-Setius Erian, Bishop of Lehier, is entering!

-Trickster’s Triple Seven Paradox is entering!

-Rugal's hero, Beast King Tianeri and unwavering Paladin Aleph are entering!

-Red Purge's Cardinal Komondor and Sakania Seal are entering!

-Siran, the Witch of the Blue Rose, is entering!

...

People who know half of them.

I can see the vicar, the paladin, and the old cardinal from Red Fudge that I saw before.

“Oppa.”

“Huh?”

“Make sure to memorize what those people look like.”

“Okay.”

I listen to Peria's voice as she begins to explain with a serious face.

“You said you met the vicar who came in first, right?”

“Yes.”

“The ones who have a bad relationship with the witch hunters of that parish are the Blue Rose Witches who came in last. That woman over there named Sirian is the leader of a group of witches who have sworn allegiance to the empire.”

Lehire's Witch Hunters and the Blue Rose Witch sit on the opposite wall, which can be said to be the opposite of each other.

It seems to be clear that they are not on good terms with each other, and from the moment they entered, there was an air of not allowing them to even step on the tile that the other had stepped on.

I looked away after checking on Bishop Setias and the other Witch Hunters who continued to caress my neck as if they were not used to the dress.

Following Peria's finger, what I saw was a woman wearing a dark blue dress and a witch's hat-

Young kid.

“... That woman is the leader of the Blue Rose Witches?”

“Yes. Cyrán Erdenthal Etica. I like it when you call me Sirian.”

“You’re that young?”

He was a blue-haired child who was much shorter than others and shorter than Peria.

“Don’t be fooled by appearances. Anyway, they say the first time she was seen was 150 years ago, and she was said to have appeared in that form even back then.”

“... I really need to be careful.”

Having a youthful appearance for an older person means that one has reached a high level at an early age.

I clearly remember in my mind the image of a witch named Sirian holding the hand of a tall woman next to her, wearing the same dark blue dress, as if she were a child.

“Next, the Beast King Tianeri came out with Rugal’s Paladin.”

“Yes.”

“Water King Tianeri is one of the three heroes that Rugal has. In addition to that person, there are people called Dragon King Savage and Fetish King Parasig, but those two probably didn't come because they couldn't leave their seats empty to heal the injuries they sustained in the fight with the giants and because the giants might counterattack.”

Paladin Aleph, whom we have already encountered once, is an ant beast belonging to a type of Fain.

The inside of his body was made up of a lumpy carapace, and he was wearing a cloak all over his body, just like the one I had seen before, as if he was having a hard time finding clothes that fit.

Next to him is the Beast King Tianeri that Peria told me about.

'... What kind of species is that?'

Tianeri was a wild beast.

All I could say was that it was a wild beast.

It is a bit ambiguous to specify that his appearance resembles a certain animal. His entire body has a white base with black stripes like a tiger, and instead of hair, his head suddenly has a mane of great force fluttering like a lion.

Peria just moved on, saying that Rugal would take a neutral stance unless it was an act that blatantly infringed on their interests.

“The last one is Red Fudge. The Red Purge has a separate leader, the Pope, but like the Emperor of the Empire, he is a bit ill, so it seems that two people have come forward as agents. There are saints, but there are many saints who cannot leave their seats. There was a saint named Hirem Brigade who was originally in charge of external events, but it seems she has been suspended and cannot come. I heard they will be released soon.”

Next to the familiar face of Cardinal Comondor is an older man with the title of Seal, wearing the same red uniform he is wearing.

The difference between the two is that the Cardinal Comondor was wearing priestly clothes, while the Seal was wearing clothes that were closer to oriental style.

After memorizing the two people's faces clearly, I look at the last person who started with the familiar introduction and wait for Peria's explanation.

“... That person is teacher.”

“Of course, that’s why you put it off until the last minute, right?”

Even though Feria came in for the second time, the last old man can be seen deliberately delaying his explanation.

A person wearing a suit and the same hat on his head that Peria usually wears.

However, unlike other people, that person, instead of entering while facing forward, immediately turned his head in our direction and smiled.

“... Huh? Lee Lim. Don’t you think that person is looking straight at us?”

“It’s probably right. No magic or sorcery can hide its true nature in front of the teacher.”

'That's creepy.'

The man who taught Peria to become a trickster, an old man named Paradox, accurately found us and greeted us even though we were behind an invisible wall in the hall.

He lightly lowers his hat, smiles slightly, and even winks at Peria.

However, that was only for a moment, and it was only shown to Peria. It shifted its gaze to me, who was right next to me, and then changed its expression to an expressionless expression in an instant, and then stared at my body as if piercing it, giving me goosebumps for a moment.

As soon as the teacher turned his head and sat down at a nearby table, Peria said quietly as she saw people flocking in.

        
            “... Oppa.”

“Huh?”

“I'm planning to go with my brother when I go to the teacher, will you go?”

It seems that the reason Peria postponed explaining the teacher to the last moment was not because she was anxious, but because she was excited because it had been a while since she had seen him.

Feria has been explaining to people who come in complaining about their dresses for a while now.

What used to be boring eyes has now changed into sparkling and lively eyes.

Peria grabbed my sleeve in a cute way and led me in, so I responded.

“Of course. I’ll call you later.”

“Hihi, thank you.”

Peria doesn't show it in particular, but looking at this now, I definitely feel like that teacher is another of Peria's parents.

Even after I made an appointment with Peria, several people came in late.

...

Clayzen Highland Teoroi is entering!

The Marvelous One Admire is entering!

...

There was a blonde woman who entered standing tall in the middle of a group of women, each wearing a red dress and a red handkerchief on their wrists, and a woman with light blue hair who entered alone, accompanied by a person who appeared to be a butler.

'... Is this the woman I saw earlier?'

The slightly familiar-looking woman made me wonder if she was the same person as the young lady who was beating up people in the alley a little while ago.

However, after seeing a woman with light blue hair politely greeting a blonde woman who entered at the same time as her, I thought I must have been mistaken.

As soon as everyone who came today, including those who came in late, has entered, we prepare to enter.

“You’ve waited a long time. Everyone from the Deshade Church. Now is the time to enter.”

Before everyone entered alone under the guidance of the maid who came to visit us, we received one last request from Peria in the long carpeted hallway.

“Okay? Walk confidently. There are many benefits to be gained by making a good first impression. Don't be scared. Don’t worry, I’ll cover everything up no matter what happens.”

I feel this all the time, but in times like these, Peria feels more trustworthy.

So we formed a formation for our entrance, just as if we were going to fight.

A wide, long red carpet spread on the floor.

“Then, I will tell you.”

Nod-

The man standing at the entrance takes a deep breath after confirming that we have made final preparations.

At the same time as he let out his last breath, we all took Peria's advice deep into our hearts and took a step forward.

“Irim, the bishop of the Deshade Church and knight of Camellia Shaden Steyer, the second princess of the Empire, the church's apostle Thistle, and Knight Commander Enin of the Shallow Grave Knights are entering!”

Three people are officially announcing their names.

Thistle, which is sure to receive the most attention, represents the position of the church and me, and the name given by the Gaia Church of the Kingdom Alliance, Shallow Grave, was deliberately mentioned to let people know that our church also has the power to clearly separate activities. This is the name of the knights and their leader, which was taken as is.

'good. 'Has it started?'

Our work has already begun.

What you need to do is select.

Distinguish between friend and enemy.

Among the numerous nobles and talents of the empire who start whispering as soon as you enter, you can distinguish between those who show favor and those who do not.

...

“That person is the knight of the rumored princess.”

“Did you say you have the power to banish the devil alone? It's a great thing.”

“The rumors that were initially thought to be false were all confirmed to be true. It was difficult for Hearth Dillian to collect evidence that appeared in the Grace Territory of the Kingdom Alliance, but there were so many witnesses that it was considered a definite fact.”

“And this time, the power of Bishop Baphomet, whose expulsion was clearly confirmed due to the announcement of the Lehi Church, was revealed to be true.”

“People next to him should also pay attention. They say that when the princess's knight over there was dealing with Baphomet inside the sanctuary, they were the ones dealing with Baphomet's priests.”

“I heard that the number of people in that church is very small, but isn’t that everything? Some of them are even extremely short.”

“... Don't talk about your height. There is a story that Siran once treated a young man who did not know anything, thinking he was a child, but then he turned into a frog and was thrown into the garden.”

About half of them are people who are trying to judge how powerful our denomination is.

The remaining half are people who still doubt whether the church under the princess's protection is really worth it.

“The Knights of the Shallow Grave. The breath is good. They're using the name given by the Gaia Church just to screw them over. But what’s important is skill.”

“Even if they try, will they be able to defeat Rugal’s Three Heroes? From the looks of it, it could be the Scarecrow Church that Princess Camellia accepted to plot something again.”

“But it is a clear fact that we succeeded in banishing Baphomet. Because Lihi acknowledged it.”

“It’s just that denominations that serve the same evil spirit become attached to each other.”

“The little boy over there... A little child? Hmm, anyway, it’s been a while since I’ve seen a demon.”

“Who was there recently as a demon who went into exile and made a name for himself?”

“There was the imperial sword Lugian. That was already 5 years ago. It's rare for the imperial family to give a symbol of imperial citizenship to a demon, but it's been a while.”

“But what ability does that demon have that was accepted?”

“According to information I obtained from the outskirts of the kingdom union, I heard that there is a saint in the Deshade Church who looks like a demon, and she may have some hidden power.”

“I will have to observe it carefully. If anything, I might have to find out.”

...

The incredible amount of information pouring into your ears to the point where it becomes overwhelming.

'I'm going crazy.'

It feels like my head is ringing with noises coming from all around me.

Hundreds of words are heard every time you take a step.

Later, Peria will look at people's reactions and organize everything, but as someone who is receiving attention right now, all I can think of is for the banquet to end as quickly as possible.

And it seems I wasn't the only one who thought that.

Although I was the first to come to the capital and attend the knighthood ceremony of Camellia, for others, this banquet was their first time playing a leading role in front of many people.

Thistle and Enin were also showing a level of nervousness that they had never seen before, more than what they had shown when meeting the princess.

Hwarim and Aila do not hide their annoyance and insignificance from the attention and attention coming from those around them, especially from the nobles who give them a slightly special look when they see their bodies that are more revealing than usual by wearing dresses.

In particular, Raines and Peria are covering Astesia with their bodies, who is cowering because she is receiving more attention than she expected.

'It's a bit noisy.'

So it suddenly moved.

It was expected, but too much attention.

Especially those who blindly create norms about our denomination in their heads from the beginning and then view it with a negative gaze.

I didn't know about other people, but I thought I wanted to make them shut up, so I stamped my foot forward a little harder.

thud-

'Leven.'

Explosive magic power was fired.

Since I didn't save my magic power, everyone will probably notice.

But on the contrary, that is exactly what I hoped for.

The vibration of the Rakshasa with its rough magical power moves forward with a clearly defined goal.

flinch- flinch-

The direction is carefully controlled so as not to cause harm to others, and the magical power precisely envelops the bodies of people who have been gossiping and negating.

“Huh? Instead of talking about it, why is that like that?”

“Ah, no, I have a strange feeling...”

The nobles who were gossiping shut their mouths.

Not only that, but the nobles who were giving him strange looks also felt their bodies stiffen and broke into a cold sweat.

People with good sense looked in this direction, so I responded to them with a bright smile.

Then everyone closed their mouths and quietly hid behind the people.

‘I remembered all the faces. 'You bastards.'

Of course, that doesn't mean I have any intention of forgetting it.

“... Well done. Lee Rim.”

“What.”

Listening to Hwarim, who seemed particularly upset, quietly express her gratitude, I confidently stepped forward and took a seat to one side.

First of all, I decided on the people I could ask for help based on my first impressions and according to Peria's instructions.

“Cardinal Comondor. It’s been a while.”

“Wow, I was planning to quietly enjoy a drink today, but you came to say hello first. It would be wrong to keep quiet about this. Hehehehe.”

First, I sit down near the Cardinal Comondor, where I feel most at ease, and talk to him.

“I hope you enjoy your position as the protagonist, and I hope that the members of the church enjoy a comfortable party.”

“Thank you.”

At the same time as his small hand gesture, the people of Red Purge move a little wider.

The Red Purge people under his orders acted as a clever shield until the group, who had not yet adapted to the public gaze, calmed down.

After waiting for a while, the man at the entrance gave the final command.

“Yes. First of all, I would like to inform you that His Majesty the Emperor has once again become seriously unwell, so I will announce that he will not be attending the party.”

'I guess I won't be able to see your face again this time.'

The man relayed the emperor's news in advance to prevent people from panicking, and then informed them of the position of the agents representing the emperor who were hosting this banquet.

“The Empire's 1st princess, Glacia Schaden Mortis Steyer, and the 2nd princess Camellia Schaden Steyer are entering!!!”

        
            I heard that in the Kingdom Alliance, it is etiquette for a man to ask a woman for a dance.

And it seems that it is unusual for a woman to ask a man to dance, even in an empire.

Even if everyone knows that the proposal itself clearly implies a desire to explore the other person.

Although I am not well-versed in the empire's culture, I could tell that among the people looking at us from the outside, there were quite a few whose eyes were slightly widened.

And, of course, there was no reason to refuse, since it was clear that refusing the hand offered in that way would be nothing but great rudeness.

The atmosphere around them naturally solidified even though they had nothing to do with it.

I resolve this through a light conversation with Setias.

“Then, let’s dance and get insight into music.”

“There may not be time for that. Just because I'm not that good at dancing, I might step on my toes.”

“I don’t think Setias is used to such banquets?”

“Because there is no content such as sacred dance offered to God in Lihier's education. Please do not expect flexibility.”

“It is common for both parties. And, don't worry, even if you step on it, there won't be any rumors. Because there is a possibility that I will step on it.”

“... I decline that. If it hurts, it will scream that it hurts.”

-Hahahahahaha

The two of them changed the mood with light laughter.

Although the people involved were fine, there were many people around them who were nervous.

We went out alone holding hands, creating a good atmosphere by exchanging jokes without worrying about who would go first.

As the music begins in earnest, the parish priest speaks in a low voice.

“Sorry first.”

“What do you mean?”

“Belatedly, I realized that I had been so distracted before that I didn’t have time to say hello to Bishop Lee Rim.”

'Am I a better person than I thought?'

Setias felt a surprisingly familiar feeling.

They also expressed their gratitude to some extent.

However, the meaning of gratitude was only partial, and the main content was a greeting filled with the meaning of checks and balances sent to groups other than our denomination.

“Licher's servant Setias, as a priest who serves the same evil spirit, expresses his gratitude to the bishop. Thanks to the bishop, we were able to safely begin tracking Savat without receiving help from the Blue Rose Witches.”

“I’m glad it helped you.”

'Right. I guess the reason why I asked for the dance with the feeling of being in a bit of a hurry on purpose was to build up a little more favor with the Blue Rose Witches before they talk to me.'

Even while dancing, I can feel Setias' eyes focused on the opposite wall.

I put my hand on her waist, turn my body around and look at the direction she was looking at.

The ones there are the Blue Rose Witches.

Sirian, a small child-like witch sitting in the center, was looking this way.

Grinning-

The moment the witch made eye contact with me, she smiled in a slightly creepy way and suddenly waved her hands in the air.

OK-

pop-

Under the huge chandelier, in an empty space, hundreds of blue rose leaves emerge and fall, centered on Setias.

“They are a good pair. It’s service.”

“... Twin bitch.”

'Wow.'

It was at the same time that the witch Sirian's words, telling everyone to listen, and Setias' expression changed to that of a knight about to face a duel to the death.

“Hmm, hmm! Sorry...”

“Uh... no. It’s okay.”

I think about it for a bit after hearing Setias immediately apologize as if he had made a mistake.

‘The Blue Rose Witch. According to Peria's words, the Witch Hunters especially refuse because they are opposed to Lihere's will, and they take a neutral attitude toward other denominations and groups. 'Then what should I do?'

Now that things are like this, it is certain that after Setias leaves, a witch named Sirian will also come to us some time later.

It would of course be a good thing to maintain a relationship with the Witch Hunters of Lehire, who have been showing favor towards us from the beginning.

'However, the Blue Rose Witches can also bring benefits.'

However, leaning towards one side should be avoided.

'It would be best to be neutral and not listen to only one side's opinion, but let both sides treat us the way they want.'

Lehi is not a church that will be our ally for 1,000,000 years.

Therefore, it would be best to take their stories only as advice.

Before we knew it, the dance had come to its last moment.

Setias put his head close to me and quietly whispered a warning in my ear so that no one could hear.

“Bishop. I hope you remember my words. The Blue Rose Witches are the ones who betrayed Lord Lehier once and then betrayed witches like themselves again. There is only one thing in front of their name. Only the sentence ‘a witch who has not yet betrayed’ can be modified.”

“... Let’s listen carefully.”

It may seem a bit close to others, but it is a close distance, as if promising a future after the dance.

“... Please.”

side-

As if my indifferent answer wasn't enough, Setias kissed my shoulder just before leaving. As soon as the music ended, he said hello in a tone of desperation and regret and left.

“... Phew. Did you go?”

As soon as Setias leaves, movement is felt on the opposite wall.

'It's fast.'

The witch Sir'an, who was on the opposite wall, got up from her chair.

There is some time left.

It is not polite to cross the hall while dancing is in full swing.

They are probably uncomfortable encountering Lehier, so they will move in the opposite direction, climbing the wall of the wide hall, taking their time and moving slowly.

“Is the song a slow song?”

So, at this moment, put Feria’s words into practice again and approach your partner for the next dance.

“Astecia. Do you want to dance a song?”

“Yes, yes! Willingly...”

Unexpectedly, Astesia, who was not well adapted to dancing and could only dance to slow tunes, was watching me approach from the beginning.

Astesia almost seemed to think that she wouldn't have a turn unless it was for this song, but she was looking at me with unusually cute yet intense eyes, which made me laugh a little.

So, I bend down and play around a bit and take her hand and lead her.

“Let’s go. Cute little lady.”

“Ugh...”

He goes out alone with Astesia, whose face is red.

Neither we nor Feria expected it, but people's interest in Astesia was greater than we could have imagined.

A name that no one intended, but which makes it even more meaningful, a name that gains value from being given by many people.

'Saint.'

Being a saint is not a position.

Priests, cardinals, and popes are definite positions, but saint is another honorary title given out of reverence by people, in the same vein as a wise man or hero.

Therefore, the nobles of the empire who heard about what happened in the kingdom union were also surprised to see Astesia.

A demon saint.

Also a succubus saint.

People whisper about the heterogeneous aspect of two unsuitable things combined.

However, because there were so many people in Grace Territory who were saved by Astesia, the rumor was changed to their beliefs without any wavering and was passed down to the empire, so people did not have any doubts.

Numerous people testified that miracles had clearly occurred.

So, everyone does not deny that Astesia is a saint, but instead looks at her with curious eyes.

Of course, there were some who looked at me strangely or spouted obscenities upon hearing that I was a succubus, but when I sent magical energy to them as they walked and made eye contact, they became thoughtful and kept their mouths shut.

Following the rhythm of the music, he held Astesia's hand and walked slowly as he spoke.

“How are you feeling? Holy woman.”

“Ugh... Don't even call Lee Rim that. It's mischievous...”

“Hahaha- Sorry.”

“... Still, I feel a little strange.”

“Huh? What?”

Astesia blushed for a moment before speaking with a truly happy expression.

“The fact that I was helpful to people, that they remembered me, and that was not enough, that they called me by the name of a saint, all of this brings me happiness.”

“... I'm glad.”

“Mu, of course, it’s probably because people have some misunderstandings about being a saint. Because I don't think I'm a great person to be called a saint...”

It's somewhat better than before.

Astesia shows great courage every time she steps out in front of people.

Trembling is a symbol of the open wounds of the trauma that occurred when the person was extremely scared ahead of the trial, and the pain that continues to this day.

Still, as time has passed, Astesia has not given up on her beliefs even once since I met her.

So, I said, thinking that I would be more than happy if only Astesia would have a little more confidence.

“Saint. Is a saint really that special?”

“Yes?”

I spoke to the little succubus who opened her eyes wide and asked.

“To be a saint, you have to be able to perform magnificent miracles, heal people, and inspire people with your speeches.”

It reveals the noble heart buried in her fears.

“If others receive your help and think it is a miracle, that is a miracle, if their heart is healed after looking at you, that is no different from healing magic, and if they gain strength just by talking to you, that is sacred magic.”

“... Really?”

“Then. Every time I see you, Astesia, I think I need to cheer up. Is a saint any other saint? To me, you are no different from saints.”

“Boo, I’m embarrassed.”

“So. Have confidence. Ah, that's right. Since people are calling her a saint, should we officially say that Astesia is also a saint of our church? They say there are many other denominations that have saints, so there is no reason for our denomination not to have saints.”

“So, aren’t saints like a chimney in every house...?”

“So, what I’m saying is open your chest. As time goes by and people don’t call you a saint, I will call you a saint until the end if you want. What if it's a demon, what if it's a dragon? As long as you have a good heart, you are all saints, saints, holy dragons, and saintly demons.”

It instills confidence in being called by an unfamiliar title.

Astesia seems to have gained strength after hearing my words, and I can feel her strength coming into the hand she is holding.

“Well, if you say so... I will be even more confident.”

“Yes. You can do that.”

Being in front of so many people, my body, which had been shrinking, straightened out.

Their backs stood straight, their chests proudly pushed forward, and the strength of their arms that pushed and pulled toward each other became stronger.

Just because I gained confidence, I felt that Astesia looked quite big.

'... No, is it actually a bit big?'

However, just for a moment, I make eye contact with the small, tiny succubus who somehow seems to have raised her gaze a lot higher than before.

“... Astesia. Did you grow up?”

“Yes?”

“Uh, I feel different than usual.”

“Ah... Yes.”

I ask this question because it feels quite different from when I was put on a carriage in the past.

Looking at Astesia's reaction, it seemed that she was actually quite tall.

I turn my gaze slightly and compare Feria and Astesia, who are looking this way.

‘Where are you looking? Die.'

'As expected, it's gotten a bit bigger.'

Even though it was only a brief glance, Peria caught me.

A different feel from your hand against your side.

Unlike when I lifted it on top of the carriage, my hands became slightly more cautious.

“I, Lee Rim?”

“Uh, yes.”

Without even realizing it, my eyes are drawn to my breasts, which are beautifully shaped and appear to be expected to grow, and I feel nervous for a moment.

“... hehe.”

It seems Astesia felt my gaze.

Astesia shows a slightly new side.

“Eight-.”

“Huh?”

At that time, the music was slow music.

Dancing to slow music does not require vigorous steps.

The reason is that slow music usually focuses on sharing emotions by being closer to the other person.

That's why Astesia moved.

Kkook-

Although it's a little embarrassing, it clings to my body nicely.

“After seeing Sister Thistle, I also wanted to try it at least once.”

A gentle hug like a lover.

He presses his chest against mine.

Exciting- Exciting-

The contradictory feel of the chest that is both soft and firm, the pounding of the heart, and the hot body temperature are conveyed.

There's one more thing that overlaps-

Hot-

Astesia is hugged, and the Asmodeus imprint on the nape of her neck becomes heated.

However, that is not because Haeju or the devil's will reacted.

It was because the power of Astesia and the sense of being a succubus latent in her magic were tickling my body.

Now, if you look down just a little, her eyes are at a close distance.

'what? 'Is this a little dangerous?'

As I look into those eyes, I somehow feel like I am losing control.

Astesia's eyes were also looking at me as she had hugged me, beyond the mischief I had seen, with a devil-like look in her eyes.

But that was only for a moment.

“... Ah, the song is over.”

“Ah, yes.”

A light prelude to the next song.

We both came to our senses to the lively sound of the instrument being played.

Actually, listening to Astesia's words, I may have been the only one who felt dazed and then came to her senses.

“Next time, will you dance together?”

“Uh, of course.”

As I held Astesia's hand and escorted her to her seat, in the midst of the music that had just begun to play cheerfully, I heard something similar to a promise coming from a very small voice next to me.

“You may not be able to become a princess worthy of a knight, but you can try to be a saint worthy of a bishop.”

        
            I heard that in the Kingdom Alliance, it is etiquette for a man to ask a woman for a dance.

And it seems that it is unusual for a woman to ask a man to dance, even in an empire.

Even if everyone knows that the proposal itself clearly implies a desire to explore the other person.

Although I am not well-versed in the empire's culture, I could tell that among the people looking at us from the outside, there were quite a few whose eyes were slightly widened.

And, of course, there was no reason to refuse, since it was clear that refusing the hand offered in that way would be nothing but great rudeness.

The atmosphere around them naturally solidified even though they had nothing to do with it.

I resolve this through a light conversation with Setias.

“Then, let’s dance and get insight into music.”

“There may not be time for that. Just because I'm not that good at dancing, I might step on my toes.”

“I don’t think Setias is used to such banquets?”

“Because there is no content such as sacred dance offered to God in Lihier's education. Please do not expect flexibility.”

“It is common for both parties. And, don't worry, even if you step on it, there won't be any rumors. Because there is a possibility that I will step on it.”

“... I decline that. If it hurts, it will scream that it hurts.”

-Hahahahahaha

The two of them changed the mood with light laughter.

Although the people involved were fine, there were many people around them who were nervous.

We went out alone holding hands, creating a good atmosphere by exchanging jokes without worrying about who would go first.

As the music begins in earnest, the parish priest speaks in a low voice.

“Sorry first.”

“What do you mean?”

“Belatedly, I realized that I had been so distracted before that I didn’t have time to say hello to Bishop Lee Rim.”

'Am I a better person than I thought?'

Setias felt a surprisingly familiar feeling.

They also expressed their gratitude to some extent.

However, the meaning of gratitude was only partial, and the main content was a greeting filled with the meaning of checks and balances sent to groups other than our denomination.

“Licher's servant Setias, as a priest who serves the same evil spirit, expresses his gratitude to the bishop. Thanks to the bishop, we were able to safely begin tracking Savat without receiving help from the Blue Rose Witches.”

“I’m glad it helped you.”

'Right. I guess the reason why I asked for the dance with the feeling of being in a bit of a hurry on purpose was to build up a little more favor with the Blue Rose Witches before they talk to me.'

Even while dancing, I can feel Setias' eyes focused on the opposite wall.

I put my hand on her waist, turn my body around and look at the direction she was looking at.

The ones there are the Blue Rose Witches.

Sirian, a small child-like witch sitting in the center, was looking this way.

Grinning-

The moment the witch made eye contact with me, she smiled in a slightly creepy way and suddenly waved her hands in the air.

OK-

pop-

Under the huge chandelier, in an empty space, hundreds of blue rose leaves emerge and fall, centered on Setias.

“They are a good pair. It’s service.”

“... Twin bitch.”

'Wow.'

It was at the same time that the witch Sirian's words, telling everyone to listen, and Setias' expression changed to that of a knight about to face a duel to the death.

“Hmm, hmm! Sorry...”

“Uh... no. It’s okay.”

I think about it for a bit after hearing Setias immediately apologize as if he had made a mistake.

‘The Blue Rose Witch. According to Peria's words, the Witch Hunters especially refuse because they are opposed to Lihere's will, and they take a neutral attitude toward other denominations and groups. 'Then what should I do?'

Now that things are like this, it is certain that after Setias leaves, a witch named Sirian will also come to us some time later.

It would of course be a good thing to maintain a relationship with the Witch Hunters of Lehire, who have been showing favor towards us from the beginning.

'However, the Blue Rose Witches can also bring benefits.'

However, leaning towards one side should be avoided.

'It would be best to be neutral and not listen to only one side's opinion, but let both sides treat us the way they want.'

Lehi is not a church that will be our ally for 1,000,000 years.

Therefore, it would be best to take their stories only as advice.

Before we knew it, the dance had come to its last moment.

Setias put his head close to me and quietly whispered a warning in my ear so that no one could hear.

“Bishop. I hope you remember my words. The Blue Rose Witches are the ones who betrayed Lord Lehier once and then betrayed witches like themselves again. There is only one thing in front of their name. Only the sentence ‘a witch who has not yet betrayed’ can be modified.”

“... Let’s listen carefully.”

It may seem a bit close to others, but it is a close distance, as if promising a future after the dance.

“... Please.”

side-

As if my indifferent answer wasn't enough, Setias kissed my shoulder just before leaving. As soon as the music ended, he said hello in a tone of desperation and regret and left.

“... Phew. Did you go?”

As soon as Setias leaves, movement is felt on the opposite wall.

'It's fast.'

The witch Sir'an, who was on the opposite wall, got up from her chair.

There is some time left.

It is not polite to cross the hall while dancing is in full swing.

They are probably uncomfortable encountering Lehier, so they will move in the opposite direction, climbing the wall of the wide hall, taking their time and moving slowly.

“Is the song a slow song?”

So, at this moment, put Feria’s words into practice again and approach your partner for the next dance.

“Astecia. Do you want to dance a song?”

“Yes, yes! Willingly...”

Unexpectedly, Astesia, who was not well adapted to dancing and could only dance to slow tunes, was watching me approach from the beginning.

Astesia almost seemed to think that she wouldn't have a turn unless it was for this song, but she was looking at me with unusually cute yet intense eyes, which made me laugh a little.

So, I bend down and play around a bit and take her hand and lead her.

“Let’s go. Cute little lady.”

“Ugh...”

He goes out alone with Astesia, whose face is red.

Neither we nor Feria expected it, but people's interest in Astesia was greater than we could have imagined.

A name that no one intended, but which makes it even more meaningful, a name that gains value from being given by many people.

'Saint.'

Being a saint is not a position.

Priests, cardinals, and popes are definite positions, but saint is another honorary title given out of reverence by people, in the same vein as a wise man or hero.

Therefore, the nobles of the empire who heard about what happened in the kingdom union were also surprised to see Astesia.

A demon saint.

Also a succubus saint.

People whisper about the heterogeneous aspect of two unsuitable things combined.

However, because there were so many people in Grace Territory who were saved by Astesia, the rumor was changed to their beliefs without any wavering and was passed down to the empire, so people did not have any doubts.

Numerous people testified that miracles had clearly occurred.

So, everyone does not deny that Astesia is a saint, but instead looks at her with curious eyes.

Of course, there were some who looked at me strangely or spouted obscenities upon hearing that I was a succubus, but when I sent magical energy to them as they walked and made eye contact, they became thoughtful and kept their mouths shut.

Following the rhythm of the music, he held Astesia's hand and walked slowly as he spoke.

“How are you feeling? Holy woman.”

“Ugh... Don't even call Lee Rim that. It's mischievous...”

“Hahaha- Sorry.”

“... Still, I feel a little strange.”

“Huh? What?”

Astesia blushed for a moment before speaking with a truly happy expression.

“The fact that I was helpful to people, that they remembered me, and that was not enough, that they called me by the name of a saint, all of this brings me happiness.”

“... I'm glad.”

“Mu, of course, it’s probably because people have some misunderstandings about being a saint. Because I don't think I'm a great person to be called a saint...”

It's somewhat better than before.

Astesia shows great courage every time she steps out in front of people.

Trembling is a symbol of the open wounds of the trauma that occurred when the person was extremely scared ahead of the trial, and the pain that continues to this day.

Still, as time has passed, Astesia has not given up on her beliefs even once since I met her.

So, I said, thinking that I would be more than happy if only Astesia would have a little more confidence.

“Saint. Is a saint really that special?”

“Yes?”

I spoke to the little succubus who opened her eyes wide and asked.

“To be a saint, you have to be able to perform magnificent miracles, heal people, and inspire people with your speeches.”

It reveals the noble heart buried in her fears.

“If others receive your help and think it is a miracle, that is a miracle, if their heart is healed after looking at you, that is no different from healing magic, and if they gain strength just by talking to you, that is sacred magic.”

“... Really?”

“Then. Every time I see you, Astesia, I think I need to cheer up. Is a saint any other saint? To me, you are no different from saints.”

“Boo, I’m embarrassed.”

“So. Have confidence. Ah, that's right. Since people are calling her a saint, should we officially say that Astesia is also a saint of our church? They say there are many other denominations that have saints, so there is no reason for our denomination not to have saints.”

“So, aren’t saints like a chimney in every house...?”

“So, what I’m saying is open your chest. As time goes by and people don’t call you a saint, I will call you a saint until the end if you want. What if it's a demon, what if it's a dragon? As long as you have a good heart, you are all saints, saints, holy dragons, and saintly demons.”

It instills confidence in being called by an unfamiliar title.

Astesia seems to have gained strength after hearing my words, and I can feel her strength coming into the hand she is holding.

“Well, if you say so... I will be even more confident.”

“Yes. You can do that.”

Being in front of so many people, my body, which had been shrinking, straightened out.

Their backs stood straight, their chests proudly pushed forward, and the strength of their arms that pushed and pulled toward each other became stronger.

Just because I gained confidence, I felt that Astesia looked quite big.

'... No, is it actually a bit big?'

However, just for a moment, I make eye contact with the small, tiny succubus who somehow seems to have raised her gaze a lot higher than before.

“... Astesia. Did you grow up?”

“Yes?”

“Uh, I feel different than usual.”

“Ah... Yes.”

I ask this question because it feels quite different from when I was put on a carriage in the past.

Looking at Astesia's reaction, it seemed that she was actually quite tall.

I turn my gaze slightly and compare Feria and Astesia, who are looking this way.

‘Where are you looking? Die.'

'As expected, it's gotten a bit bigger.'

Even though it was only a brief glance, Peria caught me.

A different feel from your hand against your side.

Unlike when I lifted it on top of the carriage, my hands became slightly more cautious.

“I, Lee Rim?”

“Uh, yes.”

Without even realizing it, my eyes are drawn to my breasts, which are beautifully shaped and appear to be expected to grow, and I feel nervous for a moment.

“... hehe.”

It seems Astesia felt my gaze.

Astesia shows a slightly new side.

“Eight-.”

“Huh?”

At that time, the music was slow music.

Dancing to slow music does not require vigorous steps.

The reason is that slow music usually focuses on sharing emotions by being closer to the other person.

That's why Astesia moved.

Kkook-

Although it's a little embarrassing, it clings to my body nicely.

“After seeing Sister Thistle, I also wanted to try it at least once.”

A gentle hug like a lover.

He presses his chest against mine.

Exciting- Exciting-

The contradictory feel of the chest that is both soft and firm, the pounding of the heart, and the hot body temperature are conveyed.

There's one more thing that overlaps-

Hot-

Astesia is hugged, and the Asmodeus imprint on the nape of her neck becomes heated.

However, that is not because Haeju or the devil's will reacted.

It was because the power of Astesia and the sense of being a succubus latent in her magic were tickling my body.

Now, if you look down just a little, her eyes are at a close distance.

'what? 'Is this a little dangerous?'

As I look into those eyes, I somehow feel like I am losing control.

Astesia's eyes were also looking at me as she had hugged me, beyond the mischief I had seen, with a devil-like look in her eyes.

But that was only for a moment.

“... Ah, the song is over.”

“Ah, yes.”

A light prelude to the next song.

We both came to our senses to the lively sound of the instrument being played.

Actually, listening to Astesia's words, I may have been the only one who felt dazed and then came to her senses.

“Next time, will you dance together?”

“Uh, of course.”

As I held Astesia's hand and escorted her to her seat, in the midst of the music that had just begun to play cheerfully, I heard something similar to a promise coming from a very small voice next to me.

“You may not be able to become a princess worthy of a knight, but you can try to be a saint worthy of a bishop.”

        
            While Astesia and Lee Rim are dancing in the hall.

While the people of the church were leaning on Red Purge's favor and avoiding unnecessary approaches, Hwarim expressed his intention to refuse to Aela.

“I refuse. As expected, dancing is not very good for me.”

“Eh- So Hwarim will stay here?”

“I have no intention of moving even if someone else suggests it, other than just dancing to one song with Lee Rim. That's the same even if it's you.”

“Aiiing, don’t do that, just dance one song with me! I'm still itching!”

“Now that’s done, try recommending it to someone other than me.”

“But the only person who can follow my dance is Hwarim!”

“What are you talking about? Aren’t there many other people around?”

“... If I were Lee Rim, I wouldn't want to dance with other guys I've never even talked to?!”

“Then it didn’t work out.”

“EEEING!”

“Stop whining. You're not the alchemist's cauldron, so why are you making so much noise?”

“Yiing! Iinginginginging!”

“... Phew-”

'I think it would be quieter if I just hit him hard.'

Aila tries to seduce Hwarim, but keeps failing.

It's not strange for women to dance together.

Dance has many purposes and meanings.

While dancing, people who haven't seen each other for a long time can say hello, there are times when men and women confirm their feelings by promising a secret meeting, and at the same time, there are cases where close women truly enjoy dancing as a sport, making each other partners and dancing in the hall. There is also.

In fact, in the hall now, in addition to people paired up between men and women, you can also see many women dancing together.

So, since Aila is a long-awaited party, she wants to dance with people other than Lee Rim, but that doesn't mean she has any desire to dance with men other than Lee Rim, and she has absolutely no intention of dancing with low-quality dances.

Yes.

Aila can never tolerate low-quality actions once she has started them.

If you're already doing it-

All the best,

Do your best,

Max.

If you're going to see it already-

With praise,

With envy,

To the point of causing jealousy.

'Gorgeous!'

That is the ideal and theory of faith that Eila has always held.

Therefore, Aila continues to invite Hwa-rim, who has the flexibility and understanding to follow her dance, but Hwa-rim refuses, so she has no choice but to sit there in frustration.

'If you keep going like this, you'll have to wait for Lee Rim to come, and if you make a mistake, you'll have to go back without even being able to dance!'

Eila was told by Peria that although the banquet and ballroom were included in the specifications, the time for actual dancing would not be long.

Naturally, although this banquet is on the surface a celebration of the expulsion of Baphomet, it is originally a state that introduces the Deshade Church, which is a newly established church in the empire and has a knight of the princess as its bishop, to other people of the empire. The place is the purpose.

Therefore, we cannot dilute the meaning of this banquet by holding the prom for too long.

Because of this, there are only about 20 songs that can be danced to, and Lee Rim has no time left except for dancing with members of the church, conversations with a few really important people, and one dance with the princess at the end.

It is also natural that the longer the conversation with those important people goes on, the more time you have to dance with the members of the church.

So, since it is Eila's first dance in a long time, it is okay to dance to just one song, so she wants to show everything she has, but as before, if a person named Setias comes to ask her to dance several times, she will not have time to dance with herself and Lee Rim. Since I could disappear, I thought I wanted to grab Hwarim and go out alone.

However, Hwarim could not accept Aila's request even though the magic tool and the alchemist's cauldron with a lot of magic letters engraved next to her continued to make leaking sounds.

This was inevitable because Hwarim was concentrating elsewhere.

'You need determination.'

Hwarim came to meet a group of witch hunters a little while ago, and her mind is already filled with stories from that time.

When Hwarim came to the capital this time, she kept thinking that she should talk to the Witch Hunters, especially Ingrid, and of course, Lihere also attended the banquet.

So, Hwarim told the members of the church that he had some business to attend to and would leave the place, and then went to see them standing on one wall.

In order to do this, it was a bit of a hardship to have to disguise myself as a member of the church and fight through the crowds of young nobles who were seducing each other by dressing up with all their might to avoid being caught by others.

Although Hwa-rim was asked to dance four times in the short time between them, she showed a cold face and chased them all away. Hwa-rim did not regret that she was able to approach the group after such a pointless act. .

Because Ingrid was found there.

“Huh? It's been a while. Kihihihi-.”

“It’s been a while.”

Ingrid was wearing a witch hunter outfit, not a dress.

People who participate in a party do not necessarily wear dresses.

People who are used to using servants sometimes bring servants with them, and in case something unexpected happens, they do not have weapons but bring escorts with them. It is a bit awkward to enter the hall alone in a dress, so at least a few people around you feel confident. There are also people who participate by wearing dresses.

So Ingrid joined the party as Setias's guard.

“Are you enjoying the banquet?”

“Only to a moderate extent. However, my desire to return is greater. Noisy things do not suit the emotions.”

“I also agree. The food is delicious and the drinks are good, but it all becomes meaningless when you come here as an escort. Ki kick.”

“... You've worked hard.”

“Thank you for your sympathy.”

However, contrary to her wishes, Ingrid wanted to stay in the parish and sleep, she is at the party like this because she chose the red color to play the role of guard in the lottery.

“Well, it seems like he already enjoyed it enough.”

“This level is medicinal liquor. Drinking enough alcohol turns the color of your body.”

As if to disprove that injustice, Ingrid, whom Hwarim found, was already half drunk even though she came as an escort.

The horn was broken like we saw before, but it seemed to be regenerating faster than expected.

The horn, which had already grown back to about half the size of the one that had been broken, still had traces of having been sharpened with a file, as if a lot of effort had been put into growing it this time.

Looking at Ingrid like that, Hwarim got to the point.

“Can you give me a moment? I have something to talk about.”

“Time? It's time. If this were something I could wrap as a gift, I could give you about 2 hours as a reward for helping me. Kihihihi-.”

“... It's a story about the secrets of your body.”

Pop-

For a moment, I thought it wouldn't be a proper conversation, but it stopped as Ingrid smiled at the story Hwarim quietly brought up.

Ingrid wasn't the only one who stopped.

At the time when Bishop Setias was dancing with Lee Rim, the Witch Hunters relaxed for a moment after Ingrid left.

They were divided into groups, radical and moderate.

Of the 15 people divided in that way, 2 people wearing dresses and 3 people who came as escorts responded to Hwarim's words.

These are people who are mixed here and there, not from one group or the other.

Now that so many people in the hall were moving with their own will, only they were frozen as if time had stopped.

The other Witch Hunters suddenly stopped and looked at their colleagues next to them as if asking what was going on.

Then, with a smile on her face, Ingrid casts a spell so that only Hwarim and those who responded can hear it.

Just-

“... I guess that's not what I'm going to talk about here. Shall we change seats?”

When Ingrid got up from her seat, several people tried to follow her, but she said it was okay, defeated the witch hunters who tried to follow her, and left the hall with Hwarim in tow.

The imperial palace is spacious, and there are servants who bring gifts from the owners along the way.

Therefore, as long as the knights standing guard throughout the banquet hall are not people who run in such a hurry that it degrades the dignity of the royal family, no one will stop the banquet attendees even if they are out in the hallway to drink and break the mood.

Hwarim and Ingrid sit by the window on the second floor passage, where they can see the moonlight and a chilly breeze blows in.

To people passing by, they simply appear to be a noble lady and a guard knight who have briefly escaped the uplifting atmosphere of the hall.

However, the content of the conversation is not like that at all.

“ To be honest, I thought that asking Hwarim for a favor was an act of giving me fatal evidence that would lead to discovery of what I was hiding. Ki kick.”

Ingrid said, scratching her broken horn in embarrassment.

And then, as if suddenly, when all the people passing by have disappeared, he asks a direct question.

“So, how did you know?”

The meaning was that he was truly curious.

When Ingrid moved around Hygge, she was confident that she wouldn't be caught, even though she left behind traces that Hwarim could constantly step on.

That's why she used magic against Hwarim, thinking that there was a half-chance that she wouldn't be caught.

However, the reason I thought Ingrid wouldn't be found out was because Ingrid had planned it out in advance.

She always wore a spell that controlled her perception so that everyone around her would not recognize her strange behavior as strange.

So, originally, even if Hwarim witnessed her using magic that she was uncomfortable with, she should have forgotten about it after about a day.

However, contrary to predictions, Hwarim remembered Ingrid's series of actions and the strangeness that came from them.

So, to prevent this situation from happening again, Ingrid had to somehow find out how Hwarim became suspicious of her.

There is absolutely no good thing about revealing your secrets to others.

        
            Ingrid put a condition on Hwa-rim who wanted to talk.

“If you want to know the secret, you have to know about it first. Please answer me. How did you find out?”

Hwa-rim looks into Ingrid's eyes and feels that there is nothing she cannot say, so she explains how she naturally broke Ingrid's spell and, more precisely, why she avoided it.

“Depth of field always starts with gathering your mind.”

“Yes?”

“Depth, me and Lee Rim... This is a method of handling magical power used by the bishop of our denomination. There is a martial art in which the most important thing is to keep your mind in a calm state so that you can always make cool-headed decisions in any situation.”

“... Ah. So was it like that? For some reason, I felt strangely caught.”

After hearing Hwarim's answer, Ingrid guessed the reason and was convinced.

“I’m not sure, but looking at the reaction, I guess that witchcraft is one that exploits people’s emotions?”

“Yes. you're right. It's more about witchcraft than magic, but it would get complicated if I explained it in detail, so I'll keep it simple.”

Ingrid briefly moves her hips out of the hallway and shows a book hanging on her waist.

“Is it a magic book? It was old, but I heard that the more old things are, the more scary magic they contain.”

“Yes. What I used was the magic written here.”

What Ingrid showed Hwarim was the magic book that Princess Camellia handed over to Ingrid.

It is a book containing the magic that has greatly helped Ingrid hide her identity.

“Fighting makes people excited. The magic that my colleagues and I wear enhances our emotions so that when something big happens around us, people around us focus on it.”

“The will to fight becomes stronger, while the width of the gaze narrows, so it will be difficult to notice abnormalities in the body of a colleague next to you. It's a simple principle to put into words, but it's so simple that it's so natural that no one can doubt it.”

It was only then that Hwa-rim realized that he was the only one who kept looking at Ingrid.

A kind of mental magic.

Naturally adjusts human psychology.

A magic that only makes you look forward and prevents you from doubting your colleagues around you.

Therefore, since it is not a harmful type, it is a technique between witchcraft and magic that makes it easy to penetrate the mind by not feeling hostility.

However, for Hwa-rim, who was using the depth of field, the erosion of the spell was not accepted from the beginning because it felt like interference with her calm mind, and because of that, Hwa-rim continued to accumulate memories of witnessing Ingrid's anomalies, and eventually reached the end. I did it.

In the end, this was something that Ingrid, who had no idea about the depth of Hwarim, had no choice but to find out about her strangeness.

“You got it right. Wow, it wasn't a spell that was explicitly aimed at us, and I never thought that their true identity would be discovered because they used martial arts to control their minds. Kikikick.”

In the end, Ingrid raised both hands to show that she had given up and asked Hwarim to tell her what she wanted to ask.

“I will keep quiet. Talk to me. About the secrets of your body and how you can obtain that power.”

“...”

Ingrid quietly looks at Hwarim.

This woman, Hwarim, has been asking the key questions from the beginning.

What her eyes contained was not the kind of threatening herself with information that she knew only to herself, but the earnestness of wanting to get something.

Ingrid speaks after confirming that there are no lies, deception, or wavering in Hwarim's eyes.

“... First of all, let me say that the really core content can only be revealed if everyone agrees on it and with someone's permission.”

“... I understand.”

Hwarim guesses from Ingrid’s words.

'It is not a form of organization, but a silence between colleagues. However, it seems there is someone else who can rule over them all, to whom this power has been handed over.'

After hearing Hwarim's answer, Ingrid quietly takes off her sunglasses.

Glasses that reduce the intensity of sunlight that I always wear even at night.

Hwarim only noticed something strange after Ingrid took down her sunglasses.

“Red eyes?”

Ingrid's eye color is red.

There are people who have red eyes.

Rather, it is common to see people with red eyes in this world.

However, to Hwarim, Ingrid's color is a deep, burning, and eager red color that, at a glance, indicates that a power that was not naturally created but was activated for some reason was activated.

'Were those glasses an artifact?'

The red eyes shine on their own when the sunglasses are removed.

The red light that covers the six-pointed star imprinted in the eyes, a characteristic of witch hunters and a characteristic of witches.

Sigh-

Ingrid, who showed me a part of the secret, smiled and-

Sigh-

“... What is this?”

He takes Hwarim's hand and places it on his large chest.

After being taken aback for a moment, Hwarim noticed another strange thing.

What comes into view are canine teeth that are slightly larger than those of an ordinary person.

Because it is quite large, the heart sound that can be felt in the palm of your hand a long way away from the heart is more than twice as loud as your own heart sound, and is beating more than 30 times faster.

“Can you hear me?”

“... I hear you.”

“Can you feel it?”

“I feel it.”

Do you see “?”

“Yes. It is visible.”

Ingrid asks the question again and then speaks.

“This is a power that can only be obtained with determination, this is a power that can only be obtained by giving up humanity, this is an eerie power that must be hidden from others, from those around you, and even from the people you are determined to protect as soon as you acquire it.”

Hwarim learned for sure after hearing Ingrid's condition.

“This is the power of those who go beyond the use of blood and even feel hunger as they are consumed by blood.”

“Huh? I guess there was something like this in Hwarim’s world too? Ki kick.”

Ingrid smiles mischievously.

It was explained in a serious way, setting the mood, but I felt a little embarrassed if there was something similar in the world of Hwarim, a soul disease.

“Of course, it’s different from what I know. What I know is that they are called blood religion, and they use a strange method of circulating blood in reverse and are skilled in witchcraft.”

“It seems like there is some connection between us to some extent. Even though the world is different, similar things seem to be everywhere. Kikikick-.”

After showing everything she can do, Ingrid puts her sunglasses back on.

Hwarim was convinced.

'I'm sure I understand. Then, it all makes sense that it regenerated instantly even after being wounded, or that it used magic using blood.'

However, Hwarim was not convinced.

'But learning this kind of magic makes everyday life difficult. If your heart is beating so fast, your heart will also be beating beyond your control. Why did you think of gaining strength by enduring such discomfort?'

So Hwarim asks Ingrid.

“Please answer one last question.”

“Of course. Because I have to go back soon.”

“I heard that Witch Hunters are strong, but why did they try to acquire that kind of power? Why do you have to wield that power, even using magic to deceive your colleagues?”

Ingrid looks lonely at Hwarim’s words.

“Why did you try to obtain this kind of power...?”

“Okay.”

The Witch Hunter sees the moon hanging high above the ledge.

A satellite containing magical power that comes through the magic tool, sunglasses.

The desire that boils deep inside my body is now mastered and answered.

“It is difficult to protect everyone with the power of Witch Hunter alone.”

Just by looking at the moonlight for a brief moment, her eyes started to glow red again, so she lowered her head again.

“Even though I can't even look at the moonlight and the sun's rays only make me thirstier, the reason I gained this power, and the reason we gained this power, was because I wanted to live and because I wanted to protect it. This power can only be obtained with determination.”

“Resolution...”

Hwarim recites the words ‘resolution’.

What Ingrid clearly showed was determination.

The power to protect colleagues living under the same roof, gained even by giving up a peaceful life.

Since it is no longer a human body, what it wants to achieve even by hiding it is peace and daily life.

'Am I prepared?'

Hwarim is in agony.

Weigh it.

Ingrid's appearance is much different from the blood religion she knows.

What you gain from having that power is the ability to stand up again no matter how much damage you take, and the ability to use hexes and magic using blood.

However, looking at Ingrid's condition, the moment you have that power, you have to give up the use of depth of field.

Depth of field is a martial art that requires you to maintain a calm mind at all times, but the force that requires you to focus all your strength on suppressing your emotions while your heart beats like crazy at all times is a polar opposite and cannot coexist.

'You have to give up one side or the other.'

So Hwarim has no choice but to think deeply.

It's contradictory.

Depth is a promise with Lee Rim, to walk together to a high level forever, martial arts to be with Lee Rim.

However, depth alone is not enough for Hwarim, who is no longer a soul disease, to follow Lee Rim.

'The fact that I'm standing next to Lee Rim right now is only holding me back.'

To achieve that, what I want to gain is the power of blood.

Only with the power of blood can Hwarim rise again and stand proudly next to him.

However, if that happens, the depth of field will not be available, the only time to monopolize Lee Rim will disappear, and the promise will be broken.

“Is it a choice?”

“... It's a choice.”

Ingrid quietly looks at Hwarim.

Hwarim recalls Ingrid fighting.

Now I can clearly see why she made such a reckless move.

In order to protect her friend Lyudmila, she deliberately took unexpected action and threw herself on her behalf.

Lyudmila has been saved from death by magic beasts several times without her knowledge, and Ingrid saves her and makes her look away as if nothing had happened.

That's why he used dark hexes and asked Hwarim for a favor.

Ingrid, who judged that she could truly be wiped out if things continued like this, had a glimmer of hope hidden up her sleeve.

And Ingrid was willing to use her power to save Lyudmila, even though she could be discovered by Hwarim and even though her heterogeneous side could be passed on to Lyudmila.

“... I respect you. You truly love your friend.”

“... Well, there comes a time when I, and no one else, hears all the tickling sounds. Kikikick.”

Ingrid lifts her butt off the railing.

The two take steps to head back toward the hall.

Just before I could re-enter alone, Ingrid spoke first.

“... If you really want power.”

“Huh?”

“You can come visit me again.”

“... It doesn't seem like a power that can be easily obtained, but why is it allowed?”

When Hwarim asks, Ingrid answers with a grin.

“Because I could see that there were precious things in Hwarim’s eyes. Kikikick-.”

That laugh is a sincere laugh.

It was a laugh directed at a friend with whom I felt a sense of kinship, which was different from the usual giggling and pretending to be sloppy.

Hwarim also recognizes that Ingrid's laughter shows her feelings of valuing her friends and responds.

“... I'll keep it in mind.”

“Hope you find happiness at the end of your hard work.”

So the two returned to their respective seats.

Ingrid is at the table where the witch hunters are,

Hwarim is a place where people from the Deshade Church live.

        
            No matter how much you try to minimize encounters with people through dancing, you can't just dance.

While I was taking a short break, I met people from the Rugal Church.

There are three heroes in Rugal.

However, in reality, it is the Paladins' job to take charge of the church's external events.

The three great heroes cannot leave their seats without permission because of their weight, and there are also people who are currently recovering from the wounds they received in the fight with the giants, so it was the two who showed up to attend the banquet.

One is the Beast King Tianeri, one of Rugal's heroes, and the other is Paladin Aleph.

“It’s been a while, Bishop Lee Lim. I heard in detail about the fight between Baphomet and Sanctuary through Lehire. I can understand why Princess Camellia went to great lengths to make him a knight.”

“This is too much praise. Aleph. This was possible thanks to the help of many people.”

“...”

Two people came to see me, so we exchanged greetings.

'He was a quiet person.'

To be precise, it would be correct to say that only I and Paladin Aleph were talking.

'You didn't say a word. 'Do you not know how to speak?'

The beastman named Tianeri, the Beast King, did not say a single word and just stood still and watched me, as if he had already told me in advance that he would leave all matters to Aleph.

I was perplexed as he remained silent until the last moment, staring at my face with his animal-like pupils narrowed, as if he was judging my capabilities, or if not, simply judging my character.

Whether he was embarrassed that his face was completely unreadable or not, he just looked at me until the end, and it was Aleph who ended up talking to me until the end.

“Sorry. Our heroes are all maintaining their calm. Since it is a position, words carry weight, but what you want to say is that you want to be prepared to fight at any time.”

“... May I ask the reason why this is just a guess?”

“These are people who have never opened their mouths even to me, so this is their own interpretation.”

“Well, I see...”

The relationship with the three heroes seemed a little awkward even for Aleph, and even though he was an ant head with no facial expressions, I could feel his emotions through a subtle current, but we exchanged quite a good conversation.

He praised the greatness of our denomination.

The story is roughly that they are thankful for handling this problem, which they could have taken on themselves if the time came.

They thanked them for handling the matter of Baphomet's expulsion, which could have resulted in the deaths of many Holy Knights and Priests if they had taken charge of it, and asked that they attend by all means, unless there is something important that the princess has ordered before and after that day, as they will be holding a knight's festival in Rugal soon. Then he left.

'He was a much more polite person than I thought.'

In terms of appearance, he looked like nothing more than a human-sized ant, so he was a little reluctant, but he was a very polite person.

In addition, I learned that the reason he appeared in the external affairs of the Rugal Church was because he held the position of Paladin Lord, a representative figure among the 20 paladins.

'It would be good to know that Cardinal Komondor is friendly in Red Purge, and Paladin Aleph is friendly in Rugal.'

Of course, it may have been their intention to keep other denominations in check by deliberately going far away from their posts to greet them first and being polite.

The values of the church to which the princess's knight belongs are not something that can be easily ignored.

Bishop Setias of Lihi came to me first, and we settled down close to Red Fudge.

So, I think Rugal's side showed their friendly side by talking at least a little bit.

Still, even if you think about it, he was a person who deeply embraced the word nobility.

‘Well, that’s enough. If this is the case, have you met all the people you could possibly meet?'

As soon as I finished meeting Rugal, the person who came to me was-

It was Aila.

“Irima.”

“Uh, huh? Why?”

While I was briefly drawing up a relationship chart in my head, Ayla came extremely close to my face with a very serious expression.

Aila brought her face closer to me to look me in the eye, then held my head with both hands and spoke.

“It’s time to dance.”

“What?”

“I can't take it anymore, I'll show you my real dance and destroy this place!”

It was an instant.

“Uh... huh?”

Without knowing why, I was grabbed by the wrist and dragged to the very center of the hall.

Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

Even as the prelude to the lively music and the loud sound of the orchestra resonate, the sound of the heels is clearly audible.

“What is it? What is it really?”

I wonder what happened to Ayla's hair while others were working hard.

The average strength of elves is the highest among the same race.

You can't shake off the arms of an elf who shows his sincerity.

I was made to stand in the middle of the hall by Eila.

“This is also called dance, I’ll show you the dance of a real elf!”

There was no time to escape.

Sighing, Eila placed her hand on my back, grabbed my right arm, and stretched it out.

Before there was even a chance to express his intention to refuse, he was already ready to dance.

'No, really, why are you doing this?'

If this is also madness, then it is madness.

Ayla's hand, full of desire for dance, guides me.

Just before the intense music starts.

Ayla, who was grinning, closed her eyes.

“Whoo-”

Exhale as if gathering your mind.

Afterwards, when the music completely died down for a moment to move on to the next song, Aila opened her eyes and looked at me with serious eyes and said.

“Okay, let’s go. It shows a dance that surpasses angels and moves even the gods of the sky.”

at the same time-

The dance began.

“ character. Let’s go!”

Aila's self-righteous dance.

The music was like a tango.

The prom is now in its second half.

Previously, the songs were about dancing as part of social gatherings, talking to each other, checking each other's feelings, but now these are songs only for dancing, for dancing, and only for people who are crazy about dancing.

It is a real time for those who have devoted everything to dance, without any conversation.

Serious yet passionate music.

The music band's conductor swings his arms sharply to control the strength of the instruments.

'It's music I feel like I've heard before before.'

Among the famous tango songs, it was like a mixture of the highlights of Scent of a Woman and Libertango.

While Peria was teaching everyone how to dance, I had Aila in charge and taught her how to dance.

So, if I was asked to dance, there was nothing I couldn’t do.

But what Eila wants is more.

Dancing involves matching each other's movements, but Aila wanted more from me than what she had learned at the dorm a while ago.

“Ugh...!”

Unlike what I had studied in advance, I am asked to ad-lib in easy parts where I can take a little breath.

You can tell from the look in his eyes that he is thinking about storming this hall.

‘I trust Lee Rim. 'You can follow me, right?'

'Why are you doing this to me?'

It's embarrassing, but there's nothing we can do.

Since he had already appeared in the hall and started to attract people's attention, failure was impossible due to the princess's dignity as a knight.

'I can't do this. I wonder if it's right to write it here, but this is the only way to keep up with Aila's movements.'

thud-

'Naksachal.'

I took advantage of the gaps in the steps and entered into self-suggestion.

This made it possible to respond to Aila's radical movements.

I'm getting used to the fast music and Aila's touch.

'good. Lee Rim, this is it.'

Once again, Aila asks for ad-libs.

Using all of my senses, I pull my foot back when Eila reaches out towards me, grab her wrist, and lift her body with all my strength as it bends.

‘Is this right? 'Are you sure this is what you're using here?'

'that's right! That's it, Lee Rim! Still, Lee Rim! Lee Rim can do more! Don't be scared! 'Try everything that comes to mind!'

As Aila's eyes become more and more intense, I make up my mind.

Although it was a technique I had seen in figure skating, I felt confident that it was not a technique that could not be used at this time.

so-

He just threw Aila into the air.

Whirling-

The decorations on the dress rotate.

Eila beautifully stretched out her arms and spun around to catch the fall, and at the same time grabbed her arms and took the steps again.

'okay! This is it! I thought Lee Rim could do it!'

'What on earth is this doing?'

Since I asked for it, I am receiving it.

I am doing as much as I want because I want it.

It's not to the point where I can't keep up, so I'm keeping up.

But my face feels hot.

There was nothing I could do about this.

That's because I feel like everyone is paying attention to us.

“Wow... what is it? What about that dance?”

“Beautiful. It's like a pair of swans.”

“What about the dance we’ve been doing up until now...?!”

“Is that a new popular dance? Who is the tutor?”

“I said it was the princess's knight. Your dancing skills are considerable.”

“But who is dancing with you? It suits you well.”

“Isn’t she an elf of the Deshade Church? She is.”

“It’s like a fairy tale... I can’t believe such a dance exists!”

“A picture. This is art!”

Although they were swaying their bodies as Eila guided them without even knowing what they were doing, it seemed like it was a dance that would greatly shock the young nobles who were leading the trends of the empire.

Everyone stopped dancing for a while to see our dance.

In the end, the dance turned out the way Aila wanted.

No one gathered here could show us anything more than our dance.

However, my thoughts go in a different direction.

'Wait a minute, is it okay to draw attention here like this?'

We must use as a weapon the mysticism of dancing around as if we don't know and only allowing conversation to a few groups.

However, showing such passion here and now is counterproductive to that policy.

I look at Peria to see if this is the right decision.

And as expected, Peria’s face is-

'You both go back to your dorm and wait and see.'

It was rotting away.

'Oh, this is ruined.'

It's unfair for me, who was dragged out by Aila, but what has already happened has happened.

Just before the dance ends, I break into a cold sweat when I see the young nobles itching to talk and Feria's frowning face.

“Irim, you are doing well. I thought you would follow me, but I didn't know that there wouldn't be a single mistake until the end!”

Only Aila, who could not see her expression because she was standing in the opposite direction from Peria, just finished dancing and smiled with a refreshed face.

Clap clap clap clap-

Before you know it, the music ends and you can hear people applauding in the gap before the next music begins.

It is natural to try to ignore the faces of people who want to talk to you and offer a humble greeting to everyone.

I had no choice but to bow my head and despair like Aila.

“... This is really messed up.”

“Huh? What do you mean, Lee Rim? It was the best, best, best dance?”

“Just… please be quiet until I get back to my seat.”

So we quickly walked back to our seats before people started talking to us.

        
            There is nothing more suicidal than dancing to everyone applauding and then going out alone again.

I sit quietly in my seat, catch my breath, and then greet the next person.

“Fuhu...”

To be precise, the moment the other person took a deep breath, he spoke first.

Clap clap clap clap-

“It’s a good dance. I don’t know where I learned it, but it was a dance that felt like it would touch the sky.”

“... Thank you.”

'There is no time to rest at all.'

The person who speaks to me while clapping lightly is-

The blue rose witches who walked along the wall and arrived at us were their leader, the witch Sirian.

“Oh, did you have to introduce yourself first? Siran is Siran. It represents the witches of the blue rose.”

A little witch wearing gothic clothes speaks.

In one hand, he is still holding the hand of a tall blonde woman who has been next to him since he first appeared.

Judging by the height difference alone, it seems strange to think that they are similar to mother and daughter, but their actual ages are quite the opposite and are much more than three times that much.

“Nice to meet you. Siran.”

“It’s hard. You can call me Sirian.”

Although he is a little boy with a bright smile, he carries on the conversation without letting go of his nerves.

“I heard. You said you banished the witch knight Baphomet? That's amazing. If Baphomet was inside the sanctuary, it would have been difficult to deal with him because he stayed overnight.”

“I was lucky.”

“If the devil could have been expelled just by luck, he would have gone back to hell a long time ago.”

'How should I interpret this?'

Although he has a smiling face, I'm not sure if he's still friendly or not.

Recently, when I saw the princess, I started to be suspicious of people I saw for the first time.

“From what you’re saying, I think you know Baphomet well.”

“You know. I know. Baphomet loves us. Baphomet loves witches. I have had several conversations with Baphomet, who loves hypocrisy.”

Siran brought the woman's hand he was holding in his left hand to his cheek, pressed his cheek against it, and spoke.

“Baphomet. Not to be hypocritical, but I really loved the Sirannes. So that liar and honest devil, while hiding his witch blood and showing pretense, would have given us everything if we really wanted it?”

“You really loved the witch?”

“Yes. Seems like a contradiction, doesn’t it? The devil who hypocrites hypocrisy. Still, that's the real devil. If he decided to be hypocritical, he would deceive his own heart and truly love the witch.”

After Sirian said that, he glanced briefly at the Witch Hunter who was glaring at him from one side and Setias in the center.

“So Baphomet would have actually listened to the Witch Hunters’ request even if they had entered the sanctuary. Those stupid and honest guys probably didn't know that.”

The moment I heard her words, something came to mind.

'Baphomet failed to attack Lyudmila at the last moment.'

The devil referred to himself as a knight who loved witches in order to play with humans and instill a strong image of himself in people, but did he actually come to love witches?

I don't know the details anymore, but that's what the witch Sir'an seemed to mean.

While I was thinking for a moment, Sirian spoke first.

“Did you say Bishop Lee Rim?”

“Yes. That's right.”

She lifted her face from the woman's hand on her cheek and slowly walked towards me.

And then-

pop-

Created countless blue rose petals.

Flower petals falling from the air cover the two of us.

Petals surrounding the two without a single gap.

Sirian moved once again from the beautiful yet cold curtain that had been created.

widely-

Sarrr-

Siran snaps his fingers and black rose stems surround my body.

She just came towards me and-

Bite-

“ugh-.”

He asks my ear and whispers.

“Can you do me a favor?”

“... Let’s start by listening to what the request is.”

“I mean Sirian. I don't want to fight with witch hunters like that.”

licking-

The witch licked my ear.

“Sir'an was waiting for the children to come in with their heads down and tell them that Baphomet also likes witch hunters and that if they politely ask the devil for a favor, he will gladly listen, but in the end, the children revealed the truth about Sir'an and Baphomet. I made the choice to turn my head away. I feel so bad about that.”

'What are you doing?'

The witch never stops.

He puts his hand on my chest and tries to undo the button.

“So I’m asking you a favor. Could you please mediate between those children and us? I'll give you plenty of examples. We have many beautiful children.”

I heard from the princess and Peria that there were many unique people in the empire, but this went too far.

“Or,

I can give you a reward myself.”

No matter how hard it is to see from the outside, this is a hall with many people.

That's why I couldn't tolerate any more strange behavior.

In the past, I may have been caught up in Gloria's tentacles to the point where I couldn't resist, but now I can break free of this level of restraint.

“Close.”

“Huh?”

As soon as you answer, magical power is infused into your body.

'This is how the puppet master used magic power.'

Place your heel on the ground and whip your magical energy like a whip.

thud-

Squeaky-

Grumbling-

“... Oh my-”

An attack aimed solely at tearing apart the things surrounding me and the witch.

The new method of using magical power seemed to be successful.

The rose stems that had wrapped around our bodies were torn apart, and the green rose leaves that had completely covered us burned to ashes.

“... He's more impatient than he looks.”

Sirian takes a step back.

I took off all of Sirian's restraints, adjusted his collar again, and answered what she said.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t like the case. If you give me another example, I will think about it.”

“Oh my, I don’t know if there is any reason to reject Sirian’s offer? Even looking at it like this, the treatment of the Blue Rose Witches seems so delightful that every man in the empire dreams of it at least once.”

We see the witch pointing backwards.

The ones there are the witch's companions.

'Are they all women here too?'

Like the Witch Hunters, there were only women in the group, and although they were of various races, they were also beautiful.

However, it was a little different from Witch Hunter: half of the women were properly dressed as witches, and half of them were holding hands as if they were their spouses.

But even so, I have everything.

So the offer is once again clearly rejected.

“I have someone else I love.”

“Oh, did you? Then I feel a bit sorry. Still, even among those with wives, there are many who come to visit us?”

There were a few people who were stung by the witch's explosive remarks.

In particular, among the nobles who attended the party as married couples, several of them ended up gulping down their drinks and then started being questioned by their wives on the spot.

“You can come secretly. If there is someone you like, you can connect with them as much as you like. Still not working? Do you think I love you so much that I can't break up?”

Sirian persistently makes suggestions.

Therefore, I will finally give you a clear answer.

“Our relationship is like that between spring and winter.”

“... It means you can't take it off even if you try. It's romantic. Okay.”

Siran decided to back down from my answer and gave me the last word.

“If it's an inseparable relationship, then I'm the one who suggested it. Still, consider Siran’s suggestion. Because cases can be prepared in other ways as well. Let's go back, Dominica. The eyes of the Witch Hunters here are so sharp.”

“Yes.”

Siran turned away from me and held the hand of the woman next to him.

At that moment, one thing caught my eye.

A blue necklace hanging around the neck of the woman that Sirian is holding her hand.

'uh? Does that look similar to the one Peria has?'

Among the Blue Rose Witches, those who do not wear a witch's hat are all seen wearing necklaces that are similar in structure to Peria's necklace.

'... Is it because of my mood?'

I wonder if it's a common necklace.

Now that I see it, each witch has a non-witch woman who looks like their partner, like Sirian.

'... Well, blue gems are something you commonly see even when you go to a jewelry store. It may be that everyone wore matching clothes while participating this time.'

Right now, just holding the conversation I had with Siran in my mind is overwhelming.

When I have strange thoughts, I dismiss them as overreactions and try to ignore them.

The witches move again and face the wall opposite the witch hunters.

'This side wants to improve their relationship with the Witch Hunters.'

The way they were giggling at each other seemed like they didn't really want a conflict with the Witch Hunters.

'More than that. 'Is time going to be a slow wave?'

After I finished talking with Siran, I could see the moon rising quite high outside the window.

Roughly speaking, the banquet ends when the moon is in the exact center of the palace, so I think I've endured enough at this point.

The music team was preparing the last song, and Hwarim, who had never wanted to dance, looked glad that she didn't have to dance.

'Have you met everyone you want to meet and gotten all the information you need?'

People from our church are also watching, so I can see Peria muttering and memorizing something to herself, and the others also look exhausted.

Since Reigns is nowhere to be seen, I wonder if he saw witches or witch hunters walking around and escaped somewhere alone.

I thought it would be okay to just stay like this and leave when it becomes a problem.

But I immediately realized there was one person I had forgotten about when I heard a voice coming from behind me.

“Did you have a good time? Lee Rim.”

When I looked back, the person standing there was Camellia Schaden Steyer, the second princess of the empire.

At the same time, he was my employee and ruler, like my boss.

“I met a lot of people. The way they share secret stories, suggestions, and whispers makes me feel very happy because I can tell that they are the kind of people who don't feel uncomfortable socializing.”

The final dance song is just starting.

At the same time as the musicians are pounding their instruments countless times and giving the last strength to their torn fingers, Camellia approaches me, holds out her hand and says:

“What is it like? Won't you dance the last dance with me?”

        
            Camellia asked if she would join the dance.

Those words were both a suggestion and a question in kind, but at the same time they were also words of refusal.

Of course, there is no right to veto.

On the contrary, the final tune of the music band that is currently resounding is enough to be considered secret music saved just for this time.

“... It's an honor. I'm happy to work with you. Princess Camellia.”

“That should be it. My knight Lee Rim. I'll make sure you have a good time.”

The princess stands up holding his outstretched hand and goes out into the hall.

Actually, I was aware of it.

The person who dances as an escort to the last song of the party is usually the person who is considered the most important.

Usually, they escort their wives and lovers, lords go out alone with their favorite knights, and those who do not have lovers go out alone with friends who can be said to be half of their souls.

So, in a way, it would be natural for me, as the princess's knight, to dance with the princess.

So, it was natural for Camellia and I to hold hands and go out alone, and it was also natural for the two of us to talk about various things while being so close that only our voices could touch each other.

“I guess your strategist is a trickster over there, right? That was a great plan. I was impressed by the way he was able to get rid of people who didn't really matter, and how he used his wit to tell people who really needed it.”

“Were you watching?”

“Of course. This is an order where the knight who serves me is the bishop. Irim, since it is your denomination, you must also pay close attention to the people who belong to it, so that you can know what they want and give it to them.”

“Thank you.”

“Well, it is a combination that is bound to stand out in the end. It is a denomination with only a few members, but its only male member is a bishop. The rest of the staff is made up of women and they are all beautiful.”

“Uh, um...do you feel that way?”

“If you just look at it as it appears, that's pretty much it. Already ripe and ripening fruits are placed in one basket. Even if you don't want to look at it, you can't help it.”

“Still, do you think people would think that harshly? That's too much praise.”

“... Lee Rim, you seem to have a high level of vision. I don't know how big of a weapon and presence that is.”

People who come out to dance have a moment where they naturally widen the distance between themselves and others.

After settling down, I held Camellia's hands and she held them tightly and said.

And that will never be heard by people around you,

In a very, very quiet voice.

“But. Lee Rim.”

“Yes. Please tell me.”

“You seem to be a bit tight on money.”

“... Yes?”

Words that have an eerie feel to them.

'money? money? 'Doooon?'

The topic of money is, of course, a common one.

Not everything in the world runs on money, but money is an important issue to live in human society, at least in a small way.

However, the problem is that since the place is the place, the talk of money coming out of Camellia's mouth now has a completely different meaning.

At a ball being held at the imperial palace right now, the story of money came out of the mouth of the princess, my boss, and it was not long ago that the imperial mold plate was clanking non-stop in a building of our church's parish. If it is right after gold coins are minted, things are different.

The wave wave has begun.

A song announcing the end of the banquet.

Unlike when dancing with Aila, it was a song with a comfortable feel, but it was not too quiet.

It is a song that brings peace to the mind as it is a song to decorate the finale and to spend time with important people.

But my mind never became calm.

“Ha.ha.ha.ha. Suddenly I don't know what you're talking about.”

I smiled brightly and tried to ignore the princess's words.

Because it was times like these, I tried to show off my acting skills to the fullest, but I was reminded that my chemistry with acting was the worst.

Kuuk-

Since you have to dance, where can you run away with your hands tightly held?

In the end, I had no choice but to listen to her quietly speak while sweating coldly while holding Camellia's hand and mine.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“Honestly, it was a bit difficult to ignore it. Even if it was stolen property, didn’t you think there might be a problem using it that way?”

“What... are you talking about-”

“Of course it’s money. This is the story of the coins sent by the bishop's denomination through an errand boy from the Imperial Bank.”

'It's ruined.'

Today, for the second time, the feeling of being ruined runs through my mind.

“... But why did you not talk about it before the banquet and do it now?”

“Because I had to focus on my date before the banquet. If I brought up that story while you were doing something important, Irim, your concentration would have dropped. Then we would have felt like we wasted precious time.”

'Is that why you brought it up at the end of the banquet?'

I feel amazing about Camellia, who already had what she wanted to say deep in her heart and held back even though her mouth must have been itchy as soon as she met me.

“Okay then, let me ask you just one question. Are you okay?”

“If it is within the range you can answer.”

“Who made the report? I just said I work hard.”

“The president of the Imperial Bank directly reported to me that there was a problem with the gold coins handed over by your church. I had a hard time persuading him who was furious.”

“This is right.”

“Do you feel a little sorry?”

Pinch-

‘Ouch, ouch-’

I groaned internally as Camellia pinched my hand with her nails.

However, even if I ask for forgiveness, I feel like I must say this, so I say it quietly.

“I thought I wouldn’t get caught.”

“... Did you just decide to leave because you were already caught? There are things to say and things not to do. As it is, it is a death penalty rather than a severe punishment. Lee Rim.”

Kuuuuk-

'Keuyeah.'

This time, the heel of Camellia's shoe passes by, gently pressing the instep while dancing quietly.

“Phew... I'll end it like this.”

'You've seen it a lot.'

It is impossible for someone in the position of princess to make a mistake in a dance that she must have performed hundreds of times since she was young.

If done wrong, it could lead to foreign exchange crimes and even accusations of endangering the country's existence, so it would be cheap if it ended like this.

While breathing a sigh of relief at Camellia's mercy, I ask how Peria's carefully planned plan was discovered.

“How did you find out about that person?”

“The coins of the Empire are enchanted in the final process by only one person designated by the country.”

“If it's magic... I guess it's a curse.”

“It is not magic that harms others. That kind of thing is easier to notice.”

After taking five light steps, Camellia leaves my hand for a long time and then returns.

“It is a simple token magic. It is a magic that does not provide any benefit by casting it, and only allows you to recognize the magic you have engraved, and does not even have a location tracking function. However, because it is so subtle, it is impossible for even an arch mage to notice the discomfort. Even if it is a dragon or demon who is skilled in magic, it cannot be detected.”

“I think it’s a bit of an exaggeration to say that we can’t even detect dragons or demons.”

“I’m not saying this for nothing. I don't know about the devil, but I actually asked the dragon to identify it and it didn't work. For your information, people who can do that are passed down from generation to generation as the president of the empire's banks.”

I decided to assume that it was inevitable that I was caught by a verification method that I could not excuse.

So, to please Camellia, I said thank you.

“... It was caught correctly. Thank you for your patience.”

“You will have to work that much harder. I filled in the empty amount with my own money.”

“I will be loyal.”

“... I feel like this is the first time I've heard the word 'loyalty' when it comes to giving money.”

'Maybe it's not my mood.'

As it was an important matter, I could clearly see the bank president not backing down and protesting against Camellia with all his might, and the princess concocting as convincing an excuse as possible in real time to cover it up.

Additionally, I had the thought that if I ever had a chance to meet the president of the Imperial Bank, I would either do my best to avoid it or hit him in the head as soon as I met him.

Camellia, with an uncomfortable expression on her face, shudders as if she is remembering what happened with the bank president.

‘Peria. 'We almost got screwed.'

I looked at Peria's face in the distance, but she just gave me a puzzled look as if there was some problem.

Perhaps it was Peria's perfect plan, so she didn't seem to expect that Camellia and I would be talking about it.

Immediately after, Camellia continued her story from the beginning.

“If you needed money that much, why didn’t you tell me? I was already planning to prepare a separate bonus for this job.”

“As we have never talked about salary, I thought there was a possibility that it was passion pay.”

“Passion Pay?”

“This refers to unpaid labor.”

“Unpaid. Could it be possible that someone in a position like the princess of an empire would have done that?”

“He is the one who ordered the extermination of all ethnic minorities for a good reason, but I don’t think he would blink an eye while ordering something like that.”

The air is cold.

A cold atmosphere hovers between Camellia and me.

However, the princess's face is smiling.

On the surface, they are princesses and knights of the empire, so they act for the countless eyes looking at them.

Since Camellia was speaking, I guess she thought it was important to point this out, so she questioned the treatment I had decided on for the hygges.

“There is something to be said about that too. Why did you handle it like that?”

In contrast to the grinning face, he looked like he was about to stab himself with a knife at any moment.

The princess told me the story of hygge with such a contradictory face and mood, but I answered calmly.

        
            The monarch's sharp eyes make his vassals hold their breath.

However, even if the monarch is a tyrant, giving advice when deemed necessary is a loyal subject, and understanding and acting on the tyrant's true intentions is the way to lead the tyrant to the current state.

“Loyal subjects are those who find out the true meaning of the orders given by the monarch and act first. I believe that only by having that kind of relationship with the princess can I truly create the empire she wants.”

“So you incorporated the hygges under your religious order?”

“Rather than incorporation, it is more about trying to coexist. Isn't this a good idea? As far as I know, vassals throughout history have always said that the method without shedding blood is the best.”

“The bishop seems to know well about the loyal subjects of the old country who only appear in history. That might be a story that applies equally whether it's the divine world, hell, or a world other than this one.”

“I have a rather wide range of knowledge.”

“Then of course you know the end of those stories.”

“... Well, that’s right.”

“It will be the same here or in any other world. According to them, it's usually limited to one type. Loyalists were usually beheaded the moment they crossed the line set by the monarch. Did Lee Rim not know about that?”

“Oh, I thought this would be okay.”

Camellia closed her eyes briefly in response to my answer, sighed softly and spoke while maintaining her smile.

“Hehe... Okay. To be honest, this incident was something I had not expected at all, so in some ways, the other option you made could be the right thing to do. I never would have thought that the land of Hygge would be polluted by a demon jumping out of the sanctuary and dying on its own.”

“Yes?”

However, the story Camellia told was a little different from what I actually experienced.

“That’s what the report said. I heard that the devil's power was more than I expected. Baphomet was clearly a mid-level demon, but he had already been promoted to a higher level. So, it is said that he tried to destroy the sanctuary with his own power and pollute the world as soon as he came out.”

“... uh-”

“This is why I dislike demons and other intelligent beings. He always goes beyond what I expected and makes all my plans go wrong.”

“... Hmm.”

“... What is that reaction? Maybe I'm wrong?”

“Oh, no. you're right. yes. The devil, who had developed enough strength within the sanctuary, tore the sanctuary apart with his own power.”

'Actually, I tore it up based on my own judgment.'

By avoiding eye contact and barely telling a lie, she overcomes the obstacle called Camellia.

'Did Ingrid slightly twist the report to be delivered to the princess? thank god. I'll have to thank you later.'

At the same time, it is a bonus to express my gratitude to Ingrid.

Camellia still looked suspicious, but Ingrid seemed to think it was no big deal and cursed at her.

“... There are things like that. I came to that judgment in part because the spy I sent to Lihier talked a bit too much about what the bishop could do.”

'Ingrid got criticized instead of me, I feel a little sorry.'

The song for the waves continued for a long time.

During the dance, when I escorted Camellia with the feeling that I was trying my best to please her, her expression became even more relaxed.

“Anyway, I will make sure about the salary. Since you are a high-quality human resource, I will pay you everything, from dignity maintenance fees to hazard allowances and additional fees per case.”

“I don’t know what to do with myself.”

“... In addition, Deshade Parish should also think seriously about decorating from now on. Although it has been quiet so far, there will soon be quite a few people from other denominations who have died for their country.”

“... Is that really martyrdom?”

“Of course. I don't know why you doubt it. Does the bishop seem like a person who would use the spies I captured as an excuse to encourage the murder of those responsible or send them on dangerous missions, thereby driving the great people who work for the empire to their deaths?”

“... Of course not. yes. No.”

As expected, he is an ambitious person full of discomfort.

Camellia predicts that there may be corpses to be sent to the tombs created by our church, and then returns to the story.

“Going back to the topic of salary, honestly, it will be generous, but it would be better to have a way to raise money on your own.”

“Is there any good way? We thought about it ourselves, but we couldn't come up with a good solution.”

“I don’t have one right now. Even if there is a good method, most of them are focusing their efforts on it to cover the costs incurred by the Spy Knights. For a while, the bishops thought well of their own... Ah.”

The princess turns and then stops.

I wondered what she was seeing, and I saw people from the Rugal Church in Camellia's eyes.

“That’s right. Right now, there was a knight-errant system.”

“Speaking of travel drivers, there is one person who has signed a contract.”

“Is it true? You're quick on your feet.”

“As you probably know from reports, there is one person from Hygge who stood at the forefront of defense against the Necro Druids along with us. I made a contract with that person.”

“You didn’t set any strange conditions, did you?”

“A bottle of alcohol for 10 gold every year.”

“It’s romantic. This is an article straight out of a fairy tale. Personally, I like those people.”

“I dare say that this is a character that can be called an example of a knight.”

Perhaps because she liked plays with Mortis as the main character, Camellia seemed very satisfied with my story.

“The more knights, the better. No, correct me. Since the number is small, it is better to hire talented people.”

“Why?”

“If we look at the areas where the Empire is culturally very different from the United Kingdom, there are many nobles who consider it a family honor to support knights skilled enough to be called the country of knights-errants.”

“... I'm not sure, but is the subsidy greater than expected?”

“Depends on the size of the sponsoring family. Isn't it natural that if a Duke-level family is indebted to and receives support, the amount of donations the church receives will increase accordingly?

“So, you are saying that you should hire someone with good skills as a voyageur.”

I understood what she meant.

It is natural that the greater the noble family, the different its level of financial power.

However, it is also natural that the more noble families are, the less likely they are to fall into crisis.

So, if you're going to aim for it, you should accept the knight-errant as someone with very good skills and receive donations by showing him favor by helping with matters that even a large noble family would be reluctant to handle.

“Of course, the bishop would also have been invited to the knightly festival held by the Rugal Church.”

“Yes. That's right.”

“There are a lot of good guys at the Knight's Festival, so it might be a good idea to try to find a knight of pilgrimage there. Of course, most of the people who make it to the top of the festival become knights of the organizer, Rugal, but still, a few people may dream of becoming knights of pilgrimage who can earn a high income and pursue freedom.”

“It will be an investment for the future.”

“That’s right. Ah, indeed.”

“Is there anything else you want to talk about?”

“It is mandatory for members of the royal family to participate in the Knights' Festival, but your brother will be going to the Knights' Festival to give a congratulatory speech instead of me.”

“That’s surprising. I thought Camellia would take care of everything, even such a big event.”

“The Knight’s Festival is a sweaty event. In most cases, princes attend rather than princesses who were raised in a noble and innocent manner.”

“... I grew up precious and innocent, ”

“Yes. Princesses who grew up precious and innocent.”

I ponder Camellia's words and look at her in front of me.

What is in front of you is a person who deceives the servants, frequently goes out of the palace, leads the border guards into battle with the cavalry of the neighboring country, and casually orders the destruction of a blood relative of a different race.

“Precious, innocent. Yes.”

“... If you want to look at me with more unpleasant eyes, I can sew all your eyelids together with needles that I forged myself.”

“I want to refuse to accept compensation without effort. I will refuse such a reward for my troubles for merely stating the facts and remaining quiet.”

Just when I felt like I wanted to run away, the music ended.

“There’s about a month left until the Knight’s Festival. I'll designate the big things later.”

“I understand. Oh, is there someone like Ingrid in the Rugal Church?”

“There is.”

“Then, please let me know in advance. Before, I was a bit tired because I had to talk without knowing who was the messenger sent by the princess.”

“Is that so? If that's the case with the bishop, I don't want to tell you any more.”

“You have bad taste.”

“If you have that level of nervousness, you will be less likely to make mistakes.”

“... Okay.”

“Then let’s see next time. Bishop.”

Camellia lifts my hand and kisses it.

The area where the kiss was made was the fingertips.

side-

“This is an award for this work.”

“... Next time, please give me money.”

“... There is no romance. Of course, we will take care of it for you separately, so don’t worry.”

Since I was in front of people, I received a kiss with the meaning of praise and smiled like a camellia, showing my discomfort with the unprofitable act.

The princess finished dancing with me with a smile on her face until the end, and the party entered the wave stage.

Everyone greeted everyone they knew and left in order. I said hello to Camellia and then returned to the table where our denomination was located.

“... Ah, oppa.”

However, as soon as I returned, I saw Peria with a somewhat sad look on her face, and I wondered what had happened.

“Why?”

“Sorry. I tried to introduce my brother to the teacher, but the teacher said she was busy and just gave me a letter and left.”

“Ah.”

After hearing those words, the old man whom Peria had first asked to go say hello came to mind.

“... Well, he looked busy.”

I also spotted the person among the crowd, but it seems that Trickster is quite popular among nobles, so there were quite a lot of people there, so I couldn't see him in detail.

“It’s a long-awaited opportunity, but it’s a bit disappointing.”

I pat Peria’s head, who looks a little gloomy.

“It’s okay. We'll meet again someday. You said you gave me a letter? Can I not read it?”

“Ah, you can’t just open this. The letters you give me can always be solved only after going through complicated procedures. Even this envelope must be opened with a dagger soaked in herb water on a full moon day to reveal the complete contents.”

“... Your teacher seems to have really bad taste.”

“Still, they are considerate in their own way.”

“What?”

“As I am walking down the path of a trickster, you took the time to write this letter and handed it over with all the annoying seals to remind me to always sharpen my skills and not forget them.”

“Ah. Well, if I decide to think that way, I will do it too.”

Peria answered on her own and smiled as if she was feeling better.

“... Now. There's a lot to do. I have to go back quickly.”

“Yes. Let's go and rest for now, and then go back to the church tomorrow.”

I met everyone I was going to meet.

I gained quite a bit of information and opened up about my face.

I don't know what we will do together or confront them in the future, but it is much more comfortable from now on than in a situation where there is no information at all.

After thinking about that for a moment, I remembered that I had to go back and do something right away, so I quietly called Peria.

“Ah, indeed Peria.”

“Huh? Why?”

“When we get back, let’s start by packaging the mold plate.”

“En? Why should I do that?”

“Caught. To the princess.”

“What?!”

“I think that if you return it gently, there will be no regrets.”

“No, wait! What are you talking about! The plan was perfect! I can’t believe I got caught!”

As soon as I started to think, Peria quickly hid behind me and watched the princess.

I quietly left the hall with the little criminal at my side.

'I guess I'll feel better if I include at least a letter of condolences.'

After spending the night like that, we headed back to the church the next morning.

        
            The road back to the church was smooth.

After spending a night at the mansion prepared by the princess, we set off on our way back to the church.

I thought everyone must have felt a lot of fatigue as they had to be very careful about keeping their nerves in the ballroom, but everyone seemed to be doing better than I thought.

Enin said that it was simply a fun time, and Eila said that it was the first time she had danced in a long time, even on the carriage ride back, and was humming the songs she heard at the banquet hall.

Hwarim has been in a bit of a strange mood lately, but after leaving the room for a while, he looks much more refreshed.

In Astesia's case, since that day, she has been frequently asking Peria how to maintain an old-fashioned appearance, to see if she felt anything from the nobles of the imperial palace.

Of course, that doesn't mean everyone is completely satisfied.

After witnessing the Witch Hunters and the Blue Rose Witches, Reigns could often be seen thinking deeply about something.

And there was one biggest problem.

'I'll be amazed. What did I really do wrong?'

Thistle is cold.

To be precise, even if he talks normally to other people, he looks somewhat dissatisfied when he looks at me.

'Even in the carriage, if you make eye contact, he avoids it, and when you ask him why he does that, he just puffs out his cheeks. 'It's going to spin.'

Even on the way, at the inn in the city where he stopped briefly, and even after returning to the church, he shows the same attitude.

It's dinner time now.

As soon as I got back, I met Luba and we talked to her about whether anything had happened in the forest, but she didn't talk to me until I got back and ate.

Peria, who is quick-witted, asked me what happened, but I couldn't figure out what was causing it, so it was frustrating.

“... I'll have to ask again tomorrow.”

But what can you do?

A woman's heart is unpredictable.

In the past, when I worked at a convenience store, a junior colleague who was always complaining told me stories that did not understand the cause-and-effect relationship, asking me to understand that he was asking me to dump his emotions on someone I had no relationship with, and was a psychotic person who did not know where each action would lead. The conversation with the princess who has this makes my blood run dry.

Of course, thistle's heart is a hundred to a thousand times more kind and kind than those people, but even this kind of person can still harbor complaints at times.

'And it's my job to accept those complaints.'

So, I was planning on doing my best until Thistle's mind was relieved somehow.

These processes are also inevitable in order to reach happiness.

After washing up and getting ready for sleep, I was thinking about doing some more in-depth training right before going to bed.

Fortunately, it seems that my wish has reached Deshade.

smart-

“... Lee Lim. Are you sleeping?”

“Oh, I’m not sleeping. I never sleep. I am confident that I will stay awake tonight.”

Squeak-

“... You seem a little distracted by your answer. Were you dozing off?”

'Was my answer that strange?'

Since it was evening, Thistle, wearing her usual negligee, opened the door and came in with a look on her face asking if she was okay.

For a moment, I removed the blanket from the bed so Thisseul could sit down, and she calmly came and sat next to me.

“Uh, um...”

“... What were you doing?”

“Yes? Ah, hmm! I was thinking of doing some meditation before going to bed.”

“Oh, did you disturb me?”

“No. are you okay. Is there a set time for meditating? I do it when I have time.”

“Then it's okay...”

...

Silence again.

'What should I do with this?'

A heavy silence fell between me, who was running the simulation in my head about what questions to ask and what actions to take, and Thistle, who was thinking deeply about something together.

‘The world of the mind is much better. There, you can try again and again even if you risk failure.'

It was a time when I was worried that if I made a mistake, I would hurt Thistle's broken heart again.

Sreuk-

'... huh?'

Thistle quietly approached me and-

side-

I kissed the nape of her neck.

This happened to me without even knowing why.

'what?'

“... Lee Lim.”

“... Yes.”

“I’m so defenseless.”

There was no time to wait for an answer.

Thistle moved his body again and came closer-

Bite-

'Ugh.'

He bit my ear gently.

“And it’s too much.”

“... What is it?”

I don't understand why, so I ask, and Thistle puffs out her cheeks.

Then I raised my hand and-

side-

Kiss your fingertips.

“Lee Lim. He didn't dance with me.”

'oh-.'

Thistle's words came out calmly.

It didn't contain any resentment towards me.

However, because of this, cold sweat breaks out at a faster rate.

“Lee Lim. I said I would find out where Winnet lives, but I forgot.”

“Uh... that...”

Thistle didn't stop there.

“I want Lee Rim to refuse the favors that women give him just a little bit.”

The areas that Thistle caressed were the nape of the neck, the ears, and the tips of the fingers.

These are all areas where Setias, Sirian, and Camellia showed their favor.

“... were you watching everything?”

“Sadly. I was watching to see when it would be my turn to dance, but the number of people I had to meet was increasing.”

“I’m sorry.”

“... No. I'm more sorry. I thought I wouldn't strangle Lee Rim's happiness, but maybe I'm a more jealous person than I thought.”

“I’m sorry. I really forgot about Winnet’s work.”

“It’s okay. I know that Lee Rim is busy, and I myself told Lee Rim that it is okay to postpone if it seems difficult.”

Thistle apologizes.

'As expected, he is a weak-hearted person.'

You probably regret it yourself.

In the past, after fighting with Deshade, he showed a big upset and regretted it, so even if he tried to engage in a cold war without communication again, he quickly reflected and apologized first.

In that case, I too must praise Thistle's magnificent appearance.

“Thistle.”

“... Yes.”

“I love you.”

As he speaks, he hugs Thistle tightly.

“Don’t apologize. If Thistle was anxious, I will make her happier.”

“... Thank you.”

If it's something like this, I know what to do to make Thistle like it.

There is nothing more foolish than trying to cover up something that has already happened.

The only important thing is at this moment, I pour everything out to Thistle next to me.

It confirms that you are loved.

side-

Kissing is done directly with the lips.

Thistle likes to heat up slowly.

So, normally I would slowly move up from the bottom, but today I will kiss right away.

“Yes... Ugh...”

I wrap my tongue around it, stronger than usual, with the intention of not letting go.

It makes you feel who is more precious, them or Thistle.

Puha-

“... Lee Lim.”

“Yes.”

After kissing until we were out of breath, Thistle spoke with a blush on her face, not even noticing that her saliva was drooping.

“I have work tomorrow too...”

“Just once, right?”

“... twice... twice-.”

“... I'll just do it three times.”

“Ugh... Yes...”

On their first night together, after pining for each other to the point of exhaustion, Thistle learned that although happy times are important, they must also be disciplined to preserve those precious moments for a long time.

So now, Thistle put her fingers together and spread them out side by side, but it looks so cute that she added it one more time by holding one finger and straightening it.

“Ugh... Yes...”

“I love you. Thistle.”

Are tastes determined by one’s first experience?

As Thistle likes to do, she hugs her from behind and puts her hand inside her pajamas and massages her breast, and a moan immediately comes out.

I heard that the chest is an area that you don't feel much, but it doesn't seem to be that much for Thistle.

Place your hands on your chest from below.

Munchul-

A soft feeling in the palm of your hand.

Elastic skin that doesn't stick even when you stretch out your entire finger joint.

Just move your fingers to the protruding tip of the breast, slowly rotate it, and kiss the nape of the neck.

side-

“Clean...!”

'Oh.'

After caressing it for a while, I thought that even my pajamas would be wet at this point, so I took my hand away and tried to take off my clothes.

closely-

But Thistle grabs his hand.

“Oh, today... I want to do it like this.”

“... Yes.”

'The switch has been turned on.'

The body heat does not disappear even immediately after going.

Rather, thistle begins now.

He actively grabs my arm, turns around, kisses me, and carefully pushes me down.

Full seats-

“... Wait a minute.”

Still, it seemed like it was really hot.

Lower the shoulder straps to expose your chest.

“Whoa... It got a little hotter, as expected.”

A bead of sweat falls down on my chest.

I was going to sleep while meditating, so I turned off the lights a long time ago, but I could still see Thistle in the moonlight coming in from outside the window.

Thistle, who is on top of me, takes off her pajamas halfway and moves her hand downwards.

“... Hehehe.”

“Is it funny?”

“... Hehehehe.”

Sarrr-

I smile, wondering if I'm a little used to it now and knowing that my current condition is at its peak, just like Thistle's.

He helps me take off my pants and gently holds my dick, which has grown to the point where it can no longer grow, with his hands.

“I’m going down. Lee Rim.”

“It’s okay if you don’t say everything in words.”

“But, Lee Rim, he suddenly jumped upwards last time too...!”

“That was because Thistle continued to tease me while I was at my limit...”

Perhaps because of previous memories, Thistle didn't take too long this time and flipped her underwear to the side.

It has already become wet for a long time, so the situation is the same whether you take it off or not.

If that were the case, we would all equally think that being half-dressed like this wasn't such a bad thing.

Kuuk-

“... Yes.”

'This might go once as soon as I put it in.'

Thistle's hole reaches the end of the object.

Thistle's right hand goes down and he carefully opens the hole with two fingers, slowly lowering his body.

Soook-

“... Ugh!”

As expected, as soon as Thistle lowered his entire body, he jumped up once.

Just for a moment, shake your waist slowly.

“... Ugh.”

“... Hehe, Lee Rim also gave his voice.”

Do not shake it violently or anything.

Carefully, taking time to clearly recognize the outline of the object inside, I put it in and out, sometimes turning my waist just like that, and she feels my object and I feel the inside of Thistle.

“... I think I'll go.”

“... Hmm, huh... Hmm...! Wow, please come. Inside, please fill it out. Lee Rim’s.”

Thistle looks at my face and speeds up the speed at which she moves her waist.

Right before ejaculation, there was no need to say it again.

Thistle feels the signal from my object inside her, tightens her waist and kisses me.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

As my vision gets closer, a curtain created by platinum-colored hair falls, and I feel Thistle's lips and grab my waist.

A long time passed just like that.

Only after pouring out everything inside me does Thistle let me go.

Jureuk-

“... It came out.”

The white liquid I had filled came out slightly from Thistle's hole when he lifted his waist.

“... Sigh.”

“Are you tired?”

“No. Rather than being tired, I might have been a little exhausted because Thistle didn't let me go until the end.”

“... hehehe.”

Thistle climbs onto my chest and kisses me again.

side-

This time, he briefly kisses the bridge of his nose and looks at his smiling face.

'It looks like my mood has cleared up.'

On the one hand, I learned clearly about Thistle's feelings.

Although they clearly expressed their disapproval toward people who were not from our church, when Astesia and Ennin danced with them, they laughed heartily and gave a small round of applause at the table.

Thistle saw other people as no different from himself.

Slurp-

As I tuck my hair behind my ear, Thistle rubs her cheek against my hand.

It makes me happy because it has a face that looks blissfully happy.

However, for a moment, I thought I should cheer up again after hearing what Thistle said.

“Irim.”

“Yes?”

“This is just one time.”

“... Yes?”

“You won’t lie, right? Because he said it with his own mouth. third time. That's it.”

“... Ah, okay.”

“Hehe. Please work hard.”

side-

As I watched Thistle lift her waist again, I thought to myself that I would get a short sleep tonight.

        
            Give strength to the hand holding the sword.

Magic sword, explosive sword, black sword.

Transform the artifacts one by one, swinging the sword from hand to hand, lightly throwing it as if juggling.

“Now we need to make sure the ranking is clear.”

What you should not lose sight of while warming up is -

The appearance of the demon Hearth Dillian.

I am convinced that they are probably the weakest among the illegal squatters who arbitrarily divided the world of the mind into three.

One step ahead is the white line he drew.

The line that seems to have marked its territory usually sleeps quietly in the middle of the territory unless you step on it.

However, the peace is short-lived.

“Good. Let’s go.”

widely-

As soon as I step through the barrier Gaia has set up and step on the bars on the floor, the devil starts screaming.

[Kyaaa!!!]

A scream that breaks the human spirit.

Still, I never think I will lose.

“Stigma.”

Clap-

The armor he wears is Deshade's armor, which even a devil of that size cannot make a scratch on.

In the first place, it was difficult because Baphomet unusually sought to strengthen himself within the sanctuary and force the practice of the theme.

'Even a mid-level demon who can't build a nest can do this alone.'

In reality, trying to banish even a mid-level demon requires great sacrifice.

However, since there is no way to completely kill the demon, which can only be 'banished', such sacrifices are required.

In particular, Hearth Dillian is not a demon with strong individual power, but a demon whose true starting point is when he uses his power to make living things his limbs.

If I were to meet such a devil so openly, at the level of a one-on-one interview, without any preparation, I would be confident enough to kill him.

'The reason I haven't fought recklessly until now is because my body hasn't fully recovered.'

So the first thing I chose was Hearth Dillian.

In the first place, this demon, who is the weakest in terms of personal strength, is the enemy that must be defeated first in my three-part world of my heart.

'In order to refine even a portion of the magic power, you must first gain control of at least the amount of Hearth Dillian.'

Of course, you can still use the magic power of three beings.

However, the current method of use is nothing more than an ignorant pouring out of completely unrefined magic power.

In order to make it completely mine, I have to overcome them.

'The method of spewing out an enormous amount of high-output magic puts a lot of strain on the body.'

As the corps commander did, the thread of magic is so thin that no one can feel it, and in order to prevent it from breaking, I must once again subdue them all with my own strength alone.

So, I decided to first try to purify some of the magic power by absorbing Hearth Dillian's power.

'The other two beings are not at a level that I can touch yet.'

Agoni won because of the assistance of Deshade's power, and at that time, Agoni gave up the dragon's body made of pure magical power and used a method of eating the devil to absorb its power, which is why I have the divine power. It was possible to subdue it with the power of the black sword.

However, since Agoni in the deep world is a wingless dragon, a purely magical creature, devoid of all demonic power, it is not possible to deal with it like dealing with a devil, trusting only in Deshade's armor.

'In the first place, Deshade's armor was made only to deal with demons.'

As the impact of gravity was transmitted to the armor, it would be quite difficult to fight a war of attrition using only pure magical power.

'In fact, the reason he was able to withstand Baphomet's magic for quite a long time was because the magic he used was the magic of hell.'

Huss Dillian's victory is confirmed.

Although Agoni's armor's defense will be reduced to about half, it is believed that if he makes no mistakes, he will be able to kill him someday.

But then there's the problem.

The protection of the evil god and the power of the great devil Asmodeus, which can show a clear hierarchy against the devil.

Deshade's armor is said to be halved against non-demon opponents, but it still shows quite excellent defensive capabilities.

What makes it all meaningless is-

He is the commander of the Helias Corps.

'Honestly, I know that person will have the hardest time.'

An old general sitting quietly in the middle of his territory with his sword stuck in the ground.

He does not have overwhelming magical power like demons or dragons, nor does he have knowledge of ancient magic.

Unlike other guys, whose body is also made of magical energy and cannot be hit easily, it is made of pure material.

It is the smallest entity in terms of the amount of magical power it possesses and controls.

All I have is one sword at hand.

However, in the world of the mind, there is no entity more difficult than that.

Because he is a man who has trained his sword to cut people to the limit.

When you fight him, you are not dealing with a monster, but one of the pinnacles of humanity.

'At that time, I was able to win only after everyone had the strength, but I wonder how much time it would take to win alone.'

Whether he is wearing Deshade's armor or not, he is able to accurately target the gaps in the armor and cut it down.

Even fully armed.

Even though he was ambushed, he used to play with us with only a shirt on, and now he is wearing the armor he has worn since his active duty days whenever he went to a battlefield where he had to be careful.

Now, as someone who believes in his overwhelming defensive power and mainly uses the method of brutally attacking him with unrefined magical power, I lack the training to face him alone in the deep world where there are no other people.

'But it's okay. There's no need to rush.'

The good news is that so far, after subduing everyone here and refining the magic power, no enemy worthy of equal competition has appeared.

So, since you have a lot of time, you can relax for now.

“Now, where should we start cutting?”

[Kikigagagagagagagagaga-]

bang! bang! Kwaaang!

Now that we've reached this point, let's make up for the shortcomings.

I worry while chopping up a demon with an explosive sword.

The arms and legs, to be exact, the parts that functioned as arms and legs exploded in an instant.

'Overwhelming against the devil.'

It's really easy.

Beings whose bodies are full of magical energy, such as magical creatures, dragons, and demons, are vulnerable to explosive swords.

Although it is impossible to kill it all at once because its existence itself contains as much mystery as the time and history it has spent so far, it is also possible to significantly reduce its power by striking it with an exploding sword several times if you think about dealing with it alone.

I don't mind completely subduing Hearth Dillian like this, but I decide to take some time to become more self-aware.

Suddenly-

'The black sword is going well today too.'

Next is the demonic sword Desire, the sword of Asmodeus, called the black sword and always on the lookout for encroachment.

He showed outstanding performance against Hearth Dillian, and the same was true against Baphomet.

In order to achieve Asmodeus's theme of lust, there is probably no sword that can deal with anything hostile unless it is a holy sword made with great effort by a religious order.

'It's role has become somewhat smaller now, but the magic sword itself isn't bad.'

The last thing to test is the magic sword.

For me, who had nothing, there was no weapon better or more convenient than this, but now that I have gained the overwhelming defense power of Deshade's armor and the attack power of the black sword, its meaning has faded.

Huh-

This time, I will create a sword by infusing magical power into such a magic sword.

The black area surrounding the blue sword has increased, and the blade has become wider like a great sword, so it feels like there is no shield stronger than this.

Now that the black sword is still being chipped away at, if you need extreme defense that even Deshade's armor can't withstand, you can use it to defend yourself by turning it back into a magic sword.

Or, there is a way to infuse all your magical energy into it and use it like a great sword.

“But that’s it. All of this is just a limitation of this usage.”

So, I worry.

I am in agony as I see the demon that I defeated in an instant before my eyes.

Unless the enemy possesses magical power like a giant.

What if an attack boasts overwhelming power even though it has no magic power?

If Deshade's armor, which has halved defense against non-demon entities, is broken.

'There's nothing worse than that.'

In that situation, the exploding sword has no meaning.

Magical creatures aren't the only strong enemies.

Of course, there are strong enemies among enemies made purely of material.

Even though giants are made purely of blood, muscle, and bone, they can crush humans and crush small weapons that cannot even reach the bones with their strength alone.

A knight's sword that radiates magical power is less threatening than an ordinary iron sword made in a giant's forge in proportion to their physique.

The worries deepen.

'Even if the black sword can cut anything, it can only cut as much as I swing it.'

If the enemy is so large that even if it is cut with a black sword, it will take several years to kill it.

Even if you use a cluster of stars to attack with cotton, if you have a faster regeneration ability than that.

If the opponent is wearing a durable item such as Deshade's armor, which is made with divine power that exceeds that of a paladin.

The black sword also has clear limitations.

You may think it's too much to worry about.

However, life is such that even if you think you have experienced the worst, one day you will encounter something even worse.

The worries continue until the last moment.

'Couldn't the magic sword be developed further than this?'

I feel the black sword and demon sword Desire every time I use it.

I don't want to use it for a long time because it heightens my emotions too much and makes me feel like I'm falling for Asmodeus.

On the other hand, the magic sword is excellent if used defensively, but that's it.

It is said that it can be used as a greatsword because it can be made with the widest surface, but on the contrary, the opponent may be able to make moves that a greatsword can never deal with.

If the enemy is an enemy that can ignore all defenses and direct magic to the body.

If there is an enemy who attacks with much more overwhelming swordsmanship than me, ignoring the quality of the sword.

If it's an enemy like Baphomet that comes close to your body and engages in ultra-close combat before you even swing your sword.

“... It's difficult.”

It may be a useless worry.

You could be a coward who is afraid of the sky falling.

He may be an idiot who even considers slipping and stepping on ants under his feet.

However, my personality is like this.

I always think the worst and think that the worst could happen to me.

It makes me think that there might be an enemy who has the power to take away everything I have.

So, decide on your goal.

“Once we faced Baphomet, our weaknesses were clearly revealed.”

What you need to prioritize is when the opponent gets so close that you can't even use a sword.

I thought I wouldn't be outdone in a weapon-to-weapon fight, but I learned for sure that if I were to deal with someone like Baphomet who was fighting at close range, I would be defeated without being able to do anything.

“Techniques for escaping from being caught, or techniques for fighting on equal footing even in that situation... Is that also the case?”

The image is captured.

'Is the answer martial arts?'

What you need to acquire is martial arts skills that allow you to continue fighting even in situations where you cannot even use weapons.

A skill that can cause great damage even to large enemies that are not made of magical power.

Regardless of defense, it is a power that can inflict damage to the enemy's insides even while wearing only Deshade's armor.

“I’ve only seen it once.”

And I know someone who can do it all.

“Advanced adventurer.”

An adventurer living in the empire.

A woman who is friendly with Thistle.

He fought using only his gauntleted fists and legs, and poured magical power into his enemies regardless of whether they were wearing thick armor or not.

A person who has a title that is called because he is not here, a title that would make someone cry and glare at him if it was called in front of him.

[Intestinal Destroyer Winet]

“... Let’s ask for advice.”

So I came to the conclusion that I needed another teacher.

        
            “-I'm thinking of sending a letter, what do you think?”

“The martial arts skills are not bad. It's much better than being defenseless when you don't have a sword.”

Swish-

widely-

Take the rope that Hwarim gave you and tie a knot here.

“It’s because I want to use it as a decisive move, rather than as an auxiliary one. Why, you saw Hwarim too, right? The technique of infusing magic power from inside the body of a mixture and exploding it.”

“Of course I had to see it. However, it will be very difficult. Since those who use martial arts usually end up with a fist or a sword rather than a sword, they will need to train in a different way from the method of manipulating magical power that I taught you.”

“That’s true.”

Rustling-

The mold plate wrapped in cloth is placed in a wooden box and tied again with chains.

“Whoa... Is it over now?”

Hwarim and I stopped by the city to deliver the mold plate to Princess Camellia after writing a similar message inside and sending it to Princess Camellia.

It was a bonus to be able to tell Hwarim what I had come up with alone in the world of my mind during the morning because I was just quietly wrapping things up.

'But the reaction is not good.'

However, compared to the fact that the story was brought up, Hwarim's reaction is sour.

I brought up the story while thinking about Hwarim in my own way.

Hwarim said that she will walk the same path as me now and that she will abandon the image of a teacher, but she is still playing the role of a teacher well.

Hwarim is the only one that can spar in the same mind world through depth of field, and I still feel like I have a lot to learn from Hwarim.

There are things Aila needs to learn from her, but since the forest is next to her recently, Aila spends a lot of time going back and forth with Gombangi to the places where Hygges are, so she spends most of her time clashing swords with Hwarim.

'In the meantime, I thought that if you suddenly said you wanted to have another teacher, you might get upset.'

No matter how much I gave up my path as a teacher, I felt that I would react the same way as Aila, or at least be displeased, and that I still do now, but it's only to this extent.

'It seems okay.'

Right now, Hwarim feels a little offended, just on the verge of throwing a tantrum.

“Is this the end of sending it to the capital?”

“Yes. Oh no. I would like you to send me a letter as well.”

“Can I send it in the name of the denomination?”

“Uh... I'll send it under my name instead.”

“In that case, I will receive 5 silver separately. If you are sending it for official reasons, it is tax-free, but if it is for personal use, postage fees apply.”

“Let’s see... Here it is.”

He glanced at Hwarim, then dug into his pocket, took out a credit card, and handed it to the receptionist. He finished the payment by putting the card in and out of the fairly large wooden box in front of him.

“Yes. received. We will provide you with paper and pen, so you can write it here.”

“I understand. Thank you.”

He feels fortunate that Hwa-rim seems to be okay and immediately writes a letter to Winnet.

It took some time.

'I still can't get used to the letters of this world.'

In the end, I asked the receptionist to ghostwrite it, and as I looked at the letter that changed from bad to normal handwriting, I felt confused.

The content of the letter is to ask Winnet to stop by as we would like to give a favor to our denomination, and that there is something we would like to get advice on, so if it is not burdensome, please accept our request.

However, a problem arose.

“... Uh, but what if I don't know the address?”

“Yes? You don’t know the address?”

In the end, we don't know the address of where Winnet lives.

“The recipient is a famous person... Winnet, a high-level adventurer.”

“Ah, you mean Winnet, the gut destroyer.”

“Yes. I know this person, but I don't know the address -”

“Sorry. There are many people who try to find out where famous people live that way, so we cannot send you a letter if you do not know their exact address.”

“Well, I guess so.”

'It's thorough.'

I was a little taken aback by the receptionist's more restrained attitude than I expected, but I understood it.

“Umm...”

Still, there is no way.

Hwarim was next to me, wondering if there were any good ideas, but together we couldn't come up with anything, perhaps because we couldn't be the brains for Peria alone.

Seeing the two of us like that, the receptionist lowers her voice and tells us a shortcut.

“Over there...”

“Ah, yes.”

“In fact, it is not that there is no way. If you are Winnet, people living in the capital will roughly know where you live.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Yes. So, there is a box from earlier that was sent to the capital, right? If it is someone you are close to, you can also send a letter to that person and have the person on that side deliver the letter to Winnet separately.”

“... Aha.”

Although it is carefully informed, it is not illegal.

“Thank you for the good advice.”

“What. You were a member of the Deshade Church, right? Tricksters who often stop by here are our valuable customers, so we can of course do something like this.”

“Ah... I see.”

'Did she suddenly sell her face here again?'

After receiving help from Feria in an unexpected place, I expressed my gratitude to the receptionist, then took the completed letter and approached the sealed box I had just finished wrapping.

In addition to Thistle's letter and gift to Winnet, my letter was also placed on a mold plate to be sent to the imperial palace.

“Now everything I have to see is over.”

“Phew, that’s right. I don't know if it will take a few days like this, but it will arrive safely.”

I don't know the address of where Winnet lives, but it doesn't matter if I do this.

Since the mold plate would reach the princess first, I also wrote down a message telling her to find out Winnet's address and send a letter and gift there.

'The contents of the letter are not particularly disturbing, and since there is a spy corps, I'm sure you can find out the address of Winnet's house.'

Originally, people lived by helping each other.

Since the espionage knights used by the princess would know at least that much, I think they would be able to grant at least one request from the vassal.

So, I definitely didn't pass this on because I was too lazy to search for WeNet's address separately.

'Of course.'

After successfully sending the items, I was nodding my head to myself, and Hwarim looked at me strangely.

“... What are you thinking about, nodding your head alone?”

“Ah, just a little. After actually doing something, I was wondering if they would find fault with something like this later.”

“Address?”

“Yes. If you're a princess, you're a big person, so you won't say anything later if you ask me to do something like this, right?”

“... Well, it may vary depending on the person.”

“... In this case, even if it doesn’t seem like it, does it matter if you agree?”

“Unfortunately, the future is clearly visible. Anyway, let’s go back.”

“... Yes.”

My own understanding of something that has already happened that no one agrees with.

I shake off the anxious thoughts by thinking about whether I will be kicked in the foot again like before just because I overlooked one small task.

'On the way back, Enin asked me to buy some new spices if they came in.'

After finishing one task, I walk around the village with Hwarim for a while.

It's not a long distance, but it's not close either, so when I stop by the city, I handle requests from multiple people at once.

While walking along the main street, Hwarim suddenly spoke up.

“... Lee Rim. Shall we talk honestly?”

“Huh?”

It's a quiet voice, but it's a slightly unsettling introduction.

“Dissatisfied feelings are not entirely absent.”

Hwarim walks closer to me.

They had been walking about one step apart, but now the distance is narrowing.

“However, I also know that it is foolish to feel dissatisfied. Because I already knew once that my feelings were blocking your growth.”

Kkook-

Hwarim wraps his arms around her.

He crosses his arms, leans his head, and stands next to me, pacing again.

“So stop complaining right now. I'm actually glad that you realized for yourself that this is what you need. right. No matter how strong your magical power is, it is useless if you do not have the technology to support its weaknesses.”

“... That's right. That's why I thought I needed to learn from Winnet even more.”

“That’s right. What would you do if you had magic power gathered from heaven? There is a limit to the magical power that the human body can accept. Even if you simply put magical energy into your fists, legs, and body, you won't become infinitely stronger. Muscles have a certain amount of horsepower that can be received, and fatigue occurs regardless of horsepower. Even if you can get your hands on a sword that can cut anything, the number of times you can swing it is limited. And if the opponent can make even such a sword useless, it is much better to learn techniques to compensate for those weaknesses.”

“Yes.”

Hwarim's arms, which were crossed while talking, gained even more strength.

“But, it’s a little scary.”

“What?”

“Irim, I'm scared that you're growing much faster than Hwarim thinks. I've been feeling a little sad lately, afraid that he'll go far away and leave me behind.”

Only then did I feel Hwarim's emotions as she hugged me.

Hwarim feels that her place and position are falling apart.

I'm scared that I won't be able to walk the same path anymore.

So, even at this moment, he is coming closer to me and hugging me, confirming my presence.

'That's what you were thinking.'

I never even thought that I was thinking that even though I was right next to him, always under the same sky, and even though I was within sight of him.

so-

It encourages harmony.

Treat her not as sympathy, but as a companion on the path of nothingness.

“It’s okay. I don't think Hwarim is lagging behind.”

“... Is that so?”

“Yes. To me, Hwarim is always the person who is ahead of me, and no matter how much Hwarim is lagging behind, he is at least one step ahead.”

“... That’s a story I’m thankful for.”

“That’s right. I hope Hwarim can always show her confidence. I hope that the Hwarim I remember will always be the person I want to catch up with.”

Hwarim listens to me and smiles.

“... Yes. If that's the case, then you should work harder. I should raise my bowed head and look ahead too.”

He uncrossed his arms as if he had made up his mind.

And then-

closely!

Hold my hand tightly.

Walk the same path as equals, without leaning, with your arms around you.

“Thank you. Lee Lim. And I'm sorry. Actually, I thought I might have been a little weak lately, but I ended up showing my weak side to you.”

“... It’s okay.”

Seeing your brightened face makes me feel better.

However, for a moment, I held on to Hwarim's hand and this time, I crossed my arms like Hwarim did from me.

Then Hwarim blushes.

They look around and feel embarrassed when they see people looking at them.

A little while ago, he was the first to fold his arms in front of people, but now that he sees me folding his arms, it seems like he wasn't even aware of it a little while ago.

“... Lee Rim?”

He leans his head on Hwarim's shoulder for a moment and says, who is trying to get out but can't give him much strength.

“Still, sometimes, if you feel like leaning on Hwarim like I always did, you can lean on her. Because everyone needs a place to rest.”

I always thought it would be nice if I could be a sanctuary for her like she was a lap pillow for me.

So, I was a little happy that Hwarim leaned on me today.

“... Thank you.”

Even though Hwarim was embarrassed today, did she want to be close to me?

She started walking forward again without unwrapping her arms around me.

I don't care whether others are looking at me or not, and just for today, I walk around the city feeling warm.

        
            Sigh- Sigh-

Sigh- Sigh-

Bang! Bang!

“I’m going crazy. Why do rocks stick out from here?”

When a huge rock comes out while shoveling, stress comes to the back of my head again.

As of today, it is already the third time.

While I was in the process of clearing the land to create a cemetery, my hands tingled from the rocks that protruded again.

If you used magical power, this wouldn't have happened, but there's nothing more funny than using magical power to just shovel.

This is what happened when I was doing this kind of work, using only my arm strength to shovel with the thought of building muscle strength.

“Let’s see, pickaxe... pickaxe...”

Go back to the cart and look for the pickaxe that you threw nearby.

Shortly after that, an old Hygge sitting near the cart speaks up.

This is the old man who exchanged bottles next to me when we held a welcoming party with Tyrant at Hygge.

“Hey-. Bishop. How is work going? What do you think? Isn’t shoveling hard?”

“Not really. My house was in a place where it snowed a lot in the winter, so I did quite a bit of snow removal, and even when I was mentally ill, demolition of buildings was a daily routine.”

“Ah, that’s right. The bishop was mentally ill, right? Hehehehehe. Well, since you're here, let's take a rest. Water here.”

Swish-

“Thank you.”

I took the water bag thrown to me, opened the lid, and tried to drink it.

However, I wasn't able to complete the movement.

Sniff-sniff-

“... Hey, old man. Isn’t this alcohol?”

“Huh? Is that water?”

“No, it smells so strongly of alcohol.”

“Yekki! It’s fermented water.”

Squeak-

I wondered what kind of bullshit I was talking about, so I poured some water on my palm, and as expected, bubbles came out along with the yellow liquid.

“... The old man is lying again. Is this beer and where is water?”

“Uh-huh! Try following along.”

“Yes?”

“Barley juice.”

“...”

“Quickly.”

“... Yes. It's barley juice. Barley sparkling water, barley squash, golden cola. yes. I understand. But the smell doesn’t lie.”

“Hehe, it's just a little bit of barley mixed with water and a little bit of magic powder added, and after a while, bubbles may form and a smell may come out. That's enough water. Just eat it.”

“Huh... true.”

I looked around and couldn't see any water, so I quenched my thirst with beer, thinking there was nothing I could do.

Gulp gurgle-

'It's not bad. They say that even in the countryside, there are times when people take a break from work in the middle of the day to have a beer. So, it doesn't matter?'

It's great that magic tools and artifacts aren't just luxurious items.

“Khaaaa!”

“Cluck-cluck- Isn’t it cool?”

“Yes. It's very sour.”

The beer was cool because it was a water bag engraved with a magic circle that cooled the contents.

After handing the beer back to the old man, I sit down and get some rest.

The view I'm sitting and looking at is the view of the old farmland and current cemetery being reclaimed along the hill.

“Whoa... Thank you for your help.”

“Once again, since this is the land where our brothers and sisters lie, we must also help.”

We are currently working on turning the land where hygge cemeteries are located in one corner into a full-fledged cemetery.

After preparing the land and putting in an iron fence, the sturdy stones found while digging are stored in a warehouse to later be used as tombstones.

Leave a few trees that are suitable for landscaping, cut down weeds, and sow new low-growing grass seeds.

'The word 'reconstruction' is more appropriate.'

The knight's festival is far away from the work the princess ordered, and Winnet, who sent the invitation, has not arrived yet, so I'm working on it now to handle it.

At first, I was planning to do it slowly and only with members of the church, but when I started working early in the morning, the hygges who came out of the forest to take a few cans of alcohol heard the story and came flocking to help me, so I was very grateful.

The abandoned houses under the parish church are also being steadily returned to their original appearance by these skilled workers.

However, I still have to buy things like proper wood, so money is going up.

At that time, Raines approached the huge rocks I had dug.

Whiing-

As Reigns walks with a pickaxe, his red hair blows in the wind, and he frowns slightly and pushes his hair back.

'Your expression has cleared up a lot.'

Seeing the way he frowns makes me think he has improved a lot.

In the past, I didn't often show my emotions, but these days, my facial muscles move like that even for trivial things, so I feel like I'm in good shape.

Raines stopped at the rocks for a moment, looked around, saw me, and spoke to me.

“Bishop. Can I take a few rocks?”

“Uh. It's okay, but what should I use it for?”

When I asked him again, Raines paused a little and said.

“... I have something I want to make.”

“What?”

It's a word without any particular characteristics.

Anyone can say that there is something they want to do.

However, I was surprised because it came out of Reigns' mouth.

“Didn’t you hear? There was something I wanted to make, so I said I would take it.”

“Ah, uh...yeah. It’s okay.”

Even though he is embarrassed, he answers properly.

Until now, Reigns has never taken the lead and said what he wants to do.

From the day she entrusted her body to us until now, the woman named Rains has always been passive, asking us, 'What do you want me to do?'

This means that there has never been a time when he asserts his own opinion.

“Hmm. Bishop.”

“Ah, yes.”

“ is a pussy but? It looks like he wants to take a lot of stones.”

The old Hygge next to me points his sharp horn at me and says:

“Uh, but will the old man be okay on his own?”

“Of course. Actually, if I had this much land, I could pick it all in two days by myself.”

“... So what have you been doing so far?”

“It’s just a joke, what is it?”

“... Me, indeed.”

“I'm just kidding, I'm the type of person who only gets things done when I'm drunk. From now on, leave this to me and go help me.”

“Okay.”

Even the eyebrows are super long hygge.

The old man's eyes, which were hidden under his eyebrows, shine and he pats my back, making me stand up.

He walks up to Raines and helps him load all the stones he had picked into the cart.

“Thank you.”

“What. Where are you going to move it?”

“We will move it to the warehouse.”

“Let’s go together.”

“It’s okay to do it alone.”

“Don’t lie. Last time, you were pulling a cart and it tipped over several times.”

“... Have you seen it?”

“Yes. Isn’t it difficult to balance a wheelbarrow?”

“Yes... it's long...”

“So leave it to me.”

“... Thank you.”

Deddd-

The sound of a cheap cart wheel rolling.

The sound of stones hitting each other penetrates us.

“...”

I've never had much conversation with Raines.

She's not the type to bring up a story first, and I'm also quiet because I don't really talk to her unless it's at the level of ripping off information if I feel like we're a bit awkward.

I thought it would continue to be quiet.

A second miracle occurred here.

“... I will build a grave.”

“Huh?”

Reigns spoke first again.

Rather than asking anyone a simple question, he first told me what he wanted to do.

“... Are you having trouble hearing today? If so, let’s go in and rest.”

“Uh, no, no. I heard. Grave, yes. tomb. What grave?”

“The graves of other dead test subjects.”

Talking calmly about building a grave.

I asked him why he thought that.

Reigns said that seeing Witch Hunters and Witches made him think, 'I want to do that.'

“Lehier and the Witches of the Blue Rose, they are moving forward. I am protecting my things.”

Reigns saw the witches alive and breathing.

“I don't care whether there is another witch of the same bloodline as them somewhere, who sets up her own nest and catches children and uses them as test subjects, or whether or not they all die at the end and whether the luckiest redhead survives or not. Without doing so, they live toward their own desires.”

Reigns stops.

There is the grave of the hygges, in the land below.

“But I survived, deviated from my promise, and did nothing. I just hated witches and couldn't really set my own goals in life.”

The hunting-mad hygges are buried there.

Hygges who die while hunting are buried, but other Hygges look to the future and prepare to hunt again.

“So, after seeing them, I thought I should make a move too. At first, I decided to start by burying the children who were experimental subjects like me here.”

“...”

Deeply-

Reigns digs the ground with a pickaxe.

I quietly follow Reigns and dig into the ground.

Soon a small pit large enough to bury a body was created.

Reigns throws some rocks in there.

The number of other dead test subjects whose remains do not even exist.

Slowly, one by one, Reigns holds the rocks in his hands and puts them in.

'There are a lot.'

There were 50 stones neatly placed one after another.

Was it a friend, or simply a number of people who were in the same place?

Reigns, who put it all on the ground, raises his head and looks down the hill.

Hwiii-

“But Bishop.”

“... Yes.”

“Before I do that, I think I need to ask for permission.”

“Permission? Why?”

“Because I am a member of the bishop’s church, and because what I am about to do from now on is dishonorable.”

Reigns pushes dirt into the grave with his hand and covers it.

Although his hands were dirty, what Reigns said was that he would get his hands dirty to the point where he could barely say they would get dirt on them.

“I want to set a goal in life. I want to make it my life's goal to kill witches. So, I have to ask the bishop for permission.”

The witch's test subject looks at me with stern eyes.

“... Does that refer to Lihier and the Blue Rose Witches and all witches?”

“No. There is only one person.”

“Who is that?”

“I don’t know yet.”

Raines tells a story about witches.

Witches pass down their knowledge from generation to generation.

It is said that he directly passes on the research results he has achieved so far on a 1:1 basis to those who will become his students or to the children he himself has given birth to.

The person who imparts knowledge in this way is called a ‘tutor’.

“The name of the dead witch who used us as test subjects is Rootknit Treecat. The person I swear to murder is the person who became her tutor. There must be a tutor who passed on knowledge to Rootknit Treecat, who turned me and other children into test subjects. I will find that witch and kill her.”

“... I see. The tutor could have washed his identity and ended up in Lihier, among the Witches of the Blue Rose, or a witch like none of them.”

“That’s right.”

This is Reigns’ consideration.

He swore revenge, but asked for understanding as the target of that revenge could be witches or those who reject witches, with whom our church will have to get along well in the future.

'I'm surprised you put a lot of thought into it.'

So I didn't even think about it.

I never thought that a man named Raines would care so deeply about us that he would ask for permission like this.

However, in reality, words are permission, not permission.

Now that I've heard that story and decision, it's not like I'm here to ask for permission, but to make an oath.

So, as a seed of God who loves humans,

As a servant of God who supports what humans strive to achieve,

He blesses happiness for Raines, a witch's test subject and human.

“I’ll allow it. If killing the witch tutor who killed you and the other children is the true happiness you can find, then of course I should allow it.”

“... Thank you.”

“And, I won’t stop with permission.”

“What does that mean?”

“I’ll help you. If you succeed in finding the tutor, don't worry, he will help you if the witch finds it difficult for you to kill on your own.”

“... Isn’t there an obligation to go that far?”

“Why isn’t there? You are also a member of our church, and you were there when Deshade told us to be happy, so Raines, you should be happy too. This is a duty.”

You don't even need permission in the first place.

The Deshade Church respects individual will.

Even if it is revenge, as long as what is shown is a sincere heart, we will support it.

So, it is not a good denomination, but rather, it is a denomination that serves a god who is quite suitable for being an evil deity.

“... Thank you so much.”

“So, let’s leave the past behind here and start anew.”

“... Yes.”

Reigns, who asked for permission, and I, who gave permission, help each other finish the grave.

Reigns said he doesn't remember everyone's names.

So, I make a tombstone with no name engraved on it.

“... Is it over now?”

A simple tombstone, but a tombstone for children who had never had a tombstone before, was completed.

The beginning, like the prologue to a revenge drama, has been completed.

I feel like chapter 1 of the story ends there.

I was thinking about finishing the tombstone and going back.

Reigns opened his mouth again.

“... Bishop.”

“Huh? Why?”

“I would like to give a gift to the bishop.”

“Gift?”

A story about an unexpected gift.

“Yes. It means gratitude. It is a gift from the bishop and his church who listened to my story and gave permission.”

Looking at the look in his eyes, it was no joke.

Since Reigns has never heard a joke in the first place, it can't be anything but a joke.

“... It's a gift. What is it?”

So make up your mind and ask.

'It's a gift prepared by Raines.'

A gift for me and my denomination.

What the taciturn Reigns will give for us.

I look at Reigns in a state of confusion.

Raines looked into my eyes and said with a grin.

“I will give you my promise to you, Bishop. This is the power that the witch's test subject possessed and that Agoni had suppressed through a promise.”

        
            “Is this place?”

A man, a woman wearing a cloak, and a wizard stand tall on the plain.

The name of the plain they stand on is Legion's Tomb.

During the Great War, this is the land where four legions died in one night, and the place where the body of one legion commander fell.

Grace's territory was devastated by the devil and the soul soldiers were lost and it was in chaos.

The remaining troops of the 3rd Corps were convinced that the commander was gone, so they dispersed and conducted a large-scale search, and they found the body of the commander in the plain and in the corps' grave.

The Legion's tomb is barely recovering from being burned by fire, cut by swords, the ground collapsing, and the magic of the sky and earth being completely consumed.

On the land where the wind blowing from somewhere seemed to be mixed with the sound of a music box, the commander of the corps died in front of the burnt recovery plant, coldly, but maintaining an appearance as noble as his life.

The 3rd Corps, whose commanders have all died, is absorbed into the 2nd Corps, which has been running for a long time, and the Kingdom Alliance is in a state of hectic efforts to fill the void left by the soul soldiers and the vacancy of the considerable number of royals and nobles killed by the evil soul soldiers. .

However, that is of no concern to the three people who came to the place where the corps commander died.

Of the three, the man carrying the huge box on his back takes off his hood.

“Wizard. Is it better if there are no miscellaneous spirits?”

“That’s convenient.”

“Got it.”

The person who came out from under the hood was a long sword.

He helps the wizard identify the memories of the land.

“Stay back. Razael.”

“... Yes.”

The woman standing behind the longsword takes a few steps back.

The longsword opened the lid of the black box and swung it with all its might.

[Ark of Swords]

Kara la la la la larang-

What sticks out from inside are 100 swords.

Among the swords that Longsword has collected throughout his life, there are 'some' swords that can be moved with a grudge.

It scatters in a circle into the black sky and then falls straight into the ground.

Baba baba baba bak-

“Cry. Losers.”

When the longsword is commanded, the sword makes a sound.

Ahhh-

Among those who originally held the sword, the souls of those who were killed and whose sword was taken away cry.

The crying souls suppress the memories of countless dead lives that the land of the Legion's tombs still remembers.

“... Oops.”

The wizard watched the scene for a moment before moving his body to do his job.

'Thanks to you, it will be easier.'

A wizard is a person hired by Longsword to conduct research on magic related to the earth.

The magic he will use from now on is magic that will re-project the scene as it is remembered on the ground.

While drawing a magic circle, a woman called Razael approaches Longsword.

“... Can I give you the music box now?”

“Ah, yes. Please give it to me now. If there is a sound that matches the part the ground remembers, you can more easily recall and synchronize the memory.”

“... Got it. However, if you say that the sound is erased, I will kill you.”

“Oh, I understand.”

‘The bloody thing is the same as the corps commander. This too may be hereditary.'

The wizard continues his work, trying to erase the eerie voice from his memory.

“It's all over.”

Soon the wizard gathered the two people together and activated the magic circle.

Ugh-

Then the magic circle reflects the two people on the ground.

What was there was the figure of the corps commander and another person standing in front of him.

“...!”

“...”

The woman looks at the vision of the corps commander with a surprised face inside the hood, and the longsword stares at the two with his face frozen.

Soon, sound flows from the music box and the illusion moves at the same time.

[...soul disease.]

[... yes.]

[Tell me why I lost.]

The voice of the corps commander and the voice of a man answering to the corps commander.

As soon as the woman named Razael heard the voice, she began to shed tears.

“... I thought it was impossible, but it was just me. It was you who killed the corps commander.”

On the other hand, Longsword looked surprised when he saw the man's face answering the corps commander's words.

The memory of the earth never stops.

The earth plays the images of the people who were there that day according to the sound of the music box, and the music box is activated by moonlight and reproduces the recorded sounds.

[Sword.]

[yes.]

[Send the sword to your daughter.]

Cheolgrug-

At the words of the corps commander, Razael tightly grasps the sword attached to his waist.

The black at her waist,

[Light Sword Lunatic]

This is the sword that the dead Helias held in her hand until the end.

And the name of the person holding the sword is,

Helias Sain Razael.

She is the daughter of a dead corps commander.

Razael bites his lip, listening to his father's voice vividly.

Dead memories flow to the living without stopping.

[It has decided to devour me, so survive as long as it takes.]

[... All right.]

Pop-

Soon the illusion disappeared.

That's all that was recorded on the music box.

Only the last words of the corps commander were saved.

But that is enough.

“Did you see it? Razael.”

“Yes. I saw it.”

Longsword and Helias Sign Razael gained enough confidence.

Helias Sain accurately remembered the reason Tion died and the face of the person who killed him.

“I said I would take revenge.”

“Yes. I will kill the man who killed my father.”

“The person who killed your father. It also means that you are stronger than your father.”

“I know.”

“Then what should we do?”

“You will become stronger. I will become stronger to kill that man with my father's sword.”

“However, it is impossible to quickly become stronger through revenge alone.”

“So we need your strength. Please help me.”

“Do I deserve it?”

“Weren’t you your father’s friend? Long sword.”

“... Well, that’s right.”

“So, I ask for your help. This is revenge. Fulfillment itself is greed, and I have no intention of becoming more greedy about wanting to end things in the desired form. It doesn't matter if I don't kill him with my own hands. It doesn't matter if it's with your own strength, I ask you to kill that man.”

Longsword retrieves the sword.

As the magic power spreads out from the body in all directions, the swords pop out from the ground again and fall into the box.

An action whose principle is completely unknown to a wizard.

No matter how well you can handle magical power, even if you are an Archmage, it is incomprehensible that you can move the sword itself so easily.

Either way, Longsword looks straight into Razael's eyes and speaks to him.

“... Yes. Now that my friend Helias is dead, I can't just sit still. I also have a reason, so I'm going to kill that guy. However, to do that, we have to take a slightly longer route.”

“I will go with you. I will assist you. So give me the strength to take revenge. I will keep my promise... after revenge is over.”

“Do you have any regrets?”

“For me, revenge is closure. Since this is a sword that has fulfilled its duty, I will give it to you.”

Longsword looks back at Razael.

Helias Sain Razael.

The woman with eyes filled with nothing but vengeance holds her father's sword so tightly that the fingernails of her oppressed hand bleed.

However, it is not a long sword.

Actually, the long sword is,

I am not interested in revenge.

Grumpy-

Four swords swinging from his waist.

He spent a long time finding out the origin of those swords.

The swords created by the Immortal Organization are, respectively, a sword that kills dragons, a sword that kills gods, a sword that kills demons, and-

'A sword that kills soul disease.'

The longsword tempted Razael with the last sword.

He said that he would bring the man who killed his father to complete death by stabbing him with the sword that killed the soul disease.

Razael decided to hand over Helias' lightsaber in return.

And there was an additional reward that was not mentioned and the real goal of the long sword.

What he gains by helping Razael avenge is,

This is the sword held by the spirit soldier who killed Helias.

Longsword is crazy.

Because he was crazy about swords, he named himself Longsword, became loyal to the country in order to challenge more sword owners, and since there were no more famous swords to obtain, he submitted a letter of resignation to the Kingdom Alliance.

He dismissed Vincent as his disciple.

This was because he had no business in the Kingdom Alliance anymore and he did not need a disciple who was not greedy.

He then accepted Razael.

Although the longsword was good at fighting, it was not bright at information warfare.

He accepted her because he knew that a great detection dog named Razael would inevitably find the soul disease that killed Helias.

The only goal is to obtain the mysterious, mysterious sword that showed great change against Helias.

So, the two pay the money to the wizard and then move on.

Avoiding the imminent border between the kingdom union and the empire, they take a very long way back and move to enter the empire.

Each person has only one goal.

For the longsword's wealth.

Razael for revenge.

The two joined hands with each other to fulfill their desires.

-------------------------------

Three people climb a snow-covered mountain.

“Wow... Wow... The terrain is a bit rough as expected.”

“Ugh... sure. But I don’t think Paladin gets tired. Oh, grab it and come up.”

“Sorry, sorry.”

Vincent holds Linai's outstretched hand and climbs up an old stone tomb that no one visits anymore.

Far ahead, a paladin quietly climbs the mountain.

“... How far do you plan on going?”

“... Probably to find the answer to the question.”

“... When will you find the answer?”

“... I don't think the time will come when I will convince myself, and if I start hearing hallucinations, won't I stop?”

They are now climbing a mountain where there is a group of pagans.

Three people who happened to get together.

Paladin, Linai, and Vincent.

However, the difference from before is that the paladin is no longer a paladin, Linai is no longer a paladin's attendant because the paladin is no longer a paladin, and Vincent is no longer a knight belonging to the Kingdom Alliance.

After the terrible events that occurred in Grace Domain, the Paladin was dismissed and lost his title.

Linai was also naturally dismissed along with Paladin.

So Paladin was now confused.

Although the elders of the Gaia Church unanimously said that they were not worthy of becoming a Paladin of the Gaia Church, the power in the Paladin's body did not disappear.

That was incomprehensible.

The power of a paladin is the power he gained by giving his name to Gaia.

However, although the elders who were said to have received Gaia's voice dismissed you, saying that God had cast you out, the power that resided in the Paladin's body did not disappear.

So even now, the power in his body suggests that the priests of the Gaia Church converted the feats they received from others in the name of God into divine power and gave it to him, and in fact, Gaia did nothing.

So the paladin went on a journey to ask questions.

The conversation he had with the saint of the Deshade Church had a great impact on him.

The swear words against the Gaia Church uttered by the people present and the people they were saving ring in my ears.

So Paladin is moving to hear the voice of the real Gaia.

He just finds out the heretics and beats them to death, waiting for the day when Gaia, to whom he gave his name, and who he thought he dedicated to, answers his voice.

Two people assist him.

He is not a paladin who moves like a madman, but a paladin, and since he has even given his name, he now chases after the person he does not know what to call.

Linai chose to follow him rather than return to the Gaia Church, and Vincent also gave up his knighthood and defended his cause.

They move because they are worried about Paladin.

As he continues to cut through the seawater without hesitation, I watch with my own eyes because I cannot see him quickly falling into the surging seawater and drowning.

“... I wish a miracle would happen.”

“I hope so too.”

Linai and Vincent are no longer in the same boat as their duties and responsibilities are gone.

There is only one reason they move.

To witness the person in front of me safely find salvation, to witness the person who was used by foolish people because of his sincerity find true happiness.

So today, the three climb a snowy mountain between the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire.

        
            “Uh... blood Solindaa.”

Farewell is surrendering himself to a sensation he has never felt before.

To be precise, it is a situation that has no choice but to leave it to us.

‘I saw it in a book. This is a spring trap.'

So I can't help but be amazed.

It's been 30 minutes since I've been hanging from a tree as tall as a two-story building with only one leg hanging from it.

Farewell encountered numerous books at Gloria's Tower, and among them, he carefully studied the writings of hunters to try catching fresh animals and preparing them for barbecue during his adventures.

Among them, there was a book that detailed how to make hunting traps and the types of traps.

However, none of these traps caught Farewell's attention.

'what's this? The structure is simple and the killing power is ambiguous, so it must be difficult against demonic beasts, right?'

I had never been outside the city before, so it was Farewell.

To Farewell, who had only seen alchemists' complicated mechanical devices that even wizards shook their heads upon hearing of their various uses, all hunting traps seemed crude.

So she couldn't hide her disappointment.

There were better traps like him. Although he had never seen them in person, he thought in his head that he could catch any magical beast with a complex and huge trap that actively utilized alchemy and the new craze of magic arts.

However, after experiencing it himself, Farewell came to respect the simple design of the noose.

“That’s right. When it comes to traps, I think it’s okay to be a little gentle.”

It was a monotonous but powerful trap that snatched your legs and hung you up a high tree as soon as you stepped in without even thinking that there was a trap.

Fortunately, the hunters did not drive sharp spears or arrows into the tree, so Farewell did not die accidentally.

However, there is a reason why there was no additional device simply to keep the prey alive as long as possible and to catch it in a fresh state, but since Farewell's strength lies in being grateful for being alive, the thought did not go that far. I couldn't do it.

“... So how do I get down?”

The problem is currently ongoing.

There is no one around Farewell, who is hanging high on a tree.

“I heard that hunters come to check their traps once a week... really?”

Thinking like that, Farewell felt an eerie feeling.

It's already limited.

Although the blood in his body was flowing backwards, and in reality he was only bleeding because he was hanging upside down, Farewell began to feel that it was starting to be dangerous 20 minutes after he was caught in the trap.

'I heard that hanging upside down for a long time can lead to cerebral hemorrhage in severe cases.'

And there is one more problem.

A noose hanging high over one leg.

She wore extremely thick pants in case she crossed the forest, so the strong iron noose rope did not cut off the lightweight Farewell's legs, but she cannot defy gravity.

As Farewell hangs with all of her small weight resting on one leg, it becomes increasingly painful.

'I heard that most wild animals are effectively caught and killed by the noose, even if it is too many.'

As time goes by, the noose is getting tighter, and the leg has become so tight that one has to worry about necrosis.

“... Sniff.”

In the end, tears come out.

Farewell, who was intellectually superior, was able to picture the next events in his mind so perfectly that he was able to come up with a completed picture.

A few days later, he was found by a hunter who had set a trap, and he was found dead, hanging from a tree, bleeding, or lying on the ground with his leg amputated due to necrosis.

“... Ahhh!”

I suddenly feel scared and lonely.

She bursts into tears and cries loudly, wishing that someone would save her.

“Save me! Someone help me! No, please help me!!! Ahhh!!!”

All I can do is cry like a newborn baby who can't even move his limbs freely.

Because he is cold-hearted, he has no choice but to act like that.

As he was snatched up by the noose, all the items in his bag spilled on the floor, and the dagger that would cut the noose, which he thought would help at the last moment, was left on the floor far out of reach.

For the first time in my life, I wail loudly.

Farewell, who had never cried like that since he was a child, cried for the first time today, feeling anxious because there was nothing around him.

It was a time when I cried for a long time.

Rustling-

“Sigh... Black... What is it? Miracle, is it a miracle?”

I heard someone coming through the bushes towards Farewell.

I also read a similar situation among the numerous books in Gloria's tower.

This is a book containing a collection of fairy tales.

This is a story about a princess who was so lazy that the king asked a witch to turn her into a bear, but after stepping on a trap in the forest and crying, she was saved by a kind prince.

Although Farewell was not a princess who had been turned into a bear by a witch's spell, and it was impossible for a prince to exist here, as it was not a united kingdom, Farewell had no doubt that someone would appear from the bushes and save her.

Of course, the problem was that it was also true that the world was not that easy.

Rustling-

“Cooo-.”

“Quaaa!!!”

What came out of the bushes was a huge bear.

For the third time today, Farewell felt the memories of the books he had read naturally being printed out of his mind.

What is in front of you is a red panda bear.

Among bear-shaped beasts, it is the highest-ranking beast in terms of general size, and is quite high up on the food chain.

'I heard that bears are good at climbing trees!'

With such a demon appearing before his eyes, Farewell was thankfully saved from dying on the tree.

Instead, you will face death by being chewed up and eaten.

Sniff-sniff-

“Chueoung?”

'ah. This is over.'

Demon beasts are smart.

From the looks of it, a simple noose made for catching wild animals is simple enough for witches to easily crush its core.

Farewell predicted that this magic beast would probably also look at Farewell and think, 'I guess I'll eat fresh meat today, since the stupid human is caught in the trap they made.'

“Ugh... I should have walked calmly along the main road...!”

Farewell regretted it.

I came to regret the choice I made, thinking that crossing the forest would allow me to get to the Church of Deshade faster, leaving behind the excellent road that the Empire had built with a lot of tax money to ensure the movement and supply of troops in times of emergency.

“What on earth did that red line mean...!”

Farewell was resentful.

The red rope hanging at the edge of the forest was clearly hung by a person.

So I went into Farewell with confidence, thinking that it was a safe forest managed by a lord somewhere and not populated by demonic beasts.

“... Hwaaa8488~!”

A scream comes out again along with tears.

“Chooong.”

Regardless of whether the bear screams or not, I think the only thing I can do at the last moment is shed tears, so I cry hard.

However, for a moment, Farewell was distracted for a moment when he saw something passing in front of him.

“Huh... Huh? Butterfly?”

What was flying in front of the upside-down pupil was a white butterfly.

It was an amazing butterfly whose wings did not appear to be white; only the wings and body were white, while the rest was transparent.

So Farewell stopped crying and took a closer look at the butterfly.

That butterfly was not one of the insect samples from around the world that Gloria had created in a corner of the tower in her head, or any of the butterflies she had only drawn or written about in books.

Therefore, as an alchemist, a scholar, and a person seeking knowledge, she looks at the butterfly closely, forgetting about her own situation.

“... pretty.”

A butterfly whose name I did not know came across the forest.

It is a butterfly that glows slightly on its own and sprays particles like particles as it flies.

However, it was only for a moment that someone came running at incredible speed, following the trajectory made by the butterfly as it flew.

no,

It came flying.

“Chor, big!”

A strong orange trail flew by in an instant.

The end point of the trajectory crashes directly into the red panda bear underneath Farewell.

Quaaa!

The bear flies straight ahead and destroys two large trees.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo-

The trees make the sound of falling.

Farewell was dumbfounded for a moment before the woman who hit the bear looked up at her and spoke.

“Uh...”

However, speaking is a bit slow.

“... This is a situation where you need to be saved, right? Right?”

And just like him, the owner of the trail slowly looked towards Farewell with a slightly anxious expression.

Of course, Farewell has no intention of complaining because it is slow.

“Yes! Yes yes yes yes yes! Please save me! Please put me down! Please save me!!!”

“Ah, okay...”

A woman with orange hair wearing a uniform is embarrassed by the strong reaction.

For a moment, he picked up a rock and put it between his fingers, then bounced it.

ping-

pop!

The noose made of iron thread was broken so easily that the word "gogak" could only be used for iron thread, even if only a rock was thrown at it.

Hwii-ing-

“Aaagh!”

“Ike.”

Slurp-

The line broke and Farewell fell.

The woman runs towards Farewell and hugs her.

“Thank you...”

“... I'm glad.”

Farewell looks at the woman's face in his arms.

A woman with eyes that seem somewhat sleepy.

Looking up close, I saw that he had a firm and beautiful body that I thought would be difficult to maintain more carefully.

So Farewell blurts out that he wants to become friends with her without realizing it.

“Hey, over there. I'm Farewell. I'm an alchemist.”

“Huh?”

The woman looked a little troubled after hearing Farewell's words, but willingly said her name, probably because she thought it would be rude not to give her name as well since he had mentioned her name first.

“I... am an adventurer. I'm a high-level adventurer, Winnet...”

“Wenet. Winnet. I remembered. Thank you!”

“What. Rather... do you want to go down?”

“Ah, yes! Okay!”

Farewell calmly gets down from Winnett's arms.

Since he was the benefactor who saved me, I thought I shouldn't cause him any more trouble.

“Ugh...”

Stumble-

“Oh, if you’re bleeding, just sit down.”

“Sorry, sorry...”

After coming down for a while, I collapsed as I felt the blood returning to its original place.

Winnett asks Farewell, who is sitting, something.

“Over there...”

“Yes, yes!”

“Have you not seen the butterfly?”

“Butterfly? Is it a white butterfly? I saw it.”

“Do you know where it went?”

“Uh... It seemed like there was no destination in the sky, but it disappeared in an instant.”

“Really? Hmm... I missed it again.”

'Did you come into the forest because you wanted to catch butterflies?'

It is contrary to what it appears.

Even Farewell, who had no perspective at all to judge a person who cleans radishes, was surprised by the fact that a person who was said to be quite strong as a martial artist was only chasing a butterfly.

Winnet spoke, regretting missing the butterfly she had barely found.

“Well... I can't help it. First, I have to go into the parish.”

“Uh, are you on your way to where the Deshade Church is located?”

“Yeah... but?”

“Well, then can I go with you?”

“... Sure. As long as the path is the same.”

Winnet accepts Farewell's urgent offer.

In Winnet's opinion, the little alchemist in front of him clearly lacked the ability to survive.

'I think even if I leave it here, I'll step on the trap again three steps later.'

Winnet had an intuition that he might be much younger than his appearance, so he gladly accepted the offer even though he thought it would be a hassle.

However, that was only a short time; there was still work to be done.

“Then...”

“Yes.”

“Before we leave, I need to take care of that.”

“Cooo!!!”

Winnett takes a stance, and Farewell is horrified.

It flew off, obviously knocking down a tree, but Winnett clearly saw it.

A kick fired from far away with enough magical power in the legs.

It was a kick that could kill a demonic beast in an instant, but the opponent received it 'head on'.

'That's not an ordinary magical beast.'

So Winnet is nervous.

Like a skilled fighter, the red panda bear blocked his kick with both hands and front paws together to accurately absorb the shock.

The opponent is a magical beast that someone created with the intention of creating a worthy match even against the high-level adventurer Winnet.

Therefore, Winnet rotates the magic power in the body more quickly.

Everything to protect the little alchemist behind it.

And, for the peace of the forest road leading to Deshade Church.

Winnet declares.

“ character. I'm going.”

“Chooong!”

Confirming that the opponent is a fighter rather than a magician, he charges at the bear that has begun to take steps.

Thus, a fight between Gombangi and Winnet took place in the forest managed by the Diocese of Deshade, in the middle of a hunting ground where hygges had set up traps.

        
            After lunch, I think carefully about what Raines said.

'I never would have thought Reigns had that kind of power.'

After creating the experiment tomb, the hidden power that Raines revealed to me was beyond what I imagined.

A power that cannot be used carelessly because it is too dangerous.

No matter how much I am, if Reigns uses that power, there is bound to be a gap for a moment.

Reigns was hiding that power from Agoni.

And he handed over authority to me by promising that power.

'How did you not get caught even though you had that kind of power?'

'It's simple. The first promise Agony made to us was to not do anything that would harm us, no matter what. Thanks to this, I was seen as a failure by that guy because I possessed this power that the moment I used it, I had no choice but to harm Agoni no matter what I did.'

“... Well, I'm glad if this is good.”

It makes me think that if Agoni had gained that kind of power, the final fight would have been really difficult.

smart-

“... Who is it?”

I was relieved and rested for a moment before I left the house when someone knocked on the door.

Squeak-

“Bishop!!! It’s a good lunch!!!”

As soon as you open the door, you see a wooden mask and a smiling face painted in red paint on the mask.

“I came because I have something to report!!!”

There was Luba standing there, wagging his tail vigorously.

-------------------------------

“So. I heard Gombangi's noise, so I went to find him, and found out that these two people, specifically the woman here, were beating up Gombangi?”

“Yes!!! So we joined in and put them to sleep for now! What should I do?!!”

“Ugh... ears.”

I close my eyes tightly for a moment and open them when I hear Luba screaming.

What comes into view is Ruba, whose tail is gently wagging, and the Hygges around her.

And there are Gombangi, who is standing on two legs, crying and stroking his still sore stomach, and Farewell and Winnet, who are asleep under anesthesia.

Looking at the two people with anesthetic needles stuck to their necks, I remember what happened last time.

“... This is truly a strange rumor going around in the forest of our parish. Some kind of enchanted forest where everyone who enters falls asleep? Something like that.”

“Is there a reason for that?!!”

“Can’t you tell when you look at this situation? Last time, a group of adventurers entered the forest, so they sprayed anesthetic on them and left them on the outskirts of the city.”

“Because they were trespassers!!! Since you came to the parish forest to collect without permission, you should be grateful that your limbs are healthy!!!”

“... Yes. In a way, that is true. Thank you, Luba.”

“... Yes!!! I'm glad you found it helpful!!!”

Flutter- Flutter- Flutter-

'It's dusty.'

Luba's tail is wagging so violently that dust rises from the ground.

'Hmm... It looks like there are more people trying to use the forest path than I thought. First of all, the forest itself is included in the parish. Should we at least put up a sign? Ah, but they said that if you put up a sign, the demons will think you have written a sign telling them to be careful and will break it all down. Wicked bastards. I wish it were all gone. When are you going to catch me and wipe me out? But it's a waste of time to do that.'

This wasn't the first time something like this had happened, so while I was wondering what I should do to make people be more careful, Ruba spoke again.

“And the Forest of Illusion was actually created separately recently, so you don’t have to worry!!!”

“... Huh? What do you mean by that?”

“Actually, this is a story I heard recently while stopping by the city for supplies! It is said that adventurers, scholars, and knights of the rogue often go missing after entering the forest about two days away from here! It is said that that is why the forest was given the name Forest of Delight!!!”

Luba takes out a hatchet and points far to the east.

It is said to be a day or so from the mountain range leading to Hygge, far beyond the land where we are.

When I heard Ruba's words, I felt a little strange.

“Adventurers and scholars? Adventurers are always running around looking for money wherever they go, and knights of pilgrimage are likely to be similar, so even if that were the case, why do scholars?”

Ruba says, wagging her tail even more vigorously as if she is happy that she asked what I said.

“It is said that there are butterflies that have not yet been reported to academia! I heard that it is a butterfly with a white and transparent body, and because it looks so pretty, there are many requests from adventurers to catch it-”

Softly- softly-

However, for just a moment, Ruba's eyes, which were looking straight into my eyes, turned to one side.

“Luba?”

“-That’s right. From what I heard, it looks like a butterfly like that. There is a butterfly flying around that is white and emits pretty mist...”

“Hey?”

'Where are you looking?'

Eyes and body that blur while talking and at the same time continue to follow somewhere.

Immediately, I slowly turn my head in that direction.

What I discovered was-

white butterfly.

“... It’s pretty.”

It was not white like a cabbage butterfly, but a white butterfly with an artificial yet beautiful appearance, like the one I saw in Gloria's Watchers in the City of Alchemists.

Attention is drawn to the free appearance of flying without rules, shedding unknown particles.

Trup-

Ruba walked toward the butterfly before me.

“...”

Like Luba, I too was about to turn away after seeing that butterfly.

Hot-

'Ugh?'

The fever rises from the Asmodeus symbol and he soon returns to his senses.

At the same time, something flew towards the butterfly.

ping-

Paang!

What flew away was a small rock.

However, the speed was so fast that it could not be compared to children throwing with all their might for fun.

“... You shouldn't look at that without any defense.”

“Ah, Winnet.”

As soon as I came to my senses, I heard Winnet's voice.

“... Huh, before I knew it!”

Is it because the butterfly disappeared?

Ruba also comes to her senses and is startled when she hears Winnet's voice.

Winnet was administered an anesthetic and lay down for a while, before he knew it he had undone the ropes binding his body and was standing up.

He says this while facing Winnet.

“Hmm... it's a bit confusing, where should I start?”

“Uh... I see. Could you start with the introduction here?”

After feeling a little awkward at Winnet's request for a moment, I introduced the parish as she said.

“Nice to meet you. Winnet. And welcome. This is Leven, where Deshade's parish is located.”

-------------------------------

“So, Winnet, while you were here, you received a request from the capital’s adventurer guild to investigate the Forest of Fantasy?”

“Actually, it's more of a request than a request... but I accepted it because I said there was no one else to receive it.”

'Are you weak against constant pushing?'

We are now sitting in front of the table set up in front of the church.

Winnet said that he was tired of sunlight after continuing to cross the forest, so the reception of guests was held outdoors.

“The young adventurers who received the request went into the Forest of Illusion, or more precisely, the forest before it was called the Forest of Illusion, to search for butterflies, but no one came back from the forest, so in the end, I Requests came in.”

“It was something like that.”

When Winnet came down after receiving the invitation, he found information about sightings of butterflies and followed them toward our church.

Then, he found the butterfly in the forest on the outskirts of our church, and as he followed the butterfly all the way inside, he found Farewell and Gombangi.

Winnet looks at Gombang with a sad expression, as if feeling sorry for him.

“Honestly... I thought something was strange about halfway through, so I kept my hands off it. I definitely got the feeling that I was in the hands of someone.”

“... Did you hear? They say you lived because you had a keen eye.”

“Chooo!”

“Mi, I’m sorry... But you were pretty strong. Be confident.”

“Choo! Wow!”

“Ah, okay... It must be strange to say something like this after I hit him first...”

Gombangi gets angry at Winnet’s words.

I feel dumbfounded when I see Gombang sitting next to us, still angry and constantly putting his paws in a wooden barrel filled with fruit to relieve his stress.

'If you respond to people and get angry, isn't that really how you turn into a person later?'

Later, as a test, I thought about getting some mugwort and garlic and giving them to him, but since he's not the kind of guy who can quietly stay in a cave for 100 days, I give up on the idea.

“... Was that the bear you saw at Gloria’s tower? I never thought that would happen.”

“Well, you may not have known because you only saw it once. Just by looking at the animals, you can't tell them apart because they are all there. are you okay. This guy will get angry if he eats some fruit like this.”

When Farewell looks at Gombangi and apologizes for misunderstanding, the guy takes out a fruit and hands it to him as if he has never done that before.

“Chueoung.”

“Uh, you want to eat? Thank you.”

Just then, Astesia came from inside the church and brought tea to everyone.

“Hey, I brought the car.”

“Thank you. Astesia.”

“It is better to wait a little longer before eating as it burns at a slightly hotter temperature than usual.”

“Okay. Why don’t Astesia come and sit down too?”

“I’m fine. I heard a merchant is coming.”

“Oh, that’s right. You said you were coming to buy leather or something, right?”

“Yes. Normally, I don't come to places like this, but I heard that people like the quality of the leather... I'm grateful.”

I remembered something I had forgotten.

In addition to the salary given by the princess, we needed urgent money to buy materials to decorate the tomb, so the hygges brought us the skins of demon beasts caught in the forest.

So, when we were wondering whether we should take it to a nearby city and sell it, Astesia said that a merchant we had talked to several times in the city seemed to have taken a liking to us and expressed his wish to enter into an ongoing purchase agreement, so today was the day he said he would come visit us.

'To be exact, it seems he liked Astesia more than us.'

From what I heard from Peria, it seemed like the merchant was a person with quite a high level of pride. Astesia had been asking Peria about the etiquette and polite manners of nobles, so she learned them and used them when dealing with the merchant, and she fell in love with them.

'You're becoming more and more mature.'

Even now, when I see her with her hands folded and talking to us, I feel as if the frightened look I saw before has disappeared and I am seeing a mature noble lady.

On the other hand, the unpleasant thought that I might end up like Princess Camellia briefly passed through my mind.

Astesia turned around, and Winnet, who smelled the scent coming from the car, stretched out her arms.

“So... Oh, I'll have some tea before I speak.”

“... Ah! At some point!”

Then Ruba, who was once again tying Winnette's arms behind Winnette's chair, screamed.

Luba saw that even though she had tied her up with the binding technique she was confident in a little while ago, the restraints had come loose at some point, so she tried tying Winette's arms again, but each time, Winette was showing off her bindings without much effort.

“Mmm... the tea is delicious. Was it made from something grown in the forest here?”

“That’s right. I’m glad to hear that it’s delicious.”

Winnet praises the car and continues talking.

“So, where is Thistle?”

“Thistle will probably come a little later. I didn't know you would come today, so I said I would do some land surveying today that I had been putting off.”

“Ah, I kept crossing the forest... so I got there quickly. Umm...”

Slurp-

Rattling-

Winnet drinks all the tea in one go and puts it down.

Then he suddenly got up from his seat.

“... Ahhh!”

This time, Winnet speaks to me, leaving behind the screams of Ruba, whose legs were tied.

“Then, shall we try it now?”

“Yes? What?”

When I asked a question because it was so sudden, Winnet turned his arm and said.

“You said you were seeking advice? Wake up, Bishop. I don't know if it will help, but it's a congratulatory gift for safely settling into the empire, and since I'm Thistle's friend, I'll give you some strength.”

        
            It may be sudden, but since I am a high-level adventurer, I have no intention of taking up too much time.

At the same time, other people had their own things to do and were spread throughout the parish, and if Winnett said he felt like doing it right now, it would be better to move right away.

After warming up on the flat grass behind the church, I faced Winnet with my sword while wearing Deshade's armor.

Winnet asked me in earnest what I wanted.

“You said what you wanted was a way to fight an opponent who was close to you, right?”

“Yes. The enemy is so close that it is difficult to swing the sword.”

I explained everything to her.

He said that he felt difficult because he had a strange experience with a wizard approaching him during a previous fight with the demon Baphomet.

“Hmm... Then, what do you want? How to somehow open the distance again with a sword? Or, do you also fight back with fighting skills?”

“Both. If possible, Winnet's... what do you say? It's about infusing magical power into your body and touching it.”

“My skills?”

“Yes. It's the same technique that was shown against hybrids in the past. I exploded with a pop. What’s the name of that?”

“... Do you have to tell me your name?”

“It means that if there is, please let me know. It's too long to just call it 'the technique that was used against the hybrids.'”

He asks Winnet, who is embarrassed, to teach him the name of the skill.

It may be easier to call something if you know its name, but I heard that knowing the name of a technology and using it has the advantage of increasing the perfection of the technology due to the self-affirmation of will that comes from association.

Just as wizards gain confidence from themselves and the world by chanting the magic name in the final stage of magic, weapon wielders also use their mouths to speak the name that expresses the surface aspect or internal structure of the skill by uttering it with their mouths. It is said to lead to more accurate movements.

I was dubious at first, but after wielding a sword for quite some time, it takes getting used to it. After seeing that many people do it that way and many knights who have found it effective, I accepted it as making some sense.

And it seemed like it was a story that Winnet also knew, so in the end she hesitated and told me the name of the technology.

“... Day Break.”

“Yes?”

“In the words of the Kingdom Union, dawn. In the imperial language it is called day break...”

Winnet says the name of the technology as if he is a little embarrassed.

Why do I want to do this when I see a lack of confidence?

That's because the technique that Winnet showed in the past can be considered an innovative technique for fighters who use their bare hands, or at best, a gauntlet.

“... Nice name, why are you blushing so much?”

“Well... I named this when I was 14.”

“14 years old?”

“Yes... While training against a rock in the mountains, I succeeded for the first time. That was when the sun was rising...”

Age of 14.

Even though he is young, I have heard that martial artists train especially from a young age, so it is not an age to be pretentious.

'Training in the mountains.'

As soon as you hear the name, the sight unfolds before your eyes.

Winnet, who must have been much younger and smaller than she is now, swung her bandaged fist at the huge rock.

He continued to gather what little magical energy was left in his body, and with his bloody hands, he shouted out, thinking that the only weak point was a speck of dust on a rock with not even a pinhole in sight.

How long did it take?

When the sun was coming up, a sharp fist caused something strange.

Instead of the flesh being crushed and bleeding again, the sensation felt in the fist was the very small gap in the fist that one had created, the magic power of the 14-year-old flowing deep into the center of the fist.

Quaaa!

The magic that flows into the rock spreads out in all directions, tearing it apart from the inside out and destroying it.

'Haaak... Haaak... Haaak...'

There are no more rocks in front of Winnet, who breathes in the cold air.

What appeared in the place where the rock disappeared was the sun that had just begun to rise.

That is why children give names to what they have achieved.

[Day Break].

“That’s the emotion I had at that age. Please understand...”

Winnet covers her face and looks embarrassed.

But to me, when I imagine it, I think it's really cool.

“Why? Isn’t it cool? At that young age, the fist that must have been thrown out tens of thousands of times because it wanted to have its own complete power now has that name.”

“... Is it really cool?”

“Yes. Besides being cool.”

“... hit.”

After avoiding eye contact for a moment, Winnet straightened her back and smiled slightly, probably gaining confidence as I continued to praise her.

“Really? At some point, I felt like this was really embarrassing... I wonder if it's okay to be proud of it if others see it.”

Winnet closes his eyes and opens them.

Then the atmosphere changed.

“Good. Then from now on, I will attack you. Fight back.”

There are no eyes that were always tired and sleepy.

Contained there is the look in the eyes of a high-level adventurer facing something only he can do.

My eyes are wide open and I feel as if my whole body is being seen right through to the inside.

If you don't do anything, it's as good as dead.

So, I raised my sword in response to the intense and sharp eyes that flickered like flames, which felt as burning as my orange hair.

Winnet confirms what she knows about me.

“I heard the story. You actually seem pretty strong. Rumor has it that the dragon was killed and the devil also banished the two.”

“... Yes. It's true.”

Winnett bounces his feet off the floor and jumps into the sky.

Tong- Tong- Tong- Tong-

A movement that is different from Gombangi's steps, as if it were warming up the body.

“Then it means that it is extremely strong against monsters.”

Winnet, who can jump quite high, up to the height of a person's waist by lightly jumping with only the strength of his ankles, comes back down to the ground and speaks.

“But,

To what extent does it work against people?”

Phuuk-

At that moment, the ground was deeply dug.

“!!!”

Paaang-

It is a land made of dirt and weeds.

Unlike other places, this is a land where you can slip right away if you don't apply enough strength.

However, Winnet lightly placed the soles of his feet on the ground and rushed forward.

Weeds and dirt are flying into the sky, and winnets are flying.

Kaaa!

The gauntlet was also removed, so the fist was only lightly bandaged.

Regardless of how it was trained, it is a fist that must look weak to be used as a weapon.

However, that fist precisely turned the blade of my magic sword to the side, putting me in a defensive posture.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

My fist pressed down on the sword, and just as I was pushing the sword away, Winnet spoke.

“First of all, I roughly understand.”

“Pfft... What?”

“How much force can I apply?”

Kaang!

The sword is raised upward.

At the same time, Winnett bends his back.

The target is all directions of the body.

Winnet punches at a close distance where it is difficult to swing a sword.

Tukwagagagagagagagaga!

Winnet had said in advance that he would go without any circumstances.

So, I wore Deshade's armor from the beginning with the intention of giving my all.

And now, the armor is being pounded mercilessly, causing a loud banging sound.

'Quick!'

A simple, fast punch.

A fist that can't even pierce armor.

However, the reason why it is so powerful is because the fist shakes the balance of my body without mercy.

Winnet beats my body mercilessly.

side.

Thighs.

Ankle.

elbow.

chin.

shin.

pit of the stomach.

Kwakakakakakakang-

'shit.'

Regardless of armor, the sense of balance used to strike a blow is distorted, unable to distinguish between four directions.

For a moment, even in the shaking image, I tried to stab Winnet in the neck without letting go of the sword.

However, Winnet looks at my sword with a relaxed expression, dodges it, and then swings his fist at the armor again while speaking calmly.

“It’s time to start. If you're going to kill an enemy with just a blow, a martial artist has to hit.”

This wasn't even the beginning.

Winnet immediately straightened up.

“Trying to beat someone to death simply because they are strong is something only idiots would do. If you have the strength to do so, it is wiser to hold the weapon with that hand. If not-”

For a moment, Winnett was bending down and swinging around, and even as he was striking, the steps he was taking subsided, and instead he briefly clenched his fist in place.

“-Did you know how to create a miracle that can never be imitated with a hand holding a weapon and can only be created with the body?”

Googgegggeukgeuk-

Is it an optical illusion?

For a moment, it seemed like the world around Winnet was moving slowly.

To be precise, it feels like the image is distorted around her.

It feels like everything around is gathering around Winnet.

“Do you know what the most painful part of the body is? It’s a joint.”

Winnet's eyes are visible.

His half-closed eyes, which were always droopy as if he was sleepy, were now dilated to their limit.

Winnet, a survivor who has lived with only her fists, is superior in all visual information because her eyelids are fully open and she never blinks.

As soon as he finished speaking, the high-level adventurer who had overcome adversity threw a fist.

Pakakakakang!

A wrist holding a sword.

The knee of the leg that is touching the ground.

A lump in the neck.

shoulder.

finger.

The inner and outer parts of the wrist.

Pelvis, etc.

It attacks all areas that the armor cannot cover, or even if it does, are thinner than the thick breastplate and are susceptible to shock.

Paaa!

What I hear this time is not the sound of armor hitting, but the sound of air breaking as soon as the fist leaves.

This happens because the attack is so fast that it is difficult to keep up with it.

“... Pfft!”

If so, change your posture.

Conversely, change your thoughts and ideas.

If the opponent is maintaining a distance that allows him to throw a short punch, how about reducing that distance to zero?

How about making it so that only ground techniques can be used like Gombangi did?

So he puts down his sword and rushes in.

Trust the armor's defensive power and go in by absorbing the damage coming through the counter.

I successfully hugged Winnet and closed my fists.

'Should I put in a joint device next?'

“Ike- The judgment is not bad.”

As expected, Wynette clearly stopped extending his fist.

But that was only for a moment.

“Then let’s go to the next step. At this distance, there is no weapon like this.”

Kwaaang!

'Pfft, what?!'

The strong impact felt from the helmet shakes my vision.

The shock was transmitted to the inside, probably causing the semicircular canal to shake.

Thanks to this, the restraints holding Winnet were released.

Winnet stepped back, watching me lose my balance and fall down.

“It was just an elbow. Okay, that’s it for now.”

Winnet, who saw my condition and distanced himself again, could see that his clothes were slightly damaged around his elbows.

Seeing that, I got up from my seat and tried to come to my senses by covering my head, which was belatedly suffering from a headache.

“Ok... Yes!”

“It was an attack that could have killed you, but you stood up, it’s great.”

“It has some regenerative ability.”

“That’s good. I'm a little jealous. It's my daily routine to live every day...”

As time passed and I finally recovered my posture, Winnet asked me a question.

“What should I do?”

“... If the opponent is this level, you may have to give up the idea of fighting him with a sword.”

“Um, really? First of all, I'm a little embarrassed to say it with my own mouth, but my power is quite fast even within the empire. It won't be easy to meet someone better than me, right?”

“Still, at this distance, I think the only way is to use my fists. Even if you have a sword that can cut through any armor, it is a rare opportunity to learn an attack that can so mercilessly shock the inside of the armor.”

“If you thought so, well, I guess I should teach you.”

I disarmed the sword and made the armor return to its divine power.

From now on, I plan to start by following Winnett's movements.

On the other hand, Winnet watched in amazement as my armor and sword disappeared, and then spoke as if she had suddenly remembered something.

“Oh, that’s right. I might stay here for a while.”

“Yes? Why?”

Instead of warming up, I ask back what the reason is for Winnet's words.

“Hmm. You know, the investigation of the Forest of Illusion that I talked about a little while ago. When I went to investigate that... I thought I should get some help from the bishop.”

He tells Winnet, who has difficulty saying the word “bishop,” to feel free to call him “bishop.”

“Please just call me Lee Rim. There are a lot of people who call me that.”

“Oh, is that okay? Thank you.”

“So, do you want me to go into the forest with you?”

“Yes. I have a feeling that the butterfly I'm looking for is somehow performing a mental trick, so it's better to do this mission with two or more people rather than alone.”

“I don’t mind if that’s the case, but if it’s about exploring the forest, wouldn’t it be done in one day?”

“Of course, it is. That's because I have one more business to attend to.”

“What else is there?”

“I am participating in the Knight’s Festival. Until then, I thought I would practice in a place with good water and clean air.”

Even though I am surprised by Winnet's words, it's not that I don't understand them.

Even if you are a high-level adventurer, maintaining your reputation is important to maintain your position.

So, if there is an opportunity to make one's name known, such as the Knight's Festival, the one who participates diligently can lead to something good in the future, so in a way, it seems natural for Winet to participate in the Knight's Festival.

However, I'm asking this because I think Winnet's personality doesn't like having her name known that much.

“Winet has no intention of becoming a paladin of Rugal, right?”

“Huh? of course. I don't want to live among fanatics like that...”

When I brought up the topic of the Holy Knights, she was disgusted and hugged me tightly.

There seems to be a perception that just thinking about it is creepy.

“Then why are you leaving?”

“... money?”

“Money? You earned quite a lot from the Kingdom Alliance before.”

When I asked again because I didn't understand the word money, Winnet scratched his head and said.

“Um... I'm saying this because I'm not hiding anything, but the truth is, I'm from an orphanage in the capital, so I keep donating donations.”

Winnet naturally tells the story of her birth.

She is from an orphanage in the capital and trained as an adventurer since she was young, wanting to become self-reliant. Now that she is an adult, she says she continues to donate to the orphanage that accepted her dream of becoming an adventurer without criticizing her.

“It's run by the Red Purge Church, so in a few months they'll be holding events like the Wish Ceremony and the Gaia Church's Memorial Day. While I'm at it, I want to give back some gifts to the kids there, so I'm going out to get some prize money. So, the more money you have, the better.”

'You look happy.'

Even though he grew up without parents, even though he grew up in a house with a sign that said it was an orphanage, which could make others feel pity, Winnett seemed to genuinely like the place where he was born and raised.

Seeing her with a happy face and smiling brightly, as if she was remembering those times, makes me happy for no reason.

“... Oh, so what is the ranking? At first glance, I heard that the prize money is very high from the top 20.”

For a moment, I asked a question as to how far a person as talented as Winnet would go, and Winnet put his fingers in a V shape.

“2nd place.”

“Yes?”

“I come in second place every year. To be exact, 2nd place for 5 consecutive years.”

“... That’s amazing.”

“Right? Hehe.”

Winnet spread two fingers to the bridge of her nose and spoke proudly.

Ranking higher than expected.

Winnet, a high-level adventurer with a deep connection to our church, was a greater person than we thought.

        
            As the sparring with Winnett was progressing, Thistle and the others returned after hearing that Winnett and Farewell had arrived.

Although Thistle and Winnet only talked about things they happened to have at the Kingdom Alliance, they seemed to be quite close and soon started exchanging updates.

Afterwards, I went home, washed up, and left, thinking that I would roughly end my training for today.

The next place we stop by is Farewell’s workshop.

When Winnet and I were about to enter the sparring room, Farewell said that he wanted to see the workshop, and I asked Astesia to lead me to an empty building that I thought would be good for Farewell to use as a workshop.

A few hours later, I opened the door, wondering what he was doing right now.

Squeak-

But Farewell was doing nothing.

To be exact, there was nothing to do.

“Hey, man. Didn’t I clearly tell you to prepare a ‘workshop’?”

“Hey, uncle- ...I don’t want your name, so at least call me bishop.”

“You’re noisy, man.”

“... Please call me Bishop.”

As soon as the door is opened, Farewell rests his chin on a chair and complains.

Farewell is putting strong pressure on me as if it were an illegal collection agency coming to collect my debt.

“If you want to do that, you should have kept your promise properly. Why am I being so perverse for no reason? Look around with your own eyes and think about it. what's this? Is this the alchemist’s workshop? It's a workshop, and there's nothing in the place you showed me. This is just a warehouse, a warehouse. It's also an empty warehouse with nothing to put in it. I didn't have anything for this chair, so I stopped by the church a while ago and brought it over.”

“No... honestly, even if it's a workshop. I don't even know what to prepare-”

“And?”

“I didn’t have any money. Until now.”

“There was no money.”

“Yes. After doing at least one task, there are signs that the church's operating funds will be properly resolved, so I now have some free time.”

“... Phew. Still, I'm glad. From now on, I will tell you that I have money. Then be prepared. The alchemist's workshop costs quite a bit of money.”

Farewell sighs when he sees the empty house.

Farewell said that he would certainly help us, but at the same time asked us to prepare an attack and defense.

However, the only thing we can provide to Farewell is to give him the largest space among the empty houses.

The house, which had originally been completely worn out, had recently been completely repaired by hygge workers, and the house was finally able to function as a home.

'The good news is that the place where repairs were completed first was the largest house?'

Farewell was dissatisfied when he saw the empty and unfurnished house, but he didn't find any more faults, perhaps because he liked the fact that there was a lot of space to store magic tools.

However, the real problem begins now.

The alchemist's workshop costs a lot of money.

“I can’t help it. It's also my fault that I didn't send a letter when I left Arsmagna. I will understand your lack of preparation. And now that things have come to this, I need to create a workshop filled with my own tastes, rather than a workshop where I just use other people's items.”

“It would be impossible to make it yourself, so you have to order it, right?”

“That’s right. Because laboratory equipment must always use standard products.”

“... For reference, what is the price of the test stand and such magic tools for the workshop?”

When I ask Farewell carefully, he spreads out all the fingers of his right hand and says:

“Right now, about 500 gold? Most of them will be ordered from Ars Magna, and simple ones can be obtained from the Empire as well.”

“Right now, right?”

“Yes. For now. This is the price of equipment that can perform the most basic experiments. Afterwards, once I have accurately grasped the direction of my research, I will need to order the necessary equipment to deepen my research.”

“... Ugh-”

A sum that can only be admired.

Farewell says that it costs a lot of money to initially decorate the workshop, but from then on, it is okay as long as the cost of materials is continuously supported.

However, this does not deny that the initial funds are enormous, so they go out in a low-key manner, hoping for mercy at all costs.

“Well... I hope you can tell us about the positive research results that may arise from having a workshop in our denomination...”

“... What is it? What is that attitude?”

“No, I stopped without realizing it.”

“I’m in a bad mood, so just do what I normally do.”

“Okay. Oh, by the way, you can save some money by buying those tools used-”

“If you want to buy non-standard products that do not meet the standards for no reason and then see the battle blow up because they fail to be compatible with other products, do that. Does this happen surprisingly often? Alchemists who bought seemingly innocent tools without even knowing their source to save money, then destroyed the entire building. In any case, the people who make and sell such things should be rounded up and killed.”

“... Okay. I can spend some money, so buy a new one.”

However, after hearing the amount, he became polite and desperately tried to reduce what he could, but it did not work for Farewell.

I feel like there is no way to compromise on the amount, so I ask how Farewell will help our denomination.

“So, what do you plan to use those tools for after purchasing them?”

“No matter what I do, I have to take care of your body first.”

Then Farewell stretched out his finger and pointed at my heart.

“Huh? my body? Why?”

“You may not normally feel it, but I think I am straining my body quite a bit right now.”

Farewell began to rummage through his bag.

He took out a variety of magical tools whose purpose you could not tell just by looking at them, including steel pans, knives, and ropes that would have been used during the trip, and then pulled out an artifact.

“I will use this to check Mr. Bishop’s physical condition and show you. Please wait.”

Since Farewell didn't have a desk, he placed a huge piece of paper and a pen on the floor. He threw a diamond-shaped artifact over my head, which made it float in the air and slowly come down and begin to scan my body.

“Stay still.”

Is it similar to what is called an X-ray or CT that is taken at the hospital?

As the artifact floating in the air begins to make a humming sound as it scans my body up and down several times, the pen on the floor moves on its own and draws a picture of my body.

After about enough time for a cup of tea, Farewell lifted the paper from the floor and showed it to me.

“Now, can you see it? This is the state of Mr. Bishop’s body.”

“... Is it good? Is it bad?”

What is drawn are lines that are divided as if struck by lightning within the frame of the human shape.

“It’s bad. I had a rough guess from what you told me about what happened earlier, but that means your soul is now filled with the magic power of three beings. Each will have the magic power of a nether dragon, a mid-level demon, and a corps commander. Oh, since Baphomet was also killed, does Baphomet’s magic also go into it?”

“I guess so. Still, I think Baphomet’s magical power is okay. That guy seemed to have no regrets and just accepted death.”

“Anyway, the goddess Gaia took care of Mr. Bishop, but that was only to the extent of holding the glass bottle that was overfilled and on the verge of breaking by force to keep it from breaking.”

“What happens if you keep letting it go?”

“The soul itself will be broken.”

I can't even guess.

I wonder what it feels like to have one's soul broken, but I think it's roughly equivalent to the sound of dying.

“For your information, the soul being broken means, why is it that people who have been hurt by the devil continue to suffer because the wounds remain in their souls?”

“Yes.”

“It means that you will continue to feel the pain of your body breaking like that pain. Regardless of resurrection. Forever, no matter if I lose my mind.”

“... Wow.”

It doesn't matter how many times you get attacked by the devil.

The armor Deshade gave me will always protect my soul.

This is the same even if the armor is not directly revealed.

However, if the cracks start from inside me, there is no other way.

This is because the power of Deshade is the power that protects me from demons, not the power that can prevent me from collapsing.

“... I knew it might be a bit like that. There was no particular pain, so I thought it would be okay as is. I didn't know it was that dangerous.”

“Umm... So this is the same as liver.”

“Huh? Liver?”

“Yes. Among the organs in the human body, it is called the liver.”

Even though I felt that Farewell's words were unexpected, I was immediately convinced by the explanation he gave right away.

“I mean the liver. hmm! Anyway, I've read books written by various wizards, but they say they can't feel pain. So, they say that pain felt on the side where the liver is located is actually because the liver has already been completely damaged to the point where it cannot be used, and the tissues surrounding the liver have begun to break down.”

“Ah, that means-”

“Yes. Mr. Bishop's soul is still in a state of serious trouble, but he hasn't been hurt by the devil, so even though he's on the verge of collapse, he doesn't feel any pain.”

“As time passes, after a certain point, it suddenly breaks... This is what I mean.”

“That’s right. Only before you die can you fully experience that pain.”

“... Hehe-”

“The reaction is so bland. It’s very serious.”

“No, even if you say that. I can’t even imagine.”

I had no idea how much pain it would be, so I could only let out a vague exclamation.

However, for the first time, I learned that the soul does not feel pain unless it is directly attacked by the devil.

Farewell goes on to say that it is a magazine style, so when shamans cast curses or other things, they sometimes sacrifice a part of their souls in return.

'And the price comes in the form of pain at the end of one's lifespan... It's terrible.'

One thing is certain: if Hwa-rim were to suffer the same pain throughout her body that she suffered from just a slight cut, I am sure that it would be a terrible experience for me, who is less patient than Hwa-rim.

So, somehow, from now on, I want to properly restore the soul vessel again, so I ask Farewell how to do it.

        
            Farewell asks a question while reassembling the artifacts lined up on the floor.

“Then what should I do? What should I do?”

“Right now, we need to drain the magic power by consuming it periodically and in large quantities. And from now on, I will slowly take time to expand the container of your soul and at the same time make it more solid. And-”

“And?”

“From now on, don’t just blindly kill and eat this or that. You also absorbed the soul of the demon Baphomet? Even though I'm saying it with my own mouth, I can't help but say that it's really crazy.”

“Baphomet was still mild...”

“Don’t be a dick, but keep it in mind anyway. And I will start my research in the workshop by preparing medicine that will help the bishop's soul, so don't think about saving money.”

“Okay.”

Farewell is looking at me as if he is disgusted, but I think it is because Baphomet, unlike the other three beings, had no regrets and disappeared without even leaving a trace in the world of the heart.

“Anyway, I’m glad I found it early.”

“Right? It wasn't just me, but other people didn't know, right? The soul is not something that can be seen with the eyes. Look here, look here.”

After a moment of sighing in relief, Farewell answers my words and opens his eyes wide.

I suddenly wondered why it looked like that, but when I looked closely at its eyes, I felt that there was something attached to them.

“Uh, is it a lens? That?”

“Huh? know? that's right. It’s called a lens.”

Another transparent retina surrounds Farewell's pupil.

There was a letter engraved on it that I had seen somewhere before.

“Just before I left, there was a new study called magicology that was popular in Ars Magna, and it was a technology developed in that field. This invention, which replaces existing glasses by making small glasses and attaching them to the eyes, is called an 'eye lens' and is a product that is worn directly on the retina.”

“I’m afraid of lenses so I can’t do it. There are some things I didn’t do because I didn’t need to.”

Farewell said it wasn't difficult and the sight of him inserting and removing the lens attached to the retina over and over again gave me goosebumps and made me stop.

“The lens itself has been developed for quite some time. It was first created for the observation of celestial bodies, and later developed to correct distorted vision, and this is what was created after that. However, no one can think of a method, but it is said that a technique that a certain merchant heard from a spirit soldier recently became known. It was only recently that this was successfully commercialized. So while I was making a lens, I added a function that allowed me to see the essence of the soul so that only I could use it. I named it Soul City.”

I think I once heard that they were runes.

The lenses in Farewell's eyes were engraved with runes used by magicians in the old days, who tried to control magic only with words and letters, not with wands.

“Well, I only made it with Gloria’s help, but I want to try making it with my own hands in the future.”

Looking at the elaborate appearance, I am reminded of the letters that were engraved on Gloria's tower, and I can clearly feel that this is a trace of Gloria's help.

So I told Farewell to do whatever he wanted to do.

“... Okay. As for money, if you spend it, it will come in.”

“Really? You confirmed it? As I will tell you, the recipe that I promised and wrote is-”

“It cannot be modified. yes yes. I understand.”

“Wow! Then I have to fill out the order form right away!”

'There is no room to save money.'

Another unexpected expense.

To be precise, this expenditure was something that would happen at some point, but it doesn't feel like it was sudden.

'Still, I wish I could cover it a bit.'

Decorating the graveyard, materials needed to repair the remaining abandoned houses, and even equipment needed for Farewell's workshop.

Since the money is being sucked out all at once, it is understandable that the princess said that it would be better to provide her with her own salary but also prepare her own source of income.

“... Mr. Lee, I suddenly think of Agoni.”

Then my mind wandered to the 500 gold reward that Agoni had promised when asking me to assassinate him, but I don't even remember how much it was.

I became irritated for no reason when I remembered the story of the guy who said he would pay a lot of money to kill a person.

-------------------------------

Two days later, I was in the middle of receiving fighting skills from Winnet.

“You need money? Then take half of what I get paid.”

“Yes?”

Winnet looked at me and said that I seemed worried about something, and I told him the story as it was, and this is what came out.

Luck doesn't come any other way.

It is when real difficulties arise that the connections you have built up come into play.

And since Winnet had several connections with our denomination, he saw our difficulties and willingly offered to give us half of the compensation for this work in return for our help.

“If you go into the forest and find the people who have been missing for a long time, or simply find their bodies, you will be able to receive a reward. The tasks requested by each individual have come together to become the 'Investigation in the Forest of Illusion' mission that I am currently doing, so it will be quite a lot if I save up a little money.”

Winnet said that if you add up the amount, the money I will receive is approximately 200 gold.

It is said that this amount is due to the fact that there are so many missing people, and many scholars are connected to noble families, so it includes compensation that was exaggerated along the way.

However, no matter how well-liked our denomination is, I was slightly, even slightly, suspicious of the idea of sharing compensation so willingly.

So, I asked Winnet about his true intentions.

“... Honestly, why do you want to share it?”

However, the answer came back surprisingly easily and concisely, with content that could be astounding.

“... Because it’s annoying.”

“Yes?”

“The ‘total’ request fee for this Forest of Illusion investigation mission is 400 gold. However, since it is a ‘total’ request, the individual missions have been integrated into one mission.”

“Uh... So?”

“So, the fact that all the little things have come together to become a request worth 400 gold, in other words, means that you have to write a report and send it to each individual to report the completion of the mission... You have to write a lot of reports... I don't like that... so the bishop should use half of it.”

“... For some reason, I thought he said it with a twinkle in his eye when he said he would give me half the compensation.”

No matter how good the money is, if it's a hassle, it's a bother.

According to Winnett, about 100 people went missing in this incident.

This means that if you enter the Forest of Illusion and find all of their whereabouts, you will have succeeded in the quest to find all 100 people. In that case, you will need to write a separate report for each discovery location and bring it to the Adventurer's Guild. It's so annoying.

“... Then that means I also have to write at least 50 reports.”

“Well, right?”

“It’s a bit annoying.”

“But if you think about it another way, even if you try to find a quest that allows you to get 200 gold by writing 50 reports, you can't find it?”

“Well... that’s true though.”

My wrists are already getting stiff when I think about writing a report by hand.

In times like these, I think it would be nice to have a typewriter, but surprisingly, while lenses have been developed, typewriters have not yet been developed.

Even though I have the feeling that the City of Alchemists will soon develop it as time goes by.

“... I don’t know why there is such a difference between the price of killing someone and the price of saving someone.”

“Huh? What?”

“If you ask someone to kill someone, you only get a few hundred gold, but this is because the requests to find dozens of missing people only amount to a few hundred gold.”

The money Agoni asked to kill Ars Magna's puppeteer was 500 gold.

On the other hand, it feels strange to think that the reward for finding 100 missing people is 400 gold.

“Ah, you’re talking about a bounty? After hearing it, it seems so. Bounty hunters make a lot of money. Of course, you get paid a lot because the opponents you have to deal with are strong.”

After speaking for a moment while feeling a little lost, I became interested in Winnet's story.

“Is bounty hunting generally given by adventurer guilds?”

“Yes. To be exact, two types. One is a strange path among adventurers, such as a murderer who obtained the dungeon's magic sword, or a bandit who does not want to take on the risk, or a thief knight who becomes a debt collector and hides in the mountains because he cannot repay the money, or a fallen nobleman. A bounty for those running away. And the other thing is that they are a bit awkward to use as troops in the empire.”

“What is the latter case?”

“Hmm... For example, the more people there are, the more powerful they can be. This is a story about necromancers or something like that. The one that deals with a small number of people is the more efficient one... Ah.”

Winnet seemed to have remembered something while talking, and he hit his palm with his fist and sighed.

“Why? Did you hear that there was an expensive one nearby?”

“No... Now that I think about it, who was he before? They say there was a noble named Princess Illusion around here...”

Winnet tells a story he heard a long time ago.

It is said that in the days of the ancient kingdom, before the founding of the empire was declared, there was a princess who had an autonomous territory in this area.

“It is said that the princess was good at using magic to deceive people. However, maybe that's why my hobby was a little strange. It's a story about casting a spell on a person on an extremely cold day to make them feel hot, causing them to take off all their clothes and freeze to death, and laughing... something like that.”

The Illusion Princess and the Forest of Illusion.

My eyes light up as I see information that can only be described as somehow related.

“Oh, so is there a bounty on that person? How much?”

“Oh, no. That's not it, the princess is already dead.”

“Chet.”

Even though I was reluctant to commit murder, I wanted to do it if I could make money legally, but Winnet's words were really just a sudden recollection of an old story.

“To begin with, that person was also an ordinary human being. Even though the kingdom was destroyed a long time ago and he was captured and killed by bounty hunters, even if he had not been caught, he would have died from the end of his life?”

“ Well... it's a story from 200 years ago.”

“Okay, let’s stop talking and get back to training.”

Winnet seems to have lost interest quickly after starting, so he shakes his butt and stands up.

The eyes that closed and opened for a moment became the eyes of a fight again.

'As expected, when you become a high-level adventurer, you seem to be able to change switches freely like this.'

Will is not something that can be fixed as easily as one might think.

Human psychology is such that even though we want to muster up the strength to try something, we can easily be swayed by small influences.

'In some ways, Winnet's appearance like that can be seen as another form of depth.'

Although it was just a start to learn techniques, I also learned mental training that could be applied at a deeper level than I thought.

'They say I'm going to the Forest of Illusion tomorrow, so I'll have to work as hard as I can today.'

“Now, come.”

“Going.”

He clenches his fists and poses to Winnette.

Unlike usual, the magical power in the body is drawn together in a way that rotates it rather than letting it flow out.

Then, at the last moment, I move with the feeling of compressing all my magical power into my clenched fist, and enter into self-confidence.

'And- it screams.'

widely-

I close my fully prepared fist and try to hit Winnet's fist in the same way.

“Day Break.”

        
            Forest of Illusion.

It is a forest that recently received its name among the empire's adventurers.

Coincidentally, the nearby area is also the land ruled by Princess Akchwimi from a long time ago, when there was an ancient kingdom before the ancestors of the empire that was not yet an empire came with an army.

The old territory ruled by a person nicknamed the Princess of Illusion, and now, hundreds of years later, the dense forest that has grown on top of the territory ruled by the woman who has taken on the name of Hwanok again.

The forest, which coincidentally had the same name, was surprisingly not green, but rather dark, almost blue in color.

“Wow, this is an amazing forest.”

“Sure. Even though it's a forest, it feels warm somewhere... Ah, rather than saying it's warm, it feels cozy.”

I agree with Astesia’s sentiments.

The entire forest was green, but the air was warm.

Even though I wonder if the sunlight will reach one point every hundred steps, I feel relaxed because the air is warm.

Still, I try not to let go of the thought that perhaps even this may be part of creating an atmosphere to make it easier to fall into mental magic.

“Astecia, be careful here. I'll stab you.”

Suddenly-

“Ah, thank you.”

Even if the air is warm, a forest is a forest.

There are magic beasts in the dark who can easily detect human movements, whether they have protective colors or not, and come to munch on them, and there are also thorny grasses, so with a magic sword, they keep cutting down the blue grasses that seem to have been made with cyanide as fertilizer instead of green, and the sharp branches keep cutting down. Break it with the gauntlet and throw it to the side.

A forest full of only black and blue.

Winnet complains about the cold, gloomy colors of the forest that contrast with the warm air.

“Anyone can tell that it is not a normal forest, so what kind of confidence did the missing people have to come here?”

“The request to find the butterfly was that fascinating-”

“-Or maybe you’ve fallen in love with the charm that butterflies create.”

“... I was going to say the same thing.”

“I predicted it and took it.”

“Then cancel. I tried to say it differently.”

“How?”

“... I don’t know.”

I speak and Farewell interrupts me mid-sentence.

The members of the church gathered here now are me, Farewell, three Astesias, and one Winnet.

Not everyone came to this event.

Thistle remained because more and more people have recently started coming to church from nearby cities.

It is said that in the empire, surprisingly, the perception of changing religion is quite liberal.

Since there are so many religions, it is like choosing one religion, or if a new denomination comes nearby, they often pray to that denomination under the assumption that they like it, and try to get the benefits of a wider variety of gods.

So, in the city near our denomination, other denominations have not built a large church, so several people come and go.

In the case of others, Hwarim said she had something to do with Aila and said she couldn't come with an apologetic face.

In the case of Perina and Raines, they naturally left because they had no fighting ability, and in the case of Enin, he expressed his regret by saying that he could not go because he had first heard that a demon had appeared at a nearby farmhouse and asked for help.

In Enin's case, even though he had heard that the beast that came from the farmhouse was a fairly large beast, recently he seemed to be rushing towards him with his eyes lit up to catch such beasts, so he said it was okay.

So we moved to the Forest of Illusion with the power of Astesia.

To be precise, I used the power of Astesia to transfer to the land of Hygge, which I had visited once before, and then moved back to the front of the forest and created another portal.

If the situation arises, you are ready to escape to the church through the portal, so your worries are alleviated.

Astesia seemed not to be tired after using so much strength and said that she would accompany her as she went into the forest to save people.

“Ah.”

However, Astesia keeps fiddling with the back of her head while walking, as if the goggles she was currently wearing on her head keep slipping off.

“Give me. I'll adjust it.”

“Thank you.”

“There is nothing to be thankful for. Because it's important. If I saw a butterfly without these goggles, I would be dazzled by a succubus or something, right?”

And the reason Farewell followed was to correct the artifact right away based on the information obtained from the field as it is now.

Now we are all wearing goggles made by Farewell.

Farewell said that the goggles, which look like those worn by aviators in World War I, can block the power of butterflies that pull on a person's spirit.

We were fully prepared from the beginning, assuming that the feelings Rubana and I felt upon seeing the butterfly were shakes caused by high-level illusion magic or witchcraft, and came wearing goggle-type artifacts like this.

And we're not the only ones wearing them.

Rustling-

“Bishop!!! I found another adventurer!!!”

“How many people?”

“There is only one person this time!!! I guess I fell into a hole while going into the forest and couldn't get out!!!”

Luba's mask revealed after cutting through the bushes.

A loud sound comes from Luba's mask as he raises the hatchet that was mercilessly cutting down the forest and points to one side.

As we turned and were guided by Luba's words, there was, as I said, an adventurer struggling in the pit with his pupils glazed over.

“Let’s see… Looking at his clothes, it’s adventurer Thermit… This person is also the person reported missing.”

“Is this the 6th person? That’s one person every 15 minutes.”

Winnett confirms that the person in front of him is a real person from the small notebook-sized list of missing persons that he pulls out from his belt.

Although he just moves forward in a dazed state, his clothes are torn and blood is spilling all over his body, there are some demonic plants that imitate human shapes and set traps, so be careful.

“Bishop gentleman! There is one here too!”

“Yes. I'll go. Ruba. Just like I said, move it outside the forest.”

“Okay!”

Ruba and another hygge from somewhere pick up the missing person and carry them away, and we move to the place called by the hygge again.

This kind of thing is happening everywhere around us.

Hygges work in groups of two and explore the surroundings without spreading out that far.

With us at the center, the hygges form a huge circle, and our exploration of the Forest of Illusion continues.

Originally, only four people came to explore the forest like this, and if possible, they only wanted to ask Ruba to accompany them in order to help them navigate the forest path.

However, I was unable to calculate the extent of the hunting madness that this hunter clan possessed, and when I mentioned going into the forest to Luba and the other hygges where they were together, it suddenly grew in scale.

'what? forest? 'Where are we going?'

‘It is a forest of illusion. 'It's about a day away from Hygge where you guys were.'

'What are you going to do?'

‘First, let’s investigate. There was a butterfly they had never seen before that had never been investigated, so people flocked to catch it, but no one caught it and only reported it missing...'

'let's go.'

'yes?'

‘What are you doing? Bishop. 'You need to get ready to go quickly.'

[Seeing you for the first time]

and-

[No one has ever caught it]

Because we only chose lines that would make hunters laugh, about 20 people followed us, except for a few hygges who were on duty to manage the forest.

The Hygges, wearing bows and round shields on their backs and hatchets on their waists, skillfully find missing people one by one and throw them out of the forest.

Although it was comical to see everyone wearing goggles made by Ruba on top of their masks, thanks to Farewell's goggles, they were able to easily explore the forest without being fooled by the butterflies that could be seen wandering through the forest along the way.

Thanks to this, Farewell, who had to make goggles for all Hygge people, had a bit of a hard time.

“Ugh... I'm so sleepy.”

“We’ve reached the depths of the forest, so be patient. If you fall asleep here, you could die.”

“You know such obvious things without saying it, right? It's just because I feel like I won't be able to take my foot off the ground if I don't do something like this.”

Farewell told the hygges that they couldn't go in without goggles, and when the hygges heard that, they pointed a hatchet at Farewell and started making all the goggles in one night.

The puffy corners of the eyes are an additional product of that.

As I was making my way through the forest, I heard a commotion coming from ahead, and the Hygges quickly came closer.

“Bishop! It’s out!”

“Tch... did it come again?”

The hygges come around us and raise shields and hatchets, and Winnet and I also raise gauntlets and magic swords, respectively.

It didn't take long for the guys the hygges found to reach where we were.

...ssasasasasasa

Sassasasasasasasasa-

Sassasasasasasasa!

What came out of the dark green bushes was,

A man-eating flower with teeth that can walk on its own.

Knight flower, knight flower.

'That dog is really disgusting.'

The first discovery was during our initial entry into the forest.

The hygges who went into the forest earlier to test whether the goggles were working properly told us about the dangerous substances lying in the forest.

“There’s a knight flower inside.”

“A knight flower?”

“Yes!!! Knight flower!!! The knight flower is a walking plant the size of a human being. It uses its roots as legs to walk like a crawler and swings the four sharp, white leaves at the end of the stem like a sword to kill people and demonic beasts!!!”

“... Is it something like chopping up meat and using it as fertilizer?”

“No! There is a blue flower bud on the head, so I open it wide and chew on it!!!”

“Ugh-”

Luba smiles brightly and says that in the end, it's a plant so all you have to do is concentrate.

The lively voice contrasts with the eerie story coming out of the mouth.

The knight flower guys that came face to face with that way showed a strange reaction.

As soon as the knight flowers spotted us, they ran towards us without hesitation, fluttering their smooth, hair-like roots that looked like human legs without fine hair on the lower part, which would have looked quite impressive in stockings. They hacked us with the white leaves on the stems and rushed at us, trying to bite us off with their heads.

However, even though it reacts that way when it sees us, it shows no interest in people who are deceived by butterflies and continue to go into the forest.

“If you pop it with your fist, won’t body fluids splash out?”

“It’s okay. You can just kill it while taking that into consideration.”

“Oh, here it comes!”

As soon as Farewell bows his head, the knight flowers wave their stems.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The power is definitely strong.

It has the power to easily cut off a person's neck as if slaughtering it with a freshly sharpened knife.

Should I say jaws, the bite force of the flower bud is enough to chew and swallow not only bones but also the armor of adventurers.

'Regardless of how it digests, it's incredibly fast.'

The attack of mercilessly scribbling with four blades is also reminiscent of a blender.

But that's about it.

The problem is that they are not that intelligent.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The blade blade that is swung slides directly onto the round shield that the hygges have specially treated, but they stick to hitting the shield until the end.

Even if you try to bite it, the mouth on the innermost part of the flower bud is much smaller than you think, so you cannot swallow the shield in one bite.

The consolation is that it is only about the size of a human when it has fully grown.

“You're lucky if your intelligence doesn't grow either.”

Kuuk-

Fuuu!

“Sure. If these guys formed a group and attacked somewhere, and if they had grown beyond this, there would be no hell like that.”

Suddenly-

Sassasasasa...

Winnet bursts the flower buds and I cut the knight flowers into pieces with my sword.

Hygges also see an opportunity and blow off each stitch with a hatchet and then blow off the flower buds that are about the neck of the chivalry flower.

About 10 knight flowers were dealt with quickly.

“It’s finished!!! Let’s move again!!!”

Everyone returns to their original positions at Ruba's shout.

The knight flowers spread throughout the forest are moving very slowly across a small area, as if each of them has its own territory.

They slowly move the distance that a human would travel in 10 seconds, taking 5 minutes. They make a rustling noise as if reacting to sound, and the moment they attract attention, they light up and attack.

I was glad that there didn't seem to be any colonies.

No matter how calm you are, you can deal with them, but if there are more than 100 of them, there is no way that no damage will occur in the end.

“Lee Lim. Do you want to try it one more time?”

“Oh, shall we?”

While moving, at Winnet's words, he stands back up and puts his sword in the ground.

Deeply-

“Leben.”

Magical power scatters far away along the sword.

However, what is being shed this time is only refined magic power, the magic power that subjugated Hearth Dillian and made it entirely mine.

'It's spreading well.'

Unlike before, where it flowed violently and was easily cut off because it was not refined, the magic flowed solidly and thinly.

The knight flowers within the range are rooted in the ground and are sensitive to magic, but they do not respond to the threads of magic I am sending out.

What is disappointing is its scope.

Unlike before, when the explosive magic power could detect the entire forest in the parish at once, now the range is only about 1/3 of that.

Still, that's enough to do its job.

“... Huh?”

“Why? What caught you?”

“... I think so.”

When Winnet asks, I tell him exactly what I sensed with the magic thread.

“Almost at the end, a long way west of here, there are dozens of people.”

        
            When Astesia hears the number of people who have been detected by me, she wonders if they are all missing people.

“Dozens of people... Are they all missing? It seems a bit strange that all the missing people are gathered in one place.”

“It’s not confirmed. It vaguely feels like it's just a person, and if you see it standing still, it could be a merchant group or mercenary group that has gone astray somewhere and is camping out.”

But right now, all I can know is the number of people there.

As someone who has not used Leven often, it is difficult for a person caught in the thread of magic like a corps commander to know exactly who is pointing to whom in detail and what state the opponent is in, so this is the best I can do.

“Camping in broad daylight? That's just as strange as it sounds. Aren’t they people who have something that stings them somewhere? Poachers or smugglers who move at night.”

“Well, if it’s people like that, you can catch them anyway.”

Farewell also has doubts about the gathering of people like Astesia.

Winnet then says it doesn't matter.

“Well, for now... let's think about it after we arrive. If it's a poacher, just catch it and hand it over to the guild.”

“Can you give me some money?”

“Hmm... It's not much, but it's big, so you might get a few gold.”

“That’s okay. It might be a good side job.”

After listening to Winnet's opinion, we decided to disarm the sword and turn in that direction.

At that moment, I saw a considerable number of white butterflies moving overhead in the direction we were going.

However, I have no intention of just following the direction the white butterflies are heading without any doubts.

'I've given hints several times so far.'

Gather information and move cautiously in a more certain direction.

What the white butterfly has is the ability to deceive people.

The imprint of Asmodeus on my neck made it clear that this was a type of magical effect that interfered with the mind, and Astesia was also convinced as soon as she entered the forest and found a butterfly.

Butterflies have no substance, they are just illusions made of magical power, and there is something at the end that they lead to.

So, we continued to move towards that destination, and while we were heading to find the cause's destination, we narrowed down the scope of our search based on the isolated missing people we discovered, and finally, I was caught by a crowd of people gathering in my detection.

“I should tell the hygges too.”

Hwii-

When Farewell blows the flute around his neck, the only sound is the wind.

Then, you can see the bushes moving sequentially nearby.

It seems that the hygges that heard the sound nearby informed other hygges farther away of the direction change in some way.

After feeling that hygges have completely changed direction, they move again to meet people far away.

I ask as I see Farewell putting the flute back into his clothes.

“How did you get that flute?”

“... I was forced to take it.”

“Force?”

“Yes. He kept holding a hatchet and telling me to quickly make goggles, and when someone stayed up all night making artifacts for all the people and handing them over, he thanked me and gave me a flute. They say there is a sound that only they can hear?”

“... Even though everyone has different ears, they all seem to have no problem hearing sounds.”

“My words. How different are the roles of feline and canine ears? In particular, I don't understand how this method works without any problems, even though some hygge people just have normal human ears.”

I think about Farewell, who says he wants to set up a day and investigate hygge someday, while looking at Luba, who was briefly seen ahead with a rustling sound, in the middle of actively combing through the bushes.

Luba's ears twitched every time Farewell played the flute, even though it was only making a colorful wind noise.

From the looks of it, it seems to be a concept like high frequency.

It appears to be a flute whose sound can only be heard by hygges who can find each other from afar in the vast forest.

Although Hygges are a heterogeneous race of beastmen, they do not have a unified appearance, and looking at their characteristics, such as making flutes that only they can listen to, I get the feeling that they are definitely not completely devoid of individuality.

As I passed through the bush again, it suddenly became quiet.

“... Rather, uh, lady?”

“Please call me Astesia.”

“Uh, okay. Astesia, wouldn’t you have needed to enter the forest?”

“It’s okay. If the opponent uses genjutsu, I can at least protect myself. Because I’m a succubus.”

“Ah, that’s right. yes. I said something stupid. Ha.ha.ha.”

'Look at how awkward it is.'

Farewell looks at Astesia and doesn't know what to do.

What makes sense is that, out of all the members of our church, the only people Farewell has actually talked to are me, Hwarim, and Peria.

Perhaps because Farewell was a surprisingly shy person, he tried to provide lodging and food in the house he had used as his studio.

Just your own workshop.

Even when I was in the city of alchemists, the place I stayed was just the same workshop used by Pekhero, who was half of Farewell.

At Gloria's Tower, Farewell was also an alchemist, so she only thought about borrowing tools and didn't think about messing up the arrangements she had made.

Farewell wanted to have his own workshop as soon as possible, so even though it was a short period of time, he stayed in it for two days and did not come out with the sound of a hammer hammering.

So actually talking to Astesia was at first level, except for the fact that she guided me to the workshop.

Astesia politely expressed her gratitude to Winnet as she was a member of the strike force who saved her from the puppet master, and Winnet, like Winnet, maintains a relaxed attitude no matter who she meets.

At least Winnet seemed to have become quite close with Thistle, and they often laughed while talking about various things.

But not Farewell.

Of course, there are women like Raines who show an aloof attitude to everyone, but Farewell appears to have difficulty communicating with Astesia because she is one of the few people she has encountered in her life.

For Farewell, this seems to be the first time he meets someone who doesn't take interest in him first.

“Hmm... Mr. Astesia.”

“Yes.”

“Uh... it seems a little bigger than what I saw before. Did you eat something good?”

'Haha, is it a lifeless figure?'

As a result, the level of speaking is quite pitiful.

At best, the material chosen and the way it was said could have been like an adult talking to kids who were like nephews he hadn't seen in a long time, or if the interpretation was different, it could have been sexual harassment.

“... There was nothing special.”

“... Oh, no! I didn't mean it that way! Should I really say that the body looks quite big from what I saw before... Ah, sir!”

“Kkkk...”

In the end, I held back and ended up laughing out loud.

Farewell is a man of such stature that anyone can see that he still has room for growth, and would be looked at with pity if his growth stopped there.

As a result, Farewell's gaze was forced to move to Astesia's breasts, which had grown considerably larger than before, as she spoke, and Astesia answered and turned her body slightly so that Farewell could not see her body. made.

“Hey! Don't just laugh, but do something...!”

“Kikiki... You ask me to do something, what more can I do? Take care of yourself.”

“This guy...”

“Hey, Farewell. Please stay away from Irim. Irim is not yet used to spreading magical threads, so he might interfere.”

A cold voice came from Astesia’s mouth.

Astesia, who always smiled and talked to me and others, spoke in that voice.

'what? 'How does this feel?'

Unlike the past, the atmosphere has become much different.

Is it because I use too much force?

Astesia is maturing, albeit little by little, every day.

When I see her straightening her back and putting her hands together in a different way from the gesture I asked about from Peria, I wonder where the little succubus that used to tremble has gone.

It's a different feeling from what Asmodeus did in Astesia's form.

Even though it is clear that the voice is directed at Farewell and not me, for some reason it gives me goosebumps and makes me cringe in a strange feeling.

“Oh, I understand...”

Thanks to this, Farewell, who came to me asking for help, showed a rare expression of being crushed while speaking without realizing it.

“... Ah. I think we're all there.”

However, the frozen atmosphere entered a lull when Winnet, who was steadily moving forward along the path cleared by Ruba, said something that stopped us.

As I cut through the bushes, I saw a row of hygges bending their small bodies even further and looking at the huge clearing that had suddenly appeared.

“Bishop! I guess it’s over there!!!”

“I know. I can see it too.”

We also bow as we listen to the voice of Luba, who has a rare and contradictory voice that speaks in a small, loud voice.

“What is that... doing?”

“Well... if WeNet doesn’t know, we don’t either.”

“That's right... right? I also asked a really pointless question.”

We hold our breath as we see the scene unfolding in the vacant lot.

Winnet, a high-level adventurer.

Even for adventurers and mercenaries with good money, there are likes and dislikes, so there are cases where people receive different jobs.

Still, when you become a high-level adventurer, you do most things at least once, and since you don't want to deal with unknown enemies, you should have studied about magical beasts and magical plants.

Winnet is also an enemy whose true identity is completely unknown.

The scene unfolding in the vacant lot was bizarre.

“Huge tree. No, is that a tree?”

“The woman under the tree... is naked.”

In the middle of the clearing, an old tree, even bigger than the tall trees in the forest we entered, stretches high into the sky, and right under it is a girl, and people presumed to be missing are sitting huddled under it.

“I guess that woman created the butterfly. After all, it was an illusion.”

Under a tree with lush blue and black leaves, hundreds of white butterflies were flying around the girl and the people, and on the other side of where we were, a warm adventurer who was drawn to the butterflies appeared.

[... Come here.]

'Shall we just wait and see what he's going to do?'

As the girl under the tree spoke in a calm voice, the man right in front stood up.

A flaccid movement that clearly shows that it is not of his own volition.

The man approaches the girl, dragging his legs, and falls into her arms.

[Right... right...]

Naked girl.

The girl leaning against the tree strokes the head of the man sitting on top of her.

[Are you okay? Isn't life hard? Don’t you want to be comforted?]

“... I want to.”

[are you okay. You can speak slowly. Show me your true feelings. Tell me all the difficulties you have.]

“... I'm exhausted. Nothing goes your way. It's hard to live. I want to be comforted.”

He is an adventurer with shabby clothes.

He buries his face in the girl's stomach and sheds tears.

[okay. It was hard. You worked hard.]

The patting hand was friendly.

However, it did not appear that way to our eyes watching the scene.

“... Is that what you expected?”

“... Yes. This is a technique often used by dryads.”

What comes to mind is the dryad, which is somewhere between a different race and a demonic plant.

Those with green hair take on the appearance of beautiful women and lure passers-by from under the trees.

“But that’s not the dryad I know? It's very small in appearance, and most of all, it doesn't have any wooden parts on its body.”

However, as Farewell said, the opponent did not have the characteristics that dryads share in common.

Dryers cover important parts with leaves or stems, but when a man comes, they reveal them secretly to tempt him.

However, the other person has dark blue hair, is naked from the start except for the laurel wreath on her head, and takes on the appearance of an immature young girl.

There is a difference from the dryers who have a body as beautiful as moonlight, which is universally considered glamorous by all human beings.

“... Oh.”

At that moment, Astesia lets out a small scream and covers her mouth with her hand.

[I want to comfort you more, but it’s too far.]

The girl makes a sad face when she sees the adventurer rubbing his face on her stomach.

[So, I need to hug you more. Because I feel sorry for you, I need to comfort you more. Let it come closer, let it come inside me.]

The girl spreads her legs and buries the man's head in her thighs.

“... Warm, fragrant, moist.”

This is the moment when the man who can't see anything expresses his feelings that he doesn't really want to know.

The girl's stomach-

Cheok-

It opened.

gulp-

“... Crazy, this will definitely appear in my dreams someday.”

“... Ah, I got this job for no reason.”

“... Really, what kind of creature is that?”

“... Woouk-”

To be exact, the belly button.

The area that was thought to be the navel gradually widened and became a large mouth-shaped hole with teeth, and the girl pulled the man with her legs and swallowed him up.

“... Above the tree, I hear a sound.”

Astesia, who was nauseated, points to the sky.

“... Honeycomb? No, is it a cocoon?”

What I could see then were objects hanging from the branches of a tree that were so dark that I couldn't see anything.

There were more than 50 human-sized objects resembling silkworm cocoons hanging there.

“20 people at the bottom... 50 people at the top. There is a large margin of error, but we can consider them all as missing.”

Winnet comes to his senses and takes note of the missing people who have not yet been eaten, one by one.

There were about seven people, ranging from adventurers to scholars, including those wearing light and heavy armor who appeared to be knights-at-arms.

I was in the middle of counting numbers.

“Oh, it exploded.”

pop-

A cocoon hanging on a tree burst open.

Parrr-

What came out of it was a white butterfly that had guided us and the missing people until now.

The butterflies fly directly under the tree and surround the girl.

It looks like it surrounds a flower.

side-

Parrr...

“... Here we go again.”

Afterwards, when the girl kissed the butterflies, they flew high again and scattered.

“The lips contained magical power. I guess I used an illusion.”

As Astesia said, the butterflies that had engulfed themselves in the magic spell seemed to be going out of the forest and trying to attract more victims.

        
            After the cocoon burst, the butterfly flew away and the corpse remaining inside the thick shell fell.

Slurp-

A corpse that was half-digested and whose skin had melted away so that its face was unrecognizable.

A corpse hanging from a high tree falls to the ground, shatters, and bleeds from the body.

But none of the 20 or so people in the vacant lot are looking in that direction.

Even though people are being devoured and digested corpses falling to the ground and being horribly destroyed before their eyes, they are just waiting for their turn to come.

“Blood is being absorbed.”

When I looked at the place that Farewell pointed with my finger, I saw that all the blood that had fallen on the ground a little while ago and formed a puddle was seeping into the ground.

[... Ugh!]

Then the girl shudders on the spot and spits out an obscene sound.

Winnet and I watch and decide what to do.

“... Whatever it is, it is not beneficial to humans.”

“... I agree. So, what are you going to do? Bishop of the Deshade Church?”

“Ask me? The person who received the request is Winnet.”

“Even when doing things like this, it is better to follow the decisions of superiors, that is, high-ranking people from nearby lords, knights, and religious orders.”

“Why is that?”

“If there is a separate decision maker, it is perfect for avoiding responsibility if something goes wrong later.”

“... You're really doing too much.”

“Hehe...”

A skill to prepare excuses for emergencies that comes from a long career as an adventurer.

Still, I didn't feel bad because I felt that the reason Winnet was smiling and saying those words to me was to relieve the tension.

So, relax your body a little and make a decision.

“Of course, we should get rid of it.”

“Good idea.”

I can be sure because I was watching.

That's not a guy who can be with people.

A hell of embrace that makes us who watch shudder.

It is a living organism that repeats the process of luring, absorbing, giving birth, and luring again. The more it is reduced, the more only one grows and many die.

I don't have the mindset to practice good by killing this guy with a particularly righteous heart or with the heart of a priest serving God.

'Those idiots who were just trying to catch a butterfly ended up in a forest where they clearly shouldn't have entered, and if money wasn't at stake, they wouldn't have even thought about going to rescue it.'

The reason I thought I should simply kill him was because my disgust and hostility toward monsters that eat humans had gone too far.

I think there is no more hypocritical question than asking a person who saw a monster why he wielded a weapon.

So, prepare for a fight, infuse strength into the hand holding the sword, and call out to the hygges in front of you.

However, there was no need to tell them to prepare.

“I think I should kill him. Luba...”

“I’ll prepare fire arrows!!! Let’s burn it all!!!”

As soon as Luba hears my voice, she turns around with an excited voice behind her mask.

The hunting-mad race was already calmly preparing to hunt even after witnessing the hellish scene before their eyes.

“I don’t know what it is, but it must be fun to catch.”

“If it’s a plant, it’s a fiery arrow.”

“Is it a plant?”

“It may not be a dryad, but it’s something similar.”

“Should we just surround this area with fire?”

“What if we all burn up?”

“That’s true too. So should I shoot the arrow up the tree?”

“Before that, the people down there are the problem. If you attack and are manipulated to come this way, that could just be a bother.”

“Just kill them all the same way. It doesn't look like I can come back to my senses anyway.”

“No. The bishop said it was all money. If it were just us, it might have been the same, but we have to accommodate the bishop’s circumstances as well.”

“Hmm... Then we place the temporary trap we brought on the floor. For non-lethal purposes, remove the teeth and sharp parts.”

“Then it will take a while.”

The hygges were meeting quietly so as not to be heard, with their eyes facing forward.

“If you have an opinion, just say it!!! We will prepare as we please!!!”

“... Uh, nothing for now.”

'Not even during Baphomet, I've never seen anyone really scared.'

Although no faces can be seen, there is no doubt that everyone is enjoying their first hunting experience.

“bull. Yes, fire is good.”

“Right?!! Fire is the best!!! A forest is a place suitable for fire!!!”

I completely agree with what Ruba said.

Humanity began with fire.

God in the Bible once told an angel to purify the earth with fire.

Moreover, if a forest fire breaks out, it can cascade down and destroy a mountain range's worth of trees.

Just looking at it, I thought there would be nothing like this for a guy who was a demonic plant type.

Suddenly, a cry came from deep in my heart that I felt I had to do, so I quietly talked to myself.

“Bishop Lee Lim. In the name of Deshade, I will purify you with fire.”

“Irim, what are you doing?”

“... I tried to get some form.”

“... Really? Anyway, let’s get ready too.”

“Yes.”

However, once I actually did it, I felt embarrassed and immediately caved in.

He puts the magic sword on his shoulder and stands up.

The hygges set up traps everywhere, take out fire kits from their pockets, and start a fire in an instant.

[...!]

Then the woman in the vacant lot looked this way.

The wind was blowing towards the other person, so he must have noticed it by seeing the smoke.

Hygge's preparations are complete.

Now, if Winnet and I take the lead, it will be over.

“Are you going?”

“Obvious.”

“I don’t know what her identity is, so let’s give her the old-fashioned name Princess Illusion.”

“Good. okay. What do you plan to do?”

“... If you burn the whole tree and then stab it here and there, it will die, right.”

“Honestly, I have no idea how to deal with it, but if it's a plant, that's probably right. Otherwise, I think I should target that woman first. Let’s take a look and judge for now.”

Together with Winnet, I head out to the clearing through the bushes.

Rustling-

[... human. Sane.]

As soon as the genjutsu princess sees us, she raises her hand.

Uhhhh-

Then, the people waiting for their turn stood up and turned towards us.

“Should I call them missing people? What should I do with those people looking at me?”

“Once you are manipulated by law, you will not be held guilty even if you kill him, so try to save him as much as possible.”

Even if the humans hanging on the tree have no choice, living people become hostages and become a hindrance.

The moment I thought I had no choice but to break all my limbs -

Astesia stepped forward.

“... I will take responsibility for those people.”

“What?”

“I think I can do it. I will bring them back to their senses.”

Astesia stands up and puts her hands together.

[... kill them.]

At the same time, the princess wearing a laurel wreath gave an order, and people drew their weapons and rushed at us.

It was that moment.

“... Please listen to me-!”

[Holy Order]

The sacred voice that conveys the sincerity awakened by Deshade spreads to people.

Then a miracle happened.

“... What is it?”

“Wow! I’m thirsty... What is this place...?”

“Wow! What was that voice I just heard in my head?”

People running with weapons stop in place and look confused.

People who had not drank water or food for a long time flopped down in their seats as if they had no strength, and people who did not know what their situation was showed extreme hostility and pointed their weapons at people in all directions.

Astesia shouted once again before confusion increased.

[You have all been possessed by the demonic plant in the back. Now, please open your eyes and come to your senses. It's dangerous there, so come this way.]

This time, I hear Astesia’s voice in my head.

The voice at its peak of power completely removed the abnormal state that was controlling people's minds.

“... Huh! that's right! That woman! That woman swallowed a person right before my eyes!”

“They turned us into butterflies and used us like fertilizer...!”

“Butterfly, I said something was strange. Was it possible to create butterflies with the remaining magic power from eating people?”

Completely sane people come towards us in fear.

“... wow!”

Clap-

“What! If this was going to happen, I shouldn't have set up a trap there...!”

However, a few people fell after tripping over traps that had no lethal ability set by the hygges.

[... Tsk!]

The illusion princess's face changed into a venomous expression.

Regardless, all the people who crossed the clearing at full speed towards us were out of breath, and the rider who seemed to be in the best condition among them approached me and spoke to me.

“Look, this is a very confusing situation, so I’ll ask you briefly. Please reply.”

“Of course.”

I respond to his polite attitude without taking my eyes off the genjutsu princess.

“How did this happen? Where are you from?”

“This is Winnet, a high-level adventurer, and we are members of the Deshade Church. We came into the forest to rescue everyone here, and now that you've come to your senses, we've only seen half the results.”

“Wenet? Winnet?”

“Deshade Church... I've heard of it. A church that recently entered the empire and has a bishop who single-handedly banishes demons.”

The adventurers looked surprised when they saw Winnet, and the scholars and knights of the river reacted when they heard Deshade's name.

“You were deceived by the butterfly created by the illusion princess over there.”

“Is that so? Thank you.”

“There is no time. There will be a fight from now on, so let’s go out of the forest like this.”

While answering him, I keep my eyes on the direction where the illusion princess is.

'They're preparing something.'

It looks like the illusion princess is quietly waiting for us to enter the clearing, but I know that's not the case.

If you can speak the language of people and use the power to lure people in, then of course you know how to lie and disrupt.

'It seems to be still, but magic power is moving from deep within the ground.'

As I let the thread of magical energy flow, I could feel movement from the magical plant in front of me.

A much wider range than my detection range.

It is sending a signal to someone through its roots, which probably extend throughout the forest.

I don't plan on waiting long.

“Soo, even if I tell you to go outside the forest...”

“The hygges over there will tell you the direction. There is no time. Let’s decide quickly.”

Gigigigigigigi-

The hygges raise their flaming arrows all at once.

The hole in the illusion princess's stomach, which had grown as huge as her snout, was now widening again.

“... Amazing!”

The knight-errant grits his teeth.

He must be worried as he has already become a representative of the missing people here.

Everyone is exhausted.

These are people who fell into a strong illusion the moment they entered the forest and did not eat or drink, just watching other people being swallowed every few hours.

They used up whatever stamina they had left just a little while ago by sprinting across the clearing with all their might, so looking at them calmly, they know that they are in a bad state right now.

When he saw people dying in front of his eyes, fear was deeply imprinted on him and his body was shaking. Since he was just about to enter the battle, he was confused and couldn't make a proper decision.

“... Tsk!”

'It might be inconvenient.'

So, for me, I hope they disappear as soon as possible.

In the current situation where we don't know how the illusion princess will attack, it is difficult to fight to protect them all.

It would be better if we made a quick decision and gathered together and went straight out of the forest, but no matter how representative the knight-errant is standing in front of me, it looks like a damn scene where everyone is in their own psychological agony.

It may not have been her intention, but the Princess of Illusion must have sensed that as well, looking at her with a mean-spirited smile.

'A fairly high-intelligence enemy. A humanoid enemy. Rather, is it really a demonic plant?'

In reality, only a few seconds had passed, but the more I tried to think of how to protect everyone and deal with them, the more my judgment skills fell into a deep quagmire.

That moment-

Something happened to overcome that situation.

[... everyone.]

“Huh?”

Astesia brings attention to herself by putting her hands together and letting everyone hear the words in their heads.

[We escaped the crisis, but we are in a dangerous situation again.]

The succubus with her eyes closed spreads her wings behind her head and speaks.

[However, although it is a dangerous situation, it is a situation that can show your resolve.]

Astesia, dressed in a black nun's robe, slowly opens her tightly closed eyes.

[So please decide. You can leave like this, or you can fight with us. If you leave, I will show you a way to get out of the forest safely.]

Paat-

At that moment, light exploded from Astesia’s body.

[No, if you want to fight, I will infuse your courage with strength under Deshade's protection.]

The eyes of a succubus, whose eyes are fully open and require determination.

At the same time, physical strength began to surge in people's bodies.

For me, who was already in a perfect state, for the Winnet next to me, and for all the exhausted bodies and hygges, life begins to flow.

It's a miracle.

Normally, it would be impossible for even a high-ranking priest to boost the stamina of so many people at the same time.

If the little succubus didn't recover by consuming her own magical power, it could only be said that she bestowed a blessing using the power of her god.

I don't know whose power it is.

Perhaps Deshade sent strength to Astesia's prayers, or perhaps Asmodeus was happy to see his descendants grow up and rewarded them.

But one thing was certain.

Confused people who saw the brilliant halo began to feel affection and awe for Astesia and slowly raised their weapons.

“... We have to fight. I came here to find a butterfly, but if I go back without anything, I will only be laughed at.”

“... My friend died. I will take revenge.”

Adventurers and scholars strengthen their resolve.

“... The knighted one, Hariam. Meet the saint.”

“Fintail, the knight of guild, meets the saint of the Deshade Church.”

“Lord Rugal. Knight Lighttail, I have witnessed a miracle.”

“... Red Purge knight Liu Dian will join the Deshade Church and its saint. God will be happy too.”

“Reckheim of Buindarc, I will fight with the saint under the name of my ancestor.”

The knights who saw the halo raised their swords and bowed.

The knights of the knights, the beast knights supported by Rugal and the Red Fudge, and the knights wearing the red badge, as well as those who are not affiliated, all call Astesia a saint.

[... thank you.]

Astesia looks at them and spreads her hands, and light surrounds their bodies.

[Rusty Child]

Flash-

A blessing bestowed by an evil spirit saint.

Then, the power to recognize and reject the enchantment princess's deception was given to them.

'... You've decided.'

I look at Astesia and am convinced.

Astesia was called a saint by the people in Grace Estate.

And a saint is not someone who is appointed, but someone who is recognized as a true saint because people worship her.

So Astesia decided to accept the saint.

By my own will, I pledge to stand proudly in front of people as a saint of our church.

Seeing him standing behind me with his hands folded makes me feel more confident.

so-

'I'll have to show off my cool side holding the sword.'

As a knight holding a weapon and protecting a saint, he looks at the enemy in front of him and declares.

“Okay, let’s go. In the name of Lord Deshade, we exterminate monsters that eat people.”

        
            PPP PIPING-

The first thing to fly is a fire arrow.

Deeply-

Phuuk-

The target is above the head of the genjutsu princess, toward the tree.

... rrr

Raw wood filled with moisture may not catch fire as easily as you might think, but the hygge arrows are different.

For those who show their sincerity as long as they can hunt anyone, they have a special device installed on their arrows in order to burn even targets that cannot be easily burned.

“I put oil in the arrow shaft!!! It won't just turn off!!!”

Ruba and Hygge talk while pouring oil into the back of the arrow shaft.

For some reason, I think I brought a thick arrow shaft that would not be able to go as far as the existing arrows.

Although the range was shortened, it was an arrow that created a space for oil to be placed inside, allowing even non-flammable targets to burn for a while.

“But there are only a few oil arrows, so you can’t burn all the trees!!!”

“It’s okay. This is enough.”

I admire the meticulousness of the hunters who even prepared arrows that could burn the forest even though they only said they were going into the forest.

“... Now that I've come to my senses, I can finally see everything. These terrible scenes.”

A rider is astonished to see the top of a tree on fire.

The forest and the tree behind the genjutsu princess were dark because so far there was only dark blue.

It was a spectacular sight as the 50 or so cocoons on top of the tree, which had been hidden in the shadows, all began to burn.

“... Huh? Is something coming?”

Sassasasasasasasasasa-

At that moment, a familiar sound came from behind us.

“... It's a night flower!”

“The knight flower has arrived!”

“Ready for battle!”

Soon, more than 30 knight flowers emerge from behind, breaking through the bushes, as far as the eye can see.

'Right. The reason I kept taking so long was because I was gathering those knight flowers.'

Only then did I realize why the illusion princess in front of me kept sending signals with her roots.

“Prepare your defense!”

With no choice, the Hygges put down their bows, pick up shields and hatchets, and take up a defensive position like everyone else.

“Lee Lim. Let’s go.”

“Yes.”

“What should I do?”

“I don’t know how it will turn out, so let’s go together for now and then split in the middle.”

“Then I’ll go left.”

“Okay.”

Winnet and I bow down and run as fast as we can toward the center of the clearing.

Since you know that he can summon knight flowers, you have to compete before your opponent summons all the knight flowers that may be present throughout the forest.

'It's going to be a race against time.'

As the fight gets longer, it is said that thanks to Astesia's miracle, their stamina increases, but the people wielding their swords behind the Ruba's shield are physically and mentally exhausted and fall immediately, and the defense collapses in an instant.

It was the moment I stepped into the vacant lot.

[Up to there.]

Parrr-

“Ugh!”

“... Watch your back too!”

From the top of the tree, all the cocoons that had not yet burst open, and thousands of butterflies fly out and pass over our heads.

Butterflies scattering shiny grain-like things to the floor.

Then something strange happened.

“... What is it? I can’t see!”

“Light, the light is gone!”

“Is the light off? No... not that kind?!”

Darkness of vision.

Not only me and Winnet, but also the people behind us couldn't see an inch in front of us, as if we were wearing blindfolds.

So confusion struck us again.

“It’s magic! Chanting dispel...”

Sigh-

“Kwaaak!”

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

“Uh, how can they attack me!”

Clap-

“I heard a trap going off over here!”

“Swing the sword!”

“Wait, be careful! Other people may get hurt!”

However, it is only humans who are in confusion.

The knight flower, a magical plant, has no eyes to begin with.

The guys who heard the sound and moved did not stop what they were trying to do, straight-forwardly swinging four white blades in front of us.

Still, I can't help it.

'Do not panic. 'Just judge by the sound.'

The fight over there has no choice but to be left to them.

This fight can only end if we finish off the enemy this way.

So even if your vision is blocked, you don't stop running.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-

‘Don’t stop your legs. I've taken 20 steps so far-'

I know the feeling of distance before vision disappears.

It may be that he's trying to block his advance and cause confusion by blocking his view, but if that's the case, he shouldn't stop moving forward just to avoid getting his way.

'Think of seeing with your ears instead of your eyes.'

If you can't see anyway, close your eyes and focus your attention on the sound.

Then what you hear are all the sounds of the battlefield.

Clap-

The sound of traps planted by hygges operating.

Sigh-

The sound of someone being cut by a blade wielded by a knight flower.

Crack-crack-crack-crack-

The sound of the knight flower's teeth trying to bite the shield.

Fuuuuong-

The sound of a sword accidentally swinging splitting the knight flower's head.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-

The sound of Winnet right next to me making the same decision and moving forward.

and-

Buuk-

The sound of something breaking through the ground right in front of me as I was running.

thud-

“Rachal.”

Make judgments quickly.

Accelerate your thinking and use the waves of Rakshasa to find exactly where the pained ground is in front of you.

'3 meters ahead!'

The point where the vibration stops is close.

If so, turn the direction as previously mentioned.

'Winnett is on the left, I am on the right.'

Percussion-

Next, sharply bend your extended ankle and think about turning sharply to the right.

Percussion-

The sound of Winnet's footsteps as he was running changed to the sound of a big leap along the way, so he seemed to have turned to the left to avoid the obstacle that was attacking him along with me.

Once I changed course, I lost the sense of distance from the vacant lot that I had in sight, but so far it's okay.

And the information that has been lost, diluted, and increasingly blurred is once again returned by a miracle.

[After taking so much from you, are you trying to take more from me?]

Astesia's voice is heard.

Then my vision recovered.

I open my eyes because I feel light passing through my tightly closed eyelids.

[... an annoying woman.]

The situation is re-perceived through vision.

'This is okay.'

There were knights of pilgrimage mixed in, and thanks to the hygges staying calm and not lowering their shields, there were only a few people who were hit by the knights.

Winnet and I were approaching the tree again, drawing a circle in the opposite direction starting from the Princess Illusion, and on the ground where we had stopped a moment ago, there was a huge, sharp thorn sticking out of the ground.

[I’m not stealing it. This is something to comfort you.]

[Isn’t this just my opinion?]

In slow time, Astesia and the illusion princess are talking.

[There are no lies. It's just giving wings to children who want to fly. What’s wrong with receiving a useless body in return?]

[It's bad. Because you deceived people by messing with their psychology.]

[In order to heal you, you have to make him reveal his inner feelings, but I don't know what's wrong with that.]

[If you don’t know that, you are now pointing your sword at us.]

As Astesia spoke firmly, the genjutsu princess's expression distorted.

Then,

I got very angry.

[You say you will take care of the children and weak-minded beings who have been left behind, but that is wrong. I'm angry. Well, you've always been like that. Because humans have always and always been self-willed beings.]

The magic princess was angry, but stayed calm.

There was no movement, not even the slightest movement of a finger.

So the attack felt like it was sudden.

Buuk-

Buuuk-

Dozens of thorns sticking out, cutting off all the weed roots on the ground.

Another sharp thorn at the end of that huge thorn, and a smaller thorn at the end of the thorn.

The moment it enters the body, the blade of nature's spear, which penetrates the flesh and causes maddening pain, comes out and heads towards Winnet.

Fortunately, it seems that the thick spear blade can extend all the way to the open space.

For everyone else outside the bush, all that was visible was tree roots sticking out, constricting their legs.

“... too many!”

Winnett’s running speed decreased.

Even though I am wearing armor, the obstacles that rise up like huge bulkheads just because of their mass are a hindrance.

so-

I wield an explosive sword for times like these.

“Wenet! Take care of your body!”

“... Okay!”

Phuuk-

Quaaa

Being paired with a high-level adventurer is convenient because you don't have to consider many things.

In particular, Winnet is a martial artist, so he is prepared with plenty of ways to protect himself in any situation.

[Flower Wave]

Winnet drew a large arc with both gauntleted hands, and for a split second, a magic shield as thin as goggles appeared.

Hududududududu-

[... Too many people.]

The tree explodes.

A tree that grew by devouring people, absorbing their magic power, and absorbing all their blood and flesh.

The root moved with all its might, releasing the magical power it had accumulated to pierce the enemy, but for an explosive sword that reacts to magical energy, there is no better ignition agent than that.

Burbubububububububung-

The explosion of magical power travels through the thorns and into the roots, exploding everything from the tree trunk to the burning branches.

“Wenet! It’s okay, right?!”

“I’m fine! Well done!”

Jeok- Jeok- Jeok-

The tree splits and the flames devour the exposed flesh.

[...]

However, I felt something strange about that appearance.

'No damage?'

The illusion princess was fine.

Of course, the opponent is an unknown enemy whose identity is still unknown.

Assuming that it is a demonic plant is only our opinion, but since it is clearly not a dryad, it did not scream and die at the same time as the tree died.

So you become more alert.

'If it's not a demon plant, then what is it?'

[...]

The genjutsu princess removes herself from the tree and slowly walks forward.

'... Whatever happens, it doesn't matter. First, stab it.'

However, there is no reason to delay.

There is an overwhelming lack of information, but there is one thing that needs to be done.

Once again, stab the enemy that has come close to you with the exploding sword.

Although we attack based on the premise of failure, the fact that we must do our best remains the same.

'corruption.'

While sending out a thread of magical power, he focused his expanded thoughts on the illusion princess.

Feeling all the changes as quickly as possible, I thrust my sword in, keeping even counterattacks in mind.

OK,

Quaduk-

The opponent grabbed the sword.

'what?'

Thin wrists wearing nothing and not holding any weapons.

The calloused hand at the end of the naked woman's arm lightly holds the explosive sword with one hand.

[You guys have always been like that. I'm giving it to you, but they point the sword at me.]

'It's not moving!'

I try to strengthen my hand holding the sword, but the exploding sword doesn't budge.

[It was like that in the old days too. A person named Gongju, who was ruling this land, came to me, said she wanted to use my power, made a contract with me, and sent soldiers to burn my tree.]

'... No magic power?'

The reason I was surprised again when I tried to move the sword was that the explosion sword did not react at all.

This means that the opponent is now holding my sword purely with the power coming from his small body, without magical power.

[Still, I love that kid. A child who didn't know how to be loved, but wielded enormous power to attract people's attention.]

“That’s it.”

Although we are talking calmly, time passes.

Using the giant tree that fell with sparks as a shield, Winnet, who had arrived at close range, jumped up and launched a kick from the air.

However, in my eyes, which was in a state of deformation, I could see that the illusion princess had already made the first move.

[So I have to meet that kid again. Now that the contract has been completed, I need to give this child who has returned to me a body that can be loved by people again.]

“... What-”

He lifted me holding the sword as if I didn't feel any weight-

Boom-

He just threw it at Winnet.

        
            Peeing-

It is not an ordinary thrown speed.

Even without twisting the waist, it is thrown so fast that the sound follows behind.

“... Sorry!”

As I got closer to Winnet in an instant, I seemed to hear Winnet saying sorry.

At the same time, Winnett rotates his outstretched leg once more and throws me to the floor.

Kuduk-

Quang!

“Wow!”

Not only did the blood in the body fly away at a speed so fast that it rushed to one side, but Winnet hit the ship's armor with his knee, causing it to fall to the floor with a loud noise.

Now that I'm gone, all that's left is Winnet's fist, which is closest to the girl's body.

“Even if you look young, I won’t let you in my hands.”

[Day Break]

Seeing that my explosion sword did not cause any change, it is clear that the opponent has no magical power.

Even though he swung a sharp sword based on a magic sword, his naked skin was not even hurt.

Therefore, Winnet used a technique that allowed him to attack his opponent from the inside, even without magic power.

All of the body's magic is gathered into the gauntlet,

When a very small amount of magical power becomes a sphere,

It is thrown into the stomach of the illusion princess.

thud-

What resonates is a dull sound.

It has a human appearance, but is not human, so it has a sturdy body.

The magic power that Winnet had gathered went into the ship.

The next thing that caught my eye when I barely raised my head was-

'No damage?'

The appearance of the illusion princess standing just fine.

[A power that is perfect for killing one person.]

“... Huh?”

Winnet is taken aback when he sees the girl still intact despite throwing a punch with all her might.

[But, I am not one, but two.]

For a moment, Winnet's body floated like mine.

“... Oh my.”

My arm is grabbed, lifted and thrown towards me.

Then I shouldn't have avoided it.

Open your arms to catch the winnet inside your body and slide into the bush.

Peeing-

Quaaa!

“... Sorry, isn’t it heavy?”

“... It's not the concept of being heavy.”

Unlike me, who is strong, Winnet wears only a pair of protective gear, a gauntlet.

Fortunately, I managed to catch it because I had already corrected my posture.

“Now, are you guys okay?”

“It’s okay. Please pay attention to the front.”

Riders are surprised to see me unharmed even though they would have been thrown to the ground and suffered such shock that their limbs would fall off.

“Wait a minute, get out of the way... Ugh! Come on, you bastards!”

Farewell, who broke through the gap between them and spoke in a requesting tone, got really angry and came towards me and Winnet, swearing.

“You two, can you still stand?”

“You can stand.”

“... I'm still fine.”

“But the problem is that the attack doesn’t work.”

He helps Winnet up and looks straight at the girl in front of him.

Exploding swords didn't work, and Winnet's Day Break, an attack with the opposite tendency, didn't work either.

So, I wonder how I can attack it to kill it.

Farewell steps in between us as we ponder, grabs my shoulder, and speaks.

“Then, can you do the attack from before one more time?”

“What?”

“The attack that Wynette used that flows magical energy inside. The bishop said you also learned it.”

“It is possible.”

I wondered why he seemed so urgent in a situation where he was so busy, but I immediately found out why.

“Then listen to me carefully. Thanks to the lens, it was revealed instantly. Inside that woman’s stomach, there is a body that surrounds another soul.”

The lenses in Farewell's eyes glow.

A soul poem that recognized the structure of my soul.

Farewell, who is wearing such lenses, seems to have noticed the unusual body structure of his opponent.

“I think Winnet’s attack from a little while ago went well. But it didn't reach the innermost layer of flesh. So, you might need to layer your attacks.”

“... Oh, right. The last moment I let my magic flow, I didn't feel like I had reached the end.”

Farewell's argument and Winnett's testimony fit.

“What are two souls?”

“I don't know, but... If we were to summarize the story, the illusion princess of the ancient kingdom made a contract with the being in front of her and wielded that enormous power, and her soul was probably redeemed after her death as compensation. ”

“Whatever the circumstances, it doesn’t matter as long as you find a way to kill him.”

Winnett tightens the gauntlet straps again.

“Let’s go, Lee Rim. All you have to do is take advantage of the opportunity where the body structure is shaken by the attack and attack again. This time at the same time.”

“... I don’t know if I can get the sum right.”

“It’s okay. You can do it.”

Without waiting for an answer, Wynette runs out of the bushes.

“... Oh, really. It definitely reminds me of someone.”

The appearance of another technical advisory teacher who somehow resembles Hwarim.

Even though he complains, he runs after him.

[It’s no use. You can't kill me.]

“That’s a flag, you bastard.”

When we started running without giving up, the illusion princess's body changed.

Hudududududu-

The topaz that came out of the ground partially covers the girl's body with nothing on.

'Is that his real face?'

Topaz clings to the skin as if it were absorbed rather than worn as clothes.

‘The alchemists’ catalyst magic, no, no. Are we really manipulating nature itself?'

The princess of nature, wearing topaz cloak-like armor, raised her hand toward us.

Then, this time, thousands of butterflies made of topaz suddenly flew towards us from the air.

These are not white butterflies that simply burn in flames, but sharp butterflies made of ore.

“... I'm blocking it!”

“I will believe it.”

I turn the magic sword into a black sword and step forward to receive it from my side, who is wearing the strong armor of Deshade instead of the armorless Winnet.

'It is enough to break through as quickly as possible, and to cut down only a few parts.'

I bend down and place the magic sword close to my waist for a moment.

What we present is,

Technology to dominate surfaces with lines.

[Star Cluster]

Flash-

Quaddduk-

It cut down the butterfly, creating dozens of flashes of light.

There are thousands of butterflies, so even after many of them have been cut, there are still close to a thousand butterflies left, but those in the path that Winnet and I jump into are all broken and fall to the ground.

[... That's amazing.]

“Shut up.”

He curses at the girl who compliments him indifferently and runs away, letting out the breath he was holding.

[But, if you do the same thing again, will you be able to kill me?]

“So, it’s a flag.”

[... I don't understand what they're talking about.]

Winnet and I have narrowed the distance again.

The opponent is a being with a strong body, skilled in genjutsu, controlling nature, and strong in strength.

However, because of its strength, it is an entity that considers it unnecessary to possess fighting skills itself.

As we approached, the opponent produced dozens of giant spear blades made of topaz from behind his back and held them out, but we lightly waved them away.

That's how I arrived,

The girl's stomach looked so smooth and fragile compared to all the hardships she had gone through.

However, there is no such thing as delay.

Throws the magic sword like a spear.

Swish-

Quang!

The girl threw the sword with all her might, folded her hands together and caught the blade with her palms.

With that, both hands are sealed.

Winnet and I, working together at our best speed, punched the defenseless stomach.

[Day Break]

It was Winnett's fist that was stretched out first.

Winnet, who arrived first by a small margin, punches in, and I follow him.

but,

A variable occurred there.

Just before being attacked by us, the opponent seems to have thought that it would be dangerous to receive two attacks in a row.

[... Sprigian, protect me.]

Kkukdeukdeukdeuk-

“... Tsk!”

bang!

Just before the collision, a thick wall of topaz was created and shattered upon impact with Winnet's fist.

Therefore, the attack is nullified.

But you can't stop it.

“Dawn.”

bang!

I slam my fist into my stomach, sending all the magical power in my body deep inside.

Giiiing-

The girl's stomach rumbles.

The skin softens and what appears inside is another body.

Not exactly a body, but a round jewel membrane surrounding another soul, which is presumed to be what Farewell was talking about.

'It's a big deal.'

Originally, this was what Winnet should have done, and the scene beyond that was the inner part where I had to attack.

The cradle, which would have been destroyed if both attacks had been successful, was blocked once, making one attack insufficient.

So, accelerate your thinking and find the right answer.

'Sword, cannot be used.'

The sword still held in the girl's hand.

There is a delay in reversing the summon and creating it again.

Being unable to do anything for just a few seconds or so is a serious loss in a tense fight.

The body that was shaking in the meantime will recover again, and the sword I was holding at close range will disappear, and my hands will be free again, so there is no way the opponent will just watch us.

The time taken for the accident up to this point was about 0.5 seconds.

Immediately come up with the next plan.

'Should I take a step back?'

I'm thinking of backing off and taking another chance, but I don't think it's a good idea.

The other person has already accumulated experience of what happens if they let us approach them.

It is clear that from now on, he will never try to approach both of us at the same time.

'We will change our tactics to never allow re-access.'

Unlike me, who still had a lot of magical power, Winnet looked quite tired after using a big move twice in a row.

'There is also a possibility of failure from the third time.'

The knight flowers that had flocked to the rear were now close to a hundred, so it was no longer possible to waste time.

Under Astesia's instructions, people are holding out by setting fires in the direction where the knight flowers are coming, but even that is only a matter of time.

so-

'So we have to end it here.'

This must be done last.

I spent every second agonizing over the conclusion.

'But how? Is there something missing?'

It was that time when I retrieved my clenched fist and looked at the body as the trembling slowly disappeared again.

'... huh?'

0.2 seconds after 1 second of agony ended.

Without realizing it, my hand went to my waist.

The act of moving the body before the head.

Action based on accumulated experience.

Since time immemorial, I have carried a hatchet as a spare.

The hatchet that I have been carrying since my days as a spirit soldier mainly has two uses.

One is to throw it at the opponent at the first move and block their view.

And another thing is,

The final use is to pull it out from your waist and use it when you don't have a weapon.

'is it. There was no way at all.'

Clap-

He pulls out a hatchet from his belt.

A handmade hatchet made by Luba.

'Will it work?'

Even if Luba made it, it's not an ordinary hatchet.

That's what I thought.

However, this was no longer an ordinary hatchet.

A hatchet that I received over and over again while fighting the demon Baphomet, and was attached to my waist until I finally killed the demon.

A hatchet held in the hands of the Bishop of Deshade, the evil god, and used in the fight to kill Baphomet, the demon of hypocrisy who took the lives of countless legions and heroes of the Empire.

The hatchet that accompanied the feat was obtained.

It doesn't matter if the hatchet isn't the hatchet.

The concept of the hatchet held by Lee Lim, the bishop of the Deshade Church who killed Baphomet, responds to the feat.

Ugh-

Before I knew it, the hatchet hanging from my waist had already become an object no different from a holy relic.

Pick it up, infuse your magic power with all your might, and stab the unknown being in the stomach.

Pachang-

[... uh?]

OK,

The cradle inside the girl's stomach,

It was smashed.

        
            ... Aaaa!

When the cradle holding the soul of the dead princess breaks, the soul jumps out.

A soul that may have been trapped for hundreds of years soars as if trying to escape to the sky.

[... No no!]

But the girl did not let the spirit escape.

Even while his body is falling apart, he tries to hold on to it.

[Sprigeon! Hold on to your soul! That soul belongs only to me, Piran! No one can take it!]

An obsessed girl's command moves the being that protected her.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo-

A huge arm sprouted from behind the girl's back, soaring high into the sky, without knowing the end, and grabbed her soul.

The girl who saw that cried out again.

[You are mine. It's a part of me. I can't leave. I can't escape. Why are you leaving me? I will make a new body for you. I love you so much!]

The face distorted with madness feels eerie, unlike the words I love you uttered from my mouth.

In the end, the captured soul came back down to earth and was held in the girl's arms.

“... Now we don’t even care?”

“Sure.”

Winnet and I took a step back, but the other person was no longer paying attention to us.

The girl stopped screaming for a moment and hugged the captured soul tightly in her arms, and then her expression suddenly changed.

[... I see. okay. Actually, I couldn't say it because I was shy. Actually, you didn’t want to be separated from me either. If I gave you a new body, you would have to leave me again, so you complained because you didn't want to break up with me. Then, I will accept your wishes. I will make your wish come true.]

“... Still, it has to end.”

I am ready to end my life with a girl like that.

Pick up the magic sword and infuse it with magic.

Peeing-

The magic sword fired at high power spread out blue sword energy and changed its appearance into a great sword.

Next, open Halo.

Pachang-

Using the power of the halo, he gathers all the remaining magical energy from the remaining soul vessel into the magic sword and gathers it.

Chaos itself.

Holy power, devil's magic, pure human magic, demon's reduced magic, and dragon's concentrated magic.

Gather together all the guys who show off their individuality -

It stands firmly on the ground and creates a pillar of light.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

[Now, let’s become one. It’s a lovely child.]

The guy's body was broken.

The body that had been double and triple protected now had no more shell.

[Changeling]

Soul and spirit merge.

Topaz rises high and the two beings merge into one.

[Now, look. We have become one. Now no one can separate us.]

'That's terrible.'

In the end, it is the appearance of a monster.

The girl's collapsed lower body was enlarged as the topaz continued to clump together and resemble a stone statue, and at the top was a girl with two heads.

A girl smiling happily, and another head with a face similar to that girl, shedding bloody tears.

Bizarre.

Among the words I knew, it was the only one that could describe the other person.

so,

Quickly defeat the monster.

Swinging a pillar of light made of magical power,

Wipe out enemies that would harm humans.

“Stigma.”

Flash-

As soon as the pillar of light is laid down towards the ground, the light is reflected diffusely.

Pachachachachachachachang-

The solid topaz shatters, spreading the light of human judgment on monsters in all directions.

Grrr-

The monster inside Topaz is engulfed in white flames.

Even for a moment, the moment the monster's body accumulated so much magic that it could no longer handle it, the magic powers gathered to one point,

Kwaaa!

It expanded and exploded.

With that, the monster disappeared.

...ssasasasasasasasa-

Sassasasasasasasa

Sassasasasa...

The sounds the knight flowers make are quieting down.

“... No, step back!”

“Is it... over?”

“The monster... died.”

Those who were holding out breathe a sigh of relief.

The flowers seemed to have been forced to come to their own territory, and began to turn around and go back in the direction they had walked.

“... Phew.”

Slurp-

“... I want to take a break too.”

As I lie down on the ground, Winette sits down next to me and throws her back, not caring if her hair gets dirty or not.

thud-

“Apole!”

“... Are you okay?”

“... See, no. It hurts.”

However, it was a bonus that the back of my head was hit by a stone sticking out of the floor.

“Irim, are you okay?”

“... He's dead, right? That one.”

Astesia and Farewell approach us.

“I guess I can finally get some rest now...”

“Ho, do you have any water?”

“Here.”

“Thank you.”

“Well, me too...”

“You give me what’s mine. I have some alcohol mixed in, but would you like to drink it?”

“It’s rather good. thank you An old man.”

The adventurers and knights all moved towards the clearing and collapsed, and the Hygges gave them water bags and approached the area around the burned-out monster and tree.

“Wow, this hunt was also rewarding.”

“Loot, loot... huh? But is there any loot left behind?”

“What do you think? If you don't have it, just write about it in your autobiography. By the way, what is this guy’s name after all?”

“The bishops call me the Princess of Illusion, so what do you think? If it were something without a name, that would be something to be proud of. It might be one of the ancient beings.”

“I need to pick up that piece of topaz. It's unusually strong for a gem. Should I make it into an arrowhead?”

Hygges who only remember their feats and use them for the next fight even though some valuable jewels are lying on the ground.

Following those hygges, Farewell approaches the tree first and tries to find out its identity, perhaps because he is deeply curious about things that are not in his head.

“... Based on his appearance just a moment ago, was he one of the ancient beings? Mother of nature, or guardian of the forest... I'll have to research that legend later. First of all, I think there would be some trace left...”

It is a bonus to actively use soul poetry and be on guard in case the monster is still alive.

But regardless, it's all over for me now.

As I see Astesia coming next to me, I completely let go of my tension.

“... Ah, I don’t know everything.”

“Are you tired?”

“Yes. I'm a little tired. To be honest, there are some things that I didn't expect.”

“Sure. In the end, I never thought I would fight so fiercely with an opponent whose true identity I couldn't figure out until I died...”

Astesia squats down next to him.

I lie down on the ground with that image and look up at the sky.

I need to calm my mind like this for a little while before I can even think about going home.

'... But it's a bit of a cut.'

However, how good would it be if the ground was good?

Tree roots protruded, topaz was summoned, and the torn ground was uncomfortable to lie down on due to the rocks sticking out from the ground.

“... Eight.”

It seems like all my thoughts were revealed on my face.

Took-

Astesia sat down on the dirty floor, lifted my head and placed it on her thigh.

“... Huh?”

“I thought it would be nice to relax...”

Astesia excuses herself to me with her face and ears deeply red.

“Hwa, it may not be as comfortable as Hwarim, but it’s okay for me, so I’ll make room for you.”

“Uh, yes. Thank you...”

Although I was embarrassed, I couldn't refuse.

A discreet yet bold action that happened in an instant.

Even though I deeply felt that I was not used to the soft feeling on the back of my head, a new sensation that was different from Hwarim, I couldn't get up because I thought that this thing had a different charm.

“... hehe.”

Astesia smiles and pats my head.

“I was a little jealous, but finally I could do it too.”

“... What?”

“There is such a thing.”

My head was dizzy, and I was talking to myself inexplicably without any time to grasp the context.

Even if I tried to ask back, Astesia had a happy expression on her face, as if she had already gotten one of her wishes, so it didn't break the mood any further.

“... You worked hard. Holy woman.”

“... Bishop too.”

Now, I express my gratitude to her for choosing her own path and quietly close my eyes.

I closed it for a moment.

I really had no choice but to close it for a moment.

“Huh? I tried this!!!”

“... Ah, what is it again?”

I open my eyes to the sound of Farewell coming from under the tree and look in that direction.

“Mandrake, yes! I see! This tree was a giant Mandrake!”

Adventurers and knights murmur at the sound of Farewell shouting.

“... Mandrake?”

It seems to be a great discovery to see that even Winnet is able to raise his body after he had been lying down.

“... Astesia. Is that expensive?”

However, not knowing how great a discovery it was, I had no choice but to ask Astesia about the greatness of the discovery in my own way.

“Uh... I heard it's expensive. I heard that one root costs more than 20 gold...”

“Let’s go. I'll have to pick it up as much as I can.”

As soon as I hear that it will make money, I get excited.

If there is a place where even a penny can be saved or a penny can be earned, I have a duty as a bishop to do whatever it takes to help the church finances.

“Ahh...”

However, although I somehow feel sorry for Astesia, who has a regretful expression on her face, all I can think of is that I should leave quickly before others do anything.

“... Well, this is just the beginning.”

For a moment, Astesia followed me with Winnet and approached the completely burned tree.

“Oh, it’s true. Even though the leaves are all scorched, it definitely looks like a Mandrake's head.”

“Could it be that the tree that burned down was a mandrake that was hundreds of years old? It's a shame that it wasn't a tree, but its entire body exposed to the outside.”

“Still, there are quite a few seeds sown around, so this alone will make money.”

Hygges and people are watching the small sticking out round brown bodies around the tree.

The number is approximately 40.

'800 gold...!'

Looking at the magical plants, which are said to be worth more than 20 gold per root, arouses the desire to collect them.

Of course, I don't plan on taking it all.

I quickly counted the number of other people here and found that there were only a few roots that we could actually take with us.

Still, one thing is certain: we had the initiative to distribute them.

“Has Mandrake been on the market recently?”

“It was 3 months ago. There was a merchant in the west that continuously supplied supplies, but there was a story that the merchant owner died and could not provide proper supply while they were taking over. I think it will probably be supplied smoothly again in about two months...”

“Mandrakes are precious, so I don't use them carelessly, but that doesn't mean I don't use them at all. If you sell it to someone who needs it right now, you might be able to get up to 40 gold...?”

“... Mmm! I heard that the Red Purge Church said that if processed in their own way, it is an excellent aphrodisiac.”

“... Hmm, hmm! Is that real, Knight of Red Purge?”

“... It's real. In our church, it is said that boiling it and eating it is good for conceiving a child, so we offer it as a solution to people who come to us with concerns about infertility.”

As well as the adventurers who are drooling, there are knights who secretly want to take it for themselves.

'Can we all give one root, the knights especially two roots, and take the rest for ourselves?'

There is no need to worry about such an important matter alone and come to a conclusion.

Before touching a Mandrake that has not yet been picked, carefully gather together Hygges, Winnet, Farewell, etc. and discuss it.

And after discussing it, we realized that more people on our side were not greedy than we thought, so we ended up getting lost.

“Whatever, just give me two roots.”

“Winet, do you have two roots? Is that enough?”

“Yes. Because it is better for medicine to go to the people who need it rather than money. Among my friends who got married early, I have a friend who says they have difficulty making children. I will only take the share that that couple will give.”

Winnet willingly gave us the rest except for two, and the Hygges also said that they wanted to make scent traps for hunting with the Mandrake, and that five was enough for all of them.

“... Then we can keep the rest, right?”

“Sure!”

“... It was good.”

Farewell's eyes sparkle, as if he feels that Ruba's willingness to give in can be used as research material.

'12 roots. If you do well, it is worth 450 to 500 gold. It wouldn't be a bad idea if Farewell took a few.'

I decide not to be greedy.

Even if it's Farewell, it's not all going to be used as experiment material anyway, so it's okay as additional income.

We will continue to accept requests from the adventurer's guild from acquaintances of the missing people.

So here, as always, I decided to focus on building connections.

“Everyone, please take some Mandrake.”

“... Is that okay?”

As I, as the representative, summarized the situation, one of the flight attendants stepped forward and answered as a representative.

“Yes. Even though you came looking for butterflies, wouldn't it be a shame if you went back without any results? And you deserve it because you fought for our denomination.”

“Thank you so much, everyone. Thank you once again for fighting so well despite my unreasonable request.”

“Oh, no. Holy woman.”

“It’s okay. Rather, it was an honor.”

When Astesia and I stepped forward to sort out the situation, people were saddened.

In particular, some people who heard Astesia's voice in their own voice rather than in their head showed genuine respect.

“... There was a saint in the Deshade Church.”

“... She’s a saint.”

Knights from other denominations who express their gratitude but quietly write down notes somewhere to report to their own denominations are a bonus.

'good. not bad.'

Everyone seems friendly.

Just telling people about the Mandrake Root, which costs 20 to 40 gold, was enough to give people a positive perception of our church.

Although I have no particular intention of proselytizing, it is a cheap price to have people who have developed a positive perception of our denomination spread that positive perception here and there.

'Connects are always precious. Recognition remains as a good people and denomination.'

Public opinion, once formed, is difficult to change even with money.

“Alright then, let’s all pick one.”

I was the first to bend down and touch the Mandrake because I thought that if the person who suggested it didn't move, no one would think about moving.

It was a moment when I felt good that everything had been completed successfully and thoughtlessly pulled up the roots as if I was cutting the ribbon at the opening ceremony.

“... Ah! Bishop! If you pick it carelessly...!”

“... Hey, you stupid bishop!”

“Huh? Why?”

[Kyaaa!!!]

Mandrake was pulled out at the same time as he saw the urgent faces of Luba and Farewell.

The screams of that Mandrake made us-

Everyone fainted without exception.

I found out later that it was true, but it is said that the moment Mandrake is picked, it screams so loudly that people around it go away.

Scholars say that the sound made by the mandrake as the toxins trapped inside its body escapes sounds like the scream of a plant.

The sound was so loud that it made not only demons and beastmen but also pure-blooded humans faint.

Thanks to this, people who later returned to their homes with their roots began to spread rumors that the Church of Deshade was generous, and that its bishop had knocked out 40 people with a single Mandrake.

        
            “... I feel strange somehow?”

“What do you mean?”

“No. What should I say? Why, even Hwarim knows. I feel embarrassed because someone I know does something stupid. For example, I feel like I caused a nuisance to those around me by pulling out a Mandrake with my bare hands without any preparation.”

“No, I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Eeh, you don’t understand? It’s too much.”

“Stop talking nonsense and just relax.”

“Hyu... It’s cold today too.”

Aila shakes her head at Hwarim's attitude, but calmly twists her waist to relax.

Today is the day we decided to practice sparring at Hwarim's request.

It was also the day that Lee Rim, along with Astesia and Farewell, followed a woman named Winnet to investigate a place called the Forest of Illusion.

'I've been a bit stiff these days.'

Aila has been a bit bored lately.

Thistle and Enin are each involved in organizing a religious order and exterminating a huge demonic beast that is said to have appeared in a nearby village.

Based on the information gathered, Peria differentiates between enemies and allies from the church's perspective. Thanks to Aela's ability to respond roughly when she talks to her from the side, there is no place for the elf, who gets bored if she stays still for even 10 seconds, to talk to. .

Of course, it is possible to follow Thistle and help with the work, or go with Enin to exorcise demon beasts, but it is also a characteristic of Eila that she does not have motivation when she thinks it is work, so the option of helping was naturally left out.

More than anything else, Aila has recently been fascinated by wandering around the forest.

The forest in Leven has a different charm from the elven forest.

Originally, the reason why elves live deep in the forest is simply because the forest has a good compatibility with the magic of the elves, making it easy to hide, and because it is rich in magical beasts that can be trained and used. If the same or better environment was provided, they would not insist on living in the forest. There is no reason.

'Well, looking at the queen and the druids, it seems like there's a reason why elves have to live in the forest, but they didn't tell me. By not telling me, I guess that means it doesn't matter if I don't know, right?'

Therefore, there is no particular reason to like the forest more because of its racial characteristics, but the reason why Aela became particularly fond of the Forest of Leven is simply that the Forest of Leven is larger than expected, and it is more visible in the elven forest than in other forests. This is because a variety of difficult plants grow in abundance.

'Do you think you've collected about 80% now?'

So, while Aila was taking a walk, she wanted to create her own plant storage, so she collected seeds and seedlings of various plants and put them on display in one corner of the storage.

At first, I thought of it as a hobby for myself, but I was happy that Raines took the initiative to talk to me along the way.

'Is this a Wanhu tree sapling?'

'huh. Among the things in the forest, I dug up everything that was growing nearby, not just the fully grown ones. Wanhu trees are fine once they are fully grown, but they grow poorly during the ambiguous growth period and then explode, making it easy for fires to spread. why? Are you interested?'

'... Is there a way to make this Wanhu tree grow faster?'

'huh. 'There is.'

'Then I would appreciate it if you could tell me.'

Aila didn't know why Raines was trying to grow a wanhu tree, a tree that would burst at the slightest impact if left to dry immediately after cutting down, but had beautiful flowers.

Still, she was happy that Raines, who usually never spoke to her first, approached her first, so she told her how to make a growth potion that would make trees grow faster.

Afterwards, Raines planted a lot of saplings of the Wanhu tree on one side of the forest and showed off the elixir every day.

“... Well, I guess it's because it all has a place to be used.”

“Hmm? What did you say?”

“No. Just talk to yourself!”

“Really? I got it.”

“... If you say it like this, shouldn’t you ask because you’re curious?”

“You said it's okay if you don't reply, but you're saying something like that so late. ”

“Hing!”

“ done. I guess you’ve fully relaxed your body, right?”

“Yes. It's done!”

Hwarim brushes off Aila's joke and tells her what he wanted to ask Aila today.

“I plan to become stronger.”

“How?”

“I plan to deepen it.”

Hwarim takes a pose holding the commander's sword.

For a moment, Aila realized what Hwa-rim meant when she saw Hwa-rim turn the sword around in his hand and lower his posture again.

“Are you planning to just pick one side and do it for sure?”

“Correct.”

The posture that Hwarim took at first was that of facing a monster.

And the second modified posture is that of greeting people.

It's subtle, but it means a lot.

The difference between a sword for killing monsters and a sword for cutting people is vast.

If the only thing that should be heavy, strong, and wielded like a hero is a sword to cut down monsters, then a sword to cut people is sharp on the contrary, destroys deception, and sometimes deliberately pretends to be deceived, leading to the deception of one's own making. It is a sword that is only used to stab weak points.

Aila knew that since human knights tried to achieve both at once, it would not be easy for someone stronger than a certain level to emerge.

Because it is like enlightenment, it becomes an important pillar in the growth of nothingness, whose value drops to less than half the moment you cannot figure it out on your own and accept it as someone else's advice.

And Hwarim, who was in front of her, now realized it with her own power.

Even though Hwarim was human, he reached that stage through his own consideration of the elf's gaze, which he knew but had deliberately not told about.

Therefore, Aila truly admires Hwarim and treats her as a warrior.

“I thought well. Irim can still be revived, so even if he fails, he can try again. Even if he can train both swords, Hwarim can't do that anymore!”

“... Right. So, I thought I would focus more on what is familiar. From the beginning, I am a human who has cut down things that took on the appearance of humans rather than monsters. So, I thought about further training the sword that can cut down humans.”

After hearing the answer, Eila pulls out her sword.

I tried to pull it out.

I tried to pull it out but failed.

'No, then this is not it.'

A backsword attached to her waist.

Long ago, when I first decided to try using a sword, I tried holding all the swords used by different races and chose one because it felt good in my hand.

That's why the backsword is original. This is not the weapon Eila used.

‘Hwarim is serious. I hope Hwarim lives longer. 'Then what should I do?'

Eila is worried.

From now on, Hwa-rim will spar with herself and further refine the qualities of the sword that cuts down humans, the sword she has used her entire life.

However, Aela's sword was not actually the weapon she mainly used to begin with.

The swordsmanship using the triple strike was something she improved on her own to make it easier to use a martial art that was originally used with other weapons as a sword.

And Aila thought it would be nice for Hwarim to live a long time.

The first human friends made.

Originally, I thought that since she could be resurrected, she could become a friend who would stay with the elf herself for a long time, but now that Hwarim cannot be resurrected, she cannot die anymore.

So, Aila weighed things deeply in her mind and stopped trying to draw her sword, thinking that it would be good for Hwarim to become stronger so that she could survive a little longer and for a long time.

Then I thought about breaking the rule I swore before leaving the forest, and decided to do it.

“... Hwarim.”

“Huh? Why are you doing this? Without even drawing my sword.”

“Can I use another weapon?”

“... You mean a bow? There's nothing that can't be done, but that's a bit-”

“No. I want to use the window.”

Aila interrupts Hwarim and shouts loudly to several people beyond her.

These hygges had to patrol the forest according to a pre-determined number of turns, so they were unable to keep up with the other hygges hunting and ended up shedding bloody tears.

“Uh~! Guys-!”

“Hey! Elf girl. I’m so energetic today too!”

The hygges welcome Aila’s greeting.

The Hygges were also close to Aila, as she helped them with their forest patrol missions and tracking down prey.

“Where are you going now?!”

“I'm on my way to repair the trap. Now that I'm thinking about it, I'll give some lectures to the kids here too.”

Two of the five hygges are children.

Because they were all so small, Aila couldn't tell which of them was a child, even though her face was barely visible because of the mask, but she simply ignored them and naturally brought up her request.

“Then can you hand over the spear you have on your back?”

“Huh? This is for trap repair, why?”

“I’m trying to use it right away, so I don’t have any! Just give me one!”

When Aila smiles brightly and holds out her hand, Hygge scratches the back of her head and calmly hands her the spear.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. It’s here.”

“Thank you! I'll pay you back later!”

“It’s okay. Didn't you teach us last time a technique for stringing a stronger bowstring? It may be a bit small in this regard, but if I get something in return, it's a good thing for me.”

“Still, since I’m borrowing it, I have to give it back. Oh, but it might break, so if it breaks, I'll go to town later and get you a new one instead!”

“If you really want to do that, then use it well.”

“Yes! Goodbye to you guys! Young hygge people can also go and learn!”

Looking closer, I see two noticeably smaller hygges bowing their heads in greeting.

Judging from the fact that they have hatchets on their belts and bows on their backs, they are young hunters who will soon follow other adults and lead demon beasts.

Soon after the Hygges leave for the forest again, Hwarim is surprised to see Aila manipulating the window.

“... I can't believe I knew how to use a spear. I was surprised.”

“... Actually, I didn't really want to write it, but since Hwarim had that kind of face, I thought I should try it.”

Aila holds the spear and swings it across her body several times, then aims it at Hwarim behind her waist.

“... Hwarim.”

“Say.”

“Do I have to keep it a secret, a secret, that I wrote a window? You can’t tell it anywhere, no matter who asks!”

“... If there are circumstances, I will do so.”

“And I'm going to get a little more serious.”

“The sea I hoped for.”

Hwarim holds his sword briefly in line with Aila.

Elf spear.

A spear technique used not by humans, but by elves whose average value far exceeds human standards.

The opponent was holding a spear, but looking at it, I thought it was an ordinary spear and thought I shouldn't fight.

'Even if we somehow narrow the distance, that's when it will really begin.'

A spear expert swings his spear regardless of the distance.

It is possible to briefly stab the spear across its back, and although it cuts like a dagger, if it feels too burdensome and runs from the inner distance, it will use the advantage of the length of the spear to the limit and pursue it for a long distance.

In particular, the posture that Aila was taking now was not a weapon that was trying to somehow increase the distance from the opponent, but a posture that was holding a spear that was somehow trying to pull the opponent inward.

“I’ll tell you in advance. I'm going to use a triple strike, but I'm going to mess up the routine.”

“Is it okay for me to reveal everything I have been hiding in advance? Even if you lose because of that, there will be no excuses.”

“It’s okay. Rather, I like Hwarim, so I’m telling her in advance.”

Eila raises the tip of the spear to eye level.

Then, he points his aim at Hwarim and speaks.

“From now on, I have to become someone else.”

Aila always had a smile on her face, but when she fought, her smile became even bloodier out of excitement, but now her smile was completely erased.

At the same time, Hwarim saw that Aila's eyes had changed.

Eyes without any mischief.

Among human knights, these are the eyes of those who, like those who fight to fulfill their oath, are willing to fight an undefeatable battle with piety.

“... So, I told you in advance because you could get hurt.”

“... Good. Don’t accept that provocation.”

That's why Hwarim makes up her mind.

Because the sword he will wield from now on is a sword that can cut people.

Now that Aila has declared that she will go without any favors, she has the determination to cut off one side of Aila as well.

“... Wow.”

“Going.”

The challenger is Hwarim, and the challenger is Aila.

Kaaaang!

The sword and spear clashed at the same time as the feet were lifted.

-------------------------------

“Thank you. I’ll eat well!”

“Not much to say. Thank you very much, driver. Then, please return safely.”

“... Hehe, yes! Hello!”

Enin greets the farmers and begins walking along the main street.

In my hand was a basket containing vegetables and other edible items.

A request for help came in, so Enin arrived at the village and discovered a magical beast resembling a wild boar, with a size comparable to that of a nobleman's mansion, a pair of huge tusks, and extremely long legs.

Originally, it was a herbivore that only lived in high mountains, but it was said that one day, this extremely large creature suddenly appeared in the village, devoured the fields where crops were growing, one at a time, and fell asleep on the spot.

However, as soon as they touch it, they lose their temper on the spot and destroy all the houses and warehouses, so the villagers asked for help from the nearest church, the Deshade church, which had recently arrived, and the person who came was a small man. It was a knight wearing heavy armor.

The villagers gather in the center of the village after Enin leaves.

“... To be honest, I was skeptical, but I never thought he was such an amazing person.”

“He also had a good spirit. In return for dealing with such a huge creature, they ask us to give them the crops we grew.”

“If the Holy Knights of Rugal had come, I would have been worried about how to treat them, but he was really smiling brightly.”

“It was scary when we fought.”

Then I remember what happened a little while ago.

Just three times.

The driver, who said he had come to help them, calmly assembled the anvil into the hammer handle while people were watching, then walked up to the beast and stamped his foot.

People ran away in panic at the absurd start of the incident, but they didn't have to run very far.

The angry beast swung its molars and tried to hit the little knight.

The little knight instead swung the hammer and broke one of his molars.

The people were shocked for a moment before the little knight swung the hammer again and smashed the opposite molar, then stepped on the broken molar and jumped up to hit the beast's head.

“... It's really amazing.”

The village chief looks at and evaluates the dead demon beast with the center of its head caved in in the middle of the village.

The person who defeated the demon beast with a green emblem on his back is a paladin who can be compared to the heroes of Rugal.

        
            Work is done thoroughly until completion.

To be honest, I don't want to do it, but I have no choice but to do it if I want to get paid.

“... Please give me a typewriter, or at least a ballpoint pen.”

“Huh? What did you say?”

“Yes. I did. I really hate writing by hand.”

“... But I can't help it. To get paid, the person who discovered it must write the report himself.”

“Still... Ha.”

There are now 30 pages of documents being written down on the table.

Of the 50 reports you have to write, page 30 is good because it's more than halfway done, but it's depressing to think that there are still 20 pages left.

As I was sighing for what may have been the number of times already, Thistle brought out some food and placed it between me and Winnet.

“You two, please eat.”

“Ah, thank you.”

“What. I didn't make it, it's a cookie baked by Enin. I'm not sure how it tastes since it's my first time, but please try it and tell me your review later. For your information, I was fine.”

Winnet whetted her appetite as she looked at the delicious-looking brown, well-baked cookies.

“... Wasn’t it difficult to get access to wheat in the Kingdom Union?”

“Yes. So Enin's cooking is very good at meat-based dishes, but since he came to the empire, he said he would like to try cooking dishes using wheat flour as well.”

“I see.”

A simple flour-based cookie.

I smelled something delicious coming from the kitchen, and it seemed to be cookies made by Enin.

Winnet picks up a cookie, puts it in her mouth, and bites it.

Ajak-

Muttering-

“... Is it delicious? Is this really your first time doing this?”

“To be exact, the second one. The first time was with me, but I wasn't good at controlling the temperature... so I burned it.”

Thistle scratches her face as if she's a little embarrassed, and Winnet says it's okay.

“It’s okay. Even at this age, I'm not good at cooking. To be able to make it this well from the second time, yes. It means you have talent.”

“I’m glad. Enin will be happy too.”

Thistle tries the snack again and looks happy before telling me.

“Lee Lim. Is the report written well?”

“... No. I still can't get used to these hard letters.”

“Hehehe, it’s better to take this opportunity to memorize the letters properly. It is also the written notation of the official language commonly used not only in the kingdom union and empire, but also in this area.”

“Even so...”

When Winnett and I returned, we divided ourselves into 50 people each to report on the approximately 100 missing people.

We clearly shared the same amount, and since the report on the deceased had to include evidence, Winnett said he would do the more cumbersome things because he was used to it, so he took them.

However, Winnet has just finished all her work and I am still filling out the documents.

'That's right, because no matter how many times I try, I can't get used to having to write by hand.'

There are several reasons why this happened.

One is because the feather pen feels more difficult to use than a fountain pen to me, who has only ever used ballpoint pens.

Every time a letter becomes lighter, I have to ink it one by one, and I'm not used to the grip, so my hand can't move easily.

Of course, if you spend a little more money, you can get a quill pen that automatically fills with ink, but that's quite expensive, and other people say that a quill pen used with an inkwell is more romantic, so I'm just using this.

Another reason is that the characters that must be written on paper with such a pen are not the characters I am familiar with, but the characters commonly used by humans in kingdoms and empires.

To recall why this happened, soul bottles are souls called from another world, and it is natural that the language and writing system used by souls from this world are different depending on their world.

It is a basic measure that magicians who practice large-scale summoning magic include magic such as an automatic translation function to enable language communication in the process of summoning souls.

Therefore, even though soul patients are now dead and cannot be resurrected, there is no problem with speaking or hearing or reading texts.

If you have a problem, now is the time to try writing it yourself.

There's no problem with reading letters, but it seems like I can't write when I'm trying to write. Whenever I write a report or something like that, I always keep in front of me the character chart that is used to teach letters to children in places like temples and compare them before writing the report. I had to write it.

“... Huhuhu.”

“... Puheap!”

“... Don't laugh at that.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, Lee Rim. Still... it looks cute.”

“Mi, I’m sorry... Puha! Still. Please think about those of us who have to put up with the sight of grown adults leaving children's character charts on their desks.”

“... Ugh.”

Thanks to this, the two people continue to fill out the documents, barely able to hold back the laughter that bursts out once in a while.

For the people here, writing is essential for survival no matter how poor they are, so if you knock on the door of the temple, you can learn it for free.

'Did you say that no matter how uneducated a person is, he or she should not die because he or she was unable to read the sign that says no entry allowed?'

That's why my appearance is so refreshing to these two people.

Still, he seemed to be sorry, so he let me go and the two of us started talking together again.

Winnet quite liked Thistle, whom she had met by chance through the story “The Castle of the Haunted Man.”

I secretly listened to her talking to Thistle, and she said that it was a long way to become a high-level adventurer, and that she had no friends because she just received missions, completed them, returned, and received missions again.

After time passed and I became a high-level adventurer, this time, there were only a few high-level adventurers themselves, so rather than people approaching me purely with the purpose of becoming friends, I would look up to them with admiration and respect even if they came with nefarious intentions or same-sex friends. They said they couldn't become friends because they were close-minded people.

Meanwhile, Winnet, whom I met at the Kingdom Alliance on a business trip to make money, said that he was an unusual person who was both a priest and an adventurer, and when I saw that he started talking to me comfortably, I thought he wanted to become acquainted with me.

“That's it... I should take a break too.”

As I write while listening to the noise made by the two people's story, the letters look blurry and my wrist feels like it hurts.

That's how it feels.

'that's right. It's definitely not because I'm bored.'

Of course, the soul bottle's eyes don't get blurry that easily and my wrist doesn't really hurt, but I make that excuse and put down the pen to rest for a while.

Right now-

“... It’s delicious.”

I tried the cookie and it was definitely delicious.

I wonder if they added a little too much sweetener, but I feel like there is nothing better than this in the current situation where sugar is needed.

'Did Enin care?'

I eat the cookie thinking that Enin might have added a little more sugar on purpose while thinking of me.

'... It's a shame there's no milk.'

Slurp-

One thing that is slightly disappointing is that you have to drink tea instead of milk.

Unlike the Alliance of Kingdoms, it is easy to obtain dairy products as it is an empire with regions that practice leisurely dairy farming, but as expected, no one has yet taken a serious interest in distribution, so they only make products using milk in areas with a lot of cows, and only use other regions to produce products using milk. It is unfortunate that there are many types of products sold in cities, but the milk itself is not distributed on a large scale.

I was taking a short break and filling my stomach.

“I went~!”

“I went there.”

“Are you here?”

“Are you here?”

“... Hello.”

Hwarim and Aila opened the door and came back with quite a bit of dirt on their clothes.

I heard that the two have been training recently at Hwarim's request, with Aila receiving sparring. Today, they went out in the morning and did not return until after lunch.

They both shake off the dirt on the front porch.

To be precise, the two entered the living room only after Hwarim first shook off the dust from his clothes and then thoroughly cleaned everything from Aila's body.

“You were still writing the documents.”

“Ah, yes. Because I’m not familiar with the letters.”

“It’s worth it. When I'm asked to write something, I still sigh because it's so frustrating.”

Hwarim looked at me putting the pen in the ink bottle and nodded that she understood.

This is the deep bond that only exists between the two of us who are soul sufferers.

However, no matter how deeply Aila thought about it, it seemed like she couldn't understand the fact that she couldn't write, so today, as always, she made an argument with the two of us from an elf's point of view.

“Huh? Even if that's the case for Lee Rim, didn't Hwarim write too? Puhaha! That’s so funny!”

“... It's noisy. What can we do? The letters here are not structured from the beginning and are curved in various directions, making it impossible for them to adapt physiologically.”

“... Hey, 'even if Lee Rim is like that', what am I? Have I ever made it look like I can't write well? That's harsh, really.”

“... Puhahaha! Ah, I can't stand it anymore! Don't worry though! If you can't memorize it, both of you come to me! I will teach two people separately how to memorize letters easily!”

“Hmm? Is there a way like that?”

“Yes! Although we elves are closed-minded, we always keep in mind conversations with many different races, in addition to the common human language and writing system! Rather than letting them keep entering the forest because they didn't understand the warning, it's easier to talk to them in their language first and then use magic when they don't go back!”

Aila then boasts that she knows roughly five languages.

“So, if you both come to me, I’ll teach you! Be kind, like you would a child!”

The dirt that cannot be shaken off due to the grandiose movements and boastful movements stains the floor.

Hwarim, who saw this, hurriedly pushes Aila's back.

“... I’ll decline. Okay, let’s go quickly and take a shower. If this continues any longer, so much dirt will fall that a tomb will form inside the house.”

“Eh- I want to wash, but honestly, it’s a hassle. Can’t I just wash it off and wash after eating? I'm hungry too. Let’s eat first!”

“No way.”

In the end, Aila was pushed by Hwa-rim and headed to the bathhouse. On the way, she tried to touch the snacks I was eating on the table, but after being told that she shouldn't pick up food with Hwa-rim's dirty hands, her hand was slapped and I put the snacks in her mouth instead. They agreed to put it in and disappeared.

'... You're hurt quite a bit.'

When I come closer and see Hwa-rim's body wrapped in several bandages, I feel anxious for no reason.

From what I saw yesterday, both of them were training seriously as if it were a real battle, but I was worried that Hwarim might get seriously injured.

Still, since that's what Hwarim wants and what she's thinking about, I shouldn't stop her any more.

Even as this was happening, the story of Thistle and Winnet continued.

Since it was lunch soon, I put the rest of the snacks aside to eat later when I was hungry, and listened to the two people's story again in detail.

“Huh? So you're recruiting pilgrims?”

“Yes. In addition to the knight named Portia who became our church's knight of honor last time, I would like to recruit a few people at the knight festival.”

It seems that Thistle brought up the story of the knight-errant system to Winnet.

“So, I was wondering how to make an invitation during a knight’s festival so that it wouldn’t be rude.”

“Hmm... Usually, when you show that you are making an invitation, you go around with a flag with a family emblem or a flag with a symbol that tells you which group or organization it is, such as a school flag. Then, when the ranking table comes out and the number of people has been narrowed down to a certain level, I go around holding those flags and making recommendations.”

“It’s a flag... I guess I should prepare for that first.”

“Of course, you don’t have to have it, but it’s convenient to have. Oh, and it's best to make recommendations only right after the person's ranking is clearly determined.”

“Why is that like that?”

“The Knight's Festival is a competition where you challenge yourself to see the level of your skills and the limits of your skills. The unspoken rule is not to make recommendations that will shake your mind until you see clear results.”

“Aha! Indeed, I hadn’t even thought about it that far.”

Afterwards, Thistle continues to ask Winnet about the story of the Knight's Festival and things he is curious about about the Knights of Philanthropy.

For us, increasing the small number of people in this way would lead to receiving support from noble families with the help of knights of pilgrimage, so it seems like we are burning with determination to make it a success.

However, as Thistle was groaning as if she was worried about something she had never done before, Winnet spoke again.

“... So there is only one voyageur who has signed a contract now?”

“Yes.”

“How many people do you want to gather?”

“Hmm... In fact, even if there are just a few people, it might be difficult to sign a contract with more than one or two people right now. From what I've heard, the down payment is bigger than you might think, even if it varies from driver to driver.”

Seeing Thistle starting to get a little troubled midway through, Winnet spoke as if he was secretly looking at her liver.

“... Hmm.”

Then, Winnet took a quick look around me, Thistle, and the scenery of the house, and then suddenly spoke.

“If I apply for the job they are looking for, will you accept me?”

        
            When Winnet suddenly said that he wanted to write an article about our church, I and Thistle, who was talking to me, were very surprised.

“Yes?”

Thistle hastily covers her mouth with her hand because she thinks she may have opened her mouth too wide, but Winnet seems embarrassed even after she spoke, so she scratches her face and avoids her gaze, just like Thisseul did earlier.

“No, well... if you hire a voyageur, I can do it for you.”

Still, the argument is clear.

“Ah, that's good... I would really appreciate it if you could do that. But... Winnet is a high-level adventurer, right?”

Thistle was about to give an answer that he accepted right away because it was a welcome sound, but for a moment, he suppressed his joy and asked Winnet because he was wondering why he would do that much for himself and the church.

“... That's right, that's true, but... Ugh...”

‘Aren’t high-level adventurers going to stay behind anyway because the Adventurer’s Guild uses their energy and treats them well? If they want to receive sponsorship, they can receive it as much as they want, but from the Adventurer's Guild's perspective, they think it would be good to have the power that only they have.'

When I thought about it, it didn't seem like there was any benefit to be gained by Winnet cooperating with us, even though it didn't have any shortcomings.

“Keu... Um...”

When Thistle and I turn our attention to Winnet, she buries her face under the desk as if she is embarrassed.

However, he doesn't stop talking while twirling his fingers on the desk.

“... That's because there's something I can only get here.”

“What is that? No, I don't know what it is, but we'll do whatever we can. Because it’s not anyone else, it’s Winnet.”

When Winnet raised her head and glanced at Thistle with one eye, Thistle proudly puffed out her chest as if asking her to leave it to her.

“... Okay.”

Seeing that, Winnet seemed to have made up his mind and made a request.

“... Be my friend.”

“Yes?”

“So... those two people are prohibited from using honorifics towards me...”

“Uh... Is that the end?”

“... Can’t you do that?”

Winnet said that she must have mustered up as much courage as she could and covered her face with her hands.

“Si... I wanted to be friends with Sisul because I could communicate well with him... I-Irim also always used polite words, which made me feel uncomfortable... That's why...”

A small sound like an ant coming from behind the palm covering its face.

Thistle smiled brightly at the sight, but as if she wanted to make fun of her, she made a playful face for a moment, hid it, and started acting.

“... Did you do that? I feel a little sad.”

“Huh? What, what?”

“I thought you and Winnet were already friends.”

“What? Well, but Thistle always treated me with respect and spoke to me.”

“I still do the same to Lee Rim. And the thing about giving honorifics... There are people from the village who come to visit, and this is because of the education I received from Deshade from long ago. Still, I already thought of Winnet as a friend.”

When Thistle turns his head, Winnet stands up in embarrassment.

“Uh... well... I'm sorry. I never thought of that...”

A high-level adventurer who thinks he made a mistake and doesn't know what to do.

Since he has never made a friend before, and since he is an adventurer, he is a person who only knows how to pay for one and receive another, or how to connect relationships through transactions.

So even now, Thistle suddenly grabbed Winnet's hand, which was fluttering in the air, not knowing what she had done wrong or how to free Thistle's heart.

“Still, if Winnet thought that way, we can be friends from now on.”

“Uh, huh?”

Thistle puts the embarrassed Winnet back in her seat and says with a bright smile.

“Right? Winnet?”

It's the first time I've heard of Thistle's common language, with all respect thrown away.

“... Yes!”

Winnet seemed genuinely happy to see Thistle like that, smiling brightly and holding her tightly held hand with strength.

'... It's refreshing.'

I was just as surprised as I was watching from the side.

This is my first time seeing Thistle treat someone with such complete disregard for respect.

“Still, you can just pretend the story about the knight-errant never happened. I feel sorry for using that as an excuse to become closer to each other. Yes? Lee Rim?”

“Yes? Uh, yes, well... there's no need to do that. Winnet is a high-level adventurer, so he will be treated better in other places if he is free rather than affiliated with somewhere.”

For a moment, I was taken aback by the sudden question being asked of me, but I answered it honestly.

It would be nice if Winnet became a knight-errant, but if Thistle said something like that, then of course I would agree with that.

However, perhaps because Winnet heard such an answer, he liked us even more and wanted to give us strength.

“... So in the end, it's my freedom to choose, right? Then I want to sign a contract even more.”

“Is that really okay?”

“Yes. Every time I participate in a knight's festival, I reach the top ranks and everyone has sponsoring families or denominations, so it was difficult for me to stand there alone and without a place to honor. If it's a friend's denomination, I can help you as much as I can.”

“... Thank you, Winnet!”

Kkook-

“Uh, I am...”

When Thistle hugs Winette, Winette is embarrassed but also hugs Thistle.

Seeing two people who are friends so close makes me laugh too.

However, even if I stay still, I wonder if it was inevitable that sparks would fly in me.

“Ja Lee Rim too.”

“Yes?”

“Wenet said she wants to become friends with us, so we should practice, right?”

“Uh, that...”

“... Won’t you do it?”

Winnet is embarrassed to see her looking this way, so she just quietly follows Thistle's words.

“Uh... Uh, yes. Take care, Winnet.”

“... hehe-”

'It's awkward.'

Looking at the two people smiling happily makes me feel strange.

Until now, I've mostly kept my first impression, continuing to treat people who started a relationship with formal language with respect, and continuing the same way with people who started a relationship informally, so this kind of situation becomes a bit awkward.

‘Well, that’s enough. 'I'll get used to it someday.'

After a while, I heard other people coming back.

Squeak-

“I went there.”

“I went there.”

“No, really... I'm really fine...”

When I turn around, Peria and Astesia come in first, and I see a rope in Astesia's hand that has tied Farewell's body tightly.

As soon as Peria takes off her shoes and comes in, she starts complaining to me.

“It’s okay, what’s okay? Oppa, I stopped by his workshop because I had a quick favor to ask you. Do you know what you saw there?”

“What is it?”

“Oh my god, I was pouring all the ingredients I brought into the alchemy cauldron where I usually made all kinds of artifacts and boiling them. So I brought it here. No matter how I look at it, I don’t think that’s the case.”

Farewell must have been angry, so he pulled out his arm by tightening the rope and pointed his finger at Feria.

“Wow, food waste! Looking at it this way, it seems that the nutrient combination was carefully thought out and adjusted to the golden ratio!”

It appears that it wasn't tied too tightly, as it came off easily.

But for a moment, Farewell became quiet, unable to say anything as Astesia turned around and smiled brightly.

“... Mr. Farewell. We socially agreed to call it food waste.”

“Oh, that’s not true...”

“Isn’t it? Those things that were boiling in a pot and for some reason were purple? Obviously, there were no purple vegetables in the ingredients I brought.”

“... That's because I washed the pot a little less. It's just that there was an ingredient used for purple dye in what I used before-”

“Okay then. What should we call foods contaminated with chemicals?”

“...”

“Now, please answer quickly.”

“... Food waste.”

“Well- I understand. So, starting today, come here and eat.”

“No, I just made a mistake this time...”

“Did you know?”

“... Yes.”

Strangely enough, the relationship has become so strong.

I thought Astesia would always remain a kind person who treated us politely, but I never thought I would have a friend who I could hold on to so tightly.

'... Is that a friend, a friend? 'You must be a friend, right?'

However, for a moment I wondered if the relationship was what I thought it was, but I decided not to go into it too deeply.

Squeak-

And then the last person came in.

Rattling-

In one hand, Raines held a half-full of a purple plant growth potion, which gave him the suspicious feeling that Aila had taught him how to make it, and in the other hand he placed the shovel he had been carrying at the front door.

A purple growth elixir made by borrowing Farewell's alchemy cauldron.

Reigns slowly cleans things up at his own pace, without any idea why Farewell was captured by Astesia.

These days, I don't know what they're doing in a corner of the forest, but they're planting a bunch of tree saplings. It looks like they're going to continue working after eating.

“... I went there.”

“... Yes.”

Reigns came in quietly, made eye contact with me, and quietly said hello.

When everyone gathered near lunch, Winnet mentioned that they would go out after eating.

“It’s a pity, but I have to go now.”

“Oh, that’s right. If you're going to stop by the imperial castle and then head towards Rugal, you should leave now.”

“... Lee Rim, the way you speak is very strange.”

“... Thistle is amazing. I'm the one who was talking about it a while ago, so I can't help but feel a little confused.”

“Okay, whatever. that's right. I guess I'll have to spend quite a bit of time at the Adventurer's Guild.”

Winnet said he would go back to the capital to take care of the post-war and go back to Rugal right after, so it would not be a good idea to take that long.

It is said that Winnet quite likes walking trips.

Thistle and Winnet organize the table and organize the matters discussed in preparation for the Knight's Festival.

“Well, they may break up, but I’ll tell you in advance. It's convenient to prepare some training equipment.”

“Gyogira. okay. I'll ask Aila and try making it.”

The two people, who had just become closer to each other, felt sad that they had to part ways, and promised to meet later at the place where the knight's festival was held.

“Okay then, I’ll go help prepare the meal, Lee Rim.”

“Ah, yes.”

After Thistle goes to the kitchen first, Winnet talks while looking at me.

“Please take care of me. Friend.”

“... Well, yes. Above... four.”

I don't know why I got caught in the middle, but I can't refuse if I want to narrow the distance.

For Winnet, I am, in a sense, his first disciple.

“... Hehe, student and friend. It's really good. This is something I wanted to achieve someday.”

“... Really?”

After answering the wish, which was probably something like Winnet's bucket list, in an awkward tone, I hurriedly started filling out the remaining documents.

        
            The Empire's second princess, Camellia Schaden Steyer, is busy.

Although she has given up her right to succession as an imperial family member, the imperial power of the empire is largely maintained by the emperor and the imperial family members who assist him, so Camellia also has no choice but to be busy as an acting official.

In particular, the current emperor is seriously ill, and the other brothers and sisters, including the next emperor, the first prince, are more likely to help the empire's prosperity if Camellia makes decisions than themselves, whose ability to take care of most affairs is mediocre anyway. Since we objectively know that this is the case, all the most important matters in running the empire come back to Camellia.

But that's not all. Camellia has a lot of personal things, so she becomes even busier.

In order to secretly accumulate money to be used as her own personal property rather than the national treasury in times of emergency, she runs [White Decal], a business with the owner's name linked to her under double names.

Camellia invested the money she had saved to create a fairly well-organized spy corps.

Thanks to this, working hard to maximize the use of the upper level, which he runs entirely, and the spy corps, which costs a huge amount of money every year, without loss, also became a part of his stress.

In addition, she accepts talented people regardless of their personality as long as they have the ability to be of use to her, but she also has the opinion that in the end, no one can trust anyone but her own insight, so she occasionally conducts direct interviews with talented people she selects on paper. As you can see, things are even busier.

Even if you pay for a carriage worth of gold, which is so precious, it is difficult to get 10 minutes of Camellia's time.

The man in front of her had asked Camellia in advance to spend quite a bit of time meeting her, so Camellia would have to work for the next hour or so, which would be two hours' worth.

As a result, Camellia was so irritated that it was unusual for her to pour out all of her frustration, not only that, but even the stress she had from work, all on the man in front of her.

“-So, Tarator, you will refuse the offer to join the Spy Knights?”

“Yes. Even though the nature of my job as a spy allows me to move relatively freely, I can't tolerate anything other than one person above me. More than two is impossible.”

“Is that because of his pride as the head of the back alley that controlled half of Grace’s territory?”

“No. At least, if the princess were my direct superior, she would only give out direct orders or receive letters once in a while, and we would rarely meet face to face. However, if there was a person right above me called the head of the intelligence service, that person would interfere with everything, even in my free leisure time. It is clear that it will be done.”

‘Is this putting freedom first? 'It's not a bad thing that he doesn't bend his opinion even in front of me, but it's also the worst chess piece to use.'

In response to the sly attitude, Camellia tilts her head for a moment and expresses to Tarator that her feelings are not very good right now.

Of course, the reason she was irritated was because the princess calculated that she would like it better if this man from the back alleys did not treat her with a smile and dignity, hiding his expression as if he were treating other nobles.

However, calculations are just calculations, and for now, Camellia is truly pouring out her frustration.

“Whew... This is why the guys working behind the scenes didn't want to accept it easily.”

“Thank you. But that also means that I am proving that I am useful even if I endure it.”

“... That’s sly. Reminds me of a bishop somewhere.”

“Is there anyone else like me? That's really nice. Please introduce me later. Maybe we can become friends.”

“... I won't deny that you have good skills. Your abilities are definitely outstanding.”

Camellia praises the one-eyed man who doesn't say a word.

Actually, he may actually be one-eyed.

This is because no one, including her, has yet been able to see the inside of that eyepatch.

‘Looking straight at Tarator. They said it went well in the Kingdom Alliance Grace Territory.'

Camellia completely throws away her papers and pen and looks straight at him.

A man who held the position of leader in the back alleys of Grace territory, a defensive city under the 3rd Legion, a frontier force of the Kingdom Alliance.

The man that the intelligence knights later investigated was a former adventurer who even had a common title among them.

[Tarator looks straight ahead]

What he is wearing is a one-of-a-kind suit made by [White Decal] that fits his body perfectly, prepared by the Spy Knights for him to meet the princess.

The man, who wears an eye patch and has his wild hair pulled back in a ponytail, is tall and tall. Aside from his attitude of not being able to sit still for even a moment and his rough accent, he doesn't give the impression that he was a former adventurer and, until recently, from the back alleys.

He is definitely useful.

This man named Tarator approached Camellia's spy knights 'first'.

That can't happen.

‘The skills are certain. Letting it fall into the hands of others, it would be better to hold on to it at all costs.'

The members of the Spy Knights are a semi-secret order of knights formed by the princess's careful consideration and, to a certain extent, the agony that caused her to lose sleep every time she chose each person.

One of the most important skills of espionage is not to be caught, so he was thoroughly trained in this regard by the former head of the Assassin's Guild and the spymaster, but this man simply laughed at such training and went into hiding three times. He attached a note to the backs of the members of the spy corps and ran away.

If you have any ideas, please write them down and post them.

'Thanks to you, I became uncharacteristically depressed.'

The members of the Spy Knights, whose pride was completely destroyed, at first tried to somehow catch Tarator and tear him limb from limb, but after a search that took about a month and a station search by Tarator, the Spy Knights were eventually able to find 500 notes attached to his back and Together, he had no choice but to report about Tarator to the princess as he wanted.

So Camellia wanted to test the man to find out how useful he really was.

The timing coincided with this, and Camellia had the opportunity to hunt down the spies who had always been chasing her, along with the knight Bishop Lee Lim, and entrusted Tarator to the vanguard.

And the result was a complete victory.

'It's always a shame that the more capable people are, the more they pursue freedom.'

Thanks to this, the Spy Knights were able to successfully kill and capture everyone thanks to Tarator, who predicted the number of spies the bishop found, roughly where the spies were hiding based on that number, and told them how to find them.

This was after that incident, so it was right after his abilities were clearly proven.

“... Good. Then what do you want?”

So, Camellia is disappointed that this man has no intention of joining the Spy Knights, but since he has made his name known to her, she wants to use him somehow until the end, so she tells him to talk about an alternative.

Then Tarator spoke the words he had prepared to Camellia.

“Nothing else. After I have established my organization to some extent, I plan to start a business, and I would like permission to have business rights in that regard.”

“Business? Is it against the law?”

Camellia's eyes sharply open at the word business mentioned by the man from the back alley.

Camellia is positive about the existence of back alleys.

Camellia, who aims to create a clean empire and presents herself as a transparent and strong princess to people, actually evaluates and observes the existence of the other world positively.

The invisible income that moves in the back alleys plays an important role in the development of the empire beyond imagination, and the nobles of the empire maintain a delicate balance of power by each preparing ways to keep each other in check. Because.

Of course, Camellia does not allow illegal items such as drugs, which can have a significant impact on the development of the empire.

'They do not contribute much to the productivity of the empire. Even if I allow most things, I have no intention of allowing that at all.'

People who are addicted to drugs can be seen as having reduced intelligence, causing accidents that they would never normally do, or making people feel helpless and unable to do anything.

Still, in the end, you have to get money to buy drugs, so at the last minute you end up working to do drugs, but even that isn't very productive.

'Of course, some of the nobles seem to have found their own way to practice medicine even though it is a back alley that I have restricted, but they are out of the question. There's no need to make them fall by publicizing it just yet.'

So, Camellia first tries to block everything she can with her own hands.

There are still nobles in the empire who purchase medicine through their own independent channels, and the circumstances and evidence are all in Camellia's hands based on rumors that they also purchased it from the Spy Knights and Tricksters.

She knows that among the nobles who use them, there are indeed knights who show off their usual majesty due to the effects of the medicine, so she leaves them there.

When it is useful, use it just enough to not overdo it, and then throw it away later.

So, except for a few people who tolerated it, or more precisely, tolerated it because it was useful, Camellia had absolutely no intention of bringing medicine into the empire.

        
            ‘King of rats. You will have to choose your words carefully.'

Camellia decided that if this man tried to talk about wanting to distribute drugs on a large scale in front of her, she would immediately call in the prepared espionage knights and kill him.

Tarator is a chess piece that has clear limits to what it can control.

If the person standing in front of you is someone who doesn't have that level of discernment, but is clearly skilled, it's much better for him to disappear than to exist.

'In the first place, it's difficult to decorate the back alley guy well enough to send him out in the sun.'

We also investigated through the Spy Knights and Tricksters.

The man in front of me named Tarator was the head of a back alley in the Grace Territory of the Kingdom Alliance.

When the Spy Knights asked him why he was thinking of coming to the Empire, he said that although he was a native of the United Kingdom, he had gone into exile because he thought his hometown was so rotten that he could not even survive on his own.

However, Tarator was planning to do the same thing here as he did there, and if Camellia saw that this was completely different from what she was aiming for, Camellia had no choice but to dispose of him.

However, what the man said was completely unrelated to what Camellia was usually thinking.

“First of all, it is absolutely not illegal.”

“Then what?”

“It’s a business item, so I can’t talk about it directly... I’ll give you a hint with this. Since you have insight, I think you will understand right away.”

Tarator takes out a paper bag from the bag on his waist that he has never let go of since he entered the palace.

Sigh-

Rustling-

As Tarator places it on the huge table between himself and Camellia, a black-clad spy knight comes out of the darkness and picks it up.

Since you can't hand over dangerous items to the princess, you have to go through one step to check.

Startle-

The knight was taken aback by the cold feeling he felt as soon as he grabbed the paper bag, but then he immediately recognized what it was. He peeled off the small magic seal for warmth attached to the outside, looked at the inside, and handed it to the princess.

Camellia takes out an item from the bag and looks puzzled.

“... Ice cream?”

'What on earth does it mean? 'Is this a hint?'

What came out of the bag was light green ice cream.

This is an item that was a huge hit in the Empire this summer, captivating the taste buds of nobles with its refreshing and sweet taste better than shaved ice.

“It's one of the types of ice cream, and it's called mirona. Do you know?”

“... I don't know the name, but I know that these items just came out this year.”

“Then it will be fast. I want to monopolize the distribution of certain ingredients used to make that ice cream product.”

“... It’s a monopoly.”

“Take a bite and think about it. When I was in the Kingdom Alliance, I was getting ready to leave when a merchant came in and tried it, and it was delicious. I bought it because there was someone selling the same thing here. Churai- Churai-.”

“... What does that frivolous statement at the end mean?”

“One of my old gang members was from Iketer in the west, and he said that when offering food there.”

“Never use it next time. I feel bad.”

“Is that so? I was excited.”

Tingling-

“Ike, I’m sorry. Anyway, try it.”

Tarator imitates the princess's fearful look with a grandiose look in her sharp eyes.

'It's frivolous.'

Camellia is not very pleased.

Unlike the United Kingdom, the people of the Empire are a mixture of many cultures, so it is still common to see people with rudeness that make you feel like they are living in isolation from civilization.

'Especially those guys who always achieve great results in the knight's festival. 'I don't understand this.'

So, she thought that even if Tarator was from the back alleys, she would be able to expect him to be more polite if he came from the United Kingdom, but now that she saw him like that, she decided to give up getting her hopes up and took a bite of the ice cream.

Crunch-

Sigh-

Sigh-

“How about it?”

“... Delicious.”

“Right?”

“Yes. Nobles would like it. Unlike a simple block of ice, it has elegance.”

As soon as you bite into the cold chunk, the fragrant fruity scent and sweet texture you feel on your tongue.

Camellia's mood was down for a while because she was full of stress, but when she ate ice cream called Mirona, her mood immediately improved.

‘I didn’t use any medicine. The taste...reminds me of some southern fruit. 'I don't remember the name, though.'

It is the best item as a luxury item in terms of taste, texture, and visual aspect.

To that extent, nobles can say that it is a food that everyone will look for at least once until the empire falls, or, if you think about it more grandly, as long as the history of human life in abundance continues.

“... Well, do whatever you want. I don't know when it will happen, but if you want to gather people and start a business, I promise that I won't do anything to you as long as you pay your taxes properly.”

“... Thank you!”

So Camellia decided that she would not have to deal with the raw materials for this product, which was likely to be a business for nobles anyway.

'According to reports, the ice cream business started with small-time artisans who had some knowledge of magic opening small shops. Are you planning to open branches in cities across the empire? Well, if that's the case, it might not matter. If we do well, we will be able to create a business to raise funds to help the Spy Knights.'

No matter how brilliant Camellia is, she can only have this much insight into a business field she knows nothing about.

Therefore, Tarator, who obtained the exclusive right to supply milk throughout the empire with a clear, albeit verbal, promise from the princess, was delighted both internally and externally.

'good. 'This is the beginning.'

He came from the Kingdom Alliance to the Empire early on, and thought of surviving in the gap of the huge market called this Empire, where everything was already maintaining the golden ratio thanks to the help of the princess's duke, each church, and the nobles.

For that reason, even when he was in the Grace Territory, he wanted to get information from the Trickster, who was easily crossing the border between the Empire, the Demon Territory, and the Alliance of Kingdoms. As luck would have it, Tarator heard a rumor that a Trickster was staying in the Grace Territory. I thought it was an opportunity, so I bought the information.

As a result, Tarator realized that the empire's market was more divided than expected by stronger players, but he also realized that there were no gaps at all.

'The empire is ultimately a country made up of various different races. As such, there are markets that are closed and have not grown to the point where it can be considered surprising.'

So, once Tarator found out all the power maps, he came to the empire.

As he answered the spy knights' interrogation, he no longer had any lingering feelings about the union of kingdoms, because even the last handful he had left had disappeared in disgust due to the evils of the Gaia Church.

So Tarator came to the empire and went on an unseasonable tour for a while, enjoying entertainment under the guise of a period of adaptation to the culture, and planning business items.

Then, while drinking and having fun at a bar in the capital, he remembered the mirona he had eaten in his hometown just before leaving.

'milk. 'Milk.'

Livestock milk does not travel far.

Although it is processed into cheese and sold to many places, the milk itself is mostly consumed at the village level.

So Tarator set his sights on such milk.

Because it is an item that no one touches, it is an opportunity to make a lot of money.

At first, I thought about alcohol, but so many people were already into alcohol, so there was no way to get into it.

In that case, I just had to think the opposite way.

It has a cleaner image than alcohol, and there is no force that distributes it on a large scale yet. Distributing milk, which can be used for a variety of purposes in people's food culture as long as it is easily available, can bring unexpectedly huge profits. The thought continued.

'Rather than dabbling in things like moonshine, this would be much more stable.'

A business item that, if designed well, can attract wealth from all over the empire.

In order to obtain it, Tarator stimulated the capital's spy knights who had been under his eye all along.

I thought that if I messed with people who seemed like they had a good background, they might hire me, and I thought it would be possible to use that to accept a few requests and use the money I received as funds to start a business.

'I didn't know it was the princess.'

In the end, after a long period of effort, he met a well-dressed group of spy knights who were hiding in the dark back alleys of the capital on a certain day, and he was a little embarrassed to find out that the person behind them was the princess.

Still, he thought he was lucky and had been working hard to win her favor.

'Now, from now on, I need to gather some business partners and have children.'

For Tarator, the start is now that the business license has been obtained.

Obediently listen to the princess' words, take her salary, create your own organization, recruit a number of suitable farmers, order magic tools that can be refrigerated in large quantities, put a worthy label on them, distribute milk, and you will make money. come in

'Fresh food, white, the color white has a sacred image. Speaking of name value, hmm... it might be better to give it the name of a religious denomination.'

That's why he's looking for a signboard group that people can feel safe reaching out to to sell milk.

In his opinion, milk could be used as a sales strategy by attaching it with a sacred image because it is pure white.

So, if he can, he is even thinking about joining a denomination that has the same interests as his.

Camellia ends up eating all of Mirona, and belatedly realizing that she was too absorbed in it, she clears her throat and asks Tarator about business.

“Keuhum! Anyway, so you'll have to work harder.”

“Ah, yes. All right. Just say it.”

Although it is fun to think about future business as a tarator, the priority is to raise business funds.

So, he listens to the princess' orders again today.

“This task won’t be that difficult considering your abilities. Two days later, I will place you among your brother's entourage as they leave the Imperial Castle for a congratulatory speech at the Knight's Festival. You can go to Tyrna Nog, where Rugal's main school is located.”

“What can I do when I go?”

Tarator sits back and waits for Camellia to speak.

Swish-

Sigh-

Camellia pushes a small note to the corner of the table, and a member of the Spy Order takes it and gives it to Tarator.

Tarator immediately realized that this was not the note he was going to open, so he carefully placed it in his breast pocket.

The place close to the heart is a place where Tarator has never allowed a prostitute to approach her.

After confirming that Tarator had received the note, the princess spoke.

“Cooperate with my knight, Irim, at the Knight's Festival, and find out what secret Rugal is hiding deep inside.”

        
            The Imperial Castle is far and yet close.

Looking at the time spent coming and going, it is definitely not a short time, and as I was frequently called by Camellia from Leven to the capital and went back and forth, I gradually got used to it.

Of course, I am the only one who is used to it, and it is not the first time for the passengers accompanying me to the capital today.

“Is this the imperial capital? Wow... it's really big.”

From the time he left Leven until now, Farewell has been sticking his head out the window and admiring the scenery.

‘Don’t homunculi get motion sickness?’

It seems that even if I continue to look forward in that state for several days, my stomach does not turn inside out, and in fact, my eyes sparkle even more, and I compare the things in my head with the scenery of the capital and point them out one by one.

“Ah! That, that is an imperial castle wall! It was built using the triple axis stone construction method invented by the wizard Imbracken! I heard it’s super sturdy!”

“... What on earth does that mean-”

“That thing in the magic tool shop... Alchemist Nekham's Anvil, the 3rd version. Should I buy that too this time? If you place the artifact on the anvil, it will automatically detect the extent of the magical distortion of the transfer negation joint and correct it -”

“I can’t understand, so please be quiet.”

“Ah! I saw that too. If you make that bird sold at the butcher shop with all its hair plucked out, that ordinary chicken, and let a blind cockatrice embrace it, the species will change. They say it more than doubles in size and has a small fire pocket inside, making the meat tough.”

“... I understood a little bit of that, but I’ll pretend I didn’t understand that either. I think I've seen that at the table a few times. Ugh-”

Even as I shuddered to hear the origins of the castle wall's support with three overlapping pillars, the hexagonal shiny black anvil in the magic tool shop, the commonly seen chicken in front of the butcher shop, and the origin of the meat that slightly resembles turkey, The carriage continues to move forward.

Meanwhile, what caught Farewell's eye this time was the statue of a three-legged bird that was made into small decorations and large fountain sculptures throughout the imperial castle.

“Ah, that statue is that of Mortis, the founder of the empire. It's a three-legged bird, so it's interesting. It is said that among the demonic beasts discovered so far, there was no bird-type demonic beast with three legs.”

As for the story about Mortis, I had also seen the play, so I was finally able to ask the question that could stop Farewell's rampage.

“I also know roughly what kind of bird it is from the play. Well... it was a bird similar to the image of a wise man. But did that really exist? A bird with three legs. Does that make sense?”

“Well... it could have been a type of magical beast that humans have not discovered yet. There are three-headed dogs in the world, nine-headed swamp monsters, and six-legged horses somewhere out there... so three legs might not be a problem.”

In response to Farewell's roughly accepted answer, he takes turns talking about similar types of beasts among the beasts he knows.

However, what Farewell really wanted to say was something else.

“Of course, even taking that into account, there are still some surprising things.”

“What is it?”

“The story goes that Mortis always shared opinions with the first emperor of the empire and led the war to victory. I don't understand that.”

“Is there anything strange about that?”

“Okay then! Even if there are so many legs and so many heads among the beasts, I have yet to hear of a beast with an intellectual level that can converse with people, unless it is a somewhat unusual type of twin-headed wyvern or something like that.”

At that moment, the shaking carriage entered the main street, so the noise of the rolling wheels was reduced, but it was filled with the noise of people on the surrounding streets.

Farewell lowers his voice slightly amidst all the noise and speaks softly only to me so that the coachman who Camellia had prepared cannot hear.

“So this is my hypothesis, but in fact, Mortis may not have been a demonic beast but a sage who changed his appearance.”

“Sage... If you look at the roles, they are similar. Could it be that the story so far was all a metaphor? Flying in the sky means seeing the entire situation of the war as if looking down from the sky, and he always led the war to victory with his insight. In other fairy tales, there are many stories about Mortis suddenly appearing and giving him the wisdom to overcome adversity. Even if he was a human sage and not a demonic beast, there would be no reason for the interpretation to be different. But then why does it have three legs? What does that mean?”

“Isn’t that probably because the wise man named Mortis carried a staff? He was a sage, an archmage, and something like that, so he seemed to have quite good abilities, but he was an old man, so the sage's appearance as he always walked around with a cane may have been passed down as a three-legged Mortis.”

“... That makes sense.”

“Of course, this is a hypothesis I made on my own.”

“There is no credibility.”

A simple claim of interest that may not even lead to a thesis.

Still, such a trivial story was enough to kill time before our carriage arrived at the imperial castle and arrived at the meeting place designated by Princess Camellia.

There were sights to see along the way.

As soon as the carriage stopped, the front door opened and the coachman announced that he would return to the road for a moment.

“-It might take about 10 more minutes, but is that okay?”

“It doesn’t matter... Did something happen?”

“A duel happened.”

“Yes?”

When I began to wonder why this damn capital seemed so peaceful at times, and why duels took place on the streets when it was boring, the coachman knew that I, the princess's knight, came from the Alliance of Kingdoms. Thinking you don't know about Iranian customs, I explain them to you.

“Dual. In kingdom union terms, it's a duel. In the Empire, when there is a conflict of opinion or an insult occurs, the winner is a duel between each other.”

“Ah, yes...”

“So that duel just happened on the street. The road is a bit congested.”

After listening to the coachman's words, he looks outside through the window opposite where Farewell was.

'indeed.'

Speaking of a duel, I was a little more interested this time too.

No matter what anyone says, the spectacle of fire and fighting has the magic power to attract the attention of even those who are not interested in it at least once.

'The duel I saw last time in the castle was a bit one-sided. Do you think we can see something fun this time?'

Outside, as I looked, people were rolling on the ground.

“Hahahahaha! Let’s come and see some more! This Marvelous One is not tired yet! Since today is your last day staying in the castle, we will do our best to treat you!”

However, I couldn't help but be disappointed because this duel was a very different scene from what I had imagined.

What I was thinking of was noble men throwing gloves at each other and making tense movements with rapiers or daggers.

However, the current scene had nothing like that, and this time it was a woman with light-colored hair holding the collars of people who all seemed to be from good families and beating them down with her fists one after another.

“This is Duelist Marvelous One, a recent specialty in the capital. It’s understandable that so many onlookers gathered.”

“Ah... Yes...”

'Is it that person again?'

“Would you like to see it?”

“... No. Because time is time, it cannot be late. That's also a promise I made to the princess. You can take a different route.”

“It’s a shame. I understand.”

'It's a shame. I get chills just looking at it.'

The sight of blood splattering and teeth being pulled out more violently than expected, especially at the end, when the heel of a woman's shoe was slashed between a master's legs, he closed his eyes tightly and pretended not to have heard the coachman's explanation as he headed back. He urged that.

“It all arrived.”

“Phew... Thank you.”

After turning around for a while, we arrived at the place the princess had chosen, a store that looked like a cafe, and the coachman left us behind and left.

The reason I came to the capital today was voluntary.

The rumor that I had previously helped Winnet fight an unknown enemy in the Forest of Illusion had spread so widely that even if I tried not to report it, I had no choice but to report it.

At first, I thought it was a personal matter, so I ended it simply and said, 'I have spread the reputation of our denomination.' I thought this would be enough to end it, but it seems that among the people we rescued were some pretty loud-mouthed adventurers.

If we sum up the rumors about our denomination, which is said to be doing quite well these days, which have been spread by Feria who constantly visit the city near our diocese, it comes down to this.

[The ancient being who made a contract with the Illusion Princess of the Ancient Kingdom was resurrected and tried to join forces with the Illusion Princess to devour people and bring harm to the empire. High-ranking adventurers, the bishop of the Deshade Church, and the church's saintess, Stesia performed a miracle and prevented the resurrection and destroyed it.]

Even this is organized like this by combining duplicates, and in reality, gossip is focused on one side.

[Demon Saint of the Deshade Church]

[A saint of the Deshade Church who was said to be an equal opponent to the legendary illusion princess]

[Rugal and the Knight of the Red Purge admit to having witnessed the saint's miracle]

[The appearance of a succubus saintess who will never be corrupted by genjutsu because she is already a succubus]

[In addition to the saints of the Red Purge, the empire gained another saint] and so on.

Most of the stories were focused on Astesia, and many of them were exaggerated rumors that were told from various people's perspectives, similar to so-called gossip.

'Anyway, I heard adventurers really like to brag.'

Perhaps some people exaggerated what the surviving adventurers were talking about in the bar as gossip and sold it as rumors.

In addition, one scholar has a hypothesis linking the blindness of an illusion he experienced with the nature of a succubus, and it is rumored that knights who like fairy tales either tell the story of the power of Astesia that they have witnessed, or make it up in a dreamlike way. It appears to have been spread, mixed, and inflated.

So, even if it wasn't my intention, I voluntarily sent a letter in advance and came up because I thought it would be better to report it to the princess since it was officially a big deal.

        
            The reason I came to the capital was to meet Camellia, but I also had other business to do.

'It's okay to report to the princess, but I also have to buy some things from Farewell. They say there's no better place to buy a few alchemy tools than the nearest capital, so there's nothing I can do about it.'

In the case of Farewell, when I told him I was going to visit the capital for a while, he followed me, saying he wanted to quickly buy a few items for the workshop.

In short, I came along to 'make money.'

However, it is after meeting the princess that she goes out to buy magic tools with Farewell.

The coachman told me that Princess Camellia had told him that he could wait on the second floor of the cafe.

So, I asked Farewell to wait on the first floor of the cafe for a moment before meeting Camellia.

The name of the store is-

[Cafe Mermaid]

As I enter the cafe and approach the counter, a clerk greets me.

“You can select items from the menu here, and place your credit card on top here.”

“Ah, yes.”

'If there is no typewriter, why is something like this so good that it can be compared to Byeoldabang? It's so amazing.'

After listening to the clerk's words, I took out a credit card in the name of our church from my pocket and placed it on the silver magic tool that he pointed to with a hand gesture.

Then Farewell looked at the credit card this time and asked with sparkling eyes.

“So, you just have to show this when paying for items, right?”

“Yes. So stop asking. How many times is this?”

However, this is not the first time.

I've done this a few times before, but I'm getting sick of the people asking me with curiosity every time I see Empire's credit card, as if it's my first time seeing it.

“Still, even if I worked under Gloria, this is an artifact that required tremendous technology, even by the standards of the city of alchemists. You should be able to believe it just by hearing it.”

“... You can either calculate it and see how it moves, or not.”

“Sounds obvious. I can't believe it until I see it with my own eyes.”

‘Have I really been deceived? Why are there so many doubts about a subject who hasn't even lived for a few years?'

In the end, I chose the menu by myself, leaving Farewell's eyes sparkling as she looked at the credit card and the magic tool with the card on it.

Looking at the calm face of the cafe clerk, it seemed that Camellia had not arrived yet.

So I decided to order a drink first and then go up to the second floor to wait for Camellia.

“What should I drink...?”

“I will decide!”

For a while, Farewell, who doesn't know when the tension will lower, runs an errand for Rampage.

“Okay then. Try two of the same thing. I'll be up there, so bring it up.”

“Okay. Stop nagging me.”

“Never forget your card.”

“Ah, really... do you think I don’t have that much sense? Don't worry.”

“Ugh... It's not like taking care of a child, what is this-”

When I see Farewell glaring at me, I go up to the second floor, rubbing my eyes that seem to be a little numb from stress.

'I came a little early, but it looks like Camellia hasn't arrived yet.'

There was no one on the second floor that came into view as I climbed the stairs.

On the first floor, there were still a few people sitting in their corners enjoying what seemed to be a new drink, but it was a lot quieter than I expected and everyone seemed to be drinking or drinking, making me wonder if I had come to a store that doesn't go out very well. It takes.

'just in case. 'Maybe it's because it's strange time.'

Still, there is nothing more foolish than creating a perception of a store based solely on speculation.

That was the moment I went inside, thinking that maybe it was because I arrived at an awkward time just after breakfast time.

“Are you here? Lee Rim. This way.”

“... Camellia.”

“Sit down.”

'what. 'Has it already arrived?'

The princess was sitting at a table in the very center of the second floor, hidden from view by the pillars of the stairs leading up.

“There must have been some time left, but you left early.”

“I heard that our bishop voluntarily did something great and came to report on it. I need to make time.”

“Rather than that, it looks like you are really enjoying it.”

Squeak-

Rattling-

After going up the stairs, he took out a chair and sat down in front of the princess, looking at her quietly.

Pink hair that looks different colors depending on the day in the morning sunlight.

Her hair was comfortably long, as if she were in her bedroom, but looking at the half-tied layered hair that appeared when she slightly turned her head, it was clear that she put a lot of effort into setting her hair today as well.

The princess dressed up like a noblewoman enjoying a holiday, rented out the second floor of a cafe, and was in the middle of quenching her appetite with a drink and pancakes in front of her.

Rattling-

The story continues with her white fingers lifting the knife.

“When I calculated it in terms of time, it would have been better to have it with breakfast. So, I was thinking that it would be okay if I showed up early and enjoyed some entertainment. Perhaps because I ate something quite sweet a few days ago, my tongue keeps reacting in this way these days.”

“I see. What was that?”

“It’s called Mirona, do you know?”

“Oh, I know.”

“Is that so? Too bad. If you don't know, I tried to buy it for you once with my own money.”

“... Personally, I thought I would never eat this food again.”

“Do you hate cold things? Surprising.”

“That's not true... Well, I'll put it that way.”

“Strange guy.”

'I will never touch food made from minotaur milk again.'

It made me wonder why an empire with a rich dairy industry compared to the United Kingdom would bother to make ice cream using such a method, but once the prejudice was established, no matter what I could do, it could not be erased.

For a moment, I thought that there was a labyrinth in the empire as well, and then I watched Camellia's fingers move.

Shake-shake- Shake-shake-

The outer surface of the baked pancake is so crispy that it can be cut with a knife.

Deeply-

box-

The pancake soaked in sweet syrup stuck on the fork went right into the princess's mouth, and was replaced by a bright smile.

Muttering-

“I’ll listen while you eat, so report back.”

“... Ah, yes.”

For a moment, I thought that the sight had a magical power that made me fall in love with it, but then the princess told the story exactly as she said it.

I happened to help someone I knew and ended up entering a forest called the Forest of Illusion, where I led a group of missing adventurers, knights of the river, and scholars to fight against an unknown entity, the story of Astesia's efforts, and additional information. Everyone talked about it, deliberately emphasizing that hygges also showed quite a good performance.

After receiving the report, the princess ate all the pancakes in a moment, then wiped her mouth with a handkerchief full of intricate patterns and lace and spoke.

gulp-

“... Hmm, indeed, most of what I heard is consistent with what I heard.”

“It happened to me too, but was it true that I handled it well?”

“Not a bad job.”

“Thank goodness. So what is that?”

“I’m not sure, but according to the claims of the empire’s scholars, it might be an ancient entity that was asleep. It's not surprising.”

“It’s not surprising?”

“Yes. It's just one of the many strange creatures that fairy tale heroes encounter. In addition to those guys, there are quite a few guys in the empire that are hard to get a hold of so they let go. Rumors I've heard include a madman who has been standing tall in the middle of the forest since time immemorial looking at the sky, a huge diamond-shaped golem floating in the middle of a swamp somewhere, or a mountain made up of remains that may have existed for some time. A knight living in a cave, or a being treated as a giant among giants.”

“Rather than appearing in fairy tales, aren’t they the kind of beings that go mentally crazy the moment you touch them?”

As I listen to the story, which seems to be somewhat of a cosmic horror, I start to shudder for no reason.

However, the princess refuted that in an odd way.

“That may be prejudice.”

“What is it?”

“An expression for going crazy. In reality, wouldn't it be possible that the types of beings who express themselves as going crazy after encountering such things are not actually crazy, but have become more evolved beings after witnessing the real truth?”

The princess seemed to be full, took a drink, pointed at me with her fork, and smiled.

“There is also a being called a transcendent in the world. Intelligence beings who have broken out of the human shell and become a being one level higher. Unfortunately, we cannot understand them with our current knowledge, so we collectively call them monsters.”

It was a fake smile made to make fun of me.

“... That's a bad joke.”

“If you accept it that way, there’s nothing I can say. That was half the intention. In any case, what is certain is that no matter how such a being is, it will eventually die if each appropriate method is used, and although humans cannot accept such ancient beings that cannot be understood with the wisdom of today, they can certainly destroy and kill them. That means it is possible. So, rather than thinking about how to use those guys, I am in favor of killing them when possible before they cause any problems. So Lee Rim. What you did was really good. I will praise you.”

“Jeon, I heard you well. thank you I also agree with what Camellia said.”

This time, we agreed.

Well, no matter what the opponent was.

In the end, this guy was something that Deshade and I could kill with just our power.

It just didn't have a name, and it was no different from beings with names.

It is a world where there are famous beings, such as dragons and giants, who are much stronger than him in terms of strength alone.

Such ancient beings whose identity is not easily known are, in the end, only one or a small number of them, and in the end, giants who rule the sky and level mountains are much scarier than those who just exist there without taking any action.

The princess pats her stomach, which shows no significant change despite eating pancakes.

“Phew. Is that all you wanted to talk about when you met for so long?”

“That’s the end. I came here because I thought it was a mandatory report, but I had to do other things with the people below me.”

“Homunculus. It looks like he wants to open a workshop, right?”

“... Did you know?”

However, it is a bit uncomfortable to know the story about Farewell, which was not discussed in advance and has not yet come up from the first floor.

“Rest assured. I didn't know this because I was always watching, but by chance, yesterday, when I was sorting out documents related to imports and exports, I found a list of items to be purchased to Ars Magna that had been requested by a homunculus with a name I knew from a church I knew.◦# ◦

“I hope so.”

“... Does the bishop not trust me? I'm sorry.”

“No way. I don't think they really used the Spy Knights to spy on our church. Considering that I am Camellia, it is not a good idea in terms of cost or reason.”

“I’m glad you noticed. Still, the fact that you thought of me as too snobbish is reason to deduct points.”

'If this is damned, that's damned, then what kind of melody are you asking me to go to?'

The excuse was flawless for someone with the title of princess, so Camellia seemed to understand it, but her mood, which is always unpredictable, came and went as it wanted today.

        
            After one report was over, Camellia tried to start a full-fledged conversation with me, who had been unfairly deducted despite giving the best answers.

“But there must be one more reason, right?”

“Why?”

“Yes. Since he had no reason to meet me until the Knight's Festival was over, his desire to see me grew, so he came running to me because he had an excuse.”

However, not only was the reason she gave me something I had never thought of, but what I said a little while ago was the main point I was trying to convey during my meeting with Camellia, so I had no choice but to answer honestly.

“... No, there really isn’t one?”

“Is it true?”

“Really.”

“... Really? That's really a reason for point deduction.”

“No, Mr-.”

“Are you going to swear?”

“... No. Seeds, there were seeds left on the plate. Shit.”

He was stopped for a moment before he could completely spit out a swear word as he was about to get his points unfairly deducted due to her pressure again. When asked by Camellia, he pointed to something that looked like a small sunflower seed that had fallen from the top of the pancake and succeeded in running away. did.

“... I think the last one was really an insult.”

“... What do you think? Sometimes people can swear a little.”

“You have no hesitation. If I'm going to stick with that attitude, I'd rather stick with it until the end or give up again in the middle.”

“This is how I live. I will take care of it.”

“Well, I like that attitude, so I made it my article.”

Cock-

Camellia deftly sticks in the remaining sunflower seeds with a fork to prevent them from escaping, and thrusts them at me.

“Eat. It’s a reward.”

“...”

Camellia took a moment to show her astonished face without hiding it, and when she took the sunflower seeds and ate them, Camellia spoke up.

Crack-

Muttering-

“Yes. Since it's been a long time coming, I'll tell you now. Look at this.”

Camellia lifts a large plate containing pancakes.

Then a sketch emerged from there.

“... What is it? Yongin?”

“That's right. A race called Dragon in the language of the United Kingdom and Dragonia in the language of the Empire. They are a race whose human form and entire body are covered with dragon scales, and whose strength is on a different level from that of beastmen. They say this guy's name is Curios.”

What is drawn on the paper Camellia showed me is Yongin.

He had scales all over his body and even had a large tail. He was a person with quite a bit of dragon blood, even among dragon people.

He was a guy who was on a different level from the Lizardman and had an appearance that made you think this is what a real dragon would look like if it turned into a person.

“Dragonias are known to be people whose ancestors have a strong mixture of dragon blood.”

“What does it mean to be known?”

“This is just a hypothesis. They are a species that is not commonly seen, and they are not willing to give themselves up to scholars. Even though it is understandable arrogance since dragons make up half of their blood.”

Since I have never seen Dragonia before, I listen carefully to Camellia's explanation.

“Dragonias are born in a process that is no different from today's beasts, but unlike beasts who have a very high opinion and do not mind if their blood is mixed with other pure-blooded humans, they are picky when it comes to choosing a companion. It's a race that comes with conditions. Therefore, it is a species that was naturally classified.”

“So, why did you show me a picture of this man, a dragon named Curios?”

Camellia handed me the sketch and said, as if she was thinking of leaving now, draping the shawl that was hanging next to the chair over her shoulder.

“That man is the preliminary winner of this knight’s festival.”

“Preliminary winner?”

If you're the winner, you're the winner, and if the festival hasn't even started yet, you're not the winner.

That was a given, but I didn't understand why Camellia was the reserve winner.

Perhaps because he expected the princess to not understand, he stood up and explained slowly.

“Lee Lim. Let me tell you about the winners of the Knight's Festival so far.”

The princess says, pointing out her fingers one by one.

“Last year's winner was one from among the other races, the Arachnes, who had just become citizens of the empire. The year before, the main beast was a leopard, who was said to have been a knight-errant in the jungle of the southern part of the empire, and the year before that, he was also called a harpy. The winner was a woman from a different race whose main focus was birds.”

“... Is there any problem?”

There doesn't seem to be any problem when listening to the story right now.

The empire accepted a variety of different races, and even if you go out on the streets right now, there are overflowing people with ears and tails like Ruba or Lyudmila, or there are specialized stores for people with horns like Ingrid, and for me, I still can't remember all the race names. People are commonly seen passing by on the streets.

Therefore, Camellia provides more detailed information to me who does not understand what the problem is.

“So far, among the winners of the Knight's Festival, there has not been a single pure human or pure-blooded human. Only the various races that everyone likes so much in Rugal, the so-called people who are physically completely different from humans and have quite strong blood from other races, won the championship.”

Then Winnet comes to mind.

It is said that Winnett took second place in the competition.

Of course, that also means that I have never won first place.

“The people who won first place in Rugal's Knight's Festival show consistency from their appearance to their final actions. Guys who were always working as knights in a corner of the empire, and who had never even been heard of by the tricksters, let alone the spy corps under my command, came out and won first place, defeating all the talents of Lehi, Red Fudge, and other famous knights. do. Then, news broke that he had joined the Holy Knights of Rugal.”

“... A strong person of that level suddenly appears one day, and the moment he becomes a Holy Knight, he disappears without a word?”

It's a strange story after hearing it.

Of course, I've heard quite a few stories about Rugal's Holy Knights.

Among the religious denominations, Rugal runs the largest group of Holy Knights.

Anyone can become a Paladin under the name of God Rugal, shouting for equality of all races and regardless of their appearance, and the Paladins thus created die every year in numerous battles, mainly against giants.

It could be said that the winner of the knight's festival naturally lost his life at some point during the course of such a fight.

'Already, Peria said that Rugal has a slightly closed-off side.'

On the outside, it's a curious order, but on the other hand, the Paladins are consumed and replenished every year to the point where others only see them as fanatics.

Camellia must have known about it as well, but she had been left to act freely until now, but now that a group called me has come in, she seems to have decided to dig into Rugal's secrets, starting with the Knight's Festival.

“Irim The question you felt, I also felt. So, I command you.”

He stands up at Camellia's words.

She comes closer to me, puts her lips to my ear and speaks quietly.

“Send those who can fight from the Deshade Church to the knight's festival and find out what's strange about this man. And cooperate with the person I sent, and take what you need.”

I also lower my voice and answer quietly to Camellia's words.

“I understand. However, there is something I don't understand.”

“Something?”

“Do we really need people from our denomination to compete?”

“... Lee Rim, you seem to be worried that I will use the people in the bishop’s church as chess pieces.”

The order given this time means sending out all of our church members who can fight.

Of course, at first glance, the order refers to the rest, excluding the three people who are known to the public.

The Knight's Festival is primarily an event that provides a stage for the divinity of the empire to shine.

So, the only people who can participate are excluding me, who is already clearly engraved in people's minds, Thistle, the apostle, is also excluded, and Enin, the commander of the Knights of the Shallow Grave, is also excluded, even if only in name.

'If Enin hears this, he might feel a little disappointed.'

Then there are two people left.

To be exact, the two people the princess is asking me to send to the knight's festival are Hwarim and Aila.

Camellia is now specifically naming those two people and ordering them to participate in the knight's festival.

“Don’t worry, Lee Rim. The story I'm telling you is simply that based on the information that Dragonia has gathered, I found out that he must have appeared in this competition to become the winner, so I invited two people from the Bishop Church who have not yet been noticed by people to compete, and had them face the sword appropriately. If you find anything strange, please report it. I have absolutely no intention of putting those two in danger.”

“...”

“Trust me. I don't lie.”

“... I understand.”

Camellia reassures me, finishes her story, and passes me by.

At the same time, he turned slightly towards me and expressed his disappointment.

“... Bishop Lee Lim. The bishop always seems to have little confidence in me. I understand, but no matter how much I am, it would be quite difficult if I showed that attitude every time.”

A hand slowly comes up to your shoulder.

Because his hands are not strong, he lightly rubs my shoulders, making me feel weak.

“Because the king is lonely, sometimes he wants friends rather than subjects.”

“... I'm sorry.”

The loneliness in his voice made me reflect on whether I had been too hostile toward the princess without realizing it, and I apologized.

“It’s okay. If you understood, I would be grateful.”

However, Camellia did not stop there and said one more word.

“... Then, do you want to be my Mortis now?”

“... I'm sorry, but I haven't thought about that yet.”

“... Yes. Okay. If you understood my feelings, I would just be grateful.”

Camellia accepts my apology and starts to go down the stairs.

“... Uh, ah! Wow, Princess Camellia!”

“It’s been a while. Homunculus.”

Then, I encounter Farewell coming up carrying freshly finished drinks.

“You should have come first...”

“You probably couldn’t hear it from downstairs. I used a soundproofing spell. The drink making skills here are excellent, so enjoy it. The reason I made the drinks later than usual is because the bishop and I had something to talk about, so I just delayed the time on purpose.”

Then you hear the people downstairs waking up all at once.

'I guess they were all members of the Spy Knights.'

The customers all go out to the cafe and take their seats in appropriately shaded areas, preparing to escort the princess as she enters the street.

“Then, have a good time.”

“Ah, thank you for your consideration...”

Camellia tried to pass Farewell.

However, for a moment, she looked back at Farewell as if she felt something strange.

“... Hmm?”

“...”

That image was visible to me too.

'What is he doing?'

Farewell was staring at Camellia so intently that it seemed a bit rude.

Farewell with soul poetry.

Farewell, who was wearing a lens-shaped artifact that could clearly capture the essence of the soul with his own eyes, stopped when he saw Camellia.

“... Is there something on my face?”

“... Yes? ah! no! Just because it's beautiful... Yes! So I just stared!”

“... It's surprising. It's not even the first time I've seen it. Still, do you feel good?”

“Yes, well... it was good!”

“... Is it because you are next to the bishop? I'm worried that everything is getting weird.”

'That's harsh.'

Farewell came to his senses midway through the princess's words and made an excuse, and Camellia left the store.

I approach Farewell, take the tray with drinks, and ask.

“Why is it like that all of a sudden?”

“... Mr. Bishop, didn’t you feel anything strange?”

“Me? I don't know? Why?”

“... What can I say, the soul of that princess looked a little different from the people on the street.”

An incomprehensible, abstract, personal impression.

Farewell continued to mutter to himself, even though I couldn't understand him.

“It looked as if it was not a human soul, but the souls of several people overlapped.”

        
            [Rugal Church]

It is said to be the church that most people believe in, such as ordinary people like me and other races such as Beastmen and Fain, excluding pure-blooded humans.

Of course, the empire recognizes anyone as a citizen of the empire, regardless of what they look like, as long as they have sworn loyalty to the imperial family.

However, even so, people's minds do not change that easily.

Since the imperial family of the empire has never once mixed blood with other races, only pure-blooded royal family members walk around the palace, and as a result, they distinguish themselves from other races as pure-blooded people, even if they do not show it on the outside. There are also people who are trying to do it.

Because of that environment, quite a few beastmen who have a slightly different appearance, with very light blood, at most human-like ears, or fur or tails, have taken refuge in Rugal.

In particular, the god that most of them serve, including the insect-like races called Fein, including the ant-men like the previously seen Paladin Aleph, whose appearance is very different compared to pure-blooded humans, and the previous beastmen, is the god Rugal.

These denominations in the southern part of the empire express their intention that there can be no discrimination of species among various races, so they gather people and form the Holy Knights.

The assembled paladins, the paladins who lead them, and the heroes fight big and small battles every year against the southern giants, Rugal's greatest enemies.

The giants, along with dragons and other ancient races, are beings who go against Rugal's will.

Armed with overwhelming physical ability and birth, they are a race that believes that they are superior and that they are the only ones who can dominate the earth.

Rugal, who wants to create a society where all races can live equally and with respect for each other, and races that think that only their own race can reign as absolutes.

In particular, the giants, who have the greatest desire for domination and subjugate others to serve them, are Rugal's archenemies.

“And the Knight's Festival is actually a competition to make up for such beings, especially the Paladins who are dying in battles with giants.”

“That’s right. They say that they are simply gathering prominent saints from all over the empire and providing a place for them to make a name for themselves, but every year, about half of the participants join the Holy Knights.”

“In addition, it is a bit disappointing that Rugal has the priority to bring up the story of the contract with the voyageurs. If this continues, I don’t know if our denomination will be able to talk to other participants.”

Thistle takes out the school equipment that was made with great care and shows his disappointment.

The flag of the Deshade Church held by Peria from the other side and unfurled by Thistle.

It is a flag with a picture of Deshade's armor and the helmet that appears every time I manifest the power of God.

After receiving Winnet's instructions, Thistle asked Eila to complete the sewing by continuing to sew before leaving and in the carriage.

“And what Aila and I will do together is to cross swords with a dragon man who competed there...dra... and check again, is that correct?”

“Yes. Honestly, I wonder if it is possible to know what is strange and what is normal by fighting with swords, but that is what the princess ordered.”

“That's right... It's an unusually non-specific and abstract command.”

Hwarim, who was unable to come up with the name of the species Dragonia, grumbles while stroking Aila's head.

That sight is amazing.

'I'm doing well.'

For some reason these two people are stuck together.

Ayla was currently sparring with Hwarim during the day and sewing whenever she had time at night, so she was so tired that she closed her eyes and was sleeping, and Hwarim was resting Aila's head on her thigh.

Hwarim has lent his legs like that to other people once in a while, but he has never done anything like that to Aila before, so it's quite surprising.

'It seems like the two of you have become a lot closer while sparring together.'

Since these two were always bickering, it was a new feeling.

“Did you say that the princess has a spy corps?”

“Yes. When I looked at it, it didn't seem like there were that many of them, but they seemed quite capable.”

Peria keeps asking if she's curious about the spy corps run by Camellia.

“Hmm... I guess the information is pretty good. Although it is not as good as us Tricksters, the quality of information is considerable. As for the sketch of this dragon that the princess gave us, we didn't have it yet.”

When I returned and brought up the story, Peria investigated the dragonia called Curios that the princess had mentioned.

“No matter how much it is a knightly festival whose purpose is to discover the divinity of the empire, it is strange that suspicion cannot go unnoticed when there is someone who suddenly appears like this without any warning.”

“I heard you have a good record?”

“That's right. It's gorgeous, but it feels like you've met the minimum requirements to participate in the Knight's Festival.”

Regarding Yongin, it must be said that the information was limited, but the amount that could be obtained was limited.

It is said that this dragon named Curios, wearing a cloak and carrying a huge sword, suddenly jumped out one day from an unexpected forest in front of a group that had been attacked by demonic beasts that, considering their power, were not in a category they could solve.

Yongin, who named himself Knight of the Loyalty, Curios, has done this on several occasions since then, accomplishing tasks that would have been difficult for an ordinary knight of the voyage to handle on his own.

'The condition for those who can participate in the Knight's Festival is that there must be at least three people anywhere in the empire who have received help. After meeting the minimum conditions, he disappeared again.'

He swung the great sword, which was much bigger than a person, lightly, as if swinging a tree branch.

Even though the demonic beast's teeth bit into the scales, there were no scratches.

With its sharp claws, it tore apart the rock as if it were paper.

Just that much.

As for how he moved, it was only something that any dragon with dragon blood could do normally.

“I heard that the number of dragon people is very small, and that the only person whose blood is so thick that his entire body is covered in scales is the Dragon King Savage, the hero of Rugal. Where did such a person suddenly appear?”

When Enin heard the story about Yongin, he seemed to like his exciting fighting style and seemed to like it, but he did not completely erase his suspicions.

“Hmm... Whatever happens, it doesn't matter.”

“Are you awake? I could sleep more.”

“Ugh. I got enough sleep. I have to go camping later, but if I sleep too much now, I'll have trouble sleeping!”

Just then, Eila yawns and opens her eyes, answering Enin's words.

Then he turns towards me and says:

“Irim.”

“Huh? Why?”

“I heard that a woman named Camellia pointed out me and Hwarim?”

“That's right. To be precise, I wasn't singling out a single person, but rather, I was telling people who could fight to participate, except for those among us who couldn't go out.”

“That's it.”

Aela says, smiling with an evil-looking face.

“Anyway, I guess the reason why it was designated was not just to conduct an investigation into Yongin.”

“Is that so? What other reasons are there?”

“This probably means revealing all the remaining members of the hidden Deshade Church that you have not yet figured out. How strong Hwarim and I are.”

We were dumbfounded by Aila's words and were unable to respond.

Eila was right.

We were only paying attention to Camellia's instructions, and had no idea that by conducting such an investigation, the perception of our church could change again.

'The moment attention is focused on one place, other things are neglected. However, as Aila was in the guest's eyes, she understood the meaning right away.'

Camellia is probably aiming for two things.

First, the first goal would be to reliably measure the skills of Aila and Hwarim, two people who do not yet know exactly how much skill they have, and second, the country where our church's power was revealed to the surface. By informing other groups that in addition to its existence it possesses considerable reserve power, it can make strong people feel tense and mediocre people take a submissive stance.

Peria looks shocked and praises Eila only after a while.

“... Aila, that thought came out of your head? What did I not catch? That's amazing, sister.”

“Hehem! Well, it's worth it. This is an idea that can only be understood if you think about it from the perspective of a warrior! right? Hwarim?”

“... No, I didn't even think about it that far.”

“Eh? Really? Am I the only one who thought of this? Pooh-.”

Aila said those words with the intention of showing off her arrogance and showing off like Hwarim, but it was something that even Hwarim could never have thought of, so she honestly disagreed.

Thanks to this, Aila inflated her cheeks once, let all the air out, and spoke.

“So Lee Rim.”

“... Uh, uh. Tell me.”

“Since the princess appeared like that, there is no need to hide her military power, right?”

Ayla is now asking my opinion.

'If I'm going to do anything, I'll do my best, right?'

What I'm trying to say is, is it okay to exceed the princess's expectations and overturn everyone's perception?

This means that it would be okay to reveal the existence of Hwarim and himself, who have been hidden from the outside until now, at the Knight's Festival, an event that everyone in the empire pays attention to.

After listening to it, I think it doesn't matter.

Anyway, Camellia knows that we have elf allies.

Since Aela showed up to other groups at the dance held in the imperial castle, our church is probably considering the possibility of having elves participate, so it wouldn't be a problem to show them as they are.

“... Yes. Do it. There's no reason to hide it.”

“Good. Did you say something? Even if you win everything and win the championship, there's nothing to say?”

“Okay... it's a good thing to do.”

It responds to Aila’s confident attitude.

However, that was only for a moment, and Hwarim followed up Aila's declaration.

“It won’t be that easy.”

“En? Why?”

“Because you are not the only one competing. I am there, and Winnet, who was Lee Rim’s teacher, is also competing.”

“... Oh, that's right, right? I forgot about it.”

'Do you even know what to do to make that stupid-looking face?'

Aila realizes Camellia's intention that no one, not even the trickster Peria, had realized until a little while ago.

When Aila heard Hwarim's words, she made a stupid expression that I have never seen before.

Just for a moment, Aila changed her attitude again.

“... What! It won't matter! I've fought a lot with Hwarim, and I've never met a fighter named Winnet, so I don't think I'll lose!”

“Hey, why?”

“Because I’m an elf!”

The racial supremacist answer concludes Peria's question.

“... Don't ever do that if you enter the city where Rugal's parish is located.”

“That’s right. If you say something like that there, you'll be in real trouble.”

“... Is that so?”

However, that only lasted for a moment, as Thistle and Enin gave advice with serious faces, and Aela let her ears droop in place of her missing tail.

“Ugh... Okay, Eila, let's go to the coach seat with me. Let’s change it soon.”

“Oh, shall we try? Then let’s go!”

Peria stands up and taps her butt.

It looks like he's trying to switch places with Reigns and Astesia, who are sitting in the coach seat.

'We'll probably also provide education on language that should never be used at Rugal.'

Rugal is especially bothered by the fact that since there are so many different races, all the words he normally uses can lead to racial discrimination.

Farewell said that he had nothing to do even if he came to Rugal, so he would stay and wait for the tools he ordered from Ars Magna to arrive.

I don't think there will be any problems since there are hygges and Ruba said she will take care of all the meals, but I am worried about whether I will be able to cook the food in a proper kitchen and not in an alchemy pot as Astesia advised.

‘This is not a parent who left their child alone in their own room. 'There's no need to worry.'

I think it's a bit of a unnecessary worry, but considering Farewell's actual age, I don't think it's too much to worry about.

fluttering-

He asks as he removes the cloth and helps Reigns and Astesia cross.

“Nothing happened up front, right?”

“Yes. Not only now, but on the road to Rugal, there really doesn't seem to be any trace of a demonic beast.”

“One day, I heard that the Holy Knights go around with the imperial army to subdue demonic beasts. I think it will probably be okay in the future.”

“Then I’m glad. If I can, I want to run all the way to the next town and then sleep at an inn.”

The trip went smoothly.

The carriage led by Gombangi runs leisurely without any restraint.

After running south of the empire for 7 days.

We arrived at [Tir nog], the fortress city where the headquarters of the Rugal Church is located.

        
            [Tir you Nog]

A diocese refers to the territory over which a denomination has influence.

And a diocese usually includes all villages and cities within the boundaries of the diocese, and all taxes generated from the sale and purchase of goods of value occurring within the area become the property of the diocese.

In that sense, Tyrna Nog is no different from the direct jurisdiction of the Rugal Church, and there is no separate mayor, so paladins and high priests take turns taking charge of the city's affairs.

And it is said that the beginning of the land where the huge fortress city and diocese of the Rugal Church began was when there were only church buildings carved out of the slopes of the snowy mountains.

Usually, there is a place where people live first, and then denominations settle there.

Villages are created, churches are built, cities are formed, and cathedrals are built.

But the Rugal Church was different.

Unlike other denominations that settle near other cities or buy land with huge amounts of money to build parishes, the Diocese of the Rugal Church boasts how great the dignity of the Rugal Church is just by its very existence.

A diocese was created first, and then a city was created around it.

There was a towering mountain range in the middle of a plain filled with nothing but grass.

The priests of Rugal carved out the snow-covered mountain at the top.

Snow was shoveled, ice was broken, and dirt was dug up.

So they built an altar for the god they served, and paladins slept beneath it to protect the altar.

When people saw the majesty shown by Rugal's Holy Knights, they knew how safe it was to be close to them, and as a result, facilities built to provide convenience to them began to gather one by one, and eventually it became a habitable city and a fortress. It has become.

That is the origin of Rugal's Citadel, [Tir you Nog].

“I guess that’s why, this place is pretty big too.”

“I guess the buildings were built from the top of the mountain all the way down.”

“Thistle also saw quite a few cities when he was an adventurer, right? Is this common?”

“No. Rugal is unusual. Although there are quite a few villages built along mountain ranges, there is no place that has formed a fortress city like here, and even though it is a snowy mountain, no one bothers to live there. Because there is a risk of fragmentation. This is also because Rugal first built an altar and temple on the snowy mountain, so people gathered there. The city itself may become a symbol of Rugal's 'power'.”

As Thistle said, lifting the tent from the carriage and answering the question, the buildings closer to the gate looked newer, so they seemed to have been built sequentially.

Looking from below, the huge temple of Rugal, carved out of the steep snowy mountain and located in the middle of the valley, comes into view.

And it wasn't just the snow-covered Rugal Temple that caught the eye.

“... What is that huge thing?”

A huge castle gate that is crowded with many people because the knight's festival is held there.

While waiting, I walked down the hill and looked at the cityscape, and the huge ballistas installed here and there on the castle walls caught my eye.

“Oppa, are your eyes bad? It's a ballista.”

“No, I know it’s a ballista... Hey, of course I didn’t know that so I asked? Why are you asking why it is so huge?”

The ones sitting in the coach seat now are me and Peria.

Peria responds, feeling mortified at the teasing.

As expected, the ballista on top of the castle wall is not the size of the ballista I used to know.

The kingdom alliance's ballista was at best the size of a small car, while the ballista installed in the city where Rugal's parish was located was so large that it could not even be covered by the castle walls, and was about the height and size of a windmill.

“Phew... I knew there would be that kind of reaction, so I didn't tell you in advance.”

“... Now, whenever you stop by a new place, you deliberately omit the explanation of things that might be interesting?”

“What do you think, your reaction is so interesting.”

“Be loud and talk. Because I’m curious.”

“Wait a minute... Tsk! Please do this for me, brother.”

“Okay.”

Peria holds out a hair tie to me, asking me to tie up her hair, which keeps hitting her eyes because the wind is quite strong.

As I tied Peria's hair with a hair tie, I listened to the explanation, slowly thinking that Aila would come to harvest some.

“The name of those ballistas is Springfield. Its nickname is the bow that kills giants. Because the Rugal Church has a lot of ties to giants, there are guys who come looking for revenge sometimes, so it is an expensive ballista to deal with those guys, and it boasts the strongest power among the ballistas used by mankind.”

A bow that kills giants.

The Ballista, which has a grand name, was of such a size that I thought I could put it into practice when I saw it with my own eyes.

Even ballistas are not all the same and their sizes vary greatly.

Their role, which was made by making the crossbow extremely large, was usually to deal with enemies that were quite difficult for individual soldiers to deal with.

If I were to tell you in order what I saw, starting with the ballista that is used in the form of a stand, it is as follows.

The smallest ballista has wheels and is about the size of a small car. It is a ballista used to snipe knights hiding behind cover.

It doesn't matter how heavy armor you are wearing or whether you are hiding behind a thick tower shield.

The steel arrows, which are thicker and much longer than spears that are fired using the tendons of the demonic beast as strings, are thrown with such force that even a knight would not be able to think of striking them down.

'After I got hit by the demons' ballista once or twice, I just dragged the ballista onto the battlefield and ran to the firing line.'

The next size is the ballista, which is about the size of a tank for giant demon beasts and siege weapons.

Sometimes, there are evil beasts that rely only on their size and become so arrogant that they stick their heads into places where people live.

For such demonic beasts, arrows that are shot not only at the thick skull but also anywhere on the body and made into a harpoon shape, making it difficult to move because they stick in the body and do not fall out, are effective.

'There is nothing like a ballista, not only for wyverns but also for those who can withstand the magic fired from the magic tower with great vigor. The problem is that in the case of magical beasts with thick shells that can withstand magic in the first place, there is the irrationality that even a ballista of that size is difficult to deal with.'

The biggest thing I saw was the ballista I just thought of, specifically for demonic beasts. Compared to that, the ballista called Springfield, which is about the size of a windmill in front of me, is about the size of a chick or a turkey.

“A 1-ton arrow can be fired up to 1km only with direct fire. Even if they are giants, it is a heavy weapon that can pierce through their shields and armor. The problem is that when placing the arrow, you have to have dozens of Paladins lift it, or you have to use another tool to lift it.”

“... I just feel like it’s too much.”

“Really? Well, my brother and others may think so. Because it’s hard to see giants in the Kingdom Alliance.”

“No, I have seen a giant. In fact, once upon a time, he attacked a giant wearing heavy armor and was crushed to death. Just thinking about those guys makes me feel like it's too much.”

Since it is a religious order that fights against giants, Tyrna Nogda has a castle wall that is much thicker and higher than a typical castle wall.

Just looking at the more than 10 Springfields installed on top of it gave me the confidence that I would never lose.

But I still feel like Feria's explanation is excessive.

It's not like I've never seen a giant before, as I'm a soul soldier who has been running around battlefields where quite a lot of people of different races are running around.

There were guys like trolls, and sometimes wandering giants who were hired as mercenaries by orcs or other races. If you faced them on a battlefield without walls, you felt like death was certain.

'Among the demonic corps commanders, there were some as big as giants.'

However, I'm just saying that the current ballista is more than capable of killing all the guys I can think of right now.

When I told Peria about what I had experienced, she said she had a point and tried to explain everything to the best of her knowledge.

“... I've never seen it before, but I heard that the giants Rugal fights are much bigger than the giants you see elsewhere. Maybe that’s why it’s like that?”

“Well, if you're going to say that much... I guess I'll have to convince you. Okay, it’s over.”

“Thank you. Did you tie it better than you thought? When did you practice?”

“I got used to tying 50 envelopes with string before.”

“Ah, the thing you did with Winnet? There are times when something completely unexpected helps.”

“What I mean.”

As soon as I finished tying Peria's hair, my vision darkened as soon as I finished speaking.

The moment you pass under the gate, the sun is blocked and a shadow is cast.

‘There are so many Holy Knights. Did you say there were no soldiers?'

The paladins came out and gave us brief greetings and guidance.

The parish's defense consisted entirely of paladins and no soldiers.

In terms of quality alone, some individuals may be inferior compared to knights of other denominations, but if you think about how they push forward with numbers and unity, you get the feeling that they are a force that cannot be ignored.

After a very short period of time, about 5 minutes of following the procedure, the bright interior of the city was revealed again.

fluttering-

While waiting, Peria lifted the carriage's cloth to wake up the people in the back who were dozing off against each other.

Then he put his foot on the ledge of the carriage, took a deep breath, and spoke -

“Okay, we’ve arrived! This is-”

“Tir- You- Nog-! Welcome!!!”

Peria's powerfully shouted words were cut short by a man's voice that she felt she had heard before.

        
            In the middle of the street where people pass by.

What had already been attracting attention from passers-by thanks to Feria standing on top of the carriage was further deepened by the shouts of a man who came out even more spectacularly.

However, the two people looked at each other and talked, not caring at all about what people were looking at us.

“... Tarator?”

“Woman, trickster girl! It’s been a while!”

‘Back alley guy? 'That was also in Grace's territory?'

The person who stopped Gombangi in front of the carriage was a man in a black suit.

The appearance of the man, who was neatly dressed as if he were a wealthy novice, but did not hide the small scars on his face that showed he had a rough upbringing, made Peria and the other people he had awakened one by one curious as to what was going on. Show your face.

Then Tarator looked at the people of our church for a moment and expressed his impressions lightly.

“Wow, I heard the story beforehand, but the Deshade Church is made up of only beautiful people? Hahaha!”

Swish-

Sigh!

“... You're noisy, Tarator. Why are you here?”

After hearing Tarator's words, Peria grabbed the cloth of the carriage and roughly closed it.

Thanks to this, people who tried to come out from inside lost sunlight.

However, the only thing that was no different for me was that the only way I could do was to stand by Peria's side and keep an eye on her and hold on to the reins.

'You're so annoying. 'But it's worth it.'

Peria hates unexpected things happening the most.

When making a plan, you combine everything you can think of, assume the worst possible situation, and then make the best move. Then, you rack your brain and come up with the best plan.

Therefore, we cannot allow one small variable to block the initial plan and jump out at us like this.

Swish-

widely-

“Oh my gosh, you asked a question, but you have to throw a card at me like this so I can’t even answer it? There is a connection between us called Donghyang, and it is too much.”

“... If you blocked me, just answer.”

So Peria got so angry that she threw the card, and Tarator easily caught it.

You will be surprised there.

'I definitely saw it and reacted a little while ago.'

Peria's magic is not magic, but that doesn't mean it's low level.

A card that disappeared from the sleeve in an instant, out of sight and out of sight.

The card apparently suddenly appeared in the air, right in front of Tarator's nose, about 1cm away, but he caught it.

'As expected, I've felt this before, but reaction speed is no joke.'

It doesn't seem to be a coincidence that when we met before, his movements were simpler and faster than what was visible to the eye.

Peria and Tarator continue their conversation.

“So, why did you appear before us? Could it be that you came from the United Kingdom to look for me?”

“No way! It's been a long time since we came from the Kingdom Alliance. Now I have re-employed at Empire. And that job is a temporary contract errand boy belonging to Princess Camellia's spy corps.”

Tarator rests his chin and shows off the suit he is wearing.

At first glance, the expensive suit, which he couldn't buy for a mediocre price, looked luxurious compared to his unkempt hair.

“... So, what story did you bring?”

I tried to intervene because I thought I would just have to keep listening to him talk about his past.

Then Tarator hears my voice and asks Peria.

“... Hey, trickster girl.”

“Why?”

“I simply thought that the young lady had boarded this church’s carriage by chance, but I guess that wasn’t the case?”

“What does that mean?”

“No, that’s right, this voice right now. I can never forget it. It's the voice of the guard who accompanied the young lady when she came to visit me at Grace's estate.”

'You have a really good memory.'

Isn't it because of this man's amazing memory that his career of ruling the back alleys can continue indefinitely?

Tarator recalled my conversation, which had only lasted a few words, and immediately recognized my identity.

“No way, the man at that time was the bishop of the Deshade Church that the princess had mentioned. I was surprised.”

“... Nothing surprising. Because no one knows how a person's life will go.”

“Well, is that also true? Just as you didn't know that I had made a contract with the princess, I also never thought that the man from back then would become the bishop that the princess had mentioned and that we would meet again here and now. Hahahahahahahaha!!!”

Tarator laughs cheerfully.

“... Ah! I can't wait any longer! Peria! Lee Rim! Are you opening this? Are you going to open it?!”

Churrr!

At the same time, Aila, who could never find anything she was curious about, reopened the tent that Peria had hidden.

In this way, the people from the Kingdom Alliance sent by Camellia and the people from our church came face to face.

He smiled for a while, regardless of whether passers-by were looking or not, and then began to lead us.

“Hmm! Now I have to go to work. Anyway, welcome to Tirner Nog! Dear members of the Deshade Church. I have come to assist you as an errand boy according to the princess's orders. From now on, I will guide you to the best accommodation in Rugal that I have booked here in Tir no Nog.”

-------------------------------

I don't know if I should say that I met someone from the same country in an unexpected place, or that it was a coincidence that happened.

But one thing is for sure, I don't know what he thought of us, but he treated us much better than we thought.

“I have secured accommodations, and all I have to do is submit the application for participation in the Knights' Festival by writing my name. The Rugal Church has already been notified of their visit in advance, so there is no reason to meet them unless they come to say hello first. Well, since this is probably the base where they are most treacherous, the humans of Rugal might want to treat us with a bit of ease. After all, they said we came because they invited us. I guess I didn't expect that the Deshade Church had announced their intention to have their own people compete.”

“... Work is done quickly.”

“Because this is my previous job, I know that the sooner I do these things, the better.”

The lodging that Tarator gave me was in the very center of the city, slightly away from the huge dome called [Knight's Hall] where the knight's festival was held.

When it was time for the knight's festival, people flocked here and there, so it was a place that wasn't too far away so that people could rest in a place with less noise, and to avoid wasting time with the knight's festival schedule.

“There is a huge bath inside, and it is clean overall.”

“It’s a fruit! Astesia, can I eat the fruit on the table here?”

“Well? At first glance, it looks like it was placed as a service...”

“Your skills are good. Although it's not that big, there's a space where you can simply relax, and since the view is blind with no tall buildings around, you can relax.”

Seeing how satisfied everyone was as they unpacked their bags upon arriving at the accommodation, I thought it was amazing how they had found such a good accommodation right away.

Peria also saw Tarator's skills and said that they were quite excellent, and on rare occasions, he praised others other than us.

“Accommodation was originally supposed to be reserved 1 month in advance, up to half a year in advance, but how did you find it? It looks like you've been here for quite some time, right?”

“No? I also came 2 days ago?”

“... What? Then how did you make a reservation here?”

“No matter how I did it, of course I paid extra money to buy it.”

While talking, Tarator sees Peria embarrassed and takes out a black card from his pocket and waves it.

“The princess told me not to worry about the amount and just make the plan a success at any cost. Doesn’t that mean that there is no problem if you spend money in this way?”

“... Is it true? Paying more for accommodation must have been very expensive since you were receiving more than double the penalty, right?”

“Why would I lie? I also have to move with you from now on.”

“Even so... Ah, that's right. I finally understand.”

“Oh, what?”

“You spent money for reasons that Princess Camellia couldn't guess, and then gulp down a significant portion of the amount, right?”

After answering Peria's question with a smile, Tarator quietly approaches Peria and whispers to her.

“... Is a trickster a trickster? Please keep this a secret.”

“Looking.”

“How can I get you to look after me?”

“Take care of my brother. There are a lot of paladins in Rugal, so it would be difficult to sneak around anyway.”

“Well, that’s about it. Please just leave it to me as much as you want. Like the knight who takes the princess out of the castle, I will serve her very carefully.”

'Something makes me feel a little dirty.'

While Tarator and Peria were talking, I roughly threw my luggage in the dorm and left.

Tarator received the participation forms for the Knight's Festival from the others, took them carefully, and then asked me to accompany him.

From now on, it's an infiltration mission.

There are two things the princess told us to do.

One is to investigate a dragon whose identity is shrouded in secret, and the other is to find out the secrets shrouded in mystery within the Rugal Church with an errand boy sent by the princess.

Hwarim and Aela, who are participating in the Knight's Festival, will do the investigation for Yongin, and I can move from here with Tarator.

After telling the others that I would go back to work for a while, I left the dorm with Tarator.

For a moment, I thought about warning Tarator, who was walking away half-heartedly waving away the two people's participation forms, but then Tarator got to the point.

“Now, Bishop. I have to work now.”

“Where do you want to go from here?”

“Stop by the driver's hall and submit the application, and then- um...”

He deliberately dragged on and spoke after the people around us had passed us by.

“I should infiltrate the main bathhouse of the female Holy Knights at the Rugal Parish main school.”

        
            “Please be careful in the future. In Tirner Nog, the crime of public obscenity is applied.”

“No, that... is the performance obscene? I just said that I wanted to go into the bathhouse of female saints-”

“... Or we can treat it as an attempted crime right now.”

“No, no! yes it's okay! Hahaha! When I heard that Tir ne Nog's specialty was the large public bath, I got a little excited and couldn't tell what I could and couldn't say! I will be careful from now on!”

Nodding-

“... Okay. Well then, have a nice trip. Also, please drink alcohol in moderation.”

“Yes! Let’s take a look!”

Tarator bows his head several times to the paladin and expresses his gratitude.

After being disciplined, Tarator was barely able to escape from the three female paladins who were patrolling the streets.

Tarator, who has lost all his strength, comes to me and complains.

“... Isn’t the bishop so short-tempered and cruel? Just because you said that, you immediately called security.”

“Then why don’t you start by giving a proper explanation from the beginning so that the person selling it doesn’t misunderstand?”

Tarator made a grand gesture of sweeping his chest, but I knew it was a cruel gesture.

Even though the guy was making excuses to the paladins, he seemed to know that he would be able to get away with just admonishing them, so he even seemed relaxed enough to make a joke.

So, I frown when I see the guy smiling and coming close to me.

“Still, there is a friendship between us, a shared taste, Bishop. At that time, I recognized him at a glance and handed him the priest's uniform of the Gaia Church. People with the same tastes shouldn't do this. Being a colleague means that when you share the deep thoughts inside you, you can truly trust and have your back.”

“So, I don't like priest uniforms and stockings... No, that's enough, so just shut up and let's go quietly.”

“Then I will ask again, what happened to the priest’s uniform that you gave me back then?”

“... Well written.”

'To be exact, Astesia, Peria, and Aela shared the uniforms for infiltration purposes.'

Tarator grumbled and asked how the priest's clothes he gave him were used, but he didn't think he was telling him everything that had happened so he just shrugged it off.

'To explain, I had to give one priest's uniform to Astesia, and the remaining one was divided between Eila and Peria to make into priestesses' uniforms and wear them. Then again, this bastard will just imagine things as he pleases and go crazy, right? If that's the case, then just don't say anything.'

Then, as Tarator did, Tarator took my rough answer and expanded upon it to make a guess.

“... Look! As expected, I enjoyed it as much as I could! That's not true, Bishop. I'm the type of person who believes that being faithful to one's desires is the only way to live a healthy and long life. So, even if the bishop enjoyed wearing those priestly clothes on other people and doing various things, I don’t think there’s any reason to hide it.”

“... If you really say one more word, they're going to kill you and all that, and then report you missing to the princess? huh? Let’s go quietly?”

“Oh my gosh, this is scary. Is it okay for a bishop to have such a rough mouth?”

“I am the type of person who responds in a way that matches the attitude of the person speaking.”

“Hmm... Even though I come from a back alley, I think I'm quite cultured.”

“Let’s go quietly and stop talking nonsense?”

“Hey, Bishop, I feel bad if you keep treating me coldly like this. Hahaha!”

'Ha, Sipal.'

When I saw Tarator laughing and talking back to me no matter what I said, I felt lost for a moment.

A little while ago, as soon as that sound came out of Tarator's mouth, I called out the paladins who were patrolling a nearby city and stopped them.

After all, the people who were patrolling were Rugal's female paladins.

I went to the quarter-looking paladins with round animal ears and told them straight away that Tarator had tried to drag me into the large bathhouse where the female paladins went.

Then, Tarator was embarrassed for a moment and suddenly treated me as if I was drunk. He apologized to the paladins and said that he was in a good mood and made a mistake, and since I was drunk as I was, he said he would take good care of me and sent me away.

In my heart, I wanted to blow it all away and claim once again that I was of sound mind right then and there, but then Tarator was completely captured and I couldn't blow Camellia's orders, so I couldn't help it.

So, I ask Tarator if there is a misunderstanding and ask him to clarify it quickly.

“So, now let me explain. The reason why we have to enter the main bathhouse of the female paladins...”

“I’m glad you finally seem to be interested.”

“...”

“... Well, I knew. Now, I'm going to explain, so listen carefully.”

Tarator walks into the knight's hall and explains.

“Can you see me? Temples built close together from the top on the side of the mountain range and coming down. That is the parish of the Rugal Church. And at the top of that mountain range, I heard, hot water comes out due to geothermal heat, so the Rugal Church has a large bathhouse that is quite famous even in the empire.”

“The bathhouse reminds me of the Gaia Church’s healing center. Is it similar?”

“Oh, I know because I’ve been there once. The large public bath here is on a different level from there. The parish's large bathhouse is divided into men's and women's and is large enough for all parishioners to enter and still swim.”

“Is it almost like a swimming pool?”

“Swimming pool?”

“Ah, well... um. What should I say? It's a facility built for the sole purpose of swimming.”

Now that I think about it, the swimming pool is one of the highest-ranking luxury facilities.

As such, it was natural that Tarator didn't know about the swimming pool, so I tried my best to explain it to him.

However, what Tarator said next made me think that the explanation was pointless.

“Oops, I guess it's because the bishop has never been in a public bathhouse, but swimming in a public bathhouse is usually prohibited?”

“... What? No, that's not what I'm saying-”

“This is embarrassing. The princess's knight does not know the common sense that even children know, that a person should not swim in the bathtub.”

“Don’t mess around on your own, please listen to me and then tell me, you crazy bastard.”

Regardless of what I say or not, Tarator closes his eyes, puts on a serious expression, and continues what he wants to say until the end.

“Yes. Since the bishop is mentally ill, there may be cultural differences, so let me tell you. That place called a bathhouse. It's a place where many people share. So, if you swim like you would in a stream or lake, the current may cause harm to other people. In the first place, it is a place where you leisurely dip into the water and then come out, so it is not a place for swimming.”

“... I'm really going to kill you bastard later.”

I punched Tarator once, and Tarator dodged the punch and walked at a distance for a while. We agreed that we were too far away to have a secret conversation, so we gathered again on one side of the street.

Among the temples pointed out by Tarator, we look at the part where there is a large bathhouse.

The temple of Rugal is built along the ridge of a mountain range.

Looking at the parish buildings built on a slope that spread out quite widely from top to bottom and sideways, it seems that the large bathhouse inside is larger than I imagined.

When Tarator sensed that I had a general idea of the location of the large bathhouse, he spoke.

“Then, Bishop. I'm going to ask you a question here, so guess it.”

“... Okay.”

I calmly ask questions, thinking that I will match the rhythm to this level.

“What the bishop and I need to find now is their own secret located deep inside the Rugal Church's temple. So, where do the Rugal Church store the most important items?”

After listening to Tarator's words, I think deeply.

'If you think about it normally, it would be the inside that is the most difficult to reach.'

The secret that Tarator and I are looking for is, more accurately, an object.

It is said that Princess Camellia tortured the previously captured spy of Rugal, and the spy repeatedly confessed that he only knew that there were certain important items in the deepest part of his sect.

So Rugal's secret means, precisely, that there is an actual object.

And if it is an item that the princess asked us to steal, and at the same time it is an item that the Rugal Church does not want to reveal to the outside world, then if that item is revealed, the Rugal Church will not be able to bow down to the princess, or the country called the Empire. It means that it is an item that can control the survival and fate of the entire Rugal Church established in .

If I ask the question of where such an item would be stored, the only way I can do is to draw as reasonable a conclusion as possible based on the information I have obtained so far.

“If it were me, I would keep it in a place where both conditions meet if it is such an important item. Firstly, it is a place that is physically difficult to reach, and secondly, it is a place that can only be reached after passing the gaze of everyone in the Rugal Church. Only when those two things come together can it be called a safe place.”

What immediately comes to mind is the altar located behind the temple of the Rugal Church, at the top of a rugged, snow-covered mountain range, or the deepest part of the parish, which can only be reached by passing through countless Holy Knights and priests. It flies.

“Um... you mean the highest peak? That also makes sense. But no.”

However, Tarator said that although he was convinced, it was not the correct answer.

“Then what is it?”

“The answer is-”

Tarator grinned, raised his thumb from his clenched fist, and pointed downward.

“Underground.”

“Underground?”

“That’s right. underground. The deepest part of the underground. A huge cavity beneath the ground where hot water gushes out due to geothermal heat, dug much lower in altitude than the towering snow-covered peaks. They say there's something there they're trying to hide somehow.”

Without realizing it, I find myself looking down at the ground, following Tarator's thumb.

But all I can see are my boots and Tarator's shoes standing on the ground.

However, because of that, I realized at that moment that I had already fallen into the hypnosis that Rugal had placed on me.

        
            “... Indeed. Is that so?”

“That’s right.”

“You used your brain a little.”

“I didn’t even think about it until I heard it directly from the princess. I never thought I would just use this amazing peak of nature as a shield.”

People's stereotypes can sometimes feel scary.

When looking at the Diocese of the Rugal Church from the hill that faces the city, the buildings inside the fortress are clearly visible.

The higher the buildings built along the mountain range, the more important facilities can be seen at a glance, and in order to capture the spectacular view, people's eyes naturally start by looking at the houses of Tirna Nog, a city built in the lower part of the parish. do.

In that case, the gaze starts at the bottom and then follows upwards, and in the end, one has no choice but to look only at the parish buildings built on the slope and the snow-covered mountain range.

The spectacular view of the towering mountain ranges is an unknown space for those who cannot reach it, and even if it is a spy, it paralyzes normal thinking the moment they arrive at Rugal.

Therefore, the idea that there is something underground is naturally eliminated so that no one can ever think of it.

'The top of the mountain range, which anyone can expect, but cannot be reached unless you are a deep associate of Rugal, is actually a trick that borders on hypnosis. So, the place where the most important things are actually stored is in the basement, where no one can think of it.'

People naturally began to limit their perception from the moment they were already standing in the waiting line to enter Tir na Nog.

Did they take that into account from the beginning and deliberately, unlike other religious denominations, delve into the snowy mountains to build the denomination and encourage people to gather later?

It's not like he did magic, but he used natural scenery to control people's thoughts so that they were limited, so I think the designer's brain is really good.

Tarator said that he was impressed by me even after answering his own question.

“Honestly. Although it was a simple answer that could have been answered if you thought about it a little more, I was a bit surprised that they made it impossible to arrive at that simple answer the moment you arrived in the city.”

“... So the way to enter that underground facility is in the large public bathhouse for women's genitals?”

“That's right. They say that our great bishop determined the numbers, and that the princess used me to catch the spies so diligently that they got a confession from the spies that there was such an important place underground in Rugal.”

“How to get there exactly?”

“They say that the water that comes up from underground is not actually heated by geothermal heat.”

“What? So what happens?”

“The water that comes up is extremely cold, and before it flows into the large bathhouse, it is stored in a purification facility in the middle, where magic is used to heat it into hot water and then flows into the large bathhouse. And we were told that if we go back inside the purification facility, through the passage where the water flows out, we can reach the underground cavity.”

As we talked, we eventually arrived at the Knight's Hall.

The huge dome had an open ceiling, with intense sunlight shining down, making the inside even hotter.

When Tarator and I went inside, it was crowded with not only the voyageurs but also people who had come for sightseeing or cheering purposes.

Tarator led me further inside, pushing through the crowd, and approached a window on one side.

“Are you here to submit an application?”

“Yes. These three pages are all filled out in advance, so please submit them right away.”

“Let me check...”

The receptionist takes the papers he holds out and examines them carefully.

'huh? But three?'

However, the reason why I felt suspicious was because we gave Tarator only two documents, but Tarator handed out three sheets of paper.

“You wrote it well. Then I will just check the name. Hwarim, Aila, who compete in the Deshade Church, and-

Mr. Tarator. Is that correct?”

“... Wait a minute, you human-”

“Yes. you're right. Please do it as is. Okay then!”

Tarator smiled after hearing the receptionist's answer and immediately left, holding my arm.

Just when I was seriously thinking about what to do with this person because of the fraud that happened so quickly, Tarator stopped in a quiet alley.

“... Okay. Let’s hear the explanation.”

Still, this time, instead of calling security or doing something recklessly, I decided to give it a try.

From the time we entered the city until now, Tarator has not made a single mistake in anything the princess has asked him to do or in providing for our convenience.

Although I'm the type of person who sets things up first and then explains them later, I can't help but dislike him, so I ask questions thinking that what he did a little while ago was probably because it was absolutely necessary.

However, this time, the answer was an excuse that destroyed the foundation of my thoughts about evaluating his competence.

“No... Haha! That's it. I am also planning to participate in the Knight's Festival, but it would be better to participate as a member of a certain order rather than as a knight without any affiliation, because if I do that, the Rugal Order will pay the participation fee!”

“... What?”

“Actually. I'm just saving up money to start a business someday, and now that I think about it, if I ever come to Rugal where the Knight's Festival is held, I'd like to participate. I heard the prize money here is great. Even if you look at it like this, I was a person who was on the verge of becoming a high-level adventurer in the past.”

Tarator continues to pour out incomprehensible stories at his own pace.

“So, I decided that if I was going to do it, I would try to get into the top 50 rankings where the prize money was quite high, and as I was doing it, I found out that when you apply, if you name one of the religious denominations that serve the empire, the participation fee is as much as 10 gold. More? So, if I had to do something, I wanted to borrow the name of the Deshade Church that I would be working with.”

“... It's really crazy. Looks like you want to search, right?”

“Ah, why are you saying that? At best, it's just a matter of lending your name. Hahahahaha!”

After hearing it all, there is no room for doubt and it is only a philistine reason.

If you decide to use Deshade's name for this reason, I cannot forgive you.

“ That’s it, you can either wait here or follow me. I have to go back right away and ask for cancellation.”

“No, wait, wait! The story isn’t over yet, Bishop!”

However, Tarator hurriedly caught me as I was about to leave the alley and made a suggestion.

“So, when everything is over, I'll make a donation to the bishop's church instead! How about it?”

“... Donate? How much?”

Lately, I've been wondering why I'm like this, but I've naturally become educated when money comes up.

“It is not a fixed amount. Actually, this came to mind a little while ago when I saw that there was a trickster in your church. How about putting some money into gambling?”

“Gambling?”

The gamble Tarator took was this.

When it comes to the Knight's Festival, of course a lot of people participate, and there are quite a few promising candidates, so it's a great thing to see.

And wherever there is something to see, especially if that attraction is a duel between knights where the outcome is 1:1 and the winner or loser is unconditionally decided, of course a gambling table is also opened.

“I have some money that I've been saving, and I'm thinking of getting involved in some gambling with that sharp-eyed trickster.”

“Are you going to bring people from other religions into gambling?”

“Calm down. Of course, it may not seem good to those in the church, but gambling at the Knight's Festival is absolutely legal. Private duels between knights are also frequently held in Tir na Nog, so it is not uncommon for people to bet and lose money on the streets. So, I'm thinking of doing a favor to the trickster over there and betting money on myself to secure a share - this is what I mean.

“...”

As I looked at Tarator, I thought of Peria and Tarator holding hands.

Tarator is a man from the back alleys.

Even if I'm wearing a suit now, at the Knight's Festival, I'd probably wear the leather jacket I was wearing before and some shabby clothes underneath.

Just looking at his visuals, he appears to be a country bumpkin knight who has just arrived from the countryside, barely met the requirements to become a knight-errant, and participated in the knight's festival, looking more like an adventurer than a knight.

'The magnification is probably enormous.'

The people he has to deal with when he enters the Knight's Hall are knights who have solved a few small or quite large problems as knights of pilgrimage throughout the empire.

Naturally, people would bet on knights in full armor rather than shabby outfits.

'But Tarator's skills aren't that bad.'

However, I feel that Tarator is a person with quite good sense, and at the same time, in reality, he is a person who is close to a high-level adventurer, but he does not really give himself a name, so he is also a person who is given the title of 'Tarator who looks straight ahead'.

I can guarantee that his skills are comparable to his appearance, so even if he gets upset once or twice, he will succeed.

'At least twice, three times if you think about it.'

Twice, the dividend is due to victory, and when the final 50th place is reached, people flock to the two reverse positions and the moment the main position is reached, Feria once again bets the money he has accumulated so far on the person on the other side.

Then, if Tarator loses, either on purpose or because he really tried his best, the odds will turn against him once again.

If you do that well, I think the money you can make will be more than 10 times the money you bet.

Therefore, as a denomination that has to reach out whenever there is a job that can make money, we thought it would be better to accept the offer, so we gave permission.

“... Okay. Please discuss it carefully with Peria.”

“You allow it, right? It was great! Ha ha ha ha ha! I thought the bishop would understand, since he was also someone who came into the back alley at that time!”

“Don’t be mistaken. I also gave permission after hearing that gambling was legal in Tir you Nog. If the profit is three times the amount obtained legally, it is not an amount that can be overlooked.”

“... Hahaha! You don’t have to hide it like that? “Three times” means that they had even the final match-fixing plan in mind, but ordinary priests usually can’t think of that.”

“... noisy.”

'Does this look a little obvious?'

I accepted Tarator's offer and now go to work in earnest.

The target location is the large public bath located inside the Rugal Church.

Most of the people who stop by are paladins, so it is a flesh-colored sanctuary where female paladins immerse themselves naked, risking physical death if caught.

        
            'good. Let’s take it easy and think that what I’m about to do now is because the princess told me to do it. Rather, just think about that and don’t even try to look the other way. okay. Then it's okay.'

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

‘Deep breath. Take a deep breath. If you have a stiff expression for no reason, I'm the one who gets suspicious.'

I try to somehow get my heart, which is trying to speed up, back to its original speed.

“Bishop. You seem nervous?”

“So you don’t seem nervous about this situation? This was right after hearing the explanation that the magic that obscures one's appearance is lifted the moment one touches another person even slightly.”

“Whoa, are you telling me to calm down? If you act boldly, there will be no problem. If you think about it normally, human beings have the idea of avoiding unnecessary arguments stored up in one corner of their heads, so they don't intentionally bump into someone when they approach from the other side.”

“If you are a normal person, that is.”

“... Well, since the people inside here are all dickheads and knights of eccentricity, I can't guarantee that there won't be people who start making pointless arguments, but it's probably okay. Since a bathhouse is a place where one is naked, even the boldest person will feel a little more intimidated psychologically than usual.”

'A real tongue rolls without stopping at any time. I'm sick and tired of it.'

After hearing Tarator's words, I became angry.

Tarator and I are now standing in front of the women's bathhouse wearing bracelets that the Intelligence Corps provided us.

However, she is only wearing a bracelet and is not naked or anything.

The clothes are the same as what I wore outside, I'm wearing church clothes and Tarator is wearing a suit.

The cart in front of you is a cart containing bathroom supplies, and it contains all kinds of items, including soap and towels.

“... Okay.”

“... Are you ready? Bishop?”

“They said there was no other way in the first place.”

“But, is it true that mindset plays a surprisingly large role in success and failure?”

“... Okay. So shut up.”

From now on, we will lead this cart and enter the large bathhouse.

The purpose is to circle around the inside of the huge bathhouse along the wall, enter the supply room attached to the purification facility beyond, and go down against the rising water.

'okay. 'I'm just trying to pass by because there's always a destination.'

There was also a way to avoid arousing suspicion from those inside.

To the women inside who are currently taking a bath, the two of us appear to be female servants who manage the large bathhouse at Rugal.

The bracelet given by the Spy Knights is a bracelet with pros and cons.

If you wear it on your wrist and roughly think of the image you want, the image of the person you think of is projected onto the retinas of other people.

Tarator had already tested it in a restaurant and said that people would definitely recognize us as servant girls if they passed right by us.

However, there was one problem: just as the artifacts seen in Ars Magna all had one function and each had a side effect, this bracelet also naturally had its weaknesses.

“... Be really careful, Bishop. Actually, I’m a little nervous too.”

“They say mindset determines success and failure?”

“That’s what I said, but I guess I’m not nervous. If you get caught, it's a real mission.”

“... Is this really the only way?”

“None. Because Rugal’s defenses are strict. Obtaining these artifacts was an infiltration method that the Spy Knights finally discovered. So, don't ever touch me.”

As soon as someone wearing the bracelet touches their body with a fingernail, the magic disappears.

It doesn't matter if a little water droplets splash, but if a living person touches it, the magic will be broken and the artifact will no longer be able to be used.

If that were to happen, of course we would be found in the middle of the large bathhouse, where the female Holy Knights and Knights of Pilgrimage were naked.

Despite such a dangerous situation, Tarator is more excited than I am.

Half the excitement of being able to see women taking a bath, and the other half being the thought that there is a high probability of death if they are discovered.

To be honest, I am in a similar position and was a little excited by the immorality of violating a taboo, but I think most of the excitement comes from the tension of trying to survive at all costs as we reach the last moment of life driven by survival instinct.

“... Still, Bishop. Since everyone is empty and unarmed, if they run away as hard as they can, maybe they can survive?”

Sigh-

Ssaaa-

As soon as we open the door while listening to Tarator talking to himself, steam moistens our faces.

And as soon as the sight of the large bathhouse came into view, I felt like I knew the answer to Tarator's muttering to himself.

“... No, with this number of people, we will never be able to escape.”

There were many, many, many, enormous numbers of people in the large bathhouse.

To be exact, there were roughly 300 more knights walking around naked.

The bodies stand out even though they are wearing towels.

It feels new, but I think the average appearance in this world is generally high.

No matter how many times they defeat demonic beasts, fight wars, eat, drink, and sleep, not only are they in good shape, but their average beauty genes are extremely high.

“... It’s awesome.”

“... Shut up. Be quiet.”

Tarator's muttering to himself is stopped by a feeling of tension that feels as if his skin is freezing.

Today, when we entered the large bathhouse, there were not only Rugal's paladins, but also knights of pilgrimage, adventurers, and ordinary guests.

As Rugal's purpose of holding a knight's festival is to recruit the number of Holy Knights, during the month of the knight's festival, all of the church's convenience facilities, including the large public bathhouse, are opened free of charge to knights of pilgrimage and guests from outside.

The scene I was seeing now was of such a scale that it could be said to fully reveal the majesty of a large church, one of the three major churches that guide the spirit of the empire.

'Some say that in order to recruit new employees or retain them for a long time, it is more important to show how well the welfare facilities are than anything else. A staff coffee shop, an ice cream refrigerator, a sports facility, etc. There are some crazy companies that boast of overnight beds to show off their welfare facilities.'

As such, the large bathhouse was bigger and cleaner than anyone could have imagined, and because of this, the people gathered here now are people from all over the empire who came to Rugal's famous large bathhouse, which is open for a limited time, and at the same time, the average appearance here is the average appearance in this world. It can be said to be a hit.

There are pure-blooded humans, and there are also natural races such as beastmen and beastmen, and even quarters, including half-bloods.

Every type of woman you could see was gathered here.

At that moment, there was a human female paladin from Rugal passing in front of us.

“... Ah! To all of you, thank you always! Be happy today too!”

“... Oooh.”

“Don’t add chuimsa, you crazy person.”

“No, it was a bit… cool, just now.”

Tarator was mesmerized by the greeting he gave me as he walked past me at a quick pace, excitedly as if something pleasant had happened and only slightly covering his chest, not the lower part, with a towel.

So, holding on to my trembling heart, I ask a favor of Tarator, who follows the woman who passed by with his eyes wide open until the end.

“Please, please come to your senses. If I had reached that person just a moment ago, the magic would have been broken. He offered me a handshake, and if I took it, it was all over.”

“Ah, that’s how it happens. I really need to be careful.”

“... So, let’s stand for a moment and take some time to adjust.”

“... I know what you mean. Take a deep breath, yes. This is the act of taking time to take a deep breath.”

Dividing your gaze means being distracted, and it is even more important to be careful.

““Fuuu-””

We took a deep breath and looked at the sight of the large public bath without saying anything to each other for a while. After calming down, we started moving slowly, pulling the cart against the wall and moving toward the supply room diagonally opposite us.

'gulp.'

The deeper you go, the dryer your mouth becomes.

Although the large public bathhouse provided sufficient moisture, I felt as if all the moisture from my body was being sucked out.

But Tarator doesn't seem to be like that.

“... Gasoline-.”

“... Walk quickly, you bastard.”

“Really, why are you swearing? In times like these, you have to go slowly and without people noticing. Hehe...”

Tarator, who is leading the way, deliberately applies force to the cart to prevent me from pushing it quickly, and continues to admire the women's bodies.

Even if you prod, what you get in return is a leisurely answer like a wise man who has mastered something.

Excited, Excited, Excited-

'You're so pumped and fucked.'

On the other hand, Tarator's heartbeat, which seemed to be inversely excited, was loud, perhaps because I was also nervous, even though it was a fairly noisy public bath.

'It's going to turn.'

Even if I tried to go fast, there were so many people that I couldn't speed up, so I had no choice but to think about pushing the cart slowly.

Then, for a while, something I thought would happen at least once happened.

“Oh my, can I take the towel from here?”

'shit. 'It was bad timing.'

A group of women appeared in front of us, each wearing a red handkerchief on their wrist.

The first place Tarator and I opened the door was the entrance used by the female servants who restocked the supplies and cleaned the main bathhouse. Compared to other stores, it was a place with 'Staff Only' written on it.

As we emerge from there and move towards the equipment room on the other side, there is another large entrance leading from the locker room to the large public bath.

The Holy Knights and outsiders took off their clothes there, opened the middle locker room door, and came out. Just as we were about to pass by, about 10 women came out of the locker room.

So, in a way, it was natural that a group of naked women, who had just taken off their clothes and were holding nothing, approached the towels in our cart.

Since it is a space filled only with women, they are defenseless, and since they are nobles, they are confident in their bodies and their family boasts a clear and clean appearance, so they are even more confident.

A person who appears to be a noblewoman asks a question with a bit of confusion when we get no answer.

“... Hey? Can I take this?”

“... Ah! yes You can take it with you. yes. Please take as many as you want. Hehe...”

'This idiot-!'

“... Is that so? You seem to be in a good mood.”

Tarator seemed to be unable to bear it any longer, and his face changed into a grinning smile that was hard to bear.

To those who see the woman in front of them as female servants from a noble family, she and I appear simply as female servants belonging to the Rugal Church.

“Clayzen, towels are here too.”

“Oh, is that so?”

“Yes. It was originally supposed to be taken from here, and it looks like they were on their way to refill the supplies.”

Fortunately, just as the defenseless people were about to touch our completely stiff cart, one of the group found the towel that was supposed to be taken from the entrance and called the woman in front of them.

“Oh my, I see. Excuse me.”

“Oh, no. it's okay. Whether you use things that originally existed or things that were in the cart, it's the same thing that will be used someday.”

“Hehe. You must be a big-hearted person to try to cover up my mistakes to such an extent. Well then-.”

Despite their sharp appearance, the women greeted us with fresh faces and disappeared, waving red handkerchiefs on their wrists.

        
            “... Phew, that’s awesome.”

“... Please, let’s keep this shit in moderation.”

“No, I know that in my head, but I can’t control it.”

A final warning to Tarator.

He moved the cart again, never taking his eyes off the backs of the women waving red handkerchiefs on their wrists.

“Anyway, even though it was a day when any outsider could come in, I didn’t know that even principledists would want to use the large public bathhouse.”

“Principalists?”

“Pure human principleism. huh? Doesn’t the bishop know?”

“I don’t know. What is that?”

“You haven’t studied enough. If you have decided to live in a foreign country, does it mean that studying what kind of people there are in the place that becomes your second home is valuable common sense in living life? Bishop.”

“... Just shut up and explain.”

I listen to Tarator's explanation while following the movements of the women with red handkerchiefs waving on their wrists, showing off their unity.

“The originalist faction is the descendants of those who advocated for a nation comprised only of pure-blooded humans, which existed when the empire had not yet declared its founding. Although the empire has now accepted various races as humans, as can be seen from Rugal and the large bathhouse here, the few people from the originalist faction who still remain in the empire want to expel other races, including beastmen, from the empire. I heard that.”

As the women of the Primalist faction, wearing red handkerchiefs, move, among the people in the bathhouse, excluding pure-blooded humans like me and Tarator, people including beastmen and people like Fein, who appear to be far removed from humans, appear to be avoiding them.

The woman named Clayzen, who seemed to be the leader, smiled brightly at us, but did not open her mouth to people with different appearances, but she showed disgust on her face without hiding it.

“I’m glad that both the bishop and I looked like ordinary human servants. If we had at least one animal ear on our ear, we might have heard some kind of insult.”

“... It was a situation where, if it got worse, a sword could have been thrown at you?”

“That’s right. To be honest, although the originalist families have promised not to discriminate externally, in reality, we do not know what they are doing in their own families.”

'I almost screwed up.'

Listening to Tarator's explanation, my spine shivers.

Even after saying what he said, he seemed to have gotten chills like me, and seemed to be shaking his body once.

Still, are they people with some skills?

Excluding the Paladins of Rugal, who had a high proportion of prisoners who soaked in the bathhouse first, among the purely human Knights of Passion, they showed a polite greeting when they saw the women of the originalist faction.

'Is the woman over there from a fairly wealthy family?'

Among the people who caught my eye, there was one more person who received greetings from all the paladins and knights of the side.

A confident woman opened the door to the locker room we passed.

The woman with blue hair looked quite curious as soon as she entered, looked around, and picked up a towel at the entrance.

Then, instead of wrapping a towel around her body like other women, she drapes it over her shoulders like an old man and confidently walks to the bathhouse in the middle, receiving greetings from people.

And then-

with a plop!

I jumped straight into the large public bath.

“... Are you a country bumpkin?”

“... What is it? That person looks like he never learned manners.”

“I never thought there would be someone in the empire like the bishop who doesn’t know anything about bathhouse manners.”

“Should we just break all the bracelets here and have a game?”

“Unfortunately, I don’t like rolling around in the bathtub naked with men.”

“...”

“ji, calm down. Because it's a joke. It's really dead. The bishop and I too.”

Anyway, it's an amazing sight.

Basically, this is a woman who completely destroys the manners that everyone is expected to keep even without saying anything.

The woman, who has a wild beauty that makes one feel like she is a man because she is so bold, on the other hand, has a huge chest on her upper body, reminding us that she is a woman.

“... Ah, but I think I've seen that woman a few times in the capital.”

“... Ah, I don't think I'll remember anything either.”

“A person I know is hitting people whenever he is seen.”

“Then it looks like it’s the same person. I also ran into them a few times when I was walking around the back alleys, and every time I did that, I was destroying noble buddies.”

Tarator's and my memories synchronized.

It seems that the woman in front of them was the same person they both knew.

To that extent-

It also meant that since there were women like that, the probability of death if caught was higher.

“... Whatever happens, let’s keep our heads straight.”

“... That’s how it should be.”

Pushing the cart with Tarator again.

There isn't much left now.

You can enter the supply room by walking about 50 steps more.

It was at that time that we concentrated our efforts on crossing towards the final hill.

“There- Bring some towels.”

“... Yes?”

“Didn’t you hear? Bring a towel.”

At the bathhouse right next to us as we were passing by, a woman stood up, pouring out water, and started talking to us.

Judging from what she says and looks like, she appears to be a paladin of Rugal.

A woman with the face of a hyena, probably because of her dark blood as a beast, brushes her two-block hair and speaks.

“Bring it quickly. Because it is difficult to shake off with just one towel. No, while I was leaving, two people came after me, stopped me, and left.”

'What is this again?'

When he looks back at Tarator, he looks like he doesn't know what's going on.

I looked at the facial expressions of the other Paladins around me.

'What should I do? Is this something that should be done normally for Rugal’s female servants? Or is this person a particularly problematic person?'

Tarator clearly said that we would disguise ourselves as people who came in on behalf of the female servants who normally managed the large bathhouse, and that we would use a name of a separate affiliation that had nothing to do with the Holy Knights, so that there would be no conflict. .

So, from what he said in advance and the reactions of the other paladins around him, I guessed that the hyena woman in front of me seemed to have a personality problem among them.

'Right. Is it like a bad habit?'

However, this kind of thing seemed to happen more often than I thought, and among the holy knights around me, the hairy beastmen were glaring at me and the people around me who were frowning as if there was some problem with something that they could naturally do.

“... What are you doing? If you're an attendant at the bathhouse, wouldn't it be okay to provide more service to our Holy Knights?”

Tarator steps forward in front of the woman, who is starting to feel increasingly upset, and carefully says the words he had prepared in advance.

“Well, we are the acolytes from the main chapel who came to fill the supply room on behalf of the other acolytes. Because I have to hurry up and finish work and go back to greet the guests-”

The voice is also automatically modulated by the bracelet.

Tarator seemed to have even thought that something like this could happen, so he naturally continued to make excuses.

But the problem is that, as you can see, the personality of the woman in front of me was worse than expected.

“Ha?! Noisy. Just shut up and follow me. Anyway, the attendants here and elsewhere are all the same. Especially pure-blooded people like you, who can't do anything proper even after their age, so they only work as servants for the church, so what's the point of talking at length in front of the holy knights like us?

Topic-

Know.”

OK-

The bathhouse suddenly became noisy.

“... Damn it, it’s ruined.”

“... Damn.”

The empire is a country made up of a mixture of various races.

There are many ideologies that have been combined without being organized yet.

Some people think that pure-blooded humans and other beasts can achieve complete equality, some think that only pure-blooded humans are the true owners of the empire, and still others think that the beasts with superior physical abilities are actually the real pillars that protect the empire. I also think about it.

Such thoughts somehow come together in a delicate balance, and even though they cause minor conflicts on a regular basis, they seem to be easily brushed aside.

But sometimes that isn't the case.

As it happened, the words of the beast-man paladin that jumped out before our eyes resonated widely as words that could not be ignored by the many people gathered in the large bathhouse.

Even though Rugal is an advocate for racial unity, the subtle discrimination and differences that have always existed between pure-blooded humans and other races have continued without being completely eliminated.

Even though they are the same Paladins within Rugal, pure-blooded humans gather together in groups, and beastmen also gather among themselves.

And the quiet confrontation between the groups that had always existed erupted at this moment.

“Hey, you! That’s not it!”

“It must have been prohibited by regulations for the Holy Knights to personally serve servants in the large bathhouse?”

“That's right. In particular, he told me to wait on him because he was a pure-blooded human, and nothing else in particular. I can't get over that!”

“I’ve seen things like that a few times before and just ignored them, but I can’t stand it anymore. Apologize right away!”

“I heard a rumor that pure-blooded human servants are being manipulated as they please in places that are not normally seen... I should take this opportunity to correct it!”

People who are closer to human form tell the paladin who verbally abused us to apologize for his rudeness.

Then, those with strong blood among the prisoners stand up and ask what is wrong with what he said.

“Ha? What's the problem? Honestly, when we go to the battlefield, we do more work than you pure-blooded humans, so what's the problem with saying we'll get rewarded in this way?”

“That's right. No matter how light their blood may be, all beastmen are strong enough to easily overwhelm human soldiers when they grow up, but most of you are priests at our church, and you have all the easy pen-wielding positions like missionary dispatchers, right? Rather, if we say discrimination, aren’t we being discriminated against?”

In the instant confrontation between the two sides, even the other knights and adventurers in the large bathhouse divided sides and began to join in the protest.

“What are you talking about? Because the beastmen have taken out most of the jobs, there are so many of us who can barely live as adventurers!”

“That's because you're weak, isn't it our fault?”

“Be careful what you say. You guys seem to have a bit of a problem. All the different races in the empire are all the same subjects, so why do you want to make such a distinction? Especially the Paladins of Rugal, not anywhere else.”

“We are demanding fair treatment for the other prisoners who have been ignored until now. They are all subjects of the same empire, but when war breaks out, the most casualties are always among the beastmen and fae people. On the other hand, you pure-blooded humans have the commander's position and position all to themselves and only want to give orders to us! This is discrimination!”

“You have a lot of paranoia. The reason why there are so many pure-blooded people among the commanders is simply because the human families that have sworn loyalty to the imperial family since before the founding of the empire have been passed down.”

“That’s the problem!”

The voices grew louder and louder, echoing throughout the huge public bath, and the situation quickly turned into chaos.

“Sigh, quickly go to the wall!”

“Ah, I really messed up! What should I do with this?!”

Tarator and I quickly moved closer to the wall, trying to avoid contact at all costs.

And since the magic has not yet been lifted, our actions are still only seen as the actions of female servants.

To those who were watching us, the female servants, who were pure-blooded human beings, seemed to be shivering in the corner with pale faces, which led to the result of another group approaching us with the good will to protect us burning.

The problem is that the situation has become more serious due to the unwelcome good intentions of those who came forward to save us.

“Wait a minute, you there! What did you say to the people here now?!”

Breaking through the crowd were women carrying red handkerchiefs in their hands that had just come out of a bath in the large public bath.

The principled noble ladies who believe that only pure-blooded humans are the masters of the empire stood in front of us and blocked the beastman paladins.

        
            It doesn't matter if you're naked or not.

For the women in the public bathhouse, the current situation is just an argument with someone of the same sex.

Therefore, they put aside the shame of showing their naked bodies and put their more important beliefs and honor first, standing up to the unreasonable claims that seek to shake the foundation of the nation.

The first person to point out the mistake and try to restore order was a supremacist woman with a red handkerchief around her wrist, a woman named Kleisen who first spoke to us.

“Please apologize right away! What you said a moment ago is an insult to us innocent humans! People have the freedom to live according to their own circumstances, and insulting that is denying the foundation of the empire's goal of creating an ideal nation of equality between different races!”

And what came out as if to oppose her was a two-block cut hyena woman who called us in and stopped us, who could have gone into the purification facility if there had been no interference.

“Ha! I'm sitting there laughing. So what is it like in reality? What percentage of people sitting in important positions in the empire are pure-blooded humans? The Imperial Knights' positions are based on pure meritocracy. Excluding those who use pens in front of their desks, more than half of the knights in the empire are of a different race than you, and most of the positions are occupied by knights of a different race. The difference in strength between pure-blooded humans and other races is clear.”

“It cannot be denied that there are differences in innate physical abilities. However, its meaning is to further prove that the current situation is equal between heterogeneous races and pure-blooded humans. The empire runs more smoothly because there are people like the ones you mentioned a little while ago who use pens and sticks! Is there any other reason why you prisoners cannot take up administrative positions? There are separate seats for people who can't sit at their desks for less than 10 minutes, but don't you think it makes sense to covet those seats?!”

“Well? Would the empire collapse if those people disappeared? Do you really think there won't be people who can fill that void? No. If a seat is empty, someone will eventually sit down. Those empty seats that you occupy first and never want to let go can eventually be occupied by much more capable beastmen! On the contrary, without us, the empire would have collapsed a long time ago!”

“It’s nonsense!”

“No! It's true! Even now, on the southern border of the empire, we are dealing with enemies that pure humans cannot fight due to their mental wear and tear, including giants, with troops made up of different races with much stronger mental power. It means that there has long been no place for you pure-blooded humans to step forward!”

“Don’t be mistaken. The fact that such people are in positions where they can fully demonstrate their abilities means that the empire is currently maintaining a level balance of equality between us and other races!”

Clayzen speaks with his arms crossed in a confident manner, and Hyena Suin, whose wet fur is all standing up and dripping moisture.

Although they are both pointing out the chronic problems of the empire that have been building up until now, the fact that they are both naked remains the same.

And there are people lined up next to each of them.

Standing next to Clayzen were pure-blooded humans, or beastmen with a human-like appearance, and next to the hyena beastmen stood beastmen with wet fur full of extremely thick blood.

Like Clayzen and the hyena beasts, they are pointing their fingers at the opponents on the other side and each saying a word.

So, the two people, who know that there is someone supporting each other behind their backs, continue to argue even more fiercely.

“The scales of equality remain parallel. Is that really the case? Isn't that your own interpretation? Have you ever thought that the fact that we are doing the work for you that you cannot do represents the limitations of pure-blooded humans? In fact, it is the same in the knightly festivals that have existed until now. Has an innocent human ever won even once?”

“If you want to change your argument somewhere else, I will accommodate you. Of course, it is true that no pure-blooded human has ever won the knight's festival. However, among those who make it to the final 50, there are quite a few who are pure-blooded. The adventurer, Gut Destroyer Winnet, who always rises to second place and wins the prize, is a pure human being, and there are many others besides him who always rise to the top ranks! If you ask me to tell you right away, I will tell you everything about what family and affiliation they belong to! And if you're really going to insist on the superiority of biased races other than pure humans, I won't tolerate it any longer!”

“... Hahahaha!”

“... What's so funny?”

While they were arguing, the hyena beast pointed its sharp fingernails at the women of the originalist faction, including Clayzen, and spoke loudly.

“Are you saying you don’t know what the words you keep saying mean?”

“I don’t know what you’re trying to say?”

“As you continued talking, you were probably counting in your head how many innocent people there were in the knight's festival. It's probably true that I know all the numbers and names.”

The hyena beast who had said that far erased his smile and looked at her with cold eyes and said.

“By the way, do you know the names of the other participants who are of different races, including the beastman?”

Then, Clayzen, like the woman in front of him, had a cold face and answered as he looked at the impure fingernails of the prisoner who was right in front of him.

“I don’t know. There’s no need for that, I don’t have it.”

Then the hyena beast became excited.

“... Look! Principledists like you will always have that attitude. They pretend to be loyal to the empire on the outside, but they always look down on us on the inside! Do you really think we don't know that the red cloths on those wrists mean that we should recognize people who are not pure-blooded first and not approach them?”

“This is absurd. This is not a symbol of a rude name such as the originalist school or anything like that. In any case, the meaning of this red handkerchief is simply to commemorate our ancestors who fought long before the establishment of the empire.”

“... You really thought we were idiots and insulted us until the very end.”

“You are the one who attacked us by misunderstanding us from the beginning and only asking for an apology, bringing up baseless paranoia. You are clearly the one who behaved rudely towards the people here.”

The voice gets louder.

The people in the large bathhouse, divided into two factions, slander each other.

The foundation of the nation is shaking, and the hearts before our eyes are shaking as well.

As I raise my arm and point out the other person, water droplets splash in all directions, and breasts that are more beautiful than the water droplets bounce up like enraged bodies.

“... Fuck.”

“Wow... this is truly spectacular...”

“Please shut up.”

“No, but... isn’t it huge? The bishop... That thing in front of me... Tremendous tremors-”

“...”

“... Ah, okay. Of course I know. I'm also thinking about how to get out of here now.”

Tarator and I are hiding behind the cart, making sure no one comes towards us as much as possible.

This is not an action taken to avoid being discovered in order to avoid unreasonable violence since we are the cause of the incident, but an action taken to somehow avoid contact with the skin of many people shaking in front of their eyes.

However, the images of pitiful, helpless, innocent people projected in the image of female servants actually gave those on the originalist side a sense of sympathy and a sense of strength and obligation to stand up to the other side, and those on the other side also became even more resistant to them. Starts acting rough.

Regardless of whether the towels covering their bodies fall off or not, they proudly spread their chests out in front of the other person and screamed.

The actions of the two groups eventually began to awaken the fierce spirit of the beasts that the holy knights, adventurers, and knights of the side had developed on the battlefield and battlefield.

There were people who openly belittled the other person, and one or two people couldn't stand it and started pushing each other.

That was the beginning.

“Wait... did you push me now?”

“So who wants to touch such wet hair?”

“... I can't ignore that! This is racism!”

“What was wrong with telling it like it is? To begin with, we never liked this! If they feel that anything is even slightly offensive to them, they immediately jump into an argument and try to win over things like racial discrimination! People live in frustration because there are mean beasts like you!”

“... Profit! I can’t take it anymore!”

The fight that started with a simple touch gradually escalated into a physical fight.

The problem is that the people fighting are adventurers, nobles, knights-at-arms, and paladins from all over the empire.

Perhaps because they were women, it did not lead to an open fight, but the act of grabbing each other's hair and trying to scratch them with their magical bodies did lead to several acts of destruction.

“Good. Let’s see the end today...!”

“Yayayaya!!!”

“Aaaagh!”

Swish-

“Now, wait! Head!”

“Ugh!”

bang!

A woman seemed to fly above me and Tarotor, and then broke the wall of the large bathhouse and went into the locker room.

“The dog is really messed up, should I just run?”

“No, I think that’s too much.”

“Then is there another way? If I stay here, one day my body will touch those people, and at that moment, with their cold gazes, the hands that were clawing at each other will turn into fists?”

“... I really don't know anymore. bishop. Please do something.”

“What are you going to do with me? You were the one who said that if you do this, you can easily get inside!”

“No, this is honestly absurd. I also had no idea things would go this far. Let’s at least pray from now on. bishop. huh? Do you have a prayer for Deshade? I will do the same for you, because I know that Gaia does not listen to prayers. Please, let’s do at least that and get over the current situation...!”

“... I don’t know.”

“What?”

“I also don’t know if our denomination has a separate prayer book. First of all, now that I think about it, I may not have even once offered up a desperate prayer to Deshade.”

“... Was your church a cult?”

“It’s not true, but I’ve never really prayed properly, so it seems like I’m paying the price now.”

bang!

As soon as he finished speaking, a huge woman flew into the large public bath again, this time from inside the locker room.

Rattling-

Craddangtang!

“Hiik!”

“G, it’s really the end. This is...”

What we saw with our own eyes was that the cart, which had spun three times, fell on the woman's ankles and spun right before our eyes.

We barely managed to avoid being touched, but even the small barricade of mana disappeared and there was nothing we could do other than turn pale.

Now Tarator and I were wondering if we should stay still and prepare for the inevitable end.

“Gmaaan-!!!”

Someone's loud shout echoed throughout the large public bathhouse.

        
            “Stop those vulgar fights right now-!!! Stop! You bastards-!!!”

The absurd sound of the coexistence of vulgarity and old-fashionedness hits the ceiling of the high public bathhouse once, and then hits the wall again, echoing in multiple layers.

Although it is a human voice, it is so loud that it is hard to believe that it is a human voice, yet the tone is beautiful and full of mellowness.

Because the sound was so loud, people stopped squeezing each other and everyone covered their ears and cowered.

It was okay because I had been trained by Aila, whose basic tone and tension had always been quite high, and by Luba, who had recently approached me cautiously like an assassin and tried to destroy my eardrums in an instant.

However, the people who were in the immediate vicinity of the epicenter of the sound could not.

with a splash-

A person walks out of the bathtub.

That person is a woman with blue hair who came in a little while ago after a woman named Clayzen passed by.

A woman who looked curious and confident came out of the bathhouse carrying three people.

These are all people who passed out right next to themselves right after they screamed.

At first, she was shocked for a moment when she saw the people who had fainted, but then she came out with her arms wrapped around her side, thinking that she would drown if she was left alone.

Of course, the woman was also naked.

Drop- Drop- Drop- Drop-

“...”

slam-

No one could say anything until a woman walked out, dropping water droplets, and placed the stunned people on the floor like tuna in a fish market.

“...”

Since I am also silent, various sensations belatedly surround my body.

The lingering scent of perfume sprayed on each person's body and then washed off spread thickly as people mixed together,

A unique smell created by the friction of women's skin,

The smells of various body washing soaps and other items each person brought mix together to tickle the tip of the nose.

For a moment, the woman proudly places her hand on her arm in front of everyone and speaks.

“Not only are you here, but there are also guests from outside! The Holy Knights, who are said to serve the Rugal God who advocates peace among different races, show such dishonest trash and ignorant beasts to such guests, and the women from noble families who are said to have used their power since the foundation of the empire were laid are now You've been insulting your opponent by just spitting out your damn teeth and making the same point since long ago!!!”

“Oh, Mr. Marvelous... you speak too harshly-”

“Shut up! Even now, I am following my father's words as best as I can, and I am holding back the desire to crush all these twig-like bastards who are in front of me, who were looking forward to a pleasant bath in the large public bathhouse, and who have shown me the most rude behavior ever in the world, to the point of making me feel bad!! !”

Someone tried to stop the woman, but the woman called Marvelous instead spoke confidently and made people feel intimidated, contrary to her appearance.

“... Bishop. I might just like a girl like that.”

“Shut up.”

“Yes.”

Neither Clayzen nor the Paladins were upset about it.

““...””

The words that came out of Marvelous's mouth were words that would upset not only the two, but also other nobles and paladins, but both of them remained silent.

Marvelous says, looking at the two women.

“If you really want to fight, this is the long-awaited knight's festival! Choose whether you both participate in the Knight's Festival and compete against each other, or duel with me here and now! No, that's it! Let's just fight here and now until someone's head explodes! We are children of a great empire who sleep in the empire and prove everything only with our skills. So let's decide who is right by fighting with each other with fists instead of teeth right now! Now wake up, you two!”

bang! bang!

Since he was obviously clenching his fist and hitting his palm, it should have been the sound of flesh clashing, but that wasn't the case.

Then both of their faces become thoughtful and they answer her words.

“Sorry, sorry. Marvelous. I was so excited.”

“... It’s been a while. And I'm sorry. Marvelous. I don't know anything else, but I can't accept a duel from you... a duel. I didn't mean to interrupt your entertainment. I'll admit it. What I have done now is clearly causing inconvenience to people. Let’s take care of this right away and go back.”

Claisen, who was trembling in conversation with the paladin who bowed his head, tried to quickly gather the opinion he had been holding until a moment ago in order to quickly get out of her sight.

'thank god. Even though it's a mess, it'd be nice if it could end like this.'

However, it seems that the woman named Marvelous, who had already lost her temper once, was no longer able to hold back her heat.

“Shut up. Go. Someone please jump out quickly! If I don't kill at least one person right now, I'm going to get angry! therefore-

-Come out quickly, you bastards-.”

Quaduk-

“Hiik!”

“... Well, Marvelous. Calm down... okay? Ha.ha.ha-.”

Marvelous shows almost animal-like excitement while speaking.

The two people quickly step back as they grab a broken brick that was nearby and turn their arms to free themselves.

“... Ah!”

In the end, the two retreated toward the locker room.

The Hyena Paladin hid himself in the crowd of other people, and Claisen, perhaps because he was a nobleman, instead of showing his back, moved slowly and left while the women of the originalist group around him covered his body.

It was the moment I watched the naked beast's rampage fail.

“... Tsk. It’s a shame.”

'what?'

Marvelous took a sip of his food and motioned for the people around him to pay attention.

However, after that, another problem arose.

“... I'm sorry. I couldn't stop thinking about it, and there were ordinary people like you who were shouting loudly. Are you injured anywhere more than that?”

Marvelous approaches us and holds out his hand.

Even before the fight broke out, what I thought would be the worst thing that could happen, ended up happening.

‘Now, wait a minute! 'This is really dangerous!'

The sincere eyebrows of a drooping woman filled with good intentions and regret.

However, to Tarator and me, the hand that was approaching in real time looked like the hand of a devil or a killer coming to open the door of the closet where we were hiding.

If it were truly the hand of the devil, the Bishop of the Deshade Church could have used the power to banish it to hell, but since it is clearly the hand of a pure human and cannot be touched, I feel like it is really the end now.

Did you say that even if the sky falls, there is still a hole to emerge from?

In such a desperate situation, there was a helping hand reaching out to us.

“Oh, hello, Marvelous.”

“... What is it? Do you?”

A woman with large breasts appeared before my eyes.

If the Marvelous breasts in front of you were of a size that made you feel desirable as soon as you saw them, the new breasts that appeared right next to you were of such a size that you couldn't help but feel that they were enormous.

However, the woman who approached me with her round breasts that were quite familiar to me was-

It was Ingrid.

“... Ingrid?”

“Yes. This is Ingrid. Kikikick!”

Ingrid made eye contact with me once and held our hands before Marvelous did.

“Oh...!”

“Shhh-. It’s okay.”

The bracelet given by the Intelligence Corps is a bracelet whose magic is released as soon as it touches someone.

But it seems Ingrid already knew about it.

Ingrid, who was holding both of our bracelets, covered herself so that Marvelous could not be seen before the bracelets could react, and muttered something in a very quiet voice.

Then the bracelet tried to wake up and became quiet again, as if it had fallen asleep.

Ingrid said to her after completing the action.

“Don’t worry about this place, Marvelous. These two people are people I know, so I will try to appease them. So, Marvelous, I hope you enjoy your bath.”

“Oh, I see. But you...?”

“Oh, indeed. sorry. Even if you know my name, Marvelous wouldn't know my name, so I'm being rude. My name is Ingrid, a witch hunter from Lehere. I heard that Rugal's large public bathhouse was opening, so I came here because I had some personal business to do.”

“I see. Lihere's Witch Hunter... Then, please take good care of your two servants.”

Marvelous grabs our wrists.

Tarator and I were shocked, but Ingrid winked at me from the angle, so we felt a little relieved and gave ourselves over.

Marvelous raises our hands and kisses the backs of our hands.

side-

“Then, I won’t bother asking you two’s names. You must have been embarrassed. However, you all had the strength to stay calm and take care of yourself without bursting into tears. It was really cool.”

“Wow, it was cool. No...”

“No. That's a really cool look. From what I see, you probably deal with people like that on a regular basis. However, it seemed really cool to me that he acted calmly and without the slightest hint of fear. Actually, I have a constitution that gets excited too easily, so I often get noticed by people I know around me.”

“Ah, yes...”

'I just saw it without saying anything.'

Marvelous tried to reassure us with a bright smile.

And without stopping there, he told another story.

“Oh, and if you don’t mind, would you please support me as I plan to participate in the Knight’s Festival? Actually, I'm feeling a bit lonely because this is my first time participating in the Knight's Festival and I don't know many people. Of course, I'm not asking you to overdo it. Since you have work to do, it would be impossible for you to come directly to the knight's hall, but just thinking that someone is cheering you on will give me strength!”

“Yes, well... that doesn’t matter. As he is the one who saved us, we will support Marvelous until the end of the Knight's Festival.”

Even if it's just empty words, I hope it disappears before my eyes quickly, but as I look at my shaking heart, I think it might be okay if it disappears a little too late.

Then Marvelous was truly happy after hearing my answer.

“... Really?! Thank you! Then, that Duelist Marvelous One! I will do my best to keep in mind that the support of the two ladies is with me when I stand in the knight's hall! Well then, that’s enough!”

She said that and disappeared in front of us in an instant.

“... Hwiyu, that was amazing. right? Bishop?”

“... That’s right.”

“You mean breasts? Do you mean momentum?”

““... both.””

“Wow, you guys look really crazy. Ki kick.”

He sighs in relief with Tarator and answers Ingrid's joke seriously.

Then I look at Ingrid.

Ingrid's previously broken horns have all grown back to a size close to the size she had when she first saw her.

Looking at her body and head with water dripping down, it seems that Ingrid entered the main bath first, probably because I didn't know about it because the bath was so large.

“... Hmm, hmm! Bishop. If you look at it that intently, no matter how much I do, it's a bit... embarrassing.”

“... Oh, I'm sorry.”

But I guess I was looking too intently.

Ingrid blushed and cleared her throat, covering her chest and lower area, and I quickly looked away.

Tarator is staring intently at the spot where Marvelous, who came right in front of Ingrid a little while before, seems to have truly left a mark deep in his heart.

Ingrid blushed and picked up a nearby towel, perhaps because she couldn't remember the things she usually did, or because it was one thing to come up with something and make a joke, and to talk to me naked like this was another thing. heard.

“Yeoung-tea!”

slam-

Ingrid covers herself with a thick, wet towel.

The towel was so wet that it stuck to her body, and Ingrid knew it, but even though she was embarrassed to say that she had barely covered her body to that extent, she seemed to have gained confidence again and returned to her usual face.

“Okay, that’s it.”

“... Why are you here?”

I saw that Ingrid was back to her usual sleepy self and asked her why she was here.

Then Ingrid responded by making a V shape with two fingers in a light manner.

“Yay~ This is the appearance of unexpected reinforcements sent by Princess Camellia. Kikiki kick.”

        
            In terms of the absolute flow of the world, it is a short time of about 20 minutes.

It was a crisis that felt like I had been in a bathtub for an extremely long time, roughly 2 days.

Tarator and I went to the supply room with an escort other than Ingrid's escort, who simply stood naked next to us without a weapon, but I think there is no guard more reliable than that.

Just by standing next to us pulling the cart and walking with our huge breasts proudly outstretched, most people felt intimidated and backed off early on.

Squeak-

Clap-

Just like that, we were able to open the door to the supply room, go in, lock the door from the inside, and take a breather.

“Whoa... Really, it was an amazing time in many ways.”

“... I mean.”

However, unlike the rest of us who were trying hard to breathe air into our shrunken lungs, Ingrid began to tremble.

“Ugh, it’s a bit cold in here.”

“I’m wearing some of my own.”

“Ah, thank you.”

I give the outerwear to Ingrid, who felt cool in the temperature of the supply room after coming out after being in warm water.

“Hmm... It's warm.”

“If you are still cold, please tell me. I will give you Tarator's cloak.”

“It’s okay. I just want to feel the warmth of the bishop. Kikikick-.”

“... Well, I'm glad it doesn't seem like anything more is needed.”

“... Hey, Bishop. You're not asking my opinion? Even looking at it this way, this outerwear is quite expensive?”

““...””

“Hey? Bishop? Lady with ram horns?”

Ignoring Tarator's words, I looked into the supply room adjacent to the purification facility.

At first glance, it is really just a supplies room, with only a slightly larger device that can control the amount of water flowing into the bathtub.

“Tarator. That's all the confession the spy made, and there's no more information from now on, right?”

“That’s right. From now on, we have to solve it purely on our own. First of all, I will search the surrounding area, but if there are no stairs or anything like that leading to the place below, the only way is to go down by wading through the rising underground water. Bishop, do you have any skills in magic? As long as there is a way to go down this crazy steep vertical waterway backwards, there doesn't seem to be a need to find a secret door.”

“No. Not at all.”

“Then I have no choice. The bishop told me to take a look around here. I'll look for hidden passages and such. Don't touch anything suspicious, it might be an alarm spell for intruders or something like that.”

“Can I help you too?”

“No, it’s okay. The ram-horned lady is there. Did you say Witch Hunter? In places like this, they usually set up double traps to deceive people who are overly skilled in magic. Moderately, there are things that can only be seen by people with vague knowledge.”

“... Heh, that's a type of trap I've never thought about in my life. I guess there are a lot of things like that in the back alleys?”

“Well, sometimes there are noble wizards who believe only in their own skills and blindly thrust their wands in first. It's perfect for scolding those guys. Kahahaha!”

“Kikik- Let’s remember this. thank you Most of us have only fought against witches, so we've never heard of or seen anything like that.”

While listening to Tarator's words, I look at the powerful stream of water gushing before my eyes.

“... If you go in here without taking any action, you will die right away, right?”

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa-

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Shootaaa-

Did you call this a waterspout?

In the space where the purification facility is managed, which can be accessed by opening the door once more from the supply room, the mysteries of nature were unfolding behind a high fence.

“... Tornado!”

“... What do you do?”

“... Hmm, hmm! no. I wanted to try it a little bit.”

“...?”

“Please pretend you didn’t see it.”

I lower my arms, which I had raised impulsively, with a sense of shame, and look at the beginning and end of the waterway.

The water, which was thought to be simple underground water, is turning in one direction and rising unexpectedly in a grandiose way.

The rising water lost momentum as it hit the ceiling and pooled in a huge space similar to a dam, where it went through the process of being warmed up.

The water heated in this way goes from there to the large public bathhouse, passes through the large public bathhouse once again, passes through a treatment facility, and then becomes drinking water in the water supply that flows into the city.

‘Does that mean that if I drink it in this state, I could get an upset stomach? I'm a little thirsty. 'It's a shame.'

Perhaps that's why the water splashing on my face was as cold as ice, as it had not yet warmed up.

“Echwi-!”

“... Would you please adjust your clothes?”

After admiring the waterspout for a while, he saw Ingrid sneezing and told her to put on the outerwear that was only on her shoulders.

But that was pointless.

“But it’s hard.”

“What is it?”

“Clothes. It doesn't lock. Let’s see.”

Ingrid pulls on the outerwear I gave her with all her might.

Jiik-

However, even though the clothes were pulled tight, the button could not even reach the hole, and there was a sound of it being torn slightly somewhere.

“... Did you see it? Ki kick.”

“... I'm sorry.”

Ingrid pulled on her clothes with all her might, but thanks to her huge breasts, the clothes stretched to their limit, but she had no intention of getting them locked.

With only two buttons on the stomach button fastened, the breasts are barely covered and are about to pop out.

I feel like I just keep apologizing, so I try not to be conscious of it as much as possible by asking why Ingrid is here.

“Ingrid, why did you come?”

Then Ingrid responded with a very annoyed expression.

“Ah... Actually, the helper the princess sent a while ago and all that is a lie.”

“Really?”

“This time, I won the lottery. Kikikiki-.”

She makes her fingers into a V shape again so I can see them.

“What do you mean?”

“Actually -.”

When asked about drawing lots, Ingrid tells the story by following Tarator's movements with her eyes as he searches for a hidden passage.

Lihier says he doesn't pay much attention to Rugal's knightly festival held every year.

In the case of the Red Purge and other groups, they come to Tir no Nog when the knightly festival is held in the hope of attracting skilled knights, whereas the witch hunters of Lihere can only become witch hunters by meeting special conditions. .

However, that doesn't mean Lehi can stay completely still.

Not only does a high-ranking human from the Red Purge come to the Knight's Festival every year as a representative, but other groups also come and go, so Reheroes have to form alliances among themselves to see if there is any suspicious activity among them. It is said that several people are dispatched every year to monitor whether anyone is trying to manipulate the Here Church.

“Well, first of all, it’s actually no different from tourism. Our numbers have already decreased, and now the number of people who can be dispatched here was limited to two each year, but that has now been reduced to one.”

“Is this because of a manpower shortage? You are going through a lot of trouble, the Church of Lehi.”

“That’s right. And also, since we are women, we wanted to go into the large bathhouse that Rugal's holy knights used at least once in our lives. So, the winner of this lottery went to Rugal, and I'm really happy that I drew it. Kihihihi-.”

“... So what that means is that it was truly a coincidence that we met.”

“That’s right. By the way, I'm really glad, Bishop. Unlike other paladins, I'm a bit sensitive to magic, so I'm glad I found you two first, otherwise I wouldn't have... You know?”

“... Yes. Yes. It's a good thing that something terrible happened, and it really could have been a problem externally.”

I still feel like the hairs on the back of my neck stand up when I think about what happened just moments ago.

However, it was not an illusion; it appears that his head actually stood upright.

“... Kikikkikick- My hair has grown tremendously.”

Pasasasasasak-

“Uh, wow...”

Ingrid raised her hand and roughly stroked the back of my head.

'I've felt it before, but there's no real sense of distance.'

But even for a moment, Ingrid suddenly realized something and hastily withdrew her hand.

“... Ah! Sorry, sorry. At that moment, I thought of Lyudmilla.”

“... No, what.”

I don't know if Ingrid was acting this way because she was cold and her judgment was impaired, or if she was simply looking at the back of my head and mistaking me for a friend, but thanks to her, Ingrid calmly backed away.

'It's okay to show your naked body and make weird jokes, but you're more embarrassed than you think to touch it directly. person who is abnormal.'

To relieve Ingrid of her embarrassed feelings as she clears her throat alone, I return to the topic.

“Anyway, thank you. I can only say that I survived thanks to Ingrid.”

“Oh, what? Still, before I came, I received a little, very slight hint from Princess Camellia. When the princess said that I was going to Rugal, one of her employees and the bishop would be there, so she told me to help her if I needed help, or to just gather enough information.”

“That’s surprising. I thought that if she had the personality of a princess, she would definitely pamper her as much as she could.”

“... Maybe he was thinking about it internally. Since this is a trip that actually acts like a vacation, I may have felt sorry for having my tooth pulled out, so I let it go a bit this time.”

“... I'm sorry, but the story behind it seems like a metaphor, but I don't understand it well when you say it that way. What is the story?”

“It’s not a metaphor... No. There is such a thing. Kihihi-.”

Ingrid vaguely said something.

“Hey Bishop. I think it's this way.”

For a moment, we both heard Tarator calling and walked towards him.

        
            After searching for a while, Tarator discovered a secret wall on one side that was disguised as a bare rock.

Tarator and I joined forces and pushed hard against the wall at one corner, causing the hidden space to pop out.

Coo coo coo coo coo-

It is a secret passage following a secret wall.

“... My heart is pounding.”

“Do you seem to be feeling adventurous, Bishop? Maybe it's because I used to be an adventurer, but for the first time in a while, I feel a bit like a child.”

“I meant something completely different. A while ago, we went into a cave to avoid the rain, thinking it was an empty cave, but the whole squad was torn to death by a murderous rabbit that jumped out from inside.”

“... Like that.”

“... If I had at least one holy grenade, I would have won.”

I shudder to think of the rabbit barely the size of a head that stomped its feet next to Tarator, who was expressing regret, and tore and killed all of us spirit soldiers who were capable of fighting on equal footing against demons and orcs in less than a minute. .

“Anyway, I’m lucky. I easily found this well-hidden wall.”

“It’s too much. Please don't disparage my efforts, Bishop. It's not luck; all of these things require experience and keen eye. If you look closely at the bottom of the rotating door, you can see signs of it being chipped away. From the looks of it, not many people have guessed this far, so I'm glad they didn't make finding the secret passage as difficult as I thought.”

What was in the hidden space was a staircase carved out of rock that rotated and went down.

“... How many minutes do you think it will take in total to go down?”

“I don’t know how far it continues, but I think it should go down for about 30 minutes.”

“Then it takes 30 minutes to go down, and more than that to go up.”

Assuming that the story about Rugal's spy being discovered is true, if we walk down here, it is certain that we will find the place that holds Rugal's secret that we were looking for.

However, there is one thing I am concerned about: the passage is a single road, so if someone comes up from below, or if someone follows us from above after we leave, we are sure to be caught.

“1 hour... is also a bit dangerous.”

“In spacious barracks, patrols occur once an hour, but in a secret place like this, patrols may occur once every 30 minutes.”

“But since the entrance is connected to the supply room, wouldn’t there be no people at this time?”

“That could be true. During the day, society's gaze and naked guards stand guard, so there is no one in particular to guard the bathhouse, and if you think that people who use the bathhouse come and go only after the bathing hours are completely over, you may be surprised that the bathhouse is completely empty from here on out. Yes.”

I tried to reason with Tarator by talking about various things, but reasoning without evidence could not give strength to action.

“... What should I do? Bishop.”

“... This is so embarrassing.”

It is difficult to readily choose one side.

Tarator lifts the inside of his suit and shows me a dagger.

Indicates that any command does not matter.

For the man who dominated the back alleys, it also implied that even if he had a single path, he could kill one or two people without a sound.

“... Okay. Let's go down. However, I didn't think I could accomplish everything in just one day. Go in as you please, and if you get stuck, turn back and look for the next opportunity.”

“I think it’s a good idea.”

For now, I decide to go downstairs and just see what the scenery looks like.

'It's a problem that we can't hide the body, but in times like this, we have no choice but to force a breakthrough.'

Even though if I met someone on the way, the only way was to kill them, I was prepared to do that.

“... Huh, I can't help it. One or two dead people can be temporarily obscured by magic. I will follow you too.”

Then Ingrid, who had been watching us from behind, stood next to me.

“Uh, are you okay? Even if you don’t go outside again?”

Tarator glanced at her chest and asked for her understanding.

Even though he is, he is quite polite, probably because he has heard various stories about Witch Hunters.

“Well, the original goal was to enjoy the large public bath as much as possible, but the knight festival is not just for today.”

“Thank you. Ingrid.”

“What. Instead, when you report to the princess, please also tell me my story. That way, if people hear that I took the initiative and cooperated even while on vacation, my reputation will be restored. Kikikick-.”

'There was an ulterior motive.'

If you really thought that way, you don't need to be too honest and you can leave out the backstory. Ingrid tells you everything you think honestly and cooperates.

“Good. Then let's get going. I'm ahead, Bishop.”

It's a back alley where you can get stabbed as soon as you turn a corner.

In order to survive in such back alleys, you have to be good at first pulling out a knife and stabbing the opponent, or countering the opponent and stabbing from the side.

As such, I continue down the circular stairs with Tarator, who I believe is much more skilled than me when it comes to surprise attacks, taking the lead.

Tudge-tudge-tudge-

The sounds of three people's footsteps echo as one.

A rhythm created by unified steps to intentionally eliminate other noises as much as possible.

The sounds of Tarator's shoes, the military boots I was wearing, and Ingrid's bare soles became one.

Fortunately, there was no one coming up or following us down the way.

We carefully walked down the stairs for another 30 minutes, and at the end we found a huge, heavy door.

“... There are no footprints other than those heading towards this door, so I guess that's the right answer.”

“Is this the place where Rugal keeps the things he is hiding?”

At the very bottom of the mountain range, far below the lowest building in Tir no Nog, an iron gate much larger than the castle gate appeared.

“If it’s Rugal, should I say it’s like Rugal? This is a door with poor sense. Ki kick.”

“... I agree. This has great sense, you have bad taste.”

Tarator raises his hand in response to Ingrid's words.

The iron gate had quite intricate carvings attached to it, as if it had been made by craftsmen.

There are probably carvings of each of the different races in the empire, and these carvings are attached one by one from the bottom of the door to the top, all the way to the very top.

However, he expressed doubts as to whether there was something suspicious about it in Tarator's opinion.

“... But is this really made by Rugal?”

“Why? What’s strange?”

“The Rugal I know was clearly a religious order that advocated equality between different races, and the pattern here looks like... summoning something as a sacrifice.”

After listening to him, I look at the pieces again.

There was clearly an order to the sculptures that went from the bottom to the top, if you look closely.

“... Oh, I see. There may be differences of opinion if you look at it in more detail, but the races that are evaluated as weak for each race appear at the bottom, and the stronger you go up, the more you can see.”

The ones at the bottom are the different races called ethnic minorities.

Races that were short, weak, or had specific weaknesses occupied the lower part.

From there, it looks like a rank according to strength as you go up.

There are races including humans, lizardmen, and beastmen, and on top of that, there are now hybrids of Fain based on insects and dragons.

And the last thing is,

“... Is this door perhaps unfinished?”

There was a space that looked like it had been left empty with the intention of filling it in later, as if it hadn't been carved yet.

“Still, it looks like it was made by Rugal. Right below the empty space over there, it appears to be a sculpture of a giant.”

What Ingrid pointed to was the giant sculpture below in the empty space at the top.

The giant was lying down in a pitiful state, as if he had been hit by a sculpture that had not yet been completed.

“That’s fascinating. It is true that Rugal made it, but it is a sculpture with a different theme than what Rugal usually claims.”

“... That’s right.”

“... I don’t know. This might actually be their everyday thoughts. Kikikick.”

As the two people speak, a scene flashes through my mind.

The convulsions of the beast paladins who openly discriminated against pure-blooded humans.

Even though Rugal publicly advocated the unity and equality of different species, they openly laughed at pure-blooded humans for their weakness.

'Has Rugal been divided into two factions like the Witch Hunters?'

Thinking about that, I wondered if Rugal, like Lihi, was divided into moderates and radicals, so I looked at Ingrid, but Ingrid smiled and looked straight at me as if asking me why.

Judging from her attitude, it seems that either Ingrid or Lihier don't know much about Rugal's inner situation, or my guess is just a guess.

“No matter what happens, it will be difficult to go any further than this. Looking at it, it goes without saying that you need a key to open the door, and I don't know what, who, or how many people are inside.”

“Yes. I have to withdraw from here first.”

“Are you going back? That's good news. Ki kick.”

There is no need to rush.

Even if you force a breakthrough here, you'll be in real trouble if the Holy Knights who heard the news from above come pouring down.

We decided to come back later with other methods and supplies prepared, and we went up to the ground again.

        
            Camellia is buried in a grave of papers and looks closely at a single document.

Although the documents were piled high enough to easily block her view if she sat down and looked straight ahead, she didn't say that she looked particularly worried because of it.

All of the documents in front of me have already been approved and reviewed by staying up all night ahead of the big day, and the maids will come in after Camellia and finish organizing them.

Among them, the only document she hasn't looked at is the one she's holding in her hand.

And since the content of the document was a report that Camellia had just written and received from the Intelligence Knights, Camellia held up the last piece of paper and looked at it with a quite refreshing feeling.

“... Indeed, you have to look at it this big to be able to suspect it, so it makes sense that no one would have noticed it until now.”

The content written on the paper is a list of winners of past knight festivals held in Rugal.

In addition to the date on which the winner of the year appeared, the date on which the three heroes, the Beast King, the Dragon King, and the Fetal King, who appeared like comets in Rugal before and after the Great War, are also written.

It was immediately after the birth of the previous winners that the heroes, the kings of Rugal, who allowed the empire to use the title of king to indicate friendly relations with Rugal, appeared.

“What an amazing coincidence. How could such a perfect dominant gene have been born?”

3Heroes are strong.

The Beast King is strong enough to be said to be the king of all beast-type races, the Dragon King is also strong enough to be said to be the strongest class among the Dragonian dragons, and the Fei King is also said to be the most unique among the Fein races, a strength that comes from his complex appearance. and has the ability to break through using magical talents.

Strangely enough, they had all the advantages that previous winners of different races had.

To be precise, they possess all of the ‘physical strengths that are passed down genetically due to chance from birth.’

Many of the so-called heterogeneous races are actually mixed races.

For example, in the case of dragon people, it is known that the children born from the first human marriage with a dragon spread throughout the world and appear occasionally, and in the case of beast people, there are various types, but in the case of werewolves, the first wolf Fenrir and This is a case where the children born to married humans continued to spread as times changed and were recognized as a race.

Among them are the Arachne, who are not mixed blood but have had that appearance from the beginning, the Dryads, who have evolved to look like humans in order to prey on them, and the Werebears and ancestors who have acquired their appearance due to a curse and have made a contract with the devil. There are also succubi who changed their appearance due to the succubus and have since been passed down as blood relatives.

So when we talk about different races in the empire, we usually refer to the different races that were created in the former way.

Mixed race people are divided into half or quarter, either with mixed blood and having the appearance of a complete animal, or with human appearance with only ears, tail, and fangs.

And the more similar a mixed race is to its original ancestor, the stronger its physical abilities will be.

However, unless beings with such strong power were created by having many different races intentionally continue incestuous marriages within each other's clans, it is natural that most of them will marry with other races at least once during the process, which will cause their blood to become thinner. It's work.

“In reality, it is those with the quota who make up the largest percentage of the people of the empire.”

So Camellia had no choice but to smile.

“Rugal. I really wonder what you guys are up to in the dark and shady basement of those mountains.”

All of the past winners of the Knight's Festival are beings who 'must have been prepared' by Rugal and who people believe to be the divinity of the empire.

And as history continued, the three heroes who appeared in Rugal were, by chance, the winners of the Knight's Festival who proved to be competent, and who possessed all the strengths of the dominant inheritance that they were bound to have at birth, and who could only be said to have been born by heavenly luck. Beings who have overcome the odds.

Camellia thought that she had an ability close to insight and was confident that she could predict and act on most things, but Rugal, who had been proudly showing his face in front of the empire for hundreds of years, was doing secret work behind the scenes. I came to admire.

“... Was this all possible because Irim was in my hands?”

So Camellia feels grateful to Lee Rim.

It had been a long time since she had thought of doing a full-scale investigation into Rugal, but Rugal was such a huge force that she was at a loss as to where to begin, considering it to be the end of the thread.

In such a situation, Camellia used Lee Rim to catch all the spies who were always following her, and among them was Rugal's spy, so she was finally able to get a clue.

“... That's it. This is something that can be done slowly. There is no need to go into depth right now.”

Still, I don't make up my mind hastily.

The waters have only just opened up.

Camellia has no intention of rushing things forward.

For now, he just ordered the start of an investigation based on the information the spy had.

What is unfortunate for Camellia is that the Spy Knights are a private knighthood that has just been established, so they are filled with only people she likes, so there are not enough people.

So, the Spy Knights were sent to take care of matters that they judged to be more important than Rugal's, and decided to leave Rugal's work to the newly acquired employee and Lee Rim.

“I don’t want anything big. It's just fine if you come with a moderately bad hand.”

I don't have huge expectations.

Camellia thought that Lee Rim would be used as a sword rather than as eyes and ears, so she judged that this type of spy mission would not be of great use.

Therefore, he told Tarator that it would be enough to obtain only a superficial level of information, and ordered Irim to help with the task and to return with information about Dragonia, who would be the winner of this knight's festival.

Clap clap-

As Camellia applauds, maids come in from outside.

“Keep your documents organized. And you will be preparing to go out, so bring your clothes.”

““Yes.””

Six maids move in unison.

Two people sort the documents and place them in each library or deliver them to each department, two people bring Camellia's military uniform, and the remaining two prepare to change Camellia's clothes in the meantime.

'I should try some tea.'

Meanwhile, Camellia sits on a long chair and takes some time to rest.

She is going to the border now.

During the period of the Knight's Festival, while Rugal and other forces are preoccupied with the largest event taking place in the country, Camellia is scheduled to patrol the borders of the empire.

'To be exact, it won't be an inspection, but rather a collection.'

As Camellia raises her feet, the maid takes off her slippers and puts on long military boots.

Although she will be traveling mostly on horseback, there are no better shoes for long outdoor activities than these.

As soon as Camellia got off her back, the maid quickly took off all her underwear and put on new clothes made of special material from scratch.

It is not a clothing that constricts the blood passages to highlight the body, but a clothing that is durable without chafing and is comfortable for riding a horse and swinging a sword.

As Camellia slightly lowered her head, the maid untied the hair she had braided in the morning and tied it back.

Considering that your hair will be blowing in the wind for hours, it is best to choose a hairstyle that is comfortable enough to not sting your eyes.

“Okay.”

Clap-

Rumbling-

Camellia, who was fully prepared, patted the weapons provided by the spy knight who appeared from nowhere.

From now on, what she will do as she travels around the border is:

Visiting the soul sick.

“It’s a gift, Lee Rim. I will personally gather the people saved by the evil spirit that the bishop serves, and those who are wandering because they could not finish the work, and send them back.”

Most of the soul soldiers came to the Empire from the Kingdom Alliance.

For a few days, they were protected from harm by anyone thanks to Deshade's protection.

They could only wait and see, as even the empire's border guards could not do anything.

However, since Deshade's protection has disappeared, they have been quietly living in the mountains and plains near the border.

Camellia plans to find them and bring them to the Deshade Church.

What the Deshade Church, which now serves as her limbs, lacks most is human hands.

'If we take the soul soldiers who cannot be resurrected to the only bishop who can resurrect them and the Church of Deshade, who liberated them, they will become loyal workers.'

Of course, Camellia does not go out on such a grand scale in the form of a campaign to do such a simple task.

In addition, there are important people among the soul soldiers for whom Camellia must step forward.

“Well, I don’t know if the game of tag will end within this expedition. If you cannot complete the work within a limited period of time, you may have to leave the work to others.”

What Camellia is most concerned about are those who can be called deviant among the soul soldiers who have crossed the border.

Just like the Lee Rim she acquired, it is a spirit disease with great power.

A soul disease that cannot use magical power.

However, not only can they use magical power, but they also have knowledge of the world from which they were summoned.

Among them, there are people who boast enormous power in their world, regardless of whether they have magical powers or not.

Even if he can't use magical power, he uses techniques strong enough to hit a demonic beast with his bare hands, or he shows extraordinary abilities that are comparable to magic or sorcery in a way that only he knows, not magic or anything called ki. There are also beings.

Immediately after the Kingdom Alliance summoned them with a large-scale summoning spell, they took on one of two appearances.

One is people who are particularly skilled in military power, and although they feel unreasonable because they were forcibly summoned by a summoning spell, they were treated properly as special personnel of the knights from the beginning according to the nobles' suggestion, and they are satisfied with that.

And the rest are people who are so dangerous and vicious that they cannot be controlled even if there is Atyr in the kingdom alliance, and who tried to find out Atyr's weaknesses and cause chaos at all costs.

The former case was said to have been resolved well, but in the latter case, there was no way to do anything, so the Kingdom Alliance locked them in prison corridors in each region's resuscitation center.

They were released by Deshade, committed mass murder, and crossed over to the empire's border just like everyone else.

Camellia's main goal in this expedition is them.

In addition to collecting and bringing back the widespread spirit diseases to the Deshade Church, she plans to select out the somewhat difficult spirit diseases that are causing chaos on the border.

'If it's useful, put it in the Espionage Order, but if it's not - kill it.'

It doesn't matter if I don't get resurrected like Lee Rim.

Camellia, who has no support base in this world, can harvest them if they seem useful, and bury them in the ground if they seem to be a big threat to the empire.

So Camellia moves.

“Shall we go out now? What do you mean?”

“I have prepared it.”

Take off your stuffy clothes,

Like Mortis, who once flew through the cool breeze of the sky,

I rode the horse with half the soul of a free ruler.

        
            The opening ceremony of the Knights' Festival.

The knight's hall is spacious.

If we look at the form, it is a colosseum, or more accurately, an architectural style called an arena.

If people were to crowd into the oval-shaped structure, it could easily accommodate about 50,000 people.

Therefore, even though people from all over the empire entered the knight's hall, there were still plenty of seats.

Of course, the opening ceremony is almost exclusively an event for outsiders, except for the Rugal Church.

In fact, for those who live their entire lives in the parish, interest in the opening ceremony is low, and most people make money by doing business with outsiders who watch the opening ceremony.

I heard that the only days locals enter the Knights' Hall are the last days of the Knights' Festival and the days when the games to determine the winner of the year are held.

In addition, in fact, one of Rugal's main sources of income is consumption by visitors who visit the inns in Tyrner Nog, the city where Rugal Parish is located, when the Knight's Festival is held, so even if you try to find fault with the inconvenience of the Knight's Hall, you will not be able to find it. The facilities were built accordingly.

‘It’s neat in many ways. Compared to the Gaia Church, it is not excessive, and yet it does not feel like it is inferior. Would you say this is the beauty of neatness?'

As it was a good facility, our church members, who were directly invited by Rugal, were also able to sit in the VIP section.

The sight of the white Colosseum, whose color has not faded even after hundreds of years, and the sight of the stadium and other people in the stands sitting on the terrace, makes me feel excited.

And the opening ceremony, which welcomed many people with such excitement, dreams, and hopes, naturally began with speeches by key figures from various groups, including Rugal.

The congratulatory remarks of the opening ceremony continued until it reached the first prince's turn.

“Next will be a congratulatory message from the 1st Prince, Glacia Schaden Mortis Steyer, who arrived from the capital yesterday!”

Clap clap clap clap clap-

Thanks to this, the only elf who participated in the knight's festival complained a lot.

“Giiil-uh!”

“I’ve just started, so how long is it?”

“But I’m itching! I've been waiting for a few days now, just waiting to swing my sword in that big hall, but I really want to go down there and hang out with the other humans!”

“I understand. Just be patient though. Even if you complain, it’s a process you can’t skip.”

“Ugh... Lee Rim! We are also a denomination that is attracting a lot of attention, so how can Irim not do it with his strength? Let’s ask to skip the whole process!”

“Say something that makes sense. The speech order includes the 1st Prince's congratulatory remarks, and now is the time for the 1st Prince's speech. Who do you want to make unemployed?”

“Heeing...”

“... And fold your legs. Why are you putting your legs on someone else’s chair?”

“Before a fight, you should do this to get the blood flowing and your legs moving well!”

“... Really?”

“Of course, it’s a lie I just came up with.”

“I thought so.”

Tickle tickle-

“... Kyahahahaha! okay! I'm getting off! Hahahaha!”

I listen to Ayla's complaints from the backseat and tickle her legs on my chair to make her fold them back up.

For a moment, Aila became relatively calm after accepting the snacks that Peria and Raines were carrying in her hands.

“Now, Aila, try eating this and hold on.”

“Huh? What is this?”

“Street food I bought from the man at the stall in front of me. It's called a crepe sucre, and it's sweet and delicious.”

“Where- Haam... Wow! Is it true? It’s so sweet!”

“They sell alcohol too... What should I do, Thistle?”

“Yes, yes?”

“They also sell alcohol. Although it’s beer.”

“Well, why, why are you asking me specifically...?”

“No, of all of us, it may not be the best in terms of drinking capacity, but the one I like to drink the most is of course Thistle-”

“Oh, it’s a misunderstanding! And even though it’s me, I don’t drink alcohol in broad daylight! You know Peria too! I'll hold on until dinner!”

'As expected, you always drink it in the evening...'

Thistle, whose face is red, pushes away Peria's mischievous questioning and looks at the snacks while laughing to herself.

What Feria brought was a snack bought from a street stall opened by locals located in the middle passage of the Knight's Hall.

Looking at it, in addition to the convenience stores installed in the aisles, there were also people walking around the stands selling beer, but no matter how you look at this, it only looks like a baseball stadium, not a knight's festival where knights clash with each other for their pride.

Soon after, Reigns hands out the snacks he brought to others.

“Let’s take them one by one.”

“Thank you, Raines.”

“Ah, thank you.”

Thistle and Astesia receive snacks from Raines and distribute them to those of us sitting in the surrounding seats.

“... If you want beer, I can tell you to come up.”

“... Reigns, don’t do that either.”

“I see. All right. The bishop also accepts it.”

“Thank you.”

I also take a crepe from Raines and take a bite, while listening to the first prince's congratulatory remarks that sound intelligently in my ear.

We are currently occupying a table on the terrace high up in the Knight's Hall, where each denomination has been prepared for its number.

Nearby, on a higher terrace built for speeches, the First Prince is giving a congratulatory speech about the knightly festival being held, but you don't have to pay much attention to it.

This is just a courtesy.

The owner of the empire, a member of the imperial family, leaves a formal short congratulatory speech, and since the group hosting this knight's festival is Rugal, the speeches made by the paladins afterwards are genuine.

It doesn't matter, since many people outside of our denomination are just listening with one ear and ignoring it with the other.

Hwarim also didn't pay attention to the 1st Prince's speech and talked to Thistle and me about what to do next and confirmed it again.

“So, is it correct that we can move after the paladins’ speeches are over?”

“Yes. I think you two can meet up with others a little later after the opening ceremony and move together. This is our denomination’s school year, so please take good care of it.”

“Don’t worry. Aila, as long as it doesn't fall into that kid's hands, you won't lose it.”

“Winet has participated in the Knight Festival several times, so you can ask them. If you need anything, order tarator.”

“Hmm, Winnet, you might want to say something, but having to move with that man named Tarator... I feel a bit reluctant.”

“... What can I do, I feel like Hwarim's personality doesn't suit me, but that doesn't mean I'm an idiot who would be so rude to someone I've never met before.”

Lastly, Thistle folds the religious flag that Aila had made and gives it to Hwarim.

Hwarim and Aela decided to move together with Winnet, Portia, and Tarator.

As only participants such as knights of pilgrimage and other adventurers can enter the waiting room that can be used by those participating in the knight's festival, the two people, who were visiting for the first time, were allowed to join Winnet and Portia.

Tarator had a long talk with Peria and coordinated their opinions on the income, and they seemed to have reached an agreement.

Thanks to this, as I looked at Feria next to me, holding the church's credit card and Tarator's card that contained gambling funds, I had the slightest, very slight thought that this was something I was just watching as a bishop of a church.

'Well, I said it's legal, so I'm not going to stop it.'

Meanwhile, the speech continues.

Now the paladins' speeches are continuing.

'Be long too.'

I heard that the total number of paladins in Rugal is about 20.

In the case of the Paladins of the Gaia Church, the number of Paladins was quite small because they dedicated their entire lives to God, dedicating their lives to Gaia by dedicating their names.

However, in reality, rather than dedicating the name to the goddess Gaia, they performed the ritual on behalf of the high-ranking priests and distributed the power of the goddess that they had stolen to the paladins.

'I remember there were less than 10 people.'

Rugal, on the other hand, is not to that extent.

In the case of Rugal, the names of the paladins remain intact.

In terms of strength alone, there is a feeling that they are inferior to the Paladins of the Gaia Church, who boast of overwhelming divine power, but since most of them are based on different races, the gap in strength is compensated by the advantage between races, so they are not weak. do.

'Thanks to that, the burden of responsibility that comes with being a paladin is less, so the number is much higher.'

Among them, there are 12 paladins who were in charge of giving speeches in honor of this knight's festival, and they took turns giving speeches right after the first prince finished his speech and stepped down.

“Next, and finally, there will be a congratulatory message from the unwavering Paladin Aleph.”

The last one that came out was Paladin Aleph, an ant-man who we have now become quite accustomed to, but still wouldn't have the courage to touch if asked.

“... It looks like the 3 heroes gave separate remarks.”

“That’s right. I thought it was because the person named Suwang, who I greeted before, just liked being solemn, but maybe not.”

“The Knight's Festival is Rugal's biggest event, but it's strange.”

What Enin was looking at was a place set aside for the three heroes of Rugal.

The three people there, called the Three Heroes, the Beast King, the Dragon King, and the Fetal King, are sitting on their thrones with solemn postures without making a single movement.

Let alone heroes, seeing them look like machines rather than people makes me want to dig into their secrets more and more.

'But it still moves.'

However, as I continued to watch, I saw one of the three heroes, Dragon King Savage, seem to be bored and change the arm he was resting on to the other side.

“Ah, it’s over.”

Afterwards, as I continued to observe the three heroes, the speech came to an end.

From now on, it is time for all the participants in the Knights' Festival who were sitting in the stands to move.

The Holy Knights march in a line on a stage prepared in the middle of the Knight's Hall, and the priests follow behind them and give blessings to the people in the stands.

The choir sings praises for the prosperity of the empire and for the main god, Rugal, with their clean, well-honed voices.

A beautiful pure white procession that is sacred, majestic, and of great praise.

Knights of the pilgrimage who have just come from outside the country witness an event that reveals all of Rugal's majesty and are either entranced or show sincere respect, and those who came with the goal of becoming Rugal's paladin from the beginning have always looked up to him. He was shaking his body as if he was excited after seeing it.

Regardless, we have a plan to do.

Afterwards, we sent Hwarim and Aila off to Winnet and the others.

        
            Outsiders can enter up to the front door of the waiting room.

Inside the waiting room, the knights were concentrating and preparing their weapons before the duel, so Portia and Winnet came out from inside to greet us.

“Woah! Bishop. It’s been a while!”

“Portia, it’s been a while. Your body... seems to be healthy.”

“If you become a knight of pilgrimage, if you don’t take care of yourself, who will take care of you? Hahaha!”

“I’m glad that you seem to have benefited from the alcohol I gave you.”

“Looking at it, it was an expensive drink! Is this a hobby, Bishop?”

“Uh... There was someone who bought it separately, and when I told him that I had given that drink to Portia, he got teary-eyed but said that he had gone to a good place.”

The bottle of alcohol that Portia gave her when she left was actually alcohol that Thistle had been saving quite a bit.

So, after he left, I talked to Thistle, and although Thistle was very disappointed, he said he did a good job.

However, that evening, Thistle, who was slightly drunker than usual, told me it was too much and grabbed my arm and wouldn't let me go for about an hour.

“Well, thanks to you, I was able to enjoy a pretty good journey after that! Especially since today is the first day to compete with the glory of the Deshade Church on my back, I look forward to it!”

“I will support you. Haha-!”

Bang bang!

He and Portia, whom he met for the first time in a while, hugged each other and gave each other strong pats on the back.

“... Oh, it's been a while. Thistle.”

“... Hehe, eight!”

Kkook-

“Ah, ugh, ugh...?!”

“Me too! How is your body?”

“Trigram, it’s okay. Well, this is embarrassing-”

“Hey, my friend says it’s nice to see you after a long time. You’re not going to push me away, right?”

“Uh, of course...”

Thistle and Winnet also enjoy meeting each other after a long time.

Winnet had a hard time saying that she wanted to be friends with Thistle, and even though they had become friends, she didn't know how to deal with him because they had been apart for several weeks, so Thistle lightened the mood by giving her a light hug.

'You're very skilled.'

This behavior makes me laugh for no reason, as I feel like Thistle is slightly imitating me.

Afterwards, Thistle handed out training tools to those who competed as our church's knights.

“Now, take this, Winnet. It's the doctrine of our denomination. Portia, please receive it too.”

“Oh, is it a school? Having something like this will boost your morale!”

“It’s neat. Was this made by Thistle?”

“No. Aila behind me made it all night long. Oh! And I will ask Winnet to take good care of you two. Two members of our church here are participating in the Knight's Festival, and since it is their first time participating, there are bound to be many things they don't know.”

“It doesn’t matter. Leave it to me.”

“And since it's Tarator, you'll be moving along, but Irim said it was well said, so it'll be okay.”

“Oh, really? Well, if Thistle is like that... it'll be okay. Right? Lee Rim?”

“Huh? Yeah, well... I told Tarator yesterday not to do anything strange, but... if anything happens, please tell me right away. Because I will come right away.”

“Okay. Lee Rim.”

Winnet, who has never met Tarator, is relieved of her worries.

Winnet, who happens to be the leader of our group, looks embarrassed but immediately smiles.

Winnet first met Portia in the waiting room and her face turned red.

Our friendly traveler came first when he saw that Winnet had applied under the sponsor's name and the name of the same denomination, and Winnett was embarrassed, but was able to quickly become familiar with him and started talking to him and was acting like him.

'Anyway, when will this guy Tarator come?'

I would like to bring Tarator here as well and talk to him one more time, but it's a shame that I can't since Tarator said he wanted to check with Peria one last time to see if the gambling table is trustworthy, so he went there first.

“Then we will return to the stands, so I look forward to seeing you working hard.”

“Just leave it to me! Hahaha!”

Lastly, he encourages Portia and then spreads his support to others.

“Everyone, don't get hurt, but if you say you really want to compete, you may get a little scratched... Anyway, the old saying goes that your body is your wealth-”

“Okay! Lee Rim, nagging me until the end! Not old druids, they're boring! Stop it!”

“Don’t worry. We're not people who wield swords for a day or two, so it's too much.”

“... Both of our skills have improved significantly these days.”

After hearing something from Hwarim and Aila, who were stretching as a group to warm up their bodies, they drastically lowered their voices and said the rest of what they were trying to say.

“And as for Yongin, I’ll leave it to you.”

“Don’t worry.”

“Any amount!”

“... If there is anything I can help you with, I will help you.”

After hearing Aila, Hwarim, and us, we ask Winnet to cooperate with us in the investigation of Yongin.

After that, we decided to go upstairs again.

'Do you want to move around comfortably today?'

The search for the basement of Rugal Parish was postponed for a day.

Tarator, who saw the huge iron gate in the basement, said he would prepare a good move to safely pass through the gate, but he said it would only take about a day.

“Let’s go up.”

“Yes. I'm sure everyone will do well in the preliminaries, but I still want to see Yongin in person.”

I return to the bleachers with the remaining people.

“... It's crowded here too.”

Although there are fixed seats, the first day of the preliminary round is noisy.

As the Knight's Festival is hosted by Rugal, one of the pillars of the empire, people come from many places.

This means that this outdoor viewing area where important guests gather can be a meeting place for us and other people.

'Is that Ingrid over there?'

I also see faces of familiar people.

Although Lihi officially has no interest in the knightly festival, it is still good to monitor and update the relationship chart whenever there is a place that shows major changes, so as Lihi's watcher, I stand under the shadow created by one pillar. There was Ingrid.

She made eye contact with me and smiled slightly, then looked at Astesia next to me and waved her hand happily.

Nodding-

It was a bonus that Astesia saw him and greeted him in a polite manner.

And I can hear the voices of people whispering at the sight.

-A saint of the Deshade Church.

-Oh, is that lady the one who was there during the Forest of Fantasy incident that happened this time?

-But is that story trustworthy? To be honest, I heard that the rumor about her being a saint originated from the Kingdom Alliance, but it has to be credible.

-You can trust me. Fintail, a knight sponsored by our family, was present during this incident in the Forest of Illusion, and when he returned, he gave an impassioned speech. That girl in the Deshade Church was definitely a saint.

-I also heard from Buindarc, a knight supported by my friend's family, old man. He said that compared to other saints he had seen throughout his life, she was no different.

-It is the testimony of old knight Buindarc... then it is trustworthy.

'I've become a popular person.'

My body becomes slightly stiff because everyone is looking at me.

Normally, I would have left it to Feria to figure out how to deal with it in times like this, but since Feria is not there right now, I plan to hold out and just give off the vibe that I don't want anyone to approach her until she returns.

The others must have thought so too, including Reigns and Thistle, who remained silent, and even Enin, who usually had a bright expression, narrowed his eyes just now, showing that he was not in the others' gaze, and moved stiffly as if he were a doll, staring at us. Move ahead to your seat.

On the other hand, Astesia was much more dignified than the rest of us, and even though people were looking at her, she walked neatly, dressed in black clothes, the religious attire made by Eila, and even calculated her strides.

'phew...'

Fortunately, I thought nothing much would happen.

We arrived at our seats easily thanks to the attitude that Astesia created for us, to be precise, she was like a saint as people call her a saint, and was careful not to speak carelessly, but did not allow any negative perception.

When we arrived at the table, we talked and tried to find people from our church among the people entering for the preliminaries, now that all the paladins and priests were gone.

“Everyone, I’m glad we won’t run into each other during the preliminaries.”

“Sure. I was worried because it was a random draw, but I'm glad that everyone ended up in a different group.”

The people who exchanged greetings earlier were divided into groups and separated from each other.

Looking at that, I was looking for the group that Yong-in was playing in.

“Excuse me.”

“... Hmm?”

Someone comes to our table and starts talking, so we look in that direction.

There is a group of people wearing red clothes.

A group of people from Red Purge and the girl who spoke to us earlier come into view.

And then I was surprised to see the woman.

'Half?'

Above her head is a Halo.

Although it was different in shape from the halo Deshade gave me, it was clearly the same type of halo.

The only difference was that, unlike my fully formed Halo, which was only revealed when I needed to be sure to control my magic, her Halo was partially broken in the middle, floating above her in a broken form.

As soon as we all looked at her and made surprised expressions, the woman smiled and introduced herself.

“You are members of the Deshade Church, right? nice to see you. This is Hirem Brigade, a saint who came from Red Purge to watch this knight's festival.”

        
            “There are so many cases of Tarator not organizing the organization and only taking personal property with him?”

Peria was surprised to see the numbers written on the card in her hand.

[Credit card issued by Imperial Bank: Account holder name Tarator Tartar: Balance 400 gold]

Even though it had a funny real name that made people spit out all the air in their lungs with laughter the moment they received the card, the balance was beyond imagination to be considered the personal property of a person who was neither a noble nor a person of the upper class.

'...is he surprisingly resourceful? It might not be a bad idea to continue to have ties with our denomination.'

Peria heard about what had happened from Tarator in exchange for helping him with his gambling operation.

Tarator previously purchased information from Peria about the power maps of large organizations like his in the empire.

Peria thought at the time that Tarator was simply intending to cross the inviolable border and establish a deal between organizations in the empire and the Grace domain, but in reality, Tarator had been buying such information from the beginning in order to cross over to the empire. .

As for how Tarator, who came over like that, ended up working for Princess Camellia, I was just told that he would tell me after helping me to the end, so I was going crazy with curiosity, but I had no choice but to hold back.

Rather, it is better to focus on the matchup in front of you right now.

“Now! There are 30 minutes left until the preliminaries start! Come quickly, everyone!”

It is legal to gamble in all duels held during the Knight's Festival in Tir no Nog, not only duels held at the festival but also private duels held on the streets.

So, Feria is now holding in her hands all the money that Tarator had entrusted to her, some of the church's funds, and her personal property that she had set aside, and is searching for the place with the highest payout, where she thought it would be less risky.

'Dividends... As expected, some of them are worse than expected and others are high enough to make me feel bad.'

One thing that is unfortunate is that since the place to bet money is on a group in which people you know are playing, you feel bad when people in your church are receiving poor evaluations.

'Even if you bet on Winet, which is already famous, you only get back the amount you staked. Did you say that Mr. Portia has also been participating in the knight's festival for quite some time? Surprisingly, the dividends are not that good. At most, it's 1.5 times that. Aila, who is an elf, literally has a race value, so she's not a very good match... After all, it's Hwarim and Tarator, right?'

Winnet and Portia, who were already well-known, were expected to win the preliminaries, and Eila was also not in a good environment to bet on, thanks to the various fantasies people had about elves.

In addition to Aila, there are also bets that boast ridiculous payouts that come from racial disparity.

‘I said Dragonia, the dragon Curios, this man. It boasts a dragon's blood so rich that it is comparable to that of previous dragonias, so if I could just pick it, I would just buy a house in the capital.'

But Peria didn't bet on it.

Curios is the winner originally prepared by Rugal.

Not even a candidate for the winner, but the winner himself.

'Of course it's ridiculous to bet on this.'

So, if you were really desperate for money, you could bet on Aila's opponent and ask Aila to lose on purpose, but Peria didn't intend to go that far.

'No matter how much Aila looked forward to today, you can't do that.'

Therefore, in order to receive more certain dividends, the number of bettors is determined.

After much deliberation, Peria decided on a place to invest all of her money.

“Mister, here first, take this.”

“Where... Trickster. What is your name?”

“Feria. Write it down as Coin Feria.”

“Yes, I got your name and the money. 800 gold. Where are you going to hang it?”

“'Western Sun' Joe Deshade Church's Hwarim, 600 gold, and... here. 200 gold to Tarator of the ‘Southwestern Sun’ Joe Deshade Church.”

There is no need to force Tarator on purpose.

Tarator has three more matches to play.

'It doesn't tell you how many people bet in total, so if you give 200 gold to Tarator, most people will think that at least 20 people bet.'

So, rather than intentionally betting too much money from the beginning and making people guess that there is something between Tarator and the people who bet on him, several people happened to bet their spare money on Tarator and won. You just need to camouflage it by giving it a feel.

As expected, no one had bet on Tarator and Hwarim yet, so the man stared at the list of preliminaries for a while and found two people under Aela's name.

“Where... are you here. The dividends are incredibly good, but isn't that overkill? There are some very talented people in this group. Or are you acting out of loyalty because you know someone? I saw what the two of you were doing a little while ago, but I don't think that was a very good idea! Hahaha!”

As the manager in charge of the gambling room bursts into laughter, others are caught up in the atmosphere and laugh along.

It's worth it.

The two people that Peria bet on now are a group that already has a large number of knights with skills and names, and the Deshade Church, a new church that has appeared recently. No matter how great the saints and bishops they have, if you exclude the elves, Since the rest of the staff have never even heard of their names, they are bound to be evaluated in that way.

Still, being rude was being rude, and Peria got irritated.

“What does it matter if I bet my money?”

“Eek, you don’t seem to be in a very good mood. I apologize. Take this.”

Then the manager politely apologized and threw something at Peria, who didn't seem to be in a good mood.

Swish-

“... Apple?”

It was a bright red, deliciously ripe apple.

“Yes. Didn't you say 'apologize'? Hahahaha!”

“... Wow, worst sense.”

“So eat that and feel better. The knight's festival, I mean. Whether you lose or make money, whether you know someone or not, it's the perfect event to let out all your energy by cheering and swearing! Have fun, girl!”

“...”

When I looked into it, I realized that it wasn't malicious intent, but that this was the nature of the people in this area.

Peria takes a big bite of the apple.

Crunch-

“It tastes good.”

“Right? Fruits are slowly coming into season. So, if you eat something sweet and feel good about it, bet a lot of money on it. All we do is collect the fees from this.”

“Report. The only time you come to collect the money is after the preliminaries are over, right?”

“Ah, yes. After the people who advance to each group are decided, the gambling for the finals begins again. The finals are after that. There is a long time to enjoy the knight's festival. For your information, don't forget to pick up the money every evening, unless the game is extended to the next day due to an unfortunate accident. There are separate laws for gambling at the Knight's Festival, so I'll check it later.”

“There are a lot of concerns about people who hold simple management positions. okay. See you later then.”

“Be sure to come! You’re betting a lot of money, so don’t forget! Of course, if you lose everything, you won't have the money to retrieve it. Hahaha! Even so, you can bet again next year!”

“... noisy.”

Peria, feeling relieved, takes another bite of the apple.

However, since he was already receiving some apples, he thought he would bring the delicious apples to Astesia, so he forced her to ask for one more for free, then received a slip proving that he had bet money and left.

“... Yes. If you lose it, you can bet it next year.”

I feel better, but it feels like the last words I heard are stuck in my throat.

It was a moment when I remembered those words.

“... Whoosh, whoosh!”

Peria took another bite of the apple and spit out the piece.

Grumbling-

At the same time, it spits out a handful of black blood from its mouth.

“... Are you okay?”

“... It's okay. Don't worry about it.”

A passing citizen pays attention, but Feria takes out a handkerchief, wipes his mouth, and tells him to go on his way.

Ugh-

Since it was the way up to the bleachers, I roughly stepped on the blood and disguised it as a stain.

Since it is not red blood but almost completely black, the person who cleans it later will not be very surprised when they see the dried blood stains.

Then I curse under my breath.

‘Don’t talk nonsense. There is no such thing as next year.'

bang!

Peria lost her temper by punching the wall hard.

However, even though it was a knight's hall with a lot of people walking around, by chance no one was near Peria, so no one paid attention to Peria.

So Peria became a little lonely.

The Deshade Church is busy.

Of course, being busy is not necessarily a bad thing as it means working, and it doesn't mean much since Peria is also the one doing the most work.

But for now, Peria became a little depressed when she realized that in this moment of being separated from others, she suddenly felt lonely and scared, and that there was no one there.

“Winter... Will we last until the end?”

Peria leaned against the wall for a moment, hugging her throbbing body with both arms.

It's not like the apple was poisoned.

Recently.

Until now, the human body containing the mixed blood of demons and humans, and the blood of demons, had barely maintained its balance, so Peria did not suffer any pain.

But these days, Peria is having a hard time with severe pain that comes to one side of her body at random.

Peria knows what this pain means.

'It's falling apart.'

The time is coming that the hybrids of demons and humans written about in old books cannot overcome.

As it grows, the demon's blood becomes much stronger, and the human body, which has reached its limit of endurance, begins to melt from the inside.

'Slowly... I really have to prepare.'

Still, Peria doesn’t give up.

There is still one last chance.

All you have to do is save money until the very end, use the money you saved to request a random summoning spell to the Fairy Garden, and obtain only the fairies' fruits that only grow there.

Or, if humans find out the coordinates to go directly to the Fairy Garden, they can bring the fruit directly from there.

Neither is easy, or it is something that makes you doubt whether it is right to consider whether it is possible or not, but for Feria, both methods are the best.

Rather, there is no way to escape fate other than those two methods.

So even today, Peria works hard to earn money, but she doesn't show it to the people around her so as not to worry.

“... Healing herb. Should I smoke it too?”

So, thinking that I might one day try to hide the pain I just thought of and prolong my life even just a little, I move towards the bleachers where everyone will be.

If Peria's fate is that she will die no matter what she does, then I want to make and cherish memories with people who are like family to me.

“... Okay. Let’s go!”

With strength, I grit my teeth and ignore the pain in my body once again and climb the stairs.

With the usual annoyed expression on his face, he put on a bit of playful makeup to hide his pain and went up to the stands where everyone was.

However, the sight she saw there made Feria feel a little troubled.

“... Was the Saint of Red Purge here?”

Hirem Brigade, the Saint of the Red Purge.

That's someone Peria thought she would never meet here.

Peria wouldn't have been so surprised if she had simply discovered the person, but the problem was that the person Saint Hirem had just greeted was from the Deshade Church.

Peria attempted to ensure the survival of the Deshade Church by clearly distinguishing between enemies and allies.

We gathered all the information about numerous people in the empire, and based on that information, we sent a few formal letters in the name of the church to people we could consider close, such as the Komondor of the Red Purge or the neutral Paladin Aleph. There are enemies too.

On the other hand, in Feria's opinion, there are also people who should be avoided at all costs.

A force that has begun to openly show hostility towards the imperial family, or a person who is using other forces to drive them to their deaths and do their best to absorb the ruined force.

And Saint Hirem Brigade, whom Peria has just discovered, is definitely one of the latter.

It's a title and derogatory term that everyone in the know knows and uses in a low-key manner when referring to her.

[Saint of Destruction Hirem Brigade]

He is a person whom Peria thought he should avoid meeting directly unless he wanted to make him a complete ally.

        
            “... Nice to meet you. This is Lee Lim, the bishop of the Deshade Church.”

“This is Thistle, an apostle of Lord Deshade.”

Thistle and I accept the greeting.

Hir'em Brigade glanced at us once and then fixed his gaze on Astesia on one side.

It's pretty close.

They don't usually come this close.

To be exact, Hir'em Brigade was leaning forward even from the position of the servants.

'First of all, if you're a saint, shouldn't you be in the middle of the guards and servants? 'Why did you come so close that it felt uncomfortable?'

Meanwhile, Enin, Hirem's messenger, asked if he had heard anything about the halo, and spoke in a voice that only I could hear, lowering his voice as much as possible.

“This is Cheon Ik-jong. This is my first time seeing it.”

“Cheon Ik-jong? No wings? Does it have a different meaning?”

“Cheonikjong... To be exact, they are said to be descendants of angels who play the role of messengers of God.”

“Are you saying he is the child of an angel and a human?”

“That’s right. It is said that the first child born between an angel and a human long ago was a complete Halo and had wings, but as time has passed, there are only people whose blood has faded. They say that very few people have wings and there are very few distinct halos. Still, the saintly woman over there has extremely strong angel blood.”

Enin, who had recently heard stories about various different races from Peria, told me about the Cheonik species.

The Cheonik species is a species as rare as the Dragonia, and these days, most of the Cheonik species still have a handful of halo traces the size of dog food remaining on their heads.

On the contrary, it has been added that it is difficult to see someone like Hirem in front of us who has a nearly complete Halo, with only the loss of a finger.

‘That kind of Cheon Ik-jong came to visit us. And I said she was a saint. Is she a saint from Red Purge? Why did that Cheon Ik-jong saint come to visit us? 'Just to make a face?'

As it is, unless there is going to be a long exchange at the current location, it is enough for only Sisle and I, the representatives of the church, to briefly greet each other.

However, it seems that the Red Purge saintess in front of us now wants to sit down with us.

As if to prove it, people wearing red clothes behind her can be seen silently moving tables and chairs closer to us.

'Before I say rude... I don't know your intention.'

So I can't help but feel embarrassed.

In the case of friendly nobles, they do not occupy the table alone like we do, but they sit close together and talk about the knights of knights supported by their families.

However, since this is an empire and there are many high-ranking people, even if they have been close to each other since childhood, they will first request to sit together according to etiquette, and it is also necessary to show that they accept it.

However, the woman in front of me naturally wanted to join us without even asking if she could join us first, and since the conversation might get longer, she was implicitly forcing the others to introduce themselves as well.

In the end, we couldn't overcome the pressure.

“... Knights of the Deshade Order. My name is Enin, commander of the Shallow Grave Knights.”

“Nice to meet you. I have heard of dance.”

“Dance...?”

“Yes. I heard that he single-handedly killed Bamot, a demonic beast that appeared in a village in the south and devoured the fields. It's amazing that you were able to accomplish a feat on your own that would normally only be possible for a Paladin.”

“Thank you...”

Hirem, who heard Enin introduce himself first, responds with a smile and information he must have known before looking at Astesia.

Astesia was silent for a moment, then slowly stood up, placed her hand on her chest, and introduced herself to Hirem.

“... This is Saint Astesia of the Deshade Church.”

As a saint, I greet a saint.

“I see. I heard the story.”

Hirem Brigade spoke again after hearing Astesia's introduction.

“I heard from Ryu Dian, a knight-errant supported by our denomination, that there is a person in the Deshade denomination who ‘definitely is a saint.’ Looking at it with my own eyes, I see that indeed, you have the strength to be called a saint. You have it.”

It was an instant.

As she said those words, her halo glowed briefly.

'A trick-'

Because the magic power was moving, I was able to react immediately.

When the saint used the Halo, it seemed as if divine power was flowing from her body and moving beneath her feet, and she slowly approached us.

The act of trying to delve into the essence of another person without permission.

I couldn't just watch that, so I tried to fight back with Leven, but Astesia moved before me.

“The saint of Rugal, Hirem Brigade, who was called a saint before me, has acknowledged me like that, so I don’t know what to do.”

What Hir'em did was rude, but it was also proof of his skills.

As other countries may not know, the empire places great importance on being strong, so provocations toward the opponent and countering that provocation also lead to rethinking how one's relationship with the opponent will be maintained.

And Hirem's masterpiece, which may have been intended to gain an upper hand from the start, or whether it contained the meaning of further exploration,

It was easily destroyed.

Pachang-

Hir'em's magic power, which was not directly visible to our eyes, disappeared to the floor.

What Astesia did was to respond more simply and discreetly than Hirem, without doing anything big on the outside.

'The floor where the magical power flows was a whole different place.'

In that short period of time, Astesia connected the space on the floor to another place, and Hirem's divine power, which had lost its flow, was scattered into the air and the Halo lost its light.

Hirem looks at this and responds to Astesia's greeting without showing any change in his expression.

“... There are only a few saints in this world, so I would be happy if you would treat me in a friendly manner and not be so stiff. I have come to this knight's festival on behalf of Cardinal Comondor. Since I don't know how strong the knights of our church are, I came here because I wanted to watch and support them with my own eyes.”

After saying that, she gestured as if to look around for a moment.

No other people came to where we and the saint were.

To be exact, while Hir'em was approaching us, people were moving as if to avoid her, so it was a bit empty.

“The reason is that because of my position as a saint, other people do not approach me readily, so I feel a little lonely. So, I wanted to take this opportunity to talk to Deshade's church, where there is a saint like me, and to raise my name. Is that okay?”

'Pretending to ask permission after already completing the settings.'

Red Fudge's tables and chairs had already come close to us for a long time.

However, looking at the attitudes of the other nobles around her, I thought there was a reason for them to stay away from her, but I couldn't immediately think of a way to refuse her.

This was the moment when I opened my mouth to say that it would be okay for us to join together, wondering if we could go amicably since the Red Fudge reminded me of the Cardinal Comondor.

'huh?'

Beyond my field of vision, I saw Peria waving her hand roughly as she had just come up the stairs and found us.

‘Does this mean to be careful? 'Do you mean to refuse?'

Whatever it was, judging by Peria's attitude, it seemed like I was about to make a mistake.

'Right. If Peria's judgment means that I'm not a good person to get too close to, then I should follow it.'

So, in order to faithfully carry out the words of Peria, the only brain of our church, I did as I thought, even though many people were watching, I had to refuse.

“It’s okay.”

“Thank you. If so, right now-”

“No. To join means to refuse.”

“... Yes?”

Hirem stopped.

To be precise, it stopped like a broken toy.

She seemed to have no idea that what I said was an intention to refuse, but she raised her hand to move the servants, but just smiled without saying anything with her hand half-raised.

We express our intentions more clearly to her.

Since there are so many people watching, I'll try to think as quickly as possible and come up with reasons that are understandable from our denomination's perspective.

“I’m sorry, Saint Hirem. Our denomination has a small number of people.”

“... Yes. So?”

“Although the number of people is small, there are members of our denomination who participate in the knights' festival, and there are also people who readily accept the support of the denomination and participate as knights.”

“Hmm...”

“ Therefore, our denomination plans to give them our full attention as this is the first knight's festival that the Deshade denomination has entered. So even if the saint were to sit down with us, she wouldn’t be such a good companion.”

“... I see.”

Hirem listens to me and smiles.

It's a laugh that also contains the feeling that it would have been a mistake if he had tried to reject me for that little reason.

“But it’s okay. Did you know? Tea parties and tea parties hosted by imperial ladies are more liberal than you might think. Unlike the stuffy kingdom union that inherited the customs of the ancient kingdom, in the small gatherings of the empire, there is no particular criticism or criticism even if many people leave their seats for a long time.”

“... Wouldn’t that be destroying the original meaning of joining stones? If you invite me on a separate day later, I'd rather accept it-”

“Oh, it’s okay. Since everything has different circumstances for each person, it doesn't matter if you have to leave for a few minutes. Even if it is to take care of people for the church, we can wait even if you have to leave.”

'You're persistent.'

A somewhat coercive attitude, saying that since you have come to the empire, you can just calmly join the empire's customs.

I don't know what kind of personality he is or how he lives his life, but he is someone who doesn't leave a very good impression when we first meet him.

And above all else, I became even more reluctant to sit down with this person for just one reason.

'Do you dare touch Astesia?'

There was a strong feeling that the divine power that Hir'em had unleashed a moment ago was precisely an attempt to search for Astesia.

So, for me, even if Hirem comes out favorably against our church from now on, he can't come out well as long as he touches a member of our church.

        
            I quickly turn my head and look back on Hirem's actions and conversation.

Hir'em knew Enin's story.

'It hasn't been a few days since Enin went to another village alone to exterminate demonic beasts. Knowing such news means that information was gathered from the beginning for the purpose of approaching our church.'

This was a completely different case from Astesia, where rumors were widely spread by adventurers and knights of the rogue, and since the only witnesses were village residents, it was a rumor that was bound to spread late.

However, Hirem has already found out about such rumors.

'Then this means that this woman has obtained most of the information about our church, other than Enin's story. Why did you go to such lengths to gather up the few rumors about our church and approach us? Is there a different target? 'If so, what is it?'

Because the accident accelerated, it actually only lasted a few seconds.

The saintess simply stayed silent as if she thought I was thinking about her suggestion. If so, I had a few more seconds to think about it, so I tried to figure out her intention even more quickly.

‘Combined seating. It is a joint stone. It means that you want to have a long conversation. Then what you need to pay attention to is space. This is the VIP room where many nobles besides us gather. Is it for the purpose of showing off that you would sit down with us in such a space? To make someone feel insecure by revealing that they are close friends? But if they're just going to use us in that way, the reason they investigated us so thoroughly doesn't make sense. Then it clearly means that there is some other business to attend to.'

I looked at the expressions of the priests of Red Purge and Hirem's servants around me.

Looking at their faces, they didn't seem to have any deep meaning about sitting together with us.

I just follow Hirem's decision to do so.

On the contrary, the servant closest to Hirem showed a hint of anxiety on his face as he did not know what was going to happen.

That means that the preparations for a joint meeting at Red Purge are Hir'em's sudden and arbitrary actions.

'Okay, let's organize it.'

The basic understanding is over.

Hirem gathered all the rumors about us.

Then he came over to ask us to join him.

However, when he saw Astesia, he suddenly released divine power.

As for what that meant, honestly, I had no choice but to interpret it one way.

'It's a demon. Astesia is a succubus but also a saint. Even though Hirem clearly knew about it, should the fact that he intentionally released divine power to Astesia be taken as a declaration of war?'

Although divine power flowed to other members of the church, including me, Hirem clearly flowed the most sacred power towards Astesia.

Perhaps, since the opponent was a saint, he wanted to touch the magic power of Asmodeus within Astesia's body.

Of course, no one knows that Astesia actually inherited the blood of Asmodeus.

So, it may be that Hirem simply channeled his divine power out of the desire to explore Astesia, who is called a saint even though she is a demon, but whether he knew it or not, the attempt itself is problematic.

If contact had been made without any response, there is no telling what would have happened due to the clash between the demonic magic within the body and the flowing divine power.

'If it were worse, Astesia could have been hurt.'

Based on my experience so far, the compatibility between the devil's magic and divine power is the worst, so something big would probably have happened.

If you don't do it right, you could end up hurting not only Astesia, but also the other nobles in the VIP room.

So this time, we are a little stronger and clearly indicate that we will not allow any further access.

“... Of course I'd like to, but I guess there's another reason to say no.”

“... What is it? I’m curious.”

Her smile grew brighter as she rejected Hir'em's offer once again.

I found her smile a little scary, but she said exactly what she wanted to say.

In that short period of time, I worked hard to come up with a suitable excuse to say my second rejection to Hirem.

“I think the saint’s physical condition is not very good.”

“Yes?”

“I am worried that you are not aware that you are not feeling well, as you spilled something precious on the floor like this.”

Point your finger to the floor.

For the sake of courtesy, I left out the subject and the words about flowing out divine power.

I have no intention of saying that the Saint of the Red Purge was trying to show off her power against the new church by saying that she sent divine power to us when everyone else was listening.

'Honestly, I've been under a lot of pressure from Camellia these days, so I don't want to stress out here.'

My current opinion is that, if possible, it is better to keep a distance by smiling and being considerate to each other so as not to offend.

The only problem was that the situation took an unexpected turn due to the finger I pointed at.

“Floor...?”

“There is nothing but water, and that is what came out of the saint’s body...?”

“... What? What do you mean?”

Divine power is like magical power.

Unless it is a sword technique that is intended to be poured out roughly and belittled, it is not directly visible if it is shown weakly, just as the magical power flowing through the body is not visible even if the body is injured.

When I saw the saint, Astesia and I thought that we had to act cautiously from the beginning, so we noticed as soon as Hirem began to flow divine power, but to the nobles who just watched us meeting without knowing anything about the situation, it was as it was. I can only see the appearance.

So, it is said that most people did not notice that Hirem was shooting divine power at them.

And what I was pointing at at the tip of my finger was a puddle of water that was flowing from underneath the red saint's gown that resembled the saint's long skirt.

When I saw the puddle, I, the person who pointed with my finger, couldn't help but be embarrassed like everyone else.

'what? A puddle? What is that? 'It wasn't there until just now?'

An unexpected object exists in the place I pointed to, thinking it was just a bare floor, so I take a quick look at Astesia.

Then Astesia also looked at me with a puzzled expression.

'Well, I connected in a hurry, so I don't know where it's connected...'

It seems that Astesia had temporarily moved the floor to another place to prevent divine power from reaching it, and that place happened to be where there was a water puddle.

On the floor, everyone could see a puddle of water that could only be explained as flowing from the body of a saint, replacing the lost divine power.

Interpretation is free.

Naturally, there were no brave people who wanted to know exactly what the composition of the water puddle was created under the saint's feet, exactly under her skirt, so there must be as many people guessing about the current situation here as there are heads.

However, misunderstandings are also free.

In general, the human mind tends to want to accept situations as more groundbreaking and interesting.

For example, the simple act of a man and a woman entering a mill to measure the total amount of wheat would be interpreted by those who watched and those who heard the story as meaning that the two had enjoyed a secret affair.

So, regardless of whether the facts were credible or not, quite a lot of people gave priority to their own speculations over the actual facts and showed a blushing face.

'The interpretation that the saint was tired may not be true by anyone's standards, but the puddle of water that appeared at the right time had an appearance that could be interpreted as such.'

And Saint Hirem, who had a rough idea of how she would be perceived by people, also blushed.

However, although she was embarrassed, she tried to resolve the situation by responding firmly as a saint.

“... Oh, there seems to be a misunderstanding. This is my. Rather, it seems like someone spilled water while moving luggage and I just stood there for a while without realizing it. Absolutely. It's not a puddle of water.”

The saintly woman, who clearly expressed her opinion with an accent, glanced at the people around her.

Then, the people who just a moment ago had connected the puddle with the saint and would not have dared to say it out loud, seemed to have no desire to be filmed, so they all turned their heads and pretended not to notice.

Hirem speaks again.

“... Good. I'm definitely not in bad shape. No, but I will accept it only if the bishop’s consideration is so.”

Denying it with an accent until the end is a bonus.

I don't know why Hir'em wants to be so close to us, but he didn't give up until the end and made a suggestion.

“Still, Bishop. Since it's been a while, let's make a bet.”

“What is it?”

I was wondering if I should be on guard again because it was called a bet, but since I've talked so far, I think it won't be too unreasonable.

Hirem spoke while sitting on the chair prepared for the saintess, who was at an ambiguous distance from our table, as the attendants from the Red Purge around him had moved it and were unable to put it back.

“Now that the preliminaries are well underway, it seems like a member of the bishop's church and a knight-errant with the support of our church are in the same group.”

“... I see.”

As the saint said, among the preliminary teams in which members of our church competed, Hwarim's name was in the [Western Sun] group, and the name of a knight named Liu Dian, who competed in Red Purge, was included.

As soon as Hirem saw that I had confirmed the names of the two people, he picked up the drink on his table and presented it to me, and instead suggested it in a slightly louder voice than before, as the distance was further away.

“How about it? If the person from our denomination wins, the bishop will move to our table. If the person from the Deshade denomination wins, as the former bishop said, I feel like I am feeling cold today, so I will go back to get some rest.”

I was starting to think that he was a very persistent person.

Astesia worries about Hirem before me.

“... Hirem Brigade. If you're really unwell, wouldn't it be okay to hurry back home?”

However, the voice was quite cold.

Astesia spoke to Hirem in a voice that conveyed her intention to not get her feelings mixed up with you, as if she was still thinking about what happened a little while ago.

“Oh, thank you for your concern. But it's okay. Our denomination is not that good at healing wounds on the outside of the body, but we are confident in healing pain inside the body. So, in order to have a better relationship with you all, I would like to make a small bet and create some entertainment. Will you accept it?”

Anyway, since Hirem expressed her intention by laying the iron plate, I had no choice but to accept her offer.

“... Good. If our denomination’s Hwarim advances to the preliminary round, we will move to that position. If not, let’s go back and get some rest today.”

The Saint of Red Purge heard me and crossed her legs.

‘Villain’s daughter, no. A villain saint? What should I say? I just feel like my very existence is like a villain.'

Hirem, who had an attitude that seemed more like a villain than a saint, was confident of victory and announced that the proposal was valid.

“Thank you for accepting. Well then, when you change seats soon, I will let my children help you.”

Then Astesia looked straight into her eyes as if responding to Hir'em and then responded.

“Well. Sister Hwarim of our church is not that weak.”

Astesia looked healthy today.

I, who was caught in the middle and receiving the gazes of the two people, moved my gaze to the stadium, trying to soothe my uncomfortable feelings.

        
            “... Hitch!”

“... Where does it hurt?”

When Hwa-rim sneezes, the person who will soon have to face Hwa-rim kindly shows consideration.

“Keuhum, ... no. It felt like I heard someone's deep wish from somewhere.”

“...What?”

“It’s just like that. Thank you for your concern.”

“... I'm glad you're okay.”

Hwarim responded to the consideration, gave an answer that the other person would have no idea about, and then pulled himself together.

'Well, I thought I'd been seeing that kid for quite some time, but time does change people in some way.'

Immediately after the other person turns his head, Hwarim continues to listen to Astesia's words inside.

That was clearly the power of a saint.

[Holy Order]

[Hwarim. please! You have to win. please! Absolutely!]

Astesia sent Hwarim a voice that was like a fire, but the content was not long, perhaps out of consideration because she thought she would need some time to concentrate.

[You must never give instructions! Oh, of course I don't think you'll lose, but... I'm sorry. Still, you must win!]

'... He's a kid I never get tired of. When it's time to say something, he's secretly firm but also impatient. 'Thanks to you, I'm a little distracted.'

However, since a while ago, other people have been sending their wishes as they enter the duel arena in their turn, so it becomes a bit difficult.

'Of course, even if that's the case, since you're receiving support for what you originally wanted to do, it's just a matter of putting in a little more effort.'

When I first heard the voice, I thought something was wrong.

That's right, Astesia's power is perfect for her, who wants to help those who were awakened by Deshade.

Hwarim wondered if Astesia had used such power, something untoward had happened to transmit the voice in such a hurry, but when she saw that the people of the church who were watching from afar seemed fine, she thought that it was something like that and was relieved.

'So, now let's get ready to do it properly.'

Hueup-

As I took a breath, the world became quiet.

Phew-

As I exhaled, the world became peaceful.

After calming down her slightly embarrassed mind, Hwarim places her hand on the sword of Helias on her waist while hearing a name being called, and then walks out.

“The next Western Sun preliminary group, Group 8, is a duel to decide who will advance to the finals! Hwarim of the Deshade Church, and Liu Dian of the Red Purge Church, come out for a duel!”

“... It's finally the last time.”

“Ah, that’s right. I waited too long.”

Immediately after the name is called, Hwarim slowly walks away and Liu Dian walks with her, matching her strides.

The final duel is between two people.

As it is a duel that will determine the 50 people who will advance to the finals, it is natural to be nervous, but Hwarim does not say she is particularly excited.

There was absolutely nothing to get excited about.

'It's a peaceful state to begin with because of the depth, and there hasn't been anyone who could get upset so far.'

The preliminaries were easier than expected.

The organizer, Rugal's people, may have had a hand in it.

As for the other members of the church, including Hwarim, they never ran into the same group, either out of consideration or whether it was truly a coincidence that they all ended up in a lottery.

Eilado, Wynetdo, Portia and Tarator all ended up in groups named after different directions.

So, Hwarim is in the group just before the final group that will compete in the preliminary duels, and at the same time watching other people's duels until the end, he has also completed all of his own duels with ease and is now about to face the final duel.

However, if there is something disappointing-

'Everyone's skills aren't that great.'

In the group he belonged to, there was no one he liked.

If you compare it to other people's groups, it was a group where you could only think that even though their skills were particularly low, they were too poor.

'It looks like Aila enjoyed it quite a bit.'

Aila, who was in the group right next to her, had been fighting with her opponent for about 10 minutes just a little while ago.

When Eila saw that the person fighting her was someone who used a quick sword, she purposely used her sword lightly and faced him.

'I didn't have anything to say even if I was called a bit bad taste.'

The reason why she frowned slightly was because Aila thought that she wanted to enjoy it a little more since it was the last duel of the day, or because she was malicious in deliberately giving her opponent a chance and giving her hope even in a situation where she could have finished it.

In addition, in Hwa-rim's opinion, Tarator, who thought that he had limitations because he was from a back alley, had the qualities of a martial arts person who was internally trained beyond what he thought, but he deliberately paid attention to the future bets and adjusted his strength and weakness to match the opponent, making it a close match. There are also those that are disguised as victories.

In addition, although Portia was a fairly old knight, she had considerable skill in handling magical power, so I saw how she was able to control it appropriately and win until the end.

'Winnett, that woman was really strong.'

Among them, Winet is the one that is most impressively engraved in Hwarim's memory.

As Hwarim, he occasionally watched Winnet hone and passed on skills with Lee Rim during his training, but he had no idea that he would be that strong.

The [Eastern Sun] group that Winnet belongs to is, in Hwarim's opinion, the first group that attracts people's attention, so although there are people in other groups who are definitely qualified to advance to the finals, there are still quite good people there.

However, to Winnett, it was all just a sacrifice.

Winnet simply threw everyone off balance to the point where they could no longer stand on their own two legs, and some even vomited.

That's why people got so excited when they saw Winette, who placed in second place every year, that they chanted the title "Gut Destroyer" used by the Adventurer's Guild to refer to her as a high-ranking adventurer, which made Winette cry.

Still, thanks to that, my eyes were refreshed.

'Of course, I didn't forget to see Yongin.'

Research on Dragonia was also not left out.

However, Hwarim had no proper way to evaluate Curios.

Curios was overwhelmingly strong in the group he was in, so he defeated his opponent with his physical gap rather than his original ability.

'There was also a woman with water-colored hair, and she was quite strong, too.'

So, since the final duel was the last turn, Hwarim, who watched all the duels, had some complaints about his group, but at the same time was able to feel quite comfortable.

Hwarim was just thinking about her feelings about the other people she watched today.

“The people of the Deshade Church are quite strong.”

“... Huh?”

The opponent, Liu Dian.

A man named Rider, supported by Red Purge, spoke to me while I was waiting for the signal to start the duel.

“Because you care so much about people of the same denomination, I also paid attention. Everyone was definitely strong. Not only the people who participated in the Knight's Festival, but also the bishop of your church whom I saw in the Forest of Illusion was also strong.”

At first, Hwarim didn't understand what the man in front of her was talking about, but when she heard the word 'Forest of Fantasy', she guessed the man's identity.

“... Ah, I see. It seems like you are a survivor and witness of that forest. Did you also go into the forest chasing a butterfly?”

“... That’s right. Because my younger sister said she wanted to see that amazing white butterfly.”

“It must have been a shame that I couldn’t catch the butterfly. Well, saving my life is more important than that.”

“So, I would appreciate it if you could say thank you to Bishop Lee Rim once again. I was too busy at the time, so I didn't have time to say thank you.”

“That’s about it. I'll go back and tell you.”

Even as the two continued their conversation, preparations for the duel were almost complete.

The priest acting as referee raises the flag.

A declaration to announce the start of the final duel to determine the winner of the preliminary group.

This is the procedure for making that declaration.

Meanwhile, Hualin's opponent, Liu Dian, expressed his determination at the last moment.

“But, that is that and this is this. No matter how much there is a sword that can cut down any monster, the cult must inevitably also have a sword that can cut down people.”

The Red Purge is a denomination that is a combination of a denomination from the far eastern continent and a denomination from the north.

Liu Dian, wearing a costume that was slightly familiar to Hwarim but somehow different from the clothes of the world he lived in, unlocked the safety device on the sword at his waist.

Click-

“And people who play those roles usually end up as knights.”

'Oh my.'

At that moment, the atmosphere changed.

The traveler Hwarim saw suddenly changed.

Feels more like an assassin than a knight.

Although he was clearly waiting for his name to be called in front of her, and was not hiding his sword or hiding his appearance, in Hwa-rim's eyes, his appearance was the same as the assassins in the world before coming here, always hiding somewhere that even she did not expect. .

'Right. 'There are more people like me than I thought.'

When Hwarim saw that, he clearly understood the concept of a knight of pilgrimage.

Although the Imperial Churches have many different roles, the biggest one among them is to keep the devil in check.

Therefore, it was clearly more helpful to have a religious order than not to have one, so the imperial family allowed the strong authority of the religious order, even though it had the side effect of weakening power.

Since they are such denominations, it is natural that they have paladins and paladins, swords that cut down demons, giants, and monsters that are difficult to deal with even with the power of gods.

However, from an external perspective, the religious denominations must also have the power to protect themselves without the support of the imperial family in matters beyond the power they received from the imperial family.

So, in order to protect themselves, the cults had to have both a sword to cut down monsters and a sword to cut down people.

'Arguments happen everywhere.'

It would be a mistake to think that just because it is a denomination that serves God, it will be clean.

Hwarim had already felt it when he saw the Gaia Church, and when he came here, he witnessed quite a few people with a strong smell of blood at the imperial palace ball where he was able to meet various churches.

It was clear that the members of the religious order that were by their side, disguised as guards, all had quite a few swords that could cut people, even if they did not show it on the outside.

'And the best position to use such swords was as a knight-errant.'

People like Liu Dian in front of you.

Most of the swords that cut people were knights of pilgrimage and were loyal to the church.

A knight-errant is not someone who has completely converted to a religious order, but is simply a knight-errant who lives up to his name by carrying the material halo of the religious order on his back.

As such, the swords that cut people exist in the position of knights of pilgrimage and are used only once, and their position as knights of pilgrimage is also a good position to cut them down at any time, even if they are caught.

“Knights, plant your flag!”

Hualin and Liu Dian each put the poles they brought into the ground behind their backs.

What the two people brought was a gyogi.

The religious flag with a black helmet, signifying the Deshade Order, and the religious flag with two black crosses on a red background, signifying the Red Purge, flutter in the wind.

Those who do not receive support from anyone are given the empire's flag, but otherwise, participants in the knight's festival get to plant their own flag.

The meaning of the flag they plant is that they carry the honor of their sponsor or the group they embody.

Therefore, Liu Dian draws his sword as a knight of pilgrimage and the loyal sword of Red Purge, and Hwarim also draws his sword as a member of the Deshade Church.

“Then-”

As the priest raises his arm, the two men place their hands on the scabbard.

Hueup-

The priest, who took a deep breath, saw the two people and lowered his arms and shouted.

“Dual! Start!”

As soon as the words were finished, the two duelists of the Knight's Festival clashed, swinging their swords.

        
            The knight's hall is large.

If you try to capture it at a glance, you can see the entire picture within the viewing angle, but it was impossible to see all the duels at the same time during the preliminaries, when the largest number of duels took place.

Dozens of people compete in groups at once in a huge space.

So, although I wanted to see other people fighting, I also had tasks like the princess's homework to do now, so I mainly watched the [Northern Sun] group, which Yongin was a member of.

'I just can't tell from the looks of it. There was no time to evaluate my skills.'

However, because the qualifications of the qualifying groups were very different, the group in which Yongin participated did not lead to a duel worthy of a duel.

Aila's group was all eliminated by Aila.

It seemed that no one in Hwarim's group had the skills to compete with Hwarim, and Portia still had a few struggles, while Tarator performed a close call and knocked the opponents to the ground.

So, just as Winnet wiped out all the people in his group one by one, the dragon Curios also easily won by destroying all the people in his group without even feeling like he had used much effort.

Racial gap.

Overwhelming physical ability.

It was a duel that felt like they had been pressed down with that much power, as they were indeed descendants of dragons.

'It didn't even feel like a duel. It was at the level of a one-sided massacre.'

Is that why it was like that?

Yongin’s expression was that of someone doing extremely boring work.

Another thing that stands out is that, apart from his boring face, Yongin seemed to have a somewhat extreme personality.

The criterion for determining victory or defeat in a knight's festival is that each player suffers a noticeable and serious injury, and only after one person admits defeat will the winner be decided.

Yes.

Winning or losing is determined only when you get hurt and admit defeat.

So, as if taking advantage of that, Yongin intentionally and unconditionally smashed a certain part of the opponent's body and then received his surrender.

To be honest, for today, I had no choice but to agree with the opinion of Peria, who returned to our table while cautiously observing Saint Hirem.

'There has to be a degree of stupidity. 'It feels like it's not a competition held in anticipation of new talent, but rather a competition created to weed out weak people.'

Feria's evaluation of the Knight's Festival that those who hold weapons are full of muscles, even their brains.

All those who participated are knights.

Even though they are knights of dexterity, how many times do people who are truly knights admit defeat just because of a broken bone?

How dishonorable and shameful it would be for people who came with a dream to say that they were defeated.

Those who want to become stars pursue their dreams regardless of whether their bodies burn to become stars.

They either passed out while bleeding profusely from massive cuts on their bodies, or gave up because they thought they couldn't win no matter what they did, or they literally didn't give up until the last moment and fought for their lives.

“Your body is also your property. You should know moderation... Tsk.”

“... What did you say?”

“No. I just thought it was a much bloodier event than I thought.”

In the end, I felt like I had to click my tongue and say what I was thinking in order to feel better, so Hir'em must have pricked up his ears, so he heard my voice from the table he was at and used it as a starting point for conversation.

“Oh my, that’s why people are so excited about the knight’s festival. This is what things to see are like. To see a fire is to see fireworks, to see a fight is to see blood.”

“Isn’t that a leap? Even though it's the same with fire fighting, I think watching a fight is to see the fighting methods, techniques, and things like that. I don't think it's a good idea to just watch blood because you want to see it.”

“Blood is just a result? Hmm... Still, I think differently. It is important to show that you can clearly neutralize the opponent, and to show that you do not give up until the end and look for an opportunity. Blood is a product of that effort? I don’t think we should turn our eyes away from the evidence of such efforts.”

“... Well, the thing about winning is that you never know what will happen if you don't give up until the end, but I still think there should be a degree. In the first place, I believe that martial arts were not created just for the sake of bloodshed. There is a saying, martial arts, right? Since it is not necessary for the effort to produce blood, it would be better to prevent it from happening.”

Different opinions are expressed as the priests clean up the blood-spattered ground on one side of the duel arena.

“It’s because this is your first year. You said that the bishop, like the paladins, is someone who directly confronts the devil, right? So I think you can understand.”

“Which part do you mean?”

However, Hirem's opinion was full of tastes that I would not be able to understand even if it took me a lifetime.

How sublime “ looks. Violence is being unleashed, the smell of blood and wounds can be felt by the tip of one's nose, and shouts announcing that one is alive are echoing high in the sky. Move to win, struggle not to lose. With the sole intention of killing the opponent, he even uses his own blood as a trap to blind the opponent. The bishop may have said that he wanted to see the beauty of nothingness, but unfortunately, everyone here came to feel it?”

“Ah, yes...”

Then, Hirem took off in a hurry.

“And me. I love how the sublime beauty of such knights is reduced to nothing more than something for people to bet on.”

“... Yes?”

“Actually, this was my first time attending the Knight's Festival with permission from our church, and this place is truly the best. Instead of people feeling a sense of awe after seeing such a beautiful sight, it has been reduced to a fun thing that is only used as a way to make money without any effort.”

“...”

“So, I would like to share those feelings by doing the same as the people gathered here. By taking a gamble with the bishop and setting conditions for a match between the knights of our church and those of your church, we can experience what emotions the people below have gathered here.”

Hirem wraps his arms around his body and trembles.

Her face turned red and her breathing became heavy, as if she was about to reach climax. It would be difficult for anyone to call her a saint, and she looked more like a horny animal.

I didn't know what to say when I saw her, so I chose to just keep quiet.

Thistle, Ennin, and Reigns who are present also remain silent because they don't know what to say.

However, since she was not very far away but at an ambiguous distance, it was impossible to ignore her voice that kept coming from her.

So, as I was taking some time to think about what to say, Astesia spoke up.

“Is it possible for a saint of a religious order to like gambling so much?”

Hir'em trembled for a moment and calmly answered Astesia, who spoke in a cold voice.

“Oh my, all fights held at the Knight's Festival involve betting, and it's completely legal. So, there is nothing taboo about talking about betting or gambling in Tir ner Nog at this time. Even if it's a saint. ah! The saint of the Deshade Church may not know. You've just come over from the Kingdom Alliance, and I heard you're a demon? You might say that because there is a difference in culture.”

“... I see. Thank you for teaching me what I don't know, as I am still unfamiliar with the empire's culture. Even if you are a saint, even if you let out the instincts in your heart when there is a knight's festival, no one will say anything. It's an amazing story.”

Grinning-

Even though I am not very perceptive, I can tell that although we are smiling at each other, we are not laughing.

While the two were having a snowball fight, Peria briefly told me about Saint Hirem.

“Saint Hirem, I have many things to tell you, but I will say just one thing for now. That saint is a gambling fanatic. A crazy woman who really likes blood, death, and gambling with a lot of money.”

“... Okay. I understand.”

First of all, I don't know why a saint is like that, but it's enough to know that she likes gambling.

I guess that the reason she came to see me was probably because she wanted to find someone to gamble with.

As if to prove it, Hirem tells a story about a knight of his order who is swinging his sword in the duel.

“So, Liu Dian, a knight from our church, willingly expressed his intention to participate in order to bring me joy this time. Even though he is a knight of pilgrimage, he is comparable to the knights of other regular knights.”

“It seems so.”

Are they loyal limbs?

Or is he just a knight who entered the race under the name of the order to spice up her gambling?

Whatever it was, the knight I remembered seeing in the Forest of Illusion before, Liu Dian, was definitely strong.

He wielded the sharpest and fastest sword among the other knights of eccentricity, and cut down the most knight flowers among the hygges.

Even now, each and every one of his swords that clashed with Hwarim was filled with deadly force.

Hir'em says as he sees Liu Dian slashing his sword as if completely suppressing Hwarim's movements.

“So, Bishop. Today is the last duel, so you can change your seat until tomorrow. Although the knight of your church will be defeated by our knight, the rest of you, bishop, will participate in the next duel. It would be fun if we gathered together tomorrow and looked around together.”

Hirem is already confident of victory.

When I saw that, I was convinced.

Hir'em is definitely not a person who uses weapons.

“Well, ”

“Yes?”

“I don’t know that. Just as the reason why the saint likes the knights' fight is because they don't give up the fight until the end, the current fight is also something that we don't know what will happen in the end.”

At that moment, something strange happened.

Hwarim, who had been defensively blocking the opponent's sword, was immediately seen stamping his feet and thrusting his sword hard.

Sigh!

A total of four swings, the tip of the sword heading towards the neck.

“...!”

Clink-

At the same time, Hirem's expression instantly lost its smile, and the knight who was fighting Hwarim dropped his sword.

It seemed like they were concentrating on defense and then turned to offense, aiming to suppress Red Purge's knight-errant by showing everything and trying to take a breather.

“... The loser is Liu Dian, sponsored by Red Purge! The winner is Hwarim of the Deshade Church!!!”

Waaa-

The duel ended with Hwarim's victory, and Hir'em rested his chin and narrowed his eyes.

“... It is a victory for our church. Hirem.”

“... I see.”

Phew-

Hirem let out a long breath,

I smiled and calmly accepted victory.

“This is my defeat. Bishop.

What about ‘today’?”

“... Yes?”

Just like that, all the duels on the first day of the preliminaries and the ‘first’ bet with Hir’em ended.

        
            “Good job, Hwarim!”

“Good job...”

“I made you wait.”

When Hwarim returns to the waiting room, the people who finished the duel first welcome her.

“I enjoyed it! I never thought he would defeat Liu Dian. If you take a look around the bars this evening, you'll see quite a few people sitting down because they've lost all their money! Hahaha!”

“Was he such a great person?”

“He is a man who is called a hidden gem among those who know him! Even if you're not a Red Fudge, you'll be treated well wherever you go, but I heard that he has a sick younger sister, so he stays on as a knight-errant for the church to take care of the child's treatment!”

“... I might have trampled on something.”

When Hwarim made an uncomfortable expression, Portia took away her discomfort.

“What do you think? The Knight's Festival is that kind of place. It is a place where each person pursues their dreams, honor, and a heart for others. It's the same thing that if that man had won, your goal would have been defeated.”

“That’s right.”

“So, you just have to think a little selfishly. Someone had to take the loss anyway, so why not make someone else take the loss instead of me? Whatever the circumstances, we both did our best. Leaving no regrets will be a good mindset for the next day's duel!”

“... Advice, take it gratefully.”

After hearing Portia's words, Hualin decided to forget about Liu Dian.

However, as Portia said, many people seemed to have lost money in the last bet, so I just sighed as I saw people passing by, each holding their credit card tightly and glaring at them.

“... It may be late to say this, but using other people's fights as something to bet on, no matter how legal it is, it's really in bad taste.”

“Hahahaha! Then I guess I should be careful too!”

“Hmm? For what?”

“Actually, I also bet 10 gold on you! Thanks to you, I won a lot!”

“... When did you hang that up again?”

“I pretended to go to the bathroom and came back!”

When Hwa-rim saw Portia with a blank face, he grinned through the gap in his helmet and strongly tapped Hwa-rim on the shoulder.

“Don’t worry! I'll buy you a few drinks for dinner with my own money! Since I'm already doing this, I'll pick out a few bottles of delicious liquor for you!”

“... Well, I can't say anything because I'm happy that I made money by betting on myself, but I just don't want to get bitten.”

“Of course!”

'What a cheerful boy.'

Hwarim suddenly saw herself smiling.

At the same time, I realized that what he said was a lie, but I deliberately pretended not to notice.

'He is a person who quietly concentrates his mind alone after each duel. The way he was contemplating his next opponent was a level of concentration that surprised even me, who was watching him from behind, and I've never seen him go anywhere, let alone the bathroom. Still, I'm good at lying.'

Portia is this kind of person.

Immediately after the game was over, he was offended by the gamblers who had bet on the duel, but with his characteristic humor, he changed Hwarim's negative view of gambling by telling her a lie that would lighten her mood.

So, she thought that she should lie to relieve her feelings and ask Feria later to give Portia some of her share of the money for Portia's sake, who offered to buy her alcohol with the money she didn't have.

Right after that, Hwarim felt a little at ease and decided to go back to the people of the church with everyone else.

Since Tarator, who was supposed to be the guide, was nowhere to be seen, Hwarim asked about his whereabouts.

“By the way, where did that man, Tarator, go?”

“As soon as the duels were over, he told us that we could join the members of the church and then rushed over! It looks like he's betting on himself! Hahaha!”

“... Really, what a crazy city. Youngjeong won’t have it.”

Tarator was not seen moving with Peria to retrieve his money, which would have been quickly turned against him several times.

In the end, the group decided to wait just a moment, a very short time, for Tarator to return, and sat down to rest.

Meanwhile, Aila pointed to Hwarim's clothes.

“Anyway, Hwarim, what are you going to do with your clothes? It was very wet with blood.”

After hearing Aila's words, Hwarim looks at her clothes.

“Clothes? ... Ah, that's right. It got pretty dirty. I didn't prepare a lot of extra clothes because I didn't know how the winner or loser of the knight's festival was decided... hmm. Sometimes I wonder if it would be better to go out in the evening...”

There was definitely a lot of blood.

The reason in particular was not that Liu Dian was stubborn and did not admit defeat in the end, or that Hualim deliberately hurt the opponent out of bad taste.

It took some time to win, but that was because it took some time to get to know the opponent.

Winning or losing in a knight's battle can only be achieved by injuring the opponent and forcing him to admit defeat.

So, while fighting, Hwarim tried to find out what his opponent's limits were and how he would have to impress his opponent with defeat before he would back down, and he found out.

He then swung his sword as he thought would make him immediately admit defeat.

Lightly, but surely.

He cut his wrists, cut his thighs, cut his waist, cut his chest, and finally thrust the sword into his throat.

It was directly revealed to him that the strong and monotonously swung sword could have slaughtered a person if it had been a little deeper.

So, when Red Purge's knight-errant saw Hwarim's dance-like sword moves at the last moment, he calmly acknowledged the gap in skill and admitted defeat.

What I got in return were clothes that were now soaked with blood.

Ayla was fine because she had her own cloak, and Winnet was the type who didn't like to show blood in a duel level at best, not in a life-or-death fight or a fight with a demonic beast in the first place.

And in the case of Portia, regardless of whether there is blood on her armor, she is fine because she is the type of person who just wipes it off with a cloth later.

So, except for Tarator, who no one paid any attention to, everyone looked surprisingly neat, and only Hwarim's clothes were soaked in blood.

“... Would you like me to lend you my spare uniform? I can bring it to you at my accommodation.”

Winnet, who wanted to get even a little closer to Hwa-rim like everyone else, pointed to her clothes, but Hwa-rim was a little reluctant about that.

“Um... It's okay. I think it will take some time to get used to it.”

“Really? It's a pity...”

The tight black clothes that Winnet is still wearing and the short uniform that only reaches her waist only make Hwarim feel a little embarrassed.

'Rather, it's surprising that you can wear clothes like that and stand casually in front of others.'

After a secret scolding that was never said out loud, Hwarim decided to go back with everyone.

Since the finals start tomorrow, you should get a good rest today.

-------------------------------

The bet ended in a victory for our denomination.

But to be honest, it's a bet that doesn't pay off.

'Anyway, the only prize the bishop offered me in the bet was that I should go back to my dorm and get a good rest. So, I will quietly return home like this. But tomorrow, I won't lose.'

The last words spoken by the Saint of Red Purge continue to ring in my ears.

“... I got it wrong. Something completely strange happened.”

“It can’t be helped. Still, you can rest assured that we believe they did not approach us with malicious intent, but simply because they wanted to gamble with us. Hurry up and eat instead. The food at Tir nog is delicious.”

“... As expected, Enin is the only one who takes care of me in times like this.”

Grumble-

For a moment, I think of the saint who promised to make a bet tomorrow as well. I take the plate of bread that Enin brings in front of me and lift the heavy-looking utensils.

Now we are having dinner at a restaurant near our accommodation.

Where on earth does Tarator get such stamina? Even after three thrilling duels that took all day, he made a reservation at a restaurant for us and gave us a magic tool that would be helpful when we infiltrate Rugal's underground cavity tomorrow. He said he would prepare it and then disappeared.

Thanks to this, we can relax and eat food that can only be tasted in Tirna Nog.

“There’s nothing special about this, but it’s really delicious!”

“That’s right. At first glance, I thought it would be greasy, but it was quite delicious.”

“Ennin! Can I order some more of this?! It will work, right?! No, just do it! Please do me a favor!”

“... Fuha! You really enjoy it. yes. Don't worry and eat slowly. I will place an additional order right away.”

“I agree that it’s delicious, but do it in moderation. Didn’t you order several other dishes as well?”

Aila and Hwarim, who clearly have likes and dislikes, don't show it because they don't show it, and even Hwarim, who usually just eats food he doesn't like, come out from their mouths saying that it's delicious.

After a while, Enin orders more food from the clerk who approaches us and then talks to Portia.

“Anyway, this food called Kaimak is amazing. It's just hardened milk and spread on bread with honey, but it's so delicious...”

“Everyone who tries it for the first time says that! There is a village built on a meadow a little ways away from Tir you Nog. The groundwater that flowed here gathered there to form a huge lake, and the surrounding grasslands were a good environment for raising water buffaloes, so this food was made.”

“Portia, you seem to know a lot about food?”

“Okay then! Is there anything else you can do to find happiness in living as a knight-errant? The smiles of people and the memories of the delicious food left behind at each step give me more strength to walk forward! Hahaha!”

Enine and Portia seem to be on the same page, and the story blossoms as they share various ideas about the food they both have.

In addition, there were so many people that two tables had to be placed next to each other, so it was noisy.

However, among those people, there were two people whose expressions were not very good.

It's me and Peria.

“...”

Jooook-

“... Is it delicious?”

“... Yes.”

“But why is your face shaped like that?”

“Why do you pretend like you just ate?”

“I felt like I was stuffed.”

“Why?”

“You know.”

Feria has already finished his fourth glass of drink using a reed straw.

I don't know if it's because the table has less meat than usual, but today I'm focusing on drinks.

Peria put away the fourth drink, called the clerk, ordered the fifth drink, and spoke.

“... Still, I'm glad.”

“You mean a saint?”

“Yes. Hirem, the Saint of Destruction. Oh, don't go anywhere and talk about titles.”

“Yes.”

“Anyway, Hirem is a terrible gambling addict, as you can see.”

A somewhat profane, yet true story about a saint from a religious order who is addicted to gambling.

Peria began by telling us about the Saint of Red Purge.

        
            Hirem, the Saint of Red Purge.

Hirem Brigade, the Saint of Destruction.

She has been revered as a saint in the Red Purge since she was quite young, and her title, Doom, is said to have two meanings.

The meaning of the first destruction is for the different races that were clearly marked as enemies by the Empire and the Red Purge.

Hir'em is a saint by title, but in reality, rather than being a saint, it is said that she is a person with qualities of longevity similar to Princess Camellia.

“As a strategist, Hirem shows a clear difference in power among other races, including pagans, who clearly showed hostility to the Red Purge. Compared to the Paladins of Rugal, the Red Purge does not have the flashy military power it appears on the outside, so it is not a force that is pushed back at all.”

“I guess so. Is it one of the three religious denominations of the empire for no reason? So?”

“However, Hirem is a woman who enjoys watching the opponent suffer as much as possible before moving the military, rather than having the skills to handle the military. Unlike Princess Camellia, who moves in a completely calculated manner, a person who enjoys tormenting the other person until they become afraid, angry, and finally bow down and ask them to stop, even if there is some damage.”

I get goosebumps as I hear what she did through Peria's mouth.

“There was a time when he killed an enemy soldier, rotted the body, and threw it inside the castle wall with a catapult to release a plague. He poisoned the well water to kill the garrison soldiers. He also gouged out the eyes of all the prisoners, made one of them one-eyed, and sent them back to the enemy country. ”

“... Wow-”

“It’s not just that. When the general of another race heard the sound and said that she could not pay for the captives, the woman ordered the captives to be killed by sawing their bodies, or hung a person on a wooden wheel on fire and rolled it from the top of the mountain to be the first to arrive. They either let them live, or they even dug a huge hole for them and made them walk in and bury themselves.”

“... I think I've heard of quite a few similar cases somewhere. Rather, we are talking about a saint, right? Isn’t this the story of the worst general or powerful person in history?”

“Unfortunately.”

“No matter how much you hear about it, these are things that only pagans would do.”

“If we take into account the circumstances, the fact that all Hir'em faced were enemies who raised their swords against the empire first? The cause was clear. I just gave them back what they did, slightly double the amount.”

“Well, there were a lot of demons who did things like that when dealing with us. Even from Hirem's point of view, it doesn't matter since she is a partner who fits the cause enough that there is no reason to look at her clearly... Still, she is a saint, so I wonder what the image of the church will be like.”

“Perhaps that’s why it’s quite popular with some people. Because the distinction is clear. He doesn't show such a cruel side to his allies. Should I say that it is a feeling of security that comes from that?”

“Even if it’s a crazy dog, I feel safe because it’s the crazy dog in my house. That sounds like it.”

“Yes.”

As I look at Peria, who is shaking at the same time as me, I feel thirsty, so I order a drink too.

Then, Astesia, who was in front of us, finally couldn't stand it anymore, and showed a very rough appearance by her standards.

Suddenly-

Quad Deuk- Quad Deuk-

Astesia puts ice in her mouth and chews it hard to crush it, and in a rare case, she looks angry at us.

“As expected, she was somewhat of an awkward woman from the beginning. I don't know what a woman with such a strange personality was thinking when she approached Lee Rim, but I can't leave her alone any longer.”

“It’s a good idea, but hold on for now, Astesia. Hirem probably came to us purely looking for someone he could gamble with. The other nobles were trying to avoid making a bet with that woman at all costs, but when they discovered our church that they thought didn't know much about them, they came to join us.”

“Yes? What does that mean?”

“Actually, that woman was on probation until recently.”

“Why?”

“I ruined a city by gambling.”

Astesia and I didn't understand the English language, so we asked again and found out the reason, and it turned out that there was no such thing as a spectacle.

A year ago, the great war had completely entered a lull, and Saint Hirem Brigade, no longer able to unleash her ferocious personality on her enemies, turned her attention to gambling.

The meaning of the second destruction mentioned by Peria is revealed here, as it is said that Hir'em always bet until one of the two goes bankrupt.

“As a saint, the things she possesses are things that ordinary nobles cannot help but covet. When Hirem found out, he took small gambles with his opponents several times, but at the last moment, he gambled everything. The noble who can't stand it also risks everything, and since Hir'em has a high winning rate in the last gamble, he almost always ends up destroying his opponent.”

“Is this an escalating gamble?”

“Well, I didn’t know there would be such a story... Is that why you were placed on probation?”

“No. There was one more decisive incident.”

Peria, who would have been in the empire a year ago, seems to have witnessed something first-hand, as she speaks as if she is recalling that day with new emotions.

“The gambling partner who ended up being placed on probation was my teacher. Triple Seven Paradox. Trickster is called the greatest gambler of all time.”

The content of the gamble was simple.

A simple coin toss.

The person who throws a coin and chooses heads wins, and the person who lands on tails wins if it lands on tails. It is a gamble that we all know for sure, to the point where we wonder why Feria is explaining it.

However, Astesia and I couldn't help but be shocked when we heard the story about the items involved in the bet.

“Hir’em bet on not one, but two cities over which she has autonomy. And what our teacher bet on is the S-class secrets of the world that tricksters are handling.”

“Aren’t these things that can be decided by a simple coin toss?”

“You’re crazy. it's crazy. Your teacher is like that, and so is the saint.”

“Why is this like this? Honestly, it's not me, but anyone in our organization would have accepted it without even thinking about it?”

“And you too.”

“I’ll take it as a compliment.”

Although she is a trickster who creates a gambling table that guarantees victory and lures the opponent, what Saint Hirem suggested to Peria's teacher, who happily went to play as it was a gamble he was offered first, was to toss a coin.

Peria is said to have witnessed this among the many tricksters who followed the teacher because they thought it would be fun.

The coin was obviously an unprocessed coin, and the two people got along without any tricks, relying purely on their luck.

Trickster Paradox, who chose heads, and Saint Hirem, who chose tails.

During the 10-minute standoff, the two laughed and wet the floor with beads of sweat, and the coin that a passing beggar, who had been chosen as a notary, flicked with his trembling hand went straight toward the sky.

And what finally landed on the table was-

Imperial gold coin showing obverse.

In this way, the Tricksters gained two direct territories in the Red Purge and Saint Hirem was dismissed.

Even if you cross the “ line, you’ve gone far beyond it. That city was a city where the imperial family recognized Red Fudge's wisdom and entrusted it to him. In the end, the imperial family had no choice but to intervene, and instead of swallowing up the entire territory, our teacher agreed to take 50% of the taxes from the two territories for the next 10 years. Hir'em, like Hir'em, was a woman of great value and had a relationship with the Red Purge, so she ended up being suspended for a year.”

“Wow... crazy.”

“But would the strange castle wall have been repaired by a saint who felt unprecedented joy in such a crazy gambling game and endured it for a year? No. So, as soon as the dismissal was over, she started looking for the best event to meet a lot of people at once, and as a result, she made all sorts of excuses to participate in the knight's festival to find someone to gamble with instead of the cardinals.”

“... It's the worst, really the worst.”

“Wow, I feel like I was bitten hard by a dog.”

Peria says that tomorrow will probably be a bigger gamble than today.

But that doesn't mean it's a good idea to just avoid it.

“Anyway, you'll have to move tomorrow after Tarator falls in the middle of the final upset, so don't worry about it. If Hir'em wants to play so badly, I'll deal with him. There is no problem as long as you adjust the bet content appropriately.”

“... Be really careful. Don’t be like your teacher and criticize our denomination.”

“What are you looking at me for? Of course I don't think so. I'll hang out with him a few times and then he'll fall out. Even if such a gamble was proposed, wouldn't it have been brought up on the last day of the Knight's Festival, where the final winner is decided? It doesn't matter as long as you just refuse that at that time.”

“I really wonder if I should just quietly back down. Aren’t you going to get filmed the moment you refuse?”

“Although Hirem is a gambling enthusiast, he is not stupid or stubborn. The last gamble is something that people often avoid because it is not commonly accepted by them, so even if they refuse, it will only be a big regret, but it will not lead to them using that as an excuse to completely antagonize us.”

“I really hope so. To me, that woman didn't seem to have a very good personality...”

Peria laughs when she sees Astesia clutching her glass with an edgy look.

“... Yes. That's it. I believed that Astesia would be our great shield.”

“Yes?”

“Astesia will do a good job of blocking a perverted, gambling-addicted saint who tries to get in the middle of our close relationship without even knowing the topic.”

“... I don't know what you're talking about, but are you cheering me on? In that case, I will definitely show her what a more saintly body and attitude is.”

“That’s it, that.”

I wonder if there is any need to stimulate him, but I have no intention of stopping him from doing what he wants to do.

If Astesia doesn't like that saint, I have no intention of liking her either.

I swore that my top priority would be the families of our church.

After the story ended, Peria seemed to be tired of the drink and started eating again.

However, even though Aila ordered additional meat, there was a lot of new meat on the table, but it was strange to see Feria eating various things, especially vegetables that he had never touched, with his fork.

“What's going on? You touch so many dishes like this.”

Then, Peria chewed the herb that had a nice aroma but a bitter taste that she had just put into her mouth, wondering if it was because she suddenly started liking vegetables overnight.

Knock-knock-

“... I just need to do something if we can be together a little longer?”

“What?”

“It’s nothing. It's just that Astesia seems to be growing really well recently, so I was wondering if I could grow taller if I did this too.”

“... That's a good idea.”

It was an excuse that seemed like an attempt to gloss over something, but seeing Astesia sitting in front of me, eating with an elegant attitude while showing off her anger, I thought maybe it was because I was stimulated, so I stopped paying attention.

'Because tomorrow will be busier than today.'

So, along with the others, I slowly started to fill my stomach and got a good rest that night.

        
            A women's club, or a tea party, or a tea party.

It is called by many names, but its intention is clear.

I want to know more about each other among close friends who just shared their names.

Or, people who haven't seen each other for a long time want to talk about what happened.

Or, if you just want to talk about the concerns in your mind, you can have a meeting, which goes by many names.

It is an event where people who are close to each other gather, but even if they are not particularly close, they also participate for the purpose of getting to know each other.

Therefore, it was understandable that Thistle and Winnet were sitting at a table on the terrace of the hotel in the evening when it was too late to go to bed yet, but Raines was a little surprised that Hwarim was also there, but he could understand it.

What Raines saw when he just entered the accommodation was that the accommodation, which looked like a huge rented mansion, had a table on the terrace where many people could gather, and Hwarim, Winnet, and Thistle were sitting together in a huddle there.

Thistle brightly welcomed Raines, who had just opened the door.

“Raines, where are you going?”

“... I'm on my way back after getting some fresh air.”

“Did you enjoy the sights?”

“It wasn’t bad. There were magic lights and it was bright, so there were a lot of other people out.”

“Aha, I think I understand. Perhaps because it feels like a tourist attraction, I could hear quite a few people passing by.”

“Yes... Well, that's right.”

When Thistle greets her with a smile, Reigns can't bear to lie, so instead he answers, leaving out only the most important information.

Still, it was an outing that may have had a clear destination, but Raines led Thistle to understand that it was simply a walk.

And there was one person who helped with it.

“... That kid drinks a lot at dinner. Even though it didn't seem like he was receiving much, he drank it sip by sip, and his body must have been warmed up. There's nothing better than a walk to get rid of the alcohol.”

“... Yes. It's just as you said.”

“Is that so? Well, there are other people around, so if it's okay, take a break here.”

As Hwarim supplements Reigns' answer, Thistle points to the remaining chairs and invites Reigns to join them.

“... Then, willingly.”

Since there was no reason to refuse, Reigns calmly accepted Thistle's offer and sat down.

In fact, Raines is on his way back from meeting Ingrid a little while ago.

Thanks to Lee Lim, who returned from infiltration with Tarator, the people of the church also heard that Ingrid was in this city.

When Raines heard the story, he wanted to contact Ingrid.

What I want is the list of witches that Lihi has.

Witches, priests who have been handed down since the ancient temple of Lihier was still in existence.

Such witches are passed down from generation to generation in a unique way, so their overall number does not change significantly.

Now that time has passed, they are divided into three groups: the Witch Hunters of Lehire, the Witches of the Blue Rose, and the remaining wandering witches who survive by wandering somewhere in the Empire.

As such, Raines first wanted to make contact with Lehier because he wanted to see for himself the directory of witches he probably had.

However, it was difficult to approach Ingrid when she was in the VIP section in the morning.

Ingrid, as the representative of the Church of Lehire, had to check the overall trends taking place in the VIP section of the Knights' Festival, so she had no time or reason to give it up for Reigns.

So, the only way to contact Ingrid is after dark, and what you need to have a smooth conversation with Ingrid is someone from the church who knows a little more about her.

So Reigns approached Hwarim and asked her for help.

In fact, Hwarim also knew that Raines would come to visit her.

Hwarim immediately noticed something when he saw Raines reacting as soon as the word Ingrid came out of Irim's mouth after returning from undercover.

So, Hwarim directly asked Raines, who had asked her for help in contacting Ingrid, the English language.

There, Reigns was a little worried.

Although Hwarim is still wary of herself, she clearly resembles Lee Rim.

Then, when he realized that if he told Hwarim honestly what he was going to do, she would never deny it, he told her everything that was on his mind.

'I plan to take revenge for myself and for the other test subjects who died. For that, I need the directory of witches in Lihier's temple.'

'For revenge, huh?'

'yes.'

'... okay. Revenge is the greatest driving force as a simple goal in life. i get it. Well then, I'll just tell you that you'll come visit. But don't think that that means she will be friendly to you.'

'I'll keep that in mind.'

As a result, Hwarim delivered the message to Ingrid, who was about to leave for her lodgings after the knight's festival was completely over.

In addition, when talking to Ingrid, Raines was advised that if Raines said that he came because Hwarim himself introduced Ingrid, rather than because he wanted to meet Ingrid, he would be able to lower his guard to some extent, and fortunately, that advice was meaningful.

'... a directory. great. If it's Hwarim's request, I should listen to it.'

The accommodation I visited in the dark of night.

Although she was wearing a white dress, Ingrid, who seemed to be trying to fall asleep but had a bright complexion on her face and sunglasses that she never took off, scratched her horn and accepted Raines' story.

'The directory is not as important as you might think. The human directory that has been handed down since ancient times is only used to tell how many priests are related to each tribe, but it is impossible to trace someone by itself. Well, I guess what I want is whether someone lives or dies, so it doesn't matter.'

However, Ingrid's attitude suddenly changed and she raised her six-pointed eyes and spoke to Raines.

'But keep in mind. If the witch you are looking for is not a wandering witch living in Sabbat or a Blue Rose witch, but rather a bloodline of a witch currently living in Lihier, it would be better to just quietly let go. 'If it's other witches, it may be true, but if it's Lehire's witches, they'll be watching over me and us.'

Startle-

That was an expression that neither Lee Rim nor Hwarim showed.

A sacrifice that burns one's life to protect the church, family, and friends.

The moment Ingrid clearly revealed what she was moving for, she revealed her intention to protect Lehier even by sacrificing, sacrificing, and burning everything, including the witch she was born to be.

At that moment, Raines recognized that Ingrid was definitely a witch and answered.

'... I knew.'

Of course, Reigns' answer was just to defuse the situation and gain trust.

Since Reigns wants revenge as his starting point, he has no intention of stopping even if the target of his revenge is already working for Lehere.

Raines returned from his walk and arrived at the church's lodgings, having received a promise from Ingrid that he would come to the church when he arrived in the capital later.

Afterwards, it was a little embarrassing that I accepted an offer I couldn't refuse and ended up taking a spot in the women's club because I was unintentionally stabbed.

“-So Hwarim and Lee Rim are no longer teachers?”

“That’s right. I put aside my relationship with my teacher. Lee Rim and I promised each other to be partners walking the path of nothingness.”

“... We are each other’s teachers, is that different from that?”

“It’s different.”

Reigns organizes today's events in his head and at the same time listens to various people's stories.

Winnet and Hwarim are talking for a long time at the table together.

The two were having a subtle war of nerves with Thistle in the middle.

“Hmm... What's different?”

“Not a teacher. However, it is not a relationship with the death penalty. Because we don’t have a separate teacher.”

“It’s all over the place. A companion on the path of nothingness... a rival? Is that what it feels like?”

“... Is it an imperial language? What does that mean?”

“It means that we are in competition. While they recognize each other, confront each other and grow... something like that.”

“Hmm... It's really different from that. Because Lee Rim and I don’t compete. We just practice depth in our own environment. Irim, just because that kid went ahead of me, I shouldn't be impatient because I want to chase after him. Depth of field is something that must regard impatience as its greatest enemy.”

“... The more I talk about it, the more I don’t know.”

“I have no choice but to know. This is a relationship created by Irim and Nai, who have been together for several years, both alive and dead. It must be hard for you to understand, having only been with that child as a teacher for a few weeks.”

“... Something makes me angry.”

“Is that possible? The difference is simply because there are long and short periods of time spent together.”

“... That kind of thing secretly makes me angry.”

Winnet only thinks of Lee Rim as a teacher who taught him his skills, but has no further feelings.

'The attitude of constantly wanting to talk as if you have the upper hand is somehow unpleasant.'

However, when she saw Hwarim continuing to point out the differences between her and her, she felt a sense of resistance and competition growing inside her.

'Irim and I have been together for several years, but if we try to equate it to that, then of course we can't just let it go.'

Hwarim, like Hwarim, was also implicitly treating Winnet with the idea of keeping Winnet in check, who was trying to keep him and Winnet on the same level.

For a moment, the two people cooled off the fever that was starting to build up with Thistle intervening between them.

“Now, don’t be like that, it’s a long-awaited travel destination, so let’s spend our time comfortably. It's not often that you can have a drink in a place with such a nice night view.”

“... If Thistle says so, well.”

“... Let’s do that.”

Before I knew it, the scenery on the table had changed.

At first, the table had only tea and simple snacks on it.

At such a table, Wynette and Thistle began to heat up, and as Reigns watched, Thistle moved slowly but busily.

Then, before we knew it, all traces of tea drinking had disappeared from the table, and it was filled with alcohol, glasses, and simple snacks.

There is a duel tomorrow, but it doesn't matter as long as you think of it as a light medicinal drink and enjoy it.

Thistle opened the bottle and poured a glass for Winnet and Hwarim, then handed a glass to Raines.

“Raines. Will you receive it?”

“... Just one drink, please.”

“... Hehe, it's strange to bring it up after I suggested it, but didn't you go for a walk because of the alcohol you drank in the evening?”

“... If anything, I just have to come back again. It’s okay.”

'yes. You drink it because of the atmosphere, not because you like it. ... Maybe.'

Raines accepted Thistle's recommendation not because he liked alcohol that much, but because he felt that he felt more at ease when he drank it little by little.

Jang-

The sound of glasses clinking against each other on the table, which had turned from a tea party to a drinking party, echoed through the terrace.

        
            The four people make a toast and pass the drinks at their own pace.

Today, since Aila is not there, I am maintaining this pace.

At that time, the days when the moon was abundantly shining with magical power had passed, and Eila was not present, as she was harvesting for the purpose of tidying Peria's long hair.

So naturally, following the stream of consciousness, the topic of the people having a drink turned to Aila's sewing skills.

“... I really want to take a look at that outfit.”

“I’m a bit curious too. I was wondering how beautiful it would be to have clothes made from hair.”

“Ah, the clothes I heard about the other day that the elf makes? Yeah, I'm curious too. You said you wouldn't show it until it's completed, right?”

“Yes. I should say that Aila is very comfortable, but she is a free person and shows us all her natural side. Still, he said that he had to be careful when making the clothes, and that he couldn't show them until they were finished.”

Clothes made from hair.

Winnet was thinking about what it would look like, and then she remembered the clothes that a shaman had once had somewhere, and she shivered.

“... I've seen it before, but it might be better not to expect as much as I thought.”

“Why?”

“Clothes made from hair. The hair itself, the more you touch it, the more it gets curly, making the clothes look very fluffy. It's a bit... traumatizing.”

Then, Hwarim listened to Winnet's words and defended her because she had heard something from Aila.

“That part is probably okay.”

“Huh? Why?”

“I was also a little curious about that, so I asked about it, and I heard that the child does not use the hair as is, but rather processes it several times, so it is softer than silk, and the straight hair can be used to hang down like thread. So I said you don’t have to worry.”

“Was it like that? Then you can trust me. It's none other than Aila, who made the training equipment.”

“... Hehe, if that's the case, I'm looking forward to it.”

After the story about clothes made from hair came to an end, as topics at drinking parties tend to change rapidly, the topic naturally led to a story about Aila's eccentricities.

“-So, even though he was like that from the beginning, it's good that he shows how he treats us openly, but even so, he was a bit cold when he came out to the living room saying that he would blow dry himself after the bath.◦# ◦

“Ah... I was really surprised by that too. I was lucky that Lee Rim was outside at that moment. When Enin saw him walking around naked without covering his body at all, he panicked and smashed the box he was holding with so much force. It was also a steel box, not a wooden box. Well, it's all in the past. Hehehe.”

Thistle and Hwarim smile a little as they recall the past.

It happened on the first day after repairs were completed on a house in the parish, but the shock of that moment is still vivid when I think about it.

However, upon hearing the story, Winnet, instead of laughing, carefully expressed his opinion by himself, with half his face buried in his arms and only his eyes exposed.

“... It feels good to do that when I'm alone. The wind blows gently, and my body dries quickly.”

“Huh? What did you say?”

“Oh, no. It will be a good memory.”

However, when Thistle, who was slightly drunk, asked back, he seemed to not have the courage to speak again, and the only person who heard his voice was Raines, who was sitting right next to him.

Everyone was sitting around the table talking about something that wasn't very important but had enough to talk about, and when Thistle got quite drunk first, Winnet brought up something important.

“That's right. Aside from that, we should also talk about Yongin.”

“I guess so.”

Everyone didn't forget what they had to do.

While fighting their duel, everyone kept an eye on Yongin.

Dragonia, who swung her great sword with overwhelming power and strength and struck down all her opponents.

Among them, there was a duel with a human named Krapson, who was much larger than him.

The crab-human, who was nearly 3 meters tall and had a thick carapace, held up a huge mace with his claws and swung it, but the dragon man caught the mace with one arm and instead snatched the mace and swung it at him, smashing the carapace. .

“Yongin is naturally strong. Even if you can't, there is something different about inheriting dragon blood from ordinary mixed blood people.”

“They say that the appearance also shows that the blood is quite thick. What exactly is the difference?”

“Even if they are Yongin, people with light blood have the same human face and only have some scaly parts on their body or a tail. There are no wings, so you can't fly, and there's no heart of flame, so you can't breathe.”

“They say that the only similarity is in appearance.”

“That's right. But the man we're focusing on now, Curios, is covered in scales all over his body, and even his head looks like a dragon's head. It's enough to make you question whether it's true that you were born between a human and a dragon.”

“ Well, the only thing that really looks like a human is that it walks on two legs, but just seeing it fight, it felt like it was just a dragon in the shape of a human.”

Hwarim recalled that Aila also said the same thing while watching Yongin in the waiting room.

‘Hwarim! That Dragonia, isn’t it just a dragon? No matter how I look at it, I don't think it's mixed race?'

Of course, Aila did not look at dragons as closely as the two did, but the man named Curios said that among the dragons he had seen and heard of, he had the bloodiest blood, but strangely, he felt different from them in some way.

“As expected, the correct thing is-”

“Yes. You will only know when you clash your fist and sword.”

So the two people unified their opinions.

This also means that he has nothing to hide since he has shown himself in public and participated in the knight's festival anyway.

What remains is information that cannot be known just by appearance.

In order to find out legally, Yongin must first overcome other opponents in the finals, as he will continue to overcome the duel to win the inevitable championship in this tournament.

“The bracket has been announced. If I continue to win duels like this, what will be the order in which they face each other?”

“Hmm... In close order, Hwarim will join first, then Aila will join, and I will join last.”

“Did you call that method a tournament?”

“Yes. Only the winner survives and continues the duel until there is only one person left.”

“... If that's the case, I wonder if we shouldn't just herd them all into the duel and engage in a melee.”

“It’s called Deathmatch, or Mortal Kombat, and there are different types.”

“It’s diverse. Hmm...”

Hwarim rubs the end of the glass with her finger.

Ugh-

The glass makes a strange sound.

The alcohol inside vibrates, and the vibration is transmitted into the air, making sound.

widely-

Peeing-

Then, for a moment, Hwarim used Rakshasa to control the vibration, making the sound sound short and thick as if it were jumping into the sky, and then disappear.

“When I think about it. In any case, isn't the investigation supposed to be conducted after confirming that the dragon named Curios will be the winner of this knight's festival based on the princess's guess from what she has investigated so far?”

“... You said that, right? I heard that too.”

“That would also mean that there is no need to intentionally lose to that dragon as long as you are skilled.”

“... Hehe- So?”

“So. You're just saying it doesn't matter if I beat Yongin and end up with you last, right?”

Sigh-

Hwarim smiles and looks at Winnet.

Winnet saw that expression, took out her face from her arm, corrected her posture, and responded.

“It doesn’t matter. As always, I will fight with only the thought of winning, no matter who my opponent is.”

There was no cringe-inducing appearance, like the easy lack of confidence that he usually showed.

At that moment, Winnet answered Hwarim with a scarlet flame in her eyes that was the same color as her hair.

Hwarim was satisfied when she saw that.

However, Winnet is not a person who just accepts provocation, so he counterattacked in his own way.

“... And Hwarim, I don’t know if your body will be healthy until you join me.”

“Hmm?”

“As I said, the competition is a tournament. I'm in the opposite group from Yongin, and we've all been in the same group at least once, so they and I will know for sure who will win or lose. On the other hand, the group on the other side, where Portia, you, and Aela belong, has a lot of new talent. I don’t know what variables will arise.”

In addition to Winnett's words, Raines also heard something through Feria.

Although Hwarim and Winnet are talking as if they have forgotten, Tarator is also part of the new group.

So, Tarator and Peria tried to obtain information from the participants to figure out how to more surely turn the tables, but it was said to be more difficult than expected.

Since betting on the finals can be made a day in advance, the two watched how the game was going in advance, and were a little troubled because it seemed like it would be harder to turn the tables than they thought.

‘Hey, Peria. It looks like I'll have to play some more duels until I meet some famous people, right? Dividends are not good. 'Why did this happen?'

'Isn't it because Tarator was so strong when he was fighting that some people who were watching bet a lot of money on it?'

'no way! If I had, would I have these intentional scratches all over my body right now? ... I think it's because everyone in this group is a rookie except for a few people. There is no information. Except for a few people, they are all participating in the Knight's Festival for the first time, so it seems that even the most seasoned guys are not placing their bets recklessly.'

'I didn't expect that it would be difficult to bet recklessly because the team was divided into a rookie group and an experienced player group... but I can't help it. I need to run a few more duels. 'Try to use your strength.'

'This is different from what I expected...'

'What can I do? Since this has already happened, it wouldn't be a bad idea to aim to get beyond the top 50 and into the top 20. Why, they say the participation fee is quite generous?'

'Still, if you compare the money you get from reverse boating and the participation fee, it's less than the hematuria of a rat on a bird's paw. 'How much is it?'

'... This guy really makes me think he's from the back alleys, and he makes the metaphor really dirty every once in a while. If you bring up that analogy in front of me again, I'll dig it up.'

After that, the last thing Reigns saw was Feria mercilessly stabbing Tarator in the head with the corner of a notebook.

“Anyway, I’ll look forward to it.”

“Sure. I'll use as much strength as I can, and I'll defeat Aila this time and make it look like you've won too.”

Winnet looks dissatisfied with Hwarim’s answer, but then speaks again.

“... I was so confident that I thought I wouldn't tell you, but I guess I should tell you anyway. Yongin and others may be like this, but be especially careful with women wielding large swords.”

“Great sword? Hmm... Was it that woman with light blue hair?”

“Yes. The name is Marvelous One. She is a woman with the title of Duelist.”

“What does it mean?”

Hwarim, who has always felt a sense of mystery about the imperial language, asks about its meaning.

Winnet pauses a little for Hwarim’s words before answering.

“Duelist. A duelist is a duelist in the Imperial language, and she is called the Duelist Marvelous One by the people. I'm a new duel fanatic who shows the best temperament in the empire and a fighting style that is comparable to that, and I also don't like fighting. It's quite famous in the capital.”

“... Got it. Remember that.”

Winnett has always been close to winning the Knight's Festival, even though he was in second place throughout his life.

And although it was his first time participating in the Knight's Festival, the Marvelous One had already received the title of Duelist from the people of the capital.

Hwarim took note of the fact that Winnet, who was close to winning, had said a while ago that she would never lose to the others in her group, and that she did not want to fight Marvelous without the slightest hint of joking.

The two gathered their minds and got up with the intention of going to bed.

“... Now, shall we take a quick peek?”

“I guess so. Reigns, can you help me?”

“I will.”

Winnet takes care of Thistle, who has already fallen asleep, and the two clean up the table.

Starting tomorrow is the final round of the Knight's Festival.

Everyone spent the night bracing themselves for the honor of the Knight's Hall, where only two winners would stand at the end.

        
            The day of the finals of the Knights' Festival has dawned.

People are heading to the Knight's Hall with a hearty meal to watch the duel all day long, and all over the city, the smoke and smell of food from the inns that cater to these guests is in the air.

On the other hand, the knights of pilgrimage showed the opposite.

Eilana Hwarim, Winnet, and Portia finished their meal briefly.

In order to keep her body in constant tension, Portia ate beef jerky that she chewed when she went on a trip, and the other three also ate a simple meal similar to the news.

Maybe that's why the rest of the church and I felt bad about having a hearty breakfast next to each other, but everyone else said it was okay.

I think that not only the people in our denomination but also all the knights participating in today's finals are showing similar patterns.

'Actually, Tarator didn't pay much attention and said he felt sick after eating 20 skewers at the canteen that was open in the morning. Is it fortunate that I can boast that I drank milk instead of alcohol? Our church's money is also at stake.'

The people who were fully prepared entered the waiting room, and I was-

I had no choice but to express my regret.

“Ah, that’s really unfortunate. I wanted to support you in the finals.”

“Me too. Still, I can't help it. Because this side also has work to do.”

When he complained out of genuine regret, Thistle soothed him.

Me, Thistle, and Astesia remain in the dorm.

It's been a long time since the others walked into the knight's hall.

Ayla, Winnet, Hwarim, and Portia will all participate.

'They're probably gathered in the waiting room right now and concentrating.'

They are all people who know how to be serious when they are serious, and since this will be the same for the other knights who made it to the finals, the waiting room will be quieter than you could imagine.

“... Huh - yes. I have to endure it. You have to work to make money, but salaried workers have no choice but to become spies or work hard.”

“You endured it well, Lee Rim. Because that’s what being an adult is all about.”

“Is this true for adults?”

“Uh, um... maybe that’s right? Actually, after I told you, I became a little confused.”

“Endure what you have to endure and make money for everyone. Hmm... What on earth are the standards for adults?”

“It’s confusing. Some people call you an adult just by their age, and some places call you an adult only when you do your part. Ah, there is a saying that if you lose your childhood, you become an adult.”

“If that's the case, I think I have quite a bit of innocence in my heart.”

“Hehe. So, is Lee Rim still a child?”

“... I'll cancel. It feels like I'm being made fun of for something like that.”

My feelings of regret lessened little by little as I talked with Thistle, who remained in the dorm.

I'm happy that everyone I know made it to the 50 finalists, but I'm sad that I won't be able to watch.

'Because it was the finals, we would have been able to see everyone show their sincerity and see Dragonia's real fight.'

Still, there is nothing we can do as we each have our own roles.

Those participating in the duel must not lose until they are about to engage with the dragon in order to find out what strange things he may have, and now that I have turned my attention to the outside world to the knight's festival, I will do my best to find out the secrets in the basement of Rugal's parish. must be done.

The rest of the church took on the role of responding to the saintess from the stands and preventing it in case Rugal noticed something and did something.

The bat wings on the back of Astesia's head flutter and tremble every time she thinks about Hir'em.

“I’m glad that the Lady of Red Purge said that Peria will take care of it.”

“That’s right. To be honest, I felt a little sick when I thought about whether I would have to meet that saint again in the knight's hall today.”

“... I'm really glad. To be honest, today, after hearing that story from Peria, I felt like I couldn't keep my expression even more than usual.”

Peria said he would deal with the saint.

'Anyway, I think the reason Hir'em wants us is purely because he needs someone who can enjoy gambling, so I'll deal with him. 'Just leave it to me.'

Alcohol is for the drinker.

A knight to a knight.

A gambler to a gambler.

'Although Hirem is a saint, her purpose in coming to visit us is clearly as a gambler.'

If the only reason you're showing excessive interest is because you want to start a gambling game, it doesn't matter who comes to talk to you.

Peria actually said that since Hirem had once had a big fight with her teacher, Paradox, if he suggested a few small gambles in a row, citing that fact, he would be able to keep her attention.

“... It would be great if Peria didn't fall into gambling.”

“Ah, I think I know what that means. When I was in Perianim Parish, if there was a street gambling going on in a nearby city, I would sit down and not get up until my pockets were empty.”

It was something I had only thought about and said without realizing it, but Astesia was able to understand and answer.

“Astecia, was it like that when you were together?”

“Yes. When I stopped by to buy groceries.”

“... Next time, I'll have to send it with Hwarim. Still, I have no choice but to believe for now.”

If this happens, Peria will have to worry about two gambles at the same time: match-fixing with Tarator and gambling with Hirem.

Since he is a trickster who never passes by the gambling table, I hope he shows restraint along the way.

To that end, Enin made up his mind and declared that he would stand by Peria's side and watch over her.

So from now on, the remaining three of us will infiltrate Rugal's basement.

In the morning, I received a bracelet and a magic tool that can silently open the underground door from Tarator, who visited the back alley overnight, so there is no problem.

Originally, Tarator should have been here as well, but that became impossible.

‘Tarator, this bastard is good at his job, but he’s very greedy for money. 'I'll look at it because it's showing results.'

Tarator unexpectedly said that he had not been able to secure as much money as expected and that they would have to duel a few more times, so in that case, I was planning to go through the female paladins' large bathhouse and go into the basement alone.

But that was only for a moment. While eating breakfast, everyone casually asked me where I was going and when I told them in detail what happened with Tarator in a half-asleep state, everyone's faces hardened and their eyes narrowed, so I thought I had made a mistake late.

Originally, he only said that he had infiltrated with Tarator the day before and met Ingrid, but did not say exactly where he had been, but he let it out.

‘Irim. Can you tell me again?'

'Uh, when I was infiltrating, I went into the large bathhouse for female paladins. Well, still? Should I say that's the best way, or should I say that's the only way in the first place-'

'... joy! 'I'm disappointed.'

'No, it's really too much, everyone...'

I still remember Enin turning his head in anger right in front of me.

It was cute, but I was still sweating a lot at the time.

Even though everyone made the excuse that I tried to avoid seeing people as much as possible, I thought it was normal just because I was infiltrating. They didn't know that such a thing would happen, and that a person who is said to serve God was still deceiving people and being active, and that's why the female paladins were so pretty. I heard a lot of criticism like, “Why?”

Still, it's a good thing that everyone understood it, so they jabbed a little harder one word at a time and stopped there.

'But it's already tattered enough.'

When I heard that I had no choice but to follow Tarator's method because it was the only one he suggested, I felt slightly, very slightly sorry that the person who came to pick us up this morning was given cold looks by people for seducing me without knowing why.

So this time, I heard that it would be better to use a different method than walking directly into the bathhouse. While I was trying my best to think about it, Astesia made a suggestion and I decided to put it into practice.

“Then, I’ll go.”

“Yes.”

Converts the magic sword into a black sword, a sword given by Asmodeus.

At the same time, I feel my heart speeding up against my will.

It was always like that.

[Demon Sword Desire]

The sword of Asmodeus is a magic sword.

A magic sword that does not exist physically but appears the moment the devil makes a contract with the person he falls in love with.

Normally, I call it a black sword as much as possible and try to somehow escape from the emotions that are biased towards one side after being brainwashed, but the magic sword is always converted and my emotions are easily swayed from the moment I pick it up.

And this phenomenon shows big changes other than just heightened emotions during a fight.

“Hand, I will hold it.”

“... Yes.”

As Astesia approaches, my heart beats faster.

It feels clear now.

Astesia, a succubus descended from Asmodeus.

And the power of Asmodeus that I possess.

Those two magical forces have the power to guide each other.

I think that's probably why I felt excited after seeing Astesia several times before.

Because we have something in common, we feel naturally drawn to each other.

'When I first saw Asmodeus, he borrowed Astesia's appearance, so you can think of it that way.'

It's not a bad feeling, but I feel a bit dissatisfied when I think of my emotions being manipulated by the devil.

This is because I only want to view Astesia as a woman based on my own will, and I do not want to receive anyone's intervention.

'... Wait, what was I thinking?'

“I think I’m ready.”

“Ah, yes. Yes.”

Is it because magical power resonates?

Astesia's face is also slightly red, and I feel slightly dazed as we check each other's conditions.

“... Are you okay? Two people.”

“Yes. are you okay. I don't feel like I'm being swayed yet.”

“Don’t worry. Thistle.”

Thistle looks at us with a worried look, but gives us the feeling that it's okay so far.

Astesia comes closer.

Hold hands and place your forehead against mine.

OK-

Paat-

Memories move.

Soon, memories of the huge iron gate I had finally arrived at in the basement of Rugal Parish flowed into Astesia.

        
            Sharing memories through magical resonance.

Finding this out was a simple coincidence.

Even before I tried it, I was doubtful about it.

It all started thanks to Astesia's opinion.

This was possible because they were two people who possessed the power of Asmodeus.

‘You used to get close to your body when you danced before. That's what I felt at the time. Could it be possible to share memories by exchanging magical energy?'

Since there is no evidence to support the theory, it is simply a speculative opinion, but that does not mean it cannot be tested again.

'I pass on my memories to Astesia, and based on those memories, Astesia recognizes that I have been there once and creates a portal. 'Will that really work?'

'Whether it works or not, I think it's worth a try.'

'Um... okay. Then let's give it a try. If this happens, you will be able to reach the huge iron gate without having to do the dangerous thing of crossing the large bathhouse.'

'... I'll try my best!'

So I tried it now, and it was easily successful.

The memory was successfully transferred.

Astesia was momentarily embarrassed when she saw Ingrid's nearly naked body, and because of that, her magic connection became blurred, but Astesia soon came to her senses and used the power of Asmodeus.

[Troy Merai]

Clap-

“... Looks like it was successful.”

Thistle's voice is heard at the same time as the sound of holding the door handle.

When Thistle touched the door, which had been deliberately locked, the doorknob turned smoothly. It seemed that Astesia had succeeded in connecting it to the huge iron door she had seen at that time.

The door of the dormitory and the huge iron door in Rugal's basement were clearly different in size, but they were useless in the face of Astesia's power.

The door, which had been tightly shut, was opened so easily that the magic tool prepared by Tarator to remove the lock was put to shame.

“... That’s it.”

“It was successful. Thank goodness.”

We both listened to Thistle's words with our eyes closed and laughed.

However, that was only for a moment, and since the magical connection was not yet broken, something else happened.

'... uh?'

In the first place, it is sharing, not transference.

Sharing of horsepower.

It is shared in the form of sending magical power ‘to each other’ by pressing one’s foreheads together.

If a memory is contained in magical power and sent, of course, the other side will also contain that much magical power and send it in this direction.

'uh? Is this okay? If I continue like this, Asteia's memories will also flow to me.'

Since both magical powers are Asmodeus' magical powers, they work together to fill each other's empty space.

As expected, the magic power that flowed in contained Astesia’s memories.

Gradually, something blurry began to appear in my mind, and Astesia's appearance began to appear.

‘Deshade. And Asmodeus. I have decided. I want to become a saint worthy of him. I will try to be his fence.'

Astesia kneeling and praying.

The scene seen is her room in the dorm, and based on the voices of people around her, it seems like it happened last night.

Astesia did not stop there and continued to pray out loud.

'And, I decided to become stronger. That person. It has the power to attract people. Now that I've been watching closely, I know for sure. However, among the people who were attracted like that, there were also people who did not suit him.'

Even though he didn't say it in words, since this was a memory, I was able to understand his inner thoughts.

Astesia was getting angry as she remembered the saintess of Red Purge.

'So I'll be a fence, a screener of people coming in. Peria also told me this. I think that role would suit me perfectly. I didn't know what it meant at the time, but I think I do now.'

However, I couldn't understand what was being said because I didn't know the context.

However, what is clearly felt is that what is contained there is a determination that is close to anger, but also accompanied by a bit of jealousy.

Astesia then finished praying.

And standing up,

Suddenly he raised one arm high and shouted.

[I am! Because I will become a saint worthy of a knight!]

The brilliance of a saint that was displayed without her knowledge due to her firm resolve.

flutter flutter-

The bat's wings behind its head flap wildly.

Astesia shows such violent movements in an empty room.

It was probably an act of self-satisfaction that could only be done when there were no other people around and only when one had time alone.

“I, Lee Rim...!”

“Uh, huh?”

“Bo, please don’t look at it!”

That's because Astesia sensed that I was picturing her raising her fist, imitating her cute yet solemn face, and her face became extremely red and she tried to pull our foreheads away from each other.

“Uh, that, ah, okay...”

“... Why doesn’t this fall?”

However, unlike the intense heat felt unilaterally through my hands and forehead, my body did not fall off easily.

At the same time, this time I felt heat rising from my side.

My heart is pounding.

My body heats up from being in contact with Astesia.

That seems to be the same for her too.

After feeling embarrassed for a moment, Astesia also blushed in a different way this time.

Then, their foreheads separated, but perhaps because of the desire to be closer again, they temporarily separated, Astesia knelt down and came closer by about two spans.

The faces are getting closer, the lips are getting closer, so close that they can barely touch.

It was just before our lips were about to touch.

“-Okay, let’s stop there.”

Paat-

Thistle grabbed us with a hand filled with divine power.

One hand was on Asmodeus' imprint on the back of my neck, and the other was gently stroking Astesia's head.

Then, Asmodeus' magical power was felt to disappear.

“Really, I started to think something was strange about halfway through, and I guess Asmodeus himself intervened.”

“Uh, was that so?”

“Yes. We realized it too late when we saw each other's blank expressions. The will of this little devil hovering between the two of you.”

Thistle flickered in the air several times for a moment, then grabbed a small lump of magical power that was hovering between us.

“Look. It is the power of Asmodeus.”

Thistle shows it to us.

She was holding in her hand a small piece of very black dust that seemed to be part of the black fog that Asmodeus had half-emerged from long ago.

The dust disappeared as Thistle held it tightly in her hand and imbued it with divine power.

Those of us who saw that sighed for a moment, and then quickly realized what it meant.

“... Has the devil recovered enough strength to send it back from hell like this?”

“It looks like that...”

Asmodeus returned to Hell with Deshade.

That devil didn't say anything to us or interfere with us for a while, but now he's showing interest again.

His descendant, a small demon succubus, has been playing a little prank on the Dark Knight, who loves him and whom he loves.

That means,

“... Will Deshade be able to show himself to us again? If not, would you like to say hello in this way?”

It also means that the evil god Deshade may also be able to use the same method.

“If that's possible... I want to hear your voice again.”

Astesia's voice floated between us.

After speaking, Astesia looked at Thistle slightly as if she had noticed something.

But Thistle didn't look particularly lonely or anything.

On the contrary, although he was dissatisfied with Asmodeus just a moment ago, he answers Astesia's words with a hopeful face.

“... It might still be difficult. It’s okay though.”

I close my eyes and finally speak the name of the title that I have called several times, and that I have only sung it a few times, but with sincerity.

“Father, as long as I try to be happy, he will wait forever.”

“... Thistle.”

When I hold Thistle's hand, Thistle gives strength and holds on tighter.

After a moment, Thistle stands up and speaks.

“Now! So let’s move quickly. If you finish your work quickly and come back quickly, you may be able to see other people fighting hard.”

“... Yes. You should hurry.”

I also stand up and go towards the door that was created.

There is no sound on the other side.

Looking at the silence, it seems that there is a space for a large work inside, or that it just happens to be a time when there are no people around.

Meanwhile, from behind, I could vaguely hear Thistle talking to Astesia, who had used up her magic, by holding her hand and helping her get up.

“... and Astesia.”

“Yes, yes!”

“For me. Astesia also considers herself family, so if you come here to find the happiness you seek, we will welcome you.”

“Did you see that?”

“It just so happened. Hehehe.”

“I’m sorry!”

“No. It's never something to say you're sorry.”

Thistle smiles apologetically and Astesia apologizes for some reason.

But Thistle actually hugs Astesia tightly.

“Peria said that everyone in our church is timid. However, he added that everyone is sincere in their hearts. So, I know that one day Astesia will smile and sit next to the happiness she longs for.”

Then, he lowered his voice even further and said something additional to Astesia.

“Still, be careful. I understand that Astesia likes her ancestor, but it would be a little unfair for her to continue only as her ancestor intended, and more than anything else, if it continues that way, Irim won't think that she fell for Asmodeus and not Astesia. Huh?”

“... After listening to it, I see that too.”

“So, Astesia, try to achieve what you want with your own power. If you need help, I'll help you too. If you come at night, we can save you a seat.”

“He, he, he... yes. Well, I’ll remember...!”

I'm concentrating with my ear on the other side of the door on this side, so I can't hear any sound, but I feel like I'm getting a little chilled, so I wonder if they're talking about something related.

When I look back, what I see is Thistle smiling happily and Astesia strengthening her resolve again, just like she did in her memory a little while ago.

The two of them joined forces and approached the door without me paying attention.

From the moment you cross this threshold, the iron gate in Rugal's basement and the secret beyond it will unfold.

“... Then, will you open it?”

“Yes.”

“Yes!”

Good!

While listening to the two people's strong answers coming from behind, I opened the door roughly.

        
            'I think I'll give up only if my bones break.'

Winnet strikes away the opponent's sword with a gauntlet and plots how to obtain a clean surrender.

However, since the opponent who continues the duel has no reason to wait, the agony continues at the same time as the opponent's weapon is received over and over again.

humming-

phut!

Kachang!

After striking the sword stabbed at the waist briefly and strongly with the gauntlet, he kicks the crossguard with his foot to cover his hand to widen the distance.

'I need to dampen my motivation a bit.'

This is the second duel the day after the Knights' Festival finals.

I have no intention of losing my physical strength.

There are 50 participants left.

When divided into two groups and then further divided into nine groups, there will be a total of 4 duels, excluding the finals.

From there, a team inevitably has to duel once more, so the maximum is 5 times.

And the person who would have to compete in those five duels was naturally decided to be Winnett.

'If I'm being treated well, I'll be treated well, but it's annoying.'

For Winnet, it feels good, but it also feels like something is unreasonable.

However, Winnet is someone who has come close to winning every year, and just looking at the current betting situation, he is the most popular pure-blooded human, excluding Curios, a dragonian, and Aila, a rookie elf.

Since he was such an experienced participant, it was implicitly decided that Winnet would have to fight the five duels.

“... Heo-eok, heo-eok- Wow! I'm looking down on you!”

“Oh, sorry.”

'It's urgent. So, you got tired before me.'

As I was thinking about the number of remaining duels as much as possible and allocating my stamina, the opponent seemed to be in a fever, so he stabbed me with his sword even more fiercely.

And Winnet,

I just waited for that moment.

“Do you want to rest? Then I’ll finish it quickly.”

Gauntlets located on both sides are used to counteract sword thrusts.

'The sword's magic has weakened a lot. Then you should use sword break.'

thud!

Pachang!

“... What-”

The gauntlet grabs the blades of the sword from both sides, shatters them, and points them at the opponent's body without stopping.

Looking at the empty body of a voyageur is like a chef looking at a crab with all its claws removed.

'Where, what would be good?'

Since it is no different from a not-so-good food ingredient, I decide to quickly get rid of it.

At first glance, he is a knight-errant who receives support from a famous family.

'I think I remember it a little bit.'

Since he vaguely remembered seeing it once last year, Winnet thought he shouldn't let go of it.

That's not only disrespectful to the opponent, but if you're thinking about future duels, you need to clearly show an overwhelming performance now to make the opponent lose the will to fight consistently in the next duels.

'Spiral fracture, oblique fracture, transverse fracture, segmental fracture, comminuted fracture.'

humming-

Whirling-

Jump high into the air and use your whole body to wrap around your opponent's arm, thinking about how you're going to break a bone.

'But this guy made me a little angry a little while ago.'

However, while thinking about this, Winnet remembered that his opponent had deliberately used his sword to sweep up from the floor, throwing dirt on the Deshade flag that Winnett had raised before the duel began.

It was clearly an action meant to insult the other person.

This is something that happens quite often, and a war of nerves like that happens when blood-filled guys with no consideration for the other person or knights from enemy families fight.

And usually, at the point of such an act, the already radical laws of the Knight's Festival and the eyes of the people do not care even if the person who committed such an act is repaid in a slightly more drastic way.

Rather, it would have been a better spectacle and a restoration of honor, because no one would consider it a disgrace.

However, although Winnet is a knight-errant and receives support from the Deshade Church, he has not completely converted.

Nevertheless, Winnet was secretly angry at the other person's actions in deliberately tarnishing the school's flag.

'It's a flag that my friend's friend made by hand.'

When she remembered that her first equal friend had deliberately defaced the flag she had made at the request of a member of the church, she decided on a way to break the fracture.

'Let's go to comminuted fracture.'

If possible, we decide to create the fracture that is the most painful and most difficult to treat.

Although it is malicious, it is a knight's festival in which one participates with the intention of being hurt to that degree in the first place.

Winnett knew that his opponent had made up his mind, so he decided to take action and implemented it.

Stretch your arms and step on the ground.

Talk-

and-

'good. Shall we try it?'

It gives force as the center of gravity is focused on the ground.

Afterwards, chain fractures.

“... Yap!”

Puzzle-

“... KAAAH!!!”

Wrap your arms with your leg muscles and bend them,

Softly-

After bending the joint again in a direction where it cannot be bent,

Snap-

Then turn it in the reverse direction again,

Clang-dead-dead-duk-

He kills the rest with his knee, which contains the power of rotation.

bang!

“...”

No additional screams were heard.

The opponent collapsed, foaming at the mouth.

The pain was so severe that he passed out.

“Phew...”

When Winnett, who performed a series of techniques in just two seconds, exhales, the referee, the priest, runs to the flag Winnett had planted, pulls it out, raises it, and shouts.

“... Su, the winner is mine, the gut destroyer Winnet!”

-Waaa!

What Winnet showed was a human bone crusher that could be called cruel.

However, the people who gathered here in the first place were expecting something like that, so they cheered loudly and praised Winnet's name.

“Wenet! Winnet! Winnet!”

“Winnet of the Deshade Church! Winet, the gut destroyer!”

“I love you, Winnet!”

“Please break my arm just once!”

However, as Winnet, I always cry when I hear the voices addressed to me.

“Am I really strange... Why do people here like to see me like this... Heung-.”

The name I've finally settled on brings tears to my eyes, and listening to the perversions of people who claim to be their fans makes me sniffle.

“... Sigh! are you okay. Let's go back later and get comforted by Thistle.”

Still, there is something she believes in today, so Winnet pulls herself together, takes the flag, and returns to the waiting room.

There is still a lot of duel left.

As two duels take place simultaneously, Hwarim and Aila are seen swinging their swords at their respective opponents in the opposite group.

“... This year is going to be really fun.”

Winnet looked at the two people and smiled, thinking that this year's duel would definitely be fun.

On the one hand, I'm worried about how to comfort Portia, who was eliminated as soon as she made it to the top 50, but I also think that she would calmly stay in the waiting room and welcome her with a friendly smile as usual.

Although no one, including Winnet, pays any attention to Tarator.

-------------------------------

It was about 1/3 of the way through the game.

“... Did you at least buy it?”

Hir'em's somewhat uncomfortable voice reached the ears of Enin, Peria, and Reigns.

“No way. I won because I just had a good eye, the athlete rode the wind well, and I was lucky in the end.”

“Hmm... Well, you don't teach me anything important and just say nonsense, but now that I've convinced myself that it's not wrong, I'm angry for no reason.”

'Whoo-.'

Enin took a deep breath after hearing Peria respond to Hir'em's words.

Hir'em is currently on a 6-game losing streak in betting against Peria.

To be exact, it was 6 consecutive losses after 2 wins.

Feria and the saint chose a few people from among the 50 participants in the festival.

They each select 10 people and take turns playing the game to determine whether they will win or lose.

'I'm glad you're really crazy about gambling itself.'

Hir'em couldn't hide his disappointment when he couldn't see Lee Rim at first.

However, it was only for a moment that Peria approached her first and made a suggestion, which made her frowning face brighten and welcome her.

“You don’t like petty gambling, right? Saint Hirem. Let's go hot. Trickster Feria proposes a bet to the Holy Maiden of Red Purge.”

“... Hmm, let me tell you.”

“The stake for each other is up to 2,000 gold. You make money by betting on the player you want until the 'main duel' is over, and pay twice the difference to your opponent.”

“Hmm, the conditions are too simple, but it could be fun.”

“There is one more special rule.”

“Special rules? What is that?”

“If the players chosen by each other face each other, more than 1/3 of the capital earned from betting so far and held in hand will be given to the person who selected the winning player.”

bang-

“Here is my credit card with my stake.”

Peria said and slammed a card down on the table.

It contained all the money Peria had earned last night by betting with Tarator, her own money, and some of the church's money.

The magicians and alchemists of the empire designed the card with great care to prevent it from being lost or destroyed by trivial things, so it was placed on the table and showed its noble appearance, and Saint Hirem was excited and accepted it when she saw the spirit.

“... Nice! it's fun! Dirthiem, please bring my card.”

“Hi, Hir’em, that’s public money that the church had set aside to be used in case something unexpected happened during this trip-”

“Didn’t you hear what I said?”

“... I understand.”

Soon, the servant placed the credit card he had received with the words to use it for Hir'em's preservation in case an unexpected situation occurred in the church, on the table a little away from Hir'em, and stepped back.

After that, Hirem picked up the credit card on the table and vigorously inserted his card into the table, just like Peria.

thud-

“ character. Here is my answer.”

Then, finally, be clear about what you can gain and lose from your bet.

“Now, let’s decide what we both gain and lose from this bet.”

It's a gamble, a bet.

Depending on whether you win or lose, both parties can receive the compensation they want in advance, and that is the greatest joy of gambling.

Therefore, Peria wondered what she should do so that Hirem would be satisfied and not worry about Irim, who would not be here.

At first, I thought I wanted to eat it with red fudge.

'Red Fudge is a cult that excels at exorcism, witchcraft, spiritual magic, and internal healing abilities. I must have the technology to prevent my body from collapsing.'

Personally, if I were to be greedy, what I want is technology to 'delay' the collapse of my body.

But that doesn't mean anything.

Peria knows that her illness cannot be cured with Red Purge's technology.

Peria, a trickster, asked her teacher, Paradox, to search the world for ways to cure the disease.

Among them was the healing art of Red Purge, and Peria thought that, if possible, she could spend a lot of money to place herself under the protection of the Saint of Plague and prevent her body from collapsing.

However, as a result, we only received rumors that it was impossible to heal Peria's body with Red Purge's technology.

'Even the Church of Gaia, which surpasses all other churches in terms of healing ability, said it was impossible, and the Red Purge also said that the power of the Lady of Plague only responds to curses.'

So the only way to heal Peria's body is to gather the ingredients as written in the old book and use the power of wizards and alchemists to make an elixir.

Even if he were to ask Hirem now for that, he would only be asking for the power to delay the collapse of his body, and Hirem himself would not be satisfied even if he had barely paid that much as a prize.

'Then is it really all I have to walk for?'

So Feria is the price of gambling,

I decided to risk myself and the church.

        
            As Peria's answer is delayed, Hir'em looks at her with an expression of concern as to whether she should reconsider her gamble.

“Surely you are not going to end up betting only twice the profit on a prize, right? Since you spoke first, you will have to make a proposal that will make me excited.”

And Peria towards Hirem-

“Of course. As the representative of the entire church, the saint makes this declaration on behalf of the full authority of the saint of Red Purge. [The winner will grant whatever the loser wants, at any time].”

It came out hot and in a way that made it impossible to rush in unconditionally.

Enin was surprised and tried to stop him, but Peria did not back down.

Anyway, the other person is a gambling fanatic.

And at the same time, she is a saint who receives abundant support from a religious order.

'If you can gamble, you're a person who can walk across two Dominions. 'No matter how much money you pay, it won't be that appealing.'

So what was being wagered was an abstract yet unrestricted product that even included the right to life and death.

Only by paying such an extraordinary price will Hirem, known as the Saint of Destruction, come across.

As Peria had expected, Hirem, upon hearing the contents of the product, looked extremely amused and accepted the offer, ignoring the attempts of the servants behind him to stop him.

“... Great! Miss Trickster! Saint Hirem Brigade of Red Purge, I will accept your offer!”

“Well thought out. It will be a fun time.”

“Sure. I was disappointed to hear that the bishop was busy with something and couldn't come, but I never thought there would be such a great fire moth in Deshade's church! I was really impressed.”

Peria makes a final provocation as Hirem looks truly happy and folds his hands in prayer.

“It’s a fire moth, so you won’t know until you see it for yourself. Will the fire moth catch fire first, or will the church burn down from the sparks the fire moth spreads first?”

““Huhuhu... Hahahahahahahaha-!””

The sight of the two madmen smiling at each other as if they would not lose was enough to make Enin wonder if the two were actually being used by the devil.

As I carefully grabbed the handle of the anvil that I had hidden under the table in preparation for unexpected situations, I looked directly into the eyes of the two people, but it was clear that the two people were sane and not being used by the devil.

““Haha... Hehe, cough... Callock callock-””

The two people's laughter continued until it was hard on each other's lungs, and at the moment when each other stopped to cough first, the knight's festival came to an end and the two people hurriedly chose the players.

‘Peria, you said you didn’t sleep last night, so it looks like you made a lot of preparations.’

The result is the current 2 wins and 6 consecutive losses.

Hir'em's second win was easily achieved by Curios, the dragonian he chose.

They clearly won, but from the beginning, other gamblers expected Yongin to be in the top ranks of the finals.

So, there weren't many people who bet on Curios' opponent, so the payouts aren't that good.

And the people Peria chose were people that three people carefully considered and pointed out, including Winnet, Hwarim, and Aila.

In addition to the three, they are people with a promising future, including Claysen, a new nobleman from the originalist faction who competed on the back of his family's status.

In one night, Feria investigated all the people mentioned by the three people and placed additional money on those he deemed trustworthy.

However, as long as the game is a tournament, we do not hear only bad news.

Bad news is also bound to be heard at least once.

bang!

“... You win! I won! Hahahahaha!”

At the same time that a huge sound is heard from the stadium, Hirem stands up and raises his fist high.

“... Congratulations.”

“Thank you. Rather, you know, right?”

“... Yes. I see. The voyageur I chose lost to the person the saint chose.”

“Are you okay?”

Henin and Feria swallow their saliva as they look at the stadium.

The person who just flew away making a huge noise was Portia, a knight of the rogue.

The man whom Peria had placed a small bet on was defeated by a woman named Duelist Marvelous One, whom Saint Hirem had just chosen.

Instead of backing down from the huge greatsword, he faced it with a two-handed axe. He rose splendidly into the air and was hit by the blade of the greatsword as if he had been struck by a bat.

Coo!

“... Hahahahahahaha! Defeat! It’s a complete defeat!”

“... Azaaa! Good duel! Thank you!!!”

A crash sound is heard on the floor, and a little later, the sound of Portia laughing and Marvelous' shout announcing the end of the duel can be heard all the way to the VIP area.

Reigns and Ennin are amazed at the skills shown by the water-colored haired woman called the Marvelous One and are relieved to see Portia unharmed.

“... It looks like there are no injuries.”

“Sure. I'm glad that he's as tough as me... but he looks like he has no regrets even though he lost.”

“Because the opponent was that good.”

Neat technique.

The woman hooked Portia's leg, kicked the man up with her leg, and then sent him flying with her great sword.

Enin heard that although the knight chosen by Saint Hirem was famous, he was a rookie as a knight of pilgrimage and was quite famous in the imperial castle.

Duelist Marvelous One.

The woman who is said to be the greatest duel fanatic in the capital is a woman who, rumor has it, even challenged and won a fight with a knight commander somewhere.

A subsequent rumor said that when there was no one in the capital who would accept her duel, she took on the status of a knight-errant and participated in the knight's festival, but it was a story that has not yet been confirmed to be true.

“Hahahahahahaha! It was a fun game!!!”

Waaa-

For a moment, Enine stood tall in the stadium as if in amazement and looked at the Marvelous One, who was smiling the same way Portia did. Hir'em, who was happy that the knight of the steed he had chosen won, drew a card and handed it to Peria.

“Now, overlap!”

“Here it is. 400 gold, take it.”

Jinglang-

When Peria quietly placed the church's card on the card Hirem held out, the credit card made a jingling sound and transferred exactly 400 gold to Hirem's card.

Hir'em, who saw this, had to hand over 1/3 of the money that Peria, who obviously had much more money than 2,000 gold, had earned since Winnet, Hwarim, and Aila had won consecutively, unlike him, who had lost 6 times in a row. He asks, suspicious of the fact that he only spent over 400 gold even though he did everything.

“... Hey, isn’t that too small?”

“No. That's a lot. I just lost all the dividends I had bet on Mr. Portia, and I have not yet 'repaid' the dividends I had bet on others, which amounts to 1/3 of the capital I had in hand. Because it exceeded that amount.”

“... something like that?”

“Yes. That's it. This might be difficult. Losing your capital means that even if you bet again in the future, the return will not be much.”

“Umm...”

Clearly no trick was used.

From the beginning, special rules were put in place and explanations were made clear.

Although he lost once here, Peria's gambling with Hir'em is designed so that he never loses too much.

'Are you sure. Even though she was crazy about gambling, she was a saint. 'I'm not that familiar with gambling.'

I didn't commit fraud.

Feria clearly paid 1/3 of the current amount that would be paid if the opponent met and lost.

The money paid was 400 gold.

It is 1/3 of Peria’s ‘current’ capital of 1,200 gold.

'it's okay. I still have 3,000 gold left over as dividends that I deliberately left behind and didn't collect. If I don't intentionally find it by the end of all duels today, victory will be mine no matter what.'

So Peria is still ahead of Hirem.

Most of the people Feria had bet on are continuing to play, but six of the people Hirem had bet on have already been eliminated, leaving only four people left to play.

However, Enin still did not understand what Peria was doing.

So, Enin does not show quietly and asks Raines in a voice that Hir'em cannot hear.

“... Hey, Reigns. I don’t know, but nothing major will happen, right?”

Fortunately for Enin, Raines clearly understood what Peria was doing, so he answered as best he could.

“Yes. No need to worry. Peria is playing a safe game, a game where you have no choice but to win.”

“What exactly happens?”

“There are special rules set in advance, so it seems very dangerous for the knights chosen by each other to face each other and lose, but in reality, no matter how the game goes, our side is bound to win. The people chosen by the saint over there are all experienced people who have been consistently participating in the Knight's Festival for several years, and information such as record records and compatibility between people has already been created into a odds chart for gamblers and is being circulated around the market. ”

“Oh, I’ve heard that before. Something called genealogy.”

“That's right. So, while Winnet's experienced group has only gambles where the outcome is roughly predicted and the payout is not that large, the rookie group where Feria placed a lot of bets has gamblers betting only on what they saw in the preliminaries. Because people have to bet with only limited information, judgments vary greatly from person to person, so in the case of some games, opinions are especially biased to one side, resulting in huge dividends.”

“Uh... what about that sound?”

“On our side, Hwarim and Eila are consistently winning in the rookie group, and Tarator, who entered out of nowhere and blew away several new sidekicks in the preliminaries, will face the most unpopular sidekick in the second match. The payout is a miserable 20:1, but we actually bet the rider 1,000 gold, the largest amount on our side. Since Tarator's money is also included, he will deliberately lose the game no matter what he does, and since we have the dividends from the reverse, no matter what we do, we will have a capital exceeding that of the saint over there at the end. ”

“Uh, um...”

“And as a last resort, Peria-sama deliberately sought out the dividends she had bet so far, considering that 1/3 of the amount she held would be lost if the people Hirem-nim chose and the people we chose were defeated. It is not working. No matter how much the rider they choose wins, the money they receive cannot exceed our total dividends.”

“Even though I used the same 2,000 gold, the difference is big...”

“It is a sure-fire way to win based on how well you understand the special rules and how well you will use them, and how well you obtain information about the participants. Especially right after the reverse role made by Tarator played the biggest role.”

“... But in the end, the biggest reason we won was match-fixing. No matter how you hear it, it's a crime, right?”

Reigns calmly answers Enin, who barely understands and frowns.

“If you don’t get caught, it’s not a crime.”

Looking at that, Enine thinks that Raines is definitely someone who lived in the back.

Feria is like that, and so is Reigns.

Everyone is not ashamed of their origins, but is determined to do whatever it takes to win and bring benefit to the church.

So Enin suddenly began to reflect on himself.

'Then what am I doing now?'

Now that everyone is doing their part, there is no place for Enin to step forward.

Since he has nothing special about it other than wielding a weapon, all he can do is organize the church's warehouse, making use of his experience as a supply officer.

Other than that, it's just a battle with giant monsters, which I feel much more confident about now.

So, now that Enin can't do anything, he ends up getting a little confused between Peria, who uses his brain, and Reigns, who assists Peria to keep an eye on the other nobles and even exchanges a greeting with Ingrid.

'If at least one huge demonic beast appears here, wouldn't I have something to do?'

A thought that young boys might think of while studying at a temple.

Suddenly, a monster invaded the classroom, and Enin had nothing to do until the idea of successfully defeating the monster came to him.

So, Henin continues his thoughts while looking at Yongin, who has just come out to the stadium.

'is it so. Coincidentally, the dragon over there, the Dragonia, was actually not a mixture of a gragon and a human, but a real dragon.'

        
            As soon as the iron door opens, I take the lead.

Thistle is at the back, Astesia is in the middle.

They move forward, surrounding Astesia, who cannot fight, as if they were guarding her back and forth.

A cavity deep underground in a mountain range.

After solving the security problem of Rugal's Paladins and passing through the female Paladins' large bathhouse, we were able to reach the basement in an instant with the power of the portal, which could only be reached by walking down a spiral staircase for several minutes.

“... Still, I thought a few guards might come out to greet me.”

“Sure. It's different from what I thought, but there's nothing that surprises me in a different way.”

However, unlike how nervous I was, the only thing that came out after opening the door was a passage that went deeper inside.

I tried detecting with Leven from the spot, but I couldn't feel anything even with the magic thread.

Thistle and Astesia are also said to have no traces of the divine power unleashed by Rugal's priests or any traces of being related to demons.

“... There’s nothing we can do. Let’s go in.”

“Yes.”

“Jo, be careful.”

So, go straight inside.

Trusting the eyes of the soul bottle, which can clearly see even in a dark space, I walk without hesitation, but being careful about the sound of my footsteps.

For a moment, we came into a huge space, brightly lit as if to welcome us.

“Lab? Study?”

There were desks lined with documents and bookshelves filled with books.

“Family tree...?”

“It's hidden by the smell of water, but I can sense something like a bad smell.”

Astesia found a huge floor plan on one wall, a genealogy chart of something densely written, and Thistle quickly turned his head left and right, constantly gathering information and checking to see if there was anyone hiding somewhere.

“The books... seem like ordinary books.”

I look through the documents and books on the desk and on the bookshelf.

All of them contained content that explored the characteristics, customs, etc. of each tribe or several tribes comprehensively.

'I don't see anything special. I would say it's an extremely Rugal-like look.'

There was no problem.

Rugal is a religious order that seeks to unite various races into one group.

Since it is such a denomination, it can be said that it is an admirable effort to collect and organize information about the differences between races and their cultures in order to eliminate conflicts.

So, just as I was opening the doors on the opposite wall one by one, wondering if I should go deeper and see if I couldn't find anything here, Astesia called me.

“... Huh? Lee Rim?”

“Why?”

“The content written here seems strange.”

“Floor plan? Let’s see.”

“Is there something? Astesia.”

Together with Thistle, they approach the genealogy chart that Astesia was looking at.

What first catches your eye from above are the ethnic names of numerous different races.

I counted the numbers and found that the names of nearly 100 different races were written there.

“Werewolf, Troll, Orc, Gnoll, Lizardman, Dragonia, Lamia, Minotaur, Satyr, Siren, Harpy, Arachne-”

About 1/3 of them are different races that I have either heard of or seen in person.

“-Bugbear, Enigma, Quarten, Echidna, Seraeno... I have no idea what's behind them.”

“These are all names of actual races. There are everything from Fain who have the appearance of insects to abnormal races whose bodies are half made of magic.”

“What they have in common is that they are all recognized as intelligent beings, not demon beasts, and at the same time, more than half of them are races recognized by the empire as citizens of the empire.”

“Hmm... So the important thing is why the names of all these tribes are written on this genealogy chart, and why they are organized from the top in the form of a genealogy tree...”

Even if you try to look from bottom to top, it's written so densely that it hurts your neck, so it's hard to figure out what it means.

There are everything from ethnic groups consisting of a single gene to ethnic groups that are divided into half and quarter groups and spread out to be classified as separate races.

Then Thistle notices one thing and continues to explain.

“... Ah, it is divided into three categories.”

“Three categories?”

“Yes. The genealogy chart on the far left contains people of the beast-human race, the races listed on the genealogy chart in the middle are all fae people who have the appearance of insects, and those on the far right are a different race with dragons as their ancestors.”

After listening to Thistle's words, I looked closely at the tablet and saw that the line in the middle seemed to have been drawn and erased some time ago.

Starting from the boundary line, the different races were classified as Sissel said, and were handed down from the top like a family tree.

However, I do not know why it was organized in the form of a genealogy chart.

“I don’t understand. I know that Lamia and Echidna are different races of the same snake family, but isn't there something they have in common with Trolls and Arachne?”

“I see. It would make sense to interpret this as a forced differentiation because there are only a few types of different races like the Dragons here... but there is no particular reason to organize them into a family tree like this, as are the Fain and Beastmen here. .”

'If Peria was here, would she have noticed right away?'

In fact, I wonder if it's a puzzle and not everything that meets the eye, or maybe we just don't know. In fact, no matter how different they look, all different races ultimately want to find out that they all started from a single cell.

In the end, I decided to make an inference based on what I knew, and I sat down on my desk to cool my overheated head, thinking to myself, 'Rugal is a denomination that believes in the theory of evolution, and they are doing their best to somehow obtain the basis for the theory of evolution.' It was just before.

At that moment, Astesia quickly stretched out her arm and pointed to one side.

“... Ah, there is a name at the end.”

“Huh?”

“Here. At the end of the genealogy chart where the beastmen are gathered, there is only one name written, not a race name. Let's see... The name Tianeri... Ah! Beast King Tianeri! It’s the name of one of Rugal’s three heroes!”

Astesia raised her voice with excitement for a moment before blushing and leading me to look at the last part of the genealogy chart.

“... Huh? Could this be a family tree representing the ancestors of the three heroes?”

After confirming the name of the Beast King, check the genealogy chart from the bottom up again.

Only then did I notice.

Rugal's three heroes.

Beast King Tianeri, Fetal King Parasig, Dragon King Savage.

The name of the Beast King, who carries the most numerous beast race as his ancestors, and the Fei King, who seems to have the next largest number of the beast race as his ancestors, or races whose bodies are made of half magic, and the name is less than half that of the other two heroes. You can see the name of the Dragon King, who has an unknown family tree.

“Are these three people inheriting the blood of all races that are included in their respective forms?”

“Seo, no way. That's impossible.”

Thistle countered the unique collection of excessive ancestors that made tongues wag.

“Although the different races of the Empire have been living together peacefully for hundreds of years, there is a reason why it is still easy to see pure humans or werewolves with light blood on the streets. This is because the cases of a child being born between races of another race are very rare.”

“I also heard it from Winnet. When I asked Winnet, who owns the Mandrake, what he was going to use it for, he said that he was bringing it to him because his friend, a pure-blooded human from his time at the orphanage, married a Harpy woman from the Join tribe and was worried about having children. It is said that it is common for inter-ethnic couples to not have children.”

“...”

After listening to the two people, I think deeply.

'I decided to put aside all my common sense about genes.'

It's common.

Since it is a different world from the one I used to live in anyway, I throw away the common sense that it is a problem because the chromosomes of the genes do not match, or that the chromosomes are intentionally mutated to create mixed blood.

'It's a world where you can actually gain divine power if you pray, and miracles happen frequently.'

Therefore, we judge the birth of heroes by assuming that impossible events and rare probabilities occurred continuously.

'We succeeded in conceiving children among different races who did not often have children, regardless of whether there was a chance or not, and succeeded in intentionally continuing to inherit the dominant genes of the two races, resulting in numerous deaths. Even if compared to other races, the hypothesis that a hero was born with a much more distinctive body is somewhat understandable.'

To conclude, the hero of Rugal is a hero created deliberately.

People born artificially through constant marriage or an act close to mating.

An artificial hero created by deliberately inheriting only the physical advantages of each of the numerous different races that live in the Empire, more specifically Rugal.

I guess that was Rugal's secret identity.

Still, there is one problem:

'It doesn't seem like there will be any problem with the secrecy so far.'

That doesn't mean that Rugal is trying to hide it in any way.

“... That’s shocking.”

“But I have a feeling that’s all. Although it may come across as a negative feeling in that they may have been deliberately trying to repeatedly breed different races to create the strongest hero, if it is accompanied by the excuse that many people have made efforts to break down the walls between different races, people will will praise Rugal even more.”

Perhaps this is not the information that Princess Camellia wants.

Of course, the princess also caught a spy and told him that there was a secret place in Rugal's basement, and that she only ordered him to infiltrate there and bring useful items or information, so I think it would be enough to return with just this amount of information.

Not only did we find out that Yongin, who was supposed to be the winner of the knight's festival, may have been the product of such an artificial hero breeding plan, but the information that Rugal's three heroes were artificially created could be of use to the princess as well. .

'Using this as an excuse, I could use the threat of going to the right line and making all the facts public, to show Rugal as much loyalty as I want.'

However, the limitations are clear.

It is clear that Rugal, who received orders from the princess, also thought about the disadvantages that would arise from spreading this secret to the people, and therefore, as Thistle said a moment ago, it was used for propaganda purposes, but on the contrary, it was converted into a weapon to attract more people's attention. It could be.

‘Rugal has also calculated the pros and cons of bowing his head, and if he feels that it would be more disadvantageous to follow the princess’s orders than to hide a secret, I would like to say that he would just throw in the towel. As such, this probably wasn't the benefit the princess really wanted.'

It is unclear exactly what the princess, who is probably leading the army around the border right now, is thinking.

While he was catching a spy, he may have tried to obtain only this level of secret, or he may have taken advantage of the opportunity of the knight's festival, which drew the attention of Rugal's people to the outside world, to find out everything that Rugal was hiding. There may be.

As this is a long-awaited opportunity, I decide to go deeper, thinking that I should score as many points as possible.

“Good. Now that we're here, let's dig deeper. Let’s go deeper.”

“The other rooms were all rooms for storing documents and books, and the unusually large door over there must be the one leading inward. Since I can also hear the sound of water, I think there might be a hole where groundwater is starting to rise.”

“There may be no sign of people at all, and even if people come down from above, don’t worry. Just tell me and I will make the door without delay.”

“Reliable. I don't know what's inside, but there's no need to be scared. Thank you.”

He smiles at the two and approaches the huge door on the innermost wall.

Although it was firmly closed, the lock wasn't a big problem for us.

The moment Astesia grabbed the handle and turned it, the door opened easily, as if it had never been locked.

Geek-

This time, an iron door opened with a fairly loud sound from its hinges.

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwa-

At the same time, the loud sound of the door is drowned out by the sound of water, which is presumed to be rising underground water.

Judging by the water mist that flows out as soon as the door is opened, it seems that the door has rusted because it is very humid inside.

There was another thing I felt along with it.

“... The rotten smell was coming from here.”

Thistle frowns and Astesia looks like she's having a hard time.

Another long hallway unfolds.

Convinced that there was no one there, we walked forward without hesitation and it took a while for us to arrive at the huge cavity again. We soon discovered two things.

One is an underground reservoir of ridiculous size rising unstoppably toward the ceiling, and the other is-

“... Dragon?”

Cheolgrug-

There was a huge, half-dismantled dragon hanging in the air, tied with thousands of chains to the ceiling, which was shaking with underground water splashing.

        
            Knight's Festival finals.

The priests of Rugal consider it important to attract people's attention.

People must feel that this year's Knight's Festival was fun, so that they will come again to next year's Knight's Festival.

So there is a clear way to control the audience’s tension.

The goal is to include the most popular participants of the year and their duels between matches.

-Waaa!!!

In this way, the duel fought by another potential divinity of the empire comes to an end, and the cheers of the audience echo through the knight's hall.

bang!

At the same time, the door to the waiting room opened, and it was natural for Aila, who had won the duel, to exit.

“I went!”

“Good job.”

“You worked hard! That was incredible skill!”

When Aila returns to the waiting room, Portia and Hwarim greet her.

It doesn't matter if it's noisy.

There are a lot of knights in the waiting room, and everyone is concentrating on the next duel, but since it was clearly an improvement for the winner, this level of noise is acceptable.

“You must be thirsty, take it.”

Swish-

“Wow! Thank you Hwarim!”

Click-

Jump- Jump- Jump- Jump-

When Aila brought the bucket of water thrown by Hwarim to her mouth, ice water gushed out.

Ayla quenched her thirst for a moment, then took a bucket of water and sprinkled it on her head to let off some sweat and exclaimed that it was refreshing.

“Kihiiyaa- Hwarim has good sense! Where did you prepare the ice water?”

“It’s not something I prepared in particular. Since it was almost time for a break, Enin came and brought me a water bottle. I heard that the ice water in it was taken from the frozen lake at the top of the snowy mountain that stands high behind Rugal's temple. It seems that they are selling it at an outside market.”

“Aha, is that so? Somehow it felt slightly sacred! look! Is there also fog here? When did it happen?”

Tangerang-

When Aila shakes the ice in the water bucket and is amazed to see a fog that has just formed around her, Hwarim corrects her.

“What is sacred? Wasn’t that the steam that formed when you sprinkled water on your head a little while ago? Really, running around until your body is so hot, it would be better to save some stamina since there is one more duel left.”

“Oh, was it the seaweed I made? It seems somewhat fragrant!”

“... I shouldn’t say anything.”

“Hahahaha! It’s not a bad thing to be positive in everything! I brought the towel separately, but would you like to receive it?”

“Um... no! are you okay! I'm going to rest like this and then go to the next game, but I'll probably dry out in the meantime!”

I don't want to lose even one word, and it's a hassle to correct them one by one.

Hwarim decides to pay no mind to Aila and Portia talks to her instead.

“Be careful not to catch a cold. Even so, after some time, your body will cool down and you will become cold. Even though this is a low area, right next to it is the Perennial Snow Mountain that Tyrna Nog and Rugal are proud of! The cold wind that came down from the mountain once in a while really kept me relaxed even after the duel was over.”

“I’ll keep that in mind. If you feel a little cold, put on more clothes. More than that, are you okay? I barely made it to the top 50, but I got eliminated right away in the first duel.”

“It doesn’t matter. Because I am a skilled traveler who is old enough to be old. I have a good understanding of the extent of my skills. It's enough to just get money for drinks and future travel expenses! Hahahahaha!”

Hwarim also watched Portia’s game.

The person Portia had her first match with was a female knight named Marvelous One.

The woman with water-colored hair met Portia, who was charging at her with a two-handed axe, and struck him with a large sword as thick as the blade of the two-handed axe, and flew away.

Even though it was a result that was worthy of such disappointment, Portia was an experienced Portia who smiled cheerfully as usual after the duel was over.

Aila likes him like that and chats happily while flapping his shoulder armor with her hands.

“... I really like you, man. Tell me about your trip later!”

“Any amount! However, the price of the story will be paid for the drinks!”

“I am - as much as I want!”

“Whew... your spirit is fierce.”

Ayla and Portia.

As the two people, Aila, who could fit in anywhere, and someone who could approach anyone in a friendly way, were together, Hwarim felt his bones throbbing.

Winnet is still in the middle of a duel.

Tarator had made a brilliant comeback in the final game a little while ago, and left the game with a grin on his face, listening to people's criticism, or more precisely, the cries of gamblers who had bet a large amount of money after seeing his hidden skills.

Perhaps today or tomorrow, the gamblers who realize that they have blatantly rigged the match may end up getting stabbed a few times on the street, but the match fixing itself is not within the scope of Rugal's ability to stop it, and Tarator has been attacked to that extent. Since he was not a man to give, Hwarim decided not to worry.

Rather, Hwarim, like Aila now, just finished a duel, so she just fanned herself.

'Really, I'm putting it to good use.'

The fan was a gift Vincent received when he invited himself and Lee Rim to the knights' dormitory.

An oriental-style fan that is not easily seen in united kingdoms.

However, the fan, which Hwarim is more familiar with, is used often because it feels familiar even though the pattern is unfamiliar when unfolded.

Waaa-

At that moment, people's shouts are heard.

'Winnett, it looks like she did it again.'

Through this opportunity, Hwarim learned clearly about high-level adventurers.

A high-level adventurer that is one of the few in the empire.

Every time Winnet, such a high-level adventurer, competes in a duel in the duel arena, people cheer.

Perhaps that was the audience's response to the fact that Winnet knew what kind of scene the people who came to the Knight's Festival wanted, and that she gave a performance tailored to that, along with the fans cheering her on as she came close to becoming the winner.

Dang-dang-dang-dang-

Immediately after the duel is over, the sound of a bell ringing from a bell tower is heard from somewhere.

When Portia heard that sound, she knew that she was going to take a break, judging from her experience of participating in the knight's festival several times already.

“Ah, it will be time to take a break. Because it looks like the match between Yongin and Winnet is over.”

Unlike yesterday, when the preliminaries were held in the large stadium of the Knight's Hall, each of which was divided into 20 sections, today the stadium will be divided into half and the rookie and experienced group's matches will be held simultaneously.

After the duels of Yongin from the rookie group and Winnet from the experienced group, who happened to be the last players, finished their respective duels, it was time for a break.

Doo doo doo doo doo-

The sound of people moving noisily can be heard from overhead.

Since it was lunchtime, it was the sound of visitors going outside the hall for a while to eat.

On the other hand, most of the participants in the knight's festival are adventurers or knights-of-arms, and they have the patience and stamina to swing a sword even if they starve for at least a day, and depending on the race, they can walk around for a week without eating anything.

However, since the Knight's Festival is not a competition to show off survival skills in extreme situations, but to select the best new talent in the best condition, lunch time must of course be observed.

Portia remembered Lee Rim's words about taking good care of the people in the church and asked her how she could make people like her.

“Then what will everyone do? When a knight's festival is held, a separate meal is prepared by Rugal for the participants. Among voyageurs, most of those who have come far are alone. Or, if you plan on taking a longer break, a strategy would be to eat a light meal and rest for a while in the waiting room.”

“Meal... Tarator, the man said he would prepare the restaurant, so we'll go out when Winnet comes back.”

“I, I want to eat that again! Kaimak or caiman? No, was it Caesar? Anyway, it was delicious!”

“Yes, yes. Okay, so please stop running because the temperature in the waiting room seems to be rising because of you. Water droplets will splash, so stay still.”

While stopping Aila from running around in her place, Portia and Hwarim finished their discussion and decided on a destination.

“If it is possible to prepare a separate restaurant while it is crowded, it can be seen as providing a higher quality rest. And actually, the expression is to rest in the waiting room, because now is when it gets really busy.”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

As soon as Portia finishes speaking, the back door of the waiting room opens.

At the same time, groups holding various flags pour in.

“Albarond’s knight-errant is inaction Aren! Are you there?! Count Vverjak of the Empire wants to speak with you!”

“Excuse me. I'm from the Priests behind bars. Do you know where the crab-looking knight is? Ah, yes. you're right. It's the Krapson race. The name is Keian.”

“Knight Raifern. Hyacinth of the Deltahorn would like to see you.”

“Nice to meet you, driver. Came from a church that worships Gorn, the god of struggle. We are recruiting Holy Knights, but would you like to talk with us?”

A nobleman somewhere, a small or medium-sized order, a knighthood, etc.

“... I see. It would be best to give up any thoughts of relaxing in a place like this.”

“That’s right. Of course, there will be very few people who will criticize us because we have not yet completely completed the final duel and bear the name of the Deshade Church, but we cannot assume that there are absolutely no people. Why, there are some guys who think that if you pay them extra money, they will definitely come over.”

Each group waves its own flag and asks for interviews with those it has its eye on among those who were eliminated from the competition.

Since it would be rude to offer advice to people who have not yet passed the finals, no one from the Deshade Church has approached them yet.

So, those who receive recommendations are actually losers who have already passed the finals.

However, those who received the invitation were not only losers, but also those who survived as the last 50 people because they were superior in skill among the numerous knights gathered from the empire.

So, especially among young rookies who stand out, a large number of groups are flocking in who want to become exclusive knights for their company or sign contracts as knights.

“I never thought the game would be this fierce. So even if that kid had intervened, it would have ended without him even being able to say a word.”

“This is a story about Thistle, right? Even if I look at it, I can still see a blurry picture of what it would have been like!”

Hwarim and Aila share the feeling of relief when they see the crowded waiting room.

Originally, Thistle had planned to intervene between them, raise the school flag, and go about recruiting knights of pilgrimage.

However, I gave up on that idea after Winnet dissuaded me and Portia explained in detail how hellish the waiting room was during the knight's festival.

'I'm sorry to say this now, but the Thistle Church doesn't have much money, right? Although Portia and I are not particularly concerned about money, there are many other knights who are of the opinion that we need to be sure about money. 'It can be quite a burden financially.'

'That's right. If you want to spread the name of your church to the far corners of the empire, the more knights you have, the better, but there is actually a loophole in this system. The point is that there are limited ways to know what the voyageurs in the distance are doing. Therefore, unless it is extremely urgent, it may be better not to hastily increase the number of knights.'

Thanks to this, Thistle decided to help Lee Rim instead of joining this crowded crowd of people today as originally planned and did not come here.

Winnet was disappointed that he couldn't see Thistle during lunch, but he seemed happy to see his friend taking what he said into consideration.

Three people were waiting for Winnet, and the waiting room was becoming increasingly crowded with people.

flutter- flutter-

While Hwa-rim was drying Aila's face with a fan, someone approached her and spoke to her.

“You seem quite familiar with using debt. I heard that most women in the empire are not familiar with holding fans.”

“... Hmm?”

As soon as Hwarim turns around, what catches her eye is a man wearing a loose, red oriental-style suit.

It was Ryu Dian, Red Purge's rider and the person who defeated Hwarim at the end of the preliminaries.

“... I said it was Liu Dian.”

“Thank you for remembering me.”

“Because it’s rude not to remember when you’re facing each other with swords.”

“Then did I say something wrong?”

“ done. Is the wound okay? I cut it a bit too much.”

“It’s okay. Our church has many priests who can use healing magic. And, rather, these wounds are only a glorious proof of your skills.”

“... Well, okay.”

Hearing Liu Dian's words, Aila cautiously approaches Portia and speaks.

“... Portia, is that person a pervert? He confessed something like that to the person who cut him several times.”

“ Doesn’t everyone have their own tastes? Don't worry, it's the kind you see occasionally. I once had a friend who loved having female monsters claw into his body!”

“Wow... Even real perverts don't have that kind of perversion. What on earth do people like that do on a daily basis?”

“Well, I’m not sure. That friend eventually died from excessive bleeding while laughing while surrounded by a group of harpies!”

“... If you look at humans sometimes, such strange types appear frequently.”

They said they were whispering, but because they were two loud-spoken people, everything they talked about was in the ears of Hwa-rim and Liu Dian.

So the two became a little silent.

For Ryu Dian, it was a compliment to Hwarim, who showed a level of killing sword that was a level higher than his own, but he had no idea that he would be misunderstood in such a way.

“... I feel sorry for my group.”

“... It’s okay. Elves are something you don't see often, and I'm not in a position to dare talk to them. I’ll pretend I didn’t hear it.”

The two people gently closed their eyes once and continued their business.

“So, why did you come?”

“To pass on this.”

The knight of Red Purge puts his hand into the sleeve of the fluttering clothes, takes out the neatly folded clothes and hands them to Hwarim.

“It’s clothes.”

“It’s clothes.”

“... Hmm?”

“... Uh, um. Excuse me for a moment.”

Two people who don't talk much.

Coincidentally, the two people were embarrassed that they couldn't communicate for a moment because usually when they say a word like this, other people often connect the words.

The two people faced each other and faced each other without making any sound.

After a while, Liu Dian, recalling the teachings of our ancestors about cherishing time, continued speaking.

“... During the duel, there was too much of my blood on your clothes. That's why I'm giving it to you as an apology.”

Clothes that Hwarim received from Liu Dian.

Hwarim, who received the clothes, noticed something.

The Oriental-style clothes she was holding were clearly clothes filled with divine power.

        
            Clothes given to Hwarim by Red Purge's knight.

Hwarim realized that the divine power felt in the clothes he gave her was unusual.

“These are not ordinary clothes.”

“Did you notice?”

“It’s rather strange that I don’t notice it. Judging from the divine power felt in the clothes, they are not clothes that are commonly sent as gifts. So let me ask why.”

If you look at the size of the divine power, it is comparable to the clothes worn by most high priests.

Since there were no holy magic or blessings applied to it, it was still an ordinary garment, but that also meant that as long as holy magic and blessings were applied, it would become clothes that could never be obtained through ordinary donations.

So, Hwarim wondered why the man in front of her had given these clothes to her, and whether he was trying to scout her like the other people crowded in the waiting room in exchange for handing them over to her.

Red Fudge's knight also took a moment to look at the neatly folded clothes in response to Hwarim's words, and then spoke up to clear up the misunderstanding.

“It’s not a big deal. It's just clothes that my younger sister made and wore.”

Hwarim hears his words and unfolds her clothes.

However, there was no feeling that anyone had worn the clothes.

Clothes made of blue-colored fabric do not retain any traces of sewing, nor do they have human odors that can be felt even when taking a deep breath.

“My younger brother... is a saint in our church. Have you heard of the plague saint?”

“... No. I am a person who only listens to worldly knowledge because it gives me a headache if I accept it.”

“In that case, just think about it that way. Clothes are my favor. My younger sister, who is a saint, has many hobbies, so she made clothes for herself, but she said they didn't suit her, so she told me, a journeyman, to tell her someday if I know someone who would suit the clothes. So I thought this outfit would suit you and just gave it to you.”

Clothes woven by the saint herself.

The blue military uniform in Hwa-rim's hand was very similar to the clothes she wore in the world other than here.

'It's like heavenly duty.'

At that time, Hwarim was wearing the last clothes she brought from the parish.

It was also covered in blood again from the duel with the opponent a while ago.

Of course, Hwa-rim is not a person with an obsession with neat and tidy clothing, so she is not a person who seriously cares about a little blood on her face.

'The clothes will get stained with blood again anyway, so as long as you keep them on until today's fight is over, they'll be doing their job.'

To her, clothes are treated only as something that covers her private parts.

Clothing is not one of the daily necessities that Hwarim considers very important, as even during his time as a soul soldier, he wore only the basic clothes provided and has never invested money in clothes.

However, Hwarim knows how to respect others to a certain extent.

Hwarim, who saw people changing their blood-stained clothes into clean clothes at the end of each duel, knew that this was the etiquette at the knight's festival held here by Rugal, and even thought about following it.

So, while eating lunch, Hwarim tried to ask Winnet to lend her some extra uniforms if she had any. Hwarim had no reason to refuse if she was given free clothes at the right time.

She accepted the clothes from Liu Dian and expressed her gratitude.

“Thank you. Dress well. Please tell your sister that I am grateful.”

“... Thank you. That child will be happy too.”

At the same time that Hwarim decided that she should change her clothes after finishing her meal, she also wanted to ask questions about things she had always been curious about since the Red Fudge knight had just appeared before her eyes.

“I would like to ask since this is a long-awaited opportunity, but I heard that the Red Purge was created by combining a denomination from the east and a denomination from the north.”

“Yes.”

“There, magical power is called ki, and are there people who call themselves Taoists?”

That was the most curious question Hwarim had.

If the answer is positive, Hwarim will have a way to quickly become stronger.

'If there were Taoist monks, they could turn Neidan into pills to increase the total amount of energy more quickly.'

It's not a method I really like, but I once heard a story from Taoist people saying that a person can easily become stronger not by training but by taking precious neidan.

Hwarim had forgotten about the method because he had not heard of any humans in the Empire or Kingdom Alliance becoming stronger by continuously consuming certain parts of the Demon Beast, but the Red Fudge appeared similar to the place where he lived in all aspects of clothing, swordsmanship, and customs. I asked a question in the hope that I might know something.

“Um... I'm sorry, but I don't know anything. I don't know about Taoists, but there are exorcists.”

“Exorcist?”

“Yes. Although they are somewhat similar to the paladins of other denominations, the difference is that they only move to deal with things related to the devil.”

“... I see.”

Upon hearing it, it seems like it has nothing to do with Naedan or Taoist monks.

Hwarim felt disappointed that the last method he had in mind had been abandoned, and decided that the only way was to calmly and sincerely refine his depth and slowly become stronger.

“... I'm sorry I couldn't be of any help.”

“No, it’s okay. I was just asking just in case. Anyway, thank you again. I will accept the clothes that my sister, who is a saint, knitted for me.”

“... Yes.”

The conversation ended there.

After finishing his errand, the voyageur left and Hwarim thought that since there was still time left, it would be better to change clothes before eating, and she was feeling the texture of the uniform she had not worn for a long time.

Coo coo coo coo coo-

“I’m back...”

“Welcome!”

“You worked hard!”

The huge door leading to the duel arena opens, and Winnet is seen entering first, followed by the dragon Curios with a time lag.

'My eyes still get soft after the duel.'

Winnet had very sleepy-looking eyes, perhaps because she had used up a lot of stamina, or because she was simply hungry.

'Dragoni... Drago-? Drag... drag... Yongin doesn't look very tired. 'Does this mean that this duel wasn't fun either?'

For a moment, Hwa-rim stared at the blood-soaked Yong-in on the cloak wrapped around his body, before belatedly telling Winnet that he had done a good job.

“... Welcome.”

“Yes. Oh, it's a uniform? Who gave it to you?”

Winnet, who had received the greeting, did not reply for a moment before she returned and was thinking of giving Hwarim one of her uniforms, but when she saw the blue uniform in her hand, she asked where it came from.

“The Red Purge knight who fought yesterday gave it to me. However, now that I think about it, I wonder if it is really okay to accept it.”

“... Ah, that's it. are you okay. You can take it.”

I realized what was going on after hearing Hwarim's answer, which belatedly made me suspicious, wondering if he had given me the gift because of ulterior motives.

“Is it common to give gifts to opponents you duel with at a knightly festival?”

“Relatively. Most knights of knighthood participate in knightly festivals, and as such, there are quite a few people from noble families, so in some cases, meaningful gifts are given to the other person after the duel. Among them, a common thing is that when a large amount of one's blood has been splattered on the other person, clothes are sometimes given as a gift as a tribute.”

“I see. The etiquette of nobles can sometimes be strange, but... Anyway, then there's no need to repay anything, right?”

“Yes. Still, he probably said something about it while handing it over. It's better to remember that much for when we meet later. Ah... I'm hungry.”

“Hurry, let’s go eat quickly!”

“We are all planning to go to the restaurant that Tarator is said to have prepared, but what will Winnet do?”

“Of course I have to go.”

“Then let’s leave right away!”

As expected, the sleepy look on his face seemed to be because he had used up all his energy.

Everyone stands up when they hear Winnet's stomach growling loudly.

As the four people had talked about, it was the moment when they were about to join Enin, Peria, and Reigns and head to the restaurant that Tarator had made a reservation for.

bang!

A loud noise came from the direction of Yongin, who came in with Winnet a little while ago, and soon the noisy waiting room became quiet.

“... What is it?”

Just by looking at it, they sense that something out of the ordinary has happened, and everyone goes to see what happened just like everyone else.

What they saw, breaking through the crowd and mingling in the middle of the crowd, was the image of a Dragonia holding the head of a Lizardman with one arm and pinning it against the wall.

A dragonia whose voice no one had ever heard before was speaking to the lizardman pinned against the wall.

“The Knight's Festival is a place where skills show everything. If you are weak, obey the strong like a weak person. If you are dissatisfied, show it with your skills. That is Rugal's general will and the empire's general will. Did this guy with no skills even think about surviving by babbling in front of me?”

“Kkkk...”

A clear, low-pitched voice that can be said to be profound.

The Lizardman was large enough, but his neck was caught in the sharp grasp of a much larger dragon, and he was unable to resist at all.

Winnet, who saw the scene, urges an onlooker nearby to tell the situation.

“... Hey. What's going on?”

“... Ah, above, you are Winnet.”

“Ri-Ri-.”

“Ah, yes!”

The person who received her words was a young knight-errant who unexpectedly won the match against Tarator without even knowing why he won.

When he saw Winnet, he was surprised that she, who had heard rumors that she was a high-class adventurer and did not get along well with people, spoke to him for a moment, and then calmly answered her question.

“Actually, that lizardman was the one who participated in the knight festival with his brothers. In the final duel a little while ago, one person died at the hands of Dragonia over there.”

“... Like that.”

'Is that so? When his brother died, he got angry and swore about it, is that it?'

Winnet reacts briefly to the sound of casualties.

That's just the attitude toward mourning.

It's not a common occurrence, but it happens at least once.

In the Knight's Festival, deaths called 'accidents' occur in various circumstances, and this is a familiar occurrence to Winnet, who has participated in the Knight's Festival every year.

'But that's strange behavior for a Lizard Man.'

Therefore, Winnet did not understand why a Lizardman, a Lizardman who considered dying during battle as a great honor, would vent his anger by swearing for his brother who died in the Dragonia battle.

        
            There are several people, at least one person, who die every year due to accidents at the Knight's Festival, and most of their deaths are due to real accidents or overwhelming skill disparities.

There are cases where a person who did not surrender until the last minute because he was determined to defeat the opponent at all costs died suddenly due to a physical abnormality such as sudden bleeding, or was killed by a single sword blow before the opponent shouted that he was surrendering or something. It corresponds to that.

Still, there are usually no cases where one intentionally kills the other person.

Since there are many people whose goal is to become a Knight of the Pilgrimage, a Paladin, or to be scouted, it is basic to have eyes to see and show courtesy and respect for each other.

Therefore, even if someone provokes the other person, it is mostly something that people with the qualities of an entertainer do in order to stand out from the audience, and it is rare for someone to throw a sword that will result in a super-kill.

Because of this, Hwarim also had several opportunities to kill Liu Dian at once, but he ended up deliberately getting out of the way and wounding him, and Winet also tried to do nothing more than silence his opponent.

But it is said that Dragonia was different.

“I heard that the Lizardman that Dragonia killed insulted him at the duel before the duel began. I don't know the exact details because the audience didn't hear them, but I heard that the Lizardman, who was his opponent, took a step back and looked very embarrassed, swearing and pulling out his sword...”

“Lizardman? Umm...”

This was quite unusual for Winnett, who was listening to the testimony.

Lizardmen who live and die in battle are taking a step back.

As if he was in a panic, he even cursed at the person holding the weapon, which was far from honorable.

'I've never seen anything like that.'

As Winnet, who had met countless people as an adventurer and had even spent about a month in the Lizardmen tribe, this was something he could never understand.

“So that Dragonia couldn't stand it anymore and killed him with a single sword. The lizardman over there approached him to protest and was caught.”

“... Really?”

“Off...!”

The Lizardman's screams become louder.

Just from his perspective, it can be said that he had a strong self-employment nature, but it was clear that the fact that he intentionally killed his opponent was something to be criticized.

However, as Winnet and others witnessed yesterday, Dragonia showed an attitude that was both cruel and boring to everyone, so it would be no problem to call it the best problem child of this tournament.

However, if there is something like that, people will just ignore it.

“Hey! You'd better stop!”

“Correct. No matter how insulted you were, it would be cruel to react so excessively even if it caused casualties!”

Two knights of pilgrimage stepped in front of Dragonia.

One is a pure human, and the other is a knight who appears to be a mixed race of the Join tribe with his entire body covered in feathers.

The two were in the experienced group, and even though they lost to Winnett, they stood out for their goal and stepped forward with confidence because they had just been talking to several people who had come to sign a contract with them.

This is because I thought that showing a just and good appearance here would have a big impact on the future down payment negotiations.

However, their dreams were immediately shattered.

Kwaaang!

Instead of answering, Dragonia swung its arm.

“... Huh?”

He swung the arm that was holding the Lizardman and first 'smashed' the pure human side.

Thick skulls clashed against each other, bones clashing together, making sounds that should not have come from a human head.

While the Join Knight was confused, he lifted the Lizardman, whose neck was broken and shaking, like a weapon and tried to hit him again.

That moment-

Winnett jumped out and stopped him.

Sigh!

dump-

“... Until there.”

“...”

It happened in an instant.

When Winnet hit Dragonia hard on the arm, he dropped the lizardman's body that he was roughly holding.

Two people look at each other with intense eyes.

Sarrr-

Ttuk-tuk-

The dragon scales its red carapace, which is comparable to that of a dragon, and raises its scales to make a threatening sound.

‘I can clearly see it up close. This is a guy who needs to give it his all.'

Winnett also looked into his vertically slit yellow eyes and loosened all the bones in his finger joints that had not been loosened during the game a while ago.

“Get out of the way.”

“... If you promise not to take any more casualties.”

“You are strong.”

Dragonia ordered once more.

“You are strong, so I will save you. I'll say it for the last time. Get out of the way.”

“... Are you the type who has never had a conversation in your life?”

“Good. The conversation is over.”

'Where was the conversation we had just a moment ago?'

Even while everyone watching them is thinking the same thing at the same time, the two beings move.

Just when I thought that if things continued like this, everyone in the waiting room would get caught up in the knightly festival and all, a huge object struck Dragonia from among the people.

Quaaaang!

Clang-!

“...”

In an instant, Dragonia stretched out its fist and crushed the huge mace.

“That’s it!”

The person who pushed away the people holding the broken mace was the Duelist Marvelous One, another divinity of the Empire who stands out in the new generation of the Knights' Festival.

“Dragonia over there! Looks like you don’t like conversation very much!”

“...”

She continues with her story whether Dragonia answers or not.

“But living in an empire is like that! It means living among people! Killing people so carelessly would definitely not be welcome here or anywhere else!”

“It’s meaningless. In the world, there are only rulers and ruled. And I am Dragonia, the strong one who will rise above all things.”

The arrogant answer was clearly one that aroused everyone's repulsion.

However, people still did not protest.

In a way, it is an argument that is truly fitting for the knightly festival currently being held in Rugal, a tournament that determines only one winner.

'...Is there something strange?'

At that moment, Aila felt something strange.

I heard that Rugal is a religious order that is passionate about creating an equal society for all different races, but the current knightly festival seems to be no different from a competition that selects only the most outstanding person and proves the incompetence of the rest, as opposed to that. It is wearing.

Therefore, Yongin in front of us is the optimal winner of the current competition as he is almost prepared.

The thought of Eila being so arrogant that it seems that no one has ideas more suitable to the hidden meaning of the knightly festival held in Rugal than this one, wraps around Aila's mind.

Meanwhile, Marvelous responds to Dragonia's words.

“Good! Yongin Curios! As a Dragonian, it doesn't matter how much dragon blood you have! It doesn’t matter if you think other races are inferior!”

Cooung-

The Marvelous One speaks as he places the broken mace pole on the floor.

“Let’s make a suggestion! If you continue to win the duel like this, you and I will be fighting! If you win there, you will obey me according to your own claims! Then, I will rebuild your mind from the ground up and tell you why living among people means!”

Dragonia seemed to be interested in what she said and turned completely towards Marvelous and answered.

“Do I look like someone who will never say the word surrender?”

Yongin’s voice filled with a strong fighting spirit.

It was a strange sight even for the people of the church, including Winnet.

From a cold-hearted ruler who destroyed all beings, this is a voice filled with fiery passion, like a dragon greeting a dragon slayer.

He was now greeting Marvelous' provocation with the attitude of an absolute person sitting on a throne.

And the Marvelous One responds to Dragonia's words with the most evil smile he can muster.

“I will let you say you surrender. Beat him until he cries, until he confesses all his mistakes with his own mouth.”

“... Good.”

Curios, a dragon who felt that momentum with his whole body, accepted the offer.

Although he received the offer, he did not discuss what he would gain if the Marvelous were defeated on his side.

That's the attitude of the strong.

The strong accept challenges from those below them if they put conditions on them, but they do not propose anything different in return.

That is because it does not suit the character of a strong man who is unconditionally confident of his own victory.

As Marvelous listened to Yongin's answer, he quickly came to his senses and quickly disappeared after saying his last words.

“... Oh my! Time... Anyway, break time is precious, so I'll see you later! Dragonia!”

“Good. I look forward to beating everyone and standing before me. Human.”

Yongin also answered her and left.

Perhaps because he was excited, he showed an attitude of forgiving the Join tribe knight and Winnet who were standing right in front of him.

Other people also move their bodies to spend their limited time efficiently.

Between people who disperse like that.

The remaining people in the place, where the fragments of the shattered wall and the remains of the Morning Star still remained, were three angry people and a slightly older knight.

“... They talk among themselves even with me in front of them.”

“... Something is making me angry.”

“That’s right. Surely those two are the ones who will fight against Hwarim and me in the next match, right? If those two want to stick together, they can only stick together after they beat us. But what? See you at the next game? It's as if you're saying that our defeat is certain!”

Winnet prepares to crush her opponent with all her might, and Hwarim begins to feel something boiling inside her.

And when Portia sees Eila, who is starting to get really angry in her place, she looks embarrassed.

The three people each say something and look at each other.

I thought the three had nothing in common except that they were Lee Rim's teachers.

However, in the most essential aspects, the three had similarities with each other.

The point is that one's pride is very strong.

It is simple, but as primitive as it is, it never easily disappears. That very human yet upward-oriented personality ignited a fire in the three people.

“... You two, don’t lose.”

“It’s obvious. The woman's name was the Marvelous One. Since I am the next opponent, I have already given up the thought of giving up.”

“I said it was Dragonia. I will skin you. I'll take all the scales, grind them up, and use them as ingredients for fertilizer to make for Raines...!”

Three people put their hands together and make an oath.

Before you know it, the bond formed becomes stronger.

The sharpness of three women made of anger.

Portia, who saw that sharpness, knew that in this situation, based on her long experience due to her age, the moment she did one wrong thing, she would become the enemy of a public figure, so she showed herself to be twice as calm as usual.

However, worrying about it is a bonus.

'Hmm. 'It's common for people to get so angry that they mess things up.'

Heat is always good for making a person's body move more actively, but when it turns into excessive excitement, it often leads to incorrect judgment.

'Well, these three people are stronger than me, so they probably don't know that. I think the anger will be temporary and I can just stop worrying about it.'

Still, he tries to ease his mind, thinking that once the women finish eating, their mood will calm down a little.

Keeping in mind that it was certain that I would turn my anger into eating at the restaurant, I thought to myself that I would order more food from the restaurant attendant than I had yesterday, which was a bonus.

“Everyone, what happened? Even though we waited, he didn't come, so we came to find him first.”

“... No. It's no big deal. Let’s go eat right away. Hahahahaha!”

When Portia sees Enin and the church members who came by at the right time, she laughs loudly to lighten the mood.

'bishop. It would be very painful if these women were always around. Well, if you know how to endure it, there's no problem.'

Portia is a fairly popular knight who has been burned by women a few times.

As he recalled his childhood romantic experiences, it was a bonus to send a short condolences to his employer, who was much older than him and was a bishop in the church.

        
            Deep within the snowy mountains of Rugal's parish.

What I discovered after going further into the secret cavity there was -

“... Dragon.”

“... It's a dragon.”

“Dragon... It is.”

It was a dragon.

A creature made purely of magical power, although visually it appears to have substance.

It's just that Agoni is special, but the original dragon knows how to shoot out rays of fire from its heart of flame so hot that they can be called fireworks, and with its huge wings, it can fly so high in the sky that there is no competition other than the same dragon.

Such a dragon is in front of me right now.

If we just encounter the dragon, which will look down on us with its towering head, we will face it as if it were chained and unable to move.

“... What is this?”

“... Sure.”

I can't say much else.

There is a steel ring much larger than a human being stuck on a high wall, and from there, a dragon is suspended in the air by chains hanging from it.

It didn't end there.

“Dead...?”

“I don’t know. Is he dead, or is he alive but unable to speak?”

The dragon's belly was open.

Could it also be described as an open stomach?

A dragon whose belly scales and skin are neatly split in half by something sharp.

There were no internal organs visible or anything.

Instead, there was a huge azure crystal in its stomach.

The dragon was red, but a crystal that looked incredibly cold was in its stomach, just like a dragon.

However, when I saw that the crystal was also broken from the inside as if something had broken through, I wondered where to begin my reasoning and whether it would be okay for us to stay here any longer.

“Water is forming.”

“I see. Unlike the outside, it's quite cold inside.”

I felt like my body was getting heavy in an instant, and when I looked at the situation, I saw water condensing on my clothes.

While the place we were just a moment ago was extremely warm, the air here was colder than expected, and water vapor seems to have condensed in response.

“Ma, it’s very cold.”

“I’ll give you a coat. Come here.”

“Are you okay, Lee Rim?”

“First of all, it’s a soul-sick body. This is okay.”

Go to Astesia and take off your coat and wrap it around your body.

Astesia, who received the coat, smiled and wrapped it around her shoulders, along with the iron staff she had brought with her both hands just in case.

Then Thiseul, who was looking at this with envy, secretly shrinks herself.

“... Huh! Lee Rim. I’m cold too.”

“... Phew!”

“Why, why?”

“I know. You can see it all in their facial expressions. Hahahaha!”

“... Chii-.”

“Now, Thistle is coming too.”

The coat is a formal robe, and underneath it, he is also wearing the church uniform that Aela made for him.

When I take it off, spread it out to Thistle, and tell him to come, Thistle says he was envious just a little while ago, but this time he is worried.

“... I'm just saying this, but wouldn't it be cold with just one shirt?”

“It’s okay.”

“... Hehe, thank you.”

After wrapping clothes around Thistle, the two of them leave and go a little closer to the dragon.

What I discovered later was that there was a long box underneath the dragon, in front of a pit where underground water was gushing out, and right at the end of the cliff.

“It’s a lock... Should I try using it?”

Approach the box, which is locked with a chain and a heavy lock, and take out the artifact given by Tarator.

“Automatic picking makes the world so much more convenient.”

What Tarator gave you is a picking artifact that will unconditionally open any physical lock.

Take out a stick from a small pouch and press the end.

Gagagagagagagagak-

“... Gross. What is it, a bug?”

Then, a loud noise was heard, and about 50 small sticks resembling ants' legs came out of the stick.

The moment I saw that, I thought I was holding a centipede, got goosebumps all over my body, and quickly stuck the stick into the lock.

After so many minutes have passed.

Clap-

'Are you done?'

The lock opens with a dull thud, and the stick, having done its work, crawls out on its own legs from inside, so he quickly puts it back in his pocket and crushes it with his hand.

Quad Deuk-

Tarator says that this is a disposable artifact and that even the magic circle inside is eaten away, so it must be destroyed in this way at the end so that no evidence remains.

“Good-”

It was the moment when I was trying to undo the chain on the lock.

Tumble-

Before I even opened the box, I heard the sound of something opening before the box.

And the place where the sound like a dull plank falling was from the gun-

8 directions.

“... Lee Rim!”

“... The enemy!”

“Tch!”

'Did I fail to unlock the lock?!'

Hearing Thistle and Astesia's screams, he hurriedly turns back and creates a magic sword.

What comes into view are walls carved as if to surround us in the center.

There were eight exits that did not exist until a moment ago.

Sigh-

There is no time to prepare.

What pops out as soon as the hidden temporary wall falls is-

Eight lizardmen wearing white armor.

‘Paradise?! It was there from the beginning? But it wasn't even detected?!'

Quickly assess the situation in unexpected situations.

thud-

'Naksachal.'

Accelerates accidents, identifies causes, and responds simultaneously.

The moisture that forms on their skin.

The movement was quite sluggish for something that came as a surprise.

These weapons are filled with white cold as if frost had fallen.

Although it was fast, the thought accelerated by Rakshasa allowed me to more accurately identify their bodies.

As soon as I see the guys belatedly infusing divine power into their weapons, a similar scene from my previous memories comes out of my head.

'Right. It's not that unlocking the lock failed. Were the Paladins in suspended animation here?'

Their appearance is the movement of knights who fell into a nap in the cold dawn of the old days when they were fighting in the Kingdom Alliance, and then quickly woke up to be attacked by demonic beasts and enemies.

Although each case is different, it is a dull appearance that occurs when the body is half relaxed while sleeping and hastily gathers magical energy.

If we connect those memories with the physical state that their species, the Lizardmen, can take now, we get the answer.

'I heard that when the temperature drops, lizardmen become increasingly sluggish and enter a state of suspended animation.'

The air inside the iron gate where they were waiting was as cold as ice.

In particular, at a location deep underground in a mountain range, where cold underground water gushes ceaselessly, the Lizardmen who built a temporary wall and went inside fall asleep as their body temperature drops.

To wake up these sleeping Paladins made up of extratropical races -

Intruders who visited the outside space with warm air without knowing anything and did not keep a pre-arranged promise.

Using that body temperature as a trigger, the knights of Rugal's Ice and Snow Mountains, who are trying to fulfill their duty of protection, come towards us swinging Bardiche, a polearm with a huge blade.

Kaaa!

“Astecia, stick with it!”

“Yes, yes!”

Was Astesia judged to be beyond her capabilities?

The Lizardmen came out in groups of four and rushed at Thistle.

Thistle pulls out his claymore and blocks the bardisches pressing down on him, and Astesia bows her head, hugging her iron staff tightly.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-gang!

I also strike down the Paladins' Bardiche with my magic sword.

Cheer up!

'Reaction is slow.'

Fortunately, the first guy lost his weapon to the magic sword because he infused the divine power too late.

Quang!

However, unlike weapons with thick blades and long ends, the armor they wore on their bodies was already imbued with divine power, so the Lizardmen Holy Knights immediately blocked the magic swords with their bodies.

'Everything is in order.'

He is also good at creating siege nets.

It seemed that they were not the Holy Knights who had been in suspended animation for a thousand years and ten thousand years.

Even though everyone had just woken up, the paladin calmly, who had lost his weapon, naturally grabbed the remaining spear like a baton and formed a formation to subdue us.

So the battle should be short.

The only advantage we have now that we are outnumbered is that the cold hasn't gone from their heads yet, so the accident won't go back to normal.

The sight of them forming a formation while hesitating little by little, as if they were experiencing lag, seemed to be in a dazed state and imitating the movements they had already acquired through their daily training.

therefore-

“First of all, there is one.”

As always, attack the weakest part first.

This is also a method that can be dealt with normally by allocating quite a lot of calculations to those who have not completed the warm-up of thinking.

Swish-

Throw the magic sword at the guy whose weapon was half destroyed.

I was on guard for a moment and ran straight to the guy who was looking at me with eyes full of confusion.

'why? 'You'd think so.'

It will happen.

Throwing away your one and only weapon usually comes across as meaning that you are throwing away even the slightest chance of winning.

Kaang!

The moment the guy in front hits the magic sword with the iron rod and throws it out like a spear, the other three guys raise their arms and prepare to strike Bardiche down.

The roles were more clearly divided, with one person stabbing me with a spear from close range, and the others preparing to attack to confirm victory.

Their appearance proves that they couldn't even guess that there was another weapon around my square waist.

So, without hesitation, take out the rest of your weapons and-

throw it

Swish-

Pingrrr-

Quad deuk!

“Wow...!”

Clink-

The Lizardman, whose head was half blown off by Luba's axe, loses his weapon.

Even if the tip of the polearm is broken and the remaining part becomes a spear, it cannot reach my body faster than a throwing weapon.

I'm crying-

He digs into the body of the guy, whose blood is gushing out, and pulls the ax out of his neck.

Then, they judge the situation again using the paladin, who will soon become a dead body, as a shield.

Regardless of whether his comrades are dead or not, when he sees the guys slashing at Bardiche, he jumps out from under the corpses and charges towards one of them.

Quaaa!

After I left, the bardisches fell on the corpse of my colleague by a narrow margin.

As soon as the movement ended, my movement also ended.

[Day Break]

Piiing-

Pow!

The stomach of a paladin with a fist.

The sound of a hole being punched was heard from the armor behind him.

“Kuhuh...”

The moaning guy stiffens the moment a hole is made in his body.

Tduduk-

In the meantime, he quickly turns back and bends his neck, preventing him from standing up.

“... Intruder, don’t even think about getting out alive!”

“Krrr-”

“Is that just the first time you come to your senses?”

'As expected, he's strong.'

The two remaining Lizardmen who were my opponents came to their senses completely.

I succeeded in imitating the method of breaking the joint as I had learned from Winnet, but it took time because the lizardman's cervical vertebrae were harder than expected.

'Thistle is barely holding on.'

Fortunately, the two survived unscathed.

Thistle is quickly located behind a box that has just been unlocked, and behind its back is a large dragon chained in the air with numerous chains.

As the Holy Knights were sleeping here to protect those two things, they were being careful not to damage either the chain or the box by recklessly striking down their weapons.

'Still, I have to clean up quickly and go.'

However, you can't waste time.

This is because the guys who were inefficiently stabbing Bardiche like a spear gradually realized that Astesia had no solid fighting ability and were only targeting there.

“You harmed Rugal’s Holy Knight and went to a hidden place-”

“Lord Rugal! Give us the strength to punish our enemies who try to hinder our aspirations!”

Meanwhile, the two paladins assigned to me finished chanting.

[Flame Harvest]

Hwareuk-

Blue flames surround Bardiche, who has turned white.

As soon as the sparks fly and hit the floor, the thick marble tiles, which are inherently impossible to set on fire, burst into flames.

That's not all.

Their white armor was also engulfed in blue flames.

But even so, they were fine.

Rather, the heat awakens the body even more, and as if it is regaining its normal condition, the body moves at the same speed as before.

'It's not like I'm covered in white phosphorus.'

Kaga River!

Quad deuk!

He quickly throws the broken body of the Lizardman he was holding at the guys.

humming-

Suddenly-

The blazing bardiche split the body in half.

Flames appeared on the comrade's torn corpse, flames on the walls, and a path of blue flames on the floor.

‘White phosphorus magic. okay. This is white phosphorus magic.'

At least that's what I say to myself, as the flames started to gain momentum without mercy in places where it was difficult to burn.

“... Didn’t they learn not to play with fire indoors?!”

He barely got up and raised his magic sword.

It only lasted two seconds, but the weapons they wielded created a wall of blue flame between me and Thistle.

When they saw that I couldn't get close to the blue flame, they ran towards me with full confidence, probably because they were sure of victory.

He probably thought that if he hit the weapon like this and even a little bit of sparks splashed on my body, or even if he lost the weapon and grabbed my body, he could transfer the endlessly burning flames and burn me to death.

But I could have thought that too.

'The reason they didn't rush in right away and used sacred magic was probably because they judged that killing me with this magic had a high chance of winning. As much as he did, he will definitely try to turn the flames on me.'

It's not a bad decision, but it's a disappointing decision.

These guys don't know if they know what's left for the opponent and have revealed their entire hand.

“There is a rumor that those who cannot keep up with their studies among priests are made into paladins, but Rugal may really be like that.”

“Is that your last will? If that's the case then that's too nonsense.”

“However, I will not give you time to listen to my next will. Because if you die here, no one will remember your death!”

“Now die!”

humming-

As he deliberately acted with resignation and showed an opening, the burning bardiche of the guys confidently stabbed in towards his body.

Just before their weapons touched my body, I quietly spoke words into their burning ears, letting them know that their choice was wrong.

“Stigma.”

Crunch-

Deshade's armor, which was placed on me to protect everyone, was wrapped around my body, suppressing their blue flames.

        
            Black armor covering the entire body appeared in an instant.

The Lizardman Paladins' pupils appear to contract in surprise as they see that divine power far exceeding theirs, and that is, armor made of only divine power, appears in an instant.

Kakang!

Let’s go!

There is no bardiche that penetrates the armor.

Grumbling-

Blue flames surrounded the body.

However, it is an armor that withstood the magic of Agoni and Baphomet.

This level of sacred magic, which is used not by priests but by paladins who are barely physical, cannot cause any scratches or harm to me inside.

“... monster!”

“Was it an intruder sent by the devil...!”

“Rugal! Give us the strength to defeat the devil's minions!”

“Damn it. Is it because I don't recognize the divine power, or because I don't want to do it?”

The Lizardmen judged Deshade's armor based solely on its color.

“You are all potential racers.”

If we just look at what meets the eye, we are now used to everyone calling him the Dark Knight because of his appearance.

However, their judgment is disappointing.

If one move was blocked, you could have prepared another move.

However, it seems that they were too stereotypical in their perception of themselves as Holy Knights and as the guardians of snow and ice protecting this place.

These guys wereted their time saying things that wouldn't really bring any benefit to them.

I decided to remind those guys how precious every gap in the fight is.

“First one.”

Regardless of whether the fire transfers to the armor or not, he grabs one Bardiche with his thick gauntlets, pulls him in, and pierces his neck with the magic sword.

“Suction-”

Phuuk-

“Keuuu...”

“Next... Of course there will be two. One and the next cannot be called three.”

“... Kaaa!”

After killing one, it quickly dives into the arms of the guy who retrieved the bardiche to attack again.

The difference in reach is clearly superior, but the attack interval is shorter on this side.

Long weapons have clear advantages, but they also have clear disadvantages.

'If you have to use both hands, the movement you have to prepare for one swing is too long.'

Once I had some free time, I could clearly see their problems.

Unless he had a wide space and the grip strength to swing a halberd or a greatsword like a sword, he had prepared such weapons against intruders who came close in narrow indoor battles in the first place.

In addition, looking at the white armor that was designed with a lot of attention to fit the body perfectly, you can see that all of this was influenced by Rugal's superiors who only valued showing off without knowing how it was carried out in practice. there was.

humming-

The Lizardman swings hastily to avoid Bardiche, which does not have very good power to cut through the air, and then thrusts the sword up from below with his chin.

Puzzle-

“Keck...”

A magic sword protruding from the chin above the head.

Pitch-

Rumbling-

When I pulled out the sword, blood flowed out.

'good. This side is over.'

Now that the four of us are finished, there are four more left.

Unlike me, who has nothing to worry about as I fight alone, Thistle is probably unable to step forward because he has to protect Astesia.

So, thinking that I should help Thistle, I immediately turn around.

Kang! Kang! Kaaaang!

As an adventurer, Thistle has fought against countless pagans and other races that attack at night.

Deeply-

“Crrr...”

Thistle, who was accustomed to fighting against many, skillfully struck down the bardiches before they could apply enough force by swinging widely with the claymore, and inserted the claymore into the gap between one person's helmet and the horizontally open space.

However, their will to protect was more persistent than expected.

Even though the great sword entered just below the eyes, breaking the skin and bones, and entering the back of the neck, the Lizardman did not die immediately.

Kuuk-

“Oh my...!”

Even as he was dying, he pulled Thistle's claymore with his gauntleted hand, and the remaining members stabbed Bardiche.

'It's a big deal.'

If it stays like this, Astesia will be pierced by the sharp tip first, and Thistle will also be hit.

thud-

'Reach!'

I quickly stopped the guys' steps with the Raksha, but even though they felt something strange, they didn't stop thrusting their weapons forward.

It was that moment when I thought a few seconds were not enough.

Slurp-

Something came out from behind Astesia.

Although it cannot be seen with the naked eye, it can be felt because it is a well-known magic power.

Deterrence.

Kkkk-

“What?”

In an instant, the thick blade of the bardiche changed into a shape like a ring of grass that children had cut and rolled up from wild grass.

The weapon, which was sturdy as long as there was no overwhelming power gap as it contained divine power, was distorted by the invisible power that came from behind Astesia.

“What is this-”

A strange phenomenon that bewilders even the Holy Knights who must have received intensive training.

“... Good!”

However, I am not embarrassed because I know this phenomenon because I have witnessed it in the old Demon's Castle.

If they have a gap, they cherish that gap and insist on taking action to separate them from the two of you.

Kuuk-

I grabbed the Lizardman at my feet, who was still burning, by his armor and pulled him with all my strength behind my arm-

I shouted so that Thistle and Astesia could hear.

“Both- Bow down!!!”

At the same time, he throws the flaming Lizardman with all his might.

“Yes, yes!”

Swish-

As I throw the Lizardman, Thistle, who was watching, hugs Astesia and falls flat on the floor.

The paladins also heard my cries, so although they did not understand the situation, they also tried to lie down.

“... No knees?!”

“Legs?! Why?!”

“P-You can’t avoid it!”

However, they were unable to escape because the restraints by the Rakshasa had not yet been released.

Wajangchang-

“Strike!”

The two lizardmen crash into the corpse I threw and fall into a pit where underground water is rising.

In hindsight, I thought about the morals of using someone else's corpse in this way, but since they were trying to kill me in the first place, I think it was self-defense.

“... This bastard-”

One of the Lizardmen who survived the collision with the corpse barely used sacred power in an unfamiliar way to release the Rakshasha's restraints and said something, but I did not hear the words to the end.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-

humming-

“Good- go!”

Kuduk-

“Kaaa!”

The heel of an iron boot floating in the air hits the guy hard on the head.

As soon as I threw the Lizardman, I quickly removed the armor and ran over, giving him a drop kick.

The last paladin was pushed into the pit following the two guys in front.

thud-

bang!

Charrr-

with a splash-

However, unlike the other guys who fell straight into the pit, this one made quite a loud noise and tried to hold on by holding on to the chains connected to the dragon, but it eventually disappeared into the underground water.

'Is it all over now?'

Pop-

Charrr-

Did he want to leave at least a trace of his will to live?

Even as he was falling, he ended up breaking several thick chains, and as a result, the dragon hanging in the air lost its balance to one side.

So, I feel anxious.

“Uh, wait, this can’t be-”

kkiiig-

with a splash-

Several huge iron rings were pushed out from the wall and disappeared under the water like the Lizardmen from before.

If you continue like this and make a mistake, the dragon's entire body could fall into the groundwater.

“... Please don't fall, please don't fall, please don't fall, please don't fall-!”

“D, Deshade! Please help us...!”

Thistle and I, with expressions on our faces, prayed that the dragon's fall would not cause this huge cavity to collapse.

'Please, please, please, please-!!!'

Was it because I quickly prayed?

Wow...

“... After. Has it stopped?”

The fall ends there.

Fortunately, things other than the chain that the Lizardman had touched began to fall into the pit in succession, so the dragon did not fall down the pit.

“All, I’m glad...”

“That’s right. If I were wrong, I could have won the fight and been caught.”

Astesia must have been praying along with the rest of us, and she let out a sigh of relief in a slightly weakened voice.

Of course, it is possible that word of an intrusion could be reached by means other than sound, from here to the people above, but even if that were the case, it would take time to come down on foot.

“Lee Lim. I blocked out any unexpected incidents. You can rest assured now.”

“It was a bit dangerous.”

And even that was now useless thanks to Thistle’s quick action.

[Spell Breaker]

Thistle's claymore, which has the power to break magic, was thrust into the walls, floor, and as high a ceiling as she could reach by her hands, so even if there had been additional alarm, it would have been broken.

After settling the situation, I go to Astesia.

“Astecia, are you okay?”

“Ah, yes...”

“It’s not like something’s wrong with your body or anything like that, right?”

“It’s okay, Lee Rim. It didn't happen automatically because my blood got stronger like before. It seems Asmodeus tried to protect me directly out of his own will.”

Astesia says this and grabs Bardiche's blade from the floor.

Even though I grabbed the sharply forged blade of the polearm without any time to stop it, the weapon did not bend like it did a little while ago.

“... Was the power temporary? thank god. I wondered if my blood was showing signs of rushing like before.”

“I was also taken aback for a moment, but this felt different.”

I breathed a sigh of relief that it was not the situation I had feared.

However, just for a moment, I reach out my hand and carefully touch Astesia’s head.

“I, Lee Rim?”

“... But you never know. Even though I'm busy, I should check it now.”

Astesia is embarrassed, but cannot stop.

Astesia would be sad if he had developed the power to protect himself and hurt others without distinction, like he did before in the castle of the demon.

That's why I try to massage various parts of my body other than my head that may be somewhat sensitive, just in case my defense function shows hostility toward me.

“I, Lee Rim... there...!”

“...”

Astesia's voice could be faintly heard in my ears, but soon I was lost in the zone, like a scholar handling a meticulous living creature.

Concentrate your attention even a little and feel the form of Asmodeus' magic flowing from Astesia's body.

Head, behind the ears, nape of the neck, thin arms, waist, stomach, etc.

I tested it by caressing the sensitive areas to see if it would react in a fit, but nothing special happened.

'... thank god. I guess it really isn't something to worry about that much.'

Unlike before, when I couldn't manipulate magic at all, this time I could vaguely feel the shape.

The power that protects Astesia detected by the magic thread.

It was made entirely of Asmodeus' magic power, and another clone that looked exactly like her was waving at me from behind.

'In the past, it seemed like the blood in Astesia's body was reacting to protect her, but now it seems to be protecting her as a collection of separate powers. thank god.'

Just as I was relieved to see another clone, as soon as I relaxed, I heard Thistle's voice.

“... Lee Rim? I might have to slowly fall away.”

“Uh, yes?”

“Because Astesia is having a hard time.”

“Yes? ... ah! I'm sorry, Astesia!”

“Huh... Gwae, it's okay... It's not okay, but it's okay...”

Is it because I touched too sensitive parts?

Astesia, who had been twisting her body to and fro under my touch, sat down on the floor as if her back had relaxed.

After waiting for Astesia to calm down for a while, we decided to continue the search again.

        
            The search resumes.

I stretched Leven to his limit and made him climb up the spiral staircase with as much magic thread as possible, but there was nothing to get caught in.

I don't think anyone will come in for the time being unless there is regular security.

“Now let’s hurry up and take a look at the contents of the box. You can only make money by finding out why the dragon's corpse is here and what secrets or items are important enough for the paladins to guard.”

Deeply-

“Phew... that would be nice. Since the Paladins were on the inside, it would mean that the outside isn't really that important. Anyone who breaks into here will probably be discovered tomorrow, even if it's late. So, I will search thinking this is the last time.”

Thistle answers as he meticulously removes the claymore he was stabbing into the wall and floor and wipes it with a cloth.

This time, it was not a room full of books like the previous room.

So, the object to be searched is determined.

They go to the long box that the Paladins tried not to touch until they were pushed away and opened the lid.

Then, three books neatly wrapped in cloth came out from inside.

Three books with ivory covers.

“The Book of the Beast King, the Book of the Fetal King, and... the Book of the Dragon King.”

Intuitively, the existence of a book with a name written on it implied that anyone would know what the book meant if the contents written inside were taken away anyway.

“... Shall we open the books one by one?”

“Yes. Let me look at this.”

“Then I will look at this Book of the Dragon King.”

I hold the Book of the Beast King, Thistle holds the Book of the Fetal King, and Astesia holds the Book of the Dragon King and opens it.

“... I see. Is this how it happened?”

The content is intuitive.

The first page inside the book was a genealogy chart.

However, this time, it was not a simple genealogy chart, but a book with a more accurate explanation of why the genealogy chart was created.

[... In order to inherit strong dental jaw strength, blood must be mixed in descending order from the weakest to the strongest. This is the order of werewolf, minotaur, and crocustian. However, in order to maintain the photogenic genetic trait that can show strong fighting ability, the carnivorous trait must be maintained continuously, so the Minotaur's genes must not be mixed in the process between them. If we were to determine the order while maintaining these premises, mating with minotaurs would be removed from the front of werewolves, but the aforementioned regenerative ability should be placed next to trolls, as it should be brought in as early as possible in the incarnation process. Next, it is about the ability to reproduce part-time -]

“What is this...?”

There was a word I didn't know so I asked Thistle, and luckily I got the answer.

“Incarnation refers to snowflakes coming together to form a crystal. Or, it also means that the descendants of God were born with a physical body.”

“Hmm... Snowflakes come together to make a decision... What this means is that research was done to create the strongest hero by mixing all the different races of the same series. Maybe it will work.”

“Maybe... it means the latter. This may mean that the three beings of Rugal, who are called heroes, are all descendants of gods.”

“Rugal, Rugal...”

As I continue to flip through the book, I think about their god, Rugal.

Rugal is a shapeless god.

Some say it can change into anything, and others say it can't change into anything.

'There's a saying that it's a cartoon that changes a lot.'

Some of the stories I've heard about this ever-changing god include Rugal -

He is called [the god who advocates equality].

'Something is slightly different from what I was previously aware of.'

As I continue to look at the book in my hand, a question arises.

'The Rugal Church seeks to attract different races in the name of equality. Their god is also said to be a god who advocates equality among people. Unlike the time of Gaia, it must be seen that the gods and priests are moving with the same will.'

The equality that Rugal talks about is a sweetness that can certainly attract a lot of people's attention.

'And from the empire's perspective, it is only acceptable if the category of equality mentioned by Rugal does not extend to the imperial family and is expressed without causing friction to the imperial power. An order that can prevent the diseases of self-destruction and deprivation that come from being a different species among the people of an empire made up of different races, as well as having and maintaining paladins who can be used to their full potential at any time in an emergency, is bound to be recognized. '

I understand up to this point.

However, in reality, Rugal's appearance is far from equality.

'But Rugal is actually showing a false image. Of course, there can be no class. But even so, Rugal seemed to be particularly strict about class and hierarchy compared to other denominations. The attendants who do chores are definitely treated as subordinates, there are paladins and priests, there are paladins and paladin lords who are more like generals than are seen as expressing the will of the gods, and the hero of Rugal is allowed to serve the imperial family. However, he is called by the title of king and is actually respected as a king.'

A completely class-based society.

Looking at the inside of Rugal's parish, equality was not as thoroughly advocated as expected.

'good. This time, let me be Rugal.'

Now that I have doubts, I try to refute them and find out their intentions.

He puts himself in Rugal's shoes and makes excuses.

'If you look at the aspect that it is better for a group to have a clear hierarchy of superiors and subordinates to solidify solidarity, it is better to maintain a strict hierarchy in the denomination as well. In reality, Rugal's biggest role is leading the Holy Knights to fight against giants. In times of emergency, we must respond to demons that may arise in the empire, so we must maintain discipline at all times, just like a military organization.'

There is no denomination in this world that operates purely with priests and believers.

For self-defense, even if it is a small order, they always try to have at least one member who can be called a Holy Knight.

Half of their job is to deliver people's prayers to God, and the other half is to protect believers who serve their god from pagans.

To that extent, Rugal maintains military discipline internally and is prepared to overcome adversity even if a crisis arises at any time, and it is a sufficient excuse to say that what he created after such agony was an artificial hero.

However, I have also witnessed how, if there is a problem, one can refute those who maintain class relations for that reason.

'Then shouldn't we just sit back and watch as further conflicts between races occur? The pure-blooded humans and the other races seemed to have no consensus, and were divided exactly in half and were in conflict. A group of paladins where pure-blooded humans or those with a human-like appearance, and Fain, including beastmen with quite strong blood as a different race, are gathering opinions. Even though I've only seen it in the women's bathhouse, it can probably be seen as a conflict that spreads throughout Rugal, including among the male paladins.'

The inter-ethnic antagonism seen in the large public bathhouse.

The discrimination between pure-blooded humans and other races.

It would be understandable if that was the way people who did not convert to Rugal looked.

Discrimination and hatred towards others due to differences in appearance are common even among races with different skin colors.

However, those who were fighting in the large bathhouse were not people who had not converted to Rugal, but rather the Holy Knights who belonged to Rugal even appeared to be fighting first.

If Rugal claims that he created a hierarchy solely for the sake of strong solidarity, it is impossible to just watch the discrimination against each other that is often seen even within the religious order.

'Internal solidarity was not as good as I thought. This is the biggest question.'

Even the paladins are like that.

The advocacy of equality is only uttered on the surface, and the hatred towards each other is revealed without hiding even though many people flock to it because it is a knight's festival.

The two sides of Rugal, who can only be said to be going astray while looking in opposite directions, gradually became less and less able to understand what the object in their hands meant.

My confidence has diminished so much that I'm starting to wonder if I'm just trying to reason on my own and getting further and further away from the right answer.

“... Lee Lim. There is one more book here.”

“What?”

Unlike Thistle and I's book, which had a lot of various things written in it, Astesia, who had flipped through the Dragon King's Book, which had only been used for a few pages, belatedly discovered another book under the cloth of the boxes.

The title of the book is-

[All for one]

“... What is it? What is the Bible that only this pseudo-religion would claim?”

It was a moment when I was holding a book that was quite thin, unlike other books, and was about to open it.

Clang-

“... Hmm?”

Clang-

with a splash-

“... What is it?”

I raise my head when I hear the sound of a chain falling into the water.

Chrrr-

with a splash-

Sigh!

The sight before your eyes is the chains that have been released from the rings, falling down and falling into the groundwater.

At first, it seemed like only a few chains were falling, but the number gradually became untied, and eventually, all the chains were torn from the dragon's body and fell to the floor.

“Uh, huh? Uhhhh?”

If it were just that much, I wouldn't have said anything.

One more problem arose: the dragon in front of me began to move.

Flash-

The dragon's eyes, which were thought to be dead because they were closed, opened.

My stomach is split,

There is a blue crystal in it,

A dragon with its wings and entire body bound and impaled in chains,

I opened my eyes.

Ssss-

“... Ah!”

Thistle exclaimed as she saw it spreading its wings.

“Why, why?”

“Well, that... Didn’t I stab the wall here and there with the claymore earlier?”

“That’s right. I'm canceling the alarm.”

“At that time, I felt like things near the ceiling were breaking... Could it have been the magic circle that was holding those chains in place...?”

Thistle looks at me with an expression that says he made a mistake.

“... Damn. Other than that, I don’t think there is any answer.”

There is no evidence, but it is probably the correct answer.

Otherwise, even though the dragon was tied up, the chains floating in the air relying on a single stake on a high wall would have been impossible according to the laws of physics.

Should I run away too?”

“... Let's just go close to the door. It's okay to be a little late in making decisions.”

He sends the anxious Astesia behind and slowly approaches the front door.

So, we held all the books tightly in our arms, thinking that we would quickly jump out of the way if we had to, and waited for the dragon to wake up.

Shootaaa-

After a long time had passed, the dragon stretched out its body completely and spoke to us while still hanging in the air by the few remaining chains.

[Have you come to kill me? Children of God.]

        
            The dragon's voice echoes throughout the cavity.

However, that is an illusion.

‘No, it’s not the voice. This is more than that - a communication method unique to high-ranking races.'

We do not perceive sounds produced by vibration.

In reality, it is the doctor's zero-distance delivery form.

The dragon's embodied will is reassembled in the form of language so that we can recognize it, and it is directly pushed into our heads.

Humans, who are not superior in any way to dragons, only judge them by their own standards and mistake them for the dragon's vocalizations.

So this is-

[adjective]

It is a verb.

A dragon's words contain power.

It is not exactly words, but rather a direct transmission of will, so it is possible to convey words to the other person no matter where they are as long as they are visible to the dragon.

Humans call it a voice because it is heard in the form of language, but in reality, it is a language that is much higher than that.

The eloquence said to have been used by ancient elomanists is ultimately just a product of immaturity, born while trying to imitate the dragon's eloquence.

coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Thanks to this, the dragon's voice is still accurately transmitted to us without being drowned out by the sound of the strong water.

So, definitely answer what he says.

When the dragon asks if he has come to kill him.

“No. I didn't come to kill you. We have no intention of harming you.”

[is it? I'm sorry.]

'Is it a bit confusing from the start?'

I denied it because I absolutely wanted to avoid being in a hostile relationship with the dragon, but the dragon actually expressed regret.

The dragon's expression cannot be very expressive, but instead, it reveals its emotions to us through its atmosphere, so we try to change its mood by quickly talking to it.

“What does it mean to be a child of God?”

[Are you asking because you don’t know?]

Cheolgrug-

In response to my question, the dragon sticks out a half-cut claw, as if someone had carved it out, and points to us one by one to explain.

[A woman who received a lot of God's favor, a man who contains a similar but reversed power, and you who have the power of an ancient devil with a origin comparable to that of the gods, what can you say if you are not children of God? Is it?]

“... That’s what it said.”

At least I wanted to quietly deny the fact that the dragon called me no different from Deshade's descendant, even if other people didn't know, but in the case of the other two people, it was true, so I didn't try to hurt their feelings by saying it out loud.

Rather, I clearly understood the one-sentence answer.

That dragons have the power to see through things.

‘Let’s not think about the time of Agoni. This is a proper dragon.'

When I thought about that, I felt the residual thoughts of agoni occupying a corner of my soul and a part of the world in my heart becoming angry, but I could just ignore it, so I stayed still.

However, the dragon even noticed that part.

[... Right. There is another dragon sleeping inside you.]

“... Did you notice?”

[I felt it when I was born.]

Watch the dragon's reaction.

Nether dragons are definitely beings that are ostracized even by dragons, but since dragons are dragons, I thought they might have a different attitude toward me for killing their own kind.

'Will they be happy because they finally killed their own people, or will they be wary or angry because they are the ones who killed the dragon?

But the dragon reacted differently than I expected.

[Did he die properly as a dragon?]

“... Yes?”

[I must have had a dream. I would have tried to make my dream come true. I don't know who he is, but I know what he was trying to do.]

The dragon knew that it was a nether dragon inside me, and it saw right through what he was trying to do.

A nether dragon that is not treated as a dragon.

A dragon that crawls on the ground, a wingless dragon, a being that brings insult to the name dragon and is itself a shame.

Nevertheless, without any prejudice, without anger, pity, or contempt, he asked how another dragon lived.

So I-

I answered exactly what I saw.

“He was definitely a dragon. Because I got a star.”

[... is it.]

The dragon closed his eyes for a moment.

[It must have been a wonderful life.]

At that moment, I knew what he was thinking.

The dragon in front of you doesn't matter even if it's half-sounding.

Dragons naturally live alone.

So there are many cases where we don't know how other dragons live.

So he tried to reflect himself on precedent.

It doesn't matter if it's a nether dragon.

Rather, because he was a nether dragon, Agoni lived more passionately than any other dragon, and left after holding the star in his hands.

Perhaps that's why the dragon's head, which had no expression, was showing a bit of envy.

After a while, the dragon opened its eyes again and spoke.

[good night. You are the ones who came this far, and you are the ones who woke me up, so we will talk.]

'good. Then it's the next step. If the dragon that has been here the whole time is conscious, we might be able to easily obtain Rugal's secret.'

So the next question to all of this is the truth about the scene, or the testimony of the dragon who is apparently here as a victim.

“Dragon. My name is Lee Rim.”

[This body is Tetragrammaton, a dragon that hunts giants.]

After making a full statement, I convey the business.

“Could you please tell us why you are here and like that?”

Even though it is right in front of my eyes, it feels amazing.

A dragon that is alive even though its fingernails are cut off, its scales are torn off, its wings and whole body are studded with steel stakes, and even its belly is split open.

I even wonder if the conversation was actually hypnotizing me into thinking I was talking to a dragon.

After hearing my question, the dragon half closed his blurry eyes, took some time to think, and then spoke.

[Asking such a question means that you are not Rugal’s collaborators.]

“We are people who serve the evil god Deshade. We are in a neutral position with Rugal at the moment.”

Emphasize the word ‘for now.’

It means that after hearing the story, depending on whether it is true or not, you can help him and be hostile to Rugal. It is a word that can be interpreted in a way that makes the other person feel favorably towards this side.

Additionally, it provides an excuse in case I misunderstand the insurance.

Just as everything is not always what you see with your eyes, even if the dragon looks like this, there is even a slim possibility that this dragon may actually be entrusting itself to Rugal for some reason.

[Evil God Deshade. It's a name I don't know. Has the Empire accepted another evil spirit?]

“Yes. I don't know how long you were underground, but Deshade, a human-loving god, was born on the surface, and he fell as an evil god to pick up all the abandoned things. And the Steyer royal family, which Mortis looks down upon, has allowed us, besides Lihier, to become citizens of the empire.”

[The progress of the world is unpredictable and fast. In the meantime, was a god born and turned into an evil god? And the empire accepted it.]

“It is as I perceived it.”

[Right. I felt it when I heard that I had accepted the evil spirit Lihere, so one thing is certain. I don't know much about the human situation, but the imperial family is an unconventional group of people. If you have already accepted the priests of the evil god once, it would not be impossible to do it a second time.]

The dragon figured out that I wasn't lying and told me that it would place a condition on the first question I asked.

[good night. I'll tell you everything. However, promise one thing.]

“I will listen and talk.”

However, do not make hasty promises.

It's crazy to accept a deal first when you don't know what terms will be asked or what will be on the scale.

However, my actions made the dragon laugh.

[What a bold guy. Normally, the very act of talking to a dragon face to face would have been regrettable, but you want to compromise.]

“If you’re going to say something like that, you shouldn’t have said something weak like a promise.”

[Do you really not realize that I am watching you even though I am not bowing my head, and that I did not burn you as soon as you came into my sight?]

“You will have to speak clearly. I know it's not that I didn't do it. You probably didn't do it.”

[...]

“...”

I face the dragon's pupils, which have changed from blurry to clear, by looking straight ahead.

Kuuk-

I feel Thistle quietly pulling my collar, as if she is anxious about leaving even though I am in front of the dragon from behind.

But this much is certain.

You must never back down from here.

‘It’s a draw in negotiations. Even if it's a dragon, this will work. Negotiation is a concept that can be established not only between humans, but also between intelligences. So, even if it's a dragon, I have no intention of making an unreasonable deal.'

I learned it from Peria, and I have definitely seen it from my experience so far.

The stronger the opponent is, the more powerful it is. No matter how weak you are, you must make it clear that you have pride and have a choice so that the opponent does not make unreasonable demands.

'I learned the reason from the corps commander. You can't just compromise and obey. That's the same even if the opponent is a dragon.'

So, if the other person makes unreasonable demands even though I have this attitude, it means that the other person looks down on me and has no intention of treating me as anything more than a chess piece, so I have no intention of negotiating with such a guy.

For me, the top priority is the benefits that will come to me and the church.

If the person who will bring about that benefit is someone who is willing to cross the line even if they do not want to be equal, the conversation ends there.

and,

Even if we end up in a situation where we are both in trouble,

I don't really think I'm going to lose to the dragon in front of me who is in a state of confusion.

'If all goes well, you can deal with Astesia and Thistle alone while they take refuge.'

It exudes a subtle fighting spirit.

He personally showed me that I and the other person are equal.

Then the dragon made eye contact with me for what felt like a long time and then moved again.

Clang-

The dragon's head lowered slightly.

[... You are a human being who has made choices that have overcome countless hells.]

“If I were to look at it with the insight that a dragon has, I would say it is correct.”

The dragon looked at me intently and spoke again.

This time, instead of having an arrogant attitude looking down on lower races, they treated me as an intelligent being.

[good night. Anyway, this body is thinking of letting go of everything. Since you are a dragon that wishes for death, and because you have decided to let go of your arrogance, this body is a being that can be brought down indefinitely, and since you have overcome hell and are a being that has built up your choices to stand tall, I believe you can be equal to me.]

“Then, I will hear about the agreement. The dragon that laid down itself, the dragon that hunts giants, Tetragramaton.”

Before death, the dragon, who gave up his arrogance and became lower than anyone else, finally makes eye contact with humans and expresses his request.

[What I can give you is to tell you what you want, limited to the knowledge that this body has. And what I want is for you to kill me after the whole story is over.]

After hearing his words, Thistle steps forward and asks.

“... Dragon. This is Thistle, the apostle of Deshade.”

[Apostle Thistle. I will listen.]

“Why do you want to die?”

People who want to give up their own lives usually have a reason.

In particular, dragons are beings that do not die easily even if they try to die, and although there are still quite a few dragons that have died for various reasons, it is natural for Thistle to express doubts as he has never heard of a single dragon dying at the end of its natural lifespan. am.

So, the dragon, which has a reason for wanting to commit suicide that humans cannot understand, clearly answered that question so that it could be understood by human standards.

[The living thing-

Because it’s painful.]

“...”

It contained many emotions.

It is an answer that contains the decision made after a long period of time to hold it tightly, to contain it to the limit, and to the extent that no other person would dare to delve into it.

So Thistle couldn't ask any more questions there.

“... Okay. I promise.”

Thistle, who sensed the sincerity in his voice, did not ask any further reasons, but accepted his request in a slightly regretful voice.

        
            After the conditions put forth by the company were accepted, the dragon spoke.

[50 years ago, the dragon Tetragrammaton was defeated by two heroes of Rugal.]

A dragon skilled in magic conveys its will and at the same time shares its memories with us.

Rugal's two heroes stand in front of the dragon.

Beast King Tianeri and Feudal King Parasig.

At a time when Dragon King Savage had not yet appeared, the two heroes led the paladins and attacked the place where the dragon was.

It was an unofficial expedition.

The expedition was carried out in secret because provoking the dragons beyond the empire's southern border was absolutely unacceptable from the imperial family's standpoint.

In addition, the 'giant-hunting dragon Tetragramaton' is even more so because, depending on the occasion and mood, it is a being that indiscriminately slaughters giants passing by its residence to attack the empire.

If you don't touch it, it will be an unconditional benefit to the empire.

For an empire that had reached the limit of its expansion and could no longer expand its borders for a while, the Tetragrammaton was the entity that reliably protected the somewhat unstable border with the margraves alone.

However, Rugal attacked such a dragon.

Contrary to his name as a hero, he was not honorable.

He said it was an offering and presented jewels and trophies that the dragon would like, as well as Stella, the star apple, said to be the ultimate taste.

Tetragrammaton also knew that there was a symbiotic relationship between the accidentally formed human kingdom and the giant-hunting dragon, so he obediently accepted their gift.

However, the apple the dragon ate contained a sleeping pill that could put even ancient beings to sleep, and many artifacts that distorted magical chants were hidden in the jewels.

Nevertheless, the dragon did not give in easily.

He trampled on the paladins with a body that was not even half as strong as usual, and boldly gave up magic to support the heroes by wielding a ray of heat that constantly welled up from the heart of flame.

[However, they were not the different races I knew. These were monsters created through artificial breeding, monsters that were better suited to being the subject of a painting that the hero was defeating.]

But Inwi’s heroes were persistent.

Even if the Beast King burns and melts, if only the skeleton remains, he regenerates his body and rushes in, swinging his weapons and claws, while the Demon King goes back and forth between reality and fantasy, even overcasting, polluting his mind and causing permanent damage to his magic. I have been writing it.

The priests constantly chanted the blessings that supported them, and the paladins, like berserkers, stood in front of the heroes and served as shields.

So the dragon was defeated.

Rugal's death squad that skillfully and secretly moved the massive body.

A long, wide tunnel was dug from afar, and the dragon was placed in a cavity created by the underground water in Tir no Nog, hiding its moans.

Immediately after, the Tetragrammaton was suspended in the air by the priests of Rugal, and at that point, the sharing of memories shown by the Tetragrammaton came to an end.

After experiencing Rugal's power as seen through the eyes of a dragon, I looked at his massive body and asked after seeing all the sights.

“... What did they do using you?”

A ship split in half and a broken blue crystal inside.

Immediately after the dragon's consciousness awakens, the parasitic-looking gem, which continues to absorb the dragon's magic and glow, feels uneasy.

[Do you know what their goal is?]

“I don’t know.”

The dragon turns his gaze and looks at the door we entered through.

[What the priests who serve Rugal want is to create another Rugal on earth.]

We turned our heads to follow his gaze.

What you see there is an inner door with the same decoration as the iron door you first encountered.

I didn't know about it because it wasn't on the outside, but when I looked inside, I saw that the door was decorated from the bottom up as if it was supported by all different races, and at the end, the three heroes were reaching out toward the place where a decoration that had not yet been made would be placed. .

The dragon says.

It tells us the truth, everything about Rugal.

[Rugal, a god who advocates equality, wants all races to be equal under 'his' rule.

However, because he is a coward, he does not want to create a weak point, so he does not bring his body down to the ground.

The god who was already in the sky ordered to create another Rugal to replace them in the sky.

So, the priests gathered the different races, studied them, and tried to unite them to create a flawless agent like Rugal, the god they served.

Absorbs strength and casts out weakness.

At the same time, it eliminates the contradiction of proving strength by killing giant-like beings that have not shown change from time immemorial to the present, as if it were contrary to the appearance of a god in a cartoon of natural change.

That is Rugal's general will, the creation of another ruler that the subjects ruled by God Rugal want to achieve.

Rugal is now about to reach the final stage.

The races with teeth gathered together and were born under the name of the Beast King, and those with carapace and magic flowing through their bodies were gathered together and formed under the name of the Beast King.

Third, he tried to gather those who inherited the blood of the dragon and create a hero without imperfections.

After the perfection of each species is achieved, the moment the three become one, Rugal, who will rule the earth in place of Rugal of the sky, is completed.

However, at the last moment, they reached an unexpected situation.]

A voice that flows comfortably as if reading a fairy tale.

However, what it contains is the consciousness of incarnation over several hundred years.

The plan was to create another god by combining three types of absolute bodies artificially created under thorough calculation.

So, to find out how far Rugal's plan had progressed, I had to ask the dragon about the unexpected twist that brought their perfect plan to a close.

“What is that?”

[Contrary to Rugal's thoughts, dragons are individual beings, unlike what humans know. We are objects without ancestors. Therefore, it is an entity that does not belong to the concept of reaching the perfection of strength by gathering the differentiation of all species that Rugal thought of. So, unlike the two artificial monsters named heroes created before, no matter how many attempts were made, the last hero could not be born.]

Rugal has created stronger heroes using the concept of inevitable ancestral return that occurs through calculation.

kidnapped.

Purchased at the slave market.

He gave a large sum of money to a poor family and brought his children to them.

Or, he made squires and daughters of prominent families marry Rugal figures through external activities.

In this way, Rugal obtained all the different races that fit their theory and had optimal conditions.

There are people who get married and have children without knowing anything, thinking it is love.

There were people who had to sleep with people of a completely different race than themselves for the sake of their families.

There are people who cannot even dream of freedom and are locked behind bars and repeatedly raped.

There were also people who were drugged and forced to mate with each other even though their physiques were completely different, similar to that of a monster and a child.

In this way, Rugal constantly tried, tried, and tried again to create the being he wanted.

After the verification of the descendants was completed at the knight's festival, they were married again, raped, dominated, and bred to reach the end of artificiality.

Those are the Beast King Tianeri and the Fetal King Parasig.

The priests of Rugal created the pinnacle of this race through artificial breeding.

But that concept did not apply to dragons.

Each dragon is an individual being.

Dragons with names may all look the same to humans, but in reality, each dragon with a name exists as an object that has absolutely nothing to do with each other.

As magical creatures, they are closer to natural phenomena. Just as most typhoons have similar appearances but have different causes, dragons also have different reasons for being born, so the concept of general creatures does not apply.

so-

Dragonia, Lizardman, Dragma.

A different race called a race that inherits the blood of dragons.

Because dragons are objects, each dragon has its own ancestral dragon, and they cannot mix with each other.

'The different races that exist under one name, Dragon, are one. Dragonia are people who appear in the world once in a while, and Lizardmen are people whose numbers have increased through the continuous mixing of descendants born from one dragon, but who do not mix with other objects. Right.'

So Rugal had to devise another method.

[Years of planning did not stop once the truth was realized. Instead of planning to unite the different races that inherited the blood of dragons, they came up with another method.]

Anyway, what the priests of Rugal want is to take on a human form and at the same time create dragons, the so-called strongest class.

Most of the existing dragons did not have the full power of dragons because they were mixed race, so it was not enough to combine the heroes in the final stage to create a single ruler.

So they used dragons and created humanoid dragons.

[I am an empty shell now. My power was completely absorbed through the crystal embedded in my stomach, and the child who grew up inside the crystal possessed the full power of a dragon even though it had a human-like appearance.]

“... Are you saying it’s not Dragonia?”

Suddenly, I felt like I was getting chills all over my body.

Dragonia is a hybrid between a dragon and a human.

Although they are half-dragons, dragons with the power to clearly show that they are descendants of dragons are, of course, ranked among the strongest even by human standards.

The Dragonia hero Savage, who is currently sitting in the temporary Dragon King position created by Rugal, is also said to be a Dragonia.

However, the priests of Rugal discovered the dragonia with the richest blood among the dragonias, but the Dragon King Savage was also an insufficient material to enter the final stage of casting the god's vessel.

So, the heroes of Rugal, who temporarily filled the vacant position of the Dragon King granted by the Empire as Savage, captured the dragon.

The last hero is not a Dragonia born from the union of a human and a dragon, but a being who purely inherits the power of the 'dragon'.

And at just the right time, a knight's festival was held and a dragon strong enough to replace the current dragon king was competing in the knight's hall.

[From before, in between breedings, they made the pieces of God participate in a competition called the Knight's Festival, as if to prove their skills. So far, I've heard that everyone has won. In a competition in which both humans and other skilled races participated, the pieces of God that were confirmed to have successfully inherited strength and proved their worth returned to the underground of Rugal and bred to create the next generation. So I heard that what was created was the current Beast King and Feudal King.]

The winners of the Knight's Festival are all Rugal crossbreeds who participated to test whether their research was going astray.

“That means that what is currently in the Knight’s Hall is-”

The fact that all previous winners are test subjects prepared by Rugal means that Yongin, whom the princess who participated in this knight's festival told us to pay attention to, is also a test subject prepared by Rugal.

That means that the experimental subject is the next artificial hero that has been created properly, and the fragment of God proves that it is significantly stronger in the fight against other races.

Also, it is not an ordinary dragonia,

A being that possesses only the pure power of a dragon, unmixed with anything.

It means the dragon itself.

[okay. This guy is another Tetragrammaton.

Born after absorbing all my power,

Not Dragonia,

It is clearly a dragon.]

        
            Eila closes her eyes and quietly focuses on the world.

What you hear are the sounds of the world.

The range extends beyond the entire Knight's Hall, so much so that you can even hear the sound of food being made at the street stalls outside.

'It's different from the forest, humans are so noisy. That's a good thing though.'

Elves boast the strongest average specs among races of the same type in all respects.

He excels in basic strength, his five senses are much more sensitive, and it's hard to feel any difficulty in handling magic, and his intelligence in accepting things can be said to be on a level different from others.

However, on average, their overall physical abilities are superior, and even by elf standards, other races can approach or surpass elves by training hard, seeking self-improvement, and putting their aspirations into their hearts.

Of course that too,

However, the premise is that the elves will do nothing and sit still while other races are making such efforts.

So, to Eila's ears, which were far superior to those of the same race, this time she even heard the sound of Peria laughing at Saint Hirem from the terrace of the VIP area far away.

“Hirm. If you want, you can leave now, right? Can’t you see that the attendants behind you are anxious?”

“Heh. You only say that after every game is over. It's not over until it's over. Now, the next duel is between the Dragonia I chose and the elf from your church. It would be a good idea to get ready to pay your money quickly.”

“It's money in possession... I guess so. If Dragonia wins, of course he will have no choice but to pay. Huhuhuhuhu...”

'Looks like you won again?'

They are pretending that they are having a war of nerves and taking a risky gamble, but in reality, it is a trap set by Feria, and no matter which route they take, even in the worst case, Saint Hirem will narrowly lose to Feria.

In addition, various sounds coming from the entrance of the waiting room enter my ears.

Kang! Kang! Kakang!

-cheer up! Daphnel!

-Please, give me my money back! I mean, I didn't walk well!

-no. go back. I have no intention of changing it.

-Please think again. No matter how much I think about it, the offer is too much. No matter how wealthy our family is, that is too much.

-Still, I think I've proven my worth to this extent. In the Knight's Festival, being in the top 50 or even in the 25th place is confirmed. I think I deserve to be treated accordingly.

Gulp gulp gulp-

-Kiyaaa! As expected, Tir you Nog’s buffalo milk is the best! I think this will sell well too?! When I start a milk business, I'll have to consider this as a premium product!

The sound of people clashing their weapons in a duel in the current duel arena.

The sound of cheering from my childhood friend, a girl who had come all the way from her hometown to cheer on such a knight.

A gambler who begs in front of the manager who manages the bets and asks for his money back with no response.

The family's butler and knight-errant negotiate the down payment with the noble family who came to visit them after the winner or loser was decided.

After finishing the last duel, following Peria's strategy, without collecting his share of the dividends, he sits on the fence and enjoys a glass of milk as a rest after work, and even the sound of Tarator's throat flowing can be heard.

You can hear everything, and not only that, you can even distinguish it.

All sounds can be heard beyond the normal cognitive distance and at a distance that even ordinary elves cannot easily hear.

'But these aren't the things you need to focus on.'

Aila is doing her best to concentrate right now.

Normally, Aila would start talking to her partner in the waiting room and ask questions until they entered the hall, completely captivating them.

I couldn't help but wonder where it came from, whether the decorations on my clothes were talismans or practical things, what I was going to do after the knight's festival, etc.

For Eila, the question was asked purely out of curiosity rather than for the strategic purpose of distracting one's mind, and most of the opponents were struck by the fact that the rumored elf was talking to them, and that when they looked up close, she looked more beautiful than expected. Before entering the stadium, you waste time trying to compose yourself by answering everyone's questions.

Aila likes to talk like that, but at this time, Aila does not say a single word to the other person and focuses on the sound.

The reason for giving up all actions and focusing only on one sense is,

To gain grounds for the only doubt he harbors.

... pounding- pounding- pounding-

'... Okay, I'm starting to hear it.'

Heart sounds are heard.

A planting that is not yours but someone else's.

'But no. 'This is not it.'

However, Aila decided that the sound she was hearing was a disguised sound.

'This is a sound from the outside, not from the inside.'

So listen more carefully.

Aila focuses her attention even more in order to secure one final piece of evidence.

Elves clearly have excellent ears.

At least among other races, there is no body organ that can surpass the cognitive range of elf ears.

In particular, hearing cannot be trained, so unless they go beyond perception and exchange waves that only their own species can communicate with, elf ears are at the top among the same species in terms of auditory perception ability.

Aila has never tried to use her ears to the extreme even when she was roaming the forest as a patrol, so it was a bit difficult, but at this moment, she is trying to use her ears to find the last evidence.

‘I saw it clearly. 'The strange behavior he showed at that moment.'

What Eila is trying to hear through all this is the sound of Dragonia's heart.

All the humans in the Knight's Hall know that the opponent in front of them is Dragonia, Dragonia.

It was the same for Aila as well.

With the unmistakable information in her head that 'the opponent is Dragonia', Aila was examining the dragon between her duels and discovered something strange.

At the time, Yongin appears to be a knight of pilgrimage serving a foreign god, with one arm, one eye, and one leg, but in reality, he is fighting against a race called Voider whose body is half contained in the void.

Voider seemed a bit difficult to Aela.

A person who can freely place either the left or right side of the body into the void can hide the sword they are facing in the void to cause the opponent to lose balance, or change the composition of the body the moment they think the weapon has successfully pierced the body. It was shown to be reversed and avoided.

It was a time when Aila saw that her opponent was easily avoiding most physical attacks and thought that no matter how brave she was, it would take some time to completely crush her opponent.

'uh?'

Cheok-

Dragonia opened its mouth wide.

And at that moment, Aila had to cover her ears.

[Keee-]

What came out of Dragonia's mouth was bloom.

A high frequency that was deliberately raised as high as possible to the point where it was difficult for even beasts to hear, let alone human ears, was hurled towards the opponent, and the Voider, who had been immersed in the void, had his magical power distorted in an instant and his entire body had to be revealed to reality.

Quaaaang!

Even a minotaur can use both arms to strike down an opponent who has nowhere to run.

'what...!'

Still, at the last moment, the opponent seemed to not want to face the end of his life in vain, so he came to his senses and barely managed to evade the attack by throwing himself, admitting defeat.

'... I lost.'

Even though his survival instinct was awakened and he admitted defeat with his own mouth, he did not know why something unexpected happened to his body at a critical moment that would never have occurred in normal times.

Many people also saw him suddenly admitting defeat and wondered why he did that after narrowly avoiding one attack.

The only person who knew the reason was Aila, who felt the high frequency and belatedly blocked it with her finger.

'That's definitely what dragons use.'

So Aila absolutely thought that the opponent was not Yongin.

In fact, the characteristics of dragons and dragonias can be said to be simple, considering that they inherit the blood of dragons.

At best, they only have some dragon-like scales on their bodies, and compared to other races, they have top-ranking physical strength and strength, as well as enormous magical power.

If you think about it, the physical abilities of most dragons are comparable to those of elves who have trained their bodies for about a hundred years.

'After all, Dragonia is not a dragon. No wings, no heart of flame, no dragon's fur. It is impossible for dragonias to breathe, emit enthusiasm, or use words such as fear like dragons do.'

So, since Eila witnessed a dragon named Curios using a pier, she assumed that the opponent was a dragon that only took on human form, and tried to obtain evidence to support that claim just before the fight.

And now, the attempt has just succeeded.

Thump-thump-thump-

Exciting- Exciting-

Excited...

.

.

.

...Hwareuk-

“Good.”

As soon as I hear the sound, I open my eyes.

The final evidence hidden in the blind planting was obtained.

The sound of magical energy constantly burning, heard for a moment, is the sound of a pulsating heart of flame that only dragons can have, and dragonia can never have.

Just before going out to the stadium with him, he noticed that Dragonia, no, the dragon standing in front of the door was hiding himself.

Now I have confidence.

So next, let’s judge it calmly.

‘This guy is a dragon. It is impossible for Hwarim to defeat this dragon. Same goes for Winnet.'

The cool-headed judgment is not one of Aela looking down on the two people as an elf, but a decision based on an accurate understanding of the two people's skills.

It is impossible for the two ‘current’ people to defeat this dragon.

If it's Dragonia, it's probably enough to win.

The two people are beautiful people who help Eila to really like each other, while the other person is just a strong person who believes only in their overwhelming physical ability and does not need anything more.

However, that is only the odds of winning when it is Dragonia, and if the opponent is a dragon, the results are different.

Humans cannot defeat dragons alone.

'But why did the dragon take human form and participate in the knight's festival?'

The reason is unknown.

The reason why the dragon is participating in the knight's festival is information that Aila does not know as Irim has not yet returned.

However, because of this, Aila makes the best judgment she can in the current environment.

'... E-what do you know? Then, well, I'll have to kill him.'

Eila thought that since things had turned out this way, she could just kill the dragon herself.

According to his own judgment, it would be absolutely impossible for Hwarim and Winnet to kill that man named Curios, so he decided that he would do it himself.

Of course, no matter how elf you are, it is obviously impossible to kill a dragon alone.

Some people back home may be able to do it, but at least Aela has no intention of risking her life and stepping into dangerous territory.

So, more accurately, it is a decision that can be described as awakening rather than killing.

Aila thought that even if she couldn't kill the opponent, it would be enough if she could push the opponent and make him show that he was a dragon and not a dragonia.

'Just kill Dragonia and wake up the dragon. Of course, if I could, I would even kill the dragon.'

There is a big difference between knowing that Curios is a dragonia and allowing it to exist among humans, and Curios as a dragon mixing among humans.

His role is over as long as he reveals what he saw and makes everyone in the Knight's Hall, distinguished guests from all over the empire, and the first prince Glacia, who came as the eyes of the imperial family, witness the chaos that Rugal or someone else was planning. I judged.

Aila didn't go any further than that because it was too much of a hassle to guess exactly how things would go, but I think it would definitely be beneficial to the church no matter what.

Thinking about that, Aila was a little surprised.

'Was it something you had to work so hard to do?'

Aila always moves with the feeling of having fun.

After all, this is a vacation for Ayla.

It's already been a few months since I completed my duties as a patrolman and decided to teach Lee Rim how to use a sword.

In fact, the duty as a patrolman and the period of service have completely ended, so from now on, it is entertainment.

So, ahead of her long vacation, Aila was contemplating whether to deepen her hobbies of sewing and swordsmanship, or to walk around with a light pace, mixing in with people and seeing their world. Destiny helped Aila make the final decision.

Thanks to,

I had many experiences.

I ate a lot of delicious things.

I fought a lot of interesting opponents.

I made a lot of friends.

He risked his life to fight to protect his friend.

When three people raise their swords and face a human veteran who is stronger than all of them combined,

Eila swung the sword as hard as she could, to the point where she thought it wouldn't matter even if she died once.

I met God and sent away the evil spirit.

I found it fun to sing and fall asleep under a huge roof with everyone around.

It's always fun to chat with the amazing little friends I meet in a forest other than the elf forest.

'... ah-ha, I see. I'm happy now.'

And all of that is currently in progress.

Therefore, Aila decided to extend what she was doing so far.

So, at this moment, Aila decided that it might be a good idea to kill the dragon that took on human form, which could pose a sufficient threat, and eliminate the danger to her friends in advance.

        
            If you have made up your mind, just make a move.

“... Yes. If so, should I try my best?”

Rattling-

“Lee Young-Cha!”

As Ayla uncrossed her legs on the chair and stood up, the priest who was waiting in the waiting room to give the two people a signal tried to warn them.

But Aila spoke even faster than that and covered the priest's mouth.

“There’s still time to go-”

“I’ll bring some more weapons. Are you fine? It will be fine! Wait a minute!”

“... Ah, yes.”

The priest was embarrassed by his free-spirited attitude and ended up giving permission.

Since the previous group's duel wasn't over yet anyway, there was still some time left, and seeing Aila running, I figured she would come back soon, so I did this.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-

The destination where Aila hurriedly left the place was,

Inside the waiting room, it was the Marvelous One, arranging and preparing his weapons.

“Hello!”

“... Oh, you're the elf girl of the rumor.”

Aila is a celebrity in her own right.

Because he is the first elf to participate in a knight's festival, he attracts a lot of attention, and even with that aside, his quick movements, brilliant swordsmanship, handsome appearance, and free-spirited speech are deeply imprinted in people's minds, making him so popular that he can easily be called a star.

The only problem was that there was an order not to approach the elf race, not only in the empire but also in humans, so people could not easily talk to them.

The same goes for the Marvelous One who was sitting in front of Aila.

No one was talking to her because she was also preparing weapons to use in the future fight with Hwarim.

So, she was surprised because she didn't expect that it would be someone else, but an elf who was going to have a duel just a moment later, who would talk to her.

“Would you please lend me a window?”

Aela held out her hand to Marvelous.

At the moment, Marvelous was polishing a single spear.

Aila sees the window and asks to borrow it, and Marvelous is embarrassed but asks the reason.

“... Can I hear why?”

Asking to borrow weapons is usually considered rude.

No matter how many weapons a person possesses, he or she will not willingly hand them over unless there is a justifiable reason and a price is paid.

Giving up a weapon means taking away one of the means of protecting one's life.

So Marvelous looked at the elf's eyes and tried to determine whether the elf in front of him was doing it because he did not know people's perception of weapons, or whether he was asking for a loan because he had such an important mission.

And Aila's answer was simple.

“Yes! I thought I'd kill some dragons!”

“... A dragon?”

“... Ah! Dragonia! It's not a dragon! I made a mistake, hahaha! If I want to fight Hwarim and Winnet, I have to first overcome Dragonia, but I think it will be difficult to fight normally!”

“Ah... Yes.”

Although Marvelous was momentarily confused, he understood when he heard that it was Dragonia.

The elf in front of me seemed to have come up with a trick to deal with Dragonia, and was asking to borrow a spear.

And the meaning was also a provocation for Marvelous.

Aila brought up the story of Hwarim and Winnet.

Hwarim's opponent in this next match is Marvelous himself.

It means that this elf believes without a doubt that he will defeat his opponent, Dragonia, and then fight Hwarim, who has come up with Marvelous himself, and that he will be defeated and Hwarim will win. .

However, Marvelous was really happy with the provocation.

Making a provocation means asking for exchange.

It is an act of exchanging feelings and emotions.

Marvelous are pure humans who live among humans.

She considered herself that way and was sincere in her actions. Now, she expressed her sincere gratitude to Aila, who had provoked her even though she had not approached her first.

“Good. Let me lend you a window.”

“Really? thank you! I used it well... I don't know if I can return it, but last time I borrowed a spear from someone else and ended up breaking it, so I had to buy a new one...”

For a moment, Aila was about to receive the spear, but she hesitated as she remembered how she ended up breaking the hygges' spear that she had borrowed to use in her sparring with Hwarim at the last moment.

“It’s okay! Have it. Your enthusiasm passed on to me. Anyway, what I was trying to do was just try to break that Dragonia's pride. As long as someone other than me does it, I don't mind letting it be done.”

However, when Marvelous saw Aela like that, he quickly decided to hand over his spear.

Because I know it will be more fun if I do that.

And, the joy of being able to use the current transaction as an opportunity to start interacting with new people again moved her heart.

“Just! If you defeat that dragonia, my next opponent will be me. Well then, please take care of it then! Borrowing a spear from me means that those conditions come with it! You know, right?”

“... Yes! Of course!”

After receiving the javelin, Eila twisted the spear in her hand and then draped it over her shoulder.

And just before leaving, I didn't forget to say a word to Marvelous.

“Ah, but that might not come true!”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“The woman you'll be dealing with in this next duel, she'll be just as hard to deal with as I am!”

Hearing Eila's words, Marvelous turns his head and looks at a corner of the waiting room, looking at his opponent in the next duel.

There is a space where people from the Deshade Church gather.

In the middle of it all, there was a woman with gray hair who was quietly concentrating with a sword on her shoulder.

'It's clear that he has only a first name and no last name, and his name is Hwarim.'

In fact, Marvelous had been keeping an eye on a few people with good skills, thinking that they could meet them in the bracket.

However, the talented people that Marvelous was eyeing were simply selected from information based on rumors from ordinary people around them.

As for the quietly strong sword-wielding newcomers like Hwarim who suddenly entered the competition without any information, Marvelous is unable to understand them as the number of participants other than her was in the hundreds during the preliminaries.

Meanwhile, Aela, the elf that Marvelous had been paying attention to from the beginning, was talking about the gray-haired swordsman, who she had been unable to pay attention to until now, but who had come to the stage where he was quietly competing with her, and that he was just as bothersome as she was. Although it is late, it is very important information as it gives us time to be on guard.

However, because of that, she had no choice but to ask again.

“... Is it okay to leak information about people of the same denomination like this?”

In some ways, it is an action that may cause harm to members of one's own denomination.

Marvelous asked with half concern and half curiosity whether there was a reason why he was acting in such an obnoxious manner even though he had nothing to do with it, and that he was harming people of the same denomination as well as other people.

However, Aila only answers Marvelous’s words more proudly.

“Yes! Hwarim says, if the other person treats you seriously, you become stronger!”

“Is that so...?”

“So, please take care of me!”

After saying those words, Aila walked away without even waiting for an answer.

Eila, who came to where Yongin was, saw people coming inside who had just finished a duel.

Immediately after they passed by, Dragonia, who was sitting motionless in her seat, noticed Aela returning and spoke.

“I thought you were running away, but you weren’t.”

“Escape? Who, me? Hahahahaha!”

Provocations that a stereotypical strongman would make are simply laughed off.

Then, he provokes them in reverse.

“I said it was Dragonia, it’s the same as Lizardman!”

“... What do you mean?”

“Lizardmen, what should they say when they say that they are a race that inherits the blood of dragons? Pride? That thing was so powerful!”

Eila knew that the dragonia in front of her was actually a dragon, so she deliberately brought it up.

Dragonias are people who have direct blood from dragons.

On the other hand, to Lizardmen, dragons only appear to be distant ancestors. Although the truth is completely different, to those who do not know them, their appearance is only slightly, indeed only partially, similar to dragons, and is closer to a walking earth dragon.

So, in reality, both are descendants born from their respective dragons, but the Dragonias find it very disgusting that the Lizardmen consider themselves and the dragons to be the same.

And even the opponent, who was actually a dragon, had no way of overlooking Aela's remarks.

“Be careful what you say. Don't compare me to those lower races. I am an absolute being, I am the one who will become the true king.”

“Yes~ Yes. I bet you do! At best, someone who is a dragonia would want to become a dragon after all! Dreams are so big! Ha ha ha ha ha! But you know what? Dragonias can't beat the elves no matter what they do. We are, Choi Kang. This is it! Even if they try, do you think guys with a little bit of dragon blood can beat the elves?”

Despite Curios' voice containing anger, Aila even sticks out her tongue in front of him and laughs at him sweetly.

It doesn't matter if it's a bit childish.

Rather, you will only get over it if you are childish.

“... I will definitely kill you.”

'yes!'

Aila, who knows that arrogant people are weak to provocation, succeeded in taking advantage of it.

“You’ll have to use some force to kill me. If you have any hidden skills, please show them all.”

“I thought so even if I didn’t say it. Even if you are so weak that there is no need for it, I will show you everything about this Curios and make it disappear from the face of the earth.”

This is the window for that.

Personally, it was a window I should never enter, but Aila made a big decision.

Of course, the promise has already been broken once.

Aila is deeply impressed by Hwarim's desire to move forward.

So, Aila showed Hwarim a spear that she should never lift, and of course she should never be seen using a spear in front of so many people.

'Still, you must use a spear to kill a dragon.'

However, Aila thought there was a loophole, and it wouldn't matter if she used sophistry just once.

'If it's one sword, one sword, it can be said that it didn't specifically use a spear.'

“Aila, the elf of the Deshade Church! And Dragonia Curios, supported by the Rugal Church! Please go to the battlefield and prepare for the duel!”

Holding a white sword in one hand and a short spear in the other, he walks out in accordance with the priest's command.

It's past noon, but the sun can still be seen hanging high.

Preparation is over.

The moment she entered the space created solely for fighting, Aila's heart grew cold, unlike Dragonia's, which burned even more fiercely.

Even though she only holds it with one hand, the moment she picks up the spear, Aila is transformed.

From now on, it is a battle for the sole purpose of victory, not entertainment.

It was a mindset she should never have in the first place, but Aila decided to have that feeling now for her friends.

‘The atmosphere has changed. 'It's something I haven't seen in the guys I've fought with so far.'

Curios also saw Aila's side profile and noticed that her mindset had changed.

So now, before the priest could tell each person to raise their religious flags, Aila looked at the dragon and gave the final provocation.

“I’ll tear off all your scales. You lizard that can’t even breathe fire.”

“I will definitely kill you by burning you to death...!”

        
            Judgments must be made quickly but carefully.

I learned from Hwarim and realized this after watching the end of many commanders.

These words were engraved in my mind from my experience on the urgent battlefield during my time as a soul soldier, and I have deeply learned them as a lesson.

But even so, I couldn't easily say anything because of the shocking statement the dragon made.

[Kurios, the dragon who participated in the Knight's Festival, is a 'dragon', not a Dragonia, created by Rugal.]

Dragon.

Not Dragonia, but a dragon.

Without being able to come up with the right words to respond to the dragon who gave me valuable information, my thoughts only raced around to create an answer, accelerating.

'I guessed it. But even so, I thought they might have somehow created a hero who could get as close to the dragon as possible, a dragonia that could rival the dragon. I never thought they would have almost copied the dragon itself.'

there is a big difference.

There is a huge difference between something that is close to a dragon and something that is a dragon.

A copy close to the original, and the original itself.

In the end, none of the soybean meat I knew was any better than real meat, and most things that tried to recreate the taste of sugar without sugar ended up with a taste that could only be felt as a deterioration.

It may have its own personality, but it is definitely not original.

'So dragonia and dragons are different.'

Looking at Dragonia, what it means to be close to a dragon.

This is simply because Dragonia, who inherits the blood of dragons, has differentiated physical strength that makes it seem overwhelming, and also because it is under pressure from the image of having inherited the blood of dragons.

But that's it. Since it's not a dragon after all, the pressure feels less than half, and it's not like there aren't any beings that can compete with it in this world.

'In the end, no matter how strong he is, he's only the size of a small giant. Dragonia guys are nothing more than strong elves or giants.'

Dragonias have such overwhelming power that they feel like dragons. In fact, if you look for races with similar physical abilities, the same can be said of giants.

Therefore, as long as the opponent who confronts them can overcome the pressure and remain calm, he or she can simply dismiss them as powerful beings, give up on fighting head-on, and find another method.

However, the dragon itself has a different meaning.

Being a dragon means that Curios has a heart filled with dragon words, fire, and flame, which are exclusive to dragons, something Dragonia cannot have.

So, if it were a dragonia, it would simply mean that it would have to fight a strong opponent, but if it was a dragon, it would mean that it would have to be careful and keep three more threatening weapons in mind.

And until now, 'Yong-eon', 'Bloom', and 'Heart filled with flames' approach us as a force that can never be imitated or prepare perfect countermeasures by human standards.

so-

I couldn't help but worry that Aila would be caught off guard by the information I couldn't give her.

'The first one to join Curios would have been Aila. Will that be okay?'

If you fight without some information about your opponent, your chances of winning are significantly lower.

In particular, casualties occur frequently in knightly festivals.

'No matter how much you think about it, it's a dog-eat-dog competition. There are casualties every year, and no adjustments are made to the rules even after seeing them? Is there anything like setting up a magic circle to prevent attacks that could lead to instant death?'

It is said that at least one person dies every year, and no matter how much I think about it, I think the rules of the competition need to be revised. This is a competition for idiots.

Therefore, I become anxious at the thought that Eila, who has a strong sense of pride, might not back down from a fight with a dragon instead of a dragon and try to see it through to the end, or that she might be defeated by the dragon without even having a chance to admit defeat.

Crackling-

As I started to feel more and more nervous, I unconsciously put more force on the floor, making noise, when two people came to reassure me.

“... Don’t worry, Lee Rim. Aila may seem like that, but she knows what is more important.”

“That’s right. Aila spoke to me yesterday, and she said that since she was unintentionally participating in the Knight's Festival, she had no intention of going to the end. He said that if he shows all his skills, it seems like everything is going as the princess intended.”

“... Ah, indeed. That's probably true too.”

There were things I didn't think about because my thoughts were so focused on one side.

The reason we are investigating the identity of Yongin is because there were orders from the princess.

Because it was the princess's order, we had no choice but to show the hidden power of the church called Aila and Hwarim, and perhaps the majesty shown by the elf Aila during this knight's festival would be used by the princess as a standard of value to judge our military power.

So, Aila might think about quitting midway even if she doesn't like it.

Of course, that may lead to a reprimand for not conducting a thorough investigation into the dragon, but our church also excuses itself by saying that Aila is an elf that cannot be treated carelessly by the princess, and that it is impossible to offend her, even for the sake of the future. You can avoid that by doing .

“Yes. If it’s Aila, you can trust her and leave it to her.”

I reassure myself that Aila will be okay.

She always smiles and enjoys fighting, but when she gets serious, she gets extremely serious, so I thought she wouldn't think of going to the extent of burning herself to attack a dragon.

So, without worrying about Aila, I decided to sort things out on my own.

I would like to thank Tetragramaton for completing the testimony.

“... I heard your story well, Dragon Tetragramaton. On behalf of Princess Camellia of the Empire, I would like to express my gratitude for telling us about the darkness you experienced in Rugal.”

[If it was helpful, I'm glad.]

As soon as he finished speaking, the last chain hanging on the wall was released from its ring and the dragon's massive body came down to the ground.

kkieeek-

thud!

Cheer up!

At the same time, the blue crystal inside the dragon's stomach was completely broken.

His head calmly fell to the ground where we were, and as the large body approached, we were able to understand his condition.

Crumbling-

The heart of the flame is about to go out.

However, it is a tenacity that never goes out on its own.

Curios took most of the Tetragrammaton's power.

Nevertheless, dragons are beings that live for a long time and do not die easily, so even committing suicide now that they have no power is not easy.

That's why, even after we left, he predicted that Rugal's cult would pull out all of his claws and use them as weapons, so he asked me for death.

It was already too late to honor him, but he had no intention of suffering further insults.

“Finish. Human.”

The voice could no longer contain verbs.

The dragon must be in great pain because the seal has been released.

However, despite this, the dragon that ruled the sky was trying not to shed a single groan.

“... Human Lee Rim. I will keep my promise to the Dragon Tetragramaton.”

Hold the magic sword and approach the dragon.

Since this is not a ritual to save the devil, all you have to do is insert a sword into the heart containing the flame that will become his core.

Since the dragon is a creature made entirely of magical power, if all of its magical power is absorbed by the artifact, it will cease to exist, which leads to true death for the dragon.

Since it does not show any will to live, it is absorbed by my sword and there are no residual thoughts left behind.

Phuuk-

The sword easily penetrated the dragon's heart.

Phuwak-

Flames flow out from the gap created by the sword being inserted.

The white flame burns the dragon's soul and emits a dead light.

'It will take some time.'

There is no need to intentionally cause pain.

Unlike opening the Halo, creating a pillar of light, and pressing down on the demon with force to kill it, simply thrusting the sword like this is enough.

“... I see. Is this what it feels like to die?”

The dragon slowly closes his eyes with a peaceful-looking face.

Then Thistle comes forward and speaks to the dragon.

“... Dragon Tetragramaton.”

“Why is that so? Apostle of the evil god Deshade.”

Thistle took out a book in front of the dragon.

It was the blank Bible that always hung at Thistle's side.

It's a book that she got one day to write down Deshade's words, or a Bible that wasn't a Bible that has been hanging around her waist ever since since Deshade said there was no need to leave his words.

Thistle lifts the book and speaks to the dragon.

“If you wish, I will receive your will.”

“Will?”

“Yes. We will leave traces of your life in this world. This is a will to leave a roar to someone you want, to the world, or to yourself.”

“What does it mean?”

“For life to continue.”

Thistle closes her eyes, holding the book in one hand and the other to her chest.

“Death is not the end. If you leave a story, whether it's a will, a complaint, or a wish, those words will survive and be passed down to future generations even if you die. Even if someone hears a will simply as a story or an interesting topic, the moment a person hears it, he or she begins to think about it in various ways. I also want to live a wonderful life like that. I don't want to live like that. There are people in the world who think like that and live their lives. Etc.”

“Stories that spread as wills somehow influence the world, this is what they say.”

“Yes. So, Tetragrammaton. Please tell me if you want. If there is something you were unable to accomplish because you were captured by the dark emperors of Rugal, if you would like to hand over the rest of your life to your friends or loved ones by telling them of your death, or if you would like us, we would be grateful if you could tell us the story of what you were unable to accomplish.◦ #◦

“... I see.”

The dragon is in agony.

His eyes were half-closed as he accepted Thistle's words positively.

When comparing the amount of magical energy flowing into the artifact and the amount remaining compared to his total body, there was probably about half left.

Soon, the dragon made a decision and spoke.

“In that case, I will tell you. There is someone who thought that they should leave a story.”

“Please tell me.”

Thistle picked up the pen he had kept inside the book, and the dragon spoke his last words.

“There is a friend, enemy, and lover, a giant called Sotok.”

The moment before the dragon died, I remembered the oath I had forgotten.

        
            “I am Tetragrammaton, a dragon that kills giants. And he is Sotok, the hunter giant who brings down the sky. When there was no country called an empire, we fought for a hundred years.”

There was an endless battle between the red dragon, known as the giants' nemesis, and the giant who shot down everything in the sky with his bow.

Their victory was not easy.

The dragon fought until the plains he ruled turned into mountain ranges, and the giant did not give up until arrow shafts made from the trees he shed were stuck in the ground and grew into new giant trees.

“A hundred years is a long time. Even when we fought, we accepted each other. They were enemies, friends, and lovers. So, even as we fell to our knees from exhaustion, we had a heart that we did not want this fight to end forever.”

For the fight to end, one of them must die.

The two beings who recognized each other were sad that the fight was over.

“In the meantime, Mortis, now called the founder of the empire, came to visit us.”

“Do you mean Mortis?”

“Yes. It is a wise bird with three legs and an eagle that leads humans and sweeps the battlefield.”

Looking at the story of the founder of the empire, it happened quite a long time ago, at least 300 years ago.

“He suggested that we make a promise to each other and step back. That promise is a promise that we will only meet death at the hands of another person we both recognize. Or, if that wasn't the case and someone passed away first, it was a promise to honor the other person's death and come to take revenge.”

The giant and the dragon negotiated and accepted the promise.

Mortis, the founder of the empire, became the notary of the dragon Tetragramaton and the giant Sotok.

The two beings made a pact and returned to their home, and as time passed, it was the red dragon who was deceived by the tricks of the priests serving Rugal who faced death first.

'Wait, revenge?'

While listening to the dragon's story, the word revenge comes to mind.

“... Isn’t that revenge something that you swore in an oath and that it will definitely come in order to achieve it?”

“Sounds obvious.”

“Still, Tetragrammaton, the giant won’t know that you’re dying here underground, right?”

I thought that maybe a giant would come looking for me just because the dragon was dead, so I said something that was just wishful thinking, but the world wasn't that easy as expected.

“The death of each other by covenant is inevitably communicated by a notary. Our souls are connected to each other and are not broken by the presence of a notary.”

“...”

“No matter what happens.”

I ponder the dragon’s words.

I don't know what it means to make an oath by connecting souls, but one thing is certain: Mortis, who was supposed to be the notary, had already died, so it was safe to say that the oath was also invalidated.

“... Then it doesn't matter. There are no notaries anymore.”

However, my prediction was unexpectedly wrong due to the dragon's answer.

“What do you mean? Mortis is still alive.”

“Yes?”

When asked in confusion, the red dragon tells the truth that there is no reason to lie since he is about to die.

“The notary's spirit is also felt by both of us. I feel Mortis alive. My death will be conveyed to Sotok by that bird.”

The dragon's eyes opened wide as if predicting the future.

“Sotok will definitely come to take my revenge.”

“...”

After hearing his words, my thoughts stopped again.

'Mortis is alive?'

Since the dragon said it himself, it must be true.

The founder of the empire, Mortis, who is said to have passed away with the first emperor of the empire, is alive in history.

In the empire, it is a sacred object that is recorded by the people in songs and plays along with the emperor as the progenitor.

The dragon said that in fact, the demon beast was still alive and not dead, and that he could feel his spirit.

'The princess wanted me to become Mortis because there are no Mortis in the current empire, but Mortis is still alive. 'How did this happen?'

Thanks to this, my mind was becoming confused again.

“But, it’s a little disappointing. Sotok’s face doesn’t come to mind at the last moment.”

The dragon expressed regret.

This is the moment when we enter the final stage of death.

He couldn't remember his friend because of his clouded mind.

The will was all written down in Thistle's book.

Then Astesia steps forward, approaches the dragon, and speaks.

“... Me, Tetragramaton.”

“... Why are you doing that? Descendants of the devil.”

“Where are you going? Can I help you?”

Astesia approaches and places her hand on the dragon's nose.

We knew that the dragon had no reason to harm us, so we left it alone, and Astesia spoke with even more courage when he did not refuse.

“If you give me permission, I will remind you of it. I will show you the appearance of the giant who will be sleeping in your memories.”

“... Is it possible?”

“Yes.”

Astesia shook her head vigorously.

As the hat comes off, what is revealed is the wide spread wings of a bat.

The wings were so small that it felt sinful to compare them to those of a dragon, but you could feel their strength from the way they stood stiffly.

“... Good. I allow it.”

“Ah, thank you! Then-”

As soon as the dragon finished speaking, Astesia put her hands together and touched her forehead.

It was the moment she placed her palm on the dragon's body.

A storm of memories swept over us.

“This seems to be a dragon’s memory.”

“That's the giant Sotok...”

Thistle and I could see a glimpse of it, although it was blurry.

Two beings standing tall on the mercilessly plowed land.

Since there were only two of them, they were rather majestic looking beings.

A giant hunter holding a crossbow that resembles a red dragon from its prime and two bows.

The two beings were staring at each other.

Having recognized each other as rivals, they are now ready to part ways.

[Don’t die. Giant Sotok.]

'That's what I'm going to say. You kill me with my own hands. Tetragrammaton.'

The two greeted each other, walked their way, and took off.

At the same time, at the last moment, they turned their heads to look at each other's backs.

Because it happened at the same time, they smiled involuntarily.

[If you die despite my promise, I will go to commemorate your death.]

'I'll repeat it. If you fall from the sky by hands other than mine, I will make you a grave.'

That's how the reminiscence ended.

The dragon was satisfied that he was able to see the giant at the last moment.

“... Thank you. Child of the devil.”

“... No. I'm glad it helped.”

Astesia steps back.

Then the dragon spoke to me instead.

“Human Irim.”

“Tell me. Dragon.”

“I'm trying to reward that child. If you look for a crystal, there will be a small gem inside.”

Following his words, I looked through the cracks of the broken blue crystals and soon discovered a thumb-sized gem emitting red light on its own.

“I will not give my body to anyone, including Rugal’s guys. However, I will give you that much in return. It is a gem that contains the remnants of the last flame left behind after the one that was born after absorbing my power disappeared. Write whatever you like.”

“... Thank you.”

As soon as I express my gratitude, pure white light leaks out from the dragon's body.

The body splits and white flames grow from within, enveloping the entire body.

At the same time, someone came down through the iron gate we had come down from.

Thump thump thump thump-

“Hey, Bishop! Rugal’s paladins are coming down! We need to get out quickly!”

“Tarator. Is the work finished?”

“Okay then! It's over! So... wow! what's this?! D, dragon?!”

“That happens. I'll explain later.”

Tarator came running straight to us after taking a short break from the game in the Knight's Hall.

He said he was worried that someone might notice and come down while we were searching through Rugal's secret treasures inside, so he stood near the entrance, and when we checked by crossing the time, we found out that right after the dragon woke up, it was revealed to Rugal's paladins that something had happened. It is said that they are coming down now as if a signal was received.

“... Okay. It's a dragon and all, that's enough. Then the little lady hurry up and open the door. I'm going to do the finishing work in the meantime.”

“Ah, yes. I'll make a door to get out right away!”

Tarator looked at the dragon who was now completely unconscious and was dazed for a moment. As if his judgment was only momentarily impaired, he immediately started doing his job.

Wearing a large cross-body bag, he places large glass bottles here and there throughout the joint.

I asked Astesia what he was doing as he started making the door again.

“What are you doing?”

“The evidence must be destroyed. Above, the bodies of dead lizardmen were hanging in the purification station. The Paladins haven't discovered it yet, but if they examine the body and find the sword marks, it will be clear that there was an intruder.”

“I didn’t think of that. So what are you going to do?”

“It’s simple. If we get caught anyway, we'll blow it all up and remove any traces of our coming and going. I'm going to use a method to completely destroy all the corpses above.”

“... What's in the glass bottle?”

“Do you know it’s a Wanhu tree?”

“Yes. know. A tree that bursts at the slightest impact and is said to never be used as a material for household items such as carriages.”

“Then it will be easy to explain. This is a glass bottle containing granules of the tree's sap that have been collected, dried, and crystallized. Normally, I was going to throw the dagger and break it right before I left for the last time, but looking at that dragon, it looks like I don't have to use my hands, so I'm glad. Hahaha!”

“... Oh, is that so?”

“For reference, this is the amount of sap crystals from 500 trees. It's an item worth about 1000 gold that Princess Camellia told us to use in times of emergency.”

Since you are from the back alleys, no matter what you do, be neat so as not to get caught and never leave any traces.

The combination of Tarator, who had the utmost professionalism, and the princess, who was willing to spare no expense when dealing with intelligence, created the best synergy.

“... Yes. I don’t know, now.”

Anyway, I found out that the Rugal guys have an idea that is more similar to treason than conspiracy to rebel.

Not only is this space no longer meaningful to those of us who obtained the book they were hiding, but we also don't feel happy about the remains of the deceased dragon being damaged by Rugal's guys, so we allow it.

“The statement is complete!”

“Everyone, please come here!”

“Oh, Bishop! Then let’s go too!”

“I guess so.”

Now the dragon's large body was no longer visible, and a pillar of light was created in its place and began to rise high into the sky.

Kukukukukukung-

The ceiling collapses and a pillar of light rises upside down through the mountain range.

At this rate, the pillar of light will probably reach all the way to the snowy mountain lake above.

I thought there could be no scene more beautiful and fitting than this to commemorate the end of a dragon.

So, at the last moment before closing, I sent a short condolence to the dragon as an apostle of Deshade.

“Have a long trip. Tetragrammaton.”

thud-

And so the door closed, and soon on the snowy mountain at the top of Tir you Nog-

An avalanche occurred.

        
            “Mandibular- Lower jaw-!”

Aila was breathing heavily for a moment, and then, thinking that she really had to say this, she used all the remaining air in her lungs and let out a loud scream with all her might.

“Yiyi- Dog- Shit- Damn- Even if you chew it, you little lizard!!! The real century is so strong!!!”

Aela had to admit it.

Dragonia, dragon,

It was strong.

The weapon doesn't work.

Technology doesn't work.

The solid body, whether or not the sword is wrapped in a sword, the thick dragon scales on the skin, an additional layer of red armor on the outside, and the defensive magic that is imprinted from the inside of the armor and is activated at all times, can withstand any attack made with the sword. is also not allowed.

‘This might be similar in strength to Lee Rim. No, I surpassed Lee Rim.'

Even this is information that was difficult to find out after a long battle and trial and error.

Eila confirmed that this man had Rugal's full support.

There are no patterns drawn on the great sword and armor he is holding, but it has the durability of a holy relic, let alone the armor that ordinary knights of pilgrimage can obtain.

What is even used are real dragon scales, which are identical to the ones attached to one's body for some reason, only different in size.

‘Backsword. I guess I'll have to change it again. Mr. Lee-! I liked it. 'It's a shame to change two bags in such a short period of time!'

Curios's greatsword and Aela's backsword.

They clashed their weapons with sword energy, but the only thing that broke was Aila's backsword.

The magical power was broken and scattered into fragments, and although the blade of the actual weapon was touched, the only one that came out was Aila's white sword.

'It'll break the next time.'

This will probably be the last time I will be able to receive a sword from the front.

Of course, you don't have to accept it.

Aila also knows this, as she is an expert at swords.

However, that great sword flies with all its might in a situation where it has no choice but to receive it.

“You dirty bastard! And yet you fight so stubbornly!”

“...”

Even if you speak harshly, Curios is no longer prone to provocation.

Curios sees his victory as already confirmed, and treats Eila's words as if they were the cries of a grasshopper right before death.

Seeing that, Aila becomes even angrier.

‘Peer. This is the biggest problem. 'I can't avoid sound right now.'

The compatibility is bad.

Because of his arrogance, he thought he was ignorant and had many loopholes, but the other person was wiser than he seemed.

The remaining position is Curios, who inherited the power of Tetrachramaton, a dragon that took on the form of a human created to fit the position of Dragon King, which is being held by the current Dragon King, Savage, a Dragonian.

As Aila didn't know that yet, she thought that the arrogance that comes from the opponent's strength would be her own weakness, but a hero is only worthy of being able to maintain a strategic cool-headedness at all times when entering battle.

Attacks that would not penetrate the body are dealt with using the armor prepared by Rugal, trusting in one's own scales.

At the same time, he strikes Aila with his great sword, making her body stiffen even though it cannot be heard by those watching in the stands, but it could not be more effective against the elf opponent.

Then, he continues to strike the opponent with his great sword, which cannot be avoided, as his body stops flowing.

Therefore, Aila continued to get closer to defeat, one step at a time.

However, for those who came to the Knight's Hall to watch the knight's festival, the clash between the elves and the dragonia, which has already been going on for over 30 minutes, turns into an excitement that cannot be obtained even with drugs, awakening the spirit.

Waaa-

'Noisy.'

The other person's voice cannot be heard as it is drowned out by the shouting.

'it's annoying. 'I wish I had searched everything.'

Even if you have already aroused your senses even more and gathered all of the opponent's information to the limit, you will be in a heated fight as you fight like a play that will follow the steps predicted in a game set up for defeat.

“... No, no. I too should try to follow Hwarim’s words for the first time in a while. Phew...”

For a moment, Eila tried to cool down her suddenly sensitive body.

'You're interested in depth of field?'

'huh! I heard that Lee Rim and Hwarim always practice at that depth? 'I was curious about that too!'

'Hmm... it's not difficult, but it's not easy either... it might be difficult for you.'

'Eh? why?'

'Depth of field should start with calming the mind, but haven't you always had severe emotional ups and downs? It can be seen as the worst type of person to learn depth of field.'

Hwarim told Aila that depth of field would never be a good fit.

'Honestly, I was just trying to learn about depth because I was bored. Now I know for sure. Sometimes there comes a time when you need that kind of attitude.'

However, now that Aila was being hindered to the point where she thought that using her sensitive senses was actually leading to defeat, she decided that she would never have a chance of winning if she did not put that depth into practice, and she just woke up.

It simply corrects the emotion.

It only cools down the excitement, elation, irritation and anger.

'Whoa...'

However, even though that was all, Aila found a breakthrough after slowly continuing her cold thinking in an instant.

'okay. Just once will be enough.'

Set one goal.

Aila admitted.

'You can't beat a dragon.'

Since a single entity called a dragon has actively taken on the appearance of a human to become a hero, there is no way for even an elf to win against an opponent that is not of the same species from the beginning, especially a dragon.

So, I'm going to change my goal and make the dragon's appearance known to the whole world.

'I'll let you take out everything you're hiding.'

To do that, grab the window.

I applied strength to the half-gloves made of leather, making sure that there were no empty parts and that air did not pass through, so I held them so that they would not slip.

Then the other person gets nervous again.

During the fight with Aela, Curios tried to avoid at least the attacks coming from the spear.

Although it wasn't revealed out loud, Aila definitely saw it.

'I'm not the only one who doesn't have a good relationship. It seems that even for dragons, my spear is the worst spear they don't want to encounter.'

It was only shown a few times.

During the 30-minute fight, Aila tried to throw the spear only three times.

Curios avoided all three attacks ‘in advance’.

Aila took an attack stance.

Just before throwing out the spear, he instantly changed his mindset as a prosecutor and changed his personality to 'preparation to use the spear'.

It's not like another ritual; I simply changed my mindset.

Just because of that, Dragon Curios decided to stay out of the range of the spear.

'You probably know it instinctively.'

I knew for sure that no matter what it was, it could cause fatal damage.

So now, Aila is going to cool down and take the last chance.

“... It's time to end it!”

It's a strange feeling that although you shout out loud as usual, the feeling of boredom in your head suppresses the tension.

Aila takes a step into the depth of field and takes a stance.

As before, the backsword is held forward, and the short spear is placed inside the waist.

The posture of one sword, one sword.

It's a half-baked spear technique, a temporary change in mindset, but that alone makes the dragon nervous.

'opportunity. I wish I had just one chance.'

Confirm that the other person has already noticed.

Since this is a situation where you think you can only win using a spear, of course the spear will come for you.

'It's harder than I thought.'

So Aila became a little embarrassed.

If he had known that the spear would be an object of caution to the dragon, he would have been able to hide the spear from the beginning to the last moment, but the information had already leaked out.

In that case, all that's left is to either plunge a spear into the heart at the cost of having the backsword shattered by the greatsword and the shoulder being completely torn off, or if the opponent is lucky enough to see an opening for a moment so that it doesn't have to be.

'... If you hope for luck, it just won't come.'

However, because the present is infinitely cold, Aila immediately gives up relying on luck and decides to pay the price.

'I have to commit something big once.'

Even if your shoulder gets blown off, you won't die.

Healing can be received later.

Rather, as long as the opponent is trying to kill you, and you are also trying to kill the opponent, there is no reason not to rush in for fear of a wound that does not lead to instant death.

So Aila is now meandering.

A step that should never be taken.

A path that leads to death, a path that anyone holding a weapon will deliberately avoid taking.

'Once it's over, Hwarim who was watching might say something. 'Why did you do such a stupid thing?'

[Meandering]

When it comes to footwork, it's footwork.

However, such a type of step is rarely completed through walking techniques.

The moment a warrior enters the envoy, it becomes the same as offering his or her head to the other person, and most warriors lose their lives.

'A step that does not exist twice.'

However, I know that Aila will not die.

'But that's just an impression from a human's perspective.'

The cool-headed Aila can use even that meandering as a strategy after careful calculation.

Knowing that the maximum damage that can be achieved at best is the level of having your shoulder blown off by a great sword, I deliberately assume the appearance that the opponent has no choice but to come in at this moment.

provoked an attack.

[Meandering]

Jeopuk-

“...!”

Kuuk-

Eila took a sloppy step forward, and when she saw the gap that had been deliberately shown, she put strength into her sword.

The sword resting on Curios' shoulder reflexively gains strength as Aila's body leans forward.

Cheok-

The dragon's mouth opens and it lets out a sound that cannot be heard by people's ears.

[Keee!]

'Keuung...!'

Aila's ears go blank and her body becomes stiff.

The top of the food chain, the final mercy of an overwhelming being to the lower creatures.

The cry of a dragon that gently lays down and only allows its side the freedom to die.

At that point, Aila felt her body become sluggish, but maintained her posture.

'are you okay. At best, it's an extension of Hwarim's technology.'

Even if you try it, it is not much different from the stiffness of the body caused by Rakshasa.

My ears are ringing and I just feel a tingling sensation in my head.

Huh-

The great sword was raised, cutting through the wind.

A miracle of one step.

The crazy act of putting your heart in the palm of your hand and thrusting it into it.

However, the reality was Aila's calculated action, predicting how the opponent would move to the limit.

Successfully attracted the opponent through a meandering.

If Curios was hit with the great sword like this, the white sword would probably be broken and his shoulder torn, and Aila was planning to take advantage of that opportunity and stab him in the heart as she had been thinking.

It was that moment.

Quang!

Piiing-

“... What?”

An unexpected event occurred that made the two stop.

A huge surprise that completely diverted the attention of the two, who were focused only on each other as the fight escalated, and were not accepting anything more until the moment they entered the final match.

“... Pillar of light?”

“...”

Curios raised his great sword, and Aela, holding her javelin, looked at the incident.

Piiing-

That place is the top of Tirner Nog.

A perennial snow mountain whose snow never melts.

A pillar of light rose from the lake at the top where Rugal's parish and main church was located.

Aila didn't know what it was, and the dragon realized that it was a phenomenon caused by the death of the true Tetragrammaton, its mother body and remaining shell that was sleeping in an underground facility.

That wasn't all.

...rumbling-

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

“... Whoa, it’s an avalanche!”

“Aren’t you coming this far?!”

“Aaaagh!”

The snow that had piled up on the mountain began to pour down in the wake of the mountain range being pierced straight by the pillar of light.

Snow enough to cover the entire parish carved out of the mountain range and the city built below, Tirna Nog.

People were confused and screaming.

However, the human city that the empire built and Rugal built was not destroyed by snow so easily.

“Do not panic, subjects of Rugal, subjects of the empire-!”

“Something. You bastard, are you trying to overturn my gambling table?”

Flash-

Paat-

Two lights burst out from the knight's hall, the high-ranking VIP seats.

“Fare, it’s the magic of Fae King Parasig!”

“Well, that’s the red lightning of Hir’em Brigade, the saintess of the Red Purge Church!”

One is the wall of flames of the Rugal hero who presides over the knightly festival, and among them is the Demon King Parasig, who is said to be the master of magic.

Another is the Red Lightning of Hir'em Brigade, which participated on behalf of the Red Purge and is actually expressing anger at the fact that an external disaster has interfered with an important gamble.

Grrr!

Pajjik-

Crrr!

In particular, the voice of Hir'em Brigade, who was extremely irritated because she was continuously losing in the gamble with Peria, was cold enough to make people shiver more than the falling avalanche.

Cheee-

Soon the avalanche disappeared in an instant.

The wall of fire unleashed by the magic master caused the avalanche to evaporate as soon as it hit.

The debris that rose even higher than that and crossed the wall of fire was shattered by the nine pillars of lightning fired by Hirem.

so that,

Because people are safe,

Because the duel field suffered no damage,

The duel is not over.

“Good. The opportunity has come.”

The dragon turns around at the sound of Aela's voice.

An unusual event occurred from a deep cavity in the mountain range.

It was a pillar of light that meant that something was wrong with Rugal's secret, so he had no choice but to look back.

Not for Aila.

‘Are you looking away during a fight? 'That's crazy.'

No matter what the natural disaster was, he was an elf swordsman who had been meandering with the intention of giving up even his shoulders with the sole thought of revealing his true face to the person in front of him.

“... A woman with madness.”

“Thank you for the compliment. And then it goes away.”

So the dragon created, Curios, the artificial dragon, had no choice but to make a decision.

The tip of the elf's spear, which had already completed all preparations and was ready to 'skip space' and leap, was aiming for his heart.

“Die-”

fluttering-

Eila, holding the spear, was dazed for a moment as she tried to stretch out her stretched arm.

“... What?”

Curios, who was clearly within range, disappeared before my eyes in an instant.

Soon, Curios' voice came from high above Eila's head.

“Good. I admit it. you are excellent Perseverance, madness, and sheer strength of your own brought you closer to victory. So let me show you what you want, a glimpse of what this Curios wants people to see.”

“... Ha-”

A dragon was flying in the sky of the knight's hall.

flutter- flutter-

Two wings emerged from behind his back, wings that were infinitely smaller than those of a dragon but clearly resembled those of a dragon.

Those are dragon wings that Dragonia never had.

People also began to shout at the sight of Dragonia suddenly flying into the sky, with dragon wings that should not exist.

Rugal's side probably didn't expect this, but the priests and paladins looked embarrassed, and only a few high-ranking people frowned and quickly said something to the attendants around them.

Only Curios is looking at Aela from the sky, holding his great sword with a relaxed expression.

“Can I show you everything like that?”

Aela looks up at the dragon and speaks in a somewhat relaxed voice.

Although I achieved what I wanted, I never thought I would show such a blatant side.

“You’re going to kill him anyway, so it’s okay to listen to his will.”

“Damn the will- I’m not going to die?!”

“No. It is a will. There is no choice but to die.”

The dragon didn't stop there.

A confusing battlefield.

A pillar of light suddenly rises from the mountain range.

The snowy mountain collapsed along with its pillars.

The majesty shown by the two pillars of the empire that responded to it.

“Of course, if you hold out, I will gladly forgive you for your rudeness and keep you alive as compensation for entertaining me.”

and-

Cheok-

“... ruined. Bresne.”

Burying all that, the enthusiasm of Dragon Curios, the alter ego of the Tetragrammaton who proudly spread his dragon wings in front of everyone, was shot straight at Aila.

        
            Immediately after observing where the pillar of light completely enveloped the pupil, we successfully returned to our lodgings through Astesia's portal.

I have created a sufficient alibi.

The type of accommodation that is a huge mansion is where the original owner lives in a small house next to the accommodation, cooks food when the time comes, and provides room service and tidying up once every afternoon.

The three of us deliberately spoke loudly on the first floor of the dormitory when sending off other members of the church so that the owner could hear us in the morning.

He then said that he would go to the knight's hall in the afternoon because he had work to do at the lodgings, and then stayed in the lodgings.

'We've secured at least one witness. Portals aren't as easy to make as Ingrid mentioned earlier, so you wouldn't think we'd sneak out of the dorm even though the janitor was in a position to overlook the only main entrance. In addition, there are about three servants hired by the manager, and they will all serve as witnesses.'

No matter how much it is Rugal's main school, it is natural for each group in Rugal to try to get as much as they can when they come to their home ground.

So, in fact, there were Rugal's spies monitoring entrances and exits around our lodgings, as well as spies presumed to have been sent from Red Purge or other places, by Leven.

'The number is about 5 people. These guys also serve as witnesses. 'I'm glad you sent me a spy, so I was able to secure additional witnesses.'

Now, they are now witnesses by going back and reporting that we were quietly staying in the dorm.

Rugal, who will be a party to this case.

From their point of view, they probably didn't know that we could use the power of Astesia to connect the huge iron door in the underground cavity by using a portal, so we are definitely one step out of line.

Also, as soon as he returned through the portal, he saw a pillar of light rising through the mountain range outside the window, so he deliberately went to the manager of the inn and asked what was going on, pretending to be a person who knew nothing, and happened to be with the manager. By showing his face to his friends, he was able to clearly remember his alibi not only to spies but also to the general public.

‘A total of 10 people. Since we have created enough witnesses, we will be able to avoid questioning.'

Although it was disconcerting for us to witness the unexpected aftermath of the Pillar of Light causing an avalanche and a wall of fire and red lightning blocking the avalanche, all was resolved well.

As soon as we heard from the manager and attendants that the magic was used by Fetish King Parasig and Saint Hirem Brigade in the Knight's Hall, we immediately said that we would hurry to the Knight's Hall and left the lodging noisily, waiting for a while. It clearly imprints in people's minds that they were in the dorm until just a moment ago.

The only problem is that I don't know what the situation is in the driver's hole right now.

'I'm worried about how Aela's duel with the dragon is going.'

According to Tarator, he finished the duel in the morning, introduced the church members to the restaurant, and then came straight past the large bathhouse, so he did not know the order in which the match was taking place.

“Hmm... Did I only have to use one bottle of Wanhu tree sap? The explosion is a bit... too big.”

Tarator, who was supposed to deliver the news right away, was right next to us, reviewing the manual for handling dangerous substances that he believed to have been given to us by the Intelligence Knights, wondering if the avalanche earlier had possibly been caused by him.

Therefore, we will only be able to find out news about Aela when we arrive directly at the Knight's Hall.

“... Let’s go a little faster.”

“Ah, yes!”

We try to walk a little faster, holding Astesia's hand, whose strides are slightly shorter than ours.

Showing that you are in too much of a hurry can also instill suspicion, so you walk quickly as if you are worried about your acquaintances because of the avalanche.

'I hope nothing bad happens.'

So the four of us hurried straight to the knight's hall.

-------------------------------

“Is this really the end of the duel?”

“What should I do? There was a landslide, and I don't know why it suddenly happened in the duel arena, but it was right after I saw the man named Curios flying into the sky.”

“Dragonia... No matter how you look at it now, it's not Dragonia.”

“That's right. It's a line crossed to call that a different race. Who would say that the sight that suddenly flies into the sky with wings and then pours out enthusiasm from its mouth is a dragonia? That's just the dragon itself!”

As soon as I enter the hall, I quickly absorb information from the sounds of people.

‘Curios. Did he really reveal his identity? Rather, the fact that it flew out of the duel arena means that the duel between Aila and Curios was already taking place. I spent too much time underground. Is Aila okay?'

It looks like the duel between Aila and Curios has been halted.

While listening to the conversations of people who may have been watching the duel just a moment ago, I think about where I should take my steps.

“They said it’s noisy even in the VIP area right now. The Saint of Red Purge gambles... Hmm, hmm! It looks like you're complaining about a problem that arose while placing a bet.”

“Gambling or betting, that’s it. I only heard it through rumors, but it looks like he never gave up that hobby.”

“That’s it, but is that elf going to be okay? I don't know how the winner was decided because there was so much dust rising at the end.”

“The action was quick. Rugal's paladins entered the duel arena right away, and the stretcher also went right in... Ah. After listening to it, I remembered it, and I saw it last. Looks like that elf didn't die?”

“Is that so? After all, an elf is an elf. How amazing is it that you survived that craze?”

“... Even if you were an elf, it would be difficult to withstand the breath, so how did you do it?”

'thank god.'

As I listened to people's voices, fortunately, a piece of good news flowed into my ears.

“I saw it. My seat was right behind the elf.”

“Oh, did you see it from your side? What happened?”

“I can't say he's fine, but he doesn't seem to be dead. It was clearly visible that the heat ray hit his body directly, but when the dust cleared, he was lying on the ground with all his limbs still attached.”

“Jae, you have great talent. Surviving after being hit by a dragon's breath...”

“... Wait, more than that, we all now think that the technique Dragonia used is breath, but is that really true breath? Even if it is an elf, it makes no sense to survive after being hit by breath.”

“... That’s right. That makes sense. So is that actually not breath, but a magic that looks similar to it?”

“If that’s not breath, what is it? ... No, isn't that too? In the past, when I was an adventurer, I happened to work with arch mages, and those mages were also able to do similar things.”

“I don’t know if it was breath, magic, a dragon, or dragonia. I don't know. But still... It's so complicated and my mind is so confused that I don't know how this works.”

I don't know anything else, but one thing is certain.

People didn't have detailed information at hand.

People's suspicions were fueled by the confusion caused by various events that occurred simultaneously, but they did not bring to mind the thought that our church was involved in the situation a little while ago.

'This is enough.'

So, try to choose one of the two.

'I'm worried about Ayla. But more than that, it is important to make your alibi even stronger.'

Right now, I want to meet Ayla, who is rumored to have received the Breath.

However, for now, it is important to immediately go to the VIP section and make sure that we were not in the deep basement of the main church of Rugal's Church far away, as we appeared only a few minutes after the pillar of light rose.

“... Ah! Really!”

At times like these, I just think it would be nice if there were no other options.

'Honestly, I think Aila will be fine. 'Because it's Aila.'

I'm really worried about Aila and want to go see her right away, but for some reason, the thought of calmly showing my face right away in the VIP room clashes with the groundless belief that Aila would never die.

After racking my brain for such a short period of time, Thistle came up with a solution.

“... Lee Lim. I'll go to where Aila is. Lee Rim appears in the VIP section with Astesia.”

“Yes?”

“Let’s do it like this. I just went to the waiting room to recruit new knights and knights with the name of our church on their backs, and Lee Rim just had to go straight to the VIP table and show his intention to understand the situation like he originally thought. Then you will have two alibis.”

“... Ah, I see. In fact, that would be a better option.”

There was no reason to think it was as complicated as I thought.

“Thank you. Thistle. I'll leave it to Aila.”

“Yes. Hurry up.”

Putting aside the answer, he held Astesia's hand and walked away.

It was a simple thing.

Since there were so many people, there was no reason to try to do everything alone.

In times like these, it is wiser to give each person their own actions rather than having everyone move as one.

“... Tarator.”

“I’m listening. Bishop.”

“As soon as you go up, approach Ingrid and explain what happened.”

“Ingrid? Who was that?”

“... That big-breasted Witch Hunter.”

“Ah, I remember. okay. But even if I ask you to explain it. All I know is that I came in late and just saw the corpse of a dragon?”

“That much is enough. Anyway, since Ingrid is also the princess's spy, we can talk about it later. Give us an explanation of what happened as concisely as possible, and then ask us to talk to you. The more witnesses there are, even just one, and the more people they belong to different groups, the higher the credibility will be.”

“If it’s something like that. It's easy.”

Additional measures were also taken.

Although it is unofficial to the extent possible, if the Witch Hunter, who can be said to have come as a representative from Lihier, matches our alibi and provides double testimony, not only will we be one step removed from the list of suspects, but we could be completely excluded. .

To put all the plans into action, it was the moment when I took a breather in the final aisle, an aisle where people rarely pass by, and climbed into the VIP section.

“-No problem. Let the knight festival proceed.”

An unexpected figure in the VIP room was confronting Hirem Brigade, the Saint of the Red Purge, who was near our table.

“Excuse me. Could you please make way?”

“... Oh, I'm sorry. Please pass by.”

We deliberately try to pass by crowded places and show our faces to various nobles as much as possible to establish a final alibi.

Tarator also quietly walked around the VIP table and successfully contacted Ingrid.

After making sure of the alibi, I listen closely to find out the rest of the situation.

“Prince Glacia. No matter how historic a knight's festival this may be, the current situation must be clearly addressed.”

'Are the saints and the first prince in conflict?'

Two people are standing in a circular space surrounded by people.

One is Glacia Shaden Mortis Steyer, the first prince of the empire.

And standing in front of him is Hirem Brigade, the Saint of Red Purge.

Next to the prince, Paladin Aleph, who always appeared as Rugal's representative, can be seen standing next to the prince.

Aleph steps forward to represent the church's position in front of the prince, who is frowning because of the saint who continues to oppose him.

“Saint Hirem Brigade. Landslides are just natural disasters. Trying to investigate natural disasters that cannot be prevented by human hands is the job of wizards, not the church.”

“Do you think I want to discuss natural disasters, Paladin Lord of Rugal?”

The quarrel seemed to have been going on for quite some time, and Saint Hirem was taking quite a strong stance even though she was in front of the prince and at the same time a representative of another religious order.

        
            The form is 2:1.

On one side was Rugal and the 1st Prince, who seemed to be supporting Rugal, and on the other side, Hirem was fighting alone.

Hir'em expresses his intention to clarify the series of events.

“I will tell you clearly. Regarding the pillar of light that clearly originated from the basement of Rugal's main school, we would like to request that the Red Purge Church and the Lihere Church jointly investigate it under the supervision of the Empire. In addition, the Dragonia that was seen in the battlefield a little while ago, no, it was only small in size, but it spread its dragon wings and released its breath, must be pointed out.”

“I decline. Only Rugal can interfere with what happens in Tir na Nog. This is a parish where we can exercise our autonomy as recognized by the imperial family.”

“... Anyone can see that it is a pillar of light that was created when an unusual amount of magical power was consumed, so you're going to try to pass it off like this?”

“If you would rather do that, what would you do?”

“... Haa?”

Paladin Aleph also came out strong.

‘Paladin Aleph. Does everyone know? Or, as a representative of the Paladins and the Church, do they want to prevent their interests from being infringed upon by other Churches?'

As of yet, we do not know to what extent Rugal is a sympathizer or involved in creating God's vessel.

If you think about it simply, the entire church, especially the Paladin, the head of the Paladins who always acts as an agent and is involved in important matters of the church, and the Paladin Lord who can express the consensus of the opinions of other Paladins, is one of the people behind all of this. The possibility can be considered high.

'But there's also a chance that's not the case. 'The only ones who know about this may be a few priests and the current heroes of Rugal.'

However, that is just a guess.

In fact, we cannot rule out the possibility that all of this was planned by a few people.

So what you need to prioritize is the agony of the confrontation right in front of you.

Confrontation between the 1st Prince, Aleph, and Hirem.

I think about it carefully.

Should I take Hirem's side here, or should I agree with Rugal?

And from the looks of it, the 1st prince is clearly moving in a direction that benefits Rugal, and how I, as the knight of the 2nd princess, should feel about everything.

'... My head hurts.'

As I continued to think, my head started to hurt.

Immediately after Rugal discovered Yukhwa's plan, which had been in progress for hundreds of years without being discovered by the royal family.

Also, while sending away the dragon who testified and listening to the story about the giant Sotok, he heard that Mortis was alive.

After that, even before I could organize all of those things in my head, I kept moving forward, thinking that I had to somehow create a solid alibi.

As a result, my head, which had become overloaded beyond its limits,

Rather, by letting go of your thoughts in a refreshing way -

I came to a simple conclusion.

“... Ah. I see.”

“Yes?”

Thankfully, Astesia responds to my self-talk.

“Honestly, we’re done, right?”

“Yes? Oh, is that so...?”

“Astecia. I mean. Think of it this way. I've done all my work, so now I just have to watch it work, right? Whether those two fight here or not is none of my business anymore.”

“Oh, that would work... right? If you think about it, our denomination is also different from them, right?”

The conclusion I came to was-

Our denomination, which is a stranger, is taking the position of an abettor and choosing to do nothing.

The princess's errands were all completed.

We obtained evidence of what Rugal was planning, and we also clearly identified the identity of the dragon as a dragon.

Here, the two groups are raising their eyes of suspicion towards each other, but if you think about it simply, it is just two groups that are in conflict with us, both of which are neutral.

So, I don't need to worry about what they do anymore.

“Now, now. let's go. You have to watch the fight up close.”

“Uh... Um... Yes... I don't know if this is right... ”

Astesia was so embarrassed by my choice to abet the confrontation that she couldn't even continue speaking.

Thinking that maybe it was because he was tired after creating the portal several times, he held his hands and quietly joined the church members.

“... Welcome, oppa.”

“Are you here? As for business...”

“It's all over.”

Peria and Enin, who were close to Hirem, who was confronting the prince, and then stayed back to avoid attracting attention, greeted me in low voices.

Reigns also bowed and bowed lightly, and he greeted me with his eyes and glanced at the empty arena with a huge scar.

The bickering between Hirem and Aleph continues, and we ignore them and quietly share information.

I ask Enin, who was probably watching the duel between Aila and Curios with bated breath, about Aila's situation.

“What happened to Aila?”

“It will be okay. At least from what I've seen, Dragonia... Is it okay to call it a dragon?”

“It doesn’t matter because everyone probably thinks the same way. that's right. It's actually a dragon too. To be more precise, it should be called a fake, born after absorbing the real thing, but no, it is not a fake. Should I say 2 years old? Anyway, that kind of thing.”

“Then I’ll just call it a dragon for convenience. Eila deflected the breath at the last moment.”

“... You got it out of the way? Those heat rays?”

From my memory, it is impossible to avoid the dragon's breath, the ray of heat that shoots in a straight line.

Enthusiasm, literally a form that fits the sentiment of a laser.

It would be better if it attacked in a way that swept across the ground from the sky, but the breath that targets someone in a straight line and fires it is a disaster that will inevitably lead to death.

“Yes. I don't know if it was possible because the dragon's body was small, or because Eila's technique was so sophisticated that I couldn't even guess, but she definitely succeeded in deflecting the breath at the last moment. And as soon as Breath was seen, the priest in the duel asked to stop the duel, and Rugal also said that he would stop the duel for a while due to the disaster that had just occurred and the appearance of the dragon. But-”

Enin's words were just about to lead to the next conversation.

Just then, the 1st Prince raises his voice and speaks, as if representing the story that was about to continue later.

“Stop. Lady of Red Purge. Rugal's Paladin Lord is right. Tirna Nog's right to autonomy is a right of Rugal that has been recognized by the imperial family. Rugal has the right to handle what happened in their diocese on its own.”

“... However, His Royal Highness Prince Glacia-”

“Of course, don’t worry. Since this incident occurred while many imperial citizens, as well as external figures from other denominations, were visiting the city for various reasons, Rugal will clearly announce the cause, results, and follow-up measures after the investigation is completed.◦# ◦

“That is correct. We will implement it as is. His Royal Highness Prince Glacia.”

The first issue was quickly and almost forced to an end when a high minister of Rugal responded directly to the words of the first prince, who could be seen as an agent of the emperor.

“... Eugeuggeuk-”

When Hir'em saw the prince's appearance, she became irritated and was about to say something, but she stopped for a moment because the other priestesses who followed her as attendants cleared their throats and appeared to stop her.

“... Good. Well, let’s talk about the rest.”

'Anyway, you're really hot.'

Hir'em, who was watching from behind, was angry as if he couldn't be any more angry.

Peria, as if she had expected me to think that way, came to explain.

“... It's because I'm interrupted from gambling.”

“What?”

“I deliberately provoked him and found out about his personality in many ways, but Hirem is a more conscientious gambler than I thought.”

“Conscientious gambler? What is that... no, let's say it's a concept that can be compatible. I'm so dumbfounded.”

Gambler and sincere.

You may think that you become a gambler because you are not sincere, but on the other hand, it is not unreasonable to think that in order to devote yourself to one hobby, you must remain sincere in many ways to be able to maintain the stakes and mindset to get involved in gambling.

“Hir'em chose the person to bet money on from among the 'knights of knighthood that he judged with his own eyes among the numerous different races', so it can only be said that Dragonia did something to Rugal. I was angry when I saw the sudden change in appearance.”

“... So the reason the saintess is now fighting against the first prince and all of Rugal is because she was interrupted by gambling? Isn't it because it's advantageous for Red Purge to somehow hold on to this?”

“Of course, there are things like that. But now, if you were to predict how much of the 100 it would be, 99 could be said to be anger at that, and it's irritation at being interrupted from gambling.”

“How do you know?”

“Identification as a fellow gambler?”

“... Aha.”

“No matter what, isn’t it a bit hard to understand right away?”

As I looked at Peria and Hirem, I became convinced.

After much deliberation, the knight he chose defeated his opponent with great vigor, and the money he had bet doubled and came into his hand. Everyone was ready and said, 'This is the winner.' Just thinking about watching a being overwhelmingly defeat lower-ranking races and win the championship leaves nothing but discomfort.

Saint Hirem, who feels great joy in the act of gambling itself, whether she loses or wins, is now extremely angry because of it.

'The value of gambling has fallen. 'Is it simply anger about that?'

And the reason she couldn't help but become even angrier was because the first prince was taking Rugal's side alongside the paladins and high priests.

“Saint Hirem.”

Crunch-

The sound of Hirem grinding his teeth rang out.

For a moment, I thought that was the answer to the prince's words.

“... You tell me. His Royal Highness.”

“Well, have you ever thought that we are prejudiced?”

“... What?”

The first prince's attitude of unilaterally taking Rugal's side and trying to calm Hirem down with a sly attitude could only be described as eye-catching.

“Even if it’s Dragonia. In fact, if your blood is really strong, you might even have wings and even be able to shoot breath. There are many members of the Join race who have wings, and aren't there many other races who are physically able to use unique magic or spells that other races cannot imitate?”

“... What? Are you using that ridiculous excuse to hand over the existence of that dragon to Rugal's investigation team?”

“Uh-huh! Please correct me. It's Dragonia. Even compared to other dragons, he is a dragon with strong blood, so unique that he seems close to a real dragon, worthy of being the next dragon king.”

“... Hahahaha-”

When Hir'em heard the absurd excuse that could only be considered an unreasonable move made by the 1st prince, he started laughing, covering his eyes with his palms like a person who had lost his mind.

‘Is it a buy? Or is it a partnership?'

There is no information about the 1st prince.

Camellia also didn't say anything about that person who was her brother.

He is now taking Rugal's side.

'What is the reason?'

He may have simply decided to take Rugal's side because he has always disliked Saint Hirem, or he may have made his own judgment as the emperor's representative and wanted to claim that he successfully completed the knight's festival he attended. Otherwise, he may have really decided to take Rugal's side. There is a possibility of being bought by or losing from the beginning.

'I have to report this to Camellia as well.'

Thanks to this, I have one more thing to report, but since I still have no reason to step forward, I will just report it.

“... Hahahahahahahahaha-”

Is that why?

When Hir'em saw the two people continuing to fight him 1:2, he seemed so angry that he covered his face and laughed eerily for longer than expected.

“... Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha-”

'... Isn't this dangerous?'

Then, a title that is close to a derogatory title for her suddenly comes to mind.

Hirem Brigade, the Saint of Destruction.

Pajik- Pajik-

Crash!

Tick!

Seeing red sparks flying around the saintess's body, I began to wonder if she would really do something in front of the first prince.

'If you have common sense, yes. If you are a person with the common sense of a saint-'

First of all, she is a saint.

Although she likes gambling and has a somewhat dirty personality, she is a saint.

At the same time, he is the representative of a denomination.

I wondered if he would suddenly use lightning in front of the 1st prince and show such anger-control disorder behavior.

But the person who is angry now,

Even though she held the title of saint, she was addicted to gambling.

Even on the battlefield, she was a person who did not hide her cruelty under the name of a saint.

At the same time, unlike ordinary saints who had the power to protect people, she was a woman with a broken angel ring and the power to strike everywhere with red lightning.

Hir'em spread his hand that was covering his face, revealed his bright white eyes between his fingers, and glared at the Paladin.

“What are you trying to do? You dirty bug. Should I fry you with lightning?”

        
            I don't know what to do -

'Damn it.'

I would like to refrain from making things complicated.

Next to Aleph is the 1st Prince.

If you shoot the lightning wrong now, even the first prince next to the paladin could be fried, and as a result, it could lead to various serious problems after his death.

Still, 1st Prince Glacia Schaden Mortis Steyer is the successor who has clearly been determined to inherit the next emperor.

If it ends with the Red Purge simply collapsing due to the murder of the royal family, it may be fortunate that it has nothing to do with us.

However, until a little while ago, Hirem was sitting with us because he was gambling with Peria.

'In the meantime, if this crazy bitch suddenly murders the prince, we won't be able to avoid the anger.'

If we make a mistake, there is a possibility that our denomination may become involved in the destruction of Red Purge.

Until now, I tried not to get involved in their confrontation, thinking it was someone else's business, but this must be prevented.

At least the Paladin may not die due to Hir'em's seizure, but the worst situation can be avoided only if I 'step up' to stop it.

so-

We must receive at least Hirem's lightning.

“I didn’t like it before. Entarian? Ant beast? What do you know? In my opinion, it's difficult to treat beastmen as human beings, but Fain people don't seem like humans at all. No matter how you look at it, you are ultimately just bugs. I didn’t like it because it looked gross.”

“A so-called saint of a religious order still wants to discuss discrimination between races in the empire and in Rugal. How about giving up your position as a saint this time? Saint of destruction.”

“Actually, it doesn’t matter if I put it down. I’m doing it because people around me support me.”

Pasig-

After arguing with Aleph, a small red sphere with a burning white center like an incandescent light bulb appeared in the hand of the saint.

“But, even if I were to step down from my position as a saint, I was just thinking that I should definitely leave you alone.”

“I’m sorry.”

Before Aleph could finish answering, Hir’em squeezed his palm.

And then-

He extended his middle finger to Paladin.

'Is that it?'

It seemed like an act of simply insulting her, but as I continued to watch her, it was clear to me what Hir'em was trying to do.

The condensed red lightning flowed through the finger as a small electric current.

'Are you restraining yourself?'

It didn't seem as dangerous as I thought.

It's a bit difficult to understand the term "bird of lightning," but what Hir'em created was clearly a red bird made of lightning.

The bird flaps its wings once and shoots towards Paladin.

'Still, it looks like you did some calculations in your head. If it's like this, well, it's okay to be hit.'

A huge lightning bolt seen from the hotel.

Compared to the huge, majestic, and destructive lightning that flew against the pouring avalanche, it was a bird that was not even a foot taller.

I thought Hir'em restrained himself because he didn't want to throw lightning at the 1st prince even in the worst case scenario.

Still, dangerous things are dangerous.

'It was said that people have a high probability of dying even if exposed to 220 volts. Even if the momentum is small, in the end, electric current is electric current. Let's stop it.'

I moved because I thought that if I could at least show myself blocking the lightning that Hir'em shot at Aleph next to the prince, it would somehow benefit me later.

Swish-

Kuuk-

Stretch out your arm and grab the red bird.

Tingling-

'It stings a bit.'

The bird disappeared, leaving me with only a slight tremor.

It's as expected.

The Bird of Lightning wasn't as strong as I thought.

Hir'em's body felt numb for a moment, and unlike Hir'em's declaration that he would kill the opponent, he only shot out very weak lightning as it could not harm the prince.

“... Huh?”

“... No?”

“...”

But people's reactions were different from what I expected.

'Why are they doing that?'

Lightning that makes your body go numb at best.

He managed to catch the lightning, and even though the lightning disappeared, people's expressions changed to surprise.

To be exact, it turned into fear.

Take a closer look at people's appearances.

When Hirem saw me holding the lightning he shot, he looked at me as if asking why I did that.

The paladin next to the prince and the high priests behind him were-

I had just unleashed a defensive magic that consumed all of my divine power.

“... Why on earth did you do that?”

Even Hirem, the person who created the bird of lightning, stutters and stutters a lot, although he doesn't know why he is so flustered.

“No. Well, electricity is dangerous. I think it shouldn't be used carelessly... Yes.”

Since I didn't understand the meaning, I had no choice but to give an ordinary answer, a primitive answer based on common sense.

Hirem asks me a question again, stuttering.

“Ji, do you know what the bishop has caught you now?”

“... I don’t know.”

And now even I feel a little anxious.

'Is it perhaps a curse?'

Paladins are sturdy.

Paladins are also called walking shields or moving castles by other races.

I know how strong they are because I have experienced them myself.

Such a paladin can now be seen manifesting divine magic with his own power.

“... Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Ah, yes.”

Aleph spoke to me.

It was hard to tell that he was a species called Entarian with the head of an ant and had no facial expression, but I could tell from his voice that he was clearly embarrassed like Hir'em.

“Muun.”

“Yes?”

However, he ended his speech briefly.

He always seemed like a quiet person, but in his position as an agent, he always said what was necessary.

For some reason, the paladin sent a short condolence-like message without providing much of an explanation.

The last person I looked at was the 1st prince.

“...”

Instead of saying anything else, he looked like he was preparing for something and quietly pointed above his head.

That was the moment when I followed his finger and raised my head.

“...!”

There was a red bird above my head.

A bird made of red lightning.

Hirem's magic, which I thought was discharged as soon as it touched my body.

Its role is,

It was a lightning rod.

Rumbling rumbling-

“... Oh my.”

The bird's shape was unraveled and changed into the shape of a cross, and it was fixed on top of my head.

And that place-

It becomes coordinates.

The coordinates where Hirem's magic, used with the sole intention of killing the Paladin, will fall.

A magic that was judged to require not only all of one's divine power but also the high-ranking priests of Rugal to use defensive magic in order to counter that magic.

Pasig-

Wow!

That magic hit me directly at this moment.

-------------------------------

-------------------------------

“... Huh!”

I lost consciousness for a moment.

'Is this the second time you've been struck by lightning?'

The moment red lightning struck my body, my vision went black.

When I came to my senses and looked down at my body, I saw that it was exactly where I had been standing a moment ago.

My vision is still blurry so I can't see the details, but I can see the people who were standing there just a moment ago still standing.

In reality, it seems like a few seconds have passed.

'It looks like it wasn't instant death. Did it end in fainting?'

It is fortunate that he was not resurrected in a separately prepared spare body.

I'm glad I ended up fainting, because if I had died on the spot, that would have been a problem.

“That. That, that...”

Hirem’s voice is heard.

“Trigram, are you... okay?”

I don't know why, but the attitude has become quite polite.

I readily answer that death is nothing more than fainting, because it is a low price to pay compared to what would have happened originally.

“Uh, um... it’s okay. For a moment I thought I was going to die, but this is how it ended. It seems like all the stiffness in my body has disappeared.”

Trying to lighten the tense atmosphere by making jokes is a bonus.

In particular, it is a bonus to intentionally let people know that Hirem's attack was an attack that would only cause fainting, and that although the damage she suffered was rough, she did not use killing magic on Aleph, who was right next to the first prince.

But my situation turned out differently than I expected.

“That... Bishop. Are you really okay?”

“Yes. it's okay. Her Royal Highness Prince Glacia.”

“Uh... No, well, then what...”

I only exchanged a brief greeting with the 1st Prince, so it was almost like meeting him for the first time, but seeing him express concern for me made me evaluate him as a more humane person than I thought.

However, from Paladin Aleph's subsequent explanation, I understood that the current situation was such that the prince had no choice but to react in that way.

“... Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Yes. Paladin.”

“It seems that the repeated resurrections that I only heard through rumors were true. I'm really glad if you don't mind, but it seems like you don't know the details of what happened, so I'll make it clear.”

“Ah, yes... of course.”

Aleph holds an enormous weight in front of me and explains Hir'em's magic.

“The magic from a moment ago is called [Gaebyeok], and is the unique magic of Hirem, a genius.”

“Uh... I see.”

“And that magic is the ancient magic that has protected the empire until now, and is the magic that has killed beings such as the widow spider Sekophren, the one who cannot breathe, the bloated Georg, and the thousand-eyed gazer.◦ #◦

“... I'm sorry. I can't tell just by hearing it.”

“For reference, the Thousand-Eyed Geyser is a giant.”

“Oh, that means-”

“Yes. The bishop has now been hit with a spell that instantly kills ancient beings, twisted people, and even giants. After being hit by this, Bishop Lee Lim clearly ‘died’ and then woke up again.”

Paladin Aleph, who was declared dead and then resurrected.

I wondered for a moment whether this ant beast doctor was qualified to give such a sentence, but I had no choice but to believe it because it was true that the position of Paladin Lord had at least seen far more deaths than a doctor.

As he said, I am sure-

He died from Hirem's magic.

        
            After listening to Aleph, I look at my body.

And I started to shrink a little.

“Uh... Um, this is it. It's a shame.”

“... The fact that you are alive and able to say that you are ashamed is a miracle in itself.”

“Yes, well... I guess there was Deshade’s blessing.”

“This is something to be welcomed.”

There was no outer clothing.

The church's bishop's uniform that Eila had made had disappeared as if it had been burned, and only the shirt I was wearing underneath and the thick and thin pants I wore inside for the fit barely maintained their shape, barely covering my body.

'Your heart stopped?'

After hearing Aleph say that he had a heart attack when he saw me, I put my hand on my heart.

I definitely felt a tingling sensation somewhere, so it seemed like I was definitely having a cardiac arrest.

To be exact, complete death, not the level of cardiac arrest.

I had a rough idea of what had happened.

Although the heart and brain were completely dead, they were regenerating again.

'is it. The regenerative ability rebuilt the body faster than the soul leaves the body.'

Fortunately, regardless of the fact that the body completely stopped, the regenerative ability did its job well.

The latent regenerative ability seemed to have exerted its regenerative ability to its full potential before my soul felt that my body was completely dead and even left, regenerating the dead heart and making it start beating.

'It feels like an automatic external defibrillator is installed inside my body.'

Whatever happens, if you survive, it's okay.

Let me try to quickly summarize the situation.

I wonder if it's okay to leave it like this, but we need to quickly wrap up the incident like the 1st prince did before people remember that what Hir'em shot was a magic equivalent to instant death and that he shot the prince with it.

“Hmm, hmm! Anyway, I'm fine. Rather, I think there is something else we need to do now. May I speak? 1st Prince Glacia.”

“Ah, hmm! That’s right.”

While everyone is losing their senses, he quickly obtains the prince's consent and explains.

“People are probably anxious because of the avalanche. I don't know how often this happens, but it must have been scary, at least for the people who came to Tir no Nog to watch the knightly festival.”

“That is correct.”

When I look back at Aleph, he agrees.

“Although the Queen and Saint Hirem prevented natural disasters, there are probably people who were injured by falling rocks in the aftermath. So, wouldn’t now be the time for the saint to step forward?”

“Yes, yes? Oh, it's true. For generations, the saints of the empire have played a role in taking care of anxiety by gathering people's prayers in times of disaster.”

I immediately looked at Hirem and spoke to her, and although she was embarrassed, I explained the role of a saint that did not suit her very well.

But even so, in order to get Hirem to step down from here, she must somehow highlight her unsuitable position as a saint.

“Indeed, it will be something that suits Hirem, who always shows a gentle smile to others.”

“Oh, no, I don’t really want to do something like that-”

Immediately ignoring and cutting off words that were not supposed to come out of the saintess's mouth, she turned to the 1st prince and summarized her opinions.

“So, 1st Prince, Lee Lim. As a bishop of the Deshade denomination, I will give my opinion. Right now, I think the priority is to comfort the anxious people and heal the injured. Please let Rugal make the decision on whether or not to proceed with the knight's festival, but please conduct a thorough investigation regarding the dragonia.”

“... I don't think it's a bad idea. Would you do that? Paladin of Rugal.”

“... I accept.”

We decide to proceed as Rugal wants.

Anyway, from the looks of it, the 1st prince is on Rugal's side.

For me, as soon as I found out for sure about the true intentions that Rugal was hiding and the identity of the dragon to bring to the princess, from then on, they made me feel that they had taken care of the matter that almost exposed Rugal's secret, and the disappeared underground item. With the death of the dragon and the gifts Tarator had thrown away, the story will inevitably end with destruction due to burial.

However, as expected, there was one person who was not convinced.

“Wait a minute, I can’t agree-”

That was the moment when Hirem got angry again and was about to retort.

“Hirm.”

“Yes?”

“I'm truly sorry, but won't you go and take care of the people here, even for me, who died because of Hirem's magic?”

He smiled brightly and looked straight at Hirem.

The intention is that I died thanks to her magic, so I hope that she will step down this time, at least as an apology.

'I guess I won't end up stubborn here.'

Just looking at the numbers, the moment you continue to reject it, you will have to deal with it at 1:2 or 1:3.

Since I have taken Rugal's side in order to stop the series of incidents, Hirem will not stop here and will continue further, but unfortunately, I will have no choice but to fight a lonely fight alone.

Even Hirem's appearance seemed somewhat distant.

No one came close to her.

Her servants and the priests who would have come with her from the Red Purge also did not appear to come near Hir'em, who shot the lightning.

'But still, it's a little too much.'

The servants would at least have a role to play in visually showing that the order's intentions are firm just by standing next to her, but they absolutely maintain a certain distance.

Is that why?

Hirem looked around and seemed to think for a moment about whether he had even thought that no one would accept his opinion anymore.

“... Okay. I will do that, but-”

'I didn't think it would be easy either.'

However, because she still looks dissatisfied, it further stimulates her true self.

It was simply a promise to put Hirem to sleep because he felt so alone and isolated, so he thought of it on the spot and said he wouldn't like it if I made this suggestion.

“Hirm.”

“... Yes.”

“I understand that you are asking for a big concession. So, once all work is completed, I will promise to join in Hirem's entertainment someday.”

“... Yes? Entertainment?”

“Yes. It's not just entertainment, it's gambling that Hir'em likes so much. I will be your partner.”

At the same time, thinking about the concept of carrots and sticks, I decided to reward Hirem, who would go back to his dorm in a huffing manner, so that he would at least not have negative feelings about our church.

“Please call me anytime. If Hirem wants, I will come to you as a friend who can accompany you in gambling, even though it is on the premise that I have not received anything from the princess. Hirem can prepare the details of the gambling.”

The reason why Hir'em is angry now is because the bet that Peria suggested was going to be fun for a while was interrupted.

In that case, I was sure that Hirem, who had just been relieved of his ban from gambling but came all the way to the knight's festival to find a gambling partner, would accept this offer.

'People know that Hir'em is a saint of destruction, so they won't easily let her go for gambling. In such a situation, if he found someone to gamble with who would play with him, I wonder if his anger would subside a little.'

Fortunately, my clever solution worked.

“... Okay. Let’s accept it.”

However, Hir'em, as expected, did not like the idea of retreating like this since he was the one who got angry first, so he tried to make sure that he took care of what he needed.

“Still, please clearly promise what you said.”

“Yes?”

“A story about coming to visit as a bettor, a close friend...”

“Ah, yes. As much as you want.”

'I guess this means that your favorability towards me has dropped to a level that is not completely bad, but not favorable, right?'

It was clear that he wasn't in a very good mood, so I couldn't help but smile bitterly when I saw that he didn't try to look me in the eye and kept turning his head slightly to look at me while receiving the offer.

Still, he seems to understand it, so I sigh in relief.

“character.”

“Ah, yes.”

To make sure, I held out my hand, and Hir'em was so distracted that he reached out his hand and shook my hand without realizing it.

“Ah-”

“Oh, I’m sorry. He might be harsh.”

For a moment, Hirem had not fully regenerated as he had just been struck by lightning, so he held my rough hand and looked slightly surprised.

However, when they saw that, not only the people around them but also the servants behind them turned pale, so I thought I had made a big mistake.

Still, there was no one to stop him, so after lightly waving his hand, Hir'em was blank for a while before quietly answering.

“... Ah! yes. Ah, okay. In that case, I will go to the people outside now.”

“Please.”

People heave a sigh of relief when Hirem answers politely.

She looked down quietly at the hand she had shaken, probably a little distracted because I was pushing her, then turned her head and started walking, but then stopped and said.

“... Hey, instead, please have a saint from that church go with me.”

“Yes?”

“Astesia, a saint of the Deshade Church. Will you accompany me?”

“Ah, yes. I'll go.”

Hirem pointed out Astesia and encouraged her.

In fact, it's closer to solicitation than invitation, but it's not a bad thing.

“... I will follow you.”

“Thank you.”

They say Reigns will be his assistant, so I don't think I'm worried.

Hirem, like Hirem, is the type of person who is reluctant to attract attention from many people, so it seems that he wanted to attract Astesia to distract them, and from our church's perspective, Hirem, who is a saint of the Red Purge, is sure to attract Astesia. This could be interpreted as recognizing her as a saint and requesting her companionship.

“... Good. Then let’s just disperse like this. There will be a lot of work to do at Rugal, Red Purge, and... the Deshade Church.”

“We apologize for the inconvenience.”

“We would like to thank the 1st Prince for stepping forward to mediate.”

“That’s it. Something I didn't even do...”

After that, the first prince left and we all went our separate ways.

Aleph, from Rugal's point of view, must have been grateful to me for preventing Hir'em from having a seizure, so he nodded for a moment and passed by.

“... Huh, is it over?”

“Lee, Lee Lim. It’s okay... right?”

“Yes. Stay alive. Living.”

Enin hurriedly approaches me to check on my condition.

I mercilessly put my hand in and touch the torn clothes here and there, but thanks to the regenerative ability, there isn't even a single scar, let alone a lightning mark.

I feel a little embarrassed because people around me are looking in my direction as they leave, but at the same time, I can't help but look at it in wonder that they are still alive after being hit by such a powerful lightning strike, so I calmly surrender to them.

Ennin let me go after checking for a while, and before Reigns took a step forward, he briefly explained the sight people had seen while I was unconscious.

“Whew... I'm glad.”

“Lightning, it was incredibly strong. Everyone standing here couldn't move their bodies when Lee Rim fainted. Even though Ennin pitched the tent, it was still like that.”

“It was that much of a lightning strike... I'm really glad I caught it. If you made a mistake and it penetrated all the holy magic and even hit the 1st prince with lightning, the situation would have become very serious.”

“That's right. Well done, brother. Still, if you say fainting, you are definitely dead. Everyone here was completely silent and couldn't say a word until you woke up?”

It was really fortunate that everyone else except me seemed to have taken care of themselves in their own way.

“Clothes are the problem. It's all burned down so this is it.”

“... Even after dying like that, you still worry about clothes. Well, if I’m like you, should I say I’m like you?”

“I think it's fortunate that I don't have to use a spare body. Ah, thank you.”

Just as I was feeling a little depressed wondering if I should go see Aila in this tattered state, an attendant, thanks to Rugal's consideration, put on a plain suit that showed that he had already gone to get some spare clothes and started walking right away.

Now all we have to do is confirm that Aila is safe.

        
            “Everyone, the empire is safe. Please don't worry. Any disaster that occurs beneath Mortis' firmament is only a minor disturbance, and does not mean that Mortis has abandoned you. In addition, there are many gods protecting you in the empire. Don't forget that. We, the gods of Red Purge, Liher, Rugal, and the gods you pray to are looking down on everyone.”

'Bored.'

External events are always like this.

Hir'em Brigade's saintly activities always mention the glory of the empire first in external speech that reassures these people, and subtly differentiates it by always mentioning the Red Purge first, and then other denominations in that order. proselytize.

'It's good from the church's perspective that Rugal's main church has an opportunity to do missionary work like this, but I don't think it's necessarily something I have to do.'

From the perspective of the conflict between the religious denominations, it is certainly a good opportunity to conduct missionary work against the Red Purge at Rugal's main school, but Hir'em is not particularly interested.

What she likes are temporary excitement, exhilarating activities that can give her as much high as she wants.

However, as a descendant of an angel who is said to be as rare as the Cheonik species and Dragonia, she was raised as a saint from an early age.

Pleasure obtained through sexual intercourse can be considered promiscuous, so it is naturally excluded, and all activities that can provide pleasure, including that, are also naturally distanced from the environment.

Hirem, who has always been raised by being intentionally excluded from such types of education, is only aware of its existence at the level of a child.

The only people around were teachers with their faces covered who came to teach them the customs and doctrines of the church.

Growing up in an environment where there were no peers, the daily life of the saint was always boring.

Then Hirem realized something.

'Isn't my power actually irreplaceable in the church? 'Maybe I'm an incredibly great being?'

Hir'em is a saint with such strong power that she ranks high among saints, even in the Red Purge.

The red lightning that only she could control was a power that made it possible to burn down all beings, leaving only ashes, even without separate fighting skills.

So she became more picky day by day, and found another pleasure in the actions that her power created.

Wielding all the power available to the position of a saint, and following the order of the church to hunt down and ravage enemies who were not citizens of the empire, considering what they had done first, it was a reasonable response, so no one could stop her, no matter how violent she was.

Hir'em was a valuable force to the Red Purge and a saint who had to be liked.

'That was a really fun time.'

However, it has been more than ten years since the Great War ended, and for the time being, there has been no war on a large scale that would require her to appear.

So Hirem was frustrated.

I could relieve stress by having fun throwing lightning at prisoners and enemies as I wanted, but when the war went into a lull, I couldn't release it.

'If it weren't for the restraining order, I would have gone to see that old trickster again, but it's a shame.'

So he indulged in gambling, but even in that gambling, in the end, he was fired for gambling that Hirem himself thought might have gone too far.

‘This doesn’t work either. That doesn't work either. I'm dealing with people who will die if I don't kill them anyway, so I just nag them that I shouldn't kill them cruelly, and the position of saintess that I took on at will is just annoying, and I won't restrict gambling, so I tell them to do it in moderation. Now the rumors are all over and no one wants to play.'

Hirem was always feeling depressed because he felt that the boring times in his life were overwhelmingly longer than the happy times.

Meanwhile, Hirem came across an unusual religious order.

“... me screen.”

“Yes. Holy woman.”

At Hirem's words, the attendant next to him suddenly lowers his body and approaches.

As always, no one in the church treats Hirem equally, except for the oldest Cardinal Comondor and the Pope.

That's how high Hirem is.

“How many more hours can I stand?”

“I think 30 more minutes will be enough. Because the time when people’s attention is most focused is over.”

“... I see. I want to take a bath right away when I get back, so please get ready.”

“Okay.”

After the servant answered obediently for a moment, Hirem ordered one more thing.

It was the moment I turned around to order.

“Oh, indeed! And-”

Startle!

“Yes, yes.”

“... Prepare some good alcohol.”

“... I understand.”

In an instant, the body of the attendant who had come next to her flinched.

Hirem, who was bothered by summoning back the servant he had just sent, simply wanted to give orders before the servant left, but from the servant's point of view, that sight felt truly scary.

Crackling-

“... Really, I'm just annoyed. What did I do?”

After the attendant left, Hirem gritted his teeth and distorted the smile he had made to show people, even if it was just for a moment.

There is no rule about staying away from alcohol in Red Fudge, so you can prepare well.

However, the reason why Hirem's servant delayed answering for a moment when she asked him to prepare a drink was -

Because of two things.

One is that Hirem knows that the only time he drinks alcohol is when he is in a really good mood.

And another thing is,

'You must be foolish enough to think that if you hold my hand, you will be electrocuted.'

This is because there is a relatively widespread rumor in the Red Purge that all the people who joined forces with Hir'em were struck by lightning and died.

-If you get close to Cheonikjong, you will suffer disaster.

-The spirit of lightning resides in Hir’em’s body, so just holding his hand will kill him.

-If a person who has been in contact with Hir'em even once harbors bad intentions, heavenly punishment will fall on their head.

-The Halo floating above your head is evidence of the souls of people who have died so far, and as soon as you hold her hand, your mind is eaten by the souls that Hir'em has killed.

-Eerie red lightning. It is said that Hir'em's lightning was originally white, but turned red as the grudges of dead people clung to it.

etc.

“... Yes. I, who am strong, noble, and great, must endure.”

It's just a rumor, there's no truth to it.

In reality, Hir'em had never held anyone's hand since he was born, but such rumors had already been spreading around the time when Hir'em began to clearly recognize that it was a memory from his childhood.

'Cowards don't want to admit their weakness by banding together, belittling, and licking each other like that.'

The height of absurdity.

It could have been spread maliciously by someone, or it could be a rumor spread to prevent the servants and priests from harming her, as she, a member of the Cheonik Sect, is an 'asset' that must be carefully managed from the church's perspective.

Of course, the people of the same church who were next to him had clearly witnessed Hirem holding hands with the bishop of the Deshade Church just before leaving the Knight's Hall, and the attendant from before was also there.

However, that did not resolve the misunderstanding.

'Because it is difficult to change common sense once it has already been established in the heads of foolish people.'

I felt dirty, even if only for a moment.

Still, Hirem's expression soon returned to a smiling face.

From a distance, a servant can be heard conveying what Hir'em had requested to the other person who is free.

“Please return to your accommodation and prepare for a bath. It will foam a lot, and the petals will be in the basket from our church. Also, prepare some alcohol.”

“Alcohol?”

“Yes. They must have brought a drink called ‘Sea Lady’ from the Nordrup region.”

“... That's strange.”

“... I mean.”

The conversation coming from behind contains a question, and that's because everyone who follows him from beginning to end knows that Hir'em drinks only on really special days.

'Why do you feel good after being treated badly in front of other people today, even by Fein and the 1st Prince, who you normally loathed? 'You must be thinking about it.'

As Hirem watched the servants retreating, he guessed what they were thinking, and it turned out to be correct.

I didn't deny it.

Hir'em is bored right now, and there were a lot of bad things that happened throughout the day, but thinking about what will happen later makes him feel good again.

As soon as she gets back, she plans to soak in the warm water in the outdoor bathtub with a night view of Tir na Nog, have a drink alone, and think about what happened a little while ago.

“I was hit by lightning, but I was fine...”

A bishop of the Deshade Church who was fine despite being hit by [Gaebyok].

“Lee Lim. I said it was Bishop Lee Rim. Bishop of Deshade Church. Lee Rim... The name also seems to attract me for some reason.”

It is her greatest power and mortal skill, sometimes called 'Hir'em's Heavenly Punishment' by people, that Hir'em uses when she thinks she must kill her opponent for sure.

The lightning struck directly from above, using the bird of lightning as a lightning rod, is differentiated inside the body and spreads in various directions, showing the effect of being hit directly by hundreds of lightning strikes.

Despite being hit by such a technique, he survived.

“Hands... I felt good because they were rough.”

Suddenly, I held his hand.

The hand was clearly that of a living person.

It was only after Hirem held a hand that was much thicker, thicker, and stronger than his own that he realized that he had never held a person's hand in his entire life.

Although she is a saint, she does not have the ability to heal or heal, but only has the power to kill others.

Since she is a saint who only has the ability to destroy, external events do not really suit her.

Even now, all they can do is deliver words of relief to people as a symbol of the religious order, and the rest of the real healing work is being carried out by their priests.

Even the rumors about Hirem, spread incorrectly or intentionally, were already known to everyone when she was young and began receiving education at the temple.

That's why Hir'em has always held the Holy Grail, held utensils, ripped apart corpses burned by lightning, and held only the baton to chant blessings and curses.

Thanks to this, Hirem himself secretly did not want to see people backing down, so he did not extend his hand first.

'It was like that. That's how I lived-'

Then, Lee Rim's hand, which was much bigger than his own, was held,

For the first time, Hirem feels the hand of someone other than his own,

It became the hand of a living person, not a dead person.

At the same time,

It was also the first time I held the hand of the opposite sex.

“That's a man's hand?”

A prickly feeling.

Even though he was struck by his own lightning, he only suffered minor damage. In reality, his heart stopped once and his insides were torn to shreds, but he quickly recovered and held out a hand to make a promise to himself.

Hirem, who kept recalling the memory of holding that hand, began to develop delusions.

To myself, to whom no one approaches,

The big hand approached,

Imagine quietly stroking your face.

OK-

A mysterious sensation belatedly enveloped Hirem's body.

        
            A feeling he felt for the first time in his life enveloped Hirem’s body.

“...?!”

That's electric current.

It was a unique power that I had dealt with countless times, but the sensation I felt now was of a different kind.

Grrrr-

“Gwaha…!”

“Hirm? Are you okay?!”

“Trigram, it’s okay. Please return to your seat!”

Hirem suddenly bent down and hid under the platform.

It was fortunate that I was wearing another thick robe since I had to look around people outdoors.

Grrrr-

“... Ah-”

That's because Hir'em couldn't show his current expression to others.

“This... what the hell...”

My body went numb and my back felt weak.

My heart is pounding fast and my face is flushed.

A mysterious sense of pleasure that is different from that of trampling on people or gambling.

Hirem was unable to define the sensations he was feeling, but soon an idea occurred to him.

'I see. This is it, love.'

She now realized that this feeling was new to her.

However, Hir'em has never directly encountered love in any way other than the love of God, the love that the numerous gods of the Red Purge have for their subjects, and the recognition of the existence of words.

So, Hirem had no choice but to find an appropriate way and be swayed by those emotions in the way she knew, within the limited memories of her life that she had as a result of being raised only as a saint, not a woman.

‘I want to throw lightning one more time. I want to know what kind of expression that man would make. But it will be revived again, right? that's right. I think I heard it sometime ago. I think I heard that the bishop of the Deshade Church has an immortal body that can be resurrected at any time after death, which is said to be a soul disease.'

While going astray, she thinks about the first time she was called, a word she knew intellectually, but which no one had ever used to her.

'friend. The bishop told me he would be my friend. That's why it was like that. I'm feeling love for my friend right now.'

The word friend is a word that has never been used in the same context as love for Hirem, who has lived as a saint.

Even though there are several more saints in the Red Purge, the saints have a lot of work to do and do not have much opportunity to talk to each other, so Hirem further expands his imagination by connecting the words with the emotions from before.

'I said I would come to you as a friend. Does that mean we're not friends yet? No, doesn't that mean we're already friends? As the man said, I backed off. And, that’s what being friends is like, right? Even if we joke around with each other, we just laugh it off, right? So, wouldn’t it be okay to throw some lightning? Does this mean that even if I throw lightning, he doesn't die, doesn't urinate on the spot because he's scared, and accepts it with a smile and holds my hand without even thinking about it?'

If Lee Rim heard about it, he would have withdrawn it on the spot, saying he made a mistake.

However, Hirem's inner feelings were not revealed to the public, Irim was not here, and there was no one he could consult with for his opinion, so Hirem did not receive an answer from anywhere, so his silence was rather an affirmation. It was accepted that way.

'okay. Since they said they would do gambling, let's go back to the main school after the knight's festival tomorrow and think of something fun to play. Sounds fun. Hehehe.'

Startle-

As Hirem suddenly raised his head and began to smile ‘really’, the attendants around him trembled.

For them, Hir'em always causes unexpected accidents, and they always tremble in fear because they have to clean up such accidents and are the ones held responsible for not properly stopping them.

However, even though Hirem knew this, she did not care what the servants said or not and spoke to Astesia who was on the platform right next to her.

“Saint of Deshade Church.”

“... Yes?”

“You know the bishop well, right? Of course.”

“... I see.”

Hirem smiles and asks a question, but Astesia answers coldly.

To Astesia, Hirem was clearly remembered as the person who killed Irim once.

The same goes for other people.

Neither Perina nor Enin could react because it happened in an instant, but since it was right after they witnessed Irim clearly die and come back to life due to Hirem's lightning, everyone thought that Hirem was a dangerous person and that they should not approach Irim anymore. .

So, Astesia did not hide the fact that she did not want to talk to Hirem that much, but appeared as she was and appeased people, but for Hirem, who already had a clear purpose, it did not really matter what others thought of him.

In the first place, since her title is the Saint of Destruction, Hirem knows that even though she is a saint, she is an object of caution to others.

Therefore, she does not care about Astesia's attitude or her feelings, and asks only to get what she wants.

“I would like to spend the remaining time talking to each other as fellow saints. What kind of person is Bishop Lee Rim?”

-------------------------------

Dragonia was escorted somewhere and Aela was carried away on a stretcher.

That was all the information I heard, so I was honestly very worried when I heard that even if it was Aila, she had been hit directly by the dragon's breath, but it was, as expected, Aila.

“So me? Hook the window like this! And you stabbed the breath in the middle and split it?!”

“... I feel energetic. To the point where I feel like a fool for continuing to worry.”

I feel reassured when I hear Aila's loud voice coming from before I even open the door to the waiting room and the story of her adventures on board.

Squeak-

“No, that means that it is definitely real breath, right? Elf.”

“How many times do you say that? You don’t trust me? That's breath! Steamed breath! Heat ray! The dragon's fire burns the earth and makes the body disappear without a trace! This is not the breath of a foreign race or a wyvern, who sneezes and spits out sparks as if some toxic gas is coming out of their body, but the enthusiasm of a real dragon! And what I said is the real dragon's breath!”

People surrounded Ayla, who was sitting squarely at the table, and were concentrating on what she was saying.

“Well, that means the dragon is a real dragon...”

“That's right! So that guy is a dragon! It's a dragon! So what I chose was the dragon's breath! ah! It’s frustrating!”

However, people were somehow trying to get confirmation from Aila that the dragon among them was a dragon, and Aila was pounding her heart as if she felt that people were in awe of her feat.

“Breath! They split it!!!”

“... noisy.”

“Ah, Lee Rim! Welcome!”

As soon as Aila saw me walking through the crowd of people, she held out her hand.

“First of all, thank you for your hard work.”

Wow!

As I reflexively hit it hard enough to make a clicking sound, Aila started to get even more excited.

“Listen, listen! Me, a little while ago-”

“Okay. I heard you broke your breath? That’s amazing.”

“... Hee hee! right? Aren’t I amazing?!”

When I returned the answer I wanted, I looked at the condition of Aila, who smiled happily.

There were no injuries other than the feeling that my clothes were scorched here and there.

Still, there were people sitting on the table, and there seemed to be some guys who came to see Eila's body, not to hear about her adventures, so I took off the top of the suit that Rugal brought me and covered her shoulders.

Next to him was Thiseul and Hwarim with their eyes closed, and judging by Thiseul's expression, it seemed like nothing dangerous had happened.

“Ah, Lee Rim. Welcome.”

“I heard he was brought in on a stretcher, but he’s okay.”

“Yes. Eila blocked the breath and collapsed at the end due to her momentum, but she was so angry that the priests of Rugal brought her back without even checking, thinking that she was definitely dead.”

Thistle tells the story exactly as she heard it on behalf of the excited Eila.

As a supplement, Winnet once again left Ayla wrestling in parallel with the people next to her and explained to me exactly what she had witnessed.

Is it okay to say “Breath...? If you say something wrong, you will be criticized by the denomination.”

“Just say it. First of all, if it was a dragon in the eyes of everyone, it would be okay until Rugal announces it separately.”

“Really?”

Because there were so many people, we couldn't tell everything we learned in Rugal's basement here.

However, since everyone who remained here saw Curios showing drastic changes and confirmed that he was a dragon, there would be no problem if he brought up the word dragon, so they continued the conversation as is.

“That was definitely a craze. From what I heard from the elf over there, he said that he used it occasionally, but since it's an elf's sense, you can trust it.”

“You spread your wings and flew in the sky?”

“Yes. It didn't seem like he had any intention of hiding it. More than that, I think the thought of having to hide it and the primal sense of avoiding fatal injuries overcame my intellect and spread my wings without my knowledge. How was Irim’s side?”

“... Similar. To the extent that I have obtained solid evidence for what I said just a moment ago.”

“If you have income, you are lucky.”

Winnet whispers with me in a voice that cannot be heard by those around her.

“Anyway, I was really surprised. That elf would have known how to use a spear.”

“Huh? Window?”

“Didn’t you know?”

“Uh, yes. It's not that I didn't know, but I've never seen how to use a window.”

“... Really? It was something really great.”

After looking at each other with an expression of surprise, Winnet explained what had happened.

“What should I say about that elf's spear... it disappeared mid-attack.”

“... What?”

When I couldn't understand, Winnet became embarrassed and tried to convey to me exactly what she felt.

“Well, the three-hit attack that Lee Rim and the other two use... you know. Should I say that I applied it, or should I say that it was deepened by using Windows? The attack, which was supposed to be a three-step movement, was cut off entirely in space, and the three disconnected spaces were merged into one again to make a leap, giving greater power...”

“... Hey, I have no idea what you're talking about.”

“Well, it’s true. It's just like I said...”

I couldn't understand Winnet's words at all.

'It was like that before when I was learning technology.'

I think it is worth it.

Winnett is a person who learned his martial arts skills solely on his own.

Even when giving me advice on techniques, Winnet was able to explain her own fighting techniques in a way that was easy to understand, and she was able to understand them right away by experiencing them with her body. However, when she saw someone else's techniques, she got into her head. He seemed unaccustomed to explaining the other person's secrets, which he understood.

“If this was my skill, I would have explained it by showing it to you... but it's not, so it's difficult.”

“ Just like you used to mercilessly plunge your fist into my body, now you are going to explain by sticking a spear into my body? I will decline.”

“Oh, no. That's not what it sounds like... no. It's similar, but this is different...”

The situation is so hectic that I wonder if Winnet is speaking gibberish as well.

Anyway, it was fortunate that Aela was able to avoid a direct hit by splitting the dragon's enthusiasm with a spear and was not seriously injured.

I leave Ayla, who is still spitting hard and repeating the same words for the 10th time since I came in, and ask Winnet, pointing to Hwarim.

“... More than that, why is Hwarim meditating now?”

Then Winnet somehow stopped trying to explain Aila's technique and told her the reason.

“Gam, I heard... Hwarim probably thought that the Knight's Festival would continue like this, and that a duel between him and his opponent, Marvelous, would inevitably occur as the last duel of the day. So now I'm thinking of meditating and calming my mind.”

“Chok, it looks like this one has arrived.”

“I guess so.”

Hwarim was already predicting the future.

If Yongin clearly appeared to prove something by winning the knight's festival in Rugal, it means that the knight's festival will proceed as planned until the end no matter what happens.

After confirming that Aila was safe, Hwarim's thoughts went to that point, and it was no different from what I expected.

As expected, after some time had passed, a group of priests in charge of the event from Rugal came and told us the news.

“We plan to postpone the remaining duels that Yongin Curios has to do until after the investigation is over, and proceed with the remaining duels as expected. From now on, please call people to the front of the waiting room!”

The priest waited for a moment for the people to calm down and then shouted loudly.

“Hwarim participated in the name of the Deshade Church! And the knight-errant Marvelous One! Please hurry up and prepare for the duel!”

Flash-

At the same time, on both sides of the chaotic waiting room, two wild beasts opened their eyes at the priest's call.

        
            The Knight's Festival is a tournament format.

Beat, beat, knock down, and knock down your opponent again and again until the last person wins.

In this way, the one who stands on the battlefield until the end is the winner of the year.

By winning, you prove that you are the best divinity in the empire, and at the same time, you will receive the blessings of the nation and denomination on your brilliant future, and you will be treated well wherever you go.

However, that is only the dream of the runners who enter the finals based on superficial value and only aim for an appropriate ranking. In reality, surprisingly, those who made it into the top 20 each have their own goals.

And for our church, our goal was simply to reveal strange things about Curios, and since we had obtained that, there was no need to compete in the next duel.

but-

Still, Hwarim thoroughly prepares for the duel with his next opponent, the Marvelous One.

“Irim. Could you pull it a little more?”

“Yes.”

Cheolgrug-

With my help, Hwarim tightens the belt around her sword sheath.

“That’s it. Rather... Are you really going to do it?”

“should be done. Since it has already begun, it must see the end.”

fluttering-

Hanging over his shoulder is a military uniform that was given to him as a gift by a man named Liu Dian, a knight of the Red Purge whom he had encountered along the way.

“The sword is not drawn carelessly. Once drawn, the sword must not be sheathed until it is covered in blood.”

“... Did Hwarim's have such bloody proverbs? In our neighborhood, there was a saying that you should just cut the radish and put it in. Haven't you seen enough blood?”

“There is no blood yet to calm my heart.”

“If you just hear that, you'll think it's a line from a serial killer you met in the middle of the night.”

Clothes that look similar to the clothes Hwarim wears in the world of the mind.

“Would you please tighten the rope?”

“Ah, yes.”

Ji profit-

In addition, Hwarim wore elbow pads and gaiters that did not suit him and that he did not normally wear.

“To be honest, now that we've come this far, I hope you don't end up fighting for your life. First of all, thanks to everyone, we have collected all the evidence regarding Yongin, and since Hwarim's opponent is not Yongin, there is no need for Hwarim to act like Aila.”

“... Still, I want to keep going. Aila: After seeing that child. So, I actually want to go even further. Rather than ending with just carrying out the princess's orders, I want to find out how far my current sword will work here.”

After speaking, Hwarim closes her eyes.

While Enin put the sword on his thigh, put his hand on the handle, and composed himself, he pulled Hwarim's head back and tied it up.

“It's finished.”

“Thank you.”

Hwarim, with her hair pulled back without a single hair out of place, opens her eyes and speaks.

“In addition, it looks like Yongin plans to show up until the end, so if he wants to avenge Aila, he must win here.”

Hwarim, slightly smiling, was in perfect posture.

'You're serious.'

Of course, I've never been anything but serious.

However, right now, Hwarim has no emotions and is just preparing to swing the sword efficiently.

That's depth.

The more you suppress your emotions as much as possible, the more you can see the path to a more beautiful sword dance.

Hwarim's current state of concentration showed that it was deeper than my stomach, which was trying my best to calm my mind.

For a moment, I was taken aback as Hwarim looked back at me with a playful smile.

“... Or, Lee Rim, are you worried that I might lose to that woman and get seriously hurt?”

“Oh, no. I didn't say a word about losing... But I'm still saying that because I'm worried about getting hurt.”

Hwarim brushed off her confusion by saying that it could have hurt her pride if she answered incorrectly, saying it was a joke.

“Hahahaha! Nong, Nong. Of course, I'll be careful, so don't worry. Even though my body can no longer be resurrected, I know that it is still a body that cannot receive treatment.”

“... Yes. So be careful.”

“Yes. Of course.”

The last word stings.

As she said, not only can Hwarim no longer be able to be resurrected, but at the same time, I am aware that the artificially created body of the soul patient, from which the soul is no longer able to leave, is the body that I will have to live with for the rest of my life.

So, he always thought about the fact that Hwarim could not receive treatment from Rugal and the priests of Red Purge like other knights of the knights, and he may have been treating his child like an overprotective parent out of fear that he might get seriously injured in the knight's festival.

‘Shall we at least consult with Farewell to see if there is any good solution? Even though it is no longer possible to transfer the soul to another body, I ask you to make Hwarim's body stronger in its current state. Then, I think... it will ease Hwarim's burden just a little bit.'

Hwarim probably considers itself to be the shackles of the religious order.

I definitely don't think that way, and other people probably don't either, but Hwarim must be looking at herself that way.

Recently, Hwarim's meditation time has become longer, and that is why he constantly tried to sharpen his sword by sparring with Aila.

“The duel arena has been renovated, so those participating in the duel can come to the waiting room immediately!”

“I’ll go and come back.”

“... Yes.”

At the priest's call, Hwarim disappeared, waving her ceremonial uniform and wading through the crowd.

“We’ll go up too.”

“... Of course.”

At Thistle's words, he left Ayla and Portia in the waiting room to greet Hwarim's return and walked to the VIP section.

I thought that since she decided to fight and push her limits until the end, we had to see it through to the end.

That is a courtesy to past teachers and a duty as a companion walking the path of nothingness.

-------------------------------

thud-

Cheolgrug-

Kakang-

Deeply-

The sound of weapons being struck or laid down one after another in the ground.

'It's loud.'

In front of Hwarim, his opponent, the Marvelous One, a woman with the title Duelist, is putting down the weapons she brought with her.

“... Oh, excuse me. Was it noisy?”

“No, it’s okay. After all, it is permitted by the rules.”

It's not really a foul.

The Knight's Festival wants to show everything to the participants under the premise of 'the best condition and preparation'.

'The Knight's Festival is a competition to ultimately select the strongest knight. Did you say that no matter what adversity, traps, tricks, and crises come your way, you need to be able to overcome them to be worthy of being called a true knight? So, we provide convenience so that we can face the duel in the best condition for each other.'

This knight's festival wants to show a more knightly appearance, a closer appearance to a hero, and an appearance like the handsome knight in a fairy tale who can be called a hero.

Preparations that do everything in their power to overwhelm each other are allowed, regardless of whether they wear golden armor prepared with a lot of money or bring a deadly sword coated with Hydra's poison.

‘Are you also pursuing aesthetic sensibility in overcoming adversity? In some ways, it can be said that it has some resemblance to the depth of field.'

In any case, the person who stays until the end and wins the knight's festival will be able to easily overcome everything that comes their way, and will have the genes to be unable to overcome no matter what dirty tricks they use -

Because he will appear like a ‘hero’, a ‘king’ or an ‘absolute being’.

Coo!

Kaka River!

So, just like Marvelous is doing now, putting down the numerous weapons he was carrying on his back on the ground before a fight is at the level of cuteness.

'Was he Aila's opponent? When I witnessed him carrying a mounted ballista and slamming it into the ground, it made me wonder what the definition of the word knight means to the people here.'

Of course, there were such strange scenes, but they were relatively cute, and in Hwa-rim's opinion, Marvelous was also one of the unique types of people.

'Various types of weapons. 'There is nothing that isn't bloody.'

From Hwarim's perspective, about half of the weapons lying on the floor were familiar weapons, and they were all weapons favored by the Empire and numerous other races that were in a hostile relationship nearby.

“Where... I guess this will be all! Thank you for your patience!”

Clink-

Upon entering the duel, Marvelous brought out a package that was more than three times the size of his own body, and all the weapons it contained were now being scattered all over the place under the supervision of the priest who was the judge.

“It's all done!”

It is scheduled to be the last duel of the day, and from Rugal's point of view, for the people who come to see each new duel, it is necessary to show a more interesting match at the end, and the people who leave are still talking about Dragonia Curios. can disperse the concentration.

Therefore, the priest gave Marvelous quite a bit of time, and she was able to spread out her weapons as much as she wanted.

Soon the priest ordered the two to plant the flag.

Hwarim turns back, plants the flag of the Deshade Church that she brought, and looks back.

The Marvelous One was praying instead of a flag as if there were no sponsors.

“As this is the main school of Rugal, the god, I will pray to Rugal if you are watching, and if not, I will pray to those who pass by and notice me. Hopefully, I can receive the support of the two female servants I met here in Rugal’s large bathhouse.”

'Puhup!'

Upon hearing the contents of the prayer, Hwarim almost burst out laughing.

'Could it be that that girl isn't the two people I think of?'

Hwarim heard from Irim.

When Tarator and himself crossed the large bathhouse and went to find the door to the basement, an unexpected argument broke out and they were embarrassed, and in the end, they survived because that woman named Marvelous helped them.

'From what I heard, he thought the two were female servants and asked them to support him.'

I guessed from her prayers that the woman, who did not have a specific god to serve, must have come all the way up here thanks to the support of the two servants, fictional characters she met in this city.

However, because it was such an unexpected situation, my mind was momentarily shaken.

“Then from now on! Hwarim, a knight of the Deshade Church! And the duel of the knight-errant Marvelous One - Sizaaa! I do it!!!”

Wow!!!

“DUUU!!! Let’s go!!!”

The priest's shout, which was intended to somehow create a commotion in the duel arena and focus the people's gossip about Curios on the duel, echoed through the knight's hall.

        
            The duel started, but the two did not move right away.

'this. My depth of field was disturbed by something unexpected. 'I need to focus again.'

Even though the whistle blows to signal the start of the fight, Hwarim purposefully throws a word at his opponent to buy himself time to compose himself.

“... Did you say Marvelous One? It seems there is no god to serve.”

“Oh, did you hear?”

“Because it was within reach. I think it was said that the glory of the fight was given to the two female servants...”

“Yes. That's right.”

Marvelous did not just stand still and answer Hwarim like a scarecrow.

As her first weapon, she holds a war pike about 2 meters long in her hand, walks slowly, and does not let her guard down even a single bit as she confronts Hwarim.

“Is there a reason not to serve God? I heard that all the people of the empire have at least one religion.”

Hwarim draws his sword and takes a low stance.

By simply ducking, the opponent unconsciously thinks he has the upper hand and assumes the appearance of slashing his spear, and if he does so, the opponent becomes caught up in the first move that Hwarim wants.

“It’s not that I don’t particularly serve. To be exact, it's just because I couldn't find a reason to serve only one god.”

“I see. Well, just a little while ago, it wasn't exactly an attitude of not believing in God at all, but it was an appearance of praying to various gods. It was also a prayer to the extent of asking someone to see me if I could.”

'What a calm woman.'

However, Marvelous did not move as Hwarim wanted.

Clap-

When she saw Hwarim's appearance, she held the war pike in one hand and picked up a small round shield in the other hand and placed it on her arm.

Nevertheless, Marvelous did not unilaterally cut off Hwarim's request for conversation, but answered back sincerely.

“I think that in the end, humans spend the most time with other people.”

“Hmm? What does that mean?”

When Hwarim saw Marvelous picking up the round shield, he realized that he had intended to step on her spear and aim straight for her heart.

“There are many religions in the empire, and most of them are said to return to the arms of gods after death or to be reborn and enjoy life as a human being.”

“Yes.”

“But I didn’t really like it.”

“Hmm... Why do you think that?”

“Why do people prepare for their next life in advance while living their current life? Why are you focusing on praying to God instead of focusing on the people next to you? What is truly precious is right next to me, but I don't know why I am looking away from it. I don't like that.”

Tung-

Sigh-

Marvelous kicked the floor.

This time, she outsmarted Hwarim.

The dagger suspended in the air by a long-necked boot had a string hanging from it, and Marvelous bites the string and speaks with the dagger dangling from his mouth.

“For me. I want people to feel joy and cherish that time when they feel grateful for being able to live among other people instead of praying all day.”

Marvelous' words reminded Hwarim of her conversation with Yongin.

'This woman told Yongin that if she won, she would teach him the value of living among people.'

Hwarim doesn't know much about the details, but he learned that it was something Marvelous valued.

“So, I will cherish the connections I made here and work hard to make my victory heard by the two girls who were the first to thank me for becoming a voyageur.”

Marvelous grabs his spear.

Hwarim, who noticed that he was ready to attack, stretched out his sword diagonally.

“Furthermore, by winning here and now, I will teach that dirty-tempered dragon how to value others!”

Kuuk-

Peeing!

At the end of his words, Marvelous threw his spear.

'Indeed, I thought I was going to throw it.'

A spear thrown honestly.

Because the throw was made with more precision than a skilled javelin thrower, Hwarim looked directly at the spear flying towards the area near the solar plexus, where it was difficult to dodge.

Kakang!

It's powerful, but as long as it's an honest track, there's nothing you can't do.

Hwarim lifted the spear upward with his dangling sword and easily parried it away.

However, her next actions were unpredictable, even for someone who had fought countless battles.

“There is one more!”

“... Pfft!”

As soon as you hit the spear accurately, what you see in front of you is a round shield.

It was clearly a shield made to protect the body, but when he turned his waist sharply and jumped out of his arm like a leopard, the round shield turned into a sharp circular blade and flew out, aiming precisely at Hwarim's face.

Keying-

However, that too was blocked.

I never thought I would throw away my shield so easily, but it wasn't something I couldn't respond to.

'Are you mainly planning on throwing?'

At the same time, Hwarim is getting to know her opponent.

Until the previous match, Marvelous entered the stadium with only a huge sword.

After her conversation with Yongin, she suddenly came in with a huge number of weapons and scattered them around the stadium.

'Maybe this is the original fighting method. 'If that's the case, we'll have to dig inside.'

The title of duelist.

However, the reality is actually a street fighter.

Everything on the street, everything that can be grasped, becomes a weapon for Marvelous.

So, just like he did on the streets beforehand, Marvelous scattered weapons everywhere to make it easier to hold in his hands.

So, Hwarim thought she was the type to use numerous weapons freely, and decided to dig in quickly so as not to give her time to pick up other weapons.

Kuuk-

Bend your ankles and, in addition, lie down so close that your knees almost touch the ground.

Hwarim then put his left arm on the ground with force, just like his leg did -

Peeing-

He quickly jumped forward using his arm as a third leg.

'Samjik.'

Paaa

That's one of the many walking techniques that Hwarim knows.

Stretch your left foot long back, bend your right ankle as much as possible, place your knee on the ground for support, and use your left arm as another leg to spring forward at an unexpected speed.

‘Now, try responding. If you mainly want to use throwing, you don't have to give the distance.'

If you cannot use magical power, it is a technique that is not very effective, but it is a method of explosively infusing magical energy into four parts of the body. It runs at a speed of more than 10 times that of running on two legs, and although the speed is maintained for a very short time, it instantly kills the opponent. makes it possible to reach

The reason why I wear a knee protector, which I don't usually use, is because if I wear a three-piece knee pad, the friction during rapid acceleration can cause the knee to break to the point where the bone is visible.

“Tch...!”

Kaang!

As expected, Marvelous changed his actions of picking up another weapon and responded by holding the dagger, a spare weapon, in his mouth.

Kang!

Kaang!

Kakakakang!

'Aren't you using any special sword techniques?'

In an instant, I figured it out as the sword passed back and forth a dozen times.

Marvelous 'saw' the movement of Hwarim's sword and blocked it.

In swordsmanship, there is also a separate movement to block the opponent's sword.

After blocking the sword, you change your posture to prevent the opponent's re-attack, you intentionally move inward to counterattack, or you minimize your movements to receive all of the attacks, etc.

Whether they are knights or warriors from the world where Hwarim lived, this applies in common, and sword techniques to block weapons are also passed down like know-how that is either their own or passed down through the family from generation to generation.

And even though such a thing certainly existed, Marvelous blocked the sword purely based on his judgment at the time.

so-

Hwarim couldn't help but be surprised.

'With just one dagger?'

This is not a sword thrown as if to test the liver.

He swung with the intention of killing his opponent one by one, and quickly so that he could not escape the gap. In the middle of the duel, with the intention of ending it before he showed everything he had, he even tried to inflict fatal wounds by striking a triple strike, which was clearly something he had never seen before. .

Nevertheless, the opponent blocked all attacks with only a dagger.

Kaang!

The victory was not as easy as expected.

Although monotonous and unconnected, Marvelous clearly blocked all attacks to her advantage when comparing physical strength.

'It wouldn't be profitable to continue this.'

So, Hwarim decided that if he was going to glare, it would be better to make Marvelous pick up the weapon and then take advantage of the opportunity to attack his wrist, and to do so, he widened the distance for a while.

“I waited!”

It was that moment.

ping-

'You even threw away your dagger?'

Marvelous threw the dagger at Hwarim, who had never thought that he would let go of the dagger he had.

Kaang!

Hwarim, who struck away the dagger, has no choice but to step back.

At the same time, Marvelous's appearance was hidden from Hwarim's sight for a very brief period of time.

'I can't see it.'

The act of throwing away a weapon is more effective in suppressing the opponent's vision than you might think.

Since the flying weapon is closer than the opponent, the visual image naturally focuses on memorization, and at the same time, if you do not keep an eye on the weapon until the end, you may make a mistake in striking it down.

Taking advantage of that gap and attacking from the blind spot of vision was the first technique that Hwa-rim taught to I-rim, as he knew that it was more effective than the effort it took to learn it.

'That's annoying.'

So now, after Hwarim threw away his weapon to widen his field of vision, he stepped back while being wary of the incoming attack. As a result, Hwarim ended up giving Marvelous the timing to pick up the desired weapon from afar.

Kang! Kaang!

Hwarim looks up and sees Marvelous making a noise by clashing the weapons he holds in each hand.

thud!

Marvelous, holding a javelin in one hand and a polearm in the other, stamped his feet vigorously and shouted.

“The warm-up is over! Now is the start!”

        
            “Is that a pure-blooded human?”

“... Are you asking this?”

Peria's voice from the stands penetrates our ears.

The Marvelous One is clearly a pure-blooded human.

It was Peria who gave us that information, and we also know because we heard from passers-by that she was a pure human being.

So, although Peria's monologue was a question with a predetermined answer, none of us could hastily answer it after seeing the Marvelous running rampant in the stadium.

“ That woman is a different species from Enin.”

“Yes? Why me?”

That's why I tried to somehow answer Peria's words by pointing out Enin who was next to me, and for no reason I made Enin look back at us in confusion.

“That’s right. Enin is quirky, but that person is also quite quirky.”

“Si, is this even happening to Thistle?!”

Thistle agreed with me, and I was sure that even if I had asked the same question to other members of the church who were not here, everyone in the church who had witnessed the current Marvelous would have given the same answer.

To that extent, Marvelous was showing a strange side in his fight with Hwarim.

“What weapon is this now?”

“Throwing it, putting it down, and picking it up about 200 times. Was it number 34 when you picked up what was repeatedly dropped?”

“You have a good sense of vision.”

Kang! Kakakang! thud-

The sound of a broadsword being struck down instantly changed into the sound of a battle ax being struck down.

Kiiing- churrr-

The sound soon changed to the sound of a serrated sword whose exact name I don't know hitting Hwarim's sword and creating sparks.

bang!

Before the noise ends, it is followed by the sound of the Lucerne Hammer being swung with one arm striking the serrated sword entangled in Hwarim's sword.

I came up with my own nickname for the Marvelous who continues such a scene.

‘Weapon Master. okay. This is perfect. 'This is such a sight that I can't think of anything other than this nickname.'

[Weapon Master]

Lance, Pike, Glaive, Dane Axe, Dagger, Broad Sword, Long Sword, Round Shield, Flambert, Mace, Tower Shield, Lucerne Hammer, Morning Star, Birdish Shoe, Sword Staff, War Scythe, Halberd, Pole Axe, etc.

It is natural that there were different types of weapons, and even shields were used more for killing than for defense, and even crossbows that were pre-loaded on the floor were used for the purpose of cutting off heads by swinging a bow made of steel immediately after being fired. It appeared to be in use.

However, it did not appear that he was skilled in handling all weapons.

In terms of skill level, it is rather zero, but the Marvelous One is clearly wielding them in such a way that each and every one of them can cause fatal damage.

'It's not a concept of swordsmanship and techniques. A move solely for killing. More efficiently, it only makes moves optimized to kill or incapacitate people.'

Rather than using weapons, Marvelous was a person who knew well about how to kill an opponent with the object in his hand.

bang! bang! Quaaaang!

This time, after the great sword traced the location of Hwarim three times and struck down,

Boom-

It was pulled wide and shot straight at Hwarim like a spear.

“I threw it again. Wouldn’t that consume a lot of stamina?”

“Throwing takes a lot of force, but it is also effective in targeting gaps. But even taking that into account... I've never seen a person holding a weapon in his hand for more than 5 seconds.”

Enin answers Peria's questions.

As he said, Marvelous continues to use his weapons alternately at Hwarim and then 'throws' them in the final move.

This opponent is more difficult than you think.

Usually, a fight with an opponent takes less than 5 minutes to become familiar with the opponent's weapon, and from then on, you learn and memorize the weapon's habits and characteristics and try to exploit the opportunity.

However, Marvelous did not hold the same weapon in his hand for more than 5 seconds, so there was absolutely no opportunity for Hwarim.

“... What will happen?”

So, I had no choice but to respond calmly to what Thistle said with her hands folded in anxiety.

“... This one, Hwarim might lose. That's not a human, but a movement closer to an animal.”

A ‘different’ type of human like Enin is the least compatible enemy for Hwarim.

-------------------------------

Kang! Kang!

Hwarim's sword, which had struck down the bastard sword just a moment ago,

Boom-

Binggrrr-

Aiming to stop the thrown two-handed sword, he rotated it once and made it fall behind his shoulder.

“Huh!”

Quaaaang!

At the same time, the blade is laid down and the sharp part blocks the tower shield from being struck.

'I can't feel my hands.'

heavy,

sharp,

It's scary.

Hwarim roughly figured out the opponent's fighting method.

Marvelous is an endurance type fighter.

It's constantly biting and stretching.

Although he did not have the skills to make a decisive blow or the swordsmanship to clearly overwhelm his opponent, he was a person who knew how to tire out his opponent by continuing a fight that never ended.

If you keep biting each other until the end without a winner, you will win in the end.

A person who is able to still hold a weapon in his hand even though the opponent has lost it.

That was a fighting method that only Marvelous, who had constantly experienced street fights and had stamina that seemed to last forever, could use, and it was a fighting method that Hwarim could not get used to until the very end.

'it's hard. However, we have to cut it even further.'

At first, Hwarim also thought about countering Marvelous using the same method as a breakthrough.

However, Hwarim immediately threw that idea away.

Marvelous is the same type as Ennin.

To be precise, Ennin is a pure-blooded human being, but is a human being with incredible strength that is much stronger than a Lizardman or Minotaur, with excellent basic strength. Marvelous is a pure-blooded human being, but he is a human being with monstrous endurance that surpasses even wolf, beastman, and horse beastmen. .

Hwarim himself picks up weapons in the same way as Marvelous and uses a fighting method that adapts to the opponent, but since there is an overwhelming gap in physical strength, Hwarim is now holding a sword and blocking Marvelous' weapons. It's less efficient than that.

'Even handling weapons is limited to instinct. It's like...an animal.'

Even wielding a weapon was like that.

The most efficient attack, an attack that must be avoided, or an attack that must be countered, or an attack that does not allow a counterattack.

Each of the swinging, stabbing, and cutting movements is clearly not connected to the previous movements, but is already complete enough to kill a human by itself.

It is not a learned movement, but an instinct that is taken instinctively, but based on talent.

And that talent is-

'He is skilled at killing life.'

It is the most necessary talent to survive in the struggle for survival.

Truly a beast.

Marvelous was a beast with the killing talent that would allow him to stand at the top of all demon beasts in the food chain, even if he was thrown into the gap between demon beasts with his bare body.

Quang!

“I’m breathing heavily!”

“... I think so.”

“Are you going to surrender soon?!”

Nevertheless, it is polite.

Those who hear her may feel arrogant, but Hwa-rim, who is directly crossing swords with her, knows that she is not saying such things because she is arrogant.

“No. I thought it was still worth doing.”

“... Good!”

bang! Kaaang- Kakaaak-

This time, two types of blunt weapons were swung at the same time from the end of Marvelous' arms, and before he knew it, a short sword pulled up from his toes hit Marvelous' knees and shot forward.

“Really... you're very talented!”

“Compliment, thank you!”

“It means you are mentally unstable!”

Hwarim's breathing slowly reached its limit.

I had no choice but to respond differently to the series of irregular, irregular, and baseless attacks each time, so my breathing pattern completely collapsed.

Kaang!

However, Hwarim was confident that this was the last time she would throw away her weapon.

'Did you finally hear it?'

After striking away the short sword with the handle of the sword, what is seen is Marvelous picking up a huge mace.

The audience was concentrating on the sharpness of the iron blade and the tip of the thick mace, which no matter how marvelous it was, could only be lifted with both hands, but Hwarim was looking at something else.

What I was looking at was the middle of a mace with a head made of steel, a crack and incontinence in the long, thick weapon.

'Gap, only one chance.'

That mace was the mace that Marvelous used the most in this duel, and was the one that swung the attack with the greatest power.

And Hwarim deliberately always struck his sword head-on when the mace attacked.

That's what created the small incontinence that appears on the mace now.

Throbbing-

'It just so happens to be the last of my arms.'

It doesn't matter if your muscles start screaming.

She deliberately continued to take the brunt of Marvelous weapons to create this moment.

Normally, he would have thrown away his weapons somehow to avoid collapsing his torso, but he deliberately disguised it as if his fighting method was to hit all the weapons at the opponent so as not to raise even the slightest suspicion.

Hwarim, who had worked so hard, was now planning to receive a reward.

'The moment the mace flies, if you insert your sword into the crack and twist it, the weapon will break.'

“Haaap!”

Soon, the final moment came.

thud-

“Rachal.”

A skill that was not shown in order to never make a mistake and to be sure once.

'corruption.'

What immediately follows is a dramatic change in cognition to focus more clearly on the other person.

'This is the place.'

Hwarim raises his sword one step ahead of Marvelous.

Sigh-

Helias' sword dug into a crack in the mace.

'You may have heard this thinking it was a weapon, but this weapon's life as a weapon had already ended just before!'

Kuguk-

Pachang!

The moment the sword was twisted, the weapon had reached its limit, and Mace's head broke off.

“... Pfft!”

What appears on Marvelous' face is embarrassment and self-reproach.

Looking at the expression on his face that said he had no idea something like this would happen, it seemed like there had never been a situation where the weapon broke first while Marvelous had been fighting like this.

'I'm sorry, but I can't put my hand in it. Because you were that strong.'

Hwarim takes advantage of the opportunity to lay down the blade and stab it into the neck.

Obvious spray.

A murder sword to silence the enemy, to suffocate the enemy.

However, there was some hesitation at the end.

Hwarim is-

I hesitated while swinging the sword that killed humans.

'He's a talented kid. Even though accidental deaths are a common occurrence, isn't it too much to die in a meaningless fight like this?'

Hwarim is determined to become a sword that cuts people.

But she began to wonder whether it was really necessary to take a life in something that was not even a life-or-death fight.

If the sword is inserted like this, the opponent with the sword stuck in the neck will definitely die instantly.

So, because Hwarim was thinking, the hesitation blurred his vision for a moment, and Hwarim's image, which had been focused only on Marvelous throughout the duel, became a little blurry and he looked somewhere else.

The position of the VIP table was visible just a fingernail's length away from the sword aimed at the neck.

Hwarim's focus became aware of where that place was, and soon the focus moved away from Marvelous' neck and focused on the people of the church there, especially Lee Rim.

so-

Hwarim changed his mind halfway through.

Normally, I would have swung it without hesitation, but for some reason, as if it was an instinct, a random thought came to mind as soon as I saw Lee Rim.

I said I was going to cut someone down, but I didn't want to look like a murderer in front of that kid.

'... That's something I don't like.'

So I quickly sharpened my sword.

Kuuk-

I thought that the sword that was meant to cut the trachea, cervical spine, and carotid artery should be slightly shifted to the side and change the ending point of the blade to stop at cutting the shoulder.

However, that opportunity

There was no way the Marvelous One, who had the title of Duelist, would miss out.

Phuuk-

Sigh-

The sword that dug into his shoulder was halfway stuck.

Although blood was splattered, Marvelous was still alive and breathing.

The sword that changed its trajectory along the way lost some of its power, so it was unable to reliably cut off the opponent's arm.

“... You made a mistake!”

“... I guess so.”

The result is a painful gap left in Hwarim.

A duelist who lost his weapon.

However, the lost weapon was just one that had been picked up from the floor.

Dueling sometimes takes the place of justice in places where the law does not penetrate deeply, in back alley duels there are no rules, and anything you can get your hands on becomes a weapon.

Sigh-

Marvelous took off his belt faster than Hwarim could retrieve his sword.

륵-

Kuuk-

Next, by quickly wrapping the belt, the knuckles that placed the iron pieces on the knuckles were completed in an instant.

It was not specifically prepared to be used as a weapon in an emergency.

A belt prepared to tighten the clothes as much as possible to prevent the clothes from getting caught during a duel.

Although it was just such a belt, Marvelous made a split-second decision to think of the part of the body that was best used as a weapon, pulled it out, and wrapped it in his hand.

after that-

While restraining Hwarim's body with his other arm, he swung his fist.

Wow-

First of all, the thing that hit like a blunt weapon was the wrist that was holding the weapon.

Puzzle-

Hwarim's arm is broken, but Marvelous doesn't stop.

“Huh!”

Bah!

Even her strong head becomes a weapon and hits Hwa-rim's shoulder, causing a dislocation.

As a result, Hwarim lost both arms.

'This is a loss.'

A two-step neutralization movement that even uses the head.

'okay. I made a mistake, so I had no choice but to lose. Since you hesitated, it was natural that you would be defeated.'

Hwarim quietly closed her eyes as she felt the feeling in both of her arms disappearing.

And Marvelous kept moving.

Because a duel involves beliefs, it is premised on completely silencing the opponent.

Also, since it was a knight's festival, Marvelous acted like that because he felt that Hwarim was a person who would never say a word about surrender.

However, towards the end, Marvelous also stopped and agonized over his next move.

'At the last moment, you definitely saw it. I don't know why, but it definitely stopped something that could have killed me.'

As she too had fought many battles, Marvelous knew that Hwarim had twisted his sword to avoid killing her, so Marvelous felt that she too must return the favor.

'If I were to do it, I would have stabbed him in the eye and broken his jaw, but I can't do that.'

It was clearly a mistake to show mercy in the duel, but Marvelous let it go because his life was saved thanks to that mercy.

puck-

“... ugh-”

At the last moment, Marvelous, who had freed Hwa-rim from his restraints, took a step forward and stuck his elbow into the back of Hwa-rim's neck, stunning him.

To be exact, I tried to do it.

“... kkeung-”

“... Ugh, sorry, sorry!”

Hwarim did not faint.

'That's strange. I'm sure everyone fainted when I did this.'

Based on his experience during various duels, Marvelous didn't know roughly where to hit, but most people fainted when he hit the nape of the neck, so he did the same this time as well.

However, she did not know until now that in reality, most people who did not want to be hit by her anymore pretended to faint on their own.

“Ha, one more time! Excuse me!”

So, Marvelous was careful this time and struck Hwarim's neck with the blade of his hand once more -

puck-

dump-

“... Thank you for your hard work!”

Only then was Hwarim able to pass out comfortably.

Afterwards, Hwarim fainted and the priest looked at him blankly for a moment and then quickly announced victory.

“s, the winner is Marvelous One! Duelist Marvelous One defeated Hwarim of the Deshade Church and won!”

... Waaa!

At the same time, people shouted.

The final duel lasted 30 minutes.

The sparkling duel between the two people, where numerous weapons were exchanged, successfully satisfied all audiences and made the thoughts about Dragon Curios half diluted.

        
            A holiday called Wish Ceremony that Princess Camellia told us about.

‘Hyu’ is a word that implies the meaning of taking a break.

It was like that.

A wish ceremony is a holiday, and that means a continuous holiday.

'There was such a thing as a holiday?'

However, the concept of a holiday was unfamiliar to me.

Culture shock.

When I think about it, there were days when I thought it was too hard and took a break, but I don't think I've ever been conscious of a separate holiday and rested on that day.

'Sunday...was it in the Kingdom Union? Even if there was something, it may have been forgotten for quite some time. 'We are in a desperate situation to fight off different races while conducting siege battles every day, but where is Sunday?'

It is an unfamiliar concept to those of us who have been summoned in urgent situations where life and death are at stake. To be precise, although we originally knew it, it is a concept that has become 'unfamiliar' due to the harshness of life.

During the five years of the Great War, I was really dying and being resurrected every day, and even when I barely got a day to rest,

'ah. It looks like there are no scum trying to attack our castle today. 'You're lucky.'

It was all about a certain level of appreciation.

Even that holiday had great meaning as it was a day to repair the collapsed castle and receive supplies through barely opened supply routes.

Even if they went out with money, they were souls who had nothing to spend it on.

Still, there was definitely a holiday, even though I was so buried in the harsh daily life that I forgot about it.

This world in which I live as a soul patient is quite different from the one I originally lived in, but it is still a world where the concept of holidays also exists.

Seven days are grouped into one week, and the last day of each week is considered a holiday.

The concept of Sunday.

It is said that God created the heavens and the earth and rested on the 7th day, so every 7th day was designated as a day of rest, or that it was recommended that farmers kill animals and eat meat every 7 days to keep their bodies healthy. .

In that way, different races also have their own concepts of the week and Sunday rest.

And it is said that the concept of Sunday in the empire originated, surprisingly, as a day of rest created by the diligent government affairs of early imperial leaders.

“Before the empire became an empire, the leaders of Steyr continued to drive horses and conquer enemy territory every six days, and on the seventh day, they gathered the rulers and monarchs of the conquered area and pledged their loyalty. It is said that they accepted it or the death penalty, but those who had already sworn loyalty accepted an audience. So it is said that every Sunday was designated as a day for the horses to rest and for the soldiers to rest.”

“It’s amazing that the leader didn’t rest even on the 7th day.”

Using the power of Astesia, he was transported from the capital to the city closest to the diocese, and from there, he walked to the diocese and listened to Enin's story.

In order to quickly adapt to the newly established empire, Enin studied the empire's unique customs and culture whenever he had time, and these days, he boasts an amount of knowledge that is as limited as that of Peria. It has been done.

“I see. The fact that the leaders didn't rest when everyone else was resting is great, but I feel that the hidden intentions they show to the people of the empire and other races hidden there are even more amazing.”

“Huh? What does it mean? What?”

“You said I continued to conquer for 6 days, and the 7th day was a rest day for the horses and soldiers.”

“Yes. That’s right.”

“What those 6 days mean is that they are the 6 days after the conquest was completed. This means that no enemy has ever successfully defended against the Empire for more than 6 days.”

“... Ah, so it means that anyone captured by the imperial army must surrender after 6 days, and on the next day, the 7th, the leader there is purged or their loyalty is received as a vassal.”

“That’s it. Therefore, the analogy of Empire Sunday will be a symbolic day that suggests the horror of the empire for different races, and a day that will show how dependable and great the imperial family is for friendly countries and people of the empire.”

There may have been many leaders before the first emperor, but none of them ever fought a war longer than six days.

When the cavalry charges, the enemy's ranks are scattered, the square is broken, and the flag is pulled down.

When the castle wall is destroyed with magic, the Steyer family's royal guard and the leader at the time enter there first and slaughter the enemies.

So, by the evening of the 6th day, all enemies have been brought to their knees, and there will be no more enemies.

Then, on the seventh day, it ends with the horses resting, drinking alcohol and eating meat, and receiving oaths of loyalty from the enemies.

Thistle heard the story and talked about it for me, comparing the empire and the kingdom union.

“... I always feel this, but the history of the empire is on a different level from the history of the kingdom union. The five countries in the current kingdom union, as well as the ancient kingdoms that existed before, were all recognized by God, and created mythological stories such as one day in the beginning, a previous king was born, establishing an absolutely unchangeable royal authority. I had it as a basis for doing so.”

“The power the king has is a power given by God, so don’t dare dream of treason if you don’t want to be punished by heaven. I guess he wanted to do something like that.”

“That’s right. Later, a denomination impersonating Gaia appeared and deceived people with the doctrine that it was a denomination of a human-loving god, and from then on, each kingdom came to claim legitimacy by claiming that they were royal families recognized by Gaia. . Because of this, the kingdoms before the kingdom union were always involved in wars to prove their legitimacy. The kingdoms were fighting for something invisible, Gaia's recognition, and in a way, the rise of different races became the opportunity to form the current kingdom union under Gaia's name.”

As Thistle was explaining everything she knew to me, Astesia came closer to help her.

Totototo-

“Ah, I learned that too. Even at the monastery where I was, it is said that the current kingdom union is all royals who have been recognized by Gaia, but in fact, the truly authentic people are all the way up to our monastery... I can't remember what it was, but it's probably Silver. It must have been the Leden royal family. The head nun told us during the theology class that we should not forget that the royal family of the Silverden royal family is truly royal family recognized by Gaia.”

“Hehe, it looks like Astesia studied well. Usually, such stories are things that we learn briefly when we are very young, but most people just forget about them because they think that most of them have nothing to do with them.”

“Ah... Actually, it's embarrassing, but if you memorize what she taught you well, the nun gave you cookies she baked herself. To get it, Rinai and I memorized it all night long. Hehehe-”

“Huh? Did you work so hard because you were greedy for material things? This is a mean saint. Huhuhu-”

“Hehe, do you think so?”

“It’s okay. Isn’t this from when you were young? Everyone does that when they're young.”

Thistle and Astesia had a long story, perhaps because they studied the same subject even though they each learned it on their own at a monastery, and when I heard the hidden reason, Astesia seemed cute.

“...”

... Ssasasasak-

“I, Lee Rim? Why are you stroking your head so vigorously all of a sudden...?”

“Yes. When I pictured Astesia like that in my head, I thought she must have been really cute.”

“Ugh, uhm... I said it for no reason...”

Although Astesia is very shy, I just think it's cute when I think of her covering herself up with a blanket to get cookies and talking to Rinai to make sure they don't forget what they learned.

Then Thistle sneakily approaches me and puts his fist to his mouth and clears his throat.

“... Hmm, hmm! Lee Rim. For your information, I studied alone and memorized everything?”

“... Yes. Then, I'll go back and give you a special cookie I baked.”

“...”

“... Puhaha! It's a joke. joke. I know that Thistle worked very hard too.”

When I held Thistle's hand, she puffed out her cheeks without saying a word, but her face soon relaxed.

Hwarim, who was walking slightly behind me, sped up, came up next to me, and started talking about the holidays where she lived.

“... Hmm, anyway, that's the concept of the Seven Nights of the Empire. I know that too, but it was the first time I heard of the concept of regular rest on the 7th since coming here.”

“I see. So when did Hwarim’s rest?”

“Umm... I just trained every day, but I was prohibited from using the training center on days when there was a strong storm or heavy snow.”

“It just depends on the day. Well, since training is so intense, I feel anxious when a storm blows, or when it snows, I feel like I'm busy cleaning the snow right away.”

“It was like that. So, on days when there was a severe storm, the children were allowed to light a candle in their room, so that they could be surprised as long as it was lit, and go to sleep as soon as it was turned off. On snowy days, we would go to a frozen waterfall and break the ice to get into it.”

“... Weren't we just talking about our day off? Snow days seem to be even worse, does that mean you can rest?”

“... I ordered him to go into the water because I thought it would be part of my mental training. At that time, I thought it was a holiday as long as I didn't do physical training.”

The concept of a holiday, which I heard from Hwarim, is closer to an asceticism than a holiday, giving up physical training and instead engaging in mental training because the weather is not good.

In many ways, it was a story that made me feel fortunate that I met Hwarim only after becoming mentally ill.

After that, I asked Ruba, who was walking in front of me, what she knew about the holiday.

However, I didn't have high expectations.

“Lubane... well, since she was in the empire, it must be the same.”

“Yes!! Most of the time we rested according to the Empire's holidays!! Even though it's every other week, when I'm on vacation, I go to a nearby city with the skins and expensive parts of the monsters I've caught, sell them, and turn them into iron and other things!!!”

“You were aiming for the day when the most people would come to the market. I understand because it’s a hygge behavior.”

As Ruba tells the story of hygge people, I get the feeling that even though it seems like all places where people live are the same, when something goes wrong, it feels so different.

“So, holidays aside, when and how long is the wish ceremony specifically?”

So, what I'm asking Enin in earnest is about the Wish Ceremony, a national event that is also a long holiday in the Red Purge where a group of priests travel around to provide healing services and sublime feats.

Enine said that she had heard some of this while chatting with the emperor while I was talking with the princess and Ingrid, and began to tell me the start date of the wish ceremony and what the parish should prepare.

        
            “After talking with His Majesty, I learned more details from what I originally knew, and he said that two weeks from today is the day the wish ceremony begins.”

“It's close, but there's still a long way to go. What should I do during the holidays?”

“Rather than making immediate preparations for the holiday, I think it would be better to make preparations so that you can rest comfortably during the wishing ceremony at our parish as soon as you return.”

“That’s true too. If you have any urgent matters, it would be best to take care of them in advance and live comfortably during the wish ceremony. So what do you think our diocese can prepare?”

“Hmm... As for food, I've been accumulating the food I received from the princess who has been supporting me since before, and since everyone in our parish is mentally ill, I don't think there's anything we need to do much about. I think everyone is accepting it because it has a similar meaning to the Day of Offering held by the Gaia Church.”

“Hmm... I see.”

Even though we are Korean citizens, most of us are mentally ill, so there is nothing we can do about it.

In the case of other denominations, it is said that they are usually too busy with work and cannot move, but they leisurely welcome the members who come to the denomination during the wish ceremony period and sublimate their achievements, but our denomination is currently in the midst of Deshade's absence. It is currently impossible for soul soldiers to sublimate their feats.

Thistle also thought about that and said that, in that case, our denomination, like other denominations, should just prepare to welcome guests who might visit the parish.

“In that case, we might just have to prepare for people coming to the parish for now. If Red Purge healers travel far, they might stop by our church and rent a bed.”

“Aha, that’s true too. Then, it would be a good idea to ask Peria right now how many healers are coming and going and prepare accordingly.”

Since there is nothing major to do, I think all you need to do is complete the minimum preparation.

With Feria's help, I think I should just prepare to respond appropriately to the possibility of the Red Purge cults coming, and then think about what I can do during my free time of two weeks.

'I'll do it for a while... What's there? Something to do while the princess isn't working. Should we stop by Ars Magna? By any chance, the technology there may have improved so much that there may have been an easier way to obtain fairy fruits using the summoning spell to Fairy Incense. Ah, but if something like that had happened, Gloria would have sent a letter, or Peria would have found out about it first. So, let's put this on hold, and the rest is just self-training? I really want to see a match with Agoni, who is sitting deep in the depth of field. As with Day Break, I figured out the limits of what I have and how to use it effectively. Not bad. I guess I'll have to find a day and try it sometime.'

I once heard from other people that when I think deeply about something alone, my steps become faster.

As I worked hard to think about it, it seemed like I was already ahead of everyone else, and I realized it too late when I passed Ruba, who was looking curiously at a bug sitting on a flower blooming on the street.

As I continued to walk like that, I slowly entered the parish.

“... Huh?”

“I, Lee Rim?!”

Sigh!

My body crashed.

It just, naturally, fell into the ground.

'uh? fall? From here? why?!'

trap.

A completely unexpected, completely invisible trap dug in the middle of the road leading straight up to the parish.

Cooo!

As I fell into a pit as deep as the height of three people combined, I immediately wondered what had happened.

‘A hole dug by hygges? But it's too crude for that, isn't it? There were no weapons or spikes installed inside. So, is it a pit that one of the spirit soldiers tried to dig a well for some reason and then just covered it up?'

In an instant, several guesses run through my mind.

“Now, wait a minute, Lee Rim. I'll get something to pull up from somewhere in a moment.”

“A pit... Tsk! I don't know who put this stuff here. Anyway, just try it.”

“This is too crude to be called a trap!! Why is something like this here?!!”

“ Lee, Lee Lim! Are you feeling okay?”

I fell into the pit, but nothing happened after that.

So, everyone said a word to each other and went into the house that the spirit soldiers had built nearby to make it easier for me to climb up and dispersed to find something similar to a rope.

and,

Someone aimed for that moment,

A person who was clearly the mastermind who set up this trap appeared.

“Soul disease Lee Lim!!! I've been waiting for this moment!!!”

Faaah!

“... Huh?”

What completely obscures my view of the vast sky above the pit is-

It was Razael Sain Tion, who had jumped from the top of the pit and was falling towards me, with something thick hanging from his right arm.

“Die!!!”

“This shit-”

I don't know what he's holding.

In the first place, wow, I completely forgot.

He helped the Witch Hunters, expelled the demon, uncovered the Dune Priest's hidden story, stopped it, agonized over the treatment of the witches with the two women, and his own ethics, and was finally exhausted both physically and mentally from the fight with Mabel.

Since I was constantly experiencing such urgent events, it was natural that I was not thinking at all about Razael, who was left in the parish.

[Stigma]

Crunch-

So put on your armor right away and prepare for Razael's fall.

I don't know what it is hanging on the arm, but it looks familiar and appears to have been stolen from Farewell's workshop.

'The pit must have been dug by one's own power, and the thing worn on the arm must be an object that is thought to be sufficient to kill me. Then this is the right decision.'

It is a preparation for revenge that was prepared over a long period of time in time for my return, even faithfully observing the restrictions placed on the slave's necklace just for revenge.

Since this is such a preparation, since Razael jumped into the pit with the intention of sending me away, I must never let down my guard.

Above all,

I also feel sorry for completely forgetting about Razael.

“Hhhhh!!!”

gulp-

I prepare myself as I see Razael pull his arm back forcefully.

If you don't catch it, you could break your neck and die instantly, as it fell head first without any preparation.

'But that woman probably expected me to support her and then jumped in with the idea of taking advantage of it. So... should I just get out of the way? But I think that's going to get a bit wild.'

There was no other way.

No matter what Razael had prepared, I, who was completely unprepared, had no choice but to accept it.

Cooo!

so-

I caught Razael falling with my right arm,

Razael put his right arm on my left shoulder and pressed it.

'Ugh, is it heavy?'

A black, square violin case-like object.

It was heavy enough to be called a blunt weapon, but I wonder if there was any reason to attach it to the arm and swing it, and I wonder if they were trying to kill me using a piece of iron that barely weighed this much as weight.

'If you're going to aim for it more than anything, I think you should aim for the head.'

And the moment I thought that, Razael-

I pulled the trigger.

Slam!

“Huh?”

[Atmosphere]

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

Just like that, my left shoulder flew off with a loud noise.

'what-'

I was embarrassed for a moment, but I controlled my emotions deeply and immediately tried to calm down.

The action you then take is:

Quickly recognize the situation.

It grasps the connection between everything in sight and the actions Razael took just moments ago.

Deshade's left arm covered by his armor.

The moment Razael pulled something he was holding in his hand, it exploded.

'Spear of Topaz?'

What you can see is a golden spear blade protruding from a black box.

This was right after the thick, stake-like spear blade received the power of a magic tool and blew off my entire shoulder with a physical force greater than that of magic.

“... Finally, I succeeded.”

so-

Afterwards, Razael took out a long sword from his waist and stabbed my left arm.

Phuuk-

A severed left arm, a body not protected by armor.

Insert the sword there and shatter the heart.

I tried to smash it.

Swish-

Pow!

“... ugh-”

Something fell from the top of the pit, and Razael, who was hit by it, fell to the floor without being able to retract his sword.

“Whoa, I was almost late. good job. Slien. It was my first time killing someone.”

“Yes, yes?! Ha, but Peria told you to throw it! Did you kill him? Did I kill him?!”

“Really... please don't make fun of your wife. Peria. It's okay, Slien. Because he’s not dead.”

Three heads are visible from above the pit.

One is Peria, who for some reason has bandages wrapped around the inside of the trickster's costume.

And the other two are Morsling and Slien, who seem to have arrived while we were returning from Ambrosia.

Perhaps because it was Peria's order, Slien was alternately worried about the bag of mushrooms he had thrown, which could easily stun a person if aimed at the back of the neck since he had picked a lot of them and put them in, and about Razael, who was hit by it.

“Bishop. Long time no see! Hahaha!”

“... Ah, it’s been a while. Mr. Morsling. And... Madam.”

“Ah, well... it’s been a while.”

So I briefly exchanged greetings with Morsling and his wife, and naturally said to Feria what I had meant to say the first time I saw her.

“Welcome, oppa.”

“Yes. Yes... I've been there. I went there...

What? What are you holding in that hand?”

What Peria is holding in her hand is,

At the end of the rolled up piece of paper, there was something that resembled a lit cigarette.

Suuup-

...huuuu-

“... Sigh - this? Cigarette, Cigarette. I was not feeling well so I was smoking.”

However, to me, who thought it was something resembling a cigarette and never wanted to think of it as a cigarette, Peria neatly exhaled smoke and admitted that it was a cigarette.

        
            Spy missions are always fraught with risk, and being a spy is not for the faint of heart.

This may sound obvious, but it is a truth that is surprisingly easy to overlook.

Most people who apply to become spies thinking that they can always maintain a cool demeanor, when faced with an actual crisis, the soft side hidden deep in their hearts comes out and they are unable to make a sound decision and fall into panic.

So, to slightly reverse the statement that spy duties are not for the weak-hearted, this means that being a spy is a position that is very suitable for someone with a strong heart and a relaxed mind.

So Ingrid, who has always been scolded by not only the other Witch Hunters but also Lyudmilla, who lives in the same room, for being so relaxed and lazy, walks through the dark hallways with peace of mind again today.

'Hehehehehe - today is also labor, labor. I don't want to do this, but what can I do? I think I soaked in the bath too leisurely this time, so I need to make up for it. 'Kick.'

What needs to be done is gathering information.

This time, the details of collecting information from Tir no Nog are not set in stone, but the general outline is who is close to someone, or if necessary, I will secretly get up close and spy on people who are trying to use this meeting as an opportunity to make a valuable deal. To the extent of listening.

There are two places where Ingrid brings the information she has carefully gathered.

Both are located in the capital and are located in places that can be said to be both close and far away.

One is the second princess Camellia, who hired her as a spy in the imperial castle, and the other is the head of the Witch Hunters of Lihier, the church she belongs to, and the parish priest Setias.

In a way, Ingrid is in the position of a double agent because she brings news of the imperial castle to Lihere, but the princess allows limited information to be leaked to the Lihi Church, and even within the Church, she agrees with her and kisses the Holy Grail. Several of her colleagues also support her actions.

So, today, Ingrid tries to obtain information that can help alleviate the worries of the immature parish priest who is still staying vigil with the imperial employee and leading the church.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Hiding in the sound of several people's footsteps, Ingrid overhears the conversation.

“Stendhal. Honestly, I was so surprised. It's a dragonia that can be compared to a real dragon. I didn't know that such a dragon was hiding until now.”

“Sorry. Her Royal Highness Prince Glacia. We were only recently able to find out his whereabouts. It was really difficult to discover and persuade.”

“There is no need to apologize. Of course, I know without even telling you that you always try hard. More than that, you said Dragonia's name was Curios, right? Is he the human child of some dragon? Please let me know.”

“Sorry, Your Highness. As always-”

“Ah, yes, yes. I, too, was so excited that I asked a question that I knew but found it difficult to answer. I'm sorry. Dragons, a cross between a dragon and a human, suddenly appear in the world as always. They never want to talk about their parents, so it's only natural that they don't know.”

“... Yes. That's right. He also didn't say anything when he showed up this time.”

'Hmm... It moves quite comfortably. This is why I can't help but like the first prince in Rugal.'

The 1st Prince and Paladin.

Ingrid hears the conversation of Stendhal, another paladin of Rugal, not Aleph, a Fain paladin, and a Paladin of the Join tribe, without missing a single word.

The speech sounds were blurred and only part of the information was heard.

Sure enough, Ingrid was now following behind, just five steps away from them.

“... More than that, what I was talking about earlier is-”

“Yes. I remembered everything and prepared it.”

“... Huhehehehe - I'm looking forward to it.”

‘Get ready. What do you mean prepared? Please let me know too. Well, even if I don't say it, we'll see it together soon. Kikikick.'

Ingrid's deception, which diligently pursues pleasure alone even while working, follows closely behind the 1st prince and the paladin.

The place where they are is deep inside Rugal's temple.

This is a residence prepared separately by Rugal to entertain the 1st Prince Glacia, who traveled a long way on behalf of the Emperor, who was seriously ill, to leave a congratulatory address at the Knight's Festival and to show the imperial family's protection.

Surrounding the 1st Prince, who is currently moving there, are the Royal Guard knights who were raised from the time of the 1st Prince's birth solely to protect him.

No matter what the 1st Prince does or says, they will not reveal anything to anyone, even if the current Emperor asks, and will close their eyes and ears. They are so loyal that they will pull out their swords and commit suicide if he orders them to do so.

At the same time, next to her is Stendhal, one of the 20 paladins who Ingrid believes may be deeply involved in this incident.

He is a mixed race born between the Join tribe and a pure-blood human. He always wears an eagle-shaped helmet, so no one has ever seen his face.

'Uhm. Anyway, if you get caught here, it will be quite difficult to get out. The spy must think that no one other than me could have gotten in here.'

In terms of skill, whether they are royal knights or paladins, they are all excellent.

But none of them noticed Ingrid, who was moving to the sound of footsteps just five steps behind.

Of course, Ingrid is hiding in the shadows right now.

Whiuuu-

'Oh my.'

A wind blowing from somewhere envelops Ingrid in the hallway and flows towards where the 1st Prince and Paladin are.

“... Hmm?”

At the same time, Paladin Stendhal, who had been guiding the prince, looked back.

But there was no one there.

To be precise, there was no one in his eyes.

“Why is that happening?”

“... No. I thought it smelled like something fragrant. But I guess it was a mistake.”

“Oh, is that so? Now that I think about it, you said that part of the large public bath was destroyed, right?”

“Yes. Part of the parish was damaged due to the sudden subsidence of the ground, so it will take some time to clean it up. It seems like that smell has been in the air.”

Stendhal was doubtful for a moment and even though he looked back, his vision was enough to catch a dust spider moving in the dark, and since there was no one in this straight passageway with the magic lights brightly lit, he looked forward again.

It was fortunate that the noses of the Join people were not that good at distinguishing smells.

‘Oh my, I was so excited after taking a leisurely dip in the large public bathhouse early in the morning that I used a lot of soap, but I guess the smell still lingered. I almost got in big trouble. If the Paladin had been a beastman instead of a joiner, he would have definitely been caught.'

Ingrid breathes a sigh of relief when she sees the paladin turning her head.

Ingrid heard everything from Lee Rim.

Although she is a watchdog sent from Lihier, she is also a spy for Princess Camellia.

As such, Irim gave her the core of all the information found in Rugal's underground, and when Ingrid brought all the information to the head of the parish, Setias, she would go back to the princess and ask where and to what extent she could pass on what information. You must obtain permission to disseminate information.

So Ingrid is working overtime to find out why the 1st prince is helping Rugal, as Lee Rim requested, as it is her usual job.

'Aaaam - sleepy.'

So I feel a bit disappointed.

'Honestly, I didn't really think about anything and planned to just soak in the large public bath until the last day of this trip, but I was wrong.'

The Lehi Church is already having a difficult time due to the small number of members.

This kind of well-deserved rest is something every witch hunter really wants to get, and the lottery just happened to be in favor of Ingrid, who was feeling quite tired these days.

still,

It's such a golden vacation, but

It's something that can't be helped.

'Well, what should I do? Since Princess Camellia was so angry, we have to work hard to make up for it here.'

The 1st Prince is a member of the royal family who has often been quite friendly to Rugal, although I don't know why.

Camellia had reason to delve into detail about her brother, who always passed on all the troublesome affairs to her and always stayed in his room unless he had no choice but to attend to his duties in person.

So Ingrid thought that something that would have happened sometime anyway just happened to coincide with the vacation period, so she chased after the two people.

“Now, this is the place.”

“Oh, finally...”

In this way, Ingrid arrived at the prepared residence with the 1st Prince and Paladin Stendhal.

“Let’s go in.”

Sigh-

The paladin opens the door himself.

Even though there are 20 paladins in Rugal, the paladin personally guided the first prince here without any servants or paladins.

Ingrid thinks about that carefully.

'What that means is that the number of people who know the whole story, including the incarnation ceremony that is secretly happening in Rugal right now, is much smaller than you might think. There is no doubt that only some, but not all, of the paladins are involved in the current events.'

Important information was clearly obtained.

I heard that there is another spy in Rugal already planted by the princess.

'Sorry, but I'll go one step ahead. 'Kick.'

I don't know if it was by infiltration or by bribing someone who was already there, but it was a huge achievement that Ingrid, a member of another church, was able to obtain information that even a spy could not obtain.

A plan being hatched by very few people in Rugal.

Information that only a few paladins and a few high-ranking priests who responded quickly when Curios revealed his dragon form knew about the plan for the incarnation ritual to create the 'Vessel of God'.

If that information is passed on before Rugal's spies, Camellia will be able to clearly know who to watch out for and be able to deal with it, and the trust in Ingrid that has fallen due to the incident at Hygge will be able to return to its original position.

In addition, Ingrid tried to engrave in her eyes all the scenes that would unfold before her eyes in order to dig up more information and make the princess believe in herself more strongly.

However, in trying to do that, I started to think that I had made the choice to abandon my eyes.

        
            As soon as the doors on both sides open wide, a rich scent flows out along with the steam from the bath.

kkieeek-

Cooung-

‘Holy shit, what is this-’

Then, after a very short period of time, after the water vapor had disappeared due to the temperature difference, Ingrid's face was severely distorted at the sight that came into view.

However, that was Ingrid's personal opinion, and there was another person who exclaimed as if it were against her invisible opinion.

“... This is it, this is it! Stendhal! You really know what I want!”

“... We did our best to prepare the paradise that His Highness Glacia spoke of. So, please enjoy it.”

Ingrid reached the truth.

'... Oh, really. 'It's going to spin.'

It has been reached.

Curios, who was created by Rugal, suddenly showed an appearance that he should not have, and his identity was questioned.

The officials of Rugal, who are related to God's vessel, reacted quickly to this, and the way to deal with it was to easily give the largest speaking voice among the important people present at the knight's festival, and to satisfy personal desires on a regular basis. The task is to bribe Glacia, who is showing favor to Rugal.

And the reason why he was able to bribe the prince, who could have anything he wanted, whether it be property, jewelry, alcohol, or anything else he wanted, was because the prince had a slightly special taste that he couldn't tell others about, so Rugal was prepared for it. Because I was able to give it.

“Please come this way. His Royal Highness.”

“I heard that you like drama.”

“Ohh... Ohhhh!”

'Amy, Jimmy, Cibral.'

What you see in front of you is a small bathhouse.

However, it was small because it was not a large bathhouse built by Rugal to show to the Holy Knights and people. A large bathhouse the size of an average mansion was large enough to accommodate about 50 people.

And to greet the first prince in such a large bathhouse was,

Dozens of female drag queens wearing underwear that clearly exposes their private parts.

'I never thought I'd see Drag Village from here. And that too... with the appearance of a prostitute.'

Dragma.

Dragma is different from Dragonia.

While dragonias have a human appearance mixed with some dragon appearances, dragmas are dragons that walk on two legs.

The main difference is that the legs are inverted joints, just like dragons, and in terms of proportions, it has a body shape that is difficult to see as it is four-headed.

However, in addition to that, there is something about drama that makes it particularly attractive to people with a specific taste.

“Now, let’s touch it. Our bodies are softer than we think?”

Mulkyung-

“Ah... this is it, this is it! The feeling I was looking for!”

“Ahh…!”

“Ah, sorry! Did I touch it too hard?”

“... Hehe, no? I was just a little surprised. Because we are all women who are longing for a man’s embrace.”

“K, khahahahahahaha! Well, in that case-”

“Yes. You do not have to decline. I hope that His Highness, no, will enjoy us here as just a human being, Glacia.”

“That’s right. When we heard that only one person, Glacia, was coming, we leaned forward and waited. Hehehe.”

“Kuuu...”

'Wow.'

Ingrid gags when she sees Glacia buried among the dragmas and making unpleasant noises.

No matter how you look at it, it is an incomprehensible sight.

Dragma, like other races, is a descendant of a certain dragon.

And the characteristic of that dragon is that, unlike other dragons, it has extremely smooth skin and a plump body.

It is also different from slime.

Small dragons with firm yet soft scaleless skin and plump yet fleshy skin.

When it comes to uniqueness, it is comparable to that of Fans.

At the same time, from an aesthetic point of view, they can never become major.

They are already 4 heads tall, and while they resemble dragons, they have plump bodies and smooth skin, so their evaluations are polar opposites.

To be exact, it's only received extremely favorable reviews from some people.

I once heard this from Ingrid, who was out running errands and was having a quick meal at the entrance to a quiet back alley in the capital during lunchtime.

‘Dragma? Those massive foreign races. Even if horses are descendants of dragons and have the appearance of dragons that most closely resemble their ancestors, you would never be able to picture them as dragons when you see them without even a single scale.'

‘Oh hey! Still pretty good? ... Don't do that, just give me a hug too. Are you saying you're incredibly voluptuous? My body is locked. It literally feels like I'm just being sucked in. 'My whole body gets sucked in.'

'No matter how much of a friend I am from the same neighborhood, it's really hard for me to understand this. There's mucus coming out of their bodies, right? The moment you accidentally hit your body, it becomes sticky and the force is so strong that you can't even say anything. Especially in the capital, you can see beautiful ladies from noble families all the time just by sitting in the square, so why bother showing the lower half of your body to people of different races? 'Don't you have any intention of heading to ?'

'That's because you don't know. When you get the chance, go to a brothel and nominate a dragma. The mucus that comes out of that body makes me feel good enough to make most perfumes go away, and the fact that it's strong means that it makes me even more excited because it hugs me tightly whether I reject it or not. The inside is also slippery, so it's a fantastic sensation that humans can't feel.'

'... Ugh, that's enough, that's enough. No matter how much you think about it, the face is a dragon in the end, so you're fucking while looking at that? There is a separate kind of abnormal sexual desire.'

'Hehe, if you look at it as is, how cute it is!'

'... I'm sorry, but please stay away. And please shut up. 'I don't know what bullshit they are talking about when they invite me to eat at lunch time.'

Ingrid, who listened to the two men's conversation, also agreed with the man's opinion, which she had repeatedly rejected.

Even among other races, they looked different from other races, so Ingrid thought she was a man and tried to imagine it, but no matter how much she thought about it, she felt it was impossible.

And the 1st Prince is fascinated by such dramas.

The smooth body further accentuated the sticky liquid that was presumed to have been applied to the body, and it deeply embraced the first prince, who had not even taken off his clothes yet.

“... Well, I guess there’s nothing more to say. I hope you have a good time. Her Royal Highness Prince Glacia.”

Paladin Stendhal quietly watched the scene and stepped back.

The Dragmas at the entrance to the bathhouse took Glacia in between their huge breasts, and until the last moment, what Ingrid could see was Glacia holding the buttocks and breasts of the Dragmas on both sides with her hands spread out as wide as possible. It was like that.

Thanks to this, Ingrid has more information to bring to Camellia.

The first prince's hidden tastes, which are sure to be incredibly useful, but would be incredibly controversial if made public.

'... It's the most terrible thing that I have to report this with my own mouth.'

Anyway, the job is done.

Ingrid continued to lurk in Stendhal's shadow afterwards, until she witnessed him meeting with four other paladins who apparently shared the ritual plan of the Incarnation.

Ingrid had previously heard that the Paladins were going to announce that Curios, whose identity was revealed, was the dragon with the bloodiest blood among all dragons, and that they would proceed with the knight's festival until the end without stopping to prove that Curios was a completed vessel. I heard the promise.

She then decided to quietly emerge from the shadows and exit Rugal's temple while the paladins were on their way.

“Okay, we’ve roughly filled out the directory, let’s go back now.”

I feel good because I have a lot of income, so I can't help but talk to myself.

Since it is impossible to hide in the motionless shadows, what he is wearing is a bracelet of perception-blocking that Tarator received from the Spy Knights. After wearing the bracelet, he thoroughly used magic and quietly entered the temple in the form of Rugal's handmaiden. Go down the stairs.

Among the people they encountered along the way were paladins of different races who had good noses, excellent ears, and could even use their senses at will, but Ingrid, who took on the appearance of a female servant, was not detected.

However, right after she passed by, the two paladins stopped for a moment.

“... Sniff-”

“Why but? Theodore.”

“No, didn’t you smell blood somewhere? Morel?”

“Huh? Blood?”

“Yes.”

“... Isn’t that the usual thing? The maid who passed by after saying hello a little while ago must have been having a bad day.”

“Oh, I guess so?”

“Having a good nose doesn’t really work in times like these. If I had asked the female servant right then and there what kind of smell I was smelling, she would have been very embarrassed. Unlike the temperamental female paladins, I don't like being hated by pureblood human servants. I wish people would approach me like an uncle.”

“If that's the case, I'm glad...”

“Huh? Why again? Is there a problem?”

“No, whatever. I wasn't feeling well all day today, so it could be an illusion, but... the smell of blood didn't smell like blood from the body, but rather like old, dead blood.”

“... Hey, you’re in a bad mood today.”

“... Ey! shit. That's what they say. No, forget it. I said something pointless.”

One of the two paladins had a question for a moment, and then they returned to work without delving further into the smell of blood that Ingrid had gently shed.

The night the dragon Tetragramaton passed away quietly passed away.

        
            The giant's morning comes early.

Although the morning sun had not yet reflected the slightest bit of his image in the dawn light, the giant opened his eyes and stood up.

“Uhm...”

A small moan, or a sound that feels equally huge to everyone because it is the moan of a giant, resonates inside the log cabin.

The giant got up from the bed, stretched, lowered his legs halfway, and yawned.

“Uaaam...”

Upright-

With that alone, the wolf sleeping under the bed woke up, flapping its ears.

By human standards, the time zone is such that it becomes vague to use the word night, and it is the perfect time to refer to it as the beginning of dawn.

It's the time when everyone is asleep, the animals that wandered around all night have just fallen asleep, and the humans who wake up and are active during the day are still asleep.

People who don't know much about giants spread blameless stories while drinking that giants can greet the sun early, but that's false.

Just because all giants are tall doesn't mean they see the sun quickly.

The grace of the sun god is fair to the giants, whether they exist or not.

The reason why I woke up at a time when the sun, which I couldn't see even if I lifted my head as hard as I could, hadn't even appeared, was simply because the giant who had just gotten out of bed tended to get up unusually quickly.

And the reason why he wakes up exceptionally earlier than other giants is,

This is because he is a unique giant who emphasizes and calls himself a hunter among many giants.

Hunter's morning.

Hunter.

A giant and a hunter at the same time.

The lives of giants consist of 'hunting' anyway, and most of them call themselves warriors or blacksmiths. However, these giants are conscious of hunting as their instinct or origin, and call themselves 'hunters'.

“... You were fast today too.”

Mei profit-

When I open the window, what I see is a deep mountain range, dark as the sun has not yet appeared.

However, despite this, the giant's eyes were able to clearly distinguish all objects without feeling any hindrance.

In the eyes of humans, it is a home full of mountain ranges that must be climbed at the risk of death, and these are heights that make other giants think a bit before climbing them, but for the giant who has now opened his eyes, it is higher than his eye level. This is because there are no mountain ranges that have been climbed.

As the giant was appreciating the spectacular view, he heard the sound of someone striking a candle.

Wow! Kaaaeak-!

“... You slept well today as always. Hresvelg.”

When I heard the giant snoring, I looked at the doghouse outside the house and saw a huge gray bird with a chain wrapped around its body, who was not the original owner of the doghouse.

“But, it looks like you went to the orthodox’s house and slept today as well. Something pure.”

Kiing- Kiing-

At the same time, the giant is stroking the head of a huge wolf that has wandered away all night, and is expressing dissatisfaction with him at his feet.

“Come here. The hair is a little damaged, so I'll cut it.”

In addition, perhaps because he got angry while trying to squeeze into a narrow doghouse to claim dominance, the giant found some burnt fur and grabbed a pair of scissors. From his point of view, they were scissors, but from a human's point of view, they were tools that could be compared to other siege weapons. It was refined.

Snap- Snap-

As a result, the wizards wanted to get it at any cost, and the adventurers would never approach it no matter how much they paid. The wolf's fur was cut off by the scissors and fell on the floor.

All of these are pets.

The wolf is a moonlight wolf with a huge right front paw.

A gray bird with its body wrapped in iron chains forged by a giant bird.

And even the giant who raises all the animals and lives in a log cabin he built himself.

All of them were so huge that a human could never see all three beings at the same time at a glance unless they were very far away, and they were huge even by the standards of giants.

And the name of the one who owns all these things, the name of the giant,

Sotalk.

As a giant, he is a unique and best giant archer whose occupation is hunting, and is called a [hunter who brings down the sky] among the giants.

At the same time, there is another title, but Sotok forgets it because he doesn't try to remember most things other than his own name.

However, in the morning, the difference is only in the size of the body, but it is no different from the day of an ordinary human hunter.

'Let's go for a walk to the east today.'

He wakes up at dawn, changes into hunter's clothes, grabs a crossbow, and walks through the forest with the animals he uses as hunting dogs.

There is no wind at dawn.

Game hunters with a good nose usually take their steps out in advance when they smell the scent of iron mixed with the wind, but from that perspective, early morning when there is no wind is the optimal time for taking a walk or light hunting.

In addition, Stella, the Supreme Fruit, was hanging on the cliff of a valley that no being could reach except for the person she saw a few days ago. She found a tree with open leaves. If she takes it and brings it to the giant's village, she will receive 5 of her favorite raspberries. I even thought I could get it.

His morning plan was to return home after his early morning walk and have a late breakfast.

However, such a plan was canceled by the cry of a bird that approached the window that the giant Sotok had left open.

“Hmm?”

Sotok frowned as he felt something flying towards the window at great speed.

What appeared before his eyes was an eagle that was huge by human standards, but was smaller than a hummingbird in Sotok's eyes.

So, although he had good eyesight as a hunter, Sotok found an eagle that the giant could not easily see because it was so large.

Grrr-

“Orthodox. Stay still.”

The giant suddenly bared his teeth and pressed down on the wolf's head to stop him.

Pudeodeok- Pudeodeok-

Soon the eagle sat down by the window, folded its wings, and stopped in front of Sotok.

Then, in a voice he could never produce with his own throat, he delivered the news, the conclusion of the covenant.

[Giant Sotok. I inform you that the covenant has ended.]

“... What?”

[Repeat. Giant Sotok. I inform you that the covenant has ended.]

“... The pledge is over.”

[Yes. From now on, the messenger sent by Notary Mortis will deliver it to the contractor on the other side on behalf of Mortis.]

Sotok stiffened when he heard Mortis' name come out.

Mortis is a three-legged bird that once flew around the humans that Sotok was debating whether to catch or not.

The bird remembered that one day, when Sotok was fighting the dragon Tetragrammaton, he flew in and made an offer between himself and the dragon, and Sotok accepted it.

And the fact that the bird sent by Mortis came to him-

[The end of the covenant is announced.

The dragon Tetragramaton is dead.

Repeat.

The dragon Tetragramaton is dead.

Repeat.

Tetragrammaton, the dragon that hunts giants, has passed away.

Half of the contractors disappeared.

Mortis accordingly conveyed the fulfillment of the contract to the other half.

With this, Mortis' duties as a notary ended.

Sotok, the giant of giants.]

His own close friend. It means that the dragon, who is their archenemy and who swore to remember each other's names, is dead.

“... I see.”

Sotok closed his eyes at the little eagle's words.

Meanwhile, the eagle gradually began to disappear.

To be precise, the eagle is just a remnant of Mortis.

A part of Mortis' soul that was bound by a contract between the dragon Tetragrammaton and the giant Sotok.

The moment the time came for the spirit to announce the end of the covenant, it came in the form of an eagle to deliver the news to Sotok as quickly as possible.

So, having done his job, the messenger began to return to Mortis, and Sotok, who had been swallowing the dragon's death in his heart for a moment, remembered that he had to fulfill his promise and asked where the dragon had died.

“In that case, honoring your friend is your duty as someone who has made the first and last promise of your life. I ask you, the remnants of Mortis.”

[I will answer, Giant Sotok.]

“Where did my friend Tetragrammaton lie?”

[The place where the dragon fell is a snowy mountain surrounded by the largest number of humans, deep in the ground of a city built by those who worship a god who does not have a single appearance.]

As soon as the eagle finished answering, it disappeared.

And Sotok guessed the place where the dragon died from the answer.

“If it’s a snowy mountain, if it’s close to the Tetragrammaton’s residence and a place with a lot of people, is it there?”

Now that Sotok had figured out the location, he decided to go pay his respects.

I went to the closet, took out the hunter's outfit, put my feet into the boots I had saved, and tied the laces.

He stuffed a handful of arrows into his quiver to fill it up so that there was no empty space, and then put on his cloak.

Kiing- Kiing-

“Oh, that’s right.”

For a moment, the giant saw the giant wolf fussing at him and thought that if he was going to go, he should also show the pets he had met after breaking up with him at his friend's grave.

Soon, the giant's voice echoed loudly across the mountain range.

“Hresvelg! Wake up!!!

Orthodox! Get ready!!!

Today, I'm going to go a little far!!!”

The giant gave a loud command, and at that moment, the eyes of the two demon beasts changed.

The sleepy eyes that were intoxicated with sleep, and the eyes that were begging for food from their owners, followed the hunter's orders to herd the prey and prepared to bite it to death.

Sotalk is also ready.

I thought about opening the storage room and taking out the spear, but the spear was too heavy, so I decided not to take it out.

Instead, he carries the crossbow that has been with him his whole life, hangs the quiver of arrows on his belt, opens the door, and heads out.

Then he looked north toward the mountain range where he lived and quietly measured the distance.

“Tir If you are Nog, you will arrive in 4 hours.”

        
            “Don’t touch it.”

“Don’t touch me!!!”

When Farewell warned Luba, Luba quickly took back the hand that was trying to touch the spear.

Just for a moment, when Ruba tries to touch the window with her toe, Farewell warns her again.

“... I will correct it. Don't touch it at all.”

“...”

Then this time Luba tried to hit the window with the hatchet he had brought.

“... That doesn't mean you can touch it with a weapon, so please! a little! Just stay still!”

“No, why are you screaming like that!!!”

“Hey you bastard! Do I look like I can’t scream now?!”

This is the third warning.

No matter how fair it was, I endured it as much as I could.

And in front of Farewell, who had endured enough, this time he put down his hatchet and ran towards Luba, who was trying to touch the spear that he was adjusting with other nearby trap-making materials. In the end, Farewell decided to hit him out of politeness and all. heard.

“Yaaa!”

However, compared to Luba, who has hunted countless demonic beasts, Farewell is nothing more than a young homunculus who has not lived in the double digits of his life and whose only fight was a bloody fight with the wizard Roin.

“... Yap!”

Talk-

bang!

“... Mr. Lee! If I get hit once, will it go away?!”

“No, what kind of person would greet you gently just because you said you wanted to hit me?!!”

Ruba lightly stepped on Farewell, who seemed to have no meaning other than scribbling, and slammed him down on the workshop floor.

“Ssi really... You just came into someone else's workshop and started messing around...”

Farewell, who was on the verge of tears for a moment, stood up, shook off his clothes, and went back to the production table.

“... I understand!! Then is it okay to just ask a question?!!”

“... Is that so.”

Still, there was a tacit agreement.

Ruba figured out the line that Farewell asked her not to cross, so she changed her policy to asking questions rather than taking direct action to resolve her questions.

“What you are making now, how powerful is it?!!”

What Ruba is looking at is the huge topaz window that Farewell is making over three days.

This is an artifact that Farewell is on the verge of completing at the request of the hygges, showing off his skills as an alchemist and going through many trials and errors.

The Hygges wanted Farewell to apply his knowledge as an alchemist to their traps after he created goggles that were useful in the Forest of Illusion, and although Farewell also had a desire to create various artifacts, the necessary tools have not yet arrived. Just when I was wondering what I should do, I was asked to do it, so I am helping hygge people as a hobby.

“I’m going to dig a hole, put a spear in it, and then draw a magic circle. The diameter is about 5 meters.”

“It’s so small!! At that size, he can only catch medium-sized monsters!!!”

“The diameter of the magic circle is 5 meters, but in reality, it extends wider, higher, and sharper. Don't ignore it. And don't scream, it hurts my ears.”

“I’m not sure!! Please show it yourself!!!”

“Ah, my ears... whew... that won't work. It's already like this. Please help me. Since I had to test it out, I decided to go outside and test it out.”

Luba, who listened to Farewell's words, immediately began moving the topaz spear from the workshop to the outside.

Originally, Luba was asked by Farewell to be Astesian and came to bring ingredients on behalf of the members of the church who had left for Rugal.

Then, Luba caught the eye of a new trap that the hygges had requested, which was about to be completed, and upon discovering it, Luba ended up holding on to Farewell so persistently.

'A person like this will become a little more calm once you see it with your own eyes. 'Let's just show it and be done with it.'

In Farewell's view, Ruba is a person whose intuition can only be resolved by experiencing it with her own body, or at least seeing it with her own eyes.

So, she had no choice but to lead Luba, pick up the topaz spear, take it to the yard outside the workshop, bury it with the blade facing upwards, and then draw a magic circle with that as the center.

“Okay... let’s try it.”

After that, all you have to do is make it work.

“Now, now. Let's stay far away for now. If you stay close, you'll get hurt.”

“Isn’t this enough?!!”

“Insufficient. Did you say it? This is a very wide trap. I'm not good at dispensing medicine, so if you don't want to get hurt, stay back.”

'Originally, it would be buried in the ground and react immediately when the demon comes up, but now the only way is to activate it manually.'

Farewell grabbed the back of Luba, who wanted to see it from as close as possible, and widened the distance between her.

Approximately 30 meters away from the magic circle.

After stopping at that point, Farewell closed his eyes for a moment.

Luba just kept looking at her face, wondering when Farewell would start.

After about a minute, Farewell opened his eyes.

[Sprigeon]

The starter word is the name of the species controlled by the ancient being that Topaz originally belonged to.

Activating a magic circle from a distance without even touching it is a short recited word in parallel with the soul vision that looks directly at the magic circle.

Although it was an insignificant power compared to the dragon, it was enough to awaken the power of the ancient being's servant.

“Wow...!!!”

And the reason why Ruba, who watched all the actions, felt that the series of processes was a beautiful sight was because Farewell's voice was a voice capable of interfering with the rules of the world.

At the same time-

The Topaz Spear was activated.

Ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-ba-bak!

As soon as I shout the starter word, a Topaz spear pops out from the magic circle.

What was used was only a small portion of the topaz that Farewell had picked up.

Starting from an iron spear with a groove made and a piece of topaz placed in the center, about 100 yellow spear blades protrude like blooming flowers.

“Huh... Okay. It's a success.”

Farewell's voice, which still retains its sweetness after having just changed her voice, signaled success.

This should be enough to quell Ruba's curiosity.

Originally, the power of topaz had the power to intimidate beings around it, but as it itself had sufficient hardness against weapons and armor containing magical power, Farewell was satisfied with Luba, one of the Hygges who were born hunters. I thought I would do it.

But Ruba's interests were now focused somewhere else entirely.

“Did you see it? Approximately like this-”

“Awesome!!!”

Upright-

flutter- flutter-

Luba's ears stick out to the limit, and his tail spins like a windmill.

“Uh, huh?”

“Voice! Very good!! You always talk in that voice. Why are you always talking so hoarsely because you forgot and didn't drink water?! I really like it now!!!”

Luba did not care about the performance of the Topaz Spear, which she had been curious about a moment ago, or anything else, and only praised Farewell's voice.

That's because Farewell's voice, which used words, sounded incredibly beautiful to Ruba.

This is also because Farewell's voice, the voice that can interfere with the world, is a voice that can only be heard as beautiful by all beings connected to the world.

However, for Farewell, he feels that his voice is too embarrassing to be heard by others, so he usually tries to refrain from doing so.

“City, it’s noisy! Hmm, hmm! iced coffee! Ah!”

“Ahh!! It was great!! It was okay!! An unemployed person who stays in the corner of his room and doesn't even want to come out looked as cool as a human!! Too bad!!!”

“Everyone, shut up! Quiet! And I'm not unemployed?! The equipment I ordered hasn't arrived yet, so there's little to do! Anyway, if you saw it, please rate it!”

Farewell quickly regains his voice and urges Ruba.

Ruba, who was truly sorry, touched each of the topaz spears one by one, struck them several times with a hatchet filled with magical power, and then boldly stabbed the tip of the spear with her finger and drew blood, then sucked her finger to stop the bleeding. evaluated.

“It’s so, so good!! With this level of prowess and power, no matter how Tyrant he is, he could annihilate his lower body the moment he falls into a hole!!!”

“Tylant, I only read it in books, but it was an extremely large Earth Dragon-type demonic beast belonging to the Light Dragon category. If you can get that much, it's enough. From the beginning, the goal was a trap that could injure a being like the Earth Dragon.”

“Ah!! So, would you like to go to the forest today?! The head of the Tyrant I caught last time!! Now, only the bones are left and hung at the entrance to the camp!!!”

“... I'm a little interested. Well, I guess I'll have to make some adjustments now, but it's too much, so I'll just go to the forest in the evening.”

“Yes!! Since it’s been a long time coming, I’ll also treat you to dinner that I made myself!!!”

Farewell smiles at Ruba’s recognition.

There is nothing more satisfying than receiving a verbal guarantee of the power of a homemade trap for a hunting people, even if it has not yet been actually used.

Thanks to this, Farewell felt better knowing that the three days of effort were not in vain.

The pieces of topaz that were said to have come from an ancient being, those pieces that had lost their owner, were more fragile than expected at first, but the more magical power was infused inside, the stronger they became, and the outer surface that was suppressing it was completely destroyed by the essence of topaz. It took a lot of trial and error to arrive at the discovery that it was possible to expand by awakening.

A lot of effort went into making the spear more intuitive and powerful, and I was very happy that it was recognized.

However, Farewell became even more greedy.

“That's right. And although this thing's physical damage is quite significant, it seems like it can also cause quite a bit of damage to races whose bodies are made up entirely of magical power. The power to shrink the soul contained in topaz is greater than you might think. If we have this, we might be able to start research on the development of medicine to give to Mr. Bishop as soon as the equipment arrives.”

“I see!! Then it might work for lace and stuff like that too!! No matter how much they are made up of spirit or magical bodies, if you have this, you can kill them, so it's even better!!!”

After hearing Luba's answer, Farewell was flattered for a moment. He then remembered that no matter how excellent the trap was, there would definitely be limitations, so he asked Ruba a question to check the limits.

“But please answer clearly. To what extent do you think this will be effective?”

“Umm...”

Ruba takes a moment to think about it.

What Farewell was talking about was how far the artifact she created would work.

Although it was created by the hygges to create a trap to help hunt demonic beasts, Farewell wanted to know for sure what kind of beings his current technology would work on.

Ruba also realized what Farewell wanted to know.

So, I turn my gaze away from the magical beast and think of enemies that are larger and more difficult to deal with within a wider range. I say this with confidence that a trap of this level will not work against such opponents.

“As expected, even the Earth Dragon is possible! Probably won't work on dragons or giants!!!”

“... Of course, right?”

Farewell was convinced.

Only about half, to be exact.

“Still, even if it works on dragons, I don’t think it would work on giants? Why don't giants think of using magical power? Isn’t the size similar to or smaller than the Earth Dragon?”

The sight that comes to mind for Farewell is a dragon, which is not only a magical creature to begin with, but also a being that can float in the sky forever.

So, I thought that as long as the dragon's spirit of challenge reached its peak and he landed on the ground and did not hit his artifact head-on, he would not suffer any damage.

However, I wanted to deny the giant's story a little.

The giants that Farewell knows are enormous and proportionately powerful, but in the end they do not use magical power.

This is because I thought that for such a giant, it would definitely be a trap that would be able to seal at least one leg, no matter how weak the effect was.

But Ruba was clear about that.

“No matter how much you know that the giants in the southern part of the empire are definitely huge, unlike other trolls and ogres, and they are no different from humans, so it is difficult to deal with them, but the fact that they will not be harmed by traps that catch even earth dragons-”

“Farewell. Do you know that?!”

“Huh? What?”

“Even giants can use a light magic or two if they learn it!!!”

“Huh? Really?”

“Yes. And do you know why the giants have not been seen using magic until now?!!”

“Uh... well.”

Ruba's question is knowledge that Farewell could not acquire from books.

Although Farewell had read numerous books in the Alchemist's Tower, the reason why Farewell could not read the book that contained supplementary content to answer Ruba's seemingly simple question was simpler than expected.

Even though humans have accumulated a long history,

To the point where it seems like the giants had to learn magic to fight even once.

Because he never once showed a threatening appearance.

Therefore, scholars have never even thought that giants would think that way, and even to this day, they are making nonsense of things like that they are under a curse that prevents them from handling magical power, or that giants are in fact unable to handle magical power at all. Because opinions were never expressed and unified, they were never made into a book.

So the hunters, not the scholars, Luba, the hygge, vaguely knew the reason why the giants did not learn magic.

An answer known only to demonic beasts with overwhelming power and hunters who have hunted such demonic beasts for generations.

“The giants!! Even though we have been fighting against humans for hundreds of years, no one has ever thought of fighting!!!”

“That... sound?”

“For them, humans have always been just prey!!!”

This is because there is nothing more shameful than a hunter who hunts with only his bow and legs using magic against his prey.

Therefore, if the topaz spear created by Farewell poses a great threat to the giants, the giants will use magic without hesitation.

If the giants start using magic-

If we recognize that we have to ‘battle’ rather than ‘hunt’ against humans -

Now the giant has become something that can no longer be stopped by Rugal's power or by human power.

        
            It is the fourth day since arriving in Tir you Nog.

It's been three days since the Knight's Festival was held.

During the mission that Tarator rescued, the morning dawned at the lodgings that had been rented out for an unlimited period of time during the so-called business trip.

We got up early and prepared to go to the knight's hall, and when we were ready, Tarator came.

“Hey, Bishop. Good morning.”

“... It's not that good. It's pouring rain.”

Feeling uncomfortable as my military boots got soggy from the rain falling as I chased after them, I leaned against the wall inside the dorm and took a moment to shake off the rain with Tarator.

Now that a day has passed, the important thing is how Curios will be treated and whether the Knight's Festival will continue.

Tarator, who returned with news about whether the duel between Marvelous and Winnet, the remaining participants, will end or whether it will go ahead, takes a sip from a small bottle of milk and tells me all the news he brought.

“Oh, really. Maybe it's because it's raining, but it's so cold I'm dying. If this was going to be the case, I should have brought some warmed milk. Oh. There were magic utensils for cooking in the bishop's quarters, right? Can I heat up some milk?”

“Just eat it. Quickly unpack the things you learned.”

“Eng... Tsk tsk, that's heartless. Okay, anyway, here's the story:

[Yongin Curios is definitely a dragon. He had wings and could shoot out a frenzy, but he was a dragonia, not a dragon. It's just that we have never met a dragonia with blood thick enough to fire its wings with enthusiasm. Up to this point, this is the opinion of the majority of the members and the president of the Tyrner Nog Polyp Society, who were selected as Rugal's investigators regarding this situation, and if you wish to refute this, please feel free to come to the society at any time with any amount of data that conflicts with our data. ]

This was the contents of the statements of scholars bribed by Rugal.”

“Good. What’s next?”

“Next... Well, it's the first prince's opinion.

[Dragonia Curios is nothing else, it is definitely a dragon. He knows how to use wings and heat, and at the same time he is a dragonia and a member of the people of the empire. So even if Curios is a dragon and not a dragon, it doesn't matter. Rather, I think it would be even more welcome if it were a dragon. The conditions for participation in the Knight's Festival are as set by Ardress, the first Rugal Holy Knight, and in order to participate, there must be three people anywhere in the world who have received help from him. And Curios helped humans from the time he first appeared on the frontier of the empire, and since he helped others several times, he was qualified to participate in the knight's festival. In that case, even if he is a dragon, I will still call him a human. In addition, the dragon Curios, despite being a proud Dragonia, even swore to become a citizen of the empire, so I apologize to those who spread outrageous remarks aimed at causing confusion. If Curios was truly a dragon, would such a proud dragon have tried to become a subject of a nation founded by humans? Therefore, from now on, if there is anyone who continues to discuss false beliefs despite what I have said, I will personally correct their false beliefs in the name of the royal family.]

This is the full story.”

“... I managed to memorize it all.”

“You worked hard, right? Then, let me warm up some milk. Anyway, the cold on a rainy day makes me feel sick to my stomach.”

“Yes. Write it.”

I am impressed by Tarator, who has memorized the entire text of the huge poster that was attached to the main entrance of the hall.

To catch my breath for a moment, I went to the kitchen and heated up some milk that Tarator was holding. I also heated up some for myself, and we sipped each other and continued our conversation.

“Because memory is a specialty. Have you been better at studying since you were young than you thought? Kahahaha!”

“... Is that kind of person like the head of a back alley in the Kingdom Alliance? The nun at the monastery who taught me how to study must have shed tears of blood.”

“You didn’t really do that. It was the teacher who introduced me to a job in the back alley.”

“... Since when did the Gaia Church become like that?”

When asked the last question, he raised his arms as if he didn't understand and let go of Tarator, who was nodding his head. He sat down on a chair, tilted his head back and thought.

'It's just like what Ingrid told me when she came late at night. The story is that the 1st Prince was bribed and decided to take Rugal's side completely. Besides, I don't know if he had anticipated that a situation like this could happen, or if he was just quick to react, but it is certain that Curios will appear in the duel today.'

Dragon Curios will appear on the battlefield again.

There are two duels remaining.

One is the duel that Curios should have fought against the person who won the duel between Hwarim and the Marvelous One, which was originally supposed to have been done yesterday.

And the next duel, as scheduled, is the finals duel between Winnet, the winner of the opposite group, and the winner of the duel between Curios and Marvelous, which is today's duel.

'Actually, we should take a good day's rest and do our best for the finals, but since Curios missed yesterday's investigation, we have to fight today's duel first and then proceed straight to the finals without a break.'

Since it was different from the original plan, it can be seen as a very unreasonable action.

However, it is not particularly unreasonable, since Curios is a dragon in the first place, there would be no problem even if he played the duel from the preliminaries to the final without resting.

'What Rugal wants is simply to show off how great Curios, the last piece of God's vessel, is. 'This is a task to confirm that they were not wrong by overcoming battles against outstanding and diverse races from all over the empire.'

I confirmed that they have no intention of stopping.

However, that doesn't mean I have any plans to do anything.

My job is done.

Although the last of the three bodies to be used in the incarnation ritual was completed, I was confident that a being like Rugal would not be born immediately.

The incarnation ceremony itself is a plan that Rugal has been faithfully preparing for hundreds of years.

Therefore, from now on, the remaining three heroes, the Beast King, the Fetal King, and finally Curios, who will take his place as the true Dragon King, must go through the stage of intercourse once again to create another Rugal.

Even if we were to find a mother body capable of conceiving the power of the pieces again and succeed in conceiving, it would undoubtedly take quite a long time for them to be born and grow.

So, all I have to do is bring all the information I have gathered so far to Camellia, and then move immediately after she decides what to do with Rugal and gives the order.

'For now, all I have to do is support Winnet.'

Thinking that things will end neatly right after Tarator, who gave all the information, returns, I watch Winnet sitting and meditating in the yard where the grass is growing healthy but kept short.

It's been abnormal ever since 'last night'.

If it were me, my legs would have gone numb and I would have felt drowsy, but Winnet continued to sit in one spot without moving.

It's an amazing sight.

Even though it was raining, dew settled on my shoulders.

The clothes were not soaked in humidity, but dew was forming on them.

As if a person has become one with nature, the dew falls from the clothes to the floor without losing its tension.

Pong-

'It's a fight with a dragon.'

Winnet is probably determined to never do anything again.

Curios flies in the sky, radiates enthusiasm, uses fear, and in addition, wields a great sword so heavy that criminals find it impossible to wield.

Fighting with him like that is bound to be difficult, no matter how Winnet is.

You can give up.

You don't have to risk your life.

However, Winnet was determined to show Curios everything he had.

There are many reasons.

One is revenge for Eila's defeat.

One is revenge for ignoring him.

Another thing is,

Because of the fighting spirit of being able to compete head-on with dragons as an adventurer.

'In my opinion, Winnet is not normal either.'

That's why I feel grateful to Winette, even though she says she's a bit incompetent, and that she decided to become my teacher.

Pong-

“Anyway, it’s raining heavily.”

The rain that had been pouring down has now turned into a drizzle.

“Bunk! Make sure the rain doesn’t hit the empty guest rooms!”

“Yes! Okay, master!”

You can hear the owner of the inn ordering his servant to do some work.

At the same time, I heard someone knocking on the front door of the dorm.

smart-

'Who is it?'

Puzzled, I go to open the door.

The other members of the church went about their morning activities, and Tarator also relayed the news to me and left, saying that he would diligently stop by somewhere again.

So, I wonder who would come to visit us this early in the morning.

Squeak-

“Good morning. Bishop of Deshade Church.”

As soon as you open the door, what you see is a group of women wearing huge red umbrellas.

The people dressed in old-fashioned dresses seemed to be from several families, not just one family, with each family's emblem made into a brooch and hanging on their chest, gloves, or as accessories such as earrings.

I reply to the woman who came to my dorm.

“... Yes. By the way, who are you?”

However, although you feel sorry from the beginning, it contains lies.

That's because the women in front of him all had red handkerchiefs tied around their wrists.

After all, the women in front of me and I must be meeting each other for the first time.

“Excuse me, I should have introduced myself first, but I awkwardly brought up the fact that the weather was not good in a happy way, with a thoughtless greeting that has become a custom. My name is Clayzen Highland Teoroi. She is the eldest daughter of the Teoroi family.”

“... Nice to meet you. This is Lee Lim, the bishop of the Deshade Church.”

I am a little late in answering the words of the woman smiling in front of me.

'It's the same smile as back then.'

As I look at her smiling face, I am reminded of her smiling at me while I was disguised as a servant girl in the large bathhouse.

As it was in front of the same woman, he was completely defenseless, not covering his body at all.

“... Hey, why are you doing that?”

“Yes?”

“You keep staring at my face... Oh, did we meet somewhere else? If so, really excuse me-”

“No! no! We have never met! yes Absolutely! Hahahaha!”

“Ah, yes... of course, right?”

After almost getting caught for showing off his face for no reason, he quickly denied Clayzen's suspicions and let Clayzen's companions inside.

        
            A group of people dressed in red, each coming under the roof and shaking off raindrops.

He glances at Clayzen, who has a confidence that stands out from the rest of the women, and thinks about where we should talk, thinking that the outdoor area where Winnet was sitting a while ago can be seen is a bit far from the living space, so he sends her there. .

“Please sit at the table connected to the outdoors. I'll be there right away.”

“Thank you for letting me in.”

“Ah, but Winnet was meditating inside-”

I told them where to wait for a while because I was thinking of bringing my car, but after talking about it, I thought that the place would cooperate a little more if the 10 or so people behind Claygen came in.

Above all else, I was worried that I would disturb Winnet's meditation.

“I understand. I hope it doesn’t get in your way, right?”

Fortunately, Claygen recognized my intention right away.

Just-

“Did you call me? Clayzen.”

“Sorry, but could you please wait at the entrance with other people?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

When Claygen snaps his fingers, a woman who was close behind jumps forward, listens to her words, and conveys her thoughts to the others.

At that time, thanks to the consideration of the gardener who was managing the garden near the entrance, all of Claygen's group were able to come inside.

“If that’s the case, let’s go to the banquet room connected to the first floor. We will serve you some warm tea.”

“Oh, is it okay?”

“Yes. Even if it's drizzling, it's still rain. Even if you are young, if you keep standing in a windy place, your body can get hurt.”

“What a wonderful consideration. Then I won’t necessarily refuse. Let me accept your favor.”

‘He is someone who knows what opportunity is. Well, I guess I'm doing a rental business in the best place in this huge city.'

Stroking his mustache, I look at the manager who is moving around so as not to miss the opportunity to increase his connections and connections.

Then, I thought I should hurry and prepare tea, so I guided Claygen and went to the kitchen in the dorm where there was a magic tool that had been heating milk a little while ago.

“Good morning, oppa.”

“Yes. A bad rainy morning.”

“... Mr. Geez. Someone else is heating the water for a long time, so stop talking.”

When I entered the kitchen, what I saw was Peria with her legs up on the table.

Behind Peria, who had already completed all the preparations and was looking at her notebook, she could see the port above the magic furnace that was just beginning to steam.

“Did you know it was coming?”

“No. That's not it, I was looking out the window on the second floor and I just saw something coming this way.”

“Really? Hmm...”

Feria is also worried as he says that he had no idea that Claygen's group would visit our lodgings.

Clayzen is a person of the principledist school.

She is the eldest daughter of a family that claims that only pure-blooded humans are the true owners of the empire.

‘That Clayzen has been dragging his people since morning. 'Why?'

I'm embarrassed because I don't know the intention.

Clayzen She also participated in the knight's festival.

She knows how great the pure-blooded humans in the great bathhouse perform at the knight's festival, and her family is also a martial family that has served the imperial family, Steyer, for quite a long time even before the founding of the empire, so this knight's festival is also a celebration of the family's dance. It is said that he participated to show off.

'Well, I lost to Winnet in the end.'

I was in Rugal's basement when the finals were held, so I only heard the news, but I later heard that he had been working with Winnet for quite some time.

widely-

Peria folds the notebook she was looking at and speaks quietly to me.

“The people brought in by Claisen are the ‘Redcoat’, a social gathering attended by noble ladies made up entirely of young pure-blooded humans that she created.”

“Social gathering?”

“Yes. In the Empire, they are now refraining from talking about pure-blooded humans or chauvinism. So, it is a ‘social gathering’ after all. It's just a group of people who are close to each other, and those close people happen to be female descendants of warrior families made up of pure-blooded humans who have been fighting for generations since before the founding of the empire.”

“... I see. Still, that makes me even more unpredictable.”

It doesn't matter whether they are made up entirely of pure-blooded humans or not.

The important thing is why such a group of pure-blooded humans came to us.

Clayzen is a pure-blooded human who memorizes the names and families of all the knights, adventurers, and other people who participated.

Among them, it was natural that she would especially like Winnet, so as soon as I saw Claygen's face, I thought I had come to see Winnet and told her the location of Winnet.

'But even when the story about Winnet came up, the woman only showed a look of awe and joy, and didn't say anything else, just that she would wait for me to come. That means, of course, that I have other business to attend to.'

Pisss-

“Oppa, what should I give you for tea?”

“Huh? Ah, something that makes my brain work well.”

“Then... drink anything. No matter what you drink, your head goes there.”

“Mr. Lee-”

Just in time, Peria had already prepared the tea, and as if she wanted to do the rest as well, she even mixed the tea leaves in water and gave me the tea.

The finished tea was poured into two teacups, and Peria showed them to me and gave me advice.

“It doesn’t matter what it is. I don't think we would have to worry so much if he was a person of Claygen's caliber. He must have come to suggest something. So, if you think it will be beneficial, accept it, but if not, reject it.”

“You mean there’s no need to pay attention?”

“Yes. It wasn't an invitation, it was because he came by himself. If there is anything to regret, it would be there.”

“Okay.”

“Still, if someone brings up the topic that they really need to think about it, they will make up any excuse and come to me after leaving. Because I will stay here forever.”

“Yes.”

“Okay, cheer up!”

After hearing Peria's words, he takes the car and returns to Clayzen.

Clayzen was waiting quietly at the table under the eaves outside, following my instructions.

However, even though I appeared with tea, her eyes were focused on Winnet, who was meditating in the short grassy yard outside the eaves.

'It looks very attractive.'

Since I'm not looking this way, I can see the scene in detail.

Winnet is meditating under the gray sky at a time when drizzling rain is falling and it is still morning, and at the same time it is reasonable to call it dawn.

It looks like a hermit.

Even the smallest drop of rain could not wet Winnet's clothes and instead fell to the floor, forming a puddle around her.

The circular pool with an open hole in the middle surrounds and protects Winnet like a moat.

Dalkak-

“Isn’t it fascinating?”

“Yes?”

As soon as I put down the teacup, Clayzen turns his head and speaks.

“Ah, thank you.”

Slurp-

Her long blonde hair wavered for a moment before she took a sip of tea and continued speaking.

“That one. Among humans, only Winnet can do this.”

I understood what Clayzen meant.

What Winnet is doing is going beyond applying magical energy to her entire body in very detailed ways, and expressing it as another surface on her skin, clothes, and each hair.

Although it is invisible to the eye, it clearly exists as another film, sending raindrops flowing around Winnet's body.

Even for me, that is impossible, and neither Aila nor Hwarim can do that, even if they are the corps commander, the strongest human being I know.

This is something that only Winnet, who has been using his entire body as a weapon for several years while wearing only a gauntlet and rotating magical power within his body as if he were breathing, can do this.

But that's only human standards.

“Among humans, what is the sound?”

“Yes. Among the Fain, there is a heterogeneous race called Alumina, whose shell instead of skin is itself a mass of magical power. They are people who resemble beetles, and it is said that they have been able to use such abilities since they were young.”

No matter how much a person excels in one area through training, there are other races of people who can already display similar abilities from birth.

The Alumina species can easily show a similar appearance that Winnet was only able to show when he reached his current level.

When I heard that, I felt a little offended, even though I thought in my heart that I shouldn't pay attention to the differences between other races and pureblood humans.

“... I see.”

“Still, I don’t think it matters.”

But it wasn't Clayzen.

“Even so, Winnet’s efforts are not in vain. Rather, Winnet’s appearance means something else.”

“What is that?”

“This means that we pure-blooded humans, who consider humans, the majority of other races, to be the most ordinary and weak because they have nothing special, can imitate the likeness of other races if they just try.◦ #◦

she was smiling

human potential.

The belief that no matter how advanced other races are by birth, through effort one can imitate something similar to them and show a higher level.

Clayzen admires Winnet, other pure-blooded human participants in the Knight's Festival, and all the people throughout the empire who are still protecting the country with pure human bodies.

“So, I believe that all people with potential can easily surpass other races as long as they are given the right place, opportunity to grow, and abundant support.”

So Clayzen brings up business.

“I will say what I want to say right away without going on for a long time.”

She participated in the Knight's Festival holding a sword herself.

Clayzen participated in the knightly festival in which many different races participated.

and,

A proposal as the leader of the Redcoats, a supremacist group that strives to give pure-blooded humans the opportunity to stand above other races.

I came here to do something for Hwarim.

“Hwarim, a soul disease belonging to the Deshade Church. Could you please send her to us?”

        
            “... What did you just say? You want to take Hwarim to the Teoroi duchy?”

“Yes. It's exactly what you heard.”

Clayzen answered my question again, wondering if he had misheard, and again expressed his opinion intelligently.

“We, the Teoroi family, would like to take Hwarim from the church, precisely at my personal request. Of course, we have also obtained some individual requests and family permission. Ah, but please don’t misunderstand. I am not asking you to completely change your affiliation. This is an official request, and more accurately, it is in the form of a dispatch engineer. Hwarim, being a member of the Shallow Grave Knights of the Deshade Church, will remain in our family as is. You can go back whenever you want.”

“... Is that so.”

If you only look at affiliation, that's true.

In order to participate in the knight's festival, you must have guaranteed skills by being a knight of the rogue, an adventurer, or a knight of another knightly order, whether religious or religious.

So, Hwarim and Aila participated in the knight's festival as members of our church's Order of Shallow Grave Knights.

Afterwards, there would be no problem at all if the Duke of Theoroi, who noticed the appearance, called Hwarim for the simple reason of an invitation based on fan sentiment, or as a knight dispatched to provide advice to the knights belonging to the duke.

So, Clayzen tells honestly why he wants to take Hwarim to his family.

“I had a clear feeling when I saw Hwarim swinging the sword. After seeing him fight so fiercely with Marvelous, who created the best environment for him, I felt that Hwarim was someone who could rise to a greater position.”

“If you say it’s a great location-”

“At least, I am interested in a technical advisor who can provide useful advice to the Knights Templar, and that is not an ordinary place that only takes on the appearance of a Knights Templar in name. If you don't have one and would like to train Mu to the limit, we will prepare a place for you as a Rune Knight, the duke's family guardian knight.”

“... What are you planning to do by taking Hwarim away like that?”

“You don’t have to do anything. I'm not asking you to work for your family. What I mean is that I simply want to create an environment where you can focus on training your martial arts. Even if you ask for the position of Rune Knight, you won't be able to come in right away because it's only for one person, but Hwarim will definitely be able to surpass the current Rune Knight in less than 10 years.◦# ◦

“...”

I couldn't say anything after hearing Clayzen's words.

I did it because I was convinced, and also because it was not something I could answer.

‘The position of technical advisor and teacher to the Knights. And the position of guardian knight, the only one in the duke family. 'It's not something you can hastily say about giving anything away.'

Hwarim's swordsmanship is clearly of the highest standard.

Since depth of field is a weapon that has a profound effect on swordsmanship regardless of the amount of magical power, even now, no matter how young the knights are who have slowly developed their spiritual vessels and imbued their bodies with a huge amount of magical energy, it is rare to see anyone who can surpass Hwarim. , Hwarim shows considerable skill in a 1:1 situation in a melee, unless the enemy is inherently very different or feels heterogeneous.

Unlike me, who is able to store enormous magical power in my body through various methods, I am unable to purely sublimate my feats, so I only have the magical energy within my body that I am slowly accumulating in my own way using only the depth of field.

'So, if you're saying that you brought up the story because you were envious of his skills and potential, I can understand it. But that's not it either. If that was really the reason, you wouldn't have approached it this way.'

However, the proposal is only a proposal to Hwarim.

The reason Clayzen brought this up to me was to treat us as politely as possible.

She is the daughter of a duke who no one can treat lightly, and even as a member of the royal family, she makes people swallow their words once in a while to maintain a friendly relationship even though the relationship is between the monarch and vassal.

Nevertheless, Clayzen's way of talking and acting implies that he does not look down on our denomination, and at the same time, he wants to treat us with good will.

'If Hwarim's status is judged absolutely, he belongs to a weak religious order that is far inferior to that of a duke's family. Instead of directly and secretly recommending a transfer without telling other people in the church, he first spoke to me, who was the highest-ranking person in charge of the church. Just from this alone, I can already understand how you brought up this story.'

This made it clear.

Clayzen,

They are honoring us.

Treated as a human being, they do not admire him or look at him coldly, but rather show him respect.

'They look at us as pure human beings, not as soul diseases.'

From Feria's perspective, the reason why he didn't want to come forward and meet her like me.

This was because we judged that the person named Claysen would not bring up such a serious story because he was a fundamentalist who loved pure humans and had no choice but to show unconditional friendship toward our church.

Is it because the silence was too long?

Clayzen seemed to think I had misunderstood something, so he slightly lifted himself up in his seat and placed his hand with a red handkerchief on his chest and spoke.

“Bishop Lee Lim. I hope you understand my sincerity and the feelings of the eldest daughter of the Duke of Teoroi, Claysen Highland Theo-roi. I am absolutely not saying that I will take Hwarim and use her as a trophy to decorate my family's presence or as a mannequin for a clothing store. Additionally, being under the temple that Deshade created does not mean that the light of her potential is diminished. We are putting forward this proposal in the hope that more people will have the opportunity to realize and demonstrate their value sooner and earlier.”

“... Clayzen’s sincerity has been conveyed. I understand what you mean.”

At my answer, Clayzen sighed in relief and calmed down.

She was a person who truly loved people.

To be precise, a person who gives absolute trust and support only to pure human beings.

She was a pure-blooded human saint, someone who could act more like a virgin than a saint.

Although she had a biased love, she never felt like she was plotting something out of what she was doing.

There is definitely nothing to hide.

When comparing good and evil, it belongs to unconditional good.

The size of loving-kindness is greater than loving oneself.

But I thought that if Claygen had been wearing a mask, he would have easily refused.

'Anyone who planned such a plan to gather talented people and suddenly hold a Bloody Sunday to drive out the other races would have rejected it. It's not that, I just really like doing this work itself.'

So, I tried to somehow undermine her good heart.

In order to avoid sending Hwarim away, he wanted to somehow create the impression that there was a problem with the other person.

“Then I will ask.”

“Yes.”

“Why did you decide to treat us, soul patients, as humans, Mr. Clayzen?”

I tried to find fault.

I did that because I didn't want to let Hwarim go.

I was planning on rejecting the answer if I didn't like it even a little bit.

“That could be said to be a very foolish story.”

However, Kleisen's answer, like the favor shown just a moment ago, was very biased, but it also showed a clean line of bias.

“Claygen. Rather, if the people in front of me are not human, I don’t know what to call them.”

She answers, looking straight into my eyes.

A woman named Clayzen was a completely different kind of person than the scum of the kingdom.

It didn't even look like he belonged to the opposite side.

She was, quite rightly, the type of person from the beginning who questioned why the obvious had to be reconsidered and answered.

'shit.'

A look without a single doubt when expressing one's opinion.

The nobility of bias is stubbornness and stubbornness, but rather it proves that one is not wrong at all.

“Bishop Lee Lim, and Hwarim, a member of the Order of Knights of this church. I would not dare to say that I, who grew up peacefully in a country built through the blood and sweat of the imperial family and the people of the empire, understand the irrationality, discrimination, and pain in the kingdom union that the two people who were once mentally ill experienced. Still, if you think I have the right to apologize as a human being living in this world, then I will apologize as a resident of this world on behalf of the scum of the Kingdom Alliance who were thinking of dragging you in to avoid the inevitable sacrifice that came from their own sloth. . However, I want you to know this one thing. I, Claysen Highland Teoroi, in the name of my family, consider you all human beings. If anyone denies that, I will stand by your side and declare here that I will fight.”

It is absolute support and goodwill.

I feel like there is a definite framework that Clayzen has as a human being.

'Protector of pure-blooded humans.'

I still don’t know what her own standards are for judging a pure human being.

In Claysen's view, the reason why we can be accepted as human even if we have artificially created bodies is because we have a pure human soul, or simply because our appearance is clearly the same as that of a pure-blooded human. I can't.

But what is certain is that if we follow her advice, Hwarim will be able to receive much better treatment and support than what our denomination can provide now.

“So, can I talk to Hwarim?”

So Clayzen came to us with the intention of helping Hwarim, a human from a weak church.

“... Wait, give me some time.”

“Okay.”

The doctor said.

I needed time to think.

I drink tea while reciting Clayzen’s words from beginning to end.

...click-

But I just pretended to drink it.

The tea that flowed into my mouth couldn't go down and just stayed there.

In fact, I had so much to think about right now that I had even forgotten how to push the car down my throat, so I just moved with the thought that since I was in front of Claygen, I had to do something to disguise my normalcy.

'Always think calmly and make decisions without regret.'

What comes to mind in my mind is a mantra-like word that I always recite whenever I go into battle.

But right now, those words feel like a curse because they are the law that Hwarim taught me to control my mind.

I thought about it calmly.

So, I could definitely know what was right.

Since Hwarim wanted to continue to become stronger and was working hard, I thought it was right to leave us and go to her.

The status of the dukedom was worth more than what we could do.

Next, I tried to make a decision that I had no regrets about.

But I couldn't help but have regrets.

I couldn't imagine Hwarim not being next to me.

'A landscape without flowers.'

I finally got it in my hands.

More than anything else, the time I spent holding the weapon in my hand was the longest.

There were more times when I had to hold my breath vigorously than when I could exhale comfortably.

More than the time we spent looking at each other's faces, there were many times when we couldn't take our eyes off the thousands of weapons approaching in front of us.

Even in the midst of those times, we confirmed that we had each other and ran into a battlefield that we thought would never end without collapsing.

I think that one day there will come a time when we can talk comfortably while looking at the same scenery in a comfortable place without anyone's interference.

'Now I've finally achieved that.'

And as time passed, I was freed from the addiction.

With a roof named Gyodan, a space where more people can relax comfortably was created.

But the world doesn’t let us stop even for a moment.

Just as we need the military to maintain peace, we also need the strength to defend ourselves to protect the fence we have built.

So, I gave up on completely letting go of the spell that was entangled in my soul, and instead, Hwarim, who was freed from the spell before me, became a little stronger in her own way and tried to join us.

The way she disappeared from my side.

I say it to become stronger

To a place far away that my eyes can't reach

She will always hold your hand when you reach out

Do you think it will disappear somewhere far out of reach?

Greed-

It happened.

So I got angry at Clayzen, at her who had done nothing wrong.

        
            We respond to unkindness by embracing it fully.

Armed with a sword called Borgeo, I stand against the woman who is trying to take her away from me.

“I’m sorry, but I’ll pretend I didn’t hear you.”

“... Yes?”

“Hwarim is a member of our denomination. I have no intention of sending it somewhere else.”

“Hey, there seems to be a misunderstanding. I'm not planning to make a decision here, I just want to get permission to convey my opinion to her-”

“No. It's not that I misunderstood, it's that I will reject this story on my own.”

“... before even confirming your intention?”

“Yes.”

It doesn't matter what Clayzen thinks.

It doesn't matter if she came with good intentions.

I didn't like the offer, I hated it.

When I heard Clayzen say that he was going to take Hwarim away, I thought I had to be stubborn and tyrannical to stop him.

“...Are you serious?”

“I am sincere.”

Clayzen confirms it again and conveys my opinion straight.

Even if I compare my current actions to the tyranny of a tyrant, I have nothing to say.

For Clayzen, although it was a plan to remove someone from the church, it was a proposal made in good faith through formal procedures, but it was rejected from the beginning.

Still, she remained calm.

As the eldest daughter of a noble family, especially a duke, the training she received to always maintain a noble appearance made her successful at hiding her embarrassment.

“... This is unexpected.”

He barely speaks to himself and looks directly into my eyes for a moment.

What was contained there was not a criticism.

She, who really likes humans, instead of getting angry, simply looked at her as if she didn't understand, reprimanded herself as if she had been lacking in some way, and the resulting sadness, and then sent a doctor asking her to take back what she said because it was okay now. .

He tries to calm me down without being emotional.

So I became embarrassed.

She and I are both adults, but if other people watch, one of us will definitely be seen as a child.

It would be like a teacher trying to coax a child into leaving their toy and going to other children, and a young child who is wasting time and never wants to listen.

'But I don't want to let Hwarim go even if that's the case.'

Still, I thought it didn't matter if it looked that way.

Because that’s how I feel about Hwarim.

Even so, I want her to stay by my side.

“... Okay. It seems like there's something I don't like.”

Clayzen was a patient woman.

Even though I was the one who unilaterally cut off the opportunity to have a conversation, she still apologized so politely that I felt sorry and tried to promise a future date.

“I will step down this time. But I'll stop by again next time. At that time, I hope that my sincerity is conveyed-”

Even though she is the daughter of a duke, she tried to convey her true intentions until the end without pressuring her based on her position or threatening her.

The sentence was not completed by someone who intervened between us.

“You don’t have to do that, it’s okay.”

“... Winnet?”

Winnet, who has now come close to the table where we are sitting, looks down at Clayzen and says.

'Your body is all wet.'

Winnet wore a large towel around her shoulders instead of the uniform top she usually wore, shook her hair, and cast a shadow next to us.

At the last moment, I had to lose my concentration as I had to cross from the yard to this side, and at that moment, the raindrops that were falling down my body seemed to have made my whole body wet.

Because the clothes are always tight to the body, and because the smell of water mixed with the smell of flesh is so close to the tip of my nose, it feels a little alluring and makes me blush slightly.

As if it wasn't just me, Clayzen also tried to look away, but remained silent as if he knew that his mouth was slightly open, and in the meantime, Winnet spoke again.

“Anyway, the person involved is sure to refuse.”

“Yes? What is that-”

Winnet, who roughly brushed off her hair, points to one side.

Hwarim was there.

To be exact, everyone else, including Hwarim, was there.

In front of the threshold entering the outdoor space, Hwarim can be seen with his feet on the threshold alone with other people hiding behind the wall and sticking out their heads.

“Uh, it looks like I got caught. What should I do?”

“... Whatever, you don't mind if I get caught, right? It’s not like I heard something I shouldn’t have heard.”

When Astesia is shocked, Peria tells her that she just needs to be confident.

Meanwhile, Hwarim took his steps.

Ta-taek- Ta-taek- Ta-taek-

Cross the threshold and walk this way.

Did you hear the whole story?

Or maybe I was called by other people and only heard part of the story.

Or, did he only witness me expressing my strong refusal in front of Claygen?

I wasn't sure, but one thing was certain.

Hwarim's steps were light, yet somehow discreet.

Hwarim approached us slowly, taking his time, saying there was no need to rush, and stood in front of Clayzen and next to me.

A location that cannot be seen from me as I sit in my seat.

So I don't know what kind of expression she is making.

In that state, Hwarim puts her hand on my shoulder and says to Clayzen.

“I heard the whole story. Let’s decline the offer.”

“... Why?”

Clayzen asks again, and Hwarim’s hand moves to the nape of my neck.

“The reason for swinging the sword is obvious.”

I felt my body temperature.

I felt the touch of my hand.

A gentle hand caressing the nape of the neck.

The only thing that felt strange was that her touch felt like her body temperature was slightly higher than usual, even though it was a rainy morning.

So I tried to look back.

“Stay still, be quiet.”

“Uh, uh, yeah...”

But I was stopped.

Hwarim was gently pressing my shoulder, and maybe it was because I had the right amount of blood at the right time, but my body didn't move.

Hwarim stops me like that and says.

“I gave up my greed. If it were me before, if I didn't have anything really precious, I might have accepted your offer.”

“If not...”

“Yes. What is important to me now is the fence in the form of a denomination and everyone within it. I'm hoping to become stronger. But there is such a thing as priority. How to regret something precious only after losing it.”

Hwarim's hand rose from the nape of her neck to her face.

The hand covering my cheek moves its index finger and strokes my cheek.

“If I leave here, I might be able to become stronger faster. If they can prepare everything I want, I may be able to reach my original level and surpass it in just 5 years, no, 3 years. Even if I come back when the time comes, it might not be too late.”

“Then why-”

“But I feel like it’s a waste of time to spend like that. What I mean is that no matter how much stronger I become than now, the time I spend apart to become stronger will never feel more valuable than the time I spend not being with others.”

Hwarim didn't stop there.

“and-”

I feel her bending over.

“This child seems to hate me leaving so much that I can’t do anything about it.”

side-

“... Huh?”

It happened as soon as I finished speaking.

Event.

Sudden contact.

There was no way to know what was happening.

Hwarim immediately kissed my cheek.

Then, without me even having time to check, he straightened his back again.

Kuuk-

I couldn't look back.

Perhaps because she thought she couldn't show her face right now, this time Hwarim used even more force than before, and this time she pressed down on my shoulders with both hands, preventing me from getting up.

“And, I... I also have no intention of being separated from my beloved Lee Rim. So, I will refuse.”

Hwarim’s words have ended.

“... Yes. Okay... I understand.”

Clayzen raises his hand to cover his mouth and looks at me with his eyes wide.

You'll look so embarrassed because you wouldn't have thought about it.

He seemed to feel that he had done a great disservice.

He probably didn't know that Hwarim and I were this close.

But that goes for me too.

To be precise, I never imagined that Hwarim would bring up this story in front of other people, with all the members of the church watching behind her and Clayzen, who came as a guest, in front of her.

“Ah, um... this was very rude.”

The duke's eldest daughter who must always remain calm except in situations where it is deemed necessary.

It may have been Clayzen, but she couldn't hide her embarrassment at all and apologized.

You may have surprisingly little exposure to things related to love.

Contrary to her mature appearance, she covered her mouth with her sleeve, blushed, and continued speaking hastily.

“Well, then. Sorry for taking up your precious time. And Winnet. I look forward to the next game. The women of Redcoat are sincerely rooting for Winnet to achieve victory this year.”

“Ah, yes. Thank you for always supporting me...”

“Then, Bishop. Let's go. In addition, may the brilliant glory sent by the ancestors of our dukedom be granted to all of the Church of Deshade.”

Clayzen never forgets what is urgent or what needs to be protected.

Like a robot that never stops its series of actions even if it malfunctions, it mechanically got up from its seat, said what it wanted to say to Winnet, bowed its head, said hello, and slowly left.

“... gone.”

“Uh, yes. I went.”

After Winnett takes in Clayzen's appearance until the end, he puts a towel around his neck and pulls his neck back.

“Shall we go soon?”

“That’s how it should be.”

After that, he tried to leave but stopped.

Winnet speaks to Hwarim.

“... Of course, before that, you can hold it for a moment until it retreats. How about it?”

“... Do me a favor.”

It was replaced as is.

Winette took a step and came next to Hwarim, and Hwarim held my shoulder tightly, and when I thought I was no longer feeling it, she let go and handed the seat over to Winette.

Crack, tap, tap, crack-

You can hear Hwarim retreating at a brisk pace.

“Over there-”

“Shhh-. Stay still, stay still.”

Kuuuk-

“It hurts... Ah, it hurts, it hurts!”

“Eomsal is.”

As I was about to turn around, Winnet blocked me by pressing my shoulder instead of Hwarim, and although it was unkind compared to Hwarim, she pressed down with twice as much force.

Winnet quietly muttered, not caring whether I screamed or not.

“I can’t help it. That woman was making a face that she might show you someday, but doesn't have the courage to show it right now.”

        
            Accommodation not far from Rugal's temple.

The lodging is no different from any other inn business for people visiting Tir no Nog, but there is one unique thing.

The name of the owner of the lodging has been twisted twice and is connected to the finance department of the Rugal Church, and the lodging is said to be full and does not take reservations even though no one comes and goes all year round.

So, even if guests or nobles' messengers happen to come by, it is an accommodation that cannot be reserved, and at the same time, it is a building that visitors will not like very much because it is located in the middle of the temple and the outer part of Tir nog, which does not have a very good view to begin with.

Even so, the building has one surprising advantage.

The advantage is that you can reach the accommodation without being noticed by anyone by walking straight along the narrow alley leading from Rugal's parish.

In an alley where one could comfortably wander in secret even in the middle of the day, a man with his entire body covered and his magic suppressed as much as possible walked from the parish and arrived at his lodgings.

Mei profit-

It is a lodging located far away from the Knight's Hall where the Knight's Festival is held.

Even though the man living there is a famous person, he is hidden from anyone's eyes.

And now the man who came to see him took off his hood and said, shaking the raindrops off his shoulders at the entrance.

“Curios, are you there?”

...

It was quiet.

'It won't be there. There is no answer. 'Maybe they just didn't do it.'

After taking off his coat to shake off the rain and putting it on his arm, the man goes inside without hesitation, avoiding the furniture, even though he shouldn't be able to see anything as there isn't even a single light in the room.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

I easily step over the chair that has fallen on the floor, and push the ornamental jar that was on the dresser, on the verge of falling, inside with my hand.

The reason it is possible to move without worry even in the dark is because the man is a werewolf.

No matter how pitch-black it is, unless it is completely dark, you can easily distinguish it.

The man continued to walk through the spacious accommodation and shouted once again.

I tried to shout, but was cut off midway.

“Curios, time is up-”

“I heard. So, shut up.”

“... You are here.”

What made the man stop was the dragon's voice coming from behind him.

A man who goes beyond Dragonia and looks close to a dragon, but is actually a dragon itself.

Although he was a werewolf with excellent senses even though he was not of the highest rank, the dragon Curios appeared from behind without him noticing at all.

“Lord Rugal’s faithful confidant, Paladin Canis, meets the last piece of God, the next Dragon King, Curios.”

The werewolf paladin turns and bows politely.

Although he is a paladin, he is one of the true priests of the god Rugal, who ordered him to make the god's vessel.

Among the 20 paladins in Rugal, he is a member of a hidden, nameless secret group consisting of 10 paladins and 8 high-ranking priests.

As such, it was natural for him to bow his head to the final piece to create the final body of God.

The Werewolf Paladin speaks in a hurry to get Curios to move.

“Curios. It's time. Now you can go to the Knight's Hall. If you can prove that Curios is the final piece suitable for the incarnation ritual by showing his might in the remaining two fights-”

To be precise, I tried to make it move, but

I couldn't finish speaking.

“Krrr-”

Wow-

Kwaaang!

“...!”

A pair of red eyes flashed in the darkness, and Paladin Canis was thrown to one side of the dorm.

If it were an ordinary person, even if it wasn't an ordinary person, if it was an average person, it would have been a power that would have killed him instantly.

With a simple swing of her arm, Canis' breastplate was dented and she was sent flying through two walls.

“...”

There was no moan.

Canis knew that this was what Curios wanted, so she held back on purpose.

The reason he survived was fortunately because he was a paladin, and because Curios swung his arm at him lightly with the idea of simply shooing away annoying bugs.

“Don’t let your inferior half talk to me twice. Didn’t I tell you to shut up?”

“... I'm sorry.”

Kuuk-

“...”

As Canis stands up again and approaches, Curios grabs him by the collar and lifts him up.

Even though the breastplate was dented and the neck was grabbed, the Paladin did not resist.

so,

Curios lost interest.

“... You too are the same. He is a boring guy who values his beliefs more than his ego.”

dump-

Curios puts Paladin down.

This is what Rugal is all about.

No one shows any hostility towards him.

I don't come up with a challenge.

Quietly, if you tell him to bow, he bows down. If you tell him to bow down, he bows down.

Even a self-respecting Paladin is like this.

And the reason was clear.

The reason is because Curios is the last piece needed for the ritual of incarnation.

Unlike the Beast King and the Fetal King, which were completed after hundreds of years and could only be revealed recently, Curios was born as the final piece in a strange way, absorbing the power of the Dragon Tetragrammaton after many trials and errors.

The reason they succeeded in capturing Tetragramaton alive was because of thorough planning, a suitable environment, and the luck of heaven that could be attributed to the direct efforts of Rugal, the god they served.

Once again, all men involved in this matter agree that it is impossible to do the same thing a second time.

Therefore, the plan that Rugal, the god of comics, was creating to create another self on earth, the 18 leaders who were in favor of it did not rebel against him.

If the last piece they had managed to create was damaged, they would have to waste another dozen years, possibly over a hundred years, to capture another dragon, or go back a long way.

So Curios,

It wasn't fun.

he is a dragon

A man who simply absorbed the power of the Tetragrammaton, and although his appearance went beyond Dragonia and was closer to the dragon itself, he did not have the appearance of a complete dragon.

Instead, he has the arrogance that all dragons usually have, and the absolute confidence that the Tetragrammaton puts down.

A dragon, or a being that is not a dragon, but is a dragon nonetheless.

It is a being whose origins, body, and intellect do not seem to be interlocked, but which run smoothly, and have become one even though their specifications are clearly different.

So, since everyone says he is a dragon, Curios lives as a dragon.

However, that was why he was bored.

'No matter what I do, it's boring.'

The absolute one is lonely.

Those who dominate will feel bored and bored.

It wasn't bad at first.

The real priests of Rugal who bow their heads as soon as they are born.

He was supported by mixed bloods and races that were lower, lower, and inferior to dragons.

So, at their request, he willingly stood on the stage prepared for him throughout the empire, and after creating a nominal status that allowed him to participate in the knight's festival, he demonstrated his greatness by winning the knight's festival, the final step in creating a vessel for God. We have reached the stage of proving that this is not wrong.

But that's it.

Curios became more and more clearly felt as time passed.

What Rugal's paladins and high-ranking priests bow their heads to is not their true self.

'You are not looking at me.'

They treated Curios only as a piece of Rugal to be created on earth, and only as a dragon.

Curios is simply a difficult-to-handle material needed for the incarnation ritual.

The reason he lowers his head is because he is Rugal, the reason he stands up is because he is Rugal, and the reason he does not fight back even when his head is trampled is because he is Rugal.

Because they are just a piece of the god they serve, and because they are dragons that are difficult to obtain, they are viewed as boring beings.

No one looked at Curios only as Curios.

“So. Is today the day to end this boring play?”

“Yes. All you have to do is prove it twice, twice. In addition, there is no longer any reason to hide your power, so please feel free to step on it.”

“Good. Let’s go right now.”

“Thank you.”

Loneliness, boredom, and boredom.

The way to relieve some of what Curios is feeling right now is to follow the words of Rugal, who ironically brings those feelings to him.

So Curios decides to quietly follow the werewolf Paladin.

...Hwareuk-

Then the heart of flame in the deepest part of the body pulsates.

'No matter what I did, I was bored.'

Tir ner nog.

A city of humans standing on top of the corpse of the Tetragrammaton from which they were born.

'I was bored.'

There, in the Knight's Hall, Curios met people he had never felt before.

Challengers.

Interesting humans who challenge themselves as absolute beings and themselves as dragons.

The reason he is especially excited right now is because there are people who know he is a dragon and are trying to attack him.

Or, even if they didn't realize it was a dragon, they would have felt the difference in rank, but there are humans who sharpen their weapons and come out to fight instead of running away from the duel arena prepared for 1:1 only.

Regardless of whether they are dragons or not, they look at Curios rather than looking at dragons, and challenge themselves to punish them, calling their naturalness arrogance.

This is not other races of other races who guessed their identity and declared surrender spontaneously after being dominated by instinct that overcame their will, but pure-blooded humans whom Curios recognized as being much weaker than them.

Curios liked it so much.

In a few years of life full of boredom, fighting against beings who brought joy came to him as joy for the first time in his life.

“... Hahahahaha! Unlike demonic beasts that smell and run away, they are more stupid but brave. Because of you, I will no longer follow people who are more boring than this demonic beast.”

“Yes?”

“Look ahead. I'm talking to myself.”

“... Yes. I understand.”

Curios dismisses the Paladin's reaction to the laughter that appeared without his knowledge.

Accordingly, Paladin Canis looks ahead again and leads the way.

However, I did not forget to curse under my breath.

He had been thinking about Curios ever since he first entered the dorm, and was so focused that he couldn't even hear what he said a moment ago.

'No matter how you think about it, Curios is a failure. The emotions are so strong. Is it really okay to include him as the last piece of God’s vessel like this? This level of self-consciousness is unnecessary for the consciousness of incarnation.'

He is also a member who supports the plan to create God's vessel and is one of the important researchers.

However, in his opinion, Curios was foreign, so he decided that it should not be used as a vessel for God.

'At that time, I expressed the opinion that more attention should be paid to the casting ceremony for this sculpture. It was canceled because Stendhal was completely opposed to it. But the result is who he is today. It's okay up to this point, but if you try to go any further than this, your plan will be completely exposed. There is also a limit to what the 1st Prince card can be used for. It's just after the underground lab was collapsed by people I don't even know who they are.'

The Beast King Tianeri and the Feudal King Parasig continued to sequentially breed numerous different races, and in the process, they completely excluded emotions.

The reason is that when the union is attempted to save the mother body and conceive the vessel of God, the spirit of Rugal in heaven must be completely transmitted to the conceived Rugal on earth.

However, since Curios was wrong from the beginning, there was no other way and had no choice but to create it by absorbing the dragon's power.

Paladin Canis was very concerned about that and said that he should research a way to control Curios' emotions even if it took a little longer, but he was ignored.

Because of this, the dragon's arrogance and spirit that is not as easy to break down as expected eventually became another dragon, Curios, who inherited the spirit of Tetragramaton.

So an unexpected action took place.

Unlike the Beast Kings and Feudal Kings, who calmly went into battle on any battlefield and with an emotionless expression without caring about any injuries they received, Curios acted according to his own whims and had to hide it until the last moment. The passion for wings and dragons that I had been talking about was shown to countless people.

'I'm saying there's nothing I can do since more than half of the people agreed, but I don't like it.'

Paladin Canis is worried that this arrogant dragon may lead to harm in the final process of the incarnation ritual.

However, he soon decided to abandon such doubts.

'Okay. In any case, the moment his worth is proven at the end of the Knight's Festival, Ji-seong will no longer be needed. In order to ensure that there are no mistakes in the final conception process, the dragon's consciousness can be erased. I made some sleeping pills. You can make them drink it in the evening after the first prince and the paladins have finished their congratulatory speeches, the triumphal ceremony, and the welcome party held inside Rugal.'

In any case, all you have to do is erase the memory and intelligence itself.

The problem is that the mind of Curios, who has the body of a dragon with resistance to magic, is the problem, but if you combine the magic of the Fetal King Parasig with the sacred magic of the priests, you can subdue him and cut off his self-consciousness center, or Sealing it is not impossible.

'In addition, Curios only inherits the dragon's physical abilities, so he cannot use magic. As for dragons that can't use magic, we've already realized that we have a good chance of winning against Tetragrammaton. There won't be any problem at all. Let's forget it now. It's going to be successful anyway, so for now, let's just think about pleasing him.'

So, right now, he decided not to worry if Curios treated him poorly and just focus on guiding him.

Without knowing what Curios was thinking behind him.

'You probably think you can't hear it or read it.'

Curios was always using magic and was able to read the thoughts of everyone in Rugal, including Canis.

'You are bound to fail because those who are lacking have placed absolute trust and faith in themselves.'

The reason that happened was simply because Rugal officials made a miscalculation.

Unlike the birth of the Beast King and the Fetal King, the birth of Curios is something they have tried for the first time.

He captured the dragon Tetragramaton alive, embedded a huge Erg crystal into his body, and created Curios from within.

This is not a method of inheriting only the desired traits as has been done so far, but a method of transmitting all the power that the dragon has 'as is'.

'What kind of facial expressions will you all make when you realize that I have inherited the magical knowledge of the Tetragramaton and that I am as proficient as I used to use it?'

So Curios can use magic.

What Rugal wanted was the complex physical strengths and combat abilities that beastmen possess, the superior sense in handling the strange magical power possessed by Fain, and a heart of flame that never stops, like that of dragons. Rugal on the ground has.

They created Curios just for that purpose, but because Curios inherited 'all' the power of the Tetragrammaton, it is a magic that can be said to be much closer to the essence of magic than the Fae King, including the ancient magic known to dragons. I know them.

He deliberately hid it without telling anyone about it, and thanks to that, during the battle with Aela, who fought without knowing anything and almost saw blood, he read the mind of the 'spear that can kill even a dragon' and avoided it by noticing it in advance.

So Curios laughs at everyone in Rugal.

'At the last moment, I'm very curious about what kind of expression you would make if you were betrayed by the person you trusted.'

I really miss the moment when the plans of these foolish mixed-blood paladins and high-ranking priests collapse.

‘Vessel of God? Consciousness of incarnation?Rugal on earth? There is no need for it all. I am not the dragon you think I am. I am Curios, Curios who will reign over all things. I'll show you that I can exist as the ruler of the earth with my own strength.'

So Paladin Canis walked into the knight's hall, where he was preparing for the final duel, without even knowing what kind of entity the Curios he was leading were.

        
            The knight's hall is full of people.

On the last day, no matter how many tourists came, there were still empty seats in the stands.

The remaining empty spaces are actually empty spaces calculated based on the number of residents living in Tir no Nog.

Although they do business with tourists, the residents of Tir no Nog are curious about what race will be the winner of the final duel, the annual Knight's Festival tournament, this year.

A bear beast man with a protruding belly who walks around selling food and drinks keeps glancing at the duel arena without hearing anyone call him, while a cat beast merchant at a stall in the passage cranes his head and says what's on today's schedule. Try to make sure it's in order.

So today's hall was more crowded than usual, and the same goes for the VIP seats.

“There are so many people.”

“Heung... They say there are nobles who arrive just in time for the last day. I really had no choice but to stick with it today. Sniff! Oh really, that dog is annoying.”

“... Will you give me a handkerchief? I put it away thinking I would use it someday, but I never took it out.”

“... I'll ask you later if I don't have anything useful.”

Peria, who is sniffling as if she has allergic rhinitis today, looks around as soon as she finishes speaking.

Grinning-

Then, Hir'em Brigade responded to us with a bright expression, but with a smile that clearly showed that there was a plan behind that good mood.

And that kind of laughter is seen from closer than ever before.

“Really, if we were going to end up sitting together like this on the last day, we should have reserved seats from the beginning.”

“... Because I like a comfortable environment. It's a specification for them to be so close together.”

“Still, what do I do when things turn out like this? Even though we are VIPs, we who carry the name of the denomination cannot afford to sit by and watch others experience inconvenience. So, it would be right for those of us who are at least a little close to each other to make room for others by sitting together.”

“Well, where I live, there is a saying called ‘keep your distance’. The closer people are, the easier it is for cold germs to spread -”

“When I asked what you meant, you were talking about airborne infectious diseases.”

“... What is it? Something like that jargon.”

“This means that the disease is transported through wind or breath. Colds also fall into this category.”

“You understand well. I thought he was a healer or doctor.”

“Red Purge has been managing the empire's plagues for generations. Do not worry. Red Fudge is strong against those types of lice, especially when it comes to blight. Since we even have the Virgin of Plague, we can treat curses and diseases more easily than trauma.”

As soon as Hirem finished speaking, he glanced sideways at an attendant next to him.

Then the servant muttered something and used a holy magic around us.

[Rinaidi’s Cure]

“... Huh? My nose is pierced.”

As sparkling powder-like things swirl around us, Peria, who had been snoring since morning as if her nose was stuffy, suddenly says she feels better.

From the looks of it, it appears to be a sacred magic that removes and prevents plagues and other minor diseases.

So, I had no choice but to say thank you to Hirem and try to take my mind off it.

“... Phew, yes. It's something that can't be helped. Rather than receiving treatment after contracting a disease, I wanted to try to prevent it in advance, but I believe that the sacred magic of Red Purge School is so good.”

“Thank you for your words of praise.”

Answer Hirem as politely as possible and then turn your head.

The knight's festival is in full swing since morning.

bang! Quaaaang! Kang-

Quad Deuk- Changgeurang- Gigi Gigi Geek-

In addition to the sound of the weapon colliding, the sound of the weapon breaking is heard each time it is swung.

'It's huge.'

Shards of iron flying everywhere.

Flames engulf the bodies of Curios and the Marvelous One, and sharp physical pieces and magical fragments flutter in the air like pollen blessing the heroes' victory.

But more than that, I'm thinking about other things, so I can't fully see the sight right now.

'Since when did it start?'

While pretending to rest her chin while thinking, what she is stroking is Hwarim's left cheek, where her lips had collided.

'I know it was strange when I fainted and woke up.'

Although Hwarim's declaration was too sudden, it was understandable.

A declaration that is no different from a confession.

In order to calmly back down from Clayzen's proposal, armed with biased good intentions, the answer was to make her accept it without hurting her feelings and send it back.

However, it may not have been the answer just for that purpose.

Although I realized it too late, Hwa-rim's arm was pressing against my shoulder and desperately trying not to show her face, and I could feel that she was showing off her courage with all her might.

“... Shamelessly, he said everything he had to say and then ran away.”

So, although I wanted to talk about it in more detail, Hwarim left the dormitory.

She did not meet me, but stopped by the lodgings where members of the Red Purge Church were staying after receiving a suggestion from the Red Purge Church that even Hwarim, a soul patient, could provide a method to help her body recover quickly. And disappeared.

'In reality, I don't know what kind of face I should face, but I went out with that thought in mind.'

It is possible to infer what she is thinking.

This is between me and Hwarim, not anyone else.

However, it is true that it is even more difficult to understand because of our relationship.

'He said he had no intention of breaking up with me.'

I feel like I can still hear Hwarim’s words vividly.

'I have no intention of leaving my beloved Lee Rim. My mind is blank. I have no intention of falling apart, falling with Lee Rim, falling with me, my love... I have no intention of falling away with me-'

I interrupt her words word by word, then break them down further and repeat each word in my mouth several times.

Before that, he said that the time he spends with everyone is precious.

Long before that, he said he wanted to be my partner walking the path of nothingness together.

However, that's why it was a completely unexpected event when she kissed my cheek.

“... Hey, Bishop. Are you listening?”

“... Yes, well, I'm listening.”

“It doesn’t seem like that.”

So, no matter what Hirem said, I was just brushing it off.

“... I'm sorry, but our bishop has something to think about deeply, so if you'd like to talk, how about we do it later? Lady of Red Purge?”

“... Oh, but the fact that you keep answering questions doesn't mean you don't want to talk at all. And, I was in the middle of a conversation with Bishop Lee Lim. Don't you think it's a bit weird to suddenly interrupt like this in the middle of a conversation? A demon saint who serves Deshade?”

'... what? It's suddenly cold.'

For a moment, I thought a wizard in the VIP room had used ice magic because it was a hot day.

While I was slightly distracted, I saw Astesia and Hirem having a conversation while creating a cold air current.

The two are smiling at each other, but no one can see that it is a real smile.

'... Well, is it okay?'

Anyway, I wonder what it's like.

Even though they don't get along well, they are two people who have no intention of doing anything more than this.

Saiya was not good from the beginning, and from what I heard from Astesia, I complained that while Hirem was working as a saint to calm people down, he was fed up with her strangely asking questions about me.

Thanks to this, I was able to see the rare appearance of Astesia complaining about someone, and as she showed herself becoming more and more active in this way, I felt like it was new, so I decided to leave it alone.

But in the end, Hirem tried to get my attention somehow, and his intention was successful by saying something.

“Anyway, if you ignore this side too much, the Deshade Church will be in trouble. Don't you? Miss Trickster.”

“... Who? Me?”

“Yes. You. Ms. Peria, a trickster who is in the middle of making a bet with me, is a helper of the Deshade Church and has placed a bet on behalf of the whole authority.”

Hir'em's target went to Peria, and I followed her finger and looked back at Peria, wondering why Hir'em was suddenly touching Peria.

'Did you do something wrong?'

'no? 'I can't think of anything?'

'Then why is she doing that?'

'I don't know that, do I?'

We exchange glances, but no answer comes out.

Then Hirem looked at the two of us and spoke as if he thought he had finally succeeded in getting our attention.

“Miss Trickster. Did you know that? The bet we made yesterday. It is still continuing. There is still the last game left.”

“... Huh? Wait, that’s something strange- big, big!”

Peria was embarrassed and tried to treat Hirem like she treated me, but then cleared her throat and changed her attitude.

“Saint Hirem. I don't understand. I don't know what you're talking about. Let me make this clear first. The bet we made was to bet the same amount of money on the duels held yesterday on the '2nd day of the finals', and based on the results, the person with more money at the end would win? In addition, all the matches in the finals ended as of yesterday, and the betting actually ended with my victory.”

Peria clearly points out Hirem’s words.

For me, who doesn't know exactly what was being said, Raines comes closer and explains, and at the same time, I listen to the conversation between the two people.

“Saint of Red Purge. Let me point out that you seem to have miscalculated. I started with a capital of 2,000 gold, but the total money I earned from betting was 6,700 gold, which I held immediately after yesterday's final match between our church's Hwarim and Marvelous, which was chosen by Hir'em. This is the remaining amount after paying 800 gold, which is 1/3 of the amount. On the other hand, if my prediction is correct, Hirem has 5600 gold, which is 1100 gold less than me. Is that correct?”

“That’s right. It's just 5600 gold. But there is still one duel left. There remains a duel between Mr. Marvelous, who is currently in the stadium, and that dragon...”

When Hir'em spoke about Curios, he slightly gritted his teeth and blurted out his words.

Yesterday, I eventually made him retreat, but in the end, Curios was recognized as a dragonia by the first prince, who was unable to use his hands in the morning and was buried in his rich, smooth, sticky skin overnight.

Papdeuk-

“... Anyway, that's how it happened.”

Hir'em appears to be slightly trembling when he thinks about it, as he slightly clicks his teeth.

On the other hand, Peria said that even after listening to her, she had no idea what the problem was.

“Of course, the match between Marvelous and Dragonia Curios is a duel that should have been held during yesterday's finals. But that doesn't mean it's going to have any effect on whether we win or lose, right? Marvelous is also the person Hirem chose, and the dragon Curios is also the person Hirem chose. Even if one side wins, it doesn't matter to me. I understand that if Marvelous wins, the payout will be 1000 gold, and if Curios wins, the payout will be 200 gold. No matter who wins or who loses, Hir’em’s holdings will never exceed my holdings.”

Raines supplements me as soon as Peria finishes speaking.

“It was a successful decision after Feria’s thorough calculations. No matter what happens, we will win. Even though Hwarim handed over quite a lot of money yesterday because he lost to a woman named Marvelous, in the end, if we only look at the win or loss of the bet, we are 100 gold ahead.”

After listening to Raines, I understood the situation.

What Feria has created is a situation in which our church has no choice but to win, no matter how things turn out.

'Is this a gambling table created by a trickster?'

It is a game that takes everything into consideration from the beginning, and it is a game that has no choice but to win at any cost by taking full advantage of the special rules, which are conditions created and presented by the player, and with minimal losses.

'It was like that when we first met.'

Special rules are intentionally included to make the opponent think that the bet will only become more fun and thus make them agree, and in reality, the outcome of the bet is determined by the variables brought about by the special rule that the opponent does not properly understand. throw it away

The victory or defeat was almost decided by Nayal because of a single word that seemed like sophistry, which I also overlooked.

So, in the game that Peria created, unless something special happens this time, the game is decided.

‘Unless something special happens’.

        
            Peria tries to finish the story with Hirem with a relaxed expression.

“If, as Hir'em said, I include today's duel in the bet, no matter how I win or lose this duel, my victory is guaranteed. But there were a lot of noises in this bet. So, although it's a shame for me, I can count this bet as if it never happened. What do you want to do?”

'I'm sure it was said that the prize for the bet was that the loser would grant one wish to the winner?'

It seems that Peria has decided to impose a certain debt on the Red Purge Church for this matter.

At the end of the bet, what we got was 'one wish that can be granted with the authority of the Saint of Hir'em', but in reality, its meaning is greater than we thought.

That's because Hir'em once handed over two autonomous territories of the Red Purge to a man called Peria's teacher as payback for a bet.

'So, it seems that Peria is trying to give the leadership of the Red Purge Church the impression that our church has appropriately backed off by backing off Hirem's bet, which could have resulted in a big loss.'

I don't think it's bad.

In my opinion, rather than asking Red Fudge for something that would be too burdensome, I thought it would be best to show him the great favor of having prevented Hirem's self-righteousness in this way.

However, Hirem was much more relaxed than Peria, and beyond that, he started giggling as if it was really funny.

“Whoo, whoosh...”

“...?”

“Hehehehehe, hahaha... Hahahahahahaha!!!”

“... Why are you doing that?”

According to the calculations, Hir'em would have to give up here, but when Peria saw the saintess who started bursting into laughter for some reason, she became anxious and asked a question, and Hir'em answered.

“The reason why is because it is clear that the Trickster of the Deshade Church does not understand one thing.”

“... I don't know what you're talking about. If there is something interesting that you keep to yourself, would you please tell me about it?”

“Tir The gambling that takes place in Nog. It will never be canceled.”

Just-

As Hirem speaks, he snaps his fingers and points to one side.

That is the betting office located inside the stadium.

It is a place that manages betting on all matches taking place in the Knight's Festival, and at the same time, it is a place that allows Peria and Hir'em to predict and calculate dividends by looking at the odds written on the huge wooden board hanging there.

“Also, the knight’s festival. It is greatly affected by the weather, and it is not uncommon for the duel to be postponed to the next day due to changes in the schedule due to the physical condition of the participants.”

“... So?”

When Hirem turns his head, the servant brings something.

'telescope? No, are they telephoto glasses?'

Those are telephoto glasses that you only use when watching the opera.

Luxurious telephoto glasses, said to have been made for ladies with poor eyesight, were carried in the hand of an attendant and placed in front of Hirem.

Hirem gives telephoto glasses to Peria and points to the wooden board.

“If there is an unavoidable situation from the perspective of Rugal, who manages the Knight's Festival, due to rain or wind or a natural disaster that interferes with the duel, or for any reason due to the participants, the duel may be postponed to the next day, and such events may be postponed to the next day. Due to variables, there is no way for people to recover the money they bet on gambling machines. If the duel is held the next day, they stay there all night and wait for the next duel to start.”

Those words made me look at the betting office.

As Hir'em said, there were men from the gambling office who looked a little tired, as if they had stayed awake all night.

However, since the gambling that takes place in Tir no Nog is never canceled, the final duel, which should have ended yesterday, was postponed to today, so they spent the night there.

Hir'em didn't stop there.

“And the gambling management office that has been delayed does not change the date written on the gambling board to prevent people from becoming confused and expressing dissatisfaction. So, for those who manage all the bets in Tir You Nog, today is not the third day of the Knights' Festival, where all yesterday's gambling has ended, but rather an extension, and is still treated as 'the second day of the second day of the Knights' Festival finals'. Yes.”

“... What is that sound?”

“Yes. Of course, the match taking place now is a match of the finals, and in addition to the finals that will be held later, it is treated as a duel on the 'second day of the finals'.”

Druk-

“Such... That’s ridiculous-!”

“That makes sense. That is what Rugal decided, it is an ordinance set by the paladins who represent the lord of Tir no Nog, and it is a rule approved by the imperial family of the empire.”

The words written on top of the huge wooden board at the gambling office.

[Dual dividend information for the 2nd day of the Knights' Festival Gambling Management Office finals]

Only the most important total dividend amount and multiplier numbers were written in large letters, so no one noticed, but other than that, what was written there was that there were two duels remaining.

[Remaining duels on day 2 of the finals

Current Duel: Duel of the Western Sun Dynasty, Duelist Knight of the Journeyman Marvelous One VS Knight of the Journeyman Dragonia Curios

Next Duel: Winner of the Western Sun Dynasty Duel (to be described later) VS Winner of the Eastern Sun Dynasty, Adventurer Visceral Destroyer Winnet

Due to Tirner Nog's special regulations, bets on the finals on the 3rd day will be included in the bets on the 2nd day, and the dividends left for the match will be collected after all duels on the 2nd day of the finals are over.]

Clink-

“...”

Peria checked it and instead of saying anything, she dropped her telephoto glasses.

While Red Fudge's attendant quietly retrieves the glasses, Hir'em speaks to us with a smile that does not hide his joy.

“Now, are all your illusions resolved? Now, let's see how the results will change if all of the duels in the 'finals' that Trickster mentioned over there are completed according to the rules set by Rugal. As you said, whether Yongin wins or Marvelous wins, if the gamble went that far, my loss is certain. However, the finals that will be held later will be treated as a duel on the second day of the finals, and participation there will be-”

“It will be a duel between Winnet, chosen by Peria, and Marvelous, or Yongin, chosen by the saint, and ultimately, the outcome of this gamble will depend on the outcome of the duel.◦# ◦

“... Oh, I'm glad you understand. Bishop, Lee Lim.”

After understanding everything, he takes Hirem's horse away and prevents it from causing any more damage to Peria.

If this happens, the story will be different.

What Feria did was to bet on all duels in the finals, and if even the finals are treated as duels in the finals, the final match will be a variable and affect the funds we have.

“If our church's Winnet loses a duel with the person chosen by Hir'em, he will have to hand over 1/3 of his reserves according to a special rule-”

“If that happens, I will receive an additional 2,250 gold from the 5,800 gold or 6,600 gold that I have in hand at the end, and I will win with a total of 8,000 gold. ... Hahahahahahaha!!!”

'Is this dangerous?'

I quickly move my head along with Hirem’s laughter.

If we lose, there are two things we have to pay.

One must calculate the difference between the money each party has earned and the amount held, and pay twice the difference to the other party.

'If that's the case, even if we do a rough calculation, Hirem, who earned 8,000 gold, and we, who handed over 1/3 to Hirem in the end, will have 4,000 gold, then the amount we have to pay is... 8,000 gold, which is twice the amount of 4,000. ?'

It may be hard to lose your mind for a moment, but there is something else you have to pay as a price for gambling.

'In addition, from the position of the church, I have one wish: you must listen to whatever she says at any time. 'It's terrible.'

If you make a mistake, it will be natural for the church to lose all the money it holds, and you will have to grant a wish that you may be asking for.

Of course, what determines victory or defeat is the outcome of the final duel.

However, the problem is that it is a game in which we have very little chance of winning.

'No matter what Marvelous does, he won't be able to beat Curios. In that case, the 1:1 duel between the dragon Curios and Winnet becomes a must-win duel for us.'

“-Hahahahahahahaha!!!”

Hir’em’s laughter fills the VIP room.

She just guesses that Curios is a dragon, but she doesn't know if it's true.

However, Hirem has no worries.

Even though I don't like it, Curios is clearly the player that Hir'em chose before the gambling in the finals began, and that Peria gave up.

It doesn't matter how much you can soar in the sky with dragon's wings and create the kind of enthusiasm that can only be unleashed with a heart of flame.

Even if there are more than one or two suspicions about Curios, he is clearly a citizen of the empire by the 1st Prince, and as a Dragonian, he is a knight-errant and is legitimately participating in the Knight's Festival.

So for us,

Now, Winnet has no way out of bankruptcy except by defeating Curios.

“Hahahahahahahaha!!!”

“Oh, brother...”

A contrasting sight.

Hirem laughs, and Peria grits her teeth and grabs my clothes.

Kuuk-

“...”

I couldn't say anything else.

I was the one who allowed Peria to keep Hirem captive.

Since I was Hirem and not anyone else, I was the one who allowed her to risk a significant portion of the church's assets in order to create a gamble that would entice her.

All of these things were absolutely necessary for me to enter Rugal's basement to carry out Camellia's orders.

so,

Of course, I have nothing to criticize Peria for.

A true older brother is someone who must be able to fully protect his younger sister if she makes one mistake.

“Don’t worry. I will do something for you.”

Peria’s hair is roughly scattered.

He deliberately pulled down his bangs too much to cover his eyes, then made him sit down and stood up for him.

“You understand that it’s not time to smile yet, right? Hirem?”

“... Oh, sure. I'm just saying that there is a possibility that I won't lose, but it doesn't mean that victory or defeat is completely determined.”

Hirem looks straight at me.

What are the limits of the emotion called joy?

There are limits to perception among the five senses, but is there really an end to emotions?

'I do not know.'

I don't know.

but.

I'm not sure, but I could tell that Hir'em's emotions were just after breaking through the threshold of pleasure she must have felt while living her life.

The way Hirem was smiling at me contained that kind of emotion.

So I,

her feelings,

Because I want to change the outcome of the bet and everyone's predetermined outcome,

To make Peria laugh and Hirem's face frown again,

I decided to ask Winnet for a favor.

“Wenet.”

“Yes.”

The answer comes right away as soon as your name is called.

There was a female martial artist sitting on the railing on one side of the place where we were.

To defeat Curios,

To find out his weaknesses,

To see everything in sight,

Winnet, who became our church's knight-errant, deliberately came up to the VIP table instead of the waiting room to watch the dragon fight.

Answer my call.

“Can you win?”

“No.”

I asked about the win or loss, but the answer I got back was negative.

However, I know why Winnet's answer came back negative.

So, let’s change the question this time.

“Then, can you ‘kill’ it?”

Then Winnet looks back and smiles.

A martial artist who was watching everything about the dragon until the last moment ahead of the duel.

At the same time, an adventurer who rose to a level that few people would call advanced on his own answered my question.

“It is possible. If it’s a request from a ‘friend’.”

So, to her positive attitude, I ask you a favor as a friend.

“Then, as a ‘friend’, I would like to ask you a favor, Winnet. For me and the church, kill Curios with your own hands.”

Winnet, who offered to be my friend along with Thistle.

A high-level adventurer,

The church's knight-errant,

Winnet, Kwon’s teacher,

Answer my request.

“I understand. If it's a favor from a precious friend, I'll kill Curios and Dragonia, even if he's a dragon.”

        
            swing a weapon

Control your breathing.

He tightens his creaking joints and screaming muscles, and grabs hold of the weapon that is trying to escape from his grasp.

'Exhale and clash your weapons-'

bang!

'Take a breath and pick up the next weapon.'

Clink-

The weapon was shattered again.

If so, just pick up the next weapon.

Pick up the weapon, strike it, throw it, and then grab the next weapon.

“Inhale!”

Whoops-

He had scattered them one by one himself, and as he had the entire environment of the battlefield in his mind, he was counting the number of weapons that had been shattered.

'186. 187 this time.'

A total of 187 weapons were broken in the previous attack.

The weapon, which has been damaged to the point that it can no longer be used, matches the number that the Marvelous One swung at Dragonia Curios.

Originally, it should have been used at least twice as many times, and each weapon should have been used at least twice, but that wasn't the case.

'The existing fighting methods I was thinking of, and all the solutions I thought would be breakthroughs, were all denied.'

Boom-

Whoops!

The battle ax that I swung with all my might was split into pieces by the great sword.

Peeing-

Quad Deuk-

Pike, who shouted without hesitation, was broken by the red armor.

“Haaa!”

Kaaaang!

The two-handed sword, which contained all the strength of the waist, could not cut through the scales.

Whirly lick-

Clink!

The steel sword and small-sized swords he swung with all his heart on his shoulder were broken into pieces by his teeth and claws.

Boom-

Wow!

'Tch! I thought this would still work.'

Even the pickaxe, which I thought would inevitably have been able to drive it into at least one part of the body, was broken cleanly.

None of the weapons prepared can hurt Curios.

In addition, the fact that we were able to come this far is actually something that is appreciated.

Even though the arrogant Dragonia in front of her could have stepped on and destroyed the weapons she had scattered as soon as her feet touched her, she did not, and instead continued to walk towards Marvelous, accepting her to fight in the way she wanted.

Some of the people in the stands who were watching the duel swallowed dry saliva and noticed this, while others looked at it with sad eyes as if they thought they had no chance of winning.

'Even so, it doesn't matter.'

However, the Marvelous One does not give up.

'If I were to be honest, the odds of winning were 1/10th of what I expected. But, still, it's not 0. 'It's not like it doesn't exist at all!'

That's because Marvelous has hope.

“Good. I like you. So this Curios proposes. I will save you. Let me just pretend that the nonsense you said never happened. So, I will give you a chance to come back stronger.”

“I refuse! Former Duelist Marvelous One! A title given by others! This is a woman who can put duelist before her name! So, don't back down after praying for the oath I made to you before the duel! It will never happen! That's why I, this Marvelous One, are called duelists!”

“... I see. good night. You said something pointless.”

Marvelous wish.

That wish is-

Subjugating Dragonia, a symbol of arrogance in front of you,

He hopes that his victory will be conveyed to the two girls he met in Tirna Nog.

and-

The true meaning of living with them is conveyed to everyone here and to Dragonia.

'I will teach you what it means to live among people, by winning at all costs!'

Only for those purposes, the Marvelous One does not give up and wields his weapon to the end.

However, the reality was not easy.

“If that’s the case, there’s no reason to relax.”

Buuuung-

Kang!

Clink-

“... Oh my-”

'It was a mistake.'

As a characteristic of the Sword Breaker, he attempted to tie it with a great sword, but the result of his attempted attack was a long sword with a serrated blade in his hand, with the blade of magic shattered and simply cut into two by the blade of Curios' great sword.

This is the 201st.

'The problem is the lack of weapons. Still, I thought I would be able to deal with it by using evasion and deception, but I never thought it would be this strong.'

The plan she had made was revised again and again.

Marvelous learned that Curios, a Dragonian, wielded an enormous greatsword with the power of a dragon inherited from his birth, and chose to prepare hundreds of weapons to counter him.

The reason why he can wield a variety of weapons to reliably kill his enemies, even if only once or twice, is the result of his experience based on numerous street raids and duels in the capital.

Her strength is that she has fought and dueled against many people, and that she knows how to use all the countless weapons she has faced when counterattacking for revenge, and that she knows not only how to wield them, but how to wield them in a way that is sure to be fatal. am.

Therefore, I thought that among the many weapons, any one of them could hurt the dragon, and I also thought that if I wielded them alternately, I would never get used to it, so there would be a gap at some point.

That prediction was proven to produce good results in the fight against Hwarim, so Marvelous decided that the fighting style he came up with would have a good chance of winning against Dragonia, but his confidence did not last until the semifinals. When it came time to come face to face with Dragonia, he actually betrayed himself in a good way.

'I can't believe Curios, this man had that much confidence in his own body.'

It doesn't matter what weapon you wield.

It doesn't matter what weapon you throw and aim for the vital spot.

Marvelous, who thought this duel was also based on humans as most of them had experience in duels with pure-blooded humans or other races, thought that if it was Dragonia, who was half human, he would at least show half a degree of hesitation. .

However, Curios took all the weapons head on and swung his great sword forward.

The idea of having to block a weapon is something that only weak-bodied beings would think of.

The need to block vital points is a problem that does not apply to those who do not have vital points in the first place.

For Curios, the body is not a weakness, but a shield.

Not only does it serve as a shield, but it also functions as a weapon.

The eyes are a tool for looking, and the mouth is a window to prove justified arrogance.

Claws tear apart weapons made of steel, arms confront blunt objects head-on, and legs break the ground.

At the same time, Marvelous felt that it was a bit unfair that it was all just a shield.

However, the truth is that all of that is just a shell to protect the heart of flame located deepest in Curios' body.

Therefore, Marvelous' fighting method of trying to fight by thinking that the opponent was a normal Dragonia did not work.

'Neglect of defense. A posture that does not block the weapon and only attacks. Regardless of whether my weapon contains magical power, I don't care if it is poisoned, and I am confident that there is absolutely no weapon that can hurt my body. Indeed, was it because of such faith that arrogance was present?'

dark color.

Even if you have a body that never gets tired no matter how much you swing a weapon, you can't do anything if you don't have a weapon to swing.

Moreover, among the weapons wielded, not a single one was capable of inflicting fatal wounds, so it is impossible for there to be anything that could be done with bare hands.

'That's too bad.'

So Marvelous was disappointing.

He was disappointed that he could not defeat Curios with his own strength.

'It's also sad.'

So Marvelous expressed his condolences.

He tried to teach Curios what it was like to live among people, but he was unable to keep that promise.

'Then I'll just pass it on to the next person.'

So Marvelous,

What you were trying to do,

Pass it on to the next person.

The next duel after you are defeated.

The opponent has already been decided.

And she can do it.

Marvelous changed his plan midway, believing that Winnet, a high-level adventurer, would be able to defeat Curios, unlike him.

Kakang!

Clang-

“The last weapon scattered on the ground was broken. What should I do now?”

The rapier that was thrown out did not pierce the armor and broke.

“It doesn’t matter! Because I still have something left in my hand!”

What he is holding in his hand is a sword spear, a sword staff, and a huge great sword that he has been using since the preliminaries of the Knights' Festival.

There are no more weapons left on the floor.

They are all broken, shattered, and crushed, and are scattered around in a form that would make blacksmiths scream, and soldiers would think of as a symbol of the battlefield of the defeat of nobles who fought a territorial war.

I don't know if I could have used the rapier from before a few more times if I had decided to do it, but I have no regrets because I used it the way I wanted to.

'Everyone, thank you for your hard work.'

All weapons were not used in vain.

'These are weapons made by craftsmen from all over the empire with all their might and with the skills they have honed so far. Even if it is a small weapon like a single cutlery, there is not a single weapon that does not contribute to the actions I will perform from now on.'

Now is the last moment.

Curios raised his great sword.

Then his breastplate comes into Marvelous' view.

The red armor was already engraved with the final victory that Marvelous had achieved through his efforts.

‘What you need to aim for is one point. A very fine scratch on the armor.'

Marvelous also carries a sword staff and a great sword on his shoulder.

Marvelous' burning eyes appear in Curios' eyes.

'You didn't give up.'

Straight emotions from beginning to end.

When he was an elf, he read thoughts because it was the first threat he encountered and he thought that provoking him would go too far and kill him at any cost, but now he is not reading thoughts.

For him, reading the thoughts of people who challenge him is no different from turning to the last page of a book he bought with excitement, checking the ending, and starting to read from the beginning.

So Curios didn't read thoughts on purpose, and that's why he's so happy.

'fun. happy. exciting. It is conveyed even without reading. Your heart that burns without despair. I like it so much. I feel joy in the way you convey and show me.'

A situation that is overwhelming to anyone's eye, and where the numbers clearly reveal victory or defeat even on the lowly wooden boards created by gamblers who take themselves as bets.

‘This Curios knows. 'There's still something you're hiding.'

That makes it even more uplifting.

Indeed, even though 340 weapons have been destroyed, this person infers what he is aiming for and is pointing in this direction without letting go of the last two weapons.

and-

Accept it all.

Because Dragonia Curios will be the winner of the knight’s festival.

Because Dragon Curios is the one who accepts human challenges.

Curios was impressed by the meaning of the words that the human Marvelous One was trying to convey, which he thought he was unable to convey, of intelligences coming together.

        
            He carries the great sword on his back, and holds it with both hands, holding the head and middle part of the sword staff.

Although Marvelous had never formally learned how to use a spear, his appearance was more threatening than that of a knight preparing to charge his lance, and he possessed a spirit comparable to the honest fighting skills of a spear master.

Phuuk-

With that stance in place, Marvelous scoops up the ground deeply and runs.

“Aaaa!!!”

“Come! Human! To this Curios, show everything about yourself!!!”

The sword staff rushes forward.

Marvelous gathers concentration,

By twisting my concentration, I created it with a flash of precision,

Curios spread his tail and wings, which he had hidden under his cloak, with all his might,

Apply more force to the arm where the center of gravity is concentrated.

like that,

Humans and dragons collided.

Kwahiah ahhh!

First full-force crash.

Because the gap in physical ability is clear, the Marvelous One avoids direct combat and swings his weapon.

In order to see whether the opponent's will will break or continue until the end, Curios has so far only wielded a great sword and deliberately led Marvelous to a direction where it would be easy to pick up the weapon.

For the first time, the two beings faced each other head-on without backing down.

Quaddduk-

The first thing that broke was the sword staff.

A sword spear was dug into the exact center of the armor, but it broke, shattered, and bent as soon as it charged.

‘Gods. Either that or ancient beings. If not even that, you are the transcendents of the past who ascended to heaven! Please give this Marvelous a chance to continue his faith!'

However, Marvelous does not stop and thrusts his sword staff forward until the end.

“Haaa!!!”

'Damage it!!!!'

Until the last moment, praying that all of his charging power would be transferred to Curios' red armor.

It's dangerous.

The reason he has avoided direct combat so far in the first place is because he is no match for Curios in terms of strength.

It was clear that even if Curios simply kicked his feet in place and hit his shoulder, Marvelous would be sent flying.

However, because Marvelous had faith, he was able to make such a bold move because he had calculated and implemented a plan long before that faith, less than three minutes after the duel began.

And as Marvelous predicted,

Curios stopped before he could finish his charge.

“Aaaa!!!”

Quaddduk-

Jump!

Blah blah blah-

“... I see! Was this what you were aiming for!!!”

[Scale Break]

The sword staff, which was made entirely of iron up to the handle, was forcibly crushed by the strength of Marvelous' arm, and when the middle part touched the armor, his armor was broken.

The armor that had been protecting all of Marvelous' weapons so far was broken.

“Great! Curios for your persistence! Show your reverence!”

Curios couldn't help but be surprised by his voice.

As expected, the armor he is wearing is red dragon armor made by grinding down the scales of the Tetragrammaton.

Armor that will never be broken unless the weapon is imbued with enough magic power to produce siege weapons or equivalent physical power.

That armor cracked.

“Success! I've been waiting for this moment ahhh!!!”

So Marvelous witnessed hope.

The armor broke just as I had hoped.

I was deeply impressed by his fight with Hwarim.

I learned that Mace's head, which I blindly trusted, was broken by a small crack.

Just like I always did at the self-reflection meeting after every duel,

Accept it as an experience,

Next, I thought about applying it.

No matter how thick the wall is,

Whether it is the scales of a strong dragon,

If there is a small flaw,

As long as it makes a small blemish,

Like making a hole in the rock with a drop of water,

Just as Hwarim aimed for the cracked part of the mace,

Judging that it would be possible to break the dragon armor.

So what is revealed is the upper body of the humanoid Curios, which is inevitably thinner than a real dragon, covered in scales.

So Curios, who believed in the absolute defensive power of the dragon armor, hesitated thanks to this and stopped charging.

It's not a coincidence.

It's not a fluke either.

There was a little prayer at the end, but the rest was thoroughly intentional.

341st weapon.

Sword Staff.

The reason the sword staff was left for last even though there were 340 weapons that had been broken before that was because the long blade of the sword staff could become the deepest part of the armor if it were to penetrate into a gap in the armor.

And what was sacrificed so that the sword staff could fit accurately into the gap in the armor was-

'340 weapons, created by 340 craftsmen, these are human weapons!!!'

These are the 340 wills that gradually scratched Marvelous's armor so as not to be discovered by Curios.

It is the result of the fight so far that we have tried to make a dent in the armor very little, even half a millimeter, or even half a millimeter.

“Hahahahahahaha!!! Hahahahahahahahahaha!!!”

So Curios shouts and laughs loudly.

The Marvelous One stopped himself.

A human who used 341 weapons only to destroy his own armor.

If he had known in advance, he planned to call it reckless, thoughtless, ridiculed, and impossible to carry out, both in his own thoughts as a dragon and probably in the minds of everyone gathered here.

“But you succeeded at it! Marvelous One! Human challenger! Congratulations! You will be remembered as the human who just broke the dragon's armor with his own strength!!!”

So the dragon was impressed and couldn't stop praising it.

Even though his skin is clearly visible through the shattered armor, he does not forget that he must say those words.

That is the fight between dragons and humans.

It is a promise that any dragon, whether an evil dragon, a wise dragon, a light dragon, or any other dragon, must utter when facing the next dragon slayer, a human hero, and it is a pride for their own species.

Therefore, Curios promised Marvelous that he would watch over her, or his own end, until the very end.

“Now! come! Champion of humanity! So how are you going to finish it?! Can you stab my heart with the one remaining great sword?! No, this should not be a question!!! You have to do it!!!You have to do it!!! Only then can you survive me!!! I hope I can be praised by people-!!!”

“Shut up!!! Because I’m concentrating now!!!”

Curios's roar that seems like it's about to tear your ears at the extreme moment.

Marvelous threw away the last bit of courtesy he had as a noble family and grabbed the great sword with both hands.

In reality, Curios contained the Fear without her knowledge, and it was Marvelous who received it, but her body overcame it with a human survival instinct that had never been demonstrated before.

The people gathered in the Knight's Hall held their breath when they saw that scene.

Time is absolute, but for everyone it is relative, and yet it comes with a sense of unity.

The scene unfolding now is a miracle to them.

No matter how much Marvelous calculated and planned everything from the beginning, to the audience, the image of Marvelous confronting Curios is like a warrior who created a miracle.

Yongin, Dragonian Curios.

The Marvelous One is a pure-blooded human.

A duel where the winner or loser is clearly decided.

Even for the audience who does not know the full story of the situation, the opponent is the strongest dragonia among the dragonias, an ideal abnormal being who inherits the blood of dragons so strongly that they can even use infatuation.

It may be that the person opposing him was a beast whose senses were so developed that they could be said to be transcendental, or a fein who could better feel the distortion of magical power.

However, since the Marvelous One was clearly a pure-blooded human, no one would bet against a pure human against Dragonia, except for the money Hirem had already bet before entering the main duel, so the odds of winning were virtually non-existent. .

But the current scene exceeded everyone's expectations.

A duel where I thought the winner or loser would be decided as soon as it started.

Even if it is a mad dog from a noble family with the title of duelist, which is famous in the capital,

A duel that I thought could not even be used against Dragonia, which has dark blood comparable to that of a dragon.

It was so fierce that as many as 341 weapons were broken and Dragonia rushed forward with all its might.

It even progressed to the point where the dragon armor he was wearing broke and Dragonia stopped.

I held on until the end.

I endured it.

I didn't give up.

So, the opportunity was achieved.

I burned my fighting spirit until the end.

And that fighting spirit has not yet died out.

Therefore, people

Everyone, everyone, overcomes the barriers of race and cheers for the Marvelous victory.

“Go aaa!!!”

“Win! Marvelous!”

“We came this far! A human knight! Show me a miracle!”

“For the first time in the Knight's Festival, humans will face each other in the finals!”

“To show that even pure-blooded humans are no different from other races!”

“Please win!!!”

The cry of an impressed werewolf.

A girl from the capital who knows her name and even comes to Tyrna Nog to cheer her on.

A rat-man who is compared to the arrogant Dragonia when he looks at his jealousy.

The eldest son of a family with human supremacist ideas.

The cries of an old man who was struggling in front of the gambling office and at the last moment gave up the remaining alcohol money in Marvelous's name are heard.

Marvelous heard their cries,

‘You bastards!!! I'm really worried about this!!! 'I can't concentrate!!!'

He became even more nervous and started swearing at people cheering him on.

However, even so, there was a smile on his face.

'That's why I love this moment!'

This is a duel.

This is how you feel like you are among people.

As they swing their weapons against a backdrop of cheers, jeers, and animation, Marvelous feels truly happy and alive.

And in order for her to accept that happiness even more deeply,

Kwahiah ahhh!

I swung the 342nd weapon, the great sword, towards Curios.

        
            Quaaa

A huge roar rang out, and at the same time, a thick cloud of dust rose up.

'What happened?'

Enin couldn't say what he wanted to say out loud.

...

As expected, the knight's hall is now filled with silence.

gulp-

Even at the sound of someone swallowing dry saliva, people looked at him in shock.

So, as Enin, he felt that the moment he opened his mouth at this moment, everyone who was concentrating on the dust in the stadium might turn to look at him, and in fact, someone did that a little while ago.

So, Enin barely managed to swallow the dry saliva that formed due to nervousness in about a minute, and then looked at the battlefield.

'Of course, I saw the part where the great sword and the great sword were swung, but really-'

The fight between Duelist Marvelous One and Curios, the dragon everyone knows as Dragonia, continued without even knowing how much time had passed.

The battle, which was even more heart-wrenching for Enin, who knew that Curios was a dragon, unlike others who only resembled a dragon to a certain extent and thought that Curios was Dragonia, finally reached the final moment.

Even though Enin is not fighting directly, it is a duel that is so intense and grand that it makes you break out in a cold sweat.

That's why the image of Marvelous touched Enin's heart deeply.

That mindset is what makes humans strong.

This is the mindset that humans who fight against monsters must have.

So Enin wanted to quickly know the outcome of this fight.

The end of a fight in which a similar type of person wrapped himself in faith and did not give up until the end.

The Marvelous One stabbed Curios' body, whose armor was broken, holding his greatsword with a half-sword.

What was struck down to precisely cut Marvelous' body in half was a great sword made using the claws of Curios' Tetragrammaton.

The moment I was about to witness how the two weapons were swung, Curios' huge wings were swung wide, causing dust to rise.

'I heard a sound, but I didn't hear the sound of the weapon breaking.'

The results are not visible due to the thick dust.

Still, the people did not move, just watched the center of the duel arena and waited for the dust to clear.

At this moment, everyone realizes that they are not just spectators but supporting actors, and are waiting for the main characters to move on and move on to the next step in order to faithfully fulfill their roles.

Looking around, everyone was no different from Enin.

Irim, Eila, Astesia, and even Saint Hirem are holding their breath.

'what? Winnet...were you here just a little while ago?'

However, he was a little suspicious that Winnet, who had been sitting on the railing of the bleachers just a moment ago, was nowhere to be seen, but he thought that while he was not paying attention, he had already moved to the waiting room for the next duel.

And right after thinking that far, Enin immediately turned his attention to someone pulling his clothes.

Kuuk-

“... Reigns?”

“Shhh-”

It was Raines who pulled Henin's collar.

When Reigns reacts cautiously, he puts a finger to his lips and then points somewhere with that finger.

Following those fingers, what Raines saw was a high platform prepared separately for the emperor or the royal family who came to the knights' festival as his representative.

1st Prince Glacia Shaden Mortis Steyer, who was sitting on the throne prepared there, was seen quietly getting up from her seat with a serious expression on her face after hearing something from the priests of Rugal and disappearing down the stairs.

After watching the scene to the end, Enin brought his head closer to Reigns and whispered so that only he and Reigns could hear.

“... Where is the 1st Prince going at such an important moment?”

“I don’t know. However, what is certain is that the change in expression shows that it must not be for a positive reason.”

That wasn't the only suspicious thing that Reigns, who, unlike others, was not interested in winning or losing in the duel, recognized.

“The paladins also left somewhere one by one, and they all had serious expressions.”

At first, some officials were frowning because they were excited about the fight with Marvelous and Curios spread his wings again, fearing that the people watching the duel would somehow awaken the half-forgotten hypothesis that he was actually a dragon. .

Paladins and high-ranking priests, who were looking concerned, were hurriedly moving their bodies after receiving a report from priests who approached cautiously from somewhere.

“It looks suspicious. What should I do?”

“The standard method will still be followed.”

“I see. Then, Raines, would you like to follow the 1st Prince? I'm thinking of following the paladins.”

After consulting with Reigns, Enine suggested that from now on, the two of them should go out and find out information since no one cares.

However, as soon as Reigns expresses his opinion, he grabs the anvil and stops Henin, who was about to move.

“... Be careful. In my opinion, rather than moving now when everyone is at a standstill, I think it would not be a bad idea to look at Lehere's Witch Hunter over there and see her judgment before moving.”

“Aha, I see. As Ingrid, the spy, if you feel that it is more important to find out why the people involved in the incarnation ritual and the plan to create the 'Vessel of God' are moving in a hurry than to be in the duel right now, you will remove yourself from the pillar, and we will do it accordingly. Because it works.”

“Yes. If you simply chase after it, it doesn't matter if the distance increases. In fact, it is safer, and we have to be careful that if we leave this place for no reason, something unexpected happens and our sighting information disappears.”

What came into the sight of the two was Ingrid, who was leaning against a pillar on one side of the VIP table, quietly rolling her eyes in an expressionless state.

Ingrid, who usually looks sleepy and is only interested in sightseeing to the point of being considered incompetent to be considered a spy, but the moment the paladins move, her face suddenly turns sharp and she watches the movements of the 1st prince and high-ranking priests that Reigns pointed out with her sunglasses. I was looking closely at the back.

“... Will Ingrid move?”

“I don’t know.”

“... I might go after the 1st prince, or I might go after the paladins.”

“...”

Ennin asks, but even Reigns can't decide what's right.

Still, Raines has done quite a bit of work as Agoni's messenger, so he definitely knows how to get noticed.

'If you are a spy, just like me, an errand boy, then now is the time to make a choice. But the fact that you still haven't decided on one side means that you think that what's happening right now is something you didn't expect.'

Just like that, 3 minutes passed.

'okay. Are they targeting the Paladins?'

Immediately after the short waiting period, Reigns calls Enin after concluding the idea of deciding on a course of action in advance.

“Ennin.”

“Yes.”

“If Ingrid moves immediately, Enine can follow me and move together. Rather, if Ingrid doesn't move at all, or if she moves after a long time, I will follow Ingrid alone.”

“... You may not understand, but I want to hear it first. Why?”

“To put it simply, it was because we judged that the former would likely involve fighting and bloodshed, while the latter would not proceed that far.”

“Then who will Ingrid be chasing?”

“They will be paladins. If they were going to chase the 1st Prince, they should have already moved, but the fact that they haven't woken up yet means that they are watching the Paladins slowly exit one by one, and how many of them will be left out. If you move too hastily, you could end up getting caught in the middle of the paladins who are gathering towards somewhere one by one.”

“... Okay. If it's time to move, if you feel like you need my strength to do it, please let me know. I'll do my best.”

“Thank you for your understanding.”

Even though Henin looks anxious, he shows his closed fist to show Reigns his strength.

A small, but sturdy-looking fist made by a small hand.

The serious expression of absolute trust and support sent along with that fist was a sight that would make anyone smile.

So Raines,

I felt slightly sorry for betraying Ennin.

‘I’m sorry, Enin. 'I am the only one who moves.'

Henin trusted him, but Reigns lied.

'Ingrid will never move right away. I knew that and deliberately set a policy to keep you away.'

The reason Raines deliberately talked about two cases is because Ingrid's actions have already been decided as one.

'Ingrid's skills as a spy are top-notch. The movement will depend on how the three heroes and paladins who are truly people of interest move. There is no need to consider the movements of the first prince and the high-ranking priests who guard him, which were used as tools in this matter. If information that needs to be obtained quickly flows between them, the Paladin or one of the Three Heroes will inevitably make a move, and then Ingrid will most definitely make a move.'

Reigns deliberately deceived Henin.

No one can predict whether there will be bloodshed or not.

Even though he is a top-notch Ennin when it comes to killing monsters, like the Marvelous One, who is currently in the dust of the duel arena, he is absolutely not suitable to be taken for espionage activities.

That's why Raines deliberately lied to Enine, taking advantage of her trust, so that she could convince her that he had left her behind.

By doing this, Reigns gains two things this time.

One is information that has started to cause a stir in Rugal's command, which can be obtained quickly by following Ingrid and can be helpful by hastily conveying to the church.

And the other one is,

This is because Reigns himself wanted to see everything that Ingrid, a witch hunter and witch, uses and moves.

'Witch Hunters and Wandering Witches. To me, you don't look any different from witches. Although they were divided due to conflicting opinions, in the end, witch hunters are just witches. I heard that witch hunters still use not all of the witches' secret arts, but some of them still do.'

Reigns never forgot revenge.

He made this decision because he thought that in order to kill the witch and the tutor who captured him and other children and used them as test subjects, he had to get to know them slowly from now on.

So Reigns slowly began to move.

After about 5 minutes, he sees Ingrid moving and follows suit.

Ironically, the reason he didn't get caught was thanks to the infiltration skills he learned while working as an errand boy under Agoni for a long time.

Just like that, Reigns started chasing after Ingrid, who was chasing several paladins, alone.

        
            Ssss...

In the middle of the battlefield where sand dust rises.

Curios was not in a good mood right now.

He had been filled with joy just a moment ago, but that joy cooled down in an instant.

Just before the great sword and great sword collide.

Before the sand dust created by his wings obscured his vision, Curios saw a woman who started running from beyond the Marvelous and arrived just before the weapons collided, leaving behind an orange trail.

It was fast.

The woman jumped from the very high railing of the bleachers, landed on the battlefield like nothing happened, and quickly approached Blink at a speed comparable to that of Blink.

However, instead of being closed by dust or something like that, the dragon's eyes accurately captured the image of the woman who had cut through the obstacles and received her great sword on behalf of Marvelous as clearly as the power of a god.

“It was called Wenet.”

“Yes. That's right.”

“Why did you interrupt the fight?”

“Because the fight is already over.”

An undeniable fact.

What Winnett said was true.

The moment Curios came out of his stiffness and raised his great sword, and Marvelous held the great sword in the half-sword position and then raised it.

In fact, Marvelous had already fainted.

To be exact, at the moment when Curios raised the dust, he felt dizzy from his head due to having performed an excessive feat, and as he bent down with all his strength, he fainted and let his greatsword hang down.

However, not only everyone in the stands but also the man who was in charge of judging as a priest of Rugal did not notice it because of the dust.

Regardless, Curios tried to strike the great sword until the end.

It's the courtesy you can show towards your challenger.

Although he is arrogant, he does not dishonor those with certain skills.

Therefore, as a dragon, Curios tried to kill the human challenger.

He tried to send the Marvelous One away with honor, even though he did not beg for his life in either of his two offers.

But I couldn't do that.

The orange flash that came flying from the stands accurately blocked his great sword and pushed Marvelous behind him as if protecting him.

Curios says while looking at Winnet.

“The fight between me and this woman was not a fight that could be stopped by someone else’s perspective.”

“You two didn’t discuss that separately, right? Although it is just my opinion. If you faint, it's over from there. Because neutralization is recognized as defeat.”

“It was a fight to the death. It is a disgrace to decorate the conclusion of victory or defeat to this extent.”

“... Don't change the intention of the knight's festival on your own. The purpose of the Knight's Festival is not to end one's life, but to participate in order to show off one's honed skills and achieve one's dreams.”

After speaking up to that point, Winnet held up the hand where he had thrown Marvelous and said with his eyebrows crooked.

“And, isn’t it a bit inappropriate for a dragon to kill someone who has already fainted?”

“... Is this guy who knows the whole truth?”

“Yes. Somehow, I found out everything.”

Curios looks straight at Winnet, who called him a dragon.

A human who knows that he is a dragon, a being that inherits the power of the Tetragrammaton, and although he only has a human form like the dragonias, he is clearly a dragon.

Even though he was such a person, Winnet never trembled or was afraid and held his greatsword straight in the palm of his hand.

Seeing that scene, Curios' fiery heart moved again.

Hwareuk-

The joy that has cooled, the cooled body is warmed again by the flame.

“Different, but the same human being.”

“... What do you mean?”

“The human lying on the floor and you blocking me right here. You are both clearly the same guys.”

“... No, really, I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“It’s okay if you don’t understand. But please accept that it is an honor.”

“Oh really, I’m only saying what I want to say. Annoying.”

The dragon overlaps Winnet and Marvelous.

identification.

To Curios, Marvelous was the person who moved his heart, and he realized that Winnet, who appeared before his eyes, was also a person who would bring him joy like Marvelous.

So naturally, Winnet, a stranger, had no way of knowing how he felt, so it was bound to sound like unkind words, but Winnet didn't really care about that either.

For her, what she has to do now is the time when she has to start doing what is more important than anything else.

“Well, that’s okay. From now on, fight with me.”

Kigi Geek-

Winnet tried to push Curios away by applying force to the gauntlet that held the great sword.

However, Curios did not back down.

“No, that’s why we have to do it until the very end. This Curios will carry out his duty as a dragon until the end.”

“Oh, you’re secretly stubborn, aren’t you?”

It was all because of the belief that he had to carry out his duties as a dragon to the end.

Then, Winnet decided to mess with the dragon's beliefs in order to somehow get the Marvelous to a safe place.

“Then it would be better to fight with me even more? Why, you probably know.”

“What do you mean?”

“This woman. From the beginning, I only fought for the future duel. A fight to break down your armor, not yours. Realizing that I couldn't defeat you, I used up all my weapons and moved to destroy the dragon armor you were wearing. What this woman did from the beginning was fight for me to fight you.”

“That is no reason for this woman to be protected by you and live in this place covered in dishonor.”

“Well, you mean that disgrace is a one-sided claim?”

larynx-

Clink-

At that moment, Curios' dragon armor fell off his body.

The Marvelous One's final crack occurred right after the armor made of the Tetragrammaton's scales was shattered beyond repair.

‘This won’t work, this. It may be dangerous, but I have to come out stronger.'

In the end, Winnet composes himself and walks into Curios' body.

The distance at which a head flies when a great sword is swung.

If you stick out your claws, your body will be torn apart.

A street where your face will be torn off and disappear if you sink your teeth into it.

However, Winnet ignores all of that and places his palm on Curios' body and speaks.

“Step back. I'll make it fun.”

“Do you think you can give this Curios more entertainment than the current fight? Since you can guarantee that, are you saying that you are going to block the beauty of perfection that I am trying to achieve? no. In the duels I've seen so far, you didn't have that kind of power.”

“Then I will tell you from my side. You are now doubting this woman.”

“Why does it happen like that? Explain.”

“It’s simple. If you think you will ignore me and see it through to the end, it means that you are ignoring this woman's opinion, which you have acknowledged. This means that after entrusting him with taking care of his fight, he appointed a human, a boring woman named Winnet. I am the follow-up and pinch hitter. That means she wasn't completely defeated until I died.”

Winnet's words were clearly sophistry, considering that she had mentioned the winner or loser of the knight's festival just a moment ago, but Winnet thought that Curios would understand if she said it that way.

and-

If I was only going to end it with words, I had no intention of coming this far in the first place.

chin-

Winnet placed the palm on Curios' stomach and rolled it into a fist.

“I didn't have a duel opponent that I could give my full strength to yet, so I was a bit bored. There was also a performance that the audience wanted, so I was a bit cautious.”

Gather the magic power of your slowly rotating body from your legs, waist, and shoulders.

“But. If the opponent is a dragon, I won't leave any room for it. If performance is not needed, it is possible to make it more brutal.”

Curios feels the magic power rotating in Winnet's body.

A magical power that was different from Marvelous, different from all the people standing in front of him and around the waiting room until now.

It is the magical power of a strange movement that goes beyond flowing.

“You probably couldn’t pour everything out either. I can feel the heart of bloom, passion, and flame still sleeping.”

At that moment, Curios felt something.

The end of a human hand making a fist against its own body.

The magic power rotating within the body was condensed into a single point and gathered there.

What I felt was déjà vu.

The appearance of Winnet that Curios saw was that of ordinary humans whom he had seen often and did not feel the need to distinguish between faces.

However, what can be seen overlapping with it is the elf that was there yesterday holding a spear and trying to throw out a spear that could kill even the dragon himself.

A spear technique that tore apart the space made up of three parts and brought them back together again, unleashing more power than ever before.

Curios noticed that a technique with comparable power was gathered at the tip of Winnet's fist.

Startle-

Quang!

At the same time, Curios retreated.

He kicked out of his place and fell out of Winnet's reach.

At the same time, I was angry.

“You...do you have that kind of power even though you are human?”

How dare a human, a dragon, retreat first.

At the same time, he expressed awe.

The fact that he tried to recreate a mysterious skill that only a human or even an elf could have acquired, and that too with just his own body, without any weapons.

'good. 'It's a success.'

Thanks to this, Winnet succeeded in doing what he intended: to get Marvelous away from Curios and to focus all of his senses on himself.

So let’s make one last provocation.

“Now, fight with me, dragon. I'll make you suffer. Just like I flew up because I was scared by the elf, just like I stepped back now.”

“... Crrr-”

He releases his magic power and puts his thumb down in front of his chest, pronouncing a preliminary death sentence.

The dust settles.

Winnet caught the eyes of not only the people in the stands, but also the priest of Rugal, who was in charge of refereeing.

“Uh, what is this-”

The fallen Marvelous One and Winnet suddenly appeared.

This was the moment when I was about to express my embarrassment when I saw Curios suddenly widening the distance between me.

“Priest of Rugal.”

“Yes, yes?”

“Now, right now. Prepare for the finals or whatever.”

“Yes?”

“I will kill that woman right here and now.”

Curios lowered his greatsword diagonally and gave an order.

“If you want, I will do whatever you want. Your wish to die in front of everyone will be personally fulfilled by Curios.”

Everything is done to give the other person a death beyond what they want, on the stage they want.

Unlike himself, who has a heart of flame hidden deep inside, this is to kill the opponent who came close and provoked him by revealing his clearly visible heart.

“Oh, no, over there...”

“Krrr-”

“Hi! Oh, I understand!”

It's Winnet that's looking, but the dragon's roar doesn't matter the direction.

Knowing that if he delayed any longer, his head could be split open by the great sword he was holding, the priest quickly raised the flag he was holding.

“S, the winner is Dragonia Curios, a knight-errant sponsored by the Rugal Church!”

What is declared is the defeat of the Marvelous One and the victory of the dragon Curios.

“And according to his request, we will begin preparations for the next duel right away!”

At the same time, what is requested is that the attendants in the waiting room carry Marvelous on their backs and leave the stadium, and a declaration that they will immediately continue the fight in the finals.

While everything was being prepared, Curios was beyond angry and excited, just as Marvelous had hoped.

We asked questions to understand humans.

“I will ask. Oh human.”

“Yes. Try it.”

“What do you fight for?”

It was a feeling that made me truly curious about dragons.

For the first time, I began to want to understand not only the dragon's perspective as it greets humans as challengers, but also the emotions of humans who challenge it as Curios.

And because Winnet is a human being who does not interrupt anyone who asks for conversation, he answered the dragon.

“I received a favor from a friend. A request from a friend who is trying to protect what is most precious to him. So, since I saw how much my friend liked it, I just thought I wanted to help.”

Everything for friends.

All to kill the dragon.

Everything-

“So, I was able to fight even if the opponent was a dragon.”

For humans to inherit human will.

        
            'I'm crazy. 'I can't believe they made contact there.'

thud-

Inside an alley in Tirner Nog.

The sound of Hwarim hitting his head against the wall echoes loudly in the alley.

It hurt, but it didn't hurt.

'Rather, it's a situation where I'd rather get hurt. At times like these, the fact that the head of the soul bottle is particularly strong feels like a curse.'

If there is an uncomfortable area, it would be better to focus your attention on the wound and at least some of the current shame will disappear.

‘Hwarim. Hwarim. Hwarim, Hwa-rim. It looks like this asshole. There is a time and a situation. Wasn't everyone confused? Lee Rim, that woman named Clayzen, and everyone else in the church,

and-

-

-Yourself too.'

It was sudden.

It is definitely true that he moved without realizing it.

At that time, Hwa-rim felt that she had to do it, so she moved her body first and took action.

I thought I wanted to express my feelings by kissing Lee Rim.

“... Phew-”

I sigh and calm down for now.

Just a little while ago, I was on my way home from the lodgings where the Red Fudge Church was staying, feeling so embarrassed that I was deeply embarrassed.

After the servants of the Red Purge Church were told by the saint, Hir'em, to give Hwarim all the help they could in order to establish even a little connection with the Deshade Church, they decided to use even the slightest healing magic on soul-sick people who did not work. After making every effort to think of any medicine that could be found, I was able to prepare the appropriate medicine on the spot, so I brought it to him.

So Hwarim took the medicine and succeeded in completely healing the wound.

'Thanks to you, my arm got back together quickly. Did you say it was a medicine that uses magic to return things to their original state? I'd like to have this on hand as soon as possible, but... that's probably what that saintess wants. It's something I really wanted, but I don't want to do something that will be seen as a nuisance to the people in the church.'

humming-

When I swing my arm once, the broken bone returns to its full potential and returns comfortably enough to be considered a recovery.

The medicine was exactly what Hwarim wanted.

It was inconvenient because the only way to cure soul disease was the same as the repair method used by the Gaia Church.

In fact, the Gaia Church, one of the entities that created soul illnesses, considered soul illnesses to be nothing more than consumables, and beyond that, they did not research on the healing of soul illnesses, so they were not able to produce medicine.

I had no idea that the priests of Red Purge would come out so easily after trying so many different ways to avoid being captured by the saint.

However, that was what the saint wanted, and in order to get it, Hwarim was reluctant to have to continuously deal with the Red Purge Church, but later, when Peria heard the story, he decided that he should never feel that he was a nuisance in this matter and made a leap of faith. A request was made to place a large order.

So, Hwarim remembers how she showed herself embarrassed at the Red Purge Church's dormitory a little while ago, without even dreaming that things would turn out like that later.

'It looked a bit misleading to the people there. 'I hit my head so loudly that the whole dorm could hear it.'

While taking the medicine and observing the symptoms, Hwa-rim remembered what she had done to I-rim and hit her head on the wall. The priests of the church were worried that they had made a mistake, so they somehow managed to get their minds together. I'm going to do it.

“It was only about 10 minutes ago that I asked to think like that, but I lost my way and wondered what I was doing.”

But it ultimately failed.

Depth of field is particularly unhelpful today.

Even though the shame had exploded once, it slowly started to build up in the back of my heart, and it exploded right after as I was walking out of the Red Fudge Church's dormitory and walking towards the Knight's Hall where everyone was.

“... I remember going up the hill-”

In conclusion,

Hwarim lost her way because she focused too much on embarrassing memories.

“I really don’t know where I am. It's a disaster.”

I don't know how I ended up in the alley.

It was obviously cloudy just a moment ago, but I was walking along a brightly lit street thanks to a magic light, and before I knew it, I was in the middle of walking into an alley that I had no idea where I was going.

“... Sigh.”

Still, it's okay to get lost in the city.

Tyrna Nog is the place where Rugal's main church is located and the diocese, so although it is large, it is nothing compared to Grace Estate.

'You just have to keep going to the right and find where the main road is.'

Finding my way around isn't difficult as I've already spent a long time wandering around the alleys in a city so complex that I've been told to go away.

So, I go through the alleys and clear my mind.

'I have to admit. 'I like Lee Rim.'

It's embarrassing, but feeling ashamed is evidence that proves that the feelings you expressed were true.

I was able to guess when it started.

'is it. 'I guess I was already in love at that time, when I saw that child who was stronger than me and didn't want to fight, but wanted to be by his side at all costs.'

I like fighting.

If you're a strong opponent, you'll start laughing.

As long as the name is satisfied, there is no reason to keep it in hand.

As for that, I don't even think I knew I would like fighting this much.

To be precise, it is because I have lived each day without any choice but to realize it.

In the original world, when he was a seal master, he already had a position, so he had to set an example for his subordinates.

He wields a sword that kills people, but cleanly, and as a teacher, he has to set an example for his students, so he wields the sword only to the extent necessary, and the only thing he refines is the mindset of depth of field.

Therefore, even when dealing with hidden guests or assassins, the inner feelings of fighting are simply suppressed immediately after swinging the sword before they are awakened.

However, since coming here, the restrictions have disappeared.

No one, no one, watches him with his eyes wide open until the sun rises and the moon sets, and no one says anything, and all beings rush to kill him, who is a soul disease.

So there was no reason to show hesitation in swinging the sword.

It's a shame that you get tired quickly, but you can swing your sword as much as you want without hesitation at the enemies that keep coming at you.

Sometimes, he remembered killing all of his students, but he swung his sword even harder just to forget about it.

Therefore, clashing swords with a strong person was a connection to the true nature that was sleeping inside, the inner self that Hwarim was actually a person who enjoyed fighting.

'However, the sword's purpose gradually began to change.'

Several strings are wrapped around the sword.

He accepted a new disciple, and the disciple grew and accepted his offer and became Mu's companion.

Many people gathered together, and everyone turned into someone they didn't want to lose.

So the sword, which only enjoyed itself, stopped.

I had to stop.

A sword that was only fun but not sharp was changed into a sword that kills for one purpose, to protect.

But maybe that’s why.

Hwarim stopped growing again.

The sword was easily swung to kill anything without caring about anyone, but it stopped the moment it made eye contact with Irim, the sword that swore to cut down people to protect.

The reason that stopped the sword was her feelings as a woman.

Hwarim has never felt before, a feeling that she almost had to show a side of herself she didn't want to see to the man she liked.

So he stopped his sword and was defeated.

'I simply changed my priorities, but there will come a time when I will stop swinging my sword.'

The reason she stopped wielding her sword was not because she was weak or old, but because she simply wanted to avoid being seen by men.

That reason made Hwarim feel his body with his own arms.

The hand that killed the sense of pain holding the sword.

The hand that felt Lee Rim’s rough touch.

The legs are just a tool used for stepping, running, and support.

When I laid my head down, my legs felt comfortable breathing.

What I felt in my palm was the cold handle of a sword.

When I put my cheek in my palm, what I felt was a warm feeling.

“... Ugh!”

The whole concept has been turned upside down.

I began to focus on things that I had not been conscious of until now.

The more I delved into my memories, the more I felt ashamed of the things I had done so casually.

At the same time, it made me crave it even more.

'If I had felt Lee Rim as a man earlier, if I had realized that I was a woman-'

What comes to mind is the future we might have reached if we had made different choices at the time.

'It is said that after embracing a lover, humans become stronger to protect what is precious.'

Hwarim knows.

Lee Rim hugged Thistle and immediately became stronger.

What comes to mind from there is that if Lee Rim had not met Thistle,

I wonder if he would have taken on that role later.

'One day, when the child wants to grow further, I may have helped him with his orthodoxy.'

The delusion unfolds.

Like a girl who thinks about the boy she likes and fantasizes about dating him.

However, because he is an adult who knows everything, his delusions remain dark.

What came to mind for Hwarim was the image of herself half-naked on top of Lee Rim, lusting after her lips.

“... Go!!!”

After thinking up to that point, Hwarim shouts loudly.

“Gal-! conflict-! Gaaal!!! Wow!!!”

thud-

This is my third self-harm today.

I put my delusions to the limit by banging my head against the stone wall.

So Hwarim did not notice a group of people approaching him.

“... That woman over there, what is she doing?”

“...?”

When Hwa-rim finally started to feel pain in her head, she turned her head and saw a group of white knights in front of her.

‘Paladin? That's 10 people?'

They weren't just knights either, they were all paladins.

“Looking at his outfit, is he a Red Purge person?”

“... Hmm?”

Hwarim looks down at her outfit as the Join Paladin speaks.

‘Aha, indeed. 'Is this why there was a misunderstanding?'

What she is wearing now is the clothes gifted to her by Liu Dian, a knight of the Red Purge.

Oriental clothing is the clothing seen on the humans of Red Purge, so even though it was blue, it was natural that people would misunderstand it in that direction unless there was enough conversation.

“... Excuse me, I'm lost.”

So, thinking that it might somehow lead to troublesome trouble, Hwarim deliberately made people misunderstand that he was a member of the Red Purge without admitting that he was wrong, and then ignored the Paladin's words.

“... Sigh.”

Then the Paladin sighed and pointed to one side of the alley to Hwarim.

“Good. You're lost. I need to show you the right path. If you go straight through the alley over there, you will be able to get to the main street.”

“Thank you.”

Hwarim expressed his gratitude to Paladin.

But Paladin did not stop talking there.

“and-”

“Hmm?”

“If you are going to make an excuse, prepare a more sincere one. No matter how much you want to dig up various information about our denomination, that kind of attitude is ridiculous.”

“... Uh, um.”

Apparently, the paladin misunderstood Hwarim as an acolyte wandering around Tyr no Nog to get various information about the Rugal Church.

“Be a spy in moderation. Because there are limits that even we can turn a blind eye to.”

“... Well, I understand.”

The paladins pass by Hwarim and enter the back of the alley.

Hwarim did not admit to being called by mistake as if he was a Red Purge spy, but waited until they passed.

“... Unlike those ant people, these guys are somewhat sharp.”

It was a bonus to check the eyes of several paladins at the same time.

The ten paladins did not feel solid, unlike Aleph, the ant-man who was the first paladin that Hwarim got to know.

        
            After the paladins disappeared, Hwarim turned his head.

“... Well, whether your eyes look strange or not is none of my business.”

Hwarim tried to move towards the alley pointed out by Paladin.

But even for a moment, Hwarim had to stop walking again, just like a moment ago when she faced Paladin in a narrow alley.

“... If there is a God of Wanderers, we can consider all of the current events to be a prank by that God. I wonder why there is so much traffic in such a narrow alley where I got lost alone.”

What appeared before my eyes this time were two women.

“... Huh? Hwarim? Why are you here?”

“Rather than that, there is something I would like to ask you first, is it okay?”

“Ah, yes. Let’s do it.”

“Why on earth do you have a member of our church next to you?”

One was Ingrid, and the other was Raines, who was restrained and held on Ingrid's side.

“Ah, this one. Kikkik - I kept trying to work hard, but there was a mouse that followed me. So I caught it, but it seemed like it would immediately follow me even if I warned it, so I didn't want to leave it somewhere, so I just carried it with me.”

“...”

Raines was clinging to Ingrid's side with sharp eyes, looking at Hwarim.

“... Hehe, it looks like there was some misunderstanding.”

“No, no. It's hard to say it's a misunderstanding because he's clearly following me. Ki kick.”

Hwa-rim tried to get Ingrid to let go of Reigns, but she instead made it clear that she wanted to move on and then made a suggestion to Hwa-rim.

Because “, Hwarim.”

“... Good. Please make a suggestion.”

“I won’t tell anyone else that someone from your church followed me. Instead, please tell me which direction the paladins who entered this alley a little while ago went.”

“Their whereabouts?”

“Yes. This woman was following me, so I slightly lost sight of her while holding her back and checking her identity. If you tell me where the paladins have gone, I will let them go right away. Also, I don’t mind if they come after me.”

For Hwarim, there was absolutely nothing in Ingrid's proposal that would put them at a disadvantage.

'Are you generous at heart, or is the current pursuit just that urgent?'

So she gave the answer right away.

“I went to the alley behind me, to the right of the two paths leading from there.”

“Thank you.”

Slurp-

thud!

“...”

Ingrid immediately threw Reigns to the floor.

Even though they hit each other pretty hard, Reigns didn't even groan, and instead immediately pulled himself together and thanked Hwarim.

“... Thank you.”

Meanwhile, Ingrid walks quickly away from the two people.

“Are you okay?”

“As you can see.”

Hwarim shakes the dirt off Reigns' body and turns around.

“Okay, let’s go then.”

“... Yes?”

“I guess I came because there was something I wanted to see by following that woman anyway.”

“... That's right.”

“So, Ingrid, that woman said she could come after her, so let’s go after her outright.”

Raines was taken aback by Hwarim's words for a moment, but then Hwarim took Rainz's hand and followed closely behind Ingrid.

So Reigns couldn't hide his doubts and asked Hwarim.

“... Why are you helping me?”

Hwa-rim chases after Ingrid and is momentarily embarrassed by the sudden disappearance of her presence. After using her Rakshasa, Hwa-rim realizes that Ingrid has hidden herself in the dark and responds by carefully following behind her, unseen.

“You are helping Irim because he is trying to get what he wants, just like that child and like me.”

“...?”

“It doesn’t matter if you don’t understand. It's purely my whim.”

So the two chased after Ingrid, and Ingrid also kept her distance from the paladins and continued to pursue them.

A long time passed, and Hwarim and Raines lost track of Ingrid several times and succeeded in chasing her again, and the two were able to find Ingrid sitting precariously on a narrow protruding railing under the window of a building. .

“... Whew.”

'I, too, don't know why you're being so soft on these two people.'

Knock, Knock, Knock -

Seeing the two people looking up at her, Ingrid waves her hand and tells them to come up.

The two quietly climbed up to the railing where Ingrid was, and soon the three were able to hear the conversation of the paladins involved in the Incarnation Ritual, who were holding an urgent meeting.

...

“-So, did you successfully evacuate the 1st prince?”

“Yes. We ordered him to reside in a safe mansion near the city gate. I don't think there's any need to spend more time worrying about anything more than this. Paladin Stendhal.”

“Good. Then, Paladin Canis, please tell the rest of the Paladins who have not yet shared accurate information about the message from the Margrave.”

The Join Paladin asks the Werewolf Paladin for an explanation, and the Werewolf clears his throat for a moment and explains to the remaining Paladins, who are listening, the whole story of why they were urgently summoned.

“This is a short message from Margin Baekryeong in the south. The giant Sotok is coming.”

Then the paladins become agitated.

“Giant Sotok?”

“A giant pulling down the sky?”

“Are you short? Or is it many?”

The feeling of anxiety contained in the voices lingered among the paladins.

The three people who had been hiding and listening from the beginning did not know the whole story, but one thing was certain.

The story they are telling now is enough to make them tremble in fear, even though there are 10 paladins gathered together who have been dealing with giants all their lives.

“Please tell me in more detail. Paladin Canis.”

“No matter what was said in detail, the message was delivered briefly and urgently. Two sentences were written on double handwritten paper. ‘The giant Sotok has crossed the border. Tyr you are heading to Nog.' This is it.”

“First of all, we don’t know the exact reason why Sotalk moved. The fact that the Margrave of Mohadorn's border guards delivered the message in such a hasty manner...”

“Yes. Of course, it means that it has suffered damage close to destruction.”

“How long has it been?”

“About 30 minutes ago.”

“A little late.”

“It is said that it was discovered late because the priests who were originally supposed to guard the communication records were dispatched to the underground recovery area.”

“... Tyr You're heading towards Nog, so does that mean that what you're aiming for is clear?”

“Isn’t this revenge on us like the other giants before?”

“But we never attacked Sotok’s clan, did we?”

“That's right. SoTok is something that we cannot yet touch, so didn't we all agree with the majority? 'Sotok of the Crossbow' was judged to be a being that Rugal could touch after he had a body on earth.”

“Could it be that Sotok discovered our plan?”

“What can the giant do?!”

“... An insider or a spy from another church may have found out about our plan and sent a message to the giant.”

“... No way! Is it Red Fudge?! The reason we uncovered the secrets hidden underground was because of the work of Red Purge spies?!”

“Then, that explains why Saint Hirem tried to delve so deeply into Curios even though we had the first prince at the forefront.”

“ Wicked guys... Just a little while ago, I found a woman from the cult who was spying in an alley and let her go as mercy...!”

An unexpected mess.

Paladins, who are supposed to appear serious and dignified in front of people, were showing their composure collapsing due to anger, anxiety, and embarrassment.

thud!

However, those aspects were put to rest by a paladin.

‘Oh, I see. Paladin Stendhal. 'Are you their leader?'

When Ingrid sees the Join Paladin calming down the other Paladins by hitting the desk hard, she confirms that he is the leader.

“There is nothing to be afraid of.”

Paladin Stendhal, his brown feathered wings fluttering, he speaks as he raises his sharp clawed fist high in the sky.

“Even if Sotok's goal is to kill the fragments of the Incarnation's consciousness, it doesn't matter if he discovered our plan voluntarily, or if he was discovered by another church that discovered our secret. Where is this place? This is the giant-slaying fortress, Tir you Nog! Where is this place? This is Rugal’s temple where dozens of paladins and high priests reside! What is here?! These are the three heroes who are on the verge of being reborn as the true Lord Rugal! Who are they?! This is what we have been preparing for over hundreds of years! This is the incarnation of Rugal! The vessel is not yet complete and is divided into three beings, but the opponent is one giant who only has a title! So I think now is the opportunity! It is not necessary for Rugal to challenge Sotok once he has a complete body, but to defeat Sotok by combining the powers of our current paladins and the three heroes, and later, the real Rugal is born, who is much stronger than all of us combined. I think we can declare that we have no opponents! So don't be scared! Strengthen the city's defenses and inform the Three Heroes of Sotok's visit!”

‘Oh my. My confidence is amazing. Ki kick. By the way, it's Sotalk... I think I've heard it somewhere - what is it? This very uneasy feeling. Seeing as I vaguely remember his name, I wonder if he was just an ordinary giant? There is only one giant, so is there any reason to make such a big deal of it? The current Rugal would definitely have the strength to take on 100 giants with ease.'

The other Paladins hear his speech and their fighting spirit is aroused.

Hwarim also became certain after listening to their words.

'As expected, it seems that all paladins must have some aspect of a psychopath.'

To conclude the Paladin's speech,

It was just a story about fighting a giant when it comes.

They even let out a loud cheer, but when the discussion about what to do with the people in the knight's festival came up, they immediately seemed to dismiss it.

“In the Knight's Hall, the verification of the next Dragon King, the last piece of God's vessel, is soon coming to an end. Don't necessarily tell people the news. Don't go into detail with the paladins, but tell them to finish inspecting the springfield installed on the castle wall and preparing for launch.”

“Okay!”

“Please. You must prepare for work in secret. That way, people will clearly see how we deal with giants.”

Soon the meeting was over, and upon seeing the paladins rushing out, Ingrid, who was sitting on the railing in the most comfortable position, opened her mouth.

“... It looks like they don't want to deliver any news to the people in the city.”

“It looks like he wants to do that. It seems like there is only one enemy, but it still seems to be a giant. Is this normal?”

“No. It's kind of crazy. Since there is no way for a giant to distinguish between citizens and soldiers, naturally, people would have to be left out. The reason I didn't do that is probably because the priorities are clearly set for those paladins.”

“What is that?”

Ingrid grins at Hwarim's question and speaks with her sharp eyes shining behind her sunglasses.

“What they want is for people from all over the empire to clearly witness the moment they enter Tir no Nog, the giants attacking, and the paladins, paladins, and the three heroes fighting desperately against the giants. . Another reason is to prevent the giants who invaded Tirna Nog from thinking that they had made sufficient preparations by not showing the people who had already started to evacuate.”

“... Any of these things are crazy.”

“That’s right. These are crazy people. Kikikick.”

What he wants is to show off how brave the subjects who serve Rugal are and how strong the three pieces that will become Rugal are.

At the Paladins' meeting, everything was done for the sole purpose of exalting the name of Rugal, the god they served, and they did not consider at all how many people below them would be sacrificed as a result.

“In that case, it would be best for us to return to the Knight’s Hall.”

“Hey- Why do you think that? A mouse with red fur?”

When Ingrid expressed her opinion, Ingrid tried to make fun of Raines, who had been following her secretly for a while, but Raines explained without reacting at all to the provocation.

“I don't know the giant's intention, but if what the giant is after is the Three Heroes, the pieces of God that will be used in the incarnation ritual, he will most likely aim for the Knight's Scepter first. So, it would be best for us to hurry back and inform the people in the church.”

“To people in the church?”

“Yes. To the people of the church, that is.”

Hwarim is a little surprised when she sees that.

Raines probably didn't realize what she said, but she was saying that she had to go to protect the people of the church out of her own will, as if it was a natural action.

Whether he knew it or not, Raines gave Ingrid a murderous look and clearly conveyed his opinion.

“... I said it was Raines. I don't like it either. I'm kind of upset because you look like me.”

Ingrid looked at Raines' eyes directly from behind the sunglasses for a moment, then decided to accept her opinion and move.

“Good. The spy game is over. In the first place, it is overtime.”

She jumps down the railing first.

A railing on a four-story building.

Ingrid casually jumped down, landed, and looked up at the height of the railing that Hwarim and Reigns had had a hard time climbing.

“From now on, let’s hurry up and become Jeon Seo-gu and return to everyone in the church faster than the steps of a giant.”

        
            Marvelous lost.

I expected it, but it was an unexpected fight.

People's expectations were only towards the end, when they hoped for a miracle.

However, what the heart tells you to do and what your head tells you to do, move separately.

Although they shouted hope from deep in their hearts toward Marvelous, their hands in their pockets moved separately.

The ideal head clearly indicated which direction the credit card held in the palm of the hand handed to the gambling manager should be pointed.

So, the odds of Marvelous' victory were much higher than those of Curios, but the numbers written there also predicted Marvelous' inevitable defeat.

'... Should I have risked more money?'

I don't really have any spare funds, but I feel a little disappointed that I didn't do anything even though I always kept the church's credit card in my pocket.

For me, Marvelous ended up just talking a few times after the duel with Hwarim, so there was no reason to be loyal to him, and even if I bet 1 gold or 100 gold, I would have lost it all, but I still wanted to bet at least a little bit. It was such a great passion that I thought about it too late.

'From my perspective, I knew that Curios was a dragon at first, and Marvelous even taunted me in the waiting room, so I thought the duel would end easily.'

At the end, right before Marvelous charged in with two weapons, when more than half of the weapons before that were all destroyed, Marvelous could only be seen as being toyed with by the dragon, so I thought I should just close my eyes.

However, Marvelous has since shown itself to be more than anyone could have imagined.

'I thought we would face a complete defeat, but we held on, created opportunities, and got what we wanted.'

A pure-blooded human knight-errant who wielded his weapon to the end regardless of whether it broke or not.

A prediction of a victory that could have been achieved even if Curios had not been a dragon.

I thought it would be a good idea to expect victory if it was against Dragonia, but even though not everyone said it out loud, people clearly thought that Curios was a being comparable to dragons, so the fate of the match was clear.

Marvelous has endured that for quite a long time.

Not only that, but it also produced clear results.

According to rumors spreading among sharp-eyed gamblers, the armor Curios is wearing is clearly dragon armor made using dragon scales.

So, based on the gamblers' observational skills, it was thought that Marvelous' winning rate was bound to be low, but Marvelous actually destroyed Dragon Armor, which was thought to be the biggest cause of defeat, spectacularly.

Even though I ran out of strength halfway through.

'I only noticed it after Winnet ran out. 'Marvelous' movements were strange.'

Marvelous fainted while running forward and was unable to swing his great sword until the end. Although the referee, the priest, belatedly admitted defeat as people had first predicted, none of the people watching the duel booed.

'If there really was such a big guy, he would have been immediately dragged down by people and brought before Curios.'

Even if they weren't Curios, there were enough people in the VIP room to take charge of bad-tempered guys.

“Ah, Mr. Marvelous... and Mr. Winnet. Really, how can you show me the pinnacle of the concept of beauty that I know and go beyond it? This Clayzen is truly impressive.”

Nod- Nod-

Clayzen folds his hands and speaks to himself reverently, while the women behind him nod and wipe away their tears.

Today, in the VIP room, a group of women with red handkerchiefs on their wrists, a group of women from the Imperialist fraternity known as the Red Code, are watching.

Until yesterday, when Clayzen was still participating in the duel as a knight, they were quietly occupying a corner, but after Clayzen was defeated by Aila, they changed their clothes and went up to the VIP table, and they looked dignified.

‘I said it was a red coat. Actually, that club seems to have quite a lot of power because Clayzen is involved.'

In addition, the atmosphere was so burning that it made even other races of people root for Marvelous, a pure-blooded human, so even if there was a foolish person hiding among the stands who could not read the atmosphere and say the wrong thing, there would be no harm as of now. I wouldn't have been able to get the words out.

'Anyway, you're crying a lot.'

I looked to the side for a moment to see if he was still praying, and I saw Clayzen, who had been holding back but eventually burst into tears and was trying hard to calm down his emotions as he watched Marvelous' duel and Winnet, who inherited it.

As she holds human supremacist ideology, she seemed to have been truly moved by the human effort shown by the Marvelous, and the way she tried to convey her will to the next person after showing the culmination of that effort.

And there was one more person who was as focused on the duel as she was.

'I didn't think this person could focus on a duel this much.'

Another person who is looking at the current duel with a more serious attitude than anyone else here.

That is Hirem Brigade, the Saint of Red Purge.

For some reason, she was also flirting with me more and more today, and for a while, I thought she was becoming more and more absorbed in Marvelous' duel, but now she didn't say anything and was focused on Winnet's duel, which was continuing, and was only looking at the middle of the hall.

Immediately after Marvelous' duel, in which the tenacity shown by one person attracted the attention of countless people and ended in defeat, Winnet's duel began.

After the dust settled, what emerged was the appearance of Curios, who was stepping back, and Winnet, with his fists clenched.

I don't know what was talked about.

However, even if nothing else is known, one thing is certain: Curios was angry, perhaps angry at having been interrupted in his attempt to kill Marvelous.

'He is easily swayed by his emotions like a child. However, although he is a child, he is clearly an adult and a dragon. 'I don't know how much time has passed since I was born.'

When I look at Curios, Farewell comes to mind.

In terms of intelligence, they are born to be far above the level of adults, but in terms of knowledge, they are far above the level of criminals. They only know everything through knowledge, but in reality, they are beings who are encountering them for the first time.

So the dragon was very weak to provocation.

He was quickly caught up in Aila's trash talk, accepted Marvelous' challenge honestly, and probably wonnet's provocation worked as is.

As expected, the dragon this time showed a different side from previous fights.

'If the dragon focused on fun and excitement when fighting the Marvelous, this fight contains the will to thoroughly trample on the opponent.'

Curios no longer hid his identity.

The limiter has been lifted for a long time.

As soon as the duel with Winnet begins, the dragon spreads its wings wide and creates a sphere of enthusiasm in its mouth that radiates from its heart of flame from the beginning.

ray of light.

A condensation of light exploding, burning everything.

He used the breath and enthusiasm that could cook anything in the heat just by brushing against it, and that turned everything nearby into ashes before they even caught fire.

'Thanks to you, it was nice to see Rugal's priests embracing their heads.'

Many of the high-ranking priests in the stands are each covering their heads or eyes with their hands, sighing or expressing anger.

Now, no one believes that Curios is not a dragon anymore.

Until morning, the first prince had announced that it was a dragonia, but now that they had seen it like that, they couldn't keep their mouths shut, but everyone had guessed that it was a dragon.

'Unlike other heroes, Curios seems to have difficulty controlling it. Let's keep this in mind as we might be able to use it well later.'

Even now, the Beast King, the Fetal King, and the Dragon King are quietly sitting on the throne prepared for them.

In the case of the Beast King and the Fetal King, they are heroes created by Rugal, and the Dragon King is sitting in his seat with a calm appearance like other heroes, although I do not know what conditions Rugal put on to attract her.

However, Curios has a strong ego compared to them.

As a material and piece of the ritual of incarnation, he only needs to prove his strength and completeness, but he shows himself as a true dragon who does not listen to anyone.

And that was noticed by everyone in the Knight's Hall.

Everyone is thinking the same thing.

[That is a dragon.]

[There is no explanation unless it is a dragon.]

As soon as the battle begins, enthusiasm comes out from the mouth,

As soon as Winnet charged, it flew into the sky,

Use your peer to stop your body and prepare to start a frenzy again.

'Rather, if that isn't a dragon, then what on earth is a dragon?'

It has surpassed the category of Dragonia.

It is not a category that can be hidden.

So pray more.

So that Winnet can kill the dragon.

My greed sent Winnet in front of the dragon,

May Winnet survive and return to us.

'It's selfishness.'

I know that this is a judgment influenced by emotions.

If I were to say that I used Wenet because I was asked to stay as friends, I would have no choice but to admit it.

By selling his friend's name, he made Winnet attack the dragon.

There is only one reason.

Because Hirem tried to control our church.

I don't care about causality.

It was Peria's suggestion first, and Hir'em accepted it. Hir'em, on the other hand, used it as a breakthrough to turn his defeat into a victory by discovering another rule that could affect the bet.

So, if we look at the facts, this is self-employed.

That's why Peria is still depressed right now.

Based on his own judgment, he made a bet with our church and Hirem's power as if he were his own teacher, but that bet is now on the verge of catastrophe.

But even so, it doesn't matter.

The family can cover up the family's mistakes.

So, selfishly giving all priority to our denomination, I asked Winnett to go out on a limb.

Of course, I am not asking you to commit suicide.

I know Winnet’s capabilities.

It may be impossible to win against a dragon as a participant in a knight's festival, but as a high-level adventurer, I asked because I knew that there was a slim, tiny, tiny chance of killing the dragon.

'Sorry. Winnet. But I'll ask you a favor.'

I feel sorry for showing the difference in priorities.

I am sorry for making the judgment that I placed a high value on the continuation of our denomination and the possibility of Winnet dying.

Even though Winnet must have known about it, he agreed to my request.

All to do my friend's favor.

Because I am treating this selfish friend as a friend.

As a high-level adventurer, she delved into the dragon's enthusiasm and took another step forward, clenching her fists.

        
            Kiiing-

Grrr-

'It's hot.'

[Craralalalalalalalalalalala-!]

flinch-

'My body stiffens.'

fluttering-

Phuwak-

‘My eyes hurt. Are you running away again?'

The enthusiasm that turned even grains of sand to ashes was avoided.

Winnet's gi burns, and the skin protected by magic absorbs heat beyond its limit.

A fear that causes instant death to weak creatures.

Muscles that have been stiffened several times cause a disconnection between the nerves and each other, so movement becomes slower and slower, and the number of destroyed cells gradually accumulates.

When the rough and huge wings flap, dust rises up and obscures the view.

At that time, Winnet uses all five senses again to make Curios choose where to start from and which direction to prioritize if he is ready for a frenzy.

But Winnet's mind was at peace.

‘Let’s stay calm. 'Because I was calm, I made it this far.'

There is no need to rush.

'It's just something that has always happened. It's easier to be alone than to be distracted by two or more people. There is almost no chance of paint coming in.'

Winnet, a high-level adventurer.

It was difficult for her to find someone who could accommodate her.

No adventurer could match Winnet.

It was natural at the lower level, and it wasn't there at the intermediate level either.

However, when Winnet was an intermediate, I thought it must be out there somewhere, even though I hadn't encountered it yet.

Then I became a high-level adventurer, and once took on jobs with other high-level adventurers.

But they all said in unison when they saw Winnet.

'It was too fast,' he said.

'I couldn't keep up,' he said.

So Winnet went alone.

Because he was always alone and faster than anyone else, no one could chase him.

like that-

For Winnet, who had always faced numerous enemies alone, this level of work was no different from the somewhat unreasonable requests he often took on.

The difference is that what Winnet is dealing with now is not the dangerous beast or being with a bounty that the Adventurer's Guild usually requests, but a dragon that she, as a high-level adventurer, would never have thought of or had any reason to hunt alone. .

Even though he accepted a request that ordinary adventurers would never accept, even if he was drunk, Winnet decided that if he thought about it calmly, it wouldn't be much different from what he had done so far.

'If they attack, dodge. When the part that is considered a weak point approaches the part that can be reached when the arm is extended, the hand is thrown and passes by. There is no need for inefficient actions. You just have to stop blocking things that can't be prevented anyway. All I have to do is hit and run without any fuss, and find exactly the part where I can kill the opponent. okay. 'It's easy.'

If the passion is hot, you can make it so that the other person cannot predict the path you will take in advance.

'Anyway, enthusiasm only goes in the direction of condensing the flame in the mouth, then moving the neck forward and extending the head. So, either you can predict where the head will be headed in advance, or you can mix up the opponent's movements with feints and make them attack in vain.'

If the peer stops the body, kinetic energy can be built up in advance so that it does not matter whether the muscles stop or not.

'Even if the muscles become stiff, inertia does not disappear. Since it seems like you can't use it continuously even if you bloom, you just have to make sure that your body doesn't stop when you want it to. It doesn't matter if you run too fast and your muscles stiffen and you end up rolling on the floor. 'It's better than being hit by a passion and dying in an instant.'

If it flies high enough that your fist can't reach it, you can just drop the dragon.

'It's a good thing that the duel started right away without even having the power to remove the weapons that were on the floor. As a weapon, it has reached the end of its useful life, but if you only care about throwing it, it doesn't need to be intact. Let's aim for the wings by infusing magical energy and throwing. Fortunately, that dragon is comparable in size to a human. If it were just a dragon, its wings would have been too thick to damage it to this extent, but it has become so small overall that this is enough to pierce its wings.'

Damage is clearly accumulating in the body.

I was burned by the enthusiasm.

'It only ended with burns.'

My left ear, which has been exposed to the peer for a long time, does not work.

'It doesn't matter as long as the muscles in your arms and legs aren't completely gone.'

The gusts of wind generated by the wings caused numerous abrasions on the body.

'If I apply saliva later, it will get better.'

But it didn't die.

If you don't die, the opportunity will come.

Curios' movement of taking a deep breath to attack again after firing a frenzy is clearly a weakness, and the fact that the scales on his entire body are raised significantly immediately after using Fear is also a weakness.

Thanks to constant checks on the wings, there are also some holes, so Curios can't even think about flying unless Wynette comes close enough to touch his fist.

'Okay, now there's only one thing you need.'

Therefore, what causes agony is the weapon that can finish the job.

'How can I kill him?'

Everything the dragon has are weapons that can easily kill Winnet.

However, Winnet cannot think of a weapon that can kill a dragon in one go.

Martial arts, striking, fists, angles, everything done with the body.

These are technologies that clearly will not work on the current Curios.

'Even if it gets smaller, as long as it's a dragon, its strength is superior. As long as there is a difference in strength, joint movement and everything else doesn't work.'

The unbridgeable gap between races renders the skills Winnet has acquired useless.

‘Day break might work. But you can't completely and definitively break through his defense just once.'

The technique of conversion also cannot 'reliably' reach the inside of the dragon.

Aila's spear can guarantee death, but Winnet's skills are still skilled enough to create probability.

Although it was probabilistic, Day Break could definitely kill the dragon with just one attack, but Winnet did not want to rely on the odds.

'There are two ways to kill a dragon. One way is to distort the existence by slowly or instantly burning out the multi-layered magical body, or to pierce the heart of flame, which is the foundation of the dragon.'

Dragons are creatures made of magical energy.

They are a race that has succeeded in having a body made entirely of magical power by overlapping themselves from multiple dimensions into one place. To make it disappear completely, all you have to do is make it use the magic power that makes up its body until it ends, or make it disperse with a strong shock. .

Otherwise, you just have to break the heart of flame, which is the source of the dragon.

A heart of flame that is said to have the appearance of a huge jewel.

Each color is different, but the heart of flame is the dragon's only weak point.

'A bird is born from an egg, but a dragon is its opposite; a heart of flame exists first, and surrounding it, the dragon is formed.'

What Winnet comes to mind is the characteristics of various creatures that I memorized while reading books during my time as an adventurer.

Among them, the existence of dragons or giants, which are the most powerful and stimulate the spirit of conquest and fighting spirit, has been succeeded in informing everyone of the weaknesses of absolute beings through numerous speculations and several miraculous victories through knowledge passed down by ancestors. did.

'Then what I can aim for at my level right now is the heart.'

So from now on, what Winnet should aim for is the heart of flame rather than the one that completely destroys the enormous magical power.

To do this, you must break through two layers of defense.

'If the armor hadn't been broken, he might have died without knowing.'

Winnet briefly expressed his sincere gratitude to Marvelous for breaking through one of the three layers of barriers.

Quaaa!

Curios came down from the air like a hand and struck down his great sword.

Winnet, who succeeded in dodging the great sword with a margin of about a finger's width, caught the eye of the fluttering of his jacket, revealing that thick defensive magic was covering his chest.

The dragon's skin surrounding the heart of flame, and the magic barrier surrounding the outside, were hidden inside a dragon armor made from another dragon's scales.

Everyone, including Marvelous, thought that the dragon armor was the only defense Curios had, but there was another shield hidden within it.

'This wasn't in the information. Curios definitely knows how to use magic. The only reason I'm not using any other magic except defensive magic is because I think they'll kill me with pure dragon body.'

The consideration is over.

The problem that needs to be solved was clearly revealed.

'There are a total of three things that need to be cleared with Day Break. One is a magical barrier surrounding the chest, another is the dragon's skin next to it, and the last is a heart of flame.'

“How long are you going to run away! Fight back! Human!”

“No-uh. When to go in is up to me.”

Quaaa!

Winnet dodges the greatsword that was swung again with a big jump and then looks at his fist.

Day Break is a technique that condenses all the magic power rotating in the body into one point in an instant, allowing it to pierce through enemies with any defense and strike them inward.

However, although it is possible to redirect magical power to the entire body over time, it is impossible to hit twice in succession because all magical power must be used at once.

'At that time, I was able to do it because Lee Rim helped me, but now I'm alone.'

It was possible because there were two of them when fighting the ancient being in the Forest of Illusion.

But now I'm alone.

Winnet must break through the three barriers on her own.

Place the dragon in the diagonal line and extend your right fist.

“...”

For a moment, Winnett extends his left arm as well as his right arm.

“... Yes. There are two fists.”

There is something that comes to mind.

I just didn't realize it because I had overcome most adversities by using Day Break once, but there is definitely a way to use this skill twice in a row.

'The only thing missing is bullets.'

What is lacking is the power to cohere in the fist, not the lack of a launch pad.

So, after Winnet had condensed all the magical energy in one fist, he needed bullets to condense it into the other fist, and surprisingly, the solution was not far away.

“There is no need to use only magical power.”

Because Day Break is a technology created by Winnet, it is a conclusion that only she could reach.

“You can use your soul as a bullet.”

A method that would be called foolish not only by the Archmage of the Empire but also by the supreme warriors and beings called wise men.

However, it was also an alternative that could be brought out in the current situation and produce certain results.

“Okay then, shall we begin?”

        
            The giant's steps are pleasant.

The steps I took to honor my dead friend were not as heavy as I thought.

“It’s a chilly season.”

The travel route is also smooth.

The sun isn't strong and I'm wearing layers of clothes, so it's not cold.

My mind was also calm.

Since the two of them lived long lives, it wouldn't be surprising if one of them died first.

“Tetragramaton. Even when I think about it now, it was such a fun time.”

Sotok laughed.

As I got closer to the Tetragrammaton, distant memories began to regenerate.

Memories of fighting Tetragrammaton in the distant past.

The battle that took place on this land for over a hundred years was fierce.

If it hadn't been for Mortis' intervention that came between them, one of them would have died in just a few more years.

Sotok and Tetragramaton fought until the heavens and earth trembled without eating or sleeping.

This was possible because dragons were originally made of magical power, and the giant Sotok was a strong being that far surpassed other giants.

The giant's arrows cover the sky.

The arrows fired from the crossbow enveloped the daylight in the darkness of shadows, and the Tetragramaton shot them down with frenzy.

Each one of them is an arrow that can instantly kill a dragon, and to humans, the only word to refer to them is a pillar.

Those arrows were all gone, and even the arrows that were picked up were shattered and unusable due to the dragon's magic.

Still, it wasn't that there was no income.

Tetragrammaton also used up all the magic power in the earth and air and was unable to perform any more magic, and all that was left was the enthusiasm and strong body he used by carving out his own body.

So the giant-

I lifted the window.

I prepared this spear just in case because I thought it might come in handy someday.

I took out that spear and confronted the dragon.

“At that time, my heart was really pounding. That there was a being that made me lift a spear, not a crossbow.”

And it was Mortis who stopped the collision.

Therefore, Sotok believed that the Tetragrammaton would not die until he found him again.

So, he went to the giants' blacksmith shop, gave away all the loot he had collected, and cast a spear.

Even for him, after making it, it was difficult to handle, so he put it in the warehouse, and even on this trip, he gave up on handling it because he thought it was too difficult to carry.

“That's all, it was prepared just for you. But you left before me. My friend.”

Sotalk sends away happy memories with bitterness.

I'll have to find out more details after I arrive, but I thought that Tetragrammaton would not have regretted any death.

“I'm really curious about who killed you. If you fall for the trick, I'll laugh at you on your grave. If you die gloriously, I'll envy you. My friend.”

That is the leisure of the absolute.

They are absolute beings who carry and contain the meaning of 'must,' but they are contradictory strong people who are inevitably determined to be defeated by someone.

Tetragrammaton is the one who flies above the giants.

The giant Sotok is the ‘biggest one’ among the giants.

Therefore, Sotok was ready to accept any death of his friend as the words of an absolute person who would have to face it someday.

“... Hmm-”

The giant takes a deep breath.

'Oh my... It's not time to shed tears yet.'

As I think about praising my friend's death, tears well up in my eyes, so I take a deep breath and close my eyes to keep them from falling.

That's how the thought ended.

Then, the smells of all things in the world enter the tip of my nose.

The smell of the earth created by the miscellaneous traces of time.

The smell of burning houses, clothes, food, and flesh.

The fishy smell coming from the river of blood sprinkled in front of you as you walk.

All the smells were familiar to me as a hunter.

“KengKeng-”

“Orthodox. Did you have a good time?”

Soon Sotok woke up to the sound of his wolf, Orthodox, barking.

licking-

“Hehe, this guy. It got messy again.”

If you don't know anything and just look at the scene, you can see it as an ordinary hunter stroking his hunting dog.

However, Sotok is the largest of the giants, and Orthodox is a moon wolf that raises the giant because it thinks it suits him.

“It’s still a long way from running wild, but you seem to be quite excited about your first walk in a long time.”

The body of the wolf that Sotok was petting was covered in blood and huge arrows that were tangled in the fur without even being able to get stuck, like grass seeds, and in its strangely huge right front paw, there was a piece of human armor, a weapon, and a piece of flesh, as if it had been smeared while playing in the dirt.

Thanks to the wolf, who was so excited that he went far ahead of him, Sotok was able to see the Wall, where thousands of troops were stationed, as a ruin with no one left alive, without even lifting a finger.

“Now, come here.”

Sotok takes out a rag from his bag and wipes the orthodox's feet.

When a pet wolf returns from a long walk outside the valley, where it has been tired of wandering for the first time in a while, the thorns stuck in its front paws must be removed.

“When I arrive, I have to introduce it to my friends, but why would I use it if it’s this dirty?”

“Kang Kang-”

When I roughly wiped his face with a cloth, the wolf complained for a moment, but his expression immediately brightened when I pulled out a sword that was stuck deep between his toes.

“Hmm. There was one pretty strong thorn.”

Sotok lifts the sword and brings it close to the eye to check.

However, no matter how good his eyes were, he couldn't read all the letters that the humans had carved on the sword, so he threw it away.

Then he brought the dirty rag to the collapsed castle wall and shook it off with a loud bang.

Bang- Bang-

Warrr-

The wall, which had been half collapsed by Orsodox's one jump, collapsed completely due to the impact of Sotok shaking off the rag.

fluttering-

Accordingly, the imperial flag and the flag symbolizing the family of the Mohadorn castle lord, which had been hanging on the castle wall until the last moment without falling, were blown away and covered the sword that Sotok had thrown.

That sword is a sword of protection that has been passed down from generation to generation to the marquis of Mohadorn, a margrave of the empire.

The precious sword made of star iron dropped by foreign sources was given to the Mohadorn family by the first emperor of Mortis, the imperial family, along with the title of Margrave.

However, the family of the Margrave of Mohadorn, his garrison, and the knights had just been destroyed by Sotok's wolves, and suffered damage that could never be recovered.

“Oh my... Didn't you forget the rag and bring a new one? I was told that his face was frowning for some reason. I'm sorry.”

“Kkiiing...”

But that doesn't matter to Sotok.

In the first place, a colony that was destroyed by his pet wolf would not be treated as prey by him.

“Kaaeaeaeaeaeaeak-”

“Yes, yes. Hang in there, Hresvelg. I will release you after you arrive.”

What caught Sotok's attention was not the human corpses scattered everywhere, the half-ruined castle, and the collapsed border of the empire, but only Hresvelg, sitting on his shoulder and complaining of boredom.

Tduduk-

“Eat.”

“Kaeaeaeaeak...”

gulp-

There is nothing that Sotok is more attached to than his two pets, as he is exceptionally large and so quiet that no one approaches him.

So Sotok talks to himself as he always did and takes care of the once prey he has subdued or picked up.

After barely taking a piece of beef jerky, he swallowed it as if it was delicious and stroked its forehead, and the gray giant bird wrapped in chains became quiet.

After calming down his pet bird like that, the giant takes a moment to catch his breath and starts walking again.

“Is it 30 minutes from now?”

With the giant's footsteps, it only takes about 30 minutes to reach Tir ner Nog from the border of the empire.

And so Sotok left, and silence fell over the margrave's body.

However, as time passed, the Margrave's body began to come to life again.

However, it is only the energy of vitality and movement, not life.

Rather than being lively, the energy is closer to fraud.

Flash-

A blue light appeared.

The sword of protection given to the Marquis of Mohadorn by the royal family gave off such a refreshing yet strong light that it stuck out through the thick cloth banner.

Soon, in response to that refreshing blue light, an arm pops out from a pile of stones.

suddenly-

Warrr-

What sticks out is the Margrave whose shape has been damaged beyond recognition.

Calestea Chronog e Mohadorn.

The dead Margrave, who had lost everything and lost his life in an instant to the Wolf of Sotok, rose again.

...Jerbuk-

...Jerbuk-

...Jerbuk-

He walks slowly.

...Jerbuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

The steps became faster and faster.

My body is crumbling, but it doesn't matter.

His guardian pride was unbroken.

He is the current Margrave of the Mohadorn family.

As the head of the Marquis family, he was entrusted with the duty of protection from the imperial family, so he could not allow anyone to cross the borders of the empire.

Therefore, thanks to the insurance of the sword made of star iron, he rose to fulfill his duty of protection once again even though he was dead.

Geek-

The broken right arm raises the sword.

The broken left arm raises the family flag.

The dead Mohadorn looks up at the sky and shouts.

[Stand up. Soldiers of Mohadorn. We were not defeated.]

Then the corpses scattered everywhere began to wriggle.

The Margrave, seeing this, emits blue light from the place where his eyeballs were as soon as he holds the sword, and gives a command.

[Mohadorn, who is dead but does not die, commands. Soldiers of Mohadorn. Immediately prepare your posture and chase the giant.]

Suddenly-

Then the corpses began to stand up.

Dead soldiers.

Damaged articles.

Broken weapons gather together.

Dead, but only to fulfill his duty,

The armies of the dead gathered again under the banners of the Empire and the Margrave.

Soon, less than 20 minutes later, Mohadorn called out to the soldiers and knights who had gathered all the horses, both living and dead, and were holding broken and unbroken weapons.

[The giant Sotok may have crossed the wall, but he will not be able to overcome Mohadorn's duty.]

        
            'Are you going to see the end?'

Curios judges by looking at Winnet’s eyes.

'You only get one chance.'

Winnet also saw Curios' movements and realized that he had predicted his actions.

He intended to use his own soul as a bullet to pierce the dragon's magical shield, strong skin, and even the fiery heart within.

However, Winnet thought that it was only because Curios had noticed that he was preparing his final move, and he judged that he would not know exactly what he was going to do.

'You won't know what I've prepared anyway. So, don't even think about stopping.'

But Curios wasn't like that.

Rather, Curios was more wary of Wynet than he was during the Marvelous era, and considered it more dangerous than Aela, so he was doing his best.

'This is crazy. It's reckless.'

Curios was already using magic to read all of Winnet's thoughts, just as he had done with the paladins.

So everyone knows.

What a crazy thing Winnett is trying to do.

That he had decided to use his soul as a bullet, like using magic power.

So he-

Winnet looked beautiful and I was impressed with her.

'But that's why it looks so human.'

I think dragons don't have it in all beings, but the survival instinct is latent in the deepest part of every living being's intelligence.

Everyone has it, whether their body is made up of only magical power, a dragon, or a human whose body is made up of only physical entities.

That hidden sense was revealed just before the start of the fight, when Winnet gathered all the magical power in his body into one point to make Curios retreat.

And Winnet-

I lightly ignored it.

'Survival instincts, it's just a hesitation that holds you back. 'I don't need it now.'

On the other hand, Curios judged that Wynet's technology was potentially the same threat as the spear the elf was holding at the time, and decided to read his thoughts with the intention of doing his best accordingly.

A fight between a dragon who retreated and a human who did not retreat.

So now Curios knows everything about what Winnet is thinking.

'The first time, I will gather magical energy to pierce my magic barrier, and the second time, I will use my soul to pierce my body. Right. Obviously, if you do that, the two shields will definitely break. It's foolish, but it's definitely an accurate judgment.'

So even though I couldn't understand it, I became more happy with it.

Obviously, at first I was angry as usual.

I thought I would kill this rude human, this rude human, this human who dared to challenge me even after realizing that he was a true dragon.

However, as I fought, I realized that this person was also an interesting person.

'So don't say it again. You are clearly a foolish person. He is a reckless person. The soul cannot be manipulated by humans. With such a soul, he could judge without a single doubt that he could not use it for any other great ritual, but could only use it as a substitute for concentrated magic power. You must be a madman.'

It is extremely difficult for humans to interfere with the soul.

Of course, there are resurrection rituals and necromancers.

However, the resurrection ritual is a ritual that requires many preparations and can only be accomplished through God under limited conditions, and necromancers either cleverly avoid paying the price for tampering with the soul through their own means, or pay it after death. Handle it and take its power.

However, what the human in front of Curios is trying to do is to deplete his own soul with his own power and use it as another bullet.

'I guess it's not impossible. It is said that those who have reached the pinnacle of nothingness are capable of transcending magic and deceiving the eyes of the world.'

Even though Curios has read Winnet's thoughts, he is skeptical because the possibility is not completely out of the question.

The extreme of nothingness.

If wizards try to read the rules of the world, those who cultivate nothingness to the limit transcend the body and deceive the rules of the world.

Therefore, the veteran's sword, which had trained Mu to its limit, created starlight with a single swing, and returned to the black space of the soul soldier who was determined to protect everyone, and the elf's spear blade cut off three piercings and merged them into one, omitting the middle. I was trying to pierce the heart of the dragon's flame.

'Since you are also human, you may have reached the point where you can freely wield miracles.'

However, his doubts were not completely resolved.

Curios had no doubt that Winnet could work a miracle.

But with just that level of miracle, it's still-

One time wasn't enough.

'The spell can be broken. It can pierce my skin. But then, how will you attack my heart?'

Twice the culprit can never reach.

Humans who have the power to make it possible.

However, I did well, but twice.

At best, it is altruistic and alienating.

A dragon that dies only if its heart of flame is pierced requires three attacks to reach death.

Curios continues to read Winnet's thoughts, but the number of times Winnet comes to mind is limited to two.

Even when the last moment arrived, Wynette could not think of a third option.

'good night. Well, then, the curious person must step into the problem.'

So Curios wants to know the answer -

I intentionally gave Winnett an opportunity.

Kiiing-

Kwaaa!

'good. now.'

'okay. 'Now.'

By coming down to the ground and shooting her with all his might in a straight line, I hope to bring out the final escape of Winnet, who may have sunk to the bottom of her subconscious consciously thinking she is reading her thoughts.

So Winnet,

I did not miss the hard-won opportunity.

Cooung-

What is shot straight ahead is a black bullet.

What is left behind is a trace of orange light.

What is flying is the dust from the ground that was on just a moment ago.

Winnett dodged the frenzy just long enough to take minimal damage and ran straight into the diagonal line.

[Craralalalalalalalalala-!]

Peer was shot.

For Curios, it was the paint sent out so that Winnet wouldn't have any doubts.

However, that paint alone was fatal to Winnet, so Winnet had already dealt with it the moment the dragon's mouth opened again.

'Sigh!'

thud-

Degurrr-

My legs become stiff and my body rolls on the ground.

Since he was already moving forward at a high speed, the preparatory movement was enough to just bend his head forward.

In addition, Winnet minimizes the shock to his body and rolls his depleted body forward based on inertia, approaching Curios without slowing down.

phut-

thud-

After rolling two laps in a row, he infused magical power into his body again, forcibly waking up the muscles that were stiff and not listening, and kicked the ground.

That's how we arrived inside Curios' body.

“You came. Human.”

“ came. Dragon.”

It is no longer a distance that can be responded to.

To be precise, it is a space where Winnet's movement is bound to be faster than the dragon's response.

So Winnett raised his fist before it was too late.

Before the dragon's claws pierced him.

Before his head bit into his shoulder.

Before the great sword he was holding split his waist in two.

Gather magical power and gather it into your fist.

At the same time, the soul was drained from the body.

‘Now, come. 'What are you going to do?'

Even at that moment, the information about the third and final part did not enter Winnet's mind as Curios was reading.

but,

Winnett was already preparing for his third attack.

So Curios’ reaction was late.

I was already captivated by Winnet's bare body,

[Ruach]

The ‘soul’ was separated from Winnet’s body,

One is the soul, which resides in the left fist,

The other is a spirit body that has escaped from the body and is watching itself.

I realized it too late.

“... Indeed. Was it something like that?”

[Soul], [Spirit], and [Body].

‘Everything’ in Winnet moves independently.

An empty body that can only move as long as one breath in the absence of anything.

The body moved first.

With the inertia that kept my body moving until the end, I concentrated my magical power into my right arm and released it.

[Day Break]

thud!

Pachang!

The magic that protected the dragon's body was broken as the concentration of magical power penetrated.

One after another, the residual will that remained in the body released what had been condensing the soul in the left arm.

[Day Break – Separation]

bang!

Damn it!

The scales surrounding the dragon's body were broken.

After the two pieces of armor are removed, what is revealed is a heart of flame hidden deep within the dragon's body.

The body ceased activity at that point.

Using half of his remaining breath, he used the magic power of his right hand as a bullet to break the barrier, and used the remaining half to use his left soul as a bullet to pierce the dragon's scales.

What remains is a body that has stopped because it has no breath or will.

However, the last ‘spirit’ that forms Wenet does not require breathing.

As a spirit body, it poses itself by standing side by side with its own body.

The dragon's life, its true meaning, is revealed as all the barriers visible to the spirit's eyes disappear.

A red jewel of life the size of a small fist that shines red, beautifully, and brilliantly.

[Dragon Heart]

that,

Winnet, who has become a spirit body and is free from the body, throws out his arm and pierces it.

[Dawn-]

To pierce-

did.

Cooo much

Vibration felt at a critical moment.

The tremors took away many things.

The joy of Curios, who was about to witness the last moment, filled with overwhelming joy even when he was about to receive an attack that would lead to his death.

The concentration of Winnet, who was deceiving the rules of the world by separating the body, soul, and spirit, was the ultimate act of nothingness and at the same time was nothing short of a miracle,

The astonishment of the real priests of Rugal, who thought that the piece of God that was to be made up of Rugal on earth might be defeated in the future,

The hopes of spectators who came from far away to see the knight's festival and witness the victory of pure-blooded humans who were about to be born in the hall of knights,

A vibration that takes everything away.

Kurrr-

Because of the vibration, all beings focused their attention on the shadow cast over their heads.

The person who created the vibration that made everything in the world seem to have stopped, which attracted everyone's attention, was revealed.

On the snowy mountain of Tir na Nog, and nowhere else,

At the peak of the snowy mountain higher than Rugal's temple,

Sotok, who tramples two peaks and stands tall, speaks to humans.

“I came. Tetragrammaton. Sotok, the giant who brings down the sky, has arrived to honor your death according to his oath.”

        
            Tarator tartar.

This is a man who once served as the head of the back alleys, leading half of the back alleys in Grace Estate, the second largest city in the Kingdom Union.

He was confident that he had witnessed most of the most ugly things in his life, and he also thought that he had seen enough rare sights since he had experience as an adventurer.

Therefore, from the time he first set foot in the back alley until he ascended to the position of leader, he was not surprised by most things and was recognized by others and himself as having the courage to match.

“Amy, punishment...”

But even so, he was currently sitting on an empty chair outside a bar that had become deserted with many people, including local residents, in the Knight's Hall. He was experiencing the greatest shock, to the extent that one could say he was the biggest surprise he had ever seen in his life. It's in progress.

“This is dead.”

draped over yourself,

Hanging over the store where I was sitting,

draped across Tirner Nog,

A black shadow created by a giant standing tall on a mountain.

The first sound Tarator uttered upon seeing the shadow was a warning of his own death.

He soon decided that the death notice he had given himself had gone through the appropriate procedures.

The judgment of ‘dead.’

‘I can’t win.’ I said, ‘I have to run away quickly.’ Not something like that, but a clear warning of death.

It was inevitable that Tarator would judge that it was not appropriate to say anything other than those words in the current situation.

Tarator tartar.

When he was the head of the back alley, he was introduced to newcomers with a title from when he was an adventurer, saying that his subordinates would take care of his dignity, and the name he called out to outsiders for the purpose of reaching out was - Tarator, the one who looks straight.

It was like that.

Tarator is a title held by a man.

[Those who look straight ahead]

Since he knew and believed better than anyone else what his title meant, he was certain that his impression of the entire situation, including himself, that came to mind as soon as he saw the giant was definitely not wrong.

“Mr.”

The existence of the giant was that great, huge, just big.

“That’s great. It's also fucking big. What do you eat to grow like that?”

This is the judgment of Tarator, who once spent a long time as an adventurer seeking to make a fortune in the Kingdom Alliance.

He also saw giants a few times during his childhood.

To be exact, ‘giants’.

By human standards, those who start to be called giants usually start from trolls or larger races that exceed 6 to 7 meters in height.

Beings larger than that size and possessing intelligence are called giants, and among them, beings that completely resemble humans are called giants.

As Tarator was a skilled adventurer, he naturally saw trolls, and he has seen various giants, from Cyclops that were over 10 meters tall to Hecatonkale that was easily twice that size, or golems that were born naturally rather than golems created by wizards.

Separately from that, there are other races that look exactly like people who are only called 'giants', or are not humanoids, but are so huge that you will think 'that's bad' as soon as you see them at a glance.

“Still. There has to be a degree, the biggest thing I've ever seen in my life was a magical beast that had a limit of about 30 meters at most.”

But even the largest giant Tarator had ever seen was barely big enough to reach the toes of the giant standing tall on the mountain.

Therefore, the giant Sotok is a lonely absolute being who lives alone in a deep valley, calling himself a hunter, estranged from even fellow giants.

“There would be no point in running away. First, what should I do?”

Still, Tarator did not give up.

Deciding that something is dead is simply a sentence made by one's own senses as a living being.

It is the human body that is weak, and only Tarator as a being denies the sentence given by the body with the intelligence he has built up for survival.

So Tarator,

'Face it.'

Observe objects in order to live.

'It doesn't matter where the giant came from, why it came here, or what its goal is. Make decisions to survive. 'Don't give in to fear and look straight at the other person.'

A huge giant.

A giant among giants.

Height, length, and other words are not appropriate for talking about that size.

Although he is clearly a living being, he is such a huge being that we have to say what his height is.

Tarator was the first to see the giant's actions.

'First, let's look at the outfit. 'If you look at his outfit, you can get a general idea of what kind of guy he is.'

When Tarator opens his eyes wide, he sees that the giant is wearing clothes that appear to belong to a hunter, and chain armor can be seen on the inside of the green-colored cloak.

'He's not a giant on the stupid side. It's big and unintelligent, so it's not an enemy you can easily deal with if you keep your wits about you. Those must be weapons made in the giant's blacksmith shop. Is that a peculiar-looking bow or bow strapped to his back? Is it really a bow? This is my first time seeing a bow with two strings. Well, I don't know what it is, but seeing as it has complex weapons and is wearing armor, it is definitely a highly intelligent enemy.'

Soon, Tarator's eyes capture two beasts riding next to the giant's left leg and on his shoulder.

The giant was so large that it was outside the standard, so no one noticed it, but Tarator, who began to look directly at it, quickly saw two beings.

'A wolf with huge paws. That's right. Fortunately, it seems like the expensive alcohol I drank in the past didn't completely wipe out all the knowledge I had as an adventurer. It's a moonlight wolf, that's it. It's bigger than I knew, that's for sure. As for the thing on the shoulders of giants... I don't know. 'Is this a type of giant bird that lives in Cloud Valley?'

First of all, one thing was certain.

‘You must not run away. Even if they run, there are not many beings who can escape the moonlight wolf's leap, at least not me.'

Tarator, realizing what kind of creature the wolf was, gave up any thoughts of running away.

Once the Moonlight Wolf starts targeting something, it does not stop until the target is annihilated.

And now the wolf was continuously rolling his eyes as he looked at the view of Tir na Nog.

‘First of all, that guy is a mad dog. Even though he is a moonlight wolf who values glory, the fact that he gave in to someone means that he does not have a normal head for a moonlight wolf.'

As Tarator expected, the wolf's eyes are scanning every single person in Tir no Nog, permanently imprinting them in his mind as potential prey, and Tarator's image has already been imprinted in the wolf's mind. It's been a long time.

The prey that the moonlight wolf had in mind to hunt today.

It was confirmed that every one of the more than 10,000 people in Tir no Nog, including the visitors, would be hunted by any means possible before the sun sets today.

Moonlight wolves are such beings.

'good. 'Let's conclude.'

After completing the face-to-face look, Tarator goes inside from the outside of the tavern where he was sitting and thrusts a card at the owner, who is staring at the giant and his pets.

“Owner. Calculation.”

“... Yes?”

“Alcohol. The most poisonous one.”

“Oh, no-”

“Quickly.”

“Ah... Ah, okay.”

At Tarator's urging, the owner of the bar, despite his hesitation, finishes the payment with a sharp movement and hands over the strongest drink among the drinks on the shelf.

Tudge-tudge-tudge-

Bong!

“Phew...”

Gurgling gurgling-

After receiving the drink, Tarator moves forward and pours the strong drink straight down his throat, then wipes his mouth with his sleeve and accepts the rising intoxication.

“Khaaaa! It's killing me! good! I understand the situation!”

Recently, Tarator drank only milk, saying he was looking for quality for business.

As the strong alcohol began to envelop his entire body, as if doping his body, Tarator revived his senses from his days as an adventurer.

“The bird on your shoulder is none of your business right now. Moonlight Wolf and Giant. It really sets me on fire. I'm sorry, Princess Camellia. From now on, I return to Tarator, temporarily looking straight ahead! Aid to knightly festivals, projects, and religious orders? It's none of my business! What I will do from now on is fight to survive in a place where there is no escape!

So this Tarator! Those who face it face-

I will do anything to survive.”

Not the errand boy Tarator, but the straight-faced Tarator.

For the first time since coming into the Empire's territory, Tarator decided to do his best to survive.

-------------------------------

“Giant, Sotok.”

The two words slowly separated and lingered in my mouth.

Giant, and Sotok.

At first I thought there were rain clouds again.

So I didn't feel very good.

But I thought how much better it would have been if it had just ended like that.

“No matter how big it is, it should be reasonably big.”

A giant standing tall on a snowy mountain.

A person called a giant even by giants.

Sotok, the one who brings down the sky.

A being that pulls down the sky.

I wanted to hear from Tetrachramaton what its origin meant, but I immediately understood why he didn't bother to explain.

The giant Sotok was so large that anyone could see that he could pull down the sky with his own power.

There is no way to describe it other than to say that it was huge, huge, huge.

“I can’t see it very well.”

Sotok, whose head is above the clouds, swings his arms widely.

Buuung-

I only did that much, but all the clouds near my shoulders cleared up.

Gurgling!

The moment the clouds clear and come together, white lightning strikes.

A being who can influence the world to the extent of causing a natural disaster with just a single swing of his arm looks at us and speaks.

“Humans.”

The giant's voice echoes throughout the city.

“Sotalk. My job is a hunter, and I came here today to pay my respects.”

People are quietly listening to the giant.

“Give me a reprieve. From now on, I will erect a monument here to commemorate the death of my friend, the Tetragramaton. Either hold your breath during this time, or harm yourself so that you are not disturbed.”

A living, breathing natural disaster was reported.

To those who do not understand the English language, it is an outrage,

For those of us who know the death of dragons, understand,

It was a declaration that sounded like a challenge to the officials of Rugal, who had captured the dragon.

A declaration, not a demand.

Refusal is refusal.

Even rejection refuses.

“Krrr...”

“...”

I don't know his identity, but the giant wolf standing next to him is lowering himself to jump from the top of the mountain to the bottom of the city at any time, and the gray giant bird wrapped around a huge chain on the giant's shoulder is quietly looking at us.

As soon as the giant finished speaking, people began to murmur.

The sudden appearance of a giant confuses people.

“Giant? Why is a giant here...”

“More than that, is that... a giant? It’s on a different level from the giants we used to know.”

“A giant who denies the giants we have known so far... Is that a real giant?”

On the other hand, the people of Rugal seem to have been informed of their readiness for preparedness, and the choir, priests, and Holy Knights are busy moving about.

“Don’t panic! Move as instructed in advance! The Paladins are out of the hall! Priests also move together!”

That wasn't all.

Kiri-ri-ri-li-li-li-li-li-li-lili-

Coo!

“Ready to launch! Be sure to get everything ready for reloading!”

“Wait!”

“Stand in firing position until given command!”

Springfield, a huge ballista installed throughout the city to deal with only giants, appears to turn heads in an instant.

While everyone was preparing, there was one person in the VIP room who woke us up from our daze.

“... What is that guy again?”

The voice with obvious hostility is a voice I know and a voice coming from right next to me.

Pasig-

Interestingly, Hir'em was watching the match between Curios and Winnet seriously and with deep emotion, even missing the conversation with me.

Hirem's act of interrupting entertainment twice in a row since yesterday sublimated his anger to the point where no one could stop him anymore.

        
            Hirem is angry.

“What, what is it?”

Phage support-

“What? What on earth?! What are you doing, interfering with Hir’em’s entertainment?!”

“Hi, Hirem-”

“Shut up.”

Tatak!

Wow!

“Hiik...! Sorry, sorry!”

A small red lightning strikes and burns the tiles of the toes of the maid who was trying to stop Hirem.

Lightning flashes around her body, preventing anyone from approaching, proving the extent of her anger.

Giants are enemies of the empire.

Except for a few, they are all giants who rebelled against the empire.

What now appears before our eyes is a clear enemy from the empire's point of view and from the point of view of Tyrna Nog, where the empire's subjects are gathered, and from the statement made a moment ago, it has become clear that he is a being who must be rescued. Beyond Tir you have come to Nog.

So this is not a wrong judgment.

Therefore, the red bird had already left Hirem's hand for a long time and was flying faster than anything else to the giant.

Holding grip-

There is no meaning to distance in light unless it is a distance in space units.

Hirem's lightning bolt sent from the knight's scepter touched the giant's body without him even knowing, and turned into a small lightning rod above his head.

OK-

“Get lost.”

[Gaebyeok]

Kwaaa!!!

Red lightning struck the giant's head.

...Shooo

At the same time, thick raindrops began to fall.

Peria's voice is heard amid the sound of raindrops pouring down on the city.

“Have you done it?”

“I guess you got rid of it?”

It is not a flag that specifically causes the resurrection of a giant.

'He never died.'

It is said that the red lightning has struck giants, including ancient beings, several times during Hir'em's life, causing instant death, but for the giant currently on the snowy mountain, the lightning seemed weak enough to be considered 'only that much'. .

“I see. Is this your declaration?”

The giant struck by lightning speaks casually.

To be precise, the lightning didn't hit the giant.

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeae!”

The giant bird on the giant's shoulder cries out.

Support, support, support...

What disappeared like an electric discharge around Geojo's body was the red lightning struck by Hir'em.

“Good. In that case, I guess I should clean up this place first.”

The giant's voice contained regret.

A tone that evaluates the foolishness of the poor animals who chose to kill themselves, even though they took the time to give their prey time to kill themselves in the way they wanted.

“Before that, I will send you a reply.”

However, the giant did not move right away.

Without even having to use his hands, he set his pets loose.

“Ja, Orthodox, Hresvelg. I didn't eat breakfast.”

Although the moving things were smaller than the giants, they were still two beings that felt clearly huge by human standards.

“Go and fill your stomach.”

“Awww-”

Paat-

A wolf jumped down from the mountain.

“Respond!!!”

There was a loud noise coming from somewhere, so I turned around and saw that there was the Knight's Hall, with Paladin Aleph standing on the highest platform.

“Tir To the giant who invaded Nog’s secret territory! Show Rugal’s majesty!!!”

As soon as he gives the command, the Springfields installed in the city are launched.

Puff puff puff puff puff-

Buuuung-

Quad deud deuk-

The sound of a protest is heard, and the air is torn apart without hesitation.

It is clearly a very large ballista that specializes in killing giants, and its effectiveness has been proven many times over the 200-year history of Rugal.

“Crrr- KAAA!!!”

Buuuuk-

Kwajijijijik-

However, even though the arrows were fired from an object comparable to such a siege weapon, the wolf swung its huge and thick front paws to knock all the arrows away, and dodged the rest with dexterity that was unusual for its size, and then started running down the snowy mountain again.

Rumbling rumbling-

At the same time, another sign of lightning was heard.

But this time it was close.

The omen was heard right above our heads.

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeak!”

Kwaaa!

-------------------------------

-------------------------------

“Aaaagh!”

I hear people screaming.

It was a lightning bolt in response.

To be exact, it was a blue lightning sent by the ptarmigan on the giant's shoulder in response to Hir'em's red lightning.

'shit!'

Fortunately, my reaction was not delayed.

[Stigma]

Jijijijik...

I had already noticed signs of lightning coming.

And Hirem was close to us.

That's why I quickly summoned Deshade's armor.

He overturned the table and threw it towards the church members to use it as a shield.

He pushed Hirem down and stood on top of him.

“Ugh...”

“Ah, ah...”

Fortunately, the time I was knocked out was short-lived, perhaps because I was wearing armor this time.

However, perhaps it was inevitable that my body's balance was lost, and when I regained consciousness and opened my eyes, what I saw was Hirem, who had fallen below me and was looking up at me.

When I saw Hirem with a blank expression on his face, as if he was surprised, I became angry.

“What are you doing? Who is this crazy woman?!”

It's pure anger.

It wasn't even meant as a reprimand.

It didn't matter that he provoked the giant.

The first words the giant spoke were a declaration of war threatening us with a life-or-death battle, and there was nothing strange about when it started.

Still, I was angry.

The reason I was angry was simply because Hirem stimulated the ptarmigan, and the stimulated ptarmigan made it shoot us with lightning equivalent to what Hirem shot, putting everyone in the church at risk.

However, since I did not have enough time to explain in detail all the reasons for such anger, I spoke boldly and briefly, concluding the meaning as if I were protesting to Hirem.

“You almost died?!”

However, Hirem’s answer was shocking.

“Ha, but he didn’t die, right?”

Even Hirem was smiling.

‘Crazy bitch. madman. Psychopath.'

Even though blue sparks are still flying around his body from the lightning strike he was struck a while ago, he is only looking straight at me and smiling.

“Really, he’s not dead. I really like you. Bishop Lee Lim.”

'That's terrible.'

He may seem like a lost person, but I know that Hirem is fine.

I felt sure that this was probably his true nature, so I decided to leave the madman lying on the floor alone and go back to the people in the church to think about what I should do from now on.

‘Giant Sotok. I never thought it would arrive so quickly.'

Sotok, whose death was passed down through the pact between Mortis and the two beings.

But I thought that the giant would not be so quick to come to this land where the death of the Tetragramaton was buried.

That's right, the border of the empire is not at the level of patrol like the border with the Kingdom Alliance, but a large wall has been erected to block all different races that show hostility to the empire, and not only are loyal margraves and legions stationed there, but also Rugal The Holy Knights wage a continuous expeditionary war against the giants.

So, no matter how small I was, I thought that I was only a more powerful giant among the many giants, and I thought that one day, he would come to check on the death of the Tetragrammaton, or come to see me, who guided the death of the dragon.

'But I didn't know that giant bastard was that big.'

Once again, I feel like the Tetragrammaton is amazing.

Sotok, a giant among giants.

A giant that shatters common sense about giants.

This means that dragons have been fighting against such non-standard beings for a hundred years.

'Rugal, you crazy bastards.'

At the same time, there is a curse on the guys who tried to make the vessel of Rugal's god.

'If I hadn't touched the dragon in the first place, there would have been no reason for the giant to come here.'

All I did was protect the dragon from its death at an intermediate stage.

Even if Rugal's guys hadn't captured the dragon and brought it here, the giants attacking the city would never have happened.

'Even looking at the reactions of the few priests who remained here, they seemed to have known that Sotok was approaching Rugal, but they did not evacuate the people.'

Additionally, the reason I became angry was because their actions were so incomprehensible.

For some reason, Rugal's troops responded more thoroughly than expected.

The ballista on the castle wall was already loaded and ready, and the Holy Knights and Priests immediately appeared in full combat readiness, not in ceremonial robes or ceremonial attire for the knightly festival.

It is clear that Hirem and I, as well as the others, did not know, and even though they knew that the giant Sotok was coming, they did not give orders to evacuate people or anything.

“... Fuck.”

However, there is nothing I can do.

All I can do now is let out a short curse and judge the situation cool-headedly.

“Lee Lim. I'm ready.”

“It’s okay. Lee Rim.”

When I look back, I see Thistle and Enin already drawing their weapons.

“... Yes. What else can we do? I have to fight.”

The answer is simple.

Just by looking at it, it seems impossible to escape from such a huge creature.

Just like the arrogance first expressed by the dying Tetragrammaton, the giant's first words also felt like a giant who was born as an absolute being and lives accordingly, so it was felt that there was no need for conversation with humans.

So, pat Astesia on the head.

“Astecia.”

“Yes, yes!”

Astesia answers my call with a stern face.

He seemed to be expecting something, so I thought there was no reason to tell Astesia to evacuate, so I changed what I was trying to say.

“Help citizens evacuate. You can move with Aila.”

“... Yes! Just leave it to me!”

“Eh? Lee Rim! Do I really have to get out?”

“Aila hasn't even recovered from her fight with Curios yesterday. I'm sorry, but stick with me. Please do me a favor.”

“Eye... Okay!”

“And Peria.”

“Yes.”

“Take care of Winnet in the duel arena.”

“Okay.”

He makes Astesia and Eila move together, and when he sees the status of Curios and Winnet, who have come to a standstill with the silent appearance of a giant in the stadium, he asks Feria for a favor.

“Good. Well then, let’s go.”

Then they start moving quickly towards each other.

The bishops, apostles, and knight commanders faced the giants with the sword and shield of the church,

The saint becomes the eyes and ears of confused people.

It's a sudden situation, but it's a situation where you can't help but move.

At that time, when we were making the best judgment we could,

fluttering-

In the quiet knight's hall, in the middle of the duel arena, a dragon flew up.

        
            Curios looks at the giant.

He knew at a glance who the giant was.

'Right. Is that Sotok?'

Curios is both Curios and Tetragrammaton.

Another demigod of the Red Dragon with the title of Giant Slayer, he only inherited the power, but since he was completely a stranger, his soul did not respond to the oath, but he could immediately recognize it through his memories.

However, that is the memory of the Tetragramaton, not that of Curios.

“... No. I don't know you.”

Therefore, Curios denied it.

It was decided to accept the giant solely as Curios, not as a half of the Tetragrammaton or as a piece of the god's vessel made in Rugal.

“It was called Sotalk. You ruined everything.”

So he only looks at the giant's atrocities as a curios.

People are scattering, making noise everywhere.

Priests and paladins are running to go beyond the concept of war and face the fight against myth.

The paladins who infuse their bodies with divine power and the three heroes who finally got off their heavy buttocks.

Moonlight wolves are running down the snowy mountain, causing landslides.

The giant ptarmigan, which only lives in the Valley of Clouds, howls constantly to take control of the lightning from Hir'em.

The giant who caused it all, Sotok, the one who brings down the sky, is trying to watch his pets hunt humans without making any movement.

“Giant. You disrupted the funniest time. At a time when this Curios was accumulating experiences that were unique to Curios, you ruined everything.”

When he turns back, he sees Winette lying on the floor, panting.

“Haaak... Haaak... Haaak... Kkeuuut...”

“That is the reward for going beyond the bounds. Oh human.”

It would be arrogant to think that a pure-blooded human being who has not been mixed with anything would be fine after having his soul depleted.

Winnett wanted to separate spirit, soul, and body for everything at once, and he succeeded.

Winnet even categorizes the single entity called himself into three objects. When Curios was deluded by Winnet's plan left in the body's head and was concentrating until the last moment, he was already in the state of 'spirit' and finally pierced the heart of the flame. I even succeeded in getting into a pose that I could use.

But that concentration was broken by the giant Sotok.

“Ruah, since it was your first time seeing it, you probably didn’t even know what your weakness was. It is about separating your spirit from your body and making it exist as an aspect of the world. He separated the body created by God with his own power. That's why, if your concentration is even slightly broken, you will fail in deceiving the world, and the reaction will cause unbearable pain to any being.”

Winnet couldn't hear Curios' words.

The spirit and soul had already been condensed into a bullet and fired, albeit only briefly.

Due to the appearance of Sotok, his concentration was broken and he returned to his body, but the pain can only be said to be terrible as it depowered the soul that was fixed in the body and changed its form.

So Curios,

I felt that Winnet was so lovely.

“Why don’t you regret it?”

“...”

“It must be such a pain that you feel like you are returning to your past self when you decided to do this.”

“...”

“Even if you make a mistake, no one will say anything if they know how much pain you are going through.”

“...”

“If you want to repent, I will accept your remorse. This Curios is a dragon, but he can also play the role of a human or a god for you.”

Hit “...”

“I can’t hear you.”

“I told you to shut up.”

Winnett said he was in so much pain that he couldn't get up from the floor.

In order to shut up the mouth of Curios, who was looking down, the dragon chewed and swallowed its moans of pain and gave priority to its will, even though it was writhing like a bug in the eyes of the dragon.

“It’s my choice. It's a human choice. So what are these things you are spouting? What do you know? You, who came out of the shell called Tetragrammaton, can you say that what you are doing is really your choice?”

“Of course.”

Curios knelt down.

The Moon Wolf has now entered the city of Tirna Nog, swinging its huge paws, and the grouse, which has descended from the giant's shoulder, is crawling with its chained body destroying Rugal's temple.

However, Curios thought that he should only focus on Winnet at this moment, so he ignored all the noise in the world and returned the answer to Winnet.

“I am Curios. It is Curios, not a sculpture of a god or a copy of the Tetragramaton.”

“Ugh... What... are you going to prove it with?”

The dragon sensed that Winnet's mind was becoming hazy, so he knelt down in front of the human and brought his head closer so that she could hear his voice.

“Tetragramaton liked Sotok. That guy hates humans. But I am different. I hate Sotalk. And I like humans.”

“... What?”

Curios' confession helped Winnet, who was in severe pain, forget her pain, even if it was only for a moment.

The dragon's confession was such a shock, and Winnet, who came to his senses, soon saw Curios kneeling towards him, and was once again shocked when he realized that a being called a dragon had kneeled before him.

“I like you guys who take on challenges. I like you guys who don't give up. Reckless humans, but because you are reckless, there will come a time when you will be able to reach the stars, find out the whereabouts of foreign gods, and use miracles like breathing with your own power.”

Curios' hand goes up to Winnet's head.

Winnette tried to move away, but couldn't because of the pain, so Curios' hand went up to Winnette's head without any resistance.

Pook-

The claws at the end of the hands are covered with dragon scales, which are much stronger than Dragonia's, and are sharper than any other magical beast, and if held tightly, a fist that can shatter even polished diamonds.

The fist rested gently on the human's head, causing Winnet to feel goosebumps rise on her body.

“The future cannot be predicted even with the power of the dragon, but at least I trust you. Winnet, who taught me how interesting humans are.”

At that moment, the door to the waiting room burst open.

Kwaaang!

“Curiosuuu! Take your hands off me right now, you bastard!!!”

What jumps out from there is the Marvelous One.

Marvelous, who fought Curios, clearly used up all his stamina, but the moment he woke up from fainting, he noticed that the situation was strange and ran to the duel. When he saw Curios, he remembered the Lizardman he had swung. He threw away his dignity as the last nobleman and shouted.

But to Curios, even that appearance felt laughable yet lovely.

“And, Marvelous.”

Paat-

Light emerged from the hand and enveloped Winnet’s body.

At the same time, Winnet felt her body becoming more comfortable.

“... Huh?”

“Recite the name of this body and say thank you, human. I myself have relieved your suffering. I didn't really want to use the magic that Tetragrammaton, not me, had achieved, but Winnet, you were a person that I wanted to save even at the cost of giving up my pride.”

The dragon who finished his work stood up.

It stands tall with a hole in its chest, its fiery heart exposed rather than hidden.

“So, Curios, I call you enemies, and I only allow you to die by my hand.”

fluttering-

Curios spreads his wings with all his might.

In reality, his body was filled with pain as all the scales on his chest had already been shattered and his heart of flame was exposed.

If water makes up 70% of a person's body, then what makes up 70% of his body is pain.

However, he fills the last 30% with love for his enemies and stands up to do his job.

“Curios.”

At that moment, someone pushed Marvelous and rushed towards him.

The one who ran was Rugal's werewolf paladin.

It was Canis, a paladin who was deeply involved in the incarnation ritual of casting the vessels of the gods.

“Curios. You need to move now.”

Paladin Canis looks at Curios.

A hole in his chest.

‘Tch, my argument should have been accepted. Curios is a misfit of God's vessel.'

Originally, Curios had to defeat Wynet before the giant arrived and prove his worth as a piece of the Dragon King, the seat of the last god's vessel.

However, after the meeting ended and he returned to the Knight's Hall, he watched the duel while the other paladins stayed back to protect Sotok, and witnessed everything, including Curios being almost killed by Wynet at the end.

Therefore, Canis judged that Curios had proven to be incomplete as a piece to form the vessel of God.

'But there's nothing we can do about it now. To deal with the giant Sotok, even the unfinished pieces must be used with all one's might.'

The problem is that the giant Sotok, who has now appeared in Tir nog, is something that must be defeated even if Rugal pours everything into it.

‘The top priority now is to defeat Sotok with the power of the Three Heroes of Rugal. Although the current Dragon King is a proxy and Curios is an unfinished sculpture, the two can be considered a complete sculpture when combined. As long as you defeat the giant, you can let people know that you have brought down the largest giant in the world beneath the temple of Lord Rugal.'

The paladins began to move quickly as soon as the giant appeared, and his job was to call Curios to join the other three heroes.

That's why he ran straight to the duel, and came to tell Curios to cooperate with the Three Heroes.

However, Curios did not like Paladin's words.

In the first place, he had no intention of being swayed by Rugal's humans anymore.

“Disappear from before me. This Curios will now go to meet that giant.”

“Curios. In that case, you can go with me. Do you hate giants?”

“I hate it. More than anything else in this world right now.”

“Then you can kill the giant Sotok with the Three Heroes. The Holy Knights, including our paladins, will provide assistance.”

Curios's answer.

When the dragon responded that he was angry at the giant, Stendhal tried to calm him down, thinking that he could easily lead him away.

But Curios, of course, was reading Canis's thoughts, so he did not fall for it.

“You black creature with fangs. Shut that mouth.”

“... Yes?”

“Who are you daring to control? It is my will to choose to fight the giant. I don't need anyone's help.”

“Ha, but you have absolutely no chance of winning alone-”

“Why do you judge that?”

Peeing-

Deeply-

There was no time to react.

Paladin is already fully armed.

Curios' magic arrow easily pierced through the side of the Holy Armor, which the priests of Rugal had spent days infusing with divine power into.

“Kk...! What- I wonder, you know how to use magic?!”

Canis let out a moment of pain at having his body pierced, and then realized that Curios knew how to use magic that no one had ever taught him in Rugal. This also meant that Curios had inherited the magical knowledge of the Tetragrammaton. , It also reminded me that it was possible to read their own thoughts.

“Do not disturb. What I have to do is decided.”

All plans were discovered.

In Canis' view, Curios is a being beyond their control, and at the same time, it is a being with too strong an ego to be considered a piece of God's vessel.

But for now, we had to somehow make Curios fight against the giant along with the Three Heroes.

That's because the presence of the giant Sotok was an overwhelming presence in Rugal.

“... Dragon! Don't be selfish! You are but a fragment of God's vessel! It's just a copy of the Tetragrammaton! This is just one part of the cause of becoming the body of Lord Rugal! So take our word for it!”

“Rugal’s cause? Is it your cause for believers to create bodies and sacrifice them for a cowardly god who does not come down to earth or even fix his appearance in heaven because he is afraid of having his weaknesses identified?”

“Don’t insult Rugal!!!”

Canis is a rational werewolf.

However, what was rational was that she was just trying to keep her cool for the greater good, and the moment the great cause, which was its essence, was tainted, Canis did not tolerate it.

Chakang-

Huge claws protruded from the gauntlets covering both his hands.

Canis took out a total of eight blades, four at each end of the gauntlet, and attacked Curios.

but-

[Crrr!]

bang!

Canis died instantly.

“... Maybe he was more worthless than I thought.”

The Paladin tried to pierce Curios's heart for a moment, but unlike Winnet, his body froze before he could pierce the weapon due to the dragon's fear, and soon after, Curios's fist hit his head into the armor.

Clink-

Paladin is dead.

Hearing the commander of the Holy Knights fall and make a sound worse than a crushed tin can, Curios flies up.

fluttering-

Fuuu-

The leap is instantaneous.

There is no need to calculate wind resistance when flapping wings.

If the dragon wants to fly, the winds bow down and help him.

That's the flight of the dragon.

That's Curios' flight.

“What I have to do has already been decided.”

Curios flew up and broke through the clouds.

What you see in front is the head of the giant Sotok.

At the same time, the giant Sotok discovered Curios, who had risen through the cumulonimbus cloud.

        
            “How can such an insulting being exist?”

As soon as Sotok saw Curios, he became angry.

His friend and nemesis, Tetragrammaton, is dead.

It must have been dead, but what appeared before my eyes was a dragon with the energy of the Tetragrammaton.

In his opinion, Curios was not even a dragon.

A tetragrammaton that was as large as himself and had a beautiful red color that was darker than rubellite.

However, Curios stood in front of him, appearing only as a point, similar in height to humans, flying up into the sky with tiny wings.

With the energy of the Tetragrammaton.

So the giant became angry and at the same time asked who the opponent was.

Before punishing, to confirm who is daring to insult the death of the Tetragrammaton.

“Who are you?”

“Jim is Curios.”

“Why do you have the power of the Tetragrammaton?”

“That's because Jim is curios and tetragrammaton.”

“No, you are not a tetragrammaton.”

The giant moves as he sees the impersonator of his dead friend.

The giant takes out the crossbow hanging from his back and speaks while carrying an arrow.

“You are not a dragon. It is not a tetragrammaton.”

“It doesn’t matter if it’s not. Rather, the pants I was hoping for. Because Curios is enough for luggage.”

“No. I won't even allow that. Stop insulting my friend right now. Let the Tetragrammaton lie on his deathbed, laying down his power that you have.”

A giant carrying eight arrows on a crossbow points his bow at Curios and speaks.

“Kill yourself. Abomination.”

“Reject. You should bow your head. Monster.”

“It’s a parallel line.”

“No. It will be only my absolute good and the only good.”

The ultimatum fell apart in an instant.

“You made this hideous thing appear in front of me. I will show no mercy anymore. This Sotok, I swear to erase all humans from this world.”

The crossbow is aimed not at Curios, but at the knight's scepter below him, where a knight's festival was held and numerous people gathered.

Many people, including Winnet and Marvelous, were still in there.

“For the first time, a symbol announcing the end will be placed here. The arrow that brought down countless skies of this Sotok will declare that the end will begin for humans!”

“You can’t leave it like that.”

The giant's arms are thrown back behind his head.

Curios also prepares accordingly.

However, their goals were different.

The giant looked down on and ignored Curios, who was insignificant compared to the Tetragrammaton, and was about to shoot an arrow to announce the end of the earth. Curios was trying to protect humans, not the giant's life.

Even though they were not trying to kill each other, the two beings aimed and looked at each other.

“After all, you are not a dragon! Because dragons are not meant to protect humans!”

“Rather, I will deny your theory with the existence of burden! This Curius will declare! You will be known as the one who is worse than only two of the countless humans out there! Jim, my only rivals are two people!”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

The giant's arrow screams.

The sound meant that Sotok's anger was about to be stretched to the limit where he could shoot the arrow.

So Curios conveyed his final will to Peer.

[Wenet! Marvelous! Listen, humans!!!

You guys are my enemies!!!

Until I kill you, you cannot die!!!

So, Curios, I will kill the giant who defiled the sacred battle and protect you humans!!!]

Quaaa!

An overwhelming mass that breaks through the air and flies away.

Just looking at the tips of the eight arrows, they were bigger than Curios.

But Curios was not scared at all.

His enthusiasm is that of a dragon.

Even though they were arrowheads forged by the giant Sotok, they were arrows after all, so it was enough to destroy them.

But a problem arose there.

One dragon can only emit one passion at a time.

And 8 arrows are fired to kill his enemies.

lack.

As a dragon, he was able to destroy one arrow, but because he was a dragon, he could not touch the remaining seven arrows.

So Curios,

Dragon's enthusiasm,

By ‘giving up’ the dragon,

He evolved it only with his own [Enthusiasm].

Hwareuk-

The flames dance.

Because the open heart was not tightly closed,

The air is colder than any dragon,

And I was able to accept the cool feeling.

Compared to the Tetragrammaton, he has an infinitely small human body, but what he emits is even more enthusiasm.

Because we recognize humans,

Because his emotions were moved by humans,

To protect humans,

Beyond the dragon's enthusiasm,

His enthusiasm became the eight passions unique to Curios.

Kiiing-

Kwa-kwa-kakakakakakakakakakakakakakakakakakakak!

Eight rays of light were shot out.

Eight arrows were broken.

Rather than shooting out from the mouth like an animal,

The power of flames shot directly from an open heart.

Growth for Biho created by a passionate heart.

The true evolution of existence that has been achieved by breaking the mold of a dragon.

Curios.

[Transcendent Curios]

That was the final and final form that Curios, who fell in love with humans, reached.

Born as a dragon and prepared as a piece of God's vessel, he does his best to protect humans as the only Curios in the world, a lover of humans, and a transcendent Curios.

“... I confused the order. You are the protector of humans. If so, I will kill you first.”

Seeing his appearance, Sotok aims his bow again.

His bow is the bow that brought down countless skies and the weapon that fought the Tetragrammaton for 100 years.

In the skies above Tirna Nog, the fight between the weapons of myth and Curios, who faced self-disruption as a transcendental, began.

-------------------------------

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-

“Damn. The situation, how it goes, how it goes, it’s hard to predict!”

“Is it really the right decision for us to go over there?!”

“... I don't know! Still, it’s better than fighting inside the city!”

As I run straight through the city and answer Enin's words, I am not confident.

As a soul sufferer, I have years of battlefield experience, but surprisingly, my ability to make strategic decisions is so poor that it's worse than nothing.

'In the first place, you should have done anything other than listen to the officers and charge!'

After obtaining the soul soldiers, the officers' tactics are generally based on sending the soul soldiers into the battlefield until they win the war. Thanks to the simplified Kingdom Alliance method, I also have to plan strategies other than combat skills. It is at the level of the general public.

So, Ennin, Thistle, and I thought normally and decided that the best move would be to send those who run away behind us and for those of us who can fight to run blindly toward the enemy.

Kiiing-

Kwaaang!

“Be careful! Debris falls!”

“... Damn-”

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

If I could just run, I wouldn't complain because I could just empty my mind.

However, the debris raining down from above the head right now is fragments that, if hit incorrectly, will break the vertebrae in the neck and cause sudden death.

For some reason, the enthusiasm of the small dragon that flew up as if to protect us is crushing the giant giant shooting a huge arrow with a huge bow.

“Everyone! First, to the building!”

Based on someone's tentative decision, everyone rushes into one of the surrounding buildings with a strong roof.

“Irim! Let’s go in here!”

“Let’s go, Enin!”

“Yes!”

We also went inside the building and avoided the debris.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-

“Quaaah!”

As I lower my head, what I hear is the sound of knights screaming.

'Is it better to be able to scream?'

“...”

As long as you're screaming, it means you're at least alive.

What I saw outside was a Fain knight who had not been able to enter the building and was instantly pierced by falling debris, dying without making a sound.

Our eyes met, but there was nothing we could do.

Even though he probably felt it was his last time, the driver asked for help even at the last moment.

Kuuk-

Press Thistle and Enin's heads with your arms to prevent them from seeing them.

“... I think it's over.”

“... Okay. Let’s go.”

As soon as the sound made by the remains of the arrows that devastated the city, like a bomb fired by a volley of fire, ended, everyone ran out of the building together.

There were many knights around us.

The city is in crisis.

Numerous people live in Tir nog, which is Rugal's main church and also serves as their parish.

It is difficult to protect them all with paladins alone.

In that city, a knight's festival, one of the largest events in the empire, was held, and knights of great flight and long distances gathered there.

So they took up arms and went out without any regard for who would go first.

Because I dream of becoming a knight.

Gugi dreams of being not just a knight, but a knight like something out of a fairy tale.

A group of people who have gathered countless dreams are moving towards the enemy with courage in their hearts that is comparable to that of the Holy Knights.

But among the countless dreams gathered, how many will shine as heroes?

Even now, knights of pilgrimage who thought of themselves as such heroes were losing their lives without even swinging their swords before reaching the wolf.

'It might have been different if we had at least been notified in advance to prepare.'

In the end, they are also victims.

The real priests of Rugal must have noticed that the giant was approaching.

The victims who were created because they kept the giant in silence until he climbed on top of the snowy mountain.

The frequency with which knights of the voyageurs, who have not heard anything, become victims before they even approach the Moonlight Wolf is increasing.

Kiiing-

“Damn. Can’t I even breathe?”

It's already been three times, but I'm already used to it.

The noise just before the enthusiasm erupted once again made the riders and us take refuge inside the buildings.

This is the moment when I tried to escape.

Fluffy-

“Aaaargh!”

Quaaa!

I heard a child crying.

“... Holy crazy-”

It was at the same time that the sound of the eight arrows fired by the dragon and the giant's arrows colliding and harpooning was heard in the sky.

People who were unable to evacuate.

Among them, there is a child who is slow on his feet, and while running away with others, his foot gets caught in the rubble of the broken city.

Everyone catches the eye of a 10-year-old boy who fell under the vast sky, alone, without anyone, even though he clearly needs to be looked after.

'Will it work? 'Will I be late?'

The problem this time was that I reacted quickly.

If it was just a small piece of debris, I could have taken it with Deshade's armor, but since I entered the building first and the other knights of the voyage came in later, it seemed problematic to get through all these heavy people in time to get out.

even,

No one closer to the entrance than me moved.

'If you're standing in front, go out and kneel down, you bastards.'

The knights of pilgrimage have already witnessed several deaths on their way here.

Many of them were reluctant to come forward after seeing the deaths of other knights just moments ago.

Even though several seconds have passed.

They were people who dreamed of becoming knights in fairy tales, but had no desire to become the protagonists of a tragedy.

so,

Enin ran out, leaving everyone behind.

“... Enin?!”

Thistle, who was inside first with me, sees Enin's golden hair and shouts.

'Suddenly?'

Enin was clearly in the same position as us.

But Enin had already disappeared a long time ago.

In hindsight, I can see a path that was only visible to Enin.

'I see. Was there even an option to crawl?'

They are all big and bold people, as they are knights of pilgrimage.

However, while everyone was preparing for shock, everyone was bowing down and spreading their legs wide, thinking that they would have to run out if something went wrong in the building.

In that gap, Enin passed under people's legs without any hesitation and succeeded in approaching the child.

“Aaaargh!”

“It’s okay!”

Kkook-

Enin, who moved faster than anyone else, eventually succeeded in holding the child in his arms in the middle of the roofless street.

“Float, fall!”

At the same time, someone put into words an idea that everyone knew.

However, everyone knew that it contained a voice expressing concern for Enin, so no one said anything.

That was the moment when falling debris came into view for those of us inside the building.

[Indomitable Curtain]

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

A green sphere appears and surrounds Enin and the child beneath it.

Excellent sorghum...

Because it was inside the city, there was not much dust.

After a very short period of time, everyone saw that Enin and the child she was holding were safe.

“Say, did you live?”

“I survived! That woman saved the child!”

“Who is that person?”

“You know that, right? A woman who is the leader of the Knights of the Deshade Order, the Knights of the Shallow Grave!”

“That’s amazing. I heard that it's a power used by humans in the North... It's a power that grows in strength the deeper your faith.”

'Untidy humans.'

Since he has no intention of leaving, he pushes past the people who are suspicious of him planning to sit down in the building and approaches Enin.

“Ennin, are you okay?!”

“Trigram, it’s okay. Lee Lim. However... it was originally a power that had to be used when dealing with wolves, not now...”

“It’s okay! No matter what happens today, what Enin has done now will be the best thing ever!”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Well done! Enine. So don't blame yourself.”

I had no choice but to help Enin up and tell the child that I was sorry, but that he should quickly run to the other side and stick to the building as much as possible.

That was the moment when we tried to run after the other riders who had started running ahead.

“Wait.”

“Yes? Why are you doing that?”

“Wolf, where did you go?”

Clearly, just a moment ago, the wolf that was killing the knights of the river from afar could not be seen.

Other people were running without thinking, but we stopped for a moment.

'You can't see that big guy?'

The reason I felt something strange was because the people's screams had disappeared.

It was strange that the sound of constantly biting people to death with its front paws and snout had disappeared, so it stopped.

And soon, as if in line with expectations, the silence turned into a howling sound and the sound of several buildings in front of us being destroyed at once.

“Cowuuu-!”

Boom-

Kugwagwagwagwagwagwagwa-

“... Were you hiding?”

“I thought this would be big, but when I saw it up close, it was just as big.”

“... Is it bigger than Tylant?”

The knights who ran ahead without caring about children or anything else.

The reason why those knights of eccentricity appeared in front of us after being swept away from the building was,

He has greenish fur and somewhat bitter red eyes.

It was a wolf raised by a gigantic, gigantic, and infinitely gigantic giant.

        
            Huge, wolf.

[Moonlight Wolf Orthodox]

A magical beast with the name Moonlight Wolf, and just by looking at it, one would conclude that it should not be assumed to be an ordinary wolf.

Compared to the giant Sotok, his height only reaches his waist, but even at that level, his size easily exceeds that of an ordinary giant.

So, right after encountering such a huge wolf as an enemy-

[Stigma]

Crunch-

There is no hesitation.

Rather, you have to give it your all from the beginning.

“Two people, back!”

“Irim!”

“Irim!”

Huuung-

'shit. It will be blocked, right? It will work. That's what the armor says. 'It's the only defense I trust.'

As soon as I summon the armor and push Ennin and Thistle back, the wolf's front paw changes direction and swings at me.

The wolf's huge front paws hid until we approached, then came out and destroyed 4 buildings at the same time, instantly shattering nearly 20 knights.

Of course, since the opponent was a demonic beast, I thought I would have time to observe him and think of a way to respond, but his surprise attack instead caught the human off guard sharply.

And the raid is not over yet.

Unlike the knights' flesh-and-blood-splattering forepaws, it nimbly bent and lifted itself up, pressing down on me.

Quaaa!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

...

'... damn it - it's massive. Was it just the kind of thing you shouldn't receive?'

Excellent sorghum sorghum-

Fortunately, despite the misfortune of a surprise attack, he escaped immediate death.

The floor I was standing on just a moment ago seemed to lead to the basement of some building, and I had at least avoided being crushed.

Phuuk-

flinch!

“Krrr!”

The wolf tried to crush me under the soles of its feet for a moment, but when I stabbed the magic sword into the soles of its feet, it lifted its feet.

Meanwhile, he quickly rushes out from the basement, swearing as much as he can.

“... Who is your master, you bastard? Don't you have a leash? Why are you hitting on people and giving them shit!”

Thistle came and helped me get out.

“Irim! Are you okay?!”

“It's okay... It's long, but you should at least avoid hitting it head-on! It’s heavy!”

The runners around me who were not swept away were momentarily shocked by me crawling out of the ground after being hit directly by a huge front paw. After hearing my words, they all became nervous and scattered in all directions.

There is no other way.

Everyone knows how to use magical power.

The wolf's body was so huge that it didn't look like any weapon could go deep into it, but looking at the way it looked moments ago right after the sword got stuck in the sole of its foot, there wasn't really an answer.

It may have always been in a trampling position, but looking at its reluctance to get hurt, at least surrounding it and looking for opportunities is enough to make it wary.

So, you just need to surround the knights enough so that they don't die, but at the same time, just enough so that the wolves don't want to attack them carelessly.

For now, just doing so is enough to kill the wolves, and the real weapons are ready.

“Salva - Fire!”

PPPIPING-

The moment the wolf stops, the sound of the strings being pulled tautly from the castle wall returning to their original state and exploding is heard.

Piyuuu-

Chrrr-

“Kaaa!”

The sound of chained arrows being fired from the ends of a huge ballista, springfields, which are shot straight without even drawing a parabola because the string is pulled to its limit.

Kwazijijik!

Since the wolf's movements were sealed, instead of making an ambiguous evasion, it swung its huge front paw again and smashed the arrows, and that gap was the timing for people to grab the wolf.

“Aim for the legs!”

'What else is there other than legs?'

Was he a person who wanted to become a hero?

With someone shouting, a number of knights go under the wolf and stab its legs.

“Irim, we too-”

“... No. wait for a sec. I don’t think this is right.”

“Yes?”

Enin hurriedly suggested that we attack too, but we quickly stopped him.

While other people were only looking at the legs, I was looking into the wolf's eyes.

'Strange. That thing is off somewhere. These are not the eyes of the demonic beast I knew.'

A sense of discomfort was evident from the beginning.

Glittering eyes.

The wolf's red eyes had a different atmosphere from those of the familiar beasts.

Demonic beasts that have intelligence comparable to that of humans, but whose intelligence is lower than that of humans.

That's why sometimes they look like humans, but sometimes you feel like they're still animals.

However, the look in the eyes of the wolf in front of me, the being called the Moonlight Wolf, was different from the ones they took.

“... I was aiming for it.”

I met the wolf's eyes.

Sigh-

The wolf, the moonlight wolf, laughed.

I pretended to be an animal.

A wolf that swung its front paw and destroyed the ballista arrows that were fired from the very beginning.

He knew from the beginning that those arrows were capable of killing him.

A wolf that deliberately burrowed its way inside the city and only wandered through gaps in huge buildings.

He knew how to use buildings to hide his identity and deceive people.

The wolf made a strange course and made the Holy Knights and priests run to the parish where the main church building had fallen, while he himself turned around and appeared in front of us.

He deliberately eluded the paladins and priests, and deliberately targeted the less cohesive knights so that he could hunt comfortably, and even went as far as hiding and carrying out a surprise attack.

He knew from the beginning what was dangerous, knew how to use deception, and knew how to devise a plan.

“Intelligent pup. It wasn't an ordinary cub.”

Even now, such a wolf was acting like an animal in order to kill as many people as possible first from the beginning.

The reason it didn't have a leash was because it was a pet that knew how to hold its own leash in the first place.

“Die!”

“Monster guy! Receive Hamirn’s sword!”

“Roberdos of Cadeu will punish you!”

“I’ll show you the power of Loteria!”

“This Marked Nard! You will overcome the myth today and become a hero!”

Thump-thud-thud-thud-

The knights' swords, which look like needles even though they contain enough magical power, cut and cut off the wolf's leg hair.

Surrounding them was enough, but these idiots crawled under the bridge with the others to make a merit of it.

“... But why is there no response?”

“Is this more meaningful than that?”

Soon the knights noticed that the wolf was still, and some realized that what they were doing was not a threat to the wolf.

At that point the wolf moved.

He came out as if he was happy, looked at Thistle and Enin, and sat down smiling.

Quaaa!

The wolf didn't have to struggle.

All he did was sit there.

Now that so many knights are under his feet, there is no need to bother pressing and biting each one with his feet, so he just sits down and crushes them with his mass.

“Quaaah!”

“Kk... Ugh!”

The fur first wrapped around the body, and then the heavy weight became a hydraulic machine and pressed down on the person.

Even as someone who has experienced countless deaths, I don't know what that feels like.

'I've been crushed to death by giants or similar giants, but I've never died in such a bad taste.'

When it realizes that people are entangled in its fur, it very slowly, takes its time, squeezing the person by rubbing its belly on the floor.

“...”

The sound disappeared.

Was it a soft death?

Or was it a death filled with the smell of an animal?

I don't know what it felt like, but I knew at least one thing for sure.

“ Krilbul tomb-#◦

A guy who crushes people to death and then laughs at them as if he feels good is the embodiment of bad taste.

So, I, who witnessed that undignified death, speak to two people who, like me, witnessed the deaths of others.

“... Enin! Thistle!”

“... Yes!”

“I’m listening. Lee Rim.”

“That bastard, I will take off all his claws.”

“If it was a pet owned by someone else, permission would have been required, but for a demon beast with that much self-consciousness, there is no need to do so.”

“That’s good. I had the same thought.”

Clap-

Enin lowered the visor of his helmet and asked me.

“How many should I subtract?”

“All.”

“I hope you don’t run away before then.”

“Block me just once.”

“Yes!”

“Just leave it to me.”

That was our last conversation before entering the fight.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption'

A high-level concentration of thoughts that quickly plunges you into a double trap.

Spouting out a rough thread of magical power, blocking all perception except between the wolf and me, I bow down and prepare the starlight.

“Krrr-”

The wolf didn't stay still either.

“Kahaaagh!”

Buuung-

It pulls its front paw hard and then swings diagonally towards us, trying to kill it.

“Thistle! Please help!”

“Yes! It may not be as good as Enin, but I will do it!”

Two people stop it.

[Stray Light]

Kwaaa!

Cheer up!

What struck first were the wolf's claws and Thistle's veil of divine power.

Since the opponent was not a demon, Thistle's divine power was less effective than Enin's shield, but it was enough.

“Waaa!”

Boom-

Again!

“Cowuuu!”

Enin swung the anvil with all his might and smashed one of the claws of the wolf's front paw, which was approaching with its power reduced by being blocked by the curtain.

“First of all, I broke one!”

It's only one, but it's powerful enough to confuse a wolf.

'good job.'

So, taking advantage of the wolf's confusion, he throws his sword with the intention of killing him in one hit.

[Star Cluster]

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-

What the swinging sword creates is a reproduction of the Milky Way.

What is contained in the starlight of the cross is another invisible blade.

Hundreds of such stars covered the wolf's body.

but-

The damage was less than expected.

'Damn, I went in shallow!'

This happened because there was a difference in size.

The skin of a wolf, which is thousands of times its mass, is thick and even has body hair that covers the skin.

Therefore, it could not properly delve deep into the body of the black wolf sublimated into starlight, and ended up just scratching the surface.

“...”

The wolf's eyes changed again.

In particular, his expression changed noticeably.

A man who witnessed a cluster of stars and realized that Ennin's anvil is lethal recognizes that we are significantly different from knights of the rogue.

“This... could be dangerous?”

“... Let’s take a step back!”

Make judgments quickly.

I chose to step back.

The star cluster is my best move to show off to the wolf, a being that has nothing to do with the devil.

'It's impossible to get as close as your fist can reach, and since it doesn't use magical power, the Explosion Sword is useless. That was the decision I made, but it failed.'

Such a cluster of stars did not cause much damage.

Moreover, I wonder if I made a mistake in judgment, as Ennin's anvil seemed to be much more powerful.

'come.'

The wolf that was smiling just a moment ago shows its teeth.

His toenails were broken, his hair was cut off, and his skin was scratched.

Perhaps he thought of it as just playing with a toy, but at this moment, he thought that the toy had dared to hurt him.

So the wolf,

I stopped seeing toys as toys.

It sees us as prey, not toys, and starts moving to kill us.

        
            Flash-

“... Both, back!”

This time too, the attack was diagonal.

Because it is a huge entity, it is located in a position where you can always look down on it.

What the wolf does in such a situation is,

It swings its unusually large, long front paws.

So, I thought it would be better for me, wearing Deshade's armor, to take it even though I was shocked.

However, that was a misjudgment.

“... What?”

The wolf's paw didn't just swing.

One claw was broken by Enin, but three claws still remained.

Those claws,

It became a sword.

And it's not just a sword,

With a sword like a crescent moon shining silver.

Kang-

‘This is crazy-’

Quaaa!

He quickly grabbed the magic sword and infused it with all his magic into it, forming it into a great sword and using it as a shield, but the damage was great.

“Irim!”

“Irim!”

bang-

thud-

thud-

Kugugugugugugung-

It hit three moons.

Two long and deep stab wounds were carved into Deshade's armor, and the blue magic blade that had been infused into the magic sword was clearly broken except for the center.

'What I thought was a fight against a demonic beast turned out to be a failure.'

He flies away, leaving the two people behind, and falls to the floor several times before trying to get up immediately.

ping-

“... Oh my-”

However, because of the shock, I felt dizzy and could not get up easily.

'I have to go quickly.'

Is it because the body doesn't listen?

The capacity of the brain, which has become useless because the will to move the body is not transmitted, is instead poured into judging the other person to activate consciousness.

'Be efficient at every moment, and do what you can now rather than what you cannot do. Recognize him and realize his weaknesses.'

The wolf's name is Moonlight Wolf.

The Moonlight Wolf was a highly intelligent wolf.

The giant front paws didn't become that big and long for no reason.

They use their front feet like weapons.

What I saw a moment ago was clearly swordsmanship.

It was a technique unique to that demon beast that rivaled swordsmanship.

Normally, it would have been swung with four claws, but Enin broke one, so it was swung with three claws.

What was created in this way was not a beast that wields its body as a weapon without any intelligence, but a martial art that can only be used by gigantic beings that humans cannot dare to reproduce.

What was created in that way are three thick moons, and compared to my star cluster that cannot pierce its body, it is not a good match.

'Starlight cannot overcome moonlight.'

They are polar opposites.

The starlight I create cannot reach the giant wolf,

The moonlight produced by the giant wolf is fatal to me.

‘It can’t go on like this. 'We have to find another way.'

Stumble-

'For that to happen, I need to stand up a bit first... Fuck, listen to me!'

Of all the things I have right now, the thing that hinders me the most is my body.

The armor was restored and the magic sword had no scratches except for the magic power that had been generated even when it hit the wolf's claws in the first place, but since the shaking of the head was not even a wound, it was not even helped by the regenerative ability.

It was a time when I felt like I was sinking into a swamp because the thought of rushing back to the two of them and the once broken balance were in conflict with each other.

“H-Tea.”

“... Huh?”

The two legs stood up with a faint sound of cheering.

Suddenly, someone put an arm under my armpit and helped me up, so I turned my head to see who was helping me.

“Woman, Bishop. Have you waited long?”

“...”

“What’s wrong? People helped me at best.”

“No, I just felt like it wasn’t the line I was supposed to hear from you.”

“You are such an extreme person.”

Crack-tap-tap-

“Except for my time as an adventurer, I have never been moved to help others like this before? Feel free to consider it an honor.”

A man with matted hair brushes the dust off my armor with his palm.

It was Tarator who helped.

However, it feels like the atmosphere has changed.

For some reason, Tarator is taking off the eyepatch he wears every day.

Even though it was just that, the sly atmosphere had disappeared without a trace.

“Why are you here?”

“There is nothing that cannot be done, Bishop. Rather, that’s not important right now.”

Tarator was not looking at me.

What his eyes are watching is the moon wolf and Thistle and Enin in front of him.

“Ugh!”

“Thistle, step back!”

“Krrr!”

“Uaaap!”

Wow!

To be precise, the wolf took advantage of Thistle's stumble and swung its foot horizontally, and Enin managed to hit it with the right timing by striking the hammer not in its claws but in the soles of its feet diagonally upward from right to left.

Boom-

Kwaaa!

Excellent sorghum sorghum-

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-

“... Ugh, this is going to be a fight that will consume too much stamina!”

The recoil sent Enin flying to a nearby building, but he was seen running straight out without any time to worry.

Tarator looks at me and puts his hand on my shoulder and says.

“Bishop. I mean. I want to survive.”

“... What?”

“I always think that way. I want to survive, and while I am already alive, I want to live like a richer, extravagant, and wonderful person.”

“What are you talking about-”

Tarator just looks straight at the wolf, regardless of whether I answer or not.

“In order to do that, I need to make one thing clear right now. In order to achieve your dream, you must make a decision that will allow you to survive unconditionally and implement it.”

At that moment, the wolf raised its front paw loudly again.

'... Damn it, I don't have time for bullshit. I have to go-'

That was when I realized again that it was a movement to swing a sword, not a claw, and was about to run away even though I knew I was late.

“It’s okay. bishop. I will stop that.”

Tarator pressed my shoulder gently and shouted loudly.

Hmm-

“Moonlight Wolf!! You fucking beast!! Here it is~!!!”

Everyone responded to Tarator's loud voice.

The knights of flight seemed to be slowly losing their will to fight and were standing back at a distance.

Upon seeing the wolf, Thistle and Enin prepare, unsure whether they can stop it or not.

and-

Even the wolf was trying to swing Hyunwol's sword while only looking at the two people.

flinch-

That was something I had never seen before.

Although the wolf's red eyes were eyes that could be called madness that no one could control, the moment they met Tarator's eyes, they changed into eyes containing only the will of vigilance.

“Cowuuu!”

Quad deud deuk-

At the same time, the wolf withdrew its front paw and retreated.

“Uh...? Aaaah! Coming this way!”

“Damage!”

humming!

Quaaa!

Jump backwards wide to increase distance.

Buildings collapsed underfoot and there were knights nearby, but the wolf was looking straight into Tarator's eyes.

This is a wolf that keeps moving forward without retreating.

The wolf just looked Tarator in the eyes and retreated.

After expelling all the air in his lungs, Tarator smugly brushes his hair with his palm.

“... Huuu- As expected, I'm a bit hot. I’m satisfied.”

“... How did you do it?”

“Ah, I once opened a business to make some money for a while. That's why he's wary of me.”

“... You want me to believe that?”

“It doesn’t matter whether you believe it or not. What is certain is that I have the power to threaten the wolf, and now it has worked.”

I was really curious about the method, so I asked, and Tarator passed it off as a lie that could clearly be seen as a lie.

Then he asked me one thing.

“Rather, a bishop. I saw a bishop fighting a wolf a little while ago. It seemed like this was not the place for the bishop to fight.”

“... So?”

“So. Mr. Bishop, could you please lend me your Order’s Order of Knights? The things that Mr. Bishop needs to deal with seem to be somewhere up there.”

Tarator's finger points upward.

What are there are two huge beings.

One is a gray giant bird that is howling as it encounters the Holy Knights and Priests who have escaped the wolves and climbed the hill from Rugal's main temple, the temple.

And the other is a snowy mountain giant whose loud noises are still coming from above the clouds, as if he is fighting Curios.

The place Tarator pointed was precisely toward the giants.

“It’s a decision to survive. Right place. I also really like the theory of our employer, Princess Camellia. So the bishop goes to the giant. Since I and the head of the Order of Bishop will be in charge here.”

Pangpang-

Tarator gives me a firm pat on the back and asks for my consent.

He raised his arms wide and looked at me.

For some reason, I felt certain when I saw him.

That his judgment is the best conclusion drawn by looking at everything head on.

What I am saying is that I came up with a cool-headed decision for everyone to survive here and now, a decision with a much higher success rate than mine.

So I accepted his offer.

“... Okay.”

“Thank you for trusting me. Bishop.”

However, I did not forget to warn you.

“However, try coming because Enin is injured. Even if you run away, I will definitely find you and kill you.”

“Hahahahahaha! Don't worry about that, Bishop! From now on, I won't hit the back of the head of someone I'm seeing again and again!”

Tarator held out his fist and I placed the gauntlet on his fist.

thud-

“Ouch... hit me a little.”

That concluded the agreement.

We rushed to the two people and each did our own thing.

“Ennin!”

“Yes!”

“I’m sorry, but I decided to lend Tarator some Ennin!”

“... Yes?!”

“So Thistle and I will go up first!”

“What are you talking about-”

“Please do me a favor! Because I have no way to kill a wolf! There is no one I can trust except Enin!”

“... Oh, I understand!”

Enin was confused for a moment as he didn't know the English language, but he listened to me and prioritized understanding rather than trying to hear the whole story.

“Please take good care of me, Knight Commander.”

“I’m busy, so call me Enin!”

“Then Enin. I'll stop him from moving just like before, so you can hit him.”

“... Is that all?”

“That's enough to catch one bastard. Don't relax though. This is also a disaster if one of you makes a mistake and one of you dies first.”

“Uuuu...! really! all right! Let’s give it a try!”

While listening to the two people's conversation, I call Thistle.

“Thistle! Let’s go!”

“Ah, yes!”

The destination is a hiking trail to reach the giant in the snowy mountain.

The problem was that the only way to the snowy mountain was blocked by the gray grouse of Rugal Main School, but for now, the only way was to head in that direction.

So the two of us left Enin and Tarator and started climbing the stairs to reach Rugal's temple.

        
            A giant came down from the giant's shoulder.

A giant bird with huge chains wrapped around its body.

A more detailed classification for dealing with lightning is ptarmigan.

[Grouse Hresvelg]

It looks like a swan bird, but its size is not like that at all.

If it were an eagle, you might think that its appearance would match its size, but I feel even more fearful because its appearance is based on a vulture.

The moment a guy with such a huge body narrows the black pupils of his yellow eyes while looking at the place where he said he was going to shoot lightning, his eyes are completed as a being so incredibly terrifying that you feel like you can never avoid it.

And that fear is clearly not a lie, but is conveyed as lightning with corresponding power.

Flash-

Wow!

“Pfft...!”

“Irim, are you okay?!”

“It’s okay... It’s okay. Because I avoided a direct hit.”

'driving me crazy.'

The blue lightning that struck randomly ended up right in front of me.

Because he was hit directly by a violent light, he went blind for a while, but gradually recovered.

It seems that the electric current that spread as I hit the floor and felt a numb sensation flowed into my body as well.

It's fortunate that it wasn't a stun, but it looks like this even though it was a deflection rather than a direct hit.

'I feel like it's even stronger than Hir'em's red lightning. Do colors have meaning? Is the blue lightning simply because he's on a snowy mountain? Or does the lightning magic change color depending on personality? Or is it because even though it looks like the same magic, the composition method is actually completely different from beginning to end? 'I don't know.'

After thinking about various things to come to my senses, my vision soon began to straighten out.

Just like this, we move forward again.

If it had been an ordinary lightning strike, it could have been a topic of conversation for a lifetime.

Even if a person sees lightning every chance they get throughout their life, the odds of being struck by lightning without intending to do so are very slim.

However, the reason why the fact that lightning struck in the immediate vicinity is not a topic of discussion in the current situation is that dozens of lightning bolts identical to the lightning that struck in front of my eyes are striking at the same time, centering on Rugal's temple. all.

Flash-

Wow!

Flash-

Quarrr-

Flash-

Wow!

Flash-

“Kwaaaang! This time, I am Kwaaang first! Fuck!”

“... I guess I've been a bit stressed out recently due to various things. Lee Rim.”

Wow!!!

Mountain after mountain.

Grouse beyond wolves.

It is also a grouse as big as a mountain.

Such a large grouse is blocking the way up the snowy mountain.

I think “ will be difficult to pass from now on.”

“I wonder if it was put down intentionally, or if it just looked good there.”

As soon as the giant released his pets, the moon wolf came running down the slope, and the grouse jumped down with all its might from its shoulders.

Then, unlike the wolf, the ptarmigan does not move, but is sturdy and blocks the path leading up to the snowy mountain where the giant is standing.

It also lands on top of the temple, destroying structures at random and shooting down lightning.

Then, Thistle and I left the moon wolf to Enin and prayed hard not to be hit directly by lightning. After climbing the hill, we were able to arrive at the temple where Grouse and Rugal's troops were located.

“Stay in line! Holy magic focuses on defense!”

“3 Priests to the rear! Focus on healing!”

Crumbling rumbling-

Kwaaa!

“1More than half of the priesthood is dead!”

“Reorganize immediately! The 1st priests join the 4th priests and assist in chanting! Let the 2nd priesthood cast strengthening magic on the paladins!”

“1,2 Holy Knights! Charge again immediately after the lightning storm ends!”

Flash-

Wow!

“Okay!”

“Chorus! I ask for the Lord’s protection to the paladins!”

“Assist the paladins! Don’t give the grouse a chance to use its beak!”

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeek!!!”

'It's fierce.'

The paladins, paladins, and priests are struggling over the grouse.

When the grouse flaps its chained wings once, the paladins are swept away by it, and the defensive wall created by the priests catches the lightning that randomly pours down from the sky.

'However, although it is fierce, the results are not that great.'

The paladins are also trying to do something with the ptarmigan in their own way, but there is not as much room as expected.

‘Is it the same here? There is no way to inflict a fatal blow.'

If the opponent had been an ordinary giant, Rugal's paladins would not have had such a hard time.

It is safe to say that Rugal is an army specialized in giant warfare that has so far been dedicated to dealing with giants who rebel against the empire and come over to hunt in groups.

However, since the opponents were not ordinary giants, but magical beasts much larger than those giants, it felt like they were having a harder fight than usual.

However, the reason they are barely holding on until now is because the Paladins of Rugal are trying to counterattack the ptarmigan by continuously sacrificing victims.

Sigh! Quack! Deukdeukdeuk!

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeak!”

“Your feet are tied! Run in!”

Waaa-

'Ignorant way of fighting.'

Even though the ptarmigan puffed up its body and pounded the person with its claws and beak, the opportunity to attack was when its claws became so tightly packed that there was no longer room for human flesh.

Only after more than 40 paladins or priests are sacrificed do they attack, and in the meantime, when the grouse shakes off the flesh with its feet, it switches back to defense.

'It's inefficient, but is there no other way?'

Watching such a one-sided exchange war of attrition makes me agonize over whether there is another way.

Still, there was no lack of reinforcements.

The sound of a weapon being fired, the only weapon in Rugal that can be highly effective against giant beings, was heard from behind when dealing with wolves.

PPPIPPPING-

Piyuuu-

Sigh!

“Kkisss! Kaaaaeaaaeak!!!”

“Good! I got stuck!”

“Pull the string!”

“Now is your chance! Knock it down!!!”

On the other side of the temple, one of Springfield's arrows, fired from the castle wall, got stuck in the body of a grouse, and there was a long chain attached to it.

“Paladins without shields come this way!”

At the words of a paladin, the paladins, who were unable to control themselves due to the shock of colliding with a ptarmigan and had retreated for a moment to receive healing magic, flock in and pull the rope.

Then the grouse lost its balance.

Quaduk-

Drudddeudddeuk-

Tilt-

“Pull it straight!!!”

The guy was sitting with both legs deeply planted on the ground, but then one of his feet lifted and he started making movements that made me think he was going to fall down.

'Will it work?'

After seeing that, it seemed like there was a chance of victory.

If a few more arrows, at least two, stick in like this, it will become enough support to shake the ptarmigan's balance, and if you just drop the head like that, it will be over.

But just like the wolf, the grouse in front of us was no ordinary being.

Rumbling rumbling-

“What?”

Someone turns around at the sound of the sky crying.

The reason I turned around even when I saw the ptarmigan right in front of me was because the sound of howling lightning was heard not from the head where the defensive magic was spread, but from the castle wall in the distance.

Wow!

Quad deud deuk-

Warrr-

The morale that started to rise after seeing the victory cooled down in an instant after witnessing the area where lightning struck.

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeak!”

The ptarmigan immediately destroyed more than 20 ballistas mounted on the castle walls with blue lightning, and not only that, he also destroyed the watchtowers, eliminating all places where he could look down on himself from the high ground.

“... Lee Lim. What should I do?”

“... There is no answer. I have to somehow defeat that grouse, or ignore it and go over to the path behind where it is sitting.”

I assess the situation when Thistle takes a step later and comes to discuss a decision at the entrance of the temple.

‘The road is blocked. I don't know if I could somehow get through the grouse's legs if I were alone, but what's the point even if I reach the giant alone without the paladins?'

The grouse climbed down from the giant's shoulder on its own.

This is the choice humans made when they realized that there was only one way to reach their master, the giant.

A gray bird with chains wrapped around its entire body.

Because it is bound by thick chains, it does not seem to have any intention of flying into the sky, and flying itself seems impossible, but it already exudes a sense of intimidation that cannot be denied even if it is called a living fortress that strikes down lightning on the snowy mountain.

'As long as the grouse is alive, lightning is also a problem. The closer you get to this guy, the more accurate it becomes.'

Lightning is also a problem.

The blue lightning that struck the castle wall a little while ago.

The lightning was successfully destroyed because the ptarmigan struck so many bolts of lightning at the same time that several of them hit, but the accuracy was not great.

A few of them were only missed, so the Paladins who had been replenished on the castle wall where Springfield was were hastily repairing their weapons and preparing to fire again.

On the other hand, the closer I got to the ptarmigan, the accuracy of the lightning was clearly increasing just by looking at the lightning striking the paladins in front of me.

'The guy obviously landed there to protect his owner. Then, the moment we try to get past him and get to the giant, he will focus all his lightning on me, ignoring everything else.'

You either have to somehow deal with the grouse first, or come up with a way to get to the giant while ignoring the grouse's lightning.

It was that moment.

Flash-

'Red light?'

Kwaaa!

Instead of the blue lightning that continued to strike, red lightning struck the ptarmigan's body precisely.

“Kaaeaeaeaeaeaeak!”

“That is definitely a [gaebyeok]. It looks like Hirem is trying to help.”

Following Thistle's words, I look back and see a group of people dressed in red high up in the Knight's Hall, where Aleph stood at the beginning of the war.

The one in the middle is Hirem, who is summoning red lightning by making the angel ring, which is broken on one side, glow as it is.

Hir'em was constantly sending out sparks around her body, and there was no one coming near her so that she would not be caught in the lightning and lose her concentration.

“The Saint of Red Purge protects you! Don’t be scared!”

“Make the ptarmigan pay attention to us so that lightning doesn't lose control!”

There is only one being who can control the one and only sky.

Cheonikjong Hirem Brigade.

And a grouse led by a giant.

I don't know what it means to take the initiative in magic, as I have no knowledge of it at all, but it seems that the grouse still has a lot of priority.

Crumbling-

“Irim! It's blue...!”

“... Damn, now they even make me worry about the color of the lightning.”

A blue light began to hover in the sky again.

And the direction that the lightning is aiming at, the hole between the clouds in the sky, is precisely in the direction where Hirem is.

That moment-

“... Huh? What is this?”

I don't know why, but I saw something like a blue thread in the air, different from the sparks visible to the naked eye.

“... Maybe?”

Thinking and acting at the same time.

You have to get even.

I decided at once that there seemed to be nothing to lose by trying, so I moved my body first.

'Could this be a part of the magic that controls the atmosphere?'

I summon the magic sword, and to be sure, I turn it into an explosion sword and stab the thread.

OK,

An explosion occurred.

Peeing-

Bubburbubububububububububububebung-!!

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeak?!!”

The void bursting in succession along the threads.

The sky is exploding.

Starting from the point where I stabbed, the chain of explosions along the fuse does not stop but actually accelerates.

And the moment the explosion hits the ptarmigan connected to the end -

The ptarmigan howled in a voice filled with astonishment.

“Kkiaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeae!!!”

        
            Instead of lightning, a blue flame split the sky like a hand.

The flames burned along the magic fuse scattered in the air, the ends of which were the chains surrounding the ptarmigan's body.

PPPIPIT-

Blue flames penetrate the chains.

Blah blah blah-

Cheer up!

Afterwards, the chain surrounding the ptarmigan's body broke.

Accordingly, blue lightning was misprinted.

Wow!

Quarrr-

The massive blue lightning that was aimed at Hirem went far beyond the scepter of the knight it was aiming for and struck a private house, disappearing in vain.

“Lee, Lee Lim. What did you do a little while ago...?”

“Yes? Well, I'm not sure... I guess I can just say I got lucky, right?”

“... Well, right?”

Even after discussing it with the two of us, we couldn't figure out what exactly happened.

As I survived being struck by Hir'em's lightning, my eyes may now have been slightly opened to witness things related to magic that deals with lightning.

Because of this, he may have touched the magic thread related to the magic of lightning, or more precisely, the magic chain that helps control the lightning wrapped around the ptarmigan's body.

Of course not, it doesn't matter what the cause was.

One thing is certain: After the chain broke, the accuracy of the ptarmigan's lightning bolts dropped significantly.

“Kwaaeaeaeae... Kwaaeaeaeae... Kwaaeaeaeaeaeae!!!”

“That new chick is so noisy.”

The ptarmigan's lightning was not able to properly hit the paladins right in front of him, so the giant bird became irritated and began to cry in a mournful voice, which greatly increased the morale of the paladins.

“Who helped you?”

“There it is! saw! When the person in black armor swung the sword, the chain shattered!”

“Black armor... Ah, I got it! I am Bishop Lee Lim, a knight of the Deshade Church!”

“This is the princess’s knight! Princess Camellia's knight is with us!”

Waaa-

“... I feel down and excited randomly. It’s a sight to behold.”

“Uh, I can’t help it.”

We were momentarily embarrassed by everyone's attention, but since we were caught watching the situation from hiding, we decided to join in.

“Bishop Lee Rim! Thank you for your help earlier.”

As soon as we approached the paladins, the person who quickly approached us was Aleph, an ant-man paladin and a paladin lord who was in charge of the role of commander-in-chief for the paladin of Rugal present here.

Unlike other paladins, he did not hold a weapon but instead had a huge claw on his shoulder.

“Hey, what about that?”

“Thanks to the bishop’s help, a gap was created, and in the meantime, I was able to pull out the guy’s claws.”

Even though it was a bird's claw, when I looked at it up close, it was bigger than a person's.

As an ant man, his entire body is drenched in blood, and he throws his claws, which were meant to be trophies, on the floor as if they were trash, as if they were nothing compared to what I did, and then shares information with us.

“Sorry. The situation is confusing because it was not what I expected.”

His gaze went towards the bottom of the snowy mountain and caught the moonlight wolf that was still running rampant in the city.

I followed suit and looked down to see several people gathered around the wolf.

Ennin and Tarator were dealing with the Moonlight Wolf, and a group of people dressed in red can be seen around them.

There are two groups dressed in red in Tirna Nog.

One is the people of the Red Purge Church, and the other is the people of the Red Coat led by Clayzen.

'So, since Hirem is on the roof of the Knight's Hall, is it Clayzen who is helping Enin surround the wolves below? 'Thank you.'

I was worried about leaving Enin behind, but I was relieved to know that Clayzen and his followers were helping me.

At least she has biased values. If she tried to maintain peace at all times, she would willingly take on the dangerous task of leading a group of knights and besieging the wolves for Enin.

And I wasn't the only one who could tell them all apart.

Aleph's eyes, which were covered with carapace like those of an ant, seemed to have a wider field of view than expected.

He instantly recognized that it was Enin who was dealing with the wolf.

“... Bishop, you are the head of the Order of Knights.”

“That's right.”

After saying that, he joined us in watching out for the ptarmigan and at the same time making a sound and expressing his doubts.

“Honestly, I’m confused.”

“Yes?”

“Everything is strange. Suddenly, a giant, also Sotok, appeared where we were. If so, the giant would have crossed the border, but no news came from the Margrave of Mohadorn. This is the first question. And there is a second one.”

“... What is that?”

“I am in charge of the current Paladins. The three heroes were quiet people, so they delegated full authority to me. Rugal's archenemy is a giant. News about giants is always given top priority to me.”

“I see.”

“But no news was sent to me. So we must have been unprepared to meet the giant. But everything was ready. The Springfield was loaded with arrows, and the paladins and priests were waiting to go out even before I gave the order.”

“...”

“Shamefully, I am having doubts about the current situation, even while fighting as Lord Rugal's paladin.”

Aleph's voice comes out quietly and surrounds Thistle.

Now I know for sure.

He too is a victim.

'Right. Was Paladin Aleph, the real Rugal priests who were planning all of this, ostensibly appointed to reveal the sane nature of the church?'

Aleph is a paladin who only lives faithfully by cultivating his faith, rather than being a major member of the ritual of incarnation, who moves with the sole purpose of creating a vessel for God to bring another Rugal down to earth.

But he was just a puppet.

The officials of God's Vessel, the real Paladins of Rugal, do not appear here now.

It is said that their request to Aleph was to ignore everything else and capture the ptarmigan that had landed in the temple rather than the moon wolf in the city where there were still people who needed to be evacuated.

“If I take on the ptarmigan first, the other paladins, led by Paladin Stendhal and Paladin Canis, said they would come as soon as they were ready with the three heroes, but they have not shown up at all. Or are all of these just questions I have because I am weak?”

He looks straight at me.

It feels different from Gaia's Paladin.

'If that person's eyes were full of madness, I have the feeling that this person is a pure human being, a human being with naive faith.'

So I decided.

I chose him because he was someone who needed to know the truth, at least to that extent.

The reason for making such a judgment was to make Aleph an ally.

Now that he, the victim, is confused, I think that by whispering the truth next to him, I can draw him to my side and the princess's side.

“Aleph.”

“... I'm sorry. I was sounding weak-”

“Do you want to know the truth?”

He shakes his head and interrupts his attempt to lead the paladins again in a quiet voice.

“... Yes?”

“I asked you if you wanted to know the full story of everything that is happening now.”

Paladin's expression changed.

To be exact, his face, which had the head of an insect or an ant, did not change much, but the atmosphere clearly said so.

“... Yes.”

The answer was concise.

The answer, which meant wanting to know the truth and asking for salvation from the swamp of lies disguised as land, ended in one word.

“Good. Well then, come with me to the giant. I'll explain as we go.”

Raise the magic sword and point to the back of the ptarmigan.

“I will leave command to others and get out. Can you do it?”

“... You can take a direct hit with a claw or beak.”

“Good. Then let’s go.”

The conversation ended with that.

The paladin briefly and concisely announced that he was delegating command to another paladin nearby.

“Paladin Kargil. I command you as Paladin Lord. Never let the grouse leave this spot. I will go to fight the giant with Bishop Lee Rim.”

“Yes? Ah, Aleph!”

He left the Paladin who was given command in confusion and started running with Thistle.

He climbed over the choir, past the priests, approached the back of the paladins, then quickly passed between the ptarmigan's legs and began to climb the hill.

Then the grouse suddenly changed.

“Key, dog, dog, dog, dog, dog, dog, dog!”

Kiiing!

Crrr!

The ptarmigan's head turns towards us and begins to produce lightning like never before.

“... I didn’t expect that?! Aleph. Can I get that too?”

“... I guess the strongest part is the carapace, so my answer assumed a physical attack. Even for me, that would be a bit difficult.”

“Damn it!”

A blue and dazzling sphere of light gathered in the sky.

Hir'em, who had barely taken over some of the sky's leadership, seemed to be making an arc, creating red lightning to shoot at the ptarmigan and shooting blue orbs to scatter it, but the condensation of lightning did not disappear.

Then Thistle suddenly turned around and stopped.

“Thistle?!”

“... Lee Rim! Leave it to me!”

“What should I do?!”

“Even if it’s lightning, if it’s a type of magic, you can probably catch it!”

“Nonsense-”

“Go quickly!”

Thistle holds the claymore and looks at the grouse.

The ptarmigan also looks at thistle.

A sword raised high in the sky, given by Deshade, and a sword that cuts through the magic that Thistle has achieved.

[Spell Breaker]

A ptarmigan's lightning struck the sword raised like a lightning rod.

To be exact, it was too straight to be called lightning.

Sigh!

One eye of a ptarmigan burst out.

A grouse who had lost the aid of a chain, which would have been an artifact that increased accuracy, and yet it was a reward for concentrating all the lightning he could control and making sure it never went astray.

So the lightning didn't bend.

It didn't break.

Only straight.

Thick, as if they were all lumped together.

From sky to earth.

It struck Thistle like a straight line of lightning that seemed to strike at the very moment of the end.

But Thistle endured it.

“The bird that controls the sky! Do you want to protect the giant?!”

It doesn't matter whether the holy sword that cuts magic is ancient magic or magic that attracts the sky as an ally.

Thistle's claymore held on by accurately splitting the lightning in half, and even though her body was shaking as if her arms were numb, she glared straight at the ptarmigan and spoke.

“But it’s impossible! As if you have something you want to protect! There are things I want to protect too!”

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeak!”

In this way, thistle successfully blocked the gap between us and the ptarmigan.

“The lightning has been blocked again!”

“More than that, how on earth did they stop that?”

“Apostle of the Deshade Church... That side is also huge.”

“... I see. There was a way! Escort the Apostle! Aleph has gone to attack the giant! Never let the grouse chase you!”

I watch until the end as the paladins and priests surround Thistle.

“It will be okay. Rugal's formation is comparable in defense to that of other knights. Kargil, my friend will assist the Apostle of your church.”

“... I understand.”

So Aleph and I started climbing the single path into the snowy mountain.

The giant and Curios are slowly showing a twist in the stalemate.

Curios's frenzy seemed to be starting to lose his firepower, so he was unable to destroy all of the giant's arrows, and as a result, the missed arrows began to get stuck in various parts of the city.

        
            Jeon Seo-gu has lost his way.

To be precise, Hwarim and Reigns lost their way.

Jeon Seo-gu's squadron of three was disintegrated when Ingrid, who was leading, suddenly disappeared.

“Ingrid...! Like this damn woman. I never thought they would drop us in such a remote place.”

“So I told you, right? You should never trust witches or their bloodline. They are bitches who always tease others and lie according to their own whims.”

Hwarim gets angry and Reigns accepts it with cold resignation.

The two are currently running around the city.

The role of Jeon Seo-gu disappeared.

Ingrid told the two that they had to hurry to the knight's hall and deliver the news, and deliberately led the two into a complicated alley that circles the city.

The reason there was no room for doubt was because Ingrid's ability to track, infiltrate, and sense presence, as well as the magic she used in parallel to support it, far surpassed not only Hwarim and Raines, but also the members of the church as a whole.

So, naturally, the two of them agreed to Ingrid's suggestion to take a slight turn to avoid getting caught by paladins or patrolling paladins while making their way through the complicated alley, and entrusted them with guidance to her.

As a result, the two realized that they had been deceived when Ingrid, who had been ahead, suddenly disappeared.

And while the two were lost and wandering for a while, a giant appeared.

Because of that, Jeon Seo-gu, who lost his way and wandered the alleys because he couldn't fly, couldn't return home. The giant had already arrived, and Tyrner Nog was in confusion by the wolves and ptarmigans he brought with him.

So, the two of them thought that they had to quickly join the church, so they were running hard to go out to the wide street first, without worrying about whether they would be caught by the paladins or not.

“I'm starting to see people, but how is things going?”

“... This is a prediction, but it would have been divided.”

“How?”

“Those who can hold weapons would have gone in the direction where the giants, wolves, and ptarmigan are, while those who could not hold weapons would have gone in the opposite direction. Perhaps Astesia, as a saint, is leading people and helping them evacuate.”

Although there was no basis, it was easy to predict.

Sotok's voice was heard throughout the city, even though he did not shout.

The giant has no intention of letting people live anyway.

So there is only one thing for the people of Tir you Nog to do.

Either survive by killing the giant and all the beasts he brought, or die at their hands.

The option of running away was blocked from the beginning.

As long as Sotok and his pets are there, even if they run hard while looking down on the mountain, their escape will only come to naught after a while when the moonlight wolf finishes hunting and starts looking for the remaining toys.

The reason people are evacuating now is to avoid interfering with the fight.

Rather than blocking the path of the Holy Knights and Knights of the Pedestrians, Curios's remaining power seemed to have run out, and he was unable to break it before he could due to the frenzy. It was only to escape from the arrows that were hitting the city from the sky.

If the battle is lost, the moonlight wolf brought by the giant runs across the plain to kill every last citizen who comes within its field of vision and memorizes them one by one.

“So, the bishop would not have had the option of not fighting from the beginning.”

'That was already decided the moment the two gentle-hearted people, Thistle and Enin, were next to each other, and they must have realized right away that they had to fight to protect everyone.'

It was right after Reigns gave additional evidence to all of his predictions for Hwarim.

[Holy Order]

[Hwarim. Raines. This way!]

The two people stop for a moment as they hear an urgent voice coming from somewhere.

[Just run straight ahead and when you reach the main road, just cross it. Aila and I are together in the square.]

“... All my expectations were correct. good. Let’s go.”

“Yes.”

The two people couldn't understand Astesia's voice.

The two of them walked straight toward the direction they had been looking at from the alley where they were still wandering, and found the main street.

As it was, Reigns was the first to move to the front.

“I remember coming this way when I was chasing Ingrid. I think you're talking about the big square in front.”

“It was closer than I thought. I can join right away-”

Pyuuu-

Hwarim, who heard the sound of the air cracking from somewhere, stopped talking and listened, and the moment she realized exactly what the sound was, she hurriedly grabbed the back of Reigns' neck as he was just leaving the end of the alley and heading towards the main street.

“Stop!”

Wow-

“Keyuk-”

As a result of being grabbed by the collar while running at full speed, I am strangled.

Reigns was about to turn around to see Hwarim's sudden surprise attack and ask what he was doing, but before he could even turn his head, he saw a huge object narrowly passing in front of his eyes.

Piyuuu-

Quagga, quagga, quagga, quagga, quagga!

“Close your eyes!”

The giant's arrow passed in front of the two men.

Buildings built by humans and roads made by fitting bricks together are completely destroyed.

A giant's arrow is only an arrow to a giant, but to humans it is a spear bigger than any siege weapon and more violent than a natural disaster.

Clink!

Let’s go, let’s go!

Hududududududu-

Hwarim covers Reigns' face with his sleeve and lowers his head as well.

All the glass in the buildings above the two people's heads shattered, bricks shattered, and sand and gravel swept up from the floor hit the two people.

Ssss-

“... Are you okay?”

“... Yes. Thanks.”

“Then let’s cross quickly.”

The two people immediately cross the street while hearing the sound of the arrow stopping.

As Reigns crosses the street, he looks at the giant's arrow that missed, leaving a huge hole in the middle of the street.

Even though it is just an arrow, it has this much power.

“... Thank you so much.”

If Raines had gone one step further, he would no longer be a person of this world, so she expressed her sincere gratitude to Hwarim.

“Hwarimiii! this way! This way!”

Hwarim and Reigns go forward as Aila stands on top of the fountain in the square and waves.

Slightly below, standing on the fountain's railing is Astesia with her hands folded in prayer.

Seeing that people were gathering from all directions, it seemed like the decision had been made to evacuate to this square, which could accommodate the most people.

“Rugal. Please help us.”

“A beast brought by a giant destroys Rugal’s temple... Is this a sign of disaster?”

“No matter how many of them are the Three Heroes, that is impossible. This is my first time seeing such a big giant in my life. Is this really right?”

“Saint. Will we really be able to survive?”

“The knights are also fighting. There is no hope.”

“Can you hear that sound even when you see those huge guys? Rather, I don't know what that dragon is thinking.”

“That's right, dragon. After all, isn't that a dragon anyway? Just like at our school, what on earth did the 1st Prince base on when he said that was not a dragon?”

“There may be something we don't know...”

“... Can I really trust Rugal? I heard that the paladins ignored the wolves and ran straight toward the temple.”

“It’s okay. Aren't there a saint from the Red Purge and a saint from the Deshade Church here? This must be the safest place.”

Raines gathers in the square and leans against the walls of the buildings, picking up useful information from the voices of the fearful people.

'Why didn't you go outside the city? Oh, I see. Was the castle gate sealed?'

I immediately realized why people were gathering here.

There was a huge arrow stuck on the side of the castle gate.

The door, which was made entirely of steel to deal with multiple giants, had been shattered by arrows, and the shafts of the arrows had been stuck in place of the gate and were blocking the hole, preventing people from leaving.

'However, it is strange that they are not rushing to clear them out even though there are many paladins still on the castle wall... Ah, is that so. I guess we can judge that it is for the safety of the first prince who will be outside the castle gate.'

It was completely understandable that the Paladins did not move to remove the arrows.

Even if the situation really turns out to be the worst, if the First Prince, who is hiding somewhere far outside the castle gates, survives, he can make a good defense for Rugal.

Therefore, the safest place for those evacuating within the city was this square located close to the Knight's Hall.

Kiiing-

Kwaaa!

Pyuuu-

“Woe, the arrow falls again! This way!”

“Aaaagh!”

Just then, an arrow is seen falling through the clouds toward the square.

An arrow that Curios, whose strength was running out, was unable to destroy.

However, arrows had already flown in that way several times, and none of them had hit the center of the square.

“... Tsk! You useless lizard!”

[Gaebyeok]

Kwaaa!

Red lightning strikes.

With Hirem's curse, the giant's arrow flying towards the square was shattered.

‘It is the physical protection of a saint belonging to the Red Purge, indeed. 'If this is the case, people can feel at ease.'

Looking down from the Knight's Hall, Hir'em is doing several things at the same time, escorted by his attendants.

Now, she is trying to completely take away the leadership of the lightning from the ptarmigan, intercept the arrow that Curios was unable to hit with the lightning of her spare power, and snipe the giant with magic from other Cheonik species rather than the lightning she chanted on her own. Getting things done at the same time.

“... Me too, if I had that kind of power-”

That's why her regret was heard by Raines, who was standing close next to Astesia.

Although Astesia is using her power to rescue people, she believes that Hirem's power is more responsible when calculating which one will be able to safely approach the giant. .

“... It's okay. Astesia’s role is also clearly providing strength.”

“... Thank you. Reigns.”

So, Raines quietly comforted Astesia even though there was no need to, and Astesia opened her eyes for a moment, thanked her, and then started helping people move again.

“Hwarim! Are you hurt? The arrow passed right in front of you!”

“It’s okay. Rather... let's take a breath...”

“Oh, sorry!”

Meanwhile, Hwa-rim gives her legs, who may have walked around the city several times without resting since morning, some time to rest, and checks out who the people in the square are.

‘Aren’t Irim, Thistle, and Enin here? I don't even know where Ingrid went. Portia was here too. I'm glad that he stayed behind to help Astesia, as Eilaro wasn't that good. Tarator... is none of my business.'

Hwarim, who was finally able to catch his breath, asks Aila about the situation.

“How is the situation going?”

“Irim, Enin, and Thistle went to fight the giant!”

“Giant? Is there any way?”

“... I don't know! Still, you might have some thoughts!”

Hwarim is taken aback by Aila’s words.

Of course, he knows that the fight will only end when the giant is killed, but even from his own perspective, he has no idea how to kill Sotok, who is not an ordinary giant and is the largest of the giants.

At least for Hwarim, who has lived up until now, he has dealt with and killed many powerful people, but there has never been a swordsmanship created with the assumption of such a large body.

'Really. No matter how far ahead you are and whether you are not afraid of death, there is a degree.'

And it seems that the same was true for Aila.

“Hwarim.”

“Why are you doing that?”

“This is just my opinion, but Irim might get killed by a giant first!”

Although it is understandable, it is a story that can be said to be unnecessarily unsettling.

However, Hwarim knows that Aila is not an elf who would tell nonsense even in this situation, so she asks the next question.

“Then?”

“I think it would be best to judge it this way for now! Hwarim, please stay by Astesia’s side instead of me! I'll move this closer to Lee Rim!”

Bang bang-

Eila hits the black box leaning against the fountain until it makes a loud noise.

“Is it a spare body?”

“Yes! I brought it from my accommodation while on the move!”

Hwarim thought Aila’s judgment was the best.

A fight with a giant is a fight where you can do anything only if you give your all.

Since it is such a fight, in order for Lee Rim to give his all, it is best to bring him insurance that will allow him to face the giant even at the risk of death.

“... Good. Go and see.”

So Hwarim carried the coffin for Aila.

The black, smooth tube is a special tube made by Farewell, and is exceptionally strong, so even if Aila bumps into it several times along the way, there will be no problem.

However, that was a bit disappointing.

It was so disappointing that there was nothing he could do right now in his current situation.

'Of course, it's important to protect Astesia from anything that might happen, but the fact that I can't provide direct help to that child is really holding me back.'

He tried to sharpen his sword to cut people down, but for some reason he didn't want to show it in front of Lee Rim.

Moreover, the enemies that have now appeared are all gigantic beings that there is nothing they can do with their own swords.

That's how Hwarim holds his sword tightly.

After carrying the coffin and lightening my body as much as possible, I run as fast as I can, and when I see Ayla climbing onto the roof and starting to run, I calm down.

I buried my regrets in my heart and decided that if there was anything I could do now, if I had to protect Astesia and everyone here, I would do whatever it took to make it successful.

        
            The hiking trail was entered safely while thistle prevented ptarmigan.

There was another altar installed high up on the snowy mountain near the left leg of Sotok, so we were able to continue running up the well-maintained stairs.

Thanks to this, we didn't have to walk through the high piles of snow on the mountainside that could collapse at any time.

Still, since the altar was installed at the top of a snowy mountain, the distance from Sotok still remained.

So, on the way up the mountain, I explained to Aleph everything that had happened so far.

“... So, I don't know, or I know, but the masked priests of Rugal were casting a divine vessel to create another Rugal on earth, and gathering the pieces of the vessel through the incarnation ritual to make him pregnant. You mean you did it?”

“Yes. There is also evidence. The books we obtained were handwritten by Rugal's paladins and high priests. It will become clear when we compare handwriting later.”

“... In addition, the Curios flying above was a piece of a dragon, the last vessel of God.”

“I’m glad you understood it well.”

“...”

'Of course, just because you understand it doesn't mean you can accept it right away.'

Aleph, a paladin, became concerned after hearing the full story of the incident from me.

A face that looks very difficult.

Exactly, it wasn't revealed on his face because he didn't have any facial expressions, but his emotions were predictable when you look at his shoulders that were lowered while climbing the snowy mountain.

Since he is a paladin, there is no reason for him to struggle so much as just climbing a snowy mountain.

“... I see.”

cook-

Boom-

Crrr...

The rock blocking the hiking trail that Paladin threw rolled coldly and heavily down the snow field, as if representing his feelings, and then disappeared.

It might have been a gamble.

Aleph may have been acting to feign composure and track down any possible enemies of Rugal.

In addition, gambling is in progress.

No matter how much I told the truth, even now, as a Paladin of Rugal, he could hear everything and take the side of the real priests of Rugal who were secretly plotting their plans, not us.

But I feel certain that his deliberations will ultimately lead to the choice to join hands with us.

'You can say how many times I've seen him, but Aleph is a pure paladin. 'He is not crazy, nor is he the type to give himself up to deep plans like other paladins.'

Paladin of Honesty.

Faithful Paladin.

A loyal paladin.

and-

Aleph, Paladin of the Fain and Paladin Lord.

Aleph is a paladin who understands the meaning of his position.

'Among the paladins, Fain was the only one.'

The pieces of God's vessel represent a beast, a feline, and a dragon, respectively, but they are really just valuable pieces rather than leaders.

In reality, high-ranking priests and paladins, especially paladins, play the role of leaders in Rugal, which is dominated by paladins.

And in terms of the frequency with which Fain are ostracized due to their almost insect-like appearance, they cannot even be compared to beastmen.

'The conflict in the large bathhouse was ultimately just a conflict between pure-blooded humans and beast-humans.'

In fact, even in the large bathhouse, there were some who had only the slightest traces of being a Fein, but there was no one who had the appearance of a Fein all over like Aleph in front of me.

There are certainly many Fain in Tir no Nog, but most of them wear thick cloths, hide their faces, and live invisible to others.

Fans have been continuously ostracized.

It was like that before the founding of the empire, and it has been like that ever since.

In the meantime, what appeared was-

Aleph was an ant person who rose to the position of Paladin.

And it was not an ordinary Paladin, but a Fain who sat in the position of a Paladin Lord.

The one who rose to what could be called Rugal's most important policy was an ant-man with deep Fein blood.

What that means is that it goes beyond the responsibilities of an ordinary leader.

'He is a person who knows what responsibility is. So, you will be able to rationally judge what the right choice is for the things you are carrying.'

The Fain, who do not complain at all despite being discriminated against twice as much as the beasts, find hope in Aleph.

No matter how much people reject you the most, you can still reach such a great position if you work hard.

Since he was the first to break down prejudice, I have hope and believe that a world will come where they will be accepted as normal without worrying about what others think on the street.

So Aleph works hard on his appearance.

He tried not to cause any inconvenience to the Rugal Church, which gave him the title of Paladin.

Being quiet, he does not say more than is necessary, accepts the protests of Hir'em Brigade who try to find fault with the Rugal Church, tolerates insults, and as a Paladin, seeks to be an example to others while at the same time praying in gratitude to the god Rugal. man.

However, the information I gave him was information that denied everything that had happened so far.

'Aleph has lived thinking that Rugal is a god who advocates equality for all people. So, as a Feiner, he was the first to rise to the position of Paladin, and even took on the position of Paladin Lord. This meant that Rugal truly regarded everyone as equal, and he thought of it as evidence that Rugal was looking down on him, and became even more loyal. 'I did it.'

The information I poured out changed his perception of Rugal.

Instead of equality for all people, all races change from place to place under only one Rugal.

The entire plan is simply to unite the different races under the name of Rugal and make them subjects to support Rugal, who has descended on the earth.

Aleph is a sign created to attract such subjects.

A symbol that even if you are a Fein, you are considered equal under Rugal.

In addition, the paladins involved in the ritual of incarnation are puppets who serve as external shields for those who call themselves the true priests of Rugal.

'It's almost time.'

It gave me enough time to think.

Soon you will reach the top where the giant is.

I thought now was the right time to attract the paladin to our side, so I spoke out what I had been saving.

“Aleph.”

“... Yes.”

“Now that you know the truth, what do you think of Rugal?”

However, there are two options.

Depending on how Aleph responds, the method of appeasement will vary.

If he says he hates Rugal, he will use that hatred. Otherwise, if he says he cannot betray Rugal even after knowing the whole incident, he will mention Princess Camellia's name and say that the relationship between the empire and Rugal could be threatened. They may threaten you.

'It may be rude, but Camellia would probably have done the same thing.'

Thinking that he had read the intentions of the lord he served, he waited for his answer.

It doesn't matter if it's cowardly.

I thought that if it was something that could truly benefit us, we would thoroughly take advantage of it, no matter how sincere he was.

But after a moment of silence, what Aleph said exceeded both of my expectations.

“... Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Please tell me.”

“I am a servant of Lord Rugal.”

'Is it the latter?'

The paladin stopped walking for a moment.

At first, I thought he was trying to confront me, and I prepared to threaten him as well.

However, after hearing his next words, I no longer needed to do that.

“I have always prayed to Lord Rugal to bring peace to the Faen. As a paladin of all people, this prayer could be said to be biased, but since I am also a Fae, I have come to understand the discrimination we face and the discrimination we receive from other races that are so different from us. That's how difficult it is for us to be accepted.”

“... You mean the pain of the demons.”

“Yes. So, I was convinced that it would take a lot of effort and understanding to achieve and overcome it. I thought it was absolutely necessary to follow the name of Rugal and exclude the giants with a strong desire to dominate, and although one day I will come down from where I sit, the three heroes and paladins, who are the people's idols and leaders, and the place where I sit. I thought that this position of Paladin Lord was absolutely necessary at the moment, and that it was a position that I had to go through.”

“Then-”

After hearing that, I quickly tried to tell the story by mentioning the princess's name, but Aleph wasn't finished talking.

“However, that is why I decided to rebel against Lord Rugal’s will.”

“Yes?”

Paladin Aleph, a loyal follower of Rugal.

He is so faithful that it is said that there is no priest who shows more loyalty to Rugal than him.

But the truth is harsh, and Rugal's real priests and loyalists were separate.

There are priests who tried to bring another Rugal to earth according to Rugal's orders.

However, rather than being considered true loyalists, they appear to be nothing more than fanatics who unconditionally obey the words of God.

Therefore, his appearance makes his identity stand out even more.

Aleph, a paladin, is clearly a loyal subject.

Although he is now trying to rebel against his own god, he was still clearly a loyalist compared to those fanatics.

He was a paladin who received power from Rugal, but that is why he decided to do his duty for Rugal, who gave him power, regardless of whether he believed in him or used him.

“Rugal is the god of comics. In the hearts of everyone on earth, there is their own Rugal. Rugal, who advocates equality, creates a society where no one discriminates against each other, and makes people love others without worrying about their appearances, is the person who exists in the hearts of real people. That is why, unlike other gods, Rugal can change into anything or exist nowhere.”

“That is a god without an appearance, a god who is nowhere. Or is it Aleph’s interpretation of a god who can become anything?”

“Yes. So, I will stop Rugal, as I understand it, from trying to become not Rugal. If Rugal-sama were to create another Rugal on earth, and if he truly decided to descend to earth from heaven and rule over it based on that, I would oppose it as his subject. I will risk everything to stop it.”

“... Why did you come to that thought? Aleph, you must be Rugal's paladin. Why did you think of betraying him even after receiving his power?”

“That’s because I truly love Rugal.”

The paladin who loved God confessed his feelings.

The love of a fanatic is a false love.

They simply surrendered to the power of God.

But Aleph's love was different.

He is a member of the church who was moved by God's prayers and entered the church.

The fanatics dream of Rugal becoming the king of the earth and of them becoming his subjects and taking over the throne.

Aleph is moved by God's wish, strives to put it into practice, and, if necessary, warns God that what he is trying to do is wrong.

Even if doing so meant incurring God's wrath, he was willing to sacrifice himself to reverse God's will for making the wrong choice.

So he-

He is not a fanatic, but a ‘devotee.’

“I have decided. There is no reversal. From now on, I will use my power to stop the incarnation ritual and other activities planned by those who call themselves true priests of their Lord Rugal. And I will tell the Lord straight away that all of this is wrong.”

“It wouldn’t be possible to do it alone, right?”

“Of course, I am not thinking about trying to do all of this on my own right now. It might take some time. Some paladins may be able to be persuaded, while others may be opposed. Depending on the situation, you may have to alternate between language and violence as your weapon of choice. Unless you know what the Three Heroes are thinking, you can't talk to them hastily. But, I still don’t plan on giving up.”

The Paladin holds out his hand.

“So, Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. This Aleph, I ask you for help. Not as a Paladin Lord, nor as a facade to disguise tranquility, but as a Faine who truly serves and admires Rugal, I ask for your help.”

A paladin who loves God.

A paladin who will do anything for God.

His love was real, not blind faith or fanaticism.

So, a paladin who truly loves God and is willing to stop even God's will at times,

He asked to join hands with me for his god.

        
            Aleph stops and holds out his hand to me.

A Paladin who has human blood mixed with Fain.

His hands look far removed from human hands.

Huge hands that are pitch black, strong even without gauntlets, and even have sharp nails.

However, to my eyes, his hands did not look like the hands of a demon or a human, but only the hands of a church member who truly admired one god.

so that-

He hesitated for a moment and told him to be careful with his confession.

“... Holding hands with me also means holding hands with Princess Camellia.”

I thought he had reached out too hastily and sent a warning.

I don't know why.

Even though my mind was full of thoughts of taking advantage of him just a moment ago, seeing him confess his true love for his god may have made me think of Thistle.

Therefore, I warned that if Aleph becomes involved with us, one day he will be used by Camellia, who puts everything on the scales and ultimately judges the interests of the empire as the top priority.

This meant that if he made a mistake, he would become a stooge and pass over everything he had achieved in Rugal's name, or Rugal himself could become the princess's puppet.

But he was solid.

“It’s okay. Since I know fractions, I know I need strength.”

In addition, although it was a position he was entrusted with as a result of a secretly planned plan, he was not a Paladin Lord for nothing.

“And, both the princess and I know how to draw a line. I also have some knowledge of Princess Camellia's mask. He doesn't like one-sided deals, and I also know that if he knows what I want, at least he won't give a conflicting order.”

“... I see.”

'You have a good eye for attention.'

If he realized that Camellia had a mask through his own power, he had nothing to worry about.

bang-

So I held his hand tightly.

“Thank you very much. Paladin Aleph.”

“Please take care of me. Bishop Lee Lim.”

They each exchange greetings as subjects and swords of Rugal and Deshade, and as subjects of Camellia.

After the full statement, we confirmed each other's feelings.

Now it's time to get back to work.

“Good. Aleph. How do you deal with giants in Rugal?”

Running up the snowy mountain again, I try to think of a way to defeat the giant Sotok.

“The paladins and priests take charge of the anvil, and the paladins serve as the hammer, but sometimes when the paladins are not present, the mobile Springfield becomes the hammer. However, it would be difficult to expect an anvil in the current situation, and Sotok would not need more than one anvil, nor would it be allowed. You just need to prepare a hammer somehow.”

The normal way to kill a giant is to first have an overwhelming numerical superiority.

The paladins surround the group of giants, and while they show high durability with the support of the priests, the paladins and springfields kill the giants.

However, the role of the paladins cannot be expected now.

The opponent is Sotok, a giant among giants.

The concept of surrounding a natural disaster does not work, and if the opponent has the power of instant death, there is a limit to what the priests' protection magic and recovery magic can do.

“For now, all we can expect is the support and magic of the Three Heroes. The three heroes fight against giants alone. Although Sotok is not an ordinary giant, it is not impossible if three people gather together, and more than anything, the magic of Fetish King Parasig is comparable to that of the Archmages that appear in history. ...although the price is permanent mental damage from overcasting.”

As soon as Aleph finished speaking, a huge pillar was shot towards the giant.

Saaaeaaac-

'Is that - cold magic?'

What was shot was a straight blue magic ray.

The beam froze the huge arrow that was flying toward the ground, and the arrow lost its momentum and fell to the ground as it was frozen.

That wasn't all.

'You also use void magic.'

Another arrow that flew at almost the same time was also lighter than the light from before, but it was struck by a black arrow that was definitely powerful and shattered starting from the center.

Looking at it, I think that if it were that level of magic, it would work no matter how small a trick it was.

'Using two such large-scale magic, and that in simultaneous chanting, means that dozens of medium-sized magics can be used in parallel chanting. Additionally, if the grouse is dealt with and Hir'em's magic joins, it may be able to inflict damage that even a giant cannot easily overcome.'

It was no different from when the kingdoms were united.

A knight becomes a shield, and a wizard uses arrows as a sword.

That must have been standard for the human side, which had two great wizards.

“... I see. Was there a way to fly?”

“That’s a method I hadn’t even thought of.”

Above all, the flight of the three heroes that clearly caught my eye shows the possibility of victory.

'He said his butt was heavy for some reason.'

Parasig's magic was not fired from the ground.

He was flying in the sky.

To be precise, he is flying along with the other three heroes.

“The join people have been gathered in one place. It's something unexpected, but at the same time, it's a quick decision.”

Gathered in the sky is a colony of Join people.

From holy knights to knights of flight, all the members of the tribe that could fly were gathered together and flying, and some of them had the Three Heroes riding on their backs.

Apparently, while they were observing the situation on the ground according to the words of other paladins, they decided that they could not easily penetrate the ptarmigan climbing up the mountain where the giant was, so they came up with an alternative plan.

“Hey, so Aleph. What can we do if we can’t fly?”

But that is that and this is this.

I feel a little lost as I watch the Joiners and the Three Heroes soar from the city and quickly approach the giant.

As I thought about fighting Sotok, my poor mind thought that there was honestly only one way to reach the giant.

So, as I ran hard through the city and climbed the mountain, barely passing the ptarmigan that had landed at the temple, I felt that what I was doing was somehow foolish.

And if there is a bigger problem,

Aleph was also a paladin of the same body faction as me.

“... Let’s attack together.”

“How?”

“The air is left to the people over there, and the ground is left to us.”

“Ah... Yes. So, how can we threaten giants on the ground?”

“... I will take care of the left leg, and the bishop will take care of the right leg.”

“Wow, this is going to be a pretty tough siege and annihilation battle. I need to be a little stronger.”

In the end, the decision they made was to surround one person with two people, a giant with an overwhelming difference in size.

Buuung-

Piiing-

Kwaaa!

“Ugh, what...!”

I hear the sound of something huge moving,

I thought something was flying at extremely fast speed,

Something landed in the snow in front of me and Aleph, causing snow to scatter around us.

“... Crrr-”

After the snow that was blocking our view subsided again, Aleph and I witnessed a howling aircraft that crashed right in front of us.

It was Curios.

“Dragon?”

Looking up into the sky, what you see is Sotok swinging the crossbow he was holding horizontally.

There were no more arrows in Sotok's quiver.

It seems that the giant, who had fired all the arrows until the last one, swung his bow so loudly that he dropped Curios.

But that's all Sotok did to Curios.

He pulled out a dagger from his waist, a weapon that we think would be too much to call a dagger, but judging from his physique, it was clearly a dagger, and began swinging it at the Join Tribe and the Three Heroes who flew into the sky.

“How dare you... ignore my luggage! I’ll make you regret it!”

Curios was angry for a moment when he saw that, and then we caught his eye.

“... Why are you guys here?”

“Uh, um... I came to attack the giant.”

We were taken aback for a moment, but when we answered Curios' words, he looked at us with an expression that said he had never expected to see fools climbing a snowy mountain in such a remote place, saying they were going to attack Sotok's bridge.

“Two people?”

“That’s right. two people. Ah, but this is a paladin and I am a bishop.”

“... Just ask. What were you going to do?”

“That... I take the left leg, my paladin takes the right leg, and so on. Is that correct? Aleph.”

“I was on the right leg. I was thinking it was my left leg, but I guess I got confused. The siege almost failed.”

“... This is ridiculous.”

“That’s what I have to say.”

Curios looks at us.

We didn't lie.

I couldn't think of a particularly good move, but we were clearly climbing a snowy mountain to play Sotok.

Was that why?

Curios commented that we were fun guys.

“It’s absurd. But, you guys might be useful.”

“What?”

“The eyes are alive. Your eyes do not doubt your own words. Eyes filled with faith. These are the same eyes as the people who fought with me and the people who taught me fun.”

Ignoring the two of us who had no idea what was going on, Curios made a suggestion.

“Good. You two. Join me.”

“What?”

“What do you mean?”

He stands up, shaking off his eyes.

“Jim's target moved a little further away due to the attack a little while ago. Jim tried to declare war on the greatness of this body by killing the giant and the puppets he called the Three Heroes, and then burning them in Rugal's temple, but it turned out to be a little difficult.”

Paladin perked up when he heard that he was about to declare war on Rugal.

However, Curios doesn't seem to care and reveals the cracks on his body that have become much larger due to the shock from earlier.

'It looks like I'm going to die soon.'

The cracks that started from the hole opened by Winnet spread all over the scales of his body, and his fiery heart seemed to have melted slightly, possibly due to pouring out all the enthusiasm that a dragon could unleash over a hundred years.

However, Curios was not in pain.

“You need a weapon. A weapon to kill a giant. Jim decided that you guys would be the right people for that weapon.”

“Is there a way?”

“Not there. Because Jim is Curios. Because he is a dragon and someone who can read thoughts.”

Rather, he asked for our help to put into practice his plan, which he managed to obtain by constantly looking for opportunities even during the fight with Sotok.

“So- please.”

Dragons help humans,

To protect the people he cares about,

Please help us.

“Humans. If you want to survive, grab my wings. I will use you as spears to kill giants.”

“At least a description of the plan-”

“No time.”

Pieces of scales fall from his back as he turns towards us.

“It will be the last emergency.”

He bent his legs.

That meant a lot.

If a dragon wants to fly, the wind bows its head.

Therefore, dragons, like other flying races, have no need to make calculations or enter the stages necessary for flight.

The fact that he bent his legs to gain propulsion is a real limitation.

“... Let’s go. Aleph.”

“I also think this is the correct answer.”

So we both hold on to Curios' wings.

Put your foot on the dragon's back, and climb on him.

“You will have no regrets. I will put it to good use. Humans.”

'I'm a little anxious, but there's no way around it.'

Huuuung-

fluttering-

So we climbed on the dragon's back and began to fly towards Sotok.

        
            Buuuung-

Quaaa!

As Tarator lowered his head, the Moon Wolf's huge right front paw swept over him.

Deukdeukdeuk-

Just for a moment, Tarator runs out of the building, simultaneously smashing the 5th and 6th floors of the collapsed building with pillars, and the wolf's head pops out.

'good. You're following along wonderfully.'

Tarator, who saw this, immediately broke his ankle and walked towards Enin's alley, out of the wolf's sight.

“Hey, girl, isn’t it hard?!”

“I’m fine! What about Tarator?!”

“I’m having a really hard time right now! Hahahahahahahaha!”

Tarator leaned against the wall with Enin for a moment, then left the alley and immediately made eye contact with the moon wolf.

In the meantime, Ennin began to vigorously circle the building again with the anvil, leaving behind a simple cheer for Tarator.

“Tarator! I know it's hard, but I'm still sorry, but please keep your eyes open a little longer! Right now, I see no way other than Tarator’s power!”

“Yes, that’s right! You should open your eyes! A living person must always keep his eyes open! If you close your eyes, the invoices will do it for you!”

“... That’s not it?! Normally, when people sleep, they just close their eyes and fall asleep! If you keep your eyes open, are you really going to die?!”

“Don’t try to take away my stamina as a joke, girl! I'm really having a hard time! Hahahahahahaha!”

“Anyway, see you later!”

“Yes! Until then, don’t get caught up in nonsense and stay alive!”

For a moment, Tarator cheerfully accepts Enin's words and tries to regain a regular breathing pattern that had broken down a long time ago.

'First of all, my mind is fine, but this is quite difficult physically. After all, I don't have the stamina I had at my peak. I wish I drank a little more when I was younger. 'Fuck you.'

At the same time, it does not stop at looking directly at the moon wolf.

To make it look relaxed, put your hands in your pockets, tilt your upper body slightly forward, and then hit the toe of your shoe on the floor and make a sound -

Look at the wolf without blinking.

On the other hand, the wolf began to turn his head here and there, perhaps feeling that Enin, who had disappeared again, was in danger.

'Now is the time.'

At that moment, Tarator's eyes widened even further, and he began to show off an intimidating look that no one could ignore, even though he was wearing a suit that was quite dirty with dirt.

“Look here. Don't turn your head, if you do, you'll be left behind. You bastard.”

Flash-

The moment Tarator's eyes changed, the wolf turned its head again and looked directly at Tarator.

“Krrr-”

At that moment, Enin turned around the building again and jumped down from the rooftop, jumping at the moon wolf and swinging his anvil.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-

thud!

“Aaaa!”

Quaaa!

Kwasik!

“Kaaeaeaeaeang!”

The anvil crushes the top of the moonlight wolf's left hind leg.

Immediately afterwards, the two beings did not stop.

“... Kaaa!”

Whilick-

“Tarator! I'm going to get out! Please take care of the wolf!”

“Yes! Just leave it to me!”

After finishing the attack, Enin immediately runs away from underneath the wolf, and the wolf also begins to turn around, limping, ducking behind the large building so as not to reach Tarator's line of sight.

“Where are you going? What a big bastard. You won't miss it.”

However, Tarator grits his teeth and climbs the rubble and jumps over the building.

'There's only one place for him to go after this. I'm going to lower my head and use the stone building behind here that hasn't collapsed yet as a blind spot. So I guess I'll have to follow closely. You won't miss it?'

At any time, the Moon Wolf could turn around and devour Tarator's neck or face, but he blindly trusted his own judgment and moved without hesitation.

‘He’s such an amazing person. Even the rangers who run through the mountains are not that athletic, but they are amazing. 'It's comparable to Eila in the forest.'

He jumps over the railing, throws himself down, rolls two wheels in succession, passes through a narrow gap in the collapsed building, then climbs up holding on to the store's tent hanging in the air, lands on the building's railing, steps on it, and goes up to the roof.

In Enin's opinion, it is not the elf Eila who can run around any forest as if it were her home, as long as it is a forest, but a mere human can run between the collapsed buildings as if making a path without fear or delay. Show off surprising movements.

'So I need to work harder too.'

The three people's battle of wits continues like this.

'I need to clean up the wound again. He had 6 broken toenails, 3 fractures, and I mangled his left hind leg, but he was able to run around. This is unexpected. Still, even if you move with that, one jump is the maximum. There is a chance of winning. In fact, it has increased significantly compared to the first time.'

Enin, with Tarator's help, counts the parts of the wolf that was struck and follows Tarator's movements.

I have enough physical strength.

Ennin slowly began to realize that his physical strength could probably surpass that of the other two, Tarator, and even the wolf.

In that case, he understands that this victory or defeat is entirely determined by Tarator's judgment, and he does not complain even when he asks him to deliberately make a wide circle around the buildings as he tells him and to attack at unreasonable timing.

'Whoa, I guess I'll have to be careful. There is no reason to be impatient. You've accumulated enough karma anyway? He decided to tear us apart no matter what. I was just thinking about disappearing from sight because I was scared, but I would never run away. So let's just be careful of surprise attacks.'

Tarator, Enin, and the Moonlight Wolves circle around a large section of the city, squeezing out their stamina.

Tarator somehow manages to keep the wolf within his field of vision, while also securing a position to escape so as not to be counterattacked by the wolf's cunning.

You must never let down your guard.

The Moonlight Wolf, which gave this side several opportunities, is limping but still has energy, while this side takes just one head-to-head match, and if it loses, that's the end of it.

“Krrr-”

The wolf continues to feel uncomfortable at Tarator's direct gaze, and tries to get as far away from Enin as possible and at the same time, somehow enter the blind side of the building to counterattack Tarator.

He's currently walking at a stealthy pace, trying to make as little noise as possible, but he's taking full advantage of that, knowing that he has to keep running at full speed for the other two humans, Enin and Tarator, to keep up with his strides.

So, at the very end, when I took a deep breath and my mind was spinning for a moment, and my judgment became clouded, that was the moment when the wolf could bite the back of my neck again.

The confrontation between the three is a confrontation that has been repeated several times.

Tarator takes the opportunity, Enin attacks, and the wolf counterattacks.

In the fight so far, they have long since made the best moves they can, and keep in mind that they must not be greedy for more than that in order to get out of this situation.

Things that are interlocked and interlocked keep spinning round and round, realizing that further correction is impossible.

However, if there is a problem,

The wolf's enemies were not just two people.

“This way! Between three-story buildings! The bottom where the tent is pitched!”

“Thank you for that!”

A nearby voyageur discovered a wolf moving between narrow buildings, using tents as a screen, and notified Tarator. Tarator, who had just missed the wolf's movements a moment ago, quickly ran there.

“Krrr!”

Quaaa!

“Hey! Is he dead?!”

“Say, I survived! I went inside the building!”

The moonlight wolf, who learned that the location that was barely in the corner of Tarator's line of sight was made known by the knight errant who had seen it a little while ago but had no choice but to pass by, could not hold back his anger and swung his claws at the knight errant.

However, the wolf's claws did not reach the knight who started running away as soon as he shouted.

Travelers reporting the location from all directions.

While they continued to claim casualties, they decided that they could not control the wolves with their own weapons.

'It's natural. After all, they are wanderers. Because they are difficult to have strong cooperation with. But, it helps.'

Paladins may be able to move systematically against wolves and serve as a sufficient shield or a spear blade, but knights of flight are ultimately individualistic.

Since they cannot form a perfect defense, what they can do against the Moonlight Wolves is limited.

Even so, they did not give up.

Knowing that the fight revolved around the wolves, Ennin, and Tarator, they decided to spread out around the wolves and become their eyes and ears rather than face meaningless deaths through indiscriminate attacks.

It wasn't just them.

“Animation! Your group should go to the northwest and become their eyes! I'll just go up to the rooftop and keep watching the wolves!”

“Understood, Clayzen! Good luck!”

“... I hope you all don’t get hurt!”

'Really, that one can be said to be the best helper.'

Women in red dresses run around the city carrying weapons.

Although their faces are covered in dirt and their skirts are torn, they bravely run over the remains of the building.

It's not as beautiful of a move as Tarator, but I do my best.

Members of the Redcoat social club, led by Clayzen.

Since the women of the noble family were all descendants of the martial family, they were willing to serve as eyes for Tarator and Enin in order to prevent further casualties from the Moonlight Wolves.

Of course, there could not be no mistakes.

The three women in the group briefly mistook the movement of the wolf, and like the other knights of the rogue, they too were struck by the swung front paw and died.

Clayzen bites his lip, but quietly covers himself with his coat, directing the group and the knights until the end, serving as their eyes and ears.

‘Please, you two. The only way we can win against that beast is if you all do your best.'

Thanks to this, even though Tarator had only two eyes, the wolf was unable to avoid the hundreds of pairs of eyes possessed by the knights of the steed and the women of the red coat, and was informing them of their location one by one.

“... Crrr-”

In the end, the wolf made his final decision.

As a moonlight wolf, he had never been swayed by his prey like this.

He has never been defeated.

Being a smart being, Orthodox did not fight at first when he saw the giant Sotok.

He faced defeat and immediately lowered his tail and submitted to avoid having to make it to the dinner table.

The other moonlight wolves commented that he was petty, but Orthodox thought it was a wise decision, and he still has no regrets.

Submission is not defeat.

It was never considered shameful to bow down to someone stronger than oneself.

So he thought he had never experienced defeat before.

The later Moonlight Wolf Orthodox is a wolf raised by the giant Sotok, who actively kills those weaker than himself.

Due to its enormous size, even other giants do not dare to come close unless they are determined to do so, and even if they are demonic beasts, no one can match the attacks that are close to tiring swordsmanship with the huge front paws that the moonlight wolf instinctively swings.

The name of the emotion the wolf is currently experiencing is nervousness.

The never-give-up hearts of prey that would normally have been defeated long ago, the ominous eyes of a human male, and the weapon of a human woman that inflicts fatal wounds every time it strikes her.

The nervousness they bring -

The true Moonlight Wolf's restraints, which had been filled by an overwhelming being called the giant Sotok, were released.

        
            Moonlight Wolf Orthodox.

His true soul as a moon wolf awakens.

Instead of being a moon wolf as the pet of the giant Sotok, it awakens the same wild nature as its ancestor who single-handedly annihilated an army of the imperial army.

Flash-

“Cowuuu-”

Kwaaang!

The wolf howled powerfully toward the sky, smashing the first and second floors of the building at once, then bowed its head and went inside.

That was the lower part of the eight-story building where Tarator, who had heard the knights' cries, had just climbed up.

The wolf bent down to its limit and looked at the ceiling.

Tarator also climbed to the roof of the building, but could not find the wolf, which had narrowly escaped his sight, raising the tension to the maximum.

“... Down?”

What caught his eye was the sight of passengers around him urgently pointing to the first floor of the building he was on.

He realized what that meant.

'Right. Is it a winning outcome?'

Immediately afterwards, Tarator started running from the rooftop.

The direction is towards Ennin.

At the same time, at the bottom of the building, the wolf aims its head toward the center and straightens its hind legs, which had been bent to their limit.

Ujijik-

As Enine expected, his left hind leg, which had been broken, became a fracture that could not be recovered from just one jump.

But that alone is enough.

The moonlight wolf uses its power to climb from the 1st floor to the 8th floor rooftop at once -

I succeeded in jumping up and breaking the ceiling.

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwang!

Warrr-

The moon wolf, predicting Tarator's movements, jumped high into the sky.

It was not just a leap, but a leap with all his might, a leap in which he gave up one leg completely, so it was high enough to see all of Tirna Nog's sights.

But there is only one thing the wolf is looking at.

This is Tarator, who jumped from an 8-story building to the opposite building to avoid his own attack.

In the eyes of others, the Moonlight Wolf's surprise attack could have ended in failure.

But for the Moonlight Wolf, leaping was only a process.

High in the sky, a ploy to make Tarator visible wherever he is.

Peeing-

Until the last moment, he avoided the direct hit of the anvil and secured the space to swing his front foot, which maintained its three claws.

The wolf was confident that if he got a position where he could witness everything, he could swing the moonlight so that it would never go astray.

That's why he leaped, and as predicted, Tarator came into the moonlight's path, its line of fire.

However, Tarator,

I didn't give up on surviving.

“Preemption of seats. However, it will be a defeat! Because seeing me to you means I also see you!”

He looks at the Moonlight Wolf from the building opposite.

Never turn your head or blink and look straight ahead.

Those who face it -

[Tarator looking straight ahead]’s fighting style.

Tarator's method of surviving until now is by never taking his eyes off his opponent.

Tarator's direct vision, which contributed to the title 'direct vision', was not a name he gave himself.

Since others all unanimously called him straight-sighted, he is also called straight-sighted.

But that is not a magical eye.

He didn't have the power to charm people just by looking at them, burn them to death, turn them into stone, see the texture of living things, or fix the future or recall the past.

'That's too much power. Excessive strength ruins a person's efforts. This is perfect for me.'

It was not given as a contract by an ancient being.

It is not a skill gained from dungeons or ancient ruins.

It is not a prosthetic eye created by a great wizard or alchemist.

It is not even a product of chance that one was born with.

Tarator's eyes looking at the wolf are ordinary observation eyes.

It is just an eyeball that all humans have, which accepts images of the world and transmits them to the brain.

Nevertheless, the eyes hidden in Tarator's eyepatch were alert to all beings he had ever encountered, including the wolf in front of him.

Tarator gave his eyes a name which he would not tell anyone until his death.

I decided to call it [Heo Se-an].

'I've survived this far with just bluffing. The reason I am still alive today is almost a miracle made up of simple coincidences and coincidences. Hahahahahaha!'

Adventurers sometimes need to strengthen their spirits.

When you are nervous, you must pretend to be confident, a courageous person is not ignored, and you must show off to save your life.

That's why he's been tricking himself into thinking there's something in his eyes.

Brava and confidence go a long way.

He made many observations to see what weapons he could use, and in the end, Tarator became interested in the Demon Eye.

The magical eye, which affects the opponent just by looking at it, can suppress the opponent with its mere presence.

It doesn't matter if you don't use it.

The moment the opponent encounters the magical eye, he/she shrinks.

If that happens, everything is already done.

This side's win rate goes up just because the opponent, who is wary of the Demon Eye and is intimidated, is unable to use his full power.

So Tarator ‘imitated’ the Demon Eye.

He always hides his eyes with an eyepatch, only taking it off when he really needs it, and does everything he can to make the other person feel like there's something to it so that they can focus on his eyes.

That's why the wolf stopped when he saw Tarator.

Unlike other humans, he feels intimidated when he sees Tarator looking at him directly and without blinking.

Acting with 'eyes strong enough to make you think there's something there' was his ability to help Tarator get everything he ever wanted.

Even though in reality there is nothing.

Because his power lies with the Moonlight Wolf, and because he is not an ordinary magician but a being of high intelligence, and because he is a being who can be suspicious, it is a trap that he falls further into.

I feel there is something in those eyes.

Conditions are unknown.

Eye contact for more than a few seconds may be a condition,

Or, it may be that you close your eyes at the same time as yourself.

The power is also unknown.

The Magic Eye, which can cause instant death to creatures, is rare, but there is no guarantee that he will not have it.

Or maybe he was casting a curse that continued to debilitate his body while he was looking at it.

Otherwise, it may be able to see through the weakest part of the body and wait at the last moment to counterattack when you try to counterattack.

Even though in reality there is nothing.

Even though they are just the ordinary eyes of a human who was lucky enough to survive for a long time.

Tarator's slanted gesture, the solemn figure of holding a long sword he picked up from somewhere, his never-blinking eyes, and his leisurely laughter maintain all doubts and do not let go of the tension.

Therefore, the wolf was wary of Tarator, who looked at him and was preparing for something even though he was only a hunter and a human.

But this is the last time.

The wolf who was wary of Tarator and wounded by Enin did not just repeat the same thing.

The wolf accumulated experience and continued to experiment and eliminate the abilities that Tarator's magical eye might have, and eventually came to one conclusion.

His magic eye is not activated as long as he maintains a sufficient distance, so he concludes that he doesn't have to get close, or that it wasn't a magic eye to begin with.

“This is this, you got caught?”

So Tarator laughed.

Seeing that the wolf that flew up into the sky was not stiff after seeing his eyes for the first time, he jeered at the wolf, which had been deceived by mere human bluffs and had given up several opportunities to attack.

However, if it ends there, it will only be Tarator's death.

Like the wolf, Tarator also ran to the opposite building and prepared his last resort at the same time.

“Little girl, I will be your support!”

The moment the wolf lifted its huge paw high into the sky, Tarator bowed.

He got down on one knee and offered his shoulder.

“Thank you!”

Sigh!

“Ugeuk-”

The one who steps on that shoulder and jumps up is Enin.

Tarator quickly gave Enin a signal to jump up to where he was, and all he had to do was provide a little help in delivering a weapon that could pierce a wolf to the opponent.

All the knights look at the two floating in the air.

Clayzen and the women of the Redcoat look at the extraordinary Ennin as he stands against the magical beast.

On one side is a moonlight wolf wielding a sword that reproduces moonlight.

On the other side, unlike themselves, are the knights of the Deshade Church who, unlike themselves, have confronted the wolves head-on to the end and exploited any gaps.

Boom-

“Hwaaa!”

Everyone swallows their saliva and witnesses the results.

Kwaaang!

People despaired because the first thing that touched them was the wolf's claws.

But despair turned into hope in less than a second.

Ennin's anvil did not care about the wolf's feet.

[Indomitable Curtain]

Quad deuk-

The moonlight was blocked by a black green sphere.

The power that was used to save the child who fell on the street was ready to be unleashed again after a long period of intense fighting had passed.

So, the place where Ennin's anvil swings is between the wolf's eyebrows.

No matter how strong a wild beast it is, it can be killed with just one arrow. It is hard but at the same time its worst weakness.

Enin, who swings the hammer towards the forehead, uses all his strength, knowing that it is only one chance.

‘Deshade! And Gaia! Give me strength! The strength to be of help to Lee Rim, the strength to stand confidently next to him!'

Paat-

A cross made of green feathers wrapped around Enin's back like a bright light.

Gaia's grace gives you greater power the stronger your will.

The power gained from turning someone you admire into someone you love.

Now that it has manifested, Enin's hammer has imbued all of its power into the arm that wields it, and the tip of the hammer has barely reached the desired destination.

[Gaia's child]

Quick!

There was no loud noise.

The hammer went right between the wolf's eyes, and it didn't stop there.

Phew!

The hammer that pierced between the eyes dragged the wolf down from the air to the ground.

“Aaaa!”

There was nothing the wolf could do with a hammer stuck in its head.

The wolf died because it had already hit a critical point with the first blow.

The monster's body, which has already become a corpse, falls to the ground.

Whiiing-

Kwaaa!

So the wolf's body crashed to the ground,

It was shattered.

Busss...

Dust rises.

Riders focus on dirt.

After some time had passed and the dust had settled, people found a woman standing tall over the corpse.

Clap-

“Phew...”

Enin raised the visor of his helmet and exhaled briefly.

On top of the collapsed building.

A human riding on the back of a fallen demon beast that no one thought would have been possible to deal with alone.

People look up at that sight.

The leader of the Order of Deshade is standing holding the end of an anvil.

A paladin with the true power of Gaia.

A woman who won against wolves that prey on humans.

That's why everyone screamed.

“... I won! The moonlight wolf has fallen!”

-Waaa!

They celebrate their victory because the wolf's death was clear to everyone.

“Phew...”

“... Haha, it felt like a fight between monster and monster.”

In terms of feats, Enin has accomplished something that can only be described as incredible.

Tarator, who saw Enin taking a deep breath and showing only a slight look of exhaustion after all the work he had done, made a short comment.

        
            Curios' flight had no end.

The giant Sotok was so huge that even as a dragon, he had to fly for a long time to break through the clouds to see Sotok's whole body.

So the two of us, I don't know what it was like about Aleph, but I was on the verge of death.

'shit. It reminds me of Agoni time.'

Although the soul bottle's body is strong in cold temperatures, it is naturally affected by the snowstorm that pours directly on its body.

The body becomes sluggish and thinking is not active.

Meanwhile, the dragon doesn't care what state we are in and just keeps flying and saying what it wants to say.

“Giants are big, but they are no different from you humans. On the contrary, if you only look at one side, they are low-level bastards.”

“What aspect are you talking about?”

“Giants only have the basic magical power they had when they were born, and since they do not dedicate feats to the gods, their magical power does not increase at all. Additionally, there is a trend of neglecting magic. The poor guys who rely only on their innate strength and do not like development are the giants.”

I can't feel the hands holding his wings, so I worry about whether they are properly attached, and listen to the words that flowed through Curios' wind in my ears.

“However, that doesn’t mean you can’t use magic completely. Giants definitely have magic, and they can definitely use magic a few times a day.”

“How did you know that?”

“I am Curios and Tetragramaton, and even though I am a giant using his magic, I cannot escape from reading thoughts. I read his thoughts. The giant Sotok is obviously a small number, but he knows how to use magic.”

After Curios responded to Aleph's words, he called me.

“Bishop who serves the newly born human god who gave up his duty and became an evil god who picks up the abandoned things.”

“That’s why he calls me bishop.”

“A bold guy. It is important to recognize what you are at this moment. Was the politeness shown in front of Tetragramaton a pretense?”

“That’s because I haven’t found a reason to give you preferential treatment yet. You are not a tetragrammaton. If we reconsider our relationship, you and I are enemies after all.”

“Why?”

“Because of you, our church is caught up in this damn situation.”

Curios heard me and laughed loudly.

“Hahahahahaha! What a stupid guy. People call it the eye of the storm, but do you really think there is an eye in the storm?”

“... What does it mean?”

“It is said that there is nothing more meaningless than considering cause and effect in the passing time of the world. The world, no matter what form it takes, flows even if it is forcibly ‘interlocked’ with each other. You are just getting angry at what you think is the eye of the storm.”

“If you want to imitate a wise man, I will listen.”

“The only thing that exists is necessity, coincidence does not exist.”

The dragon speaks of inevitability.

“The end of this story is decided.”

“... Is it a prophecy?”

“It is a fixed future.”

I don't know what the basis is.

The dragon's arrogance could have led to the belief that it dictated the uncertain future to its own taste.

However, the body of Curios, who was already dying, gave credibility to the fact that he had foresight that even a god could not.

“I die here. And the giant Sotok also dies here.”

The dragon's wisdom did not end there.

“Humans will experience growth, and the priests of Rugal will choose self-destruction.”

““...””

Aleph and I couldn't say anything.

I don't know why, but his words were accepted as irrefutable truth.

That's why the dragon tells us of his plan to those of us who are quiet.

“There is only one way to kill Sotok. I will make him use magic. From there, you two can each become the shield and spear to kill the giant.”

“How do you mean it?”

Curios, who can see through all thoughts, answers Aleph's question.

“Ant Man. Use your hidden instincts to protect Deshade’s knight.”

“... What I'm hiding, my own instinct?”

“Yes. Racial magic that you have never used before. Use the magic that only you, as an ant person, can use. Only then can you have an opportunity to stick out a window.”

“... Okay. Let’s keep that in mind.”

After Aleph's answer, Curios speaks to me.

“Knight of Deshade.”

“Say.”

“You will become a broken window.”

“... What?”

“ Use the opportunity created by the shield as a stepping stone to dig in and destroy the giant.”

“What bullshit-”

“You can do it because you don’t die even if you die.”

Curios, who knows everything and even reads thoughts, cut me off one tempo earlier.

“No. I have to do it, so I will do it. Because you are a guy who has something you want to protect.”

“...”

There is nothing more annoying than a being that can read thoughts.

In particular, Curios is more annoying than any of the beings we've met so far. He can even read all of our past that we haven't even remembered.

However, there is no need to argue about it.

This is because we know that the reason Curios is doing this is to gather all the information into one and kill only Sotok.

“Are you ready?”

“Finished.”

“Anytime.”

Phuwak-

As soon as I answered, I broke through the clouds and climbed into the sky.

Along with the feeling of low-temperature moisture soaking my entire body, I see the Three Heroes and the Giant.

Buuung-

Sigh!

A giant is swinging a dagger.

Just because it's a giant, it doesn't mean it's an ignorant move.

A dagger to him, something beyond a weapon to us.

Swish-

Whirly rilyri-

Boom-

Sigh!

Throw out the dagger, turn it around in your hand, then catch it and swing it in reverse with the other hand.

Would it look similar if a person held a dagger and did his best to kill a hummingbird?

He dexterously swings the dagger, which is no different from the gigantic iron structure, and throws away the Joiners.

Hudududududududu-

Blood, flesh, and iron fall to the ground.

The number of people flying with their wings shattered and their skin torn is decreasing.

“Distract your attention as much as possible! Become the Demon King’s shield!”

However, counterattacks are not completely absent.

The moment the giant retrieves the dagger and covers his face with both arms, the two magic spells of the Fae King standing tall in the air attack the giant.

[Glow Canyon]

Kiiing-

[Amarada Rueda]

Awarcry

One is a rotating rock spear, and the other is a huge flame wheel made of flame.

Quaaa!

Any attack that can produce such overwhelming power that it can be called siege magic.

“... Umm.”

However, although they could kill the fortress, they could not kill the giant.

“At best, it was like a stone, did you think it would pierce my body just that much?”

First, the rock spear that was fired quickly used its full power, leaving a small hole in the giant's arm.

Swish-

At the same time, the giant threw the dagger high into the sky and clapped his free hands strongly.

Paaa!!!

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

At best, it is an aftereffect created by hand clapping, but by human standards, hand clapping is beyond ordinary.

Pugh!!!

“Kaaa!”

Some people had their eardrums burst from the noise, and others lost their balance and fell due to the wind.

Fortunately, we did not fall due to the defensive wall that Curios created in an instant.

However, that was only an additional thing, and the giant's only intention of clapping his hands was to get rid of the wheel of flame that was approaching him later than the rock spear.

Cheee-

The magic wheel is crushed between the giant's palms.

The giant held the magic wheel together with his hands and crushed the magic itself.

“First one.”

At the same time, the dagger that was placed between his eyes as he bent down was a dagger that had been thrown high a while ago and was falling again.

The giant holds a dagger,

He shouted at the Queen of Fe.

Huuung-

that-

The other two heroes block it.

The Dragon King and the Beast King, who were riding on the backs of the other Joiners, jumped.

Tatak-

Tung-

They ran with the intention of breaking the dagger, and each of them threw their fists at the same time, neatly aligning the left and right sides of the dagger's blade.

Kwaaa!

Kwazijic-

Cheer up!

No matter how strongly the dagger was forged and how thick it was to be considered a dagger, the two heroes that Rugal is proud of attacked it.

The fists of the Beast King Tianeri and the Dragon King Savage shattered the daggers, and this was the moment when they jumped on the handles of the daggers and were about to jump towards the giant's arm.

“There is nothing like insect bites.”

fluttering-

“It’s time to go down.”

At that moment, the sky darkened.

“Hold on tight.”

At the same time, Curios warned us for the first time.

I immediately realized why the sky had darkened with Aleph.

“This is a cape.”

“... I see.”

A black object covered the sky.

Not only the Join people, but also the King of Fe who was on top of him,

Jumping on top of the dagger and covering the Beast King and Dragon King who are unable to take their next action,

It was a gray cloak worn by a giant hunter.

It was a simple cloak, but it was enough to cover the sky.

“It will pass through.”

Curios rushes towards the cloak.

Buuung-

Kiiing-

Fuuu!

A cloak worn by giant hunters to protect themselves from cold and dew.

Curios fired his fury towards the cloak, which was already capable of crushing everything just by its weight, and a hole appeared in the cloak.

Huuung-

'thank god. Did you pass?'

Curios rushed towards the hole, and soon we were in a clearer sky than before.

“The three heroes seem to have fallen.”

“... I see.”

I struggled, but there was nothing I could do.

The Three Heroes and the Joiners fell to the ground along with their cloaks.

'But they'll be alive.'

I don't know about the Join people, but the Three Heroes may not be dead.

They are none other than those specially made by Rugal.

So, we cling to the back of Curios and face the giant Sotok.

“Alive? It's a pity.”

“At best, I was hit with a baton. Do you think Jim will die that much?”

“An imperfect dragon at best. I thought that was enough to kill me.”

The conversation ended with that.

Chaaaang-

One surprising fact has been revealed:

What the giant had been wielding until now was not his main weapon.

“There are too many flying insects. Well, I came here to honor my friend, but it's funny that I was only wielding a sword.”

Paaang!

The giant loosened the bowstring of the crossbow.

The weapon, which was thought to be a bow, lost its elasticity and returned straight, and the giant connected the two bows.

Klik-

Then the giant turned one end, and a spearhead came out of the end of the bowsprit.

The giant who completed the prefabricated window instantly twists his waist and pulls the window with his right waist.

Curios reacted to that.

“Stand up.”

Perfect!

When he snaps his fingers, what appears are two defensive walls located a long way away on either side of his body.

I climbed on the right defensive wall and Aleph climbed on the left defensive wall, which was created as a substitute for the floor.

On another piece of land created in the sky, the two of us kneel on one knee and wait for his instructions.

At the same time, Curios' body burns.

Grumbling-

The heart of flame has completely disappeared.

Curios' body shines.

It shows the end of being a transcendent.

He was no longer a dragon, a Tetragramaton, or anything else.

Only as Curios-

He sublimated himself into light.

Flash-

A final attack, for the last moment.

Burns fuel.

If you don't have fuel, you become fuel yourself.

In order to create the final flame, Curios decided that instead of melting the last remaining piece of the heart of the flame and shooting out passion, he would become the passion itself and shoot out.

“That...”

Of all the beings here, only I noticed.

It was the same color as the white light that Tetragrammaton emitted when it died.

A flame that burns the last of the magic power and announces its existence.

The residual thoughts of the Tetragrammaton that were latent in his body used all their power to help Curios deal with Sotok, helping him become a fanatic.

Seeing this, the giant throws out a spear.

“The words of pride and arrogance are suicide. Pity you, false dragon.”

[If you don’t know what this means, you are not qualified to commemorate the death of Tetragrammaton.]

Buuung-

The giant's spear missed.

To be exact, Curios arrived much faster than Chang.

[Load Her – Last Dive]

Piiing-!!!

A hand-to-hand assault made entirely of fire and will carried out by a dragon sublimated by enthusiasm.

Curios' unstoppable will reached the giant faster than anything else in the world.

The result is perfection, flawlessness, and the best.

Ssss-!

“Ugh...!”

Kuuung-

The giant knelt down.

As if the spear had been struck, a huge hole was opened in the stomach, blood was pouring out, and the balance of the body was lost.

Curios was nowhere to be seen.

His body was also destroyed by the last attack.

However, his voice can be heard clearly.

[Go, humans!

Show your resolve!

Kill the giant and achieve the future you want!!!]

The voice was heard even by the giant, so Sotok knelt down on one knee and swung his spear sharply at us.

Buuung-

Aleph spoke after seeing the spear fly at a noticeably lower speed than before.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“Muun.”

I didn't wait for an answer.

Without hesitation, he jumped from the defensive wall he was standing on and flew toward the horizontally swinging spear blade.

No matter how strong a Fein appears, an Aleph will only appear as a dot compared to the giant's spear blade.

Then, floating in the air, he pressed his body against the spear blade,

He said the moment his two fists touched the blade of the spear.

[Dinner Gate]

Cooo!

Then the window stopped.

In the air, the spear blade was caught by Aleph's hands and stopped.

'Is that possible?'

I had doubts, but it was an opportunity that was finally created.

There was no reason to stop the bridge.

‘This is an opportunity. An opportunity created by Curios and Aleph.'

I also jump wide and jump onto the spear blade.

Coo!

Land with your knees bent to the limit to absorb the shock, and then prepare to run.

In that state, I looked to the side and saw Aleph.

'is it. Is this tribal magic?'

Racial magic.

A unique magic that only certain races can use.

In particular, Fain who have excellent sensitivity to magical power can use magic using their own characteristics.

What Aleph did was stop space.

He grabbed the spear blade and stopped himself in space along with the spear blade.

Grrrggg-

The black, translucent sphere centered around his body does not move at all.

The feeling that interference itself is impossible.

Because the space itself has stopped, no matter how much Sotalk's power is used, it doesn't work.

“... Did you think you could seal me with shallow techniques!”

As it was, the giant gulped blood vigorously from the hole in his stomach and tried to retrieve the spear, but the spear stopped in the air along with Aleph and was ineffective.

However, time did not stop.

I don't know how many seconds his unique magic will last.

so-

Run.

“Thank you.”

You may or may not hear it, but after saying a short thank you, you start running.

Thump, thump, thud, thud, thud, thud!

Run on the spear, climb on the hand of a giant, and run with your arms straight.

“... If you dared to think that someone like you could climb on the body of a giant and get away safely, you were mistaken!”

The entire right arm was frozen, but the giant had a left arm.

The giant raised his arm towards me, who was running from his right arm,

Prepare to use magic as is.

Huuung-

'good. come.'

[Leben]

Spurrr-

At the same time, the magic thread is stretched out to explore every nook and cranny of the giant's body.

It spews out threads of rough magic power and finds the place where the magic power of the giants gathers.

'Is it over there?'

The target was found right away.

Giants who usually have only basic magical power because they don't think about using it.

Therefore, the moment they try to use magic, all the magic power flowing through their body as well as the magic power in the air must be concentrated into the body.

That too, right near the heart, so that the magic power can be most easily handled.

A giant in a critical situation.

The giant tried to use magic to escape from the current situation, and that was the moment when the giant Sotok created evil within his flawless body.

        
            opportunity was given.

A chance for me.

An opportunity built up through sacrifice just for me.

That opportunity is right before your eyes.

So move.

Not a single mistake is tolerated.

Curios himself went into a frenzy and pierced Sotok's body, creating a gap, and Aleph threw herself into the giant's spear without a moment's hesitation to protect me.

However, I do not have such arrogant thoughts that I am the main character who completes the final leap with the help of the supporting actors.

What they did was certainly a sacrifice, but at the same time, they only solidified the role they could play to achieve what they wanted.

As he declared, Curios even burned his own body to protect humans, and Aleph is also moving to kill Sotok, who is trying to put an end to everything, and return Rugal with his own power.

So, since they have entrusted me with the next steps to achieve their will,

Since I have decided that I am best suited to fulfill this last role,

You must live up to those expectations and not let your will go to waste.

“Rachal.”

thud-

The goal has been set.

'corruption'

Peeing-

The path has been decided.

'You only get one chance.'

Now is the right time, as Sotok has created its own weakness.

'It's a huge being. It's the last moment. 'I pour everything I have into it.'

The opponent is Sotok, a giant among giants.

'Think of everything you've built up and combine it.'

I know that mediocrity is not a match for me.

So, preparing is a mindset to pour everything I have into the first and last opportunity.

'I think the reason I've tried to gain strength by considering all the worst-case scenarios, considering my own weaknesses, was because I vaguely knew that this moment would come someday.'

A supreme being with a huge gap that becomes more evident the closer you get.

Even if such a being is showing its own weakness, there is no need to try to bluff against such a being as if you were fighting a normal fight.

power.

I was planning to pour out everything I had that could be called firepower.

‘Consider it. Think. 'Explore the weakest part of the guy - the part I can reach in the fastest and shortest distance.'

A world slowed down,

In faster thinking,

The giant-

Face it.

‘Two layers of armor. What's inside is also thick skin. Underneath the skin is flesh and bones. What we need to reach is the concentration of magical energy gathered inside, near the heart.'

The giant's body is wrapped in thick chain armor and leather armor.

Only by cutting it all down can the giant's skin be revealed.

Even after the skin is exposed, the overwhelming mass of fat, muscle, and bone must be penetrated.

Only by passing through all of it can you reach the heart, deep within the giant where magical power is concentrated.

In order to do that, I must reach the inside of the giant's body with a sword the size of a grass seed.

'You must not fail.'

A feeling of pressure presses down on my body.

It's not that you have to do it.

All the death, sacrifice, and waiting awaits this moment.

Since I am only a point compared to the giant, no one may be looking at me, but I feel like the eyes of all the humans gathered here are looking at me.

However, it was only for a moment that I remembered what Curios had said to me while he was flying.

[Everything is not a coincidence but an inevitability.]

Then my deep breathing became lighter.

'is it. 'Whether he fails or succeeds, Sotok's death was already decided.'

Reaching one result is one thing.

Curios said that the giant and himself would die.

Curios is already gone.

It is unknown whether it has disappeared, disappeared forever, or is floating in the air with the intention of remaining.

However, what is clear is that, from the point of view of a living being, he is now in a state where there is no problem even if he has reached death.

'Then what remains is a half-prophecy.'

Then all that remains is the death of the giant Sotok.

Now that Curios is dead, Sotok just needs to die next.

'Everything is not a coincidence but an inevitability.'

The reason I've been moving to build up my strength so far may or may not be to deal with Sotok.

But even more so, regardless of that, you only have to do what Curios tells you to do.

As a breaking spear, you can hit the giant.

Curios’ words ring through my mind, relieving my burden.

At the same time, the depth of field that has not yet reached its critical point begins to become activated, and the surroundings become quiet.

'Whether you fail or succeed here, the giant dies. The outcome is fixed. I'm just moving to fill in the gaps, to decide how to get to that result.'

This is a process for victory.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

Papdeuk-

Mental, planting.

The depth of field destroys the arrogance of thinking I am the main character.

I believe in the future confirmed by Curios.

What changes is that if I pierce the giant, killing Sotok becomes my feat, and if not, I believe, am convinced, and judge that my failure becomes an opportunity and leads to someone else's opportunity to kill Sotok again.

So I-

Jumped loudly in the giant's arms.

bang!

He quickly arrived at the giant's forearm, jumped with all his might, hovered in the air, and then, holding his sword, he precisely dug into the shortest route to the concentration of magical energy fixed by the magic thread spread by Leven.

‘The distance is sufficient. 'It starts here.'

The only things that exist in the world are the magical power concentrated in the giant's body and me.

As he jumped toward the giant's chest in an instant, the distance between the concentrations of magical power began to narrow.

The first thing to take care of is two layers of protective gear.

[Demon Sword Desire]

'So the first thing to swing is the black sword.'

It's my first time attempting something in the air without a platform, but since there isn't much strain on my body, I try it without a moment of hesitation -

An art and miraculous swordsmanship achieved by human veterans.

[Star Cluster]

Well, well, well, well, well, well, well!

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-

The chains break into thousands of pieces and fall to the floor, cutting and tearing the leather mercilessly.

The starlight created by the black sword successfully broke the chain armor and cut through the leather armor.

so-

The next thing to pierce is the giant's thick skin that emerged from the shattered protective gear.

“... A mere human, how dare you!!!”

The giant did not stay still either.

He must have sensed a sense of danger, so he swung his free arm to catch me floating in the air.

Buuung-

However, there was a large hole in the stomach, and the other arm was still holding on to the motionless spear pole.

'I'm thankful. The distance was a bit lacking.'

It's painful, and having to judge many things at the same time, like the swinging arm of a giant, can only serve as a stepping stone for a leap forward if you focus just a little.

Buuung-

“... Inhale!”

Tatak!

He steps on the giant's swinging arm and leaps again.

Pingrrr-

After spinning around once, I somehow managed to keep my upper body facing up to the sky, and then moved on to the next action.

I once again used the momentum of my body to leap forward and did not stop shortening the distance between him and his chest.

If you fly a little further, the sword can come into direct contact.

In that state, I immediately change the sword to fill in the distance that I think is slightly, very slightly lacking.

'Next is the magic sword.'

Fuwaaa

Just before colliding with the giant's chest, he gathers as much blue magic as he can, turns it into a huge sword, and then stabs the giant's chest.

Fuuuk!

“Keuuuu-”

You can hear the giant's groan, but this is just the beginning.

While holding the sword,

Use the power of gravity to cut off the guy's chest.

“Huh!”

Phew!

Sssshhhh!

Place the sword in the exact center of your chest and place all of your weight downward.

Not only that, but the great sword, which contained enough magical power, tore large pieces of the guy's skin.

Fushuuu

chin-

The blood spurted out for a moment before the body that had finished jumping stepped on the giant's wound.

Gurgling gurgling-

Hwiik-

Cheolpuk-

Blood is pouring out non-stop, soaking my knees like a stream, and blood clots from above are falling like hail and staining my armor, but I don't care.

Now the last step.

'Next, insert a bomb into its body that will destroy the concentration of magical power.'

All that remains is to deliver the sword, which reacts to magical power and causes a swirling explosion, to the innermost part of the giant.

'Explosive sword.'

To do this, the sword is made into an explosion sword.

The tip of the sword turns red.

An artifact whose internal properties are completely changed and reconstructed simply by changing the image.

But today I did not hold the changed sword with my hands.

An exploding sword explodes the moment it touches magical power, and in order to insert such a sword all the way inside, you have to insert it all the way in at once.

Only then can we truly finish off the giant.

And I still have the final hurdle left, the thickest wall of flesh that protects the area near its heart, a barrier made of fat, muscle, flesh, and bone.

What is needed now is to move as quickly as possible.

The moment the giant came to his senses again and tried to dig me out by picking at the wound with his fingers, that was the end.

So, starting right away is all about maximizing your concentration while the time for change persists.

'Whoa.'

Swish-

I throw my sword high in the sky, look at it, and catch my breath.

At the same time, bend your waist and pull your right arm up to your waist.

...kiiing-

Next, the magical power flowing through the body begins to rotate rapidly, creating a state different from when infusing the magic sword with sword energy.

'I don't know how to calculate. 'Everything is filled with persimmon.'

The goal is to hit the handle of the explosive sword using the technique taught by Winnet, pierce the wall of flesh, and push it straight into the center of the giant.

I don't know how to do complicated things.

The coordinates of the location of Leven's magic thread, stretched as far as it can reach the giant's body, are roughly given.

The presence of the giant's magic power is so enormous that even if you try not to know it, you can't.

So just adjust the angle correctly.

A giant whose size has no sense of reality.

Even though the goal is just to start with the chest and have the heart as the destination, the distance is far because the Sotok is so huge.

If the angle is even slightly off here, the destination will change.

'Goes.'

It doesn't matter though.

Rather, I decided to empty my mind and not worry about it.

Geek-

What makes up for the lack of calculation is the experience of swinging a sword several times.

Kuuk-

Looking at the falling sword, I concentrate the magical power of my entire body and gather it in front of my fist.

Then, pull your arm to its limit and look at the sword until the end -

[Day Break]

Paang!

I hit the handle of the sword accurately with my fist.

Tuk-

‘It’s a success-’

Thanks to the eyes that had been watching the sword until the very end, the concentration of magical power at the end of the fist reached the handle precisely.

at the same time-

Kuuuuk-

Paaah ah ah ah ahhh !!!

The sword.

Explosion sword.

That handle.

Using the explosion caused by the concentration of magical power as the driving force,

With the power of the day break, we begin to move forward vigorously.

Chwajwajwajwajwajwajwajwajwa!!!

The giant's flesh is pierced and cut without hesitation.

As if imitating the dragon's enthusiasm, the exploding sword is shot forward using Day Break's explosive power as a propellant, as if it had become a beam of light.

It moves forward without hesitation like an excavator digging into the inner core of the Earth.

“Go aaa!!!”

I hope that my strength will not run out along the way, so instead of shouting prayers, I go forward with shouts on my back.

cook-

At that moment, something caught the thread of magic.

The exploding sword stopped.

It's definitely gotten somewhere.

But it didn't explode.

So, swear words naturally came out.

No matter how much I thought about it, the fact that no phenomenon occurred even though it was an explosion sword and the target was the concentration of magic power that the giant had accumulated near his heart was nothing but a failure.

'Fuck, did it really fail?'

So, I try to recognize the thread of sense and magic as much as possible to find out what the problem is.

I don't know exactly which part it is.

I also thought that the power of the day break may have run out halfway through and the explosion sword may have stopped before it could reach the concentration of magic power, or that the angle of the explosion sword that was moving forward belatedly was severely distorted and the sword may have stuck in the giant's thick ribs.

But it was all my mistake.

Pot-

'huh?'

What was heard was a sound similar to that made when an ignition agent catches fire.

Or the omen-like sound made when fire touches gas and just before explosion.

I don't know exactly which side it was closer to.

What followed was such an experience that my memory of the comparison of sounds was completely blown away.

Boom-

'Huh?'

Whiiing-

I thought it was all over, but in the slowdown of the world caused by the deterioration that still remained, everything was clearly slowly doing its job.

'Wait, what is this-'

At first, I didn't know why because my body was floating and trying to get sucked into the giant's corpse.

However, when I realized that this was a phenomenon that occurred when the inside of the giant's wound cavity began to suck in air from the outside, and that I was caught up in it, one thing came to mind.

'Back draft phenomenon.'

A phenomenon in which a fire occurs in a closed space, oxygen is insufficient, and gas accumulates, and re-combustion begins when oxygen is supplied again through a very small hole.

All things in this world have magic power in small amounts, no matter what they are or even inanimate objects, and the same goes for air.

An explosion caused by an exploding sword requires oxygen as well as the magical power contained in the oxygen.

In that case, the inside of the giant's body where the explosive sword penetrated was originally in a place where air could not pass through, but was forced open by the explosive sword.

The heart, which was clearly supposed to be a sealed space, needed additional oxygen for the explosion at the same time as the concentration of magic power was exploding from the inside.

He began to suck in oxygen through the wound hole where blood had poured out.

So, from the inside of the giant who was sucked into the wound hole as his body collapsed due to the pressure, a phenomenon similar to the backdraft phenomenon I knew began to occur.

“This is killing me.”

Grumbling-

...puffpuffpuffpuffpuffpuffpuffpuff!!!

What I hear in my ears is the sound of an unstoppable chain of explosions coming from inside the heart.

Me being sucked into the inside of the wound, and the aftereffects created by the exploding sword trying to explode from deep inside.

Because it was a complex chain explosion of pure physics and magic that had nothing to do with Deshade’s protection,

I was completely swept away by the explosion.

        
            “Hehehe- Hehe- Ugh...!”

Purrr-

Eila exhales harshly and shakes her head vigorously to shake off the sweat beads.

They are elves who can run through the forest as if there were no obstacles, and it doesn't matter even if it is on a roof made by humans.

However, no matter how much an elf he was, it was natural that the story would be different if he had a heavy baggage on his back.

“Ah-!!! really! Lee Rim lose some weight!!!”

So, Aila tried to relieve some of the frustration by making unreasonable complaints.

There is no one listening.

It was a meaningless cry because even the body contained in the black coffin behind Lee Rim's soul was not contained.

But after relieving her stress, Aila felt strong again.

“Ugh... Lee Rim! I’m sorry for complaining for no reason! wait! I'll go!”

This is something she decided to do herself.

Aila thought that it was inevitable that Irim would die in the fight with the giant, so she decided to prepare insurance for Irim.

It may be in vain.

It was an unnecessary action, and it might have been a better decision to remain there.

But Aila tried to trust her intuition.

This series of events is a story of a fight that is like something out of a puzzle-type storybook made up of numerous pieces, or a myth you hear before going to sleep.

However, the fight is clearly ongoing, and that means that Aila decided that the more pieces she had in her hands, the more she could stretch out her arms a little longer and spread the roots in front of her as if she were trying to pluck at the ground, the more she could win.

Somewhere along the way, I wondered if it really was meaningless.

What Aila witnessed while running was a fight that made her think it was already coming to an end.

The giant's huge cloak fell and it seemed as if it had turned the Joiners and the Three Heroes into jerky, but a moment later the giant fell to its knees.

A few seconds later, a huge explosion erupted from the giant's chest.

Aila knows that phenomenon.

When an elf's bow is inserted into a place where magical power to use magic is concentrated, an explosion like that occurs.

However, there is only one elf here, and there is another being who can cause the explosion even if it is not a specially made bow.

'Did Lee Rim do it?'

In Aila's judgment, the explosion must have been created by another form of Irim's artifact, the Exploding Sword, and her prediction was accurate.

“... Wow-”

Truly spectacular.

Aila knows the word crater.

A word referring to a hole in a huge basin at the top of a volcano that lets lava flow.

However, Aila began to wonder if the word crater should only refer to a hole in a volcano.

The sight before my eyes was so spectacular that it could be said to be the pulsation of a living crater.

Awarcry

Flames continuously erupt from the chest of the kneeling giant.

The sight of the magical power gathered in the giant's body burning with the force of burning the exploding sword as a trigger was a spectacular sight that Eila could only call truly beautiful.

But even for a moment, Aila could not help but be shocked.

“... No no no no, you won’t die even if you do that?!”

Sotok did not die even though he was constantly spewing flames from his chest.

For some reason, the arm that was stopped in the air along with the spear he swung.

As the black sphere at the end disappeared, the giant moved its arm again and closed the hole in its chest with its hand.

Cheee-

My hands got used to it, but it didn't matter.

For Sotok, it was best to save his life by covering his wounds right away rather than dying instantly.

The magical energy that had been so enormously accumulated was not completely consumed and evolved inside the giant's chest.

‘It’s a big deal. Does that mean I can use magic again?'

Sotok’s judgment was quick.

There is a hole in the stomach caused by Curios, and in the chest, the magic power accumulated to use magic suppressed the flames, so half of it was not completely destroyed.

However, because the wound was so severe that he could not move smoothly, Sotok decided that using magic was the only way to escape the current situation.

So the giant waves his hand in the air again.

“... I need to stop it.”

Seeing that, Eila thought she had to stop the giant, but didn't know what to do.

'What's good? Should we blow a hole in the giant's chest and burn away its remaining magical power, like Irim did a little while ago? But I don't know how to use flying magic? There is no way out. Not only can it not be reached here, but even the giant's hand closing the wound hole cannot pierce it. So should I use another number? Is there a way to kill a giant instantly? Should we stop the magic chanting? no. I'm not chanting anymore. I'm trying to use magic that doesn't use my lungs. 'What the hell should I do?'

It didn't take long to think about it.

In just about two seconds, Aila came up with several scenarios.

But there was no way to do it alone.

‘This doesn’t work either. That doesn't work either. I can't do anything alone. too big. 'It's too high.'

There was no way to reach the giant of giants.

I couldn't do anything alone.

Kugugugugugugung-

At that moment, the snowy mountain the giant was standing on collapsed once again.

Couuuck!

The giant stumbled forward and landed on one side of the city's border.

Because of that, he had no choice but to stop for a moment and place his magic hand on the floor.

Thanks to this, the magic fails.

In addition, the giant's heart was located extremely close to Aela.

Coincidence met half of the conditions necessary for Aila to carry out her agonizing plan: an unreachable distance.

So what remains is the condition that can satisfy the other half.

That condition was what Eila needed.

'... it's okay. 'I was lucky enough to narrow the distance to the giant.'

However, the other half was not easily provided.

‘You have to break through the giant’s hand. After that, you just need to make an attack that can completely destroy the magic power. But, it's too much to do alone.'

All I have in my hand is a backsword.

To reach the giant's magic power, not only would it be impossible with a weapon of this caliber, but it would be impossible alone.

'Are you sure you can't do it? 'The giant came so close to me that he wanted me to kill him?'

So I started crying.

I look around to see if there is anything good.

A spear, not a backsword.

A weapon to pierce the giant's hand.

A helper who can help you.

'Please, please, please-'

There was nothing around that made me think it was unfair.

It felt like the world had abandoned me.

It felt as if everything had withdrawn from around me in order to make me feel unfair.

I thought so-

It was that time.

Swish-

Tuk-

“... Huh?”

A spear fell in front of Eila.

And Aila knows what that window is.

“Druids’ spears?”

That's a spear made only in elven forests.

A spear of guardians forged by druids at the Altar of the Ringstone.

This is a window that is absolutely impossible to exist in this place.

And that spear was clearly thrown in front of Eila by someone.

Tduduk-

So Aila raised her head in such a hurry that a sound escaped her throat, but there was no one there.

'...what do you think?'

But it wasn't necessary at all.

It doesn't matter whether it's coincidence, inevitability, or overlapping relationships.

The window is ready.

A spear that can pierce the hand of a giant.

So, there was only one thing left, and as if living up to Eila's expectations, the person who met that one remaining condition came out from nowhere but from Eila's back.

Quang!

“Holy shit... it’s so damn hot!”

Degurrr...

“Irim!!!”

As Aila picked up the spear, what caught her eye was Lee Rim, who had kicked out of the coffin and was rolling around on the floor.

This human friend is rolling around as soon as he jumps out of the coffin to extinguish the fire that was not even attached to his body, as he has been resurrected with the same pain and memories as when he burned to death a little while ago.

“Irim! Wake up quickly! My body didn’t catch fire!”

“No. Because Aila doesn't know, I'm really hot! I feel like I’m going to burn to death!”

“You've already died and been resurrected, so come to your senses!!!”

[Evian]

The magic that was cast in 0.1 seconds was to create water.

Aila ran towards Irim, put a choke on him, and poured water from above his head.

Sssshhhh!

“... Lee Rim! Now come to your senses?!”

“... Uh. hmm. I heard it.”

Irim stopped only after pouring ice-cold water all over his body.

Eila raised her spear and pointed at the giant.

“Irim! We have to do it one more time!”

“Huh? What?”

“Giant, giant! There's still magic left! They're trying to use magic!”

After hearing Aila's words, Irim looks at the giant right in front of him.

“... Holy crazy.”

The giant was waving his hand again from the beginning, his fingers drawing a magic circle in the air.

“Irim, you can do it, right? I'll pierce the giant's hand, Lee Rim's magic power disappears once more! This time, make sure to go inside!”

“... Fuck, it really hurt.”

“Be loud and get ready quickly!”

Seeing Irim grumbling and preparing his explosive sword, Aila also grabs her spear.

The two jumped across the roofs of the building and arrived in front of the giant.

Sotok couldn't care less about the two.

He is now in a state where the pain rising from wounds all over his body is eating into his mind, blood is constantly pouring out from a hole in his stomach, and from a hole near his heart, even the half of his remaining magical power is loosing strength in his hands. It was about to erupt at any moment.

In that state, he had to concentrate his mind and draw a magic circle with his fingers, so the giant didn't even know that the two had reached close to his heart.

So, since there is nothing to mark the two, Irim and Aila immediately prepare to attack.

“Irim. I'll go.”

“Okay.”

Eila lifts the spear.

When fighting Curios, it is not a short spear, but a long spear that must be held with both hands and can only be used by elf guardians.

It was also forged by druids, and the inside of the spear is engraved with runes from head to tip. It was created from the beginning with the idea of containing rotating magic power, so its effectiveness is maximized.

Eila, who holds that spear, clears her mind.

She doesn't know why it appeared in front of her, but the spear she is most familiar with is the one she is currently holding.

The spear used by elf guardians is a spear that Aela, who gave up her duty as a guardian, thought she would never have the chance to hold again.

But if that window was up right now, Aila could never fail.

'And now, Lee Rim is behind me.'

Also, while she was shaking her feet thinking she couldn't do anything because she was alone, Aila had no reason to tremble anymore because she had a human friend who died a little while ago but came back to life and stayed by her side.

so-

I swung my spear.

That too, in the way the guardians use it.

‘Let’s deceive the rules of the world. Left hand clockwise, right hand counterclockwise-'

I twisted my left hand, which was holding the bottom of the window stile, half a turn, and pushed the window.

Twist the right hand holding the upper part of the spear holder one turn to bend the spear.

'You only get stabbed once.'

The action unfolded only once in a series.

It took 0.2 seconds to get here.

With that alone, Aila-

succeeded in deceiving the world.

Once pierced, there were three spear blades.

One spear blade was stabbed using the internal clock as a standard.

One spear blade is created by a semi-twisting of the left hand in the forward direction.

One spear blade was created by a complete twist of the right hand in the reverse direction.

'Here we bring together one truth and two lies.'

Aila didn't stop there.

Kuuk-

After 0.2 seconds, the right hand was pulled to the middle of the spear for another 0.2 seconds.

Kiiing-

That alone was three attacks combined.

One true spear and two false spears became one.

What Winnet explained to Lee Rim was not wrong.

Eila has now cut off the space and put it back together again.

In a distorted space and time, the combined attacks push each other away.

He said that it was an attack that existed in the real world, and that it collided in a space where only one attack could exist.

What was gathered there was a force dozens of times greater than that of an ordinary spear being pierced.

An attack that is absolutely not powerful enough to be created with a single spear.

That's why Eila's spear,

Pierced the giant's hand.

[Erg Dearside]

Piiiing-

Ssssww!

“Good! Lee Rim! Run ooo!!!”

Stumble-

Due to the overwhelming power, the giant's hand that was covering the wound disappeared without a trace, and Irim reflexively runs to Aila's words as he falls backwards.

“... Okay, here we go!!!”

If you've done it once, there's nothing you can't do twice.

It doesn't matter even if the body is burned with such fire power that not even a single powder remains.

Because Lee Rim is mentally ill.

Because it is a soul disease that can launch deadly attacks.

Because it is a soul disease that can give up one's own life in order to protect a precious person.

Slurp-

Seeing Irim jumping into the hole toward the giant's heart, Aila sat down and said,

“... Really. Everyone fell in love with Lee Rim because of that kind of appearance.”

Quaaa

At the same time, another explosion was heard from the giant's body, this time the sound of half of the remaining magical power being completely destroyed.

        
            Cooo!

Quaaa!

Grrr

Gurgling!

'Wow, this is crazy.'

The sound of something falling, buildings collapsing, pillars of flame rising, lightning striking.

Ingrid gets dizzy from all the noise, but she doesn't forget what she has to do.

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

As soon as she senses the sound of a person wearing thick armor walking from the alley ahead, Ingrid is moving away, she takes off and chases after him.

'Ugh... I think it's time to get to wherever it is.'

I don't know how much time has passed.

Ingrid is now chasing the Paladin.

He was not just a paladin, but a person who held a leading position among those involved in the plan to create the vessel of God by creating suitable pieces, commonly known as the 'Rite of Incarnation'.

He is pursuing Stendhal, a Paladin from the Join tribe.

'No way, I'll just put down all the instructions and just go off on my own. 'What on earth are you hiding?'

I already noticed it when the 10 paladins were gathered together for a meeting.

Ingrid noticed that Stendhal's eyes were looking elsewhere while he was speaking and that he was preoccupied with other thoughts even as he raised his voice.

So she sent the paladins to prepare for the giant Sotok before he arrived at Tir nog, and deliberately eluded Hwarim and Reigns and pursued Stendhal alone.

The intention is unknown, but it is clear that there is something unpleasant about it.

Ingrid followed him because she was curious about what she had to do and keep it a secret even from those who shared her thoughts.

But strangely enough, the Join Paladin did not get somewhere easily.

The giant Sotok appears in Tir na Nog, a battle begins, and he continues to walk through the alleyways even as the city is being destroyed.

That was the moment when Ingrid had no choice but to stop the chase here and turn down the alley, wondering if she should focus her attention elsewhere, as her doubts were only growing bigger.

Phuuk-

“... Huh?”

Pop-

Buuuuk-

A sword was stuck in Ingrid's stomach,

The sword spun around and shattered the spine,

It spun again in half a circle and escaped, tearing its side.

Sssshhhh!

The blood fountain soaked the wall.

It was splendid and powerful, as if testing the limits of what humans can create.

“It was truly a difficult task. A spy that can't be found through normal methods.”

“What...”

dump-

Ingrid gets down on her knees.

The upper body is torn apart and shaking.

Ingrid held on to her lower body with her arms, holding on to her upper body as if it would fall off at the slightest touch.

Sigh-

For a moment, the sword approached Ingrid's face.

“Lehier’s Witch Hunter. You crossed the line.”

“... KEHEK-”

While Ingrid was unable to respond and blood was pouring out of her mouth, the paladin looked down at her.

Although the Paladin was clearly in an immobile position, Ingrid could hear the sound of his feet moving.

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

“... I see. Did you use magic?”

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

Sigh!

“It is a trap that works best when used when the distance from the pursuer is maintained only by sound.”

The Paladin snaps his fingers and the sound disappears.

He memorized the sound of his own footsteps with magic, saved them, and released them at the right time beyond the alley where he planned to attack Ingrid.

Therefore, Ingrid never thought that the paladin could use magic, and was defeated by him.

Kuuk-

Stendhal grabs Ingrid by her hair.

Ingrid felt her hair turning gray.

Even though he knows he shouldn't do this, the blood is flowing out at an unstoppable speed, and as the Paladin grabs his hair, his upper body is lifted again, and a sound is heard somewhere, and he becomes increasingly dizzy.

But Paladin did not stop his actions.

“Everything is a mess because of you guys. I never thought they would have summoned the giant Sotok. How on earth did they bribe him?”

“Ugh... What on earth are you talking about-”

match-

'Fuck.'

Before Ingrid can finish answering, the paladin slaps her.

The slap thrown by the Paladin was beyond ordinary power.

Ingrid's cheek swelled up in an instant, and half of her tongue was cut off as the attack occurred while she was speaking.

“Did you think I didn’t know? When other paladins see Red Purge spies wandering around the city, they mistakenly believe that the Red Purge Church has bribed Sotok, but I know the truth.”

“...”

The paladin lowers his head to make eye contact with Ingrid, who is unable to respond, and speaks.

“You probably won’t say you don’t know. Lehier's rat. We all heard that you disappeared from this city from time to time. Most likely, you were the one who killed the tetragrammaton, the dragon that was buried underground. Even if you fool others, you can't fool me.”

'is that so. Did you misunderstand? 'Is this really what I wrote?'

Even if I got it wrong, I got it wrong for a long time.

Ingrid wanted to say that, but her severed tongue couldn't move as she wanted.

But Paladin doesn't care and only says what he wants to say.

“You must have delivered the news to the giant Sotok that we, the officials of the Incarnation Ritual and the true priests of Rugal, are trying to create another Rugal on earth. You must have obtained the materials underground and destroyed the rest. Then, he would have bribed the giant with the materials he obtained. Sotok must have accepted it because he was afraid of Rugal descending to earth. Otherwise, there would have been no reason for the giant to come looking for us.”

'As expected, there's something strange about it, but one thing is certain. Rugal doesn't know about the covenant between Tetragrammaton and Sotok.'

Ingrid laughs at the Paladin who lost his footing.

The giant Sotok only came to fulfill his oath with the Tetragramaton, but the Paladin had a completely different story.

The other paladins thought they had bribed the giant in Red Purge, and this paladin, perhaps thinking he was sharper, took one step further down the wrong path and ended up hitting the wall, which was not the correct answer.

“... Phew. No, it already happened anyway, so there’s no point?”

After pouring out his anger for a while, the paladin suddenly became cold.

But that doesn't mean the feelings have cooled.

He set a larger target for his anger, and since the scope of the target was not limited to Ingrid but the entire Lehi, he decided to quickly clean up the place.

“Good. If you want, I'll go to war. Others think the Red Purge is the cause, but it doesn't matter because I found out the truth. After this fight, I will first lead the paladins, the remaining paladins, and the three heroes to the imperial castle and destroy Lihier's parish. I will declare war by sending you your head. No. There's no need for a neck either. I will tear your body into pieces and give it to the dogs, hang your head on the gate, and then peel off the skin on your face and send it to you.

'Ah, my tongue is stuck.'

As time passed, Ingrid's tongue was reattached, and she spoke to the Paladin, spitting out the blood that had accumulated in her mouth, conveying gratitude to her lost tongue that she had never felt before.

“... Tsk, do you think Princess Camellia will just watch that?”

I have a strong backing.

The diocese of Lihier is originally located in the imperial castle, and it is not permitted for any group to lead an army to the imperial castle.

But the Paladin was confident.

“Camellia? under! I didn't know that Lihier was even having an affair with the princess. However, in this case, the second princess will have no choice but to understand and remain silent. I will tell everything you guys have done to the royal family and announce it throughout the empire. If only there was a justification for why we had to move this far, no matter how much the imperial family was, they wouldn't be able to just accuse us of treason by ignoring Rugal's subjects in the empire and only attacking Lihier. Even the emperor from his sickbed will be dragged out and take our hand.”

“Ha- The imperial family will support Rugal? What about those of you who tried to create vessels for God? Do you think that would be a just cause?”

“Of course, you have to manipulate it. They hid everything and said that you, Lihi, led Sotok to attack the ‘Empire’ instead of Rugal.”

Sigh-

Stendhal is a man skilled in lying.

In the first place, most of the affairs of the Rugal Church flow through documents that passed through him.

He deliberately appointed Aleph to the position of Paladin Lord in order to attract as many Fain as possible as members, and he did not want other Paladins who were not related to God's vessels to question and raise objections about the existence of Curios during the Knight's Festival. It was he who signed the document sending the rest to the expedition, except for the stubborn Aleph and a few others.

The existence of the Three Heroes, who have been thoroughly managed so far, has also been hidden from view by others as much as possible due to his leadership, so they are seen as quiet people and have hidden their true identities.

'If you think about it, it was only natural. Since this is an organization that has kept such a great plan hidden until now, does this mean that the subsequent manipulation of information, evidence, and witnesses is not surprising?'

So Ingrid,

I decided I couldn't just leave him alone.

“You seem like an idiot who thinks branching is the best move.”

“... What?”

“You declared in front of me that you would make enemies of those who should not be touched. Stendhal.”

Ingrid decided.

The Paladin in front of us is determined to use all the means of the church to attack the enemy he has arbitrarily chosen, even though he has not been able to reach or even touch the most important essence.

As a result, what he declared that he would see to the end was the Church of Lehire itself, which Ingrid decided to protect above all else.

So Ingrid moved.

“If you had stayed still, I would have pretended to be dead and let you go, but that wouldn’t work.”

“What-”

At that moment, Paladin felt a sense of discomfort.

'Why are you alive?'

Ingrid moved.

I moved with my back half broken.

'How could you say that?'

He also felt that his tongue had been cut out.

Nevertheless, she was already responding to his words.

'Nonsense. 'Did you recover this much before you knew it?'

He didn't understand it.

Stendhal did not get to his current position just by working behind the scenes.

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

His sword, with drops of blood dripping from the blade, is a sword that Stendhal has swung several times before reaching this position.

Sereung-

The sword he wielded dual-handedly, including another sword paired with it, has killed numerous giants and Rugal's enemies so far.

So he knows how to kill people.

He is a swordsman of the Join tribe who knows how to inflict long-term, painful, yet certain death wounds on those in human form.

He thought that Ingrid should be killed as an example, so he plunged the sword into her stomach, severed her spine, and then cut her body to the brink.

But Ingrid didn't die.

'The amount of blood is strange. Even if he had died during the conversation, his blood would have been normal.'

Blood flowing from her body.

Blood soaking the stone wall.

Even the blood on Stendhal’s sword.

'But, even though more than that was poured out, it's still alive for some reason.'

Putting it all together, it far exceeded the total amount Ingrid's body could hold.

Tadak-

“... What are you?”

Stendhal widened the distance and asked Ingrid.

Ingrid stands up.

“We are the ones who drank from the Holy Grail of blood.”

The torn side suddenly regenerates, revealing white skin and a belly.

“Those who persevere and persevere to protect the fading denomination and to protect their loved ones.”

The blood flows as if alive and begins to surround Ingrid and Stendhal.

“Among them, I am the one who swallowed the darkness whole for the night of rest.”

Sereung-

Ingrid's sword is drawn.

Stendhal took a stance, holding out his sword in both hands.

However, Ingrid did not pose with her arm holding the long rapier flailing.

“Stendhal. I guess you haven't told others yet that you would punish Lihi.”

“... Right. But this is just the beginning.”

Stendhal, a paladin, stiffened for a moment at the strange appearance, but eventually regained his confidence.

He is the real priest of Rugal.

At the same time, being a paladin is not just a title.

Although he did not dedicate his name to God like the fanatical Paladins of the Gaia Church, Stendhal believes that the power that Rugal has granted him is no less than that of them.

In particular, he considered himself a truly talented Paladin, unlike the other Paladins with vague talents scattered throughout Rugal.

Although above him is Aleph, who has twice as much power as him, and another Paladin who is not here right now due to some important mission.

“That means that if I kill you here, the blade of Rugal's spear will be pointed at Red Purge, not at us.”

“That could be true. But that won't happen. I'll beat you, because our bond is strong. Other paladins and priests are expected to support Stendhal’s decision.”

So he decided that even if Ingrid used unexpected strength, he couldn't lose.

That is, until Ingrid’s appearance disappeared.

Soook-

Pong-

“What?”

It was an instant.

Ingrid stepped into the shadows.

Ingrid disappeared, creating a wave of shadow, like a pebble falling into a drop of water, even though it was not a liquid.

After being taken aback for a moment, Stendhal unleashed his divine power to its limit and wrapped it in weapons and armor.

'If it's a spell, you just have to strike at the foundation, and if it's magic, you just have to break the rules.'

The magic that controls space also has clear weaknesses.

Stendhal planned to draw out his opponent again by swinging his dual swords in all directions.

But even for a moment, he was unable to move the hand holding the sword due to the cool sensation touching the nape of his neck.

What touched her neck was the rapier that Ingrid had been holding just a moment ago.

chin-

Ingrid's arm was placed on the Paladin's shoulder from behind, and the rapier was precisely in contact with the carotid artery in the Paladin's neck.

“I'm sure you'll be a bother if you're alive, so I'll kill you right here. Stendhal.”

“Uh, at some point-”

“I’m busy, so let’s finish it quickly. From now on, I must also welcome the army of the Margrave of Mohadorn.”

Cheolgrug-

Stendhal's eyes went to Ingrid's waist.

What he saw was a black book.

The book was opened without Ingrid even touching it, and the letters inside were moving constantly.

“This is definitely not a witch’s magic! What do you have-”

“Then. Goodbye.”

Pitch-

...

5 minutes after that.

On the lonely road of Tir you Nog, where no one passes,

The corpses of the Join people, without even a drop of blood left, were left lying in a pile.

        
            Kwahiah ahhh!

Flames erupt from the giant's heart.

“Phew...”

When Hirem saw that, he relaxed slightly and took a deep breath.

Two explosions.

When the three heroes fell, I thought defeat was a serious possibility, but when the three beings, Curios, Irim, and Aleph, flew high into the sky, I thought it was the final victory, and my prediction was correct.

Curios produced firepower that was difficult for Hirem to keep up with in his current situation, while Aleph reliably sealed Sotok's movements, and Irim took advantage of the magic power Sotok had accumulated in his body to differentiate it.

And that too - twice.

‘Sotok has collapsed. The Moonlight Wolf also died. As for the ptarmigan, I think it will be dealt with as soon as time passes. So will the situation end like this? Or what's left?'

So, from Hir'em's perspective, looking down from the high ground, it seemed like the war was coming to an end to some extent.

To be precise, the enemy was only a giant and his two pets, so looking at the numbers alone, it felt ambiguous to use the word war. However, in the eyes of Hirem, who struck down lightning to the limit every day during the Great War, the current damage was such that he could never back down. It is safe to say that the damage occurred immediately after an all-out war in which the entire army under her command was mobilized.

'If it were Princess Camellia, how would the profit and loss be calculated?'

Although he belonged to the Red Purge, Hir'em was also a citizen of the empire and acted as a commander.

When dealing with foreign enemies, Hir'em tries not to discriminate between denominations, and the damage suffered by other denominations is a clear decrease in power for the entire empire, and victory is calculated only as a benefit for the empire.

'The losses of the knights of valor are great, and the moonlight wolf... did you say he is the leader of the knights of the Deshade Church? At first glance, it looks like it uses the power of Gaia. Then I guess he is someone who can use the power of two gods. It's amazing. It's comparable to paladins, but it's actually much better than Rugal's petty paladins. But is the reason you didn't introduce yourself as a paladin when talking to me because you serve an evil god? It gave me strength beyond my expectations. Thanks to that, the Moonlight Wolves suffered less losses than expected.'

Hir'em calculated that the fight against the Moonlight Wolf, which ended in one corner of the city, was a gain.

It was unexpected that the knights who participated in the knight's festival voluntarily participated in the fight against Sotok and his pets.

Although about 300 of them died, from Hirem's perspective, knights of pilgrimage were an asymmetrical force in times of emergency.

When the empire is in a truly dangerous situation, the number of knights created simply by gathering knights who were adventuring widely spread across the country is enough to create 4 knights even if 500 of them are omnipresent.

Although the quality is poor, it is definitely a large number.

'But I felt it clearly while going through the Great War. What matters is quality. There were fewer battles that required sheep than I thought.'

Just like wild grass, the numbers of knights will recover over time anyway, and if you judge that this is an opportunity to weed out the weak, it is a sufficient benefit.

'Is this the next damage on Rugal's side? The paladins and priests have been damaged quite a bit. I heard that the size of the Holy Knights on an expedition outside the diocese is not that large, so it can be said that those dying here represent the entire force that Rugal currently has.'

The next thing to count is Rugal's troops fighting the ptarmigan.

The grouse is not dead yet.

Paladins, paladins, and priests are fighting with Thistle, who can nullify the Grouse's lightning, but unlike the Moonlight Wolf, there is no suitable winner, so the fight is not ending easily.

The number of people who have died in the fight against ptarmigan alone is already exceeding 500.

'This will definitely cause damage. Power has been reduced significantly. Of course, many of Rugal's paladins die every year and the number is replenished, but there were a large number of casualties all at once. What was attacked was Rugal's main school, Tyrna Nog. No matter how small the opponent was, the order that specialized in dealing with giants suffered such devastating damage that the number of people applying to the Holy Knights will decrease significantly in the future.'

Most of Rugal's paladins are filled with knights of pilgrimage.

Those knights of pilgrimage died in large numbers, and too many paladins also died all at once.

Until now, the Rugal Church has specialized in dealing with giants, but if this happens, Rugal will have to go through a long recovery period to return to normal work, and in the meantime, other knights and even the Red Purge Church will be involved in the fight against the giants threatening the empire. It sounds like you could be taken away.

‘Camellia is making unreasonable demands again. The feeling of cleaning up Rugal's poop is the worst. Still, I can't help it. If it is necessary to protect the empire beyond the religious order, then there is no choice but to follow.'

Thinking about what happened later, Hirem felt a little uncomfortable that the entire Red Purge had to come forward to clean up the situation even though she was caught up in it, but since there was nothing she could do, she thought about it as positively as possible, and from the diocese's perspective, it wouldn't be a loss to erase the light from Rugal. I finished thinking.

'The last one is a giant.'

One gain, one loss.

The former's gain was linked to the latter's loss.

Then, what goes into calculating whether this fight is a gain or loss is how much power was expended to deal with the remaining giants.

However, the moment Hir'em stood tall in the Knight's Hall and looked down at the figure of Sotok, who had smashed half of the huge Tyrna Nog and was lying on top of it, he decided that this could only be an absolute advantage.

“... Bishop. He came back to life again.”

What stands out the most is the sight of Sotok lying on the edge of the city.

But what Hirem was seeing was only one person.

Lee Rim of the Deshade Church.

Hir'em initially judged that this fight would be lost.

The giant Sotok was too large, and Hir'em thought that the three heroes of Rugal were too unmatched because they knew how to fight.

'The three heroes are beings who never fall behind in a fight with multiple giants, but Sotok is a giant outside the standard. No matter how much you believe in the Fae King's magic, there are limits to fighting in the sky.'

The Beast King, the Fair King, and the Dragon King.

They are heroes who can show overwhelming power even against giants, but this only works when dealing with enemies on the ground.

It also means that it can take on 1:1 or larger giants at the same time against normal-sized giants, but if it becomes small talk, all the records it has built up so far will be useless.

Because Sotok was so huge, in order to properly kill him, you had to fly up to his upper body, and there is no one who can fight on equal footing with Sotok, who has his feet firmly planted on the ground when he flies into the sky.

In Gmana Hir'em's opinion, Curios was the best person to deal with Sotok, but Curios acted on his own and fought the giant for a long time, quickly reducing his strength.

The only force that can deal with Sotok is trying to commit suicide, and the three heroes fly on the backs of the Join people as a temporary measure, but it seems to be useless.

Thanks to the magic of the Feudal King, they were able to buy some time by disturbing Sotok to a certain extent, which was considered annoying, but that was all, and any further victory seemed impossible.

So Hirem calmly predicted defeat.

“But you broke my calculations so easily.”

However, the situation turned out very differently from Hirem's expectations.

Curios had clearly fallen to the ground, and the three heroes were also unable to cause any significant damage.

In the meantime, Irim suddenly flew up on Curios' back.

Hirem was momentarily entranced by the sight.

Although the Bishop of the Deshade Church is strong, he believed that his strength was limited to demons, and the reason he does not appear is because the only people who can cause damage to Sotok are wizards, and he is in charge of the other side. I decided.

There was no way to predict how he would show up to deal with that gigantic giant, or what kind of discussion would take place before he and Paladin Aleph would jump on Curios' back and fly away.

That was just for a moment, and Lee Rim didn't stop there.

Curios pierced the giant's stomach by burning everything he had.

Aleph used racial magic and risked death to stop the giant's arms and spear.

And Lee Rim,

Even Hirem, who had seen countless knights, heroes, warriors, and warriors during the Great War, showed a miracle he had never seen before.

He cut off the giant's armor in one go, inflicted a wound on his chest, and exploded the magic that had been gathering within his body.

Looking at that alone, Hir'em would have thought that it was just the same as the magic that could inflict devastating damage at the cost of one's life during the Great War, or the end of the heroes who killed their enemies.

But that wasn't the end.

Hirem's eyes clearly saw Irim being dissipated in the explosion.

However, it was only for a moment that the giant did not die completely and tried to use magic again.

At that time, Lee Rim came back again.

Even though he was obviously dead, he came back and took aim at the giant again with his sword.

The moment his fellow elf pierced the giant's hand, he risked death again and launched a hand-to-hand assault, completely depleting his remaining magical power and dying.

Nevertheless-

Hirem sees him standing up again.

Even though he suffered complete death twice, he came back to life.

A building that is believed to have been the residence of the Deshade Church.

Hir'em, who was standing at the highest point of the Knight's Hall, was trembled as he witnessed Irim's second death and the way Irim hurriedly ran out from there, seemingly having been resurrected.

“Ah... really... I feel like I'm falling in love with soul disease. A being close to immortality that I have seen with my own eyes. It's my first time, but it's still the best.”

Parrr-

The attendants were shocked to see Hirem hugging his body with his arms and shaking.

Hir'em's expression was smiling brightly like they had never seen before.

However, the reason why it was unpleasant even though it was such a bright smile was because in the eyes of the attendants, no matter how hard they tried to look at it positively, it was mixed with something that could only be called madness.

Hirem looks at Irim, who is traversing the city with tears in his eyes, smiling.

‘Even if I die, I won’t die. Even though he was engulfed in such hot flames, he survived. I'm not even afraid. It's really the best. Of all the people I've ever seen, he's the coolest. You've probably experienced countless deaths so far. This level of death was probably just a part of it. So, you can run around like that without sitting down, without being afraid, and without stopping. Unlike the other guys who vanished in vain in front of me - you who never stop pulsating -

Everything else had already disappeared from Hirem's mind.

In fact, Irim's work was possible thanks to Curios' cooperation, Aleph's help, and Eila's assistance, but Hirem has now forgotten that he was calculating the profits and losses of the war just a moment ago, and only one person I'm just thinking about it.

‘Irim. Bishop Lee Lim. Soul disease Lee Rim. Lee Rim. Aww - you are so cool. A person who does not die even if he dies. A person who is not afraid of pain. Unlike people who are expendable items that are used once and soon forgotten in people's memories, someone who can always appear in front of me with the same appearance. You were that kind of man.'

Then, suddenly, a thought occurred to me.

'... Now that I think about it, if no one were to secretly strike him with lightning right now, wouldn't they be caught?'

        
            Hir'em is still fighting for control of the ptarmigan and lightning, but because of this, he thought it might be possible to use the lightning in reverse.

'If I hit him with blue lightning that isn't mine, I won't be caught, right? Even as a grouse, if it is reported that lightning will strike the human who killed Sotok, he might cooperate.'

So Hirem did not delay.

Just-

He pointed his finger at Lee Rim and snapped it.

In order to convey his will to the ptarmigan fighting for control, he tried to personally guide the blue lightning of the beast that had lost its chains and whose accuracy was greatly reduced.

But the action failed.

“... Tch, did I use up all my magic power?”

Fit-

Hir'em tried to send a signal to the grouse by snapping her fingers and creating red sparks, but before she knew it, all of her magical power had been used up.

'long time no see. I can't believe I fight to the point where all my lightning is discharged.'

Hirem was disappointed, but had no choice but to accept it.

Birth is something that exists above talent.

Hirem possesses tremendous magical power, but the ptarmigan, whose height from the beginning feels like an insurmountable wall, has a normal level of magical power compared to other ptarmigans, but the only limit to the grouse's magical power is Hirem. It far exceeded the total amount.

So, this fight was a war of attrition that felt difficult even for someone with a lot of basic magical power.

'As expected, there are still many monsters outside the empire that are difficult to deal with with human power. I couldn't believe that there was such a thing as a beast that would fight for control of the sky with me, the Heavenly Ik species. In the end, if it weren't for the bishop and the apostle over there, we would have been completely defeated.'

Even when the chain around the body was lost, about 70% of the control of the lightning went to the grouse.

‘Did you say you have a heart called the Lightning Jewel? Now I know why wizards love the heart that guy has.'

Hir'em had used up everything he had, so even though the halo above his head was in a state of readable light, the control was still in the hands of the grouse, and now 100% of the control was once again in the grouse's hands.

“... Unfortunately, I'll have to postpone the prank until later.”

So Hir'em was disappointed that she could no longer control lightning now that she had used up all of her magical power, and after the death of the grouse, the thought of having to clean up after herself in front of the public as a saint began to bother her, so she sighed.

because that,

Hirem’s judgment was delayed.

“... Huh?”

It was only after a series of accidents that she discovered a hazy blue magic circle floating in the sky.

“... Half magic circle?”

The magic circle was the trace left by the giant's finger.

The magic circle that Sotok started drawing right after the first explosion.

When Irim first jumped on his arm, Sotok tried to cast a spell to stop Irim, but after the explosion, he tried to draw a magic circle instead.

When Hirem saw that, he wondered why Sotok stopped using attack magic that could be cast quickly and tried to use magic using a magic circle that took time, but Sotok simply knew how to use healing magic, so he made the decision to survive even if it took time. I thought I was doing it.

So the magic circle is-

In particular, the magic circle that was drawn in the air rather than being held on the ground-

Sotok's breath should have completely stopped and he should have 'disappeared' at the same time.

However, the magic circle was only half-complete due to Sotok's complete silence, but even though Sotok let go of his hand, only a trace of the magical power that he held with his finger all the way into the sky remained.

“Why? Why are you staying?”

Whether Hirem, who doesn't know why, expresses his doubts or not, time passes.

Sotok’s will is contained there.

After the first explosion, the giant Sotok did not die immediately.

But he was clearly dying.

With his stomach pierced and a hole in his chest, he was aware of the flow of the world before the second explosion occurred.

And then I realized.

That he would die right here and now.

So he didn't try to leave any regrets.

Even if I had to die here, I decided to die and achieve the purpose I came here for.

So he prepared a spell.

A giant's magic used in an urgent situation.

The magic was not magic to heal his body, nor was it magic to harm the humans who attacked him.

The magic he used was,

The magic I wanted to use from the moment I originally decided to come here.

A magic prepared in honor of the death of Tetragrammaton, a close friend and nemesis.

This is a spell he cast with the intention of leaving his friend's grave neatly tidy even if he dies.

But Sotok could no longer raise his hand.

Even though he was suffering from pain, it was the secret power of the elves that attacked him who was drawing a magic circle in the end, and the second attack by the human that led to his death.

Quaaa

The two explosions that occurred in his chest ended the giant's life, and his heart was scheduled to stop beating after about 10 more beats.

And at that moment, Sotalk,

I realized that I could no longer complete the magic circle.

So he expressed his will.

To the two creatures he had subjugated.

One for the moon wolf, one for the grouse.

His will was not conveyed to the moonlight wolf.

The wolf had already been killed by Enin, and Sotok expressed regret.

However, the giant's will was passed on to the grouse that was still alive.

So Sotok smiled.

Even as he was dying, he was able to smile because he answered energetically that the grouse would take over what he wanted to do for his friend, the Tetragrammaton.

Pop-

Then Sotok died.

The heart pounding, which had about 10 beats left, did not reach the 10th beat and stopped on the 9th beat.

At the same time-

The grouse moves.

“... Kaaac-!!!”

With the paladins,

With paladins,

A grouse fighting with thistle.

[Grouse Hresvelg]

A bird that deals with lightning mourns its owner's sorrow.

Grouse are born with congenital absence of wing tendons.

Unlike other members of his race who could change the movement of the air with their wings to hit lightning exactly where they wanted, Hresvelg failed to hunt every time because he could not properly handle even the lightning that he had to use like breathing, making him an outcast even among his group.

But the beast lived because of him.

Sotok, who was out hunting, killed other grouse pecking his fellow grouse and picked up Hresvelg.

Maybe it was out of pity, or maybe it was just a whim.

However, Sotok took great care of the ptarmigan, and so that he could handle lightning well, he personally asked the giant's blacksmith to attach a lightning-resistant chain to his body.

So Hresvelg was happy.

Even though he couldn't fly, he had a master who loved him, and he happily wore the heavy chains made for him.

So Hresvelg is sad.

The owner who was always stroking its beak died, and the chains it had grown accustomed to were broken.

so,

Hresvelg was furious and wanted to take revenge on his master and repay his favor.

Phuuk-

“Don’t you… defend?”

A Sahagi paladin felt uncomfortable as he stuck his trident in the foot of a ptarmigan.

The grouse was howling.

But it's not a cry of pain.

To be precise, there was a certain amount of pain, but it was not a cry due to one's own attack, but a cry conveyed as pain due to the feeling of losing something precious.

The ptarmigan no longer cared about his body.

He ignored whether the paladins and paladins attacked him or whether the reorganized Springfield's giant arrows were stuck in his body.

What you do instead is,

Fulfillment of the request that the deceased owner had given to him at the end.

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeek!!!”

Wooow-

At that moment, a miracle occurred.

The wings of a ptarmigan lack tendons and should not be able to spread properly.

At best, it is a wing that only wipes out the ground and blows away paladins and paladins.

Those wings-

The grouse spread its wings high in the sky.

Ttuk-tuk-tuk-

There was a sound of the grouse's shoulder blade being broken due to the abnormal movement, but the grouse did not stop.

As she forcibly spreads her huge wings, all the magical energy in the air begins to gather.

With tears and blood pouring from its eyes, the grouse began to take over its owner's will.

“Have you given up on the sky?”

Hirem immediately felt that control of the sky had returned to him.

At the same time, the magic circle floating in the air is redrawn.

Paaa!

Kiiing-

Half magic circle.

A magic circle that the giant was unable to complete.

The grouse is completing the magic circle with its dazzling light, the [Summoning Magic Circle].

“... Tsk!”

Perfect!

Hir'em quickly snapped his fingers when he saw that, but although all control of the sky was restored, there was no remaining magical power left to control the lightning.

So, everyone in the Knight's Hall, including her, and the people and refugees of the Deshade Church who had gathered in the plaza below Hirem's protection at the bottom of the hall, had no choice but to watch.

Right in the center of Tirna Nog.

A huge magic circle being completed in the sky in the middle of the city.

Soon the magic circle was completed, and at the end of it, the results that the giant and the grouse wanted to achieve began to appear.

[Spear of the End]

What was completed was the head of the spear blade that was being summoned very slowly from the bottom of the magic circle.

coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo

That's such a huge window.

A spear that Sotok created in the hope that one day he would fight Tetragrammaton again.

A spear created because it was believed that crossbows and spears modified from crossbows would not be able to kill the Tetragramaton.

However, after making it, I realized that it was too heavy and too large to be used as a small spear.

It was thought that it would be difficult to bring it directly, so the plan was to keep it in the warehouse and summon it with magic when needed.

At the last moment, Sotok wanted to use the spear as a monument to the Tetragrammaton.

Because it is the only window in the world that he created with only him in mind.

Even if you die,

He dropped it over Tir nog,

He was trying to remove the humans and complete his friend's tomb.

So people-

I had no choice but to despair.

Now the head has come out.

The entire body has not yet received the acceleration needed to be summoned and fall.

A magic circle was drawn high in the air, and by human standards, a spear was summoned from a place much higher than Sotok's head, which stood on a snowy mountain.

However, when the people in the square saw the scale of it, they thought they could never escape, and they despaired.

Except for one person.

“... Is that so? Is this my first trial to be born again as a true saint? Deshade, Asmodeus.”

Among the countless faces of despair looking up, the face of a succubus with only one resolve was reflected on the blade of the Spear of Doom.

        
            Astesia raises her head and looks up at the sky.

Instead of the dark clouds that had been shooting out lightning just a moment ago, there was a huge magic circle spread out in the sky and a spear being summoned from there.

With Sotok falling and the magic circle, all the clouds cleared, allowing everyone here to witness the spear.

[Spear of the End]

There was no need for Chang to figure out the meaning of the name.

It was that intuitive, and I could immediately see what Chang was trying to achieve.

It is not a window made of magic.

A window that has physical substance.

A window so huge that no other word can be compared to it, with an overwhelming mass.

The magic circle is merely an auxiliary device for summoning such a window.

'Even if I erase the magic circle now, it's too late.'

If it were the same type of barrier, it might have been possible to destroy the phases of Asmodeus' Villa by overlapping them.

However, if it is a magic circle, Astesia has nothing to do.

Even if it were possible to cause miracles like they did in the Forest of Illusion, miracles can only boost people's strength or break illusions.

There was no way to stop the spear, which was made of purely physical material, from sticking out.

So Astesia chose.

'For this, we will have to borrow the power of Asmodeus.'

In order to save all the people currently gathered in the square, he wanted to use the demonic magic latent in his body.

But at the same time, she had to figure out how to use her power.

'I could use the power of the villa, but how?'

There are two numbers that Astesia came to mind.

One is to summon and receive a part of the villa directly below the window that is currently being summoned in the air.

But Astesia immediately gave up on that idea.

In my mind, I see Asmodeus' face smiling at me with an embarrassed expression.

The first move she came up with was impossible.

Asmodeus' villa is not as big as you think.

Perhaps due to the nature of the Great Devil in Hell, it seemed difficult for even a villa to take in all the spears that seemed difficult for even the giant Sotok to handle.

So Astesia chooses the next best option.

'We could use the villa to move the people in the square. Although it may be impossible to send only a few people a day's distance, you can at least send them outside the city. ... It will be difficult to escape the aftermath of the Spear of Doom colliding, but if the castle walls become breakwaters, at least some of them will be able to survive.'

thud-

He strikes the iron cane hard and makes up his mind.

“Hwarim.”

“... Did you call me?”

When Astesia, who was standing on the fountain, called out to Hwarim, Hwarim stared blankly at the sky like everyone else and belatedly answered her.

“We will move people.”

“... Is it possible?”

“Yes. It may not be possible to take out the people in the entire city, but I think we can take out at least the people in the square.”

It's a close call.

Possibility and impossibility can only be roughly estimated because it has never been attempted before.

There are almost 3,000 people spread out across the city, so much so that it is questionable whether she will be able to transfer all of them by consuming all of her power.

Fortunately, Astesia was conserving her strength to be cautious until the very last moment, so the attempt itself came to fruition.

Even this is not a complete plan.

What Astesia wants to do from now on is struggle to avoid the worst situation.

If the spear hits the city directly, the city will be completely destroyed.

It will penetrate the ground for a long time, and even if the ground is incapable of earthquakes, an earthquake will inevitably occur.

So, the first thing to save is the people gathered in the square who are sure to be hit directly by the spear.

To avoid the worst, we decided to first get the people in the square out of the city.

However, just as it was a plan to avoid the worst, there are loopholes in the plan.

“However, if that happens, I will have to stay here.”

“What?”

“To move this many people at once, you have to concentrate in one place.”

Astesia scanned the entire square with her eyes.

Hwarim saw her gaze and could roughly guess the extent to which Astesia was trying to move people.

Slurrr-

At the same time, the devil's magic flows out.

Hwarim, who realizes that the magic power is the same magic power that he saw in the lord castle of the old Grace Castle and the overturned castle, urgently approaches Astesia and speaks quietly.

“Are you willing to sacrifice?”

Hwarim's arm was held so tightly that even Hwarim thought it was too tight, but Hwarim wanted to get an answer from Astesia even if it meant doing so.

“... No. I have no intention of making sacrifices this time.”

“So, what are you going to do? Have you thought of a way out?”

“I have to get out. There is no way to come up with it yet.”

Only after hearing the answer did Hwarim realize what Astesia was trying to do.

There was no suitable method yet.

However, Astesia is trying to do what she can right now.

The little succubus did not put her thoughts of sacrifice in her mouth or heart this time.

I made the best decision by putting in as much effort as I could and even thinking about the possibility that a miracle might happen, even if I regret it.

So the first thing he did was move a lot of people out of the city, and left it up to someone to help him find a new way out, a miracle, or something else.

“... Stupid child. It’s okay to think of yourself first.”

“... I'm sorry. But this is the path I have chosen.”

Hwarim reprimanded Astesia, but Astesia's will was firm.

In that case, there was nothing Hwarim could do.

Hwarim did not have the same power as Astesia, nor did she have a greater belief than that that could have changed her choices.

“... Good. If you think so.”

With nothing else to do, Hwarim got away from Astesia.

“... Thank you.”

Soon Astesia prepares to move the people.

“Huh? What, what is it?”

“Bar, the floor is turning black?”

This time it took time because it was a large-scale transfer.

A huge black blob surrounding the people in the square.

The moment everyone enters, the stain becomes a hole, connecting to the land outside the city and transporting people.

Aside from the fountain where she is standing, Astesia spreads out the black stain as wide as possible to include as many people as possible.

Meanwhile, Hwarim shakes her head.

If Astesia is doing what she can do, you can do it too.

But Hwarim felt weak.

'What can I do now?'

All she has is a sword worn at her waist.

This is a sword that was swung several times in the past by Legion Commander Helias Sain Tion, and as time passed, it left his hand.

Even that was not something she got herself, but was just a sword brought to her by Lee Rim.

So Hwarim is even more-

It felt like there was nothing.

'Thistle and Ennin faced a monster. Peria That child must have taken Winnet and headed out of the castle by now. Aila, that child became Lee Rim's opportunity, and Astesia, this child wants to become the believer of the church. 'Then what do I have?'

Kuuk-

My chest feels tight, so I pull my collar and put pressure on my heart.

'What can I do here and now with the depth of field I've been cultivating throughout my life?'

She came to feel that depth of field was meaningless.

Simdo is everything to himself and his connection with Lee Rim.

However, such depth did nothing when it reached the current situation.

I also tried choosing one of the two swords.

He tried to sharpen the sword that could kill people, but even that was put back into its sheath by Yoo Hae-jin himself, by himself falling in love.

So it felt like even the sword had left.

There was someone he loved, but he had nothing to show for it.

'And then you were only thinking about protecting others.'

While helplessness surrounds the body, Astesia's magic is being completed.

The moment the last person within Astesia's conscious awareness enters the range of the stain, the stain will turn into a hole and send people out of the city, including Hwarim.

Then for a moment,

'no. 'No.'

Hwarim realizes something.

'Why are you thinking you can't do it without even trying?'

Tduduk-

Hwarim raised her head.

The head was lowered more and more with helplessness.

He raises his head so fast that he hears a sound in his neck, opens his eyes to the limit, and looks at the window in the sky with four hundred eyes.

'It's a strange thing. I'm giving up before I even try. 'I think everything is impossible without even trying it.'

The window was huge, but Hwarim thought it was just a 'window'.

In the end, I too am just a weapon.

'There is a beginning for everything. There are limits to everything. But the first exists for the sake of the second, and the limit is an arbitrary boundary set for those who will one day overcome it.'

Hwarim speaks out loud.

“Hwarim. It's just that you've never cut down a spear that size, but that doesn't mean you can't cut it down. In the end, that too is just a weapon. Unlike the others I've cut down so far, it's just a little bigger.”

“... Hwarim?”

Whether Astesia has any doubts about Hwa-rim's sudden change in appearance or not, Hwa-rim's words continue.

“It was a foolish identity. In order to reach a certain level, you must know what your limits are. But why didn't I realize that the opposite could be true, that there could be things that I couldn't break because of the limits I set for myself?”

“Hwa, Hwarim. Now slowly-”

Just before Astesia uses her power, she urges Hwarim.

Above the fountain is a place that Astesia intentionally left behind.

In order to prevent the transfer from failing, the location where she was standing was excluded, and Hwarim is still standing next to her.

“Depth is my limit. I realized this until I died fighting Aela, but I still had a small pride and thought that I had to combine the rest with the depth of field. Foolishness was the wall that was blocking itself.”

“... Ah!”

Pot-

In the end, Hwarim was unable to fly out of the city with Astesia's power.

Immediately after the countless people standing on top of the stain disappear, Astesia grabs Hwarim's collar.

“Woe, Hwarim! Why didn't you move?!”

ping-

“Ugh...”

Because I used up a large amount of magical power in my body, I developed anemia.

Astesia gets angry at Hwa-rim for a rare occasion, and when she gets dizzy and is about to fall down, Hwa-rim catches her.

“Ah, thank you... Ha, but-”

“It’s okay.”

“Yes?”

Astesia, who has adjusted her posture, looks up at Hwarim.

At that moment, Astesia felt her mood change.

'You were submerged in the water just a little while ago?'

The thing that appears on Hwarim’s face is a smile.

She smiles and looks at Astesia.

“Astecia.”

“Yes, yes.”

“I sent Eila and swore that I would watch over you.”

“That... I see.”

“So, I will keep the oath I made to her and the oath I made to myself.”

“Uh, what do you do?”

Astesia couldn't think of any other solution so far, so she asked back.

Then Hwarim looks up at the sky again and says.

“I’m going to bell.”

“... Yes?”

“If it’s that window that threatens us. Just cut it. It's a simple method.”

“...”

Astesia opened her mouth at Hwarim's answer and was unable to give any answer.

To that extent, her answer was lacking in specificity and credibility.

But for some reason, I trusted it.

“... Can you really, really do this?”

So, instead of saying that it was impossible, Astesia stopped by asking her opinion one more time, and Hwa-rim answered by stroking Astesia's head without taking her eyes off the window.

One day, to Lee Rim, by always saying exactly what he said.

“It’s not about whether you can do it or not.

I have to do it.

Because if we don’t do it, we’ll all die.”

        
            What you see when you look up at the sky is the result of the magic summoned by Sotok and inherited by the ptarmigan.

It's a magic that simply summons a spear, but it's a spear that clearly feels like it can't be handled, even if the spear is Sotok.

Such a spear is falling from the sky to the ground.

To be exact, it hasn't fallen yet.

A magic circle drawn too high in the sky.

'I wondered why they drew a magic circle so high up.'

This was the question I felt as I ran to the giant following Eila's words, but I was wrong in thinking that no matter what kind of magic he was casting, if he killed Sotok, the magic circle would disappear, and in the end, we would not be able to see the magic he was trying to cast.

In order for all windows to appear,

In order for the spear to gain even the slightest acceleration and pierce the ground,

In order to summon a huge and long spear completely in the air,

The magic circle had to be drawn that high.

What is summoned like that is-

[Spear of the End]

'What do we do?'

As soon as I looked at the window, nothing came to mind.

As soon as he was resurrected, Sotok once again lost his magic power with the help of Aela, leading to his death.

The place where it was later resurrected was the coffin carried in the church's carriage in the dormitory.

This happened because Aila brought one, but the other one was in the dorm.

I thought the giant was definitely dead, so I ran out of the lodge, thinking I had to run to where Thistle was and kill the grouse.

Then I discovered-

The head of the Spear of the End, floating in the sky and in the process of being summoned.

'If that thing falls, everyone will be annihilated.'

Are earthquake bombs a separate thing?

Is meteorite a separate thing?

Here, the spear held by Sotok, the giant of giants, can produce power similar to that of Sotok.

It can destroy cities, turn the earth upside down, and send people flying in its wake.

Destruction, and death.

The weapon that can satisfy everything is that spear.

So I think we have to stop what comes up.

I didn't choose any means or methods, and there was nothing that came to mind in the first place, but I thought it had to be stopped to protect everyone.

But if you have a problem-

'too far.'

I was far away from the center of the window.

“... Fuck.”

Of course, you can clearly see where the spear is aimed.

It was a square where Astesia and people gathered.

But after a while, I felt relieved.

The presence of Asmodeus could be sensed in the black stain that continued to widen on the floor, which meant that Astesia had already found a way to evacuate in preparation for the giant's spear.

But that too was short-lived.

Swish-

“... Huh?”

The people in the square have clearly disappeared.

But the only thing that disappeared was the citizens.

“... Why are you staying?”

What caught my eye was the appearance of two people remaining in the middle of the square.

One was Astesia, and the other was Hwarim.

'We'll have to run away quickly.'

There was an idiot standing there unable to move, and that was me.

Maybe it was because my body realized that it was already too late.

It may have been because I realized that all I had to do was watch what would happen from now on, and that it was inevitable.

but,

The moment I tried to force my legs away, thinking that I still had to move,

There was something that caught my eye.

“Hwarim?”

That was Hwarim, with Astesia behind his back, glaring at the spear in the sky and aiming his sword.

-------------------------------

“Astecia. What do you think future generations will tell you?”

Hwarim asks Astesia, who is close behind him.

“I don’t know...”

As expected, there was no good answer from her.

But that was enough.

After hearing Astesia's voice, Hwarim confirmed that there was something there that needed to be protected.

“Yes. I have no choice but to not know. Because it won’t be compressed into one.”

Sereung-

Hwarim took action.

“You could say it was reckless. You could say it was a reasonable choice. You could even call me a crazy person. I would be happy to be called a warrior, or if I fail, I might be called the one who killed myself.”

Tong-

I threw the scabbard on the floor.

Hwarim vaguely felt it.

That the sword I was holding in my hand would no longer be able to go back into that scabbard.

“However, many people may say various things, but if it were me, I think it would be good if it were conveyed this way.”

Hwarim felt determined to feel the popularity coming from behind.

“A mere human has finally become human.”

That ended the conversation.

Astesia bent down as much as possible so as not to disturb Hwarim, and Hwarim straightened her body a little more and faced the sky.

'You really are a kind child, to be with such an idiot.'

It is a bonus to express my gratitude to Astesia for never leaving me in my heart.

Of course, it could be said that it was because even if he left, it was already too late and he had no choice but to die, but Hwa-rim knows Astesia as well as I-rim, so if there is a miracle for him to survive, it can happen with Hwa-rim's back. I feel like I stayed because I believed in it.

Therefore, Hwarim's sword boasts a spirit that has never been achieved before.

With determination,

The person who is determined to protect believes in him,

Someone you love is watching you.

‘Are you watching? Lee Rim.'

Hwarim felt Lee Rim’s gaze.

'I have lived under an illusion until now.'

Even though he couldn't see it because he held his neck upright, he felt that Lee Rim was watching him.

'I thought that the Moodles who were defeated by me had no further value. I felt that the swords of those who challenged and defeated me as a seal had no value.'

So, I decide to show off smartly.

'But then I wondered what would become of me. Even though I already have the depth of field that I thought I had reached the end of, I became impatient and reached my limit.'

This time things were different.

There was nothing to hesitate about anymore.

Unlike when using a sword to kill people,

What I will show Irim from now on is Hwarim’s pride.

'So, I will find a breakthrough not in the depth of field, but in the moods I defeated. I will look back on everything and find my true self.'

Pot-

Just then, the magic circle disappeared.

The summoning of the spear has completely ended, and now it looks down at the earth from the sky with only its own weight.

“So watch until the end. My growth as I decided to stand in the same position as you.”

Now the sword and spear faced each other.

However, to other people, one side no longer looked like a window.

That's a bird aiming its beak to devour humans.

A bird soaring with wings of overwhelm and intimidation.

It is a bird that will soon peck down, putting an end to the history of a religious denomination.

Hwarim took a stance towards the iron bird.

...Wheee-

Acceleration is quick.

The overwhelming mass received no help or propulsion from anyone, but with only its own weight and the power of gravity, it far surpassed the speed of the arrow fired from the archery in less than a second.

“Rachal.”

thud-

Hwarim also did not sit still.

'corruption.'

In an instant, I entered a state of double concentration and glared at the window.

'Some of the things I'm going to write from now on are my first time using them, so I shouldn't make any mistakes.'

[Sahaeng] was created.

Aila took a step further from the edge of death, creating an opportunity to stab the dragon with her spear.

When Hwa-rim saw that, she thought it was reckless, but now she is doing the same thing that Aila did.

'It's the same thing whether it's a meandering as a supplementary method or a meandering in a situational way.

I, too, have taken Astesia as my own hostage and am now in a position where I cannot back down. so-'

“If you fail, there is nothing more embarrassing than that!!

This is the sound!!!”

The sword and spear clashed together with a sound.

What comes to mind is the season used by warriors who pointed swords at them during the sealing era.

[Pseudo-God Sword -Astronomy-]

The first to be shown was the final performance of the arrogant challenger who had said that he had reached godhood.

Ga-ga-ga-ga-gak!

The sword wielding secret energy withstood the anticipation of the sharply forged Spear of the End and shaved off its tip.

'Now is the beginning.'

[Sura Festival -Je-]

The second thing he swung was the secret weapon of a madman who was covered in blood and challenged him.

Quad deud deuk!

Everyone saw him as a madman, but only Hwarim noticed that the last sword he swung was his final secret technique unleashed from his bare mind.

'It's less than 10%. However, it is true that my sword is reaching.'

[Immediate participation in the life and death of a thousand people]

The third is the secret story of a Taoist who said that there is nothing in this world that he cannot cut down.

Cheer up!

I was able to overcome this much by using a seal sword that Hwarim was told to use in times of emergency instead of the safflower that he had learned during his days as a seal master.

'Is it not enough to break all the spear blades yet?'

[Beast of the Dead]

The fourth is a secret story performed by a beggar-like swordsman who came with dozens of cats.

Kaaaang-

After the sword that made a clear sound disappeared, the cats settled down all over the temple and made noises of resentment towards her.

'good night. All the spear blades were cut off.'

The spear blades forged in the giant's forge with four swords disappeared.

Kagang-

Tong-

Coo coo coo coo coo-

Pieces of steel were cut, torn, split, and shattered by Hwarim's sword and flew to the sides of her and Astesia.

Puzzle-

With that alone, your arms are already at their limit.

However, Hwarim did not stop.

The blade of the spear had only been cut, and the Spear of Doom still had its body.

[Damage Heo Dam Sword]

A swordsmanship was performed that made a ghostly sound.

[Criticism – Drama 1-]

I used a technique that says if you swing three times you will go crazy.

[Red extreme radiance]

He swung a sword that removed everything except red.

[The one who stands alone]

An extreme stab that can only be used in a stationary position was unleashed.

[Slashing the Void]

The swordsmanship of uncovering falsehoods and revealing the truth unfolds.

'lack. The body is thick, unlike the spear blade.'

But it lacked speed.

The spear approaching at a faster pace than the cutting foot.

Even though Hwarim had reached the point of transformation, he felt imminent.

so-

I decided to go beyond my limits.

thud-

[Drew]

A state where one can rise further from the state of deformation.

This is the final stage of self-reform.

When a situation arises where Hwarim needs to take it really seriously, it is also a level that can be barely reached with a probability of 3 ri.

Unfolding it as it is is a dispersion of consciousness to increase the number of hands that are lacking.

[Separate swords]

Even though he only wields one sword, he divides his consciousness into two stages, so he thinks of the next technique before one technique is finished.

From then on, it just continues to recreate the past.

[Thirteen characters]

[One piece of reform]

[meteor]

[False Fang]

[Causal Connection – Station –]

[The petals are cut nine times before they fall]

[Gaksalshinwi]

[Coloring night characters – blue and red –]

[Yawanggun]

[Maehwaheodong]

[thunderstorm]

[Sasan Fairy Tale – Jin-]

[Investigation, Prosecution, Prosecution, Prosecution and Probate]

[Changing the Emperor]

...

I swung every sword that came to mind.

Everything is the past that Hwarim left behind.

Everything Hwarim remembers is death.

These are the skills that Hwarim inherited from them after killing those who challenged him out of greed, staining his hands with blood.

Whether they wanted it or not, they took over the legacy of the person they killed and made it their own, remembering them.

But it wasn't enough.

Clang-

'this-'

The sword that did everything was broken.

Whether it was coincidence or necessity, Hwarim had demonstrated all 341 secret techniques, hocks, and misfortunes that she remembered.

The sword Helias once used is a famous sword, but there is only so much it can do.

Hwarim, whose sword is broken, throws away the sword handle without delay.

However, there is still a little bit left.

Actually, there is about half left.

Even after pouring everything into it, only half of the spear pole was cut off.

Half of it was cut down, but only half remained.

But there is no sword.

however,

Hwarim did not give up.

Even though she threw away the sword handle, she didn't think the sword was missing.

'... I see. A sword doesn't have a fixed shape.'

The swords that Hwa-rim wielded were not originally his.

Everything originally had a separate owner, and was demonstrated using the weapon that owner was holding.

However, Hwarim was able to swing the same sword as they did even though the shape of the weapon and body shape were different.

“The important thing is not what you swing, but what you try to cut.”

Hwarim confidently raises his sword in a space that feels slow.

Astesia clearly witnessed the scene behind Hwarim's back.

Hwa-rim's hand is holding a sword, even though he threw away the broken sword a moment ago.

Hwarim also felt that there was a clear sword in his hand.

That's not an intangible sword.

It's not even the level of unity between the gods and swords.

Not only was it not a miracle, but it was also not something that deceived the rules of the world.

To give strength to the sword,

Hwarim says.

- Shaking is evidence of wandering.

Repeated concerns were not repaid.

However, I will not consider it a failure.

The answer was already there.

I just wandered alone.

The ripe fruit was within me.

It was overflowing, but I didn't notice it.

Without even knowing it, I resented and blamed myself.

The whereabouts of meaningless sadness were scattered into the sky.

The reason was because he was arrogant.

The path I have walked so far,

Because I thought I had overcome everything and had no reason to look back.

So I will wake up from my dream.

I will stand up to make tangible dreams come true.

Everything dissolves into shadow.

incompetence and

Mistakes and

Stressing down your stubbornness.

Atonement for arrogance

Seeing through lies

Correction of the lesson

I will make it happen here and now.

Isn’t there an answer?

Isn't it overflowing just by looking around?

Humans made umbrellas just to block the rain.

Tableware was made just for eating.

A sword was made only for cutting.

So me too –

I will create a sword that can only prevent the end.

[Creation Sword]

A sword for one thing and one thing only.

Unlike techniques wielded in the name of pretentiousness, this is a sword created at that moment for only one purpose.

A sword created by Hwarim who wanted to cut down the Spear of the End, and was made only to cut down the rest of the Spear.

The price was just taking the shadow.

Humans in the world have simply been replaced by swords.

[Sword that cuts the end]

Hwarim swung the sword.

It was different from just a moment ago when I swung it thousands of times in an instant.

The sword was light and strong.

[End to end]

Cheok-

The 342nd sword swung like that cut down the spear.

Ignoring the length and mass, I split the remaining half of the spear in half.

Slurp-

With that, the sword disappeared again.

Hwarim swung his empty hand and struck the sword.

After that-

Just leave it to the two of you.

“The rest is,

Please.”

“Hwarim did a great job!”

“... It was cool.”

Irim and Aila are each standing on a building on either side of Hwarim.

[Erg Dearside]

[Star Cluster]

Aila swung her spear, and Irim poured out his sword.

Kwahiah ahhh!

The remaining spears were smashed, breaking into pieces and falling into the city.

Hwarim looks up at the sky.

Now there was nothing in the sky.

There were no clouds, no magic circle, or the Spear of Doom.

Only bright sunlight,

The smile of Hwarim, who found her own sword, appeared.

        
            The fight is over.

To be precise, the disaster was averted.

The Spear of Doom ultimately failed to penetrate the center of Tirna Nog and disappeared.

Hwarim cut it down, and Aila and I completely destroyed what was left with only the last piece remaining.

Debris hit the city's buildings, and the ground barely escaped the earthquake caused by the impact of an overwhelming single mass.

Of course, the grouse remained.

“Kaaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeuck!!!”

Flash-

Gurgling rumbling-

Rumbling-

Ahhh!

A ptarmigan that continues to shoot out blue lightning without ever getting tired.

I don't know when the limit will come, whether there is a limit in the first place, or whether the grouse, angry at the death of its owner, is shooting out lightning while eating away at its own lifespan.

I don't know anything else, but one thing is certain.

Even when Sotok fell and the Moonlight Wolf fell, Hresvelg did not lie down.

Geojo, in the form of a small bird, killed three paladins, hundreds of paladins and priests, and wiped out the choir, but did not die with numerous wounds on his body.

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeek!!!”

Coo coo coo coo coo coo-

“Don’t back down! This is the last time!”

“Open the way for the Apostles and Paladins! It's over soon!”

Grouse led his huge body from the temple and continued to push away Thistle, the Paladins, and the Paladins in order to get closer to the fallen corpse of Sotok.

At this point, not only we, but also Rugal, are starting to think that the other person might be immortal.

However, although the ptarmigan clearly has her limitations, it seemed clear that she continued to put off death, using anger as her driving force.

'In fact, it seems like he's getting bigger.'

Even though parts of its body are being cut and blown away by Thistle's claymore, the weapon of the Springfields and Paladins, it feels like the grouse is getting bigger and bigger.

Then, the moment the grouse witnessed that the end that the Spear of End was trying to achieve was aborted, she made her final move.

The last action of a grouse who lost its owner, lost its friends, failed to keep its will, and was on the verge of handing over its own life to its enemies.

Buuk-

'...Self-harm?'

The grouse's actions of puffing out its thick gray fur and forcing everyone to step back were enough to make humans panic.

Pump-Pump-Pump-

Sigh!

The bird started digging into its chest with its sharp beak.

Patter-patter-

Blood and flesh fell off, but it didn't matter.

The grouse ripped open its chest, then stuck its beak into the chest and pulled something out from near the heart.

“... That! It's a jewel of lightning!”

Gripping- Gripping-Jigji-

Eila tells us that it is the heart of a grouse.

Hresvel A body organ that exists solely to deal with lightning.

Adventurers want to get their hands on it and spend their lives whining about it, and wizards want to get their hands on it in order to explore the primordial lightning that is close to the essence of the world.

But the reason no one has tried it until now is simple.

The Lightning Jewel is difficult to obtain even though the paladins, priests, and paladins in front of you are doing their best, and the jewel gathers all nearby lightning and destroys itself as soon as its owner, Hresvelg, dies.

I dig it, I dig it!

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeek!!!”

“... Damn. Are you aiming for mutual annihilation here?”

Grouse's intentions were clear.

Now that everything is over, the thought of taking at least one more human in front of me, even if it means sacrificing my own life.

“... Evacuate! Evacuate!!!”

“Get away from the explosion! Everything is fried!”

“I will prepare defensive magic immediately-”

“That’s not even a possibility! That's Hresvelg's final lightning! It’s impossible unless the Queen is here!”

Therefore, the Paladins and Paladins, who no longer needed to confront each other, retreated.

But they couldn't retreat far.

“Tch... too fast!”

Although the Lightning Jewel is not as powerful as the Spear of Doom, it has an explosion range that can fry and kill people who saw it reach its critical point no matter how quickly they tried to run away.

Therefore, the gems quickly reached critical mass, and people had no choice but to look at the gems and despair.

Except only one person.

“... Is that your choice?”

Cooung-

Phuuk-

Thistle stomped his foot loudly and planted the claymore on the ground.

The front line of the paladins and priests.

Even at the moment when even the paladins retreated, they instead stepped forward and took their place.

“...”

At the sight of this, the members of the Rugal Church ran away in a panic, but soon came to their senses and crouched down as much as possible to position themselves behind Thistle's back.

Thistle, which has protected countless lightning strikes so far, and the claymore she holds as a holy sword given to her by God and forged by her as a holy sword.

[Spell Breaker]

This is Thistle's absolute protection, as he blocked numerous lightning strikes on his head that stunned and killed even the paladins throughout the fight against the ptarmigan.

“Hresvelhe. If that is your will, I will listen to it.”

Thistle opens his eyes and looks at the lightning gem that the grouse is holding.

I dig it!

The critical period is over.

The lightning was now overcharged and ready to shoot blue lightning in all directions, and Thistle tried to protect the people behind him by using all the divine power he could and finally praying to Deshade.

The moment when the two forces were about to collide -

A voice was heard.

To be exact, a voice that belongs to the type of resentment.

It came from in front of Thistle and the paladins, from beneath the ptarmigan's feet.

[The frontier army's duties are not over.]

Thump-

“Caaeae liquid?!”

[Even if we die, we will punish those who cross the border under the banner of Mohadorn.]

[Punish. Cut to death. Press down to death with the weight of duty.]

[If you don't have a weapon, bite. If it has no teeth, scratch it to death. If it doesn't have claws, just stare at it and kill it.]

[Stayers. Mohadorn has arrived. To fulfill their duty, the dead came back alive.]

[So please watch until the end. This may be our last time, but we will remain faithful to the end.]

While he is momentarily taken aback by the voice coming from the grouse, Thistle, who was confronting the grouse in front of him, also becomes nervous at the sudden occurrence.

Kuuk-

Wow-

Tutuk-

Tuk-

Many hands began to catch the grouse.

They leapt out of the ptarmigan's shadow.

“Is that... the Margrave’s flag?”

A paladin recognized the patterns drawn on the armor of the people sticking out from the shadows and shouted.

The Margrave's Coat of Arms.

I've heard that too.

The borders of the empire are basically managed by various margraves, and because they are in charge of patrol and defense of the border, they have a military power greater than that of ordinary nobles.

But the people holding the grouse now were not living people.

“Blue eye glow, is it a curse? No, I don’t think it’s a curse?”

“Whatever it is, are you an ally? It's attacking the ptarmigan.”

“Did you come running as a commander? The army of the Margrave of Mohadorn. As I heard, you have great tenacity. Thanks to this, untimely reinforcements arrived.”

“But how did so many people become commanders?”

“That sword... is clearly the Margrave's sword. So, does that mean that the person swinging the sword most fiercely right now is the head of the Mohadorn family? How can you look like that...”

Looking at the Paladins' reaction, it was not a common occurrence.

At the very front, a knight wields a sword that emits blue light and stabs the grouse mercilessly.

From the looks of it, he, who was presumed to be the commander, as well as the soldiers and knights who were stabbing the grouse with spears, had already died once, and their eyes were emitting blue glow instead of eyeballs.

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeek!!!”

The grouse had a lightning jewel in its mouth, so all it could do was make sounds with its open beak.

It swung its claws and wings, but those attacks were useless against those who were already dead.

Those who had weapons were stabbing the ptarmigan with their weapons, those without weapons were biting off the feathers and flesh with their mouths and hands, and those without bodies were gathering together and trying to crush the giant grouse with their weight and somehow make it lie on the ground. I'm doing it.

The legs were wrapped and invisible, the torso was suddenly pierced by numerous weapons and covered in a mountain of iron, and even the last head disappeared with broken arm bones and nails embedded in it.

Holding, holding, holding, holding -

In the meantime, the lightning gem was about to explode, and just before the final explosion of blue lightning, the reanimated corpses gathered at the center of the gem, the commander of the revived army that was crushing the ptarmigan raised his sword high and shouted.

[House of Stayer and Lord Mortis, please look at us. The Mohadorn family carried out their orders until their death.]

Immediately after, the Lightning Jewel follows the established procedure -

It exploded.

I dig it, I dig it!

Gurgling!!!

Kwaaa!!!

Wow!!!

Dead bodies are scattered.

A storm of lightning that was compressed into one point and exploded.

Its power was halved by the army of the dead but resurrected margrave, who crushed the grouse and piled ceaselessly on top of it.

“... Everyone! Bow down!!!”

Hold on!

The remaining lightning struck Thistle, the paladins, and the priests.

The four paladins, as if they were confident in their anti-magic defense, stepped forward and used their wings to counter some of the lightning that Thistle was supposed to catch.

Thanks to that, there were no casualties.

Passs-

The explosion was instantaneous.

Clink!

The lightning gem erupted for about 5 seconds with a flash of light, a loud noise, and enough lightning to send a numb sensation even to those of us who were far away, and then shattered.

and-

The moment the Margrave Mohadorn's troops dispersed into the air,

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

...Tap!

Ingrid appeared before my eyes.

“... Ingrid?”

In front of everyone, including me.

In front of a fallen grouse.

In front of Thistle, the four paladins, and the paladins.

Ingrid stood tall in the midst of the Margrave Mohadorn's troops and lions.

“Army of the Margrave of Mohadorn. You certainly did your duty.”

Ingrid was holding a book.

That's a black magic book.

It was a magic book that she always carried hanging from her belt.

And now she was unfolding it.

“But this Ingrid. I think it is too precious for your strength to end with just one sacrifice.”

The magic book began to glow.

Swish-

When she throws a book into the air, the letters in the book start screaming.

... Crack, crack, crack!

The letters collided with each other, crumbled, and began to draw a new magic circle.

“So, I will take you all away for a moment.”

As soon as Ingrid finished speaking, the Margrave's army began to be absorbed into the book.

People couldn't say anything because they didn't know what was going on.

Lihere's Witch Hunter suddenly appears.

And the armies of Mohadorn began to be absorbed by her books.

Although it was a situation where there were questions about the resurrection of the dead and no answers, Ingrid appeared and acted like a person who knew everything and took care of things.

So Rugal's Paladin, the four paladins, and we-

It was the moment when I was about to open my mouth to ask that question.

“And you can just forget about this.”

match-

Ingrid clapped her hands.

Then I started feeling dizzy.

At the same time, memories become distorted.

“Really, you were great. You guys dealt with the grouse Hresvelg with ‘your own’ power.”

Kdukduddduk!!!

The letters in the magic book begin to separate at a faster rate.

Following Ingrid's gesture, all of the Margrave's army was absorbed, and at the same time, people's memories, including mine, began to become distorted.

and-

“Now, enjoy your victory.”

chin-

The moment Ingrid closed the book, Mohadorn's existence disappeared from everyone's memories.

        
            “... Oh, shit. My head hurts.”

“Ugh... I see. Is Lee Rim okay?”

“It’s not that good... maybe not?”

I stand up with Aila, covering my head with a severe headache.

The explosion created by the lightning gem was beyond imagination.

It would have been really dangerous if 'one of the five paladins hadn't sacrificed himself' at the last moment.

'The Paladin went directly to the source of the explosion and covered it with divine power, so its power was halved. 'Thanks to you, I survived.'

As a result, those of us who were a little away from Sissul ended up losing our minds for a brief moment, and Sissul survived the aftermath of the explosion unharmed, although her clothes were quite scorched.

“... Is it over?”

A paladin reaps the divine magic he was continuously unleashing.

Everyone checks the situation.

Sotok, a giant whose heart has stopped.

A moon wolf lying in the middle of the city.

At the end, the grouse who tried to take us all by burning his life.

Until the Spear of Doom was completely shattered.

Now there seemed to be nothing that could be a threat anymore.

Among the numerous enemies that had ravaged the city, there was now nothing alive.

We were victorious over Sotok, the giant of giants, and his beasts, 'without any outside help, just by the men of Tir you Nog'.

“... I won! I won!”

“Sotok has fallen! Sotok, the giant of giants, has fallen!”

“Moonlight Wolf is dead! The grouse is dead!”

Waaa-

In reality, there may still be threats that we have not noticed, but we may have shouted that it is really over because we sincerely hope that there is no such possibility.

Still, even though I always assume the worst this time, I didn't think any more enemies would appear.

“... Is this really the end?”

“It would be nice if it were over.”

“I can’t even use my strength anymore...”

“... If something comes out again in this situation, I'm not going to lie, whatever it is, I'm going to kill it, roast it, and eat it!”

The shouts of people can be heard all over the city.

It was the shout of a paladin, the shout of a priesthood, the voice of a paladin, the voice of joy of knights-errants, the citizens who climbed the walls, and the nobles who stayed until the end to help us and ensure the stability of the people.

We fell to our seats while listening to their shouts.

Aila leaned back against Astesia, and I leaned back against Hwarim.

Sigh-

When I lie on my back, I can feel Hwarim’s body temperature.

Incredibly hot body.

It had to be that way.

The swordsmanship that Hwarim used to cut down the Spear of the End was something I had never seen before, but one thing was certain: I felt that each and every one of them was originally a swordsmanship containing the life of a warrior.

So, I tried to lower the body temperature of Hwarim's heated body with my back, which was a little cold since it had just been resurrected.

“Irima.”

“... Yes.”

Hwarim’s voice is heard.

Since their backs were to each other, their faces were not visible.

“Did you see it well?”

“Yes. saw. Without exception.”

“That is my true self. These are the people I have killed, and all I want is more. And I dare say I reached that point a little while ago.”

“... Yes.”

“So let me ask you. How was it?”

Hwarim’s emotions are conveyed as she asks the question.

Hwarim showed everything.

That was life, but it showed the faces of countless people he had killed.

He did not stop there, but used them as a stepping stone to realize the truth and achieve another growth.

However, what Hwarim wanted to say was not to ask for the growth achieved in the end.

Since he showed me the entire series of processes and his life, he asked me about my feelings as I witnessed it.

“It was like Hwarim.”

“What do you mean?”

“Perhaps Hwarim never hesitated to deal with those who came against her.”

“... That’s right.”

“That’s why it’s like Hwarim. The Hwarim I know is someone who always swings his sword without hesitation, is happy or frowns at the result, and is sometimes flattered and sometimes unconvinced depending on whether he wins or loses.”

“Well, did it look like that? I don't remember showing such a harsh side...”

“Hwarim said that? Even when I was-”

Swish-

Perfect!

“Ouch! Hwarim is real! That’s not right- Eup!”

While Aila was speaking, Hwarim intervened, and Hwarim picked up a piece of stone nearby and threw it hard.

Ayla was unable to avoid the stone and was hit hard on the forehead for a moment. Astesia, who had read the atmosphere, covered Ayla's mouth, preventing her from saying anything.

“... Now, let’s leave.”

Astesia dragged Eila away from the square.

It was a bonus that he raised his fist at me at the end and told me to cheer up.

“... Hmm, hmm! Anyway, keep trying.”

Hwarim's face was probably red.

That's no reason for me to stop, though.

“... So, in my opinion, Hwarim's appearance just a moment ago was the same as the Hwarim I knew. Hwarim has been having a lot of trouble recently, right? I kept looking at my own thoughts and was intimidated even around other people.”

“... That’s right.”

“Yes. So, I was really relieved to see Hwarim's performance a little while ago. Because I felt like I was back to the Hwarim I knew.”

When Hwarim heard those words, Hwarim’s shoulders slumped a little.

Is it because it wasn't the answer I expected?

I thought maybe so.

But my answer isn't finished yet.

“That’s why I came to like Hwarim more.”

“... What?”

Hwarim’s sagging shoulders rose again.

Maybe it was because I hadn't heard what he said later, but I thought I had to say it clearly because he was expressing doubts.

So, he turned back and turned Hwarim, who was sitting, to face him directly.

Whilick-

“What?!”

'Ah, I heard this correctly.'

However, when Hwarim turned around, her face was already red.

He probably heard what I said clearly, but his reaction seemed to be that he didn't hear it properly.

Perhaps because he lost all his strength, he bent his knees and wrapped his arms around his legs.

I release Hwa-rim's arms, hold Hwa-rim's hands together, and convey my feelings.

“Hwarim. I like it.”

“What, what-”

“I also like Hwarim. Since Hwarim told me that she likes me, I wanted to tell her how I feel.”

“Thank you, but your face is too close-”

“Still. I always liked Hwarim.”

“Ugh...”

“I hope my feelings can be conveyed honestly to Hwarim. I have never disliked Hwarim. Hwarim was the first warmth I encountered when I came here. There's no way I could hate Hwarim like that, right? So, when I say that I have liked Hwarim, it means that I have come to like it even more than I did from the beginning.”

“Ah, I understand. So-”

“So please don’t run away. Look me straight in the eyes and answer me. Like I said, tell me the story that Hwarim told me in front of Clayzen that day, straight in front of me, not behind my back. I will like Hwarim no matter what she looks like. So, I hope Hwarim doesn’t feel ashamed of herself. I hope that Hwarim, who I like, will convey those words once again in the way I like.”

“Ugh...”

I look into Hwarim’s eyes.

Hwarim’s hand, which I was holding, shrank.

My fingers were bent and there was no longer any place to run.

His face was red to the limit, but he couldn't even turn his head as I was holding his hand and keeping him from escaping, and he was staring at me intently.

In the end, Hwarim gave up.

He confesses to me while being held tightly so that he can't go anywhere.

Uninhabited island,

Teacher too,

Not even a companion,

As a woman.

“... Lee Lim.”

“Yes.”

“I like you.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t want to fall.”

“Yes.”

“I always wanted to be by your side, so I got impatient.”

“... Yes.”

“That’s why I couldn’t calm down. Because you have become a great man now, you have not relied on me.”

“It’s not like that. Because I believed that Hwarim would always be with us, I was able to move around with peace of mind.”

“... Really?”

“Then.”

“Am I the girl you want Lee Rim to stay with?”

“Of course. I like Hwarim.”

“... Do you just like it?”

“... I love you too.”

“As a woman?”

“... As a woman.”

“In the relationship between men and women?”

“Then.”

Hwarim relaxed his arms.

She says, putting her arm around my shoulder.

“... Will you be with me until the end?”

“I don’t know where the end will be, but I’ll be with you.”

“... Phew, that's an uneasy answer.”

Hwarim bursts into laughter, and after a moment, speaks quietly.

“It is winter for me. Will you be the spring?”

“... What is it? That?”

“Confession style where I lived.”

Hwarim was smiling.

At the same time, he hugs my neck tightly as if telling me to answer quickly.

If that's how she wants it, I'll go along with it.

Anyway, what I am trying to do with my heart is that it is an unchanging heart.

“It will be spring. Spring with winter. Even if you try to let go, it will be a season you can never let go of. I will be your warmth.”

“... Thank you.”

Just like that, Hwarim closed her eyes and kissed me.

I also place my lips on hers.

A woman like winter.

The first time I met her, she was cold.

But once you open your heart, you can see that there is warmth in that coldness.

Winter is definitely harsh.

But there are also warm days.

I discovered that warmth thanks to Hwarim.

For me, who already lived in a place colder than winter, the winter in Hwarim was warm from the beginning.

Because of that warmth, I have been able to endure without collapsing.

So now we face that winter.

She was fierce and difficult to approach, but if you look closely, she is just covered in pure white snow.

In fact, on the inside, she is a pure white snowy woman who has never once allowed her feelings to anyone.

I leave my mark in those snow marks.

Just as spring does at the end of winter, I left my mark by embracing the snow.

        
            Rugal's main school, Tirner Nog.

The city suffered damage close to destruction.

Fortunately, Rugal is a place where the giant Sotok approaches at an unbelievable speed, so even if the giants were to break through the Margrave's strict border, they would have to walk for several days to reach it.

Unless something unexpected happens, Tir nog does not have to fear the return visits of other giants in the future.

The gates were smashed, some of the walls were collapsed, and only three gates remained in Springfield, which formed the main axis of the siege, but there was no need to prioritize defense.

After hearing all the news, Camellia made a quick decision.

As soon as the news spread that the Margrave's army in charge of the border was annihilated, Princess Camellia requested a large number of personnel from several nearby knights, three magic towers, and the Red Purge main school and sent them to the empty border.

In this way, the border defenses were strengthened again, and all that was left was to deal with the events that occurred in Tirna Nog.

Rebuilding the destroyed city was surprisingly simple.

[In the name of Rugal's plenipotentiary representative, Paladin Lord Aleph, I request urgent help from the Steyer royal family. We ask for the support of the magic corps to help us move the giant's body and the procurement of relief supplies from nearby cities. Please extend a helping hand to Rugal, who has served the empire.]

[The Steyer royal family will never forget their friend Rugal, who defeated Sotok, a difficult problem for the empire. The emperor's representative, Camellia Shaden Steyer, will accept Rugal's request. I will send the Blue Rose Witches and Akasha Wizards, and I authorize the use of all of the 4th Legion's stockpiled supplies stored in warehouses in nearby cities.]

The corpses of the Moonlight Wolf and the Grouse were disposed of by the surviving members of Rugal on their own, and since the Rugal Church is also a religious order with enormous financial resources, the donations accumulated in the warehouse were generously used to speed up reconstruction when urgent matters arose. The momentum was accelerated.

Aleph's quick orders were given for the remaining matters as well.

“Trace down the dragon Curios, who participated in the knight's festival while hiding his identity, and catch all the people involved who brought false information to the 1st Prince. Along with the royal family and Rugal, catch those who told lies that deceived the entire empire. I will pull out my tongue and hang it on the castle gate to restore the fallen status of the first prince.”

On the surface, Curios' identity was clearly revealed to be a dragon, and his body was never identified.

Although Aleph and I were convinced that there was a high probability that Curios had died, it was clear that information had been manipulated.

Therefore, an order was given to capture the masterminds who had used the 1st prince's mouth to insult him by conveying false information to him.

However, the fact that Curios and the Three Heroes were pieces of God's vessel needed for the incarnation ceremony was not made public.

'Princess Camellia will make the decision.'

In this situation, rather than having Rugal itself collapse by announcing that all of these events took place in an attempt to descend another Rugal to the earth, Aleph, who joined hands with us, will firmly establish a support base from within Rugal from now on. It would be better to leave it at that and gradually try to tighten the people involved in the incarnation ritual.

Also, a deep suspicion arose in this case, so I couldn't treat it more carelessly.

Stendhal, a paladin from Rugal's tribe, was strangely murdered not in the battlefield but in a remote part of a city far away.

At the time of discovery, Stendhal's body was in a state where there was not a single drop of blood, and no other bodies were found at all.

Therefore, what is floating around among the paladins and priests is-

Strangely enough, distrust of the Red Purge.

Some paladins and paladins began to suspect that Stendhal was assassinated by the Red Purge, citing the fact that the Red Purge's messengers were driven out after wandering into all corners of the city and into unauthorized areas.

'It was said that Rugal and Red Fudge had a particularly bad relationship. Thanks to Lihier, who has become a weak church, the Empire is in a situation where the two churches, Red Purge and Rugal, are in a final battle. There were many parts that clashed with each other, and it was natural for them to be mixed into the noise.'

Although Hirem Brigade, the Saint of the Red Purge, fought alongside Sotok, there was no official announcement of it.

As our church was in the middle of a fierce battle, we all showed our faces to the people of Rugal, but the people of Red Purge did not come down from the knight's hall to guard the saint, which led to even more repulsion and suspicion. I wanted to.

“Well, since our denomination is not under suspicion, I don’t want to pay any more attention to it.”

Anyway, I laid down on the long wicker chair with peace of mind that everything was really over.

When I lie down on a chair with gaps in between, I feel cool as the wind blows through it.

“Whoa... This is a break.”

Two days after Sotok's attack.

One day, everyone in the city came forward to clean up the remains of the collapsed building, but from then on, Rugal said that only through our own efforts could we regain some of the prestige that had been lost due to the giant attack and the large number of casualties. went to rest at the hotel.

'Thanks to you, I think it's the first time since I came to Rugal that I can stretch my legs and lie down.'

It seems that the material of the lying long chair was called rattan.

As I was lying down on a cool chair that had the same feel as rattan, but because it was from another world, the fundamental part of the material was slightly different, and anything beyond that was the domain of scholars, Feria came to visit.

“Oppa. What are you doing?”

“Resting.”

“... That's all?”

“That’s it. Or do you have something else to do?”

When I turned my head and looked at where Peria was standing, she looked at me as if I was pitiful.

“... Ugh. Even though Rugal said they would take care of it, are you really just staying quiet?”

“Huh? No?”

“It’s not that it’s impossible, but it’s not that there’s absolutely nothing to do.”

'Of course it is.'

Somehow, I felt like I had time to relax.

The bishop of the Deshade denomination must move again today.

“Yes. What should I do?”

“We are preparing to hold a simple memorial service jointly with the Priests of Rugal and the Red Fudge Church.”

“... Ah.”

“There is no need to make a big city just because it is a mess. All you have to do is go out and stand. It is said that saints recite requiems.”

“Yes. Even though it is a temporary funeral, it is a funeral. I guess I should go out.”

After hearing Peria's words, I quickly get up from my seat, get dressed, and go outside.

Astesia and Thistle were nowhere to be seen, probably because they had already left due to preparations for the memorial service, and the others were also nowhere to be seen.

“... When did everyone leave?”

“Well, actually, I quietly went out to tell my brother to rest. Enin said that he was responsible for the destruction of the city and that he would clean up the remains of the residents' homes before leaving the city. Hwarim and Aila went early in the morning to take a look around the city... and before we knew it, Raines had left and was nowhere to be seen. You’ve been getting around really well these days, huh? So, there was only one person left in the dorm.”

“I was alone? It was somehow strangely quiet.”

“No. Oppa and Winnet, two in total.”

“Good morning.”

As soon as Peria finished speaking, Winnet's voice was heard from behind.

Winnett had one arm wrapped in a splint and was draping it around his neck, waving one hand in greeting.

“... Did you break your arm?”

I was so out of it that I didn't even know Winnett's arm was broken.

Yesterday he seemed to be fine, but it looks like the injury was worse than I thought.

And I really had no choice but to not know that.

“No. This is just a joke. I tried it once.”

Purr-rrr-

The arm wasn't broken.

As soon as Winnett unties the string tied behind his neck, the bandage and splint fall helplessly to the ground.

“I woke up after sleeping for a whole day, and since there was no one there, I decided to get some attention.”

“... I feel sorry if pranks are like that. If I had told you that Curios of Black Flame resided in your arm, you would have looked at me with pity.”

“I’m too old to do something like that. It's true that it's a bit stiff there, but... ugh... ”

Winnett puts his arms behind his neck and stretches with all his might.

Looking at that scene, Winnet said something that she couldn't say because she was sleeping all the time.

“I’m glad you look okay.”

“Huh? Ah... yes.”

“And, thank you.”

“... Heehee-”

Winnet risked everything against Curios at my request.

This incident may have involved a lot of things, including things I don't know, but in conclusion, I think that our church is all alive now because Winnet accepted my request and gave up his true feelings against Curios.

If Curios had been unimpressed by the fight with Winnet and had decided that humans were lower beings after all, the fight between Sotok and us would have been quite different.

'If that's the case, there's no reason for him to sacrifice everything for us, and if he had dealt with Sotok in his normal form, he might have died without any significant results. If Curios hadn't decided to protect humans, he wouldn't have let me and Aleph ride on his back.'

Winnet stretches again as he thinks of Curios, who showed his ability to transcend dragons at the last moment.

“Keuuu! Somehow, I feel like my body has become a lot lighter since that day.”

“Are you feeling light? How?”

“Hmm... It feels like I'm floating. Is it because it depleted the soul?”

Watching Winnet chatting with Peria, I feel truly grateful.

“Are you ready? Then let's go. Winnet, are you going too?”

“... Yes. I guess I should go and stand for a while and then come back. Among the knights, there are some familiar faces.”

Afterwards, the three of them walked to Tirna Nog's square.

Originally, it was a memorial service that did not need separate preparations because there was a temple for Rugal, but since Hresvelg did not fly with its chained body, it came down sweeping the ground, so the temple was completely destroyed to the point where it seemed better not to use it. .

So, the place where the memorial service is held is the city square where the most people can gather.

When we arrived, many people had already gathered.

Knights and travelers gathered from all over the empire to watch and participate in the knightly festival.

Nobles who gathered to scout for knights.

Even the residents who have lived in Tirna Nog from the beginning.

Just today, a group of female nobles from Clayzen, who came dressed in black dresses with red handkerchiefs tied only to their wrists, probably to signify mourning clothes, and the Marvelous One, who had been looking for Curios right after the fight, also appeared in the square.

Everyone looks at the altar gathered in the middle of the square.

There were many objects placed on the altar.

Starting with flowers, there are various items that appear to be keepsakes, and items belonging to knights-at-arms whose relatives have not been found.

All the objects to commemorate the dead were gathered together to form a mountain.

Looking at that scene, I can feel how many people have died.

Two saints stand in front of him.

One is Hirem Brigade, a saintess of the Red Fudge Church,

The other one is Astesia, who serves as a saint of our church.

The two saints walk forward in unison and join their hands in front of the altar.

The first to recite the requiem is Hir’em.

“Many people died.”

“Several people left us.”

Looking at Astesia receiving the words, it seemed like the two people were taking turns in continuing the requiem speech.

“Many dreams have been abandoned.”

“There were dreams that did not yet bloom.”

“The giant has come. Gods of Red Purge.”

“The end has come. Deshade.”

“He took countless lives.”

“They changed countless hopes into despair.”

“The beasts laughed at humans-”

“-Their sharp snouts devoured humans.”

“But we didn’t give up.”

“I held on and held on, believing that there would be a miracle in the end.”

“What we saw was a ray of hope.”

“The miraculous power that announces that it is not yet time for the end.”

“However, this time, I will tell the gods of Hir’em Brigade and Red Purge that the light is a light created by humans.”

“Deshade. It was a human miracle created by those who died passing it on to the next people one after another.”

“So we want to tell the dead.”

“I want to convey this to those who gave us the opportunity to live.”

“Because of your sacrifice, humanity has overcome another crisis.”

“Your death will be passed on by those who survive.”

The two saints knelt down at the same time.

Then light came down from the sky and enveloped the two.

The two close their eyes and deliver human prayers to the gods.

““This is why it is raining. Gods. Please convey the hearts of the people here to the dead.””

Paat-

At the same time, the items on the altar began to disappear.

All the objects that the dead person had, or were placed to commemorate him or her, disappear.

In the meantime, everyone is praying.

Each in their own way.

Some people pray, while others simply fight.

Winnet next to him is clenching his fist and pressing it to his forehead in the manner of Red Purge, while Thistle is reciting a prayer while pressing his sword between his eyes.

Seeing that, Peria glances at me and says quietly.

“... What are you going to do, brother?”

We are both members of the Deshade denomination, but since there is no common prayer method among the denominations, it didn't matter what we did.

So, after much deliberation, Peria said she would follow me, and I told her my method.

“I won’t do anything.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t think it would be a problem just to watch one person leave.”

The method I chose was to keep my eyes on the disappearing objects one by one.

“... That’s not bad either.”

After hearing what I said, Peria chose the same way as me.

Kuuk-

I pull on my sleeve and look at the altar.

“It wouldn’t be bad if someone made an effort to remember that I was in this world instead of praying to God at the last moment.”

The memorial service, which was simply held, ended successfully.

        
            “Aila. How are you?”

“Huh? Uh...”

“Looking at the reaction, it looks like it’s not that good.”

“Uh, yes.”

“Yes. Then I'll have to look for something else.”

Hwa-rim chose a green hair tie from a stall and showed it to Aila and asked her thoughts, but Aila made a reluctant face and gave Hwa-rim her honest impressions.

“Then how about this?”

“Uh... not bad, but-”

“But?”

“... Isn’t it so cute? It might suit Astesia. Hwarim’s weapon is that adult feeling.”

“... I see, as expected. This type might not be good for me.”

“Yeah, right?”

This time, Aila gives an honest answer to Hwarim, who is holding a pink wooden headband carved in the shape of a flower.

'It's already the 10th.'

Aila, who continues to express her feelings to Hwarim, is now filled with discomfort.

‘Hwarim smiles. It's my first time seeing you smile. So much so that I get chills. 'Oh my gosh, my face is so pale.'

Aila glances at Hwarim’s profile as she chooses a hair tie.

“Hiik-”

“Why are you doing that?”

“Ah, no, hehe-”

“That’s right, that’s right. You were enjoying yourself too much. Since it's already been a long time, please choose one too. Accessories have quite a few positive effects. It is said that there are cases where a person's impression can change just by wearing a hair tie.”

“Sir, I’ll decline! Rather, Hwarim, I’ll go over there for a moment!”

“Hmm? Is there anything else you wanted to see? If so, I'm sorry. I guess I was wasting too much time. No need to go alone. I'll just choose between the two and stand up-”

“No, no! Because it’s okay! huh! Hwarim is choosing it here! I’ll be back soon!”

“...? Why am I so out of it today? ”

Aila walks away and enters an alley, leaving Hwa-rim who doesn't know what's going on.

“Ugh... Hee hee hee hee I thought I was choking to death! It feels like my head is standing up! What? What?!”

Aila took a moment to exhale as hard as she could and rub her trembling arms as if they were getting chills, and without realizing it, she was crouching down on the stall and stealing a glance at Hwarim's profile, who was still smiling.

“... No. Even so, the face of a person who normally looks like a ghost has lost its expression like that?”

Aila went out to the streets early in the morning with Hwarim.

The white sword and the sword of Helias were damaged.

Both weapons reached the end of their lives after being abused to the extent that soft-hearted people who at first glance thought that weapons contained life would find it pitiful during the series of battles at the Knight's Festival and the fight with Sotok.

The fate of a weapon is fate, but that does not mean Hwarim and Aila are people or elves who cannot forget the weapons they used before and are filled with sorrow, like people with a slightly strange head.

A tool is just a tool.

Since the two would soon be leaving Tir no Nog, they decided to look around the city and find the next weapon that would suit them as much as possible before leaving.

The roads paved by the government are flat and there are quite a few soldiers patrolling them, so they are safe, but that does not guarantee that wandering demons who have lost their way somewhere will not attack you.

So, the two thought it would be a wise choice to obtain weapons in a city where close to a thousand Holy Knights were stationed and where knights of the side often visited.

'So I went out to look for a weapon, but I got caught wrong. 'I should have lured Raines to come over.'

However, what I think is Aila's first mistake of the day is that Hwa-rim dragged her to the market just two days ago, and she and I-rim got into a good mood and confirmed their feelings for each other.

For Aila, it was a good feeling that Hwa-rim's constant complaining was finally resolved by conveying her feelings to I-rim, but she never thought that seeing the person she loved so close would feel uncomfortable.

Above all, although she always had affection for Aila, at the same time, she couldn't stand the sight of Hwarim, whose usual expression was cold, lifting up her pretty hairbands and smiling.

This is Hwarim, who used to say that hair ties are simply used to prevent one's hair from being caught when swinging a sword or being caught by an opponent.

“Phew... Will the Hwarim I know come back in the future?”

While thinking about that, Eila was taking a breather in the alley.

“It would have been great if he had always tried to avoid being noticed by people like that.”

“... Huh?”

Right next to Aila, from the shadow of the wall cast because the sunlight had not yet risen in the very center of the city, a figure walked out and spoke to me.

“They are of the same race. I came to return the weapon.”

“... Ah! Did you leave that window behind?!”

“... Don't call me uncle.”

“All uncles are uncles! Thank you! Uncle!”

“... It's going to turn.”

Eila unpacked the baggage on her back and handed it to the man in front of her.

Sreuk-

“... As expected, it’s neat. Even though he was the next Guardian, it looks like his skills haven't rusted.”

“Because it wasn’t mine! I lost some strength!”

“Do you have common sense?”

The object wrapped in cloth was the spear that Eila had wielded.

The man who took off the hood was an elf with pointy ears like Aila.

The person who left the [Guardian's Spear] in a conspicuous place around Eila at a critical moment without anyone noticing was an elf man who had been living in Tirna Nog disguised as a human and opened an herbal medicine workshop. .

“It is called Ananimas.”

“I am Aila!”

There is only one elven forest.

The two are trending.

As soon as the two finished talking, the man complained to Aila.

“Why do you go around without knowing your identity?”

“Hmm... I don’t really need to cover it up?”

“Whew... But that's still true. The rumor spread so much. Elves are originally beings who live in the forest. To humans, it must feel like a fantastic existence until they see it in person, especially-”

“I know! As there should never be any diplomatic involvement, it is 'recommended' to keep your identity hidden even if you are working outside the forest. Right?”

“... You really knew, but you went around without hiding your identity.”

Frown-

The man, who saw Aila winking, pressed his forehead with his finger as if it was giving him a headache.

Aila, seeing this, casually asks what she was curious about.

“But why did you help me?”

“... Because there was a reason for that.”

“Ah! Is it because you also have affection for the humans here?! So you moved with the thought that you had a friend like me and had to protect it?”

The man was silent for a moment and then answered the truth.

“... That is absolutely not the case. It was because if I didn't stop Sotalk, everything I had built up as a pharmacist in this city would all return to zero. It was just coincidence and coincidence, understanding and understanding. I happened to be living in this city, and coincidentally, the village asked me to repair the [Guardian Spear], so I had the spear in hand, and at the same time, I was troubled by the rumor that there was an elf who was believed to be a 'former guardian candidate' running wild at the knight's festival. I lent it to you because I was sick and felt like you were in a crisis where you truly needed the window.”

“... Thank you! Thanks to you, I really survived!”

After hearing the man's answer, Aila bowed deeply and expressed her gratitude.

This much was sincere.

It was just a coincidence of interests.

Still, Aila decided at that moment that the man in front of her should bring her the spear, so she was able to save the people of the church.

“... Greetings are done. Because it's just a matter of protecting something precious to each other. I protected the things I cherish, and you protected the things you cherish.”

The man said and put his hood back on.

However, as he was about to turn into the alley again, he remembered that he had something to say to Aila, so he turned his head slightly and said.

“Oh, that’s right. This is a message from the forest.”

“... eh?”

The message from the forest is not a story from an individual man, but an official message from the druids to Aela.

Because of that, Aila couldn't help but feel nervous for a moment.

As expected, Aila used a spear.

As it is vacation right now, using a sword or bow is not a big problem.

But windows are different.

The elven spear, and the spear technique used by Eila, is a spear that can only be used by elven guardians.

For that reason, the man in front of him also had a spear in his hand, but he did not want his identity revealed among the humans, and above all, he was a person who had never received the guardian education that only the chosen ones can receive, so he held the spear in his hand. Since he couldn't swing it, he left it to Aila instead.

So, Aila wonders if this man had already told her after witnessing the use of a spear against Curios at the Knight's Festival, so she quickly makes an excuse even before hearing the man's message.

“Still, I didn’t do anything like a real guardian?! The only thing I was holding was a short spear! huh! Of course, I showed it in front of many people, but it wasn’t even an official technique! huh! It was inevitable that I would use the technique in front of Sotok! Right?!”

In response to the hastily made excuses, the man this time rubs his face with his palm and sighs.

“... Phew. I know he didn't want to get scolded, but I didn't say anything about it. Of course, the rumor will spread and one day the story will go into the forest. do not worry. At least what I’m going to say from now on has nothing to do with that.”

“... Then I'm glad.”

Fortunately, contrary to Aila's worries, the man's business was a completely different story.

Aila is a little relieved and after she is ready to listen to the man, the man speaks quietly.

“The angel moved. Refrain from showing your face.”

“... What?”

It wasn't a reaction due to poor hearing.

“Angel? Seriously?”

“... That’s right.”

“Not Cheon Ik-jong or something like that? A real angel?”

“There’s nothing you can’t understand that you don’t believe. For us, the existence of angels is something that only the Chief of the Druids and the Queen are aware of. But I definitely said that.”

The man said he had said everything he needed to say and gave Aila one last request.

“Keep in mind. From now on, don’t be hasty in revealing yourself to the world. Because an angel might come to visit.”

“... Okay.”

The man disappears and Aila stands quietly there and recites what the man said.

“Angel. An angel?”

angel.

To be exact, an elf angel.

Even as Aila, she is someone I have only heard of in fairy tales.

Aila remembers the stories her older sisters told her when she was young.

[Aila. Elves are beings who brought down gods. By bringing down the god we served, we became stronger than any other race of the same type.]

[However, in this world there is no power without a price. Since we were the ones who brought God down, it was natural that we would become angry at those who were close to God.]

[That's an angel. The angel who connected our priests and royals to God has turned into our enemy.]

[That's why we live in this deep forest. Unnoticed by angels. Until the angel forgets his own name and falls asleep forever. It's 19, 199, 1999, and they're hiding in the forest. Do you understand? Aila.]

“... I didn't know that was a real guy.”

To Aila, the sisters who told her these stories thought they were just stories made up to prevent young elves from innocently running out of the forest.

That's because until now, no one had treated stories about angels as playful jokes, and no elf had taken them seriously.

“... If this is what the druids said, it would be good to keep it in mind.”

So, unlike usual, Aila listened to the message deeply in her mind and headed out into the alley, thinking that she should go back to see Hwarim.

However, before that, following advice, I demonstrated camouflage magic in an alley, having stopped using magic to hide my appearance recently.

“... But let's wait until later to go back to the forest. There's just one danger, but it doesn't mean it's going to come to me right away!”

As soon as you turn around the alley, what you hear is the noise made by numerous people.

The sound of people clearing away the remains of collapsed buildings.

Since the knights they scouted have died, people are busy trying to sign a contract with someone new.

Even the person at the top runs around looking for the owner of the collapsed store, knowing that he will suffer a loss if he somehow fails to achieve the purpose of his visit to the city.

“Hwarim! I’m back!”

“Ah, are you here? I'm sorry. All business has been completed. So... how are you?”

“... Yes! It’s pretty!”

Passing through the crowd of people, Aila loudly called out to Hwarim.

“I think it’s okay? Irim would like that too!”

“Uh, uh... I guess so? As expected...”

“... Hehe, it would be better to control that face a little though!”

“Hmm? A face? What do you mean by my face?”

“I don’t know what state Hwarim is in now, but she was walking around smiling all day today?”

“What, what?! Really?! Are you serious?!”

“Yes! Why do I lie about things like this?”

“Ugh... Then you should have told me in the morning!”

“... Ah! that! That face! okay! This is the Hwarim I knew!”

“What does that mean?!”

“It’s okay, Hwarim! Now, the Hwarim I knew has returned! Hahahahaha!”

Two women bickering and shouting with a volume that no one can match even on a noisy street.

The two started walking to find the next store without even lowering their voices, and people's eyes naturally turned to the two 'humans'.

And another visitor also passed by the two people and without realizing it, looked back at the two people who were naturally attracting a lot of attention.

However, the visitor's attire was a bit unusual.

Although the season is slowly getting colder, it is clearly not the time to go out yet. A woman wearing a furry hood.

Of the two people whose beauty and loudness drew attention, the woman looked directly at Aela and said to herself.

“... I felt the energy of an elf, but was it just my mood?”

Thinking that she had guessed on her own, the woman turned her head again.

At that moment, the wind blew and briefly lifted the woman's hood, and the woman quickly adjusted her hat and walked forward.

A woman's head that appeared briefly.

At the end of it were long, elf-like ears that were unusual for humans to see, but were visible until Eila passed by a moment ago and covered them with magic.

And floating above its head was a halo, which had a distinctly complete shape, unlike that of the Cheonikjong.

        
            “So, if I lose the bet, I lose and I will pay the price no matter what, is this correct?”

“Yes. That's right. I am none other than Hirem Brigade, who holds the position of a saint who can be said to be the face of the Red Purge. No matter how vague the ending may be, you must keep your promises in order to maintain the trust that comes with the name Saint. So, Bishop. Please hurry and tell me what you want.”

“No, no matter how much you say it, it’s too sudden...”

'Rather than that, I just want to ask you to get out of the dorm quickly, but you probably won't listen to that, right?'

Hirem is looking at me with a benevolent smile, with one hand on his chest.

Although I can't hide my irritation at Hir'em's words, I try to be as polite as possible in my words.

“Still. Don’t we also have times of worry? I think it would have been good if you had at least given me some advice before coming.”

“The reason I have no choice but to come to you so suddenly is because the bishop might try to run away without completely completing the beginning and end of the gamble?”

“Isn’t that usually meant to mean that the person who won in gambling should not run away from the person who lost? This is the opposite case.”

Slurp-

“The tea tastes good.”

“... Eat a lot. Ugh-”

He narrows his eyes and looks ahead, pondering.

Drinking tea in front of me is Hir'em Brigade.

She is a saint of the Red Purge, and at the same time, she is a woman who persistently adhered to our church and took a gamble, and was ultimately defeated.

But even though it was Red Purge who clearly lost the gamble, it was me who was being pressured by the fight.

Halo, a halo with a broken ring on one side, appeared to flicker the moment I savored the taste of the tea, as if the intensity of the light varied depending on my mood.

'For some reason, I thought the path back to the dorm was the same as ours.'

Immediately after the memorial service was over.

After clearing the square, we set out on our way back to the church's lodgings, and for some reason Hir'em's group also followed us.

At first, I just thought that the accommodation we had in the city had collapsed, so we had to find accommodation somewhere else, and it happened to be located in the same area as the accommodation our church had stayed in.

However, just as I entered the dormitory and was about to have lunch and discuss the future plans with the members of the church, Hirem naturally opened the door of the dormitory and came in.

From then on, the situation has been one of sitting at the same table as me and begging to see the end of the gamble that he started, including the payment of the price.

As I was pondering for a bit longer because I had no idea how to get rid of such a thing, Hirem, who had finished drinking half of his tea, opened his mouth.

“I learned it from Cardinal Comondor.”

“... Cardinal?”

“Yes. Most of the people in charge of my education were high-ranking priests of the denomination, and one of them was a cardinal. The Cardinal once taught me that once you start something, see it through to the end at all costs.”

“... Then you can't do it. Putting aside whether or not I really heard that story.”

I looked at Hirem with suspicion for a moment, but when I saw the Red Purge people who followed Hirem moving around busily, but without making any noise, I thought there was nothing I could do.

“So, what does Bishop Lee Rim want?”

“I want it...”

Hirem looks burdened with sparkling eyes.

I pretend not to see those eyes and think about it.

'If we put it originally, what we got at the end of the gamble was to grant any wish within the scope of what Hir'em's status as a saint can accomplish.'

As I slowly moved away from Hirem and looked behind me, I saw the Red Purge Church attendants looking at me with eyes full of sorrow and anxiety.

They are probably afraid.

'There is no one courageous enough to stop Hir'em, and even so, it is the upper limit of the category of wishes that can cause serious trouble if the church is asked to just watch her run wild.'

To be precise, I can see on his face that this time it will be me, not Hirem, who is afraid.

'Feria said. Rather than asking the other church for an unreasonable wish and taking advantage of it and worsening our relationship, I suggest that we give Red Fudge a favor by replacing the wish with something else.'

For now, I think I should follow Peria's instructions and talk to Hirem.

“... For now, with that wish, I will receive the authority to rule the Red Purge's self-governance and a sacred object that only a saint can touch-”

As soon as I open my mouth, I see the faces of the attendants turning into contemplative ones.

“-I have no intention of doing so. How about replacing it with something else? In the future, Red Purge will provide assistance and advice on events that our denomination needs.”

Phew-

A sigh of relief can be heard from several people as soon as the words are changed.

Tingling-

As soon as Hir'em turned around, all the attendants turned their gazes and were unable to specify anything, but Hir'em gave off an aura telling me not to disturb him for a while, then smiled again and answered me.

“No.”

“... Yes?”

“If you were thinking of making me back down to that extent, I will tell you that you are mistaken.”

Hirem flatly refused.

“Hmm... But what we need right now is manpower and knowledge.”

I didn't lie.

We are going to get busy from now on when we return to the parish.

“There were many deaths. In Rugal, several paladins died, and many knights of the rogue also died. Therefore, Princess Camellia will let us take charge of the graves and funerals of those who died this time. It will be a first for our denomination.”

Although we only found out after everything was over, we had unintentionally reached a time when Camellia could exercise the authority that had been entrusted to the Church of Deshade.

As this is the first event, there should be no mistakes, and it is true that we would like to seek advice from other denominations and ask if there is a better way to welcome those who have died.

At the same time, I thought it was the best way to replace Hirem's wish.

However, Hirem easily destroyed the alternative I presented.

Rather, they hugged it and demanded the next one.

“I will help you with that as a friend.”

“Yes?”

“Bishop Lee Lim is a friend of mine. Isn't it true? It's natural to help your friends when they ask for help. So let's just help out as a friend and now let's go back to the gambler.”

The expressions of the attendants behind her changed again to look like they had eaten a spoonful of dirt.

While I was explaining it, everyone's faces looked relieved and at the same time they looked grateful that I had suggested a compromise.

“Now, so - hurry up and say it.”

‘Is it the origin in the end? No, I did get one.'

At this point, I thought that it would be much easier for the person who thought they had been bitten by a mad dog to respond.

Of course, it's obvious that if I really do that, problems will arise, so this time I think about it for a bit longer and then think of a good move and suggest it right away.

“... Right. Hirem.”

“Yes?”

“In Red Purge, two styles coexist.”

“Form? ... Oh, if you're talking about culture, then yes. We started by merging the northern denomination and the far eastern denomination. It can be said to be the only polytheistic religion in the empire. But why is that?”

I explained to Hirem as much as I could about our denomination’s parish.

“-So although some repairs have been completed to the abandoned houses, there are some that I wonder if they should be completely demolished. So, I would like to ask Hirem to build a house for the church. That too, in the style of the Eastern denomination that takes refuge in the Red Purge.”

“Hmm...”

'good.'

Hirem wonders if it worked well this time.

From what I've heard, I think Red Fudge, where I lived, would be a culture that combines Eastern and Western cultures.

However, it is only within the Red Purge Church that cultures are harmonious, and from a larger perspective within the empire, the lifestyle is generally based on the Middle Ages, and most conveniences are made up of magic tools.

'So, for a house to be built in the style of an Eastern religious order, the material costs are quite expensive and only Red Purge architects can do the work, so it is a wish that requires quite a large amount of money.'

What I want is not a mansion, but a modest-sized mansion, but since it is a rare request, I don't think even Hirem would refuse for this amount of money.

But as expected, Hirem did not take it easy.

“Hmm... It's okay...”

'I thought it would bother you.'

As expected, considering the upper limit of wishes, this seemed to be treated as incomplete combustion by her standards.

However, I figured I could get a definite answer from her by predicting this and adding one more condition.

“There is one more condition.”

“Oh my, what is it?”

Hirem, who had been thinking about it, looked at me as if he was really curious, so I told him the condition I had in mind.

“Hir’em, do you have something called Sabi?”

“Personal expenses?”

“Yes. Any emergency fund is fine, so it's not the church's public funds, it's personal property.”

“Hmm... I guess there won’t be any? The priests of our denomination pay a certain amount, although it varies, to lower-ranking priests once a month in the name of dignity maintenance expenses. However, I am not sure. The money I have used so far is mostly emergency funds or public funds provided by the denomination. It's been processed.”

'It's like a golden spoon.'

It is a bonus that I unknowingly complained about the gap between denominations.

“Then, let me tell you the condition you wanted to add.”

Let’s do “.”

“The entire cost of constructing or renovating the mansion mentioned earlier must be paid solely out of Hirem's personal funds.”

Sigh-

'good. Did you like it?'

Hir'em likes unusual things.

For her, gambling was a pleasure that could not be felt at all in everyday life, and she now knew for certain that all of Peria's special rules stimulated Hirem.

So, what I proposed was a condition that no one had ever proposed to Hir'em before, and it would not have been within the scope that I had imagined.

Although it is my personal opinion, I decided that if I were to pay for the cost of building a mansion with only my own money, it would be a fairly large expense, no matter how Hirem, so I would be satisfied.

“... Good. great! It's the best! This is an interesting penalty. Sabira... What should I do if I don't have enough money?”

“Of course, Hirem would have to cover it with the money he worked for somewhere else. Because the condition is ‘personal property only’.”

“Okay! I will accept it!”

Grumble-

Kkook-

'It's a surprise.'

Hirem roughly stood up from his seat and grabbed my hand.

The halo floating above my head tilted and avoided hitting my head.

“Oh, sorry, sorry...”

For a moment, Hir'em blushed, perhaps because he had done it without realizing it due to his heightened emotions, but for some reason he did not let go of the hand he was holding very leisurely, but instead moved it little by little, acting as if he wanted to feel something.

“Um, over there?”

“... Hehe-”

'Why is my breathing so rough again?'

That was when Hirem blushed and continued stroking my hand.

Quang!

Startle-

A plate separated the hands of two people placed in the very center of the table.

Although it was only a sandwich, it was struck with such force that it seemed as if it had the intention to cut off the hand, and because it was aimed precisely at Hir'em's hand, Hir'em withdrew his hand.

“... It’s lunch time now. The Saint of Red Purge was told by her attendants that she had to hurry back to the church today. So, I prepared food that is easy to eat quickly and on the go.”

A soft, familiar voice completely separated the two of us.

It was Astesia who put down the sandwich.

Astesia intervened by bringing him food, showing her hostility towards Hirem so clearly that anyone could see it.

'During the memorial service, the combination seemed good, but was it just my mood?'

Even I backed away a little due to the pressure, which was different from what I saw in the square a moment ago.

“... Oh my, I don't know who told me that I had to rush home, but I really appreciate you saving the attendants the trouble of preparing a restaurant suitable for me in a busy city. thank you A saint of the Deshade Church.”

“What. We have had a long relationship with the Red Purge Church in many ways, so it is an honor to be able to show them this level of favor.”

Not all smiles are the same.

If I were to give a name to the smiles that two people are currently making as they look at each other, it would be:

When I added the word ‘pretense,’ it came to mind.

“But, if you’re already having lunch, I don’t mind if I sit with you, right?”

“Sorry. Only people from our denomination are staying in the dormitory, and even though the dormitory is in good condition, the food storage has been destroyed. It is said that there was only enough food left to prepare lunch for the people of our denomination.”

“Oh my, that’s such a big deal.”

“That’s right. So, Hirem. Have a nice meal, and I think business is done, so let’s go.”

Sigh-

“Uh... huh?”

“Let’s go. Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Uh, that’s right. let's go. Astesia.”

After finishing speaking, Astesia wrapped her arms around me and forced me to stand up.

It is not semi-coercive.

Really forcibly, in the end, Astesia was a demon, so despite her soft appearance, she used quite strong force to lift me up and push me onto my back.

However, I was afraid that not saying hello at all would look bad to Hir'em's attendants, so I quickly said hello.

“Well, then Hir’em. Please be careful on your way back.”

“... Even the bishop. Also, I hope you don’t forget your promise to come as a ‘friend’ whenever I call you.”

“... Keep that in mind.”

'You mean a gambling friend, right?'

Hirem was not looking at me while answering.

Astesia and Hirem look at each other with intense eyes until the end.

The two people fought like that for a while, and it ended with them walking away, thinking that I had to move quickly to get away.

“... Astesia, are you angry?”

“... No. I was never angry at Lee Rim.”

As I walked down the hallway, I noticed Astesia's cheeks were unusually swollen and full of displeasure.

'For me, I thought it would be nice if we could share some information with each other as fellow saints, but I think that would be impossible.'

Even though Astesia fell away from Hirem, she continued to hold my arm tighter.

“The reason I’m angry is because of that woman.”

“Hahaha... Yes, yes.”

The two polar opposites didn't seem to have any signs of becoming closer in the future, so I held Astesia's hand and left the hallway, hoping that there would be no conflict.

...Papdeuk-

It was an added bonus that I could feel Hirem's eyes constantly looking at me and Astesia from behind.

        
            “So, you are saying that you will support our denomination without any conditions?”

“I’m glad you listened to me well. you're right. I, Claygen, as the leader of the Red Code, a fellowship organization, would like to support the Deshade Church. If we feel burdened by the world's perception of us, we can provide support in the name of our family.”

“I don’t understand at all why you provide such great support but don’t want anything in return...”

“The reason why I wanted to support you in any way is not because of a cause or anything like that, but purely because I was impressed by the performance you showed in the fight against Sotok. Please accept it.”

“Ah- Oh, don’t bow your head. Please!”

When Clayzen lowered her head, Enin quickly grabbed her shoulder and helped her stand up.

At that time, Lee Rim was negotiating with the saintess of Red Purge about the end of gambling and compensation at the outdoor table of the hotel.

At the same time, Henin was also being held in a store outside the lodgings by Claysen, the head of the Red Coat, a fundamentalist group.

'Really, I just came to pick up something I forgot, but why did this happen...'

Enin was clearing away the remains of collapsed buildings just moments ago.

He took off his church uniform, tied it around his waist, and put on a white t-shirt. He was in the middle of clearing away the stones that had crushed the building after the child said that there was something precious inside.

'what? That person...'

'Oh, that's right. Paladin of the Deshade Church.'

‘Was it a paladin? I heard that I am a knight commander.'

'Whatever it is? If you think back to the way he dealt with the Moonlight Wolf, he was someone who would be understandable in any position. 'But what are you doing?'

'It looks like you're trying to clear the rubble of the building for the children.'

'Wasn't that an orphanage?'

'You'll be right. A few days ago, I saw the orphanage director and the children coming out holding hands.'

'... Where did the director go?'

‘I’m lying down in the temporary aid station set up by Rugal. They said he didn't die, but that his arm was broken after being hit by debris from a building. 'It's going to be a bit difficult for a while because I'm running it alone and I'm an older person.'

'...'

'...'

'Well, since I have some time left, I should help out too.'

'That's good. The Knight's Festival is over and we haven't even received a contract offer, so it wouldn't be a bad idea to make use of some of the time we have left.'

‘You said you were going straight to the east? 'I heard that it's time to get a really interesting request, so I'm going to do it?'

'... Dude, what's the problem with being late by a day for people like us who don't have anyone looking for us? It's noisy, so hurry up and help.'

Four knights passing by nearby.

They approached Enin and offered to help him, and Enin happily accepted their help.

And the work did not end there, and continued to lead to the gathering of many people, including other knights.

Afterwards, another group of people appeared to watch it.

'... Look, butler.'

'yes. young master.'

'How about recommending that we hire that man over there as our family's voyageur?'

'That person was excluded from the list of candidates because you thought his skills were a bit lacking.'

'I know that, but seeing him take the initiative to clean up the wreckage when the rider he had already contracted with was dead makes me think that he is not a person of bad character. And what is your skill? Won't it improve even more someday?'

'Then I will answer that it is not a bad decision.'

'Good.' Okay, then go ahead and-'

'Just so.'

'hmm?'

'Wouldn't it be a bit unsightly to ask for an employment contract and pull out workers while they are clearing away the collapsed rubble?'

'Is that so?'

'yes. When you die and ask your father how he met Iza, what do you think he will do if he tells you that he stole something that was helping people?'

'... I'll be called to the backyard and beaten to death in the name of mental training and sparring.'

‘You know very well. So, if you don't like that, it would be a good idea to jump in among them and help them with their work, and when it's over, try hinting at something.'

'... Phew, I understand.'

‘This is what it takes to become a great nobleman. Please keep that in mind.'

'Let's do that. But... is the butler also planning to go? 'He's an old man.'

'No matter how old I am, I still have the stamina to run about an hour longer than you. 'Don't worry, please take off your jacket quickly.'

'... If that's the case, well.'

A group of nobles followed the knights.

There are no other duties of nobles.

Showing good influence is the easiest way for nobles to gain honor, and above all, it is attractive in that it does not cost any money in the current situation.

Therefore, the nobles began to participate in the work of clearing away the rubble, either as an excuse to talk to the knights of knights, or because they wanted to make their family's name known at least a little, as their interests coincided.

And there was Clayzen, who had been watching the whole scene from the beginning.

Clayzen was having a late morning meal in memory of his dead colleagues with members of his social group at a store that had not yet collapsed on the street across from the collapsed orphanage.

What caught her eye was Enin, who shone brighter than any knight while fighting the moon wolf.

Even though he was a pure-blooded human, Enin showed himself to be stronger and more steadfast than any other knights of different races.

Even though Enin could not get anything for the children of the orphanage today, he willingly stepped forward to clean up the debris, and the people who saw this were influenced and formed a large army.

“... Ah, you are the person I was looking for.”

When Clayzen saw that, he stopped lifting the utensils and stood up.

“Clayzen? Isn’t the meal right for you?”

“No. That's not it.”

“Then?”

“Everyone. Right now, let us help them too.”

“Yes?”

“It would be a shame. It is the duty of nobility. We can't just sit back and enjoy a meal while people are taking the initiative to clear the rubble right in front of us and put smiles on the faces of our children. Everyone! Let’s go help them!”

“Ah, yes, yes!”

“Owner. I'm sorry, but could you make a packed lunch and keep it for me? I'll come pick you up after work.”

“It is possible. Let’s go.”

Clayzen also quietly approached Enin with a purpose.

However, she continued to observe Enin even while clearing the rubble.

Enin is smiling and asking the children what to take out.

Although he was smaller than anyone else here, he was like the sun, shining brighter than anyone else.

'Ah, skills, personality, smile, beauty. 'You are the kind of person who is second to none and no one here.'

Moreover, because she was a pure human, Clayzen was so happy that he barely resisted the urge to talk to her right away and hovered near her until the work was completed.

Afterwards, when the orphanage was cleaned up and people were leaving, Clayzen spoke to Enin.

What Enin heard from Clayzen when he entered the store was a promise to provide unconditional support, which was so unexpected for Enin.

Enin, who heard that he and the church would regularly donate 200 gold every month, could not help but be embarrassed because he did not understand the meaning.

'2, 200 gold... 2,400 gold in one year... This is the annual income of a wealthy baron with farmland and forests, and it is an amount that far exceeds even the operating expenses of a mid-sized upper class...'

However, Enin also knows that what Clayzen is saying now is a great opportunity for the church.

“Opportunities like this aren't common, but it still bothers me that you don't put any conditions on it... I feel sorry.”

“Oh, hey! I am making this request because the Knight Commander has such a personality! Please accept my promise!”

“Eh...”

In the end, after seeing Clayzen's sparkling eyes, Enin had to make a decision.

'That's... I see. 'You have the same eyes as me.'

Enin knows what those eyes are like.

It was the same look in his eyes.

eager eyes.

The look in the eyes of someone who truly wants someone.

Enin knows that when he looks at Lee Rim, he looks like that.

And now, Clayzen noticed that Enin himself was looking at him with the same eyes as he was looking at Irim.

What is different is that Ennin's eyes harbor a desire for the individual Irim, and Clayzen's eyes harbor a desire for the entire race of pure-blooded humans.

So, Enin decided to accept the offer of Clayzen, who looked like him.

“... Okay. I will accept your application. Thank you so much.”

“... Really?! Once you say you will receive aid, there is no need to ask for it!”

Thump-

'Well, it's still a burden. Did Lee Rim feel this way too?'

Enin takes a slight step back as he sees Claisen embracing his hands tightly.

From the perspective of those around us, there is such a difference in attitude that one wonders if the positions of those giving and receiving support have changed.

Still, Clayzen couldn't control his joy, but since he had the dignity of a noble, all he could do was hold Enin's hand with all his strength instead of hugging him with all his might.

‘Ah, it’s the best, it’s really the best. Church of Deshade. All my ideals were gathered here!'

Claisen, who stopped by Tir nog for the knight's festival, has observed all along and found that the Church of Deshade is a collection of everything that Claisen pursues.

What Clayzen truly wants is to allow pure-blooded humans to become powerful again within the current empire, where various different races are gathered, overtaking the beastmen who settle only for their natural conditions and do not require effort.

Of course, unlike the originalist faction at the beginning of the empire's founding, Kleisen was on the Yuhan side, so he did not support the idea that other races should be completely excluded.

What she wants is simply that most of the leaders of the groups that boast most of the military power in the empire are not human, so most of the members are made up of pure-blooded humans, and a spiritual support for pure-blooded humans that other groups can't take lightly. want to be created.

On the one hand, Clayzen is similar to Aleph.

Aleph wanted to make sure that the Fein would not be ignored by becoming the first Fein Paladin with her own power, and Clayzen did not want the status of pure-blooded humans to be denigrated any further by creating a mental foundation for pure-blooded humans.

Therefore, Clayzen decided to focus all his efforts on the Deshade Church.

At the last moment, Hwarim showed that in Clayzen's opinion, she had the power to go beyond miracles.

An Enin who has the power to fight against the Moonlight Wolf without retreating an inch, but is also of outstanding character.

As a high-level adventurer, Winnet showed his ability even against dragons.

Even when the Paladins and Paladins of Rugal retreated in front of Grouse, Apostle Thistle took a step forward.

Lastly, Lee Rim possesses magical power that is far too distant to be considered a power possessed by a single human being.

'Ah, I'm so overflowing with happiness, I feel like I'm going to explode-'

To Claysen, all those people were like a round table of fairy tale heroes that he had dreamed of since he was a child.

It doesn't matter that there is Astesia, a demon, and Aela, an elf, also belongs to the church.

Astesia is a demon but also a saint, and elves are beings in fairy tales who always help heroes overcome their hardships and join them as companions.

Rather, it was used as an eye-catching device, not as something that would cause harm.

“Okay then, I will take you to your accommodation.”

“Oh, well, I can go back alone.”

“Don’t do that. Are we going to continue to watch together in the future?”

“Yes? Oh, would you like to visit the church?”

“Yes. Sending support to a denomination also means that you are interested in the deity of that denomination. Since it's been a long time coming, it's natural for parishioners to stop by at least once to say hello. Of course, as this journey was long, I will stop by later.”

“Aha... Well, then, when you stop by the parish, please be sure to contact us first. Because we have to prepare too.”

“Of course!”

Clayzen's words that he would come to the diocese someday were something Henin could not refuse since he had even received a promise of support.

However, Clayzen interpreted the answer that came out immediately as he wanted, and interpreted that Enin had already opened his heart to them, so he went on his way, barely holding back the heels that felt like they were about to jump.

Just like that, the two people were returning to the church's dormitory.

“- So, I really feel sorry for our denomination for receiving support without receiving anything in return.”

“Hehe- So you said you don’t have to worry about that, right?”

“Still... Huh?”

As Enin continued to walk, thinking that the unconditional support was too much, what caught his ear was the sound of a person with familiar eyes and a familiar voice talking loudly with someone in the alley.

“That’s right! I'm not going back home!”

“Ha, but lady. It's difficult for you to act like this when you've made all your promises. You clearly didn't promise, did you? If I don't receive an offer of support from any group by the end of the knight's festival, I will return to my family.”

“Well, that’s true, but still…! no, I do not want! How did I get out of the house!”

“Ah, lady.”

The Marvelous One deliberately raises his voice loudly in a dark alley and protests so that people outside the alley can hear.

The man in front of him was a middle-aged man wearing a butler's uniform worn by nobles' attendants, a common sight in present-day Tir no Nog.

“Oh my, you are Marvelous. The man I'm with is the family's butler. It’s been a while since I saw you.”

“Do you know?”

“Yes. Mr. Marvelous is someone I personally admire quite a bit, so I have roughly figured out the members of the family.”

“Well, I see...”

For a moment, Enin shuddered at the biased information of a woman with pure-blood human supremacist ideology. Clayzen quietly listened to the two people's story, realized the situation, and thought about it.

'Hmm. I thought that Mr. Marvelous would manage to leave the family and make a name for himself as a knight of pilgrimage, but was there such a condition?'

Claisen welcomed the fact that another pure-blooded human close to his ideal, Marvelous, who was confined to the capital, became a knight-errant and participated in the knight's festival, but he said he would not be more disappointed if he were to be trapped in the capital again like this. Thought.

‘They said it was a condition of having a sponsoring family. I would like to do it on her behalf, even though I am a close friend, but her family would consider it an expedient if she brought up the idea of hiring Mr. Marvelous from the perspective of our duke family. Isn't there another better way? No, just-'

For a moment, Clayzen looked at Enin, who was still expressing gratitude for his support with apologetic eyes, and came up with a good idea.

“Ennin.”

“Ah, yes. Please tell me.”

“I have a suggestion.”

“A suggestion?”

“Yes.”

“...Yes! I will listen.”

What Clayzen wants to say to Enin from now on is a proposal to make sure he catches both rabbits.

One was that he deliberately set a condition to relieve Enin of his continued discomfort and feeling sorry for himself, and the other was that he wanted to give Marvelous, who would be stranded back in the capital, a sponsor.

“As a condition of receiving our support, wouldn’t you sign a contract with Marvelous as a knight?”

        
            The main street of Tir you Nog, where lunch time has just ended.

A butler wearing a black suit chases after Marvelous and screams, and Marvelous throws it away several times.

“Lady. Please, please.”

“I said no!”

“An immediate answer is too much.”

“Rather, I don’t know what you were hoping for if it wasn’t an immediate answer!”

It's already been 2 hours since the butler has been chasing Marvelous.

Anyone would be tired, but the head of Marvelous' family knows Marvelous' personality, so he sent a butler with a similar tough personality.

So the butler did not give up and made one last move.

“If you don’t keep your promise, you’ll be in big trouble.”

“Is it a big deal? What is that?”

“I am fired.”

“... Really?”

“Really.”

“... Hot! In any case, what can’t be done can’t be done!”

“That’s too much. My family's life and death are at stake... I have to work hard to help my sick mother and father...”

“... Kkeutt-!”

“... Are you going?”

“... Oh, no! Come to think of it, Bibrick! Didn’t you say that both your parents died when you were single?!”

“Tch... did you remember? If this happens, it will be a failure.”

“There is something else to sell, was it selling my parents... Sigh- Anyway! You're not trying to take advantage of people's affection!”

The butler felt disappointed at Marvelous' unexpected hesitation.

Marvelous felt sorry for the middle-aged butler in front of him for a moment, but then he composed himself again and continued his chant of resolute refusal.

For Marvelous, who had just become a knight-errant, the time he spent in this free city was like a dream.

‘You’re going back to the capital? I absolutely refuse. 'I don't want to set foot in that stuffy house anymore!'

Marvelous' wish is to live among more people.

To her, the capital was a very restrictive city.

In terms of population density, it is the largest city in the empire, so it is clear that many people live among them.

But Marvelous only felt frustrated there.

Even if you look everywhere, all you see are nobles and people holding high positions, and even though social life, dance, dining etiquette, advanced arithmetic, and art all look the same, they are divided into details and the magazine style that you have to dig into and stuff into your head only makes you yawn.

There is another reason why I was able to endure it until now.

Many nobles live in the capital, and because the empire is a meritocratic society, there are second-generation people who mistake the honor earned by their families for their own honor.

Whenever Marvelous was bored, he would go out on the streets and look for such nobles, and as soon as he discovered the atrocities of nobles that others thought had crossed the line, he would immediately duel them and trample them on the spot to relieve his stress.

But that too reached its limit, and Marvelous decided to leave the capital after the coming-of-age ceremony.

However, the head of her family would not allow Marvelous to leave, and Marvelous placed one condition.

He said that he would allow him to walk the path of a knight-errant by acquiring all the education he is currently receiving up to the highest level of education that nobles can receive within just one year.

The butler who continues to follow Marvelous reminisces about that incident.

'When the young lady said she really mastered everything within a year and passed the exam, all the tutors almost fainted.'

However, the butler also clearly remembers the conditions that the head of the family placed on Marvelous immediately after the incident.

'good night. I will keep my promise. Daughter. I will allow you to participate in the knight's festival as a knight-errant.'

'... thank you!'

'But - I'll leave you with one condition.'

'yes?'

'You were the one who put the condition first and I accepted it. In that case, I think there will be no complaints even if I put the same conditions on my side and you accept them. That's fair.'

'... All right.'

‘Daughter. listen carefully.'

'yes.'

'If you want to walk the path of a knight-errant, I say do so. However, there is talent in everything.'

'What do you mean?'

'First of all, I don't want you, Marvelous, my daughter, to just go around fighting as a knight-errant. So get results. Participate in the knight's festival and show off your skills in order to receive a sponsorship contract from any family or group. If you do that, I won't worry about what happens next.'

'... All right! 'I'll do it!'

‘Keep in mind. It doesn't matter what family, small group, or at least the top. Rather than asking you to sign a sponsorship contract, you have to ask them first. If you can't do it, come back home.'

The story of Marvelous and the family went like this, as they excitedly started preparing to leave after meeting with the family.

And in the end, until now, Marvelous has not received a request for a sponsorship contract from any family.

'It's natural. Your family is a much bigger family than you think.'

Marvelous doesn't understand why, but the butler actually understands why Marvelous hasn't received any offers from anyone until now.

As a knight-errant, she uses only her own name, so Marvelous's full name was originally -

[Marvelous One Admire]

Although she is an adoptive daughter, Marvelous is clearly a member of the Duke of Admire, one of the two ducal families that stand out in the current empire.

'miss. Since you are the daughter of the Duke of Admire, no matter how much you try to live as a knight-errant, other families and groups will not talk to you carelessly. The current head of the family, Admire, not only excludes friendships as much as possible in order to represent a neutral duchy, but also draws a clear line if there is a group that tries to cling even slightly to the family.'

It's always been like that.

All past heads of the Admire duchy, including the current head, express integrity to protect the Admire family.

And his efforts to protect his integrity are so sensitive that they are now considered obsessive-compulsive.

Even if they do business with one merchant, very few family members come forward and talk directly, and they completely cut ties with families who come to talk with selfish intentions, even about trivial matters, and never respond to conversations for the 'first generation'. .

Therefore, there is no group in the empire who would want to be treated unfairly if they approached someone from a family obsessed with integrity by mistake. No matter how much Marvelous is a knight-errant and operates without mentioning the name of the family, it is not surprising that she is an adopted daughter. However, there is no group trying to approach such Marvelous.

So, the butler felt a little frustrated with the head of the family and the family's policy, and also felt that it was a bit too much for the head of the house to use it to set unfavorable conditions for the Marvelous.

But no matter what, he only has the status of a butler.

'So, I hope you calmly go home now.'

The butler's inner thoughts were only personal feelings, and as the butler of the Admire family, he felt that he had to do his job unconditionally. He was just wondering what other means he could use to make Marvelous decide to return home.

It was that moment.

“Hello. Marvelous.”

“... Hmm?”

The butler had just gone up the main road to help them pack up their luggage, and there was a person blocking the way of the two people who were heading to the lodgings that Marvelous had kept.

The person who appeared in front of Deacon and Marvelous was a woman wearing black priestly clothes.

Thistle, an apostle of the Deshade Church.

“Ah... So, Apostle Thistle!”

“Hehe, yes. This is Thistle. Nice to meet you. Marvelous.”

“ was rude earlier!”

Thistle appeared in front of the two people and spoke with a smile.

Marvelous and his family's butler thought they had just met while crossing paths and asked where they were going as a matter of courtesy.

“Where were you going? Apostle?”

“No. I had some business for you, Marvelous, so I was waiting for you.”

However, Thistle's answer was something they could not have predicted at all.

“Yes? To me? What is it?”

“Wait... can you wait?”

“Yes? Ah, yes...”

'So, was this person an apostle of the Deshade Church?'

Rustle- Rustle-

Thistle stands in front of the two people who don't understand what's going on, takes out the teaching instrument hidden behind his back, and shows it to them.

Then, I took out the words I had memorized in my head.

“... Hmm, hmm! We, the Church of Deshade, would like to sign a contract with Marvelous as a Knight of the Journey. Would you like to have a conversation?”

-------------------------------

“So, let me check again. Is it true that the denomination that serves Deshade wants to sign a sponsorship contract with Marvelous?”

“Yes. That's right.”

Thistle laughs at the middle-aged butler's words and clearly summarizes what was said just a moment ago.

The plan was successful.

The stories Enin and Claysen brought up when they returned at lunchtime were stories we had never expected.

Clayzen and Enin talked about providing unconditional support to our church, and Enin continued to say that he was embarrassed by that.

Then, Clayzen put forward one condition.

The condition is that we sign a contract with the Marvelous One, a knight-errant, as our church's knight-errant.

However, the fact that Kleisen himself was involved in this was kept a secret.

So, we had Thistle come out and wait near Marvelous' dormitory with a school flag, and Thistle successfully got Marvelous and the butler from her family to come into the dormitory.

Afterwards, Thistle and I negotiate with Marvelous as representatives of the church.

“Kuhm.”

'Oh right.'

Thistle gave me a signal by coughing, and I took out the document I had filled out in advance and held it in front of the two people and said,

“Marvelous. Although Marvelous has only just begun his career as a knight of pilgrimage, it is clear that he is a promising person based on his performance at the knight's festival. Therefore, our church would like to sign a sponsorship contract with Marvelous, paying 700 gold per year.”

“700 Gold...”

“... Are you serious?”

“If I was going to lie, I wouldn’t have brought you here.”

As I said this with a grin, the two people looked at each other.

'I guess they will judge that I offered an unexpected amount as a condition.'

700 gold.

The amount is enough to immediately create a mercenary group of reasonable size.

Money that can be used to gather adventurers and engage in group battles against large groups of demonic beasts.

It is an amount that makes it possible to buy a new, high-quality full plate armor and receive on the same day a high-level blessing that would have otherwise taken several months to receive from a priest of a religious order.

'Knights of pilgrimage are not knights who stay directly under the contract or the monarch and receive orders, but rather wander around and increase their reputation, so even if they are good, they get around 100 gold, if their skills are a little good, they get 200 or more, and if they are very good, they get 4 to 500. . So 700 is definitely an amount that is way over the standard.'

It's definitely a lot of money.

In particular, the standard I heard from Feria and Winnet is for veterans with more than 10 years of experience, and it is definitely not the amount of money a rookie will receive, even if he or she comes in third place in the Knight's Festival.

However, it is not money that cannot be paid, and considering her background as mentioned by Claygen, this level of condition should be put forward.

'From what I heard from Peria and Claisen, Marvelous is a member of the Duke family. So you must not think of it as a contract of friendship, like Winnet or Portia. Only if we treat him appropriately for his abilities will the Duke of Admire agree to this contract.'

We also have money that Peria earned by consistently betting on the church's funds, and we also have money that she received from Hir'em.

In addition, there are also salaries to be received from Camellia in the future, and if Claygen continues to support our church, even after paying this year's money, it is possible to fully prepare for 700 gold next year, and for several years after that.

“... Congratulations. Miss.”

“Ah, yes, yes. Thank you.”

'Did the butler say he brought Marvelous at the head of the family's order?'

The dejected butler took a moment to convey his congratulations and tried to carry out his employer's intentions as much as possible since he had come on behalf of the head of the household.

“I’m still worried. Even though it's only 700 gold per year, I don't know how many years the contract will last.”

The butler looked at Marvelous once, then looked at me.

The words were gentle, but the meaning was clear.

It's good that Marvelous has signed a sponsorship contract with Knight of the Horse, but we don't know how many years it will last.

You may end up signing a one-year contract starting this year, or you may change your mind midway and ask to end the contract in a few years.

Of course, 700 gold right now is an amount that can be used for quite a long time if you live a normal life.

'But I don't think that's what the Admire family wants.'

However, if Marvelous, the head of the Admire family, is to become a knight-errant, he will certainly want to be treated in a way that no one else would receive the honor of a duke as he voluntarily left his family and wandered around the empire.

So even if you sign a sponsorship contract, you will want it to be maintained in the long term.

So, we predicted in advance that we would have to make sure that there was no room for the butler to interfere, and planned a plan to deal with it.

“Of course, it is a long-term contract. First of all, we will sign a contract for at least 5 years of service, and in the future, we will inform you in advance that the employment amount will increase and that you may sign another 5-year service contract if you wish. For reference, let me tell you in advance that consultation on the increase in employment amount is possible even during the first five-year employment contract period.”

“Yes, yes?!”

“Hehe...”

Marvelous screamed loudly at the words I said, and the butler let out a laugh and responded with an expression that said it was absurd.

“I’m sorry, but can the Church of Deshade take responsibility for those words? 700 gold per year is not a small amount. In 5 years, it's 3,500 gold, and in the next 5 years, it's already 7,000 gold. Would it be possible for the church, which is not from a noble family, and Deshade's church, which I know to have done nothing special, to prepare it by receiving only donations from residents?”

“10 years is longer than you think. Even though our denomination is a small denomination, we can fully pay that amount. Above all, I am the princess's knight.”

flinch-

The butler's body stiffens for a moment at my answer.

I thought that a weak church like ours would have enough money to pay 700 gold every year, but they probably received more than that from the princess and handed over the money as a down payment to Marvelous. It seems that I didn't even think that I could use the method.

“... I'm sorry. I didn't think of that.”

The butler decided to calmly lower his tail.

The Deshade Church is a group related to the royal family, specifically Princess Camellia.

Since it is such a group, it is unlikely that an inability to pay money will occur in the group to which the princess's knight belongs.

Our delayed payment of wages is also related to the status of Princess Camellia.

“... Okay. Well then, lady.”

“Ah, yes.”

“Congratulations. With this, you will no longer have to return to your family.”

“... That's right! That's it! This Marvelous One has fulfilled the matriarch's conditions perfectly, so there's no need to return home anymore! Hahahahahaha!”

Marvelous was dumbfounded and then laughed loudly.

He smiles as if he is really happy, and cockily bends his back to a dangerous angle.

There are even tears in the corners of the eyes.

'I was wondering if I should really go home as an unemployed person without accomplishing anything, but I was so happy to hear the news that I got a job. ... Am I right? Can we say this is the same case?'

Afterwards, Marvelous suddenly came out, smiling, holding Thistle's hand and saying hello.

“Then, thank you! Dear members of the Deshade Church! This Marvelous One... I will try to live up to the expectations you all have placed on me!!! I will work hard!!!”

“Ah, please take care of me. Marvelous.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

That's how our church entered into a contract with the third Knight of the Stream in Tirner Nog.

Later in the evening we decided to spend a night in the city and return to Leven, and got ready to leave.

        
            Last evening in Tirner Nog.

While no one was paying attention, Tarator put on his eyepatch again and returned to his job as an errand boy in Tir ner Nog. This time, he made a reservation at a pretty good restaurant.

It’s “. Was it as difficult as this one? I would rather fight against the Moonlight Wolf once more than have to find a functioning restaurant in a half-destroyed city.”

“Stop talking nonsense. I heard it from Enin. I heard that in the end, the battle was left to Enin as the main force until the end?”

“Hahahaha! Is that what you said? Then you're so sad?”

“No. Enin took it back, but once I heard it, I knew what you were doing. It looks like he has a magical eye or some kind of artifact or something like that.”

He clearly points out that Tarator's stretching is something he guessed from the story he heard from Enin.

Enine talked about the bold actions Tarator showed against the Moonlight Wolf.

I think that's because he has the Mystic Eyes, and he moved against the Moonlight Wolf to meet certain conditions until the end, and it's an action that he couldn't show unless the wolf was on guard.

That's because, no matter how high-level adventurers a person is, unless they have the devil's eye, there would be no crazy person who would try to make a single eye contact with a moonlight wolf like that.

“... That's right. that's right. If it's a magical eye, it's a magical eye. Let’s do it with the devil’s eye! Hahahaha!”

“It’s the devil’s eye! I heard it's not easy to get, but it looks like you were lucky during your adventurer days!”

“That’s right. The words adventurer and luck are inseparable. There are heroes and knights in this world. And heroes take glory, and knights take honor. So what should adventurers take? It's luck. You can survive for a long time if you pick up the luck that others have used and thrown away and put it in your pocket. To me, being an adventurer was that kind of job... and this can be said to be a by-product of that.”

In the end, I was dissatisfied with Tarator for wielding Ennin in such a way that Ennin was thought to be dangerous, but I decided to leave it at that.

Portia, who is sociable, admired Tarator, and thanks to this, Tarator puffed out his chest even more and showed off his pride.

“Well, in that respect, I am a man born with a bit of luck. Otherwise, how could you have survived after experiencing something like that in Rugal’s large bathhouse?”

“If I had been blessed with heavenly luck in the first place, an accident like that would not have happened. I got caught up in that trouble because I was unlucky.”

“Is that also true? Kahahahaha!”

“Now, now! Then fill your cup! If you use up luck, you have to replenish it!”

“Of course. Mr. Portia. Ah, but looking at what you're saying, it seems like the words of some kind of sage. Is there a proverb in the empire that says that filling your cup with wine will bring back luck?”

“Oh, is that really true? There is a saying in the Kingdom Alliance that if you drink alcohol, all your luck will disappear.”

“No? There’s no way something like that exists! I'm just saying this because while we were drinking hesitantly, the table next to us was taking all the delicious drinks first! Hahaha!”

“Then you can’t lose.”

“Yes, yes! There are some drinks that can only be tried here, so let’s try our best!”

Jaeaeaeang-

“““Cheers!”””

Glasses clink and I, Portia, and Tarator raise our arms.

He just bent the wrist holding the glass and poured the alcohol down his throat-

“““Kiyaaaa!”””

I let out the same exclamation as when toasting.

Aila heard our voices and stood up.

“It looks like the water has risen on that side as well? We can’t lose!”

Grumble-

The store was cramped, so the tables were divided into two.

One is a small table for men, and the other is a women's table made up of two large tables joined together.

I heard Aila stand up from the table next to me, and I saw everyone raising their glasses.

“Now! Then we too - Um... But isn't there a separate toast? Feria. Is there anything good?”

“A good one? Um... Ah, then let's do this.”

“What is it?”

“I hope that the newly contracted rider will achieve good results - let's do something like this. Now, Mr. Marvelous, try it.”

“Yes? Am I doing it?”

Peria turned the spear to Marvelous, who was sitting on one side of the table.

“I don’t think there is any toast that is as trustworthy as the one given by the person concerned. why? Are you not confident?”

“... What are you saying! That Marvelous One! Of course, I promise to show great results as I have received your trust! Come on, everyone! Let's all do this together! I wish Deshade good luck in the future of this Marvelous One who has joined you as a knight-errant-”

“““Cheers!”””

Jeaaaeaeang!

Marvelous, who received the praise, vigorously stood up from the table and raised his glass, and the sound of glasses clinking loudly was heard from the women's table as well as the rest of us.

It’s “. The momentum is scary, I’m scared.”

“Bishop. Be careful. This is especially true in houses where there are many women, because once someone finds fault, even the people at the well come running and peck at them all at once.”

“It’s already happened a few times. I was shaking.”

“Hahahaha! Well then! You said it was a relationship that had been going on since the time the kingdoms were united, right? Even if something like that has happened, it’s probably happened dozens of times already!”

“Wow, the bishop really likes gangsters. If it were me, if it were an organization like that, even if everyone was my lover, I wouldn't be able to endure it and would have run away.”

“... Be careful what you say. Tarator.”

“Ah, what are you doing with a straight face? And in reality, there were a few people who gave me that look.”

“... Anyway, I have a really good sense of humor.”

“As expected, the bishop’s eyes are clear. that's right. This is Tarator, who has survived until now thanks to his wit alone! Hahaha!”

“Hahahaha! It's nothing to be ashamed of. Being popular with many people also means that the person's character and personality are good!”

“Yes- Yes- I understand. Okay, stop it.”

He drinks while avoiding being stabbed by Tarator and Portia.

Then, I glance to the side.

“Aha, so Marvelous, this was your first trip?”

“Yes! It was my first journey as a voyageur and on my own! A lot of things happened along the way!”

“There are many things to worry about when traveling alone, but it’s amazing.”

“Still, security is much better in the Empire than in the Kingdom Alliance! If you're just passing along the main road, it's okay because there are many villages along the way! The adventures of today's adventurers and knights of voyagers can be said to be incomparably more stable than what our ancestors did!”

“... As expected, the imperial family seems to take good care of the people in the empire. As someone who comes from a united kingdom, I wonder how good it would be if the royal family of the unified capital did the same.”

“I see. You said that everyone in the church, including Enin, came from the Kingdom Alliance! In that respect, I'm curious about the lives of adventurers in the Kingdom Alliance! That place is still full of inconveniences and dangers that adventurers call it a demonic world... Ah, but if I do this, will I be dishonoring the Kingdom Alliance...?”

“It’s okay, it’s okay. Because our denomination has already built a wall against the kingdom union. There is absolutely no going back now.”

“... If so, you're lucky!”

Enin and Peria, sitting on either side of Marvelous, take care of her.

Afterwards, Marvelous said that he would not be going to the church with us tomorrow, as he had always wanted to go to the east, but that he would definitely stop by sometime in the future.

Thistle and Winnet are clinking glasses and talking next to the three.

“... It was sudden, but I'm glad we have one more rider.”

“That’s right. It was really hard. Suddenly, Peria came to me and handed me the script and told me to wait in the alley and talk to him... I'm not good at that kind of thing.”

“Hey...”

“... Of course, I'm really grateful that Winnet offered to do a travel article and accepted Lee Rim's request for us.”

“Uh, huh? Yes. Hehe...what. It's something that friends can do, of course. hmm. Um-”

Winnet returned to the capital immediately afterward and said that he would not be able to meet for a while as he had to take on a large request from the Adventurer's Guild.

So, the two people who were particularly close seemed to sleep well after returning to their accommodations, talking until the last night of their departure.

Next to them, there is a group that is unusually quiet compared to the others.

“Raines?”

“...”

“Um, hey... Re, Raines?”

“... Ah, yes. You tell me. Astesia.”

“Are you sleepy?”

“No.”

“For something like that, you were really dozing off...”

“... Did you do that? Then it looks like he was dozing off.”

“... Do you want to go back together first? My stomach is quite full too.”

“... No. That could be - a little more.”

Astesia clears the dishes in front of Reigns, who was dozing off.

Raines took a quick sip from the glass, albeit in small portions, and then quickly left.

Next to her was Aila, who seemed to be in a really good mood and was talking loudly even when no one was listening, and Hwarim who was quietly drinking and giving a rough answer to Aila's words.

“... Ah.”

Cheer-

For a moment, Hwarim spotted me and waved her hand with a bright face. I was embarrassed to have been caught staring, so I turned my head away.

Still, I didn't forget to gently wave my hand in response.

And of course, I got caught by two men who were only paying attention to me.

“... Hehehehehe-”

“... Huhahahahaha!”

“... What?”

“No. I thought the bishop was really talented.”

“If you two decide to leave together, I won’t stop you!”

'Oh really, I'm going crazy.'

I thought it was going to be a long-awaited men's drinking party, but I thought it would be a table where I would drink poison.

So, I stood up to get some alcohol and come back in.

Grumble-

“Hmm? Are you going already?”

“No. I wanted to get some air.”

“Oh, if that’s the case, I guess I’ll go to the bathroom too.”

Portia let go of Tarator, who was biting into a piece of squid, and walked shakily to the back of the store, while I went out of the store and toward the outdoor table.

Then I saw a familiar figure.

“... Huh? Ingrid?”

Startle!

“... Oh my, I knew this would happen. I finally caught it.”

A familiar voice, familiar sunglasses, a familiar large sheep horn and-

A woman who is impossible not to notice even if you try not to because of her overwhelmingly massive breasts.

“Good evening. Bishop.”

Ingrid raised her glass with an awkward smile and bid me good evening.

        
            If it's a coincidence, it's a coincidence. If it's an inevitability, it's inevitable.

However, if I think about whether meeting Ingrid was coincidental or inevitable, I think it was inevitable.

'I still remember Curios' words. There are no coincidences in this world. There is only necessity.'

I wanted to meet Ingrid anyway.

The last time I heard was that he briefly moved around with Hwarim and Reigns two days ago and then 'disappeared'.

‘I didn’t see Ingrid until the end of the fight with Sotok.’ I was deeply worried that Ingrid might have been struck by lightning from the ptarmigan Hresvelg on the way and died.

As Ingrid was sipping a drink looking so normal, I happened to see her at the same store, so I wondered if this wasn't inevitable.

'There were only a few stores there that were operating normally.'

In addition, this restaurant that Tarator found and reserved is one of the few restaurants in the half-ruined city of Tir Nog that remains in good condition.

The Knight's Festival is over, and in a city where half of the city is not functioning properly, there are only a few restaurants that can be found by visitors who have not yet left.

So, it wouldn't be a problem if Ingrid, who wanted to enjoy the night view and have a drink one last time before leaving Tir no Nog with us, was here.

'Looking at the way he was dressed, it doesn't seem like he was being followed or anything like that.'

As I was just raising my glass of wine, Ingrid caught my eye.

Ingrid was not currently dressed as a Witch Hunter.

What I am wearing today is not the usual black uniform, but a white dress with a common design that can be found cheaply at a nearby clothing store.

Today, even though it was night, she was wearing sunglasses that now felt like an identity, but when I saw her leaning on a chair, legs crossed, sitting outside out of sight from where we were, quietly eating a bottle of liquor and a snack, it was simply a trip. It seemed like he ran into us as he was coming out to enjoy the last one.

“... Was it difficult to find the store?”

“Yes, well... I came this far, but walking around again and finding a good place that was open was difficult, so I just sat here. Ki kick.”

“It didn’t matter if you sat down with us.”

“It is done. You have a good place among the people of the church, but as an outsider, I cannot interfere. If I had been there more than anything else, Raines would have been uncomfortable and I would have been uncomfortable as well.”

“Ah, that’s true too.”

“... Even so, I feel a little dissatisfied because they convince me again.”

“... sorry?”

“... Kikikkikick - It's okay. Because it was a joke.”

Swish-

Crack-

Ahh-aaa

... lol-

Ingrid peeled a peanut-like fruit into her mouth, wondered how many times she chewed the fruit, and then took a sip of alcohol.

“... Wow, this is really delicious.”

I looked at her, and since my intention was to get some fresh air anyway, I sat down across from her.

Grumble-

“... Are you not going in, Bishop?”

“I wanted to get some air for a moment.”

“I see.”

Like Ingrid, I lie down on a chair and stretch out.

So, naturally, I saw a white bottle of alcohol lying on the table, and Ingrid looked at me like that and-

I quietly took the bottle.

“... Is this mine?”

“... I'm really dumbfounded. I didn't plan on taking it.”

“Really? Well then, I'm glad.”

Ingrid, who had hugged the bottle tightly and put it between her breasts, probably thinking that she wouldn't be able to take it, put the bottle down again.

mulberry-

'... So, why does it make a sound when the object is taken out of the chest?'

I watched it for a moment, and then picked up the bottle with the intention of pouring Ingrid a drink, thinking that she might not be alone.

Then Ingrid, who had been caught off guard, took the bottle from her and looked at me with a sad face and resentment in her eyes.

“Aaaah! my drink! I managed to buy it by saving public money! I barely even bought one bottle!”

“... I'm not trying to take it away, I'm just trying to pour you a drink, so please hand me a glass.”

“... Oh, that's it? Hmm, hmm! Ugh... It was the most exciting moment of this trip.”

Gulp gulp gulp-

Pour the remaining 2/3 of the alcohol into Ingrid’s glass.

He must have been drinking sparingly, so he looked at the bottle of alcohol that he drank less than he thought. As he went in, he thought about sending a bottle of alcohol outside through the owner, and expressed his gratitude to Ingrid.

“Thank you. Ingrid.”

“... Yes? What?”

“The things that happened here this time. There were things Ingrid did along the way, so things went smoothly without failure.”

“... Ah, yes.”

I simply said thank you.

But for some reason, Ingrid had a somewhat bitter expression.

For a moment, she went from looking lonely again to raising the tension as if she had deliberately revitalized the situation and spoke.

“... Well, kick! I did work a little harder this time. To be honest, I suffered a lot of losses. I was able to spend a long time comfortably here and then go back quietly. It was a truly painful loss to only be able to soak in the large public bath for two days. Kikiki...”

Ingrid lifted her sunglasses and placed her hand on her chin for a moment before she apologized to me.

“... I also have something to say. sorry. Bishop.”

“Yes? What is it?”

“No. That...”

“... Do you want to say it?”

“...”

Ingrid seemed to pause again this time, and looked into my eyes without saying a word for a while, then-

I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.

“... Oh, that's right. I was ostracized by my companions.”

“... Ah, you said Hwarim and Reigns followed Ingrid, right? it's okay. The fact that she disappeared along the way means that Ingrid also had something to do. I have no idea what it was. I understand there must have been Camellia’s name or something like that.”

“... Aren’t you curious? Are you not asking why I ostracized you two?”

“If you don’t want to talk, I won’t ask. Isn’t that the usual thing? It must have been a move to protect the denomination.”

“... I see. We moved to protect the denomination, yes. That's right.”

“In that case, it’s okay if you don’t have to talk about it. I'll understand. Ingrid and I seem to be in the same situation.”

“Same thing, is it?”

“Yes. I am a person who has decided that I can do anything as long as it means protecting our denomination. He was willing to sacrifice others to protect what was most precious, and in fact... he even put someone he considered a friend in front of the dragon. ... Even when I think about it now, I wonder why I became this kind of person, where did I go astray, and maybe I was raised in the wrong person.”

“... I see.”

Was it because I was drunk?

Thinking that I had belatedly asked Winnet a really sorry favor without realizing it, I silently apologized to her, who was still happily talking with Thistle inside, and gave myself a gift of self-reproach.

Even so, it is quite predictable that one's own behavior, which has already gone astray once, will remain the same in the future.

And that's probably-

Ingrid, who lived as Camellia's spy, would have made similar choices as me.

“...That's me, but I think the same goes for Ingrid. I know that Ingrid is working hard secretly to protect Lehier and her friends. So, if what you did is something that you feel bad about telling others, it's okay if you don't do it to me.”

“... Is that so?”

“That’s it.”

“... Kikikick. As expected, the bishop communicates well with me.”

Ingrid raises her glass again.

It looks like he came here with the intention of taking a break, but he must have been exhausted from the various events that took place in Tir no Nog.

The hand holding the glass was much weaker than before.

Still, it looked better.

When Ingrid first came out from inside the store, her body was very tense.

The reason why my hand was holding the glass with such strength was probably not just to save money and the expensive liquor I got for just one bottle, but also to avoid dropping the glass I had poured.

It must have been because I was wondering whether I should talk about something that had happened after I had ostracized Hwarim and Raines as soon as I appeared, as an excuse for the disturbance and as part of sharing information as the princess's spy.

So, Ingrid, who just rolled the drink in her mouth and then passed it down her throat, looked much more comfortable than before she talked to me.

Gulp gulp-

“... Horok-”

“... Is it delicious?”

“... Tzurp- Ah, yes.”

“... Yes. Then it's done.”

“... Would you like a drink?”

“It is done. You said you barely bought one bottle? I have no intention of taking it out.”

“Phew-”

“... Isn’t it a bit too much to sigh there?”

“Is that so? I brought it up out of courtesy, but I was nervous about what I would do if they really asked for it.”

“... Puhahahaha-”

“... Kikikkikiki-”

...

After the two of us got some fresh air for a while, I seemed to have calmed down a bit and told Ingrid that I would go inside.

“Then, let’s go quickly. Will Ingrid still be here?”

“No. I will leave before the members of the church come out. Afterwards, I plan to go into the accommodation, change and go straight back.”

“Is it at night?”

“Yes. Since Lihier is busy, Bishop Setias said that he would put things up as soon as his hands were free, and especially, he asked me to do a favor and move right away. I'm thinking about setting off by moonlight.”

“I see. Then, please return safely.”

“Don’t worry. Because I am a person who is more familiar with the night. Ki kick.”

“I understand. Well then, I hope we can meet again in the future.”

“I think our denomination will call on the bishop in the future, so by all means! Please do as well as I did here.”

“If you can afford it.”

“A man who unilaterally accepts help and runs away is not popular~.”

Sigh-

The two of them looked at each other, smiled, and then parted ways.

I went inside where everyone was, and Ingrid sat alone at the table.

When I asked the store owner to bring a bottle of alcohol to Ingrid, Ingrid, who had emptied the entire bottle and was licking her lips with her tongue in disappointment, accepted the drink and waved at me.

Since it was only visible from my side, I waved at Ingrid in response, and she left the store holding the bottle.

So the last night in Tirna Nog was immersed in complete darkness.

        
            Tadak-taddak-

Pajjik-

In front of a fairly wildly burning bonfire.

A firewood right in front of Hir'em makes a breaking sound and sends a large spark into the sky.

“...”

Hirem was hugging his knees in front of the bonfire and looking at it quietly.

Seeing this, Hirem's servant becomes worried.

“Hirm. Sparks fly on my clothes.”

“It doesn’t matter, so don’t worry about it. My screen.”

However, Hirem sent the servant away in a cold tone.

Even so, the servant couldn't help but worry about Hir'em.

Attendant Nascreen, an associate priest of the Red Purge, was ordered by the higher-ups of the church during Hir'em's procession to take good care of the saint so that she would never be harmed, so he could not give up that duty.

She was told by her superiors that if she completed this task well, they would promote her to a full-time priest in return for all her hard work as Hir'em's servant.

“... Okay. If so, I hope you at least cover this up. The night wind is cold now.”

dump-

So she took a blanket instead and placed it in front of Hirem.

“...”

Hirem lifted the blanket that the attendant had placed in front of her.

NaScreen is watching the scene until the end.

Without taking his eyes off her, but never making eye contact or trying to touch her body, he kept his head down until Hirem picked up the blanket.

'... annoying bitch.'

Fortunately, she is the best among the servants.

Other people don't even come close to this distance in the first place.

Hir'em clicked her tongue and made a concession on her part, driven by a desire for promotion that was as strong as the fear in her heart.

Slurp-

“... Are you done now?”

“... Thank you.”

Hir'em blocked the sparks by covering his knees with a blanket, preventing the attendant from having to worry anymore.

Just for a moment, this time, the male priest in charge of the meal approached, stopped at a distance, and asked Hirem if he wanted to eat.

“Saint. Meal preparations are complete. What would you like to do?”

Please bring “”

“Okay.”

Red Fudge will spare nothing for one saint.

On this trip as well, Red Fudge's carriage has everything prepared just for Hir'em, including her chairs, table, tableware, tea leaves and spices.

So, even when staying overnight, there was a table prepared just for Hirem and he could eat there, but for now, Hirem wanted to spend more time in front of the bonfire.

In the first place, since she always had news, it was enough to serve one dish of food prepared for dinner.

“I’ll leave it here.”

Cheolgrug-

“...”

A mat laid out in advance by Nascreen, the servant.

The priest who prepared the food placed the silver plate on the bamboo mat unique to Red Fudge, which was spread far away next to Hir'em.

“...”

Rustle-

Cheolgrug-

Just like that, Hirem moved slightly to the side from his sitting position, picked up the plate along with the utensils, and started eating.

Phuuk-

box-

Poke the well-cooked sausage into bite-sized pieces with a fork and put it in your mouth.

Ppajik- Ppajik-

Tsk...

The skin is cut with the teeth, and the juice flows out from inside, filling the mouth.

The well-cooked sausage was made with a lot of care, even though it was just a sausage.

It is made with the highest quality minced meat, and when grilled, it is grilled with apple wood firewood to infuse the aroma, and a little lemon juice and herbs are sprinkled on top of the grilled sausage to complete the dish.

In addition, it was a plentiful dish that included luxurious oil-grilled fish that you would never see at a night out, and a salad made with sliced colorful vegetables.

But Hirem tasted nothing right now.

The food was freshly prepared and warm, but Hirem could not feel the warmth.

'It's cold.'

Even though the taste bud cells in his mouth were eagerly responding to freshly made, hot food, Hir'em thought it was cold.

Even the food is disgusting.

'Today too, there's only food that makes me want to vomit.'

Hir'em doesn't like grilled food, but no one knows that.

Because she controls lightning, the smell of something baked reminds her of the real remains of enemies who were struck by the lightning she created.

However, there was no other way to choose because it was a rule set by the higher-ups to ensure that she received sufficient nutrition as she was giving news to her servants or not.

so-

It wasn't just food that was cold.

Hirem felt cold even though he was wrapped in a blanket in front of the campfire.

Although the environment was already warm enough, the icy cold seemed to be freezing her lungs, so Hirem hugged the blanket and plate even more.

'... My head feels like it's freezing.'

It's never been like this before.

I have never felt as cold as today.

As expected, Hirem recognized warmth.

I realized warmth, not sensual, but emotional.

Only one man made me realize the concept of temperature that I had never felt before.

‘Bishop Lee Rim. Next time, when do you want to meet?'

When we broke up, I never thought Hirem would be this depressed.

Clink-

In the end, Hirem put down the dishes.

Although it's news, I haven't even eaten half of the meal yet, and that's what I wanted to do now.

Kkook-

The left and right hands face each other.

But not this feeling.

The feeling of the hand I held at the end now exists only as a memory.

However, Cheon Ik-jong's memories do not deteriorate.

Although it is impossible to reproduce the sense of touch, we remember the sensation.

So Hirem used a different method this time.

“...”

Eyes gently closed.

By blocking his vision, Hir'em began to bring in his senses from within his head.

OK-

'... ah-'

My body started to get warm.

Since I was born until now, no one has ever touched my skin.

Until that happened, that is.

Even now, the blanket was just placed nearby, and the bowl filled with food was just brought at my feet.

That's why Hirem's most recent memory of holding her hand comes to mind even more clearly because she only has one memory with one person in the past and present.

“... Ah-”

Hirem’s body heats up.

“Huh...”

Although it is a simple tactile sensation, there are endless ways to utilize it.

“Please touch me some more... somewhere else. Stronger...”

People call artificially distorting memories delusions.

Since Hir'em's delusions do not even involve deterioration of memory, it is possible to caress one's body with fiction as one wishes.

Lee Rim’s hand moves.

This time, he touches not only his hands, but also his face, wrists, hair, and thighs.

Unlike your own hands, rather than being extremely large, the hands are the right size that makes you feel comfortable and alive when you hold them.

And above all else, the hand that made her feel for the first time the feeling of relief that comes from contact with another person.

In Hir'em's mind, he thought that those hands were caressing his entire body, but he pushed his delusion to its extreme and ended up touching parts of his body that he had never seen before.

Then Hirem-

“Ugh...!”

I felt warmth surrounding my body once again.

“Ha...”

It reached its peak just by imagining it, but Hir'em doesn't know what it is.

This is because, for Hirem, a saint who must always be a noble being, some of the knowledge related to men was intentionally lacking to the point where it did not even reach the level of a child.

Hirem shivered for a moment and then sighed.

'It's not enough. 'I want to feel it more, for a longer time, this time for real, not imagination.'

The greed grew even bigger.

A living person.

A person who never dies.

A special being that does not end when it burns before one's eyes, but can live forever and come back to oneself.

The feeling of wanting to be with Lee Rim, who had made me realize new feelings, became stronger.

'... Next time, I want to feel other textures than just my hands.'

Although no one paid attention to him, Hirem blushed and half buried his face in the blanket.

Then she stretched out her limp body and-

His relaxed eyes suddenly changed into sharp eyes, and he began to formulate a plan with his mind as cold as during the Great War when he was strategizing.

'I might ask you to meet the bishop as a gambling friend, maybe once. But everyone who gambled with me never met me more than once. So, maybe we should find another way.'

To those who don't know her, she may only seem like a girl in love, but looking at it this way, Hir'em was a woman who was the equal of Princess Camellia as a strategist and general even during the Great War.

Since she is like that, if she wants to make plans to meet Lee Rim again, she can make as many plans as she wants.

However, the difference between her and Princess Camellia is that Princess Camellia is the type that values rationality and devises tactics, and Hirem Brigade's judgment as a tactician is that personal fun always influences part of the plan.

'yes. Let's stimulate it. 'By spreading various rumors about that man's cult, I will make him come to me directly.'

The plan quickly took shape.

‘I have something to use. The woman who is said to be a saint of the Deshade Church. The power she used was clearly the power of the devil. It wasn't an evil god level, it was the power of a great devil. Not the power of their god Deshade, but the power latent in their blood. It is clearly the power of another being, not the god they serve.'

Hir'em's keen sense of vision is outstanding.

To be precise, since she was Cheonikjong, she immediately realized what Astesia had done.

Cheon Ik-jong.

They are a lineage of a different race, descendants born between angels and humans.

Flash-

The Halo, broken on one side, floating above Hir'em's head proves this.

[Angels are messengers who connect between God and humans]

Although it is known that way, no one really knows.

At least among the gods served by human kingdoms, including the empire, there has not been a single god who actually sent down an angel to convey his will.

Still, Hirem's Halo reveals that she is clearly a descendant of angels, even if she is not perfect, and because of this, she was able to know exactly where the source of the power Astesia used to transport a large number of people out of the city was reaching. .

“... Now that I think about it, that bitch kept trying to interrupt my fun.”

At the same time, my personal feelings for Astesia suddenly ignited.

For Hirem, Astesia was not even in his mind.

The reason I first became interested in Astesia was simply because there was a succubus who served God as a demon.

After that, I didn't even want to look at him.

Hir'em just wanted to end it by acknowledging that Astesia was revered as a saint from another church.

However, Astesia set up an iron wall against Hirem, who was approaching Irim along Astesia Road.

Most of the questions Hirem asked because he wanted to know a little more about Irim were told the truth, but were cleverly twisted in a way that made it difficult to understand, and from Hirem's point of view, he only held Irim's hand for a short moment before leaving Tir nog. , Astesia deliberately made it back off.

So, as time passed, Hirem suddenly became extremely annoyed with Astesia.

“Good. I decided. One day, I will obtain evidence and expose the source of the power you used back then. Then he will come to me to try to cover it up somehow.”

The plan I had made to meet just one man was now clearly visible.

Hir'em intends to use her authority to investigate and make public the details of exactly which demon the power used by Astesia is connected to and how that power could pose a threat to the empire.

If that happens, Irim will come to her and ask to pass on the public domain, and Astesia will show a subtle attitude towards Irim and plan to keep him as long as possible.

However, those thoughts were short-lived, and Hirem also had troublesome things that he had to take care of first.

“...But before that, I have to be careful about how the Rugal guys move. They're like a bunch of paranoid, dirty beasts. Our denomination did nothing.”

In fact, there was a reason why Hir’em left Bapi Tir Ne Nog.

Strange rumors were spreading in Tir nog, the parish of Rugal.

To be exact, it is not a rumor among the citizens, but among the priests and paladins of Rugal.

[It is highly likely that the Red Purge Church is responsible for this incident. Testimonies that Red Purge's spies frequently enter and leave deep within Rugal continue to gather and overlap.]

Although Sotok is finally dead, Hir'em still has no idea about the incarnation ritual that the real priests of Rugal were planning.

As of now, only some of Rugal's upper echelons, the Deshade Church, Ingrid, and Princess Camellia, who will soon receive the report, are aware of the incident.

Even within Rugal, there are some opinions as to why the Paladins, who know nothing except for some paladins, would do such a thing in the Red Purge, but public opinion, which is already biased in one direction, does not easily change direction.

However, Hirem, the tactician, knows why it happened that way.

“They are probably trying to eliminate all the complaints that will arise from this fight by turning them against us. But it’s not difficult.”

For Hirem, who does not know about the ritual of incarnation and that at the center of all this was the activities of spies sent by Camellia and the pact between the Tetragrammaton and Sotok, all of this is a series of events and accidents that have occurred on Rugal's side. It just seems like an unreasonable attempt to turn the complaints on themselves.

“From now on, they'll be looking for evidence that doesn't even exist. No, if you get too nervous, you might end up creating evidence that isn't there. This incident has absolutely nothing to do with us, but we're going to create evidence that's so eye-opening... based on that, that we might go beyond official protests and protests and declare war? Before that happens, we need to prepare too. It might be impossible right now. Because many of their paladins and priests died. Of course, I don't know if he brings all three heroes... but if it gets to that level, Camellia will mediate. Well... it's annoying if that happens...”

Even if it is irrational, her attitude as a saint who plays an important part of the Red Purge is to express the opinion that if something happens with a high probability, you should prepare for it.

“Honestly, I don't think we'll lose since we have myself, the Saint of Plague, and Xian the Reflectionist... but I still want to avoid hurting our national power due to pointless clashes...”

So, Hirem thought there was nothing he could do and wondered if he should bring out the move he most hated to use.

“... Should I still meet Princess Camellia? There is no choice but to use the imperial family as mediator... Tsk!”

I clicked my tongue but thought there was no other way.

Although many of the Paladins and Priests have died in Rugal, it is a threat that the Paladins leading the Three Heroes are leading all remaining troops to attack them.

So, Hirem thought that he would have to request a meeting with Camellia in the near future, and laid the foundation for things he could think about right away.

“... Ugh, Lee Rim. I want to meet you again quickly...”

Then, I began to relieve my stress by recalling Lee Rim's appearance and touch.

        
            An artificial structure located at the highest point in Tirna Nog.

The paladins and two of the three heroes gathered in front of the open altar installed on top of the snowy mountain.

Originally, the real priests of Rugal, who were involved in the ritual of these incarnations, had to gather in a draft-free secret altar carved out of a previously used plaster cave.

However, the altar that was supposed to be like that was completely destroyed when Sotok trampled the snowy mountain and climbed up, and the grouse Hresvelg jumped down from Sotok's shoulder.

So, the place where they gathered was at the altar that was even higher than that.

A place without a roof, with only eight round pillars surrounding the altar in the middle, an altar that was built in the early days of Rugal and was subject to strong winds and was only used for about 20 years at the time, became their gathering place.

Whiiing-

Saaeaeaeaeaeaeak!

The sound of the wind, like the howl of a banshee, and cold snow blowing up the mountain range and swirling on top of the snowy mountain.

Snowfall was pouring down non-stop, already accumulating three fingers thick on the altar and on the armor of the heroes, including the paladins.

But none of them complain.

Not only the Paladins, but also the two heroes, there is no one who can kneel to this level of snow and cold.

And for them, since the secret altar has been destroyed, there is no place with less risk of eavesdropping than this place, so it is an appropriate choice.

This was because it was impossible to use the place as long as there was suspicion that the meetings that had been taking place inside the city may have been bugged by Red Purge's messengers on several occasions.

So, they gathered their minds again and began the meeting using [The Beginning of Everything], the altar prepared for Rugal at the highest point of the snowy mountain, built by the first Paladins of Rugal by carrying stones on their backs, as the meeting place.

“... Did everyone come together?”

“Yes.”

“... Then, let's begin. This is Paladin Religius, who took charge of the ‘Rite of Incarnation’ plan on behalf of the deceased Stendhal.”

Religios.

Another Rugal deterrent who is rumored to be able to compete for first or second place in combat power like Paladin Aleph even if the three heroes are excluded from Rugal or even included.

A voice that seems awkward to be made by a human resonates in everyone's ears.

But no one questioned it.

That's because the Paladin in front of us, Religios' race is [Slime], and by nature he belongs to the category of magical beasts, so the fact that he can imitate human language to this extent is incredible.

Cheolkeong-

When the paladin raises his hand, the armor clashes and makes a sound.

Inside the armor, blue and green slime is made up of a human shape, and the slime is moving like a human.

Unlike the others, Religios' race is called only slimes.

Strictly speaking, they are slime humans, but they do not have a race name.

In terms of number, they are much smaller than the Cheonik species and Dragonia, and from what Rugal understands, they are the only slime in the world with intelligence, so there are not enough numbers to differentiate them into a different race.

It seemed natural that he would sit at the head of the altar from the beginning, in the seat prepared for the person in charge of the incarnation ceremony.

In terms of age alone, Paladin Religios has lived longer than anyone else here.

His birth was purely a product of coincidence, born in the early stages when Rugal was just beginning to create divine sculptures to cast divine vessels.

A few hundred years ago, when Rugal and his real priests appeared in the world, they went through the breeding process without any intermediate inspection with the question 'Can slimes be crossed with humans or other races?', and failed tens of thousands of times. A slime with intelligence that was miraculously born at the end.

That is Religios.

At the same time, he is also the one who became a paladin after being called by Rugal.

Unfortunately for the priests who serve Rugal, the slime human who was born with such difficulty is a shame as he has poor compatibility with other pieces as a piece for the god's vessel, but instead, he is favored by Rugal and has a non-existent lifespan, and in terms of strength, he He became Religios, a paladin of the highest rank among paladins.

He was also a paladin, ranking ahead of the deceased Stendhal.

“I will go over the qualifications before the meeting. Is there anyone who has any objections to me taking charge of overall management?”

“““No.”””

Everyone responded in unison to the Slime Paladin's words.

Additionally, a paladin stepped forward and clearly stated his suitability, indicating that no one would be dissatisfied.

“Paladin Ruby Set. I would like to confirm here and now that Mr. Religios was truly a person suited to the position of general manager from the beginning. The position of director of the Incarnation Ceremony is determined according to the order in which one is called by Rugal, the great giver. Rather, Stendhal, the previous general manager, ignored that part and raised an objection, sitting in the general manager's chair with the intention of breaking the custom, and there is no one who would deny that Religios was the person who should have been sitting in that position from the beginning. There will be no.”

“Got it. Then we will start the discussion right away.”

“Please do it.”

Religios, whose legitimacy was confirmed, confirmed that there were no further complaints from the other paladins, and the full-fledged meeting began with the paladin and secretary opening a huge book to write down the meeting minutes.

“We failed. The three pieces that make up the vessel of God. Contrary to our expectations, the dragon sculpture was created as a very free being.”

“That's right. Curios knew how to use magic. He must have figured out our plan from the beginning.”

“Paladin Canis, who was in charge of Curios and died by him, had previously claimed it. Curios' ego is so strong that he is too unsuited to be cast as a piece for the final god's vessel.”

“I didn’t know that things would turn out this way after I didn’t take his advice.”

“It was Paladin Stendhal who initially dismissed Paladin Canis’ claims. He wanted to move things along too quickly. He said he wants to hurry up and welcome another Rugal-sama while he is still alive.”

“That's right. That's why things went wrong. Even if he had not ascended to the position of general manager-”

thud!

The moment the paladins were about to voice their complaints about Stendhal's self-righteousness, Religios struck the altar.

A sword made of water.

Contrary to expectations, the weapon, which was supposed to be soft and made entirely of his slime, neatly split the altar into two pieces.

“...”

However, no one expressed any complaints about the altar being destroyed.

Rather, they knew what Religios was going to say in advance and swallowed what he was trying to say.

“This is not the place to discuss the suitability of my deceased predecessor.”

Squeak-

The water that divided the black altar began to flow down and surround the altar, and the slime paladin continued speaking as he watched.

“There is only one thing we have to do. No, to be precise, there is only one place to reach. There is no reason to turn your head and be dissatisfied with something else.”

“Okay.”

“I will keep this in mind.”

After hearing the answers of several paladins, the slime paladin looked at all the paladins one by one, and to be exact, the helmet on his head moved and imitated looking at them.

“If there is an error, correct it. I do not think there is any need to use the manpower that has been lost and become more limited unnecessarily. There is no need to find out whether Curios is alive or dead. The secret to this failure is that all matters related to the honor of the first prince are resolved by executing all those who bribed him. As the first prince, he may be dissatisfied with the feeling that he was not told the truth and may become uncooperative in the future, but for now, that is the best.”

“I understand. Then, we will handle matters related to the 1st prince in that way. So what do you do about Red Fudge next? They must have been the ones who killed Paladin Stendhal. It is safe to say that all circumstances point to them.”

“Paladin Stendhal’s death is unavoidable. However, that was probably the result of Stendhal working for the best move. In addition, although there is evidence that this was the case in Red Purge, there is no clear evidence. Perhaps the most reliable hypothesis is that while the fight was going on, a group of knights belonging to the Red Purge were gathered separately to assassinate Stendhal... but it is difficult to judge them based on the circumstances alone.”

“If you just tell me, I will create evidence. All you have to do is capture the knights sponsored by Red Purge who are still staying around here, torture them, and use that as evidence.”

“Not a good choice. In the end, the person who will verify the evidence is the royal family, in fact Princess Camellia, who can wield the power she originally held even more strongly due to the fall of the first prince. That may work when the emperor is attending to official business, but when Princess Camellia is in the presence of the imperial family, it is better to exercise self-respect.”

“... Okay. Well then, we'll put the work on Red Purge on hold. So what about the other side? Do you have any proof that they discovered the Tetragramaton?”

“No. It looks like Red Purge came fully prepared. The underground cavity was also completely and cleanly destroyed. With the death of the dragon, everything disappeared.”

Religios was not present when Sotok appeared on the surface and fought.

As soon as the Tetragrammaton died and the underground cavity of the snow mountain collapsed, he took independent action to maintain secrecy.

As a slime, he used his body, which is said to be able to move anywhere as long as there is a narrow gap, to continuously dig into the cracked earth, and at the end, he was able to reach the cavity that originally contained the Tetragrammaton in Rugal.

However, he could not find any evidence as to how he was able to meet Tetragrammaton in Red Purge, and when he came back to the ground, three days had already passed after everything had ended.

And the moment he grasped the situation and decided that Rugal, who had been devastated, could no longer care about the Red Purge, thanks to this, Hirem, who was returning to the parish, had made a plan to prepare for Rugal, and it was completely blown away. It has been done.

“I decide to give up retaliation against Red Purge.”

“... Is that true?”

“Yes. Even if they knew our plan and tried to use Sotalk to handle it, it doesn't matter. If they really knew our plan and used Sotalk, then that would have been the best move they could have used.”

“However, considering Hir’em’s personality, they may use even stronger moves than this.”

“Hir'em Brigade is a woman who, like Camellia, pursues the empire to become an ideal state, even though it may seem like that. Although it is a fundamental conflict that the subject is the Red Purge Church, if Hirem is judged from the perspective of the actual authority of the empire, not the church, what does it mean to the empire that we, Rugal, are now completely gone? You probably know better than anyone else. If I were Hirem, I would not have the intention of tying up with the imperial family and causing the situation to develop into a complete civil war by messing with us, so I must have made a choice to make Sotok move rather than choosing to make the truth public on a large scale and engage in a joint struggle with the imperial family. .”

“Then, will you decide to leave Red Fudge alone?”

“Let’s do that. I think what that woman, or the upper-class members of the Red Purge, wanted was to use this opportunity to weaken our power, or to further increase the influence of their sect by cutting off Sotok's life with the power of a saint after the victory of the giant Sotok. . However, they probably made a misjudgment because Sotok was more than what we and they knew from literature. Now that the project has failed, Red Purge will not be able to use anything more about us.”

The paladins' conversation ended up going in vain without reaching the source until the end.

Even as time has passed, no one in Rugal has figured out the covenant between Sotok and Tetragrammaton.

Since something important was missing, misunderstandings grew, and Rugal's paladins realized that this was potentially their plan and confirmed that it was planned by the Red Purge.

But despite this, Religios decides not to do anything about the Red Purge.

“Then, this is the end of Red Purge’s story.”

“Okay.”

Rather, he wanted to move on to the next turn as quickly as his plan had gone astray.

“Is the next story about the dragon fragment?”

The Paladins' meeting, which had been going on for a long time, now turned to talking about Curios.

        
            When Religios brought up the story about Curios, a paladin spoke about the countermeasures currently in progress.

“As for Curios, since it was related to the loss of honor of the first prince, we were continuing to track his life and death according to the orders of Paladin Lord Aleph. What would you do?”

“I will do the persuasion for Lord Aleph. Take over manpower. There is no need to confirm whether Curios is alive or dead. Through this failure, we have found that the dragon piece is completely unsuitable for the vessel of the god.”

“I understand. So what will Dragon King Savage do?”

One paladin's words made everyone think of Dragonia, the woman who filled the void left by the Dragon King who is no longer here.

Savage originally went with the three heroes and made sure to attend all meetings regarding the ritual of incarnation, but today only the Beast King and the Fetal King were present, and she was absent.

From the very beginning, she was the one with the deepest blood as a Dragonia, so she was offered by Rugal and sat on the seat of the Three Heroes, but she was actually the most outsider among them.

So, since Religios no longer needs to consider the dragon fragment in the incarnation ritual, he has clearly decided on a policy regarding that.

“Dragonia Savage is a woman who, under a contractual relationship, sat in the position of hero prepared by the imperial family in advance until the dragon sculpture was completely completed. Now that I know that I don't need the dragon piece, I think it's pointless.”

“If that’s the case, I think it’s better to kill him. If that woman knows about our plans and we have to make the decision to kick her out now, I don't think there's any need to keep the information leaked.”

“Then it’s the Paladin Ruby Set. I will leave it to you to quietly destroy Dragon King Savage.”

“Okay.”

In an instant, the decision was made to execute Dragonia, who once held the position of Dragon King.

Religios decided that there was no need to make a fuss by leaving behind external officials who were no longer needed, and the other paladins present also thought it was a reasonable decision.

So the meeting continued with the final topic.

“Then, Relios. Now that the dragon fragment is no longer suitable to form Rugal, what should we do?”

This topic is the most important topic at this meeting.

Since we realized that the final piece to bring another Rugal down to the earth is a big problem because, contrary to expectations, it does not move as expected and goes wild, we need to come up with a new way from now on.

You can create a piece of the dragon from scratch again and use a method that excludes failures gained from experience, but if you do that, you will have to make a long, long plan to capture the dragon again from the beginning.

But Religios had already received word about it.

And that's not to anyone else, but to Rugal, the god he serves.

“For that part, Rugal will now tell us the path we should take.”

“... Rugal?”

“Did you hear a voice?”

chuck-

The slime paladin raised his arm and stopped the paladins' muttering.

Then he-

Clap-

I got down on my knees.

One of the three heroes.

In front of the Beast King Tianeri, who had been silent and had not said anything until now.

“The arrangement is complete. Mr. Rugal. Now, please give me your order.”

“““...!”””

The other paladins who saw him quickly knelt down as well.

Chuck- Chuck-

Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go-

The heroes here now are two pieces of Rugal.

One is the Beast King Tianeri and the other is the Fetal King Parasig.

The two heroes, unlike Savage, the Dragon King, who only has a contractual relationship, and Curios, who has a strong ego, rarely reveal their intentions.

They are always calm and peaceful.

Not even a single word is spoken.

The reason they were created with such complete lack of ego is,

This is so that Rugal of the Sky can convey his voice directly through them at any time.

[... I failed again. My priests.]

When the Beast King opens his mouth, two overlapping voices come out.

Paladins know what that voice means.

“Lu, Rugal.”

“Sorry. Because we were lacking, our plan went astray.”

What is in front of you is clearly Rugal.

Although complete manifestation is impossible, it was their god who manifested his will in a 1/3-page body and conveyed his voice.

The paladins expressed their regret and sorrow towards such a god.

[Don’t blame yourself. Failure has happened several times to this day.]

However, Rugal actually encourages such paladins.

[You have failed, not defeated. If something is wrong, you can put it back, and if it has collapsed, you can build it up.]

“Lu, Rugal!”

[It was my whim that I wanted to make Stendhal the leader who broke convention and created a vessel for God. I thought it would be different if I made a change, but I misjudged and failed.]

“No! The reason this happened like this, Rugal, is because we lacked strength!”

“That's right! This happened because we were negligent!”

“Rugal’s decision was never wrong!”

[Don’t blame yourself. These are the children I chose. You guys have no reason to do that.]

Rugal decides the next steps as the Paladins cry.

[Everything is not completely over yet. Just continue. Now, two of the three pieces that will form me, the Beastman's piece and the Fein's piece, have been completed. All you have to do is create the last piece.]

“But Rugal. Due to our inexperience, we failed to cast the dragon sculpture that we thought would be the final piece. Please let us know. What should we do? Can I make the dragon piece from scratch again?”

[no. There is no need for that.]

Slurp-

Rugal, who had borrowed the Beast King's body, raised his arms.

Then a sphere was created on the altar.

What forms the sphere is Religios' slime that cut the altar in half.

The slime came together and floated into a sphere, in which a life form was reflected.

[The piece has already been found. There is no need to make any more. I decided to use this ruler as the last piece.]

“... He?!”

“Lu, Rugal! Are you serious?!”

The paladins were astonished at the appearance of a being shown by Rugal.

What Rugal showed was a human being.

He is a pure-blooded human who has been completely excluded from the construction stage of the body that will be born from scratch according to Rugal's own will, and has been considered unsuitable as the final piece for hundreds of years.

It was the appearance of Lee Rim, the bishop of the Deshade Church, who said that Rugal and the humans he called infinitely inferior beings were the ones Rugal reversed his will and showed to the paladins as pieces of a new god needed for the incarnation ritual.

[There was a lot of help. I borrowed the help of many people. However, Iza clearly defeated Sotok with his own strength. His causality, which brought about the help of all people, proves that his existence value has already been completed as equal. This is something that not even the two heroes, another piece of Rugal who will be born on earth, have been able to accomplish. So, I will fill the new piece with ‘human pieces.’ And that piece is already a finished piece.]

At that moment, the Beast King’s expression changed.

Tianeri, a sculpture of the Beast King whose expression has never changed.

The god who contains the will himself showed favor to Lee Rim, a piece of humanity he considered the last piece, even by manipulating his face and making it smile.

Afterwards, Rugal gave the final orders to the paladins and gave gifts to the paladins who had worked hard for him so far, and Religios represented the paladins and accepted the will of the god.

[Now is the last moment. This project must succeed, so I will personally give you my name to encourage you.]

“Please state your name. We will take any name as our spiritual name.”

Those involved in the incarnation ritual have not even given their organization a given name for confidentiality reasons.

Nevertheless, Rugal opened his mouth for the priests who had shown unwavering loyalty to him.

[Kishinhoe. This is your name.]

“Kishinhoe. I will support you.”

Gisinhoe.

A group that creates gods.

It was intuitive and unadorned, but it was a name that touched the hearts of the Paladins who had inherited it from the previous priests of Rugal, and was accepted as an achievement recognized directly by God.

[This is the time to stand up for me. It is time to create another Rugal on earth. Move around this name and bring what I want.]

“I understand. If this is the will of Lord Rugal, we will do whatever it takes to appease him.”

[I’m looking forward to it.]

With the answer, the temporary appearance of God ended.

Jureuk-

Sigh-

The sphere that reflected Lee Rim's image flowed down to the ground, and Rugal no longer existed on the ground.

At the same time, Religios turned backwards with all his might and shouted.

“...Did you hear that?!!”

“““I heard!!!”””

“From today onwards we call ourselves Kishinhoe!! Rugal, who has not given us his name for hundreds of years, finally discussed that the end time has come!! So what should we do?!!”

“You just have to not disappoint Rugal’s expectations!!!”

“Bishop of Deshade Church! All you have to do is cajole him!!!”

“Yes! God has clearly told us what to do! He also corrected what I had been struggling with before! The Lord said that our failure due to our shortcomings was a misjudgment on His part, and He showed us the way to get there! Then there is only one thing we have to do!!!”

Cheolkeong-

As Religios raised his arms, the other paladins also raised their arms.

As it is, they all shout at the same time.

“““From now on, we will place the pieces of humanity into Rugal’s hands!!!”””

The voices of paladins ring loudly in the snowy mountains.

Their voices were so loud that even the heavy snow that had enveloped their bodies passed them by for a moment.

The meeting of the priests of Rugal, who were given the new name [Kishinhoe], ended.

Immediately afterwards, while everyone was leaving one by one, a paladin approached Religios.

“Overall. I have something to tell you.”

“Something?”

“For future work, I think it would be a good idea to give priority to restoring the magical power of Fae King Parasig.”

Hearing the Paladin's words, Religios looks at the Fetal King Parasig, who stayed still even when the divine will was placed on the Beast King.

He is a slime, and since he has no eyes, looking is merely an imitation to help other paladins recognize his intentions.

So what he did was actually an act of trying to feel the total amount of magical energy latent in the Fetish King's body.

“... I see. The King of Fe also spent too much in this fight. Because of too much overcasting, the total amount of mental power and magical energy has been significantly reduced, and the vessel of the soul has also cracked. If we think about the future, the body of the Feudal King should be restored quickly.”

In Religios' view, the Feudal King's body was not very good right now.

King Hue suffered the most damage in the fight with Sotok.

As this fight did not receive support from the Holy Knights and Priests, the Feudal King used overcasting beyond the limit several times to make up for the void.

Especially at the end, when Sotok threw off his coat and all the Paladins and heroes of the Join tribe fell, the damage was severe because the King of Feud used his magic with all his might to protect both the paladins and the heroes from the fall.

As a result, Parasig's body had only undergone healing and self-recovery by the priests, and less than half of its magic power had been recovered.

And to fill that void, we have no choice but to use a slightly special method.

“... Are you going to use that method again?”

“I guess so. Bring a woman who can handle magic power at a similar level to that of the Queen, and overlap her body with him.”

The method is to restore the body by sleeping with a woman with magical power comparable to the damage suffered by the Feudal King.

This was a method that had been used quite a few times in the past, and it was also the only way to restore the body of the Fae King, which was made much more special than the Beast King, which was created with faithfulness to the preservation of physical excellence and fighting sense.

“If so, who would benefit? It's going to be quite a challenge this time. For the damage sustained in battles with ordinary giants, it was possible to bribe women from fallen families and keep them in silence by having them sleep with them, but this time, it was impossible with an average person.”

This situation was so serious that it was bound to be a difficult situation for Paladin, who had always prepared women in secret.

But Religios calmed him down and brought up an alternative.

“There is nothing to worry about. If you are the right person, you already know.”

“Are you sure? Who is that?”

The Paladin expressed his admiration for his words, and Religios took a woman who was comparable to the current Feudal King in a way that went beyond bribery and was beneficial to the entire Rugal Church, which had suffered great damage. We talked about how to get there.

“Witch Hunter of the collapsing Lihi Church, Bishop Setias Erian. He arranges for her to marry the King of Fe.”

        
            Speaking of business trips, it was a long business trip.

According to the orders of Princess Camellia, and to view and participate in the knight's festival to which I had previously been invited by Aleph.

Originally, it was just a matter of participating in the knight's festival and finding out Rugal's secret, which Camellia found suspicious, but it ended up leading to a big incident.

But I don't think there's any problem.

Tetragrammaton's death was something that was inevitably witnessed as an attempt to uncover its secrets.

Accordingly, Sotok was informed of Tetragramaton's death and attacked Rugal.

Contrary to Rugal's intentions, Curios did not act as the final piece to build God's vessel and was self-righteous, and everything went wrong because of Rugal's arrogance.

The series of events were all brought on by Rugal himself, and they were the victims of Sotok's attack, which almost led to the self-destruction of the entire human race, including the empire.

It was a monster that sprung from the seed Rugal had sown, but fortunately it survived thanks to the help of many people, including Hirem, us, and knights of the voyage. To be honest, I wanted to receive at least some additional compensation from Rugal in addition to the prize money from the Knight's Festival. I could barely stand it.

‘Camellia will like it too. I was thinking of weeding out Rugal appropriately, but Rugal was preparing something crazier than I could have imagined, and as a result, he committed suicide.'

So, I think I should accept the compensation as a bonus from the other side and go back and work really hard on writing this report.

If you think about it from the perspective of the person leading the empire, you can clearly see that the national power of the empire has weakened slightly.

An entire Margrave of the Border was blown away, and Rugal suffered major damage to the extent that it could not function properly for a while.

But there were also clear benefits.

The giant Sotok was a difficult problem that the empire had to deal with at some point in order to wage another war of conquest, and Sotok entered the deepest part of the human race on his own and died.

The reason I decided that I couldn't help but like it as Princess Camellia was because what Rugal was trying to do was to create another Rugal on earth and rule over all things, so their plan to establish another ruler over the royal family must be stopped at all costs. They were going to do it, but they committed suicide.

'Rugal is a useful tile, so Camellia will not completely eliminate Rugal itself even if she discovers their hidden plan. As for the rest, Aleph and Camellia will be able to coordinate well and thin out the forces within Rugal.'

I think I definitely did everything I could as the princess's knight this time.

We investigated everything the princess told us to investigate and find out, and did our best not to let anyone know that our church as a whole was acting on the princess's orders, and even won the battle against Sotok, which would have resulted in great damage if we had lost. .

'In addition, Rugal's paladin lord, Aleph, was also drawn to this side. 'You could say this is the biggest harvest.'

So, in this report, I plan to write down what happened in as much detail as possible in order to receive additional rewards in some way.

However, while I was thinking about that, a note from the princess that I received from a city I stopped by came to mind.

'What on earth did you write down?'

The day before we arrived at Leven, the parish where our home was located, after leaving Tir no Nog.

Last night I stopped by a city and rented an inn, but as I was about to leave the village this morning, someone gave me a note.

And the note had a familiar appearance, so I could recognize it at a glance.

The note is a neatly sized piece of paper that fits perfectly in the palm of one hand even when fully unfolded, and has a unique folding method that is not found anywhere else, as the princess always used it to write secret messages.

As I was holding the note with the intention of opening it, Eila, who was next to me, intervened.

“Irim! Why don’t you open it?”

As the carriage had been invited by Rugal, the way back was also prepared.

Although everyone slept well at the inn until morning, they were still tired from the long journey and fell asleep in the carriage, and only Aila and I were awake.

“Yes. I have to open it slowly. Rather, speak quietly. Because other people are sleeping.”

“Yes! Okay!”

The sound of a small voice coming from the left is an answer that makes me wonder every time I hear a loud answer.

“Umm... Have you arrived? Lee Rim.”

“Oh, look. You finally woke up.”

“Eeh-”

In the end, Hwarim, who had been leaning her head on my shoulder from the right, woke up.

“It hasn’t arrived yet. You can sleep more.”

“... I see.”

Hwarim looks up at me for a moment with sleepy eyes and then smiles.

“... Huhuhuhuhu-”

“... Wow!”

For some reason, I cleared my throat at the sound of laughter that seemed to have a sweet smell, and Aila looked at us from the side.

“... What?”

“... Why? I didn't say anything?”

“No, I was wondering why you were looking at me like that.”

“... You can look at it!”

“... Oh, I don’t know.”

In the end, I let go of Aila's glare and Hwa-rim, who was rubbing her face on my shoulder while still opening her eyes, and opened the note.

[Good work. My knight Lee Rim. Please do not receive detailed information in the report. Until then, I will hear the story in advance from Ingrid, who came to the capital first, but I hope to write it up in as much detail as possible.]

“Hmm... As expected, it will be difficult to piece together all the causes and effects of this incident, no matter how Camellia is.”

What Camellia has been asking for is the creation of a structured, high-quality report.

From the work that Rugal had been secretly carrying out for hundreds of years, the Tetragrammaton, and the Sotoc and Tetragrammaton that were connected to it, to the birth of Curios.

Since it is difficult to make any connection to Camellia, who was all only in the capital or far away on border patrol, the only way to know the full story is to cross-verify Ingrid's and my reports.

So, the first part of the secret letter contained a request for the report to be uploaded as quickly as possible.

I interpreted that Camellia must have felt quite agitated about the situation that had happened so far, to the point where she felt the need to write down such an obvious story in a secret letter.

“And... there is more content below.”

However, the latter content contained something that I could not have predicted at all.

[And sent a gift. Bishop Lee Lim. From the perspective of the Deshade Church, these people will be in quite good hands. Let’s use it well and strengthen the power of the church.]

At the front is a message to knight Lee Rim.

The back is a gift to Bishop Lee Rim.

It could be inferred that the gift that was divided into two categories meant a good gift to me as a bishop and a good gift from a denominational perspective.

“Gift?”

“Gift? The princess gave me a gift?”

“... Hmm. That hard-looking woman was a gift. I'm really curious about what kind of wind is blowing. Rather, I wonder if it is worth writing down in a secret letter that a gift has been sent.”

“That’s right. Did you say it back? I sent a [gift] that was not a gift but something that was difficult to handle...”

“No way, manpower...! Are you telling us to bury that person and make him disappear instead?!”

“... Phew-”

As Aila and I began to guess and get into trouble, Hwarim sighed and pinched my cheek.

Kuuk-

“Ayat-”

“Hehehe. It can't be like that. Since the message to use it well was attached at the end, it could be said that they simply sent us goods that could be helpful, or if we take the term manpower as it is, it would mean that they saved people who could be workers in our diocese without saying anything. I'm going to be quite busy from now on.”

“... Is that so?”

“Ah! Then it wouldn't be so fun!”

“Isn’t that the kind of person who would send a gift just to have fun in the first place?”

“Still!”

Looking at Aila puffing out her cheeks, I came to think that Hwarim's words were much more realistic.

“It’s good if it increases your hands. Just like Hwarim said, really... ha- I sigh.”

“Huhuhuhu. Why are you doing this? Bishop of Deshade Church?”

When Hwarim looks at me, I already feel like I'm choking up at the thought of emphasizing the position of bishop.

Of course, this is where our real work begins.

“Think about going through hard times. Since this is our first large-scale funeral, it will be on a different level from hygge events. We will need to make more religious symbols and church flags, prepare proper tombstones, and meet with the priests of the Rugal Church and members of the imperial family several times.”

“... I really hate it.”

When you return, you must immediately prepare for the funeral and maintain the cemetery.

As this funeral will be a funeral to honor those who died in Tirner Nog, it will be an event that will set an official precedent and will require consultation with the Rugal Church.

“... I can't help it. You have to be strong.”

Since it is the first funeral, the person from the imperial family sent by Camellia will try to make sure that the funeral does not have too many Rugal-like colors, and from Rugal's point of view, he is requesting that the funeral be held as splendidly as possible, which is in line with the relationship between Lihi and the Red Fudge Church. There is no doubt that they will request a splendid funeral as if they want to set an example for differentiation, especially for the Red Purge Church, which has had bad feelings about this incident.

I was already feeling like there was a hole in my stomach as I had to be caught in the middle of them, trying to wrap my head around trying to coordinate as much as possible.

“... Lee Rim. Is there something strange about the scenery outside?”

“Huh? What?”

Ayla, who was looking out the window with a sigh when she saw Hwarim continuing to rub her face against my shoulder, called me, and I quickly turned my head to follow Ayla's words.

Then what came into view was a completely unexpected scene.

“... What is it? Who is this huge number of people?”

What you see outside the window is the scenery of Leven, the parish we finally arrived at.

We had not yet reached the main church building in the center of the diocese, and in front of it was a row of abandoned farmland that was being continuously cultivated with tombstones.

And now hundreds of people were gathered in that land.

“... Ah! It's over there! It’s the Deshade Church!”

“Are you back?! really?! Let’s go quickly!”

The fact that we can look at them means that they can also look at us.

The people who had gathered in the farmland noticed the carriage we were riding in and quickly narrowed the distance between them.

“Uh... Huh? What? What is it really?”

“Keueuuu At N ato… What is going on so loud? Oppa?”

“Umm... Lee Rim. What happened?”

As I was confused, completely unaware of the situation, Peria and Thistle woke up one after another.

Soon, everyone except Rains, who was sitting in the coach seat, began to wake up, and everyone else could not hide their embarrassment when they saw the people outside the coach.

“Deshade! Thank you! We have finally arrived at the land that the Lord has prepared for us!”

“I wonder how long it took to get here... It's really touching... Sigh-”

“I was skeptical when they said the empire would accept us, but it was true! They are the people of the Deshade Church!”

The carriage was already surrounded by people and could no longer move.

Fortunately, there was no hostility from the people gathered.

So we got out of the carriage calmly, despite our guard.

Then people came closer.

“Apostle! That's me! I! This is Patami, who came to see me every day at Grace’s estate! I am so happy to see you again, Apostle!”

“Apostle Thistle. This is our first time seeing you since the kingdoms were united! It’s really been a while!”

“Saint! There is a saint too!”

“Astesia. No, a saint from the Deshade Church!”

“Thank you, Bishop. Thank you very much. Thanks to the Bishop and Deshade, we were able to come this far...”

Many people said hello to Thistle and Astesia and other members of the church, and I knew some of them from my time in the Kingdom Alliance, so I was able to recognize who they were.

‘Soul soldiers? 'How are the soul soldiers here?'

So I couldn't help but be confused.

Of course there was a possibility.

Now there is no longer a spell for soul soldiers.

This could be because the news that our church has established itself in the empire also spread because Princess Camellia made me a knight and gave me several preferential treatment.

So, I thought that soul soldiers might come to our church someday, but I never thought that so many people would have gathered in our church during the trip to Tyr and Nog.

“Pa, Patami. And Sarcia. It's been a while. how are you? Raise your head above that.”

“Hey, hey... Everyone, please calm down!”

“Long live the Church of Deshade!”

“Hurray! Long live Deshade!”

“Glory to the Church of Deshade! May Deshade’s blessing be with us!”

Those of us who are so embarrassed that we don't know how to respond, and those of us who are mentally ill, crying and crying out Deshade's name as if something is welling up inside us.

It was a time when chaos accelerated to the point where the situation was out of control.

“Everyone! I hope everyone calms down!!!”

As someone spoke loudly, the noise made by hundreds of soul soldiers gradually quieted down.

“Okay, everyone. Aren't you blocking the road? Princess Camellia, who guided us, said this. No news was conveyed to the people of the Deshade Church. So, if we tell you only what we want to say now, you will only be embarrassed!”

As we made our way through the crowd, a particularly large spirit soldier stepped in front of us, emitting a somewhat familiar voice.

All of us, especially Enin and I, were very surprised when we saw the two people who came forward as if they were representing the soul soldiers.

“Presbyopia?!”

“Senior Florian?!”

“Brother! It’s been a while!”

“... enine. long time no see. It’s been a while since I saw you.”

The ones who appeared before us were Noan and Florian.

        
            Camellia read the report Ingrid presented to her several times.

I am reading it several times, not just once, but several times, to be exact, the 5th time.

That's unusual.

Camellia always takes on most of the official duties on behalf of the ill emperor.

After this time, even after the sun has completely set, Camellia has to turn on the magic lamp brightly and look at government affairs until she falls asleep, so there is no reason, leisure, or time to read the same document over and over again.

However, it was not as if my speed reading and comprehension skills were particularly poor today.

In fact, if you only look at the condition of your body, you can say that you are in a state that is above average, if not the best, thanks to the fact that you slept relatively well.

Camellia, who is in good condition, only glances at the documents once, and among the documents sent by the prime ministers, she mercilessly rejects those that contain phrases that can escape her control, and cannot easily understand the documents she has seen once. There is nothing to read more than twice other than the documents sent from the magic towers.

That's who she is, Camellia, who had just finished reading the report that Ingrid had handed her for the fifth time, turned her attention to the first sentence for the sixth time to look at the key parts, and after a while, she finally put the report down and barely opened her mouth.

“... Ingrid.”

“Yes.”

“There is no need to check the authenticity.”

“Yes. The contents written there are the stories I heard from Bishop Lee Lim and everything I personally researched.”

“Yes. I see...”

Camellia takes a moment to close her eyes and gather her thoughts.

After looking at Ingrid's report, my eyes feel slightly numb because I took my eyes off the document after 30 minutes.

“Ha...”

However, Camellia's sigh was not because her eyes were numb, but because her head was overloaded after accepting the series of events.

'I never thought things would go this far.'

She had just returned from border patrol.

It also came back quickly.

Camellia traveled around the border connected to the Kingdom Alliance and collected soul bottles.

Camellia thoroughly searched all the soul bottles wandering near the border of the empire and those hidden in the mountains, and as a result, Camellia was able to collect 300 soul bottles.

She made a suggestion to the soul soldiers.

'I will send you to the land where the cult that serves Deshade, the evil spirit who saved you even at the cost of sacrificing yourself, is established. Lee Rim, a spiritual soldier and bishop, is already settled there. You can live there as you please, as it is the parish of the Deshade Church that saved you. However, it should not be too far from the parish. The Empire has decided to accept you, but it does not yet fully trust you. Of course, I knew full well that you were just victims of the Kingdom Alliance's stubbornness, and I even shed tears inside. Therefore, the imperial family, including Camellia, will watch over you for a while and help you integrate as complete imperial citizens. If you have a desired way of life, tell it to the imperial magistrates who will continue to come to you. Then they will accommodate you as much as they can.'

From the empire's point of view, the Deshade Church has already established itself as a good precedent for exiled soul soldiers, and as such, the story is that soul soldiers wandering around the border will be accepted as citizens of the empire without any conditions.

Each of the soul soldiers shed tears when they heard those words.

In fact, they had nowhere to go.

Even if it is an empire, it cannot accept all the soul soldiers who try to escape this way after breaking the chain imposed by the kingdom union.

So, until Camellia came, the game of tag continued between the soul soldiers who kept running away and the border guards who were exhausted from chasing them despite having the physical ability of more than a skilled soldier or closer to a knight.

Camellia solved that problem easily.

Not only will they accept the soul patients as citizens of the empire, but they will also allow them to live the lives they want.

But Camellia's calculations were also included in that.

'They were saved by the Deshade Church on two occasions. In one case, Deshade released the spell that had been placed on them even as he turned into an evil spirit, and in another case, the humans of the Deshade Church entered the empire first, which gave them the qualifications to live. If so, the emotions and impressions they felt would inevitably be sublimated into faith and focused in one direction.'

What Camellia wanted was to make the soul soldiers swear absolute loyalty to the Deshade Church.

As a result, he plans to provide a foundation for his knight, Lee Rim, to build a thorough support base so that, as an independent denomination, it may not be possible to reach the level of the other three denominations, but can build up to the level of a medium-sized denomination.

What is needed for that is not capital, land, or anything else, but manpower like fanatics who will work for the parish even to the point of overworking themselves if it is for their God.

In order to encourage fanatical beliefs if possible, she reminded the soul soldiers throughout the movement that all of this was a freedom they were able to achieve because Deshade reached out to them.

All of this was possible thanks to the efforts of Lee Rim of the Deshade Church, who had sworn allegiance to the royal family and the royal family, while providing comfort throughout the entire camping trip and providing unconditional support of food, water, and alcohol. He made nails and drove them into his ears.

Even if the soul soldiers in the future had something they did or wanted to do in the original world, they would settle down near Leven, where Deshade's only temple is located, and would also become excellent helpers as Deshade's citizens in the diocese. will be.

However, one thing that was disappointing was that there was not enough time for the hastily planned border patrol and picking up the soul bottles.

'I left the rest of the rampaging spirit soldiers to the Spy Knights, but I don't know if it will be resolved well.'

Camellia's calculations only work for souls who understand that they are oppressed.

Other soul diseases.

Even in the Kingdom Alliance, soul soldiers had problems that could not be controlled even with Atyr, so they had no choice but to put them in a prison called the Soul Corridor.

What Camellia really wanted were them, but they ran away faster than expected and were not easily caught.

About a dozen people were successfully captured, some were successfully appeased by the Spy Knights, and some were executed because they resisted until the end.

However, some others had already gone into hiding among the adventurers, and some had even killed some of the border guards and the spy knights sent by Camellia who had been pursuing them from the beginning and then hid somewhere in the empire.

Unlike Lee Rim, he may not have been able to handle magical power, but the problem is that there are some soul soldiers who are rampaging beyond what was imagined.

In the meantime, some have already acquired their own unique way to manipulate magical power in their own way by twisting the providence of the world, or there are soul soldiers who can use powers similar to magic even if they exclude magical power from the beginning. It's difficult to deal with.

Camellia came to despise the fact that even though there were soul soldiers with that much power in the kingdom union, they had only been able to defend and maintain the border, despising it as incompetent. At the same time, after experiencing it firsthand, if the soul soldiers were of that level, even if Atyr. I clearly learned that even if it were, it would have been difficult for anyone to control it, if not for myself.

Camellia wanted to split the time and make every single one of them her own, but in the end, the remaining soul soldiers returned to the castle without being able to see or capture their faces within the limited time.

The news I received right after I sent my gift to the Deshade Church with a happy heart, with the mindset that I had solved one task was-

It was news of the destruction of the Margrave of Mohadorn by the giant Sotok and the destruction of Rugal's main school, Tyrna Nog.

“Ingrid.”

“Yes.”

“What I wanted was not this kind of noise.”

“... I see.”

“I am just, just. I just tried to weed out Rugal little by little by giving very small clues about what they were planning and identifying the mastermind.”

“I understand what you are talking about.”

What Camellia wanted was to lightly hear about some of the secrets that Rugal was hiding, and based on that, to eliminate some of the paladins who might rebel against the imperial family.

So, Camellia had Irim mobilize his church to lightly investigate Curios, and sent Tarator to provide some help in infiltration, and also provided assistance to Ingrid, who happened to stop by Tir nog as a representative of Lihir. I just ordered you to help me if something happens that I can help you with.

What Irim and Ingrid gave to Camellia, who was expecting a light travel gift, was the unexpected news that the travel destination had been devastated and a basket of high-quality fruit that had ripened as it should.

It also smells incredibly strong.

Camellia is a fruit that is difficult to know how to handle even after receiving it in its hand, and makes one's mind so dizzy that it cannot immediately think of a good way to do it.

“Really... a gift is something that requires consideration of the recipient's position as well.”

Camellia took a deep breath for a moment, placed the fruit basket that Bishop Lee Rim had prepared and Ingrid brought in front of her, and took them out one by one, trying to taste them.

        
            Camellia took out a metal pen and drew lines on the report.

Chewy profit-

Cheee-

Jjoaaagh

The contents drawn in long lines are words that can be considered key keywords for this incident among the letters in the report posted by Ingrid.

After marking them all, Camellia recited them one by one and told them to Ingrid, entering the stage of understanding.

“Consciousness of incarnation. God's vessel. An attempt to create another Rugal on earth. I understood that the title of the Three Heroes, which was given by the Empire in recognition of their accomplishments during the Great War, was actually intended to attract more subjects to Rugal's temple by hiding the sculptures of those gods and displaying them at the same time.”

“Yes.”

“The people involved are a few dozen paladins within Rugal. The Beast King Tianeri and the Fetal King Parasig are actually pieces created by breeding various races over hundreds of years. Dragon King Savage is a dragonia that sat until Curios, a piece of a real dragon, took the place of the Dragon King.”

“Yes.”

“And it was impossible for Curios to follow the existing method, so it was Curios who captured Tetragrammaton from Rugal, imprisoned him, and copied his power without anyone in the empire knowing.”

“You know very well.”

“However, the Tetragrammaton had made a pact with the giant Sotok, so the bishop who was hiding in Rugal's basement killed Tetragrammaton, and the giant Sotok came to Rugal. Is this correct?”

“It is as you understood.”

“... I see.”

Camellia is weighing the scales.

She took out a bag from underneath the desk and started putting things on the scale that was on the desk.

The one who went up first was the huge black king.

‘The death of the giant Sotok is a gain. Looking far into the future is clearly a huge benefit. There is no doubt that Sotok was a problem that the empire would have to deal with at some point. But it was handled too suddenly, too quickly, and in a very damaging way.'

Next, three knights went up on the other side.

'The Margrave has disappeared, and even insurance has been activated, so we must prepare a new noble to replace the Mohadorn family. It was also a loss that a large number of knights of pilgrimage died. They were beings who had to act as the empire's unmeasured force in times of emergency. Rugal's damage is also too great. The only ones who thought they needed to be weeded out were a few paladins whose intentions were elsewhere. If the priests and holy knights were killed in large numbers, the thickness of the giant's defense line that Rugal was in charge of would fade. Of course, with Sotok dead, the giants may be wary of us from now on and not want to touch us easily.'

Camellia leaves the balance as is.

Then, after a while, the black king rose to the top of the balance.

It was a breathtaking ratio.

“... Is a gain a gain?”

I don't like it, but it's definitely good news.

As Camellia, she hopes that everything that happens in various parts of the empire will happen under her control, but once in a while, there are events that come upon her irresistibly, as if they are shattering her decisions that were like foresight.

So, she decided to put aside her discomfort thinking that although this incident was just a natural disaster, it was ultimately beneficial to the empire.

'It's already happened. It is clear that the appeasement of Rugal's Paladin Lord and Aleph is also a huge benefit, and if the relationship between Rugal and Red Purge becomes more strained, it may not be a good thing from a national standpoint, but I welcome it.'

Next, Camellia brought up the story of the reward.

“Anyway. Good work. Ingrid. The bishop and you should be rewarded.”

“I am very sorry.”

“Just-”

But Camellia had something to make sure before that.

“Before that, Ingrid, we should talk about what you did on your own.”

“... Yes.”

Camellia places her hands on her chin, looks straight into Ingrid's eyes, and asks.

“Why did you keep Mohadorn’s soldiers in your hands?”

Camellia looks at Ingrid with indifferent eyes.

Eyes that see through everything.

The look in her eyes that said she would never allow a lie made Ingrid feel as if her body had become stiff as usual.

“...”

The first thing Camellia wants to address to Ingrid, who has become like a stone to death, is a question about the revived Margrave's army.

“Ingrid. You intentionally concealed information.”

“... That's right.”

“The Margrave of Mohadorn's soldiers were revived and would have done their best until the last moment to stop Sotok.”

“Yes.”

“However, this was clearly something that everyone present, along with other denominations, had no choice but to have doubts about. The fact that a dead person came back to life and moved to carry out the royal family's orders is in itself a very affair. However, no one even hinted at me, let alone protested against it.”

Clearly, that is a problem that everyone has forgotten.

There were many people who witnessed the revived army before their eyes, including Paladins, Thistle, Irim, and Hir'em Brigade.

The insurance that the royal family had planted in Mohadorn, the sword that made them fulfill their duty of protection until the end, was clearly activated, and because of that, they were revived and fulfilled their duty.

However, everyone who witnessed the whole scene is acting as if no one was aware of it.

And at a glance, the princess could guess what Ingrid was doing.

In the first place, among the people in Tir no Nog at the time, Ingrid was the only one who could accomplish such a task.

At the last moment, the grouse exploded with a lightning gem, and Ingrid absorbed the honorable troops of Mohadorn with her magic.

At the same time, she intentionally dispersed the consciousness of everyone gathered there, and when they were relieved that the fight was over and relaxed, she penetrated their gap and used magic to raise questions about how Mohadorn's soldiers disappeared and their very existence. I made it so that you wouldn't have to worry about it, so you wouldn't remember it at all.

“... Bring it.”

“... Here it is.”

As soon as the princess gave Ingrid the order, Ingrid held out a magic book she had kept at her waist.

That was a black magic book made of human skin that the princess gave to Ingrid.

It is a dangerous object with magic spells written on it to deceive the human mind and control lions.

And the book is not a man-made object.

[Azriel’s List]

It is a magic book and a forbidden book that contains magic used by ancient beings that cannot be reached with the level of magic that mankind has today.

It was too risky for even Camellia to handle it directly, so she entrusted it to Ingrid, but in the end, Ingrid ended up using it at her own discretion, beyond her intelligence duties.

fluttering-

“... Indeed.”

Camellia's prediction was correct.

Uuuu-

The empire must be protected. The duty of protection is not over -

Kill the giant. Don't let anyone cross the border -

As soon as you open the cover of the book, what you see is swirling fragments of letters and a storm.

Trapped in the center were the pages of the book, and Mohadorn, his knights, and soldiers trapped within its surface.

Even though the whole situation had already ended, they were constantly crying and moving only with the remnants of their spirit to fulfill their duty.

chin-

Camellia immediately closed the book.

And then-

Swish-

Wow!

He swung the book and hit Ingrid on the chin.

ping-

Clink-

Teeth protrude from Ingrid's mouth and roll on the marble floor.

'Oh, it hurts.'

The book was aimed at the chin with its corner pointed out exactly.

Therefore, the pain exceeded what I could have imagined.

However, even though Ingrid was hit so hard that her teeth flew out, she did not moan.

Ingrid knows that this is cheap compared to what she did.

“Mohadorn is not a family that deserves to be treated like this.”

“...”

“It was the imperial family who recognized their contributions, but even so, it was they who did not trust themselves and asked for the sword of protection as insurance.”

“... Yes.”

“Of course, that is the story of our ancestors, and to me, the Margrave of Mohadorn is just one of the families that protects the loyal borders created by our ancestors.”

“Yes.”

“However, even so, a courtesy was planned. After they were resurrected and fulfilled their duties as they had wanted, I planned to cover their affair with the protection of the imperial family at all costs and to hold a grand funeral for them at the Deshade Church. That, Ingrid, you ruined their eternal rest.”

“... I know.”

“If you had a reason to want to keep them in your hands, tell me now. I will listen.”

Teong-

Camellia threw the banned book on the desk and rested her chin.

That was an attitude of listening to an explanation, but at the same time, it was also an expression of his will to kill Ingrid the moment he made the wrong move.

So Ingrid-

I decided to tell only the truth.

“Strength was needed.”

“Power?”

“Yes. The strength to protect our Lehi Church.”

Ingrid swallows blood and gathers herself by ignoring the signals sent by the nerves where the broken tooth was.

From now on, you must not make even a single excuse.

The truth must be contained in each and every word, but the truth must never offend Camellia, and at the same time, it must be persuasive enough for her to understand what he says.

“Me and Lehire lack the strength to protect ourselves.”

Therefore, Ingrid explains without a single mistake the judgment she made in Tir no Nog in front of Camellia, who could destroy her, her colleagues, and, even worse, Lihier itself the moment she makes a mistake. I had to do it.

“... I don't understand.”

So, seeing Camellia questioning her answer, Ingrid froze like a rat facing a snake, but even forgetting the pain, she began to focus on her lips.

        
            Ingrid says she lacks the strength to protect herself.

Camellia didn't understand the beginning.

She gave many things to Lehire, more specifically to Ingrid and her like-minded colleagues.

Nevertheless, saying that Ingrid lacked the power to protect herself was a statement that could only be said to be that she was aiming for something more than she had hoped for.

If that is not the power to protect oneself from other denominations, but the power to attack other denominations, or the power to wage an all-out war against the Blue Witches -

This could be interpreted as a wish to have the power to respond to Camellia herself, who brought it all, so Camellia quietly continued speaking as she prepared to give orders to the Spy Knights.

“... Ingrid. Answer me. Where are you lacking strength? I handed over many things to you who wanted to protect the church. One of them is this forbidden book that lies between us, Azriel's List. And yet now you are telling me that you lack strength?”

“Yes. That's right.”

Camellia looked at Ingrid's expression.

Behind the sunglasses, a serious face looking straight into his eyes without a trace of laughter.

'I'm not lying.'

She noticed that Ingrid's face spoke only the truth.

So she decided to listen to all the reasons and decide how to treat Ingrid.

“... Good. Keep going.”

“Thank you.”

'Whoa.'

Ingrid, who thought she had overcome one hurdle, breathed a sigh of relief and spoke.

“I killed Paladin Stendhal.”

“... I see. It was also written in the report. Due to the death of Paladin Stendhal, the relationship between Red Purge and Rugal, who were maintaining a delicate balance, became greatly strained. But was that actually what you did? Why did you do that?”

“He said he would destroy our church.”

“... Is it true?”

“Yes. Stendhal surprised me while I was following him, and later said that he thought the Lehi Church was at the center of this series of events and that he would destroy Lehi.”

After hearing Ingrid's answer, Camellia finally understood her dogmatism.

And I admitted it.

“... In that case, I will skip that matter. Ingrid. I honor the promises I make to my people. Just as the reason you joined hands with me was to protect Richer, I would understand if the reason you killed Stendhal was to protect Richer.”

“Thank you.”

“But that won’t be the answer. Continue.”

“Okay.”

Ingrid begins to explain again.

“Right after killing Stendhal, I thought: Our denomination does not have the power to protect ourselves in times of emergency.”

“I guess so. As for the current Lihier and the current you, if there is a trick from somewhere, whether it is Rugal or Red Purge, we will make it a point to just put an end to it.”

“So, I decided that we needed the power to protect us, and after watching things unfold, I decided that I wanted to use the power of the Margrave of Mohadorn, who was about to disappear after completing his role, as a power to protect Lihier, so I oppressed them.◦ #◦

“... In a word, you are scared of something that might happen one day.”

“That’s the meaning and reason for insurance.”

...knock-knock-knock-knock-

Camellia's fingers rang on the desk.

The princess, who had deep thoughts to think about, stayed silent for a long time unlike usual, and started counting with her fingers ringing.

gulp-

Ingrid swallowed her saliva as she looked at that.

'Please pass over.'

For Ingrid, this was both sincerity and a gamble.

I didn't lie.

Ingrid kills Stendhal and suddenly becomes afraid.

If anyone other than Stendhal were to think of harming their church, if they moved in an instant before Camellia could do anything, their church could collapse in an instant even if they had the protection of Princess Camellia.

Above all, she had served Camellia for a long time and knew her well, so she thought that no matter how much Camellia was using her as a spy inside Lihier, she could be abandoned the moment the scales tilted in the opposite direction, just like a little while ago.

So Ingrid hugged herself and felt cold in the bloody alley where Stendhal's body lay.

Then he acted like he was possessed.

She heard the sound of lions coming from outside the walls, witnessed the reanimated army of the Margrave swarming Tir na Nog, and saw the Margrave's army suddenly enter the shadow of the walls and rise from beneath the grouse. .

So, after the explosion, Ingrid locked them in the forbidden book she always had with her and distorted people's perception.

Even though Ingrid had to spend an entire day in hiding, draining a lot of blood, she gained the Margrave of Mohadorn's army.

'But as expected, Princess Camellia cannot be deceived.'

However, the secret could not be kept from Camellia, who knew how Mohadorn would have moved the moment Sotok appeared and expected others who had seen them to inquire about Mohadorn.

That's why Ingrid would rather tell everything honestly and hope that her achievements in Tir no Nog this time would give weight to the scales and that the princess would get over this.

Knock-knock-knock-knock-

Knock... Knock... Knock...

Tap...

...

Tap...

...

...

Tap...

...

...

...

Tap...

...

...

......

......

-Tuk.

'Ona.'

After a long time passed, Camellia's fingers finally stopped making a different sound.

“... Good.”

'Whew.'

Fortunately, Camellia's choice was not to abandon Ingrid.

“If you just want to keep it in case of emergency, I will allow it.”

“Thank you.”

“Ingrid, you have been working with me for a long time. Recently, I made a mistake, and even now, I never thought that the person I knew would do something like this, but this time, I helped Tarator, whom Lee Rim and I sent, prevent things from going wrong and helped the investigation to be successful. I will give it to you.”

“We will continue to meet your expectations.”

“And report the information that can be sent to Lihier by reducing it by half. Report on Rugal's incarnation ritual from a completely ignorant perspective, but slowly, very slowly, add additional inferences and secretly inform Setias under the guise of gathering other information. Well, since Setias is so crazy about witches, I don't think he'll pay much attention to Rugal.”

“I will keep this in mind. We will provide information slowly over a month.”

After Camellia said that, she went back from the expression of a politician sorting out the situation to the cold face of Camellia facing the spy Ingrid.

“But Ingrid. I cannot ignore your insult to Mohadorn and your self-righteousness. Go get punished for what you did. A reward is a reward and a punishment is a punishment. For this Camellia, there can be no offset between reward and punishment.”

Fortunately, trust may have been eroded, but it did not die, and the power gained was definitely granted, albeit conditionally.

'I may have used up all the trust I built up over a long period of time.'

Ingrid felt fortunate that the princess recognized that it would be a waste to just abandon her, as the work she had done against Camellia since the time when there was no spy knights had been fruitful.

Of course, that doesn't mean I'm not afraid of the punishment I'll receive from now on.

“The reward is just to allow you to have this power. Then I will punish you.”

“... I understand.”

“Take it.”

Camellia throws a quill.

Swish-

Ingrid accepted the quill.

It was a quill with an iron body that Camellia always used whenever she did her work.

Camellia ordered as she passed by, taking out a new quill from under the table to look at the next government affairs.

“Keep in mind. You have no reason to be deceived by anyone’s words. All you need to hear is my commands. So to remind you, rip your eardrums.”

“... I understand.”

Ingrid took the quill in her hand and brought it to her ear.

Camellia saw that and turned her head to the document, and a moment later there was the sound of something being torn.

However, the sound was soon drowned out by the sound of Camellia scribbling a new quill.

And a moment later, there was a tearing sound again.

“... finished.”

Camellia raised her head at Ingrid’s words.

In front of me, Ingrid was bleeding from both ears, and the quill in her hand was soaked in blood.

Camellia tried to tell Ingrid to leave, but soon realized that Ingrid would not be able to hear her, so she motioned for Ingrid to leave.

“... Well then, let’s go.”

Just like that, Ingrid disappeared from the princess's presence.

As soon as you go out the door, what you see are several maids with their backs turned towards you as usual.

One of them handed him a witch hunter's outfit along with a towel.

Although there was no sound, as it always happened, Ingrid took the clothes and slowly began to walk down the hallway.

Then I felt a little relieved.

'It only ended up with two eardrums. It's cheap.'

Of course it hurts.

Even compared to the teeth or the several corporal punishments that came before, this one hurt the most.

But still, Ingrid felt fortunate.

For the princess, she is not yet a piece of chess to throw away.

In that case, Ingrid still has a chance to protect Richer and Lyudmila.

This time, they also gained the power to exert great power in times of emergency from other denominations.

So, I thought it was cheap if it ended up being just an eardrum.

but-

Ingrid underestimated Camellia too much.

“... Is it time to throw that away too?”

In the office where Ingrid left, Camellia quietly muttered as she watched the maids cleaning up the blood-splattered marble and carpet.

‘Ingrid. You crossed the line.'

What Camellia wanted from Ingrid was a chess piece that would faithfully carry out what she commanded without making any deviations.

As Lee Rim was, she knew from the beginning that there was a risk, but was prepared to take it and accepted it. Ingrid's self-righteousness like this was completely unacceptable.

Still, Camellia gave Ingrid a simple punishment and sent her away.

Ingrid is a spy with considerable power among Camellia's extra powers.

No matter how much I thought about it, it would have been a waste to execute Ingrid right now, as she had so much work to do in the future.

Instead, Camellia wanted to decide in advance how to definitely deal with her in the future, as this has already happened twice.

How to get rid of a horse that doesn't move the way you want it to.

“If Ingrid shows herself like that again, I have no choice but to have Lee Rim deal with it,”

Camellia thought of Lee Rim as the executioner who would eliminate Ingrid in case of emergency, and then turned her attention to the documents again.

        
            “So, Princess Camellia gathered you all who were scattered throughout the border and told you to stay here? They say that the Deshade denomination's parish would be a good place to live.”

“Yes! I was truly fortunate. We had been struggling for months without being able to completely cross the border. When the military surrounded us, we wondered if it was really over, but he came forward and reassured us! He got off his horse and came up to me, who was completely ready to fight, and started talking!”

After listening to Noan about what happened so far, we move the iron fence together.

I was very confused when I first encountered it, but after a few days I quickly got used to it.

Camellia sent us spirit soldiers.

Among them was Florian and Presbyterian.

To be honest, I feel sorry for Noan, but I never thought we would meet again.

After that incident happened on the plains of Grace territory, I saw everyone scattering.

Among them, I witnessed a large number of spirit soldiers, including Noan and Florian, gathered together, and I knew that they were moving somewhere with other people, but I only thought that would be the last time they were seen.

Kacang-

“It was a really big deal. It was good to be freed from Atyr, but it was scary because people started acting like crazy people. Many spirit soldiers rushed to kill the officers who had given orders to us.”

“... It must have been like that. Because it was those officers who made us die so many times.”

After putting down the iron fence, I see Noan's shoulders slumping and pat her on the shoulder, thinking she must have had a hard time.

Then tears welled up in Noan's eyes.

'boy. You must have been in a lot of trouble.'

Even now he still has a muscular body and a mustache, but I haven't forgotten him.

Noan is a child who has not yet become an adult.

Such a child was called here on his own and passed through a battlefield where carnage was rampant. He wondered if the curse of resurrection would be lifted, but what he saw in front of him was that the evil spirit soldiers had started killing the nobles who were persecuting them. .

The feeling is different.

The weight is different.

It is far from human, but if you look at one place, it wields weapons against humans, other demons, and orcs, and although it has received quite a few unreasonable orders, it looks like it was sleeping in the same city and walking down the same street until just yesterday. Killing officers who did something is on a different level.

'If it were me... what would I do?'

In that situation, no matter how old the country was, wouldn't it have been repulsive to wield a weapon against people who were too busy running away and didn't mind passing by, prioritizing revenge over running away, unless the opponent was Siegher Macren? I had a thought.

So, the one-sided slaughter of the soul soldiers protected by Deshade, who had become an evil spirit, that began to unfold before his eyes must have come as yet another shock to Noan.

“... You worked hard.”

“... Thank you. Brother.”

“It was hard, right?”

“... Yes.”

So this huge guy is crying next to me right now.

However, Noan still did not give up.

Heung-

Noan, who had been sniffling several times, held back her tears and continued speaking again.

“... Still, even in such scary times, something to do immediately came to mind.”

“Really? What was it?”

“I think I have to repay the favor. I thought I had to protect Sister Florian. So I immediately ran to my sister, stayed next to her, and moved carefully. When other spirit soldiers with bloody weapons tried to come, I sent them away, and when people I knew approached me, I gathered with them and protected Florian.”

It is a dreary world of soul disease.

However, that does not mean that there is only desolation.

Some soul soldiers ran towards the officers with lights in their eyes, while others moved to repay the favor they had received on a regular basis.

Not everyone has the same intentions.

There were many officers like Florian who tried to save at least one soul soldier, and those people, like her, were protected by the soul soldiers.

Although the majority of the royal family, nobles, and officers in the Kingdom Alliance persecuted the soul soldiers, there were certainly a few people like Enin who tried to help the soul soldiers to the extent of their power.

Those people were eventually saved by the soul soldiers at the end.

“... Yes. Well done.”

He puts his hand on Noan's shoulder and looks around.

Spirit soldiers are moving around the diocese.

They decided to help us and the Deshade Church.

People who know how to return grace when they receive it.

Although there are some rough souls, there are people who share the same goal and do not let go of reason until the end.

Such people are now running the parish.

In the morning, they come to the church, pray to Deshade, set up tents on land other than the farmland that was supposed to be used as a cemetery, and do whatever they want to do.

It seems like a lot of things happened during the journey from Kingdom Alliance to here.

The soul soldiers treat Thistle, me, Astesia, and everyone else in the parish with respect, but they also follow Florian to a degree comparable to that of him.

“Florian. How should I do this?”

“Yes? Ah... I mean...”

“Please leave it inside the fence over there!”

“... Yes. Please do so.”

“Okay!”

The soul soldiers ask Florian how to move, and Enin answers the questions on behalf of Florian, who is embarrassed.

In the past, Henin called him "senior" because he learned many things about being an officer from Florian, but it's a bit funny that this time it's the other way around.

However, he couldn't help but smile. Florian must have been through a lot of hardships, so he looked quite gaunt. He smiled when the soul soldiers came, but had a gloomy look on his face when the people left.

'It looks like they've suffered just as much or more from presbyopia. 'If I stay in the parish... will things get better?'

Florian appears to have suffered a heartache.

She has souls who are truly grateful to her, a peaceful parish, and even Ennin, so I think she will return to her original form someday.

In this way, Florian and the soul soldiers are helping our church as they please and serving Deshade.

I didn't care what the spirit soldiers did.

I didn't even tell them to pray to Deshade, and when they came to ask if they wanted to reclaim and use the parish land, I told them to do it on their own.

Camellia gave permission in the first place, and the diocese thinks that anyone who wants to serve Deshade can come and use it.

Of course, if you really just leave 300 people alone, various problems may arise.

And Princess Camellia had already thought about everything and took follow-up measures.

Just then, six fully loaded carriages arrived from the direction of the city, and a middle-aged man who appeared to be the representative of the top company came up to me and said hello.

“Bishop. It comes from the top of the white decal. Where can I leave my items?”

“Oh, please go to the warehouse. We will guide you.”

He leads the middle-aged man and the carriage to a warehouse in the parish.

Afterwards, everyone at the top got off the wagon and started filling the warehouse with food, clothes, and various other items.

'I had no idea that in this way, support to the denomination could be turned around rather than directly.'

The name of the goods that merchants are currently filling their warehouses with is ‘relief goods.’

The imperial family must maintain a neutral stance.

So, although Princess Camellia made me her knight, that does not mean she can unconditionally provide material support to the Deshade Church itself.

But if you really want to do it, there is nothing you can’t do.

'If you don't have a name, it's okay to build one.'

In order for Camellia to provide material support to our church, the country called the Empire, rather than Princess Camellia, a member of the royal family, needs to step forward and support the church.

Currently, Tir na Nog is temporarily receiving food and reconstruction support in the form of government aid due to the damage caused by Sotok.

In that case, since Rugal's precedent is already in effect, there would be no problem even if the state provided food and other support as its responsibility to the Deshade Church, which accepted more people than the capacity limit, treating them virtually as if they were victims.

“Wheat for 4 wagons, and tough cloth for 2 wagons. As for meat, I'm sorry, but I think the main thing will be the meat of demonic beasts.”

“It’s okay. In the kingdom union, the meat of the demonic beast was the main focus. In addition, thanks to hygge people, we are able to procure our own products from the forest.”

“That’s a good thing. All right. Still, it would be difficult to permanently supplement sheep only through hunting. In that case, we will set the period a little loosely, adjust the amount of meat, and arrange it from a nearby city so that it can arrive tomorrow afternoon. Next, in the case of building materials, we will bring them after finding out more about the required quantity.”

“Thank you.”

'You're skilled.'

Still, the princess is reaping her own benefits.

The man in front of us is a member of the Spy Knights, and the company that is providing support to us is the company that the princess is looking after, and is led by a clothing store that I have visited in the capital.

By intentionally making this superior to help the soul soldiers in our church, the princess was siphoning off the funds that were used to run the spy knights legally by deducting future calculations from the national treasury.

After confirming that the warehouse was completely filled, a man from the Intelligence Corps handed me a secret letter pretending to be bringing me a confirmation document.

“And, the princess will call you soon.”

“... I understand.”

There was no special content in the secret letter.

[Bishop Lee Lim. The work at Tir na Nog was difficult. The report was also well received. My writing skills have improved a bit. It was just a little bit.]

“... This is a report that I wrote with great effort and painstaking effort, one by one, and the praise is very generous.”

[I will leave you to the next task from now on, so come to the imperial castle after all events are over.]

'There is no time to rest.'

As his work as a bishop and the princess's knight overlap, he becomes hectic.

Fortunately, preparations for this large-scale funeral are being prepared step by step.

The most encouraging thing is that as many as 300 soul soldiers are helping me.

The preparations, which seemed like they would never end, were sped up by a legate from the imperial castle and priests from Rugal.

At that time, there was a tent nearby that was set up for a meeting between the magistrates and Rugal priests, so I went nearby for a moment to see the atmosphere, and I heard voices.

“-So, this is a funeral held under the supervision of the imperial family, not entrusted by the church to the church! Just trying to make the rugal color too dark doesn't mean it will work!”

“Even so, we cannot accept that a symbol representing our Rugal should not be placed on the tombstone! We also gave in where we could! I also left it to you that I would bring all the Holy Knights and Priests to the funeral!”

“That’s natural! If paladins, priests, and even paladins attend, how is it any different from a funeral held inside Rugal? In the first place, what we are trying to do now is to differentiate ourselves from the funerals of all other denominations, including Rugal, and to reveal the meaning of unity, but it never occurred to us that if they keep doing only what they want to do, it will lose its meaning. Did you do it? No, are you just trying not to think about it?”

“What? Who says they don't have any thoughts about who they are right now? Have you finished speaking?”

“Yes. Everything has been said. So what are you going to do? What?”

“... Do it in moderation. I was a paladin before becoming a priest.”

“Before I became a judge, I was a person who fought hundreds of proxy duels.”

“Are you comparing the fight between cultists and giants to the common duel of honor between nobles?”

“There’s nothing you can’t do. I've had a duel with Rugal's paladin before.”

...

'That's crazy.'

Although the pace is picking up, the meeting is not going smoothly.

It's been like that since yesterday.

The magistrates are doing their best to carry out Camellia's wishes according to the jurisprudence, and the priests of Rugal are doing their best to leave Rugal's dignity at a level that will not be belittled as a precedent for other denominations.

“Now, now. After that, sit down again. If this continues, they will all grab each other by the collar like yesterday.”

The person stopping the two people is Feria, who is sitting in the middle of a circular table surrounded by young men.

'How can he not feel uncomfortable no matter where he goes like that?'

Peria is in a similar position to our church's treasurer and is sandwiched between the two.

By adjusting the relationship, if there is something that Rugal can accept, they will step forward and accept it, and if there is something that the royal family wants to reject, they will refuse it, citing the budget, etc., and making adjustments.

“Let’s not do that and accept Rugal’s request. However, rather than hanging the decoration directly on the tombstone and making it too noticeable, how about just engraving the shape of the decoration on the tombstone?”

“Ha, but-”

“Let’s think about what happens after hanging the decorations. If the wind blows or it gets hit by lightning, all the decorations around the tombstone will fall and fly here and there, but wouldn't that further lower Rugal's prestige? These are paladins who died while fighting for Rugal, but they actually died and Rugal did not take care of them.”

“Okay... that's true too...”

This fight also ended with Rugal giving up one step due to Peria.

Frown-

'What you looking at? I'll take care of this. Go quickly and do something else~ My physical brother.'

For a moment, Peria winked at me outside the tent while no one was watching and told me to go somewhere else.

“... Okay, man. Don’t overdo it.”

I waved my hand at Peria once and left the tent.

Although I am grateful that Peria is helping me with my work, I am also somewhat worried.

As expected, Peria discovered a completely unexpected variable in her previous gamble with Hirem, which almost caused great damage to our church.

That's why I'm worried that I'll get hurt because lately, I've been interfering even more where I feel like I can intervene.

So the funeral preparations went smoothly.

A large cemetery overlooking the church.

The tombstones were engraved with each person's name, and the coffins were also set in the style used for funerals in Rugal.

Magic lanterns were also installed on the way from the cemetery to the parish to create a solemn atmosphere. The funeral process was decided to use the same procedure used when sending off the Holy Knights in Rugal, and Astesia and Thistle sang a prayer mourning the dead. I stay up all night preparing.

'Thanks to you, I made a lot of money.'

I also received a lot of money.

Rugal was richer than anyone could imagine.

I paid all the funeral expenses for the dead paladins, priests, and knights who had stopped by Tir nog to participate in the knightly festival, and even after preparing for this funeral, I had 8000 gold left over.

There are still some things that haven't been decided between the magistrate and Rugal's priest, so we may go further in the future, but for the time being, I even thought that we could use the remaining money to build houses for other soul soldiers.

Two weeks later, when everything went smoothly, the day of the funeral arrived.

        
            rattle-

rattle-

rattle-

From outside the church, the sound of the bell fades away.

'Wow, I was really nervous.'

The funeral is not over.

It's about halfway done now.

But my work is done.

To be precise, it still remains, but in reality, it is no longer visible to people.

That's right, the role Peria prepared for me was simpler than I thought, so I liked it.

'All you have to do is simply stand in front of the altar wearing armor. thank god.'

Obviously, I am a bishop, but I am not used to the work of a bishop.

Memorizing prayers doesn't touch my heart so I can't concentrate easily, and I feel reluctant to even stand up in front of people.

However, because the people in our church are kind-hearted, they did not force people to do things they did not want to do.

'If that's the case, there's nothing we can do about it. Instead, I'll give you a job where you can just sit still.'

'uh? 'There is such a thing?'

'huh. There are many different funeral methods in the empire, so I plan to adopt one of them.'

Peria, who has been researching various types of funeral rites, gave me a role that perfectly suited my level of concentration.

My job was simple.

The first of the rituals.

First, the Holy Ark, which symbolizes the souls of those who died in Tirna Nog, is raised from the entrance to the parish.

The Holy Ark is passed from the hand of Paladin of Rugal to Thistle, and Thistle, who received the Holy Ark, goes up to the parish and enters the church.

Many people who had gathered to watch the funeral also followed Thistle into the church.

Next is the second.

Astesia, a saint, recites a prayer to honor the dead, and after everything is over, Thistle leaves again to bury the Holy Ark in the cemetery, and Astesia follows behind with a bell.

What I was responsible for during the series of events that took place in that way was-

Simply put on your armor and stand upright in front of the altar from start to finish.

The place where I am standing now is where the guardian knights who protect the church are located.

He said that my presence here from the beginning of the ceremony until the end symbolizes the power of the Church of Deshade to show others and protect the people buried in the parish's graves.

So, I remained silent until the ritual was over and played the role of standing tall, wearing Deshade's armor and holding the magic sword.

And it's not just me.

“... Puha! Lee Rim! Is this over? right? Can I move?”

“Shh. Be quiet. What if someone hears it? ”

“But it took too long! One hour, one hour! This is the first time I’ve ever stayed still for this long!”

“Anyway... If you are an elf and hide in the bushes with a bow to target prey, that much time passes quickly-”

“That’s what only weak human hunters do! We just wake up in the morning, rub our eyes, look around, and when the prey catches our eye, we shoot as soon as it comes in, and most of the time we get a hit, right?! Honestly, I have the ability, but who makes hunting so frustrating!”

“... Really, it's true, so I have nothing more to say, but I can't help but be upset.”

Aila lets out the breath she was holding and Hwarim criticizes her and looks around.

Two people, like me, were on either side of me for the entire hour as guardian knights.

The two people got involved following Peria's words that since it was an important funeral, it would be good to give it various meanings.

Those two people were wearing white hoods and were standing with their swords pointed at them like me. For Hwarim, he thought it was part of meditation and was able to pass the time easily, but for Aila, it seemed like he really felt like dying.

Still, it didn't change the fact that we still had to stay where we were, so I asked Aila to be patient a little longer.

“Aila be careful. If this continues, someone may come in again for a moment. So please stay just a little longer. Huh?”

“That's right. The funeral ceremony ends completely after Thistle goes down to the cemetery and buries the Holy Ark. So just stay still a little longer.”

“Well, it’s still so hard!”

“Anyway, I don’t have much patience... Yeah. I was wrong with the hunting analogy. Still, haven't you probably tried fishing at some point? To catch a fish, you have to sit there for two or three hours, and if you go crazy like that, you will miss the fish. Haven’t you been patient enough up to this point?”

“Ugh... Hwarim is right. Everything's good about Aila, but she's too distracted?”

As Hwarim and I took turns saying a word to Ayla, who was crying and wanting to get out of the room, Ayla ended up sulking.

“... Hey! Lately, the two of us are always craving only me! I don't know! Anyway, I’m going!”

“Shut up...!”

Flap!

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-

“... Huh, I did last a long time though.”

In the end, Aila threw off her veil and escaped and ran out of the church, but it is true that she endured for a long time.

Although it could be said to only be an hour, we actually rehearsed for close to a week.

Since you have to memorize the order and know how things work to be able to deal with unexpected situations, Aila also came to the church and practiced standing here for at least two hours every day.

So, even though she probably felt sick of Aila's personality a long time ago, she tolerated it for us all this time.

“I’m sorry, Lee Rim. I'll go pick up Aila. I've been patient with you all this time, so now I need to comfort you.”

“Please do me a favor. I said I had to stay here until the end, so it would be a bit awkward to move, so I would rather have Hwa-rim follow Aila and rest in a place where people can't see. Rather than just one person disappearing from the seat, it would be better if both people were not seen because it could be thought that they were absent due to consciousness.”

“I understand.”

Hwarim retrieved the ceremonial staff and badge that Aila had left behind inside her robe and tried to chase after her.

However, that was only for a moment. Instead of leaving right away, Hwarim hesitated for a moment and came near me.

“... Hey, that, that... I think I should go now...”

“... Okay.”

I immediately understood what it meant.

I looked around and noticed that no one was there, so I gave Hwarim a quick kiss.

side-

“... Hehe - I'll come back.”

“... Come back.”

They confirm that they love each other by touching lips precisely, not anywhere else.

Only then did Hwarim come out of the church with a smile.

This is the distance between Hwarim and me now.

My promise to her.

As expected, Hwarim had always noticed this, but she was very shy about being in a romantic relationship.

So, I told her that I love her, and Hwarim also told me that she loved me, and now the distance between us is this much.

‘Irim. 'There's one thing I want, can you grant it?'

'of course. What?'

'Well... I'm too shy to hug you right now, but when I have time, when no one is looking, won't you give me a kiss? Slowly... I'm trying to get used to it.'

This is a promise that Hwarim made with its own courage.

So, I'm taking away Hwarim's shame little by little by kissing her whenever she wants and when no one is around.

Other people know too.

Since it is a narrow and narrow denomination in the first place, it is impossible to not know even if you try.

Still, everyone acknowledged it.

Everyone knows that Hwarim has been going through a hard time, and they are happy that it has been resolved.

Thistle was truly happy, and Enin couldn't hide his disappointment, but he said it was okay because he had a promise to himself.

That feels like too much.

'Even if I think about it myself, they are too kind people to be around someone like me.'

So, I become even more determined.

Nevertheless, if they all choose to be around me, I will do whatever it takes to maintain this pattern.

'... Should I buy Aila a gift she might like the next time I visit the city?'

This time, I was thinking that I had overexerted Aila a little and that I should make up for it.

'Then... shall we take a look at the progress of the ceremony?'

thud-

I opened the leven to find out how far the funeral ceremony was going, or if there was anyone trying to use the opportunity to do something.

'... hmm?'

However, through the threads of magic that stretched out like that, a paladin who had come from Rugal to participate in the funeral ceremony as a representative was caught approaching the church where I was.

‘Rugal’s Paladin. He didn't watch until the ritual was over and came to me. 'For what purpose?'

The thread of magic this time was woven so finely that even a paladin would not be able to notice it.

'... Let's take a look.'

I don't know the details of his intentions, but since he seemed to be coming to talk, he decided to hit the player.

So, when he stopped at the entrance to the church, which I couldn't see, as if he was about to come in after finalizing what he wanted to say, I spoke to him in a raised voice without deliberately turning my head.

“Why did the Paladin of Rugal come here?”

Startle-

'good.'

As expected, the paladin had not yet appeared, but I was surprised that he had caught me.

“... Excuse me. Bishop Lee Lim. Because I have a story to tell.”

In the end, he came right in front of me without even having time to compose himself.

Looking at that, I realized that the story he was trying to tell me was a story filled with goodwill.

'I came out right away before anyone could get suspicious because I hesitated for no reason. I guess it's a story that needs to please me.'

The paladin entered the church but did not look back.

On my part, I can already detect all of the Paladin's movements through Leven, and above all, as long as the ritual is not completely completed, I must remain in this position.

If the initiative is on this side, I don't think there is anything to be afraid of.

I spoke to Paladin first.

“Paladin Ruby Set. What brings you here? Is the business you have brought more important than seeing the end of the countless people who died for Lord Rugal and the empire?”

“...”

Paladin Ruby Set.

I was a little surprised when I first saw it.

He is a mixed race between a human and a Fain, and is a different type from Aleph. He has sleek green carapace skin, and is closer to the Fein. Although he has a human head, he has compound eyes.

‘The Fain are always new. It's a different feeling from Aleph.'

Although this is what I saw when I took off my helmet briefly to say hello, I always got the feeling that there were many types of people in Rugal that I had not seen in the Kingdom Alliance.

After hearing the question I asked, he remained silent for a long time and finally came out strongly, probably because he had made up his mind.

“... If it is important, it is important.”

“I see. Well then, let’s listen.”

I didn't expect him to admit that this was more important than mourning for the dead, so I decided to listen to him calmly.

“Bishop Lee Lim. We at Rugal want a bishop.”

“... What does it mean to want?”

There wasn't anything concrete, but I tried to think quickly in the meantime.

It was clear at a glance that this paladin was involved in the ritual of incarnation.

If he had been sent by Aleph, he would have mentioned Aleph's name before speaking, but he did not.

If so, he is one of the paladins involved in God's vessel.

However, I had no idea what suggestions they would bring up to me with regret.

“If you are talking about the expulsion of the devil, I would first ask my lord, Princess Camellia, to do it. If it's related to anything else, I'm sorry, but I don't think the church's resources will be enough, so I'll decline.”

“Not that kind.”

“What if?”

“I hope the Bishop will make up for the absence of the Three Heroes.”

“You mean the absence of the Three Heroes?”

“Yes. Yes.”

I decided to quietly listen to his explanation as I couldn't help but wonder.

“Right now, the three heroes, who can be said to be Rugal's main strength, are complaining of great fatigue. Beast King Tianeri has once again begun a long process of treatment due to an injury, and Fetish King Parasig has also exhausted his magical power, so it looks like it will be difficult to fight in a big fight for a while.”

“Isn’t Dragon King Savage here?”

“... The Dragon King has not been seen since that day.”

'Something seems suspicious.'

There is definitely something being hidden.

This is not the attitude that should be shown when one of the three heroes suddenly disappears.

Still, there was no need to wonder what happened to their Dragon King right now.

We will continue to listen to their suggestions.

“Of course, that doesn’t mean we’re really in danger. An empire is an organic state. The gap between us and the giants that we have maintained so far will be filled by other groups under the orders of the Hwangga until we regain our full strength.”

“I see.”

“But-”

After the Paladin had finished talking, he began to speak in a stronger tone.

“If there is a problem, I will confess it right here and now because Rugal is a denomination maintained as a symbol of equality. The reason we have been able to expand our church until now is because we had the positions of the three heroes: the Beast King, who is the idol of all beastmen, the Parasig, who is the idol of the demons, and the Dragon King, who can attract the dragon people. . And now we are in a situation where it is difficult for all of our idols to come forward for their own reasons.”

“... So?”

“So we need a new idol now.”

Rubyset's explanation was as follows.

Now that the Beast King, the Fetal King, and even the Dragon King have all fallen, the mood in the Rugal Church is extremely bad.

The heroes, who are said to represent three comprehensive races, were able to achieve only minimal results by dealing with Sotok, a giant of giants on a different level, rather than the giants they normally fight.

If Curios had not flown into the sky to protect humans, Rugal would have been destroyed.

However, in the fight against such giants, there were other races that stood out apart from Curios.

That's right-

human.

Four pure-blooded humans caught the eyes of many people present, including Rugal.

One is Winnet, who pushed Curios to the limit in an equal fight against the giant Sotok, and was actually recognized as the winner of the Knight's Festival as the first pure-blooded human.

Enin and Tarator fought head-on against the Moonlight Wolves, running around the city like crazy.

Although I received help from many beings before I reached Sotok, I ultimately brought him to death with only my own strength.

Lastly, even as the giant was dying, he pushed away humans and cut down the Spear of Doom using a summoning spell used to clean the grave of a close friend, Hwarim, with only a human sword.

The sight of pure-blooded humans, who had previously been compared to and ignored other physically superior races, came as a shock to them.

“So, I have come as a representative to seek help from Bishop Lee Lim in order to put to rest the chaotic Rugal and pursue the equality of all people that we have always advocated.”

'is it. 'Is that why you came to see me?'

So, I could predict what the paladin in front of me would say.

I can't tell which direction the compound eyes are looking at, but the Paladin's words are clearly looking at my back and pouring out all the words he has prepared.

And at the same time, I was able to know the consciousness of their incarnation and the truth that the Three Heroes meant.

What he is going to say from now on is, in fact, not what they really wanted, but a false excuse made up to lure me to Rugal by cutting and cutting me to the limit.

Just like that, Paladin Rubiset told me a lie in a tone that disguised his sincerity.

“Bishop Lee Lim. For Rugal's sake, the human hero, please ascend to the throne of King Nio.”

        
            rattle-

rattle-

With my daughter...

...

...

The sound of the bell from far away stopped.

It was just a sound, but I was able to figure out what it meant thanks to several rehearsals.

It appears that the Holy Ark, which Astesia was guiding by standing in front of Thistle and waving the bell, has arrived at the center of the cemetery.

Everyone's attention was now flocking to the graveyard, and at about the same time, Rugal's Paladin's words came to an end.

“King of humans. What do you mean?”

“Yes. You become a hero.”

“Hero... Nioh.”

This is not a story that can be answered right away.

To be precise, I was truly grateful because the Paladin gave off an air that he knew that the story he brought up was one that could not be answered right away.

He was being cautious, expecting the conversation to continue for a long time in order to persuade me somehow without failure, but for me, by hiding in that atmosphere, I pretended to have time to think for a bit longer, which gave me time to infer what they wanted.

So first, we need to figure out their intentions.

‘Rugal wants me? why?'

First of all, I didn't understand.

The first question that comes to mind is whether it is necessary to do so.

Although Rugal has certainly suffered great damage, it is still a spiritual pillar that supports the empire and is one of the three major denominations.

Rugal's prestige has fallen due to the death of many paladins and the heavy damage, but as always, the number of paladins will be replenished over time.

If you think about it a little, you will realize that time will solve the problem of running out of power anyway, so what is the reason to rush to include a large number of pure-blooded humans into the paladin and priests?

'Anyway, when the Knight's Festival is held next year, Rugal will be able to recover about half of the people who died in this fight. I don't know about the quality, but if you think about simply recovering the number of people, wouldn't it only take two years? 'It is not an appropriate reason to ask me to become an idol for pure-blooded people in order to quickly attract people to apply for the Holy Knights and Priests.'

Until now, Rugal has had the prevailing impression that pure-blooded humans are not that essential to Rugal, but it is too grandiose to suddenly set up a new position as Nioh in order to attract a large number of pure-blooded humans like they did with the Fain. did.

What I think next is, then, why is Rugal trying to lure me in by making such an obvious error?

'It has become clear that what he said about wanting to supplement the number of paladins and priests is a lie. That would mean that he wants to drag me in by creating a position called Nioh. But which one? Just to get on the same side? Or is it because they decided that I was worth more than that?'

In reality, only a few seconds had passed, but the time had come to answer, so I tried to accelerate my thinking a little faster.

'good. Now we have to come to a conclusion. If they are trying to ingratiate themselves with me, is there any need to ask them to do something that would be difficult to achieve externally? If so, what is the reason? ...No. That's not it. It should be considered close to the latter case. They must be expecting something more from me than just being a clueless collaborator like the first prince. Rather, it must be seen that there arose a need to involve me, even by requesting the position of Nioh.'

About 5 seconds of silence.

It was quite a long time, but the paladin waited for my silence.

Thanks to that, I was able to come to a conclusion during that precious time.

I clearly understand why they appear like this.

'... That's right. I get it now. They're about to make some big changes. There is no doubt that the plan related to the consciousness of incarnation has gone awry. And I'm sure I'm in the middle of it now, in an extremely important position.'

As the accident continued, I thought that work would be quite tiring in the future.

Even if it gets caught, it feels like it's stuck firmly.

Still, it's not certain yet.

I made my own inferences and came to a tentative conclusion, but these may all be my own misunderstandings.

So from now on-

'good. 'This is the beginning of a battle.'

I quickly thought of a question that would help me understand it and asked it to the paladin.

“... The status of Rugal's heroes is a status granted by the imperial family in recognition of the exploits he showed during the Great War.”

“Yes. There are only a few beings in the empire who are allowed to be called 'King', and among them, Rugal is the one who has obtained three titles.”

“If Rugal were to suddenly promote me to the position of human hero and Nioh, wouldn’t the imperial family also reject me?”

“If you want to elect a new king, yes.”

“What if? Is there another way?”

“I will request permission to change the existing position of the Dragon King to the position of the Nioh.”

“Aren’t you overdoing it? I don't think it's worth it.”

“... No. If you think about the future of the denomination, this is something you can bear. Bishop Lee Rim is definitely a person who can open the path ahead for people and show them a great back.”

'I'm sure. 'The plan has completely changed.'

By blowing his words without any doubt, he began to lay the foundation for the credibility of the structure of opinion that I had built with bricks.

Now the outlines of what they are doing are being established.

‘The position of the Dragon King is abolished or replaced. This can only mean one thing.'

They gave up the dragon shard phase of the incarnation ritual.

Their plan was severely derailed by Curios, so it is clear that they are aiming for something other than the dragon fragment.

'There will be enough excuses to give to the royal family. The Dragon King Savage disappeared and Curios, the dragon himself, who was disguised as Dragonia, disrupted the knightly festival. Even though Rugal has been attracting the dragon people so far, the dragon people do not make up a large percentage of Rugal's followers when looking at numbers alone. The majority of them are just like Lizardmen, and if you look at the overall number of races, they are actually a race that is smaller in number than the Fain. So, even if I were to vacate the position and elevate the position of the Dragon King, whose dignity was diminished, to the position of Nio King, it would be considered reasonable from an outside perspective.'

First of all, I guessed it clearly up to that point.

However, I still don't know what happens next, exactly what I should cooperate with after I join hands with them.

One thing that is certain though is that if that is what they mean, I have absolutely no intention of getting involved.

Rugal has been artificially breeding inhumanely by sacrificing countless people by any means necessary to create the Beast King and the Fetal King.

If I try to comply with their wishes, I might be asked to sleep with some ridiculous species.

'We're both demons and beasts, and even if we're among the same humans, I never intend to do that. 'I don't really like love without feelings in the first place.'

So, for now, I expressed my intention to refuse to the Paladin and his gang, but I thought it would not mean a complete rejection, so I decided to leave the tail behind.

Because I don't know how things will go from here on out.

“Sorry, but I will decline your offer.”

“... That's an immediate answer. Are you thinking about reconsidering? If you wish, we can prepare anything with the power of Rugal, which extends throughout the empire.”

“With Rugal, most things might be possible. But I am a bishop of the Deshade denomination. There is no time to focus on other things.”

“... That's a shame.”

After listening to the paladin, take a short pause before continuing to answer.

“... Well, that's right, but if you reject it now, it doesn't mean the offer will be completely passed down, right?”

“...! What do you mean by that?”

“This means that a situation may arise in the future where the offer may be accepted.”

After saying that, count the numbers.

‘The timing is now. One, two, three.'

After counting to about 3 seconds in my mind, I slowly turned back and looked straight at the paladin.

Whilick-

The cloak was flowing, the tip of the magic sword was resting on the tips of the feet, and the end of the handle, the pommel, was held with both hands to create an immovable posture.

Then, he makes eye contact with him through the gap in his helmet and pretends to look down at his opponent while maintaining his dignity on the podium.

This is also a definite weapon in negotiations.

In order to use it in the best way, I was patient and saved it for quite a long time.

'I waited patiently. 'I can understand how Aila felt after standing still for hours.'

Peria told me.

This is a technique in which you consistently show no interest throughout the conversation, but when the other person is about to fade, you suddenly show interest, making the other person realize that there is still a chance and making them feel urgent.

Maintaining a steady state and then deliberately changing your posture at important moments and adopting an appropriate attitude can change your impression.

You can show relaxation just by crossing your legs, or you can disguise your bravado, you can show your nervousness just by using your fingers, or you can intentionally make it aware and make the other person see it as a weakness.

And before giving the final answer to the Paladin and sending him back, I relaxed my posture, deliberately pretending that I was only paying attention to the funeral ceremony as if I had no interest.

This alone will make the Paladin think that I am truly interested in his proposal.

In addition, if you step forward and insert a pin before your opponent uncovers it so that the back of the fake flyer is no longer visible, the game should be considered over.

“Paladin Ruby Set. I will consider your suggestion. You all know that the position of Nioh that you are talking about is not a position of great weight that can be decided hastily right here and now, right?”

“... I see. You are correct. For me, I am truly grateful that you are reconsidering our intentions.”

'good. Peria's advice worked well.'

As intended, the paladin did not hide his emotions and was just happy that I had considered the offer.

In addition, since I had already steered the conversation in a way that was convenient for me, I wanted to do my best to get the last bit of information out of them.

To that end, I deliberately brought up the name of a paladin who was not at all involved in their plan, but who anyone who knew nothing could naturally assume that all of this was Rugal's will.

“Then, if you want to contact me, can you tell Aleph?”

“... No, no. Lord Aleph is a busy man, so there are paladins who can receive communication separately.”

When Aleph's name came up, the Paladins were embarrassed and began to reveal their secrets.

“Then I would appreciate it if you could tell me their names.”

“It is...”

“Is it impossible? If you have a solid contact, I'd like to use that. If that's not possible, you might think that the story so far is a little unreliable...”

“... No! no! You are correct. I will tell you the names of paladins who can accept the bishop's contact right away.”

Immediately afterward, the paladin wrote down the names of paladins who shared his views on one side of the paper I brought.

As time passes and you return to the parish, you will probably feel a little uneasy, wondering if you have given away too much information hastily.

“These are the paladins who can immediately respond to the bishop’s call. Please do not contact Lord Aleph hastily. Yes. When sending a letter to us, please send it under the name [Kisinhoe].”

“Kishinhoe?”

“Yes. Gisinhoe. That is the name of the gathering held within Rugal... by paladins who agree to elect a new Nioh. If you write it that way and send it to us, the Holy Knights will sort it so that the letter can reach us.”

“Okay.”

“... No. sorry. Let me say it again: Most paladins will probably be quite busy for the time being to fill the void left by the shortage of paladins and priests. Still, one of us stays in the parish no matter what.”

“Who is that?”

“This is Paladin Relios. Therefore, I would appreciate it if you send a letter in the name of Gisinhoe and addressed to Relios.”

“... I understand.”

‘Religios. Ingrid said that the person who led the incarnation ritual before was a paladin named Stendhal. However, it is said that he was found assassinated after the fight with Sotok... So, looking at the circumstances, it is safe to assume that this man named Religios took over the role of general manager after Stendhal. There's Kishinhoe... It seems like the people involved in the incarnation ritual didn't have a specific name for themselves before, so have they reorganized the organization? 'I just need to quickly write this down and report it to Camellia.'

I was just thankful that every single word he uttered revealed his true intentions and kindly even allowed me to guess.

Paladin Rubyset revealed the names of their organizations and then politely greeted them.

        
            In terms of time, it is time for the important funeral rites to be over.

The Paladin seemed to think that I should not accidentally forget about his request and contact Aleph, who probably knew nothing about the existence of the Kishinkai, and greeted me politely after asking me to the end.

“Then, after the funeral ceremony is over, I will formally greet you again and leave. We look forward to hearing your positive reply as soon as possible.”

“Let’s take time to think deeply.”

The paladin who handed over the note says hello and leaves the church.

Immediately after, on his way back to the parish, he may have been too swayed by me, the knight of Camellia, to easily pass over a lot of risky information to share.

But that doesn't mean they need me so desperately, so I'm sure they'll understand that it was inevitable, as they don't want to sever their connection with me.

Above all, while I was talking to him, I deliberately talked about Camellia and complained that he was not being treated that well, which gave him an opportunity to attack me even a little more boldly.

“Whoa... Is it over now?”

Then, Paladin, who had revealed the secrets of the Gisinhoe in an attempt to appease me in any way, left, and the church became quiet again.

“... Thistle is doing well, right? I should take a look too.”

Since this is the last part of the ceremony, I don't want people to look towards the church, so I go towards the entrance of the church and look at the cemetery below.

Huuung-

The wind was howling in the cemetery.

People were looking into the center of the cemetery from outside the fence, and in the middle of the tombstone where the Holy Ark had just been buried, a huge tornado was surrounding thistle.

It was no ordinary whirlwind.

'Is it a soul?'

They may be confused as natural forces or ordinary winds, but in fact, they are purely forces created by the rotation of souls.

Seeing that the surrounding area is blurred as if there is fog, it seems that the gathering of souls can surprisingly be seen visually.

It was said that the final step of the ritual would end with Thistle writing down the souls' wills.

The swirling morning of souls is ascending to the sky, centered around the Holy Ark, and just as Thistle previously wrote down the Tetragrammaton's will, the will of each soul is written down in a book.

Whiuuu-

“...”

Square, square, square, square, square-

'...You look peaceful.'

Since we had discussed it in advance, I thought it would take too long and that Thistle would require a lot of effort, so I asked if it would be okay.

However, Thistle responded that he definitely wanted to do that.

‘I would like to inform the gathered people of Deshade’s meaning and the doctrines of our denomination. Death may be considered a disconnection from the world, but it can also be another connection.'

So Thistle decided to write down the wills of the souls.

The lingering regrets you convey to your friends, family, relatives, loved ones, and companions.

Or telling the world that I was alive,

Even if death may seem foolish to some,

Although it may feel pitiful,

Write down your wish for people to remember that you were in this world.

'Memories are diluted, so in the future, the fact that you were alive in the world may be forgotten from everyone's memories. Still, I want to do this in the hope that the people gathered here will remember one thing. That not everyone ends in death. 'The fact that the person was alive will be remembered forever by writing and telling stories in future generations.'

What Thistle wanted was successfully accomplished.

Whiuuung-

“...”

Square Square Square Square-

Seeing her writing down the words left behind by each soul without stopping, the people gathered in front of the cemetery began to pray in their own way.

The knights' acquaintances, the paladins' relatives, and the soul soldiers who helped organize all of this pray.

“... Well, please go away peacefully and without any regrets.”

Is it because Thistle is directly helping guide the soul?

When I saw that, I expressed my condolences for the dead people with a slightly different emotion than usual, and quietly stood at the entrance of the church with that in my eyes.

While I was slowly looking down at the people praying,

I felt something strange, an alien gaze.

“... Huh?”

It was difficult to notice in the crowd of people.

But even with that advantage, the will in his gaze was so strong that I eventually noticed it.

'Who is it?'

A hooded woman staring at me from the middle of the crowd.

While people were awestruck by the sight of the spirit vortex and thistle, and were praying to their respective gods, including Deshade, they were looking directly at me, who had just stepped into the entrance of the church, not in the direction of the cemetery where the action was taking place. It was a woman watching.

'Is it living?'

It wasn't even hidden.

The woman's eyes contained a venom that was comparable to that of death.

You can't see it in detail, but he was wearing what appeared to be a sword at his waist inside the cloak, and the hand holding the handle was strong as if he was ready to pull it out at any time.

'I don't know who it is, but is the target me?'

I don't know who it is, and I don't know why, but it's clear that it's hostile, so I feel reassured.

The woman is looking straight at me, but because I was wearing a helmet, she probably didn't notice that I recognized her.

'In this respect, the advantages of pitching become clear.'

My eyes, which were covered by Deshade's helmet, prevented the opponent from knowing where his gaze was directed.

I don't know how the other person is trying to move, but since I sense hostility, I need to figure out the areas where sparks may fly.

As I looked around, I opened my leben and checked the locations of people from other denominations.

thud-

Chrrr-

Since it has to be spread out widely, it creates a thread of magic that feels slightly heavy.

Soon, with the sound of chains crawling on the ground echoing only in my mind, I was able to quickly determine everyone's location.

'Thistle, Astesia, and Enin are towards the graveyard. Peria is watching the ceremony with the magistrate and the priest of Rugal, and Hwarim and Aela are... towards the forest? I thought I was going home, but I ended up going far away. Farewell is stuck in his dorm so it won't matter.'

First of all, the situation wasn't bad.

I don't know if it's just me or the entire church that falls under the category of hostility that the woman is radiating, but other members of our church are not currently within the range where the woman can wield a weapon.

Still, you can't just sit back and watch it.

I wanted to keep an eye on him because I didn't know what he might do next.

'I don't know who it is, but let's be careful.'

Raines, who had just entered the church at that time, was about to pass me, so I called her.

“Raines.”

“... Did you call me? Bishop.”

Reigns had just entered the church, receiving the bell that had been used as an assistant in ceremonies and to guide the Holy Ark from Astesia, and whose purpose had now disappeared, and quietly moving it out of sight.

When I unfolded Leven, the threads of magical energy stretched out like a spider's web and tried to wrap themselves around me. It reminded me of my old corps commander and I was in a bad mood, so I jumped across.

I ask her for a favor.

“Can you help me with one thing?”

“If it’s something I can do.”

“A woman full of life, can you see it?”

“I saw it in passing. These are the eyes of someone who is waiting for an opportunity.”

As expected, the existence of the woman had already been discovered by Raines.

It had been a long time since Reigns had even figured out what kind of person the woman was in passing.

“Types are plural. The reason you are here now is to explore. Seeing him disappear into the crowd of people and look around at our entire denomination, it is clear that he is from far away. And he is not a person of the empire, but a person of the Kingdom Union.”

“What is the evidence?”

“He had a pocket made of tough material attached to his waist. It was made from the soft fur of a Bhopal rabbit, turned inside out. The Bhopal Rabbit leather has excellent shock absorbing properties, so this is a pouch that is mainly used when you don't want to reduce the value of the contents by preventing them from getting damaged. So, we can assume that the contents are made of precious metals. Since the credit card was not issued properly, it must have been used as travel funds. It is certain that he is from a noble family.”

A person who comes from the United Kingdom and wants revenge.

This is also a woman who is targeting me precisely.

The scope has narrowed, but the range of possibilities is still wide.

It could simply be that a noble girl whose relatives and relatives died due to the liberation of the soul disease in the Kingdom Union came to me with revenge, or after going through a series of events that were more complicated than that, she made me the target of revenge. It may be possible.

As I was thinking about it for a bit, Reigns spoke up first.

“... There are many eyes watching. Perhaps the mission she brought for today is at best an exploration. After the ceremony, we will return to the city among the crowd. Do you mind if I chase you?”

“... Yes. Please. Still, be careful not to get caught.”

“Please rest assured. It’s a specialty.”

“... To call it a specialty, didn’t he openly wait in the alley when he was spying on our church?”

“That was just maintaining an appropriate distance to confirm my presence. As for tailing, it was difficult for Ingrid in the past as a Witch Hunter, but I am confident.”

Papdeuk-

Reigns gritted his teeth so hard that they made a sound, probably because he remembered Ingrid who had just bullied him.

Even though he didn't show it much at the time, he seemed to be very annoyed.

“... And, a person who is so overcome by evil cannot even go so far as to think that he or she will be followed. That's why I was caught by that woman, Ingrid.”

“... Okay. Then I will ask you a favor.”

The funeral ceremony ended after about two hours.

After completing the ceremony, Thistle pretended to be fine in front of people until the end, then returned to the church and threw himself on the bed, and the others returned, each exhausted.

The woman who was glaring at me returned to the city after the ceremony, as Raines had predicted, among the people of Rugal and the people who had come to watch the funeral, and Raines followed behind her.

In this way, the first funeral ceremony entrusted to us by Camellia ended successfully.

        
            “Wow- the battle has become a lot while I was away.”

“Is that so? In my opinion, even this is not enough.”

'Well, since we poured so much money into it, it should look like this.'

Farewell's workshop became a huge place without anyone paying attention.

I still don't have a bed, so I don't know when I'll get any sleep, but since Farewell is always awake no matter what time I stop by, the start and end of the vigil will be based on the completion of a sudden flash of inspiration into a tangible object. It is clear that

There is soundproofing on the walls of the workshop to block out the loud noises that would come out during such an all-night vigil, and although Astesia claims that the space is organized by her standards, there are tools that are just lying around in my opinion, and Astesia prepares the food. In addition to the alchemy cauldron, which is prohibited from entering, there are various magical tools lined up.

As I was looking at the white blanket that I had previously given away as a blanket, stuck in a corner of the splendid iron space, it was dirty and stuck up. I wondered if my lifestyle was really that serious, so I asked Astesia to stop by one more time later. I feel like I should do it.

“Sniff- But this workshop. There's a strange smell that's really strong?”

“Smell? I'm not sure. Oh, is it the smell of medicine? Then it makes sense that I wouldn’t feel it. My nose has been a bit numb recently.”

“... You are insensitive to safety.”

Maybe I should ask for it today instead of later.

“Can’t I just organize my life? Most people other than us won't stop by anyway, but it would be nice if we could live like human beings.”

“Do you have no eyes, Mr. Bishop? It's all sorted out, so what should I do?”

“... That’s it. I shouldn't say anything. Anyway, what are scholars?”

It was a smelly and extremely messy workshop, so I told him to clean it up, but Farewell looked at me confidently as if there was nothing more to clean up.

From the looks of it, it's not just Farewell or Gloria who say things are arranged so that only they can find them, but it's clear that it's the same no matter which wizard's workshop you go to, so I decided to pay no attention.

So, let’s take a look at the business right away.

“So, the research is going well? Why did you call me today?”

“I called you because of this. I'll give you this, so take one every day.”

Farewell handed me a pouch big enough to fit in the palm of my hand.

Today, two days after the funeral, Farewell suddenly called me this morning, and the item was thrown without explanation.

When I opened it, what was inside was a yellow, transparent pill with a slightly soft texture.

“... Omega 3?”

“What is that?”

“No. A nutritional supplement made with ingredients from tuna... I guess not. So what is this?”

When you look at it, it looks like a yellow pill that is said to provide DHA, and when it bursts, it emits a very fishy smell. So I was skeptical for a while, but decided that couldn't be the case, so I decided to listen to Farewell's explanation.

“I don’t know what it is, but the medicine I made is a medicine that fixes your soul so it doesn’t collapse. ... Do you understand up to this point?”

“Approximately. However, it will be difficult to go a little deeper, so I will ask you to be brief.”

“Whew... That's why Gloria said the same thing and that alchemists have a hard time explaining their research results in front of the general public. Anyway, to explain it simply, it is a medicine that has the effect of binding the soul.”

The medicine that Farewell made had a simple function but was highly effective.

“The current state of Mr. Bishop’s body, or more precisely, the state of his soul vessel, is cracked. So what can you do if there is a crack in your soul? All you have to do is attach it to make it sturdy. It is impossible to immediately increase the number of soul vessels, but taking this level of action is enough.”

“Hey... that's amazing. It hasn't been long since I checked my physical condition, but I've already managed to do something like this.”

“... Hot! Well, maybe I’m a bit better!”

When Farewell compliments her, she shrugs her shoulders and pushes her bare breasts out to their limit.

From the looks of it, Farewell is the type that can show better results the more you praise it.

So, I think I should continue to give compliments regularly in the future.

However, growing bigger is just a result of research, and I thought that my body would never grow any further than this, so I felt a little pitiful and looked at him with pitiful eyes for a moment. I pretended not to notice Farewell shooting me a sharp look, as if he felt something in my gaze, and continued on to the next story. moved on to

“Making the medicine itself was easy. That's because it's difficult to discover hidden abilities. Because I used items left behind by the ancient being that Mr. Bishop killed, I didn't have to do anything as big as I thought.”

“Huh? That topaz?”

“Yes. That thing over there.”

Following Farewell's words, I looked to one side of the workshop and saw a drawing paper with a magic circle drawn on a laboratory table on one side, and on top of it, I saw a yellow gem floating in the air with two circular iron frames rotating like satellites.

It is the remains of an ancient being brought by Farewell previously, and is the largest piece among those picked up at that time.

Some were made into strange-looking topaz spears, and the rest seemed to have been stored that way.

“The discovery itself was accidental. After combining the medicine and placing it around the topaz, the ingredients of the medicine clump together and become thicker. From the looks of it, even though it has already disappeared, it is an item that was part of an ancient being, so it seems to have the effect of intimidating those around it.”

“So?”

“So, using that phenomenon, I coated this pill with the power of topaz, and the moment I took it, Mr. Bishop’s soul was scared by the ancient being and became tense, making his soul strong.”

“... I feel dirty after hearing the explanation. I feel like there are remnants of that woman moving around inside my body.”

“You worry about everything. Think simple. There are some vegetables that can be eaten raw, right? Some of those things sprout again when you plant them, but that means you're actually eating and digesting things that are almost half-alive. Eat this with the same feeling. Now, eat quickly. If there are any side effects, you need to check them right away.”

“It will turn. The clinical trial hasn’t even ended?”

“Then this medicine is being made exclusively for Mr. Bishop Dali. Who are you asking to test it?”

I don't want to pass off a prototype that hasn't even completed clinical trials as if it were a finished product, but I can't help but eat it since they say it was made this way just for me.

As I had no choice but to look for water to take the medicine, Farewell expressed his doubts.

“... What are you doing? Not eating?”

“Huh? There needs to be water.”

“Water? Why water?”

“... It’s a pill, so you should take it with water. What if I just put it in my mouth and it gets stuck in my throat?”

“...?”

“...?”

After confirming that there is some communication problem between them, they quickly ask about the drinking method.

“There is no way to eat this-”

“Is there anything else? You bite it and eat it.”

“Ah- Really?!”

At that moment, I almost threw away the yellow pill in my hand.

Of course, this transparent medicine is not the medicine I know.

It is a transparent yellow medicine that is stored in the refrigerator, has an incredible taste when exploded, and not only has a terrible smell, but its unpleasant taste remains for a long time even after eating and brushing your teeth.

I still vividly remember a time when a convenience store owner gave me something to try, and because it was transparent, I thought it was jelly-like, so I chewed it and suffered harm.

“I don’t know what you’re thinking, but it’ll be okay. I also added honey from the bees I bought when making it. Would it be sweet?”

“If it's a bee, it's a bee. What is a living bee?”

“These are bees that attack and kill people or demonic beasts as a group and make their bodies their home. Of course, what I used was honey obtained from beekeeping in an artificial beehive.”

“... It's a very scary punishment. Anyway, it’s sweet, isn’t it true?”

“... Actually, I don’t know. The honey from the living bees was bitter because it had to be used to harden the medicine, and the sweetness may have disappeared during the cooling process afterwards. Still, you put some effort into making it easier to eat, right?”

“Phew... Can’t I just swallow it with water?”

“No. If it's melting from above, it's too late. It is effective only when the ingredients of the medicine burst out from the area near the head.”

“... Another way is-”

“Ah! That really says a lot! Or, I'll give you a syringe for daily use. Would you like to stick it in the back of your neck twice a day? You may know it in a day or two, but after a week, not a month, your neck will become as green as the skin of a drug dealer in the back alley, right?”

“With a brat who really says that. You've never seen more druggies than that in person, right? Without even leaving the house.”

“... That's what this bishop says. More than that, why do you keep vomiting instead of eating? Are you a kid? If kids don't want to take medicine, they say it and run away, but that's exactly what Mr. Bishop looks like right now?”

“... The reason he looks more like a child.”

“Shut up. If you keep doing that, you will be able to demonstrate your skills. Looking at it like this, until recently, a certain hygge girl came to visit me whenever I was bored and messed with the equipment, so my fighting skills improved. I'll show you when I saw it.”

Whih-hwih-

Boom-

What on earth happened with Luba while we were away?

In the past, when he fought Loin, Farewell showed a fierce dog fight, but now he was still taking steps and shaking his fists in a serious manner.

However, of course, it still looks like a child just out of its appearance, so holding its head with one hand is enough to block it.

Still, in the end, I had no choice not to take it, as they had developed the medicine so far for me.

“... Phew - Okay. I'll eat. I always feel this, but you really have no compromise.”

“To the alchemist's recipe-”

“There is no modification or compromise. Well then.”

In the end, there is no other way, so I put the medicine between my teeth.

Still, I bit my teeth, wondering if it would be the same as the medicine I knew, since the ingredients must be completely different.

“... Shit-”

Surprisingly, the medicine, which was from a completely different world and had different ingredients, was absolutely the same beyond astronomical odds, but instead boasted a worse odor, taste, and stickiness.

“Kehehe! Keke...”

“... Do you want some candy?”

“... If there is.”

I couldn't tell Farewell whether he thought he was appeasing a child when he offered me candy.

The medicine was that terrible.

'I lost consciousness for a moment. 'Is this really medicine?'

I think the reason I experienced dizziness-like symptoms for a short while was probably due to the effects of the medicine, but I suspect more that I felt dizzy because the medicine tasted terrible.

“Hmm... After all, there are absolutely no side effects, right? Even though it was temporary, my body's balance was shaken. Still, this is okay. It's not that you're specifically told to eat it during battle, but you can take it once a day, either in the morning or in the evening.”

“... I hope they improve the taste next time.”

Pap-deuk-

Papdeuk-

Jeokjeok Jeok-

As I watch Farewell tell me that it's someone else's story, I feel like crying, so I bite into the candy and tell an old story that suddenly came to mind.

“Whew... Now that I think about it, the efficacy is similar to Camatrin made by Morsling, and although Morsling's drug was an injection, it had no side effects.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

I tell Farewell, who opens his eyes wide when he hears my story, about the camatrin that Morsling made.

A pharmacist with a bird-beak mask who left the Kingdom Union before me came to mind for the first time in a long time.

Thistle gave Winnet a gift to thank him for his help and enlightenment, and the advice he gave us also played a big role in getting us where we are now, so I took this opportunity to go up to the capital, inquire about his residence, meet him, and say thank you. I think I'd like to tell you a little bit about it.

“- So, he said that the medicine he made is similar and that if you administer it to the body, it has the effect of tightening the soul and improving physical ability. Honestly, even if what you made is permanent and cannot be compared, I still miss what he made. Even though it was an injection, my physical ability actually got better.”

“... That guy is a pharmacist?”

“Yes. Chemist. A person who also has the license to open an Asylum.”

After telling the story of Morsling, Farewell seemed to think for a moment, then pointed the long candy bottle he was holding at me like a dagger and said.

“Good! You said you were going to go to the capital soon, right?”

“Huh? huh. It did. Because Princess Camellia called. Although the story of what happened in Tir You Nog was reported in a report, I had to go there because I had something to talk about in person, and there was something I originally wanted to do.”

“Then I’ll follow you this time too.”

“I was planning to go to the capital alone. Do you have business? Want to buy alchemy tools again?”

The sudden announcement that I would accompany Farewell made me nervous, wondering if I would have to spend the same amount as last time.

Of course, if you want to buy equipment needed for a workshop, you have to spend money, and I made a lot of money this time, but if you think about the amount I spent before, I don't know how much I will spend.

However, this time, when Farewell said he would follow me, it was not because of the increase in workshop facilities, but because of Morsling.

“No. I want to meet that person who seems to be a pharmacist.”

“Oh, is that so? If that's the case, it doesn't matter. I also wanted to say thank you to that Morsling guy.”

“... There's something I'd like to check one more time. Now that I have improved my spirit poetry, I want to see the princess again.”

I was relieved for a moment that it wasn't because I wanted to buy magic tools, but I didn't even hear Farewell's small voice belatedly.

“Huh?”

“... No. it's okay. It's just like that.”

Farewell ignored my question and placed his hand on the goggles he had placed on the workbench.

The eyes that look through the goggles are lenses that penetrate the essence of the soul, soul poetry.

Goggles are a further application of the goggles, an artifact that allows one to see through even the essence of ancient beings.

Farewell stroked the two and seemed to have decided on his own that he would try something this time.

And at that moment, someone roughly opened the door to the workshop we were in and came in.

“You’re going to meet Morsling? It worked out well.”

“... Huh? hey! You told me not to come in here!”

What came in was Feria.

Ignoring Farewell, who hates Peria so much, growled as soon as he met her, Peria seemed to have been listening to us at the door and said what she had been trying to say.

“Oppa, you are going to the capital tomorrow, I will go with you.”

“You too? Why do things overlap like this? Why are you trying to go?”

“... Benefits! Don’t ignore them! And don't come in! You and that hygge girl are all the same! These damn things! Today I will show you my true worth!”

Sigh-

Craddangtang!

“Keuek...!”

Peria covered Farewell's eyes as he rushed at her with her palm, then skillfully tripped him over his legs. She thrust the letter she was holding in one hand towards me and told me about her business.

“I just opened the letter I received at the last banquet. The teacher called. Both my brother and I.”

The letter was a letter that could only be opened by cracking a code given by an old man named Triple Seven Paradox, a trickster who was previously Peria's teacher.

Peria opened it in front of me and showed it to me, and there was a note written by Peria's teacher asking the two of us to stop by [Sori Hall] when we have free time.

        
            Attaching the carriage rope is the body of Gombangi, who has come out to pull the carriage after a long time.

However, it seemed like a lot of rope had been pulled from the carriage, but I felt uncomfortable that it was not filled as much as I expected, and I soon found out the reason.

“... Have you gained weight?”

“Cooo!”

Although he denied it with all his might when he heard that he had gained weight, Gombangi had definitely grown bigger.

However, in reality, he did not gain weight, but his physique itself became larger.

'... Could it be that this thing gets bigger from here?'

Gombangi came here after Aila said she would bring a beast to replace the horse.

He is a grateful guy who put us on a carriage and ran with all his might from the Kingdom Alliance.

Since he's that kind of guy, we should have let him rest for a while, and after that, he walked around the forest with Aila and the Hygges and did strange things to recuperate, so it's understandable if he gained weight.

But other than that, whenever anyone noticed him, he enjoyed doing high-intensity exercise such as going to the gym in front of competitions or having his profile picture taken, and his body had really grown bigger.

'This doesn't mean it's going to get bigger because Eila brought in a really young guy, right?'

I'm a little worried, mainly because of the cost of food, in that this might not be an adult, but I'm thinking of it as a pointless concern and pass it on.

I've seen red panda bears several times, and at most they were about 2 to 3 meters taller than a healthy adult male when standing upright.

“... Well, is it okay? All you have to do is pull the carriage well.”

So, I just ignored the unnecessary doubts and ended up bringing a longer rope instead of the one I used before and replacing it.

“I really haven’t had much to ride recently. Even if the imperial culture was like that, we really had no use for buying a carriage.”

Previously, when I came from Lihier, I rode a carriage drawn by a dire wolf brought from Lihire, when I went to Rugal, I rode a carriage sent by Rugal, and when I was called from the imperial castle, I rode a carriage sent by the imperial castle.

Should we say that it is a kind of unique culture of the empire?

When someone invites someone, calls for an unfortunate event, or a monarch calls a vassal, the other party is bound to send a carriage.

Thanks to this, Gombang didn't have to go out for a while, and in fact, going up to the capital this time was once again called by Camellia, so if things were to go as planned, the royal family's carriage would have to come once again.

However, this time, I told Camellia in advance not to send the carriage, and then decided to get on the carriage pulled by Gombangi for the first time in a while.

This time, in addition to going to the imperial castle at Camellia's call, I have two personal errands to attend to: one is to meet Morsling and the other is to go to see Peria's teacher.

As I made money, I bought a high-end carriage like the one that VIPs ride, not the same one I used before, and it was also a new model, so long-term travel would not be a problem.

'Although there is one person I need to pick up along the way.'

Because of that, since I personally had to drive the carriage a lot this time, I brought Gombangi over.

When Aila kisses Gombangi's forehead to wish him well for the first time in a long time, he rubs his face against Aila's stomach and screams.

“Cooo!”

“What do you mean? I don't understand, so speak in human language.”

“Yes, yes. Gombang is excited? It’s been a while, so please use your strength! Does Lee Rim not understand this? Exactly - the cries have meaning! A little while ago, Gombangi said that it wasn't a bad feeling since it had been a while since he was pulling a carriage!”

“... Why on earth is this being decrypted?”

“Then, Irim, would you like to learn bear language? It's easier than you think! There are 14 tones, and if you divide them into double tones in detail, there are 30, but if you know how to distinguish them - ”

“That’s it. I'm just going to live without being able to understand from now on. If anything goes wrong, Aila interprets it for you. Even if I learn the bear language, I can use it anywhere.”

I was momentarily dazed by the sight of Eila deciphering what was at best a long cry, and after finishing the inspection of the carriage, I exchanged greetings with the church members.

“Then, I will go to the imperial castle.”

“Have a nice trip! Lee Rim!”

“Be careful.”

“Please come back. Lee Rim.”

“ki, I’ll be waiting.”

“Don’t worry about the church!”

Except for Farewell and Peria, the rest respond.

It's a shame that we can't go together and that we have to be apart for a few more days, but it can't be helped.

The princess's calls are frequent, but in terms of frequency, they can be said to be occasional.

In terms of distance, it is not that far, so it is not possible for everyone to move every time, and more than anything, there are now many people in our denomination who are responsible for it.

Doddd-

“They wave their hands a lot even when just passing by.”

As the carriage passes along the brick road that was previously paid for by Rugal to the end of the parish, Farewell looks curiously out the window and expresses his impressions.

At those words, Peria and I looked outside, and sure enough, outside, we saw spirit soldiers who were planting or sowing something in the abandoned farmland nearby, looking at us and waving their hands.

In addition, it looks like there was someone who originally worked as an architect, or there was a clash of opinions between a few soul soldiers and hygges, and there were figures of people fighting over what looked like a drawing of a building, each holding their own quill pen. It seemed.

'Oh, there's that drunken old man too.'

As a bonus, I also saw a Hygge old man who always came near me and offered me a drink.

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

Meanwhile, one of the hygges saw the carriage we were riding in slowly rolling and started running towards us.

The black fox ears and flapping tail are now a familiar appearance.

The black wooden mask with the shape of the face painted in red paint was blocking the expression, so I couldn't see the face, but I think I can now roughly guess what the expression behind the mask looks like.

And when we saw that woman, Hygge, approaching, Feria, Farewell, and I quickly covered our ears, and soon Luba approached the carriage door and greeted us loudly.

“Bishop!!! And everyone in the church!!! good morning!!! Where are you going?!!!”

'crazy.'

flinch-

At that moment, the carriage shook violently.

No matter how well Gombang knows how to drive a carriage, or even if he is traveling slowly, his performance will surprise you.

Luba, who had met many people so far but had a voice that no one had surpassed, screamed into the window of the carriage, and for a moment the world shook.

“... Good morning. Ruba. I had some work to do so I wanted to stop by the castle.”

“Hello Luba. It’s been a while.”

“Hello!! Peria!!! And Farewell!!!”

Feria and I smiled and accepted the greeting while maintaining poker faces, while Farewell distorted his expression and said something to Ruba.

“... I'm really begging you to practice lowering your voice.”

“Cooo.”

“Hello to Mr. Gombangi!!!”

Even so, Luba's voice seemed to have no intention of lowering its tone.

...ddd-

Fortunately, Gombangi quickly regained his balance and drove the carriage slowly without intentionally speeding up, allowing Luba to follow us.

As it was, Luba continued to follow me by the window and talk about various things.

However, this time, unlike usual, it was not a story related to the forest, but a question about things I was curious about about the imperial castle I talked about a little while ago.

“Hwangseong... Are you saying this is where the royal family lives?!!”

“Not only the royal family, but there are also nobles, commoners, and everything... right? I'm a bit embarrassed because I'm trying to say something obvious.”

“Luba is a hygge person, so she might not know anything about this. You know it too. Hygge people are only interested in hunting and have no interest in that aspect at all. It's not that they don't know the concept, but isn't it because they happen to have no reason to talk about it among themselves?”

“Is that so?”

“Imperial family, imperial castle, capital... It feels like something is really cool!!!”

Most of the questions asked seem to touch on a conceptual aspect.

The questions about what the royal family does and why the capital is the capital were a bit difficult for me to answer, so I handed most of them over to Feria.

'Anyway, Luba is also very unique.'

These are questions that a typical hygge would ask indifferently and would never ask.

However, from these hygges' point of view, Ruba, who appears to be nothing more than an inexperienced hunter, has been interested in things other than hunting, even though she is clearly a hygge and a hunter at the same time.

“... Even when the bishops went somewhere else, they always came to my workshop and asked me various questions. I knew what it felt like to pursue knowledge, so I answered everything, but my voice was so loud, as if I had been boiling something in it, and it didn't give me any time to rest, so I thought I was going crazy?”

“... Was that so.”

I rest my chin on the window sill and listen to Farewell, who keeps looking at Luba, and I look at her mask as she chases us eagerly in the rocking carriage.

But that couldn't last forever.

The boundaries of the parish came to an end when the spirit soldiers were no longer visible, and the abandoned farmland and the flooded houses at the bottom had passed.

Now it's time for us to stop by a nearby city and then set off on our way to the imperial castle, and then head back to Luba.

“Ah, uh...”

Since it's wearing a mask, you can't tell its expression, but you can tell its emotions just by looking at its droopy tail and ears.

Ruba is now unable to hide her regret that we are leaving for a while and shows it.

As I looked at it, I did some calculations without realizing it and then started talking.

“... Ruba.”

“... Yes?”

“Would you like to visit the capital?”

“Yes?!”

Ruba is taken aback by the unexpected proposal, and Peria is surprised when I try to make an unexpected deviation comparable to his.

“What? Oppa, why are you acting like this all of a sudden?”

“No, there’s nothing that can’t be done, right? Anyway, I have to load up food from the city, and I'm going to pick up Raines, and uh... Plus, if possible, I'll stop by an inn while I'm at it, but if I'm going to be homeless, I'll have to be on guard, so it's convenient to have at least one more person... Yes.”

The reason was that I came up with it right away, so I stuck with it, but there wasn't anything that couldn't be done.

“No... you can do it if you want to. It's so sudden.”

“I don’t care. Why don’t you burn it?”

“... Well, something like that. Umm.”

Unlike Feria, who said he would understand if I did it, Farewell readily agreed.

I thought Ruba and Farewell had become a bit closer while we were away, but it seems my prediction was correct.

“So Luba. Would you like to go to the capital with me? It will take a few days to get there and back.”

“Yes!! I want to go!! I'm going!!! I wanted to go!! Hehehe-!”

As soon as Gombang stopped for a moment and I opened the carriage door, a black fox ran in.

Whilick-

“Thank you!! Bishop!!!”

As soon as Luba came in, she put both hands on my thighs, held the mask close to her face, and thanked me.

Boom boom-

Puff puff puck-

“Hey, tail! Get your tail off!!!”

It was a bonus that Farewell was hit in the face more than five times in one second by the tail swinging vigorously in the narrow carriage.

“What is gratitude? And Luba. Still, since the carriage is narrow, please try to lower your voice just a little more... If we get this close, it feels like we'll be a little deaf.”

“Yes!!! I will do my best!!!”

“Ugh... Oppa. I'm at my limit now...”

‘Oh, my ears are going to tear. Was this a mistake?'

Luba was so happy that she responded loudly, wagging her tail mercilessly. This time, Peria, who was sitting right next to her, couldn't stand it anymore, and her expression turned into that of someone whose soul had gone out and came back.

Since Luba is on it, there is weight balance, so I'm going to change the layout of the carriage a little.

At the back of the carriage were three coffins containing spare bodies, ready for anything that might happen at any time.

The rectangular black tubes made by Farewell that can accommodate just one person are stacked one on top of the other, so the weight is concentrated towards the back.

So, I planned to have Ruba and I sit in the opposite direction, and Reigns, who would join us from the city, to sit on this side as well, and then Feria and Farewell sat on the other side.

Doddd-

After running for a while, the carriage arrived at a nearby city.

It would take about half a day to walk, but with Gombangi driving, I arrived in the city in less than half the time.

At the entrance to the city, as promised, Raines was waiting, putting down a package full of food and various other items.

“Rains. Thank you for your hard work.”

“No.”

“Is this all you have?”

“Yes. It wasn't a long way, so I bought three days' worth of food and magic tools containing water, some thick cloth in case the temperature dropped, and a few scrolls with magic circles drawn in case of emergency.”

“... You are sure to get the job done.”

“Was it excessive?”

“No. That should be enough. Because there is someone who will come after you.”

I deliberately didn't pay attention to the city and spoke to Raines as I loaded my luggage.

“What is the number?”

“There were two.”

“You still don’t know what these people do?”

“Yes. We only received news from the people who monitored our church in the dormitory every morning and evening, but did not show up.”

“It’s a little disappointing that I can’t identify you.”

“Sorry.”

“No, it’s okay. I’m grateful that you did this much on your own, starting with purchasing the items.”

Inside the gate, inside the city, two people were already on horseback.

Even though his face was covered with a hood and he was looking diagonally in this direction, it wasn't hard to see.

One was clearly the woman who had looked at me earlier during the funeral ceremony.

Additionally, the other person riding the horse with the woman is a man carrying a large black box on the horse's back.

The people other than “ were just guards temporarily hired by the city, and did not seem to be a complete gang.”

“Two people are all.”

From now on, those two people will follow us.

After starting the carriage again, some time later, you can track it from a distance using only traces and sounds, or it can approach you by disguising itself as a traveler.

'There will definitely be an attack someday.'

I recognized it from the woman's gaze, and I recognized it from Reigns' surveillance.

That hostility is not hostility from other denominations or groups, but hostility that clearly means that they have decided to harm me with their own hands.

So, it is clear that the woman and her companions are following us and are planning to attack us at some point when an opportunity arises.

'two people. two people...'

The only problem is when will that happen?

‘The numbers are too small. Is there another collaborator waiting for us along the way? Or am I just confident in my skills?'

The attack was confirmed, but the time was unknown.

I might be the only one actually fighting here, but I'm sure I wouldn't have been able to find out what the strength of the people in our carriage were on the other side.

I didn't think they would attack the carriage with just two people.

Still, it's better to be safe, so I decide to avoid fighting whenever possible.

‘Even the road leading to the imperial castle is regularly patrolled by soldiers and knights. They probably don't want to fight while they have reinforcements. Unless we go into the deep forest to get firewood on purpose, we can avoid an attack by just moving along the road. It'll be okay.'

“Good. Then I'll leave.”

“Please.”

I decided to stand on the driver's seat and let Raines, who was probably tired from watching the two people for several days, enter the carriage.

After a while, Gombangi drove the carriage and started running toward the capital, and when the entrance to the city was barely visible, two men rode horses and started chasing after us.

        
            There are four cities on the way to the capital.

Although one city is a bit far away from the straight line, there's nothing you can't stop by within your itinerary if you make the effort.

Above all, because Gombangi was quick on his feet, the expected period was shortened, and he was able to reach the castle a day earlier.

In this way, we exhausted our pursuers physically.

They probably decided not to attack us inside the city, so they didn't attack us once we settled down at the inn.

So, we deliberately made it a policy to stop by the city to sleep, and instead, to avoid being able to predict the departure time, we left once when the moon was just hanging in the middle of the sky, and once we stopped at a restaurant during lunch time. I pretended to get out, got into the carriage, and set off.

Thanks to this, the opponents only had to follow and chase us with the eyes of two people, so they didn't even know that we had left the city, so they chased after us at a high speed and showed such haste that they couldn't even hide that they were following us. did.

“Hey. Feria. It looks like the horses over there are completely out of stamina. The speed is not good at all. If this happens, isn’t the game over?”

“Because I changed the plan to make it happen on purpose. I feel sorry for Gombangi, but this is the best way to discourage the chasing humans. If things continue like this, you will arrive at the imperial castle safely, so don’t worry.”

Farewell uses a magic tool through the carriage window to check the status of the pursuers behind him, and Peria calculates the remaining distance to the castle.

In the coachman's seat, Reigns and Ruba are constantly watching the back and urging Gombangi, and thanks to that, the pursuers are not able to get proper sleep, and the horses are also far inferior in stamina and speed compared to Gombangi. He appeared to be staggering.

Still, as I watched them steadfastly pursue us, I could feel that there was some strong obsession that made them chase after us.

But after finishing the calculation, Peria says that she doesn't want that to end today.

“There’s really nothing more I can do now. From here, it’s a wide plain all the way to the capital. Not only is there nowhere to hide even if we try to attack, we have no reason to stop now, and it looks like we don't have the strength to chase Gombangi from the other side.”

“My words. It seems like you have some kind of venom, but you haven't shown any plans. What are you really trying to do?”

Peria and Farewell became discouraged when they realized that their opponents were moving unexpectedly and unplanned.

I agree.

No matter how much you think about it, these guys are somehow sloppy.

Of course, we didn't give them a huge gap.

By continuing to stop by the city, we stayed in a city guarded by soldiers and knights who could help us avoid attacks and get people's attention.

When we set out on the road, we intentionally had Gombangi drive the carriage hard to widen the distance, and we also thought it would be difficult if they had a way to get ahead of us and attack us, so we didn't go to places like forests or valleys where they could hide and attack us. I took a route to avoid the route.

If they were really determined to attack us and were chasing us, they should have gone out of their way to attack us in the city before leaving us out on the plains like they are now.

Peria also thought deeply about it, but relaxed as if she thought it was all over now.

“... Well, if we can get to the capital like this, that would be great. There's nothing to worry about, brother. Rather, now I have to choose a way to end those pursuers, so choose, brother.”

“Okay.”

“There are two ways. One is that we enter the city first and tell the capital knights that the two people are acting strangely and have them capture them, or we deliberately do not inform the capital knights and guards about them and let them enter the capital, and then we collect the princess's intelligence. We captured it with the help of the knights. For me, I think the latter is better because the success rate is clearly guaranteed. What about your brother?”

“Hmm... isn't the former better? No matter what, I don't want to be in debt to the princess.”

“Still, think about the possibility that something unexpected may happen and let’s go safely. There is also a possibility that those two people actually had a great grudge against the princess and decided to transfer that grudge to us and kill her knight brother. Then, it might be calculated as performance rather than debt.”

“Isn’t that a very hopeful hypothesis? First of all, it is confirmed that those two people came after us from the Kingdom Alliance.”

“If we look for positive cases where things are going well, it can happen that way. I'm not saying that's actually highly likely. Still, I'm saying that we have to do something to catch those two people.”

“... Okay. For now, let’s think hard before we cross the gate. Another good move may come up. Of course, until then, Feria, do whatever you want.”

“Then let them follow you until they cross the gate, and then proceed to capture them with the help of the spy knights.”

Whatever it was, I decided to follow Peria’s opinion.

We have a lot of work to do in the capital, so I don't want to go about running errands with four eyes on the back of my head.

We were just discussing how to catch the two men as soon as we arrived in the capital.

“...! Bishop!!! They threw something!!!”

“What?”

Rattling-

Ruba shouted from the front of the carriage and simultaneously stuck her head out of the window.

Then, what you see is one of the two people in the distance raising his arms high,

A faint object was thrown into the sky not far away.

The object was thrown so hard that it did not even think of falling, but instead went faster and faster into the sky, as if accelerating.

“He stopped talking and raised his arms and threw something strange!!!”

'attack? From here? 'It's such a bright plain?'

Hearing Luba's voice, he quickly gets out of the carriage and prepares for battle.

The distance is quite far away.

But that doesn't mean you can let down your guard.

In this world,

There is magic.

Depending on birth and race, there are differences in whether or not one can feel sensitivity to magical energy, and there are limits to the total amount that can be handled and the range of perception.

However, one thing is certain: magic is something that can do anything if you want to do it.

So, if one of the two opponents, or even just one person, is a wizard, and if he is not just a wizard but a wizard who has put all his effort into the battle itself, then the reason why we allowed this distance away is why he comes out to the plain. Now I can understand why I let it happen.

so-

Accelerates thinking.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

Self-reform that takes place in an instant.

Assuming that the object launched into the sky is magic made of magical power, we want to quickly determine what type of magic it is and respond accordingly.

'Is what was fired magic? What are the types? What's the power like? The reason I waited until I was out on the empty plain was simply to increase accuracy? Or to meet certain conditions? Am I the only one aiming? Or the whole carriage?'

I let my guard down.

Since both of them were wearing swords at their waists, they had not considered the possibility of being wizards at all.

That's because I couldn't have predicted that he was a wizard who could use magic that could target us from this distance.

Papdeuk-

'Even so, there's nothing we can do. I don't know what its power will be, but in the end, it is magic used by humans. It won't be to the point where we can't respond.'

Anyway, how is it?

[Stigma]

Crunch-

Cheolkeong-

What I summon in an instant is Deshade's armor, which he handed over to me, determined to protect everyone.

You just have to do your best from the beginning.

'Come now.'

I wait for the magic fired into the sky to hit me.

'see.'

Soon the faint object began to take on a concrete appearance.

'arrow? window? knife?'

Human magic, especially attack magic, usually takes the form of weapons.

It is powerful enough even if it is made into a sphere shape rather than simply having a specific shape, and sometimes, if it is small enough to be invisible, combined with precision, and with high power, it can be transformed into magic that can assassinate.

However, the reason why the magic used by human wizards is generally taken in the form of weapons that have been with humanity for a long time is because the power of the magic increases more than double due to the self-awareness of thoughts obtained by doing so.

When you think of creating magic in the form of a weapon that has already proven to be widely effective and whose power most people know, and piercing the opponent, the power of the magic is greatly improved.

And now the magic that was beginning to reveal itself to my eyes took the shape of a sword.

‘Is it a sword? For something that was launched so high, it looks surprisingly simple. 'Are you a high-ranking wizard?'

When it comes to magic that comes down from high altitudes, you need to focus on flight ability.

Since it is magic, there is no point in worrying about flight mechanics, but shooting an arrow or a spear can fly much higher than a sword.

Nevertheless, the reason why he made it in the shape of a sword was because he was confident that he could sufficiently control the magic without using such a trick on the opponent.

So, the form in which the opponent's magic took place was in the form of a sword.

When thinking of strength, the first thing that comes to mind is the sword usually held by warriors and knights. Instead of supplementing the already sufficient flight ability, it can be seen as adding strength in terms of power.

'Even if that's the case, it doesn't matter. It's a bit scary to think of it as a missile, but I'm not normal either. It is an armor that withstood the magic of Agoni and Baphomet. I think I can take it well.'

Still, it's magic in the end.

The ability of anti-magic has been proven here as well.

Be fully prepared to receive magic.

After taking a seat right next to the carriage, I lower my posture and prepare to swing my sword.

... PEEE-

The magic was coming down from so high up in the sky that the sound was only now beginning to be heard.

'1km,

950m,

800m,

670m... I guess it's worth it.'

Although it was accelerating, Baphomet's magic was much faster than this.

Just do the same.

The moment magic comes close, just block it.

I completely changed my mind and turned the artifact in my hand into a black sword, preparing to cut through the magic itself.

So I,

They were preparing to cut down the magic.

Get ready to cut down the ‘magic’.

“... Wait, isn’t it magic?”

When there were about 400m left, I felt something strange.

There was no magical energy felt from the sword stabbing towards the ground.

That was ridiculous.

There is no way a sword could fly that high.

Unless someone dropped it from the sky in the first place, it is nearly impossible to throw a physical sword all the way up to the sky with the strength of a human arm.

However, I soon changed my mind.

This is a world where the impossible can become reality.

Most of the things I felt were unreasonable were actually possible because they were possible here.

so-

Let's explore the possibilities.

The other person is strong enough to make the impossible possible -

The possibility that it is possible to throw a thrown weapon to that degree even though it has physical substance.

And the possibility is-

Soon, Ruba's shout turned into the correct answer.

“... Bishop! be careful!! The person on the horse has disappeared!!!”

This was a situation where I was watching the sword being thrown down, and Luba was on a horse, looking at the person who threw the sword as a second set of eyes.

As Ruba said, the person who threw the sword disappeared in an instant,

The position of the sword that was striking from directly above was changed.

Jijijik-

Whilick-

The sword made a strange noise, as if there was noise, and then switched places with someone in the air.

fluttering-

That person was a man dressed casually.

The pursuers were two men and a woman.

Since he never showed his face from a distance, we thought that the person seeking revenge was the woman and the man was not active and was simply an attendant, but that was not the case.

The man was not interested in clothes from the beginning.

The man was someone we already knew.

The man was a person who was focused on only one thing.

And the man,

He was the person who made possible the absurd things that were happening right before our eyes.

Piyuyuyuyuyuyuyuyuyuyuung-!

“Hey!! Hello, how are you? Soul disease!!! A long time!! Hahahahahahahahahaha!!!”

“... Long Sword!”

“I remembered!!!”

What appears is a maniac who collects swords.

A special order of knights of the Kingdom Alliance.

The leader of a one-man knight order -

[Long Sword, Commander of the Long Sword Knights]

Kwahiah ahhh!

A longsword came down to me with a sword.

He falls from the sky and clashes sword with sword, pinning me to the floor.

That wasn't all.

The moment he changed positions with the sword floating in the air, there were 20 swords spread out like wings on his back.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwanggwang!!!

Those swords also became a rain of swords and attacked the carriage, just as the longsword itself had struck down.

A rain of swords falling from the sky.

The leader of the knights of the Kingdom Alliance who flew out of thin air.

Even the female pursuer who started running towards us with all her might right after the longsword transferred.

We were devastated in an instant by an attack method that was far beyond our expectations.

        
            “Long Sword. When do you plan to raid?”

“Razarel. How many times have I told you that I was seeing an opportunity? There is a time and a season for everything.”

“... That story is already-”

“I know. I think I'm doing it for the 15th time.”

“This is the 20th time.”

“You were counting them all? It gives me goosebumps.”

Razael strengthens the hand holding the reins.

Helias Sain Razael.

And a long sword.

The two are chasing the Deshade Church.

To be precise, they are pursuing it right in front of them.

It took quite a long time for the two people to infiltrate the empire from the alliance of kingdoms.

The Empire is on strict alert to prevent confusion due to the large number of soul soldiers crossing the border, and since there are no survivors, the Empire is unilaterally claiming that the cavalry of the 3rd Corps attacked the border of the Empire. There was more force in turning.

Still, Razael worked hard for revenge.

He obtained a forged ID card from the top and came over to the Empire, gathering all the rumors about the Church of Deshade.

It was easier to gather information than I thought.

The name of the Deshade Church was spreading even within the empire.

The bishop of the Deshade Church was appointed as a knight of the Second Princess of the Empire, banished the demon Baphomet to Hell, and fought an ancient being called the Princess of Illusion in a place called the Forest of Illusion.

That wasn't all.

While Razael was moving to the Diocese of the Deshade Church, another rumor was added, and the story is that the people of the Church showed great courage in the fight against Sotok, a giant among giants, who was attacking Rugal, one of the three major churches of the Empire. I also found out.

So Razael-

I was angry.

'Are you people who killed my father enjoying such an easy life?'

It doesn't matter how much praise the Deshade Church receives.

It doesn't matter to Razael how many people they saved or what miracles they performed.

Her goal is only one.

Razael decided to take away the most important thing from the Deshade Church.

[Kill Bishop Lee Rim and throw his body in front of the people of his church.]

That is the revenge that Helias Sain Razael has decided on.

For that, she needed a long sword.

Razael is driven only by revenge, but she is also the daughter of Helias.

‘Razael. Daughter. Listen carefully. No matter what happens, don't look down on your opponent. People have the power to kill people. Anyone. Even if a person standing on the street holds a sword, he has the opportunity to kill ten people, and if a knight picks up a sword, he has the power to kill a hundred people. That doesn't change whether you despise, hate, respect, or love the other person. Emotions and perceptions are separate. Realize that.'

Having an objective mind is one of the many pieces of advice her father left behind.

'Of course, if you're too lazy to worry about that, become stronger. Be so fucking strong that no one can say anything to me. Because if I become the strongest, no one will be able to criticize the life I create.'

Even though Helias was drunk when he brought up that story, and it was a story he heard right after he beat up the eldest son of a noble family whom Razael had a crush on until he died, Razael clearly remembers it.

So, Razael judged himself objectively and decided that since he was not his father, he did not have the power to kill Irim, the soul disease that killed his father.

But at the same time she-

I decided that it was possible with a long sword.

Knight Longsword.

Although he is not from a commoner background, he is called only by the name Longsword.

I don't know if he himself requested to be called that, or if it was a name given to him by others.

But even if I don't know anything else, one thing is certain: Longsword is the only one in the Kingdom Alliance who is allowed to bear the name of a knight.

Special Order of Knights.

From sieges to assassinations, from infiltration to operations.

It is he who makes everything possible, from one castle to one person.

Even if they are special knights, most of them are of a different class from knights who are units in charge of magical beasts or who are familiar with tactics that can give them an advantage over certain races.

Longsword was truly a knight who could be called the strongest in terms of flexible power, capable of acting alone.

'I thought that a long sword like that would attack the soul bottle as soon as it found it, but why doesn't it do that?'

However, the problem is that, contrary to Razael's expectations, the longsword only chases the carriage carrying the bishop of the Deshade Church at a distance, and no story of any significant attack has yet been brought up.

“Razarel. Kill your personality. So, do you think there will be someone who will marry you in the future? Surprisingly, there are not many men who enjoy being caught by a strong woman. Kkkk-”

“... I have no thoughts of marriage!”

Rajael angrily counters Longsword's teasing.

For Razael, revenge is already the end point of everything.

She has no intention of destroying the entire Deshade Church.

“Cut off his head and throw it to the cult members, that's all I have to do. So there will be no more.”

“Really... it's bloody specific.”

All Razael wants is to see the parish completely devastated.

Even if I got attacked, it didn't matter.

Razael's revenge is planned, down to the specific details.

Razael wanted to see the faces they would make.

I heard that there are many people around Bishop Lee Rim who cherish him.

Razael mingled with the funeral ceremony held at the church and watched it all.

And I found out for sure.

The people of the denomination have absolute trust in the bishop.

Bishop Lee Rim is the only one who can be resurrected even now that other soul soldiers have forgotten the blessing of resurrection.

I thought that because it is such a being, it is strong and has the idea that it will come back alive even if it dies, so I believe in it even more.

So, Razael decided to cut off the bishop's head with the [Sword that Kills Soul Disease] and then throw the head to the people to see the despair on their faces.

However, for Longsword, the vengeful appearance of Razael was something he had been seeing since the kingdom union, so it was not new and he was just tired of it.

“Tsk tsk, people have to live tenaciously no matter what they go through. No matter how much it is revenge, it would be okay to compromise a bit.”

“That might be true for Longsword. Isn't that why Longsword continued to oppose my plan to carry out a raid on the city on purpose? The moment they attack the city where the knights are stationed, there will be no place to run.”

“You say that knowing full well.”

“... So I took a step back on that. It doesn't matter what Longsword does after avenging his father. But not me. I risked everything to avenge my father.”

Razael continues as he looks at the back of the carriage that has left the city and is now in the plains.

“But now the last chance is gone. They've already noticed that we're on their heels. Even from here until you reach the Imperial City, it is all plain. There is nowhere to hide, no way to surprise, and no way to catch up. There is nothing for us to do. Why on earth have you waited until this happens? Have you left any good moves that can be used in the current situation?”

Pouring it out is a reprimand.

Razael continued to tell the longsword to hurry up and attack, but the longsword did not listen, and in the end, the attack was even the last opportunity that Rajael had in mind, and everything ended in failure.

If the church's carriage entered the castle like this, everything would end.

So Razael-

Longsword was criticized.

“Or just,

Are you too scared to do anything?”

At that moment, Longsword stopped talking.

Kuuk-

Hee hee hee!

Razael also raised his horse to suit him, and the long sword looked at Razael and said.

“Yes. It would be worth it. Until I came here, I couldn't always show you my serious side, and I'm the kind of person who gets sick of that. Since I can be grumpy at times, it’s not surprising that you can’t be trusted.”

Longsword got off the horse.

For a moment, Razael thought that the longsword had truly expressed its intention to give up the chase.

But that wasn't it.

Instead of giving up the chase, Longsword got off his horse and put down the [Ark of Swords], an artifact that kept the sword he had been carrying under the guise of a wooden box.

A box-shaped artifact that contains the magic of lightening weight, compressing space, transcending perception, and absorbing shock.

It is a box with a capacity comparable to the arsenal of a front-line fortress, where Longsword carries ‘all’ the swords he has collected so far.

“Still, Razael. When I do it, I do it too. The way I work is always to wait for the right time and then move when it comes.”

“Are you talking about exhalation? But that's-”

“Yes. You could say it's up to luck. You might be called a coward for not stepping forward unless it's the perfect time. Judging what is a good time and whether it is really the right time or not is based only on one's own judgment, so it may or may not be certain. But-”

Clap-

The longsword opened the [Ark of Swords].

Then, several swords poured out from inside.

Rumbling rumbling-

Kakakakakang-

“What is certain is that I have completely believed in my own way, and that belief in myself has always allowed fate to live up to my expectations, which is why I was able to get to where I am now.”

Those swords are the swords that Longsword has collected so far.

It doesn't matter whether it was an assassination, an all-out war, a duel, obtained at the end of an adventure, or bribed.

By any means possible, he collected all the swords he liked, and of course most of his opponents were powerful people with the skills and position to possess a sword that a longsword would be desirable.

Ugh-

“Good. This would be good.”

Swords flew towards Longsword.

'I heard it through rumors, but I really don't know what the principle is.'

Razael saw it and thought it was amazing.

Longsword loves swords so much.

However, he is unmanned and cannot use magic.

However, all the eyewitness accounts of Longsword fighting were incomprehensible to me that he could not use magic.

[The sword floated around the longsword as if it had become wings.]

[The sword moves according to the longsword's swing, as if it has will.]

[Sometimes they cried, and sometimes they bowed as if they were pledging loyalty.]

There were rumors that anything was considered impossible unless it was magic, but in Razael's eyes, there was no sight of the longsword using magic.

Rather, the sword seemed to move only by his will.

If that meant he was manipulating it, it wasn't either.

There was a will for the long sword, and a separate will for the sword.

“Yes, yes. Are you guys trying to help me today? It came out too less than that? I guess there are a lot of people who don't want to come out because the weather is bad.”

He was talking to the swords as if they were pets.

It was a sight that anyone could call crazy, but the longsword was talking to the swords that flew at him as if the swords were inhabited by spirits.

“So, which method do you think is best? ... Oh, let's do that? Not bad. I remember doing it once before, but didn't I break my leg that time and be in real trouble? Well, let’s try it again this time.”

Longsword's conversation stopped after a while.

In his hand was a sword.

[Crossed Sword Twin Void]

“... What are you trying to do?”

“The time I've been waiting for has come, so I'm just going to start doing what I wanted to do.”

“...?”

After receiving Razael's question, the longsword puts his sword on his shoulder and looks at the Deshade Church's carriage in the distance.

The carriage was now located in the middle of the plain, with only vegetation except a straight road leading straight to the capital.

So, it was a location where there was no more place to hide and nothing to be disturbed by.

“Now, shall we begin?”

The longsword pulled his arm sharply.

He took a stance to throw the sword from bottom to top, towards the sky.

Since I was riding a horse, my lower body was not on the ground, so it was difficult to maintain my body balance properly.

Therefore, throwing a sword was not done solely with the strength of the long sword.

[Linear sword rail]

[Jikshinken Linear]

Two swords were placed on either side of the longsword's arms, and soon the swords began to provide strength, with the crossed swords positioned in the middle, as if to assist his strength.

The longsword pointed the sword into the air in that stance-

Paaa!

I threw with all my might.

Piiing-

“What...?!”

“Whew, it flies well. Hahahahaha!”

Whether Razael is shocked or not, the longsword throws his sword and laughs.

At the same time, 20 swords were floating on the longsword's back.

“It looks like this is all the guys who want to come out of the ‘Ark’ and take a walk today.”

The longsword looks at Razael and speaks.

At the exact same time, the Bishop of the Deshade Church came out of the carriage, and the sword, which had reached the limit of the altitude it could reach from the sky, was falling again.

“So, Razael, I will go and fight first, so please follow me quickly.”

“Yes?”

The longsword did not wait for Razael's answer.

Instead, he used the abilities of the magic sword [Crossed Swords Twin Void] that he had thrown into the sky a moment ago.

Just-

[Dorothea]

In an instant, the longsword disappeared before Razael's eyes, leaving only the sound of snapping fingers.

Razael was taken aback for a moment, but then she noticed something and turned her head.

Then what I discovered was,

The image of a long sword plummeting from the sky toward the ground, and 20 swords floating around his body.

For the Deshade Church, who were standing in the middle of a plain with nowhere to escape, the longsword attack coming from the sky was an attack that could never be avoided.

“... Tsk! So, that's what I was asking you to tell me in advance! Hey! Let’s go!”

At the same time, Razael began to drive the horse.

Kwaaa!

The goal is the landing point where the longsword plunges and where Razael's enemies are.

This is where Bishop Irim of the Deshade Church, the murderer who killed Helias Sain Tion, is located.

        
            A long sword struck from the sky.

At the same time, 20 swords attacked the carriage.

'We need to check the damage quickly.'

I wanted to make sure everyone was okay, but the thick dust rising up blocked my view.

Above all, even if there was no dust, I couldn't turn my head.

‘The sword is heavy. 'I can't shake it off.'

The longsword faced the black sword.

To be exact, this is the second sword.

“Indeed, this is the sword I pointed out. You have great expectations.”

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-

The longsword struck from the air and was cut in half at the point when it was first struck.

However, that was not a problem for the longsword who appeared with an extra sword like wings on his back.

“But, in that case, it doesn’t matter if it touches the blade.”

“Pfft...!”

Chaeaeang!

Kagagak!

When I pushed the sword away with force, the longsword pulled out the sword and took a step back, trying to cut my wrist.

However, the sword was blocked by Deshade's armor and could not cut the body.

“Is this too much?”

In the hand of the longsword that had retreated, there were two swords again.

“Indeed, it’s just as I heard through rumors. Is that armor given to you by Deshade, the god you serve? [Armor Scale] I see that even two swords can't cut it down.”

Boom-

The longsword rotates the swords in both hands around its wrist.

To be exact, one does one full turn and the other does half a turn.

Since the swords were one-handed swords and had the same design, it seemed that they were originally a pair of swords with the same name.

One in the reverse direction and one in the forward direction.

By holding two swords in both hands, he received my sword in a way that did not touch the blade of the black sword as much as possible.

I step back for a moment and try to talk to him and assess the situation.

“Long Sword. It’s been a while.”

“It’s been a while. Soul disease. And I have to die.”

Tatak-

“Pfft...!”

Kagagak!

But it didn't give me a chance.

“It’s the classic method. And this is the method I often use. Talk to them to distract them and look around. It's a way to understand the situation of the war by creating space through fascination.”

The longsword immediately hit the body close to the body.

Aiming for the neck, the sword held in reverse, and wrapping around the arm holding the black sword held in the other hand.

“But, although I have done many other things, I am most proficient at dueling.”

Quang!

I tried to respond quickly.

He received the reverse sword aimed at the gap in his helmet by bending his head down, and instead of swinging his restrained right arm, he swung his left arm and attempted to strike the solar plexus of the longsword, which was not wearing any armor.

Phuuk-

“Wow, I'm getting desperate when my plan goes awry.”

Sigh!

However, the longsword quickly pulled back my right arm, plunged the reverse sword into the inside of the arm that was not covered by the armor, failing to target the neck, and further plunged the sword held in the hand wrapped around the arm, then put down the weapon and stepped back.

“Should I fight like a matador? This armor is stronger than I thought. It must be difficult because there are limited places to insert the sword. But acrobatics is not my specialty.”

“... You say a lot.”

Still, an opportunity arose.

The longsword stuck the weapon into my arm and went away.

Then there is no reason to return the weapon.

humming-

Kwachang!

As he swung the black sword and smashed the two swords stuck in his arms without mercy, the long sword looked disappointed.

“Ugh, it wasn't hard to get because I bought it at an auction, but I still spent some money on it.”

“Then shouldn’t you have been a good guard?”

“Still, that’s exactly how I feel. A weapon is a tool made with the premise of using it. It is only when you use something that its value is recognized. So, even though it was a waste, I decided to leave as few regrets as possible when choosing an action.”

Before he knew it, there was another sword in his hand.

Perhaps one of the swords that attacked the carriage was recovered.

In addition, other swords were flying one after another on his back, positioned like wings.

As the longsword was far away, I took advantage of this opportunity to check the condition of the carriage.

'Luba and Farewell, it looks like you're not hurt.'

The first thing that catches your eye is Raines pulling Farewell out of the overturned carriage.

What we see next is Luba and Gombangi stepping forward after seeing the female pursuer running after loosening the rope of the carriage.

There was no complete damage.

Farewell had sword marks on his shoulders and legs, and blood was splattered all over his body, starting from his face, possibly from inside the carriage.

“Lord, Bishop!! Peria-!!!”

Looking at Luba and shouting urgently, it looks like Peria was seriously hurt.

so-

I couldn't help but be angry.

“... Long Sword.”

“It’s a little late. Since you know that you are the enemy, there is no need to treat them well, which is a good attitude. So, why but? Soul disease?”

“I will ask you before I kill you. The reason they attacked us- what was it?”

The arm that was almost cut off by two swords had already recovered thanks to its regenerative ability.

When I raised the sword and pointed it at the longsword and asked, he gave me a simple answer while looking at my recovered arm.

“... You've already recovered. Well, it's for revenge. Helias Saine Tion's Revenge. The one behind there is that man’s daughter.”

At that moment, the face of a woman who came closer caught my eye with a long sword pointing with her thumb.

The woman with short blonde hair was definitely Helias' daughter.

They didn't look alike.

Helias was an old man, so decrepit that it was difficult to guess what he looked like when he was young.

However, the atmosphere is similar.

I don't know your skills.

From the beginning, it was clear that he would never be as skilled as Helias.

“Listen! Runner Lee Rim! Helias sign Razael! I came here to avenge my father!!!”

“He’s a bit stubborn. So, do it.”

As soon as she got off the horse, she drew her sword and glared at me with a bright voice. It was clear that she was not very skilled in handling a sword.

Still, the desire for something that filled his face was as strong as the will to live seen by the dead corps commander.

“Long Sword! What are you doing?!”

“What are you doing? Measuring the distance. Is there anything you can do if you go in without permission? Let’s share the burden.”

Longsword says without taking his eyes off me.

In his hand was a sword this time, and two swords on either side, aimed at me like bows, were floating in the air.

“I will take care of the soul disease. You kill the demon beast over there.”

“Demon beast? What are you talking about... Hot!”

“It appears that he was a trained escort who was hiding his appearance. Anyway, it is a red panda bear. Kill and take hostages.”

“... I understand.”

Bye!

When Razael saw Gombangi and Luba, he drew his sword.

Among the swords stuck in the carriage, there seemed to be a type of sword that could break magic, and it seemed that the camouflage magic on the bear that Eila had fastened tightly had been released.

While Razael was approaching the carriage, widening the distance, the longsword taunted me.

“Is it okay if I don’t block it?”

“Looking at my skills, it doesn’t seem like there will be any problem.”

“Looking at that, it looks like they are trusting the protection of the foreign race over there.”

The longsword pointed at Luba, grabbed the sword with both hands, and pulled it wide behind his shoulder.

Since he was certain to attack, I was also relieved when I realized that he did not know any definite information about us yet, as he had pointed out Ruba and not Gombangi.

so-

This time, I decided to jump out from this side instead.

Quang!

Preparations were being made.

He slowly infused magical power into his legs, gathering them to their limit, and then jumped towards the long sword.

grasp-

“...!”

The moment the ground dug and moved forward, the longsword's eyes were seen momentarily shaking.

'I guess they didn't know that I would choose to rush forward instead of defending in a good position to protect others.'

However, Longsword is also a human being who has fought many battles in his life.

Such a simple variable could not completely disrupt his pace.

[Weaving Sword]

[Stinger]

Peee-

Two swords were quickly shot towards me.

An Arming Sword type sword was aimed at my body, but there was no real problem.

“Inhale!”

Quaaaang!

“... He's tough. I really didn't expect that armor.”

When I slammed the sword into the armor without applying force or adjusting my posture, the sword bounced off.

The one he wields as is is a black sword with cutting power that he must have already fully grasped the information about.

It may look like an artifact, but it is actually an artifact whose structure changes into an explosive sword just before it touches it.

It was the moment when the explosive sword collided with his sword, which had been imbued with magical energy to counter my black sword.

“... Oh my!”

Quaaaang!

An explosion occurred, but the firepower quickly subsided.

'also. 'Isn't it for no reason that I gained the confidence to attack Helias?'

Longsword is also like Helias, but on the other hand, he is a human who has trained his martial arts to the limit.

In particular, while Helias is a person who has trained the technique of using a sword to the limit, Longsword is a person who has sharpened his sense of handling a sword.

The moment the explosive sword collided with the longsword and was about to explode, he quickly recovered some of his magic power and counterattacked by twisting the remaining magic power in the opposite direction the moment the explosive sword touched it, thus limiting the explosion to a small explosion.

“...”

However, Longsword's expression was not good.

What followed was a one-sided war of attrition.

Kang!

Cheer up!

Quad deud deuk!

None of the swords Longsword brought could pierce Deshade's armor.

Keying!

Cheer up!

Tduduk-

On the other hand, the black sword broke the long sword without mercy.

Clearly, technology has lagged behind.

Longsword responded with sense even in situations where the weapon was outgunned.

No matter how sharp the black sword is, it cannot be cut with the side of the sword.

Therefore, he continues to shake the blade of the black sword by striking it with his elbow, wrist, or sword handle, and only in unavoidable situations, he faces the sword head-on and lets go of the weapon the moment his sword cuts, engaging in a wasteful fight where he avoids at least direct hits.

'After all, if you become this level of human being, you won't just rely on the sword.'

Physical arts has also been actively used.

As for the longsword, when I saw the slightest opportunity, he let go of the weapon at close range and struck the shoulder, helmet, and shin with his knees and elbows. After completing a single attack, he retrieved the weapon floating in the air and closed the gap in the armor. I was aiming for it.

But-

Even so, it doesn't mean I can't use martial arts.

bang!

Crunch-

“... Off.”

When the longsword's fist tried to hit his chin with the handle of the sword, this time I let go of the sword like he did and struck straight with the gauntlet, and there was a sound of bones twisting in his arm.

Peeing-

Quaaaang!

Cheer up!

“... I guess you met a good teacher, soul sick?”

In the end, the longsword decided to retreat.

Having a problem with his wrist, he sent three swords flying at my body for defense without the slightest hesitation, and the moment I smashed all of the swords, he jumped backwards.

“... This is very different from what I expected. I assumed that I would be pushed out of weapons.”

Looking around, there were already close to 20 broken swords.

The swords around him include one sword in his hand and one sword at his waist.

“Let’s say that’s the case with armor. I never thought your skills would be this good. I've watched the fight with Helias again and again, but it's completely different than it was back then. You've grown a lot in that time.”

“Because it’s alive, it just hasn’t stopped.”

“Good posture. Although it was bad luck for me.”

When I looked to the side, I saw that the fight on Razael's side was also coming to an end.

“Ugh... It's just a magical beast!”

In a good way, it's at the level of an ordinary article.

If you look at it from a bad perspective, it's only that bad.

And with the skills of an ordinary knight, he couldn't achieve a complete victory against not only Gombangi, but also Luba, who was running around with a hatchet in cooperation with Gombangi.

Whirly lick-

Geek-

“... Tsk!”

In the end, Gombangi took advantage of the opportunity where Razael's sword was restrained by the chain thrown by Luba, and struck down Razael.

“Don’t kill me! Captivate!”

At Farewell's words, Gombangi stopped by raising its claws and sinking them into Razael's shoulder, then pressing down on him with its body.

“Kuh... Get out of the way! Animals - Eup!”

Razael is swallowed by fur and unable to say anything.

The longsword who saw this briefly clicked his tongue.

“... Tsk!”

An expression clearly criticizing Razael.

But that's-

It was just a trick to get my attention.

bang!

At that moment, the carriage broke down and a sword began to fly.

White flames rose inside the carriage.

It appears that it was the sword hidden in the carriage that stabbed Feria.

At the same time, the longsword leaps forward once again.

The sword flying from behind was not an ordinary sword.

A sword that clearly looks cheap compared to others.

And the sword that the longsword brought was the same cheap sword.

but-

That's why I couldn't help but feel an eerie feeling from those swords.

'The gray sword, the sword that kills soul disease!'

The sword that the longsword took out at the last moment is the sword that kills the soul disease.

It is clearly the sword that Agoni created and kept in Grace territory, and it is the sword that Helias used to kill me.

Now, two of those swords were being fired back and forth at the same time without any error.

        
            Victory gained by dying is not victory.

If you don't live to enjoy it, it's just a mental victory.

Which side am I on? I think that statement makes some sense.

And since most people live to make a living for tomorrow, it can be said that there are many people who think that way.

Then, there is a view that it is a world where only the person who wins in the end is the winner, that honor is thrown away as food to wild dogs, that there is no such thing as behavior that is considered cowardly in a fight, and that anything is allowed.

And Longsword is definitely a person who lives with such views deep in his heart.

An opportunity obtained in an instant through a combination of sense, trickery, and skill.

Two gray swords that had been hidden among other swords like ordinary swords.

One of the swords that kills spirit disease was stuck in Peria's body inside the carriage, and the other was hidden behind the longsword's back and was not revealed until the end.

The gap he was aiming for was-

A very slight moment of letting down one's guard.

Longsword He continued to show that he was outgunned by me, and took advantage of the moment when Razael, who had been tracking me all along, was put on the defensive.

A gaze disguised as a rebuke to Razael.

No matter how calm I was when I witnessed it, when Razael was defeated by Gombangi, in a corner of my mind, I thought victory or defeat had been decided.

The delay caused by this was only a brief distraction of attention aimed at the longsword for about 0.5 seconds.

However, the longsword did not miss the gap and dug in.

Regardless of the criticism sent to Razael, the body that was moving independently was already jumping forward.

Now that other weapons cannot withstand the black sword, this is a sword that can send me away if I even graze it just a little.

That is the sword that kills soul disease.

It attacks me with not one, but two secret weapons.

One comes flying from inside the carriage, and the other is carried by oneself.

But-

That's it.

'Even if it's a secret move, it's only this much.'

The sword that kills soul disease is definitely fatal.

It is a sword that renders the spare body contained in the coffin placed on the carriage meaningless.

It is also a sword that eliminates the second chance that I am familiar with.

But at the same time, that black-

It was also a sword that had already overcome the fear it brought.

“You’re not scared.”

A long sword approaches right in front of you.

The leader of a one-man knight corps, with an expressionless face, planting his feet on the ground at close range and preparing to swing his sword for a head-on fight.

Kwaaang!

What intersects are monotonous cutting movements that don’t even have names.

A downward slash with the black sword.

A raised slash with the gray sword.

The power it contains is so powerful that it excludes even an inch of inattention.

The outcome was fixed.

Cheer up!

“...”

The gray sword that collided with the black sword broke as easily as a glass window.

But there is still one left.

The sword flying from behind came at close range with a time lag.

The target is probably the back of my neck when I'm looking straight ahead, at the slightest gap that isn't covered by my helmet.

But there is no time to look back.

His attack is not over yet.

The longsword glares at me, holding the broken handle of the sword.

It doesn't matter even if the sword is broken.

Even if the gray sword is broken, it is possible to kill me with just the remaining blade.

Whilick-

So he reverses his broken sword and glares at me.

What is given is a one-sided choice.

One is whether to ignore the invisible sword behind you in order to block the sword in front of you.

If not, should I ignore his sword and make sure to deal with the sword behind him?

It is not a choice or choice.

No matter which side you choose, you die.

A choice in which it is impossible to give up on either side is in fact not a choice, but an announcement of confirmed death.

'I'm sure you think so.'

From Longsword's point of view, he probably thinks that the choice given to me is the best move.

But if there's one mistake he made -

He attacked us without fully understanding what variables there were in our power.

Hwareuk-

“... What?”

As soon as white flames suddenly appeared in front of my eyes, I turned my back on the longsword.

The moment I turned my head, I saw a longsword stabbing me reflexively at the edge of the limit of my vision -

Because I had faith, I didn't have to worry about that at all.

“Nudge? The guy who stabbed me with his sword and killed me.”

It wasn't even a moment before the naked Peria resurrected in front of me, and she immediately pulled a hatchet from my waist while my back was turned and swung it at the longsword.

“... Tsk!”

Sigh!

Quaaaang!

Two things happen simultaneously.

Cheer up!

The front is hit by Peria, and as he turns his back, he smashes the gray sword with the black sword.

On the other hand, the short sword of the long sword could not reach me.

In order to aim at my back with a short sword, he had to come close to me clearly, but his sword lost its place when the naked Trickster suddenly resurrected and appeared, which he had not paid attention to at all.

Still, his body acted before his head.

The short sword gives up on aiming for my neck, plunges into Peria's heart, and then twists.

Deeply-

Quaduk-

However, having good sense is not just an advantage.

It is at times like this that the body, which reacts quickly and reflexively before awareness, makes the worst decision.

A body that 'moved' to kill once more the revived Peria, who reflexively thought it was in the way first.

However, since Peria's body was being resurrected anyway, it didn't matter if she attacked without regard for her life.

“Leave behind.”

Boom-

Kwasik!

The hatchet swung by Peria, who had a hole in her heart, broke the longsword's shoulder.

Afterwards, Peria's heart was pierced, and she died immediately as the long sword tore it apart.

However, Peria, whose soul is connected, is resurrected again.

Good luck!

“... Is this a loss no matter what?”

It happened at the same time that I, who had broken the flying sword, looked back again and the longsword kicked Feria, who was reviving as an opponent with a hatchet stuck in his shoulder.

“Peria! Are you okay?!”

“Are you okay?!”

Quang!

I hugged the resurrected Peria and rolled a large circle to spread the distance, and the fully resurrected Peria belatedly started crying and hit her head on my chest.

“Ahhh... It hurt so bad!!!”

“I’m sorry. And thank you. Well done.”

“That’s it! Instead, that bastard must be killed!”

I already died twice, but I was lucky to be safe.

Feria is not a soul disease.

As the name itself suggests, the sword that kills soul disease is fatal to me, but to others it is just an ordinary sword.

And one of those gray swords attacked Peria.

However, because the sword that was struck indiscriminately had fulfilled its role and was waiting for the longsword's command, Peria's hiding place was only barely enough.

In that state, the moment the longsword summoned the sword and the sword was drawn, Peria was definitely dead, and Peria was resurrected faster than the flying sword.

“... not good.”

In the end, half of the longsword's shoulder was blown off because of it.

Two weapons that were thought to be the last and best means were shattered.

I don't know where they got it from or how many bags remain.

There may still be about 30 more bags left.

But even so, it doesn't matter.

Weapons with special or limited power hide their true value, and their value is only revealed when their power is revealed in an unexpected situation.

For me, who had already just finished the surprise attack and had long since overcome the fear of death, the gray sword was ultimately a weapon that was meaningless if it could not pierce armor.

“It’s really not good.”

Pop-

Pop-

Blood is flowing from the longsword's shoulder.

Looking at his expression, I could guess what he was thinking.

'You're doing the math.'

What he is doing is judging the situation of the war.

I was looking for a breakthrough by repeating the calculation of the win rate over and over again.

'ruler. How will it come out? Do you have a spare sword? Or is there a sword with healing abilities? Is there another way to save Razael? Otherwise, there is a possibility that he will boldly give up on Razael.'

I still decided he wouldn't give up.

The sea I was prepared for.

Because I decided to accept any karma, I supported Enin's choice.

This reincarnation arose because Helias killed Tion.

The bond of revenge is not easily broken.

So, they arrived here from the Kingdom Alliance and drew their swords.

However, even if that's the case, I'm not giving up either.

Adapt to the other person's style.

Since he has come to seek revenge, he responds as the worst enemy to the avengers.

I plan to persevere, calculate the odds, and become the winner who holds on to the end of the chain of reincarnation that will one day appear.

It didn't matter to them that I looked like the devil.

Because that was the burden I decided to carry by supporting Enin's choice.

But there was one problem.

Razael clearly came for revenge, and I also wanted to receive that revenge.

And the weight of that revenge was so heavy that they risked everything for each other.

However,

This was not the case for longswords.

“Good.”

“...?”

“Let me quit.”

“What?”

The longsword lowered his sword.

I was nervous because I was putting pressure on my knees in place, and he took a big step back.

Unlike Razael, the weight of his revenge was not that heavy.

“Loss. I had been preparing for killing a human being, assuming it was just a matter of killing a soul disease, but it would be difficult to do it this way.”

“... What do you mean?”

“It means that the calculation failed. I heard rumors of the great feats you have achieved, but I thought it was a result of a fluke, and I was wrong. The power contained in your body far exceeded what I had imagined. So, the damage and attacking humans ends here. That's the sound. If I were to beat you, I should have prepared for a fight against monsters, not a fight against humans.”

The longsword put the sword on its shoulder and turned back.

At first glance, I was wary because I thought it was a way to distract me so that they could attack me again like before, but the guy just started walking towards where the horse was.

At that moment, Razael, who had been completely out of breath under the bear, barely managed to push the fur ball out and came out and screamed.

“Long Sword! Where are you going?!”

“You heard it, right? No, didn't you hear? Well then, let me explain it again. That guy can't be killed with this level of preparation.”

“So... So you’re saying you’re going to step down?!”

“Can’t you tell by looking at it?”

Rajael shouts out with blood in his eyes as he sees the longsword calmly answering without even looking back.

“Speaking nonsense... Raise your sword! Fight back! Don't run away longsword! You said you would help me avenge my father!!!”

“... Ah, well, I did ask for that reason.”

“What?”

The longsword stopped walking for a moment due to the shout that was almost like a scream, then the longsword tilted its head back and looked in this direction, smiling in response.

“That’s a lie. It's a lie- It's a lie.”

“... What are you talking about-”

“All I was interested in was the weapon that the spirit soldier over there had. You were just a hunting dog chasing it. But I don't know what to do with this. I had assumed it would be about killing humans, but there was a monster right in front of me. And... I also found out that the sword wasn't as easy to obtain as I thought. So, I'm taking a step back.”

“Wait, long sword... long sword! at there! 이 빌어먹을 개새끼야!!!”

‘Opinion has changed. 'Have you been taken advantage of?'

It's not that there was a lack of communication, it seems that it was simply used as it was meant to be used and then abandoned.

The longsword began to slowly walk towards the horse, and along with Razael, who was swearing, Peria, who was still naked next to me, urged me on.

“Oppa! What are you doing! Now! Go quickly and kill him! Don’t let that bastard live!”

“... I want to do that too.”

“But why?!”

“No gaps.”

It's Peria's request, so I'd like to grant it.

However, even though the longsword was clearly turned around, there was no gap.

“... That much?”

“Yes. Very.”

It's not like I'm intimidated by the guy's confidence and just let out a weak sound.

After momentarily calculating my capabilities, I came up with the answer to what would have happened if the fight continued.

I came to the point where I thought that I could win a fight with a long sword if the time and situation were right.

'But that time was when Longsword's condition was worse than now, and since there was no one around to protect me, there would be nothing more reckless than attacking me again now.'

But that's definitely not the case now.

I wasn't ready, and the longsword wasn't ready either.

Only when you win with minimal damage to yourself can it be called a true victory.

So, I don't know if the longsword would be able to kill me at least once if it attacked me again now, but I had given up on the idea of putting up a fight, even if it meant suffering serious, irreparable wounds to my body.

“See you next time. Soul disease.”

“... I refuse.”

“That will happen.”

So he promised the next time and left.

“Long Sword! Long Sword-!”

puck-

“Kukgeuk...”

Slurp-

All that remains is the groans of Rajael, who fainted when Luba struck the back of his neck with the head of an axe, and the smashed carriage.

In the distance, the knights who had probably set off from the capital spotted us and spurred their horses, and the fight ended just like that.

        
            “You came such a long way for revenge. That’s incredible persistence.”

“I think so too.”

“But one person said that wasn’t the case. Longsword, I know the name. The Kingdom Alliance is one of the few human nations, but I thought there was a strong possibility that it could become a virtual enemy someday. They said he was a human with skills comparable to Helias Sain Tion.”

“That's right.”

“What was it like when you fought in person?”

“I just learned a little bit about what it means to be the leader of a one-man knighthood.”

“I see.”

Slurp-

The sound of Camellia drinking tea echoes through the store.

The store where we meet the princess today is not the same store as before, but it has a similar structure, making it impossible to be attacked from anywhere except the stairs going up from the first floor to the second floor.

Of course, the store was filled with members of the Spy Knights, so there were only disguised customers on the first floor, and Camellia and I on the second floor, and-

“Eup! Eup-!”

Razael, who has a cloth tied to his mouth so he cannot speak, is just sitting tied to a chair.

“... Ah, indeed. Lee Rim.”

“Yes. Camellia.”

“Look.”

Camellia glanced at Razael, who wriggled excessively but was unable to move, perhaps thinking of using a lot of force to get out. Then, as if she remembered that she had some important business to do, she took out a small long box in her arms. I took it out and handed it to him.

“What is it?”

“It’s a cigarette.”

“... Cigarettes?”

After listening to Camellia's words, I opened the box and found that it contained 6 cigarettes that were exactly as I had said. In terms of type, they were cigars made with huge tobacco leaves rolled up.

“This time, I worked with Tarator.”

“Yes, I did. It was helpful.”

“The guy came back and gave it to me as a gift, but he gave me a cigarette that I didn't even smoke. They say cigarettes are hard to find, but I don't have a hobby of doing things that hurt my body.”

A cigarette that seems far from being luxurious.

However, it may be true that it is difficult to obtain, and although the packaging is not luxurious, the box itself containing the cigars and cigarettes was a very sturdy box.

“... It seems to be the item in the back.”

“Do you understand?”

“If that guy can save me, well, I guess that's it. Still, it's literally true. It is not a dangerous item as it was given to the princess, but it is rare enough to be traded only in the back. That would be about that much.”

Judging by the small label on the inside of the box that reads “Tarred Cigarettes,” it appears that it was a type of cigarette whose production was extremely low.

“Do you smoke cigarettes?”

“No. I’m in the same position as Camellia.”

“Is that so? It's a shame. It has become a gift that is difficult to hand over to anyone.”

Cigarettes placed in the middle of each other were left open.

Even if you just leave it alone, the strong smell of tobacco leaves enters the tip of your nose, capturing even the smell of the car.

Camellia seemed to have lost all interest in drinking tea because of that, so she put the tea aside and continued talking.

“Let’s stop chatting there. The prisoner said there was someone who attacked you and wanted to see your face so he told you to bring him here. How dare you attack this knight of Camellia and a subject of the empire, even in this empire. I was even considering taking out a person whose liver had come out of the stomach, or if it wasn't actually out.”

“That’s why I told you to come along to the meeting.”

Immediately after the raid was over, we arrived safely in the capital with the help of the knights of the 1st Corps who were sortieing from the capital to patrol the highway.

We entered the castle like that and were led by Camellia, who quickly heard the news, and took Razael to the waiting area.

Raines, Ruba, Peria, and Farewell took Gombangi to inquire about Morsling's residence, and now the three of them are having a strange interview.

Grumble-

Camellia stood up.

I thought she was thinking of going somewhere, but I soon realized that wasn't the case when I saw her holding up a still warm teacup.

But the next action was completely unexpected.

...Rurrr

Camellia picked up the teacup and slowly poured it from above Razael's head.

Knock-

Knock-

Knock-

Drops fall from under Razael's chin.

A little hot tea.

It was a temperature that was perfect for taking just enough time to cool down before drinking, but it was also hot enough to put it on your tongue.

“...”

But Razael didn’t move a thing.

They just look at us with the gag in their eyes as if they are going to kill us.

“It’s full of miasma. I can't just let it go.”

Camellia saw that face and asked about Razael's treatment.

“A woman who arbitrarily crossed the inviolable border, and a woman who touched the knight of the princess. In terms of value, it may be good to use as negotiation material with the Kingdom Alliance, but for me, since I have touched you and confirmed this face, I cannot just let it go.”

“... If so?”

“Tell me what you want. If I don't say otherwise, I'll have the spy corps take care of it.”

I look closely at Camellia’s face.

The expression on her face is clearly anger.

The meaning of anger is the feeling that someone dared to touch me, his knight.

Camellia agreed to protect me in exchange for me becoming her vassal.

So now she is angry at Razael for messing with her vassal.

However, at the same time, I also read in her expression that since she was going to kill Razael anyway, she would use it as much as possible.

So, if you feel uncomfortable checking, this is a question you should know in advance.

“If I didn’t make any special requests, may I ask how the prisoners are handled?”

And as expected, Camellia's method was one that even I, who had been the target of a series of revenges, felt a bit reluctant about, no matter how much Razael came to me for revenge.

“There are no human rights for non-citizens. First, we will have to use torture and mental magic to extract all the information we can about the situation in the kingdom union and the situation in the capital. A woman who is the daughter of Helias and has been confined to the capital must have a lot of good information.”

“... What happens next?”

“We will use this as a symbol of warning for the future. I will inflict pain until it is said that I did something wrong of my own volition, and I will expose the person in front of the public to let them know what will happen to the person who tampered with my article. Then, if you show sincere remorse, you will be used as a slave. However, if she shows that she has not broken down even when that time comes, it will be disgusting for a woman like her, and she will be gang raped to completely break her heart and then sold to luxury men who are reluctant to reveal their tastes to others. It would be nice if I could go and get my limbs back together. In severe cases, there is a possibility of becoming a companion animal or living furniture.”

“...”

“Is this a sufficient answer?”

“Ah, yes.”

As I was shocked and unable to respond, Camellia spoke to me in a kind tone, adding that it was a natural price to pay.

“Lee Lim. you are my knight Since you are a knight who will work for me, I will also cherish you. Even if someone criticizes me for treating him so miserably by punishing him beyond what I can tolerate no matter how much he touched the princess's knight, I will endure that level of complaints for your sake.”

“... Thank you.”

Camellia's heart felt a little heavy.

Anger is real, and so is your love for me.

However, the problem is that the method they use to convey that they care about me is a method that I am a little reluctant to use.

“... So Lee Rim. Are you still planning on rejecting the offer to become my Mortis?”

“... I'm sorry. I am content with just being Camellia’s sword.”

“... I see. Even now, still...isn’t it?”

So, I expressed my wish to take some time to think.

Camellia closed her eyes with a sad expression.

I thought that if I continued like this, the silence would continue until she accepted the offer, so I answered her by continuing what I had just said.

“Hmm... Will the decision regarding Razael's treatment be okay after the business in the capital is over? I would be grateful if you could leave it in the care of the Intelligence Knights until then.”

“... Has anything happened since you met me?”

“There is one pharmacist. There was someone from the Kingdom Alliance who gave us advice on how to move over to the Empire, so we'd like to say thank you.”

“I see. Then, let’s go and hear the answer at that time.”

“Thank you.”

Camellia's methods are rough and I feel repulsed, but since Razael has come this far determined to get revenge on me, I have no intention of just letting him go.

'Because I am not a saint.'

Instead, I decided to take the time to think of a solution that would not cause me any harm in the future and that would be as neat as possible.

Afterwards, there was time to verbally tell Camellia about what happened in Tirna Nog.

Camellia must have listened closely to the report I sent, the story with Ingrid, and the report from Tarator upon his return, but by hearing common things from people with different perspectives, there were unexpected pieces that might have been left out or that could be suspicious. I was trying to find out if it was there or not.

“This is enough. You worked hard, Lee Rim.”

“Thank you.”

“What I was trying to do was simply to find out Rugal’s secrets.”

“... Are you going to be angry?”

“No. This is different from Baphomet, so I won't be angry. Rather, it was done well. Although it far exceeded my expectations, the complete collapse of Rugal leaves a huge vacuum in the empire. So, regardless of the damage, the fact that he stood up to Sotok without retreating is a feat comparable to successfully surviving a natural disaster. It’s okay to be proud.”

While I was telling the story, I was nervous because I realized that the events had turned out in a completely different way than Camellia wanted, but fortunately, I got through it safely.

“Brother's secret is a bit... shocking, but it's a good secret to have as a weapon for later.”

“That was a bit of a shock to me too. I can't believe there was such a plump dragon subspecies.”

“I’ve never met one before, so I wonder why I fall for such a different race. Well, that's it, you don't have to worry about what Rugal's guys are planning. Aleph and I, who you arranged, will take care of the rest. I'll only call you when I really need it.”

“Okay.”

“The funeral must have ended successfully. Oh, by the way, did you receive the soul diseases well?”

“... To be honest, it wasn't something I expected, but I would like to say thank you for taking care of me.”

“Yes. I believed it would be a good gift, and it turned out that way.”

Past conversations were summarized simply by exchanging a few words.

So now let’s get into the main topic.

The reason Camellia called me was to resume my original job immediately after participating in the knightly festival held in Tir no Nog.

“Okay, then I guess we should talk about the devil we need to deal with next.”

“Tell me.”

Since I am a bishop with the power to banish demons, I have been called again to do something only I can do.

“A request came from Lihi.”

“Lehierra. Are you the Bishop of Setias?”

“That’s right. After Lihir had previously expelled Baphomet and the black fog had cleared, Sabbat's pursuit was progressing smoothly.”

Being in the middle of “ is the past tense. So does that mean the devil is helping the witches again?”

“Should it be considered similar?”

Camellia picked up a cigar that was lying on the table.

Then, he cut the end with a knife he used for eating dessert.

Hwareuk-

I used a simple cultured level magic with my fingertips to ignite the fire.

Grumbling-

A cigar that burns with vigor.

Camellia picked up a cigarette and-

“... Town!”

He pushed the gag into Razael's mouth to create space, forced a cigarette into his mouth, and spoke with an expressionless expression.

“A witch who was fleeing from pursuit fled inside the cursed burning cathedral, the sanctuary of the upper demon, [Unholy King Framework]. To catch a witch, the devil must first be expelled.”

A cigarette burning with vigor.

“Cluck, crunch!”

The more you try to breathe, the stronger the cigarette smoke fills your lungs.

Cold sweat began to appear on Razael's face and his eyes began to blur, but Camellia continued speaking without paying attention.

“This is an official request from Lihier, to cooperate with the Bishop of Setias to go to the ‘Dun Priest’ County and expel the Unholy King.”

dump-

In the end, Razael fainted from the cigarette smoke and fell from his chair.

Perfect!

...

At the same time, Camellia snapped her fingers, and the members of the Spy Knights located in the corner dragged Razael away.

“And then, a whistleblower came in and we had to do something together.”

“... What is that?”

While Razael was taken into custody until I came back to retrieve him, Camellia added a personal mission to the story she had told me earlier.

“After confirming who the head of the Dawn Priest family is, assassinate him.”

        
            After the interview with Camellia, leave the castle and walk down the street to consult with Peria.

“So you’re worried about what to do with Razael?”

“Yes. First of all, it is true that they tried to kill us and attacked us, so I have no intention of just ignoring it.”

“Actually, I’m dead. I think the same thing.”

“Of course, there is that point, so I also say that I have no intention of overlooking it.”

“That should be it. There, suddenly, as if a good person's soul had entered my brother's body, I thought, 'Still, I feel sorry for Razael, I have to free him!' If you did this shit, you would really be behind me.”

“Am I that type of person?”

“No, so you didn't do anything foolish in front of the princess and came to consult with me.”

As Peria was killed twice in an instant by the longsword, she believes that Razael, who guided the longsword to this point, is also a human being just like him.

I also agree with that.

As long as the sword has been drawn or swung, our relationship with them has become difficult to change.

If Razael's skills had been better, if the sword thrown by the long sword had struck someone other than Peria, there would have been no turning back.

So, since I am not a Buddha, I could not overlook what the two people did with mercy.

However, apart from that, I am a bit reluctant to Camellia's method.

It is certain that if you close your eyes and ears, Camellia will take care of it.

'I guess the moment I leave it to the princess, the possibility of seeing Razael again in this world will be completely gone.'

This problem can be resolved if you remain on the sidelines.

But even though I didn't have to witness the treatment she was going to face myself, I had already asked Camellia exactly what she would do if she let Razael stand by, and since I listened to her, I will continue to treat her once in a while until I die. I think it reminds me of what happened to me.

“Even if I let him go, it's obvious that he'll try to kill me again, so I guess I'll have to deal with him since he caught me somehow. ...But that doesn't mean-”

“So, you think it’s too unpleasant to let Razael be dealt with in the princess’s way, right? At the same time, the reason why it is difficult to say that Camellia's own way of dealing with it is a bit excessive is because the princess has the dignity of being a princess who 'must be angry that her knight was attacked'. ”

When I told Peria about Razael's treatment, Peria was able to get a general idea of what the atmosphere was like even though it was only verbal.

“There has to be an appropriate compromise. Treatment that is understandable from the princess's point of view, and treatment that does not leave any unpleasant feelings from her brother's point of view.”

“... Striking a balance is always difficult.”

Even though I am walking along the well-maintained streets of the capital city without any obstacles, my steps are heavy.

I had no idea that a being named Razael would come out so suddenly and bring such intense agony to my mind.

“I still feel like I’m getting revenge in real time. Like a mental attack sent by a human named Razael. My mind was filled with the appearance of beings that I had never thought of or recognized before.”

“Because it’s a choice and the bondage that comes with it. Still, that doesn’t mean that you feel responsible for that woman, right?”

“That’s true, but.”

Helias Sain Razael.

The only child of the Helias Legion commander I killed.

That woman is probably still harboring revenge on me.

Since I haven't yet told Camellia exactly what to do with Razael, she may have ended up being trapped somewhere by the Spy Knights, but I can say with certainty how vengeful she is waiting for me to return.

'I don't make excuses that it was just Enin's choice to kill the corps commander. I definitely killed the corps commander with my own hands.'

I definitely stabbed the corps commander, and as a result, I became Razael's enemy.

However, I have no intention of discussing legitimacy or anything like that.

I later decided to accept all the chains that would come my way by making that choice.

However, acknowledging the bondage does not mean submitting to it.

Whether Razael is trying to kill me or an assassin from another alliance of kingdoms is trying to kill me, the actions I will take are the same.

'No matter who comes, I kill them all and I just protect my church.'

Therefore, there will never be a case where feelings of pity or pity for Razael's treatment take precedence and release her without any conditions.

Peria, too, was thinking the same thing, but it seemed that she couldn't help but feel reluctant about the full course of dealing with non-human rights prisoners that the princess had mentioned, so she brought up the story again.

“... Honestly, even if everything else is the same, I'm a little reluctant... about the last part. I don’t think it would be a good idea to sell it out to wealthy people.”

“... If you ask, that luxury is usually-”

“Cutting off limbs and storing them, making them into furniture, casting a petrification spell on them while keeping them conscious and displaying them like a fountain, keeping them as pets, or releasing them to animals that have been poisoned, etc. Like Rugal, there are those who breed with other races or become opponents of magical beasts, and there are those who have special damage symbols beyond that, so much so that I don't even want to mention them -”

“This is crazy.”

“Of course, this only applies to extreme cases. There are generally no such guys in the empire.”

Peria is calm and talks about cases she knows about.

The last part that says 'generally not there' means that there are some.

So, I got a little creeped out by the thought that among the people walking on the streets, there were people with such preferences, and that they might be walking the same streets as me, disguising themselves as ordinary people.

Even so, I immediately shook off the thought because treating everyone as a potential criminal is something only a mentally ill person would do.

However, Peria continued to recite various cases after that, and was in the middle of telling more precisely where such people were gathered.

“-Well, there are generally those types. Let's find the closest case -”

“How to find it?”

The things I said before were so shocking that I quickly urged Peria to answer, and she responded with a look in her eyes that reminded me of a slightly distant place.

“Selling it to the demon spirit. To the demons who love humans, or more precisely, who love them in various ways.”

“... Ah.”

Then I felt sorry for urging him to answer.

I'm sorry for bringing back bad memories by asking Peria a question for no reason.

Peria is a mixed race between a demon and a human.

And, excluding the tricksters, the only way to save humans from a demon country that is officially hostile to a human country is -

Of course, there is no choice but to procure humans by kidnapping, smuggling, or breeding them.

And although I don't know for sure, Peria's mother must have flowed into the demon spirit in a similar way.

“... sorry.”

“Sorry, what do you mean? It's not common, but it definitely happens. doesn't care. And since such things are rampant, my mother was blessed in a way. If nothing else, that father truly loved his wives.”

“... I don't think I'm blessed, but I'm there because I was kidnapped.”

“Hahahahaha! That's true too! Your brother is right. At the point when I was kidnapped, didn’t I just give away all the blessings?”

“... sorry. Words keep coming out strangely.”

When I gently apologized to Peria, she came next to me and took my hand.

“That’s it. These are things that have already happened, and it is not something that will be glorified by expressing them differently now. Now, I have no intention of dwelling on that kind of past. Because it’s my mother’s job, not mine, and it happened several years ago.”

“... Yes. That's how you become.”

“If you understand, do better in the future.”

This is the younger sister who pretends to be okay, but becomes rapidly depressed when things completely fall apart as expected.

'okay. Because Razael came, Peria died again, and other people would have been in danger too. There is no reason to show unnecessary mercy.'

Even now, I know that the reason I held his hand was because he wanted to get some relief, so I reassured him by giving strength to his hand.

And Farewell, who was on the bear, was nagging us.

“Hey. Okay, now why don't you come over here and knock on the door? Even if I knocked on someone and found him, there is no way to recognize a complete stranger.”

“I think this is the correct address!! Shall I open the door?!!”

“Okay... No, it's okay. I have to do as Farewell said.”

Feria and I covered our ears to Luba's voice, and Farewell, who had picked up Luba right in front of us, lost consciousness for a moment and came back.

As we walked and talked, we arrived at a three-story wooden building built in the outermost district of the capital.

This is the building that was discovered after following the address of the house where Morsling was staying when Peria came to visit him right after meeting Camellia.

Raines is moving separately to go to Lehere first to tell her that our church has accepted Lehere's help, and that he wants to meet Ingrid personally.

“Huh? I guess Asylum isn't there?”

“Huh? Is that so? I don’t think I came to the wrong place... Are they no longer in business?”

However, contrary to expectations, the building had no sign.

Morsling is a Morsling who left for the empire because he was tired of the interference from the Gaia Church during the kingdom union.

I thought he would have opened Asylum again in the empire, and I thought it was doing quite well since its address was the capital, but maybe that wasn't the case.

“... Whatever happens, just open the door.”

“That's right. Because there is nothing worse than hearing the whole story from your own mouth.”

“That sounds good. It is usually better to conduct one solid experiment than to check a theory 100 times while swinging a pen.”

Rather than making pointless guesses, the best thing to do is to check with your own eyes and ears.

We thought we could meet him right away and talk to him, and then slowly ask him the truth later.

Knock knock-

“Morsling. Are you there?”

I walked up the stairs and knocked on the door, and we were waiting for the door to open and for a new beaked mask to pop out.

Squeak-

“Uh... are you a customer?”

“... Huh?”

“Huh?”

“... Huh?”

“...?”

They all expressed the same feeling of doubt, but each reaction came from a different cause.

Feria and I were suspicious that a completely unfamiliar woman had popped out of a place we thought was Morsling's house. Farewell, who has soul poetry, immediately noticed a strange feeling in the woman in front of us and was suspicious, and Luba was just like us. I have been expressing doubts about this expression of doubt.

And the woman, who had seen us expressing all kinds of questions instead of telling us what we were doing, was wary of us and quietly hid her body behind the door.

“Um, hey… aren’t you a customer?”

A woman trying to carefully close the door again.

It was a woman with short red hair and wearing a thick sweater.

Clap-

“... No, no, wait! Isn’t this where Mr. Morsling lives?”

As soon as the woman locked the door with the safety ring from the inside, probably because she was scared of us who stayed still without answering, she came to her senses and asked about our business.

“Ma, that’s right. I'm sleeping right now... Who are you?”

My name is “Irim. I had a relationship with Morsling from the Kingdom Alliance, and I came here today because I wanted to say hello.”

“... Really?”

“I swear to God.”

“... Then wait a moment.”

bang-

Immediately after answering, the woman said she would check and closed the door.

Farewell took advantage of that opportunity to tell us a question he had noticed.

“Hey, are you sure that that person is not Morsling and that you have met him for the first time?”

“Yes. But?”

“... That Morsling guy, did he do anything else besides being a pharmacist?”

Peria answers Farewell's questions.

“Not there. A person who studied slime. Also, blood slime. He also kept one as a familiar, and when I checked later, he seemed to be quite a prominent person in this field.”

“... Really?”

“Why? Did you feel anything uncomfortable? As I will tell you in advance, that person is also someone who has been a great help to me, my brother, and the people in the church.”

I agree.

I don't know what Farewell felt, but unless Morsling has done something dangerous, or something very serious, I plan to protect him.

For us, what Morsling has done is equivalent to that.

“No, it’s not dangerous, yes. It's not...”

“Then what? Don’t hesitate and speak quickly!”

“That's right!!! What?! I’m curious too!!!”

As Farewell continued to hesitate, unable to speak easily, Peria eventually got impatient and Ruba raised her voice and asked a question as if she couldn't sit still any longer.

“Wow, it’s a surprise! Everyone around you is staring! Be quiet!”

“Still-!”

Tub-

“Inhale! Hmm!”

“... Okay. I’m going to talk, so listen carefully-”

In the end, Farewell blushed, probably because he was embarrassed by the stares of people passing by, and was about to answer after covering Ruba's mouth.

Squeak-

“Hey, sorry about earlier.”

Farewell was interrupted by the woman who had entered a moment ago coming out and greeting us.

“Morsling told me to hurry and bring him. I think you can go inside.”

“Ah, thank you.”

“Yes. That means...”

“Uh... Gombangi, do you want to wait here?”

“Chooo!”

“They say it’s okay. Probably.”

“Yes. Then there is a small stable next to it. You can just take it there.”

After finishing the conversation, I looked at Farewell and he gave me an expression that said it didn't matter if it was later.

“... It's okay, I'll explain it in my own words anyway.”

So, we will stop talking and go in now that we have permission.

As I said, Gombangi left it in the stable at the back of the three-story building for a while and then entered the first floor.

Then what you see is-

Contrary to what I expected, the scenery of the house was incredibly clean.

“What is it? Did you really quit being a pharmacist?”

“No. I don't think that's the case? It's just well organized.”

Peria and I, who had memories of the past, were surprised to see something different from what we had expected: a green workshop and a strong herbal scent.

The interior of the house is similar to that of a home, although it also appears to be a workshop.

I was surprised by the strong smell and sight of people working hard to make a living here and there.

'This is not the Morsling workshop I knew.'

I was becoming more and more uncomfortable with the fact that it was completely different from the workshop where I went to get medicine several times, and I was even thinking about whether I might have stopped by the workshop of someone with the same name.

Thump thump thump thump-

“Oops, sorry. I'm just embarrassed to be taking a nap at a time like this.”

We all looked at the stairs as we heard Morsling talking as someone hurriedly came down the stairs from upstairs.

“I had some work to do at night, so I was tired, so I slept in late today-”

However, for a moment, I felt that Morsling's tone as he spoke as he came down the stairs was somehow clear.

“... Huh? I don’t have a mask?”

Soon, I understood the reason from the voice of Peria, who was closer to the stairs than me.

He came down the stairs and took off his mask.

The appearance revealed is that of a middle-aged man, which is natural given his age.

However, even though we don't know his face, for some reason we get the feeling that his face is gaunter than we thought.

“Morsling, it’s been a while. At first, I thought I had come to the wrong place because the woman next to me opened the door and came out.”

“It’s been a long time since I last saw you. How have you been? Morsling.”

“It’s been a while. Lee Lim. And Peria. Are you the guests next to me?”

“Yes. These are people who live in our denomination.”

Feria and I joined hands with Morsling and greeted him with a firm handshake.

Then, after looking at the rest of the people, he straightened his clothes for a moment, probably thinking that he should introduce himself first.

“There are some people who are seeing this for the first time. If so, it's been a while since I'd like to introduce myself.”

Morsling, who had come down the stairs, approached the woman and formally greeted her with his arms crossed.

“It is called Pharmacist Morsling Refrain. Nice to meet you, everyone from the Deshade Church.”

And we, Feria and I to be exact, couldn't help but be astonished by the introduction of the person next to us that Morsling gave right after his self-introduction.

“And this is my wife, Slien.”

“S, it's Slien Refrain...”

Morsling was single until he left the Kingdom Union.

“For reference, originally,

It is also the blood slime that was my familiar.”

“... What?!”

“... Really?!”

He appeared before us as a married man.

        
            Lehi Order.

Witches who were priests of Lihier, but could not overcome their desires and went against God's will and summoned several demons at the same time.

Therefore, in order to stop the demons, Lihier corrupted himself and became an evil god, opening the gates of hell and expelling himself along with the demons.

The Church of Lehire is the first and last bastion of the Witch Hunters who have been tracking down and killing such witches and continuing to avenge their god.

As such, the parish is stocked with knowledge and materials related to witches that have been accumulated by previous witch hunters.

And Ingrid and Raines entered the hallway leading to the library of the Church of Lehire to access such materials.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

As they walk down the hallway, Ingrid tells Raines about the features of this place.

“From here on, outsiders are prohibited from entering.”

“Okay.”

“Not only wizards and alchemists, but even archmages and magic tower lords are prohibited from opening their library to satisfy their personal desire for knowledge unless there is a conflict of interest. It's the same even if you're a member of the royal family.”

“Is that so.”

“However, it has not been completely closed. Occasionally, we provide information to families that make continuous donations to our denomination, but this does not happen often.”

“I see.”

“... Ugh- It's been a while to say it's been recent, but Mr. Claygen of the Theoroi duchy came here once. You came here because you wanted to look up literature related to elves... I don't know if you made any money.”

“Is that so.”

Ingrid kept trying to say various things to Raines, who was standing next to her and following her.

But Raines is debating whether to listen to Ingrid or not.

So Ingrid finally took a deep sigh and chose to speak honestly.

“... Phew - I'll just change my approach. I won't turn it around and tell you now. What I'm saying is that it's okay for you to say that you're thankful to me, at least a little bit.”

“Favors are not forgotten. If I get the chance, I will repay you.”

“... Oh really, really, you seem anxious every time I see you.”

After completing the one-sided conversation that started with Ingrid and which Raines continued to cut off, the two moved forward down the hallway without saying another word.

If you turn your head outside the hallway, what you see is the interior of Lihier Church, built with pitch-black bricks.

Occasionally, young children who have not yet received the name of a Witch Hunter climb a tree growing close to the huge wall, and it becomes a great spot from which they can see the vast scenery of the capital outside the wall.

Likewise, the diocese of the Lehi Church is located in the capital.

Although it is now a weak power, Lihier was recognized as the most important church from the imperial family's point of view among the three major churches of the empire from the early days of the empire's founding.

Judgment as power.

The Rugal Church is a group of Holy Knights with strong beliefs who take on the fight against the giants.

The Red Fudge Church has many saints and strong priests who excel at judging heresy.

And the Lehi Church has witch hunters who excel at tracking and hunting witches.

Nothing is unimportant.

However, the Lehi church is limited.

Unlike the two denominations that specialize in fighting giants, cultists, heretics, and demons, Lihi may be particularly less important in that it only deals with witches.

However, if you look at the inside story, there are some things that only witch hunters can do.

That is, only Lihier can reliably stop the witches who can curse the royal family.

It is possible for the Red Purge's Plague Saint to make herself the target of a curse, even if it is a disaster-level curse.

But the witch's curses are different.

The witches' curse is superior to any other enemy that has ever rebelled against the Empire.

Rumor has it that the curses witches risk their lives to chant will even reach the devil in hell.

Of course, it was impossible to confirm the facts, but seeing as the Blue Rose Witches also kept quiet about this story, it may have been a rumor close to the truth.

So, the imperial family allowed the witch hunters to build a parish inside the capital to protect the royal family.

Even if it is a black and gray day with bright sunlight, even in summer, the season with the most lush greenery, and even in the season when flowers are in full bloom and scattered on the streets, this parish always boasts a gloomy atmosphere, like a ruin facing winter.

Raines knocked on the door of the parish, told him that Irim had accepted Lehier's help, and was on his way to the library after meeting Ingrid.

So the two soon entered the Gothic-style clock tower located in the deepest part of the parish.

“Here. I don’t know how many years it’s been since I came here.”

Cheolkeong-

Before Ingrid came here, she stopped by a locksmith shop and put a key the size of the person's forearm into the lock and turned it.

Chrrr-

Cooung-

Then, there was a dull sound, along with the sound of a chain moving inside, and the iron door opened.

Raines asked Ingrid as he watched the iron door, which was thicker than the size of a human foot, open.

“Didn’t you say it was a library? This seems to be the clock tower.”

We use it together with “. Since our church is also involved in training demonic beasts, the parishes built in the capital, which have limited space and cannot be expanded, must be used as efficiently as possible.”

“I see.”

After Reigns entered the building, he raised his head and looked at the ceiling.

Near the soaring ceiling, the complex interior of the clock tower was visible from anywhere in the capital, and underneath it was the library lined up along the wall.

Looking at Raines like that, Ingrid goes through the final check.

“Good. Then let’s be sure.”

“Yes.”

“What you want to see is a 'list' of all witches' names?”

“That's right.”

“What you want to check there is the name of the witch who kidnapped you and your friends and used them as test subjects, and that witch’s tutor.”

“Yes.”

“... Okay. So let’s check it out right away. Use this.”

Ingrid hands the blindfold to Reigns.

The library also stores various banned books.

Preserved here are mostly books written by witches, books that witch hunters obtained from witches by catching them over hundreds of years.

There are also books whose titles alone should not be known to the outside world, and which simply look at them and create an impulse that no one can control.

Raines heard that story when he came here, so he quietly put on a blindfold, and Ingrid led him by the hand after he had finished putting on the blindfold.

I tried to lead.

Startle-

“...”

The moment Ingrid tried to grab her hand, Reigns reflexively withdrew his hand.

“... I won't eat you.”

“... I'm sorry.”

'Whoa, really, I didn't do it, so why do I feel so complicated?'

Ingrid thought it was probably something similar to the trauma on Raines' body.

Raines was treated as an experiment by the witch.

As such, she must have felt repulsed and disgusted by the fact that she, who was of witch blood, had tried to hold her hand.

In reality, Reigns was barely able to hold back the vomiting that was coming from deep within his body as he faced the other Witch Hunters he passed on the way here.

In fact, there is a separate witch who committed the crime, and Lehire's Witch Hunters actually hate those witches themselves, so they become Witch Hunters and track down the witches.

'But this also means that I want to confirm it even while putting up with it.'

Still, Ingrid thought it was amazing that Raines was trying to achieve his goal even though he had such feelings, so she tried a different strategy.

“Now, here. This should be enough.”

Clap-

What she put into Reigns' hand was a sword sheath.

Ingrid released the sheath of the sword she had tied to her waist and pointed the end at Raines, and as Raines held on to the end, the two took on a strange appearance and started moving again.

The two people, moving in a manner that would have seemed comical to anyone watching, arrived at the small side door at the very back of the 28th row of storage in Ingrid's memories.

Immediately afterwards, Ingrid removed Raines' blindfold, and this time she picked up a small bundle of keys and opened a side door barely big enough to fit an arm through.

“Let me see... Here it is.”

Then, he stretched his arm inside, took out a single book from the narrow space that resembled a safe, and handed it to Raines.

“You must look at it quickly and hand it over.”

“Okay.”

Contrary to his dry reply, Raines quickly put the book on one arm and began to turn the pages.

All the books in the clock tower are subject to preservation magic, and [Witchcraft], which is also Lihere's real-time fate-responsive priest directory, is strong enough to be said to be a collection of defensive magic among the now-lost technologies of the past. .

Even now, if someone inherits a witch somewhere in the world in real time, it is impossible to damage the artifact that naturally has their name written on it, but Ingrid still watched with anxiety as Raines turned the book too roughly.

Anyway, Raines continues to turn the pages of the book and remembers the name he had not forgotten.

'Witch Rootknit Tree Cat. Root knit, root knit, root knit...'

The directory is a continuously updated genealogy of witches and priests of Lihi.

In addition, witches do not have a fixed or average lifespan, so they are generally beings who can live for hundreds of years in a row if nothing special happens.

By simply skipping the past 10 years, Reigns was able to immediately find out the death of a witch named Rootknit Treecat.

'I found it. Root Knit Tree Cat. Then the tutor-'

The name of the witch who had already died had a horizontal red line drawn across it, indicating that she was completely dead.

If you follow the line drawn above the witch who kidnapped you as an experiment, you will find the name of the dead witch's tutor.

JEEEK-

To avoid making a mistake, Reigns used his thumb to follow the blue line drawn from Root Knit Tree Cat's name, and the name he found was -

[Sirann Erdenthal Etica]

It was the name of Sirian, the leader of the Blue Rose Witches.

        
            “Hahaha! Lee Lim. I was really surprised that you came so suddenly.”

“Sorry. Morsling. We had forgotten about it until now and it suddenly occurred to us.”

“No, no. it's okay. Because it was no different for me. I was in the capital all the time after that, and I heard a lot of news from you, but I couldn't send you a single congratulatory gift because I was busy with work.”

Everyone sits down and chats with Morsling in the small, decorated reception room.

“Here, I made some tea.”

“Ah, thank you. Slien.”

The woman who brought us tea was the woman who welcomed us when the door first opened and is now Morsling's wife.

However, the reason why we can't say it out loud and keep looking at it is -

Because the woman in front of me was actually a slime.

“... Hey, Morsling.”

“Yes. Please tell me, Bishop.”

A middle-aged man who is not wearing a mask, revealing an unfamiliar face, answers my question.

“How did this... lead to marriage?”

What I originally wanted to say was, 'How on earth do I end up marrying a slime?', but fortunately, I succeeded in suppressing my sudden impulse at the last moment, so the words came out in a calm state.

A question I asked with utmost consideration out of fear of hurting his feelings.

However, Morsling manages to interpret what I originally meant and answers slowly.

“Hmm... So it must have been a few months ago.”

What happened was right after Morsling moved to the empire.

His thesis on blood slime seemed to be quite unconventional in the Empire, unlike in the United Kingdom, and thanks to it, he was able to earn enough money to easily buy a house in the capital.

However, this time, although he wanted to open Asylum, he felt that he was starting to feel physically tired, so he set up a store with no sign and only people in the know would visit.

However, as there were cultural differences between the kingdom union and the empire, Morsling must have felt a little lonely.

“-I'm embarrassed to say this, but I felt homesick and fell asleep hugging the blood slime I used as a familiar, saying it was a substitute for thinking about my hometown. That's when something happened.”

‘The stomach is also good. I'm thinking about sleeping while hugging that slime.'

And that was the start of the work.

Blood slime is a slime that uses blood as food.

However, even if the amount is very small, there is no problem in living.

As for Morsling's blood slime, he usually only collected a small amount of his own blood and gave it to him once a month, and it seemed that the day when Morsling slept hugging the blood slime was a hungry day for the slime.

“... Well, I'm a little embarrassed from here.”

“... But I still want to hear it. Not telling you after talking about it this far is just as bad.”

“Is that so? Hehehe, um... But there are women-”

Morsling looks next to me with an embarrassed face.

However, to everyone who had been listening to the story so far, his appearance actually aroused interest.

“I would rather listen to it?”

“I’m fine!! Even by Hygge standards, I’m an adult!!!”

“Tell me quickly. You're not planning on hiding it after saying this, right?”

Peria's eyes sparkle, thinking that this will be extremely valuable information.

Ruba turns her tail as hard as she can, asking to hear the backstory, wondering what she was expecting.

And Morsling's silence didn't last long, as Farewell seemed determined to somehow find out what had happened.

“... So, a little, um, to tell you the truth, I sucked really hard.”

“... blood?”

“... bodily fluids.”

“... In many ways?”

“... Mainly the white one.”

Morsling.

A man who offered semen to a slime.

While the women's faces turned slightly red as if they were remembering the sight of slime collecting bodily fluids from a Morsling, using their imaginations to the fullest, he quickly continued his explanation.

“Hmm, hmm! This is because it is impossible for a familiar to harm its owner. So Slien, who was a blood slime at the time, took the part that she could get from me on my behalf, that is, the semen, the part that would not be harmful even if it came out of my body through ejaculation.”

“Ah... Yes. Um, so what happened after that-”

“Yes. The familiar who consumed my semen became Slien.”

A miracle is a miracle.

Should we say that it has surpassed astronomical odds?

Is this any different from the probability of a monkey typing on a typewriter and completing the writings of a great writer without making a single mistake?

“... How on earth does that become possible?”

After hearing the story like that, the blood slime that squeezed out Morsling's semen took on the appearance and intelligence of a human after a complex chain of probabilities that even Farewell could not have predicted.

“Mo, Mr. Morsling. I asked you not to talk about that anymore...”

“I’m sorry, Slien. Still, I am not ashamed of you, so I decided to answer confidently no matter who asks.”

“... Honey.”

“I love you. Slien.”

side-

“...”

I was speechless for a moment as I watched Morsling and Slien kiss briefly in front of us.

“... Is the woman who became a human with her own semen a second Morsling, or should she be considered a descendant? Or, if not, is she an entirely different intelligent being? I wonder if this is a close relative...”

“Yes? What did you say?”

“No. I really congratulated him.”

I found myself delving into a philosophical question for a moment, but quickly came to my senses when I realized that it wasn't important right now.

So we again formally expressed our congratulations to Morsling and continued our conversation.

-------------------------------

After the story of how Slien was born, Irim and Morsling exchange stories of what happened while Farewell organizes Morsling's stories in his head.

To her as an alchemist, Morsling's value was evaluated as that of an outstanding pharmacist, but also a person with good luck.

'Nonsense. Could it be that the slime turned into a human just by consuming semen?'

If we consider everything in detail and calculate the time, conditions, environment, and laws, we may be able to get a clue as to why blood slimes can change into humans.

But finding that out doesn't mean Morsling's luck wasn't there.

Another piece of luck was with him.

“... So, Camatrin is made by dry-aging the leaves of the mane flower, collecting water droplets, and heating the water droplets again to obtain the effect of compressing the soul. This is a method that came up with the idea that double pressing can produce twice the efficacy. Well, it occurred to me while I was brewing tea leaves, so I gave it a try. Hahaha!”

'You created a medicine that is comparable to the pill I made using this ridiculous method? Even if there are side effects, what if I just tried a completely nonsensical theory once?'

The same goes for Camatrin.

Farewell became distraught after hearing Morsling's explanation.

There was nothing that wasn't nonsense.

From Farewell's point of view, Morsling's hypotheses and experiments had too many loopholes, and they were methods that could not be calculated probabilistically, and were bound to reach the impossible the moment they were attempted.

Morsling was able to create a medicine similar to his own, even though he only used a method that was not worth trying.

'Everything is ruinous in theory. The knowledge in this man's head is really just enough to open Asylum. It is said that he studied on his own, rather than going to the Magic Tower to study in the first place, so that is only natural.'

In terms of accumulated knowledge, Farewell was clearly ahead of Morsling.

In terms of the number of experiments that have been performed so far, Farewell, who was born not that long ago, is far ahead of Morsling.

Just looking at the knowledge of a simple pharmacist, there was much more that Farewell knew accurately.

but,

Nevertheless, this pharmacist created the medicine through luck alone.

A medicine with unconventional effects that could be called an elixir that Farewell himself had managed to create from a part of an ancient being whose identity had yet to be determined.

“... That’s amazing.”

“Is that so? thank you. I'm even happier that the alchemist praises my medicine. Hahaha!”

Morsling does not know the great significance of a medicine that can control the soul.

Farewell was almost heartbroken when he saw Morsling taking his answer, which contained many meanings, as nothing more than a compliment.

“... Can I touch your hand?!!”

“Yes? Ah yes. Here.”

Meanwhile, Luba, who is interested in the term “slime person,” holds Slien’s hand.

“Hey...”

“Well, I’m a little embarrassed...”

'It certainly looks human.'

Farewell watches Slien from the side.

If you just look at his appearance, he is a healthy human with a slightly distinct complexion.

To the extent that people are seen as being from western countries, where there are many people with reddish skin.

“... Yap!”

Mulkyung-

“Ah, ah! That's a bit... embarrassing, so please don't do it...”

“In what part...”

However, the moment Luva put pressure on the hand holding Slien, her hand turned into a liquid part and passed through, making it clear that she was definitely a slime.

It is a bonus to feel embarrassed about things that are completely incomprehensible to human values.

After Luba had sufficiently satisfied Slien's interest, Peria asked Luba various questions.

“It’s hot. Why are you wearing a sweater? No, you can tell the difference between hot and cold in the first place, right? Oh, I'm not asking because there's any other reason, but it's quite hot inside right now, but you're still wearing a sweater. It looks pretty hot because it's for winter.”

However, this time too, Slien answered while feeling extremely embarrassed for some reason.

“Ah, well... I can definitely feel the temperature, and I'm a bit hot too...”

“But...?”

“Well... if I let my guard down, my body sometimes becomes transparent like before. That's why the inside of the body... is visible through there.”

“... Huh? Is that going to be a problem?”

“... Yes. The problem is a bit big. After a night's work, there's liquid left inside, and it might show through.”

“... Ah.”

“... Huh! Hmm!”

Only then did everyone understand the thin appearance of Morsling and the appearance of Slien who never takes off his sweater.

It seems like the two had just had a passionate affair every day, just last night, or roughly a few hours ago.

While there was an awkward silence between everyone for a moment, Farewell recognized Morsling's value and decided to lure him away.

“... Hey, Morsling. Are you going to stay in the capital forever?”

“Yes?”

“So, there’s no need to stay in the capital, right? It looks like Asylum is not doing as well as expected.”

“Ah, yes. Yes. You are right. Most of the people who are interested in me in the capital are only interested in the papers I have written, but are not very interested in me as a pharmacist. First and foremost, it is the capital. As a pharmacist, there are many people with much better skills than me.”

Morsling looks slightly bitter at the reality that his position as a pharmacist, his main profession, is being ignored in a thesis he wrote as a hobby.

Morsling certainly did not seem very attached to the house in the capital, which he had received as a gift from the other wizards and alchemists of the Tower of Magic.

So, Farewell arbitrarily suggested that, even though he knew it would be too much for Lee Rim, he wanted to somehow get the lucky pharmacist to join his research.

“Then, Morsling, come with us to Leven.”

        
            Farewell's proposal surprised not only Morsling, but also the two people sitting in front of him.

“Leven... you mean?”

“Hey, why are you doing this all of a sudden?”

“That's right. Isn't this too sudden? Do you really care about people who are living well?”

Peria and Lee Rim look at Farewell in surprise.

However, Farewell ignores the two and continues talking, looking only at Morsling.

“I’ll be honest. I would like you to help me with my research. No, I’ll start by formally introducing myself. I am Alchemist Farewell. I am conducting research related to the soul with support from the church.”

“Ah, yes. okay. A study of the soul...”

“Camatrin you made. Although it was definitely a strange approach, it is definitely a solid result. The thing you created clearly has tremendous value.”

“Thank you.”

Farewell says without noticing that his words have, even if only slightly, made Morsling feel intimidated.

“Are you continuing research on that drug in the future?”

“There is. Although progress was not easy, we continued to make improvements and explore more fundamental aspects. Since Irim, a person with a mental illness, often used my medicine without any side effects, I thought it would be a good idea to make a medicine that would also help other people with mental illness, so I didn't give it up.”

“Huh? Is that really true?”

“Yes. Although I let it go for a while when I came from the Kingdom Alliance to the Empire, after the imperial family decided to officially accept soul patients, I was researching it in the hope that it might be helpful someday.”

Farewell, seeing Lee Rim's interest in Morsling's words, accelerates his persuasion.

“Really? Well then, that's good. As it happens, quite a few soul soldiers have settled in the church’s parishes. But even though those people can no longer be resurrected, they still can't receive healing magic. So, how about you become a dedicated pharmacist for those people?”

“Do you mean me?”

“Yes. Wouldn’t that be better than dealing with academics in the capital who have no interest in you as a pharmacist?”

“Umm...”

Morsling tilted his head for a moment.

For him, everything Farewell said is true.

In fact, he was feeling skeptical about life in the capital.

Unlike the time of the kingdom union, Asylum was able to operate easily and freely because groups such as the Church of Gaia did not continue to fight in the empire.

However, although the capital was a place where various ingredients could be easily obtained, as he thought, adventurers and other knights of the river had no reason to stick to the capital, so only a few people came to look for his medicine.

So, Farewell's suggestion was okay for him, but if he were to open an Asylum in a quiet parish of the Deshade Church, untouched by other churches, nearby knights of voyeurism and adventurers would also come to visit him from time to time.

The fact that there are soul diseases that can be cured only with his hands, and nothing else, is greatly shaking his heart.

Still, the proposal itself was too sudden for everyone except Farewell.

In the end, Feria couldn't stand it any longer and fired back at Farewell.

“Hey, why do you keep trying to shake up good people? This is a huge nuisance.”

However, Farewell thought that he should not be caught up in Feria's pace for today, so he did not turn his head and continued to look at Morsling as he answered.

“... It's noisy. Even if it's a nuisance, I definitely want to have this person by my side. If you think it will cost a lot of money, take it out of the money you will spend. If it's still not enough, I'll make up for it by making and selling useful artifacts. So please stay still for now.”

“You, you-”

Peria and Lee Rim are taken aback by Farewell, who never backs down.

And Farewell thinks about what could be done by involving him.

'With this person's skills and luck, there might be a way to clearly see through the princess' true nature-'

The memory returned in an instant to the time just a few hours ago when Princess Camellia and Lee Rim were meeting at a cafe.

On the second floor, the princess and Irim met, and on the first floor, the members of the church were waiting after returning from the investigation of Morsling's residence early thanks to Peria's resourcefulness.

The first floor was filled with espionage knights, but when the church group returned, they made room for Periane.

As everyone ordered their drinks, took a break, and waited, Farewell, unbeknownst to others, was waiting for an opportunity.

The thing he wears as a lens over his eyes is a soul poem with runes engraved on it.

What he's wearing on his head is an artifact disguised as glasses, made by improving the goggles he wore in the Forest of Illusion.

Farewell, wearing those two things, drank a drink and looked up at the stairs leading to the second floor, waiting for the princess to come down.

Until you can watch from as close a distance as before.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

“... Then Lee Rim. I will hear the answer after business is over.”

“I understand. Is it okay if we meet here again next time?”

“No. Come to my villa. There's nothing to keep secret anymore, so there's no problem if we meet officially.”

'good. come.'

After talking with Lee Rim, the princess came down the stairs.

She came down the stairs and turned her head towards the church members.

Since it was a church with a knight as a bishop, it was a bonus that Camellia wanted to show a friendly side to them as part of the group.

This was the moment when Camellia, escorted by the spy knights, briefly waved at them.

Farewell did not miss that moment and tried to ‘penetrate’ the princess twice while wearing glasses.

When I looked at the soul poem and the artifact, two objects that were no different from the devil's eye, overlapping -

The essence of the princess, the soul that is existence itself beyond the concept of the body that exists in reality.

Farewell used those two things to concentrate on witnessing once again the strangeness of the princess that he had felt when he came to the castle, and in more detail than before.

And at that moment-

Cheer up!

“... Huh?”

Farewell's artifact shattered with a loud noise.

“... Rider!”

At that moment, the inside of the store was engulfed in chaos.

The intelligence knights moved at Camellia's name.

Thump thump thump thump thump-

“Are you okay? Camellia.”

“I’m fine. Rather, hurry up and find out who did it.”

“Okay.”

In an instant, the leader of the spy knights came to the princess's side, and upon hearing Camellia's command, disguised as anger and coldness in an instant, he moved quickly.

“Find out the direction and method. It doesn’t matter what means or method you use.”

The espionage knights immediately surround the store, thinking that there was someone's plan to attack the princess, and that it failed and Farewell's glasses were broken.

At that moment, some people faithfully blocked the princess with their bodies to serve as a bit of a shield, while others spread out far away to find the person who had attacked.

But the truth was never recognized.

The reason Farewell's glasses broke was a simple failure of coordination.

She tried to make it possible to recognize the essence of the princess's soul by showing images overlapping, but it failed because the status of the princess's soul exceeded expectations.

“... Are you okay?”

“... Ah, yes. It’s okay.”

“Be careful. You are the only homunculus in the empire, and at the same time, you are the person who helps my irreplaceable knight.”

Camellia helped Farewell up with a kind voice, but Farewell only felt regret.

'what a waste. I just needed to do a little more.'

Farewell, who has nothing left but a soul poem, sees a blurry image of the princess's soul.

It was an object that could clearly see what the soul of an ancient being looked like in the Forest of Illusion, but it failed.

So Farewell became convinced.

Camellia Schadenstair.

'This woman is, at least, not human.'

That the second princess of the empire is a being who transcends ordinary humans.

So Farewell wanted to get his hands on it.

'So I want to get my hands on it. Good luck to this man, to do more than the skills I can create with my current knowledge.'

So now, Farewell looks at Morsling and waits for an answer.

After so much time has passed,

Morsling's decisive answer to Farewell's proposal was uttered.

Not by his mouth, but by Slien next to him.

“... Hey, Morsling.”

“Ah, yes. Why is this happening? Slien?”

“I... I want to go outside the imperial castle.”

“Yes?”

“Since I've been in the castle ever since I became conscious,... I want to see the plains, grass, trees, and things like that that I just passed by when I was a slime.”

Slien spoke with his mouth covered as he carefully hugged the large tray that had brought the reheated tea to the church members.

Morsling immediately responded to the fact that other people, even women of the same sex, thought it was very cute.

“... Yes. Let's go! Slien. Because I decided that I would do anything for you.”

“Really?”

“Yes. If you think about it, this was not a suitable place for you to stay. From the beginning, you were a being who roamed the forest, nature, and the world. That's what I've been holding on to because of my greed. So I want to bring you a more comfortable environment. No, this is also my greed. I want to live in a more beautiful place like you.”

“Mo, Morsling...”

Kkook-

Morsling, who hugged Slien, looked at the people of the church and Farewell and made his decision.

“Farewell, and Lee Lim. I will accept your offer. Rather, I would like to ask you a favor. I would like to work in Morsling, Leven. I will develop medicine for soul diseases and assist Mr. Farewell in his research.”

“Uh... Is that really okay? I know it's quite difficult to find a house in the capital. Coming to the parish would mean giving up that.”

“It’s okay. Didn't you see it? What I need is a place where I can be with Lee. And to me, that place is just a place where she can show a brighter smile. Hahaha!”

“If that's the case... thank you.”

Morsling and Lee Rim shake hands vigorously.

For Lee Rim, it was a sudden proposal from Farewell and a quick approval from Morsling, but it wasn't a bad story.

And for Farewell, it became a story about gaining a helper to get one step closer to the truth he wanted.

After Lee Lim and his party left, Morsling later decided to pack up his luggage and go down to Leven.

        
            Dusk sank beneath the surface of Ongdal Spring.

Dang-

Dang-

Dang-

Dang-

...

What is heard is the sound of the capital's bell tower announcing that the gates are closing.

Normally, it was a sound that would not reach here, but today, by chance, the sound of a bell came with the wind, stopped by the forest for a while, and then disappeared.

Grumbling...

Tadak-

Tadak-

Tadda-dak-

Ppajik-

As soon as the bell died down, the sound of live wood exploding from the bonfire came again.

Whiuuung-

... Hwaaa!

Then, the strong wind that blew through the trees touched the bonfire, and the fire quickly burned with great force and then died down again.

Cheeek...

Thanks to this, the sparks that flew around made several holes in the cloak of the person sitting in front of the bonfire.

This all happened because, before starting the bonfire, we neglected to find a place where the wind would have as little effect as possible.

If the surrounding area was a village, they would have heard people saying that they were afraid that the fire would spread to a large extent. If it was a camp with the upper class, they would have been told to use their own bonfires. If it was a camp with mercenary members, they would have been told to fire before talking. A bucket full of water flew in to turn it off.

However, because the man was alone, no one called him a nuisance.

... tick!

Did he think he should do it himself because no one paid attention?

A tree branch eventually jumped out of the bonfire, and a small lump of charcoal the size of half a finger flew high into the sky and fell, becoming part of the night sky.

The location of the scenery seen from the perspective of the lump of charcoal that briefly rose to the sky is -

In the deepest part of the forest, quite far from the capital.

From the perspective of hunters who are permitted to hunt, there is no reason to enter the forest, where demonic beasts are thoroughly subdued because it is relatively close to the capital, other than to borrow water from the springs of small animals and fill up canteens before leaving for the hunters.

In that place, Longsword has lit a bonfire and is now wearing a worn cloak with holes in it and closing his eyes.

Tatak!

Grumbling-

As a series of small disasters show, he has no way of finding a place to make a bonfire or the talent to start a proper fire.

Since he is a one-man knight, he has lived alone for a long time, so he must have been outdoors most of the time while traveling for missions, so he should be used to this kind of thing.

However, his travel itinerary, which would normally have been mostly filled with camping, was provided by generous subsidies from the kingdom alliance and money given to garrisons in nearby areas, so he provided most of his lodging and food within the city, and even when camping was unavoidable, his disciples Vincent, who was a young man, took care of all the bad stuff, so surprisingly, he had never started a fire like this before.

So, this is the long sword that I had to make my own bonfire for the first time in my life.

Longsword knew in his head how to make a good fire, but picking up dry wood was a hassle, and thanks to this, the bonfire built with fresh wood exploded frequently, causing sparks to fly.

Sniff-sniff-

However, even for a moment, he stopped the series of acrid meditations he had been experiencing on his own due to the smell tickling the tip of his nose.

'Are they ready?'

Longsword slowly opened his eyes as he thought it was time.

Before his eyes, a sloppily painted rabbit was pinned to a tree branch and placed in front of a bonfire.

However, since he did not even have the talent to make a campfire or grill meat, the meat was not cooked in time and was undercooked.

'It's ready.'

However, the longsword decided that the time was already ripe.

And that ripeness means,

It was not the meat in front of me, but my own body.

Kuuk-

Clench and unclench your fist.

“... Okay. The best.”

My physical condition has changed.

Longsword created a 'temple' in the mountains while Irim met Camellia and Morsling in the capital and the church's party stayed overnight at an inn in the capital.

Just because it's a temple doesn't mean it's grand.

What he did was simply erect symbolic objects with a variety of colors.

What was created was a temple of Gaia without Gaia.

The first condition is that the temple must be located on average slightly higher ground than the plain.

This was satisfied by the fact that he himself climbed the mountain and was located higher than the plain.

Second, there should be pillars in the temple that symbolize prayers ascending to God.

It was enough for him to pile long-burning live firewood high up to his head.

The third is the preparation of offerings as compensation to the gods.

This was also easily completed by half-grilling a rabbit to be eaten as a substitute for dinner.

With only those, he recreated Gaia's temple.

To be precise, I thought I had probably succeeded in reproducing it.

As this was his first attempt, he was not sure whether the bonfire spread out in front of him and the burnt-on-the-outside, undercooked-on-the-inside rabbit could truly function as a shrine and sacrifice until right before he succeeded in the ritual.

‘If those from the Gaia Church see it, they will call it blasphemy. But what can I do? What they're doing is no different from this.'

Still, the altar and sacrifice he made were clearly identical in composition to the grand temple built by the Gaia Church.

In the first place, the temples of the Kingdom Alliance were all temples of Gaia without Gaia from the beginning.

As long as the theory and preparation are excellent, elevating one person's feat can be accomplished by any of the priests guarding each temple alone.

However, the Gaia Church of the Kingdom Alliance has kept this matter in complete secrecy.

In order to impress on the royal family, nobles, and people of the kingdom union how important they are, they perform feats only by setting up grand temples and having priests wearing thick, luxurious clothes accept currency that can only be used among humans as an offering. It has been known that it can be sublimated.

And the long sword is-

He was the first member of the Kingdom Coalition and the one who had questioned it for the longest time.

'It wasn't until later that I realized that it doesn't matter if you don't elevate your feat through God.'

Strengthening the vessel of the soul by sublimating the achievements accumulated while living toward God.

That's definitely the easiest way to become stronger.

However, it is not necessary for a person to become strong only through that.

There are precedents, precedents, and even now, somewhere, they are prevalent in a general way.

Among the northern peoples, there are people who become strong just by going through a series of battles alone, through asceticism and suffering, without praying to gods.

Even in the country next door and the empire where Longsword himself is now, there are other races that become stronger through their own methods other than sublimation of feats, and in the case of elves, despite not having gods, they boast the strongest physical ability among the races of the same type.

So Longsword wandered around the kingdom union as a special knight and discovered the big secret of the Gaia Church.

I 'figured it out' early on, before anyone else.

'God Gaia has never once made his voice heard to the Gaia Church.'

He discovered the connection between God Gaia and the Gaia Church.

So he realized that he could become stronger without having to go through a priest.

So he-

So far, we have accumulated ‘without even once sublimating our feats.’

'It took a long time to build up.'

The period in which the longsword has been accumulating great feats has been since its first defeat by the Legion Commander Helias -

About 10 years.

It has been 10 years that I have been carrying out missions, fighting and surviving, and collecting swords from time to time, without sublimating my feats in between.

He knew that the Gaia Church took a significant number of feats in the process of sublimating feats, and deliberately did not sublimate feats.

There was no one who didn't care even if it wasn't necessary.

He always did his missions alone, and after he brought Vincent in for retirement, he left most of the work to Vincent.

So, in the Church of Gaia, even if only one of the numerous nobles did not visit the temple and sublimate the feat, they did not understand that and concluded that the longsword had sublimated the feat at their temple on the border somewhere that he stopped by during his mission.

And the man who accumulated such feats-

I met an enemy that I could never defeat as I was 10 years ago.

“Knight Lee Rim of the 2nd Princess of the Empire.

Bishop Lee Lim.

Soul disease Lee Rim.

And-”

It was intended to attack humans, but what we saw before our eyes was a being with power that easily surpassed that of humans.

“Irim who killed Helias Sain Tion.”

The armor could not be cut.

The gap in magical power also exceeded his own.

Their skills were comparable, but not overwhelming.

So Longsword decided that now was the time to elevate his feat.

So he built a temple and elevated his feat alone.

Without any tricks from the priests of the Gaia Church,

only,

all,

All the achievements accumulated over the past 10 years,

With your own.

“Ssotcha-”

Bang- Bang-

Longsword stands up and cuts off his clothes.

It would be a perfect time to eat and go to bed, but it's not possible.

“As expected, it’s hard for me to do anything alone. All the meat was burned, and the bonfire was crackling noisily. I might have to get dinner from the guys behind me today.”

Except for the sword, everything is below average.

The level of talent is barely above the level of misery.

There is nothing for a long sword, only the talent to 'handle a sword well'.

The long sword makes most things, other than actually swinging the sword, close to failure.

The good news is that he, who only knows how to swing a sword well, figured out how the Church of Gaia constructs a temple through guessing and reasoning on his own, and succeeded without failing in imitating it.

However, there was a minor misunderstanding there.

In fact, the temple he created did not become a temple.

Although his feats were not sublimated by any god,

No matter the process, the feats he has accumulated are somehow reduced to his own power, according to his will.

So Longsword only thought that the ritual was successful.

So, after the longsword successfully completes the task of sublimating the feat alone, he prepares to swing the sword instead of starting to eat.

To check the condition of his body after completing 10 years of sublimation of his feat.

“Don’t you think so too? The hares hiding there.”

With tea-

Sigh-

As the longsword drew his sword, the sound of a person being cut was heard from the bushes.

“Please come out slowly. Oh, by the way, I'm saying that because I don't have any food, but if you have something to eat, it would be better if you share it with me.”

“...”

The longsword spoke with his back to the campfire, but no one answered.

“It’s sad. I thought we had become closer because he waited for me to light a fire, set up a temple, and make offerings, but I guess I was the only one who thought that.”

Hung-

Sigh-

As the longsword swung his sword, the sound of someone being cut was heard again.

“So, if you don’t plan on coming out, it means you can just kill everyone, right?”

No one responded, right after the longsword announced his intention to the bush.

Flash-

In an instant, his eyes changed.

Just for a moment, the moment he made a horizontal cut with his sword, the moonlight shining on the blade obscured the vision of the people in the bush.

So the people in the bush did not notice that Longsword's eyes had changed.

“Count to three.”

“...”

“One.”

Hung-

Suddenly-

“...”

“Two.”

Whilick-

Sigh!

“...”

“Tax-”

...sasasasasasasasa-

“... It will happen a long time ago.”

Soon, every time I counted, the sound of something being cut continued to be heard, and people jumped out of the bushes.

“It’s finally coming out. It's my first time seeing your face, so I'll give you time to introduce yourself.”

What came out were about 30 people.

They were not ordinary people, but members of the spy knights selected by Princess Camellia.

They urge Longsword to surrender.

“... Long sword. Drop your weapons and surrender.”

“Is this the end? You don’t want to reveal your name or anything?”

“... Repeat. Drop your weapons and surrender.”

“The boring guys chased me. What benefit do I get by doing that?”

“Painless death.”

“Well, at least it’s okay to lie, so isn’t it okay to say at least one conciliatory word?”

“You might have done that if you hadn't touched someone you shouldn't have touched.”

“I crossed the line?”

“Yes.”

“It’s unfair. The price for crossing an invisible line is death.”

A longsword who speaks in awe.

However, his tone and expression did not match.

His expression had already become expressionless for a long time, and his eyes were ready to swing the sword.

“Do you intend to accept it?”

“Of course there is none.”

“... Got it.”

I asked a question, and the answer came back.

So, the knight who was speaking to the longsword as a representative pulled a food bundle from his belt and threw it to the longsword.

“Oh, first of all, I was just talking to myself. Were you listening to everything I was saying? I can't believe they give us food so easily.”

“I’ll give you time to fill your stomach one last time.”

“That’s something to be thankful for.”

Even though I was hungry, I was hungry for a long time.

Longsword leaned his sword on his shoulder and bent down to pick up emergency food containing dried beef jerky and fruit.

It was that moment.

Cheong-

humming-

Sigh!

All members of the Spy Knights drew their swords at exactly the same timing.

Immediately afterwards, everyone rushed towards the longsword and held out their swords, and the longsword also swung the sword on its shoulder in response.

The result is-

Kakakakakakakakakakang!!!

Ssss!!!

Death of all members of the Spy Knights.

“... Well, shouldn't you have been aware of how your comrades were dying even though you were in the bush and been on alert?”

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

The forest became quiet again.

All that can be heard is 'swords' cutting down a member of the knights and dropping the blood along the sword body.

“... Ah, I'll have to use this all night to clean up the blood.”

Longsword sighs and returns to the campfire.

Then he took a cloth out of his bag and walked towards Ongdal Spring.

Lying at the water's edge of Ongdalsaem is the [Ark of Swords] with its lid open.

Following the longsword are '100 swords' that were spread throughout the forest where he was hiding from the beginning.

The swords that had cut down the espionage knights followed behind the longsword, who was only skilled in wielding swords, as if dancing.

“I have to go to sleep early because I have to go chase them tomorrow.”

So the longsword was used all night to wipe away the blood on the sword.

After resting for a while, soon after dawn broke, Longsword left the forest, picking emergency rations obtained from dead knights.

        
            I finished my business in the capital.

I received instructions from Camellia, and the meeting with Morsling ended.

After the meeting with Morsling, Luba toured the capital with everyone all evening, running around until she was exhausted, and then fell asleep. Reigns, who came back after speaking to the Lehi Church and completing his personal business, spent the night quietly thinking. had

So it was time to leave the capital the next day.

To be precise, he is not leaving the capital completely, but is going to meet Peria's teacher, who has a ridiculous address that, according to Peria, 'he lives in the capital, but not in the capital.'

As for the Lehi Church's request, Lehi has decided to contact them immediately after those who have gone far away have returned and sufficient forces have been gathered, so there is ample time.

Camellia said she would quickly arrange for a replacement for the broken carriage, so we left it there and took Gombangi early in the morning and walked out of the hotel under Feria's guidance.

The fact that Feria and Farewell are bickering is a bonus.

“So, where on earth is the capital where tricksters gather?”

“You’re urging me so hard. Why do people who don't even believe the results of experiments written in books until they try them themselves and see them with their own eyes keep urging people to experience the joy that can only be felt after arriving?”

“That’s because you make people curious by saying something like a riddle, but you don’t give them the answer until a full day has passed. First of all, we walked all day yesterday because of Luba and saw everything there was in the capital. But still, there is no place at all that I expected.”

“So, if you wait, you will find out everything.”

As soon as I left the hotel in the morning, Farewell put pressure on Peria with a suspicious look.

No matter how much Farewell listens, he can't understand Peria's words, so it's been like this since morning.

“... Are you sure you're not lying because you don't want to get caught when there's nothing and just a simple bar?”

“Is this really?! hey! What do you know about tricksters?! Even if you look at it like this, we are people who gather all the rumors around the world! How could you possibly have a meeting in such a cozy bar?!”

“Then why don’t you tell me quickly! I won’t believe you until you tell me!”

“Ah, believe it or not! I'm going to find out soon anyway, but I'm so nervous and damn it!”

“Stop fighting...”

In the end, Feria exploded first, followed by Farewell.

Even as they walk on one side of the street, the argument between Farewell and Peria does not end.

As Farewell, he tried to deduce the identity of the trickster's meeting place that Feria mentioned, 'a place that is the capital but is not the capital', but he couldn't find an answer, so he became angry, and Feria said that if he could tell it so easily, he wouldn't have done it until now. They only give hints and answer by asking if there is a reason to remain silent.

“Bishop! Here! Entrance to the sewer!”

“... Yes. In the end, it turns around and turns into a sewer. Isn’t it a bit boring?”

So we arrived along the feria at the outskirts of the capital, where the sewage treatment facility is located.

“So, Feria. What you wanted to say is that if it's under the sewer, it's not the capital, is that what you're saying?”

“What, is that really it? If that's true, I'm really disappointed. If it's inside the sewer, it's just inside the capital. It does not satisfy the enigmatic condition of ‘it is a capital and not a capital’”

“It’s really going to spin. I haven't even started answering, why are you confirming it first? This is just a place to be used as a passageway. The truth is that you can only get there by crossing this place.”

A sewage treatment facility as large as it is in the capital city.

There were quite a few large buildings in the capital city that I leisurely toured with Luba yesterday.

There was a diocese of Lihi, an imperial castle, not just one but several magic towers, and there was also a huge library.

In addition, there were many other large buildings and facilities for groups, but nowhere was there a facility that all the tricksters around the world used as a midway base to come in and out.

So, with growing doubts, the place where Peria brought Farewell, who was trying to dig deeper -

This is the capital’s sewage treatment facility.

“Okay, we’re going in now, so just wait a moment.”

“Okay, well, I’ll have to wait.”

The entrance to the sewage treatment facility was wide open.

What you see inside is a huge waterway with treated sewage water flowing down, which can be reached by walking a short distance.

We stood in front of the entrance where no one was stopping us and waited to see what Peria was going to do.

“Raines, would you like to come over here?”

“Is it absolutely necessary?”

“Yes. Originally, I needed one more person to get in here.”

“Okay.”

Peria stands in a position where she can enter the shadow if she takes just one more step.

Immediately after calling Reigns, Peria made him stand side by side with him.

And then-

Click-

thud-

I hit the floor with a cane that I bought at a nearby store this morning to replace the one that broke a long time ago.

Then the sewer began to ‘turn over’.

“... Huh?”

“... What is it? What is this?”

“... Wow!!! It’s amazing!!!”

There was no sound.

Rather, the sound disappeared.

As if replacing the sound of water flowing in the sewer that had disappeared, the sounds of surprise from me and Farewell, and the sounds made by Luba, echo at the entrance of what used to be a sewer.

“Now, did you see it? From here, it is the capital, but not the capital. Only the entrance is part of the capital, and from then on, it is an area designated as an extraterritorial area by the empire and is not treated as part of the capital, so it is a gathering place for tricksters who do not collect taxes.”

What Peria and Raines are standing on are two tiles that are particularly shiny compared to the surroundings.

When two light people stood up, the tile went inward, even if only slightly, and this triggered the sewer to rotate.

Inside the sewer that was turned upside down, there was a long, well-maintained road that even a horse-drawn carriage could fit through.

Unlike the sewer, which had a dreary feel because sunlight never shined, the inside was bright with magic lanterns emitting light brighter than the sunlight.

“Did it flip over because you hit that cane?”

“Huh? no? Is this just an action to show off some form?”

“That’s right.”

I asked for a moment what the meaning of the last action was, but when I heard the answer that it was simply for fashion, I thought it was very Feria-like.

“Ma... That’s ridiculous! How does such a huge facility exist inside the capital? This isn't even magic? What did you do?!”

“It’s all magic. [Sori Hall] is a gathering place for tricksters, created by the first trickster using his wisdom and tricks. That's it here. Are you surprised? Arsmagna's country bumpkin. Hahahahahaha!!!”

Farewell was taken aback when he saw a huge structure at the end of the passage from an unexpected place.

Seeing Farewell like that, Peria laughed loudly and formally introduced us, greeting us politely.

“Welcome, everyone. From here, it's time for sound. A place where all the rumors of the world gather, and a perch where the winds called Tricksters rest for a while. And-”

Additionally, he looked at me with playful eyes and continued speaking.

“It is also a home for tricksters’ partners.”

That's how we arrived at [Sound Hall], another capital of tricksters that exists inside the capital.

-------------------------------

[Sound Hall]

A place where tricksters gather, which Peria once told me about.

Rumors that come from the end of the world on the wind flow back out into the world through this sound pipe.

This place even holds rumors that, if known beyond a single family and as a national unit, could lead to extinction and destruction of the country.

However, this is also the place where there is even a rumor that a young man who joined the security forces in the quiet countryside is in love with a girl from a mill family.

Tricksters use such sound tubes freely.

Some people stop by to pick up rumors they have collected, some alcohol or seeds they have collected as a hobby while traveling around the world, or some use it as a slightly creepy place to collect baby teeth thrown away by a child they like.

Next to the note on which Gwangryong, who views everything in the world as his enemy, writes down the name of the only person he favors, there is also a business card and a receipt doubled in alcohol that he received from a prostitute at the brothel he visited last night.

Some people use it as a home to spend the rest of their lives with their partners, while others use it simply as a place to stop by the capital and go in for a quick restroom break.

Such a place is the home, perch, and nest of the tricksters-

[Sound Hall]

We, except Feria, who walked to the end of the passage that was a sewer and witnessed the entire sound pipe, could not help but be astonished.

“Is this... a sound tube?”

“It’s a real ‘gwan’. It resembles the shape of a musical instrument.”

“... Ah!! Pipe Organ!!! It looks like that!!!”

“... It certainly looks similar to a pipe organ. However, it must be said that the scale is ridiculous.”

Since it is a world with magic, it is understandable that many of the laws of physics can be ignored.

However, even in such a world, being able to expand, divide, and remodel space is a difficult axis technology.

So, the three of us, Farewell, Raines and I, excluding Ruba, who watched the entire Sound Hall with a simple feeling of spectacle, felt how great this place was.

'It would be foolish to worry about how many resources were used to build a structure of this size.'

The overall appearance is that the pipes of the pipe organ are made extremely large, and each one is the same size as a magic tower, with more than 100 such magic towers stacked together without any sense of unity in height.

The castle was made up of tall golden pipes, and inside it was a Gothic-style castle with hallways, rooms, and small pipes connected to the ceiling.

“... I'm confused.”

“My words. There is no sense of unity. An interior that seems to be a representation of the trickster itself?”

As Farewell walked down the hallway, he opened an opaque window on one wall and saw a man soaking in a huge bathtub inside.

The sight of the man humming and tapping his toes before spotting us and hurriedly hiding deep inside the bathtub is a bonus.

“Hey! be careful! Don’t open the door carelessly!”

“Hahahahaha! I'm sorry, Phoevidian. My friends are a bit curious!”

“... Uh, what is it? Was it Feria? It’s been a while!”

“Yes. Long time no see. Take a good bath.”

Clap-

bang!

Peria briefly greets the man, closes the window that Farewell had opened, and continues to guide us.

“It’s very spacious even outside the window!! There is a plain!!!”

“Sure.”

The space we entered was clearly something we had walked into through the capital's sewers.

However, the place where the sound museum was built was in the middle of a plain as wide as the capital, and its height was high enough to pierce the clouds.

“Projection of space? no. Still, this is real... Could it be that he was transported to another place just by walking through that sewer? But there was no such sign-”

In the end, Farewell, whose head was overloaded, stumbled, so he gently lifted him up and placed him on Gombangi's back, and Peria explained.

“This is underground. Underground of the capital.”

“Huh? Basement?”

However, a simple explanation is not enough. Outside the tower of Sori Gwan, there was a bright light shining, and there was also a plain, people coming and going in carriages, and the sky.

It was a strange sky that did not change from the sunset state to a slightly orange color.

“Is this a faster way? Just wait a moment.”

To convince us, Peria took out a pen and threw it out the gothic window of the sound pipe.

OK-

Boom-

“Huh? It flew.”

“... It soared into the sky.”

Reigns' pen disappeared into the sky right before my eyes.

Immediately after showing this, Peria explains.

“This is the world underground. [Sori Hall] is a single city and capital of the Tricksters built on the opposite side of the land where the capital is built. Here, by tricking gravity with magic, we can use the other side of the ground as land.”

After explaining that the pen that was thrown a little while ago had briefly released a magic that was always in effect here, and that the pen had originally fallen underground under the influence of gravity, Peria looked at us with a proud look and spoke.

“And the one who rules this city is my teacher. It’s the paradox of Triple Seven!!!”

The space on the other side of the imperial capital.

The city is an upside-down capital where tricksters reside.

What was erected was a huge golden castle that resembled the pipes of a pipe organ.

In front of us, who could only think of the fact that anything was possible because she was a trickster, Peria's eyes sparkled to a level we had never seen before.

        
            “Hello, Peria. He's not dead. Are you feeling okay?”

“Hello, Ridictus. Thank you for your concern. It's still fine. Rather, don’t say anything unlucky.”

“Giggles... People who don't have that long left to live should naturally exchange greetings.”

“Even if you say you're aging, I'm a young person with a lot of life left to live unless I get sick?! Could you please stop treating me the same way?!”

“Anyway, stay healthy. Giggles...”

The Trickster, a short old man with a stooped back and an extremely pointed nose, smiled broadly and greeted Peria.

“It’s been a while, Peria. This time, are you going to pay back the 20 gold you borrowed last time?”

“You lent it without specifying a repayment period, right? Don't worry though, Brandi. Because I will pay Brandi back before she dies.”

“Then, would you like to play a game of cards? Because you can bet the borrowed money first. If you do well, your debt will be zero?”

“... I almost tempted you. It's a little tempting, but I'm busy right now, sorry!”

Trickster, who had his hair pushed back to look grumpy, held out his hand to Peria, and Peria passed by without giving anything.

“Oh my, Peria! long time no see. I heard a rumor. Nayal did something shameful?”

“Thank you for your concern, Jomiar. Well... I broke it with Nayal first.”

“If it’s okay, would you like me to find out how to do it for you? The bondage of the soul is surprisingly very annoying?”

“... What does my dead husband still say in my ear?”

“Yes. Whenever I try to oversleep, they always yell at me to wake up. It was a mistake to include a soul binding contract when I got married. I never thought I would be widowed so early.”

Farewell, who can see spirits, was startled for a moment when he saw something behind the back of Trickster, a well-built woman wearing glasses. The woman just waved at Peria and left.

Peria knew everyone she met while walking down the street, or more specifically, the huge gothic hallway.

Everyone said a short word one at a time, but as if they clearly had something to do, they passed by without stopping, even though they slowed down.

Looking at that, everyone seemed to be close, but somehow I got the feeling that they weren't that close, so I asked Peria.

“... Looking at everyone, it seems like there are people I haven't seen in quite a while, but the conversation ends quickly.”

“Because that’s a trickster. When we meet, we're happy to see each other, but when we don't show up, we feel sad. That's about it. In the case where we are quite close, if the body dies and is buried in an intact state, we only visit it once when we stop by nearby.”

Tricksters are free spirits.

Like the wind, they cannot remain still even for a moment.

It is common for tricksters to form permanent partnerships with each other, but the fact that they are always moving in search of something remains the same, as the winds have merged into one.

Among the tricksters I occasionally saw, there were quite a few of different races, and I even met a man whom Peria had once mentioned was married to a female trickster who had the upper body of a human and the lower body of a deer.

On the way, there were four tricksters playing cards at a table in the middle of a very crowded hallway. I saw one woman and one man completely naked, smiling and playing cards, probably because it was a competition. I'm sick of the line.

There was even a point that none of the tricksters complained about them completely blocking the hallway.

However, although I continued to meet people, no matter how much I walked, I never felt like I was going upstairs.

“So, where is your teacher?”

In the end, I couldn't bear it anymore and, like Farewell, I urged Feria.

“You’re still going right now, right?”

“Are you really going? Where exactly does your teacher live?”

“Up above.”

Peria points to the ceiling.

“The top floor of Sori Hall is our teacher’s office. To be more precise, I should call it a house. Because you eat, sleep, and do everything there.”

We have been walking down the hallway for 30 minutes already.

Nevertheless, since I had never climbed a ladder, let alone stairs, the top of Sori Hall, which was extremely high when seen from the outside, was said to be the deepest place in the ground where the teacher lived, to be precise, as it was underground and gravity was reversed.

“... It will arrive within today, right?”

“Of course. The sound tube is not as wide as you think? Because of the magic, my vision is somewhat distorted.”

The word magic feels like an all-purpose word.

Magic and witchcraft, magic that doesn't belong anywhere.

To be precise, I'm taking it one step at a time, but I heard that, unlike magic, things whose principles are unknown are called magic.

In fact, it is said that tricksters 'learn' their magic from other tricksters and use it, but neither the person who taught it nor the person who taught it knows anything about the principles of why magic is formed.

So, it is said that none of them, and probably not even the teacher we are going to meet, Trickster, actually knows anything about the principles by which the sound tube can exist here.

“Really... magic must disappear altogether. Where is something like this? Even if you try to figure out the principle, you can't figure it out...”

Thanks to this, I feel sorry for Farewell, who is in a state of panic as he is on Gombangi's back and touches everything he can get his hands on, but has no clue whatsoever.

After passing about 50 tricksters, we walked down the hallway and stopped to follow Feria.

“Now, from here on out, please be a little quiet. Because it’s a place where people are working.”

“... Yes.”

“Kouong-”

Everyone becomes quiet when they see Peria raising her finger to her lips.

Right after even Gombangi completely closed his mouth, Peria turned a corner and started walking again.

What we who followed behind him saw-

It looked like the tricksters were talking about various things into the hole in the small organ that extended straight up to the ceiling, installed along the hallway.

...

“Ah, ah. Paradox, can you hear me? Let’s start watching now.”

“-So. Grandma's puppy in Juneau Village gave birth to a puppy. There were as many as 8 of them. Do you remember Miss Miya, Ah, Miss Miya, from the neighborhood next door? The third daughter of a candle-making family. I took one for my daughter to raise.”

“Sohan of the Wing Knights began to move. It looks like she couldn't withstand the pressure from Princess Camellia. It seems that the fact that Princess Camellia discovered and confiscated all of Sohan's backroom transactions played a big role. Still, I wonder what the man who lost his back would do.”

“... Hiccup! Um... the Imperial Sword Lugia... Hiccup! It is said that he killed the traitor Miso-rok. However, Miso-rok's illegitimate son succeeded in escaping... Hiccup! sorry. This won’t stop.”

“You know there was an incident two years ago in Minerov Village where they saw a white and sparkling river and called it Milky Way. yes yes. That's it. Because of that, the village of Minerov was said to have been subject to divine punishment at one time, and several temples began investigating, but in the end, the cause could not be found. However, they say that it actually happened because the storage tank in the village above burst during a storm and the milk flowed into the river. That's why two villages are now on trial. But since the judge was bribed by Minerov Village, I think that village will probably win.”

“... Because! Yesterday in the capital, ah! It's a crockery store three blocks away from the underground waterway! yes There was a new bowl there, and it was the beloved bowl of my lost grandfather that the Count of Redianc had been looking for! yes. It's a bowl with a real will inside it regarding inheritance rights. So I just bought it. Did you do well? Paradox?! yes? How are you going to do that? Of course, you have to sell it to the highest bidder! Heehee!”

...

Tricksters chatting into their pipes as if they were each confessing.

The contents varied greatly.

From trivial rumors that would make you blush if caught, to rumors that could be used as an excuse to threaten someone so much that they could completely control you.

The only thing that is puzzling is that the object they were all talking about was the Paradox located on the top floor of the Sound Hall that Peria had pointed to a moment ago.

At first glance, I counted about 40 people, all sitting in front of a long pipe attached to the wall, talking and saying the name of an object. I wondered if there was someone listening to it all, writing it down, and organizing it.

But that prediction was spectacularly wrong.

“I guess the teacher will be free today. You can go up right away.”

“... Huh? What?”

“It’s free. Normally, there would be about 100 more people, but these days it's getting colder, so is it because everyone doesn't want to move? There are only a few people who talk to the teacher.”

“...”

“Why?”

“So, right now, all of those people are talking to just one person, not the teacher's secretary or something?”

“Yes. however? why? Is there something strange?”

“... No. I thought he was an amazing person.”

'Is that teacher a greater person than I thought? Some people noticed where we were in the banquet hall earlier, so we need to be careful.'

Reigns and I looked at each other at the same time and realized we were thinking the same thing.

Meanwhile, while Farewell is trying to touch the pipe and gets slapped on the back of his hand by Feria, Luba approaches the empty pipe and asks Feria for permission in a low voice for some reason.

I think he probably did it because he thought he shouldn't disturb other people.

“Hey, can I try it too?”

“Yes. Just to say hello, I'll go up and meet you soon.”

“Thank you.”

So Ruba went to the pipe and opened the lid.

But if there's one thing I'm overconfident about, it's

We, Ruba, gave Peria permission in a low voice,

Because the surroundings were a little hectic, wait a moment,

For a brief moment, I forgot Luba's original voice.

Ssss-

It was when Luba took a deep breath in front of the pipe that Peria, who had given permission, realized that she had made a mistake in her answer.

[not. Hello. under. count. yo. this-!!!]

KIEEEING-!!!

The moment Luba screamed at the pipes with all her might, the pipes screamed.

It wasn't just the pipe Ruba was holding.

Ruba's voice echoed from the pipes of the tricksters, who were reporting with their ears pressed or leaning against the other pipes.

please!!!-

please!!-

please!-

please!...

“Kwaaa...”

The sound stopped quickly.

However, it was inevitable that all the tricksters who had already reported were rolling around on the floor.

“... Ugh, I forgot. These pipes are all connected...”

Peria also covered her ears and closed her eyes as if she had made a mistake.

Luba's voice reached the place where Paradox was located through the pipe, but as if that wasn't enough, it flowed back and continued to the pipes of the other tricksters, and the chain resonance caused by this caused the sounds to collide, and the sound of metal hit everyone. .

“Sin, sorry...!!!”

Luba bows his head and apologizes.

Immediately after the tail and ears are flaccid to their limit.

After a while, the tricksters who were down stood up one by one and started tearing off their clothes -

... Fuhahahahahahaha!

Everyone started laughing out loud.

“It’s okay, it’s okay! Wow, it's possible to make a sound so loud that it echoes throughout the sound tube. How amazing is this?”

“That’s right. The dragon didn't have a separate peer. If something like this is told to bloom, it will bloom. Ah, but who are these people? Feria.”

“The people of our church, Kaprin. Sorry for the inconvenience.”

“It’s okay. I was in the middle of hiccupping and it stopped. Kahaha!”

Everyone smiles, each says something, and sits down in their seats again.

I breathe a sigh of relief when I see that.

'Whoa - that's good. 'I'm not angry.'

Since they are tricksters, they are also like Peria's family, so I didn't want them to give a bad impression, but fortunately, it went over well.

At that moment, a sound came out of the pipe Luba was holding.

smart-

“Ah, here is the reply.”

When Peria started speaking from above, she said it was the sound of a pipe being tapped, and made Ruba and us come closer to the front of the pipe.

Then a sound came from inside the pipe.

[Peria.]

“Yes. Teacher.”

As soon as she heard the voice, Peria closed her eyes and smiled.

Looking at that, I could see how important a teacher was to Peria.

But that was it, and we had no choice but to stiffen at the message that came next from a person named teacher.

[You and the group you brought with you, I will open the door for you, so come up right away.]

The slightly angry voice did not have the same benevolence as the other tricksters.

[In particular, make sure that the person who screamed does not escape at all costs.]

“... Yes, yes.”

After the message was over, Peria looked at us with an expression that said it was the first time something like this had happened.

Peria, who saw Ruba trembling in particular as if she was frightened, placed her hand on Ruba's shoulder and spoke softly.

“... I have to be prepared, Luba.”

        
            [Triple Seven Paradox]

It was easy to understand if you calmly interpreted it as Peria explained.

Triple Seven is a title.

Although there are many things, most of the magic he mainly uses are related to the number 7, and many of the events happen to be related to 7, so it is said that this title was given to him.

Paradox is a pseudonym.

The true name was clearly there.

However, it is said that no trickster, including Peria, knows his name, and he himself has forgotten it.

Since some curses can be cast using only a person's name, as a result of hiding one's name and using only an alias for a long time, it became an alias that was no different from the true name known to people.

Those are the things that make up the Trickster Paradox.

His position is the current leader of the Tricksters, and he is also Peria's teacher.

Peria says that even though he is the leader, it is not that big of a deal.

“What exactly can the head of the Tricksters do?”

“To the extent that you can simply organize gathered rumors and roughly predict how the world works. However, predictions are possible and cannot be prophecies. Depending on the situation, the job is to set about 10 policies to prevent all Tricksters from being in danger.”

“... If that's not great, what's great?”

“First of all, this is volunteer work? Our teacher was selected through a recommendation system and sat in his current position. In fact, he attempted reverse impeachment several times to get out of office, but failed.”

“Impeachment is impeachment, but what on earth is reverse impeachment?”

“His attempt to impeach himself was thwarted by other tricksters.”

“Just call it retirement. What is reverse impeachment...”

The more I listened to Peria's story, the more the illusion of the paradox within me shattered slightly, but instead of completely collapsing, it began to build up in a deformed form on the other side.

“Still, leaving office and reverse impeachment are completely different? Retirement can be done by simply saying, "I will quit," but reverse impeachment is something that our teacher has to fight for by using magic against all the tricksters gathered in the Sori Hall at the time to impeach himself.”

“Tricksters also have no hesitation in using force.”

“We are no different from ordinary people. It is true that if you want to get what you want, you have to get it with your own hands, so our teacher also had a big heart and tried so many times to make the reverse impeachment a success. Well, in the end, it all fell through because there was no one to help.”

Roughly speaking, the first counter-impeachment is a fight with 500 tricksters, the second counter-impeachment is a fight with 300 people aimed at when there are fewer people, and the third counter-impeachment is aimed at when there are only about 100 people left, but that has already been predicted. It is said that all the other tricksters who were playing came out from hiding and fought with 700 people at the same time.

Luba was listening to the story thinking it was simply an interesting story, but Farewell, Raines, and I, who understood what he meant in detail, clearly realized that the old man named Paradox was a much stronger person than we could have imagined.

'A magician, not a wizard. But still, even though his skills are vastly different, he is an old man who can fight alone with 700 magicians? 'How amazing is this?'

Of course, in the end, Paradox and the other tricksters didn't really attack each other with a killing intent, but it was a festival-like atmosphere where they chose one tagger, teased them, and then ran away, but they were sincere when they used magic.

Judging by his magic skills, he is probably the best among the people here, no, he is probably the strongest among human magicians.

Maybe that’s why-

While the indicator of Paradox's strength was gradually increasing, sympathy for him was also gradually building up.

“More than that, it seems like he really didn't want to do it, but you should have helped him step down from his position as your teacher and head.”

“But everyone agreed that the moment he helps with the reverse impeachment, that person will be promoted to the next head of state. Even if I were given that position, I would decline it. It's a very great, honorable, and glorious position, but if I were to say it to you, would you understand if I told you that it's a position that makes you feel like it's a bit...?”

“Hmm... I think I know something. It's almost an honorary position, and the pay is only a small amount, and the responsibility for the work is enormous, right?”

“That’s roughly right. It's easy to understand this time, brother.”

“I heard something similar once.”

I think I heard that a politician somewhere in Europe decided that way at some point.

If you look at the degree of similarity, it's only slightly similar.

A person who was a farmer, a dentist, or a person who installed telephone poles would all gather in a remote area of the National Assembly when the time came, watch and discuss government affairs, decide on policies, and then go back to their jobs.

What you get is a small salary, transportation expenses, and the satisfaction of having dedicated yourself to the country.

Still, I think they ran for office because they were proud of what they were doing and were willing to do it.

So, the treatment that the leader of the Trickster called Paradox is actually receiving is that of a volunteer with some privileges.

It is even a bit malicious in the sense that his position was not promoted voluntarily, but was forcibly promoted through the recommendation of the majority.

“I wasn't even born at the time, so I only heard about it later, but my teacher, at that time, really said that he erased all his personal information and tried to run away, but he was caught.”

“... Isn’t that no different from being treated as a slave?”

“Excuse me, brother. Still a representative? Treated like a castle lord? Even if you call me the king of tricksters, this is a place where everyone recognizes me?”

“Even so, if you are not satisfied with yourself, I think there is no need for everything.”

“... Actually, that’s right.”

Although it is clear that the moment you ascend to the position of leader, you are in a position to touch all S-class rumors, there are no shackles like this for the tricksters who pursue a life of 'only' wandering around freely and collecting rumors.

This is a place where you have to sit on the top floor of the sound hall almost every day and listen to the stories of other tricksters wandering around the world.

And the place where such paradoxes are at work has now appeared before our eyes.

“... We finally arrived.”

“If you look at the door, it looks like an ordinary office, but the moment you open it, it will change.”

Reigns and I each hold onto the handle of the large door that opens on either side.

“Ah, Peria. It's a strange thing to say now, but are you going to let Gombang stay like this?”

“It doesn’t matter. Gombang is also our kind.”

“I don’t know if it’s a dog, but I wonder if it’s okay to treat a bear like this...”

The door that opened on both sides had nice carvings on it.

The dark black door is decorated with a celestial pattern of winds, stars and moons.

Sigh-

Reigns and I open that door at the same time.

Then in front of us,

There was only darkness.

“... What is it?”

Darkness without anything.

Pitch-black darkness.

The inside could not be seen at all, and the light from the side where the door was opened could not enter, and it was blocked from the threshold.

At that moment, light appeared in the middle of the darkness.

widely-

A spotlight large enough for one person to appear was created with a sound as if the lights were operating in a theater.

“Welcome. People of the Deshade Church. And it’s been a while, Peria.”

The old man sitting cross-legged on a chair is a paradox.

A trickster with a long white beard greeted us in the center of the spotlight.

“It’s been a while. Teacher.”

Peria politely greeted the old man at the threshold, and we also slightly bowed our heads.

'Are you planning on taking the lead from the beginning?'

A greeting without even getting up from the chair, and an arrangement of light that focuses only on oneself in the middle of a dark room.

If I were to guess, this person is different from the other tricksters and is in a position of leader, so I think this is an action he showed to show that he has the upper hand over me, the princess's knight.

but-

That wasn't it.

“So Feria.”

“Yes, teacher.”

“I’m sorry, but could you come and turn on the light? When I try to turn it on for the first time in a while, this is the only one that turns on.”

“... Ugh, didn't I tell you to just leave it on normally?”

“But if you want to focus on the sound, it’s better to turn off the lights. If you have a chance later, try this. Will you ever find out why I live with the lights off?”

“I will never do that.”

“...?”

Contrary to what I expected, Peria, who looked quite familiar, strode over the threshold and touched something while making a noisy noise.

Wajangchang-

Click-

Faaah!

Then the scene in the room became brightly lit.

And when we look at the environment of that room-

I had no choice but to use the expression ‘garbage dump.’

“Wow, this is worse than my workshop.”

“... Are you saying that you were aware that your workshop was a bit dirty?”

“... Shut up. Pretend you didn’t hear it.”

“Oh, come and sit here. Please understand that I couldn’t get up because my back hurt and it was difficult to take any position other than this one.”

It seems that the reason he crossed his legs was because his spine was twisted into that shape, making it comfortable.

In addition, after Peria turned on the light, I saw paper that could only be called trash, objects I had no idea what they were used for, buttons, needles, cards, dwarven coins that were familiar to me, and tree rings that I had left behind while drinking tea. Even the created mug.

An old man sitting in the middle of a crowded dumpster offered us a seat.

        
            Paradox asked us to sit down.

However, the messy room leaves me wondering where to put my butt.

It was a situation where people were saying from the first moment that they didn't want to touch anything and could they just stand and listen to the story.

Fortunately, Peria found several uneven chairs in the room and brought them over, so we didn't have to sit on top of the trash.

Everyone sits down on their chairs and I introduce the group as a representative.

“Then, may I say hello?”

“To be honest, I know everything, so there is no need to make it that difficult.”

'Did Peria tell you about it, or do you know him as the leader of the tricksters?'

Perhaps out of consideration, Paradox helped me give a short greeting.

“This is Bishop Lee Lim. Well, there's this and that... I guess you heard it through Feria.”

“A knight of the princess, a connection in the kingdom union, well, in many other ways. I heard it all. Nice to meet you.”

“And this one is-”

“Fairwell. Grand magician.”

“Homunculus group. The rumor spread widely. A completely self-established, self-reliant homunculus was born under Gloria of Arsmagna. Actually, well, it looks like there were a lot of stories here too. You must have had a hard time.”

“... Thank you.”

After Farewell and I were introduced, Ruba tried to come forward.

“Um, I am...!!!”

“I’m sorry, but you need to be quiet and I’ll see you later.”

“Kkiing...”

However, Luba was intimidated by Paradox holding her ear and glaring at her, so she hid close to Gombangi's side.

“... This is Raines.”

“... To be honest, I don't know much about you.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. But I won’t dig deep.”

“Thank you.”

That's how I ended my greetings to everyone.

Paradox saw Gombangi looking at him, and instead of saying hello, he had Peria bring him something, which was a whole beehive full of honey.

Paradox had Peria give it to Gombangi, and Gombangi sat there and began to eat the honeycomb, breaking it with its front paws.

“Whoa... Let’s take a break for a moment.”

At the same time, a man named Paradox raises his staff.

What caught my eye later was the pipes lined up on the wall.

They were all pipes that were installed in a way that went up the wall while we were coming up from the bottom.

Kang! Kang! Kang!

Paradox raised his wand and began to close the pipes one by one.

Kang! Kang! Kang! Kang! -

“... Hey, can I help you?”

“Huh? Ah, it would be nice if you could help me.”

However, since there were about 500 pipes at first glance, we got up again, covered the pipes in areas that he could not reach, and returned.

“Thank you. So, this is the paradox that I invited your church to. He is the old man who is currently the head of Trickster.”

“Nice to meet you. This is Bishop Lee Lim. This is my group.”

The old man looks at us and introduces himself.

To those of us who participated in the entire series of actions, he no longer seemed like the leader who controlled all the secrets of the world, but merely as an old man who needed care due to mobility issues.

“But I heard that you called me and Peria. Is there a different reason?”

“The reason is nothing special, I just wanted to see your face.”

“... Is that the end?”

The content of the conversation was also light.

Even though it is light, it is too light.

Peria was taken as an apprentice by the leader of the Tricksters.

A letter received from a banquet held at the royal castle after Peria returned from a few months away in the United Kingdom.

It was not an ordinary letter, but a letter with some magic added to it, so even Peria could only open it after a long time had passed.

The story he brought up when he called us in through that letter was not the kind of movie where you show off your insight and call the right person at just the right time right before doing something important.

“Teacher, here.”

“Ah, thank you.”

Paradox takes a glass from Peria, who comes to us in a car from somewhere, and says:

“Peria is my first and last disciple.”

“... Is that so?”

“Yes. Actually, I originally didn't want to accept him as a disciple, but I had no choice but to accept him. There was a kid hiding in our carriage on the way back from our business in the Demon Territory, and we found it in an empty plain filled with demon beasts on the way from the Demon Territory to the Empire. Do you want to hear it?”

“... I want to hear it.”

Paradox looked at Peria before speaking.

The person in question started cleaning up the trash as soon as he entered the room, as if he was used to it, and although he listened to our stories, he said he didn't care if there was anything to be concerned about.

“If you’re going to do it, do whatever you want. It's my story, but it's also your story, right?”

“Really? i get it. So, where should we start...”

As soon as Peria's permission was given, Paradox began to open his mouth with his eyes closed, perhaps trying to reminisce about the past.

“That was when I went on a business trip for the first time in a while because I had some business to do in Demon Territory.”

As I listened to his story step by step, the image of Peria came to mind.

-------------------------------

After finishing their business in the Demon Territory, the Tricksters prepare to camp as the night gets dark on their way back to the Empire.

Paradox rummaged through the boxes in the carriage to get the necessary items, and what he found there was a kid with light blue hair who was dying of starvation.

Paradox paused for a moment when he saw that.

And I felt a doubt.

That was something Paradox did not understand.

It's not that I don't understand that Peria is there.

Considering the possibility, it is something that could happen.

The fact that an unknown companion is on board is simply the fault of another trickster who loaded several people's belongings into the carriage and did not properly check the quantity, and if it is an incident of that magnitude, then it is better to order each person to distribute a bottle of expensive liquor to others later. It was also about to end.

So, Paradox dismissed that issue within two seconds of seeing Peria, and recognized something else.

He didn't understand when he saw Peria starving to death even though there was a 'food box' right next to him.

So he asked questions.

“... What are you?”

“... I am Peria.”

“Why didn’t you eat it?”

“... What?”

Paradox’s first question came as a question to Peria.

“Aren’t you asking why I was hiding here?”

“That doesn’t matter. Answer me. Why didn't I eat it?”

Paradox looked at Peria with curious eyes.

Peria thought Paradox was a strange person, but he responded by holding the pain of his starving stomach in his arms.

“Because it’s not my… thing.”

“What?”

“The food is yours. It was prepared by calculating the time required to cross from the Demon Territory to the Empire. So I thought I shouldn’t eat it.”

You might think this is a childish answer.

Even though hiding in the carriage in the first place was a nuisance in itself, I don't think he wants to cause any more inconvenience.

But Paradox decided that was not a child's answer at all.

“Even though you are dying as a result?”

“It’s okay. I can still hold on.”

Paradox realized that Peria had finished calculating and got into the carriage.

The girl was holding a water bag.

So he asked a question to find out.

I asked Peria, who was sitting there, looking irritated as she had been curled up in the same spot without washing for several days.

“... Tell me what you calculated.”

“... Tue information?”

“You should listen and decide whether to get angry or not. First of all, we were passengers in the same carriage for a few days, even though we didn't know about its existence.”

“... Okay.”

Peria told Paradox her thoughts.

Peria's purpose is to escape from the Demon Territory to the Imperial Territory on the tricksters' carriage.

To do that, I had to keep a few things in mind.

On the road from the Demon Territory to the land of the Empire, there is a wide wasteland overflowing with demonic beasts.

Therefore, Peria's safety is guaranteed only if she sticks to the tricksters' carriage at all costs.

So Peria made a decision.

Realistically, one day you will be discovered hiding in the carriage.

So Peria decided to take action to avoid incurring their wrath.

Riding on a carriage for free is already a disaster in itself, but you must avoid causing even more harm and being abandoned in the wasteland.

So Peria prepared her share of food.

People become extremely sensitive when they think their basic needs are being violated.

Therefore, Peria decided that even if she was caught, she would make it clear that she did not steal food and eat it, thereby reducing the anger that would come to her as much as possible and preventing her from getting kicked out of the carriage.

But it shouldn't be too bulky.

In the first place, Feria had no personal property to prepare food, not even a single coin.

So Peria brought a piece of cloth and a water bag into a small bag, just enough to carry on her shoulder.

Although it was unexpected to later discover my mother's necklace wrapped in cloth, the water bag became an incredibly important item in the carriage.

“I am a mixed race of demon and human. You can live for a month just by drinking water. I'll only eat what I brought. If you want, I'll give you this too. So, I'd like to ask you a favor. Just don't make me get off the wagon.”

Peria looks with venomous eyes and appeals to Paradox.

The sight of her like that felt strange to Paradox.

My guess is that the kid is a mixed race between a demon and a human who looks to be only about 10 years old.

A kid like that made a plan to escape from home, and put it into action, even making calculations to keep the plan as intact as possible.

As if that wasn't enough, now he's not even pleading with himself, he's making a deal to not chase after him because he'll hand over the water bag.

“... There are still quite a few travel days left. I could die without that water bag, right?”

“It doesn’t matter. It will work out somehow.”

And in the end, he even appeared to believe in his own strength and throw himself into gambling.

“... Okay. I will accept the story.”

Paradox liked that look.

A kid, but not a kid.

What was in front of me was a human being who knew how to take care of himself.

If he had been an ordinary kid, he might have just thrown him into the wasteland and made a bet on whether he would die within a few days.

But to Paradox, Feria was already the wind.

The wind that collided with its own direction, wind speed, and flow.

Another wind, Paradox, I accepted because I thought I would regret it later if I let it die here.

He got off the carriage, gave him his share of food, and asked another female trickster to wash his body.

Immediately after, Peria received Paradox's support and teachings, became a stronger wind, and set out to find her own path.

-------------------------------

“That’s Feria. It would be a lie to say that affection did not arise while teaching.”

“... Is that so.”

Paradox's eyes were filled with sadness as he watched Peria grumbling and cleaning the dirty room.

It seems like he is lost in memories while talking about the past.

But that was only for a moment. Paradox, who had finished talking, looked straight at me this time.

“But-”

“Yes?”

“A letter came from that wind.”

Slurp-

Paradox slowly raises his staff.

“The letter contained an unexpected story.”

“... Huh?”

fluttering-

Then Luba perked up his ears.

“The story that Nayal played a prank on Peria. It's a story about how my little wish was tied with an eternally cursed body with an unbreakable thread.”

“... Teacher?”

Soon, Peria also looked back.

Ruba felt something strange, and Peria sensed something strange.

“So, I thought I would talk a little bit. That's why I called it.”

“... Teacher!!!”

The origin of the air current is a paradox.

Peria screamed.

At the same time, Ruba jumped up from her seat.

but-

Both are late.

thud-

Paradox stood up.

I straightened my twisted back, stood up straight, and placed my cane on the ground.

[Split - Squeeze. Nayal.]

Ugh-

What was broken in an instant was space.

The surroundings turned into a black room like the one I saw at first, and a crack appeared in the air centered on Paradox.

At the same time, other people disappeared.

Paradox looks at me with an angry face.

An old man who had risen from his seat without anyone noticing.

The magician separated me from the church members in an instant by placing his staff on the ground.

at the same time-

A person who is also Peria's teacher.

That person told me that our relationship was over.

“No one will let a small wind shackle them.

Even if that is a man whom Peria chose and acknowledged with her own judgment.”

        
            Triple Seven Paradox.

He was old and his back was bent, making it difficult for him to move.

But even though he got up and stood upright, no one noticed until he waved his cane.

When I got up and looked straight ahead, I saw an old man who was taller than I expected.

I don't think I'm short either, but he was about a head taller, so I had to look up at him.

He was wearing clothes similar in design to Feria, but with a suit-like design for men. When he stood upright, his presence was so great that it was almost threatening.

A feeling of intimidation that I had never felt before using magic.

Anyone can see that he is flawless as a leader representing a group.

However, he was now standing before me as a teacher of Peria rather than as the representative of the Tricksters.

Paradox speaks to me as if interrogating me.

“Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. And Lee Rim, a spirit soldier from the Old Kingdom Union. Answer me. Is it true that you dared to partner with that girl from Peria?”

“Partner... Business associate, yes. My partner's tone of voice is a bit like that. So, I don’t know who your partner is, but we call each other co-workers.”

“That's it! I heard that it was not just a contract, but a soul contract.”

“Well, that’s true. Yes.”

“Why is it like that?”

“No, why are you sleeping like that? Of course you know that it was Nayal who did what Peria and I wanted, not each other-”

“Of course, you should know. Peria said she wanted to nullify her contract with Nayal, and because of that, she made a soul contract with you in exchange for more than what she bet.”

“... You know so well, but why are you so unreasonably angry at me-”

“That’s just it, I’m saying that because I’m angry because I’m angry!!!”

Clink!

'Is this crazy old man really crazy?'

The old man swung his arm holding his cane widely, and the space right next to my head broke as before.

Just like a crack in glass, a magic trick that leaves only traces of broken pieces in the air.

'If this happens to you, your body won't be torn to pieces, right?'

I thought for a moment what would have happened if it had actually been my head in that space, but thinking that maybe the same thing would have happened as I expected, I folded the thought and put it away in a corner of the box in my head.

Rather than that, ask the paradox that is fussing right in front of you and check what happened to other people.

“Hey... what happened to the other people?”

“It stays where it is. I just left for a moment to talk alone with you.”

Paradox swings his staff once again.

Then, right next to my head, I could see everyone in the broken space.

However, if there was a problem, not everyone was safe.

“Hahaha, hahahahaha!! hahahahahahahaha!! Wow, it tickles...!!!”

Beyond the broken space, Luba can be seen rolling around on the floor where Peria had been hard at work cleaning up the trash in the room she was in just a moment ago, laughing restlessly.

“Oh, really! The teacher is also great. I'm sorry Luba. This is the teacher's magic trick, and it will tickle like this for about 30 minutes. Be patient.”

“3, 30 minutes?! Ha... hahahahaha!! Kahahahahahahahaha-!!!”

Luba, if there is even a little bit of breath in her lungs, immediately turns it into laughter.

“Ugh... Even though the effect itself is nothing special, it's terrible to think that it lasts for 30 minutes. Is it magic that makes you laugh as you feel the illusion of tickling your body? Is it magic? If that's the case, I can give you medication to stop it-”

“Well, then please, Farewell!!! Hehe... Hahahahaha!!! It tickles, but my stomach and stomach are starting to hurt a lot - hahahahahaha!!!”

“Um, sorry, Luba? Unfortunately, it seems difficult to make medicine with what we have right now. Let’s just endure for 30 minutes.”

“That- Hahahahahahahahaha!!!”

Other people were worried about Ruba and Farewell tried to help her, but it seemed like there was no other way to do it.

As I was looking at that, I was a little scared that Paradox would cast that magic on me as well, so I asked him why.

“... Hey, the reason you only did that to Ruba-”

“When you guys were down there earlier, that kid almost made my ears explode, so this is my return. All the pipes leading from all over the sound pipe are connected to my room. Because of that, my eardrums almost burst, so I punished them.”

“... Ah, yes.”

After hearing his harsh voice, I decide to quietly back away.

30 minutes is enough to end in exhaustion at best.

Afterwards, because of laughing so much, you may experience muscle pain or other muscle pain in unexpected parts of your body, mainly your stomach, but I think this is an appropriate price to pay since all of this is due to the volume of voice far exceeding the average used by Ruba herself.

'I hope Ruba takes this opportunity to think of us too.'

So, I also decided to let Ruba go as it was a self-inflicted penalty, and for now I decided to focus on what Paradox wanted.

“... Okay. So, what do you want to say?”

I ask Paradox the reason why he isolated me here.

“Sever the soul contract with Peria that Nayal has tied. I will prepare the method here.”

He didn't seem to have any intention of prolonging the conversation either.

Briefly exchange questions with Paradox.

“Why do you want to do that?”

“That child is the wind. That too, a real breeze. However, the wind stops the moment it is caught by someone. And I don't want to see that.”

“... Are you saying that Peria should freely wander the world without being connected to any spells?”

“Okay.”

“Is there a reason to do so?”

“You know about that child’s body.”

“I know.”

The story that Paradox tells is about the physical condition of Peria, who is of mixed human and horse blood.

Among the human-horse hybrids born so far, none have survived past the age of 20 with their full human appearance.

In most cases, human blood and demon blood are in balance, but the moment the balance is lost, the body begins to melt and dies.

“Even if there is a soul contract and the child continues to be resurrected, unless the child's fundamental illness is cured, the child will only repeat death and resurrection while maintaining the melting body. I cannot allow Peria to suffer like that.”

“It’s not my opinion, but Nayal said it was the best. In a situation where Peria's death is predicted, it would be better to make a soul contract with me to achieve Peria's goal. In reality, Peria has been exposed to the opportunity to die several times, but thanks to the soul contract, she has been resurrected several times.”

“I will not deny that it is true and that it actually happened. It is said that it is possible for Nyals to live among the constellations and peer into fate. However, that is just a claim made by arrogant Nayals, and not only is it not true, but it is at the level of a prediction. This does not mean that we are witnessing a confirmed future. Peria's death and resurrection is definitely not a future that Nayal clearly witnessed.”

Whilick-

As soon as he finished speaking, Paradox swung his staff sharply.

Then, the dark space instantly turned into the night sky.

Not just a night sky, but a night sky where the Milky Way that embroiders the sky is reflected as is.

And the universe,

changed into human form.

“And I can do more than Nayal.”

The human-shaped universe bowed its head to Paradox.

A huge being.

Universe, who was much larger than the Paradox standing tall in front of me and whose height was similar to that of Sotok, was taking a posture of submission behind him.

Paradox turns its back on the universe and speaks to me.

“The accuracy of my observations exceeds that of the spirits of dawn.”

It's human.

However, he was also a magician.

At the same time, he is the one who subdued the spirits of dawn wandering around the universe.

That was the paradox, and the teacher who had been teaching Peria so far.

gulp-

So I,

Even though I was a little intimidated by his intimidation,

Instead of backing down in front of him, I swallowed dryly and asked a question to keep from giving in.

“... How are you going to prove that? That you can predict better than Nayal.”

However, Paradox confidently answers without any doubts about his power.

“I made a bet with Nayal to predict the future over a period of 5 years. There, the future I predicted was more approximate than the future predicted by Nayal. That's why Nayal is obeying me.”

Nayal is the spirit of dawn that wanders the universe.

As for the future of Peria, which Nayal had predicted and concluded, the paradox of making Nayal submit was pointed out to be a wrong conclusion.

If so, the paradox may be right.

“Then I will ask.”

“Do it.”

“What exactly is Peria’s future predicted by Paradox, so you’re telling me to break the soul contract between me and Peria?”

However, the answer that came back later, the future predicted by Paradox, was a prediction that I did not want to believe.

“Peria- dies.

No matter what happens, you die.

That is destiny.”

Constellations appear around him.

The line between stars artificially drawn by humans.

A total of 28 paintings named constellations were completed in this way.

Paradox points out the constellations one by one with his wand and speaks.

“That child’s future is determined by fate. I observed, and Nayal helped me correct the errors. The child cannot escape the future in which his body collapses.”

“So you’re saying we should just let him die? Do you want to make sure you don't have to suffer from constant resurrection?”

“It means helping you live a life without regrets. It means to let the child struggle against fate with all his might and die without having tried anything.”

Paradox no longer looked angry.

He had a lonely expression.

After seeing that face, I could see how much Paradox cared for Peria.

For Paradox, Peria is his first and last disciple.

What appeared before him, who had no intention of teaching anyone in particular, was a child with a 20-year life destined to a certain death.

Paradox, seeing such a child, decided to accept Peria as his disciple.

A little wind.

Little Wind, who knew Malo himself, invested the rest of his life to avoid experiencing a bad ending.

In a short period of time, he learned life as a trickster from Paradox, left his teacher's embrace, and wandered around looking for a way to heal his body.

The memory of our first meeting emerges from the surface of the lake of memories and unfolds in my mind.

I remember the note Peria showed me that contained the ingredients needed to make medicine to heal the body.

The crumpled note looked unsightly, but each letter was clearly written straight to avoid confusion, and was drawn horizontally to indicate that it was obtained in hand.

Peria was clearly moving forward to change her future even before she met me.

In the meantime, she met me and made a soul contract, and thanks to her, I even received the tears of a pure succubus from Astesia.

However, Paradox has said that he already knew Peria's future.

So I asked Paradox why he didn't tell Peria about it.

“... Why didn't you tell Peria that story?”

But Paradox's answer was different from what was expected.

“I have told you a story.”

“Yes?”

“He never spoke directly orally, and even after Peria left, he foreshadowed the future in letters several times.”

He already told Peria everything.

“Even though I treated that child so harshly... I always said thank you to him...”

entire.

all.

Without hiding anything, he made a prediction that was close to a definite precognition, based on his observations and Nayal's errors corrected.

A death sentence.

But still, Peria-

I didn't give up.

Even as death tightens its grip around my neck,

Rather than sitting down in fear, he was instead walking forward with death.

        
            The old man's dry lips paused for a moment, then barely separated.

“Peria That child is a horse. I didn't give up hope. He did the best he could by crossing the fence of the empire on his own feet. What he could get on his own he got by running, and what he could buy with money, he got with money, and what was impossible, he did whatever it took to get it, whether it was making him bet as a gamble or using tricks.”

“...”

“Do you think I can say that to Peria again?! To that child who is trying hard not to die, to that child who smiles bitterly and says he will struggle as hard as he can, even though I have told him this many times, how can I tell him again that it is all futile and that he should think about spending the rest of his life in peace? !”

The paradox rages.

“I tried to help too! But what is impossible now is impossible no matter what we do!”

The paradox of knowing that Peria's future has been decided.

He also worked hard in his own way.

He kept it a secret from Peria and tried to get what she wanted.

However, according to his words, there has never been any fruit that came out of the summoning spell from Fairy Garden.

“In the first place, it was a recipe that the child carried around, saying it was an ingredient for a cure. I don't know if that will really work or not. It was just something written in a medicinal book from ancient times. As of now, it is difficult to reproduce even the medicine on the first page. Not only is it a manufacturing method and material from a time when materials with no way to prove their existence were used carelessly, but it is also something that we do not even know is true or not from the origin of the pharmacy book, and it is what is driving Feria today.”

“And even though Peria knows that, she moves without giving up hope.”

“That’s right.”

It seems that the sound is not coming from this direction.

Whether Paradox and I had a serious conversation or not, Peria was trying to help Luba in any way she could.

“So, please. Let go of Peria. Don't restrict the child to a religious order, but let him do what he wants to the end.”

Paradox closed the broken spaces.

The space we were in turned into pitch black darkness again as the shattered glass returned to its original state.

Everything Paradox said was true.

Since I am a trickster, I can judge that there may be lies mixed in, but I decided to believe that it was absolutely not a lie.

'This person is a person who told Peria what he found out, even though he might be hated by him. The reason for isolating the space was to persuade me by putting up with it, even though I don't know what Peria might say.'

Peria dies.

Peria knows that too.

Paradox said that he wanted to help Peria live a life without regrets.

The future of dying is already a fixed fate with a high probability.

Therefore, just as the small wind climbed into his carriage to begin all of this with his own will, he tries to enable him to meet the end with his own strength.

So that I can become the wind that disappears while living in the world with my own will, without being shackled by anyone else.

I understood what he meant.

The meaning of Paradox, who truly cares for Peria and is like her teacher and another parent.

but,

I couldn't understand it.

“Isn’t that your own desire?”

“What?”

“Wishing that Peria struggles to the end and lives without regrets means that the paradox is not what Peria wants, but what you want to see. You don’t know Feria.”

“... Tell me.”

The veins on Paradox's forehead stood out for a moment, and then he patiently held up his cane with both hands and said that he would listen to me.

So I learned more deeply how much he cared for Peria.

For Peria's sake, it means that he will listen even to what this young spirit soldier with a rude attitude says.

“Obviously, Peria is moving despite knowing that she received a prophecy of death from you and how accurate it is. But there is one thing different. There's something you don't know.”

“What is that?”

“Peria is not moving to die. I didn't run around until my feet were on fire in order to live without regrets before I reached certain death. It's only your point of view that Peria is running around so she can die without regrets. Peria is clearly driven by the will to live.”

The stories I've heard so far are all about the paradox of hope.

I now know that Peria's wish is completely different from Paradox's wish.

“Of course, you may have the thought that you want to make sure you have no regrets. But Feria is still trying. In his room at the church, there is a safe containing the materials he has collected so far that no one can touch. He is preparing to save up money and request a summoning spell for the last time until the time comes when his body collapses and it is difficult to move.”

It may seem like Peria helps our church and does nothing else, but everyone, including me, knows that's not the case.

Feria is collecting information as well as money.

A hope that I might be able to find.

In addition to the summoning spell to the Fairy Garden, I gather information keeping in mind the slightest possibility, even the remotest possibility, that the Fairy Fruit was summoned by someone somewhere's frantic summoning spell.

And in the meantime, he never stops having happy times with the people of his church.

“Peria is looking to the future after having already cured her illness. Peria wanted to have a family, and she got it.”

“... family?”

“Yes. The people of the church are clearly not related to Peria by blood. Although we are soul bound, I am not Peria's biological brother. However, if you ask me and everyone in the church about our relationship with Peria, we will answer that we are family.”

The hand that gave Paradox's staff can be seen gaining strength.

The fist was so strong that it felt like it was going to fly at me at any moment.

“If Peria had only wanted to survive, she wouldn't be with us right now. Even at this very moment, they are going beyond the empire and going to other races that have a hostile relationship with the empire, negotiating, selling the information they want, and raising money. But that's not the case, that's why Peria is with us now.”

Paradox glares at me.

The old man's intense eyes, as if he was going to pierce and kill me, are trying to find out everything in my heart.

“If Peria has already resigned and moved on in the future when she reaches death, she will no longer be by our side. Peria is a child who clearly considers interests and calculations. He has the same personality as me. This is the younger sister who always thinks the worst and makes plans taking everything into consideration. Then Peria will think the same as me. If you were planning on dying without regrets, you probably wouldn't have tried to create people you considered family from the beginning. The sadness of parting is the pain that is completely opposite to ending without regret.”

“... Do you think you can see through Peria’s inner thoughts?”

“Then let me ask you the opposite question. Paradox, on what basis are you saying that you know Peria’s inner thoughts?”

Crack-

The decoration on the handle of the cane was broken.

This is because the force in my hand was too strong.

You should not ignore the elderly or the elderly.

Just like Helias, this old man is also a survivor of a past era.

Just like a corps commander who succeeded in making the right decision with the experience and power he accumulated at every moment at the crossroads of life and death on the battlefield, this man is also a trickster who has wandered through rough terrain and made the right decisions.

I denied that human judgment.

The thing inside the staff is probably a sword.

He tried to draw his sword but held back.

The body acted first, and the mind knows why.

The reason he tried to pull out his sword and cut me down was because his anger took precedence over reason.

And the reason it stops is because reason knows that the action has no meaning.

Rather, it is because he knows that the fact that he is trying to cut me down without leading the conversation further is an action that suggests that he is wrong.

So he held back his anger instead.

Even though he revealed all of his inner self, he suggests another way to deal with me not agreeing.

“... Good. With this, the parallel line was completed. Two opinions do not understand each other.”

Paradox let go of his cane sword.

Then the sword quietly rose and lay down.

“However, we can convince each other of our opinions.”

“I understand, you mean?”

“Yes, I understand. It's not about understanding, it's about suggesting that one side is right. Or even if that doesn't happen, it's a contract in which one party has no choice but to back down depending on the outcome. From now on, I would like to offer you the contract.”

Paat-

The handle of the wand seemed to turn, and light burst out for a moment in the empty space.

I was blinded, so I covered my face and lowered my hands to see that there was a table and two chairs in front of us.

Paradox has been talking about betting on that situation.

“I’m going to play a game from now on. Depending on whether you win or lose, you accept the outcome. If you win, I won't tell you to let go of Peria anymore.”

“Instead, if I lose, does this mean that you will release the soul contract with Peria?”

“Yes.”

“... Why don’t you want more than that?”

I didn't understand that.

I definitely thought he was going to tell me more than that, to break the soul contract between Peria and me, and to sever ties with the church altogether.

But that's not it. They're saying they're simply going to get rid of the soul contract.

Just listening to what he said a moment ago, I thought that what he was asking for as a master of the game was too little.

“... Because the soul contract is symbolic.”

“Symbol, you mean?”

“Yes. Feria may not be conscious of it, but subconsciously, she may recognize that power as one of the important reasons why she cannot stay away from you. So by getting rid of it, I will give Peria a chance to think deeply once again. What is it that you really want?”

Paradox closed his eyes.

“If the child still wants to make the same choice, I can't absolutely tell him not to do it. Because I am that child’s teacher.”

What a teacher does to a student.

This means guiding the student to reach the correct path as much as possible, but not denying the path the student chooses of his or her own will.

So, Paradox, as someone whom Peria calls teacher, was trying to give Peria the opportunity to choose the path she truly wanted.

But that's...

Paradox of greed.

“... Good. I accept the conditions.”

If Paradox as a teacher wants that,

As a family member, I don't want to let go of my connection with Feria.

Even if it was Peria's teacher's will, I had no intention of releasing the bond between us that was bound by our souls so that no one could separate us.

That's the distance between me and Peria.

It is a symbol that clearly connects us and that no one can be allowed to touch.

“I understand.”

As soon as the answer was finished, the two of us sat down in front of the table.

Perfect!

륵-

When he snapped his fingers, 16 cards, 8 each, flew out of the air.

Each card had numbers from 0 to 7 written on it.

“[The Seven] It is a simple game. The person who puts out a higher number than the opponent wins. However, 0 beats 7.”

'Is this a game where odds and bluffing are the key to winning?'

The rules were brief.

I thought so, but there was one more rule that made the game more difficult.

“However, cards are not issued at the same time.”

“Yes?”

“The cards take turns, with one person putting down a card first, and then the next person putting down their card. All on the front side.”

“... What are the conditions for the game to end?”

“The person with the highest number of wins after putting down all the cards wins. It is a single plate.”

I thought bluffing would be important, but it was a worthwhile match if the number of cases was sufficiently calculated.

However, since it is a gamble proposed by a man who is a trickster, it is impossible to know what kind of tricks there will be.

still,

It was impossible to back down.

This is just one part of the conversation.

It was a battle between the teacher, who wanted to resolve the issue in a peaceful way until the end because he cared for Peria, and me, who did not accept the proposal until the end because he loved Peria.

If he says he won't back down, it's my duty to accept it.

So I accepted the game.

“Okay.”

“Good.”

Clap clap clap clap-

As soon as I finished answering, the cards were arranged in order from 0 to 7 in front of me.

Paradox's cards were also arranged on the table.

My wish and the paradox's wish came into conflict over Peria.

At the end, a game began in which one of the two would inevitably die out.

        
            [The Seven]

According to Paradox, it is a simple game that is first introduced to tricksters when they are just starting their work, or more precisely, when they are introduced to various gambling games.

It seems like something you learn at the same time as on-the-job training, but since the content is gambling, I think a trickster is a trickster.

On the surface, The Seven's rules were not difficult.

First, each player receives 8 cards numbered from 0 to 7.

There are only three rules.

[The person with a higher number than the opponent wins.]

[The cards are played alternately.]

[0 beats 7.]

Excluding the first rule that exists as a victory condition, there are actually only two rules.

so-

Think carefully.

'It's a gambling game, and it's the first game the tricksters are told when they're just starting out. That means it may not be as simple a game as you think. It may be a game intended to teach a lesson, to teach people that if they only look at appearances, they will lose, and that there can always be unexpected factors of loss in all gambling. That said, it could be the worst game for beginners.'

First of all, the good thing is that you play cards in turns.

There is no room for cheating where the cards are swapped or reversed.

This means that if I hold a 4 and the opponent is thinking of playing a 1, the moment the opponent who sees my card first turns over the card by a very narrow margin, there is no way to win by replacing the 1 with a 5.

Paradox seems to have noticed that I'm paying attention to that, and announces in advance that there is no trick.

“There is no trick or anything in the card. I swear this on my name by the God of Knowledge.”

“... Does that mean only on cards?”

“Sharp.”

However, what he exactly meant was that cheating is not 'only in cards'.

“You could say that I change the number of the card I turned over by moving the table.”

“It is an action that is not written in the rules or is not considered impossible. It could happen.”

“If yes, please add that condition as impossible.”

“I will accept it. I swear to the god of knowledge.”

“... Also, can you really trust that oath to the god of knowledge?”

“This guy is very suspicious. When will you start playing?”

“I will make sure. Let’s swear on Feria.”

“... bastard.”

“Come on.”

“... I swear. The oath I swear to the God of Knowledge, and my relationship with Peria, swears that it is not a lie.”

'good.'

If it's gambling, I'm sick of it.

The beginning of my relationship with Peria was a gamble involving deception, and what acted as a variable in my gamble with Hirem was a rule I had never expected.

Therefore, the points that need to be addressed must be clearly pointed out, and all conceivable misconduct must be prohibited in advance.

The first game learned for trickster training.

This game was intended to show why the rules had to be expanded and set in detail before starting.

So, as I continued to take my time and think about the paradox of starting the game quickly, he said something.

“... If he had played Trickster, he would have had a blast. I understand that Peria is next to me.”

“Yes?”

“[The Seven] is a game created for educational purposes. It is a game that shows that if you play a game without prior discussion of what is possible and impossible according to the rules, no matter what absurdity you encounter, you will not be able to protest once the game has already started. The only person like you who tried to restrict the rules of such a game so severely before even starting the game was Peria.”

“Well, thank you for the compliment.”

“It’s like the caution of a guy who lost his house, wife, and children in gambling two or three times.”

“... Was it an insult, not a compliment?”

“If you have something to suggest, make it loudly and quickly.”

‘He’s a dirty and disgusting old man. Ji started first.'

Even after being treated unfairly, several conditions were added.

[After the first player plays a card, it is impossible for the second player to play a card and the second player to change the card again.]

[It is impossible to physically move the table or turn the table over after both players have played cards.]

[Never use magic on cards or tables.]

[Do not control the opponent's mind or body and arbitrarily manipulate the cards given to you.]

[Physically destroying the card is also impossible.]

[It is also impossible to modify the number of cards you have.]

[If Paradox, including Nayal, and a doctor who can help Irim are involved, the game will be reverted to the previous environment involved.]

'Is this roughly enough?'

After suggesting everything that immediately came to mind, the game began.

Paradox asks.

“There is a before and after. What will you choose?”

Decide on the order of who will play the card first.

I review the rules in response to his question.

‘What is important? Cards are played in turns. If you take the first, the first is to play the card 4 times first, and the second is to play the card 4 times later.'

The order seemed important.

The fact that each player is given four opportunities to play cards first or later out of eight games can simply mean that it is important which side takes first and last.

If so, you need to understand the rules that apply to the cards you are holding.

'The important thing is that 0 beats 7.'

Other cards have no variables.

Each person wins with a number lower than their own, and wins with a higher number.

But 0 is different.

0 cannot win anything, so as an exception, 7 is supposed to win.

“It is a modified version of the game that was originally on the kingdom union side. It is a game played with nine cards, including jesters, serfs, five-ranked princes, bishops, and kings. There, too, there is a rule that the clown overthrows the king. As time passed, it was banned on the grounds that it disturbed the dignity of nobles.”

Then, the important thing becomes clear.

'0 and 7 are the most important.'

7 is a number that can beat everything except 0.

However, 0 is a number that cannot be beaten except for 7.

Here, we must consider the rule that the line player plays the card first.

‘If I pay 0, my opponent will pay 1. Because that's the only way to get one win with the least amount of damage. So what if you take the line and get a 7? The opponent pays 0. Then the cards left for me are from 0 to 6. The opponents will be numbered 1 to 7. Then, isn't goodness actually a bad thing?'

There is only one way to use 7 usefully.

7 is a number that can beat everything except 0.

However, in reality, for efficiency reasons, 7 should always be used where it catches 6.

'Does that mean that 7 must be paid only when the opponent is good?'

No matter how you look at it, the value of 7 is greater.

It is clear that the first card played must be either 7 or 0.

If you play a card between 1 and 6, your opponent will naturally play a number that is 1 higher than what you played, and you will win first.

So, it is a decision that you have to pay either 7 or 0.

And if you play 0 first and your opponent throws away 1, there will be no more cards to catch 7.

So I-

'The card that must be played first is 7. Wouldn't it be possible to get the 1st win by throwing a 7, and then by passing the line to him, I could take the remaining games to my advantage?'

I decided that by taking the lead and making the card played first a 7, I could take out the paradox 0 and then win from the second turn.

“Have you decided?”

“Yes. I will take the good.”

“Got it.”

The decision has been made.

Whether I'm wrong or not depends on how Paradox reacts to my hitting a 7.

So I put out 7.

“7.”

“I see.”

Paradox’s expression showed no change.

His attitude toward the game, his chin resting on his face as he ponders whether or not there is a trick, and his card held out with a wand while keeping an expressionless expression.

“0. I won.”

'good. Up to this point, as expected.'

As expected, Paradox overcame 7 to 0.

Then, next is the paradox.

Naturally, Paradox played the least valuable card he had, as I, the opponent, could see and react to his cards.

“1.”

“2 I will pay. I won.”

“Okay.”

With this, 1 win and 1 loss.

If so, you have to pay 6 here.

“6.”

“7. I won.”

You may think that the value of 0 that you have has disappeared.

But I thought that wasn't the case.

As a result, the cards Paradox has are 2 to 6.

The cards I have are 0 to 5.

It may seem like he's being pushed out, but it's Paradox's turn to play a card.

Paradox pays a 6, which is a guaranteed win in the current situation, and I pay a 0, so I can get rid of the 6 at the same time as disposing of the next worthless 0.

“6.”

“0. It's my defeat.”

“I see.”

1 win 3 losses.

Next is my turn.

My remaining cards are 2, 3, 4, and 5.

Paradox's remaining cards are 1, 3, 4, and 5.

I know I will lose, so if I play 2, Paradox's action will be 1 or 3.

You can either play 1 and take a step back, or play 3 and win 4 times.

Then, I pay a 2 accordingly. If he plays a 3 next time, the cards left for me are 3,4,5, and for Paradox, the cards left are 3,4,5 or 1,4,5-

'for a moment.'

As I was calculating, I noticed something.

“Why are you doing that?”

Paradox looks at me and says.

'Shouldn't it have been good to bring it?'

I made a mistake.

Paradox already has three wins.

At this point, my defeat is already confirmed.

caught in a trap

That's not a trap created by Paradox, but a trap created by the game itself.

I get confirmation from Paradox just in case.

“... If you get the same number -”

“Of course it’s a draw. Are you only now confirming that?”

And, of course, the concept of a draw existed.

Then, no matter what card I play afterward, Paradox will result in a draw once, regardless of whether I play a 1, a 3, or a card of the same number.

In that case, even if Paradox tries to lose on purpose, Paradox, who has already secured four wins and produced one draw, will win.

'... damn.'

I didn't realize the obvious.

The reason for the defeat was simply that they thought they had to get rid of unnecessary cards first, take an advantageous second order, and unconditionally put a high number on the opponent's card.

However, in reality, there is also the concept of a draw, so the game is over simply by getting 4 wins first and making a draw once.

So, at the point where I took the line and gave Paradox the first win, defeat was already decided.

“I guess you realized it.”

“... I guess so.”

It seemed certain that victory or defeat had been decided.

Paradox relaxes his chin and leans back in his chair as he speaks to me.

“You must be blaming yourself for not being able to realize such a simple and obvious thing. However, it is inevitable that this will happen due to the magical nature of the game [The Seven]. The Seven is a game where you lose the moment you think, ‘I have to win.’ In the process of initially discussing rules with each other, I think that in this process, people must somehow create rules that do not harm them. At that point, an obsession with winning arises, and even though you think hard, you end up trying not to give up in any way to take the advantage from the turn of the line. The moment you take the line and play a card first, defeat is already decided.”

“...”

A defeat caused by impatience.

Although there are 5 rounds left, Paradox is next in line to take his 4th win.

So, I worked hard and even though I was on the line this time, there was nothing I could do, I thought about trying to somehow win the remaining 4 rounds, turn it into a draw, and start the game again.

So the conclusion was-

“... Then I'll take 7 from here.”

“What?”

It's definitely not in the rules, but it's not impossible. It's a gambler's method.

“There was no agreement that you should not bring a card that has already been used. So I'll use 7 again.”

He took the 7 that had already been held out from the tomb-like space piled on one side of the table and held it out in front of Paradox.

“Now, 7 resurrection. It’s Paradox’s turn.”

        
            obviously-

Paradox cursed.

“You crazy bastard. Did you turn around?”

“Why? Surely, when you set the rules, you didn't set a rule that you can't bring back cards that have already been used, right?”

“Don’t you know the word conventional wisdom?”

“I know. Doesn’t this mean that it is a concept that is widely accepted in general society?”

“Did the bastard who knew that decide to act like this?”

“This is a game where you bet Peria. If you want to win, what can't you do? For Peria’s sake, I will even rip off a piece of the table right here and make another 7.”

Paradox glares at me.

I too did not back down and received Paradox's gaze.

Although I was forced to do it, I didn't think it was impossible.

And Paradox also decided that there was absolutely nothing that violated the rules.

So he-

I stopped ‘pretending to be angry’.

Paradox, who suddenly returned to a calm expression, accepted my insistence.

“Yes. Do whatever you want.”

Is it “?”

“Then. Don't be. If you want to pay 7 again with a card you have already used, you can do so.”

“... Really?”

“Of course.”

'... What kind of plan is this?'

For a moment, I felt puzzled by the lighter reaction than I expected, but then I looked through the used cards and praised myself for pulling out a 7.

However, while I was praising myself like that, I had no choice but to stop being self-absorbed when I saw Paradox's next action.

“... What do you do?”

“What are you doing? I'm looking for a card.”

Paradox in front of me was holding up the cards he had used and turning them over one by one, just like I did a little while ago.

“... Well, what are you looking for?”

“Of course it’s 7.”

He immediately takes out a 7 from among the cards, shows it to me and says:

“Now, if you will pay 7, I will also pay 7. What happens then?”

“... It's a draw.”

“Yes. It’s a draw.”

'shit.'

I never thought that they would immediately use the sophistry I brought out.

“Now, 7 resurrection. Why but? It's your turn. Give your card. Pay the 7 you took out again, and calmly accept my 7. Then it will be a draw.”

If this happens, there is no way.

The order is a situation where I am the leader.

I am the one who has to pay the card.

Now that Paradox has drawn a 7, if he draws a 7, it is a draw.

That said, even if I change my mind and play a 0, the paradox will end if I play a card over 0 instead of 7.

No matter what happens, it's my loss.

He was the one who got 3 wins first, and if you apply my sophistry, he was the only one who could get 4 or more wins by getting 1 more win.

“It’s a legal farce that you came up with. So I can just follow along.”

“... Chit.”

“Why do you want me to step down?”

“Then I can only be grateful. Please pass on a favor.”

“... You seem like a brat with no pride.”

“Isn’t it gambling that you have to kneel to avoid being robbed of pride?”

“That’s true, though. Still, one move is difficult. These are your third wins thanks to your hard work. All I can do is if you are forced, I will be forced too.”

“... I understand.”

There was no other way.

I tried to somehow turn the game into a draw through sophistry, but it was meaningless in that any method I could use could be used by my opponent as well.

In the end, when I couldn't play the remaining cards, Paradox made a suggestion.

“... Okay, shall we take a break?”

“Yes?”

“A game is a game, and you have to fill your stomach with stomachs. Because your head doesn't work properly when you're hungry.”

Paradox swung his staff widely.

Then, a very small gap appears in the air, and a strange sound comes from it.

“Hehehe... Hehehehehehehe-”

What I can still hear is Ruba's laughter.

However, unlike before, it sounded like he was crying and laughing at the same time, as if he was really in pain.

Paradox calls Peria into the gap.

“Peria.”

“...”

“Peria!”

However, Peria did not respond even though she could clearly hear Paradox’s voice.

Instead, he looks at the ceiling and talks to himself as if he wants us to listen.

“Ahh! Luba's laughter is so loud I can't hear anything. Even if the teacher calls while doing this, I can't hear it at all.”

“... Tsk, I get it. Okay.”

What he was asking for was for Luba to stop laughing, so Paradox waved his wand and removed the illusion of tickling that had been covering Luba's body before speaking.

“Feria. I'm playing a game. Please make some snacks in moderation.”

“Yes. Yes.”

“Answer only once.”

“What are you doing? No. I asked, but I figured it out right away. Since you're a beginner, it's probably going to be The Seven, right? Shall we have a sandwich?”

“That would be good.”

A short time passed like that.

Peria picked up various foods from a corner of the room and put them on the table, and then made several sandwiches with her hands as if she were simply assembling them.

The air opened with the sound of Peria, who had made the sandwich, singing Paradox.

“Teacher. I made it all.”

“Yes. Give it to me.”

Just like that, Paradox put his hand into the air, and a plate with four sandwiches came over to him.

However, it was not smooth.

Just before Paradox's hand, which received the plate, crossed into the gap, Peria strongly pinched the back of Paradox's hand.

“... Ouch! Why are you pinching me?”

“It’s obvious that the teacher is bullying my brother.”

“... First of all, I am your teacher too.”

“... Oh, you're so jealous. If it were the other way around, I would have pinched your hand, so please stop and finish the story quickly and send him back. Because you are my precious brother.”

“... will rot.”

Paradox grumbled and rubbed the back of his red hands.

So a sandwich was placed between me and him.

Although I had no intention of eating it, I quietly picked up the sandwich.

As I was holding the sandwich and looking at it, Paradox took a big bite and started chewing it and talking.

“The Seven has a winning formula.”

What is mentioned with a clattering sound are the conditions for winning this game for sure.

Takes the “ line and produces 0. And it ends if there is a draw in the 6th and 7th rounds.”

“... Is it that simple?”

“It's a game you've already won, so there's no reason to lie. This is a game where you can win as long as you postpone victory until later.”

Paradox creates 16 new cards out of thin air and explains them.

“I give 0. Then you pay 1. Next you get to pay 7. If you pay something else, I will definitely win by paying something 1 higher. Then I just have to pay 1 to match 7. Next, I play 2, and you play 3. Next, since you are good, you will pay to get rid of the useless 0. Then I will pay 3, and this time, I, who brought good, will pay 4, and then you will pay 2.”

The rule is that you can play your card after playing the opponent's card and seeing it.

That one rule completely dominates the game.

If the opponent plays first, I play a card that beats the opponent's card, and in my turn, I play with the idea of discarding the card with the lowest value.

Not only that, the game quickly enters the fifth round.

“Then the remaining cards become 5,6,7 for me and 4,5,6 for my opponent. The opponent in the 6th turn has no other way to escape. The opponent has already won two games, but that is their last victory. If my opponent plays 4, I play 5, then 6 and 7. Instead, if my opponent plays 5 and 6, I play the same card and get the rest of the victory.”

“No matter what order you follow, the moment there are 3 wins, 2 losses, and 1 draw, the game is over, right?”

“Yes.”

“What if the opponent figures out the sure-win method and then decides to hit 0 with 0 from the beginning?”

“Goblins aren't playing games with each other, so they just keep drawing endlessly to avoid losing. In the first place, The Seven is a game that cannot be played between people who clearly know how to win. However, if one person does not clearly understand the game, then the game will not be successful. People who are new to the rules of The Seven are expected to decide that they should definitely win when they can. So, if you pay 0, you will pay 1, and like you, without understanding the concept of a draw from the beginning, you decide to go for 7 and win everything after seeing what happens. ... But, it's a bit much.”

Paradox ate the first sandwich and looked at the second sandwich with a frown.

Then he threw the sandwich into the air.

“Now, doubt.”

OK-

Swish-

Parrrva-

The sandwich literally turned into cards and scattered into the air.

All of the cards had the number 7 written on them.

From beneath the fluttering cards with the number 7 written on them, Paradox looks at me with his legs crossed.

“Has your motivation disappeared?”

“... To be honest, a little bit.”

“Then will you give up?”

“Not yet.”

“Then why don’t you think hard about how to win? Because there is enough time.”

Paradox closes his eyes and leans his head against the backrest.

I just chew the sandwich Peria gave me and try to think about it.

'The game is essentially over.'

The game should be considered already over.

No matter what we do, we cannot reverse this situation.

No matter what cards I throw, the paradox ends with just one draw.

And there is absolutely no way to overcome it within the limited rules and limited cards.

So the results that are already out are-

Defeat.

Now that I have been defeated, I must break the soul contract between Peria and me as Paradox demands.

He will prepare the method, and all I have to do is follow it.

but,

I didn't like it either.

So, I was even thinking that it would be better to just wait for Paradox to die of old age since he is an old man anyway.

“... Why are you obsessed with things like this?”

“... Yes?”

“Why are we obsessed with breaking the soul contract?”

Paradox asks me with a look of incomprehension.

“Honestly, I know. What I'm saying is that Peria won't try to leave you by terminating the contract. That's Peria.”

“You know very well.”

“Because I’m a teacher. But you know that too. That child is the one who calls him oppa.”

Even if you lose the game, nothing much changes.

We know that Peria simply won't be resurrected, and that she won't turn away our choice to stay by our side.

But that only goes so far-

Peria's story.

“The reason for my obsession is simply my greed.”

“What?”

“To me, Peria is such a precious little sister. The family of our church, made up of men and women. Even though we are not related by blood, I think I want to care for them more than anyone else. So I don't want to leave even the slightest connection.”

I reply to Paradox, who quietly listens to my story, while looking at the cards he has not yet placed in his hand.

“The reason I don’t step down is because I want to boast. When someone tells me how precious their flesh and blood is, I want this relationship to continue so that I can say that Feria and I are connected by a nobler soul than that. When someone says there is someone they care about the most, I want to say that I also have someone like that and that we are more deeply connected than you.”

“... Just for bragging?”

“It’s not just bragging. The person I can proudly introduce to you is my younger sister named Peria.”

Peria, who did not want a family, wanted the people of the church as her family.

Even though he hated his father, who was a demon, and his blood relatives around him, he called me oppa.

The child who hated the very concept of family vowed to overcome that hatred and truly accept me as family.

So I reciprocate.

I cherish the bond between me and Peria more than anything else, and I introduce Peria as my proud younger sister.

Someone may ask Peria that he is not her real brother.

The soul contract simply serves as a reason to confidently answer Peria at that time.

'This is a family that is more precious than anything else, linked by a soul nobler than blood.'

The image of Peria confidently speaking in front of the werewolf Wotan about the city of alchemists still remains in my mind.

It will probably last a lifetime.

So I-

'I will never back down from here so that Peria can maintain that appearance forever.'

We are determined to ensure that Peria's declaration continues forever.

“...”

Sreuk-

At that moment, Paradox changed his posture.

Instead of crossing your legs, sit straight on the chair and lift the card.

And then-

Swish-

chin-

Although it was my turn, I first threw a card in front of me on the table.

        
            It's my turn to pay a card.

However, Paradox put the cards on the table first as it should have been done.

The number of cards thrown by Paradox is 1.

He threw the card and then stayed still.

“... What does it mean?”

“What? I'm just playing a game.”

After a moment of not understanding Paradox's actions, he continued.

“Just, my arm hurts from waiting. So, I just threw the cards to be played in advance.”

Paradox yawns after finishing speaking.

I look at his face and quietly dial 2.

“... 2, I will pay.”

Paradox looks at this and plays a card with a bored expression on his face.

“3.”

The card he played was 3.

“4. I will pay.”

The card I played after that was 4.

This made it 3 wins.

“... is 5.”

The next card I played was 5.

“...”

Paradox rolled a 4.

“...”

The remaining cards were 3 for me and 5 for Paradox.

“...”

Next is Paradox's turn.

But it's as if the game is already over.

Each person only has one card in their hand.

If I get 3 and Paradox gets 5, it's over.

Even though Paradox intentionally threw the game, the game ended in a draw of 4:4.

Paradox, who was quietly playing cards, suddenly called me when it was his turn to play cards.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“Do you know what it means to a trickster to be called a partner or, these days, a partner?”

“Well, roughly.”

When I look up from the table, I see Paradox holding a card with the number 5 written on it, rolling it around with his fingers.

“I think I thought of Feria as a business partner, but I found out that it was actually much more than that. I saw it on the way.”

I'm often told that I don't care about Peria, but I always deny that.

Several tricksters I met on the way from the Sori Hall to the top floor where Paradox is located, which can be called the bottom floor according to coordinates.

Among them were some tricksters who greeted them with their partners.

And I could immediately tell how close the partners were as they greeted each other.

“Partnership is a term that combines various relationships. In reality, their relationship was more than friends, lovers, or a couple. Although it is not clearly on one side, the relationship is so deep that it is comparable to those concepts.”

“Yes. Partner is a word of promise created by those of us who do not want to be caught up in notions.”

Because they are free tricksters, they do not want to be bound by the public eye.

However, that doesn't mean they don't want to be considered special by someone else.

So they deliberately use words that can create distance to hide the gap between them.

The word that tricksters use indiscriminately is [partner].

They value each other as more than just friends, they are bad friends or best friends, but they are too embarrassed to say it out loud, so they call them partners.

Although they are no different from lovers, they are called partners because the moment they make it known, someone may perceive it as a weakness.

Even though they formed a relationship and actually had a small wedding, they did not want to be bound by social subjugation, so they called each other partners even though they had a child together.

And the mixture of all these relationships is precisely the meaning of partnership to tricksters.

“Peria probably didn't tell you the truth.”

“Yes. I said I didn't understand clearly.”

“That was probably a lie. Although I didn't clearly tell him what it meant to be a partner, I'm sure he knew. For us tricksters, ‘partner’ is a word to hide our shame, and at the same time, it is a word to keep a distance.”

When Peria calls me a partner, it has two meanings.

One is that I want to say family, but I am still a little embarrassed to say the word family out of my own mouth, and it can be a weakness for people who have malicious intentions towards us, so it is a word we use when referring to ourselves in front of others. .

Another meaning is to use the sense of distance associated with the word 'partner' to reduce my sadness even a little when I, who has a limited lifespan, eventually fails to heal my body and dies.

So, rather than being shy compared to other tricksters we met earlier, Peria's partner is a word he uses with a sense of distance in order to minimize our sadness at the last moment.

“The child hasn't given up, but he's probably preparing as well. While working hard until the last moment, you will enjoy everything you can, and in the end, you will keep your distance and try to save some of the sadness that is not yours.”

As a disciple, Paradox knows what Peria will do and tells him what Peria will do in the future.

“You are trying to find happiness in your family, saving money for the last moment, but in the end, when your last attempt fails, you will try to leave.”

“... Are you referring to us?”

“Yes. Without saying a word, he would just leave and find a place to die on his own. However, that will be impossible because of the soul contract between you.”

I am skeptical about the story of Paradox.

Peria meets her real family.

That's why Feria loves our relationship now.

So I thought that Peria might do as Paradox said.

The story is that when we reach the point where we have no choice but to die, Peria may just leave so as not to cause us any more sorrow.

Just like a cat that has enjoyed everything it has to offer disappears one day when it is about to die and never comes back.

So the reason Paradox initially gave for wanting to break the soul contract between me and Peria was -

Actually false.

He was trying to break the soul contract between me and Peria so that Peria wouldn't get in the way of her final actions.

Paradox holds the one remaining card tightly in his hand and looks straight into my eyes.

“Lastly, I would like to ask you a favor. Let me break the soul contract.”

The request was polite.

He is asking a favor as Peria's teacher.

Peria's teacher.

Not parents.

He knew from the beginning that he could never be Peria's parent, so he became her teacher.

And as time went by, Peria had a family.

He introduced me as his older brother and told me his story in a letter, and Paradox called me in to see me with his own eyes.

And he is also the one who knows everything.

The head of the Tricksters is in a position to obtain all information, and this category of information also includes all rumors and truths about the people of our church.

So he acknowledged us.

When the people of our church realized that this was the family Peria wanted, they didn't take much action.

Because he's just a teacher.

The role of a teacher is to support students and their students, Peria, in what they want to do. Trying to do more than that is just outside of the teacher's role.

That's why he's now asking me a 'favor'.

As Peria's teacher, I want to first understand Peria's meaning and persuade the family to help.

“... I'm sorry.”

The only problem is that, contrary to what Paradox thinks, I am not such a good person.

Even if Paradox bowed his head, even if Peria had such thoughts, I had no intention of letting go of my own greed.

“... Got it.”

like that-

Paradox held out a card.

The number of the card held out is 1.

The number I came up with later was 7.

Paradox, who made concessions, and me, who maintained self-righteousness until the end.

After failing to persuade Paradox, he thought he had no choice but to respect my will as a member of Peria's family and took 1 out of the grave.

Ugly as I was, I never wanted to give up my greed, so I picked up the 7 lying on the edge and played it.

This is the end of the game.

5:3 is my victory.

A look of bitterness appears on Paradox’s face.

Still, he smiled.

“In the midst of all that, he picked up a 7 until the end, what a great guy.”

“Because I didn’t want to back down. No matter what anyone says, I promised to protect people who want to sit next to me.”

“... Got it. It's your victory. The contract of the soul will not be broken.”

Swish-

Paradox waved his wand and the cards disappeared.

It was at that moment that I wondered if he was planning to go out to the area where Perias were, as he swung his staff about half a turn again.

“Then, can you make me a promise?”

Paradox spoke without turning his wand a full turn.

“... If I can give it to you.”

Paradox has already conceded the victory to me.

So, I promise to listen to what he wants as long as it doesn't go against my relationship with Peria.

“This is a request from Peria’s teacher. What if, really, if Peria escapes the observation of fate determined by the constellations and survives.”

“Yes.”

“Be an ally that child can rely on.”

“Okay.”

“It is not something that can be answered lightly. Being an ally means having a relationship that goes beyond what you have now.”

“... I understand.”

I understood what the paradox was talking about.

What he means is to create a deeper relationship than we have now.

Even though we consider them family, we are being asked to have a relationship that goes beyond that.

And that relationship is the relationship between us that we have built up until now.

It also spoke of a relationship that went beyond what the tricksters' partnership implied.

So accept it.

“I pledge to become an ally of Peria. Whether Peria wants it or not, even if she ends up hating me, I will stay by her side.”

“... It will be difficult.”

“There was no time when it wasn't particularly difficult, so it doesn't matter as long as it adds one more hardship.”

“You have great confidence.”

“If you take that away, it’s a corpse.”

Paradox laughed.

I laughed along with him.

“Don’t laugh. Because I’m in a bad mood right now.”

“I feel good. So I have to laugh a little.”

“This was my first time negotiating without giving up an inch.”

“I guess you’ve never lost?”

“I’ve lost before. But most of that is intentional. It's a defeat to get what you want at the end. But now it's a complete loss.”

“Then I will be the first person to completely defeat Paradox. Is it okay to spread rumors?”

“The moment you try to do that, I will really kill you.”

“Jokes too.”

“Of course I know that your guy will be resurrected. It might have been a joke if I said it to other people, but I would kill you for real. Even if I kill you once, twice or three times, I will be forgiven by Peria.”

'It's bloody.'

After finishing the conversation, Paradox turned his staff one full turn.

Then light burst out.

“... Ugh-”

Raise your arm and cover your eyes.

Then, at the sound of someone talking next to me, I lower my arms again and turn around.

“Welcome, oppa.”

“... Hello. Feria.”

“The story was a bit long. What did you talk about?”

“... Specifically? A story about how the world goes?”

“That’s bullshit.”

“Why? It could have really been that way.”

“My brother doesn’t have the intelligence to talk about what’s going on in the world. I'm always in charge of major conversations between denominations. Do you think that excuse will work?”

“... It's troublesome to explain the long conversations adults have, so we can just gloss over it. It bites a lot.”

Was he worried even though he was only away for a short time?

As I watch Feria come next to me, cling to me and talk to me, I clearly feel that I have no regrets about the choice I made.

“The losers are shaking.”

“Teacher.”

“What I wanted to talk about is over. Get ready to go back soon.”

“... Yes.”

Although it had been a while since they last met, the two exchanged letters quite a few times.

The reason for this business is that Paradox wanted to talk to me, and Peria is trying to hide her embarrassment by telling herself a useless excuse that she was only planning to see each other for a moment, regardless of whether we hear it or not.

That's how my encounter with Paradox ended.

Paradox and Peria told the rest of the story, and since the conversation with him had become quite long, I was sitting on a chair to rest and looking at Luba, who had come back to life after dying.

“I told you to go back soon?”

“Ah, but it’s been a while since we’ve seen each other. I'm going to talk a little more before I go.”

“... I guess there is something you want?”

“Yes. This time, my brother is going to the Dun Priest family with Lihere's people. I want to keep all the information I have.”

“It would be better to provide internal support in moderation. No matter how much you are, I cannot allow you to recklessly try to sweep away the information that other people have collected.”

“That’s why they always bring you information fees every day.”

“... Got it. Regarding the Dawn Priest, I will collect it in a letter later and send it to you all at once, so now-”

That moment-

Couuut!!!

A huge impact sound was heard, interrupting the two people's conversation.

“... What is it?”

Upright-

“...?”

Ruba, who was dying, stood up, pricking her ears, and Gombangi's fur also stood up stiffly.

Couuuck!!!

The sound came again.

This time it's bigger than before.

Upon hearing that sound, Paradox quickly swung his staff once.

Then his eyes turned white.

“... Damn it. What is that kid doing again?”

Cooo!!!

The moment Paradox spits out an insult, another shock sound is heard.

OK-

Blah blah blah-

The scenery outside the window of the sound museum was broken.

        
            Square- Square- Square-

The sound of the pen moving is carried by the wind and spreads far away.

It's not that loud, but if the place where the sound resonates is very quiet, even such a small sound will easily spread.

So it was easy for Enin to find Thistle sitting in the fog-shrouded cemetery.

“Thistle. What are you doing?”

“...”

“... Thistle?”

“Ah, Enin. sorry. I was concentrating a little bit.”

Henin discovered Thistle in the middle of the parish cemetery, a small roofed structure built of stone immediately after the Holy Ark was buried.

At a place where the entire cemetery could be seen at a glance, Thistle was crouching down with a pen in a thick book, slowly writing down each letter, taking his time.

“... Did many of you come here today?”

“Yes. One person went there a little while ago.”

“What kind of person were you?”

“Hmm... He was the kind of person who loved his granddaughter dearly.”

Ennin enters the roof and sits down next to Thistle.

Enin passed the cemetery, thinking that it was a bit cold due to the fog and the blurred view of the tombstones just two or three steps ahead.

So, I went back and brought a thick cloth to cover my shoulders if Thistle decided to stay in the cemetery a little longer.

However, the structure where the Ark was buried was much warmer than expected.

Thanks to this, Enin thought he didn't need the cloth he was wearing on his arm, so he put it aside and squatted down next to Thistle.

“Umm... Is it warm in here? If you stick your hand out of the roof, it's really cold.”

“Hehe, yes. The commanders are gathering warmth. These are people I am thankful for. But what is that?”

“Ah, I brought this because I thought it would be cold. Still, if the commanders kept me warm like this, I wouldn’t need it. I have to take it with me when I go back.”

“Oh, is that what it was? sorry. For no reason I’m worrying you.”

“No. It's something I wanted to do, but isn't it a bit strange to receive an apology for that? Hehe.”

“Hehe, is that really true too? Then let me change my words. I'll just accept your heart. Thank you, Enine.”

The two people leaned against each other and laughed softly for a moment.

After that, Thistle raised the pen again and asked Enin for understanding.

“So Enin. Are you here for a meal?”

“Yes. I think Astesia will bring only Farewell and eat right away.”

“Okay. I will go right away too. But can we just finish this quickly?”

“Sure.”

After asking for understanding, Thistle writes down with a pen again.

Ennin looks at this and glances at Thistle's book.

What is written there are countless wills.

These are the wills of spirits who came to Thistle and asked him to write down their last words.

‘There are so many. 'You look busy.'

The book was originally a book that Thistle carried around to write down Deshade's words at any time.

So, if Deshade continued to tell various stories and stayed by Thistle's side, it could have been made into a Bible, but Deshade did not want that.

Thanks to this, the book was left neglected for a while.

Then the book found its role again.

The beginning begins with writing down the dragon Tetragramaton's will.

Starting with the Tetragrammaton, Thistle decided to write down the wills of those who had died in a book instead of the words of Deshade, which could no longer be written down.

So she wrote down the wills of those who died in Rugal.

Many people died in the fight against the giant Sotok.

As they were buried in the cemetery, they told Thistle about their regrets.

The knights who wanted fame but left without being able to achieve it.

Nobles who drew their swords and died to fulfill their noble duties.

Travelers who lost their lives simply stopping by for a trip.

In addition, there were paladins who belonged to Rugal, and there were also members of the priesthood.

Thistle wrote down the wills of all of them.

Without a break.

Without taking a single word from their words.

I wrote down words that I don't know if they will be passed on to future generations or if they will end up leaving me with regrets.

'I wonder if there was a rumor after that, and they keep coming.'

This happened even after the funeral.

The lingering ghosts that flowed from somewhere.

They come to Thistle and say they want to leave a will.

Thistle writes down their stories at any time.

Even now, early in the morning, someone summoned Thistle and said that he wanted to make a will, and Thistle had just come to the cemetery to respond.

“... Hwaaaam-”

“Hehe. Are you sleepy? Enin.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Without even realizing it.”

“No. There are some religious groups that say that fog is the body of deceased people who cannot have a form. I have also heard stories of it weakening the vitality of living people and causing them to fall into sleep. I'm not sure if that's true or not.”

When Enin heard that story, he remembered that he had also heard it before.

“I see. Obviously, it's just a handful of fog, but there's also a story somewhere that the fog proves that a person lived and left-”

However, before speaking, I stopped.

'Wait a minute, then isn't this a little weird?'

It is just an untested theory and hypothesis.

It's not proven.

The fact that a handful of fog that can fit in the palm of your hand is equivalent to one person's worth of fog is simply a phrase from a fairy tale that has been passed down since ancient times in the United Kingdom.

Whether it is real or not is a topic of differing opinions among magicians, as there is still no way to definitively prove it.

But Henin noticed that it was true to some extent.

When Thistle was writing down the stories of invisible people in her book, there was always a wisp of fog around her.

And that's usually the amount when one person's will is written, and if there are many, there is a corresponding amount of fog around Thistle.

'That doesn't mean-'

The reason why Enin suddenly gets an eerie feeling after thinking about it that way is-

Because the fog around was so thick and huge.

Enin hastily looks at the book Thistle is writing in.

There was only one person's will.

Even though it is not a natural phenomenon and is simply the size of a person who came to convey his will, it is said to be large enough to cover the entire city of Leven.

Square- Square- Square-

Tuk-

While Ennin noticed something and stiffened, Thistle put a period at the end of the last stroke of his pen.

chin-

Then he closed the book, looked up at the sky, and said.

“All, it’s over.

Sotalk.”

Then the fog began to clear.

Ssss-

The commander quickly finished his business and took a step forward.

At that sight, Enin had no choice but to remain motionless.

Ssss...

Sotok left.

A ptarmigan was riding on his shoulder.

The moonlight wolf follows behind.

Sotok heard the Tetragrammaton's will from Thistle, and left his own will in Thistle's book.

He made a promise to Thistle in return.

and-

The fog began to clear.

“... Oh my.”

“... When it comes to leaving a will, it doesn’t matter what you did while you were alive.”

So, expressing his love and hatred for the Tetragramaton and his respect for the man who killed him, the giant Sotok left.

Nodding-

In addition, for a brief moment, the moonlight wolf looked back and bowed its head to Enin, showing respect for its rival.

So Sotok, the giant of giants, wrote down his will in Thistle's book and disappeared from the world.

-------------------------------

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

After a loud roar is heard, the entire sound tube trembles.

When I looked out the window, I saw several pipes that made up the sound pipe, which could be considered the sound pipe itself, with their lower ends shattered and falling down.

Whilick-

Paradox waved his staff.

Then a huge mirror appeared in front of us.

In the mirror, the image of the person who caused the current situation was clearly revealed.

And his appearance was one that those of us who had been attacked once on the way from Leven to the capital could never forget.

“It was a guy called Longsword. Is that right?”

“... That's right.”

Paradox asked, and I answered.

What was there was the shape of a long sword.

The place where the longsword stands is in the middle of the plain.

In his hand was a pillar of magical power.

“That... is the technology I saw back then.”

Peria looks at the pillar of magic he holds in his hand and reminds him of his memory.

I also immediately recognized what he was holding in his hand.

That was a human miracle that even defeated the devil's secret spell hanging in the demon's castle.

A weapon with a blade attached to the end of the blade.

The 10 blades stand straight up as if piercing the sky, simply and endlessly upward.

On top of it, additional shapeless magic swords are attached in response to the magic power of the long sword.

In addition to the power of the magic swords, the magic power gathered in the longsword's own body forms a pillar.

In the past, when I was only in awe, I can clearly see the principle now.

Amplification of magical power.

A combination of magical powers.

Reorganize it once again.

What the magic swords do is simply to assist the magnetic power produced by the long sword alone.

In this way, the pillar of magic is completed.

The level of perfection is much higher than before.

Be stronger.

More flashy.

More 'exactly.'

In the past, the demon's castle was destroyed by force.

It is a power that overturned the image of the castle of the old Lord Grace and even destroyed the power of the blood relatives that had been fixed and appeared through the secret arts of Asmodeus.

The longsword has grown to twice its power,

This time, instead of learning and simply pressing down with force,

We precisely dug into the weak points and ‘gaps’ of the sound tube.

“... Why are there all these crazy guys?”

Even Paradox looked fed up after seeing that.

Sori Hall is a space made of magic.

And unlike magic, you can only witness the results, but the series of processes is an area of secrecy that humans have not yet understood.

The sound pipe is turned upside down on the ground and is a magical collection built against gravity.

Unlike magic, this space even has a physical substance, but unfortunately, it is a space made up only of magic, so even the flying and crawling wizards and alchemists were unable to understand its principles.

It's a long sword,

He was able to find the gap simply through his own sense, his ‘sense’.

The problem is how we found this place, but that's not the problem we really need to worry about now.

bang-

When Paradox waved his wand, the lids of the pipes connected to all the sound tubes in the room opened simultaneously.

“Whoo-”

He took a deep breath and announced the crisis in a serious voice that he had never shown before or even when he spoke with me a while ago.

[This is a message to all the tricksters in the sound hall. It's an intruder. There was an intruder. There is only one person. He is now destroying the sound tube from the top. All personnel must move safely to the lowest floor.]

Couuut!!!

Quarrr-

The sound spread throughout the sound pipe through the pipe and the longsword swung his sword at the same time.

“Whoa- This is hard.”

The sound of Longsword sighing can be heard through the mirror.

At first glance, it may look like you are simply swinging your sword at a blank surface.

However, he still hit the center of the sound pipe with his sword.

Couuuck!!!

Quarrr-

“But, there’s nothing you can’t do.”

Already three times.

What he wields is a pillar of perm that can even break the secret magic that an ancient demon engraved in his villa.

The pillar attacked the Sound Pavilion three times, so even if the Sound Pavilion was a collection of magic, there was no way it could withstand it.

Blah blah blah-

at last,

The land opened up.

The longsword found the place that could be said to be the entrance to the sound hall through physical coordinates, directly, with only his own power, and with only his 'sense'.

“Good. I found it.”

A plain a little far from the capital.

There was an invisible crack of darkness created by a long sword.

Where does it lead,

What is at the end,

A space where one wonders if there is anything at all.

However, the longsword sensed that it was the road leading to where I was.

so-

Swish-

Throw yourself into the crack and enter the sound pipe.

Pot-

At the same time, the mirror disappeared.

“... You brought all that fucking bastard with you.”

As soon as the mirror closed, Paradox glared at me and swore at me, which was both unfair and justified.

I, too, had grown tired of his obsession.

“I had no idea that guy was that crazy.”

I knew that Longsword was a person who lived only through his senses, but I never thought that he would discover the Sound Pavilion alone, step into it, and attack me again from the front.

Paradox, swearing with all his might, speaks to us.

He was planning to go to intercept Longsword from now on.

“Peria and the others, excluding you, Bishop, please wait here. Other tricksters will take refuge here.”

“Seo, teacher, what are you going to do?”

“We have to chase him out.”

“But magic won’t work on a guy like that, right?”

Peria grabs Paradox's shirt.

This is the guy who came in after smashing the entrance to the sound hall, which is magic itself.

Peria's words were not concerns born out of unnecessary affection, but concerns based on the facts.

“... I am the leader of the Tricksters. And the leader of the Tricksters has a duty to protect everyone who enters the sound hall, even though no one cares because there have been no intruders so far.”

Whilick-

Paradox spins his wand.

Then, in Peria's hand, instead of the hem of Paradox's shirt, was the sheath of his cane sword.

“I’m gone. But I won't go it alone. Since this guy is the one who brought it here, I will make him take responsibility.”

Paradox puts his hand on my shoulder and says to Peria.

Peria looks at us with worried eyes.

But I also thought Paradox was right.

“It’s okay, Peria. He's already beaten this guy once, so is there anything he can't beat?”

“... Oppa. And teacher.”

“So, I’m waiting. Let’s quickly clean up and finish our greetings.”

“... Okay. I’ll wait.”

After hearing what I said, Peria composed her expression as she hugged the sheath that Paradox had handed over.

At that moment, Luba jumped forward.

“Bishop!! I’ll go too!! We will help you find it!!!”

“Ruba. Are you okay?”

“Yes!! It's okay now!! Since I have better ears, I can tell right away which side the longsword is coming from!!!”

After listening to Ruba's words and looking at Paradox, he nods.

The sound tube is incredibly wide.

In particular, the Tricksters began to evacuate, and places began to collapse, destroying much of the range that Paradox could perceive.

In such a situation, if you can tell from the direction the longsword is coming from the sounds coming through the pipes, there is no better advantage than that.

“Good. Luba, follow me.”

“Yes!!!”

That was the moment when Luba joined us and was about to leave the room, leaving behind Peria, Farewell, and Raines.

'Bishop.'

Reigns spoke to me from the wall in the back, invisible to others.

'If it's an emergency, recite your promise.'

'... okay.'

Raines also probably thought that the longsword's invasion would be difficult, reminding us of the power of emergency that has not been revealed until now.

So Paradox, I, and Luba moved to meet the longsword.

        
            Straight- Straight-

Luba's fox ears are twitching non-stop as he approaches the pipe.

All pipes of the sound pipe are connected to one place.

All sound flows to the Paradox Room on the top floor, and if the sound exceeds the limit of what the pipes can accept, it flows backwards.

However, Luva can capture only the desired sound even if the sound is not at that level.

That is a characteristic of the beast people, and at the same time, it is also a characteristic of the hygge people, who have exceptionally good ears, who live only by hunting in the forest.

While Luba was listening to find out exactly which direction the longsword was coming from, Paradox grunted, leaning his cane sword on his shoulder.

“Damn. Anyway, right, brother and teacher? I don’t know what kind of grace that is.”

“... What is it?”

“Teacher and older brother. Shouldn’t it have popped out in this order?”

I wondered what that meant, and it turned out to be a story about a greeting that happened a little while ago.

Before we left, Peria expressed her concern to Paradox and me, and the form was-

'Brother, and teacher.'

It was the way.

So, even though it had been a long time since this jealous old man came out of the room where Peria had taken refuge, he was still holding on to it.

“It’s really amazing... This person who has grown as old as he should is also very greedy. Why is order so important?”

“Noisy. It's important to me. It seems that parents don't know why they want their child, who hasn't yet learned to speak, to say the first meaningful words like their father or mother. This means that the first thing that comes to mind and is spoken of out loud is usually the most precious thing to that person. This means that the child's first words and the first object that pops out in an emergency situation are similar.”

“... This is so embarrassing. I am that important to Peria. I feel like I have lived a good life.”

“... Throw it into a pile of rotten vegetables and let it grow old and die. I'm not saying this to please you, so shut up and hold your weapon straight.”

“I refuse to suffer a smelly death.”

After being hit by Ruba, the remaining time was spent arguing with each other.

While I was looking at the left side of the hallway and Paradox was looking at the right side of the hallway, Luba succeeded in distinguishing the sounds.

“... Downward direction!! I can hear the sound of several swords moving in the east direction!!!”

“Is there anything else you can hear? Little beast girl.”

“I hear a fluttering sound and a dull sound of something falling... It sounds like books falling!!!”

“Are there a lot of books?”

“It falls very quickly and a lot!! Hudu dudu dudu- while saying that!!!”

“I know where it is. good. Let’s go.”

The location of the long sword has been roughly determined.

Paradox takes the lead, and Ruba and I immediately follow.

The damage to the sound tube that I saw with my own eyes as I went to where the longsword was was enormous.

There were cracks in the walls everywhere, and in some places the floor had completely collapsed, leading directly to the lower floor.

Bundles of paper and personal items with various rumors written on them, which appear to have been taken by the tricksters and stored in the sound pipe, are scattered everywhere, and the blood of the tricksters, who appear to have been injured when the sound pipe collapsed, can also be seen here and there.

But the tricksters were surprisingly calm.

To be exact, they looked like they were having fun, like children visiting a water park.

“Hey, paradox. Are you finally doing something right for the first time?”

“Noisy. Climb up quickly, stupid Ridictus.”

“Holholholholhol... Shall I help you?”

“That’s it. If you want to hasten the few days left to live, help me.”

“I don’t want to help you that much. That won't work. Well then, let’s meet when it’s all over.”

“Watch your back.”

An old man with a bent back who was busy running passed by with a sweet smile on Paradox's face.

“Ah, Paradox. Do you know what? Peria still hasn't repaid the money she borrowed from me. Isn't it really too much? Even though it's only 20 gold, honestly, if you added interest, wouldn't it have been over 100 gold by now?”

“It’s your fault, Brandi, for lending money without setting a repayment period.”

“The arms are bent inwards, it’s really too much. Can’t you pay me back instead?”

“Stop being a jerk and move up quickly.”

“You’re both a teacher and a student, really.”

A grumpy-looking man, who had not received money from Feria again, passed by with a tearful expression on his face.

“Oh my, Paradox. Are you going to the intruder?”

“That’s how it is. Sorry, Jomiar. I’m busy so I’ll talk to you-”

“Then, I will stop by my room on the way and ask for the golden box. There's something really important in it.”

“... What's in it? Is it a keepsake of my husband?”

“No. I have a card pocket that I bought the wrong size last night. I'm planning to go exchange it tomorrow, but if it gets torn, I'll be in big trouble-”

“Dismissed. Please, Jomiar, in this situation, at least once is good, so don't walk and run.”

A woman who was slowly passing us by without looking busy at all passed by after being harassed by Paradox.

After about 5 more people had passed, Paradox's face, which had not yet faced the long sword, looked 10 years older.

“... Thank you for your hard work.”

“You understand now, right? The position of head of the Trickster is a truly meaningless piece of trash.”

Optimistic tricksters who seem to have no worries.

It would have been worse than Peria's, but it's definitely not worse. In fact, I think that if Peria's personality had been that optimistic even in this situation, it would have been incredibly stressful.

And Paradox is the leader who has to deal with all those tricksters.

In fact, I think the gray hair was not due to aging, but due to stress while working as the head of the company.

As we went down, the sight of the shattered sound hall became more and more like a ruin, and when the Tricksters were no longer visible, Paradox stopped at the end of the gorgeously burning hallway.

“... There you are.”

On the other side of the burning hallway was a tightly closed room.

The tricksters left all the doors open and left.

The reason is so that the people behind us can quickly move to the next area, and so that we can quickly pass in the direction of the enemy.

The huge door that opens on both sides in front of us is tightly closed.

It means there is someone inside.

And there is only one person who can guess.

It is foolish to blindly enter a room that is closed and you do not know what is inside.

Paradox and I discuss it at a distance where the sound cannot be heard inside.

“Long Sword Army. Are they camping out inside?”

“Do you really need to go in? The attack is on that side, and the defense is on our side.”

“Do you know the other person well? Why do you think that?”

“I can't say that I know the details... but I don't think there is any benefit to doing so.”

“It’s a short thought. The door is already closed and the guy is waiting inside. Then I will ask again. Is this guy an idiot?”

He calmly answers the questions posed by Paradox without being distracted.

“Stupid... absolutely not.”

Longswords are not stupid.

Although he has a sloppy and psychotic side, there is no doubt that he is a very intelligent person.

“Then, that action has a reason. This means that there is a way to subdue us in an immovable state later by occupying the room first. It could be that he's trying to prepare the same technique he used to destroy the entrance to the sound tube, or he could be preparing something else that hasn't been seen yet.”

“Or it could be a trap.”

“Is that the worst? Think again. Which one is the worst?”

Paradox asked again, and I also became more cool-headed.

I answered his words quietly, but briefly, after pondering and making a decision.

“We are preparing for an unexpected attack, and if that attack sweeps away everyone at the top, that will be the worst situation.”

“Yes. Then, going inside where this guy is camped would be the lesser evil, even if it means he was preparing a trap.”

The top is finished.

“How would you like to attack?”

“You go in first.”

“... You don’t even hesitate?”

“I heard that your guy can be resurrected when he dies? Then, if a trap is set up and someone inevitably has to die, you're the one.”

“... It's really hard to manage people.”

“Me, Bishop!! What should I do?!!”

While I was deciding which turn to enter the tightly closed room with Paradox, Ruba looked up at me from the side.

I asked Ruba honestly what she thought.

“... Can you fight with a long sword?”

“... Attack twice!! Up to three defenses are the limit!!!”

Luba, who was holding a bow, responded after judging his own skills and the capabilities of the long sword he had seen before.

'Shoot the bow you are holding once, block the sword with the round shield once, and then counterattack once with the hatchet.'

It's a great thing.

Ruba and hygge people, unlike us, have no concept of interpersonal warfare.

All you have to do is wait for an opening and then fire your weapon at the weak spot that appears after waiting.

Therefore, it is a great thing that Luba, who has no sword skills at all, can seize the opportunity to counterattack with a long sword.

'But there will be problems after that.'

But that's it.

Luba answered that it was a limit.

No matter how well you use your shield, there is a limit to what you can do with a long sword, and the physical difference is sure to be noticeable, so you cannot expect a long-term fight.

After providing such help, all that was left for Luba was to have her body cut in half by the long sword.

So, if you try your best in the given situation-

'The fight with the long sword will have to be a short fight.'

You should decide that his waiting is a trap and think about ending it with a short decisive battle.

“Good. I am in charge of entry.”

[Stigma]

Clap-

I walk forward, entrusting myself to Deshade's armor.

Since it has armor, even if a surprise attack is prepared, I expect it will be able to withstand to some extent.

In the case of Luba, it is just another card just in case, and since he has good thinking, sense, and situational judgment, I believe he will be able to deal with unexpected situations, and in addition, I will have no choice but to dedicate a part of the longsword's consciousness.

And what's left is-

Paradox.

'How much did Longsword understand before attacking this place? 'Do they already know information about the tricksters' sound tubes, or did they attack without paying any attention to that?'

“The inside is a room where rumors that need to be connected and sorted out later are collected. He probably guessed where this was by looking at the information piled up there.”

As Paradox handed over additional information, I believe he may have figured out the existence of the Tricksters.

so,

I took over the approval, thinking that I would have to push through with full force from the beginning.

“Paradox.”

“Why?”

“Do you mind if everything inside is lost?”

And the paradox is,

He gave me a reassuring answer that made it easy for me, who had turned the magic sword into an explosion sword, to prepare for the attack.

“Not necessary. Because I remember all the rumors gathered at the Sori Hall without any mistakes.”

“I understand. Then, it just goes on a rampage.”

After hearing Paradox's words, there was no longer any reason to back down or suffer any further.

According to him, the size of the room is roughly the size of a library or drawing room that an ordinary noble would have.

In that case, if he were to be in a room like that, he wouldn't be able to avoid taking damage if he attacked with enough force to incinerate the entire room.

so-

I thought, let's not panic no matter what happens -

I used my Rakshasa and pushed open the door.

bang!

“Rachal.”

thud-

Bend your knees, push the door with your shoulder, and use Rakshasa.

'corruption.'

In an instant, you enter a double self-reformation and perceive everything that comes into view.

The thought that comes to mind at the same time as recognition is,

that you have fallen into a trap,

In that case, I think we need to dig deeper and faster.

“Welcome. It's very late.”

What I saw in front of me was 80 swords floating in the air, aiming at me, and a longsword greeting me with about 30 swords set up like a shield in front of him.

        
            The sword is pointed at me.

It feels as if time has slowed down due to the change in vision, and I accept every situation up to the limit and transfer it to my mind to understand it.

All of the approximately 80 swords had magic characters engraved on their handles and blades.

At the same time, as a common point, the magic engraved on the magic sword was all waiting at the end of the sword in a state just before casting.

In short, they were waiting for me, ready to play a role no different from a sword or a gun.

'If it's magic enough, you can hit it with armor.'

However, you can think of it as a single-shot matchlock gun like a musket.

Magic swords with magic imprinted on them usually have weaknesses such as releasing magic once and that's it, or requiring time to recharge.

So, although 80 is a large number, I think the armor Deshade gave me is enough to withstand it.

'Then charge without worrying about the magic sword-'

Thinking that I could get there, I immediately bent my knees and jumped forward.

'If there's a problem, it's the 30 swords that stand between the longsword and me.'

In my slowed-down thinking, I immediately decided that there were 30 swords standing between me and the longsword.

The swords are not aimed at me.

They are all lowered and covering the long sword like a shield.

If it is a shield and the things above it act as spears, it becomes quite difficult.

I may be able to block a volley of 80 swords from the front, but if my strike is blocked by the shield and a second volley, unlike the first, is fired from behind me as I rush forward -

At that time, you really have no choice but to die.

Contrast this with not being able to see a corner to get out of the room alive.

but,

If I had been thinking about getting out alive in the first place, I, a soul sick person, would not have taken the lead in entering.

'If it was a trap that had been prepared anyway, then I would rather use this opportunity to destroy that trap as much as possible!'

So I-

Taking the second step into the room, one more step -

As I felt the magic being cast on the tips of the magic swords floating in the air -

I shouted towards Luba.

“Luba!!!

Go back and get the coffin!!!”

bang!

At the same time, the visit was closed.

Paradox waved his wand and closed the door.

It's the right decision.

My shout was short, but it gave him enough information.

Fortunately, the condition in the room was less evil.

What the longsword was preparing was not for him to hide in an unseen space and prepare to attack the people on the top floor of the Sound Hall, but for us, it was a trap dug to deal with only me.

At the same time, I am mentally ill.

The coffin is the object that contains my spare body.

The reason why I told him to bring the coffin was because I judged that victory in this fight was impossible at the point when I entered the room, so I declared that I would reduce the power of the long sword even at the risk of death.

So Paradox, who understood everything from my words, closed the door between themselves and me.

Immediately after sighting the longsword of himself and Luba, he blocks his view to keep them on guard by preventing them from knowing how they will move, while its true purpose is to avoid the aftereffects that will spill out from inside the room.

so-

Don't worry and go hot from the start.

'good. 'Let's try it.'

I look at the magic swords casting magic in front of me and hold the sword backwards.

The longsword is controlling the swords while looking at my actions with suspicion.

He decided that there was no reason to hold the sword back in the current situation, and if you think about it generally, that judgment was correct.

If you decide to run inward, it would be better to extend the sword a little longer and stab yourself, because it is a handshake that increases the distance the weapon can reach from your body by holding the sword in reverse.

But of course-

The actions I take are by no means general judgments, but are only the optimal actions because they are judgments that only I, who have the guarantee of resurrection, can make.

[Explosive Sword]

cook-

Thrust the sword into Deshade's armor.

Flash-

What happens is a storm of magical power created when the divine power contained in the armor explodes.

Kwaaa!

Unlike Baphomet, the power did not lead to a chain of collapses in space as the opponent was not using demonic magic, but that was enough.

No matter how much magical power he has and the sense of wielding a sword,

In the end, it is a being that has achieved all of this in a mere human body.

“... Chit-”

As soon as the light exploded, Longsword belatedly raised his arm and covered his face.

However, because it was a little late, the intense light storm cast at close range left an afterimage in his eyes.

If you use magic power, you can restore your vision in a few seconds.

However, those few seconds are fatal damage when you have an enemy in front of you.

Take advantage of that gap and take another step forward.

The armor has exhausted all of its sacred power, and is in the process of recovering it again by calling forth divine power from the soul vessel.

I don't know how great the defensive power and defensive magic each of the sword shields in front of me has, but I held out my sword thinking that it would be useless against the artifact that had been converted into a black sword right after it exploded.

Swish-

Stop-

I thought so.

“... What?”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

The black sword that was thrown out stopped.

The arm that was trying to pierce the sword shields does not move.

“What-”

I was embarrassed for a moment and thought that I shouldn't stay like this, so I tried to move my legs, but even that failed.

“Whoa, I almost got into big trouble.”

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

...

The longsword came out, circling around the overlapping swords like a shield, and stood in front of me.

The way he rubs his eyes, as if his vision has not yet fully recovered, looks like a man waking up from sleep.

But he is more cautious than ever.

It's just that his usual behavior didn't seem serious at all, but he was clearly looking at me with his body tense.

“I see. I know for sure when I see it in person.”

The longsword grabbed a sword and swung it at my black sword.

Clang-

My body was stopped with the black sword outstretched by something invisible, and the one swinging the sword was a long sword.

However, the black sword is stronger than any other sword that the longsword has, so even though the longsword swung the sword with all his magical energy, it was his sword that broke.

“This is the magic sword, and is it different from the magic sword that exploded a little while ago? Explosive sword? Combustion sword? Well, I guess that’s about it.”

He looks at the sword, not at me, with an expression of interest.

He was facing my sword seriously, like a child full of inquisitiveness, but not at all relaxed.

I ask the longsword, who is looking at the sword and not me.

“... What trick did they use?”

“Huh?”

“I’m asking you what you did.”

“Oh, it’s a simple thing.”

Longsword, whose mind was focused on the sword for a moment, answered my question.

“You probably thought that the things in front of me were shields made from swords with excellent defensive power. But it's a trick. It was put together on purpose to look like that. In fact, all of the swords in front of you are swords that focus only on stopping your movement.”

The longsword introduces the swords in turn.

“The thing here is a sword that helps fix the coordinates, this is a sword that maintains the distance from the opponent above a certain level, this is a sword that reflects light, this is a sword that shrinks the opponent's muscles, this is the desired range. This is a sword that designates space, this is a sword that doubles the load of gravity, this is a sword that amplifies the power of other swords, this is a sword that gives a load to those with hostile intentions, this is a sword that deceives the flow of time, this is a sword that increases the power of other swords. A sword that influences and reverses or refracts, a sword that limits the movement of magical power-”

The 30 swords are a mixed collection.

From a magic sword that simply cannot do anything and whose reason for making it is unknown, to a cursed sword that can clearly designate a single target and place a curse on it.

The long sword combined the functions of all the swords, amplified its power, and firmly fixed the target and space, completely stopping me, who had a certain level of resistance to magic and curses.

But that's why-

There was something I still didn't understand.

“... Why do you have to stop me like this and not kill me?”

A gap appeared.

I couldn't move.

So if you cut me now with a sword that kills soul disease, the long sword will win.

My plan from the beginning was to destroy as many of the longsword swords as possible and commit suicide without even having time to take out the sword that kills the soul disease, and when that failed, it was no different from his victory.

However, he leisurely came in front of me and proudly explained the swords.

And I learned the reason as the longsword answered my question.

The reason he moves like that from the beginning-

Because Longsword's real business wasn't mine.

“Because I realized that if I were to obtain your sword, simply killing you wouldn't work.”

Sreuk-

The longsword snatches the black sword from my hand.

The black sword in his hand was swung several times by the longsword, and then it disappeared.

Swish-

“... As expected, it was like that. It was a sword with a predetermined owner.”

As time passed, the sword that was completely converted into my magic disappeared in the hands of the long sword.

Instead, Longsword's eyes sparkle as he sees the artifact that appears in the form of a necklace around my neck again.

“It’s not common, but it’s not rare. The sword you have is a sword connected to your soul. Only then can you understand its power and change.”

The longsword later summoned a sword and held it in his hand to show it.

“There are many types of swords, such as magic swords, cursed swords, magic swords, holy swords, etc., but among them, there is one sword that is especially difficult to obtain, and it is called the soul sword.”

The longsword began to tire of his knowledge as he saw me not moving even though I continued to move my body.

“A soul sword is a sword that is connected to the sword and the soul, and is mainly influenced by the owner's will. So, unlike common magic swords that can be obtained by spending enough time and money, soul swords are very rare items.”

The longsword tells a story about other soul swords that have existed in the world so far.

The Greed Sword is a sword created by the greed of an adventurer in pursuit of wealth that goes too far and connects his soul with the sword. It amplifies the owner's limitations by doubling his greed.

He wanted to get many women, and that included married people, but he couldn't do anything about someone who was stronger than him, so he used the human lust sword to kill him and take his wife, even if it meant giving up his soul.

A child soldier who simply wanted to escape from hunger, sold his soul and used the money he earned by killing people with the sword he obtained, but suffered from greater hunger as time passed.

A revenge sword created by a person who dreams of revenge by turning his anger into a hammer and beating his soul to get revenge.

It is said that the conditions for the creation of such swords are met and appear in the world when the desire of the person holding the ordinary sword exceeds a certain level and reaches the point where it goes beyond his entire destiny and affects the soul itself.

“Your sword is also part of that soul sword. In particular, it is a sword that is different from other soul swords and has the highest value among soul swords.”

The longsword told me that the sword he was holding was a sloth sword, and that the sword belonged to one of the border lords of the Alliance of Kingdoms.

“And the sword, whose owner has been determined from the beginning, can only be obtained by using a special method.”

The longsword left the sloth sword floating in the air and held another sword in its hand.

“This is a sealing sword. It is also a sword that seals the soul. If you can seal your soul with this, you will be able to obtain your sword in its entirety, just like the owner of the sloth sword did.”

Ahhh-

At that moment, the sound of the dead was heard from the sloth sword.

That is the voice of the person who is the original owner of the sword that is sealed within it.

The scream of the soul screaming in a space where the ego has collapsed and is simply filled with endless boredom and pain.

The longsword had come to me with a plan to take over my sword by making me like the master of the sloth sword.

'Was there a different target?'

The thinking of a sword-crazy human went far beyond what was expected.

He only cares about the sword.

And his goal was only to obtain my magic sword.

So Longsword modified his plan.

He clashed swords with me and was convinced that my sword was worth more than he expected.

A longsword who has lived his entire life with an eye for appreciating the true value of swords and thinking only about how to acquire them.

Therefore, he decided that he could not obtain the sword by simply killing me with a sword that kills soul disease, and instead, he moved with the intention of absorbing my soul itself with a sword called the Sealing Sword.

I use ‘feel’ to specify where I am,

They dug a trap and waited for me to come in.

Instead of immediately sealing me until the end,

I tried to check whether my thoughts were correct by carefully checking the true value of my sword.

“Now, from now on, I will take your sword. Of course, you can rest assured even if your soul is sealed in the sealing sword. Even if you look at it like this, I take out the swords every day, clean them, and even talk to those who are still conscious. I'll treat it like an ego sword. It's a shame that the owner of the sloth sword went crazy a little early, but I have a feeling that you will remain conscious for quite a long time.”

“... Fuck you. I refuse to handle such collectibles.”

“I’m sorry, but this is Tongbo. This is the last moment, and there will be no next chance for you.”

The long sword imbued the sword with magic.

Then, the body of the sealing sword disappeared, and a line was drawn in the air, forming a rectangular box and starting to surround my body.

'shit. 'Is your body still not moving?'

The sword moves slower than I thought, so it may take some time for my soul to be sealed, but my body still doesn't move.

'There was no mind manipulation curse, so I thought I could solve it quickly.'

I thought that with one or two magic swords, I could solve the problem by slowly gathering magical energy from the beginning.

However, the longsword seems to have been carefully combined with swords that had been anticipated.

“Is it better to stay still? If you make a hasty move and are sealed while your soul is out of alignment, your mind will immediately collapse and you will go crazy.”

“... Fuck.”

“Well, it’s a good decision to say it more when you can.”

The longsword is watching the sealing sword being completed with a relaxed expression.

It was a moment when I looked at him like that and wondered if there really was no way.

'... pipe?'

When I opened my eyes blurry, what I could see beyond the longsword's relaxed expression was a large number of pipes attached to the wall.

One of them was the only one that wasn't the ceiling, but seemed to lead to the outside, where I had come in a little while before and where Paradox had closed the door.

so-

With the thought that the bottom line is to make money,

I put down all my pride and asked for reinforcements.

“... Paradox! It’s now!!!”

OK-

bang!

“... Huh?”

Buuuung-

Phuuk-

The door behind me opened roughly, and at the same time as the longsword questioned, I felt something pierce my neck from behind.

“I wondered when I would call. A guy who takes a lot of effort.”

Grumbling-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

What I see before my eyes is Paradox's cane sword that has completely pierced my neck, and blood drops from my body are falling from the end of it in a pulsating rhythm.

“Did you say you would protect Peria with just that level of skill? If you're going to do that, get off your hands. It's a replacement.”

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Listening to the voice of Paradox walking slowly, I was freed from the body where my soul was bound by dying before the sealing sword was completed.

At the last moment when I lost consciousness, I saw Paradox approaching me, pulling out the cane sword that had pierced my neck, shaking off the blood, and confronting the longsword.

Pitch-

Whilick-

“Now, from now on, this paradox will deal with you. The Sword of the Kingdom United is a madman.”

        
            “... What are you doing?”

The longsword spits out the anger boiling deep within its body without hiding it.

“Paradox. He is the owner of this sound hall. Have you heard?”

After hearing Paradox's self-introduction, I felt that Longsword was a name I had heard of before.

At the same time, I obtained general information by reading the surrounding environment and the various books and notes scattered on the floor in my spare time.

'Sound tube... Ah, I see. Did you say it's like a place where tricksters live? I remember hearing a wizard talking about it some time ago. It is a nest of magicians who despise the spirit of magical inquiry, who have created a dwelling with protection beyond the magic tower and sky castle using only magic.'

Longsword, confirming that the man in front of him is a trickster, answers.

“... Paradox. I've only heard of it before. Was he the leader of the tricksters?”

“Thank goodness. It seems that the sound tube was not really destroyed by a worm that attacked without knowing anything. If that were really the case, things wouldn't have gone as bad as this.”

'That's annoying.'

Paradox's smirk made Longsword internally irritated, without expressing it on the outside.

The plan was in its final stages.

A perfect plan and execution to seal Lee Rim.

We succeeded in breaking through the gap in the mental resistance of the soul bottle, which we thought would not be easily overcome by the power of magic sword with magic resistance and a magic sword imprinted with a single magic, through overwhelming quantity and combination.

There is even a separate section that can be called a major hemorrhage.

He even took out his prized seal sword to obtain a sword that could not be obtained simply by killing him.

However, after all that effort, I ended up wasting the weapon I had stored away thinking I would not use it unless an enemy twice as strong appeared.

Due to the appearance of an old man right in front of me.

Paradox talks about watching the disposable sealing sword disappear without being able to contain anything.

“It’s a sealing sword. According to the sound that came through the wind, a precious sealed sword was destroyed in the weapons warehouse of the Kingdom's United 2nd Corps, and strangely enough, the quartermaster, who was just a count and was in charge of managing the weapons warehouse, suddenly appeared. I gained enough wealth to buy a mansion in the royal castle.”

“... That's really amazing. Where did you win big by gambling?”

“Okay. If it were a gambling house of that size, my kids would have run first and joined in the game.”

Although they are only making baseless guesses, they both know the whole story.

That's because one is the person who stole the sealing sword, and the other is the head of the Trickster, who had already figured out the entire incident and memorized it in his head the day after the embezzlement took place.

“So, it looks like you weren’t that happy with the palace mansion you owned, right? It was to the extent of giving a mansion as a gift to an officer of a count family whom he had no acquaintance with. Longsword of the only one-man knight corps in the Kingdom Union.”

Longsword decided that if the other person's identity was the head of the Trickster, there was no reason to hide it, so he answered comfortably.

“It was a mansion that the royal family gave me as a gift to please me. It's a cheap price to pay for a sealing sword. Because I wasn’t using it anyway.”

“From the perspective of the Kingdom Alliance, it is a sealing sword that is permitted to be used in times of emergency when a difficult enemy that even knights and wizards cannot handle appears. No matter how special a knight commander he is, I don't think it's something that a single knight commander would carry around.”

“But even so, it wasn’t particularly useful. It was a sword that was a missed opportunity in the first place. Even during the Great War, the King of Corpses attacked with his army, and it was his treasure and he saved it until the end. So, if it's going to be put in a warehouse and rot forever, wouldn't it be better to get it into the hands of someone who can wield it?”

“And unfortunately, that sealing sword has now disappeared without producing any results. So, of course you have at least one more bag, right?”

Paradox is trying to scratch the longsword's properties.

He knows mostly about longswords. Know.

Not all, but most.

We also know how much wealth the longsword has, which people he mainly traded with in the Kingdom Alliance, and how he acquired many of the swords he owns.

However, no matter how much we push rumors to the limit, there are some things we cannot know.

That is the true intention of the person involved in the rumor who has not yet met.

I know Paradox from my long experience as a trickster.

Knowing everything as knowledge can be mistaken as having information that allows you to look down on the other person from afar and completely look into their inner thoughts.

But that is only a small part.

No matter how much you know everything that happened around that person, the only way to bring out something dark deep inside that person is to talk to them face to face.

The same goes for the current longsword.

'On the outside, you might think he's just a madman who likes swords, but in reality, he's much more than that.'

Paradox was found out by witnessing the longsword in person and exchanging a few words with it.

Longsword had more secrets than others said, and he himself called himself a sword-crazy person.

As if to prove it, the longsword does not give in to Paradox's provocation and naturally summons the surrounding swords with an expressionless expression.

“If the other person is the trickster and an old man who is also the leader, there is no reason or need to make an effort to hide it. Because everyone knows.”

Soon, 40 swords approached Longsword, and he held one of them in his hand.

“There are still about two more seal swords. It will be difficult to obtain the Soul Sword and the Sealed Sword, but there is no reason why you cannot obtain the Sealed Sword if you take the time.”

Kuuk-

The sword summoned by the longsword and held in hand-

[Magic Killing Sword]

Although it can be said to be a grandiose sword to wield against a trickster, and is a treasure once handled in an ancient kingdom that disappeared along with history, the longsword naturally became the most difficult sword for Paradox to deal with.

'As expected, you don't care at all.'

The provocation he threw at Longsword has already cooled down.

The reason Longsword was irritated was simply because the moment he came close to obtaining Lee Rim's sword was now far away again.

However, he is not tied to the past.

Also, as much as I love swords, I have no attachment to the sealed sword, which has already been shattered without producing any results.

Rather, he had long since forgotten about the many troublesome hardships it took to obtain that sword.

To him, the sword exists only for the purpose of 'if it is used and broken, it has done its job.'

“Is that thing in the back called the Ark of the Sword?”

“I know. No, of course I would know since I know where I obtained the sealing sword.”

“It looks like he was carrying around quite a few weapons inside, but after gaining that much power, is he going around collecting swords again?”

“No matter how much power you have, it’s not enough. After dealing with that spirit soldier once, I thought I should change my strategy. That's not a human. If I, a human, want to defeat that thing, I have to use my power to deal with the monster.”

“The power to deal with monsters. Indeed, this sounds like something a knight leader worthy of the name of a one-man knight corps would say. Even after witnessing a wonder, you don't think about backing down. A true human being.”

Paradox said that and closed his eyes for a moment.

An action that calls for suicide, such as closing one's eyes in the face of an enemy.

However, the longsword did not rush towards him right away.

A magician is different from a wizard.

There is a gap between the moment when a wizard's magic is roughly cast and the moment when the effect is ultimately clearly seen.

However, a magician can use magic tricks that are close to deception with small preparatory movements or simply blinking the eyes, and among them, there are magic tricks that even the magician himself does not know what the result will be.

So, Longsword thought that Paradox was preparing something, and at that moment, he tensed up and gave strength to the hand holding the magic killing sword.

but-

Paradox does not cause any abnormalities,

I simply gave the following words to Longsword.

“Longsword, you, a human, said that in order to kill Irim, a monster, you had to prepare accordingly.”

“Yes.”

“However, this paradox is confirmed. Longsword, you are not human.”

“... What?”

“I said it was the power to deal with monsters. Sorry, but you are the monster.”

Paradox says as he aims his staff sword at Longsword.

“You are the sword.”

“... What do you mean? I am a sword.”

Longsword expressed doubts about the story, the intent of which was completely unknown.

However, although the tone of the longsword that Paradox was watching clearly contained doubt, his expression was clearly still expressionless.

It's natural.

he is-

Because they are just ‘imitating’ humans.

“Do you want to know what I mean?”

“... Honestly, I’m curious.”

Longsword responds to Paradox's words after a moment of contemplation.

“However, I don’t think there is any reason to do so. What are you preparing? I wonder if the spirit soldier you missed is preparing to run away. If not, reinforcements from the capital could also be waiting.”

“I guess it’s a wise decision.”

Paradox determined that his thinking was a completely normal human way of thinking.

At least until I heard the additional excuse Longsword gave later.

“Rather than that, ‘I want to get his sword.’ So get out of the way. If not, die.”

“... As expected.”

The longsword moves the sword.

Kara la la la la la larang-

The swords clash with each other and make a howling sound.

Now that the trap we had set was useless, we just need to prepare for the next step.

According to the longsword's will, some magic swords prepared to cast magic towards Paradox, and some swords flew to the longsword's back and were positioned like wings.

After seeing that, Paradox became convinced.

Convinced that the longsword is not human.

        
            Paradox asks Longsword with a relaxed expression.

“Long Sword. Do you have any memories of the past?”

“... What?”

“It is a question of whether you can recall the oldest memory among your old memories.”

A question that can be seen as a last-ditch effort simply to kill time.

But for some reason, Longsword felt like Paradox's question was touching something inside him, so he answered as if he was possessed.

“... Did I live as long as Helias? It's a long shot. Still, I remember one thing clearly. The legion I belonged to was annihilated, and the legion of demons fighting us was annihilated. All that remains is me and one demon general. After winning the fight against him, I was discovered by reinforcements who arrived late, and that was the beginning of my name becoming known after receiving my first medal.”

Just like a psychiatrist making a diagnosis with a patient, Paradox asks and Longsword answers as if possessed.

“I see. So when did you start collecting swords?”

“Hmm... It will be the same as then. Was it your first sword that killed the demon general and obtained his sword?”

“Did you use the sword back then like you do now? I summoned the surrounding swords, made them fly, and treated them as if they were limbs.”

“... That's right. But what does that mean?”

“Is that all you remember?”

“... right now.”

“I see. As expected, it’s the same as what I know.”

“What does that mean?”

Longsword now asks Paradox, who asked him several questions, the meaning of those questions.

And Paradox told us ‘everything’ he knew about the long sword.

“Longsword What you just said is the ‘first rumor’ among the rumors about you in the Sound Hall, where all the rumors brought by these tricksters gather.”

“... What is that sound?”

“It means that there were no records of you until then. Who your parents are, what family you come from, and why you were standing on that battlefield.”

Paradox remembers ‘all the rumors’ gathered at the Sori Pavilion.

His age is over 100.

And he has been a trickster since he was in his 20s, and he still remembers all the rumors that have come to his ears since then.

At a time when the Kingdom Union was still divided into five kingdoms, a dog gave birth to two puppies in a quiet countryside, and one died due to weakness and was buried behind the church. Five years ago, at the peak of the 2nd Legion's possession, Even the number of troops and the list of personnel belonging to them are all memorized.

Even though he is like that, the existence of a long sword is,

One day, it literally came out of the ground.

As he said, his eyewitness account began when the soldiers witnessed him engage in a fierce battle with the last remaining demon general on a battlefield where everyone died, and overcome it.

“Where would there be a human being without childhood? Is there anyone who starts from his prime? Isn't it? Long sword.”

“...”

At first, Paradox thought he was simply old and slow to recall information.

But that wasn't it.

There is no ‘causal relationship’.

The long sword suddenly appeared in the world.

A man capable of killing a demon general alone, and especially if his desire to collect swords was so strong, would have been rumored to be a man named Longsword.

It is incomprehensible that the whereabouts of such a person are unclear.

However, Paradox did not stop thinking there.

Instead of just accepting it as something incomprehensible, I even began to think about his true identity.

So he definitely found out the identity of the long sword.

“Long Sword. no,

[Long Sword].”

I call him by his name, not his name.

“You are a sword-crazy maniac, a sword lover, that’s not it.”

It reminds us of his essence.

“Not even the sword spirit. You are the [Sword] itself. [Long Sword] as a concept. All swords in the world are fixed around you.”

It is transcendent,

Or like magic,

A conceptual entity that humans cannot yet understand.

“A sword for swinging a sword. That is your identity.”

“A sword, a sword for swinging?”

“Yes. You are [Long Sword]. [Sword swinging sword]. You yourself are the sword, and at the same time, you are the sword that wields the sword.”

A long sword is a sword nearby,

The sword he holds in his hand,

I look down at my body surrounded by everything.

“You are not human.”

Paradox reminds the long sword of its existence.

At that moment, the longsword was,

I realized the truth.

“... I see. Was I a sword, not a human? ”

Longsword himself noticed something a little strange.

An ordinary person cannot handle a sword like this.

Floating a sword in the air cannot be done without magic.

However, he did not use magic.

Helias also saw the longsword and asked what on earth he was using to perform such tricks.

It is impossible to wield multiple swords at the same time without holding them in one's hands unless it is magic.

However, he didn't even learn magic to create a simple flame.

For him, handling a sword in that way was possible and natural from the beginning.

I never had a single doubt about it.

They tried to find out his secret at the Magic Tower in exchange for receiving magic swords, but in the end, no one found out the truth.

That was also the way Longsword found Lee Rim.

The moment the sword he wants catches his eye and clashes with him, he can know roughly where the sword will move from there.

So, he followed the trace of Irim's sword and discovered the entrance to the Sound Hall, which even an Archmage could never find on his own, but of course, this was impossible for an ordinary human being who was not a wizard.

However, he was not a ‘human’ to begin with,

All of that was possible.

“I am, [Sword].”

Longsword looks at the swords around him.

“I am, [Long Sword].”

It reminds me of the name he gave to the first kingdom soldier he met, saying it was his own name.

“I am, [swinging a sword].”

Finally, he recited his real name, which Paradox reminded him of.

“I see. Is that why it was difficult for me to become human?”

And he was able to understand why the actions he had taken so far were awkward no matter how much time passed.

There are emotions.

But most of the time, those emotions are just imitations of others.

I've heard a few times that facial expressions and emotions don't match.

So after hearing what they said, he changed his expression.

But it was also so awkward that at some point he began to express his emotions mechanically while maintaining a blank expression.

He had no talent for anything.

They don't know how to make a fire, they don't know how to cook, they don't know how to properly choose, handle, or wear clothes, so they just walk around wearing rags.

To be exact, even though I decided to try it with all my heart one day, I couldn't get used to it in the end.

It is as if such actions are completely unrelated to him and therefore unnecessary.

It's as if these are actions that humans naturally master at some point, but there is no need for longswords.

Even the everyday actions of simply living were awkward for him even after several decades had passed.

So he gave up everything else and did the only thing he was confident in, the thing he could do: cutting down the enemy and picking up the sword.

But from the beginning,

That was his everything and reason for existence.

Longsword is 'a sword for swinging a sword.'

In the first place, all actions other than those of [swinging a sword] had no reason to become accustomed to more than the bare minimum in maintaining existence, so they had no choice but to do so, due to people's emotions, Vincent's worries, and Razael's desire for revenge. The reason he wasn't interested was because understanding human emotions had nothing to do with his essence.

The longsword I learned so far is-

[Smile] I did.

For the first time in his life, he expressed the joy of recognizing himself as a [Longsword] rather than a mimetic smile.

And his smile,

In Paradox's view, it was never a 'smile' by human standards.

'Bingo, correct answer, was it?'

Still, Paradox congratulated Longsword for making the first [Smile], and he responded with a smile himself.

Just as the Longsword was happy to discover his identity, Paradox was also successful in awakening the Longsword's true nature as he 'intended' to do.

“Thank you so much, really.”

The longsword raises the [Magic Killing Sword] and aims it at Paradox.

“At this moment when I realized who I was and what my essence was, I learned what the feeling of joy was for the first time in my life.”

In Paradox's eyes, the person called 'Longsword' has now disappeared.

The thing before his eyes is a sword monster that absolutely does not belong to a human being and has no other name for it other than being called the [Longsword].

...Kakakakakakakakakakakang-

Swords began to pour out non-stop from the sword ark behind the longsword.

And now, the swords approached the [Longsword], who had found their true self, and began to ask him to swing them.

Immediately after, the very concept of a sword for wielding a sword, rather than a mere human carrying such titles as the master of the sword or the king of the sword, speaks to Paradox.

“Thank you. Leader of the tricksters. I would like to thank you for revealing my identity. As a sword wielder, I will live out my prayers.”

And that's-

This is what Paradox wanted.

“... If you're up for it, I'll gladly accept the first one.”

What he wanted was to avoid fighting the 'human swordsman' holding a magic killing sword.

So, by teaching him the essence of the long sword, he completely changed his ‘existence’.

To make the fight that will take place from now on not a fight with a 'human swordsman' holding a magic killing sword, but a fight against a 'monster' called a [sword-wielding sword].

Bingle-

Paradox waved his staff.

Then a mask appeared in his hand.

Whilick-

The longsword spun in his hand.

Then the swords around him agreed.

Whirriririririk-

Kakakakakakakang!

Paradox says after seeing that.

“Humans uncover the secrets of magic,

Magic shatters the mystery of monsters.”

What he wanted was a reversal of ‘compatibility’.

Paradox, which had succeeded, was no longer confident of losing to the monster.

“This is so... It’s been a while since I’ve used it.”

So he wore a mask on his face, the mask that once concealed his identity against the Paladin of the Gaia Church that Peria had handed over to Irim.

As a magician dealing with monsters.

As the leader of the Tricksters to protect Sori Hall.

and-

As a teacher who protects his only student and the partner he cherishes.

“Now, come on. A monster that transcends humanity.”

humming-

Quaaa!

Afterwards, the magician's staff and the monster's sword collided.

        
            Ruba runs hard through the sound pipe.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

The goal is to go get the coffin containing the spare body and to protect and preserve the insurance of Bishop Lee Lim's additional life.

However, if there is a problem,

'When I came in, I was told that I would store my luggage in the upper level of Sori Hall!! So, the coffin... um... you can find it by going upstairs!!!'

Luba doesn't know exactly where the coffin is.

It all started with a misjudgment that no one expected.

My judgment was distorted.

Irim asked Luba for the coffin because it was difficult for Luba to face the longsword head-on and he had just fallen into a trap, so he decided to quickly bring the coffin near the longsword and resurrect nearby to continue the fight.

Paradox also decided that was right, so he closed the door, but poured in a handful of magic to check the situation in the room from time to time, and told Ruba to run quickly so that he could retrieve Lee Rim's coffin.

But there was something they both overlooked.

First of all, the Deshade Church group did not have a carriage.

Princess Camellia said she would arrange for a carriage, but it would not be until the afternoon before she would receive it.

The carriage was destroyed by the longsword's attack, but the coffin containing the spare body was not destroyed, so the body continued to be carried around on Gombangi's back.

However, it is not possible to keep carrying a burden that makes a loud rattling sound every time you take a step in the sound pipe that other tricksters also walk around in, and that would seem scary to others.

Of course, none of the tricksters paid much attention to the coffin on Gombangi's back, as there were people setting up a table in the middle of the hallway of the Sori Hall, exchanging cards, and taking baths in the coffin.

However, it was natural for the members of the church, excluding Peria, to feel that there was nothing else that could attract attention.

So, the members of the church, especially Farewell, took a strong stance and asked Farewell to leave the coffin somewhere, so Peria asked a trickster she knew nearby, a Trickster who was using Sori Hall as a warehouse and taking up a large space, to take the coffin. So I asked them to keep it.

In this way, all of Irim's coffins were stored in the trickster's warehouse, and unless Peria stepped forward, the location of Irim's coffins was stored in a place where they could not be easily found.

In addition, for Luba, who first entered the Sori Hall, this is an unknown place.

The sound hall is a place only used by tricksters, and people unfamiliar with magic could end up lost forever without their guidance, so there was no way Luba would be able to find the right path unless she went around smashing magic itself like a long sword. .

So in conclusion-

Ruba is running blindly without knowing the location of the coffin.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-

Still, it wasn't like there were no hints.

“This way... The place where the trickster walked!!!”

Luba is a hunter, and hunters have the concept of a ‘forest path’.

In particular, Hygge's 'forest path' is not simply a path in the forest, but it is possible to memorize 'everything' you see as you pass through the forest, including every single leaf, the shape of a branch, and even a ray of sunlight coming down from the sky.

So, Luba didn't know what the structure of the sound tube looked like, but she remembered exactly the path Peria had guided her to and which direction the Trickster who took the tube from them had moved, and was running in that direction.

“... Here, here!! Success!!!”

And Luba manages to overcome miracle-like odds by using the triggers that activate the magic tricks that make people who don't know magic wander, and in the end, Luba succeeds in finding the warehouse where the coffin containing Lee Rim's spare body is stored, and he also does it himself. I shouted to myself without realizing it.

“Uh... But this is-”

However, another problem arose there.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

“Hey, but this... warehouse... is not a warehouse... yo...?”

Clearly, that place was the residence and warehouse used by the trickster who took the coffin.

It was true that this was the warehouse where the coffin was brought by Trickster, who had been requested by Peria.

Ruba recognized it by the painting of the trickster's face posted outside the door.

The huge warehouse was a large space that could store most things, as the trickster simply had a hobby of collecting all the square objects in the world.'

'It was.'

'I might have to go down to find the coffin-'

The reason I had no choice but to speak in past tense was because the floor of the warehouse was completely shattered and about 4 floors down in a row were extinguished.

When the sound pipe was hit, the warehouse closest to the center had long been in a state of chaos, with the floor completely broken and boxes lined up on top of each other.

“... Oh, there's one!! Found it!!!”

And Luba found the closest place, in front of where Luba was looking, the coffin containing the spare body that was hanging precariously on the floor that had not yet been extinguished.

Suddenly-

And the lid of the coffin was kicked away from the inside at the same time Luba discovered it.

“Huff... Huff... Sigh... Ha! I really thought I was going to die!”

“Bishop!!!”

“Huh? Luba?”

The one who came out of the coffin was Lee Rim.

While Luba was quickly running through the wide sound hall, Lee Rim had also returned safely after being revived with the help of Paradox.

As a result, one of the four coffins containing spare bodies was used up.

“... Whatever. Luba! I’ll run!”

“Yes!!!”

Lee Rim had just been resurrected, but he didn't have time to understand the situation.

So, I immediately got on the coffin on the floor that was about to collapse, then jumped and traversed the wide warehouse with the floor shattered.

Sigh-

“... Sorry for being a bit heavy.”

“No! It’s okay!!!”

In the nick of time, Irim was able to be pulled up without falling to the floor thanks to Ruba holding on to his arm.

Lee Rim had completed his resurrection safely, so there was no time for him to waste time here.

[Stigma]

Clap-

Lee Rim puts Deshade's armor on top of the light white clothes he had already put on his spare body and asks Ruba for the direction of Paradox.

“Ruba. What direction were we in? The direction I was in with Paradox.”

“Uh... You can probably just continue down the hallway like this and go down three floors!!!”

Irim thought that he should join Paradox as soon as he was revived and came to his senses.

The longsword I met again felt somewhat different.

The amount of magical power accumulated in his body was more than twice that of before, and the number of swords moving according to his commands was also much greater.

So, no matter how strong Paradox was, it was clear that the current longsword was not an opponent that could be easily solved by facing it alone.

'So you have to join quickly. Paradox has magic, but Longsword has sense. That guy would probably destroy most magic tricks with his senses, even if he doesn't understand them all.'

At that moment, a loud noise was heard.

“... The direction has changed!! The two of you moved east from here!!!”

Kwaaa!!!

Quarrr-

Simultaneously with Luba's answer, the sound pipe collapsed once again with a loud noise in the aftermath of the fight between Paradox and the long sword.

“... I know the general location.”

Thanks to this, Irim didn't have to get lost again like Luba did.

Crumbling rumbling-

Crackling-

“... Getting closer!!!”

“Yes. This... I feel like he's coming towards me.”

The sound was gradually rising upwards, and it was approaching exactly in the direction where Lee Rim was located.

“Are you saying there is a way to accurately determine my location? Well, that's probably why he came to visit me in the Sound Hall.”

Lee Rim stands still and ponders how to deal with the long sword.

Meanwhile, Luba also makes a judgment by looking at Irim and the coffins with spare bodies scattered on the floor about four floors below.

And to conclude, Ruba came first.

“... Bishop!!!”

“Huh? what's the matter? Luba.”

“I will carry the coffin and wait nearby!!! So please fight to your heart’s content!!!”

Luba immediately took out a rope and chain.

Since hunters carry supplies that can be used to create various traps on the spot, Luba was able to retrieve the three coffins located about four floors down, although it took some time.

“I will take care of the insurance!! So don’t worry Bishop and keep hunting!!!”

As Luba spoke, he quickly went to the end of the collapsed floor and hammered an iron chisel as long as his forearm, then attached a chain and a rope to the end.

If you just go down the rope, you can retrieve one coffin near the third floor level, and if you go lower than that, you can retrieve two coffins located on the fourth floor.

“... Okay. I’ll leave it to you, Luba.”

When Lee Rim saw that, he expressed his sincere gratitude.

The fight with the long sword was a fight with many variables, although I didn't think I could win.

Especially in the current situation where the longsword has become much stronger than before, if you are fighting a near-overwhelming fight against Paradox, who has no idea how to fight in that situation, and is approaching you, you may lose your life a couple of times in the future. There is a situation.

As such, Lee Rim wants to avoid losing his spare body due to the collapse of his sound pipe and reducing the number of people who can be resurrected.

“Ruba. Please protect my coffin. If you're lucky, it might be over in one go, but that seems unlikely.”

“... Yes!! I will protect the bishop’s crown at all costs!!!”

Now that the conclusion has been reached, all you have to do is move.

As Lee Rim did, Lee Rim widened the distance from Luba as much as possible, smashed the ceiling, and changed the path of the approaching longsword so that Luba would not be interrupted in retrieving the coffin. Luba went straight down the rope and retrieved the coffin near the third floor. did.

While the two were moving away from each other, the longsword was approaching Irim, smashing the ceilings of the sound hall in a straight line.

-------------------------------

'The long sword is approaching.'

Immediately after completing the resurrection and asking Ruba to retrieve the coffin, I feel a longsword coming at me, breaking the ceilings at high speed.

thud-

[Leben]

Stretch the thread of magic downward to the bottom of the sound tube to obtain a more accurate picture of the situation.

'Paradox is alive. 'Is it still like this even though I'm alive?'

Paradox is not dead.

The magic energies used by Paradox are still ruthlessly shaking the threads of magical power and, conversely, disturbing my senses.

If I were to fight head-on, I think my fighting style of stretching out magical threads and expanding my cognitive senses to more than twice as much to focus on my opponent would be useless against his magic that isolates the space itself in less than a few seconds.

However, the longsword is now unstoppable against such a paradox and is only coming straight towards me.

'That means that Paradox's magic is not giving any effective damage to the long sword. Is there something that I haven't figured out yet?'

Clearly, the longsword is overwhelming Paradox.

Not only is it overwhelming, but the longsword targeting me is charging towards Paradox, treating it like an obstacle.

However, although there were many, I couldn't understand why they were coming towards me without facing the paradox head on with 'only 100 swords'.

'There's something. The reason why paradox magic doesn't work.'

I think it would be possible if the secret number was hidden.

He has a sword that can nullify magic, or there is a reason why he has no choice but to be the worst enemy.

But still, the current speed is ridiculous.

'Still, the current longsword is definitely something non-ideal.'

It took us a long time to reach the top floor of the sound hall.

He said that he arrived quickly because Feria guided him through a shortcut. In reality, this sound museum is a magical space made up of hundreds of layers that are impossible to witness with the naked eye.

Longsword, who is just a human being, is approaching, smashing it to pieces with only his own strength, without using any tricks.

‘Somewhere, somewhere, something seems wrong. 'Something's not right.'

I don't understand that.

No matter how strong a person is, there is a limit to how much he can swing a sword, and there is also a limit to the amount of magical power he can use.

'The long sword used quite a bit of force to smash the entrance to the sound tube. At the same time, the trap prepared to seal my soul must have used a lot of magical energy. Does it make sense that such a long sword still has the power to run wild like that?'

The residual power of the long sword is incomprehensible to me, who had been checking the remaining power of the long sword until a moment ago and watching it until the moment of death.

However, whether I understand it or not, one thing is certain: the longsword is still coming toward me at an unbelievable speed.

Quagagagagagagagagaga-

“... Is it coming slowly?”

The interval between hearing the speed of the floor breaking becomes shorter, and the sound becomes increasingly louder.

I don't know how many layers were shattered.

I don't know what your physical condition is.

Still, the prediction went through.

The longsword that will be revealed from now on will probably not be the longsword I know.

I definitely got that feeling.

so,

Decide to take it positively.

'It's rather good. If you've taken out all of your hidden power, that means it's at its limit. It means that you can no longer become stronger.'

At best, it would be like using a trump card.

I suspect that they are approaching with about 100 swords being used up for defense, or that they are using all of their secret swords without sparing a few.

The reason it is approaching me so quickly is for a speedy resolution.

I thought they were probably trying to quickly seal me again and then escape before I reach my physical limit and before any unexpected reinforcements arrive.

'If it's an enemy that has to be killed anyway, it's better for me to face it in the best condition with all the remaining cards drawn.'

If so, there is no better situation than this.

It is easier to fight an opponent who rushes at you from the beginning with all the daggers in his pants than an opponent who catches you off guard and jumps out in the middle of a fight.

Since the guy who faced the paradox no longer has anything to hide, all I have to do is think of myself as dealing with the worst enemy from the beginning and adapt.

'Because I have insurance.'

For that purpose, Luba is retrieving a spare body.

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-

So I-

I decided not to panic no matter what appeared in front of me.

Kwaaa!

The two figures finally appeared as the floor broke apart.

I quickly put it all into my eyes and tried to figure out how tired the longsword must have been and the damage Paradox must have suffered to stop the longsword.

What catches my eye is-

One is Paradox, wearing a cracked mask and bleeding everywhere,

Another one-

Not maintaining any human appearance at all,

The appearance of a [monster] wielding a thousand swords ‘simultaneously’.

[It was here. Soul disease.]

“Fuck, what is it?”

As I was preparing to witness the appearance of the longsword, what caught my eye was not a human longsword, but a 'monster' with an appearance that I could not accept as a human.

        
            First of all, my impressions of seeing the longsword again are,

It was a black person.

To be precise, it was a non-human being that took on the appearance of a human.

And he has a long sword.

To differentiate in more detail,

He was a long sword',

Now it has become a [Long Sword].

He is clearly a monster, not a human being.

I don't know why he turned into that way.

But one thing was certain.

As soon as you see him, you conceptually understand why he looks like that and what he is.

Just as we accept the sun as the sun and the moon as the moon.

Rather than being surprised by it, you naturally accept it as if it was a concept that existed from the beginning.

So the moment I first saw the longsword that had changed from before, I saw him-

'A sword swinging a sword.'

- was accepted as

A name that came to mind as soon as I saw it at first glance.

Although no one taught me, I naturally and quickly came to understand him within the scope of my perception and knowledge.

It was an amazing thing.

The sight of the longsword, which had changed to the point where it felt as if it had been possessed by something and was clearly recognizable, was strange.

Have you ever used the term ‘sword swinging sword’ somewhere?

It's a word I've never said out loud, or a word I had no reason to say, but as soon as I saw the current Longsword, I naturally combined those words into a name, and the person in front of me looked like a one-and-only being in the world. It was equipped.

A black figure followed where I was, destroying the floor vertically.

The black was not exactly a color, but rather a darkness so deep that the part where it was was so black that it slightly distorted my concept of black.

A darkness close to emptiness where nothing is illuminated.

That entity, which absorbed more than 99% of the light, was so black that it was thought that the term 'pitch black' was meant for that entity.

Such a being had the form of a human being or a human being with its black color, but it was also a form beyond that.

It doesn't have a tail, wings, or horns.

Although it is not a human, it is a humanoid, so it has arms and legs on its torso and a head.

'Roughly a thousand sacks. Is it possible to swing those things at the same time?'

But in addition, black stems with a strange shape that makes you wonder if they can be called arms are sticking out from his back as many as the number of swords.

There are three huge stems rising from the back, reaching up to the ceiling.

A half-sized stem extending from that stem, a black stem branching off from that stem, and each of the stems that separated from that stem are holding a sword.

Thus, a thousand bags of black medicine held by a long sword.

He wields them all, but not at the same time, but in a way that allows them to be used, and in an order that is most effective.

so-

To survive there,

I had no choice but to give my best from the beginning.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

[Star Cluster]

[Thousand Sword]

Quagagagagagagagagagagagagag!!!

It took approximately 1.6 seconds to recognize the guy and respond.

A gap in which the fragments of the floor that bounced up from the floor upon the appearance of the long sword had not yet begun to fall to the ground.

The only way to survive from the swords being swung at me was to double self-reform at an unprecedented speed, and then cast Star Cluster to block them.

'But even if you do this, does it stop at just blocking it?'

It was only blocked once.

Unlike me, who needs extreme concentration to use a cluster of stars, the attack of swinging a thousand swords with a long sword at the same time is a normal attack.

On the other hand, what I showed was a technique of attacking and 'taking control' of a surface with a line, which can be said to be a culmination of sword techniques that cannot be used consecutively.

It is a technology that had to be mastered.

Nevertheless, it ended up being an offset.

Kakakakakakakakakak!!!

Chaaa!

Leaving behind the guy's last sword, I relaxed my body and took a step back when he swung the sword.

Cheee!

chin-

Immediately after I stepped back, sweeping the ground like my military boots were on fire, someone supported my back and helped me brake.

“Heo-eok, heo-eok, heo-eok, heo-eok... That’s pretty good, Lee Rim. But if that's the end of it, it'll be a bit of a problem. Because the guy now is a monster.”

“Paradox. Are you okay?”

“Relatively. Slightly dizzy.”

Immediately after the collision, when I widened the distance, Paradox broke away from me and knelt on the ground behind me, catching his breath.

When I saw him bleeding from all over his body, I could see how high-level he was in the fight, and that he had been fighting alone while I was away, just because he had clashed with a long sword a little while ago.

Since it's just after I gained some distance from the longsword, I quickly ask Paradox why he transformed.

“What is that?”

And Paradox returned an answer that was completely incomprehensible.

“I reminded you. A monster wearing a human mask.”

“... You woke me up?”

I didn’t understand Paradox’s words.

Looking at the monster in front of me, I could clearly tell that something had happened to the longsword.

However, the claim that it was awakened means that the current appearance of the longsword is not a transformation of the person's own will, or the appearance of some kind of magic, or the reflux of a curse, or the appearance of paying a price due to a failure of consciousness, but rather the appearance of the longsword. It is said that he became incredibly strong due to a paradox.

“Yes. I told him his identity. To the guy who lived among people without knowing what he was.”

“... Are you crazy? Why did you do that?”

“You mean something like that? Please respect the elderly. What you say is harsh.”

So, for me, I thought it was a fair response to spit out double insults at Paradox, no matter how much he was Peria's teacher.

“Oh no, you’re a crazy old man. Don't I look like that? Even if he was already in an ordinary state, he was such a tough opponent that I didn't know whether he would win or lose depending on the time and situation. Why did you transform him into a monster with a destructive appearance like me without consulting me or my consent? Did you spin? Do you have dementia? If you don't even know when you're going to go, why would you want to bring it forward? If you want to go, you will have to go alone.”

“... You really are a shameless bastard. Are you planning to just say everything you want to say without listening to the entire explanation? That's a rant. It’s elder abuse, you bastard.”

“No, but that’s true-”

“Shut up. I did it all for a reason.”

“... Ha- I really do. It's going to spin.”

Thanks to this, my expectations were completely wrong.

I decided that if it were a fight between a long sword and a warrior, or between a swordsman and a swordsman, the chances of winning were 50/50.

So, in order to win against Longsword right after his resurrection, even if I had to die again, I thought about reducing everything he had and the swords he could currently use by dying one or two more times to reduce his strength as much as possible.

But now, all those plans have collapsed due to Paradox's confession.

Whilick-

Ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

Quad deud deud deuk-

Paradox said as he watched the longsword swing out a thousand swords at once and destroy the passage behind where Paradox was standing.

“Don’t worry. Rather, the situation is better now.”

“What are you looking at?”

“Just as I know everything about him, I also know everything about you.”

“... I really don't know what you're talking about.”

Thinking he doesn't know what Paradox is talking about, he changes his sword to a black sword.

While I was thinking that I had no idea how to deal with a thousand swords, Paradox's story continued, and no matter how much I listened to it, it only sounded like an excuse.

“Baphomet, ancient being, giant Sotok. Those guys are all monsters. That means you're good at killing monsters. So, I reminded him that the guy in front of me was a monster. Make it easier for you to deal with it.”

“Please don’t be a damn thing. Thanks to this, the win rate, which I thought was 50/50, has dropped to a point where it can be difficult. What are you telling me to do against a monster like me? Be honest. There are other reasons, right? If you have any, let’s shake it off and get started. In the current situation, I don't have time to devote my attention to reasoning.”

“...”

Do you have “...?”

“... Well, to tell the truth, he and I had the worst compatibility, so I thought that if me and him clashed in a state of sanity by human standards, no matter how much I was, I would die. So, I thought I should at least turn the compatibility around, so I revealed his identity.”

“I’m going to spin, fuck.”

“Yes. To be honest, I misjudged. But even if I did become stronger, I thought I would only be strong enough to overpower it with my magic and your power. I never thought I would become that strong.”

To conclude, it is a paradoxical misjudgment.

[Transcendant]

In terms of current concepts, Longsword has become a being comparable to ancient beings, and is similar to the illusion princess and Curios that we encountered before.

However, something slightly different from that is that, while the illusion princess was a transcendent being that existed before humans appeared from the beginning, the longsword was born from the amalgamation of the concepts of the doctors of dead soldiers and knights wandering around the human battlefield, and lived as a human. He is said to be a being whose true identity was awakened by the Oda Paradox.

“Anyway, let’s try our best. A bishop from the Deshade Church who has experience exorcising demons. I've already dealt with several monsters once, so I guess I can do something like that.”

“... I think it's true that Peria's teacher is the one who committed a real crime without any countermeasures.”

“What?! Why is the story of Peria coming out here now-”

Buuuung-

“Yikes!”

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The sword was swung before Paradox finished speaking.

And that was also the beginning of a sword dance that would never stop until either me or the longsword died.

Kwagagagagagagagagagagag!!!

Kakakakakakakakang!!!

Cheer up!

Quad deud deuk-

Swing the sword with all your might.

I try to use my slow clock to its limit and not waste every muscle movement.

Dealing with a thousand swords is different from dealing with a thousand people.

The swords that are swung after being fixed on the target by only one being take on more difficult movements than those used against an ordinary unmanned sword.

'Is this a sword or a tentacle-'

Quack!

Cheer up!

Pap deud deuk-

It is impossible to strike all swords.

So, I selected the swords I needed to defend against.

All that can be done is minimal defense.

I smash only the swords that try to pierce the gaps in Deshade's armor with the black sword, and try to block the rest as much as possible with the strength of the armor.

“Damn...!!!”

All you can do other than that is to cheer yourself up and encourage yourself, even though you know it's a waste of stamina.

Quaddduk!

Rain of swords, or arrows.

A thousand swords swirl around, cutting only the center with certainty.

Kwachachachachachachachachachachang!

The swords that the black sword cuts through are selected and selected, and at the end of the selection, they are the swords that must be cut.

Kuddduk!

Only the swords that attempt to cut through the gap between the breastplate and helmet, the inside of the leg armor, the back of the ankle, and the inside of the elbow are dealt with.

The rest hit my armor and whipped around like a storm before being recovered by the longsword.

“... Damn, this is too much.”

Whirling-

Burbubbubbuk!

Paradox uses me, wearing Deshade's armor, as a shield and counterattacks the longsword with various magic, but it has no effect.

[Give me the sword.]

“... I was definitely pierced in the mouth.”

“Speak clearly. To be exact, it would be the part where the mouth was.”

The long sword with 20 daggers stuck in the head, exactly where the head was, conveys its will without hesitation.

Paradox saw that and swung his wand again.

“Then, what about this?”

Whirling-

Burbubbubbuk-

Parts that were believed to be the wrist and ankle were severed by simply swinging the cane halfway.

Ugh-

Slurp slurp...

“... Is this also wrong?”

However, as time passed, the space seemed to tremble again, and the cut parts were put back together.

Even the act of isolating space is becoming useless in the face of the mystery inherent in the being called Longsword.

In the end, Paradox raised both hands and feet and declared.

“Damn. We will be changing our policy from now on, so please know this clearly.”

“What do you mean?”

“With my magic, it would be difficult to kill that guy now.”

With Paradox's magic, no matter what he did, he couldn't beat the long sword.

        
            Whirling-

Whilick-

Paradox swung his cane sword several times, instantly widening the space between the longsword and us.

“... Why are there all these guys?”

“Isn’t this the guy made by Paradox? Please deal with it quickly.”

“I make it. Things have changed.”

“The one who woke me up was Paradox-”

But that's it.

Wooow-

The guy closed the distance that had been opened by magic with a single movement, bending his knees, and at the same time, about 50 of the swords behind his back began to glow.

Kuuk-

Kwaaang!

Quad deud deuk!

'Holy shit. Is it impossible to increase the distance?'

Rapid leap using magic swords.

Although a thousand swords may each contain magic or curses of rebirth, the longsword fights by using all of them effectively.

Although the fight lasted only a few minutes, he eventually began to adapt to his body more quickly as time went by, and we had no time to shift responsibility to each other.

And then he aimed his sword again.

Rain of swords, it might be more appropriate to call it bombardment this time.

Once again, his normal attacks will unfold one after another, which will lead to death if we do not withstand them.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwang!!!

'shit. Is this what it would feel like to get hit by hail?'

Whether it can cut or not, the swords that keep hitting the armor do not give up and keep repeating what they were doing, regardless of whether the teeth on the body of the sword are chipped or the blade is shattered.

Stumble-

‘Fuck-’

Clap la la la la la rock-

And I, who had been attacked by this guy once before, eventually lost all strength in my legs and left.

That moment-

The long sword was not missed.

[The lower body is weak.]

Kiririririririririk-

As the shock of being constantly hit by arrows accumulates and the body loses its balance, more than a hundred swords come together like a wedge and attack one point.

'... Tsk! This is wrong-'

Ssss-

Kwahiah ahhh!

“This is crazy-”

Whirling-

In the end, I collided with the sword's spike and was pushed back, and Paradox quickly swung his staff and ran away from behind me.

“... Cough!”

Rumbling-

“... You bastard. Are you not playing the role of a shield properly? Try a little harder. If this continues, we'll all die.”

“Suck, really... easier said than done. Paradox, try it.”

“Because that doesn’t work, I’m behind you now.”

“Seeing that your mouth is still alive, I guess you're still worth it. I really feel like I'm falling behind.”

Even though the armor was able to absorb the sword, it was inevitable that the impact would be transmitted to the inside.

“... Weeek-!”

“... Are you okay?”

“... You can still recover immediately to this extent.”

Blood is vomited from the inside due to internal injuries.

After spitting out a large amount of blood, I quickly try to control the inside of my body by infusing my magic power into natural recovery.

However, this was also possible because I had enough magic power and the distance between me and the guy was quite wide.

'There is no next time.'

Although Paradox's tone was joking, the fingers holding his staff were seen shaking.

It seemed that his physical and mental strength had already reached their limits thanks to the thousands of big and small magic tricks he had used to get to this point.

[Give me the sword.]

On the other hand, the longsword was fine.

Among the thousand swords, some were broken.

“... Is it about 800 bags now?”

“900 bags. It felt like there were about 100 cuts in my hand.”

“Not bad.”

'My efforts have paid off.'

The number is approximately 900.

About a thousand to a hundred were destroyed, so the number remaining is still large, but it has definitely decreased.

'It might be surprisingly simple. Can I continue like this? Smash the swords one by one with the black sword. Since you've broken a thousand bags so far, you just need to do the same thing about 9 more times. what? It's easy. okay. 'Not easy.'

I try to console myself somehow, hypnotize myself with positive thoughts, and wake up by bracing myself.

Although it was difficult to fight, there were some comfortable parts.

First of all, this guy was clearly not displaying the swordsmanship that 'Longsword' had when he was a human, which started from his unique sense, thanks to Paradox awakening him to [Longsword] as a monster.

'The reason why the fight with the long sword was the most difficult was because his crazy sense was combined with swordsmanship, making it difficult to deal with. But that's not the case now. This guy is now wielding the [long sword] sword skills of a monster.'

What should the [Sword Swinging Sword] look like?

There is no right answer there.

This guy is a monster of concepts.

A monster born from the accumulation and mixing of the concepts of [sword swinging sword].

The thoughts of each and every soldier remaining on the battlefield, even at the moment of their final death, the thought of having to survive by swinging a weapon at the enemy even at the moment of slipping and falling on the ground, coalesced and formed, in other words, as a lump of thought. A monster that is preying on you.

However, at the same time, because the origin of its birth was nothing more than a human thought, Longsword lived as a human without being fully aware of what it was, and this was awakened by the paradox.

So it's as if the monster has just been born.

Longsword, a monster born only to swing swords, originally only used a hundred swords at best, but now it is trying to wield all of them at once, as if to prove the validity of its existence.

so,

There was no swordplay there.

All I can think about is 'swinging the sword',

This means that each one of them is simply being wielded honestly for the sole purpose of destruction, and that no sword technique has been used tailored to each of those swords.

'You can think of the swords wielded by the stalks behind its back as nothing more than tentacles.'

However, that was limited to the sword wielded by the black stems.

It seems that the longsword has not yet become a complete monster.

'The swords held by both arms, still in human form, were still using swordsmanship.'

Except for the black stems protruding from the back, the sword held in the hand of the longsword is still used for swordsmanship.

It's just that he's not using his senses because he's handling the enormous number of swords behind his back at the same time, but he's showing the same trajectory as Helias used, and he also has the sword skills commonly used by knights in the kingdom alliance, and he's able to wield them independently. The swordsmanship of the human longsword, which is presumed to have been made, is also used in a mixed manner.

However, the swordsmanship he used with the long sword when he was human was not able to be converted into a sweet attack using the martial arts and other senses he had acquired intellectually due to the huge stems hanging from his back and the swords that numbered nearly a thousand.

'Indeed, if it were a human longsword, it would have been difficult to deal with it as its senses warm up and explode as time goes by, but the monster longsword has clear limitations.'

Only then did I feel clearly what Paradox wanted.

This is why I thought there would be a chance of victory with a monster longsword rather than a human longsword.

“... Okay. Let's try it.”

“Are you feeling motivated? Honestly, I think I'm going to break down now.”

“That’s it, wake up quickly.”

“Damn...”

He grabs Paradox’s arm and helps him up.

The reason I am still alive to this day is because he twisted space approximately 300 times to block the longsword swinging from an area I could not see at all.

So, I believed that if I overworked Paradox even a little and kept my head straight, I would have an opportunity to kill Longsword.

Until he pulled out two swords from behind his back.

With tea-

“... What? You even had those?”

The whole plan was made based on the assumption that the longswords would not be able to break Deshade's armor, and that the swords swinging behind his back would be shattered if touched by the black sword.

However, as soon as I made up my mind, the longsword took out two swords as if to mock me, and those swords were swords I was familiar with.

One sack,

[Sword that kills God]

The other bag is,

[Sword that kills the devil]

The two swords were clearly swords that surpassed the power of the immortal beings that Agoni poured everything into making in the Kingdom Alliance, and had the power to kill them.

And at the same time, they were weapons that could efficiently destroy my black sword and Deshade's armor.

“Damn... Did he recover that too?”

Information that I could have figured out in advance if I had thought about it just a little bit.

If it was natural, it was natural.

Four types of swords that Agoni had.

One is a sword created through various experiments to reach the possibility of killing immortal beings.

That's it-

[Sword that kills soul disease]

And the other three are swords made to kill immortal beings.

Those are-

[Sword that kills God]

[Sword that kills the devil]

[Sword that kills dragons]

These are items that were stored and handled in the same place.

I don't know how those swords arrived in the Grays territory, where security was extremely tight due to post-war processing, but this guy had a sword that kills soul disease.

So, whether the longsword actively took advantage of his position as a one-man knight commander or stole it anyway since it was part of the Alliance of Kingdoms, the possibility that other swords made by Agoni were also recovered was much higher than not.

It's just that I only swung a sword that kills soul bottles at the last moment of the previous fight, so it's obvious that even if he turns into a monster, he'll take out the most efficient sword to deal with me, and if that's the sword that kills soul bottles, then how can the paradox be the only one? I thought it would be okay to do it.

However, in this situation, there was a shield called Deshade's armor that covered the body of the soul soldier that had to be cut down, and a sword that could show maximum efficiency to me, who had weapons called a black sword that could counterattack.

And no matter what kind of sword the longsword that became a monster is, there is no sword that you cannot wield if you do not know how to use it.

Because he is a [sword wielder] now.

However, that does not mean that you really just swing it blindly.

What he wields is,

[Sword] itself.

And the sword is a ‘weapon’.

Next, the ‘essence’ of the weapon is,

The purpose is ‘to destroy something other than oneself.’

Whether it is simple defense, revenge, or hunting and slaughter, if we continue to reexamine the essence of the act of wielding a sword while excluding the human intention involved, the conclusive essence that is reached is 'destruction'.

Therefore, as a swordsman for wielding swords, he wants to show off the value of the swords he wants to swing at him to the highest degree, and in order to do the most meaningful work that the [God-slaying sword] and [Demon-slaying sword] can accomplish, now, more easily. I had just made a choice as an intermediate means to destroy the existence of Lee Rim.

So, out of all the weapons he has, the two weapons that are most effective against me are the sword that kills gods and the sword that kills demons.

'The sword that kills gods is the opposite of Deshade's armor. The sword that kills demons also has the worst compatibility with the black sword.'

I was planning on making it a long-term game, but if this happens, the premise will be wrong.

The superiority disappeared as Deshade's armor, which could withstand the guy indefinitely, and the black sword, which could gnaw away the guy's swords little by little, met the opposing custom-made weapons.

Now the situation is that not only can I not kill the longsword with the magic of Paradox, but I have also sealed the Deshade armor and the black sword, the two weapons that are my entire assets and my main fighting methods.

“After careful consideration, I have no choice but to come to a conclusion, like a scientist landed on Mars.”

In short, we were screwed.

        
            The situation that Paradox managed to overturn was reversed once again by the guy switching weapons.

That's why you can't just give up and wait for death.

'are you okay. Think calmly. It’s not like I don’t have anything else, right? You just don't have to use a black sword, and Deshade's armor is only a threat to that sword right now, but it can still clearly protect you from other swords.'

Crack-

First, return the black sword to a magic sword.

The cutting power of the black sword is the strongest, but it is useless in front of a sword that shatters all powers related to the devil.

Even if you cannot achieve superiority over other swords, you have no choice but to use the magic sword.

Deshade's armor is maintained without being removed.

‘You just have to fight more carefully than before. Although it has now become difficult to break his sword, and a variable has been created, that is all.'

Even if you try to unlock the armor, you cannot unlock it. In addition to the sword that kills gods, there are about 900 other swords, so as someone who has to be Paradox's shield, I have no choice but to wear it, but now there are more variables to consider, so the sword that kills gods is difficult. I had to fight while trying to somehow avoid being hit by Shade's armor.

Fortunately, even though he was a guy who had wielded many swords, he seemed reluctant and delayed in understanding the essence of the sword that kills gods and the sword that kills demons because he felt they were somewhat opposites.

While the guy dual-wields his sword and changes his posture to adapt to it, he informs Paradox of the current situation.

“Paradox. It seems difficult. We're both fucked.”

“Keuuu... why? Does your back hurt too?”

“... No. That's not it, the sword he's holding in his hand right now is a bit... No, if I say it's correct, does it mean it's correct? Anyway, this is seriously painful to me. Those two swords are weapons that can easily shatter my waist.”

“... Explain briefly and quickly instead of in detail.”

Paradox, who at first glance sensed from my voice that a situation that seemed like it could get no worse, had become more serious, urged me on.

So I briefly explained to him the history of the swords he was holding.

No matter how paradoxical it is, it tells the story of information that could not be obtained at hand and the swords created by Agoni, who created his own force while avoiding the eyes of the tricksters in the Kingdom Alliance.

After hearing my explanation, Paradox also realized that the delicate balance that had not collapsed until now had just been broken, and clicked his tongue in a more serious tone.

“... Tsk! It was something like that. I thought the situation couldn't get any worse than this, but here we are in the worst movement.”

But even for a moment, Paradox tells me as if he had a good idea.

“... No. It might not be all that bad. In other words, aren't those swords just ordinary strong swords, except that they only have the ability to kill gods and demons? What I'm saying is that it has absolutely nothing to do with pushing away or cutting down magic. Am I right?”

“Yes? Well, I guess so. It's a sword made for only one purpose.”

I agree with the question posed by Paradox by answering it with simple thinking.

Thanks to this, he was able to get confirmation of the questions he asked himself through me.

“In that case, the breakthrough does not completely disappear. For me, the sword he is holding now is more effective than other swords. The worst situation for me was because the swords he had been wielding were complete opposites to me, swords that could cut through magic without exception.”

“... Do you have any thoughts? If you have something to say, please do it quickly.”

Instead of answering, Paradox swung his cane sword once.

thud-

Cheok-

Then, a crack appeared in the air again, and Paradox this time took out another cane sword that was slightly shorter than the cane sword he was holding in his hand, threw away the sheath, and held the sword dual-wielding like a long sword.

“As long as the magic is not interrupted, it means that from now on, the fight will be between swordsman and swordsman. So, Lee Rim, you take on the part of the monster. I will take care of the human part.”

It was easy to understand what paradox meant.

Switch of offense and defense.

Replacement of tasks.

Until now, while I was using Paradox's help to block the human swords that were being wielded by a thousand swords and long swords, Paradox was counterattacking from time to time.

Turn it around.

“From now on, just think that I don’t have any assistance.”

“So even if Paradox takes charge of the front, does that mean I have to deal with the remaining thousand swords by myself? It's hard to do alone.”

“That’s really whining. Wouldn't it be enough to push him to the point where he can't focus on other swords? don't worry. Because I’m going to push myself to the point where I can prepare something big.”

Paradox stepped in front of me with determination.

“Shift, shift. From now on, I am the shield.”

He had been trying to find a way to kill Longsword with magic using Deshade's armor and mine as a shield, but this time he presented himself as a shield.

The tricksters' uniforms were torn in various places, and there were even cuts deep into the flesh inside that were still bleeding.

But even so, he walks away instead of putting his knees on the ground.

Even though his body is old, his fingers are shaking, and his magical power to use magic is running low, even though he feels helpless, he moves forward.

“... Are you sure?”

“Do you think you can’t do it?”

“Peria can’t do that. He tried to avoid swinging his sword as much as possible.”

“Because she’s young. The tricksters of the past were very different from those of today.”

Paradox says, pointing to his mask.

“Before the founding of the Empire, being a trickster meant an assassin who used magic. We have been receiving money from people all over the world to carry out assassinations. Only now, with the intention of living in peace, have I covered up the past.”

Wow-

At that moment, life powerfully radiated from his body.

Living without regard for enemies or enemies.

From now on, the old man's eyes are looking at the long sword with only the feeling of killing the opponent.

Even though he was standing behind him, it felt so brutal that he couldn't ignore the longsword staring at him directly, so he changed his stance to focus all his strength on aiming for Paradox.

“Keep in mind. Get ready for something big. Never, never stop.”

Right after-

“Winning or losing in this fight depends on your strength to kill the monster.”

The two swords made by Agoni, held by Paradox's cane sword and the long sword, collided.

Crack!

[Triple Seven]

Kakakakakakakakak!!!

Crumble-duk-duk-duk-duk-duk-

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-

A clash between dual swordsmanship mixed with magic and two swords wielded by a longsword that has killed countless enemies.

Even though he, a former assassin, had the ridiculous advantage of facing head-on the monster that was once a knight, Paradox never backed down.

so-

I also fight my own battle with absolute faith in him.

Pachang-

Infuse the magic sword with as much magic power as possible to stretch the blue sword body and make it into a great sword.

Peeing-

Just open the Halo and draw up all the magic power in the Soul Vessel -

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

He lifted the sword and turned it into a pillar of magic.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-

The time it took to get there was-

A whopping 10 seconds.

This is a 10-second confrontation with an opponent who can swing a thousand swords over and over again in 1 second.

While I was holding on to that brief moment, the old man in front of me changed into nothing more than a corpse.

Paradox's body changed color.

The black suit changed to dark red.

The white hair turned into blood-stained red hair.

The entire body of an old man stained with his own blood.

Broken swords are stuck in the thighs, arms, shoulders, stomach, sides, and wrists.

I couldn't count how many sword strikes he blocked right in front of my eyes.

The protection of 10 seconds was earned by using all of his limbs and using magic without hesitation.

Thanks to that, I was fine.

Among the thousands of swords, not a single one reached me.

Because he promised.

Because a man named Paradox declared it.

Because he said he would become my shield and protect me.

If it had been anyone else, the old man, who was so frail that he could have retired early and prepared for old age, became my shield.

In return, the shield was stained red with his own blood.

But-

The red light coming from the eye sockets of his mask never went out.

“No matter what you do, you cannot kill me now.”

That is the highest level of magic that Paradox can use.

By twisting space, a concept is declared within a limited space and anchored to the rules of the world.

[Triple Seven]

A magic with an abstract yet clear result that guarantees that the caster of the magic will never die instantly for 777 seconds.

Thanks to magic, the old man did not die no matter what attack he received and was able to face the long sword in a state no different from a corpse.

This is the time I earned.

So I-

“Thank you for your patience.”

Feeling grateful to Paradox, he struck down his sword to kill the monster.

[stigma]

Kuuuk-

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

Strike down the sword.

A pillar of light pierces the ceiling and erupts high, striking a mass of magical power.

can not avoid.

Paradox has already prepared it for you.

Whilick-

Pot!

The structure of the sound tube changed the moment I completed the magic pillar, and only a straight corridor existed between me and the long sword.

so-

There is no way for a longsword to avoid it.

All he can do is stack a thousand swords on top of each other and take my attack head-on.

Crack deuk deuk deuk-

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-

Gakkagagagagak-

The swords are smashed.

The sound of a thousand swords being smashed feels like a scream.

I try to use the defensive magic engraved on each sword, the offensive magic, or the movement for evasion, but none of them seem effective.

The power of the mixed magical power contained in the soul vessel overwhelmingly presses down on all those trapped in the inescapable space.

So the longsword tried to cut down the pillar of magic with the sword held in both hands.

As it is a sword that kills demons and gods, it is also a sword that can cut down even pillars of light made of mixed magical power.

But-

Even that is blocked by the paradox.

Phuuk-

Sigh-

“Not allowed. Because at the end of a fairy tale, the monster must die quietly.”

Paradox stayed close to the longsword and stuck the cane swords into the guy's shoulders and also stuck the two weapons he was holding into his body, preventing him from moving.

‘Please let’s end it here. 'Just search around now.'

Now the light has begun to devour him.

In the end, the pillars of magic succeed in covering the hallway.

Chachachachachachachachang!!!

All the swords were shattered, and Paradox disappeared somewhere, tearing the space on the floor the moment the pillar of magic touched his head.

At the same time-

Puhwaaa!

The long sword's seal has completely disappeared.

Even though it was pitch black as if absorbing all the light, it was invisible because it was hidden by the more overwhelming light.

sweep.

Paat-

A bright light enveloped the hallway and soon disappeared.

And before my eyes-

There is nothing left.

“... Damn, my magic power is empty.”

Deeply-

After pouring everything out, all I could do was barely stand in the middle of the hallway using my magic sword as a cane.

It is the power that makes everything in front of you disappear.

A power that destroyed Baphomet, a high-level demon, and even burned all the vitality of ancient beings encountered in the Forest of Illusion.

So there was no way that the longsword, which had just become a monster, could survive there.

“... Is this the end?”

As much as I believed that would happen, after the magic pillar disappeared, there was nothing left in front of me.

The thousand swords, the black seal, and the two swords he was holding in both hands also disappeared.

but-

'...is it really the end?'

My intuition, which has been coming for a long time, is speaking.

The fight is not over yet.

Cooung-

“... Huh?”

This is right after all the magical energy in the soul vessel has been used up.

The concentration of depth that had begun with Rakshasa was broken, and my ability to perceive my surroundings to the limit was no longer strong enough for me to hear the sound of something falling from behind.

“... What is it?”

That's why I looked back, and when I looked back-

I had no choice but to freeze my body.

[Gaia Church’s Holy Sword]

-

[Resurrection Sword Anyastasia]

What caught my eye was the [Ark of Swords] that had fallen from the shattered ceiling.

And another collection of long swords protruding from the sword ark.

It floated in the black air, fluttering white feathers with brilliant light, and brought a being back to life.

Parrr-

Clap la la la la la la rock!

...

The longsword, resurrected before my eyes by the power of the sword, came to stand in front of me.

[This is the day when the sword that I thought would never be used shows its power.]

It was not the black seal that was visible right before death.

He had shed his monster form and was once again taking on the appearance of a man wearing rags.

However, I could see that he had become stronger than before.

The previous appearance was that of [Sword Swinging Sword] in order to wield all of the thousand swords in his hands.

And now that he no longer has to wield a thousand swords at the same time, he is back to his usual self.

So he

As soon as he was revived, he passed by me again, swinging his sword.

Quaduk-

Sigh!

And the name of that sword was the Sword of the Beast.

“... Ugh-”

“... Wow!”

dump-

The longsword that passed me in an instant spits out the bones and flesh from the nape of my neck that it had bitten off as if cutting.

‘Have you given up on humanity? Long sword.'

I, who had dug into the gap between the helmet and breastplate and had my entire vocal cord bitten off, looked at the longsword with the eyes of an animal.

And as if that will had been conveyed, a sword wielding a longsword-like sword answered me.

[If you say that teeth are also swords, they are swords. And didn't I say that I wasn't human from the beginning, just like the trickster said? It won’t be a problem.]

Since there was no remaining magical energy, the regenerative ability was not properly displayed.

I had no choice but to face death, with all the blood pouring out from my neck along with the feeling of not being able to breathe.

[I know it's not over yet. There must be some kind of method prepared here somewhere for you to be resurrected. do not worry. I don't run away.]

While my consciousness was fading, the resurrected longsword told me that the fight was not yet over before my consciousness was lost.

[... So, you too must be resurrected and prepare to meet me. Because I, the 'Long Sword', not the [Long Sword], will come to you again soon.]

        
            [Long Sword]

A being that has ceased to be human.

A being that humans can't help but classify as a monster.

The monster called [Sword Swinging Sword], the weapons that were there before he awakened, the moment he awakened, the concept of the swords of the entire world existing for him to wield changed and became confirmed, and that is the current longsword.

However, because of that, the longsword is feeling bored.

'That's strange. It's so- boring.'

The longsword that killed Lee Rim by 'cutting off' his neck with his teeth a moment ago stands still and considers it.

'Why? It was quite fun when I was collecting swords, but the current situation is so boring.'

He stood still and recognized himself.

He who did not know what he was, explored himself.

And he noticed.

That he is now a monster.

It is also a monster that wields a sword.

That means that for the longsword in its current state, the reason why it feels boring to continue fighting with Lee Rim to collect swords is -

This was because the act of collecting swords, which he had thought of as a 'hobby for interest' that arose at some point when he was human without realizing his true nature, was felt as a duty that 'had to be fulfilled' the moment he awakened as a monster.

He did not want to be interfered with by anyone, so he accepted the position, but he was a longsword who reached an agreement with the people of the royal family to accept it in the form of a one-man knighthood.

So he suddenly felt like the act of collecting swords was a responsibility given to him by the world.

His hobby has always been leisurely, but passionately the moment he finds a sword he likes, and once he gets it, swinging the weapon as a weapon until its lifespan expires, but now it is no longer a hobby.

For him who has awakened, it has become a duty rather than a hobby.

So he became confused.

'If I am a being that transcends human beings and at the same time a monster established by the world, then have I been a fake all this time?'

He felt like a tool.

'What is a sword?'

The sword is, after all, a tool.

I know about longswords because I have wielded many swords.

Rather, because he had just realized that he was a sword, it took on a deeper meaning.

The first thing I held in my hand after becoming conscious was a long sword.

A long sword with a brooch symbolizing simple nobility that a noble on the border somewhere would have.

It was a sword that could be held with one hand if desired, and was stable to swing if held with two hands.

He suddenly appeared in the world, saw himself standing holding a weapon, and recognized the tool.

And he knew how to wield that tool.

A tool, a weapon, a sword, a long sword.

It becomes valuable when someone uses it.

If you don't wield it, it loses value.

A long sword only refers to its appearance, and unless it is used for its original purpose, the sword is simply a piece of iron.

So immediately, the longsword swung the longsword and killed the demon general, survived and began living as a 'longsword'.

And the current longsword is-

It is a [sword].

[‘Sword’ swinging a sword]

He was born to wield other swords that existed in the world, and was clearly a weapon himself.

However, the longsword felt cold there.

'All the swords in the world are recognized for their value because they exist to be wielded by me. Then, who on earth is controlling me?'

The world created a being called [Long Sword].

However, [Long Sword] was neglected.

Judging that the world exists out of necessity, he brought the concept of a sword together and created the [Longsword], a sword that wields a sword, but in reality, no one was created to wield another sword called the [Longsword].

So the long sword is-

I felt lonely.

So he-

I couldn't understand that feeling.

‘Lonely? Am I a monster? Am I, a being born simply out of necessity in the world? why?'

he is a monster

There was no reason for the monster to feel lonely.

If you are a being born out of necessity, you are no better than a part.

There is no reason to create variables by unnecessarily inserting emotional elements when all you have to do is make them interlock and turn like the alchemist's cogs.

Longsword, such a tool, is feeling lonely right now.

And after a while, he realized the reason, the reason why he, who was beyond awakening and close to being a transcendent, was still swayed by his emotions.

[... Right. Have I been swayed by you all this time?]

He realized that he had already been used as a weapon by someone for a long time.

[Helias Sign Thion. You annoy me even to death.]

He has been wielded as a sword long before he became a sword.

The person who wielded the 'Long Sword' was the human Helias Sain Tion.

The human, the commander of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance, used a human named Longsword as a tool.

'You're the one to start the battle, Longsword. Blow down the entire eastern wall of the fortress occupied by the orcs. When does it start? Of course, right now.'

'They will turn to an unexpected corner and attack. Go first and kill the turtle dragon in the Lutren Mountains. I bet you didn't expect him to lead his soldiers across the mountain range where he was and attack him.'

‘Leave 1,000 soldiers and 200 knights behind. To hold off the Lizardmen's legion until they return after defeating the Demon's legion. ... Why are your eyes open like that, you little bastard? Do you want to search? We left a lot, so there are about 30,000 people. Well, we can stop it, right? Don't say you can't do it. 'If it's okay, then it's okay.'

'I'm going to hit them in the morning. Let me be clear. A Dragonian general with a red blade... Assassinate him before sunrise. I will enter with the knights in tow. 'If you just cut off the commander's head, they will quickly disintegrate.'

[... Damn old man. Even thinking about it now makes me shiver.]

Even now that I think about it, there were many orders that seemed somewhat unreasonable and missions that would have been impossible to succeed if heavenly fortune had not followed.

Helias entrusted all of that to the Longsword, and the Longsword had no choice but to follow his orders even while swearing.

The reason for this is that Helias' orders were only requested in urgent situations where the 3rd Legion would inevitably be destroyed if all of the orders he gave were not successful. However, the longsword that was once defeated by Helias had a clear difference in skill against him. This is because it was difficult to protest openly.

However, then and now, one thing was certain.

The long sword, which was used as a tool by Helias and was irritated, ironically began to feel bored after Helias disappeared.

It's a feeling of boredom that goes against even one's instincts.

Even as he went about collecting swords, a feeling of boredom that transcended existence and went beyond the act of swinging a sword was dominating him.

That means-

The longsword also meant that Helias was happy to be used as a tool.

Longsword was very angry about that.

[... Don't be a damn thing. Everything was intentional? I was just a tool? You just genuinely enjoyed being manipulated by one old human? The world is nothing more than a toy or tool created by beings?]

Coo coo coo coo coo coo-

The sound tube begins to tremble.

Parrr-

Kaga ga ga ga ga river -

The remains of the swords on the floor tremble, visualizing the longsword's anger.

Longsword didn't like that.

The swords are resonating with him, but that's only because he is [the sword wielder], so the pieces of the sword are moving.

I thought it was a joke from beginning to end.

I thought that the person called Longsword was just a person with a hobby of collecting swords of his own will and a person with slightly different tastes than others.

The conclusion is that he is actually a tool created by the world, and that he was just playing around without knowing what his identity was.

Even now, apart from the feeling of anger, his body was ordering him to find the direction of Lee Rim again, seal his soul, obtain a sword in his hand, and swing it.

So, not [Long Sword],

‘Long Sword’ is,

instinct

The reason I was born

The meaning of existence

all-

refused.

[Follow only the reason you were born, is that right?!

But don't refuse!

I will live only by realizing my will!

I will live my life doing only what I want to do, not what I have to do!

Whatever you want!

You can't oppress me!

You guys!

I don’t know what this longsword is!!!]

As a human, Longsword had the will to go against everything.

As such, [Long Sword] is,

I succeeded in temporarily returning to the 'Long Sword'.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

“... Ugh-”

Then my head starts to hurt.

My body didn't want to move, and I started to lose strength.

That is a warning to monsters who try to go against the world even though it was created by it.

A warning to the monster to return to being a monster again.

However, the long sword does not stop.

Because no one could stop his stubbornness, he stayed human until the end.

Crunch-

Spurrr-

thud-

Instead of giving in, he took out a sword that killed the soul bottles still remaining in the [Ark of Swords].

“... Don't rebel and get a sword? no! I refuse! I'm going to kill that guy. Instead of getting the sword, let's completely eliminate the way to get the sword. If it was my instinct to look for the sword, from now on I'll be the first to give it up and fuck you all.”

Kuduk-

Just like that, the human longsword stood up and touched the ground with his sword.

[Longsword], which was a transcendent, has returned as a human longsword.

“Now, it’s a new beginning, world. Longsword, as a human, will now show you treason.”

-------------------------------

'It's a big deal, it's a big deal!!!'

Ruba stops at a crossroads and thinks about it.

'Which direction should I take from here to get further away from the Long Sword-'

While the short fight lasted, Luba used all the senses she could muster to assess the current situation.

While the fight continues for several minutes, Luba retrieves all of Irim's coffins and carries them on his back.

What Luba heard was the sound of swords clashing, the sound of the world collapsing, and the sound of a monster howling.

At the same time, Luba was a hunter.

In addition, being able to estimate the level of strength of the opponent is one of the first steps in the hunter's teachings.

So Luba is-

I chose to run away.

'The bishop and the magician have clearly been defeated!! If so, I need to get as far away as possible to give the Bishop time to resurrect and come up with a plan!!!'

That judgment was correct.

Although Lee Rim and Paradox succeeded in killing Longsword once, the Longsword was revived by the Gaia Church's Resurrection Sword, which was always prepared as insurance against extreme situations, which was a considerable amount of effort, and as a result, the two men lost Luba's prediction. was defeated as usual.

So, even though Luba could not witness it with his own eyes, the longsword was something he should never face with his own skills, and since he now had Irim's coffin, he thought the best option was to keep the distance as much as possible.

However, the problem is that Luba still does not fully understand the structure of the sound tube.

Luba, who was running hard in the opposite direction of the sound, saw a fork in the road and sensed that one was a path that went around and went up to the upper floor where the longsword was, and the other was a path to escape from the longsword, although he did not know where it was.

But that's it, I stopped because I didn't know where to choose.

“... No, it’s too early to give up!! If there is a way, it will be here!!!”

Still, Luba moved to fulfill her role.

Ruba perked up her ears as much as she could and put her ear to the half-broken pipe on the wall of the sound tube.

If you don't have enough information, you can get it.

As Ruba was confident in distinguishing sounds, she wanted to get information from the pipe where the reverberations of the battle were still echoing.

So Ruba tried to use the information she gained there to be able to make the best choice at the crossroads.

But if there was something different from what you expected-

What I heard from the pipe I was listening to was the sound of two people who had already predicted how Ruba would act and were waiting to achieve what they wanted.

One was the sound of paradox.

[Heo-eok, heo-eok, heo-eok... Beastman lady. listen carefully. The magic of the space where the long sword was fought has been consumed, and the movement of the soul has been delayed, so the resurrection of Bishop Lee Rim will be slightly delayed. Until then, survive somehow.]

And another one-

It was Longsword's voice.

[I found it. Were you there? Damn the official.]

One is a notification about the delay in resurrection delivered by Paradox, holding back a groan as he was waiting for Luba to listen to the pipe to deliver important information.

Another was the voice of a longsword who was listening to the pipe in order to find out the location of Luba, who was carrying a spare body of a soul bottle using his ears since he was a human or a half-human body.

“... I understand!!!”

Quang!

Since she had already been caught, Luba strengthened her resolve and answered Paradox by smashing the pipe.

'The bishop's resurrection is delayed-'

Judgment of the situation is over.

Everything in the world contains magic, and magic is also involved in the power that moves the soul.

Therefore, the magic power of the space where the fight with the long sword took place is now completely destroyed and depleted, and for the dead Irim's soul to return to his spare body, the empty magic power in that space must first begin to be filled from somewhere else.

'A few seconds. It will take up to several minutes!!!'

So Luba had to guard the coffin.

The coffin that Luba is holding is Lee Rim’s insurance and everything to Lee Rim.

If the coffin is lost and the spare body inside is destroyed, Irim's resurrection will take place from the coffin provided in the parish in Leven, a long way away from here.

If that happens, there will be no one in the sound hall to stop the long sword.

That's the moment Luba remembered.

There was someone who reached Luba's location much faster than Luba could run away.

Kwaaa!!!

Excellent sorghum-

The longsword that found Luba's location came down from the ceiling, and at the same time, he touched the ground and threw a sword.

Boom-

Quad deuk-

The results were neat.

The sword thrown by the longsword successfully shattered one of the coffins Luba was carrying.

There are now two coffins containing spare bodies left for Luba.

The longsword speaks as he takes out another sword from the ark of swords that followed him just as he threw the sword.

“Give me the coffin. Prisoner kid.”

“... I refuse!!!”

“If you leave the coffin and leave, I will save your life.”

Longsword's proposal was calmly thrown out.

It is a proposal made by a human being who exists here for only one purpose, without any sense of bait.

There were no traps, tricks, or deceptions anywhere.

But Luba-

So I had no choice but to decline the offer.

“No!!! I am carrying out my mission to take care of the bishop’s coffin!!! No one!! I won't let you touch the coffin!!!”

This is because what is in front of him is the monster that crushed Lee Rim just a moment ago, and he knows what will happen the moment he puts down the coffin and leaves.

'They will open the coffin and wait until he is resurrected, and the moment they open the coffin, they will try to completely kill the bishop!! 'It's not even possible!!!'

Ruba's prediction was accurate.

Longsword was planning to take the moment of Irim's resurrection and cut off his head with the sword that killed the soul disease, and use it as the first cornerstone of his rebellion against the world.

So the longsword is-

So Luba-

I decided to kill Luba.

I swore to protect Irim.

“Good. Then die. Little boy.”

“Not a kid!!! My name is Luba!! Bishop’s!! Deshade Church-!!

It’s the official!!!”

After the two men finished what they said, Luba quickly drew out his hatchet, and at the same time, the longsword swung straight toward Luba's heart.

        
            The top layer of the sound tube.

The people of the church are still gathered in what used to be the offices of past Trickster leaders.

At this time, the voice of Paradox, who had taken refuge somewhere in the sound hall just before the sweep, reached Ruba, and within a few seconds, the sound of the floor being smashed several times and the sound of a fight began to be heard.

Kakakakang- Kang-

Quad deuk-

“... Luba and long sword meet.”

Peria, who had discerned the sound coming from the pipes, told Raines and Farewell what was going on.

“Well, isn’t that really a big problem?”

“It is quite serious. The preliminary body for the bishop to be resurrected will be in Ruba's hands right now. The number of times the current bishop can be resurrected is limited.”

Farewell is embarrassed and Raines responds calmly even though he heard serious news.

Peria spoke quietly while looking at the two.

“No. Still, it might still be okay. The longsword's condition has become strange again. The magical power has weakened, albeit slightly, from that of the monster, and the sound of its movement is also strange. Something must have gone wrong. Maybe the resurrection wasn't done properly and the existence was distorted, or something like that happened.”

“That’s an opinion that has potential. Although the Resurrection Sword made by the Gaia Church is an enormous holy sword that compresses everything necessary for the resurrection ritual into a single sword, the cost required to make it is catastrophic and one-time, making it difficult to verify whether the resurrection ability is working properly. There is also. If that contingency had occurred... would it be said to be a better situation?”

“If something like that really happened, Ruba would be able to hold on a little longer.”

Immediately after Paradox, Lee Rim, and Luba left the room, the three continued to listen to the pipe to hear all the sounds coming from the sound tube.

The sound of Lee Rim falling into the trap of the long sword,

The sound of Paradox saving Irim,

The sound of the revived Lee Rim and Paradox joining forces to kill Longsword once.

and-

The resurrected longsword mortally wounded Paradox and even killed Lee Rim once again.

Even after hearing all those sounds, the three people, more precisely the two people who could move to help Lee Rim, remained still.

“... Don’t we have to do something too?”

“No. Not yet.”

“A little early.”

“... You two get along really well.”

So I tried to talk to Farewell, hoping to be of some help, but they both answered almost at the same time that it wasn't the right time.

So, the two people whose answers overlap ask each other the reason.

“... What is the reason for Peria’s decision?”

“... It's no big deal. Because my brother is not a person who will die easily.”

“Is that it?”

“... No. Other than that, the time when my brother really needs help is not now.”

“Why did you make that decision?”

“The soul that is thicker than blood, the soul that is connected between my brother and I speaks. Now is not the time.”

Peria answered with Reigns and strengthened the dagger he was holding in his hand.

When Reigns saw that, he realized the role of the dagger.

The dagger seemed good for doing just one thing.

A dagger that could be held in one hand was a dagger that could kill a person in an instant if held backwards, stabbed in the heart, and then pushed in with the other hand.

Feeling that Raines was looking at her, Peria also asked Raines.

“On what basis did you say it was not the right time?”

Reigns then responded by placing his hand near his heart, just as Peria was holding the dagger.

“... It's simple. When the time came, when it was really necessary, the bishop was to recite his promise.”

“... What are you talking about?”

“There is such a thing.”

Peria didn't understand what Raines said, but he understood that it wouldn't cause any harm to Lee Rim, so he didn't question him any further.

Rather than doing that, the two chose to get a little closer to the pipe.

To be able to be Lee Rim’s strength whenever he calls.

This is to respond to the request for help from a person who is in a situation that he cannot really solve on his own.

-------------------------------

[If you kill a spirit soldier, you cannot obtain his sword.]

'Shut up.'

[In the current situation, it is easier to kill the woman in front of you if you pick up a different sword. Change to a sword that suits the situation.]

'shut up.'

[This is an inefficient action. It is faster to accept the essence and subdue the opponent with an overwhelming and complete system of existence.]

'Shut up.'

[A sword wielder does not need emotions. Calm down your anger and calmly return as a transcendent-]

“Shut up! shut up! Shut up!!!”

The longsword tries to trample on the will that seems to be instilled in his head by shouting.

But that couldn't have been possible.

The only thing he achieved by shouting was to make the female prisoner in front of him, a woman named Luba, stop for a split second.

Thanks to this, the longsword had the opportunity to take advantage of the moment and clearly cut off Luba's head, but instead, the longsword deliberately bent the sword and cut off Luba's arm.

Only a few minutes have passed now.

It's been several minutes since Longsword decided to rebel, give up the transcendental and return to being human.

In his head, interference is constantly coming in over 100 times in just one second.

This is a sound that a previous longsword who did not recognize what kind of being he was would never have heard.

However, Longsword, who had once become a transcendent and then decided to become a human again, could now clearly hear the world telling him what it wanted and how he should act.

So he resists.

“I am not a [Long Sword]!!!”

So he rebels.

“I am not a [sword-wielding sword]!!!”

I tell everyone who tries to kill the human longsword's will.

“I am a human ‘Long Sword’!!! Going against the law of the world! A being that proves that it is human through its own will!!!”

Quaaa!

Kkuddeudeudeuk-

At that moment, he succeeded in destroying another coffin that was on Ruba's back.

Now there is only one coffin left.

Just 4 minutes.

The longsword inflicted numerous sword wounds on Luba's entire body.

In all of them, only fatal wounds were narrowly avoided.

'It's not over yet, not yet!!!'

Kaan-

Kigigigigeek-

Grumbling-

Luba's hatchet was half broken, but it was still enough to block the sword.

So Luba raised his ax and struck down the fire-spitting longsword.

I suffered severe burns on the back of my hand, and a rain of flames covered my entire body.

But Ruba was rather positive.

‘That’s it! Now that the wound has healed, there is no more bleeding!!!'

The bleeding sword that cut Luva's body two minutes ago.

The sword wound, which was said to cause constant bleeding, had just been cut by a sword emitting magical sparks, so the bleeding was forcibly stopped.

So Luba did not give up.

I think it's worth doing.

In the first place, Luba thought that all she could do against a long sword was to hold out for a maximum of 3 rounds, let alone 1 minute.

However, the current Luba carried on his back the coffin of the soul bottle that Irim would resurrect, and with only a hatchet, which was infinitely smaller than the long sword, he passed 100 more sums.

Of course, that is also because the current long sword is not a complete long sword.

“... Damn. Do not disturb! Get out of my head right now! You bastards!!!”

[Put down the Flame Harvest. The enemy is a prisoner. We ask you to respond effectively. Use the tinnitus sword to destroy the eardrums.]

“Fuck you!!!”

As the longsword rejects your will, the load on your body increases again.

kkieeek-

“... Do everything you can. I will never give in to you guys.”

reject the will

Refuse to do your duty.

The price of committing treason by rejecting the established order of things.

The cost is that everything about the longsword is limited.

By rejecting its reason for existence, the longsword is forced to submit to a voice that Luba will never hear.

Because of this, each time he swings his arm, it moves with difficulty as if an eight-horse carriage was attached to it, and every time he does something that goes beyond his intention, a noise like thousands of insects crashing into him is heard directly in his head. I feel it.

However, since the longsword was already a monster, it was pushing Luba to the brink of death even though it was limited to that extent.

“... Now give up and put down the coffin! Official!!!”

“... I don't know what's going on, but that's something I can never do!!!”

So the longsword wanted to take a break by securing the coffin containing Lee Rim's spare body, but the woman in front of him does not give up and continues his determination, narrowly avoiding a fatal wound.

As for the long sword, that's what Luba looks like-

He looked so envious.

A small being that moves only by its own will.

A being different from oneself, putting a tremendous strain on the body simply by going against one's will.

A prisoner girl who sticks to her decision without anyone's interference.

Even though he was fighting with a small hatchet, a pathetic object that could even be called a broken, half-finished weapon, he looked much brighter than himself.

Longsword knows why he feels that way.

Luba was asked by Lee Rim, and is being used by claiming to be Lee Rim's tool.

He is no longer able to be swayed by anyone, but is being interfered with and forced to carry out only the reason he was born.

Longswords know the difference.

Luba, of her own free will, decided to carry the coffin that was now on her back.

However, the longsword himself eventually realized that the boredom he feels now is also the feeling of a tool that has lost its owner to wield, as the origin of its existence is based on a tool.

So he ended up-

My human emotions exploded.

“What is the difference between you and me?”

I feel angry, sad, frustrated, and lonely.

At the same time, they feel jealous, irritated, and dissatisfied.

All those emotions came together,

This soon led to an impulse for destruction.

“All of this is because you are in front of me. I will kill you first.”

After the longsword stopped pushing Luba, he switched swords.

What was taken out were 30 swords that had not yet been tuned among the remaining swords in the [Ark of Swords].

He lifted one sword, and the handles and blades of the other swords began to disintegrate and join together with the blades of the longsword he was holding.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Just like that, the longsword raises its sword.

At the same time, all the magical power in his body begins to form a pillar.

Previously, you had to use swords that were compatible with each other, but with the current longsword, there is no need to do so.

Although there were many swords that were opposites to each other, the concept that swords should be swung by longswords took priority and their opposites were ignored.

“... This might be a bit difficult, right?”

Luba looks up at the long sword's pillar of magic in a long hallway with nowhere to escape.

The circumstances were different, but what would happen from now on was the same.

Just as Lee Rim once killed Longsword with a pillar of magic with overwhelming firepower, Longsword was planning to kill Luba in the same way from now on.

It could be called an overkill because the technique used to kill just one small Hygge hunter is excessive.

However, that was the only way for the long sword, whose body was constantly being subjected to multiple loads.

So he shouts while holding a pillar of magical power that can burn down everything.

“Now! Resurrect quickly! Lee Rim!!! If you delay any longer, I'll blow up everything here!!!”

Cheok-

At that moment, Luba's mask completely broke.

It was simply broken due to the vibrations caused by the magic pillar due to the accumulated shock of the fight, but if others could see it, it would have looked as if it had been broken by the longsword's howl.

Luba, whose mask was broken, was embarrassed for a moment and then realized that there was nothing more she could do.

There was no need to pick up the mask that fell on the floor.

For Luba, the hygge hunter, the entity called Longsword, who created the pillar of magic, was too huge.

Luba was certain to die the moment the longsword struck the magic pillar.

So Luba calmly lowered her hand, feeling a sense of regret.

‘I’m sorry, Bishop. I guess that's it for me.'

It was because of the regret of not being able to hunt together until the very last moment, of not being able to survive the hunt to kill the monster.

but-

Something warm was held in Ruba’s limp hands.

“Take it, Luba.”

“... Bishop?”

Only then did Ruba look to the side and spot Lee Rim.

Was it because the longsword's pillar of magical power was too overwhelming?

Luba didn't even feel Irim coming out of the only remaining tube on her back.

Lee Rim came out of the coffin, put on Deshade's armor in an instant, and picked up Luba's mask.

“Thank you. great job. Luba.”

Irim held up the mask to Luba, looked down at her, and patted her head.

An action he did simply because his head was in that position.

The most efficient thing you can do in a short period of time to express your gratitude to Ruba for sticking with her so far.

So I stroked Luba's head, which was burnt, broken, cut, and the mask had disappeared, revealing the face.

Luba was able to look up with her bare face shown to Lee Rim.

“Bishop...!”

“Thanks to you, I was able to get the last chance.”

Irim moved just like that.

Looking at Ruba's bare face looking up at her, she thought that she was hiding a slightly cute face, and took a step forward.

However, what was in his hand was not a sword.

What was in Lee Rim's hand, who was always holding a magical sword made of magical energy -

A hatchet that Luba always makes and holds for herself.

This time, along with simple clothes in the coffin, there was a hatchet tied tightly to his waist.

As it is, Lee Rim takes one look at the longsword and realizes that he is not trying to hit the pillar of magic -

He spoke into a nearby pipe.

“The time has come to keep your promise. Reigns. Show me your real self.”

And that voice was transmitted through the pipe to the people of the church on the top floor of the sound hall.

“All-

Blow it away.”

        
            bang! bang! Quaaaang!

Card deuk deuk deuk-

Cheer up!

Luba fights against the long sword.

If I hadn't been resurrected, of course I wouldn't have known, but I know because I was already resurrected.

“Never!! I will never put it down!!!”

“Then let’s go!!!”

Whilick-

Sigh!

“Ugh...!”

However, it is not visible.

Stumble-

Feeling my body tilt to one side, I realized that Ruba had cut her leg a little while ago.

“... Hmm!”

륵-

Pop-

Kuuk!

However, Luba soon gathered her spirit and made a sound as she unwrapped the rapid hemostasis bandage she always carried, cutting it off with her teeth and quickly tying up the wound.

'He's quick to judge. Thanks to that, even the longsword is not able to catch Luba as easily as expected.'

Everyone is expendable.

We have now used up all the bandages, chains, and iron stakes that can be driven anywhere in an emergency.

Still, Luba persevered and held on until the end even if the only equipment left was a hatchet.

But it's not yet my turn to step forward.

‘I’m sorry Luba. But it's not time yet.'

I feel sorry for Luba, but in fact, I deliberately did not leave the coffin even after I was resurrected.

Everything was done in order to be cautious until the very end and to think of a way to kill the longsword.

Cheer up!

Phuuk-

“Do you think it’s worth going to that length to protect it?!!”

Because there is “... aren’t they protecting it!!!”

This time, at the same time as Luba's body suddenly bent, there was the sound of the sword piercing the shoulder and grazing the coffin.

Luba gave up his shoulder to protect the coffin.

Because she doesn't give up until the end, Longsword still doesn't know if I'm fully revived.

‘I’m sorry Luba. But please hold on a little longer.'

So, right after I opened my eyes in the coffin, I stayed still for about another minute while listening to the sound of Luba's ax being smashed and the sounds of wounds all over his body.

And because of that, I realized that something strange had happened.

“Nothing can hold me back. I am a long sword. It's a human longsword-!!!”

First, the longsword was in strange condition.

Luba retrieved my coffin, and the longsword found Luba.

However, the long sword could not kill Luba right away.

Rather, even as he was fighting Luba, he was fighting something other than Luba.

That was definitely a surprise.

'The longsword up to the point where it killed me was definitely a monster. The fact that he has not yet been able to kill Luba means that there is a problem with the long sword.'

A long sword that showed almost overwhelming skill even against Paradox and me.

He was now in a weakened state.

Even when dealing with Luba, you are just walking a tightrope of not being able to kill her right away.

Even if I leave the hall from now on, although there is no paradox, I can assume that I will not have to fight the same longsword as before.

There was one more incident that could be called an exciting event.

'The number of weapons has been greatly reduced. I could see a glimpse of the inside of the Ark of the Sword.'

Finally, when the Resurrection Sword emerged from the [Ark of Swords] and was demonstrating its abilities, I looked closely inside it.

Certainly, the appearance of the Ark of the Sword was something I had never expected.

This artifact may have been judged to have the possibility of being revived even after its owner died, or else it may have been designed to always follow the longsword's center as its starting point.

The reason is unknown at this time, but the Sword Ark moved on its own and took out the Resurrection Sword.

Thanks to that, I could safely assume that the inside of the Ark of the Sword was almost empty.

'About 60 to 80 sacks. At least the worst has been avoided.'

Right after I wiped out his sword.

Even if a thousand swords were destroyed, it would be truly unfair if another thousand swords came out of the Ark of Swords again, but fortunately, that possibility has completely disappeared.

So, like before, the area where I can move to evade will not be blocked all at once by his normal attack.

Although there were still a few swords in the Ark of Swords that killed soul soldiers and swords that were left behind no matter how much one wielded the sword, it may be difficult to swing it with other swords, but that doesn't mean that it can't be easily pulled out unless it's an enemy. It also meant that

It was definitely an opportunity up to that point.

'But, this side also suffers losses.'

However, there is one problem: I have also lost a significant portion of my power.

'The lack of weapons is the same here. Right now, how much magic power is left in the soul vessel... how much? 'I hope I can quickly gather enough horsepower to at least use the day break.'

[stigma]

Specialized power was used to kill demons and monsters.

The power is not a method of wiping out the total amount of magical energy contained in the body like Day Break, but a method of wiping out the enemy by gathering all the magical energy in the vessel of the soul.

'shit. Should we say that it was a mistake to use up all of our magic power? But at that time, there was no other way.'

As such, even if I was resurrected, not only would I not be able to emit high output of magical energy like before, but I also did not know what had happened to the paradox, so there was no one who could make a difference.

'I guess the old man isn't dead, but that doesn't mean he should expect any more help than this. Let's wait. If you wait, he will definitely become impatient and find a way out.'

That was the conclusion I reached by accelerating my thinking during the two minutes it took immediately after I was revived and after I opened my eyes.

That moment,

In the end, perhaps feeling impatience over not being able to kill Luba, the longsword stopped in place and began to gather magical power.

“Now! Resurrect quickly! Lee Rim!!! If you delay any longer, I'll blow up everything here!!!”

That's the best move for a longsword who wants to finish Luba quickly.

And for me, it was the best option I could have hoped for.

Longsword's action again became his worst move.

'now!'

bang!

That's how we arrived at the current situation.

“Thank you. great job. Luba.”

I was able to act leisurely because out of the various actions I wanted, he chose the action that would be my best and his worst.

I give the mask to Luba, who was concentrating so hard that she didn't even know I had come out of the coffin, and pat her head.

Bleeding arms and legs.

Ears and tail cut off and cut off.

Every single one I saw was a wound that made me feel sorry.

But at the same time, it seemed even more reliable because it was Ruby that had endured without collapsing until now.

Despite that steadfastness, the face hidden inside the mask was cute, so it was a bonus to be a little surprised.

So I got out of the coffin, thanked Luva, and then spoke into the pipe so that my voice could be heard by Reigns.

“Blow it all away. Reigns.”

and-

[yes.]

A short reply came from the pipe.

Afterwards, the words that Reigns recited quietly echoed throughout the sound hall.

[Seed]

A dry sigh.

However, those who have seen her for a long time can notice the subtle tremor hidden in the center of her voice.

Reigns unleashes his true self.

Meaning, seed.

An English term modeled after the Old Imperial pronunciation of a seed that requires nutrients beyond its own to bloom.

Reigns is a seed.

The witch Rootknit Treecat converted her into a seed.

However, Reigns is a seed that cannot bloom.

But a seed is only valuable if it blooms.

So those two things collide.

Raines, which are seeds, need nutrients to bloom, and seeds that cannot bloom continue to suck up nutrients until they bloom.

It absorbs all the nutrients around it, up to the extent of its power.

And the name of that nutrient is-

It is [horse power].

Buuu...

Biii-

After Reigns briefly recited, it felt as if something huge was pulling the world together.

Magic power moves.

All the magic power, everything inside the sound tube.

And this applies not only to the magical power spread throughout the sound tube, but also to the magical power possessed by people.

Biii-

'Holy shit...! 'This is harder to bear than I thought.'

Tinnitus rings in my head and I feel dizzy.

All the magical power was sucked out.

Even the tiny bit of magical power that remained in the soul vessel disappeared.

It's not just me.

All the magical energy around is concentrated in one place.

That was definitely where Reigns would be.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

The sound tube screams.

I forgot about it for a moment because it is a space that is no different from reality, but this sound museum is located upside down in a magical basement.

The structure made of pipes that contained the physical substance of this underworld, whose foundation was entirely based on magic, was absorbed by all the magic power that made up magic, and the things that supported the invisible things collapsed.

Thanks to this, Luba and I fell straight into the ceiling, onto what should have been the floor.

thud-

Quang!

“Pfft...!”

“Lord, Bishop! Are you okay?!!!”

“It’s okay... It’s okay. More than that, Ruba must have had all her magic sucked out, are you okay?”

“I’m fine too!!!”

He hugs the injured Luba and falls to the ceiling, then corrects his balance.

'shit. Is this the right expression? You fell through the ceiling? It may be true that it was upside down in the first place, but I'm really dizzy.'

I step on the ceiling that has become the floor, complain for nothing, and check my body condition at the same time.

'First of all, it will be difficult for my physical condition to improve any further.'

My back was throbbing, almost like the impact of falling off a cliff, and my magic power was completely gone, so I couldn't even use my regenerative abilities.

'It's fortunate that the armor was maintained until right before it fell to the ceiling.'

But that's it.

Although the sound hall is a space created through magic, there are parts that are clearly real, so the gravity ended up returning to its original state.

Both Luba and I had little magical power left, so we felt mild dizziness and numbness, and the shock of the fall was also released immediately after the collision even if Deshade's armor had been released, and since he was a spirit soldier with strong basic physical ability, he could withstand it. I just did it.

but-

It was not a long sword.

Unlike us, who had no residual magic power, what he was holding was a pillar of magic power.

        
            A scream rings out.

“... Kaaa!!!”

Unlike Luba and I, who are both suffering from tinnitus, it is so unbearable that we scream as our self-protection ability is unleashed to somehow bear the pain without realizing it.

It was a longsword that created a pillar of magical power by mobilizing all available magical energy to kill Luba, or as if fighting something other than Luba.

He mobilized all the magical power that he could muster by awakening as a transcendental and conceptual body, along with all the magical energy that was originally in the vessel of his soul, and as if that was not enough, he amplified, expanded, and reorganized with the power of the sword to restore the power that he had originally shown. More than twice that amount was contained in the hands and body.

Parrr-

The space where I, Luba, and the long sword are trembles.

This is a phenomenon that occurs when all of the magical power that the longsword possesses is absorbed into Reigns, who is now at the top floor of the Sound Pavilion and has now regained the coordinates of the original lowest floor.

In that way, Reigns greedily sucked up all the magic power.

Triggered by the small amount of magical power within his body, he opened his cursed body and showed endless greed.

However, that also had its limits.

[... short.]

Reigns' voice came softly from the pipe along with heavy breathing.

At the same time, the phenomenon of magical energy being sucked away disappeared.

Quaaaang!

“Kuhuhuk... Phew... Phew-”

The longsword that fell to the ceiling belatedly took my breath away.

“Phew... Phew... Phew... Good. Rather, it’s okay.”

However, he looked much more relaxed and finally stood up.

“Good... Good. I can't hear your voice anymore.”

All my magical energy was sucked out.

He had just had all the magical energy in his body sucked out, worse than either me or Luba.

Even though he still had a crazy headache beyond the dizziness, and his muscles were swollen and his blood vessels were prominent due to being overworked to the limit, his face looked much more comfortable.

The body that moved as if it were made of lead seemed refreshed even though its magic power had been completely exhausted.

thud-

Likewise, the [Ark of Swords] followed him and fell to the ceiling.

The longsword whose sword it was holding was shattered takes out another sword.

This time, the sword flew freely and landed in his hand.

'Does the way the sword moves respond not to magic power, but to the concept itself that makes up his existence?'

It wasn't good, but it wasn't bad either.

He couldn't afford to hide anything from me anymore.

Now that the thing that was holding him back was gone, he made a quick decision to kill me before anyone could interfere.

So I too-

He walks forward holding the hatchet at his waist.

“Now, soul disease Lee Rim. It's time to end it.”

“... The player was taken away. I was going to say the same thing.”

The gap between me and him narrowed.

Since the longsword can no longer use magical power, it cannot even emit sword energy, let alone properly activate an inefficient type of magic sword, until at least some of its magical power is recovered.

My magic has been drained to the point where I can't even use artifacts, so the only weapon I can use right now is the hatchet that Luba gave me.

but-

Longswords have sense.

I have a soul-sick body.

The longsword still has the power to wield a sword.

I have the experience of fighting that I gained by experiencing death thousands of times more than he could have, no matter how good he is.

So at this moment,

Me and the longsword risked everything we had and swung our weapons.

Boom-

The longsword stabbed his waist with the sword held in his right hand.

Kang!

Cheer up!

Turn the hatchet upside down and swing the thick part to break it.

“Next.”

Immediately, the next sword was held in the longsword's left hand, and just like that, he was about to blow off my wrist.

Wow!

humming-

Cheer up!

He uses his right foot to kick his wrist, sending the weapon flying into the air, and then smashes the weapon in the same manner with the hatchet.

And without stopping there -

He rotates his body once and places an iron boot on his chest.

Quaaaang!

Jijijijijijik-

“Next.”

The longsword put both hands together to block the kick, and then after being pushed back about four steps, he extended his hand behind his shoulder to receive two swords.

Boom-

This sword is swinging straight at my shoulders.

“... Inhale!”

When you see those swords, you take less damage by digging in front.

Phuuk-

If the upper part had been struck, it would have been an attack that could have amputated both arms, but as I dug into the guy's arms, the two swords that came close to the handle ended up cutting my shoulder shallowly.

hook-

Wow!

“Qu-”

humming-

Quang!

He raises the hand holding the ax and hits his chin, then turns his body again and hits his head with his heel.

“... Next!”

However, the longsword did not sit still either.

Swish-

Phuuk-

He pretended to have been hit on the head and fell down, letting go of his two swords. He grabbed the sword from behind his back, from an invisible corner, and plunged the sword into my right arm.

“... Chit-”

There was nothing he could do, so he took a step back and pulled out the sword stuck in his arm, but the longsword did not stop.

“Next.”

'My senses are warming up.'

Has my senses slowly returned?

Just like that, behind the longsword, 12 swords were flying in succession in the order he wanted.

'come. I have gathered enough magical power to summon a magic sword.'

As it was, the longsword held another sword,

The moment I too pulled out the sword stuck in my arm and summoned the magic sword with the hatchet and barely a small amount of restored magic power -

Now a fight has begun in which there is no longer any reason to back down.

Kang!

Cheer up!

The magic sword shattered the sword thrown by the longsword that was not loaded with magic power.

“Next.”

Pitch-

The moment my eyes were covered by the fragments of the sword, the longsword that was already holding the next sword grazed my cheek.

humming-

Card deuk deuk deuk-

As I swung the magic sword, the longsword overlapped the sword it was holding with three swords to block my sword.

Wow-

Ppajik-

I raised my heel and struck down, shattering the bone in my knee.

Phuuk-

“Next.”

The longsword that plunged its sword into my shattered knee summoned the next sword and swung its fist.

humming-

Kwasik!

Jijijik-

I could hear the bones in his hand breaking, but the damage he had done to me was greater.

The longsword's fist hit the handle of the sword that was stuck in my knee, and my legs completely lost their function from that point on.

Paat-

[Continue the battle]

[Stop bleeding]

Fortunately, Deshade's divine protection was activated, and the damage caused by physical defects was halved.

Instead of using the magic sword as a staff to replace the leg that disappeared below the knee, he lunges forward and slashes with the hatchet.

humming-

Fizzing-

By doing so, the result was that the long sword's left arm was completely blown off.

In return for taking my right leg, I got one of his arms.

“... Next.”

However, the long sword does not stop.

'I guess so.'

It's about the arm that fell off. You can attach it later.

He lost his arm, and his expression didn't change at all. Instead, he threw two or three swords into the air with his right arm and then lunged at me and kicked me in the chest.

Whirly rilyri-

Ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-tak!

Wow!

Quaaaang!

“Bishop!!!”

“... Pfft! Do not come! Luba!!!”

I couldn't breathe for a moment, but I managed to let it out.

The moment I rolled over twice and placed my back against the end of the ceiling, the wall where the hallway meets the ceiling, Ruba tried to run towards me, but I stopped her and raised her head to come to her senses.

Swish-

At the same time, what you see before your eyes is,

The sight of a long sword stabbing me, following me closely as I was rolling, and-

The sharpness of the tool being swung by his right arm, right in front of his eyes, 5cm from his pupil.

I thought I couldn't avoid it because my back was against the wall, but those thoughts came to me, and I blew them away before I even realized what they were thinking and immediately took another action.

thud!

“Rachal.”

It doesn’t have to be your feet.

Rakshasa, the most basic method of using depth of field, is now as familiar as breathing, so as long as you can enter self-hypnosis, even the smallest trigger is enough.

He slams his left hand hard against the wall to accelerate his perception, and then narrowly avoids the longsword while the clock slows down by one level.

Kuddeudeudeudeuk-

“... Daeu-”

As it was, the longsword penetrated the wall, and the moment he was about to grab the next sword,

Wow-

“Cough!”

Craddangtang!

Drudduddudduk-

He kicks the empty longsword's abdomen away with his boots, just like he did with me.

After a very brief moment of silence, I and the longsword stand up.

Squeak-

Jagrak-

“...”

“...”

Longsword stood up, placing his hand on the puddle of blood flowing from his arm.

I also stand up, using my fists to pick at the gravel-like stone fragments that were created when the sound tube was shattered.

“...”

“...”

Just like that, he and I glare at each other.

The longsword replaced the lost arm with another sword, a sword that kills soul disease, floating in the air.

I held the broken pipe on the ground as a cane to replace my lost leg.

We looked at each other for a moment without saying anything, and then, knowing that this would be our last clash, we rushed forward.

You just have to avoid the worst situation.

In a fight with a longsword, the worst situation in a fight with him who has a sword that kills soul disease is-

A situation where the sword that kills soul disease comes into direct contact with my body.

This may sound obvious, but if you think about it backwards, it also means that you can take as much damage from other swords as long as it doesn't make you unable to move.

so-

Crackling-

With the gray sword floating in the air, I charge at the longsword stabbing another sword into my body.

Fuuuuk-

The sword enters deep into the stomach.

There is no way that a spirit soldier's body that was originally created for fighting could stop like this.

humming-

Sigh!

The hatchet swung, ignoring the damage, attempted to split the longsword's head, but the longsword only broke its head and cut off its right ear.

A situation where it feels like both sides have exchanged moves.

However, there is no way the sword could stop swinging like that.

“Next.”

Sigh-

Kuuk-

Deeply-

He refrains from using the sword that kills spirit sickness unless it completely renders me incapable of fighting, or unless a situation arises where it is absolutely critical.

So, what the longsword holds again is not a sword that kills soul disease, but a useless magic sword that lacks the restored magic power to immediately pull the magic trigger.

Instead of backing down, the longsword summoned the next sword and tried to cut off my arm holding the hatchet, but instead it thrust its arm forward and stuck the sword, sealing it.

The hatchet took advantage of that opportunity to swing again.

humming-

Sigh!

This ax also missed.

The ax he swung, taking another hit, ended up blowing off his little finger.

'Is the regenerative ability slowly coming back?'

So this fight is a long one.

Whilick!

Kagang!

I throw the magic sword back in front of him.

He may have doubts about that, but there is not enough time or information to read the intention of the action in the immediate situation.

Therefore, the longsword interpreted my actions as positively as possible and took a stance in preparation for me coming within nose-to-neck distance with only the hatchet in order to achieve very close combat.

As the magical power that had been gradually consumed was refilled into the vessel of my soul, I poured everything into my regenerative ability and began a war of attrition with the long sword, armed only with the hatchet.

        
            From now on, they fight against each other with only one goal in mind.

And that goal is achieved when the other person is destroyed and can no longer leave his or her breath in the world.

“Next.”

A long rapier pierced through my military boots and stuck into the top of my foot.

The ax shattered Longsword's left femur.

“Next.”

The long sword was swung, shattering his ribs and digging into his body.

The ax completely blew away half of his thigh flesh.

“Next.”

The magic of a magic sword that spewed flames with its own power covered the entire body.

The ax he swung, completely relying on and ignoring his regenerative ability, shattered the magic sword and cut off what remained of his left shoulder blade.

“Next.”

The longsword swung the sword, but the one-handed sword that hit my elbow missed its path and pierced my right chest.

Meanwhile, the ax was held upside down and struck the longsword's jaw, knocking out several teeth.

“Next.”

The sword pierced my right hand and even pierced my forearm.

As he let go of the sword, he reached forward with his right hand, which was impaled on the sword, and struck his left eyeball with the handle, damaging it.

“Next.”

The longsword completely blew off my right arm, which had lost its proper function, from the elbow down.

At the same time, I swung the ax and completely severed his leg from the thigh bone to the knee, exposing all the skin inside.

“Next.”

I swung my other sword at the longsword stuck in my right chest, causing the sword to rip through my side and fly out completely.

I kicked the sword that had fallen like that, corrected its direction, and struck the handle with the hatchet, leaving a deep scratch on his side.

The fight never ends.

It could be said to be a fight between monsters and monsters.

But this is clearly a fight between humans.

Since you have started a fight that you cannot give up, since you have chosen it with your own pride, it is just a fight to meet the outcome until the end.

“Next.”

Whirly lick-

The right hand without the little finger spins the sword around and tries to stab the person in the neck.

Whirly lick-

bang!

Just like that, I also turn the hatchet once and hit his wrist with the handle, making him drop the sword.

Wow-

“Next.”

The hand that had let go of the sword didn't stop, but made a fist, put out a finger and struck my left eye, quickly pulled it out, stepped back, and picked up the sword.

Swish-

Flash-

Lifting the side blade of the axe, I bring it close to his face to block his vision, then deliver two low kicks to his damaged leg.

Pudddeuk!

The leg, which had been cut at the thigh and cut off at the knee, was completely separated from the longsword's body.

humming-

Quad deuk!

The longsword, who managed to maintain balance on his remaining leg, threw a sword, but I kicked my previously severed right arm and caught it with my boot.

Consuming the body,

consuming blood,

Consuming energy,

A fight that consumes your judgment,

It seemed like it would never end.

But-

Just as everything has an end -

There was an end to this fight.

A sword that cuts people,

sharp,

Destroy the deception,

Sometimes, I deliberately pretend to be deceived,

You draw your opponent into a trick you created.

Whether intentional or not, the trap was completed.

“Daeu-”

The longsword's voice calling for the sword did not come to a proper conclusion.

There were no more swords around him.

It looks like all the weapons built into the Ark of the Sword have been exhausted.

Instead of holding the longsword in the air, he held the sword that killed the soul disease that had not been used until the last clear opportunity.

At the same time-

It shows a trap that you can never avoid falling into.

'Now, come.'

He throws the broken pipe he was holding like a cane.

The balance of the body, which had been standing on one leg, is lost, and a gap in the heart that seemed to never exist is revealed.

It's a blatant trap.

However, it is a trap where there is no next opportunity.

So the longsword that saw the open path to my heart-

Instinctively, he thrust out his sword to kill the soul disease.

So, I deliberately opened my heart and showed myself-

He holds the ‘magic sword’ and swings it out.

'Extreme concentration that is displayed for a moment becomes a poison that prevents one from paying attention to other things.'

Right in front of the long sword that was aiming for only my heart.

He let go of his hand holding the long hatchet and created a magic sword.

A magic sword thrown back to channel everything into its regenerative abilities.

The magic sword had long since disappeared from the longsword's blind spot.

The sword that was raised like that is extended once again.

Normally, the hand would be holding the cross guard of the sword, but this time, the reach would be lengthened by holding on to the end of the sword handle with just the right amount of strength.

So the magic sword is-

The longsword that I had memorized the lich of my magic sword from previous fights is-

He couldn't respond to my sword, which was about two fingers longer.

As it was, my sword reached his heart faster than the long sword.

But-

Cheer up!

What is heard is not the sound of a sword piercing flesh and piercing the heart,

The sound of a weapon being smashed comes from the sword ark behind the longsword.

[Grand Sword – Phantom]

In the ark of swords, there are still about 10 spare swords left, along with an insurance sword that is shattered in place of the longsword that had to die.

'Isn't it all used up?'

The longsword had also dug a trap.

He acts as if all his swords are exhausted, makes me show a winning move, then jumps into that winning move and wins, relying on his remaining insurance.

'This is the conclusion reached by the senses who have completely completed the warm-up.'

That is the longsword man's fighting method.

It is a fighting method that can only be used by a single human who has numerous swords and is counting which swords are broken, which swords are used up, and which swords remain.

Therefore, my magic sword could not pierce the long sword's heart, and his sword continued to come towards my heart without stopping.

But-

I also have insurance that I have been hiding.

“Please do me a favor. Feria.”

Grumbling-

The sword aimed at the heart is blocked by the white flames that rise before my eyes.

The long sword's sword could not pierce the heart.

To be exact, it didn't pierce my heart.

“It’s a surprise gift. Oppa.”

A naked Peria speaks with her heart impaled on a sword.

No matter how many pipes in the sound pipe were shattered, many more continue to the top floor.

So, at the last moment, I asked Peria for help.

“Do you know how much it hurt?”

“... sorry.”

The variable in this fight is determined by how many cards are hidden.

Compared to The Seven, the Ark of the Long Sword is 7 in terms of strength.

I think Peria's ability, which is connected to me through soul, is 0.

It's a fight where you wouldn't have been able to do anything even if Peria, who can arrive right away, appeared first, but you only have to come out once at the most critical moment to block the longsword.

Geek-

“I can never take it out. You can't touch my brother.”

The longsword tried to pull the sword out from the heart, but no matter how much the difference in strength was, he could not drop Peria, who only had one arm and was holding the sword with both arms.

So I-

Use Feria as a square and get into his diagonal line.

Boom-

Since I only have one leg, I move so much that I almost fall-

In fact, because of that, he was able to kneel on the ground faster than the longsword predicted.

To use it in that state,

A handful, a handful,

Even in the fight with the long sword, I was able to collect it without showing it to the end.

A magical power that has just begun to circulate throughout the body, allowing only one chance.

[Day Break]

He filled his entire body's magic into his fist and plunged it into the right side of the long sword.

Puzzle-

The ribs are broken and the magic power invades,

Dudududududuuk-

The seams of the armor leather that the longsword was wearing were bursting,

Kwaaa!

Just like that, his left side exploded.

dump-

“Ugh...”

It rolls on the ground just as the magic power was poured into it.

There are no legs.

More than that, there is no strength left anymore.

But it was enough.

“... Cough-”

The longsword did not lose its balance even though it had one leg missing.

Instead, he vomited blood while standing still, with half of his upper body blown away.

Grumbling-

As soon as Peria is revived, it blocks my path.

He picks up a broken sword on the floor and confronts the longsword.

“Bishop!!!”

Swish-

Sigh!

At the same time, Luba also runs and drags his shoes in front of me, blocking the gap between me and the long sword.

“... It's okay. It's over now.”

But since there was no need for that anymore, I asked the two to step away from the longsword.

“...”

“...”

As it is, Longsword and I look at each other.

I was sitting on the ground without one leg,

He looked like an old tree about to fall, with half of his upper body blown off.

“... Soul disease.”

Longsword says.

“Answer, soul disease.”

“... As much as you want.”

“Was I human?”

“...”

“Have I lost as a human being?”

The longsword's eyes were not dead.

Although my body is in such a state that it wouldn't be surprising if I stop breathing soon, he looks into my heart with eyes that say he won't forgive me for lying.

so-

It answers his heart.

“I don't know what answer you want, but I'm sure I just-

I fought a ‘human’ called Longsword and killed him.”

“... I see.”

He said this while looking at the long sword's body without even a single drop of blood, as if there was no more blood to shed.

“What I fought before my resurrection may have been a monster, but what I fought after my resurrection was definitely a human. So I'll just do the same this time. He killed Helias and accepted everything that came with killing him. Just as I still haven't forgotten that he was alive, I will live my life remembering that I killed you.”

Although my mind is hazy, I muster up the last of my strength to speak to him until the end.

“Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church killed the human longsword. If someone asks me that I definitely killed the ‘long sword’, not the [sword that kills swords], not the [long sword], I’ll answer as much as they want.”

“... I see.”

Peee-

The image becomes blurred.

Seeing my will fading, it seemed like I couldn't hold on any longer.

The life he had barely maintained with his regenerative ability was about to end.

Hwaak-

At that moment, I felt someone touch my shoulder and my regenerative abilities were activated again.

“... Reigns.”

“Sorry. It's a little late.”

It was Reigns who put his hand on my shoulder.

Reigns was very slowly flowing the magic power of the entire sound tube, including the long sword, that he had absorbed into my body, allowing my regenerative ability to manifest.

There was no way that his life would be cut short here and he would be resurrected in a spare body in the parish.

I look forward, feeling Reigns' hand.

But there was no longer a longsword there.

What remains,

little,

no,

With a very comfortable smile,

After living his life to the fullest,

There was only the corpse of a human knight.

        
            The fight is over.

The sound tube is half-wave.

More than half of them were destroyed by Raines' power and long sword.

However, surprisingly, there was only one person who died, Longsword, the intruder who caused all of this.

Although I died and was resurrected, and Peria also died once, it's surprising that all the tricksters except us were safe.

However, if you look at the pros and cons, it is a fight in which most of the losses are lost.

In particular, for the Tricksters, the longsword's attack was nothing short of a disaster, so it was a fight with no gain from the beginning.

But the good news is that the tricksters didn't really care about that, and most of the damage to the sound tube was repairable.

“Don’t worry. The guys here can take their time and slowly repair the sound pipe, and all the rumors that were lost in the first place are in my head.”

Paradox, lying on a long sofa and putting an ice pack on his forehead, organizes the case step by step.

“Eh- Repairing the sound pipe is very difficult. Can’t the leader do it for you?”

“That’s right. We want to go out and gather other rumors faster than that.”

“Shut up! Bystander bastards. While others are furiously fighting off intruders, what you're doing is sitting in a dark corner of the room, betting on whether you'll live or die? You all know that you will not be able to take a single step forward until the sound tube is repaired.”

“““S-”””

The tricksters' complaints rang out all around Paradox's sofa.

Right now, Paradox is lying on the sofa, unable to move.

And around him, other tricksters are applying medicine to the sword wounds on Paradox's body, spraying them, and using magic to hide the scars.

There was someone playing next to me like a minstrel, and it was a bonus to wonder what practical effect it would have.

so-

Thanks to this, it became clear that the tricksters were dishonest people.

Although their attitude toward each other seems light, they clearly care about Paradox who fought on their behalf, and express their gratitude in their own way.

“ character. In this way, we can take care of our own work. So, now you guys should pack your things and leave. Sorry, but there will be no sendoff. I'm sick so I can't leave here for a while.”

Paradox is waving his finger at us and pointing outside the door.

It means leave now.

It's something I do because my body can't move anymore, but I thought I should say thank you.

“... Thank you for your help.”

“Hang? What?”

“The fight with the long sword.”

“... This is ridiculous.”

“What is it?”

Paradox, who was lying on the sofa, turned his head.

Then the ice bag fell from his forehead, and while another trickster was fussily picking it up and putting it back up, the old man glared at me and said,

“I am the leader of the Tricksters. And this is the Sound Pavilion, and you are the guests of the Sound Pavilion. Originally, I would have had to deal with him alone.”

Paradox turned his head again and looked at the sky.

Then the ice bag fell again, and this time, one of the tricksters swore and grabbed the ice bag again and threw it at Paradox's face.

“I never did this for you or for Peria.”

“... I'll take it like that.”

“So disappear quickly.”

He is a dishonest person.

There is only one reason why Paradox moves.

The longsword came to kill me.

Even if it doesn't kill me, it has the power to get me away from Peria.

and-

Peria will be sad when I die.

For that reason alone, Paradox risked everything to help me kill Longsword.

“... Mr. Bishop. Let's go quickly. I guess there are times when we can’t rest any more because of us?”

“... Yes. That’s how it should be.”

So the only thing we can do to help him is to leave.

I agreed with Farewell about Ruba, who was sleeping on Gombangi's back after receiving treatment for her wounds from the same tricksters, and Raines, who had vomited extremely loudly and fell asleep in the same way.

I, too, could not do anything with my completely severed right leg and right arm, even with my immediate regenerative abilities, so I decided to go back to the church with a temporary prosthetic leg and hand made by Farewell and get them properly repaired.

In order to leave, I got up from my chair with the help of Feria and Farewell.

“... Oppa.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Wait a minute.”

“... Ah, yes.”

Peria helps me up and approaches Paradox.

“... What is it?”

“What do you think?”

Paradox opened his eyes as a shadow appeared on his face.

“Do you have anything to give me? If you have it, give it to me quickly.”

Paradox already knew what Peria was going to do.

So, from her pocket, Peria handed over as a gift the item she had been thinking of giving to her teacher someday: a pack of cards with purple backs that she said had come from the East, which she had previously bought in the City of Alchemists.

“... I always feel this, but the teacher is not cute.”

“Did you think the old man would be disappointed because he heard that he wasn’t cute?”

“Okay, that’s a gift.”

“This is a tarot card created by the wise man Siret who came from Iketer, right? I'm not particularly good at fortune-telling, but I have a knack for twisting the structure of the tarot, so I can come up with new fortune-telling, which is fun.”

“I know everything. Also, I will give you this.”

“Of course I knew everything. Because he is the leader of the tricksters. I also remembered hearing a rumor that you bought this in the City of Alchemists.”

Peria pouts at Paradox’s words.

“... So, it's not cute. Anyway, take it. Honestly, if you're a teacher, you probably already have this card. Not only the tarot cards that came from the East, but also all the items that can be used for magic are purchased and collected.”

However, Peria's lips entered as soon as she heard Paradox's answer.

“No. There is no such thing.”

“... Yes?”

“I don’t have it.”

“Why? If you are a teacher, the first thing you should do is-”

“Because I knew you would bring it to me.”

Peria's words were cut off by Paradox's foresight.

But Peria-

Instead, he looked happy.

“... Really, it’s not cute.”

Peria repeated her first words, but this time there was a smile on her face.

Peria lifts Paradox's wrinkled hand.

side-

“Then, I’ll go. Teacher.”

“... Yes. Goodbye.”

After saying hello, Peria turns around and walks towards me.

And Paradox said his final greeting to Peria’s back.

“See you later, alive.”

“... Teacher too.”

So, after finishing our work at Sori Hall, we headed out.

-------------------------------

What remained was the [Ark of Swords], which was not destroyed until the end of the battle.

And, apart from the sword that killed the god and the sword that killed the demon, which were extinguished with all my might, there was another sword that remained, the [Sword that killed the dragon], and several swords that could not be used until the end.

and-

The treatment of Razael Saen Tion.

‘Razael. What should Razael do?'

While waiting for Camellia on the second floor of the cafe, I think about various things.

Now that we are leaving the capital, the time has come to decide what to do with Razael Sain Tion.

‘Let’s organize our thoughts briefly. First of all, from my point of view, I am a little reluctant to be treated the way Camellia did, even if Razael is the one who gets executed. But Razael wants to kill me, and letting Razael go is also related to Camellia's honor.'

The rumor that an assassin from the Kingdom Alliance was targeting me spread throughout the capital.

The knights who discovered us from the imperial castle and came to help us kept quiet, but the information pieced together based on the information they had witnessed while leading the smashed carriage over the castle wall was more easily assembled into the truth than expected and passed through the gaps between people.

Of course, even if that wasn't the case, Camellia is now more angry than she could have imagined.

‘First of all, if you look at it this way, he’s a good boss. It seems like he hasn't forgotten his promise to protect me and the church.'

Camellia definitely promised prosperity for me and the church.

However, as if they were laughing at that, as if they were belittling the power of the empire, humans from the Kingdom Alliance tried to assassinate me.

Therefore, this incident can be interpreted as a challenge to the honor of Camellia by the Kingdom Alliance, and the way other powers look at us changes depending on how we handle this.

'Camellia will try to make Razael suffer more than death as an example.'

Therefore, Camellia will harass and destroy Razael in the cruelest way possible.

And I think Razael tried to kill me, but he went too far.

Slurp-

“... Razael Sain Tion.”

After taking a sip of tea, I recite the name of the woman who tried to kill me.

Razael Sain Tion.

The daughter of Helias Saine Tion at a late age.

They are a father and daughter whose age gap is such that it would not be awkward to call them grandfather.

And then I killed Helias Sain Tion and came to the empire.

Let me point this out clearly.

There was actually no need to kill Helias Sign Thion simply during the process of us crossing over to the Empire.

'Helias had to kill once a day thanks to the devil's arm transplant. So I couldn't go far from the city.'

However, we decided to kill Helias.

Even if it was an environment where he couldn't chase us, I couldn't stand watching Helias put on a killer's mask in Grace's territory and start killing the people he was protecting.

So come out, we have killed Helias Sain Thion.

I made the choice to kill him, and I decided to accept everything that would come with it.

As a result, those who followed were Razael Saen Tion and humans called Longsword.

Rajael follows the instinct of wanting revenge, and Longsword wants the sword that killed the strong.

“Revenge... Revenge-”

This comes to mind.

Choice and revenge.

Revenge that followed the choice to kill Helias.

The closest thing to revenge is Reigns.

Reigns seeks revenge on the witch Rootknit Treecat, who used them as test subjects, and on the witch's tutor.

'I could tell because I kept watching from the side. A properly ignited desire for revenge cannot be extinguished. The revenge of someone like Vincent whose object of revenge is abstract is diluted, but the flame of revenge where there is a clear object burns more brilliantly as time passes.'

At the same time, I am reminded of the unique doctrine of our denomination.

'Deshade said. Don't forget the dead. Remember the dead. 'Do not insult the dead.'

Deshade tolerated many things.

God, who loves humans, just watched most of what happened between people.

There are people who stab others to survive, and Deshade stands by and ignores them.

From the point of view of God looking down, rather than the distinction between good and evil that humans have created for themselves, I thought that this was something that humans should solve on their own, not something that God should punish or reward, and that is because each human yearns for their own wishes. Because I know it was done.

Instead, Deshade told us not to forget one thing.

It means not to insult the dead.

What this means is that if you kill someone else to fulfill your own wishes, don't forget that you killed that person, don't dishonor them any further, and move on.

So I still remember killing Helias Sain Thion.

I did not forget that I killed Helias Saen Thion by my choice, by aiding Enin's will, and that I killed him of my own will.

But I thought I shouldn't end there.

'How far does not insulting the dead extend?'

Deshade's words are not simply about not insulting corpses or laughing at the dead.

He also means not to turn a blind eye to the choices that come your way by killing others.

So, I don't turn my eyes away from Razael.

In the end, Razael was just trying to make his wish come true.

Just as Reigns dreams of revenge, Razael also dreams of revenge.

Just as the longsword tried to escape from its true nature, Razael also moved with a similar will.

Just as Paradox did not want to make Peria sad, Razael also tried to relieve his own sadness by killing me, who killed his father.

Although Razael clearly possessed a will for revenge, she was also moving to achieve her wishes as a human being.

And I-

He is a priest of God who grants human wishes.

so-

In order not to insult the death of Helias Saention,

At the same time, as a priest of God who grants human wishes,

After granting Reigns' wish for revenge, I came to the point where I wondered if I should also grant Razael's wish.

“... Responsibility, Is it?”

Having made a choice, responsibility also comes with it.

It reminded me of Morsling, whom I met a few days ago.

He said that the blood slime he was working with had gained a will, so he took responsibility for it and accepted her as his wife.

Without stopping there, he decided to give up living in the capital and move to our diocese to fulfill the wishes of his wife, Slien.

Yes.

He clearly took responsibility.

Unlike the priests of God who grant the wishes of humans who are still undecided and suffering, he has clearly decided what he must do.

“... In that case, I should take responsibility for Razael.”

So, I also made a decision.

To take responsibility for Razael.

In my own way, but I also don't want to die, so I find a compromise.

By choosing to kill Helias Sain Tion, he decided to accept the responsibility of being the avenger Razael Sain Tion.

The moment I finished thinking like that, the time had finally come.

“Has the decision been made? Lee Rim.”

“... Camellia.”

When I heard Camellia's voice coming from behind me as I was facing the stairs, I got up and looked in that direction.

There was the princess, dressed in everyday clothes who looked quite calm today, and Razael, who had been taken away by the spy knights with his hands handcuffed.

        
            The atmosphere in Camellia is different from usual.

The clothes don't stand out, and the hairstyle doesn't feel like much effort was put into it.

It was the same when I came in.

The only drink I ordered was a simple cup of tea, and it seemed like I had no intention of enjoying culture or entertainment at all today.

She now does not hide her thoughts but reveals them with all her actions.

When she glanced at Razael, her eyes were infinitely cold, but I could feel the heat sleeping in the middle of them.

And such actions are not just a signal to Razael to be prepared, they are also sending an unspoken message to me.

'What the princess wants is for Razael's treatment to be left entirely to her.'

Camellia shows even more anger and solemnity towards the assassin who tried to kill her vassal.

In order to make sure she kept the promise she made to me, she was making it clear that she would handle the series of events that had just happened to me with her own hands.

To that extent, the princess in front of her today did not look like a princess but rather like a judge who had come to the podium to hand down a confirmed death sentence.

Click-

The princess took just one sip of tea to wet her lips and spoke quietly.

“... Then, Lee Rim. I believe your thoughts have been organized. The reason I said that I wanted to take the time to think about how to decide on that woman's treatment until the day I leave the capital was because it was a request made by Lee Lim, the person involved, not an opinion of me or anyone else.”

“That's right.”

“So, of course, you’re sitting here after making a decision in your mind, right?”

“... Of course, the conclusion has been reached.”

While Camellia and I were talking, the knight of the Spy Order who had come up with her pushed Razael and took him to one side.

“Kneel.”

“...”

Sigh!

thud-

“...”

Razael was kneeled about 5 steps away from the table by a member of the Spy Order.

From now on, the treatment of Razael over there will be determined by my single word.

If you decide to leave everything to the princess, you could end up falling below a human level, worse than a prostitute or a slave.

But I don't want to go that far.

No matter how much Razael tried to kill me, it definitely happened because I killed Helias Sain Tion.

But that doesn't mean I have any intention of being hypocritical and letting Razael go.

'If I let Razael go in the first place, he will only aim for my life again.'

'The best revenge is to make yourself happy.' By saying something like this, I have no intention of dismissing her decision or the hope of a person who lost her father as fleeting.

'At the same time, I don't intend to suffer the same revenge.'

So what we are going to do from now on is compromise.

I think the treatment of the princess is too harsh and I will come up with an alternative.

The alternative must be acceptable to the princess.

At the same time, it should not be a conclusion that deprives Razael of the only thing he has.

He remembers that until the end and prays in the name of an avenger to Camellia, who is waiting for an answer.

“Razael-”

“...”

“I will make you my slave.”

“... slave?”

Camellia's eyebrows rose.

Being the Camellia that she is, she must have predicted some of the answers that would come out of my mouth, but when the time came, the words I said were not among the options she was thinking about, and it seems that they were completely unexpected answers.

“Yes. I am a slave.”

“Do you mean to make them slaves belonging to the religious order?”

“No. It means it is my personal property.”

“... Explanation, Lee Rim.”

He speaks calmly to Camellia, who asks for a reason.

“Razael Saine Thion's father is Helias Saine Thion. Commander of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance. This is the man I killed.”

“I know.”

“And our denomination clearly has the only doctrine of not forgetting or insulting the dead.”

What I am talking about is not as a knight of Camellia, but as a bishop of the church.

“... I remember.”

Camellia begins to stack the words I say one by one in her head.

From now on, all I have to do is convince her by strengthening it little by little and building it up so that it doesn't fall apart and showing it to me perfectly.

“So, I do not intend to insult Helias Sain Thion, whom I killed. But this is not limited to the soul and body of the dead man. Razael Sain Tion is one of them. No matter how much his descendants came to take revenge on me, I don't want to make my daughter, Razael Sain Tion, who came to take revenge on that man, be treated as less than human. I think this is excessive.”

“Is it sympathy? Can we say that he made that decision out of pity?”

“No. If sympathy and pity had been the main factor, the decision I made would have been hypocritical, not to enslave her but to release her without taking any action. This is treatment to make myself feel at ease.”

It does not contain lies.

He shows Camellia the truth and his own wishes.

I built the foundation.

The words were laid in front of her one by one, and Camellia looked down at them.

From now on, it is the princess's turn to watch the foundation and start picking it.

“Irim.”

“Yes.”

“I am creating a perfect empire.”

“I know.”

“I have a drawing. I revise drawings while my eyes are open, when I fall asleep, and sometimes even in my dreams. But even if you work hard, perfection cannot exist. Do you know why it happens like that?”

“... Probably because there is a variable. This is why no matter how gods they are, they cannot reach omniscience and omnipotence, and the limit is to get 'closer' to omniscience and omnipotence. Variables that no one is aware of make it impossible for even God's foreknowledge to become a confirmed prophecy of the future.”

“That’s right. No matter how much I have what other vassals call insight, this Camellia is also a royal family, but at the same time, she is human. Things that mess up the drawing I'm drawing can appear at any time, and if that's the case, I try to prevent them in advance before new variables mess up the drawing.”

Camellia is two things.

One is Camellia, a monarch who uses humans as her knights.

And the other one who actually leads the empire is Camellia, who is no different from the emperor.

So she has to dispose of Razael from those two positions.

As a punishment for those who have messed with his retainers, and as a warning to enemies who will try to mess with me in the future and ruin his drawings or make changes to his drawings.

“I have a duty to exclude them.”

Kkook-

Camellia slightly stretched out her arms in front of the table.

The table between us was smaller than the others.

So Camellia grabbed my hand with a slight movement.

Both hands at once.

One is a warm, bleeding hand that was originally attached to my body.

The other is a cold prosthetic hand made by Farewell.

This is a temporary measure because in order to completely change one's body, one must first return to the parish.

Although the hand with the glove on is made on the spot, each and every joint moves, you can never get rid of the feeling that it is a prosthetic hand.

Camellia strokes my prosthetic arm.

And at the same time, I look down and look at my prosthetic leg.

Don't ask why.

Paradox was dealt with quickly, so Camellia heard that the sound pipe was attacked by the longsword. She also heard that the longsword was completely destroyed, the damage suffered by the sound pipe, and that I had carried out the repelling of the longsword.

I could clearly see some of what Camellia was thinking.

She was clearly sorry that the search and disposal of the longsword was something she should have done, not me, but that she had failed to do it and in the end, I had to protect my own safety with my own hands.

A silent apology for not being able to keep the evil spirit.

She also knows that when I return to the parish, my body will return to perfect condition.

In the first place, she made me her vassal because it was an advantage, and I also use it as an asset to act as her vassal.

For me, I thought the attack by Razael and Longsword was part of the aftermath of the choice I made, but she thought it was a broken promise.

“...”

Camellia gently strokes my hand.

Like a child who carefully handles an old doll that he is attached to.

They look at me with more eyes than just looking at a retainer.

so-

She can't back down any more.

Because there is no guarantee that what was done to me by the long sword will not happen again.

In order to rule out the possibility that anyone who wants to challenge themselves and the empire will appear again, a clear message must be announced to the world.

By showing everyone how Razael, who targeted me with that long sword, will be dealt with.

“... This is also related to authority.”

“That is a reasonable statement.”

“So, now - Lee Rim. Think again and answer.”

Camellia, who pulled her back upright again, asked with a cool expression.

“Yes.”

“Is the treatment of Razael in your opinion a decision made from a more important position than this Camellia thinks?”

Camellia, who had finished observing the foundation with her back to the huge drawing, asked me a question.

She didn't want to take too long, so she asked that question.

Is the opinion that builds on the foundation I created worth more than the decision I am currently making, and is there really any benefit to following my way rather than my own?

'Otherwise, it means that you should quietly follow your own decision.'

Therefore, I answer honestly.

“Honestly, since it was a conclusion reached after perfection and supreme agony, Camellia’s method should be considered the correct answer. It is clearly a straightforward opinion, and considering the intention, I think all officials in the empire will ultimately make the same decision.”

“Do you think so? But the answer doesn't end there. Continue.”

“But that’s the way the princess likes it.”

“... My own way?”

“Yes. Camellia's method is to draw a drawing and exclude in advance variables that might try to ruin it.”

“... So, what is your favorite method?”

“I don’t like pictures with drawings.”

In front of Camellia, he openly denied her methods.

“... I don't like pictures with drawings.”

“Yes. When I draw a picture, I first draw what comes to mind and then call the finished image a painting.”

“It is not an efficient method. If that happens, there is a pretty high chance that you won't like the picture drawn that way.”

“Of course it is. However, even though there is a high possibility that it will not turn out to be a picture I like, I prefer a picture drawn that way.”

In response to Camellia's concerns, I build on the lessons from my experience.

I already know a painter who was trying to paint a big picture.

Helias Sign Thion.

Unfortunately, as I was deciding on the treatment of Razael Sain Tion, the person who came to mind was the name of the commander of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance.

        
            A picture drawn by Helias Saine Tion.

When he brought me in, his painting had already been sketched.

He was about to start applying paint to it next.

I just tried to apply a certain color to a certain location in a certain way.

But because of that, he couldn't see anything more than that.

How the paint he dropped on the floor fell, what was happening outside the canvas, what I was thinking as I watched it from behind, and what the picture he was drawing was made of.

So, is it a reaction?

I didn't like the picture drawn that way.

“I draw something whenever it comes to mind. Sometimes I forget what I was trying to draw before. Sometimes there are colors that do not mix together at all. Sometimes parts that have already been drawn may cover each other.”

“What a mess.”

“Yes. It's a mess. However, such a mess is what I want when I look at it later, with all my desires at that time mixed up.”

“... Then I will ask. You yourself said that the painting was inferior to mine because of its disorder. But that makes me even more incomprehensible, Lee Rim. Even though you know it, why do you pursue it? Why on earth do you insist on that, even bending my will?”

Although I did not understand, it was clear that my will was firm.

So, I let you know that just as Camellia is a person with two positions, I am also a person with two positions.

“That's because I am Camellia's vassal and at the same time a priest who serves Deshade.”

Not a knight serving one monarch, but a human being who is both a knight and a priest who serves one god along with one monarch.

That's me.

If other people saw it, they would say it was something they were concerned about.

Why are knights and paladins separate?

An unfortunate situation that can arise if you serve both a monarch and a god at the same time is that you may have to give up your will as a being when making a choice.

If I were just Camellia's knight, I would have followed her decision without saying anything.

However, I am also the priest and sword of Deshade.

So, as a priest of Deshade, not a knight of Camellia, I have a reason to clearly express my opinion on her decisions.

In order not to betray Deshade's will, I announced my intention to not comply with Camellia's methods.

“... I see.”

“... Yes.”

Camellia quietly thinks.

Look at me and think about my position.

“... Yes. You are my vassal and at the same time a priest who serves Deshade.”

“... Yes.”

“And you met Deshade before me.”

“... Yes.”

“... You were devoted not only to me, but also to your God. Why did I forget that?”

Camellia's eyes changed.

Her eyes did not hide the feeling of regret, but showed it as it was.

And Camellia-

quietly,

very quietly,

He spoke in a voice that was barely audible to me, but not clearly.

“... If you had met me first instead of Deshade, would you have been able to become my only Mortis?”

“... Yes?”

“No. I'm talking to myself.”

Camellia closed her eyes and kept them closed for quite a long time before opening them and saying.

“... Yes. Lee Rim Still, you clearly thought of me this time.”

“What do you mean?”

“At least the fact that you said you would make Razael a slave means that you considered my position as a princess and a monarch.”

“... Well, that’s right.”

It was a compromise conclusion.

The conclusion to make Razael a slave was made because it was thought that this would be the treatment that would convince the public, including Camellia, as much as possible.

“In that case, you also know that the stigma that will be placed on Razael according to imperial law will not be that of an ordinary slave. Razael Saen Tion will not be a debt slave, but a criminal slave, a type of slave who can completely subjugate his body. It was clearly an attempt by a human from the Kingdom Alliance to kill a human from another country, a citizen of the empire.”

“That's right.”

“So, we need to clearly announce this to people. We need to set an example for everyone so that no one will ever harbor such thoughts again.”

“I will keep this in mind.”

“... You really know what it means to enslave Razael, right? Lee Rim.”

“Of course.”

“I can now fully understand the intention behind your decision, but I am worried that your prestige will be lost by actually tampering with a slave just because it is nearby.”

Debt slavery literally means becoming a temporary slave to repay with labor the amount owed due to non-fulfillment of a financial promise.

On the other hand, criminal slaves, unlike debt slaves, are slaves who are forced to obey completely until their sins are forgiven by the state.

Debt slaves have a good chance of being restored to their status to the extent that they are treated as simple labor, so they are guaranteed to be treated as human beings, but in the case of criminal slaves, it is almost impossible to return to their original status.

Due to the artifact being stuffed around the neck, the body is restrained by its owner.

Everything can be controlled, from eating, physical freedom, and sleep to being forced to perform physiologically objectionable actions and even freedom of excretion.

Unlike debt slaves, who are still treated as human beings even though they are slaves, criminal slaves are treated as completely inferior to humans.

However, criminal slavery was still a treatment that was one level higher than the way Camellia originally tried to treat Razael, but still allowed him to maintain his human form.

However, what she was talking about was the possibility that an individual bishop's reputation could be tarnished by what it means to enslave a human being.

There are definitely slaves within the empire.

Slaves are also used at the top, and other nobles, castle lords, knights, and wizards also mostly use debt slaves when they can afford it, and criminal slaves near the border as labor.

However, the denomination does not deal with slaves.

It is already an empire where many different races live together.

So, it may be less so in other places, but in one religious order, if prisoners are put on leashes and shown to be using them as slaves, no matter what kind of slaves they are, it is branded with a bad perception.

In particular, since there are many competing denominations, they deliberately refuse to accept slaves no matter what, in order to improve their image.

As the bishop of the Deshade Church, I-

It is not a slave belonging to a religious order, which is interpreted as a criminal slave as a labor force,

In fact, the fact that it was accepted as a personal slave, which could be interpreted as a personal plaything, was highly likely to be interpreted by people as full of selfish intentions.

Still, that's better.

It would be much better to have my image drastically tarnished and rumors spreading that Camellia treated the prisoners of the Kingdom Alliance in a cruel way than to continue to think about the unspeakable horrors that came to her when she fell into the hands of Camellia. If you think about it.

So I,

I answered Camellia clearly.

“Although it is a slave, the horse is a slave. Don't worry. I just think of it as helping a lost child who lost her parents.”

The answer is that I will take responsibility, as I am a human being with the consequences of my choice.

If it had been handled by the princess's hands, it would have ended up as the monarch treating his vassal harshly out of concern for his vassal, but the decision was made to deal with it as the bishop of the Deshade Church putting his own desires first and making Razael a slave.

-------------------------------

“Do not cross the line!”

“You must stay inside the line! Don't push! Do not move along the procession!”

From the main street, you can hear the sounds of the capital's soldiers controlling the people.

“That's the woman who tried to kill the princess's knight.”

“Slave, that is also a criminal slave. It's a fair treatment, but... it looks a little pitiful.”

“Since I am not a citizen of the empire, I will now live as a slave for the rest of my life.”

“They even say they are privately owned slaves? Does that mean... it could even make you wait all night?”

“Because you are a criminal slave, you will... But a bishop of one denomination? Until now, no religious order within the empire had ever accepted slaves. I don't know how to handle it in reality, but there is also the world's opinion, so I may have made a hasty judgment.”

“I actually think it’s a good example, right? This was done because the humans of the Kingdom Alliance looked down on our empire. You should treat him appropriately.”

The voices of people murmuring can be heard from all over.

But either way, I walk down the street, holding the leash attached to Razael’s necklace.

'It's about half a turn now.'

Razael's treatment was confirmed as criminal slavery.

And instead of accepting my method, the princess ordered me to clearly inform people about this.

So, I put a large necklace around Razael's neck, dragged him by the leash, and took him on a tour of the capital.

Sometimes Razael tries to stop.

“...”

Hold-

“... Pfft-”

'... shit. After all, I don't think it's something a person can do.'

Every time I do that, I pull on the leash attached to the collar around her neck, a leather collar that is too rough for a human and might be best used only for vicious dogs.

He continues walking in that form and shows Razael to people.

People had already been informed of the news several hours ago.

The woman who tried to kill the princess's knight had fallen into the status of that knight's slave, so come out and see her.

'But I'm a little embarrassed that public opinion is better than I thought.'

When I came out on the street, I was a little taken aback by people's reactions, which were much different from what I expected.

A jet-black knight who walks the streets wearing Deshade's armor on purpose to show that he is the princess's knight.

On the other hand, behind it is a woman walking with a leash tied to me, barefoot and wearing only a cloth, with messy hair and messy hair.

No matter how much our denomination has always tried to show a good side, I thought that people would give priority to the visuals they directly witnessed, overturning the good image that had existed before.

This is an unprecedented situation in which a bishop of a religious denomination treats the assassin who attempted to assassinate him as a de facto trophy, lowering him to a status where he can legally harass him.

So, I was planning on enduring the swear words and trash-talking people would throw at me, thinking it was inevitable.

However, people were still more favorable to our denomination and to me than I thought.

There are two reasons.

The first reason is that even now, the people of the empire have formed the perception that the Kingdom Alliance is a country that has been pursuing only one-sided diplomacy for several years, and now that diplomacy has been cut off, they view it as an enemy country. The other reason is that -

Tingling-

Even though I was clearly dressed like a slave and walking towards me with a leash attached, Razael's eyes did not die at all.

Upon hearing that the assassin who tried to kill the princess's knight had become a slave, the people who came to see it did not look like a slave trembling with fear, but rather as a wild beast that, although clearly tied to a leash, would once again barge in with its teeth and rip off the nape of the neck as soon as the leash disappeared. It was just visible.

So people-

He tried to hide his fear by swearing and throwing objects at the beast.

“... As expected, those eyes must be showing contempt for our race. The guys in the Kingdom Alliance haven't changed at all.”

“Die! The whore of the Kingdom Unity!”

“That's right! Even during the Great War and before, you always looked down on us! Now pay the price!”

“Hahaha! The tail is worth a look! plural? Revenge is something that the people of our empire should do! You have always betrayed our empire!”

“It looks good. How does it feel to be treated the same way as you, the humans of the Kingdom Alliance who treated our different races as slaves or worse?”

The empire is a country made up of numerous different races.

And of course, people from the Gaia Church and the Kingdom Alliance run solely by pure-blooded people are bound to be hated by the majority of the people of the empire.

Swish-

puck-

Hwiik-

Sigh!

Boom-

puck-

Various objects fly into Razael's body.

There were fruits and foods commonly sold in the market, and among them were hard objects that could be quite painful if hit.

The soldiers try to stop them, but once the crowd gets excited, their anger does not calm down easily.

Razael as is, Razael mixed up with all kinds of trash-

Still, he doesn't stop glaring at me.

“...Are you angry?”

“...”

Razael did not answer.

“Is it boiling?”

“...”

Razael did not look away.

“You don’t seem to have any resentment.”

“...”

I thought there would be no answer this time either.

“... yet-”

“Huh?”

“Because there is still a chance.”

Razael looked straight at me and said, even though his head was soaked with the juice of the strong fruit he hit and bleeding from a wound.

“You will regret it. What saved me.”

After hearing the answer, I realized that Razael had not broken down at all.

So, as a priest serving Deshade-

At the same time, as the object of Razael's revenge -

He answered that he would make human wishes come true.

“Yes. I won't force you. Take revenge on yourself. Find your own way and try hard.”

“...”

I turn my head away from Razael, who has no answer.

After raising his hand to stop the people, he walks forward again, dragging Razael forward.

I thought about how my natural desire to not want to die and Razael's desire to get revenge on me could overlap.

After touring the capital with Razael, I returned to the parish with everyone in the carriage arranged by Camellia.

        
            I returned safely from the capital to the diocese.

However, even though Camellia's orders haven't even started yet, I'm already feeling tired.

There are other things that you need to be prepared for and prepare your mind for.

This time, we are helping them according to the request of the Church of Lehi.

The Lehi Church is tracking witches, and they said they would gather some personnel before starting work, so they said they would come find us after some of the witch hunters scattered throughout the empire return.

The goal is for Lihere and our church to go to the County of Dun Priest and banish the Unholy King Framework, a high-ranking demon who is said to be sleeping in the sanctuary there.

I was wondering how tracking down a witch would lead to banishing a high-ranking demon, but surprisingly, the whole story wasn't that complicated.

Immediately after Baphomet was banished with my help, the black fog cleared and the witch hunters were tracking down the witches of Sabbat.

One of the witches they were tracking was hiding behind the devil's sanctuary inside the county, inside the endlessly burning cathedral, and the only way for the witch hunters to get in there was to gain the power of a high-ranking devil.

So, as an excuse, Camellia had me help Lihier, creating the fact that she received help from both the Imperial Family and the Church of Deshade, and decided to change the order of the demons that had to be dealt with at some point and deal with the higher-level devils first. .

So, Bishop Setias and his witch hunters are on standby until a certain number of them gather and come to visit us.

'Of course, in reality, the final task would be to verify who the head of the Dunpriest family was, according to Camellia's orders, and then order him to be assassinated.'

So, just take care of parish matters right before you leave, and spend the remaining time leisurely.

If you can send it.

...

Phew!

“... Razael Sain Tion.”

“What is it?”

“I told you to do whatever you want to get revenge, but isn’t this a bit too much?”

Razael's dagger pierced the pillow where my head had been a moment ago.

'I thought about changing my pillow, but I didn't know I would change it thanks to this opportunity.'

Since it was clearly an attempt to kill me, I cannot just ignore it.

“...”

“I’m really going crazy.”

Razael's hand holding the dagger was pulled out from the pillow again and tried to take a picture of my face, but he was stopped by holding on to both arms.

after that-

Puzzle-

Wow!

Kwadangtang!

He quickly gets up from the bed and twists Razael's wrist to make him lose the dagger, then plunges his fist into Razael's chest and throws him into the wall.

“Ugh...! Cough! Collock-”

Razael, who had been hit in the lung area, spat on the floor and coughed in pain.

Just looking at it, it seems pitiful, but I don't really think that way.

First of all, it was a natural response since they were trying to kill me, and above all, this wasn't the first time it had happened.

Squeak-

“Hwaaaam... Oppa. Why is it so loud?”

“Ah, Peria. Are you awake?”

“No. While I was on my way to drink water, I heard a noise and came here. Don't other people know? The soundproofing of my house is surprisingly good.”

“... You said the soundproofing was good, so how did you feel it was noisy?”

“The good thing is that there is a wall between the rooms, and the hallway connected to the door lets in a little sound.”

Just then, the door opened and Peria, wearing pajamas, came in and found Razael lying in front of the wall.

In terms of time, it was roughly two hours after everyone had gone to bed, so Peria was just about to fall asleep after being awake all this time.

“... Ah, it’s this bitch again?”

“Uh, yes. I’m back again.”

“So, let’s do as I say? Let’s just dig a hole and bury it.”

“... That’s a bit.”

“I don’t mean to kill you. Are you saying we should bury it in sturdy ground, leaving only the head? I will give you food on time.”

“... It's not a dog, and that's a bit too much.”

“Or at least tie it securely when you sleep at night. They attack me like this every day when I get the chance, but I don't know why they go down such a troublesome path after so long with a slave's necklace tied around their neck.”

Peria, half awake, looks down at Razael with cold eyes.

As Peria said, this has happened several times over the past week.

Not just once or twice, but if I were to count it with my fingers, it would be in the double digits, and if I were to be more precise about the number of times, it would be around 30 times.

'Is this the third time you've been attacked while you were sleeping?'

Like this, Razael frequently attacked me with a weapon he obtained from somewhere.

He remained calm until he first returned to the diocese from the capital.

Even though I dream of revenge, I decided that I was the kind of person who wanted to make a plan and do it, so I told everyone about Razael and received their understanding.

Razael is a slave and works as a laborer for our church.

They help soul soldiers and hygges by working in the fields or procuring materials to build buildings.

However, since it was not forced with an artifact called the Slave Necklace, Razael could have run away at any time.

But Razael chose not to run away.

Rather, she thought that the current method was the closest way to get to me, the target of revenge, and accordingly, she consistently caught my sight every time she saw me and did not hide her burning desire for revenge.

The problem is that the vengeful bonfire, which never ceases to be filled with firewood, causes sparks to fly from time to time.

“It’s already number 34.”

“Did you all count?”

“Of course. Because my brother's life depends on it. While I was talking to Luba outside, he carefully came up from behind and stabbed me, or he was hiding a bottle of oil and then let my guard down just a little and hit my head while I was carrying a heavy object and tried to set it on fire. He was watching everything. What on earth are you thinking? If there weren't other people around, I would have been in real trouble.”

“Well... Razael doesn't have a sword to kill soul disease, and I can be resurrected even if I die, so I thought it would be okay for now.”

“... Look how insensitive you are even after almost being killed by a long sword not long ago. Are you really saying I’m going to turn away because of you? Brother, you've been neglecting your life too much lately. It was like that before, but it seems even more so now. Isn’t it normal to try to avoid dying unless it’s absolutely necessary?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry-”

“This doesn’t end with just saying sorry, you human being. While I'm leaving, I'd like to say something-”

chin-

Looking at Peria leaning her head on the threshold, I get the feeling that the nagging will start for a while now.

So I quickly put my hand on Peria's head and rubbed it roughly, making it impossible for her to speak.

“... Oh, don't try to brush your hair while stroking it! hey! Can’t you see I’m talking seriously?!”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I'm sorry.”

I gave Peria a rough pat on the head to say sorry for worrying her, who was blaming me for all the complaints I had been building up until now, but I ended up getting scolded instead.

Still, thanks to that, I succeeded in stopping Peria from talking at length.

'So, what should Razael do? 'It's definitely not in good shape right now.'

Then I look at Razael, who is glaring at me, and I can't help but think that I treated myself too much.

It was definitely a frightening level of persistence, and I got a lot of help from other people.

Enin stopped Razael from trying to hit my head with the shovel he was holding.

When I went to check if the building where the soul soldiers were staying was sturdy, Eila caught Razael, who was waiting inside, swinging a dagger.

During the surprise attack on the first day when they attempted to break into my room, the attack was averted by Hwarim, who 'claimed' that he had happened to be passing by my room.

In this way, since Razael's love for me has been blocked by other people, Peria's concerns are not unreasonable.

“Still, I’m paying attention because Razael’s sword is pointed only at me. Because he is a person with a clear goal. As long as I was sure it wasn't targeting other people, I was thinking of accepting this for now. ... I didn't know that the frequency of attempts at revenge would be this short.”

“... Ugh, I'm really going crazy.”

But still, I let Razael go.

That's how I take responsibility for Razael.

It is a way to take responsibility for Razael as the person who killed his father, and at the same time as a priest of the Deshade Church.

During my journey before coming to the parish, I spoke with Razael.

From the question and answer with Razael, who used the slave's necklace to make me answer only the truth, I got a general idea of what kind of person Razael was.

'Am I the one seeking revenge?'

‘You are the beginning and the end. I plan to cut off your head and show it to others.'

‘What about after that? Are you going to kill other people too?'

'no. 'Making other humans who witnessed your death live in sorrow is my way of revenge.'

Razael clearly insisted on having his own way.

When her father died, she and her mother mourned.

Razael was determined to make others besides me feel that sadness.

In order to get revenge worth twice as much, he killed me and spared the others who witnessed my death, intending to leave that sorrow forever as long as they live.

So, if that was Razael's wish, as the bishop of the Deshade Church, I would provide an environment in which it could come true.

If there was a reason to do that, I did it because there was.

'If that's impossible, or if it comes true, what will you do next?'

‘There is no next time. That's all I have.'

'...'

For Razael, revenge is the final destination.

Without that destination, this woman is just a dead human being.

'I don't want to see this guy or that guy or anyone commit suicide in front of other people. I wouldn't know if he died of his own accord in a place I didn't know anything about and the news never spread.'

And because I had no intention of accepting that Razael committed suicide right in front of me, losing his will to live because his chance for revenge had completely disappeared, and that he would take revenge that would forever haunt my mind, I gave him half of his freedom. will be.

However, if I think about it now, there are many problems with this method.

It is not my way to continue to cause inconvenience and worry to Peria and other people like I am now.

More than anything else, I put the people around me first, so I decided to put conditions on Razael, thinking that I should spare others the trouble they had to endure.

“... Stand up, Razael.”

The slave's necklace reacts and Razael stands up.

“I told you to get revenge, but it seems you really see nothing but revenge.”

“... Shut up, you traitor.”

Razael's condition did not look that good when he stood up.

This is a woman who pours everything into revenge.

First of all, I made it so that most blades are out of my hands, but that's why I always try.

He doesn't sleep at night, wears rags, and deliberately goes to a distant city to buy tools to kill me.

Even though it worked hard during the day, it does not close its eyes and waits with open eyes until the right time to kill me.

More than a week has passed, and Razael's body has become so weak that she could sleep on her back at any moment, but she stands upright in front of me so as not to look servile. .

So, I thought that if I left it like this, I would destroy myself before I could achieve revenge or anything else.

“So, I need to put some restrictions on it.”

“... Ha, I knew that. The man who ultimately betrayed his father. Who would have thought that he would betray even the words he said.”

Razael sneered as he saw the slave's necklace react again.

His eyes were filled with anger, resignation, and despair at the same time, probably because he thought I was going to order him to stop taking revenge.

But that's speculation.

I didn't intend to go that far.

“I will not take away your freedom to speak freely. I'll just give it a few times.”

He looks straight into Razael’s eyes and says.

“You can take revenge on me once a day, it doesn’t matter at any time. However, the possibility of revenge is limited to ‘when one’s body is judged to be functioning normally enough.’”

As soon as the command was finished, the slave's necklace began to glow.

The order, which was semi-permanently imprinted, now functions as a condition that Razael cannot refuse.

'Honestly, I've been paying attention to it a lot.'

However, the conditions were deliberately set loose.

There is a reason why Razael set the condition for revenge as 'when the body is considered to be functioning normally enough' based on the average human standard.

If this happens, Razael will now have no choice but to take care of himself.

Loosening the judgment conditions actually prevents Razael from focusing solely on revenge.

Unlike telling yourself you're okay, you can't stop your body from instinctively making judgments like you're tired, lacking sleep, or not in a good condition.

So, from now on, Razael must take care of himself if he wants to fulfill the conditions for revenge.

You need to relax your tired body appropriately, get a long night's sleep, and move your body to prevent it from getting sick.

At the same time, there were clear restrictions on the time and number of times revenge could be carried out.

So, recognizing that she will only give him one chance to get revenge once a day, Razael must take care of himself so as not to waste that precious moment.

“Now, go back and sleep. For reference, today's revenge is past midnight, so let's assume it's over.”

Sigh-

Thanks to this, I was also anxious and had trouble falling asleep until tonight, so I sent Razael away with a smile, thinking that I would sleep well today.

“... There are not many days left to put on a relaxed face. Prepare for tomorrow.”

Razael said something cliché and returned to his quarters.

I'm going to settle down in one of the houses the spirit soldiers are building in the lower part of the parish, a fairly small place, and there they're going to sleep, as they're trying to figure out ways to kill me.

'... Now that I think about it, the blanket they brought me, they poured oil on it and set it on fire to try to burn me to death, so I guess it's gone now? I'll have to ask Astesia to bring me one later.'

To be honest, I wonder if there is a reason to take care of him so diligently, but since it is something that has just started, I think it is natural for my eyes to continue to fall for Razael without me even realizing it.

However, if I were to say that I had a crush on him, that would definitely not be the case. On the contrary, I would be uncomfortable if we made eye contact every time we made eye contact, and I am sure that this is definitely not a positive thing.

“... Hmm- Then, sleep well, Oppa.”

“Yes. You too, sleep comfortably.”

Just like that, Peria went to sleep, and I also lay down in bed and slowly fell asleep.

In this way, under the night sky of our church parish, there came to be a woman who lived every day to kill me once a day.

        
            The Lihi Church is located in the capital of the Mortis Empire.

A huge black bulkhead that people pass by and look up at.

Although the denomination pours out a cold and dark atmosphere, people do not feel that uncomfortable about it.

That's right, even though Lihi is in decline, it is one of the three major religious denominations in the empire, and without them, it is clear that the empire would have been swept up in a disaster that occurred overnight due to the countless witches running amok without rest. .

Therefore, Lihier has many believers and is supported by reliable nobles, including the Duke of Theoroi family.

Lihi usually maintains silence from inside the bulkhead, and people pass by around it with peace of mind, but today was different.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-

A Witch Hunter who has just entered the capital enters directly into the Diocese of Lihier.

People feel puzzled when they see that.

Today, there are already 5 people returning to the parish in a hurry.

Five people may be a small number of people, but considering the number of Witch Hunters in Lehire, which has now been greatly reduced, the Witch Hunters who have been returning to their parishes one after another over the past week have made no secret of the fact that they are preparing for something.

Squeak-

The Witch Hunter, who had just returned to the parish, took off his cloak, returned to the main gate, and reported his safe return.

“I’m back, Avenger.”

“Thank you for your hard work, Karbarebit. How was work going?”

“There is no income. I heard there was some movement near the black earth, so I went there, but there was nothing.”

“Nothing? Even if there were no traces of witches, were there any traces of any other cult or anything like that?”

“Not at all. The concern was that the Bug Witch, who died 30 years ago, might have been resurrected, but it seems better to say that it was just a fuss from residents who were uneasy about the precedents of the land they live in.”

“Umm... Is that so. All right. I was anxious because I couldn't see any creatures, such as bugs, as well as demonic beasts, in the vicinity, but it may have simply happened while the ecology was rebalancing.”

“I think it would be better to think like that.”

After finishing the report, the Witch Hunter took a breather and immediately asked how the business that had called him to the parish was going.

“So, where are the people who will leave for the Diocese of the Deshade Church? It seems a little late.”

“Everyone is gathered in front of the chapel. Rather, wasn't it written on the call sheet that it was okay to be late for Karbalebit? Since he would probably be the last to return, Bishop Setias also said that he would leave him out if it seemed too difficult.”

“This is a valuable work that can help Lihi revive again. It would be better to have at least one more person.”

“Hehe- I see. Then hurry up and go. The programming may not be finished yet.”

“I understand. Well, see you later, Ebenezer.”

“Of course. Well, it's late, but welcome. Karbarebit.”

“... Yes.”

The two Witch Hunters exchanged greetings and parted ways.

Afterwards, Karbarevit hurried to the back of the chapel as she said, and soon she saw the witch hunters gathered in the open space and hurriedly took a seat behind them.

Nodding-

Nodding-

When Karbarevit bows slightly to greet Setias on the platform, Setias also spots her and thanks her for hurrying up.

Setias then continued what he had been doing before Karbarebit's arrival: organizing the witch hunters who would participate in this witch hunt.

“Kesail, Timeless, Lacrima, forward.”

At Setias' words, the three Witch Hunters step forward.

After one group is completed, Setias calls the name once more.

“Carbarebit, Mixion, Lafse, forward.”

Once again, three people stepped forward and checked each other's faces.

It continued like that until a total of 7 groups were completed, with two people remaining.

After Setias finished organizing up to that point, he felt regretful when he realized that this was the last time.

'I took the time to gather everything I could, but it's really serious that there are less than 30 people who can move right now.'

The only ones left are Setias himself and two other Witch Hunters.

If Setias were to be paired with those two, a total of 24 people would be dispatched from the parish to hunt the witch this time.

The total number of witch hunters currently working in Lihere is 86.

Recently, Sabbat's manhunt has lost another Witch Hunter with one being killed by a witch.

So, as the head of the diocese, Setias appointed one more person to track down the witches of Sabbat and had them assist each other. Even though there were 86 people, most of them were spread out throughout the empire, so the mission was not complete. This is all the people who came back from the end.

If you think about the majesty of the Lehi Church at its peak when it numbered close to 1,000 people, it was at a serious level.

And, the qualitative aspect is also the same.

“Uaaam...”

“... Ingrid. In times like this, can you please refrain from yawning just once?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Bishop. I couldn’t sleep well last night.”

“Didn’t I tell you to get a good night’s sleep because I was definitely going on a long journey today? What on earth were you doing at night?”

“... Do you want to know?”

“... Let’s take a look.”

“I thought I couldn't do it for a while, so I suddenly got a fever and started playing with my fingers-”

Ingrid, who was making excuses to Setias, could not finish her sentence and heard a sound as she was hit by Lyudmilla, a witch hunter with red wolf ears who was right next to her.

“So! While sharing the same room as me! Please stop doing things like that!!!”

Wow!

“... Huh! sorry. Bishop. I will take good care of Ingrid.”

“... I'll leave it to you. Lyudmila.”

The Witch Hunter's dignity was preserved when Lyudmila, who shared the same room as Ingrid, blushed and violently cut off her head after telling her that she had fallen asleep late because of masturbation, to be more specific.

Probably.

Phew-

While the other Witch Hunters sighed and laughed quietly when they saw Ingrid's consistent appearance today, Setias gave a short, bitter smile and immediately got the people moving.

“Anyway, I understand. Then, the remaining two people, Lyudmila and Ingrid, will be in my group. Thank you very much.”

“I will do my best.”

“Keuung... Working hard, yes. I will do it.”

Lyudmila, who puts her hand on her chest and pricks up her red ears, looking trustworthy and begging to be trusted, and Ingrid, who answers by scratching her sheep's horns, which are as big as her chest.

Even if one side is dependable in everything, the other side is a bit anxious, but Setias does not see it as a bad thing.

In the past, 100 years ago to be exact, if it were Lehi, a free person like Ingrid in front of him would never be tolerated.

Those who behave poorly are immediately put in a torture cell and whipped, or if they are young, after a light corporal punishment, they are made to sleep on straw next to the beds of the witches kept in Lihier.

However, Setias hopes that the Church of Lihi will find its strength like it did in its heyday, but he also believes that the current atmosphere is not all bad.

Setias grouped himself and the two people into a group and told everyone to go back to their rooms and pack their belongings, and he also went back to his room and started packing his belongings.

At the same time, it was a bonus that seeing Ingrid and the other Witch Hunters from before gave me many thoughts about the future and present of the church.

'Family atmosphere. yes. 'It's not a bad environment.'

Lehi is clearly in decline.

However, it is a period of decline, but not destruction.

Compared to the time when there were close to 1,000 people, it is definitely a serious level, but the number is not falling sharply below the current level.

Compared to the old days when there was an all-out war against witches and 100 people died one by one, and even more people committed suicide one after another, they are clearly doing well.

'There were many seniors who said they had a hard time mentally. At that time, it is said that it was common for people to fall into despair because they were kept in solitary confinement, prohibited from having any personal conversations other than exchanging information, and kept going on missions and returning.'

Until the two generations prior, including myself, the Witch Hunters had only one role:

It was simply treated as a tool to kill witches.

Find the witch, kill the witch.

He took revenge on the descendants of the witch who corrupted Lord Lihier, and selected the children they gave birth to, killing those who had already awakened as witches and raising those who had not yet realized their true nature to become the next Witch Hunters.

Because that was all, the Witch Hunters at the time were emotionally dead.

But it's different now.

The rooms are combined so that there are at least two people per room, and they do not hesitate to have private conversations and check on each other's well-being, as well as to show concern for each other.

Although Setias himself holds the position of parish priest, in reality, except for appearing as a representative at external events, most of the people spend most of their daily lives as friends or family.

It's a bit problematic that some witch hunters go beyond friends and family to romantic relationships, and other people around them who know about it also shrug it off.

Still, thanks to this, the death rate of current witch hunters has decreased significantly.

That is the environment created by the diocese before Setias.

It can be said to be the achievement of the previous parish priest who completely overhauled the existing Lihi and created a new Lihi.

“... But, my senior died because of that.”

However, such an environment was not so easily created.

Setias is reminded of his former parish priest.

[Arsena Aria]

The previous bishop, Arcena, saw that the number of Witch Hunters had begun to fall below 100 and made a bold decision upon taking office.

We strived to create an environment similar to the present by revising all existing customs, and in order to minimize the risk of the work that Witch Hunters had to do, we lifted the church's policy of being closed so far and actively requested cooperation from other churches. .

However, if the problem had been solved simply by receiving cooperation from other religious denominations in investigating news about witches, the number of witches would not have been decreasing in the first place.

She directly jumped into the most dangerous jobs for the survival and happiness of the Witch Hunters.

'yes? 30 witches created Sabbat in the southwest forest? And you don't even think about running away, but rather face it head on? Well, if that's the case, then it actually worked out well. Then I'll go and kill them all.'

Even compared to other witch hunters, she was far superior.

‘Arsena, you were strong. More beautiful than any other Witch Hunter.'

Archdiocese Archena jumped directly into the trap of the witches who were actively carrying out hostile acts and reduced their numbers significantly.

Even compared to other famous witch hunters recorded in history, she had an incredible level of strength.

Thanks to Arcena, the consumption of witch hunters was greatly reduced, and Lyudmila and Ingrid, who would have originally followed other witch hunters as soon as they turned 6, were able to receive sufficient training until they were 14 years old.

All of this was possible because of Arsena's sacrifice.

But that's why-

Setias belatedly found out what Arcena was hiding.

widely-

Setias packed all his belongings.

After finishing everything she had to do, she turned her head and looked at the empty bed where the owner had once been, lost in thought.

        
            At that time, the head of Lihier was Arsena Aria, and Setias was working as her adjutant at the time.

That day was also the time when Setias was acting alone as acting head of the diocese, replacing Arcena, who had run away three days ago to hunt witches alone.

“Setias. The parish priest has returned.”

“... Thank you, Ebenager. Where is the parish priest now?”

“He went back to his room first. He said he would change his clothes.”

“Okay.”

After hearing the news of Arsena's return from the witch hunter guarding the main gate, she picked up some documents and stood up.

Knock knock-

“Director. Do you have it?”

“...”

“Vicar? I heard you came back, but you're not there?”

Setias came to Arsena's room to find her and knocked on the door.

Setias felt that he needed to quickly report some of the things that happened while she was away, so instead of waiting for Arcena in the office, Setias came to the room where she was putting down her luggage.

However, although she felt a sign of popularity inside, Arcena had no answer.

So Setias knocked on the door again and called for her, and Arsena answered belatedly.

Knock knock knock-

“...Arsena?”

“... Ah, Erian. sorry. I dozed off for a moment.”

“You were there. I wanted to report on what happened while you were away. I'll go in.”

“... Oh, no! are you okay! Tomorrow, do it tomorrow-”

“Where is tomorrow? One o'clock is full of urgent matters. When you arrive, you will come straight to the office, or go straight to your room. I'll go in.”

“Aaaa?! Wait, wait! Please wait just a moment! fool! Don't be stupid Erian! Don't force it open! An order from the head of the diocese! okay! It’s an order!”

“The only parish priest who has not returned to the office is Witch Hunter. I’m going in.”

“Well, well... That's right! I'm naked right now?! So just a little more-”

In the end, Setias, tired of the continued fighting, took action,

Forced breakthrough.

“... It's noisy. Fool Arsena.”

bang!

Anyway, the room was shared by Setias and Arcena.

The first thing Arsena did as soon as she took office was to force the witch hunters who had been living in solitary confinement into two-person rooms with like-minded people. Although Setias did not want to do so, Arsena forced Setias on the grounds that he was her lieutenant. I was assigned to the same room as her.

So, since Arsena's room was also Setias' room, Setias chose to just go inside without waiting for an answer.

Suddenly-

What Setias saw after opening the door wide, ignoring Arsena's panicked voice -

Starting from her back, there were scars and curses covering her entire body.

“...Arsena?”

“... That's why I always told you to listen carefully and act... Hehe-”

Setias found out then.

She fought against witches one-on-one every time, but came back unscathed.

A parishioner who had the energy to do things that other Witch Hunters could never do, and who always stuck with him to the point of disgust.

Arsena was not strong.

just-

I just worked hard.

...

“...”

“... Erian? Ma, please talk to me... I’m scared.”

“... Be quiet. Exhale.”

“Yes, yes...”

Kuuuuk-

“Kiyayayak?! Oh, it hurts, Erian!”

“I said it hurts.”

Setias hurried to the chapel and wiped Arsena's entire body with the holy water he had brought out. After chanting as much as he could, Setias expressed his dissatisfaction by bandaging her body a little more tightly at the end.

Seeing Arsena with tears in her eyes made her feel a little sorry, but Setias thought it was a blessing in disguise.

“...Arsena.”

“Ugh... Yes. tell. Erian.”

“Why on earth do you want to sacrifice yourself like that?”

At that time, Lihi's mood was still tense.

Since it was a two-person room, the witch hunters were now worried about each other, but it was just a business-like conversation between priests who shared the same room and worshiped the same god.

Although the atmosphere was definitely more relaxed than before, it was still not that friendly to each other.

Therefore, Setias could not understand Arcena's desire to sacrifice herself so much to provide a little more freedom to other witch hunters who were so rigid.

And Arsena, too, was working hard even though she knew what Setias and other Witch Hunters were thinking.

“... I'm sorry for worrying you, Erian. I know I can't be understood. Still, the reason I can’t quit this is because I have my own reasons.”

“... My own reason? What do you mean?”

“I think of other people as family.”

“... Yes?”

When Setias thinks about it now, it's surprising that Arsena was such an optimistic person.

She looked at all of Lehire as if it were her own family, and watched everyone with loving eyes.

“Although we are just there to kill witches, I think it is a bit unfortunate that we live to do just that until we die. I hope you can live happily, even if only a little bit. After all, you only live once, right?”

So Arcena made up her mind.

Witch Hunters who think that everyone is a tool, and even consider themselves tools, have a human heart inside them just like everyone else, so let's remind them of that.

Let's make Witch Hunters who sleep under the same roof, eat the same food, and see each other frequently feel like real family.

“Many people, including Erian, look at me as if they don’t understand, but in reality, I am making my dream come true step by step?”

If you work hard, others will have more freedom.

When you move, you create time for each other to look at each other.

When you take on dangerous tasks on your own behalf, you have the opportunity to see familiar faces for a long time.

Time is created to remember each other's faces and names and share emotions during leisurely time.

So, Arsena accepted the position of parish priest, which did not fit her personality or strength.

Everything for the parish.

Everything for others.

All for the sake of the Witch Hunters and their own wishes.

She moved to give the organization extra time to become a family.

-------------------------------

Setias, who was reminiscing about his predecessor, opened his eyes.

“...Arsena. Now this place has become the parish you wanted.”

Setias opens the window.

Then, warm air fills the cold, lonely room.

Looking down into the parish garden, which was made of dull black brick, there were Witch Hunters who had not left on this expedition, training several young children.

There are smiles on each other's faces.

It is a smile that can only be seen when they are not simply a tutor and a student, but are sitting around the same table and sharing warm food right after class is over.

“But now, now that the parish you wanted has been created, where are you…?”

Setias turns his head.

There were many witch hunters smiling and moving around in various parts of the parish, but Arcena was not there.

People are going back and forth taking supplies out of the clock tower, which is used as both a warehouse and a library.

Senior Witch Hunters are handing over how to deal with supporters and other church members coming to the church while they are away.

There is also a witch hunter in charge of the carriage who checks the condition of the dire wolves who will be driving the carriage and selects those with good health.

Setias' gaze continues to wander and he spots Ingrid walking down the hallway, yawning, avoiding other people's gazes, not sure if she's walking around after packing up all of her belongings, but he tries to ignore it.

Next, Setias turns his head and looks at the now empty chapel.

There was probably only an altar for Lihier lying there, but Setias felt like he could briefly see Arsena there.

“...Arsena.”

Setias was there,

Arsena Aria's funeral was held.

Arcena, who fell into the witch's trap, could only be rescued a month after the news broke.

After being rescued, she suffered severe torture, experimentation, and revenge, leaving no part of her body intact.

There, Setias hugged Arsena and cried.

And she made up her mind.

According to her wishes, he will create the environment she wanted.

That she would make Lehier into the kind of family she wanted.

In this way, Setias sent ‘two’ people away from the chapel he was currently looking at.

“...!”

Is this an illusion caused by delirium?

Or did Lihier really see what Setias was looking at and perform a miracle?

At the entrance to the chapel, Setias felt as if he had seen Arsena and her child 'who died before he could even be named', holding Arsena's hand tightly next to him.

So Setias-

Promise.

“... Rest assured, Arsena. I will protect Lehier no matter what happens.”

So the Vicar of Lehire-

Make up your mind.

“So, no matter what happens, I cannot join hands with witches.”

He decided to protect Lihier, which Arcena, whom he admired, had tried to create.

He decided to take revenge on the witches who played a trick on Arcena, whom he loved.

So, Setias decided that no matter what happened, he would not join hands with witches, even if they were the Blue Rose Witches whose existence the royal family acknowledged.

Of course, for that to happen, Lihier and Setias must become stronger.

Rustling-

Just then, the paper on the desk blowing in the wind caught Setias' attention.

There was a proposal written in it that made Setias worry and that could make the diocese much stronger than it is now.

The name of the sender indicated by the seal and signature on the luxurious letter is -

[Paladin Religiosus of the Rugal Church]

“... Is this a proposal to strengthen the relationship between denominations? Now that Rugal has been through a lot of trouble due to Sotalk, it seems like he doesn't want to deal with Red Purge alone.”

It was a letter that I could not bear to throw away even though I felt disgusted, containing a promise to give enormous profits to the Lehi Church in exchange for marriage with the Feudal King Parasig.

“... But, it can't be helped. For Lehire, sacrificing this body alone is cheap.”

So Setias, who remembered Arsena,

After this incident, I decided to make a final decision for the diocese.

        
            Something big happened in the capital.

In fact, the place where the incident occurred was not in the capital, but in two places. One was a road leading to the waterway that had not yet entered the capital, and the other was the trickster capital, which was connected through a sewer inside the capital, so if you think about it, it was happening in the capital. It may be possible to say that this did not happen.

Anyway, there was a longsword attack, Razael was captured and enslaved, and the orders given by Princess Camellia remain intact.

Officially, it is about receiving the support requested by Bishop Setias of the Lehi Church, who said he desperately needs my help.

In addition, we must banish the high-ranking demon Framework from the Dune Priest territory.

As for the unofficial side of things, Rehero knows nothing about Ingrid, who is acting as an unbalanced double agent, and the Witch Hunters who share the same views as her.

So, with their help, I have to find out who the head of the Dawn Priest County, where the whistleblower was, is, and assassinate him.

For that purpose, witch hunters are coming to our church to welcome us.

Yesterday evening, the Witch Hunter who left earlier, a day away, arrived at our church and reported the news, so today is the day that all of Lihier's members will arrive.

'The Witch Hunter who came yesterday said that our parish was on its way to Dunpriest County, so he wanted to arrive at our parish, pick up the church members, replenish the supplies consumed along the way, and then depart.'

There is no need for everyone in our denomination to go this time.

At the time, the Hygges were reluctant to accept the imperial army, and because the terrain was quite closed, information was not easily shared even with Lihi, where they had connections.

So, because the news could not be shared in time, we had to wage a defensive battle against the Necro Druids with only a small number of members of our church, including Ingrid and Lyudmilla.

But this time is different.

First, according to Feria's explanation, the Dunpriest family is a family that has sworn loyalty to the Steyer royal family since before the founding of the empire.

The devil's sanctuary in the count's territory is managed in a way that is closely attached to the count's territory, and as a result, unlike during Nan Hygge, one can enter the sanctuary from inside the count's shelter.

Even if priests of the high-level demonic framework attacked from somewhere, there was no need to worry too much because the count family itself was strong and there were witch hunters as well.

So what follows me this time is,

Only Ennin, Thistle, Astesia, and Hwarim.

‘Is Reigns okay? It looks like the aftereffects are worse than I expected from the effort I put in before.'

Since his exertion in the capital, Reigns has been nauseous once a day.

'Now the frequency is a bit less and the vomiting isn't as bad, but at one point I thought I was really dying.'

I was worried, so I asked Farewell, who diagnosed Reigns' body, about his condition. It was annoying to hear Farewell explain something that I wouldn't have understood anyway, so I explained it with an analogy. did.

So, Farewell had to make medicine for Raines to take, so I stayed at the parish, and instead, I received an additional handful of the transparent yellow medicine that Farewell had made for long-distance use, which I was told to bite down with my teeth once a day.

'Anyway, Farewell's role was as an alchemist belonging to the church, so being in the workshop would be more helpful. Reigns also has his own work to do, so there is no reason to follow him every time.'

So Reigns and Farewell remained in the church as a set.

And the next one who has expressed his intention to stay is Feria.

Peria said that since Morsling would soon come to our church, it would be better to have someone familiar with her stay to guide us, so she said she would stay.

'Of course, even if it's not Peria, it's okay because there are people among the soul soldiers who are familiar with Morsling, but it's still better if at least one person remains in charge. Feria was originally suited for that kind of thing.'

And so Peria remained.

The next person who said she would stay was Aila, and to be honest, I was a little surprised by this.

When I went to Aila's room to ask her opinion, I found Aila harvesting Peria's long hair.

According to him, he has now harvested enough hair to use as a skein, so it's a bonus that he said this will probably be the last time he cuts Peria's hair.

Afterwards, when I told her in detail how I would move this time, Aila was happy to see me with a big smile on her face.

'huh? Are you going far this time too? Rather, the sea? The sea?! Is it true that you can see the sea if you go there?!'

'To be exact, it's a coastal city. It is a bay-shaped lake made of seawater that extends deep into the empire from the sea, but it may be difficult to see the real sea...?'

‘But the sea is the sea, right? I've never seen the sea! I really want to see it! Then I'll go too-'

Dun Priest Territory is a port city in the shape of a bay.

So Aila, who only stayed inland, tried to say that she would follow right away because she wanted to see the ship and the sea, but for some reason she was cut off mid-sentence and was disappointed.

'Ah... I'm sorry, Lee Rim! I know it's weird to do this after loving being alone so much, but I don't think I can go this time!'

'uh? Oh, no. You don't have to follow me every time, but why? What's going on?'

'Ugh... Actually, because of what happened in Rugal, I had to reflect on myself a little. I received warning from another elf who was on vacation like me in Rugal.'

'Oh yeah? Sorry. I don't know what happened, but maybe it was me?'

'huh? No, no! It’s definitely not because of Lee Rim! It's just that a little situation came up. Don’t feel sorry for nothing! Have a nice trip, and go buy something delicious instead!'

'huh. okay. I won't forget to buy it.'

Belatedly, I remembered that no matter how freely Aila moves, she is ultimately an elf from a closed elven forest.

Elves are a race that originally tries to avoid associating with humans as much as possible.

So, although the elves outside live among humans, they hide their true identities.

However, since there are no restrictions such as the rule that her identity must be hidden, Aila openly goes around revealing that she is an elf, but it seems that the people in the elf forest have expressed the opinion that they should be more self-respecting because they have been exposed for so long. .

So, out of respect for Aila and the other elves' wishes, I thought there was no need to force them to follow this schedule.

However, after we talked to that point, I had no choice but to ask about something that was bothering me.

'... excuse me-'

'huh? why? Do you have more to say? Lee Rim?'

'Well, those goggles on your head, weren't they from Farewell's workshop?'

As we talked, the thing that kept bothering me was the goggles on Aila's head.

These are the goggles that Farewell had been wearing even when she went to the capital before, and they burst when she wore them in front of the princess.

Ayla was naturally wearing it on her head the whole time she was talking, but she kept quiet when she would normally have said it herself, so I ended up asking her.

‘Ah, this? Actually, I was bored so I went to Farewell's studio with Luba, and it reminded me of how hygges used to wear goggles when they went to the Forest of Fantasy! So I tried it too, and it felt better than I thought, so I brought it!'

'... You don't have permission?'

'uh? Did you have to take it? I heard other hygges just pick up anything useful from Farewell's workshop.'

It appears that the goggles Aila brought were brought without permission.

So when I saw Aila like that, I opened my mouth to think about what to say-

'Ugh... Well, what is it? huh. I guess it won’t work! It's nice to hang out!'

I just put my thumbs up and moved on, thinking it would work out somehow.

'Well, I'm sure we'll figure it out later, whether we fight together with Farewell or whatever we do.'

When Aila heard my compliment that she looked good, she stamped her feet in place and was happy.

'yes? lol. Even so, when I cut off the hair and made the clothes, my eyes got a little blurry! So, I'm fine with wearing this, so I'm going to keep carrying it!'

'Are your eyes dim?'

'huh! The clothes I make are a bit complicated and have to be made under moonlight! Because of that, I had to squint my eyes a bit when sewing in a dark room, but I'm glad I don't have to because I'm wearing these!'

These goggles actually improve your eyesight when worn by an elf, especially Aela, who shoots arrows.

This was the part where I felt that the product made by Farewell was unexpectedly amazing.

Afterwards, I calmed down Aila, who was running wild and almost cut off Peria's head with scissors, and left the room.

A total of five people left Aila behind for the last time.

Ennin, Thistle, Astesia, Hwarim, and me.

In fact, even recently, I have a problem with Razael, who is looking for an opportunity to get revenge on me every day.

However, in the case of Razael, Peria told me that he would hold me back since I had been suffering for over a week and told me not to worry about it.

I was worried because Peria said she was handling things in her own way, but since Peria always prioritized my opinion when expressing her opinion about Razael, I don't think anything too serious would happen.

'The problem is that everyone will keep my departure a secret from Razael, so they will only find out that I am gone after I leave. He'd probably be more upset because he thought his chance for revenge was lost because I disappeared without a word, but... if I had told him, he would definitely have tried to follow me at any cost. That will never happen. There are also people from Lehi. Let's trust Peria.'

That's how Razael's matter came to an end.

After looking into everyone's opinions, all that's left is to leave.

“I always feel that the culture of the empire is filled with consideration.”

As was the case with Baphomet before, we were waiting for Setias to arrive because they said they would provide us with a chariot drawn by Lihier's famous horsemen.

Before leaving early in the morning, I asked the Hygges, Noans, and Florians to take good care of the parish, and as I waited, soon a group of witch hunters arrived at the parish with witch hunters on their backs.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

“... It's amazing that they're gathered together like this.”

“I heard that Lihier trains demonic beasts, but I didn't expect it would be this spectacular to see wolves gathered together instead of horses.”

Thistle and I stuck out our tongues at the sound of the ground shaking in our ears.

Horses' hooves aren't the only thing that can make sounds by pounding the ground.

There are so many wolves, and the sound of them running at once, which are bigger than horses and closer to the size of cows, is louder than that of a herd of horses.

Wow...

Before entering the parish, when the witch hunter at the front strokes the neck of the dire wolf carrying him, the wolf howls and slows down the entire procession to prevent the dust from blowing around.

‘The level of training is incredible. The idea of a demonic beast listening to people's words is something I've never heard of in the Kingdom Alliance. 'I heard that demonic beasts are creatures that are instinctively hostile to humans.'

Seeing the large number of dire wolves approaching the parish from a distance with Thistle, the witch hunters riding on top of them, and the carriage led by those wolves, I thought it was a sight, but at the same time, I felt a little scary even though they were allies.

“If you're a dire wolf, you'll eat a lot, right? Food costs are no joke.”

“That's right... If you think there are that many bears, the fruits from the trees in the forest aren't enough, right?”

It was a bonus that Enin and Astesia looked cute and worried about the cost of food when they saw the dire wolves.

When I thought about it after listening to that conversation, raising demonic beasts was ultimately no different from raising livestock, and as soon as I saw the dire wolves getting closer and closer before my eyes, my fear disappeared and I realized that money, mainly food expenses, would be a lot of upkeep. It became full.

“Stop!”

Doo doo doo doo doo...

The witch hunters riding on the dire wolves' backs approached first, stopped, and landed on the ground.

Afterwards, the Witch Hunters neatly open a path in the middle and approach us, escorting the carriages.

There were three carriages in the middle of the crowd.

Among them, the carriage door at the front opened and Bishop Setias Erian got out.

        
            The carriage door opens, and a witch hunter with dark blue long hair and glasses waits on you.

Dalkak-

“Director. Please hold my hand.”

“Thank you, Ebenager.”

After Setias got off with assistance, all the Witch Hunters placed their hands on their hearts according to the prepared ritual, and everyone greeted us with a hand gesture from the Bishop of Setias, indicating that they had officially visited our church.

“May Deshade’s parish be blessed, and please be kind to us for being rude to the parish. Long time no see. Apostle Thistle. And everyone from the Deshade Church, including the bishop.”

“Deshade will welcome you to Lihere. It's been a while. Bishop Setias.”

Thistle goes ahead and receives Setias' greeting.

Afterwards, Setias said hello to me, Astesia, and Enin, then turned his head for a moment to look at the scenery of the parish as a whole.

“... It’s wide open, isn’t it?”

“Yes?”

“Ah, yes. I felt like the parish was very peaceful.”

I turn my head to follow where Setias is looking.

The spirit soldiers clearing the land.

Making a statue to honor Deshade, who belatedly noticed that he had just started.

The roofs are rising on the ceilings of houses that are now almost completed.

Seeing the sight of the soul soldiers, who have now taken on the appearance of being worthy of being called a village, makes me wonder how our parish has become so crowded with people.

“Woah! Bishop. There are a lot of customers.”

Just then, the familiar voice of the old man, Hygge, was heard, and Hygges, who had collected the skins of the hunted beasts, walked out from the forest path on the other side.

Several people are riding on Gombangi's back, and next to them, Aila, who is coming out with a cloak full of nuts picked from the forest that will be Gombangi's snack today, spots us and waves.

The hygges said they wanted to follow me when I told them I was going to hunt another demon, but in the case of the Dunpriest family, they were reluctant because it was home to a family that was the foundation of the empire, so they said they would not follow me.

In addition, the hygges had conveyed to us that while we were visiting the county, we would be going on an expedition that had been in preparation for a long time.

Kiiing- Kiiing-

“... Hahaha- Even though they are well-trained children, they seem to have no choice in front of natural hunters.”

“Ha, haha... This is rude.”

So, perhaps because the Hygges were frustrated because they couldn't hunt as much as they wanted, they passed by us and gorged themselves on the dire wolves, and it was a bonus that the dire wolves whined in front of Setias, saying they were well trained.

“Then, Bishop Lee Rim. And Apostle Thistle. We will depart immediately after supplying supplies and resolving the issues with the dire wolves.”

“Yes, please do so. Please tell me as many supplies as you want. To tell the truth, we cannot say that the parish's warehouse is spacious, but we can provide enough supplies for the short journey.”

“Thank you. Of course, you will pay the price, so don’t worry.”

Departure did not occur immediately.

As Enin and Astesia had expected, dire wolves eat more than expected, so Setias paid us a fairly high price to buy food for the dire wolves.

When I asked a nearby witch hunter, they pulled a total of three wagons, one of which was the parish priest's wagon, one of which was our wagon, and the third was loaded with meat for the dire wolves to eat. They say he eats well.

Just like that, the Witch Hunters had started throwing some of the demonic beast meat that had been marinated with minimal salting in the warehouse to some of the dire wolves, and loading the rest into the wagon.

“See you again, Bishop.”

“Hey, Bishop. Long time no see. Kikikick-”

“It’s been a while, Lyudmila. And Ingrid... It's been a while, maybe? Because I saw it in Rugal.”

While waiting for a while, Lyudmila and Ingrid came up and said hello.

Of course, at the same time, Lyudmila came because she had a purpose for me.

“Look, I'm really sorry, Bishop. Can I ask you a few questions?”

“Yes? Ah, well. If it’s a question you can answer.”

“... Can you tell me how Ingrid was doing in Rugal?”

You can see Lyudmila asking from the beginning with an apologetic look on her face, and Ingrid coming from behind, putting her hands together and asking for an answer.

From what I could see, it seemed that Lyudmila had already been asking questions on the premise that Ingrid was certain that she had caused me trouble.

‘Bishop. Please take care of me. Honestly, I helped you a lot this time, right?'

'... I'm being honest and saying this now, but didn't Ingrid go away after ostracizing people from our church? 'I don't know what to say about that.'

'So, please do something about it.'

So, for the sake of Ingrid, who didn't want to get scolded by Lyudmila with her earnest eyes, I chose the right words to answer.

“Well, he worked hard. I come out to the VIP room every day to see what other nobles are doing, and sometime when I see them, I'm writing a report and that's about it.”

“... Are you sure? Are you saying that you haven't seen me skipping work to go to the large public bathhouse whenever I have time, and drinking extravagantly with my emergency fund stashed away in the evening?”

“... Uh, yes.”

'No matter how much of a friend you are, how far are you taking it all?'

I was momentarily taken aback by Lyudmila's prediction, which was sharper than expected. Although more than half of it was true, when I saw Ingrid rubbing her hands behind her back until it got hot, I decided to put an iron plate on her face, even though I felt sorry for lying to her.

“It’s true. To be honest, I did have a drink on the last day, but that's okay, right? It also has the meaning of honoring those who have passed away.”

“... Well, that's it, I understand. thank you for telling me. If this is what Bishop Lee Rim says, you should believe it.”

Fortunately, Lyudmila believed what I said.

“Actually, I thought I may have worked too hard this time, spending all the travel expenses for two people on my own, but I'm glad that wasn't the case.”

However, he did not let go of his suspicions towards his best friend until the end.

“Then we have to go help others, so let’s go now. I hope you enjoy this journey.”

“Kikikikick- Let’s have a fun trip. Bishop.”

“I also have only two people who know Lihi, so please be kind to me. Lyudmila, and Ingrid.”

After finishing the conversation with the two people, fatigue came to me belatedly.

The Witch Hunter came to visit me from yesterday evening, and I was paying attention to various things without realizing it until the last time I left the parish, and after dealing with Razael's attack in the early morning, I think it's natural to feel tired.

So I quietly walked to the back of the church to get some sleep before leaving, and at one point I leaned back on a chair I had brought into the shade.

“... Hey, Bishop!!!”

“... Wow, I thought my heart stopped.”

After confirming that no one was there, checking again, and again, I came to the back of the church with the intention of hanging out for just a moment, but before I knew it, Ruba's voice came out in an instant and my heart almost stopped.

Even when I was ambushed by Razael in a dark warehouse before, I was less surprised than this.

“... What's wrong? Luba? Weren’t you with other hygge people?”

“Ah!! We were together until a little while ago!!! When I saw the bishop moving alone, I followed him!!!”

“Ta, there was no need to follow me... Hu-”

“Was it a nuisance?!!”

“Oh, no. I wouldn't necessarily call it a nuisance, though.”

Today again, Ruba is very outspoken, but she seems to know that I am here to rest, so she speaks at about 2/3 the volume she usually speaks.

The Hygges must have followed their usual routine by bringing the beast's meat and skin and picking up the barrel from our church's warehouse, but Luba seems to have slipped out of there.

It also looks like it has something to say.

“Hey... Bishop!!!”

“Yes. Why?”

What came out of the mouth of Luba, who seemed to have some business to do, took a long time unlike usual,

“Can I follow the route you are taking this time?!!”

It was a request to accompany him on this journey.

“Huh? Rubaga?”

“Yes!!!”

It wasn't that Ruba's request couldn't be granted.

First of all, hygge people feel like friends and neighbors.

Since hygges are not under our command, we encounter Ruba more often than other hygges.

Our relationship is not so close that I refuse without any reason when Ruba offers to follow me.

To be honest, I think the fight against the devil will be similarly difficult compared to Baphomet, but this time there won't be any interference from Necro Druids, so I have some time to spare.

So, it won’t be a problem even if Luba follows us and shoots around the county.

However, it was because of that fact that I felt puzzled.

This is because it is certain that this journey will be ‘a journey that cannot help but be peaceful no matter what happens.’

“It doesn’t matter, but is it okay? The hygges said they would go on a separate expedition while we were gone.”

This is why I doubted Luba's statement that she would follow me.

Even if hygges come along on this devil’s hunt, there’s nothing to be done.

Even if the opponent is a high-level devil, there are witch hunters, and there are troops and knights of the Dawn Priest County, so no matter how you think about it, it is a expedition that is beyond peaceful and smooth, and from the hygges' point of view, it is clearly predicted that the future will end in a monotonous manner.

So instead, the Hygges announced their intention to go on another expedition that they had been putting off for a long time: a large-scale expedition to hunt down a demonic beast called Federiul hiding in the eastern mountains of the empire, for which I had received permission from Camellia.

So, of course, I thought that Ruba would go on an expedition to the eastern mountains with other Hygges, rather than follow him to the county, which would be boring from a hunter's point of view.

“That’s true, but I still want to follow the bishop!!!”

It seems that Ruba, of course, was not unaware of what had happened.

So, she realized that if she followed me, she would not be able to go on the expedition to the eastern mountains, and although she was disappointed, she did not give up her opinion.

Rather, Luba raised her fists together, looked at me, and clearly stated her opinion.

However, I couldn't help but be taken aback by Ruba's next action.

That's because right before Luba spoke to me, she took off the wooden mask covering her face and spoke clearly.

“Please take me to the county, Bishop!!!”

A mask of hygge that was never shown to others or even to each other.

Click-

“I want to be next to the bishop!!!”

Although the mask had been shattered by a long sword before, Luba took off the mask with her own hands and showed me her bare face, which was all I could see at a glance.

        
            Luba's voice seems to ring again and again in my head.

'I want to be next to the bishop!!!'

want-

Yeah-

Yeah-

Uh...

'... what?'

First, I stopped with the sentence as it was in my head.

If it was a computerized process, there would be a delay from the calculation stage in addition to the input, output, etc., so you might be able to make an excuse that it was slow due to the large amount of input.

But I am human.

I think I've heard that in addition to physical stimulation, the perception of sound is also transmitted to the brain through nerves as electrical signals, but I thought that I shouldn't be frozen by Ruba's words even more.

So, even though it's a little late, I think back to Ruba's words.

'What I said earlier was that I wanted to follow the earldom. What he said after that was that he wanted to be by my side.'

If you interpret it in a normal way, you could have changed the statement about wanting to follow the earldom into stronger words to make it more clear and said you want to be by my side.

'Otherwise, it could mean that you reverse the order and go to the county because you want to be by my side.'

But it's neither of those things.

A little while ago, when Ruba said that she wanted to be by my side, she shouted out to me with all her courage, probably because she meant it the way she originally wanted to say it.

So, this must be viewed separately from the previous statement.

I said it in a hurry because I didn't know how to push my luck when I said I wanted to follow the county.

And since the words that came out later are even a little good, it is possible to interpret them as saying that after conveying the truth, he gained courage and said what he wanted to say.

So that means-

Luba could also be interpreted as saying that she always wants to be by my side at any time, any time.

However, for that reason, with my head filled with question marks at first, I wanted to ask Ruba more precisely what she meant by what she had just said, but I couldn't.

Ruba in front of me was showing great determination on her own, and I didn't want to ask her again like a stupid and inconsiderate person, 'What?'

One of the things Peria always says and I deny is that I am not as tactless as I thought.

So, in my own absurdity, I froze and stared at Ruba. After some time had passed, I asked her a question to explain the reason.

“Uh... So, as a hunter? Or... as a person, as a woman?”

I have insight.

Hygge people never show their masks to others.

Although I was curious, it seemed clear that there was a sweet reason for their tradition, so I deliberately did not ask for the exact reason until now.

Ruba took the first step, deliberately taking off her mask in front of me, showing her face, and saying that she wanted to be by my side.

I also knew from Luba's attitude every time she brought me a hand-made hatchet that it had its own deep meaning.

So, I decided to connect those two things with the statement from before and confront them head-on in order to be sure what Ruba's words meant and whether she was really expressing that she admired me.

“... Or, both? Luba? Is this a story told as a hunter and a woman?”

It took some time to hear Luba's answer.

“...”

“Luba?”

“...”

“... Luba?”

“...”

“... Hey, are you okay?”

“...!!!”

Luba's face slowly turned red.

It slowly rises from the bottom to the top, just as the scale of a thermometer gradually fills with dyed liquid.

In the end, every time I called her name, her blush became darker and darker, and right after she showed the end of her blush, turning completely red from her neck to her forehead -

pop!

The limit has been reached.

“Now... just a moment!!!”

“Uh, that’s right...”

After feeling like she heard something explode somewhere, Luba quickly covers her face with a mask.

Cheee-

It felt as if invisible smoke was coming from between Ruba's ears and from the top of her head, so I unconsciously waved my hand to try to cool it down, but gave up.

After Ruba takes a moment to calm down, she lowers her head and begins to speak quietly without making eye contact.

quietly.

It was really quiet.

It wasn't even like talking in a loud voice and softly.

“First of all, let me answer... Not as a woman or as a hunter.”

“Oh, that’s right...”

First of all, it seems it was a mistake.

I thought it was a romantic perspective between a woman and a man, or a genetic admiration for a stronger being as a hunter, but that doesn't seem to be the case.

Thanks to this, I was about to blush with embarrassment just like Luba did a little while ago, but I held back because Luba was trying to continue talking without giving me a chance.

Ruba explains quietly and calmly.

“When I said that I wanted to be by the bishop’s side, it meant that I was the bishop’s official keeper.”

“Guardian?”

“Yes. As the person who guards the coffin containing the bishop’s resurrected body.”

'Oh, was it that way?'

What it means to be a coffin keeper, Ruba said.

When it comes to gwanjigi, there is only one.

It was only recently that Ruba protected my coffin.

Right when there was a fight with the Longsword in the capital, I entrusted the coffin to Luba, and Luba faithfully carried out the task.

'Did the fact that you were entrusted with the coffin during the previous fight with the long sword mean something big to Luba?'

However, although I understood up to that point, I still didn't know what the temporary manager's position affected Luba.

I look down at her quietly.

Wiggle-

Parrrr-

My fingers are twitching.

Luba's hands, which always seemed healthy, are very shriveled today and are even shaking slightly.

And the reason was immediately revealed.

“Actually... I-I wanted to become a knight!”

“... What?”

It didn't matter if I looked stupid this time.

Luba suddenly confesses that she wanted to become a knight.

No matter how much you think about it, it is a question that can only be asked with a short answer.

Either way, Luba's confession continues.

“A knight... A knight who serves one monarch. I wanted to be that kind of knight.”

Wanting is past tense.

Talking about it is a dream.

That said, what Ruba is going to tell you now is the story of a dream that you gave up on.

“But... I've been a hunter ever since I was young. For hygge people, living like that is a normal life and a natural thing to do.”

Luba is the child of hygge.

Hygge children grow up to be hunters from birth.

Ruba was like that too, and I thought it would be an unchanging life in the future.

However, a turning point occurred for Luba.

“But that happened. A simple coincidence... When I was young, I went to fetch water near the lake.”

In terms of time, it was 10 years ago.

Luba went hunting with other Hygges, but when they ran out of water, they climbed the mountain to get it.

There, Ruba witnessed a scene.

“The people there were a nobleman and a knight. The two were sitting in front of the lake and talking about various things.”

The two imperialists watched Ruba, who was fetching water, unable to get close to the solemn-looking atmosphere.

The two talked about something serious for a while.

'But pintail. Think carefully. No matter how much you like our daughter, it's not something that would go to the extent of abandoning your own family.'

‘But Percival. I can't stand by and watch Klien die. So, I will try to find a way to heal Klien, even giving up my family and becoming a knight of the Percival family.'

‘Fintail. Young eldest son. Think again. Since your family and my family are twin viscountries, I also know that your relationship with my daughter is good. But that makes it even more so. 'If you, the eldest son, say you will leave the family for my daughter, how can I respect your father?'

'... I also received permission from my father.'

'... what?'

'My father, Lycod, also gave permission, telling me to carry out my own will for the sake of love.'

'... Huh, what kind of reckless decision is this to throw away your child?'

...

Luba kept looking at it, forgetting that he had to draw water.

The appearance of two men beyond the bushes.

The monarch who was enduring grief and the knight who conveyed his wishes to the monarch were exchanging concern and trust with each other.

So, to Luba, who was just looking at each other's masked faces and sharing some pleasant stories from everyday life, or shooting arrows at demonic beasts with which he could not communicate, it felt like more than just a play he had seen for the first time in his life.

Soon the two made a decision.

After much deliberation, the monarch finally accepted the sword from his friend's son and performed an investiture ceremony by tapping the sword on his shoulder.

'... If that is what you mean, I will accept you as a knight of my family, Fintail. As of now, you are a knight-errant supported by our family.'

'thank you. This thief's Lycode Pintail. For the sake of the Percival family, and for my master's daughter, I will find the elixir, the wizard, and the blue bird that can cure the disease. So please, please accept my sword.'

Tuk-

Tuk-

Tuk-

Once on each shoulder and once on the head.

After gently tapping his sword, the monarch immediately stood up and hugged the knight with all his might.

They descended at the end of it.

And Luba stayed there for a while, then went to the place where they were standing and stood tall.

Luba doesn't know who they are.

The story was told sporadically, so I couldn't tell the exact story.

How it happened that a nobleman and a knight were having a secret affair deep in the mountains where no one would be able to see was probably because he was holding his breath and anxious to prevent the play from being cut off because his presence was discovered a little while ago, so we won't find out until later. will be.

In reality, as expected that day, Ruba did not meet them again afterward, so it was unclear how it ended.

However, after Luba approached the place where the two people were, she felt herself becoming strange.

Luba was born with hygge and lived as a hunter.

Something stirred in Luba when he saw the two people.

She was deeply moved by the sight of the knight and monarch by the lakeside.

Luba lived her life thinking that since she was born with hygge, she would live and die as a hunter, but after seeing those two people, she realized that there was another way.

That was the promise of ‘flawed’ hygge.

Hygge is a commitment to having a slightly different sensibility than others, knowing how to prioritize one's personal dreams over the instinctive obsession with hunting.

So, the reason Luba called herself an inexperienced hunter in front of others was because that reason was always in the back of her mind.

He instinctively felt that he had less obsession with hunting than others, but at the same time denied it, implying that since he was not yet a complete hunter, he could take a different path.

However, Ruba soon

I became desperate.

In the mirror I looked into with joy and a dream,

This is because there was only small and dwarf hygge.

        
            “I longed for the sight I saw at the lakeside and had it as a dream. But for me... it's hygge. The body is small and it is just a dwarf hygge. I thought I couldn't be like them.”

That was also because Ruba knew herself well.

It is said that Luba looked down at the surface of the water every year to see how much she had grown.

However, what you see there is only one Hygge who has already completed all his growth, who is short and can only use a bow or short weapon due to his short stature, and the most efficient of all is a hatchet.

The more Luba learned about the knight, the more he realized the reality and decided to give up and become a quiet hunter.

So she lived her life as a hunter-

Our denomination,

I,

appeared in her life.

“But at such a time... the bishop took the hatchet from me.”

From the perspective of a mercenary, adventurer, or hunter, giving a weapon to another person simply means trusting the other person.

However, it is said that handing over weapons between a monarch and a vassal carries a greater meaning, 'I will prove my loyalty by leaving the power of life and death entirely to the monarch.'

So Luba saw me receiving the hatchet and superimposed that scene on her own, and she said she felt excited for the first time.

“But... I know! That's just a coincidence. It's just that our appearances overlap, and the bishop and I are just a bishop and a hunter from a religious denomination who met by chance...”

But Luba was already an adult.

As for hygge, I became an adult, became a hunter and was among other people.

Luba may say that she is not good enough as a hunter, but she is already well on her way to becoming a hunter.

So Ruba decided to look beyond her vision for the last time and give up her lingering regrets.

“When the bishop invited me to follow Hwangseong, I was honestly happy, but also sad later. When I looked around the imperial castle and saw people much taller than me walking down the street, I knew that it was not a place for me.”

‘I used to think like that. 'I had no idea.'

Although he was active, he didn't scream, so I thought he was quieter than I thought.

Luba explored the capital city very diligently.

As if I would never come to the capital again.

But in fact, Luba was looking around the capital without really thinking about a second time, feeling like it was a farewell trip to shake off regrets.

I just thought that the way Ruba was running around so hard was because she was excited because it was her first time going to the castle, but I never thought she would have such concerns.

So Ruba walked around the capital and erased her dreams little by little.

One piece with each step.

I took it off and left it on the street.

I put down the memories of what I witnessed while hiding in the lake on the bench.

After dropping the image of the majestic monarch into the fountain.

I left my sworn knight at the inn.

If you look at the mirrors hanging in inns and street shops, which are hung according to the standards of a human adult, the only person standing there is a short Hygge whose head is barely visible.

So she shook off the things that didn't fit in the fountain and scattered them all over the water.

Luba's farewell journey continued even when she entered the Sound Hall, and after Peria and Paradox finished saying hello, she decided to give up her dream completely.

While no one noticed,

Without anyone knowing,

Inside.

Quietly so as not to cause trouble to myself or others around me.

At that time-

A long sword appeared.

The enemy who killed me several times, an ordeal that required the strength of someone other than me to defeat him, has returned.

“... When the bishop asked me, I once again felt warm deep inside my heart. The dream I thought I had completely shaken off grew bigger again.”

The role she played in winning the fight against the long sword was,

Official.

Ruba, the official.

In order to win, Luba's power was needed.

And in fact, thanks to Luba, I was able to buy time to come up with a plan to beat Longsword.

Command and obedience are not the only things that stand between a monarch and a vassal.

Because there is trust between them and the ability to trust each other and entrust important tasks to them, the relationship between monarch and vassal is not easily broken.

I entrusted that trust to Luba, and she received it.

That ignited Ruba’s pride.

A human who banished the devil.

A human who killed an ancient being.

A human who stood head-on against a giant of giants.

He asked me to help him.

“I was happy. For just a moment, I felt like I had become the bishop’s knight. The monarchs and knights I dreamed of were always like that. We all trust each other. It seemed to overlap with that. I believed that the bishop would win, and the bishop also believed that I could protect his precious belongings, so he made his move. We trust each other, do our jobs without hesitation, and win.”

When I looked closely at Ruba's eyes through the gap in the mask, I could see that the corners of her eyes looked tired.

From that day on, Luba could not sleep.

It is said that the excitement continued to tickle Ruba's body afterwards, prompting her to come see me and make a pledge to make the dream she had in her heart come true.

So Luba came to visit me today.

“Bishop. I want to become a knight.”

“... The article?”

“Yes. article. A knight who serves only one lord. I want to be your knight.”

“... But even though it is an article-”

I understood what Ruba said.

I heard all the secrets she kept inside, and I learned why Luba came to see me.

But being embarrassed is being embarrassed.

I thought my reaction was natural as it was something I had never even thought about.

However, Luba did not back down.

“... Please take responsibility!”

“What, what?”

“Because the bishop rekindled my dying dream! When the bishop took the sword from me! When he asked for a coffin, saying he would only trust me! I have decided to become your knight!”

“... It was an ax, not a sword-”

“Anyway!!!”

Ruba, who had almost returned to her original strength, took off her mask again.

“I would do anything to become a knight!! It's a custom that you shouldn't show your face unless you're the one you're going to marry!! I would give up for that!!! I will show you my true feelings, everything I am without hiding anything!! So please make me your knight!!!”

“Ah, why are we talking about customs again-”

“If I don’t do this, I think the bishop will run away!!!”

Luba even threw out the hygge custom in front of me, which I had expected but knew nothing about in detail.

I also look down at Luba, who is holding the mask tightly in her hand and looking up at me with a bare, determined face.

This little aspiring knight gave up everything to pursue his dream.

The country took advantage of the various events that occurred while intertwined with humans, made a big decision, and even threw away its mask.

A passionate confession.

Passion moves Ruba.

Nothing can stop the passion, admiration, and love toward the goal of becoming a knight.

Moreover, there was no choice but to refuse to accept Rubaini, who even threw away an important custom passed down among hygges.

So I,

“... Okay.”

“...!!!”

“Luba, I will accept you as a knight.”

“... Really?!! Is it true?!!”

“Yes, not really.”

They decide to accept Ruba as their knight.

However, I gave up the idea of appointing him as I thought it would be a simple act of coercion since it was something that had already been done.

I am definitely the reason why Ruba wanted to become a knight.

My choice to entrust Ruba with my coffin is what fueled Ruba's dream.

So I take responsibility for that.

The responsibility of accepting the hygge called Lubar as my own article.

Responsibility for making a choice that can greatly change a person's life.

Soon I closed my eyes and composed myself,

He slowly opened his eyes and held out his hand to Luba.

“Ruba. Weapon.”

“... Yes!”

Ruba, realizing my intention, immediately kneels down and holds out the hatchet from her belt to me.

Because it was already small, Luba's position when she was kneeling was low.

So, just as I accepted the hatchet, I also got down on one knee and told Ruba.

“Ruba. Hunter of hygge. Lee Lim, I ask this as a mere human being, not as a knight of the princess or as a bishop of the Deshade Church.”

“... Yes.”

“Will you really be a knight for me?”

“I will do it.”

“Can you swear that you will be someone I need?”

“I swear.”

“Can you convince me that I can entrust my life to you?”

“We will show it through action. I will forever sacrifice my life for Lee Rim. I will prove that when each other's lives are placed on the scale, the scale will tip with Lee Rim's life placed on it.”

Although he was small in stature, his answer was definitely heavier than the answers of any energetic knight I had ever seen.

“... Good. Then I will entrust my life to you. I will entrust my life and my grave to you.”

“I am very sorry.”

“Protect me. Protect my grave.”

“I will watch over you.”

“Your monarch is a bit of a special person. So I want a special vassal. You must protect not only me, but also the body that I will resurrect.”

“I will not neglect anything.”

Ruba raises her head and declares.

“Article Luba. This will be an article just for Lee Lim. I will treat everything about Lee Rim as if it were my own body. I will show it with actions, not just words. I will dedicate my whole life to that.”

Luba, who boasted of pride, could only be seen as a knight.

So honestly, I thought this investiture ceremony was meaningless.

Luba has been a knight since long ago.

Luba as a hunter never existed from the beginning.

All she needed was a trigger, someone to pledge allegiance to, and an excuse.

So I accepted the pride expressed by one knight.

He picks up the hatchet and taps Ruba's shoulder and head in turn.

“Article Luba. You are my knight from this time on. This is no one else's article, just me. Protect me, sink your teeth into my enemies.”

“... Thank you!! Article Luba!! I swear that I will only move for Lee Rim!!!”

At the end of the investiture, the monarch bestows various gifts on the knight.

Some people simply give wealth, while others give rights.

However, if you look at me among the monarchs, I can be seen as a quite unique monarch that has never existed before, and since Luba is someone who serves such an unusual monarch, he must also become a special knight.

So what I'm getting down to is-

The first thing I give to others in my name,

Fit for Ruba, who serves me,

A title only for Ruba.

“Luba, a title to you-

I will bring down the [Grave Guard].”

Grave Guard.

Guardian of the Tomb.

Ruba, who volunteered to be the crown keeper, is given a title she would surely like.

“... Yes!! Luva serving Lee Rim!! I will become the knight who guards the coffin!! I will become a knight who protects the monarch’s tomb!!!”

After finishing everything, I held out my hand to Ruba.

Ruba just came closer to me-

side-

After kissing my hand, I raised my head.

The eyes that took off the mask were full of vitality.

The face of a person who had achieved his dream was so bright that it seemed like it couldn't get any brighter.

With that, Luba became my knight.

Not a knight serving the princess's knights, not a paladin affiliated with the Deshade Church, but a knight who swore to protect only me.

So, before I left the diocese, I accepted a knight, and then I left with everyone for the County of Dunpriest.

        
            Dunpriest County.

The Dawn Priest family, as its name suggests, refers to a family of priests.

I think that the translation magic inherent in me, who was brought to this world as a soul disease of the Kingdom Alliance, is very kind.

Since the standard is the kingdom union, the old imperial language, which was said to be their own language in the past even though it is now an official language, and some languages that cannot be replaced, are mostly replaced with English so that they can be heard and read, even if the pronunciation is heard as is. Because it exists.

So what this means is that the Dawn Priest family is a unique family that was literally a priest, a priest, and was given the title of count by the imperial family.

At first, when I heard that story, I tried to ignore it, wondering if it was a common culture for a priest to receive a noble title, but it seems that this was an unprecedented first case even by imperial standards.

And since the first cases usually have to have a unique story to justify the affair, there was a deep story behind how the Dun Priests, a priest family, received the title of count.

I heard part of it from Feria, who had been gathering rumors at the sound hall where Paradox was located in the church, and I am hearing the rest from Lyudmila, who is guarding the bonfire with me under the morning star.

“Then, where should I start talking?”

“Please do as you wish, but keep in mind that the student is not very smart.”

“Hehe- It's hard to respond to self-deprecating jokes, so please be careful.”

'I didn't really lie.'

Parrr-

Although it was obviously a joke, Lyudmila heard the words that were half sincere and smiled, dropping her red wolf ears to shake off the dew that had begun to form.

While watching the bonfire burning, Lyudmila tells the story of the county as best as she knows.

“Then, um... I see. It was good to start here. The Dawn Priest family is a historic pure-blooded human family that was a family of loyal knights of the Steyer family during the War of Conquest.”

Before the founding of the Empire, Stayer's army was comprised entirely of pure-blooded humans, with Stayer at the center and the Dawn Priests, who were their servant knights, always around them.

“If someone hears this, they may call it blasphemous, but for now, it is a fact, so let’s point it out. The Steyer royal family before the founding of the Empire did not yet call themselves imperial family at the time, so they can be called the Steyer family.”

The Steyer family and its soldiers united the pure-blooded human families and continuously subjugated the lands they had never set foot under the horses' hooves.

The Steyr family clans continued to advance, showing the majesty of a speed of conquest that would make any foreign race hear them tongue-in-cheek.

And they suffered from various enemies as a reward for showing the majesty commensurate with their abilities through conquest.

“The land was trampled, occupied, and stolen, so if it is natural, it can be said to be a natural action. In the name of Steyer, the defeated and disobedient beings driven from their lands gnashed their teeth.”

It can be seen as an invader who trampled on peace, and from the perspective of us, already established citizens of the empire, it is an inevitability resulting from the negligence of the different races who did not neglect to prepare for external enemies.

And the other races, unable to accept the disaster brought about by negligence, naturally became fueled by a desire for revenge.

However, as evidenced by the fact that it was already taken away, those who were taken away did not have the power to take revenge on the Steyer family, which existed as a focal point in the midst of an enormous concentration of power.

So they came up with another way.

“The Steyr family and their army were certainly a strong army, but they were clearly weak in one thing.”

“What is that?”

“We did not have a deep understanding of the magic, sorcery, sorcery, secret arts, and other curses of other races that were mixed within the culture that had been built up over a long period of time.”

Afterwards, the curse of different races began to strike Stayer.

He curses the clan that attacked him.

It causes children to die from disease and strong men to fall from horses and break their necks.

A curse is placed on women that causes them to age rapidly and prevent them from having children, and even if a child is born, it causes deformities that will be passed down from generation to generation.

In severe cases, the curse was cast by a tribe of a different race who had run away from the Imperial Family's clans, sacrificing the lives of all surviving tribe members, so most of the Imperial Family's members at the time were wiped out.

So, all of the relatives died, and the only thing that remained were the bloodlines of the current Stayer royal family.

To save it, one family volunteered to dedicate themselves.

“As a result, the curse struck, most of the family members died, and now there was only one line of blood left from which to expect descendants. However, the Dawn Priest family, the Servant Knight family that had served the Steyer family for generations, personally took over. I stepped forward.”

The people of the Dawn Priests, a family of servant knights, were fine, unlike the people of Stayer, where the curse was concentrated.

So they took it upon themselves to investigate the source of the curse on behalf of the Stayers.

He did everything he could to find the curse casters, tortured them, killed them, and dissected them to find out what the curse was and began to devise countermeasures.

And they became priests based on the knowledge they had accumulated.

Not a priest who serves God, but a priest who only serves the royal family.

From the moment they began to take shape as a priestly family, the clans of the imperial family began to revive again.

After the curse is lifted, broken, or prevented, it returns to the caster.

They always stayed up until dawn, and after successfully countering the curse using the power of the constellations, as soon as dawn broke, Hwanga turned his back on the sun and led his army to punish them.

As such, they were given the family name meaning ‘Priests of Dawn’.

[Dawn Priest]

Their family can be said to be so influential that without them, the current empire would not have existed.

To be exact, there was.

“-So, even though they are the Dawn Priest family, they lost their place in the Red Purge when the saints took the lead. The Saints of Plague were upwardly compatible.”

“If it is upward compatible, in what way?”

“In every respect. If one Saint of Plague can far surpass the power of all Dun Priest family members, and the power based on the knowledge they have accumulated so far, then you can roughly guess how powerful she is.”

“...”

“A saint is such an amazing being. There are no saints in our Lihi, and there are no saints in Rugal. I don't know about the kingdom union where the bishop was, but what was it like?”

“I think I once heard that there is a saint in the Gaia Church, but I have never seen her in person. In the first place, it is normal for soul soldiers to be at the front line, and noble people like saints to be at the rear.”

“Hehe- That’s right. To begin with, I also think that the saints of Red Purge are a bit abnormal.”

For a moment, the story went off track, and after Lyudmila revealed that Hirem Brigade was a saint with the most aggressive power among all saints of all time, the story returned to its original state.

“Anyway, the Red Purge's plague saint had the power to single-handedly take on all the curses directed at the imperial family and the empire. It is safe to say that there was little the Dawn Priest family could do after the appearance of the saint.”

“You can think of it as unemployment...”

“That’s right.”

Tadak-taddak-

The story of the Dun Priest family members, explained calmly by Lyudmila in front of the bonfire.

'I think I must have been in a pretty bad mood. It started out as a family of servant knights and completely established itself as a family of priests serving the Steyer family, but as soon as the Steyer family became the royal family, it lost its meaning by accepting the Red Purge at the same time.'

I guessed how they were feeling and then asked about the current situation.

“Then what is the state of the Dun Priest family after the founding of the nation?”

“Hmm... The Dawn Priest family was given a port city that allows them to enter the deepest part of the empire.”

After the Virgin of Plague appeared, there was nothing for the earl family or the priest family to do.

The saint's presence preceded everything.

However, the imperial family never forgot the earl family.

They were granted land in a bay-shaped area where sea water flows in and forms a lake. It was the deepest coast of the empire, where huge ships from distant foreign countries could come in, and thanks to this, a large number of goods could be transported at once. Therefore, it is said that the Dunpriest family lives luxuriously as the owners of the port city.

“... That's how the story is spreading, but honestly, I'm not sure. At that time, there was nothing in the county lake other than a sanctuary for high-ranking devils.”

“Was there a sanctuary first?”

“Yes. The demonic Framework was probably the oldest demon the Empire had ever faced, driven by the armies of the Steyr and the wisdom of the Dawn Priests. There, the devil was pushed by the power of Stayer at the time, declared sanctuary and hid there.”

“Then the actual story may simply be a beautifully decorated story. It is possible that the imperial family intentionally gave the land to the Dun Priest family to suppress high-ranking demons, or that the Dun Priest family requested the fertile land first.”

“That could be true. It was difficult to find out on our own, and we didn't do it because we didn't need to.”

Lyudmila's story about the Dun Priest family can be said to be surprisingly bloody.

All of the stories she has told so far are not only stories that are generally known to the world, but are also part of the truth that has been maintained within Lehier.

Normally, there would be no way to recklessly reveal the secrets that one's church had worked so hard to find out to others, but Lyudmila and Seti probably hinted at the bond between the churches that serve the same evil god church and gladly accepted this incident. I think there may have been instructions from As.

'If you remember more about the details later, let's hear it from Peria. 'If I remember.'

So, I expressed my gratitude to Lyudmila and Richer, and then continued to listen to Lyudmila's story, who was rubbing her eyes and trying to keep them open, feeling sleepy from the fatigue of talking so much.

“Of course, perhaps they really took over the responsibility of managing the sanctuary of high-ranking demons from the imperial family, but they are certainly carrying out their duties as nobles as well. The Red Purge Church has excellent technology in Haeju, but their reach is limited to the eastern part of the empire, so when they need Haeju work in the western region, they tend to come to the county.”

In this world where devils and paganism are constantly emerging, there are people in every region who need the help of a religious denomination.

Among them, the Dawn Priest family took advantage of their history as a family of priests exclusively for the imperial family, even though they were not part of a religious order, and strengthened them as one of the margraves on the western border and as a scourge of immortals who could possibly spread, and also to protect people in times of emergency. It is said that he takes on all the responsibilities of a noble who provides relief.

“It’s quite a loyal family.”

“That’s right... But-”

“Just?”

“The fault of the Count family is that they are a bit secretive?”

But even if they were like that, there was something wrong with calling them pure white.

“It’s secret?”

“Yes. No one has ever seen the faces of the Dunpriest family.”

“When you say no one, do you mean even the royal family?”

“I heard so. It is said that all official affairs connected to the imperial family are handled by letter, and it has been about 100 years since the head of the family and other members appeared in the capital.”

“Then there must have been several coronation ceremonies for His Majesty the Emperor, but you didn’t attend them?”

Lyudmila's explanation was a little strange.

Although it has become useless, it is said that the count family still enjoys the trust of the imperial family.

The count also pledges loyalty to the imperial family to this day and fulfills his duties as a noble.

However, even so, for some reason, the earl family has not shown its face to the imperial family until now.

As if it was done on purpose.

And that too for 100 years.

Even though I was ignorant of how the imperial family and its vassal noble families treated each other, I clearly knew that this was not normal.

And it was the same for Lyudmila.

“100 years... How was that possible?”

“... Sure. Even after organizing it myself, I still find it a bit surprising. Why doesn't the Count family show up in the capital? Of course, I heard that during the coronation ceremonies of past emperors, the Dunpriest family was unable to attend for good reasons.”

“If it were the reason for not attending the coronation ceremony, something pretty serious must have happened.”

“Yes. Due to the invasion of foreign races, the proliferation of priests serving the demonic framework, and efforts to suppress the rampant plague in advance. Still, after the incidents were resolved, it would have been enough to send someone to the capital or have the head of the family come in person... I've never heard of anything like that. It's clear that it's a strange thing, but it's surprising that I didn't notice it until now, but the moment I said it out loud in front of Bishop Lee Rim, I realized it was strange.”

Lyudmila also had a puzzled expression while talking to herself.

The quarter of a werewolf who thinks deeply about how he has completely lost sleep over the ghost story-like story he told himself.

In the glasses that slightly reflected the flickering flame, the news about the earl family that I had gathered from within the Lehier I had acquired so far was floating around without any connection.

        
            Lyudmila and I had just finished talking in front of the bonfire and were each in agony for a while.

“Aaaam... Lyudmila. Aren’t you sleepy?”

“Huh? Ingrid. Are you awake?”

It was the time of the last watchmen who had settled down after dawn, so it was around the time when dew formed on the blanket and the day was slightly dawning.

For some reason, I couldn't sleep easily, so I could say that I was listening to the story about the Count Priest family who was approaching the bonfire where Lyudmila was sitting. Another person, Ingrid, who couldn't sleep all night, came out of the carriage and approached us.

“It’s a big deal. A person who, once they fall asleep, will not wake up no matter what they do.”

“Uhm... Maybe because it was outside, the back was very hard compared to the bed at the parish, so I couldn't sleep well. Why, you know Lyudmila, right? The first thing I changed after saving up my salary was my bed. I'm a person who is very sensitive to the quality of my sleep? Kikikick...”

“Don’t lie. Do you think you would believe me if I told you that someone who always sleeps hard no matter how hard the carriage shakes said that he couldn't fall asleep just because the inside of the carriage was hard? The person who even liked Setias said that he could sleep in the carriage by being paired with him for a long time.”

“Keu... That and this are different, but I'm offended that you don't understand. Kikikick!”

You can pitch a tent, but Lehier's luxurious carriage takes much more care than a tent.

Ingrid, who had been sleeping there with Setias, stretched out in front of us and scratched the back of her head -

“... Eight-”

Grumbling-

“Oh...!”

In an instant, he approached Lyudmila and took the blanket away.

When Ingrid sees Lyudmila glaring at her as if asking what she's doing, she shakes off the blanket and shakes off the dew and says:

phut! phut!

“Let’s take shifts, Lyudmila. I think I'm all asleep now, so I'll keep watch for you. Lyudmila, please go in and sleep now. I guess you can sleep for about an hour?”

“... Ingrid.”

“Yes. You tell me. Lyudmila.”

“Did you eat something wrong in the evening?”

“... That’s too much, really.”

“No, but I never thought Ingrid would say something like that to me.”

Lyudmila, with a truly worried expression, stroked Ingrid's forehead with a sincere touch.

However, Ingrid was healthy enough to put Lyudmila's worries in vain.

In fact, my skin is shiny from how much sleep I had in the carriage over the past few days.

“Okay, now, come on in.”

“... Well, thank you. See you later.”

“Yes, yes. Lyudmilla, please sleep well.”

Just like that, Lyudmila disappeared, leaving Ingrid and I alone.

Since we are planning to eat breakfast and leave as soon as dawn is over, everyone around the campfire looks sleepy.

Actually, there was no need for me to be at the campfire.

It was just that I couldn't sleep so I went outside and talked to Lyudmila, but the Witch Hunters had told the members of our church that they didn't have to be on watch in the first place.

I, who couldn't sleep easily, came out, and Ingrid also jumped out because the carriage was uncomfortable.

The two knowledgeable people who had trouble sleeping at night were-

By ‘coincidence’ we ended up sitting in front of the same bonfire.

“... Okay, Ingrid.”

“Yes. What do you want to hear?”

“The story behind the mission given by Camellia and the story I heard from Lyudmila.”

After ending my contact with the spy the princess had planted inside Lihier, I was able to hear the exact story from Ingrid.

“As you heard, the Dawn Priest family is now in ruins.”

“What does it mean to float?”

“The news has been cut off for quite some time. Oh, that doesn't mean I'm not working. From taxes sent to the capital, to relief goods to help other regions, including monthly reports on the situation of other races, all public affairs are flawless.”

“That means-”

“Private information has been completely erased.”

The royal family currently knows nothing about the Dunpriest family's numbers, members, or even the name of the current head of the family.

Although the sick emperor was unable to pay attention to those protecting the western edge due to his poor health, Camellia knew everything about the empire inside out, and from then on, he began to run the empire using foresight that was close to prediction. The existence of the Dunpriest family without knowing the composition of the Aegean family is nothing but anxiety.

It is said that even Camellia, for some reason, was unaware of the abnormalities in the Dunpriest family until the earl's whistleblower hinted to her asking her to investigate.

but,

That alone is not enough reason.

What Camellia ordered me to do was not to inspect the Dun Priest family, but to kill the head of the family.

“But I don’t think that alone is a reason to kill the head of the family. Isn’t there something more?”

“Kick. As expected, I knew something like that would come out.”

The princess's mission was clearly assassination.

To be more precise, in my view, the circumstances surrounding the purge still lacked justification.

However, contrary to my request to explain the justification, the princess's way of thinking far exceeded my expectations.

“Legitimacy does not exist in the first place.”

“... Yes?”

“From the beginning, this mission, far from being legitimate, was meant as a merciless warning to the Dun Priest family.”

If we were to compare good and evil, I think Camellia would definitely be evil this time.

Of course, the Dawn Priest family intentionally obscured their existence.

Thanks to this, they have been able to live quietly from the gaze of the imperial family until now.

And that attention, which had been unconsciously deflected by the Dunpriest family's whistleblower, was brought back again after about 100 years.

And the Empire's second princess, Camellia Shaden Steyer, who is in a position where it is safe to say she holds real power -

I decided to send a warning to such a family.

'Obey.'

'Do not plot treason.'

'Don't even think about challenging the emperor.'

'Act only for your master.'

What they are trying to do without hesitation with that meaning is the assassination of the head of the family.

Even if the Dunpriest family did not rebel against the imperial family, it was also true that they did not take an attitude of submission.

The plan was to quietly kill their presence and make them pay for intentionally making the royal family unaware of their existence on one side of the empire.

So the princess ordered us to slit the head of the head of the household to warn them and make them obey.

“... It’s a bit awkward.”

“Is that so? I think so too.”

However, as I was sharing my thoughts with Ingrid, I felt that this matter involved a much heavier calculation than I thought.

Camellia said that rule through fear had clear limits.

However, she now wanted to use the weapon of fear to ensure the submission of the Count family.

That means-

'That means that if the Dunpriest family becomes a threat to the royal family, it is a family that can become quite a scary enemy.'

Even for Camellia, the current earl family is like a bomb that doesn't know how to explode.

‘This is a family of priests who have served the imperial family since before the founding of the nation. That also means that they have everything about the royal family. Also, that means that if you become an enemy, you can turn into your worst enemy.'

Protecting the royal family from all curses means that the opposite is also possible.

If they decide to rebel overnight,

And if the position of the Lady of Plague becomes vacant for a moment,

This means that if they wanted to, they had the power to annihilate the royal family as a group with just a curse.

“... The method is not very good, but I understand.”

“... Oh, have you reached the truth?”

“I don’t know what Ingrid was thinking, but I can understand what kind of calculation my monarch gave this order.”

“Then, the bishop’s calculation was probably one that included the same formula as mine. When my boss makes such a strong decision, it is easy to understand his true intentions. Kikikick.”

Ingrid and I complained about the same boss, looked at each other, and smiled.

So I decided to end my complaints with that.

It may be annoying, but balls are balls and lives are lives.

Since the princess ordered me to do so, I will only kill the head of the family.

The only problem is that I don't know how to determine the timing to assassinate the replacement head of the family in the county, which can be said to be the center of the count family.

“Then, I understand that the high-ranking devil in the Dunpriest family and the witch hiding in the church gave me and Ingrid an opportunity and excuse to legally force them into the county. But I don't know if that timing will ever happen.”

First of all, the first problem is the county itself.

If you think of it as an enemy camp, you are in the middle of it, and the thing you have to kill is no different from an enemy field located in the heart of the enemy camp.

Killing the head of a family without arousing anyone's suspicions, and killing the head of the family in territory controlled by the assassination target, would certainly be a good warning for the princess to send to the count family, but it would also be a good warning to the person who carried out the assassination. People also have to figure out how to get out.

“First of all, there are a few more ‘witch hunters like me’ in this job.”

Ingrid also looked around briefly to see if she had thought about that.

There are a total of five bonfires set up in the campground.

There were other Witch Hunters standing watch in pairs, and as soon as Ingrid spoke, eight of them looked at us for a moment and then turned their heads again.

As expected, Lyudmila was not there.

“... There were reinforcements. Can I trust you?”

“As much as you want. To be honest, the future of our church is a bit tearful considering that 8 out of 24 people are the princess's henchmen, but isn't it better than nothing? Kikikikikick-”

“... The self-torture is incredible.”

“In times like this, just laugh together. Because I’m a little sad too...”

The people who turned their heads were people who, like Ingrid, willingly kissed the bloody chalice and swore to follow Camellia's orders for the survival of Lihier.

However, according to Ingrid, she was the one who worked as Camellia's main spy, and the others were promised to remain quiet unless it was really important.

In this way, we have completed the investigation of the hidden story behind the matriarch's assassination and the reinforcements hidden among the Witch Hunters.

The rest must somehow kill the head of the family in the middle of the count family, disguise it as an accident, and disguise it so that it can serve as a warning from the imperial family to the count family.

'In addition, the fight between the upper-class demons and the capture of the witch right after... Will they be captured alive? Anyway, that happened. There's a lot to do, really.'

I felt my blood pressure rise slightly, so I massaged the back of my neck and felt the moist dew drying slightly.

Dawn began to break.

“Well, the day has gradually dawned. Let’s go get ready.”

Ingrid got up and I put out the fire by rubbing it with my foot.

It even looks strange to see dire wolves here and there waking up and stretching out when they realize that morning has come.

After about 2 hours had passed since the sun had fully risen and we had breakfast and departed,

We are built on the shore of a lake with flowing sea water,

We were able to arrive at [Ambrosia], the territory of the Dunpriest County.

        
            Port city [Ambrosia]

Even though it is a port, it is not exactly the type of beach with a view of the horizon.

It is said that water flowing from the sea into the coastal bay forms a huge lake inland, and the bottom of the lake connects back to the sea, creating a cycle.

The county that was created around this huge salty lake acquired the function of a port.

Thanks to this, thanks to the majesty of the port city's use of geography, the county was able to accumulate wealth beyond that of ordinary counts.

The amount of logistics that can be moved by ship is completely different from that on land.

The difference between land and sea is that a single sailboat can carry all the logistics that most large merchant ships can carry.

Therefore, the Earl of Dunpriest was granted such gold-rich land and became the wealthiest family among the earl families of the same status.

“It seems like the meaning of having a port city is enormous. Usually, it is rare for a count family to have a knighthood.”

“I don’t remember any nobles in the Kingdom Union having a city this rich. Before that, it was my first time seeing the sea itself. Yes? Thistle?”

“Yes. Did you say this is the bay exactly? They say it's a lake made of sea water... but after seeing this, I think I know what it means to be a sea.”

'In reality, it can't be compared to this, but I think it would be better to just stay still.'

After hearing the story of Enin and Thistle, natives of the inland Kingdom Alliance, he read the mood and decided to keep quiet.

“... It will be worth seeing the real sea later.”

“Is Hwarim like that too? That's why I stayed quiet too.”

“It may be a mischievous thing, but I honestly look forward to the look of awe upon seeing the sea for the first time.”

“I thought it was a bit scary at first, but how was Hwarim?”

“I... I don't know. Rather than being scared, I thought that if there was a lake like this next to my house, I wouldn't have to starve to death. At that time, I didn't know how dangerous it was to catch fish in the sea.”

“That’s a Hwarim-like thought. Hahahahaha-”

Hwarim and I held back our laughter and turned our heads, looking forward to the day when the two of us would be shocked to see the real sea.

Then Astesia quietly asked me about the real sea, and I answered.

“Is it actually different?”

“Hmm... wow, it's a lot bigger. Would you understand if I told you that there are hundreds of these lakes, endlessly connected, like the horizon of a united kingdom?”

“... I can't imagine.”

And at that moment, Luba came between us, staring frantically at the overflowing water.

“I’ve seen the sea!!!”

“Ah, have you seen Ruba? How is it?”

“... It’s so big!!!”

“... Uh, what? Is that the end?”

“Yes!! I can only explain it that way!! The sea is like that!!!”

“... This is hard to understand. Still, thank you for explaining.”

“Ehehe!!!”

'yes. It's quite difficult to explain.'

However, although it did enter the conversation, it did not provide a meaningful explanation.

Luba's lengthy explanation ended with only a little anticipation for Astesia.

Still, the lake was big enough for the two people to react that way.

As far as I could see right in front of me, even though there were 20 sailboats anchored, there were empty seats here and there, and the houses built on the opposite shore were so large that they looked blurry even if there was no fog.

Perhaps because it was early in the morning, the sight of sailors loading supplies and preparing to leave for their country was visible from outside the castle gate.

When we arrived at the walls of the city of Ambrosia, the Dun Priests came out and greeted us.

“Welcome, everyone from the Church of Lehere and Deshade.”

“This is Ambrosia, Dunpriest County.”

They were a young blond boy and a girl who looked to be about sixteen years old.

“My name is Arentia Dawn Priest.”

“My name is Azalea Dawn Priest.”

““The twins of the Dawn Priest family will guide you.””

Siblings wearing black dresses and black suits shortened to match their height.

'The male side is Arentia, and the female side is Azalea.'

The two people seemed to be on good terms as they held hands and greeted us politely.

“Nice to meet you. This is the Bishop of Setias of the Lehi Church.”

“He is said to be Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church.”

When Setias and I greeted each other as representatives, the two people looked at us intently.

Then Setias just looked at the two people in confusion, but I had the feeling that the two people were trying to see through my inner thoughts, so I quickly tried to divert my attention.

“Well, first of all, I would like to say hello to the matriarch. I would like to hear a story about the sanctuary in the Dunpriest County.”

“Ah, yes. I also have the same opinion. I heard that our church's Witch Hunters are standing guard at the eternally burning church, but I want to go there right now.”

It gives the feeling that each person prioritizes what they want and brings it out.

Setias brought up a story about witches, as his original focus was on catching witches, in order to make it seem like he considered matters related to devils to be important.

“I understand. Then, let me guide you right away.”

“Those who want to see the matriarch can follow us, and the rest can follow our family’s soldiers.”

“Then Lee Rim. Luba and I will move your luggage.”

“Yes. I’ll leave it to you.”

“Bishop, I will take care of all your luggage, so don’t worry!!!”

Enin and Luba follow the soldiers with our little luggage.

Most of the Witch Hunters also follow the soldiers, and moving with us are Setias, Ingrid, who looks sleepy, and Lyudmila, who is trying to stay awake as much as Ingrid is dozing off.

Afterwards, we followed the twins around the city, taking a sightseeing tour.

The people of our church moved at once, and Setias also moved only the carriage he was riding in, following the twins who rode together on one horse and surveying the city.

The twins leisurely guide us around and take the time to show off about the county.

“The Count family enjoyed a peaceful and prosperous time for quite some time.”

“Accordingly, we have a slightly larger family.”

“Because the county is a port city, it is the place that makes the first impression, like imperial clothing, for people coming from far away countries.”

“So, even after our blood relatives become adults, they sit in our family and take care of the city's political affairs.”

'It's crazy.'

The twins are next to the carriage, leading the horses, and are busy talking as if they are speaking as one person.

Still, what the two said was not a lie, so we could see members of the Dun Priest family throughout the city.

The person who leads the garrison that protects the lord's castle built on a hill in the middle of the county.

The ship manager in charge of the sailing ships in the port.

Even the people who check the movement of logistics and tax revenue.

People could be seen everywhere wearing uniforms with large embroidery emblems signifying family membership.

'The people in charge of all these positions are members of the count family.'

That's not all.

People who appeared to be members of the Count family's knights passed by us, perhaps on their way to training.

Of the approximately 80 people, about 20 were blood relatives of the family.

“From here, it is Yeongju Castle.”

“Unfortunately, it was difficult to prepare all accommodations inside the castle for the Witch Hunters of the Lehi Church.”

“I have prepared a room to welcome the Bishop of Lihier and his companions, whom I heard about in writing in advance, but I am not sure if you will be okay with it.”

“Oh, it’s okay. We, Lihere's Witch Hunters, are planning to camp near the church and the sanctuary where the witch is said to be hiding anyway. Rather, I was planning to discuss this story when I arrived at the county, but I wonder if I can belatedly ask for your understanding...”

Setias quickly waved his hand and spoke the words he had prepared before hearing the twins' words as they passed through the castle gate.

The purpose of witch hunters is to capture witches.

For Setias, I focused on getting rid of the devil in the sanctuary as soon as possible to remove his protection, and capturing the witch to make it known that Lihier is alive and well.

Then the two twins responded with smiles to Setias' words and gave their permission.

“If that’s the case, it’s probably okay. Then, we will have our family's soldiers help Witch Hunters settle down in front of the sanctuary.”

“Yes. There is an empty lot in front of the sanctuary, so feel free to use it. If you have any further requests, please feel free to let us know. Because the matriarch has commanded us to grant whatever you wish.”

“... You mean the head of the family?”

As Setias and I were listening to the twins' answers, we were a little surprised that they had told us that the matriarch had told us to comply with all our demands, no matter what they were.

'Isn't this too low-key?'

There is a thing called reason and there is a thing called initiative.

First of all, this is the land of the count family, the count territory.

Even though Lihier and our church came to slay the empire's enemy, the devil, under the orders of the imperial family, they have the right to claim that they are the owners of this land.

Therefore, we were considering the possibility that the count's family would take half of the lead in this matter and we would take the other half, or that the count's family would put the family's honor first and take charge of everything from protecting the sanctuary to watching over the witches.

It was incomprehensible to me that the earl family would do the opposite and take such a low stance, saying they would first ask for anything they needed and then just follow suit.

Setias may have been thinking the same thing, but he was a little taken aback by the twins' answers, but soon the twins tried to put an end to our doubts by continuing to talk as if they were making excuses for our questions.

“Actually, the current head of the family is an old man.”

“Great-grandfather wants only peace to reign in his county.”

“So, he said that he would grant all of your requests, but please provide assistance so that this incident can be easily ended without causing any harm to the people of the county.”

“So, don't worry, just tell us everything you need.”

“Because we will always be in Yeongju Castle.”

“... Ah, yes. If so, thank you for the favor.”

“... I will gladly accept assistance from the Count family.”

Even though they were brother and sister, their faces were the same.

The two people's alternating answers, which felt somewhat creepy, left us with no choice but to finish answering as if we were lost.

“Then, I will now guide you to the matriarch’s bedroom.”

“Please don’t get lost and follow along.”

So we followed the twins and continued into the inner part of the castle.

It was a gloomy atmosphere.

I heard along the way that it was a city where there was frequent rain and fog due to the saltwater lake and the mountains located behind the county, so the sunlight did not reach as much as expected, but beyond that, the overall interior of the castle was gloomy.

“... I wonder if the overall aesthetic sense of the family is a little less-”

“Hush, Delilah. Be quiet.”

In the end, Hwa-rim, who could no longer bear it, passed through the black brick passageway and blurted out what was in her heart. That sound was heard by everyone because we all stopped to wait for the family soldiers to open the door to the passageway.

“Kukuk-”

“Kick-”

““... Hahahahahahaha!””

'Oh please - this is really scary.'

Then the twins each tried to hold back their laughter, but eventually started laughing at the same time.

“Huhuhuhuhu... I'm sorry. Actually, we always think the same way.”

“The way you look now is your great-grandfather's preference, and it's refreshing that he said the same things we always thought.”

“We are not very happy about this darkness either. Because it feels cold.”

“Still, there’s nothing we can do about it. It's my great-grandfather's favorite color. So please be patient. Someday, when my great-grandfather passes away and you all come here again, I will show you the count's house decorated with bright wallpaper.”

“Ah, yes. I look forward to it. Hahahaha...”

'Contrary to appearances, is your personality brighter than you think?'

Maybe we were too caught up in our first impressions.

The overall gloomy color scheme may have been framed radically early.

While looking at the two people who were giggling quite brightly, I suddenly noticed that there was a window right next to me, so I looked out for a moment.

'I guess that's the sanctuary, and behind it is the church.'

The visible sight is another mansion as large as the Lord's Castle, which is well-maintained on the outside, built on the western cliff of the county that rises toward the lake.

And right behind it, I saw a burning church.

As soon as I saw the mansion, I knew at a glance that it was the devil's sanctuary.

The reason why one could tell that the mansion was the sanctuary of a high-ranking devil even though it did not look like an obelisk was surprisingly simple.

This is because the demonic energy was emanating from the mansion without any concealment.

'I don't know if the citizens here can sleep properly like this.'

The energy was so strong that it could be felt from the distant lord's castle, so Thistle and others passed by the window and looked at the sanctuary one by one.

In this way, we were able to walk through the rather complex structure of the Lord’s Castle and arrive at the head’s reception room.

“Please wait a moment.”

“I will inform my great-grandfather of my visit.”

The two went straight to the front of the door and asked the person who appeared to be a deacon to let them know that we had arrived.

However, the two have a long talk with the butler to see if there is something wrong, and then come back and apologize.

“Oops, sorry. Right now, my great-grandfather is meeting other people along with the elders of the family.”

“There is an order of arrival, so I would like to prepare it right away so you can wait in the room next to me. Is that okay?”

“... That doesn't matter.”

Since the Dawn Priest family had made many concessions, there was no reason for us to be unreasonable here.

So Setias naturally accepted their understanding.

However, Setias, who heard my conversation with the twins who were brought out next, was unable to do so.

“I’m glad. The people inside said they arrived two hours ago, and it looks like they have a lot to talk about with the matriarch.”

“Your great-grandfather is in good condition again today, so it looks like he wants to talk to people for a long time.”

“Are they guests from another family? From what I heard, the count's family had very little interaction with other families.”

“Ah, not those people. They are just like you.”

“Yes. They are free people who do not belong to any family.”

“... Are there such people?”

“Yes.”

“Not there.”

The twins speak in unison.

““The people inside are the Blue Rose Witches, and they say that they came to talk about the new witch in the church-””

And that was before the two people finished speaking.

Chop!

Setias drew his sword,

bang!

He immediately kicked the door to the reception room.

“... Yikes!”

“Church, principal!”

Ingrid and Lyudmila are taken aback by the sudden action and follow her.

At that moment, my first meeting in the capital and the impression of Setias at the ball came to mind.

'A woman who is always hot-tempered when it comes to anything related to witches. Damn, the bomb exploded in an unexpected place.'

Ingrid and Lyudmila, who were behind Setias, had no time to stop the movement.

We, who witnessed the speed that was faster than the assassin's judgment during the surprise attack, belatedly followed Setias and rushed into the reception room.

        
            It is natural for Lehi to be hostile towards witches.

At one time, the priests of Lihi all lived in one temple.

They are said to have been made up of only priestesses and were faithful servants of Lihier.

But in fact, I think that the reality may have been that Lihi was gathering women who had the qualities of witches, managing them as his priests, and not releasing them into the world.

And as if such suppression had reached its limit, it is said that some priests descended demons to the earth, even three demons at the same time, despite Lihi's orders never to do so.

So Lihier became an evil god himself to send the demons back to hell, and the priests were divided into two factions.

One is the witches who, after summoning the devil, throw off their priestly robes as if freed from their reins and freely set out into the world in search of their desires.

And the other is the Witch Hunters who track down and kill the witches who turned Lihi into an evil spirit overnight and then ran away without paying for their sins.

So it is natural that Witch Hunters hate witches.

But at the same time it's-

It also happened several hundred years ago.

The original Witch Hunters have all died, and the current Witch Hunters are those who inherited their legacy.

Almost all of the first witches are said to have died, and almost all of the named witches who were famous enough to cause chaos in the world and leave their names behind are among the first witches.

So, in fact, the current witches and witch hunters are not parties to the incident, but are simply people who were born in an environment that has already been created and are following a predetermined fate.

Since I was raised as a witch hunter, I hunt witches, and since I was born as a witch, I live by fulfilling my instincts.

If you make me walk a different path,

If children growing up as Witch Hunters are asked to choose one of several options, it is certain that some will choose a different path.

I heard this from Ingrid too.

A few Witch Hunters, including myself, are actually not that interested in chasing down witches.

It's just that since I was born and raised in Lihere, I'm just repaying the favor by becoming a Witch Hunter.

But even among those witch hunters-

There are certainly people who show hostility towards witches, like the first Witch Hunters -

That is Setias Erianda, the current extremist bishop of Lihi.

Setias's hostility toward witches is stronger than that of any other Witch Hunter currently in Lihere.

It feels like there is no way to explain it other than the word obsession.

'In the end, the reason why today's Witch Hunters go around with fire in their eyes and anger trying to catch witches is a product of the education of previous Witch Hunters. The severity may vary depending on the person. However, the anger that Vicar Setias shows toward the witch is certainly unique even among Witch Hunters.'

The two people I know right now, Ingrid, reacts indifferently even when I talk about witches, and Lyudmila also shows hostility, but I have a strong feeling that she is a product of her education.

But Setias is different.

“The Blue Rose Witch! I will make you regret leaving the nest!!!”

bang!

Setias kicked the head of the house.

Originally, opening and closing the door was the butler's job.

What should have happened was Setias kicked down the door, and the butler, who immediately lost his job, looked at Setias with a shocked face.

However, Setias didn't pay any attention to that and ran straight inside, and instead, we apologized to the butler with one look and one glance.

“... The Blue Rose Witch!!!”

'shit. My eyes are back to normal.'

Setias' sword, which rushed into the head's room like a lightning bolt, easily found its target.

The twins said it was a bedroom, but it was too big to be called a bedroom.

The sight that caught our eyes as we followed was a magnificent sight that resembled the reception room seen in the imperial castle.

A permanent castle built at the level of a fortress that can only be found on the border or in a geographically important area, symbolizing the wealth of a wealthy earl family.

The room where the head of the castle resides was built to double as a reception room in case the head of the castle is unwell, so even after we all go in, there is still a lot of space left.

An old man, presumed to be the current head of the earl family, was lying on a bed-like chair that appears to have been made separately for the aging head of the family, and in front of him was a witch dressed in blue holding a broom and a woman in silver armor. there was.

Head there-

A thunderbolt full of anger is fired without hesitation.

Kaaa!!!

Setias' sword was immediately swung at the witch, and the woman next to the witch turned her helmet and drew her sword in response.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-

“Do not disturb! The loser of the blue lily!”

“...”

Although it got close to the black witch's neck, it was unable to pierce the witch's neck with its sharp tip.

Although the knight's skills were considerable, Setias' sword was a sword with nothing mixed in it, forged solely out of revenge and filled with the sole intention of killing the witch, so it was more easily blocked.

The two rapiers became interlocked like that -

Kang!

I thought I would be thrown back into the air and swung again, but...

“Stop.”

The second hit did not exist.

There were people who could not exist and would not allow it to exist.

Clap, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep -

It was an instant.

There are more than 20 members of the Earl family standing in front of the head of the family.

They were all old men, full of senility, just like the head of the family, whose beards reached down to the bottom of their stomachs, but they immediately raised their swords and lances and surrounded Setias.

Weapons aimed so close that it was impossible to move.

The swords and lances that came so close to barely touching the skin contained the power to turn Setias into a corpse in front of the head of the family the moment a little more force was applied.

“Stand back, Vicar of Lehier.”

“...”

The youngest middle-aged man, sporting a long, blonde beard that had not yet faded, spoke while pointing his lance at Setias' neck.

There was no way to describe it other than as bloody when viewed from behind.

10 lances, 10 long swords.

All of those weapons, even engulfed in magic, surrounded Setias and the silver female knight who took her sword.

“I’ll say it again. In front of the head of the family. Step back.”

“...”

The weapons and eyes of not only middle-aged men but also older people were saying the same thing.

But Setias still did not back down.

Seeing that, the people of our denomination also became troubled.

From my point of view, I think I should take Lihier's side, but Setias's current actions are not the consensus of Lihier as a whole, but her own personal outburst.

But even so, that sudden change is also a choice made by the head of the diocese, so Lehier's Witch Hunters must follow that decision.

And the problem is that, depending on the situation, our church may also be caught up in Setias' judgment and have to follow it.

'If this goes on, it looks like the Earl family's favor and everything else will disappear.'

It is a more pathological obsession than you can imagine.

I looked at Lyudmila and Ingrid, thinking that this would disqualify them from being a group of parish leaders, but they also looked at me with an expression that said there was no way they could stop the parish president like that.

'No, but you are a member of the church.'

'I know that, but there's no way if your eyes turn like that?'

'Ingrid, please take care of the vicar.'

‘Me? The parish priest? It's impossible - it's absolutely impossible.'

'Holy shit, it's going to spin, really.'

As time passes, the weapons in the hands of the Count's people become sharper.

Kkugu Soup-

When Setias does not back down, the people of the Earl family take power.

“Phew...”

Although some elderly people with poor respiratory health began to notice slightly poor breathing and became calm, it was also a red flag.

Taking a deep breath means that he has predicted that a conflict will soon occur and is ready to sacrifice his life for his family.

'driving me crazy. We have no intention of changing the interior of the lord castle.'

It has become a situation where the twins' wishes may be fulfilled sooner than expected, and it may even be possible through the power of the people here alone.

As soon as she moves any further, or someone makes a mistake, the gloomy interior of the reception room will instantly be soaked with fresh blood, causing bright red flowers to bloom.

In that situation-

Thistle moved.

“... Please put away your weapons. Bishop.”

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Thistle slowly steps forward.

He unwrapped the claymore, left it to Astesia, and approached Setias with calm steps.

The Count family's weapons, which were positioned a fingernail's length apart from the skin, retreat as Thistle approaches.

They also implicitly wanted to avoid bloodshed if they could overcome this situation.

“... It might be difficult for me to understand you. So I won’t tell you to stop being angry. However, what is clear is that this is not the situation or place for the parish priest to wield a weapon.”

I didn't understand it too quickly.

Just telling him to keep his cool, Thistle's hand wrapped around the hand holding Setias' rapier.

Slowly, the sword comes down.

The opponent also slowly lowered his sword, as if he had no intention of escalating the incident by taking actions beyond defense.

“... Get out of my sight right now.”

'Whew-'

As soon as I heard Setias' trembling voice, I sighed in relief.

The anger had not subsided yet, but compared to a moment ago, it was clear that the temperature had dropped.

'thank god. If Thistle hadn't stepped forward, it would have ended like this.'

Although it was only a short time, Thistle held Setias' hand, giving her a chance to look around.

In that case, it would just end with the witch stepping down and Setias apologizing to the head of the family.

But if there was a problem-

The witch had no intention of going away like a witch.

“... Ah! It's really too much. They arbitrarily start a fight and forcefully force us to leave. We were definitely the ones meeting with the head of the family first, right?”

'... What?'

A way of speaking that makes you feel like you live in a different world.

As soon as the witch wearing a blue hat and cloak and holding a broom opened her mouth, I felt like I had fallen into another world again.

        
            Did you say it's called seumdachera?

It's not like I've never heard of it.

In the military, there were cases where people sounded like that because they answered quickly or blurted out or slurred the endings of their words.

However, it is not used in everyday speech, but is used when you are busy and want to quickly reply to the other person and end the conversation, or when answering the question itself is too bothersome, or when you are just not happy about talking to the other person. It's a way of speaking.

However, the woman in front of me had a slow but intelligent voice and was using that ridiculous font.

'Witch Sirian strangely calls herself by her first name. Do all witches have a strong personality like this?'

Now, a thought occurred to me: what kind of beings are witches other than witch hunters?

For a moment, Setias was about to jump out again, perhaps because he felt the witch's attitude was playful, or because he felt disgust at the fact that the being in front of him spoke in a voice.

“... Good. If this is good luck, it must be good luck. I didn't know that in addition to the witch hiding in the sanctuary, one more witch would be captured in the county. I will kill you right here and now.”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

“Church, Bishop... Setias!”

“Please be patient just this once. What are you doing when there are no seats left?”

Of course, this time, Ingrid and Lyudmila did not stay still, so the motion to swing the sword did not continue to the end.

“... You two, please wait until the parish priest calms down.”

“I understand, Apostle. I apologize for my indecency, Count Dawnpriest. I'll come back later.”

In the end, Thistle said that he would ask Lyudmila to become the bishop, and Setias left the place with one arm being held by three people, two to be exact.

So what remains are the head of the family, the adults of the family surrounding the head of the family, and the Blue Rose Witches.

The Blue Rose Witch looks at the door of the reception room where Setias left as if she were tired of it, and then says hello to the head of the house.

“... That's it. Since a guest has arrived, we will leave the table. Please don’t forget what we said.”

“I understand.”

With the matriarch's answer, the witch and female knight say hello and pass us by.

“...”

“... What is it?”

“... No. I just saw something.”

The witch stopped right next to us and looked at our faces for about two seconds.

The witch glanced at us for just a moment, and then left the reception room, led by the knight's hand.

'Keep holding my hand.'

The two people who were holding hands as they left disappeared, and now the only ones left are the matriarch and us.

Because things were so complicated, Thistle and I went to the head of the family as representatives.

“... This is Lee Lim, the bishop of the Deshade Church. Nice to meet you, Count Dawn Priest.”

“It is called Apostle Thistle. I was rude a moment ago.”

Normally, the head of Lehire, who would be at the center of this incident, should have done the greeting to the head of the family, but since the head of the parish left looking like that, there was no other way.

I step forward and Thistle stands next to me to help me.

Although we were still not familiar with the etiquette of nobles, we greeted them, thinking that they would understand since we were members of a religious order and not nobles in the first place.

“This is Astesia, a saint of the church.”

“...”

Astesia also took a step back after introducing herself, and Hwarim kept her mouth shut and passed on the self-introduction, claiming to be the saint's escort knight.

“Keuhum! Hmm!”

“... Let us help you. The head of the family.”

When the old man coughed, a middle-aged man with a blond beard, who was one of the youngest among those who had stopped Setias, helped the head of the family stand up.

“... Great, nice to meet you. This is the current Earl of Dunpriest and the head of the family, Heritage Dunpriest.”

The twins came inside and stood on either side of the matriarch.

The head of the family clearly looked uncomfortable.

More than that, there was a feeling that the family members as a whole looked quite old.

‘Is this a longevity family? Considering the number of people in the family outside, the Earl of Dawn Priest seems to be a family that enjoys prosperity as long as their children prosper.'

I should say that there are 20 knights lined up on either side, but when they show signs of paying attention to the elderly, the head of the house introduces them to them first.

“These are members of the [Black Lion Knights], the family’s guard knights. They protect me, and I protect them. When greeting outsiders, I always represent the family's opinion, but since we are all people who speak with one voice at all times, I can speak without hesitation.”

“... I understand.”

'It might be easier to understand if you think of them as elders or other people in that position.'

Even though the head of the family says that, you can't ask for it to be inherited.

I delivered the princess's command in front of the twins, the elders of the Black Lion Knights, and the head of the household.

In reality, it is pretentious and pretentious.

The Count family has already been notified of a series of requests from the royal family, and the family has responded that they are willing to help us.

“With the expulsion of the Greater Demon Framework, the Empire's national power has finally become strong enough to implement it. It's a happy thing.”

The head of the family came out first and commented on how the fight against the devil would proceed.

“To that end, I would like to hear a story about a high-level devil. If possible, the views of the Dawn Priest family that has been managing the sanctuary of high-ranking demons are included.”

“Keuhum! Hmm... I see. I'm sorry, but I don't have a good voice, so it'll be difficult for me to speak with my mouth.”

The head of the family coughs in response to my request for additional information, then passes the baton.

“It doesn’t matter if the black lions next to you talk about it.”

“Then it wouldn’t be a bad idea to listen to it from the kids here instead of the Black Lions or me. There is also a purpose for the education of these children, so please do not hesitate.”

“It’s okay.”

Since he had already been meeting with the Blue Rose Witches for two hours, I had no choice but to understand.

The matriarch, who seems to be having trouble speaking out loud anymore, turns to the twins and makes eye contact.

Then, the twins Arentia and Azalea smiled at the matriarch, greeted us once, and then, as if in a play, told the story of how the Devil's Sanctuary and their family came to be so close together.

“High-level demon Framework was a demon that had been attacking Steyer's army at every opportunity, looking for an opportunity even before the founding of the empire.”

“At the time, there were no three major denominations, so whenever there was a fight against the devil, the Dunpriest family would always be on the front lines.”

“A demonic framework that has completely engulfed one of the ancient kingdoms. He eventually escaped from us and the royal family's sword, and declared sanctuary at a royal residence on the hill of Ambrosia, a lake that had been here from the beginning, and sacrificed himself.”

“After that, as time passed, the imperial family declared the founding of an empire, and they entrusted this land to us, asking us to watch over the evil framework.”

“So we built a city surrounding the sanctuary.”

“The lake, which is made up of sea water, also has the function of weakening the magic power of curses and demons.”

“After that, we have been protecting the devil’s sanctuary ever since.”

“He cut off the heads of the priests that the devil had lured away, and reburied the corpses that were resurrected by the power of the sanctuary.”

“That's our relationship with the Demon Framework.”

“But I was slowly getting tired of that too.”

“The Black Lion members of the family are getting older day by day, and not everyone in the family can sleep comfortably due to the demonic energy flowing from the sanctuary.”

“Still, I’m glad.”

“That’s right. I can worry less now.”

“Because-”

““Now, the Bishop of the Deshade Church is saying that he will end our family’s bad relationship with the devil.””

'I should correct what I said earlier about the twins looking bright. Seeing it again, it's still a bit scary.'

The twins' words, which took turns speaking and then joined their voices at the end, were somehow engraved in my mind.

Thanks to this, the matriarch cleared her throat after taking a short break and continued speaking after the twins finished their story.

“... Greater Demon Framework. His theme is denial, he denies everything. The eternally burning church where the witch hides is a testament to her power. The church, which is steeped in the theme of 'the nature of fire is denied,' should have completely engulfed the building in a fire and burned down, but instead, it has been burning for over 200 years.”

This is a world where the laws of physics are denied.

Beyond burning even when there is nothing to burn, only the flame itself continues to stay there even if there is nothing to begin with.

The flame, which shows the contradiction that the church burns without burning at all, is said to be a deception and display to the humans outside that the devil left behind before entering the sanctuary.

“I heard that the church is inaccessible because of the fire.”

“That’s right. Even with our family's technology, we can't do anything about the symbols left behind by the devil.”

“Then how was the witch able to hide there?”

“We don’t even know that far.”

I had already asked the question in hopes of providing helpful information to the Witch Hunters, but the Dunpriest's answer was that of a bystander.

“The witch, who had been evading the Witch Hunters' pursuit, crossed over to the sanctuary where people like us would feel confused just by approaching it, and entered the church behind it without being affected at all. That's what a witch is. Beings who do things that humans cannot do as if it were natural. So, I have no choice but to ask the Witch Hunters for the rest.”

“... I understand.”

After the matriarch finishes speaking, she clears her throat violently.

Then the middle-aged man poured water into a glass and handed it over, and the matriarch quenched her throat and spoke again.

“But-”

“Yes?”

“No matter how much we captured such a witch and came to banish the devil, even as a count family, we cannot ignore the rudeness from earlier.”

At that moment, the look in his eyes changed.

Ssaaa-

As soon as the air became cold, the family's guardian knights and black lions all looked at us.

“Even the head of this border knows how bleak the relationship between the Blue Witch and the Witch Hunters is, but this is my castle. It is my territory. As the head of the Dun Priest family, I must punish you for your disrespect.”

Clap-

The sound of Hwarim putting her hand on the sheath of her sword was heard from behind.

It was a situation that could have been a provocation, but Hwarim did it on purpose.

What it meant was clear.

If the head of the family were to attack us at this moment, we would be the ones being pushed back.

Although it is spacious, the reception room has a large number of people, and as soon as it becomes a battlefield, it becomes a space that cannot be said to be that spacious.

Each and every veteran sitting on the chair against the wall of the small space is not an ordinary person.

The black lions who were sitting on their chairs, with lances and long swords slung over their shoulders, looking at us, were old, but their teeth were definitely sharp.

So, Hwarim thought that if a fight broke out, he could suffer great damage, so he told me about it.

So a little-

It was unfair.

'No, it was Lihi who made the sudden move, so why do I have to take care of it? Life really is like a dog.'

Honestly, if you think about whether you would lose if a fight broke out -

I don't think so.

It just gets pushed around.

I was able to predict in an instant how the war would unfold.

I wear Deshade's armor and take down many of the Black Lions' swords, and Hwarim takes care of the rest.

Thistle retreats out of the room with Astesia, and after exchanging power with the Black Lions, we can also go out into the hallway.

'Then, if Hwarim and I pummel the other person to pieces, we'll definitely kill half of these people, but that's really a last resort.'

First of all, I am of the opinion that issues that can be resolved through dialogue should be resolved through dialogue.

So, if there is a way that does not require the use of weapons, I would like to choose that.

However, I couldn't think of any excuse, so I paused for a bit, and it was at that moment that the matriarch's dry lips were about to open again.

“Great grandfather, why don’t you do something like that?”

“That’s right. These people said they only came together at Lihier's request, but their work from now on is different.”

“So, let’s talk about this story again later, after the people of Lihier calm down.”

As the twins each placed their hands on both of the matriarch's hands and spoke, the matriarch's stiff body took a slight step back.

“... I see. It looks like you're being too overly sensitive.”

“Good job, great-grandfather.”

“Now, let’s get some rest. You welcomed too many guests at once today.”

““So, good night.””

“Yes. Well... shall we do that?”

As the twins spoke, the matriarch closed her eyes.

Then the other guardians also turned their heads towards us.

Afterwards, the guardians left and the middle-aged man lifted up the head of the family and began to slowly move her to the bedroom.

“Then, on behalf of the head of the family, I would like to ask you all to please help us banish the devil.”

“If you need anything in the future, please come to us.”

“... Netsumda.”

“... Yes?”

“Yes?”

“Oh, no. All right. He said. Okay then. ”

We also followed the twins' words and left the reception room, and our meeting with Count Dunpriest ended.

        
            After meeting with the head of the family, I came out of the bedroom.

“Lee Lim. Are you okay?”

“... No. It's not okay. My throat hurts.”

My neck is still stiff from the tension.

If this was all a play that someone put together to strain me to the limit, I would say it was a success and then blow my chin off with all my might.

That's why I couldn't help but be nervous from before I entered the reception room until I left.

“... Would you like me to massage your neck?”

“... It's a bit tempting, but I'll ask you later.”

Thistle was worried about me and put her hand around my neck.

I felt the urge to entrust his neck to him right away because it was so gentle to touch him, but it was still a lord's castle and there were knights and soldiers wandering around the hallways from time to time.

So I thanked Thistle, smiled, and decided with everyone what to do.

When the twins left to visit, there was something they let us know.

Afterwards, the two people told us that we could spend time looking around Yeongju Castle until evening to familiarize ourselves with the geography, or that we could go to the sanctuary area.

As we were contemplating which of the two options to choose, we followed the twins' advice and went on an untimely sightseeing trip.

I leisurely walk near the windows on the outer wall of Yeongju Castle and talk to everyone.

“I was really nervous. I felt like my head was overloaded.”

“Did you say he was the guardian knight of the family? Their skills are clearly that of the real thing. The reason why the devil was unable to come out of the sanctuary on his own after a few years was probably because the knights they led completely exterminated the devil's followers.”

“On the way there, people’s faces looked peaceful. Among denominations, it is rare to find a denomination that puts so much effort into rejecting paganism, and it is admirable that a priestly family that is not even a denomination does this.”

As they walk through the hallways of Yeongju Castle, Sisul and Hwarim give a review of the earl’s family.

It is definitely a family that is flawless.

The people of the territory did not seem to be dissatisfied, and foreign goods imported into the empire continued to be unloaded from the sailing ships that were constantly coming and going.

The facial expressions of the people entering the city with horse-drawn carriages from villages near the territory looked good, without any trace of tension. The knights who had gone out on a training and patrol a while ago seemed to have clearly taken care of the security issues as well.

However, Astesia was staring at the peaceful exterior of the city outside the window, but had not said anything for a while, wondering if she was worried about something.

“...”

fluttering-

Astesia, whose hair is blowing in the sea breeze, cannot come to her senses.

“... What's wrong? Astesia?”

“...”

“... Are you okay?”

“Ah, yes! Lee Lim. sorry. I have something to think about...”

It's strange.

I don't think there's anything that would make Astesia worry this much, at least until now.

But she was quietly staring somewhere, trying to feel something, until I tapped her shoulder and called her out.

Normally, I might have just passed it over.

But this place is shrouded in secret.

It is a place that has not been the focus of anyone's attention, including the royal family, and even though it is an area where a large amount of logistics comes and goes and foreign merchants often visit, it is also a place where no news about a member of the family has leaked for over 100 years.

When I think about it in common sense and straightforwardly, the people of the Count family who treated us well seemed to be honest, but I couldn't understand why they always kept their identities hidden from the world.

So, since it's a time like this-

Things that need to be pointed out more clearly must be pointed out and acknowledged.

If something happens later, it's much better than blaming yourself for not knowing what it was, when in fact you had the foreshadowing or direction of the incident.

“It’s okay. Astesia. If you feel something, tell me. I'll keep it in mind for now.”

“... No. It's a sensuous thing I'm not sure about, so it's too hasty to say-”

“It doesn’t matter.”

“... Then I will tell you.”

As I pushed her back, Astesia blurted out what she had been thinking about a while ago.

“I feel a sense of heterogeneity.”

“... Feeling different?”

“Yes. Obvious things feel strange.”

These are the words of Astesia, who is the most outstanding among us here in terms of her sense of sensing something invisible.

As soon as those words ended, Hwarim and I experimentally entered the stage of transformation and perceived our surroundings, but there was nothing particularly strange.

“... Be a little more specific though.”

So, we tried to listen to Astesia in more detail.

“ may sound strange, but for example:”

Astesia extends her hand.

“It’s strange that the surface of the lake is lapping. It's strange that the sun is so high in the sky. It’s strange that the ground is so hard. It's strange to see the person who seemed to be the next head of the family pouring water. It's strange to see a church burning outside. It's strange to see a carriage rolling completely outside the window.”

“...”

I am not a child who speaks empty words.

We reconstructed the thoughts that Astesia felt through her own skin, listened to the raw sensations before she spoke, and interpreted them in our own way.

Thistle was the first to realize what those words implied.

“So, that’s what the feeling of heterogeneity is. Right now, everything in this county looks fine to the naked eye, but to Astesia-sama's senses, this must mean that it is perceived as 'strange'.”

“... Doesn’t that mean that illusions, illusions, spells, and magic are not all?”

“Yes. It's not like that. But it is true that it is definitely strange.”

“It would be understandable if you were saying that there was a problem with the space surrounding the entire county, but that doesn't seem to be the case. If it was like a barrier sweetened with advanced magic surrounding the city, then of course this child would have known what it was right away with his senses.”

It was difficult to guess what the phenomenon was, but it was clear that something invisible was affecting our surroundings.

Astesia seemed to have gained confidence after seeing that we were not paying attention to what she said.

“Perhaps you will be able to find out if you concentrate properly during the night or early morning.”

“... Okay. Then let’s just pretend we didn’t notice anything until that time.”

“That would be a good idea.”

“I agree.”

Astesia, who wanted to find out more clearly, decided to turn off the attention for now by saying that she would look forward to the night when her power would grow stronger, and we also pledged to keep what Astesia said in mind throughout our stay in the county.

So, we deliberately changed our expressions and disguised ourselves as if we hadn't noticed the strange incident that had happened to the count's house, and quickened our steps with the intention of leaving the castle for now.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

This was the moment when we walked to one side of the hallway so as not to block the path, turned the corner, and stepped forward.

'Eek-'

Swish-

“Ahhhh-”

Sensing someone coming this way, he quickly grabbed Astesia's arm, and a man jumped out from the corner.

The man who was about to collide with Astesia for a moment also stepped back as if he was startled, and then suddenly started talking to us.

“Ike, I’m sorry.”

“No. It’s okay.”

“Ah, that’s right. I just wanted to meet someone.”

“Yes?”

“Can I ask you something?”

“... It doesn't matter. What is it?”

“Do you know where my shoes are?”

“... Shoes?”

The man who jumped out was a member of the Dunpriest family.

The emblem emblazoned on the clothes he wears over his shoulder means that the man in front of him is a member of the count's family.

In addition, this man was also quite old, just as most of the members of the count's family were older.

Judging from his appearance alone, he was younger than the guardian knights who were called black lions, but seeing his gray hair and beard reaching down to his chest confirms that this family is a long-lived family.

But that's it. The man's question was somewhat strange.

The man who asked where his shoes were was clearly wearing military boots that looked similar to mine.

“You’re wearing shoes right now, right?”

“No. This is not mine.”

When I pointed that out, the man shook his head.

So he denied that the military boots he was wearing were his-

“This is not mine. This is it. huh. It's not mine. Yeah... Huh?”

When he saw my military boots, his eyes stopped just as he was looking at them.

Next, if we were to express what he did in one word -

A riot.

It was an explosion.

“... That! There you are!”

The man raised his arms wide and swung like a child, then pulled out the sword from his waist and slashed at his boots.

cook!

“... Ouch!”

“Hey! Take it off quickly! Is this mine?!”

“What are you talking nonsense?!”

“These are my shoes! My shoes are black!”

“Don’t be a damn thing. The design of my shoes is similar to the brown shoes the old man is wearing, but these are definitely the items I wore from home, right?”

“No! It's mine! Take it off quickly!”

“No, shit- I’m going to spin.”

'Is this an elderly person with dementia?'

Anyone could see that it was unreasonable.

The soldiers at the entrance to the castle were looking at us and considering whether to stop us or not, so it was clear that the old man in front of us was mentally ill.

So, it was a time when I began to judge how to deal with this person, and whether he was someone I could at least hit on the back of the neck to knock out, even if I wasn't really familiar with him.

“Pendragon! ... Pendragon! Where are you- Ahhh!!!”

From the corner the old man came from, another young woman came out, pulled him away from me, and apologized repeatedly.

“Sorry, sorry. Looking at their behavior, they are guests from the church who came to our castle a little while ago, right?”

“Yes. Yes, but...”

“I was really rude. Pendragon... Pendragon is a family member who returned to our family a month ago, but he came back with dementia...”

“... Who are you? Who is grabbing my arm?”

“It’s me, Pendragon. ... The matriarch’s fifth great-granddaughter.”

“Huh? Is your brother married?”

“... It’s been quite a while since you did this. Phew... I heard it from the soldiers on the way. You said you were looking for shoes. The shoes you are wearing right now are definitely Pendragon's shoes. You took them off under the bed last night and told me all along that you would never lose them because you bought them for a lot of money when you were a voyageur.”

“Did you? But I don’t remember sleeping in bed.”

“... Until morning, he had stolen blankets from the soldiers' quarters overnight and was sleeping in his room. Thanks to this, we made the soldiers take out blankets for sleeping overnight.”

“That’s a big deal. Your body is your property. You have to take good care of it. Haha!”

The woman was considerably larger than the twins.

'Did you say 'fifth great-granddaughter?' 'You're too mature for something like that.'

A woman who is not only mature but also rich.

I heard that the twins are the matriarch's direct children, but it feels a little strange that the twins are not yet young, while the fifth great-granddaughter has a body that would be no problem for being called their mother. .

Such a woman seemed to be someone who took exclusive care of the old man in front of her, and from the moment she discovered him, she held his hand tightly to prevent him from running away.

Just like that, the count's woman bows her head and apologizes to us once more.

“... I'm sorry for showing you something I shouldn't.”

“No. It’s okay.”

A knight of pilgrimage with blood from the count family who returned to the family a month ago.

and elderly people with mental illness.

The soldiers, who would normally not treat anyone from the family carelessly, were watching the old man closely and contemplating whether to stop him or not.

It seems that the person in front of me was unable to adapt to the family, so he became a voyageur and left home, returning only when he reached the age of dementia.

I also heard this phrase when hearing various stories from Feria about knights of voyage.

People who did not become knights by chasing their dreams, but simply because they felt tired of their family and family, and looked for a way to escape to the outside world.

'It was said that people who have no place in the family often leave home like that. Did this person leave like that and come back without being able to find a proper position? Just being alive is a miracle.'

Still, it is not a common occurrence at the time of his return.

Most incompetent people lose their lives while working as knights of pilgrimage, or fall into different paths and lose all contact with their families.

Therefore, rather than being swept away by the world's storms and being forgotten by everyone, which is equivalent to the erasure of records, he lived as a knight-errant even though he had no income until this age, and was able to survive and return to his family. This in itself is like a miracle.

Clap-

thud-

As if to prove it, the Pendragon unsheathed its sword and held it like a cane.

This is not an action as a prosecutor.

The old man, who was accustomed to handling weapons roughly like other adventurers who earn their living by the day, suddenly lost interest in us and turned his back on us.

However, instead of just leaving, he said something to us.

“The mouth is the door to disaster. There is a saying that the tongue is like a knife that cuts the body.”

“... Yes?”

“Quiet people have long lives. Hide what you felt and do it without knowing what you witnessed. Then you might be able to pick out exactly what you want and go out with it. At that level, even the eyes lurking in the abyss will tolerate it.”

“... What do you mean-”

“Now, let’s go Rocinante! I have to eat lunch at the inn!”

“... Pendragon. As I always say, Rocinante, the horse that my grandfather brought to the estate, is dead, and my name is Aurelia. Aurelia Dawn Priest. And I had lunch at the soldiers’ cafeteria a little while ago.”

“Now, Knight Pendragon, we're heading out! I guess I'll have to keep my eyes wide open to see what request I should choose today.”

Just like that, the old man and the woman left the castle again.

As we were looking at this in silence, two twins came out from somewhere and apologized to us.

“Sorry. Pendragon is the sore finger of our family.”

“Please be kind. Even if he looks like that, he is a valuable family member.”

“Ah, sir, it’s a surprise. ... yes. I understand.”

It was a bonus that I was surprised and received their belated apology as I had no idea the twins were right next to me.

Thanks to this, I was able to see the twins' attitude as they apologized up close and in detail.

The twins bowed their heads in greeting and, contrary to what they had said, looked at the door through which the Pendragon had emerged with a cold expression and then disappeared.

“... My fingers hurt.”

“Rather than being painful, it looked like a finger that wanted to be cut off.”

“It looks like you are not welcome in the family. In a county where only family members run, that's probably what it means to not be able to serve as a single person as a family member. And even if I get looked at like that because I tried to find a way out of that family and came back after failing, I think it would be inevitable.”

It is a family with many outstanding people.

Although they may not be geniuses, I can clearly see that this is a family with many people who are criminals or better.

Normally, it would be impossible for the entire territory to run smoothly like this with just the family members and no vassals.

To that extent, although Pendragon is a criminal like the Irregular, I felt that because of him, their family was a normal family.

'Anyway, you're giving me a warning that if I keep quiet, I'll live. Do you know something? Or is it simply a proverb I heard from someone else that suddenly came to mind?'

A person who wanders around a family that came at just the right time.

The twins were nearby, and he appeared while we were discussing it after noticing something strange.

I have insight.

His dementia appears real, but his warnings are also real.

So, without saying anything, we left the lord's castle to meet Enin and Luba, suspecting that the count's family was suspicious.

        
            We set out to find Enin and Luba.

When I asked the soldiers at the main gate of the Yeongju Castle if they knew where the two short men from the religious order had gone, the answer came right away.

“You mean the little knight and the masked beast. I asked if I could leave my luggage and go towards the sanctuary, and I said it was okay. I also said that if anyone asks, please let me know.”

“I see. Thank you for letting us know.”

Apparently, the two of them were thinking of moving around on their own while our meeting with the head of the family stretched on.

'They seem to have thought that since we would come to see the sanctuary after the interview anyway, they would go first and check out what the area around the sanctuary was like.'

So, we walked all the way down from Yeongju Castle to find the two people.

The road to the sanctuary was peaceful.

It is a sanctuary where demons, especially high-level demons, sleep.

However, it is also a demon that has not come out of the sanctuary for over 200 years.

Of course, demonic energy is creeping out from the sanctuary, but it only bothers us as we are visiting this place for the first time. For the residents of the territory, it has already become a part of their daily lives and they seem insensitive to it.

Although I heard that the people of the Count family, who are still deeply involved in the priesthood and have to directly manage the devil's sanctuary, cannot sleep easily.

'Furthermore, I feel like the people of the territory feel more comfortable because they have trust in the earl family that rules them.'

The devil's 200 years passed by without even making a single move to destroy another sanctuary surrounded by his own sanctuary.

The 200 years of the count family's protection without even giving the devil an excuse to lift a finger.

For 200 years, the people of the territory have lived in such a dependable county and enjoyed a prosperous life for generations.

Because the Dunpriest family is a family of priests, they managed the sanctuary thoroughly, and it is said that in the past 200 years, pagan priests have not touched the sanctuary, nor have there been any attempts by demons to come out from within.

Is that why?

The road to the sanctuary was not made up of roads and gates that were strictly guarded by knights and soldiers.

The western cliff that appears when you pass through the long market that occupies a large section of the county.

When we heard that we could reach the mansion, a sanctuary where the devil is hiding, by following the single road leading from the market all the way to the cliff, we were a little dispirited.

“... Well, okay. No matter how much it is the devil's sanctuary, as time passes, it can naturally lurk around our daily lives. Hygge people also lived around the sanctuary. Because I thought Baphomet would never come out of the sanctuary.”

“So, they probably decided that it would be better to have a market rather than having to build a few more guard posts on the lakeside land inside this precious castle wall.”

If you think about it, it's natural.

Even if the heretics come in numbers, they come from outside the county.

Then, as a defense to prevent that, a castle wall surrounding the county, soldiers to guard the wall, and knights to greet them if the castle gate is breached are sufficient.

This means that there is no need to build watchtowers overlooking the cliffs inside the already cramped castle walls to watch over demons who have no way of coming out unless pagan priests approach the sanctuary and perform rituals.

Rather, for those who have the advantage of being a port city, rather than building a guard post to monitor the devil's sanctuary built on a cliff, it is better to build a market close to the port to meet the finances of the count family, which is in charge of both the fight against heretics and security in the vicinity of the county. It's much better because you can do it for them.

“Good. Shall we look for it soon?”

I finally arrived at that market.

The market was noisy and lively.

There were many different types of goods, especially foreign ones, so there were more items that caught my eye than other markets in other territories.

Thistle also passed by a market with a different scenery than usual and stopped when he saw a strange fruit that caught his eye.

“... Hey, Lee Rim. Looks like this was moved a little while ago-”

“Kkeaeaeaeaeaeaeak!”

“Aaaah! Wow, I was surprised...”

At that moment, the fruit makes a strange sound and turns around.

“... So, this is a fruit?”

“It is definitely sold as a fruit, but... I think it is a witch at this level.”

“It’s a fruit. There was something similar to this fruit in the Demon Territory.”

“Actual exchange rate.”

Hwarim, Astesia, I, and I also stopped and stared blankly at the strange starfish-shaped fruit looking at us and screaming. Then, for a moment, we heard someone calling us from far away.

“Bishop-!!! Here it is-!!!”

“... Rubane.”

“It’s Ruba.”

“Keu... Looks like they left all their luggage and waited here.”

We have just entered the entrance to the market, and we hear Ruba's cry from the unseen end of the market.

Not even a minute after hearing that shout, Enin and Luba arrived to us.

And he jumped, too, in a very excited state.

“Ah! Lee Rim! Did you see it?! There are so many amazing things here! Is it because it is a territory connected to the beach?! The fruits and spices, Ars Magna is amazing, but there are also things that can only be found here because of their freshness!”

“Bishop!!! I have packed all my luggage!!! All the Witch Hunters said they would take the dire wolves and take a seat in the front of the sanctuary!!! ah! Have you tried that star-shaped fruit you were looking at?!! Although it was noisy and moving around was disgusting, the lady here cut a slice for us each and it was delicious!!!”

Is this what it feels like to have a dog?

It felt like what was in front of me was not Enin and Luba, but a retriever and a fox.

Maybe it's because of the sea breeze, but as I look at Enin's golden hair and Luba's tail, which are even more ruthlessly tangled today, that thought suddenly comes to mind.

“... Well, I'm glad you're enjoying it. How is the market atmosphere?”

“Market atmosphere? Hmm... it was very peaceful.”

“Is it because trade is everyday life?!! Everyone was incredibly friendly!!!”

I came back with a fragmentary appreciation, but that's enough.

The two looked around the market while we were away and read the atmosphere.

Surprisingly, Enin tends to ask a lot of questions if he has any questions, and Luba is also the type to be curious if there's anything interesting.

If these two people's impressions of the overall scenery of the market were such without any suspicion, then it is highly unlikely that the residents of the territory are collaborating with the sense of heterogeneity that has descended on the county.

“Umm...”

“So, how about now? Astesia.”

“... The sense of heterogeneity remains the same. Everything you see is normal, but that feeling definitely exists.”

“Then the range is -”

“Yes. Everything from the permanent castle to the sanctuary area.”

This made it clear.

The county is covered with a sense of heterogeneity that Astesia felt.

But only Astesia can feel it.

Additionally, this is not an illusion, magic, or barrier.

'Is there only one guess?'

If so, thanks to this, I was able to narrow down my conclusion.

'Contamination of concepts.'

The scope is limited to the county territory, so the concept of something is contaminated.

I wouldn't have been able to understand it if I hadn't met Longsword, who had awakened to transcendence.

Longsword is [a sword that swings a sword]

As he realized his true nature, all swords in the world were meant to be wielded by him, temporarily changing his concept until he died and disappeared.

To be precise, the existence of the long sword was the birth of a new concept, and it could be said that the existing concept was later reorganized for the newly born person, but it was clear that the current situation was similar to that.

'Another strange feeling is that the existence of the Long Sword gave the concept and shook it up, but the current feeling is that the change in the concept was hidden to avoid being noticed by people.'

It is true that something has changed, but we cannot know what has changed.

'But I don't need to worry about it right now. Because it could be speculation. Afterwards, I'll have to consult with Ingrid, who has at least some talent for magic.'

So, since the territory residents were fine for now, we decided to discuss the matter with Ingrid later and to tour the sanctuary until evening.

“I also went and looked around the market. Now, everyone, let’s go slowly.”

“Yes! Let me guide you!”

“Okay, Bishop!!!”

First, I take a walk around the market and follow Enin and Ruba, who are pretending to be familiar people.

There were definitely a lot of interesting things.

From what I knew, whether in the East or the West, in the past or in the modern era, cities located deep inland or with deep-water ports were huge, and they were also the first places where strange things arrived.

While Ars Magna was a place where everything from all around came together on land, Ambrosia was filled with an overwhelming amount of amazing items that came by sea and were spread all over the market.

The only thing that is a little different from then is that now I have six legs, so I cannot easily move at will.

There are two people with their arms folded on either side, Thiseul on the right and Hwarim on the left.

Kuuk-

“Oh my, Lee Rim. Look over there. This is what I had before in the City of Alchemists. Being alive means moving like that.”

Stumble-

“Ah, it’s a shrimp. It's so big. At that rate, it may have been caught from quite a distance away from the sea.”

Kuuk-

“Irim. Look here. They sell hairpins. When we talked before, you said you knew about hairpins, right?”

Stumble-

“Oh, that’s right. By my standards, it was treated as quite an old item, unlike when Hwarim lived, but yes.”

“Wow, it feels new to see familiar items in a place like this. What's interesting though is that usually they are engraved with patterns of tigers, bamboo, or flowers, but this one is engraved with the image of a demonic beast.”

Kuuk-

“Ah, Lee Rim. The one here is also something I saw at Ars Magna. Shall we go this way too?”

Stumble-

When someone takes a step, all four legs move in that direction.

From what I could see, it looked like I would be walking around like this until I was taken to the market by these two people.

        
            Everyone is considerate of each other.

When thistle pulls, Hwarim follows, and when Hwarim pulls, Thisseul follows.

But not me.

I am coming along.

If Thiseul pulls, go towards her, and if Hwarim pulls, go that way.

Thistle and Hwarim are the ones who care about each other, but I am the central axis caught in between them, so I am in a situation where I have no freedom at all.

“Hey, that's it, but first of all... I have trouble moving-”

“Hehe- But please lead the way today. It's a place full of amazing things to see.”

“I never thought Lee Rim would lead us to a good place with your personality. So, why don't you just quietly follow where we tell you to go? Huhuhu-”

“No, if you say that, it can't be helped, but...”

I tried to rebel a little, but when I saw the faces of the two people with happy smiles, I had no choice but to give up and go back and forth, swayed by the two people with their arms folded, and look at the market.

It's true that I don't have much sense, but the place the two people chose had a lot more things to see, so I kept following them and didn't feel bad.

Although I was a little embarrassed to see people in the market staring at me with my arms folded with two beautiful women on either side of me.

While we were moving forward at a slow pace from behind, Enin was taking care of Luva and Astesia.

“Umm...”

“... Do you want to go there, Astesia?”

“Yes? Oh, no!”

“... Hehehe- Really?”

“... Actually, that’s right.”

Enin and Astesia glanced in front of me, making me wonder if something had happened, but Enin waved his hand as if it was no big deal.

“It’s okay. You know Astesia, right? Both Hwarim and Sisul are thinking the same thing. Those two people and I are not people who will push Astesia away.”

“... Yes.”

“I think the reason Astesia does not go to Lee Rim is because Astesia has not yet confirmed Lee Rim’s feelings like those two people. Is that correct?”

“... That's right. Then what about Enin?”

“Me? I... I hinted at Lee Rim about my feelings, but I haven't been able to come up with a satisfactory result yet, so I'm deliberately keeping my distance from him. I plan to postpone my confession until I feel like I am the right person to be next to Lee Rim. What about Astesia?”

“... I don't know. I have decided to become a saint worthy of Lee Rim, and I am on the way to becoming one, but becoming a saint only means being a person worthy of standing next to Lee Rim, and not directly connected to Lee Rim. Still... I don't know what to do.”

Is he talking about something that worries him?

Enin takes Astesia's hand and begins to walk, shaking it loudly and cheerfully.

“Hmm... Then wouldn’t it be okay if I tell you my feelings right now?”

“Yes? Ha, but that's-”

“Unlike me, Astesia has nothing to be reluctant about. Irim is always ready to accept us. The appearance of Thistle and Hwarim are proof of that. So, if Astesia speaks up right away, Irim will gladly accept it.”

“... I'll think about it. Still, I haven't made up my mind yet.”

While I was trying to listen to the two people's voices, I couldn't because I was once again drawn by Hwarim and bent over to a place where oriental items were piled up on one side.

Luba was also there at the time, so we got to watch Hwarim lifting various items while Enin and Astesia watched.

“... I'm sorry. Astesia.”

“Yes? What is it?”

“I think I pushed it too hard.”

“Oh, no! It's just that I seemed indecisive, so Enin brought it up. I know that too. Rather, if I have any concerns, I will bring them up to all of you at any time. I am thinking the same thing. Because we all think the same way.”

“... Hehe, yes. that's right. We who are around Lee Rim have the same thoughts, so we gathered together like this.”

'... Are you talking about something important?'

It was when I lost my concentration a little and was about to raise my head again because I was curious about Enin and Astesia's story.

“... Lee Lim. Look at this. How do you feel?”

“Uh, okay? Uh... are you okay?”

“... Ugh, aren't you talking too roughly? Please think a little more carefully.”

Thistle covers the space between Ennin and Astesia, and Hwarim grabs my arm and guides my head downward.

“Where are you looking? Go ahead and bow your head and quickly pick out a good string. Since it is going to be worn around the waist, I want to choose something that is pretty and matches well.”

“No, you can do that at your discretion-”

“... I'm saying this because it's you who wants to be seen.”

“... In that case, I would have to work hard to choose.”

It was as if the movement was guiding me so as not to interrupt Enin and Astesia's conversation.

Rather, what felt certain was that the two people were deliberately hiding me from them while leading me with playful smiles.

“... The women over there have something to talk about, so you don't have to worry about it.”

“That’s right. If it's really important, I'll never hide it. So don't worry. Lee Rim.”

“... Well, if that's the case, I'll do it.”

In the end, I gave up listening to Enin and Astesia's story and decided to stay quiet and follow what they said.

No matter how close you are, there are some things you cannot say in front of each other.

I also know that the reason Hwarim and Thistle are trying to separate me from them is because Enin and Astesia are talking about me.

‘Peria. Are you watching? 'I am such a perceptive person.'

So, rather than trying to force myself to listen to the two people's story without being noticed, I thought I would take advantage of the opportunity to escort Thistle and Hwarim that came up after a long time.

That was when we arrived at the entrance to the single road leading up to the sanctuary on the cliff, looking around the county market.

After leaving the market, there is nothing but grass all the way up the hill toward the cliff where the mansion is located.

The moment my eyes witnessed the witch hunters setting up tents and lighting fires in those grassy fields -

Knock knock-

“Huh?”

Someone patted me on the back.

“Excuse me.”

What I heard was a tone of voice that I only heard briefly a little while ago at Yeongju Castle, but it was bound to remain in my memory.

“I have a little story to tell you, so could you give me some time?”

When I turned around, I saw a witch wearing blue robes and a curved witch's hat, and a knight in silver armor holding the witch's hand tightly.

“I have a little story to tell you about the witches and witch hunters inside the sanctuary.”

At a completely unexpected moment, the Blue Rose Witch contacted us.

“... Witch?”

“Eck... Do you happen to hate witches?”

When I said that without realizing it, the witch frowned with a disappointed look on her face.

“No, no. It's not that I don't like it.”

“Really?”

“To me, a witch is a being that I don’t know how to treat, and that’s how I feel about it.”

I don't know witches.

Until now, there has been no need or desire to pay attention to them.

First of all, if you think about the contact with the witch, you really couldn't even see a trace.

In both the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire, matters related to demons are initially handled by the churches or adventurers commissioned by such churches.

If this reaches its limit and it becomes difficult for the cult to deal with the heretics, or if a cult archbishop who succeeds in hiding his power and gathering power suddenly appears, some of the remaining power of the knights who were fighting against the different races in the military will be diverted to the pagans. Deal with the crowds of

No matter what, we must avoid the devil descending on earth.

So, if I were to say that I am the main enemy of this church in the Kingdom Alliance -

There were mainly devil priests called pagans and cultists and fanatics who worshiped them, but there were no witches.

In the Kingdom Alliance where I continued to work as a soul soldier, small groups of heretics trying to do something were often robbed by nearby paladins and paladins, and I never heard of a witch.

'I heard a little bit about that from Peria. Since witches have their origins in Lihi, even after becoming free, they mainly work in the empire, so it is natural that witches are rarely seen in the Kingdom Union.'

So, what we simply know for now is that witches were once priests who served their god, Lehier.

Then, these women liberated several demons into the world and caused their main god to become an evil spirit.

So, they were chased by the Witch Hunters, and some of them again gave their allegiance to the imperial family and their existence was tolerated, namely the Blue Rose Witches.

The blue rose witch spoke to me.

However, I am at a loss because I have never thought about how to deal with them.

Even so, we came together with the Lehere Church, and we were in a position where we could show up to the Lehere Witch Hunters pitching their tents on the hill if we just took a step outside the market.

'Even though the Blue Rose Witch is acknowledged by the royal family, will the Witch Hunters truly accept that? Probably not. That means that if you show me talking to the Blue Rose Witch right now, I'm afraid there will be some misunderstanding.'

So Thistle noticed me like that and stepped forward to greet them.

“The name is Thistle, an apostle. The Blue Rose Witch.”

However, unlike before, Thistle spoke to the two with an extremely cold voice and the same tone as when they first met her.

“You can call her Tipsy, the witch. This is Snooze.”

“... It's called Snooze Biblio.”

The two people were slightly embarrassed when Thistle stepped forward, probably because they only wanted to talk to me.

Still, the cold reaction itself seems surprisingly familiar.

The female knight in silver armor stepped forward instinctively, as if she always did so, and the witch also stepped back slightly, letting her lead the way.

In an instant, in the midst of the noise made by people in the market and in a cold atmosphere, Thistle and the Blue Rose Witch faced off.

        
            Thistle and the witch look at each other.

Thistle's attitude was not hostile.

But it was clearly not a favor either.

Thistle did not take up arms against witches, but treated them as he would treat pagans.

so-

It is unusual for Thistle to obediently respond to conversations while dealing with a heretic.

“You have something to do with us.”

“That’s right. Witch hunters don't communicate well, so I came here to talk to you instead.”

“They said they couldn't communicate... I didn't expect to hear that from witches.”

“... I'm sorry. Apostle. Of course, I don't have anything to say after hearing that, but would you please listen to Tipsy's story? I would like to ask you this.”

The Blue Rose Witch reaffirms her business, but it is not easily accepted.

Thistle honestly reveals her rejection without hiding it, and the knight in silver armor bows his head to Thistle and asks him to please listen to the conversation just once.

From my perspective, I thought that he was treating me too coldly even though it was my first time meeting him.

However, that seems to be the normal attitude towards witches.

“... I recommend that you do not engage in conversation with the witch. Lee Rim.”

“...”

Looking around, I saw that both Enin and Ruba were showing signs of caution towards the witch.

Enin advised that it would be better to refuse, but Luba quietly removed the hatchet from her waist.

“Um, hey... We're going to head towards the sanctuary now, so if we're going to talk, how about we do it later...?”

Even Astesia, who has always looked confident recently, appears a little hesitant in front of the witches.

The only ones who don't know what attitude to take toward witches are Hwarim and I.

And then, belatedly,

It slowly dawned on me how the Blue Rose Witches were at the banquet held in the capital to commemorate the expulsion of Baphomet.

'No one approached the witches. Witches are objects of caution and contempt. A being who has defeated their own god.'

There were many nobles and famous people.

There were people who formed bonds with each other and formed something similar to a faction, and there were also newcomers who tried to make themselves known to many people in order to open new horizons.

However, not all of them reached one group.

The blue rose witches were seated on one wall of the banquet hall, opposite to Lihier.

There was no one around the witches led by their leader, Sirian.

They just gathered among themselves.

Although there were people who sent greetings to the Witch Hunters of Lihere, no one approached the Witches of the Blue Rose.

That is the normal attitude and treatment towards witches.

A witch is a witch after all.

Even if she is recognized by the royal family, she is still a witch.

Although they were the ones who had committed a crime, the women in the banquet hall were treated as 'people who had not yet committed a crime'.

The reason why they, who are unacceptable to others, can be in the same place as us is because the Blue Rose Witches in front of us have the protection of being recognized by the imperial family.

As it is, the life of a witch is to be pointed at by people from the moment of birth until death, and to be chased by witnesses and killed by witch hunters.

So, naturally, Thistle tried to protect me from the witch by covering me, who didn't know much about witches.

“... Good. Please be brief. If you have a story to tell, please do so. Let’s listen.”

“... Can’t we do it with Mr. Bishop in the back?”

“Is the story so serious that it requires singling out a separate person?”

“That's true, but... to be honest, I feel more comfortable talking with an unbiased person.”

Thistle looks at me after hearing the witch's words.

Thistle's face looked anxious, but I thought that talking with them was also important for me right now.

I think responding to the conversation right now is something only I can do.

This means that everyone, who has heard many stories about the existence of witches since childhood and has a clear frame of mind, and me, who has never properly encountered a witch until now and is a bit vague, but has a relatively blank slate, are talking to a witch.

I think what the witch in front of me wants from me right now is such an unbiased conversation.

'Too biased information pollutes people's minds. I had many conversations with the Witch Hunters of Lihere, but the only person I had ever encountered with witches was the witch Sirian, the head of the Blue Rose Witches. To do that, I'd like to have a conversation with the witch in front of me.'

However, this is only a personal opinion.

Other people know more about witches than I do.

If those women came out even more strongly than now to indicate that they should not listen to what the witch says, I was planning on following that.

But Thistle and Ennin looked at each other and quietly let me go.

“... Please come back. Lee Rim.”

“Yes. To be honest, we probably can't make the right decision. You may be tickling as you answer. So, I’ll leave it to Lee Rim.”

“If that’s the case... I’ll come back.”

After receiving permission from the two people, together with the witch and the silver knight, I entered the alley of the market unseen by the witch hunters in front of the sanctuary and leaned back.

The people of the church were standing and watching me from a distance, but within sight of me.

It is clearly an attitude of surveillance.

I am watching with my eyes wide open, afraid that the witches might harm me.

Seeing that scene, the witch Tipsi spoke first.

“Your denomination seems to be a very open denomination.”

“... Is that it?”

“Yes. To be honest, I thought trying to have a conversation itself would be impossible, but I never thought it would be easier than I thought.”

Seeing me with a puzzled expression, the witch spoke briefly.

“We also know. We are witches who went against the will of Lihier and unleashed demons on the earth. So our rejection is the same wherever we go. No matter how much I am acknowledged by the royal family, being pointed at with sharp eyes or cold fingertips is something I am used to because it is everyday life.”

It was Tipsy who lifted her witch's hat and scratched her short black hair with a nonchalant expression while talking like that.

However, as I was talking, my eyes did not miss the way Tipsy's hand was straining as he held the hand of the female knight with long blonde hair named Snooze next to him.

So the witch began to talk about her business.

“I will speak briefly. Bishop of Deshade Church. I hope the Bishop can help us persuade the Witch Hunters of Lihier to retreat so that we can secure new recruits for the witches inside the church.”

“... Doesn’t anyone think that’s impossible?”

However, that business was more absurd than I thought.

“Is it impossible? I heard rumors about your church. I heard that he and Lihere are quite close because they have something in common, that they serve the same evil god, and that he is a person who has accomplished feats that are respected by witch hunters.”

“That is that and this is this. The reason Lehi came here in the first place was to catch the witch who was hiding in the church. Do you see the dire wolves over there?”

“visible.”

Where I leaned out of the alley and pointed, there were more than 20 dire wolves resting under the tent, and the witch and knight also noticed them.

They were all trained demon beasts brought by Lihier's people, and it seemed like they were planning to stay like that and let them rest while they were in the county after a long journey.

“You probably know that the number of witch hunters currently in Lihere is not that large. Normally, such a large number of people would never have been dispatched to chase down a single witch. However, the fact that they are now leading most of the church's forces is also to show that Lehier has overcome the failures that have occurred so far and has risen again by successfully capturing one of the witches who participated in the Sabbat.◦ #◦

“I came prepared and will not back down no matter what, does this mean I will not back down?”

“Stay the same. No matter how friendly our denomination and Lehi are, it is not enough to make that possible.”

I had no intention of becoming Lehier's spokesman.

I just told you the situation as it is.

So, the Blue Rose Witch, who clearly understood why it was impossible to grant her request to me, began the next story.

“... I understand. Then, I will try to change my request.”

Let’s do “.”

“I will give up on taking the witch’s recruits. Instead, in that case, I would like you to kill the witch.”

“... Yes?”

However, I did not understand the request this time.

At first, he said he would take the witch's recruits.

I interpreted that to mean that, as the Blue Rose Witch, the witch in the church was the one who was about to be killed by the Witch Hunters, and as people in the same position, she wanted to save it.

'But the story you just brought up completely denies that, so what is the reason?'

Now that the initial demand has been met, has she decided to give up being a witch?

So, I wonder why they asked again to kill the witch, since she was going to be killed by the Witch Hunters anyway.

The witch must have read my expression and kindly interpreted her meaning more clearly.

“... If the witch of the church is caught by the witch hunters, she will not die right away.”

“What does that mean?”

“She is the witch who organized Sabbat. The Witch Hunters torture her into revealing the locations of her colleagues, reveal what research she has done, and then kill her.”

“Does that mean that since you are a colleague, I will not make you die in pain? This is interpreted as asking me to end my life with my own hands before I am tortured.”

“If you want to interpret it that way, you can do so.”

It's not the correct answer, but if you want to interpret it that way, I won't stop you.

That said, the fact that the witch made this request, and from the looks of it, the person representing the Blue Rose Witches responded in this way, means that there is some kind of calculated reason for my act of killing the witch.

If so, I couldn't hastily accept it.

It is absolutely a no-no to be fooled without knowing anything.

“... Let me ask you something.”

“What is it?”

“What is the most precious thing to you?”

“...?”

The witch, hearing my unexpected question, tilted her head as if wondering.

However, she knew that only by answering for a moment would the stiffness of the current conversation be relieved, so she answered without hesitation.

“This one next to me.”

The witch proudly lifts the female knight's hand and shows it to her.

“Snooze Biblio. The sword I cherish the most.”

“T, Tipsy...!”

It was almost like a confession.

Witch Tipsi showed me her two hands with an expression that showed no lies, and the female knight's face turned red.

'...Something pisses me off.'

It wasn't a question I unintentionally asked in this way to confirm the love affair between the two, but thanks to this, I was able to set clear conditions.

“In that case, you can answer by betting on this woman. If you lie, the condition is that you hand this woman over to us.”

OK-

“... Have you tried it?”

When the witch told him to hand over the female knight, he showed hostility and stepped forward.

It is clearly hostile, distorting its face and growling to protect the knight.

It seems that it is not a lie that the most important thing to him is the woman next to him.

So, since I had confirmed that, I asked the witch a question to hear the whole truth.

        
            “Good. I will decide whether to accept the offer or not after hearing what you, the Blue Rose Witches, are really aiming for.”

“... Do you want to receive an advance payment and then decide whether to accept the offer or not? That's so unreasonable-”

“Even if it is unreasonable, there is nothing we can do about it. What's disappointing is that. For me, I just follow the orders of the imperial family. It doesn't matter if the witch hiding in the church falls into the hands of witch hunters.”

When I interrupt the witch, she glares at me with a dissatisfied expression.

However,

In that case, I would just respond with an evil smile.

“If you look at me like that, my thoughts are the same. There is no reason for our church, which has a positive relationship with Lehire, to betray them and help you. In the first place, the initiative lies with me. So try to convince me. If you don't lie and tell me the truth, risking something precious to you, you might be able to accept a false favor at a low price?”

Being swayed is entirely a no-no.

It is the strength and confidence that I, as a human being, have that allows me to step forward with certainty.

Since this is the one holding the sword, I plan to wield it to my heart's content, no matter how absurd it may be, for the benefit of the church.

So, they did not have the initiative from the beginning, but the witch, who had even the thin veil that was covering it up completely taken away right before her eyes, had no choice but to decide to tell the truth.

“... Okay. Then let’s talk-”

“You left out something important.”

“... Snooze Biblio, I swear on my own woman. Everything I’m telling you from now on is the truth.”

“Good.”

The witch looked like she was going to kill me and then told me the truth.

“Witches in churches are the first step toward ‘improving awareness.’”

“Improved awareness?”

“Yes.”

“What is that?”

The name of the plan, which cannot be interpreted simply as awareness improvement, means that it wants to distort people's perception.

Witch Tipsy put more strength into her grip on the female knight's hand and began to calmly explain to me the relationship between raising awareness and witches in the church.

“The relationship between witch hunters and witches continued for well over 200 years.”

It's a long history.

Those who differentiated themselves from the priests of Lihi were solidified in the relationship between hunters and the hunted.

“The number of witches is maintained. The priests of Lihi neither increase nor decrease in number.”

The total number of such witches and witch hunters is actually set.

I don't know the exact number.

However, what is certain is that when a witch dies, another witch is born somewhere in this world.

It doesn't matter if you're not related by blood.

If a witch dies, one random person from among the new creatures born in the world takes over the witch.

The witch born that way one day realizes that she is a witch.

She realizes what kind of being she is and begins to live as a witch.

“Witch Hunters probably understand that they are ultimately priests of Lihier.”

“That’s right.”

“What they do is to recruit such witches when they are young and educate them, preventing them from living as witches.”

So this is a never-ending sand castle capture.

Witch hunters pull a fixed amount of sand, and witches flee from there.

Meanwhile, since the dead witch hunters do not leave behind any descendants, they are reborn as witches somewhere in the world, and since they have not inherited the education of witch hunters, they naturally live as witches again.

At one time, the balance was greatly disrupted and the witch hunters prospered, but now it has collapsed once again, allowing the free wandering witches to prosper.

And the Blue Rose Witches were a group that gathered together to break the bondage that seemed to last forever.

“The expression “We are revived...” seems a little strange. It doesn't fit. I'll say it again. We bring in newly born witches to protect each other and control their rationality as witches so that they do not run too wild.”

The situation has changed significantly with the emergence of a third force.

The number of witch hunters decreased, and the number of free witches also decreased.

Among them, the Blue Rose Witches worked hard every time one of them died and gathered the children of the reborn witches to expand their size, and the result is the now-declined Lihier and the not so numerous wandering witches.

“... So does that awareness improvement have anything to do with this?”

“That’s right. Now that a significant number of us have become Witches of the Blue Rose, we have decided that it is time to break the chain.”

So far, this is just the beginning of the plan, now is the time for the Blue Rose Witches to make their move.

“We are just witches. I have no idea what my ancestors and mothers who were priests of Lihire were thinking when they did such a thing. I was born a witch, so I just live as a witch.”

Descendants don't know anything.

It's not just witches.

“The same goes for Witch Hunters. Even though they are not parties to the past, they are taught that they must avenge Master Lehier, and so they pursue us until they die. In fact, few of the original Lihi priests exist anymore.”

The cycle of revenge was not easily broken, and it continued even though almost all of the people involved had disappeared, and in fact, it became even bigger.

The Blue Rose Witches are trying to overturn that established practice.

“So we need to change our perception. The church witch is part of that plan. Either we can persuade the witch to become a member of the Witches of the Blue Rose and make her not belong to either side, or if that is not possible, we must change people's perception by avoiding another cruel purge of the witch by the Witch Hunters. ”

The priests of Lihier were devoured by the completed bondage.

There are two efforts to break the bondage.

One is that if the Witch Hunters die and the Wandering Witches die, the Blue Rose Witches will find the next child and protect it.

And the other is to remove the shackles of vengeance that Lihere and the wandering witches are carrying more than 200 years ago, by stopping the cruel acts of the witch hunters and banning the senseless acts of the wandering witches, so as to sway public opinion toward the empire. Making people accept witches.

Ultimately, their hope is that the priests of Lihier will be able to walk around the empire without being noticed by anyone.

that's the-

This is their long-cherished wish.

“... So, we would be grateful if you could help us.”

“It sounds like a long-term wish that is difficult to achieve all at once, but looks into the future.”

“I know. It will take several generations.”

The witch has finished speaking.

Then the female knight, who had been quiet the entire time and who I thought would probably not speak even until the conversation was over and left, spoke.

“... I also ask you a favor. Witches have been under the radar for hundreds of years. If you ask them if they want to clear up the past, these witches will answer that they want to do so. These are not people who will forget what their ancestors did. It's just that they just want to walk quietly down the street without worrying about what anyone thinks.”

I look at the two people.

The eyes of the two women holding hands were filled with anticipation and hope for the future.

All of this is true.

Even if it could not be achieved in their own generation, they wanted to create a future in which witches could live in peace in the empire without causing harm to the empire, as it would certainly be good for future generations of witches.

so-

If a human makes a wish, Deshade's church grants it.

Thistle's request was that one day, if someone wants salvation, they should accept it.

I couldn't refuse their request.

But one thing is certain -

I just do as much as I can.

“... Okay.”

“... Do you accept it?!”

“, thank you-”

“However.”

““Yes?””

I make it clear to the two people who have stopped talking and are waiting for me to open my mouth again.

“There is no rule that your request will be fulfilled. The reason I kill a witch with my own hands is when things were going well and the witch hunters were unable to enter the church to capture the witch due to unavoidable circumstances.”

The word was given, and they accepted.

Since I am the bishop of a church that is in a friendly position with Lihier, I cannot take such a hard-line policy while all the Witch Hunters are watching, and they say that if I say that, then it is an 'inevitable situation' for the Witch Hunters. I came to understand that it just needed to happen.

“... I understand.”

“I will try my best.”

Two people thank me.

This may not have been accepted.

He must have rushed over in a hurry.

The reason only two people came was to ensure maximum mobility.

The two arrived at the county faster than the witch hunters and tried to negotiate about the witch, but failed.

So he leaned on me, and got what he wanted.

So the two looked at each other and sighed in relief.

but-

“Dan-”

““...?””

There are things that these two people need to know, so I didn't just let them go.

“Please don’t forget.”

“... What do you mean?”

“Because of your decision, the witches in the church now will die, and the witches after this will simply be used as tools by you and disappear.”

““...!””

They understood what I said.

What these Blue Rose Witches do is to sacrifice the wandering witches of today to save future witches and themselves.

So, I reminded the women in front of me that they should live without forgetting that the church witch was killed at their own request.

“... I will definitely remember it.”

“I will not forget.”

“... Okay. Well then, that’s it.”

Afterwards, Snooze and Tipsy disappeared into the alley, and the members of the church approached.

“... Lee Lim. Did the story end well?”

“... relatively well.”

“Really? Then I'm glad.”

Other people didn't ask what was going on.

They were watching to see that I had clearly concluded something from my conversation with the witch, so they would only follow the decision.

Because that's how people living under the roof of the church accept each other.

I know without saying that I constantly agonized over making the choice.

“... Come on! Then, let’s go to the sanctuary!”

So, with Enin shouting to restore the atmosphere, we looked around the sanctuary and the state of the witch hunters, and then returned to the lord's castle.

        
            A ritual to banish demons.

Although it is a ritual, it is not a ritual of offering burnt offerings, baptism, or circling around the sanctuary while singing hymns.

To put it bluntly, it's a battle.

If you lower the grade by one level, it's a fight.

Hit and hit.

If you look closely, it is not a very noble ritual to risk your life against the devil and fight like a dog, crushing and crushing the devil's body on the ground with overwhelming magical power to annihilate it.

'And in reality, it's not even about expelling them, it's about killing them outright.'

What I'm going to do from now on is not even a noble fight and banishing the devil to hell, but simply killing the devil with a magical sword and absorbing its soul.

It doesn't matter though.

Anyway, in people's eyes, it looks like I've driven out the devil, and to keep my soul from collapsing, I also take the sticky and bitter pills that Farewell made every morning, thinking it was just to wake me up. Because I'm biting into it and eating it.

So, from a cost perspective, I set out to boast the highest efficiency.

Originally, the devil would be expelled by constantly consuming divine power, and only after performing another ritual to open the gates of hell would I be able to banish the devil by constantly entering the sanctuary, dying, and being resurrected repeatedly. Because you can do it.

Although it requires research time that may take several days to several months to kill the demon, it is much more efficient than the former.

So now-

The time has come to enter the sanctuary.

‘The sun is slowly setting. It won't be long until the sanctuary opens.'

And as the days got shorter, the worries of Bishop Setias, who only knew from reports because he could not see with his own eyes how I banished Baphomet, grew more and more.

“I heard it, but is it really okay?”

“Don’t worry, Bishop. The bishop is the one who returned after fighting several times in the sanctuary of Baphomet.”

“Kikikick- Still, we have to get the facts straight, Lyudmila. Rather than coming back, the bishop died and was resurrected, right?

“...! Really, Ingrid! Be selective with your words. I'm sorry, Bishop...”

“No, it’s actually true.”

Ingrid and Lyudmila, who fought Baphomet with me at Hygge, soothe the parish priest's concerns.

However, even though he said that it was okay since the other person was the representative of Lehire, in reality, it can be seen that he was bluffing.

If you ask me how I feel right now, it's not okay at all.

To be precise, I'm so used to facing the devil now that I don't feel nervous or anything.

Even though they didn't fight, Asmodeus's personality is already disgusting, and Baphomet is also getting a little friendly with her because it's already over. If someone offers to let them meet again, she will refuse with all her might, but I feel like she misses him.

Rather, what is shaking my heart, which was comfortable until I left the castle, is-

This is because of the number of people gathered behind me looking at the sanctuary.

Even though the expulsion of the demons is actually a dog fight inside the sanctuary, so people won't see it, it has value in and of itself.

Who would think that he would enter the sanctuary alone?

This is a sanctuary where the devil's energy is flowing like a small shale gas hole that has been emitting a fire that has not been extinguished for 200 years day after day.

So it is a spectacle in itself.

A person who does not die even if he dies enters the sanctuary.

Going in alone to confront the devil.

Even the person who is trying to do that has already expelled the demon Baphomet in that way once.

“Yes. I feel like I'm going to throw up.”

“Would you like me to bring you some water? Kikikick-”

“Rather than that, can you please pass on the work to the people behind you? Ingrid.”

“That’s because it’s beyond my power. It is a personal doctor. Let’s respect it?”

I feel sick and mutter to myself, and Ingrid overhears and makes fun of me.

“... Now that I’m thinking about it, what does Ingrid know how to do in Lihi?”

“I can’t give you an easy answer to that. Still, it's something I want to know, so I'll give you a clear answer after I get into bed, cover myself with a blanket, and do some self-reflection.”

“... I hope the question I asked doesn't become the best excuse for Ingrid to use when Lyudmila catches her while fooling around.”

Still, after I joked about it, my anxiety subsided a little.

“Please eat what I have. Bishop. It will be cool.”

“Ah, thank you.”

In addition, Lyudmila, who was listening to it next to her, poked Ingrid's side and handed her her canteen, so she glanced back while drinking from it.

Behind me, a huge number of people are looking at me.

Witch Hunters, people from the Count's family, and even knights belonging to the Count's territory.

First of all, the Witch Hunters are camped out in front of the sanctuary, so it's natural that they're looking at me.

The reason they camped out in front of the sanctuary instead of staying in the accommodation provided by the count was simple.

Lehi knows how long it took me to banish Baphomet, so I don't believe he can banish the devil in one day tonight, but that doesn't mean a witch can escape a burning church at any time, regardless of whether there is a sanctuary or not. We are setting up camp to keep an eye on them because they can attack.

I heard from Ingrid and Lyudmila that the meeting between the Count and Richard ended safely.

Setias, who went crazy after seeing the Witch of the Blue Rose, calmed down a bit after being dragged away by the two people, then met the head of the house and politely apologized. I don't know what was exchanged between them, but I was able to get away with the rudeness. It looks like it.

So all the Witch Hunters, including her, are waiting for me to enter the sanctuary.

However, they are not the only ones gathered together.

'I don't know if I would have been less nervous if it had been just the Witch Hunters... but it's a bit burdensome to have someone from the Count family watching over me.'

Far behind the witch hunters, there are family members who are looking at me with a more confident stance than the witch hunters.

As my gaze went towards them, one of the Count's men, who must have thought that I had lost my concentration and was distracted, came up to me and said hello.

“Bishop Lee Lim. On behalf of the head of the family, I, Remain Dawn Priest, wish you good luck.”

“Thank you. I am grateful for the Count of Dunpriest's endless kindness.”

The matriarch, Heritage Dawn Priest.

It is said that when he is unwell, the middle-aged man with a flowing yellow beard in front of him, Remain Dawn Priest, the deputy head of the family, acts as the head of the family.

“Let us wish you good luck too.”

“Do not listen to the devil.”

““Those guys always deceive people with lies.””

The two twins, Arentia Azalea Dawn Priests, also see me off in front of the sanctuary.

“... Since this is advice from a family of highly knowledgeable priests, I will humbly accept it.”

Not only these people, but other members of the Dawn Priest family are also looking at me.

‘It’s too much, it’s too much. I've never received this much attention from people... haven't I? It was similar at the investiture ceremony with Camellia.'

If you combine the Witch Hunters and the Count's family members, there will be more than 100 people in total.

I'm glad that the Black Lions didn't bring in old men and soldiers, and even the young knights of the Earl's family and the pretty witch hunters are watching me, so I'm reluctant to be noticed like a popular busker. I feel this.

In fact, the performance from now on will be fierce if it is fierce, and petty if it is petty. It will not be such a beautiful performance.

'Still, there's nothing we can do. There is one thing for me to do. Enter the sanctuary, only to meet the devil.'

So, in a hurry to get away from that gaze, I slowly walked towards the mansion on the hill in front of me, watching the sun disappear completely behind the mountain.

“Hey! There you!”

“... Huh?”

“The shoe thief, I just happened to meet him.”

Someone called me, so I turned around, and there I saw the old man with dementia I had seen in the morning, the Pendragon Dun Priest, and the woman chasing after him eagerly.

The old man pushed past the people who were taken aback by his sudden appearance and came towards me-

“Do you know where my gloves are?”

“... What?”

He boasted of his unmistakable amnesia.

“These are gloves you wear when holding a bow. I can not see. I remember putting it in my pocket, but it’s not there.”

“No, why are you looking for that from me? Are you an old man?”

“Since you took my shoes, I thought you might know where I kept my gloves. Don't do that, just find me. I bought my belt with a lot of money.”

“... It changed from gloves to a belt? Didn’t you say you were looking for gloves a little while ago?”

“Is that so? Rather, do you know where my bag is?”

'It's going to turn.'

Before I knew it, I was grabbed by the old man and my steps as I walked towards the mansion stopped.

I didn't want it, but it had to look solemn.

The appearance of the Bishop of the Deshade Church walking alone to the sanctuary to expel the devil.

People kept waiting with anticipation, but the mood was broken by an old man with dementia.

So, each member of the Count family who could be said to be responsible has indirectly expressed their apologies to me by covering their faces with their palms or turning their heads.

Meanwhile, the woman who has been following Pendragon eagerly grabs the old man's arm and pulls him away from me.

“Gasp...Gasp... Lose, Pendragon! I told you you shouldn't come here. Let’s go back quickly.”

Then, the deputy master, Remain Dawn Priest, came over and helped the woman take the Pendragon away from me.

match!

He punched the woman in the face.

        
            Bugaju says with a straight face after slapping Aurelia Dawn Priest.

“... Didn’t I tell you to take good care of Pendragon? Aurelia.”

“... I'm sorry. Because my grandfather suddenly ran out.”

The woman's face was red and swollen, and Bugaju bowed his head to me on her behalf and formally apologized.

“... Sorry, Bishop. This child, Aurelia, was entrusted to look after the matriarch's younger brother, Pendragon, but she was inexperienced at the job and became rude.”

“... No, it’s okay.”

'Is this corporal punishment just for show, out of concern that I might be offended?'

Slapping me in the face in front of me was clearly an intentional act.

Normally, even if a member of the family makes a mistake, it is customary to punish them on the spot and punish them later in an unseen place, but the reason why they didn't do that is as expected -

“Oh my, Aurelia. Did I make another mistake?”

“Well, taking care of Pendragon is difficult. Because he's our poor grandfather who always doesn't know where he's going to end up.”

An action to show that Pendragon is an incompetent person even from the family's perspective.

'The very existence of the family is a nuisance. Is it to pass this on?'

When I looked around, people from other families were also looking at me in the same way.

He looks at Pendragon with cold eyes, eyes that look at trash.

However, the old man, who did not know how to read the atmosphere, approached the Bugaju and asked his name regardless of whether the person taking care of him had slapped him or not.

“... Huh? This was here. Rocinante, and... who was it?”

“... This is Remain, Heritage’s son. Pendragon.”

“Ah, I see. I told you my brother got married! Look, Remain. The gloves were in my pocket. I'm so glad I didn't lose it.”

“... I see. More than that, my body feels full. Let’s go into the castle.”

“Really? Then it should be like that. But-”

“Yes?”

“Where are my shoes?”

“...”

This is useless.

A human being who is not even fit for one person.

Shame on the family.

There was no hesitation in looking at the branches that had obviously not been pruned early and had grown uncontrollably.

“... Then come back with us and find it.”

With that, the Pendragons returned to the lord's castle, and now it was time to truly enter the sanctuary.

However, what comes to mind deeply is not the Sanctuary, but the feeling of heterogeneity that only Astesia can feel, hidden in the county territory.

Noting that the concept was contaminated but I didn't know what was contaminated, I grabbed the handle of the mansion that was said to be inhabited by the devil.

Squeak-

The moment you open the door-

[Welcome. Human visitor.]

In an instant, a high-level demon appeared in front of me along with a voice.

'Higher Demon Framework.'

I heard that he is a demon who single-handedly destroyed two ancient kingdoms, and that the ancestors of the imperial family, with the Count Dunpriest, managed to drive him out and hide in the sanctuary.

And the devil's theme is clearly-

'The title given to him is Unholy King, Unholy King Framework.'

<Negative>

It is denial.

Denial means it is not right.

If we think about it in more detail, claiming that something is right is not right is also denial.

'The fight with Baphomet happened because we neglected to understand the theme. Then, if you clearly know how the devil will use the theme, it is not impossible to respond.'

I had no intention of continuing this for a long time.

Of course, I have no intention of winning today because I am greedy.

What we're going to do today is explore.

Since this is a place where already strong demons have become even stronger due to the sanctuary, I wanted to find out as much as possible about the tactics that demons can use.

So let’s change our policy.

During Baphomet, the conversation was cut off, but this time, the conversation was as long as possible to elicit information.

“... Negative King Framework. I am Lee Lim, the bishop of the Deshade Church.”

[Deceit?]

“A newly born god, but one who fell into an evil god of his own will.”

[Then is he the same god as Lehier? Two evil spirits were created in less than 500 years, so the will of the world is nothing special.]

The devil was standing on the stairs.

I opened the door and entered a mansion.

The interior of the mansion was just like that, and it was old yet luxurious, perhaps because it was true that it was a royal villa.

A huge first floor hall.

At the end of the hall were stairs leading up to the second floor, and at the end of them stood the devil.

However, if you have any doubts-

The devil's appearance seemed to contrast with Deshade's armor, and although it was full body armor, it was pure white armor.

[good night. If so, let me ask. Deshade's sword. What do you want and why did you come here?]

The pure white armor extends its finger and points at me.

In order to answer a question, you must hand over what you want.

So, by first giving the devil the answer he wants, both sides express that they want to talk.

“The Deshade Church receives the protection of the Empire. At the same time, I am the knight of Camellia Schaden Steyer, the second princess of the current empire. So, using those two identities, I have come to expel you from the territory of the empire.”

[Expulsion, I see. If the guys who opposed me here had declared an empire, they would have wanted to kick me out.]

When the devil found out about the situation, he was convinced.

Take advantage of that opportunity to ask the devil a question.

“Demon Framework. Listen.”

But I couldn't even begin to ask that question.

[Please correct.]

“... What?”

[I am not the devil.]

'What kind of bullshit is this?'

A demon in the form of pure white armor slaps his chest armor and protests loudly.

Cooo!

[I am not a demonic framework. I am the god who protects justice! Hero- It’s a framework!]

“... Damn-”

I thought it was a lie.

Tormenting human souls is a hobby of most demons.

So, since he is ultimately a demon, I thought he was trying to deceive me like he did with Baphomet.

but-

“... Fuck?”

The devil before my eyes,

The moment I made that statement, I was no longer a devil.

'What happened?'

It was clearly a devil when he came in.

Even as I climbed up the hill covered with low grass-like grass in front of the sanctuary, the energy of a high-ranking devil flowed out from the mansion.

Because of this, not only the Count family members but also the Witch Hunters were unable to even set foot on the hill.

What was once demonic energy and magical power had now clearly been transformed into that of divine power.

And I soon found out what that meant.

“... denied existence?”

[This framework. I decided to live as a god. Not as a devil whose theme is injustice, but as a god who protects justice!]

What is in front of you is God.

In every sense of the word, he is a god.

Strictly speaking, the magic power of a high-level demon was transformed into the same amount of divine power, and although it was not the magic power that could reach that of a god, the being itself was clearly transformed into a god.

so-

'The theme is denial. Anything is possible to deny. Assume the worst.'

Raise hostility to the highest level.

'No, no. Think again. Don't be scared and make a misjudgment. There are definitely loopholes. 'There will be.'

It's not something that can be denied.

There are definitely limits.

I haven't tried it, but I think the Devil's Denial has a set target that can implement the theme.

'If denial applies to me as well, I could have erased my very existence by denying it the moment I revealed Deshade's name. What makes it impossible is that the theme of negation can only be applied to things and oneself.'

So, I would like to extract a little more information.

“... Rookie framework then. I will ask.”

[Please call me Hero or Framework.]

“That’s a bit.”

[That’s blasphemous. done. Say it, human.]

“Framework. If you were a god, would you, as a god, have any intention of quietly returning to hell for the sake of justice for humans?”

[Of course, of course not.]

'I guess so.'

Instead of getting angry at my question, the devil answered sincerely whether God is still God.

[I decided to live as a god. This framework. We are gathering strength here to bring justice to this world.]

“What is that definition?”

Define justice.

The framework answered that question with only its own definition.

[My definition is to deny what all beings in this world take for granted.]

“... What do you mean?”

[I accept living and dying as a matter of course. Accept that being persecuted by others is inevitable. He accepts that starving to death is his karma. Those are very unreasonable actions in my opinion. So I will give humans the power to deny them. I will transform humans with my power. As the God of Justice, Hero Framework! I will realize my own justice!]

‘God is a piece of shit. In the end, you couldn't escape the theme of denial, you bastard.'

Did he call himself the god of justice?

In my view, he has simply turned into a god of negativity.

So, ultimately, what the devil wants to do is to bring about chaos in the world.

So I,

I drew my sword.

“... Good. Framework. You may be God, but you are still the devil.”

[Why?]

“Deshade said. God is a being who watches over humans and sometimes pushes them away from their indecision. However, what you are doing is only an expression of your will to change humans under your control. Then, even though you have become a god, you are still just a devil.”

[I don’t deny that.]

“It doesn’t matter if you deny it. No matter how much you deny, this is not denied.”

I declare this with the devil of denial right in front of me.

A responsibility that will not be denied and will be carried forever.

“I am Deshade’s sword,

I will become a sword that cuts down the devil and slay you.”

[... good night. Negotiations have collapsed.]

With that, the conversation with the Unholy King ended.

From now on, all that will happen is a fight for each other's beliefs.

That's why I work hard with my head.

'The devil is a master of magic. You must always be careful with magic. However, you should also be careful about the theme. What was thought to be magic may be denied, and attacks made of magical power may be converted into physical power. Rather, what you are dealing with is divine power. Does that mean it will be easier if you use a black sword? Is that really all you need to be careful about? What if he could use denial to transform the space of this mansion itself? We should also think about preparations for that-'

A demon or a god being.

A being that uses divine power, not the magic power of hell.

At the same time, a being who can overturn anything using the theme of negation.

That's what I believe to be the devil's power and possibility.

There was a lesson learned from the fight with Baphomet, so I figured that if I used it to the fullest, I could inflict quite a bit of damage in this fight, even if it was my first fight.

[Obey your master]

Until the devil's power and divine power become stronger once again.

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa-

“... What is that?”

Wings emerged from the back of the white armor.

Wings of divine power.

However, it was not something with feathers, but wings made of high-output energy that were floating in the air like a hologram.

The devil spread his wings and surrounded his body with more than double the divine power than before,

Pointing at me with his finger, his theme of denial,

realized.

[From now on, you

You can't defeat me.]

        
            “Ennin!! This way!! This time, let’s take this alley and look around!!!”

“Yes! Ruba! Rather... we're just investigating. Shouldn’t I lower my speaking voice a little?”

“Ah...!! That’s right!! Well, let’s be careful from now on!!!”

“Well, so... yes. Please...”

Ruba puts his finger on the mask, shows off his eccentricity of answering loudly and quietly, and then starts running again.

Gun gun gun gun -

‘It’s a really amazing step. Is this the gait you use in the forest? It's a step that reminds me of Aila.'

The voice was loud, but the footsteps were no problem even if they were silent.

Even though she was clearly running, Luba's footsteps could not be heard by any animal, no matter how sensitive their ears were, unless they came within 10 meters, and unless it was Eila, an elf, they could never hear it.

Thanks to that, Enin took off his armor today to catch up.

It's not because it's physically difficult to keep up, but because in order to keep up with Luba's speed, the armor inevitably makes a clanking noise.

'Still, I brought at least a helmet.'

So Enin looked at Luba's tail and started following him, waving his hair like Luba's tail.

The place where Enin and Ruba are wandering around is a back alley in the market of Ambrosia, a port city in the county.

Now that Lee Rim is fighting demons in the sanctuary, the two's actions may seem self-righteous, but they are all discussed.

The Deshade Church divided their roles.

As it is now nighttime, Astesia decides to concentrate on finding out exactly what the contamination of her concepts means in the accommodation provided by the Lord's Castle, and Hwarim and Thistle are in charge of guarding her.

And as planned, Irim entered the sanctuary to fight the devil with everyone's eyes, the Witch Hunters, the Count's family members, and the knights watching.

Therefore, there are some actions that can only be performed while the gaze is focused on one side, and in order to do that, the two people left the castle separately.

Ruba and Enin, who are completely out of the public eye, are responsible for two things.

First, it seems that most of the information that can be obtained during the day has been obtained, so the next step is to help Astesia by obtaining night information, information that can only be collected after the sun sets.

So, in order to find out as quickly as possible what strange things Astesia felt, the two people look around the county of the night and report immediately if there is anything suspicious, so Astesia can catch the clues as quickly as possible.

And the other one is-

This is a preliminary preparation to carry out the secret order given by Princess Camellia.

What you need to do at the same time as your job for Astesia is to search the back alleys and obtain a map with all the hidden secret passages inside the lord's castle so that you can kill the head of the count family.

You don’t have to go into the back alley and do it all today.

What the two of them need to do is find out exactly where the back alley exists, where the entrance is, and enter at a different time.

Anyway, if you spend the trouble of money and a little bit of threatening, you can make even the stonemason who built the castle for the county you live in immediately take out the plans for the castle that he was secretly holding without destroying it.

‘Territory castles usually create secret passages in case the castle is surrounded in an emergency. Then, if that place can be used, Lee Rim's assassination will be easily possible.'

As Enin thought about that, his steps suddenly slowed down.

It's because of worries.

Enin's dream is to create a world where everyone in the world can live with a smile.

Enin wanted to make that wish come true, but at the same time, he also had a wish to help Lee Rim, whom he admired and loved.

However, since both wish and wish cannot be fulfilled in parallel due to reality, Enine took Deshade's advice and changed his direction to helping Irim.

Because he believes that if he helps Lee Rim, who is like the eye of the storm, one day he will be able to create a world where everyone he wants smiles.

And to achieve that-

Enin also suggested to everyone that Helias Saine Thion should be killed.

'But with that in mind, I'm doing this. He even brought up the idea of killing the commander of the corps by his own choice, did it, and put the burden of murder on everyone, but when the time comes to kill someone again, he hesitates like this, which makes me tremble with hypocrisy.'

Will helping Lee Rim kill the head of the count family really help create a world where everyone can live with a smile?

Isn't this just a murder under her orders to protect the Deshade Church from the princess, and it has nothing to do with that?

Such thoughts continued to linger in Enin's mind.

Of course, you can't live doing only what you want.

It is not allowed to have hopes and wishes and to live only to achieve them.

The storms of the world tend to place even heavier burdens on those who try to do so, and Enin also knows this.

So, when I thought about it coldly, I became more certain.

A conclusion can now be drawn.

Killing the head of a count family clearly has nothing to do with wishes or desires.

It is simply something that is done to maintain the safety of the church, one's own safety, the royal family, and the protection of the princess.

So don't forget.

Killing Helias Sain Thion, and remembering to this day that he killed him,

That he was moving to kill the head of the count family for the safety of himself and the church, and that he would kill him in the future.

Ennin strengthened his mind again, remembering the church's doctrine and Deshade's words to remember and not forget those who killed him.

'... is it so. It's a path I've already started walking on. You can't ignore the choice. If you killed him, you just have to remember him and live on. You may regret it later, but you just don't have to make excuses.'

It's been a long time since I crossed a path I can't go back from by killing the corps commander.

This is the path I chose because I wanted to trust Lee Rim, so I plan to walk it until the end.

So Enin decided not to be hypocritical and began to follow Luba again.

“Ah- Ennin!! I guess this is the port next to the market!!!”

Then, as soon as I left the alley, what I discovered was a group of more than 20 sailing ships anchored.

“... Wow-”

“Amazing, right?! This is my first time seeing a ship this big!! I once had a chance to ride a boat at sea, but at that time it was a fishing boat!!!”

Two people, two people who already live in the church breathing oxygen slightly below others, look up at the sailing ship.

Upright!

Bung bung bung bung!

Luba's tail is spinning and shouting as it sweeps up the small amount of dust that has been blown by the sea breeze between the brick roads, but to Enin now, neither Luba's screaming nor the sound of the tail spinning like crazy can be heard. Didn't come in.

Unlike Luba, who has already seen a fishing boat before, this is Enin's first concubine ship as he has only lived in the United Kingdom.

So Enin had no idea that a ship would be this huge.

To people living in an inland area full of grasslands and mountains, this gigantic ship, which was built solely to navigate the sea, not a carriage, not a sky star floating among the clouds and only glimpsed from afar, was of a size that went beyond common sense.

“... That's amazing! Ruba, what is that?”

“That?! That thing is called an anchor!! It is a necessary item for a ship to dock!!!”

Enin was surprised for a moment and became interested when he saw a huge anchor that a sailing ship had broken down after a long voyage and had been placed on land to be replaced.

“Hey...”

“Why are you doing that?!! Oh, it's because it's my first time seeing it and I have no idea how it's used?!! Actually, it will happen!! When I saw the anchor, I didn't know how to use it, but the guys who were hunting with me at the time told me -”

“Oh, that’s not it.”

“Yes?”

“Well... I thought it was an appearance that filled me with the desire to swing something.”

“... Yes?!!”

After listening to Enin's answer, it took a long time for Luva to ask a question.

After all, it is an anchor.

It is used for anchoring large ships and also to reduce speed.

The anchor in front of you now weighs close to 10 tons.

Anyone who saw it would have been impressed by its hugeness and heaviness and questioned its purpose. Even if those who say they want to wield it are clearly not sailors, but inland people living in the same kingdom union as Ennin who are seeing sailing ships and anchors for the first time. There was no doubt that it was an abnormal sentiment.

However, if there is a problem,

There were only two people here who were full of desire, and there was no one who could stop them.

“... Would you like to go and listen to it?!!”

“Yes? Um... shall we? ”

“Yes!!! I really want to see you!!!”

It is 10 tons.

Of course, they don't know the exact weight.

Still, it is certain that it is a heavy object.

But even so, Luba somehow felt that Enin could lift that thing, and Enin also felt confident for some reason.

“Good!!! Then right away-”

So Ruba and Enin held hands with excitement and tried to run straight out to the pier in the darkness, but-

“Hey! This way!”

“Wow, finding our ship in the dark is also a task. I should at least drink a little less alcohol.”

“What should we do? Would you have thought that I would now find out that I had left behind one box of luggage that I had to unload today? This is all because the vice captain was playing around and didn't look at the unloading list properly.”

The appearance of two sturdy sailors stopped Luba and Enin from jumping out.

“... Oh, I almost got into big trouble!!!”

“Well, that’s right. Now that I think about it, it's not even ours, so we shouldn't mess with it arbitrarily.”

The two people sighed in relief at the thought that their reckless departure would have led to a thoughtless crime and hid their small bodies behind a box.

It was a moment when the two took a long breath.

Knock knock-

“... Huh?”

“Why are you doing that? Ruba?”

Luba looked to the side when she felt something tapping her shoulder, and right after that, Enin naturally reacted accordingly.

“Hey. Excuse me.”

In the alley, an old man approached Enin and Luba, who were hiding behind a dark box to avoid being seen by sailors.

“Do you happen to know where the fish I was planning to grill for dinner is? I think I caught it by fishing and left it near here.”

Pendragon Dawn Priest, an elderly man with dementia from the Count Dunpriest family, appeared in front of the two.

        
            The devil's theme this time is denial.

The devil's theme last time was hypocrisy.

Baphomet filled everything with hypocrisy, and he himself fell into hypocrisy.

The Framework also immersed itself in the swamp of negativity, transforming the devil's magic into divine power and its very existence into a divine being.

And yet, the theme is wielded with revenge.

denial.

Saying that what is right is not right.

And because it was said directly by a being who was a high-ranking devil, and because it was proclaimed inside the sanctuary, it became an absolute rule.

'It's settled down. Damn it.'

If you look at it as it is, it is really abstract.

'You can't win. Does this make sense?'

If it had been said by gamblers, I would have taken it as bravado, but if it had been said by a knight much stronger than me, I would have been nervous.

But I found out soon after the fight started that it meant what it was.

'The power of denial. Are there really no limits? Just because you said you couldn't win, does that mean you'll never win?'

Can't win.

Victory was denied.

I wondered if that was really possible, but it is actually happening.

Boom-

'Tsk-'

Quaaa!

The devil throws away his defense and is hit in the stomach by a drop kick, which sends him flying.

Deddd-

“... Cough!”

My body bounced and flew to the ground several times, and my lungs, which had stopped the moment I hit the wall, hit my chest hard, forcing me to spit out my breath.

It was fortunate that I took my feet off the ground and ducked as much as possible right before I was hit, otherwise my body would have been cut in two.

Clap- Clap- Clap- Clap-

[Will you give up? Did you come here with just that level of tenacity?]

“... Shut up! You bastard!!!”

The one slowly walking towards me is the ruler of this sanctuary.

High-powered wings and pure white armor, a power that is worthy of being called a 'king'.

However, its true identity is clearly a high-level devil.

And rather than being called by other people, he is a being and a defender of justice who uses the title 'hero', a self-proclaimed title that would be uttered by a mental patient in reality.

[I have no intention of causing any pain. There is no chance for you to win. So give up.]

“Too merciful for a demonic subject.”

[Didn't I tell you? I am not the devil. It does not trample on humans.]

“Do you even love humans? Isn’t that why you decided to become a god?”

[It’s love. That's not it. I just feel sorry for you.]

“Pitiful. What do you mean?”

[The appearance of compliance. It seemed pitiful that they were caught up in the non-existent illusion of ‘absoluteness’ and gave up. So, I decided to become a god myself in order to give you the power to deny and to realize my justice in all things in the world.]

“... This choice reminds me of someone who fell into an evil spirit.”

[Do you agree? Then I will have mercy. I will give you a peaceful death.]

“... But there is one thing that makes you different from Deshade.”

[You mean the evil god you serve? What's the difference between him and me?]

“Deshade, at least, fell of his own accord to make a human's wish come true, and what you are doing is just a nuisance to force what you want to do on everyone else.”

[... If you don't understand, further conversation is unnecessary.]

Quarrr-

Deliberately taking a long time to talk to prepare for the situation was successful.

As I quickly push away the piles of stones from the wall of the mansion, the devil starts running towards me.

Thump thump thump thump thump-

‘It’s heavy. And it's solid. The body itself is a weapon.'

Every time you take a step, the devil is running towards you, smashing one tile at a time.

Boom-

Kwagwagwagwagwak!

With a simple front kick, I completely crushed the wall where I was just a moment ago.

'The opportunity is now!'

But that is a gap.

It's just a human-shaped body with overwhelming defensive and destructive power running wild, and it's not a controlled movement.

'In the end, the other person is not human. It's just a monster taking on human form. 'As long as you're trying to swing it like a weapon rather than using your body, the movements are surprisingly monotonous.'

At best, it feels like a tank with no follow-up has passed over your head, so you can only counterattack afterward.

‘Let’s aim for the shins. I don't know if I can repair it or not, but let's amputate the leg first.'

I swung my black sword against the demon's leg armor, which had lost its momentum.

Kaga River!

'shit. Not enough? Even with a black sword?'

However, the leg could not be amputated.

The black sword is the best weapon I have.

Nevertheless, my heart is immediately shaken by the fact that the results I expected did not come out.

'no. Do not panic. It's annoying, but what he said is true. The absolute is an illusion that does not exist. The black sword is not omnipotent.'

It was a simple matter to calm the agitation deeply and analyze the cause.

The black sword clearly boasts the best cutting power of any sword encased in magic, but the devil's armor is also the strongest shield made of divine power, a reversed power.

It's also different from when I was Gaia's Paladin.

I can be sure that my black sword is much stronger now than it was back then, but my opponent is also much stronger than the Paladin at the time.

Beyond the body, the armor containing the general will of the Church of Gaia worn on the outside is filled with divine power, and since there is no need for a separate body, the inside of the armor is entirely made up of divine power, and is filled with a walking spirit. A full shield.

That's the guy in front of you right now.

Pachang!

In the end, the black sword broke without being able to completely cut off the leg, and the devil's leg armor also cracked.

[It’s not like I completely lost my faith. That sword is clearly a sword that only those favored by Asmodeus can possess. It is a strange being that it serves both the evil god and the great devil at the same time.]

“You just need to know.”

They widen their distance to restore each other.

The devil shakes off the broken pieces with his legs, and I also turn the broken black sword that keeps trying to slip out of my hands and hold it a little tighter.

Black and white magic turns into ash and scatters in the sky.

The devil's leg armor suddenly became smooth, and my black sword also regained its original form.

so-

I realize that I cannot defeat the devil in this condition.

'Where did it go wrong?'

We only fought for 5 minutes.

However, victory and defeat were clearly visible.

‘Defeat is certain. But I still haven't found a way to destroy it.'

It was clear that it had not yet generated full power.

I also have some hidden cards, but I also know that I shouldn't reveal them yet.

Still, I was hoping to get at least a hint of how I could win this fight, but I have no clue.

[Well, it doesn’t matter if he even has the sword of Asmodeus. Even if you serve both Asmodeus and the evil god, there will be no way to beat me in Sanctuary.]

After speaking, the devil flew towards me.

Literally gliding.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

ping-

The devil lowered his body, using the high-powered wings coming out from his back as a bowstring, and shot straight out, destroying the entire space where I was.

'...Samjik!'

The aftermath has a radius of about 20 meters starting from the bridge.

That's now more than just a kick, it's a bombardment.

I narrowly avoided that.

A method of instantaneous acceleration with a short duration learned from Hwarim.

I was able to avoid it by lying down on the ground, then stepping on the ground with one arm and accelerating into a three-legged form.

Kwaaa!

As soon as I dodged it, I looked back at the spot I was in a moment ago, and the space seemed to shake, and then everything disappeared without a trace.

[Isn’t the reaction bad? However, my justice cannot be defeated by that much. If you want to win, you will have to enforce your justice even more than now.]

“... Definition, definition, more definition. Like a bastard of justice.”

The only thing standing there is the devil.

The devil corrects his posture once again at the center of the impact point and turns his head towards me.

'The violence of the body without end or bottom. The whole body is a shield and a weapon. If you mess up, think of it as being deleted rather than just dying.'

It's different from Baphomet.

Baphomet watched my actions with billions of eyes and imitated them at the same time.

So, since it was a fight against the mirror, I couldn't win.

But the framework couldn't win in another sense.

If you compare the power, there was nothing to lose.

The problem with the black sword is that it is unstable because it promises mutual destruction with the guy's armor, but that doesn't mean it doesn't work at all.

It's just that I didn't reveal its incredible attack because I wanted to keep it hidden, but if I summon Deshade's armor, I can endure it a little longer.

His skills are rather superior to mine, and his movements are comparable to those of an ox with arms and legs that move as fast as a cannonball. To be honest, after recognizing it calmly, he is fast and strong enough to make me curse, but there are almost no cases where I cannot avoid him when he has reached the level of deformation.

However, the reason why I have been in danger of dying over and over again until now is-

Because luck is not on your side.

In other words, the inability to win is due to the lack of luck.

Then, I continue to dodge the guy charging at me one after another and think about it.

'How many mistakes have been made so far?'

A little while ago, when I was casting Samjik, my hand on the ground slipped and I almost failed to evacuate in time.

Even when the devil came rushing in to suppress me at the beginning, I felt like something got into my eyes, so I blinked a little longer than usual and almost died.

The hand holding the black sword was clearly taught by Hwarim not to let go of the sword no matter what, but for some reason, it slipped away from his grasp during the attack.

What can be inferred from there is -

Clearly, what I said at the beginning, when the devil declared that I couldn't defeat him, is still having an effect.

'I was obsessed with prejudice.'

The reason why I can't destroy him now.

That's because he thought it was impossible, and that no matter how powerful he was inside the sanctuary, manipulating reality would have been impossible.

'Do you think the devil will use the theme of denial simply by changing the space of the mansion or reversing a directed attack? You're being damned. On what basis did you believe that would be the case and come to that conclusion? This guy is clearly using a level of power that wouldn't be a problem even if he were manipulating fate itself.'

Arbitrarily defining the other person's limits is extremely foolish.

We need to think again from the beginning.

What was thought impossible was actually possible.

'It will never be there.' I couldn't find the thing I was looking for because it was actually there.

If that's the case, let's beat the preconceived notions.

Change your perspective.

It destroys notions.

This guy was definitely able to manipulate reality.

        
            If simply declaring that you can't win is what led to the bad luck that has continued until now, you just have to admit it and accept it.

Therefore, thinking about it is a way to destroy the person who admits it and thinks about it.

‘Can I destroy my eardrums on my own? You didn't recognize his denial from the beginning. If you haven't heard it, assume it doesn't work. Although now he may not bite what was initially unclean. But the second time is not without possibility.'

Defeat at this point is certain.

In that case, under the premise that his declaration will not continue to apply the next time he enters the sanctuary, he may not be affected by the negativity if he breaks his eardrums now or enters with his eardrums broken on the next attempt.

'The loss of auditory information is fatal, but it is a hundred and a thousand times better than visual information. That guy has never done anything other than honest attacks so far. Even if you lose your ears, if you fight with this guy clearly in your field of vision, there might be nothing you can't beat.'

But when I thought about it a little more closely, that logic didn't make sense.

'No, no. His declaration certainly sounded correct, but it wasn't me who was affected. My hands slip, ash in the air catches my eye, my feet stumble on the ground. These things definitely don't affect me, strictly speaking.'

There is no reason for this kind of fight to continue if I myself am affected by his orders in the first place.

Excessive moisture gathered in my hands and the sword fell out, dust continued to gather towards me, and the ground I was about to step on changed its shape the moment I set foot on it.

Even if it is not in such a blatant way, it is clear that my luck is gradually worsening to the point of extreme misfortune from an overall luck perspective.

If that weren't the case, and the devil was able to put me in denial directly, he could just tell me 'I can't move' and then beat me to death.

'Then to what extent are the inorganic substances inside the sanctuary affected? If not, is it the type that cannot have direct influence without consent?'

I continue my thoughts, revise my hypothesis, and try to find evidence to prove it.

However, even though he continued to dodge attacks and avoid fights, there was no way the devil would just keep watching.

[You have a lot on your mind. Are you thinking about my theme? But you won't get what you want.]

Crunch-

Gigi Geek-

The guy sticks his hand blade into the floor and lifts it up.

A whole huge piece.

The devil, who had fallen to the ground, carried the noodles on his shoulders and-

humming-

threw it

“Seup-”

'Do not panic. The scope is just wide. What was thrown was not the thing itself, but just the floor without any magical power.'

After thinking about it for a moment, raising the sword and taking a stance-

Suddenly-

Quaaa!

I destroyed it by cutting it down to the point where only I could pass by, creating an opening for escape.

“... Ike-”

Boom-

Kwaaa!

[Did you notice? I tried to pierce his chest.]

However, it was pure coincidence that I was able to avoid the large body of the devil that flew in an instant from beyond the cut floor.

So I am confident now.

Some of the guy's powers began to become clear.

'okay. The guy apparently declared himself a god, and at that point, all hellish magic was replaced with divine power. Whether it involves self-recognition, establishment of will, or permission from others, his theme of denial can have a direct effect on beings with will. But since I denied his denial until the end, instead, he is manipulating reality by denying the concept of my victory within a limited space and time.'

The scope of the power is the entire sanctuary including the object.

However, what is not included is an entity that directly denies the man's denial of its own will.

It has the power to manipulate reality, but its conditions clearly consist of denying something and having it acknowledged.

So now,

There is only one thing to check in this fight.

“... Okay. I have no intention of being greedy.”

[... Are you motivated now?]

Before we knew it, the fight had taken on the appearance of what could be called a scorched earth situation.

The mansion has long since disappeared without a trace, and the only thing visible in the distance is a church where a witch is said to be hiding.

However, even if you go to church, you will not see any witches.

As expected, this is inside the sanctuary.

Since it was a false space created by projecting the real space, it was certain that the mansion outside was fine and the witch was also in the sanctuary outside.

However, the physical damage is real.

“Phew...”

Jurrururuk-

The broken left arm does not move, and blood is flowing from the abdomen, which was pierced by a rock that resembled a shattered spear blade.

I was beaten for a long time, ran away, and flew around.

The accident continued without stopping, avoiding only death.

However, it is beneficial.

Thankfully, he continued to provide evidence for my guess, and the anglerfish ate it up and digested it.

What's left is to gain confidence, so now it's time to reveal what I've been hiding.

“I’ll show you the 0 I have. You will have to show 7.”

[Is it The Seven?]

“... What. Do you know?”

[A long time ago. I know because I was curious about the game some people were playing and they answered.]

“Damn. It’s embarrassing.”

It was a bonus to be slightly embarrassed by the devil's reaction to the self-talk I used to show off.

[But it was sudden. Why are you saying that now?]

“... Well, it doesn't matter. Anyway, you have to confirm the last secret you have to me.”

[... In that case, it doesn't matter to me. You will die here anyway.]

The devil, unable to receive an answer, clenches his fist.

Gugu Guguk-

Cracking-

The pure white armor became stronger, and the power output from the wings on the back became stronger.

I also want to fight against that devil, but not to win but to gain confidence -

I showed him the 0 I had.

[Stigma]

thud-

Chackakakakakang-

Put on Deshade's armor.

Power given by God.

Show the devil your power to protect everyone.

[Is that the confidence you were hiding? But I think I brought it up a little late.]

'I know.'

However, a broken arm does not come back right away.

Although the regenerative ability is activated, the speed has been deliberately slowed down to make him aware that it has its limits.

So all I see to him is-

The physical ability to avoid and counterattack the destructive power that is his strength at close range.

Although it is not great, it has a regenerative ability that reliably repairs damage beyond a certain level.

The total amount of magical power that can be said to be of a higher level compared to other humans who support it,

Deshade's armor, including the sword of Asmodeus.

That will be everything.

'I know. 'It's just that I can't bring out his mistakes at this level.'

So a little bit here:

I act.

[What do you mean it’s late?]

[...!]

thud-

The devil suddenly bent his body and took a step back.

'It worked.'

I was skeptical, but it succeeded.

The double sound is a characteristic of the voices of demons and gods.

However, it is not exclusive.

Sound can be modulated at any time.

Just wait. It's not just the devil's exclusive property.

'The armor is Deshade's incarnation body and Deshade himself. If you are willing, you can even imitate the voice of God.'

In addition, I mobilize all the magic power that I had deliberately hidden and tell the devil by disguising myself as Deshade incarnated in my body so that he can be seen as the majesty of an evil god.

[Did you say it was an evil framework?]

[... Yes.]

[I am Deshade. A person who became an evil spirit of his own will. I held on to my sword's wish to punish you, and now I have appeared here.]

The devil retreats and stands guard.

In order to lure him further, the speed of his regenerative ability is increased to its limit and his body is rapidly regenerated inside the armor.

The magical energy in the soul vessel was brought to the surface as much as possible, and the broken arm and punctured stomach were healed in an instant.

Therefore, to him, as God appears, his magic power, body, and everything will feel like something that transcends humans.

'In reality, it is a magical power that does not reach the level of an evil god, but to this guy, I have suddenly transcended the human limitations that I have shown so far, and I have imitated the voice of a god. That alone will be enough to fool you.'

If the opponents were other demons, they would have been momentarily embarrassed, but they would have immediately become suspicious and realized it was a deception.

However, the opponent is the devil of justice.

There is no need to doubt what you have witnessed with your own eyes.

Because he is such an honest being, my deception worked well for him.

[... Right. Was making God appear in your own body was your last move? I never thought humans would be lucky enough to have a vessel like that.]

'good. It works.'

Thanks to this, the devil arbitrarily interpreted the situation in a favorable light and fell into the swamp of lies.

[I will speak briefly. Go back to hell. Stop ravaging the earth, devil.]

[Is the being said to be an evil spirit still trying to imitate the duties of a god?]

[no. It is not a fulfillment of responsibility. I am Deshade, the god who loves humans. Deshade, the god who grants wishes. Deshade has sworn to become the god of abandoned things.]

Imitate Deshade.

I recreate the God I know, the God I feel, thinking of myself as Deshade.

It may seem like poor acting.

But I did my best.

It's me wearing Deshade's armor.

I know him better than Thistle, and the god I remember has never been diluted in my mind.

So the devil-

They clearly accepted me as ‘Deshade’.

[... Does not matter. This is my sanctuary. Even if you're an evil spirit, you can't defeat me here.]

[Is that really the case? Even if you, a devil, imitate a god, do you think you can defeat me, a true god and an evil god?]

[That’s something you know when you try it.]

The devil raises his arms high in the sky.

Greater Demonic Framework.

A demon of injustice and a god who practices justice.

[I am a hero framework. Because I will always win for justice.]

Such a being practiced his theme ‘once again’ to defeat me disguised as Deshade.

[Evil God Deshade.

No matter what happens to you,

You can't defeat me.]

'good. I guess it was like that too.'

That declaration came as a certainty.

In order to win over me, whom he recognized as the evil god Deshade, he 're-declared' his denial, and I see everything in the sanctuary changing once again.

[come. A spear that kills even evil spirits.]

A framework rises into the sky.

With its high-powered wings intact, it was holding a pure white spear so large that it could not be fully grasped in its grasp.

Churrr-

Chains sticking out from somewhere wrapped around my armor.

Can't win.

A demonic framework that recognized me as an evil spirit.

Due to the devil's thought that he cannot win unless he is at this level, all the powers of the sanctuary are used to strangle my existence.

It was the devil's judgment, thinking that he had to act like this in order to overcome the evil spirit.

at the same time,

A scene that suggests that the denial of victory declared for 'Human Lee Rim' was released at the moment of declaration to deny victory for 'Evil God Deshade'.

[This is justice.]

The devil swung his arm vigorously.

Piiing!!!

Phew!

Quad deud deuk-

The spear that kills the evil spirit destroys Deshade's armor without mercy.

'He used some strength too.'

Originally, the window should not have been broken because of the difference in class.

However, the power of the devil, who unleashed the power of Sanctuary to its fullest extent and practiced the theme to the limit, shattered Deshade's armor.

With that kind of power, there is no way I can survive.

As my vision blurred, I smiled gratefully at his honesty.

Thanks to you, I found out that he can't practice more than one denial at the same time.

        
            When Irim had just met his first death by a high-ranking demon, Enin and Luba were very embarrassed when they saw the Pendragon appear behind them.

“Uh... Um, were you Pendragon?”

“Huh? Do you know me?”

“Ah, I heard the story. It is said that after becoming an adult, he became a journeyman and returned after leaving his family for over 50 years.”

“... Me? This is my first time hearing that.”

“Oh, isn’t it?”

Enin and Luba are at a loss for Pendragon's answer.

Then, a story suddenly occurred to me.

I heard an explanation about the members of the earl family from Lee Rim.

'be careful. There was an old man with dementia who tried to take his shoes off as soon as he saw me.'

Irim was disgusted, but Enin knew how painful it was.

'... When I was an officer, I remember seeing someone who was taking care of his mother who had dementia.'

When Enin was united in the kingdom, he heard a story from a soldier who was taking care of his elderly mother with dementia, and seeing it firsthand made his heart ache even more.

I don't remember anything.

I want to remember, but I can't.

People around me also see that and feel distressed.

What's even more cruel is that sometimes he comes back to his senses.

At that time, I feel sad, and it instills hope in those around me that maybe my sanity will come back completely.

Then, it makes you forget your memories again and spreads sadness to those around you.

That is a disease called dementia.

'Dementia is truly the worst disease. 'A disease that afflicts many people and must never be eliminated.'

A disease that wizards tried to find the cause of, but failed.

It is said that they are still researching how to treat dementia using mental magic, but for now, it is said that the only way to treat it is through brainwashing.

'Even that has a low chance of success, and I haven't heard of any news of a natural cure.'

So Enin felt sympathy for the old man in front of him and thought he should treat him as kindly as possible.

Until Pendragon lifted Luva's cloak and touched the tip of her tail.

Kuuk-

Startle!

Chirriririt-

“...!!!”

“W-what are you doing?! Please let Ruba go!!!”

Kaaa!

“Ugh...”

It was at the same time that Luba's fur was cut off from head to toe, and Enin took off his helmet and chopped off the Pendragon's head.

dump-

“... Uh, what?”

“Eh, Ennin?!”

Pendragon fell down like that.

The two people quickly turned over the pendragon and checked its pulse because they thought it might have died.

That's because Enin, who was now accustomed to hitting large monsters, swung his helmet without even thinking about it, so it was an action he thought would cause a big problem.

“... I’m not dead!!!”

“All, I’m glad...”

Fortunately, the Pendragon was breathing as if it were asleep, so the two breathed a sigh of relief.

For a moment, the two of them held their breath as they heard the voices of the people on the dock who had appeared a little while ago, thinking that they had committed a crime.

“- So, the captain said you’ve met the port manager of the count’s family?”

“No. They said that no matter what you do, a personal interview is impossible. This is truly a noble family. No matter what they do during the day, such as unloading or unloading, they are treated kindly, but if they show signs of trying to give them money or something, they change their mind.”

“... In fact, I also heard from crew members on other ships that they all tried to bribe people to use the best loading docks on a regular basis, but none of them succeeded.”

“A family of integrity, something like that?”

“It looks like there is nothing to regret. He is not an ordinary port manager, but a member of the count family that rules this huge port city. I'm going to scrape it and make sure there are no flakes. But even taking that into account, it’s strange that they don’t want to meet up for things other than work.”

The two men roughly got on top of the boat and came back down from the boat, carrying a long box that they had originally had to take out.

It took quite a long time, so the two sat down on the box and sighed, and thanks to that, Ruba, Enin, and the stunned Pendragon appeared to be eavesdropping on their story.

“Anyway, where did this item come from?”

“The item written on it is said to have been brought as a request from Iketer, but rumor has it that it was delivered from the demon spirit.”

“How did you hear about that?”

“The drunk captain spoke slightly. This is something that the earl's family asked me to bring directly, but in fact, I received it not from Iketer, but from near the Demon Territory.”

“... Suspicious in many ways. Should I open it?”

“Damn it. If you want to keep quiet about this, the best thing to do is keep quiet.”

“Is it smuggling...?”

“I guess so!!!”

Thump thump-

One man knocked on the box with a thick shoe and the other man stopped him for a moment, then the two changed the topic again.

“More than that, do you know what? The sound of people disappearing.”

“... Is it another ghost story? I don’t like ghost stories.”

“It’s not a ghost story, it’s true. This happened quite often among sailors like us who dabbled in trade. They say that when ships dock at Port Ambrosia, one crew member disappears.”

“... Really? Is it really a ghost story?”

Enin and Ruba perk up their ears at the sound of a ghost.

“Well, they concluded that it was a ghost story. They say that after a day or two after the ship is docked, the new recruits on the ship disappear. I just left my luggage on the boat.”

“... It's really scary.”

However, the story that I thought was a ghost story was soon altered by a man who said he had done a little more digging into the rumor.

“But I realized it was all a lie.”

“Really? Then what is it? There's no reason for healthy new recruits to disappear as soon as they enter the empire, right? Even though it may be hard to be a sailor when you're a kid, I think it's okay because the captain and the owners give you money and food.”

“What those new guys are after is more than that. What they actually wanted was to smuggle people into the country.”

“Smuggled entry?”

“Yes. This is an empire, an empire. No matter what you do, it is a much better country to live in than other countries. Just think about our kingdom across the sea. It's less than half the size of the empire, commoners are purged for insults, and the nearby desert is so barren that adventurers can't even dream of it. But it's not an empire. It is a place where anyone who has a sword and enough power to be recognized by the empire can become self-made and live like nobles.”

“Aha... That means those newbies were actually disguising themselves as sailors to get a free boat ride?”

“That’s right. That's why they say captains are having a hard time these days. I need to recruit new crew members, train them, and use them as first mates, but they keep spitting out ambrosia whenever they come in.”

“... I guess the empire is really good.”

“I had no idea that I would receive such reviews even from other countries!!!”

Luba and Enin, who had listened with interest to the conversation between the two sailors, even forgetting that it was hidden, were squatting down and chatting.

The sailors sat there and leisurely smoked a cigarette, then stood up and left behind the unloaded boxes.

“So. Did I say how to do this?”

“I said I could leave it in front of the alley over there.”

“... I have no intention of hiding the fact that I am suspicious. I guess if you let it go, the back alley guys will take it.”

“I guess so. Let's leave it alone and leave. If you come in late, you might hear something from the captain. Also, if the story gets to the earl family who ordered the work, neither the mouse nor the bird will disappear without even noticing it?”

“... I need to move quickly.”

A box just long enough to fit one person.

The two sailors passed Luba and Enin, who were holding their breath, and left the box in front of the next alley before disappearing.

“... Can I leave now?”

“Sure... Ah-”

That was the moment when Enin and Luba saw the crew putting down the boxes and leaving and were about to jump out of the pile of luggage in the dark alley again.

Rattling-

A sound was heard from the box the sailors had set down.

'Could it be a ghost?'

It was clearly a quiet box until men sat on it.

Suddenly, several rattling noises are heard from such a box.

... Boom!

This time it was a strong hitting sound from inside, as if I was a little nervous.

Then Luba saw that and remembered something.

“... Ah! Is there anyone inside?!!”

Trying to open the box door is the same thing Lee Rim did when he came out of the coffin.

However, Lee Rim's coffin is sturdy because Farewell put a lot of effort into making it, and it can be opened at once by kicking it from the inside no matter how distorted it is. However, the box in front of him seems to have been unable to be opened because it was simply a slightly stronger chest.

So, the two people were about to leave the alley, thinking that there was someone inside and wondering if they should open it.

“Curiosity kills.”

Swish-

“... Ah!”

“ugh-”

Pendragon, who had just woken up, grabbed the two by their shoulders and pressed them to the ground, and he also fell flat on the ground.

At the same time, the lid of the box opened and a woman came out from inside.

Quaaaang!

“Keueunngh... Really, did I hit the nail too hard? I didn't even think about a demon as big as me opening up and coming out. If someone had seen it, they would have been so embarrassed that they would have just killed it. You can't see blood carelessly here.”

A woman with long red hair who calls herself a demon.

It seemed incomprehensible to Enin and Luba, but soon they felt the backs of their feet.

...Saaa-

It felt like the wind was blowing, and magical power began to fill the woman's body.

It wasn't just magical power either.

“That... is the magic power of the demons.”

“Red magic... the color is pretty!!!”

Red magical power.

The magic power of demons, a violent and destructive force itself.

It is a bright red magic power that only demons can contain in their bodies, stored up by passing down the magic power that their ancestors received when they made a contract with the devil.

The woman speaks to herself as she tries to control the magical energy that has gathered in her body and started to overflow.

“It’s really annoying. That means you have to change your body once every ten years. I've been doing this for over a hundred years, but isn't this work too lucrative?”

Enin felt that the figure was somehow familiar.

It's my first time seeing this woman, and even though she's a demon, I definitely feel like she's someone I've met before.

Then, Enin's eyes moved away from the woman and saw the writing on the coffin she came out of.

[Mabel]

‘Mabel? Mabel... Ah!'

Then Enin remembered who the woman in front of him was.

Mabel.

That is the name of the person who bound Astesia and controlled the Demon Demon's castle, as well as the name of the puppeteer who kidnapped alchemists in the basement of Ars Magna and gathered enormous magical power.

And at the same time-

The name of a demon who came to hate Lee Rim so much.

“... This is all because of you. Soul disease Lee Rim. If it weren't for you, I wouldn't have thought about doing this again, something I tried to quit a long time ago.”

bang!

A woman kicks a box.

With that alone, the heavy and huge coffin was pushed straight out and fell into the sea.

So, it was clear that the person Ennin saw was a doll with the power of a demon and the consciousness of a puppeteer seeking to create a perfect body.

‘Why on earth is the puppeteer here? Or rather, maybe they should attack right away.’

Therefore, Enin tried to make a quick decision.

The puppeteer has never come across in a good way.

The puppeteer was my enemy every time I met him.

In that case, it might be better to kill him right now.

‘You can’t miss it. 'We have to kill him right here and now, and destroy his body so that he can't get to Lee Rim.'

Kuuk-

“... Ennin?”

The hand that gave the anvil the hammer takes strength.

He quietly put on his helmet and lowered his visor without making a sound.

Ruba, who was watching the battle stance, quickly prepared for battle, although I don't know why.

Even to Luba, the demonic magic possessed by the woman in front of him seemed like enough magic to cause great damage if shown off in a human city.

However, the behavior of these two people-

They were stopped once again by Pendragon, who had stopped them so that they would not be caught by the puppeteer.

“Over there.”

“... Yes?”

Tap!

Clap-

Pendragon flicks Ennin's visor up with his finger and says.

“You guys alone can’t beat that.”

“... Yes?”

Enin was dumbfounded when he heard that sound.

The old man seemed to have fainted and thought he might have made them hide at just the right time to expose them to the puppeteer, but the old man once again gave them strange advice.

I wondered if it was all a calculated move, but Pendragon's next words-

Enin thought it would never be that bad.

“More than that-”

“Ah, yes.”

“Do you know where my mother’s grave is?”

“... No. I don’t know.”

A question that cuts out all context and makes people lose their temper.

Ruba, who was also asked such a question next to her, thought seriously about the question for a moment, and then briefly remembered that she had been looking around the Earl's family all day, but had not seen a single tombstone, let alone a graveyard.

In the end, thanks to that, the two missed the puppet master.

The two people saw the puppeteer starting to walk down the alley and quickly tried to chase after him, but they had no choice but to stop quickly.

“... I guess this is the back alley that Peria told me about.”

“Then will the chase stop?! If you want to go further, you can find it even if it takes some time!!!”

“... No. Let me stop. Because Peria told me not to go in without knowing anything.”

A brick with an anchor pattern drawn on a round window can sometimes be seen while entering the alleys of the port city of Ambrosia.

Peria said it was the entrance to Ambrosia's back alley, and what Enin and Luba were looking for was exactly where that entrance was.

“Ah, it’s been a while here. I used to play tag here with my friends.”

“Pendragon, do you know about this well?”

“... Is my name Paradoxon?”

“Oh, no. I said it was Pendragon... But doesn't dementia have nothing to do with hearing? Are you doing that on purpose...?”

“Then, what I came up with is probably correct. The memories come flooding back to me. There were a lot of guys in here that looked kind of scary... there were a lot of them... what was it?”

“... Thank you for telling me that much. Because I know for sure.”

So, instead of going into an unfamiliar back alley, the two decided to retreat since they had achieved their goal and left with Pendragon in their place.

And puppeteer Mabel, who had no idea that Enin and Luba were in danger of being attacked, continued through the back alley,

I entered my workshop in the basement of the count's house.

        
            The time you can enter the sanctuary is limited.

The only time to enter the devil's abode is between sunset and sunrise the next day.

So, if you want to use your time more efficiently -

All you have to do is jump into the sanctuary once again upon resurrection.

bang!

flinch-

As soon as I kicked the coffin, I stood up and the parish priest, Setias, looked surprised for a moment and then greeted me.

“... That's exactly what I heard from the two people. Welcome, Bishop Lee Lim. The rumor that he could be resurrected even if he died was true-”

“I’m sorry, but I’ll pass by soon.”

“Yes, yes?”

The Count's people are staring, and the Witch Hunters are staring.

But there is no time to worry about that now.

Although we have obtained the 'theory' and 'confirmation' that can destroy the devil, it is somewhat difficult to put it into practice at the moment.

So, if there is another method, there is a need to rely on it, so I will try to extract a little more information.

Cheolkeong-

Immediately go to the mansion, grab the door handle, and immediately enter the sanctuary.

[... human! I thought I gave my body to God, but I guess I was able to come back to life.]

“Yes. If you say it's a blessing, it's a blessing, and if it's a curse, it's a curse. Well, now I'm carrying it because I think I need it.”

He changed the artifact into a magic sword and ran towards him, shouting.

“So tonight! You will have to play with me all day!!!”

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

[... good night! It doesn't matter what happens! If only I could practice so much justice in one night, that's what I've been hoping for!]

Ashes and sparks of magic created when swords and fists collide.

In this way, the fireworks became a beacon signaling the second battle against the devil, and a warning to the guest who had arbitrarily booked the devil's schedule for tonight.

-------------------------------

“What is your definition of justice?”

[Denying the naturalness of things that are perceived as natural. Through that, I will bring salvation to the world.]

“Do you think that is possible?”

[possible. Because I am a hero.]

-------------------------------

[For what reason are you challenging me so persistently?]

“This is to prevent people from being swayed by your will.”

[I am not the being you knew before. This framework abandoned the devil and became god.]

“Claims are free. But accepting it is also our freedom. You are still just a devil.”

-------------------------------

“Go back to hell. Devil. If you want to practice justice, practice it from there and come up to the ground.”

[refuse. I am God and a hero. My place is on earth. To practice justice, I will use this place as a starting point.]

“It must be scary to see a place full of beings stronger than yourself, right?”

[I’m just not going because there’s no reason for that. A devil is a being that cannot escape the control of a theme.]

“Then look in the mirror. Are you a devil too?”

[I am not the devil. He is a hero.]

“Pukina-”

-------------------------------

bang!

“-Oh! Lord, Bishop! Are you okay? He has already experienced over 20 resurrections-”

“Okay, is there a window?”

“Yes?”

“Window. If you have a weapon that can protect you from witchcraft, please give me one right away.”

“... You'll probably find it if you look for the luggage we brought with us-”

“Then, please place it next to the coffin until the next resurrection.”

“There- Ah...!”

-------------------------------

bang!

“... Bishop. For those of us who don't know about soul disease, this may be off topic, but please think of it as advice from the Dawn Priests as a family of priests and listen to it. Too many resurrections can take a toll on the soul-”

“Additional Lord.”

“Ah, yes.”

“The window was a failure, so please provide all the artifacts as you have them.”

“If you say artifact-”

“Things that can repel curses. Enough to be able to repel magic, of course, and wear it on your body, whether it's one-time or persistent.”

“... It's possible, but that's enough for today-”

“Please wait until I return.”

-------------------------------

[Do not deny denial. Accept my definition of justice. You will never be able to escape from injustice and you will never be able to break my justice. No matter how excellent a weapon you bring, no matter how many decorations you wear to escape providence, there is no way for you to defeat my justice.]

“Choose just one. what is your theme? Is it denial? Is it justice? If you're going to deny the devil, you shouldn't follow the theme.”

[All of that is me. The practice of injustice as a devil and the realization of justice as a god come together to form the framework of a hero.]

“It’s expedient. You say you want to become a god, not a devil, but you're saying you can't give up the devil's power that you've been using for so long? With that kind of ideology, you call yourself a hero or something?”

[If you deny me, that too will be your fate. I will endure anything if I can achieve justice. However, I will never kneel.]

-------------------------------

“I'm sorry, but can you wait until I prepare something big?”

[... Do you think this makes sense?]

“Even if I think about it, it’s a stretch, but I still asked just in case I didn’t know. Let's start again.”

-------------------------------

......

-------------------------------

bang!

“The bastard is really strong all the time...”

I don't even know how many times I have to kick the lid off.

Still, it's full of power.

I'm mentally tired.

However, the body is brand new.

No matter how many times I break my bones and die from being smashed to pieces, the cost of creating a body is cheaper than the effort it takes for the devil to kill me.

'If it's like this anyway, is it going to be a war of attrition? Let's keep doing it until we both run out of magic. His fighting style is one that pours out magical power and divine power without hesitation from the beginning. If you calculate well, you might be able to exhaust all of its magical power, which was doubled by the Sanctuary.'

Since this had already happened, I was thinking of clinging to the guy who was pretending to be polite until swear words came out of his mouth.

“... Hey - Bishop. Bishop!”

“... Huh?”

When I heard someone calling, I turned to see Setias looking at me with a bored expression.

“Why is that so? Bishop. I'm busy right now, but-”

“The day is bright.”

“... Yes?”

'Mafia? suddenly?'

For a moment, I wondered what that meant.

“The magic power of the Sanctuary has weakened. It will be difficult to reach the devil anymore.”

I look up at the sky, following Setias's fingers.

Only then did I feel that the light source had changed from that of dawn to that of morning.

'... Has it already been this time?'

I see the sun.

After dawn, it was time to call it a perfect morning.

“... I see. It's a pity, but I have to end this today.”

“Today... I mean.”

“Yes. Because the door is closed.”

This cannot be done unless you can no longer enter the sanctuary.

From now on, it's time to rest.

It was time to take a mental break and think about a way to kill the devil more safely and reliably.

It was at that moment that I felt fatigue like phantom pain and was holding the back of my neck and trying to go back to where the church members were.

“... always-”

“Yes?”

“Are you always fighting like this?”

Setias said, looking at me with eyes whose emotions were difficult to read.

“... Well, that's right. If it's a fight against the devil, or an enemy with little chance of victory, it's fought this way.”

I was cautious because I didn't know what the intention was, but I answered it as it was.

If you can't see the way to victory, until you see it.

If there is anything lacking, until it is filled.

Constantly reviving, trying, and getting what you want.

That's the way soul disease fights.

For a moment, I turned my head away from Setias and looked around, and found two people dying because of me.

“Lord, Bishop... I really feel like death?”

“Well, I hope everyone will pace themselves a little bit next time...”

“... Ah, Ingrid, and Lyudmila. Thank you for your hard work. Uh... and I'm a little sorry. I felt like doing something special tonight.”

A total of 176 resurrections.

The number of people who were resurrected in one night is an astonishing number, even including the past.

Even during high-altitude battles where defeat could never be achieved in fierce battles during the kingdom union era, we have never experienced such a crazy number of resurrections in such a short period of time.

'It wasn't this bad during Baphomet, but maybe I went a bit too far.'

The cost was the haggard appearance of Lyudmila and Ingrid, who were creating my spare bodies outside.

Grrr!

Bubble bubble bubble-

The two people were breathing heavily, collapsed in front of the pots that were still boiling vigorously.

Ingrid, even though I used to enjoy wearing loose clothes, seeing Lyudmila take off her top and sweating in her white shirt because it was so hot, I think I may have tried too hard.

“Si, it was a mistake. I decided to take on the task of making spare bodies for soul soldiers because it was said to be easy, but I never thought I would have to make such a large number all night long...”

“That is, Lyudmila. I told you so. Let’s pass it on to other Witch Hunters from now on.”

“How can I answer what I declared with my own mouth? This is a question of trust. If you say you're going to do it, you have to do it until the end. Ingrid also needs to develop this habit on a regular basis.”

“It is arrogant and arrogant to continue even when you know that it is your limit. I hope that Lyudmila will now learn to eat in moderation. Kikikick.”

'Thanks to you, I was able to attack without hesitation.'

In any case, creating a spare body is something that is no longer available to any other beings, let alone soul soldiers, other than me, so it doesn't matter even if it is known.

So, I left the two people hanging around, and after hearing from them that they would take turns making spare bodies for tonight with other witch hunters later, I was able to move forward without worry.

“... Thank you for your hard work, Bishop.”

“You’re really amazing. You can constantly deal with demons, especially high-level demons, without going crazy.”

“A power truly suited to the empire. Now I can understand the meaning of the sword the princess desired.”

““So, from now on, I will guide you so that you can rest well in the style of our Dawn Priest family.””

'To be honest, I feel the devilish eeriness of these twins more than the Framework guy.'

Before I knew it, the two twins of the count family approached me and said that they would guide me to the lord's castle.

When I looked around, the people of the Earl's family had already disappeared.

That's because the fight lasted all night, so the members of the Earl's family, who had to be active from the morning, had to sleep unless they had the obligation to watch until the end.

So, all that remained were the Witch Hunters, Bugaju, and the twins who were watching the witch forever.

While I was pressing my eyes with my palms for a moment to relieve some of my mental fatigue, I heard someone muttering to themselves inaudibly.

“-If Arcena had that power, would she still be alive and smiling?”

“Yes?”

“...! Oh no. I'm talking to myself. Don't worry about it.”

I thought it was Setias, so I looked back at her and the vicar seemed a little embarrassed, but quickly returned his expression.

“... In that case, whatever. Anyway, I will go back first.”

“Yes. I hope you have a comfortable rest. Bishop.”

“Please don’t hurt yourself too much, Bishop.”

So I left Setias, who was watching me and quietly talking to himself, and followed the twins back to the lord's castle.

        
            The fight against the framework ends at dawn.

As long as you can no longer enter the sanctuary, you cannot do anything.

I don't even feel a little uncomfortable.

During my last fight with him, I declared that I would bring something more groundbreaking the next time I came in, but as I was thinking about entering the sanctuary again, I was called by the parish priest and it was already morning.

'The devil said he would be waiting for me, but I guess he didn't know that it was already past dawn.'

Although I unintentionally became a man who cheated on the devil, I didn't feel guilty as the other person was the devil anyway.

So, as soon as dawn passes and it's time for everyone to say morning in unison, the salty, cold wind blowing from the port hits my face, and although it feels uncomfortable, I feel a little refreshed.

Apart from that, I am very tired mentally.

So, I was following the twins, thinking I would go back to Yeongju Castle to take a breather and think.

“... Ah!! Bishop-!!! Enin!! It’s the bishop!!!”

“... Yes? Ah, I see. Lee Rim! Were you on your way back?”

Morning had just begun, and in the middle of the street where people were actively walking around, I ran into two people.

“Yes. Now, due to time constraints, I cannot enter the sanctuary. The two of them... Oh, that's right. Did you come out to see the city in the morning?”

“... Ah, yes! That’s right!”

“Yes?! ... ah!! yes!!! you're right!!! I was thinking of having breakfast at the market!! Bishop, do you want to go with us?!!”

“... Yes. That’s right.”

These are the two people who appeared in front of the twins.

I immediately kissed the two of them and lied to the twins that in fact Enin and Luba had not been wandering around the city all night, but had just come out of the lord's castle. The two clever people answered right away, so I avoided arousing suspicion.

'You're probably tired because you stayed up all night, but you don't look like that. Rubaya normally wears a mask and spends the whole day waiting for prey in the forest, so even if that's the case, is it because Enin also has great natural physical strength?'

On the outside, they didn't seem to be tired at all, and it was even more so because they looked like they had spent a good night sleeping under a soft blanket.

“-So, I'm going to have breakfast with the two of you and then go in, so I'll accept your kindness here.”

“... Okay. Since you looked tired, I thought you would go straight to Yeongju Castle, but if that's the case, there's nothing we can do.”

“There are many good restaurants in the author's home. Would you recommend it?”

“Um... no. There is also something fun about finding a delicious restaurant on your own.”

“I see. Then we will part ways here.”

“Yes. So, have a satisfying meal, and please get some rest today.”

After meeting Enin and Ruba who came to meet me, I told the twins that I wanted to have breakfast and take a look around the city as a bonus, so I left them there.

That's an appropriate excuse.

'Since we are from the Inland Kingdom Alliance, there is no reason to be suspicious that we want to eat at a restaurant in a port city just out of curiosity.'

In the end, the twins gave up trying to guide me straight to the castle and disappeared.

And while I was waiting for Luba and Enin to order a light breakfast at a restaurant down the street, I was able to hear something completely unexpected from them.

“... A puppet master is in this city?”

“Yes. It was definitely Mabel, that demon woman. In the port city, he showed off the red magical energy that was exclusive to the demon race, and had his name written on the coffin. Even if the appearance was different, it would probably have been a new doll, so the only woman with that level of confidence and self-love is that puppeteer.”

“In addition, based on what I heard in a conversation to myself, Mabel has been doing something in this city for 100 years...”

“... What should I do?”

“... It's going to spin. What kind of variable is this again?”

Even though the unexpected appearance of the puppeteer brought out food, he just picked up the utensils and twirled them in his hands.

Whirling-

'The original plan was to eat breakfast today and then go into the back alley that Enin found and obtain a map containing the secret passage to the lord's castle, but the puppeteer suddenly appeared?'

If it's a tolerable variable, you can just say that.

Peria would have scolded me for having a variable that could stop me from having a perfect plan, but I can still overlook a tolerable amount of variables with resignation.

But, of course, it’s Mabel.

The name of the demon puppeteer and the bridle I have is revenge.

When I killed the puppeteer out of necessity, the puppeteer arbitrarily scratched his pride and designated me as the target of revenge.

I still feel like a part of my mind is often filled with thoughts of Tion, the Razael sign that I left behind at the parish, but this time, a puppeteer even appeared.

“... Should I just ignore it?”

“Yes?”

So, I just let things happen as they should, and I resigned myself to watching Luba, who was eating so intensely that she couldn't pay attention to our conversation, wondering if the food on the beach was to her liking.

“You have to accept whatever comes your way. Let's leave the puppeteer alone and if it becomes a big variable, let's just leave it to ourselves at the time. It's so annoying right now.”

“ Lee Lim, there are times like that too...”

In the end, I sighed deeply and reluctantly tried to eat, and Enin smiled comfortingly and began to serve food in front of me.

Even though I said this as if I was desperate, I feel like I need to take action.

'I'll try one more time later, this time I'll ask Ruba to find Mabel. 'If we just let the puppeteer stow away, we don't know what kind of disaster might happen later.'

So, I accept the food given by Enin, thinking of asking Ruba separately later.

“Okay, take it. Lee Rim.”

“Yes. Thank you.”

A restaurant on the beach.

Although it is morning, it is surprisingly fulfilling.

The chef said they used onion, but for some reason, the soup had a garlic flavor.

A dish of boiling oysters in their shells on a fire pit with wine added.

Finally, a dish of thinly sliced salt-pickled pork wrapped in dried seaweed.

'It's delicious.'

I soaked the baguette that came with the soup, took a bite of the oyster, and then stuffed the raw ham that looked like jamon into my mouth, so my stomach quickly filled up.

'... It's delicious, and I'm starting to feel sleepy.'

When I tasted it, I automatically realized why Luba ate it so hungrily and eagerly.

So, I quickly emptied my plate, and Enin probably thought it was because he was hungry, so he smiled and got up again and put some food on my plate.

As I watched that scene, I felt more and more at ease, thinking that Enin was the only one at a time like this, and my eyes kept closing.

While I was eating like that, I was starting to feel sleepy.

Sniff-sniff-

Upright!

“...!!!”

Luba, who was eating intently, suddenly got up from her seat and perked up her ears, so we followed her gaze to see what was going on.

“This smell... is the smell I smelled yesterday!!!”

What Enin and I saw when we turned our heads to follow Ruba, who was looking at a side of the street a little distance away outside the store, was-

It was a trace of familiar red hair and red magic that had just disappeared around the corner of a store.

-------------------------------

“Astecia, are you okay?”

Nodding-

Nodding-

...

“Wow! Ugh... yes...”

“What would you like for breakfast?”

“... I’ll eat it later.”

“Yes. Well, I'll put it aside, so make sure you eat it.”

“... I'm sorry, Hwarim.”

Hwarim covers Astesia with a blanket and leaves to visit.

Clap-

Immediately, Astesia could not overcome the extreme drowsiness, and fell into a deep sleep as soon as she heard Hwarim close the door.

'It was a lot of hard work. However, it is a bit disappointing that there is no harvest.'

Since I worked so hard, I wouldn't have been able to bear the fatigue that came later.

As Irim was awake all night, Astesia was also awake.

Astesia worked hard to help Lee Rim, trying to find out what the contaminated concept was by using her power without resting even for a moment, and the price she paid was the current exhaustion, fatigue, and constant sleep.

So Hwarim felt a little sad knowing how much Astesia worked all night long.

'Uncovering the pollution of the concepts applied to the city must have been very difficult because it was a task that was a bit far from this child's strengths.'

It's not a major in the first place.

Astesia's power is interference with space.

Inheriting Asmodeus' villa, she has cognitive abilities beyond others due to her understanding of dimensions that magicians find difficult to touch and the sense of a succubus born as a succubus.

However, the power that has now come down on the city is not one of dimension, space, or perception, but a power that touches the concept itself.

So, although it was a similar power to Astesia, it was also a difficult area to reach because it was parallel.

“... I said I could get food if I went to a restaurant.”

So, in order to be of some help to Astesia, Hwarim finished escorting her and went to the restaurant in Yeongju Castle.

“... Hmm?”

If you go out of the room and walk towards the end of the hallway, you will find yourself at the window of the cold Yeongju Castle.

Thistle had brought a chair there and was sitting there scribbling something in a book.

Hwarim stood still for a moment and looked at the scene, and soon realized what Thistle was doing, so she stayed quiet.

After a while, Thistle closed the book, and Hwarim saw a wisp of white fog in her eyes and someone in the shape of a human disappearing through the wall.

“... Did you listen to the dead person’s will again?”

“Ah, Hwarim.”

Hwarim knows what that means.

The book Thistle is holding is a book in which the wills of the dead are written down.

Anyone who had ties to members of the church approached Thistle and left after saying their final words.

Hwarim asks, looking at the spot where the fog was no longer glimmering.

“Who was it this time?”

“... He was just a man who loved the sword and overcame fate.”

“... Looks like a long sword.”

“Yes.”

The soul that came this time was the soul of the long sword.

He, who attacked Irim in the capital to obtain the sword, seems to have had no regrets about defeat.

So Longsword's soul wandered around this world for a while and naturally came to Thistle, and Thistle wrote down his will.

However, Hwarim did not like that.

“... Aren’t you angry?”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“For me, I feel angry. That guy with the long sword is the guy who tried to kill Lee Rim.”

I heard that Longsword tried to kill Lee Rim, and was very close to success.

He had a sword that could completely kill Lee Rim, and he even had a sword that could seal his soul.

So, upon hearing the story from Lee Rim who returned, Hwa Rim felt that her heart stopped for a moment.

‘I can’t believe Lee Rim disappeared. 'That is intolerable.'

Now, for Hwarim, Lee Rim is indispensable.

Best friend, companion, better half.

Hwarim is in love with Lee Rim to the point where she feels that nothing is enough to express her ‘beloved’.

Since that is the love she gained after reflecting on herself, Hwarim knows that it is more precious than anything else, and she knows how sad it would be if she lost it.

So, the more Hwarim thought of the long sword, the angrier he became, and fortunately, it was not completed, so he trembled in fear.

“Of course, why not? If Longsword had killed Lee Rim, I would have been really angry and sad.”

This is the same for Thistle, so I agree with Hwarim’s expression.

However, Thistle went beyond that and did not give up on receiving Longsword's will because everything had already been done.

“Still, you shouldn’t push it away. This is a process.”

“... Process?”

“Yes. It is a result and a process. It is the choice of the long sword that followed us because of our choice, and it is something we will have to endure at some point.”

“Is this the sound of ‘anger’ created by our own choices...”

“So just accept it as is. What I followed by choice, if I'm angry, I'm angry, if I regret it, I'm sorry.”

“... Anyway, all you have to do is deny that he existed, that's what you're saying.”

“Hehe. You know very well.”

Thistle, who was clutching the corner of the book, smiled and answered Hwarim.

Hwarim was also angry at Longsword, but he neither regretted it nor denied his existence.

In accordance with the doctrine of the Church of Deshade, I thought it would have been better if it had never happened, and I was trying not to do anything that would go as far as denying the dead.

“... Yes. If it's a doctrine, you should follow it.”

“You may have forgotten, but Hwarim is also a believer who serves Deshade?”

“I know, I know. Although Irim did not do it willingly, it was at the child's request, but I am also a believer of that god.”

Hwarim laughed, putting her arms around the window.

Thistle also closes his eyes when he sees Hwarim’s face.

And after a while, Thistle fell into a deep sleep.

'I worked hard all night.'

Hwarim lifted Thistle up, opened Astesia's door, and placed it on the bed.

The two people who were sleeping soundly did not look alike, but they felt like sisters.

Just like that, Hwarim came out of the room again and sat down in front of the door for a moment.

“... Lee Rim, if you really left, what would I have done?”

Anxiety that arises late and only after a long time.

A thought about what he would have been like if Lee Rim had not been there.

However, Hwarim couldn’t think of that.

Hwarim without Lee Rim could no longer exist for Hwarim.

That's why Hwarim wanted to see Lee Rim.

A little closer, not in a slow manner like now, but in a bold way like Thistle.

        
            The time when dawn ends and morning begins.

And it was a time when the Dunpriest family's estate, Ambrosia, became active.

At the same time, it was time for Irim to eat breakfast with Luba and Enin, and for the church members to finish counting the nights in the lord's castle.

At the same time, Leven, a parish of the Deshade denomination.

Since Leven was also an empire territory under the same sky as Ambrosia, morning naturally came.

However, Ambrosia is a port city.

The wind always starts blowing after dawn, so sailing ships leaving and entering the port become especially crowded and busy starting at that time.

So, while some sailors and employees stayed up all night to guard the ship and prepare for departure early in the morning, making the overall port look a bit sleepy, the quiet scenery of Leven was quite the opposite, with everyone sleeping well all night. The morning is bustling right after.

The reason why that morning was especially noisy was not because people had fallen asleep for a long time, so it was a more refreshing morning than usual, but because today was the day when the Hygges were hunting Featheriul, a magical beast that is said to have hidden in the eastern mountains of the empire. Because it is the day I leave for you.

An expedition after a long time.

It was also the first expedition from a new base for the Hygges who survived Baphomet's hunt and left Hygge and settled in Leven.

The preparation period also took a long time.

Most of the Hygge who were accustomed to hunting passed away due to the explosion of corpses, and the sudden decline in the overall population made it difficult for the Hygge to easily return to their usual daily lives.

Still, hygge people worked hard.

Others take on two or three of the tasks that the dead people were doing, and prepare to go hunting again.

Prepare the food needed for the expedition, make arrow shafts, insert purchased arrowheads, sharpen the axe, apply glaze to the round shield, and fire it once for a long time.

They take traps and spears made of topaz obtained from killing ancient beings and put them in their bags, and even take chains, ropes, shovels and pickaxes.

They regroup and hunt in the Forest of Leven several times to raise their skill level to the point where they can exchange what they want without having to say anything.

like that-

All preparations were completed, and Irim finally received permission from Princess Camellia to attack the magical beast, which she had originally told him not to touch.

Now it's really time to go on an expedition.

So, since it was today, the parish was excited from the morning, with not only the hygges but also the spirit soldiers who were sending them off to see them off.

However, there was only one person, a homunculus alchemist, who was protesting in the workshop, unable to sympathize with the people's tension that had increased since morning.

Thump thump thump!

“Hey! Alchemist girl! Come out quickly!”

“No, I-I told you several times that I wouldn’t go, you guys!!!”

“Hehe, it bounces. Don't do that, come out quickly. If you haven't packed your bags yet, don't worry, we'll help you. Being late is not something to be ashamed of. It also means that a person’s heart is full of composure!”

Thump thump thump thump!

'I'm really going crazy. Why don't they even listen to what I'm saying? My ears are on a much bigger topic than myself. Some hygge people say they can even distinguish the sound of mating ants, so why can't they understand me?!'

Three hygges, including the old hygge who has been drunk since morning, knock on the door of Farewell's studio with big smiles.

Farewell responded by pushing a shelf against the door from the inside, blocking it and staging a sit-in protest.

There was no such thing as the beginning of the incident.

The Hygges planned a long expedition, and they spent quite a long time making dry food and thoroughly preparing for the hunt.

When Farewell saw the hygges, he thought that the town would become quieter for a while as they would not be seen, but he was mistaken.

That illusion is-

The Hygges naturally thought that Farewell would follow their expedition and create a groundbreaking trap to capture Feather Wool.

It was never mentioned to Farewell, and it was not until the day before the Hygges left that he heard about it.

“In the beginning, I was planning on starting research as soon as the lucky incarnation of the pharmacist who was in the workshop and married the slime with the new head mask came to the precinct! I don't have time to play with you guys!”

So, to Farewell, who was waiting for Morsling to move into the parish, the fists of the hygges knocking on the door felt more frightening than the thunderbolts.

‘Do you know how long you will be swayed by me? I don't even have a ruba, so I don't want to be swayed by hygges anymore.'

Farewell, who was wrapped in a blanket and snuggled among the test tables in the workshop, thought that the hygges would just go home tired of their own efforts.

But that was a miscalculation.

Clink-

“... What?”

“Well, the door wouldn't open for some reason, but the shelf was blocking it. We'll clean it up for you, so be thankful.”

The old man Hygge broke the window of the workshop, stuck his arm in and opened the lock, and all three Hygges came in, opened the door and found Farewell.

“... Hey, you crazy people! If the door is blocked that much, I usually have to give up! Why do you break the glass and come in as you please!!!”

“Huh? Did you stop it with your own power? We thought there was an accident.”

“Then of course! Could an intact shelf have walked over and blocked the door?!”

“Hehehe- No matter what, it's an important day, but since he never shows up, wouldn't it be natural to think it was an accident?”

'I really can't understand words.'

If you think about it, everything has been the same up until now.

Common sense did not apply to hygge people.

Even when Farewell was sleeping for the first time in a while, they suddenly knocked on the door and came to ask if they had thought of a good trap and asked for help making it, or if they wanted to modify their bow and asked if there was anything that could help.

To the hygges, Farewell was already accepted as an intellectual and a skilled alchemist who could achieve a more groundbreaking approach to hunting.

'It's all good, but I wish they would keep the line.'

So, although Farewell was happy on the inside, he couldn't help but get tired of the hygges who were packing their bags and waving around magic tools as they pleased without listening to their opinions at all.

“... Oh, really. I'm full of stress... The damn elf bitch just took the goggles I made and had to make new ones. Recently, the damn avenger went wild after finding out Mr. Bishop was gone, and from one day on, he started staring at my workshop from outside the glass window. Isn't it... I'm going crazy... Ugh!!! I'm not going! I can't go! I can’t stand it anymore!!!”

So, leaving Farewell to give up and make his last resistance by crashing on the floor, Hygge, an old man with a strong odor of alcohol, spoke persuasive words.

“Don’t worry. Even the alchemist girl would start to get excited when she saw Feather Wool, right? It's that feathery wool. He is the one who fought with Mortis, the founder of the empire, for control of the sky.”

“What is the rule of the sky? Of all the things flying in the sky, the scariest thing is the dragon, but why are two demonic beasts fighting for dominance-”

However, as Farewell responded to him with a tick, he realized something.

'for a moment. 'You fought with Mortis for control of the sky?'

Mortis, the founder of the empire.

Featherool, the Lord of the Sky, who fought against Mortis for several years.

That also meant that Featheriel clearly knew details about Mortis at the time that no one knew about.

So Farewell quickly tilted his head to look at old man Hygge, hoping to be certain of one thing.

“... Hey, old man.”

“Huh? Why but?”

“If Featheriel fought Mortis, he can talk too, right?”

“Huh? Ah, a legend? Well... I think it's possible? It is said that Mortis was able to talk to the first emperor of the empire, and I wonder if Featherool, who fought as an equal to Mortis, could have communicated at least?”

“... Okay.”

It was an unfounded guess, but it was enough to convince Farewell that it was worth a try to meet Featherriul.

“Okay. I'll follow you.”

“Oh, do you finally feel like doing it now?”

“Instead- Promise me one thing.”

“As long as it doesn’t interfere with hunting.”

Farewell threw down the blanket and stood up, poured out the contents of the bag the hygges had been carrying, took it out, and put a new one in.

“I will help you hunt Featherriul, but if you think the demon is capable of conversation, make time to talk.”

“Time to talk?”

“Yes. Because it’s okay to do whatever it takes.”

Hygge people were a little worried.

In fact, there are conditions to the princess's permission to 'hunt' for Featheriul.

‘Hunt’, not ‘search’.

Princess Camellia listened to the hygges' request, which she heard through Lee Rim, and put forward one condition, and that condition was-

[If you find Feather Wool, you will immediately kill it.]

'It was a little strange. The princess granted permission to [hunt] the magical beast that we requested through [search] because everyone in the empire knew it only as a legend, as if confirming its existence from the beginning.'

On the other hand, what Farewell requested was that he wanted to talk to the demonic beast Featheriul.

While the princess ordered to kill Featheriel without any delay, Farewell wanted to 'talk' with Featheriel.

Then, of course, the hygge’s choice is -

It was in favor of Farewell.

“It doesn’t matter. I guess it would be possible if I had the time? There is a way to talk to them half-deadly, and there is also a way to talk from a distance as long as they are not hostile to us. Let’s do something.”

“... Great! Then let’s leave right now! I'm going to talk to Peria, so wait for me! Never forget my bag!”

For hygges who think that hunting is okay as long as you enjoy it in any way, Camellia's request only met with resistance.

So they simply gave a helping hand to Farewell, who always helped them, and Farewell, who had already packed his bags, threw them at the hygges and left the workshop.

'good. If only I could ask Featherriul about Mortis, if I could find out what kind of bird Mortis was, if there was someone who knew Marlo still alive, I would be able to find out the princess's hidden identity.'

What you want is the satisfaction of curiosity.

What we are trying to uncover is the veil that wrapped the princess.

Without informing anyone yet, Farewell was alone in his suspicions about the princess and moved to find out her identity.

So, Farewell did not worry deeply about why the princess had asked him to kill Featheriel, who had been hiding in the eastern mountains and never came out.

        
            The earldom is rich, and the people who live in the earldom are also rich.

So, even if a store that is neither a clothing store nor a restaurant has expensive glass windows that do not have cheap glass but are completely transparent and so expensive that a stray cat may fall on its head trying to jump on them without knowing that the glass is there, there is no way to suspect tax evasion from somewhere in the store's finances. There was no reason.

Ruba puts her face close to the glass window.

It stands on a chair with its tail and ears raised high in the sky and stiff enough to tell a meerkat to go away.

“Red!! It's the same color!!! The energy is the same too!!!”

The hair was only visible for a short time, but the trace of red magical power left along the hair was for a longer period of time.

“Hey! miss! Watch out for the glass! A woman did that before and broke it once!”

“Ah, sin!! Sorry!!!”

As soon as it disappeared, the owner of the restaurant saw Luba and screamed, and Luba immediately got down from the window sill.

“... You said it smelled too, right?”

“Yes!! When I went to the place where the box was, it smelled slightly different than here!! As if that hadn't gone away, it smelled the same when I passed by here a little while ago!!!”

The puppeteer passed by the store without us knowing.

It is presumed that such a puppeteer, as a form of smuggling, sent the doll into which he would put his consciousness in a box from a demon spirit on a sailing ship returning from a distant foreign country.

'If that's the case, there's no way Ruba could have misjudged the smell. Even if he can't, he seems to have memorized the smell of the workshop where the doll was made, or the smell of the demon territory itself, and I don't think there is anyone else in the county who would have that smell. It must be Mabel.'

Ruba was concentrating on the food and thinking that the smell coming from the tip of her nose was the same type as what she had smelled yesterday.

There was no reason not to believe it.

so-

I thought this was definitely an opportunity.

An opportunity created by coincidence and chance.

At that moment, the stowaway Mabel was seen by two people, and I was listening to the story from two people in the restaurant, and the probability that the puppeteer passed right next to the restaurant where we were again and entered the alley again.

So, it is correct to think that this opportunity is virtually inevitable.

If that's the case-

Since I am not an idiot who would pretend not to notice the inevitable even after witnessing it, I decided to move right away.

“... Let's go. I have to chase the puppeteer.”

“... Yes! Let's leave right away! Let’s go, Ruba!”

“... Ah, yes, yes!!!”

I stand up and quickly take out my credit card.

Ding-

I quickly pay and go out.

Luba looked disappointed for a moment when she saw that there was still a lot of food left, but it was only for a moment, and she followed suit, putting her hand close to her waist.

'If I have something delicious to eat later, I'll have to save it.'

I feel a little sorry when I see that.

But that was only for a moment, and Enin and I quickly followed Luba in the lead.

So we left the store in pursuit of the puppet master's remains, and as soon as we turned around the alley where we had seen the red hair and the traces a little while ago, what we found was-

A large pattern engraved on the wall depicts an anchor within a round circle.

“What is this?”

“... From here, it's the territory of the underworld guys. It is said that this is the pattern that represents the alley behind the county that Peria was talking about.”

“Oh, is this it?”

“What should we do?! Bishop!! The smell is still there!!!”

Enin and Luba stop and look up at me when they see the pattern.

I look at that and think about it a little.

The important thing now is to chase down the puppet master.

It is a slightly difficult method of only following the traces of an opponent who is ahead of you from a distance, rather than a method of chasing while keeping an eye on the person's appearance.

Fortunately, since we have Luba on our side, we can chase down the opponent based on the scent they picked up from the demon spirit, but that also has its limits.

'It's morning and the sea breeze is blowing hard in the alley, and the musty smell is so strong that even I can tell right away. At this rate, the smell will be buried.'

The back alleys along the beach don't seem to be that clean.

Smells like rotten fish intestines.

The smell of cracked wood that has been exposed to water for a long time.

The smell of seaweed and moss fighting as they invade each other's territory, but eventually annihilating each other, leaving the fungus as the ultimate winner.

The smell coming out from inside on the morning breeze was full of fishy odor, and if the smell was this strong, the smell on the puppeteer's body would quickly disappear and it would be difficult to track Luba.

Above all,

From here on, it is the territory of the underworld guys.

'Oh really. Dealing with the back guys makes me more nervous than usual, so I'm bleeding.'

I've entered the back alley where Tarator is located several times in the Kingdom Alliance, but that was all when Peria was there.

If you go in without a feria, even if you followed and saw something, it becomes a bit difficult to figure out what policy to take.

Of course, since it is a port city, the people may be rough, but it is not that I am embarrassed to think that it will be a problem.

Anyway, in the end, as long as they don't come out to a bright place and stay there for their own reasons, even if a big controversy arises, it will end with the Earl's family watching over me.

However, the reason why I cannot take a step forward is,

This is because I assumed the worst situation that could happen if I entered a back alley.

'In the worst case scenario, as the puppeteer entered the back alley without any hesitation, if the guys in the back alley cooperate with the puppeteer, or worse, are completely manipulated by the woman, then it may become difficult to get out. .'

She is a woman who is skilled in all studies.

In the City of Alchemists, I went back and forth because I delved too deeply into areas that were not my area of expertise and made errors, but if I think about it and think that I had deliberately dug a trap for self-satisfaction, it could become difficult.

“... It’s okay, Lee Rim.”

thud!

Enin looks up at me with a smile while patting his chest.

“Uh... Yes!! it's okay!!! Because we are here!!!”

bean!

At the same time, when I saw Ruba pounding his chest with his fist along with Enin, I couldn't help but think that even though they were two short people by the standards of our parish, they were definitely trustworthy. It was so funny that I couldn't help but laugh.

“... Yes. Let's go. If this is your first and last chance, you can't miss it anymore. If it's a trap, let's destroy the trap entirely.”

As I think about entering the back alley, I make up my mind.

The distance from the puppeteer couldn't be any further than this.

However, once you decide to enter the back alley, you must prepare at least a little.

“I’d like three of these, please.”

“Three sets... Other than 30 gold.”

“... Isn’t it too expensive?”

“Clothes that came across the sea. Clothes made from witchcraft thread that you can't get here? I have no intention of giving it a discount.”

“... Okay. Here.”

Ding-

‘I feel like I was scammed somehow. Still, I can't help it. 'Because we are the ones who need this right now.'

I stop by a clothing store nearby and purchase three black robes that can cover both of us.

'Peria said. If you can't see the inside of the robe or cloak, the enemy won't know what weapons we have, so they won't be able to attack us easily.'

After everyone put on their robes, they each put on their own helmets.

'Even if you are so careful, if someone attacks you, it is certain that he will attack you from behind. As long as you don't get hit in the back of the head and faint all at once, you won't lose even if the puppeteer has prepared some kind of trap.'

Ennin wore a helmet with a visor, and I summoned only the helmet part of Deshade's armor.

However, I am a little worried because Luba is only a mask.

“... Is Luba okay with that?”

“Enough!! If an attack comes from behind, it's cooler if there's nothing behind you, so you can react faster!!!”

Ruba, who was only wearing a black mask with red eyes and a mouth, was anxious, but after hearing her strong answer, she seemed confident in her own way, which made me think that she might be better than us.

After completing all preparations, we went inside.

Wearing a helmet, mask, and black robes.

We lightly ignore the tramps, beggars, and prostitutes who pass by and observe our movements, and we pass by and chase after the remnants of red magic.

'Thanks to Luba, it's easy.'

I was taking my steps slowly because it wouldn't be good to look like I was in a hurry, but the search went smoothly.

It was a bit burdensome to be seduced by particularly glamorous-looking prostitutes, perhaps because it was a port city along the way, but when Enin gave her a sharp look from inside her visor, the women who were dealing with the rough seamen quietly backed away.

After walking along the alley for about 10 minutes, someone finally came out to stop us.

“... Stop.”

At the crossroads of the three-way alley, a man of quite good physique came out and stopped us.

'20 people, not all, right?'

I was able to immediately determine the number of people hiding around me.

The response of the guys surrounding us, disguised as beggars behind piles of luggage or on the street, was to be on guard.

'It's not about belittling, it's about vigilance. Did you definitely create a sense of fear? 'It's a success.'

This is enough.

A three-member dark-skinned group that roams the back alleys as they please without fear.

For some reason, we were heading straight into their deepest part as if we knew it from the beginning.

Those smart guys must have been living to this day, because they must have learned firsthand that if they treat them carelessly, they can end up in trouble.

So, check each other’s lines appropriately with the man in front of you.

“... I won't ask you to reveal your identity. What is your business?”

“... A woman with red hair.”

“I see. However, from here on, it is our area and a place for business. It's hard to tolerate rough behavior.”

“I have no intention of starting a fight. Just take what you want.”

“... Is that someone’s life that you want? Then, first of all, we also have the respect of the back alleys. We do not allow customers to die in the market.”

“Good. Then let me ask you just one thing.”

“What is it?”

“Tell me what you know about that red hair.”

The first thing that came out was excessive demands.

But at the same time, a reasonable request.

They are already late.

If you were planning on blocking it, if you had the power to block it, you should have acted openly suspicious and sent that power out as soon as you got inside.

But otherwise, the fact that a seemingly mediocre guy came forward meant that this mediocre guy was actually the best move they could make.

'This is the guy who stayed in until he got used to it and then came out. Still, I thought there would be someone more skilled than a knight, but maybe I was wrong? The back alleys of the Kingdom Alliance may have been surprisingly bloodier compared to other places.'

I thought at least one guy like Tarator would show up, but what popped out in front of me was not even half that many gatekeepers.

If so,

Now that the skill gap was confirmed, there was nothing to hesitate about.

        
            There was no intention from the beginning to attack the puppeteer right away.

I just plan to follow them and find out what they are doing.

Since you deliberately gave a vague answer and the other side interpreted it arbitrarily and guessed it, you can take advantage of that by asking for too much from the beginning, pretending to agree and withdraw, and take a reasonable advantage.

“You know who I’m talking about. I looked around Ambrosia, but there was only one person with red hair.”

“... It's information about the customer.”

“In that case, I will get rid of everything and take it.”

However, this is the one holding the sword hilt.

'I can do it by now.'

Tightly-

thud!

Churrr-

I stamped my feet in response to the guy's rejection and poured out my magic without purifying it.

Quad deud deud deuk!

“Ugh...!”

Because it is not controlled, the rough magic turns into a whip and strikes the surroundings.

Still, I had no intention of over-exciting them with blood, so I adjusted the range.

The limit is right in front of the guy's feet, and I use it just enough so that the puppeteer inside the market won't notice that I used magical power.

“... Okay. Because I want to live too. Can I just tell you what I know?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

In the end, the show of force easily stimulated their survival instincts.

After swinging my magical power like a whip and destroying the surroundings, I unleashed Leven once again, and I felt that the 20 or so guys in the back alley had widened the distance between them.

‘Everyone is the same. Even if I live in a back alley, I have no intention of being torn to death in vain like this as a meaningless supporting role.'

“...”

“...”

In the end, Enin and Luba take turns looking at the places where the 20 guys are hiding.

Just by turning their heads, the two people show that they have already discovered everything, and even their last intention to fight disappears.

In the end, the man who raised his hands in a sign of surrender showed all his limits.

“Okay. I'll tell you. I don't know if all the red-haired women are the same, but she is a woman who has been using our market for quite some time. However, she hasn't been seen in the past few years, and I don't know if she's a relative of the woman or something, but it wasn't until three months ago that a red-haired woman with a similar face started coming into our market again.”

“Is there any evidence that they are all the same woman?”

“Not there. Usually, people who use our market are issued coins with a designated mark and use them as passes instead of barraging in like you did. That changed three years ago, and when she tried to come into our alley again three months ago, she brought the same coins she used back then.”

After speaking to that point, the man lowered his arm.

What he knows means that it is the end.

but,

I know it won't be the end.

“Are we there?”

“... Well, right.”

“Good. Let’s hear the rest from the bookshelf over there.”

“... I'm good at this.”

This guy came out as a patrol anyway.

Among the gatekeepers, he was a high-ranking one, or rather a very intelligent one, so he only talked to the extent of his knowledge and tried to send us away.

But Feria said that there was always a bookshelf in the back alleys.

A behind-the-scenes informant who manages everything in the organization.

If you go to him, I'm sure you'll hear more information than what he's just given out.

“I can't help it. Let me guide you.”

“Good. Take the lead.”

“However, it is not called a ‘bookshelf’ here. They call me ‘officer’.”

“... It doesn’t matter what.”

We followed the man who called himself the gatekeeper and went deeper into the interior.

Entering the market, she tried to follow the puppeteer again, but from that point on, Luba's nose completely lost its function.

The smell of the puppet shop is eliminated thanks to various smelly items that are only sold in the back alleys and an artifact that periodically removes traces of customers held by a patrolman who protects the identity of customers as long as they enter the back alleys with money and a pass. I completely missed it.

“Ugh... my nose is numb. What is so serious?”

“I think the smell is coming from the pot over there, but I don’t have the courage to look and check.”

“Queunnng...”

Enin and I tried to escape the smell of the street by pressing down on our helmets as much as we could, and Ruba was slightly stumbling, as if her nose had completely gone.

After escaping from a market that was twice as dirty as the back alleys of the Kingdom Alliance, we were finally able to arrive at the deepest part of this world.

“... Welcome. I heard the story.”

Was he a former sailor, or maybe he was a pirate?

We were guided to the office of the head of the back alley, decorated in the shape of the inside of a ship, and met a rough-looking man with a face full of scars, who was quite different from Tarator.

However, one thing that was surprising was that the man had his eyes completely closed.

“... Are you blind?”

“Can’t you tell by looking at it?”

The man who was sitting with his legs crossed greeted us without even turning his head.

The attitude is irreverent, but if it isn't, that's even weirder.

The back world is a world of guys.

We are outlaws who invaded this backworld without following its rules.

If we were to consider whether we like or dislike outsiders, we are in a situation where we have no choice but to accept them as unfavorable.

Still, I felt relieved right now.

'First of all, there are no traps. Are you the type of person who would move on if you could get over it with ease?'

The relationship between the gnomes and the puppeteer is simply that of a customer and a merchant, not a relationship of collaboration or domination.

So, the reason they are not hiding their displeasure and are expressing it as it is is simply because they clearly feel the gap in power between themselves and me, so they cannot go out strong and have no choice but to put up a final bluff.

'I thought it would be like this. Ambrosia is a city where the influence of the entire earl family is strong. From the count's perspective, the back alleys of the port city are a place where a tidy income is secretly generated. So, if there was a strong person who tolerated it but was trying to control this place, they would have caught him and executed him right away. So, what is here is the ruler behind the scenes, but at the same time, he is the one who bows down to the earldom. 'He can't be that strong.'

Weaker than Tarator.

I think his skills are half as good as his.

Roughly speaking, among intermediate adventurers, his skills would be in the mid-level, and while Tarator 'survived', this guy is 'just surviving'. It was a strength that could only be imagined.

So, what he is doing is a bravado in order not to be looked down on while his subordinates are watching, and he is internally raising his hand and asking me to please look at him.

“... So, you want customer information?”

“Yes. Give away everything you know. All information about the red-haired woman, her movements and the items she purchased.”

“First of all, you are a customer. I can't tell you that easily.”

As expected, the bravado became stronger.

The hands holding the chair were tense, but it was clear that the palms inside were sweaty.

'Right. I'll let you all know, so you're asking me to at least save face?'

The implicit request was simple.

I can only tell you if you pay a reasonable price.

Or, I will give everything as long as it is followed in the way I want.

The blind man in front of us, the leader of the back alley, was now indicating that to us.

'I'm a little tired, shall we finish?'

However, all I wanted to do was wrap up my work and go back to the castle and get some sleep.

Since I had been fighting against the devil all night long, my mental fatigue had reached its limit.

So, I thought about destroying everything and getting what I wanted, but I decided to follow suit because I thought that if I did too much, the back alley would be destroyed, which would make the count and the puppeteer wary.

“... Then I follow your way.”

“Then, that’s how it should be.”

‘You work hard. 'It brings tears to my eyes.'

After barely reaching an agreement, bragging as best he could, the man sighed in relief and stood up.

thud-

“...”

Startle-

But even for a moment, the guy trembled when he saw Enin putting the anvil hammer under his cloak on the floor and Luba quietly looking at him with a mask with a red face on it.

'I guess he wasn't blind. Is it disguise?'

I raised my hand to stop the two men, and the leader cleared his throat loudly and, while others were watching, called his subordinates and told them to bring in a few people.

“Irim. Is it okay?”

“Yes. We reached an agreement a little while ago. I'm sorry for only making our own demands, so I'm going to follow their methods.”

“Ah, that was it. For a moment, I thought they were attacking me.”

In the meantime, it was a bonus to quietly explain that Enin and Luba had acted without understanding the tacit agreement between me and the leader.

After a short period of time, three men called by the leader came in front of us and brought a large table.

“Nice to meet you. Officer, my name is Radimp.”

In fact, compared to the head guy, this one seems more serious than the head guy.

Although he followed the leader's instructions, he looked straight at me and said that he would not look at me any further.

“If you want to get information, follow our method. This is our final line.”

“... Okay. Try it.”

Nod-

As the officer nodded, the two men who had been called to either side took out medium-sized pouches and poured something out on the table.

Rumbling rumbling-

Then the men turned them over and started to shape them into a mountain.

However, the reason I was a little embarrassed there was because I knew what the men had poured out on the table.

'what? 'Is this a mahjong card?'

Perhaps knowing that I was confused after discovering the mahjong tiles in a completely unexpected place, the man called the officer imposed his conditions on me.

“It’s a game that’s been popular in our organization recently. It’s called [Heavenly Soul], and it’s a game about guessing pictures.”

After the men and the officer who had built up all their losses took turns sitting at the table, the man explained the rules.

“If you win the game, I will tell you everything you want.”

“Good. If that’s the case-”

“Dan.”

“... What is it?”

“The stake is your finger.”

        
            The stakes are your fingers.

What the officer said was simple, yet terrifying.

“... Okay. I don't know anything about this game, so please tell me more.”

However, there was no reason to back down.

When I turned around, I saw the chief staring at the back of the officer's head as if he were looking at a crazy person, but the officer remained calm.

I guess this is just this man's stubbornness.

No matter who he was, even if the head had told him in advance to treat the customers roughly and give them what they wanted, a man who had devoted his life to one thing had his own way of stubbornness.

‘If you want to kill and take it, then take it. But that will become possible after you, without my help, find out the location of the safe that only I know is hidden in various back alleys. Even if I can't do it, it will take another month.'

The determination seen in the burning eyes was a strong will that I could not dare to treat recklessly.

then,

If you have a firm will to say that you are everything to the other person,

It is a fight between men and men to accept that will head on.

“Score starts with a total of 50,000 points. Every time you lose 10,000 points, you cut off a finger.”

thud-

“Do you think there has ever been a case where someone came without even a single finger to begin with? I see that the standard is set at 50,000 points, which is one finger out of 10,000 points. What were you going to do if I only had 4?”

When the man sees his dagger on the table, I also take off my gauntlets and show my fingers to show that the stakes are high.

“If you only have 4, you'll have to get the fingers from somewhere else.”

“Easier said than done.”

Afterwards, take some time to look at the atmosphere surrounding the table.

It's the plan they laid out, and the conditions they imposed.

So, since they came here knowing that there was a high possibility that things could turn into fraud, they were fully entitled to ask questions and hear answers, and they acknowledged that as well.

'I wonder what I can do if they don't acknowledge it in the first place.'

So, we ask about the correlation between fingers and scores.

“By the way, it’s 50,000 points. I said it was one finger per 10,000 points, but does that mean there is no point recovery in this game?”

“Yes. Lost points can be recovered. The game either goes around in a circle until the set sequence is complete, or it ends when someone's score is completely ruined.”

“Pail?”

“The bucket flips over, meaning there are no more points to pay.”

“Okay. Then next question. For example, if I lose 10,000 points and lose my finger, and win 10,000 points again, I would like to know if I get my finger back or if I lose that finger.”

“Both. If you lose 10,000 points and win 10,000 points, you can take the finger of the person who scored 10,000 points and your own severed finger. However, you can return your fingers after the game is over.”

“... Ah, if you win a point, you get the lost finger back, but you can go to the temple and receive healing magic to attach it to it after the game is over, that's what you're saying.”

“I understand well.”

I was a little late in understanding the concept of instant attachment.

A world with temples and healing magic.

As long as you pay a reasonable price, you can attach any part of the body, such as the eyes or brain, to a finger, unless it is a part of the body that needs to be handled with care by skilled people.

As a person suffering from a mental illness, all I could do was restore the body using the concept of repair, otherwise the method was to grind the body, so it was too late for me to understand.

“... I want to see some blood.”

“We will prepare a small table next to you for your fingers, so you can cut them there.”

Look around both sides.

It was probably a four-player game, but even excluding the officer in front, two more people were approaching and preparing the game.

They were brought in with a man called an officer.

To be exact, rather than preparing, you may be pretending to prepare and thoroughly checking your deception.

'It seems like these guys are the gamblers of this organization.'

He was talking about putting his finger on the line, but looking at his calm expression, he seemed to be confident.

So, since they are preparing hard anyway, I also try to find an opening to win by making the conditions a little more clear, just like I did with The Seven against Paradox.

“Let’s check in a little more detail. What are the conditions for defeat?”

“The point at which all fingers disappear.”

“Do you mean 0 points?”

“Yes.”

There seems to be no answer right now.

Since I didn't know exactly how the game would play out, there seemed no possibility of winning at all.

'It would be easier if I could hit it with my body.'

The fact that it's over when the score becomes 0 also means that they are fully prepared to get the score to 0 from the beginning.

But the officer also knew that, so he was able to take his time.

so,

He made a mistake.

Big mistake.

“Well, it’s a game that’s too harsh for beginners.”

I don't know what made his heart move.

Even though they knew they couldn't do anything with their own strength, the fact that this was their territory may have instilled confidence in them.

Otherwise, it could have been because he was a person who was very absorbed in the game itself, and thought that as an expert, he couldn't lose against a beginner no matter what.

Otherwise, I might have made that mistake because I thought he was scared because he couldn't read my still expression because of the helmet.

Anyway, what is certain is that they made the most fatal mistake, and that they relaxed the conditions that would inevitably lead to victory for me.

Immediately after the man finishes answering, he holds up his other hand and says that there are exceptions.

“However, since it appears to be your first time playing this game, we will take a look at it. Regardless of the customer's score, we will calculate even a score below 0.”

“... That sound means you can lose 50,000 points, offer up five fingers, and then walk with the other hand again-”

“Additionally, try walking from your toes to your eyes. If you have the confidence to do it.”

After saying that, the officer took off his hood.

What was then visible was both of his ears, which were hidden by the hood.

'I guess you've bet on that before.'

Both ears were cut off and left bare.

Perhaps, even though his ear was cut off, he never backed down from the board and won by staying until it was too late to receive healing magic, or it could have been a lesson learned from gambling on board where he could not receive healing magic right away.

“If you want something, try to take it, even if it means risking something precious.”

Sigh-

The facial expression of someone bragging that I have more experience than you.

I get excited by the confident expression on my face.

so,

I thought if I was going to do it, I would finish it.

‘Mahjong. It's a game I've never even thought about learning.'

A game called Heavenly Soul here.

I know it exists, but I have no idea about the rules.

So, I told them to tell me the rules, and soon a man put an old-looking piece of paper into my hands.

“An oriental board game that came to us through Red Purge. This is the 3rd year that we have been doing this, and I wrote this rulebook myself because my subordinates also wanted to try it, so please read it carefully if you don't want to lose your fingers.”

The rulebook was in my hands.

However, no matter how much I looked at it, it didn't enter my mind.

'Ah, this seems like a troublesome game.'

I understood that it was a game where you had to guess the pictures roughly.

'For the head, you need one thing with two identical looking things attached, and for the body, you need to collect four things with consecutive numbers or a collection of the same things.'

But I can't remember this station at all.

'station. It's a station... You want me to remember this right away? You can't do it? If Peria were here, she would have memorized everything on the spot and asked them to play a few rounds among themselves as a demonstration, then she would have intervened, but I can't do this.'

At times like this, I miss Peria, but I can't rely on Peria because she has her own problems.

But that doesn't mean Enin and Luba can't play such a dangerous game again.

so I-

Swish-

I decided to just give it a try.

If the goal is to win anyway, the conditions are sufficient.

widely-

He throws the rulebook he had been looking at for about 10 minutes on the table and declares.

“Good. Let’s get started.”

“... What?”

“Didn’t you hear? I asked to play a game.”

It's a finger game.

In particular, since it must be the first game you play, you need to take your time and learn it slowly, and it is clear that it would have been impossible for them to memorize everything in one day.

Even though they were the ones who introduced such a bad taste, they were embarrassed when I casually threw away the rulebook.

But even for a moment.

If you are provoked, paying the appropriate price is something that all self-respecting people, not just those in the back alleys, have in common.

So, they gritted their teeth and sat down in their assigned seats at the game board, burning their fighting spirit and rolling up their sleeves.

thud-

There was blood on the small wooden box the officer put down on one side of the table.

It was originally a box intended to hold cigarettes, such as cigars, but seeing the blood on it, it appears that it was probably used to hold fingers instead of cigarettes.

Well, well, well, well, well.

“... Don't regret it.”

“You can’t regret it.”

Provocations that have no psychological impact at all are a bonus.

I answered by taking the card into my hand, just like they did.

However, it was a bonus to ask them one thing right before the game started.

“Hey officer.”

“... Why do you do that?”

“Please give me a bucket.”

“Bucket?”

“Yes. pail. Oh, if I say this, you won’t understand me again? A steel barrel with a handle, and a slightly larger one. Yes.”

“... Can I ask why?”

“Any amount.”

“Why are you asking for that?”

“If you want to hold a lot of fingers, a wooden box seems a bit insufficient.”

        
            The game lasted 3 hours.

It was quite long.

If you decide to win, it's a game where you can score as little as 1,000 points or as much as 30,000 points at once, and even though the stakes were only a finger, it was still long.

“Ron. 24000.”

“... OMG-”

‘I lost again. Did you say you were stung at a time like this?'

24000 points.

I don't know what it was, but I could clearly tell that I had completed something difficult.

Dora WestSouth■■■

[①②③ ⑤⑤ ■Northeast■ East West West]

'So, the 4 North tiles were gathered together while shouting something, and they had a bonus called Dora, and there were 3 East tiles, and 3 West tiles, and those were also Dora, and the remaining tiles were round... Total defeat? This is a dog with 1, 2, 3 in a row, and it was holding the number 5, and it was red, and I put another 5 on it, so it got stung. It's so damn difficult. Anyway, I know it's strong.'

I just lost two fingers because of that.

But I'm not the one crying.

As for me, I was at my limit of drowsiness, and I was just bored with the game, the rules of which I had yet to memorize, but the expressions on the faces of the guys who were going to take my fingers became even more serious.

Of course, if you think about it, it had to be that way in the first place because this was their last trick.

It doesn't matter how many tricks you have prepared or how bad your hand habits are.

If it's a trick with a set number of repetitions, you can do it until the number of repetitions runs out. If you have bad hand habits, you can tire yourself out until you can no longer use those hand habits.

And, I exhausted everything.

I may still be able to do more with my hand habits, but at least it means that I have now shaken off all the cards that I would have stored under the table or somewhere in my sleeve.

So, in a way, it was natural for them to look at me with anxious eyes, as I was sweating and my fingers flew off again from this point on.

'Either way, you'll have to pay with your fingers.'

Still, that's not my part-time job, so I follow the rules and pay them the finger.

“Luba.”

“Yes!!!”

Stretch out your arm, place it on the table next to you, spread out two fingers, and call Luva.

OK-

bang!

Without hesitation, Luba's hatchet struck down my finger and cut it off.

Suddenly-

As I push the hatchet aside, two fingers fall into the bucket.

Tuk-

Yes.

Not the sound of a patter falling into a bucket, but the sound of fingers lightly falling on top of a pile.

“This is too full, I think I need to change it.”

As he wakes up with the pain of having his finger cut off, he calmly points to a bucket.

“... I see. I have to change it...gun.”

I could feel the officer's answer shaking.

The 80 or so fingers in the bucket next to me are all mine.

It's a meaningless finger that they obtained after working hard and gambling fraudulently for the past three hours.

It hurts, it hurts.

It definitely hurts.

However, for me, who had been fighting the devil to the death all night long just a few hours ago, I can endure this much pain.

In particular, the mental fatigue is so great that I don't feel the pain of having my finger cut off that much, perhaps because of the narcotic effect.

Above all-

It is a great help that if you exercise your regenerative ability to the fullest, pain can be suppressed in an instant.

Slurp-

“Ah, it’s new. Shall we try again?”

So I held the mahjong tile with my fingers that had grown back thanks to my regenerative ability.

I've been doing this for 3 hours.

What if you don't know the rules of the game?

What if the stake is your finger?

Unlike those guys, I have a stake that never runs out.

'It's a failure on your part to allow people to use only their fingers as stakes, excluding the score.'

...Kwadang-

“... Kaiyan, I can see the card.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.”

In the end, one of the gamblers, who had been unable to hide his nervousness for about 20 minutes, accidentally knocked over his card and received a warning from an officer.

The current state of their fingers wasn't bad.

The officer lost one finger.

The guy on the right lost 3 things.

The guy on the left lost two.

‘I don’t know the rules. I don't know, but thanks to them, I was able to win a few rounds.'

The rules of the game are simple.

If you match the picture and it can be recognized as a score, the score can range from 1,000 to 10,000 or more.

In that case, there was no need to bother memorizing the rules.

I just give them my fingers until I can reproduce the more than 10,000 paintings that they are trying to steal from me from the beginning.

“The game is really fun. Although I lost a lot of my fingers.”

When I said that for the fourth time in a row while collecting cards of the same color, the guy on the right trembled.

“But how do you do it? Even if I lose a finger, it comes back right away, so shouldn't you guys start looking for a healing center or something?”

I know why they pointed their finger at me.

Anyway, you can attach a finger if you go to a place like a temple that provides treatment.

In particular, the Dunpriest Count family is a priestly family, and it is said that they have their own healing center within the city and can use recovery magic.

So even if your finger is cut off, you will be able to glue it back on if you pick it up within an hour or two.

However, the time limit is one to two hours, and if it exceeds that, healing of the wound becomes slower or becomes impossible.

'And it's just been three hours. 'I guess they're starting to think they're in danger too?'

Gamblers in the back alleys who would quickly rob me and decide to run to the healing center even if they ended up cutting off their fingers.

Those guys are probably breaking out in a cold sweat for the first time while working as gamblers, thanks to having met the wrong person.

“... Ah.”

Startle-

At that moment, something seemed to happen.

[三三四五五六六七七七八八九九]

It's clear that it looks pretty, has only one type of card, and has neat numbers.

So, I held up the rulebook and asked Enin behind me to look at my hand. Enin looked at it for a while and then calculated the score.

“... So - I declared a lich as the leader. A game of peace. Because I collected two identical cards... I, Ifeko? It says so. Since we gathered them all in the same color, it's a wedding day...?”

“... It is all blue. A higher station written much lower than that.”

“... Ah! Yeah, that's right! I almost made a mistake. Anyway, if you calculate it that way, the total is 24,000 points.”

“They say so?”

Jagrak-

Turn the card over and show it to the guys.

At least they are not trying to scam people while they are watching with open eyes.

“... That's right. 24000 all, 8000 points per person.”

The officer checked the score with a slightly trembling voice.

“Then, because of this, my score went down again... Now. Give me your finger. One per person, three in total.”

Finally, it came to fruition once again.

I followed exactly what they did, and if I tried several times, the same picture would come out at least once.

'The exchange fee is bad. I passed 80 fingers, but has that person over there now lost 8 fingers? 'I've staked at least one hand, so if I subtract 8 from 15... I still have to cut 7 more.'

I think the road is a bit long.

It took 3 hours and now half of their stake has been used up.

But I also felt like it might be time for them to step down.

“...”

“What are you doing? Cut it quickly.”

I looked at the three people holding daggers and only watching me, and urged them to cut off my fingers.

In the end, the guys continued to watch for a while, and finally, one guy made up his mind, gritted his teeth, and raised a dagger to cut off his finger.

“Stop.”

The officer stopped him and stood up.

“... I lost. Please tell me everything you want.”

In the end, the one who bowed his head was over there.

It took too long to figure out that I had messed with the other person, but I also didn't have enough pride to keep doing this any longer.

“I'll tell you everything about the red-haired woman.”

“... The game isn't over yet? The condition was until all the stake was used up, wasn't it?”

“... I won't make any excuses. If it's a shame, I know it's a shame. However, let alone any resentment, I will not utter a single curse word even if you leave. It is our defeat.”

Taking time to slowly create a sense of fear was successful.

Even if you had told them to bow down and destroy everything right from the beginning, they would have fought to the death instead.

So, I took their suggestions within a reasonable range and told them what fear was.

Fingers were cut off, fingers were cut off, fingers were cut off endlessly.

It hurt.

However, I could tolerate this much.

The ability to regenerate occurs immediately after a finger is cut off, and it also has the effect of quickly alleviating pain sensation.

So, to them, I only felt like I was someone who would never die no matter what I did.

Unlike themselves, who had a clear ending if they decided to lose, it was a condition they made by mistake, but as an unknown opponent, they had to pay the price without fail.

“Good. Then just wait 10 minutes.”

“... I understand.”

The officer snapped his fingers, and the five gang members standing on the wall approached him, heard him whisper, and ran out.

I went to get all the information about the puppet master that had been passed down from the organization so far.

“...”

There was an awkward silence for a moment, and the officers and gamblers were about to completely retreat from the table.

“Where are you going?”

“... Yes?”

“You have to pay the price.”

“Ha, but you said it was the end-”

“The end is the end, and before I declare it to be the end, I have to take what I have won.”

I called them over and asked Ruba for the hatchet-

bang!

I hit the hatchet right in the middle of the table.

“Don’t even think about running away from the subject of gambling with people’s fingers.”

The fingers held out by those who wanted to gamble with their fingers.

There were probably quite a few fingers from other people besides me.

So, I didn't like that.

'You guys should keep what you say. Are you trying to back out because it's at a disadvantage?'

My way is to treat others the same way they show me.

“Now, one by one, come forward and hold out your hands.”

So, I followed suit, cut off the remaining three fingers, and returned to Yeongju Castle with information about the puppeteer.

        
            I got valuable information from a back alley.

A red-haired woman believed to be a puppeteer.

From the perspective of those in the back alleys, Mabel is known as a scholar made up of women and their relatives who have been active in the county of Ambrosia for several generations, approximately 100 years.

It is said that Mabel often bought ingredients that only wizards often buy in the back alleys, and sometimes even magical tools used by alchemists.

Most of them were items that were not widely distributed within the empire or were completely banned, so they were always purchased at regular intervals.

However, the reason why the guys in the back alley thought Mabel was a revenge figure was also clear.

Over a period of 100 years, Mabel always came in with the pass issued at the beginning of the back alley, and her face was slightly different each time she disappeared and reappeared, and her body type and hairstyle were also subtly different, making her a completely different person. He said he never thought of that.

'Actually, the reason that happened was because Mabel subtly modified the doll's body instead of keeping it the same every time, so it wasn't discovered. In addition, the guys in the back alleys have a good sense of vision, but the reason they didn't get caught was probably because they also used magic tools to hinder awareness.'

I thought it was like that.

However, Mabel's actions afterwards were a bit incomprehensible to me.

'So after buying things at the market, the woman left for Yeongju Castle.'

‘Toward Yeongju Castle? 'Isn't it somewhere deeper in the basement or back alley?'

Mabel was not hiding herself.

There were ordinary citizens who said they had seen her a few times around here, and I also heard stories from street vendors who said they had seen Mabel, a woman with pretty red hair, a few times along the road from Yeongju Castle to the back alley.

'Have you obtained a clear false identity? Based on that, this city is planning something. But what are you aiming for? If they have been active in this city for several years at intervals since 100 years ago, it means that they have planned something quite grandiose.'

For now, Mabel is not treating humans as mere materials with her identity revealed like before, but is clearly blending into the city as a human being and operating under disguise.

That was all the information I had about Mabel, so I decided to return to the castle, thinking that I would have to talk to other people for a long time.

However, if there is a problem-

I had to lighten Enin's mood while going up the hill leading to the lord's castle.

“Enin... I'm really sorry. I couldn't help it.”

“There was nothing I could do. Do you really think it was the best?”

“No... Still, I thought it was a very good decision at the time. I had no idea that Enin was crying that much...”

Enin sulked.

To make an ugly excuse, he was wearing a helmet and I didn't know because he was standing behind me.

“3 hours, 3 hours straight, I was watching Lee Rim’s finger get cut off. Do you understand how I feel?”

“That... I'm sorry. I really have nothing to say.”

I understood.

If the opposite were true and Ennin had been sitting in my seat and kept cutting off my finger no matter how many times it grew, it would have been truly heartbreaking.

“I’m sorry...”

“... That's it. Because I know that’s the best.”

Sniff-

In the end, Enin shed tears on the street.

As I lower my head and see the tears flowing down my cheeks, I realize that even though I have sinned, I have committed a big sin.

“... I'm so sorry.”

Kkook-

Kneeling down on one knee, the sinner embraced the sun.

“... Please don't do that in the future. At least, when we are watching.”

“I promise.”

“Please don’t forget that we value Lee Rim just as much as you value us.”

“... Yes.”

It stayed like that for a while.

Until Enine puts her head on my shoulder and raises her head again, I quietly stroke her head whether others are looking or not.

“Uh...Uh...”

And all the while, Ruba was fidgeting next to him.

“Sin... I'm sorry...”

Perhaps the face behind the mask is contemplative.

Ruba, with her usual loud voice, is gone, and all I see in front of me is a small, trembling fox.

Ruba, with her ears and tail hanging down to their limits, lowers her head like Enin and continues to intertwine her fingers, unable to speak.

“... No. There's nothing wrong with Luba. Rather, I should apologize. I’m sorry Luba.”

“Lord, Bishop...”

“Luba is my knight. I acted appropriately.”

Luba cut my finger for 3 hours straight.

At the time, we just thought that we had to show them how scary we were, and Ruba was the right person for that role.

Enin stands quietly and announces the existence of the anvil hammer in his cloak and warns the people around him that if they do anything foolish, he will blow up the whole place.

I sit quietly and join in on their fraudulent gambling, pointing my finger over and over again until all the numbers I have are gone.

And standing next to me, wearing a mask that felt creepy depending on the situation, and a mask that looked even scarier in the situation where I was gambling on cutting off my finger in an alley, it was Ruba, who hit my finger with an ax without a moment of hesitation.

The reason the officer declared surrender about an hour earlier than I expected was largely due to the fear that came from Luba, who continued to cut off his fingers according to my orders without the slightest hesitation.

So Ruba simply followed what I said, and it was me who was wrong, so there was no reason for her to apologize.

That's what I thought, but when Luba said what she said, I finally realized why she felt so sorry.

“Ha, but... I accidentally cut off a few more fingers...!!!”

“... Ah.”

“... Ah, indeed. It was like that. Ruba.”

When Enin looked to the side, Luba lowered her head.

If that's not enough, he kneels down, squats down on the ground, and covers his head.

In fact, when Luba was gambling, he made a big mistake, but since the target was me, he made a mistake that was not that fatal.

While the gambling was in full swing, it was the moment when the guys lost the points and cut off the fingers.

'Luba.'

'yes!!!'

As I did a moment ago, I put my hand on the table and Luba hit the ax.

bang!

but,

There were three severed fingers.

'...?'

The first person to be surprised was the officer.

An officer in a position to look directly at me.

When I saw that, I wondered why he did that.

And then I looked to the side and realized that.

The score I lost was 16000 points.

Since there was a previous minus, the only thing that needs to be cut off is 2 fingers.

Grumble-

Clink!

On the other hand, what Luba cut off and pushed aside into the bucket were three fingers.

'...?!'

'...?'

'...!!!'

The officer looked at it with a shocked face, and I, too, saw that another finger was missing for some reason, and even though I was sleepy, I worked hard to calculate it to see if I had lost more points without realizing it, and Luba threw the severed finger in the bucket. I noticed it too late.

'... Well, it doesn't matter.'

I passed over that rigid atmosphere without any problem.

Everyone was embarrassed, but even that was taken advantage of.

Pretending that Ruba's mistake wasn't a mistake.

Rather, they packed Luva.

'Because it happens all the time.'

Click-clack-

He muttered a quiet word and grabbed the mahjong tile again.

and,

With that alone, they misunderstood Ruba enough to do what I wanted.

Luba realizes that she made a mistake and doesn't know what to do.

However, he is wearing a mask and a cape.

So in the eyes of these guys, Luba was just a mercenary who cut off one more finger as a protest, saying that he just kept cutting off fingers with an ax, and that he should not continue the game in this boring way, but rather wipe out all of them right now. It appears in appearance.

'I think that's probably the biggest reason why they surrendered an hour earlier than I expected.'

So what Ruba did was actually the biggest thing that happened today.

I was already very sleepy, and all I wanted to do was hurry back to Yeongju Castle and meet everyone, but they pushed me back another hour.

“... Well, something like that happened, but it ended well in the end, so let's consider ourselves fortunate.”

“Bishop...”

Luba was right next to Enin, so I stretched out my hand and it immediately touched her head.

Then, he placed his hand on her back and made Luba come close to him along with Enin.

“... Thank you both, Ruba and Enin.”

He hugs them both tightly and stands up.

“... From now on, please cherish your body. Of course, I'm not saying you should always do that. Thank you for choosing the right time.”

“Yes. I’ll keep that in mind.”

“... Lord, Bishop, I too will be more conscious from now on-”

“Yes. Luba is fine too, so don’t feel guilty. Rather, it was thanks to Luba that things got resolved easily today. The first time Ruba heard me, she cut off my finger without any doubt, and thanks to that, the job ended successfully. So, please continue to work hard.”

“... Yes!! I’ll do my best!!!”

After making peace with the two people, he goes straight to Yeongju Castle.

Since we entered the back alley early in the morning, there were still about 2 hours left until lunch.

I thought that I could just sleep as I was when I returned to Yeongju Castle, wake up, eat lunch, and get a good night's sleep for about two more hours before working.

'I'll think about the devil for a bit, and now I'll have to consult on how to assassinate Ingrid and the matriarch. As for the story about the puppeteer... let's tell it to Ingrid too. I don't know what it's doing, but it's definitely going to get in the way.'

I heard that the room that had been prepared for the twins to sleep was the room next to Thistle, Hwarim, and Astesia.

That was the moment I took off, thinking that since I had vaguely memorized the geography, I could just keep walking like this and turn the corner.

“... Oh my-”

“Ah, Mr-”

thud!

While I was constantly fighting against Suma, I ended up colliding with a woman who was turning a corner carrying an armful of something.

“Sorry about this-”

“Some bastard made me-”

My apology and the woman's high-pitched swearing actions stopped the moment we saw each other.

“... Puppeteer?”

“... Are you really that guy?”

So close that your nose can touch it.

What we found was a puppeteer standing proudly with flowing red hair.

“... Tsk!”

“... Damn soul disease!”

Chop!

Chop! Chop!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

At the same time, Luba, Enin, and I drew our weapons, and the puppeteer also covered his body with red magic.

        
            Horok-

gulp-

Ingrid lightly pours the tea down her throat and expresses her thoughts to the Count's twins.

“The tea tastes good. Kikikick.”

“I’m glad you liked it.”

“Even the elders of the family like the car my sister rides.”

“Sometimes I wonder if the elders are not accepting of my jokes, but I am only happy if the elders like it that much.”

“No, no. It's great. I am also someone who lives in the capital, and I have followed Bishop Setias to various families here and there to say hello. There is also Hwangseong. I can assure you that the car that Miss Azalea drove is comparable to the car that I was treated to at the Imperial Palace, so I would like to answer. Kikikick.”

“If you say so, thank you very much.”

“Thank you so much for praising my sister. Witch Hunter.”

Sigh-

The twins' smiles hit Ingrid's face.

It's a brightness that seems to be embedded in Yook Mang-seong's eyes, beyond the sunglasses.

However, that's why Ingrid found it so creepy.

'I feel bad as expected. Even when the aftermath of the Bishop's fight with the Greater Demon inside the Sanctuary was shown, it was less stomach-churning than this, and it's the worst.'

The location is the twins' room facing south of the castle.

The only people who have a room facing south where they can see the sun every morning are people who are the head of the family, or people who are favored by the head of the family, or children who are loved like the twins in front of Ingrid.

Ingrid wanted to talk to someone from the Count family, so she went to see them.

There is the matriarch, Heritage, and the secondary matriarch, Remain Dawn Priest.

However, there are many people other than the adults, so the reason Ingrid came to visit the twins, Arentia Dawn Priest and Azalea Dawn Priest-

It was because Ingrid had one suspicion about the count family.

“So, why did you come to us?”

“Do you need anything? If so, please tell me.”

Although it was only a two-day period, Ingrid, who had been looking closely at Ambrosia and the Dawn Priest family since entering the county, assumed that she could only find out about this question through the twins.

“I want to ask you something about the Count family.”

“About our family? In that case, it would be better to ask the elders.”

“I don’t know what you’re curious about, but if our inexperienced answers are enough, we’ll try our best.”

“But don’t have high expectations. As I have said repeatedly, we are immature children.”

'immaturity. It's immature... It's not good to force it too much. Because you will be exposed as a false immaturity. Of course, if this is meant as a warning about what to do even if you find out, you should take a step back. Ki kick-'

Ingrid pretends to be immature, imitating her immature appearance from the first time they met until now. I asked a direct question to the two twins I thought were giving birth.

“What is the reason why the Dunpriest family has disappeared from the royal family until now?”

““...””

The twins were silent for a moment in response to the question, which was clearly more than somewhat rude.

Their expressions in Ingrid's eyes change.

Arentia Dawn Priest had a mature yet playful expression from her older brother's perspective.

Azalea Dawn Priest, who is acting like a younger sister and is a twin, but has her arms crossed as equals to Arentia.

The two of them had the usual childlike expressions, full of playfulness, and sometimes a bit of maturity, but because they were still adults, their childish expressions changed to expressionless expressions and answered Ingrid.

“If you ask me about it-”

“I must answer that the Count’s family needed a long recovery time.”

“Recovery time, you mean?”

“Yes.”

“A long, long time, that is.”

“Recovery for what? The Dunpriest County I know has never been declared an all-out war against other races, even if you search through its entire history starting from the most recent Great War.”

“The story goes further up than that.”

“That’s right. The recovery we are talking about, there was someone else who made that recovery necessary.”

Speak in a calm voice.

Because I am not a party in any way.

Since the two twins are not ancestors, they just tell Ingrid the story they heard.

Although it is a family history, it is clearly a story that is only passed down orally to them.

but,

This was the story as it should be, and Ingrid was able to capture the subtle awkwardness because she faced the two twins right in front of her eyes.

'That's strange. 'It's full of emotion.'

The twins' calm voices that Ingrid heard clearly contained deep emotions that could only be heard from the person involved.

“Dun Priest is a family that has protected the imperial clan from demons rebelling against the empire for generations.”

“Because of our family of priests, the royal family was able to sleep peacefully from the curse.”

“But that’s just it. Even with our help, the only thing the royal family was able to do was drive the devil into the sanctuary.”

“In the end, the imperial family declared the founding of a nation, leaving the sanctuaries where demons were sleeping throughout the empire.”

“You could say it was an incomplete founding of the country. Proclaiming the founding of a nation while placing the devil within the empire's territory.”

“Oh, excuse me. Still, this could be a criticism of the royal family. Please pretend you didn’t hear it. These are just words spoken by immature children of the count family.”

“That’s right. Because it's a young age. That's just what we think, but the elders of the family definitely want to serve the royal family wholeheartedly, right?”

The two twins hold each other's hands in front of Ingrid.

They continue talking with sad expressions, with their foreheads touching each other.

“The imperial family, who proclaimed the founding of a nation with such evil in mind, later received even more high-ranking protection from the plague saint of the Red Purge, who bowed her head to the empire-”

“We no longer need to accumulate knowledge for the members of the imperial family.”

“But that’s just our position-”

“The demons trapped in the sanctuary have often targeted us.”

“The royal family that pushed them to the point of declaring sanctuary, and the Dawn Priest family that gave the royal family the power to face the devil.”

“So, this time, they are not the royal family, but the ones who helped the royal family to exist safely as the imperial family. They cursed our ancestors and targeted only our family.”

““That's why we hid ourselves from the world and avoided their eyes by not even revealing our names.””

The twins looked at Ingrid at the same time and chorused.

“... Is that so? understand. Ki kick.”

Ingrid saw that and-

I was convinced that their casual lies were absolutely not the truth.

‘You’re not good at acting, are you? An attitude that is no different from reciting something that was decided in advance. I don't know if he looked down on me, or if he thought it was a reasonable excuse and it was enough.'

While I was agonizing over taking another sip of tea, this time the twins moved.

Twins' room.

This is exactly the room where Ingrid was guided by a soldier when she said she wanted to meet two people.

Seeing that there was only one bed, one of the two rooms and the view of the room were so plain that it was impossible to tell whose room it was with just the little information.

“If your questions have been resolved, I hope you can rest at ease.”

Still, Ingrid got what she wanted.

At least, they had already prepared enough excuses to hide their identities from the royal family, and in fact, they had lied a little while ago to avoid revealing the hidden truth.

‘This should be enough. I think some of the bishop's group still feel guilty about killing the head of the count family, but just letting them know will help ease that feeling a little.'

Slurp-

Click-

That's when Ingrid drank the remaining tea and was about to leave.

Before she got up, Arentia moved and opened the window, and Azalea went to the piano on one side of the room and sat down on the chair.

“Hehehehe~”

Just like that, the sweet performance began with Azalea's nasal voice.

“Oh, it's been a while, so please, since we've answered our questions, please accept our questions as well.”

“... Yeah, whatever. That’s it.”

However, due to Arentia's repeated words, Ingrid had no choice but to stop herself from getting up and trying to leave the room.

and-

Arentia's question was asked along with Azalea's performance.

“You, you people, those with fast beating hearts, what did you come here for?”

“...!”

At that moment, Ingrid's eyes changed.

The twins know.

Among the witch hunters from Lihere, several people, including Ingrid, were not ordinary humans.

And they were using that as an excuse to say that if they dug into their family any further, they would use it as a weapon.

So Ingrid became a little impatient.

‘The identity has been discovered. No, I wasn't caught. I'm not saying this with convincing evidence, I'm just guessing. But that's already dangerous. So should I kill them both here? I've never done it before, but would I use magic to turn him into a puppet and manipulate him like nothing is wrong? However, it may be possible for a few days, but the problem lies after that. And- now the question is whether I can kill these two by myself.'

I knew because I wrote down a hex spell just in case.

Rooms on either side of the twins' residence.

There were four Black Lions waiting there.

'I wondered why the window was opened, but I guess it was to let the sound out.'

They appear to be quietly sitting on a chair and resting, but the moment Ingrid tries to make a move, they are close enough to immediately break down the wall and subdue her.

Sigh-

The twins laugh, and Ingrid laughs.

They laugh at each other, and Ingrid gets even more heated by it -

It was a moment when I was trying to calmly decide whether I should use all my power and even kill the Black Lions to maintain the secret.

Quaaa!

“... Huh?”

A huge roar sounded from somewhere in the castle, and Ingrid and the twins' attention turned to the source of the sound.

If something unexpected happens, it is urgent to figure it out quickly.

“... Excuse me.”

Therefore, Ingrid got up from her seat to go to the place where the sound came from, and the twins followed her and went to check the cause of the sound.

Just then, there were other members of the earl family in the hallway, and when they arrived at the source of the sound, what they saw was-

Three members of the church pointed a magic sword, an anvil, and a hatchet at puppeteer Mabel,

It looked like a Pendragon struggling to block all the attacks in front of Mabel.

        
            We tried to kill him for sure.

I am the puppeteer's eyebrow.

Enin takes on the body of a puppeteer.

Luba swung the weapon, aiming for the puppeteer's neck.

However, all of that was blocked by just one sword.

Kaaang!

'what-'

Just before the three weapons aimed at Mabel touched our bodies, we stopped holding our weapons when we saw the figure of Pendragon caught in the middle.

“Khmmm...”

Pendragon was kneeling between Mabel and us.

He, holding the sword, groaned and made us slowly put down our weapons, which he blocked with his sword.

“... Pendragon?”

“... For now-”

The old man raised his arm and showed it to Mabel, indicating his intention to withdraw his magic power, and Mabel quietly followed his words.

However, if there was a problem,

Pendragon's words could not end normally.

“Who are you guys?”

“... I'm really going crazy.”

Even though Pendragon saw us brandishing a weapon and stopped us while protecting the Puppeteer, he treated both us and Mabel like strangers.

“The red-haired girl over there.”

“... What is it?”

“Do you know where my glaive is?”

“... Glaive? Ah, old man, I saw you carrying a weapon that looked like a spear before. Are you talking about that?”

“Yes, that’s right. That's my original weapon, I think I left it next to the bed, but it wasn't there.”

“Why are you looking for that from me? I don’t know.”

“Really? Too bad. ...But you've seen me before? That's fascinating. It's my first time seeing you.”

“... He really is an old man with fucking dementia.”

Mabel already knew Pendragon and treated him as if she was bothered.

Was it just a coincidence?

Pendragon, who found us brandishing weapons, ran in without understanding the meaning but based on his own judgment that murder should not occur within the lord's castle.

However, my skills were not good.

He would have died instead of Mabel if the three of us hadn't lost our strength in a hasty attempt to retrieve the weapon.

It would be correct to say that it was the decision of a knight of pilgrimage who pursued justice and cared about the honor of his family, but it was an act of inviting death in the sense that he rushed into such danger even though he had survived until now.

“... What is this?”

People gather late.

Ingrid came first, rolling her eyes intently and trying to understand the situation, followed by the Count's twins.

“What on earth is this- No! What is the situation really?!”

Lately, the deputy owner, Remain Dawn Priest, also appeared and looked surprised when he saw us.

So, speak clearly to the people of the count family.

“... Remain Dawn Priest. You must answer clearly.”

“What were you trying to say when you attacked our family’s guest-”

“Why is the demon of the demon spirit here?”

He called himself a guest.

In that case, what we did now would be like attacking the count's guests, just as Setias attacked the Blue Rose Witch on the first day we arrived in the county.

However, the situation changed with my words.

“Tell me. This woman is a demon that has a truce with the empire, but is clearly still hostile to them. Why is this woman here?”

“... simply a guest. He is a person who can be said to be a wizard from a family that has cooperated with our family since ancient times. He is a trustworthy person.”

“...”

Mabel remained silent and said nothing.

The fact that they were looking at me with a look in their eyes that would kill me if they didn't see me, but leaving it entirely to the Count Priest who defended me, means that there must be a reasonable excuse to get out of this situation.

“Then do you know what those demons did?”

“... Do you know anything? To us, Mabel, the puppeteer, is simply someone who works for the people of the family.”

“Arsmagna, the city of alchemists, was raided. There, he kidnapped numerous alchemists and wizards, killed them, absorbed their magic power, and insulted their deaths.”

“...”

The deputy head cannot say anything.

I don't know if it's true or not, but I am also the princess's knight.

Therefore, as there is a risk in telling lies, there is no reason to give false testimony, so my words will soon become a statement of trust with the halo of the royal family behind me.

“Ha, but-”

Perhaps that's why Bugaju didn't know what to do.

Although many of the family's guardian knights, the Black Lions, arrived later, it could not be denied that the family was protecting a person who had committed an act that could be considered a clear crime that I had revealed.

At that moment, the twins suddenly jumped forward.

“Excuse me for a moment. Additional Lord.”

“Yes. Could you please allow us to add a moment to the matter that arose due to a misunderstanding?”

“... Ah, I understand- No, I understand.”

Bugaju looks at the twins for a moment and then retreats.

Just like that, the twins Arentia and Azalea came in front of us and tried to settle the situation.

They approached Pendragon and smiled at him.

“Pendragon. Well done.”

“That's right. I'm just happy that you've finally done your part to protect our family's guests.”

“... Who are you guys?”

Seeing Pendragon not recognizing the twins at all, the twins erased their smiling expressions and looked at him with a cold expression for a moment.

“... Ouch - But my arm hurts a lot. Is this broken?”

Pain that came late.

Pendragon clutches his arm and complains of pain.

As expected, it was difficult for the body to absorb all the shock.

“... I thought I did my part, but it seems like it was still difficult.”

“A person who abandoned his family and left as a knight. Nevertheless, returning means that people do not change.”

The twins look at Pendragon with cold eyes.

Meanwhile, Aurelia, who was in charge of Pendragon's guardian, appeared through the crowd of people.

“Pay, Pendragon, where else-”

“Aurelia. I'll ask my sister for a favor. Please take Pendragon to the healing room.”

“And please, please keep an eye on me. Because Pendragon is sick.”

“... Do you understand-”

This was the moment when Aurelia, out of breath, received the twins' instructions and was about to respond.

“Your sister is your sister, right?”

“That’s right. I don’t have to be treated with respect from my sister, right?”

“... Okay.”

The same cold gaze as when looking at Pendragon.

He mocked him and had the twins take him to Aurelia.

The two then expressed their support for Mabel to me.

“... Well, Bishop. I'm sorry, but Mabel is a guest of our family.”

“That's right. It doesn't matter if they are demons. Mabel has helped us a lot so far.”

“People from our family exposed to numerous demons. Mabel combined the knowledge we have accumulated with her own knowledge and installed a secret technique to escape from the devil in the castle.”

“So, Mabel is our family’s benefactor. Even if the bishop says that Mabel is someone who should be killed, you should reconsider that.”

“... Is there a good reason?”

“Not there.”

“Ars Magna has a cooperative relationship with the empire-”

“Obviously it is a foreign country and an autonomous country. So, unless a request comes from there to escort Mabel directly for punishment-”

“There is no reason to detain Mabel, who has not committed a crime here, within the empire, under imperial law, unless it is an edict from our family or the imperial family.”

What Mabel did was certainly reprehensible, but the place where it happened was Ars Magna, that is, a foreign country.

So, unless they are asked to hand over Mabel in a diplomatic way, this means that Mabel's status, even if she is not an imperial citizen, is a proper status for the position of a person who gives advice to the family in the Earl of Dunpriest.

The two people's protests did not end there, and instead they gave reasons why I had no choice but to back down.

“First of all, there are people in the empire who are already working for the empire as demons.”

“That’s right. Imperial Sword Lugia. Even though he is a demon, he comes into the gap between humans and is a demon knight who swings his sword at the enemies of the empire in order to gain recognition.”

“There are people like that, and it wouldn’t be a problem if our family also entertained demons.”

“Above all, aren’t there demons among the members of the church who serve Deshade?”

“It’s famous? A person who is a demon, a succubus, and yet is called a saint.”

There are already two demons active in the empire.

One is a demon called the Imperial Sword who moves according to the orders of the imperial family, and the other is Astesia, known to the people as a demon saint.

So the Count family did not do anything wrong.

Even if I claim that the demon puppeteer did something terrible, it is clearly a problem that can be narrowly avoided if you consider whether it is a problem as the twins said, and in a situation where there is no precedent, the two demons have already Since they are active within this empire, they cannot be kicked out simply because they are demons of the demon spirit.

“I won’t go so far as to tell you to get rid of your anger.”

“Still, Mabel is definitely a guest of our family.”

“So, for your sake, please step back now.”

“Otherwise-”

““As a family, we have no choice but to use force to protect our family’s guest and benefactor.””

After speaking, the twins bowed.

However, that was clearly a threat, not a request.

Before we knew it, we could see 30 black lions surrounding us.

They were all older, carrying swords, maces, lances, and halberds, but they were clearly elite members of the earl family with skills beyond those of ordinary knights.

They didn't aim their weapons, but they were fully prepared to attack us the moment the twins said a word.

so-

Now that the demons in the sanctuary had not yet been dealt with, there was no choice but to retreat immediately.

“... Good. But we will watch.”

“Thank you for your understanding.”

“May the bishop’s generosity be blessed and the count’s blessings.”

“However, if I were to give advice to the Earl family, it would not be a good decision to protect someone with a criminal record.”

“... I will keep this in mind.”

“But you don’t have to worry. Mabel is not the type of person to do that.”

“... There is a lot of trust.”

The situation has been resolved.

Mabel left, being led by the twins' hands.

Although he left Biho in the care of the twins without making a single excuse, it seems he had no intention of just disappearing.

Mabel, who was passing by me, said one last thing in my ear in a low voice and disappeared.

“... It's true that I want to kill you, but this isn't the place to do that, so I'll just endure it. Instead, don't stand out. Lee Rim.”

“... That's what I'm going to say. Don't act foolishly and stay calm. Damn puppet master.”

After everyone left, with only the church members and Ingrid remaining, Ingrid was finally able to speak out.

“... I guess it’s a tough relationship?”

“... Yeah, whatever. It's a very tough relationship. It's clear that he shouldn't be here.”

“Hmm... I said they were demons. Why is such a woman here?”

“I don’t know. They say he is a wizard who cooperates with the family, but it is questionable whether that is true.”

“I think so too. I wonder if it is true that the Dawn Priest family, a family that has accumulated knowledge about demons comparable to that of the Red Purge, has a demon puppeteer as its advisor. Kikikick...”

Ingrid gave me a long smile as she saw the count becoming more and more suspicious, and then held out her hand to me.

“ Bishop. You have completed your business well.”

“Yes. Here it is.”

Knowing what that meant, I took a small note out of my pocket and handed it to Ingrid.

Since I was with Enin and Luba for 3 hours, I pulled out as much mulberry as I could.

What we obtained, in addition to information about Mabel, was a map detailing the secret passages of the Lord's Castle, which was necessary to plan the assassination of the head of the family.

“I will leave the planning entirely up to Ingrid and you. If you need anything, please let me know later.”

“I understand. But it might be a little difficult. The twins are very perceptive.”

“... Arentia, Azalea?”

“Yes. Now I know for sure. There is nothing special about the head and head of the household, what you really need to pay attention to are those damn little bastards. If I had to do it anyway, I would want to kill the two twins, not the head of the family, who would die anyway. Kikikkikick-”

'It's bloody.'

I was laughing, but it wasn't a joke, it was sincere.

At least for me, this is the first time I have seen Ingrid lose her temper like this.

“... Well, I don’t think you should do that.”

“... Hmm?”

Ingrid gets angry, but turns her head when she hears what Enin said.

The only problem was that Enin was too close to Ingrid due to what happened a little while ago, so she couldn't see him.

“... I heard that he is a Dawn Priest, a priest family. Are there ghosts in the lord's castle? I can hear your voice but can't see you...”

I almost burst out laughing when I saw Ingrid talking with a very serious expression without noticing the enine under her breasts.

“W, here! Ingrid!”

“... Ah, Ennin. sorry. Because I couldn't see it because of my chest. Kikiki kick.”

In the end, Enin raised her voice and called out to Ingrid, and she was able to find Enin only after walking two steps away.

The two people lower their voices and speak.

“Ah, anyway! That doesn't mean you should kill the twins! What we have to do... is clearly decided.”

“Well, that’s right. Our job is to assassinate the head of the family. I will never forget it. Even if it is a sick old man, since he is the head of the family, he must follow the princess's words.”

Enine, who looked a little confused, and Ingrid, who had calmed down her anger, once again realized that all of this was done by the princess.

While the surroundings became quiet thanks to the fact that no one spoke for a brief, very brief moment, Ingrid moved again.

“Then, I will take the map.”

However, a somewhat obscene method was used.

Ingrid put her body on the map she was holding with her fingers, indicating that I should take it, and put it into her chest.

“Eight-”

Fuuuuk-

Mulkyung-

“Uh, this is crazy-”

There was no time to retreat.

Joowoouk-

Pong!

The hand holding the map was sucked between Ingrid's breasts, and when Ingrid grabbed both arms and squeezed her chest and pulled her arms out, the map disappeared.

“Then, if there is anything that needs to be done, I will talk about it, so please rest in peace. I’m coming~ Bishop, and everyone. Kikikick!”

“... Oh, that’s frivolous! Oh, please don’t use your breasts like that!”

Ingrid quickly ran away from Enin, who immediately protested.

And Ruba, who was watching that scene-

“... I know that!!! There is a carnivorous plant that eats flies, and that’s exactly what it felt like!!!”

I was thinking of my arm and Ingrid's chest, which had been sucked in in an instant, as if it were a flytrap.

“... That's it. I really want to go to sleep now. It's hard to stay awake anymore today.”

In the end, my head was dizzy and I struggled to move towards the bedroom. After saying hello to everyone, I threw myself into the soft bed.

“... What is it really made of?”

However, because of the amazing feeling that remained on my arm, I couldn't fall asleep easily even though I was extremely sleepy.

        
            A guest room in the lord's castle.

Setias was sleeping there.

He is a Dun Priest who does not accept any personal interviews with merchants.

However, in some cases, there may be visits from other families who are serving as margraves, and there is also a possibility that members of the imperial family may visit, so the guest room is always kept neat.

Although it was a room like that, it was strange that Setias was told by the servant cleaning the room that he was the first guest to use this room.

Setias, who unintentionally gave the servants of the lord's castle the experience of being the first guest to use the guest room, woke up thanks to the sunlight shining through the room's window and got out of bed.

'... Did you sleep for about three hours?'

It was just after lunch time that Setias fell asleep.

After waiting for Bishop Lee Rim, who had stayed overnight, I took a walk around the lake in the morning to see if there was a way to get into the church where the witch was hiding.

But there was no way.

All I found out was a few pieces of information.

The name of the church where the witch is hiding is Maillard.

The Maillard Church was clearly part of the sanctuary.

Setias rented a sailboat and tried to approach the mansion located on a cliff on a hill, and the church that could only be accessed through the mansion, by jumping from the edge of the lake, but even that failed.

So, Setias borrowed a large amount of money from the captain, who had said that he did not want to risk the threat, returned the borrowed sailboat, and returned after thinking about a way to get the witch out of the church for a while.

'...I slept too long.'

Immediately after sleeping an hour longer than usual.

The reason is that when he was trying to jump from the end of the sailboat to the church hill, he was blocked by the sanctuary curtain in the air and fell into the lake, wasting a lot of his stamina.

However, even taking that into account, the amount of sleep time is too little, and for Setias, even that time is a waste.

'I tried taking a medicine that didn't require me to sleep at all, but everyone told me not to take it.'

At times like this, I am reminded of a medicine with strong side effects that was sold by an alchemist who visited the church in the past.

'Taking this can suppress your sleep. It can be suppressed... but there are some problems.'

'What is it?'

'It means you will become infertile. If you are a man, your seed will dry out, and if you are a woman, after taking it for a long time, your uterus will be damaged once and blood will pour out, never again...

'Please give it to me.'

'yes?'

'I asked for everything I had-'

‘Oh, no! Bishop! 'You should never eat anything like that!'

'that's right! There is a minimum line for us too! You should never take medicine that makes you give up on a woman like that!'

‘A woman. It doesn't matter to me-'

'''Still!!!'''

'Oh, I understand...'

As for Setias, he wanted to buy a drug to suppress sleep again, although he didn't really care about the side effects, but if he tried to do so even a little, people around him would get very concerned, so he stopped.

“... Lyudmila, are you there?”

Setias, who slowly got up from his seat with the feeling of blood rushing throughout his body, called out to Lyudmila.

...

Squeak-

“-Yes. Bishop. Are you awake?”

After some time had passed, Lyudmila opened Setias' door and came in, her red wolf ears and tail waving.

Ingrid wasn't there, but Setias didn't care.

'Ingrid, I'm sure you're doing well on your own. Although he is easy-going, he is not a nuisance to others.'

In the first place, he is the head of the diocese, and although they are his counselors, it is a position formally established to maintain a superficial balance between the representative and his left and right arm from an external perspective.

In reality, Setias, who does most of the work on his own, only needs Lyudmila as his assistant, so Setias deliberately brought Ingrid and Lyudmila together and made them his secretaries for this external activity.

“What is the trend of witches?”

“No slight movement. I tried to detect the internal structure from a distance, but the power of the sanctuary was still strong. We only confirmed that the witch did not move from one spot.”

“I see. Where is the camp?”

“No complaints from everyone. We have prepared about 150 spare bodies for the bishop. After looking at the situation, we can make more.”

“You worked hard. sorry. It would be nice if I could help too.”

“No. The parish priest is the parish priest. In times like these, it is clearly the responsibility of the parish priest to be present at the Yeongju Castle.”

Lyudmila's words were correct.

Setias Erian is the parish priest.

Even though the Witch Hunters of the Lehi Church came for the sole purpose of capturing witches, she is also the representative of a church.

Therefore, for Setias, as the representative of the church, to stay in the room prepared for the castle as an expression of accepting the favor of the earl family, it was also his responsibility to follow established etiquette to avoid inconvenience to both parties.

“... I see. Then there is nothing we can do.”

So, with Lyudmila's help, Setias dressed neatly in the Witch Hunters' uniform and asked for an additional report.

“Who are the Witches of the Blue Rose?”

“I settled down in an inn far away from Yeongju Castle.”

“I’m glad. As long as it's at a distance where you won't feel their stench. And the purpose, did you find out?”

“Yes. I asked someone from the earl's family, and they told me they didn't want to hide it. It is said that the Blue Rose Witches arrived a day before us and asked the Earl family to take over a new witch.”

“Did you find out what the witches said they would give to the earl's family?”

“There is a special product of the Count family. It is called vertical slope.”

“I’ve heard of it. I remember it right away. We bought that ridiculously expensive cream a few times and gave it as a gift to maintain our friendship with other noble families.”

Setias remembered a cosmetic product that demanded 100 gold per piece, vaguely remembered in the corner of his memory.

I didn't know about the Count Dunpriest until now because I didn't pay any attention to it, but the cosmetics called Cerovital, which I bought in a city called Ambrosia in the name of maintaining relationships with other noble families and groups, were barely worth the money.

'If you tell me to use it, it's a cosmetic I won't use even if I die. I didn't know that those cosmetics were made in Ambrosia Territory.'

To Setias, who had no interest in decoration, he simply seemed like a ghost eating up the already empty finances of the diocese.

“ Among the raw materials for the cream that is said to prevent aging, there is a plant called lime blossom, and even the Earl family is said to be entirely dependent on imports. It is said that the Blue Rose Witches offered to continuously supply it at a low price.”

“If it was Lime Blossom... we could have grown it too.”

“Yes. Originally, that plant was not only used by witches, but also by our Lihi priests during rituals. Nowadays, in the pursuit of efficiency, it is like a remnant of old-fashioned magic and is not used at all, but I had no idea that it was being used for other purposes. Therefore, we can only say that it has been proven that it is a treasure that cannot be ignored by the alchemists, who were rejected by wizards.”

“It is not said that they will sell a large quantity of items, but rather a condition of continuous supply... This means that the Blue Witches do not have a large quantity of Lime Blossom at the moment. Lyudmila. If we decide to grow it, can we do it?”

“Horticulture skills can be found in the library. The land problem will be resolved if we borrow the territory of the baron who supports us.”

“Then, offer to supply it at a lower price than what the Blue Rose Witches offered. In that case, the Countess would also reject their offer.”

“I understand. If it goes through, I'll have to leave the work to Ebenezer. Because Avenger likes gardening.”

“I wonder what it would be like if it turned out to be a large-scale task... but I would feel sorry in many ways.”

“Hehehe, if it’s the parish director’s decision, Ebenager will listen to it with a grunt.”

“Then I’m glad.”

“However, you will have to listen to what happened. This year's accounting is also an eBiniager.”

“... I will try my best to make an excuse that it was a necessary amount.”

It doesn't matter to Setias, who did something, even if he has to listen to the witch hunter who was in charge of accounting for hours and hours.

'Everything is for Arsena's revenge-'

The count's family had already given him a lot of money to enter the church as a surprise and even rented a sailing ship from a port captain. Above all, Setias was looking for witches, regardless of whether they were wandering witches or the Blue Rose Witch. Because they think they can do anything to get screwed.

“... No matter what happens, this witch can never be handed over to anyone.”

“... That's right. This is a prelude to the revival of our denomination.”

In terms of the religious order's course of action within Lihi, Lyudmila and Setias belong to the radical faction.

The two vowed that, starting with this incident, they would somehow make it known that Lehi was not dead yet.

In this way, the daily settlement of the two people came to an end.

Now, it was another day similar to yesterday. In the evening, Bishop Lee Rim began his attack on the sanctuary, and all they had to do was prepare for an unexpected situation in front of him.

With that thought in mind, Setias was about to wake up in the camp with a cup of tea and was about to move.

Suddenly-

“...!”

Someone hurriedly opened the door, and when Lyudmila heard the sound, she hurriedly drew her sword.

“... Pendragon?”

However, that action was immediately stopped by Setias.

What appeared before my eyes was a mentally ill old man from the Dunpriest family.

Because it was a Pendragon Dawn Priest.

        
            The two people checked who opened the door and breathed a sigh of relief.

At first, I thought it might be an unexpected attack.

Since they were two members of the extremist faction, they also had in the back of their minds the possibility that the Blue Rose Witch, who was located in the inn below the castle, might attack them, and they wondered if they had attacked them from the other side before they could make a move. .

However, the person who entered the room was Pendragon Dawn Priest.

Not only was he a member of the Dawn Priest family with no reason to be hostile, but an old man suffering from dementia could not be a threat to the two.

Of course, that didn't mean the two people relaxed after seeing the Pendragon.

This is because people in the count's family have already warned him several times that he may commit eccentric acts as he suffers from mental illness, so please understand.

'There is a problem in that he opened the woman's room without knocking, but this old man can't say anything.'

So, all Setias offers to Pendragon is a little sympathy and a merciful response.

Being an old man suffering from mental illness who left home as a voyageur and returned with no income is a position that brings tears to my eyes, to the point where there is nothing I can do other than treat him like that.

“Pendragon. Did you happen to find the wrong room? I am the Bishop of Setias of the Lehi Church. We are using this room as a courtesy from the Count family.”

“... Oh, is that so?”

As Setias treated him politely, Pendragon put his hand on his chest and introduced himself in the same way he did in his days as a knight-errant.

“Pendragon, the Knight of Stealth. He is the prodigal son of the Dawn Priest family.”

“... That's a funny joke.”

Then Setias saw that Pendragon's arm was shaking, and Lyudmila also noticed it.

“... Are you feeling unwell somehow?”

“Huh? Ah, my arm hurts a bit. I don’t know why it hurts.”

“... It looks like it's broken.”

“Huh? Is that so?”

“It's not exactly a fracture, but it looks like a crack. Excuse me for a moment...”

After exchanging opinions with Setias with her eyes, Lyudmila approaches Pendragon, judging that it is not rude.

Kuuk-

“... Ouch, ouch!”

“I’m sure. It's not a fracture, it's just a crack. I hope you get treatment.”

“Oh my... there was a crack? For some reason, I felt like I couldn't move my arms very well.”

“Even if you say so, it looks like you must have been in quite a bit of pain...”

Lyudmila was dumbfounded when she saw the tears welling up in Pendragon's eyes.

Right now, this is the domain of the Priest family, the Dawn Priest family, and if you even step out of the room, the people walking around are all members of the Count family.

'Since we are from a priestly family, most people would be able to use healing magic that can heal this much, so I don't know why we neglected this.'

Lyudmila had no way of knowing why Pendragon was neglecting the fact that, if she couldn't do it herself, she could have cured it by asking other members of the family.

In reality, it was because Aurelia was trying to treat Pendragon right away, but while she was looking away for a moment, Pendragon ran out of the room again.

So Lyudmila looked at Setias, asking if it would be okay if she treated Pendragon's injuries on her own.

“... It's probably okay. There is a possibility that the Count's people left Pendragon's wounds on purpose, but I doubt that is the case. And maybe later, people from the Earl's family might ask if there was any reason for us to treat them when they were there, but if it's a minor injury like this, we are an order that can use healing magic, even if it is weak, so we can say that we treated it because we could see it. .”

“I understand. Then, let me treat you.”

After receiving Setias' permission, Lyudmila places her hand on the Pendragon's fractured area and uses healing magic.

[Brew de Benediction]

“... Oh-”

Then, Pendragon's arm recovered in an instant, and Setias, seeing him twirling his arm around, asked what he was doing.

“By the way, Handrageon, do you have any business? When you opened the door, you came in as if you were looking for something.”

“Ah, that’s right. There's something I'm looking for-”

“What is that?”

“I'm looking for my mother's grave, do you know where it is?”

Setias turned to Lyudmila when he heard that they were looking for a tomb.

'Ljudmila wandered around the city a bit because of the Blue Rose Witches. 'If you know Gamyo's location, you probably know it.'

Since I was on my way out anyway, I thought that if the tomb was nearby, I could ask Lyudmila for guidance on Pendragon.

However, contrary to Setias' expectations, Lyudmila shook her head, indicating that she had never seen the earl's family tomb near the city.

'what? Then where is it? Even though I walked around the lake today, I couldn't see the grave.'

That was a little strange to Setias.

Setias himself went beyond looking around the long lake surrounding the county to catch the witch, and even climbed a nearby mountain where forestry was available and looked around the county from the hill.

However, even there, no objects similar to tombs could be found anywhere.

Normally, in a territory of this size, the County of the Dun Priests, a priestly family, would likely have a huge cemetery frequently used by the people of the territory.

So Setias thought about it for a while and came up with one thing.

'that's right. Among the families that frequently fought fierce battles, there were cases where a family tomb was built in the basement of the lord's castle. When a situation of siege or siege occurs, if Gamyo is outside, there are cases where those who are not behind use the tactic of digging up Gamyo and insulting him to drag him out.'

There are quite a few families that keep sarcophagi in the basement of Yeongju Castle.

In memory of Setias, I know that building underground sarcophagi is not popular because it involves placing the dead in a place where there is no sunlight, but there is also no good space to protect the tombs, so in the case of families who are close to other races, it is not popular. I remembered using that method.

“... Then, Pendragon. How about going underground? We don't know the ways of the count family, but we have never seen a tomb in the count's territory. So, if you go down to the basement with your family, you might be able to find your mother's grave-”

“No.”

However, such considerations were shattered by Pendragon's simple denial.

“Underground, there is no grave.”

“... Is that so?”

I'm trying my best to come up with something and talk about it, but the attitude is to deny it with a short answer.

Although Setias and Lyudmila were a little annoyed, they treated him appropriately, thinking that there was nothing they could do since he was a mentally ill old man.

“... Still, I think it would be a good idea to go and see it with your own eyes-”

“ saw it.”

“... Have you been there?”

“Yes. There is no grave there. It’s gone.”

However, Pendragon's face was serious.

After two consecutive denials, he said clearly. He talked about a memory that he could claim that remained intact in his mind.

“There was a tomb underground, but it is gone. All there is is a black puddle.”

“... A black puddle?”

“Yes. pool. A pool where everyone goes in and everyone comes out.”

“What on earth are you talking about-”

“The red-haired woman manages it. Everyone in the family goes in and out of there. I didn't like it so I refused.”

One-sided pouring out, not conversation.

Pendragon, who had been speaking while looking at the sky instead of at the two people, turned his back again.

“Then-”

““Then?””

“I guess I should go to the restaurant. My brother’s favorite snacks were always hidden in the cupboard there.”

“... Phew - It seems like it was a long time ago, but there probably aren't any snacks there.”

“You’ll have to go to find out that. Our family motto, uh... I mean, light... Hey. Do you know what our family motto is?”

“... I don’t know.”

“Really? Too bad. If you don’t know, who will tell you about our family’s family motto...”

“... How about asking other family members?”

“No. That's impossible. Those guys have long ago forgotten their family motto. Anyway, our family's family motto means not to give up.”

“... Yeah, whatever. All right. Take care of it.”

In the end, it ended with a meaningless conversation, and Pendragon left the door, betraying the two people who were concentrating on the story that followed.

“...”

“... He is like the wind, a model of a knight-errant.”

“There is no need to try to cover it up, Lyudmila.”

“Huh... Yes. To be honest, I think the time I spent talking to that person was a waste.”

“Me too. So, Lyudmila, let’s work harder to accommodate the delay.”

“I understand. I'll try to get Ingrid to come over soon.”

“Thank you. See you at the sanctuary then.”

After Pendragon disappeared, Setias and Lyudmila also opened the door and left the lord's castle.

kkieeek-

bang!

Setias closes the door and looks at it for a moment.

'Oh, it was here. If I had noticed sooner, I could have told you. ... Of course, even if I told you the story, the problem would be whether you can still remember it.'

What is written on top of the door is the family motto of the Earl of Dunpriest, which is now difficult to read as it has faded with the passage of time and the salty sea breeze.

[Knights of Dawn. Do not forget the light.]

There was written on it the family motto that no one among the count's family could remember.

        
            Ssam liquid- Ssam liquid-

Lee Rim’s breathing fills the bedroom.

It wasn't that loud, but it was possible because there were no other sounds in the bedroom.

So thanks to that, Astesia, whose heart sound is slightly smaller than the sound of breathing, was able to monopolize those breathing sounds.

“Irim, you’ve worked hard...”

It is said that he has finally fallen asleep.

Lee Rim fought the devil all night, and as if that wasn't enough, he went into the back alley and came out.

Therefore, Astesia could only be said to be amazing.

I don't know if it's a habit I picked up from my mental illness days, or if it's a habit I've had since long before that.

Lee Rim tries to sleep when he has some free time.

Most of that is just taking a nap, which is something you try to do when you can get a little sleep rather than relieve your body's fatigue.

Astesia was able to look into Lee Rim's past without using any magic.

The reason Lee Rim sleeps is mostly to escape from reality.

The past, which I once heard a glimpse of, was lonely and cold, so most people answered that they could forget it by going outside or closing their eyes.

So Astesia thought that maybe that was the reason why her current habit took root.

Still, it's a lot better now.

As much as I fell asleep because reality was painful, it is the opposite now.

Irim, who was with other people, tried to stay awake as long as possible.

Although I enjoy listening to other people's stories more than I enjoy talking myself, I feel like I just enjoy the act of being in the same place with people I like.

Irim stayed up all night, went into the back alley, came out, and returned to Yeongju Castle.

While saying hello to the others, I said I was sorry and stumbled into bed and fell into a deep sleep.

For a while, others woke up Irim, who had only slept for two hours, briefly at lunch and asked him what to eat, but Irim's answer was simple.

'... sorry. 'I think I'm going to die if I don't sleep now.'

The answer is in terms of mental fatigue rather than physical fatigue.

Even though I wanted to wake up and see other people, I couldn't help it because my overloaded head instinctively wanted to recover.

During Baphomet's time, they only lit a single bonfire in front of the sanctuary and waited continuously, but now they were quite weak.

However, everyone, including Astesia, likes the weakness that Lee Rim shows.

This is because I know that the image Lee Rim shows now is because everyone trusts him.

... cum juice- cum juice-

“... Hehe-”

Astesia laughed a little when she saw Irim's body completely stretched out like a sleeping cat.

There is a possibility that an unknown threat may come to him while he is sleeping, but he does not seem to suspect it at all.

The belief that no matter how much you sleep, the people around you will never leave you.

At the same time, as soon as I recover from some degree of fatigue, I am willing to wake up again to see everyone.

It was an action that he was able to do because he did not consider everyone as someone who had to be protected alone, but because a relationship of mutual trust was formed in which everyone protected him and he also protected everyone.

Ssam liquid- Ssam liquid-

so-

“... Eight-”

Astesia became a little playful because she was in a situation where she could monopolize Lee Rim.

Kuuk-

“... Umm-”

When I gently poke his cheek with my finger, Irim makes a strange sound.

Astesia looked so cute in that.

So, once again, this time, I put my hands in the shape of scissors and gently stroke my cheeks.

Grumbling-

“...”

There was no particular reaction this time.

Still, Astesia liked that alone, and liked the sight of Lee Rim sleeping defenseless, so she decided to be even bolder.

“...”

Look around.

There is no one now.

Leaving Astesia and Lee Rim behind, the others are looking around Yeongju Castle one more time.

“Then... it might be okay to be brave...!”

Think about how Astesia will move.

At first, I thought about having him cut my thighs like he did before, but he said he had already done it once and it felt like he was just imitating someone else.

'This is a valuable opportunity that has already arisen, so Joe, shall we try something a little more daring?'

so-

Phuuk-

Astesia placed her head on top of Lee Rim.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

'... Ugh-'

Then, Astesia trembles at the sound of her heartbeat.

I have never heard it before.

If this is the first time hearing a heartbeat, that's not the case, but at least Lee Rim's heartbeat is the first time Astesia has heard it.

The sound of my heart beating slower than I thought, perhaps because I was sleeping.

Astesia put her ear to her chest and closed her eyes.

And for a moment-

Sreuk-

“What?!”

flinch!

Lee Rim's arms moved to hug Astesia's waist, perhaps because he was talking in his sleep.

Astesia was startled and trembled.

'Wow, I almost got into big trouble...!'

My heart is pounding because I made a mistake and the bat wings on the back of my head flapped with all their might and almost hit Lee Rim in the face.

Soon, Astesia feels that she is lucky, and blushes for a moment as Lee Rim's arm wraps around her waist, before telling her what she has always wanted to say.

“... Thank you always. Lee Rim.”

Because it was so comfortable, Astesia stayed like that for a moment.

Then, he quickly got up and sat down next to Lee Rim again.

Slurp-

Astesia changed her posture like that, stroking Lee Rim's hair with her hand -

I felt a little sad.

“... But I'm sorry, Lee Rim. Still... I can't figure it out.”

What Astesia is doing is polluting the concepts that have descended upon the county.

I've been looking into it, but no progress has been made at all.

Astesia's innate ability to touch the dimension and mind due to inheriting the blood of Asmodeus, and her ability to touch the concept of the Countess appear similar on the surface, but in reality, only the form is the same, but they are completely different scopes. It's always a parallel line.

Now that a day has passed, Astesia has become more anxious.

I can clearly recognize it and it feels like it's right in front of me, but it's frustrating because I can't open the lid of the box and check the contents.

So Astesia couldn't figure out what to do on her own, so she felt sorry for not being of any help to Lee Rim.

“... So, ancestor. Please lend me your strength.”

In the end, after much deliberation, he makes a decision and moves.

Astesia approaches the mirror in the corner of the room.

She touched it and called out the name of her ancestor, who reached the end of her rich blood.

“Asmodeus. What should I do?”

yourself on the other side of the mirror.

Astesia raised her hand, but Astesia on the other side did not raise her hand.

I just smiled quietly and looked at Astesia.

For a moment, the Astesia in the mirror gradually turns white.

Her hair turns white, and the church's saint's clothes that Eila made her are bleached white.

So on the other side of the mirror,

Asmodeus appeared in the form of Astesia.

[I feel anxious. My heart hurts.]

“... Yes. It may be arrogance, but my role may be the most important one in this matter, so I'm afraid that not being able to do it will lead to a major setback.”

[I see. Still, I'm happy. The way you, who inherited my blood, worry for the child I love.]

Asmodeus in the mirror walks one step forward than Astesia.

[But what you can’t do is what you can’t do. The reason you can manipulate dimensions is because you are my descendant. The area that deals with concepts is completely different from mine, so there is no way for me to help you. Rather, it is great that you recognized that the concept was contaminated.]

“Is there really no way?”

[This is not a complete denial. But the way I know is probably not the way you want. More than that, it's the exact opposite direction of what you want. If you invest that much time, about 100 years, you may be able to touch the realm of concepts, but even if it is a realm that is possible with the lifespan of a demon and a succubus, that's not what you really want, right?]

“... Yes. that's right. What I want is to help Lee Rim right now. That's not the way.”

[I thought well. Something like that. Even if they are demons, it is difficult to understand each other's themes.]

Primordial devil.

Asmodeus was born at the same time as the creation of the world and holds in his hands all the knowledge of the divine realm and everything that has happened so far.

However, no matter how Asmodeus was, recognizing knowledge and being able to handle it were two different realms.

[I'm sorry. There is nothing I can help you with this time. If the little framework is in front of me, I can cause as much pain as I want, but it's a shame that there's nothing I can do in hell for the guy who created a false body on earth.]

“No. I am grateful, even just from the bottom of my heart.”

[... Of course, if you really want, I can help you even if it means turning hell into an enemy.]

“... It's okay. So, it is a sin against Asmodeus.”

[This is not an empty remark as it is not a particularly difficult task... Although it is my descendant, a very kind child was born.]

“Hehe- Thank you.”

Astesia lowered her head but could not hide her feelings of disappointment.

Asmodeus felt a little heartbroken about that.

But the devil loves even that look.

I can tell you everything if I choose to.

I can tell you what's going on in the count's basement, and I can also tell you what the remaining talents of the high-ranking devil that has descended on the count's territory are.

But that's not what Asmodeus wants.

She wanted to see Astesia live in the world with her own powers, and Astesia also wants that.

So, Asmodeus simply informed his descendants, who had requested to touch a limit that did not suit them at all, that it was impossible.

And, if I think back, I even ended up thinking that it was somewhat similar to Deshade's method.

[... Maybe my love and your love are of the same form. Evil God.]

Instead of blindly helping, we just give them a little push so they can choose what they want.

This was the way God and the Devil loved humans, watching them make choices and only giving them the slightest strength to take a step forward if they wanted to.

        
            Tap-tap- Tap-tap- Tap-tap-

While Astesia was happily looking at her as she expressed her gratitude, Asmodeus heard a sound.

And the devil soon realized who it was, and thought it was time for him to retreat.

After looking at his regretful descendant for a long time, Asmodeus snaps his fingers.

Perfect!

[... Now, a guest is coming.]

“Yes?”

[Please help the child who is visiting now. This is a child with many circumstances. However, at the same time, it is also essential to you.]

Asmodeus' appearance reverts back to that of Astesia.

The white saint's clothes turned black, and Astesia's hair returned to its natural color.

[The answer is surprisingly close, and can be easily obtained with the help of others.]

With those words, Asmodeus completely left the mirror, and at the same time, the bedroom door quietly opened and Astesia turned around.

...Kiii-

“... All the doors in this neighborhood are creepy, even the hinges. I don't know what that sound is. Oh, is the bishop sleeping by any chance? If so, I'm sorry. Kikikick.”

It was Ingrid who opened the door and carefully entered.

She asked other members of the church and found the location of Astesia.

“No. are you okay. Hey, by the way... what are you doing?”

Astesia leaves the mirror and approaches Ingrid.

I lowered my voice, left Irim in a deep sleep, and asked Ingrid about her business.

Ingrid, who briefly lifted her head to confirm that Irim was asleep, held onto Astesia's shoulder and whispered in her ear to bring up business.

“Astesia. Could you please help me? I wanted to find out about the count's twins.”

-------------------------------

“Hahaha... haeuu-”

“Haa...haa...haa-”

dark room.

With the curtains half-open, each receiving half of the sunlight, a man and a woman become excited by the sound of each other's breathing on the bed.

The clothes that the two people had taken off were strewn on the piano in a corner of the room.

“Ha... ha... ha... I'll go. My love-”

“Hah... Hah... Hmm! yes. Please pour it all out. My love-”

“Ugh...!”

“Haaah!”

The two soon had another intense climax on the bed, and after a while, after the lingering feelings had subsided, they began kissing, looking at each other with loving eyes.

And Astesia, who was watching it all-

I fell into a panic.

“... Hey, Ingrid. What the hell is this-”

And to Astesia’s answer-

Ingrid explained it by blatantly showing off her strange knack of making a circle with her index finger and thumb using only one hand and inserting her middle finger into it.

“What? It's sex. That's also incestuous sex. It's dense, rich, and overflowing with a sense of immorality. Ah, it looks really fun.”

“Well, I didn’t ask that...?!”

Astesia blushes to the limit, but cannot take her eyes off the mirror.

Ingrid also felt the lower part of her mouth getting wet in a similar way to saliva accumulating inside her mouth.

Arentia Azalea siblings.

The two twins were now having passionate sex in their room.

Thanks to this, the bribe Ingrid brought and the castella pancakes she made by paying a small amount of money to the chef in the castle's kitchen were left unattended.

Originally, it was a bribe given to Astesia, who would have asked for a job, and a castella pancake that he was planning to eat together while watching the twins' room.

Unfortunately, there was no syrup in the kitchen, and although she could have gotten it by going out to the port, Ingrid was disappointed that she did not have time to get it.

Still, the pancake was cooked to a golden brown color, so it was natural to feel happy after cutting it with a knife and cutting it with a fork and filling it with a mouthful.

but,

Even if it was the pancakes that put an end to the satisfaction of that appetite, it had been a long time since Ingrid and Astesia had been neglected thanks to the love affair that was taking place right before their eyes, showing the end of their sexual desires.

“Azalea... I love you.”

“I love you too. Arentia...”

Two naked people cover themselves with a blanket and whisper love into each other's ears.

“... Oh, by the way, this is not the time. Tsk!”

Ingrid started drooling at the sight, then quickly cleared her throat and tried to figure out how to interpret the unexpected secret she had witnessed.

'At first, I tried to use Astesia's power to find out if the twins were doing anything suspicious, but this turned out to be more than I could have imagined.'

I wanted to get something that could be of some help, so I asked for cooperation and obtained surveillance through a mirror, but what I got was more than I expected.

near relative.

They are close relatives of siblings.

Strictly speaking, there was nothing scandalous or incomprehensible.

'In the royal family as well as in noble families, it is sometimes seen that cousins marry in order to maintain bloodlines. In particular, the Dun Priest family achieved great prosperity by delving into the inner circle of the family. The fact that even though it was such a family, there were no rumors about its members to the outside world, this means that intra-family marriages were common within the family.'

But the scandal between siblings has a different weight.

'But still, incest between siblings is a bit... I guess. The minimum standard of acceptance is cousin. An act between siblings is an accident, an accident. yes. Everyone turns a blind eye to the marriage of cousins, but if it is a marriage of siblings, even the world will be shocked. In the case of acts between siblings, there is a delay in sex education due to the unique characteristics of the family, or there is a general tendency to keep silent due to disrespect for comments about sex, and siblings who grew up together as children try to attract each other without knowing anything. I heard that something happened.'

Scandals between siblings, and even full-blown sexual acts like that, are still not accepted trends even in an empire where the cultures of various races clash.

‘What should I view this as? From the looks of it, the relationship shows more love than just a relationship caused by incorrect sexual knowledge.'

As the princess's spy, Ingrid had obtained quite a bit of information even before the establishment of the Spy Knights.

Among them are the secrets of certain noble families, secret affairs between fathers and daughters, the child of a noble woman who had a child was actually conceived through love with her own son, and two couples who are cousins are actually each other's partners. There was also a time when I received information that he was having an affair.

But although Ingrid had seen all the faces of them making love, they were expressions of love due to misguided attraction, different from those of the two twins now.

'No matter how you look at it, this is an expression that comes from a couple's relationship. It is not a love that comes from adultery, extramarital affairs, or immorality. It's too dark. It's thick. Kikikick-'

And as if to prove it, someone knocked on the door at just the right time.

Knock knock-

“Remain.”

As the twins answered, the one who came in was Bugaju Remain Dawn Priest.

He was also the next head of the family, playing the role of appearing in important events for the family on behalf of the head of the family, who was aging.

However, the attitude that the next matriarch showed towards the twins made Ingrid and Astesia, who were looking at them through the mirror, question.

Nodding-

“I have finished everything you commanded me to do.”

“Well done. Remain.”

“Yes. As expected, a great remake. Thanks to you, we can relax like this.”

“Really, it’s so difficult with the sudden influx of customers?”

“That’s right. Even Pendragon has returned home, so I can't let down my guard. For now, I'll let it go since I'm a member of the family... but if the symptoms get worse, I'll have to think about it.”

“... I will keep this in mind.”

The Bugaju and the twins talked about various things about the management of the family, with the naked twins lightly caressing each other on the bed and the Bugaju with his head down.

“... It's something I can't understand.”

“Me too. In this way... the hierarchy has completely changed.”

The twins acted like the cuties of the family.

And the acting head of the family bowed his head to the twins.

It was natural that Astesia and Ingrid expressed doubts about the sight that did not make sense.

After all the reports were over, Remain left and Arentia Azalea also got up and changed her clothes.

The entertainment was short-lived. Now that it was almost dinner time, it was time to watch over and serve the various guests again.

After changing their clothes, the two looked at each other for a moment, then put their hands together and said a short prayer before dinner began.

However, it was neither a prayer for the family's prosperity nor a reminder of the family motto.

“May blessings be with us.”

“May our separation be denied forever.”

“May our love last forever.”

“Curse on those who forget our efforts.”

““I will pray here and now, so please continue to save us. Our - righteous savior.””

The prayers offered by small priests are prayers with clearly defined targets.

However, the prayer is addressed to something called a savior, not the name of God or the devil that Ingrid and Astesia know.

The prayers of the two descendants of the priest family contained their wishes and were passed on to the person praying.

After the two people finished praying, they left the room, and Astesia and Ingrid looked at each other and recited their prayers.

“Salvation-”

“Negative-”

“Definition.”

“ho, could this be-”

“... Isn’t that what you are thinking?”

“... But it could be speculation, right?”

“... In that case, we need to gather evidence.”

“Is there a good way?”

“Umm...”

Knowing that they have the same thoughts, the two struggle to get the last piece.

The two stood in front of the mirror in a dark room for a long time, and coincidentally came to the same conclusion.

“It is said that in the basement of the Yeongju Castle is the room of the demon puppeteer you mentioned. Let’s search there.”

“I think Mabel the puppeteer will probably become a sculpture. The soldiers at the castle told me not to go to the basement even if I went to all other places.”

The two people looked at each other and were silent.

For a moment, the two stretched out their arms and-

Wow!

After holding each other's hands and joining forces, they each put a large mouthful of the remaining castella in each other's mouths and chewed it vigorously.

So, in the middle of the night when Irim entered the sanctuary, the two parted ways with a promise to explore the basement of Yeongju Castle.

        
            I got enough sleep.

2 hours after arriving at Yeongju Castle.

I woke up briefly because other people asked me what to do for lunch, but I couldn't get up so I fell asleep again for 2 hours.

It only takes 4 hours.

As much as it was mental fatigue, if it was physical fatigue, it would have taken much longer, but that was enough to clear my head.

So get ready to meet the devil.

For some reason, I came out of the room filled with the sweet smell of bread, had a late lunch, and after taking a deep breath with Hwarim, I headed out.

Thanks to the time spent faithfully, the time will soon come when the sanctuary will open.

Unlike Baphomet's obelisk, which radiated an overtly gloomy, unpleasant, and ominous green light, the mansion on the hill did not emit light, but the extent of it could be seen by the gloomy feeling unique to the magical power of hell becoming increasingly stronger.

'I still feel at ease today.'

In front of the sanctuary tonight, there are only Witch Hunters.

The Count's people just checked how things were going on the first day and then asked the soldiers, thinking that things would proceed smoothly without their presence.

To be precise, it is not that there are no members of the Count family at all, but the deputy head of the family, Remain Dawn Priest, said that he could not sleep at night, so he waited nearby with some of the family's servants and asked them to tell him if they needed anything, and then went to one of the tents set up by the Count's soldiers. That's all that's in it.

So, the ones that remained were the Witch Hunters, and as usual today, Setias, who, unlike me, seemed to have not gotten enough sleep, was cheering me on in a silent state.

Paan-

However, it was so severe that I stared at it so intently that I unconsciously asked for it to be looked at.

“... Bishop. It’s burdensome.”

“... Oh, sorry. Did it bother you?”

“Wishing is a subtle yet quite intense pressure. The bishop's desire to catch the witch as quickly as possible was fully conveyed to me.”

“... I'm just embarrassed.”

I warmed up in front of the bonfire and had a nice chat with Setias.

However, to be honest, while I was talking with Setias, based on my experience until yesterday, I came to the conclusion that I had no way to deal with the devil on my own.

'The devil's denial is of three types. One is denial of oneself. Another thing is negativity toward the other person. And the other - a denial applied to the sanctuary itself.'

[self-denial]

The devil became stronger by denying that he was a devil.

[object negation]

At the same time, by denying that I cannot defeat myself, the surrounding environment is created so that I cannot be defeated by the devil.

[space negation]

Lastly, the devil creates an environment favorable to himself by denying everything inside the sanctuary.

'Self-denial is simply an exercise in power. There's nothing difficult. 'Space negation is ultimately just a way to suppress and attack my movements by controlling the surrounding terrain through negation of the weight of objects, negation of gravity, and negation of speed. This is also okay.'

The other two types of denial were not problematic.

Nevertheless, the reason why I concluded that I could not defeat the devil alone was-

The fundamental reason why he cannot overcome the devil is because his object denial is fatal.

'Object negation is the biggest problem. From the moment it was declared that the being [I] could not defeat the devil [Framework], no matter what I did, the final blow of conversion would be unconditionally denied. Also, if the negation really designates me as an object and the negation is applied, Deshade and Asmodeus' level of protection is higher than that guy's, so I can ignore the negation, but the guy knows that and deliberately makes me attack him and cause him to die. 'I designated [my surrounding environment] as an object and made it react to negativity.'

Fortunately, that's it.

There is no doubt that frameworks are an unstoppable devil.

At the time of Baphomet, the devil was using magic in a limited way to hypocrisy the entire Sanctuary, so after the Sanctuary was broken, he poured out magic that was freed from restrictions, but the Framework did not hide anything and purely used all of its power in the collision of body with body. It is used as a driving force for .

So what you need to take care of is the minimum victory condition.

'If you just deny the object, you can kill the devil.'

To that end, what I tested dozens of times yesterday was the three conditions of denial.

[You can only deny yourself once]

Since the devil denied his own existence, he has not wrapped himself in another denial.

[Space negation can be done any number of times, regardless of whether the negation is repeated]

He denied gravity, dropped me to the ceiling, and right before I landed, he denied gravity again, made me float in the air, and threw a spear at me, killing me.

[Object negation is only possible for ‘one object’]

To me, who was disguised as Deshade, he lifted the denial that 'Lee Rim' could not defeat the Framework and then declared again that 'Deshade' could not defeat the Framework.

so-

I've already figured out a way to completely defeat him.

However, if there is a problem, the victory condition is-

'I fought with a demon inside the sanctuary with another person whose skills were equal to mine, and while we were repeatedly inflicting object negation on each other, the person who was negated saw an opportunity and captured the demon. The other person who is not corrupted has to kill the demon.'

Also, unless there is another me, it is a condition that is so difficult to meet that it can be said to be impossible.

They are beings who have no problem getting hurt by demons like me, who can inflict fatal damage to high-level demons, and who are compatible enough to not interfere with each other.

“... What should I do.”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

I couldn't find an answer to where to find such a being, so I muttered to myself unconsciously, and Setias, who was next to me, reacted reflexively.

“Uh... no. Ah, the parish priest.”

“Yes. Please tell me.”

“Is there anyone other than me who can fight the devil on equal footing?”

In the end, out of desperation, I said those words to the parish president, but of course he looked at me with a puzzled expression and gave me a definitive answer.

“... Well, I'm sorry to say this to the bishop who helps me, but I can assure you that even if I try to find another person like you within the empire, I will never find one.”

“Is that so...”

“Of course. There may be Archmages who can match half of the devil's firepower. But you could say they are windows made of glass. You can inflict mortal wounds on the devil, but if the devil's attack touches you, it's over.”

“Humans are so weak.”

“... Huh! greatness! Even if you say that you represent the devil, it is nothing more than that the other person is a high-level devil.”

“I see. It's just a shame.”

Now I thought I knew why Camellia was so eager to treat me, even saying that she would treat me like Mortis.

For a while, I discussed with the parish priest another method that came to mind again.

“Then, Bishop, is there… a living witch imprisoned in the parish?”

“... A witch? Why are you asking that?”

When the parish priest gave me a sharp look at the word witch, I quickly told him what I thought so as not to cause any misunderstanding.

“Why, the current framework is a psychotic devil. He denies his own existence and acts as a god, calling himself a hero.”

“... Mmm. Sure, it's strange. It's not enough for the devil to refer to himself as a god, but he even becomes a god. Even demons have their own pride, and I don't know if they've gone crazy because they've been bored in their sanctuary for too long, or if they have other ways to target them.”

“The guy who calls himself a hero and represents justice is now hiding a witch. In that case, it could be said that the Framework is not trying to hide its theme by disguising itself as loving the witch like Baphomet, but is acting because it believes that protecting the witch is an expression of its own justice. . Isn't that right?”

“... This is a reasonable interpretation. But, why do you need a witch there?”

I explain my plan to Setias, who agrees with me but cannot understand what I mean by needing a witch.

“Take the witch hostage.”

“... Yes?”

“He is a guy who stands for justice. In that case, take a witch with you and declare in front of her that you will kill her if she does not surrender.”

“...”

“Isn’t it okay? If he really cared so much about justice, he wouldn't just let the hostage die. Fortunately, even though he's mentally ill, he's much more normal than anyone I know. Looking at the devil's personality so far, I can guess that he is holding a hostage, but he is not the type of person who is going to kill me with the hostage. So, use that. Take the witch hostage, take her in, and neutralize her.”

“...”

I brought this up because I remembered a time when Gaia's paladin tried to kill me as a hostage.

If you ask which of the two was more crazy, I can say with certainty that Gaia's Paladin was more crazy.

'The guy started the conversation after punching, and when the devil talked, he listened to the conversation and then started fighting. Ah, why does it feel like demons are more human? I don't understand. Damn fanatics.'

After I finished explaining, Setias looked at me with his mouth open.

It wasn't just her.

“...”

“...”

The Witch Hunters who were listening to me nearby, as well as Lyudmilla, who was waiting behind Setias, all looked at me with the same expression.

“... Why? What?”

“... Oh, no. I think it's definitely inappropriate for us, who have made it our destiny to kill witches, to answer, but I didn't know that you would so blatantly use the other person's justice... that you would quickly call yourself a 'dirty act'.”

“It's a bit harsh to say it's mean. This is an alternative I came up with in order to somehow efficiently deal with the upper-class demons threatening the empire.”

“Well, that’s right. Witches are targets that need to be killed anyway, and compared to what devils do, even if we try to get them back, it would be difficult to even keep up with half of what they do. Unfortunately, our church does not imprison witches. Because witches just kill everyone. In most cases, they are executed immediately after obtaining sufficient information. It would be a waste to waste the church’s food.”

“It’s a shame.”

After the conversation, the sun completely disappeared.

At the same time, the energy flowing from the sanctuary, the mansion, becomes stronger.

“Then, I will go.”

“Yes. Our Witch Hunters from Lehire will be watching. Please, good luck and good luck.”

I walked towards the sanctuary, receiving bows from the Witch Hunters.

There are two methods that I have come up with, but one is impossible because there are no witches imprisoned in Lehire, and the other is difficult to find a suitable person.

no-

To be exact-

I have it, but I don't want to use it.

        
            How to kill a framework.

It clearly exists.

It exists, but I tried to find another way, and I just couldn't find it.

In the end, I just tried not to choose, and the solution is not far away.

‘Thistle, or Ennin. Or, if it's the best Hwarim, it might be able to withstand the demons of the flesh faction.'

A surprisingly close solution.

With his strength as an apostle, Thistle is able to fight against soul wounds from demons like me.

Since the Framework denies itself and fights using divine power as a god, Enin can fully respond if it attacks only with hand-to-hand combat.

If not, Hwarim, who can help with object negation to the limit by adjusting the sum to the highest level like me.

There are as many as three best partners who can fight together with the devil, but there is still something you never know.

‘What if? A situation where the devil gives up self-denial and returns to being a devil again, or for some unforeseen reason, I die first and temporarily retreat, leaving others alone in the sanctuary. Even worse than that - of course, other people get hurt first. If it works.'

I was scared of that, so I couldn't ask them to come into the sanctuary with me.

A sanctuary is a place where you can enter, but there is no exit until you completely kill the demon.

As a coward who is afraid of what-if conditions, it was best to avoid actions that would lead to encountering those what-if conditions from the beginning.

So, while fighting the framework, my thoughts could quickly reach that point, but I decided that choosing it would be the last thing I did.

'That's why I said I'd rather take the witch hostage or need someone to enter the sanctuary with me, but that's also impossible.'

The scale is inevitably tilted to one side because the weight, weight, and value of the choice are completely different.

But it wasn't that easy to find a suitable object to put on the other side.

'Still, I don't want to let other people go inside the sanctuary.'

So I-

Sigh-

Today again, I opened the door to the mansion alone to find a lane to put on the scale on the other side.

-------------------------------

“... The sun has completely set.”

The moment Lee Rim pulls the door to the mansion.

Sigh-

At the same time in the Lord's Castle, Mabel opened the door to the catacombs.

However, unlike Lee Rim, who entered the sanctuary alone, Mabel had twins by her side.

“Mabel, thank you so much.”

“Yes. Do you know how anxious we have been these past few months without you?”

“How surprised we were when we left a note saying that we had some work to do and then ordered the doll to do it on time.”

“Still, I was relieved because it had happened a few times before and you had never broken a promise.”

“So, did the work end well? When something like that happens, you always come back and say you've made a profit, but this time you seem to have failed, right? The face is not very nice.”

“Shut up you damn brats.”

Mabel spits out a verbal abuse at the two who are chasing after them and chattering away.

“If there were guests, you should have told them. what? that man? Why is he here?”

“Bishop Lee Lim. You mean the man who is the bishop of the Deshade Church and the hunting dog of Princess Camellia?”

“We had no choice either. I never thought Camellia would say that she would clean up the sanctuary, but that is not something our family can resist at all.”

“Thanks to this, we had to be quite busy. I cleaned up the matriarch's bedroom and had the Black Lions discipline the family's knights.”

“Honestly, I took the idea of cleaning up the sanctuary as just bragging, but I’m a little afraid that it will actually be possible.”

“That’s right. The fighting dog sent by the princess was much more terrible than we expected.”

“Huh... That's it. For now, I just do what I have to do.”

Mabel didn't like the idea of Irim being here, but it couldn't be helped for now.

'I met him when he was in a body that didn't have very good fighting skills. If it wasn't for that, I would have attacked him while he was asleep.'

The current Mabel is simply a counselor to the Countess.

The relationship between Mabel and the Countess is a long one that goes back over 100 years.

'These are the only useful sources of money connected to the empire, so we can't give up on these guys. For now, it's just maintenance as usual.'

Mabel has reached the highest level as a puppeteer.

In order to do so, it is natural to secure various personal connections and distribution channels.

Among these connections, the Earl of Dunpriest is the only one connected to the empire, and especially through the port city, it is a valuable connection that can obtain all the strange materials that exist to the ends of the world.

So, even though Mabel felt like killing Lee Rim right now, she had no choice but to take care of the work she always did, the work for the twins and the Earl family, first.

'If the Demon King hadn't died, there wouldn't have been a need to cooperate with these guys to this extent, but it's annoying.'

Fortunately, what needs to be done is not that difficult.

mulberry-

What Mabel does is simply pour the elixir she created herself into the catacombs of the Lord's Castle, or more accurately, into a huge pool that is 'disguised' as a graveyard.

“Did you like the ingredients?”

“It was a bit difficult to store the ingredients out of sight.”

“Especially now, there are a lot of eyes watching and rumors are starting to spread these days. The rumor is that new sailors volunteer to run away after hearing that the empire is a good place to live.”

“Thanks to you for coming up with a good excuse, I won't be suspicious for a while, but I don't think this will last long.”

Surprise-

“Really? Then why don't you try another method? There are knights of pilgrimage in the empire. Call them out and grind them out.”

Mabel pours the red liquid from the bottle into the puddle.

The identity of that liquid is all-

Among the ships docked in the port city of Ambrosia, the missing people on the top that brought new sailors.

The crew members who were kidnapped by the Count family and processed by Mabel flowed into the [Blood-Sucking Universe].

However, even for Mabel, it's a bit uncomfortable to say, 'I don't know exactly what I'm doing.'

[Blood-sucking universe] is just [Blood-sucking universe].

The 'Blood-Sucking Universe' is a pool that existed deep underground before the people of the County built their castle, existed before the devil established a sanctuary here, and existed even before the ancient kingdom was established.

One thing is for sure -

By pouring an elixir made by specially processing people into this place, the people of the county were able to connect directly to their 'savior'.

“... This has been going on for 100 years already.”

“Is that so? It’s been a long time.”

“It’s already been 100 years since you helped our family.”

“Would you like to throw a celebration banquet? Mabel?”

“Do you want to eat something?”

“Is there anything you would like to receive?”

“If not, would you like me to get you some rare creatures that can become the body of the doll you’ve always wanted?”

“If not, why don’t we make a list of amazing fibers that are said to be made only in faraway countries? ”

“Just say it. I'll listen to anything.”

“That’s right. If you want a gift, a gift, if you want communion, we will prepare it for you.”

“Let’s throw a party. I will open it as extravagantly as possible for you, who are now like family to me.”

“It would be a good idea to form a band with people from the family. I wanted a place where I could show off my piano skills.”

“So, just say it. If you want, you can open it in a grand manner after they realize that what they are doing cannot be done and leave.”

“... Creepy. You guys really feel bad. So, the banquet is over, let’s get in quickly.”

Mabel was disgusted by the twins' offer to throw a banquet and made a gesture, and soon the twins took off their clothes and entered the pool.

After half-immersing their bodies, the two began kissing each other.

Afterwards, Heritage Dawn Priest appears from the darkness.

The head of the earl family, who could not even get out of bed, straightened her back and stood in front of the puddle.

He was the head of the family, but he was no longer the head of the family.

As a member of a priest family, he is also a priest.

So, the priest, Heritage Dawn Priest, chants.

“... Wondering- Wonder- Winder- Wonder- Weather- Wonder- Ringwi- Wonder-”

At the same time as the chant, the puddle reveals its true form.

On the surface of the puddle, which was simply filled with gray liquid, the image of the universe begins to be reflected.

In addition, there were people approaching the puddle.

Slurrr-

They are the guardians of the earl family.

100 Black Lions, and many more members of the current count family.

They all lined up at the pool and took turns drinking from the pool as if they were taking communion.

Mabel looks at this and tells the twins that she has done many things, but even in the Demon Territory, she has never seen anything as scary as this.

“... The banquet was over. There is something I want to get instead, can you listen to it?”

“Tzureup... haha... what is it?”

“Huh... say it. This is a request from you who have helped us for a long time, so we will do our best.”

Mabel watches the twins caress each other and expresses her desire.

“Lee Lim. You said you are now a bishop and a knight of the princess, right? Give that guy to me. I have revenge.”

“Umm... The princess's knight? It may be difficult, but it is not impossible.”

“That’s right. Anyway, it's the princess's dog. In the end, we are human. Because once you set foot in the land of the Dawn Priests, you can ‘deny’ the fact that you came here, even if you disappear without even a rat or a bird noticing.”

Sigh-

The twins laughed, and Mabel laughed.

In the basement of Yeongju Castle, the conspirators smiled at each other,

“... Oh my God, Lehier. I saw something amazing. Ki kick.”

“... This will probably be a sight you will never forget for the rest of your life.”

Astesia and Ingrid were watching it from beginning to end.

        
            A scene unfolding before your eyes.

The head of the family is chanting an unknown spell, the twins are soaking in an unidentifiable pool, and the people of the count family are scooping up the water and drinking it.

Astesia and Ingrid, who had no other way to express the sight other than the word madness, began to quietly retreat as they watched.

At first, the two of us simply tried to explore the underground.

I quietly went down to the basement of the lord's castle with Astesia, convinced that there was something different where Gamyo was supposed to be based on the circumstances, and tried to witness it.

However, Ingrid and Astesia had no choice but to stop while heading underground.

The members of the count family must be asleep in their residences throughout the city as the night falls.

As soon as darkness fell, they all came out of their homes, hid themselves in the shadows, moved silently, entered the back door of the castle, and began to go down to the basement.

It was quiet.

Even though hundreds of people were moving, there was not a single sound of footsteps.

People all wearing black robes slowly began to gather to one side, and the destination was the catacombs where the two people were now, or more accurately, an altar-like pool where a suspicious ritual was being performed disguised as a catacombs.

“... Slow down, don’t make a sound.”

“Yes, yes. I’ll keep that in mind.”

The two people were standing at the back of the count family.

He wore the black robe that Ingrid had obtained and used magic to silence the sound of footsteps.

It wasn't this kind of truth I wanted, but I was certain there was a harvest, so all I had to do was get out of it.

All that Astesia had to do was tell the members of the church about what the people of the count family were doing, and Ingrid, seeing that the head of the family was in better shape than expected, told her colleagues that assassination might be difficult.

However, while thinking like that and backing away, Astesia made a mistake.

Jjijiik-

“... Ah-”

A black robe that was too long for Astesia.

In a way, it can be said that it was a natural step that I almost fell because I stepped on the robe while taking an unfamiliar step backwards.

So, the voice was made so that others could not hear it through magic, but the sound of part of the robe being torn was felt as a loud noise in the underground, where only the sound of water, quietly recited unintelligible prayers, and groans were heard, and reached everyone's ears.

Ssss-

At the same time, slowly, the robes worn by several hundred people began to turn backwards to determine the source of the sound.

‘Holy shit-’

‘I can’t believe I made such a mistake-’

Since they were only following the person in front and looking straight ahead, they had no idea who was behind them, and were about to realize that they were strangers mixed in among them.

Tuk-

“Oh my, that’s strange? I was looking for my mother's grave, isn't it here?”

Someone's attention popped out from behind Astesia and Ingrid, who were shrinking.

“... Pendragon?”

“Pay, Pendragon?”

Ingrid and Astesia were embarrassed when they saw that, and Pendragon walked straight to the front.

Tuk-

Thanks to this, the two people were pushed by him and pushed out of the entrance, allowing them to naturally escape to a place that could not be seen from the position of the Earl family members.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

“I’ve seen these faces a lot somewhere... but I can’t remember.”

Pendragon walks into the middle of the Count's people.

Everyone steps back when they see him, but they don't step back that far.

To them, Pendragon is just a disgrace to the family and an old man who has achieved nothing, and at the same time -

He's just a coward.

A coward who is afraid of becoming a true member of the family.

He is a poor man who could have become an honorable Dawn Priest if he had just had a little courage, but because he gave up on that, he has to suffer the same fate he is experiencing now.

However, since that pity is clearly the result of a foolish choice of one's own will, everyone looks at the Pendragon with disdain.

Either that or not-

Pendragon rather confidently walked in front of the matriarch and twins and stood tall.

widely.

Pendragon, who received everyone's attention by ringing his iron boots, raised his hand.

There was a bunch of flowers in his hand.

The name of the flower you are holding is Rosemary.

He entered the center of the Earl's family holding a bunch of small lavender flowers, and the twins later found him naked and gave him a sad look.

Soon after the matriarch's chant ended, the twins asked Pendragon why he came to the basement.

“... Pendragon. Shame on the family.”

“What business do you have here, a cowardly fugitive?”

Pendragon answers the two twins.

“I came to find my mother’s grave. But I couldn't see it. Do you know where your mother’s grave is?”

“... It's a grave. Are you looking for Gamyo?”

“That’s right. I was trying to visit a grave, but I couldn't find it at all. After a long time, I even picked flowers. It's my mother's favorite flower.”

Pendragon holds a flower to its nose and smells its scent, then looks around.

Then, he made eye contact with the head of the family, Heritage Dawn Priest, and Pendragon showed the flower to Heritage and said,

“You know, right? It's the flower my mother liked.”

“...”

“By the way, do you remember that? My mother wasn't someone who particularly liked one type of flower. I also heard later that the reason he likes this flower is because of us. corolla. okay. I made a wreath. The wreaths my brother and I knitted as a gift from our mother while running around in the mountains behind us all day. My mother said she started to like this rosemary after giving it to her as a gift.”

“...”

Pendragon talks about his memories, but his brother Harritage doesn't respond and just looks at him with cold, bloodless eyes.

However, Pendragon did not feel intimidated at all.

Instead, he approaches Heritage and taps him firmly on the shoulder, then looks around at the Black Lions around him and says:

Bang- Bang-

“I’m really glad. Even though my mother left, my brother still seems to have corrected himself. Live long! Everyone! The others are older, but they still walk around well. That's great. When we were just weaned, the person who was already a black lion came back to our hometown and saw that he was still alive. Now, even my knees are starting to get creaky, so I can't even go far without talking. Hahahahaha!!!”

Heritage Dawn Priest and Black Lions in front of him.

They were looking at Pendragon without any answer.

A member of a family who is clearly not welcome.

Although he was clearly treated worse than a family member or an outsider, Pendragon had no hesitation, walking around in circles, looking at people's faces and naming them one by one.

Whirririririk-

“So... I mostly remember everyone's faces. You said you were your brother's fifth child, and you were his cousin... Royad? I remember that. And you are Jirrvi! And you... Hey, who are you?”

“... I'm Mabel. Have you seen it before?”

“... Oh, that's right. My memory is vague, but I think I saw it briefly.”

“You damn old man.”

Perhaps due to dementia or a sudden reawakening of memory, Pendragon points out each member of the Earl's family and remembers who they all are.

Whirririririk-

Parrr-

As he continued to spin on his heels, purple flower petals began to flutter in the dull basement, and soon the basement, which had been devoid of any light except the light emanating from the pool, was covered in color, albeit slightly.

I couldn't tell who was crazy.

In Mabel's eyes, the people of the Count family who surrendered themselves to the blood-sucking universe certainly seemed crazy, but the Pendragon's madness was comparable to that.

But either way, Mabel's thoughts were now the same.

'I'm going crazy. 'Why did this rotten old man suddenly come in and act like this?'

She just wanted to finish the ritual quickly and go up to get the supplies to kill Lee Rim, so she hurriedly spoke loudly so that the twins and the people of the count family around them could hear.

“That’s it. Now, why don't someone take this old man with dementia upstairs? What did the soldiers do? Didn’t this old man tell you not to go down to the basement even if you go to all the other places?”

“... Pendragon is a free spirit. The soldiers probably passed through them without them knowing.”

“So, he does not fit into our family. I didn't leave my family for no reason because I was afraid of being arrested.”

After the twins comforted Mabel, they thought it would be a good opportunity since Pendragon had come down to the basement, so they suggested it.

“So, Pendragon. I would like to recommend that you finally come to your senses.”

“That’s right. It's still not too late. All you have to do is perform the same rituals as we did and become a perfect member of the family.”

“Your mental illness will be completely cured if you complete the ritual. So come this way.”

“You felt a lot of freedom, right? Don’t you need to see the world anymore?”

“Pendragon. Pendragon spent a long time as a prodigal son and wandered around as a knight-errant for decades. Still, you haven't achieved any results. Why don't you try your best for your family from now on?”

He is old and sick.

But in the twins' eyes, Pendragon still had plenty of opportunity.

Even though the two were like that now, they didn't want to give up just yet, as Pendragon was related by blood.

It is an underground ritual prepared for that purpose in the first place, and if he just immerses himself in it, he can at least recover his body and mind enough to join the gap between the other Black Lions.

So Arentia Azalea extends her hand.

In order to give him another chance to work for his family, he extends his hand of mercy.

“...”

...Jerbuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

However, Pendragon quietly passes by the two and walks in front of the puddle.

Even though many flower petals were scattered on the floor, there were still many petals left on the stem that I was holding.

He threw those flowers into the puddle.

Chalbang-

Rosemary floated on a puddle that had the appearance of the universe.

Although there were hundreds of millions of stars floating in the pool, none was as beautiful as the rosemary that Pendragon brought.

The pendragon floated the flower in the puddle,

He turned to the twins and said.

“You guys, I don’t remember.”

        
            Pendragon looks down at the twins with cold eyes.

“...”

“...”

A pendragon goes around the area and names the family members one by one.

But the twins are, obviously. These were faces he had never seen before.

...Jerbuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Pendragon, with his back turned to the twins, walks straight and passes the people.

Astesia and Ingrid hurriedly walked up the stairs when they saw Pendragon coming out, and Pendragon also put one foot on the stairs.

He tilted his head back, looked at the people of the Earl family, and asked one question.

“Ah, that’s right. That's because I don't remember very well.”

“... What is it?”

“If you have any questions, ask them, and go upstairs, Pendragon.”

Even though the twins are extremely annoyed, they endure it and answer Pendragon's questions.

Other family members also raised their heads and paid attention to the Pendragon on the stairs, and the old man of the Dunpriest family asked them.

“That’s because I forgot. Is there anyone here who knows what our family’s family motto was?”

but,

No one could answer that.

“... I don’t know. I’m not sure.”

“Is that really important? We are no longer who we were in our glory days.”

So Pendragon turns his head back with a regretful expression.

“... Is that so? I’m sorry.”

Even though everyone in the count family was present, there was no answer as to what the family motto was.

Pendragon climbed the stairs with slumped shoulders.

“Really, I’m sorry.”

His face, unable to hear anyone's answer.

As he passed Astesia and Ingrid, his face was full of confusion.

-------------------------------

The two people, who received unexpected help from Pendragon, were able to safely ascend to the ground of the Lord's Castle.

“-So, if Pendragon hadn’t appeared at the right time, it would have been a really big problem.”

“Thank goodness. If I had been arrested, things would have been difficult. It's hard to make any moves if you're taken hostage.”

“You accomplished something important with Ingrid. Could it be that the Count family was carrying out such a gruesome ritual underground?”

Ingrid went to the sanctuary, and Astesia told her room about everything she had witnessed underground.

Hwarim and Thistle heard the unexpected story coming from Astesia's mouth, and after complimenting it for a while, they began to discuss it.

“... More than that, I don't know what that ritual actually means, right? This was your first time hearing a spell? Astesia Is it true that you have absolutely nothing to do with any magic you know?”

“Yes. I just don't know what to do with that alone. From what I heard, it is certain that the puppeteer has had ties to the count family for quite some time, and that an elixir made using humans as material is needed to perform a ritual using an underground pool, the identity of which is unknown, and because of that, Just the fact that they are connected to someone they call their savior.”

“Hmm... For all their effort, there wasn't anything particularly suspicious about the Count's people. If it was something like strengthening power through human sacrifice to the devil, we would have noticed right away. But that's not the case. It is not related to paganism.”

“Yes. The Count's people have no overlap with pagans at all. Those who went about their daily lives were merely serving the territory as members of the family without any abilities. The strength of the Black Lions is clearly a level they have built up through training and experience. It's not the kind that receives external force. I guarantee that.”

“Then, if power is not gained through ritual, it may simply be a ritual containing only meaning. Drinking water from that pool means that all members of the family share the same thing in their bodies, which is an act of family solidarity. It is a ritual that contains nothing but superstitious meaning, and it would be best to interpret it as if the family members who blindly believed in it had dared to resort to human sacrifice. However, I wonder if the people of the priestly family who have accumulated knowledge for so many years will not realize that their actions are meaningless.”

“That’s right. There was one more thing that was obviously uncomfortable to just dismiss as a meaningless ritual. ... That pool called [Blood-Sucking Universe] had a mysterious atmosphere. It was a puddle that was neither good nor evil, nor was it related to God or the devil, it was just there, but that didn't mean it was an ordinary puddle by any means.”

The three people, Hwarim, Astesia, and Thistle, each give their own opinions.

However, they were not the only ones in the room.

“... I feel like my head is going to explode.”

“Me too!!!”

Ruba and Enin.

The two also heard Astesia's story and tried to make their own deductions, but no matter how hard they tried to think about it, they were two people who did not have as much knowledge about gods and demons as Thistle, or if they had somehow built up their status as warriors like Hwarim. These are two people who don't even have the eyes to see if they've lost.

So Enin and Luba had no time to intervene in the three people’s conversation.

“... Perhaps it may be the tears of foreign gods that existed before the empire and before the appearance of humans.”

“Foreign media... Tears?”

“Yes. They are unknown beings who are said to be products left behind by foreign media, although they provide no harm or benefit to us. That pool is also such an unknown object, and the Dunpriest family may have figured out how to use it after a long period of research at the family level.”

Still, the two also realized one thing for sure.

Unknown being.

There are still many things in the Empire whose origins the famous sages, arch mages, and alchemists cannot figure out.

Such unknown beings are beneficial to humans if used well, but if we misunderstand how to use them or attempt to approach hostile beings incorrectly from the beginning, they come as a disaster.

Therefore, unknown beings are made to report their existence to the royal family as soon as they are discovered, and the imperial family compiles reports on unknown beings and ultimately chooses one of two response methods.

The two ways to respond are-

One is, if it is beneficial to humans, it should be used after as detailed research as possible.

Otherwise, even if you don't know what it is, if there is a way to completely exclude it, you can conclude that it will be erased.

“... In that case, to put it bluntly, what the Earl family is doing is that they committed an affair because they discovered an unknown entity but did not inform the royal family about it. Even though they were researching it and using it in some way, they tried to hide it.”

“It’s an act of treason!! It is clear that you have not been loyal!! This gives me a justification!!!”

Enin and Luba organize things neatly.

The concerns that started when Camellia was asked to investigate by a whistleblower of the Count Dunpriest revealed that the Count Dunpriest had been building a fence around the family for over a hundred years in order to take advantage of an unknown entity.

Therefore, their loyalty to the royal family has clearly weakened, and there is no longer any reason to stop their plan to implicitly announce the royal family's anger by killing the head of the family.

“... In the end, I had to kill the head of the family, Heritage Dawn Priest.”

“... Right. Now, I guess it's time.”

Thistle and Hwarim quietly look down at their weapons.

Although there was no choice from the beginning, there was a natural aversion to assassination.

Hwa-rim understands that Camellia calmly ordered I-rim to be assassinated, but is reluctant, and Thistle also wants to avoid the option of killing others, but more than that, he knows that they are under the princess's protection, so they continue to do so. I was in agony.

And what had just arrived to the members of that religious order was an affair that the Dunpriest family had been hiding, a good excuse to use as an excuse to commit a coup.

In the calm atmosphere, Enin opened his mouth.

“... So, what should I do now?”

“Probably Ingrid and her female colleagues will come up with a detailed plan. He would have figured out by now when the lord castle's surveillance becomes negligent, so he would use a secret passage to enter the head's room and either use medicine or use his own hands to kill the head.”

“... And as a symbol, if I place a symbol of the imperial family next to the deceased head of the family, it will be the end.”

“Probably not right away. It would be the next day after the child defeats the devil. Only then can you truly feel the power of the imperial family.”

There are endless ways.

One way is to poison the food the head of the household eats, and another way is to sneak into the bedroom and quietly suffocate.

However, the problem is that the head of the house, who was thought to be completely unable to stand upright, was walking around fine, so he rebelled, and the black lions who noticed the aftermath may come running to protect the head of the house, but with Ingrid's magic and Lee Rim's skills, It can be prevented in advance.

“... Then, in about 2 days, is the final day?”

Thistle calmly held the book and counted the time.

Lee Rim said that he would once again try to find a way to kill the demon tonight, and that after confirming once again that it was impossible and that his theory was correct, he would ask for help from one of the members of the church.

In that case, the decisive battle would be tomorrow night, and the assassination would be sometime in the morning of the next day.

“Prepare your mind.”

“... I have no intention of sounding weak right now.”

“... Yes. It is the path we have walked by making choices, and it is the path that has led us to this point.”

After the people of the parish had spent the night with their eyes open, the sunlight that signaled the end of Lee Rim's fight illuminated the room where everyone was present.

        
            The fight against the Greater Demon Framework.

The fight was no longer negotiable.

I needed one more person to win, and I had no choice but to choose from among the people in the parish who would match that sum.

“... You damn bastard, you can't pretend to be just until the end. Damn righteous idiot.”

I gather my haggard spirit and watch the rising sun.

Devils are basically mentally strong.

These are people who have been around since before the birth of humans, and it is unlikely that they can talk about things that have a theme like hell as their origin.

So, it's natural that I can't win an argument with a guy who has been building his own world by staying in the sanctuary for hundreds of years, but hearing him continue to ignore his true nature and talk about delivering or exercising justice for me. As it turns out, my mentality was a bit shattered first.

‘But today is the last day. It's clear now. 'I can never win alone.'

Thanks to you, I felt it.

The devil needs the help of one of the three.

Although I had announced it in advance, the time has finally come.

It’s not something that will drag on for a long time.

As for Lee Hero, the longer he stays at the count's house, the more financial problems arise, and above all, there is the case of the assassination of the head of the family.

Immediately after the assassination, the circumstances clearly reveal that the princess's liaison is among us, and naturally, the number one target pointed out will be me, the princess's knight.

'But they won't be able to formally protest because of what they have done so far. The head of the family, who was going to die soon anyway, passed away a little early. I think it's a cheap price to pay for being out of the imperial family's eyes for over a hundred years, even from the earldom... It may be greedy of me to ask, though.'

The head of the house is as old as he gets.

Since the current head of the family is working as if he were the real head of the family anyway, it is safe to say that the succession has actually passed on to Heritage Dawn Priest.

Even if he was assassinated, Camellia's judgment was that Camellia's decision would be to treat the death as a natural death rather than an assassination for the family that was being stabbed, and to end it quietly so that the royal family would understand its intentions.

So, the difficulty of slaying the demon becomes more and more difficult the longer you stay, and the weight of the count's cold gaze on the assassination of the head of the family that will follow the next day.

I decided to finish the work quickly in order to minimize it as much as possible.

“Phew...”

It was a time when I let out a long sigh, closed my eyes for a moment, and relieved my mental fatigue.

“... Thank you for your hard work. Bishop Lee Lim.”

chuck-

“Sweet- cold.”

When I felt a cold sensation on my neck, I turned around and saw Bishop Setias holding a water bottle and coming close to me.

“Even though your body has just been resurrected, I thought you might need something to cool your head, so I prepared something cold, but was that a mistake?”

“... No. It was just right. I felt like I was starting to feel a bit overloaded. No matter what you receive from others today, there will probably be no better gift than this.”

“The packaging is excessive. Hehe - Still, the reaction wasn't that bad as I had prepared with the utmost care.”

It may not have been that long since we talked in terms of the number of days, but I feel like we have become a little closer to him after repeating the resurrection, seeing his face, and running to the sanctuary all night long, yesterday and today.

What was held against my neck was a water bottle filled with ice that had been made cold by magic.

Now that I think about it, I always feel quite thirsty right after resurrection, and I think that my poor condition may have been the cause of my defeat because I ran straight into the sanctuary where the devil was without even realizing it.

gulp-

gulp-

gulp-

gulp-

“... Paha! Haha... I think I'll really buy it.”

“I’m really glad you like it.”

Since he has just received his final resurrection courtesy of Setias, he quenches his thirst and puts ice on the back of his neck to calm his mood.

Seeing that, Setias was worried about me.

“Hey, Bishop. Are you really...are you okay?”

“Yes, whatever. it's okay. Because it’s a familiar thing.”

However, Setias's worries were not for nothing; they were worries with clear reasons.

“... If you feel anything strange, please let me know. Confronting the devil will gradually lead to mental brainwashing.”

“... Mental brainwashing? This is my first time hearing that.”

When I asked again after hearing a completely unexpected story, Setias came up with a very helpful story, as if he had been holding the position of head of the parish, the representative of a religious denomination, only as a result of a simple vote.

“Do you know how pagan priests are made?”

“No. I don't know exactly. I just suddenly hear a voice, that's how I know it.”

“I see. True, but that's an intermediate step. The encroachment of people who are not at all interested in paganism and who were normally sane begins with excessive exposure to the theme of the devil.”

The process of creating pagan priests that Setias brought out was surprisingly systematic and simple.

Let’s say there is a devil whose theme is anger.

Sometimes in the world, there are cases where merciless misfortune is inflicted on a human being.

It could simply be said that numerous misfortunes coincided at the same time, but the quantity and quality of misfortunes were such that they could be called inevitable.

It is said that such misfortune, misfortune brought on by arbitrary or other causes, is experienced by all human beings who are a little strong but do not feel sorry for themselves at all.

Then he gets angry.

He is a person with a unique personality, so rather than being sad, he gets angry and tries to shift blame.

They swear at the world, get angry at people passing by, and get angry at people who had no idea what was going on, asking why they didn't help.

Even though the misfortune is entirely due to his own fault, he gets angry and says that it is all a misfortune that the world gave him and others did not help him.

I am so constantly angry, and that anger never ends.

At that point, he has already been sufficiently exposed to the devil's theme of anger.

“People who have gone deeper into the topic than what ordinary people experience, those people have already met the conditions. All the devil does is whisper into your ear or talk directly into your head. People whose lives have been gradually invaded by exposure to the theme accept it as revelation and serve the devil as their god.”

“Do you mean mental pollution?”

“Yes. Even if a person is exposed to a theme for a long period of time, to the symbol of the devil, or to the residual magic left behind by the devil himself, a person is slowly eaten away.”

That is why most people have religion.

The reason why atheists are surprisingly vulnerable to such mental pollution is that by simply serving another god, the concept of a connection with that god is exposed to the theme and returns the polluted mind little by little, but atheists do not even have such a thing. because.

Therefore, it is said that most humans and other races in this world serve God.

“So, Bishop. The Bishop is close to Deshade, so you don't have to worry, but if you feel anything strange at any time, please let us know. At Lihere, we can prepare a ritual that will clear your mind, although it may not be as good as the Red Purge.”

“... Is it free?”

“... Phew! Ha ha ha ha ha! yes. It's not free.”

When I hinted that the rituals performed by the church are generally expensive, Setias smiled and answered.

Tonight, there were no members of the earl's family to be seen at all, and most of the time we spoke through Setias, so it was probably the first time that he smiled like that in front of me and showed a slightly relaxed look.

“... Bishop. Wait, can you follow me?”

“Ah, yes. It doesn't matter...”

Setias laughed for a while, thought about it for a moment, then took me for a moment and took me to the back of the tent where the other Witch Hunters couldn't see.

And then immediately-

Nodding-

I bowed my head.

“Really... thank you for taking on this task.”

Are they grateful that they are helping with something they could never do on their own?

It seems that the position of parish priest brought with it the dignity and respect that brought me here to do something that could not be done in front of other Witch Hunters.

“Thanks to the Bishop, I am able to go one step further toward revenge.”

“...”

What I also said was gratitude for revenge.

Naturally, the target of that revenge would probably be a witch, not a devil.

I was able to recognize her because she had always been unusually aggressive towards witches, almost like a fit.

“... If it’s okay, may I listen to your story?”

So I thought this was an opportunity to ask her what she was embracing, so I asked her a question.

However, it was not out of sympathy or anything like that, but to find out to what extent and how long this double-edged sword woman named Setias Erian would be worthy of forming a deep relationship with our church.

Although the question was asked with the feeling of exploring and digging into it, Setias spoke honestly, perhaps because he felt trust in me.

“... Please don't tell other people. Because it is my weakest part.”

“... I understand.”

“I had a colleague named Arsena.”

Before speaking, I felt guilty for a moment that Setias had shown a weak expression in front of me, something he would never show as a parish president. Then, Setias told me the whole story of a witch hunter he had been watching, and the story of the previous parish president. come.

Victim Arsena.

A former bishop who cut short his lifespan and managed to maintain the status quo of the Lihier Diocese, which had suffered a setback and had begun to decline.

From Setias's explanation, I could see how foolishly she viewed Arsena, respected her, and liked her.

“-Arsena's ending was gruesome, as if she was finally clearing up the karma she had built up, as if she was paying for all the other Witch Hunters who were originally supposed to die.”

However, the end of the great parish leader ended with the cruelty of reality biting her without mercy.

“Her endless efforts did not lead to her end.”

The Blue Witch does not want to increase the number of people on both sides of Lehire and the wanderers.

The number of Witch Hunters in Lehier did not increase as easily as expected.

That's how much harder Arsena threw herself into the gap between the witches.

And the wandering witches had a burning desire for revenge on the Witch Hunters, especially Arsena, who persistently pursued them and brutally murdered them.

Immediately after, the time came.

Coincidence overlap.

The low number 1 that exists on a die that would have appeared at some point.

Arsena was not in good health, and the wandering witch she was chasing was in perfect condition.

Arcena lost, and the witch won.

So, the witch took revenge on the dead wanderers and carried it out on the captured Arsena.

They exposed their skin with knives, pierced their bodies with needles, and injected drugs to the point where there were no bruises on their arms or the nape of their necks.

Their bones are scraped off with a hoe, their clothes are removed to expose their shame, and they beat them without hesitation, causing them to bleed.

They put rings on their bodies according to their taste, climb on them, humiliate them, make them unable to resist, and then take as much as they want.

Because there were no ethics, and because she was a debauched witch, the sexual torture continued even more intensively and without mercy.

Because the witch had already been chased by Arcena several times and had her workshop destroyed and ran away, her anger reached its peak, and to that extent, the witch actually developed a twisted affection for Arcena.

The witch was even more cruel than other witches because she had a hobby of making torture devices.

But Arcena did not die.

However, it was not because she was noble that she endured it.

The witch, with her twisted affection, deliberately kept her alive and impregnated her with her own child, a disciple who would pass on her knowledge.

Arcena was discovered a month after she went missing.

What Setias saw as he plunged the knife into the witch's throat was Arsena, pregnant with the witch's child, found in a miserable, naked state with her stomach half full.

“... had no eyes.”

“...”

Tears form in Setias' eyes as he remembers the situation at that time.

I couldn't say anything when I saw the overflowing tears soaking the floor.

“Even though she had no eyes, she immediately called my name.”

With trembling hands, Setias untied the chains and pulled out the torture instruments stuck all over his body.

Arsena, who lost her balance and dropped her head on her shoulder, called Setias.

'... Setias.'

'yes. Arsena. It's me. Arsena. This is Setias.'

'I hope you are happy.'

However, not much time was spent.

There are not many reapers who wait for death for as long as the protagonists in movies whose genre is tragedy.

Arsena, who could have already died, died in Setias's arms, leaving only one request.

The child in her womb also died with her.

“...”

Was there no intention to talk about it this far?

After speaking up to that point, Setias was silently shedding tears, not knowing how to end it.

There is a woman shedding tears in front of me.

There is a woman in front of me looking for salvation.

So I moved without even knowing.

Did he act as the bishop of the Deshade denomination?

Or did he just move as a single man?

“... So, you wanted revenge?”

Kkook-

“...!”

When I stretched out my arms and hugged Setias, Setias was startled, but after a moment, his eyes were pressed against my shoulder.

Setias answered with tears soaking his clothes.

“That’s probably why.”

A long time passed just like that.

“... I'm sorry.”

Setias, who quietly shed tears, raised his head.

Perhaps because of embarrassment, the corners of his eyes were swollen and red, and he continued speaking without being able to raise his head.

“... So, Bishop. A priest who serves the God who grants human wishes.”

“... I will listen.”

“I serve Lord Lehier, but a woman who wants to reach out and grasp anything within reach asks me a favor.”

“... Yes.”

“Please save this woman so that my wish can come true and the hope I hold in this small hand is not abandoned in vain.”

There is only one thing Setias wants.

The extermination of all witches.

A woman's wish for salvation, so she tries to grab whatever opportunity she sees, even though she has a god she serves.

It was clearly a conflicting wish.

The Blue Rose Witches hope that all witches will return to their original form, or at least that they will not be criticized by people, and that they want to create a wind of cleansing.

However, Setias, who has already been irreparably damaged and asks me for her only wish, asks for my salvation not as a parish priest, but as a wounded girl.

It was clear that those two things could never happen at the same time in the end.

But I-

“... Okay. Lee Rim, the sword of Deshade. I will accept the wish of a girl named Setias Erian, not a parish priest.”

I had no choice but to accept Setias' request.

“... Thank you.”

Because I promised Thistle that if someone wants salvation, I will make it happen.

Because he is a priest of God who must grant the wishes of humans and the abandoned things on behalf of the God who is not here right now.

Although I received a request from the Blue Rose Witch, I also accepted Setias' request.

        
            I returned to the Lord's Castle and heard about the plan that the church members and Ingrid had made.

The order is the expulsion of the demon, followed by the assassination of the matriarch.

I decided to kill the demon tonight with the help of a member of the church, and then assassinate the head of the family with Ingrid and her allies the next morning.

Afterwards, we leave the county immediately.

Leaving behind the anger of the royal family next to the assassinated head of the family.

“The assassination will be carried out by the bishop and I. The other colleagues will turn the attention of the people of our parish and the Earl family.”

“Is there a way? I think people who agree with Ingrid should also be careful not to reveal their true identity, and it would be difficult to attract everyone's attention.”

“There is no need to worry. People don't necessarily have to do things that attract people's attention. It is at times like this that I think the princess's emergency fund will play a very important role.”

“... Emergency fund?”

“There will be a fire. Among the sailing ships, there was one that was quite old and docked at the far end of the harbor, and I bought it. We're going to set a fire there. Ki kick.”

Thistle is worried about Ingrid’s words.

“If you set fire to a boat... wouldn't the fire spread and cause great damage? At least I don't want to harm people who live in the county and don't know anything.”

But Ingrid was more thorough about that than I thought.

“It’s okay. The sailing ship was scheduled to be retired after this voyage. The ship was purchased using the funds of the Spy Knights, who were told to use it if necessary for this matter, and the captain was bribed to arrange that the entire crew would stay on land and return on a ship belonging to another merchant from the same hometown. Since the ship is anchored alone at the far end of the port, the fire is unlikely to spread to such great extent.”

“If that’s the case... I’m glad.”

“This is all~ I came to my senses after considering your feelings. Otherwise, my colleagues originally suggested setting fire to the warehouses in the port to attract more attention. Kikiki-”

Let's say you put the plan into action.

The boat caught fire.

It is also a merchant ship, a merchant ship large enough to cross the wide and rough ocean.

Visually, it's a big deal.

In order to prevent the fire from spreading, people must take quick action above all else and put out the fire.

Coincidentally, there are many people in the county, including family members and soldiers, there are also witch hunters from Lihere who can use magic, and there is water everywhere.

So, everyone will panic right now and do their best to extinguish the fire, but in reality, even if the sailboat burns, the place where it is anchored is in a corner of the port, so there is nothing to move nearby, so the aftermath of the incident will not spread.

Of course, if the wind blows so hard that it is comparable to a typhoon, the fire may spread to the warehouse on the port side, but it is clear that rain and wind of that magnitude will bring all the sea water along with it, which will also prevent the fire from spreading too large. It was certain.

After devising a sure way to attract people's attention, the next thing we talk about is the method of assassinating the head of the family.

“And... As for the matriarch's assassination, we plan to proceed in the cleanest way possible for now. If it were the princess, I might have told her to go in a more cruel direction, but I also don't like seeing blood.”

widely-

Ingrid puts a bottle down on the table.

At first glance, the bottle containing a clear liquid seemed to contain water, but Ingrid explained that it was poison.

“The odor is serious, but once you take it, you will fall asleep comfortably within 10 seconds.”

“You’re saying you’re going to feed this to the matriarch.”

“That's right. However, it is absolutely impossible to take medicine with food. Not only is smell a smell, but everything related to the head of the family is considered a top priority by the earldom, so relatives, including the head of the family, inspect everything, including food. Even if we are all old and about to die, we will go for now.”

It is impossible to mix medicine with food.

That's why it's used as a secret passage.

In the blueprint of the Yeongju Castle found in a back alley, there was a secret passageway leading all the way from a remote barn outside the castle walls all the way to the Yeongju Castle.

Through that, it becomes possible to break into and attack the head of the household's bedroom fireplace.

“The matriarch's correction was unexpected, but she is not in that good of a state. We'll get the job done before the Black Lions notice. I will suppress the sound with magic, and if the bishop catches you, I will give you medicine and put you to sleep.”

There is no need to amplify hostility by spilling blood.

“The important thing is to leave a message. You will leave behind a glass bottle containing the underground puddle and a bottle of poison.”

“Is that enough?”

“Enough. The bottle containing the puddle will be closed with a lid with Mortis engraved on it. A picture of Mortis engraved on a bottle that can be seen anywhere in the empire, or on a bottle that contains the secret they were plotting. That this means that the imperial family's gaze was focused on the count's family and that they were angry, there is no reason for anyone other than a complete idiot to not have noticed.”

It is said that one cannot put a value on human life, but that does not mean that there are times when it is treated that way.

The life of the head of the family, who is already old, is the price to be paid for condoning the fact that the count has been intentionally committing extramarital affairs away from the eyes of the imperial family for a hundred years.

Making the incident public and framing it as a pagan priest, which could have resulted in the purge of the entire family, is passed over as a rather weak form of warning, such as the death of the head of the family, to the Dun Priest family, which played a major role in the founding of the empire. It could be said to be Camellia's mercy to Korea.

“At least it is a family of priests who played a big role in leading the empire to its founding.”

Ingrid, who understood Camellia's intentions better than anyone else, was not wrong in anything she said.

However, the thing that makes me a little reluctant is that it is only a mercy from the perspective of Camellia and the royal family.

Hwarim and Astesia clearly pointed out that point.

“It seems like the emotional trough is a bit deep.”

“I think Writer Baek will be angry. The fact that the imperial family did not notice the count's affair for a hundred years is interpreted a little differently from the count's perspective. ... oh! Does this make me disloyal...?”

“Hey- How do you mean? it's okay. The princess is not here and Bishop Lee Rim is the princess's knight, so the little saintess is not the princess's loyal subject. This is important, so if anything comes to mind, please feel free to tell me.”

Ingrid laughed when she saw Astesia covering her mouth with her hand before speaking, giving her courage and making it easier for her to speak up in the middle of everyone.

“Well, then… I’ll tell you what I think. The Dunpriest family is a family that swore loyalty until the empire was established. That family stayed quiet for a hundred years. Nevertheless, the imperial family did not pay much attention to the earl family. Therefore, 100 years also means the time when the imperial family did not care about the count family.”

“Astesia is right. The count's family may feel that they have been abandoned in indifference. It is certainly true that we were given a port city. One might think that the imperial family did not touch anything related to the devil's sanctuary because they trusted the count family. However, from the count's perspective, this is neglect and aid. The ancestors sacrificed their lives for the royal family and thought of a way to protect themselves from demons, but after losing their original job due to the appearance of the Red Purge, the royal family probably thought they were useless and did not even think about looking for them.”

“Hmm... That makes sense. The Count family is a family of priests, but at the same time, it is also a family of knights who continued the advance of the war of conquest along with the imperial family. Even if he couldn't do it, he would have wanted to be treated as a hunting dog with a leash, kept nearby, and given good food, but in reality, he would have felt bad because he was treated like an old sheep grazing in a fake fence.”

It's a discord in many ways.

From the perspective of us, the third parties, the discord caused by the reconsideration of loyalty and indifference did not appear to be easily resolved.

However, because of that, there was no reason for us to take responsibility for it.

“... Whatever it is, even if the count is assassinated, it will be difficult to move any more violently. So, let’s just do our job and leave the rest of the relationship improvement to the princess.”

“... Yes. Ingrid is right. We are the princess's vassals, not mediators or anything like that.”

“Okay, now that we're done talking, I'll go back to review the plan with my former colleagues. Rest in peace. Ki kick.”

Ingrid left, and now only one thing remained.

“... So, now we want to decide who will enter the sanctuary.”

Thistle, Enin, and Hwarim look at me.

Astesia was wiggling her fingers as if she was disappointed that she couldn't be among them, but Astesia, as a saint, has her own place, so I patted her head to let her know that I always believed in her.

He then looks at the three people.

“Is the devil strong?”

“... Yes. I guess I'd say it's a bit strong.”

Answer Thistle’s question calmly.

“But Lee Rim can win. Right?”

“Well, that’s right. You can't win alone, I think just the two of you will be enough to win.”

He gladly responds to Enin's trust.

“Don’t trust your judgment. This is the confidence you built up through your death. We are also aware of what you said and have made preparations.”

“... Thank you. Hwarim. For trusting me.”

I gain strength from Hwarim’s encouragement.

Everyone is smiling and looking at me.

And I-

I asked one of the three people in front of me to accompany me.

“The person I’m going with is Enin.”

        
            When I call Enin's name, she confirms my words again.

“... Me?”

“Yes.”

The other two people smiled when they saw Enin like that and quietly stepped back-

Ta-ta-tak!

Enin came forward vigorously and answered my words with a bright smile.

“... Yes! I understand!”

I pointed it out and got an answer.

I didn't ask why.

The two people who were not selected also did not ask why.

I made my choice, so support my choice.

So, instead of asking why, Enin asked what he would do.

“What should I prepare?”

“We will take turns dealing with the devil. There is no way for us to escape the devil's theme. But his theme clearly has weaknesses and limitations.”

This guy didn't show any tricks in fighting.

The guy who called himself a hero really fought like a hero.

They beat them to death with their fists, kicked them and cut their bodies apart.

'Actually, he's not a hero, but his fighting style reminds me of the brutally fighting red hero that aired a long time ago.'

In addition, the three negations are actively utilized to show sure victory for 'one target'.

“I will use a fighting method that destroys the weaknesses of object negation. The moment we enter the sanctuary to deal with the devil, the devil will cast object negation on one of us.”

“You explained it to me earlier. I remember. The moment the devil tells Lee Rim that he can't win, no matter what he does, he won't be able to beat the devil.”

“Yes. So, if you just aim for that, it's over. If the devil casts object negation on me, then Enin can overpower the devil.”

“Uhm... I’ll try my best.”

“Don’t worry too much. Even if the devil puts object negation on me and never lifts it, it just means that I have a restriction that means I can't win against the devil, but it doesn't make it impossible for me to help Enin. There is absolutely no situation where it will be 1v1.”

It's simple.

No matter who it is, one of them just needs to win against the devil.

If my victory is denied, I can get closer to victory with Enin's hand, and if the demon pushed by it denies Enin, the restrictions on me are lifted.

I can kill the devil only if I use the stigma at the end, but there is no reason why Enin can't push the devil to the brink of death.

So, the two of us join forces to drive out the devil, and the person who is not affected by the devil's object negation kills the devil, and it ends.

'To be honest, each of Enin's attacks is now comparable to a high-level demon's fist. There is no reason for Enin to be pushed out.'

Henin's potential is beyond imagination.

Paladin Aleph was also a physicalist, and Dragon Curios' fists also go to waste if hit incorrectly.

Unlike Winnet's fists, which contain finesse, this is a power composed of pure destructive power.

Enin can do the same thing as them.

I think Enin is the only pure human in existence that can achieve the destructive power comparable to that of a dragon or paladin, which Ennin can recreate with an anvil.

“... I think I know roughly how to do it.”

Enin, who simulated in his head how the fight against the devil would unfold, assured me.

“For that, I think we need some preparations, Lee Rim. Then, I will be back at the sanctuary before evening.”

“Huh? Where are you going?”

“Yes. I got a good idea. Well then, let’s work hard! Lee Rim!”

Enin got up from his seat as if a good idea occurred to him, grabbed my hand and shook it vigorously.

Then he immediately left the room, saying he had to ask the twins for something.

“... You look very lively today.”

“Hehe. Actually, out of the three of us, you were the most excited about it.”

Even though Hwarim and Thistle laughed when they saw that, they cheered by holding my hands one by one.

“Then Lee Rim. Be strong.”

“I won’t be able to go in with you, but I will be watching.”

If you really want to be specific, there is also a method that allows even two people to participate.

Still, if you think about the worst, there was a possibility that something might happen, that someone might harm Astesia who was left here.

So there are two people left.

With just one person, it is simply protection, and with one more person, a counterattack against the attacker is possible.

Even though Luba is there, I feel sorry for Luba. To be honest, I am anxious, and my opinion was that I wanted to leave her in the role of running to Lihier and asking for help from Ingrid in case of emergency.

Suddenly-

“Bishop!!! I brought you what you asked me to prepare!!!”

“Thank you, Luba.”

So, with a bit of guilt, I complimented Ruba, who had just opened the door and came in carrying the item I had asked her to run, and told her to ask for Astesia.

“I will trust Luba too. It's probably not going to happen, but if someone tries to harm Astesia, deal with them with all your might.”

“... Yes!!! This ruba!!! As a knight of the bishop!!! As a sword!!! I will bite off the enemy’s neck!!!”

“If, just in case.”

“Okay!!!”

Maybe he was talking about me, but since I was looking at Luba, who was already starting on his own, I wondered if he had said it for no reason.

After receiving the item I requested from Ruba, I quickly threw myself on the bed and fell asleep.

And as time passed and I felt that my mental fatigue had recovered to some extent,

“... Ah, is it almost time? Now I have to go get ready. There are things I have to ask for along the way.”

Slurp-

I got up and quietly went down to the village to visit the Blue Rose Witches.

It wasn't that difficult.

I learned about the inn where the witches were located from Ingrid, and since the inn did not treat information about the guests they were keeping very secret, I was able to find the room right away.

So, as soon as I find the two people at the inn, I immediately go into the room and take out business.

“Snooze Biblio, and Tipsy Biblio.”

“Yes. You can say it. Bishop.”

“... tell me.”

“I have a favor to ask of you two.”

“Please?”

“Please provide escort for our church.”

“Escort... you mean?”

“Yes. Escort.”

To the two who expressed their doubts, I tried to take out insurance on the worries that I had always kept in the back of my mind.

“There is a woman named Mabel, a puppeteer who serves as the Count's consulting wizard. I would like you two to monitor her movements and make sure she does not pose a threat to our church.”

-------------------------------

The dreams were always similar, but not the same.

When I looked up at the huge tree in the wheat field, my body felt tight, but my heart felt refreshed as if it had been opened.

The feeling was the same as when I first succeeded in opening the door of my house under my own power and walking on my own two legs to the church in the village.

“It was really refreshing at that time. Even though my legs were so weak that the moment I arrived at the church, I sat down and cried and embarrassed the priest, I still remember it.”

“... Did you do that? What were you thinking?”

“I was just happy. Without any other thoughts, I was just really happy and thought that I had finally done it. I just had that thought.”

Kuuk-

Gaia's arms wrapped around Enin's neck gain strength.

I know.

Even if Enin doesn't tell us, everyone knows.

Gaia knows all of Enin's memories from the time he was born until now.

However, Gaia continues to show interest in Enin's story, asking questions back, and asking about her feelings, as if it were her first time hearing it.

Even though he knew everything, he treats Enin with respect, as if making up for not being able to look after him until now.

“... Hehe, I'm a little embarrassed. Even though it was a long time ago, it was a story from when I was very young. It might not be a fun story for Gaia.”

“It’s okay. Hear more. I want to hear more...”

Gaia puts her hand up and pats Enin's head as she relaxes and gives it to her.

Slurp-

Sreuk-

Sararak...

Put your fingers into your thick hair, untangle the hair and smooth it out gently.

If someone who did not feel her status as an evil spirit saw the two beings as friendly as mother and daughter, Gaia knew that this was not the case.

To be exact, Enin’s heart.

“...”

Enin is still looking at the tree.

Even though he is confident, he stands still and can comfortably accept if he comes a little closer, but Enin only looks up.

'I know. This is more than karma. The karma of not realizing that among those who borrowed my name to build up their greed, there was a child who truly served me.'

Still, Gaia was not greedy any more.

I want to be a mother, but I am not a mother.

Gaia is clearly a being that Enin worships as a ‘god’.

Therefore, even though Gaia was reduced to an evil deity, she was able to maintain her status as a god because only one person, Enin, truly served Gaia.

'I envy Deshade and his daughter. But to me, that would be greed.'

Gaia remained as an evil spirit even though she fell thanks to Enin's prayers.

So, the evil spirit continues to be an evil spirit.

You shouldn't be a mother.

If that happens, all that Enin has prayed for himself so far will be in vain.

Therefore, there are two things Gaia can now do.

One is to watch the kingdom union collapse as the number of living humans continues to decrease in real time, losing soul soldiers and fighting against foreign races crossing the border.

And the other one is to hand it over to Enin every time it gathers strength little by little, so that Enin can live and achieve what he wants.

Gaia only wanted to be helpful to her child, and did not want to do anything more.

“... I'm sorry. Gaia.”

So Gaia had no idea that Enin would apologize to her.

        
            When Enin suddenly apologized, Gaia was surprised because she had not expected it at all, but asked back in a kind voice.

“... What do you mean?”

“Even though Gaia tries to stop me, I am being greedy like this.”

Enin lowered his head and looked back.

I turn my eyes from the tree and look up at Gaia.

“...!”

Kkook-

Gaia's eyes widened at the sight, and she hugged Enin.

Enin had a face full of regret.

But that was not the face of a believer confessing his sins to God.

It is a feeling of sorry that he sees Gaia not as a god, an evil god, or anything else, but as another woman like himself.

“I asked Lee Rim to respect his body, but I guess that wasn’t something I should have said. I am probably the one in the church who does not take care of his own body the most.”

“... It’s okay. Isn't it your choice to make, not anyone else's? I will believe it, and the children will believe it too. No matter what anyone says, these are decisions you have to think about and make yourself. I'll be sad, but I won't criticize you.”

“... Yes.”

‘Rapid expansion of the upper limit of how strong one can become’, at the cost of longevity.

Enin catches up to the limit that has been overcome through effort.

Swing the anvil and never forget your aspirations.

With just that, Enin was able to stand next to Irim.

'The phrase 'strength that surpasses humans' does not apply to humans. Even though this child has this much power, he is still human.'

Now Gaia has decided to understand Enin.

As the world is like that, humans also move and change based on one principle.

When something disappears, something comes into being.

By sacrificing one thing, you gain one thing.

Enin confirmed this with his own will.

He sacrificed his life and expanded the upper limit of human power.

And with effort, you can achieve that in an instant and use it as strength to help those you love.

I just made constant choices and efforts to be by one man's side.

so,

Now the time has come.

It's time to go back.

“Now, it’s time.”

“... Yes. I'll go. Gaia.”

Henin closes his eyes and leans against Gloria.

The base of the tree was already wet.

Enin watered the tree, and Gaia watched.

Piiiing-

I felt dizzy.

Enin closes his eyes.

Gaia watched the scene and stroked Enin's head.

And at the same time, he breathed his gathered strength into the back of her neck again.

“I hope this is the last time. Now you are already on par with that man.”

-------------------------------

“Hey, lady. Are you okay?”

“Ugh...”

Enin opened his eyes to the sound of someone's voice.

“Fan... Dragon?”

“Sleeping under a tree is dangerous.”

Enin grasped the situation through slightly dizzy vision.

“... Ah, I see. I fell asleep halfway through.”

Pendragon was looking at him.

The location is a tree growing on top of a hill with a slight view of the city.

Enin asked the count to prepare certain items in preparation for the fight against the high-ranking devil, and the items were soon secured.

The only problem was that the item, which was difficult to move because there were no hands at the moment, was stored in an old warehouse owned by a merchant just over a hill, so Enin fell asleep while he was in the middle of finding it and moving it to the sanctuary.

To be exact, it's not that I fell asleep, but rather that I rushed to sleep because the opportunity presented itself.

So Enin thought that Pendragon, who was passing by, noticed him and woke him up out of concern, and he learned for sure that Wonpan was not a bad person after all.

“When I was wandering around as a knight, I saw an adventurer who was sleeping under a tree and was blown away with his head slit by a magical beast called a spike spider. And that’s right in front of your eyes.”

“... Is that so? Thanks for the advice. But for now, I fell asleep in the village... I thought it would be okay since there were no demonic beasts. Hehehe-”

“... Oh, is that so? yes. This wasn't a forest.”

Pendragon seems to still be suffering from severe dementia and is telling me everything he remembers.

Enin looks at him and smiles bitterly for a moment, but then reaffirms that he is a kind person.

A moment later, Enin's eyes fell on the weapon held by Pendragon, who was sitting down next to the tree just like him.

“By the way, Pendragon, what are you holding? It looks like a glaive... Is it Pendragon's weapon?”

“Ah, this? ... What is this?”

“Mo, you don’t know?”

What Pendragon is wearing on his shoulder is a glaive.

The glaive, wrapped in a long cloth, was showing off its beauty as if it had just come out of the blacksmith shop.

“Uhm... I don't remember, but when I was about to pass by the blacksmith, the blacksmith told me to take it back. I left it there on my way back from my journey as a knight-errant, but he got angry and asked why I didn't pick it up. I guess it was mine.”

“Well, did you do that?”

It makes me laugh when I try to think of the blacksmith who was entrusted with a nobleman's weapons and was anxious because he didn't even go to get them, but in a way, it's a sad story.

Enin looked at the muscles on his body and realized that he was the one who wielded this long weapon as his main weapon.

“Glave. It's a good weapon. It is a flawless weapon not only 1:1 but also against multiple people. I thought about trying it at one point, but it wasn't suitable for short people.”

“I see. Well... it's my weapon, so I took it and came out.”

Pendragon took a stance with his glaive.

Then slowly swing the weapon.

However, in Enin's opinion, the appearance was a bit sloppy.

'As expected, he's not that talented.'

The way a Pendragon swings a glaive is, at best, the same as the movements of an adventurer who has just entered the intermediate level.

It may have been a weapon for which it was not suited to begin with.

Somehow, it took several decades to reach this level.

Even now, Pendragon has clearly not forgotten how to wield the glaive due to dementia, but is clearly wielding it with the accumulated memories of his body, but even at a good level, it is comparable to that of an ordinary mercenary.

And if a person wields a weapon with this level of skill not only in the empire but also on any battlefield, it is a skill that would make them never want to make him a knight of their family.

“Hmm... As expected, it's difficult.”

In the end, Pendragon, who showed only average skills and the weapon handling skills of a full-powered criminal, put away the glaive with a disappointed look on his face.

Then he turned his attention to the object that Ennin had placed next to the tree.

“By the way, miss, what are you going to use the anchor for?”

“Ah, this? Um...”

Enin placed his hand on the anchor that was within reach.

Pendragon's hands were too small to hold the anchor, but Enin had clearly been dragging the anchor from across the hill before he fell asleep.

“I want to use a little bit to help my loved ones.”

After answering that, Enin stood up.

and,

“Yeoong-cha!”

Lift the anchor with one hand,

thud-

He carried it on his shoulder.

After a heavy sound that could not be heard from a human shoulder, Enin blocked the sunlight with his palm and confirmed his destination.

There is still a long way to go to the sanctuary visible from the top of the hill, but Enin, who had been dragging the anchor before falling asleep, is confident that since he has just woken up, he will be able to get there quickly if he carries the anchor and walks.

“Then, Pendragon, I’m sorry, but I have work to do. I’ll go first.”

“...”

“Pendragon?”

“Oh, is that my name by any chance?”

“Ah... Haha- Yes. It's the old man's name. Well then, that’s it.”

Pendragon looked at Enin who had lifted the anchor in a daze for a moment, then lifted himself up.

He looked at Enin, who was walking down the hill for a moment, and muttered quietly.

“Be careful. It looks like the wind has started to blow.”

-------------------------------

A woman is sitting in front of Thistle and Astesia.

They both know who she is.

But I don't know the details.

That woman is Aurelia Dawn Priest.

This is because she is a member of the Dun Priest family who served as Pendragon's attendant, but she is a woman I have never spoken to personally.

Therefore, all that is known is simple identity.

That woman knocked on Thistle and Astesia's door and came in asking for their understanding.

“... My name is Aurelia.”

“This is my first time talking directly like this. Nice to meet you, Aurelia Dawn Priest. This is Thistle, an apostle who serves Lord Deshade.”

“This is Astesia, a saint.”

“... Where are the others?”

After briefly saying hello, Aurelia placed her hand on her chest and asked with anxious eyes.

Thistle didn't know why she came to see them, but he told them the truth.

“Bishop and Enin will be at the sanctuary. The doors to the sanctuary should be opening by now.”

When I looked out the window, the sun was just about to set.

Now that the power of the Sanctuary was full, it was time for Irim and Enin, who were waiting in front of it, to enter the final fight against the upper-class demon while the Witch Hunters watched.

“Hwarim left the castle after hearing that the knights wanted to spar while the Black Lions of the Earl's family watched. Ruba... I don’t know.”

“I saw Ruba moving something with the castle maids earlier, and it looks like she was helping.”

Hwarim and Luba also left.

The Count's family was busy today.

About 10 sailing ships have left and 8 new ships have docked, and thanks to that, the port is more active than usual.

But more than that, I felt like it was more busy than necessary.

Still, it was only three days.

Thistle and Astesia didn't care about that at all, and stayed in the lord's castle, each thinking about the assassination plan for tomorrow.

In the meantime, Aurelia came.

After Aurelia confirmed the locations of other church members to the two people-

Even though he looked like he was late, he desperately confessed quietly enough that only the two people in front of him could hear.

“... Everyone in the church.”

“Yes. Please tell me.”

“Why, why are you like that?”

“Please escape from the lord’s castle immediately.”

        
            Henin brought the anchor.

anchor.

It's an anchor.

An anchor carried on a ship, also called an anchor, is connected to the capstan with a rope and is raised and lowered.

Anchors are buoyant and are used for various purposes, including anchoring floating ships. Although they are heavy, they can still be used underwater.

Enin carried that anchor on his shoulders.

thud!

After dropping the anchor in front of the sanctuary and seeing Enin smiling without breaking a sweat, Ingrid stepped forward as a representative among all the Witch Hunters with their mouths open and said what everyone had been thinking about.

“I will be honest. Enin.”

“... Yes? What?”

“Ennin. You're not human, right?”

“What are you saying? I’m human!!!”

Enin protests with all her might to Ingrid, who wonders why something like that is there, takes out a small magnifying glass from her chest and looks at Enin through it.

When I saw that, I went over to Enin, put my hand on her shoulder, and asked her.

“Uh, okay. I understand that what I was trying to prepare was an anchor. So, what were you thinking when you brought it here?”

“Of course, I brought it to use it as a weapon. Hehe.”

“Uh... okay. Although I know it will happen.”

“Do you really need any other explanation? are you okay. Please feel free to ask any questions.”

“... Yes. good. Then, I would like to know the flow of thought, or the path by which Enin arrived at the idea of bringing an anchor.”

I quietly looked at Enin, who was looking up with his arms on his waist and proudly puffing out his flat chest, and asked for further explanation.

“I didn’t worry that much. I understood after listening to the battle between Lee Rim and the high-ranking demon. It just came to mind. This time, the devil is a physical type that does not use magic. Then, unlike Baphomet, I thought it would be purely a fight between bodies, without having to worry about other magic at all.”

“Um... I did.”

“Then there is only one way to fight that devil on equal footing. The devil is the type that turns all its magic into wings and emits it at high output, doubling the efficiency of its power. If I only have an anvil, I have no choice but to be pushed out due to the difference in physique.”

Once I understood it.

This is an entirely correct thought and an flawless fact.

Enin's physique is small.

And even though the devil is not, he has a sturdy physique and wears pure white full-body armor.

If there is a clash with a demon who creates wings with strength and power, and uses them as power, over and over again, it is definitely Enin who gets pushed back.

However, if there is a problem, it is the result of thinking about it and finally arriving at it, thinking about what to do in order not to be pushed aside by the devil due to the difference in size.

“So, I thought that if the difference in physique was so huge, it would be okay to not lose weight. So this is the anchor I brought. I asked people from the Earl family and they rescued me right away.”

“Anchor... The anchor. huh. Anchor.”

“How do you feel? Isn't it okay? If you look at what it looks like, it looks pretty cute, right?”

“No, of course, I have no intention of pointing out Enin’s aesthetic sense, and women secretly say things that men cannot understand. There are times when you look at some of the most disgusting looking things and say they are cute, and I think an anchor is enough to be... uh... cute. Still, this is an anchor, an anchor.”

“Yes. It's an anchor. Oh, is this your first time seeing Lee Rim’s anchor?”

“That's not it... Ah, it's hard to say for some reason.”

“Among the things that come to mind right now, there is nothing like this. The anchor is heavy, so if you fight with it, you will be able to prevent it from flying away to some extent.”

“Yeah, right. But still...”

“And! This is fate!”

“... What fate?”

“As soon as I saw it, I had a huge urge to swing it!”

Enin's eyes sparkle.

It's like finding an accessory you like, showing it to a friend, and asking if it's pretty or if it suits you.

Even the answer has already been decided.

Regardless of whether you say it matches or isn't pretty, the accessory you already like will end up on the checkout counter no matter what you do, and once your purchase is confirmed, it will be hanging somewhere in your bag or on your phone the next day and will be noticed until you get tired of it.

but,

To be clear, this is an anchor, not an accessory.

Of course, Enin brought this weapon not for the purpose of decoration, but based on reasonable judgment and thought it would be the best weapon to deal with demons, but what is even more certain is that this is not a weapon made for humans to wield.

“... That's the problem.”

“Why?”

“The anchor is very heavy. Won't you get tired quickly if you swing it?”

“Hehe- It’s okay. Irim, can’t you trust me? I always believe in Lee Rim. Ugh... then that's a bit too much.”

“Mu, of course I believe it. But please understand now. No matter how I look at it, all I can think of is that it seems impossible.”

If it were a cartoon, it is an anchor of the size that would have appeared along with the word ‘dudung’ in the first scene.

The anchor that is right next to Enin is the same length as Enin's height. Even if he could swing an anchor that is the same length as his height and weighs hundreds of times his body weight, I wonder how many times he could swing it. It takes.

but,

It can be said that Enin has already proven that he can wield it, as he carried it on his shoulder from a warehouse behind a hill far away.

“You don’t have to worry about that, Lee Rim. Now I'm confident I can swing this at least 500 times! The fight will end there, right?”

‘Swing 500 times. This means that swinging it becomes increasingly difficult even after 500 times, but it doesn't seem to occur to you that you will never be able to wield it no matter how tired you are.'

He said that he would show him if he didn't believe him, and consoled Enin, who was lifting the anchor with one hand, by telling him not to lose strength for no reason.

Watching Enin stroking the anchor with his hand without a single doubt, this too is in some ways madness, and at this rate, I decide to let go of my worries and accept it as positive madness.

‘Anyway, this is really reliable. If I were an Enin swinging that thing with all my might as usual, even if it were me, I would be instantly reduced to mush.'

I don't need the devil or Deshade's armor.

Magic makes things that are impossible in reality easy.

However, if you really look at it, there are many ways to use it to reproduce things that are thought to be difficult to achieve using physical methods alone in an easy and convenient way, that is, using magic.

In other words, it is possible to create an explosion similar to a missile bombing using physical force, but if it is not easy to achieve, it can be achieved much more efficiently by using magic to achieve it.

However, even magic that seems so omnipotent ultimately uses resources as magical power, so there are obvious limitations to it.

If the opponent uses defensive magic that uses much denser density and advanced calculations than the magic power used in magic,

Or, if the amount of magical power itself is so overwhelming that no harm can be caused by magic,

And if it is even hell's magic power or divine power that has already been stored up once, the effectiveness is halved.

'Especially after using up all of the magical power, the biggest problem is what to fight with.'

However, if the attack is pure physical force, there is no such thing.

No matter how great your defensive magic is, if the giants rush at you with all their might and crush you with their bodies, it will break.

In the first place, using magic with one's own power or creating a physical phenomenon requires consuming a large cost, so it feels like you have to go around and achieve it in another way, but if you have overwhelming physical strength, there is no need to use that method. It's a sound.

'That's probably why the empire has a particularly difficult time dealing with giants, magical beasts with enormous mass, and ancient beings.'

so,

A being that can easily use physical force has a fighting ability that goes beyond using magic.

I wonder if the expression on my face as I was thinking those thoughts seemed a little distrustful to Enin.

Enin puffed out his cheeks as if he was dissatisfied and came up with his own excuse.

“... Don't worry so much, Lee Rim. Still, I've made my own compromises?”

“Compromise? What compromise?”

In the warehouse at the top where “ bought the anchor, there was a 20-ton anchor attached to a retired ship that was used on a battle ship during the Old Kingdom Union era. He thought it would be difficult to swing, so he asked for half that amount. I really wanted it.”

“... Hahaha. Anyone who sees it will think that I ended up compromising by trying to buy a more expensive bag at the shopping mall. At this point, I can only laugh.”

“ Wow... The driver is truly a monster. Kikikiki- I can’t even say anything else.”

“... For today, I think Ingrid is right.”

I laugh and Ingrid and Lyudmila share the same opinion.

It's not that I left the 20 tons behind because it was impossible to swing, but I left it behind because I thought I wouldn't be able to swing it a few times.

Half is 10 tons.

Even, it wasn't actually 10 tons.

Contrary to Henin's statement that he had brought half a piece, the number 13 was written on the anchor.

They say the anchor they brought was 13 tons.

“Ennin. You know what? If I lift a lot of heavy objects, my growth plate gets compressed and I don’t grow taller.”

“... Excuse me. I know I won't get any bigger than this.”

“... Well, that's okay. If Enin is okay, then it must be okay.”

Paat-

At that moment, the world became dark.

The influence that the sun had on the county of Ambrosia, beyond the horizon, had completely disappeared.

Even the sunset has disappeared and complete darkness has fallen in the county.

At the same time, strong demonic magic flows out from the sanctuary, indicating that the door has been opened.

“... Let's go. Enin.”

“Yes. Lee Rim.”

It's the final battle.

‘Today is your memorial day. 'Justice sick bastard.'

The Greater Demon dies tonight.

[Stigma]

Crunch-

Clap-

“Inhale!”

Tilt-

Flash!

From the beginning, I, wearing Deshade's armor, and Enin, carrying an anvil on my back and an anchor on my shoulder, go up to the mansion.

Clap-

Sigh-

Hold the door on both sides, look at each other once, smile, and then open the door.

kkiiig-

-------------------------------

[Welcome. Those who deny justice. And goodbye.]

Me and Enin.

A high-ranking devil who cries out for justice again today.

Framework welcomes you.

[This hero framework. For those who seek salvation from me, I will implement justice today as well.]

-------------------------------

        
            That's when Enin and Irim entered the sanctuary and faced the devil.

Thistle and Astesia listened to Aurelia's words in the room for members of the church in the castle and asked back, unable to understand them.

“What does that mean? Running away from Yeongju Castle?”

“It’s true. I will prepare the horse for you. If it's just you, you should leave this place immediately.”

“Please tell me the reason. A reason we can understand.”

Thistle and Astesia ask Aurelia why she is shaking but speaks clearly.

Since the face said she would never move until she heard it, Aurelia had no choice but to calmly begin the story, even though she was nervous that she was running out of time.

“The head of the family... has given an order.”

An order issued by Heritage Dawn Priest that moves the entire county.

All of the family members, including Aurelia, and the county itself began to move at the orders of the head of the family.

“This morning, the Count and the Black Lions secretly conveyed their unified opinions to everyone. Our family is now moving to kill you all. Not only the knights and soldiers, but also the servants, the residents, and the entire county are moving to attack you all.”

“If you say everything, how far does it go?”

“Everything is literally everything. I will kill all of you from the Lehere Church and all of you from the Deshade Church.”

Thistle hears that and thinks about it.

First of all, it's a possibility.

The count's power is clearly strong.

Since it is a military family, knights, and warrior family that are not at the level of a count family, there are beings beyond knights called black lions.

Although it is a military effort to exclude dangers approaching the sanctuary, it would definitely be serious if it turned into an enemy.

but,

Witch Hunters are also strong.

'Witch hunters know how to use magic. Although Irim is currently dealing with demons and has no place to use his power, they all have some level of magical ability as they are dealing with witches.'

Witch Hunters are the priests of Lihier and are also the bloodline of witches.

Even if they start learning magic 10 years later, their aptitude for magic is such that they can easily surpass ordinary wizards. Moreover, witch hunters are hunters specialized in witch hunting who are selected through selection from a young age and begin learning magic at an early age.

Although the Black Lions were strong, had knights and soldiers, and had the advantage of being an autonomous territory, it was clear that they were not an opponent to be taken lightly.

However, that did not stop Thistle from thinking there.

As Lee Rim always does, he constantly turns his head and puts himself in his shoes and thinks about the tricks the Count family is secretly doing to break the tight balance.

'Wait a minute, so they separated people from our church? Even if the witch hunters who are gathered together have no choice, they attack each other individually and kill them one by one. For that purpose, it seems that they deliberately waited until Irim and Enin entered the sanctuary and called Hwarim and Ruba somewhere separately.'

Currently, the people in the church are divided, each with their own work to do.

The Count family has already dispersed the power of the Deshade Church, which is responsible for the tension.

So next, this time, we will try to delve into the Count's intentions.

They know that the Count will attack them, but only by finding out exactly why can they decide on a more certain response.

'reason. There must be a reason why the Count family suddenly decided to attack us all at once this morning. It seems like there is a reason to do something that is not as easy as you think. And, in fact, it was not a decision made suddenly, but there is also the possibility that it was a plan made a few days ago, from the moment we entered the county, or even from the moment the imperial family announced that Lihier and we would come to the county.'

The reason why the Count family wanted to attack the two churches.

Thistle, thinking that it would be difficult to reach that point on her own, wanted to ask Aurelia the reason.

“Good. I will take your word for it, Aurelia.”

“... Thank you.”

“Then, you probably know why, right? Please explain.”

Aurelia and Thistle, who kept looking out the door, had to hear the reason.

It’s not that I doubt Aurelia’s confession.

Thistle judged calmly.

Since we have decided to attack from that side, we must also counterattack from this side.

Fights are not always one-sidedly divided between attackers and defenders.

In this situation, the defender must also prepare a solid offensive to ensure victory or defeat.

“... I heard that at the family meeting, puppeteer Mabel and the family elders decided to attack you. That's all I know.”

However, Aurelia's information is limited.

He was the only one who could tell us whether his outward appearance with the Pendragon in the family was not an act.

“Ha, but I don’t understand. Why is the Count's family giving us away? What does the Count's family gain by doing that?”

Astesia is trying to uncover such dark information.

“The Count is a family trusted by the royal family. For 100 years, the imperial family tolerated the things that the Earl of Dunpriest did not do even if he was not seen. This also means that the imperial family trusted that the Earl was doing well, so they let it go. Rain, although the Count family will be punished by the royal family for such an incident, there is no reason for the Count family to completely turn their sword on the imperial family first!”

Astesia was a member of the Count Aurelia family, so she hid the assassination plan and interpreted the imperial family's intentions as best as possible.

Absence of merit.

Astesia's words certainly made sense, even with Thistle listening from the side.

The count family is strong, but its strength is at the top level when compared to similar count families.

If you combine the Black Lion and the Knights, there are up to 400 people, but that's it.

If you think about the entire imperial army, it is a new blood group and only has the number of knights of the Rugal Order, one of the three major religious orders.

In particular, port cities are maintained because sailing ships of countries that want to trade because they believe in the empire transport goods.

Even if they immediately revolt and lock the castle gates, and even if the imperial family tolerates this due to unavoidable circumstances, the count family has no future.

“Nothing... nothing to gain. The only anger pouring out of the royal family upon learning that Lihier and our church are gone.”

“...not.”

“Yes?”

“That kind of thing doesn’t happen.”

However, Aurelia's answer was that, from the earl family's perspective, she was not worried at all.

“Our family, the count family, has the power to solve all those problems.”

There are two interpretations.

One story is that the Dunpriest family can attack the Church of Lihier and Deshade and control it so that no word is heard and no information is leaked to the outside world.

And the other story is that even if the royal family's anger pours out, the count family can live at the peak of prosperity as it has done so far.

None of this was a story that Astesia and Thistle could understand.

'No matter how much it is their territory, and most of it is handled by members of the earl family, control is limited to the fence of the earldom. Even if we succeed and Lihier disappears overnight, if our diocese and Lihier's parish in the capital are empty, the imperial family will naturally pay attention to the earldom.'

'Although Baekjakjak is a port city, it is a city built on a lake created by sea water entering deep inland. Even if these people, a territory with no neighboring races or hostile countries, discovered a donor country other than the empire that we and the empire had not yet recognized, would that really continue forever?'

The two people, who had each woven their own basket of rationality, were completely unable to find a way for the count family to survive.

There, Aurelia finally makes up her mind and tells part of the truth.

“... There is a king.”

“Yes? King?”

“Yes. We have a king. It is because of his help that we have been able to survive until now, and it is thanks to him that we have been able to prosper so far.”

“If you say it’s him...?”

“Our king. The name of the savior who has taken care of us so far is -”

It was at that time that Aurelia, who was quietly trying to answer the two's questions, was about to speak again.

“...!”

“... Poetry, Thistle!”

Blah blah blah-

I thought there was a crack in the wall on both sides of the room the three were in...

Cooo!

Warrr-

Black lions appeared from the collapsed wall.

“Astecia! Bow down!”

Boom-

Both sides moved at the same time.

The black lions rushed forward, and Thistle swung his claymore loudly.

'There are too many numbers...!'

However, what is clear is that this was a crisis.

The number of Black Lions that ran into the wall at the same time reached 8, 4 on each side, and it was impossible for Thistle to block them all at the same time.

However, not all of those numbers were aimed at Thistle and Astesia.

“Aaaagh!”

While Thistle receives the four swords from top to bottom, Aurelia is lifted by two black lions and disappears into the wall.

Thanks to-

Astesia was not disturbed by anyone.

“Thistle! I made a door! Hurry this way!”

Astesia quickly bowed down to avoid the attack and ran towards the door.

There is a reason why no one stopped him until he grabbed the door handle.

The structure of the room consists of two walls, an entrance, and a window.

Jumping out of the window of Yeongju Castle, built on a high hill, was an act of suicide, so the only way out was through the door.

The Black Lions stationed four more people at the entrance, and the rest came in by smashing through the wall.

So, it was natural for the members of the church, who were confused by the attack, to run to the door and be captured by the black lions waiting outside the door, or to realize it and accept death.

However, if there is something overlooked-

None of the people in the count family only know Astesia as a demon saint with a somewhat unusual history.

They do not know the true power of Astesia, who inherited the blood of the Great Devil.

[Troimerai]

Clap!

The door held by Astesia opened just like that.

But there were no black lions on the other side.

That is the only door that Astesia remembers among the closest doors.

as soon as-

The door of the carriage where the members of the church rode all the way, escorted by Lehier.

“... I'm going! Astesia!”

So Thistle believed in Astesia, so he immediately threw away the Black Lions' swords and jumped into the door.

Tatak-

“I’ll close it!”

bang!

Kwagwagwagwagwak!

Immediately after Thistle rushed in and Astesia closed the door, the Black Lions' weapons pierced the door, but the door had already returned to an ordinary door.

Immediately after Aurelia was kidnapped, Thistle and Astesia were able to safely escape to the Witch Hunters' camp, which was being attacked by the Count's soldiers.

        
            “Hmm... So, what does this mean?”

Hwarim holds a wooden sword and looks around.

Surrounding him are the Count's knights.

Behind it, you can also see soldiers pointing arrows at their bows and looking in this direction.

There are several black lions at the entrance to the training ground.

“...”

No one answers.

Of course I thought so.

Among the people Hwarim was looking at, no one seemed to have the courage to step forward.

And Hwarim knows what this image means.

'It's the same as back then.'

The appearance brings back memories of the past.

There was no need to say who.

Hwarim during the sealing era, and the people who came to kill her.

Assassins from outside came in after an insider opened the door.

Soldiers in armor with bows pointed at them.

The education officials who chose to point their weapons at themselves rather than draw their swords and protect the seal,

Even though he is equally afraid, his disciples never put down their weapons and prepare to fight using the depth of field he taught them.

It's a familiar sight.

However, it is also a thing of the past that has now been overcome.

She didn't forget, but that didn't mean that the sight, which was so similar to his, acted as a trauma to Hwarim's mind and shocked her.

Hwarim already has Irim, and there is a creation sword created by combining the past.

So, thanks to that, Hwarim was able to answer his own questions.

“I see. You’re going to kill me, is this what you’re saying?”

Of course, they were not his disciples, nor were they the ones who attacked for the seal.

So I don't know the exact reason.

But that is enough.

The intention is visible and clear.

They clearly came to kill him with clear hostility, and this was not accidental but planned.

“If that’s the case, I think it would be a good idea to at least save a little bit of stamina.”

Whirling-

widely!

Hwarim had just relaxed and rotated the wooden sword in his hand once and placed it on his shoulder.

And I quietly recall the series of events that occurred just moments ago.

It started with someone calling Hwarim out of her room at Yeongju Castle.

'Teach the knights, do you mean?'

'That's right. Our family's knights are always on the lookout for laziness, but the only ones who can show their skills are pagans, not members of other races, so I'm worried that they may be falling into invisible weakness.'

'You're saying you're afraid of negligence that you don't realize is due to familiarity.'

'It's just as you said.'

'However, I do not accept disciples. And don't the count's knights have masters called black lions above them? I think it would be better to be taught by them than to develop bad habits by witnessing the use of a sword by an outsider.'

'It doesn't matter. If you want to talk about the importance of tradition and the color of the family sword, I would like to tell you that such things are not that important. The Count's sword is ultimately a sword that was created by going through many battlefields as a family of knights and watching the swords of the Imperial family and other nobles from the side. So, as to which sword we are, it is a sword that was achieved by absorbing only the strengths of others. If there is room for improvement, accepting it without hesitation and pursuing a higher level is truly the Count's swordsmanship.'

'If you say it that way, it would be hard to refuse...'

'Of course, if you don't want to show the knight of the order's sword, you can simply spar with me. What is important for young guys is the experience of fighting against a strong person.'

The deputy knight commander of the Dunpriest family summoned Hwarim and asked him to spar with the knights.

The count family does not have a knight commander.

When going on a mission, one of the Black Lions always acts as the knight commander, and usually the deputy knight commander takes charge of command and training.

He asked Hwarim to spar with a few people because he wanted to improve the quality of the knights, and rather than showing confidence and seeking confirmation of that, he actually humbled himself and asked for guidance.

Even the inside story is so persuasive that it cannot be easily rejected.

Hwarim is also well aware of the differences between pagans and other races.

For the Count, heretics are no longer a problem.

Since they are a count family that has been suppressing heretics for a long time with the goal of protecting the sanctuary, even if they go out after hearing the news of the appearance of heretics, all they can find is a small group of 4 to 5 people.

In the early days when the count family had not yet achieved prosperity, they might have once in a while engaged in large-scale battles with groups of pagans who had come from somewhere to strengthen their power, but as of now, they only appear in a way that can be easily dealt with even at the adventurer level.

Therefore, there is a lack of experience, and if, as the Deputy Knight Commander said, non-pagan races attack in tribal units, there is a clear possibility that there will be an absurd massive loss of military power due to lack of experience.

So, Hwarim raised the issue that the Count might think about it at least once more if he said this for the last time, and if he thought that was okay, he decided to accept the proposal, thinking that the rest was his responsibility.

'I understand the intention. However, I think that would mean that the family's swordsmanship would be shown to me. In particular, it is a count family that feels unknown to other families. If we were to talk about the wealth and power of such a family, wouldn't it be the count's swordsmanship hidden in the unknown? I believe that it is not a good decision to easily leak information to others.'

'... Of course that may be the case, but we are the swords of the empire anyway. And isn't Hwarim a member of the church that entrusted himself to the empire and a knight of the church that has a bishop who is the princess's knight? I don't think Hwarim would tell others about us without any reason.'

‘Well, that’s true. There is definitely no reason for me to tell others about the count's swordsmanship.'

And the Count's deputy knight commander brushed aside the problem, saying that there was no problem as their loyalty was only to the royal family of the empire.

Hwarim approached me with a reasonable reason, but it has been quite a while since I have been able to swing a sword in real life other than self-training in the depths of the field.

'I get it. Then let's go.'

'...! thank you!'

'However, since it's just started, I won't accept you crying. I said they were young guys. I hope that just because a few people fall, they don't show that their spirits have subsided and no one steps up.'

'Don't worry about that. 'Everyone, I told you to be prepared.'

The conversation ended there.

So Hwarim-

I accepted the request of the deputy knight commander and arrived at the knight corps training site.

And although he had the Creation Sword, he felt empty without it, so he found a suitable sword and left his weapon, which he had been carrying around on his belt, for sparring.

Everyone and everyone came forward, raising their hands excitedly.

Hwarim dealt with them by alternately having the person who seemed to be in the best condition and the person who was clearly full of immaturity come out to deal with them, and the people in the knights watched the differences and applied them to themselves, making them realize the problem.

In my honest and dispassionate opinion -

The first thing that occurred to me was that not all articles were the same.

'indeed. Should I say that their overall level is lower compared to the knights of the Kingdom Alliance?'

As expected, the skills of the knights of the count family located in the interior of the empire were far behind the knights of the Kingdom Alliance, who frequently clashed with other races, or the Holy Knights of the Rugal Church, who belonged to the church but always fought against giants, and where only the strong survived.

'Among these, those with outstanding skills receive separate training in advance to become Black Lions, and this place can be considered the rest.'

So, Hwarim sparred with 10 knights in a row, and this time, he told the knights to decide their order and held the wooden sword while waiting for the opponent to spar with him to be decided. About 10 minutes had passed.

People were slowly gathering from somewhere, and soldiers, knights with changed eyes, and black lions who had quietly appeared pointed their weapons at them.

That is the current situation.

“If I were to ask you the reason, would you be able to answer it?”

“...”

“I guess you don’t intend to do that.”

The knights who had been talking a while ago remain silent.

The eyes of the family members, including the deputy knight commander, had already changed.

'If it was acting, it would have been better to act in a play rather than an article. Great acting.'

With the shadow of their helmets over their eyes, they thrust their freshly sharpened and exciting weapons at Hwarim, who is holding a wooden sword.

“But, like I said, it would have been better to let go of my strength a little more. It's relative, but compared to the people in my church, my physical strength is quite weak.”

However, Hwarim was not embarrassed.

I sparred with 10 knights.

However, Hwarim did not get tired as long as there were only about 10 people and the sparring ended in a one-on-one match.

'Aila, I never thought that sparring with that kid all the time would be of help here.'

As soon as she lifts her sword, Aila's eyes change and she approaches with quick steps and performs a sword dance that starts with a triple strike. Thanks to this, Hwarim feels like she has just had a sparring with Aila once.

So, now that we've confirmed that our physical strength is no problem, let's figure out the number of enemies we have to face.

‘Even the black lion is barely there. 5 people. From the looks of it, he might have thought this was too much of an arrangement.'

Looking at the number of people, I got a rough estimate.

Here are archers, 80 knights, and 5 black lions.

The rest went after something other than themselves.

And considering that they judged that they could restrain themselves with this level of power, it can be assumed that most of the remaining knights went to attack Lihier rather than the members of the church.

“But still, they attacked the woman, took away her weapon, and then made her attack this number with only a wooden sword. Don’t you think it’s embarrassing?”

“...”

200 people ready to attack Hwarim holding a wooden sword.

It was a reasonable decision to even take the weapon considering what if...

If there was a problem, it wasn't something that bothered Hwarim so much whether he had a sword or not.

“Is there no answer in the end? good night. Then come. I guess that's what you're waiting for. But make sure you know this and go for it.”

Clink-

Hwarim throws the wooden sword on the floor.

A wooden sword that doesn't even have an iron core has no value beyond a twig to Hwarim, who has never used a wooden sword since she first trained it.

“Some of you may think it was excessive to prepare such a large number to deal with just me, but I have also been attacked by enemies bigger than yours.”

I have dealt with assassins even with my bare hands.

The number of disciples who colluded with external enemies that Hwarim had to kill with her own hands on the last night was well over 200.

So to Hwarim today,

To Hwarim, who has gone beyond that time,

To Hwarim, who loves Lee Rim,

We can barely compete with the Count's knights.

[Creation Sword]

Crack-

[The sword that cuts down the count]

What he grabbed into the air and pulled out was Hwarim’s realization.

A sword made for only one purpose.

The price is just a shadow.

Hwarim alone and without a shadow-

He held up a sword made to cut down the count and declared to the 200 shadows.

“Come now. From now on, you won't even be able to overcome my shadow.”

        
            Luba stood in the alley holding a hatchet.

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

What falls from the hatchet is,

The blood that had entered the body of the count's servant who was with Luba just a moment ago.

The head was cut off by Luba, and the blood oozed out from there.

But Luba was calm.

So each of the Count's people swallowed dry saliva.

'Something, something is going strangely.'

The head butler, who was planning to lure Luba out with other servants, kill her, and return to the castle immediately, breaks out in a cold sweat.

The people who attacked were themselves, and the person who was attacked was Ruba, but the current situation only appears to be the opposite.

“...”

Paan-

Even though the picture on the mask shows no expression, the family members feel as if they have become prey.

In reality, there is only one Luba, and even though they are the ones who had to hunt Luba.

'... no. 'I can't waste time here.'

It shouldn't have been like this.

The plan was obviously perfect.

Following the orders of the head of the house, the head deacon lured Luba away.

He was deliberately carrying a heavy load with several servants, and when he discovered Luba, he pretended that he had tripped and fell, and asked Luba to move the item with him on behalf of the servant who had sprained his ankle.

‘How far are we going?!! Let us help you!! Take the lead!!!'

So Luba readily helped them.

The 10 servants followed them, carrying a box that they could not see, not knowing that they each had daggers and other blades in their arms.

I followed that path and arrived at this dark alley.

It is a dark, cold alley that has never seen sunlight in its life, perhaps because the buildings are so tall and close together.

There the servants drew their swords.

In addition to the 10 servants, there were 40 servants who had hidden in advance and came out from the front and back of the alley according to the order of the head deacon.

Seeing the woman, who was already a short beast, the sturdy servants brandished their weapons, thinking that the task would be easily completed.

And that's because the deacon also considered it fortunate that since all of the church's major forces were in charge of knights and black lions, they could easily kill messengers.

But Luba-

In an instant,

Dismembered 10 people in an alley.

It wasn't even murder.

dissolution.

The servants who attacked had their limbs cut off, their heads cut off, and their backs and stomachs split open.

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

What flows is the blood of the hatchet.

What was soaked was the blood that had flowed from 10 people.

Flash-

Revealing eerieness without losing light in the alley,

There is only a red face drawn on Luba's mask.

“Is the business over?”

Ruba looks at the attendants from behind the mask and speaks.

In a calm voice, Hygge, which has cut people into pieces as if dismembering prey, asks what to do next.

Still, the servants did not stop.

“... Don't panic. Move as planned.”

Hearing the deacon's voice, the servants begin to slowly approach forward again.

Holding a weapon, I narrow the alley even though I am nervous.

There is a part of me that believes.

Behind them are knights.

At the very back of the 40 servants.

20 knights, 10 each front and back.

After that, other soldiers and servants flocked in after completing their roles elsewhere.

Since there are knights in the family, it's only a short beast woman, so if you don't pay attention, you can catch it.

I was surprised that I was faster than expected, but in the end, the other person was alone, so there was no reason to be afraid.

But Luba-

At least she thought she wasn't alone.

“... I see. You guys have decided to become the bishop's enemies.”

Don't speak as loudly as usual.

The current Luba is,

It's an article.

That's also Lee Rim's article.

A knight who swore to protect his lord according to the master-servant relationship.

That's why Luba put strength into the hand holding the weapon.

Although it is only a hatchet, it is clearly a symbol of the master-servant relationship.

Then there is only one thing for Ruba to do.

I just protect Irim's things from the enemies who are attacking him now that Irim is away.

'I guess we can take care of this first, and then go to Thistle and Astesia. Next is - protecting the monarch's coffin!!!'

so-

Ruba, the official.

The ‘Grave Guard’ took a step forward.

Cut down all obstacles,

To protect his monarch.

“Now!! Monarch!! Don't worry!! Ruba, the keeper!!! I will cut down the monarch's enemies right now and run!!!”

To get through more than 100 enemies, Luba thrust his blood-stained mask and hatchet in front of the attackers.

-------------------------------

“Ingrid! Move the coffin to the front of the sanctuary! Lyudmila! So that we can make our defense line a little tighter!”

“Yes! Okay!”

“Yay. I will do it right away.”

Following Setias' words, the Witch Hunters are busy moving around.

“... Pfft!”

Piiiing-

Cheer up!

Seeing the arrow flying through the magical defense wall, Setias quickly struck it down with his sword.

However, there was not just one arrow.

PPPIPPPING-

Doo doo doo doo doo-

“Kaaaeang!”

Arrows poured down like rain, and the Dire Wolves that had completed training were swept away by the arrows.

“... Carnil! Call the dire wolves together!”

“Ah, I understand, Bishop!”

Setias was equally confused, but it was clearly Setias who had to give orders.

The parish priest and the head of a group must always deal with the situation calmly.

So, despite being unconscious, Setias Erian bit his lip to make it bleed, cooled his head, and tried to understand the situation.

'Why is the Count us? 'What on earth made this happen?'

The ones who attacked were the Count's knights and soldiers.

Lihier was feeling the aftermath of the fight coming from the mansion in front of the sanctuary, and was preparing to charge into the church and capture the witch as soon as the fight was over.

They had no suspicions at all until several of the Count's knights approached, and the incident began with several knights pulling out their swords and stabbing the witch hunters.

The reason why there was no doubt was that there were only about 10 people, not a majority.

I thought maybe a few people who hadn't seen what was happening in the sanctuary on the first day had approached me to make a spectacle, but I didn't understand why they were fully armed.

“... Ebenezer! What is the condition of the injured?!”

“... The bleeding has stopped! Dead... five people, two are dangerous!”

“Tch...!”

A witch hunter with long dark blue hair and glasses answered while shedding tears as she looked at the wounded.

10 knights stabbed 10 witch hunters with their swords.

Five people died instantly, two were left breathing, and three responded quickly and survived.

'Is it someone's bribe? But who is it? Who are the groups that benefit from attacking us and the Deshade Church in the first place? There are people who aren't afraid of repercussions for openly interfering with the royal family's affairs? That's something neither Rugal nor Red Purge do. So, is this the count's sole intention? Did they get the foundation to rebel against the imperial family? But now there's no reason to suddenly-'

Gather the witch hunters together, summon the dire wolves, and set up a magic barrier to block the arrows and hit back at the knights who come running.

However, it was a time when Setias was trying to understand the situation in a situation where he was outnumbered.

Cheaeng!

“Keuugh-”

“Die. Priest of Lehire.”

One of the black lions hiding among the knights knocked Setias off with his sword and tried to pierce his heart with his lance.

'A failure - such a mistake -'

However, the Black Lion's lance could not reach Setias' heart.

Kaaang!

The lance extending straight out bounces off the flash of light from below.

And what moves-

Claymore's advance illuminated by moonlight.

Fuuuuk-

The claymore that pierced the black lion's heart spun once more at Thistle's fingertips.

Whirling-

Sigh!

Carrying the claymore that had just been torn from the Black Lion's shoulder, Thistle dragged Setias back and threw him inside the defense line.

“Setias! The Count family is targeting us!”

“Si, Sisul?!”

“We will counterattack! However, for that purpose, I would like to join Hwarim and Ruba! Please help!”

Setias discovered Thistle, and later discovered Astesia.

[Lord Deshade. Please provide stability to those struggling in pain and prevent them from passing away in vain any longer.]

Astesia calms down the injured Witch Hunters and Thistle takes on three knights at the same time.

“Ha, but-”

However, Setias' judgment was slow.

Thistle looked back at her, and Setias looked at the church where the witch was hiding.

Seeing this, Thistle said,

I changed my words.

“-I won’t ask you for an unreasonable request! Please lend me a dire wolf!”

It is a dire wolf with a good nose and a good head.

If you can sniff out the cult, the chase can be ended right away.

However, for that, the power of one Witch Hunter who trained them is needed.

“Setias. Are you worried?”

Ingrid appeared in front of Setias.

Beep-!

She was drenched in blood, having already killed several knights. She sheathed her sword, summoned a dire wolf with her thumb, and spoke.

“I will help you with the Deshade Church. Bishop, please protect our denomination.”

“... Ingrid.”

“Come on, we don’t have time. Ki kick.”

“... Okay. I will hold on to this place somehow. Ingrid, please help the Church of Deshade.”

“You chose well. Ki kick.”

The only things Setias cares about are the church's safety and the witch's affairs.

Ingrid, who knew this, quickly read Setias' thoughts and took advantage of them.

“Thistle. Astesia. Then you can go right away.”

“... Thank you. Ingrid.”

“Thank you.”

“Then let’s go find it right away. Things may take a very unexpected turn, but you will definitely know what needs to be done.”

Just like that, Ingrid and the two others flew towards the market and, with the dire wolf at the forefront, started to track down Hwarim and Luba.

        
            [I am a hero, framework.]

Greater Demonic Framework.

[I am not the devil.]

No, not the devil, but the framework that is ‘God’.

[I am God and savior. [He is an immovable destroyer.]

Not only that, but the total amount of power has increased compared to when he was a devil, so he can wield the threatening power of a god.

Fortunately, the gods of this world are not absolute.

Although the god here may be close to omniscience and omnipotence, he is not completely omnipotent and has obvious weaknesses.

Also, the power of a newly born god is not that strong, as Deshade showed.

'Even Deshade, who became an evil god, was unable to overcome the power that surpassed Asmodeus in the end.'

So, even though Framework was promoted from a high-level devil to a god, he was a little stronger and was worth dealing with.

Additionally, the aspect of this fight changed when Enin came into the sanctuary with me.

Quaaaang!

“Ugh... Enin!”

“Yes!”

While I was hit head-on by the devil's fist and was hovering in the air, Enin squeezed in between them and confronted the devil.

“Haaa!”

Boom-

Kaaa!

[Ugh...!]

The devil's helmet, which was chasing me in succession and trying to hit me twice, hit the anchor with Enin's force and spun sharply.

But Henin didn't stop there.

“Irim! Please take care of me!”

“Okay!”

humming-

Boom-

thud! thud! Quaaa!

[A human... Are you really a human?!]

“That’s rude! It's definitely human! I don’t know why everyone says the same thing every time!”

'That's because what you're doing is definitely not something a human would do.'

The anchor, a 13-ton anchor, swings one after another, and the devil stumbles after being struck by it one after another.

“Waaa!”

Whilick-

Kaaa!!!

Doo doo doo doo-duk-

The last attack hit the devil's helmet again hard, and the devil's neck spun with force, making a sound that a human would never have been able to make.

Even though the whole body is surrounded by divine power, the weight is so heavy that the shock is not halved or absorbed at all and is transmitted heavily to the inside.

In the end, the devil decided that he couldn't take any more damage from Enin's onslaught, so he spread his high-powered wings and instantly widened the distance before he could catch me.

[...]

Keying-

Pow!

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

However, Enin was also very clever and used the centrifugal force of swinging the anchor in an instant to throw his body away, quickly pulling out the anvil hanging from his back and attempting to attack the demon once again.

“No problem! Because you can never run away!”

Whirling-

Kuuk!

Since the devil's armor has already developed large cracks before it can recover from successive shocks, it is a situation that could lead to great damage if additional shocks are provided.

so-

In the end, Enin's attack was defeated as the devil once again used 'object negation' to escape the crisis.

[Little knight. You cannot defeat me.]

“Waaaat?!”

It was immediately after the devil denied Enin victory.

As Enin was running, one of the tiles he was stepping on became loose and fell off the floor, causing Enin to slip and fall.

The execution of a theme that affects the surrounding environment of a specified target, rather than the specified target.

It can't be said to have such a big impact, but rather a phenomenon that can be said to be bad luck that occurs very occasionally in life.

However, in an urgent battle, even a small bit of bad luck can lead to death.

Therefore, the denial of the object is at the same time a declaration that completely cuts off the means by which a certain victory can be achieved over the devil.

With one act, the world inside the sanctuary is changed to blatantly favor one side, giving the devil an opportunity to strike back at us.

Coo!

Enin, who was trying to hit a high-level demon with an anvil, fell down in front of the demon.

[No matter how hard you try, it’s useless! Your victory will be denied again and again against the justice of this hero framework!]

Coo-

Seeing this, the devil's two white gauntlets immediately came together and lifted up with all their might, aiming for Enin's helmet, which had fallen down.

But-

The gauntlet was never thrown down.

“Heup-”

Piiing!

“Ennin! Now is the time!”

“Yes!”

The explosive sword I threw, stretched out like a javelin, flew with all my might, and Enin spread his curtain along with my voice.

[Indomitable Curtain]

Tuk-

Kwahiah ah ah ahhh !!!

The divine power enveloped in the white armor explodes, and Enin blocks the impact with a curtain and immediately rolls backwards to escape the devil's line of fire.

Busss-

[... no use. Justice will be served.]

Soon, the dust scattered in the aftermath of the explosion disappeared, and the demon, whose body had been reconstructed, emerged from it.

'shit. As expected, the compatibility between divine power and an explosive sword is not good.'

I knew I wouldn't be able to finish it.

So, this is just a reveal of the regrettable cards that were hidden away that had no choice but to be revealed in order to help Enin.

Of course, since I had experience from the fight against Gaia's Paladin, I decided that since I couldn't end the demon with this anyway, saving Ennin with the benefit I could gain with the Exploding Sword was the best move.

'At the time of Baphomet, I was able to suppress the protective nature of the divine power surrounded by Deshade's armor as much as possible, but as expected, since the enemy is covered with divine power, the protective ability will have no choice but to be maximized. 'It's natural.'

If the trigger is the devil's magic power, the explosion sword produces an explosion that boasts the strongest compatibility with the magic power that tries to exclude everything, but if the trigger is divine power with a protective nature, its power is not good.

Therefore, through self-denial, the devil who has reversed the magic power of hell and exists as a deity surrounded by divine power, even though the divine power was once unleashed, immediately uses magic power to repair the damage, and even recovers from the shock that hit Enin's anchor. It appeared in full body armor.

‘Is a long-term game the answer? There seems to be a limit to reducing the total amount of magical power with an explosion sword.'

Gigi Gigi Geek-

“It’s okay. Lee Lim. The target of object negation right now is me. If so, Irim can now run wild to his heart's content.”

“... Okay. Just give me a chance. However, don’t overdo it.”

Ennin carries the anvil on his back and retrieves the anchor.

I, too, prepared for a long fight and made the artifact into a black sword.

I showed everything I had.

‘They showed me an explosive sword, and I also showed them a black sword. The magic sword was also in its basic form, so first of all, as a swordsman, your skills are a mess. Even if there are still a few things left that I think will work in swordsmanship, it's a pretty big loss to let people know that the shape of the sword can be changed at will.'

To be exact, everything except [Stigma].

However, since stigma should only be used at the last moment, it is better to assume that it is virtually non-existent.

so,

During the 30-minute fight, we adapted to his fighting style, and he also mastered all of our methods.

“Are you used to one-sided tag matches? Devil.”

[The tag match would have been a one-on-one fight and then a replacement. It's not like two people attack at once like you guys.]

“... So why do you know that? ”

[Previously during the ancient kingdom]

“I asked people because I was curious. That's amazing. Even if he's a devil, he's so interested in humans. I respect you. So, for the last time, do you have any intention of going back to hell?”

[If so, do you think I would be here right now?]

“Of course not.”

[Then stop wasting time with small talk and become a source of justice.]

The act of deliberately opening one's mouth to catch one's breath for the fight ahead was quickly revealed.

From now on, it is a war of attrition, a war of attrition, and a long-term war.

What remains is a battle of how effectively we can exchange our cards with each other.

“Irim! I’ll go first!”

“Yes! I’ll leave it to you!”

A confrontation was created once again, and Ennin was waving an anchor to welcome the Framework.

“Uaaap!”

Quaaa!

[no use! Little knight! You can never defeat me now!]

“That’s something you have to try until you can!”

'for a moment. 'Something's strange.'

I noticed one error, a subtle error.

'The denial of the guy I know means a reversal, a reversal. At least that's how he uses his theme.'

denial.

In a word, denial is claiming that something that is correct is incorrect.

Therefore, denial can be said to be a reversal, and the devil's fighting method is also a fighting method that actively utilizes the reversal.

[The earth is not a place to step on.]

Tilt-

“Irim! Foot!”

“... Okay!”

It was still like that now.

Gravity has been reversed.

The ceiling of the mansion became the ground, and the floor became the sky.

We were completely denied the gravity inside the sanctuary, so we were floating in the air, and I was holding the anchor, so I touched the foot of the falling Enin first, bringing it to the ground, and then-

A technique that the devil could not ignore was used.

[Star Cluster]

[The Bishop of Deshade cannot defeat me.]

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The devil resets the conditions of object negation in a video that recreates the Milky Way swinging in the air.

puck!

Geek-

'Pfft!'

Perhaps it fell when gravity was reversed, but a chunk of the mansion's debris flew quickly from somewhere and hit my arm hard as the star cluster spread out, and many of the attacks were not directed at the devil and were deflected from their orbit.

'okay. Are you sure. It's a twist after all. There is no amplification.'

Tatak-

“Ennin! I’ll throw it!”

“Yes!”

I had no choice but to quickly release the sword in the lane, then grab Enin's arm and throw it to the ground that became the sky, and Enin launched himself and swung the anchor sharply towards the demon.

[The ceiling is not a place for people to walk.]

Tilt-

'come!'

Kwaaa!!!

Then the devil denied the denial again, returned gravity to its original state, and made both himself and me crash to the ground along with Enin.

Tduduk-

“... Off- This one was a bit dangerous.”

“Irim! Are you okay?!”

“Yes. are you okay. I just broke some ribs.”

Gravity returned.

Enin, who fell first along with the anchor, was safe, and although I was also greatly shocked, I recovered quickly with my regenerative ability.

[This is not a fight that will end easily.]

The devil stood up and looked back and forth between us, confirming his conviction.

To that devil, I expose the deception that he has been hiding from us and that I have only now become aware of.

“... Demon Framework. Answer honestly.”

[What do you mean?]

No matter how endless the possibilities of his theme, no matter how much he denies it, the 'devil' cannot become a 'god' just by 'reversing' it.

“With whose help did you become a god?”

        
            Enin carries the anchor again and shouts as he sees the devil grasping the air with his hands.

To the devil who, no matter how much you think about it, is doing something that goes against the justice he is crying out for.

“Was the denial a lie? Wasn’t the justice you cried out for countless times before me, justice?”

[What does that mean?]

The devil doesn't take a stance, but answers my question.

That figure is definitely a hero.

It was the attitude of a being who would accept a conversation if it were communicated to him and would pursue justice to the limit.

But then, even more so, I couldn't understand the deception he was hiding.

“You use negation as an inversion. At least I thought so. But no. There is something strange about you now.”

[I didn't hide anything. Reporting lies is against justice, this hero framework. In order to achieve justice, lying is a concept that is not acceptable to me.]

“Then why have you been promoted to godhood now? If you turned from a high-level devil, you should have that much magical power, so why did your power get amplified?”

It was like that.

The ‘total amount’ must be the same.

If the power of a high-level demon is reversed, it must have ‘only that much divine power’.

If 50 was replaced, it would be 50.

If the magic power of hell becomes divine power, only the amount of magic power of hell that was originally possessed should become holy power.

However, by denying himself, the devil simply replaced the devil's magical power with divine power, but his power was actually 'amplified'.

The gap between them.

If a god falls, he becomes an evil spirit, and if a devil falls, I'm not sure, but I think he has to become an angel or something like the Holy Spirit.

However, this guy denied himself from being a high-level ‘devil’ and became a ‘god’.

If so, the question becomes, ‘Where on earth does the divine power that can achieve a level promotion from a devil to a god come from?’

'This guy wasn't originally an evil god, so what on earth did he do to become a god? Did he really deceive us? But that makes no sense when you look at him now. That means there is another person behind it.'

If you guess, there are two answers.

One is that the devil has been telling us his theme falsely from the beginning,

If not-

“Answer. A new framework that enforces justice. There will be priests serving you behind you. How did you lure them out?”

There are priests who regard [the devil who enforces justice] as their god, which means that their prayers strengthen the devil's power.

“... Are the pagan priests hidden somewhere?! answer! Framework!”

Enin too, belatedly realized the devil's error and helped.

Then the framework faithfully told us,

As a god who clearly enforces justice, he answered honestly.

[What should I hide? No, I never hid it in the first place. There are definitely believers who need my power.]

“How did you fool them in the sanctuary?”

can not understand.

The power of the devil in the sanctuary is limited.

There are limitations in creating priests who serve the devil with their own power.

However, it is not that there is no way, and as Bishop Setias said, there are cases where people who are overly exposed to themes are called by the devil and become priests.

However, since the people who prevent it reside near the sanctuary, that also makes no sense.

'Even then, the heretics must have been excluded in advance by the Earl of Dawn Priest, so at what point did they gather enough priests to be promoted?'

As I heard from various witch hunters, including Thistle and the parish leader, while coming to the County of Eolchu, this level of promotion would have been possible only if there were at least 100 more Demonic Priests and 1,000 more Pagan believers.

I couldn't understand how something of that size could be located so close to the sanctuary without being noticed by anyone.

But after hearing the devil's answer, I realized that of course I couldn't understand it.

[I didn't call them. They came to me.]

“... What?”

[There are those who have made me their king.]

The word ‘king’ reminds me of a name that is like his nickname.

[Unholy King]

[Draud King Framework]

The name attached to the name of a high-ranking devil clearly shared the title of king.

[I was in the sanctuary, and I heard a voice. They had dense feelings of negativity deep in their hearts. And they said They will serve me as king, so they will become priests.]

“... Who are they?”

[They called themselves the Dun Priest Men.]

Enin and I stopped at the devil's confession.

“Dawn Priest... Are you the Count?”

“The Count serves the devil?”

There was no demonic energy felt within the castle.

But in a way, it was natural.

[They asked me to save them, and I was willing to deny myself to save them.]

Even though the devil did not call, the priests of the Dunpriest family approached the devil first and volunteered to become his priests.

The first thing they asked after swearing to become priests to the devil was to ask the Dunpriests to hide their actions of serving the devil.

He asked the devil to deny his existence, and in order to save the count who had this wonderful feeling of denial, the devil willingly granted the request and denied himself.

[I am the king of the county of Ambrosia. Negative King Framework. And at the same time, it is the framework that is the hero that saves them.]

“... If so, please answer. Savior. What did you feel about them that made you go to such lengths and promise to save them?”

Asmodeus did not give up his responsibilities and instead felt sorry for Deshade when he was a god who was imprisoned by it.

That's because it's Asmodeus, and even other demons are sure to be afraid or disgusted.

However, even though the Framework was also such a devil, he denied himself and became a god.

Even by replacing all of the magical power of hell with disgusting divine power.

so-

He answered my question -

He willingly answered the reason why he decided to become a god.

[It’s a change.]

The devil floats in the air.

His magical wings spread wide again, turning into a halo and shining upon us.

[They are trying to change. Those who wanted to change were beings whose existence could not be denied because they were already trying to change, even in this country where denial is the theme. Originally, they had served the royal family for generations, so they thought that their descendants should also serve the imperial family.]

The power of the devil becomes stronger.

I thought I was still strong enough, but I started to get stronger than this.

[Such a count happened frequently. I realized that what I thought was natural was not natural. They realized that they could change. They wanted to take revenge on the royal family that abandoned them, overthrow the irrationality, and commit infidelity against the loyalty that was ignored.]

flowering.

Or, emergency.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

Spreading high-power wings resembling holograms,

The devil stood in the sky, constantly scattering fragments of magic power.

“The imperial family did not abandon the count family! The Steyer royal family recognized the contributions the Count family had made so far and granted them territory!”

[But that was it. Do you know what the count’s first wish was for me?]

“... About that, I don’t know.”

[It was a request to save their family from the curse of other demons.]

Even though the friendly devil was in the middle of a fight, he told us the whole story.

The Dunpriest family is a family that protected the imperial family from the demons who cursed the Steyer imperial family.

Because of such a family, many curses were broken and demons were defeated.

So the devils,

The target of the curse was turned to the Dun Priest family.

[The family members were sick. Children easily die before they become adults, and there are many people who were born with chronic diseases and died without even being able to put on a comfortable expression. My name did not exist in these families. But despite this, they continued to live. Do you know why?]

“... What is the reason?”

[Because that is the most cruel way the devil can torment humans.]

Demons told directly by the person concerned.

Those targeting the count family are demons that were originally targeting the imperial family.

Because such demons have lived much longer than humans, they know more innovative ways to harass humans.

They cursed so that there would be no one in the earl's family, but their wages would not be cut off.

The people of the count family gave birth to children and did not give up even though they were cursed by demons higher than their level.

But in reality, they had long since been reduced to playthings for the devils.

If you barely survive and try to achieve something, you die suddenly.

Just when they thought they had escaped the demon, a fire breaks out in the study where their research results were recorded.

An infectious disease prevents a mother from recognizing her child as she walks around dripping with pus.

No matter how much he ate, he became hungry and created a maniac who ate his own parents.

[So I will ask. What did the royal family do until they came to me for help?]

“...”

We, who were mere spokesmen, had no answer to the question of the devil who had been watching it all.

Camellia and the imperial family only believed that the Dunpriest family was independently managing the territory well, so all that was exchanged between them was perfunctory reports.

[there was nothing. Even when the Count's family sent several letters to the Imperial Family to inform them of their condition, a soldier who had been driven mad by a curse gouged out his own eyes and went into the bush, claiming to be prey for the demonic beasts. The Imperial Family never once sent anyone to the Imperial Family. did not send it.]

The demons repeatedly placed hope in front of their eyes and took it away before their fingers could touch it.

Nevertheless, the territory continues to function smoothly and prospers.

[Even if the Count's people are crawling, the citizens of the County do not notice. Their perception is warped, so they either don't see a command for help right in front of them, or they just treat it as a dirty wild dog attacking them. It was not possible to even inform the outside world. The merchants who come in and out of the count's house are blinded and do not notice any abnormalities in the count's house, so they just do what they do, transport goods inland and return to their home country. The soldiers reach the imperial family under the orders of the head of the family and report on the county, but they completely forget what they were asked to do, and when a member of the Daeda family tries to report it in person, countless disasters rain down and kill him. For them, there was no way out. Until you met me.]

The demons laughed and tormented the Count's people, as if they had placed an invisible wall and were looking at the animals trapped inside.

Seeing the suffering of the people of the Count family who thought they had completely overcome them.

The reason for the loss is simple.

The royal family trusted the Count family so much that they had no idea that the Count family was actually a delicate family.

[So, the unrequited love is over. They decided to serve me instead of the royal family, and they prospered with my power. They clearly made a choice to change.]

Before I knew it, the spear was in the devil's gauntlet.

That is a spear that kills even the evil spirit that the devil created when he recognized me as the evil spirit Deshade by carrying out denial to the extreme.

A spear comparable to that was now in his hand.

[For humans who want to change, I was willing to become God. In order to implement change, which is the height of negativity, I will defeat you from here.]

“... This is an unexpected story.”

“All of this happened because of a single misunderstanding.”

The framework that revealed the truth raised its spear.

flinch-

For a moment, he pointed his spear at us and then made a suggestion.

[... Humans. Let me make a suggestion.]

“... What?”

“Well, do you have a suggestion? At this moment?”

The devil said as he saw us tensing up again and taking our posture.

[The time is not good. I will save you for today. Just leave now.]

As he said that, the devil looked back.

That place is the site of a church at the back of the mansion, beyond the sanctuary.

'witch? 'What happened to the witch?'

The devil has honestly said that he is concerned about churches with witches.

If that's the case-

If you show your own weakness...

Even if I don't know what it is, I'll just stab you if you show weakness.

“Reject. We will kill you tonight. Framework.”

“... Yes! I don't know what's going on, but we came here already prepared!”

Crack-

Coo!

Clutching the black sword tightly, the anchor shakes the ground.

Seeing us showing no signs of giving up, the devil sighed deeply for some reason.

[Phew... good. Then, it becomes even more impossible to back down.]

A voice full of anxiety.

The devil, who showed extremely humane behavior that even made me feel sad, regained his composure.

and-

[good night. Then let’s finish it quickly. There isn't much time now.]

The devil pulled the spear hard and then-

shouted at us.

[Frame Drop]

At that moment, time slowed down.

'What- Damn!'

Even if I tried to look to the side, I couldn't.

The devil's speed remains the same, but time around us passes just as slowly.

[Humans, even if you slowed down time, you wouldn’t be called a coward. From the beginning, you were the two of us who tried to deal with me alone.]

The devil has his last words for us who cannot even answer.

[Winning in any situation is justice.

so-

If you think of yourself as justice, try defeating me.]

Gigi Gigi Geek-

[That is the role of a hero.]

        
            Dire Wolf is ahead.

Heh-heh-heh-heh!

“Yes. You are doing well. Please cheer up a little more.”

The place where the wolf, encouraged by Ingrid, runs without hesitation on four legs while breathing heavily is in the outskirts of the port city of Ambrosia.

Following them are three people: Thistle, Ingrid, and Astesia.

The three people who entered the market through the siege of knights on the hill leading up to the sanctuary are running through the alley without hesitation, trusting the dire wolf's search.

The dire wolf has a good nose.

Although it is good, it is not much different from the nose of a typical canine, but the fact that it is a magical beast is what makes it excellent at tracking.

'Normally, it was really annoying because I had to feed them, change their beds, play with them, train them, and even clean up their poop, but in times like this, I think it's really helpful that our church trains magical beasts.'

Dire Wolf, Chivas Raven, Night Owl, etc.

They are all beasts that are classified as magical beasts among adventurers, and in fact, all of them are large enough to subdue and eat a human, except for the Chivas Raven, which was often used as a warden until the development of double-handed paper. .

The Witch Hunters of Lehire raised and trained such witches within the parish to track down witches, and Ingrid worked hard even though it was annoying because she could not miss her rotating duty.

And today, for the first time, Ingrid felt that she was benefiting from it.

The dire wolf, which originally possessed the aggression of a man-eating beast, high intelligence, and the sense of smell of a canine animal, knew what Thistle wanted even though she did not offer anything else.

The dire wolf immediately remembered the scents of Hwarim and Luba, which he had only smelled once or twice during his journey from the parish to the county, and is continuing to track them without stopping even once.

It was the moment when everyone was about to jump into the next alley, trusting Dire Wolfman to take the lead.

“... Wait a minute! There are three people in the next alley!”

At the sound of Astesia, who was running with her eyes closed while holding Thistle's hand, shouting, everyone slows down their speed and sound.

“Astecia. Is there a way back?”

“... I don’t think there is any-”

“Then I will go. Let’s attack right away.”

Thistle asked for another way, but when she answered that there was no Astesia, Ingrid made a quick decision and ran forward with quick steps.

Beep-

At the same time, Ingrid put her thumb and index finger together and whistled, and the dire wolf bent his knees and-

“Krrr-”

“Go.”

Tatak-

Just like that, he jumped loudly in front of the alley.

“This way-”

Thump!

“Kaaa!”

A dire wolf bites the back of a soldier's neck, and Ingrid takes on two knights in an instant.

“Ne, it’s a wolf! Witch Hunters-”

Phuuk-

Pisik-

“... If no one is nearby - quickly call for assistance - ”

Whirling-

Sigh!

He kills one of them by sticking a sword into his open mouth, then immediately takes a dagger from his belt and decapitates the other.

dump-

“... Phew! It's done. Let’s go right away.”

After three lives were lost in an instant, the group began to run again, deciding on a direction moment by moment based on Astesia's guidance and the dire wolf's search.

“Astecia. Ruba and Hwarim’s energy is still-”

“... Yes. I think it's going to be difficult in the current situation. There are too many people.”

Luba and Hwarim's search continues.

Soldiers and knights are searching all over the chaotic county to find Witch Hunters and members of the church who are still in the city, and the party is also running around avoiding them, so it is not easy to find the two people with the power of Astesia. didn't

“Krrr-”

“Is there something else in front of you? I'm in trouble. Ki kick. How many times has this happened already?”

The good news is that Ingrid and the dire wolf were there, so the speed didn't slow down.

The dire wolf was able to roughly pick up the scent of Luva and Hwarim, which Astesia was unable to detect, and set the course for the chase, while Ingrid was skilled in raids in urban warfare.

Soldiers are natural, and even if the opponent is a knight, if the player is stolen and is attacked by a dire wolf with a clear attack posture from the beginning, and an attack by a witch hunter who has been working as an intelligence agent for the princess for a long time, it is only a certain defeat.

However, even though there is no problem in moving forward, Thistle cannot help but feel anxious about not having found Hwarim and Luba yet, and Ingrid soothes her.

“You two... will it be okay? I hope you didn't get hurt.”

“Kikikick- You don’t have to worry that much. Looking at the number of knights and soldiers now, it is clear that the two of you were definitely not captured.”

“Do you know that?”

“Yes. Think of the number of soldiers and knights we have met so far. Everyone is being searched in groups of two, three, or at most five. I don't know how many people were taken out to attack us head-on and how many people were assigned to search the city, but judging from the number of people in one group and the search area covering the entire city, I can guess that Hwarim and Ruba were there. It is very likely that the confusion occurred because they were trying hard to escape without being caught.”

“... I see.”

It is not enough to be based on facts.

'Honestly, the Count's people have already captured or finished the two people, and they could become the next threat. is it so. There is a possibility that they are going around trying to catch the Blue Rose Witches, but it would be better for your mind and body not to bring up such opinions.'

As if it wasn't enough, I guessed as positively as possible.

No matter how powerful Astesia is, Ingrid and the people of the church cannot see the situation as if they were looking down on the entire county, so in reality, it is an opinion that is meant to appease Thistle, who is really anxious, and it is difficult to move on to the next step. am.

‘Ah, I think this is something the bishop should do. Kikikick.'

Still, Ingrid tried to encourage people when she could, because it was in times of confusion like this that it was easier to move on to the next step if you got your mind together.

'It's difficult for me alone. These guys decided to attack our church and stab us from behind. 'If we don't kill them all here, we won't be able to make ends meet.'

There is no need for an assassination plan or other people's thoughts, whatever the causal relationship, in the end it was the count who drew the sword and stabbed him in the back first, so the only way to avenge it is to work with the members of the church, who can be said to be the strongest force in the detachment. Because there isn't one.

Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap!

“I guess there is only one person next. The wolves will take care of it.”

The search continued like that, and Ingrid was once again about to hand over to the Dire Wolf a soldier who was running busily from beyond the alley without even hiding his footsteps.

“... Now, wait a minute!”

“Yes? Oh my-”

Astesia shouted, and at the same time Ingrid realized something was wrong and stretched out her arms towards the dire wolf-

Whisper-

“Kegaaeae?!”

He grabbed the wolf's neck skin with all his might, held it back, and threw it away.

At the same time,

Boom!

Kwaaa!!!

The hatchet was struck in the area where the dire wolf's head had been thrust just a second ago.

So so so so-

The bloody hatchet that cut into the floor was quickly recovered, and a small figure emerged from the alley, raising its head to retry the failed attack.

that,

Luba was covered in blood all over and was moving forward, cutting down people who were attacking her at random.

“Luba!”

“... Huh? Thistle?!! Astesia!!!”

Slamming the hatchet was a reflex action.

Luba, who was randomly picking up a hatchet whenever someone came within range and slashing without stopping as she felt like she was surrounded by a group of demonic beasts, came to her senses belatedly when she heard Astesia's voice.

And at the same time,

Hwiik-

thud!

The dire wolf, which had been thrown high into the air by Ingrid, struggled in the air and attacked Astesia's face.

“Ah, oops!”

Fluffy-

“Kkieeeeing...”

“Trigram, are you okay...?”

licking!

“... Looks okay.”

The dire wolf falls into Astesia's arms, groans, licks her face once, and stands up.

Dire Wolves are originally called tough beasts that can move for 2 hours even if about 10 arrows shot from a great bow are stuck in their body.

As such a monster, the dire wolf did not cry out in pain after being grabbed by the neck by Ingrid, but showed a slightly intimidated look because it realized that if it had been hit by Luba's axe, it would have been an instant death.

“Everyone!!! I'm glad you're safe!!!”

“I’m glad Ruba is safe too. You're better than that, right...?”

“Yes!!! It's fine!!! Of course, I am the monarch’s knight!!!”

Ruba's body was soaked in blood.

It's not even wet.

In everyone's eyes, the only way to describe Ruba's condition was that she was literally pickled.

Tooouk-

Pook-

Sigh-

Thick blood slowly drips from Luba’s body.

There is so much blood on it, it hardens, and the thick stuff clumps up and falls off, slowing down the process.

“... First of all, can I wash my face...?”

“Yes?!! Oh, I would appreciate it if you could do so!!!”

Ingrid saw Ruba like that and thought she had to move quickly to find the next person, but since the condition looked so bad that she thought it had to be wiped away immediately, she decided to use magic.

Perfect!

“Evian.”

There is no need for chanting for simple magic.

I just snap my fingers and conjure up that image.

A sphere of water appeared in the air and poured down on Luba.

Sigh!

“... Fuhu!!! I think I'll buy some now!!!”

Ruba, who was hit by a hail of water, wipes her body with her sleeves and finally shakes off the residue on her mask.

There was nothing that could be done about the stained clothes, but after dropping the thick, hardened pieces of blood, Luba began to gain strength again.

Purrr-

Ruba, shaking off the moisture from the fox fur on her ears and tail like a wet animal, raised her hatchet and pointed to one side.

“Oh indeed!!! I know where Hwarim is!!!”

“Is that really true? Ruba?! Which one?”

“The square overlooking Yeongju Castle, Hwarim will be there!!! I could hear the knights and soldiers running around the city calling for support!!!”

“... He probably thought we were at Yeongju Castle and went that way.”

For Hwarim, this was the best action taken within limited information.

Thistle thought that Hwarim, like Irim and Peria, had assumed the worst from the beginning, and had taken action keeping in mind that Astesia and Thistle, who were in the castle, had been arrested by the Black Lions.

“... It has a staggered appearance. Hwarim is in danger because of us.”

“I need to hurry!”

However, contrary to Hwarim's expectations, Thistle and Astesia successfully escaped the castle with the power of Asmodeus, and thanks to this, Hwarim was surrounded as he attacked the lord's castle alone.

“... In that case, I guess I should go right away. I'll cast a spell. Although the duration is short, you will definitely be able to break through one point.”

The people of the church are worried as they are, and Ingrid also decides to rush to the conclusion that the power of Hwarim should not be easily lost.

Just like that, the priest of Lihier began to chant.

        
            Night steps, false cries.

Even if you walk forward, a hand comes out from behind to cover your eyes.

Can't look back.

I think I know the path I have walked.

However, even though you realize it, you are just pretending not to notice it.

A person with a chill on the back of his neck will only make foolish judgments.

[Hallucination]

“... That’s it. Even if you spot soldiers, just pass by. I will run straight to the square.”

The magic Ingrid used was temporary hallucination magic.

As she said, the group ran out onto the main street this time, and were shocked when they immediately saw the soldiers and knights jumping out in front of them. However, even though they glanced at the church group from time to time, they pretended not to see them and ran forward in cold sweat. After realizing that they would just do it and never notice their presence and not look back, they sped up.

That was the moment the party arrived at the plaza of the lord's castle, chasing the increasingly dense knights and soldiers.

“Hahahahahaha! okay! Let's do it until the end! Today is the day you all die! Put everything on the line! Have faith! Save your life! Be proud! I will give it my all too!”

“... Ruba. Aren’t we definitely here to look for Hwarim?”

“That's right!!!”

“But that woman in the square looks more like a witch or an empress of some kind than Hwarim...”

Ingrid naturally thought that Hwarim was being pushed out.

But that wasn't the case.

Although Hwarim was clearly physically exhausted, she was smiling even though her clothes were full of blood and cuts were visible here and there.

Not only that, but he is pushing against the soldiers and knights surrounding him alone.

“Now, come! no. I'll go! You guys didn't surround me! I have surrounded you! Hahahahahahaha!!!”

“... Have you been feeling stressed out lately?”

“It’s been a while since I’ve been able to swing a sword due to the long journey to the Countence, so… that might have been the case.”

Even as sad mutterings about Thistle and Astesia's flower forest swept through the group, everyone relied on the power of magic to successfully infiltrate the gap between the counts in the square.

And at that moment-

Ingrid's spell was broken.

Cheer up!

“... No, before you know it?!”

“Re-form your formation! It's behind you! Oh no! Next door! Enemies have appeared!”

The knights who came to their senses had two reactions.

One was a move to re-establish a siege network by quickly filling in the space left by the members of the church following the command of the person who succeeded the deputy knight commander, and the other was why on earth the people of the church even used magic to dig in among themselves without being detected. Even though I heard about it, it made me wonder if they were rushing into the middle of the siege without fighting.

It's a natural question.

If they had caught the back, carrying out an attack and reducing their numbers all at once would have been the most efficient way to fight and an opportunity that would not be easily obtained, but they dared to join in the middle of the siege.

And the reason why the members of the church made that decision was-

For the people of the count family, the power of Astesia is still an unknown power.

The devil's power, which was neither magic nor witchcraft, was not recognized by anyone until Astesia, who was close to Hwarim, touched the floor.

[Troimerai]

Hwaak-

“Mu, what-”

The floor turned black and the space expanded.

with a splash-

hug-

The knights and soldiers of the Count family surrounding Hwarim all fell into the lake by the sea of Ambrosia due to the portal.

“... Are you here? I'm glad you're safe.”

Hwarim barely catches her breath as she sees the people from the church approaching her.

“Phew... I'm glad. Even if you are a Hwarim, dealing with this many people at once would have reached your limit at some point.”

dump-

“... Huuu-”

Thistle lightly hugged Hwarim, and Astesia, who had used a lot of strength, collapsed on the spot.

Whilick-

Sigh!

Sereung-

Thanks to this, Hwarim, who was barely able to catch his breath, swings his sword to shake off the blood, and Ingrid straightens the sword.

You can't relax.

Although the knights and soldiers disappeared,

Because the enemy still remained.

“If the number is this big, it will be over quickly if we divide them into opponents, right? Please watch my back. Hwarim. Ki kick.”

Ingrid looks around and rinses her boots with water.

Slap-slap-slap-

Slurp-

Thanks to the portal that opened and closed in an instant, the square overlooked by Yeongju Castle was flooded with water.

So Luba, Hwarim, Ingrid, and Thistle-

They confronted the Black Lions who were hiding among the soldiers and knights.

“You finally showed up. Did you have the intention of hiding among the knights and waiting for an opening? Old people.”

Boom-

Hwarim takes a stance, rotating the sword in his hand.

What is in front of you are black lions.

These people, who are mostly made up of the family's elders, are clearly skilled, unlike the mediocre knights.

Even when the soldiers and knights lost the ground and fell in an instant, they felt Astesia's power first as members of the priest family, stepped on their shoulders and jumped high into the air to avoid the separation of the front line caused by the portal. .

Although these people were talented people with excellent knowledge and sense, they never stepped forward.

Even when Hwarim killed the soldiers and cut down the knights, he hid among them and did not show himself.

However, Hwarim found out why they did that through the fight that continued until now.

“Be careful. The count's swordsmanship is a sword of short-term decisive battle that puts everything on the line. The game is decided at once.”

“Is it a suicide sword? This is the worst. I can't believe that the sword used by old people, people who would sacrifice themselves for their families, is that kind of sword. Ki kick.”

The Dunpriest family's swordsmanship is 'exchange swordsmanship'.

A sword technique that takes as much flesh as you give away, and takes as much bone as you give up bones.

If they sacrifice their lives, they can gain their lives, so they sacrifice what they have saved so far for their family.

They were the ones who hid using the soldiers and knights as shields until the last moment, when the time came to kill Hwarim.

“...”

The black lions were silent.

Instead of answering, they look at the members of the church holding 20 swords and lances.

“... If you want to enter the Yeongju Castle, you have to break through here.”

When Thistle saw that, she composed herself.

Since it had already happened anyway, I had no intention of backing out now.

However, Hwarim stepped in front of Thistle to block him.

“ done. You stay there with Astesia.”

“That can’t be-”

“It’s about cutting people down. For now, leave it to familiar people.”

“Does that include me? Ki kick.”

“Sounds obvious.”

The sword that cuts down the Countess stares at half of the square, and Ingrid's sword stares at the other half.

'It reminds me of the old days.'

Hwarim remembered the drinking party she had with Lee Rim.

That was a drinking party when Lee Rim still considered himself immature.

This is a story about a time when I didn't know what to do after seeing Astesia.

Hwarim had promised Lee Rim.

If Lee Rim is reluctant to cut down humans, he will cut them down himself instead.

Of course, the current Lee Rim is a person who cuts people down when he deems it necessary.

So, you might think that Hwarim’s help is no longer needed.

However, Hwarim did not think so.

'There is no need to make distinctions anymore. All of this is a scene created by Lee Rim.'

This is Thiseul, whom Irim likes, and this is Irim, who Thisseul likes.

There is no Irim without Thistle, and if that happens, Irim can no longer be called Irim.

And the same goes for Hwarim.

'It's amazing how I ended up wielding a sword for others like this.'

For Thisseul, whom Irim loves, Hwarim, who loves Irim, decided to swing a sword that would be stained with human blood instead.

‘Thistle. You just have to be that kind of person and stay by Lee Rim’s side. 'I will take charge of this.'

For Thistle, who has decided to kill someone but still has a heavy heart, he puts blood on his already wet hands instead.

“... Thank you, Hwarim.”

“Greetings are done.”

So Hwarim-

“Are you ready?”

“Okay.”

“Then, let’s go.”

I swung my sword.

Tatak-

The black lions hit the floor all at once,

Saaac-

Ingrid and Hwarim's swords cut through the wind.

Kakakakakakang!

...

What Astesia saw was only about 3 seconds.

In the meantime, the victory or defeat was decided in the gap between the sharp swords, which were divided by dozens more.

...whisper-

dump-

thud-

Cheer up!

with a splash-

Kakakakang-

One of the Black Lions who had crossed from one side to the other fell down, and all of them dropped their weapons and lay down on the floor.

but,

“... It was bitter.”

“... Is that the end? I think I'm going to die. Cough-”

Hwarim and Ingrid did not fall.

Hwa-rim's body had about 30 narrowly missed sword wounds, and Ingrid's body had deep wounds and holes that could be said to be more serious than Hwa-rim's.

“I’ll cover it for you. Recover quickly.”

“... Kikick, thank you.”

Hwarim leaned against Ingrid so that she could not be seen by the members of the church, and Ingrid immediately picked out only the serious wounds and quickly recovered them.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-

“... Hwarim. The wound is-”

“That’s it, there’s no problem.”

“... Thank you. Still, I’ll put a bandage on.”

After confirming that the Black Lions were completely destroyed, Astesia quickly runs over and wraps a cloth around Hwarim's body to cover the bleeding parts.

The fierce conflict soon subsided.

The Black Lions' skills were clearly real, but the reason for their defeat was lack of information.

One is that no matter how much the sword of the Black Lions is a sword that requires forced exchange, Hwarim's sword is [the sword that kills the count], and is a sword that takes priority against members of the count, 'no matter what happens'. In the first place, the exchange of life at the level of an ordinary human being did not work for Ingrid.

In this way, the two defeated the 20 Black Lions and now looked at the Lord's Castle.

“Is it the last time?”

“... You'll have to hurry and finish this. Only by cutting off the head of the family will this situation end.”

In the end, both soldiers and knights have a lord, so they follow their orders.

Therefore, if you just kill the head of the family and report the fact, you can calm the fighting spirit of the soldiers and knights who seem to be caught up in the battle simply out of loyalty, and instantly suppress a rebellion-like situation.

“... Then, let's go. I don't know what I'll see, but I'm sure what I have to do.”

With the words of Thistle, who had closed the eyes of the Black Lions as they circled the square, the party moved on to the final step, to kill the head of the family, who was presumed to be in the basement of the Lord's Castle.

        
            “... Tipsy.”

“Why is it called a sword?”

“Are you nervous?”

“... Not really.”

“... Then, let me hold your hand.”

“...”

“Do you not like it?”

“I don’t like it... but-”

“Then I will catch it.”

“Well, still-”

A woman wearing a blue witch's uniform and-

A woman wearing silver armor.

Snooze Biblio tried to hold the hand of his pet, Tipsy Biblio, but Tipsy kept bouncing.

So I have no choice but to snooze-

I decided to lie a little.

Sniff-

“Or maybe you don’t like me holding Tipsy’s hand?”

“...! Oh, no! That is absolutely not the case!”

“... Then please give me your hand. Right now, I want to hold Tipsy’s hand.”

“... Ugh- I understand.”

'It's a success.'

Snooze, who quickly faked tears as if he was used to it, successfully made Tipsy hold out her hand, turned back slightly, smiled, stuck out her tongue, and grabbed her hand.

Kkook-

'That's right then.'

Parrr...

As expected, the witch's hands were shaking.

Because of his strong pride, he hides it inside and pretends to be okay on the outside, but Tipsy is scared to the point where his bravado is revealed on the outside.

That's right, what's happening now is that the incident happened suddenly and on a scale that was completely unexpected from the perspective of the two people who had predicted numerous scenarios that could arise when they came to the county.

'I didn't know that everyone in the county would move at once, without missing a single person.'

Everything in the city has turned into an enemy.

People in the village were wandering around with swords, and even soldiers and knights began moving at the same time to kill outsiders entering the city.

And the Blue Rose Witches are no exception.

The Blue Rose Witch.

Also, she's a witch.

In addition, the Blue Rose Witch is also a witch whose existence was recognized by the royal family.

From the count's point of view, this is something that we have no choice but to be wary of.

The bad relationship is only between Lihier and the Blue Rose Witch, but the Count's family believes that both groups may have received orders from the imperial family, and when they decided to attack Lihier and the Deshade Church, the Blue Rose Witch took charge of the two cults. Since there was a possibility of support, he ordered the same attack.

Fortunately, the witch and knight were able to notice the attack early.

Snooze, who noticed that the innkeeper's movements were strange, quickly disappeared with Tipsy using magic and escaped through the window. They walked around the city to figure out how the situation was going, and then-

Instead of choosing to flee the county, he moved to fulfill the 'promise' he made with the Bishop of the Deshade Church.

However, although he had done well so far, Snooze was a little worried that Tipsy still couldn't find his composure.

'It's my first time snoozing outside of Brocken, and I'm worried.'

Tipsy Biblio is the Witch of the Blue Rose, but she is not that old. Unlike the wandering witches, she is a witch who was born and raised in her home, Broken, a castle in the sky.

And at the same time, she was a witch who tried to be happy with her pet Snooze Biblio.

When Tipsy heard that the witch hunters had herded a witch into the count's sanctuary, he went to see the leader, Sirian.

That's why he said that he would rescue the witch of Count Dunpriest as an envoy, but he would never have expected to experience something like this.

So, Snooze Biblio gave strength and warmth to Tipsy's trembling hand.

However, as Snooze, who acted to comfort her, well knew, the witch was a very proud witch.

“... Didn’t you say you weren’t nervous?”

“Hehe. I heard you, Tipsy.”

Snooze leaned on Tipsy's shoulder and spoke to him, who was shaking for a moment before raising his eyebrows and showing his dissatisfaction.

“It's because I'm nervous, Tipsy. So, please let me lean in a little.”

“... Got it.”

So the two looked down quietly, feeling each other's warmth.

...

About an hour had passed since all the soldiers and knights from the lord's castle had gone out, and the witches and knights, taking advantage of the opportunity, attacked the lord's castle.

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

“Ingrid. What do you think? Would it be better to go down to the basement?”

“I think that would be a good idea. Thistle may be worried about the woman named Aurelia who was with them, but more than that, we must first find out the ritual they were performing and what role it was playing. Rather than trying to use your head and falling into a trap, in the end, it would be best to fight head-on. Ki kick.”

“But, it’s too dangerous. I just tried my best to come in, but while there are no people in the upper floors, I can't feel anything underground. If we go underground like this, there are many people waiting there, and if we are caught by the knights and soldiers chasing us from outside, there will be no turning back.”

“Still, I can’t do it. If the family members there are gathered to protect the head of the family by sending soldiers and knights to the outside, there is no choice but to attack them head on.”

“Then let’s go down to the basement right away!! All you have to do is destroy the altar and everything!!!”

The switch that opens and closes the castle gate of Yeongju Castle.

Members of the Deshade Church and a Witch Hunter had just passed by the location overlooking the room with the switchgear.

“As expected, you came this way. What should I do? Tipsy.”

“I made a promise, so for now, I will chase after you. If you find yourself in a really dangerous situation, you have to use your strength.”

After the church members passed through the gate of the lord's castle without any hindrance, the witch and female knight looked out the window this time.

There, along with the Deshade Church that had entered the lord's castle by climbing the long stairs, soldiers and knights who had come running with all their might from the lakeside that had been transferred by Astesia were coming up.

“Before that, I think I need to lower the door.”

“I understand. Then let’s close it right away.”

The huge door moves only when two people operate the opener at the same time.

As it was, Snooze and Tipsy split into two halves, grabbed the wooden supports protruding from each mechanism, and pulled hard.

“Huh!”

“Yap!”

Kri-ri-ri-ri-ri-ri-ri-

Couuuck!

As it was, a door made of huge iron bars came down and sealed the door.

The soldiers and knights screamed through the windows of the opening and closing room, but there was no way they would open the door in the opening and closing room where the witch and female knight were, not the soldiers.

“... Now all you have to do is follow the people of that denomination.”

Tipsy, who had knowingly or unknowingly helped the church group, got up and picked up the broom.

Then, just as he was about to go down the stairs, Snooze hugged Tipsy from behind and spoke in his ear.

“Tipsi.”

“... Why is that?”

“If you’re really worried, you don’t have to follow along.”

“...”

Tipsy quietly looks at the gauntlets wrapped around his arms.

The thing engraved on the back of the gauntlet's hand is a lily.

That is the armor emblem inherited by the women of the Order of the Blue Lily, who obey the Witches of the Blue Rose.

The Witches of the Blue Rose and the Order of the Blue Lily.

The Order of the Blue Lily was originally an imperial knightly order.

As an order of knights made up entirely of women, they have successfully completed various missions under the orders of the imperial family.

That knighthood disappeared one day, overnight.

That was right after the imperial family mobilized the Knights of the Blue Lily to track down the witches who were causing trouble throughout the empire at the time.

The Knights of the Blue Lily who disappeared like that were discovered a year later.

They call themselves the Witches of the Blue Rose, and are prisoners of Sirian who appeared with the Sky Star Broken.

Sirian, who boldly revealed himself, made a request to the royal family.

Sirian and all the witches belonging to the Blue Rose Witches pledged their loyalty to the royal family, but in return, the royal family agreed to tolerate the Blue Rose Witches' enslavement of the Knights of the Blue Lily.

And the Hwangga-

I boldly handed over the recruits of the Blue Lily Knights.

The terms of the transaction couldn't have been better.

The power of each witch is beyond that of most archmages if they are skilled enough.

On the other hand, the Order of the Blue Lily is an order founded by women who are the third or fourth in rank of a baron or viscountess, saying they do not want to become victims of an arranged marriage and want to achieve something with their own power.

Therefore, the royal family agreed to secretly give considerable benefits to the barons and vassals to whom the daughters of the Order of the Blue Lily belonged and to hand over the Order of the Blue Lily to Sirian and the witches.

This is how the current relationship between the Blue Rose Witches and the Knights of the Blue Lily was completed.

It was a strange relationship that was full of coldness at first, but was established over 100 years later.

For generations, witches have taken female knights of the Blue Lily as brides, and the female knights born in subsequent generations are like their enemies, considering how their mothers were captured by Broken. I accepted it because I knew he was courting and loving me.

Therefore, Snooze Biblio was able to see through the inner thoughts of Tipsy Biblio, who became his bride.

“Tipsi. You can run away if you want. It doesn't matter if I break my promise. What matters to me is your life. What is important to you is my safety. So just say the word, Tipsy. Your bride will follow if you ask her to leave this place.”

Snooze stimulates Tipsi, who is afraid.

And Tipsy, who heard the whispers of her lover, which was like a provocation-

I decided to no longer show fear and tremble next to my loved one.

        
            Wow!

Clap-

Cardantang!

Soon, Tipsy grabs Snooze's arm and quickly removes the gauntlet, making her place her palm on his chest and shouts.

“... Who is afraid of the sword?! I have work to do! I won't give up until it's over, until I keep my promise and until that man fulfills his promise!”

Tipsy was surprised to see Tipsy shouting passionately, as if he was courting her.

“I made a promise, so I will keep it. Even if the Bishop of the Deshade Church may not be able to keep his promise to us, I will still keep my promise to that man and protect the people of the Church over there. I promised to show Snooze a happy world. Promises are made by building up trust. So, I hope you never say something like that again. ... Snooze.”

Snooze heard his voice becoming louder, apologizing for getting angry.

“...”

Come on!

It looked so cool that he hugged Tipsy tightly and answered by putting his mouth close to her ear.

“... Really? If that's the case, I'll just follow. Hehehe.”

“... Is the sword teasing me again this time? It’s too much.”

“Are you teasing me? When I said that, I was just asking for Snooze's opinion. To let you know that even if the whole world turns against Tipsy, I will always be on Tipsy's side.”

“... Is it real?”

“It’s not true. Hehehe.”

Seeing Snooze smiling, Tipsy looked at her from close range for a while and then turned his head.

“... Then that's it.”

With that alone, the tremors in my body disappeared.

That's right, Snooze Biblio is like a wife and older sister to Tipsy Biblio.

Of course, although they were the same age, the two lived like sisters, with the same relationship as older and younger, and as they grew up, Tipsy made a decision to take Snooze as his bride.

So Tipsy believed in snooze, thinking that it was natural.

So now Tipsi,

The little witch,

In order for Snooze to be able to walk around the outside world smiling,

At this moment, even forgetting my fear, I used the magic I had been preparing during the long wait.

[Morpho]

The magical power took shape and a blue butterfly was created.

A small butterfly, but a butterfly that performs the chanting of 'all the Blue Rose Witches' who are waiting in the heavenly castle Brocken, including Tipsy Biblio.

As a result, even Sirian, the head of the Sky Castle, witnessed a demonstration of the magic created by Tipsy Biblio, who had become an adult, and was so surprised that the witch looked at the other witch and called her a genius, and acknowledged that she was going to the county as an envoy. At the same time, the magic that resulted in permission to take over the power of all witches was created in this way.

'... Genius Tipsy. Proud Tipsy. Tipsy, my bride. You're amazing too.'

Thanks to this, all the witches of Brocken, regardless of distance, have now given Tipsy strength through the butterfly, as promised in advance -

...Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-!

The two then began to follow the Deshade Church for their own sake, to break the chains of eternity, to put an end to the past and to walk among the people in peace.

-------------------------------

“... There is no one.”

“Aren’t they all gathered underground? To protect the matriarch who is dying. Ki kick.”

In the quiet Yeongju Castle, only the sounds of Hwarim and Ingrid's words and the group's footsteps echo.

It’s just as Hwarim said.

It was a permanent castle where soldiers and family members frequently wandered around, but now there was no one there.

Astesia, who was barely able to catch her breath after expending a lot of energy in the lord's castle square, used her strength again, and soon the group confirmed that there was no one, not even a single person, in the upper floors of the lord's castle.

“Since they were the ones who attacked in the first place, should we judge that they diverted all their troops to the outside? It looks like it was an all-out war.”

“The basement is completely dark for that. I can't feel anything.”

Astesia, who was continuing to explore Thistle's words, refuted.

The only thing Astesia was able to explore was the 'upper level' part of the lord's castle, the area above the ground.

Astesia's power did not work at all in the underground part where I had previously been conscious.

“Does that mean they are planning to stage a sit-in underground?! Then let’s set it on fire!! I brought the arrows!! If you look for an oil can, you might be able to find one!!!”

Luba has come up with an alternative that can handle this neatly.

It's underground after all.

I don't know how many people are still in the basement even after all the family members have gone in, but to put it bluntly, since the entrance is so narrow, if they don't go in and start a fire, it could end easily.

“Hmm... But first of all, we are a priest family. Since this is a family that has studied sacred magic and protective magic, I think they would also know magic for putting out fires.”

“Well, even though it is not the case now, it is said that the underground area is the place where the ancestors of the Dun Priest family were buried... Setting fire to the graves where the deceased were sleeping is because we are part of a religious sect. I wonder what it's like.”

“I agree, but... if that's what you guys mean, then it's a failure. Then all that's left is to attack head on. Ki kick.”

If Feria had been here, he might have carried the oil can with his own hands and thrown it in, saying he was in a hurry and asking where that thing was, but since Feria wasn't there, I think it was taken lightly.

“... Good. Then-”

“Yes. I will put Dire Wolf at the forefront.”

“... I'm sorry.”

In the end, there is only one way to avoid a surprise attack with minimal damage.

Ingrid leads the dire wolf, and everyone in the church follows behind.

The basement of Yeongju Castle.

A place where there was once a grave.

And now, it is a ritual place with a huge pool called [Blood-Sucking Universe].

As Thistle quietly walked through that space, he noticed something strange.

'Wait. It is said that this place was definitely used as a family tomb, but I have not met a single ancestor of the count family here.'

She has a Bible.

Has a rumor spread about Thistle, who writes down the wills of the dead?

Recently, wherever I went, lingering spirits came to Thistle.

In addition, the people who were killed by Lee Rim and the people of the church were angry about their deaths, but left behind voices summarizing their lives to Thistle on their final departure.

So, on the first night of arriving at the Count's house, Thistle wrote down a long will that was both a complaint and a brilliant one from Longsword, who had come a long way.

But that was it.

Only the longsword came, but there were no other spirits.

It may have been a county where many people were born and died, but not a single spirit came to visit her.

'You may be overly self-conscious. However, it is a port city where ships travel. The spirits of those who drowned may be staying on this earth, or there may also be spirits who fell to their death without anyone knowing. I learned from the people of Rugal that humans are surprisingly easy to leave behind regrets in the world. However, no spirit appeared before me in the Dawn Priest family. Was this really possible because the count family, a priestly family, gave the dead a great funeral so that they would not have any regrets? In a way that leaves no tombstones, no graves, or any other symbols to commemorate the dead? I could understand if that were possible, but if not...'

A count family that doesn't even have a single tomb, let alone a ghost.

Putting aside their doubts about the count, the people of the church were finally able to face the count's family members.

Please hear me, Lord.

Please hear our prayers. Lord,

This is what the servant Dawn Priests pray for.

Give us the strength to defeat those who would take our paradise away.

In the huge underground, with their backs to the lake, black lions are bowing their heads.

Arentia, Azalea.

The count's two twins are half-submerged in a lake reflecting the universe and praying.

Loyalty did not help us.

So we decided to live by compromising.

I will struggle to keep it from ending.

We will move to change.

Immutability is just another name for death.

Those who do not open their eyes will only be crushed by the wall.

In their midst were the head of the family and the head of the family.

The head of the family, Heritage Dawn Priest, is fully armed, holding the family sword and closing his eyes.

To the head of the family, Remain Dawn Priest, the head of the family, slowly walked over and put a helmet on him.

“... Looks corrected. Kikikick. As expected, the matriarch's assassination plan should have been abandoned altogether.”

“It seems the author taught the Black Lions. I feel depth. The ‘nothingness’ of someone who has reached the peak of mutual destruction that is not felt at all by other people.”

Hwarim and Ingrid were nervous when they saw the head of the family.

The Black Lions are swords that can bring one life with one life.

However, the sword called Gaju was different.

The head of the family's black-

With one life,

A sword that can bring the life of ‘everything’.

[Sword of Destruction]

It is a sword possessed only by the count family who have sacrificed their lives for the imperial family, disregarding their own lives in order to destroy the imperial family's enemies.

“Ironically, does this mean that a sword like that is rebelling against the imperial family...”

Hwarim felt sad upon seeing the revived state of the count family, but it was already too late.

The count's family interfered with the two religious orders under the orders of the imperial family, and the fight intensified to the point of no return.

so-

The twins just chanted until the end.

[La Prière]

Paat-

Slurp-

The Black Lions fell all at once.

Anyone could know what it meant without anyone having to point it out.

Paat-

The eyes of the matriarch in the helmet opened as soon as the Black Lions fell.

The vitality shown in those eyes meant that the Black Lions had sent all their power to the matriarch.

“... I am the head of the Dawn Priest, Heritage Dawn Priest.”

Clap-

“In the name of the Priest Knight whom the royal family has forgotten, I will bury your bodies here.”

        
            Priest Knight.

A title given to the Dun Priest family along with the name of Dun Priest during the War of Conquest by the Imperial Family, which has not been called for more than 200 years since the founding of the country.

The meaning is priest knight.

They were both priests and knights.

He stood next to the royal family with a sword to ward off curses, and protected the royal family by making a beeline with the devil.

Priest Knight was a position personally given by the leader of the Steyer family at the time to elevate the status of servant knights.

It is a position that only the Dawn Priest family holds, and even though the Dawn Priest family is no longer next to the royal family, the royal family has not given the name to others or destroyed it.

In order to get as close to the devil as possible and swing their weapons, the Priest Knights wore holy seacloths instead of armor and advanced on the devil while reciting hymns.

Their lances and swords were forged with holy water solely to pierce the hearts of demons, and so they became their own weapons, swinging suicide swords to cut down demons.

Until daybreak they neither rested nor showed signs of weariness, and held their ground firmly, looking fit for their presence next to Steyer.

Although it is a world where it has become difficult for heretics to gather power, and the imperial family no longer has to fear the curse due to the actions of the Saint of Plague and the Witch Hunters of Lihier, it is natural that they have now become distant from people's concerns, having no longer had a role to play. It's a win.

Still, people may not know what the Dawn Priest family is doing now, but there is no one in the Empire who does not know that they once defeated about 30 low-level demons and 4 middle-level demons with their own strength without the help of paladins or heroes.

That sword has now risen up not to protect anyone, but to protect itself.

It became a sword not to protect or save others, but to protect oneself and vent one's sorrow.

Huh-

“... Bow down!”

Crunch-

“That’s-”

As the head of the family swung the sword, Hwarim grabbed Ingrid's hair and pulled it so hard that a sound came from her neck.

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

Quaddd-

Thistle quickly bowed his head along with Luba and Astesia like Hwarim. Soon, I thought black and purple flames would fly to the wall where everyone's heads were, and then three sword images were engraved in a row.

“Oh my neck...”

“Did you throw a sword? Not a wizard.”

“Keu... It’s not like that, it seems to be the power of the dead black lions.”

“This fight might be harder than I thought.”

The basement of the castle was so large that the distance between the church group at the entrance and the head of the family standing in front of the pool was quite large.

The Count's sword swung, and a purple-black sphere emerged from it, accelerated, and easily cut through the thick basement wall.

The matriarch raises his sword once again, and everyone spreads out, now knowing what type of attack he will carry out.

Then, the head of the family swung the sword once again, this time towards the place where Hwarim was.

Hwarim deliberately watched it with his eyes wide open until the last moment,

Huh-

“...”

“Hwarim!”

He watched until Thistle, who had evacuated in advance, called his name and was engulfed by a purple sphere.

“...!”

Klik-

Crack, crack, crack!

Kwaaa!

He deflected the sphere with the Creation Sword and ran away.

Hwarim, who evaded the attack by sweeping the floor once, talks about what he found out.

“I see. understood. Even though the shape is different, the taste is the same. Each swing of this is identical to the suicide sword shown by the Black Lions.”

After hearing Hwarim's opinion, Ingrid guessed the correlation between the black lions that fell before the family head opened his eyes and the power wielded by the family head's sword, and predicted the upper limit.

“Then, at most, you will be able to attack only the number of times you sacrificed your soul. The number of Black Lions fallen here is 100, so about... 100 times?”

“... It seems difficult to avoid it altogether-”

“It can’t be helped. The only way is to avoid and attack. If you hit that, you die instantly. ”

The souls of the black lions fly like sword energy, regardless of the distance.

The spirit is even more difficult because it is guided by a set target at the time it is swung, and even though Ingrid, who was the target, had changed direction early on, it tried to chase after her, albeit slowly, in the direction she had avoided.

The matriarch, who literally uses her soul like a bullet, continues to swing her sword without moving a single step, as if protecting the twins in front of a puddle.

Boom-

Kwaaa!

stroke-

Kwagwaaa!

The purple spirits mainly targeted Hwarim and Ingrid, who were close to the head of the family, and only rushed towards Thistle, Astesia, and Luva a few times.

'That's strange, if it's a war of attrition, wouldn't that side be at a disadvantage? 'Why isn't it moving?'

Unless it is Hwarim's creation sword, a sword that cuts down the count family, it is absolutely impossible to face it head-on.

'No matter how powerful it is, the attack is one-time and consumable, so if Ingrid is right, the maximum number of attacks would be 100.'

Hwarim thought so and wondered why Heritage Dawn Priest did not close the distance.

'There doesn't seem to be any sign that just because it shoots out a soul, it needs to be controlled with concentration while maintaining an immovable posture. In that case, I think it would be more likely to kill us if we wielded our souls around the sword and swung it around. However, since he doesn't do that and just keeps consuming his power... I don't know what secret he's hiding.'

The attacker was clearly on this side, but if there were limitations in his power, he would have to hurry up and attack using his sword and the power of his spirit at the same time.

Whilick-

Kwaaa!

“... Pfft-”

“Wow - this is a lot of stone dust. My lungs will get worse. Kikikick-”

As they prepare to jump forward in an instant, they see two spirits hitting the floor hard, and Hwarim and Ingrid are stopped by them and exchange opinions in whispers, unable to move forward.

“Too defensive. Of course, it is understandable if the defense is to protect the twins over there.”

“Is it impossible to do something with magic?”

“We keep trying, but the ones that the head of the household considers most dangerous right now are me and Hwarim. A person who can act as a wizard and a sword-wielding swordsman who can inflict the worst wounds on the count family. We only turn our attention to other people when we have the time, and even so, it would be difficult with our current number of people to do anything right now to make us the top priority.”

“In that case... I think the surest way is for the family to turn to offense rather than defense in times like this. Does he not have much insight in terms of strategy?”

“... No. no. He is the head of the Dunpriest family. That doesn't mean it was a misjudgment. If that's the case, then if sticking to defense isn't a misjudgment-”

“Why are you doing that?”

“If the twins still have a role to play, things are different. If sacrificing the Black Lions and giving all of their power to the matriarch was not the end, then there is a possibility that such action would be the right answer-”

It was that moment.

Ingrid, who was thinking the same thing as Hwarim, soon realized the reason when she saw the twins start chanting again.

It's not time to fall yet.

You are the ones who will watch and participate in the changes.

Close your eyes and feel it.

Deny death.

All you have to do is ignore the river.

Our Savior has given us the strength to do so.

The Dawn Priest will not fall.

I will forever open my eyes and live with the power of immortality.

And we will use that power to take revenge on the royal family who has forgotten us.

Please - please wake up.

Family-

Swords.

The twins' prayer has ended.

At the same time, another strange event occurred.

[Stalemate Relife]

Ssss-

Cheolkeong-

Clang-dead-dead-duk-

“... What is this?”

The black lions that had fallen before Hwarim's eyes begin to revive.

Sereung-

Sereung-

Bye bye!

He got up from the floor, drew his sword, and started running towards Hwarim and Ingrid.

That number is 13 people.

It is the same number as the number that the head of the family, Heritage Dawn Priest, sent out purple-black spirits to the members of the church.

“This is... the power of negation, the power of the framework!”

Thistle saw them and figured out the identity of the power the twins had used a while ago.

“You deny death, please answer! Heritage Dawn Priest! Why are you using the power of the Demon Framework?! That is something you should never do!”

The Count, who has the spirit of the Black Lion wrapped around his sword, asks Thistle once again.

“Who decided?”

“... Yes?”

“Who decided that one should not use the power of the devil?”

Heritage Dawn Priest.

The head of the count family responded by continuing to swing his sword, aiming at Hwarim, who was looking for an opportunity, and Ingrid, who was trying to continue chanting a large magic spell.

“There is nothing that you should never do. It's all just a promise made by humans among themselves for the safety of the group. It's just something we decided to do to keep each other in check and constantly put ourselves in the same position. Why is it wrong for the dead to come back to life? Why is it wrong to use demonic powers? Why is it wrong to take revenge on the royal family who forgot us? On what basis do you define all of this as right? Who defined that as justice?”

“That’s-”

“That's because humans are afraid of someone standing over them. This is because those who insult the dead are afraid that the resurrected will harm them. This is because they are afraid that those who use the power of the devil will have a power that surpasses their own. This is because they are afraid of their subjects, who should only be in a relationship of obedience, having egos.”

“No! Do you think that the Count, who is a member of a priestly family and knows the fear of the devil more than anyone else, can maintain his sense of self and live without using the devil's power? no. Excessive exposure to demonic power causes people to become corrupted. You just end up chasing the devil's theme, thinking it's your will, not your own!”

“Even the corruption is only based on other people’s ideas! There are no absolute standards! What is corruption?! Whose standards are these?! Because he has divine power?! Because he has the magic power of hell?! Are you trying to divide them into gods and demons accordingly and use that as the absolute baseline for corruption?! In fact, that standard is ultimately just a standard arbitrarily determined by the will of the world!”

“The gods are those who have the responsibility of preventing demons from coming to earth. How can the head of a priestly family that has accumulated knowledge for such a long time pretend not to notice that we humans are not fooled by demons with great power because of this?”

“Do not be deceived, Apostle of Deshade! That is not a responsibility the gods take on of their own free will! That, too, is just a responsibility that the will of the world imposed upon it at the same time it created God! But we are different! We certainly use this power of our own will! We are just moving to change! What you guys call an affair! Even calling it paganism! Because they are afraid that we will rise again and surpass them!”

Immortal knight.

[Death Knight]

The revived black lions, whose numbers are increasing, begin to charge with swords and lances.

Every time the head of the family swings and releases the spirit, a black lion denies death and comes back to life.

“Now, we will use the power we have gained from serving our savior to deny the empire.”

The people of the family that had been abandoned by the royal family sought revenge, even denying death.

        
            Boom-

Kwaaa!

“... Cough! Damn it!”

“Ingrid! Are you okay?!”

Rumble!

“Kehehe! Keck... Damn it, I'm going to pretend there's no magic in this. I can't finish chanting. It's really hard to stay sane. Ki kick.”

Ingrid, whose chanting was interrupted several times and vomited blood due to the backflow of magical power, eventually took a step back.

The Black Lions were somehow able to block it with the power of Hwarim, Ingrid, and Thistle, but it was impossible for anyone to block the power of the spirit wielded by the head of the family.

“... Wow!”

As the three people were being pushed further and further back, Ruba and Astesia were hiding behind the rubble in the corner, and Astesia continued to pray while glaring at the floor.

'Please, please connect!'

Astesia's power to cause miracles as a saint.

And Astesia's power as a demon.

A connection between miracles and space using Asmodeus' villa.

Those two things are everything Astesia has.

However, as the name suggests, miracles do not happen that easily.

Also, the use of Asmodeus' power was limited because the two twins occupied the entire basement of the Lord's Castle as a temple of the Framework.

'There is no time. please-'

So what Astesia can do is try to create even a small hole.

If you create even a very small hole, the souls of the Black Lions wielded by the matriarch can be transferred to another location.

However, even such an act of concentration was not left unattended by the matriarch.

“... Astesia!!! Excuse me!!!”

Swish-

“Kyaaaah-?!”

Kwaaa!

The matriarch left the three people in the hands of the black lions, whose numbers were beginning to increase, and this time attempted to kill them by swinging the spirits towards Astesia.

“Ugh... Thank you, Ruba.”

Thanks to this, Astesia almost died in an instant before her prayers could reach anyone, but was able to avoid it with Ruba's dexterity by putting herself on the side and rolling heavily.

However, the situation was taking a turn for the worse.

‘The sword must be changed. The sword that cuts down the Countess cannot stop Heritage Dawn Priest, who has gained new powers. So I have to recreate it with a sword that can only cut him, but I can't find a chance. Besides, the head of the family hasn't even shown his skills yet. The twins' ritual is not over. I don't know exactly what they're doing, but the reason the head of the family doesn't leave is probably to protect it.'

Hwarim will do whatever it takes to deal with the revived black lions, but is prevented from approaching them until the power of the head of the family is resolved.

'I'll give you a damn about Yeongchang. The problem is that sword, honestly, isn't it a scam? It's a suicide sword that each Black Lion has trained over a lifetime, but they wield it with no demerit? Also, once the spirit that has been swayed is released, the black lions come back to life? If I kill those black lions again, will their souls return to the head of the family? This is how necromancers around the world will protest. It's an insult to the industry. It's a disruption to business. Even the head of the household hasn't even shown a proper suicide sword yet, which is a big problem. 'Kick.'

Thanks to the ever-increasing number of black lions, Ingrid is left with no time to recover, the wounds on her body are increasing, and she has given up on magic a long time ago and is trying to break the situation somehow.

'It would be impossible to arrest each and every spirit as soon as they are released. Although they are controlled by the head of the family, they are definitely not evil spirits. These are people who entrusted their souls to the head of the family out of their own will. Since they serve the Framework as a god, they are even resistant to my divine power. What remains will be a clash of strength and strength, but it will be impossible to deal with the head of the family, who is learning the dangerous swordsmanship unique to the count's family that has been passed down from generation to generation, with my skills rather than Hwarim's.'

If the opponent were a completely corrupted demon priest, he would have the upper hand, but other than that, he only uses it as a power to deny death, and it is difficult to deal with the Count's natural swordsmanship, which he has trained to the limit.

The situation continued to worsen, and the increasing number of Black Lions began to push the three in different directions.

Black lions holding lances walk towards Luba, who is protecting Astesia, who is unable to do anything after the three people are cornered against the wall.

While walking,

slowly.

Start accelerating the weapon.

chuck-

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

Cheolkeong-

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

gulp-

'it's okay!! I could!! All you have to do is accept everything!!!'

That was when 10 black lions started running towards me with lances, and Luba was glaring at them with a hatchet while passing over dried needles.

“Get out of the way.”

Pugh-

“Ugh?!!”

“Ahhhh-”

Someone laid Ruba and Astesia, who were extremely concentrating, on the floor and came in on top of them, drastically lowering their posture.

And then-

“Huh!”

Boom-

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

As he swung the glaive, he smashed the lances and at the same time cut off the heads of the black lions.

“Whew... Death Knight, has our family fallen this far?”

The old man's voice echoed through the basement of the Lord's Castle, and even the three people, the Black Lions acting as Death Knights, the head of the house, Heritage Dawn Priest, and the twins who were performing the ritual turned their heads to look at the entrance.

“Pay, Pendragon?”

Astesia raised her head and looked up at the face of the old man who saved her.

What appeared and saved the two from danger was,

Pendragon Dawn Priest.

The old man, a wild man from the Dunpriest family and said to have had a failed life, spoke to the matriarch while carrying a glaive on his shoulder.

“Hey! older brother. My younger brother has arrived.”

“... Am I sane today? Pendragon.”

“I guess so. Unlike usual, I was in a good mood today. Is it because I forgot an orange from the orange tree outside the city gate this morning? Otherwise, I may have woken up because my hometown was so bustling as if it were a festival day and I wanted to join in. You know it too, right? Because I had the most fun playing with my relatives.”

“... That’s it. Step aside, Pendragon. Now, a member of the family is doing important work. I won't ask for help from you, so don't disturb me and just stay still.”

“That's too much~ First of all, I'm also a member of the family, so you're picking on me. Kahaha!”

Pendragon, who brushed off Heritage's advice with a hearty laugh, glanced around and said.

“But brother. Let me ask you one thing.”

“... What is it?”

“Do you know where your mother’s grave is?”

Pendragon raises his glaive and points at the pool.

“I understand because my memories have returned. The grave was definitely there, but I couldn't see it. Where on earth did you go?”

“... Looks like mental illness hasn't completely disappeared, little brother.”

“I guess so. So answer me, brother. Why have all the tombs here disappeared? The elders of the count family-

Why is everyone jumping out of their graves and moving?”

Pendragon raises his glaive one by one and points at the Black Lions one by one.

“The cousins who died from the disease are walking around fine, and the older brother's eldest child, who was said to have died after falling from a horse, is swinging a sword over there. Was that your uncle over there? Even my uncle came back to life and is walking around. How did this all happen?”

Then, this time, on behalf of Heritage, the twins turned their heads from the puddle and explained to Pendragon.

“Pendragon. You rejected our family's resolution.”

“That’s right. Among them, you are the only one who did not drink water.”

“Don’t you remember? Cowardly Pendragon.”

“When we wanted to use [Blood-Sucking Universe], you were the only one who opposed it.”

“Our ancestors who died due to the curse of demons, we restored full life to them with the power of the savior Framework.”

“It’s not just that. Thanks to God’s help, we were saved from the curse and were able to deny even death.”

“But Pendragon. What are you? What happens to you, who abandoned your family?”

“I just continued my life as a pilgrim. Take a look for yourself at how you argued that a family that serves the imperial family should not forget its loyalty.”

“We changed, you just stayed.”

“While we were searching for and serving our true master, you were just wandering around looking for a place to sleep tomorrow.”

“The shabby old man Pendragon.”

“Pendragon who achieved nothing.”

“Pendragon is not helpful to the family.”

“And yet, Pendragon is stubborn about himself again.”

The twins looked at Pendragon with sad eyes.

However, that was only for a moment as the twins held out one arm each to lure the Pendragon away.

“But even now, Pendragon, there is something you can do.”

“Get the two women there and throw them into the puddle.”

“From now on, we plan to use denial to deny the ‘fact’ that there were Lehi Church and Deshade Church in this world.”

“However, it seems to be a lot less powerful than I thought. So please catch the saint and throw her here.”

“Then your work is done.”

“We can erase the ‘fact’ that the two denominations came here and grow our strength for another 100 years.”

“Then you start taking revenge. You can wield the power to destroy the imperial family.”

“Everything is for the royal family that has forgotten us, so we can buy time to forge our forgotten loyalty into a blade of revenge.”

““So Pendragon. Become part of the family. Come here, drink the water, and become a true Dawn Priest.””

The twins hold out their hands with loving smiles.

“Hmm...”

“... Astesia, step back!!!”

“Yes. Yes...”

Pendragon, seeing the outstretched hand, placed the glaive on his shoulder and stroked his long beard. Luba, seeing that, pushed Astesia back and held out the hatchet forward.

But Pendragon-

Sigh-

He pushed Luva's hatchet aside, looked at the twins, and asked a question.

“I guess that’s the suggestion. Let me ask you just one thing.”

“... Will you listen to us if we answer your questions?”

“Good. What do you want to ask? Pendragon?”

“I am at an age where I remember my brother, my uncle, and my nephew, but I don’t remember you at all. In our time. They are people who did not exist in the time I remember. So - answer ‘directly’ from your own mouth. Brother.”

After hearing the twins' answer, Pendragon looked at the head of the house, Heritage Dawn Priest, and spoke without even looking at the twins.

“Who on earth are these twins?”

        
            “...”

“...”

“...”

When Heritage asked who the twin behind his older brother was, everyone was silent.

A pendragon that was fine until a little while ago.

Everyone was such a pendragon, but once again they thought the dementia had gone away and they were consumed with such absurdity that they couldn't say anything else.

However, only one person realized that that was not the Pendragon's question.

'Just a little while ago, Pendragon didn't know who the twins were?'

As Thistle confronts the Black Lions, he ponders Pendragon's words.

'It can't be. The current Pendragon clearly remembered everyone.'

Pendragon pointed out each of the Black Lions and remembered who they were.

Even though their faces are gaunt and lifeless after they die and come back to life, I can clearly remember who each and every one of them is by contrasting them with their life appearances in my memory.

He had been away from the family for a long time, and he remembered cousins he had met a long time ago and even his uncle whom he had only seen a few times.

I asked him if he didn't know about twins.

It's not even that they were born when he wasn't around.

“If you were born, your brother or anyone else would have sent me a letter, but there wasn't even that. That means you are not children born after I left.”

Heritage Dawn Priest was worried about his younger brother who left the family, so he sent a letter containing the family's status at least once a year.

Being a knight-errant, it wasn't easy for him to receive letters, but every few years, whenever he came back to his senses, Pendragon would ask around and always read the letters that came to him.

There were also some living expenses, family news, and portraits of new born children.

Even though Pendragon was away from the family, he did not give up because he had the letters he could hold in his hands every time he came to his senses.

However, among the letters Pendragon read before returning to the family, there was no mention of twins being born.

so-

In the current Dawn Priest family, especially in this place where only the Black Lions are gathered to protect the family head, only those whose faces are remembered in Pendragon's memory, at least in portraits, should remain.

And the twins-

In Pendragon's memories, they were not people from the time zone he knew.

Then, there are two hypotheses.

One is that the twins are not actually members of the Dunpriest Count family, but rather outsiders who were brought in by the head of the family or who came and deceived the head of the family to take advantage of them.

If not-

'It is said that the twins are people who died so young that Pendragon couldn't remember them and never saw their faces, and then came back to life.'

They say the twins are reanimated beings who are older than anyone else here.

And that was not a hypothesis that Thistle alone came up with.

The members of the church who came with Thistle, Ingrid, Hwarim, Astesia, and even Ruba, saw Pendragon maintaining his current sanity and came to those two hypotheses almost simultaneously.

The twins-

Even though Pendragon asked the question to the head of the family, Heritage Dawn Priest, he answers on his behalf.

“... Stupid Pendragon. I guess I forgot again.”

“If you have dementia, you are truly unhelpful in many ways.”

“Did you forget? I am Arentia Dawn Priest.”

“I am Azalea Dawn Priest.”

““We are the matriarch’s great-grandchildren and siblings. Isn’t it time to memorize it?””

The twins answered Pendragon with eyes that looked at something insignificant.

“No. no. You are not your children.”

But Pendragon denied that answer.

“You guys smell like something old.”

“... What do you mean?”

“Do not deny reality. Pendragon.”

“The answer is this instead.”

Pendragon laughs at the twins' grabbing and pulls out something from his belt.

Under his cloak, which was carrying a glaive, and tied to his back was a huge picture frame containing a portrait.

“Now, look. This is your identity.”

Swish-

Sssshhhh!

The picture frame was lifted by both Pendragon's arms and thrown roughly onto the floor in the center where everyone was looking, stopping with a scraping sound.

And Astesia, who witnessed the framed portrait-

He covered his mouth with his hand.

“, this can’t be-”

“Yes. This is a portrait of the first head of our family. Little girl.”

What Pendragon threw was-

Portrait of the first head of the Dunpriest family.

It was a portrait depicting the faces of the family's founders, which every noble family had one and hung in their mansion.

Such a portrait clearly showed the two twins, Arentia Azalea, sitting in a friendly relationship on a chair made just for the head of the family, which the members of the church had seen on their first day meeting with the Heritage Dawn Priest.

“No matter what, they still felt uncomfortable burning a portrait with their faces on it, right?”

“... You found it with great skill.”

“Where did you get that? Pendragon.”

The twins' faces froze for a moment when they saw the portrait, and then their faces returned to laughing at the Pendragon.

It's just a portrait.

Even if I had brought it and held it out, there wouldn't have been any problem now that the dead people had come back to life and were wielding swords.

But that's...

It was a really important issue for Pendragon.

“It doesn’t matter where you found this. Whether I found it in a dusty warehouse, in the home of a blacksmith who had a hobby of going through junkyards, or when I went into the attic to find a hiding place for my favorite cookie that wasn't there because of my dementia.”

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Pendragon walks forward holding a glaive.

Even though the Black Lions attacked with swords and lances, he walked straight into their midst and stopped in front of the portrait.

“I like my family very much.”

Even though the end of the lance is aimed at his neck, Pendragon continues speaking.

“Our family has always been the same. Coming from a family of priests, they made me read boring Bibles from a young age, and at the same time taught me how to use a suicide sword, telling me that as a knight I had to do my part at all times. Really, it's a sword that makes people vomit. I still don't know what my family's teachers mean when they say to wield the sword with loyalty and heart. I really couldn't understand that there was something more important than my life.”

Kang!

The glaive lightly taps the lance and swords aimed at the neck and pushes them away.

“Thanks to that, we were eliminated, and it was fortunate that a way to go outside was unintentionally created.”

Pendragon is also ultimately a child of the Dawn Priest.

Like other family members, he was instilled with undying loyalty to the imperial family from a young age, and he became bored.

“I liked it, but it wasn’t fun. I know. That there was no talent. Still, I was always energetic. Even when the members of the family were divided into two factions and pointed fingers at each other, they never lost their facial expressions. Even though we were fighting with each other, all the anguish, anger, and reversal were clearly actions that proved that we were alive even in the swamp of curses poured on by demons.”

The days when the relationship between the imperial family and the count family began to grow estranged, and demons took pleasure in tormenting the members of the Dawn Priest family, not the imperial family.

Even if it was a count family, it didn't mean they just stayed still.

Even as the devil's curse swept through their family, they did not give up, researched ways to escape the curse, and diligently tried to inform the royal family of their situation.

“At that time, there was an atmosphere that our family had to be loyal to the imperial family, but some people cursed and hated the imperial family.”

However, the situation did not change.

No matter how hard the people of the count family tried, the devils continued to interfere.

Pendragon's dementia also came from that.

Pendragon, who thought he was fine except for a minor illness, tried to leave for the royal family to inform him of the situation in his territory, but every time he did that, a mental illness suddenly overtook him.

In the end, he couldn't go outside the estate with the purpose of raising awareness of the family's crisis, and in that situation, a strange incident suddenly occurred.

“One day, they said that a puddle was discovered in an underground tomb. I don't know who said that first. My uncle died, and while work was being done to build a new tomb, an unknown puddle began to gradually seep out from the crack.”

Another family member died, and the people of the count family, as always, worked to create a temporary tomb in the basement of the lord's castle.

Along the way, they discovered strange liquids that even they, a family of priests, could not identify at all.

The members of the priest family who tore down the wall and exposed the floor and discovered a puddle that could not be put in a bucket or disappear with magic -

Even though he was seriously ill and coughing, he steeled himself as a priest just like a scholar and continued his search for a puddle that was beyond their knowledge.

They were members of the Dun Priest family who continued their research.

Since they thought that even if they studied it, it would not lead to a way to escape their curse, the demons also left it alone, hoping to see the faces of the family members despairing that their efforts would be in vain.

And one day, the people of the count discovered that by using the power of this pool, they could connect with the high-ranking demon sleeping inside the count's sanctuary.

“And then, something unbelievable happened. The moment they figured out how to use the puddle, the people of the family said 'all in unison' that they should serve the devil as a god and protect the family from the curse. Isn't it strange? Until the discovery of the puddle, these people thought for themselves, did not give up until the results were reached even if they went astray, and stood upright in front of the podium to assert their individual opinions. But one day, they suddenly became one without any discussion. You can now collect ”

It is a discovery of unknown danger.

As a member of the count family, it is your duty as a noble to investigate this in detail, report it to the imperial family, and wait for a decision to be made.

But to get there, the discussion also had to be thorough.

As it is a matter for the royal family to decide directly, it is the duty of the earl family, the discoverers, to complete the verification with conflicting opinions until the end, with opinions that the puddle is dangerous and others that say it is not.

However, the people of the count family who came to the family meeting that Pendragon also went to see insisted on using the pool, no matter what anyone said.

And already, everything was ready.

The Dun Priest family was continuously exposed to negativity.

Most of them had been tormented by the devil and isolated throughout their lives, and had been exposed to feelings of negativity throughout their lives, making them ideal candidates to become pagan priests.

“At that time, Gaju was definitely my older brother. However, that was clearly not my brother's opinion. Why do you know? My brother was more thorough in managing the sanctuary than anyone else. Rather than removing the curses that had been placed on his body, he was a person who prioritized the repairs of the sanctuary where the demons that the royal family had ordered were sleeping. His older brother took the initiative and suggested using the power of the pool to contact the demons inside the sanctuary. go? Nonsense! Well, from that moment on, he wasn't the brother I knew.”

Quang!

Kwazijic!

After speaking, Pendragon held the glaive backwards and took a portrait.

A portrait depicting the faces of Arentia and Azalea.

The glaive plunged precisely between them, dividing them.

“So, let me ask you.

My ancestors, our ancestors.

Progenitor Arentia, Azalea Dawn Priests.”

Pendragon said, crossing over from Heritage and glaring at the two twins.

“What do you, who were revived by the power of the pool, want to gain by using your descendants as puppets?”

““...””

silence.

Caught off guard, the twins remained silent, indicating that Pendragon's story was true.

Soon Arentia, Azalea,

The two ‘ancestors’ were-

“... Now, there’s no need to hide it.”

“I never thought you could reach this far, Pendragon.”

Forgetting about ‘controlling’ the Black Lion and the matriarch, he quietly glares at the Pendragon and speaks.

        
            The twins no longer played children.

“... The Pendragon Dawn Priest who rejected us until the end.”

“You are truly trying to reject your ancestors until the end.”

They are the progenitors of the Dunpriest House, and they answer to Pendragon as a dignified couple.

“You are right. When the pool was discovered, the family members' feelings of negativity deepened, and those of us who were revived saw the reality of the Dawn Priests and came to hate the imperial family.”

“The reality of the Count family that cannot escape from the swamp of the curse no matter what they do.”

“If you try to spread the news through the merchants, they will be swept away by the curse and die.”

“The family's son died in an accident while trying to spread the news outside the territory.”

“We witnessed the devil playing with and giggling at all these things, making it impossible for us to even lift a finger.”

“Then what should we have done?”

“Would you have stayed silent after witnessing descendants in confusion putting their lives on the scales over the loyalty of the royal family?”

“We took pity on you and came forward ourselves.”

“Gather the living descendants and build a temple-”

“He revived dead descendants and strengthened the family.”

“Because of the power of God, the Dawn Priest was able to be revived.”

“Making the devil our god was our only solution.”

Pendragon also does not change his opinion when the two founding fathers say that there was no other way.

“No. The family could have moved forward even if it had not bowed its head to the devil. You are the ones who stopped it. It is what you who came back from the past have done, suppressing and distorting the future that the people of the present should decide for themselves.”

“You’re probably saying that because you don’t know anything.”

“Do you know how many conversations we had with the devil?”

“Do you know how difficult it was to convince the devil to deny himself and exist as our god?”

“The Dun Priest who ran away. You abandoned your family and ran away.”

“Unlike you who ran away, we worked hard to change our family.”

“Even if it meant prolonging the life of the dying head of the family or digging up and resurrecting the buried children of the family, I did it, shedding blood and tears.”

“That was our decision and action.”

“So we deny death and curse by the power of the devil.”

“With the power of negativity that has descended on the territory, everyone here, including the residents of the territory, is protecting us from demons.”

“... Ah!”

Astesia heard those words and immediately realized something.

The contamination of concepts that has descended upon the territory.

It was a denial of convenience.

'Negativity that operates in real time depending on the time and situation. The power that was thought to be a contamination of concepts was the power to ward off all curses at that moment...!'

A superior demon, a being with inverted powers, and a framework deified by the priests.

What he did was simple.

He surrounded the earldom with negativity.

The curses that other demons constantly showered on the county are negated by the upper demon theme.

As long as there was a difference in rank between low-level and mid-level demons, no matter how many there were, their curses were negated by the power of the Framework.

Even by denying the harassment that had been directed at the Countess in all kinds of ways, the Framework turned it around so that it actually became a blessing to the Countess.

It negates the curse of becoming increasingly weak and dying from weakness, allowing the body to grow stronger and stronger.

It denies the disease from spreading and destroying people, and makes healthy winds surround the territory.

It denies the curse of rotting water and food, keeping them clean and long-lasting.

By denying death, even the curse that penetrated everything prevented it from achieving its original intention.

Due to the power of negativity, the family no longer had to die, and the territory was able to revive quickly.

That is the denial given by the devil who denied himself and became a god in order to enforce his own justice and to protect the count family from change, and the identity of the contamination of the concept that Astesia felt.

And that was also the path to survival for the count family that the revived progenitors, Arentia and Azalea Dawn Priest, obtained by serving the devil.

“Pendragon Dawn Priest. Look at the results. We were revived. We survived. We chose the right path.”

“We turned the devil into a god and succeeded in using it as a shield for those targeting us. He advocates himself as the god of justice, and we gain strength by being with him.”

““Then answer me, Pendragon Dawn Priest. If we hadn't done this, do you think the Dawn Priests would have changed? Do you think you can get the fruits you have now without us embracing you?””

The devil's curses were lifted.

The Priest Knight, who was thought to have lost his pulse, has come back to life.

Although he has become a Death Knight, the brilliance of the Black Lion remains.

After the progenitors began to control the family, the number of family members gradually increased, and the territory achieved complete revival.

“...”

The question was asked to Pendragon.

However, upon hearing their story, no one, who was about to enter a universe where blood had accumulated in the basement of the lord's castle, replacing the site of the family tomb, thought that the judgment of the founders of the Dawn Priests was wrong.

The work they accomplished was perfect and flawless.

Except for one thing.

“Look at this.”

“... What is that?”

“Do you mean to come now and leave a will? Pendragon.”

Pendragon handed over a letter from within his arms, and the letter was handed over to the family heads by the Black Lions.

And the matriarchs-

I was shocked when I saw the contents of the letter.

Inside are two letters.

One was a letter bearing the seal of the count family, and the other was a reply bearing the seal of the imperial family.

[A nameless voyager speaks to the royal family. The Dunpriest family is trying to commit sedition. Please inspect and punish them.]

[In the name of the royal family, Camellia Schaden Steyer will accept the request of the nameless knight-errant as the emperor's representative. I will send my knights to inspect their disobedience and punish them if I find them guilty. However, if not, I will punish you for toying with the royal family.]

“What is it like? Can you guarantee that there will be no changes in the future? Are you going to say that it is an immutable truth? Past matriarchs.”

The meaning of the letter was simple.

Pendragon is definitely-

It was successful in ‘informing the public of the crisis in the Dunpriest County’.

“It took a long time.”

Pendragon inevitably develops dementia the moment he leaves the county.

But Pendragon still rode his horse forward to grab hold of the future.

From then on, he was no longer the Pendragon Dawn Priest.

A knight suffering from dementia wanders the empire.

You just live each day without knowing who you are.

I didn't know what I came from the family for, and since I vaguely had the status of a knight-errant, I used that to extend my life day by day.

He becomes an old man, and suddenly the thought of returning home occurs to him.

Then, suddenly, the old man discovered a letter that had been kept in his arms for decades, although he did not know why.

The recipient is the royal family.

The sender's name was not listed.

The person suffering from dementia did not realize that it was a letter he had written with sincerity in Yeongju Castle, with every single word written with the wish to be free from the evil eye.

So, the knight-errant lightly held in his hand the letter that he didn't know why it was in his possession, that someone had probably entrusted it to him as a request, and that he thought he had forgotten.

Only then did the old man, who had forgotten his own name, move to fulfill his last request as a voyageur and deliver the letter to the royal family before returning home.

He took it and prostrated himself in front of the Hwangseong.

Regardless of what the Royal Guard came and said or not, he kept repeating his request to deliver the letter.

I don't know why.

Even if he was executed for lese majeste, it was an act that had nothing to say.

But he stayed there out of a sense of duty.

He suffers from dementia and does not know that he is the author of the letter and that he is a member of the Dunpriest family.

Still, out of a deep sense of duty as a voyageur, he continued to sit in one place and wait with the determination to deliver the letter someone had entrusted to him.

And just in time, a weak-hearted member of the Royal Guard quietly received the letter.

In this way, the letter was eventually delivered to the inner circle of the imperial family.

Camellia moved after reading the letter.

Believing the letter sent by the nameless knight-errant, he sent his knight to inspect and punish the count family.

So at that moment,

Pendragon Dawn Priest achieved success.

Avoid the devil's curse,

He gave up calling himself a member of the Dawn Priest,

An old man with amnesia does not even know who he is.

He eventually succeeded in delivering a letter that could have been written by someone to the royal family.

This is something that no one in the count family had given up on because they thought it was impossible.

“Fight. Then you will get what you want.”

Deception and treason against the devil, even succeeding in throwing one's own life into the river of oblivion, which continues to fragment and blur.

The old man, who went out of the estate with the memories of his youth, returned home and found himself old.

But in return, he clearly succeeded in his plan.

Rather, it was a story that was possible because of that.

Because the intention to inform the public of the crisis and the subject were unclear, the letter arrived at the royal family without anyone's interference, even from the eyes of demons who were accustomed to tormenting humans and the rules of curses.

What happened as a result was,

Camellia recognized that something was happening in the county and sent Lee Rim to inspect it.

A curse that implicitly prevented the Dawn Priest family, where demons gathered their powers, from entering into people's awareness.

The curse had a strong power, but at the same time, it was not a curse that was intended to directly harm people, so although it was a curse, it was not a curse, but only acted as a simple rule, making it impossible for even people in the imperial family, including Camellia, to recognize the count family.

and-

Cheer up!

The curse was broken by a letter delivered by Pendragon's tenacity.

'I. I had forgotten the existence of the Dunpriest family until now? ... That's strange.'

Camellia, who belatedly realized that the count had been out of the imperial family's eyes for a long time, succeeded in reaching a source of salvation for the count.

If Camellia, who had sent Lee Rim thinking it was merely a rebellion against the count, found out the truth, and if Irim, who had Deshade's deep blessing, noticed the priest's abnormality, which would have been encroached upon by the devil's curse if there had been no such incident, and the report was relayed. , Camellia realized that the count family was not rebelling but was in crisis, and immediately mobilized various religious denominations to offer a helping hand.

That is, unless the Count family was being manipulated by someone while Pendragon was away and was plotting treason.

“Listen, matriarchs of the past. Even if it weren't for you, the Dawn Priests would have overcome the crisis on their own one day and would not have lost their loyalty. Even if you hadn't used your descendants as puppets, and even if my lifelong wish had failed, someone would have succeeded in the end. Did you call it change? This is your change, not the Dawn Priest's. The count family is not as weak as you think.”

“... Pendragon. Even if you say that, it’s already too late.”

“Yes. There is a different king that we must serve.”

““The Denial King Framework. A framework from God. He, our Savior, is the one we will serve now.””

Pendragon completed his long-cherished wish and prepared a fuse that would lead to the salvation of his family.

However, the revived heads of the family had long since become pagan priests along with the remaining members of the count family.

So Pendragon-

I asked them a question.

“Good. If so, just answer this.”

““Confess. Pendragon.””

“Among those of you who have been revived, is there anyone who remembers what their family motto is?”

““...””

“... As expected, no one remembers.”

No one, not even the revived matriarchs, could answer the question Pendragon asked.

The family motto of the Dawn Priest family.

It is a family motto bestowed by the imperial family on the people of the Dawn Priest.

A coat of arms that symbolizes the pride of the earl family that has been loyal to the imperial family for many years.

“In the end, it ended up like this. The dead are interfering with the living's time, making everyone forget what's really important.”

Pendragon tells this to Astesia.

“Little lady. Let me tell you my family’s family motto.”

“Yes? Yes...”

“[Knights of the Dawn. Do not forget the light.]

That is our family motto.”

As a member of the last count family and the last knight of the dawn, Pendragon conveyed the pride of the count family to the saint.

“Soil becomes dirt, ashes become ashes, dust becomes dust. Let the past be the past. Please stop interfering with the present and blocking our change, you resurrected ghosts.”

Kwasik!

He pulled out the glaive that split the portrait for the last time and declared to the revived family heads.

“So- The Last Knight of Dawn. This Pendragon Dawn Priest, as a member of the last count family, will return you to your original time.”

        
            The history of the empire and Steyer's actions prior to the founding of the country are consistent.

Ahead of the enemy, send an envoy.

However, what the Shinigami tells is not a story.

The messenger informs.

Will you surrender or will you resist?

Therefore, the envoys were courageous people who risked death and entered the enemy camp.

Those who took on that role were members of the Dun Priest family, a family of servant knights who always personally followed Steyer's orders.

Therefore, the Dun Priest family, which was a family of servant knights and faithfully served as Steyer's guardian, has a deeper understanding of the royal family's ways than any other family.

If you notify and do not surrender, what happens next is:

It is conquest.

Will I submit without shedding blood, or will I submit with shedding blood?

That can be said to be the tradition that the Stayer family has continued to this day, and the founding ideology of the empire itself that the Stayer family has been watching over.

So, the people of the Dun Priest family here also,

Some decided to kill everyone in their family to remain loyal to the imperial family.

Although some even thought of manipulating the descendants to take revenge on the imperial family,

Ironically, everyone was showing the same intention to each other with one mind and one mind.

'If you don't surrender, you will only conquer.'

The ancestor of the Dawn Priest family looks at the Pendragon Dawn Priest, who refuses to give up his loyalty to the royal family until the end.

And Arentia and Azalea Dawn Priest, the real family head as the first head of the family and the fake head of the current era, give orders to the last remaining loyalist and traitor who is aging.

“Unfortunately, Pendragon, you have no right to refer to the Dun Priest.”

“Although we may have succeeded in conveying our story to the royal family, risking the family's fate on an uncertain future means that you are not qualified to be the head of the family.”

“So you are the one who cannot become the head of the family.”

“As your ancestors, we cannot watch a child like you lead the family.”

““So, I command you, Black Lions. Cut down the pendragon right now.””

The matriarchs wave their hands.

Clap-clack- Clap-clack- Clap-clack-

At the same time, the Black Lions, Death Knights, and Priest Knights move.

Thistle, Hwarim, and Ingrid could not move easily because of the black lions in front of them.

The puppets swing their swords under the orders of the two real and fake matriarchs.

“Go. Go and show your family’s strength.”

“And make me realize. The sadness contained in the sword we forged for the imperial family.”

“Let the sword we have, the sword forged with these tears, reveal the sorrow that was not repaid.”

“That is the word we carry, so we will use this power to take revenge on the royal family.”

Everything is a suicide sword.

Since the Black Lions are revived, they wield suicide swords without caring about their lives, and the Priest Knight, Heritage Dawn Priest, also wields a suicide sword with a level even higher than that of the Black Lions.

20 swords that can kill one person,

A sword that can kill everything,

I was swung by just one pendragon.

[Suicide Sword – Collective Action – Obliteration]

“I will never be able to avoid that. I have to accept it, but... after all, that's-”

Hwarim’s first thought when she saw them was,

perfect.

That is the ultimate tactic of the Dun Priest family.

After a fierce battle and surrounding the devil,

A sword technique that pours everything at the devil at the same time.

Establishing a fence through which the swords of the Black Lions can never escape,

This is a tactic where the Priest Knight digs into the center and completely finishes off the demon.

So, it is a tactic to deal with the devil, and it is also a tactic that is difficult for a single human to accept.

Therefore, after remembering that the sight of them moving in unison was perfect, and realizing that the target of that tactic was Pendragon, it was natural for Hwarim to expect Pendragon to die soon.

“Everyone hates me. This is about to get a little sad.”

However, Pendragon,

Today’s Pendragon is,

timely. My body was in good condition.

“Still- don’t forget. I said it at the beginning. I'm in a bit of a good mood today.”

Crack-

Veins stand out on my wrinkled hands.

Pendragon Dawn Priest.

The last surviving member of the Dun Priest family who remained loyal to the imperial family.

A debaucher who is nothing more than a criminal from a pure-blooded priestly family.

The prodigal son, who left the family, wandered around with dementia with only that amount of wealth, as he was not able to produce even the slightest results and was not accepted by any family.

He-

I swung the glaive.

The black lions in front of him and the same suicide sword as Heritage.

Saaac-

but-

It was a situation no one could win, but

Pendragon's glaive parried all the suicide swords.

[Suicide Sword – Transformation – Survival]

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

Fragments of the lance fly into the sky.

The long swords were split mercilessly.

A sword that can kill one,

A sword that can kill everyone,

It was not possible to overcome the glaive wielded by the Pendragon.

“What is this-”

“It doesn’t make sense. How did Beomjae realize the family's vision-”

“I told you, right? I am in good condition today!!!”

That became an opportunity.

'Now.'

‘Old man, it’s quite good. Ki kick-'

‘The opportunity has come. Hurry up and apply!'

Seeing the weapons of the Black Lion and Heritage being shattered and flying up into the sky due to the swing of resistance that no one expected, Hwarim, Ingrid, and Thistle took this as an opportunity to break through the siege of the Black Lions in front of them.

Whereby,

A favorable wind begins to blow in the settled war situation.

Arentia, Azalea, the Black Lions, Heritage, and even the people of the church could not understand why that was possible.

I didn't understand it, but the difference was that the people in the family froze when they saw that, and the people in the church didn't miss that one moment of opportunity and seized it.

Clearly, Pendragon was a criminal.

The evaluations made by Hwarim, who saw his body, Ennin, who saw him wielding the glaive, and everyone in the family who had seen him training his suicide sword since he was young, were cold and cruel, but they were certainly accurate.

He is by no means a genius, and it is impossible in his life for him to achieve the same greatness as the heroes.

But if that was all he had -

It would have been impossible for Pendragon to 'survive' the battles between countless demonic beasts and races of different races as a knight-errant until he passed the age of 100.

'older brother. Of all the black lions of the family, let alone my brother, I could not defeat anyone.'

Except for Pendragon Dawn Priest, all family members are masters of the suicide sword.

Only geniuses born with talent can deliver a fatal blow against the devil by praying, praying, and wrapping themselves in blessings.

Therefore, no matter how much money is poured, the number of Black Lions that cannot be trained is very small, and the number of Black Lions currently in the county cannot reach 200 even if all of the people who barely reached the level of Black Lions during the past history are brought back to life.

And Beom Jae-in's Pendragon's skills were clearly inferior to theirs because he did not become a Black Lion in the end.

But-

For anyone living in the world, be it a god, a devil, or a human being,

Although the world sometimes seems to flow according to a certain order, exceptions sometimes occur,

They are able to laugh, cry, and live in anticipation without always suffering from boredom.

blast furnace-

Pendragon has now proven it himself, with his own weapon, that there is no such thing as absolute immutability.

'I jumped over it. At one point, that old man's skills surpassed all the Black Lions-'

The Pendragon that Hwarim saw was clearly stronger and more sophisticated than anyone else's suicide sword at that moment.

Geniuses do not always stand in the same space as their ideals forever.

Even if you are a criminal, it does not mean that you always struggle without encountering strange events in reality.

reversal.

Sometimes, the world of geniuses and the world of criminals are reversed.

It's close to impossible, but it doesn't mean it won't happen.

That is the moment when the criminal touches genius.

A coincidence where a genius is brought down and a criminal takes flight.

By that day, Pendragon's dementia had completely subsided, his body was in peak condition, and the glaive was so attached to his hand that it seemed like it was all in one.

That day, the attacks of the Black Lion and Heritage were not strong enough, and the fact that the intruders of the church who should have died long ago even used suicide swords, but were still alive, proves their hunting skills.

And the difference that gave me that final decisive result was-

The presence or absence of desperation.

Pendragon was desperate, and the family members who were only being manipulated could not contain their desperation.

That is the world that Beomjae created, denying fate and turning everything upside down without the help of the devil.

so-

The one who becomes the [Knight of Dawn] is Pendragon,

Then, Pendragon,

It only destroys the ‘fake happiness’ of losing something important.

“Go!!! Humans of the church!!!

Do your job!!!

The affairs of the family will be handled by the people of the family!!!”

“““...!”””

At the sound of Pendragon's shout, three people run but change course.

It was clear what to aim for.

In order to help in the fight that is taking place between Irim and the higher-ranking demons within the Sanctuary,

Right now, we need to deal with the priests outside the sanctuary who are constantly giving power to the demons and the pool that connects the demons inside the sanctuary.

However, the heads of the family did not just sit back and watch the members of the church running to do it.

“I won’t let you do whatever you want.”

“The royal family’s hunting dogs. Beasts that bite salvation.”

““Matriarchs Arentia and Azalea will take your lives from now on.””

[Obey Your Master]

[Demi Luan Loporina] [Demi Luan Parrocia]

The heads of the family use magic.

What appeared were turquoise and gold colored weapons.

Arentia wields a sword wearing blue-green armor and emitting brilliant light, and Azalea wields a golden baton.

“I will take charge of the suicide sword.”

“I will destroy magic.”

Thistle and Ingrid face it.

[Suicide Sword - Beginning - Life is fleeting]

“Rachal.”

Cooung-

'corruption.'

Unlike the family's swordsmanship that has changed over time, Hwarim recreates the sword to fight back against the suicide sword, which has pure, raw power without a single twig.

[Sword of Creation – The sword that cuts down the progenitor Arentia]

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

Hwarim blocks all of the swords that have reached the peak of neatness and shatters Cheongrok's weapon.

“Arentia!”

“Your opponent is here. The revived head of the family. Ki kick.”

“Ugh... Get out of the way!!!”

Azalea became angry when she saw this, and swung her baton at Ingrid, who appeared in front of her.

[The knife that cuts out the evil eye – Jusen]

A pair of golden claws, much bigger than a person, hit Ingrid.

'A material body that cannot be destroyed by anything while it is being cast. It would be the perfect magic to deal with demons.'

Seeing the golden claws that never break and never disappear until they cut down the target, Ingrid-

'However, in the end, it is human magic and magic with limited uses created to deal with demons. It's no use to me. To be exact, in this book.'

He looked at the golden Chloe that was hitting him and opened the book.

“Swallow it up.”

Churrr!

Quaddduk!

“Mu, what-”

The book Ingrid opened was created and forgotten long before the progenitor of the Dawn Priests and most demons.

After being discovered and distributed by adventurers again, the book was finally entrusted to Ingrid by the princess.

Therefore, absolute magic could never become absolute because it was the absolute that humans referred to themselves.

[Azriel’s List]

The forbidden book, which contains the magic used by ancient beings, simply absorbed the magic created by the Dawn Priests throughout their lives to deal with demons.

humming-

Cheer up!

“That ends here. Fake matriarch.”

In the end, the baton was shattered, and Azalea was dragged out of the puddle-

“Who says it’s over...!”

[Marshall Fury]

Fuwaaa!

“This kind of cibral-”

He burned his body and hugged Ingrid.

        
            Ingrid and Azalea are engulfed in purple-black flames and burning.

Grrr!

“Ingrid!”

“It’s okay... It’s okay! Apostle! Please finish your work quickly!”

Thistle tried to help Ingrid, but Ingrid grabbed Azalea by her hair and tried to pull her away, shouting that she should hurry and deal with the puddle while she was burning.

The immortal progenitor used everything he had to quickly eliminate Ingrid and stop Thistle.

Her entire body is on fire, and from the inside of her mouth and the hole where her eyeballs were, she turns into a flame that burns everything around her, including the devil, and pushes Ingrid's face away with her hand.

“Kikikikick- I can’t go! No problem!”

Until the very end, Ingrid blocks Azalea by hugging her.

“... I understand!”

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-

Thistle was the side he wanted to help.

But it couldn't be done.

Pendragon swung his glaive and, relying on a lifetime of luck and an unprecedented advantage, suffered wounds all over his body but barely died, blocking the Black Lion and Heritage. Hwarim and Ingrid are also faithful to their roles.

so-

Thistle runs.

I made up my mind to run and quickly end this all and save others.

“Don’t try to do the impossible! No matter what happens, you can't get there...!”

“Where are you looking? Your opponent is me-”

Semen-

Sssshhhh!

“Keuuu...!”

Arentia, whose armor was all shattered, her arm cut off by the Creation Sword, and her side cut out, summoned her sword again and tried to block Thistle, but was interrupted by Hwarim cutting her eyes.

“... Arentia! I will stop that-!”

Grrr!

Sigh!

“K, kkikikiki... Let’s try this. There is no way to guess. As long as you stick to me, don’t even think about going anywhere.”

“Ugh...!”

Azalea, who saw this, tried to cast the spell again, but Ingrid, who was so engulfed in fire that her face could not be seen, blocked the chant by slamming the horn of her head into Azalea's mouth.

That's how we arrived at the front of the puddle.

Arriving at [Blood-Sucking Universe], Thistle felt the power of the devil flowing from there.

“If you only handle this-”

Thistle lifts the claymore.

A sword that cuts through magic.

[Spell Breaker]

No matter how great the temple is, if it is a virtual temple and not a physical entity,

And if that composition is not a real being, but an unknown being made up only of magical power,

I was able to cut it with the holy sword given by Deshade and completed by Thistle.

Flash-

The cosmic light shining in the puddle is reflected on the claymore lifted by Thistle.

If you stab it with the sword, the universe, whose very existence is a mass of magical power, and which sucks blood, will die.

And the ritual is destroyed, and the devil who was fighting Lee Rim loses his power as his connection with the priests is severed, and he also loses his godhood.

but-

[The universe that sucks blood],

The being that stayed there for tens of thousands of years after the tears of the outside world fell,

When he realized that the woman in front of him was showing hostility towards him...

Moved to survive.

[Demi – Uranus]

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa!

“This-”

A snake came out of the puddle.

They are snakes without eyes.

Snakes whose entire bodies are made of space rocks.

They are space predators with heads like kite shields and thousands of sharp teeth inside their open mouths.

The snakes summoned by the ego [Blood-Sucking Universe] attack Thistle and kill him.

I tried to kill you.

“You can’t do that!”

“Oh, Astesia?!”

In front of Thistle, who was approaching the pool alone, Astesia suddenly appeared and spread her arms to block the snakes.

Even in a confusing situation, Astesia constantly thought about what she could do.

Miracles did not happen easily, and Asmodeus' power could not be used.

then-

If you can't use your power because the space is occupied by the power of the framework and its priests -

You don't have to use it.

It was a simple thing.

Rather than trying to use strength that you can't use now, you can do it in a different way and do what you can do in the first place.

Even if that wasn't the case, Astesia had another power.

So, with Ruba's help, Astesia succeeded in quietly approaching here without being noticed by anyone, and stepped forward to serve as a shield in front of Thistle.

Jiiing-

The target to attack has changed, but what needs to be done is clear.

The snakes of the universe sank their teeth into Astesia and-

Quad deud deud deuk-

Deukdeukdeukdeuk-

Kkjjik!

As it was, it was rolled up and compressed with force by the protection of Asmodeus latent in her blood.

“... Thank you, Astesia!”

Thistle thanks Astesia and raises the claymore again.

A shield is both a shield and a weapon in itself.

Astesia used her power to protect herself and became Thistle's shield and weapon to strike back against the snakes of the universe.

So now there were no more obstacles for Thistle.

Phuuk-

Spell Breaker stabs [Blood Sucking Universe].

“... No!”

“Stop it! The royal family’s dog!”

“Don’t take our salvation away!”

“The only guardian of the family-”

The two matriarchs barely managed to shake off Hwarim and Ingrid and looked at Thistle, but-

It's already late.

Buuk-

Sigh!

The claymore was deeply embedded and then lifted to the side in a twisted state.

As it was, a deep sword mark was carved into the puddle.

like that-

The tears of foreign media with egos were hurt.

A being who came down to the earth early on and was alone waiting for foreign media to come to him again.

Such a being met the Dawn Priests and willingly gave them the power of mediation as they sought to connect with the devil using their power.

He couldn't do anything on his own, but if someone [used] him, the signal would continue to go up into space, and if that happened, he thought that the foreign body that had forgotten about him would come back to retrieve him.

However, that connection has now been severed, and the [Blood-Sucking Universe] has returned to a state of inaction, unable to do anything unless someone approaches it first.

‘Irim. Everything that can be done here, we have done.'

As a result, the connection between the priests and God was lost.

Denial disappears from the priests who clothed themselves with the power of salvation.

...Sigh-

Rumbling-

dump-

Those who denied death returned to their original time on the spot, and blood began to leak from the bodies of the Death Knights who wielded their swords while denying their limits.

“No... no!”

“It can’t end like this! Dawn Priest starts now! We have to take revenge on the royal family who ignored us-”

Arentia Azalea is trying to escape from death by embracing the negativity that scatters until the end.

They hugged each other and prayed with tears in their eyes to be together just a little longer.

but-

It wasn't because I was afraid of death.

These two people shed tears because they truly love their family and feel that they must lead it.

A pity fills me as I think about the family that will be swept under the curse of demons again after they are gone.

The two people cried sadly because they felt that the future of the family they had disappeared from was much clearer than their own deaths.

but-

humming-

Suddenly-

“... What is wrong? The story of the false Dawn Priest ends here. Damn ancestors.”

Their lingering regrets were cut cleanly away by the glaive wielded by the last Dun Priest survivor.

“... Is it over now?”

Clink-

Since all the black lions have disappeared, Hwarim collapses on the spot.

“Ah... it stings so bad. Kikikick.”

Ingrid, who barely recovered her face after rolling into a corner without anyone noticing, also followed Hwarim.

The puddle no longer reflected anything.

“... Everyone is gone.”

Pendragon, who had surpassed his limit, also quietly stretched out his glaive.

Then he turned around and spoke to the woman standing at the entrance to the family temple.

“... Well, I hope you sleep well. Mother.”

In accordance with etiquette, but more than that, with love for the clan and family, Pendragon the Prodigal offers his greetings.

And looking at that, Aurelia Dawn Priest, who was standing at the entrance,

Widely-

He put his hands together, closed his eyes, smiled brightly, blurted out, and disappeared without a trace.

Those who were resurrected as the power of negativity began to accumulate.

The first heads of the family, Arentia and Azalea, were the first to be resurrected and revived the dead family members.

Aurelia Dawn Priest, the mother of Pendragon and Heritage Dawn Priest, was also revived among them.

The matriarchs made the revived family members drink the blood-sucking universe containing the power of the devil, forever denying death and following their orders.

However, Aurelia Dawn Priest chose not to drink it, even though she knew she was doing it to make her family prosper again.

Therefore, the founders thought that they should dispose of Aurelia and Pendragon who did not follow their orders.

but-

I couldn't do that.

The founders truly loved their descendants, so they could not choose to kill them even though they disobeyed their orders.

Ironically-

Without even dreaming that that choice would lead to the current events, the progenitors made the choice to place two members of the family in the county territory, even though they thought they were hateful.

Thanks to this, Aurelia, who was downgraded to the status of a servant, continued to help other family members to keep Pendragon from drinking the water as well.

Aurelia Dawn Priest had to drink water from a pool to completely protect herself from the demons' curse, but she still did not let that happen.

Although Pendragon continued to suffer from dementia because he did not drink water, she knew Pendragon's determination and helped him with it.

and-

By constantly following him around and whispering to him, I succeeded in bringing him back to his senses today.

The progenitors who came back to life and tried to establish a family by ruling over their descendants because they truly loved each other.

Azalea, who constantly worked behind the scenes and helped the family members in the present to regain their future.

Each reviver tried to help the family in their own way, and in the end, the family's future was in their hands.

He became a Pendragon Dawn Priest, a member of a family living in the present time.

So, Aurelia Dawn Priest, who had her wish fulfilled, left happy as she watched her son, Pendragon, do his part properly and restore the future of his family.

...

In this way, all the priests died, and all the negativity surrounding the high-ranking demons was removed from the county of Ambrosia.

The blessing that is not the blessing of Ambrosia, which was enveloped by the amplified power of the framework, has been lifted,

...Kahahahahahahahahahaha!

Gegegegegegegegegegegegegegegegege!

Kkkkakakkakakkakakaka!

Taking advantage of that opportunity, the demons' curse, which had been denied until now, attacked the members of the church, including Ambrosia.

“Tipsi. Now, it's your turn.”

“I understand. Then let’s try it.”

thud-

And to fill that gap, the Blue Rose Witch, who saved her strength until the last moment, moved.

“Witches. Tipsi Biblio, your friend, colleague, and child, asks for our prayers. I ask you to lend me the power to put the curse of the devils to rest.”

Hwaaa

[Morpho]

Soon, the support magic of numerous witches was transferred from Snooze's blue butterfly on the ground of the Lord's Castle, and Ambrosia's appearance became invisible to the demons.

at the same time-

“... Okay. Now, let’s get started.”

Mabel, the puppeteer who leisurely walked the streets of Ambrosia until the last moment, began to move.

        
            Greater Demonic Framework.

The fight against the god and the self-proclaimed hero turned out to be a long battle, as expected.

And I ended up overconfident in one thing.

“Ennin! Let's go that way!”

“... Yes!”

Enin's reaction is slow.

My concentration was broken.

The reason is clear.

This is because too much damage from the fight had already accumulated in Enin's small body.

That too,

This is because Ennin consumed a considerable amount of concentration and mana during the short period of three minutes that he fought against the Framework alone while I was away.

In a battlefield with three people standing, even if it is a 2:1 situation or we are the majority, if one axle starts to collapse, the force required to support the collapsed axle is doubled, so this side is at a disadvantage in a long-term battle. .

still-

Enin is still working hard to prevent such a situation from ever happening.

“... It's okay. Lee Rim! I'm still fine!”

Seeing the framework closing the distance to him in an instant, Enin encourages me even though he is in danger.

Although I am very thankful for that, it also makes me criticize the gap that occurred a little while ago.

'shit. I hope this won't lead to defeat.'

[Frame Drop]

The devil, who thought there was no tomorrow and did his best to burn today, used all his power and magical knowledge that I would not have been able to attain even if I studied it for a lifetime to stop our time.

To be precise, it is impossible for a demon to completely stop the flow of absolute time, no matter how high he is, so rather than stopping it, it would be more accurate to say that it slowed down our time to the limit, but either way, the magic was able to instantly affect our lives. There is no denying that it was the best magic to catch one off guard.

Then what struck us was-

It was created to kill me, who impersonated Deshade in the first fight.

A spear with the power to kill even evil spirits.

The spear, which obviously had offensive power only for defeat, was swung equally at me and Enin.

I died there, unable to respond in any way, and fortunately, Enin barely survived with the power of the veil that could be manifested through will alone.

The gap created in that way.

After I was resurrected, I saw the Count's soldiers attacking the Witch Hunters as if they were taking advantage of the opportunity, and after assessing the situation, it took three minutes for me to re-enter the sanctuary.

For those three minutes, Ennin had to deal with the Framework alone.

“... Ugh!”

Boom-

bang!

[no use. You now are not who you were in the beginning. You are already tired. Little human.]

“Si- I’m embarrassed! Stop being so rude!!!”

Ennin swings the anchor, but Framework swings his iron fist and knocks the anchor away.

[Is this power at its maximum now? Weak. Human. It is safe to say that this is already over.]

At first, the devil was wary of the accumulation of physical damage because it was a threat no matter how strengthened his body was, but the momentum of his swing was clearly weakened compared to before, so the anchor was no longer a threat to the devil.

Rather, they are attacking it from the front, eating away at Enin's stamina and shaking its trunk to create an opening.

[The bishop of the Deshade Church cannot defeat me.]

“Ugh...”

So, the devil breaks the object denial that was placed on Enin while I was away, and denies my victory as a theme.

However, just because I can no longer defeat the devil, I can no longer just watch Enin being pushed out.

“... Enin! I’ll replace it!”

“... Okay!”

Tatak-

Boom-

Kaga River!

In the end, Enin bit his lip and took a step back to regain his posture, and I blocked the devil's iron fist with my black sword.

[Is that so? Looks like you're the only one being resurrected. Then, what you should aim for is clear.]

“Shut up and just look at me. I’m courting you like this, but are you planning on paying attention?”

Kang!

Quad deuk-

Drudduddudduk-

thud!

After all, head-to-head competition is difficult.

The more I push back against the iron fist with my sword and block the blows with my armor, the more my magical power and stamina are consumed.

On the other hand, the devil is still trying to strengthen his body with overflowing divine power and create an opportunity to target Ennin.

Kakang!

Boom-

Quad deud deuk-

“Tch...!”

[Unfortunately, there is no room for anyone’s love to intervene in the pursuit of justice.]

“A boring bastard who doesn’t know what a joke is. I also have no intention of dating someone like you, you boring bastard.”

But I can't back down.

Right now, I have to face the devil head on as much as possible without being killed, but at least avoid facing the worst situation.

'There shouldn't be a second one.'

“Haak...Haak...Haak...Haak...”

Even after stepping back, Enin took a long time to catch his breath and ran around trying to exploit the devil's opening, and now there was no time left to engage in one-on-one combat with the Framework a second time.

‘It’s a big deal. Right now, object negation is on me. The plan goes awry when Ennin becomes insufficiently threatening.'

But Enin still gathered his courage and instead-

thud!

Take a step forward.

“Haaa!!!”

After Enin lets out a powerful roar, he hangs an anchor on his shoulder and circles behind the devil.

“... It's okay! Lee Rim! I can do more!”

“... Yes. Okay.”

And right after I heard that-

Swish-

The sword was placed in front of the framework.

Valid! bang!

The sword bounces once loudly, then falls to the ground.

It is high enough that you can immediately hold it in your hand if you kick it with your foot, but of course the framework will not be able to understand why you placed the sword of your own volition in the first place.

So, without even realizing it, the devil interpreted the meaning and asked the question.

[By putting down your sword, do you mean to express your intention to surrender now?]

“No. I just saw you using your fists, and since my body has completely relaxed, I thought I'd try using them too.”

[... I don't understand.]

And thanks to that, I was able to figure out that he had absolutely no idea what the consequences of my actions would be.

[I don’t understand. What needs to be done is clear.]

'I have already shown all my talents as a prosecutor and have worn them down. In that case, now is the right time to use your skills as a martial artist.'

Geek-

The devil moves.

Regardless of whether I put down my sword or not, the movement to enforce justice is honest and without a single hint of deception.

What we are going to do from now on is head-to-head competition.

I watched as Framework pulled the iron fist to the back of his head, to the limit of his range of motion, preparing to throw it forward-

“Whoo-”

I too pull the same iron fist as him, but with the black gauntlet of the opposite color, to the limit.

after that-

human's-

The devil's-

Fists clash against each other.

And I-

'now-!'

At the last moment when their iron fists meet each other, they gather all the magical power in their bodies that had been spinning beforehand -

Keying-

A small magical bullet was created right in front of the gauntlet, and human technology was defeated by the devil's power.

[Day Break]

Quaaa

Piiing-

Blah blah blah blah-

The devil's arm collides with my arm.

result-

Mutual destruction.

Pap-deuk-

I broke every bone in my arm, but the devil's entire arm was blown off.

The magical power concentrated at one point through the fist went all the way inward before the devil's fist could crush my arm, and exploded starting from the shoulder.

“Waaa!”

Taking advantage of that gap, Enin-

I dug in, swinging the anchor in the right direction where I had ‘smashed’ it.

Swish-

[... this-]

The devil quickly turned his body to block Enin's anchor, but-

Unlike humans, demons are able to restore their bodies even if they are damaged by consuming magical power -

The devil who always believed that his body was intact saw Enin and instinctively swung, what he tried to swing, what he tried to swing but was not-

His right arm had already been destroyed by Day Break and ceased to exist.

Kwazijic-

Kaaa!

Piyuuung-

Just like that, the devil flies away with half of his helmet sinking into the anchor, making a cheerful sound.

Quaaa!

Warrr-

A mansion where damage had accumulated to its limit due to repeated denials, including the aftermath of the fight.

The mansion completely collapsed as soon as the framework hit the wall.

Kuddd-

Cheeek...

The demon, which flew quite far and fell on the ground, immediately got up.

[... That's amazing. Is that obsession? Is this coming from your determination to implement your own justice?]

The devil praises Enin.

Thinking that he would no longer be able to wield the anchor properly, he was the devil who broke Enin's object negation and transferred it to me.

Although he clearly thought it was the right decision, Enin once again unleashed his transcendental power and delivered a fatal blow to the demon.

So, the devil seems to have said these words out of pure goodwill, thinking that Enin's justice might have a weight comparable to the justice he was trying to protect.

However, Enin actually denied it.

“Justice... no! It's just the power that comes from greed to get what you want!”

Enin replied to the devil who praised him that he was never working for justice.

Henin is right.

Like Enin, we never move to protect justice.

The existence of the devil is not justice in the empire, but ever since he entered the sanctuary, he has not posed any threat or done anything that would be considered evil by human standards, and in fact he has granted unconditional protection to the count as he confessed. It is justice.

On the other hand, we are simply trying to expel the devil from this earth in order to fulfill our desires and according to the needs of Camellia, who gives us protection.

So, if you ask which one, the answer is that what moves us is desire.

'And what I'm about to do from now on will never be what a just person would do.'

In addition, now that I see where the devil is standing, I want to secure victory for sure -

I decided to do something that would only seem like absolute evil to the devil trying to bring about justice.

“Demon Framework.”

[Why do you do that? Human.]

“If you love justice so much. Defend your own justice brilliantly.”

[What does that mean-]

Before the devil answered me, he realized what situation he was in.

Awarcry

Behind him is the church.

It is an eternally burning church with the name Maillard, where a witch is hiding who succeeded in sneaking into the church with permission from the devil.

And the power I will use from now on is,

Unless the devil, who turns his back on the church, risks everything to stop it,

The power to make everything disappear along with the justice he was trying to protect.

“Enin.”

“Yes. Lee Rim.”

“A little, it might not look good.”

“... It doesn't matter. If that is Lee Rim’s decision, I will follow it.”

“... Yes.”

The power was completely unsuited to confronting the devil's justice, but I stamped my feet to pour that power into him.

        
            “Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

In an instant, I enter a state of double self-reformation, and stretch out the threads of magic -

It fixes the church and me while passing the devil.

The devil is in the meantime, but there is enough time for him to escape.

However, the devil can escape, but he does not escape.

'All the power I have left until the end is released now.'

Pachang-

A halo appeared on my head.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

At the same time, all the magic power in the soul vessel begins to come out.

Paaat-

The magic sword changed into a large sword, and soon a pillar of magic began to rise above it.

[... you damn bastards.]

The devil saw that and for the first time, he uttered an insult that threw away his nobility.

“Demon. I wouldn't call it cowardly. First of all, what you did was to shamelessly deny victory so that you could not win no matter what you did.”

[devil. He seems like a devil.]

“I know that because I heard it from Baphomet before. It wasn't meant as a compliment.”

I repeat exactly what he said and raise the pillar of light.

This is the second time I have been told that I am like a devil by a local resident of hell.

At the same time-

A miracle happened.

Clang-

The sound of something breaking was heard, but nothing visually changed.

However, for that reason, the change that occurred with that plosive sound came as a great opportunity to us.

“... The devil's godhood has disappeared!”

“You’re lucky. Now he won't be able to run away anymore.”

The status of a devil has been disqualified.

The connection between the godhead and the priests of the Dun Priest family outside was severed.

The contract was canceled, and the devil simply became a being with divine power who could not become a god.

And with such vague power, it is impossible to save the witch in the church.

Therefore, the devil

He asked me earnestly.

[...Listen, human.]

“Is it a will?”

[If it is a will, consider it a will. I have one wish.]

“... Let’s listen.”

[I will solve the object negation on you. Not only that, but of course I won't use negation any more for the woman over there.]

“... What?”

The devil's words momentarily broke my concentration and I almost lost my sword.

It's a shame we had Halo's help, otherwise everything would have been lost.

It was such a nonsensical statement.

The basis of the devil is theme.

To deny a theme is to lose one's own reason for existence.

Nevertheless, the devil was trying to save the witch of the church, even saying that he would give up his own theme.

So the devil must be-

God of justice,

saver-

He was a hero.

“... Are you really the devil?”

[Didn’t I say it from the beginning? I am God.]

The devil,

The devil who was god,

And now-

The devil who has ceased to be a god speaks.

[I can lay down everything to consider my justice.]

The devil appears to me with open arms.

It's not a lie.

A guy who declared that he would deny even the theme would swear whatever he was asked to swear on.

But unfortunately,

The thing in front of the devil, who can be said to be the embodiment of justice, is

He was a coward who thought and tried to avoid the worst of the worst, extreme situations.

“... But I refuse.”

[Deny, approval.]

“Yes. If you ask me to swear, I will swear. If you ask me to bet anything, I will bet it. But your foundation is evil. And devils are beings that always move to enjoy themselves by deceiving and mocking humans.”

[... is it. If that is your perception of the devil, then unfortunately you cannot refute it. The guys who have been toying with the Dawn Priest's humans up until now are also demons born with me.]

“So I have no choice but to stick to my way until the end. I cannot grant your wish, devil.”

Preparation is over.

Negotiations broke down.

I wouldn't make a deal with the devil.

We don't know how desperately he is trying to save the witch for reasons unknown to us, but we cannot accept it.

So I-

To the devil, not to God,

But to a devil who is not a devil,

I showed my own courtesy.

Take “.

Demon of justice.”

Not a demon of denial,

Demon of Justice.

Then the devil-

As if responding to my call-

In a failed negotiation, in the best way you can -

Moved to consider justice.

[good night. come.

A sword that cuts down demons.]

Good luck!

A ray of light shines from the devil's half-distorted helmet.

[Eustace – Overdrive]

At the same time, a storm rages.

“That... is an opposing force.”

“... Yes. That means he was sincere.”

Divine power and demonic magic power.

Although they cannot coexist, 'using them at the same time' stirs up the power that is possible.

He might have gotten a hint from my strength.

'No, that's arrogant. He must have known from the beginning that it was possible to use it like this.'

Although they cannot be mixed together, they can be used simultaneously.

The guy's wings spread.

One side has wings made of divine power.

The other side has wings made of hellish magic.

Opposite colors.

White and black wings.

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa!

The two wings grew vigorously, and as they crashed into each other and broke apart, the momentum grew stronger.

One is all the divine power he possessed as a god.

The other is all the hellish magic power he possessed as a demon.

The guy who used both of them at once prepared to stop me even as his body was eaten away by the ashes of the conflicting magic power.

So I-

To the devil who tries to consider justice until the end -

The ugly desire called judgment was struck down.

[stigma]

Gigi Gigi Geek-

Quaaa

What I saw as I struck down my sword was the devil leaping from the ground into the sky with all its might.

He spreads out all his wings and catches my sword with his whole body.

The lost right arm and dented helmet were not even obstacles.

A righteous heart accepted the stigma on behalf of the lost right arm, and the non-existent half of the eye light was replaced with a burning will as a savior.

[Justice... Heroes... do not give up until the end!!! Aaaa-!!!]

Because there is such tenacity-

The devil-

The devil of justice is-

The devil who even denied himself-

The stigma was eliminated.

Faaah!

... Piyuuu her her-

Quaaa!

The pillar of magic disappeared and the demon fell to the ground.

The cracked white armor that protected the church crashes to the ground.

However, the devil stood upright on both legs.

Rather than dissipating the impact of the collision even a little, he landed firmly on the ground with his own two legs.

To face such a devil-

Enin, who quickly got close to the point, appeared holding an anvil instead of an anchor.

“... enine. Please do me a favor.”

“Yes. Lee Rim.”

That was something Enin could do for me, who had exhausted all of his magical power.

[Indomitable Curtain]

A curtain that can never be broken as long as the will is strong,

Surrounds non-Ennin frameworks to prevent them from escaping.

Pachang!

At the same time, a huge crest emerged from the nape of Enin's neck.

That is the symbol of Gaia.

However, it is not a false symbol, but visual evidence that proves that you have received the true grace of Gaia.

[You are... a child favored by God.]

“... That's right.”

The devil, who stumbles but never falls, looks at Enin and says:

[The author did not grant the request, but in that case, can I ask you a favor?]

“... As long as it’s not the kind that asks for your life, I’ll listen.”

Since the outcome has already been decided, Enin listens to the devil.

[No matter what you see behind me after you defeat me, it's okay just once - put aside your perception of the world for a moment, take some time to think, and then make a decision.]

“... I don’t know what it’s about, but I’ll try to remember it.”

[... thanks.]

The devil asked, and Enin accepted.

and,

Now the time has come for it to end.

Flash-

Enin swings his anvil, revealing a cross made up of four green wings.

“Haaa!!!”

[Gaia's child]

Kwaaa!!!

Kwajijijijik!

As a result, the devil was 'expelled' from the earth.

Exile, not death.

A return to hell resulting from the disappearance of the fake body on earth due to the physical shock being endured to its limit.

That was the last mercy I could give to the devil who had thrown away even his own theme in order to consider justice.

“... Lee Lim. It's over.”

“... Yes.”

Just like that, the devil disappeared and the sanctuary disappeared.

As the sanctuary is lifted, the outside begins to become visible.

“... Bishop Lee Lim!”

At the same time, Setias' voice is heard from behind.

Setias, who is still maintaining the front line against the Count's knights and soldiers, desperately asked me to do so because he could not take his hands off the Witch Hunter, who had suffered a large cut on his stomach and was unable to move.

“Please, witch! Please catch the witch!”

In fact, apart from the devil, Lehier's real goal is to capture the witch hiding in the sanctuary.

The fight is still intensifying.

But as if it had nothing to do with that, a rainbow was hanging over the church right before our eyes after defeating the devil.

A night rainbow that is difficult to see.

Is this a celebration of defeating the devil?

Or are they celebrating in advance by killing witches and using their supply as trophies from now on?

Either way, looking at the rainbow hanging proudly over the church even though the other side's fight wasn't over yet, I didn't think it was beautiful, but rather that I was a guy who couldn't read the mood.

so-

As I was asked to do this by a witch and a witch hunter, I thought of the voices of a witch hunter who even shed tears and wished for salvation, and of two people who hoped that the day would come when they could walk the streets in peace with their loved ones.

I walked to the church with a rainbow hanging over it.

Together with Enin, we slowly walk to the church protected by the Demon of Justice.

There were no more obstacles.

And, what had to be done was clear.

Suddenly-

'Now, is there only one thing left?'

A church that has lost its spark because the negativity has disappeared.

'As Setias requested, we capture the witch. Then, he deceives her by saying that it was inevitably difficult to catch the witch, and kills the witch as per the wishes of the Blue Rose Witches. okay. That's it.'

Remembering the witch hunter and the witch's wish, Enin and I open the church door.

And for us to do the final work,

What appeared before my eyes was a request from both Setias and the Blue Rose Witch to kill the wandering witch who was hiding in the church.

“... Three, oh my. This can't be the reason why the devil suddenly looked at the church-”

“... Holy shit-”

With a bulging stomach,

Looking at me with anxious eyes while feeling the pain of childbirth,

Because she had received a request from two people, she looked like a witch whose fate was to face death by my hands from now on.

        
            I received separate wishes from two humans.

One is the wish of a woman who, struggling with the sadness of losing her friend and the resulting desire for revenge, gave up everything she had to seek revenge on the witches.

Another is a woman's wish to clear away the sins and contempt imposed on her descendants, and to just walk the streets like her lover without worrying about what anyone thinks, without expecting much.

The two feel like they are targets of revenge for each other and obstacles to clearing things up.

However, strangely enough, what they both requested from me was the same.

The Witch Hunter who wants salvation, and the Blue Rose Witch who wants liquidation.

What they made were demands that reflected their own interests, but I was able to create a compromise between them.

A church that serves the evil god Lehier, whose power was gradually declining due to poor performance.

As such, a rehero must work hard to restore people's perception and calm the anxiety of the families that continue to support their religious order.

So, they barely got the chance, Baphomet disappeared, the black fog that obscured the witches lifted, and they searched, tracked down, and finally caught the witches they had missed for a long time and executed them in front of the people, letting people know that Lihi was not dead. We are trying to make it the cornerstone of prosperity.

In order to do this, the side that captures the witch is the best because it needs to obtain testimony to help track down the remaining witches who attended the Sabbat.

However, that is the best scenario. Since the opponent is a witch, rather than adjusting your strength to catch her and then losing it again, then it is the second best option to get your hands on a corpse that will be visible to people, and at the same time, it is a safer choice than the best option.

So, the Witch Hunters of Lihire, as their representative, requested us to assist in this matter. Setias wants to capture the witch, but since that is not an option, it is okay, so in the worst case scenario, we asked that we kill the witch instead of letting her escape.

And there is a group that has been making the same request.

That is the Blue Rose Witch.

To be precise, the witch Snooze, who came to ask me a favor, said she came as the messenger of the Blue Rose Witches, so she, like Setias, can be seen as a plenipotentiary.

And the Blue Rose Witches also made the same request as Lehier.

However, their best is in conflict with the best that Lehi wants.

The Blue Rose Witches want to increase the number of their forces by placating the Wandering Witches, so that they will no longer try to increase the number of people on both the Wanderers and Lehere, but if they do so, they will gain nothing from Lehere.

So, I had to grant their request as well.

What the Blue Rose Witches want is for the witches captured by Lihier to be brutally tortured and executed in public so that the feelings of those who hate Lihier and those who hate witches will not intensify any further. want to do it

Therefore, the best option for the Witches of the Blue Rose was to kill the church's witch without causing her pain. In that case, although it would be disappointing for Lehier, just being able to obtain the witch's body and show it to people would already be a sufficient achievement.

If possible, the Blue Rose Witch also wants to weaken both the Wanderer and Lehere by incorporating at least one witch into their forces, but Lehere's Witch Hunters are camped in front of the sanctuary and are watching with wide eyes. They also fully understand that it is impossible in the current situation.

So, in conclusion-

What the two beings want is a stuffed butterfly.

One person wants the butterfly to maintain its original form and die painlessly, while the other person wants to obtain the butterfly intact and show it to people.

In either case, if we were to find a way to achieve what both groups wanted at the same time, the difference was that if it was difficult for both groups to achieve the best, they would want the witch to die instead.

and-

To me who accepted all those wishes-

To me who has finished the fight against the devil of justice -

The one who appeared before me with a sword to save the two people was-

She looked like a dirty witch whose stomach was full and who was feeling labor pains as if her child was about to be born.

“Keu...”

The witch moans.

The witch is in labor.

A mother embracing her child is in front of me.

Even though he was in pain, he pointed a dagger at me,

Even though I had overcome even the devil, there was someone who held out a dagger to protect themselves and their children, even though I knew it would never work.

“... Fuck.”

So, even if I tried not to swear, I couldn't help it.

‘Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck-’

A curse word that I have come to live with thanks to my time with mental illness.

Among them, it is an optimized and efficient word that can put all the feelings into a short word.

For the first time in a while, Hwarim gave me advice to reduce my swearing, and even when I thought about it myself, I thought I had cut down on swearing quite a bit. But the swear words came out of my mouth, dozens of times passed by in an instant, and I recited them hundreds of times in my head. .

The sight that appeared in front of me made my mind go blank and filled with swear words.

“... Really, really, in this situation, what should I do?”

“...”

I lower my sword and look at the witch.

I wanted an answer, but even Enin couldn't give me an answer.

I noticed it too late.

Why did the devil risk everything to protect the witch?

Did he especially want to kick me out today, unlike other days?

He, the devil of justice,

He lost his godhood because his contract with the priests was broken.

He calls himself a ‘hero’,

Why did you try to protect the witch to the end?

I had made up my mind.

Because I felt the weight of the long-cherished wishes carried by those who asked me to do so.

But that determination was a determination to kill one person.

Witches are the ones who are ostracized by everything in the world and inevitably sacrifice themselves due to overlapping interests.

Still, I wasn't going to forget that I killed the witch.

That is the duty of the bishop who serves Deshade, and the responsibility that comes with the choice that he, as a human, will protect until his death.

But even so,

As expected, the act of killing a pregnant woman is,

I could never do it now.

“... Fuck.”

The only thing you can do is to squeeze your despair into a ball and spit out curses.

But even so, the strength of the hand holding the sword did not decrease any further.

'Should be.'

I promised.

'I must kill him.'

I received tears and desperation in return.

‘Pick up your sword. Kill it. Close your eyes and stab. Then it's over.'

He promised to make both women's wishes come true.

‘Don’t look any further than this. Don't raise your head. Don't look in the eyes. become weak If you want to do it, you have to do it now. If you want to stab me now. Before I lose my heart anymore. hurry-'

I was told that as a priest of God, he would grant the wishes of humans so that they could take a step towards salvation.

but,

“... If you're going to kill me, kill me.”

But I can't swing the sword.

The moment I hear the submerged voice flowing out, the words and letters that were constantly engraved in my pure white mind are all swept away by the witch's single word.

“Just... please wait a moment. Please save me...”

That's right, the sound of my mother whispering for a loved one who wasn't even born yet strengthened my body even more than the ancient magic of the devil.

Then this time-

Someone's shout is heard from behind.

Sigh-

Fishishishishish-

“Bishop!!! A witch can chant without using her voice! Beware of the witch's magic! So hurry-”

Setias, who cut off the knight's head and was covered in blood gushing out from it, looked towards us again and shouted.

Even in Setias' eyes, the image of a witch with a full stomach was clearly visible.

“...”

Because of this, she was unable to speak for a moment, and quietly looked at the witch with her mouth open.

but,

It was only for a moment.

Setias-

Setias, who witnessed the pregnant witch-

Setias, who was looking at the last image of his dead friend-

Quick!

Nevertheless, he made up his mind again, turned his head, gritted his teeth in a voice that did not tremble, and clearly conveyed his cry to me.

“-Witch! You have to kill it quickly!!!”

At that moment, I realized that it was only me who lacked determination.

To be precise, I realized that the weight of determination was different.

This is a long-cherished wish for Lihier and Setias.

But for me, please.

The priests of Lihi, whose numbers are fixed.

Each of them, divided into Witch Hunters, Blue Rose Witches, and Wandering Witches, increases their power.

It's surprisingly simple.

Make conciliation.

If you don't listen to their appeasement, you will be killed.

A dead witch is reborn as a witch somewhere.

Witch hunters find this early on and train them as witch hunters from the beginning.

The same goes for the Blue Rose Witches.

There is another way.

If there is a witch who has just given birth, the child is taken away and the witch is killed.

In this way, they re-educate, as if brainwashing a child who has not yet realized that they are a witch.

However, if that is not the case, there is another way.

In the case of a witch who is pregnant and who refuses to be appeased and who wants to live a free life without anyone's help.

In that case, all you have to do is simply kill the witch and the child she is carrying in her womb.

That is the way Lehi has been doing it until now, and the Blue Rose Witches have also been doing the same thing, and it is a way that is tolerated because the more witches realize their own freedom, the more they bring a storm to the world. .

However, because of that, it is a relationship that I cannot understand, so I cannot make a decision easily.

Ennin tried to help me with the sentence I should have given as soon as I saw the witch.

“... Lee Rim.”

“...”

“... If it's hard to do, if you still have to do it, I'll do it.”

        
            Enin, holding the anvil, took a step forward.

Henin took off his helmet.

Although she is also a child of Gaia, she is also a member of the Deshade Church.

If he kills a witch, he wants to witness it with his own eyes so that he never forgets the dead witch.

“... No, you can't do that.”

But I grabbed Enin’s arm and stopped him from getting any closer.

Ennin's arms were shaking.

Since it was in front of me, I asked Enin to leave it to me to help me, but it was bound to be full of hesitation for Enin, just like me.

“Bishop!!! What are you worrying about! Hurry up and kill the witch before she runs away!!!”

Setias' cries are heard from afar.

But now, that cry only comes across as annoyance.

“... Shut up. Shut up, open your eyes wide and look straight.”

I can't hear Setias shouting from afar, but I try to recognize reality by saying so.

Soon my confused mind calmed down, albeit slightly, and at the same time, I quietly-

Talked to the witch.

“... witch.”

“...”

“What is your name?”

“...?”

When asked the name, the witch expressed doubt but answered quietly.

“... Forastero.”

“Is there a meaning?”

“Means a common, bitter person.”

“By coincidence, it happened to have a bitter name.”

Having remembered the witch's name, I summarize the situation.

“Forastero. I will ask. Is it possible to chant magic to escape?”

“Ugh... It's impossible. I am a witch who makes clothes.”

“Are there separate roles for witches?”

“Because witches... cannot mix with humans. Each party has no choice but to do business only with each other. So, if you want something, just go to the witch who does what you like...”

After speaking, the witch moaned again.

The floor is soaked.

Foreign substances, including amniotic fluid, are pouring out.

Even though it must be painful, the witch responds to my conversation.

If there is any possibility of survival by doing so, it is to grasp it.

So the witch-

He clearly wanted to live.

“... In that case, as a bishop of a denomination, I will ask politely.”

“... What is it?”

“Have you ever insulted a dead person?”

“I think there is none.”

Ambiguous answer.

So I was rather certain that I had definitely never been a witch.

I'm not an expert, but I've seen a lot of liars in the Kingdom Alliance, so unless you're someone who makes it their living, it's possible for me to notice that they're lying beyond the level of ordinary people.

At least, if the witch had tried to lie, a sharp answer would have come out after a moment of agony.

However, in that short period of time, the desperate witch thought about whether there had been moments in her life when she had insulted the dead, and quickly came to an unvarnished conclusion.

“... I see.”

so-

Rather, I felt confused.

'What should I do?'

I came here to ask for two salvations.

But I don't save anyone.

Enin says he will do his best.

But that is not my salvation either.

I don't want to dirty Enin's hands or mine.

I know it's greed.

I also know that making a promise and then reconsidering it is not a good idea.

According to the one and only doctrine, there was no problem with killing witches.

But there is just one problem,

Even if you don't normally pay much attention to it,

The feeling that I do not want to lose my humanity in this situation is sweeping through my whole body.

So I-

Later, a question was asked to create an excuse that would never be forgiven by the two witches.

“... Witch Forastero.”

“... Listen, stay.”

“As a bishop of the Deshade Church, as a priest of a God who loves humans, and as a sword of God that picks up abandoned things, I ask you.”

Clap-

I ask the witch who is down on one knee, hugging her stomach and sweating coldly.

“Do you want to live?”

And the witch-

As if it were so obvious,

I answered.

“I want to live... With this child.”

With that alone,

It was enough.

“Good. Deshade will pick you up. Bishop Lee Lim received the human wish to live, the wish of the witch abandoned by the church, and the wish of the witch abandoned by the world.”

“Lee, Lee Lim.”

Enin looks up at me from the side.

The act of helping a witch.

It was against the empire's policy and the exact opposite of what Lihier and Setias were trying to do.

“I’m sorry, Enin.”

“Lee, Lee Rim... It's hard for even me to accept the idea of letting the witch go.”

Even Enin disagreed.

The eyes of people looking at the Blue Rose Witch in the market.

Unlike Hwarim and I, who didn't know much about witches, everyone in the market, including Rubaga, Ennin, and even Thistle, looked at them coldly.

That's the reaction even though she was a witch who was allowed to walk around in the sunlight by the imperial family.

To that extent, witches are creatures that bring about disaster.

Beings who live according to their own will and guided by their instincts, but eventually enlarge the limits of their freedom for a moment and end up hurting others.

It is natural to get this kind of reaction when you say that you will save a witch who is not shackled, much less a Witch Hunter or the Witch of the Blue Rose.

But Henin clearly told me that it was 'difficult' to accept.

It was definitely not a complete rejection.

“Still, they don’t answer ‘I don’t like it.’”

“... Yes.”

The Deshade denomination is a denomination that pushes each other to make choices.

If someone is worried and chooses a path, our denomination's method is to support it without saying anything.

And if Enin had said 'I don't like it' here, I was going to follow Enin's words of rejecting my choice.

However, Enin told me that even though it was difficult, he would still support me if I decided to walk down the difficult path.

Is that why?

She asked me if I, as a witch, didn't understand at all that Enin had chosen to save her, as did I.

“... Why?”

“What?”

“Why, I’m a witch. Are you trying to help me?”

And the same treatment as the original sin contained in that question.

To a witch who naturally accepted that she would be ostracized because she was born as a witch, I told her my own thoughts, which I would firmly maintain even if no one could convince me.

“Original sin does not exist. Being born cannot be a sin.”

It may be true of all witches, but at least the witch in front of me and the witch she embraces have never committed evil deeds by human standards.

Therefore, they are not sinners at present.

“If there is a judge who says that one should be judged based only on the original sin. That's the judge's mistake. ... At least that's what I think, so I'm trying to save you.”

At least for me, no matter what anyone in the world said, I always planned to answer that way.

So from now on,

He deceives everyone and immediately comes up with a plan to save those who have not sinned.

“It’s okay. Although the time was short, I did put some thought into it.”

“Is there a way?”

“First of all, I will try to cover my eyes as much as possible. If you fail despite that, you will have to accept the result.”

I put my mouth close to Enin's ear and whispered, and Enin carefully hugged me without missing a word.

“... Is that really true?”

“There’s a pretty famous saying, “If it can’t be done, make it happen.” Well, if you try hard and still fail, it's inevitable.”

“... Okay. I'll do my best.”

“Please do me a favor. The only one I can trust is Enin.”

I take the anvil from Enin in front of the witch who looks at me with anxious eyes.

“What... are you trying to do?”

“I’ll tell you first. Trust us and don't do anything. Because if you do it wrong, there will be setbacks.”

He wraps up the witch's question, chews it roughly in one bite, and then says only what he has to say.

Even though the witch was on the verge of fainting, she quietly listened to me and nodded, and when I saw her, I took the anvil and-

I started to push my magic power to the limit.

'Will it work? It will work. 'It will work out.'

He uses stigma and uses up all of his remaining magical power.

Claiming to save witches,

For the choice not to lose one's humanity,

In order to carry out the decision chosen for self-salvation, concentration is exerted to the limit.

Coo coo coo coo coo-

The remaining magical power contained in the soul vessel was collected to its limit, and the artifact was created into a magical sword.

The anvil is literally a hammer, and the magic sword serves as justice.

Sigh!

Swing the magic sword widely to create gold on the floor of the church,

Wow!

Insert the sword so deeply into it that only the handle is visible.

“... Phew-”

And then take a deep breath.

What is in front of me is a witch and Enin hugging the witch tightly.

After setting up the two people so that they are not visible to Setias by covering my back, I raise the anvil.

and-

“... Hwaaa!!!”

He struck down the magic sword powerfully.

Kwaaa!

... Blah blah blah-

Blah blah blah blah-

Kurrr-

The church is split.

That's not all.

...wajijijijijijik-

Jeaeaeaeaeaeaeaeang-

The hills,

Behind the mansion, a rocky hill stretching out to the lakeside,

Starting from the rift I created with my sword with the church,

It starts to split apart.

Sooo...

I don't know who built the church in this place.

'The person who built the church probably built it because he thought it would be beautiful and majestic to build a church on top of a bedrock that stretches out to the lakeside.'

Clearly, he is not guilty.

The person who built the church probably did not even consider the possibility that the church, built on such strong rock, could collapse due to an unexpected shock.

So I want the church, the hill-

The space where damage continued to accumulate due to the fight against the devil -

The place where I reached the critical point of collapse by accepting even my stigma -

I was able to pour the remaining magical power into the anvil and make it collapse by hitting it.

“... Enin! Please do me a favor!!!”

“... Yes! Just leave it to me!!!”

Chubbeouuu-

Hudududududududu-

Sigh!

As I watched Enin and the witch sink deeply into the water for the last time, I stood there for a long time, looking at the half of the church falling toward the lake.

        
            Astesia closes her eyes and perceives the world.

I felt nothing except one thing.

Even that one immediately realized what Astesia was.

That is the power of Snooze, the Blue Rose Witch.

Although the witch did not appear, she relayed the magic she cast, causing hundreds of spells to come out and distort Ambrosia's 'coordinates' from the devil's curses that would rain down on the countess.

Thanks to this, the curses that should have been poured out as soon as the protection disappeared and should have been unleashed on each individual member of the count, the family, and the count itself, not only the people of the church, but all the people in the count. It was possible to avoid the curse.

'The Witches of the Blue Rose... they were amazing people. I never thought I'd touch the coordinates themselves-'

Astesia was momentarily surprised by that.

coordinate.

Everything in the world has coordinates.

Although notation may use different methods, and as the sun rises, time passes, and perception changes slightly, absolute coordinates can never exist, and they always change fluidly.

Therefore, even Astesia, who handles the portal, is only able to connect coordinates temporarily, and she instinctively takes advantage of the fact that she is Asmodeus' blood relative and that the coordinates she inherited are fixed through the villa. All you have to do is create a dimensional door, omitting the rest of the calculations.

The witches used magic that could last for a few minutes, or perhaps even a day as Astesia expected, to hide the existence of the county from the world.

So, first of all, there will be no curses for one day.

After the incident is over, if the two churches join forces and imprint holy relics and magic that can avoid the devil's curse on the county castle throughout the castle, it can be alleviated to some extent.

So, I take a final look at the situation in Astesia's basement, thinking that the Blue Rose Witch insurance that Lee Rim prepared for me has saved me a bit of trouble.

'I can't feel the will even from the by-products of foreign media. It looks like he's asleep, and Lee Rim's side... has it been resolved? The contamination of the concept surrounding the county has all disappeared.'

The fight is over.

The universe that sucks blood is motionless.

They are not even trying to defend themselves, and this will also end later when they find and use an appropriate method that does not irritate the lost objects of foreign bodies and use them to destroy them.

The connection to the Sanctuary was cut off, the denial of death was nullified, and the revived Black Lions throughout the city fell, and the head of the house, Heritage Dawn Priest, also expired.

Not only that, but because Irim and Enin had expelled the devil and destroyed the sanctuary, there was no longer a trace of the devil in the county.

Still, not everything is over.

There are still knights and soldiers in the Sanctuary direction who are still attacking the Lehi Church without knowing how things are progressing.

“... Now, we must hurry and inform them that the matriarch has died. The soldiers who arrested the living family members and were mobilized under the orders of the dead family heads without even knowing why would be stopped if they mentioned the name of the royal family. The knights are the problem... but it will be possible if Pendragon, the head of the family, uses his strength. After that, you can get some rest. Let's move quickly.”

Ingrid stumbles to her feet from exhaustion, but quickly organizes the situation to go help the people of her church.

The Black Lions who were revived after the grave was dug up and acted as Death Knights are now gone, but they are just old from the beginning, and the Black Lions who are alive and moving because their lives have not yet ended are still commanding the knights and soldiers.

Although they also know about the underground consciousness and the revived family heads, they agreed and followed the ancestors' opinions despite knowing this, and now, as the ancestors' control is loosened and the power drains from their bodies, everything is heading towards their defeat. You may have vaguely realized that it exists.

So now that everyone is dead, Pendragon, who has become the next head of the family, must come forward and convince them.

“... In that case, Pendragon will have to move.”

Thistle, whose thoughts have reached that point, approaches Pendragon, who is standing still in the middle of the Tomb of the Black Lions, and asks a favor.

but-

“... It's difficult, but can you help me? Pendragon.”

“... Huh? Did you call me?”

“Yes. I know you are very heartbroken, but-”

“Is my name Pendragon?”

“...”

Thistle's request did not reach Pendragon's sanity.

Ingrid saw that and realized what was going on.

“... After all, age is also my age. It looks like there was dementia on the side that wasn't a curse.”

“What happens next... What will happen even without that old man? There is nothing to worry too much about.”

“Yes. Because there are lanes. There is a letter with the royal family's seal that I received from Princess Camellia to use when I have an emergency. I will fabricate this and stop the Count's people. I just have one favor to ask-”

“The bishop and most people in your church don't know that you are the princess's spy, so they are probably asking you to help them hide it. Don't worry. I will give you the letter that Irim received from the princess that I kept.”

“Thank you. I'm glad that we can understand each other clearly. Ki kick.”

Ingrid and Hwarim talk together, and Thistle, Astesia, and Luba quietly look at the Pendragon.

“...”

dump-

Pendragon sat down on the grave of the black lions.

He drapes his glaive over his shoulder and looks wearily at the puddle that is no longer moving, with blurry eyes and no focus.

Pendragon, who has returned to his original state and completed his duties as the Knight of Dawn, has returned to the way the people of the church originally knew him.

'He pretended to be strong, but in fact, he may have run away in the end.'

Astesia quietly closed her eyes and prayed to Pendragon, who looked so tired, and Thistle and Luba also prayed for him for a moment.

Murder of a parricide committed with a sober mind.

His dementia, which returned after everything was over, may have been to hide the tears that were about to flow after fulfilling his duty as a Dawn Priest who was loyal to the royal family, as he cut down everyone with his own hands, familiar faces that had been brought back from the dead.

But that was enough.

Pendragon Dawn Priest moved brilliantly to protect the family motto and ensure that the Dawn Priest remained a Dawn Priest.

“Kkkk!”

At that time, the dire wolf that had been left at the top of the stairs before entering the basement barked and came down, and Ingrid quietly told the dire wolf to stay by Pendragon's side.

“... I'm sorry, but I need Pendragon, please. I will give you a reward later. Ki kick.”

The dire wolf understood what he said and sat down next to the pendragon.

Startle-

“... What. Is it a magical beast?”

Pendragon's eyes were momentarily confused when he saw the huge beast approaching him, but he soon realized that the beast had no hostility and stroked its head.

“Are you lost too?”

Slurp...

Grumbling...

Just like that, having a dire wolf, if not a human, sitting next to the lonely-looking old man made everyone feel a little more at ease.

“Kung!”

“... Pendragon. Are you going to stay here?”

Thistle asks Pendragon what to do, even though he doesn't think he will get a proper answer.

“... No.”

And Pendragon replied that he would stop for a moment.

“Just a little while, just a little while. I'll rest just a little bit... then go up.”

When Thistle heard the answer, he wondered if Pendragon had come to his senses again, but he couldn't tell anymore.

“... I don't know where this is. For some reason, it feels like I need to stay a little longer.”

Are you pretending not to know?

Do you really not know?

Did he run away?

And yet, are you willing to bear that responsibility until the end?

“... Is that so.”

This was because the old man was so tired that he didn't know it yet.

“... Then, let's leave. Apostle, please take the lead.”

“... I understand.”

Ingrid told everyone not to worry, as there were dire wolves and the Pendragon would probably follow the beast to the castle's surface after a while.

So now, thinking that peace will come to the county once the last task is completed, Thistle climbs the stairs to the ground and everyone follows him.

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

No matter how tired the members of the church were from the fight and the arduous steps they took, it didn't take long for them to climb the stairs from the basement to the ground.

The group quickly climbed the stairs and arrived at the first floor of the Yeongju Castle, then walked straight until they reached the front of the tightly closed iron gate of the Yeongju Castle.

This happened while looking at the iron door that was tightly closed due to the operation of the opening and closing room.

Everyone felt the same sense of foreboding in front of the iron gate.

An iron gate with latticework, and a thick wooden gate beyond that.

“... That's strange.”

Hwarim was the first to notice the incident.

“... It's quiet. It's so... calm. Why is it so quiet?”

silence.

It was quiet.

It was so quiet.

They fell into the lake by Astesia, but like the people of a port city, they quickly swam out and the knights and soldiers chased after the church group to stop them from reaching the basement of the lord's castle.

They had to knock on the tightly closed iron lattice door in front of the castle gate, and then they had to go up to the opening room and open the castle gate in some other way, such as by bringing a ladder or a rope.

That's what the soldiers and knights had to do without knowing that the head of the family and the Black Lions were dead.

'Someone, perhaps the Blue Rose Witches, but there's no way they would have confronted the soldiers head-on.'

Ingrid thinks about it some more.

Even, if you calculate the time, it only makes sense that the knights and soldiers should have arrived when Ingrid was burning by Azalea's magic.

However, not only were there no soldiers and knights crowding in front of the group now, there were no soldiers in the lord's castle, and no sound could be heard beyond the iron gate where everyone was standing.

“... Hmm, is there perhaps another entrance that we haven't figured out? Everyone flocked there and it became quiet. If not, is there someone who knows about the existence of the secret passage we were looking for and is trying to get in, even though it is late?”

Shaking my head-

“Oh, isn’t it? I see...”

Ingrid thought as rationally as possible and guessed what the soldiers and knights could do and then expressed her opinion, but Astesia shook her head.

Now that even the contamination of the concept has disappeared, her power has spread not only to the ground level of the Lord's Castle but also to the underground, but even inside the secret passage, the magic power of no living person was felt.

If Astesia detects nothing, there is no need to worry.

Ingrid was inefficient and lacked the knowledge to believe that a count who lacked knowledge of general magic other than sacred magic, and even those who were barely in the position of a knight, would hide the presence of themselves and all of their soldiers as if they had used magic themselves. I thought there was no way I could do the impossible, so I decided to stop paying attention.

“Hmm... If that's the case, wouldn't it be safer? There is no reason to delay further. I will hurry up and open the door.”

“I’ll take care of the other side.”

“Thank you.”

It's questionable, but if there's no one tracking you, there's no reason not to go out the front door.

Ingrid and Thistle go up to the gate's opening and closing room and activate the pulley.

Then, as Hwarim and Astesia watched from below, the iron gate of the steel grid began to rise upward.

And upon seeing that, Hwarim-

'Let's sleep-'

I realized where something was strange.

“... Oh, Astesia! Come back!”

Swish-

Pow!

“Ugh...?!”

At the same time as she shouted, Hwarim grabbed Astesia by the back of her neck and pulled her.

Soon the iron gate was opened enough for a human to pass through without bowing his head.

At the same time-

From the outside. The huge wooden castle gate, which had been tightly shut, began to open left and right.

        
            Gigigigigigigigigigigi-

Kiuuung-

Forcibly, the wooden gate next to the lattice iron gate begins to open with force, even though Ingrid and Thistle did not activate the wooden gate's opener.

“...”

Kakang- Kakang- Kakang- Kakang-

As the gate opens, instead of human voices, the sound of metal clashing against each other echoes from beyond.

Gigigigigigeek.

Clap!

At the point when the lattice iron gate, which had already finished operating, was lifted upwards, and the wooden castle gate was forced open from the outside -

“... Tsk!”

Clang, clank, clank, clank, clank!!!

Thump thump thump thump thump!!!

At the same time as Hwarim clicks his tongue, over hundreds of knights and soldiers rush at Hwarim with weapons.

It was an instant.

The people of the church knew that someone's helpers, probably the Blue Rose Witches, had closed the castle gate to prevent pursuit.

However, what they closed was a lattice door made of steel.

That was enough to prevent people from passing through, so no one touched the wooden gate that could be opened from the outside and could be opened by force.

The fact that it was tightly closed when the members of the church came up to the ground means that someone saw the tightly closed lattice gate and moved the wooden gate to trap them inside the castle.

And the power of the person who moved the castle gate with such disturbing intentions began to attack the Hwarim as soon as the steel lattice gate was opened and there were no obstacles.

“Uh, how?! The denial of death must have disappeared...!”

Astesia, who steps back from behind Hwarim, is shocked to see the soldiers.

The demon of denial has been banished to hell.

Nevertheless, the soldiers and knights were moving even though they were clearly dead.

In the gap, there were also the black lions that Hwarim and Ingrid had defeated in the square.

“He’s a puppeteer.”

“Yes?”

“If you look closely, you will see it.”

Hwarim answered Astesia and at the same time bowed sharply.

It was natural that Astesia did not notice.

What appeared in front of Astesia and everyone who tried to find out the location by detecting the magic power of living people was an army of puppeteers who were controlling the corpses of already dead people by connecting threads to them.

so-

That's the only way to process numbers like this.

The secret skill of an old man who can replace an army on his own.

Lee Rim took over, and Hwarim also uses an honest method, but it doesn't mean he can't use it.

So Hwarim-

First, recreate the sword according to the situation,

'What is needed is a sword that can cut through thin threads at once.'

[Sword of Creation – A sword that cuts through thread]

After entering a state of extreme concentration in an instant,

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

Hwaaa

By line,

He wields a sword that dominates the surface.

[Star Cluster]

Kakakakakakakakakakakakakaang!

What was created was an extreme rapier.

You can only see it if you open your eyes closely,

Able to cut the puppeteer's threads that control hundreds of corpses simultaneously,

Even though it is thinner than that thread,

Even though it bends nicely,

A plain sword that will not break no matter how many times you cut the thread.

Whirririririririk!

Ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-tang!

The plainclothes sword, which had a blade thinner than a thread, made the sound of cutting through the wind, and cut off all the puppeteer's threads floating in the air.

dump-

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

At the same time, the soldiers all laid down on the ground.

However, the only ones who laid down were the soldiers.

When the knights and black lions saw the plainclothes sword created by Hwarim, they quickly pulled it back and fled in the air, and Hwarim realized roughly where the puppeteer was based on the destination of the puppets.

“The square in front of Yeongju Castle! The road leading from there to the sanctuary! There she is!”

Hwarim’s guess was correct.

The boulevard from the square to the market leading to the sanctuary.

In a slightly wide open space in the middle of the place, the puppeteer was doing two things at the same time.

“Hehehehe~ I knew it would be like that. I hate to admit it, but I thought that if it was that damn man's colleagues, the count's idiots would lose as well.”

One is to reconnect threads with a different structure than usual to the bodies of dead soldiers and knights in order to block the church group that is just escaping from the castle.

And the other one is manipulating the troops that were brought back to life by turning another corpse into a doll in order to attack the rear of the Count family in front of the sanctuary and devour the Witch Hunters as well.

Shiriririririk-

Wow!

Kuuuuk-

Continuous replenishment of troops through local procurement and command of those soldiers.

Mabel, a top-level puppeteer in the demon realm, is doing it all at the same time by making fun of it so fast that her hands are not visible.

“Is this the first melee in a while? It's been a while so it's fun. Coincidentally, the specs of the doll also fit perfectly here.”

So far so good.

From the beginning, Mabel had been thinking of completely cutting ties with the Countess after completing this matter and receiving compensation.

Mabel, who had been cut off from aid by the Demon King, had some materials that only humans could obtain through the Count's family, but after working hard for several months, she acquired them all.

“From the beginning, the balance was not right every time. I want you to waste my precious time creating a medicine to be used as a relay between ancient beings, and to assist in reviewing and calculating the ritual to repair the contract with the devil. They take people like me and ask them to do simple, boring, boring tasks. It would have been easier to accept if they had asked me to make doll soldiers so that they could openly rebel against the imperial family.”

The ancestors of the Dun Priest Counts who tried to gain the power to rebel against the imperial family by making a contract with the devil of negativity, and eventually obtained it.

Ironically, what the demon Framework, who became a god, did, Mabel was actually able to replicate, at least in a similar way.

Although the similarity of the reproduction is to simply use dead black lions as dolls, manipulate them with thread, cut out all the bodies that are sick due to the curse, and then replace them with the doll's body, it is possible to move regardless of the devil's curse. There may have been, but it would have been a hassle for Mabel to do it, and the members of the count's family would not have agreed to that much.

In fact, in the eyes of Mabel, who is a demon, humans are all made of the same material, whether they are made into puppets or manipulated as puppets.

Mabel, who had been handling hundreds of corpses like dolls, suddenly felt her left hand becoming lighter.

Tu-tu-tu-tu-tu-tu-tuk!

“... Hahahahahaha! good. very good! Did you finally get it?! Have you finished everything you were doing?!!”

‘12’ rings worn on fingers.

Although there were clearly tens of thousands of strands connected to the end of the loop, about a thousand of them were completely invisible to the naked eye and broke in an instant.

“Yes. You should come. You definitely have to come to me.”

Mabel realized who it was.

Although Hwarim on the Yeongju Castle side had done something similar a while ago, Mabel felt a clear sense of 'fate' about the thread that had just been cut on the Sanctuary side.

“Come, Lee Rim. I will kill you this time.”

That is the turning point of the bridle.

It is the name of a human being at the non-existent other end of a cycle similar to reincarnation, whose name is revenge.

Mabel thinks it would be perfect if Lee Rim died feeling honored that she was the first to remember the name of a person rather than a material.

However, the unfortunate thing is that Mabel herself is not fully prepared to be a puppeteer.

‘This is a long-awaited opportunity. It's a shame that the body I'm currently using is a doll that was designed only for research purposes, so it's unsuitable for battle.'

The puppet master's fight consists of two processes.

First, you must prepare the best puppets that you have made with great effort, which can be said to be a culmination of your lifetime as a puppeteer. Secondly, when handling such puppets, you must have the skills to control them as much as possible in order to give detailed commands. A large number of people must be connected.

In extreme cases, a puppeteer can reach the highest level only by having the ability to handle more than 5,000 threads in a single doll, threads that never break no matter what kind of weapon or magic they receive, and all of them at the same time.

And Mabel now,

Unfortunately, he was actually able to prepare somehow, but he could only prepare low-quality temporary troops raised from corpses, let alone the dolls he liked.

So, what we are doing now is a quantity war that imitates the Inhumane tactic.

The soldiers continue to connect threads to use up their stamina as consumables, raise them up and move them forward, and continue to collect useful knights and corpses with suicide swords called black lions to complete preparations for a real fight.

Mabel worked hard to prepare all of this while the Count was dealing with the cult in the cult's basement and Irim was dealing with the devil in the sanctuary.

All you need is thread.

Mabel's personal preference is to settle her spirit into the doll she made herself and prefer to fight, but if by chance an opportunity for revenge arises, she is willing to allow the puppeteer's fighting style.

“But, since I’m also a puppeteer, it’s okay to fight like a commander sometimes.”

And the body that happened to contain Mabel was-

It is a doll with a ‘sixth thumb’.

A second thumb on each hand.

The second thumb next to the little finger is a blessing possessed by very rare mutations called polydactyly.

Mabel saw it and was inspired.

The thumb plays such an important role that it can be said that the thumb plays 80% of most of the roles performed by the hand.

There's one more thing.

With that alone, 80 has already surpassed 100, and even surpasses 200.

Of course, if one were to ask which one, it clearly falls under a disability because it does not have a normal appearance.

However, although it is a disability, the second thumb has endless possibilities if it does not just hang there but performs its role properly.

Therefore, as soon as the puppeteer got used to the second thumbs that were intentionally placed on each hand, the ways of using the hands that an ordinary human being could use went far beyond that.

In any case, the doll to be used by the Countess had only the purpose of speeding up research, so instead of adding any special combat abilities to the doll, only an extra thumb was invested in it, but that actually made it the strongest weapon for the current Mabel. come.

Crack deuk deuk deuk-

“It looks like the black lion has gathered everything now.”

Mabel moves all 12 finger joints at once.

P-duk-duk-duk-

The joints of my entire body scream as I move tens of thousands of invisible threads spread out in the air.

But it doesn't matter.

The doll's fingers anyway.

By supporting the doll's body with 12 rings, tens of thousands of threads, and magical power, and using previous failures as a stepping stone to calculate the time lag from the main body in the demon spirit to being transmitted to the doll, Mabel will never lose. There wasn't.

“But, I don’t let down my guard anymore. As the church members are cautious, I will have to do everything I can until the end.”

Still, Mabel did not let down her guard and carefully obtained the last of the supplies.

“... Yes. You to the left, you to the right. Just like that, I'm going around for now. In the meantime, I have to take care of important things.”

derangement.

By manipulating a large number of soldiers and knights, he makes the members of the church that came out of the lord's castle return to the right side of the city, and makes Irim, who is breaking through the defense line from the sanctuary, return to the left.

In the meantime, carefully move your fingers and quietly pull it out from the basement of the Lord's Castle without anyone noticing -

Click-

flinch!

“... Okay. I finally got it in my hands. Even though it's dead, it's still strong. Well, even my old body can contain negativity, and at the request of my two ancestors, I took care of my body.”

It was the body of the deceased Dawn Priest, the head of the Earl of Dawn, and the only priest knight of the family.

        
            I left the witch to Enin.

It is the result of a struggle between responsibility and ethics.

Between the two of us, I betrayed my duty.

The choice to save the witch.

Setias and the Blue Rose Witch Snooze's expectation-breaking action.

It was a request that the two people made to me directly, but since I personally witnessed and accepted the weight of their request, what I made was a promise, so saving the witch was an outright act of betrayal.

But it had to be that way.

The choice to save the witch was a choice to save the child she was carrying.

Therefore, I chose to save the witch because I had no choice but to see her as a mother and child rather than a witch.

This was all the more inevitable because the witch was someone who had not committed a crime by my standards.

ethics.

Words are ethics.

'What are ethics - damn it. no. 'That's not what moved me.'

In the end, the intention is simply that I don't want to have nightmares.

I just didn't do it because I was afraid that by killing the witch and the child she was carrying, the image might appear again in my dreams for the rest of my life.

As a result, the regrets that I once started to experience continue in a chain.

Legion Commander Helias and her daughter, Razael Sain Tion.

I killed the army commander and Razael came to take revenge on me.

If I had really taken ethics seriously, I would not have killed Helias even though I knew what he would do in the future and that he cared so much for his family in the capital.

However, I killed the corps commander.

That's because the corps commander committed a crime by our standards and did something that was completely opposite to the doctrine, but it was also because I chose to leave no regrets over ethics, which is why it ended up that way.

'In the end, is it greed?'

So the reason for saving the witch was ultimately a choice for self-satisfaction.

But when I think about it, I wonder if that hasn’t always been the case.

'Now that I think about it, it's been like that from the beginning. I lived my life doing whatever I wanted. It's just like that now.'

When saving Astesia, the easiest option under the circumstances at the time might have been to let Astesia die by moving the castle to an unoccupied place according to her will, but I didn't want to see that, so I deliberately went around that. I came this far because I made the choice to save Astesia.

'I don't know what I was worrying about so complicatedly. okay. Let's satisfy our greed. Let's realize self-satisfaction. I don't know if I can save others, or if others can save me, but the closest person who can save themselves is themselves. Put yourself first, and then take care of others. So, right now, I just made a choice that put me first.'

Rustling-

Tutuk-

Tuk-

Wow...

...

...

...

with a splash!

As I step forward, the shattered remains of the church fall into the lake, causing a current.

The plan has already been implemented.

Just as I told Enin, he will follow suit and move the witch to a safe place.

'It's a plan. In reality, it's no different from leaving everything to Enin.'

So, with the fight still remaining at the bottom of the sanctuary, Enin will have to leave the battlefield for a while, but I thought I could trust Enin and leave it to him.

'good. Now, let's cheat. Let's fool everyone and look elsewhere.'

So for now, turn your back and-

Putting a candle to all endings -

You have to go see the puppeteer who can't read the mood.

“... Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Bishop Setias.”

As I came down while thinking about it, I was soon able to reach the temporary defense line formed by the Church of Lehi.

The vicar turns around and looks at me, and I also look at Setias.

And what that means is,

Now on the battlefield, Setias has enough space to care about me.

The only problem is that the gap was not due to Lihi defeating all the knights and soldiers or the Count's troops temporarily suppressing the Witch Hunters, but rather an unintended gap created by the appearance of a third party. .

“What is the situation?”

“I’m not sure.”

I ask Bishop Setias about the situation, but he cannot give me an easy answer.

The situation changed so suddenly.

The front of the sanctuary was clearly a battlefield when I was contemplating whether to kill the witch or not.

The knights did not hastily approach the witch hunters, but instead hid in the gaps between the soldiers firing arrows and then ran forward in a wedge-like formation to attempt a war of attrition by hitting and running.

There were a lot of injured people, so they had no choice but to respond defensively, so the witch hunters, who used magic to somehow prevent it, started a war of attrition that seemed hopeless, but at some point, the situation changed.

“Internal division... seemed to have occurred. From the rear of the Count family, the troops of other Count families began attacking our troops. But... that...”

“It’s okay. Please tell me.”

“To be precise, it is not a division, but rather the appearance of receiving an attack from something and blocking it.”

Calm down the confused Setias, listen to more detailed circumstances, and examine the battlefield.

Waaa-

“The knights go this way! Soldiers, pick up your arrows!”

“Shield! Leave everything in the battle line behind! Move both the torch and the spear-”

Phew!

grasp!

Kwajajajajajajag!

“Quaaah!”

“Uh, why did the reinforcements from the rear take us-”

“...! Not living soldiers! Everyone is dead-”

Sigh!

“... Damn it. Why-”

Kaaaang!

The state of the battlefield is-

Abi Gyu-hwan.

It was a severe devastation.

The Count's troops are turning their backs on us.

The heads of the soldiers who had been shooting arrows at the witch hunters just a moment ago had turned back, and the knights' wedges, which had been close to the front line looking for an opportunity, had all turned backwards as well.

It has to be that way.

A soldier who thought support was coming from the rear struck the soldier's head, and the knight cut off the knight's head.

The reinforcements, who they could only assume were allies, began to attack them, so the Count's troops found themselves in an environment where they had no choice but to hit back at them with dead eyes and no understanding of what was going on.

However, Setias and the Witch Hunters were at the very back, so although they were thankful that the attack had suddenly subsided, they could not figure out the reason.

However, as soon as I thought of all the people who would remain in the Count's family and the variables that could arise due to them, I immediately realized who was behind all of this.

Everything that makes up the story of the count family.

With the Count's family members, Lihier's Witch Hunters, Ingrid's like-minded colleagues, and the Blue Rose Witch -

Mabel, a puppeteer who was working as an advisory wizard to the count family.

‘Puppet master. Did you finally move?'

In the first place, among the characters who could act as the biggest variable in these events, Mabel was the one who could create the worst situation, but because of her status in the count family, she could not be touched, and the matter ended up here.

“... Do you know something? Bishop?”

“I am a puppeteer.”

“Puppet master? Are you talking about the demon woman who is said to be the count's consulting wizard?”

“Yes. In the end, I guess I couldn't stand it anymore and moved. Now, when he should be doing his final cleaning and sleeping peacefully, he is a misfit to human society who sets off party fireworks all by himself.”

Setias heard me and immediately understood.

There was no need for a long explanation because I had hinted at it to the parish president.

It is said that the person who is currently working as an advisory wizard for the Countess is a puppeteer from the Demon Territory, and the terrible things she did in Ars Magna were on par with those committed by witches and heretics.

“Even though he was serving as an advisor to the Count, in the end, it must be said that there was no way a demon would try to understand humans. The woman may eventually be planning to use the count's house as a giant laboratory to show off her knowledge. All demons are like that.”

So, when I told him how vicious Mabel had been and how much of a scum she was as a person, the vicar seemed to understand what I was saying, but he looked back to see if something had occurred to him.

“... Hey, wasn't the saint of the bishop's church a demon, and a succubus at that? I'm truly sorry if it was a misunderstanding, but I thought the saintess was also a demon...”

“Because Astesia is different.”

“... Yes? Ha, but a little while ago, all the demons-”

“Different.”

“... Ah, yes.”

However, since the question was simply about how Astesia and Mabel differed, I neatly refuted it by returning the obvious to an obvious answer.

For some reason, it was a bonus to see Setias looking at me with a slightly bored expression.

In any case, the fact remains that Mabel has moved, and from now on we must move to stop it.

Even now, she considers everything here to be her toys, and is assembling them to hit me after.

Somehow, even though a long time had passed since he met me, I thought he had joined the count family and made no moves to kill me, but from the beginning, it seemed like he only wanted to kill me in his own way without anyone else's help.

'For that, he must have waited for his power to be reduced to its limit. Until the Count is powerless, we are divided, the Witch Hunters are exhausted, and I have exhausted all my strength in Sanctuary.'

“...”

I try to calm down for a moment to fight the witch.

After adjusting my physical condition and checking the remaining magical energy, I think about how to respond to his strategy.

But in the meantime,

Even when the Count's soldiers fell before my eyes and were about to attack the Witch Hunters again,

Even now that a new enemy called the Puppeteer has begun to infiltrate our fragile defense line,

Setias asked only one thing.

“... So, Bishop.”

“Yes.”

“Did you kill the witch?”

Setias' eyes look directly at me.

It wasn't that he couldn't see the injured witch hunters around him.

Rather, since he had to make such a sacrifice, it would be an irreparable defeat if he did not obtain the witch.

So I had no choice but to lie in front of her.

“... The witch was killed.”

Receive an advance payment for a story you haven't told anyone,

Even her tears were buried on his shoulder and stolen,

I tried to choose the second best option of killing the witch to fulfill my promise to the Blue Rose Witches at the same time.

But in the end, I couldn't even keep my lane and broke my promise,

Even though I know I am a sinner,

Even though I knew that her eyes were still full of anger, I had no choice but to lie.

“I killed him with my own two hands. Bishop Setias. However, I am sorry. Because the situation was urgent, I had to resort to difficult methods to retrieve the body.”

And in response to my answer, Setias-

“Really?”

He asked back with cold eyes, the same eyes as those of a guard guarding a religious cult or those interrogating heretics.

        
            “Bishop Lee Lim. Did you kill the witch for sure?”

Setias asks a question with eyes so cold that I feel scared without realizing it.

“...”

widely-

Without realizing it, I had no choice but to take a step back.

Jump and jump -

Then the vicar took two steps closer to me, looked me directly in the eyes, and asked more detailed questions.

“Did you see it with your own eyes? Did you feel the touch of the sword until the end? Have you noticed the sensation of hitting your head with a hammer? Can you promise that you saw with your own eyes that your flesh was torn, your heart stopped working, and that you completely destroyed any possibility of life coming back?”

“... I'm sorry, but it's a bit awkward to talk about the way he was killed-”

“No. Please answer clearly. Did the witch vomit blood? Wasn't the color of that blood a little different from the color of blood you knew? Didn't you draw a magic circle on the floor with your hand behind your back? Isn't it possible that he used a decoy that looked exactly like him and deceived the bishop with illusions? Didn't you pretend to stop your heart by holding it in your own hands and look for an opportunity to escape? Bishop, can you answer that I carried out a perfect execution that negates all possibilities?”

“... Is it really necessary to go that far?”

“Yes. You have to do it at least like that. You should not think of witches as humans. They are clowns who treat people as tools. These are guys who can be treated as branches to play with, study, and satisfy their interests as they like and like. That's what a witch is. So even if they couldn't be captured, they are the ones who must be confirmed, even if it means death.”

In terms of depth of understanding of witches, Setias is definitely superior to me.

Therefore, as Setias, who has lived in this world for a long time about how dangerous witches are, and at the same time has the same bloodline as the witch as a descendant of the priests of Lihi, he clearly knows the seriousness of it, so the witch will find a loophole in my execution. In a way, it was natural to think that he might have escaped.

In that case, it may actually be me who made the wrong choice.

but-

More than that, there are also things I don't want to give up.

“... Didn’t you see that the witch was carrying a child?”

“... I saw it.”

“And yet you say that without even blinking?”

“... Yes.”

“Is it really impossible to see witches individually rather than as a whole?”

“...”

“The bishop I saw seems to regard the birth itself as the original sin rather than the acts they committed.”

wander around

I heard that witches who do not form a group, like the Witch Hunters and the Witches of the Blue Rose, are called wandering witches.

During the carriage journey to Ambrosia, Setias explained Sabbat.

Sabbat is also not about forming a group.

It's just that when someone holds a Sabat, the witches notice and come looking for them.

It is said that there are people you meet for the first time, and there are also people you have met several times.

Usually, when witches do something that could pose a threat to the nation, they get inspiration from that as a starting point.

Beings who were born as witches and live alone meet witches like themselves and gain inspiration.

There are many reasons.

They blow down mountains just because they want to have a big field to grow medicinal herbs, and spread plagues just because they weed.

A witch is someone who has one-dimensional thinking that does not know the extent of things, and does not know what is wrong with it.

But it's not like they're just making things up like that.

There have been several cases where witches who were inspired suddenly ran wild after the Sabbat, but it is said that what is actually done in the Sabbat itself is simply talking to each other, exchanging necessary items, and making love if the two feel like it.

Setias said that Sabbat is a ritual where witches begin to awaken as true witches, but to me, I only think that witches who lived alone and wanted to feel warmth rang a beacon of loneliness because they wanted to hug someone, even if it was just someone.

There was a time when I, too, fell into that kind of loneliness before I met Hwarim, Thistle, and everyone else.

So Setias-

She, not me-

Hwareuk-

She, whose friend was killed by a witch, looked straight into my eyes and answered with a spark that would never die out.

“... Bishop. Please keep this in mind. Even if the bishop saw a good witch somewhere, it was only a witch who had not yet committed any deed.”

The heat in those eyes was so hot that I eventually had no choice but to take a step back.

“Witches, even if they are envied by those around them to the point of being called saints, even if the world forgives, I will not forgive them.”

“... I understand.”

All I could do was try not to get burned by her anger, but at the same time, all I could do was hide the lies in my palms and take a step back.

“The witch is dead. It completely disappeared while smashing the hidden church with a hammer.”

“... What about Enin Knight Commander?”

“I stayed, saying I would confirm his death.”

“... I understand.”

...pot-

Setias' flames dimmed for a moment as he held my lie in his hand.

I try to take advantage of that opportunity to divert her attention as much as possible.

“So now, we have to do the next thing. Everything almost got ruined, but so far there has been no failure.”

“It is just as the Bishop said. I couldn't have dreamed that the Count's family was connected to the devil, so I suffered a lot of damage, but if I resolve this matter well, Princess Camellia will at least greatly help our church prosper.”

“I really wish you would.”

“It's not my place to say anything since you are the bishop's direct monarch, but even before the bishop became a knight, I continued to see Princess Camellia. At least he is the one who makes the calculations clear, as long as he fought against the family that rebelled against the country.”

Bringing up Camellia's story creates a certain sense of kinship.

And by stimulating that sense of kinship, he asks for help to defeat the remaining puppeteers.

“Would you please help me?”

And Setias responded with an expression that showed he was tired of my request for help.

“... I would rather ask. Bishop, did you intend to face this alone? Even though it is possible to be revived, it appears that a significant amount of magical energy has been used up.”

“Not only are there a lot of injured people in Lihier and you have expended quite a bit of magical power, but the puppeteer has nothing to do with the extermination of this demon and is connected to that individual.”

“If you say so, strictly speaking, I also brought in the bishop to resolve the bad relationship between witches and our church.”

“It means we have nothing to say to each other.”

“No. Grace does not forget. It was definitely a great grace for the bishop to help us. I can confirm this. This incident is just an extension of what our church has done, and Lehere will give unconditional friendship to the Deshade Church. I don't know if that will happen or not, but if there is a conflict with Red Purge and Rugal, Lihere will help the church no matter how outnumbered they are.”

An oath obtained by lies is just unpleasant.

So, I tried to talk back, wanting to somehow refute that declaration, but even that was blocked.

“... Still, I think that is too dangerous to say, but since you never know what our denomination will ask for or what mistakes you might make, it might be better not to say it carelessly.”

“No. Even if it won't take forever, at least I and the next bishop will make sure to help the Deshade Church.”

“Is there no opinion from the Archdiocese of Daum?”

“I’m pretty sure she’ll agree.”

“... That sounds like you will soon be able to meet the next bishop.”

I thought it was a joke.

I said that because it sounded to some that Setias would die in this fight and the next bishop would take over.

But Setias' answer was surprisingly serious.

“... It won’t take that long.”

“Yes?”

“... No. For now, I will have to be sparing with my words.”

“... Okay.”

With those words, the parish priest walks forward without stopping and gives orders to the people around him.

“Carnyl. Take care of the injured and handle the rest of the situation. I will go with Bishop Lee Lim to attack the remaining enemies behind the scenes.”

“Are you okay alone?”

“You have no choice but to be careful when dealing with living people, but if you are dealing with corpses from now on, there is no reason to be reluctant.”

“I understand. Still, I'm worried about being alone.”

“In that case, Lyudmila, Evanizer. Follow me.”

“We will be together.”

“I will burn them with Lord Lehier’s flame.”

Setias followed behind me, followed by Lyudmila with flowing red hair, and a witch hunter with dark blue long hair and half-smashed glasses.

“Rachal.”

thud-

I concentrate on looking at the puppeteer's puppets that are starting to come in and the threads in the air of the corpse being manipulated.

“The enemy is not human. There are no eyes to see.”

'corruption.'

What to aim for is clear.

There is no need to deal with the corpses one by one.

line.

It ends when you cut off all the threads that control the puppet.

“So from now on, in the name of the parish president, I allow you to unleash your power to deal with witches.”

so-

swing the sword

[Star Cluster]

Swish-

Kakakakakakakakakakakakakaang!

cut,

return to space,

After cutting again,

By cutting again,

cross,

creates stars.

A cross, a star containing another invisible blade.

Those stars broke all the threads.

Tou doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

At the same time, the dolls fell to the ground.

However, even though the threads are broken, they move again.

The corpses that had not yet fallen, clutching the threads, moved to reconnect the threads to the fallen corpses.

To stop it-

Three Witch Hunters leave at the same time.

[Triple chant – auxiliary interference allowed]

[Tacking Memorize]

[Pray. Women of Lehire.]

I dare say to the Lord, I must return the dead to where they belong.

No matter how they survived, they deserve a break.

Having seen enough of the day, it is now time to meet the night.

So, Lord Lehier.

From now on, we will use the power the Lord has given us to send them away.

I am doing two things.

The prayer that appears on the surface is both sincerity and a deception meant to be conveyed to Lehier.

The sincerity goes up to Lihier, and the prayer delivered in person prevents any possible interruption of the chanting as much as the number of prayers.

The real thing is the magic that the three Witch Hunters are channeling through their heads and are achieving by assisting each other.

Eventually, as soon as the prayer was over, the Witch Hunters who had completed a spell-

Freed the dead from the puppet master.

[Trans Pain La – Freaks]

Caw! Caw! Caw! Caw!

Food deud deud deuk-

Basss

Before I knew it, a flock of crows appeared and covered the corpses.

Grumbling-

RURRR!!!

And the crows began to blaze -

OK-

The corpses that were over 300 degrees old that were running toward us instantly turned to ashes.

The process is simple.

It caught fire and burned down before the flames were visible to the naked eye.

It's a different feeling from the grass that has maintained its original shape even though it's already burned, but crumbles as soon as you touch it.

Rather than specifying an area and causing flames there, it was an advanced magic that ignited flames on each piece and each cell and burned them cleanly all at once.

At the same time, it was also part of the magic used by witches.

“... It’s unpleasant.”

“Still, this was probably the best way for now.”

To deal with a witch, you ultimately have to use the witch's power.

And Setias inevitably decided to use the witch's power in order to quickly resolve the current situation.

The two Witch Hunters standing next to her agreed and comforted her as she expressed her displeasure, even though it was only to that extent.

So from now on,

All they do is trample on the remaining ashes and set out to find the puppeteer.

“Then, from now on, we will move in the direction of finding the puppet master as quickly as possible.”

“It’s a forced breakthrough. We will assist with the little things. Please show that you don’t back down.”

“I will go to the front line. I'll leave the wings to you.”

I start running slowly first, then run forward with all my might.

The three Witch Hunters also follow behind me and chant simultaneously.

After the soldiers had disappeared for a while, a group of knights who appeared to have replaced their threads appeared.

Pointing the sword at them,

I will not allow the corpses to be desecrated any longer,

Whilick-

Kaaang!

Cheer up!!!

We began to move forward, looking for the puppeteer and destroying the weapons flying towards us.

        
            'The replacement of the thread is all finished.'

Mabel swings the viscous thread.

Whirly lick-

Kiyiing-

Threads connected to 12 loops.

Crump-

As the threads are stirred in the air, the sound of the wind cutting through them is heard, and the joints scream as they bear the load.

'... It's a bit stiff, but it's not bad.'

Can not help it.

No matter how thin the thread is, when more than 10,000 threads are connected, it is difficult to withstand the weight.

Even more weight is added as she spreads a thin layer of viscous liquid that she made on the spot by combining ingredients on site.

still,

Although it was a temporary expedient, it was definitely an efficient choice.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

Anyway, the number of threads in my hand has decreased to less than half compared to the beginning.

While Mabel was working on creating a liquid to give viscosity to the thread, the enemies burned the corpses of about half the number of dolls they had.

'Now the threads no longer break easily. This is enough.'

What Mabel judged to be the most threatening right now was,

Star Cluster, a technique used by Lee Rim and Hwarim.

No matter how many troops can be handled, the moment all the threads that need to control them simultaneously are cut, the puppeteer can no longer be a puppeteer.

So a plan had to be prepared quickly, and Mabel had it ready in just a few minutes.

Kiiing-

Mabel tries to pull the thread with the thread hanging from each other, but as expected, neither of the threads break, but rather they rub against each other smoothly and push away.

The threads she originally prepared were iron threads made by pulling out long pieces of steel.

The existing steel thread was replaced with a thread that could impart viscosity.

The ingredients are-

Human bone marrow, seawater rich in salt by dissolving salt to the limit, blood possessed only by a very small number of humans who have both types of antigens without antibodies, and -

The obsession that people remember while dying and not wanting to be separated from those they love the most.

Mix it all together, and soak the skeins for about 10 minutes to make new yarn.

Red thread.

Compared to the fine-thickness iron thread that was originally used, the thickness is the same, but it stands out because of the color, but the red thread that has been completed will not break no matter what happens.

Lastly, Mabel infused the demon's red magic power, so the opponent's swords could no longer be cut no matter how great their swords were.

Therefore, from now on, the enemies will have to deal with the remaining dolls while giving up on the threads, which can never be cut and can only be bent.

'Thanks to you, I will definitely lose my stamina for now.'

In addition, most of the dolls that have already been lost are actually just moving corpses of soldiers and knights.

In fact, Mabel gathered around her the Black Lions and Priest Knights, who had high utility value and were much stronger than knights or soldiers, and whose bodies had been trained throughout their lives, without losing a single one.

'70 nines is enough. Being able to secretly retrieve the items from the basement was the best decision to capture Seung-gi.'

Before the church group entered the castle, I actually thought it would be quite difficult.

That's because the bodies of the black lions picked up from the central square in front of the castle or the sanctuary were so badly damaged that even Mabel, no matter how hard she tried to piece them together, found it difficult to use them properly.

So, out of the total number of Black Lions in the Count's house, the number of corpses of Black Lions that cannot be reused is between 30 and 50.

Therefore, the number of Black Lions that Mabel had until that point was only about 20.

After finishing the fight in the basement of the Lord's Castle, the members of the church came out without burning the bodies of the Black Lions.

That was a great opportunity for Mabel.

Mabel, who noticed that most of the corpses in the basement were fine despite the big fight thanks to the eavesdropping magic installed in the basement in advance, immediately made the church group come out of the castle, chased them away, and took out the corpses of the fallen black lions from the castle. He joined his unit.

The number is around 50 people.

Even though the church party and the Pendragon worked hard to cut them down, there were 50 corpses that could be immediately moved without much repair.

So in conclusion, we can only say that it was truly an opportunity to secure 70 black lions.

Mabel hastened to reinforce it.

The body is dismantled and reconstructed not only to reinforce it, but to make it even more secure.

He constantly sets up soldiers and knights as meat shields on the battlefield and at the same time induces street fighting to slow down the advance, and in the rear, he exposes the skin and penetrates deep into the body with the threads that he had only hung on the outside of his body.

The joints, the spine, the dead internal organs, the deepest parts of the heart, and the brain were all connected via red threads.

Then, all the thread was sewn and threaded between the muscles and bones, and then red magic power was injected.

With that alone, Mabel succeeded in turning her into a puppet that could even use 'sacred magic', the secret art of the dead Black Lions when they were alive.

So Mabel finished all the work in just 20 minutes.

Burrr-

Intoxicated by his own greatness, he hugged his body in his arms and trembled in place.

“... Ahhh! Are you saying you really never get tired of it? I think I'm really outstanding. How can all the hastily conceived things succeed without any failures? This is probably why the idiots in the Demon Territory are jealous of me and hate me. What a sinful woman.”

Everything is finished.

The location was also moved successfully.

Mabel hit Bae Su-jin.

The location is on the port side.

After continuously driving the opponents into street fighting from the square in front of the castle, he went to the dock and gathered the Black Lions with his back to the ship standing far away on one side of the port.

“Hmph- Hmph~”

Crunchy!

“Mmm~ It tastes refreshing. At this rate, I might be able to give you about 10 gold.”

It is a habit to replenish sugar after working hard to compensate for your hard work.

Although she is actually in the Demon Territory, most of the dolls Mabel makes have a sense of taste as they are used to obtain materials from other places that cannot be easily obtained in the Demon Territory.

The moment she bit into the yellow fruit, her mood quickly improved due to the sweet and sour taste that filled her mouth and the ample moisture it contained.

“Of course, the merchant who sold this must have disappeared somewhere. But anyway, I didn’t kill him.”

These are clean fruits picked up from the messy market we passed by on the way to the dock.

The merchant picked up fruit from a non-existent stall.

Since even citizens living in the city were mobilized to attack Lihere, the Blue Rose Witch, and the Deshade Church, there was a high possibility that the store owner died fighting as a soldier somewhere.

licking-

Mabel, who had eaten a pear for the first time that did not exist in the Demon Territory, licked her fingers, thinking that if she had the chance someday, she would try the same fruit again.

And even at that moment-

Duddudduduk-

Chrrr!

The weight of the threads on the hook on the finger continues to become lighter.

“Heung, heung, hehehe~ Hehehehehe~”

Tutu tutuk-

Tututuk-

Ride, ride, ride!

As you sit in the wooden box that the sailors would have brought and hum a tune, you can hear the rhythmic sound of the threads breaking that were connected to the corpses of soldiers and knights.

Mabel roughly woven the remaining knights and soldiers with viscous red thread and sent them to the front lines.

Unable to cut the threads, the people of the cult now have no choice but to lay down the corpses directly, so they are approaching by beheading, burning, and mutilating them.

'Approximately 500 strands.'

Whilick-

Kiiing-

When a handful of useless threads appear, Mabel retrieves them with a snap of her fingers.

'The returned threads should be strengthened by connecting them to the Black Lion over there.'

The threads recovered in this way are reconnected to the Black Lions and move more smoothly according to her will, as if lubricating oil had been poured into the magic tool.

One side approaches with a series of tense street battles, and the quality of the black lions gradually increases as the low-quality dolls, which they had not originally expected, are used up.

As a strategy, she had already won, so there seemed to be no reason for Mabel to suffer further defeat.

but,

The moment she thought that, Mabel felt bad and frowned sharply.

The excitement caused by the success of the improvised thread modification and the heightened tension caused by eating the fruit quickly subsided.

'It's been like that before. 'The moment I lost every time was now.'

I've been through it twice, so I can't handle it anymore.

You cannot let your guard down, and even though you think everything is perfect, there is a factor for defeat lurking somewhere that you are not aware of.

And she-

I lived my whole life without knowing all that, but I realized it when a man started to become involved in my life.

‘Irim. Soul disease Lee Rim. Damn you, you fucking curse my life.'

Realized, it has become.

“...”

Rattling-

So, Mabel stood up, checked once again the number of enemies approaching her, and checked the status of the threads connected to the Black Lions -

At the same time, I began to look back on my life, not knowing where the problem originated.

        
            A puppet master of the demon race.

Mabel Kiss Nature.

She was not born into a famous noble family with great power and enormous wealth, but was an ordinary demon girl and the child of a prostitute.

Mabel was clearly a demon child, but she did not look like a demon from the moment she was born.

As a demon, weakness is considered a sin, but the girl who did not feel weak or despised by cute things wanted a doll.

No one cared anyway.

No matter what a prostitute's child walked down the street, picking up something or doing a job, no one even paid attention to the child, even though she was a girl.

She doesn't even know who her parents are.

A child born to a prostitute who met a man just to survive because she was born weak, and who took on customers one after another without even having time to separate the child, or by a prostitute who preyed on customers who even found her appearance attractive.

Mabel, one of those children commonly seen on the streets, created a doll that could not be called a doll by herself as a child by weaving pieces of wood and fabric together.

But it was Mabel's first possession, and at the same time, the first thing she had built with her own hands.

I was so happy about that.

However, the joy was short-lived, as the thing that could only be called trash on the outside was mercilessly stepped on by a customer at the brothel and was destroyed.

Mabel could only hide behind the door and watch, crying, unable to do anything.

so-

The little demon girl decided to become strong.

'I teach myself.'

People were killed and taken as trophies, but the useless books were exchanged for almost free money by paying only a penny and read.

She gained a lot of knowledge, and based on that, she used various demons.

Sometimes he would trap customers at a brothel and force them to empty their pockets of everything, and sometimes he would gain the trust of people from noble families by giving them helpful advice.

In this way, Mabel was known as a slightly outstanding child found in brothels.

'Gather wealth.'

Next, starting from the compensation obtained from the beginning, the money and other valuables have been managed thoroughly.

Knowing that knowledge and money were the cornerstones, Mabel held on tightly to the money she had acquired through various means and hid it to prevent it from being taken away.

'Make connections.'

Next, in order to protect everything, she tenaciously clung to the noble families who liked her, forming a protective shield.

From that moment, Mabel prepared poisons, tricks, and curses to kill political opponents as the nobles requested.

Most of the demons preferred head-to-head combat, but Mabel's messy methods, which could be seen as weak, in defeating the strong who were several levels above her, were preferred by the weaker demons who lacked strength.

When everything is ready-

Mabel set up her workshop.

A workshop to make the doll you've been dreaming of.

A workshop equipped with a mirror to reflect on your true self as a puppeteer.

From then on, there was no need for asylum.

She immediately made battle dolls first, was hired as a mercenary by nobles, and participated in several all-out wars against political enemies.

Mabel, who played an active part in the all-out war between nobles, gained fame, the power to protect herself, and the power to do anything she wanted to do, and she proved it.

And that victory was not a coincidence; it continued continuously because she achieved it through her own efforts.

The winning streak continued, and Mabel never suffered defeat until no one could look down on her anymore.

That's how thorough, desperate, and careful Mabel was every time.

The girl who just wanted to have her own doll became Mabel Kissnature, the best puppeteer in the demon world, using that as the driving force.

She was like that-

suffered two defeats.

-------------------------------

Flash-

Mabel, who closed her eyes for a moment to accurately count the number of threads, opened her eyes after letting go of the past in an instant.

'At first I thought it was a mistake.'

That's what happened in the demon's castle.

Even though I had to work in a place much further away than the Demon Territory, I accepted it thinking it wouldn't be too difficult, and thinking about it now that I fought with my mind connected to only one prototype of a high-end battle doll that I planned to sell to simple nobles, I was bound to face defeat. There was a lot of room, but there was too much.

'But after the second one I felt something was off.'

But she couldn't understand the second defeat.

The part where he modified the body of a werewolf he liked, turned him into a doll, ate people who had immortal organs or something, and hid in the basement of Ars Magna was clearly successful.

Mabel thought that if she had continued to kidnap wizards and alchemists and obtained magical power comparable to that of the Demon Lord, she would probably have been able to defeat the leader of the place.

However, he was defeated by the same person again.

Although he was defeated because a piece of the werewolves' souls had mixed with his own mind, even considering that, he could not understand the process that led to his defeat.

So Mabel had a slightly longer break this time.

He excised the werewolf consciousness from his own mind, and spent time reflecting on himself while helping the Dawn Priest family, which he had been doing ever since.

As a result, Mabel-

I found out the name of the inevitable bond that exists between myself and that man.

The name of that bridle is-

[fate]

'It's fate... Ha! I just thought that such emotional concepts would never exist.'

fate.

They become intertwined with each other.

That's not just empty words, it's proven destiny.

The human Irim interferes with the puppeteer Mabel, and the puppeteer Mabel comes to hate the human Irim.

All of this was confirmed by an astrologer who said that Mabel was the best among the demonic spirits, and because she couldn't believe that alone, she proved it by seeing the heavenly bodies herself.

So, even though Mabel didn't want to admit it, she had no choice but to admit it and accept it.

It is something decided by fate.

No matter what happens, Lee Rim gets in the way no matter where he is or what he does.

It is a fate that would not have existed originally, but a fate that was slowly formed from the moment Lee Rim's soul came here and became tightly bound together.

The beggarly entanglement that could only be said to have been passed on to the world beyond the gods seemed nothing but absurd to Mabel, who considered herself complete, as it was an entanglement at the level of a disaster that she had never calculated.

Still, Mabel doesn't give up.

“Destiny. Yes, it's fate. In that case, fuck fate.”

I didn't know that the concept of fate existed, but I proved it.

That is, if you think about it again, being able to prove the existence of fate means that if you can interfere with that fate, you can grab it and shake it and change it from its original nature.

“It’s simple. Just kill that man. If that man is a loss to me, it will be over once I overcome it.”

The first and last trial.

The flawless life of a woman named Mabel Kissnature, achieved only through hard work.

Mabel thought that the world was so strange that it must have thrown a rock into an otherwise healthy lake on purpose.

In that case, Mabel just has to sink the rock he threw and calm the lake like it did before.

...Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-Tap-

Suddenly-

Sigh!

Cheer up!

Soon the commotion started to get closer.

The enemies joined in.

The people of the Deshade Church who started from the Lord's Castle, and Lee Rim and the Witch Hunters who helped him left from the Sanctuary.

Mabel intentionally let him join too.

In any case, to overcome fate, you must win even under the worst conditions.

If a die that is confirmed to come up with a 1 is thrown into the sky, you can touch it in the air several times before it falls and rotate it until a 6 comes up.

This is a fight between that man and Mabel.

And at the same time, the fight between fate and Mabel.

“Welcome. Thank you for coming.”

Soon, Mabel greeted the humans who had cut down all the remaining soldiers and knights from the alleys of the port.

There are four Witch Hunters.

There is one succubus that I saw before in the demon's castle.

There is one apostle with a sword that can break magic.

There is one female soul disease that feels as much hatred as the man.

Although it felt out of place, there was one female prisoner who had the blood of the most people on her mask.

And in the middle of it-

It’s been a while since we met-

And I hate it more than anyone else here-

Although no one else knows, there was a man, Lee Rim, who made me think of the thought of killing you painfully with my own hands.

After running for a while, cutting down soldiers and knights, Lee Rim was able to see Mabel's appearance and spoke as she looked at Mabel with her back to the huge old sailboat sitting on a box.

“... I thought I was spinning around, but I never thought I would be at the dock. Did you try to escape by boat? But why haven’t you left yet?”

“Leave? who? I? Why am I leaving?”

“I'm already feeling dirty, but didn't you think that if they reused the corpses of dead people and made this into a mess, they would immediately search for it if they found it in front of me?”

“Oh my, shouldn’t we think a little differently this time? The things here are not things I killed, they are things you killed. I just brought it back to life and recycled it. Let’s examine the causal relationship.”

“... Yes. We are the ones who killed him.”

The man's voice flows into Mabel's mind as if imprinted on it.

Even though there is a one-time process through the doll, you definitely get the feeling that you are talking face to face.

Mabel was immersed in playing with dolls and was excited that Lee Rim appeared in front of her.

“Still. This is between the Count family and us. It is a human story created by the interconnection of each other's choices and countless stories intertwined, and it is a human fate that there should be no room for you to interfere.”

“... Destiny, destiny.”

“Yes. This is a human story. There were demons, witches, dead ancestors of the count, living descendants of the count, and even ancient beings, but it's definitely a story we started and will end with. As a demon from a distant demon territory, it was not your place to step in and beat the candle at the end.”

“... Hehe- So you're going to treat me and Mabel as nothing more than a nuisance?”

“You look no different from a drunken person who only talks about himself, so how would you like me to treat you differently?”

Mabel, who heard those words-

I was angry.

“... Drunk? A saboteur? How dare you treat me like an uninvited guest? Are you considered a reveler who storms the stage and ruins everything?”

In order to overcome fate, he prepared all these things to kill only Lee Rim, but the man on the other side is saying such things.

Even though he himself has been at the center of all these stories of usurpation, demons, and witches, and has been involved for much longer than that, there is a man in front of him who treats him like an angular stone that has been rolled around.

So Mabel had no choice but to be angry.

“B. Don't compare yourself to those things! I am! Mabel Kiss Nature is the woman who will break fate!!!”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

Move your fingers.

Stir the threads connected to the loop.

Crunch-

Cheolkeong-

The movement of anger made the Black Lions raise their swords.

“Let me correct this! I will personally be the ordeal of your stories, to the point where you think everything you've experienced so far is just nothing! I won't be the last one to ruin all of this, but I'll show you the strength to feel like I was the main one!!!”

[Sword Protect]

Holy magic surrounds the bodies of the black lions holding suicide swords.

However, sanctity is nowhere to be found.

Phage support-

By using only red magic, a barrier was created that shattered the surrounding area like a whip, even though it was obviously a defensive magic.

The one swinging is Dongguijin's sword, but since the black lions are already dead, the only one who dies is the opponent.

The puppeteer, who had made up for even the Countess's weaknesses with her own strength, and Mabel, who was trying to do her best against fate, crossed her arms and looked at Lee Rim through them and shouted.

“I’ll kill you! Lee Rim! And I will crush it! everything about you! No need for any order! Or die late and watch them lose everything! If you die early and wake up again, you will be wrapped up in the feeling of defeat! The outcome is fixed! I'm going to temper everything here! I will destroy you! Just like you did to me! I will do the same for you too!!!”

Clap-

When you move your finger, the Priest Knight steps forward.

A knight who cut down everything, clad in red holy magic that shattered the surroundings like a whip, just like the black lions, stepped forward, representing the feelings of the puppeteer.

“So from now on, I, Mabel Kissnature, will undo the usurpation, show you destruction worse than the devil, and bring disaster worse than witches to you.”

At the same time, the swords of the opponents rushed forward towards the puppeteer, and the final battle began at the count's port.

        
            While moving with two Witch Hunters, including the Bishop of Setias.

As we fought our way forward through street fighting, we were able to join the Thistles from the Yeongju Castle side.

From then on, we moved forward without hesitation, breaking through the market while exchanging information from the sanctuary and the lord's castle without informing the witch hunters who knew nothing that we had been in charge of assassinating the count under the secret order of Princess Camellia. It's just that.

Cutting down soldiers and knights, pushing the corpses straight ahead.

After joining everyone in the church, it felt like I was being guided.

No, I was actually induced.

There was no need to explore Astesia, but knights and soldiers continued to rush in from one side like a current.

We couldn't let go of the tension as there were guys hiding in various parts of the complex market and popping out, but at the same time, they gave us directions as if they were ants in hell, telling us to come in.

Let’s move forward by continuing to pierce, cut, and burn through it.

Crackling-

“Welcome. Thank you for coming.”

I met Mabel, who had a red thread hanging from a ring on her finger and was controlling it all.

To be honest, we didn't expect that he would be waiting for us at the dock, with his back to the sea, calmly sitting on a wooden box that wasn't even hiding his appearance.

Of course, the opponent is a puppeteer.

If you can hide yourself and fight remotely with just puppets, it is obviously to your advantage to maintain that tactic.

But Mabel kept guiding us.

At first, two groups set out to deal with the army of corpses from the lord's castle and sanctuary.

What the two groups experienced was a street battle, but it was not a melee where the direction of the puppeteer could not be determined, but a deliberate guidance that allowed anyone to see where the puppeteer was.

If it were me, I would have thought he would have used the tactic of moving the position without stopping for a moment, making the enemies circle the territory again and again, and connecting threads to the corpses lying on the ground to bring them back to life and send them to the front line, but on the contrary, the puppet master confidently revealed his location.

I guess that's what the puppeteer wants, and what he wants from us,

Head-to-head competition.

And I became convinced of that after seeing and talking to the puppeteer.

I thought it was the end of the story and tried to close the book, but the interrupter stuck his hand in and blocked it.

From my perspective, it was natural for me to feel that way about the puppeteer, but when I immediately treated her like that upon discovering her, she became angry and denied what I said.

“... Drunk? A saboteur? How dare you treat me like an uninvited guest? Are you considered a reveler who storms the stage and ruins everything?”

If that wasn't enough, Mabel showed her anger like a fire and shouted at us.

“B. Don't compare yourself to those things! I am! Mabel Kiss Nature is the woman who will break fate!!!”

And at the end, she glared at us and declared.

“I’ll kill you! Lee Rim! And I will crush it! everything about you! No need for any order! Or die late and watch them lose everything! If you die early and wake up again, you will be wrapped up in the feeling of defeat! The outcome is fixed! I'm going to temper everything here! I will destroy you! Just like you did to me! I will do the same for you too!!!”

To bring destruction,

To take everything we have,

They say it will be such a disaster that it will make all the stories written on the pages previously turned to nothing.

And at that moment, there were no longer soldiers or knights among the enemies blocking us, and the quality of the puppets controlled by the puppeteer changed.

In terms of type alone, there are two types.

One is a black lion holding a sword, and the other is a black lion holding a lance.

They are all elite members of the count family and use suicide swords.

To be precise, it would be more accurate to say, ‘It was people.’

Although the black lions being recycled by the puppeteer were clearly corpses, they still retained the sharpness they had when alive.

Boom-

humming-

Whirly lick-

The Black Lions are swinging their weapons powerfully by stretching their joints to the limit, as if being tested by being pulled by Mabel's thread, but at the same time, thanks to delicate control, they are not broken and are moving like living people, and in fact, some of them are showing skills beyond what they were alive.

The Black Lions are beyond their lifetime, beyond their prime, and have become able to flexibly wield their expendable bodies to the limit.

Even in the face of such black lions in front of them, the Witch Hunters were not nervous and calmly formed a formation at my request.

“Bishop Setias. Considering the chant, could I ask the Witch Hunters to come to the rear?”

“It’s okay. There's no need to go to the rear, so let's stand in the middle row. If there are three people, they can fill in the gaps, so the chanting will never be interrupted. We will move forward and fight together.”

“Okay.”

Since he had to take on the role of a wizard, he thought about sending the witch hunters to the rear, but Setias answered that if he, Lyudmila, and a long-haired dark blue witch hunter wearing glasses were present, he could take charge of the middle line while chanting, so he did not hesitate if that was the case. .

However, when the principal and the other two witch hunters all treated Ingrid as if she were not present, Ingrid carefully approached the side and announced her presence.

“... Hey, Vicar? There are four people.”

“Hey, Ingrid. Was it there?”

“Eeeee... We were together all the way through the market.”

“It was like that. sorry. When you chant simultaneously with many people, you often miss out on information that would come into your head. Still, Ingrid. Didn’t Ingrid know how to assist others in chanting?”

“Uh, um... that’s true, though. But first of all, I'm a witch hunter like the parishioners... I feel a little lonely because they don't care... hehe-”

“Phew... Didn’t we say this every time? The hymns we sing are also training to get used to the magical assistance, so we always tell them to be present whenever we sing the hymns. Since he always runs away somewhere, it becomes difficult to move with us at such important times. In any case, two people are enough to help with Youngchang's auxiliary intervention. Ingrid, please help others.”

“Keu... I understand.”

“Then, Ruba. We will also join the Witch Hunters.”

“Is it middle-aged?! Indeed, you are taking over the wings!! Okay!!!”

After hearing Ingrid's scolding, everyone who had coordinated their opinions formed a line in front of the Black Lions.

The four Witch Hunters, Thistle, and Luba stood side by side.

'good. The wings are ready. Then I guess I'll take the lead.'

Crash.

I become a shield in front of him and take one step forward.

And next to me,

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

widely.

Hwarim stands with him.

“No matter how much armor you have, it will be difficult to survive alone. I’ll be with you, Lee Rim.”

“Yes, but... is it okay? Unlike me, Hwarim doesn’t have armor.”

“If Lee Rim were with you, wouldn’t it be like splitting it in half? In any case, they know and we know that since the opponent is a commander called the Puppet Master, the only strategy is to force a breakthrough. If you take it roughly and spill it, the people behind you will accept it. We're only targeting puppeteers.”

“Well, I guess that’s the norm. Okay.”

So, I took the right side of the leader and Hwarim took the left side.

Now the front line and middle line are equipped.

At the same time, the black lions in front of us formed a formation to match our movements.

Black lions holding long swords advance to the front line, and black lions holding lances form a middle line in the gap between them.

In the back row are a priest knight and a puppeteer.

Behind us, Astesia is hiding and waiting near the market entrance in case of emergency, but we even calculated that the puppeteer might have noticed her presence.

'Whoa... you're strong. Are we supposed to break through that from now on?'

At first glance, the knights, made up of suicide swords clad in defensive magic, had no idea where to start and could not help but sigh.

Especially now, they do not think about each other, struggle with each other, and make supporting movements while maintaining human intelligence.

The knights are managed by only one brain, commander and puppeteer Mabel, who simultaneously moves the threads.

It can only be said that the enemy has become more difficult as it has become possible to make mechanically integrated movements, excluding the mistakes that humans can make and the side effects that occur due to collisions between accidents.

It reminds me of the demon warriors I met before, but it is even more perfect because it doesn't even have those side effects.

'are you okay. Don't be scared. They are dead anyway. On the contrary, there is a disadvantage in that it is difficult to create variables because there is no will. I may have been able to swing my suicide sword sharper than before, but it also means that it has become more difficult than I thought to flexibly modify my movements to suit the situation.'

Still, I thought something would work out if Hwarim was by my side.

'And right now, next to me is Hwarim, who can predict my movements more reliably than anyone else.'

so,

The fight began with the priests of the two evil gods, Lihere and Deshade, shouting for blessings.

“Lehier! Give us the strength to overcome adversity!”

“Deshade. Please allow us to embrace the dead and return them to where they belong.”

[Armena – Alumena – Naplaxena]

Faaah!

The prayers of the Witch Hunters and Thistle combine to manifest as divine protection, and a gray shield appears in front of everyone.

A gray shield that corresponds to the red magic shield worn by black lions.

Wearing that shield, we ran forward vigorously.

        
            “The power of offset! Just keep pushing!”

Hearing Setias' cry, he put his shoulder towards the black lion.

OK,

Cheer up!

The gray shield and the red shield collided and disappeared.

[Suicide Sword]

Afterwards, the Black Lions' suicide swords stab me and Hwarim in the front line.

“Let’s go, Lee Rim.”

“Okay.”

However, a sword that can only kill one person at most.

““Rachal.””

thud-

Swordsmanship that only enforces honest exchange in a one-on-one situation feels like a trivial sword to the soul soldiers who had to charge in thousands against over ten thousand opponents in the first place.

Huh-

Kagagaga River!

humming-

Sigh!

My sword bounces up the swords, and Hwarim deeply cuts the necks of the black lions one after another.

Tootuk!

Tuk!

Two black lions were cut by our swords and lay on the ground with their heads down. Two more black lions filled the empty space and swung their swords.

[Suicide Sword]

“Back.”

“Yes. Let’s let it go.”

Swish-

Wow!

Instead, we dig right into it, go inside the gap between the swords, and hit the black lions with our elbows, pushing them back to where we were standing just a moment ago.

That was greeted by the people standing in the middle row.

“It’s our turn. Can I match it for you? Apostle.”

“I would be grateful if you could make up for my shortcomings.”

“I understand. Well then - let's try it. Ki kick.”

Cheer up!

First, the gray shield surrounding Thistle and Ingrid destroys the red shield of the black lions who missed the sword.

Next, Ingrid's sword cut off both arms and legs of a black lion.

Chamjwaaa!

After thistle's claymore hit the shoulder of the remaining black lion and pressed it in,

“Inhale!”

Quad deud deuk-

It was cut off and pulled out along with the breastplate.

So the two black lions lie down on the ground again.

At the same time, the Witch Hunters spread out to the left and right along with Luba.

“Move. We have wings. Lyudmila and Ebinizer will take the right wing, and Ruba and I will take the left wing. Please continue to support Yeongchang.”

I will accept “ people. Bishop.”

“I will leave the giving of the chant to the parish priest.”

Setias and Luba stand on the left, and Lyudmila and Evinizer stand on the right.

[Suicide Sword]

Cheer up!

“There is no guesswork. A sword wielded by a non-living corpse that lacks will and has lost its name cannot reach our necks, no matter how sharp it is!”

They also hit their respective shields against the black lions and destroyed them, then continued the fight against the suicide sword that had finished charging once.

Afterwards,

In the face of the banner swords boasting of their sharpness aimed at the face, the swords only move forward with Luba's shout that heightens the fighting spirit.

“Forward!! from now on!! from now on!! Advance!! Advance!! Advance!!! Los!! Los!! Los!!! Just like this, we’re digging in to the front!!!”

Kakakakakakang!

Cheer up!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

We formed a line like that and began to burrow into the inside of the puppet master's Bae Su-jin, with our backs to the sailboat and the sea water.

-------------------------------

Kakakakakang!

Cheer up!

Sigh!

“... Chiit!”

Weapons and armor make harsh noises, and the sounds of severed limbs and heads falling to the ground fill the room, while the sound of a puppeteer clicking his tongue can be heard.

Aiming at that sound, Hwarim and I do not stop walking, pushing away the black lions that are constantly blocking our view.

Sigh!

Cheer up!

Phuuk-

“Irim. Please do it twice.”

“Okay!”

After hearing Hwarim's request, he strikes forward faster, countering the red shield with a gray shield and catching it with the pouring black armor, then swings the lance to the side, grabs it, and pulls it in, thrusting the black sword into the black lion's body.

Meanwhile, a gray shield was regenerated in front of Hwarim again.

This is all possible because there is a gap between divine magic and divine protection.

The red shield of the black lions who must swing the suicide sword collides with the gray shield and disappears.

On the other hand, the gray shield that protects us is restored within 3 seconds after it disappears.

Use it actively.

The protection bestowed by the two gods covers us again and again as we move forward without stopping.

“Inhale!”

bang!

Kakakakang!

Drudduddudduk-

He hits the three black lions with his shoulder and, even as he falls, uses his armor to block the swords and lances swung by the black lions.

“Ugh... Ahhh!!!”

The powerful attacks that collide over and over again are dull enough to make you forget to breathe, but it's a bonus to be able to withstand them with your spirit.

Phew!

In the meantime, one of the long swords missed the armor and penetrated the gap in the armor and the inside of the elbow, but without stopping, he swung the black sword and cut down the red shields.

Cheer up!

The opportunity I created by charging forward without stopping and catching the Black Lions,

“Well done. Lee Rim.”

Tatak-

Hwarim takes two fierce steps from behind to forward and stabs the Black Lions with three consecutive strikes.

Swish-

Wow!

'This is the sound of splitting hair.'

Tduduk-

Pitch-

'This is the sound of a head being blown off.'

Peeing-

Kaaaang!

“Tch!”

'Is the last sound blocked by the protective gear?'

Hwarim's first attack split the black lion's head, the second blew off half of the head, and the third bounced off the black lion's bracelet as it suddenly straightened its posture.

'Then I'll have to deal with the third guy.'

Immediately after I recognized all of this, including the sight of the blind spot that was not visible through sound, I linked the gap in Hwarim.

'Back, about this much.'

Whilick-

Looking forward without turning his head, he held the sword backwards and stabbed backwards.

OK-

Tduduk-

I felt the tip of the sword pierce something.

“Well done. You went in correctly.”

It's a success.

When I heard Hwarim's voice, it seemed like the sword I swung had clearly cut off the back of the black lion's neck as it tried to counterattack.

Keep pace and connect.

'from now on. along. Until you see the puppeteer-'

It digs into Bae Su-jin in a wedge shape.

“Luba! Just a little more speed!”

“Yes!! Okay!!!”

Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap!

There was no one who could not follow.

‘Push with mass. There is no need to deal with all the Black Lions. Let's go backwards and break through with just one point!'

Kwaaa!!!

The country's strongest shield steps forward,

Cheer up!

“I will restore your shield, just for a moment. Apostle.”

“Just leave it to me.”

Boom-

Sigh!

Each of them is surrounded by the ever-replenishing protection of the gods,

We trust each other and keep moving forward.

Then, contrary to plan, did it feel threatening that the Black Lions' phalanx was easily pushed aside by us and split apart?

“Ugh...!”

The puppeteer's moans can be heard as he rapidly flaps his arms.

but,

The more we do this, the more firmly we move forward.

Kang!

Throw away the sword.

Kakakakang!

The remaining weapons do not pierce the armor and dodge.

Sigh!

Hwarim swung his sword sharply and cut off the Black Lions' wrists.

Phew!

It stops the movement by piercing the eyebrows one after another and stirring the threads.

This time, the black lions holding lances behind them aimed at Hwarim, who had finished the move.

In that case, this assistant is me.

Ssss!

Kkkk!

The lances that passed me and aimed at Hwarim were stopped by grabbing them with the gauntlet.

Kwaaang!

Sometimes, if they are confronted with someone who cannot swing a sword, they swing their fist holding the sword instead of a weapon and plunge it into the face of the black lions.

The Black Lions that couldn't be dealt with just ask the people behind them.

There is only one tactic.

Head-on breakthrough.

By one point.

But with a wedge.

Go straight ahead.

There is also one trick to keeping the formation from collapsing.

All mixed together.

Get along with the people next to you,

Continuing the connection,

Many imitate one.

“Ljudmilla! Just a little more strength-”

Ssss!

“Qu-”

Quaaa!

“No guesswork!!!”

“, thank you. Little knight.”

Luva deflects the lance aimed at Setias by swinging her round shield widely from bottom to top.

Phew!

“Holy shit...”

“Ingrid!”

Wow-

“Are you okay?! Ingrid!”

“This is what it is... It will get better if you apply acupuncture. Ki kick.”

When the lance pierced Ingrid's thigh, Thistle swung the claymore with all her might and saved the black lion by not cutting off its upper body starting from its chest, but shattering its bones and blowing them away.

As time goes by, it is inevitable that the wounds in the body will increase, blood will flow out, and puncture holes will form.

Since it is a reckless rush, it is greedy to hope that there will be no damage.

Even what the opponent uses is a suicide sword.

The gray shield is being used up just to offset the black lions' red shield.

Numerical superiority is based on absolute calculation.

Every time the suicide swords are swung, they break shields, cut off arms, pierce legs, and somehow try to achieve a 1:1 exchange.

The reason why it has been possible so far not to go along with it is because of what we, Witch Hunters, have dealt with so far in our lives-

Because witches and demons were enemies that could not be overcome unless each of them risked their own lives.

So, by steadily pushing forward one step at a time, we broke through the waves of black lions and found the puppeteer.

        
            A puppeteer who stood on a wooden box and controlled the puppets.

Mabel Kiss Nature.

After the battle started, I couldn't see what the black lions were doing because their black cloaks were flapping around, blocking my view, but I was finally able to see their faces again.

The face of the puppeteer we met again,

“Gross, bug-like bastards...!”

It was extremely distorted as it saw us coming so close.

so-

Now that we have found the commander who leads all these Black Lions, even using the ignorant tactic of breaking through one point, what we need to do now is:

An action that draws the attention of the puppeteer even a little and makes them careless about controlling the black lions, thereby relieving the burden on others.

in other words,

It's about opening the mouth.

“It’s been a while! Puppeteer! It’s been a while since we met face to face, right?!!”

“Throw it away you bastard!!!”

It doesn't matter whether we exchanged greetings a little while ago or just met each other right around the corner from Yeongju Castle.

The distorted artificial face of the puppeteer, who treated me passionately no matter what he said, seemed to have no reason to add more surface muscles, so even though I was very angry, the blood vessels did not become prominent.

still,

This is just the beginning.

“When you introduced yourself earlier, you said you were a woman who would break fate, right? First of all, I don't know if there really is a concept of fate in this world, but I think of fate as a concept similar to childhood?!”

“... Shut up! A guy who swings weapons like a cockroach!!!”

“I don’t know if that’s why, but I’m just so envious of the fact that a demon like you, who is probably much older than me, maintains such a childlike spirit! Even if I try to recall words like fate and childishness, I must have buried them in my memory when I was young, and I can't even think of them! It's really amazing! amazing! Mabel! A puppeteer who never lost his innocence!!!”

Pap-deuk-

“... You fucking- shut up! Don't talk to me! Fuck you!!!”

'good. Did it work? No, but I think I'm a little too angry. 'It won't backfire, right?'

Mabel, perhaps reacting to the word fate, childhood innocence, or even the word age, violently waved her arms and moved the Priest Knight who had been standing in a position to protect her until the end.

Saaaaeaaac-

‘Holy shit! It's fast-'

The sword wielded by the Priest Knight, Heritage Dawn Priest, the sword that carries Mabel's anger and cuts everything, was swung in an instant, aiming for the gap in my helmet.

“Irim! You stepped too far forward!”

Kakakakang!!!

“... Sorry!”

Hwarim managed to stop it in his haste.

A total of four swings.

All of them were trying to cut down me and Hwarim at the same time.

‘This is the ultimate suicide sword wielded by the head of the county’

The damage was great.

'The cut was on my wrist. side. Is it your knee? Hwarim... I'm glad it ended with only a small cut on her ear.'

I swung once, but the trajectory included my wrist and Hwa-rim's shoulder at the same time, the second strike also hit my side and Hwa-rim's ear, and the third and fourth strikes did the same.

The matriarch's sword is a difficult sword to deal with, as it can cause a one-to-many exchange, not a one-to-one exchange.

'As expected, I vaguely felt it from the Black Lions, but isn't it a bit too much to be able to casually swing sword techniques based on memories from your past life just by sticking a thread into your head?'

Red threads that are flowing and full of viscosity that makes it impossible to cut them.

Each Black Lion had more than a few hundred threads, and the Priest Knight had easily more than a thousand threads.

'Honestly, at this level, it would be much better for necromancers to just close their books and look for other things.'

The red threads that Mabel drove deep into the minds of dead people, although I don't know how they worked, were showing an ability close to brainwashing, allowing the dead Black Lion and the matriarch to wield their sword skills as if they were alive.

The reality is that even if you are a puppeteer, you may think that it is impossible to get there.

Hwarim realized the truth while receiving the sword of the head of the family.

“... I understand. Demon puppeteer. It seems like you have become a little interested in swordsmanship after your fight with us.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

Kakang!

Card deuk deuk deuk-

While the two were dealing with the Priest Knight at the same time, Hwarim looked at the puppeteer and shouted.

“It is possible because the level of understanding is considerable. No matter how long you have been by their side and seen them wielding swords while they were alive, no matter how many times you can recreate the suicide swords you learned by driving a thread into your head, it will be useless if the person controlling the puppet does not know how it is done.◦# ◦

OK,

“... You got it right. I know. It's like you saw right through my head.”

While he continued to put pressure on others by moving the Black Lions, the puppeteer who also moved the Priest Knight to deal with us answered honestly to Hwarim's guess, as if he wanted to be recognized for his efforts.

“That makes me even more angry.”

Kakakakakang!

Sigh!

Hwarim's blood spurts into the air as he manages to block a series of attacks and eventually cuts his shoulder with his sword.

“I had to admit it. In order for me, as a puppeteer, to beat you guys who have pretty good skills for a martial artist, I had to put all my knowledge into it, even things I had no aptitude for. It's really hard work. I learn swordsmanship in theory through books, take guys who are said to use swords, recreate them, witness them with my own eyes, and then use them as my own experience. It was the most boring time. Still, seeing as I can deal with you guys now, it wasn't in vain.”

Cheer up!

Quad deuk-

Phuuk-

Taking advantage of the opportunity that Hwarim stiffened the Priest Knight's weapon by striking it with the handle of his sword, my sword penetrated the center of the matriarch's breastplate and was pulled out with all its might.

Meanwhile, the conversation between Hwarim and the puppet master did not stop.

“Hmm, if he had tried so hard, he could have stepped forward and wielded the sword with his own hand, but in the end, he only indirectly reproduces it through a doll? It's a shame.”

“Don’t be mistaken! I am a puppeteer! This is just knowledge I acquired to kill you guys, and I have no intention of falling into any more infidelity!”

Kuuuk-

Kkkk!

Afterwards, when Mabel swung her arms wide again, the 10 black lions who were dealing with the people behind did not use suicide swords, but simply swung their bodies past us and flew towards the puppeteer.

Clap!

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwak!

Taboo, boom, boom!

There was a sound that sounded like pieces of metal being thrown into a garbage dump, and the black lions spread their arms wide, blocking the gap between the puppeteer and us.

'... What's your intention?'

When that happened, there was no other way.

Although the Priest Knight received some sword damage, he was still alive and well, and since the Black Lions completely blocked Mabel's path, it was difficult to target the Puppet Master any further.

So, the moment Hwarim and I took a step back without worrying about who should go first, the puppeteer crossed his arms and pulled the string sharply and continued.

“And, the proper fight hasn’t even started yet. Did I tell you? I will bring you a disaster worse than usurpation, a devil, or a witch, and it will impress you.”

Immediately after,

Kkkk!

The puppeteer waved an arm wrapped in red thread.

[Automatic Crusader]

The 12 rings worn on 12 fingers were swung by more than 10,000 threads connected to them at the same time.

OK,

[Ains]

The black lions who fell in the last row rise in the air.

[Zwei]

The black lions lying on both wings of the formation stand up.

[dry]

The shattered corpses of the black lions in the front lines reach out and grab our ankles and collars.

[Peer]

Finally, the black lions that had blocked our path hugged me.

'what-'

What follows from the actions that took place in an instant is,

The puppeteer was preparing until we approached,

He was deliberately delaying the situation by manipulating the puppets at the same time.

The last step of chanting.

[Doll Collapse – Legion Sacrifice]

Mabel purses her lips.

At the same time, the puppeteer's magic was cast,

Let’s go!

As the black lions approached us, their bodies swelled with excess red magic,

Kwahiah ah ah ahhh !!!

Dolls and corpses exploded all at once.

The thought that comes to mind at that moment is a natural thought, but one that cannot help but come to mind.

'shit. We just need to avoid getting other people caught up in this-'

I was caught with my arms and legs.

As if that wasn't enough, the black lions hugged my body tightly, like foreigners greeting each other with a rough hug.

The feeling of the corpses of black lions, wrinkled and even dead, embracing me all at once.

But even though I found it unpleasant, I had no choice but to move forward until the end.

Unlike me, who was wearing armor, the people behind me had no way to protect themselves other than the gray shield that had just been broken by the black lions.

but,

Sigh-

“Stop it now, throw it all away. You damn evil servants.”

The puppeteer, who even mobilized the black lions that were lying down to attack us from all directions, gave me a mocking tone until the end because he knew it was pointless.

'Damn it. She seems like a dog-'

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

After that, I lost consciousness.

        
            The memory that remains until the end is the memory of the bloated corpses of black lions exploding before my eyes.

I only remember up to that point.

I didn't know what happened after that.

Because I couldn't see ahead.

'shit. What happened? 'Could it be that he's dead?'

I try to move my body, but it doesn't work.

'That's strange. Even though it's dead, it looks like its eyelids are moving. 'I don't think so.'

I feel like I'm blinking, but my vision is still in a state of darkness.

Perhaps it was because the shattered corpses of the Black Lions completely covered their helmets, or maybe it was because their eyeballs were lost in the aftermath of the explosion.

But there was something more worrying than that.

'Fuck. 'This is really dangerous.'

A huge explosion occurred at close range.

During the fight with Baphomet, did the Necro Druids hit the Hygges with a corpse explosion like this?

An attack that I think might be similar to that.

An excess of red magic burst out from the bodies of the black lions that were used as puppets, and they attacked us, fluttering pieces of flesh and bone.

So, I feel like it's a shame that I wasn't able to predict that something like this could happen.

From the point of view that corpses were made into dolls and the corpses of soldiers and knights were sent away without caring whether they were burned or lost, this means that puppeteers would not regret using corpse-made dolls as consumables at any time, no matter how much they were cherished.

Even if they were the most valuable black lions among the corpses currently available to puppeteers.

'Anyway, in the final and worst case, it would be okay to just have a Priest Knight, or maybe even if he suffered that much damage, he was confident that he would inflict damage equivalent to that amount.'

so,

Everyone is worried.

I do not care.

I don't know what the situation is because my eardrums were ruptured or my ears were numb, but since I have the ability to regenerate, I just need to somehow avoid instant death to regenerate.

But for other people, things are different.

The other people with me did not have Deshade's armor, and the aftermath of the explosion must have been difficult for those whose gray barriers had not yet regenerated to withstand.

And while I was thinking about that, I slowly started hearing voices.

“... Rim- Lee Rim! Are you okay?!”

The sound seemed to be coming from far away and getting closer, and from small to loud, it seemed like my eardrum had been completely destroyed once and had finally finished playing.

“... Thistle?”

At the same time, my vision became brighter, and Thistle's face was visible.

Slurp-

However, unlike the eardrum, my vision did not recover gradually, but in an instant, I heard the sound of something being removed and Thistle's appearance came into full view.

“Irim! Fortunately, the. I thought he was completely dead because he wasn't moving.”

“... What about other people?”

You can see the black cloth that Thistle is holding in her hand.

That seems to be the identity of the object that was blocking my view just a moment ago.

Fortunately, the damage was not that the eyeball was lost, but simply that the bloody uniform that the Black Lion was wearing flew off and tightly covered the helmet, making it invisible.

'shit. This is why I hate pitching. If I didn't have it, my head would have been blown off.'

It was fortunate that the explosion did not kill him completely due to his armor, but it did not cause any damage.

'Aren't your arms still moving?'

I tried to move my arms and legs again, but they didn't move at all.

His vision was already dark, his eardrums were burst, and even his limbs were not moving, so his body was in such a state that it was understandable that he thought he was dead for a moment.

In an instant, he was attacked by 10 black lions, and as a result of the self-destruction, his body was damaged from the inside out and recovery was slow.

so,

After I barely started to turn my head, I turned my head away from Thistle and looked around, and for a moment I couldn't understand what was going on.

“Astecia gave me strength. Although I couldn't save Lee Rim, who was most severely surrounded, in time.”

Thistle noticed my confusion and explained what had happened a little while ago, and only then did I notice that the formation had changed.

The explosion occurred in the middle of the Black Lions, where we had been a while ago.

However, the location where the Witch Hunters and we are located is near the exit of the market alley where we first encountered the puppeteer.

The Witch Hunters, Hwarim, and Luba were all just coming to their senses, like me, as if their heads were shaking from the aftermath of the explosion.

“... Pfft! Lyudmila, Evanizer. Are you okay?!”

“This much is... okay. Rather, I am glad that the parish priest did not faint and the chanting did not stop.”

“... I'm sorry. I lost my mind for a moment. But you can still do it.”

“... Hey, Bishop. Please take care of me...”

“... Haaah!! I thought I was going to die!!!”

“... Ugh, Rubaya. Please, please don't scream when you're nearby.”

“Ahh!! Sorry!!!”

“Ugh...”

It seems that everyone except me, who was surrounded by the largest number of Black Lions, was moved backwards by the power of the portal at the same time as the explosion by the power of Astesia, and it seems that I was the only one who was blown all the way here by the explosion.

However, it was not possible to completely evacuate.

“... I'm sorry. I couldn't save Lee Rim.”

Astesia came to Thistle's side and looked down at me with sad eyes, putting her hands together just as she had used her power.

Seeing the dolls swelling up, the people quickly cut off the wrists of the black lions that were attached to their bodies and were transported to the rear through the portal.

However, although I may have escaped the center of the explosion, I did not have time to shake off the hands that were grabbing my shoulders, nape of my neck, and ankles.

Pop...

Pop...

Pop...

Hwarim's back was torn and blood was flowing out, and Luba also tried to get up from the floor, but he stumbled and couldn't stand properly.

“... I'm glad it's over like this. Two people. Do you think you can do the last chant?”

“It’s okay. Bishop. The magic preparation is over.”

“... Yes. Until the end, you can endure.”

In particular, the damage suffered by the Witch Hunters, who served as both shields and wings, was severe.

Setias had his shoulders slumped and his ears blown off.

Lyudmila's skin on both ankles is visible, and even the bones of her left ankle are visible.

It was Ebinager, who saw half of his side blown off and blood pouring out, so he put a gag on his own mouth and quickly took off his shirt and tied it up tightly.

Even though their injuries were worse than anyone else here, the three witch hunters quickly gritted their teeth and stood up, supporting each other side by side.

Even while fighting, the magic I had been memorizing was ready.

“Bishop. No, Hwarim. I will tie the thread.”

“... I know what you mean. I'll get ready.”

The parish leader looks at Hwa-rim and asks for help, and Hwa-rim, who senses what the Witch Hunters are going to do, takes a stance, placing his sword on the ground even though his back must be hot.

like that,

The three Witch Hunters began to sing.

-High wind. Scattering spider webs. The thing struggling is a small blue bird.

-What is at stake is what is dead and what is not dead. That is reasonable.

-However, the thing in front of you is dead, but not dead. That's unfair.

-So, Lehier. We want to clear away the cobwebs.

-I will collect the cobwebs of injustice on a thread wheel and gently place them in a box and offer them to you.

-For that purpose, the Lord's servants will use the Lord's box for a while.

[Ruthenium Square]

Peeing-

A silver square appeared in the air.

A huge square with an empty center.

Fortunately, the explosion of the puppets was so close that even the puppeteers who hid behind the black lions as shields had a hard time completely escaping the aftermath.

“...!!!”

Gigi Gigi Geek-

Mabel, who belatedly witnessed the witch's magic created in the air, quickly raised the healthy ones among the exploded black lions and dispersed them widely to attack us.

But that didn't come true.

“Change me.”

Kiriririririririririk!

Kkkk!

It happened in an instant.

As Setias chanted the last step of his chant, the huge silver square suddenly narrowed and the puppeteer's threads gathered together in the air.

“Damn it... What did I chant, borrow the ark of God?!”

Geek!

Mabel flails her arms, but no matter how much she tries to move them, they are actually fixed in the air and do not move.

Thanks to their viscosity, the red threads just flow away even when the sword is swung.

However, if they were gathered together like that and were fixed in the air so that they could not move, there was no reason why they could not be cut down.

so,

The opportunity has come.

“It came together quite nicely. If so, I will live up to your expectations.”

As soon as Hwarim noticed the threads gathered together, he bent down and brought the sword to his waist.

“To cut them all down, I need to be a little faster and stronger.”

Then what was created was,

A sword to enhance one's swordsmanship.

[Sword of Creation – Sword for the Milky Way]

And the sword made like that,

It added even more elegance to the swordsmanship achieved by the original veteran.

[Star Cluster]

        
            [Sword of Creation – Sword for the Milky Way]

[Star Cluster]

Kakakakakakakakakakakakak!!!

The sword was swung.

OK,

Tititititititi!!!

The threads that seemed like they would never break break without mercy.

The honest stars succeeded in cutting off the top and bottom of the Ark.

Hududududududududu-

It was a spectacular sight to see the red threads tied to the ark flowing down at once.

It was like fireworks, and in a way, it was similar to the blooming of the Hianco Flower.

Tilt-

“... Damn-”

The puppeteer whose thread breaks loses his balance.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

“Fucking damn damn it!!!”

All the dolls fell to the floor, and half-broken threads flew in the air.

“Damn... you fucking bastards!!!”

And those threads,

Whirriririririk!

As it was, it flew backwards following the puppeteer's guidance.

“... What are you trying to do?”

Meanwhile, I stood up, supported by Thistle, and watched the puppeteer's movements until the end.

And because it wasn't just me who did the same thing, everyone here did the same thing.

We all couldn't help but be shocked when we saw what the puppeteer did next.

Flash!

Sssshhhh!

The boat that the puppeteer had his back to.

A fairly old ship that was anchored alone on one side of the harbor was lifted up by the threads of a puppeteer who had lost a puppet.

“Did you think that being a puppeteer would end if there were no dolls?! no! no! When it comes to dolls, you can make up your own mind!!!”

“Crazy bitch...”

A puppeteer lifting a sailboat.

Even if it was a specially made body that could swing up to 10,000 threads, there was no way it could withstand the weight of a multi-ton sailing ship.

Bloody tears flow from the doll's eyes.

Drop- Drop-

Cracks appear in the once smooth body.

Damn it -

Broken skin falls to the floor, warning that the limit has been reached.

Basss...

Still, the puppet master doesn’t stop.

No matter how much load the doll's body is under, its desire for revenge against me is still burning without weakening, and a new doll can be used as a consumable if it can carry out destruction.

Sssshhhh!

Hududududududududu-

Tilt-

Salty water droplets hit us first, and the boat was pulled parabolically from the water's edge, reaching the puppeteer's head.

It was certain that if left unattended, the sailboat would fall on our heads.

However, I couldn't move.

Because I didn't know how.

I have no idea how to prevent that huge sailing ship from swinging around.

It was a time when I felt like I didn't know what to do anymore, as most of the magical power contained in the soul vessel had been used up in the battle with the devil in the face of an overwhelming mass.

“... Huh? For some reason, I thought that looked familiar.”

Ingrid spoke in a low voice so that I could hear and the other three Witch Hunters could not hear.

“... What does that mean?”

“No, why, you know that? The assassination plan was originally planned to be done tomorrow. Before carrying out the plan, the plan was to draw attention by setting fire to the ship that was purchased with the princess's slush funds.”

“Oh, that’s right.”

“That boat is that one.”

After hearing that, I look at the boat again.

An old ship.

The ship did not dock in the order it came in, but was parked alone on one side of the port.

It was a sailing ship that had sailed across a distant sea, sailed up a saltwater river, arrived at the shores of Lake Ambrosia, completed its final voyage, and completed its life as a ship.

And what was inside the boat was,

“There's a lot of stuff in there that my colleagues and I brought. Things you need to start a fire, things like that. Yes.”

Flammable items loaded to the limit with the goal of attracting as much attention as possible.

“Then, there is no reason to stop!!!”

After Ingrid had finished speaking, a loud voice was heard right next to her.

“Oh my dear...Luba?”

Totototototo-

Luba seemed to have gathered herself before I knew it and ran out in front of Ingrid and me at a fast pace.

Awarcry

“... Luba?”

Instead of answering, what was burning fiercely was the hatchet that Luba usually carried, but which was now burning brightly.

“There is no time, so I will decide for myself!!! I’m going~!!!”

Just like that, Luba pulls his shoulder.

The hatchet was on fire, burning brightly all the way to the handle.

It must have been hot, but Ruba, wearing blood-soaked gloves, didn't care and pulled the hatchet close to his ear.

and,

Piiing-

threw the ax

Pingrrr!

It was thrown violently, and no matter who looked at it, it could only be said to be clean, and it was an attitude that could be considered an example of throwing.

It is a hatchet with a flame that never goes out, made up of hunting oil and Luba's instant trap making and repair items.

Therefore, the hatchet was placed neatly in the cargo hold of the overturned ship,

... flash-

It oxidized in a short flash, as if announcing that it was here.

At the same time,

Kwaaa!!!

Just like the dolls exploded a moment ago, this time the stomach exploded.

“What-”

The puppeteer's eyes follow the hatchet as it rises in a parabolic curve upward, and he looks blankly at the smashed sailboat just above his head.

And when I saw the sailboat that had just caught fire and exploded in an instant, I also thought about having to evacuate, but I couldn't help but ask Ingrid a question.

“... Ingrid. Do I know anything about the items in there?”

“... Haha, yes. It is dried sap of the Wanhu tree.”

“Didn’t you just say that you would light the fire just enough to prevent it from spreading?”

“That’s true, but honestly, didn’t you say that the man from Tarator used this in the basement of Tir nå Nog? So, I also wanted to try something out. Because I am a woman who is sensitive to fashion. So for now, let's all bow down together. Ki kick.”

“It’s really going.”

There was no time to ask why such a dangerous item, out of all the firewood, was loaded onto the boat.

Since a ship explodes overhead, the first priority is to evacuate from there.

Awarcry

ping!

Pippiing!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

The decks of the shattered ship split apart and spewed out huge flames contained within.

A huge fireball crashes over our heads, and burning pieces of wood fly out in the aftermath of the explosion, hitting everywhere.

Even a small piece is flying with enough force to easily pierce a human body thanks to the power contained in the explosion.

“Everyone, this way!”

Sigh!

From there, To protect everyone, Thistle planted a claymore on the floor and memorized sacred magic.

[Stray Light]

A white wall appears, surrounding everyone gathered.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

Kakakakakang!

The wall of light bounces off the burning fragments.

However, the only things that are protected are the living people gathered behind the wall made of divine power.

The remaining pieces of the sailboat that had missed where we were covered the bodies of the black lions and tore them to pieces.

“...”

Thistle's expression didn't look very good when he saw that.

It was unfortunate that the corpses had been killed twice or suffered a third death due to unavoidable circumstances or by the puppeteer.

Still, since I couldn't do anything more, it was time to just quietly wait for the disaster to end.

Perfect!

[set up]

“... Everyone! Bow down!”

The sound of fingers snapping was heard in the field of vision obscured by flames, and Hwarim was the first to notice something, shouting at us and swinging his sword at the same time.

Kaaa!

[Pre-Order Engraving – Temporary Self-Reliant Automatic Combat Doll]

'The head of the family's doll... was it okay in the explosion?'

What collided with Hwarim’s sword was the Priest Knight’s sword.

The corpse of Heritage Dawn Priest appeared through the burning flames and struck us with his sword without any strings attached.

The puppeteer can be seen behind him.

“It’s not over yet.”

The puppeteer's thread is visible.

The red thread was filled with red magic, just like the dolls that had exploded a moment ago, and was ready to be swung towards us.

'is it. This is a trap trying to pull me in.'

Violent red magic.

It is a thread wrapped in demonic magic that destroys everything it hits.

so,

I clearly understand what that means.

'Stop it. If we don't stop it, everyone will die.'

'The hostages are a shared suicide.'

His intention was to bind others to the Priest Knights and drag me out of the realm of sacred magic.

Even if she can't give me complete death, even if the victory has already passed, even if I can be resurrected, Mabel is still moving with the determination to kill me at least once by any means necessary.

If so,

To save everyone, all you have to do is answer the puppeteer's call.

“Hwarim. Here, I'll ask for the matriarch's doll.

Because from now on, I have to go meet a terrible evil relationship.”

        
            Before leaving, I look at everyone from inside the wall.

People taking refuge inside Thistle's sacred magic.

The exhausted Witch Hunters seemed to be starting to feel the pain of their wounds in earnest, and their complexions had turned pale and they were sweating coldly. I can't even guess how long Luba had been fighting today, but even with his arms and legs shaking, he could barely make it to the end. He stands holding a shield on his own two legs.

Astesia and Ingrid also looked haggard, as if their magic and mental power were on the verge of depletion, and Thistle, who was maintaining the barrier, also showed a little bit of fatigue on her face.

Everyone has come together to this point, so I can only feel grateful.

There are people here who have a relationship with the puppeteer, but there are also people who do not, and the person on whom the puppeteer is pouring out his anger is me.

so,

He left Hwarim in charge of the Priest Knight, who was trying to break Thistle's wall by swinging his sword several times by making movements imprinted on orders, and ran forward.

‘Partnered suicide. If that's what you want. If it's a way for me to protect everyone, I'm willing to join in.'

Sigh-

The puppeteer laughs.

Although I only had to walk a few steps, I was able to get there quickly.

Just like that, he picked up the sword and swung it at the puppeteer.

and,

The puppeteer swung the thread faster than I could.

Chrrr!

It’s great!

Threads are wrapped around the body.

Not only was it wrapped, but the puppeteer also woven his body and mine with red thread.

Arms to arms, legs to legs, neck to neck, back to back.

Piiing!

Cheer up!

At the same time, the threads shook violently, and the magic sword flew out of my hand.

“... What is your intention?”

But that was it.

Kuuk.

The puppeteer wraps the thread around his entire body and then closes his fist, dropping the weapon.

“Since I don’t know when we will meet next, I plan to repay you as much as possible now.”

Unlike me wearing armor, when I get closer, my height looks unexpectedly small.

As soon as he finished speaking, the puppeteer's body turned over in an instant.

Whilick!

Wow!

As I rotated my body, my heel came up from below and hit my chin.

“Pfft...!”

Ting!

Tonto-

Mabel speaks while her helmet is ripped off by a kick and she is rolling on the floor and her vision is blurring.

“Do you know what it is? That's what you did to me back then.”

After hearing what he said, a memory came back to me.

The fight at Arsmagna.

I turned the windmill and struck the jaw that was inside the guy's werewolf body.

Mabel must have still remembered the fight from that time in her mind, so she deliberately pulled me in instead of attacking from a distance.

“I’m not going to end here. Everything, as long as time allows, I will pay you back.”

Just like that, the puppeteer begins to fight.

Wow-

Bah!

Kwaaang!

He punches his chin again, slams his shoulder down with his elbow, and then hits his abdomen with his knee.

'Let's engage in close combat, shall we?'

But there was no reason for me to just endure that.

'Winnett said. Strike is not a fighting method that requires a one-sided exchange, but a fighting method that gives as little as possible and takes as much as possible.'

The moment I receive the fist of the puppeteer who has been demanding close combat, I am reminded of the story told by Kwon's new teacher after meeting the puppeteer.

Patter-patter-

The doll's body, which had reached its limit due to the impact of hitting me, shattered and pieces began to fall off.

But without caring about that or not, the puppeteer's fists were swung one after another.

bang!

I also blocked it by holding it with my palm.

“Good. Are you saying let’s try this? If that's the case, I won't look at it.”

“This is what I hoped for.”

“Inhale!”

He clenches his fist as hard as he can, grits his teeth, and then hits the puppeteer's chin.

Whoops!

The puppeteer's neck turns, but the puppeteer confronts it with its neck still bent.

Papdeuk-

He pulled out the wrist that was holding his fist,

Phew!

I stabbed my left eye with the skeleton that was there.

'Rotten. 'I don't want to suffer one-sidedly.'

At that moment, I realized.

What will begin now is a dog fight based on the premise of a doll on that side and a resurrection on this side.

If I were to ask which side would feel worse, of course the one who would feel worse would be me, the living body.

As if the puppeteer had read my thoughts, he continued to say one thing while they were hitting each other one after another.

“Don’t worry. In order to operate smoothly, I have recently even endured the transfer of pain.”

After hearing those words, I suddenly gained courage.

“Really? Then there is nothing for me to look at.”

If the puppeteer tells you his weakness, he will not hesitate and will simply stop the puppet's body movements, hitting the parts that would have hurt the most if he were a human.

Baaah!!!

“Ok... Off... You crazy bastard!”

“You know what? Whether you're a man or a woman, the area between your crotch always hurts. It's just because the man is wearing something extra.”

I bent my back sharply and with all my might, struck the area where the genital area would be with my steel-toed boot, assuming it was not there, but it was there, and the doll's expression became distorted and its legs also shrunk.

It seems that the saying that pain was transmitted was not a lie.

“Eeee... Look around, you fucking bastard!”

Baaah!!!

“Oh my... Shit-”

However, the exchange was not one-sided. While I was laughing at him, the puppeteer woke up in an instant and kicked me in the groin.

Even if you surround yourself with armor, pain still hurts.

The puppeteer frowned, and I, too, shed tears.

From that point on, an ugly dog fight began.

puck! Bah!

Phuuk-

Kaaa!

Wow!

“... Holy shit! Is there any moisture?!”

“I never said there wasn’t one!”

They hit each other, grab and pull each other's hair, stab each other with pieces of wood, and bite anything they can find.

If Winnett had seen it, it was a fight he would have said was why he asked me to teach him fighting techniques.

But even so, the thing that couldn't be stopped was that since the driving force moving towards each other was hatred, there was no choice but to fight more instinctively than strategically.

Is that why?

As I was hitting the puppeteer, I felt like I felt something.

The red thread connecting the puppeteer and my body.

Arm to arm, leg to leg, hand to hand, neck to neck are connected.

In fact, the thread does not break.

It almost feels like it's boring.

He grabs the red thread tangled around his fingers and punches the puppeteer.

The puppeteer also claws at my cheek while holding a tangled red thread.

So I naturally-

I vaguely understood what the fate that exists between us, the fate that the puppeteer kept crying out for, meant.

“... Fuck. I said something and it seems like there is something between us that I don't want.”

“Did you notice? Then let me make a suggestion. Quietly commit suicide. Kill yourself until you can't come back to life. Disappear from my life.”

“I don’t like that. You go out and search.”

“Then it’s a parallel line. In that case, I have no choice but to cut you off with my own hands.”

“If you can, try it. From my point of view, I wish you could quietly end your life without being trapped in the demon spirit.”

“Fuck you.”

“Fuck you.”

The puppeteer looks at me and smiles.

Even though I felt angry and annoyed, I started laughing without knowing why.

Bad relationship.

It was like that.

The exact name of this fate is evil fate.

A thread arbitrarily woven by a world that only harms and interferes with each other at all costs.

As it was such a thread, it could not be easily cut.

“... Tsk! It's over now.”

Still, such meetings have time limits.

After striking each other for a short period of time, the puppeteer had me lie on the floor and strangled me with both hands.

The sky that the puppeteer and I looked up at at the same time was now dropping the last piece of debris, the keel, which was the central frame of the sailing ship that had been standing in a precarious balance but was beginning to collapse.

“... Next time, I will really kill you.”

“Same. Whenever and wherever we meet. No matter what you are doing, it will disturb you.”

“He’s the worst man.”

“They will only look at you if you are doing the right thing.”

Kiuuung-

The keel begins to tilt and falls.

Now, the huge mass that became the backbone of that sailing ship will crush the puppeteer and crush me as well.

“...”

“...”

Until that time came, until the very last moment, we looked at each other with hatred.

but,

I thought that we couldn't do anything more, but the puppeteer who was riding on top of me didn't think so.

Sigh-

“... Ah, that's right. The opportunity for revenge is not over yet.”

The puppeteer who climbed on top of me and strangled me.

As soon as the keel fell, the puppeteer smiled maliciously and fell head towards me, ahead of the huge pillar.

Then,

Ha-eup-

“Eup?!”

We kissed just like that.

I myself was unable to react properly to the sudden action.

When I opened my eyes wide, wondering what the hell this meant, blood poured out from the inside of my mouth.

Wow-

Squeak!

“Hehe, the final winner of this fight is me. Damn you bastard.”

Just like that, the puppeteer finishes kissing me, bites my lip, and runs away.

“My lip is bitten by a woman I hate. There is no greater humiliation than this, right? Until the next time we meet, remember the taste of blood.”

My mind was dazed, the pain was everywhere, and I, feeling the taste of blood in my mouth, missed the moment to retort to him.

“... Fuck. Is this really a crazy bitch-”

Kiuuung-

Kwahiah ahhh!

In the end, we were crushed to death by a huge keel.

        
            “Left wing! Pull a little harder!!!”

“Burn everything around you that can burn! You should never inhale pollen!!!”

“Fire!!!”

Pipipipipiping!

Doo doo doo doo doo-

“Damn, damn, damn... Why did I-!”

The hygges are running around as if their legs are going to tear, and Farewell is running around too hard, not knowing where to go.

“Why me! Does it have to be this hard?!!!”

fluttering-

Startle!

The sound of wings flapping at the same time as screaming.

Farewell, who heard that sound, rolled forward with all his might, relying on his limited experience, but with absolute faith.

“Aaaa!!!”

Degurrr-

Then, a huge flower-covered wing passes by like a blade where Farewell's head was just a moment ago.

Fuuu-

Chrrr!

Flower petals fluttered high where the wings swept over.

At the same time, Farewell's 2cm long white hair was also flying.

Even though my hair was cut off, it was better than having my head cut off.

So, Farewell lies down on his knees and uses the short safe time to pray earnestly, hoping to reach some god.

Please let this hunt end quickly.

And it seemed that someone had answered the prayer of a homunculus who had not yet reached the double-digit number of years born.

“Falls down!!!”

I'm going to have a good time.

Cooo!

In the end, Feather Wool falls to the ground due to the tenacious chains of the Hygges.

and,

Clap!

Puhwaaa!

Pufufufufufufuuk!

Numerous topaz spears placed on the ground pierced Featherium, a demonic beast whose entire body was covered in flowers, without mercy.

“...”

“...”

Gurgling gurgling-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Blue blood flows out and forms a puddle.

It's shining blood.

It was beautiful blood.

The blood, the blue of blues, was so perfect that no paint of any other color or even a drop of water was needed to be mixed.

Everyone stops at the sight of blood forming a puddle.

A silence was created before you knew it.

The Hygges take up their weapons and prepare for Featheriul's next move, while Farewell looks with Soulsight to check whether his opponent is alive or not.

Flowers and birds.

The identity of the demonic beast Federiul is Hwajo.

Its entire body is covered with flowers, but since it has no skin and the flowers replace it, it can also be called a demonic beast made of flowers.

That flower and bird is now finally lying on the ground after a three-day fight with Hygge and Farewell.

Blood pours out from the pierced body, making new flowers bloom from the fallen blood drops, without moving a single inch.

After such a long period of silence,

[... It is my defeat. Hygge people. And, Little Alchemist.]

At the declaration of defeat that came from the mouths of the flowers and birds, the hygges cheered, raising their arms high.

“Wow! Success, success!!!”

“Flower and bird? Flowers and birds! No wonder I hunted those flowers and birds!”

“I never thought I would find flowers and birds while I was still alive, and even try to catch them!”

“What is blood used for? I heard that the wizards really want to save you.”

“It would be difficult to use it in our ships. Let’s just put what we have in a bottle and take it with us. The alchemist girl was having a hard time, so we should take care of her.”

Even though the flowers and birds have not yet died, each hygge spits out the words they had been holding back until the hunt was successful.

“Ahh... Really! There are things I can't say even though I'm not dead yet! ... But I'll still take care of the blood.”

Farewell looked at them and cursed, but he also walked to the flowers and birds.

He is still alive, but as long as he admits defeat, his safety is guaranteed.

Having declared it from the beginning, they started fighting.

“Well, so... Hwajo Federiul. We won.”

[okay. It's just as promised. You won the competition. I won my body and the right to ask questions.]

When Farewell heard those words, he swallowed loudly.

In front of you is a flower bird looking at you with its head on the ground.

Meeting that flower and bird was a miracle.

Farewell was dragged around the eastern mountains of the empire for days by hygges.

Flowers and birds that seemed like they would never be discovered were discovered in Farewell's mind, white and red flowers that did not fit within the encyclopedia that humans had found and recorded throughout history.

The identity of the flower is,

[Footsteps of flowers and birds]

It was literally a flower that bloomed only on the ground trampled by flowers and birds, showing the traces of flowers and birds.

Based on that, the hygges tracked down and met Hwajo.

And Hwajo was, as Farewell expected, a magical beast with intelligence.

[Why did you come to visit me here? Are you not afraid? Little beastmen.]

The demonic beast Federiul is said to have fought with Mortis, the founder of the empire, for supremacy in the sky for several years.

The flower birds spread their wings wide to welcome the group, and when Farewell saw this, he ran out despite the hygges' dissuasion.

And although Farewell had told Princess Camellia to kill him 'immediately' when she discovered Featheriel, he spoke to her and 'talked to him'.

'Hwajo... You were a flower and bird! Federiul!'

[If that is the name you gave, and it is the name that refers to my descendants, then that is correct.]

‘Federiul! I have a question! 'I came to you because I wanted to ask a question!'

[Something?]

'I want you to tell me about the Mortis you know! I'd like to ask a question to you, the one who knows the most about Mortis among all existing beings!'

After hearing those words, Federiul thought a little and then put forward a condition.

[... good night.]

'Uh, really? Okay, thank you-'

[However, if you want to ask me a question, please prove the corresponding feat.]

'yes?'

[This federiul. I am well aware of my own fate. I will soon reach the end of my life and leave this world, but I have no intention of dying in boredom.]

'What is that-'

[So, I have one condition. It's competition. You and I will be competing for survival from now on. If all of you who came to hunt me die, there will be no questions, and if you succeed in hunting me, I will answer any questions you want with my body.]

It was Hwajo who unilaterally brought in the contract, and the Hygges agreed to it even before Farewell could say anything.

'good night! Featherium, the flower and bird! We will win! The children of Hygge will always challenge their prey and win!'

‘Now, wait a minute! You crazy people! 'Why don't you even discuss it with me?!'

[I accepted it. Then there is no need to delay. This federiul. From now on, I will confirm whether you have enough power to send me to my end.]

Afterwards,

A fierce long-term battle.

Farewell constantly hides the Topaz Spear at the expected fall point, and the Hygges run forward with spears attached to chains.

The flower and bird whirled around in a storm of flowers, stamping them with their claws, blurring the image and hiding in the gaps, and Farewell watched the flower bird blinking with every flap of its wings, tearing everything in its direction to pieces again and again. I almost died.

We fought like that without resting, day and night.

Contrary to its appearance, the hygges realized that the inside of the flower was made up of a very dry skeleton and that spears were impervious to it. Instead of a spear, the hygges hung a chain on a sickle that was easy to swing with one hand and threw it. The chain stuck in the chain did not break even when Blink was used, so it started to tire out rapidly.

And during the final attack, Federiul, who lost his balance due to a hastily used blink, was hit directly by the topaz spear hidden in the ground, and the hunt was over.

[... nothing to worry about. I too became the hunted, but I have lived as a hunter until now. If they thought it was necessary, they ate it, but if they thought it was not necessary, they threw it away to become food for the forest.]

“... I understand.”

[So, you, the winner, take my heart.]

Federiul raised his arm and stroked his puncture wound.

OK,

Clink!

Before Farewell's eyes, a blue gem similar to the topaz that an ancient being had dropped from the Forest of Illusion appeared, and Farewell took it and put it in his pocket.

Then Farewell closed his eyes for a moment, placing his hand on his claws, the only part of Feathery Wool that was not a flower.

Farewell had previously thought that showing respect to others was a useless act, but now he felt that it was absolutely necessary to do it.

After sending condolences to Hwajo, who was in the midst of passing away for a while, Farewell opened his eyes and asked a question.

“I ask you a question, Federiul.”

[I will answer.]

“Mortis is-”

What I wanted to ask about was what Federiul remembered about Mortis.

Farewell, who was curious about many things about Mortis, came up with numerous questions even during the fight with Hwajo, and the questions were ultimately about Mortis' appearance and whereabouts.

But at the last moment, she thought for a moment and changed the question.

“Where is Mortis now?”

And Hwajo, who heard those words,

In good faith according to the contract,

I answered Farewell's words.

[If the Mortis you are asking about is the Mortis I know, Mortis is now in the capital of the empire.]

With that answer, Farewell was certain that Mortis was alive and in what form.

-------------------------------

Cooo!

“Wow... It's finally over!”

Almost the same time as the flower and bird fell.

Eila watched the huge demonic beast, Swarm Snake, fall before her eyes until the end, and screamed out loud with a sense of accomplishment.

“Okay, is it over?”

“Yes! done! There will probably never be anyone disappearing from this valley anymore!”

“Hey, over there. The sound of Ama is-”

“First of all, since this was Swarm Snake's territory, other demon beasts have not approached so far, but now that this guy is dead, there will be some who will try to make this their territory again from now on. There’s nothing I can do about that!”

“Well, I see.”

The one who was trembling and speaking next to Eila was the village chief.

He is the village chief who requested help from the Deshade Church just a few days ago after hearing that villagers were disappearing after going to the valley.

“Ah... But really, the more I think about it, the angrier I get? Why do I have so much work to do when everyone else goes on a trip and I'm the only one left?”

However, this was not the first request.

Aila has already had to receive five requests in the past week or so.

There was a request to exterminate the demonic beast in front of me called Swim Snake, whose body is made entirely of liquid, and I was also asked to exterminate a pack of Dread Wolves, wolves with horns on their heads.

He also introduced himself as a tinker, took over the village, and even killed a crazy ogre blacksmith who threatened to kill all the villagers if they did not sacrifice one woman a day.

That's all because Irim and all the church members disappeared, and Aila, who followed the message from the elf village and stayed in the church for a while and tried not to be noticed, had to take care of it.

After all, in this area, there is not a single church that maintains Holy Knights, including a large parish, and it is an area where knights of the pilgrimage do not travel often, so it was a request from villagers who came to the Deshade Church's parish in tears, so Aila had no choice but to refuse it. .

'Of course, I could have just pretended that I had no power to help people, but if I had... I would have said something to Lee Rim when he came back, right?'

In the end, it's someone else's business, and the only thing that comes back is the compensation that can be paid at the small village level, which is too tight to even call an adventurer.

“Um, hey... Here is the item I promised.”

So, when Aila returned to the village and received the basket given to her by the village chief, along with the seeds and seeds of rare plants said to grow around here, she could only sigh.

“... Yes. I should at least get this.”

However, when he saw that the hands of the villagers who came out to see him off were dirty looking for these rare plants, and that the seeds were packed really carefully, he smiled and resigned without realizing it.

“... Then I'll go, so brace yourself! Let me tell you something. You have this viburnum seed that you just gave me, right? If you grow this tree, cut off the roots, grind them up, expose them to steam, and sprinkle them in the valley and nearby areas, most demonic beasts will not be able to get near them!”

“Yes? Is that really true?”

“Not really! In fact, people do not touch the viburnum tree because they think it is a poisonous plant and do not touch it. Even if you just expose it to the steam, the toxins disappear! The demon beasts just smell the scent and run away without even knowing about it!”

“Thank you! Let’s get to work right now!”

“Work hard! And never touch it with bare hands!”

Aila, who had bothered to give me advice, didn't turn around and leave, but instead turned around again and spoke.

“Oh and. I definitely, definitely need to ask for something! You can even say that our church helped you, but you can never go anywhere and say that an elf helped you!”

“Ah, yes! I will keep this in mind.”

Originally, Aila would have stayed at the parish for a while and tried to erase as many rumors about her as possible, but she had no choice but to help all the people from the five villages who came to ask for help.

So, in exchange for helping the villages, Aila was promised a silence order not to spread rumors as much as possible.

'The people here and in the other village know that there is no one around here who can help other than our church, so they won't break their promise!'

Things were done carefully, with all calculations completed.

So Aila was confident that the rumor that she had been wandering around this area would never spread.

However, the only ones who kept their promises were adults who desperately needed help in times of emergency.

Rustling-

“... Cool!”

“Right?! right?! The chief tried not to tell us, but I told you I heard! The chief told your father that the elf was coming to help!”

“Pretty... This is my first time seeing an elf!”

“... Ah, but don't tell the adults that you saw the elf sister for a while.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Ugh... So, the adults told us to stay in the village, but we ended up all the way to the valley. So, if we tell people that we saw the elf sister, they will find out that we went all the way to the valley.”

“... Wow! Is that so? Oppa Schnell, you’re smart!”

“Then then, Brother Schnell!”

“Why?”

“Then, there is a peddler who always comes to our village later. Can I tell that guy? The guy who always gave me candy whenever I told him an interesting story!”

“Ugh... wouldn't that be okay? That peddler, we've told you all about our adventures, but the adults have never scolded us for it. I wonder if it will be okay?”

A swarm snake that is not easy to find, even if it is Aila, if it is hiding in the water.

In order to detect it, Aila even released the disguise magic she had cast on herself, and the little children in the village witnessed it after following the village chief all day.

so,

Unlike desperate adults, for children who did not understand the stakes and simply looked at Aila as an object of envy, the story of seeing an elf was just a story they wanted to brag about to others.

In the end, after Aila left, the children told the whole story about Aila to the merchant who came to the village to replenish supplies and sell products, and the rumor that an elf from the Deshade Church was helping people was later discovered. It was expected that it would spread widely.

And the rumor that spread like that, after some time, reached the ears of an angel who had just found and killed an elf who had been living disguised as a human medicine scientist at Rugal's main school, Tyrner Nog.

        
            The fight is over.

The ancestors of the Dunpriest Counts who made a contract with the devil of negativity and used that negativity to the fullest to revive their territory.

The purpose was initially to publicize their own crisis and the crisis of the family that was being thoroughly manipulated by demons, but even though the crisis was over, they did not stop there and continued to prepare the blade of rebellion against the imperial family. was pouring out

Therefore, the Lihi Church, which could be considered the sword of Camellia and one of the spiritual pillars of the empire, could not just sit by and watch.

No matter how much you can understand the count's grief, even if you can understand their feelings to a small extent, what they did in the end was a betrayal of the relationship between military and government.

No matter what the circumstances were, the essence of treason did not change, so we and the Lehi Church had no choice but to engage in an all-out war against the Count family.

And the result is,

A terrible scene unfolding right before your eyes.

“Apostle. Are you finished with that?”

“Yes. I've tried everything I can, but... it might not be enough.”

“... We could have prepared a bigger spell if a few of our colleagues hadn't died, but this is our limit.”

“... Pendragon, you won't be able to come out from inside for a while.”

“Until additional support is provided, for now, yes.”

Ssss...

Yeongju Castle is a ruined castle, with the eerie sound of the wind blowing as the sea breeze passes between the collapsed stone walls.

And inside the lord's castle, you can see the Pendragon that imprisoned itself.

Thistle and Setias are talking outside the threshold of the lord's castle, looking at the sleeping Pendragon, who has lit a bonfire inside the destroyed lord's castle.

“... It looks like the Count family has turned its sword against many demons.”

“I guess so. It is a meritorious family that has been serving the royal family ever since it was not an imperial family. As a result of our investigation throughout the lord's castle, we found that the count had already made contracts with low-level demons several times in the past in an old warehouse.”

“Because they had already completed research on how to make a contract with the devil to their advantage, they were able to make a contract with Framework, a high-level devil, to their advantage.”

“That’s the way it is. As they have been continuously studying demons, they have figured out how to subdue other demons with demonic power, just like suppressing poison with poison, and they seem to have become obsessed with it. The ancestors of the count family, who were said to have been revived, would have made contracts with lower-level devils to deal with various individuals and groups who tried to harm the Steyer family, and even insulted devils that the royal family had not bothered to touch in order to deliberately show off their greatness. Their family ended up like this because the karma came back all at once.”

Among the gazes of the devils who focused on the Count family, there was also an aspect that clearly belonged to the Count family.

They deliberately committed many grandiose acts to gain the trust of the imperial family and stayers.

The priests of dawn were so self-absorbed by their knowledge that they did what they were supposed to do, which was to stop the demon that was cursing the royal family, but they made things bigger.

Without even thinking that there would be a price to pay for returning later, they not only made contracts with several lower-level demons and used them as a way to block other demons' curses, but they also did not hesitate to protect their position by secretly cursing their political enemies. No.

No matter how much they are considered the knights of the Stayer family, the reason why they were always able to stand next to the Stayer family was because of their efforts.

And their pride grew even greater, and they acted as if they thought they could overcome all the devils.

The priests of the count family tried to show off their greatness by poking their sides, not only to the imperial family but also to the demons that did not care much about humans and did not need to be touched. He looked back at the cute human holding it and responded to the challenge with an evil smile.

That was the main reason why the Count, who mainly dealt with and dealt with low-level demons, began to continuously receive curses that were more than they could handle.

So things started to get worse in succession,

The lower-level demons who had originally contracted have been released from the contract and have demanded payment.

The low-level and middle-level demons whose curses were interrupted by them also learned of the existence of the Count and began to have fun torturing the Count instead of the Imperial Family.

And the number of curses is,

No matter how much knowledge they had accumulated over a long period of time, it was absolutely impossible for people from a priestly family that served the imperial family, not God, to accept.

“First of all, the curses that are active only by designating Pendragon... I think there are more than a thousand curses at best. Although these curses were originally sent to a family rather than an individual, there are still too many...”

Astesia narrowed her eyes and counted the number of curses, then knelt down and began to pray.

It seemed like he wanted to use his power to weaken the curse on Pendragon even a little more.

And not only Astesia, but all members of the church are taking action.

Installation of temporary relics to weaken and delay the curse, or a magic circle that slightly changes the trajectory of the curse, and even a spell to slightly blur the demons' perception and awareness of the Pendragon, the target of the curse.

I did everything I could.

The power of the Church of Lihere and Deshade for Pendragon, the last surviving member of the Dunpriest family, ends there.

From now on, all we have to do is wait for the imperial family’s disposition.

Still, thistle and Setias must have thought that they had to give their best until the end, so they joined forces and carved another magic circle on the wall of the lord's castle, shaking their hands and falling.

phut! phut!

“Whew... By the way, all of Apostle's secret techniques are great.”

“Yes? is that so? I was feeling a bit disappointed that I couldn't do anything that great.”

“No. Absolutely not. Sorry for looking at you from the corner of my eye, but the Apostle's actions are all excellent. I didn't know that there were still people who knew how to use the sacred magic and protection found in the old teaching books.”

“Yes, is it an old teaching book?”

“Yes? Didn't you know? The things the Apostle used are all secret arts from two generations ago. Unlike the current sacred magic that pursues efficiency, they are secret arts that contain the aesthetics of honesty, so they consume a lot of sacred power and it takes a long time for the power to be realized. The effects are certain. It looks like you learned from a good priest.”

“That... over there...”

“... Am I mistaken?”

“Oh, no. It's not an illusion... It's because all the secret techniques I used were self-taught from books, except for some of the things Deshade taught me.”

“... Ah-!”

“I had no idea that the things I knew were ancient secret arts, and that they were from two generations ago...”

Thistle is embarrassed, and Setias thinks he made a mistake, so he fidgets and shakes his hands just as he was brushing them off.

and then,

Kuuk!

He held Thistle's hand and apologized.

“Sin, sorry! Things you wouldn't have known if I hadn't told you... Oh, no. That's not it. I never meant that the Apostle's secret techniques were outdated or anything like that!”

Sniff-

“Trigram, it’s okay. Still, I'm glad that I learned how much value my knowledge has. I didn't know that the magic that Deshade taught me was really that old, but it would be better than continuing to use it without knowing.”

As they walked around and talked together all day, Setias learned how long Thistle had been with Deshade.

As a result, Setias was very embarrassed, perhaps thinking that he had unknowingly made a mistake in disparaging the relationship between Deshade, a god from another church, and Thistle, who regarded him as a father.

It seems to me that Thistle just shed tears of reminiscence for a moment as she recalled the time when Deshade taught her magic.

In order to resolve the issue that resulted from their misunderstanding, Setias appeared in a cold sweat and tried to comfort Thistle.

“Ugh...! Yeah, that's right! Our parish has a teaching book that contains new age sacred magic for witch hunters! I will send it to you as soon as I return to the parish! I don't know if that's enough to apologize... but-”

Sniff-

“Yes? Apple? no. it's okay. You didn’t do anything to deserve an apology?”

“Ugh... Well, in that case, one more thing, there are quite a few documents in our library about various saints who were in the empire, so let's send them over too! As you of the Deshade Church are a newly formed church, it will be a good reference for future events!”

“Yes, yes. If you give it to me, I will be grateful... but I am a little embarrassed to hear that you are suddenly giving me an undeserved favor...”

A play that resulted from a misunderstanding that I ended up watching unintentionally.

As I was barely holding back my laughter as I was looking at Thistle, who was in tears simply because of Deshade, and Setias, who was comforting her because she thought she had made her cry, Ingrid approached Setias.

“Ugh... It feels soggy. Anyway, Bishop. It seems like everything is almost done, but what else should I do? Honestly, I'm exhausted. Ki kick.”

“Thank you for your hard work, Ingrid. I guess we can say that there is nothing for us to do now. The rest will just have to report the whole story to Princess Camellia and follow her decision.”

“Okay.”

“And Ingrid, I would like to ask Ingrid to remind others that they must clean up after creating magic circles that use catalysts. Mine is here, and please tell everyone to put the remaining catalysts in the wagon.”

Swish-

“Yikes! I understand.”

After saying these words, the parish priest throws away the leather bag containing the empty catalyst.

Sook-

“... Really, all I can say is that it's amazing.”

Ingrid put the bag containing the catalyst between her breasts again, and the fist-sized bag disappeared without a trace.

Setias, who was looking sideways at the scene, continued to look at Ingrid's chest. He noticed that there was not a single wound on Ingrid's chest despite a series of tough battles, and looked at her with admiration.

“More than that, Ingrid... I always feel this, but it's great luck.”

“Yes? luck? Am I lucky?”

“Yes. You must have gone all the way into the Lord's Castle to help the members of the church, and you are no more injured than us.”

“Ahh... Kikikick. Uh... it just so happened that it happened like that.”

As I look around, I see other Witch Hunters.

The Witch Hunters are working hard to engrave the magic circle on the castle castle even a little more before they each leave.

Since there are no extra clothes, most of the women boldly rip off the clothes on the injured area and move around with bandages wrapped around them.

Lyudmila was sitting still on one side, unable to move, and a dark blue-haired witch hunter named Avenger was holding his side and walking slowly and hesitantly, not walking as fast as the others.

Setias, who was in front of me right now, had barely recovered the flesh from his cut off ear and dent in his shoulder, but he still didn't show any signs, befitting his position as the head of the diocese.

“I’m glad that Lihier also has healing magic.”

“Ah, yes. Although it may be insufficient compared to the healing magic of the Gaia Church of the Kingdom Alliance, our church can also use healing magic at the same level as Rugal and Red Purge. However, in our case, the weight grows rapidly, so it causes quite a bit of pain.”

Even though his hearing has recovered, Setias is still a bit slow to respond when spoken to from the other side.

He added that once we finish cleaning up and return to the parish, everyone will have to focus on healing for a while.

So, all we can do is devote a little bit of energy to post-processing.

“... So, when would you like to leave? Bishop.”

As Setias said, it was time to return to our respective churches.

        
            When Setias tells him to set the departure time, he asks Lihi about the way he moves.

“Hmm... What do you plan to do, Lehier?”

Given the size of the denomination, there is only so much we can do as we are all members of the two denominations, which can be said to be small denominations if you look at their numbers alone.

Now that we had achieved all of our goals, it was time to go back, but we didn't have enough carriages.

“ Since many of the Dire Wolves are dead and quite a few carriages have been burned by the surprise attack by the Count's soldiers, we plan to send only the wounded to the carriages first and gather the rest at once to return on foot to the nearest city.”

“The count's house is like this now, and it's impossible to get out of the carriage. As for our denomination, well... it would be better to walk to the city together. Although I have to go to the capital to see the princess, I think it would be better for the others to return to the parish.”

“I see... I'm sorry. For us, it is better to send seriously injured people to the parish first.”

Setias apologizes with an expression of shame.

From their point of view, we are helpers who have reached out to expel the devil at Lehier's request.

It was very rude for them to not be able to provide transportation for us because something happened, but of course we didn't understand that.

“It’s okay. If we were to use a carriage among ourselves while leaving patients behind, that would be punishment.”

So, Setias clenched his teeth and promised with a serious face that he would care for Lihier's injured people until the end.

“... Lihere will not forget the help of the Church of Deshade. Making a promise once again may lead to a loss of trust, but now I must once again express my gratitude to all of you in the church. If any adversity comes to your church, we promise that we will do whatever it takes to save the people of the Deshade Church.”

“... Thank you.”

After hearing Setias' words, I answered while ignoring something that pricked deep in my heart.

Since I lied, there was no way my conscience wouldn't be pricked.

In reality, they haven't killed the witch yet.

From now on, after my meeting with Setias, I have to go find the wandering witch and the Enin who is hiding her.

So I calmly spouted a lie, and I couldn't help but feel remorse as the favor I gained through that lie was declared right before my eyes.

“... Then, I'll take a look around the city one more time.”

“Yes. Have a nice stay. We will complete the preparations for departure.”

After saying hello to Setias, I walked to the lakeside where Enin and the wandering witch were hiding, feeling the discomfort of walking on an acupressure board.

-------------------------------

“Ennin! Ennin! Where is it?”

The lakeside is located in the complete opposite direction from the count's port.

When I reached there, I continued walking along the water's edge, calling Enin's name.

It was difficult to see because it was surrounded by a forest, but when I saw the triangle-shaped tree branches that Enin had broken along the way, I thought it was time to get there, and that was correct.

“Irim! This way!”

“Ennin! I finally found it.”

I quickly turned my head when I heard Enin calling.

Then, I saw a small cave there, not one that had been dug out by a magic beast somewhere, but Enin who had dug out a huge rock covered in moss and turned it into a cave.

“It was here. Isn’t it amazing that you can make a screen with vines?”

“Hehe, when I went to attack Tyrant with the Hygge people, I tried imitating the watchtower there.”

“Well done. And it was well positioned. Witch hunters would never come here.”

After breaking through the ivy at the entrance, I entered and saw 10 lanterns lit in a dark cave.

The lantern, which is lit around the center, has a bit of a strong smell due to the oil inside, but it is perfect because it does not let out a small amount of magical power like a magic lantern, nor does it emit smoke like setting fire to wood.

Cum... Cum... Cum...

And in the center, a child born to a witch was seen, beautifully wrapped in cloth made from torn pieces of Ennin's clothes, and the witch holding the child dearly.

“... Hello.”

“... Yes.”

The witch looked at me and said hello succinctly.

A wandering witch and the child she gave birth to.

I found a witch with a full stomach in the church, and after hearing the witch's words for help, I whispered to Enin and asked her to save me.

Take the witch and ask her to go to the other side of the lake.

And Enin accepted what could only be called an unreasonable request.

“Honestly, it was very difficult? Lee Rim.”

Enin scratches his cheek and looks up at me.

Even though he is covered in scars and is an ennin, he looks physically exhausted.

When he saw Enin, who had many wounds all over his body, he hugged him.

“... Thank you, Enin. And, I'm sorry. I thought about it even though I said it, but it seemed like I was asking too much.”

“Ugh... Ugh...”

When I honestly hugged Enin and continued stroking her head, Enin was embarrassed but still hugged me in the same way.

“... It’s okay, Lee Rim. This time, I had no regrets. I was with Lee Rim until the end, and it was helpful.”

Enin opened a barrier as soon as he fell from the cliff.

He catches the witch and swims in the lake while holding her.

Since I was the only one on the hill, no one else saw it.

Enin leads the witch to the nearest water's edge and then carries the witch on his back and moves as far as possible.

Immediately after reaching the exact opposite position in the port, it moved again.

To help the witch give birth, I found the nearby forest keeper's residence and brought out a lantern, tools to heat water, and cloth.

In this way, the witch safely gave birth to a child.

“... Thank you.”

“... Yes.”

They were hugging each other like that, making sure that the witch was okay, even forgetting that she was there.

“... So, what are you going to do with me?”

The witch spoke, and only then did I realize that there was a witch, and I slowly got away from Enin.

“... Hmm, hmm! First, let me ask you a question from my side. What were you planning to do later?”

“I... originally planned to give birth in church and ask someone for help.”

“Huh? Help?”

After hearing the witch's words, I feel a little puzzled.

“I heard that all witches are wanderers? Could you ask for help?”

“Yes.”

“... Don't stop there, can you keep talking?”

“Ah, um... So, we are wanderers, and we all have a lot of personality.”

“Yes.”

“So, among us, there is a witch who is a bit strange and calls herself a prophet.”

“Prophet...?”

“That witch is different from other witches.”

“How is it different?”

“We, witches, do what we want to do. But she helps us do what we want to do.”

“So, you’re calling yourself a helper?”

“Yes. That woman... is also a witch who acts as a middleman.”

The witch's explanation was as follows.

They are wandering witches, and although they meet only occasionally when holding sabats, they do not completely cut off their lives.

And the one who makes it possible is the helper, the witch.

It is said that the helper always gives witches what they want when they ask for it.

Witches who cannot mix with people bring them the necessities they want, and they spread news among witches who are close to each other.

Sometimes, if a witch is isolated somewhere and is in danger, a helper appears and helps the witch get out of danger safely.

After a while, the witch who continued to tell such a story said something strange.

“Mom.”

“... Huh? What are you talking about all of a sudden?”

“Now that I think about it, that witch is like my mother.”

The witch lowers her head and strokes the child's cheek.

The child is sleeping well even while we are talking.

“You think so too, right? my cutie Hehe...”

Smiling and hugging the child tightly.

I just gave it strength to keep it from falling, and the end result was a softness filled with the feeling of love.

The witch, who hugged the child tightly, continues her explanation.

“... Anyway, originally, if I had called, that helper witch would have come right away, but when I was running away from the witch hunters, I was in such a hurry that I didn't think of it, and maybe that witch helped other witches escape. I probably couldn’t come right away because of this.”

“... I see.”

“Even though she’s a stranger, she calls me mom... It seems like she has a really nice personality.”

Enine said after recalling the impression of the witch who was her helper from what the witch said.

However, the witch frowned and shook her head to mean that was absolutely not the case.

“No, that’s not true at all. The helper is really scary.”

“Yes? Are you scared?”

“Yes. It's like... Yeah... So, whenever you talk to us, you always speak in a cold tone, as if your vocal cords were made from ice from a snowy mountain.”

“Uh, um... I guess you're a lot more shy than I thought. Hehe...”

“That’s not it. Do you really think I would freeze if I just looked at you? It's like an ice spirit.”

As I walked outside to take a quick look, the witch and Enin were talking together.

“Who is saying that it looks like an ice spirit?”

Damn it -

'what-'

As I lifted the vine and tried to get out, my whole body was wrapped in huge ice and I was frozen.

“I, Lee Rim!”

Enin saw that and tried to run towards me, but Enin's lower body also froze when the hooded witch standing at the entrance waved her arm.

Seeing me and Enin instantly freeze, the witch turns the child's head to face the intruder's direction, then uses the lanterns as a shield and backs away slightly.

“Ah... Ah, hello? Mr. helper.”

“Let me ask you again. Looking at me now, what makes you say I look like an ice spirit?”

'You crazy, you freeze two people and then say something like that?'

Me, who was trapped in the ice and unable to move, and Enin, who tried to hit the frozen lower body with his fist, but even his arms were frozen.

What appeared in front of the two of us was a woman wearing a purple hood, holding a lantern that was much larger than the hunter's lantern behind her.

“Anyway... you guys really don't know the concept of grace, and you are self-indulgent.”

Slurp-

When the woman took off her hood, what came out of it was light pink hair and eyes of the same color.

“So I ask you, Witch Forastero.”

The woman pointed the lantern at us and spoke to the witch.

“The two people here now, is it okay if we deal with them?”

        
            A woman with light pink hair carrying a lantern.

A woman who was different from Camellia, with much lighter hair than hers, as if she had bleached her hair, held a lantern close to my face.

I don't know what role the lantern plays, but as soon as I finished speaking, I saw that magic began to swirl rapidly inside the lantern. No matter what magic I used, if it was an offensive magic, if I was hit in this defenseless state where my whole body was frozen, I was sure to die instantly. It seemed.

“Now, wait! Oh my! Those people helped me!”

Then Forastero hurriedly raised one hand and stopped the witch who was his helper, and the witch's lantern stopped right in front of my eyes.

The assistant slowly turns back, looks at Forastero, and asks.

“... What?”

“... He said he helped me. The man there.”

“Really?”

“It's hard to risk even my child... but I'll risk everything I have except my child and swear to the truth.”

The witch placed her hand on her solar plexus while holding the child and swore in a desperate voice, and only after hearing the oath did the helper turn his body towards her.

“... If so, please say in more detail that you helped.”

“... At first, the man clearly came to catch me.”

A witch holding a child speaks.

It was not revealed whether either of them knew about the story about Lihere's witch hunters going out to catch witches who attended the Sabbat.

The story begins after the witch hides in a church surrounded by the protection of the Framework, clutching her belly, which is about to give birth.

The story is that the two of us came to catch him.

A story about how, despite asking for protection from the devil, we defeated the devil and ended up at the church where he was hiding.

and,

This is a story about two people who came to see her after knowing that she was a witch, and after much deliberation, they not only made the choice to save her and her child, but also helped her give birth and helped her hide her body.

“That’s it.”

After finishing his story, Forastero closed his mouth.

OK,

Sweet!

“... I see.”

The helper lowered the lantern to the floor.

The hot energy felt beyond the ice.

And the block of ice that trapped my body so that I could not move.

If it was a simple block of ice, it might have been possible to escape by applying force somehow or by roughly releasing magical power.

But this ice blocked even that.

'A prison of ice.'

A magic that not only froze my skin and clothes, but also completely froze every channel of magical power in my body, rendering me completely incapable of doing anything, yet miraculously allowed me to survive.

‘Is this the power of a witch? If not, is this witch special?'

Either way, what is certain is that the opponent was able to do something that not only ordinary human wizards, but also witch hunters, could have done without chanting a single word of magic.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Contrary to the fact that he is wearing a very thick purple hood, what he is surprisingly wearing are sandals.

A woman with light steps first approached Enin and asked a question.

“Then, first, let me ask you.”

“Before that, remove the spell cast on Lee Rim.”

Then Enin tried to negotiate with the witch, asking her to lift the spell on me even though he was also trapped in ice.

“Is that that man’s name? However, it will be solved only if you answer the questions I ask first.”

“You can’t do that. Listening to my requests comes first. Just the upper body is fine, so break the spell. Otherwise I won't reply anything.”

“... For your information, I could freeze you like this and sink you to the bottom of a salty lake with only your thoughts allowed. Until the end of its life.”

Don’t do it, the witch was a hardliner who was incapable of negotiation.

“... Okay. What do you want to ask?”

In the end, Enin showed all of her displeasure at the witch's firm answer, but in the end, Enin could not resist the threats and decided to meekly follow her way.

“Do you like witches?”

“...”

However, Enin cannot easily answer the witch's question.

In front of a witch, a question is asked if you like witches.

If you think about it normally, based on the fact that the witch in front of us immediately froze when she saw us, we assumed that she was mentally ill, and the sight of her saying no and then killing her was a good thing, and Enin was hesitant to answer, perhaps because he thought so. .

However, the witch did not seem to have asked the question with that intention, and in order to ensure a smooth koan question, she swore in front of Enin that she would not harm him.

“You can tell the truth. I know that no matter how you answer my questions, I won't use that as an excuse to harm you. Well... that's right. I swear by the witch over there and her child.”

“Now, wait a minute! Even if you're betting on me, why the child?! Don't try to mess with it!”

'Are you okay?'

Since I was trapped in a pillar of ice from my legs to my hair and couldn't even open my mouth, miraculously, I could only listen, so I ended up giving an inaudible rebuke to the witches' conversation, and Enin, who had heard the witch's oath, spoke on my behalf.

“If you ask me what I think, I don’t like it that much.”

Enin clearly explains what a witch is to her and how the people living in this world feel about witches.

“Witches are just like pagans. no. In fact, the quality is worse. Excluding priests, most pagans gain power from the devil and use it to enrich themselves and satisfy their desires. But I'm not a witch. Witches just look for things that interest them.”

“... Please continue.”

Even though Enin had already spoken, once he looked at the helper's thoughts, the helper listened to Enin's words with an expressionless face.

“... Witches always do whatever they want without caring about others. They are indifferent to the value of living people and other people other than themselves. If necessary, capture people and disband them. They pour out the contents of their pots without caring what happens to the crops. They have no respect for things other than themselves. That's worse than the pagans. Pagans believe that their strength must be proven by beings weaker than them, but most witches do not even care about that and treat them as if they are inanimate objects. That is, other people, humans, who have the same appearance as oneself.”

After Enin took a moment to catch his breath, the assistant asked one more question.

“Did you see that in person?”

Then Enin hesitated for a moment and answered.

“... There aren't that many witches in the Kingdom Alliance, so I couldn't see them in person. I just heard that it happened a lot.”

“That's right. The areas where witches currently operate are mostly the empire and areas beyond. Still, it's not wrong. Most of the rumors you've heard are probably true.”

Enin did not see the witch in person.

But the assistant answered that it was probably all true.

Since she is said to act as a helper and help other witches, she must have met many witches, and among them, it is natural that there are witches who actually did the things Enin talked about, and that they could pursue their own hobbies without receiving separate help from her. There are definitely witches who pour out cauldrons of plague without any hesitation in order to achieve this.

To that extent, witches are like walking disasters.

If there is no particular reason to do so, they will not touch people, but if they suddenly have a good idea or an interest and feel the need to satisfy it, they act impulsively without paying attention to other creatures around them.

As if everything in the world other than himself was prepared for him, he rips off people's necks as if he were picking up herbs on the side of the road, and cuts into people's bellies as if he is plowing a field.

After doing so, they do not feel any guilt, and after satisfying their interest, they leave to find their next interest.

“In severe cases, there are witches that can harm an entire village. Going further, there are witches who have the power to destroy an entire kingdom. Even recently, about 30 years ago, in the land of the Empire, a so-called Named Witch, also known as the Bug Witch, was exorcised while cultivating her hobby. I knew a few people like that, and most of them were killed by witch hunters.”

The helper simply acknowledges this by talking about other witches she knows.

Then, Enin's complaints about the evil deeds of witches, which were directly acknowledged by his helper, did not end with his representation as a resident of this world.

“And... And in the end, you ended up summoning the devil.”

What Enin was talking about was a story about witches who, while serving as priests of Lihier, brought down demons.

In terms of order, it was the first thing to be done, and it happened the longest ago, so the order of talking about it was a little late, but the witch also admitted it.

“... That's right. That, too, was clearly something that the witches of the time did of their own will.”

The witch admitted everything.

He acknowledged and accepted that Enin had told him in detail what he thought of witches as a representative of countless people.

Next, the witch asked a second question.

However, this time, the intention was even more unclear than the previous question.

“Then I will ask.”

“... Do it.”

“If you were to say which side you are, it would be the side that hates witches.”

“... Even if you see it that way, I won’t deny it.”

The witch looks straight at Enin.

He opened his eyes wide and stared at me for a while without blinking, then became puzzled.

“... That's strange. The God you serve clearly seems to love only you. ... It doesn't matter.”

Soon the witch puts down the lantern and puts her hand into her bosom.

And that appearance seemed to be interpreted by Enin as the witch's intention to break her promise and threaten us.

“...!”

flinch-

Wow!

“... Oh, be still. I will never do anything dangerous.”

“If you lift a finger against Lee Rim, I won’t let you go!”

“It’s okay. You won't believe me since I'm a witch, but I made an oath. ... More than that, it is an incredible power. I never thought you would try to break my ice with your own power.”

Even though Enin's arms and legs were trapped, he made half of the ice crack by simply leaning forward in an instant. The helper raised his eyebrows as if he was slightly surprised at the sight, but eventually took out something and thrust it at Enin.

“Then I will give this to you.”

“... What is this?”

What the witch took out was a small, drop-shaped red bead, much smaller than a fingernail.

        
            'egg? marble? Is it an artifact?'

Unlike us who don't know what the jewel-like egg is, the witch Forastero shouted loudly to see if she knew its identity.

“Wait a minute, hey! That's Pomegra, the pomegranate our king gave us! Are you going to give me that?”

“Yes.”

“But... it’s probably something you shouldn’t give away carelessly, right?”

“In that case, let me ask you again, Forastero. The Lord of the Vagrants gave us pomegranates when we were starving. And the monarch is gone, and the people hate us. Nevertheless, if someone has reached out to us, I think it is time to hand over the pomegranate that the monarch entrusted to us to the person who helped us.”

“... Still, I have something to tell you earlier-”

“Forastero. No matter what you say, I have no intention of breaking my will.”

“No, that’s not the story-”

“It is done. In the first place, I have the right to deal with ‘Pomegra’. There was no need to listen to what you said in the first place.”

“Shut up-”

Perfect!

Wow!

“Kek, kek, kek!”

The helper, who quickly filled Forastero's mouth with chunks of ice by snapping his fingers, releases the ice pillars surrounding Enin's arms, freeing them, and says, holding out a pomegranate.

“As it happens, I am a woman, so the conditions fit. The first human to help us. May you receive the favor from this helper. I don't know what you will do afterward, but since you helped us, you deserve this.”

“Uh, uh...”

“Hurry up and get it.”

The witch forcefully thrusts the pomegranate at him, and Enin is taken aback.

Meanwhile, the witch eagerly spat out the ice and wiped her mouth with her sleeve, while the helper forced Enin to receive pomegranates one after another.

“Now, come on. Even though you hated us, you decided to save us, and you certainly did. So, you are fully qualified.”

And Enin responded to that oppressive attitude,

He clearly pointed out areas that needed to be addressed.

“Well, strictly speaking, I followed Lee Rim’s opinion.”

“... Yes?”

“It was the opinion of the man over there, Lee Rim, who said he would save that witch, and I just followed his opinion. If Lee Rim hadn't told me to do it, I would have said to the end that I would kill both the witch and the child she was pregnant with.”

The helper turns around, following Enin's fingers, and finds me.

I was unable to do anything in the ice, just listening to the sounds with my eyes wide open.

While my helper was looking at me with an incomprehensible look, the witch who finally spat out all the ice spoke.

“So, you idiot! I told you to listen to me until the end! The man over there was the one who first suggested saving me! This woman simply followed suit!”

“... Is that really true?”

“Yes! It’s true.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“... Even though he’s a man?”

“You might think it’s strange, but it’s true.”

The helper opened his eyes wide and asked back at Forastero's words, then slowly looked back at me and spoke.

“But it is clear that the person who will save us is-

He said it would be his daughter.”

“... Of course, I know that, but what is clear is that it was that man who said he would save me and told me what I wanted. The bishop of one denomination.”

First of all, one thing is certain: the witch who is said to be the helper seems to have made up her mind even if she was mistaken.

“...”

She placed the pomegranate, which resembled a red gem called Pomegra, on top of the lantern for a moment and then put her hand back into her bosom.

'It looks like a pomegranate, but it doesn't seem to be an ordinary item.'

Meanwhile, I don't know what it is, but while I was amazed that the pomegranate didn't ripen in the heat of the lantern, what my helper took out from inside his chest was -

It was a cigarette.

“...”

Chi-Ik-

A thick, elongated piece of tobacco, also known as a cigarette or cigar.

It is a hard-boiled type of tobacco made by grinding the leaves into powder and then rolling it into tobacco leaves.

The helper put the cigarette between his fingers, put it in the lantern, lit the end, and took a deep drag.

“Suuu-”

long.

Really long.

Really long.

Unbelievably long.

'That's crazy lung capacity.'

A helper who sucked all the cigarettes until one cigarette was gone.

Then she-

“Fuuu.

It blew out a long puff of smoke again.

“... I knew I would find out someday, but I never thought I would feel this now. In this situation, I really wanted to decline.”

“... Could you please not smoke in front of your newborn?”

Forastero waved his hand and made all the smoke go out.

The helper, who finished his cigarette with just one puff, spoke briefly and boldly.

“Life, fuck.”

-------------------------------

“Then let’s start again from the beginning. The first human to help us. May you receive favor. I don't know what you will do afterward, but since you helped us, you deserve this.”

“...”

“Now, come on. You decided to save us.”

“...”

“... What do you do?”

“No, just. I really wanted to do the exact same thing as before.”

“... Shut up and take it.”

It seems that even one cigarette could not alleviate the stress caused by the embarrassment of being mistaken.

The helper, who shoved a pomegranate at me and placed an iron plate on my face and made the same noise, forced my hand open and gave me Pomegra.

“... Yes. In the first place, it is only the first, and the person who obtains all three qualifications will succeed the Lord of the Vagrants. It doesn't necessarily mean you'll reach the end.”

“I don’t understand, how do I do this?”

“Just figure it out. Whether I take it and sell it to someone, throw it into the lake, or eat it when I run out of magical power, it's already out of my hands.”

The witch, who had acted as if she was giving something valuable, reacted as soon as the pomegranate left her hand. I couldn't tell if the item in my hand was precious or not.

Meanwhile, the witch just looked at Ennin, stared at me like she said, sighed, and quickly figured out Deshade's identity.

“... Damn, even the god you serve is a god who picks up discarded things. I never thought he would be similar to our monarch.”

“... How do you know Deshade’s identity?”

“I can see it. Don't ask me how. It's just that it was possible from the beginning. Anyway, we'll leave now.”

The witch said she wouldn't even ask any more questions, so I couldn't help but put the pomegranate in my pocket.

The helper, who saw the scene to the end, raised Forastero and wrapped him in his cloak.

“... Anyway, thank you for helping her and the child. Well then, that’s it.”

Then the helper held the lantern in front of our eyes, and after a while the light from the lantern became brighter and brighter -

Pot-

With the sound of something condensing, the two witches and a child disappeared before our eyes.

“... I went.”

“... Yes, I went.”

“They don’t even explain what it was.”

“That’s right.”

“... As expected, I can't like witches.”

“... Yes. I'm sorry.”

“Ah, it’s not for Lee Rim to apologize!”

Enin complained about the missing witches for a moment, then she apologized to me, so I just walked up to her and-

Kkook-

He held her hand and led her outside.

“Okay, let’s go back. Anyway, it seems like everything I tried to do was successful.”

“Oh, that... yes.”

Enin was embarrassed, but he followed along calmly.

“... I'm sorry, I think I was too greedy.”

I continue walking along the lakeside and apologize to Enin.

Then Enin gave his hand more strength and answered quietly.

“... No. Thinking and acting to help Lee Rim is what I want to do.”

“... Really? Well then, thank you.”

“... Hehe, yes.”

Avoid puddles of water, walk in places with a lot of grass, and walk slowly while feeling the atmosphere of the forest.

It might be short before I go back, but I felt a little more at ease as I walked with the thought that everything was over.

And most of all, Enin seemed to be in a good mood, so it was okay.

Swish-

Paddukdukduk-

with a splash!

While I was walking along the lakeside, I saw a very large fish jumping into the sky from the surface of the lake and flapping its fins.

However, the timing was just right when Enin muttered in a voice that I could barely hear.

So I couldn't really hear what Enin said.

“... And I also feel that I have finally obtained the qualification. It’s not that there was no harvest at all.”

“Huh? What did you say?”

“Yes. I did it.”

“Uh... sorry. I didn't hear. There was just a fish over there. What did you say?”

“It’s okay if you don’t know. Rather, I think I can surprise you more if you don't know.”

“... No, just tell me. I don’t know why, but I feel anxious.”

“Hehe, I won’t teach you!”

Enin was anxious, wondering if he was determined to get revenge for not being able to concentrate on the conversation, so Enin let go of his hand and ran forward vigorously, then looked back.

Then, with his hands folded behind his back, he looked at me and quietly said something that was difficult to understand.

“And it’s also something that requires me to be a little more determined. Hehehe...”

Enin waited for me to arrive with a slight blush on his cheeks, and we slowly returned to the city, holding hands again.

        
            A city that takes about a day to walk from Ambrosia.

It was a city ruled by a minor nobleman, a baron who looked a bit edgy because he was quite old but had not yet married.

It is not a city bigger than the county.

It feels like the main income comes from the by-products that flow from the county.

A short distance from Ambrosia, it was a city inhabited by people who made their living by quickly repairing sailing ships and carriages along with the inn business, taking advantage of the fact that the port city was so cramped that it was difficult to tie all the merchants together at once.

There we were able to get a carriage.

In addition, she did not forget to request support from the county, showing the order with the imperial family's seal that Camellia had given to Ingrid.

“Applying to Ambrosia... you mean?”

“Yes. Details will be officially announced by the imperial family at a later date. But for now, we ask for your support to the county.”

“Even if it's support... I'm not sure what I need. Rather, has something so serious happened in the county that it needs support from a city like ours?”

“To be precise, I am requesting this because the county’s dock needs to be cleaned up.”

Rebellion.

This is the Dunpriest Count family that started the rebellion.

However, before being a county, Ambrosia, a county, was also a port city in the form of a coastal bay with a sea route connected to the deepest part of the inland.

Just before we left, a sailing ship came close to the dock, and when it saw smoke rising and the county devastated, it thought there was a problem and delayed anchoring. We took a small boat and went over there and talked about the details. He said that although he could not give it to them, it would be okay to use the port as usual.

And since this will continue to happen even after we leave, we must take care of it in order to maintain relationships with foreign merchants who will visit the empire after a long voyage.

“Baron. In addition to the Tang territory near Ambrosia, there were several cities nearby.”

“Yes, yes. There is also Viscounty Territory within about a week's walk, and although it is not enough to be called a city, there are a few villages that are large enough to hire workers.”

“In that case, please contact the Viscounty Territory and gather as many people as possible to help maintain security and port management in the Viscounty Territory. However.”

“... Dan?”

“Do not talk to or look at the people of the earldom. The detailed story will be announced later by Princess Camellia, so please do not make hasty judgments until then.”

“Oh, I understand.”

Of course, only port cities receive support to a certain extent, and only as long as the functions of strategic locations are properly maintained.

As we do not yet know how the imperial family and Camellia will treat them, support should not be given to the earl family and should be limited to the extent that public order in the port is maintained.

'good. For now, let's do post-processing like this.'

That's all I do as the princess's knight.

And next, it is a request as a bishop of a denomination.

“And, I have a favor to ask.”

“Ah, yes. What is it?”

“I would like to ask for carriages to return to the capital. Do you have some spare time?”

“... Ah, yes. there is. Yes. yes. I'll ask you to arrange it right away. But it will take some time.”

“It’s okay. Baron Tesseract. I'm just sorry for repeatedly asking the Baron for unreasonable requests.”

“No. Of course, this is something you must do. The people of the church that operate under the orders of the imperial family are the empire. There is no way the Baron would throw that away, right? Hahahaha...”

The Baron was worried that another burdensome request would come up, but he was relieved that he had only been asked to arrange for carriages, and smiled broadly.

As a minor noble, the sudden order to support a huge family like the Dawn Priests that he normally didn't pay any attention to was unsettling and burdensome, but support for Lihere and our church could possibly lead to connections in the future. I'm just willing to do it.

After finishing our conversation with the Baron, the Baron decided to immediately gather a group of people and leave for the County, and we went to the Baron's adventurer's guild, which can accommodate a lot of people.

The priority was to quickly repair the carriage that was barely destroyed, and to load Lihier's injured people into several carriages quickly arranged by the Baron and send them to the diocese.

After that, we decided to wait there again until the carriages were arranged.

While sitting in the city's adventurer's guild, watching adventurers and knights of the rogue passing by, Astesia jumped up from her seat and screamed.

“... Haaat?!”

“Huh? what? What's wrong?”

An act of drawing the attention of everyone, including Witch Hunters and members of our church, from their half-asleep state.

Slurp!

Bye!

“Ahh! Sorry, sorry...! I didn't mean to wake you up...!”

Some Witch Hunters immediately stood up and drew their swords, as if they had been traumatized by the previous attack, and with Astesia's apology, tension rose in the adventurer's guild.

After a while, Astesia repeatedly bowed her head and apologized for causing trouble to others, then returned to us and quietly raised her hand and spoke.

“... Oh, that's it.”

“What’s wrong? Astesia.”

“Uh... So, are there any cities I've passed through so far?”

“Ah, yes. You mean the cities we stopped by on the way to the county?”

“Hey, I still remember the exact appearance of the lodging we stopped at in that city. If I create a portal through there, wouldn’t the carriage be unnecessary?”

“... Huh?”

“... Yes?”

As soon as I heard those words, I went into a daze and couldn't think of anything, and the same seemed to have happened to Bishop Setias as well. He opened his mouth just as he was about to answer, and stopped, clutching a bunch of the carriage receipts that the Baron's people had left behind.

Astesia explained it in more detail, perhaps because she thought we had woken up and misunderstood it.

“Oh, I’m sorry. So, first of all, it's about 3 days from here to the inn in the city we stopped by before... If you go from here to there once and from that city to the capital once, you can get to the capital without a carriage. If I were to open the door twice, I would probably be able to get close to the castle. Although it may cause a bit of a commotion since it is connected to the door of an inn in the city we visited.”

“... Ah, I see. There was a way like that.”

Previously, Astesia was able to open a portal that took a day's journey from our church to the sanctuary where the Hygges were located.

It seems that quite a long time has passed since then and he has become able to use his power more freely, and he said that he was able to connect a door to an inn in a city we passed by about 3 days away.

“Uh, how do you feel? Bishop...?”

“... If you could do that, I would really appreciate it. Holy woman.”

This is something that Lihier and Setias, who want to return to their parish in a hurry, cannot help but be happy about.

However, Setias was worried about Astesia because he knew that portals were not that easy to open and close.

“However, won’t the saint be a little tired? In order to use the gates in major large cities in the empire, the wizards of the magic towers in those cities have to consume a lot of magical energy, but the saintess moves all of us with her own magical power.”

“That’s okay. It may be impossible to do it right away, but with the number of people here, after opening a portal once, you will probably be able to open it again after resting for about two hours.”

“... That's amazing. I really, truly have no choice but to say yes.”

When Astesia said that she would not overdo it, the witch hunters, including the parish priest, all looked at her in surprise.

Then, although Astesia was embarrassed, she accepted all the stares and gave the vicar a steadfast look asking for his opinion.

“... Then, I will gladly accept the saint's favor. Really, really thank you.”

Setias accepted the offer.

Immediately we canceled the arrangement for the carriage and instead asked the Baron's men to prepare a spacious warehouse.

Afterwards,

“Then... I’ll open the door.”

“Yes.”

[Troimerai]

Crash.

Two transfers.

The burden on Astesia was too great for all the dire wolves to cross the portal, so everyone arrived at the capital quickly, except for two witch hunters who volunteered to lead the dire wolves and stay behind to move to the capital.

There was a big commotion on the way because the portal was connected to an inn, but the vicar was able to calm it down by giving an explanation on his own.

We were finally able to arrive at the capital a day and a half after departing from the county.

Crash.

Astesia, who closes the second door and comes outside an inn in the capital where she had previously stopped by, apologizes to Setias while holding her breath.

“... Sigh- Sigh- Sigh- ... I'm sorry. In fact, if this was going to be the case, it would have been better to remember when there were injured people and send the injured people first.”

“No. It's not even possible. In any case, there are quite a few herbs and items that need to be prepared at the parish in order to properly treat wounds, so it is meaningful that we who arrived first can gain time to prepare.”

Setias squeezed Astesia's hand and expressed his gratitude.

Not only the parish leader, but also other witch hunters bowed their heads to Astesia and expressed their gratitude, and although Astesia was embarrassed, she responded to each and every one of them with gratitude.

Now that we have arrived in the capital, it is time to part ways.

The people of Lihier decided to go back to the parish right away, but we decided to wait until I met Camellia and then return to the parish with the power of Astesia.

“Well, I look forward to seeing you again next time, priests of Lihier.”

“Next time, please stop by our church when you feel like it. Lehere will welcome you in return for the help you have received from the Church of Deshade.”

“Hehe, I’ll look forward to a grand reception.”

“... Yes. You can look forward to it.”

Thistle and the parish president shake hands and promise to do the following.

The other Witch Hunters also relaxed slightly, knowing that the job was finally over, even though we were there.

They had been together on the long journey, and most of all, they seemed to have developed a bond because they joined forces with our church to fight against the Count family.

Thistle and Setias were talking, and Ingrid was thinking about making an excuse to get out and go see Camellia with me.

“... Still, if possible, I would appreciate it if you would stop by as soon as possible, while I am still in the parish.”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“... I will probably be leaving the church in the not too distant future.”

“Yes?”

While the Witch Hunters who remained in the church and the Witch Hunters who returned were inquiring about each other's well-being and causing a stir, Setias quietly came out of the church and spoke so that only Thistle could hear.

“The time I will have as parish president is not long.”

        
            “What does that mean? I don’t think I have much time left as the parish president?”

We couldn't understand her sudden confession.

Lehi starts now.

caught the witch

Of course it's not the truth.

To be exact, the witch was dead, and in reality she wasn't even dead, but I secretly betrayed her and saved her life.

However, the truth that will be made public is that Lehi defeated the devil and captured the witch with the Church of Deshade.

Although there is nothing left as evidence, since it will be announced by the imperial family, trust will not be lost, and fierce fights between devils and witches often lead to fights in which no trace of the opponent is left, so there is no need to show evidence.

The story that Lihier, who had not been able to use much effort in tracking down Sabbat, disappeared when Baphomet's black fog that blocked the witches disappeared, and that he punished the witches he found through his search, which was accelerating day by day, marks the beginning of Lihier's prosperity. A situation that serves as a signal.

'It may be a simple incident, but the current Lehier doesn't have a record worth showing off like this.'

So now is the really important time.

First of all, it is important to announce that all of this is the work of Bishop Setias, who was in command.

Although the public announcement is something that has been done to Lihier since his predecessors, and he is still providing financial support, it is a precedent that will appease those who have expressed a bit of annoyance at the recent decline of Lihier, and Setias From now on, the princess must show off her deep friendship with the church that she directly protects, and greet those who offer new support.

At the same time, if you have enough money, now is the time when you can really pour all your energy into searching and tracking witches without worrying about anything else.

'At such a time, is there any reason for Setias to suddenly step down from his position as bishop?'

If I thought about it simply, since Lehi was divided into two positions, I wondered if she, a radical, wanted to step down because she had a term of office, but she continued to deny my thoughts, which were just in my head.

“... A divorce message came in from Rugal.”

“Marriage talk...?”

As Thistle opens her eyes wide and covers her mouth, Setias avoids us and looks down.

“Yes. This is a marriage conversation between me, the parish president, and one of the three heroes of Rugal, Parasig the Feudal King.”

'One of the Three Heroes?'

Those words make me wonder.

The three heroes created by Rugal.

To be precise, it is a story about the marriage talks with the Fetal King Parasig among the two artificial heroes, excluding the Dragon King Savage, who had some kind of contractual relationship.

'I remember that King Fe had no will of his own. In that case, this must have been a story that the leaders who were preparing for the incarnation ceremony gathered their opinions. But, why?'

Even before, the Kishinkai guys from Rugal had asked me to ascend to the position of Nioh.

I declined it with a ‘hold’ stance.

And apart from that, it seems they have made a different proposal to Bishop Setias than I did.

“Rugal's request was that I come to Rugal as the bride of the Feudal King. Therefore, I cannot go to Rugal as a parish priest. I haven't told everyone yet, but I'm thinking of choosing either Lyudmila or Evinizer for the next parish director.”

Rugal tries to obtain Setias by marrying the Feudal King.

‘What is Rugal thinking? These guys even realized that dragons are unsuitable for the ritual of incarnation. And, the most disturbing thing is that they are the ones who have done all kinds of dirty work until two artificial heroes were created.'

If you just look at this kind of work, these guys have done quite a lot so far.

In order to create the Beast King and the Fetal King, they kidnapped, threatened, and took in false marriages women suitable to be used as mothers.

However, most of the false marriage talks used the pretext of marrying one of the powerful paladins or priests, and never mentioned the marriage talks of heroes.

Thistle interprets Rugal's intentions in his own way and presents his opinion to Setias.

“... Is Rugal making such a decision to confront Red Purge? In order to unite Lihier and Rugal through marriage talks between Feudal King Parasig and Bishop Setias.”

“I don’t know about that. However, one thing that was clearly requested was that Rugal mentioned me, and not anyone else in our church, several times. ... Maybe the Feudal King really likes me, or if not, as Apostle Thistle said, it could really be a self-talk to warn Red Purge, whose relationship with him has rapidly deteriorated due to this incident.”

“I think it is a bit too much to talk about marriage to give a warning... It is a bit too much to use marriage talk for such political purposes.”

“I agree.”

Setias twisted the corners of his mouth and sneered.

However, although it was addressed to Rugal, it was mostly a mockery addressed to himself.

“Still, considering our denomination’s position, I cannot reject the proposal. Rugal has a lot, and even though they lost quite a bit this time, they are a much stronger denomination than us. The benefits they said they would prepare for us as wedding gifts were things that our denomination desperately needed.”

“Parish...”

“So, I will accept this.”

Setias raises his head and looks beyond the door at the Witch Hunters inside the parish.

Lyudmila was researching and making notes of lost items from people returning from their travels, planning to buy them all at once, and Evinizer was receiving reports on expenditures made by the parish while she was away.

Ingrid-

At her usual pace, she quietly crossed the shadows and left, avoiding everyone's eyes, but then made eye contact with us and smiled awkwardly.

“... So, when you stop by our church again, maybe I will already be in Rugal.”

“... I see.”

“Sorry. In what was a long-awaited victory, I brought up a useless personal story to calm your mood.”

“...”

Kkook-

“... I am truly sorry. And, thank you.”

Thistle quietly held Setias's hand, and instead of rejecting it, she bowed to us and thanked us once again.

Perhaps this may be the last encounter with Setias seen in Lihi.

Afterwards, she said she would help the diocese for approximately one to two more months and after completing the handover, she would leave for Rugal.

“... Still, Bishop. No, Setias. I hope you can find happiness.”

“... Hehe, thank you. Don't worry too much. Yes. You never know, right? If King Fei really likes me and asked me to marry him, then I plan to make him fall in love with me and make him spit out everything about Rugal. At this point, it would be a good idea to have Rugal provide funds for witch hunting and have paladins and priests participate in the search.”

“ is strong...”

“Hehehe- Of course, it’s a joke.”

Seeing the two people smiling at each other makes me feel sorry for them right now, but I also think that Setias will do well.

However, I'm just uneasy because I don't know what Rugal's intention was in bringing up such a story.

After finishing the story, Setias went inside.

So, we decided to leave behind our short and deep relationship with Lihier and go straight to the castle to report to Camellia.

This time, as with Baphomet, I killed the demon Framework, so I'm qualified, but I'm glad there won't be a banquet like last time.

“Then, Bishop. I'll see you later. It might take some time. Ki kick.”

“I understand. Well, I'll see you later. Ingrid.”

Ingrid also quietly approached us after Setias left, prepared her best excuse, said that she would come out of the parish and join us, and then went inside the parish.

“... Even though the building looks colder than it looks, everyone has a warm appearance.”

“It is said that Setias and the previous bishop put in a lot of effort. It should be seen as a product of that.”

Hwarim shared his impressions of Lihere, and everyone relieved their fatigue with the hospitality they received at Lihere, even if it was only for a short period of time.

So this time, before going to the imperial castle and meeting Camellia-

There were other people who had to finish the story.

“Now, let’s come out. The Blue Rose Witch.”

A square in the capital, far from the Diocese of Lihier.

There, for a moment, we spoke into the air under the shade of a building that blocked sunlight, and for a moment, a storm of blue rose petals swirled in front of us.

Heavenly

“... It was truly a breathtaking space.”

“I was nervous. Tipsy. It's a good thing that all the witch hunters were released. If there was even one person with a good sense, it could have been a big problem.”

What appears is Tipsy Biblio, the Blue Rose Witch, and Snooze Biblio, her escort and lover.

The two quietly approached us who were trying to use the portal in Ambrosia and asked us to accompany them so as not to be noticed by the Witch Hunters. With our permission, they used magic to hide themselves and use the portal.

Just like that, two people who had been with us from beginning to end showed up.

“... Anyway, thank you. Everyone from the Deshade Church.”

“As representatives of the Witches of the Blue Rose, Snooze Biblio and I, Tipsy Biblio, would like to express our gratitude.”

“So, we are planning to go back soon, but what do you want to ask?”

Two women saying hello and getting ready to leave.

When I saw those girls, I asked them the story I wanted to ask from the beginning.

To be more precise, I asked about the necklace with a blue gem that had been hanging around the neck of Tipsi Biblio, a female priest, from the beginning.

“Please answer honestly. The necklace around his neck. Are you saying this is the exclusive property of the Knights of the Blue Lily?”

“Yes? Do you mean this?”

When I pointed to a cross necklace with a blue gem, the female knight responded in confusion.

“Yes. That's true, but... why are you curious?”

“Someone I know has a necklace like that.”

When I got the answer I expected, I decided to dig a little deeper before parting ways with them.

No matter how you look at that necklace, it was the same as the necklace that Peria had that her mother had secretly given her to her before she left the Demon Territory.

        
            A necklace that Peria's mother put in Peria's bag when she was planning to hide in a carriage before leaving the Demon Territory.

Peria does not wear that necklace.

I always keep it in my bag, perhaps because I'm afraid it will wear out if I wear it around.

Still, every time I or someone else tried to take something out of the bag, the necklace was always placed at the top so it was easy to take out, so I could tell how much Peria valued it, even if she didn't show it.

I saw a necklace identical to that one twice.

Once, during a banquet held in the imperial castle, blue rose witches were seen hanging around the necks of women who were all holding hands.

Looking at the scenes at the time, it was clear that none of the women were witches, but that they were acting as escorts for witches, and at the same time, they were not ordinary people.

The other one is right in front of me right now, from the neck of Tipsy Biblio, the Blue Rose Witch, and her partner Snooze Biblio, who approached me to ask for a deal.

Now I know for sure.

The women wearing fairly revealing dresses next to the witches I saw at the banquet were all women of the Blue Lily Knights.

I've seen it so many times that there's no way I'll ever forget the necklace Peria's mother gave her, and I was thinking about the necklace that was hanging around the neck of Tipsy's pet Snooze Biblio that looked similar to it, and today the two of them gave us a car. When I came to ask for access to the original text, I discovered that the two necklaces were exactly the same.

And since the necklace was only worn by women of the Blue Lily Knights, Peria said she didn't know much about her mother, so I asked this question because I wanted to find out at least a little bit about it when the opportunity arose.

Of course, the two people couldn't understand the intention of my question.

bean!

The witch, who did not know the situation, felt that she had to be on guard as she had no idea what I was trying to do by digging up information about them, and even more so, following her instinct to protect her pet Snooze, she stepped forward, hitting the floor with her broom.

“...”

“It’s okay. Tipsy. ... Bishop. It looks like you've seen a necklace like this somewhere before, right?”

“... Yes.”

Snooze wraps his arms around Tipsy's neck, pulls him back, and comes in front of me to answer.

Clap-

Snooze Biblio, who was wearing armor with both blue and silver colors, took off his gauntlets and started talking while stroking the necklace with his fingers, with a witch next to him assisting.

“The Rosary of the Blue Lily, as you may have guessed, is an artifact passed down from generation to generation by the descendants of our knights. It would be true to say that it is an exclusive property, but more accurately, it can be said to be the legacy of mothers who were members of the Order of the Blue Lily.”

“Although it is an artifact, it does not have any great abilities. There is only room for one magic.”

An honest account of Rosario.

Perhaps it was intended as a reward for allowing them to use the portal, but more than that, the two people were treating me favorably because they knew that I had agreed to their request to kill a wandering witch, so it pricked my conscience a little.

The two people who don't know that just answer my questions sincerely.

“Is the artifact only for members of the Blue Lily Knights? Even if you are not a member, if it falls into the hands of someone else, such as someone losing it -”

“That doesn’t happen. This is an artifact to distinguish the descendants of the blue lily. When someone dies, the artifact is destroyed on the spot, but rather, when a child is born between us and the descendants of the knights, ownership is naturally passed on.”

Through the current conversation, I learned for sure that Peria's mother belonged to the Order of the Blue Lily, and to be exact, the Order of the Blue Lily itself was descended from the Blue Rose Witches as they had been made servants of the Blue Rose Witches by Sirian a long time ago.

I listen to stories from Snooze Biblio and Tipsy Biblio in succession and organize the information.

Rosario is an artifact that can only be possessed by descendants of the Knights of the Blue Lily, not witches.

Although most people have their own relationships, it is said that between the Blue Rose Witch and the descendants of the Blue Lily Knights, who generally take the form of a married couple or lovers, a child is born, although the two are reluctant to explain how. do.

However, I couldn't help but feel dizzy while listening to the explanation.

“... Um, I'm trying to sort things out, but you're saying that we decide who will have children based on agreement?”

“... Yes. Well, sometimes witches give birth, sometimes the descendants of our knights give birth, and they say there comes a time when we discuss it when we want to have children... It's a shame, though.”

“For your information, the relationship between us is dark due to snooze.”

“T, Tipsy?! You’ve never had that conversation with me before?!”

“Is it a sword you don’t like? There's nothing you can do if you don't like it, but...”

“Si, you didn’t say you didn’t like it, right?! Of course, Tipsy can have as many children as she wants... hehehehe...”

Kkook-

'That's crazy.'

Snooze Biblio is shy about how to have children and avoids explaining specifics.

However, what I was curious about was the method. Even so, I wanted to know for sure whether a witch giving birth to a child or a knight giving birth would be treated differently as a witch or a descendant of a knight, but I really don't want to see two people who misunderstood that right in front of my eyes. Thanks to the unexpected display of affection, I decided not to ask any more questions about that.

Anyway, that is how a child is born between a witch and a descendant of a knight.

It is said that a child born in that way is either a witch or not, regardless of who gave birth to it. Snooze Biblio explained that the distinction is made based on whether or not the mother's ownership of the rosary is transferred to the child.

If so, this makes it clear.

Peria's mother, who was in the Demon Territory, was clearly a descendant of the Knights of the Blue Lily.

Then, it is time to ask the second question.

“... Just in case, I'll ask, but the Blue Rose Witches sell out the female knights of the Knights of the Blue Lily -”

thud!

“That will never happen.”

It was a question I had raised just in case, but my guess was simply denied by Tipsy, who hit the floor with the end of the broom.

“The women of the Blue Lily Knights belong only to us, the Witches of the Blue Rose. That's why we made a deal with the empire, and we have a duty to take responsibility for them.”

“... Tipsy.”

‘Did I ask the wrong question? Why do I have to see this shit? Rather, what kind of things do they do in front of others?'

When the witch glared at me, the female knight seemed to find it dependable, but she didn't care that I was looking at her and linked arms with Tipsy with a happy expression.

So, I decided to tell them everything to avoid any misunderstandings, and when I told them the story of Peria's mother, the two were confused, as expected.

“... Okay. Then I'll just talk about it openly, but if a descendant of the Blue Lily Knights of the Demon Territory became a demon's wife, how should we generally understand it?”

“... Yes? In the demon spirit? The descendant of the Knights of the Blue Lily is not only in the Demon Territory, but has also become the Demon's wife?”

“That... can something like that happen? We don't know how others see us, but we care for each other very much. When someone's child is born, they are happy about it, keep it in their eyes, and act carefully to make sure it doesn't disappear. This is all the more inevitable because we are inevitably looked at with contempt from outsiders.”

“Correct. We don't have that many people, so if someone disappeared, we would have known right away and the story would have been told. Bishop. About how old do you think the woman you know is?”

“... This is just a guess, but it's probably 30 to 40.”

Peria came out of the Demon Territory when she was 10 years old, so Peria's mother was at least 20 to 30 years old.

Of course, there is a possibility that the incident took place much earlier than that, but there was no hint of that at all in the stories Peria told in between.

'Above all, it is said that Peria's father, a demon, had a terrible view on wives, so he would not have bothered to commit suicide during a time when childbirth was difficult. In many ways, from what I heard through Peria, it's clear that his ultimate goal was twisted, but compared to the many demons I've met so far, he seems like a relatively gentleman.'

Tipsy turns his head after hearing my answer.

“... 30 to 40, even considering the case where the child was kidnapped immediately after birth, it is completely impossible.”

“If Tipsy says no, you have no choice but to say no. It's Tip who heard the stories of all the witches, including Sirian, in our hometown of Brocken, and came out as a plenipotentiary representative with everyone's permission. Of all the children and witches born in the last 100 years, it makes no sense that there was one that Tipsy didn't know.”

“Still, you said you had Rosario.”

I couldn't find out anything more than that.

Tipsy said that even though he searched through his memories several times, he couldn't come up with a clear guess, so there was no other way but to end the story there.

“... Okay. Well then, let’s end the story here.”

“... I'm sorry. I tried to help, but I couldn't figure it out at all.”

“It’s okay. Well then, please return safely.”

“... I understand. Well, thank you to everyone in the church for responding to our request this time.”

Just like that, the Blue Rose Witches also disappeared.

Rather than going out of the dark alley and walking down the sunny street, the two people went deeper into the alley and disappeared, waving blue rose petals.

It was an unexpected meeting in many ways, but at least they were people who moved to achieve their dreams rather than out of malice.

“... Lee Rim, are you finished with the story?”

“... Yes. He said he didn't know anything.”

“Is that so... It's a shame. I was wondering if Peria might like it if I could tell her the news about her mother.”

Even though I couldn't hear the news, it was a benefit just to be able to hear the story about the Blue Rose Witches.

So, although we were disappointed that we did not know what we wanted, we set out to go to the imperial castle and report what happened in the county.

        
            From now on, it is time to report what happened in the county.

Officially, the people of our church and the Lehi church moved to banish the demons sealed in the county's sanctuary and capture the witches hiding there.

A ritual of expulsion of demons and judgment of heresy.

However, what we encountered when we stopped by the county with these two purposes was,

The treasonous movement of the Dunpriest family.

Something big happened.

So, reporting also needs to be done carefully.

Of course, since the emperor was always suffering from illness, I thought it was inevitable that the person who would ultimately receive the report would be Princess Camellia.

So we decided to go into the castle together when Ingrid came out, saying she would somehow make an excuse to the parish and get out, and we decided to use the remaining time faithfully.

bout!

Muttering-

“... Hmm, this is my first time seeing fish skewers. Even if you put it on a skewer, the fish may not fall apart.”

“That’s right. I know how to grill a fish by threading whole twigs through it, but I never thought you could cut it into pieces and grill it with vegetables in between.”

Together with Hwarim, we eat the fish skewers, being careful of the bones.

Considering that it is located right in front of the Imperial Palace, this store has a simpler interior than expected.

The store, which was probably a bar targeting after-work bureaucrats, was open even at lunch time and gave off a very appetizing smell, which got us all moving at once.

“Hmm... I didn't sprinkle any spices on it. It's amazing that the fish is only seasoned a little, and the smell of the vegetables in between covers the fishy smell. What remains is completely gone when you spread the sauce on it.”

“It’s delicious!! I'll have to try it later too!! It looks so simple, but I can't believe they sell something like this for money!!!”

“Um, hey, Ruba... You may have just said what you felt, but that would be a nuisance to the store owner...”

“... Phew - the taste reminds me of alcohol. I have to enter the imperial castle right away, so I can't drink.”

Everyone holding and eating fish together with Hwarim and me.

Enin explores the secrets of cooking, and Astesia watches the chef's advice and eats fish with Luba.

It was a bonus that Thistle also seemed to want to hold something with his fingers, pulling out a skewer as if he was thinking of drinking alcohol.

“Phew... I barely escaped. I was wondering where you were, and was everyone here? It's more delicious than that. I didn't eat lunch either, so please buy me one. Kikiki-”

As we were finishing the meal, Ingrid came to see us, and she also joined us and finished the meal by eating a skewer.

Afterwards, Ingrid tried to enter the main gate of the castle with us, but suddenly changed her attitude when she saw the guards at the entrance.

“... Huh? Why is a royal guard... ah, is that so?”

Then she told us that she was going to enter in a different way, so we could just go in through the front door.

Ingrid started walking along the wall of the castle alone without explaining the reason.

Although we had doubts about that, we thought there was a reason why we had to do otherwise, so we went straight to the main gate and approached the guards, who greeted us first.

“Welcome. Everyone from the Deshade Church. From here, the Knights of the Guard will guide you.”

The Deshade Church returned with important news and criminal records.

One is that the high-ranking demon Framework, who had declared a sanctuary in Ambrosia, the county of the Dunedin Priests, was banished to Hell, and the other is known only to some people, including Camellia, and that the Counts of the Dunedin Priests, who had such a sanctuary, entered the royal family as a demonic priest. It was said that they were preparing for a confrontation.

As soon as we arrive at the imperial castle, the only rumors that will be spread as prepared by Camellia's messengers will be that Lihier succeeded in hunting the witch and that our church has banished the devil to hell.

And it seemed that the same was true for the knights of the royal guard, who spoke to us without mentioning the count's treason at all.

“I have heard the rumors. Really, I can't hide my respect for these people.”

“Haha... Yes. Well, I'm just grateful.”

“What did the devil look like? Did you fight alongside the Dunpriest clan's men? The Black Lions of the Dun Priest family, the priest knights, are quite famous. I want to see that, but it's a pity that I can't leave the capital easily because of my location. Oh, and Lehere’s Witch Hunters are joining in too? It must have been a truly magnificent fight.”

“... A lot happened. However, it is difficult to put into words.”

“Ah, sorry. We cannot be the first to hear about something that has not yet been reported to His Majesty the Emperor.”

'You're so talkative.'

While we were guided all the way to the inner part of the castle, the royal guard knights who were in charge of guiding us asked various questions, and Enin and Hwarim eagerly talked to us about them.

But I didn't have time to worry about it.

What we are about to do now is an audience with the emperor.

It was not the usual meeting with Camellia, but a meeting with the emperor.

It is said that the emperor said he wanted to see us because his long-awaited illness had improved.

'For some reason, I thought I could see royal guard knights at the entrance that I normally didn't see. Did Ingrid know about this and choose something other than coming with us?'

As such, it was not the attendants sent by Camellia who were in charge of guiding the imperial castle, as usual, but the knights of the Royal Guard assigned to the imperial family guard of the emperor's reign.

However, the truly powerful people who came to us as guards for the emperor were talkative guys who seemed to be the lowest among these low-ranking officials.

‘Emperor. Suddenly I got to meet the emperor.'

Normally, it would have been a meeting with Camellia, but today was the day we would meet the emperor for the first time, as he seemed to be in good health, so it was natural for everyone to be nervous.

“... Are you nervous? Thistle.”

“Yes? Ah, yes... I lived my life thinking that I would never meet the royal family, let alone the Emperor...”

“But it happened. Haha-”

“Ugh... my heart is pounding. Although it is said to have been a sudden audience, it is said that the real emperor, not Princess Camellia, is appearing.”

“That doesn’t make Camellia particularly at ease, does it?”

“Well, if you meet someone you've only met once or twice for the first time, it'll be a different story if you're a real emperor...”

Thistle has his head held high, but his shoulders are slumped.

So, we walked around the large imperial castle for a while while maintaining tension, and for me, I was guided to a large, extremely spacious garden, not the Camellia villa that I often visited.

garden.

It is a huge garden.

“... Is the garden where His Majesty the Emperor resides?”

“Yes. If you ask why it is not a throne room, we will answer that it is the will of His Majesty the Emperor.”

We couldn't ask any more questions as we saw the sturdy knight of the guard answering us with a sweet smile.

If the emperor wanted to meet in the garden, they would just meet in the garden.

In terms of timing, the season is similar to fall.

The cool breeze felt good, so we continued on through the garden, where flowers were blooming everywhere.

Snap-click-click-

At the sound of scissors coming from afar, Thistle, Ennin and Astesia, who had been nervous, seemed to have relaxed, and the three people began to break out into words.

“... Ah, Enin. Can you see the green flower here? It's a replacement flower. It's a flower that's good for relieving hangovers when you brew tea, and it looks like they're growing these flowers too.”

“Aha, I see. Usually, the gardens of nobles only select and plant very expensive flowers... but I had no idea that such small flowers could also bloom. Is it because the garden is so large?”

“The name of the garden written at the entrance was very grand. [Royal Garden], I think it is a name that expresses what it is. The fact that flowers that only ordinary people care about were planted in such a garden... is something that really touches my heart.”

Thistle and Enin smiled as they looked at the small flower, and Astesia was moved when she realized that the small flower suggested that the royal family, no matter how humble, would watch over and take care of them as long as they were citizens of the empire.

And in the case of Rubana Hwarim-

Even when I saw a garden like this, I was only considering the geographical advantages.

“Hmm... If he dies in a remote place without being able to breathe, it won't be easy to find him!!!”

“I wonder if there is any reason to grow the garden trees so high that they block the view. If even an assassin came in, they would be stuck and their escape route would be blocked, and it would be difficult to determine the number of enemies and request reinforcements. It is inefficient in many ways.”

“... Haha, that's true, but I don't think the assassins will be so active since they are deep inside the castle to begin with.”

He pats Ruba's head to calm her down and accepts Hwarim's words.

Snap-click-click-click-click-

Meanwhile, we continued walking along the remote road, and as we turned a corner, we discovered the origin of the sound of scissors that had started coming from afar when we first entered.

‘Are there two? It seems a bit inadequate to maintain this entire huge garden.'

What came into view was a pair of men and women wearing brimmed hats and using scissors.

A man wearing gardener's clothes was seen first, and next to him, a person presumed to be a woman was working hard with scissors.

Beyond that, there was a small shelter with a structure with only a roof and no walls, and I wondered if the emperor would come to visit me if I waited there.

We certainly thought that would be the case, and it was at that time that he passed by without even turning his head towards us and only slightly bowed his head to the hard-working gardeners.

“I won.”

“... Yes?”

All of us,

Immediately after completely passing by,

The man suddenly lowered the scissors and turned his head.

“... Yes. It's my defeat.”

At the same time, a familiar voice is heard from the woman next to him.

“... Princess Camellia?”

That voice is a voice I can never forget.

The voice that always made me nervous every time I opened my mouth came out from under the brimmed hat of a woman I thought was a gardener.

“Hehehehe... If you do this, I'll make you look forward to after dinner. The fruit cake my cute daughter made herself, which I was supposed to receive if I won the bet.”

“Phew... I understand. I will try to find time to prepare somehow.”

Camellia and the old man take off their hats and talk to each other.

Seeing that,

understand the story,

Those of us who realized how things were going-

chuck!

Every step of the way!

They all got down on one knee and bowed in greeting.

“D, a member of the church that serves Deshade, meets His Majesty Emperor Fredre Schaden Mortis Steyer, the master of the empire!”

“Hehehehe...”

Thistle hastily bows, and the emperor responds with a hearty smile.

'shit. Was he an old man with a very bad personality?'

A method of audience that absolutely does not fit Camellia’s personality.

The current incident, which must have been something he thought would be fun for himself, was definitely planned entirely by the old man in front of him, the man who was the emperor.

They even made a bet with their daughter on whether we would recognize them or not.

“Yes. So, um... since I've had health issues for quite some time, this will be our first time meeting face-to-face. Subjects of the Church of Deshade.”

The guard knights played the role thoroughly until the very end and quickly came to a position where they could escort them right after their identity was revealed.

“Then, to congratulate you on your arrival to the Imperial Castle and at the same time express my gratitude to the previous Emperors for banishing a high-ranking demon to Hell, I would like to speak to the current Emperor of the Empire, Fredre Shaden Mortis Steyer. ”

The emperor handed over his hat and scissors to the guard knight, then wiped the sweat from his face with a luxurious cloth and continued.

“I hope you tell an interesting story. Church of Deshade.”

        
            What greeted us as we were guided to the garden was a surprise meeting organized by the emperor of the empire himself.

It's probably a plan that you came up with because you thought it would be fun.

It's worth it.

The emperor is said to have been bedridden for a long time due to illness.

And such an emperor, no matter how many generations passed, is a descendant of the Steyer family that continued the war of conquest.

I want to move my body.

Also, I was bored lying in bed.

So we planned a meeting in the garden.

For the first time in a while, he took the time to take care of his favorite garden with his own hands, and at the same time, he prepared a small trap to greet the people of our church and see funny faces.

Since it's been a while since I woke up, I don't forget to communicate with my daughter.

Although Camellia's face is already full of fatigue at the thought of having to deal with the political affairs that are piling up in real time at the same time, since the emperor is also quite old, it is still important to take time to exercise his body and catch his breath from time to time. It seemed clear that he had been dragged along while talking.

'Plus, it's a bonus to be able to make a decent bet with my daughter.'

So, I think her first impression of the emperor might be slightly different from that of her daughter, Princess Camellia.

However, at the same time, he is clearly the father of Princess Camellia in that he thoroughly devised an efficient plan to realize all those desires at once and a plan to simultaneously have entertainment and an audience with members of the church whom he had not seen face to face due to the wrong time and situation. There are parts that I feel again.

So to such an emperor,

I reported on what had happened.

Leaving aside the fact that Camellia had ordered the assassination of the head of the family, he was simply planning to inspect the count, and all of this happened and he realized the truth.

“Hmm... I see. I had no idea that the Dawn Priest's family was in such danger without our royal family's knowledge.”

When I told everything to the emperor, he repeatedly lamented about the completely unexpected events reported to me.

Then the birds flew.

Tweet Tweet!

Pirorororo- Pirorororo-

Birds sit in a well-maintained garden.

Not only that, but birds even recognize who owns the garden.

Sigh-

When the emperor held out his finger, the birds that came close sat on his shoulder and hat, and one even climbed on top of his finger.

“Was it impossible for the royal family to turn their attention to the Dunpriest family because of the devils' tricks? Since the curse of blindness was applied only to the earldom and not the royal family, we could not feel it even though we were receiving help from Red Fudge and Lehere. Are you sure what I heard? Bishop of the Deshade Church.”

“Yes.”

“... What a pity. I was always thinking about it in a corner of my mind. Even though the Dawn Priest has always supported the previous emperors, I feel like they are maintaining a very shabby relationship now. But for some reason, those thoughts were easily forgotten as soon as they came into my head, and I ended up running away, getting caught up in other things. I never thought it was all a trick of the devil.”

A small hummingbird sits on the gardener's fingertip and rubs its beak.

Although he was not a druid, the emperor of a country was naturally placing birds one after another on his fingers.

As the last part of my report to the emperor, I told him clearly who the instigator of this incident was and who had an unwavering will.

“... So, to continue the report, the ones who led the family were the ancestors of the revived head of the family, Dawn Priest, Arentia Dawn Priest and Azalea Dawn Priest. Their ancestors, revived by the power of negativity, led the family with the intention of opposing the royal family, and the only one who stood up to them with loyalty to the imperial family was the Pendragon Dawn Priest.”

“I see. Even though they had lost hope so much, was there anyone in the count's family who did not lose the light of dawn?”

“Yes.”

I finished the report sitting in a circle in the garden rest area.

If I were to call it loyalty, I would call it loyalty.

Even though the Dawn Priest family raised their sword against us and are the mastermind behind all of this, I wanted to help Pendragon Dawn Priest in any way possible.

That is the gratitude and follow-up action we can send to the descendant of the only earl family who remained loyal until the end.

'But, how will the emperor emerge?'

However, we don't know anything about the emperor.

There are many members of the imperial family, but Camellia is at the center of the imperial power.

The first prince has not left his residence since what happened in Rugal, the other royal family members are living their own lives after handing over their affairs to Camellia, who is much more capable than them, and the emperor is said to have been seriously ill. He did not appear at any official events.

However, the emperor of the empire is clearly the person in front of me right now, Fredre Schaden Mortis Steyer.

He didn't come forward because of his illness, but he is the emperor, and from now on after hearing our story, he will now take action against the count family according to his will and in his own way.

One thing that raises questions about such an emperor is that the emperor in front of us does not appear to be seriously ill at all.

'Muscles, aren't they too... a bit too huge? That's a muscle created through a combination of practice and training.'

'i think so too. That's definitely not muscle that can be built in one or two days.'

Enin glanced at me and spoke with his eyes.

And it was the same for everyone else.

Everyone seemed to be thinking that the number of birds, which had already grown to about 10, was an old tree. They looked at the sitting emperor's body and tried to look for signs of illness, but at least there were no outward signs of pain.

Even if there were 10 birds, no matter how small they were, it would be a bit burdensome to fit them all on a human body, but even though they were all spread out on the emperor's body, it didn't look cramped at all.

As it was inevitable, the emperor's body was sturdy and healthy.

The body hidden in the gardener's attire is so healthy that it can be said that it was created to express the word health.

Literally-

'The ultimate Hellser.'

The emperor's body was so strong that even modern fitness trainers who swept up prizes in flying and crawling competitions would have a hard time showing off their physical beauty.

'That will give me a body that can compete well with Noan. Although it seems like the two will probably never meet again in the future.'

His body was strong enough to be flawless even compared to Noan's, while his expression was overflowing with benevolence. I could understand why birds would automatically fly to him and sit down when they saw his thick fingers.

but-

However, you should not let down your guard.

Even though he looks completely opposite to Camellia, he is clearly Camellia's father.

“We have to move quickly.”

“... That's right. Your Majesty the Emperor.”

“Only a quick decision will be able to revive the count family without completely severing their breath.”

“That's right.”

“Daughter. What do you think?”

The emperor asked the opinion of Camellia, who was standing next to him as if he were his counselor.

This is something that has been done for generations.

Although it is an empire with a short history, it is natural for the imperial family to assist the emperor in any era and generation, and by doing so, the imperial family has the opportunity to look back one more time to avoid making wrong decisions.

Even though she is not the emperor, Princess Camellia has always decided everything on her own.

Therefore, the second princess of the empire, who had been handling government affairs on behalf of the emperor for a long time, answered honestly when the emperor asked her about her own method.

“Punishment for sin, reward for loyalty. That's what we should do.”

“Tell me in detail.”

“What the earl family needs now is support for the Pendragon Dawn Priest who imprisoned himself in the lord's castle. If it were me, I would first send someone to Red Purge to dispatch exorcists to cut off all the curses extended by the demons.”

“There is no one better than them to deal with the devil's curse. They would be a good fit now that Rugal is weakened and it would be difficult to send out a priesthood. What happens next?”

“Support for the earldom itself will also have to be provided. Even though the earl family was prevented from asking for salvation due to the devil's trick, the reason why foreign merchants were able to travel back and forth safely inland was because the devil deliberately watched them see hope flutter before their eyes. This is why.”

“I guess so. Demons always torment people like that. With hope right in front of you, you must have shackled it with shackles that will make it impossible to reach.”

“If they could make fun of the people of the count family, even if it was just trivial things like a demonic attack, the devils would have been willing to lend a hand of protection to foreign merchants on behalf of the count family, who would not have been able to play their role. If Biho, which is not Biho, has disappeared, we need to reorganize the road again so that merchants can safely travel inland.”

“Has the empire been under the protection of demons without our knowledge? It's funny, but at the same time, it must be taken as a shame.”

“Of course, that was a thing of the past. The Count made a contract with a high-ranking devil to destroy it. After that, the Count family, which was revitalized by the appearance of false heads and the contract they made with the higher-ranking devil, would have done the work, but now the Count family has no power, be it soldiers or knights. My knight made good judgment and decided to entrust Ambrosia's support to the barons and viscounts closest to the county, but considering the importance and size of the county, it is unlikely that he will completely abandon the county itself as punishment for treason. We will need to provide more reliable support than we have now.”

“We will have to send the army and provide food aid for the time being. Military and food aside, to whom will the command of all these things be entrusted?”

“Originally, I would have had to send one of the officials, but this time, I will tell you to send Visprium's legitimate son. He is a young man who will become the head of the Bisfree family in the future, so if he gains experience helping Pendragon and managing the territory even for a short time, it will become fertilizer and become a good tree.”

It may be vague to call it repayment, but in the first place, all of this was the result of a change by the revived matriarchs.

If the heads of the family had done nothing and had safely sent a letter to make them aware of the danger to the count family, they would have received a tearful apology and unconditional support from the imperial family, but in reality, because the heads of the family had plotted treason, all of this was caused by members of the family who had not lost their loyalty. The reward for whistle-blowing ended up being mercy.

So, for now, we have no choice but to give a reward that will only repel the demons that the accuser, Pendragon, is dealing with, and prevent the Count from falling into a state of complete inability to recover.

“I guess that’s all the royal family can do. So what do you plan to do with the punishment?”

“...”

Next, the emperor asked for punishment.

However, this time Camellia's answer did not come out right away.

so,

Surprisingly, I realized that the emperor was someone who didn't look much like Camellia.

        
            “...”

Camellia's answer is delayed.

It's not rude.

After all, the emperor, who is the decision-maker, is asking for opinions, and if Camellia, who was asked for advice, was not sufficiently prepared, the response may be delayed.

but,

The person who was asked the question was also Camellia.

It is impossible for Camellia Shaden Steyer, the second princess of the empire I know, to hesitate in making a judgment on such an important matter.

So, even though she has clearly made a decision that is clearly based on her own opinion, she is unable to hastily bring it up in front of the emperor.

I was soon able to deduce the reason.

'If the emperor and Camellia looked alike, the question about punishment would have been answered right away, and the emperor would have been convinced, just as he asked about the reward given to the count's family. What that doesn't mean is that even if Camellia were to ask the emperor about the follow-up that would have been handled in her own way, she knew that the emperor wouldn't like it that much, so she's not saying it out loud. However, if Camellia's situation is handled according to the emperor's personality, Camellia thinks that it is not a good example when considering state affairs, so the answer is not right away.'

Opinions are clashing, knowingly or unknowingly.

While the emperor accepted the previous matter as if it were the right thing to do, in this discussion, mutual understanding is not in sync.

In the end, the princess, who was not the emperor, avoided answering.

“... What do you think Your Majesty did?”

“It’s a big deal. Brilliant Camellia, my daughter. Why are you asking me this?”

Whatever it is, Camellia's actions ultimately clearly state that she is not the current emperor.

“You say you have been away from government affairs for a long time, but please do not forget. The current emperor is definitely Fredre Schaden Mortis Steyer, your father.”

“Hmm... In that case, let's think about seeing government affairs for the first time in a while.”

Camellia did not express her opinion on how to punish the count.

The details of the preceding post-war process were thorough enough for everyone present to understand that following Camellia's wishes was clearly a close to perfect process, and the emperor also did not show any doubts about it.

Therefore, the following discussion and the decision to punish the count family must be strictly under the control of the emperor himself.

That is what the emperor must show in order to clearly protect his authority in front of a religious order belonging to a country called the empire.

As the emperor pondered, he asked me several questions.

“Is Pendragon the only one left in the White House?”

“Yes. Everyone else died.”

“The soldiers and knights are dead, and the only people left are the territory residents.”

“Yes. As the city became chaotic, everyone locked their doors and hid, except for the majority of the men who moved as soldiers.”

“Hmm...”

Jjajajajajajajack!

Pirorororo-

The emperor, who had two birds perched on one finger each, looked at them closely and continued to ponder.

And soon, the emperor placed the bird sitting in his left hand on a long branch of a nearby flower tree and gave an order.

“The title and name of the Earl of Dunpriest, who ruled the County of Ambrosia, is revoked as of the current time. And only to Pendragon, will I bestow the new surname Humming Knight.”

-------------------------------

That's how the meeting with the emperor ended.

To be precise, only formal audiences.

“It’s nice to be surrounded by so many people for the first time in a while. Up until now, we've only talked about work, so the atmosphere has been very solemn, so from now on, I'd like to chat a little more. What do you think? Are you an apostle of the Deshade Church?”

“Yes? Ah yes. It's okay, but...”

“Then, shall we now listen to the story of your denomination? Since there are so many and diverse people gathered, we should expect as many stories from each person. Hahahahahaha!”

“Ha, haha, hahaha... Yes. W, I will try my best.”

Afterwards, the emperor told the people of our church to go talk to the garden he had been tending, and I left because Camellia said she wanted to spend time alone with me, her knight.

So the first words Camellia uttered when she finally returned to the villa, a place out of sight of the emperor, were,

“Phew... Really, my father is seriously kind.”

It was a short review of his father, Emperor Freder, beginning with a sigh.

“Step back. You made a very rash decision. I have always felt since I was a child that I want you to make cool-headed decisions in all matters of government, at least as much as the body you trained so preciously.”

A punishment given by the emperor to the count family.

That was the deprivation of the title held by the count family and the glorious name of Dun Priest, which had been granted by the first emperor.

Afterwards, the emperor gave Pendragon the name Humming Knight and ordered him to become the beginning of a new family.

Considering that the punishment for words is only the title and name, it can be said that there is no punishment that actually has a material impact.

The act of depriving Pendragon of his previous name and giving him a new name at the same time was also a decision made to alleviate the fact that, no matter how much Pendragon blew the whistle, he was ultimately a member of the Dun Priest family and could not easily avoid the charge of treason. am.

So in the end, it seems that Camellia did not like the decision the emperor made.

So, even though the decision had already been made, I saw her grumbling as soon as I returned to the villa and wondered what Camellia would have done, so I asked her a question.

“If I had to ask, what did the princess plan to do?”

“He would have ordered half of Young Ji-min to be selected as death row inmates over a period of three years. The nobles who would have simply passed by the count would of course not have known about it because of the devil's touch, but the people of the territory would have known that the count was harboring intentions to rebel against the imperial family. So, I planned to order half of the people who survived, the people who were closest to the truth, to be found out through their accusations.”

“...”

“Why do you do that? Just make weird faces. Originally, according to imperial law, in the case of a noble who committed a rebellion, all of the residents of the territory were to be put to death. I just cut it in half.”

“... Yes, it is certainly a simple and clean punishment with a touch of mercy, but at the same time, it is a method that causes the worst confusion for those who survive.”

I thought Camellia's method would easily surpass whatever I predicted, but it was just as expected.

Selecting half of the territory's residents as death row inmates.

No one would want to die.

so,

Everyone points fingers at each other.

They disparage, cry and accuse.

Half of Young Ji-min.

In order to be on the side that survives, they do not hesitate to accuse others.

It doesn't matter whether it's true or not.

At the end, even the Puppet Master joined in and was relieved to have survived the chaos that swept the county, but then the blade of death struck his throat again.

The people of the territory used lies as a weapon and fought against each other for their own survival. That was Camellia's way of punishing the dead Dawn Priests who had thought of betraying the royal family for the revival of the territory.

“Why did they give you 3 years?”

“Punishment is received by the residents of the territory, but in the meantime, the territory must maintain its function as a territory. Three years is a long yet short time. Since people will have to live there in the future, they will participate in joint work to revive their livelihoods and territories. In the meantime, if someone is lazy, that person will be seen as someone who does not particularly welcome the royal family's orders, so everyone will work hard.”

“... The speed of territory revival will increase tremendously. At the cost of antagonism between each other.”

“This was not only a punishment for the people of the territory, but it could also have been a punishment for the revived family heads who had arbitrarily plotted treason and died before appropriate action could be taken. If the heads of the families had been left behind, their heads would have been cut off, but they disappeared without a trace, and if even the family members they tried to revive were all gone, then at least the residents of the territory who received the benefits should be held accountable. It was just a pity that I didn't have the right to give such an order on the spot.”

“First of all, I will make an excuse for this incident ending in devastation as it was an opportunity, but this incident was quite dangerous for us as well. It was a quasi-war that started with the count losing the preemptive attack against a family called the Dun Priests, which was not an ordinary count. ”

“My words are not intended to rebuke you, Bishop Lee Lim, the denomination, or the Witch Hunters. On the contrary, he did a good job. It is safe to say that if Lihier and you were all lost, the empire would have suffered a great loss. You definitely did a good job, Lee Rim.”

Camellia was angry at the count's ancestors and praised me at the same time.

Slurp-

Sreuk-

'This is an ambiguous situation to give a separate answer to. 'Wouldn't it be okay if you asked me to go outside for a while while you were changing clothes?'

Even though I was in the room, Camellia, who had changed into a neat light blue dressing gown that looked cool beyond the translucent veil on the side of the bed, snapped her fingers.

Just-

“... Huh! hmm! I'll go in.”

Then the door opened and a maid came in, dragging a tray with tea and tea cups. She had a large horn on her head and breasts that were just as huge, so when I looked closely at her face -

“... Hello. Bishop.”

As expected, it was Ingrid.

“I brought you tea. Would you like to drink it? Ki Kick-”

        
            Ingrid is wearing a maid uniform rather than a witch hunter outfit.

“...”

“It’s hot so be careful. I just came here.”

Rather than being enchanted by her beauty, I was so dumbfounded by the sudden appearance that I was unable to point it out, and it was only when she started pouring tea that I was finally able to open my mouth.

“... Why is Ingrid doing that?”

“Because there are eyes to see than to just let them in with their original clothes. Whenever I come to the villa, I always make sure to come in like that.”

“... I wonder if it has meaning because of its chest and horns. Isn’t it easy to identify one?”

“There is nothing to worry about. Among the maids employed by the imperial family, there is one who stands out the most, and surprisingly, the only time she stands out is when she walks around alone.”

“In that case, well... I just understand it that way.”

Ingrid wearing a maid uniform and pouring tea in front of us.

She had quite large breasts, so it seemed like there would be no clothes that would fit her, but the clothes suited her because she didn't feel like they were too loose.

“... Now I'm kind of used to it. I even always have maid clothes in my size ready.”

“Is that so?”

“Ah, still, princess. I have one request.”

“Say.”

“The chest area started to feel tight a few months ago, and I wanted to increase the chest size of the remaining clothes.”

“...”

“...”

“... Why are you looking at me like that?”

“... No. I guess I had no idea that it was growing even bigger.”

“... Huh! Hmm!”

“Yes? Isn't it normal? I didn't know this because I grew up in a parish during my childhood, but I heard that adoptees are a bit slow to grow up. It is said that some people are tall even after the age of 30.”

After hearing her answer while scratching her large sheep horn, I quietly took a sip of tea.

“... It’s delicious.”

“Thank you. Ki kick.”

Camellia sums up this situation as it is.

“... Anyway, this incident was strictly not within the calculations, so I won't say anything about the results. What is certain is that you guys managed to move well even in a confusing situation.”

What would have originally ended with the assassination of the head of the family and a warning from the imperial family being delivered, ended up leading to the devastation of Ambrosia.

As for Camellia, it is clear that her insight did not work properly as the devils blindsided her in this matter.

“... For some reason, whenever I send Lee Rim somewhere, something at the level of an all-out war always breaks out, but can I just think of it as my mood?”

“If that is my fate, it may be inevitable, but for now, I will answer that I am only a moderate participant and have never been the main character of the story.”

“I see... Well, thanks to this, the high-ranking demons that had been suppressed since before the declaration of the empire were expelled, and the significance of Azalea and Arentia's resurrected siblings was returned to their original places.”

When Camellia said that, Ingrid froze just as she was replenishing the tea I had drank because I was thirsty.

Crying rumbling

“... Yes? What?”

“Didn’t you hear? The significance of banishing the devil and returning the dead -”

“No, didn’t you say they were brother and sister?”

Squeak...

Gurgling-

“... Ingrid? Is it overflowing?”

“Ah, eek! sorry. Really.”

“... Phew-”

The tea overflowed from the teacup and spilled over onto the round table.

Since Mildam is Mildam, no one is allowed in, so the two of us continue talking while I wipe the tea with the cloth that was on the tray.

“Aren’t Arentia and Azalea a couple?”

“That’s right.”

“But you said they were brother and sister, right?”

“That’s right too.”

“... Were they really real siblings?”

“I don’t know what answer you want, but the founders of the Dawn Priest family that I know were brother and sister and husband and wife.”

“... Oh my god, I thought I misunderstood.”

“I guess so. Because it may be a fact known only to a few, very few people.”

Brother and sister and husband and wife.

Ingrid said she saw them hugging each other in the bedroom and thought it was too strange to be siblings.

And when they acknowledged that they were the founders of the deceased count family, I was convinced that that was why they looked like that.

In fact, the two people's status in the count family was set as fake siblings, but in reality, they were not brother and sister but a simple couple.

It was the same for me too.

But everything was true.

The two were not only brother and sister, but also a couple.

Perhaps feeling a little dizzy from doing unfamiliar garden work, Camellia continued to tell a shocking story as casually as if she were exhaling.

“Arentia and Azalea are clearly siblings. According to recent reports by scholars, are they called identical twins? Looks like he belongs to that group. Anyway, in the empire at the time, the maximum permitted range of marriage was up to cousins, and although cousins were within the permitted range, they still received quite a bit of attention from others. So, naturally, their relationship as siblings was difficult for people to accept.”

Arentia and Azalea are siblings who are considered the greatest geniuses of the Dawn Priest family of their time.

However, even among them, there were parts that others would call flaws, and a love sprouted between them that was felt only as an obstacle to overcome, not as a common opinion to be accepted by the world.

“So- As the establishment of the empire neared, they requested secret stories from the imperial family.”

“What is that?”

“They will become the head of the Dun Priest family, so ask them to kill all the people from other families.”

“... Really?”

“Not really.”

The method these siblings used to get married was surprisingly simple.

If gaze bothers you, just eliminate all gaze.

If you don't want it to be known that you are brother and sister, you just have to kill everyone who knows.

For that, they assassinated all of their relatives, even their parents, with the help of the royal family.

“Everything was done as they wanted. After the founding of the country, the siblings were given the status of counts, and they were both given a sanctuary where demons were sealed, and left the imperial castle. In the end, the only people who knew that they were brother and sister were the first emperor and Mortis, who had not yet ascended to the position of emperor at the time.”

“I see...”

Then everything makes sense.

The reason they excelled in the first place was to protect their love.

No matter what glares you receive, if there is a result that comes from overwhelming genius, you can ignore it, and if you are still hindered, you can use it to overcome all obstacles.

The brother and sister's skills as priests were real, and this could be said to have been proven by the two of them relaying an ancient being to persuade the devil inside the sanctuary and make a contract.

so-

They worked so hard for themselves, and loyalty to the imperial family was just another tool in the first place.

“... Well, I just heard about the history of great immorality.”

“Perhaps parricide may have been tied to fate for these families. The two ancestors also killed their parents and relatives, and Pendragon Dawn Priest also destroyed the family with his own hands.”

Ingrid clicks her tongue and puts away all the empty teacups while Camellia's story ends.

Meanwhile, she pointed out something in Camellia's story.

“... Huh? By the way, princess. How does the princess know that?”

“... Huh?”

“Didn’t you say a little while ago that only the first emperor and Mortis knew about that story?”

“... Did I do that?”

“Yes. I remember you saying that, but...”

“... I guess I said that.”

Camellia, who was pouring out her story in a slightly dazed state, probably from the heat, covered her mouth with her hand.

She seemed to briefly show an uncharacteristically nervous look, but soon changed her tone.

“ To be precise, it is simply information that I learned while receiving education about the families that have helped the royal family since before the founding of the country, which has been passed down to the royal family for generations. I guess I said something wrong.”

“... Is that so?”

“That’s right.”

It was an answer that smelled a bit like a lie, but we couldn't make her feel bad by questioning it, so we stopped there.

“Anyway, let’s end the story here. And, just forget about this story. Make sure not to reveal it anywhere.”

“Okay.”

“Let’s keep that in mind.”

After that, she moved on to a new story, as if to change the subject.

“It just so happens that the month of wish ceremonies begins in a few days. Since you are on vacation too, make sure to replenish your stamina during the long break.”

“Ah, is it that time already? Then I need to get some rest. Ki kick.”

“... Is it the month of wish ceremonies?”

Ingrid was truly happy at Camellia's words, and I had no choice but to ask back.

Then Camellia and Ingrid looked back at me as if asking if they really didn't know, and of course I had no choice but to ask back because I knew nothing about the story.

“What is a wish ceremony?”

“... Do you really not know? Lee Rim.”

“Yes. Not at all.”

“... Ah, that might be possible. Because the bishop is mentally ill.”

“... Ah, I see. Even I overlooked the fact that the naturalness that we feel calmly may not be natural to others. Is it because I have been with Lee Rim for quite a long time? I forgot that you were a soul disease, so I didn't pay any attention.”

“... Anyway, please explain.”

There's nothing more frustrating than watching people flirting with each other over things they only know about.

As I looked at the two people who were nodding among themselves with a rather uncomfortable gaze, Camellia and Ingrid spoke a few words each and briefly explained the wish ceremony.

“The wish ceremony, like the knight festival, is a big event held every year in Red Purge. For a period of about two weeks, Red Purge priests travel throughout the empire, treating illnesses and enhancing the achievements of people in distant regions.”

“And during that period, most parts of the empire are closed for work. To put it simply, it is no different from a long vacation.”

‘Oh, is it like the holidays? Come to think of it, Winnet said there was a wish ceremony for the Red Fudge Church, and that he needed to make some money by giving gifts to the children at the orphanage he was indebted to.'

This is my first holiday in this world.

It was a long, long vacation that the government took care of for me, who was mentally ill and couldn't even take a proper Sunday.

“So, get some rest, and please don’t get caught up in strange things. Do you understand? Lee Rim.”

“Yes. If it's a vacation, I'll just sit in the parish and lounge around. Princess.”

“I’m really looking forward to it. No matter how long Lyudmila sleeps during the wish ceremony, she doesn't wake up. Ki kick.”

After receiving instructions from Camellia to rest quietly, I left the palace after talking about various things. After parting ways with Ingrid, I met with members of the church and left the castle.

After that, we decided to transfer to the diocese with the power of Astesia, and we left the capital, talking about what we would do for the long holiday and wish ceremony.

        
            A holiday called Wish Ceremony that Princess Camellia told us about.

‘Hyu’ is a word that implies the meaning of taking a break.

It was like that.

A wish ceremony is a holiday, and that means a continuous holiday.

'There was such a thing as a holiday?'

However, the concept of a holiday was unfamiliar to me.

Culture shock.

When I think about it, there were days when I thought it was too hard and took a break, but I don't think I've ever been conscious of a separate holiday and rested on that day.

'Sunday...was it in the Kingdom Union? Even if there was something, it may have been forgotten for quite some time. 'We are in a desperate situation to fight off different races while conducting siege battles every day, but where is Sunday?'

It is an unfamiliar concept to those of us who have been summoned in urgent situations where life and death are at stake. To be precise, although we originally knew it, it is a concept that has become 'unfamiliar' due to the harshness of life.

During the five years of the Great War, I was really dying and being resurrected every day, and even when I barely got a day to rest,

'ah. It looks like there are no scum trying to attack our castle today. 'You're lucky.'

It was all about a certain level of appreciation.

Even that holiday had great meaning as it was a day to repair the collapsed castle and receive supplies through barely opened supply routes.

Even if they went out with money, they were souls who had nothing to spend it on.

Still, there was definitely a holiday, even though I was so buried in the harsh daily life that I forgot about it.

This world in which I live as a soul patient is quite different from the one I originally lived in, but it is still a world where the concept of holidays also exists.

Seven days are grouped into one week, and the last day of each week is considered a holiday.

The concept of Sunday.

It is said that God created the heavens and the earth and rested on the 7th day, so every 7th day was designated as a day of rest, or that it was recommended that farmers kill animals and eat meat every 7 days to keep their bodies healthy. .

In that way, different races also have their own concepts of the week and Sunday rest.

And it is said that the concept of Sunday in the empire originated, surprisingly, as a day of rest created by the diligent government affairs of early imperial leaders.

“Before the empire became an empire, the leaders of Steyr continued to drive horses and conquer enemy territory every six days, and on the seventh day, they gathered the rulers and monarchs of the conquered area and pledged their loyalty. It is said that they accepted it or the death penalty, but those who had already sworn loyalty accepted an audience. So it is said that every Sunday was designated as a day for the horses to rest and for the soldiers to rest.”

“It’s amazing that the leader didn’t rest even on the 7th day.”

Using the power of Astesia, he was transported from the capital to the city closest to the diocese, and from there, he walked to the diocese and listened to Enin's story.

In order to quickly adapt to the newly established empire, Enin studied the empire's unique customs and culture whenever he had time, and these days, he boasts an amount of knowledge that is as limited as that of Peria. It has been done.

“I see. The fact that the leaders didn't rest when everyone else was resting is great, but I feel that the hidden intentions they show to the people of the empire and other races hidden there are even more amazing.”

“Huh? What does it mean? What?”

“You said I continued to conquer for 6 days, and the 7th day was a rest day for the horses and soldiers.”

“Yes. That’s right.”

“What those 6 days mean is that they are the 6 days after the conquest was completed. This means that no enemy has ever successfully defended against the Empire for more than 6 days.”

“... Ah, so it means that anyone captured by the imperial army must surrender after 6 days, and on the next day, the 7th, the leader there is purged or their loyalty is received as a vassal.”

“That’s it. Therefore, the analogy of Empire Sunday will be a symbolic day that suggests the horror of the empire for different races, and a day that will show how dependable and great the imperial family is for friendly countries and people of the empire.”

There may have been many leaders before the first emperor, but none of them ever fought a war longer than six days.

When the cavalry charges, the enemy's ranks are scattered, the square is broken, and the flag is pulled down.

When the castle wall is destroyed with magic, the Steyer family's royal guard and the leader at the time enter there first and slaughter the enemies.

So, by the evening of the 6th day, all enemies have been brought to their knees, and there will be no more enemies.

Then, on the seventh day, it ends with the horses resting, drinking alcohol and eating meat, and receiving oaths of loyalty from the enemies.

Thistle heard the story and talked about it for me, comparing the empire and the kingdom union.

“... I always feel this, but the history of the empire is on a different level from the history of the kingdom union. The five countries in the current kingdom union, as well as the ancient kingdoms that existed before, were all recognized by God, and created mythological stories such as one day in the beginning, a previous king was born, establishing an absolutely unchangeable royal authority. I had it as a basis for doing so.”

“The power the king has is a power given by God, so don’t dare dream of treason if you don’t want to be punished by heaven. I guess he wanted to do something like that.”

“That’s right. Later, a denomination impersonating Gaia appeared and deceived people with the doctrine that it was a denomination of a human-loving god, and from then on, each kingdom came to claim legitimacy by claiming that they were royal families recognized by Gaia. . Because of this, the kingdoms before the kingdom union were always involved in wars to prove their legitimacy. The kingdoms were fighting for something invisible, Gaia's recognition, and in a way, the rise of different races became the opportunity to form the current kingdom union under Gaia's name.”

As Thistle was explaining everything she knew to me, Astesia came closer to help her.

Totototo-

“Ah, I learned that too. Even at the monastery where I was, it is said that the current kingdom union is all royals who have been recognized by Gaia, but in fact, the truly authentic people are all the way up to our monastery... I can't remember what it was, but it's probably Silver. It must have been the Leden royal family. The head nun told us during the theology class that we should not forget that the royal family of the Silverden royal family is truly royal family recognized by Gaia.”

“Hehe, it looks like Astesia studied well. Usually, such stories are things that we learn briefly when we are very young, but most people just forget about them because they think that most of them have nothing to do with them.”

“Ah... Actually, it's embarrassing, but if you memorize what she taught you well, the nun gave you cookies she baked herself. To get it, Rinai and I memorized it all night long. Hehehe-”

“Huh? Did you work so hard because you were greedy for material things? This is a mean saint. Huhuhu-”

“Hehe, do you think so?”

“It’s okay. Isn’t this from when you were young? Everyone does that when they're young.”

Thistle and Astesia had a long story, perhaps because they studied the same subject even though they each learned it on their own at a monastery, and when I heard the hidden reason, Astesia seemed cute.

“...”

... Ssasasasak-

“I, Lee Rim? Why are you stroking your head so vigorously all of a sudden...?”

“Yes. When I pictured Astesia like that in my head, I thought she must have been really cute.”

“Ugh, uhm... I said it for no reason...”

Although Astesia is very shy, I just think it's cute when I think of her covering herself up with a blanket to get cookies and talking to Rinai to make sure they don't forget what they learned.

Then Thistle sneakily approaches me and puts his fist to his mouth and clears his throat.

“... Hmm, hmm! Lee Rim. For your information, I studied alone and memorized everything?”

“... Yes. Then, I'll go back and give you a special cookie I baked.”

“...”

“... Puhaha! It's a joke. joke. I know that Thistle worked very hard too.”

When I held Thistle's hand, she puffed out her cheeks without saying a word, but her face soon relaxed.

Hwarim, who was walking slightly behind me, sped up, came up next to me, and started talking about the holidays where she lived.

“... Hmm, anyway, that's the concept of the Seven Nights of the Empire. I know that too, but it was the first time I heard of the concept of regular rest on the 7th since coming here.”

“I see. So when did Hwarim’s rest?”

“Umm... I just trained every day, but I was prohibited from using the training center on days when there was a strong storm or heavy snow.”

“It just depends on the day. Well, since training is so intense, I feel anxious when a storm blows, or when it snows, I feel like I'm busy cleaning the snow right away.”

“It was like that. So, on days when there was a severe storm, the children were allowed to light a candle in their room, so that they could be surprised as long as it was lit, and go to sleep as soon as it was turned off. On snowy days, we would go to a frozen waterfall and break the ice to get into it.”

“... Weren't we just talking about our day off? Snow days seem to be even worse, does that mean you can rest?”

“... I ordered him to go into the water because I thought it would be part of my mental training. At that time, I thought it was a holiday as long as I didn't do physical training.”

The concept of a holiday, which I heard from Hwarim, is closer to an asceticism than a holiday, giving up physical training and instead engaging in mental training because the weather is not good.

In many ways, it was a story that made me feel fortunate that I met Hwarim only after becoming mentally ill.

After that, I asked Ruba, who was walking in front of me, what she knew about the holiday.

However, I didn't have high expectations.

“Lubane... well, since she was in the empire, it must be the same.”

“Yes!! Most of the time we rested according to the Empire's holidays!! Even though it's every other week, when I'm on vacation, I go to a nearby city with the skins and expensive parts of the monsters I've caught, sell them, and turn them into iron and other things!!!”

“You were aiming for the day when the most people would come to the market. I understand because it’s a hygge behavior.”

As Ruba tells the story of hygge people, I get the feeling that even though it seems like all places where people live are the same, when something goes wrong, it feels so different.

“So, holidays aside, when and how long is the wish ceremony specifically?”

So, what I'm asking Enin in earnest is about the Wish Ceremony, a national event that is also a long holiday in the Red Purge where a group of priests travel around to provide healing services and sublime feats.

Enine said that she had heard some of this while chatting with the emperor while I was talking with the princess and Ingrid, and began to tell me the start date of the wish ceremony and what the parish should prepare.

        
            “After talking with His Majesty, I learned more details from what I originally knew, and he said that two weeks from today is the day the wish ceremony begins.”

“It's close, but there's still a long way to go. What should I do during the holidays?”

“Rather than making immediate preparations for the holiday, I think it would be better to make preparations so that you can rest comfortably during the wishing ceremony at our parish as soon as you return.”

“That’s true too. If you have any urgent matters, it would be best to take care of them in advance and live comfortably during the wish ceremony. So what do you think our diocese can prepare?”

“Hmm... As for food, I've been accumulating the food I received from the princess who has been supporting me since before, and since everyone in our parish is mentally ill, I don't think there's anything we need to do much about. I think everyone is accepting it because it has a similar meaning to the Day of Offering held by the Gaia Church.”

“Hmm... I see.”

Even though we are Korean citizens, most of us are mentally ill, so there is nothing we can do about it.

In the case of other denominations, it is said that they are usually too busy with work and cannot move, but they leisurely welcome the members who come to the denomination during the wish ceremony period and sublimate their achievements, but our denomination is currently in the midst of Deshade's absence. It is currently impossible for soul soldiers to sublimate their feats.

Thistle also thought about that and said that, in that case, our denomination, like other denominations, should just prepare to welcome guests who might visit the parish.

“In that case, we might just have to prepare for people coming to the parish for now. If Red Purge healers travel far, they might stop by our church and rent a bed.”

“Aha, that’s true too. Then, it would be a good idea to ask Peria right now how many healers are coming and going and prepare accordingly.”

Since there is nothing major to do, I think all you need to do is complete the minimum preparation.

With Feria's help, I think I should just prepare to respond appropriately to the possibility of the Red Purge cults coming, and then think about what I can do during my free time of two weeks.

'I'll do it for a while... What's there? Something to do while the princess isn't working. Should we stop by Ars Magna? By any chance, the technology there may have improved so much that there may have been an easier way to obtain fairy fruits using the summoning spell to Fairy Incense. Ah, but if something like that had happened, Gloria would have sent a letter, or Peria would have found out about it first. So, let's put this on hold, and the rest is just self-training? I really want to see a match with Agoni, who is sitting deep in the depth of field. As with Day Break, I figured out the limits of what I have and how to use it effectively. Not bad. I guess I'll have to find a day and try it sometime.'

I once heard from other people that when I think deeply about something alone, my steps become faster.

As I worked hard to think about it, it seemed like I was already ahead of everyone else, and I realized it too late when I passed Ruba, who was looking curiously at a bug sitting on a flower blooming on the street.

As I continued to walk like that, I slowly entered the parish.

“... Huh?”

“I, Lee Rim?!”

Sigh!

My body crashed.

It just, naturally, fell into the ground.

'uh? fall? From here? why?!'

trap.

A completely unexpected, completely invisible trap dug in the middle of the road leading straight up to the parish.

Cooo!

As I fell into a pit as deep as the height of three people combined, I immediately wondered what had happened.

‘A hole dug by hygges? But it's too crude for that, isn't it? There were no weapons or spikes installed inside. So, is it a pit that one of the spirit soldiers tried to dig a well for some reason and then just covered it up?'

In an instant, several guesses run through my mind.

“Now, wait a minute, Lee Rim. I'll get something to pull up from somewhere in a moment.”

“A pit... Tsk! I don't know who put this stuff here. Anyway, just try it.”

“This is too crude to be called a trap!! Why is something like this here?!!”

“ Lee, Lee Lim! Are you feeling okay?”

I fell into the pit, but nothing happened after that.

So, everyone said a word to each other and went into the house that the spirit soldiers had built nearby to make it easier for me to climb up and dispersed to find something similar to a rope.

and,

Someone aimed for that moment,

A person who was clearly the mastermind who set up this trap appeared.

“Soul disease Lee Lim!!! I've been waiting for this moment!!!”

Faaah!

“... Huh?”

What completely obscures my view of the vast sky above the pit is-

It was Razael Sain Tion, who had jumped from the top of the pit and was falling towards me, with something thick hanging from his right arm.

“Die!!!”

“This shit-”

I don't know what he's holding.

In the first place, wow, I completely forgot.

He helped the Witch Hunters, expelled the demon, uncovered the Dune Priest's hidden story, stopped it, agonized over the treatment of the witches with the two women, and his own ethics, and was finally exhausted both physically and mentally from the fight with Mabel.

Since I was constantly experiencing such urgent events, it was natural that I was not thinking at all about Razael, who was left in the parish.

[Stigma]

Crunch-

So put on your armor right away and prepare for Razael's fall.

I don't know what it is hanging on the arm, but it looks familiar and appears to have been stolen from Farewell's workshop.

'The pit must have been dug by one's own power, and the thing worn on the arm must be an object that is thought to be sufficient to kill me. Then this is the right decision.'

It is a preparation for revenge that was prepared over a long period of time in time for my return, even faithfully observing the restrictions placed on the slave's necklace just for revenge.

Since this is such a preparation, since Razael jumped into the pit with the intention of sending me away, I must never let down my guard.

Above all,

I also feel sorry for completely forgetting about Razael.

“Hhhhh!!!”

gulp-

I prepare myself as I see Razael pull his arm back forcefully.

If you don't catch it, you could break your neck and die instantly, as it fell head first without any preparation.

'But that woman probably expected me to support her and then jumped in with the idea of taking advantage of it. So... should I just get out of the way? But I think that's going to get a bit wild.'

There was no other way.

No matter what Razael had prepared, I, who was completely unprepared, had no choice but to accept it.

Cooo!

so-

I caught Razael falling with my right arm,

Razael put his right arm on my left shoulder and pressed it.

'Ugh, is it heavy?'

A black, square violin case-like object.

It was heavy enough to be called a blunt weapon, but I wonder if there was any reason to attach it to the arm and swing it, and I wonder if they were trying to kill me using a piece of iron that barely weighed this much as weight.

'If you're going to aim for it more than anything, I think you should aim for the head.'

And the moment I thought that, Razael-

I pulled the trigger.

Slam!

“Huh?”

[Atmosphere]

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

Just like that, my left shoulder flew off with a loud noise.

'what-'

I was embarrassed for a moment, but I controlled my emotions deeply and immediately tried to calm down.

The action you then take is:

Quickly recognize the situation.

It grasps the connection between everything in sight and the actions Razael took just moments ago.

Deshade's left arm covered by his armor.

The moment Razael pulled something he was holding in his hand, it exploded.

'Spear of Topaz?'

What you can see is a golden spear blade protruding from a black box.

This was right after the thick, stake-like spear blade received the power of a magic tool and blew off my entire shoulder with a physical force greater than that of magic.

“... Finally, I succeeded.”

so-

Afterwards, Razael took out a long sword from his waist and stabbed my left arm.

Phuuk-

A severed left arm, a body not protected by armor.

Insert the sword there and shatter the heart.

I tried to smash it.

Swish-

Pow!

“... ugh-”

Something fell from the top of the pit, and Razael, who was hit by it, fell to the floor without being able to retract his sword.

“Whoa, I was almost late. good job. Slien. It was my first time killing someone.”

“Yes, yes?! Ha, but Peria told you to throw it! Did you kill him? Did I kill him?!”

“Really... please don't make fun of your wife. Peria. It's okay, Slien. Because he’s not dead.”

Three heads are visible from above the pit.

One is Peria, who for some reason has bandages wrapped around the inside of the trickster's costume.

And the other two are Morsling and Slien, who seem to have arrived while we were returning from Ambrosia.

Perhaps because it was Peria's order, Slien was alternately worried about the bag of mushrooms he had thrown, which could easily stun a person if aimed at the back of the neck since he had picked a lot of them and put them in, and about Razael, who was hit by it.

“Bishop. Long time no see! Hahaha!”

“... Ah, it’s been a while. Mr. Morsling. And... Madam.”

“Ah, well... it’s been a while.”

So I briefly exchanged greetings with Morsling and his wife, and naturally said to Feria what I had meant to say the first time I saw her.

“Welcome, oppa.”

“Yes. Yes... I've been there. I went there...

What? What are you holding in that hand?”

What Peria is holding in her hand is,

At the end of the rolled up piece of paper, there was something that resembled a lit cigarette.

Suuup-

...huuuu-

“... Sigh - this? Cigarette, Cigarette. I was not feeling well so I was smoking.”

However, to me, who thought it was something resembling a cigarette and never wanted to think of it as a cigarette, Peria neatly exhaled smoke and admitted that it was a cigarette.

        
            Returned to the parish.

The spirits saw us and greeted us, and we received them, but the parish was quieter than we expected.

I think this is all because the Hygge are not seen hunting in the mountains to the east of the empire with Farewell, except for a few people who act as forest guards.

Although there are a few soul soldiers who were former architects, the work of repairing parish houses and building new houses was mostly done under the leadership of hygges.

Still, looking at several more houses that have already been completed in that short period of time, I wonder if there is a risk of poor construction at this rate no matter how much magical technology is added to the construction. However, most of the houses are not high-rise apartments but wooden houses. As long as you don't neglect the important parts, I think there's no reason for it to fall apart easily.

'Above all, the hygges say that in this area, including Leven, there has never been a wind strong enough to be called a typhoon.'

So, unless the damage was caused artificially, a wizard's magic used somewhere nearby deflected and fell on us, or a disaster occurred when a huge demon came close to Leven, there would be no reason for the rest to occur other than artificial destruction by human hands.

Yes.

Other than artificial destruction.

Grumpy-

In a parish where there would normally be no damage caused by a natural disaster, I am currently cleaning up broken glass pieces caused by someone's malicious intent.

Cheer up!

“Ah, I said I would be careful, but it ended up breaking. I have to put the pieces together again.”

“Wow, I didn't know that Razael had broken the window and messed with this and that. I was so quiet that I didn't even pay attention to it.”

land- land- land- land-

While listening to Feria's words, he uses a wooden hammer to carefully remove the window of Farewell's workshop, shake off all the broken glass, and then replace the new glass.

As expected, it was a magic tool brought by Razael to kill me.

Its true identity was a weapon created by secretly sneaking into Farewell's workshop and combining by-products and artifacts from various experiments.

“... Still, I'm glad that they were only targeting me. So what did you do with Razael?”

“For now, I locked it in the warehouse. I tied my thumb and connected it to a pole, but I can't get out until I untie it.”

“Are you planning on keeping me tied up?”

“Surely~ I know how terribly my brother thinks of that woman, so should I just starve her to death?”

“... I'm noticing it for no reason. I know. It seems like they are trying to be too merciful to Razael.”

Phew-

Smoke blows out from Peria's mouth once again and scatters in the air.

I heard that Farewell and Hygge, who had gone on a hunt for Featheriul in the eastern mountains of the empire, would not arrive until tomorrow, and thanks to that, Razael was able to break the glass and trespass into Farewell's workshop, which no one was paying attention to. am.

After I finished cleaning the windows of Farewell's workshop that Razael had broken, Peria flicked her cigarette with her finger and shook off the ash on the floor where the grass had not grown.

“Ah, that’s right. Do you know what a cast puzzle is? I don't think you've ever heard of this because it's a popular game only among us tricksters. Was the same thing in your world?”

“What I know is that there was a way to untangle two pieces of a metal ring called the Ring of Wisdom, either with your head or with overwhelming physical strength.”

“... Physical? Solving it with force? First of all, it is not treated as an official law. What I'm talking about is a puzzle. puzzle. The side that you loosen with your head.”

“Don’t worry. Even in our neighborhood, it was not handled by normal means to loosen it by force, and above all, it was almost impossible since it was a metal casting. ... Of course, that doesn't mean there weren't cases where they did it.”

The cast puzzle that Peria mentioned.

It probably refers to the ring of wisdom. It is a puzzle made mainly of mixed metals and although it may seem absolutely impossible to solve at first glance, there is a solution for each model.

When I was in high school, I heard that a guy who went all-in on physical education shattered the Ring of Wisdom with force, and I wondered if that was actually a human being.

Now that I am mentally ill, it would be possible if I asked myself to do it.

And Peria, wondering what he was going to say, boasted that he had used that puzzle to redeem Razael.

“Anyway, I put it to some use and tied Razael’s thumbs together with the pillar using a rope, right? If you use your brain, you can probably solve it in about 3 hours. The harder you work, the more entangled it gets, so it may take up to 5 hours.”

“Really? Then that's it. ... Wait, hey. Still, isn’t 5 hours too long?”

It was said to be 3 hours, but considering Razael's personality, I thought 5 hours was definitely the case, and Peria did not deny that.

“Is it true that you intentionally punished me like that to save some time? You'll have to work hard. First of all, since Razael is also a woman, she would probably be quite impatient if she wanted to go to the bathroom, right? Hehehe... He looks like he's going to be quite nervous, so I guess I'll just stay and take a look.”

“... You're a woman too, isn't that such a bad taste?”

First of all, since they tried to assassinate me, there is no reason for Peria to look at it even if I let them go.

Therefore, it was a punishment of its own.

However, when I saw that, I thought that Peria's original personality was a bit bad, although not as bad as that of the princess, but when I heard Peria's answer next, I had no choice but to understand.

“When you think about how your brother almost died, you should remember that you cared for him so much, right?”

“... Yes. I am sorry.”

“I have to apologize a lot. Because of someone's stubbornness, they keep leaving that kind of woman in the parish.”

For now, I think Peria's actions are appropriate, so I'll think about what to do after it's over.

Even though it is revenge on me and the karma I am trying to bear, Razael has arbitrarily tampered with Farewell's workshop, modified the artifacts, and cleverly created an item that will blow away Deshade's armor, no matter how thin it may have been. That's right.

Phew-

Smoke billowed from Peria's mouth again.

Peria, who seemed to have finished smoking the last of her cigarette, pressed the cigarette to the floor and extinguished it, then put her hand back into her bosom.

“...”

Rustling-

Then, he opens the cigarette pack again, takes out another cigarette, and puts it in his mouth. He can't watch it any longer, so he sticks it in his throat, makes him spit it out, and quickly takes the fallen cigarette away.

“Stop smoking.”

Bubble-

“Mallow- Wayek! ...You crazy brother! Why are you sticking your fingers down my throat?!”

“If you poke your throat with your hand while you are clenching something with your teeth, it will open on its own.”

“No shit! I really know all the damn techniques - give me mine faster than others!”

“No. At least you're free to smoke, but don't smoke more than two a day. This is bad for your body.”

I can tolerate the smell.

There were cigarette butts all over the place in front of the convenience store where I worked part-time, and the smell that Peria was smoking was rather similar to the smell of shampoo compared to the smell she used to smell there.

Still, anything that is bad for your body is bad.

The manager of our convenience store smoked from an early age, and had surgery in his 40s to have his lungs removed, so he seemed to be suffering quite a bit. In addition, he thought it was a cause of physical hardship or complex diseases, so I personally think it is impossible to quit. However, I prefer to reduce it as much as possible.

I had that perception, and while I was away for a while, Peria learned to smoke, which made me feel mixed, and even though I felt like calling her an older brother, I tried to suppress her, but I still wanted to keep her as far away as possible.

However, Peria got angry at me for taking her cigarette and attacked me.

“What are you saying?! This is recovery time! Recovery candle! Even though it looks like a cigarette, it is strictly a normal way to take it!”

“It’s no use saying that. Everyone says that cloud snacks are a health food or something as long as you follow the recommended daily intake, but in the end, the fundamental principle of depleting the body does not change.”

“... No, did you really turn around? This isn't a real cigarette? Are you saying that it is made by rolling herbs and blooming?”

“I won’t listen to your excuses, and I won’t scold you either. Instead, please only take two a day. Anything more is bad for your health, so I will ask you as an older brother. Don’t bloom.”

“Oh, it’s really going to spin. I vaguely heard that something big happened in the county, but did you come here with a head injury? Why can’t I understand the words so much?”

'Am I already addicted? 'Why are you so stubborn?'

Watching Feria wrap her arms around the back of her neck as she eats, she quietly puts the cigarette into the cigarette case.

The familiar-looking cigarettes were rolled up in a small size that was easy to carry around, so I don't know who made them since there were no factories in this world, but they seemed to have been made with great care.

And I was wondering where on earth Peria got these items, but surprisingly, I quickly learned the truth.

“Huh? Lee Lim. Does Lee Rim need recovery too? If it’s okay, would you like me to make it for you?”

“Uh, hey... if you want, just tell me... I'll make it right away.”

“... Yes?”

What appeared behind us was,

Morsling, holding a huge basket of medicinal herbs, and his wife, Blood Slime, are said to have become human one day.

When the two people saw the cigarette I was holding, they clearly called it a healing herb.

It's a recovery herb, not a cigarette.

“Cigarette... wasn’t it?”

“Cigarettes? Oh, that's not a cigarette. In the Kingdom's United Kingdom, it is a cigarette form, and in the old imperial language, it is a dosage form called a cigarette. What's inside is healing herb. Peria’s… uh, is it okay to say this?”

“It’s okay. Morsling. Because there is no one in the church who does not know.”

“I see. It is a hybrid of a human and a demon, and herbs are mixed and rolled up to delay the loss of balance and pain in the body as much as possible. I don't recommend taking it as a smoke, but considering Peria's current physical condition, I think it's necessary.”

“Well, the bandages on Peria’s body right now are for that purpose... Morsling diligently searched through the books, found appropriate phrases, and wrote them down.”

“... Are you done now? Oppa?”

Only then did I find out what the bandages wrapped around Peria's body were.

It's not an ordinary bandage; it's easy to miss at first glance, but it's a bandage with the letters used by wizards engraved very minutely.

It is said that the bandage prevents the demon's blood from melting the human body, and the healing herb keeps it active.

The recovery kit and bandages were all items for Peria, whose disease had begun to progress to a visible level.

        
            “Take two restorative herbs after meals and take off the bandage only before going to bed. To make something more, Farewell needs to come back.”

“... Is that what it was? Thank you. For helping Peria.”

“So, oppa. If you know that this is a recovery plant, don't touch it now. I'm sorry Morsling, Slien. Look at your work. We replaced the window, so I'll just go up.”

“I see. thank you Then we will go. See you later, Lee Rim.”

“Ah, goodbye...”

After finishing their conversation with us, Morsling and Slien went into Farewell's workshop carrying a basket of herbs.

It is said that Peria has provided a separate house for the two of them, but although there is something he wants to do for Peria, he cannot put the pot out as he has just finished moving, so he came here for now.

So the two of us entered the workshop, and while walking with Peria up the hill leading up to the house, I made a subtle remark.

“... Does it hurt a lot?”

Then Peria answered really honestly.

“... Yes.”

“... Really?”

“To be exact, it’s itchy. It's so itchy like a mosquito bite, it's driving me crazy. So much so that I want to rip it all off and scrape it off.”

It's a pity that he can't seem to move his hands from one side to the other because he keeps itching.

still,

That's it.

Fortunately, thanks to the herbs, this is all that's going on. In fact, it is said that he was in a cold sweat all day until Morsling came and mixed the herbs.

“... I'm sorry. Because I can’t be there for you when things are hard.”

“What, that’s okay. It was me, not anyone else, who said I would stay at the diocese because I thought it would interfere with my schedule. In the first place, I refused because I thought it would have hurt more if I had taken a carriage because it was a long way, and I couldn't leave the whole parish to Aila or Raines while my brother and Thistle were leaving the parish.”

Aila said that she was returning from helping a village a little further away today, and Raines said that he was working hard on something on his own, wandering around among the soul soldiers.

So, if there was a noble who wanted to visit the parish on the way to pray, or someone who had some other business, there was no one other than Feria who could treat them and make a clear decision.

So, speaking of Feria, he has said that he would like to increase the number of people who can take charge in addition to those of us who move far each time.

“Still, just in case something like this happens, I wish there was at least one more person besides me to take charge of the parish.”

“... It's not like you're preparing for a successor, is it?”

“Ai... Are you really behind?”

Wow!

“Ah, okay. I knew. Stop kicking me.”

Instead of going up the hill, I run away from Feria, who keeps kicking my butt, then comes back and continues the story.

“Are there the right people? Is there someone you have in mind?”

There is “. In my opinion, it's because there are soul sick people in our diocese.”

“Yes.”

“I hope that the woman named Florian, who brought those spirit soldiers with Noan, will become Deshade's priest. I heard that person was a former officer like Enin?”

“Florian? However, it is said that Florian came to our church along with the soul soldiers, but he was originally a person who served Gaia, so asking for conversion doesn't fit the nature of our church? Even though he is a person who continues to stay in our church because he has nowhere else to go, I think saying something like that in the current situation would only sound like a half-threat.”

“ Speaking of that, actually, after thinking about it a bit too hard, I came up with the idea that surprisingly, it might not be the case.”

“What? Please explain.”

Peria goes up to the house, but stops and looks to one side.

As I followed suit and turned my eyes, I saw Florian talking with several spirit soldiers with Noan next to him.

However, her expression didn't look as comfortable as I thought, and on the contrary, she looked haggard.

“Although Noan is by her side, that woman was quite depressed after learning that Gaia did not actually listen to anyone's prayers due to what happened at Grace's territory. So, if I try to gently flirt with Enin, I think he'll get over it quickly.”

Peria didn't bring this up for no reason.

It is said that the prestige of the Gaia Church has not diminished in the Kingdom Alliance.

In the end, the basis of the royal families of the five kingdoms that merged into the kingdom union was to maintain their royal authority on the basis that they were recognized by the god Gaia, but now in reality, Gaia has fallen into an evil god, and because of that, she has become a new human-loving god. Even if Shade was born, there was no way that the fake priests of Gaia, who had been converting people's feats into divine power from the beginning, would admit it.

However, although it is said that in the vicinity of the federation capital, people, especially the Gaia Church, have not given up on serving Gaia, in the border area of Grace Territory, which was the center of the incident, everyone has already lost faith in Gaia, and that is also true for Florian. It was the same.

But I still felt rejected.

As the act of targeting people who seem to have nowhere to go and spreading their religion is a method often used by cults, I don't really want to use it as I am already a bishop of the Deshade denomination but still feel bad about full-scale propagation of religion. Because it is a method.

“I wonder if they are doing missionary work at a time when their hearts are weak... I feel a bit uneasy.”

Peria worked hard to explain to me that I would only put the plan into action once I was convinced of it.

“Religion is something that many people who are inherently unstable tend to take refuge in it. So wouldn't it be comforting to think that we would prepare a place for Florian, who looks so gloomy, to lean on to give him some peace of mind? Salvation to those who seek salvation. That's what my brother promised Thistle.”

“That's true, but um...”

“It will be easier if we consider that we are saving one person's life, and that we are also taking care of someone who will create a closer connection between us and the mentally ill.”

“... Okay - okay. Let’s talk about it sometime.”

In the end, I decided to accept Peria's statement as it made some sense.

Next, when Peria told me that I had instantly moved to the capital and diocese with the Lehi Church through the power of Astesia, she snapped her fingers and expressed an opinion.

Perfect!

“That’s right! That's a really good method. When I heard that, I suddenly thought of the fact that all the places Astesia visited can be connected to a portal as long as I remember them. If that's the case, if Astesia says it's okay, let's actively use that power.”

“How?”

“There are cities we will visit often. I think we can buy empty houses or warehouses in the name of our church there and use them as relay stations to travel to the portal. In addition, if you study it carefully after Farewell arrives, you will find that rather than opening the portal every time, if you put each door to sleep and activate it only when necessary, Astesia's magical power consumption will be reduced by more than half.◦# ◦

“Did you think of that so quickly?”

“Okay then! Who am I? Aren't you Coinferia, a person who has Mr. Paradox as his teacher and lives as a proper trickster? Since I am such a person, it is not a problem to think of secrets like this.”

“... Why are you speaking like that?”

“A few days ago, I had time to organize old information, and I noticed that a certain wizard's notes were all written in this tone. After reading it, if there is nothing important, I will burn it all and take revenge on the merchant who sold it to me.”

I wonder if it’s because we haven’t seen each other in a long time.

Even though she was chatting more than usual, Peria had her arms around me and had no intention of letting go.

The soul soldiers around me were covering their mouths and laughing when they saw Peria and me, but I wasn't particularly embarrassed either.

Even though they are not in good physical condition, they work for us.

That's what Peria wants.

No matter what happens, the only way is for Peria to save up the money and go to Ars Magna at the end and request the final summoning spell, or for Gloria to find some kind of method before that.

So until then, try to faithfully spend time with us.

It's not just about playing around, it's about working hard to the best of your ability to create a future where everyone is comfortable within the scope of your ability.

That's the way Peria lives.

So I-

Tell Peria what she really wants.

“Yes. good job. I always believe in it.”

“Okay then! Of course I have to believe it, who am I?”

“...”

“... Uh-huh, write it! If you really want to say thank you, you better quickly stick to lip service, right? Oppa.”

“... Yay, yay. This is Peria, the world's most beautiful trickster and a genius whose smarts are second to none.”

“... Huhehehehe - That's right! So, take good care of your valuable personnel. When I get back, I get some bath water and peel all the fruit so I can eat it right away. I'll look at it that way.”

A compliment that conveys a simple sense of trust, not gratitude.

Surprisingly, it is not easy to say thank you to a family member, but it is easy to show that they trust each other because they know each other well.

So, I quietly spoke my last words to Peria, who stretched out her empty chest.

“And, this is Peria, my precious partner and precious younger sister who is tied to me by soul.”

“...”

“Why. Are you embarrassed?”

“... Hmm! Shame on you, who? That was a pretty good comment. good. Just peel the fruit. What about taking a bath? Actually, I was too lazy to take off the bandage, so I just decided to take a shower.”

If it had a tail, it would have flapped it like Luba.

Of course, since she doesn't have a tail, I patted her head vigorously while watching her shoes bouncing in place of her tail.

“... hehehehe-”

For some reason, Peria accepted it instead of rejecting it again, so she patted her head for a while. Then, Raines slowly came up from the hill on the other side and greeted her, so she said hello.

“... Bishop. Are you back?”

“Ah, Reigns. long time no see. But... what are you holding?”

“These are things that were dried after the logging of Wanhu trees was completed and ground into powder.”

“... Where should I keep that?”

“Please rest assured. Because it is placed in a glass bottle with shock-relieving magic, it does not explode easily. I plan to collect them in my room.”

“... Yes. I'm going to do what I want to do, but you can't stop me.”

Afterwards, I went home with Rains Feria, and the day ended with everyone gathering together with Ayla returning to the parish late in the evening.

        
            It was slightly late in the evening when Aila returned.

Smoke preparing for dinner rose throughout the parish.

This is when the smoke created by cooking food in Farewell's workshop where the Morslings were located, the hygge camp in the forest, and the homes of the soul patients began to subside.

We knew that Aila would return later today, so we deliberately waited without eating dinner even though it was late.

Everyone rests until dinner time and relieves fatigue by talking about what happened so far.

I decided to go out and wait for Eila.

He must have been quite tired since he followed Feria's instructions and took care of all the parish's affairs on our behalf, mainly those that required military force.

To that extent, when I think about someone waiting for me when I finally return home, I think there is nothing that will make me feel more relieved than that.

“... I can see it slowly.”

As I sat waiting on the fence in front of the house for about 30 minutes, as soon as the sun was completely hidden behind the forest, Aila came back, walking briskly, carrying a basket full of seeds of a plant she had never seen before.

“... Ah! Lee Rim! You were there first! I'm back!”

“Yes. Come on. Aila.”

“Uuuu… Why did you come now!!!

Crack, tap, tap, crack-

bang!

Aila found me while walking up the hill illuminated by a faint magic light, and ran over to me and hugged me.

‘Ugh-’

It was like a large dog coming and jumping straight into my arms.

As soon as Aila hugs me, she starts complaining.

“Irim! Isn’t this strange?! Why is it that as soon as Lee Rim goes far away, all the people around him come and ask for help at once, as if they had been waiting for him! Thanks to you, I went around solving all the problems as Peria told me to do!”

Aila has various body odors.

The smell of the beast's blood, the smell of the forest, the smell of sweat, the smell of not being able to dry wet clothes in time, etc.

The goggles on her head are slightly broken, but it seems that Aila couldn't have made a mistake when dealing with a demonic beast, and she must have faced something great other than a demonic beast.

‘What about the goggles? Farewell will fix them later. More than that... it smells really bad. 'Can't we help it?'

When I smelled the smell coming from Aila's body, I tried to push it away since she had just taken a bath, but Aila hugged me tightly as if asking me to feel it, so I just gave up.

So, I comforted Aila, who was rubbing her forehead against my shoulder, and told her that she had been through a hard time.

“Hahaha... Well, that happens sometimes. It could be that things happened at the same time due to bad luck, but maybe it's because people want to get rid of hard work quickly and take a break since it's the wishing ceremony period soon?”

Then Aila said,

“Huh? Wish ceremony? What is that?”

I was asked what the wish ceremony was.

“... Doesn’t Eila know how to make a wish?”

“Yes! You don’t know? What is that?”

“I finally met a comrade. look. I heard there are people who don’t know this.”

“Why? What is that?!”

I remember being surrounded and treated by Ingrid and Camellia.

So I felt a sense of kinship and hugged Aila even tighter.

‘It’s like this. No matter how famous it is in your own country, there may be events that foreigners don't know about, so they treat them like strange people for no reason.'

Kuuk-

“Huh? Lee Rim? Why are you suddenly hugging me tighter?”

As Ayla continued to be confused and confused, I let her go, thinking that we should go home for now.

“I’ll let you know as I go up.”

I thought there was no need to do it right now since it was something we could talk about during dinner time anyway, so Aila seemed to be getting more anxious and tried to scold me.

“Eh? What are you measuring like that? Wish ceremony? Surely... it's not such a terrible day to fast and pray all day?! If you tell me to do something similar to what I did before, like standing in church all day on the day of the funeral, and fasting, I'm really going to run away?!”

“Don’t worry. This time it’s about two weeks.”

“What?! 2 weeks?! This time I have to stand still for two weeks?! Aren’t humans crazy?!”

“It’s not like that. Rather, after hearing what it is, human culture is the best! ...Anyway, what are you going to say? I don’t know what the elves’ holidays are like.”

“Ugh... I’m anxious, so just explain quickly!”

“So, what is a wish ceremony?-”

As I walked up the hill with Aila, I explained the wish ceremony.

When I heard that it was a long holiday, Aila was very happy, as if she had never expressed her disapproval. As soon as she entered the house, I tried to tell the same story about Sowonsik as I did to other people who already knew about Sowonsik, but I told them to wash quickly without dropping dirt on the floor. I was stopped by Hwarim.

“Ennin. How can I help you?”

“Ah, Thistle. Then, could you please wash the vegetables? Since I'm going to put it in a salad, I thought I'd drain it in advance.”

“Then, I will move the dishes. Please have two people take care of the kitchen.”

“Yes. thank you. Astesia.”

While Eila returns and washes up, Enin prepares dinner and everyone helps.

Enin, Thistle, and Astesia went into the kitchen, and Perina, I, and Hwarim stayed outside today as well.

“... Should I bring a fork?”

“... That might be a good idea. Why sit comfortably while others cook, so let’s help prepare too.”

“Then I’ll ask you two to do that~.”

“Please help me too.”

“Eh... Ah, then, for the first time in a while, should I light a candle?”

“It won’t be bad. Then I guess I'll have to move the candlestick too.”

As we were indirectly helping the people who entered the kitchen, Aila came out with wet hair and a towel around her neck, and as soon as she smelled the food, she took out a drink. The other people in the parish may have fallen asleep, but everyone gathered there. Our dinner started now.

...

“Ugh... Do you know how hard it really was for me?! I go out every day and cut down demonic beasts! Cut it! Cut again! I had a hard time because they were different monsters every time and some of them were difficult to catch on my own! Did you say he was a Tinker with a bounty sitting in some village? Ogre Blacksmith, no matter how you look at it, it wasn't something I could handle, right?! Did you get hit on the head by that huge hammer he swung? The goggles were broken at that time too!”

“Yes, yes. Well done. So, you praise me like this. I suffered alone. Still, since Aila stayed behind, she wasn't able to just turn away the people who came to ask for help, right? From the perspective of our denomination, it is truly fortunate.”

“Every day is the same... I don't know what I wanted to say. Aila, wasn’t that what you said first when you said you would stay in the diocese in the first place? So, you should have thought about taking that much responsibility. Lee Rim, don’t take it too seriously. Let's not forget that Ailee would usually throw away all her tools and go out to play in the forest when she was bored while doing parish work.”

“Ii... Hwarim is heartless! Even if you praise me a little more, I won’t throw away my hat!”

Ayla gets drunk at the table and runs wild.

Although he was usually on a rampage, perhaps because it had been a while since we had seen each other, he was drinking alcohol at an incredibly fast rate and lamenting about his past situation.

Originally, if there was a religious denomination in an area, the state would secretly entrust the defense of the area where the religious denomination was located to that denomination.

Therefore, our church is located in this area, and the population of the parish has recently increased, so patrols by the imperial army have slightly decreased.

I think that's why nearby villages began to extend a helping hand toward our denomination.

Of course, there is no reason to reach out to everyone.

Eila later went around various villages and complained to Peria about hearing such news.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“Hehe... Ah, it's cool! Still Peria! No matter how desperate people seemed, there was no need to accept everything, right? First of all, for most jobs, if you send a request to the adventurer's guild in town, money-strapped adventurers or knights of the rogue will receive the order and take care of it!”

“Of course it is. So, I also listened to the stories of people who came to ask for favors, and the ones that I asked Aila to go to were only for missions where people's lives or deaths were critical. From what I heard, it seems like there are quite a few people around here who need to eat at least one person a day to fill their stomachs.”

“Ah, that’s right! As I said, the people I killed were a bit difficult for most adventurers! Hmm... Still, if you know the information in advance and prepare thoroughly, it's not something that even a human can't catch, but it was too much to do alone?!”

“Yes. great job. now. receive. I'll pour you a drink.”

“... Hehehehe - That's right! The person I am today deserves to be treated well!”

When Feria pours a full glass of beer into Aila's bottle, Aila says service and uses magic to cool all the glasses on the table to the point where frost forms on their surfaces.

[Chilling]

Damn it!

“... Ah! Eh, Ayla... I didn't need mine...”

Thanks to this, Thisseul, who said that the alcohol she brought out should be drunk hot, boiled water in the kitchen, put the whole bottle in, and then heated the alcohol, became upset because the bottle froze.

Enin, who was alone in his thoughts after seeing this, carefully came up with an opinion.

“Umm...”

“... What's wrong? Enine. Does your stomach hurt?”

“Oh, no. That's not it, I think there might be a way to solve it...”

“Really? What is it?”

“... However, this method borrows the power of soul patients, not us.”

“... Let’s listen first.”

“... Yes!”

Jump- Jump- Jump- Jump-

Cooung-

Enin, who had been struggling to keep his mouth open, gave him courage, and as if he had made up his mind, he took a swig from his glass and began to speak.

        
            Enin took a big drink and started talking.

It was an opinion on how we, with a limited number of people, should respond to requests from villages, which were increasingly requesting help from our diocese day by day.

“Anyway, now that we have been recognized as an official church of the empire, we have gained the right to self-defense to protect the diocese. So, I think it would be better to ask people with mental illness to do such things.”

“When you say self-defense, do you mean being able to form a knight or knighthood?”

“Yes. When our order was accepted into the empire from the beginning, it was called the Knights of the Shallow Grave, and I was the leader, so there was a position there, right? If you think about it, if you use the name “Knights,” there won’t be a problem with spirit soldiers carrying weapons and going out to help nearby villages.”

“Oh, I see. Then there would be no need for us here to help them every time. Some of the soul soldiers who settled here at the same time decided to farm and try to do the same things they used to do when they were alive. However, in some cases, there were people who were a little anxious because they had no talent other than being good at fighting, as they had done so far. If you lure them out, there won't be many, maybe five or six. That number would be enough.”

Enin expressed his opinion, and Hwarim agreed with it.

Anyway, it seems like Ennin and Hwarim were always closely observing the soul patients living in the parish.

“However... I think it is an issue that we cannot address directly.”

“That’s right. Because they all hate fighting, they gathered in our territory. Even though we had no choice but to fight during the Kingdom Unity, if you were to ask us to do something like that again here, we would have no choice but to look at you with suspicion. Especially if we, who are the owners of the parish, speak up directly, it will feel even more difficult to refuse.”

It's not a bad suggestion, but it's a difficult story to bring up hastily.

The reason for Henin's hesitation was clear.

It is difficult to talk about the spiritually ill people in the diocese because they are only temporary church members, not people who have completely converted, and because they are people with scars.

Although my faith in Mr. Deshade is deepening with each passing day, I have no intention of keeping them deeply attached to our church.

Your life is your own, and you can only consider yourself making a free choice if you leave open the possibility of leaving at any time if you feel like serving other gods.

However, surprisingly, the reason why I thought that Henin's idea was not entirely possible was because Raines, who had been sipping his drink from start to finish today, spoke first and brought out unexpectedly useful information.

“If that's the case, there's someone suitable for you.”

“... Huh?”

“... Why are you reacting like that?”

“Uh, no. Raines, I didn't expect that sound to come out of your mouth. I'll check it first, but you're talking about it after checking with the doctor, right?”

Even after listening to the story so far, the fact that he interrupted our conversation and said that there was a suitable person means that Raines personally confirmed this after having a long conversation with other people.

So the reason why I answered like that was because Raines was the one who spoke first and expressed his opinions, but that was only with the people of our church, and I had never seen him talk to the soul soldiers before.

Then, perhaps because he was already drunk, Raines complained, his face looking redder than usual.

“First of all, Bishop. Don’t you know very well that I am not the type of person to talk about pointless things?”

“Uh, um... right.”

“In that case, just believe it as usual.”

“... I'm really excited today. Didn’t you drink too much?”

“So, I have never been drunk. Hiccup!”

'I'm already drunk, what?'

Raines always had a red face by the time he went to his seat after finishing his meal.

I wonder when I should make him realize this, since he always sips with only one glass of alcohol poured and ends up doing so, but claims that he has never been drunk.

Even while thinking this, Reigns slowly speaks.

“... Huh! Strangely, hiccups keep coming out. Anyway, when I was cutting down the Wanhu tree that I had planted at the edge of the forest, a spiritualist named Noan came and helped me. So I had a long talk with him.”

“Ah, it’s presbyopia. If it were presbyopia, it would have been like that. He is a guy who knows very well how strong his body is, and he also knows how helpful it can be to others.”

'He's still like a kid inside.'

Now that I think about it, Noan is an age that I don't think Aila or Raines know about here.

“He said that while helping me cut down trees. He says he can do anything to help Florian. I honestly said that I didn't want to fight, but I said that if I could be of any help, if I could protect it, I would definitely grab a weapon when I had to.”

“... That’s what Noan said.”

After listening to Raines' story, I had a general understanding.

Noan and Florian.

The one thing that they and several other soul soldiers have in common is that, like my relationship with Enin, they all lived comfortably until Florian's help freed them from the shackles of soul soldiers.

Therefore, as there were many people who took revenge on the spirit soldiers, taking advantage of the fact that they could do anything as long as Deshade's protection lasted, Noan worked hard to protect Florian.

And souls with the same intentions as Noan gathered around them.

This led to the spirit soldiers coming to the empire in groups,

It is said that it was the largest group of soul soldiers discovered by Camellia and a group with a strong bond.

Peria also seems to have remembered this, and after hearing the conversation that Reigns had with Noan, he says it's not a bad thing.

“... That's okay. I was already thinking of suggesting to Florian that he should be baptized by Deshade. As long as it can be connected to Noan becoming a knight of the church, it could be a good connection.”

“Yes? To your senior? Is that really true? Feria.”

“Yes. Florian That woman is also anxious in many ways, so it would be okay to have at least one place to lean on. right? Thistle.”

“If you’re Florian... you’re talking about the woman who was said to be Enin’s senior.”

“That's right. Honestly, don’t you think our denomination has a few people? I think it would be okay to have at least one more priest or nun. Above all, he has lost his faith in Gaia and has been looking very haggard lately. I don’t think it’s a bad thing to find a new place to lean on, right?”

“... I see. It doesn't matter as long as serving Deshade takes away his pain. However... since he was a person who served Gaia, his heartache must be great. I'm worried that I can completely get away with serving Deshade.”

First of all, Thistle did not object.

It would be welcome if there was someone who took a deeper interest in the church, and Florian was clearly in need of someone's counseling at the moment.

However, What Thistle said is certainly true. Even if you learn the truth about Gaia, it does not necessarily mean that it can be cured by serving Deshade.

Then, upon hearing that, Henin said that he would try to persuade Florian.

“... Then I will bring up the story.”

“Huh? Ennin?”

“Yes. As for senior Florian, I understand very well. Of course... I won't necessarily ask you to be baptized by our denomination. I'm going to limit myself to just asking what my senior is thinking right now.”

“... Oh, of course that doesn't matter. I brought this up because I thought the person looked a bit depressed and needed help.”

Seeing Enin's slightly strong appearance, Feria took a step back, perhaps thinking that she was just trying to take advantage of someone whose heart was hurting.

Aim for a chain.

If Florian becomes a nun and Noan feels great about it and offers to help her as a knight, there is no doubt that the two will work hard for the order.

However, it has the purpose of listening to the two people's concerns and indirectly resolving them, but it is clear that the bigger part is to make us feel at least a little more comfortable.

So, I would talk to Florian the way Henin did, and if she accepted the position of nun, that would be great, but if she didn't, I had no intention of using any more pressure than that.

“... Still, I think my senior will probably accept my request. The senior I know is similar to me.”

Coong-

Enin says he will try and puts down his drink.

Coincidentally, that was the last drink we had, and with that, dinner came to an end.

“... Now then, shall we organize this?”

“Yes. Thank you all for your hard work today and until yesterday.”

Nodding-

Thistle was already quite drunk.

Hwarim stood up and Thisseul automatically bowed her head and said hello. Everyone smiled and started to clean up after her, greeting each other.

“Shall I do the dishes for the first time in a while?”

“Ah, is Lee Rim helping you today?”

“Yes. I usually just leave it to you, but sometimes I have to do it so people don't notice.”

“Hehe... Is that so? Then I'll make some foam. Lee Rim, please rinse it with water.”

“Yes, just leave it to me. Astesia.”

Along with Astesia, I wash the dishes that come in succession from other people's hands and stack them neatly.

If you do this and then wipe all the dishes with a cloth, you will have dishes that will never have water stains, so it feels good to see that.

After everyone cleaned up their dishes and went to the kitchen first, Astesia and I were the only ones left to dry off.

Flap- flap-

'Do you feel good?'

When I saw that the bat wings on the back of Astesia's head looked quite excited, unlike usual, I asked vaguely.

“... What are you thinking?”

“Oh! Yes?!”

“... Fuhahaha! The wings are moving as if they will fly.”

“Eh, hehe...did you get caught?”

“Yes. Because I’ve been like that ever since I started washing dishes.”

As I was still looking at the fluttering wings, Astesia lifted her bowl and covered her smiling mouth and said,

“Actually... perhaps, ah! It's really just a coincidence!”

“Yes. It’s okay, so tell me.”

“Well, if Florian joins... I will become a senior, right?”

“... Huh? Is that so?”

Now that I think about it, I think it's true.

If we were to look at the order of membership in our denomination, or if it can even be called a hierarchy, Thistle came first, then I, and then Astesia.

Apostles, bishops, and saints.

But that's the end.

It makes sense, since Hwarim is a member of a church but is merely a member of a church, and Enin is a knight commander, a separate position that exists only in name.

“That’s right. In a way, if Florian becomes a nun, is Astesia, a saint, her senior?”

“Is that so? After all, I could be a senior. Hehehe...”

However, since our denomination has no hierarchy thanks to the fact that I had said several harsh words to Deshade even before becoming a bishop, I wonder if we should really distinguish between seniors and juniors even if Florian, a nun and priest, joins. Although it costs money.

“Well, okay. Try hard. I don't think there's really anything to teach... But if there's a way to convey prayers to Deshade, Astesia can teach me.”

“Yes! I’ll try my best!”

We watched Astesia having fun until she washed the last dish, and then when the dishes were done, we sat in the living room and spent some time.

Eventually, when it was time to go to bed, everyone went to their respective rooms to go to sleep, and I closed the door, thinking that I would see Noan again tomorrow.

-------------------------------

About an hour had passed since all the lights in the parish were turned off and everyone in the church had entered their rooms.

Klik-

Squeak-

At almost the same moment, doors opened with similar sounds.

...click-

Clap-

The two people who had not yet found each other quietly closed the door, raised their heads, and made their own resolutions.

'There is no reason to back down now. Tonight, I must-'

‘Irim. Tonight, I'll go...!'

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

After making up their minds, Hwarim and Enin took a moment to catch their breath and took a step forward.

“... Are you Enin?”

“... Hua, Hwarim?”

The two faced each other in front of Lee Rim's room and took a deep breath.

        
            Diocese of Leven in the darkness.

There is a church and many homes for the mentally ill, but the house behind the church on the highest hill is used only by the Lee Lim family.

Thistle, Ennin, Hwarim, Eila, Astesia, Peria, Reigns.

All other places exist as public facilities for the parish, but this one is strictly used as a private living space.

house.

It's home.

So, there is no need to wear formal clothes or strain your body like you would when going outside.

For the people living in this house, other people under the same roof are already close to them, almost like family.

but,

Even though it was such a house, there were two people today who wanted to form a family, a more full-fledged family relationship, and the atmosphere of lovers, not mentally but physically.

So, the two of them made a big promise in their respective rooms.

What I'm going to do now that everyone is asleep is a personal and especially private act, and since it's something I don't want to show even to other people in the church with whom I have a family-like relationship, it's natural that I want to do it even more secretly.

Of course, rather than wanting to hide the fact itself, it's closer to saying that they don't want to show and talk about having an affair.

Coincidentally, the two people who had similar thoughts calmly prepared, not knowing that there was another person besides them who was thinking the same thing.

Shootaaa-

“... Phew-”

I wash my body, put on a little bit of makeup that I normally wouldn't, even though it's nighttime, and gather myself.

I carefully selected each piece of clothing I wore, and checked it one more time to see if anything was missing.

after that,

Squeak-

Klik-

The two left their room and walked towards Lee Rim's room.

The two people are more nervous than ever before.

It has never been like this before.

A house where I always lived comfortably.

Going out to visit wearing pajamas is something that has happened several times.

This is the outfit I wore when I went downstairs to get a drink of water, and sometimes I wore it when I couldn't sleep and went out for a quick walk around the house.

But today, the two were cautious and a little embarrassed, as if they were out naked.

Still, the two quickly decided that it was okay and straightened their backs.

It wasn't far from his room to Lee Rim's room anyway, and it was clear that other people were sleeping.

After walking a few steps to Lee Rim's room, knocking and entering, and setting the mood-

After that, I will do something even more shameful than what I am doing now.

so,

The two people walked slowly, thinking the same thing,

Finding each other in front of Lee Rim's visit didn't take that long compared to the time of preparation and agony.

“...”

“... Wow!”

The two people walked forward, slowing down their steps, and ran into each other.

With Lee Rim's visit right next to him, an awkward silence fell between the two.

I've never been this awkward before.

Enin and Hwarim.

The first meeting was as an officer and a soul soldier.

Lee Rim recommended Hwarim to Enin, and Enin invited Hwarim.

Although it was our first meeting, the awkwardness was never felt even when it was our first meeting.

They already had a common connection with each other, and when they met through a person named Lee Rim, the story quickly blossomed.

And the two people who had that first meeting now face each other again in front of the door that contains that common connection.

“... So, Hwarim?”

“... Yes. Speak up.”

“Hwarim, you probably have the same thoughts as me, right?”

“... The fact that you said that means that is the correct answer.”

...whisper-

Hwarim first approached Irim's door, leaning against the wall facing the door and sitting down.

Crack-tap-

“Come.”

“... Yes.”

As Hwarim taps the floor with her hand, Enin goes and sits down next to her.

“...”

“...”

While the two were looking at the door, they looked at each other from the corner of their eyes.

'I feel like you gave me a little strength today.'

Enin looks at Hwarim.

White cow clothes.

The Hwarim that Enin usually knew, or to be exact, the Hwarim from the time of kingdom union, was a person who was not particularly interested in clothes, so he always slept in the same clothes he was wearing both in the dormitory and outside, or with only his outer clothes removed. I was able to see a lot.

After I came to the Empire, I remember buying a white gown and formal clothes made by Red Fudge at the market, but even though I bought clothes after that, I never saw her wearing them, even in the evenings.

'The fact that you took out those clothes today means that you made a big resolution, right?'

Looks fully decorated.

Although it is nothing more than clothes for sleeping, it has great meaning because Hwarim wore it.

Even her hair was left loose unlike usual, and when Enin saw the moonlight coming through the window illuminating Hwarim's gray hair, the words "beautiful" almost flew out of her mouth without even realizing it.

To that extent, Hwarim was a woman who had no choice but to treat Enin awkwardly, unlike usual.

And that's-

In Hwarim’s opinion, Enin was also the same.

'Really, I feel it sometimes, but he is a mysterious child.'

Enin hugs his knees with his arms and glances at himself.

The frilly pajamas that Enine wears are not revealing at all.

While Hwarim looked in the mirror in her room and slightly loosened the straps around her waist, wondering if Irim would like her even a little more, Enin's loose one-piece pajamas went all the way down from her wrists to her ankles, covering her entire body.

but,

Therefore, it actually had the power to attract people.

Because it looks so innocent, I feel like I want to hug it and match it with the beautiful, fluffy golden hair.

Even if you just held it because you thought it was cute at first, the moment the outline of the body you didn't realize because of the loose clothes approaches, you end up embarrassed by it.

However, by the time he got to that distance, it was clear that Lee Rim had already fallen in love with Enin's charm and would not be able to run away.

'I'm a little jealous when I think of it as an innate charm or something I don't have.'

So the two continued to look at each other, and eventually gathered the courage to speak out.

It was Enin who spoke first.

“Hwarim, unlike Sisul, was a little hesitant, right?”

“... Well, that’s right. No matter how much I expressed my feelings, it took some time for my body to make up its mind.”

“... I see.”

In fact, unlike Enin, who decided not to approach Irim until she fulfilled her promise, Hwarim had nothing like that.

She thought she could always go to Irim at night, but the problem arose elsewhere.

As expected, my body did not follow suit.

The days were spent slowly getting used to each other, starting with kisses and adapting to light physical contact.

It took quite a long time, but neither Lee Rim nor Hwarim thought it was a big deal because they thought it was their own pace and could not be interrupted by anyone.

However, because it took longer than expected, something like today happened.

'Ugh... Is this really my fault? I wonder if I should think so. But it's hard for me too, and I've worked hard to get to this point.'

In the first place, Lee Rim is the first time for Hwarim to properly recognize the existence of men.

Until now, there was only a theoretical understanding that the distinction between men and women existed only as a yin and yang distinction, and that it was a body that was only temporarily taken to exist in the present world in the reduction of diary and all things.

As he belatedly tried to entrust himself to Lee Rim with feelings of love sprouting between them, he did not move easily.

'So, starting with a kiss, we tried to take the steps slowly at our own pace, but I never thought that today, the day we made the decision, we would have crossed paths with this child.'

Phew-

So, in order to somehow coordinate this, Hwarim takes a long breath after answering Enin's question and this time asks a question from her side.

“So Enin, you must have thought you got what you wanted.”

“... Yes. Actually, my resolution was one without any standards. Still, I thought that I had become a person who could proudly stand next to Lee Rim, and that was why I decided to face him in person.”

“... That’s right.”

“... That was tonight, but I never thought it would overlap.”

“... That’s right.”

...

After the two people finished answering, silence creeps in again.

If things continue like this, it feels like we'll be back to square one.

So this time, Hwarim came forward first and strongly.

“... Does it have to be today?”

“... Yes?”

“Well... can’t you make a concession to me today?”

“That’s... I’m sorry.”

“... I see.”

However, it was only the first time I spoke strongly.

Enin politely said the words with the thought that he might be hated, but with an expression full of regret, he answered no.

'What am I talking about? I wonder why you said that a little while ago. This is why I've heard from others that I don't have a good personality.'

So, Hwarim started blaming herself a little, wondering why she had behaved like that.

Enin must have felt that, and in order to appease her heart, he calmly tells her why he rejected Hwarim's offer.

        
            “... You can say I am stubborn. I realized my feelings for Lee Rim a long time ago, but I was so stubborn that I set a standard for myself and put it off until I received recognition.”

“... Yes. I get it. I understand what you mean. If that's the case, it will be even more difficult to back down now that you've decided to take action today.”

“A big deal... Yes. I guess so...”

Immediately after Enin finished answering, Hwarim stared at Irim's door.

Although he looked a bit dazed, he was actually wrapping his head around it and trying to figure out what to do in this situation.

Then this time Enin spoke.

“... Then, Hwarim, it has to be today, right?”

“... Huh?”

“In my view, I think Hwarim came here with a similar, perhaps even greater, determination to me.”

“... Right. It took me a while to think for a long time and gather myself. Above all, there was something big that made me make a firm resolution.”

Hwarim did not have the same resolve as Enin.

However, the fact that Hwarim, who had been hesitant and unable to move forward, decided to embrace Irim was actually influenced by a recent big incident.

That's right, after the incident with the long sword that tried to kill Lee Rim.

The three people, led by Lee Rim, Peria, Farewell, and Luba, had previously gone to the capital to stop by for work.

Even before leaving, Hwarim heard from Peria that there was someone chasing Lee Rim, but it was probably just someone with minor complaints or grudges, and since this was the center of the empire, they wouldn't make such a big deal out of it.

However, the opponent was a long sword and Rajael, whose desire for revenge on his father was so burning that he led him here without any complaints.

So Lee Rim almost died.

The soul could have been sealed, or it could have been killed.

Hwarim thought that there would no longer be complete death after leaving the Kingdom Union.

At least, even if Hwarim himself can no longer be resurrected, Irim has decided to recognize and overcome the shackles of soul disease that are hanging over him with his own strength.

The choice to kill and embrace the corps commander in the Kingdom Alliance came back as karma.

So I understand, but my heart aches.

Even though everything had already been brought to an end when Peria explained the entire incident and Irim dragged Razael, who was wearing a slave's necklace, to him.

“My heart was beating really fast. When I thought that Lee Rim could have been in big trouble, I couldn't control my emotions. And from then on, I thought about the beginning and end of my journey in the county until I reached it. Then I made a decision. Let’s no longer put a wall between Lee Rim and me. As we continue to spend time together, let's try to truly accept each other and be a little more honest about our feelings.”

Then, after Hwarim had talked to that point, Enin suddenly became angry.

“... That's right. Hwarim. I also have something to tell you.”

“Uh, huh? What are you saying?”

For a moment, Hwarim was taken aback by the rare sight of Enin getting angry, but after Enin opened his mouth, she felt reassured that the target of Enin's anger was not her and began to sympathize with her.

“I plan to trust Lee Rim unconditionally. So, I also accepted your suggestion that we will not be able to kill witches in this county. Even if what I did back then comes across as another hardship, like karma from killing the corps commander, I am confident that I can accept it. Still, I like Lee Rim even just a little bit, so I hope that we who stand next to and behind Lee Rim will also think about it.”

“Razarel, you are talking about that woman.”

“Yes! Anyway, that's true, even if you brought in Razael. But isn't it a bit too much to ask him to keep it by his side and try to kill it at any time if he has the chance? Or am I the only one who thinks that way?”

“That’s… I agree. Lee Rim: That kid has no sense of crisis. I know that I made that decision to take responsibility for something else. But that woman's desire for revenge goes beyond imagination. This time, the attack that was attempted as soon as they returned to the parish was an attack in which no one could avoid death. It's a shame that Peria took quick action.”

“Even if Razael's surprise attack killed Irim, it was an attack that would be impossible to kill him completely unless it was an attack that destroyed his soul. However, if he has that level of revenge, I don't know what he will do in the future. I might find a way to kill Lee Rim completely other than a sealing sword or a sword that kills soul disease. To try to attack again with that kind of power, and to think that it will even succeed... It's truly terrifying.”

Enine puffed out her cheeks and buried her face in her knees.

sparkle-

There were tears in the slightly protruding eyes.

Tears derived from the feeling that if you lose Lee Rim, what will you have to rely on to survive?

Still, as much as I swore to live strong, I didn't want to shed tears unless it was something I could do, so I didn't let it go.

So Hwarim,

I made a decision after seeing that.

“... Yes.”

Sniff-

“I see.”

“... Yes?”

When Enin, whose cheeks were slightly red, looked up, Hwarim was smiling.

However, that smile was not as gentle as usual,

However, it is not a smile that is deeply intoxicated by the heat of battle,

It was a smile filled with pure anger.

“When I think about it, I wonder why we have to talk like this.”

“Well, what does that mean?”

“Think about it carefully. There may be a different cause, but what does this mean? Everything is Irim’s fault, I don’t know why we have to be here like this.”

Thump-

“Hwa, Hwarim?”

Whether Enin was embarrassed or not, Hwarim held Enin's hand and helped her up.

And then-

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Jump up!

He walked briskly and without any hesitation, he roughly opened Irim's door and closed it again.

-------------------------------

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

'Uh, wait a minute-'

He quickly lifts his head from the wall while listening to the sound of Hwarim walking.

'Why are sparks suddenly flying at me?'

I felt the popularity already.

I had to talk to Noan tomorrow, and I was thinking about Setias' marriage story, Rugal's proposal, what happened with the witches, and the fight with the puppeteer, so I couldn't sleep easily.

So I didn't know if it was Enin and Hwarim, but I felt the presence of two people approaching in front of the door, but they didn't come in, so I quietly approached the wall.

Then, as I put my ear to my ear and quietly listened to the sounds outside the door, Hwarim suddenly started approaching with Enin.

Suddenly-

“... Uh, um-”

Still, for now, this was my room.

What I tried to take out after seeing the faces of the two people who opened the door without knocking was,

'Good night.' Or, if not, it was like, ‘What’s going on?’

Clap-

However, the prepared greeting disappeared as soon as Hwarim quietly entered the room and locked the door.

“So Lee Rim, you must have heard our entire conversation.”

“...”

As soon as I enter the room, Hwarim looks down at me with her arms crossed.

“D, did you hear? Lee Rim?”

“Uh... Yes.”

As Enin interrogated me, I unconsciously got down on my knees and couldn't even look at their faces.

“So, what is the answer?”

“Sorry...”

And, having heard the whole story, he apologized for the immature decisions he had made up until now.

“... Phew, that's it. Just do that and get up.”

“... Yes.”

Still, he doesn't seem to have any intention of continuing to scold Hwa-rim, so he helps Hwa-rim stand up.

Frown-

So I didn't know what it meant when Hwarim gave Enin a signal with her eyes.

“Now.”

“Take care of your head.”

“Huh? What are you talking about-”

Swish-

It was an instant.

I felt like my arms were wrapped around each other,

I just flew in the sky.

dump-

‘Ugh-’

The two threw me straight onto the bed without giving me any time to protest or even listen to the reason.

“Keep in mind. Because receiving an apology is not over yet.”

“Mi, I’m sorry, Lee Rim. But today, we feel like complaining a bit.”

“Uh, what? Um- two people?”

Just like that, two people slowly climb onto the bed where I was thrown.

I don't know how the opinions were coordinated.

I know.

The reason these two people were trying to come into my room was because of that, and because of that, they ran into each other and, feeling embarrassed for a moment, sat down against the wall and talked.

But even though I knew that much, and I was eavesdropping the whole time, it seems like at some point the two of them ended up coordinating their opinions with just a look.

Rather than one person giving in, the two of us decided to be together tonight.

“... So, do your best.”

“... We, too, will try to be brave.”

The two people begin to approach, their voices shaking.

With a slightly flushed face, he deliberately messed up his clothes and said,

side-

He kissed both my cheeks at the same time.

Then, at the question the two people asked me, my mind froze.

“... So, who will go first?”

“Who will you choose first?”

        
            The bed was big.

Even though I lay down and Hwarim and Enin came up, it was wide.

This is all what Peria did while I was away.

'Peria, how far did you really predict?'

When I returned to the parish and returned to my room to unpack, I found that the bed had been changed.

The bed was wide enough for Thistle to sleep in every now and then, and it wasn't that old.

That changed during my business trip to Ambrosia, a county, so I asked Feria the reason during dinner time.

Then Peria gave me an answer that was probably just an excuse and not the original reason, with a look on her face that I now know the reason for, but at the time I didn't know why she was grinning so hard.

‘Ah, that? There's a reason for everything. Razael That woman is staying in the warehouse right now, right? After my brother left, every night I went to see if he would do something strange, I found him sleeping on the bare floor with a blanket. First of all, wouldn't it be a bit weird to make someone sleep on the bare floor since they were born as nobles? So, I brought my brother's bed there and changed the bed in his room to a wider one. 'No complaints?'

‘No, but it’s a bit much to give something you used-’

'Noisy. I did it because I thought it was necessary. Still, I don't think it's a good idea to give new bedding to a woman who is a slave. Isn't that a good reason? Since it was my brother who said he would accept Razael, I guess I can just give him his things, right?'

'There is a point, but... I'm afraid of the consequences.'

Even if I changed the bed, I'm worried that if Razael, who was sleeping in the bed without even knowing it was the bed I was rolling in, realizes later, he might destroy it.

Anyway, now that I've come to the realization that it's all just an excuse and that Peria would have realized that the situation was going to turn out this way and changed it in advance, I get a little goosebumps.

However, all such thoughts are nothing more than an act of inevitably recalling the past in order to escape reality.

“... Make a decision quickly.”

“Ma, that’s right. Lee Lim. Because we are also very courageous...”

My indecisiveness made Hwarim and Enin urge me again.

“Uh, yes...”

I quietly look at the two people, shaking off distracting thoughts.

Hwarim, and Enin.

I quietly look at the two people with flushed faces and slightly trembling faces.

You have to choose.

Of course, this doesn't mean I'm throwing out the other person, but I'm just saying that I have to choose the person I want to be with first.

So all I could think about was going crazy.

Before deciding who to choose, I've never hugged anyone other than Thistle in the first place.

'Who should I choose? Is that really okay? 'Do both of you have any regrets?'

I look closely at Hwarim and Enin’s faces.

They both looked like they didn't care what decision came out of my mouth.

The two had already made up their minds.

However, it is not a willingness to get hurt, but a willingness to truly accept any choice.

So for now I-

After thinking about and considering the personalities of the two people as much as possible, I chose one person.

“... Then first of all-

Hwa, with Hwarim...”

Sigh-

I grab Hwarim’s wrist and pull her towards me.

Chuuk-

‘Oh my-’

Then, Enin looked slightly intimidated.

I have complicated emotions.

He was disappointed that he was not first, and yet deep inside he felt relieved that he could hide his immaturity due to his lack of experience by delaying his turn, and at the same time, he was showing envy towards Hwarim.

And since I wasn't the only one who saw that, Hwarim hinted at Enin.

“... Don't misunderstand. Even if you don't have experience, based on knowledge alone, it's probably... it's just probably, right? I guess I'm better at it. So just watch. Whatever you do, it doesn't matter if you come halfway. Irim and you are the one that Irim loves. There’s no reason for me to be reluctant even if it means bumping into each other a little, right?”

'While he was also shaking.'

Hwarim, who was grabbed by me, pretended to be strong and comforted Enin.

I saw him taking care of Enin even though he was embarrassed to the limit.

I was so happy.

Hwa-rim was very worried because she felt like there was a difference in the attention given to me and other people, but Hwa-rim has confessed that she is now thinking of completely accepting other people without any jealousy.

so,

Come on.

Startle!

“Ugh, ugh...?!”

I hugged Hwarim tightly and looked at Enin and said.

“... Yes. Since two people asked me to choose, I just tried my best, but it's not like Hwarim is more important than Enin or anything like that. Come here anytime, Enin.”

“Oh, no. Thank you for your concern. You two... But for now, I'll just watch from a distance.”

Enin backed away slightly as he looked at Hwarim, whose waist jumped up in surprise at the sudden hug.

“Well, weren’t you surprised...?”

“But if I don’t do that, I don’t think I’ll ever be able to start.”

“... It's my first time seeing you in bed, but you're trying to go out pretty strong. That’s not the answer.”

Perhaps because Hwarim is watching Enin, he bluffs until the end.

So I did it,

Just as he was hugging Hwarim, he released him by lightly biting her ear.

Kuuk-

“Ugh...!”

“It’s okay. Hwarim can now relax. The night is still long, and this is the room. Because I like Hwarim when it’s just the two of us.”

Hwarim, biting her ear, blushes even more and glares at me.

and then,

“... mischievous.”

“Huh?”

“It’s mischievous. First of all, it's me and my older sister. I don't know if it's just the two of us, but I don't want to look so undignified in front of Enin...”

Hwarim was released faster than expected.

A look that is hard to come by and that has even shown me the last of its pride that it has only shown me a few times.

“...”

Enin is looking at this with his mouth wide open.

It is only natural that other people, including Enin, would have never seen Hwarim as she is now.

“It’s okay. I'm going to show everything from now on anyway, so it doesn't matter.”

“Well, still- Ugh?!”

Avoiding eye contact, he grabs Hwarim's chin as she continues to squirm in his arms, and slowly kisses him.

side-

“... Ugh-”

They touched their lips once, and stole their lips again.

side-

“... one more time.”

“Yes.”

Hwarim is disappointed when he falls again, so this time he goes deeper.

“... Ugh-”

Hwarim closes her eyes.

The tongue slowly goes in, wrapping Hwarim's tongue around it once.

Churrup- Churrup-

“Umm... Ugh...”

At first, Hwa-rim was just leaving it to him, but gradually he narrowed his eyes and began to move vigorously.

I didn't know anything about it, but after it started, I realized what felt good and started to crave it.

It took a lot of courage to get up to that point, but tonight was just the beginning.

Sreuk-

I flinch.

Place your hands on your waist as you kiss.

Hwarim's hand reflexively grabbed my wrist, but as she gave me a big tongue twist, her hand went down.

Slurp-

Unfasten your belt.

The white plain dress was held together by a single belt, making the line of the dress looser.

Tzurp-

... pop-

“Haa...haa...”

Once I lifted my tongue, a thread formed between my mouth and small drops of saliva fell between us.

Behind Hwarim, Enin was kneeling, with his hand on his chest, looking at us with his mouth open and his face red.

'Then you won't be able to see Enin any time soon, right?'

Just move your body slightly so that Enin can see both of us.

Then, he began to carefully lower the shoulders of Hwarim's uniform.

“...”

Hwarim trembles slightly and watches my hand move.

Perhaps, even now, no one has ever come this close to me.

So, without knowing what to do, his eyes were completely entrusted to me.

“Uh... what can I do?”

“It’s okay. You don’t have to do anything.”

It reassures you and calms you down.

side.

“Ugh...”

He lowered his shoulders halfway and kissed my neck for a moment.

And again, slowly, he lowers his clothes and this time kisses her collarbone.

side.

“Ha...”

Slurp-

Tuk-

like that-

The top was completely removed, exposing Hwarim's skin.

“...”

After being distracted by the kiss for a moment, Hwarim blushed to the limit and lowered her head.

“... I’ll take my clothes off too.”

“Uh, yes...”

Lay it down by placing your hand on its back.

Then I also took off my top.

I take off my simple, loose-fitting tee and put it behind me, then look down at Hwarim.

“... Don't look at me too intently.”

Hwarim, who was staring intently at my chest, senses my gaze, covers her lips with the back of her hand, and glances at me.

Her appearance from above was beautiful.

Her pure white skin looked smooth in the soft light of the water, and her loose gray hair spread like waves across the bed.

The legs were closed and bent, and just above the small clothes gathered around the waist -

There was Hwarim’s belly button.

While I was looking at it a little more, I stopped thinking for a moment.

'Now then, what should I do with this?'

When you look up from the belly button, all you see is a bandage.

It's a bandage.

Hwarim's chest was covered with bandages.

This bandage is slightly embarrassing because it is not underwear, and it has the image of being a substitute for underwear. In reality, Hwarim must have been wearing it as underwear.

'The bottom is normal underwear, but why is it so difficult to undo the top?'

No matter how much I looked, I couldn't find the knot, and my hands were at a loss for a type of underwear I had never seen before.

        
            As foreplay continues, they are caught off guard by an unexpected ambush.

Calm your mind and observe it a little more carefully.

'It's tied so tightly that not even a finger can fit in.'

Seeing that the knot was not visible when viewed from above, I wondered if the knot was at the back of the back, but even though I had glanced at the back earlier, I could not see the end of the bandage.

'Did you slightly roll the end and put it in between?'

So, I thought I might have fastened it tightly in my own way and inserted it into the gap without a knot, and with that in mind, I decided to try one method.

“...”

side.

“... Now, wait a minute, is there-?!”

side.

Question and answer dance.

'okay. Difficult problems also exist to be solved.'

Since I was given difficult homework, I just solved it in my own way.

side.

“Ugh! Um, so- I don’t think that’s really the place to do that-”

“Stay still. Sister.”

“Ugh...”

He continues kissing Hwarim’s stomach.

I was embarrassed and gently grabbed hold of my hands gathering around my belly button, and then continued to kiss more and more towards the center.

Jook-

“Haha...!”

After lightly kissing the bottom of the navel, I placed my tongue directly on the navel.

licking!

“Yes...!”

Gulp!

Then Hwarim's stomach rose and fell loudly.

Parrrr-

As a result, my chest began to shake violently, causing the bandage wrapped around my chest to loosen.

“Well, don’t do that...”

“Yes. I'll go now.”

Is it because it was the first time I felt it?

Hwarim responds to the call with tears slightly forming in the corners of her eyes.

Honestly, I don't know what it felt like, but it seems like it wasn't that bad in its own way, as soon as my head came up to his chest, he hugged my back tightly.

Or maybe I did it because I thought my head would go down toward my belly button one more time.

'It's a little looser now.'

Thanks to this, the difficult problem was solved successfully.

I could see that quite a bit of the bandage wrapped around my chest had come off.

You can see white skin in between them, and you can see something sticking out between them.

The moment I saw it, I unconsciously brought my mouth closer.

I put my tongue first on it and sucked it making a sound.

Sigh!

“Kyaah?!”

When Hwa-rim sucked on the nipple sticking out between the bandages, she twisted her waist in surprise.

It seems that he didn't realize that the bandage had become disorganized and the top was sticking out.

However, that doesn't mean I can't back down once more after getting this far.

Sreuk-

He put his hands on her waist, stopped Hwarim from moving much, and sucked her breasts once again.

Sigh!

“... Kkuhhh-”

Hwarim covers her face with the back of her hand.

So that's-

It meant permission.

Even though I sucked her breasts, she didn't put her hands down.

That alone was enough for the doctor to express himself.

Mulkyung-

With the other hand, gently grasp your breasts so that they come together in the center and protrude forward.

Sigh!

Talk-

Continue touching the tip with your tongue, and on the other side, run your finger up and down the protruding part.

Since it's my first time, I won't be harsh, but I will firmly bounce those who assert themselves and make it clear how much I care for Hwarim.

“Haa...haa...haa...”

Hwarim's breathing becomes increasingly rough.

Since I'm only touching the breasts and haven't even touched the lower part yet, I'm feeling aroused, but it may be that I don't feel much in terms of erogenous zones yet.

However, the mere fact that someone, especially a man, was lusting after her body for the first time had already sufficiently aroused her.

Churp...

He moved his head and this time placed his mouth on the other breast and wrapped his right hand around the breast he had been sucking just a moment ago.

Mulkyung-

Jindeuk-

As the nipple, which had become stiff due to being bounced over and over again, was being rolled into my mouth, I felt a slight moistness on the other side.

...Continue-

As I sucked on my breasts, which were still rising, Hwarim suddenly lowered her arms and grabbed my head.

and,

Whisper-

He raised his head and made me see his face.

“Isn’t that enough...?”

“Uh, yes... I see. Ha, haha-”

'Have you been too absorbed? 'I'm a little angry.'

I was smiling, but I wasn't laughing.

There are even a few tears in your eyes.

It felt good, but shame seemed to be the limit.

With my help, Hwarim slightly lifted her body and removed the bandages with her own hands, revealing the breasts that I had been sucking just a moment ago, now unobstructed by anything.

...

“... Well, it's okay to just take it, so this time-”

“... Yes. Okay.”

After a moment of silence, Hwarim knocked me down this time.

And then-

Ha-eup-

He stuck his tongue in my lips and started groping my lower body.

Swoosh- Swoosh-

'Ugh- is this revenge?'

Hwarim's hand continues to caress the top of his pants.

He continues kissing me while outwardly stroking my protruding penis.

Chureup-

“... Hehe, what do you think? Do you think you know what I feel?”

Soon Hwarim parted her lips and asked me my impressions with a relaxed expression.

However, when I saw that, I was just like that-

I felt like teasing Hwarim a little.

“... I’m not sure?”

“Uh, huh?”

“Because touching only from above causes less stimulation than expected.”

“Well, really...?”

Hwarim is embarrassed when she hears my answer.

Unlike me, who actually bit and sucked my nipples, there is a limit to what I can feel with just the level of stimulation that Hwarim is doing now.

Still, the fact that Hwa-rim touched me had great significance, so it was more stimulating, but that's it.

“... Well, then where-”

So Hwarim must have thought he couldn't lose, and in a state of half bravery and half interest, he started pulling down my pants.

'Still, this is a bit embarrassing.'

However, as expected, there are two people staring at me intently, Hwa-rim, who is looking at my crotch with serious eyes and pulling down her pants, and Enin, who is looking at me in a cowering state with his arms wrapped around his body behind him, which makes me feel intimidated.

That was the moment when Hwarim brought her head close to the lower body and pulled down my pants with all her might.

Sreuk-

...Tall-

chuck-

“... Ugh?!”

'This is a profit for self-employment.'

It was because I tried to look at it too closely.

My penis, which had been trapped in my pants, was freed from the pressure and stretched out in its original direction, ending at Hwarim's right cheek.

“Wow, I’m surprised...”

Hwarim is staring at his genitals and can't take his eyes off.

Sigh-

He put his hand on his cheek as if he wanted to feel it, but then changed his direction and held my genitals with his hand, as if he thought it was really necessary.

Sigh-

“...”

She probably doesn't even notice that her mouth is slightly open.

Hwarim began to carefully touch my items with her hands, and soon began stroking them with her other hand as well.

“Well, over there… If you keep touching it like that, it’s a bit difficult.”

“Yeah, really?”

Hwarim was gradually learning how to hold the hand and the appropriate strength.

So, I thought it would be a semi-dangerous situation due to the slight stimulation, and I thought I couldn't just spray it on my hand, so I tried to bite Hwa-rim.

However, Hwarim seems to have interpreted it in a different way.

“Well, then... excuse me.”

“... Huh? What-”

Ha-eup-

'Ugh, wait a minute, this is-'

Hwarim gently closed her eyes and put the head of my object in her mouth.

“Huh...!”

Hwarim's eyes widened briefly as she bit her head.

It seems that he was taken aback by the texture, taste, and smell that he had probably experienced for the first time in his life.

And I couldn't help but be more embarrassed than that.

'Could it be that you interpreted what I said as a request for you to do the same to me as if it had tormented your heart? Wow, this is something I never even thought about...'

I heard that this type of foreplay is usually not attempted for the first time.

Of course, I only know about it intellectually, and in reality, there may be many couples who do this, but Thistle doesn't know anything about this method, so I haven't made any requests.

Then, Hwarim acted with courage and took the head of my object in her mouth, cautiously, but quite deeply for the first time.

“Hmm... Hmm...”

Hwarim rolls her tongue like that.

warm,

Soft,

...

It's sexy.

There was nothing I could say other than that it was just dirty.

It was a tickling feeling, but even more than that, it was hard to bear the thought of Hwarim biting my things.

Hwarim doesn't know if she knows it, or if she can't feel my gaze anymore, she falls in love with the feel of her mouth.

I wrapped my roots with both hands and gradually narrowed my wide-open eyes to concentrate.

“Hwa, Hwarim? Are you okay?”

“... Sigh... Absorb-”

It seemed like he couldn't hear me even if I spoke to him.

As if she were exploring, Hwarim slowly became immersed in her own world and began to become more adept at using her tongue.

'Oh, my- this is so stimulating-'

Stimulation of only the glans penis.

Hold the root with your hand and instinctively shake it slowly up and down while continuing to lick.

I continued to enjoy it, as if I were savoring it, mixing the saliva in my mouth with the fluid that flowed from the glans.

Since it was my first time, everything was interesting, and once my inquisitive mind was triggered, I couldn't control it.

So I just-

“... Ugh, ugh-”

I had no choice but to ejaculate inside Hwarim's mouth.

Gulp-

Startle!

Gulp- Gulp-

...chureup-

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“Huh...!”

When he first ejaculated, Hwarim's eyes opened wide again.

But soon his eyes changed, as if he thought it was not something that was wrong, but rather a product of his own efforts.

Then, he closed his eyes, closed his mouth with a benevolent face, and began to accept the semen until the end.

...jook-

Not only that, but when he thought the ejaculation was over, he even suctioned the inside of the tube.

“... Buy, because you don’t have to swallow it-”

gulp!

“... Hehehe-”

Hwarim slowly opens her mouth without any time to stop him and touches her throat.

Then, covering his mouth, he smiled at me with an expression that suggested I did pretty well for my first time.

At that point-

My reason was completely cut off.

        
            Hwarim looks up at me when there is no answer.

“... Lee Rim?”

“...”

“Um, over there...? what? Did I do something wrong-? Ouch!”

Full seats-

Seeing that scene in my eyes, I pushed Hwarim down without saying a word and looked at her face.

“... Ah, that’s what it means.”

Hwarim looked into my eyes, realized what I meant, and gave me permission.

“... Yes. Now- come.”

He stretches his arms long and hugs my shoulders.

I take off all of Hwa-rim’s clothes and help her lift her waist to take them off.

Preparations were complete.

Soggy-

The lower body is already making a wet sound every time you move your legs.

Hwarim spreads her legs.

It's just a little bit wide open.

Since there was no reason to spread my legs any further in my daily life, it seemed a bit difficult.

If things continued as they were, it would be difficult because the inside was narrow, and it was clear that Hwarim would also be in pain, so I helped her a little.

I put a pillow behind my head, raised my spread legs, and made the hole open wider.

Although Hwarim was embarrassed, she protested slightly that the movements were unobstructed.

“... Aren’t you too skilled?”

“... It's not like I don't have experience.”

“... Well. Because you must have tried it with Thistle.”

“It’s okay. But for now, I’ll only think about my sister.”

“... Yes.”

The slightest hint of dissatisfaction quickly disappears.

side-

He lifts Hwarim's hand and kisses it, then moves to match the lower half of her body.

Sigh-

flinch!

As soon as my penis passed near the hole, Hwarim's body trembled.

Hold it with your hand again and slowly align it with the hole.

Ok.

There was a clicking sound.

An item that Hwarim ejaculated after being extremely stimulated.

As soon as it was ready to stick its head into the hole again, it exerted all its strength.

“... I'll go in.”

“... Yes.”

Now he's completely calm.

Hwarim, who spreads her legs and places her hands between her breasts, slightly lifts her head from the pillow and watches.

...Soook-

The front went in.

The more Hwarim held it in her mouth, the more it widened and disappeared.

“... It might be okay to do more...”

Hwarim seemed a little surprised, but then said with a shy expression that it would be okay at this rate.

but-

Hwarim doesn't know the extent of this.

Now the front part is only slightly indented.

...soook-

“... Huh?!”

As he leaned forward and put the object halfway in, Hwarim screamed.

“That... ah... is it okay?”

After screaming, he covers his mouth, turns his head to the side, and speaks.

“... No? About halfway now?”

“G, really?!”

“Yes. Really.”

“Oh, I don’t think that will work...”

It will be “. Don't worry.”

You won't feel it.

He may have held it in his hand or put it in his mouth, but he seemed to have no idea what it felt like to penetrate the inside of his vagina.

Rather, for her now, if the sword had pierced her body, it would be much easier to guess how far and deep it went into her body.

... Fuuuuk-

“Huhhh?!”

So, in order to prevent Hwarim from worrying any more, I inserted it deeply once, with the feeling of pushing out the inside.

“... This is it.”

“Uh... Yes...”

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

Hwarim slowly turns his head.

He looked down at himself and took his hand away.

I stare in disbelief at the sight of their lower bodies completely touching each other.

Instead of moving right away, I placed my hand on her stomach.

“... Can you feel it?”

Place your hand on your belly button and slowly lower it.

Slurp-

Slowly sweep down with your thumb, feeling like you are lightly pressing down.

flinch!

“... Are you here?”

...nod-

When Hwarim's body reacted slightly, I was able to see how far my items had gone.

“...”

Soook-

Just pull out your penis for a moment.

Fuuuuk-

Then I put it back in.

flinch!

The reaction wasn't bad.

He doesn't have any convulsions like he did with Thistle, and he accepts me cautiously and calmly.

So, I was thinking about taking it out again and putting it back in slowly, adjusting the speed.

“... Okay.”

“Huh?”

“... I like it a little faster.”

“...”

Hwarim spoke honestly.

While connected, he closed his eyes as if squinting, but stretched out his arms wide and spoke to me.

“... Okay.”

So, as a man from Hwarim,

As her companion,

He moves as Lee Rim holding her.

If she is expecting

It is a law that has to live up to expectations.

...soook-

Phuuk-

Soook-

Fuuuuk-

Slowly increase your strength and start shaking your waist.

Grasp- Grasp- Grasp- Grasp-

“Huhhh... Hmm... Hah... Hmm-!”

As the speed gradually increases, Hwarim begins to moan.

At the same time, I lowered my upper body and Hwarim's outstretched arms wrapped around my back.

It moves as is.

As much as she wants,

At her own pace,

To satisfy her,

And to convey my love.

Puh-uh-Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok-

You might think it's a little strong.

However, surprisingly, even though it was Hwarim's first time, she preferred the more intense side.

That seemed to be a speed suited to her personality.

“Huh... Hmm... Hmm... Haaa...”

Hwarim’s moans echo throughout the room.

Every time I go in deep and come out, I exert strength as if I won't let go, so it feels like I'm going to be pulled out.

But instead, he stops it again and pushes it inward with force.

“-Rim... Lee Rim, kiss me.”

“Yes.”

Hwarim yearns for me even more there.

Even though I'm already deep inside, even though my legs are rubbing against each other, even though I think I'm facing the end, even though he's stretching out his arms and hugging me tightly, I crave it.

Chureup-

“Hmm... Hmm... Haaang-”

When I insert my tongue, my body shakes and the moans that come out are transmitted to my head.

In the closest way, closer than the way it comes out of your mouth and into your ears, it feels like the moan coming out of your vocal cords is being hit directly into your head.

I did that for a long time, and eventually the time that seemed like it would never end reached its limit.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

“Hah... Kyaaa... Kyaaa...!”

My moans become harsher, and Hwarim lets out a cry that I have never heard before.

The lower half of the body was stretched to its limits.

Hwarim's pelvis is shaking, and I also feel a tingling sensation coming from around my tailbone.

“Go, I’ll go. Sister.”

“Ugh... Come, Lee Rim...”

Don't stop speeding until the last moment.

To accommodate her, to give her as much as she wants, he endures until the end.

Puh-uh-Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok-

And what I continued to endure-

“... Kkkk-!!!”

The moment Hwarim screamed, I also screamed.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

Parrr-

... rippling rippling-

flinch...

Fills the vagina with semen.

Hwarim's legs were bent and spread as hard as possible, and he grabbed hold of them with his arms and pushed the object as far in as possible.

“Haa...haa...haa...”

Hwarim's eyes became blank and then closed.

At the last moment, she spurted out water, lost all strength from her body, and collapsed.

“... everything is wet.”

My lower body was soaked with Hwarim water.

Half of the bed was completely destroyed due to the clear water flowing out, and the unconscious Hwarim was picked up and carried away.

gulp-

I lay her down and cover her with a blanket, then turn my head when I hear the sound of swallowing coming from behind.

‘Okay, so. Now... what should I do?'

Enin was looking this way.

He stared at me blankly, his mouth open from start to finish, but his hand, which had been near his chest, was now on his lower body.

It didn't move from that spot.

Enin stayed in the same place from the moment Hwarim and I hugged.

However, this does not mean that there were no changes.

While I was conveying my feelings to Hwarim, I also looked at Enin from time to time.

An expression that changes every moment.

When Hwarim and I started kissing, he had an envious look on his face.

Next thing I know, I started caressing her and her face got all hot.

At that point, Enin's hand had already moved to the lower body.

Next, when Hwarim put my object in her mouth, she looked genuinely surprised.

Perhaps he was unaware of the existence of such behavior, or else he was surprised that Hwarim, who knew nothing about it like me, instinctively took something that was quite bold for a first relationship.

And soon, when I inserted it, Enin didn't know what his hands were doing.

Just as Hwarim spread her legs, she also spread her legs wider than usual and watched us.

Then, when it was all over and I called her name, I came back to my senses.

“... Enin?”

Startle!

Enin trembled when his name was called.

Enin glances at Hwarim lying on the bed and slowly opens his mouth.

“... I, um, so... I'm going to be like that too, right?”

“... So, this is... something, right? Usually.”

It seems that only then did his sense of reality return.

Enin started to become immersed from the beginning, and was watching our sexual activity from a thorough observer's point of view, but with a vivid sense of the scene and intuition.

From the perspective of simply watching Hwarim and I having a physical relationship, it seemed like it didn't seem real that his turn had finally come.

So, I deliberately asked Enin even though I knew that.

“... What do you want to do?”

“... Of course I will...”

And Enin took courage and answered clearly, making it clear that he would no longer back down.

        
            Wiggle- Wiggle-

Enin was already moving his fingers between his legs.

As I glanced at Hwarim, Enin was unconsciously rubbing the lower half of her pajamas with her fingers.

Enin stood up and spoke, not even noticing that the lower part was vertically elongated and slightly wet.

“Hehe, I’ll do my best…!”

“... Yes. This way, no, I'll go. Enin.”

Halfway through the long night came to an end when I slightly lifted myself off the bed and gathered up the courage to get closer to Enin.

But for me, it's also the other half of the time where I feel sorry and have to work harder.

Enin is the next in line for Hwarim.

It's important.

At some point, you may feel like you've been pushed out.

Of course we all know.

Thistle is not the type of person to open her heart and say that she is the first in front of Enin and Hwarim.

Likewise, neither Enin nor Hwarim are people who care about the order in which each other gave me the hand first.

'no. Hwarim thought there was a slight possibility of that happening. So, I guess I chose Hwarim first.'

However, when I thought about it again, I thought there might be a hint of Hwarim, but after today, I will forget about that thought.

Even when Aila said she would be my teacher, there was a past karma that could be said to be a trauma, so she only acted like that at first, spraying instruments like that. Afterwards, even when Hwarim complained, she just acted cute like when she accepted Winnet as her teacher. That is.

But still, still.

I thought that when the time comes that I am neglected by those who have come this close to me, I hope that Enin will not be hurt by remembering today's events and remembering that she held her hand later than others. .

'I swear to Deshade. I will do my best so that everyone can think of themselves as happy.'

I will do my best to make each turn feel meaningless, and I promise to love everyone equally.

So that Enin doesn't do that, Hwarim doesn't do that, and I don't know if there is such a thing, but so that people in the future don't think that way either.

So that I don't even have an excuse to think deeply about it at least once, and also with the greed that I don't want to be hated by them.

For all of those things, you have to work harder.

'You don't have to strain your body like that.'

So what I'm looking at now is Enin.

Even now, in front of me, he holds the clenched fist with his hand, relaxes it a little, and makes a promise.

For Enin, I decided to move, thinking that I would make up for Hwarim's ideals by neglecting them until now.

However, there was a bit of a problem with that.

'... Enin's height is short as expected. 'Both of my parents said they were tall, so should I assume it's not hereditary?'

Enin, when I looked directly at him from the outside, the tips of his hair barely touched my stomach.

Now that Enine has come to this situation, and even though she keeps it a secret from everyone, everyone knows about it, even the insole inside her military boots seemed so small to me.

In addition, since such a body contains a lot of strength, I think I should start by controlling my mind.

“... Calm down - it would be a useless question to ask if it's done, right?”

“... Bird, it's harder than I thought. My heart keeps pounding.”

“It’s okay. Rather than just trying to calm your excitement, it's okay to just move as your mind tells you and your body wants.”

After talking with Enin, the order was concluded.

I hug Enin from behind and lean my back against the wall.

Since it was after Hwarim, I thought I would rest a little and replenish my stamina. Above all, this time, I planned to make it feel like it was a different experience from Hwarim, so that I would not take the lead, but accept and accommodate everything Ennin wanted. .

... new liquid- new liquid-

If you stay still, you can hear the sound of deep breathing.

Breathing faster than usual.

Sreuk-

Put your hands on your waist and look around your arms a little.

So I felt Enin’s body shape even closer.

'small.'

Small body.

The feeling of a small back touching my chest makes me cautious.

Normally, he runs around actively and feels sturdy, but right now, it feels like he might break if I handle him just a little bit wrong.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-!

On the other hand, the heart rate was incredibly fast.

A sound as small as the body.

But even so, the sound of the heart can be clearly felt from body to body, along with the heartbeat.

I fall in love with that little heartbeat.

“...”

It got warm at the same time.

It reminds me of the old days.

That was the time when I showed my weak feelings to Enin.

That time when I was hugged by the little sun and cried like a child.

At that time, Enin hugged me, and now it's the opposite.

But still, the only thing that came to mind was the feeling of wanting to sink into Enin.

'sun. my sun My own sun-'

Her body temperature feels even hotter than her warmth, and I feel like if I go one step further, I might completely forget the concept of coldness.

Phuuk-

Without realizing it, I lowered my head and buried my nose in Enin's hair.

Did he spray some perfume on his way to see me?

If not, would it be that I no longer find scents other than this scent fragrant?

The smell makes me want to use the word beautiful, to the point where I wonder if I've fallen in love with Enin that much.

As the fragrant smell filled my head, the excitement and lingering feelings subsided and I began to be filled with happiness.

“... Mmm! I have decided!”

“... Huh?”

At the moment when I felt slightly dizzy and almost fell asleep, Enin got up and got off the bed.

Then,

...sreuk-

“... Huh?”

I immediately started taking off my clothes.

“E, Enin?”

“...”

Slurp-

Sreuk-

Grumbling...

It didn't take that long.

Enine takes off all her pajamas and stands in front of me in her underwear.

“... Well, I want to do whatever I want.”

I felt it in my pajamas as well, but I think I like frills.

Enine, who was wearing cute frilly underwear top and bottom, approached me quite aggressively, contrary to her appearance.

Then,

“... Eight!”

Kkook-

He hugged me tightly from the front.

Mulkyung-

Surprisingly, unlike the back, it doesn't feel small as it is hugged tightly from the front.

Open your arms, wrap them around your shoulders, and listen to your heart sound.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

“... Can you hear me? Lee Rim.”

“... Yes. I can hear you.”

“This is my first time. Running this far...”

“... Yes.”

“So, I won’t lie. Really, I'll do whatever I want.”

“... Okay.”

Enin asked permission, and it was granted.

Then Enin said,

Wow!

He bit my shoulder hard.

There were teeth marks.

Enin marks my shoulder and looks at me.

“...”

side.

A quiet kiss on the cheek lets them know that it's okay.

From that point on, Enin began to leave traces on me without hesitation.

However, he is more cautious than the first time, but does not hide his emotions.

side!

Slurp-

Bite!

Sreuk-

licking!

“Ha...”

Leave a kiss mark, bite with your teeth, and lick with your tongue.

It did not discriminate between areas.

As soon as you reach it, if you feel like you have left a trace, move to the other side and continue.

Possessive.

Obsession.

attachment.

It seemed like a reaction that had been endured until now.

Enin set his own standards.

She was the one who continued to endure until she became convinced that it suited me.

Then, after watching Hwarim and I, I gave her courage at the end, and she became completely unstoppable.

but,

Still, Enin's expression of affection was not one of jealousy toward others.

“Irim... I like it...”

licking-

The driving force is the desire to stick with me even a little more, not jealousy of Thistle or Hwarim.

Rather, he was moving with the thought that he wanted to covet me for everything, starting from today and now, up to the previous portion.

'More than I thought...is it meat-eating? Well, I understand that he has always been an active personality.'

Soon enough, Enin, who had left marks here and there as if he was satisfied, came up on top of me.

He sits on the bed, sitting on my legs, and straightens his back.

Then, after making eye contact with me for a little while, he kissed me first.

side-

Unlike Hwarim, he was passionate from the beginning.

Since you have already seen it, previewing the method is sufficient.

side-

Mulkyung-

Slowly collide your lips twice in a row, then insert your tongue.

Chureup- Churrup-

“Hmm... Hmm...”

He climbs on my thighs and kisses me while pressing his head against me.

Tongues become intertwined, and heat is transmitted from cheek to cheek.

'You really, really endured a lot.'

Yet, I am not ashamed.

Perhaps because he wants to keep me in his memories just a little longer, he keeps kissing me with his eyes open.

Slurp-

“Hmm...!”

Putting his hand into his abundant hair and pulling at the back of his neck, he tries to satisfy Enin's desire.

I don't know how much time has passed.

“Hugh...”

Just as Hwarim, who had fainted, slightly opened her eyes, Enin came out and fell.

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa...”

“Huh... Huh... Hmm...”

I'm out of breath thanks to the long, long kiss.

A long line of saliva can be seen between each other's lips.

Whilick-

Ennin wrapped his fingers around it,

licking!

I took it with my tongue and licked it.

“... hehe-”

Enin's smiling face looked happy and playful at the same time.

“Now, please take it off. Lee Rim.”

“... Yes.”

Enin smiles and puts his arm around my shoulder.

I put my arm back and take off Enin's underwear top.

Camisole-type underwear that doesn't really need hooks because I have small breasts.

As the clothes were lifted along with the thin shoulder straps, Enin's arms went up.

And the arm that went up.

Less evil-

“Pueup-”

He just hugged my head.

        
            “Hehehehehehe...”

“E, Enin?”

“... Heehee-”

Enine smiles and rubs my face against her bare chest.

“I wanted to stroke your head. Hehe...”

Even though Enine's breasts were exposed, she chose to pat my hair eagerly rather than feel embarrassed.

Even when I speak, my voice cannot be heard.

'is it. 'This is Enin's true face.'

He looks like a drunk person.

He keeps smiling and constantly lusts after me and tries to feel me with his whole body.

Rub your chin and cheek against his head, and hug him tightly with your arms.

Thin arms and hands as small as the arms.

I still can't believe that Enin held a huge anchor with these slender hands and even swung it.

Of course, even now, when I see him holding and swinging the anvil hammer, sometimes it gives me reason to wonder if what I am seeing is a dream.

But Enin definitely exists.

He smiles brightly and hugs me, rubbing my face against his chest and marking me as if he will continue to leave his body odor.

He is caressing my ears with his little hands, wrapping his arms around my neck, and rubbing my hair against his cheek.

I clearly feel that the feeling of being alive is Enine's way of loving me.

However, I am also embarrassed because I receive affection so freely.

Even more than that, it's hard to come to your senses with Enin's chest constantly moving back and forth in front of you.

So, this time, I decided to take action on my side, as Enin had done as he pleased.

'In that case, I have to fight back in my own way.'

Because there was no volume in the chest, it felt a little firm, but that didn't mean it was completely gone.

Jook-

“What?!”

As I sucked Enin's breast once, Enin's back bounced.

“...”

Kkook-

But even for a moment, Enin was embarrassed and puffed out his cheeks as if complaining about being interrupted in his marking, then gave me a look of permission and hugged my head again.

However, this time, I slightly increased the distance so that I could freely do what I did a little while ago.

There was nothing to worry about now.

Jook-

licking-

Slurp-

Suck the breast again, lick it, then slowly tickle it with your tongue and move to the other side.

“... Hmm-”

I felt that the smaller it was, the more sensitive it was, but I don't know if that's true.

Still, the reason why I felt trustworthy in the opinion that I had entered into my head as if it was happening at some point was because Enin's pleasant shudder as her breasts were caressed showed the ideal of Thiseul and Hwarim.

Jook- Jooup-

“... Ugh-”

It's because I'm holding back from making a sound, so the reaction is twice as much.

After exploring her breasts for a while, Enin moved first again.

“Irim. Now...”

“... Yes. Okay.”

This time I took off my panties.

Enine took off the bottoms, which were so wet that their role as underwear seemed to have disappeared long ago, and got on top of me again.

That alone changed the feeling.

My dick was still inflated and stuck between Enin's legs.

The moment it touched Ennin's lower part with bare flesh, it felt like an electric current was flowing.

Enin feels it and stands with his hand on my shoulder.

“... I'm going down.”

“... Don’t overdo it.”

“It’ll be okay...”

As it is, Enin slowly comes down.

I give strength to keep it steady, and Enin follows suit.

Soook-

Startle!

When the front part rose slightly, Enin flinched.

But that lasted only a moment, and Enin began to descend even further.

Fuuuuk-

The preparations were completed a long time ago.

...rurgling-

It was slippery, and as soon as I put it in, water overflowed from the inside.

“Huh...”

Still, it looks like it hurts a little, Enin lets out a cry.

It's worth it.

In the end, no matter what, even if the same procedure was followed, there is a limit to what Enin's body can accept.

The pressure I feel in my penis is the same as when other people squeeze during orgasm, but this is only the beginning.

This means that the pressure Henin is feeling right now is more than twice that of other people.

“Trigram, are you okay?”

“... Trigrams, it’s okay.”

Still, Enin smiled brighter.

At first, I thought it looked painful, but soon even the pain was accepted as a sexual sensation.

At the point where Enin was already connected to me, the pain was no longer pain.

'From here on out, you're working hard.'

My heart moves slightly there.

Enin showed almost everything, but still did not give up his efforts.

It should only feel like a happy time for her, but without even realizing it, she's working hard to get there.

So I,

I thought I had to make sure Enin didn't have to think about anything anymore.

“...”

Chak-

“... Lee, Lee Rim?”

I grab Enin’s thighs that are halfway down with both hands.

Then,

Phuuk-

I lowered it vigorously, but without overdoing it.

“Keuuu?!”

Enin screams.

But it doesn't stop there.

Just get up from your seat.

“Hmm...”

I lifted Enin, which was connected to the inside, with all my strength.

Enin's arms naturally wrapped around my neck.

Just like that, it moves slowly with Enin.

...Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-!

“Hmm... Hmm... Hmm... Hah...”

Although it was small, it felt heavy when I lifted it.

Enin goes up, then comes down under his own weight.

Coo-uk- coo-uk- coo-uk- coo-uk-!

At the same time, my object pierces deep inside, and Enin's expression becomes hazy every time it touches that place.

“ Lee, Lee Lim...”

“...”

Chureup-

Enin, whose expression is relaxed, gives a kiss when called.

While lusting for her lips, I continue to lift my waist and thrust into him.

flinch!

Grrr-

Then Enin climaxed once.

Even my lips were blocked and I couldn't make a sound, and the area around the tip of my spine trembled.

But even this is not enough.

With the idea of making Enin even more unable to think of anything, he moved the weakened Enin to the bed.

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Ugh...”

I just changed my posture.

Enine's face was buried in the bed, then lifted up as I lifted her arms from behind.

“I’ll grind a little harder.”

“... Nehe?”

I couldn't hear Enin's answer until the end, as his tongue was loose.

... Puh-uh-Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok-

Try to start slowly, then immediately speed up.

Splat-slack-slack-slack-slack-!

“Huh! Huh! Ha! Ha! Huh!”

Enin's moans echo to the beat.

When I lifted it up, it felt like it was being poked deep inside, but when I put it on my back, it felt like it was scraping down the inside of my vagina.

Is that why?

Enin, who had reached his climax a little while ago, quickly reached his limit again.

“Hmm... Hey, Lee Rim!”

“Yes. I'll adjust it to you.”

And this time, I too am at my limit.

Puh-uh-Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok- Puh-Eok-

Let go of one arm and lift Enin's upper body by lifting her shoulder instead.

Jook-

Tzurp-

Let's turn Enin's chin and give it a kiss.

Enin is gone again.

“Hmm...!”

Churrup- Churrup-

Thanks to the kiss, Enin's moans, which were in my mouth, flow right into my head.

At the same time, I also lifted my waist with all my might for the last time and poured everything into Enin.

...whisper-

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa...”

In the end, Enin lost all his strength and fell down on the bed.

“... Phew-”

I also felt a little weak and sat down on the bed.

Still, my stamina comes back quickly.

The body of a soul disease is like that.

It is natural that his physical strength is greater than that of the average person, and the recovery time after depletion is also fast.

Today too, I think I have to meet the happiness and expectations of the two people, so I pace the pace a little, but in the case of Thistle, who I'm already used to, I could spend the whole night if I put my mind to it.

'... Can I take a little rest, wash and sleep?'

So I looked out the window to see how much night was left, but I didn't look back at the two people lying down -

It was my defeat.

“... Is it over already?”

Sreuk-

“... Huh?”

I got goosebumps for a moment.

Hwarim silently approached me from behind my neck and grabbed my arm.

Wiggle- Wiggle-

When I look back, my other hand is already moving on my lower body.

Hwarim slowly moves her hands as if she thinks that everything is already visible and there is nothing to be ashamed of.

If you think about it, it was natural that Hwarim had the same mental illness as me.

“Still... I want to do it just a little more, just one more time... I'm thinking that-”

Although Hwarim is gentle, it is clear that she will never let go of the arm she is holding.

And after that-

“...”

Before I knew it, Enine had quietly stood up from the bed and was looking at me.

licking-

He didn't say anything, he just smiled and licked his fingers with a dirty look on his face.

However, if you think about it, since they are Ennin, it was natural that there was no way they could spread ahead of us in terms of physical strength.

So I had to decide.

“... Okay.”

Since it's our first night together, let's be thoroughly prepared today.

“... I will try my best until you tell me to stop. Still, the night is long, so let’s rest for a bit-”

“... Hehehe, eight!”

“I definitely heard that! Lee Rim!”

'Oh, did I make a mistake on this? Still, it might have been better to leave just a little hole to escape through.

Hwarim hugs me and Enin follows close behind.

So, taking only a short break to catch a few breaths, I stayed with the two of them until the sun rose.

        
            Dark room.

It is the full moonlight that shines through the window.

Not the light of a magic lamp, not even a candle made of beeswax or oil, but a natural square-shaped light created only by moonlight rich in magical power, illuminates the room.

“...”

Facing the moonlight, Eila carefully waved her hands.

...tap.

Holding it carefully with your fingers is a magic needle.

Sarrr-

Kuuk.

Peeing!

If you move your magic with your mouth closed, a transparent thread is tied to Aela's arm and fixed in place, helping to prevent it from shaking.

'...Next - connecting the thread.'

Arms tied in the air.

This significantly reduces the possibility of failure.

Blocks even the slightest movement that any living thing would make at some point.

By casting a restraining magic worse than a puppet's magic on her own arm, Eila's arm boasts a level of sophistication that surpasses that of the Arachnes who have been handling thread since birth.

From shoulder to elbow, elbow to wrist, wrist to fingernails.

Recognize everything as a tool, not your body, and move on.

click.

Aila lowered the goggles on her head.

The goggles are not Aila's item.

Exactly, no.

‘Farewell. thank you. Even though I took it arbitrarily, they looked at it.'

The goggles are an item made by improving Farewell's soul poetry, and were picked up by Aela after entering Farewell's workshop.

Lee Rim saw that and thought it would be a good thing if the two didn't fight later, but that's about it for Farewell, who is already being tyrannized by the hygges every day to remodel the ship and come up with ideas for a new ship. He just laughed. It is to the extent that it can be overcome.

So when Farewell proudly brought Aila's goggles to him with a broken strap, he calmly repaired them, even though he looked fed up.

'good. I can see clearly now.'

After wearing those goggles, the transparent threads began to appear more clearly in Aila's eyes.

As her vision becomes clearer, Ayla feels that Farewell has created something truly amazing.

An elf's eyes can even guess the type of jewel embedded in a ring on a human's finger from 2km away.

However, even with those eyes, it was difficult for even Aila to continue the work for more than an hour because the work she was currently doing required careful sewing with hair that had become more transparent by infusing magic power solely by relying on moonlight.

After wearing Farewell's goggles, I can see the thread much more clearly than my own eyes as an elf, and as an auxiliary effect, I can't help but be surprised because it relieves all the fatigue from my eyes.

Of course, the work begins now.

'Then, now that you have the goggles on, the yarn knitting begins.'

... deeply-

A mannequin in front of you.

Aila stuck a needle into the black clothes she wore over it.

However, rather than piercing it, I just pierced the needle into a tiny gap.

Since this is hair that has been carefully collected, you must be careful because pricking the center with a needle will only break it.

“...”

Slurp-

Mei profit-

Slurrr-

Phew.

The only sounds are the sound of transparent thread moving Aila's arm mechanically and the sound of a needle connecting hair to hair.

However, Aila's mind is spinning more carefully and faster than ever before.

'Next, connect them with magic - rapidly engrave a pattern of cooling, preservation magic, and protection - and at the same time convert it into an array that reflects light -'

He was in a state of even greater concentration than when he split Curios' enthusiasm with a spear.

Eila, who had already become fully immersed in sewing and had begun to concentrate, could no longer feel anything other than the clothes in front of her.

Clothes made from hair.

However, clothes made from body hair that ordinary people think of are curly and sometimes creepy, but they are not Aila's clothes.

'... really pretty. I'm making it, but it's more beautiful than any other clothes!'

Smooth clothes surpass the luster of clothes made of silk.

You might think it's a plain outfit without any major decorations, but it's already more beautiful than any outfit owned by Princess Camellia, let alone the nobles of the empire.

'I'll just have to redo it later by adding a little decoration, the part with Peria's hair as a point, and the arrangement of the water-colored part. Ahh... It's so adorable!'

The design is an off-shoulder party dress that I have always had in mind.

Whenever I had the materials in hand, to be exact, whenever it was time to harvest Peria's hair, I collected them and worked diligently and carefully to sew them every night when I had time. Finally, I was on the verge of completion.

It was a time when Aila was concentrating with the mindset that she would not tolerate even a single mistake.

“... Hey, is this that outfit? Huuuu-!”

“Hyaaa?!”

Aila's body jumped as she suddenly heard a sound in her ear and heard someone's joke of blowing air.

“Pe, Feria?! It's a surprise! When did you come in?!”

Soon, Eila took off her goggles and turned her head to see Peria's face behind her.

“It just came in. I kept calling, but Aila didn't respond? So I called into his ear, but there was no response either.”

“Well, the wind was really surprising...! I'm really weak at that!”

“If I hadn't done that, she probably wouldn't have known if I had disassembled the bed and taken it out just as I came in. Be thankful that they used the most convenient method. Rather, it wasn’t because I interrupted it that it went wrong, right?”

“Ugh, yes. It's okay... but I was really surprised! Next time, if I do that, I'll ask you in a different way... Well, this also ends today.”

Peria became a little playful at the unusual sight of Eila being so flustered.

“But why did you come?”

“Ah, my sister told me earlier to come see me if I want to watch clothes being made. So I decided to take a look and have a chat.”

“Really? Then, would you mind watching for a moment? It’ll be over soon!”

“... Okay.”

Sigh-

Eila lowered her goggles again and started staring at the clothes, and Peria smiled mischievously when she saw that.

When Peria teased Aila a little while ago, she noticed that Aila's arm holding the needle didn't move at all.

So Peria was confident that there wouldn't be any problems with sewing even if she played around with it one more time.

so-

There was another delay, and when Aila thought she had just finished the complex pattern, she blew again.

Huuuu-!

“Ugh?! Fe, Feria! I told you not to!”

“Puhahahaha! Ah- this is so fun!”

“This... I said it clearly!”

“Hahahaha! Of course I heard it too. I definitely heard it. Still, sister. I'm a trickster first of all? When you tell them not to do something, they do it more.”

“Ugh...”

Eila became excited when she saw Peria running to the threshold and sticking out her tongue.

It was only for a moment that Peria came back and said that she would really be quiet, so she looked away again. This time, though, Peria didn't seem to pay too much attention to her when she came to her room for a long time, so she continued sewing without stopping her hands while talking.

“Hey... Is this all my hair?”

“Yes! Originally, this outfit would have taken 10 more years if Lee Rim had kept using his hair, but thanks to Feria, it's almost finished!”

“... I really don't know how to feel about this. Since most of them died after I cut their hair, they say this is nothing but clothes made up of omens of disaster.”

“Hehehehe- It’s okay! Even if there is a fateful death or something like that in our Peria's hair, it is strong because it is engraved with protective magic that is greater than the protection cast by most human priests! Don’t worry!”

“... Just in case, I would like to ask, what is the purpose of these clothes?”

“Huh? Can't you tell when you see it? Of course, it’s a dance dress!”

Peria hears that and takes a closer look at the clothes.

'I don't know why they engraved archbishop and pope-level protective magic and curse avoidance spells on the dance dress.'

It's an incomprehensible amount of clothing, and if it were to go out into the world, it would be traded for a considerable amount of money, about twice the annual maintenance cost of the entire empire's corps.

Even if you are a man, if you think about performance, you have to give up your pride and change your physique forcibly to wear it under your clothes, but Peria is a craftsmanship created by Eila's craftsmanship to see to the end no matter what he does. Since I knew it was just clothes, I didn't really covet it.

That was when Peria was quietly watching Eila making clothes.

snap-

“Whew... that's a shame. Shall we do the rest later?”

The night was almost over and the moonlight was starting to weaken, so Aela's touch had no choice but to stop there.

Although there was only one stitch left, it would be meaningless to complete it without sufficient support from the moon's magic power.

So Aila had been putting it off since she finished sewing-

I asked Peria the real purpose of her visit.

“So, why did you come so late?”

Eila smiles and turns around holding the scissors.

“I wanted to ask you something.”

“What is it?”

“Angel.”

Peria spoke briefly, and when Eila heard what she said, she quietly put the scissors down on the floor.

Then, I put my legs together on the chair and faced Peria directly.

“... What are you talking about?”

“Angel. I came here because I wanted to talk about angels.”

Aila smiles but looks troubled, and Peria asks Aila a favor even though she feels sorry for her.

Although the night was coming to an end, their conversation began now.

        
            Eila looks at Peria.

Likewise, Peria also looks at Eila.

Ayla's feelings mean that she can't pass on the question.

And Peria means that since it is clear that this is a question that only Aila can answer, please accept the question.

In the end, I backed away from there,

It was Aila.

“... Whew - I can't help it. Come ask! As long as it doesn't seriously break the rules, I'll tell Feria anything!”

Those words pricked Peria's conscience a little.

Peria cherishes Eila.

So, I have not done anything like obtain information from Aila and sell it.

Even for tricksters, elves are still a race that completely lacks information except for some short questions and answers that adventurers have managed to obtain. It would be nice to get even fragmentary information, as it would make a lot of money, but Peria deliberately did not do that.

It's all because Feria values Aela and doesn't want to use her in any way.

However, for the current Peria, there was no way to obtain information about the story about 'angels' other than through this direct method.

“I’ve been hearing rumors recently. A story about people dying all over the empire.”

“People dying may be a common occurrence, but that’s not what you want to talk about, right? What kind of people are you talking about?”

“Intellectuals. Although their names are not widely known, they are envied by those around them and have the skills to be considered masters of their field.”

Peria said that and pointed to Eila’s scissors.

It is said that craftsmen do not care about the tools they use, but the scissors prepared to make the best clothes are an artifact called 'Scissors of Atropos', a piece of equipment that Eila had asked Peria to ask for quite a bit.

master.

A race called elves that tend to become deeply absorbed in one field.

And the deaths of quite prominent scholars are occurring throughout the empire.

And for some reason, when we started investigating to inform the families of the scholars' deaths, many of them were cut off without a trace the moment we tried to confirm their identities.

Peria, who combined all the rumors, came to a hypothesis and came to Aila to get it confirmed.

Peria asks.

“Those people are actually all elves, right?”

“...”

Aila did not answer right away.

Looking at that, Peria knew that it was against the rule that Aela had mentioned a moment ago.

However, I also understood that that was the answer.

‘It’s silence. So is it positive? Aila, you can twist it a little more, but you come out honestly.'

So Peria moved on to the next story.

“I’m sorry for asking something I can’t answer. So let me guess that those dead people are elves. Those humans are all elves who disguise themselves as humans and live among people. Some people even guessed that Princess Camellia was an elf, but they didn't touch her because they knew that the moment she tried to talk diplomatically, she would leave everything behind and run away.”

“... Hey, humans think of all sorts of strange things, right?”

“So their deaths were investigated somewhat thoroughly. And, a trace was left at the place of death.”

“Interesting! What is that?”

“Angel. They died leaving behind a trace in one way or another, simply the word angel.”

“... I see! Isn't that strange? What an angel. I’ve never seen that before!”

‘Keep being positive. Even though Aila knows about the existence of angels, she doesn't seem to know much about the exact details.'

Peria continues speaking while observing Eila's reaction.

“Is that why Princess Camellia made a request to our teacher and all the tricksters? I want you to research something about that angel. Is the angel talking about a real angel, and if so, whose god's angel is that angel? Why did they kill the people of the empire, or, although this is exactly a guess, the elves disguised as citizens of the empire? Or rather, investigate whether the angel is a group or a person who impersonates the angel or uses the angel's name as a title. So I'm thinking of trying my hand here. What do you think?”

This was the main point.

A request about an angel that felt eerie to Peria.

Since that was an order that could only be fulfilled if all of the Tricksters were mobilized, a letter asking for Peria's opinion, with whom she continued to exchange letters, was sent, and as soon as Peria received the letter, she felt a chill on the back of her neck.

The moment you reply with an affirmative message to the contents of that letter, the concept of death that you will one day arrive will immediately rush ahead and cut off your head.

So Peria wanted to respond with Aila's help in this matter, and Aila was the first to give a negative opinion.

“... I don't think that would be very good!”

“... Hey, why do you think that?”

“Yes. I want to stay with Peria longer!”

Aila did not give a clear answer to any of the questions Peria asked just moments ago.

“Why, you know! I think I'd get bored if I received a request like that and then went far away to investigate a story I didn't even know what Peria was! Also, I stayed at the parish this time when Lee Rim went on a business trip. In fact, Feria and Raines stayed too, but I was really bored? I feel like it's more fun when everyone is together! So I hope you don’t go!”

“... Hehe-”

Still, it was conveyed clearly.

Eila was now clearly telling Peria to get out of the way about angels.

'This seems to be a story deeply related to the elves hiding in the forest without receiving any diplomatic action so far. Aila doesn't know the exact reason, but she seems to be following the policy. Maybe that's why you stayed in the diocese this time? That means - I'll have to tell the teacher and everyone else not to get involved in this matter.'

Even if it was an ordinary, yet quite dangerous task, Aila would have answered honestly that it didn't matter.

“Thank you, sister. If you value me so much, I will refuse the job.”

“... Yes! Well thought out!”

But that's not it. The fact that Aila explained it in such a long and verbose way even though there were rules meant that there was absolutely no chance of success in this matter, and if she made a mistake, everything in the vicinity, including the Trickster, could disappear.

So Peria decided to refuse this matter, and Princess Camellia also knew that she had to worry about the big thing she was preparing to do right after the wish ceremony was over rather than some kind of incident taking place in the empire, so she thought there would be no problem.

So next, he implicitly brought up the story about Lee Rim to Aila, who had given him serious counseling.

“Sister than that.”

“Why?”

“Unni, how is your brother now?”

“Huh? Lee Rim?”

“Yes.”

Peria brought up Lee Rim’s story.

Aila would know.

Hwarim and Enin are now making love in Irim’s room.

The soundproofing is good, so she can't hear it, but Aila has no choice but to hear it.

Still, surprisingly, Aila is also the most perceptive person in the church.

It was Aila who knew not only when Thistle was first held by Irim, but also what each person was thinking in their room and when they went to sleep, but it was Peria who knew that she was deliberately pretending not to know so that others would not care.

“Umm... I’m second to none?”

“... I didn't ask about that.”

So, after seeing Eila answering honestly since she had asked the question, Peria just smiled.

“That’s it. I asked my sister if she was worried.”

“Ah, it’s okay if it’s just a sound! Well, I would be happier if Irim gets closer to Enin and Hwarim!”

“Hey- does it end there?”

“Huh? Is there anything else you want to hear more about?”

“... No? It’s not that though.”

Peria hinted at Aila, but the response she got back was disappointing.

'As expected, Aila is a bit difficult. Enin and Hwarim said it took time, and Astesia said it needed confidence, but I don't know how to persuade Aila.

Lately, out of a sense of duty, he has been moving to push the people of the church into Lee Rim's bedroom, but there was enough goodwill that he didn't need to do anything coercive.

However, for Aila, it is not easy to understand whether it is because she is an elf, or whether there is still a hidden side to her unique personality.

'It's like watching or observing. Because, unlike other people, Aila doesn’t have any gaps. Shall we take a step back today?'

“Then, sister. Thanks for the advice. I'll just go ahead and write a letter, send it to you, and then go to sleep.”

“Ah, is the story over? I'm just about to open my mouth, pooh-”

“Hahaha! sorry. Because it was urgent, I thought I should get counseling right away. Ah, if you're still feeling a little more relaxed, how about going to Thistle? He's probably not sleeping.”

“If thistle is... isn't that what you're doing? Receiving wills from spirits who visit at night. That was a bit disturbing! When I go there, it feels so chilly that I feel cold! Then I guess I’ll just clean up after myself and go to sleep!”

“Yes. Then sleep well!”

“Periado! Sleep well!”

Peria said hello and left the room, and Aila began to tidy up her sewing.

However, for a moment, Aila, who was moving the mannequin, got lost in thought as she rested her cheek on the shoulder made of hard wood.

“... How is Lee Rim?”

That was Peria's inner feelings, as she had previously answered all of her questions honestly, so she didn't expect that she would answer with lies.

“Of course it’s good. If I were Lee Rim, I wouldn’t want to do it either.”

And the reason for the restrictions on his inner thoughts was quite related to the story that Peria brought up the most.

“But, I don’t want Irim’s family to be swept away because of me. So, I'll just keep holding on for now. Forever - Until angels disappear from this earth again - ”

Phew-

After sighing like that, Aila took a quick shower, sat on the bed and looked out the window. She was scared that she might be seen by an angel, so she closed the curtains and went to sleep.

        
            The morning dawned.

It is the morning that comes after the night, and by human standards, night is essentially a time to sleep, unless you are a person whose day and night are completely reversed.

But, to be honest, I couldn't sleep.

Not even a breath.

I don't know where the criteria for falling asleep and waking up begin and end.

But what made me think that it was all pointless to discuss it was that we were so intense until morning that we couldn't even begin the discussion when we were asleep in the first place.

The morning that came after making love literally all night.

Tweet Tweet!

The reason I realized that morning had come was because I felt the sun starting to shine and when I pulled back the curtains on the window, a small bird that was active only during the day was sitting on the window sill, looking at us.

and,

“... What are you looking at?”

Until now, I had thought that beasts called birds had no facial expressions, but the emotion expressed by the bird's expression when it looked at me and the two people lying on the bed behind me was astonishment, so I unconsciously made excuses to the beast with which I could not communicate. .

That's how he chased away the bird and brought the two people to their senses.

They both called me even in a dazed state, and when they realized that their eyes were dazzling, they quickly got up to take a shower, and I also busily changed my clothes.

It doesn't matter, although the room is in some sense devastated, just like the Count's last appearance.

If you say that’s what you got thanks to that.

If I were to be specific, it would be Enin and Hwarim's love.

My heart has been the same from the beginning until now, but I went through a period of time where I could physically reaffirm that.

And the other one is-

It's like a back that hurts like crazy, so much that it's hard to move.

Click.

widely.

Rattling-

“Heung, heung-”

Thistle smiles and carries plates and utensils filled with food to the table.

In the kitchen, Astesia was scooping up food, and although she was the only one carrying it, she looked really happy.

Teok-

“... Hehe-”

Then, for a moment, Thistle placed a large pot on the table and looked at the three of us and smiled brightly, really brightly, with a happy feeling.

And in the end, he couldn't hold back and spoke out in a bright voice.

“Do you mind if I ask?”

“...If you’re going to put % in front of it, I don’t think you need to ask?”

“Hehe... But I still want to hear it in person. It's a happy day that all of you have confirmed your feelings starting from yesterday.”

When I heard that it was a happy day, the faces of Enin and Hwarim, who were sitting at the table with me, blushed to the limit.

“... That’s mischievous.”

“Like Hwarim said, I am really mischievous... Thistle.”

“Ah, are you being mischievous? I really meant it with good intentions. I'm really happy. I'm happy. I'm proud. That you guys are finally being honest with yourself.”

This is after Thistle approaches the two people sitting side by side, pats their heads from behind, and leaves.

thud!

Coo!

“... Off-”

“It would have been nice if I could just run away somewhere...”

Hwarim and Enin both hit their heads on the table and covered their heads.

There is still some meal preparation left, so you can come back while doing other things.

However, the fact that Thistle had been preparing the meal alone since morning in the first place was also the reason for the two people not being able to leave the table.

‘I did it until morning, so it’s worth it. Still, it hurts me too, but it's not so bad that I can't move. Is the woman in more pain?'

The two are unable to control themselves right now.

When I was doing it all night, I guess they didn't feel any pain because of the pleasure, but at the last moment, they even climbed on top of me and moved my waist instead of me, who was exhausted, but as soon as the sun rose in the morning, both of them started complaining of pain.

So I worked hard to help them wash it and even carried them down one by one. Since it was already morning, I sat them down on the table.

Since then, as time goes by, the pain seems to have become more evident, and I have been unable to get up at all with my butt pressed against the chair.

'Well, wouldn't it feel a little better by the time I finish eating breakfast?'

While the two were covering their faces at the table, Thistle and Astesia returned to the table with the remaining dishes, and Enin apologized.

“Still, I’m sorry. Thistle. This is what I should be doing...”

“It’s okay, Enin. The meals that Enin prepares are always the most delicious, so I thought that maybe we were not cooking too much, even though we were leaving most of the meal preparation to Enin. I should use my strength this time too.”

Thistle is certainly right.

At some point, perhaps because of the skill gap, Enin stood in the kitchen feeling like the main chef, but on a day like today, I really wish he could get some rest.

“Now! So, I was the chef today, and I hope you like it. Oh, of course Astesia helped me too.”

“Ah, I didn’t do much though... Enjoy your meal.”

Thanks to this, for the first time in a long time, I was able to eat breakfast prepared from start to finish by Thistle and Astesia.

Thistle usually helped Enin prepare food for the surroundings, but I rarely saw her cook the main dish, but by chance, an opportunity like this arose.

The feeling that everything is done with frying pans and pots.

Thick meat eaten sandwiched between egg-covered toast.

White soup with small pieces of potatoes and mushrooms.

Thin ham rolled with thin vegetables and a salad topped with a raspberry from the forest.

The first two dishes are probably shaped like thistle, and the salad at the back looks like it has a touch of Astesia.

Compared to Enin, except for the raw ham salad at the end, it felt like there was a lot of adventurer's camping style food, but it wasn't bad.

However, I think the steak-like meat nestled between the toast was a bit heavy, but Thistle noticed my gaze and answered before I could ask.

“Because you all must have exerted some energy at night. Even though it's morning, it's meat at times like this. You need to replenish your stamina so you can spend the day to the fullest.”

“Ah, yes...”

“Oh, and the raspberries on the salad were picked early in the morning by Astesia at my request, and there are some in a separate basket. They say they are good for stamina, so all three of you, please make sure to eat at least as much as you used last night. Hehe-”

“Nooo...”

“Ugh...”

We thought that they were thoroughly teasing us, right down to the composition of the food on the table, but it was clear that Thistle had prepared the food purely for us and not with that intention, so everyone could not say anything, let out a groan and ate the food. Just hold it.

And at that moment, a groan joining Hwarim and Enin's groans was heard and the front door opened.

Rattling-

“Geueuuue…! Hyaaa! Good mood! It feels like it's not over until I get back home! Oh, everything is up? Well then, everyone! Good morning!”

“Ah, is Aila here?”

“Yes! I just finished my walk! I took a walk around the forest with Gombang! Oh, by the way, the hygge people say that it looks like the people who went on an expedition will return in the morning!”

“Really? It would be nice if there were results. I sang a hunting song like that and finally got approval from the princess.”

Just then, Aila returned and everyone gathered as Raines came down from upstairs, holding the neck of Peria, who was sleeping.

We eat together with everyone and decide on the day's work.

“Then, Enin and I plan to talk with Florian like we talked about yesterday. What are you going to do about Lee Rim?”

“Then I’ll leave that to Thistle and Enin. Let me talk about presbyopia. Well, I think that if you have presbyopia, you will probably try to accept it easily. The question is, how many more trustworthy people are there around that child to support them? What is Peria doing today?”

“I think I'll be in the workshop with Morsling as soon as I get back from Farewell's today. So, if anything happens, come over there, brother.”

“Hey- everyone is busy today too! What are you going to do Hwarim?”

“... If things were to go as they were, I was thinking about just replaying the last fight... but my back is a little tight. Off...”

“... Will you be able to use that body? Do you want me to give you a massage? Even if it's not as good as Lee Rim, I know how to do it!”

“Okay, that’s it. It's best not to touch it now.”

During the meeting, I noticed that Astesia was unusually quiet today.

“... What's wrong? Astesia? Have you ever had trouble sleeping?”

“Yes? no. Well... I've been feeling something ominous since morning...”

“... Really?”

Although the soundproofing is good, I wondered if it was because the sound leaked out and I couldn't sleep, but that wasn't the case.

A story that gives an ominous feeling.

One could have thought that what Astesia said was simply due to her poor condition, but surprisingly, since Asmodeus' blood is taking care of her, I think it could be a real possibility.

And as if to tell me what the ominous nature was, I suddenly heard someone knocking on the door.

Thump thump thump thump!

“Bishop! Are you there?!!”

“Luba?”

It was Luba who knocked on the door.

If anything strange happened in the forest of hygges in the morning, it would have been reported through Aila, so I thought I wouldn't see it today, but Ruba came knocking on the door to see if something big had happened.

Jump up!

I hurried over and opened the door, and Luba raised his fist as hard as he could to knock on the door again, but when he saw me, he got down.

“Ah!!! Bishop! Good morning!!!”

“... Ah, I have a headache. okay. good morning. So, what's going on?”

And then-

I brought up the story of a completely unexpected and unwelcome visitor.

“A person called the Saint of Red Purge has come!!!”

        
            Visit of Hir'em Brigade.

The parish was noisy for a moment due to the sudden news that the Saint of Red Purge had come to visit.

To be exact, the soul soldiers gathered with excitement and anticipation upon hearing that a saint other than Astesia, whom they had never seen before in the Kingdom Alliance, had come to visit, and after finishing breakfast, we, led by Feria, wondered what on earth was going on. I tried to reason why Lem suddenly visited the parish without even sending a letter.

“The distance from Red Purge to here is quite long. Then, if Hirem had left from the diocese, I should have known the news right away, but that is not the case.”

“So are you saying that it was a whim that came to visit us this time? But Luba said he brought quite a few people who looked like workers. How many people were there? Luba?”

“There were about 30 people!!! Everyone was carrying what appeared to be various construction materials, and the horses didn't seem to be tired, and more importantly, there didn't seem to be much dirt on the wheels!!!”

“Then there is only one possibility. You mean you came through the gate.”

“Gate? Ah, I think Ingrid said something in passing a while ago.”

gate.

Dimensional gates, such as Astesia's transfer gate, have their own individual names, but in general, everyone understands them as gates.

Normally, it is managed by the magic tower and left in a deactivated state if possible, but when the theory about the activation of the gate first came out, it attracted attention as it might lead to tactical innovation, but the cost-effectiveness was so terrible that it could be said to have died. Therefore, it is said that even in wartime, unless it is a truly emergency situation, it is not often used because it is much more efficient for wizards to use magic to operate the gate at the front line.

“The gates operated by magic towers can only be used by anyone who hands over a truly enormous amount of money or has the power to control the magic tower, right? Since it's Hir'em, I think they probably used both in parallel.”

After hearing Peria's explanation, everyone recalled their memories of Hir'em and were convinced.

On the other hand, Astesia speaks faster than any of us, as if she wants to quickly find out Hirem's intentions before he arrives.

“But why did such a saint come to visit us now? And that’s right now, with Sowon Ceremony just around the corner.”

“... First of all, it's clear that he used the promise as an excuse.”

“Promise?”

“Yes. There is a promise that your brother made to Hirem in compromise. They asked me to build one of the two styles in Red Purge, one in the style of the Eastern Church. Perhaps the people dragged behind were craftsmen belonging to the Red Purge Church? I brought materials that could only be used there, giving priority to them.”

Peria’s words slowly bring back forgotten memories.

We won the bet with Hir'em Brigade.

And in return, she received 'a favor within the limits of the saint's authority.'

“Considering the future relationship with Red Purge, I asked Hirem to build a house with his ‘private money’.”

“So, that must be the reason you came to meet us. There may be more to it than that, but I can't tell now that I haven't met him in person.”

Peria lifts her hands and covers her head.

As Astesia said, the Red Purge Church's wish ceremony is just around the corner.

It may be the biggest event held by their church, like Rugal's Knight's Festival, but the fact that they suddenly came to our church like this makes no sense at all.

However, Astesia clearly showed that she disliked Hirem before, but surprisingly, she said that she clearly understood her intentions as if she was a close person.

“... Perhaps, the saintess of Red Purge must have suddenly moved to meet Lee Rim 'man'.”

“Huh? me? No, just me?”

“Yes. I'm sure. Previously, when I was working with people in the city of Rugal to appease people, she was a woman who did not welcome my work as a saint. If a big event like a wish ceremony took place in the meantime, it would be a lot of work. Since she was that kind of woman, I think she passed it all on to the other saints and suddenly got a good idea one day and took the craftsmen with her to use the gate.”

“No, no matter how tired she is of her job, she didn't even notify our church... Well, from what I've heard, she seems like a worthy woman.”

I tried to refute Astesia's words from Hir'em's perspective in my own way, but I was immediately convinced.

That is a woman named Hirem.

Radical, hot-tempered, and the type to commit a task without looking back.

I don't know about the ecology of the Red Purge Church, but I think this is an incident that will cause some uproar.

...waaa

“... I guess it's here now.”

Suddenly, you can hear the soul soldiers who had gathered on the way up to the parish getting noisy.

Perhaps, since it is Hirem, it is clear that she is acting as a 'saint' in front of people who feel like she is the 'public', not in her true nature.

So I decided to go out.

Even after discussing it, I couldn't guess anything about Hirem's true intentions other than Astesia's story, but I don't want to hesitate and welcome Hirem at the house where we live.

“Thistle, can you go to the church first and prepare to greet Hirem?”

“Yes. I will.”

Thistle, who was asked by me, leaves the house first, and then Peria organizes the situation.

“Other people, well, just act normal for now. Even though it's Hirem, I'm sure he didn't come with the intention of eating us. First of all, in the case of the workers, I will briefly listen to their stories and provide guidance. My brother and I... Astesia do the entertainment.”

“Okay.”

“... Leave it to me.”

'Even if you don't like it, you go with me.'

Astesia's tone has already turned cold when Peria asks her to meet Hir'em.

As Astesia and I go to the front of the church and watch the Red Purge people come up, we hear the voices of the soul soldiers talking.

“Is that person a saint? The Saint of Red Purge has a different feeling.”

“Although we have Lady Astesia, it is a different feeling to see a saint from a completely different religion.”

“That's that Angel... Oh, so they say they're angels in this world? It's a broken halo, proof that it is a descendant of angels, the Cheonik species. How do you stay afloat? It’s fascinating.”

“But surprisingly, there are no priests? They all look like workers... Ah, but is the woman next to you an escort?”

A woman wearing a “do? That person is also interesting. Rather than an escort, it feels more like a warrior...”

The soul soldiers look down with a mumbling sound.

The one in front is Saint Hirem Brigade.

As the soul soldiers had said, the priestesses who were supposed to guard and serve had really left all of them behind, and there was not a single one to be seen, and Hir'em was coming up with a bright smile on her face, holding the hands of those who were rushing to reach out to her one by one.

“... Tsk!”

'Oh wait, I'm really scared now.'

As I was watching that scene, I heard Astesia clicking her tongue for the first time next to me, and I couldn't bring myself to turn my head to see what kind of face she had.

There were more members besides Hirem.

The next thing we see next to Hirem is a black-haired woman.

The oriental-style clothes are different from the martial arts-style Hwarin clothes and are closer to Japanese style. However, as if to prove that the cultures of the northern and eastern sects are fused, he wears a white embroidered Western-style overcoat on his shoulders.

'The thing on my waist looked like a road, and the thing in my hand was something called Jiusan.'

After that, the workers followed Hirem up the wagon, and when they saw Hirem twitching his fingers after spotting Peria on the way, they headed in that direction.

Just like that, Hirem and another woman arrived in front of us.

“... Nice to meet you. Hirm. It’s been a while.”

“I see. It’s really been a while, Lee Rim.”

Hirem smiles brightly as if she is happy to see you.

She held out her hand.

“But if you’re really happy to meet you, you should at least shake hands, right?”

“Yes? Ah, well... yes.”

Sreuk-

Just hold my hand.

Then Hirem's body trembled for a moment, just for a moment.

“... Haaa-”

The fact that it made a strange sound for some reason was a bonus.

“...”

Tick-

“... Okay. There is plenty of time from now on, right?”

However, for a moment, Hiruem came to his senses when the black-haired woman next to him lightly touched his back with a finger.

“I know that a sudden visit is rude. But there’s a good reason for everything.”

“Why?”

“The reason is- Of course, I will explain it to you in detail later. Rather, I will first finish introducing the purpose of my visit and this place.”

Hirem leads the conversation at his own pace.

“It is too grand to call it the purpose of the visit, but it would be more appropriate to say it is the reason. I'm here to keep my promise, Bishop. The craftsmen I brought with me are all experts in building houses with the aesthetics of the Eastern Order of the Red Purge Order, and they are also people I hired with my own money.”

The first thing to introduce is to briefly introduce that there was clearly a suitable purpose for his visit.

Since Hirem is a smart person, he probably knows that his sudden visit will not be welcomed, so he intentionally brings up the story about the reward of the bet between our church and Hirem to prevent further complaints from being made. did.

And what follows is-

A completely unexpected introduction to the woman next to her.

“And this is - ‘Reflector Xian’, another saint of the Red Purge who offered to follow me who wanted to stay at the Deshade Church for a while during the wish ceremony.”

Hirem spoke, so you can answer there.

When I told him the reason, he said, 'I see.' He answered, and introduced another person, and all that Astesia and I had to do was say hello.

But my reaction to Hirem was-

“... Yes?”

The answer was only that brief, almost half-sighing and interrogative.

That's why the existence of another saint who came with Hirem was something I had never expected.

        
            Hirem casually brought up a plan for a visit that had not been mutually agreed upon, such as staying at our parish during the wish ceremony.

And at the same time, Hirem introduced the completely incomprehensible person who had been accompanying him.

'Ah, I'm pulling the back of my neck.'

From the beginning, I was reminded of the stress that Hir'em brought, and how the entire church suffered from her in Rugal's parish, Tirner Nog.

Astesia, as if my feelings were clearly visible on her face, stepped forward to assist me.

“The saints of Red Purge would like to stay in our parish during the wish ceremony?”

“Yes. That's right. You may not know this, but it is rumored that the Deshade Church's parish is a fairly peaceful place. It may be underdeveloped, but compared to Rugal, which was built under a snowy mountain, Lihier, which is sitting on the stuffy ecliptic, and our denomination, it is quite a sentimental scene. So, I'm going to spend a little time with a feeling of vacation.”

'A peaceful scene.'

The actual meaning is underdeveloped.

'And affectionate.'

Ultimately, it means a village with nothing.

'In reality, it's a gangster village.'

Apart from the church and cemetery there is nothing.

Although the spirit soldiers form a village, there are a few fields and the only thing that stands out is the forest of hygges that is close to the parish.

The bases of production and life, called infrastructure, are lacking.

So, most of the things we do, such as grocery shopping, are done in nearby cities.

'It's a recreation for our diocese.'

There may not be much to see in Leven to be said to be Hir'em's literal resort, but it may feel that way since you won't bump shoulders with people or have your view blocked by the huge castle walls.

However, although I was convinced in my own way, Astesia was upset, but since people were watching, she smiled and expressed her intention to refuse.

“... Heh, but isn't this the saintess's busiest time? The wish ceremony is coming soon, but it looks like the saints are doing nothing. I can’t believe that not one, but two people suddenly came here for vacation purposes.”

“You don’t have to worry about that. There is a festival saint who is in charge of the wish ceremony. Not that yellow-haired bitch who only knows how to dance, but the saint of the festival who goes around meeting people.”

It seems that there is another saint whose face is mainly reflected in the wish ceremony.

In fact, I thought there might be other things similar to the government duties that a saintly woman would be responsible for, but since it was also the work of the Red Purge itself, it was awkward to ask more about that.

“... Hehe, anyway, if you really want to take a break from our church, just do so. However, since the parish is a parish, it is difficult to provide a grand reception. First of all, our denomination is just now establishing the framework of the diocese. More than that, the workers you brought in - were they really hired with your own money?”

So, for now, let's change the topic of conversation and talk about the workers Hirem brought, and check whether those workers really kept their promise to me and brought them with their own money.

Then Hirem said,

Wide open!

Of course, he smiled and answered me as if he knew such a question would come up.

“Of course. After hearing the bishop's words, I decided to calculate my assets clearly.”

“I see. So?”

“But my goodness, I asked around, but unexpectedly, no one knew about the part of the fixed wage allocated to saints other than the cost of maintaining the dignity of a saint?”

'Normally, whatever a saint tries to do will be handled with public funds. 'I guess it's worth it.'

Hirem continues his reminiscence, saying it's fun to think about it now.

“So, thanks to you, I officially submitted a suggestion to the higher-ups during the diocese’s convention. A story about what it would be like if saints were also given a fixed wage while priests are receiving and accumulating huge amounts of money every month as if it were a salary, and if so, how much would have been accumulated if we set a price for the work we have been doing for free up until now. .”

I don't think it's something that a saint should ever say.

However, if you think about it again, it means that in the end, the saint was only called by her title, and was not treated as a human being.

So, it is said that when Hirem brought up the story for the first time in an official setting, the church hurriedly discussed and came to a conclusion about paying wages to the saints.

'Maybe I started a huge fire. 'It's not some kind of workers' revolution.'

A saint who usually provides free treatment, serves people, and shows what charity is.

That was the image of a saint that the public had, and the Red Purge used that as its main weapon to attract people, but the synergy between what I said and Hir'em's action power with his radical personality made it something unimaginable.

When I think of Hirem proudly shouting in front of cardinals and pope-level people to pay fair wages to the saint, I wish I hadn't mentioned my name there.

But, to put my worries to naught, Hir’em confidently brought up my name at the church’s grand meeting.

“I spoke confidently in front of the Pope and cardinals. We ask that our saints be treated like other priests. If you think about it, the saints' money sense was so lacking that it could be said to be ruinous. We have grown up in the parish since we were young. If there was something we wanted, the priests would get it, and urgent supplies used to save people were often taken out of our expenses to maintain our dignity. Is that why? Our saints’ ideas about money were too optimistic and unrealistic.”

“Well, I see.”

“But the important thing is that the diocese clearly had money paid to the saints in addition to the expenses for maintaining their dignity and emergency funds when dispatched to other regions.”

“Hey-”

I am secretly immersed in Hir’em’s words.

Lihier, who is located in the capital, and the Rugal Church, which controls the various races of the southern border.

Unlike them, the Red Fudge are located at the eastern end of the empire, so there are quite a lot of things to worry about when proselytizing far away, and especially in the case of saints, there are many things that the priests who follow them must take care of.

Every time she lifted her hips, the parish became bustling, and no one was aware of her wild movements, but in reality, the saint's kings were also present.

“This means that the saints were already receiving salaries from the diocese like other priests-”

“Yes. This means that the church's money may not have been managed transparently until now. As we talked, it became clear that even the Pope was not fully aware of it. Public money is public money, private money is private money. It must be clearly divided and managed to prevent problems in the denomination from occurring in the future. So, I was able to make a strong argument in front of everyone by adding what Bishop Lee Lim said to me!”

“... Damn, no, I'm sorry. Anyway, he brought up my name on the spot.”

“Of course! Thanks to you, I was able to get good results!”

Hirem tells the Bishop of the Deshade Church that he was inspired by me to bring up this story.

However, I only asked the saint Hirem if she had a private priest, and I never told her to complain to the church about it.

However, Hirem misrepresented what I said and said it in front of the Pope and the cardinals.

“The bishop of the Deshade Church was a person who believed that it was natural for saints to be paid the same wages as other priests. This is something that is taken for granted in the world of soul patients from other countries and other dimensions, and it highlights the fact that for us, the current strangeness is considered normal.”

“Phew... I don't think I've ever said that before. Anyway, so what was the reaction?”

“Of course, there was an uproar. Some cardinals were extremely angry and asked why such a story was suddenly brought up during an important convention, as if they were exploiting something, while others expressed their approval, saying it made sense.”

The explosive remarks caused chaos in the conference room.

Still, surprisingly, there seemed to be few people holding the most important positions who were actually offended by Hir'em's remarks.

“So, Cardinal Comondor stepped forward and advised the Pope to get this matter sorted out, and thankfully the Pope also listened to my opinion. In addition, that evening, a portion of the wages that had not been paid to each saint was immediately paid to each saint.”

“... Yes. Is that so?”

Cardinal Comondor and Pope.

I had met Cardinal Comondor several times, including when accompanying Princess Camellia and at a banquet celebrating the expulsion of Baphomet in the capital, so I had a general idea of his personality, but I had no idea that he had such great power.

And because the Pope, who seemed to have a similar personality, took Hirem's words seriously without hesitation, a great wind of change began to blow in Red Purge.

“The Tsar said, Oh, I guess you don’t know the Bishop. In our Red Purge, we call the Pope of another denomination the Pope and also call him the Tsar. So the Tsar praised me and told me that if I have any suggestions like this in the future, I should make them without hesitation.”

“... Char?”

“Yes! Char. what? Did you know?”

“... I hope that later this work will not be called something like a red revolution or an innovation in the working environment of saints.”

“Yes?”

“Oh, no. I'm talking to myself.”

While I was confused in many ways, I was confused by a word that had the same pronunciation as a word I knew, but had a completely different meaning.

I had no idea that my remarks and the movement of Hirem, who expanded my interpretation of them, would lead to the first step toward taking care of human rights for saints.

'shit. But I guess I made an enemy unknowingly because of this, right? There is a possibility that the cardinals who expressed their disapproval of Hir'em's words will gnash their teeth at me because they say I have influenced them unnecessarily.'

More than that, I'm afraid of the repercussions of Hir'em's remarks.

Hirem is casually confessing everything to me, a member of another denomination, even though it is an issue within his own denomination.

Regardless of whether this world or any other world, it is rare to find an infinitely clean group.

For a small denomination like ours, it is natural that donations from members of the Red Purge Church, which is one of the spiritual pillars of the empire, and money earned from its own businesses are also enormous.

In fact, it seems that there are cardinals who are either siphoning off some of the income for their own personal use or allowing more money to go to their dioceses or fiefs, and for them, Hirem's remarks are a bombshell.

As soon as the word came out, a large-scale audit was launched to reconfirm the financial status of the church.

It is the calculation of the wages that should have been paid to the saints, and in order to pay that, the church also has the church's wealth that was originally supposed to be paid to the saints, but it leads to an investigation into where it all went.

'... In the worst case scenario, will the embezzlement of a few cardinals be revealed and lead to their downfall?'

If it turns out that there really was a bribery, and that the money that was supposed to go to the saint was stolen, then the cardinal and everything will be gone.

Unlike cardinals and popes, although their positions are in name only, saints are ‘saints.’

It is a mascot-like entity that can be seen as being loved by the people more than anyone else in the denomination, and the spiritual idol that people lean on the most, except for the God served in the denomination and the Pope.

If you touch the wealth of such a saint, the wealth you have accumulated will be taken away, and if you make a mistake, there is a possibility that you will be kicked out of the church itself.

“... It’s scary.”

“Yes?”

“It’s scary. Everything.”

“... I don't know what you're talking about, but I think the denomination will become cleaner for the time being. I hope that through this opportunity, the priests of our diocese will have their vision, which had become clouded due to the preparations for the wish ceremony, become clear again.”

'Ah, now I understand. Did you act despite knowing everything? 'You can say that my name was borrowed for the cleaning of the parish.'

And Hirem deliberately used my name even though he knew how everything would turn out.

“Thank you for reminding me of what’s really important? Bishop. Huhuhuhu-”

“Ha... Hahaha...”

So, when I finished everything and saw Hirem sincerely thanking me, I couldn't help but smile awkwardly.

        
            Afterwards, Hirem casually told everything about what was happening inside the diocese.

And Hirem, who caused a huge storm, finally told Cardinal Comondor that the Pope, who had heard my story, had said that he would like to meet me sometime later.

“I understand. It may be impossible right now, but if the time comes later, I might get to see the Pope.”

“Please do so.”

The good news is that the Cardinal Comondor is friendly to us, and he spoke to the Pope, who is believed to be the powerhouse of the Red Purge, in order to create a positive perception of us.

So, I told Hir'em that I was glad that the matter had been resolved well, and decided to focus on Hir'em, thinking that I would leave the details to Peria later.

“... Anyway, something amazing has happened. I'm glad it ended well. And, if you have that kind of money, you can spend a little bit on yourself. I don’t think there’s any need to spend that money on keeping our promise.”

If you hired workers with your own money, there is nothing you can do.

It's a complaint in its own way, and it's a bonus that it's too much to come to our parish under the pretext of paying the reward for the bet right away.

However, although my words to Hirem were filled with deep meaning, unexpectedly, he accepted them as they were.

“... Hey, I guess the bishop was really curious about where I would have spent my private money if I had it?”

“Yes. Uh... no, not really-”

“Huhuhuhu- That’s right. If you are curious about the bishop, I should think about it too. After all, this is my first time holding it in my hands. I am using only a small portion of the amount paid as compensation for the bet I made with the bishop. I have not yet thought about how to use the remaining money, but I will have to think about it carefully.”

“... Yes. Do whatever you want, saint.”

‘Did you get that much money? It looks like the Red Fudge Church has amassed quite a bit of wealth.'

A person who has spent money knows how to spend it, and Hirem has never used his own money for things like decorating himself or enjoying entertainment other than gambling or external activities as part of the religious order.

'Now that I think about it, all the gambling I've done so far has been with the church's public funds or property, so I guess there really was no concept of personal money.'

Maybe that's why she said she would think about it seriously and had a really happy face.

For some reason, even when I turn my head slightly to avoid her gaze, I get the feeling that Hir'em's smile is directed at me, and even feels like she's aiming for me. I wonder if it's an illusion.

During this conversation, he glances at the woman next to Hirem.

“...”

'There are no words. Are you unable to speak? 'I don't think so.'

The black-haired woman closed her eyes and stayed still as if concentrating, and at first glance, she was showing off an aura like a warrior.

but-

That wasn't it.

...cool-

“... Huh?”

“...”

A sound similar to snoring was heard for a moment, and Hirem in front of her also looked at her with an expression of disbelief.

And the saint called the reflector-

... Tick!

“... Hot!”

I must have fallen asleep for a moment, but after shaking my head, I woke up.

“... Sorry. Because time was running out and I had to finish government work all night long, I was a bit tired.”

“Ah, yes...”

Is this a normal person?

Or is he a relatively normal person?

Otherwise, it just hasn't been revealed yet, is there something more hidden than Hirem?

It is clear that Hirem's decision to come to the diocese was kept a complete secret until the last day, and this saint must have stayed up all night handling the government affairs assigned to her to keep up with it.

‘Reflector Xian. Hirem said that this woman would follow him with her own words. That means it's an unexpected companionship even for Hirem.'

If you look at it up to that point, you can still see that she is a person of common sense, but it is difficult to judge this saint hastily unless you know why and for what purpose she followed Hirem, who was trying to go to our church.

When the saint who was introduced as a reflector is seen dozing off, Hirem sighs and tells us.

“Whoa... I'm really sorry, Bishop. First of all, can you guide us to our accommodation? If we leave it like this, it looks like we'll end up sending someone who is a saint to sleep on the street.”

“Yes, whatever. First, let’s prepare accommodation right away.”

Hirem asks for accommodation as a matter of course.

I was so embarrassed that I originally thought of saying that it would be difficult to get me to bite the bullet if I brought up the topic of accommodation, but I couldn't even do that.

And Hirem’s demands did not end there.

“Ah, if possible, in the same place as the one the bishop uses, preferably under the same roof-”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t give you permission for that. We also collect important religious items in the house where we live. We will prepare separate accommodation right away.”

“... Tsk!”

Hirem made unreasonable demands, and Astesia quickly cut them off.

I am asking for a room in my house where I can stay.

'thank god. If I had stayed the same, I would have gotten caught up in the pace. 'I survived thanks to Astesia.'

Since that was a condition that could never be accepted, it was truly fortunate that Astesia was able to cut it out and reject the additional condition that only felt repulsive.

“...”

“...”

Astesia and Hirem look at each other sharply.

Everyone was talking, but for some reason it was difficult to join in.

Still, I couldn't just watch the confrontation between the two, so I decided to send the Red Purge people toward the church as planned.

“Ah, anyway, let’s go to church first. We need time to prepare accommodation separately. We have prepared to welcome you two to the church, so it would be better for you to stay there.”

“... Yes. Let's do that. It will be a long break from a parish of another denomination. It is also polite to offer a brief prayer to Deshade, the owner of this land. Let's go, Xian.”

...cool-

“... Hot!”

“Stop sleeping.”

Afterwards, Hirem and another saint entered the church where Thistle was waiting.

Astesia and I leave after seeing the two women clearly leaving the room.

Tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-

“... Rude, really rude people.”

'okay. It felt like it was about to explode.'

Astesia started complaining as soon as she walked away from the church.

“How can they push things so recklessly? Do you have dragon scales on your face? I never thought he would make such a request without even changing his expression.”

“There is nothing we can do... Astesia, who has a good personality, endures it. As we talked, I felt like I really came here to rest.”

“... It's because Lee Rim is insensitive.”

“Huh? What?”

“Oh, no...”

Kkook-

Astesia muttered softly and held on to the hem of my clothes.

Although she seems to want to avoid having her favorite things taken away, there are also some signs of a jealous woman.

“... Anyway, I will talk to the soul patients and somehow prepare accommodations for the workers who came with the saints of Red Purge. Irim, you have something to do too, right?”

“Ah, that’s right. Now I have to deal with presbyopia too.”

The soul soldiers and parishioners are each eagerly starting their morning activities.

On one side, Florian was called out, but Henin hesitated, perhaps because his back still hurt, but instead he seemed to be worried about Florian.

‘Ah, Lee Rim. Are you finished greeting the saints?'

'huh. somehow. 'I'll ask Enin to take care of that.'

‘Don’t worry, Lee Rim. I'll try my best to listen to Florian's inner thoughts.'

Exchanging glances and cheering each other on is a bonus.

After breaking up with Astesia, I, too, was delayed due to Hirem's visit, but I started looking for Noan by asking the spirits around me in order to talk to Noan about my original plan for today.

-------------------------------

“When I asked where he was, he was working hard today as well.”

Isn’t there a saying that “right place is right place? older brother. Since you have such a strong body, you can only shine if you act in a suitable position!”

“Yes... It's the right job, perfect for your muscular body...”

The place where Noan was discovered was at the entrance to the forest.

Today too, I was next to Raines, who was cutting down and drying Wanhu trees and stacking them on a cart to take to the workshop.

Swish!

Quang!

Whick!

Quaaaang!

“... Rather, can’t you just let go of that?”

“Hahaha! Don't worry, brother! Raines said that no matter how roughly you treat the tree in its current state, there will be no problem!”

‘Rains sister. That's why they call Raines sister. I really can't get used to it.'

Noan is hard at work loading trees that have been cut down to an appropriate size onto a cart.

I also help move the wood on the cart, but since I know the power of the Wanhu tree powder that Tarator threw in the past, I am startled every time it makes a loud noise.

After seeing me like that, Raines finally couldn't bear it anymore and sighed and explained to me again why the tree was safe in its current state.

“... Phew - you don't have to be so loud. Bishop. Didn't you hear the explanation a little while ago? The current tree has only grown in appearance rapidly using the growth elixir taught by Eila, so in its current state, the inside is not complete and will not explode.”

“At this point, that is.”

“Yes. If you store it in its ground state for a long time, it will regain its original properties a little quickly.”

“... I really need to ask you something. I won’t necessarily ask you where to use it, but just take good care of it.”

“Don’t worry.”

I fully accept the promise from Raines, who is picking out dry trees.

Afterwards, I said I would take Noan away from Reigns.

“Rather than that, can I borrow your presbyopia? I have something to talk about.”

“If it’s something you talked about in the morning, feel free to do so.”

“What's going on? Do you have work somewhere else?”

“Huh? no. Since it's been a while since it's been a while, I'd like to talk a bit and make some recommendations.”

“Is that so? Then I will follow you.”

As I watched Noan starting to put on the shirt he had taken off again, I was wondering how to bring up the story, and as I looked into the forest, a good idea came to me.

“... Yes, presbyopia.”

“Yes. Brother.”

“Shall we go for a walk for the first time in a while?”

“Walk, you mean?”

“Yes. Just a spiritual walk.”

“... Yes?”

He puts his hands on his hips and raises his thumb, pointing towards the forest where Luba and a few hygges will be.

“Let’s get the equipment. Since you crossed the border, you probably brought your own weapons, right?”

“Ah, yes. There is an ax and a shield.”

“Then let’s take it and go hunting. It's going to be a bit of a long story.”

“...?”

Even though Presbyterian looks like he doesn't know what's going on, his body is already moving.

I waited until Noan came back fully armed, and called Ruba to ask for guidance into the forest.

        
            Noan came back with his equipment.

A breastplate made by maximizing the size to fit the size of the body.

As expected, the gauntlets and gaiters, which seem to have cost twice as much material, make the already blobby Noan even more massive.

He didn't stop there, he put on a helmet and held a shield that was only half the size of the huge shield he had seen before, but also had a lily of the valley flower carved on its surface.

'It's really scary. If we were to divide this into a separate branch, would it be okay to call it a heavy general?'

Lastly, he even had a huge double-edged ax on his back, so if you set aside the difference in skill, he looked like you would absolutely want to avoid a head-to-head fight.

“Brother! All preparations are complete!”

“...”

“Brother?”

“Ah, yes. older brother. I see You called me. Yes.”

Noan, who couldn't see his face because he was wearing a helmet, looked at me and called me "brother," and although I was momentarily taken aback by the sense of discrepancy, I soon succeeded in getting used to it.

And there is another person who watches us strangely.

Sniff-sniff-

“... Aren’t you suffering from presbyopia and soul disease?!!”

“Yes! you're right! what? Why don’t you recognize me? Ah! It's because of this helmet! Ha ha ha ha ha! Sometimes that happens! When I wear a helmet, people keep surprising me because they say I look like a common mercenary-”

“No!! That's not it, old soul bottle, didn't you just call the bishop your brother?!!”

“Ah, is that what you meant? That's right.”

“... Why?!!”

“Yes, yes?”

“Why on earth?!!”

As I was wandering around the entrance to the forest, Luba came to me like a ghost.

Ruba was on guard when he saw Noan approaching, but relaxed his guard when he smelled Noan's scent.

However, what has been resolved is a boundary, not a question.

“Ruba. Actually, it's a story I'm only talking about now. How old is Noan now? Are you about 15 years old?”

“That's right! You remembered me, brother!”

Cheolkeong-

Noan was delighted with my words and took off his helmet.

Then, what you see is a mustache that is extremely shiny and curls downwards at the end, a mustache that has been maintained with great care.

Having witnessed it, the actual age, massive muscles, and body like a giant tree make it impossible to believe that even if they were all true, one person possesses them all.

“... Why?!!”

“Yes?! Now, why do you keep doing this? Sister Ruba?!”

“Heeui profit...!! Don't call me sister!!! lie! Bishop, this is a lie!! I couldn't believe it that the presbyterian soul bottle I saw every time was younger than me!!!”

“I’m sorry, Luba. This is reality. This is what soul disease is. You have now witnessed the reality.”

“Uuuu...”

As I watch Ruba panicking over her presbyopia, I feel like making fun of her.

So, I just played around with it.

“For your reference, Luba.”

“...?”

“I’m 70 years old.”

“...?!!”

Luba's appearance instantly turned white without any color.

“Noan is 15 years old... The Bishop is 70 years old... Well, that can't be possible. I had no idea that the people I had been watching were actually a child and a very old monarch...”

It was fun to see him muttering something to himself with his ears and tail curled up, but I felt like I had teased him enough.

“Hahahaha! I’m sorry Luba.”

“... Yes? What do you mean?”

“It’s a lie, a lie.”

“...!!!”

When I told her that I was lying when I said I was 70, Luba's face straightened again.

“... Then yes!! It's ridiculous that the bishop looks like that and is 70 years old, and the presbyopic soul bottle is 15!!!”

However, Ruba said that my age was a lie, and Noan didn't say that, but he seemed to be already tired of the reality that he didn't want to accept at all, so naturally he decided that I had lied about Noan's story as well.

So, since I already told the truth, I wanted to reconfirm the whole truth to Luba until the end.

“Oh, I was only lying when I said I was 70 years old, and my presbyopia is 15 years old.”

“... Don't lie!!!”

“It’s true. Right, presbyopia?”

“Yes! you're right! I’m 15 years old this year! Next year, by our world's standards, I will be 16 years old and have a coming-of-age ceremony! Hahahahahaha!”

“?!?!?!!”

Luba let out a silent cry and stared intently at Noan.

Quite a satisfactory response.

It was Raines or Ruba who didn't know their ages, but their reactions were completely different.

'In Reigns' case, I expected it, but I didn't react that big.'

Raines was aware that sometimes the age of soul patients and their physical appearance were different.

When I asked Raines if he knew why Noan called her sister, Raines said he just thought Noan was the type of person who always called others that way.

I told her Noan's real age, but Raines' response was just to widen his eyes.

'... 15 years old, you mean? ... okay. Then, I understand.'

'what? 'Aren't you surprised?'

'... It looks like he was expecting me to be very surprised, but since he always behaved like a child, I can understand it now. Rather, I am not that surprised because I feel like the feeling of disparity within me has finally been resolved.'

So, I spoke in anticipation of Reigns being surprised, but I failed to get the reaction I wanted from Reigns.

It's okay though.

Because Luba made Reigns' part interesting enough.

“So, thank you for your continued support! Sister Ruba!”

“This cannot happen...”

“ Kekkk ... ah-I'm going crazy. Ah, anyway. Huh! Now let’s go into the forest.”

“Yes! Okay, bro! Let’s go, Sister Ruba!”

“... Yes.”

So I go into the forest with Luba and Noan.

Noan walks forward vigorously.

Ruba is still looking at her presbyopia in panic.

And as I was watching these two people, I felt like my lungs were starting to hurt from laughing so hard, so we started to go deeper into the hygge hunting ground.

-------------------------------

“Presbyopia! Let's go there!”

“Okay! Brother!”

Carbil-

Kwaaa!

Wyvern.

It has a structure that slightly, very slightly resembles a dragon, and although its body is quite small, it is a magical beast with fairly sharply developed front paws.

Nevertheless, it has a physique and strength that makes it seem like it can easily lift a car on its two legs, and the fact that it can fly makes it very difficult to deal with it.

that-

Noan easily struck down the wyvern with his shield.

Quaaa!

Karrr?!

The wyvern, which was flying low and trying to catch us with its claws, bounces off and lands on the ground when Noan charges forward with his shield in hand.

'I really can't get used to the sound of crying.'

The wyvern's mysterious, panicked cries echo through the forest.

Please keep pressing “!!! I will seal the wings!!!”

“Okay!!!”

Ruba shouts and Noan jumps forward even more.

“Waaa!!!”

Quaaa!

Noan jumped up with all his might and crushed the wyvern's body with his shield.

Wow!

Struggling, struggling -

Quad deud deuk!

The wyvern vigorously swings its front feet, wings, and hind legs to escape from having its stomach pressed against its shield.

However, Noan's weight and bulging muscles did not allow it.

Ruba and I do not miss that opportunity.

“Bishop!! Here’s the window!!!”

“Okay!”

Phew!

Sigh!

Kkkk!

Luba and I secured the wyvern's wings with stakes with chains attached.

This completely seals the chance for the guy who even lost his wings to shake off his presbyopia.

“Then, here we go!”

Wow!

Noan released his hand from the shield and pressed it down with his feet, then released the double-edged ax from his waist and swung it.

Pow!

Pow!

Bah!

Immediately after swinging a total of three times.

Along with the sound of repeatedly hitting the thick meat, the sound of bones breaking is heard and the wyvern's head is blown off.

“Phew...”

Whilick-

Sigh!

Noan, who had completely blown off his head, swung his ax skillfully, and the hunt ended with the wyvern's blood flying around.

'I feel reassured.'

I was convinced when I saw that.

Presbyopia had grown.

Florian said he was a soft-spoken child, but deep in his heart, a timid side remained.

Although he is such a child, he has experienced many things and now has the same spirit as a full-fledged adult.

'Of course, in terms of age, I'm still a child. I feel like my body became an adult first, and then my mind caught up.'

It is said that a lot happened.

The period of crossing the border with Florian along with the soul soldiers.

We were attacked by demonic beasts many times and were chased by the imperial border guards.

Each time, Noan took the lead, defeating the demonic beasts and eluding the garrison forces.

Although many people helped along the way, it was Noan who was leading the effort.

The growth achieved because of that.

The current Wyvern was able to capture something that would have taken about 5 soul soldiers with sufficient preparation, but was able to capture it alone with Luba and I assisting.

“Thank you for your hard work, Sister Ruba! older brother! You must be busy rescuing demonic beasts. It is said that hygge people are mostly invisible when they are in the forest, but they often appear at times like this.”

“It’s okay!! Because we said we would take charge of the job as forest keepers ourselves!! The current wyvern just happened to break through the traps set between the trees!!!”

Luba, who had now adapted to Noan again, responded to Noan's words and began to simply dismantle the wyvern.

Leaving Luba behind, we decided to sit on a tree trunk and rest with the wyvern's body on our backs.

        
            “Presbyopia. Do you want some water?”

“Oh, it’s okay. older brother. I brought mine.”

“If it’s not enough, tell me!! There is Ongdal Spring nearby!!!”

The forest, which was quite deep, was quiet and peaceful.

They say they'll be back soon, but it seems like most of the hygges are out.

'Of course, if it weren't for Luba, it would have been quite difficult for me to go through the forest by myself, which was lined with crazy traps.'

Gulp gurgle-

As I pour cold water down my throat, my head seems to clear up.

“... Haha! As expected, the taste of cold water after labor is something you cannot experience at any other time! Isn't that right? Sister Ruba!”

“I agree!! I don't know about anything else, but we carry two water bottles with us!! One is a canteen containing cold drinking water, and the other is a canteen containing hot water that can be used in emergencies!!! If you want, come and talk to me anytime!! I will bring it to you because it is always prepared at the observation post near here!!!”

“If I get a chance later, I’ll be sure to ask for it! Sister!”

‘Sister Ruba. To Luba, sister... I really can't get used to it.'

It's a bonus that the sight of Luba, who is three times bigger than her, looking down at her and calling her "sister" still looks foreign.

“Cooo-”

“... Oh, it’s a gombang?”

At that moment, Gombangi is seen walking out from inside the forest.

“Hey, it’s been a while? I told you I can't see you much these days.”

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

“Chueoeoung-”

When we exchanged greetings, Gombangi cried as if he was happy to see us.

Judging by the way his mouth was wet, it seemed like he had gone far into the forest and was on his way back after quenching his thirst.

However, although it appears often to other people, including Aila, I have not been able to see it easily recently because the spirit's activity radius does not overlap.

Is that why?

“... Have you gained weight?”

It felt like the gombangi had grown unusually large.

“Cooo!”

Gombang protests harshly when asked if he has gained weight.

And when the conversation doesn't work, Ruba steps in and makes up for it.

“Jjidanyo!! Gombang worked hard to achieve his current bulking up!!!”

“Bulk up...?”

“Yes!! He's been training his muscles hard ever since he lost to Winnet!! Recently, whenever we dismantle the monsters we caught, they come and pick out only the soft flesh and take it away. Seeing their efforts made me root for them!!!”

A guy who was boasting a tremendous rise without even knowing it.

'... I might have to go back and take care of the carriage.'

Even just by looking at it, its body has grown by about 1.5 times its previous size, and its physique has become as thick as three horses alone, making it difficult to connect it to a carriage.

“Then, Gombang and I will move the wyvern!!!”

“Ah, yes. Please do me a favor.”

After Gombangi, who appeared briefly with Luba, left, he talked about various things with Noan.

The story about Florian that Noan shared with Raines.

After hearing that she was so sad that she was showing signs of depression recently and wanted to help her, I hinted at my story.

“... Actually, I want to accept Florian as a follower of Deshade and as a priest.”

“You mean Sister Florian...?”

“Yes. Enin is probably talking about it by now. I think presbyopia knows too. Unlike the Empire, the Kingdom Alliance is a nation that serves only one person, Gaia, right? So the meaning of God becomes more serious compared to other countries. Especially in my view, the more faithful a person is, the greater the disappointment they experience the moment they realize the truth of God.”

Enin also had a really hard time at one time.

Although Gaia had been served all along, the prayers people were actually offering were all intercepted by false priests impersonating Gaia's believers.

No matter how much people who had difficult lives prayed, it was impossible for them to grow beyond the priests of the church who monopolized Gaia's power and the nobles who were in power along with them.

Even if you didn't aim for upward mobility, it's natural to become more depressed when you realize the truth that the God who supported your mind was actually fake.

The story is that the being they had been looking forward to had actually abandoned them a long time ago, and Deshade, who was wandering the village without anyone paying attention, was a human-loving god who appeared after Gaia, who abandoned her duties.

Therefore, the soul soldiers thought that they had found a god to serve in this world and began to pray to Deshade every day, but those who witnessed the truth in the current Grace Spirit of the United Kingdom wondered what they had been doing all this time. I just have doubts about it.

“Deshade is not a person who is particularly serious about missionary work. But for now... Even though he is an evil god, he is a god who picks up discarded things. People who have lost Gaia and have nowhere to go will accept it.”

“... I see.”

I think Florian will most likely accept the offer.

Enine would be truly thinking about her and talking to her, and Thistle and Astesia would actively help her and comfort her wounds, as long as she showed up as a doctor.

So, all that remains is to bring up the proposal that has been postponed to Noan.

“So, Noan. Order of Knights Templar, why don’t you try it?”

“... Yes? Knight, you mean?”

“Yes. article. You will become the knight who protects Florian.”

“... I'm sorry. It's hard to understand, so could you please explain in more detail?”

When the story about the knight protecting Florian is brought up, the presbyopia's eyes become strained.

I calmly explain this to an innocent child who wants to help her in some way because she has received grace so far.

What our denomination currently lacks is the power to protect itself.

And beyond that, as the only parish in the area, there is a semi-obligation to help others.

To that end, when we are not around, or even when the Hygges are not around, we form a small group of knights made up of spirit soldiers to help the villages in times of emergency or to prepare as a force for the parish.

And in doing so, it may lead to helping Florian, who will remain in the diocese as our representative.

“-So, will you accept it?”

“I will! Please, please! Brother!”

After finishing the story, his clear eyes were looking at me with a burning feeling at the same time.

Eyes that haven't lost their purity yet.

The eyes were the same as when we first met, but they were also the eyes he had now as a man.

At first, because Florian was reluctant to fight, he took pity on Florian and accepted it to protect him, but now, on the contrary, Noan is determined to protect Florian.

I couldn't help but smile as I witnessed the reversal between the two people and Noan's move to repay the favor that was achieved through the sacrifice of one person.

so-

I felt a little emotional-

We had no idea that someone was approaching us.

“Impressed. This was truly a heart-warming story.”

Startle!

Noan and I reacted at the same time.

The sound of words accompanied by a shadow cast between us.

Tatak-

Sigh!

As soon as you recognize it, kick your feet and turn your body towards the source of the voice.

Cheolkeong-

Kuuk.

Noan picked up his shield and axe, and I also aimed my magic sword.

When we prioritize preparation, what comes to mind is-

A saint from Red Purge holding an oriental-style umbrella to block the sunlight.

It was the appearance of Saeseonsa Temple’s Xian.

“Overwhelmed. That's a great decision. I'm sorry for catching you off guard, but it's true that I was trying to test it.”

“...”

I look at Xian.

A saint who would have been guided to the church with Hirem before Noan and the forest came.

A woman with a sword on her waist suddenly came closer to us.

That is-

I don't understand.

'How did you get through all that?'

There is only one way to get into the forest where we are.

One is the entrance, watched over by the remaining hygges in the parish,

It is a hell of traps that can only be reached by walking straight along the designated path from there.

So, even if I had come, I would have encountered Gombangi and Ruba, but if that had happened, Ruba would have had to have been there too, because Ruba would have had to guide Saint Xian to me again.

But there was no Luba, and there was no trace of any traps being touched.

So this saint is not noticeable to the hygges,

It also escaped the recognition of Ruba and Gombangi,

Arrived here without touching even a single trap laid everywhere -

It means that they have listened to all of our stories and only now have they revealed themselves.

“... What is your intention?”

So, we respond to the other person with all of our hostility.

The fact that he came this far and showed himself among us without showing any signs of popularity meant that he could have killed us without anyone knowing, so I thought it was fair treatment.

“... Saint Xian. I'm sorry, but my actions a moment ago crossed the line. So from now on, you will have to explain openly what you were doing in front of Bishop Deshade.”

When he shot back sharply, the saint said, folding the umbrella and hanging it on her waist.

Grumbling-

“Misunderstanding. There was no intention of hostility or aggression. I just followed along because I wanted to talk. However, my footsteps were slow so I followed him late.”

I look at her outfit.

I remember seeing her walk when she was walking up the hill, but because her skirt was narrow, her legs were exposed when she took long strides, so I remember walking with narrow strides.

“If you’re talking about it, are you talking about me?”

“Correct answer. No explanation is needed.”

“... Even so, I think it was just a matter of waiting at the church or at the hotel.”

“Clearly correct. But there was something else I wanted to ask. In a place without Hirem.”

“...”

Silence after speaking.

If I think about it further, the meaning of coming here because of the eyes quietly looking at me and the question I wanted to ask in a place where Hirem was not there also meant asking me to pass on even my presbyopia.

“... Presbyopia. Go first.”

“... Are you okay? Brother.”

“It’s okay.”

The opponent is a saint of Red Purge.

I don't know what kind of story he will say, or he may do more than talk, but there is no need to worry.

This is the parish of our denomination.

In addition, even if the opponent was an unmanned person, I would not have the intention to fight against him lightly.

Even if you assume the worst and create a situation where the other person outright kills you, there is no way that will be easy.

“... Okay. Well then, let’s see later.”

“Okay.”

Jeop- Jeop- Jeop- Jeop- Jeok...

Just like that, Noan backed away and left completely, leaving only Saint Xian and me in the forest where we couldn't even hear the sound of insects.

“... Calm. Well then, let me get the business out of the way.”

Clap-

Saint of Red Purge, Reflector Xian.

Instead of the Jiusan at her waist, she flicked the tip of the curved single-edged sword with her thumb and pulled it out slightly, and with narrowed eyes slightly opened the business.

“Question. Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. you are,

Are you a spy for Princess Camellia?”

        
            “Question. Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. Are you a spy for Princess Camellia?”

The saint asks me.

Aren't I the princess's spy?

Camellia's spy.

Not a knight, but a ‘spy.’

Xian has been accurately referred to as a ‘spy’.

When most people talk about me, the first thing they say is 'of Princess Camellia' or a modifier like 'of the Church of Deshade'.

'Then the modifier that should be added is knight or bishop. A knight of Princess Camellia. You must become a bishop of the Deshade denomination. However, Sian, rather than anything else, definitely said that I was Princess Camellia's spy.'

Move your head quickly.

The word spy, a word that would never come out of the mouths of ordinary people, came out.

Without even having time for thoughts to enter the stage of acceleration, they reflexively deny it in the form of an immediate answer.

“A spy? I don't know what that means, but I act strictly as Princess Camellia's knight. My enemies are only the enemies of the empire. I am a sword to cut them down.”

'I hope my acting skills improve.'

Since she has an expressionless face, I correct the saint by saying that I am a ‘knight’ and not a spy.

“It is certainly true that I do various things at the princess's command. However, I have never done anything worthy of being called a spy until now.”

You don't know the other person's intentions.

So act.

I wait to see how the saint responds to my answer.

'ruler. My answer is finished. So it's time to introduce yourself. Saint Xian.'

I don't know if he said this because he assumed I was a spy, or if he said it out of confidence.

In particular, the response varies depending on whether the intention behind the saint's question falls into the former or the latter category.

'If you guessed that I was the princess's spy, it would mean that Red Fudge suspects that I am doing more than just being the princess's knight. So, if I had answered that I was a spy, how would I have responded? Were you trying to appease on the contrary? What was the reason for making that assumption? Is it because Hir’em seems particularly obsessed with me? In fact, do you think that Hirem's gamble in Rugal was intentionally made by our church to gamble and pay the price? According to the princess's orders.'

If the former case is correct, from now on the saint will come out with a warning or a story of appeasement to me.

She is another saint owned by Red Purge.

Like Hir'em Brigade, he is an important figure in the Red Purge, and at the same time, like Hir'em, it is clear that he also has a certain degree of attachment to the church, although it is obligatory.

but-

In the latter case, the story would be different if the saint came with 'confirmation' rather than speculation that I was Camellia's spy.

'If they've already brought all the evidence, then they should be ready to fight.'

Doubt and certainty are different.

Doubt alone should prevent you from making a hasty move, but if you have confidence, you can do anything.

Worst-Worst-Assume the worst-case scenario.

I think that the existence of Saint Xian is the Red Purge's best deterrent.

Holding a sword means being unmanned, and she is a woman who enters the forest alone without any escort.

That woman came to exclude me.

'Assume the worst.'

It captivates me with confidence, not doubt.

An action to seal away all the power that Camellia can wield as a saint of the Red Purge.

Of course, there is no reason for the Red Fudge to be so hostile to the princess, but if their upper class judged that Princess Camellia poses more of a threat than necessary and predicted the future, if they thought that they could put pressure on their church, they would have taken action from there. There is also a possibility.

By showing up in an empty forest with a method that can neutralize me, like with a long sword.

'There is a possibility that Noan captured me immediately after dealing with me, or that he took action in advance and placed a spell to prevent it from reaching other people.'

So I really don't know if she showed up to me with confidence-

I was planning to do my best to respond here.

“... Noncompliance. I will consider it as such.”

‘Is it non-compliance? I thought it would have been a sufficient answer.'

I didn't respond.

However, what it meant made me nervous enough.

Noncompliance also means that you realize that what I said was a lie.

That means that Saint Xian was convinced that I was Camellia's spy.

'I guess I can't avoid a fight.'

Kuuk-

Give strength to the hand holding the magic sword.

A fight in which this side has no information, while the other side is likely to have most of the information.

That means that the way they deal with me on the other side is likely to be to try to win with the one move they have prepared from the beginning.

On the other hand, this side also has a fatal weakness.

'Right now, I have no justification for killing Saint Xian.'

The opponent is a saint of Red Purge.

It's just the two of us in this forest right now.

In this situation, let's say a saint tried to kill me, and I killed her in defense.

However, there is no evidence or physical evidence to justify that defense.

You could simply say that I killed the saintess when she went for a walk in the forest, or even if there was the worst misunderstanding, it would probably be difficult for even Feria to come up with an excuse to deny it.

'On the other hand, the one over there is a saint. 'If they've prepared thoroughly, they might even have a way to capture me and seal me somewhere without anyone noticing me.'

Either way, it seems like the worst situation to me.

The only thing I could do was trust my prediction completely and figure out the best method within the limited time.

However, Saint Xian did not devote that much time to me.

Sereung-

“If so, ask again.”

‘Re-question? I'll ask again.'

Sian asks as he fully extends his thumb to pull out the sword and places his other hand on the handle.

“Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church. Are you an enemy of Red Purge?”

What the question asked again contains is the presence or absence of hostility.

The question was whether the 'Bishop of the Deshade Church' was an enemy of the Red Purge or not.

'I only asked whether they were enemies or not. It wasn't a question of whether they were enemies or allies. And - I asked the Bishop of the Deshade Church, not the Knight of Camellia.'

I don't know how the previous question is connected to the current question, but I was sure that this was the last question.

Slurp-

However, the sword that was gradually drawn out did not allow me that much time, so I don't know which answer is the right answer, but I chose to give an answer that would lead to avoiding the fight as much as possible.

“... No. Not an enemy. The Deshade Church has no reason to be hostile towards you.”

The answer was thrown.

What remains is the question of how to act.

Honestly, I answered honestly, but I also thought that there was no reason to draw my sword here.

The previous questions and actions may have been aimed at completely excluding me, but the second question was also a question that would deny many of my previous assumptions.

So, I thought there was a pretty good chance that Sian would put his sword in...

Unfortunately, the probability that I set my own standard was spectacularly wrong.

“Convinced.”

'good. Are you letting me go-'

“In that case, I guess I should draw my sword.”

“... What-”

Xian bent his back slightly.

Chiik-

Stretch out the shoes that look similar to clogs and ensure the balance of your waist.

'Is this - Baldo?'

What came to mind later was that the second question may have been asked to catch me off guard rather than actually containing any special meaning.

After reassuring me, I thought he was going to quickly draw his sword and cut me down when he had reduced his hostility as much as possible.

'In that case, I just move forward.'

so-

It moved right away.

I don't know how they plan to kill me, but I think they probably won't be able to completely capture my soul with this first attack.

So, if you go forward and die on Baldo, you will be resurrected from the coffin in the church, and then request reinforcements.

Or, if he succeeded in evading the attack, he even thought of trying to capture the opponent as much as possible by crushing him with his body to neutralize him.

Tatak-

But if there was a problem-

Xian's movements were much more sloppy than I expected.

Sereung-

Whilick-

'what? Are you going to correct your posture there again?'

It was my mistake to think it was Baldo.

Xian, who had drawn his sword, corrected his posture instead of swinging it as is.

And that posture-

A simple slashing stance.

Phew-

[Reference to status forgery – Hana cutting –]

It is a basic swing that can be said to be the basic of the basics. It was once believed that the basics of Hwarimdo martial arts begin with correcting the posture.

Even though it was a swing from such a basic stance, it wasn't neat or touched.

Boom-

I leapt powerfully from my spot toward the saint, and before I could reach her, the sword was swung.

That's it.

Nothing happened.

“... Phew-”

'Really what?'

Then, she exhaled as if she was having a hard time,

bang!

dump-

“Keuuk...!”

He hits his chest with his arm and puts him on the floor.

“Do not move.”

A series of movements that make no sense.

Phew!

He places his body on the floor with his arms against his chest and places the magic sword next to his neck, warning that he can kill him at any time.

I don't know what he was trying to do, but he could easily take down one woman who took a beginner's swing and exhaled.

“... That's what I'm going to say.”

However, Sian only said those words with a slightly pained expression.

'What on earth did you want to do-'

It was a time when I, whose head was dizzy, was wondering what to do with this saint from now on.

...Keee-

bang! Quack!

...Rurrr

dump-

I heard the sound of two trees falling behind me and the sound of thick liquid slowly flowing down.

“... Closed. Look behind you.”

Since Sian's eyes were looking behind me, not at me, I looked back too.

And there,

There was a huge spider that had just died.

“... Spider?”

“Correct answer. But it's just a shame. To be exact, it is called Skylet, the mimic spider of the shadows.”

Kuuung-

The spider's body, split in half, crashes to the ground.

Two trees that were cut down.

The one in between was a spider-shaped beast with a smooth, purple body larger than most cargo trucks and four diamond-shaped yellow eyes on its head.

Saint Xian seemed to have swung her sword from the beginning with the intention of cutting down the spider, rather than cutting me down.

“... Was it the spider that was targeting, not me?”

“Correct answer. However, this too is just a shame. I can't believe you're so slow to notice. ...Keuung-”

Saint Xian moans as if it hurts because her chest is being pressed down.

When she thought it was all a misunderstanding and relaxed, the saint's face became much more relaxed.

“Of course, if he didn’t like the answer, he would cut the bishop too.”

“...”

Kuuk-

“Kew... No, just kidding! Just kidding...!”

However, after hearing her answer, she screamed when she applied force again.

“... You have to tell jokes according to the situation. So, what is that? Also, you will have to explain why you asked me the previous questions.”

When I demanded an answer without removing the restraints, Sian seemed to want me to get up quickly, but I refused.

Then she quietly explains that she thought there was no difference because of the difference in physique.

“... Deception. Skylet, the shadowy mimic spider. It is a magical beast that rides between trees on extremely long legs and lowers its snout from the top of its head to eat people. Many adventurers and hunters lose their precious lives to that spider every year, and it seems her target this time was the bishop and the hunters in this forest.”

“... So you pulled out your sword to cut that thing?”

“Yes. Because the bishop said he was not our enemy. In that case, it makes sense to help. However, I am disappointed. Even though it was quiet, I could have noticed it if I had to concentrate, but the two of them were so caught up in talking to each other that they had no idea. A hunter might have noticed, but his nose was blocked by the smell of wyvern blood.”

“... So, I would appreciate your help. However, you will admit that the explanation was insufficient, right?”

“... I admit it.”

After that, she started answering the previous questions this time.

“... Sequence number. Well then, there's something I need to do first.”

“Try it. Depending on your answer, it will be decided whether you will be treated as a prisoner or treated as if it never happened.”

“If that’s the case, don’t worry. The bishop will have to treat me as an ally.”

But before that, I first introduced myself to explain those questions.

And Sian's self-introduction became a reason why I could understand why she had been asking about my identity as if she was sure of my identity.

“I am Xian, the saintly reflector of Red Purge.

and-

Another face is Xian, Camellia's spy who is in secret with the Empire's second princess.”

        
            ... Tuk.

... stumbling-

“...”

When the white bishop is placed on the scale, it tilts.

... Swish-

... I'm a geek.

“...Hmm.”

Then, when I lifted it, the scale went up again.

... Tuk.

... squeak.

...

This time, another horse took its place, and the scales became parallel.

'That's difficult.'

Camellia constantly adjusts the scales.

Up and down.

Get down, then reach for something else.

It was Ingrid wearing a maid uniform who was looking at the scale that was constantly moving from side to side and Camellia who was handling it.

'Why on earth did you call me at a time like this?'

Ingrid changed her clothes as usual and came in today at the princess's call.

If I were to summarize today's mood to reflect on the day -

A little bit depressing.

‘There’s a lot of work, I’m busy, and the days are gloomy. 'Why did you suddenly call me today?'

Since the wish ceremony is coming soon, Lihere is in a somewhat relaxed mood as he continues to track down the witch, but he is also busy as he is in the mood to thoroughly finish everything before then.

Ingrid worked hard all morning, harassed by Lyudmila, and was about to go into the parish clock tower to secretly do some tinkering. The moment she managed to climb the stairs to the alcove of the clock tower, she was summoned by the double note paper that the princess had told her to keep in her pocket at all times. It has been abandoned.

Since handwriting paper is still expensive, and being summoned with paper instead of an errand boy is a serious matter, Ingrid had no choice but to busily make excuses to others and leave the parish.

This is Camellia's villa in the imperial castle that we rushed to.

'Is this perhaps where I should read the mood? By asking what you are doing.'

However, Ingrid thought about what to do after seeing the princess adjusting the scales for about 30 minutes even after calling her, and finally made up her mind.

'great. That's if you want it. There's nothing I can't do for you. Let me ask you. yes. Not feeling well? 'Something like that.'

“Suppressure-”

Ingrid, who realized that it was difficult to remain silent any longer, took a deep breath and was about to open her mouth.

“Ingrid.”

“...! Skek! Cheek! Cough! Cough-!”

“... Why are you so surprised?”

“Oh, no. It's just that the timing was really bad...”

“... Really?”

Camellia hit the player and Ingrid was left with a headache for a while, and the princess's consideration ended with her waiting for Ingrid to finish coughing.

The conversation started again from the beginning.

“Ingrid.”

“Yes. Princess Camellia.”

“How do you view the world now?”

The content of the question is an objective assessment of the situation.

The princess's question was one in which Ingrid had no idea what she wanted in detail.

So, she simply answered as a citizen of the empire, roughly knowing her position and the things she needed to know as Princess Camellia's spy, and being completely indifferent like a petty citizen to the things she did not know.

“I think it’s peaceful...”

“I see. Is it peaceful?”

The answer came out easily.

Even if she doesn't know anything else, Ingrid knows one thing for sure.

The current answer is merely a question to assist the princess in handling the scales, and her evaluation does not particularly change depending on the thought contained in the answer.

Ingrid predicted that, and her guess was correct.

“Peace. Peace in the empire is poison.”

“Poison, you mean?”

“Yes. You said the current empire is peaceful. So what does the beginning of the empire feel like?”

“The beginning of the empire... If you are talking about the time before the empire became an empire - conquest, war. It is the advance of the one who is the owner of the merciless horseshoes.”

“You’re trying to make it float quite a bit.”

“It’s too much to say that this was an answer meant to impress, but doesn’t the princess know that I only told the truth?”

Camellia smiled at Ingrid's answer for a moment before looking at the scales.

The balance scale with many words on it was now in a neutral form.

“... Yes. Yes. Compared to the first empire, the current empire is very quiet. Even though it is just a period of storing up strength, it is more tranquil than that.”

After Camellia said that, she held a black knight in her hand.

“Ingrid. Tea.”

“Okay.”

Then, after asking Ingrid to fill the empty teacup, he quietly lost himself in thought.

'Silent Empire. An empire that has reached the optimal time to stockpile its power. The empire has been reached.'

What comes to mind is the future and current state of the country.

‘But the wind is blowing. The wind started to dry the paint in the picture I was drawing faster than expected.'

Clap!

Camellia placed a heavy knight on the scale.

Then the scale suddenly tilted to one side, and Camellia, who was quietly looking at it, soon made up her mind.

“... Yes. If that's the case, I'll have to change my plan.”

“Yes?”

“After the wish ceremony is over, it will get a little busy. Because the wind of blood is blowing.”

“Bloody wind... you mean?”

What Camellia planned was a plan that looked ahead to the next 10 years.

She planned to spend 10 years cutting off all financial and political connections of people within the empire who could pose a threat to the royal family, and make them naturally step down from their positions.

But I changed that.

People who tried to slowly, over time, make them retreat on their own by making them unable to do anything.

They are people who can be instantly dethroned with the evidence they have secured if they try to make strange moves at any time, but they are people who it would be difficult to hastily touch, even from the royal family's point of view, because they have the eyes to see.

Ferdian, president of the Lapis Lazuli Metallurgical Association.

Ganrod, pagan inquisitor of the Cage Priests.

Sohan, the leader of the Winged Knights of Sohan.

Lilian, the lord of the Void Tower.

In addition, there are about a dozen influential people who have their own power in the empire.

At the same time, they are all politicians who have something they are uncomfortable with, like Rugal, whose hidden secret was recently discovered.

The calculation has already been completed.

Their anti-human hobbies and rebellious ideas were so serious that it would have been better to kill them when judging which side they were leaning on by placing the things they could do with their power on opposite sides of the scale.

The reports received by the Spy Knights were disgusting and the reluctance was so deep that it was difficult to ignore them, but so far, they were chess pieces that had been left behind in the hope that they would one day be valuable as consumables for the prosperity of the empire.

And obviously, it was useful.

The most dangerous time in the empire recently.

They certainly played their role during the five-year war.

'The Lapis Lazuli Metallurgical Society helped complete the strengthening and improvement of the border walls that had been planned for several decades. The priests of the Iron Cage thoroughly managed the pagan dogs that they kept in captivity rather than killing them on purpose and used them as excellent meat shields to reduce the loss of troops, and the Wing Knights of Sohan fought until the number of knights was reduced by more than half. Lillian... To be honest, she showed a performance that was below expectations.'

But that's it.

Even so, they are only a part of the countless imperial citizens who shed blood during the Great War, and in fact, if a really dangerous defensive battle is coming, they say that they will not be able to participate in the defensive battle because they have suffered heavy losses in other minor battlefields in advance. there was.

Cowards who only became brave when they were sure of victory, and backed off when they truly thought their lives were in danger.

And in reality, most of them are politicians who have used the method of pushing their subordinates into a hole and crossing the road themselves.

It would be okay if that was the end, but the last reason why Camellia decided to purge them is the most serious.

Report from the Spy Knights.

Ferdian, president of the Lapis Lazuli Metallurgical Association.

He amassed a huge amount of wealth by taking the lead in strengthening and improving the border wall, which he was jointly researching with other alchemist associations.

And with that wealth, he is enjoying his hidden hobby of buying unauthorized slaves and combining various demon beasts and humans through surgery.

It wasn't even research.

A simple hobby.

Rather than making a hypothesis and researching whether it would be possible for the body parts of a demonic beast sewn to a human body to move, the goal was simply to turn a beautiful person into something hideous, and then put a leash on the finished product and drag it around the underground garden. He was a person who enjoyed things.

'That disgusting bastard should be burned in his garden. Of course, I should tell him to bring the man's creations back to life and treat them as much as possible. The guys at the Lapis Lazuli Metallurgy Association have a strong say, so if we let the public see their results live, that man's disciples will also shut up.'

Ganrod, pagan inquisitor of the Cage Priests.

He is a corpse lover.

It loves corpses, collecting them, cooking them, eating them, and sleeping with them.

At first, the corpses were all of pagans, but since the pagans were not citizens of the empire in the first place, Camellia did not care.

But as time passed, Ganrod wanted more.

love.

All he wanted was the body of his loved one.

So he courted and married the daughter of a poor farmer.

Ganrod truly cared for his wife, and although she was scared of him with a blue beard, she gradually opened her heart.

And when that love reaches its peak in bed -

At the climax, Ganrod strangled her to death.

He then stuffed his wife's corpse and made love to her in the bedroom every day, as sincere as when she was still alive, but now one-sided.

So he thought he had found true love and became stronger.

This was possible because he was a priest and a nobleman, and his territory was a quiet place far west of the empire.

The problem is, that's not the end.

I don't know if it was self-hypnosis, or if it was being interpreted as a burnt offering to someone, or if Ganrod really was a human being himself, but he was fascinated by the strength that the blessing gave him, which was like a characteristic.

I set out to find love once again, took love, and became stronger day by day.

But if it happens two, three, or even five times, then of course it gets noticed by someone and rumors start to spread.

Only the Tricksters and the espionage knights who bought information from them know what exactly Ganrod is doing.

till now.

'Now Ganrod said he was planning to kidnap his sixth wife and bring her back. We can't wait any longer. 'I have to kill him.'

Everyone is like that.

“... Phew-”

Camellia thought of the various problematic rulers of the empire, aside from the two most serious ones, and raised her refilled teacup with a long sigh.

        
            Click-

gulp-

“... Phew-”

“... Do you like the temperature?”

“Huh? iced coffee. okay. It’s just right.”

“Thank goodness. He looked quite nauseous.”

“... Because I think it’s worth it.”

“... I won’t bother asking.”

“Please answer that it was a wise decision. Ingrid.”

Camellia, who has decided on how to deal with Ferdian and Ganrod, drinks the tea Ingrid gave her and thinks about the next people.

Sohan, the leader of Sohan's Wing Knights, is called a Tylant Slayer, but in reality, he is a worse human being.

Possessing a strange paraphilia, he secretly attempted to have sexual intercourse at night with a female Tyrant cub that he had captured with the help of the knights.

And, I ended up liking it.

Camellia, who heard the report, even though she deeply trusted the intelligence knights she personally selected, asked several times and ordered them to reinvestigate, and when the report that it was true came back again and again with evidence, Camellia took care of political affairs. I ended up wasting half a day staring blankly out the window.

In addition, it would have been nice if it had stopped with just that, but since then, Sohan has continued to support groups that seek to smuggle demonic beasts into the empire and has vented his sexual desires, and when he gets fed up with them, he cannot bear to kill them due to the love they have formed and releases them into the forest. There were so many atrocities committed that many people were injured.

In particular, Sohan was particularly obsessed with Tyrants for some reason and was smuggling in Tyrant babies to be subjugated by hiring foot troops and hunters that can be seen in the empire, so Camellia thought it would be better to just kill him.

Lastly, Lilian, the lord of the Void Tower.

She had nothing more to say.

A female mage who has been called a genius since she was young and rose to the position of sire at a young age.

However, rather than conducting his own research, the reality is that from a young age, he opened his legs to the old people of the Magic Tower and took their research as his own and turned it into a result.

However, because she was excellent at handling magic and understanding theory, she appeared to be a genius on the surface by wielding the knowledge she received in exchange for the silence of scandals, but in reality, she was a magician who did not show that much in real life.

Now that she has become the owner of the Demon Tower, she does not hesitate to attract young magicians to her bedroom, make them her students and lovers, and still make their research results her own.

'It's okay if it ends there. are you okay.'

Although Camellia closed her eyes at the part where Lillian secretly gave birth to the child she had, that it was a boy, and that he took her as her lover again at an unspeakable age, she thought it was better than Ganrod, so it was a relatively short story. After some time, I was able to open my eyes again.

But the problem arose elsewhere.

The problem is that Lillian arbitrarily made Princess Camellia her rival.

Lillian is leading a despicable life that Camellia is not worthy of dealing with, but Lillian is lost in her own world and after hearing some of her lovers talking about Princess Camellia's beauty, she begins to become jealous of Camellia. In fact, it has been a long time since Lilian, who only wanted Camellia to work for the empire, crossed the line by whispering in the ears of her students and sending them off as guards and assassins.

Camellia had already planned to kill her someday, but now the time has come, as Lillian is preparing to manufacture illegal drugs and feed them to young wizards who are trying to escape from her, and sell them on the market in the underworld.

like that,

There are several politicians who have abilities, but whose flaws go beyond their abilities.

But now there is no need to hold on to them.

Now that Camellia has Lee Rim, there is no longer any need to let disgusting people go as citizens of the empire.

'okay. The time has come. 'It would be a better decision to rule it out early, when it is easy to rule it out.'

So after the wish ceremony, Camellia made them all-

I decided to purge.

After Camellia made her decision, she recalled the story she had with Lee Rim.

‘Irim. I told you that I would rule the Empire with peace, not fear. However, that was simply because the empire until now did not have the power to control all of them. So thank you. Because of your presence, I have decided to shorten the period of 10 years.'

It would have been possible even without Lee Rim.

But thanks to Lee Rim, the scales finally tilted clearly.

After the wish ceremony was over, the empire was about to experience a bloody storm.

'It can be said that all the big things have passed. Two demons have already died, and the potential danger known as Sotok has also died. After Sotok fell, the giants began to be truly wary of humans and became timid. It can be said that for a while, the giants will no longer be hasty in stepping in our direction. In addition, what happened with the Dawn Priest was unexpected, and many people who were presumed to be elves within the empire have died, but you don't have to worry too much about that.'

To that end, Camellia called Ingrid to finish the work that needed to be done first.

A purge is a purge, and other than that, it involves the three denominations that need to be worked on separately.

One is to support Paladin Lord Aleph, who has joined hands with him, with both capital and manpower to weed out those who call themselves the 'Gishinhoe' who live inside the Rugal Church.

The other task is to help Lihier, who is barely able to close the hole in his neck and begin to breathe, and to grow him to the point where he can raise awareness again for Red Purge like in the past.

What is most needed now for that is,

This is a qualitative improvement of the Spy Knights, whose numbers have now been greatly reduced.

'Too many people were used up when holding the long sword. If so, we need to improve it at least qualitatively.'

For other matters, it is possible to have some officials carry out the work blindfolded, but the Intelligence Knights are an organization managed only by Camellia alone.

The number of members of the Spy Knights is filled by Camellia constantly asking people to make a list of suitable people and scouting them through interviews herself.

However, according to what I felt from what I had previously sent to deal with the Longsword, there is no point in having an organization that was so difficult to form crumble like leaves being swept into a bonfire every time something this big is done.

So she decided.

“Ingrid.”

“Please order.”

“I have to bring the blood chalice.”

“... Yes?”

“It’s okay. I'm not planning on doing anything to you.”

Ingrid stiffened at the mention of the Blood Holy Grail.

“It will be used by spy knights. As the last thing before the wish ceremony, I will give you an order. All you have to do is go to the Black Land and receive the Holy Grail from Runner Scarlett.”

Blood Chalice.

Ingrid knows what it is.

When Ingrid and her fellow witch hunters came to Camellia, it was the power of semi-immortality that Camellia gave them in exchange for their obedience.

Therefore, for Ingrid, the Blood Holy Grail is an object that she is reluctant to use because it is an object that requires absolute obedience to her colleagues who share the same ideas as her.

“... Since you commanded me, I will obey. Princess.”

“Of course it should be.”

“But do you think Scarlett, the leader, will hand over the Holy Grail of Blood?”

Ingrid showed very little resistance to the reluctant mission.

“The reason the suzerain showed us the Blood Holy Grail before was because His Majesty, the first emperor of the empire, received a promise of loyalty along with a promise to use the Blood Holy Grail for the imperial family just once if desired, so he showed it to us in order to keep that promise. . But isn't that oath now gone? I don't think she would actually show me the Blood Holy Grail or even put it in my hands...”

“There are a lot of concerns.”

“... Doesn’t the princess know that it has to be that way? She is the squire, and I am a woman whose blood runs through my body.”

However, since the rebellion was understandable considering the relationship between the head of the clan and Ingrid, who inherited her blood, Camellia thought it was an appropriate question and generously forgave her.

“It’s okay. From the beginning, I had considered the case where Scarlett did not follow my instructions.”

Runner Scarlett.

Among the numerous different races within the empire, a woman who bowed her head to the empire even though she was the only squire.

-Most people know this.

However, only a few people know the truth.

Scarlett, the leader of the clan, came to visit the Stayers who were at a loss as to what to do with her.

He ostensibly swore loyalty, saying that he would become his vassal on the condition that the place that was his territory be recognized as his territory.

‘Black earth. Did you call me to ask you to visit that shitty land where nothing grows? Holy shit. It's a shame that the wish ceremony starts right after work is over. I didn't want to meet you, no matter what happened.'

Ingrid took a long sigh and received precise instructions from the princess.

“I will tolerate one rebellion, but I will not tolerate it twice. Ingrid.”

“... I will keep this in mind.”

“Receive the blood chalice from the squire. However, if Scarlett rejects it, just come back. It will be simple.”

“I understand. However, since I am also a vassal of the princess, there is an attitude that must be taken according to policy, so I dare to ask.”

“If it’s that much of a question, I’ll accept it.”

“What do you plan to do if the lord does not follow the princess’s instructions? I think our strength is much weaker now compared to the old days, but our opponent is still Jongju.”

Camellia snorts and answers Ingrid's concerns.

“Heh. Okay. If it were me before, I would have made up my mind, but now I have Lee Rim. If Scarlett tries to defy the will of the Empire, send him to be purged.”

'Ugh- you're sending the bishop?'

Ingrid vomited inwardly at the princess's confident appearance.

Runner Scarlett.

The exact name is-

[Run of the Vampires – Blood Demon Scarlet Veil Blood]

She is the origin of the vampires that existed since the ancient kingdoms began to fall, and she is a woman who has her own castle in the black earth where no one wants to set foot.

And at the same time-

It is also a monster that two huge religious denominations tried to subdue before it became an empire, but were destroyed instead.

'Well, if it's the current bishop... don't you think we might fight as equals? Honestly, I don't know. It's the only time I've met the sect.'

So, even though Ingrid felt sick to her stomach, she tried to take the command and retreat.

“Then, I will hurry and come back.”

“So be it. When I return, I will tell you some important news.”

“... Important news, you mean?”

“Yes. Really important news.”

Ingrid, who was about to leave for the last time, was questioning Camellia's meaningful smile for a moment before the princess waved her hand and hurriedly left.

'ruler. Then, the reward to give to Ingrid upon her return is to hand over the information that she is still keeping hidden, that the Rugal Church asked that woman, Setias, to marry the Feudal King.'

After thinking that far, the princess stretched out her legs for a moment and laid down on the chair.

everything is perfect

The purge after the wish ceremony was always prepared from the beginning as a second plan in case of an emergency, so it will be accomplished easily, and it will not take long for Ingrid to obtain the Holy Grail of Blood.

Even if you don't get it, you can just send Lee Rim to deal with Jongju, which has always been a concern.

So what comes into Camellia’s hands now is-

A knight who boasts the highest growth rate, having already banished the devil to Hell for the second time, fought against the giant Sotok, and even subdued the Dawn Priest's rebellion.

And by kissing the Blood Holy Grail, the Spy Knights become semi-immortal like Ingrid and her fellow Witch Hunters.

With those things, Camellia would no longer have to be afraid even if Rugal's real priests, members of the 'Kishinkai', carried out a radical plan -

Above all, Red Purge possesses,

'One of the strongest forces and a deterrent.'

When his relationship with 'Reflector Shion', who shares his interests and is currently willingly working as a spy, goes sour, it becomes the best deterrent against her.

“Ja, Scarlet, and Cyan. What judgment will you make?”

On the table where Camellia is looking, smiling even showing her teeth.

There was a black knight standing on the scale on behalf of Irim, and two red and white queens standing on the opposite scale, representing the lord and saint.

        
            Saint Xian of Red Purge.

at the same time-

Xian, Camellia's spy.

After hearing those two things in succession, my mind was now slowly overloaded.

“... So-”

“Concurrent positions. She is a saint and a spy.”

“Saint and spy.”

“Yes. That's right. Hehe-”

'Why on earth are you talking about such a story with such a smug expression on your face?'

As the saint lay down on the floor, she smiled at me with a proud face.

A saint from Red Purge who introduced herself as a saint and a spy.

Accept reality with equanimity.

'How can those two things coexist?'

After all, she is a saint.

The common image of a saint is that she is someone who controls people's pain, accepts them, listens to their concerns, and heals them with charity, love, and devotion.

Of course, excluding God, unlike beings who hold official positions such as the Pope, Cardinal, or Bishop, this is not a proper position, but a position in name only.

Still, compared to high-ranking priests, they meet a lot more people and at the same time contribute to renewing the image of the diocese.

'That kind of saint is also a spy.'

So, by my standards, even if I tried to guess why the saint was working as a spy for Camellia, it was difficult to understand.

'What merit is there in acting as an internal enemy of one's own sect?'

Still, for now, it is certain that they are not enemies.

The fact that he revealed his identity in front of me, Camellia's knight and spy, means that he came to me because he had something to discuss, or that he may have received a secret message from Camellia and came to convey it.

“... Would you like to wake up?”

“Thank you. Please lend me a hand.”

Rustle-

I wake up first and Sian holds my hand.

Flash!

Stumble-

“Oh my...”

“Oh, sorry.”

However, because her body was lighter than expected, Sian ended up leaning on my arm just as she was lifted up.

Sian looks up at me, slightly raises his half-closed eyes, and says.

“Please be careful. I am a woman who is more fragile than you think and more fragile than I appear.”

“... Because weak people usually don’t say they are weak out of their own mouth.”

“Is that so? Then I guess I shouldn't show it from next time. Huhuhu-”

Si-an, who barely managed to stand up, continued to shake off the fallen leaves from her body.

In the meantime, I never let go of my doubts until the very end, and I was wondering if the conversation in which Xian introduced himself as a spy was a ploy to deceive me and escape the current situation.

And it seemed like Xian had read all the thoughts I had.

“Calm. You don't have to look at it too suspiciously. Let me explain it all. About how I, a saint, am working as a spy for the princess.”

“... Has everything been revealed?”

“It’s all visible on the face. Just like a little while ago, you're not good at lying.”

“There are quite a few people who get eaten.”

“Of course, there are many people who can be fooled with that level of acting. But keep in mind.”

“What do you mean?”

When I was told to keep in mind, I looked at Sian's lips to focus on what she was saying, but Sian didn't answer right away and suddenly started saying something strange.

“Culture. This may be obvious, but have you been to the capital?”

“I’ve been there a few times.”

“Then have you ever seen a theater? In the capital, there is a street lined with theaters that can be called a theater street.”

Xian's words remind me of watching the opera with the princess.

“... I saw an opera with Princess Camellia once.”

Although the content was a play adapted from a fairy tale into an opera, the reality was mainly a hunt by spies who were following us.

“Then the story will be quick. The empire's nobles enjoy theater. Like me, most nobles' hobby these days is theater. And there is a reason for it.”

“What is it?”

“Theatre. This is a training center for political battles where you can read your opponent’s facial expressions.”

“... This is my first time hearing this expression and I'm already sick of it.”

“Hehe. The bishop seems to dislike politics.”

“To be precise, it is not that I am not interested, but rather that I hope no harm comes to me. I am also the princess's knight.”

“I see. I understand that feeling. Anyway, the audience looks at the faces of the actors in the theater.”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

“Of course. It's natural. The only difference is that ordinary citizens pay attention to the beauty of art, and nobles pay attention to the acting of actors.”

“... What does it mean?”

Saint Xian.

She was the image I had in my mind of a saint and didn't seem to have much of a connection to that aspect, but she seemed to be amused and started talking about how nobles watched plays.

“Nobles who become officials early on and become involved in politics look at the faces of actors to find out the characteristics of those who act. What is especially surprising is that if there is an actor who cannot concentrate on his acting, that day becomes a day when that person receives more attention from nobles than the lead role in a play.”

“... I think it's a slightly tasteless way of enjoying culture.”

“For them, watching a performance is treated as a class rather than a viewing. You should get something in return for the tuition you pay. It's surprisingly fun, right? Do you know it’s a method?”

“If the method I know is correct, well. I think it means acting so immersed in acting that it makes you feel like you've become that person.”

“That's right. In a person who is acting possessed, the acting is not visible. Everything he talks about is his own story, the truth, and sincerity. But right now, 'After the play, what should I eat for dinner tonight?' 'Should I buy something on the way?' 'I want to go to the bathroom.' Well, people who think like this often look away when they make eye contact with the audience while spitting out lines. It's pretty fun.”

“... It really tastes bad.”

“Correction. This is a class. Class.”

As Sian smiled and flicked her fingers left and right, she no longer looked like a saint, but she continued speaking like a noble with vicious tastes.

“Anyway, politicians use the lessons they learned on their own through theater to use on others. Look at the faces of the people who came to visit the family, and incorporate how the actors behaved while performing the play. It then determines whether you are lying or not.”

“Is it a trading corporation or something like that?”

“Association. There are some similarities. The direction the pupils face. Pupil size. The direction of your body and where your hands are when you say important words, and the tremor or hesitation in your speech. The number of times your eyes blink. etc. I take everything as information and am convinced that it is false.”

Sian told me all those things and then looked at me as if asking me what I thought.

So, I expressed my appreciation for the information she provided.

“... I understand.”

“What do you mean?”

“I just try to live honestly from now on.”

As soon as I started listening to it, I tried to learn the contemplative method, but after hearing the last story, I decided that it was not an area for me to touch on and decided to give up.

“... Hehehe - I see. Actually, that's the best way.”

And Sian also bowed, saying that he had thought about it well.

“Then, let me formally greet you again and introduce myself. Princess of the Empire. My name is Xian, the Saint Reflector of Red Purge who is working as a spy for the 2nd Princess Camellia.”

“This is Lee Rim, a bishop, a knight, and also a spy.”

After reconfirming each other's locations, Sian introduces himself.

I decided to listen to her words, considering the possibility that the previous story itself was actually a topic to distract me in order to completely reassure me.

“Symbiosis. The princess and I have a relationship of mutual understanding. Camellia gives me measures to improve relations with other denominations or threats near the Red Purge parish. In return, I give Camellia information about the subversives within the Red Purge.”

“In short, he is someone who seeks to prosper the religious order by selling internal information.”

“Blind spot. Let’s not deny it.”

“But you can’t trust me right away. Can you show me the evidence?”

“evidence. Right now, neither the bishop nor I have anything to prove to each other that we are Camellia’s vassals, right?”

“I will understand if you tell me information that only Camellia's spies know.”

It may be a bit frustrating, but you have to be careful until the end.

Even considering the possibility that what the saint in front of me said was all a lie, she told me to provide evidence that could convince me.

“Rationale. It's a preparation for convincing... Two things will suffice?”

“Try it.”

Then, Sian crossed his arms and stroked his chin, then suddenly opened a finger.

“Good. From now on, I will tell you all about the identities of the spies who have ties to Princess Camellia.”

Then she began to talk about information that no one but a fellow spy of the princess could know.

        
            Sian speaks with one finger stretched out.

“Information. Lehier's spy is Witch Hunter Ingrid.”

“...”

And from there, Sian's finger was stretched out one more time.

“And, Rugal’s spy is Paladin Lord Aleph.”

“...”

One more finger is extended in succession, signifying Aleph.

“Oh, indeed. Rugal's spies were originally separate spies. I heard that Lord Aleph has become the main player now.”

“... I see.”

Afterwards, Sian's finger spread out again.

“And the Red Purge's agent is me. I wonder if there was any need to say it.”

Then she showed me the palm of her hand by extending the other finger as well.

“The fifth is the bishop.”

And as she held it tightly, she also revealed the existence of the last spy.

“I wonder if I should talk about the Spy Knights separately, but I will tell you about this as well. You probably know that.”

“...”

I know everything, everything.

In addition to knowing everything about spies, Xian also knew about the existence of Princess Camellia's spy knights.

Then there is nothing more to say.

Even if the spies who showed their faces on the surface could say what they guessed, the existence of the spy knights that Camellia was hiding from the world was not so easy to find out.

“Now, is that enough? Of course, you may feel that it is not enough. Because I didn't really talk about one thing properly.”

“Aleph, are you talking about the person who was originally Rugal’s spy before?”

“Yes. I know that there was another one of Rugal's spies who was originally a spy, but I don't know much about that because neither the princess nor herself said it was difficult to handle.

“... is enough.”

With those words, the verification was enough.

'Even if Ingrid's identity is the same, the fact that she also knows about Aleph, who recently joined hands with the princess, cannot be ignored.'

It is also understandable that he is a spy based on a consensus of interests.

Ingrid is a spy, but she is treated as if she were the princess's dagger.

Therefore, she did not know about the existence of a spy who was originally in Rugal and a spy hiding in the Red Purge even before Aleph became the princess's spy.

However, Sian and Camellia's relationship was a bit similar to the relationship between Peria and I, from the perspective of partners or equal interests, exchanging what each other wanted, so it seemed like they were sharing all important news.

Kuuk-

After talking for a long time, Sian was glad that the misunderstanding had finally been resolved, so he belatedly patted his chest where I had hit him and complained of pain.

“... Ugh, pain. You pressed too hard.”

“... I'm sorry if you got sick, but don't forget that responsibility lies with you as well.”

“But still, my physical abilities are not that great.”

After hearing those words, he takes a closer look at the saint.

A saintess who had introduced herself as weak a little while ago and displayed strange sword skills.

Short stature, arms without a single muscle, eyes that are constantly squinting due to poor vision, and-

A plain body shape with no protruding parts.

“... I guess so. It might have hurt less if I had stayed out a bit.”

As soon as I saw her flat chest, I remembered how hard I had pressed it with my arms, and I thought it must have been quite painful.

If it had been a witch hunter with as much fat on its upper body as a sheep horn on its head, it would have been able to absorb the shock sufficiently.

And Sian, who had been talking about the physiognomy method of reading an actor's facial expressions a little while ago, realized everything about my inner feelings that I had not dared to tell him and protested.

“... Annoying. Please don't make me angry. If you were the current bishop who didn't even notice the presence of dark spiders just a moment ago, I can still cut them down as much as you want. By the way, I heard it from Hirem, so don’t worry. Didn’t you say that he is the one who will be resurrected even if he dies?”

“... Excuse me.”

Was I giving him an explicit look without realizing it?

As Xian looked in this direction and tried to raise his sword again, we calmly turned our gaze in the other direction and began walking outside the forest, discussing the purpose of our visit.

-------------------------------

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

I walk down the forest path to the sound of Sian's slow footsteps and talk to her.

“Greetings. Today I was just following you to let people know who I am.”

“What is your purpose in following Hir’em?”

“I have sent letters several times, but Princess Camellia has never introduced Bishop Lee Rim to me, so I wanted to meet him in person.”

“Me?”

“Yes. I followed Hirem because I wanted to know what kind of person you are in Red Purge.”

It seems that Xian's question, which attempted to distinguish friends from enemies, was not a lie.

She only said that when she heard that Princess Camellia had accepted me, she thought she would send me to her in the near future.

But there was a lot less connection than I thought.

Lihier, who was on the verge of decline and had to step into many dangerous levels, needed my help quite a bit, and Rugal, although not as much, had been so quiet up until now that I unexpectedly accepted the major and Aleph as a spy when I asked him to dig into the secret. It continued to this day.

On the other hand, there is nothing going on with Red Purge in the first place.

At least from here on, it is Saint Xian's claim, but if there are any signs of behavior that could be called major friction, all such disturbing movements are being dealt with before they even spark a spark in Xian's hands.

Therefore, Camellia, who was only trying to send me to the right place and where I was really needed, could not risk the loss of a wrong appointment and send me to Red Purge without any reason.

“-So, if I want to talk to the bishop, I have no choice but to approach him in this way.”

“Still, isn’t that too self-righteous? No, I followed Hirem, so even if I don't mean to be self-righteous... I'm sure there will be quite a bit of harsh criticism from Red Purge's main school.”

“cognition. Of course it is.”

“Who knows that-”

“Still, I did it because I knew that the punishment I would face would not be that much.”

“Yes? What do you mean by that?”

“To what extent was the gate opened by mobilizing waiting wizards to transfer troops, knights, or higher-level characters in case of emergency-

The dogmatism of Saint Hirem. I knew where Hirem was going, so I followed him in a hurry to protect him.”

“...”

“It is far from our Red Fudge diocese to the bishop’s diocese. The full story of this incident will be written on a separate sheet that I left among the piles of documents that I have roughly processed, so you will understand. Soon, the school will try to hire a nearby ferry driver to take care of us. We will leave when our church's priests stop by nearby during the wishing ceremony. So don’t pay too much attention to it.”

“... You have planned everything thoroughly.”

“Humility. In addition to being a deterrent to the Red Purge, I am also responsible for working as a spy and protecting a person equivalent to the position of the Czar or the Pope of another church, so it is only natural that I must be excellent at civil affairs.”

Resourceful.

While Hir'em is performing her role as a saint and commander in the Red Purge, Xian is said to be reviewing most diplomatic issues as a saint and bureaucrat.

Since it was such a situation, information sharing with Camellia was being done quietly without anyone finding out, and measures were taken to prevent what happened this time from becoming such a big deal, so there was no need to worry.

After hearing the whole story and almost leaving the forest, what comes to mind is-

This is a story about the strength and deterrence she showed.

‘I said it was a deterrent. He also said he was in charge of protecting the Pope.'

Sian can be said to be quite grandiose when it comes to introducing himself, but he spoke confidently as if he didn't lie.

Contrary to her introduction, she appears somewhat unstable as she makes her way through the forest.

chin-

“... Ugh-!”

As the saint walked forward, she stumbled on a stone and was about to fall.

chin-

“Can’t you be more careful?”

“... Phew - excuse me. I have astigmatism, so I can’t see well.”

“Then, you should at least wear some glasses or artifacts...”

“There is also a reason. The sword I am wielding takes up a large portion of my eyes.”

'It's going to turn.'

It's already the third time that I've caught someone's arm and stopped him from falling.

With such a weak physical ability, I don't know how on earth I got inside where Noan and I were without being caught in a trap.

'At first glance, it didn't feel like it was unmanned at all. What was that? That sword.'

A fragile body that tends to fall even if the balance is slightly off.

A basic level of downward striking posture that does not even feel the ‘Mu’ character.

but,

The aforementioned story about Red Purge's deterrent action can only be felt as a joke, but this woman clearly defeated her.

That too-

It was quite difficult to make a scratch with my magic sword, so I had to replace it with a black sword.

As it was right after seeing that, I couldn't let go of the tension even as I anxiously watched Sian trying to fall next to me.

        
            Going back a little bit, when Sian and I were about to leave.

I approached the spider to make sure it was dead, and was relieved to see the motionless purple creature.

Still, a confirmed kill was necessary.

So I beheaded him with a magic sword.

To be exact, I tried to cut it, but I couldn't.

'When Xian turned around, I tried to remove the spider's head with the magic sword just in case, but it wasn't as easy as I thought. Although I cut it right away with the black sword.'

Very occasionally, there are demon beasts that survive without dying even after receiving wounds that would have obviously killed them.

Those who survived like that -

Accumulate experience.

And in the next fight, it becomes even stronger and becomes a monster that attacks humans, a unique entity or a spin-off entity that can be bitten, and is also called a "named" among adventurers, causing trouble.

To prevent that, I picked up a sword with the intention of killing the spider, but when I stabbed it between its head and body with the magic sword, it bounced back, which made me a little confused.

However, Saint Xian clearly did not display magical power when swinging the sword.

'I cut down the magical beast with such a clumsy swing. The sword didn't even touch the beast's body. However, it's not like I have feet that are so fast that I can't see them. It wasn't even a kick to begin with, and the next swing cut him. I didn't even use magical power. 'What kind of secret does he have?'

A quest that is taking place without me even realizing it.

The opponent was clearly a human cooperating with Camellia, so there was no reason to be hostile towards him, but before I knew it, I was trying to dig up his sword.

It seems that because I was with Hwarim for a long time, I developed a natural habit of comparing myself with my enemies and checking the gap.

“... It really doesn't seem like anything special.”

“... Didn’t you say something rude just now?”

“No. Nothing happened.”

So I turned my head forward without realizing it, and now I knew for sure.

If Saint Xian's sword had been pointed at me, I would have been cut straight.

‘Is it intuition? I can feel the gap in skills that clearly.'

Even if I was wearing Deshade's armor, it was a sword strike that made me think, 'I might have been cut.'

The saint who had come to our church with Hirem had abilities completely opposite to what she appeared on the outside, so I returned to the parish feeling a little chill in the back of my neck.

-------------------------------

“Ugh... It’s finally arrived?”

“Hahahaha! I'm so exhausted! great job. Alchemist girl.”

“That's right. Still, you are thankful? Because I had the young lady, I was able to complete the long expedition safely.”

Pugh-

phut! phut!

The hygges, who had not yet arrived at the parish, kept walking forward and passed by, striking Farewell on the back as he stopped walking.

“... Mr. Lee- Really! If you knew that, please support it. I'm not a hunter like you!”

Farewell, looking at the hygges who passed him by and complaining, stopped on the road for a moment.

and,

“Seeueueueup-”

Take a deep breath,

“Fuuuu-”

I exhale and look at the parish.

“... I went there. My workshop.”

The expedition is over.

We finally arrived at the parish, Leven.

“Really, it took a really long time.”

An expedition of hygges who set off to hunt Federiul.

Wahahahahahahaha-

Seeing the spirits and hygges, who are now quite close to each other, meeting for the first time in a while and smiling and greeting each other, makes me feel like I'm back home.

“Home... home.”

Then, what I felt was the word ‘home’ that came to mind again without me even realizing it.

Until the expedition, Farewell had only considered the workshop as a workshop, and had never thought of it as home.

After returning from a long expedition to the workshop, I felt refreshed as I felt that the current workshop was a building prepared just for me and a home where I could breathe in comfortable air whenever I returned.

“... Aha - So our bishop worked so hard to get a house like this.”

So Farewell, who came to understand, albeit slightly, why Lee Rim went through so much trouble before coming from the Kingdom Union to the Empire, thought that he should work even harder on the backlog from now on.

“... Well, okay. It starts now. I need to hurry up and make some medicine.”

There is a lot to do.

The medicine he had told Irim to take every morning must have been running low, and Morsling also seemed to have settled down in the village while he was away.

So, I planned to quickly bring him back and start with him all the hypotheses and verification experiments I was thinking about during the expedition.

“First, go home and unpack. I also separately documented all the conversations I had with Federiel...”

Farewell was quietly carrying his bag and heading to the workshop, leaving behind people congratulating him on his victory.

“... Huh? What is this?”

The window of the workshop had somehow changed while I was away.

And shards of glass are slightly visible among the fallen grass below.

When Farewell saw this, he realized that someone had secretly broken into his workshop.

“... Holy shit - Feria, really! I asked you to help me lock the door to the workshop!”

Farewell entrusted the key to the workshop to Feria before leaving Leven, semi-forcibly and semi-voluntarily by the hygges.

On the way, Morsling would arrive at the parish first, so he gave him a key to use his facilities and asked that no one else be allowed in. Farewell looked at all the circumstances and realized at a glance that this was not followed. Realized.

Sigh- Sigh-

“Oh really. It annoys me as soon as I arrive. I really need to protest this. Even looking at it this way, I’m considered a high-quality human resource? A workshop with such high-quality personnel? Is it possible to bring in an intruder like this without any preparation?!”

After opening the door and checking to see what was missing, Farewell climbs the hill, grinning.

For some reason, it was a bonus that he noticed an item he had never made, the [Atmosphere] made by Razael, located in one corner of the workshop.

So from now on, Farewell was planning to find Feria right away and relieve all the stress that had been accumulated by Ruba and the other hygges.

After a while, Farewell had no choice but to calm down his anger when he saw Peria covered in bandages with runes for suppressing physical activation all over her body.

That was when Farewell was climbing the hill and thinking of the words he wanted to say to Peria.

“... Huh? What is that again?”

What caught Feria's eyes was Bishop Lee Rim, who had just come out of the forest and was walking towards the parish, and the sight of a woman he had never seen before.

The woman wearing clothes with the style of the Red Fudge oriental cult had the same black hair as Lee Rim, so for Farewell, it was the third time she had seen black hair in her life.

The saintly woman, Xian, has such a sense of appreciation that you will fall in love just by looking at her as she walks gracefully.

However, that was not the reason why Sian walking next to Lee Rim caught Farewell's attention.

“... It's going to spin. Is there anyone there? Don't you have any? In the first place, is it true that it exists in this world?”

The appearance of Saint Sian captured in Farewell's soul poem is-

No clear image was captured.

Lee Rim was clearly walking straight, but Xian next to him was-

I was walking in the sky,

I was walking in front of Lee Rim,

Or was walking behind him,

I could see him walking even through the ground.

The appearance of Xi'an where it feels as if several people exist at the same time, without being clearly visible like astigmatism.

All directions are natural, and it is normal for two or more people to overlap at the same time. In extreme cases, when the Xian raises his arm, more than a hundred Xian can appear for a moment.

Peeing-

“... Oh, man-”

Thanks to this, Farewell accepted the information within the range of his perception, so he became dizzy and collapsed in his seat.

“Why on earth are there monsters like that around our church...?”

Glancing-

Startle!

And although no one was looking at Farewell, only Sian quietly raised his finger when he saw Farewell sitting on the floor.

‘Shhh-’

What the finger raised to the mouth means.

That was a silent warning from her regarding the abnormalities in Xian that Farewell had discovered.

‘What kind of person is that-’

That was when Farewell, surprised that Sian had discovered him from afar, lowered his goggles to get a more accurate picture of Sian.

'Be quiet and keep your hands off me.'

“What?”

To Farewell's ears, Sian's voice felt as if she was speaking right next to him, and Farewell remained frozen in place, listening to her whispers.

‘I am the Saint of Red Purge, Xian. I have no intention of harming your denomination or the bishop. So - you little alchemist with insight. Regarding my shaky existence, I hope you will consider it a slight obstacle and be generous with it.'

“...”

'Of course, if not-

'I have an idea too, right?'

A voice I had never heard before came into my head, and at the end, Sian even let out a playful laugh, saying 'huhu-'.

“... Okay. I'll be quiet.”

Sian spoke as a favor, and although she was only saying it because she had no other way to stop Farewell from revealing her identity, Farewell took her words as a threat.

Nodding-

“...?”

Then, from afar, Sian bowed her head to Farewell as an apology, and Lee Rim only saw her suddenly stopping, not knowing why Sian was doing that.

“... Because I'm going to be quiet. Disappear quickly.”

So Sian went up to the church with Lee Rim, and Farewell sat there for a while, barely able to control his shocked heart.

“Really, really... There are only strange things around Mr. Bishop...”

phut! phut!

Farewell gets up and shakes off his pants, which are full of dirt because he didn't change after returning from the expedition.

“... It's almost pitiful at this point, but should I at least look at the star rating even if it's not my major?”

And, thinking that I should take some time during the wish ceremony to seriously check the scales for Lee Rim, I started looking for Peria again.

        
            The day dawned.

A morning where the sun shines brightly but doesn't feel hot at all.

If you look down through the window of the house, you can see smoke coming from all over the parish, evidence of breakfast being cooked, and the smell of food wafting in through the cracks in the door makes you think you may have overslept a little.

Rustle-

“Ugh... Lee Rim. Did you wake up?”

“Thistle. Are you awake?”

Sniff-sniff-

“... Well, I guess I overslept.”

“I think so.”

And Thistle, who smelled food like me, had the same thought.

“Keuuu...”

I turn around because I hear the sound of thistle waking up.

bruise...

Thistle's eyelids were half-open as he woke up, and the bleary eyes inside were telling him that he needed to get up quickly, but that it wasn't going to be easy.

Thistle is very weak in the morning.

They say that if I let it go, I will somehow come to my senses on my own, but there is no reason to do that since I am not alone in this room now.

“...”

Just go up to Thistle on the bed-

side.

I gave him a light kiss on the cheek.

Then Thistle was dazed, placed her hand on her cheek at the surprise kiss, smiled, and opened her eyes completely.

“... Oh my. What's going on? Lee Rim. I've been this proactive since morning.”

“I thought I should wake up quickly as it was late.”

“Is that it?”

“... Of course, he looks cute when he's asleep.”

“... Hehehehehehe-”

Thistle wrapped her hair around her fingers and hid her wandering mouth.

He seemed to be fully awake now.

So we decide to move quickly.

“Then I have to wash it...”

I thought a bit about what order to do.

There is no option not to wash.

Thistle, who came to visit me last night, seemed even more aggressive than usual, and of course the reason was that Enin and Hwarim had finally allowed me to go beyond just my mind to my body.

The two people must have been satisfied with that night, so they didn't come right away the next night. Maybe it should be considered an alternative, but Thistle came up to the bed just as she came that night and kept asking about what kind of night they spent with the two, so they answered faithfully. I gave it.

'is it so? Enin and Hwarim also worked really hard. I'm really, really proud.'

'Yes. what.'

'...'

'... why?'

'So, you two did this to me?'

'yes? What is that- Oh, now, wait! Are you ready yet-!'

Of course, while asking about the two people's tastes, Thistle was a little embarrassed because he was trying things that the two people had done that he had never done before on the night I spent with him.

It wasn't jealousy or anything like that, she was truly enjoying expanding the scope of sexual knowledge she had lacked until now, so I couldn't refuse her.

So, as I had a rough night, I have to wash up and go down.

“Lee Lim. Would you like to wash first? I will just offer my morning prayer to Deshade.”

“Oh, that’s right.”

“Yes.”

Thistle told me to go into the bathroom inside the room first, so I grabbed a towel and went inside to close the door.

Then, when I saw Thistle on the bed praying politely with her hands together, I felt regretful about closing the door, so I watched that scene for a while and finally closed the door.

Thistle was naked, with only her breasts slightly covered by the edge of the blanket.

His hair is a little messed up from the aftermath of last night's affair, and it would never be possible to see him praying with his hands folded on his bed instead of in the church. If members of other denominations saw him, they might say he was insincere and unfaithful, but in the first place. Deshade doesn't care about that.

What I would say to the church member who said such a thing, assuming that such a thing has happened, is that any of you have ever had a father-daughter relationship with the God you serve.

'Recently, you said you felt like you were slowly feeling Deshade's energy again.'

And it is said that Thistle's prayers are reaching Deshade, albeit slowly.

Deshade became an evil spirit and walked into hell.

Unlike prayers that reach heaven, prayers that go to hell are not easily reached. Thistle said, but actually, I don't know the details.

'... I guess I'll have to follow Thistle and pray to Deshade at least once.'

Anyway, Thistle said that although the prayers he prays every day are small, they are still heading towards where Deshade is, and since his work at the Dawn Priest is over, he feels as if Deshade's energy and sound are coming from the other side. .

This may be because Thistle's desperate feelings were included in the prayer, and Deshade is also recovering almost all of his strength like Asmodeus in hell.

Shootaaa!

'pray. Um... Oh, really. Still, there’s something about prayer that I hate. It's okay to think of Deshade once in a while, just in passing, but for some reason, I still feel uncomfortable praying.'

It was a time when I was thinking about many things while taking a quick shower and lathering my body with soap.

Sigh-

'huh?'

When I couldn't open my eyes due to the foam flowing down from my head, I heard the sound of the shower room door opening.

and-

It’s soggy!

“... Uh, what? Thistle?!”

“Hehehe- Lee Rim. The prayer is over.”

Thistle came in and pressed against my back.

“Yes. Well, I understand that. I haven't washed it all yet-”

“Yes. I know. So?”

“... Weren’t you waiting for me to come out after washing up?”

“Hehe. Is that necessary? It's late, wouldn't it be better to quickly wash up and go down?”

“That makes sense. It makes sense, but...”

“So, I’ll take some bubbles.”

Thistle hugs me from behind and catches the foam on my body.

When it comes to efficiency, it may be efficient because it also saves time.

Still, there are definitely unexpected problems that will arise in this way.

“... Oh my, Lee Rim. Is it morning?”

“Well, I don’t think that’s what the person who gave the cause would say.”

“Hehehe... It’s okay. Actually, I felt a little disappointed at the end yesterday, so I'll just say this lightly. As it was morning, I came in just to give a little help.”

“... I have a lot to do today too.”

“Yes. So, let’s start with a refreshing, refreshing morning, right?”

“... Phew, yes, yes. Okay.”

Thistle's hand, which wrapped around me from behind, moves downward.

And I accepted Thistle's hand, thinking that I was going to have a pretty strong and energetic start in the morning.

This is what Thistle felt like before he put on his priestly uniform.

The moment I get dressed and go outside, Thistle is clearly Deshade's apostle, but for now, she exists as Thistle who loves me.

so,

In the end, the two of us were able to come downstairs when everyone else was almost finished eating, and that was how the parish morning began.

-------------------------------

“So, Bishop. What are you going to do today?”

“... You wouldn’t know it if you looked at it?”

Hirem appeared in front of me holding a shovel.

If we count the days, this is the second day Hirem has been staying in our parish.

As the two saints searched for the largest building they could accommodate, they had no choice but to vacate a large house closest to their home, and this was the morning Hirem spent the night there with Sian.

I had already started the morning late, so Hirem, who had just come out of the house, stopped me as I was busy carrying a shovel and going out.

“I’m not sure. What is that?”

“You don’t know how to use a shovel?”

“No. I know it's a shovel, but I was wondering why you were holding a shovel.”

Hirem looked at the shovel I was holding with an expression that said it wasn't worth it, so I told him the reason.

“I have to hold a funeral.”

“Funeral? Who died?”

“It’s been a while since he died...”

funeral.

To be exact, the road that was set out to create a graveyard.

'I guess it doesn't matter if I explain it in detail.'

It seemed like she wouldn't back down unless she heard a clear reason, so I told her everything honestly.

“Hmm... Since she is a saint, I believe she will not reveal it anywhere else. Do you swear?”

“As long as it’s not serious, it’s okay.”

“If that’s the case, I’ll tell you later. Today we are going to hold the funeral of the Dunpriest family.”

“Yes? Dawn Priest?”

Hirem looked surprised at my words.

Either way, I had to hurry up and dig a hole so Thistle could start working, so all I could think of was to quickly get rid of Hir'em.

And Hirem told the story as expected.

“Aren’t the Counts of Dawn Priest the leaders of this rebellion? I know that it was announced to the public by the royal family. Dunpriest County, Ambrosia. From there, the count was preparing to revolt against the imperial family. I even heard that the bishop and Lehi suppressed the devil by banishing it after being reported by a family member who had not yet forgotten his loyalty. Isn't that right?”

“You know very well. Now then, please get out of the way.”

As I pass by Hir'em, I wonder if the cart I used before was probably in a nearby warehouse.

... tata tatak-

Then Hirem followed closely next to me, as if he was not tired, and continued talking.

“They are traitors. Are you saying you want to hold a funeral for traitors? Bishop.”

“Is there any problem?”

“Disgusting people.”

I stop at Hirem’s words.

“Those who rebelled against the empire. In return for their loyalty to the royal family, they received a sunny land in the deepest part of the inland that can be reached by sea. But they didn't do anything after that. Our Red Fudge was also aware of it. The Dawn Priest was staying away from the eyes of the imperial family, except for making mandatory reports to the Stayer.”

“... Still, you stayed quiet in Red Purge?”

“Red Purge is a denomination after all. It's not okay to cross the line. The relationship between the imperial family and the count family is something that should not be involved or even talked about. And the Count family was using it to forge blades in their own bushes. That's why I said it was disgusting.”

Hirem's words are certainly correct.

Although she feels like a person with a twisted personality, when she thinks about the position of the empire, she is completely loyal.

Even Hirem, who always moves radically, is aware of the strangeness of the Dawn Priests, but more than that, he knows that the weight and dignity of the imperial family's authority must be respected, so from the church's perspective, it is impossible to tell them to worry about that. So I didn't think about digging into the truth any further than that.

Therefore, Camellia may not like her personality, but it can be seen that she has let go of being powerful.

Therefore, from the perspective of Hir'em, who does not know the full story in detail, it is natural to think that the purification of the Dawn Priests, who are merely rebels, is not enough even if they do not leave even a finger of a corpse on the ground, let alone a graveyard.

However, that is why the suffering of the Dawn Priest family has not been discovered by anyone until now.

The story is that the groups were strangers and should not be entangled for reasons of interest, so they tried not to interfere with each other at all, and this ultimately led to the tragedy of the count family.

Regarding that, not only was it something I couldn't help but I also think that Red Purge should not be blamed.

So, without trying to deny Hir’em’s words, I only told him the more accurate starting point.

“... In fact, it is something that His Majesty the Emperor himself requested.”

“... Yes? Your Majesty the Emperor?”

“Yes. He asked me to quietly and quietly make a tombstone and hold a funeral.”

This is true.

There is a reason why we thought we would stay still and hold the count's funeral this morning.

Double handmade paper.

The princess's words were written at dawn on a bundle of paper that Camellia had entrusted to me.

However, the message was not a call like before, but rather a request to hold a funeral for the count's family.

This is a story that Camellia's father, Emperor Fredre Schaden Mortis Steyer, passed down to our church through his daughter.

Since we received the emperor's orders, we had to follow them, and I was willing to do so, so there was no reason to follow whatever Hir'em said.

“So, please do not disturb me. The Holy Maiden of the Empire and Red Purge.”

cook.

So I put my shovel on the ground to ask him not to disturb me any more and looked at Hirem.

“Ugh...”

Hirem had a dissatisfied expression on his face, but could not say anything more.

        
            A few minutes after Hir'em's protests subsided at the words of the emperor's order.

Drurrr

Hirem, who was still following me as I went from the warehouse to the cemetery to find the cart, seemed to have no intention of leaving.

and,

“... Okay.”

Hirem had no choice but to admit that he had no right to stop it.

“If it’s the Emperor’s command, then of course I have to follow it. As for His Majesty, he is someone who deserves it. Emperor Fredre, His Majesty is a man of strong affection.”

Hirem heard my story and understood it to some extent.

The emperor, who is said to be muscular yet suffering from a deep illness, is a man with a softer heart than one might think.

So, he gave the count a lenient treatment that Camellia found dissatisfying, and as if that wasn't enough, he quietly asked me to build a tomb for the count.

'... In the end, it happened because of the devil's trick, but at least he couldn't care less, and since he is a family that has served the imperial family since before the founding of the country, I will at least provide him with honor and create a tomb for him to rest in peace within the empire. That must mean it.'

I too was very impressed with his choice.

Me, who says he tries not to forget death, but really does nothing more, and the emperor, who has only been briefed verbally about a rebellion in a distant county.

Nevertheless, the emperor thinks that all of this is a tragedy caused by his own immorality and tries to take care of them even to the point of death.

So, I also agreed with the emperor's thoughts and decided to dedicate myself as Deshade's bishop for today, imitating the count's spokesperson.

“The Dawn Priest family is also a victim.”

“Yes?”

“Even though they chose to pour out their anger on the royal family in the end, they were clearly victims until then.”

“... I can't agree with that. Rebels are just rebels.”

“I didn’t specifically ask you to agree. That's what I think.”

“... Are you now supporting the ideology of the rebels?”

I look to the side.

Hirem was looking at me with an expression that he didn't understand.

But I had no intention of bending my will.

I am the sword and bishop of Deshade.

In terms of our God's only faith, they were just trying to make the best judgment within a limited environment, even if they went astray.

“... They are the ones who did their best with their lives. What more do you need? The name of the earldom disappeared and the county was reduced to rubble. Now the Dawn Priest family no longer exists in the world. That's it.”

“That shouldn’t be the case. Those with subversive intentions do not even deserve to be left behind in graveyards.”

“Everyone should rest in peace when they die. Even if the person was fighting yesterday, if he dies overnight, that should be the end of it. I am not saying that sin will disappear. This means that we should not do anything that insults the dead.”

'Do not insult the dead.'

This is what our God said.

'Live in memory of those you killed.'

This is also one of the few doctrines spoken by God.

Therefore, Thistle received wills from dead souls day and night, and even though the dead people died to us, they gave up everything and left the world with only the last words.

The work I do now in creating a graveyard also means shaking off the last lingering feelings of the Dun Priest family members who are now completely gone.

“... Bishop, you think differently from me.”

Hirem looked at me with an expression of disappointment.

I am wondering why my opinion is not the same as yours.

but,

That's normal.

“Isn’t it obvious? The saint and I are strangers after all.”

Others.

It's obvious.

There are as many egos and opinions as there are people in the world.

Therefore, the reason why I did not try to persuade Hir'em and only expressed my opinion was simply to explain the 'Emperor's Order' that could calm her dissatisfaction.

'Because I just don't think she's a woman who can be persuaded in the first place.'

That was the Hirem I felt, so I just thought that the conversation should go to that level.

“... Those are cold words.”

But for some reason, Hirem stepped back with a lonely and sad look on his face.

“... Okay. If you have work to do, I won't disturb you. For today, let’s assume that the lesson learned from what the bishop said is the gain.”

“... I'm sorry I couldn't take care of it for you.”

Hir'em turned around like that, and I belatedly thought that I had been too cold in my treatment, no matter how much we disagreed, so I spoke to her back.

“Phew... I understand. Instead, I'll join Hirem's rest tomorrow.”

“... Yes?”

“Didn’t you say you came to the parish to take a rest? We will guide you or accompany you if there is something else you would like to do.”

'If I leave it like this, it will be enough.'

I am not a person who can be treated coldly.

I think it is all part of networking activities.

Hirem is a saint of the Red Purge and has some favor toward our church, so it appears that she wanted to spend the holiday during the wish ceremony in our church.

So, although the church's work is the church's business, we must treat her appropriately as a guest, so that if something happens later, she will be able to support our church like Lehier.

'But it's a bit weird that I have to do it myself. Everyone seems reluctant to hire Hirem. In particular, Astesia views it as completely hostile, and that doesn't mean it can't be left to Luba. 'I have no choice but to act as an escort in moderation.'

Was my suggestion clearly enough to interest her?

“... Okay. Did you promise? Bishop.”

“Yes, whatever. I will give you a definite answer.”

Cheer-

When I saw Hirem looking back and smiling, I sighed inwardly, feeling that I had finally relaxed.

Jeop- Jeop- Jeop- Jeop- Jeok...

That was the moment when Hirem left and I turned around and was about to go down to the cemetery.

Rustle, rustle-

Crispy!

“Astonishment. Who would have thought that Hirem would make such a face... The bishop is a great person.”

“... Where are you appearing from?”

Saint Xian suddenly jumped out from the bushes in front and spoke to me.

“Infiltration. I guess you didn't notice. This is what it takes to be a spy.”

“A person called a saint should not be carelessly stuck in such a dirty place.”

“Dedication. A saint should not be afraid of impurity. On the contrary, a saint is someone who must purify or have the courage to embrace dirt when she sees it.”

“You speak really well...”

'Did he use his small body to get into the bushes? Still, Hirem and I were both standing in a position where we could still see the bushes. Even though I know, I don't know.'

It looks like Ingrid, who works as a spy, has a knack for hiding her presence.

While looking at her like that, I suddenly had a good idea.

“...”

“What is it?”

Sian looks up at me.

So I asked him to show his hand.

“Saint Xian.”

“Yes.”

“Hold out your hand.”

“Yes? Ah, yes.”

Then, without even knowing why, I lifted the shovel to her who held out her hand.

Get “”

chin-

He handed me a shovel.

Xian, who received the shovel, looked at me with a puzzled look and asked me.

“... What is this?”

And I,

Sigh-

He smiled and refreshingly explained why he gave Xian the shovel.

“What do you mean? It's a bug. Please come along and help me dig a hole.”

“...?! Protest! I can not understand! I am always a guest. Why do I have to help the bishop-”

“If Hir’em had known that she was continuously bothering me, she should have stopped her as a saint. This is the price you pay for neglecting it and just watching.”

“... Explosions! It's a riot! I probably won't be of any help? The bishop knows that my physical strength is weak.”

“Do you know that? In an environment where people work in occupations that require strength, such as farming. Even young children try to play their own roles to the extent they can from an early age. So, no matter how weak your physical strength is, Xi'an will be able to shovel a few times. Then let’s go.”

“Ugh...! At the very least, please hold the shovel until we arrive!”

'But you're not saying you won't do it.'

I was on my way to the cemetery with Sian, who was struggling to follow me, holding a shovel.

“Ah, here it is! Lee Rim! It’s a customer!!!”

“I thought he was at the cemetery, but when I wondered why he was so late, he seemed to be talking to someone again.”

Aila and Hwarim came up from the road leading down to the cemetery and were looking for me.

“What's going on? Both of them are neatly dressed.”

What they are wearing, unusually, is the church uniform.

'I heard that the funeral will be held after lunch after the tombstone has been erected, but the fact that they are already getting dressed must mean that something unusual has happened.'

As soon as I saw the two of them, I immediately realized that something quite bothersome had happened, as they were wearing the same clothes they had worn when they held the funeral for Rugal's victims in Sotokjeon.

And Aila confirmed it by explaining in a loud voice that it was the correct answer, just as I had guessed.

“Paladins have come from Rugal!”

“... Paladin?”

“Aleph. Did you say they were ant people? The man came to us accompanied by another paladin. They say they also used that gate or something.”

“... I'm going crazy.”

Yesterday was Red Fudge.

Today is Rugal.

Both of them came with a gate that restricted their use except in truly dangerous situations.

I've heard that the Wish Ceremony is a day when Red Purge priests go around and people take a break while waiting for it, but I can't help but wonder why there is such a constant flow of visitors to our diocese.

“Ha... Okay. I'll go right away.”

So, when I tried to change my route, thinking that Aleph had come and that I had no choice but to go, Sian sighed in relief next to me.

“Ah, whew... thank goodness. Then I guess that means there is no need to shovel. I'm so glad. Mmmmm. Of course. To say that I am a shovel is nonsense.”

When I saw that,

I decided to change my plan because I felt like something was wrong and I wanted to get Sian to do the digging somehow.

“... No. Can you guide the paladins to the graveyard? I'll go and work with the saint.”

“Lord, Bishop?!”

“Huh? Is it okay though? Lee Rim?”

“... I see. I don't think there will be any problem either. It'll be okay. We are the owners of the diocese. So, it would be better for our customers to adapt to our style.”

“chi, calm. Lord, Bishop. You don’t have to make me work that hard-”

“Then I will ask you a favor~.”

“Yes, okay!”

“Then I’ll see you later.”

“Ah...”

Saint Sian and I went to the cemetery.

The two headed back towards Rugal's people.

So, I ignored the ridiculous story that Sian had muscle pain as soon as he did the first shovel, and quietly waited for Aleph and started building the graveyard.

        
            Guests from Rugal.

There are two people, both of whom are called paladins.

One is the Paladin of Rugal that I know.

He is not just a paladin, but a paladin lord, and a spy of Camellia like me.

and

In my personal opinion, the most devout believer of Rugal was Paladin Aleph, who I felt should be closer to the god Rugal than anyone else.

The person next to him was a paladin who seemed to have followed Aleph's steps just as Saint Xian followed Hir'em's steps in the Red Purge.

Those two people, guided by Aila and Hwarim, came to see me as I was building a graveyard, and the paladin who had accompanied Aleph left the place for a while.

Putting in the shovel, throwing in the dirt, and repeating it again.

Deep.

Swish!

Deep.

Swish!

Phew.

Whoa!

With Aleph behind me, I calmly shoveled and exchanged greetings.

“You must be busy, but how did you find the time?”

“Rather than having time, I had no choice but to make it. I heard that the Red Purge, not any other denomination, used the gate.”

“Is that so? Even though the Kishinkai members decided not to send any further suspicions about Red Purge, it seems that they could not completely ignore Red Purge's actions. I see that they came to our parish responding like this.”

“There is that, but the problem is that a gate is used.”

“Is that such a big problem?”

“It’s not a big problem. There have only been two recent occasions since the Great War when the gate was used. One time, it was used by Princess Camellia to meet the Arachnes who suddenly flocked to the border area in large numbers, and the other time, it was used by Princess Camellia to meet the Arachnes who had suddenly flocked to the border area in large numbers, and the other time, it was used by Princess Camellia to meet the Arachnes who had suddenly flocked to the border area in large numbers, and the other time, it was used by Princess Camellia to meet the Arachnes who had suddenly flocked to the border area. The end was building a gate and showing a demonstration to announce its existence.”

“I heard about Arachne. This is the story of the races that were most recently accepted into the empire on a racial basis. It seems like it was a story from that time.”

“That's right. That was a year ago. From that day on, Arachne began to appear in our Rugal.”

“And after that, as it was a rigid empire not long after the end of the Great War, the use of the gate was refrained as much as possible, but as Hirem activated it, Rugal was also nervous.”

“Yes. In the era before the Great War, the gate was something that anyone with money could use. After the war, the culture changed greatly to require approval not only from the Magic Tower but also from the relevant military commanders and margraves. Hir'em, the saintess of the Red Purge, looked to the people for her status and the rigidity of the gate. This happened because I activated the gate according to the old custom without even thinking that I would see it.”

“... A pioneer in many ways. It's causing trouble at your own school, and if that's not enough, it's causing other denominations to take steps like this.”

Conversation with Aleph gave me energy in an endless grind that could easily become boring.

Building the Dunpriest Count's tomb, no matter how reverently you tried to do it, started out as physical labor, so it was perfect because your mental strength was slowly wearing away.

The only problem is that I could have just been by his side and talked to him, but he was wearing a paladin's outfit and was holding a shovel like me, so even though it was late, I felt a little sorry.

Deep.

Swish!

Deep.

Swish!

“... By the way, are you really okay?”

“What do you mean?”

“You're digging in that outfit. First of all, you are Aleph, the Paladin Lord, right? Also, I'm in work clothes, but Aleph is in livery.”

“If you’re talking about getting your clothes dirty, that’s okay. Rather, since he is the person holding the position of Lord, he must set an example. What clergy would dare to worry about dirtying the clothes of any person in his or her position while making a tombstone for the dead?

“If that's the case, it doesn't matter... but it's troubling to see your once clean clothes covered in dirt.”

“... I see. I'm sorry about that. First of all, I am a guest of the diocese, so if an outsider were to see it, they could spread rumors that this is how guests are treated, which could tarnish the reputation of the diocese.”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. I didn't say this because I wanted an apology. It's just that I feel truly grateful and sorry.”

As we continued talking and digging, the work finally came to an end.

Deep.

“It is done. It's a perfect square. I think the hole should have been dug at this point.”

“I see. Then, let’s just trim the edges and move on.”

“Yes.”

Immediately after a pit of appropriate size was completed, Aleph and I straightened our backs and walked out of the pit.

As we talked and dug, it seemed like we had dug too deep, and Aleph got out first, and I grabbed his arm to help him get out.

After taking a short break, Aleph turned his head and looked at the graves of the fallen soldiers of Sotokjeon, the tombs of Rugal's paladins and knights of the knights, which occupied most of the cemetery, and spoke calmly.

“... Thank you. Bishop Lee Lim. I couldn't visit him before because I couldn't move because of the after-treatment after the fight with Sotok, but he must have really worked hard. They are working so carefully to build the count's tomb, so it must have been a task to build tombs to commemorate the people who died in Rugal.”

“What about the hardships? This is the only task the imperial family has entrusted to us. Rugal did not spare any expense and provided a generous amount, so the funeral was able to be held easily.”

“... I see.”

After talking about the tombs with me, Aleph adjusted her position for a moment, then knelt in the direction of the tombs, put her hands together, and asked for understanding.

“... Can we take a moment to pray?”

“Any amount.”

Aleph closes his eyes for a moment.

A mourning to honor the dead paladins and paladins, as well as the knights who voluntarily took up the sword.

So, although I was a little stressed at first by his sudden visit following Hirmne's, I felt okay when I saw him praying for the dead.

So, during the time he prays, let's try to figure out Rugal's purpose, or more precisely, the intention of Kishinkai, not Aleph.

‘Rugal. And Kishinhoe.'

Aleph tells me that this visit was planned by the Gishinhoe.

Dispatching another Paladin along with Paladin Lord Aleph to our parish, Leven, by using the gate.

Aleph is someone I know, and the other paladin is a former ceremonial official of the Sixth Incarnation who brought up Nioh's story to me during a large-scale funeral, and is a person named Paladin Rubiset, who currently belongs to the 'Kishinkai'.

The reason they moved was simple.

There is not much time left until the wish ceremony begins.

At that time, urgent news suddenly came in that two saints had moved from the Red Purge using the gate.

I don't know the intention.

The intentions of Red Purge's movements could not be read from the upper part of Rugal, or from the Gishinkai within it.

In reality, it was Hirem's sudden decision to use the gate to elude the attention of members of his own church in order to carry out his goal of meeting me, and Saint Xian also followed as a spy with the intention of meeting me.

So, these are reasons that Rugal could never understand, and even if he figured it out later, he would not be able to understand the intentions of the Red Purge leaders at all, other than Hirem's whim.

But one thing was certain.

From their perspective, since the gate was used in Red Purge, there was a justification for using it in Rugal as well.

A situation in which two saints used the gate to move to Leven, the parish of the Deshade Church.

No matter how you interpret it, Rugal, who made a follow-up move following the Red Purge, was able to avoid immunity from the imperial family by making any excuse.

'In many ways, it feels like the impact of the incidents caused by Hir'em is gradually growing.'

Even if the royal family questioned it, Rugal could just say that he thought that since the saints had used the gate first, there might have been an emergency situation.

The only excuse is that while the saints were moving, Rugal judged it to be a national crisis and immediately dispatched Rugal's largest force using the gate.

‘Did Hir’em really move without even thinking that this would happen? Even if this happens, you used the gate because you used a legal procedure, so you won't be reprimanded, and you think that it has nothing to do with you regardless of how other denominations move? Or do they calculate everything up to that point and then move on? Otherwise-

I wonder if she just used the gate without even thinking about it due to her personality.'

So thanks to Rugal,

Until now, I had only been concerned with the reconstruction of Tirna Nog, but following the sudden incident that occurred, the Red Purge, I had a duty that was not an obligation to activate the gate.

        
            Using duty as an excuse, the upper echelons of Rugal and the Gishinkai take action.

In Rugal, the gate in the area as close as possible to the direction of Leven, the parish of the Deshade Church, was activated.

The ones sent are Aleph and another Paladin.

The two people rented a carriage from the nearest gate and hurried over, arriving just now.

The ostensible reason for dispatching paladins was to provide support for unexpected situations.

That's it for the Rugal Church's excuse to the imperial family to explain the use of the gate.

And the truth hidden beneath it all is that the upper echelons of Rugal are primarily responsible for keeping the Red Purge in check.

It was an action taken by combining the opinions of all of Rugal, including the Holy Knights, whose faith had greatly collapsed due to a series of events.

Another possibility is that Red Purge noticed that Rugal was trying to place me in the position of Nioh, so he sent a saint to preemptively recruit me, so I dispatched Paladin Rubyset to prevent him from doing so.

Up to that point, this is clearly the intention of Kishinkai, who still only knows Sotok's invasion as Red Purge's plan.

Until there, that is.

'In the end, it means that the Gishinkai had no idea about the existence of Aleph, Camellia's spy.'

The mind of Paladin Lord Aleph, who knows the full story of all these events that Rugal's upper echelons and the Gishinkai hidden in the upper echelons are unable to understand.

Lastly, I know the whole truth now. Immediately after the news that the Red Purge saint used the gate was delivered, I read 'everything' about how they would move, so I intentionally interfered with Paladin Rubyset and wanted to take this opportunity to talk to me. Aleph's decision to take action himself created the current situation.

Kishinhoe is swayed by Aleph, knowingly or unknowingly.

'The Kishinkai guys probably think that Aleph is simply carrying out his duties as a Paladin Lord. And I can't help but listen to Aleph's words. Even though he is treated like a puppet, Aleph is a Paladin Lord. If he makes up his mind, even the Kishinkai will have no choice but to let go of their dogma in order to prevent Aleph from guessing their existence. But in reality, no one realizes that Aleph is watching from the depths of all these secret battles. Even now, they still don't know that he came to me directly to keep them in check.'

When Aleph intervened in deciding which two paladins to use the gate against the Red Purge's movement in Rugal, along with the two saints, the Kishinkai's plan had already gone awry.

As soon as Aleph arrived at the parish, Paladin Rubiset, a member of the Church of God, looked embarrassed and wanted to ask me what I had talked about with the saints of Red Purge, detaching the Paladin Lord who had somehow followed him who had been dispatched to Leven. Rather, based on his judgment as a loyal paladin serving Rugal, he ordered Rubiset to check Hirem's movements and come back, sending him away and dealing with me alone.

That's how I met him.

To be honest, I thought Aleph would inquire about the conversation that took place with the saints of the Red Purge, separate from the Gishinkai.

but,

It wasn't.

The first words Aleph spoke as soon as she met me were words that offered a helping hand.

‘Are you building a graveyard? 'I'll help you.'

These are the first words he said when he saw me digging several holes.

'... It's about creating a tomb for the Dunpriest family.'

So I told them about the owner of the tomb.

Rather than helping me with my work without knowing the owner of the tomb and finding out later and feeling upset, it was much easier to know everything from the beginning and not help.

but,

Instead, he asked me what it was like.

'... Is it really going to be a problem? 'Isn't it just a matter of making graves for the dead?'

So I lifted my eyes from the floor and looked him straight in the face.

'Aleph... do you think it's okay to build a tomb for the count in the empire's land?'

'yes. That's right. Rather, if it is a problem, I would like to hear their opinion as to why it is a problem.'

'Some people have expressed the opinion that if there is a crime committed during life, one should be held accountable for it even after death.'

Aleph thought deeply after hearing my words, guessed that those words came from Hir'em's mouth, and revealed his thoughts.

And although his ideas had different directions from our denomination's doctrines and my own beliefs, they were ideas that were walking the same path in the end.

'okay. It's not that I don't understand. However, I cannot agree. I am a priest who serves Rugal, who advocates equality. But in reality, he is just a priest living in a world where that ideal has not yet been achieved. So for now, I just hope that no matter what sins we may have committed during our lives, at least everyone will sleep equally and peacefully when we die.'

His eyes were sincere when he said he would help me, and it contained no scheming or came to take advantage of me.

A completely different person from Hirem.

At the same time, like Hirem, there are church members who have different ideologies from mine.

However, unlike Hir'em, he clearly had similar ideas, even though they were both people who walked their own paths.

So, at that moment, I thought that it would be okay to consider Aleph a friend.

'... do you need a shovel?'

'I'm willing if you give it to me.'

The final task was to check each other's thoughts, which ended with a short conversation.

So, with Aleph's help and my friend's help, I finished making the tombstone with reverence earlier than expected.

like that,

The tomb was completed.

Afterwards, the funeral ends with Sisul, who is writing down the wills of the souls who visited her today at the back of the parish, burying a simple relic and offering a prayer.

‘Red Fudge. Saint. Hirm. draft. Rugal. Aleph. Ruby Set... Huh - there are so many people visiting yesterday and today.'

It was time for the muscles, which had been strained, to realize that it was time to rest and begin to relax.

Aleph's long prayer time ended just in time, and I, who was tired of seeing through the inner thoughts of many people during that time, thought I should start smoking like Peria to relieve the stress, so I asked Aleph if he knew what smoking felt like.

“... That's really shit. Aleph. Do you smoke?”

“No. It's a shame, but I don't have any knowledge. Because acting is fatal to me.”

However, Aleph's answer to that question was that even though he, a Fae, had the strength to become Paladin Lord, he could not compete in acting.

“... That's a joke, right?”

“Yes. It was a joke. Did you have fun?”

“It’s a joke that gets scary at the moment. That's it... Most bugs are weak to smoke. If this is a joke you came up with with that in mind, I'll answer that I was creeped out by the thought that it could touch upon racism.”

“Is that so? It was a joke that came out in an instant after much thought, but it's a shame it didn't work.”

“Hahahaha... Never do this anywhere else. The atmosphere will become very cold.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes.”

Aleph's huge shoulders slumped slightly, as if he was disappointed that his jokes were never treated as jokes under most circumstances.

Did you say that only people of the same skin color or race can make jokes related to skin color or race and be forgiven?

So, I thought about giving advice that the joke might work among fellow Fain, but I stopped because I thought it would look unseemly for him, a Paladin Lord, to bring up such a story in front of other Fain.

Still, thanks to this, I felt at ease.

Even though the self-torture gag that Aleph, a fein, said directly from her own mouth was creepy, it took away all the stress that had been weighing on my neck at once.

So, from now on, in return for helping me make the tombstone, and since I recognized him as a friend, I decided to honestly follow his intentions for coming to see me.

“So, Aleph. How can I help you?”

“...”

“Didn’t you send the Paladin of Gishinkai who accompanied you somewhere else because you had a favor to ask? You can say as much as you want. If you are Aleph, I will accept any request you have.”

“You seem quite willing to step forward. Why?”

“I know what kind of person Aleph is and what he is trying to do. So I just knew right away that I wanted to help.”

“... I see. Thank you.”

“What. Then, please talk about it.”

When I told Aleph that I would help him, he briefly thanked me and then told me what he had planned to do by sending the Gishinkai Paladin first.

        
            A request came from Aleph, who expressed gratitude for my willingness to grant the request.

It was a request for the attitude I should take towards the members of the Kishinhoe who came to the parish with him.

“Bishop. Paladin Rubiset will ask the Bishop about the story he had with the Saints of Red Purge. Please don't lie to him. If you answer honestly, Kishinhoe's errand boy will feel at ease.”

“That’s unexpected. That would mean that that is not what Aleph is really trying to ask for.”

“Yes. My request is really to say something from now on. Bishop. Paladin Rubyset may have taken advantage of a quiet moment to bring up a proposal for Nioh to the bishop... but I would appreciate it if you could sort it out on your own.”

“Please draw it out on your own.”

“If you do not accept it, I would appreciate it if you did not express your refusal.”

“It’s a difficult task.”

“I know this is a difficult request. This will be the second time Kishinhoe has contacted the bishop.”

“It’s okay. Let’s try it.”

The reason Aleph came to see me was to somehow make Kishinhoe want to keep their relationship with me so that they could continue to spill the information they were hiding from me.

By using me as a connection point with the Kishinhoe, he was trying not to miss even a trace of their movements.

So for now, it was clear that his work was going well as he began receiving support from Camellia.

“It looks like things are going well at Rugal.”

“Thanks to you, it’s easy. I am in the process of creating my own strong force with the information provided by members of the spy knights sent by Princess Camellia. Although the Kishinkai members will soon find out that I have caught wind of their plan. However, by that time, I would have already finished recruiting paladins like me who were acting as paladins without knowing anything, and created a force within Rugal that rivals the Gishinkai.”

Aleph didn't just sit still either.

He is fixing Rugal from the inside in the most peaceful way possible.

Conciliate and recruit neutral paladins.

After establishing my own power, I plan to enter into a spy war, an information war, or an all-out war with the Kishinhoe if I feel it is worth it.

This is the optimal method to catch off guard those who, without knowing anything, decided that Rugal was only setting up Paladin Aleph as a puppet and was actually moving it with his own hands.

“As I cannot make a hasty move, I would be grateful if Bishop Lee Rim could express his gratitude to Princess Camellia.”

“... Okay. Just be careful. As the princess said-”

“You are saying that you are thinking of taking our Rugal completely under your control at any time. I know. ha ha ha. With that in mind, I plan to maintain only the appropriate lines.”

If you only look at the back, he talks while keeping his face as if he is resting after work and only loosening the tension.

So that people who might be watching us from somewhere would never know that Aleph was holding the princess's hand, we stayed silent and stared at the pit of the tomb without making eye contact.

After we finished talking, while we were both silent as we thought about our own thoughts, I suddenly felt like I needed to find out how much Aleph knew about Xian, so I turned my head.

“... Ah, indeed. There is information I would like to hear from Aleph.”

“What do you mean?”

“I want to know about Saint Xian.”

“If you are Sian... Are you talking about the Saint of Red Purge who is currently in the parish?”

“Yes.”

What I want to ask is whether Aleph knows about Saint Xian and whether she is also Camellia's spy.

However, Aleph, like me, seemed to have no understanding of that at all, so he told me information from the other side.

“Umm... To the best of my knowledge, I can only tell you that Saint Xian is the saint we need to be most wary of among the saints in Red Purge. This is an opinion that the Rugal upper-class, including the entire Kishinkai, and I also agree with.”

“Is Xian that strong?”

“Strong.”

Aleph speaks clearly.

“If Rugal has three heroes, Red Purge has a saint. Have you ever heard this?”

“Maybe it's because everyone knows it, but it's such an obvious story that I've never seen anyone say it out loud. This is something I know for sure.”

“I see. Well, it makes sense. However, although it is an obvious story, people do not know the true story behind it.”

“The inside story... you mean?”

“Yes. During the Great War, I once stood on the battlefield with Sian. Let me tell you exactly what I saw at that time.”

After Aleph said that, he briefly recalled the Xian he knew.

“If Rugal has the [Three Heroes], Red Purge has the [Saint who protects saints]. That is the introspective Xian. ...I will say this.”

Aleph's testimony.

Aleph boasts the strongest military power among paladins.

During the Great War, he moved together with the Three Heroes and fought while showing off dance skills that were almost similar to theirs.

Even though I couldn't believe that Aleph, who probably had a deeper understanding of the Three Heroes than anyone else, evaluated Sian like that, I had no choice but to trust him.

“... Are you talking about that Sian?”

“Sian was such a strong and uncontrollable person.”

After saying that, he closed his eyes for a moment as if reminiscing.

Meanwhile, I heard someone panting from behind me.

“Haak-! Sigh-! Sigh-! Everything... everything... achieved! I brought a headstone to use as a tombstone. Bishop! Are you done now?! Are you feeling refreshed now?!”

“...”

What I see when I look back is,

Introspective Xian, a red purge saintess with sweat pouring down from her entire body.

She was out of breath, dragging a stone slab stored in the warehouse furthest from the cemetery that I had asked for as soon as I met Aleph.

“Haaak... Haaak... Cough... Cah! Wayeeek-”

“... Is it that hard?”

“Didn’t I tell you... my body is weak...”

dump-

It seems that the last answer was the limit.

Xian knocked the stone slab towards me and fell to the floor, and Aleph and I looked at Xian quietly and said.

“... I mean, that person, Xian.”

“... That's strange. It's quite, no, very different from the Xian I know.”

The deterrent power of the Red Purge, which was responsible for protecting all the saints 'alone' on the battlefield during the Great War.

No matter how you look at Saint Xian, who was even called the "Saint who protects Saints" by Aleph, she only looks like a third-rate person with poor physical strength, a country girl who just received a sword but doesn't know what to do with it, so she wears it around her waist. didn't

So, because of the discrepancy between the sentiment I heard earlier and the reality, Aleph turned his head away, and I decided to leave the two of them and call Thistle since I had to start the funeral.

“... Anyway, I need to call Thistle, so I'll ask Aleph for the saint. Oh, by the way, Aleph. It is said that Sian is also Camellia's spy, so please share your names.”

“... Yes? Bishop. What do you mean-”

“Okay then.”

After throwing a bombshell at Aleph, who was showing great embarrassment even with the rarely readable ant face, I was on my way up to the church to look for Thistle.

“... Teacher!! Bishop-!! Bishop!!!”

“... This is Rubane.”

The voice calling me from far away was clearly Ruba, so I immediately turned around.

“Bishop!! I am a guest!!!”

And the appearance of Luba, who immediately made eye contact with me and said that a guest had arrived, seemed to overlap with the appearance of Eila, who had mentioned that paladins had arrived from Rugal a little while ago.

“Customer... Another customer... Is this the third guest since yesterday and today? If possible, I just want to send it back.”

“Ah!! is that so?! So should I send it back?!! Just say the word!!!”

Whirling-

Sereung-

“That's what they say... First, we'll have to hear who is visiting.”

As soon as he starts talking to himself, Luba pulls out a hatchet and quickly stops him.

Although I am no longer at an age where I can afford to care about others, I cannot treat them roughly as they are guests who have come to our church on business.

“So, who is it?”

“Ah! Actually, the customer who came to visit-!!!”

And the third visitor to the diocese if you look at it yesterday, and the second visitor today as well -

Among the many people who have visited our parish so far, they were the most important.

“He introduced himself as a member of the Red Coat social club!! The person who spoke first identified himself as Clayzen!!!”

“Guide me quickly, Ruba. He is a precious donor who supports our denomination.”

        
            Leven, the parish of the Deshade Church, has become busier than usual due to the visit of paladins following the saint.

To hygges, as well as spirit soldiers, saints are saints, but paladins are not commonly seen.

Saint.

Originally, the appearance of a saint meant that a large event was taking place in the area, or that something needed to be purified to the extent that the saint's power was needed. This was something that the peaceful people of Leven would have never seen before in their lives.

People are amazed at the sight of the saints who came at such a time, but the hygges stop at just that and go back to hunting, and the spirit soldiers also remind themselves that gods other than Deshade cannot treat them like humans, and return to them. went back to work.

A day passed and this time the paladins came.

Hyggeists and spiritualists got a little more serious about that.

Even though saints can move for the purpose of big events or peaceful errands, paladins have a much different sense of weight.

Paladin.

To other races, a paladin is a being with power that can be felt as something that transcends humans, and in particular, the paladins of the Gaia Church have a force that surpasses that of the paladins of other churches.

And since their role was to have a strong image as God's mace, the fact that two paladins came to visit the church made people think that something big had happened.

The Hygges began patrolling the forest more carefully than usual, wondering if there was anything that would cause paladins from other denominations to come, and the spirit soldiers who knew the fear of the Gaia denomination's paladins watched them coming up to the parish from afar.

but,

All of that became meaningless.

Irim had them come to the tombstone he had been working on since the morning, and soon after one paladin left, the man called Paladin Lord and Irim started digging the grave side by side.

Then it didn't matter.

For hygges and soul sufferers alike,

The bishop of the Deshade denomination they belong to was having a flawless spat with the Paladin, but since the residents did not have to worry about that, everyone went back to their daily lives.

Although Lee Rim did not know it himself, he was trusted by the people living in the church.

The hygges have gone back into the forest, and the spirits have also resumed their normal daily lives.

At the cemetery, Irim had just informed Aleph that the identity of Xian stretched out on the ground was a spy of Camellia like them and was going up to the church, when he heard from Luba that Clayzen and his group had come to visit him and ran.

‘It’s Clayzen. By Clayzen, do you mean the daughter of the Teoroi duchy? 'It was unexpected that there were so many people other than our Kishinhoe who were interested in the Deshade Church.'

Rubyset, a compound-eyed paladin from Rugal, is hiding in the shadow of the house and looking at Irim.

Paladin Ruby Set.

He is one of Rugal's paladins and a member of the Gishinkai.

As soon as he arrived at the parish, he was thinking of getting a confirmation today on the proposal he had made earlier, but due to the frustrating behavior of the Paladin Lord, he was unable to raise the question hastily and walked away to check the movements of the saints of Red Purge.

Then, while they were taking a break and looking around at the state of the diocese, they heard that Ruba, who had come to visit Irim, and that a member of the Duke of Theoroi family had visited the diocese after them. As time went by, they only became more anxious.

‘Bishop Lee Lim. It's a big deal. It wasn't something to do leisurely. There are more people who show favor to him than you might think. Before talking about Nioh or anything like that, I should have first investigated the bishop's relationship with the people around him.'

Rubyset decided that among all the people currently visiting the parish, he was probably in the most urgent need.

Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church.

At the same time, he is also a knight of Princess Camellia.

In addition, he is involved in the Kishinkai, which is trying to bring another Rugal to earth -

This is the person that Rugal personally ordered to appease in order to make him a sculpture of Nioh.

So Rubiset came to see Bishop Lee Lim when there was a funeral for those who died in Sotokjeon in Diocese of Leven, but his answer was 'on hold'.

Still, Ruby Set was relieved that even though they had revealed their intentions, Lee Rim reacted slightly harshly and gave an answer of withholding rather than rejection.

Anyway, time will tell.

The members of the Kishinhoe had no doubt that if they slowly whispered suggestions to him one after another, Lee Rim would open his heart and agree with them.

And there is plenty of free time until the plan can be implemented.

In any case, the time when Irim was needed in earnest was after the Feudal King Parasig, who had suffered a permanent loss of much of his mind and magic power, combined with Setias of Lihier and recovered his body.

Until then, the Paladins of the Gishinkai judged that they could placate him by repeatedly preparing gifts and privileges to entice him as a bishop and knight of the princess, and they even drew up a long-term plan.

But then suddenly,

The saints of Red Purge moved.

Red Purge's Saint of Destruction, Hir'em Brigade.

And not only her, but also the saint, Reflector Xian, who can be said to be another deterrent.

There is not much time left until the wish ceremony.

At that time, the Kishinhoe, upon hearing that two saints had suddenly used the gate to move to the Diocese of the Deshade Church, Leven, was embarrassed and had no choice but to hold an urgent meeting.

Whiiing!

A war of words continued at the meeting, where it was difficult to distinguish each other's faces from the close range of the round table, thanks to the snowstorm raging in the snowy mountains.

'... Could it be that the Red Purge has discovered our plan to place Bishop Irim on the throne of King Nio?'

‘Seo, no way. That can't be possible. Even within us, this is something that only the paladins here know. How did they notice that? Even those tricksters don't know this!'

'But it was like that during the previous Sotalk. The Red Purge, who should have known nothing, sank into the depths of Tir nog, took important secrets and used them to lure Sotok into attacking us. 'We can't say for sure that it hasn't happened again.'

'... Does that mean there is someone inside?'

'... I never said that.'

'no. Don't try to escape. 'What I said a moment ago was ill-intentioned, Paladin Laken.'

'I was just giving my guess. Rather, why are you trying to be so sensitive? Paladin Ruby Set. Since when did we, Kishinhoe, start being criticized just for saying what we were thinking? This is the meeting where it has been decided that we can say anything without hesitation for the sake of our Lord. 'Is it really something to be so angry about for me to bring out the opinion I had in my head in such a situation?'

'I am saying this because I can only judge that the statement you made a moment ago was not an opinion for our Lord, but was aimed at causing division within our Kishinhoe. 'Paladin Laken.'

'... stop. Now that we've reached this point, I'd like to express my opinion. I agree with Paladin Laken.'

‘Paladin Idra. 'What are you even talking about?'

‘Listen to me. You may think Paladin Laken's words are impure, but I feel the same way. Unless there was someone among us leaking information, how on earth could the Red Purge have made such a surprise move twice?'

After hearing the news of the Red Purge, the urgently convened meeting immediately turned into a bloody atmosphere.

All paladins have great pride as true priests of Rugal.

This happened at a time when a long-term plan was being made to accept Irim as Nioh, and the saints of the Red Purge used the gate to move to Leven.

In reality, it was simply Hirem's desire to meet Irim, but the incident began to shake the inner circle of the Kishinhoe, which had trusted each other and had kept their secrets thoroughly for hundreds of years.

'stop.'

In the end, the meeting, which had been a long time of mutual criticism without any meaningful results, was finally quelled by Religios raising his arm.

Rubyset spoke to him in front of the quiet round table.

‘Religios. What would you like to do? You're the one who said you don't have to worry about Red Fudge. However, they are now making moves that appear to be aimed at disrupting our plans again. If they come out overtly, we will lose our only candidate for Nioh.'

'...'

Religios found it difficult to watch as the paladins considered each other spies and discussed hunting down each other with sharp eyes.

Religios, who is also the decision-maker of the current Gishinkai, made a decision after listening to Paladin Rubiset's words.

'... I'll have to make a quick decision. We also use the gate.'

'The gate, you mean?'

'Since we moved first in Red Purge, we can prepare an excuse right away. Ruby set. Go to Aleph and tell him directly that you need to go to the Church of Deshade urgently. If possible, mobilize the gate. The stubborn Aleph probably won't give permission to operate the gate, but if we take a few more of us, he'll change his mind.'

These were the Paladins of the Gishinkai who had started to feud with each other a while ago, but none of them disobeyed his orders.

That's the end of the meeting.

Under the command of Religios, a slime paladin who is the only slime in the empire and has the same intelligence as a human, the Gishinkai became one again and began to move.

Rubyset immediately went to Aleph and asked for permission to use the gate.

Not only Religios, but also other Paladins of the Gishinkai, and about 5 more people came to support Rubyset's words.

However, unexpectedly, Aleph obediently allowed the use of the gate.

'All right. Paladin Ruby Set. 'Use of the gate is permitted.'

'...Are you sure? Thank you-'

However, for Kisinhoe, a big problem arose there.

'But it's just you and me going through the gate to Leven.'

'yes?'

thud!

Aleph, who was in his office, closed the huge scripture he was looking at and spoke to Rubyset.

'The saints of the Red Purge, that's something that Hir'em and Xian can move on to. If there is a huge danger to the Empire, and to the Church of Deshade, it would be better to make the best decision possible. As the Paladin Lord, I will go directly. If something really happened, I hope the other paladins will stay here and lead the paladins to come to the rescue.'

‘Ah, Aleph. You, the Paladin Lord, will move it yourself. Still, I think you are taking a move that is too radical in the eyes of other denominations-'

'When it comes to radical movements, the Red Purge, which used gates, started first. If something really big happens, you have to assume the worst. I need to move. In the Deshade Church, our Rugal paladins who were martyred in the fight against Sotok are also buried. Therefore, I have a responsibility to protect the graves of our dead Korean citizens.'

'that that...'

'Or are you trying to tell me that I was wrong, Paladin Rubyset and all of you who came to me with Rubyset?'

'... no.'

'... What the Paladin Lord said is correct.'

Aleph's stubbornness was not something that the members of the Kishinhoe who visited him could stop, and since his principle of action was also a move that was carried out after thorough thinking as a faithful priest of Rugal, they, who had to keep him as a puppet, could not stop Aleph.

        
            'Then it's decided. Move immediately. However, I don't know what method Hir'em used, but we must make sure to avoid being questioned by the imperial family. What city has the nearest gate? Ruby set.'

'... This is the fortress of Count Evil Aia, who serves as Margrave.'

'okay. Then, if you want to use the gate with my authority as Paladin Lord and the Margrave with whom we have ties, there will be no problem. In addition, the number of people moving was small, so saying that it was an agenda that required the urgent movement of key personnel would be enough as an excuse for the Margrave and the imperial family. I hope you push forward like that.'

'... All right.'

None of the paladins behind Rubyset could say anything at the sight of Aleph moving in a hurry.

All of Aleph's judgments are perfect judgments as a 'Paladin Lord'.

From Kishinkai's perspective, there was nothing more wrong with his plan than accompanying him, but as Rugal's plenipotentiary representative, he had no choice but to say that it was correct.

So, Ruby Set and the Gishinkai Paladins who came to visit him were sweating coldly and wondering what was wrong.

As for where I made a mistake, there was a place I could point to.

The Kishinkai members are puppets but have a stubborn side, so in order to persuade Aleph, who is not subject to criticism from anyone as the face of Rugal, they did their best to persuade Aleph by telling them that a great danger may have occurred in the Deshade Church, and Aleph was stronger than expected. They seriously reflected their opinions and even came up with an even better solution.

So, the two paladins, Aleph and Rubiset, moved to Leven.

However, what greeted the two people when they arrived in Leven was the sight of a small parish that was so peaceful, a place where peace and nature coexisted to a degree that was difficult to see anywhere in the Empire, let alone Rugal.

'For the saints of Red Purge, it seems like things aren't working out as expected?'

Thanks to this, Rubyset has no choice but to act as Aleph's lieutenant and look around the church to gain as much information as possible.

Although it is a small parish, he is followed wherever he goes by soul-sick people and hygges, but he is gathering information thinking that since he is just a simple church member, there is no need to worry as long as he behaves normally.

'Bishop Irim and Hirem seem to have finished their conversation before we arrived, and Saint Xian... I don't know why she's so tired.'

He saw only one positive thing right now.

The saints of Red Purge and Irim did not appear to be that close or have deep conversations, and from his perspective, Irim seems to trust Aleph rather than have a very deep conversation with him. However, even so, the relationship between Sotok and Sotok is limited. We were talking about what I thought would be a story about a shared struggle in a fight.

'What was unexpected was what happened to the guests who arrived at the parish after us.'

Next, he is now paying close attention to the encounter with another visitor whom Lee Rim met after coming down to the border of the parish after hearing a report from Han Hygge.

“It’s a really neat land, Leven. It would have been nice if everyone in our social group came together, but unfortunately, we all have family commitments, so we can't all be together all the time. This time, it was just me and a few servants who came to visit.”

“No. Deshade will also be happy that Claygen visited the parish.”

“Umm... Do you really want to do that? First of all, most people, including me and the Duke of Teoroi, pray to Lord Lehier. Of course, I respect the gods of other denominations, and since I learned for sure through this incident that the relationship between Lihere and Deseid denominations is deep, I wonder if they will be tolerant of my visit.”

“... You really don't have to worry. Deshade is, uh... a bit of a beauty, but she is someone who reveals some things about her.”

“... Yes? Beauty, beauty?”

“... Oh, sorry. This is exactly what Deshade said himself. He once said that he loves people and, above all, he really likes people with outstanding looks.”

“Thank you... It's been so long since I heard you say it so directly without saying it in return, so I was a little excited.”

'It's so nice that we get along so well. 'Have we already exhausted our hands?'

Rubyset looks closely at Clayzen talking to Lee Rim.

The distance between the two makes their friendship seem nothing more than ordinary.

In the eyes of Paladin Rubiset, there was no choice but to judge that their relationship was something more than a sponsor and a supported church.

But that was a misjudgment.

He thought that Lee Rim and Clayzen would see each other with their own eyes and respond to each other on the surface, and that they might actually have a deeper relationship, but their true feelings were completely different from his.

Contrary to Rubyset's judgment that he understood them as a lover's relationship, Clayzen is in the process of treating Lee Rim in a friendly manner as the head of the Redcoat who protects humans to the limit and as Clayzen who loves pure-blooded humans. As expected, the reason they treat Clayzen more friendly than usual is because she is one of the few donors who provides a large sum of money to the church.

For the Irim and Deshade denominations, which still do not have a fixed income, there was absolutely no other choice than to treat Claygen kindly from the beginning.

However, Ruby Set, who does not know the situation, can only understand the relationship between the two to the extent of what he knows.

'It seems like the saints of Red Purge arrived late just like us. Bishop Lee Lim and Red Coat's Clayzen, were they that close? I couldn't believe that the Duke of Teoroi would even use his eldest daughter as a beauty to attract Bishop Irim. That's why he didn't show much interest in our previous offer to give him the position of Nioh.'

With this, the collection of information that started with misunderstanding and ended with misunderstanding is completely over.

Rubyset thinks that just obtaining such information is a great gain for now, and if that is the case, he thinks that when he returns to Rugal, he should correct his plan to prepare a woman that Irim will like rather than using wealth and interests as weapons. I stepped away from that position.

“... Then, are you a member of the parish next?”

The information Rubyset is trying to obtain from now on is detailed information about the main members of the Deshade Church.

I already had enough information about the people capable of combat, including Bishop Lee Rim, who was active abroad, and the saint, so I thought I would use this opportunity to find out if there were any people who had not yet appeared.

“... So, I can’t get over this!”

“Noisy. I said I would take it since it was something I made, so what's the problem? Give it to me quickly.”

“... You really-! Razael, you crazy bitch! In the first place, you trespassed into my workshop, ripped off the alchemy equipment, and did whatever you wanted... What's the name of this?”

“Jeolyeongchang, named it Atmosphere.”

“... You have good sense. No, not this. anyway! Didn’t I arbitrarily dismantle my magic tools and make them into weapons?”

“It doesn’t mean I won’t return it. Since this is something that took a long time to create, I have some ownership of it. I will return it after using it.”

“... So, doesn't that mean after using it means after burying it in Mr. Bishop's head?! Would I take this back when the intention was obvious?! No, no no! I'm not giving it back, it's mine after all!”

“... She’s a woman I can’t communicate with.”

What Rubyset witnessed was Farewell and Razael, and Morsling standing next to them with a puzzled expression, holding the [Atmosphere], the cutting spear that had previously shattered Irim's arm with Deshade's armor. It was Slien.

'Are these residents of the parish? It looks like a dispute has broken out.'

Ruby Set still doesn't know who they are.

I vaguely remembered Razael's story because I heard rumors, but it was hard to immediately associate her with the sight of the woman with matted hair holding a black box, trying to snatch it away. I also heard there was an alchemist, but it wasn't fair. Well looked like nothing more than a petulant little girl.

'... Wait, who is that woman...?'

However, among them, there was only one person who caught Rubyset's attention.

“... Slime?”

Rubyset opened his compound eyes wide and looked at Slien, a woman standing next to Morsling with slightly red skin.

He had seen Religios, a slime paladin, for a long time, and treated him almost as if he were serving him, and knew at a glance that Slien was a slime human.

So he walked forward without realizing it.

'What is this, that there are other people like Religios in the world? A being that is a slime but also possesses intelligence? And it looks even more human-like than Religios?'

He started walking to make sure what he saw was not a lie.

Not Religios, but another slime that has the same intelligence as a human.

that,

According to Paladin Rubyset's common sense, this should not happen.

Rubyset is a paladin who truly believes that Rugal is a god who can exist as an absolute god in this world.

He thought that one of the testimonies proving it was the existence of Religios, a child born between a human and a slime, who was thought to never succeed, but was born with miraculous odds after several attempts.

However, what appeared before his eyes was another intelligent being, slime.

A woman who thinks and acts with her own intelligence even though Rugal has not given her any power, and even just now, she is looking at the Atmosphere between Farewell and Razael with worried eyes, holding the Atmosphere in her arms.

Unlike the faceless Religios, who couldn't take on a human form no matter what he did and took on a human form by putting his body inside an armor frame, Slien clearly took on a human form.

So, he rushed forward to check whether the existence of Slien in front of him was really real and not a fiction, and if so, whether the decisive testimony that he had believed that Rugal was an absolute god would be broken.

“... That’s it. If it cannot be resolved through dialogue, there is no choice but to take it by force.”

“...! Well then! There's only one thing for extreme guys like you to do! Morsling! Go inside right now and take out anything that could be used as a weapon! Slien! You can never take that away!”

“Ah, I understand! Slien, be careful!”

“Ah, uh... yes, yes!”

Meanwhile, the situation between Farewell and Razael also became urgent.

Razael, who had come to retrieve the confiscated Atmosphere, was about to use force, and Farewell, Morsling, and Slien, who were in the workshop for research, were responding by making sure that she would never get a weapon.

Boom-

“... What is this guy again?!”

“Hee, hee?!”

A huge white paladin jumped out in front of Razael, who was about to jump forward, and the paladin stretched out his thick gauntlet to Slien's head and said.

“Answer. How do you exist in this world?”

A cast shadow.

The Paladin's grip is thick and scary, as if it could grab Slien's head and explode it at any time.

Farewell, surprised by Rugal's Paladin suddenly popping out, momentarily rolled his head, and then made eye contact with Razael.

““...!””

I don't know who it is, but

Since there was only one way for the people there to respond to the sudden appearance of a heavily armed person, Farewell and Razael's opinions were accepted at that moment.

“... Pull the trigger!”

“... Yaaa!!!”

Razael shows him how to use the black box, and Farewell immediately sticks his arm into the box and pulls the trigger.

OK-

Clap-

Quaaa!!!

Paladin Rubyset lost consciousness and was sent flying far away by the topaz spear that just popped out.

        
            I was guided by Ruba and went to see Clayzen.

I wondered if the ladies of the Red Court, a social club, had come all at once like I had seen in Rugal before, but that wasn't the case.

Clayzen, three of her family servants, and two maids came to the parish on a horse rather than a carriage.

As the daughter of a duke, it was natural that she would use a carriage because every time she moved, she would bring all her necessities, including clothes, accessories, and cosmetics, but that was just a prejudice.

They say it was a leisurely journey.

Now that the wish ceremony is approaching, the Duke of Teoroi's family, as a family of meritorious subjects that have been around since the founding of the empire, set an example to all other nobles and are thoroughly prepared, so they are showing the leisure to finish all work early and take a rest.

So, Clayzen told her parents that she would like to visit and say hello to our church, which she had a connection with at Tir na Nog, where the Knight's Festival was held, and her parents gladly agreed to do so.

So, this is not the side that used the gate like a common sense person.

A leisurely journey on horseback starting from the duchy.

We started a long time ago, stopping by other cities along the way and enjoying hunting along the way. One of the biggest things that happened was seeing a baby Tyrant attacking a merchant on a forest path where Tyrants could never come out. It is said that he joined the guards at the top and helped with that.

For some reason, even though Tyrants originally considered humans as prey, they attacked with such ferocity that they seemed to have an unusually strong hatred for them, so it was quite difficult.

Thanks to this, Clayzen said that the horseback riding trip was so rewarding that it was overflowing, and the two maids who thought they would enjoy a comfortable carriage ride with her came out with tears in their eyes as soon as they got off the horse and hit Ruba on the buttocks from behind, out of sight of her. It was a bonus to ask if there was any medicine to apply.

That's when I talked to Clayzen for a while.

“Then, Bishop. Sorry, but-”

“Yes. I know what you're trying to say. Are you planning to stay at the parish during the prayer ceremony?”

“Yes. sorry. Actually, when I left home, the first thing I should have done was to send a letter to everyone in the church saying I would like to take a break, but I forgot the most important thing.”

“It’s okay. In addition to Mr. Clayzen, several guests have already visited and are staying at the parish, and aren't you Mr. Clayzen who supports our denomination? It is absolutely unacceptable for us to not be able to provide a lodging for you.”

“Oh, if it’s too difficult, you don’t have to do it. Since there is a city not far away, we stopped by there, so if there is no lodging available, we can just settle in at an inn there.”

“No, no. You can never do that. If I have to, even if I have to vacate the lodgings of the saints of Red Purge-”

“Yes? Who is it?”

“... Excuse me. Anyway, if you don't mind, I will provide you with accommodation even if it means giving up my room, so don't worry.”

“Ah, yes. Thank you so much.”

Clayzen talked with me about the problem with the accommodation, and I remembered that there were still empty houses built by hyggeists and soul sick people, and said it was okay.

It's not that they are taking away the homes of those who were originally going to move in, but all of the soul soldiers' houses have already been built a long time ago, and the rest were built experimentally by a few hygge people who were particularly interested in architecture and soul soldiers who worked in the construction business during their lifetimes to share their knowledge. This was possible because there were a few houses.

A glance- a glance-

After speaking like that, Clayzen's attention now turned to behind me.

When I turned my head to see who was looking at me, I saw Hwarim and Aila coming down from the top of the parish wearing the church's uniform.

“... Ah, you look dignified today too. You seem to be more handsome than before.”

Clayzen looks at Hwarim.

After seeing that, I realized the main reason Clayzen came to our church.

‘Aha, is that it? It seems that this visit came with the intention of deepening our friendship and harmony.'

This is Clayzen, who we haven't been able to talk to for a long time in Tir You Nog because we have other things to do.

In particular, she loved pure-blooded humans, hard-working humans, and humans with potential, and at the end, seeing Hwarim cut down the Spear of Ending summoned by Sotok, she felt an awe that she had never felt before, and was immersed in it.

So, as it took a long time due to the long-awaited holiday called Wish Ceremony, even though the time did not match up with the other ladies of the Red Coat who usually went together, I made the long journey alone and arrived at our parish.

“... Then, Clayzen.”

“... Ah-”

“... Clayzen?”

“Ah! yes Sorry, sorry, Bishop! Excuse me... what did you say?”

“Hahaha. yes. I wanted to say that I was glad that you liked the look of the parish.”

“Ah... I showed you an embarrassing side...”

When I got Clayzen's attention, she blushed but didn't turn her gaze towards Hwarim.

So, for her sake, I was now slowly letting her go.

“Then, Clayzen. I'm sorry, but our denomination is small, but we have to hold a funeral today.”

“Oh my, is that so? Looks like I visited on a really bad day.”

“No. It's something you don't have to worry too much about. So, as your minister, I think you can receive guidance from our denomination’s Hwarim for guidance on the diocese.”

“Yes, yes?”

“Are you okay?”

“... Yes! it's okay! It's okay! Rather, it is a welcome! okay. It's unavoidable if you're busy!”

Clayzen only looked at my face when I heard that all I had to do was receive guidance from Hwarim.

and-

Thump!

'Wow, I'm surprised.'

“Anyway, thank you for your kind hospitality even during my sudden visit, Bishop Lee Lim! Well then, that’s enough for me!”

She put her hands together, squeezed my hand tightly, and started running towards Hwarim.

This seems to be a common occurrence, as the servants and maids behind her also sigh and quietly start to lead their horses and follow her.

“... Okay. Then now, really, nothing much will happen. I believe that no more people will come to the parish, and I can only hope that nothing else happens.”

After letting Clayzen go, I turned around and tried to go up to the church.

and,

“... Teacher!! Bishop!! Bishop!!!”

“... Ah - this is definitely Luba's voice.”

After guiding me to Claygen, I heard Ruba's voice coming from behind, who had already walked around the parish again, and a feeling of anxiety began to creep up on me again.

-------------------------------

“... That’s shit.”

“... Huh?! sorry!! I didn’t hear you!! What did you say, Bishop?!!”

“Oh, no. I absolutely did not say anything to Luba.”

After throwing Paladin on the bed with Luba, he sighed lightly while talking to himself.

Just a little while ago, I was praying that no more people would visit the parish.

And this time, it wasn't that someone came to the parish again.

However, something happened on the other side.

“I’m going crazy. Did you wear a mask today? Even though some of it is good news, why does it feel like there is always bad news?”

accident.

They say there was an accident.

Paladin Ruby Set.

It is said that the Paladin, who briefly disappeared to check on Hirem's movements under Aleph's orders, somehow became involved in an 'accident' near Farewell's workshop.

To be exact, 'an accident that occurred during an experiment.'

Farewell said that there was an accident while testing an item called the Sniper Spear, a weapon created by Razael that shattered Deshade's entire armor.

At least that's what I heard from Farewell, who explained what happened to the stunned paladin in front of me.

However, for some reason, Razael and Farewell kept making the same claims as if they were kissing each other and kept trying to avoid eye contact with me, so there was something a little suspicious about it.

This is after the report was completed.

“... Do you understand? If you need a spear from the workshop, I will give you permission to take it out. However, when taking it, you will have to obtain my permission. Of course, I will always notify Mr. Bishop of the news that you have taken the Jeolyeongchang.”

“That is enough. What you want is to never reveal to the bishop or others that you intentionally used a lance on a paladin, right? No matter how much it may have been an act of masturbation, the fact that the church has an item that could have almost killed the paladin needs to be hidden. .If you let me take it out whenever I want from now on, I will completely transfer ownership.”

“... There is absolutely no such thing as a thief.”

“I don’t know what I’m dissatisfied with. This is the one that gave up a lot of things based on consensus.”

After roughly confirming the situation verbally, Farewell and Razael said something to each other in low voices, but I couldn't hear the details.

It seemed as if they had reached some kind of 'agreement' over the two sides, but Morsling and Slien also avoided their eyes, closed their mouths, and said nothing, as if they would never speak in front of me, so I could not question them further.

However, I learned the real reason why Paladin fainted from someone who was completely unexpected as a person in the defense and defense department.

“Bishop. How do you feel?”

“Ah, Aleph. On the outside, it looks fine. I only heard that he was caught in a simple explosion... but it looks like he just fainted.”

After the people in the workshop left and Luba left for a moment, Aleph bowed her head and entered the temporary healing center.

First of all, Paladin Rubyset is a member of the Kishinkai, but since he came here via the same gate, there is no one else who would care about a paladin from Rugal.

“I see. Still, just in case, I'll take a closer look.”

“Let’s do it.”

Aleph was in the midst of briefly searching and checking the condition of Rubyset's body.

“... Hmm? What is this?”

“... What is that?”

Aleph took out the blue crystal that was hanging inside Rubyset's chest and around her neck.

Even though the inside of the crystal was completely shattered, the outside looked fine.

“... It is an artifact made by Religios himself, a [Water Crystal].”

“... What is that?”

“Paladin Religios. Among the Paladins of Rugal, this Paladin can be said to be quite strong in terms of force, along with me. This artifact was made from a part of his body, and absorbs the shock of any attack 'once'.”

“Any attack, right?”

“Yes. Any attack. Even if it's the dragon's enthusiasm.”

A one-of-a-kind thing.

It is an item that can even block the frenzy created by a dragon with its heart of flame. To put it another way, if it is considered an attack, it means that the moment it receives even a minor attack, it is over.

“Still, the performance is very good. It often happens that it uses up all its strength by hitting an ordinary weapon, but if an attack that could result in instant death occurs in an instant, it has its own crisis detection ability, so the crystals exert their power on the surface of the armor to protect it from the attack. ”

“Is that so?”

I was convinced after hearing Aleph's words.

A parish in our denomination where no one has any reason to attack Rubiset.

The fact that Rubiset fainted in such a precinct and that this artifact called the Water Crystal was activated without a single trace of explosion on the armor,

In fact, it could only be interpreted to mean that Farewell had used the spear against the center of the Paladin's chest.

'I'll have to ask Farewell later to be sure what happened.'

So, first of all, no matter how much he was an Aleph and even though Rubiset was a member of the Gishinkai, I had no choice but to apologize to him because the circumstances of the artifact he lifted suggested that a member of our church's parish almost killed a Paladin who was a guest.

“... I'm sorry. Aleph. There is no excuse for this.”

And Aleph turned her head to me while looking at the Gishinkai Paladin lying on the bed -

“It’s okay. Wasn’t it an ‘accident’?”

“Yes?”

“Accident. yes. accident. The accident happened because Rubyset did not listen to me and wandered around the workshop where the alchemist of the bishop's church was located. We should apologize for this.”

“... Still, if this paladin comes to his senses, won't you tell the Gishinhoe about what happened in our parish?”

“It happens more often than you might think that the boundary between dreams and reality in your memories collapses due to a big shock. Above all, since we are paladins who have been fighting giants for a long time, we have all experienced such things at least once.”

“Ha, haha, hahaha...”

“So, this was an accident.”

Although he didn't change much, he told me in a smiling tone that I didn't have to worry too much.

“... I see. Hahahaha - Because it was an accident.”

“Yes. It's an accident. So you don't have to worry. Hahahahaha-”

To those who don't know him, he would only appear to be a vicious investigator and a perpetrator who agreed to cover up a series of incidents in front of a fainting person.

But there was no one watching, so we left the room where the paladin was lying, confirming once again that we were all in the same boat.

        
            Aleph leaves the room and hands me the broken [Water Crystal].

“It is difficult to recycle water crystals that have already been used once. I would appreciate it if you could convey my apologies for the inconvenience caused to the alchemists of the bishop's church.”

“Is that so? I don't know the circumstances yet, but since you said you would bury me... I will accept it gratefully.”

Afterwards, I decided to hand over the water crystal to Farewell and asked Aleph about the paladin named Relios who made it.

“It looks like the paladin called Religios is also a member of the Gishinkai. Is he a newcomer?”

“Not really. Religios is the longest-living Paladin among us. After investigating, I found out that the reason why the now-dead Paladin Stendhal was leading the Gishinkai was because Religios made a concession, although originally, Religios should have been the leader. So, I am guessing that Religios has become the main force of the Gisinhae now that Stendhal is dead.”

“You can create an artifact of absolute defense, so you’re a paladin and a scholar at the same time?”

“No. Not really. This is just a product of his body being made of slime and his failure to somehow take on human form.”

“... Slime?”

“Yes. Religios is a slime paladin. To be exact, it is a being born between a slime and a human.”

“...”

“Until now, I only knew him as someone who was born with really astronomical odds, but I found out later that while he was conducting various experiments at the previous Kishinhoe, he captured a slime and captured people and killed them about 10,000 times. I later heard that he was born after going through many trials and errors of sexual intercourse.”

“... crazy.”

I was shocked by Aleph’s words.

And at the same time, I realized how incredibly lucky Morsling was.

Slien, the slime human.

To be exact, she existed as a blood slime as a familiar. The slime that was that at the time was a woman who was born by absorbing the essence of Morsling just once.

The members of the Gishinkai, who intentionally tried to create a slime human, managed to create a slime human named Religios after persistent efforts, and in the end, he was unable to take human form, but Morsling simply created a slime human named Slien by luck of the heavens. existence was born.

'Now I understand why Farewell wanted to scout Morsling so much. Farewell: No matter how brilliant his intellect may be, is Morsling's luck a talent that surpasses even that? He said that most of the products he created so far achieved the desired performance even though most of them had the wrong approach.'

Immediately after I felt the greatness of Morsling again, Aleph and I left the building and talked about the rest.

“There is a woman in our parish who is... a slime person. It's called Sliennim.”

“Is that so? What a coincidence. I thought that until I die, I would never see anyone born between a slime and a human other than Relios.”

“Should we call it a coincidence or should we say that luck, which shows the end of greatness, beat the overwhelming odds... Hahaha.”

“... A slime person, and a female at that.”

“Oh, by the way, you are married.”

“... Is that really true?”

“Yes. She is the wife of a pharmacist in the parish. If you really had an idea, it would be better to give up.”

“Hahaha...”

I meant it as a joke, but surprisingly, Aleph gave a slightly suspicious laugh, which made me a little wary.

“... Are you not the kind of person who targets other women, Aleph?”

“... No, no. No way. Please don't misunderstand. As a person who serves Rugal-sama, I cannot help but be deeply moved that a pure-blooded human and a slime woman are connected.”

“But why did you smile like that?”

“That's just because I still felt like I was lacking in some areas.”

Aleph lifted her arm, scratched the back of her neck, and confessed what she had been thinking.

“When I heard that there was a female slime, I naturally wondered if she was going to marry a male slime who was born between another slime and a human.”

“Ah, that’s why it was like that.”

“Yes. I was a little embarrassed that I had thought such a prejudiced thought, even though on the outside and in my prayers I wanted the fusion of pure-blooded humans and beastmen, fein and dragons without discrimination.”

Aleph had a point.

Since they are such rare slime people, you might think that their companion must also be an equally rare slime person.

So he was reminded of Religios, a slime paladin in his church, and naturally wondered if he and she would become connected someday.

Then I suddenly wondered if it was okay for paladins to get married, so I asked him.

“Now that I think about it, I have a question.”

“Tell me.”

“Are Rugal’s paladins allowed to get married? What I know... I only know about the Paladins of the Gaia Church, but I heard that all the Paladins there were single.”

“I understand why you asked that question. You probably did it because Religios reminded you of the paladin and the story from before.”

“Well, that’s it. And... I also heard from Camellia that marriage talks are underway between King Fei, one of the three heroes, and Bishop Setias.”

“That's right. It's just as you know. Our Rugals can marry not only priests but also paladins. Dreaming of equality in the first place means that even priests have the same freedom of marriage as ordinary people.”

“Aha, is that so? After listening to it, I understand.”

“To further explain, although this may be a bit deviant from the advocacy of equality, there is a trend in our denomination to encourage marriage, especially between people of different races. ... However, just as I am prejudiced, it is not easy for other people to change their views on marriage... In general, the current trend is to marry people of the same race.”

Beastmen are among beastmen, humans are among humans, and humanoids are among humanoids.

That's most of it, and there aren't that many cases where it goes beyond that.

Therefore, the current royal family is a pure-blooded royal family that has never allowed a single blood of a different race to be mixed, and many families within the empire are also reluctant to be diluted by mixing blood of a different race as much as possible.

Is that why?

'... Something feels off.'

I don't know why, but I felt a little creepy about Religios, a slime paladin I heard about in Aleph.

Slime Paladin Relios has never met a slime human like himself before.

Later, when Paladin Rubyset, a member of the same Gishinkai, brought up the story of Slien, he might get his attention.

'Of course, if something like that happens, I'll have to take full action to prevent it. She is Morsling's wife, but I wonder if a guy as high as a paladin would covet the woman of someone who is already married.'

After making her own resolution, Aleph briefly said that she was interested in the hygge culture and would go into the forest.

“-So, I would like to see the forest at the suggestion of the hygge person named Ruba a little while ago. When are you planning on holding the funeral?”

“I lost some time because of entertainment. The funeral will be held in the late afternoon instead of lunchtime. Would you like to attend, Aleph?”

“I heard that the saints of Red Purge and Master Claygen from the capital will also be attending. In that case, it would be right for me to participate as well.”

“It doesn’t matter if you don’t want to.”

“No. However... I'm not very good at speaking as a priest. I have always attended external events related to combat, so I can only speak harshly.”

“It’s okay. The Dawn Priests are also an unmanned family called the Priest Knights in the past. You will adapt.”

“Is that so? Well then, I'm willing to end by reciting just one verse.”

So Aleph went into the forest, and I went up to the church to get some rest, and there was Thistle there.

“...”

Whiiing-

In front of the church, Thistle is seen with her eyes closed with a book on her lap, a book containing the wills of numerous people.

Rustling-

“... Ah, Lee Rim. Are you here?”

“Yes. Did you wake me up?”

“No. I just finished writing down the wills of the Dun Priests. For a moment, I heard them leaving.”

As I look around Thistle, I see fog-like things retreating.

It is said that the fog means that the soul is moving, and as Thistle said, it seemed that the people of the old count family were disappearing after finishing their business.

“I’m sorry. Lee Rim. I left all the work of decorating the tombstone to you.”

“It’s okay. Thistle has something that only Thistle can do.”

I just walked over to the table where Thistle was sitting and sat down.

On the table, next to the dried tea cup, was a small statue.

The statue that looked exactly like Deshade was a wooden statue that had been left there while Thistle was writing down the wills of the Count's people, but it was also an object that had just become a sacred object.

We were both looking at it, and then Thistle blurted out something.

“... Deshade said he would accept people from the count family.”

“... Yes? Are you Deshade?”

“Yes. Although he could not leave a message, he sent his will.”

I was a little surprised by Thistle's words while stroking the sacred object.

And I was relieved.

'Deshade is also slowly solidifying his position now.'

Underworld.

Or the afterlife.

A place under the earth that is sometimes called Myeongbu or Hell.

Where there is a place for devils and evil spirits, Deshade also exists.

However, while he has the status of an evil god, Deshade is also a newcomer.

Asmodeus lent all his power and was taken back to hell by Deshade, but he quickly recovered his strength and is now taking care of Astesia, while Deshade is establishing himself at a slower pace than him. I think so.

So, I was wondering if I could be of some, but serious, help to Deshade.

I asked Thistle for his opinion.

“... Honestly, Thistle.”

“Yes. Why is this happening? Lee Rim?”

“To Asmodeus through Astesia-”

“Yes.”

“-If I ask you to please Deshade, who will be more angry, the Great Devil or our God?”

“... Sigh-!”

“Ooh, don’t laugh. Because I thought about it seriously.”

“ Lee, Lee Rim... It's so... so bizarre! Puhuhhh...”

Thistle came back with tears in her eyes, probably because it was really funny, and even after dropping them, she was laughing so hard that a few more drops flowed out.

“... Hey, pretend you didn’t hear it.”

“Mi, I'm sorry, Lee Rim... Still... You, that was something I didn't even think about... Phew... Pahahahahahaha! ”

“... Hahahahahaha-”

In the end, I was slightly annoyed that Thistle couldn't hold back at all and burst out laughing, but when I saw Thistle's appearance, I started laughing and ended up laughing as well.

“Ah, I think both Deshade and Asmodeus dislike each other to a similar extent...”

“Hahahaha... Well, isn't that right? I have to pretend this never happened.”

I laughed for a while next to Thistle.

And while naturally feeling the body heat from Thistle and my hands, I looked down at the teaching aid and relieved my fatigue.

Later in the afternoon, a small funeral was held for the members of the Dunpriest family, and all the hygges, soulmates, and church guests who had free time attended and quietly prayed for their deaths.

As night fell, I easily ignored Razael's attack and ended the day.

        
            The morning after the count's funeral yesterday afternoon, Henin told me that the conversation with Florian had ended well.

The two people who had been talking in the morning returned near the end of dinner time.

These were two people who had not been seen for a full day.

It is said that long stories poured out that much.

If you go straight from the parish in the opposite direction of the city, you will come across a series of small hills, and then you will have to walk quite a long way to reach the city.

Since the spirit sickness has not yet reached that area, the abandoned farmland is full of weeds along with grains.

Some of them had a high proportion of grains, so many spirit soldiers worked together to harvest them, while others were untouched because the vegetation grew higher than the grains.

Still, what they all have in common is that, in terms of climate, we are now in the middle of the harvest season, so everything, including grains and plants, has turned yellow.

At first glance, this golden land reminds me of the land of death where Gaia lived.

It is said that Henin and Floria left the parish and walked, and continued walking.

He said he then came out and sat with his back against a fence in an abandoned farmland with no one around.

and,

As soon as Henin leaned back and asked Florian to talk to him about any concerns he had,

... pop.

Pop.

Pop.

Pop.

She said she shed tears.

'Ennin. Will you listen to my story?'

'... yes. do. I'll listen to everything from next to you.'

Henin said that after that, many stories were exchanged.

There was no set topic.

There were stories about how he spent his past life, and stories about his time as a military officer.

All the worries that I had kept inside came out, and I also let out all the thoughts that arose while living at the parish.

A rambling speech.

But Enin listened to everything.

No matter what was said, Enin could understand it all.

That's because the two people had something in common that greatly overlapped.

Henin's story.

Florian's story.

Two people similar to each other.

They are both people from the Kingdom Alliance who felt sorry for soul patients.

In the end, it was a decision made arbitrarily by the people above, but the two people were deeply aware that they had survived thanks to the help of the soul soldiers.

So the two decided to help the soul patients.

Enin looked at me personally and gained the courage to walk forward, and Florian did everything he could to help Noan and the soul patients around him at least one more time.

If two people were different, there was only one thing.

Both Enin and Florian were from the same kingdom, military officers, and people who tried to help the soul sick, but there was only one difference.

That's right-

The only thing was that Enine discovered Gaia, and Florian did not discover Gaia.

'Senior... no, Florian.'

'yes. 'Ennin.'

'Actually, I have something to talk about.'

'...what is it?'

'Well, it was only recently, but I saw Gaia.'

'... yes?'

Should we say that luck plays a big role in environmental factors as well?

He was so sick that the priest of Gaia, who saw Enin as a child visiting the temple, stole his feats. There was nothing he could do for the child who had not even the slightest feats he had accumulated before, and if he tried to do anything more, he would kill him with his own hands. He was so weak that the thought of killing him remained.

So, as he had always seen, the priest of Gaia, who was quite old, passed by Enin, seeing her as one of those common children who would die early without being able to survive childhood. Thanks to this, Enin was not fooled by the tricks of the fake Gaia and was able to fulfill his prayers. I was able to convey this to the real Gaia.

But it wasn't Florian.

Although she was weak, she was clearly the child of an aristocratic family, and from an early age, she held her parents' hands and went to Gaia's temple. Like other kingdom residents, she endlessly prayed to Gaia even though the real Gaia was not looking at her.

That's the difference between the two.

'I see... Enin, you have met Gaia.'

'... sorry.'

'Oh, no. What is there to be sorry for? I'm just... just a little jealous.'

'...'

'...Still, I'm glad.'

'yes?'

'It doesn't mean that Gaia-sama didn't exist completely. It means that Gaia, who I knew as a god who loves humans, doesn't completely hate humans, even though she is an Enin.'

'... Florian!'

'thank you. Enine. For telling me that you have seen Gaia. Even though my prayers did not reach Gaia, I am relieved to know that Gaia did not exist at all.'

'Florian...'

like that-

The humans who met Gaia and the humans who never met Gaia took different paths.

Enin, who had once sat down, prayed to Gaia again and tried to stand next to me, and in the end, his prayers continued to prevent Gaia, who had been reduced to an evil spirit, from completely losing her status as a god.

On the other hand, the faith that Florian held until the end in Grace Estate was not reciprocated, and he arrived at the diocese, unable to rely on anyone, being led by the spirits and old eyes.

That was a story of the past.

So, now that Henin had heard all that, he decided to hold Florian's hand, who didn't know where to lean.

'... Florian.'

'yes. 'Ennin.'

'You said a little while ago that you came to the parish but didn't know what to do, right?'

'... yes. It's a shame, but even though I'm an adult, I'm lost. Many of the mentally ill people here have quickly started to find their own path, but I am the only one standing still. ... Really, this made me realize how foolish I was for trying to remain an adult in front of Noan.'

'... Don't beat yourself up like that. I still remember it. Florian, whom I first met as a senior during my time as an officer, treated me like everyone else even though I was a commoner and joined as an officer, right? 'He ignored all my requests to treat him as he should since he was a nobleman's material, and became an education officer without discrimination for me and those people.'

'That's because... there was an order from above to take responsibility for your education, and that was my job.'

'is it so. That's it. Florian was a senior who knew what responsibility was. If that's not an adult, what is? To me, Florian has always been an adult. Although she is only a few years older than me, I feel like she is a senior rather than an older sister.'

'... I'm just thankful to hear this from Enin's mouth. But now I'm nothing anymore. Unlike back then, I can't be the person to take responsibility for someone...'

'... I have something to say about that.'

'... yes? What do you have to say?'

It is said that at a time when Florian was sinking into endless self-destruction, Henin thought that only that suggestion could bring Florian back to life, and spoke up right away.

‘Florian. Please become a priest of our church.'

'...A priest?'

'yes. A priest.'

‘B-but the priest’s position is-’

'Of course, it's hard to see priestesses in the Gaia Church, so they might not be used to it, but the Empire's Churches don't care that much about that, and our Church is the same.'

'Oh, no. It's not for that reason, but a priest... is a position with greater responsibility than a simple military officer, right? 'I don't have the confidence to take on that position anymore...'

'... Florian, no. 'There are still many people who only look at their seniors?'

'... the people looking at me?'

'yes. Many soul soldiers are hoping that Florian will lead them. Before meeting Florian, I continued to talk to other soul soldiers and listen to their opinions. Many people are thankful to Florian. The people whom Florian had taken care of, the people who gathered around Florian and crossed the border all at once, the one child who was saved by Florian, and the child who can now be called a healthy adult.'

'... It's an illusion. Enine. I can't be that dependable.'

'It doesn't matter if it's an illusion. Most people said that it would be great if Florian became a priest, and many people said that it would be great if he just stayed with them without leaving the diocese.'

'...'

'...and I think so too.'

'... Enindo, you mean?'

'yes. I hope that seniors, those who have worked hard for so long, can spend time peacefully healing their wounds at the parish.'

'... is that so.'

'... yes. Deshade is also a god who picks up abandoned things.'

'... I see. God who picks up and puts away things that have been abandoned. For me... it might be the perfect god.'

Enin hesitated until the end, but eventually recommended that Florian find sanctuary by becoming a priest of our church.

After a long story and persuasion, Florian-

Henin's proposal was accepted.

'... all right.'

'... yes?'

'If there are still people who want it, I should be willing to live up to their expectations.'

'... senior!'

'And, I'm not a senior. Enine. This is no longer an army or a union of kingdoms.'

'Well, then-'

'... Now, if you call me unnie, I'll, um... get used to it.'

'... yes! sister!'

'... Hehehe, thank you. 'Ennin.'

'That's what I'm going to say!'

like that,

When the morning star first rose over the golden hill with the sunset, Henin and Florian returned to the parish.

So today, we are holding an initiation ceremony where Florian officially becomes a priest of our denomination.

In addition, Noan and several soul soldiers who share the same views as Noan, and about 20 people, which is more than you might think, have expressed their wish to wear the name of the Order of Knights.

So, it was decided that there were two things for our church to do today: Florian's initiation ceremony and the founding ceremony of the knights' order made up of soul soldiers.

        
            Rustle-

Clap-

Enin touches my back as I put on my military boots at the front door and tells me about the things to do at the parish today.

“Still, there are guests from other denominations, so I don’t plan on making too much of a fuss. Florian decided to receive Deshade's grace through Thistle at the church. Astesia will help with the ritual, and Red Purge's saint, Xian, will also pray to the gods served by her church and give her many more blessings to give to Florian.”

“That’s a good thing. Even if we always manage to get by with our own individual strength, we still feel a little uneasy with the grace and protection of Deshade alone. Oh, of course, it would be best if Florian wasn't put in danger. So, I don't know how much blessing the gods of Red Purge will give me, but I hope that they can at least give me some peace of mind.”

“... Thank you, Lee Rim.”

“Huh? What am I?”

“Still, Bishop Lee Lim was not reluctant to allow Florian to become a nun and priest in our denomination, so he was able to alleviate Florian’s worries.”

“... I feel a little embarrassed saying that. Still, Enin. The only reason I decided to accept Florian as a priest was because I thought we needed someone to take charge of the church when we were away. It wasn't out of pure favor or anything like that. And these are all Peria's thoughts...”

“Still, I know that if Lee Rim really hated it, he would have rejected it no matter how much Peria brought up the story. It is a small-scale denomination that is not as large as other denominations, and Deshade is not particularly sincere about missionary work. Lee Rim took a step forward, so we were able to bring up this story. .”

“... If you really want to think that way, I can't stop you-”

“Hehe, actually, Irim did it because he was secretly grateful to Florian, right?”

“... Yes. Let’s just say so.”

Henin thought that I must be grateful to Florian.

However, even though I answered that way, I was able to clearly answer in my heart that Enin's thoughts were slightly off this time.

A friend of a friend.

An acquaintance of an acquaintance.

I feel like I'm a person who can't say I don't know at all because I have a level of knowledge.

Florian was the person who helped Enin in many ways until he first became an officer, and he was also the person who took care of the soul soldiers early on, so I just thought I wanted to help him too.

Rather, what I think of him as a human being is that although he is a good person, rather than having a deep relationship with me, I feel that he is a person who will have a long relationship with presbyopia in the future.

Clap-

After putting my shoes on tightly, I opened the door and went out, followed by Enin.

As I look at the bright sunlight shining down on the parish today, I think that it will be a fairly peaceful day as long as there are no more customers flocking to the parish like yesterday.

“Then, I will go to the Noans with Paladin Aleph.”

“Yes. It's a pity that I can't do anything for you because you're going through a lot of trouble. I would have to attend the initiation ceremony, and even though it would be almost like a vigilante, it would also be my job to know what it feels like to form a knighthood...”

“Don’t worry. Aleph voluntarily offered to help, as well as the initiation ceremony... Thistle said he would rather hold a ceremony that only requires the presence of Astesia and the saints of the Red Purge.”

“Huh? A ritual that I can’t do if I have it? What is that?”

“... Do I really need to tell you?”

“... If you say that, I want to hear it.”

“... Hmm, hmm! In fact, it is said that Thistle performs a ritual called [Anoint] in order to protect her body from entities possessing the devil's magical power.”

“Yes.”

“That is, after entering the bathtub naked, washing your body with holy water and covering your whole body with divine protection-”

“Okay. Until there. I understand.”

Apparently, for Thistle, Florian is another priest he has met for the first time other than a saint, and since this time he is officially baptizing Deshade on his behalf, he seems to be planning to perform the ceremony meticulously.

Since I'm already doing it, I'm sure.

And by testing everything we only knew intellectually.

I realized that he was planning to pour out a lot of protection, which seemed a bit excessive to bestow on one priest.

‘Isn’t it a bit much? If you put on Deshade's blessings, the blessings you receive through the Saint of Red Purge, and all the rituals that Thistle has been thinking about... I think you'll at least have the protection of a paladin wearing armor with his bare body. '

I feel like a lot of force was put on Thistle’s shoulders.

However, since we are a small denomination, I thought it was an advantage that we could afford to treat each person with such respect every time they joined the denomination, so I thought there was no need to stop them.

So, leave the rest to others-

All I have to do is step into a battlefield just for me.

“Then, I’ll go.”

“Yes. Please be careful.”

I take heavy steps as I am seen off by Enin.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

It didn't take that long.

About 50 steps away from the house.

As it happens, each of the houses that are built for guests is occupied by different people.

Rugal's paladins live in a mansion painted white and with a black roof.

The mansion had the same white paint, but the roof was painted with brown dye instead of black.

And the accommodation I just arrived at has the same structure as other houses, but it has a red roof with round windows here and there instead of square windows as a test for hygge people.

'Saint Sian must have gone to church early in the morning with Thistle.'

Now inside this house, one of the two saints, and only me, is waiting for me to arrive.

“... Phew-”

So I took a long breath, knocked on the door, and called her name.

smart-

“Hirm. Are you there? This is Bishop Lee Lim-”

Suddenly-

At the same time, the door prepared for the saints opened as if waiting, and Hirem came out from inside.

“Welcome! Bishop! You’ve finally arrived!”

Thump!

“Ah, yes... Hahaha...”

As soon as I came out, Hirem grabbed my hand vigorously with both hands.

“Still, you’re a little late. I thought you would come right after the draft came out.”

“Sorry. I had no idea that the saints woke up early for morning prayers, so they must have waited a long time because they woke up early.”

“Oh my. Bishop, doesn’t your denomination hold a separate morning prayer?”

“No. Let's do it. But... I don't do it. Because we live in a very free environment.”

'To be exact, I'm the type of person who doesn't pray too much. Do you think it’s debauchery? Well, actually, Deshade doesn't really care whether I pray or not, so I haven't done it until now.'

Hirem, who had been waiting for me, came out with a very bright smile.

When she heard that I didn't really say my morning prayers, she looked up at me in wonder.

“Hey...”

'hmm. I'm sure too. It's burdensome.'

Hirem was sullen all day because there was a small argument yesterday.

However, the smile that Hir'em was showing as soon as I saw him today was burdensome, to the point where I felt like I preferred the same expression as yesterday.

“... It's good.”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“That difference is really good.”

Hir'em suddenly expressed his feelings about my excuse, let go of my hand, tilted his head to one side, and started talking to himself, making it slightly difficult to understand.

“After yesterday, I was a little worried at night. If we have different opinions, will that be the end of the relationship? But when I thought about it closely, I realized that wasn't the case.”

“Suddenly it’s a bit hard to understand what you’re saying-”

“It’s the same for friends and couples. If we have the same hobbies and tastes, fights may not occur. But then you just get tired of it quickly. There is just one more person just like me, nothing more.”

“Oh, uh... so?”

“So they say that really close friends are polar opposites. Oh, this is not my experience, but a story I once heard from Cardinal Comondor. The beginning of a truly long-lasting friendship is not as easy as you think. Although people look at each other with affection, do not try to understand each other, and complain inwardly, the moment those differences come together without clashing with each other, the differences between each other become clearer. The moment you respect and acknowledge their existence, you become a true friend.”

“... Ah, so what you're saying is that you enjoyed the story that Hirm is telling about the differences between our church's culture and the Red Purge's culture, and you liked it?”

“... Huhuhuhuhuhuhu- Yes. I don't mind if you know that now. Anyway, the time for us to get to know each other starts today.”

'I thought I almost understood, but maybe my answer was wrong?'

He said he understood the intention behind Hir'em's words, which he spoke extremely quickly, but out of a perfect score of 100, it seems that only about 50 points were correct.

“Now... then.”

Hirem answered my question and put on his shoes and came out.

Sigh-

Then I stretched out my hand,

“Escort, please.”

He asked me to serve him.

“... Okay. Today, I will definitely treat you as a guest.”

“Hehe- I’ll be looking forward to it. Lee Rim.”

I held Hirem's hand, and she jumped across the front door with a light movement and came out of the house.

The clothes Hirem is wearing today is a yellow dress similar to her hair color.

Even though it was just a break, he was unable to completely put down the symbol of the religious order, so he came out with a red ribbon attached to his straw hat and a red cardigan draped over his shoulder.

We walked slowly toward the parish forest, keeping a two-step distance from each other, and talked.

“First of all, let me tell you, there’s really nothing to see near the parish. Let’s go to the forest and spend some time.”

“It’s okay. What I really wanted was time, rather than place.”

“Yes? Time?”

“Yes. Time. That kind of time with someone.”

Are the saints of Red Purge really being worked hard without even regular breaks?

Since she is a saint, it doesn't matter how high-class the workforce is, she said that she solved the previous salary issue on her own, and seeing that such a story even came out of Hir'em's mouth, no matter how large and wealthy the Red Purge is, there is no way to improve the working environment. I don’t think things happen that easily.

“So, what should we do today?”

So, when I looked at Hirem with a 100% pure smile, I thought that since he already wanted some rest, I should do my best to treat him as the leader of the parish.

“It's fun... The hygge people are probably dismantling the magic beast as usual, so why not watch that and have a drink with your meal.”

“... Phew! Why are you leading a woman to a slaughterhouse? It's really bad. I can't believe you included daytime drinking in your plans. Hahahahahaha!”

“Even if you don’t like it, Hir’em is the one who came to the church where this is all there is. Be prepared.”

“Yes. I will.”

“... Of course, if you really don't want to, we can consider another schedule.”

“No, it’s okay. Slaughterhouse, well, thanks to the Great War, I have seen even more things. It would be interesting to watch as long as the thing on the chopping block isn't a person.”

“... It’s bloody, really.”

“First of all, I am, but you don’t want that either, right?”

“That’s true, though. Still, there is such a thing as trauma.”

Since she also spent her days fighting as a commander and Cheon Ik-jong, I think she probably has the same amount of secret memories as me.

Similar but not similar.

While wondering if it was a bit similar to the relationship between Enin and Florian, or if I should think of it as being different, I took a walk in the forest with Hir'em.

        
            About a week and a few days before the wish ceremony, Feria, who had eaten a heartier breakfast than usual, took the time to slowly look around Leven early in the morning.

Today the diocese is busy with Florian's initiation ceremony and the founding ceremony of the Knights Templar.

Of course, even though it is an initiation ceremony, it is not open to the outside world, and only the parties involved, Florian, Thistle, Astesia, and Saint Cian of Red Purge, who volunteered to be the helpers of the ceremony, participate.

The founding ceremony of the Knights Templar is just a founding ceremony, and there is nothing other than telling Paladin Lord Aleph and Enin about the meaning and responsibilities of becoming a Knight of the Order and providing some training.

I briefly showed my face at the church preparing for the ceremony and confirmed that Saint Xian was there, and I caught the sight of Enin in front of the soul soldiers and Aleph who offered to help Enin, and after seeing Irim go to Hirem's lodgings. Feria finished her walk.

“Ugggeuk...! Chaaaa! So, shall we start today too?”

Peria lifted her arms and completely relaxed her body and entered the tent.

It's not home.

The location was a tent built near the grave of the parishioner.

The tent that had been temporarily set up to prepare for the funeral, where the priest from Rugal and the legate from the royal family had fought each other with heated and spat, was still left in place.

And now that such a tent has lost its original purpose, it is being used as an outdoor base for Feria.

“I also got in the car... Hmph~ Hmph, huh~ i'm the storm that is approaching~!”

Peria put the teacup down on the table, looked at the rolled up quill, and suddenly swung it around and struck a cool pose while humming a song a trickster had taught her before.

“... Hmm, hmm! That's strange. It was really cool when Uncle Basil was swinging his sword.”

However, even though no one was watching, for some reason I suddenly felt embarrassed, so I immediately threw my pen into the inkwell, wet it, and started working.

The walk was quite long, not only for breakfast, but also after lunch time.

Instead of eating lunch, Peria sipped only the tea she brought from home and put a sufficiently wet quill on paper.

Kuuk.

“... Once the money goes out for a walk and comes back, it just keeps growing. Really... I really wish I had worked in an environment like this a long time ago.”

Square- Square- Square- Square-

fluttering-

Sagagak - square - ssseu -

The pen begins to dance on the paper.

Peria is currently jotting down on paper the rumors she picked up during her morning and lunch walks.

What I am writing now is all hot information.

The source is the hygges and soulmates living in the diocese, and they all serve as the eyes and ears of Feria.

The valuable information can soon be converted into money by the trickster Peria, providing extra funds that can later be used for the summoning spell from Ars Magna to the Fairy Garden.

And that hot information, in fact, is constantly gathered even if Feria does not have to go outside, just wait in the tent within the limited space of the parish.

fluttering-

“... Ah!! Peria!! You are here!!!”

“Luba, hello. Welcome.”

Peria greeted Ruba after writing down that Saint Xian, whom she had heard from a spirit patient a while ago, had not even touched a drop of alcohol last night and that this morning she had not even touched food containing alcohol.

It was a windy day, so the tent at the entrance was flapping, but seeing Luba's ears and tail shaking even more vigorously, Peria immediately asked Luba about the information she had brought.

“So, what was the morning scenery like?”

“The bishop went into the forest with Saint Hirem!! As you said, I took a close look at the outfit!! Today, he was wearing yellow clothes with a straw hat and a red ribbon attached to it!! It was amazing to see a slightly broken halo on top of the hat!!!”

“Really? great job. You put a lot of effort into it.”

“What!!!”

Seeing Peria, who had heard the report, dip her pen in ink and start taking notes, Ruba felt both happy and slightly puzzled that she had successfully completed the task she had been asked to do, even though it was a minor task.

“... But Peria!!!”

“Huh? What's wrong Luba?”

“Do these stories really sell?! For us who have only sold game until now, this is a concept that we don’t understand!!!”

Peria paused her pen for a moment after hearing Luba's story, and thought that Luba deserved it, so she tried to help her understand.

“Hmm... I guess that's true too. Because what Trickster deals with is completely different from the information Hygge people want.”

“That’s right!! The information we want is things like the Adventurer's Guild's top-secret map of the habitat and distribution of rare magical beasts, or notes from unexplored areas outside the empire!!!”

“Hygge hunters are interested in information about potential prey, right? But even though the things I deal with look completely different, they are all the same.”

“How do you mean that?!!”

“For example... Luba, how do you hygges deal with prey that you have never seen before and that you have never caught before?”

“Hmm... Let's first observe them, find out their habits, prepare traps accordingly, and start hunting in earnest, right?!!”

“It’s the same. Information about the saint, information about the paladin, and information about the originalist duke's wife are all the same. It's no different from Ruba and Hygge dealing with prey they've never seen before.”

“Ugh...”

“You thought it was strange right now, didn’t you? Even though the saint, the paladin, and the daughter of the originalist duke's family are so close that we are currently receiving them as guests in the parish, I wonder if we should be so cautious.”

“... Yes!! It's exactly what it says!!! Everyone attended the funeral last night, and you are helping the members of the church this morning as well. Is there a reason for that?!!”

“Of course Luba is right. In Ruba's eyes, the guests who have come to our parish so far don't seem like people who will ever be hostile to us. And since we are all inside the huge fence called the Empire, the possibility of that happening is even lower.”

“Then-”

“But, but. I'm the type of person who likes to leave everything assuming. There is a possibility of antagonism with the Red Purge, a possibility of antagonism with the people of Rugal, and a possibility that the relationship with the Duke family will deteriorate rapidly.”

“...”

After interrupting Ruba's conversation once, Peria continues to express her opinion.

“And that doesn’t just apply to me and our denomination. Groups that currently have a neutral relationship with the Red Purge, nobles who have secrets that are slightly disturbing from Rugal's point of view, people who want to somehow have a connection with the Duke of Theoroi, or who are only looking for an opportunity to be overthrown. Even the fields. What I'm doing is looking at that as far as possible. I'm acquiring the information our denomination needs in advance, and at the same time selling that information to people who want it for money.”

“... Ah!! I know that!! Are you saying that’s a secret strategy?!!”

“Amtu, that’s right. This kind of information is not unconditionally collected solely for the purpose of fighting the opponent, but it usually falls into that category.”

As she talks, what comes to mind for Peria is that her current self seems to overlap with her teacher, Paradox.

Peria stood in Ruba's place and always asked Paradox questions, and each time, Paradox rested his chin on his cane and answered all of Peria's questions even though he was sleepy.

Luba suddenly looked at Peria, who was thinking of the paradox and smiling, as if she didn't know why she was smiling. Peria put down her pen and leaned her chin to talk to her.

The way her teacher always greeted her.

“... Anyway, in the end, humans have no choice but to become cowards in order to protect what they have. Since they are all citizens of the same empire, you might think that it would be best if such a situation were as low as possible, but at some point, when they saw themselves becoming enemies with the Saint of Red Purge and the Paladins of Rugal attacking, the Primalist faction finally drew their swords and attacked them. There are people who are afraid of coming to stab them. What I do is sell those people the information they want. Now do you understand what a trickster is? Luba.”

“... Yes!! I think I understand now!! So, to Feria, the fact that other people are buying such information means that they are trying to obtain information to hunt beings that are more overwhelming than them, or to protect themselves from them!!!”

“That’s right.”

“Umm... But still, I think it's going a little too far to want to find out from the simple eating habits that those people showed at the parish, to the type of clothing they prefer, and what time they wake up in the morning and go to sleep!! After all, isn’t it true that lifestyle habits, preferences, and tastes can easily change depending on how you feel that morning?!!”

“Of course, if you look at it as a prey, it may be excessive information. But... What if hunting isn’t the only purpose?”

“Hunting is not the purpose?!!”

“Yes. What if it's not about hunting, but about gaining favor? Isn't this a way that hygge people don't usually treat their prey? Oh, isn’t that right?”

“To gain favor... I’m not sure!! For us, there is usually no case where the things in front of us are not prey!!!”

“Well, from the hygge point of view, that would also be the case. Because hygge people are all about the game and the hunter. There's nothing else though. To put it simply, they want to get information so as not to step on taboos to please others. For example, Paladin Aleph woke up later than I expected in the morning. Most faithful believers wake up early in the morning and pray. So, making appointments for interviews often happens early in the morning. But Aleph is someone who serves Rugal surprisingly flexibly. So, I observed that prayers are offered only twice: after the morning training is over and after the evening training.”

“Hey...”

“So, a person who wants to meet Aleph would schedule a meeting to avoid that training time to please him from the beginning. It's all in the same context. From the civilian clothes that Hir'em wore, we need to find out her preferred clothing, find out the type and color of the gift that would be most effective, and know that Saint Xian dramatically avoids alcohol, so that we can avoid giving her high-quality alcohol as a gift without knowing anything about it. ”

Luba, who listened to Peria's story, thought it was surprising.

And at the same time-

I realized one truth about life.

“... Humans are truly troublesome animals to hunt!!!”

“... Fuhahahaha! yes? That's my opinion too. Being human is truly full of pitfalls. There are so many things that can make you feel bad if you step on them, and there are just so many things that are difficult to predict. Compared to hunting demonic beasts, it can definitely be said to be difficult.”

Peria, who had told him that far, seemed to be satisfied with the answer, and left Luva, who was disgusted by the truth she had concluded, for a moment to think about another hunt that was taking place in the forest.

'So Hir'em Brigade. Saint of destruction? What you are doing is a hunt that starts without any information, a hunt that you go on after predicting who your brother is based only on your own guesses. I don't know exactly what you're thinking, but you'll end up not getting what you want. That's why I stopped my brother from going into the forest and Astesia from following you.'

Hunting without sufficient information is bound to fail.

Even now, Feria provides Hygge people with information about demons that they have not encountered yet, and for soul patients, it buys items on their behalf that are as similar as possible to the items they want or used in the world they live in, or provides materials or manpower to make them. In exchange for connecting them, they are obtaining information about guests in the parish.

And since people who need such information are willing to pay any amount of money to get it, Hirem's plan, which is so interested in Irim but neglects to obtain information, is a hunt that is bound to fail, even if the exact goal is unknown. It's just that.

It was right after I thought about it.

Thick-

'Ugh... Is it already time to smoke healing herbs?'

Peria, who felt something was wrong with her body, took out a box containing healing herbs on the table and spoke to Luva.

“... Then Luba. I'm sorry, but could you please leave quickly? I'm going to smoke this, but Ruba doesn't smell that good?”

“... Ah! You mean recovery plant? Hmm... If I had to choose which one, it would be a smell that would turn me off a bit!!!”

“I’m sorry. I think he wants to talk more. Still, I can’t not smoke this, so please be considerate?”

“Yes!! I just don't like my nose, it's for the sake of Peria's body!! I’m going out, so smoke as much as you want!!!”

fluttering-

After Luba leaves, Peria takes out a healing candle and lights it.

To attach-

It was just a moment.

... I'm crying!

“... Holy shit-”

bang!

Peria, who had the healing herb on her finger, slammed her fist on the desk and hurriedly lowered her head under the desk.

And then-

“... Weeek-”

He spat out a handful of thick, black blood into the bucket he had prepared in advance.

        
            “Week! Cough! Wow...”

Grumbling-

Blood is in a bucket.

... Sigh-

After spitting out the blood, Peria took out an embroidered handkerchief from her coat pocket and wiped her mouth. Then, trying to endure the pain, she slammed the desk and straightened the healing candle that had been broken in half.

“Cough- Cough- Phew... Ah, really. I guess I miscalculated the time. Is it already past time to smoke?”

The problem was that I was too absorbed in the information coming in all the time.

Even though it was only one cigarette of healing herb short of what I would have normally smoked in the morning, it was still this much.

“... Twa-”

As Peria spit out the remaining blood and hurriedly sucked on the healing herb, she felt her body slowly regaining vitality.

“... Ah, is this really dangerous? Farewell said it would be okay.”

Progress much faster than expected.

“... I thought I was lucky in my own way.”

Still, I thought I would be able to walk around without any problems until winter passed, but my body was decomposing faster than I imagined.

“Still, I can’t do it. The game must be decided at once. All you have to do is earn money until the end, use it to request a summoning spell, and then make medicine on the spot.”

Kuuk-

Peria bends the bandages around her entire body, the ends of which are on her fingers, to give strength.

Although it was just an act of applying strength to the bandage that was constricting her body, it would not delay the collapse of her body, but Peria wanted to relieve her feelings at least a little.

“... Phew-”

Afterwards, it's time to take a little break to soothe the gloomy mood.

This is when I quickly smoked one healing herb, took out another one, and smoked about half of it.

“... It's time to come.”

Today, Feria's job is to welcome guests from outside the diocese.

Thistle and Astesia will be attending Florian's initiation ceremony, Eila and Hwarim will be talking to Clayzen, and Enin will be talking to the soul soldiers along with Aleph.

Farewell is probably having fun experimenting with Morsling in the workshop by now, and Razael takes out the spear early in the morning and goes into the forest where Irim will go to hide, and Raines receives Peria's request and kills Farewell earlier than Razael. He went to the workshop and went to work on his work with the window half broken.

“... Everything, as planned.”

Peria is confident now.

My current self is at least in matters related to the diocese, albeit within a limited scope -

It is said that he has a foresight that surpasses even his own teacher, Paradox.

'So far, I haven't had a single miss.'

Although I didn't know that Hirem would visit the diocese by writing a gate in the wish ceremony, I knew that Rugal would move right away, that Claysen, who left the duchy a long time ago, would soon try to visit the diocese, and that he would come to the diocese in the future. They even know who people are.

“Now at least two people. Well, one of them is not my guest.”

Although one of them, due to Hirem's self-righteousness, was in a hurry to deliver the news to the knight of the voyageur who was temporarily located closest to the Red Fudge main school, and ended up tagging along as an attendant and escort for the saints, so I didn't pay much attention to it.

And the other one is a human who predicted that we would meet around this time when we spoke on the last day in Rugal.

... fluttering-

“Hey... Peria.”

“... Yes! Periya! What brought you here? Karian?”

A female spirit soldier who reveals her timid personality by carefully lifting the tent.

She was not the guest Peria was waiting for, but a spirit soldier who had come to announce the guests' visit.

Among the many soul soldiers, this timid woman with a small body was a woman whom Peria would respect for not going crazy even though no matter how she thought about it, she would have been killed thousands of times by the officers of the Kingdom Alliance during the great war.

And at the same time, among the many soul soldiers, he was a particularly valuable source of information to Peria, capturing detailed information about guests and diligently passing it on.

Today, too, she announced someone's visit to Peria in a timid voice.

“Well... several guests came.”

“Aha, I see.”

“One person is a journeyman named Liu Dian, and the other person is-”

'It must be Tarator.'

“This is a person wearing an eyepatch, who introduced himself as Tarator and who appear to be his subordinates...”

“... Really? Then I should go out. Thanks for letting me know. Karian.”

“... Yes, yes! I'm glad you found it helpful!”

Soul disease Carian.

Although she had a timid personality, she was also the woman who one day appeared in front of Deshade at the barracks and screamed for him to punish Sieghill Macren.

Among the many souls, she has a particularly devout faith in Deshade, and with the thought of repaying the favor, she has even forgotten the name of the god she previously served and works hard to help people in the parish, including Peria, from behind. It was also

'Especially - the fact that the faith in Deshade spread naturally and strongly among hundreds of soul patients was possible because of this woman. In any denomination, one zealous believer is more valuable than ten priests in terms of missionary work.'

Peria expressed her gratitude to Karian in her heart and followed her words and went outside.

Soon Peria was able to spot the two people.

“...”

“...”

Two men were sitting on a stump at the entrance of the village, looking at each other, not knowing where Peria would appear from.

“... Keuhum-”

One of them is Liu Dian, who is a knight of the Red Purge and is also a sword for secret fighting.

And another one -

“... Come to think of it, young man, do you know that?”

“... What do you mean?”

“Your wrist looks a little sore. I heard milk is so good for your joints. If I drink one cup every morning, my arms will feel better soon?”

“... I see.”

“So. I'm planning to start a business soon to supply milk throughout the empire, so please introduce me to the people at Red Fudge-”

“I’m sorry, but that won’t be possible. Since I work as a travel engineer, I don't visit the parish as often as I would like.”

It was a smiling Tarator who spoke to the awkward Liu Dian whenever he got the chance.

“... Welcome! Red Purge's knight-errant, and... Tarator?”

Peria, who had been watching the two men from behind the bushes for a brief moment, immediately greeted them and stepped forward.

Belatedly, Red Purge's knight-errant and Tarator noticed Peria's presence.

“... Excuse me. I never thought we would get this close before I knew it. This is Liu Dian, who is in charge of Red Purge's travel knight. Due to the urgent request of our school, we have come to escort and serve the saints here.”

“Ah! Peria! long time no see! This Tarator stopped by to make a good offer for you and the church here?!”

“Hey~ Really? Then, can you wait a moment? First of all, I need to give some guidance to the Red Fudge traveler here.”

“Yes. Yes. Even though the route was already the same from a nearby city in the morning, it was really awkward because he seemed like he didn't have much to talk to! I'd better hurry up and do what you want.”

Afterwards, Peria guided Liu Dian to the place where the saints' quarters were located, and they walked again to talk with Tarator in a quiet vacant lot in the parish.

'Now, let's get straight to our senses and get started.'

For Peria, the most important thing today is the story with Tarator.

In fact, things like finding out rumors about various famous people and sending them to Sorigwan are far lower in priority compared to what I'm going to talk about now.

Depending on how the story goes, in the future, the diocese will be able to make money through its own power, rather than through Clayzen's donations or Camellia's salary.

“Wow - it was really hot. Although the road to get here is better than I thought, it is a bit difficult to walk.”

“It’s hot because you’re dressed like that. From the looks of it, it looks like clothes that are made to look fancy on the outside and have no practical use on the inside, but if you think about the future, why don't you invest in it?”

“Ugh... That's okay, but for now, I want to use as much of the money I have as business capital.”

After completing Liu Dian's guidance, about 10 people, including Peria and Tarator, sat down at a table and chairs in a shady open space slightly away from the church.

Afterwards, just as Tarator was taking a moment to catch his breath, Peria put her arms on the table, rested her chin, and spoke with a smile.

“Once you've caught your breath enough, tell the story you brought. Tarator.”

“... You really know everything I’m going to say from now on?”

“Because he’s a trickster.”

“... Hahahaha! This is something I always feel, but the information power that tricksters have is so powerful that it makes me feel bad!”

Tarator was surprised by Peria's attitude for a moment, then changed his posture, snapped his fingers, and called out to the sturdy man behind him.

Perfect!

Sigh-

A man with somewhat unusual attire, wearing a suit but also wearing a black helmet that would be worn on the battlefield, takes out a stack of papers from his chest.

“Let’s start the story while watching.”

Tarator just received the papers from the man and handed them to Peria. He also rested his chin in front of Peria and brought up the real business of coming to the Deshade Church today with his followers.

“Cut off all the twigs and say. I'm going to start a business. Milk monopoly business. They supply milk, which is more valuable than alcohol, throughout the empire in the name of Tarator and the Deshade Church.”

“How likely are you?”

“Success rate is 100%. Just give me a stamp. I'll let you sit on a bundle of money.”

“Look at what you brought.”

“... Look as much as you want.”

Sigh-

All business plans had already been written in detail on the paper Tarator had brought, and the preparations had been completed to the point where failure was impossible.

After looking at Tarator's proposal for a while, Peria and Tarator concluded a contract based on mutual agreement.

And from that day on, Peria gained a constant source of capital in the diocese as good as other denominations, and Tarator gained the best support in the form of a denomination connected to the imperial family, which he wanted to have in order to expand his business throughout the empire.

        
            “... Florian. Please put your hands down.”

“... Yes.”

Following Thistle's words, Florian completely lowered his hand covering his chest.

At the same time, even the shameful parts of her bare body were exposed, and she was led by Thistle's hand into a huge round bathtub.

Cheolpuk-

Cheolpuk-

Cheolpuk-

with a splash-

Slurrr...

...knock-

Knock-

Knock-

Florian got into the bathtub and knelt down.

The scented oil flows from her head, and she closes her eyes, feeling the water rising up to her neck.

“... Now, I'm going to spend some time.”

“... Yes.”

Thistle approached Florian and placed a veil on him.

It may have felt obscene to have only a veil over a naked body, but to the two saints watching it, it did not feel that way at all; rather, it only felt sacred.

Rather, Sian, who is watching Thistle's neat and uncluttered ceremony proceeding, whispers to Astesia that he cannot think of anything other than feeling surprised.

“... Reverence. Your level is much better than I thought.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes. They are all old-fashioned, but authentic, and some of the blessings are equivalent to those given by priests of the now-lost ancient kingdom.”

Saint Xian was amazed to see Floria wearing Thistle's blessing.

As an apostle, the blessings she bestows on Florian are all things that Thistle learned on her own.

Since there were no senior priests or nuns since she was young, Thistle couldn't even distinguish between what believers should not touch and what they could.

So, Sian thought that even if Thistle had the rank of an apostle in some cases, his level as a priest would not be that high.

But rather the opposite is true.

The blessings that Thistle is currently demonstrating are all taught by Deshade himself.

The knowledge taught to Thistle by the human god, who was born from the wishes of humans and felt the need for the world, was not only unnecessary, but the level of none of it could be said to be low.

All the words that Bishop Setias said upon seeing Thistle, who was bestowing sacred magic of protection on the Dunpriest Count's lord's castle and Pendragon, were the same sentiments as the thoughts that Xian, the Saint of Red Purge, was thinking about right now.

'Withdraw. Red Fudge needs to reflect. Our denomination is a combination of the northern and eastern denominations, so compared to Lihier and Rugal, I thought that at least the sacred magic part was more well-organized and better than any other denomination. But that wasn't it. In today's era, our magic methods were all shortcuts and we only omitted intermediate steps because we wanted to show results as efficiently as possible, and the result was that it was hindering the magic's performance. Until I saw Sisul, I had no idea. I didn't realize it.'

Thanks to this, there was little for Xian to do.

At first, I thought I would help Thistle and Astesia, who I thought would be lacking, and give Florian some of the Red Purge's secret magic, but I couldn't overcome the blessings that Thistle was giving me.

Even if it were possible, in order for the current Xian to grant greater blessings than this, he would need two more saints in addition to Hirem, and usually, that level of blessing could never be received by anyone other than the Pope.

So, Sian neatly gave up on using sacred magic, which was not his specialty, and instead gave Florian only the minor blessings of a few of the Red Purge gods, and went back with Astesia to rest.

“Agitation. Saint Astesia. Astesia, are you worried about the bishop and Hirem?”

“... Yes, yes?”

And since Sian decided it was time for a break, Astesia, who had continued to show hostility toward Hirem, simply revealed her true feelings.

“Astesia was extremely reluctant towards Hirem. Do you hate it that much?”

“... Was I being too explicit?”

“Because it’s all visible on your face. Everyone else knows this too.”

As Sian said, Astesia could not hide her emotions at all when she was in front of Hirem.

In the past few days while Hirem was staying at the parish, whenever she had the chance, she went to Irim, whether others were watching or not, and tried to make contact by talking to him overtly, as if asking for her to care, and every time, Astesia lit up Hirem and Irim. got caught in between.

“... I'm sorry.”

So Astesia apologized.

However, at the same time, it did not withdraw its course of action.

“But there are limits to what I can compromise on.”

And Xian knew exactly why.

“Confirm. The saint really loves the bishop.”

“... Yes, yes?!”

'Did you think you wouldn't be caught even though you showed off like that? Really, the people here in this parish are too honest.'

Astesia looks surprised, as if asking how she knew, and Sian looks at her as if she honestly thought she didn't notice.

After feeling in his heart that the honest and peaceful scenery of the parish and the inner thoughts of the people living there were vaguely assimilated, Xian continued speaking.

“It doesn’t matter. There is no law that says you can't love someone just because you're a saint. Rather, we at Red Purge tend to try to raise saints too strictly.”

'So Cardinal Comondor had a bit of a hard time.'

After finishing speaking, Xian fell into reminiscence for a moment.

The memories are from childhood, when Xian and other saints were being educated.

The saints of this generation of Red Purge were educated by a team of high-ranking priests led by Cardinal Comondor.

They had to decide on a policy before starting the education of the six or five saints of this generation as full-fledged priests.

What is the reason-

A mistake committed by one of the saints of the previous generation caused excessive confusion in the church, and as a result, a storm of blood raged within the Red Purge Church.

[Saint Amor of Lust]

She was originally called the Saint of Charity, but she was so free-spirited and meticulous at the same time that something happened.

scandal.

She was called the saint of charity, and from an early age she shared love with the teachers who were assigned to be in charge of her education, and further expanded her influence using her body as a weapon.

Outwardly disguising herself as a saint of charity, she invited powerful figures within the Red Purge to her bedroom and recruited them.

It took less than ten years for a beautiful saintess to swallow half of the Red Fudge.

What the lustful saint who made thousands of people fall for her was aiming for...

To bring down the person who was in charge of the Pope or Tsar at the time.

The battle beneath the surface, later called the 'Civil War of Silence', which took place only within the upper reaches of the Red Purge and whose truth was only partly understood by the Imperial Family, ultimately ended with the assassination of the Saint of Charity at the hands of Xian, who was not even ten years old at the time.

Afterwards, as a reaction to this, the saints' education staff proceeded with the education of the next generation of saints in a way that completely excluded sex and pleasure and made them more sacred, and Hirem was also completely victimized by this, and his views on love were childish. I have become a woman who only knows things at a lower level.

So, while Sian believed that Hirem could not help showing such behavior in front of Irim, he also wondered why Astesia, who appeared to be doing something similar, was less active than Hirem, and asked a question.

“Question. So, why does Saint Astesia not approach the bishop any further, even though she is trying to exclude Hirem from being near him?”

“... That's because I still consider myself immature as a saint.”

“Immature?”

“Yes. Two appearances. I am Lee Lim, who is in charge of the bishop, and I am Lee Lim, who is doing the difficult job of banishing demons to hell. I thought deeply about its meaning.”

...Chrrr

Sian and Astesia talked for a while, followed Thistle's lead in praying until the last verse, and after helping Florian get out of the bathtub, they retreated again.

“... So, what is the conclusion?”

“I want to repay you first.”

“You mean repayment?”

“Yes. Repay.”

At Sian's words, Astesia gathered her thoughts a little and spoke out for the first time what she had been feeling, which she had not yet shared with the rest of the church or Thistle.

“Irim, you saved me and always help me with what I want to do.”

Astesia feels grateful to Lee Rim.

He completely destroyed his choice, which he thought was the best option, and even after that, he did not hesitate to make up for his lack of wanting to save people.

“What I have always wanted is to achieve with my own strength and reach an ideal that is beyond what I can achieve. Lee Rim has helped me achieve that so far. So my goal is to give back. Just as Lee Rim once did for me, on the contrary, I can say that I am preparing and building my strength for the time when I can be of great help to Lee Rim.”

Sian saw right through Astesia's smiling face.

'I understand. okay. So, inside you, there is potential for that much tremendous power.'

I had received a hint of warning from Hirem.

Astesia serves Deshade, but the source of her power is not connected to Deshade, the evil god, but to the Great Devil.

So Sian investigated in various ways and came to know the truth to some extent.

Succubus Astesia.

A succubus whose name has spread in the demon realm for a very, very short period of time, and the story has spread that she may have inherited the blood of the devil, her ancestor, at a much richer rate than the demon king.

Also, the story goes that the dream demon's castle that appeared in Grace's territory in the Kingdom Union may have been a surprise attack by the demon army using her power.

So, the reflector Xian,

'Now, now-

'I can see it.'

I wanted to find out exactly who the devil is who is the origin of Astesia, and now that I am as close as possible to the saint, I have succeeded in it.

        
            Sian realized who the demon that was latent in Astesia's blood, her ancestor, was.

‘Blood of the great devil. And judging from the energy flowing within the body, is this... Asmodeus?'

Archdemon Asmodeus.

A being of a different rank among the great devils, not only does he not call himself a king, but he can also be called an absolute position.

It is a devil that has existed since time immemorial, and is said to be not inferior to the evil gods, but rather capable of overpowering the mediocre gods.

Also, unlike the rest of the middle-level and high-level devils currently sealed in the empire, if a devil whose theme is lust had truly wanted to descend to earth, he might even have collapsed the empire and descended long ago.

However, since Asmodeus truly loved all things in the world, including humans, he was reluctant to descend on himself and absorb the theme to the point of causing their death.

In addition, in fact, even considering the high-level devils, no one knows that Asmodeus is also the deterrent that prevents other great devils from ascending to the surface, except for a very small number of different races who have succeeded in reaching even a little bit of the truth that the world holds. .

And for that reason, Asmodeus is actually a safe being for humans.

Even if she was a saint, Sian, she had no choice but to judge Astesia within the scope of her knowledge and understanding without understanding it.

'After the end of the previous Civil War of Silence, the reason why Saint Amor, who had only a slightly superior ability to perceive divine power, was able to display such tremendous power was because she had traces of the Great Evil, a relic of Asmodeus, that had flowed into the parish from somewhere. Investigators said that this was possible simply by obtaining the remaining fragments. That means that the power of the Great Devil, and that of Asmodeus, is a power that goes beyond the category of ordinary people. However, Astesia, the current saint of the Deshade Church, is in some ways more dangerous than saint Amor. What if this woman neglects serving Deshade just a little bit and starts serving her origin, Asmodeus? What if, with his own power, he tried to devour half of the empire, starting with the locals nearby, like Amor did? 'By then it's too late.'

Xian carefully prepared to draw the sword.

A movement that energizes the whole body, waits for one's thoughts to be organized, and allows one to move immediately when the conclusion is reached.

If you just draw your weapon, you can cut Astesia down right away.

It was that moment.

Startle!

Slam!

“...?”

Xian, who was on the verge of pulling out the sword, felt cold and quickly withdrew his hand. Astesia, who had no idea what kind of situation she was in, looked at Xian as if asking what was wrong.

'... is it. No matter what I do now, it's impossible to kill this woman.'

Cyan, who drew the Tao and tried to find a 'future' that would kill Astesia for sure.

What prevented Xian's search was the interference of the three beings.

'One is the power of Deshade.'

The first is the miracle of Deshade.

Xian could not help but be surprised by the miraculous distance.

The miracles of Red Purge saints, including Xian, are usually achieved through individual efforts.

As a member of the Cheonik Sect, Hirem uses lightning to annihilate enemies, and the Plague Saint uses her constitution to guide the plagues that attack the entire empire.

Most of the things that Red Purge believers call miracles are in fact rarely done by the gods, and are mostly achieved only by the saints' own efforts. Miracles are truly called miracles because they can only occur when the gods cooperate. .

However, in Sian's opinion, the power of Deshade within Astesia was on a different level.

‘A miracle is [waiting] around this woman. To interfere with reality at any time if you sincerely wish. Is this how much you are loved? Is this saint named Astesia loved by Deshade that much?'

That's the first disruption.

The second is simpler than expected, but it was a force that was impossible to ignore.

'My sword can cut down any opponent, but the future of reaching that point was too dim. It is a future that would have been reached only if one had searched for a long time even after drawing the sword. Does this mean that the blood of Asmodeus is a difficult enemy to deal with?'

Xian explores a future where he cuts down his opponents before swinging his sword, and swings his sword to get there.

However, I assumed the situation incorrectly.

First of all, Deshade's miracle was not only on standby to protect Astesia at any time, but the blood of Asmodeus flowing in Astesia's body was also ready to activate automatic defense at any time to block the sword of Sian.

Therefore, if Sian had not discovered it and rashly swung the sword, it would have been Sian, not Astesia, who would have lost her head.

And in addition to those two powers, the protection of the evil spirit and the great devil, another power was already present in this church.

'There's Apostle Thistle. 'When I told you I was going to join the church, you had made all the preparations in advance.'

There are several types of sacred magic.

From the power to simply create a shield or barrier to the power to heal wounds.

Or, in order to deal with demonic beings, strengthening magic, which makes the output of divine power itself a little more clear and noble, is the power used by most denominations.

However, these are only a small part of the ways to utilize divine power, and there are also magics that can be called 'holy curses' that at first glance seem to be more despicable than the spells and magic used by pagans, cultists, and witches.

And Thistle placed such sacred curses on the entire church at dawn the day before Xian entered the church to help with the ritual.

'There are a total of 10 divine curses prepared in advance within the church. If you were even a little bit careless and swung the sword without knowing anything, the light would have blinded you, the chains would have bound your body, and the ring of light would have pierced all your tendons. okay. All right. This is Thistle, an apostle who serves the evil god. Is it part of your power?'

Everything was left in place just in case, following Peria's advice, but thanks to this, Thistle succeeded in suppressing Xian's actions without even realizing it.

“... I understand.”

“Yes?”

In the end, Sian completely let go of his sword and treated her normally, completely forgetting his intention to kill Astesia just a moment ago.

“I sincerely hope that your wish in return will come true.”

“Ah, thank you...”

Astesia looked at Xian, who had a slightly serious expression on his face and then relaxed again, and expressed her gratitude despite being embarrassed.

Dan Xian's words did not end there.

“... Perhaps since you are loved this much by others, the time to achieve what you want may come soon.”

“Yes, yes?”

“However, there are also concerns.”

Astesia is taken aback by Sian's attitude of continuing the context that started in her head alone, preventing Astesia from following the conversation.

But regardless, Sian conveyed the warning he had intended to Astesia to the end.

“Astesia. Ideals are called ideals because they are difficult to achieve.”

“... What are you talking about?”

“Looking at the saint now, the people around her seem to have all achieved what they wished for.”

When Astesia heard Xian's story, several people came to mind.

Lee Rim and the many people who found true happiness next to Lee Rim.

Lee Rim worked tirelessly without giving up on himself to escape from the shackles of mental illness, which was no different from slavery, and eventually achieved it.

Thistle walks a lonely path, serving a god who serves no one but herself, and finally finds a relationship with the person she loves.

Hwarim constantly searches for things she can do and eventually realizes that what she wants already exists in her heart.

Starting with the sole intention of helping Lee Rim, Enine set a standard for herself to become a person suitable for Lee Rim, and eventually achieved it.

As Sian said, Astesia was surrounded by people who had finally achieved the dreams she had always had.

However, it is a future that could be said to have been achieved thanks to the constant interconnection of cause and effect and the help of heavenly fortune, although all of them were really difficult to achieve as they were originally.

Xian knows that the reason why an ideal is called an ideal is that the probability of it coming true is truly extreme, and the hardships one goes through in the midst of it are incalculably painful.

So, Sian doesn't know what wishes the people around Astesia had and whether they all came true, but when he saw Astesia believing that her wishes would come true one day, he began to surround her with those wishes. I realized that there are a lot of people who hold this ideal in their hands.

So she-

He warned Astesia that the series of probabilities may not continue and may end up falling short of what should have been achieved in the end.

“Warning. Please keep this in mind. Even if some people around the saint achieved their ideals and wishes, it does not mean that the saint will also achieve what she naturally dreams of.”

“... I know.”

“Well-to-do. no. Looking at your face now, I'm sure you didn't know. Even though the saint is dreaming, she is complacent with the vague idea that it will come true.”

“...”

Astesia looked at Sian as if asking why he was saying such things to her.

Although he is trying hard in his own way, praying to Asmodeus and Deshade and constantly working hard to find a way to help Lee Rim in his own way, he is dismissing it all as being complacent with reality.

“... After all the luck is exhausted, there is only destruction at the end.”

“...”

“Of course, even if Astesia's wish comes true, it may also be included in the chain of luck, but this is the swordsman's advice to keep that in mind, and that it is possible to tinker a little bit with the future.”

With that, Sian closed his mouth.

Until Florian's ceremony was over, Astesia and Sian did not exchange a single word.

Even as a city councilor, this statement makes me wonder if I sent too much of a warning.

To Astesia, this story felt like nothing more than a sudden rant.

However, for Cian, it was only a warning sent to prevent Astesia's future from ending in a tragic way and from pointing his sword at her again.

'... Trial, and... Error. 'This is why I am always hated by others.'

Time passed and the ceremony ended.

“... Now, it's over. Florian.”

“... Yes. Apostle.”

“Florian. From now on, you have become our sisters.”

“... Thank you very much. I will sacrifice everything to serve Deshade.”

Florian wore the nun's clothes that Eila had made for her all night, and she shed tears as she kissed the rosary that Thistle had hung around her neck.

The nun, who had found a new god in place of the one she had lost, shed tears, and the two saints blessed her, but they could not shake off the awkwardness between them.

        
            ...

It's quiet.

Today's Leven Forest may have realized that it was Hirem who had entered its body.

Otherwise, there is no reason for the heart of Leven, which is normally noisy with the sound of hygges walking around and the sounds of demonic beasts and wild animals running around, to be so quiet.

But there are only two noises in my ears right now.

...new fluid-

New fluid-

New fluid-

New fluid-

Rustling-

Sigh-

Busss...

In the forest, the only sounds are the sound of Hirem's breathing as he takes a break after climbing the hill, and the sound of old leaves and current humus as I trample on the fallen leaves.

At this time, it was common for a witch or a wild animal to jump into the grass because it smelled good, only to have its feet or neck caught in a trap made by hygges.

As we walked through the forest, which was quieter than usual, what appeared before our eyes was a huge obstacle.

“Would you like to hold your hand?”

“... Yes. Willingly.”

A little while before Hirem and I arrived, there was a loud noise coming from the direction we were walking.

The identity of the noise seemed to be an old tree that had fallen in front of us and was blocking the walking path.

widely.

“Huh...”

“T-cha.”

I climbed up first, held out my hand, and Hirem held my hand to help me jump over.

“Phew...”

Hirem, who climbed over the fallen tree trunk with my help, exhaled.

Sreuk-

Additionally, it was a bonus to take off my hat and wipe away a single drop of sweat from my forehead with my finger.

container-

'Halo, that thing moves more freely than I thought.'

Her straw hat, with a red ribbon tied around it, came off and touched the Halo, and the non-shining Halo, which was damaged about the size of a finger, hit the hat and floated up slightly before returning to its original position.

“Please wait a moment, I’ll put the tree away.”

“Yes.”

Since this is the forest of our denomination, and I am the bishop of the diocese, I could not just leave the walkway covered in fallen trees.

To clear the tree, he creates a magic sword and swings it.

humming-

Suddenly!

Swish-

Quad deuk!

'At times like this, I feel like it's a bit harsh. Do drivers never buy farming equipment unless it is a hobby? The moment you can apply sword energy to your sword, you will be able to cut things like this into chunks with just a little bit of force. Ah, but there's nothing better than a sickle for cutting grass.'

It seemed difficult to move a tree with a girth that could not even be reached by half even with two arms stretched out, so the tree was cut down several times with a magic sword, smashed, and thrown to the side of the road.

That's all I'm going to do for now. Since it was a fairly large tree, I don't want the hygges who found the tree while walking along the road to take the wood and dry it, or to use it for other purposes or to get rid of it if it looks useless.

While I was cutting down the huge tree, Hir'em, who had asked 'Can I sit here?' as if he liked the large chunk that had been cut, sat down on the large log, rested his chin on it, and said with a smile.

“Umm... hehehe. Although I came out with good momentum, it was still a bit difficult to hike something I wasn't used to. To be honest, I'm exhausted. ... Uuuu!

Hirem stretched out his arms and legs as he said he was tired, and it felt like fatigue was weighing on his shoulders.

“Even if you call it hiking. First of all, in Leven there is a forest. The hill you climbed just a moment ago is really just a hill.”

I accepted what she said and continued to throw the wood to one side and start stacking it as if it were firewood, while Hirem continued to talk behind my back.

“But it’s been a really long time since I last exercised, right? Still, I don’t really like horseback riding. There was no chance of gaining stamina at all.”

“That’s surprising. I heard that you sometimes work as a commander, so I thought you would know how to ride a horse, but do you hate horseback riding?”

“Yes. That kind of hectic movement on the horse without being able to rest really feels like I'm being forced to exercise by someone else's hand rather than voluntarily, so I quickly become out of breath and have a hard time.”

“That means it becomes exercise. The point at which you try to maintain balance and sense of rhythm is when you lose weight.”

“Of course it is, but it seems like the horses hate Cheon Ik-jong. When I get close, it gets scared and runs away. Of course, if I show a little force on the spot to make him quiet, he won't stop at all and becomes stiff, but I don't want to go that far and ride the horse.”

“I guess that’s true too. First of all, she is a saint, so if the horse carrying her is scared, she will lose face.”

“It's just like you said... Wait, what did you say? First of all, did you say?”

“You didn’t hear correctly.”

“... I heard it clearly.”

“Then you heard correctly.”

“... Amazing. Now that you've admitted it, I can't say anything else. It's too much.”

Maybe I was too absorbed in the sight of the firewood pile, which had already started to form an artistic pile while trying to keep it from falling over.

Even though Hirem expressed his dissatisfaction with my true intentions, thanks to him, he seemed to have calmed down and regained his normal demeanor.

No matter what, she is a saint.

Her demeanor as a saint is ingrained in her body, independent of her personality and speech, and she's exhausted her stamina like she is now, or-

Unless you are running around an urgent battlefield where the castle wall and everything else has disappeared after exchanging too much siege magic, it quickly returns to its original form.

‘Doesn’t this mean that the Cheonik species is a physically superior race? Well, it was said that they were descendants of angels. That is, they are descendants between angels and humans, and the descendants continue to be passed down from generation to generation... It was said that in this way, a Heavenly Wing species like Hirem is born.'

container-

When Hir'em put his hat back on and touched it, the Halo briefly floated up and then came down.

The appearance of an ordinary human being without wings and the halo floating above his head prove the difference between the Cheonik species and ordinary people.

The halo, which is evidence of an angel, can handle the power of an angel or not depending on how complete the Halo is.

From what I heard from Peria, it's hard to find people who have the Halo perfectly maintained on their head these days, and most of them only have the Halo in crumbs or a few pieces.

They are already small in number, and to the extent that they maintain their original form, they are only at a level slightly higher than that of an ordinary wizard.

In the midst of all this, the Cheonik species called Hir'em Brigade was born.

As Cheon Ik-jong, a woman who maintains the form of Halo that is only about a finger missing.

So, as soon as she was born to the people of Red Purge, she was revered and raised as a saint, and she has been raised ever since.

‘Life is like a pile of firewood. A life that continues to be built by the hands of others, regardless of will. I may be saying this too harshly, but... in that kind of environment, I might not have been able to make my own choices. Still, people who say it's good will also say it's good.'

In some ways, Hirem has lived a life that is quite different from others, even though his own opinions are not reflected in the way he walks his life.

However, in any case, when she looked back after finishing the pile of firewood, she seemed to me to be nothing more than an ordinary woman who was out of breath just from hiking up such a hill, regardless of whether she had a near-perfect halo or not.

'Before being a Cheonikjong, before being a saint, Hirem also inherited human blood, is that the feeling? It just looks normal now.'

“...?”

Hirem was staring at me intently and tilted his head as if asking me why.

If there wasn't even a halo above her head, as she had thrown off the robe of a saint's attire, who would have known whether she was Cheonikjong or a saint?

“Why are you doing that? Bishop?”

“... No. I just have something to think about.”

“Is that so? Well then, it looks like the work is done, shall we move?”

“No. Let's take a rest. I already have a good place to sit, but I wonder what's the point of moving again.”

“... Hehehe. yes. Thank you for your consideration.”

I brought a large pile of firewood and sat down next to Hir'em, and Hir'em smiled and rested his chin next to me.

It is smaller when viewed from the side.

That is the correct feeling.

Regardless of whether she went through the same great war as me, Hirem is ultimately just a woman who has just passed the stage of being a girl.

It was also raised beautifully by the Red Purge, and although it was said that it played an active role as a commander on the battlefield, in the end, it mostly fought as a weapon in a battery and watchtower high up on the castle wall where it could easily witness enemies using lightning.

The Saint of Cheonikjong, who would have rarely run directly into battle, unfortunately inherited from an angel the ability to deal with lightning that was dozens of times stronger than that of the light-blooded Cheonikjong, so she only walked a little in the forest. It was also difficult.

So for now, I thought I'd be considerate of her and drink some water since it's been a while since I had lunch at the hygge camp.

“Then let’s take a little break. Would you like some water?”

“Yes. I will be grateful if you give it to me.”

I take out the canteen I prepared in advance from my waist.

mulberry-

“...”

As soon as I opened the lid, I remembered that the item in my hand had been brought from the base camp where the Hygges were located, so I lifted my nose to check the smell.

Sniff-sniff-

“Why do you smell?”

“Ah, yes. I was wondering if there was alcohol in it.”

“... Since you brought a water bottle, isn't it natural that it contains water? The Hygge people also gave it to me, saying it was definitely a water container.”

“Among those hygges, there is one habitual offender who uses a water bottle as a drinking vessel, so you have to be careful.”

“... Phew! I know what you're talking about. Are you talking about that old hygge guy?”

“Didn’t you find it difficult to tell hygge people apart when eating lunch? That guy already walks around more inconspicuously than others, but I still remember him.”

“Of course, it has to be that way because you showed me something that I can't help but remember. The other hygge people only drank a little alcohol even though it was lunch because they were thinking about the afternoon's work, but I was impressed by the way he drank from a bottle by himself as if it were a festival.”

The sight of Hygge, an old man who always walks around in a drunken state, seems to have been so impressive that it was engraved in Hirem's mind, even though he only had a brief conversation with him.

That's when I kept sniffing the lid of the canteen, but I was cautious because there were times before when I didn't even know it was alcohol until I took a sip.

“Hehehe... It's okay. Just give it to me.”

“Huh? Would you mind? It could be real alcohol.”

Hirem laughed as I kept smelling it, and then said that it didn't matter if the contents were alcohol.

“Whether it’s alcohol or water. I guess it's a little late to check now that I'm planning on giving water right away. Don't you only have one water bottle with you in the first place? Even if it's alcohol, it doesn't mean you have any water.”

“... Oh, that’s true too. As I said, this is all I have. Then just eat it.”

“Take a sip first.”

“In that case, I don’t have to refuse.”

I checked the canteen to see if it contained alcohol.

Slurp rippling-

‘It’s water. thank god. And from next time, if possible, bring the canteen that Luba prepared.'

When I thought about it, even if it was alcohol, I would have to go far to get water without this canteen, so I just took a sip of water first and then handed the canteen to Hirem.

“... Puha- I like how cool it is. Now, eat it.”

“Then...”

Hirem, who received the canteen from me, seemed to hesitate for a moment as he tried to drink the same canteen.

“... Ah.”

When I saw that, I quickly took the canteen and wiped the entrance with my sleeve.

It seems that a little while ago, I drank from the canteen, as was my habit, and Hirem seemed a little reluctant when he saw that.

“... Ah!”

“Okay, here it is. I'm sorry. It’s a habit.”

“... Ugh, it's okay...”

“Yes?”

“Seuuu... Oh, no! Thank you...”

When the water bottle was returned to Hirem, his face was slightly red for some reason, and he looked disappointed for a moment. He calmly placed his mouth on the water bottle and drank the water without making a sound.

“... Phew-”

After that,

Little by little, the two of us began to see the scenery of Leven Forest.

        
            The lush green forest of Leven is no longer there.

The forest is now turning brown rather than green.

Winter was coming soon, so the trees in the forest of Leven, which is said to have relatively distinct seasons, seemed to have begun to shed their fur like animals.

“... Bishop. What is here?”

“Yes?”

So, although I had a little knowledge about the flora and fauna of this world, I only had the common sense accumulated within the Kingdom Alliance, which did not deviate much from the summer climate, so I easily answered the question about the brown lumps that Hirem pointed to with his finger. Couldn't provide an answer.

“That’s right. Uh... a tree?”

“... Then what about this one here?”

“... It's grass.”

“... Uh, what about this?”

“... It's a flower.”

“...”

“... Even if you look at me like I'm so puzzled, it's because I'm not a botanist.”

“No, I asked because I thought you would know everything since it is a forest right next to the parish.”

“... I'm really sorry about this.”

After listening to Hir'em and thinking about it, I realize that I am still very indifferent to the people around me that I think have nothing to do with me.

I remember things like the dishes everyone in the house uses, their favorite cups, and the types and numbers of household items, but I don't know the number of people in Leven at large, or the names of the plants that commonly grow inside the forest, just like a little while ago. .

“Mmm. It's a bit disappointing. In Red Purge, you often spend time in stuffy cathedrals. I wanted to take this opportunity to gain a little bit of common sense that is not commonly available.”

“I’m a bit sorry about that. I’m not someone who knows that much either.”

“It’s okay. That's not bad either. Because I feel a sense of identity.”

So, although I said I would introduce Leben earlier, I said something else, feeling a little sorry that I couldn't answer any of Hirem's questions.

“... Ah, but I know one thing.”

“What?”

“The things here are all types that burn easily when lit.”

“... Puhaha! Are you saying the obvious with such a serious face?”

I tried to lighten the mood a little more, but Hirem managed to make a joke that I didn't think would be funny.

Thanks to this, I was able to spend time with Hirem with a slightly more relaxed mind.

‘Prejudice is so severe. At first, I was afraid that as soon as Hirem came in, he would go looking for the demon beasts and ask them to fry them all with lightning. It's more ordinary than I thought. When you look at it like this... it feels like you just see her as a girl?'

Hirem was quieter than expected.

Even when the hygges were called in from the hygge camp to show them how to dismantle the monster they had caught in the morning, they just watched quietly with a slightly interested expression, and even when they entered the forest, they looked around at everything around them at a slower pace than expected. I was surprised to see it.

“... This is really my first time.”

“... What is it?”

“Coming out of the main school and enjoying the forest so leisurely.”

Hir'em looks around for a moment, then bends down and picks up a leaf that still has some vitality, rolls it in his knuckles, feels the feel of it, and talks.

“The things you have to touch are clean, or if you touch something dirty, you should immediately wash your hands with holy water, and the things you wear around your body should be changed twice a day to shake off any dirt.”

The saintess, who has taken off her usual robe, looks truly peaceful and is just a girl who has given up her saintly duties and tells the story as if it were someone else's story.

“When you walk down the hallway past the white ceiling and roof, everyone bows their head, and when you go outside, you smile at people. There is no time to look anywhere else. Everyone is looking to me and the saint for relief, so I have to give them relief.”

The saintess of Red Purge.

They are definitely not as abused as you might think.

Rather, they tend to be overprotected, and they make sure to treat them well beyond just working for them.

However, it was only a treatment as a saint, and not a considerate treatment for a woman who was passing her sensitive period.

“... It is said that the church where Saint Xian is located had an oriental-style altar and even a lake. I haven't been there yet though.”

“Do the saints not interact much with each other?”

“Except for business-related conversations, I would say yes. What makes me a little more angry is that out of the five or six saints, I and Xian are the only ones who actually take care of government affairs properly. As for the rest, during the wish ceremony, the festival saint appears for a moment like light years... hmm, hmm! Except when things are handled in a whirlwind, it's almost at the level of a single person. Although Xian is a bit better in that it handles all diplomatic matters. Hehehe.”

As soon as I heard her story, I knew exactly where Hir'em was.

Xian is a woman who physically protects the Red Purge and also protects the saints with force.

And contrary to what was expected, Hir'em uncharacteristically took up all the work that other saints had left behind and took care of it, thus acting as a breakwater for the group called Red Purge so that the saints would not be criticized for sabotage.

In reality, most of them have never even met each other.

Even when she brought up the story of the saint's wages in front of the Pope and cardinals at the great council, the Pope and Cardinal Comondor took her story seriously because they knew how seriously she worked for the church. I wonder if they would have listened.

So, I felt that Hirem resembled me, albeit slightly, and at the same time, I also felt that he was similar to Camellia.

'is it. As expected, I guess it's just as I thought. Hir’em is another Camellia. However, Camellia is greatly influenced by her emotions.'

Unlike Camellia, who is certain to make and break things, Hirem is swept up in love.

However, affection literally means the word emotion, and refers to something that is clear about dislike and like.

While Camellia only cared about the country called the Empire and classified people only into friends and enemies, Hirem was a person who recognized enemies, allies, and even those who were around him, even if they were not allies.

“Really, I hope everyone handles their work properly. I don't want the Lady of Plague to take care of government affairs. However, I wish other saints would work harder than they do now. I know that Xian is weak and can't look at government affairs for a long time, but wouldn't it be possible to use his days off to look into government affairs that couldn't be handled on other days? The festival saint is like that too. She wanders around somewhere every day, appears when the wish ceremony is near, takes care of all the documents related to it, enjoys the wish ceremony, then disappears and isn't seen until next year, and the enchanted saint... ugh - I shouldn't say anything. It must be difficult to ask for anything since she is a saint who is trapped on an island and cannot show her face to anyone. The last saint... I don't even know what she's doing.”

Hir'em grumbles constantly, letting out all the complaints that have built up.

Really fast, complaints that I've never told anyone before.

However, complaints are literally just complaints, not the hysterical type that makes other saints so irritated that they want to kill them.

Indeed, as just a member of the order living in the same diocese, she cared more than anything else for other saints who were in the same situation as herself.

After talking for a while, Hirem seemed to think he had enough rest and asked to get up.

“... You must have worked hard so far.”

“I see. There's nothing more to say. If we go into a little more detail, all that long-awaited walking time will be gone.”

Hirem says that and stands up and shakes his butt off.

flutter- flutter-

“... Then, Bishop. I would like to ask for the following guidance.”

“Yes. Let's do that. Anyway, even though it's a guide, all I can do is walk around this area until the church's various events are over.”

After shaking off each other's clothes, this time we decided to deviate slightly from the road and head in the direction where the fluffy moss grew.

When I started walking through the forest with Hirem, who got up again.

I felt slightly different.

At first, I felt uncomfortable being with Hir'em, but now it's not such a bad time.

Compared to the interview with Princess Camellia, I think this is much better.

I think that's because I figured out a lot about what kind of person she is from Hir'em's conversation during the break.

'Hir'em Brigade is a mixture of Princess Camellia and myself.'

Hirem, Hirem Brigade, is someone who clearly separates the fences that look like me.

Camellia's fence is an iron bar.

It has a purpose of protection, but it also has a breeding nature.

A woman who can make the decision to purge any ally within the empire or under her command at any time, depending on where her scales lean.

On the other hand, Hir'em's fence is like mine, and the people who will join him once are the people of the same parish and the people who serve the gods of the Red Purge, and although they may not truly love the country called the Empire in which they live, they will never. He is the type of person who cannot give up and let go.

'It's just that it's worse than me. The fights between her and other knights who have nothing to do with the church are nothing but a laughingstock to her, and Rugal's Paladin Lord Aleph also feels disgusting as a Red Purge who has no ties to the Fain, and human rights are not meant for hostile races other than the people of the Empire. Since they don't exist, can we be infinitely cruel to them?'

These are all the good and bad sides of a woman named Hirem.

A saint whose shortcomings are so serious that her good side can never be revealed to the surface. In particular, I think that because of her personality in Cheonikjong, she has become a saint with an unusually outward personality among other saints.

And her bad points were clearly revealed even when the target was not just humans.

Absolutely!

dump!

As Hirem and I were walking through the forest, we heard the sound of something breaking and falling at the same time.

The direction is backwards.

“... Oh my, that's the nest of a vulture. ”

“Extermination?”

As Hir'em's head turned, I also turned my head and saw a nest that had fallen on the ground.

Looking at the huge tree branch underneath, it seemed that the nest was originally up on a tree, but the tree rotted and broke, causing the nest to fall to the ground.

...

“It doesn’t make any sound. They seem to perceive us as predators.”

“... I see. It has completely become like wood.”

The nest is bigger than you think, about the size of a large suitcase.

The birds inside, called Hirem's vultures, with fur resembling tree bark, were all staring at us with their eyes wide open and motionless.

“...”

Hirem was looking at the five soccer ball-sized beasts in the nest that had fallen to the ground-

Puzzle!

“Once the annihilation beast has been discovered, there is nothing we can do. I will kill them all here.”

Without even having a chance to reply, I just snapped my fingers, creating red sparks around me, and tried to swing my arms at the birds in the nest.

        
            My impressions of a woman named Hirem Brigade whom I met while taking a walk.

She is a woman with definite strengths and weaknesses.

His advantage is that he shows endless mercy to people he considers to be outside his walls, even if they have complaints.

As a drawback, if she thinks that the being in front of her is completely and completely outside the fence -

Being able to wield destruction and violence without hesitation.

And that weakness comes into play because it goes beyond her fiery fire and swings at lightning-like speed, which she uses, so you must not let down your guard even for a moment.

“... What are you doing!!!”

I quickly caught Hirem swinging his arms at the five baby birds.

“... Ah! Lord, Bishop?!”

At the same time-

Flash!

Lightning struck.

Kwaaa!!!

-------------------------------

-------------------------------

'Holy shit - damn it.'

In terms of the number of threads, it may only be a few times, but I'm used to it now.

I feel like my darkened vision is recovering, and I see Hirem in front of me.

As usual, her eyes were looking at me with an incomprehensible look.

“... - Teacher! Bishop! Are you okay?”

Hirem, who called my name, also had confusion in her voice, but half of the emotion in her voice was also relief, perhaps because she had gotten used to it.

And at the end of the story, I don't know if it was because I was dizzy from the electric shock, but I also felt like I was feeling a little bit of joy.

“... Oh, shit.”

I lost consciousness after being struck by lightning, and it was right after I woke up.

I resisted Hirem's attempt to hold my arm, stood up, and closed my eyes for a moment.

A fleeting moment to check your body condition.

This time too, he definitely died instantly.

Although he died instantly, his regenerative ability repaired his body, including his heart, faster than his soul could leave, and he was able to wake up right away.

And that lightning was enough to burn the five baby birds in front of me like charcoal.

So the only damage I suffered was that I briefly entered a dead state for a few seconds and then quickly woke up due to my regenerative abilities.

'shit. My clothes were burned too. 'I liked this outfit because it was slightly baggy and comfortable.'

Although it was a bit disappointing that the clothes he was wearing were tanned.

It was a bonus to briefly reflect on the regret that I had become too accustomed to the pain of death.

‘Damn lightning. At least the lightning has a very short period of time to feel pain, so should it be considered kind? Fuck-'

Feeling a moment of regret over the burnt clothes, I checked the condition of the baby birds.

...

'... Other birds still chirp, but these chicks don't really make any noise. 'Is this a trait?'

Now that they have witnessed lightning, these weak birds are unable to do anything other than open their eyes and mouths wide and express emotions of astonishment beyond what humans can produce.

After checking the condition of the birds and seeing that they were safe, I raised my back and asked Hirem for an explanation as to why he suddenly tried to swing lightning.

“... Why did you suddenly try to kill me?”

“Oh, no...”

“Because it’s a demonic beast? Is that why you wielded lightning?”

“... It's a total extermination.”

I asked Hir'em a question, but even if I told him the scientific name that wizards and scholars would have given, there was no way I would understand him.

“...”

“... Let me explain it briefly.”

So, I quietly looked at Hirem with cold eyes, and Hirem slowly summarized the situation, probably because he had come to the conclusion that I didn't know the details about the annihilation repairs.

“Annihilation Repair is a magical beast.”

“It seems so.”

“However, it is not the type that attacks people.”

When I heard that, I couldn't understand it even more.

There are many types of demon beasts, and there are also ones that do not attack people.

Of course, unlike ordinary beasts, most of them attack people first.

However, in the case of a very small number of other species, there are some that are actually beneficial to humans or that can be bred.

However, if I were to ask why I moved a moment ago, honestly, not only did I not move with my thoughts reaching that point,

Above all, it is not easy to come to a conclusion as to why the beast reacted and moved so violently, remembering only that it was a cub, even though it was not a human.

'Should I call it weakness or growth?'

If I were to summarize the reason for the move, it would be a complex reason.

It may have been because the image of the witch I saw before holding the child she created came to mind for a moment.

Or maybe it was because just a few days ago he held the two women he loved at the same time.

In the past, I was not the person who thought I was particularly cute or needed to be protected because it was the cub of a demonic beast.

In the days when he was literally physically wallowing in the kingdom alliance like Hwarim, he returned starving from far away from the battlefield and found a stumbling baby demon beast along with the soul soldiers who were in the same squad, so he caught him in an instant and roasted him without feeling any regret. I've even eaten it before.

I felt and moved so quickly that I couldn't decide for myself whether I was weakening or growing, or on which side I was moving.

So Hirem must have had her own conclusion and moved forward, but Hirem's excuses continued even though it was already too late and she was feeling a little sorry for the current situation where she arbitrarily blocked it and treated her coldly.

“Murder eagles give birth to numerous babies at once.”

“... So?”

“And among them, only one with a blue pattern on its head survives.”

“... Yes.”

After hearing Hir'em's words, I looked to the side.

But there was no bird there with a blue pattern on its head.

When I looked closely, they were all a little too large to be considered baby birds, and the eagles did not even move from their nest.

In the middle of them, there was a hollow hole where one more animal was believed to have originally been.

From there, Hirem began to give a detailed explanation.

“Sea eagle chicks with blue markings on their heads leave the nest early. Should we call it the providence of the world or should we call it fate? The eagles that enter the world like this never die until they give birth to their next offspring.”

“... I see.”

“So what happens is - the remaining babies.”

Hirem pointed to the area around the nest.

Scattered around the nest are the remains of numerous demon beasts and digested excrement.

Looking closely, I saw that the nest was full of dirty things and was made up of things left over after the five chicks had digested everything.

“And the mother does not give up on her baby. So, ultimately, they all starve to death.”

“... Yes?”

“All cubs, including the mother, starve to death.”

Hirem's explanation was easy to understand.

Baby birds without blue markings on their heads never leave the nest no matter what.

It waits for its mother to bring it food, and it never leaves the nest, even when predators come and it is large enough to fly on its own, it only waits for its mother.

And the mother bird continues to fetch food and feed it to her chicks.

The chick that will inherit the name of the next vulture has long since left, and the other chicks remain even though they can leave the nest, so they keep asking for food forever.

If you say it's stupid, it's stupid, and if it says motherhood, it's motherhood.

However, whether it is because of foolishness or maternal instinct, the limit eventually comes to those who are bound by their instincts.

Hirem explained that mothers die of exhaustion or starvation themselves as they try to satisfy their babies' demands for more and more food, and the baby birds starve to death because they do not leave the nest until the end even after the mother dies.

“... That's why I tried to kill these birds. To save at least one more bird. When the babies die, the mother will live her own life again. If I kill all these baby birds here, at least the mother will have no choice but to starve to death along with the babies.”

“...”

“Do you understand now? Then, I'm sorry, but please step back a little. Bishop.”

After finishing his explanation, Hirem raises his arms again.

Tatak-

The red sparks she creates splash the floor again.

If you stay in this world, you will hear stories very occasionally, and you will experience them yourself. These are unpleasant stories.

Hirem, who knew this before I did, showed mercy and moved to save at least one more mother bird before she arrived.

Even though it is a demonic beast that has nothing to do with you.

“... Okay.”

Afterwards, I turned my head,

Perfect!

Kwaaa!

Hir'em snapped his fingers and lightning struck.

That was the end of the walk.

Afterwards, we finished our quiet walk and returned to the hygge camp. After bringing our canteens, we set off on our way back to the parish.

However, that was only for a moment, so I remembered something, so I sent Hirem back to the dorm alone.

“... Ah.”

“...? Why are you doing that? Bishop?”

“I forgot something, so I’ll go into the forest for a moment and come out. Hirem, please go back first and rest.”

“Is that so? Well, the only time I asked for an escort was in the morning, and the bishop had some work to do in the diocese. Let’s do that.”

The errands aren't really that important.

Yesterday, Eila, who had gone into the forest, forgot to take a rest and left behind the bow that had been loose from her waist. She asked me to take it with her as she entered the forest with Hirem.

'I wonder what it's like for an elf to leave his bow barrel lying around, but I guess that's why I think it's worth it.'

I decided to go back in, thinking it wouldn't take too long since it was probably close to where the eagles' nest had been a while ago.

Rustling-

Rustling-

“Whoa... I was here.”

As I entered the forest again, I found the large rock where Aila had said she had rested with Gombang for a while. I found a bow barrel on top of it and was about to touch it.

'... huh?'

I witnessed this the moment I walked up to the rock and tried to touch the bow barrel.

The object that caught my eye as soon as it came into view was that the leaves were a slightly different color than the surrounding leaves, and there was a strange pile of leaves right in front of the bow tube.

And that question came to me when I felt a little nervous, wondering if there was a demon lurking in the pile of fallen leaves -

It was resolved immediately.

“... Die!!! Lee Rim!!!”

“Razarel! Was it you?!”

Razael rises sharply from the pile of leaves and stretches his arms forward.

It seemed like he had been hiding for a while, as he had fallen leaves stuck in his matted blonde hair and even the moisture had settled down on him.

'shit. Just in case, I still had that.'

In addition, it is equipped with a shooting spear and an atmosphere on its arm and is firing.

The good news is that although Farewell entered into some kind of contract with Razael, he decided to notify me unconditionally when taking out the spear that Razael had made himself.

So, in the morning, I already knew from Farewell the whole story that Razael had gone into the forest with a sharp spear.

However, I had completely forgotten about it until Razael attacked just now.

'You can't be hurt twice if you've been hurt once.'

So as soon as I saw Razael, I moved forward and wrapped my arms around him.

Whirling-

“... Ugh?!”

“I'm sorry, but if you just take care of that - there's nothing to be afraid of!”

While still hugging Razael on the rock, before activating the cutting spear, he wrapped it around him once, lifted him up, and hung him on the rock.

Wow!!!

Whilick-

Clink...

“... Cough-!”

The shock must have caused his lungs to stop for a moment, and Razael dropped the artifact and held his chest for a while before exhaling.

“Phew... It was really dangerous. I heard that he went out in the morning, but could he have been hiding since dawn?”

“Cluck- Cluck... keek...”

He retrieves the piercing spear from Razael, who is breathing his dying breath, and sighs.

Then, I looked around, and as if my guess was correct, there were some pieces of dried beef jerky that she had probably eaten near the fallen leaves.

'They're really thorough. First of all, it would have been quite a cumbersome order given the limitations of the necklace I wore.'

Razael, who is still breathing heavily, can no longer attack me.

The order I gave to Razael after consulting with Peria was, 'Revenge can only be taken once a day. However, the timing to carry out revenge is when one's physical condition is judged to be normal.'

Therefore, the moment Razael feels the slightest weakness, such as a cold or a headache, or hunger, she cannot carry out her revenge, and so she has been thoroughly managing herself so as not to waste the opportunity for revenge, which only comes once a day. It was.

'Thanks to this, rather than the vengeful spirit he used to be, he has become more like a healthy killer with a little bit of evil. ... I wonder if that's it.'

Razael's first words after taking a deep breath were,

It was a complaint.

“... Tsk! If it weren't for the lightning just moments ago, it would have attacked me when I closed my eyes.”

“... Ah, I know what you mean.”

“I didn’t ask you to agree, so shut up. Damn trash.”

'... It's too much. really.'

I understood what Razael meant.

Razael was lurking around here a little while ago and saw me and Hirem come.

I don't know how Razael knew that I would retrieve the bow barrel, but he was hiding right in front of him, and Hir'em and I had definitely gotten close to it.

However, Hir'em struck lightning in an instant before I could properly stop him, and some of the lightning that was absorbed into the ground hit the fallen leaves where Razael was hiding, making Razael paralyzed for a moment and unable to move.

So in the end, Razael had no choice but to stay still, and when he saw that I had returned to retrieve the bow barrel, he attacked me.

“Damn... If it weren't for the woman with that creepy smile, I could have succeeded...”

“... Huh? Laughter?”

“Didn’t you see it? No, I guess so. When your back was turned, that woman's face would have been visible only to me.”

So, I had no choice but to question the words of Hir'em's creepy laugh that Razael, who must have been in the same place, said.

Razael told me as she did, the moment I turned my back and closed my eyes, I saw Hir'em's face, which I had not seen before, while I was handling the baby birds.

“At the end, when she swung the lightning towards the baby birds, the woman was definitely smiling.”

“... What?”

“Didn’t you hear? The saintess who was burning the nest was smiling. And with an ugly smile, like pagans who covet a young village girl.”

like that,

In the story of Razael, who explains what he saw as if it was nothing,

It was only later that I realized that the emotions Hir'em was feeling when he swung the lightning were devastation and joy.

        
            I parted ways with Hir'em and went into the forest to get Eila's bow, and there I met Razael.

A consistent attack, this time an assassination carried out in a secluded place while the diocese was in confusion.

In fact, from the beginning, the news was delivered to me through Farewell as soon as the spear that Razael had made was taken out of the workshop, so it was very unlikely that it would lead to a normal assassination, but Razael was confident that he could ignore it.

Razael noticed that I had to take care of Hirem since this morning and that I was quite stressed due to the number of visitors from the church over the past few days, so I couldn't think for a long time. Even though I had heard the news of the weapons being taken out in the morning, I was there in the afternoon. I predicted that I would forget that in the meantime, and I was right.

However, from her point of view, it is truly unfortunate that if she had fired a weapon at the back of my head or heart at the time when she was distracted by the nests of eagle eagle that had fallen on the floor, she could have killed me, but that was because the aftereffects of Hir'em's lightning passed by. Thanks to this, my body became paralyzed and I suffered a chain reaction of not being able to move.

“... Those damn empires. It's a place where there aren't any normal people. Even a woman with a broken personality like that is still a saint.”

Thanks to you, I wasted my chance to assassinate him today, so I had to endure the voice of Razael, who was walking in the same direction muttering from a long distance behind me, repeatedly hitting me on the back of the head.

'I think the guys in the Kingdom Alliance have done more, I don't think they've done less. There must be a woman like Hirem somewhere, even in the Kingdom Alliance.'

I wanted to answer, asking if it would be any different if I were a noble from the United Kingdom, but it was obvious that if I said anything, I would get a lot of curses like before, so I didn't open my mouth.

Clap.

So, after I came out of the forest, I returned the Atmosphere on my back to Farewell's workshop and stretched out for a while.

“Uuuucu

As soon as Razael came out of the forest, he disappeared somewhere else.

To be honest, I'm not that interested in what I usually do.

I even told her to let her kill me whenever she wanted, but beyond that, I try not to pay too much attention to what she does.

First of all, even though I get tired of making innovative assassination plans every time, there are always a lot of things that catch me off guard, so I learn a lot, so I let it go. Above all, I have someone who monitors every little action, which old sages say is their every move. It's also something that doesn't suit my personality.

'From what I heard from Thistle, he mainly entrusts soul soldiers and hygges with a day's worth of work, but surprisingly, he seems to do it all faithfully.'

First of all, since he is a slave, he is given work to make it appear to outsiders that he is being treated according to his status. Even if he does not directly give orders to the slave's collar, he completes all the assigned work.

Although it feels uncomfortable to have weapons and supplies ready to kill me in my spare time at work, I don't think it's going to cause any major problems, so I think it's okay for now.

“... What does a normal human being mean?”

After being blank for a moment, what comes to mind is what Razael said.

She's right, and I think I'm right too.

Whether it's an empire or a federation of kingdoms, there are people with somewhat psychotic personalities everywhere.

But at the same time, I think normal people are everywhere too.

Although it is a bit problematic how to set the standard of 'normal', at least for me, Thistle, Ennin, and the people around me are normal people.

If there's a bit of a problem, I wonder if there are only so many normal people among so many people.

But what also comes to mind at the same time is the saying that in a village where one-eyed people live, people with both eyes are seen as non-ideal.

Then, in this world where the frequency of meeting abnormal people is much higher, I wondered if I, a normal person, should follow them and have a somewhat psychotic personality.

“... No. That's not true. What are you trying to compromise on? From the beginning, I tried to live like a normal person and do something about my life as a consumable, and I ended up here. Yes.”

Of course, it's okay to think like that for a moment.

I thought that I could just keep going like I was now, and it was at that moment that I thought about going up to the church.

“Ah, oppa. Were you here?”

“... Huh?”

“Phew... I saw that Hirem had returned, so I went to see if he was at my brother's house, but he wasn't there? Why did you come to the workshop?”

“Ah, yes. I was returning the items that Razael took.”

“... Aha. I know what you mean.”

Peria was standing on the way to the workshop.

Peria, who must have gotten used to it by now, comes up to me and says, exhaling smoke from the healing herb.

“We were at odds, but it was okay if we met. Oppa, don’t you have anything to do from now on?”

“Yes. No.”

“Then go towards the church.”

“... Why am I anxious? Something happened again, right?”

“It’s not like that. It's just that Tarator came and talked to me earlier.”

“Tarator? Why does Tarator come here?”

“For more details, hear from Tarator. I came to the workshop to get some more healing herbs, so I need to talk to Morsling and Slien quickly before they get off work. Of course, they are both people who will help you even in the middle of the night... but you can't disturb their fun night.”

“... Really? If that's the case then it doesn't matter.”

Peria says Tarator has arrived.

The number of customers is increasing.

I don't know why Tarator came, but seeing Feria talk like it's not that important, I think it's really not a big deal, or if there was anything important to talk about, it was after everything was over.

“What are you holding in your hand?”

“This? A bow that I picked up from the forest at Aila’s request.”

“Give that to me. I'll take it to Aila later.”

“Okay. Here.”

So, after lighting the healing herb, I passed the bow barrel to Peria, who extinguished the fire by rubbing it with her foot.

match!

“Thank you for your hard work today.”

“... Phew! Oppa too.”

They clapped their hands together and walked past each other to go about their business.

-------------------------------

After hearing Feria's words, I quickly walked up to the church.

As Feria said, what I saw when I came to the church was Tarator, who had come to the parish, waving his hand at me and looking happy.

“Woah! Bishop! It’s been a while!”

“...”

“Huh? There's no response. Could it be that you forgot about me? Then I feel really sad. It's me! It's Tarator! Is this Tarator who clinked glasses with the bishop?”

The location was a vacant lot behind the church, with a negotiation table prepared in the shadows.

Tarator, who was still sitting on the chair in front of where Peria was sitting just moments ago, greets me with a happy face.

So, since he is truly a welcome face, I decide to give Tarator the treatment he deserves.

“... Ruba.”

“Yes!! Bishop!!!”

Ruba was visiting the parish all day today, and as soon as she saw me going up to the church after meeting Peria, she came right next to me like a bodyguard.

I decided to adopt an old-fashioned method especially for Tarator, who gave Luva a deep, unpleasant smile in front of me.

“Sprinkle salt.”

“... Salt!!!”

“Yes.”

“Yes!! Okay!!!”

Luba ran somewhere as soon as she heard me, without knowing why.

When Ruba asked me why I wanted to sprinkle salt, I tried to answer that it contained the meaning of good luck, but since Ruba was trying to serve me more faithfully than I could imagine, I immediately carried out the command without even asking why.

Tarator was impressed and asked for consent as he saw Luba running on two legs, but running much faster than most demonic beasts.

“... Wow, is that a different race called Hygge? I've only heard rumors that there is a different race called Hygge among the residents of the parish, but it's smaller than I thought... and really fast.”

“Get out of Leven. Tarator.”

“That’s too much, Bishop. He doesn't even greet me properly, and he only says harsh things when he sees me. Have you really forgotten your memories of working with me at the Diocese of Rugal before?”

“It's because I'm anxious because I met you here, whom I thought I would never see in the parish. Why did you come to our church? To be honest, I don't want to be that close to someone who has been working in the underworld. Because our denomination is a denomination whose motto is modesty and steadfastness.”

“Oh, I know that. Room for humility. I live with humility and steadfastness as my creed. I heard that there is a book with that name far away in Iketer.”

“There is a book with that name? I didn’t even know that far.”

“I also heard it from a former subordinate, so I don’t really know... but they said it was popular literature among young people.”

“... That’s amazing.”

For my part, I was saying something I heard once in order to somehow prevent Tarator from sticking with me any longer, but I didn't know if it existed in a book.

Anyway, that is that and this is this.

As soon as I returned to the church, I saw Tarator sitting at the table and felt only discomfort. When Peria saw me like that, she told me that the important thing was over and that we should exchange greetings after this, so I had a short chat with Tarator and left. I thought I would send it.

“So, did Princess Camellia send it? Are you here because you are still working as a supplementary member of the Intelligence Corps? Do you have any news to tell?”

“No. It's closed for a while. Today is personal, no. I came here on official business that involved my fortune.”

“Official business... More like a holiday? What is the closure?”

“Yes. closing. I got a vacation. In addition to working with the bishop at the Rugal Church, I also took charge of several important tasks the princess asked me to do and earned quite a lot of money. Afterwards, I wanted to start a business in earnest, so I asked for some time to lay the foundation. Anyway, to the princess, I am a good person who can use whatever she has, so it would be better for me to settle down properly and continue to receive work rather than suddenly hide away one day.”

“I guess there was so much work. Speaking of business funds, it must not be a small amount of money, but seeing as how quickly it was collected.”

“There were a lot. It seems that the number of members of your spy corps has decreased considerably. Has there been any restructuring? Anyway, thanks to that, a lot of the work was entrusted to me, and there were a lot of things I had to do on my own, so I asked for a definite life allowance or something and got it. Hahahaha! The princess told me that I would never be able to get rid of her until the manpower shortage was resolved for a while.”

‘The eyes that see people are accurate. Is it because he is the leader of the back alleys?'

As his skills are good, he gets things done quickly and seems to have earned all the capital for the business he hinted at one day.

Tarator said that he had definitely received the princess's permission, and began to look at the scenery, crossing his legs on a chair.

I looked around at Tarator, who looked relaxed, and the 10 men standing behind him.

'Same suit as Tarator... He looks like a subordinate, but he feels completely different from the back alley guys. I don't know why I'm wearing a helmet on my head.'

Ten men, who remained silent, were waiting behind Tarator, neatly dressed.

The suit and design are similar to the suits I know.

Black suits.

I feel like I've seen Tarator alone in a gray suit, with the rest of the men waiting behind him with their backs turned.

Like bodyguards serving the president, they were all wearing helmets that completely obscured their unique faces.

On top of the black gloves and helmets are additional felt hats.

No matter how I looked at them, they were men with a strange appearance that could not be considered suspicious, so I squinted at Tarator, but Tarator narrowed his eyes to tell me to guess.

“Phew... Okay. You can guess it yourself, right?”

So I began to look more closely at the men in the helmet, to take a quiz that was sure to have no reward for him.

        
            Now that the entire outfit has been taken into account, all that remains is the helmet.

They all have unique looking helmets; some have wings on their heads, some have cross-shaped eye holes, and some have visors with holes so tight that you wonder if they can breathe.

Then, one person, a pitch that looked familiar to me, caught my eye and I blurted out the correct answer without even realizing it.

“... A traveler?”

“Huh? Did you know right away? Hahaha! After all, it’s the bishop! I thought it must be wrong and was just waiting for a chance to tell me the correct answer.”

“Don’t talk nonsense, just explain quickly.”

The people behind Tarator were all knights of the rogue from Tir nog.

To be precise, what I remembered was that there was a slight swirl-shaped decoration at the end of the helmet, which made me think, 'It's special.' There was only one traveler that I remembered.

Since he was a knight of pilgrimage, I wondered if the rest of us had gathered together based on a similar example, and my guess was correct.

“Everyone here is a knight-errant who was moved by the way I did not back down against the moon wolf in Tir You Nog and expressed their desire to work with me.”

“Indeed...”

Nodding-

As soon as Tarator spoke, the knights put their hands on their hearts and greeted him politely.

And soon after, the knight wearing the whirlwind-shaped decorated helmet I remembered introduced themselves to me.

“Nice to meet you. Lee Rim, the bishop of the Deshade Church and the knight of Princess Camellia. We are executives of Don Tarator’s company, [Pasteur Capon].”

“Pasteur... Executive...”

“Hey, Heavenrick. Don't try to put too much weight on it. You're an executive, aren't you the only company with us as employees so far?”

“Sorry. Don Tarator.”

“Don Tarator... I'm going crazy.”

As Tarator spoke cheerfully to the knight-errant, he stepped back.

“And this person is ‘Don Lee Rim’ who will share the fate of our company from now on. I ask you to treat me the same way.”

“I understand. Don Tarator.”

“““A member of Pasteur Capon meets Don Irim!”””

All over the place!

It looks like he was wearing light chain armor underneath the suit.

The knights of the coast added their own title, 'Don', to my name in the same way they used to call Tarator, and thanks to that, I-

I felt dizzy as the title 'Don', which is only given to mafia executives, was added to my name.

“... Yes, I understand. Tarator. Let me just ask you two questions.”

“You can do as much as you want. Is it money?”

“First of all, what is the meaning of the name ‘money’?”

“A title meaning “top holder.” It's an ancient imperial language, and the people below liked it and asked me to use it, and I also added it in front of the name and thought it was pretty good, so I'm using it.”

Money so-and-so.

No matter how much I hear of it, I feel like I want to stay away from it as much as possible because it is a word used only when referring to executives of dangerous organizations, but since it is an ancient imperial language that has a completely different meaning, just the way it is pronounced, I decided to ignore it.

“Okay, okay... then. Why on earth is that title of money even applied to me?”

“Didn’t you hear from Peria? Now that the bishop and we have become a community with a shared future, we must be treated as such.”

“Community of destiny?”

“A little while ago, our company and Deshade Church became family through Feria.”

“... You'll have to give a proper explanation. Otherwise, I feel like I'm going to go crazy.”

Looking at me with my head in my hands and my head down on the table, Tarator excitedly explained the contract he had made with Peria a little while ago.

To put it simply, [Pasteur Capon], a business founded by Tarator, acquired a monopoly on milk throughout the empire.

However, even if the milk monopoly was obtained, people would use whatever milk they had, and if they did not have it, they would develop a different food culture, so it is said that they would not be so crazy about milk as is the case with alcohol.

Tarator worked hard at what he wanted to do and firmly established his will to improve, and through papers published under the names of famous wizards, he explained how good nutrients milk has for humans, what can be gained through continuous intake, and I gained knowledge about how rich the culinary and cultural possibilities are.

However, there is no reason for people to listen to such a one-sided story of a new business that suddenly appeared with a monopoly on one type of food.

So what is needed is the help of our denomination.

“Bishop, there isn’t much the church can do for you. We do it all. Signing contracts with farms across the empire that can produce milk. Production of means of transportation to transport it and magic tools to store milk. From product promotion and sales. There are about 50 soul soldiers from the bishop's denomination who want to help our superiors. All they have to do is lend their names other than helping with the work.”

“You can make people all over the empire want to buy milk just by doing that? I don't understand.”

“That’s a bit disappointing, Bishop. The bishop is greatly underestimating the value of the name of his denomination.”

“... Keep trying.”

“Milk is white, and divinity is associated with white.”

Is it something like association association?

sell white milk

Sterilized milk is so white that you might want to use it as a dye, even though you have to dry it as much as possible.

The image of the Deshade Church is added to that milk.

The name of a denomination that serves evil spirits and has a bishop who has so far banished two high-ranking demons to hell.

People are tempted by the milk distributed from the Deshade Church and the additional explanations that come with it.

“But I think that’s all it will end up being. Even if it's milk, some people suit it and some don't.”

“I prepared something for that as well.”

“...”

“You plan to keep listening, right?”

“... I know it without you saying it.”

Additionally, the milk is not ordinary milk.

as soon as-

It is milk filled with divine power.

There I had to stop Tarator for a moment and ask him in detail.

“... What? Wait a minute, milk filled with divine power?”

“That’s right. Milk filled with divine power. Just by drinking it, milk has the same efficacy as half holy water, as if slightly unclean things from the day are leaving the body. Oh, it's not fake? Even though it doesn't really seem to be effective due to the priests' guarantee, it is definitely possible to make such a product.”

“How are you going to make that?”

“It’s surprisingly easy. Before distributing the milk, a huge warehouse is built near the parish church and left there for a week so that the milk is imbued with divine power. Oh, by the way, you don't have to worry about milk because it doesn't spoil even after a year unless you take it out of an expensive, special storage container.”

“Place food near the church to imbue it with divine power. It's an unheard of thought. Rather, I don’t even know if our church has that much power...”

“Divinity and mystery can only feel awe and fear if you do not know their identity and structure, but if you understand their principles well, they can be used surprisingly easily. It is a church where Deshade's bishop, his apostle, and even a saint visit every day. Rather, the sanctuaries of most religious denominations within the empire are places overflowing with sacred power. how is it? It definitely makes sense, right?”

“... I can't deny it because I have a point.”

“Right? No matter how much you think about it, it’s okay. Do you think I'm an amazing person? I'm probably the first person to think this way.”

When I think about it, I don't know what other denominations are like, but in the old days, Deshade put water in a bathtub and went in and out with his armor on, thereby completing the holy water.

So, even though Deshade is not on earth, there are three people who were closest to Deshade, so there is no reason why they can't do something similar.

“... Yes. I have to admit what I have to admit. Anyway, I think my head is working really well.”

“Kahahahaha! okay! That's it! Please be amazed as much as you want! It was only after a month since I met the bishop’s church in Rugal that I came up with this thought!”

This is a level of magic in another world that completely blows away common sense such as expiration dates and fermentation.

Thanks to this, Tarator was able to pioneer a business path that could never fail by incorporating the knowledge of magic tools that could easily transport such milk no matter how far away it was, as well as divine power.

It is truly a blue ocean pioneer.

“... Yes. Well, let’s discuss the rest in more detail with Peria and do our best.”

“Huh? Are you just going to back away from there?”

“That should be it. Or is there something else you want from me?”

“Umm... no. Still, I've finished talking with Feria, but isn't the bishop actually the owner of the diocese? No, are you an apostle?”

As I was leaving, amazed at my ability to organize a business, I told Tarator to take care of it, but he seemed rather anxious and tried to grab me by putting his face in front of the table.

It seems that Tarator was suspicious that I had so willingly accepted all of this.

Convince, not accept.

Since Peria only advanced the story as an agent of our church, Tarator seemed to have thought that he would have a full-fledged conversation with me or Thistle later.

However, no matter how meticulous he was, I felt like he didn't really understand the bond between people in our church, so I smiled slightly and answered his question without realizing it.

“... Haha - I know what you mean. Sorry, but if Peria decides, we just follow.”

“Hey, I trust you a lot.”

“That has to be the case. Because we are family.”

“... Ah, is that it? If so, I can understand it.”

I didn't talk for a long time, but it seems like my meaning was conveyed more easily than I thought.

As soon as Tarator heard the word family, he closed his eyes and nodded -

He opened his eyes again and confessed in a light manner how he had interpreted what I had said.

“When I saw you before, I thought you only touched the apostle or his gray-haired girlfriend, but you also touched Peria?! Let’s talk about it sooner! Hahahahaha!”

“Good. Follow me, you bastard. I'll make it with dough. I'll even bring a ruler, thoroughly measure half the length, and then kill you.”

Quang!

Immediately after hearing Tarator's bullshit, I overturned the table in an instant, created a magical sword, and pointed it at him.

“Ouch! joke! joke! Bishop! It was a joke! It's not like you're going to get that upset! I know! You don't do things like that between family members!”

“Be prepared. Since you are already a guest at the parish, I will let you relax and recuperate before leaving.”

“I’m busy? Bishop?! Are you really busy?! I'm leaving today! So there is no time to recuperate!”

He runs through the parish chasing Tarator, who is running away.

Although the knights were embarrassed, they did not run away after Tarator, and thanks to that, I was able to easily chase after Tarator, who kept looking back and rubbing his palms together, asking for just a look, even though it looked like he was going to be caught.

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

“... Ah!! Bishop!! I brought salt!!!”

“Ah! Thanks Luba. But I'm going to kill half of Tarator now, so I don't need it anymore-”

Then, just in time, he went somewhere to get salt, and finally came back and offered me his hand, but I was about to reject the salt brought by Luba, thinking that it was just for soldering, thinking that I had to beat up Tarator, and that I didn't need it any more.

I noticed a huge translucent red rock held by Luba, who was running alongside me at my own pace, and asked what it was.

“... Ruba. What is this?”

“Yes!! I didn't have any salt so I brought rock salt from a nearby warehouse!!! This will work too, right?!!”

“... Nothing can’t be done!”

Decent weight, appropriate size.

Even though I ran hard with my sword in hand, the distance from Tarator was not easily narrowed.

So, I grabbed the head-sized lump of hard rock salt brought by Luba, who just happened to appear, and-

“... Inhale!”

Buuuck!

Baaagh!!!

“Kaaa...”

He threw it with such force that it hit Tarator's head as he turned around and knocked him out.

“Anyway, you bastard. Don't ever mess with my family again. ... Peria is my younger sister, and they are spreading bullshit that Peria and I did something like that.”

“I don’t know what it is, but it was really cool!! Bishop!!!”

like that-

Our denomination entered into a deep contract with the merchant association created by Tarator, and finally had a steady income, allowing the denomination to further develop as an independent denomination.

        
            After Florian's initiation ceremony was over.

Sian left the church.

This was originally an event held only by members of the Deshade Church.

Cyan wanted to get as close to Astesia as possible, so he offered to help, and the pure members of the Deshade Church accepted people from other churches without any hesitation.

In reality, the most important rituals of each denomination do not want to receive attention from the outside because it can be judged by the exposure of the magic to other denominations and the level of rituals that can be performed.

However, Thistle and Astesia did not care about that at all, so Sian felt lucky that his proposal was accepted without any opposition, but he also felt a little worried about the defenselessness of the people of the church.

'of course. Thanks to this, I was able to see how strong Saint Astesia and Apostle Thistle are. I am truly grateful to you for allowing me to reap a large harvest from the wheat field.'

Still, Xian definitely paid the price.

Although Thistle's power was greater than expected, and there was not much he could do, he was definitely granted protection.

Red Fudge is a polytheistic religion that serves the most gods in the empire.

As the northern denomination, which worshiped a single god, and various smaller denominations in the East merged into a polytheistic religion that grew by absorbing each other's denominations, although the power of the gods is dispersed and sometimes very weak, the gods who have free time at any time It definitely exists.

There were several gods who could extend their hands when the ritual was performed, and Xian asked Florian to surround Florian with all their blessings. The weak and strong blessings fell on Florian's shoulders without distinction.

'Difficulty. To be honest, the blessings I requested from the gods, combined with the rituals and blessings performed by the Apostle, made Florian stronger than I imagined... but since he was not the one wielding radish to begin with, you don't have to worry too much. Looking at his personality, he doesn't seem like a person who would use his strength for anything other than protecting himself and his followers, so it will be fine.'

This is after completing all the rituals.

Florian, dressed in both a nun's uniform and a priest's uniform, held Thistle and Astesia's hands tightly, and Sian, not wanting to disturb their relationship, left the church alone.

And now slowly-

The time has come for the escorts assigned to them from the main school to arrive, so they must go and meet them.

'worry. I don't know who will come, but I hope to attract people who will understand what I am saying.'

Squeak-

That was when Sian opened the door to the lodgings provided by the members of the Deshade Church and entered the entrance.

... sweet.

Someone got up from a chair in the living room and quickly approached.

There was no sound of footsteps at all from the man, and he just bowed to Sian and introduced himself.

“... Knight of Journeyman Liu Dian meets Saint Xian, the reflector.”

And Sian knew who he was.

“Coincidence. That's fascinating. I thought that the diocese would find out that we used the gate and quickly assign a knight of the voyage to the nearest location, but I couldn't believe that you, the brother of the Saint of Plague, would come.”

“... I was surprised too. When I heard the rumor that Hir'em used the gate, I guessed that the saint had done something big again, but I had no idea that Sian would follow Hir'em to the Deshade Church.”

Xian and Liu Dian exchanged greetings at the entrance of the accommodation.

Liu Dian exchanged greetings with Peria and was guided to the saints' lodgings. The female spirit soldier who guided him said that Hirem went into the forest with Irim and that Xian went to help Florian with the ritual, so he is waiting patiently. It's only Xian now. I had just met.

A knight assigned as an escort and a saint have a conversation.

“Controversy. Then, I'm sorry, but I'll ask you to please be patient until the priests from our church arrive. Liu Dian.”

“If there is anything missing, please let me know. Holy woman. I will do my best as soon as I can.”

“... I see. Please take care of me.”

Since everyone knew each other to some extent, the greetings did not become grandiose.

To be precise, the degree to which they understand each other as the dark sword working for the cult and the person handling the dark sword.

To Xian, Liu Dian is a hidden sword for the Red Purge's secret struggle, a man who travels here and there to inspect distant Red Purge branches, occasionally posting reports, and occasionally uses it as a sword for the parish.

On the other hand, in Liu Dian's view, Xian, who is a saint, is disguising the appearance that she does not have that much power within her sect, but in reality, Liu Dian receives orders to confront her and provides some relief. I have dealt with several priests who had no chance of success, so I know how scary Xian is.

However, if there is anything else that can be said to be one-sided, it is that no one in Red Purge, let alone Liu Dian, knows that the saint, Xian, is in secret with Camellia.

'I heard that Sian doesn't do things like this, but wasn't that completely true? I can't believe I went along with Hirem-sama's sudden attack.'

Therefore, Liu Dian simply thinks that Xian, a saint, may have been fed up with life after living only within the Red Purge for a long period of time and thus agreed with Hir'em's unexpected actions.

However, as Xian did, in fact, Hirem had asked him to accompany him to the Gate, so he was now trying to move to fulfill that request.

“Then Liu Dian. You may have just arrived, but you must have had enough rest, right?”

“... Do you have something to tell me?”

“Yes. There is.”

When Liu Dian looked at him with anxious eyes, Xian picked up his Jiusan, turned it by the handle, took out a long bottle from inside, held it out to Liu Dian, and said,

“Please. Please hide this in the room of Saint Astesia, a saint of the Deshade Church.”

“... I will check, but the bottle is empty.”

Liu Dian did not ask why.

If you tell me to do it, I just do it.

So, what he confirmed was that he wondered if Sian had taken out the item that was supposed to be given to him by mistake.

It was common to deliberately hide poison and other items that could be a weakness in the other person's room to warn them by having them discover it, but hiding an empty bottle was something he had never done before.

“Understand. It's natural to have doubts. But it's simple. If the bottle is empty, doesn’t that mean it needs to be filled with something?”

“... Indeed, I understand.”

So, Xian was grateful for Liu Dian's consideration and helped him understand.

“Then, I will fulfill it.”

“Please collect it in two days.”

“honorary name.”

Just like that, Liu Dian left the dormitory and carefully arrived at the house where the members of the cult lived. He opened the window from the outside, hung a rope, and placed an empty bottle under Astesia's bed.

empties.

It is a bottle that contains nothing.

But that's why it's a bottle that can be filled with anything.

‘Now, now. All that needs to be done is to include only what Hirem wants in it.'

Therefore, the bottle itself has infinite potential to contain anything, but because Hirem took sufficient measures using Cheonikjong's magic, it only contains limited contents.

'I have also confirmed that Saint Astesia is connected to a certain archdemon. Even that was Asmodeus. Hirem will probably figure that out soon too.'

The bottle will remain under the bed for two days.

After that, over the course of two days, things began to be filled in empty bottles in the room -

The remnants of the devil that will be floating around in the room.

It was that elongated bottle that was treated so that the remnants of magic power and energy connected to Astesia while praying to evil spirits and devils slowly accumulated inside it.

Hirem, who wanted to gather even more thorough evidence that Astesia was connected to Asmodeus, deliberately adjusted the bottle to prevent it from containing even the magic power of evil spirits, so that it contained only the magic power of Asmodeus.

With this, Hirem was able to successfully do what he wanted so much, possibly by threatening the Deshade Church in the future when Irim asked him to withdraw the fact that Astesia, a saint, was deeply involved with the Great Devil. It was easily obtained.

However, that is why Xian is-

I wondered if it was right for me to listen to Hir’em’s request.

'worry. Hirm. I understand that your personality is like that and you are not used to dealing with new friends, so you are thinking of using that method. I'll tell you something later, but if I think about whether you'll listen to what I have to say, there's a high probability that you won't.'

In the first place, Hir'em is a stubborn being who is so stubborn that even as a Xi'an, it is impossible to change the direction of his self-righteousness.

Although she, as a saint of the Red Purge, prioritizes beings within the boundaries of 'saint' and 'imperial people', her actions against other beings are uncontrollable.

That is why she is called the Saint of Destruction.

This is because no matter what kind of cruel act is committed against the empire, such as disloyal and hostile heterogeneous races or demonic beasts that cannot be treated as human beings, there is a rationality of revenge and repayment.

So, for Hirem, Bishop Irim is someone he wants to obtain, but other members of the church see him only as material to obtain him, or in some cases, as someone he wants to exclude.

‘But Hir’em. You'll have to think carefully. What you want to obtain, what you want to hunt, is no one else, but Bishop Irim of the Deshade Church, a demon exorcist, and a knight of Camellia. If you, as a saint of our church, wish to punish these races, we will certainly help you, but if you hastily offend the docile spirit of Deshade's weapons and even try to provoke Camellia, it will be difficult for me to take your side.'

For Xian, the top priority is the safety of his church.

Cian, who has watched Lihi's decline and witnessed Rugal's rapid loss of power due to the presence of Sotok, believes that now is the perfect time for the Red Purge to expand its influence throughout the empire.

At such a time, if Hir'em continues to bring up the story of the Deshade Church and tries to deal with it in the way he has done so far, he will not only expand the power of the Red Purge, but will suffer great damage similar to Lihi and Rugal. It's not that difficult to get to the point where you think you can do it.

“... Select. It's really difficult. Choosing one side...”

In the end, there are two options.

The policies that Xian can take are to use everything at his disposal to suppress the threat posed by the Deshade Church as much as possible, or, alternatively, to overthrow Hirem, who could become a catalyst for the Deshade Church.

If one of the two things is not made clear, the future of Red Purge will unfold so dramatically that it will be difficult for even Xi'an to predict.

The moment that happens, the sword of Cyan, which exists as a deterrent to the Red Purge, becomes 'useless'.

“... Then, from now on, I think we need to understand again what the bishop is like as a person.”

So Sian decided to work hard today as well.

Squeak-

Although I was a little tired due to the long ceremony, I forced myself to infuse strength into various parts of my weak body, blocked the sunlight with Mt. Jiwoo, and went to watch Bishop Lee Rim.

Just a possibility.

For now, two options have been prepared, but if Bishop Lee Rim is a person who is much easier to move as intended than he thinks, a third option that completely sidesteps the two futures may arise.

        
            Immediately after meeting Red Purge knight and dark sword Liu Dian and Saint Xian, he ordered him to hide the glass bottle.

“...?”

“Why are you doing that? Knight Commander.”

“Oh, no. I feel like I have a strange feeling.”

When Enine felt a chill on the back of her neck and turned around, Aleph, who had been talking with her for a while, came to pay her attention.

“... You feel strange? How do you feel?”

“Uh, um... no. It felt a little chilly. It probably wasn't that big of a deal.”

Ennin thought he might have gotten nervous for a moment, so he ignored Aleph's question again.

That's right, right now in front of Aleph and Enin, the soul soldiers are swinging their weapons at each other.

“Haaaap!”

Kang! Kang! Kaang!

“Shield! Swing the sword and immediately raise your arm!”

About 20 people.

Everyone at the same time, soul sick.

They are all people who volunteered to follow Noan and become knights of the Deshade Church.

While Florianne was having a ceremony at the church, Henin gathered souls who wanted to become knights and held the same founding ceremony.

Even though it is a founding ceremony, it is not a grand event.

All they do is place food and drinks on a long table, put their hands on the Bible to be used for the ceremony, declare their resolutions, and then have a short meal called a banquet.

However, the Deshade Church does not have anything that can be used as a Bible containing doctrines, and the book that Thistle always wears around his waist is not a Bible but rather a collection of wills, so it is not suitable for use in ceremonies.

Aleph, the Paladin Lord of Rugal, opened the magic pouch in front of Enin and took out a huge Bible that he always carried with him, and said that he would not only lend it to him, but give it to him as a gift.

From Enin's point of view, he naturally expressed his refusal to hand over such a precious Bible, but Aleph had already memorized the entire contents of the book in the first place, and since he did not need it, he expressed his intention that it would be better to use it for something more meaningful.

In this way, Enin expressed his gratitude to Aleph, but even though the thickness of the book was comparable to that of the anvil he carried, Enin performed the ceremony with the Bible while doubting whether it was true that Aleph had memorized it all.

Since Aleph had already started the work, it was a bonus to have Ennin join in to help with the ritual.

Each of the soul soldiers came forward and stepped back, explaining why they decided to become knights and saying what they wanted to say.

Because someone accepted Deshade’s doctrine as faith.

Some to protect the diocese itself.

So that the person I secretly love can live here smiling forever.

Because I thought that from now on, I can swing my sword to protect myself.

and-

He dedicated himself to himself as a child, and now he supports his benefactor who is about to collapse because he has lost his place to lean on.

The soul soldiers, who revealed their respective reasons in front of each other, strengthened their solidarity to achieve what they wanted.

Jang!

The final ritual is to raise the glass, clink it and declare that the decision to raise the weapon can no longer be undone.

After the founding ceremony, we learned from Aleph and Enin how to distinguish between what knights in the parish should and should not do, and began simple training.

Everyone knows the basics, basics, and how to use weapons.

The soul soldiers are all people who roamed the battlefields of the Kingdom Alliance, and they are people who have fought fights to the death, true fights to the death, many times, something that ordinary knights and adventurers whose bodies are their wealth can never easily experience.

In particular, the people who are now gathered in the knights' order are people who, like Noan, specially ordered and used their own weapons, so they are definitely not people whose level of martial arts is that much lower than that of the knights.

However, the level of training I am currently doing has its limits, so it is a must-do training.

From now on, since they are not soul soldiers but knights, they must let go of the fighting methods they have adopted from their bodies.

Since you can no longer be resurrected when you die, it is training to shake off the fighting method you have become accustomed to, the fighting method of throwing your life away to take at least one more enemy.

So, Ennin, along with Aleph, was an important training in which he had to point out the soul soldiers who showed even the slightest weakness, so he felt a little nervous, so he tried to hastily ignore the strange sensation that had hit the back of his neck just now.

However, when Aleph saw Enin like that, he thought seriously and spoke to prevent Enin from easily getting over the sensation.

“... Enin Knight Commander. This is the advice of a paladin who has lived a long life fighting against giants and cultists on the battlefield, so I hope you will listen to it, even if it is only once.”

“... Yes?”

“Perhaps it was a ‘touch’.”

“Mok... you mean?”

“Yes. point. It is highly likely that it is something that adventurers, knights, and warriors who have survived for a long time sometimes feel when they go.”

“Feeling... what does that mean?”

“Warning.”

“... Haaap!!!”

Boom-

Quaaa!

“A little slowly.”

Aleph struck away Noan, who was swinging a huge ax at him, with one arm and continued speaking.

“Chok is a warning sent by the world about something ominous that will happen in the future. I don't know if that's exactly true, but after talking to most people who have felt it, that's how we describe it ourselves.”

“A warning from the world...”

“I don’t know when that will be. From the moment you feel the warning, it may be seconds, a day, a month, or even years before the warning becomes reality.”

“This is a very unfriendly warning.”

“I agree. But it's also understandable. If you think about it, there doesn't seem to be that much of a difference between one second and one year to the non-human world.”

“Haaa!!!”

“... Hmm. The momentum is good.”

Shake it off-

Buuung!

Quaaa!

“However, pressing down on an opponent with one's physique only becomes suicidal the moment the opponent's hidden strength exceeds one's own.”

After speaking to that point, Aleph bowed sharply towards the running Noan, lifted her with her head under her waist, and threw her back.

Then, while watching Noan adjusting his posture, he continues the conversation with Enin again.

“Anyway, if you feel the urge, always keep it in your mind. It is convenient to think that you will receive it because it was given to you. One day, when the future that the Enin Knight Commander had foreshadowed comes to him, he realizes that the feeling has come someday and quickly, depending on whether he recognizes whether the present is the moment or not, he can quickly or late be on guard against the approaching danger. becomes, and as a result, the future changes greatly.”

“... In the end, can we say that the feeling is something similar to grace?”

“Well. If there is a will in the world to send a message to someone you like, then I would like to say that if that were the case, why not just let go of that ominous future itself?”

“... Phew! That's it too. Thank you for your advice.”

“Then, let’s take a break.”

Bang bang!

When Aleph slammed his palms together, it didn't sound like hands clapping, but rather the sound of steel hitting each other.

“Phew...”

dump-

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

Cheolkeong-

“This was not an easy thing to think about.”

As soon as the sound of rest is heard, all the soul soldiers leave their weapons on the ground and lie down on the floor, breathing heavily.

Forming a knighthood.

And giving up the habits of my mental illness days was harder than I thought.

But Aleph knew.

If the soul sufferers in front of us now let go of the perception that they are ‘soul sufferers’ through continuous training, if they just get rid of the habits that have become established in their bodies, focusing on mutual destruction, they will already be completed as excellent knights.

'People who can't handle magical power. But that's it. If you were given a magic sword with its own magical power and the church made holy armor to wear it, these soul soldiers, whose basic physical abilities far exceed those of skilled soldiers, would already be on par with the paladins. Bishop Lee Lim. 'Your church may be receiving greater blessings than you think.'

In the first place, they are soul soldiers who fought against demons, orcs, and others with physical abilities greater than that of humans.

Since they were such people, they were actually people who could receive sufficient treatment wherever they went in the Empire, not the Alliance of Kingdoms, where they mainly faced demons and orcs.

Afterwards, the soul soldiers began to rest.

“Then, Aleph. Aleph, are you going to relax with me now?”

“Let’s do that. I, too, am the type of person who thinks it is better to always awaken a little bit of the sense of fighting, so please help me.”

The two people I had talked about before, Ennin holding an anvil and Aleph taking off his cloak, were positioned in the middle of the clearing.

There was an intention from the beginning to look after the situation of the soul patients, but for Aleph, even though it was only two days in the leisurely atmosphere of the parish, he wanted to give his body a little strength.

Cooung-

bang!

So, in order to spar, Ennin held on to the anvil with both hands and Aleph stamped his foot loudly for a moment. Then, he thought that it would be okay to give one more gift to the Church of Deshade and brought up the story.

“... Right. Enin Knight Commander.”

“Yes. Why are you doing that?”

“Since this is a long-awaited sparring, I will give you something I have as a gift.”

“Is this a gift...?”

“Yes. If I were to call it my habit, it would be a habit, and if I were to call it a secret that has helped me survive on the battlefield so far, it would be a tie.”

However, I had no intention of giving such a gift so easily as it was a long-awaited sparring.

“As someone who has always accomplished everything with a strong body, I don’t have many things to call special. So, there is racial magic, but it is impossible to give as a gift. Instead, I will teach you how to take an unwavering stance that is not pushed by anyone.”

“... Aleph is also called the unwavering paladin, right?”

“Yes.”

After hearing those words, Enin strengthened the hand holding the hammer.

A long-awaited opportunity.

I don't know what made him decide, but Enin clearly thought that although he had now achieved his set goal, he should not give up on moving forward if possible.

“Then I will go.”

“... Yes!”

So Enin picked up the anvil and started running forward slowly-

Aleph walked forward slowly, one step at a time, unlike Enin who was speeding up.

“I hope you receive it well, as you are the Enin Knight Commander who adheres to the same type of fighting style as me.”

“Haaa!!!”

Buuung-

Enin's anvil, which had been wielded without hesitation even against demons, was swung at Aleph without a moment of hesitation -

“... one, two-”

Aleph seemed to be throwing his fist at Ennin's anvil...

[Third]

bang!!!

“... Kyaaat?!!”

“... This is the secret that allows me to remain steadfast while taking on giants. I will continue to show you from now on, so please try to learn it before the end of the day.”

'And, I would be grateful if I could use my power to give Bishop Lee Rim greater strength.'

Without taking a single step back, he smiled as he succeeded in blowing Enin away with an anvil.

        
            Broadly speaking, there are four types of people staying in Leven.

The first to come to the parish were the saints from Red Purge, and then the Paladins of Rugal followed them as if using the gate.

Looking at the time of departure, Clayzen was the first to decide to visit the parish, and Tarator was the one who came after carrying out the last mission given by Camellia before the wish ceremony.

There are actually more people staying in the parish there than saints, paladins, Claisen, and Tarator.

In the Red Purge, the workers brought in by Hir'em are building an oriental cult-style mansion and at the same time displaying their craftsmanship to the fullest. Not only are they trying to build a residence with a pond similar to the mansion of Saint Xian in the main Red Purge school, but Ryu, a knight-errant, I have just arrived at Dian.

On Rugal's side, upon hearing the news that the paladins were staying in Leven, priests from the nearby Rugal branch sent messengers, and several knights from the family disguised as servants who had made the long journey to follow Kleisen, with tears in their eyes as they suffered from pain every day. There are two maids who apply the medicine.

Tarator and the men he brought with him, including former voyageurs and current employees of the Pasteur Capon Company, will leave for today, but will return later to start the business in earnest.

The guests of such a parish have their own time.

And that is,

The same was true for Claygen Highland Theoroi, the daughter of the Duke of Teoroi, who set out on a long journey because she wanted to be the first of many people to visit the parish of the Deshade Church.

You are not alone.

Just as Irim is guiding Hirem, Enin is welcoming Aleph, and Peria is welcoming Tarator, Clayzen is also spending a fulfilling time with the people of the parish.

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa...”

This involves lying down on the floor and breathing in and out repeatedly.

The shadow created by Hwarim was cast on Clayzen's face.

... Sreuk.

“Umm... It's not something I want to talk about because you asked me to spar seriously, so I did it harder than usual, but is it okay?”

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Gwae, it's okay...! This is exactly what I had hoped for! I now feel that the story I told Hwarim before was truly a shame born of ignorance...! This is also a couplet of repentance that I gave birth to at that time! Rather, it is also a reward!!!”

“Well, I don’t think there’s any need to belittle yourself that much, but...”

Hwarim looks at Clayzen lying on the floor and looks embarrassed.

Clayzen is a woman from the Theoroi family.

First of all, she is the daughter of a noble family, especially a duke.

Perhaps because of this, the clothes he wore early in the morning to spar with each other were sparring clothes made by a brand from a high-end clothing store in the capital, something that is not easily seen in ordinary noble families. The sight of Clayzen rolling around on the dirt floor, covered in dirty things. It wasn't something that was worth seeing.

“... Hehehehehehehehehehehehehehehehehehehe- I'm really, really happy! I wonder when was the last time I had such a fulfilling day!”

But she was breathing heavily, with a happier face than any other woman's face, a face even worse than that of a girl in love who was crushed under a dark haystack when she finally made eye contact with the young man she secretly admired.

“... Strange? They're obviously sparring, but why does their face look like that? It's a bit gross! Hwarim, do you know why that girl is like that?”

“I, I don’t know either. This is the first time that I feel like I don't know the other person's feelings like this, even though they face each other with their swords with all their might. ... Really, I'm scared to face anyone anymore out of fear that my face will look strange.”

“Ahh... Really, it was the best sparring... Haa... Haa...”

Clayzen closed his eyes with a happy expression, and Hwarim and Aila slightly backed away from her with tired faces.

It's already been two hours since the sparring, and the stamina I had at the beginning will no longer recover no matter how much I rest.

I was so exhausted that there was no other way than to eat and get a good night's rest in order to get my physical strength back to its original state.

Even though Clayzen was clearly at her limit, she took turns wielding the sword with Hwarim and Aila until she collapsed from exhaustion, just like now.

'Whoa... it feels like a dream. If you think about it, it might be my first time sparring with such strong people, other than my family's knights.'

Clayzen dreams that one day, there will be a world where pure-blooded humans become states again, like the empire before the founding of the country.

However, she not only left them in the hands of others, but also had the desire to achieve them with her own strength by training her own skills as a member of a martial arts family.

But recently, I was feeling a little stagnant, so as a change of pace, I came down to the parish to pray to Deshade, the deity served by the denomination I support, as I had promised Enin one day. I was feeling proper healing of my mind and body while staying there.

“Phew... I see. Now I understand clearly.”

Jump, jump, jump...

“Puha! I think I will buy it.”

“... When you finish drinking it, give it to me too. So, what do you mean you realized?”

“In the end, I didn’t make it to the final stage of the Knight’s Festival. The reason we are experiencing stagnation, the difference between Hwarim and me.”

“Oh my. It's a good thing that you realized that through sparring with the two of us. If so, I'm curious so don't ask. What was that wall you encountered? The difference between you and me that you realized.”

“Enlightenment. The difference between me and Hwarim. What made Hwarim strong. That's right-”

Clayzen, who had just realized his shortcomings from the sparring a little while ago, spoke of his enlightenment after seeing the two women sitting with their backs to each other and sharing water.

And the enlightenment revealed by Clayzen was enough to embarrass Hwarim, who had just received a canteen from Aila and was drinking it.

“-It’s love!”

“... What?”

“What made Hwarim strong was love! And to put it a little more bluntly, physical union with a loved one!

It was sex!!!”

“Phuep- KEEEK... Cough! Cough! Go... Gaaal-!!! What are you talking about?!!”

“... Wow. I thought she was a very confident woman before, but she's really amazing, isn't she? I'm out of my mind.”

Hwarim, who was drinking water, spat it out with more force than she had been drinking it in, and Aila expressed awe at Clayzen with her mouth wide open.

Either way, Claysen just keeps talking about the truth that he believes he has finally realized, even though it is just his own guess.

“Hwarim’s sword has become much, much stronger than before! While sparring with me, every single movement was done without a single hesitation! It has to be that way. What are you worried about now, Hwarim? He already got what he wanted. What I confessed to the person I loved. I hugged him and whispered love to him. Feeling the other person deep within yourself.”

“Jo, be quiet...!”

“Kyahahahahahahahaha! It's okay, Hwarim! No one will listen anyway!”

“You’re saying I can’t listen to you!”

Hwa-rim gets angry, Aila points and makes fun of him, and Clayzen continues what he says regardless of whether Hwa-rim tells him to stop or not.

The three people sitting in an open space near the forest continue their conversation without paying attention to anyone else's gaze.

“Hwarim. And Aila. In fact, until recently, I was experiencing a stagnation of nothingness.”

“Yes! It seemed like it! Just looking at the swords I was swinging earlier, I didn’t feel like they had a clear direction!”

“So, you should always learn how to talk back... Sigh, that's it. okay. So, why are you suddenly saying something like that again?”

“I’m telling you this because it’s related to the story I told you a little while ago.”

“It’s not over yet... Damn it.”

“Kuuu...! Ahahahaha!”

“That’s all. Smile a little.”

“Hahahaha-”

Sigh!

“Kehehe! Kek...! Hwarim is too much! Where is the sudden hitting?!”

Aela, who started laughing again when she saw Hwarim covering her face with her palm, continues Clayzen's words even as her neck is hit by the blade of Hwarim's hand.

“After Hwarim expressed his feelings to the bishop, I asked the elders of the family. How can an unmanned vehicle overcome its limitations when it encounters them? So, even though they smiled bitterly, they told the story of what they had experienced. Everyone told me their own different methods, but the most common story I heard was that they had overcome their limits after falling in love and having sex!”

Clayzen’s confidence that does not back down at all.

Even though Hwarim's face turned red at her attitude, she was not embarrassed and tried to change the topic by explaining it from a theoretical perspective.

“Uh, uh... So I guess that's true. Because humans have genders, the balance between yin and yang is biased to one side, so when balance is achieved through harmony, we reach a level that we could not reach before -”

However, to make such efforts useless, Clayzen continued to repeat the words that Hwarim absolutely did not want to hear in this situation.

“That’s right! After leaving the parish, I plan to look for love! And after having sex with someone I love like Hwarim! I plan to escape from my current stagnation!”

“Gaaaal!!! therefore!!! Don’t compare other people’s stories like that!!!”

Kaaa!!!

“Hahahahaha! Looks like you hit the nail on the head! But this Clayzen Highland Teoroi! I will not turn a blind eye to the truth that I have finally realized due to violent attacks! ruler-! Hwarim! Show me more! Your martial arts has become stronger by becoming one with Bishop Lee Rim!”

“Oh! I'll show you as much as I want! And this time - I won't let you get up while holding the sword!!!”

In the end, Hwarim couldn't stand Clayzen's rampage and moved.

Hwarim, whose face was red to the limit, raised his sword and rushed at Clayzen, and Clayzen laughed out loud and began to spar with Hwarim again.

...

...

...

Hwarim and Clayzen started sparring once again, and this time, they sparred until not only Clayzen but also Hwarim was exhausted.

“Haag... Haak... Haak... Haak... Woe, Hwarim. Do you know that?”

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Well, what did you say?”

“Many of the religious denominations in the empire... huh... hmm! In the past, priests were prohibited from marrying, but now most people allow marriage.”

They took a break again, this time with both of them lying on the floor, and Clayzen once again opened up the conversation.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Phew... Isn't that it? Since the empire is a fusion state of numerous different races, each denomination changed its doctrine to indicate that it agrees with it.”

“... Cough! Huh! no. Actually, that's not it.”

“... Really? Then why is it like that?”

“Since marriage was prohibited, extramarital affairs were extremely prevalent.”

“... affair?”

Hwarim had doubts about Clayzen's words and asked them back.

“Yes. In the past, some priests who were prohibited from getting married due to the strict doctrines of each denomination wanted to find a partner because they longed for love, while others simply wanted to satisfy their sexual desires, but those in the priesthood could not bear to do so. You can't go find a prostitute. If so, there is only one way.”

“There is only one way... What is it?”

“The method is to seduce village girls and widows who come to their church with donations, or even women who have husbands if they are confident.”

Taking advantage of the break, Clayzen talks about the history of the marriage culture of the imperial church until it was created.

At her words, Hwarim and Aila's ears perked up, both humans and elves alike, and Clayzen, who saw the two people's reactions, smiled with satisfaction.

        
            Clayzen faces Hwarim and Aila, who are paying attention to him, and brings up a story from an old era that no longer applies.

“It was a really harsh time. Unlike now, when denominations conduct their own businesses, at the time when the state strictly prohibited such activities, most denominations took care of all their finances through donations, so there were quite a few places that requested excessive donations. And some priests took advantage of this, and there were quite a few priests who teased young wives by telling them that they could pay the monthly offering with other things. It wasn't even a fuss. As the unmarried village girl goes to and from the temple, her stomach grows bigger, and her mercenary husband sends her money for several years and does not return, but his wife's belly is now pregnant.”

“I see. I guess something like that happened in the old empire. ... But why are you telling me that?”

“Well, would you please listen to the end first?”

After hearing Clayzen's answer, Hwarim turned his head for a moment and looked at her.

A little while ago, they made fun of the union of Lee Rim and Hwa Rim, and it continued until the sparring, but I wondered if they were still trying to extend it and continue it here.

However, this time, rather than intending to tease, Clayzen only brought it up at the beginning to convey his true feelings.

“So, the empire once strongly cracked down on priests of denominations where marriage was prohibited. Infidelity destroys a family, creates a ruined family, and creates lonely children.”

“... I see.”

“And from then on, it seemed as though the government's policy of severely reprimanding priests for belittling women would continue, but another problem arose.”

“What was that?”

“That’s right – sodomy culture arose.”

“Phew! Kehe...keek...! Oh really! What are you talking about this time?! Two people!!!”

Aila, who was leisurely filling her stomach with water while listening to the conversation between Hwarim and Clayzen, squirted out water.

Either way, Clayzen just continues with the story he was trying to tell.

“Marriage and contact with women were also prohibited. Navy blue has increased. In the end, the Hwang family said they didn't want to touch it anymore. Each denomination had to take action before the terrible sodomy culture that began to run rampant spread. As a result, most priests in the current empire are now able to get married.”

“Hahaha... Me too. This last part is something I didn't want to hear at all, but it was interesting.”

Just as Hwarim was laughing at the story, Clayzen turned his head and looked directly into Hwarim's eyes and spoke.

“So, Hwarim. Congratulations on finding love. In the current empire, there is nothing that can hinder the love between Bishop and Hwarim.”

“... Did you start spinning around like that just to get that word out?”

“Even though she looks like this, she is a shy girl. I felt a little embarrassed to convey my congratulations to the woman who exchanged her heart and body with the man she liked.”

“I wonder if it's not embarrassing for a woman who says that's embarrassing to actually say the word "sex" that refers to that intersection.”

“... Hahahahahaha-”

“... Huhuhuhuhuhuhu-”

The two women are lying on the floor, looking at each other and smiling.

I sincerely congratulate you, and I feel grateful for that.

Unlike other people, friendship is not something that is established just by saying out loud, “Let’s be friends from today.”

Two people who lived in different environments were able to become sincere friends just by being sincerely happy about the other person's good fortune and feeling grateful for it.

As a result, Aila, who was watching the whole scene-

One question occurred to me.

'But didn't you say that Clayzen only likes humans?'

Clayzen's intention to show affection for Hwa-rim from beginning to end is because Hwa-rim is a pure-blooded human.

Although they were artificially created by the Kingdom Alliance, they are fundamentally close to humans and their souls are clearly human.

So, in a way, it was natural for Clayzen to treat Hwarim favorably.

But not Aila.

Although Aila is now a member of the church, she is an elf and not a human.

Rather than accepting her as an imperial citizen, the empire also allows Aila to wander around the empire's territory without any problems as a special case among special cases.

Elves who strictly separate their territory from humans.

Not only do they officially maintain a diplomatic severance with humans, but the other elves, except for Eila, live in various parts of the empire, but they live in complete secrecy.

So, even though Clayzen knows from the beginning that Aila is an elf, she treats Aila no different from Hwarim.

Although he didn't make suggestions like he had done to Hwa-rim before, he didn't hide his uncomfortable disdain and camouflage his face so as not to offend Hwa-rim.

Clayzen was clearly treating Aela no different from any other human being.

So, deep down, Aila felt that it would be fun to be friends with another human, but Aila felt somewhat uneasy about the way Claygen was looking at her, so she felt the need to ask about it, so she brought up the story.

“Hey, Clayzen.”

“Ah, yes. Why is this happening? Ayla?”

Clayzen and Hwarim, who had already recovered their posture, were now sitting with their backs to each other. Clayzen responded with a fresh face.

“Why is Clayzen so friendly to me? I'm an elf?”

A direct question that can be asked not by anyone else but by Aila.

Hwarim, who was watching from the side at the resolute, single-minded attitude of asking a direct question without any embellishment and only wanting the answer, was momentarily taken aback, wondering if Aila was about to cause an accident again, but Clayzen was actually more polite than Aila who asked the question. He answered in a brighter tone.

“Of course, elves will eventually-

You’re a ‘human’, right?”

Clayzen answered that way.

Speak confidently and in a tone without any doubt.

'huh? Elves are humans? Are you saying you see it that way? If not... is there some other hidden meaning?'

Hwarim couldn't understand that answer.

It is unclear whether Clayzen is referring to the fact that Aila is very similar to a human in appearance, or whether he called Aila a human because she is a soul that does not settle for its innate reality and moves forward, just as Clayzen dreams.

But Aila said what Clayzen said-

His face hardened as he said that it contained ‘the exact meaning of the context.’

“Elves, in fact, if you go back and think about the times when there were gods, they were actually humans, and the gods you served -”

“Stop.”

“... Yes?”

“Stop it.”

Clayzen was about to open his mouth when Aela stopped him.

Seeing that, Hwarim was more embarrassed than ever before.

Aila's expression indicates hostility.

She had been laughing and sparring with Clayzen a little while ago, but her mood had suddenly changed since Clayzen brought up the story earlier.

“...”

“...”

“...”

In the silence that fell between the three, Eila opened her mouth again with an apologetic expression on her face.

“... I'm sorry for being sensitive. But let's stop there.”

“Ah... Yes.”

“... sorry. I'm really sorry.”

“No. I may not understand the English text, but... it looks like I did something very rude.”

“...”

“...”

'... Really. 'What should I do with this atmosphere?'

The atmosphere in the vacant lot cooled.

The grass, which had been on the verge of scorching from the heat generated by the three women's sparring just a moment ago, suddenly became cold, making me feel like I was shivering.

So, since Aila was responsible for the current atmosphere, she tried to pinpoint only the necessary parts and immediately restore them.

“... Clayzen. Where did you hear that story?”

“Yes, yes? Which part do you mean?”

“If we go back, the story goes that elves were once no different from humans. are you okay. Talk about it.”

“... While reading the memoirs of our ancestors, I came across a section written by people who said they met an elf. I read it there.”

“... Does it say in that book that the elves themselves told that story?”

“No. Not really. There was just a hint about it, and I was personally very interested in it, so I did a lot of research using the help of the Great Library of the Empire and Lehier's Ancient Library. As a daughter of a martial arts family, I was ashamed to say that when I was young, I neglected making radishes and spent my days immersed in books.”

“... Puhaha! For all that, he's much stronger than most aristocratic scoundrels who have grown stronger through expedient means. You can be confident!”

“... Is that so? thank you I never thought my sword would be recognized by the elf Eila. Just like our ancestors did, I will have to write it down in my notebook later.”

“Yes! Is it okay to be proud? Even when I look at it like this, I tend to be more picky than other generous sisters when it comes to evaluating people, but that’s because I was recognized for it!”

“... Really, you're talking as if the fact that your mood comes and goes as you please means there's some kind of fairness in the recognition you give.”

Before we knew it, the air between the three began to become warm again.

It wasn't as hot as before, but it was just right. As they thought to each other, Eila told Clayzen one thing.

“Then Clayzen. Let me give you some good advice. Did you find out the name of the elves' forgotten god through your own research?”

“Yes. That's right. It started out of interest, holding on to just one simple melody, but as I slowly grabbed the string, looked around, and read through it, I saw that there was information about it written in the witches' library kept in Lihier. Our family has been praying to Lord Lehier for generations, so we were able to easily enter by asking for help at some point. There I found a witch's book that studied elves and other races, and it was from that book that I gained most of my knowledge about elves. It was a book by a witch called Warven Berg...”

“... Ah, so that's how I figured it out. A witch who was researching elves, not humans, discovered the name of the elven god through her notes... Well, we never thought about the possibility of information being leaked like that.”

Only then did Aela find out why it was possible for Claysen to find out the name of the elf god and almost say it.

Witches, not humans.

It is possible for them.

The elves have thoroughly prevented the spread of the name of the elf god to humans and other races, but witches who live according to their own whims and do things the moment they suddenly have something they want to do without caring about what gets involved are enough. It wouldn't be too much of a stretch to find out the name of the god the elves worshiped.

So, for Clayzen's sake and for the other elves, including herself, Aila made a request and request.

“Then Clayzen. It may be a waste to take the knowledge, but no matter where you go, you must never mention the name of the elf god you learned.”

“Can I ask why?”

And in order to make him more cautious, Aila told Clayzen the truth in order to make him be more sincere when he asked her why.

“The moment we speak of the elf god, his angel comes to visit us.”

        
            It has been approximately 5 days since Hirem and Xian came to our church.

The wish ceremony will now be held about 9 days later.

In Red Purge, the wish is that priests will first establish themselves in various parts of the empire, starting from remote areas and moving around the entire country.

The priests move in groups of as small as 10 to as many as 30 people and heal people.

If you start from near the border and there is a road, you can enter the rugged mountainous terrain without hesitation, but there is nothing to worry about.

Knowing that the priests of Red Purge during the wishing ceremony are driven by only a devoted heart, adventurers and knights of the rogue go ahead and clear the path for them to pass through, and local lords and nobles step in to do the work that would be difficult on such a scale. Prepare the road.

Also, when a group of priests comes, people rush to give them accommodations, and even those denominations that are not on good terms with the Red Purge are happy to welcome members of the group during the wishing ceremony.

Of course, one of the purposes of Sowon-sik's priests is to spread the word to the religious order, but since no priest prioritizes missionary work and neglects treatment, everyone in the empire welcomes the priests' procession.

In addition, although it is said that they receive help from various groups, in the end, the money that the priests spend traveling around the empire and distributing talismans or holy water with small effects to remote villages means that the money earned so far is distributed back to society by the Red Purge Church. It also carries the great meaning of giving back.

and-

The two saints will stay in our church until such a group of priests passes near our church.

Hir'em had said that there was a high probability that Red Purge priests looking for a place to stay for a day within the designated route would stop by our church's parish, so if they came, they would join them and leave.

Although Hir'em said it was a probability, I think that with the two saints here, the priests would have no choice but to stop by our church.

However, that was only Hir’em’s prediction.

Afterwards, I kept an eye on Hirem, thinking that he would stay for about 10 more days, and Hirem was making plans for what to do and play in the parish, but these were all thoughts and actions that each person took ahead of time without anticipating what would happen in the future. .

The people of the Red Fudge Church moved faster than expected.

When the sun rose again and hung over the church of our denomination, the ones who visited the diocese were a group of priests who had been sent by the Red Purge main church and had been organized for the purpose of welcoming saints, regardless of the wish ceremony.

In front of these priests, Hirem is the most angry and irritated I've ever seen him in the last few days.

“That’s right! Didn’t I leave a note saying that I would return to the parish after the wishing ceremony was over?! I don't know why I have to go back now! Even if they made the most concessions, they would have said they would go back and join the priests who would pass by this area during the wish ceremony period?!”

“Huh, but Hir’em. It is not a good decision to be hasty and careless about your personal life at this time. There are even... Rugal's paladins here.”

Hirem emits red sparks around her, and the Red Purge priests who come to greet Hirem from afar sweat profusely and persuade her.

It's definitely fast.

As soon as Red Purge learned that the two saints had used the gate to move to the Church of Deshade, he relayed the news to the knight-errant sponsored by the church located closest to our church and had him take charge of escorting Hirem and Xian.

The upper echelons of the Red Purge first took measures to attach a bodyguard and errand boy, and then quickly formed a separate group of priests unrelated to the wish ceremony and quickly came out to welcome Hirem.

‘I heard from Peria that the distance between Red Purge and here is more than 10 days? Then I guess I must say he really came in a hurry.'

Seeing that they arrived so quickly even though the distance from the Red Fudge main school was quite long, it seems that they used recovery magic generously on the horses and even fed them stimulants.

If you look at it from animal protection groups, it would have been a forced march that would have been foaming at the mouth and saying something, but in this world where even humans die as easily as animals if they encounter a magical beast, people who call themselves animal protection groups are literally the example of mental patients, so I think it's fortunate that there are no such people.

'No matter where you are, it's the people under you who suffer the most.'

Tatak!

The priests flinch every time Hir’em’s spark sparks.

It looks like rescuers surrounding a wild animal that has landed in the city and being tense right before it is captured.

However, none of them had the courage to join hands with Hirem, the Cheonikjong, so the standoff dragged on for quite some time.

actually-

In my opinion, it seems like something that would cause such a great deal of trouble.

Anyway, Hirem wanted to take a break, and during the wishing ceremony, it is said that, with the exception of the priests traveling throughout the empire, an atmosphere of holiday prevails within the Red Purge.

They hold a festival, share food and drinks, dance, and make love.

I don't think there is any reason for the priests to risk their lives to stop Hirem from enjoying the holiday in our diocese during such a period.

But that was our opinion, and the intentions of the Red Purge higher-ups, which Hir'em had not anticipated, were completely different from his.

“... Hirem. I'm sorry, but this is something we can never back down from. It's not a good time.”

“What is the problem?”

“Right after the unfortunate incident with Rugal. We must take utmost care to protect the personal safety of important people in the church.”

“... Tsk!”

Hir'em quietly accepted what the priest was trying to convey, but soon figured out what he meant.

And while Peria and I were watching their conversation in front of Red Fudge's dorm, Peria soon realized what it was and quietly explained.

“Ah, that’s it.”

“What is it?”

“Why, the Kishinhoe guys within Rugal still think that Paladin Stendhal was assassinated by an assassin sent by the Red Purge. Beyond that, there are some who even think that Red Purge found out their secret and told it to Sotok. That's why the relationship between the Rugal Church and the Red Purge Church is particularly bad right now. Of course, from Red Purge's perspective, a completely unexpected spark of irrationality was thrown at them.”

“Oh, that’s right.”

“In such a situation, the Red Purge is probably paying more attention to security than any other time. Even if it was not their fault, since Rugal misunderstands it, there is no certainty that they will not be retaliated against in the same way.”

“In such a situation, Hirem, who thought that no assassin would be able to touch the saint as long as she was inside the Red Purge, suddenly used a gate to come to our church, so she quickly came to retrieve her in a cold sweat. That's what it sounds like. ”

“That’s right. In particular, the reason why the current situation can be seen as the worst is that because of the wish ceremony, a considerable number of priests have formed a priesthood and are moving to all parts of the empire and are preparing to depart. So, the Red Purge parish is already empty of more than half of its manpower, and that means Hirem, who is both the church's power and the target of its protection, has emptied the parish.”

“... I see. There are two purposes. One, just in case, retrieved the story of a saint who took unexpected action in case Rugal attempted to manipulate the church itself during the wish ceremony. And another thing is to prevent Rugal from targeting saints who have escaped the protection of the diocese.”

“Correct answer! Ugh... I'm really crying. When did my brother become so smart? I haven't done anything for you...”

“... Hey, I always say this, but I'm not the type of person who only uses my body as much as you think, am I? I mean, he's quite perceptive in his own way.”

“Well. So, even when Hwarim and Enin attacked at the same time, I guess they didn't panic and treated me well.”

“... It's a bit embarrassing to bring up that story here.”

Immediately after thinking that I would have to retaliate in some way later on against Peria, who was fighting with me over a topic I could never win with a mischievous face, I tried to leave the Red Purge people.

“... Ah!”

Then Hirem looked at me with eyes asking for help, as if he really didn't want to leave our parish early.

However, no matter how earnest her eyes are, it is not possible to help her in this situation.

“... I'm sorry, saint. As the leader of the Deshade Church, I cannot stand in the way of the will of the church to which the saint belongs. I have to go because I have work to do, so I will end my sendoff here.”

“Lord, Bishop...!”

“Then, I hope you return safely.”

It's a look of disgust, but there's nothing you can do about it.

In the first place, this happened due to Hirem's self-righteousness, and I think our church did its best to accommodate her whims and treat her well.

In fact, one of the high-ranking priests who had been included in the priesthood was still talking to Thistle about his apology and that he would repay him for the favors shown to him by our church separately in the future.

On one side, Liu Dian, a knight-errant who came to our church as an escort, and Xian, a reflectr, are also talking.

However, unlike Hirem, Sian did not show any sign of regret.

'Perhaps Xian has achieved the purpose of his visit, meeting me, Camellia's spy, and now he has no more business in the parish.'

Unlike Hirem, who wanted to spend a long holiday at our church from the beginning, Xian's business ended with a single interview.

“Sian. The bottle has been recovered.”

“Hard work. thank you I was in trouble. At least I got this, so Hirem will take a step back.”

The two people quietly exchanged something under the shade of the dorm.

Liu Dian, who was carrying a long bottle that looked like it contained nothing, handed it to Xian, who turned the handle on the back of Jiusan, opened it, and put it inside.

Then she walked quickly to Hirem, who was still sparking, and whispered something in his ear.

“-So, you got what you wanted. I'll just leave this time.”

“... but cyan.”

“Understand. please. This won't be the last time, will it? There will be a next time someday. Don’t be too greedy.”

“... Phew- Okay.”

'After all, it is soft to the people inside its fence, does that mean it is?'

I don't know the content, but maybe it was because it was a story told by the same saint to another saint?

After hearing something from Xian at length, Hir'em glared at the priests who came to greet him in a somewhat softened mood and accepted their offer.

Afterwards, the Red Fudge people left, leaving behind only the craftsmen who were building a mansion as a reward for Hir'em's gambling.

“Have the priests of the Red Purge left?”

“... Aleph.”

“Then, now it’s our turn.”

In line with that, Rugal's paladins also decided to leave the parish.

        
            Immediately after the two saints and the knight-errant departed with the priests from the main church.

Aleph, accompanied by Paladin Rubiset and messengers from the nearest Rugal branch school, came to me and announced that he was leaving.

“Then, Bishop Lee Rim. We look forward to seeing you again in the future. Please, I look forward to Rugal reconnecting our relationship.”

“Paladin Aleph. And Ruby Set. Although the reason was sudden, Deshade would have been happy that you two stopped by our parish.”

“...”

When there is a Paladin Lord and a Paladin, it is natural for Lord Aleph to exchange greetings with him, especially since he takes charge of most external events in Rugal and is closer to me than anyone else in Rugal.

Paladin Rubyset, a member of the Gishinkai, was knocked unconscious by the Farewells and woke up only on the last day.

When he woke up, he simply answered that he didn't remember what had happened, and as expected, Aleph came to me and quickly told me again the story about Nioh that he had brought up earlier.

However, as requested by Aleph, I reassured him a little by saying that it seemed like it was not the right time yet and that I had not had much to talk about with Red Fudge, and then I ended the conversation there.

Afterwards, when Paladin saw me interrupting the conversation, he hesitated. It seems that the Kishinkai guys wanted to use this opportunity to get a definite answer from me, but they didn't want to hurt my feelings by saying the wrong thing, so they didn't say anything more. He looked pitiful and couldn't do anything.

After spending two classes like that, I went to the workshop today because a sudden call came up and Farewell called me to his workshop.

However, the workshop, which was usually a bit noisy, was making such noise today that I was afraid to enter.

Kikigeek- Kikigeek- Kikigeek-

“Morsling-!! Open the pot! That explodes!”

“Ah, I understand! Slien, please help me!”

“Yes, yes?! But Farewell said I have to keep stirring this-”

BEEE!

“Quick!!!”

“Yes, yes!”

Chijijijijijijijijijik-

“... Are you at least cooking rice?”

Farewell's urgent urging.

The sound of a Morsling struggling and whining while holding on to something.

The sound of Slien's footsteps rushing away, throwing what he was holding in his hand,

No matter how much I heard it, the noise was similar to that of a pressure cooker, and at the same time, it was a sound that was about to explode at the wrong time, and it made it impossible for me to move my arm, which was holding on to the handle of the workshop, any further.

Fishishishishish...

“Okay, that’s it!”

“Phew...”

“... Well done, you two! I really thought everyone was going to die! Still, the experiment was a success because the pressure was pushed to the limit! Hahahahahaha!”

Inside, the noise subsides and Farewell can be heard laughing like a mad scientist.

It was a time when I thought the dangerous moment had probably just passed.

So, I relaxed my body and only then was I able to enter the workshop.

Sigh-

“... Is it all over?”

“Ah! Welcome, Mr. Bishop!”

“Lee, Lee Lim. You are here. Phew... a little while ago, I really thought I was going to die.”

“Oh, are you here...?”

Morsling and Slien are sitting on the floor holding the lid of the alchemy cauldron together, and Farewell is looking at the cauldron with his goggles on without turning his head.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Bishop. I'm busy right now, so take the prepared items from Morsling. Now, this is where it starts.”

“You said you're busy, so... be careful? Our denomination is the one in real trouble if a fatal accident occurs.”

“It’s okay. I'm willing to die at least once to make this a success.”

“... It really turned. Scholars are people.”

In the past, Farewell was resurrected by Gloria, with the core portion, which could be said to be the heart, surviving.

Farewell is said to be currently looking for a way to revive himself like he did back then.

Although I once said that it was still impossible to do it on my own, and that it might be possible to revive it with the help of Morsling, I still hoped that there would be as few casualties as possible in our church, which has no healing ability.

“Phew... I'm sorry. Lee Lim. The experiment I did a while ago was actually an experiment with a success rate of less than 1 percent.”

“Yes? 1 percent? You were doing an experiment like that? Aren’t you crazy?”

“So, I also said that I would try it after maximizing the success rate... but Mr. Farewell said that if I were there, he could do anything. So, without any way to stop him, he suddenly started experimenting in the morning... Well, it ended up being a success. Hahaha...”

Perhaps because of the tension, Morsling, who was full of fatigue, scratched his head and laughed.

Only then did I realize what Farewell had done.

Farewell said that Morsling is a Morsling with a fate that goes beyond heavenly luck and can even be called the embodiment of luck itself.

Farewell used Morsling to carry out an experiment that would have made it impossible to make an income right away, and it seemed to have succeeded spectacularly.

But even so, good luck cannot last forever.

It was clearly a dangerous moment, and since no one can guarantee that Morsling's fortune will continue in the future, I ask you to please be careful.

“... Mr. Morsling. First of all, I know that Mr. Morsling is working as an assistant at Farewell. Don't get too involved. Please insist strongly.”

“Of course, you have to do that. Hahaha... Still, seeing Farewell like it so much made me feel a little on fire for some reason.”

‘I’m going to turn. After all, this side is also a scholar at its core. Is this what you're saying?'

So, I waited for a while until Morsling and Slien cleaned up the workshop to make a place to sit, and then listened to the business.

“So, why did you ask me to come?”

“Ah, actually, this time I succeeded in improving the Camatrin that the Bishop used before.”

“Yes? Is that real?”

When I heard the word Camatrin, I was pleased without knowing it.

Me at a time when I couldn't handle magical power yet.

What helped me greatly in many ways at that time was Camatrin, which dramatically improved my physical abilities.

It wasn't completely, but it was a medicine that could even keep up with Aila's movements with the body of the soul patient.

However, as a result of being caught up in various incidents in the Kingdom Alliance, we ended up using up all of it, and Morsling had already left for the Empire before us at that time, so we were unable to obtain more.

‘That Camatrin is back. 'Isn't this a bit happy?'

It is said that the body strengthening potion can now be obtained again through the collaboration between Farewell and Morsling, so in times of emergency, one can act much more flexibly than now.

“... Wow, for some reason, I feel very calmed down.”

“Hahaha. Is that so? I never thought my medicine would help so much.”

The place where the syringe was always put.

I feel at ease because I can feel the presence of the camatrin on my legs, one on my waist and one on my thighs.

It's probably not just because of camatrin.

The people of Red Fudge and the people of Rugal came and left.

Because of that, I was constantly falling asleep with a feeling of anxiety, fearing that something unexpected might happen, so I may have felt even more at ease since they had all left a little while ago.

“Are there any side effects this time too?”

“Hmm... The basic framework is the same as before, so I don't think it'll be a big problem... but I hope you'll give it a try and let me know your impressions. This time, Camatrine used a little of the power of Topaz, the remains of the ancient being that Farewell mentioned.”

“I see. Well then, let's test it in the near future. Other than that, there are no inconveniences in living separately, right?”

“Nothing. Even if there is anything, Slien does it all. As long as I have Slien, I can live comfortably anywhere. Hahahahaha-!”

“Mo, Mr. Morsling... Boo, I’m embarrassed.”

'... Did I mention this for no reason? 'Why is it salting all of a sudden?'

Having received the camatrin, I grabbed the waist of Farewell, who was now in the cauldron, and pulled him away for a moment, and was talking with Morsling and Slien.

Suddenly-

“Lord, Bishop!!! A guest has arrived!!!”

“... What?”

The person who opened the door to the workshop and hurried in was Luba.

However, Luba's appearance was different from usual.

No matter what guests came to the parish, Ruba always spoke in a relaxed tone, as if she enjoyed the very act of reporting to me.

But for some reason, his voice was trembling slightly right now.

Even to me, the news Ruba brought was just annoying. The guests who stopped by the parish in the middle of the morning left safely, but another guest came.

'No really. Who else came? 'Is there anyone more worthy of coming?'

So, as soon as I heard Luba's first words, my peace was broken and a little stress came over me, and Luba told me a story that made the stress even worse.

“The guest is a guest...the monarch's monarch...?Princess Camellia!!! The princess herself stopped by our parish!!!”

        
            'Ah~ It's unfortunate. It's unfortunate. 'There is probably no one in the world who is as unhappy as me and more unhappy than me.'

Ingrid thinks that if she were asked to choose the most unfortunate person in the empire ahead of her wish ceremony, she would be ranked among the ten most unhappy people.

Of course, if you look at it from the perspective of a third party, the average of all citizens of the empire, it may not be so unfortunate.

Even though the imperial family has a directional policy that believes that the foundation of a nation will ultimately be strengthened depending on how wealthy the soldiers and their families are, there are definitely vagabonds, and there are also people who became prostitutes due to unavoidable circumstances.

In addition, there must be an adventurer somewhere who is in danger of losing his life after taking on a request that exceeds his skills with the intention of making a solid amount of money before the wish ceremony.

However, if that were the case, Ingrid threw away her subjective perspective and placed herself first in the priorities of happiness, confirming once again that she was the most unhappy person in the empire from an objective perspective.

That's right, even though Ingrid had completed a long journey of over a week under Camellia's orders, instead of resting comfortably, she was spinning around in the air, unable to even set her feet on the ground.

'Ugh... why does this keep spinning? 'I feel like I'm going to throw up.'

flinch!

Cheolkeong-

륵-

Clap la la rock-

Every time Ingrid moved her body, the chains hanging from the ceiling collided, creating a series of huge noises.

This is what happened when I tried to stop a chain that kept rotating in one direction.

“... It's noisy. Could you please be quiet?”

“... I'm sorry.”

'Whoa... I'm really an unhappy woman. If it weren't for the princess's orders, there would have been a lot of trouble in the parish by now.'

Ingrid, who had been making noise like that, relaxed her body at the sound of someone's voice, and sighed inwardly, leaving her body to the chain rotating in the forward direction again.

The huge chains that come down from the ceiling are strong and thick enough to bind a medium-sized demon beast.

Ingrid was tied up in those chains and hanging in the air.

And since it had only been a day since she had been in that state, Ingrid was slowly becoming anxious.

“... Over there-”

“Why?”

“... Can I go to the bathroom? I feel like I need to pee.”

The reason I wanted to come down from the air was not that big of a deal, but the reason was that I needed to urinate, which could lead to a really big problem.

However, because it was quite urgent, the response to the honest confession of physiological phenomena, which could be considered serious, was much harsher than expected.

“Cum there.”

“... But first of all, I'm also a woman, so that's a bit...”

“What happens between the same women? are you okay. I'll take care of it with magic later.”

“...”

And because the cold answer was a joke, Ingrid was relieved after wondering if she really had to urinate on the spot with a hard face.

“It’s a joke. I'll drop you off. Since you also inherit Scarlett's blood, you shouldn't show any indecent behavior.”

“... Thank you.”

Perfect!

Chrrr!

bean!

The woman snapped her fingers, and the chains bound to Ingrid's body were released and she fell to the ground.

However, to prevent her from getting hurt, a small cushion was created on the floor just before she fell, so Ingrid only suffered what would be a slight pain in her buttocks to an average person.

The problem is that it would have ended that way only for people with comfortable stomachs, but the problem was that it had more repercussions than that for Ingrid, who actually needed to urinate.

“Ugh...”

'Ah... I almost leaked it.'

Ingrid was in tears for a moment due to the stomach pain that struck her, and then she was helped up by someone.

“...”

“Ah, thank you.”

Grinning-

Ingrid thanked the woman with dark blue hair for helping her, but she only smiled and did not respond.

Thanks to Scarlett's mercy, Ingrid is freed from her restraints, goes to the bathroom for a moment, and sits down in front of the ruler's throne with a relaxed face to talk.

dump!

“Phew... So, Sovereign. Are you feeling a little better now?”

“No? Not at all.”

'Isn't this going to end easily? no way...'

Ingrid felt confused by the woman's answer.

At the same time, I wanted to summarize the current situation and think about what I could do to relieve the mood of the race.

'Let's see... To figure out where things went wrong, it's best to look back, so let's go back and think about it from the beginning.'

Ingrid recognizes where she is.

The place she is currently in is the black earth.

Even if an absolute tyrant with 1 lord and 0 citizens appears, a territory where it is impossible to have victims is a land that makes you wonder whether it is okay to call it an autonomous territory, no matter how much the imperial family recognizes it.

There are no residents.

There are no livestock either.

Not only that, there is not even a single blade of grass, let alone arable land.

It is truly the land of death.

It is a landscape that people talk about as the black land, and everyone inside and outside the territory has no disagreement with using that name.

All that is there is black soil, which proves to be the clear border of the territory that appears as you walk towards the black land, and the only thing that prevents the land from becoming the horizon is the white palace that stands tall in the middle of the black land.

And Ingrid received orders from Camellia and headed there.

The goal is to receive the Holy Grail of Blood from Scarlett, the owner of the Black Earth.

The purpose is for Princess Camellia to use the Blood Holy Grail on her spy knights to strengthen the quality of their forces.

Even though it is a military relationship, Scarlett, who has overwhelming power, is given an order that would be considered unreasonable and rude. If she accepts it, she is given a proof of complete loyalty, and if she rejects it, she is given a reason to punish the traitor specially prepared for her. Just erase it from this world.

And Ingrid, who heard all of this from the side, could not disobey Camellia, so she received such uncomfortable orders and set off for the black earth.

The good news is that what Ingrid wanted to do was not a declaration of war.

Camellia had said that all she was doing was asking Scarlett to give her the Blood Holy Grail, and if she refused, she could just return as is.

Since there was no need to tell Ingrid that she would die if she did not hand over the Holy Grail of Blood in front of the leader, Ingrid just thought about saying what she wanted to say quietly and letting things take their course.

'it's okay. Even if he was the sect, he wouldn't say he wanted to hold me like that since I've only seen him once. ... It's just wishful thinking, but we don't know each other that well. yes. huh. huh. It will happen.'

After gathering herself, Ingrid carefully stepped onto the border of the black earth and headed toward the palace.

On the way, the thorns felt the energy of life from under my feet, and the moment I started to soar, I felt scared, thinking I was going to die. Thanks to Jun, it didn't lead to death.

So Ingrid soon walked endlessly across the black land without anyone's interference, and at the center of it was the pale-faced palace -

I was able to enter [Eched].

Gigigigigigigi-

'Whoa...'

After the huge gate of Eched was opened, Ingrid stepped onto the shaded threshold,

'ruler. Then take a deep breath. All you have to do is say what you've been thinking-'

Pot!

dump!

As soon as she fell unconscious, she 'dedicated' all of her memories to the leader-

... Ttogak.

Again.

Again.

Again.

'... Hehe. I heard that a child who inherited my blood came to visit me. Was it the child who worked under Camellia?'

Scarlett, who walked out of the darkness, then asked what Camellia had said to Ingrid.

What was the intention behind such an order?

If you reject it, you can find out ‘everything’ about what you are thinking.

‘Camellia. I thought you would just leave me alone like other emperors in history, but I didn't know you would suddenly come out like this. It might be a bit disappointing. 'You grew up being called the leader of the county.'

Afterwards, Scarlett gets angry at Ingrid, who has just stepped onto the threshold of the palace after receiving an order from Camellia that she cannot refuse, and hangs her from the ceiling. Some time has passed since Scarlett restored her memories.

“Hey, that... lord.”

“Run the race. It's hard. Please sing a little more comfortably.”

“... Then-”

“For your information, if you call me mother, I will kill you.”

“But first of all, when I inherited the blood, I became a descendant, and other vampires usually use the title mother when calling the squire-”

“Don’t say it twice. Are you really going to die?”

“... Yes.”

‘Whew. 'I almost got screwed.'

Therefore, Ingrid is trembling at every word from Scarlett, who is an absolute being to her who must never be resisted.

“Then, shall I call you princess...?”

“The princess is a bit... not great. I am pretty, I look good, and my status before becoming the head of the clan was definitely a princess, but it is also because of the years I have lived. Can you just call me Scarlett in a friendly way?”

“... Are you okay?”

“Yes. That's it for now.”

When Ingrid calmly called her by the name she was given as Scarlett, I engraved it in my mind and looked closely to see how she was feeling.

[Run of the Vampires – Blood Demon Scarlet Veil Blood]

‘This is it. Even if it were Princess Camellia, it would be very difficult to please the squire.'

Ingrid scratched her horn when she saw her half-lying with her legs hanging over the armrests of the throne.

'Compared to the princess... you look much younger. Ki kick-'

With just a little effort, Ingrid's eyes, imprinted with the Witch Hunter's six-pointed star, were able to capture Scarlett's appearance as if it were daylight even in the dark interior of Eched.

        
            Lying on the throne is a girl wearing black gothic-style clothes with lots of frills.

Just looking at his appearance, he looks quite young.

A hairstyle with white hair and a black bridge.

The slender wrists and ankles seem to have had little to do with exercise since birth.

Although he is a vampire, he is different from ordinary vampires, and sunlight is unpleasant even if it is not fatal, so the parasol he always carries with him is leaning next to the throne.

Although she appears to have no strength on the outside, as if even the wind blows, she was once the person who destroyed the armies of two huge religious denominations that had targeted and attacked her in the past by soaking the inside of her palace, Eched, with the blood of believers.

And now, she is slightly angry at Camellia.

It's not something that would be called anger, but rather a bit of annoyance.

The reason she did that was simple.

Scarlett welcomed Ingrid, who had inherited her blood and could be called her long-awaited descendant, and as if it was natural, she read all of Ingrid's memories as soon as she set foot in the palace.

For Ingrid, this was something she could not have expected at all since this was only her second visit, and as Camellia, she had never thought that something like that would happen to Ingrid, so she was left speechless.

After reading all of her memories, she found out that Camellia had asked her for the Holy Grail again.

Unlike what happened before, this is another request to show the Holy Grail of Blood after the oath with the first emperor was lost.

To be precise, it is an unreasonable request that goes beyond just asking to see the Holy Grail of Blood.

In addition, Scarlett found out everything that Ingrid had told her that if she did not follow her orders, Camellia would send her knight, Lee Rim, to eliminate her, the squire, from this world.

Camellia's will to annihilate herself, the beginning of all vampires.

Ingrid thought that if she were the one to receive that unreasonable, one-sided hostility, she would definitely be extremely angry.

In addition, Scarlett reads all of her memories as soon as she steps into Eched, and finds out all the secret stories she had with Camellia, including things she would never have said to her face. I didn't know that I would throw it away.

'This may be considered a really big problem. I didn't know, but I never thought that the sect would read all of my memories, so Princess Camellia also gave such an order... Will I be reprimanded later? I really don't like that... ugh-'

but,

“Haha... I never thought Scarlett would be looked down on so much. Camellia thinks she's smart, but she also knows how to make big mistakes like this. Even if everyone praises him as a genius, even geniuses end up making mistakes.”

Scarlett, who found out that Camellia was under the illusion that she had the power to kill her, just snorted and simply showed irritation and interest about it.

The attitude she showed towards Camellia, who was not here now, was one of pity, ridicule, and the composure of an absolute person.

Scarlett, who even thought Camellia's decision was cute, tells Ingrid.

“Ingrid. Are you listening?”

“Ah, yes. I'm not going anywhere, I'm kneeling here and listening.”

“Camellia. They are descendants of the Steyer family, whom I saved before the founding of the empire because I thought it would be too time-consuming and troublesome to go out and destroy the castle myself.”

“... I see.”

According to the history of the empire that Ingrid has learned so far, even just before the founding of the nation, Stayer Hwanggai was so intimidating that it was thought that he had no rival in the world, but Scarlett did not chase away Stayer because she was bothered by having to stretch her arms out far. It ended up being treated like a fly.

“Anyway, all I have to do is stay where I am so that the world doesn't shake up too much. Actually, I had no intention of maintaining the reputation that I had built up to the point where I was called a derogatory name. So, in order to avoid unnecessary friction and troublesome work, I lightly laid down my position and pledged loyalty to the royal family, even though I was the master of the species and the starting point of all vampires.”

“... I know because I heard it too. I heard that Scarlett bowed her head to the imperial family who were in a standoff at the time on the condition that this black land be recognized as an autonomous territory.”

“That's right. That's how we balanced each other out. The imperial family will no longer have me as an enemy and will be able to live quietly in the Dominion, and I won't have to suddenly dry up the blood of Steyer and other subjects of the empire overnight just because I'm in a bad mood.◦# ◦

Ingrid might say it was an exaggeration, but Scarlett did not lie.

To that extent, the leader is a being with great power.

In the first place, she was a greater being than the Steyer family and Camellia had realized.

Of course, compared to other beings, her birth was late.

Long ago, in the days of ancient kingdoms, Scarlett, an ordinary pure-blooded human princess, was reborn as a squire due to the world's 'necessity'.

A race called vampires that never existed before.

The world gave Scarlett the fate of becoming the first squire, and one morning Scarlett awakened her own power as a squire.

As time passed, the kingdom where the head of the clan was born was destroyed for some reason, and since then, Scarlett has been living as a weight that maintains a kind of balance by sitting in the original position the world wanted, according to her fate.

Therefore, its strength is close to absolute.

Even though it is different from the ancient beings and even includes the ancient beings and the great demons of hell and the gods, Scarlett, who is only about 700 years old, will be able to compensate for the necessity of the world if she puts everything aside and aims only at pure strength. Because of the strength that comes with it, it is also a powerhouse that can be counted among the ten fingers.

Therefore, Camellia's judgment was completely wrong from Scarlett's perspective.

‘Camellia. Did you make a mistake? It made me feel bad. Of course, you also knew the truth. The story is that it was difficult to defeat me with Stayer's army at the time, so we were confronting each other to find a way, but I bowed my head and the empire was able to take steps toward the next conquest. But I guess I overlooked one thing. The reason I bowed my head in the first place was not because when you and I fought, both sides would suffer great losses, but because if I had killed all of you at that time, the balance of the world would have been severely shaken. And no matter how great a sword you get, it won't be the sword that can kill me.'

In the first place, Scarlett judged the fact that Camellia could kill herself to be a truly childish idea.

First of all, Scarlet Veil Blood is a being with the power of ‘immortality’.

In the first place, she was born by the world as a 'natural being'.

It has been decided by ‘providence’ that one should never die.

Of course, that means that it is decided that way. The world also does not allow absolute and complete immutability, and perfect immortality would rather greatly shake up the balance of the world, so even though Scarlett is actually an immortal being, she cannot give up her immortality on her own. There are options available to you.

Still, Scarlett was confident in her own power to the point that she thought she would never be in danger unless she gave up her immortality.

The reason she receives such preferential treatment from the world is because her role is unconditionally necessary for the maintenance of the world.

This is because she must have that much power in order to put a certain 'monster' in the basement of [Eched], her palace, to rest forever.

She was born with a duty similar to that of the gods, and in order to fulfill her duty with overwhelming power and an immortal destiny, she can make as many concessions as possible if the world's residents complain about her being stuck in one place. I was planning on doing it.

So, when the Steyer family came to visit her, she gave up the title of princess she had held for a long time and became a vassal of the imperial family, with only her original territory recognized.

The relationship between the empire and the suzerainty that maintained such a balance has now been touched by Camellia.

He is easily crossing the line that Scarlett can give in to, going beyond being rude, and even thinking of breaking the promise he made to the Steyer family out of mercy.

So Scarlet Veilblood, the leader of the vampires, was planning to accept Camellia's provocation and enjoy the entertainment as she had been in one position for nearly 700 years.

“Hey... lord. So, what are you going to do?”

Scarlett happened to have Ingrid by her side to be her conversation partner, so she decided to kill time by simply telling her what she wanted.

“The question is wrong.”

“What... does this mean the question is wrong?”

“I've already finished thinking about how to play with Camellia and put it into practice.”

The time that has passed since Ingrid arrived in Eched happened to be exactly one day.

It was Ingrid who was wondering why she was holding her back and why she wasn't doing anything yet.

However, Scarlett actually told Ingrid that she had already read Ingrid's thoughts and that the script she had come up with on the spot was working.

“Umm... Ingrid, I guess you too will be the lead actor in the performance, right?”

“Do you mean me?”

“Yes. First of all, a classic story. The hero came to rescue the princess trapped in the castle, and it was framed like this. Details can be modified at any time, and if circumstances arise, the role may have to be replaced several times.”

“Yes? Oh, princess? Hey... Isn't the princess talking about Scarlett, not me?”

“Hahaha! It was a long time ago that I was a princess. And when it comes to being a princess, isn't it really decided that only someone has to be a princess based on their status? A princess is a dream, a dream. It is a dream of happiness that all girls, especially, have had at least once when they were young. I am, Ingrid. Camellia treated you so harshly. I hope this time you will become a princess, just a little bit.”

“Hmm... It's a role that's too much for me.”

When Ingrid saw Scarlett calling her princess, she tried to refuse, thinking that even if she looked through all the romance novels that Lyudmila had read, she would not find a children's book that described a princess with such large breasts.

'Rather, I think it can be found quite often in sensual novels.'

“... No matter how much I think about it, it's hard for me to play the role of the princess, even though I have such a great lump of fat like you-”

Sigh-

“Ha.Jul. Beggar?”

“... Yes. You have to do it. I will work hard.”

But even for a moment, she gave up resisting when she saw Jongju smiling kindly.

Scarlet, the squire, is the origin of more than half of the blood flowing through her body.

The reason Ingrid was able to rebel against her without completely losing her self in the first place was because Scarlett took pity on Ingrid and treated her kindly.

“Take it easy for a while. I will prepare a room for you in Eched.”

“... Okay. I hope you like the room.”

“You’ll like it. There were a few customers here before you came, so I asked them to tell me if there were any inconveniences, so I fixed them as needed.”

When Scarlett was leisurely spending time with Ingrid.

The two dolls created by Scarlett move according to a script she came up with on the spot.

One doll was holding a warning card, and the other doll was carrying an invitation card and moving around to fulfill their roles.

        
            At the same time Ingrid was talking at Eched, Scarlet's palace in the Black Land.

In Leven, the parish of the Deshade Church, Ruba informed everyone about Princess Camellia's visit a little while ago.

And Princess Camellia,

'Just now' I was returning to the villa after receiving a report on what was happening in various parts of the empire at the meeting of ministers I attended on behalf of the emperor held this morning.

'The preparation of Red Fudge's wish ceremony appears to be without any problems. I'm glad that the compensation plan for the Blue Rose Witches and Akasha Wizards who were previously asked to help rescue Rugal has been resolved. I didn't know that Sirian would just say he wanted to receive some magic stones. Has there been such a shortage of magic stones recently? I need to check the current state of the market. The problem is that all of the 4th Legion's supplies in the city near Tyrna Nog have been used up... This may cause some financial loss, but it would be better to quickly replenish it just in case.'

The ministers are the ones who primarily receive news from all over the empire, but they only check whether it is true or not, and there is no case that even a single seemingly insignificant piece of news does not reach Camellia's ears.

As she handles government affairs on behalf of the emperor, she always keeps in her mind news from all over the empire, and by keeping every single one of them in her mind, Camellia is able to perceive the empire as if it were a single living thing.

It is the knights of the Espionage Order who bring insufficient information that cannot be obtained on the surface.

Camellia's insight is completed not by displaying any residual talent or talent she was born with, but by focusing on both the negative and positive aspects in her sights and listening to them.

'The Kishinkai guys inside Rugal... By obtaining Rugal's internal financial statements through Aleph, I was able to clearly find out that they were running double finances and had been hiding their existence until now. If he, a Paladin Lord, had not cooperated, this information would have been difficult to obtain even if he had used the Intelligence Knights. If you use tricksters... there's nothing you can't get, but the money it costs is a lot of money. After all, using tricksters should always be done last. If Paradox and Trickster had been completely subordinate to the Empire, they could have been forcibly mobilized, but if that were the case, the smooth collection of information that comes from their freedom would be compromised, and it would be no different from using a spy corps. It's just such a shame.'

Constant thinking to produce the best results within a given environment is the reason why Camellia has been able to run the empire without making mistakes.

The conclusions she thinks and draws are always the best choices, and unless a 'variable' intervenes along the way, they always produce a result that makes her smile at the end.

“... I'm still a little tired. I have to go back and rest for a bit and then work.”

However, maintaining that attitude all the time would make her daily life overworked, so even though she was walking down the hallway alone, she talked to herself and decided to take a break.

‘Get off the car. I need to open my eyes a bit. Shall we tell the maids to bring a warm cloth and then lie down for a bit?'

It's a bonus that even the short break of about 15 minutes that you'll take from now on is planned in a structured way.

That was the moment when Camellia returned to the villa, opened the door to her office on the second floor and entered while she was away.

click.

It was the moment I opened the locked door with the key, opened the door that had recently had its hinges replaced so it didn't make the slightest noise, and took a step inside.

“... Ingrid?”

Camellia felt suspicious when she saw Ingrid sitting in her seat inside the office.

“... Ingrid. What's going on? Did you come back after finishing work?”

“...”

And at the same time, fatigue was covering my body, so I felt a sense of discomfort a little later, about 3 seconds later.

'Wait a minute, how could Ingrid be here now-'

There are three strange things that Camellia noticed.

The first is that Ingrid, who had been sent on an errand to the Black Earth, has already arrived.

The second is that she did not enter the back of the palace as usual and changed into a maid uniform, but instead entered her room first in her witch hunter attire even though she was not there.

And thirdly, because that was not enough, when Ingrid always entered the office, she sat down in her chair, which she would never go near, with her legs crossed and greeted her with an unusually relaxed smile. .

Even though it was Camellia, she stood still for about 5 seconds at the startling sight that caused cognitive dissonance, and then a figure in the form of Ingrid-

‘Scarlett’s doll’ moved and conveyed its message to her.

“Hello. Camellia. And let me tell you in advance. Thank you so much for lending it to me. I'll leave your knight Lee Rim in charge of me for a while.”

“...!!!”

and,

At the same time, another doll created by Scarlett,

This time, a doll created by Scarlett that looked exactly like Camellia, not Ingrid, was facing Irim at the Deshade Church.

-------------------------------

Immediately after the saints of Red Purge and the paladins of Rugal left, Camellia came.

Directly to our parish, alone, without an attendant.

The only guest left in the parish was Claysen, who said she would stay at the parish for a few more days, and Tarator left the parish as soon as he finished his business yesterday.

To be honest, unlike the saints and paladins, Clayzen was already happy enough to have come to our parish, so I was at peace with the idea that he was a guest that I didn't have to worry about so much.

In the midst of all this, a sudden visit from the princess occurred.

Peria said there was something strange there.

Red Purge came using the gate.

Rugal also followed suit and used the gate.

So, although Peria could not have predicted Hirem's visit, which was a sudden move, she was able to predict that Rugal would come belatedly by using the gate.

In addition, Clayzen left the duchy for a long time and set out for our church, and we knew all about his arrival time. He also came to the parish to talk about business with Taratorna, and was nearby to escort the saints of Red Fudge. Everyone had predicted that Knight Liu Dian would arrive in our diocese.

However, Peria did not expect the princess's visit at all.

The princess's unexpected visit this time was a complete lack of information for Peria, who had predicted everything except Hirem's unexpected visit.

It's not that I don't understand Peria's feelings, and Camellia definitely didn't come to our parish using the gate.

Although Hir'em's visit using the gate was an unavoidable disaster, Peria, who exchanged news with the other tricksters every day, had not even heard from the imperial castle that Princess Camellia had secretly left the capital, but it was a sudden visit.

If Camellia had disappeared from the capital, Peria should have noticed it early, but although the distance between the church and the capital is quite long, none of the tricksters, including Peria, noticed it until Camellia arrived at the parish.

“How on earth... what did they do? Camellia was able to arrive from the capital to our diocese so quickly? Did he use some magic tool that I didn't understand? But I don't think there's any reason why Camellia would want to meet us...”

Thanks to this, Peria is confused in the living room of her house, with various letters lined up in addition to her notebook.

Everything had to go back as expected, but the unexpected flapping of the butterfly's wings from somewhere seemed to have once again created a hole in Peria's web.

So, what I did for Peria, who was confused, was to comfort her by stroking her head for a moment before going to meet Camellia.

“That’s it. Let's not think too deeply. It's Princess Camellia. I don't know what he was thinking when he decided that he had to come to our church himself this time, but I don't think anything really big happened. It’s not too late to first listen to the story and then make a decision.”

“But... I thought I was finally showing a pretty good performance as a trickster. As soon as I did that, it was broken beautifully...”

As expected, it was difficult to appease Peria at this level.

Peria works hard for our church even while her body is falling apart, but just when she thought she had the perfect plan, all of her plans go wrong due to unexpected variables.

Also, this has continued over and over again since Hirem.

So, as much as I thought I was grasping all the information to the point where it could be called perfect this time, it was twisted, and it was inevitable that I would feel more gloomy than usual.

Still, it is impossible to sit still forever.

Sniff-

“... Yes. Your brother is right. I just failed again. All you have to do is work harder next time.”

Peria is a strong younger sister.

Peria, who had tears in her eyes, stole it as I continued stroking her head and stood up.

When we heard the news that the princess was coming, we came into the house.

After asking Ruba to guide the princess to the church, Thistle and Astesia were serving the princess.

I was comforting Peria by returning home with the excuse that I would get dressed for a while and then come back out, so it was time to go out.

“Let’s go. brother. I should also listen to Princess Camellia's story next to my brother and find out what I missed.”

“I thought well. Let’s not be intimidated. Because no one will say anything if you fail a few times.”

That was the moment when I was about to leave the house, cheering for Feria.

“... Just once.”

“Huh? What?”

“Fail not a few times, but once. This time, everything is definitely coming together.”

Just before Peria put on her shoes and left, she pouted and asked me to speak clearly.

I thought something for a moment, but I quickly realized what it was.

This is Peria’s own-

I was a fool.

“... Ugh. okay. It's just one time. Only failed once. It’s true that everything was going well this time, so cheer up.”

“... Yes.”

Kkook-

Peria hugged me tightly.

'You're being honest today.'

I wonder if he drank alcohol during that time, but Feria doesn't really have the rosacea that comes from drinking alcohol.

However, it seemed like I was trying too hard recently, and my feelings of anxiety were growing even though I didn't show it, and it seemed like this was coming out.

I really had to go to the princess, but I deliberately didn't say it out loud.

It's not a good idea to make Camellia wait for a long time, but I feel like Peria is more precious than that.

Did he read my thoughts?

Peria leaned like that for a very brief moment, then rubbed her eyes hard against my clothes and then raised her face again.

“... Come on, let's go! brother! What can I do about what has already happened? If you fail, find the cause, learn from it, and start again from the beginning!”

“Yes. That’s okay.”

Even though the corners of my eyes were slightly red, seeing the energetic smiling face made me feel stronger too.

We went to the church and talked to Camellia.

        
            Camellia had a long chat with other people before I arrived, and since it was only a short time since we had seen each other in the capital, we ended with a brief exchange of greetings and then got down to business.

“I think Ingrid has been captured, is this what you’re saying?”

“Yes. It's my mistake. Scarlett, who was trapped in the black earth, is holding onto Ingrid. In the past, when I asked for help, he helped me without complaining, but this time, he seems to have changed his mind.”

Slurp-

“... The tea tastes good.”

“Ah, thank you.”

A series of stories Camellia calmly told while drinking tea.

At the end, relieving Astesia's tension after tea by commenting on the taste of the tea seems to be her own calculated consideration for the people in the parish who are all sitting in front of her with tense faces.

“If it is black land, it is the land where vampires begin. A land ruled by the Scarlet Veil Blood.”

“You know me well. Well, since he's a trickster, it wouldn't be possible if he didn't know.”

Click-

After drinking tea, Camellia puts down her tea cup and looks at Peria.

The way they look at each other is unusual.

Peria is trying to find out what the princess is thinking, and the princess is wary of the trickster who is paying the most attention to her.

Even Camellia seemed to be wary of a trickster who was skilled in trickery that would lead the opponent to make mistakes.

“Oh, wait... get out of the way. Uh... excuse me.”

Meanwhile, Farewell broke through the gap of the soul soldiers who had gathered outside the church to see Camellia, came in whining, and stood at the very back of us.

If the hygges had been mixed, Farewell, who was similar in height, could have passed by, but the hygges, who did not like the empire itself, did not react indifferently and did not come out of the forest even when the story of the princess's visit spread.

“Okay... Then this time-”

Click- Click- Click- Click- Click-

Farewell, who had barely made it through the gap between the spirit soldiers, looked more cautious than anyone else here and began to adjust the numbers by turning the numbers on the goggles he had brought with him.

And in the meantime, Peria began asking various questions about the princess, and Camellia accepted them.

“... I am honored, Princess Camellia. Can I ask you a few questions?”

“You want to know how I got here so quickly, right?”

“... That's right.”

“Well, it’s not urgent so I’ll answer. There is no reason for Scarlett to kill Ingrid, so there will be plenty of time to answer that question.”

Peria's thoughts were read.

Peria showed a slight hint of resentment, but wanted an answer from the princess.

“ Doesn’t it take about two weeks to get from the capital to the Black Land for a round trip? But the princess said she sent Ingrid seven days ago.”

“That’s right. It was 8 days ago that I sent Ingrid.”

“But how did you find out that Ingrid was captured?”

“Because I gave you a piece of double-number paper. He told me to go and report the results using paper as soon as I heard Scarlett's answer. But until today, the morning of the 8th day, there was no answer. So I could immediately see how Scarlett moved.”

“I guess you didn’t have that much time.”

“That’s right. There was something I wanted to do before the wish ceremony ended. Mainly the reorganization of the Spy Knights...”

It seems that there are more precise details, but Camellia does not say that much, but rests her chin on Peria's words and answers.

“Then what I really wanted to ask is this. How were you able to get here so quickly? The gates around here would have been difficult to use right away.”

The next thing Peria asked was how Camellia, who had noticed the problem with Ingrid this morning, had come to the parish right away.

“There are two gates in the city closest to the diocese that are half a day away, but they are all immediately after Red Purge and Rugal use them, and the rest are only in cities that are at least a week away. Wasn’t there a gate in the capital that the princess could use to get here?”

“That’s right. Red Purge and Rugal will be questioned separately at a later date. Of course, I already expected that you would have prepared appropriate excuses.”

“Then how did you come to our church?”

“You will find out about that soon. From now on, I will tell my knight Lee Rim how to send him to rescue Ingrid, and this will be resolved together.”

Camellia blocked Peria's answer and took out an object from her arms.

Shake it off.

“... What is this?”

What Camellia put down on the table was a cubic box.

The black cube had a golden pattern depicting a tree on its surface.

“[Andvari's drinking cup]. It is an artifact owned by the royal family that is the only one in the world that can move right next to the person you remember.”

“... There is such a thing?”

Peria looked at the box as if suspicious of Camellia's words.

A box that is said to be a drinking glass but looks nothing more than a simple cube.

Other than feeling that something magical was operating continuously inside, I couldn't really believe that this thing had the power to simply compress a gate that could only be activated when hundreds of wizards injected their magic into it.

But it is not an unlikely story.

Peria is a trickster, but not a paradox.

Although he has a lot of information, like Paradox, he is not familiar with all the world's information collected by all tricksters, so there are also things he does not know yet.

So, for Peria, who does not know everything about what kind of treasures the royal family possesses, it only feels like information that she has not yet acquired.

Therefore, Camellia was a little annoyed because she thought it would be difficult to continue the conversation if Peria did not believe her even though she showed her the royal family's sad news.

“... Little trickster. Sorry, but I like to use my time efficiently. I could have ignored your words, but the reason I accepted your questions until the end was because you were a trickster and someone who worked under the same order as my knight. However, if you continue to doubt me even though I have given you enough consideration, I will inform you that I will have no choice but to reconsider my relationship with you.”

“... I'm sorry.”

“It is done.”

In the end, Peria retreated, perhaps because she thought she had treated the princess too harshly.

However, I could tell right away because I had been seeing her for a long time, but Peria maintained her suspicion without completely erasing it so that Camellia could not notice it, but I could recognize it right away.

Afterwards, Camellia spoke while pushing the cube towards me.

Click- Click- Click-

“... Okay, that's it. The focus... is complete.”

In the meantime, there was a loud noise from behind as Farewell, who had turned all the numbers on his goggles, began to whine and put on his goggles.

“Then Irim. From now on, let me tell you what I want you to do.”

“Okay.”

Camellia raised her hand, and with the help of Enin and Thistle, the people watching us outside the church were taken away.

With Hwarim and Aila standing behind me, I looked at the artifact that Camellia had brought forward and listened to her story.

“Go to the black land and rescue Ingrid. This is impossible alone.”

“... What does that mean?”

“Use all the power of the parish.”

That moment-

I felt a strong sense of discomfort.

'...!!!'

Princess Camellia,

The ‘line’ has been crossed.

This was the part I had been most careful about until now, but I passed it over without any hesitation.

'Mobilize our entire church?'

This is a breach of contract.

What Camellia and I promised was,

Complementary.

I wanted her protection so that our church could be safe in the Empire, and she wanted me to wield my personal power for her own purposes instead.

There have been times when it has been close.

The work at Rugal was actually something that could be seen as involving our church, and the work of the Dawn Priests was something that, if done wrong, could have resulted in someone being seriously injured.

However, these were all things that Camellia had ordered without knowing that things would go that far.

She never openly told me or the rest of us to sacrifice our lives for her cause.

“-If you use Andvari's drinking cup, you can send yourself and a few more people to Ingrid's direction. Make a move right now. The reason why I came here in person was because it was faster than calling you to the castle and sending you back to the black land-”

So, the story of Camellia before my eyes is-

no.

Something taking the form of Camellia was talking -

I couldn't just watch.

Suddenly-

“Hwarim! Aila!”

[Stigma]

Crunch!

In an instant, everyone moved at the same time.

bang!

Thistle closed the church door, and Ennin took the anvil and carried it over his shoulder.

I put on Deshade's armor and immediately swung my sword, and Aila and Hwarim moved in Camellia's diagonal line as their eyes sharpened.

And my black-

Sigh!

He cut off the princess's head without any hesitation.

“...”

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Camellia stopped just as she was talking.

He looks at me with a deep sword wound on his neck, his airway completely cut off, and bleeding.

and-

Sigh-

The princess, whose throat had been cut, smiled and spoke without any worries as blood poured out from her wide open throat.

“Since when did you notice?

That I am not Princess Camellia.”

        
            It was Princess Camellia who came to our church early in the morning.

However, the princess was not a princess.

Looking at someone who is still alive even though their head has been cut, many thoughts come to mind.

If the saints of Red Purge had stayed in our parish for a day or even half a day longer, they would have been able to feel the unique magical wave of the fake and warn us even before facing the discomfort of this encounter.

Otherwise, if Rugal's paladins had been here, Aleph, who had met Camellia several times, and who had experienced numerous battles with giants and whose crisis perception ability was at its peak, would have been able to immediately recognize the fake camouflage.

Do you have such thoughts?

Even though I felt regretful, I didn't regret it.

After all, this is our parish,

The people next to me now are people who have gone through countless hardships together.

So, no matter what kind of monster was in front of me, I had no intention of easily defeating it, and all I could think of was that if I could, I should capture it and find out its intention behind deceiving us.

'What is your identity?'

Observe the other person.

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

A deeply cut neck with blood gushing out and forming a puddle on the floor.

Because I had killed so many times, the sword I swung cut right through the neck artery and airway, right up to the spinal cord, to the point where Hwarim and Aila, who were watching me, would have thought it was clean.

The wound did not reach the spine, so if the balance was slightly off, the head would tilt back and break.

Words hurt, and most living things die at this level.

'But he didn't die even after cutting his head.'

However, even in that situation, the other person asked me when I had discovered his identity.

By making a sound.

Even though his vocal cords were cut, he moved his lips and made a voice.

'That means that the other person is not necessarily a human being.'

A person who makes sounds even though his throat has been cut and his vocal cords have been cut off cannot be called a human being.

So the opponent is something that takes the form of Camellia.

A creature that needed to imitate Camellia's appearance even though it was not a camellia.

They are definitely not demonic beasts or magical creatures with the ability of mimicry.

'A creature of high intelligence. human. The question is whether he is actually a human being.'

What is clear, though, is that this three-dimensional voice phishing is clearly an act aimed at deceiving us, so no matter who the opponent is, they cannot avoid our hostility.

So, the moment I realized that the opponent was not the princess, I swung my sword right away.

Even if the opponent is one of the empire's vassals, since they have spread such deception in our church's temple, no matter how they are treated, it is self-defense.

“... I asked a question, but it didn't come back.”

Camellia, whose neck was shaking, grabbed her head with her hands and placed it on the cut surface.

and,

Sigh-

As soon as I ran my palm over the cut area, the severed neck returned to its original state as if it had never happened before.

‘Regenerative ability. No, that is a level of power that can be called self-repair.'

Camellia's eyes, which showed healing that was close to revival without even a single chant, are still looking at me.

The look in his eyes meant that he should answer his own question.

And there was only one question asked to me.

'The fake in front of me clearly asked me at some point if I had realized that it was a fake.'

A fake question asking when did you realize your identity?

That question was actually a question that was asked not only to me but also to other people.

but-

No one has answered that question.

Timing will probably be different.

The moment I realized that the being in front of me was a fake was when the other person took the form of Camellia and said to mobilize all members of our church to rescue Ingrid.

However, someone, like Peria, may have had some suspicions before that, or they may have noticed it early on, around the time between Peria and me, but missed the right time to report it.

So, we assume that the opponent is an unknown enemy, as if we are dealing with a devil, and even in the worst case scenario, answering his words can become a trigger of some kind and lead to the activation of a spell that puts us at an absolute disadvantage. Out of concern, I ended up just confronting him without saying a word.

“Hmm... I feel a little sad. Let alone answering, he didn't even say a word as soon as he realized that I wasn't Camellia. Still, even now that his true identity has been revealed, I am trying to maintain the appearance of an acquaintance that you all know so that we can deal with him comfortably, but he is too cold. I would praise you as being skilled in the sense that you know how to make decisions to avoid situations that could lead to a fight as much as possible. ”

“...”

“... Can’t you get an answer even with words like these?”

There was silence for a moment.

“Fast, quickly...”

While everyone was tense and careful about even passing the needle, Farewell, who was at the very back of us, finally put on his goggles and looked at Camellia instead of Camellia.

And Farewell, who looked at Camellia through lenses, goggles, and double soul poetry-

“... Huh? Doll?”

The identity of the guy was briefly recited as a doll.

“... Oh, it seems you have the power to pierce this shell and even recognize the truth.”

What Farewell originally wanted to do was to penetrate Camellia's soul.

Although the capital had previously said that it had failed, I knew that after hearing the news that the princess had come to the parish, she quickly came to the church to try again.

However, what Farewell did was not to penetrate Camellia's soul, but to discover the identity of the monster taking Camellia's form.

“Doll... That's a doll.”

“A doll?”

“Yes. However, it is not the magician's doll that the Bishop family is familiar with... It is a doll made of liquid, created in the shape of Camellia, whose original form was not fixed from the beginning.”

When I questioned Farewell's words, she did not take her eyes off Camellia and made it clear that the other person was a doll.

That was the moment when Farewell found out the identity of his opponent.

“Yes. That's correct. This body you are looking at right now is a doll.”

The voice of the person speaking Camellia's voice gradually became lower.

“Then I told you who I am, and if you don’t want to talk anymore-

There will be no reason for me to maintain this appearance.”

Rumble!

Camellia,

It melted on the spot.

“...!!!”

Everyone reacts to it.

Camellia looks like a dead body, melted in poison.

The face disappeared first, the clothes became one with the body, and a human-sized mass turned into blood on the spot, flowing down to the bottom of the chair she was sitting on, forming a puddle.

In that situation, looking at the previously unknown enemy that I had no idea how to deal with, the doll made of liquid, the first thing I made was,

It was Hwarim.

“... scoop it up!!!”

Hwarim shouted as soon as the melted opponent formed a puddle.

I knew right away who I was talking to.

The object of shouting is me and Aila-

And Enin.

“Okay! Aila!”

“Yes!”

Eila and I move quickly to cut the ground and isolate the blood that has turned into a puddle before it can flow and spread elsewhere.

Whirly rilyri-

Quaddduk!

Quad deud deuk!

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

The shape of the cut floor is triangular.

I did it once long, and Aila did it twice diagonally.

After the floor of the parish was cruelly cut away,

“I’ll go!”

Kwaaa!!!

Kwazijijik!

Ennin struck the floor with an anvil, shattering the ground, and the floor of the church was cut off and flew into the air.

‘Deshade. sorry! 'I'm going to destroy the temple!'

I cried tears of blood at the thought of having to repair the shattered floor of the church later, but for now, it was the best decision.

Whiiing-

Thanks to this, the blood lump attached to the platform lifted into the sky by Enin stayed in the sky without spreading anywhere.

Following that-

[Chain of Silence]

Chrrr!

Thistle activated the sacred magic installed in the church, fixing the blood clots and the dug-out floor in the air.

There is nowhere to run.

so,

That moment-

““Rachal.””

thud!

Hwarim and I used Rakshasa at the same time.

In order to be a little more careful in fighting the liquid doll, and to bring it to a clear conclusion.

'The situation is, is everyone in the best position?'

The calculation didn't take long.

I bent down sharply to wield the black sword, and Hwarim bent down to wield the creation sword.

Thistle was moving backwards, covering Peria and Astesia and thrusting her claymore at her, and Aila had just cut the ground and immediately widened the distance so as not to interfere with us.

That was the moment when we were trying our best to attack the lump of blood that Farewell had called a liquid doll and the opponent had also introduced himself as a doll.

“... No! Don't touch it!”

Farewell, who was still looking at the liquid doll through the soul poem, shouted.

but-

late.

“... Oh my-”

“Damn-”

Even before the warning of the observer, who was the first among us to discover the true nature of the opponent, Hwarim and my sword had already exerted as much force in our arms as possible and had calculated the trajectory of our swing, it was impossible to stop.

[[Star Cluster]]

Gagagagagagagagagagagagagagagaga!!!

What was demonstrated was two clusters of stars.

Hwarim and Naini had the same thoughts.

I needed to cut down my opponent, but the space was limited.

So, the technology that could extract the maximum efficiency from the current method was a mystery.

The idea is to push the opponent as high as possible and subdue them with a swarm of stars.

So, surprisingly, the art performed by the two swords that were swung was dominated by a line without the starlight created by each other colliding with the other's starlight.

However, the reason Farewell cried out late was,

Of course, it wasn't just a meaningless shout.

Mulkyung-

A clot of blood touched the swords we both swung.

At the same time, the box lying on the table was opened.

[Andvari's drinking cup]

Click!

The lid of the artifact was opened,

Bulging!

The blood clots escaped from the chains with bizarre movements and evaded all our sword strikes, enlarging.

A lump of blood that had increased in mass came out and surrounded Hwarim.

And we are just like that-

“Irim!!!”

“Irim, Hwarim!!!”

“Hwarim!!!”

“... Oppa!”

“Oh my god...”

We disappeared from the parish, hearing other people's voices anxiously calling our names around us.

        
            The last sight I saw before I lost my memory was seeing a huge lump of blood surrounding us.

“... Lim-ah- Lee Lim-ah! Come to your senses!”

I hurriedly opened my eyes to the sound of Hwarim crying desperately.

Whatever it is, she is calling in such a hurry.

It was an anxious voice, so full of worry that I had to get up to quickly relieve it.

“... Ugh-”

I tried to tell Hwarim that it was okay, but the first thing that came out was a moan.

“Are you okay?”

“... relatively. I think the only thing that hurts is my head.”

When I open my eyes, Hwarim’s image comes into view.

It was as if he had shoved all his worries onto his face, and although I thought it was excessive, I felt like he was treating me with that much respect, so I was grateful.

However, even though my heart felt warm, the air everywhere felt cold, so I looked around again, feeling uneasy.

“... Where is this?”

“I don’t know either. My vision went dark, and when I opened my eyes, I found myself here.”

I endured the headache and looked around, following Hwarim.

Darkness ahead.

The left side is also dark.

The right side is also dark.

It was all dark.

The only part that is not dark is behind us, and the sky where light is shining down.

Leaning against our backs was a huge white pillar.

I know something similar.

When I visited Camellia's villa and imperial castle, the pillars to support the huge roof had to be that large.

So, as we stood under the pillar where the only light shined, we could only guess the general scale of the place based on the size of the pillar.

“...”

“...”

After that, for a brief moment, we both held our breaths to hear the sound, without anyone saying anything first.

But no sound was heard.

“... Are you trapped?”

“To say you’re trapped, the world is open in all directions.”

I feel a little distressed.

A white light that we don't know where it's shining on us from.

It is not the light of an artificially created torch.

However, it is a mysterious light that does not seem to be a magic light.

Even though we were free in the circular space where the only light shined, it was difficult for us to go out.

So naturally-

The initiative has been taken by the other party.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

widely.

“Welcome. In my palace ‘Eched’.”

The other person walked out from the darkness.

A woman wearing a parasol slowly appeared from the darkness, as if coming to meet us under the light.

It was a woman who looked like a noble lady, but because she was young, she looked like a little lady.

But we both immediately realized that it was the woman who had spoken to us in the form of Camellia.

“Are you in your right mind? Doesn’t your head hurt anymore? Tell me if you're thirsty. It's hard to call it fresh water, but uncorrupted water definitely exists.”

“Where am I?”

Did he just not want to give the initiative?

Hwarim ignored her questions and tried to get information.

“Didn’t I tell you? This is Eched.”

“Palace, I said.”

“Yes. It's a palace. A very old palace. A place like a relic with a living history that was built during the time of an ancient kingdom and has been maintained cleanly to this day.”

“In that case, I will ask. Are you Scarlet?”

“It looks like you’ve finally decided to talk. In that case, you should answer sincerely.”

Unlike when the other party tried to deceive us, perhaps because they had achieved their goal, they showed no signs of trying to hide information and tried to answer all of our questions sincerely, so it didn't take long to figure out the situation.

Eched is an ancient kingdom palace built in the middle of the black earth, one of the fiefdoms within the empire.

Something in the shape of Camellia wanted to bring us here and told us that Ingrid was being held captive.

In that case, the identity of the other person was indeed the subject of this unreasonable invitation.

And before starting the conversation, she introduced herself to us as she was called in public.

Thanks to you, I found out her identity.

Contrary to appearance, the woman in front of you is either someone who is the same age as the beginning of the empire, or a monster who has existed since before that.

[Run of the Vampires – Blood Demon Scarlet Veil Blood]

He was a bloody monarch who was said to have had his territory recognized by pledging loyalty to the empire.

“So your name is... Scarlett, Ski... Scarlett-”

“Scarlet Veil Blood. If this is what you were trying to say, then I am right.”

“... Anyway, the names here are really hard to remember. Anyway, I knew that was your name.”

Hwarim, who couldn't remember long names, checked once more and confirmed that the other person was the princess and lord of the vampires.

In this way, the other party ended their one-sided statement.

But it wasn't a problem.

She already knew everything about us, whether she had heard it from someone or something, so the conversation didn't start with us introducing ourselves.

“This is Hwarim, and this is Irim? You are the knight of Camellia.”

“... That's right.”

“Good. So where should we start? Are you wondering why I brought you here? Do you want to know?”

“I want to know.”

The initiative was completely taken away.

And you can't estimate the other person's capabilities.

If so, there is only one way to respond.

Although we had received an unreasonable invitation just a moment ago, it was better for us to calmly follow what they said and get information from us now.

“You answer honestly. To be honest, I was worried that if the stabbing happened again, I would have to use my strength again.”

And when the other person saw me opening my mouth easily this time, he frowned slightly and ticked, probably because he was quite dissatisfied with my previous response.

“You want to talk, so I'm just responding.”

“Then why did you brandish your weapon instead of responding to me when I was at your parish?”

“Because the hilt of the sword was on our side, and that place was a place we had to protect.”

After talking to that point, Scarlett closed her eyes for a moment under the parasol.

“... Indeed. I see A place that must be protected. Then that was my mistake. Right?”

“...”

“What’s wrong? I was honest just a little while ago.”

“... Yes. I would say you made a mistake.”

For a moment, I thought deeply about how to answer.

If that was a question aimed at finding fault, the answer would certainly have been a handshake.

However, if that was not the case and the only intention was to have a 'conversation' without hiding anything from each other, then lying may have led the situation to a bad end.

So, I and Hwarim exchanged opinions through eye contact for a short period of time, and I answered truthfully based on the fact that the other person's eyes were clean and without a trace of dirt.

Then Scarlett-

He apologized to us.

“Then, I’m sorry.”

“... Yes?”

“I tried to trick you into bringing you here, and I acted like I was a threat to your diocese. I'm sorry.”

I had no idea that the apple would come back.

Nodding-

He is a being called the squire, the squire of vampires and the beginning of a race.

Although it is a title that proves that she represents all vampires around the world, she politely bowed her head and apologized to us, ignoring the weight of the title of squire.

“...”

“Okay then. Would you accept an apology like this? Or, do you really want more?”

“... No. None.”

“Then I’ll end this story here.”

Hwarim was confused about how to treat the other person, and I felt the same way, so I ended up accepting the apology without even realizing it.

Scarlett, who easily dismissed what had happened between us as nothing by apologizing, brought up the reason why she had tried to deceive us.

“The reason I brought you, or more precisely, the reason I tried to bring people from your parish to this Eched, was none other than to repay Princess Camellia.”

“Return, you mean?”

“Yes. pay. It was an act of repayment for hurting my feelings, to be exact, an act to show me how absurd it was that she decided to kill me without realizing it. Don’t your legs hurt? Please sit down.”

Just-

Scarlett snapped her fingers and a white table and chairs appeared between us.

On the table, a golden two-tier plate was filled with snacks made in an old-fashioned way that cannot be found in today's empire, and the teacups filled with tea were also faded, but there was no breakage, as if someone had kept them carefully. .

Afterwards, I gradually heard various stories from her.

Scarlet Veil Blood.

She had not come out of her palace, Eched, since before the founding of the empire.

First of all, she-

I have never been outside the black earth.

She was born as a princess in an ancient kingdom, and one day she realized that she was the squire.

At one point, two cults tried to kill her.

So she destroyed two denominations.

Those who entered his territory were impaled on thorns and killed, and those in the remaining parishes were destroyed with magic as they attempted to form a second expedition.

Afterwards, Stayer's humans came, and Stayer was a little embarrassed because he knew about it.

So she thought that if there was no need to shed blood, it would be okay to resolve the matter peacefully.

In this way, Scarlet Veilblood maintained her territory by giving up her position as the princess of the fallen kingdom.

He lived alone all along, and the territory without people existed there as always.

The black earth is land where nothing grows.

There was once a time when adventurers, knights, and heroes who did not know the subject came to the place, which had only a white palace, because it was said to be full of treasure, but that stopped coming after the empire was founded and Scarlett became a vassal of the empire.

In addition, there were a few people who gave up on life and entered her palace.

People who have suffered from all kinds of misfortune in the world and have lost the will to live any longer.

Or those who have an incurable disease and want to reach a death where they no longer cause trouble to anyone.

Scarlett felt sorry for them, so she helped them a little.

Even though she helped them, she just gave them her blood.

So that I can do what I want to do and live a little longer.

By giving him the name vampire.

“I have never tried to dominate anyone. I have never tried to tear to death those who curse me. Except for taking care of the people who came into my territory and told me to give up everything in front of my eyes, I was always here.”

“...”

“Ah, I didn't do it myself, but I couldn't stop the children who inherited my blood from overreacting. The legend that is being talked about in the current empire is the existence of vampires who punish anyone who insults Scarlett. They are just doing this because they thought they would repay me a little too much for helping me get back on my feet. ... Wow-”

Did I feel sleepy after drinking warm tea?

Scarlett finished speaking, yawned widely, and said, resting her chin.

“I think that Scarlet Veil Blood has made the only rule known to all humans.”

“What is that?”

“The rule is that as long as you don't try to kill me, I won't touch you either.”

She expected only the minimum amount of respect from each other.

And the one who arbitrarily broke her respect was-

“Well, Camellia crossed the line first.”

This is Princess Camellia.

A clan of vampires who strictly rewarded only those who tried to kill them.

Now that I fully understand how Camellia's actions are interpreted from the stories she has told so far, I ask carefully.

“... Then, what are you going to do?”

“If things go as they should be, Camellia will have to be killed. And she would have to take away everything she had.”

As soon as we heard those words, we became energized.

Camellia Schaden Steyer, the Empire's second princess.

Everything about Camellia that has such a long name is enough to include me and our church who swear allegiance to her.

So, as citizens of the empire, as a church trusted by the imperial family, and as knights of Camellia, if Scarlett said she would kill the princess, we had no choice but to take out our swords.

But Scarlett's words didn't end there.

“But if that happens, there will be no more place for humans to live on this earth.”

“... Then?”

“ So I'm going to show Camellia some mercy, get her to complain a little and swear that she won't mess with me in the future. That's why I kidnapped you.”

“... So, in order for Princess Camellia to kidnap us as hostages and get it back-”

“It is enough for her to kneel before me herself and swear that she will never do it again. With that, my relationship with her can go back to normal.”

Scarlett adds with a smile, ‘Looking at this, does this mean he showed great mercy?’

'Are you going to crush that Princess Camellia? I will definitely agree to that. shit. Things seem to be going strangely.'

However, knowing Camellia's personality, I only thought that rather than kneel down and declare such a thing, Camellia would declare an all-out war with Scarlett as she had already planned.

So, there is only one thing that will happen afterward.

There was only a war between Scarlet, the leader of the vampires, and Camellia, the second princess of the empire.

        
            Lee Rim and Hwarim disappeared.

That fact alone made Thistle's head freeze.

It's not that you can't see it right in front of you.

The two people who had been within the range of awareness just a moment ago quickly moved out of it.

If it had been just that, I wouldn't have been so embarrassed.

However, it is even more problematic because it was impossible to predict where the two people would have been moved.

It wasn't confusing.

Without even reaching the point of confusion, Thistle simply froze like an inanimate object.

“... Lee Lim-”

Simply call the missing person's name and look at the spot where the two people were a moment ago.

And it was the same for everyone else.

However, their minds move more actively than Thistle's, and each remembers what they were seeing until the end.

‘Space movement by artifact. Similar powers to what I use. However, the difference is that rather than connecting the exact coordinates, it unilaterally swallowed them up and disappeared. That said, if I borrow Asmodeus' power, it may not be completely impossible to track him in the same way.'

Astesia, recalling the black cube that disappeared without a trace, turns her head and tries to pinpoint Lee Rim's location with her own power.

'Both Lee Rim and Hwarim would not have died. What engulfed the two a while ago was [Astology], one of the ancient magics. I realized it too late because it was a very old magic that modern humans could never use, but it was a magic that protected the mover from the space movement magic that mercilessly forcibly twisted the passage. Then it means there was no intention to kill.'

Aila was able to breathe a slight sigh of relief when she belatedly noticed the identity of the red mass that had surrounded the two people.

'I thought she was the princess, but she wasn't. Is the doll a vessel containing magic? But was that even possible? You put your will in a doll along with magic, transported it this far away, and then activated it? And that artifact. It was clearly not connecting space to space, but tearing it apart as if mocking it, creating a passage in an instant. Why on earth did a being with such an artifact touch us?'

Farewell, who had seen the dolls, artifacts, and how they worked, guessed what kind of being the other person was and began to fear.

'Ennin. You seemed like a fool just a moment ago. Why did I make a mistake? Why did I hesitate? If I had used the veil right away, I would have been able to prevent the two people from metastasizing.'

Enin blames himself for saving the Indomitable Veil until the end, not knowing what the opponent's strategy would be.

and-

match!

In the middle of all those people, Peria raised her arms high and clapped.

...

Thanks to this, everyone in the church was freed from the silence that had formed as each person continued to think in their head.

Everyone focuses on Peria, and Peria walks forward.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

widely.

It didn't take that long.

Peria, who took five steps, was positioned where the two people had been a moment ago.

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I know who the other person is.”

“... someone?”

“Scarlet Veil Blood.”

Peria answered Astesia’s question.

Then, Eila questioned Peria's words, trying to review the conclusion Peria had reached before consulting with everyone.

“Are you sure?”

“Of course.”

“How?”

“The other person imitated Camellia. And the brother talking to Camellia clearly didn't notice anything wrong at first.”

“Definitely. Lee Rim wasn’t wary of Camellia at all at first.”

“But when did that become wrong? Aila’s sister?”

“Irim’s mood changed... when the other party brought up the idea of mobilizing ‘all’ of our church to rescue a witch hunter named Ingrid, right?”

“That’s right. That means that the other person had clearly copied and imitated Camellia's mannerisms and speaking style before then, but since then, she had to convey her business, so Camellia's imitation became immature. If I had known more about her in detail, I said something that would never have been said.”

After speaking up to that point, Thistle, who had been listening to the story, urged Peria to answer.

“... So now that we figured it out, what happens?”

“The important thing is the business she brought up for us, and we need to focus on that. The fake one in the form of Camellia told us to go to the castle of Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader of the vampires, and rescue Ingrid. So what the other party wanted was for us to be fooled by the fake Camellia and set foot on the black earth without knowing anything. And if someone wants that, of course it would be Scarlett, the owner of the land. I can't point to anyone else, because the only person who can stay in the Black Land is Scarlet Veil Blood, and she is the lord of that place. I don't know the exact intention, but it seems like Scarlett wanted to kidnap our entire church.”

Peria quickly opened both hands to show eight fingers and then folded six.

This means that what the other party wanted to kidnap were all eight key members of the parish who had entered the church to welcome Camellia upon hearing that she had arrived, but they kidnapped only two of them and failed to kill the rest.

In this way, the identity of the being who kidnapped the two people and tried to deceive everyone here was revealed, but Enin wanted to be cautious and go over Peria's guess one last time.

“Ha, but wouldn’t that be exactly what the vampire lord planned? It's not that Scarlett planned this, but it could be that someone was trying to make us step into the black land and cause a wedge between us and start a fight-”

However, Enin's caution was blocked by Farewell, who organized the entire situation and refuted her words.

“No. If Peria said it, that would be correct. There are very few beings who can do something like this in the first place. What is happening right now can only be done and invested in if the other person is at the level of a sect or the beginning of a race. The artifact was an item so old that Peria, a trickster, did not know about it, and an item so secret that it had never been revealed to the world. That was what was mobilized, and the doll that contained magic and will was also not the type of doll that reached the level of modern human scholars, but rather a secret item that had never been revealed to the world yet. It must have been a type of magic that such an absolute being, who used it without even knowing exactly how to use it, was instinctively aware of from the beginning. Again-”

“...”

“... Okay.”

After saying that, Farewell saw Peria looking at him and closed his mouth for a moment, thinking he had talked too much.

To be more precise, this is enough.

Now that you know for sure who your opponent is, it is time to carefully decide your policy.

And Peria, who gathered everyone's doubts and concerns into one palm, made a decision right away.

“Now, let’s all pack our bags and go to the black earth.”

“... You mean right?”

“Then. I have to go right away. My brother and Hwarim were caught.”

A decision that was made very coolly.

Enine asked back, a little taken aback by the decision, which was nothing more than a straight-forward decision, with no feeling of acting accordingly immediately after understanding the situation.

Of course, since Enin is a Peria, I thought he might spend some time planning again later.

Since it is related to Camellia, you can contact her first, or since the other person is the leader, try to call for additional support.

Although Enine had been thinking that way, it was unfamiliar to see Peria opening the church door to let in the light and urging everyone on.

So, unlike usual, Enin hurried outside the church to catch up with Peria and talk quietly.

“Hey, there’s Peria. Did you really think this through and come up with it?”

“Are you doubting me now?”

“I’m sorry. It's not that I doubt it, but... I think the decision was made very coolly.”

Then Peria stopped walking, looked back at Enin and said.

“That's actually true.”

“Yes?”

“Just as I had guessed, I just figured out the situation from a moment ago using rough guesses, and came to a conclusion without thinking about anything further. It was literally a decision I made without my brain. If it is reckless, it is a reckless decision.”

“... Yes?!”

Peria's confession.

That couldn't help but embarrass Enin.

Even though he was suspicious, it was still Perina, and what he said to everyone in the parish a little while ago was something he said after completing complicated calculations, and he was just asking a question that he didn't really need to ask to reassure himself. Because, surprisingly, it was the perfect song.

However, Peria spoke the following words rather confidently.

“Ennin. Look back.”

In addition, he grabbed Enin's shoulder and turned him back.

Then what you see is-

Startle!

A different atmosphere than usual,

Thistle's angry appearance.

“... Thistle is doing that. Do you think I could have said something different in that situation?”

“... I see. This is my first time seeing Thistle so angry.”

The claymore that was taken out to protect everyone is back in its sheath.

But Ennin looked like Thistle was still holding the sword.

Thistle is so angry right now.

Upon hearing the news that Lee Rim and Hwa Rim were kidnapped.

In the reality that the precious people of the church were arbitrarily arrested by the will of others.

And while I was watching it, I couldn't do anything -

To yourself.

“... We will have only the minimum number of people in the parish. I'm going to leave Raines behind, and I can leave the affairs here to Florian, who became Deshade's priest.”

“Raines said he would stay, but Florian, who has just become a priest... Wouldn't it still be a big burden to leave the parish in charge of your sister?”

“I’ve thought about that too. Although it was just something that came to mind.”

“What is it?”

“Among the people still staying in our diocese, there are people who, as nobles, have the basic skills to entertain people.”

“... It's Clayzen.”

“Yes. We'll ask Clayzen to help Florian while we're away. He is a person who said he will stay at our parish for a while, and he is a person of good character, so it would be okay to have expectations like this.”

“I see. If you are Clayzen... there is a high probability that you will be worried about us and try to help us rather than complaining. all right. Feria. Then, Aila will call Gombangi and I will take out the carriage.”

Peria suddenly cuts out unnecessary side effects in the determined action, and Enin assists and speeds up the action.

Aila quickly goes into the forest to call Gombangi, and Astesia hastily explains to the nearest spirit soldiers and hygges that she will be leaving the parish for a while.

And in front of the church, Thistle quietly closed his eyes and prayed his anger to Deshade for the first time, and the people of the parish left for the black earth as soon as they were ready.

        
            A time when a commotion was taking place at the Diocese of the Deshade Church.

Lee Rim and Hwarim were kidnapped by Eched and were talking to Scarlett, and the people of the parish, including Peria, who immediately responded to the kidnapping of the two people, quickly assessed the situation and prepared to leave.

Camellia was facing Ingrid, who was sitting in her chair with her legs crossed on the table in the office of her villa.

For a moment, my brain froze and looked at each of the words spoken by Ingrid, or more precisely, the words spoken by someone in Ingrid's appearance, and deduced the identity of the other person.

'hi. Camellia.'

‘He who knows me. And, a person who can look at things from a parallel position.'

'And I'll tell you in advance.'

'The meaning of what I said a little while ago means that my goal has already been achieved-'

'Thank you so much for lending it to me. I'll take care of your knight Lee Rim for a while.'

'The purpose is to kidnap Lee Rim, and does that mean it has already been achieved? However, there is still insufficient information to determine whether the last statement is true or false.'

After repeating Ingrid's voice, Camellia recognized and confirmed that the other person was Scarlett.

“Is it Scarlett?”

“It’s Scarlett. In the shape of Ingrid.”

Camellia asks Ingrid a question to Scarlett, who is disguised as her loyal spy.

“What happened to Ingrid?”

“Are you saying that because you were afraid they might kill you? Bye. Since you are a guest who has been to my palace for a long time, I am doing my best to treat you.”

After that, the two moved without worrying about who would go first.

Camellia, who entered the office, sat at the end of the long table in the very center of the room, and Scarlett, in the form of Ingrid, also sat on the other side.

Slurp-

“You use a nice chair. To be honest, I feel a little uncomfortable because everything in my castle is old. Still, I have no intention of changing them because they are items filled with memories.”

“...”

Two people sitting far apart at a long table.

To be exact, one side is a human and the other side is a doll.

And, unlike before, the room was already filled with numerous people just before entering while Scarlett and Camellia were walking back and forth to the table.

It seemed like an empty office, but in fact, the moment Camellia made a certain hand gesture, the office was prepared to be instantly filled with the members of her spy corps.

This was possible because they were spy knights who were trained to follow behind them at regular intervals at any time and to observe hand gestures.

So, even though it was a completely unexpected visit from Scarlett, Camellia was not afraid and asked questions because the protection of the spy knights was on standby.

“Scarlet. Scarlet Veil Blood. I want to ask why they are doing this.”

“I’ll tell you what I said. Why did you try to kill me? Camellia?”

“... Did you find out everything? Did Ingrid confess?”

“No way. Didn't you use Ingrid as your spy because you knew better than anyone else that there was something you had to protect from Ingrid and that there was no way she would confess because she didn't want to incur your wrath? I was able to figure it out just ‘naturally’.”

“... Good.”

After hearing Scarlett's answer, Camellia realized that she had misjudged.

'This is an obvious mistake. 'I tried to lead the story in the most convenient way possible by sending Ingrid, who is related to Scarlett, but did that actually become toxic?'

I don't know exactly how he did it, but Camellia was able to deduce how the leader obtained the information.

Ingrid, who inherited the blood of the squire and the squire.

That means that even though Ingrid had no intention of confessing, she was forced to reveal all the information she had without her knowledge or ability to resist at all, and that led to Scarlett sending her the doll in front of her now. Could know.

'Did the plan go a bit wrong?'

If he were to kill Scarlett, it would have to be done suddenly and at the same time as the great purge he had been preparing since the wish ceremony ended. From the beginning, the other person was a woman who had the ability to sense it the moment she made up her mind.

'Still, it doesn't matter if it's known.'

But even so, Camellia did not think that the initiative had passed.

So, if the plan had already been discovered by Scarlett, there was no reason to hide it anymore, so he went forward even more confidently.

“Yes. I tried to kill you, Scarlet Veil Blood, the squire of vampires.”

“Why?”

“I’ll return the question as is. If you got all the information out of Ingrid, wouldn't you know why I made that decision?”

“Actually, that’s true. Still, wouldn't it be better to confirm each other's positions by answering directly from your own mouth? In the first place, all of this was because of your misjudgment when you tried to calculate and act on the relationship between you and me, and between Scarlett and the Empire, only through force and power, not through dialogue.”

Scarlett raised her palm with a relaxed expression, indicating that the negotiations should continue peacefully.

However, to Camellia, that appearance was nothing short of an insult.

“Dak. Hit it. la. Monster.”

“...”

“To be honest, the reason why monsters like you are being allowed to live as vassals under the empire's territory in the first place is because there was no way to deal with you and the damage was great.”

“... Hehe, are you being honest? Monster of the Empire? Do you really want to return the empire to its original state?”

Camellia’s ideal view of the country.

That means the current empire will return to the old empire.

All that needs to happen is for the Stayer royal family to conquer everything, and for the humans under it to respect and uphold the imperial family.

The founding of the empire was, in fact, merely a declaration for the recovery stage, one of the preparatory stages for restarting the war of conquest.

The lands that the royal family had conquered with their horses' hooves became increasingly difficult to rule with Steyer's power alone, and unlike before, enemies that were difficult to defeat at once began to come into the wider field of view.

So, Steyer decided to take a long break and disperse his power into a huge nation, using it as a base to take the time to reorganize the power needed for the empire's war of conquest that will one day happen again.

So, in the end, some vassals with too much power within the empire, including Scarlett-

Before the war of conquest that would begin someday, they were potential threats that must be purged to prevent power from being dispersed, and they were also beings with power too great to be possessed by individuals.

But that's clearly the Empire and Camellia's position, and Scarlett just feels like she's been hit with a ridiculously one-sided reputation.

“I'm sorry, but I'm really not interested in that? I plan to continue living quietly in the land prepared for me. I don't care what you guys do. He is just a small citizen who just wants to sit back in his palace and stretch out while looking at the evening moon every day-”

“How can you believe that? There are people all over the world who talk like you. Whenever a gap arises in the royal family after speaking with a smile like that in front of me, there will be plenty of dissenters trying to dig into it.”

“... So, even though I said this, you still think that I am the same as those seditious people?”

“Yes.”

“... Even if I'm stronger than you all thought in the first place and there's no reason to want that?”

Scarlett looked at Camellia with a shocked expression.

But Camellia answered Scarlett firmly and strongly.

“The only thing above the Empire is Mortis. Only by excluding all potential threats can we move forward.”

“...”

at there-

The conversation is over.

“... Okay. Camellia. If that's what you mean, there's nothing we can do.”

All that remains is notification.

“The sword you were so confident in. I have it now.”

“... What does that mean?”

“Bishop of Deshade Church, Lee Lim. You probably thought that as long as you had that man, you could kill even me, the squire, right? But no. My power is stronger than you thought, and I just found out why you were so confident.”

“What does that mean-”

Camellia thought that the announcement that she would borrow Lee Rim was likely a bluff.

However, Camellia, who heard that Scarlett had just taken Lee Rim into her hands, stood up to hear more details.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

[that. russia. you. peel.

If you want your sword back.

Come to Eched, kneel down and ask for forgiveness.

Camellia Shaden Steyer, the second princess of the empire.]

“Ugh...!”

bang!

As soon as Scarlett truly expressed her anger, Camellia's palace trembled violently.

At the same time, not only Camellia, who heard the one-sided order, but even the members of the spy knights hiding in various places gave in to the pressure on the spot and were forced to lower their upper bodies and kneel.

“... I will wait for you to come to me with atonement. Camellia.”

Grumble!

After Scarlett had finished saying all that she had to say, the doll that took the form of Ingrid evaporated in flames.

“... Princess! Princess! Are you okay?!”

Jump up!

Doo doo doo doo doo-

As soon as the power of suppression disappeared, the spy knights rushed out and filled the room.

Someone aims a sword at the spot where the doll evaporated, and someone immediately uses detact magic to quickly determine if there are any more threats.

Although it seems that he disobeyed Camellia's order to wait and entered the office on his own, the situation just moments ago was such that no one could have done anything and Camellia could have died in an instant.

The office where everyone is busy.

However, Camellia slowly returned to her kneeling position and called out to the spy knight commander standing next to her.

“... Rider.”

“Yes. Princess.”

“Assess the situation of the Deshade Church and prepare to go to the Black Land. Contact Aleph and Saint Xian and make them follow you at all costs.”

“... You mean black earth?”

“Yes. And-”

Papdeuk-

I tried to say more, but Camellia couldn't continue.

Grumbling-

Camellia was angry.

Even though she felt the need to give additional orders in her head, she didn't even realize that her lip was bleeding from the one she had bitten in anger.

“...”

Sigh-

For a moment, Camellia noticed that she was bleeding on the handkerchief held out by the knight commander, and after wiping the blood, she spoke in a somewhat calmer state than before and said what she wanted to say next.

“ Among the knights belonging to the 1st Legion, the [Thoroughbred Legion] will be dispatched. Aleph, I will lead them with Cyan, and we will go see Scarlett immediately.”

        
            Scarlet Veil Blood.

She has the status of being the squire of a race, who can be called a title that is not inferior to that of the princess of an empire, or rather, may be seen as a status that cannot be compared to that of the princess of an empire.

She told us her plans.

We are hostages.

In order to achieve the goal, it is used as a threat to somehow force Camellia to visit her adult name, Eched.

I, the princess's knight, am a weapon that can kill the lord with minimal damage to Camellia, so I took it before the princess could move. The lord was oppressing his knight, and the princess took no action against it. Not getting drunk is nonsense.

Of course, Scarlett is telling me that Camellia is absolutely no threat whether she has me or not.

Scarlett thinks that by holding her hostage like that, she will be able to receive Camellia's apology.

What she wants is for Camellia to come to Eched in person, kneel before her, and receive an oath never to harbor hostility against the Black Earth and the vampire lord again.

“Of course, there is such a thing as prestige. I have no intention of letting the world know that Camellia knelt in front of me. Even if I kneel, only I, her, and the next emperors know it. ... No, that's not it. There are you, and there are people from your denomination.”

“... Right.”

“Then, please keep quiet about that fact. Why are you also a vassal of the empire? Of course, so do I. The emperor of a country... not. Camellia said she gave up on taking over the throne, right? I don't know why, but no matter how I looked at it, I thought Camellia would be the next emperor. Anyway, there is nothing good about knowing that the princess of the empire bowed down to her vassal. Let’s both be quiet.”

... slurp-

Scarlett puts her finger on the ring of the teacup, drinks tea while raising her little finger, and puts down the cup.

She had no doubt whatsoever that all her plans would come true.

So I had no choice but to ask, even though I knew what she would answer.

“... It seems like you are confident that everything will come true as you planned and predicted.”

“Because I have the power to do that.”

“... You have great confidence.”

“I am an honest squire, not a humble squire.”

Hwa-rim looks at Jong-ju with an uncomfortable expression, but Jong-ju pretends not to notice that gaze and just smiles calmly while looking straight into our eyes.

That is Scarlett.

A being who never doubts the power he possesses, and yet seeks to use it solely to maintain his position.

However, I wonder if that is all she has.

Although my evaluation of her so far is the same, I am not optimistic that she will show a consistent performance in the future.

Because changing one’s mind is something that anyone can do.

Even fish, a type of small creature, can change their minds in an instant when they see a fishing hook sticking out from the end of a bait, and even God can change the punishment and mercifully banish a being who rebelled against him just before he passes judgment of death.

I came to think that even if Scarlett was sticking to this attitude for now, there was absolutely no possibility of her changing her mind at any time.

And the same goes for Hwarim.

We didn't doubt Scarlett, but it was hard to agree with her declaration that we only heard verbally.

So Hwarim looked at Scarlett and opened her mouth.

“... How can you promise that you will not touch anything other than your life here with the stories you have told so far?”

“Huh?”

“You said that you were the one living here alone. Only the occasional guest visits, there are no people, the only territory is a barren territory, and all it has is this castle. And although what you claim may be true, it is difficult and scary for others to understand it. It will be even more so if the power you have is stronger than others realize. So, if you want your claims to be trusted, shouldn’t you make a commitment to something?”

“... What are you telling me to do?”

“If you want to hear an oath from Camellia, or if you want to compromise, you also have to make an oath. If all you have is a castle, you can swear by it-”

It was at that time that Hwarim continued to talk about solutions.

Scarlett suddenly got up from her seat and stamped the circular table with the teaspoon that was placed next to the teacup -

bang!

Damn it!

The table was split in half, but as if time had stopped, the items on it did not spill out onto the floor and stain Scarlett's clothes.

“Mal- You better be careful. If you're wondering what to do with Eched, that's not something you, as a customer, can talk about without permission.”

“...”

“...”

Hwarim and I closed our mouths after seeing Scarlett with a distorted expression.

I had forgotten, but this is her castle, and she is the one in charge.

If I were alone, I might have progressed the story further from there.

However, next to it is Hwarim.

Unlike me, if I die, that's the end. Hwarim is by my side.

Therefore, I agreed with Hwarim's opinion and did not do anything dangerous to provoke Scarlett.

That's the best decision to protect her now.

“... sorry. It wasn't a bad atmosphere, but I ended up getting angry.”

Scarlett, who soon calmed down her anger, straightened her back and stroked the table with her hand.

Slurp-

'Isn't restoration of objects also a basic skill?'

Then, the traces that had been split on the table a moment ago completely disappeared as her hand passed over it.

“But, once again, don’t say anything disrespectful about this place. The man next to you said a little while ago. The places I visited using dolls are places that you had to protect at all costs. To me, this Eched is the same place you were talking about.”

“... I see. I'm sorry.”

“I’m glad you noticed. I received an apology, so it's okay. Well then, let’s end this story here.”

In this way, Hwarim apologized for going too far, and the incident that touched Scarlett's negative side was resolved.

so-

The bottom line is that our first attempt to mediate between the two failed, so a fight between Camellia and Scarlett, two proud beings, is now inevitable.

Hwarim and I, who were talking to her, felt like we could already see what was to come.

And Scarlett caught our thoughts right away.

“Do you think there will be a war?”

“Yes?”

“Because your face speaks instead of your mouth. You are scared now. I'm afraid that a big fight will break out between me and Camellia.”

“... I won’t deny it.”

“... Is it mind reading? You have a skill that is difficult to master.”

Was our expression that bad?

Scarlett looked at our faces for a long time and tried to reassure us.

“You don’t have to worry. There is no war.”

“How can you be sure?”

“That's right. Can you tell? The opponent is that Camellia. ... Of course, you, who have never left the palace, may not know what a princess is-”

“Scarlet.”

“... Yes?”

“Call me Scarlett.”

“... Ah, yes.”

Perhaps because she didn't like the way she was constantly being called 'you', Scarlett smiled and asked me to change the title, and then continued to listen to my story.

“... Anyway, I don't think that Camellia will bend her pride. They will probably try to kill you at any cost.”

“Hmm... I know what you're talking about.”

Scarlett listened calmly to everything I said.

But instead, she gave us specific reasons not to worry.

“But it’s okay. Fights will happen, but they won't become wars.”

“What does that mean?”

“No matter what power Camellia brings, it will be ‘slaughtered’ before it even reaches me.”

“... I don't understand.”

“That will happen. So - there is no war.”

The vague answer she gave as she looked at Hwarim and me alternately, as well as her attitude, convinced her that what she said would never be a lie.

Slurp-

Soon after drinking the last sip of tea, Scarlett stands up.

“The end is fixed. Camellia came to me and swore that she would never try to kill Scarlet Veilblood again, and that she would get you guys back. All you have to do is stay in my castle until that time comes.”

“... Okay. For now, let’s follow your advice, Scarlett. Because we know that we can't do anything more than this.”

“It’s something that can’t be helped. As a prisoner, I will also quietly follow the plan you have made.”

“Yes. So... shall the story end here?”

Perfect!

Chairs and tables disappear when you snap your fingers.

The two of us standing under the pillar again, under the white light shining from somewhere.

The conversation seemed to be over, so we asked her what we should do.

“So, what can we do to help?”

“Huh? Want to help?”

“... First of all, I want things to end as peacefully as possible.”

“That's Lee Rim's will, so if there's anything I can help with, I'll help too.”

“... Hehe, but weren't you guys the knights and churchmen who served Camellia?”

Scarlett, who was about to leave us behind and disappear into the darkness, looks back with her parasol on and asks incredulously.

“But since I know that the other person is a person like you, I want to choose a way to move on without fighting as much as possible.”

“I like fighting. But I also know my own capabilities. I know that you are a difficult opponent for us to fight with just ourselves.”

Hwarim is right.

The two of us were not sitting comfortably at the table.

Each person sent signals to each other and judged the other's capabilities.

What is assumed is a fight with a wizard.

But there seemed to be no chance of victory at all.

First of all, she has never ‘chanted’ magic.

She brought out a table, made chairs, brought out tea and tea cups, and even made desserts. She had the strength to smash a table with just a teaspoon, but she never said a word about the magic to repair it.

And Scarlett accomplished most things with just a snap of her fingers.

If you look at it simply, you could say that it is magic with all algorithms pre-planned, but since it only summons furniture and food, magic that interferes with space is definitely high-level magic.

If each summon was individually summoned, no matter how skilled she was, she would have had to snap her fingers several times, but she processed everything in parallel with just one flick.

If the act of using space magic was as if it were using life magic, and if the person being cut was sincere, it was clear that even with the swords of the two of us, we would not be able to easily reach them without additional support from other people in the church.

So for now, all we can do is try to accommodate the other person's mood as much as possible and cooperate.

But Scarlett was surprisingly willing to set us free.

“I am grateful in my heart. But there's really nothing for you to do. I'll just accept the favor.”

“No?”

“Yes. It takes a few days for Camellia to arrive anyway. And even if I don't do anything special, Camellia naturally bows down to me. So, until that day comes, make yourself comfortable while exploring my palace. First of all, I have work to do. You can walk around and meet other people.”

After leaving the two of us like that, Scarlett said she would come back in the evening and-

Sararak-

The hem of the dress grazed somewhere and disappeared.

        
            Seconds after Scarlett disappeared.

...srrr

The sound of a veil being lifted is heard, the darkness lightens, and the entire palace, including the pillars, begins to be visible.

“... Come to think of it, we were supposed to see all the sights regardless of the darkness.”

“That’s right. I can't believe I noticed such a trivial thing too late. I guess I was definitely embarrassed.”

When I thought about it later, I realized that even though the soul bottle's vision was darkness, it should have seen the scene beyond the darkness without difficulty.

We must have been so flustered that we didn't even notice that we were so embarrassed by being kidnapped that we couldn't see through the darkness.

So, we leaned against each other for a moment, calmed our minds, and at the same time said out loud what we needed to do next.

“Now then, let’s meet those other people-”

“Are there any guests? It looks like there are people other than Young Ji-min, passengers besides us-”

...

“... Hahahahahahaha-”

“Huhuhuhuhu-”

We both said the same thing and laughed for a while.

I feel like I'm trapped in a place I've never been to before, and I'm also worried about other people in the church.

Still, I'm not afraid.

I have Hwarim, and Hwarim has me.

Although Scarlett comfortably told him to take a walk around the palace, he doesn't know what other dangers there may be.

I think it's quite possible for someone who has completely different views from her to suddenly show hostility towards us and attack us.

But I had Hwarim, so she had nothing to worry about as I was by her side.

For us, the current situation is because we have experienced something similar several times during our time with soul disease.

“Hehehe... Sigh... Okay. So, what are you going to do?”

“I’ll go ahead. Because I have armor in case of emergency.”

“Yes. Leave it to me. I will check the back.”

After barely catching my breath, I explore the palace, with me in front and Hwarim behind.

Did you say it was a palace built during the ancient kingdom?

Perhaps that's why, although the palace was grand, it still showed signs of age.

It's neat that someone is still managing it, but the passage of time cannot be eliminated, so it appears that it has been left behind.

Nevertheless, the sight of strong pillars supporting the ceiling and white tiles decorating the floor as if they were determined to do their duty until the end gave us a sense of stability as time passed.

“Seeing as she used to be a princess, I guess that means she was royalty, right? If you look at their attitudes one by one, they are a little different from today's nobles, but they were clearly movements in accordance with etiquette.”

“Wouldn’t it be so? If Peria had been there, I would have asked in more detail... Scarlett's story was that she was born and lived as royalty, but one day suddenly awakened as a squire.”

“... That makes me wonder what happened to the people, nobles, and other royal families who were here at the time.”

“... Well. You may not know that.”

Questions beget questions, but those of us who were not originally born in this world often have less knowledge in some ways than a street bum.

So there is only one thing you can do.

It was impossible to come to a conclusion beyond guessing, so I decided to stop thinking about it and find Ingrid and other people besides us that Scarlett had mentioned.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

As we continued to walk through the huge palace with no end in sight except for the numerous rooms extending to the left and right, we discovered a huge staircase that suddenly appeared.

“Stairs... If I stay here, there are only empty rooms. Should I go up?”

“And so on. Having a ceiling means that there is at least a roof or a second floor. There is a possibility that the reason the woman named Scarlett left us here was to prevent us from encountering others. Now that permission has been granted, we can meet again.”

“Good. Then... I wonder if there's a trap, but let's go.”

I don't know if it's the first floor or not, but I was about to step up the stairs thinking that there might be a different view if I went up the stairs.

“... Wait, Lee Rim. Stop and try.”

“Huh? Why?”

Hwarim, who shared my opinion, grabbed my shoulder the moment I put one foot on the stairs.

“There is someone above.”

I raise my head at her words.

The ceiling was high.

So the stairs going up to the second floor were also high, and of course I couldn't see the top when I tried to walk up the stairs while looking ahead.

Hwarim first looked up the stairs from behind, and belatedly noticed that there was someone at the top of the stairs.

“... three people?”

“Three people. It is true that we are looking at the same thing.”

After confirming that we were not hallucinating by saying the numbers to each other, we quietly placed our hands on our swords.

There are three people.

Because the stairs were foggy, it could only be seen as a human figure, but there was no doubt that it was a human figure.

“I don’t have any hostile feelings...”

“But that doesn’t mean he has favor. Let’s leave the possibility open.”

How do we look to the other side?

I don't know about that, but at least for us, it was difficult to clearly recognize the three faces unless we climbed the stairs.

So first of all-

widely-

We started going up the stairs, with me taking a step ahead and Hwarim following.

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

Take each step carefully.

To quickly recognize if the opponent moves and respond accordingly.

I was continuing to climb up about 500 high stairs.

'Slowly, I see a face.'

It was when I climbed about 200 stairs.

The three figures now began to come into view.

'Two women, one man.'

A tall man appeared first.

He was smiling and watching us come up.

Looks like he's used to looking down.

He is a person who has an arrogant appearance, but somehow you feel that his arrogance is well-founded.

'The clothes are an oriental style uniform that can only be seen in Red Purge.'

My boyfriend, who had a military uniform draped over his shoulders, had his arms crossed and was watching us in silence as if expecting something.

Next is a short woman standing right next to him in a similar posture.

Compared to men, he was short, but not that much shorter.

The black-haired woman also had a military uniform wrapped around her shoulders like the man, and was looking at us leisurely with her arms folded in the same way.

Is that why?

'Brother and sister, is something like that okay?'

The two people looked like a middle-aged warrior with a beard on one side, and a girl who looked like she had just become an adult on the other, but they seemed like one person, not two.

Even though the only thing they had in common was their posture, black hair, and red eyes.

After recognizing the two people, my eyes moved to the one remaining person.

'That person seems to have a completely different personality.'

Unlike the two people armed with arrogance and ease, a woman with dark blue hair is kneeling and looking at us with her chin resting.

She was so happy that she kept shaking her legs, but the man and woman on either side of her seemed to be trying to control it by whispering something to each other.

'I'm having fun. What's so funny? Did you make a bet with each other?'

On her legs, she was wearing strangely shaped plate boots, with gaiters extending from the knees all the way to the shoes.

The faces of all three people came into sharp focus when we reached about 300 stairs.

Hwaaa!

“... What-”

“...!”

Hwarim and I-

I stopped in place as the thick atmosphere of death suddenly wafted through me.

“... Ah! It finally stopped!”

“... Hahahahaha! okay. It's stopped, it's stopped. It’s a new record.”

“ Wow, that’s great, isn’t it? I never thought he would realize the life we sent him from there.”

It was a street of death.

A role similar to a gold string.

The moment we went up to the next staircase, we left our necks defenseless to the other person, and if the other person's mood changed, it would be cut right away.

'Range of instant death.'

I felt this way even though I was just crossing my arms.

I have never felt this way even when dealing with a corps commander, and I have never felt this sense of crisis even when dealing with demons.

Even this is only noticeable because the other person is deliberately letting go of life and watching to see how close they have to get to feel it.

If he had been quietly holding his breath and had shown that at close range, he could have been killed and not have been able to react at all.

“Then, can we begin?”

“Well, do whatever you want, Lucid. Because that was the end of what we wanted to do.”

“Yes. If you want to talk to the customers, do it yourself. Because we have satisfied our curiosity.”

After giving permission to the two, the dark blue-haired woman stood up and shouted loudly.

“Then... Welcome, you two! This is Eched, the vampire castle, and my name is Lucid! Nice to meet you!!!”

“Uh... Nice to meet you?”

I was taken aback by the woman opening her arms and greeting me at the top of the stairs, so I had no choice but to reply.

“...”

But unlike me, Hwarim couldn't take her eyes off the two people on either side of her, not the dark blue-haired woman.

And seeing her like that, the two black-haired man and woman also naturally paid attention to Hwarim.

“... Huh? Wait a minute, doesn’t this energy sound familiar?”

“Uh, I see? Isn’t this... the energy that those seals had?”

The two men and women look happy when they see Hwarim.

Come to think of it, I realized it too late because I was on guard, but all three of them were wearing spirit soldier's clothes underneath their martial arts uniforms.

'Are they soul sick?'

My guess was that these were the soul bottles that Camellia had not yet been able to retrieve, and that those two people were probably people who had met Hwarim during their time with the soul bottles.

But that wasn't it.

“How... How-”

I didn't know how to respond to Hwarim's words as she looked at the two people who were showing us an emotion similar to joy.

“How does the sealed Heavenly Demon exist here?”

        
            That was long before Hwarim became a soul disease.

It was the day it was confirmed that Hwarim would become the next seal.

Beep! Beep-beep-beep-beep-beep!

“...”

Hwarim woke up in the morning to the sound of a bird landing on the window.

“... Is it morning.”

The window I left open because I thought it was cool.

The sound of the bird on the window was loud enough to wake me up.

Still, Hwarim was in no hurry.

Many children much younger than themselves sleep, eat, and do their business under the same building at the same time, but Hwarim is different from the other children.

Like other educational staff, she was assigned her own room, and being given a room to use alone in a temple where it was impossible to renovate additional rooms because it was built in a narrow space deep in the mountains meant that she was recognized.

And, there was one more reason why there was no need to rush.

Knock knock-

“...”

Someone knocked on her door, and Hwarim did not answer.

That was not a signal to come inside, but a signal that water had been brought in.

Rattling-

“... So you said you don't need this kind of favor, but in the end, is this also a karma that you must carry? ”

When the door was opened after the dust had disappeared, what I saw was a basin full of steaming hot water.

This was also a privilege for those who used solitary confinement.

The young priests wake up early every morning, go into the icy valley, fetch water from the waterfall, and bring warm water for burning firewood.

Some people start their morning by lightly washing their face with the water, while others start the morning by lightly wiping their bodies with a clean cloth.

However, Hwarim knows how hard work it is, as she has been living in a temple since she was young, so even though she was assigned a single room, she said that she does not have to prepare her own water for the children. However, every day when she opens the door, there is a basin ready. .

'Whoa... I prepared it so well, I guess I can't not use it.'

Hwarim brought the basin into the room.

Then I put a cloth in it, soaked it, and took off my clothes.

What is reflected in the water is pure white skin.

The temple or its entity, located deep in the mountains or high up, is a place where the guardians of the seal are raised.

They practice martial arts every day, and on days when the fog clears and the sun shines brightly, they also train to withstand torture under it.

Although the skin naturally burns out, Hwarim's skin is whiter than anyone else's in the temple.

'That's why I may have been the first to be abandoned.'

Thanks to this, Hwarim sometimes wondered if the reason she was abandoned before she could even see her parents' faces was because of her gray hair and very white skin.

'Well, it's all unnecessary now.'

Hwarim got up from her seat and folded the bedding while the cloth was sufficiently soaked with water.

Then, a cloth was wrapped around my naked body as the cool wind enveloped me, and my body slowly warmed up.

“... Umm.”

As I wiped my body in order, from top to bottom, I unknowingly made a voice while wiping the area below my chest.

Hwa-rim, who recently heard that she now has a decent body for a woman, is just bothered by the fact that her breasts have grown bigger for no reason and she has to pay more attention to putting on bandages in the morning.

“... Then I cleaned my body.”

After drying herself, Hwarim put down the cloth and placed the basin outside the door.

and-

Bleep!

I approached the persimmon bird, which was still unable to leave the window.

“I thought crying so much was a will, so I left it alone. Still, it's probably time to end my life.”

A persimmon bird that was sitting by the window, to be exact, came down to peck at the dried fruit left by the window, but couldn't escape because its leg got entangled in the thread that Hwarim had set up.

Hwarim wrapped his hands around the bird's thin neck and-

...Wuzik!

I ended my life quickly and with as little pain as possible.

“... If you want to complain, blame it.”

I didn't say much.

Hwarim twisted his neck, untangled the threads from his claws, and held the persimmon bird in his hand.

Then he took it to the basin outside the door and dipped the bird in it.

A diet of the fittest.

If it is weak, it will only be eaten, and temples with hwarim are always short of meat.

In order to train the body, it is best to consume meat, and Hwarim supplements nutrients by catching a bird, plucking its fur, and boiling or grilling it in the morning according to the taste of the day.

Of course, now that he is receiving his own treatment, there is no longer a need for it since meat is included in his diet every day, but Hwarim probably believes that the reason he was able to come this far is that he somehow manages to eat birds, rabbits, and even things every day, whether or not it happens. Thinking that this might have happened because he had been persistently supplementing his lack of nutrients by catching animals such as rats and stray dogs, he now caught a bird every morning as a habit.

“... But I never asked for it to grow that big.”

However, the unwanted growth has affected her body evenly, so recently she stopped eating the breast meat of birds and only eats the legs and wings, wondering if that was the cause.

Even though there is nothing to eat, after cooking the bird, you only take the wings and legs and leave the rest in the kitchen, and it is fun to watch outside as the children who were in charge of breakfast eat the leftovers with pleasure.

Kuuk-

“...”

Hwarim took the time to tear off all of the bird's feathers, drain the blood, then come into the room and bandage its chest.

From her perspective, the female body is just divided into male and female by taking a little more of the energy of one side, yin and yang, but she never thought that she would one day fall in love and have physical relationships like other women she saw on the outside. Never thought about it.

‘What a troublesome body. If one day you reach a state where the balance of yin and yang becomes equal, will there really be another change in your body?'

Anyway, what Hwarim pursues is the ultimate in nothingness.

Hwarim believes that she will never meet a man in the future as she has been doing so far.

Of course, there was a future in which that would not happen.

At that time, when she was entrusted to the temple for a while without knowing anything, Hwarim might have been able to live like the women on the streets if she had gone down to the temple again immediately after getting just one meal.

But Hwarim tenaciously persevered and made it this far.

So now Hwarim has become a talented person who can never be let go from the temple even as a seal master, and above all, Hwarim has already walked the path of nothingness so far, but there is no reason to give up on it.

'For me, the idea of being a woman is already a completely irrelevant concept, and it will continue to be so in the future.'

Hwarim said that if her yin and yang balance is completely adjusted later, and her body reaches the state of perfect bone once again, and if she can control it according to her will, she will be able to remove the useless lump of fat from her chest. I decided to go and went to visit.

Little did she know that in the distant future, when she fell into another world other than this one, she would eventually fall in love with a man and look at the man caressing her breasts in bed with a smile filled with affection.

“Hwarim unni. Are you awake?”

“Yes. You guys have been having a hard time since morning too.”

After delivering the disassembled persimmons to the children in the kitchen, Hwarim began her own day.

And that day was also the day that Hwarim took over the position of Seongjangjang.

-------------------------------

At that time, the evening moon rose in the exact center of the sky and everyone in the temple was asleep.

rattle-

“Mr. Seal. I'll go in.”

After ringing the bell in front of the Jangjimun Gate and announcing that Hwarim was coming, I knelt down and waited, when I heard a sound from inside.

“... Yes. Come in.”

Grumble-

Hwa-rim opened the door and came in, approached the man again and knelt in front of him.

No one knows the man's name.

He was already called Seongjang by the time Hwarim wandered alone in the wilderness and came to this place to steal food, thinking it was a temple.

Gray hair and a beard that reaches down to the knees.

Traces of his age appear to indicate that he has reached the end of senescence, but in reality he still has about 10 years left to live.

So, he thought that it was time to quickly decide on the next seal, and he summoned Hwarim in the middle of the night.

“... Hwarim. How many years has it been since you came here?”

“10 years.”

“... Has it already happened like that? The first time I came here was when I was 5 years old.”

bang-

After throwing all the ashes from the man's smoke into the ashtray, he looks down at Hwarim.

“Then let me ask.”

“Please ask.”

“Among your executions, who is left who can defeat you?”

“No more.”

The answer is immediate.

It was different from a little while ago, when I asked about the number of years I had been here and the answer came back as a number.

Sealjang asked Hwarim for the number and names of people who could defeat her, but no names were returned.

So Seongjang asked the following question.

“Then I will ask.”

“Please do whatever you want.”

“Do you think I can beat you now?”

This time it took time.

But it didn't take long.

The question asking whether it was possible was returned with confidence.

“None. No matter how many times I fight or what environment I fight in, I will win.”

After hearing the answer, the man asked again.

“Even if a fight breaks out right now?”

He had a sword on his waist, and Hwarim was kneeling without any weapon.

But Hwarim’s answer did not change.

“I will answer you again. Master cannot defeat me.”

“... I see.”

The man admitted.

It was all true.

Hwarim is the most outstanding child among the children who have come here [Cheonjiui] so far.

Depth grows at the same rate no matter who you are, at what age you start, or under what conditions, but the speed at which Hwarim's depth grew was unrivaled.

So the seal is,

He began speaking, thinking that he should now hand over his position to Hwarim.

“Hwarim.”

“Yes.”

“Become a seal.”

        
            “Become a seal.”

“Okay.”

“... No worries at all.”

“I know that it is not my place to worry about anything else.”

“... Yes. You were always neat, but you weren't the type of kid who wore humility. That's probably why I put you through a gap in the military unit and you were able to come this far.”

“That’s too much praise.”

The seal leader told Hwarim to take over his position, and Hwarim responded immediately.

Hwarim already knew.

In any case, no one who enters ‘Cheonjiui’ can leave, even if they die.

This place, Cheonjiui, was created for one purpose only.

Although it is a public place, it is a place of utmost secrecy, so even the bodies of the dead are not allowed to leave the temple.

So, there are two things a person who comes here and discovers its identity must choose.

One has to do chores and cook rice until he dies if he has absolutely no talent for radish, or the other has to join the military unit under the seal leader and train his depth to face the raiders.

And as soon as Hwarim was noticed by the seal leader of the time, he immediately joined the military unit and trained his depth.

However, it was natural that even among those who belonged to military units, their skills varied greatly.

Some of them are so accomplished in depth that they become teachers.

Since the total number of Cheoninjiui's troops reached 500, it was a position that was created because it was difficult for one person to look after all the disciples.

That is what Cheoninjiui is all about.

Once you join, you can live and die as a chore worker, live as a member of the military unit and one day be killed by assassins, or if you are good enough, you can become a teacher and receive better treatment and survive for a long time before leaving, or become a seal and next time. He maintains that position until the seal grows, then passes on the position and commits suicide.

Everyone's place of birth may be different, but those who enter Cheoninjiui have the obligation to stay there until their death and protect it.

“Good. Then, from now on, listen carefully.”

“Okay.”

And since Hwarim had just said that he would accept the position of seal leader, the current seal leader went so far as to explain why Cheoninjijii exists.

“Once upon a time, there was a man outside the world called the Emperor of Feng.”

What is being told is a story from a long time ago.

For Hwarim, who lives in the present, there is no need to remember it, but it was a story of a time that must be passed in order to simply explain the present.

Hwarim does not know the world.

At the age of five, she came to Cheoninjiui disguised as a temple.

So she understood that the Emperor of Feng was simply a man who persecuted the people and tried to rule over everything.

There was no need to remember what the Nangung and Tangmun families were, what the inviolability of government affairs meant, what the political factions were, what the four factions were, what the nine factions were, and what the five generations were all about.

Because they all happened in an era long since destroyed by what I will explain now.

“... One day, when the rule and war by the Emperor of the Emperor continued, the Heavenly Demon appeared.”

“Cheonma, that’s it.”

“Yes. Cheonma. However, the Heavenly Demon was not yet the Heavenly Demon.”

The story is about a time when Emperor Xiong's army was sweeping the world and both political and political factions were opposing him without distinction.

A human not yet called the Heavenly Demon appears, and all of that-

‘Slaughter’ was published.

At that moment, Hwarim asked a question for the first time while listening to Seongjang's explanation.

“Is that Heavenly Horse a symbol? Are you an individual?”

“It is an individual.”

Hwarim didn't know what the Heavenly Demon meant, but he was sure of one thing.

The Heavenly Demon meant that the world before his appearance was a play for criminals.

“He was a disaster prepared by heaven, brought down to earth by heaven.”

The evil emperor of all worlds was torn apart by the Heavenly Demon.

“He looked like a human, but he did things that only the devil could do.”

The generals and soldiers of the Japanese army changed the color of Cheonma's clothes to red and disappeared.

“When he shook the earth, no one could stand on the ground, and all those whose heads were stiffer than him lost their heads.”

Many Bangpas and famous families were granted mercy just before they reached the level of extinction.

“... Are you saying that an individual did it all?”

“Yes. He did it all alone. Although it took decades, he definitely did it alone.”

The scenery we arrived at like that-

This is the world where Hwarim was abandoned by his parents and grew up alone, wandering the wilderness hungry and fighting wild dogs.

The world might not have been so devastated if it had been a victory for the evil emperor or the famous clans, or any one of them.

However, the victor was Cheonma, and he went around killing all influential people who could have even the slightest influence on the world.

“That is, the Heavenly Demon.”

A man who ruled the world but had no intention of ruling it.

Surely he is a heaven without disagreement.

He was someone who scolded a world full of stagnation and greed, and at the same time, he was a being who cut down the world and destroyed it, and was a being more fearful than ghosts.

So the world called him Cheonma, and he liked it so much that he made it his name.

“However, he did not rule the world for the rest of his life.”

And in order to bring down such an absolute being, the survivors colluded.

I called him to the last remaining scenic spot that had not yet been destroyed by the Heavenly Demon, prepared the dragon fruit wine that he enjoyed drinking, and lured him in by saying that I had heard rumors of a strong man whom he could fight.

Upon hearing those words, Cheonma proudly accepted the invitation from the surviving clans.

He crushed the last wonder with his own hands and emptied three cans of dragon fruit wine in one go, telling the descendants of the Extinction Gate to quickly tell them about the new strongman's home they had found.

And at that point -

The Heavenly Demon was fast asleep.

“If you fell asleep, does that mean you died?”

“... No. He didn’t die.”

However, even if the Heavenly Demon was asleep-

It was heaven.

“Humans cannot reach the sky.”

The descendants of the extinct civilization thought that they could naturally kill him while he was asleep.

However, while the Heavenly Demon was asleep, he prevented the extermination gates from memorizing them.

Even though he closed his eyes and lowered his head, he swung his arms to block things that were trying to harm his body.

The reason why the descendants of Bangpa and Sega were not cut off from there was simply because Cheonma sat where he drank and did not move except for self-defense.

This happened even though what was put into the alcohol in the first place was not a sleeping pill, but the strongest poison in the world.

“... That is why [Cheoninjiui] was established.”

The extinct families had no choice but to take the next move.

He left the Heavenly Demon in his place and sealed him entirely.

They covered the sky with a roof, created an underground space under the ground, and poured in the sealing talismans made by Taoist people by cart.

But that wasn't enough.

Now the sky is sealed.

The descendants of the extinct family will rebuild their families and rebuild Bangpa, but they are the only ones who know the danger of the Heavenly Demon.

No matter how much they tried to convey the fear of the Heavenly Demon to future generations, their descendants, who would live in a world so devastated that it would be difficult for them to take care of themselves for the next few hundred years, would no doubt worry about how to make a living tomorrow rather than about the danger.

It was clear that one day people would forget how scary the Heavenly Demon was and why it was something that should not be awakened.

So they-

Those who would protect the shrine were selected.

“That is us, the ones who carry on the seal and the duty of protecting it.”

“...”

Only then did Hwarim realize how this place was maintained.

Cheoninjiui is maintained through continuous support from someone.

People wearing masks, pulling carts, putting down items and disappearing.

Even if some people are self-sufficient, food supplies and supplies for the maintenance of shrines and temples must be brought in from outside, and in order to train future generations of soldiers, clothing and weapons must also be maintained at a certain level. .

And those who were doing it were all descendants of external families that were on the verge of extinction at the time.

However, as time passed, some families coveted the power of the Heavenly Demon, and the ancestors' legacy was distorted, leading to the emergence of those who targeted the Heavenly Demon under the misunderstanding that the secrets of the Heavenly Demon were hidden in the shrine.

In the end, people ended up returning to the time when they were causing strife as if it were the era before the appearance of the Heavenly Demon.

And from them, it is the duty of the seal master and his troops to protect the sealed shrine of the Heavenly Demon.

“... Now. The story is over. Is there anything else you’d like to ask?”

After finishing the story, Seongjang asked Hwarim.

Hwarim closed her eyes after hearing the whole story.

Because she has good senses, she felt it at first glance.

The story of the seal takes place approximately 300 years ago.

However, while cleaning the area near the shrine deep inside the temple with the trust of the seal, she noticed that something inside the shrine was alive.

“... That Heavenly Demon is still alive.”

“... Looks like you already noticed.”

The seal raised the gombangdae again.

He crushed up a tobacco leaf, put it inside a bear bag, took it to a candlestick, and lit it.

Hmm-

...

Puha...

He takes a long drag on his cigarette and spits it out.

“Keep in mind. Since you said you would become a seal, you must never allow it to be released into the world. We are now sealing off a disaster, and the world will end again when that disaster comes out of the shrine.”

“Okay.”

Hwarim kept that in mind.

He then retired and went back to his own quarters to sleep.

Five years have passed since then.

Hwarim inherited everything from the depth of field from the seal master, and was even taught the final technique that could be used if the seal was released.

Afterwards, she cut down her teacher on an off-stage with everyone watching, inherited her favorite swords, Honghwa and Seal Swords, and became the next Seal Master.

She always felt like someone was stirring in the shrine right behind her residence.

and-

In the end, he was betrayed by the nobles who misunderstood the fate of his predecessors and his disciples who went into hiding as spies and succeeded in inciting the people of the army, and cut down all of them.

In the end, he lived protecting the seal until just before he was met with white lightning, which was like a heavenly punishment.

-------------------------------

so-

Hwa-rim, who returned to reality from the past, asks:

“Answer. Cheonma.”

“To whom are you speaking? me? Or you?”

“Don’t make fun of me like that, right? It looks like that woman realized that we are both heavenly demons.”

This is addressed to two men and women wearing uniforms.

“Why do you, who were supposed to be sealed, exist here as two people?”

““...””

Sigh-

The two people heard Hwarim’s question.

They raised the corners of their mouths, looked at each other, smiled, and happily answered her answer.

“You also have a soul disease, so you probably know this much.”

“In most cases, one person is summoned from a world when it comes to soul disease, but sometimes two people are summoned.”

Hearing those words, Lee Rim remembered the soul-sick couple who visited the Deshade Church back when he was in Grace's territory.

And it was the same for Hwarim, and based on that answer, the couple became convinced that they came from the same world as Hwarim, so they answered the question with ease.

“The reason we exist here.”

“It is human-”

“Lightning-”

“The world is-”

“Sky-”

““Because we realized that this is the land we need.””

        
            Ingrid continues to step on the white tiles.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

slowly.

Take your time.

However, the gap between the legs is wide.

The reason she doesn't deliberately step on the marks between the tiles is not because she has some kind of obsessive-compulsive disorder, but because she just wants to do that today.

'1303, 1304, 1305, 1306... Ugh - why am I counting this? Ki kick. It's quite a large place, so I started counting, but it seems impossible to count all the way to the end no matter how hard I try.'

Although Ingrid thought that she liked these tiles because they were the perfect size for a person's upper body to fit into each tile, Ingrid wondered if she liked them all because they were Scarlett's taste and she inherited her blood, but she soon realized that she liked them. I threw away those excessive thoughts.

And from then on, I walked forward without paying attention to the gaps in the tiles and muttered to myself.

“Hmm... After all, it's about sex. If it's too big, it's a problem. No matter how many times I walk, the hallway never ends, my legs hurt when I walk from one room to the other, and the stairs between floors... it's hell. hmm. hmm. What kind of idiot came up with a structure with 500 steps? They say he's an engineer from the old kingdom and won't be dead anymore, but if he really appears in front of me, he'll pretend not to know and step on my toes. And it's just targeting the little toe. Do all people in the ancient kingdom have stamina of steel? I can't believe I lived in a castle like this. From the beginning, didn't they realize during construction that there was a big problem with this castle? However, the problem is that the king and the architect had already told them to build it under the king's order, and the other side had to build it after accepting the king's order, so they looked at each other's opinions, and this surprisingly spacious castle was finally completed. They kept their dissatisfaction hidden inside, looked at each other's faces, and just chanted that they liked each other. Kikikick-”

The reason I mutter to myself about this and that is because when I walk alone, looking at the interior with low lighting and the white tiles that are evenly continuous without a single point of error, various scary thoughts slowly invade my head.

“... Ugh. Lyudmila. I miss you.”

Still, Ingrid must somehow achieve her goal in time, so even though she is voicing all kinds of complaints in the large, dark castle, she remembers Lyudmila's face and gathers courage and moves forward.

In reality, the people of the ancient kingdom had significantly better magic skills than today, so they used space movement magic within the castle without any hesitation, and Eched was so wide that Ingrid, who lives in the present, thought it was excessive.

There is a reason why she continues to explore such a wide castle.

Ingrid was sent on an errand by Scarlett.

errand.

It's an errand.

Rather than using other words, Scarlett ordered the work to be done by simply saying 'errand'.

“Really. Running errands at this age... Isn't it too much to call it an errand out loud? Phew...”

For Ingrid, the image of errands being something that only children do.

At least it might have felt less bad if it had been in the form of a mission or order.

However, Scarlett insisted on using that word despite Ingrid's request to change the expression.

‘I call errands errands, what should I say? In my opinion, Ingrid, you are no different from a child. 'I don't see what's wrong with treating a child like a child.'

So Ingrid is ultimately unable to rebel against Scarlett and wanders the palace to carry out ‘errands’.

“First of all... I remember it being here, is that correct?”

That's how she arrived in the basement.

kkiiig-

When I open the iron door, cold air flows out.

It is said that nothing grows on the black earth, but this does not mean that there is no planting at all.

In the cool basement, there was a warehouse with a preservation spell, so you could take out fresh food ingredients whenever you wanted.

So Ingrid started counting people and taking out ingredients.

“Let’s see. The people in Eched right now... Lee Rim and Hwarim. Three soul soldiers. ‘Three guests from the Kingdom Alliance’, plus me... and-

One of Scarlett’s blood packs.”

There is meat, vegetables, and fruit.

The fresh oysters, which still retain the fishy smell of having just been caught from the beach, made Ingrid stick out her tongue when she saw them.

Not only that, but Ingrid has also prepared a pack containing blood that I don't know what material it's made of, prepared for the vampire.

“Good. After all, it’s Scarlett’s last name. I don't know how many hundreds of years the ingredients here are old, but... the level of preservation magic is so incredibly high that you can eat them. I wonder if this chicken will come back to life if you cast a revival spell on it. Ki kick.”

As I was selecting ingredients as if I was shopping in a cool pantry, my fear disappeared and I became relaxed enough to joke to myself.

“Umm... But, I was so excited that I just picked it up, but the problem is how to carry it all this time.”

The only thing that was a little difficult was that Ingrid, who has small hands, was trying to move all the ingredients for 10 people at once, so it was too bulky and she didn't have enough hands.

Ingrid had enough strength and stamina, but was worried about the volume of too many ingredients to move them all at once.

Kongkong-

“Huh?”

“Hey, do you need help?”

“Can I help you?”

“... Ah, you were the customers.”

Ingrid turned around when she heard someone knocking on the already open iron door behind her.

There are two people standing there.

One is a handsome knight wearing white armor who seems to Ingrid to be quite popular within the empire.

Another woman was wearing the clothes worn by Gaia's goddesses, with some armor added on top.

“You can stay in your room. Vincent, Linai.”

The two were guests of the Kingdom Union who had wandered a long way from the Kingdom Union and arrived at Scarlett's Castle.

“Isn’t Ingrid also a guest?”

“That’s right. We were here before Ingrid, so if you think about it, Ingrid is also a guest to us.”

“Hmm... If that's the case, then it would be like that again... But in that case, I would appreciate it if you could lend me a little help. Kikikick.”

Ingrid pushed the luggage that was in Vincent and Linai's hands.

Then the two of them relieved her of her burden, and soon the three of them came out of the basement again and went up to the surface to talk.

“So, is the paladin still locked in his room?”

“... Yes. It seems that Paladin's concerns have not yet been easily resolved.”

The topic of discussion is Gaia's Paladin.

He is a paladin who, along with Vincent and Rinae, has reached the Black Land by ceaselessly exterminating the heretics while waiting for the answer to the question he sent to Gaia.

“That’s great. It is said that I inherited Scarlett's blood and can pass through the black earth without any hindrance, but the earth must have been hostile to you.”

“Ah, that's it... After all, Paladin, you are Paladin.”

“Hahaha... It's a shame, but we didn't do anything. I just followed after him.”

There are no soldiers on the black earth.

Although Scarlett's autonomy was recognized by the royal family, that autonomy actually meant that no one should set foot on her territory.

So, if you want to enter the black land, there are no soldiers patrolling the territory, so anyone can set foot on it -

That only applies to those who can cross the border of the black earth and survive on their own two legs.

“When we tried to cross the boundary soil, black thorns sprouted from the ground. Each and every attack was comparable to a sword filled with magical power.”

“Honestly, at the time, we didn’t know where that place was or where this land is now. It's just that Paladin continued to take the lead, and we followed behind, thinking it was just the power of the heretics. We came here purely because of Paladin's protection.”

'That alone is incredible. These people don't seem to know that.'

The black earth creates countless thorns and attacks the moment a living creature steps on it.

Fortunately, Ingrid was able to pass quietly under Scarlett's protection, but not the others.

So Ingrid was truly shocked when she saw the two people, apart from the Paladin, in the palace who were released from Scarlett.

Even if it is you, the black earth shows infinitely deep hostility the moment a living creature steps on it.

Gaia's Paladin-

We broke through forcefully.

A paladin who cannot die until his questions are answered.

A paladin who constantly destroys heretics and hopes that his voice will reach God.

and-

The two people who forever guarded the Paladin's back and followed him all the way here, even as he entered the poisonous swamp and the catacombs full of human flesh.

'I heard that the humans of the Kingdom Alliance are strong, but I wonder if this is average.'

It is said that Scarlett will accept anyone as a guest as long as they arrive at the palace on their own, but the reason why there have not been many knights of knights or adventurers who have reached Scarlett's castle, Eched, is because of the selection carried out by the Black Earth itself. am.

Ingrid laughed and said that she was tired of the two people from the Kingdom Alliance who did not know how strong they were due to the relatively strong paladins, but since she met them at the right time, she decided to take care of all the business at once.

“Anyway, since I met you two in an unexpected place, I will tell you Scarlett’s message. Please tell it to Paladin later.”

“Lord Seong? What is it?”

Vincent walks forward, then turns his head and looks at Ingrid.

“Scarlett invited you to dinner.”

“Dinner... you mean?”

“Yes. Two new guests have arrived, and they said they would like to have you all at the same table.”

Linai expressed disapproval at Ingrid’s words.

The three arrived here a month ago.

When they reached the castle, Scarlett simply smiled and told the three of them to take a break.

He was then invited to dinner and had many conversations with Scarlett, the castle owner. At Scarlett's suggestion, the Paladin was told to pray here until he got what he wanted.

However, that wasn't what Linai remembered.

“Umm... dinner. That means those three are coming together, right?”

“Three people...? Oh, you mean the mentally ill? Yeah, whatever. Probably so, right?”

“Ugh... that's a little awkward. Hahaha... isn't it? Vincent?”

“... It's a shame to choose people, but I feel the same way, Rinai.”

Vincent and Linai's thoughts came together.

Rather than worrying about meeting other guests at dinner, the two -

I was very worried about the mental illness of the other three people I would meet again there.

“Lucid was a really nice person, but it was difficult to talk to people called Cheonma.”

“... Is that so?”

When Ingrid heard the two people's story, she thought about the Heavenly Demons and Lucid.

Ingrid has been here for two days after being captured by Scarlett.

Her lord told Ingrid to run her own errands while she was in the castle, and instead, Ingrid exchanged only light greetings with the guests who had come to the castle before her, the guests of the Kingdom Alliance, and the three spirit soldiers.

However, it had not been that long since she arrived in Eched, so it was only Vincent and Linai who had a deep conversation about why they were here, and the rest, like paladins and free-spirited souls who were constantly praying to God in their rooms, We haven't had a proper conversation yet.

“... Well, since this is an invitation from Scarlett, who leaves you free for now, I hope you will attend.”

“Oh, of course, that doesn’t mean I won’t attend. Please do not misunderstand. Ingrid.”

“Ma, that’s right. I can't help but follow the Lord of Seong's words. We, who have already spent a month here, know how amazing Scarlett, the lord of the castle, is, and that she could have killed us right away if she had wanted to, but she didn't.”

“Eolle...? What has the sect ever done to you? I feel sorry for no reason. I didn't really mean to threaten you. Kikikick.”

The three people came up from the basement with the ingredients while maintaining a fairly close distance, and this time they were about to cross towards the kitchen.

“... Why is the Heavenly Demon who was sealed here?”

“... Huh?”

A familiar voice reached her ears, so Ingrid listened for a moment.

And soon, she noticed that there were people confronting each other on the stairs in front of her.

So Ingrid-

I felt a little happy because I thought I could solve Scarlett's errand of informing everyone in the castle of the dinner invitation in one go, and I heard a familiar voice that I could hear for the first time in a while, even if it wasn't Lyudmila.

“... This, this, I guess I'm a bit lucky today.”

        
            When Hwarim saw the two black-haired people, he said that they were Heavenly Demons, and the two spirit soldiers did not deny it.

The woman next to her with hair of a strange color called indigo, a color that reminded her of one of Lihier's witch hunters, didn't react much when she heard the word "Heavenly Demon," so she knew that the two people next to her were It seems to be the name of .

So, the names of the two people in front of me right now, I don’t know if they are titles or names, are -

[Cheonma]

Every thousand.

‘Cheonmara. I've never heard of it before.'

I know that the concept of Heavenly Demon, or more precisely, such a word, exists.

However, that alone is not enough to fully understand their confident attitude and the reason why Hwarim is so anxious.

In the first place, the concept itself is just such a great martial artist that no one can compete with it, and that's the end of what we know.

If you go further and ask what the Heavenly Demon is, what kind of being it is, how great it is, and what meaning that concept gives to the world, you are so ignorant that you cannot answer any of it.

Then, judge the present only with the information you have.

First of all, I decide that the information I have about Cheonma is not good enough and I put it down, and then I decide to completely follow Hwarim's judgment.

'Is it an enemy? Are you an ally? 'I don't know which one.'

When I meet an unknown opponent, I assume the worst and try to figure out the opponent first, remembering that a fight could break out, and now I feel regretful that the information I have in my hands is insufficient.

'And with Hwarim on guard like this, I don't know how to act further.'

However, even if I tried to leave everything to Hwarim, Hwarim right next to me was not doing anything more than putting her hand on the sword sheath, so even if I tried to move accordingly, I couldn't go any further.

'First of all, Hwarim definitely showed hostility towards the Heavenly Demons.'

So, the first thing to understand is the relationship between Hwarim and the Heavenly Demons.

Those two heavenly demons, a man and a woman, are from Hwarim and Dongyang.

And at the same time, it was confirmed that he was much stronger than Hwarim.

But what is unclear is the other person's attitude.

'On the other hand, isn't there any hostility on the other side? Or are you just taking your time?'

Except for the woman named Lucid, the two people were looking at each other with their arms crossed.

It was intentional to leave the poison on the stairs, and even though we noticed it, we didn't take any further action.

Even if you try to distinguish clearly whether people will be enemies or allies as you normally do, it is a difficult situation due to the ambiguous attitude of not being able to judge at all.

When I was still unable to come to a conclusion about the Heavenly Demons, Hwarim and the Heavenly Demons broke the silence again and spoke without taking their eyes off each other.

It was the male Cheonma who spoke first.

“The hostility is amazing. Are we that afraid?”

“... I'm afraid. I've heard things about you, so I can't say otherwise.”

“Then why are you still preparing to draw your sword at us? If you are afraid, bow down and it will be over.”

“Apart from being afraid, I was a sword raised to suppress you. Rather, it is a sword learned for times like this, so it does not back down.”

Sereung-

“Because Hwarim, the seal, is a sword forged to prevent anyone from approaching you and to prevent anyone from waking you up!”

Hwarim's sword was lifted by his thumb and slightly pulled out of the scabbard, showing the blade.

Just by doing that, it's as if all the swords have already been drawn.

Hwarim's sword has become much faster than when they first met due to numerous sparring with Aela, and in the current situation, he can strike faster than the opponent can blink.

However, despite this, the Heavenly Demons were not wary when they saw her like that, and instead smiled and took turns asking questions.

“Khahahaha! What world is that about?”

“... What?”

“Is that the story here and now? No, it won't be like that.”

“It was called Hwarim. The fact that you were a sealer must have happened in the other world. Isn’t that right?”

“... Right.”

Unlike Hwarim, who had made up his mind to clearly show hostility, the Heavenly Demons did not respond to Hwarim's hostility.

It was a one-sided sense of obligation.

Although Hwarim showed endless hostility towards beings called Cheonma, the Cheonma showed no interest in Hwarim as anything more than a human with ties to the same world.

They were not at all interested in the duties of the seal that Hwarim had borne in the previous world.

“Seal Hwarim. No, spirit sick Hwarim. Look at reality. Realize where this is. Recognize what you are now.”

“Recognize what I am now?”

“Yes. The emperor we knew is not here. There are no political factions, no factions, no factions of one faction, and no factions of the five major factions. Your place has disappeared, and everything that obliges you has disappeared. You will be able to recognize for yourself that you are no longer a seal.”

As the woman and man speak alternately, it shakes Hwarim's heart.

“Do you miss your status as a seal?”

“... No. That's not true.”

“Then, were we proud of protecting the shrine where we were imprisoned?”

“... Not even that.”

“Or did you feel a sense of duty that people were enjoying peace by not releasing us into heaven and earth?”

“... Also, I will answer no.”

“In that case, what you had on the other side will now be nothing to you.”

“Looking at you, you weren't even a ronin from the same era we were in.”

“The sealers who guarded our sealed abode, the duties of which were passed on to future generations by them, and the only human who carried out the duties handed down to them was you, who was the sealer.”

“So you pulled out your sword a little while ago simply because you were afraid of us. Because the humans of the past were frightened by our intangible fears that the previous world whispered about.”

“But not in this world. There is absolutely no need for that.”

“This is our first meeting with you, and the only reason we were glad to see you was because you had a scent of a trend that we had never felt before.”

“It’s not that we feel any hostility toward you, the seal leader.”

“So what is left? That is not a difficult question to answer.”

“We have no reason to be caught up in the stubbornness of the past. Because we are now in a new world.”

“If we say here that we are the ones who defeated the Emperor of the Beast, who would say that they know about the Emperor of the Beast? If you were to say that you owe the seal to people other than us, who would understand the weight of that burden? There won't be. Honor, feat, duty, and the past all came to naught the moment we came here.”

“Put it down. That's the end of it. Now that you have arrived in a new world, all you have to do is focus on feeling this world. Those of us who have walked the unmanned path before you are willing to tell us that staying in the past is stagnation, and walking toward the future is growth.”

The Heavenly Demon says.

“But if you want to attack us even though we said this, that is your freedom. But - know this and go for it.”

“We only know the past you carried, but we don’t know who you are now. So, you too only know what you have heard and learned about the Heavenly Demon, but you have no idea who we are as we have lived in this world.”

“So, if you attack us now, you will definitely die.”

“But if you don’t, we will tell you as the Heavenly Demon of this world that you don’t know about.”

“We also feel many things in this world, so as heavenly demons who fell here as soul diseases, we confess.”

““Forget the past and enjoy the present. We are not the Heavenly Demon you knew. So don't even think about polluting this place with your blood, just put your sword in it.””

“...”

In the words of the heavenly demons,

Pop-

Hwarim’s sweat fell on the floor.

Even though the Heavenly Demons had not even taken any particular stance yet.

“... That's all we have to say.”

“After this, it’s up to you.”

And when the Heavenly Demons, who had finished speaking, smiled at Hwarim who did not relax their offensive stance and then took an attacking stance -

Hwaaa!

Hwarim and I clearly felt the heat and the feeling of death grazing our chins.

“...”

‘Hwarim. 'What are you going to do?'

I turned to the side and checked her face.

Starting a little while ago, sweat drops continued to drip down to the tip of my chin.

Even though I heard that whole conversation, I thought I would draw my sword if she wanted to, and if she didn't, I would back down.

But Hwarim couldn't even make any choice.

The thing that broke our standoff was-

The appearance of three humans with familiar voices.

“Hmm, hmm!”

“...?”

“Ah-Ah-Can you hear me? Everyone?”

“... Are you the leader’s messenger?”

“Why did you show up when the atmosphere was heating up?”

“Ah, you can hear me. Fortunately, the. Kikikick-”

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Ingrid comes out from behind us, slowly climbs the stairs, stands between us and the Heavenly Demons, and speaks.

“Yes. I am the squire's errand boy. So first of all, what about everyone here? I would like to end the greetings between the guests here and ask the Cheonma people to stay somewhere else for a while.”

“Hot! Why should we follow?”

“That's right. If they're going to stop us just getting loose, there's going to have to be a good reason.”

“Even if you ask me to tell you the reason, I will gladly tell you because that is the reason I came to you.”

Ingrid said, showing a basket full of ingredients to the snorting Heavenly Demons.

“Scarlett invited you to dinner.”

Contained in the basket are ingredients for 3 to 4 servings.

The paper at the top contained a list of ingredients that appeared to have been written by Scarlett herself, and was proudly displayed to the Heavenly Demon and us.

“If one of you dies before dinner, the meal preparation system will become difficult, and above all, Scarlett's 'face' will be ruined.”

“... Hmph.”

“... Hehe. Really?”

The Heavenly Demons looked uncomfortable at Ingrid's words.

What she said could be seen as just a message to stop fighting, but if you interpret it in more detail, you can understand why the Heavenly Demons are upset.

‘One’ of the two.

Us, or the people over there.

Ingrid meant that if a fight were to break out, and if it was serious, it would not be us who would die, but the Heavenly Demons who would lose.

“... Good. Since we are also guests staying here for a while, we will follow the wishes of the lord of the castle and his blood relatives.”

“But it’s better not to jump too far. Because we have never come here and expressed our true feelings even once.”

“Let’s go, Lucid.”

“Yes? We just said hello?”

“Noisy. Stories can be shared over dinner.”

“Eh... but-”

“But, it’s nabal, follow me quickly.”

The three spirit soldiers disappear, and Ingrid sighs and puts the basket on the floor.

dump-

“... Phew- I really don't know what you're saying, it's me.”

“Ingrid!”

“Ah, Bishop Lee Lim. And Hwarim. It’s been a while?”

Ingrid waved her hand with an embarrassed expression, and when we heard her voice, we sheathed our swords.

“Are you feeling okay?”

“As you can see. Ki kick.”

“If that’s the case, I’m glad. To be honest, it was through Scarlett that I heard the story, so I had to worry about how much of the story to accept as truth. Still, I think I gained some confidence thanks to seeing Ingrid safe.”

“Is that so? Well, as each day goes by, I feel like I'm going crazy from how hard it is to stay here. To be precise, it makes me feel uncomfortable. Should I say that it feels like things are getting bigger, because it seems like it has already gotten bigger...”

Hwarim continues to look at the top of the stairs where the Heavenly Demons have disappeared.

Meanwhile, I had said hello to Ingrid and was about to continue the conversation there.

“So Ingrid, the current situation is-”

“Oh, let’s talk about that later for dinner. First, let me introduce some of the people behind you. These are customers who came here before me.”

“Customer... you mean?”

That was the moment when I calmly looked back at her words.

“Hey, comrade! It’s been so long!”

“I, Lee Rim? And Hwarim? How did you two get here-”

“... Vincent? And Rinai?”

The identity of the two people who are running up the stairs carrying ingredients with Ingrid is-

Vincent, who was Longsword's disciple, and Rinai, who became the servant of Gaia's paladin.

Just before we left Grace Territory, the two people who had guarded the Paladin's back until the end appeared before my eyes.

        
            While confronting the Heavenly Demons, Ingrid came between us and me.

I thought it would have been better if it had been just a little longer, but I still couldn't predict what direction the confrontation would have taken.

It was best for the situation to end peacefully, but the other side also showed an attitude that it didn't matter what decision we made, but also showed a willingness to win.

'... Honestly, the odds of winning were close to 0.'

Even though the opponent did not have a weapon, there is a possibility that he was the type of warrior who fights without a weapon in the first place, and above all, Hwarim was not in good condition.

So the conclusion is that the predicted win rate is infinitely close to 0.

However, it was 'close' to 0 and not 0 itself.

However, I thought it was really fortunate that it didn't happen because there was a high possibility that Hwarim's death would be included in the conclusion reached at the end of the fight.

“Hey~ Hwarim? It's me. Ingrid. ...Can't you hear? Ki kick.”

“...”

“Wheel? I guess you really can't hear me. Then...”

Sigh-

“Hwarim. That's me. Ingrid.”

Phew-

“Ugh?! ... Ah, Ingrid. Was it you?”

“Kikiki kick. Yes, yes. This is Ingrid~.”

Hwarim was quietly looking at the stairs where the Heavenly Demons had disappeared, and Ingrid, who had come up to her, kept talking next to her, until she couldn't stand it anymore and called her name in Hwarim's ear to get her attention.

And a little while before that, I noticed the presence of two people behind Ingrid who were holding a basket full of food so much that it obscured their faces. It was right after they called my name that I realized the presence of two people who I noticed a little later.

“Hey, comrade! It’s been so long!”

“I, Lee Rim? And Hwarim? How did you two get here-”

A voice that calls me a comrade, and even though it is an embarrassed voice, it seems to mesmerize a woman.

The next thing I heard was a slightly familiar voice, the one that greeted us back at the resuscitation center, a voice that remembered Hwarim and I's names.

At Scarlett's Castle, I met two completely unexpected people, Vincent and Linai.

“... Vincent? And Rinai?”

“Yes! Comrades! That's me! Vincent! It’s been a really long time since we last met!”

thud!

“Ah, Gaia-sama... Is this also why Gaia-nim did not end our relationship at that time and continued it? In that case... I hope you can answer Paladin's question to us, no, it's okay if it's not to me...”

Kkook-

Vincent put down his luggage and ran to me to shake my hand. Linai also placed her luggage next to me and prayed on the spot with her hands together.

'How on earth did this happen... No. No. More importantly, does the presence of these two mean that Gaia's Paladin is also present in this castle?'

Vincent and Linai were people who worked together as Gaia's paladins.

As soon as I saw the two people, I looked around, but there was no sign of the paladin.

“Why are you doing that? Comrade in arms?”

“Ah... I saw there were two people here, so I thought there might be one more person, so I just looked around for a moment.”

Vincent, who noticed my gaze, asked me why, and when I told him that I looked around to see if there was a paladin, Linai managed to notice and answer.

“Paladin is also in the castle with us. Right now, he is in his room praying. ...Would you like to meet him?”

“Oh, no. That's absolutely not the case.”

“Hahaha... I guess so.”

When Linai hurriedly refused her offer to help her meet the paladin, she smiled bitterly and showed understanding.

'It's a good thing there's no Paladin... I don't know why the two of them are here, but they seem to have had a hard time.'

I belatedly take a look at the two people's behavior.

Even though it's indoors, is he maintaining his current attire because he thinks he shouldn't give up his driver's attitude?

Vincent was wearing all of the white armor I had seen before, except for the helmet.

The white and shiny armor was well-maintained as if to prove his personality.

However, looking at the scratches and fine dents here and there that seemed difficult to restore without professional help, I could tell that it had been quite a difficult day.

The same goes for Linai.

The iron baton that was tied behind his back had several grooves, probably due to frequent collisions with weapons, and although the priest's uniform looked clean on the outside, the hem and belt were severely frayed.

Gaia's emblem, which was drawn on the breastplate worn on her chest, had been erased to the point where it would be difficult for anyone unfamiliar with it to guess its original form.

“... It looks like a lot has happened.”

“Yes. As my comrade said, I've had incredible days. Hahaha...”

...sniff.

“... It’s been a long time since I met someone I know.”

Vincent answers my question by scratching his head, and Linai uses her finger to wipe away a few tears from the corners of her eyes.

'Hwarim, will it take some time for you to calm down?'

When I turn to the side, I see Hwarim, who has finally noticed that Ingrid is approaching, barely takes her eyes off the place where the Heavenly Demons disappeared, and settles down on the stairs.

Vincent and Linai also looked at Hwarim and looked at her with concern, as if they had read her mood, but did not hastily talk to her.

So, I tried to briefly listen to the two of them about what had happened until her tense body relaxed.

'good. Then... how should I get the word out?'

After some time has passed.

I didn't know what to say at first, but there was no need in the first place.

These two people are much more sociable people than me, so even before I asked, they were genuinely happy to meet me and told me about their experiences.

The story of how Paladin and Linai were excommunicated from the Church of Gaia after their last meeting with us.

Vincent's story is that with the disappearance of the longsword, the one-man knight order naturally disappeared, and he also gave up everything and followed in the Paladin's footsteps.

The Paladin continued to ask questions to Gaia, walking in a straight line and destroying the heretics, until he flowed into the Empire and arrived at Scarlet's Castle Eched.

Rather than simply asking people to understand their hardships, they talked about such events as if they were greeting each other and asking how they were doing.

So, while listening to their stories, I told them our story briefly, and the two people sincerely congratulated us on settling down in the empire.

“Ugh... I'm sorry, Lee Rim. Could you do the rest during dinner or later? I think I have to go now. I have to prepare a meal. Ki kick.”

However, the long greetings were cut off by Ingrid.

“Yes? Does Ingrid do the cooking herself?”

“No. Not me, but Scarlett, uh... um... I don't know if she'll do it herself. Still, it feels like I should probably provide assistance. First of all, no matter who does the cooking, it can only be done once the ingredients arrive, whether they start or delay.”

“Ah, then it looks like we caught them.”

“I can’t say no. Kikiki kick.”

In the end, although it was unfortunate, the story decided to end there, and Ingrid went up the stairs with the two people.

She told us that all we had to do was go up to the second floor, choose a suitable room, take a seat, and wait. Vincent and Linai said that they would help Ingrid since they were late and they headed to the kitchen together.

So Hwarim and I opened one of the rooms on the second floor and went inside. As soon as we entered the room, the sight I saw was-

As soon as she sat down on the bed in front of her, Hwarim took off all the clothes she was wearing.

Slurp-

Sreuk-

Grumbling-

“Phew...”

Hwarim untied the straps of his uniform, folded it up, and placed it on the bed.

Without even stopping there, I take a deep breath and try to take off another layer of clothes.

I, who was turning away from her, quickly stopped her and asked how much she was going to take off.

“Hey, Hwarim?”

“... Ah, Lee Rim. Why are you doing that?”

“Well, how far are you willing to take it off-”

“... At first, I tried to take everything off because of the sweat.”

We've seen each other's parts that we wouldn't be quick to show to others.

Still, there is a feeling that being embarrassed is shameful, and that it is rude because this is someone else's castle and not a home.

But that didn't seem to apply to Hwarim, whose body was immediately covered in sweat.

“... I’m sorry, Lee Rim. Take off just one more layer. I feel a little, no, not a little, but quite unpleasant.”

“Ugh, yes. If Hwarim wants to do that, well... okay...”

Hwarim seemed to have a different opinion than me, but in the end, she even took off the white top she was wearing.

but-

I thought it would end there and let my guard down.

“... Sigh-”

Slurp-

fluttering-

“... Huh?”

I turned my head so I couldn't see what state she was in, but she had no clothes left other than the bandage around her chest that served as underwear, and Hwa-rim, who thought she had nothing left to take off her top, took off another item under the bed. threw it

And that's-

These were the pants she was wearing.

“... Hey, Hwarim?”

“Why are you doing that?”

“This looks like pants.”

“... Correct.”

“... Maybe I’m too naked?”

This time there was no answer.

“... Hwarim?”

So I looked back slightly.

But Hwarim did not stop it.

He didn't care whether I turned my head to look at him or not.

So I could see all of her features.

Hwarim, wearing only her underwear top and bottom, a bandage on top, and white panties brought by Thistle or Enin on the bottom, was hugging her knees on the bed.

Since she was almost naked, my face got hot because I felt ashamed even though she was not the one involved, but when I looked up and looked at her face, the shame quickly subsided.

Hwarim was now in a state of disrepair.

He looked downcast, had so much to think about that he couldn't even recognize the shame.

Hwarim says, hugging her knees with her arms and burying her face there so that only her eyes are slightly visible.

“... Lee Rim.”

“... Ah, yes. Why?”

“Could you please wipe my sweat?”

“Uh... Yes. Okay.”

I was taken aback when I was suddenly asked to wipe my sweat, but once I looked around the room, I was able to quickly find the right items.

'Have water supplies and other convenient facilities been developed a long time ago?'

Since it was a palace from the time of an ancient kingdom, I thought it would be difficult to expect some amenities, but surprisingly, there was a sink that seemed to be connected to each room.

He brought a basin that seemed to be made to hold water for washing hands, filled it with water, opened a cupboard on one side, took out a towel, and took it to the bed.

It didn't take long to put a towel in the water and squeeze out enough moisture.

Kuuk.

Rumble!

“ done. Now, I’ll wipe it.”

“... Please.”

...Snap.

At first, I lightly put a towel on my back.

flinch!

The water was colder than expected, so Hwarim's body was startled.

But that only lasted for a moment, as I slowly wiped her back and felt the heat leaving Hwa-rim's shoulders, and she sank.

Slurp-

Kuuk.

...splash.

That's when I wiped my back and, as part of the massage, pressed it and wet the towel again.

“... will you listen to me?”

“... Okay.”

When Hwa-rim opened her mouth again, she answered quietly, and her confession began to be heard from beyond her fragile-looking white shoulder.

        
            While I was cleaning her body, Hwarim's lips were shining and she spoke in a downcast tone.

“When the two heavenly demons were talking, I couldn’t move.”

She talks about herself standing tall on the stairs just a moment ago.

“None of Cheonma’s words were wrong. So I couldn't make any movement on that spot.”

Slurp-

Lift your arm with the towel you used to wipe your shoulder and wipe it down to the back of your hand.

“So, I couldn’t be sure.”

“... About what?”

Slurp-

flinch!

This time, he started with the palm of his hand and moved up to the underside of the arm, and Hwarim flinched for a moment when the towel touched her armpit.

“... I don't know why he, the Heavenly Demon, is here. no. Expectations go. Perhaps he, too, was called by the lightning at the time when the white lightning struck, and was liberated from the shrine and lived here as a soul disease.”

“... Probably so. Even though he was wearing military uniform, the clothes he was wearing were clearly those of a soul soldier.”

“They must have been living here as soul sufferers just like us. Of course, it is currently unknown whether they have walked the same path as us, or whether the nobles judged them difficult to control and locked them in the Soul Corridor immediately after summoning them. However, one thing can be said for sure.”

“... What?”

“He, the Heavenly Demon, was clearly on the stairs of his own free will, and the person at the bottom of the stairs who showed hostility toward him was just trying to move as a past me that had already passed.”

“The country of the past refers to the duty as a seal, right?”

“Okay.”

Next, he wiped the other arm in the same way, this time starting from the center of the shoulder and moving down the spine to wipe off the sweat.

“So, I don’t like myself right now. That person, who came from the same place as me, came to a new world and continues to move forward, but just by meeting that small connection, I instantly forgot the path I was currently walking and was consumed by the past.”

“...”

The towel now moved lower, just above her underwear, wiping the cleavage of her hips and then over her side.

“... That’s it, Lee Rim. I can do it from here on out.”

She was now disillusioned with herself.

And I feel sorry for myself.

The reason why Hwarim stayed quiet in front of Cheonma.

The reason why he froze without giving me any signal.

That's because even though I was right next to Hwa-rim, she was so deeply engulfed in the past that the other person brought with her that she forgot about it.

“Hey... Lee Rim?”

So, I wiped my stomach with the towel in front of me, and regardless of whether Hwa-rim's arm was hesitating to hold my hand or not, I pressed my body closer to her and moved closer to her.

“I, Lee Rim?”

and-

Kkook-

“... Ugh?!”

I hugged Hwarim tightly from behind.

“It’s okay, Hwarim.”

“Um, over there... it must smell like sweat-”

“I was just surprised because it was the first time Hwarim did something like that. I was just so surprised to see people called Cheonma that I forgot about myself.”

“... Well, I'm sorry...”

“No. It's not that I want an apology. I just hope Hwarim’s surprise subsides a little faster.”

“... Thank you.”

Hwarim became calm at my words.

I get closer to her ear.

When I let her hear my breathing, I can hear her breathing in my ears.

Slurp-

Sreuk-

Sarah-

“...”

I ran the towel up from her stomach and wiped her lower breasts.

“... Thank you.”

After wiping off the front part, she quietly raised her head.

side.

Because they know what they want, they cater to it.

...side.

He kissed me lightly once, briefly, and then kissed me again.

Hwa-rim, with a slightly red face, leans towards me and speaks.

“... After a while, you two will meet again, right?”

“I guess so. Because Ingrid said Scarlett invited us and all the guests to dinner.”

“... Won't I meet those two people again at that table and become frozen again?”

Hwarim put his ear to my heart.

I held her head gently and answered quietly.

“It’ll be okay. Because I have it.”

“... That's right. It'll be okay. Because I have you.”

...

Some time has passed.

Knock knock-

“Irim. Hwarim. Are you there?”

We heard Ingrid knocking on the door, and she seemed to be busy, so she told us her business and left without waiting for our answer.

“Meal preparations are complete. Leave the room, uh... just walk straight ahead and you'll reach the restaurant. Well then, I have to call the others too, so I’ll go.”

Jump, jump, jump, jump -

After the sound of fast footsteps disappeared, Hwarim, who had been keeping her eyes closed, opened them and said.

“... Are you going to stay with me?”

“Sounds obvious.”

“Hehe- Well, that should be it. Lee Rim, because you said you would stay with me forever.”

“Yes. So, even if you don’t ask, I will stay with you. Forever, forever.”

It moved right after that.

I got up from the bed, dressed Hwarim in her clothes, and tidied up her hair again.

I dressed her up so that she would always be confident and not be the weak person she only showed in front of me before meeting Heavenly Demon, Scarlett, and everyone else.

“... Okay. Then-”

Later, I got dressed again and was about to leave the door.

“... No, no. It's been a long time coming, so I guess I should fully enjoy the opportunity to monopolize it.”

“Huh?”

Hwarim, who was about to open the door and go out first, turned around again,

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

He came towards me at a fast pace and-

side!

licking-

'T-what suddenly-'

He licked my lips just as he had kissed and immediately walked away.

“Hehehe- Keep this in mind. Lee Rim.”

“What, what?”

When I looked at her in confusion as her lips were stolen in an instant, Hwarim turned around and looked up at me with a sinister look and said.

“First of all, right before other people come looking for us, you are completely mine. Huhuhuhu...”

There was no time to reply.

Whirling-

She turned around again, clasped my hand, and dragged me to the door.

Mei profit-

“Then, just like the nobles, I... what did they say? Yes- S-”

“... Escort, you mean?”

“Ah, big! okay. Please do that.”

For a moment, I laughed at her inability to get used to words that were not in the way she normally used. Then, I straightened my back as much as possible and looked at her and spoke.

“Then, shall we go? My winter.”

“Please take care of me. My spring.”

However, after exchanging nice greetings with each other, both of them couldn't stand the skin that quickly spread from head to toe.

“... Kwahahahahaha! What is this... Huh, hahahaha!”

“... Puhaha! Yeah, that's right. But didn’t Hwarim say this was his hometown’s way before? Why... why is even Hwarim laughing? Hahahahaha!”

“No, it is only used when confessing, and it is not usually used like this after that. Hahahahaha!”

“Hahahahahaha... Oh, really, ah wait, I feel like I'm pulling my stomach... Khehehehehe-”

The two of us laughed for a while and then barely came to our senses.

When you leave the door, what you see is a series of white hallways and rooms.

We put our arms around each other and walked forward as Ingrid said, and we arrived at the restaurant quickly.

It was on the exact opposite side of the stairs we came up.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

widely.

“Ah, are you here?”

The huge door was wide open, so Ingrid greeted us as soon as we stepped in.

“Sit wherever you want. ... To say that, there is a designated place to talk face to face in the first place.”

Long table.

The lower part is a large support table carved out of black wood, and the upper part is a table topped with a pure white flat stone that matches the color of the palace.

However, even though it was a stone, it was smooth, as if it had been ground with a precision machine, as if magic had been used.

Doddd-

“Then~ I will upload the food.”

On top of it, the food that Ingrid had brought in the carrier was being placed one by one -

The dinner host and guests were already present around the table, except for us.

'The head of the table, of course, will be the head of the family.'

Sitting at the very end is Scarlet Veil Blood.

'Is that on the left a woman named Heavenly Demon and Lucid?'

The Heavenly Demons were quietly looking at us with their arms folded in the seats on the left, a little distance away, and a dark blue-haired female soul bottle was hiding the drool that was dripping down her face as she stared at the food Ingrid had prepared.

'And on the other side are Vincent, Linai, and - Paladin.'

On the other hand, the two people who greeted me a while ago and-

The Paladin looked a little more gaunt than before, looking blankly down at his plate.

“Please sit down. Two people.”

“...”

“Okay.”

While we were contemplating what to do, we listened to Scarlett's words and sat down next to Vincent and Linai, slightly spaced apart from the Heavenly Demons, in a diagonal view.

Frown-

When the two people saw us, they smiled and made eye contact, so I accepted that too.

“Are you ready? Then, Ingrid, please come and sit down too.”

“Yes, yes. All right. Phew... But I didn't know that I could actually do all the preparation on my own. I'm exhausted. Uh, but hey... my place is-”

“Next to me.”

“...Are you serious?”

“Is there any reason not to?”

“First of all, it’s the head table, right?”

“It doesn’t matter. You should sit next to me and take care of me during the meal.”

“... That was the purpose. I understand.”

The seating ended with Ingrid sitting next to the leader in the seat prepared for her.

Perfect!

Afterwards, Scarlett snapped her fingers, and the bright lights illuminating the table changed into a soft light, and at the same time, she spoke words of welcome to us.

“Then, come on. To a dinner invited by Scarlett, the owner of this Eched. I hope everyone gathered here has a good time from now on.”

After her brief welcome, which seemed quite enjoyable compared to when we first met, the real meal began.

        
            Ingrid said that the plants were under a preservation spell.

So is that so?

Although it is natural that some of the dishes immediately after cooking are difficult to recognize, you can feel that they are made with high-quality ingredients.

Everyone eats and listens to Scarlett's story.

“Then where should I start talking? that's right. You probably exchanged greetings with each other, right? There was plenty of time, and as much as I can say it, there is nothing else to do in this palace other than talk.”

Hwarim and I follow Ingrid's example and put grilled oysters on a baguette cut with butter and sauce so that it is easy to pick up with one hand and put it in our mouths.

Crispy-

Mulkyung.

As the surface of the grilled oyster is scratched by your teeth, the texture and the smell of trapped oysters spread into your mouth.

Scarlett looked at us happily as we enjoyed our food, and then turned her head when Vincent, who was very sociable, started talking to her.

“Scarlett. Thank you for inviting me to dinner this time. To be honest, it's been a month since I saw Scarlett again, so I don't know what to say.”

“I feel a little sorry about that, Mr. Knight of the Kingdom Alliance. I also have some work to do, not just laze around in the palace.”

“Ah, Vincent didn't mean to criticize the castle lord... Scarlett! yes. It’s just because I’m really happy to see you!”

“Hehe- If you say that, it makes me feel a little weird. I would never have shown myself to be a monarch so stubborn that I could not understand his true intentions. is not it? Priestess of Gaia?”

“Uh, no, that...”

When Scarlett rested her chin and made fun of Vincent and Linai, Ingrid, who was next to her, eventually said something.

“Hey, Scarlett. Stop teasing me. If you're a paladin over there, you probably know better than anyone else that these two people aren't the type to take a joke as a joke.”

“Still, Ingrid. Even if you make fun of Gaia's Paladin, you only get a dull response? It's too hard. I wish he would show a bit of a flustered appearance like the two people who followed him.”

“Phew... But if you do that too much, you look bad-tempered.”

“... It's noisy. Now, eat this.”

“... Eup- Wait, I didn’t shove the food in that quickly, eu-!”

Scarlett and Ingrid seemed to get along well.

'They said Scarlett was the leader of vampires. Does that mean Ingrid is also a vampire?'

Ingrid has tried not to talk about it as much as possible, but thanks to the story Scarlett told her and the differences between Ingrid and the other Witch Hunters that Hwarim had noticed and hinted at, it was a bonus that it was confirmed that she was a vampire.

From there, I learned the reason why she had been able to carry out the somewhat difficult tasks that Camellia had given her.

On the other hand, stereotypes were broken.

'However, both Scarlett and Ingrid are vampires, but they are surprisingly calm.'

Speaking of vampires, the basic image is that they thirst for blood and suck it, cannot walk under sunlight, and although it is a bit of a classic image, they are weak to stakes, afraid of running water, and have the worst compatibility with silver.

However, even if I have never seen Scarlett, the squire, I think Ingrid may have inherited only a little of that blood. Ingrid only wore a hat and sunglasses in the sunlight, and she probably washed and cooked food under running water, and even now, she doesn't care about silverware. I am using it sparingly.

After all, it is natural for an ordinary person to die if their heart is pierced by a stake.

'... I'll have to test it out and try garlic later.'

Scarlett's story continued even while I was alone and unable to concentrate on eating and was thinking about other things.

“So, aside from the two of you, did Paladin get what he wanted?”

“...”

“Seeing as there is no answer, I guess that is not the case.”

Scarlett spoke to Paladin, but Paladin had no answer.

At first, he didn't say a single word even after seeing me and Hwarim.

He just sat in his seat and ate quietly, as if he had been a decoration of the long table from the beginning.

And his eyes as he eats-

It looked almost like that of a dying person.

Scarlett continues speaking even though Paladin does not respond.

“Paladin. Poor Paladin. Gaia's Paladin, what was.”

It may seem like a mockery, but Vincent and Linai stayed still, and so did Paladin.

Her words were not a mockery, but a necessary step to recognize the human male named Paladin in front of her.

“You came here with a question. I helped you get the answer. But you still haven't got the answer. But that's why I'm not giving up. Because I don’t know when God’s answer will come back. I've only been here for a month. Even if 10 years pass, God might be able to give me the answer later.”

“...”

“But human male. Since it’s been a while, I’ll tell you one thing.”

“... What is it?”

'I guess I was at a loss for words.'

Scarlett managed to coax the Paladin's tone from her throat.

His voice was slightly hoarse, perhaps because he had not spoken for a long time, like that of a sick person.

However, that was not the problem, because Scarlett finally made eye contact with the Paladin who was looking at her and then pointed his finger at me and said, making his gaze turn in this direction.

“There is one woman in the Deshade Church over there. And that child is called Gaia's Paladin in the world.”

'No, crazy-'

The paladin looked at me.

And he-

Only then did I find myself.

Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church.

Me, who exposed the hidden truth of the Gaia Church.

Unlike myself, I heard the voice of the true God and joined him to save everyone.

Rattling-

“... Lee Lim.”

“... It’s been a while, Paladin.”

The paladin roughly stood up from his seat and called my name.

For a moment, I remembered his personality and wondered if he was going to attack me right then and there, but it seems I was the only one who thought that.

Slurp-

“... Ah! This is delicious, Uncle Cheonma!”

“If it tastes good, eat a lot. I don't think this is my taste.”

“Do you want to eat mine too? Ah, but eating two more bowls might be a bit much. Lucid, you eat one and we both share half.”

Lucid and Cheonma are enjoying their meal without paying any attention to us.

Thanks to this, I also realized the reality and answered his questions, thinking that no matter how bad he was once, he would not attack me in front of Scarlett.

“Answer me. Is what Jongju said true?”

“... If there is someone in the empire who is considered to be the true Paladin of Gaia, it is definitely Enin. But Enin is not a paladin of Gaia.”

“Then what is it?”

“... Enin is just a small female disciple who can communicate with Gaia-sama.”

I didn't tell a lie.

Although Enin wields the power of Gaia, he is not Gaia's paladin.

It was simply a gift given by Gaia, who felt sorry for not being able to respond to Enin, who had constantly prayed for her to not lose her godhood despite her fall, but Enin did not have an obligation to do so.

However, there was one person present who found it difficult to understand that.

“En? Was that what it was? I can't believe it. Honestly, I don't think it's wrong for Enin to say he's not a paladin even though he wields that kind of power - Sigh!”

“Be quiet. Where did you learn etiquette? Other people are talking.”

Ingrid, who had seen Enin's power a few times from the side, tried to say that it was difficult to say that Enin was not a paladin, but Scarlett once again filled her mouth with food.

Scarlett shoves the fork halfway into Ingrid's mouth, including the handle, and speaks again.

“They say so. Paladin. Then what are you going to do?”

Scarlett rests her chin on the table and laughs with amusement.

After receiving confirmation of the existence of Enin, who could hear Gaia's story, the paladin immediately responded by acting as if he was about to move.

“No hesitation. I will go see her immediately.”

However, just as he was about to leave the banquet hall and Vincent and Linai were wondering whether they should stand up after him, Scarlett's words came again.

“So what are you going to do?”

“... What?”

“Meet the child who can talk to Gaia. What are you trying to do? ”

Given his personality, if he had decided to make a move, he might think it was a waste of time to respond.

Despite his personality, Paladin hesitates for a moment before answering Scarlett.

“... I plan to ask a question.”

“What question?”

“What does everything I have done so far become? Of course, since I received the power of Gaia, I went around executing the heretics thinking it was Gaia's will. What should I call the actions I did when I wielded my power in ignorance? ”

“Hey... I see. It's been two months since you stayed in my castle, but you've finally told me what you want.”

After hearing Paladin's story, Scarlett finally understood his wanderings.

but-

Her questions didn't end there.

“But, is that the end?”

“What?”

“Is it okay to ask a question and get it confirmed?”

“What do you mean?”

“Is that your ultimate goal? Ask a question and get it confirmed. How to move based on the results. You haven’t thought about that?”

“Are you trying to talk about a future that hasn’t already arrived?”

“No, that’s not true. What you are doing is nothing more than a step toward evaluating yourself?”

Scarlett raised her glass.

I wondered if the red liquid was wine, but Ingrid, who made eye contact with me while looking at the glass, smiled awkwardly and pointed to the nape of her neck, letting me know that it was blood.

...sip-

Scarlett continues speaking after drinking a sip of blood, which is less than half a sip by my standards.

“After a long time, I even gave him my castle’s bed. I'm a bit disappointed that I only thought about it that far. I mean Paladin, I wanted you to be able to plan for the future, so I allowed you to stay here for a long time.”

“What does it mean?”

“Even though you had plenty of time, you only stopped at Gaia answering your questions, taking that as the end point. Even though I had plenty of time to think about my life and my own happiness, I stopped thinking about it there.”

“... It’s obvious. To begin with, I am a paladin who gave my name to Gaia. Surrender your life to God and live according to His will-”

“But you kept playing Paladin even though that god didn’t actually exist. Doesn’t that mean that it doesn’t matter if the one you gave your name to in the first place was someone other than Gaia?”

Scarlett's smile widened as she said that.

As if what I was going to do from now on was going to be so much fun that I couldn't resist, I spoke to the Paladin with a bright smile.

“In fact, what you need is not Gaia, but isn't it okay for anyone to be a divine being? For example, even if it is a country that might be stronger than Gaia.”

“...! Don't insult Gaia with nonsense-”

Scarlett said, and the Paladin got angry.

and-

Perfect!

With Scarlett snapping her fingers, Paladin never forgot what she said.

Peeing!

“Pa, Paladin?!”

“Paladin!”

The Paladin disappeared before my eyes.

In the end, he couldn't bear it anymore and tried to throw a fist at Scarlett in anger, but instead he disappeared somewhere, leaving only Vincent and Linai's screams lingering in the place.

“... Scarlett! What on earth did you do to Paladin-”

“Don’t worry. For a moment, just a moment, I tried my hand at testing his faith. It won't hurt. I swear.”

“How can we believe that-”

“Or. Are you saying this Scarlett is lying?”

Paladin has disappeared and Vincent and Linai are worried about him.

But even if I worried, there was nothing I could do.

Scarlett's eyes looked at the two people while holding her glass and resting her chin.

It was black, white, and red.

In an instant, the three eyes intersected, or mixed together, and returned to normal human eyes.

Chak-

“Hehe. That's nice.”

Looking at the non-human being's eyes, the two felt helpless and had no choice but to sit in their seats.

“Really, really, you don’t have to worry. I will promise his safety in the name of the squire. So for now, just enjoy the food our Ingrid made.”

After calming down the two people who had to eat a meal that they would never feel good about because of their worries, Scarlett turned her head.

There, Lucid, who had just finished eating the entire baguette and dismantling a huge roasted bird, and Scarlett and I saw the Heavenly Demons, who were raising their glasses, drinking from glasses that appeared to contain real wine, not blood.

Scarlett asked a question while looking at them, specifically at the Heavenly Demons.

“So, have you guys thought of anything else you want now? Otherwise, are you just going to repeat what you said to me from the beginning?”

At her words, the Heavenly Demons and the Heavenly Demons look at each other.

“... What you’re thinking is the same, isn’t it?”

“Of course. Because our thoughts were the same from the beginning.”

Jang!

The two made eye contact, clinked their glasses together, and then spoke to Scarlett at the same time.

““Our will has not changed. The lord of Eched. What we want is the source of your immortal power. So hand over the Blood Chalice to us right now. Scarlet Veil Blood, the lord of vampires.””

        
            The Heavenly Demons who told you to hand over the Holy Grail of Blood.

At that moment, the people invited to the dinner party became quiet.

There was no sound.

Until a little while ago, the sound of dishes clinking at the table did not stop even if someone was talking.

Even as Paladin and Scarlett were talking, there was the sound of heavenly demons touching food that did not suit their tastes with their utensils.

But now, the Heavenly Demons were the ones who created this silence, and even Lucid next to them did not make the slightest mumbling sound with his fork in his mouth, so the silence was complete.

'shit. 'It's suffocating.'

In addition to the magic light shining from overhead, there is a flickering candlelight on the table to create an atmosphere, but the moving fire does not make any sound.

so-

In that silence, I repeat the words of the Heavenly Demons in my head.

‘Give me the blood chalice, the source of immortal power? Was the reason the Heavenly Demons were here to obtain it?'

I know about the Blood Holy Grail.

The item that Camellia told Ingrid to bring.

And if we connect that with the words of the Heavenly Demons, it seems that Scarlett's power comes from the blood chalice.

From there, the thinking goes one step further.

'The Heavenly Demons told me to hand over the Blood Holy Grail. Why do the Heavenly Demons want that? Is the reason you are trying to get it to escape the weak body of soul disease? Otherwise, is the goal a lifespan close to semi-immortality that the vampire race possesses?'

The Cheonmas had a nonchalant expression and spoke slyly as if they were friends who had suddenly come to visit after a long period of loss of contact and had nothing special to do but just wanted to borrow some money.

However, what they were asking for was not a power that ordinary people could easily obtain.

'What's Scarlett doing?'

It took a whopping 30 seconds for my thoughts to progress to that point, and I was belatedly worried about Scarlett's reaction, so I looked at her complexion, but to my surprise, Scarlett was just smiling and looking into the Heavenly Demons' eyes.

Rather, the first thing I did after hearing that story was-

bang!

“... I thought you did that because you guys are Scarlett's guests, but when you said let's see-!”

Surprisingly, it was Ingrid who got up from her seat, genuinely angry.

“Stop-.”

Squeak!

“Ugh...”

Ingrid, who was hitting the table with her fist and holding the knife, tried to throw it in an instant, but her arm stopped along with Scarlett's voice.

It doesn't seem like magic was used.

Ingrid only understood what Scarlett meant right before she threw the knife, and even though it was her arm, she barely stopped throwing it.

It seems that he was very angry at the words of the Heavenly Demons.

When Scarlett saw Ingrid like that, she expressed her gratitude instead of criticizing her.

“Thank you, Ingrid. But you don't have to be so angry. This is the story of the Heavenly Demons and me.”

“Ha, but Scarlett. What they meant by handing over the bloody chalice was-”

“Yes. What those two people want is not simply to kiss my blood chalice in submission, but to take ownership of it. And that's just so you know-

It also means giving up my power, everything I have, and my life to this Scarlet Veilblood.”

“So I can’t stay still-”

“So. I'm telling you to stay still.”

Ingrid's continued attempts to spit out angry words were cut off by Scarlett's calm words, and the one-sided argument ended with Scarlett grabbing Ingrid by the collar and forcing her to sit down.

Kuuk!

“Ugh...?!”

Quang!

Ingrid was forced to sit on the chair with a loud noise, even though she only held the hem of her clothes with the tips of her thumb and index finger and pulled them down.

Her glasses, which had hung all the way down to her eyes, were stuck on her nose, and her eyes were watering, as if her hip bones were in pain.

Thanks to this, for the first time, I had the opportunity to look directly into her eyes without having to go through glasses.

And Scarlett's work to stop Ingrid didn't stop there.

Kuuk-

“... Oh, uhm... Please be gentle.”

“First of all, it’s punishment for trying to mess up the table.”

Scarlett firmly grasped the horn growing on Ingrid's head with one hand as she sat down, shook it vigorously several times, and then let go. Ingrid was unable to bear the dizziness, so she covered her head and shook it.

“... This feels so good to the touch. Do you have anything good? Ingrid.”

“Ugh... There really aren't many people who have touched this...”

“If you’re at my level, don’t you mind if I just let you touch me?”

“... Yes. Touch it. If the sect wants to touch me, I should just let him touch me.”

Ingrid's horn, which Scarlett had shaken to its fullest, must have felt better than expected, as she repeatedly played with it and told the Heavenly Demons.

“Uhm... Before I talk, there are some new guests who don't know the situation, so can I start by explaining it? Two people?”

“It doesn’t matter. Because there is enough time.”

“Yes. Since Lucid is enjoying the meal, we don't plan on messing up the table like the woman over there. Oh, can I ask for one more bottle of alcohol?”

“Ingrid. Please bring me a drink.”

“...”

“Uh-seo.”

“... I understand.”

In the end, Ingrid, who frowned in dissatisfaction, brought drinks after a while and poured them for the two Heavenly Demons, and we both filled our glasses, and Scarlett's story began.

-------------------------------

That was still about a month before the Paladin's group arrived at Eched, Scarlet's castle in the Kingdom Union.

Scarlett was amazed to see the three soul soldiers in front of her.

“... Hehe - that's amazing. It's been a few hundred years, right? I never thought there would be someone who reached my castle with their own power, without using the power of a god, without using magic, and without even borrowing the power of an artifact.”

A visitor who has been here for a really long time.

Since the founding of the empire, few humans have visited her castle.

A black land where both adventurers and knights of voyage are cut off.

Even though they don't want to visit Scarlett, they show excessive loyalty to her and relay the news they have obtained from all over the empire, including vampire crows and bats.

Even so, the most recent visit by people who could be called human was when Ingrid and her fellow witch hunters visited 10 years ago.

Meanwhile, it's been a really long time since I've been a guest.

The moment a living being touches, the black earth creates countless thorns, but the guests overcome them all and arrive at Eched.

They did not even surround their bodies with the power of gods or rely on magical powers, but they arrived here purely by believing in their own bodies.

So Scarlett decided that she should welcome them with all her heart.

“Keuhum...! sorry. My throat was a bit locked.”

It's been a while since I've used my vocal cords to make a sound, so I take some time to clear my throat before speaking.

“So, why did a non-human spirit disease come to my castle?”

Scarlett called the two women and one man soul sick.

As she said, what is in front of the head of the clan is, strictly speaking, a soul disease that is not considered human by the standards of this world.

She knows what soul sickness is.

Scarlett is the lord of the castle who never steps out of her palace, but since she never wants to hear that she is old, she tries to keep up with the news.

Even if there are times when she doesn't want to know more, everything from her descendants who send her news from time to time, or stories about nearby fiefdoms that she wanted to know about due to excessive believers, and news about the situation that she doesn't really want to know are relayed to her. I kept the letters that were sent each time in my head as if I were reading a newspaper.

So, she also knows how the Kingdom Alliance, which was on the verge of destruction in an instant due to the Great War, survived.

They are well-trained soldiers, especially excellent soldiers against demons and orcs. They are slightly inferior to knights, but the strong ones have much better martial arts than knights. They are soul soldiers.

At first, Scarlett thought it was interesting when she heard the news, but she ended up losing interest after learning that spirit soldiers were not made to handle magical power.

In the end, there is a limit to what a person who cannot handle magical power can achieve in this world, and the possibility that such spirit soldiers, who are already bound by the artifact called Atyr by the nobles of the Kingdom Alliance, will stop by his castle is infinite. Because it is close to 0.

So she couldn't help but be truly surprised that the soul disease had reached her castle.

Although the soul bottle created by the Kingdom Alliance had the physical ability to stand up to orcs and demons without retreating, it was a body that was far from sufficient to reach his palace, which was surrounded by the hostility of the black earth.

The three soul soldiers, who seemed to Scarlett to have accomplished a great feat, spewed out their displeasure when they saw Scarlett appear as soon as they entered the dark castle.

“The road here was a bit rough.”

“That's right. Honestly, was this Mancheonhwawoo used by some guys in black clothes back in the day? It was difficult to break through more than twice that amount.”

“... I really thought I was going to die. Heavenly Demons.”

“Isn’t he still alive?”

“That's right. Then that's it.”

“Hyu...”

Crack-tap-

“... Hahahaha! That must have been really hard.”

Two black-haired people shaking off the remnants of smashed black thorns by shaking off their porous clothes, and a woman with dark blue hair who collapsed on the spot.

That was three months before Irim was kidnapped to Scarlett's castle, and the day the Heavenly Demons and Scarlett first met-

Over the past 700 years, it was also the day with the highest number of Scarlet deaths and resurrections in one day.

        
            After the three spirit soldiers arrived at Scarlett's Castle.

As soon as they arrived at Eched and entered the interior, they were able to meet the leader who welcomed them.

To soothe his body and mind from chasing the Heavenly Demons, Lucid lay down under a pillar away from the Heavenly Demons, and it was Scarlett and the Heavenly Demons who naturally participated in the conversation.

The Heavenly Demons, who were looking at the holey clothes with regret, looked at Scarlett and introduced themselves.

“Well then, how are you? Uh... So-”

“... What was it? I even heard that there was a strong being, but I forgot to ask more than that.”

“... It looks like you don't know what to call me. Then I'll let you know. My name is Scarlet Veil Blood. He is the owner of this castle and the leader of vampires.”

“Ah, that’s right. Running all the way. Didn't the old man say that there was a being called the head of the clan here? Now I remember.”

“I see. I'm sorry. We didn't know your name, we only came because you have great power.”

However, before introducing themselves, the two people tried to reveal their identities in a subtle and natural way, so Scarlett willingly answered.

Thanks to this, Scarlett became more interested in the two people.

The two people came to seek the power of Scarlett without knowing exactly what her name was.

If so, it means that the people in front of us are people who have built a wall around honor and are madmen who only pursue power.

However, even though the two people came to see them with a business that only a madman would think of, they were expressing a strong confidence in themselves that rivaled Scarlett herself.

The Heavenly Demons who found out Scarlett's name introduce themselves.

“I am a thousand.”

“And me too.”

“... both of you?”

“We are both in thousands.”

“We were one, but we have become two.”

“Um... okay. Then I'll ask again. Is that Heavenly Demon your name? It's not an organization name or anything like that? Didn’t you really have a name?”

“It does have an original name. However, others gave us the title Cheonma and a nickname that we could use as our name.”

“And we liked it too. So we have been calling ourselves Cheonma since then. In any case, Heavenly Demon is a name created only for us and no one can reach it except us.”

Scarlett looks at the two people closely.

He has the power of a monarch, but has the personality to be bothered by ruling.

However, they were clearly humans who would take the world by storm, and that was a strength that even Scarlett, the leader of a race, could not help but acknowledge.

So Scarlett accepted the two people's titles as her first name.

“I see. Then, Heavenly Demons, can you tell me the reason you came here?”

Next she asked about business.

“To obtain your power.”

“The immortal power you have. Give it to us.”

And the Heavenly Demons answered her questions -

[footlights]

At the same time, Scarlett 'disappeared' from the world due to the actions they took.

Boom-

Kakakakakakakakakak!!!

The Heavenly Demons disappeared in an instant, and the throne Scarlett was sitting on was cut in half and appeared behind them.

A sound was produced, but no debris was left behind.

The throne disintegrated, and Scarlett was 'killed'.

The moment when something that should have been there disappeared.

At that moment, the leader known as Scarlet Veil Blood disappeared from the world for about two seconds.

and-

It has been restored.

“... You guys are pretty strong.”

...Toouk-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

“... As expected. The power of immortality wasn't a lie.”

“That’s why I crave it even more. I want it.”

The two Heavenly Demons look at the ceiling and smile brightly.

Scarlett slowly emerged from the dark part of the high palace.

He was resurrected, bleeding from his toes.

However, instead of fighting back against the two, Scarlett asked the reason.

“Then I’ll ask you again. Why do you want my power?”

The Heavenly Demons were about to respond to Scarlett's counterattack for a moment before answering her question.

“Because we are heavenly horses.”

“We must stand at the top of the world.”

“So you want my power?”

“Yes. Our power works in this world, but there are quite a few limitations in wielding that power compared to the other world.”

The Heavenly Demons continue to wield their power against Scarlett as they talk.

Scarlett also listens to their stories, disappearing and being resurrected several times, and listens carefully to their stories.

The Heavenly Demons were originally one person.

Hwarim was in the Cheoninjiui as a seal, and he was imprisoned in the innermost shrine.

However, the moment Hwarim was struck by white lightning, the Heavenly Demon in the shrine was also struck by lightning.

And the Heavenly Demon too-

They became soul sick, but unlike others, they appeared in the Kingdom Alliance as unusual soul sick.

“From what we know so far, the maximum number of souls that can be summoned from one world at the same time is two.”

“But it seems that in this world, the Heavenly Demon of the other world was a being so strong that it would be difficult to contain it in one body.”

“So this world divided us into two at the moment our souls were summoned.”

“That's me, Yangcheonma-”

“That is me, Eumcheonma.”

Cheonma, a man who calls himself Eumcheonma.

At the same time, a female Cheonma who calls herself Yang Cheonma.

The two killed Scarlett 50 more times in a short period of time and then took a deep breath.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... As expected. Being immortal is a bit tough.”

“Sigh... Sigh... Wow, this is going to take longer than I thought.”

Two Heavenly Demons whose magical power itself is not that large.

However, they had clearly displayed martial arts skills that were enough to easily wipe out one corps of the Kingdom Alliance.

Nevertheless, Scarlett was fine, but the two people had no doubt that their choice was not impossible.

“Then-”

“Yes. I need to save some stamina.”

[reason]

[understanding]

The two Heavenly Demons were breathing heavily for a moment before catching their breath by facing each other's palms upward and downward, circulating their energy.

click!

With the two people in front of her, Scarlett sits down on the back of the throne that was split in half, spreads out her parasol, and speaks.

“Heh... So, as soon as you were summoned, the Kingdom Alliance locked you in the Soul Corridor because it was beyond control and they thought you might destroy yourself. And after the soul corridor was broken, I came back to the world.”

The two Heavenly Demons released by the evil god Deshade obtained information.

They found out what this world was like and assessed their own power.

And the two of them-

They realized that in this world, unlike the previous world, it would be a bit difficult to call themselves 'Heavenly Demons'.

The power of the Heavenly Demon can be unleashed against humans without difficulty, no matter how many opponents there are.

However, in this world, humans are the rulers of the middle class.

In the world, there are still ancient beings who have not given up on maintaining their current bodies, there are unknown enemies, and monsters spilled by foreign gods are wandering around.

They could call themselves Heavenly Demons to humans, but they could not be called complete Heavenly Demons in this world.

So they-

Before fighting them, he came to Eched to obtain Scarlet's immortal power in order to become a perfect Heavenly Demon again.

-------------------------------

“-So from that day on, these two people have been asking me to hand over the Blood Holy Grail. When he asked me to stop using my body, stay in the castle, and try to resolve the issue through peaceful dialogue, I was a little surprised that he went along with it.”

‘Did you say Yang Heavenly Demon and Yin Heavenly Demon? The reason why the Heavenly Demon that Hwarim knew was one, but was divided into two. That means the opponent was a being so strong that the world came forward and split it in two.'

The faces of the two Heavenly Demons, who agree to everything Scarlett says and sip their drinks, are full of composure.

“We can use most martial arts, but there are some martial arts that can only be demonstrated by risking everything, body, spirit, and soul.”

“Once we can use them, our work is over. From now on, we will just try again to make everyone in this world call us the Heavenly Demon.”

They are definitely not good.

However, it is not evil either.

The Heavenly Demons are always centered around themselves.

If the world is something spread out far away, these people hold the world in their hands and show who its center is.

that's the-

This is the way those called Cheonma live.

“... I see. Was that you guys called the Heavenly Demon?”

I heard Hwarim quietly chanting next to me.

Hwarim was watching them from beginning to end.

One hand left to me under the table.

The reason she stayed quiet was to understand the other person.

Rather than simply trying to harm them according to his past duties and obligations as a seal, he was understanding them as Hwarim living in this world now.

The Heavenly Demons' opinions were the same from the beginning to the end, and Scarlett's response also seems to have remained the same from the beginning to the present.

“I understand for sure. So, even for the sake of the balance of the world, I cannot hand over my power to you.”

Scarlett picks up her glass and takes a sip of blood before speaking.

“I am. I like how humans try to be happy.”

Scarlett strokes Ingrid's head.

“I sincerely support you working hard and trying to be happy. To that end, I am doing my part here and helping those with broken hearts come to me.”

“Hey... How long are you going to pet me- Ouch!”

Ingrid must have been embarrassed by having her horns and head being stroked for a long time, so she couldn't hold back and tried to say something, but Scarlett pulled her earlobe for a moment, making her quiet again.

“So, originally, I would have had to grant you what you wanted, just like I did for other people, but unfortunately, the moment I gave you the happiness you wanted, the duty I had was taken away and I ended up unleashing monsters on the world. It becomes. So I can’t listen to you.”

“Do you mean us by monsters?”

“Or, do you mean the other guy down there?”

“Both.”

“That’s a shame. If you just hand over your power, we could take care of the monster below.”

“How many hundreds of years have you been here? Did you say it’s been over 500 years? I think it's time to go on vacation.”

“Of course, it may be possible for you, who have inherited my power, to deal with that monster, but I, who have a huge responsibility on my shoulders, cannot hastily hand it over to an uncertain future for people like you who do not know where they will fall. Because.”

At the words of the Heavenly Demons, Ingrid tried to stand up once again, but was once again stopped by Scarlett.

In this way, the conversation between the Heavenly Demons and Scarlett ends with the parallel lines maintained, and Scarlett turns her head towards us and speaks.

“Now, you’ve all heard it so far, right?”

“For now.”

“Like this, I live in Eched and help people who want happiness find happiness. And that is a gift and assistance that anyone who arrives safely at my castle can ask for. Because that's the rule I set for myself in this series of boredom.”

Scarlett slowly looks at me and then at Hwarim.

Then she lifted her chin and asked us a question, looking forward to hearing something interesting.

“Now, tell me your story. Even if it wasn't your intention, what do you guys want to get by stopping by here?”

For Scarlett, is listening to people's stories no different from entertainment?

She listened to the Paladin's story, then the Heavenly Demon's story, and then waited for our mouths to open.

        
            Scarlett helps guests who come to the castle find happiness.

What she wanted from us was what she wanted to gain from us coming to this castle.

According to the conversation so far, Scarlett has not taken a single step out of the castle since she became the last race.

So, I think she plans to satisfy that boredom with our stories.

However, he is not asking for something just one-sided, but as the lord of Eched, the squire of vampires and a palace built during the ancient kingdom, he wants to pay the price.

So before answering her, I tried my best to understand what Scarlett meant.

'Scarlett said that she helps those who want happiness find it. And that means it's the same for us too.'

Actually, Hwarim and I are different from paladins and heavenly demons.

Paladins who arrived here completely unaware, and Heavenly Demons who invaded here to gain the power of immortality.

Unlike them, who arrived here on their own, no matter what the circumstances, we only see Scarlett holding Camellia hostage to force her to submit.

'Nevertheless, she offered to help us find happiness. This must mean it as it is. It was said that Paladins seeking God were provided with a space to pray to reach God, but the Heavenly Demons' demands were not met due to problems.'

However, if there is something that is a little uncomfortable, it is whether the favor shown by Scarlett is really pure favor.

A little while ago, Paladin talked about what he wanted to do, but Scarlett asked what happened after that, and Paladin answered what it meant.

And even though the happiness that Paladin sought for himself ended there, Scarlett sent him off somewhere as a sign to think about the future.

'But on the other hand, we responded that we could not grant their wishes to the Heavenly Demons who made excessive demands, but did not take any action. What those two things are talking about is - should we say that there is a separate answer she wants?'

That means that Scarlett's question actually has a right answer and a wrong answer, and the standard is how our answer affects her mind.

So from now on, in order to know her standards-

I decided to confront Scarlett’s words head on.

“The happiness I want. If I tell you that, do you mean that you will help me there?”

“That’s right. If you want advice on how to move forward, I can't just give it to you. If you want material things, I'll tell you how to get it easily. Rather, unless you want it too much like the soul soldiers over there, you can give it to them.”

Sweet.

Scarlett puts down her glass, folds her hand into Ingrid's, and prepares to listen to my story.

She didn't even drink half of the glass of blood, but it seemed like that was enough and she didn't want to touch it anymore.

I give her the answer to Scarlett's question that I've been thinking about and that I think is probably the right answer.

“For me, my happiness is already slowly being achieved through my own efforts. So, I don’t need Scarlett’s help.”

“Hey- really?”

In any case, the opponent is someone who will have more power than what we assume.

So, I decided to respond by answering the truth without lying from the beginning.

“My happiness is that the people of my denomination can live in peace. For that purpose, I made a contract with Princess Camellia, and we have been doing it while keeping in line with each other.”

“Hmm... That means that Scarlett here and now in conflict with Camellia would be like an unexpected disaster for your happiness?”

“That’s right. I had no idea that the beehive that Princess Camellia touched was such an incredible beehive.”

It was Camellia who made a mistake.

As a knight of Camellia, I have somehow managed to accomplish difficult tasks.

So Camellia also provides various privileges and conveniences to our denomination, and that is why the contract is currently being implemented.

However, if I were to make a big mistake in this matter, it would be that Camellia overestimated my power, and that the obstacle that would become an obstacle to the future of the empire that she needed to control was greater than I imagined.

Her misjudgment quickly brought about this situation, as I was an enemy that had to be defeated not with just one weapon, but with all the weapons at her disposal.

Scarlett also talks to me about it.

“Then, isn’t it okay to ask me one more thing? For your happiness, you are asking me to reconcile with Camellia.”

She gave me permission to ask her to reconcile with Camellia as part of my ultimate happiness.

But I know.

In fact, the solution she mentioned is not a fundamental solution if you consider Camellia's personality.

“... No. Because of this incident, Camellia, you must also clearly realize one thing.”

“What?”

“No matter how much I want the sword she wanted, there will still be a lot of things in this world that even I can't cut.”

I have to honestly admit it.

I myself have become a lot stronger.

In addition, the bondage of a soul disease is maintained, and as it has a body that can be resurrected, it also has nearly infinite opportunities.

But when I saw Scarlett and the Heavenly Demons in front of me who had faced Scarlett, I recognized it.

These are not demons, but beings like Sotok.

Ultimately, if I can find the law of destruction, they are not limited enemies that I can deal with on my own, but rather strong beings that can barely open the door to the possibility of confronting them only with the help of others, not just individuals. .

“So, I hope Camellia takes this opportunity to know. I can't be his Mortis, and what Camellia needs is other weapons that are comparable to mine.”

You have to look at it long term.

I am Camellia's vassal, but I must not become everything to Camellia.

Although I have promised to become her sword, I cannot become her absolutely invincible sword.

So Camellia needs to get many more weapons in addition to me.

Isn’t being in the right place at the right time her strength?

If her enemy is a demon, I can deal with it as much as I want.

Even if that is not the case, if her enemy or individual is something that can be resolved by dying several times, I am willing to deal with it.

However, there are certainly beings somewhere in this world where that is impossible, and in order to deal with such beings, Princess Camellia must prepare several more weapons than mine.

For example, Paladin Aleph, Saint Cian of the Red Purge, or other weapons that are comparable to them.

If she fails to realize this through this incident, the empire may one day suffer a disaster beyond what the empire can handle and be destroyed horribly.

If that happens-

Our church, under the protection of that empire, will also collapse.

“... Ah, that's it. Camellia was overconfident, and you hope she realizes it this time, right?

“... Even though the method of mediation was right in front of me, I would not pursue it. It is unclear whether non-intervention may simply be seen as a failure to show sufficient loyalty as a vassal of the princess. But I am also the bishop of the Deshade Church. If you think about the future of the empire, which should be the ceiling of such a religious order, I hope that this event will serve as a vaccination for the princess who will continue to lead the empire in the future.”

“You’re more loyal than I thought. He wants his monarch to be the current military commander.”

Are you satisfied?

Otherwise, was this an acceptable enough excuse?

Assuming the worst, I thought I had faithfully answered Scarlett's questions while subtly reminding her that the church and I were just caught up in all this.

With this, her questions to me came to an end, and I thought Scarlett would ask Hwarim something next.

But Scarlett-

It didn't stop there.

“But. Aren’t all the things you said about happiness, but rather about the ‘responsibility’ you carry?”

“... Yes?”

“You are saying that you are doing this to make your denomination happy, not to make yourself, the ‘individual’, happy.”

When Scarlett asked me again, I wondered if she had misunderstood what I said.

But that wasn't it.

She clearly understood the answers I gave, and also understood that my failure to help Camellia would lead to the future of the church serving a monarch who had undergone an awakening.

However, she said that it was only a story about 'me thinking about the future of the church', and not a story about me as a 'single being'.

“Isn’t the reason you want to protect the religious order to protect other people next to you?”

“... You could say so.”

“That means what you were talking about was about responsibility. I don’t think you were talking about your happiness? What I was asking was definitely about ‘your own’ happiness.”

“... I don't understand. I don't know what's different. Rather, is there any reason why it would not be my happiness to act for the people around me who come to me and look at me as a human being?”

“If you say that, there might be some truth to it. But is that really your happiness?”

“... So, I'm not continuing to say that all of that leads to my happiness-”

“Isn’t that what you really want? That's just considering other people's happiness as your own. That's dedication. Of course, it may feel a little different. But from what I see, you don't talk about your own happiness at all, and you seem to be sacrificing yourself because you think that other people's happiness will lead to your own happiness.”

Scarlett interrupted me and finished her story.

That moment,

Hot!

‘Ugh-’

Heat rose from the long-forgotten Asmodeus symbol on the back of my neck.

'Is this... anger?'

Does this prove that the power of Asmodeus in Hell has recovered significantly?

Although it had been a long time, the pattern that conveyed her emotions more clearly than before was confronting Scarlett with pure anger, not with the ability to respond to it or mental control.

“... Oh my. I guess I'll have to end this story here for now. I never thought there was someone who was eavesdropping.”

But that was only for a moment.

When Scarlett exaggeratedly raised her hands and declared surrender, the heat generated by Asmodeus' imprint subsided.

Scarlett, who finished her conversation with me, looks at Hwarim this time and speaks.

“Now then - before we talk. Your man... can I call him a man?”

“Any amount. Because I have no intention of telling lies.”

Scarlett asked Hwa-rim if she meant that they were romantically involved, pointing at me, and Hwa-rim did not deny it.

Thanks to this, Ingrid looked at me and Hwa-rim and laughed as if she had already gone there without knowing, but she quickly quieted down when Hwa-rim ignored her and Scarlett poked her in the side.

“Then, I hope you will tell me about your own happiness, unlike the man next to you. Your happiness as a person, not your status, the people around you, or your faith.”

“It’s my happiness...”

After hearing Scarlett's question, Hwarim slowly opens her eyes.

Her eyes were closed the entire time she listened to the stories of the Heavenly Demons and mine.

Her eyes, which had been lost in thought while continuing to listen while holding my hand under the table, were-

It was so sharp that it felt like two swords were inside the pupils.

“What I want. That is to prevent the wishes of the Heavenly Demons over there from being fulfilled.”

Hwarim said while glaring at the Heavenly Demons.

OK-

“... Ho-oh. Is our name coming up?”

“Have you forgotten what we said?”

“Other than that - you made that decision even after hearing that?”

The two Heavenly Demons, who were drinking, look at Hwarim.

Hwarim, who was guarding the shrine where the Heavenly Demon was sealed.

The Heavenly Demons were trapped inside such a shrine until they were released by the power of Gii.

They came here and became soul sick, and declared to the fate of the same world that they met again.

They say that their relationship with Hwarim has returned to nothingness in this world.

It means that you are no longer a seal and a heavenly demon, but have entered the stage of building a new life from scratch in this world.

As Hwarim pointed his sword at the Heavenly Demons once again, they also did not intend to show mercy a second time as they had already warned them once.

Chak-

“Stop. Will you please stay still?”

Scarlett raised her hand to stop the Heavenly Demons, who were about to show their winning spirit.

“You guys know it too.”

“... Of course. You should know.”

“That woman did not point a knife at us as a ghost of the past, but at us as a member of this world.”

“So you guys would like to hear it too, right? Then please stay still.”

The Heavenly Demons became calm again after hearing a command similar to Scarlett's request.

They too are curious.

Hwarim is definitely still holding my hand.

That means she declared war on them even though she had abandoned all of her past.

So the Heavenly Demons, Scarlett, and I also wanted to hear what she was thinking.

With everyone paying attention, Hwarim did not take her eyes off the Heavenly Demons, but just before she opened her mouth, she put more pressure on my hand and spoke.

“What I want is to stop what those two Heavenly Demons are trying to do here.”

When Scarlett asked her to tell her how to become happy, Hwarim replied that stopping the Heavenly Demons' wishes was what she wanted.

“... Hehe- Why did you think like that?”

Scarlett asked back as if she was really curious about Hwarim's answer, and Hwarim answered Scarlett's words with her own foresight.

“If the Heavenly Demon gains the power of immortality, only the Heavenly Demon will remain in this world.”

        
            Dddd...

Shake!

Shake!

Shake!

Shake!

“Oh really... Why is the situation like this even though it is a big city? The closer you get to the gate, the more shit it gets.”

Flap!

As the speed of Gombangi's carriage gradually decreases, Peria complains about the rattling wheels on the coach's seat and then sticks her head out from behind the carriage, signaling preparations for getting off.

“Good. Everyone! I'll have to stay here tonight. Since you're going into the city, just pack your luggage to the inn!”

It was around the time when Lee Rim and Hwa Rim were having dinner with Scarlett.

The black land where Jongju is staying is anyway separated by at least a few days, both temporally and physically.

Therefore, in Feria's opinion, rather than hastening Gombangi with a pointless over-pace and shortening the day at most by a day or two, he should take a rest during the journey at an inn rather than lodging on the street, and move around to improve his mental and physical health. We decided that it would be better to maintain optimal conditions.

So, the group from the Deshade Church stopped by an inn in a fairly large city, settled down, and went down to the first floor to have dinner.

Click.

Click.

Clink.

Creep- Creep- Creep- Creep- Creep-

“...”

The loud sound of dishes clinking is heard.

The sound of food being cut could be heard, as well as the sound of drinks being drunk.

-Whahahahahaha!

All those sounds were clearly audible to everyone's ears even though the surroundings were noisy.

An adventurer who was in a good mood after making a fortune was heavily intoxicated and was pouring alcohol into the store, an act he would regret tomorrow. In one corner, knights of the voyageurs gathered and exchanged information with each other, leading to a fight.

But either way, the area around the table where the church members are sitting is just quiet.

And although people knew that the people sitting at the table in the corner of the restaurant were people of beauty not easily seen around here, the silence was comparable to that of a funeral, and even the city's best playboy took only 10 steps to the table. It made me turn around and leave it behind.

No one said a word until we had eaten half of the food we ordered.

Thistle, Ennin, Eila, Peria, Astesia.

Even Luba, who usually boasted such a loud voice.

Each had their own reasons.

'Irim, Hwarim... I hope you're okay. You two are our family. If I were to be greedy, I would ask you how you will pass away without my permission. So, even if it's just to criticize this greedy apostle, I hope you are safe.'

‘Irim. And Hwarim. When I think about it being just the two of us... hmm, I feel really anxious. Lee Rim is said to be calm when it's really dangerous, but there are times when he can be erratic, and although Hwarim always looks calm when he's with us, sometimes he and I Lim make really reckless choices. Thinking of those two people together makes my stomach hurt...'

‘Irim and Hwarim, are you okay? It'll be okay, right? Ugh... The vampire's race must be quite strong, but I don't know how strong it will be, so I can't predict it. If the situation arises, it would be nice if the two of us could cut off the leader's head and run away, but seeing as there has been no news until now, is it as if they are still being arrested?'

‘The person who kidnapped Lee Rim is definitely a woman. Scarlet Veil Blood, the lord of vampires. I can't forgive you for daring to lay a hand on the two of you.'

The people in the parish are worried about Lee Rim and Hwa Rim and are in a lot of pain.

So, everyone was in a situation where they didn't say a word because they were worrying about the two people in their heads, not even realizing if their food was getting into their mouths properly or if there was any more food left on their plates.

However, thanks to that, Peria was able to comfortably organize the current situation by finishing her meal first at a quiet table, pushing her chair back quite a bit, and lighting some healing herbs.

“Phew...”

'The parish has Raines, Florian, and Noan, so it'll be okay. It may be unlikely, but Clayzen said he would stay at the parish and help even if a noble-level person came.'

What comes to mind is whether the people left behind in the parish will be able to respond easily when someone comes.

Even though Florian was there, I ended up thinking that there was no need to worry too much, as most of the discussion about the course of action was given to Clayzen, who was truly concerned about the people of the church.

There was no need for Peria to think about Hwarim and Lee Rim.

While she was smoking recovery herb right now, she had no intention of taking stomach medicine, and she was somewhat optimistic. Unlike usual, Peria just thought that the two people would be okay and that they would be treated properly, even though she had no basis for it. Surprisingly, Peria's thoughts were currently the closest prediction to the circumstances that Lee Rim and Hwarim were facing.

and,

Among them all, there was Ruba, who was the first to eat all the food, but was looking at the atmosphere and clapping her fork pretending to eat the food.

'Ugh... I'm suffocating. I would like to somehow lighten the mood among the members of the church, but if there is something I can do, what is it?'

Luba was biting a fork with no sauce left on it with his front teeth.

“... Ah.”

Peria spotted Luba as she was smoking a healing herb and looking at everyone from a distance. Only then did she feel sorry when she saw Luba with her ears and tail all flopped down.

'... I'm really sorry. Luba also said that she would follow immediately after hearing that her brother was in danger. I brought her here because I thought it would be nice to have at least one more person, but this silence must be really painful for Luba's personality.'

So Peria decided to stop breaking the silence she had been creating.

And that was the correct decision.

gulp!

‘Yeah, that’s right!! This is for everyone!! Just showing my face is important to us hygges, but not to other people...!!! Count one, two, three and take off your mask!!! One, two, three... Ugh!! Well, just count to five more and then-!'

Just before Peria voluntarily extinguished the healing candle, Luba was thinking of a way to brighten everyone's mood and thought that everyone would pay attention if she took off the mask that she had not yet shown to anyone except Lee Rim, but still, the current church Because there were guests from another inn near his seat, he was in tears right before he opened his face.

“Keuhum! Hmm!”

Just before Luba took off the mask with trembling hands after making such a great determination, Peria coughed, drawing everyone's attention, and Luba's hand stopped there.

“Everyone is probably thinking the same thing. yes? Everyone?”

Elsewhere, adventurers-turned-drinkers were bragging about what had happened that day, arguments broke out, and miners who had spent a hard day happily ending the day by giving each other the money they had bet on drinks.

In the meantime, it was unfortunate that the church's table was so quiet, as if it were a tomb rather than a table.

So, in order to lighten this gloomy atmosphere, Peria took the initiative to say something.

“If everyone is so worried about these two people right now, if they really want to check the situation, it's not like there's no way. Is there a way for me to go over there where my brother is first? How about that?”

“... Yes? What does that mean? Feria?”

Astesia questions what Peria suddenly said.

“Everyone is saying that they are so depressed because they are worried about these two people. Since I'll be resurrected next to my brother when I die anyway, should I just commit suicide and go first and make sure the two of us are safe? Of course, it's hard to come back.”

A trivial joke made to shake everyone's thoughts.

However, from what everyone heard, the story that Peria was planning to use the fact that she would be resurrected next to Lee Rim even if she died to check the safety of the two was not a very good joke at the moment.

“... Are you saying that?”

Still, thanks to Enin's disgust with Peria, everyone was left speechless.

“Why? Still, it's not bad, right? If you're already on your way, I'll be waiting with the gates of the palace open wide open. The remaining people can come together later and enter through the door I opened.”

“No, there is no need to check safety in the first place if Peria does not return. How are we supposed to find our way if Feria disappears?”

“Isn’t it easy to find your way? There is a map, and the black land is so vast that all you have to do is ask people passing by which direction.”

“Ugh... Really, that's something to do assuming that Irim and Hwarim are safe. If the two people are in a situation where they are bound, what do you think Feria, who is resurrected naked, can do?”

“That's right! Peria, even if you are revived, you won't have any underwear left, let alone the magic tools you usually carry! So it's just... a race of vampires? Would that be more of a snack for him?”

“That’s right. If you just suck the blood away, all that will be left is the skin, right? ah! Still, the squire might not eat Peria's blood because he said it doesn't taste good.”

“Even if I had started the joke first, these people would still be cheesy...”

Peria was a little upset when she heard Enin and Eila exchange a word with each other, but she thought it was a good result.

Thanks to this, the atmosphere at the table became much lighter than before, and everyone comforted each other by telling jokes or saying words of comfort.

“...”

“... Thistle. Are you okay?”

“... Ah, yes. it's okay. I'm sorry for worrying you. Astesia.”

However, Thistle's condition did not easily improve even with Peria's methods, and all she said during the evening was a brief response to Astesia's words.

Afterwards, each of them decided to go to their room and go to bed, and Astesia decided to share a room with Thistle.

“... Then Astesia, sleep well.”

“Yes. ... Thistle too.”

After a quick shower, Thistle quickly went to bed.

Two beds, one each.

Surprisingly, Thistle fell asleep quickly, and Astesia knew why.

'You were in a lot of pain all day long...'

Even while others were sleeping in the carriage, Thistle kept his claymore slung over his shoulder and his eyes open.

Except for occasionally praying to Deshade because he was worried about Lee Rim and Hwa Rim.

In particular, it was surprisingly common for mental fluctuations to eat away at one's stamina, so Thistle quickly fell asleep to replenish the stamina naturally lost due to worry.

Cum... Cum... Cum... Cum...

Soon Thistle's breathing became completely regular, and even when Astesia came right next to her, Thistle did not wake up-

After Astesia confirmed that Thistle was completely asleep, she quietly got down from her bed and-

I went out into the hallway to meet Asmodeus.

        
            Grumble-

Rattling-

A chair is prepared at the end of the inn's hallway, under the window.

Astesia sat there with the window open.

Grrr!

Grrr!

Boo- Boo- Boo- Boo-

The sounds of grasshoppers looking for mates in the late season and the cries of nocturnal birds.

Astesia left them behind and took out the mirror and placed it on the window sill.

OK-

... wow!

In an instant, the sounds of insects and birds quieted down.

[... It's been a while.]

The reason why the noise of the residents at night has quieted down is not a big deal.

Astesia looked into the mirror and spoke the voice of another being with her own mouth, and that voice was a being so strong that it could easily be called the master of the night.

“... It’s been a while. Asmodeus.”

The two exchange greetings through a mirror.

This side of the mirror is Astesia.

On the other side is Asmodeus, who looks exactly like her, only with white hair.

Astesia already knew the trick.

This had happened once before at the Dunpriest Count's lord castle, and from then on, whenever Astesia asked for advice, Asmodeus responded.

All you have to do is take out the mirror at night when everyone is asleep so that others don't worry.

but-

“I never thought Asmodeus would have called me first...”

[okay. I felt I had to warn you, so I gave you a signal.]

This time, it was Asmodeus who 'first' requested that they connect with each other tonight.

[I'm sorry. But please understand. Is there something I really need to tell you?]

“It’s okay. Rather, I am happy. I never thought Asmodeus would call me first.”

For Astesia, who always takes things one-sidedly, Asmodeus is a great evil, and from the perspective of Thistle and other churches, he is an object of exclusion when he descends to earth, but from the perspective of descendants who inherited blood, they do not cross the line. As long as it wasn't, it was a welcome target.

[then. I’ll keep this short because you also have to go to bed early for tomorrow. Please listen.]

“Yes.”

Therefore, Asmodeus wanted to ask a favor of his descendant without offending the fence she belonged to, as well as Lee Rim, who was also his knight.

[Astesia. He is the closest child to me. A request is not a big deal. My request is - when you arrive at the castle of the vampire lord, I ask you to lend me your body for just one moment.]

“My body... you mean?”

[okay. I would like you to hand over the initiative for a moment. Something happened where I had to use some power.]

“Do you mean... he is appearing?”

However, Astesia had no choice but to be wary of what the Great Devil said.

After all, Asmodeus is the great devil.

The method for a demon to descend to the earth is difficult, but it is also not unreasonable for a demon to appear temporarily for just a few seconds if certain conditions are met and the wavelength is right.

However, even if it is a temporary manifestation, since the one who appears on earth is a being with the power of the great evil called Asmodeus, it is also possible to take hundreds of thousands of lives by appearing for a few seconds.

So, Astesia has no choice but to worry, Asmodeus answers honestly.

[I'm saying that because I'm worried. Lee Rim, my knight and your knight. That child is now trying to be lured by someone's malicious whispers.]

Then Astesia,

Thing!

“... Scarlet Veil Blood, it seems to have been the work of the leader who kidnapped Irim and Hwarim.”

I looked into the mirror with a sharp look in my eyes that I had never shown to others.

Grinning-

Asmodeus looks at this with satisfaction.

'Children grow up really fast, it's a shame.'

Astesia is constantly growing.

The growth of a succubus is slow.

However, the reason for the slow growth is also because succubi, who can survive simply by consuming lust, have a much longer lifespan than other demons.

Because they are going to meet countless men, they like their bodies growing slowly every time, so they grow slowly to meet the men who come.

However, even though these succubi are such, there are times when they achieve rapid growth.

That is when a succubus truly falls in love.

When you want to impress a man with your presence, when you want to draw the man's attention to yourself, the succubus grows quickly to have a body suitable for that man.

So the Astesia in front of you right now is,

She had become such a mature lady that even people in the church had to look back and wonder when she had grown so big.

So Asmodeus planned to work harder for his descendants.

'So, we can't let another guy suddenly come out now and do something stupid to this kid's knight.'

Although it may be somewhat regrettable, he had decided to give a clear warning to the sect lord, even if only through the use of his descendant's body.

[... Then you know that. Now go to bed. I’m sorry for keeping you awake for so long.]

“... No. Please call me anytime. I don't hate talking to Asmodeus that much either.”

Afterwards, the two beings who had made a pact with each other said goodbye.

Asmodeus closed his eyes, and Astesia wrapped the mirror with a cloth.

In this way, the hostility shown by the two beings towards Jongju, who was trying to reach out to one man, grew closer in one night.

-------------------------------

Scarlett asked Hwarim what her happiness was,

Hwarim declared war on the Heavenly Demons.

The Heavenly Demons who want to gain the power of immortality, and Hwarim who declares that they will stop it.

And Scarlett understood why that was her way to attain happiness.

Declaration of war.

It may not be a word that can be used between individuals since it means announcing that war will be waged, but there is nothing that cannot be done.

That's because the presence of those called Cheonma is so great.

That's why Hwarim thought he had to stop their plan at all costs.

The reason I had that thought is-

The Heavenly Demons who came to the new world, those who once reached the position of Heavenly Demons but do not rest on their laurels and seek to gain new power, are clearly still moving forward and growing.

“... I see. I never thought there would be a conflict between what customers want.”

Scarlett, the head of the clan, immediately understood what Hwarim meant.

Since she had faced the Heavenly Demons in the first place, there was no need for further cumbersome explanations and understanding steps.

The Heavenly Demons were beings that did not stagnate.

As they fought against Scarlett, they grew stronger with each passing minute.

Scarlett said that, in fact, the fight probably continued for several more years, and if the Heavenly Demons had prepared a way to continue the fight for several years, they would have killed the immortal himself even without taking possession of his power. I realized that I could have done it.

However, since the current Heavenly Demons are merely soul-sick bodies, and the amount of magical energy accumulated in their bodies has not yet accumulated to the point where such a feat is possible, they took a step back and accepted Scarlett's suggestion.

So, instead of being angry at Hwarim's choice, the Heavenly Demons also considered it excellent.

“That's definitely true. For us, this is the land of opportunity, a place so rich in things to eat that we can't even remember the previous world.”

“You know how to look into the future longer than you think. The woman sitting there is called Hwarim, right? Maybe I have insight that I don't even know about.”

As Hwarim guessed, they are constantly growing beings.

It took approximately 10 years for them to devour the world from the world they originally came from.

But after 10 years, they had no choice but to stop.

They fight and seek victory, gain it and move forward, but even though they only fought for 10 years, they squandered all the wealth of the powerful that history had built up.

Since there were no more enemies to sacrifice to growth, they were free.

So, the Heavenly Demon at that time chose to 'deliberately' trick him into falling into a long sleep, and by the time the seal was released again, there would be new powers built up out of fear of him, so he planned to devour them.

Then I came to a new world.

And here, there are countless things for the Heavenly Demons to deal with, and some of them are monsters that look down on national units and can destroy them.

Therefore, for Cheonma, this place is rich in nutritional value, and he continuously strives towards his ideal and achieves [breakthrough] again and again -

It was the perfect environment to stand tall as a Heavenly Demon.

So the two respected Hwarim’s wishes.

“... Good. I allow it. Try eating us.”

“We like knowing fractions and counting, but we like people who are determined even more. I'll wait for you. When you don't give up on your dreams and point your sword at us.”

Heavenly demons do not hate those who dream.

On the contrary, if someone comes to them with a dream, especially if the dream wishes for their own death, they welcome it to the extent of applauding and being happy.

Therefore, the two Heavenly Demons were not killing the soul soldier with dark blue hair who was always being rude to them, and who was always dreaming even though he was awake and sitting next to them, without killing them.

“Then, let’s run. Can I finish my meal with this? It's been a while since my desire to win has boiled over.”

“That's right. I want to relax a little, is there a little more space?”

In the end, the Heavenly Demons decided to leave first to control their fevered bodies.

“Hmm... There is a slightly spacious area underground. Write it there. However, it is a bit noisy and there is a large door, so don't touch that.”

“Okay. I'll listen to that much.”

“I’m sorry I may have broken you a bit, right? Hehehe...”

The two Heavenly Demons left.

Since Lucid had also finished eating, he followed the Heavenly Demons, and soon Vincent and Rinai also stood up.

“Then Ingrid. I'd like to ask you to sort it out.”

“... I understand.”

Scarlett, the host of the table, also leaves, leaving Ingrid and

All that was left was Hwarim, who continued to sit there while holding onto Lee Rim's hand.

        
            The day after Scarlett's dinner.

Even though it was the next day, it was actually the morning after I went back to my room after dinner and went to sleep, so it was only about 10 hours later.

So in conclusion, what I want to say is-

There was nothing for me and Hwarim to do in a castle where we were not the owners.

Of course, it is best for us, who have been kidnapped, to follow Scarlett's words and remain quiet here, but the problem is that Scarlett has let us go too freely.

A castle where you are truly free, with no one to stop you no matter where and how you move, let alone a single shackle.

If he were to stand on his head and walk, Scarlett would probably come out and ask him what he was thinking of doing such a strange thing, but even if he didn't have to use that method, he said that if he talked to Ingrid, Scarlett would meet her at any time, and at the moment, there is nothing more to do with Scarlett. There is nothing more to talk about.

So there is nothing to do.

Unlike when we were at the church, there are no people coming to visit us, and since it is not a parish, there is no need to do anything that would help in development.

Preparing food?

laundry?

A soul sick person coming to consult on permission for land reclamation?

The hygges who bring game, turn it into alcohol, and report on intruders who have entered the forest?

Hirem, who always made me nervous because I didn't know what was going to happen?

If you let your guard down even a little while walking outside, Razael attacks you day by day, holding unusual objects as assassination tools.

Surprisingly, I was freed from all that by being kidnapped by Scarlett.

Vincent and Linai say that after last night's special dinner, they usually go back to their rooms at meal time or go to an empty banquet hall and food is prepared there.

'Does magic happen every time, or is there a spell on this castle itself?'

Even when I saw that the bedding and other things were washed and tidy every time I left and came back to the room, and that my personal belongings were never touched, I couldn't help but think that the magic cast by the castle, with not even a human nose in sight, was amazing.

“Thanks to you, I was able to enjoy more rest than the rest I received during the wish ceremony. Kikikiki...”

Thanks to this, Hwarim and I got to see Ingrid, whom we probably wouldn't have seen easily even when we visited Lihier's parish in the capital, but came to our room and lay on the bed reading a book and eating snacks.

Of course, when I meet Lyudmila someday, I think it would be fun to tell her that Ingrid showed the disgusting behavior she is currently showing in front of people from other denominations, and to watch her get scolded from the sidelines.

So, as I look forward to that day, I try to complain to Ingrid, who is spilling cookie crumbs on the bed, that I don't think will have much effect.

“... Ingrid. First of all, we know Ingrid, but didn't you think it was too formal? What does this look like?”

“Still? Bishop. Now, the Bishop and I are people who serve Master Lehier and Master Deshade, respectively, but it is too difficult to face each other with such heavy and boring formalities here at Eched. In the end, I, the Bishop, and everyone else are all ~ Scarlett's ordinary guests. It's just that. No matter what position you hold outside, what else is there to do here other than eat and sleep like a guinea pig being kept in a box? Oh, do you know guinea pigs? It is a very large rat that is eaten roasted whole in the western desert countries. They said it tasted good.”

“I know what it is at first glance. Don't change your mind more than that. So, Ingrid is just adapting to her fate and enjoying herself as best she can.”

“That’s right. For the time being, I am a swan~. She is neither a witch hunter nor the princess's spy, but just a woman of the empire enjoying a leisurely holiday free from labor. Kikikiki-”

“Phew...”

I sighed, but there was nothing wrong with what Ingrid said.

In the first place, she and we are mere hostages.

It was just as good as the imperial family of an enemy country that Daewoo had captured, but it was natural that there would be plenty of time before the real work began with the arrival of other people who would come here for the purpose of hostage negotiation or rescue.

'It is said that some wizards imprison wizards who fight against them and borrow the unique magic they use. There are also people who say they want to stay there for the rest of their lives because the treatment in that confinement facility is so good, I think I heard from Peria. 'Am I exactly like that now?'

actually,

I'm a little jealous.

I, too, felt like rolling around in bed like Ingrid and eating snacks like Ingrid, as it was the first time in a long while that I had the chance to be lazy, but I couldn't do that because the bed had already been taken over by Ingrid and most of all, with Hwa-rim next to me, I didn't want to be seen like that. .

Although it is said that true love is showing your easy-going side when you are around the person you really like, even though you have seen each other's differences, it is okay to say that both Hwarim and I are also military warriors, so I think it is also the case that we show a very lazy side.

“...”

“Kikikikick... Oh really. There was a reason why Lyudmila could not take her eyes off the novel section of the bookstore. It's really fun to read romance novels. I understand why love is poison. I think the fun of romance novels is that every judgment and choice becomes so reckless and dull of reason. Ki kick!”

When I look to the side, I see Ingrid giggling and reading a book.

The powder from the strawberry jam tart I had brought with me on a plate was flying everywhere, and a drop of jam was on the verge of landing on Ingrid's chin as she lay face down.

Ingrid called herself a swan, and I think it's a perfect description.

The appearance itself is that of a swan.

Ingrid came wearing a loose white one-piece dress that looked like it might have been used as pajamas, although she had thrown off her witch hunter attire and wore it as a dressing gown.

I was lying face down on the bed and swinging my legs while reading a book. I wonder what part of a romance novel is so interesting, but I felt like it was fitting that I was shaking my legs like the legs of a swan swishing beneath the surface of the water.

“Kikikikikiki... Oh, my. I've already read it all. If I want to ask for the next book, I have to ask for it from Scarlett... but since it's annoying, I'll just end it here.”

Rolling around-

In the end, the book I brought with me had a cover so thick that I thought I would have to sit down in a chair and read it for about 3 hours to savor the contents, but it ended up being finished in less than an hour in Ingrid's hands.

In addition, as if it was quite fun, it was a bonus to listen to the book report criticizing the characters who all seemed foolish from Ingrid's point of view, with their heads turned.

'... eye. It's so shiny.'

As I looked at Ingrid, who was holding her stomach and giggling, I saw her eyes with tears in them and, a little strangely, I thought that she had pretty pretty eyes.

Thinking about it a little later, I think that at that moment, I had nothing else to do other than focus on what she said, and I think it was even more so because it was the first time I looked directly into the red eyes with the six-pointed star drawn on them, rather than through sunglasses. .

So, without realizing it, I reached out and-

“So. What kind of confession did the prince whom the woman loved there- ... Huh? are you listening? Bishop? huh? what? What?”

“...”

Whether or not Ingrid was embarrassed while talking, she smoothed the corners of her eyes with her thumbs.

“Lord, Bishop...?”

Ingrid's embarrassed voice comes to my ears.

The eyes filled with confusion were infinitely beautiful, and the six-pointed star engraved in them made Ingrid feel even more mysterious beauty.

“Well, that... Hwarim is also next to you...?”

As I vaguely hear her say, there is Hwarim next to the bed, but she is currently meditating.

I'm in a state of meditation just as I woke up in the morning, and even before Ingrid comes to our room and lies down on the bed and giggles, I don't respond when anyone calls next to me.

Slurp-

“...”

Thanks to this, when Ingrid closed her mouth, I had the illusion that I could even hear someone's voice.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

The sound of a heart beating at a fast pace.

The sound of someone's heart beating at a speed exceeding 30 times its normal speed.

So, it wasn't mine, but I thought it might be Ingrid's heartbeat, who was blushing brightly right now, with her hands clasped on her chest and an embarrassed face, quietly feeling me stroking the corners of her eyes.

So, I kept caressing her eyes as if I was possessed by something, and the force of Ingrid's hand on her chest became stronger and stronger, and when she completely buried herself in the cleavage and disappeared, she made a girlish face and slightly turned her head. have been saying

“... Um, um... I think if it's about the bishop, uhm... it might be okay. Still, it's a bit awkward to do it in a place where there are other people next to you...”

“... Yes?”

Only then did I understand what she meant and came to my senses, and I was able to see Ingrid lying underneath me, her head turning red and covering her mouth with the back of her hand.

“... Ah! uh?! No, s-sorry! I thought your eyes were so pretty, so without even realizing it-”

“... Ah, yes. It was something like that...”

Then, when I quickly backed away, Ingrid made an expression of understanding, as if she had finally realized something, but at the moment I stepped back, she spoke with a brief look of disappointment on her face.

“Actually, the six-pointed star in my eye is a sign of the priests of Lihi, but it is also a symbol of witches, so it can also be a look that bewitches others.”

“Oh, that’s right?”

“Yes. Of course, normally everyone in Lihier suppresses the power of their eyes... but I also have Scarlett's power and the power of a vampire, so a vampire can also create a look to lure others in order to suck blood. So... maybe it was because of the repeated manifestations that the bishop was possessed and me... Hmm! Anyway, it looks like he had a look in his eyes as if he was going to attack me... I see.”

“... Ha, haha. ...I'm sorry.”

“... No. What.”

An awkward current hovered over the two of us for a moment, and I thought I would suffocate to death if I stayed in the room like this, so I decided to go outside.

“... Still, if the bishop can set the mood well... It's okay, though-”

“Yes?”

“Oh, no. no. yes. no. Yes...”

For a moment, while I was changing my clothes, I heard Ingrid say something behind me, but I couldn't hear it properly, and Ingrid blushed again and glossed over what she had said to herself, so I couldn't ask her any more questions.

If I think about it, I thought it was strange why Ingrid was so intolerant of others approaching her directly, even though she was almost naked in the main bathhouse of Tir no Nog.

That was the moment I changed all my clothes and opened the door.

Squeak-

“... Do you want to go out?”

Even though she couldn't hear any other sounds, Hwa-rim, who had been maintaining a meditative posture, opened her eyes, as if she had heard the sound of the door opening.

“Ah, yes. First of all, I didn't fully understand this place yesterday, so I'll have to explore more.”

“Then, let’s go together.”

When I answered that I was going out, Hwarim relaxed her posture and tried to follow me, putting her military uniform on her shoulders.

Then Ingrid also hurriedly stood up and started putting on the witch hunter outfit she had brought to our room.

Are you two going to “? Then, let me go with you. ... Oh, wait, it's quite difficult to change clothes, so please wait a moment.”

“... You don’t mind if Ingrid stays in the room?”

“That's right. Even if we go alone, I don’t plan on doing anything that would cause concern.”

Ingrid whined, putting the long, white feet that had been rolling off the bed a moment ago into her boots.

“Of course, I believe you two are not lying, but first of all, there are other guests, and Scarlett said she would take care of you while she was away. So, at least we should go together.”

'Was there a reason why you came to our room this morning?'

It occurred to me that Ingrid was not just resting comfortably, but was working hard by creating something to do of her own.

“First of all, there are more things I want to tell Hwarim about those people called Cheonma.”

She also wants to know more about the Heavenly Demons with their grounded arrogance that she saw last night.

It's a bonus to follow us around and fulfill Scarlett's requests.

“Okay then. I will give you guidance inside the castle. Well, it's only been a few days since I came here, but I've been here once before, so this is my second visit, and I'm used to the geography because I'm running errands. Ki kick! Then please follow along.”

So we started exploring the palace, guided by Ingrid, who came a few days before us.

        
            Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

While listening to the cheerful sound of the heels of the Witch Hunters' boots hitting the tiles, we listened to the story told by Ingrid, who claimed to be our guide.

“All I know is that Eched, where Scarlett is staying, is a palace from the time of the ancient kingdom... It may be hasty to believe that the standard of living in the old era was indeed inferior compared to the present, but when you look a little closer, you see that now, in sacred magic, ordinary magic, and academic studies in general, the trend of only focusing on speed and efficiency in reaching results has spread. It was also a time when incredible, unreproducible technologies were swimming through the streets and crossing the sky without a care in the world.”

The palace has a total of four floors, including the basement.

The palace, which consists of a basement and three floors above, is a straight square.

The basement is a large space that was used as a storage room. The first and second floors are connected by stairs and have various rooms and a banquet room. There is no way to go up to the third floor, but Scarlett said she had her own room.

There are windows here and there, but all you can see outside is black land.

“Dead lands. It would be fortunate if it stopped without a single blade of grass growing, but it would be difficult for humans without Scarlett's permission to arrive here on their own. ... Usually, it has to be difficult. The number of guests in the castle right now is actually not normal. Ki kick.”

As Ingrid looked out the window, luckily, as if to prove her words, a demonic beast with wings the size of a human body on its shoulders was descending to land on the ground.

And unfortunately for that demon beast,

Phew!

Fufufufufuuk!

Wake up!!!

The moment the demonic beast's claws touched the ground, the earth erupted a spear that pierced the demonic beast.

“It was a young demon beast. I don't know if he was a guy who couldn't adapt to the group and lived separately, or if he was overconfident of his strength and voluntarily came out to form a new group, but I felt sorry for him. This must have been a land that even ordinary demon beasts were told to never set foot in as a learning lesson for later generations. Kikiki...”

Ingrid laughed at the sight of the demonic beast that had been pierced to the point where its form was unrecognizable.

Of course, the demon glided through the sky and landed on the ground, with only a few thorns sticking out, but if you think of it coming from far away on a horse and running here, thousands or close to tens of thousands of thorns would pop out one after another. Is it really alive? I wonder if it is possible for a being to reach this place.

However, here in Eched, a group of Paladins who succeeded and a group of Soul Demons are staying here.

So at first, I thought it was not just Scarlett who had placed a spell on her palace, but that she was a real monster of monsters who had spread her magic across the vast land.

But after talking to Ingrid a little, I realized that wasn't the case.

“Are those thorns actually defense magic?”

“No. That doesn't seem to be the case.”

“Huh? Isn’t it Scarlett’s magic that causes the earth to sprout thorns? Didn’t you say that Ingrid arrived here without any disturbance?”

“Of course I thought it was Scarlett’s magic, but it wasn’t. There are two ways to traverse this black land: one is to break through the obstacles with one's own power, and the other is to surround yourself with Scarlett's protection. As I was wearing protection, the earth responded to me, but did not rise any further.”

“... So does that mean the earth is alive and moving separately?”

“You might not believe it, but that’s how it felt.”

One question arose.

The only area Scarlet can influence is Eched.

The rising thorns spread across the black earth, known as her defense magic, are actually a manifestation of the self-protection ability of the earth itself, which has nothing to do with her.

It was a phenomenon as if nature itself was revealing its hostility to all living things.

“... To be honest, I have doubts about whether Camellia and the bishop's church group will be able to arrive here safely.”

“... I can't deny it.”

“... Even so, I wonder how they will get there since there are two people, Thistle and Astesia, who have the blessings of Deshade and the Great Devil.”

Still, I'm less worried.

We are the ones who crossed the wheat fields of Gaia, which was called the land of death.

I don't know what Camellia will have to do to reach Eched, but there are Astesia, whose body is wrapped in automatic protection called the blood of Asmodeus, and Thistle, who is surrounded by the protection of Deshade, so the people of our church are here safely. I thought I would reach it.

“And this is... the place where those heavenly demons ran amok for a while after eating dinner yesterday.”

After passing the first floor, we went to the basement,

There we were able to see a scene that seemed to embody the word destruction.

“... Did you go on a rampage here? Those two people?”

“It seems like that was the case. In the first place, if it weren't for those two, there's no way that could have left such a scar here... Unless it's Scarlett herself, I guess there's nothing like it.”

Although the basement was covered with a ceiling, it was surprisingly bright.

Warehouses are filled with lights and are divided into various purposes, lined up along the square walls in the same structure as the first floor.

From the food warehouse where Ingrid said she took out the planting materials to the weapons warehouse, there are also warehouses storing clothing and bedding that do not fit the season, as well as warehouses with similar uses to the previous categories.

And the hall that becomes the center of those warehouses is-

It was so damaged that the only word that came to mind was completely destroyed.

“... Wow, that's amazing. The reason why the warehouses with extreme defensive magic were safe is probably because the Heavenly Demons intentionally avoided the attack, but it has the power to inflict damage as if they had attempted to siege the inside of Eched like this.”

Ingrid opens her mouth wide when she sees the man-made wounds spread out everywhere in the basement.

All I could say was hurt.

They don't even have swords.

Of course, they probably think of it as a sword, and the Heavenly Demons are probably already at the point where they can use intangible swords without any weapons.

It is presumed that they were so excited by Hwarim's provocation that they smiled and swung at each other to relieve themselves.

I looked back to see what Hwarim was thinking when I saw the scratches on the ceiling, walls, and floor.

However, Hwarim did not make a very special expression.

Rather, she opened her eyes wide and began to notice the wounds in the basement one by one, and soon came to a conclusion.

“You didn’t use electricity.”

“... Huh?”

“Yes? What did you say?”

“We were just playing pranks on each other. Since we're each other's better half, we didn't do anything to hurt each other.”

He looks like a hunter evaluating the behavior principles of wild animals.

“What is here and what is there are all traces of martial artists I know. In the first place, they did not demonstrate ‘military skills that only they could use’ here.”

Hearing Hwarim's words, he looks in all directions.

Although each one feels like nothing more than a wound from a strong blow, Hwarim said that all of them are like traces of the fatigued martial arts skills of those who challenged and defeated him.

“So, looking at this level, it would be difficult for me now to create a ‘sword to cut down the Heavenly Demon’.”

Hwarim thought this alone was not enough.

Hwarim decides to cut down the Heavenly Demon.

And I decided to support her decision.

Last night, Hwarim returned to her room and quietly hugged me on the bed and said,

‘Irim. 'Do you think my decision was wrong?'

And I told her back that, of course, she had no regrets about acting the way our church did.

'no. Because it was Hwarim’s choice. It wouldn't be a wrong choice. Even if it was the wrong choice, I will change your fate so that you make the right choice.'

'... Hehe, thank you. Still, it's okay to ask why I made that decision. I actually hoped you would ask today.'

Hwarim, who didn't ask me anything, calmly told me why she made that choice while lying on the bed with her face buried in my chest.

'The reason I decided to cut down the Heavenly Demon was not because I had to practice cooperation or anything like that. To begin with, for me and the world I lived in, Hyeop has long since disappeared.'

'... So if it's not because of that, why did you come to that conclusion? I decided to let go of my past as a sealer and look towards the Heavenly Demon.'

'That's because I was scared.'

Hwarim said that he was scared of Cheonma.

‘The Heavenly Demon is a being that constantly devours and grows bigger. It is a being that, by making successive waves of waves, eventually becomes the only sky. And if such a heavenly demon gains the power of immortality, Pacheon will come to an end and we will have to live under the sky he rules.'

Hwarim had only one goal now.

To walk the path of nothingness like me, and at the same time live ‘peacefully’ with the people of the church.

The two gradually merged and became one, and she decided to keep it by becoming my lover by my side.

That's how she abandoned the seal and became my Hwarim.

The Heavenly Demon appeared in front of her.

The Heavenly Horse, which no longer has any reins, will soon devour the sky, and it may one day devour us as well.

Therefore, Hwarim decided that they should be suppressed now while they can, before reaching that dark future.

'I have been pursuing nothingness, and there is no such thing as cooperation. So now I won’t call this a move to pursue cooperation. Even though they called our relationship a military relationship from the beginning, it was like I pointed my sword at them first.'

'... huh.'

‘It will be the same as then. 'That day when I decided to kill someone who didn't need to be killed to pursue my own greed and security.'

'... I know what you mean.'

'So, will you join me?'

Hwarim asked me.

I didn't say this because I felt guilty about killing people.

To the point where she had to confirm my intention like that, what she said was a dangerous declaration and something difficult to achieve.

So, my answer was decided.

‘Of course, of course I will join you. Because that’s Hwarim’s choice. 'Because it's the path my favorite Hwarim is trying to walk.'

'... thank you.'

Two must be dealt with as two.

Originally, it may have been one Cheonma, but if it became two people, Yang Cheonma and Eumcheonma, the enemy would definitely be two.

So, Hwarim and I came down here and tried to come up with a solution to prevent Cheonma's fallout and achieve our end.

Sereung-

“Yes. Now that I've seen this, I'm clear about what to do.”

“En? What are you trying to do?”

Hwarim drew his sword, and I naturally also picked up my magic sword.

“Hey, over there?”

Only Ingrid is looking at the two of us with a puzzled expression on her face, but is also taking a step back.

“Simple task. If you can't win, just find a chance to win.”

“It’s obvious. So what is the method?”

“Just as the Heavenly Demons run rampant here, we also have to become strong enough to kill the Heavenly Demons here. There is no better growth environment than one where you can develop your skills by observing enemies at close range.”

“I understand. It must be quite difficult.”

“It is difficult to achieve with the considerable determination shown so far.”

“... So, what should I aim for?”

“It’s not that great. I will tell you what I know, and after seeing what you recreate, I will recreate it.”

In order to kill Heavenly Demons who are stronger than us, we just have to become as strong as the Heavenly Demons.

And such a Heavenly Demon is so close that we can observe it at all times.

So, Hwarim used this as an opportunity to help me and herself.

I decided to achieve a more complete flowering.

“Irim. Now is the true flower of depth. It's time to bloom Udumbara.”

        
            “Princess. It is said that the Thoroughbred Legion Knights will arrive soon.”

“... That's pretty fast.”

He was a royal guard knight who had served the imperial family since before Camellia was born, and is now a middle-aged man who serves Camellia, not the emperor.

Ryder, the leader of the Spy Knights.

He approached Camellia, who was resting under the shade of an old tree with huge, abundant leaves, and announced that the knights she had called were coming.

When Camellia heard that the knights were coming, she thought they were fast as expected, but she had one concern and reconfirmed it with Ryder.

“Rider. You must have made it clear to them that this is something that must be kept confidential, right?

“... I did my best.”

“That’s not the answer I really want to hear.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay. Considering their personalities, even though they made a lot of noise and sent out knights, they probably didn't make a fuss about the exact mission they were going on.”

Camellia crossed her legs and placed her back on the backrest.

The place where she is is a plain a little away from the capital.

Since we have to move together with the knights, and the reason is currently a top secret, the noisy departure ceremony starting from the center of the capital as usual has been omitted.

Following Ryder, Camellia received a report from another spy knight member that there were approximately 30 minutes left until the Thoroughbred Legion Knights of the 1st Corps arrived, so she planned to take some rest in the meantime.

However, the person who was interfering with that, and at least the person who could be interfering with the princess of a country trying to relax, spoke to Camellia just as she was about to relax on the backrest.

“Irritability. Princess. Are you sending the 1st Corps' steeds into battle this time? It is said that it cannot be withdrawn once the order has already been issued, but in my opinion, this is a military movement that seems excessive.”

A woman who is dissatisfied with the orders given directly by the Empire's second princess, who also holds the title of representative of the emperor.

If he were an ordinary noble, Camellia could have been accused of violating his authority by a woman who fell in love with the emperor's orders, and if he had been an imperial citizen rather than a noble, he could have been arrested and imprisoned on the spot, or disappeared without even a rat or bird being noticed by the spy knights. It is an act.

But of course, the woman in front of Camellia expressed her opinion because she knew that she would not be able to do anything about it even if she said such a thing, so she confidently waited for the princess's answer.

“... Cyan. Are you awake? I thought you were sleeping.”

“I just closed my eyes. Because I wanted to enjoy the wind.”

Druk-

Saint Xian of Red Purge came under the tree and sat in front of Camellia.

Two women across a table.

However, since there was already one more person sitting at the table besides Princess Camellia for a long time, there were actually three people.

“... Then, since Sian is here too, can I also say something? Second Princess Camellia.”

“... Yes. You can't have no complaints, so you have to listen.”

Aleph, who had been maintaining an unmoving posture next to Xian, finally spoke.

A tree growing tall on the plain.

This is the table prepared by the spy knights under that tree.

In addition, Cyan, the Saint of the Red Purge, and Aleph, the Paladin Lord of Rugal, who were summoned after leaving the Deshade Church and returning to their own, knew that no one would eavesdrop on them, and unintentionally attacked each other by Lee Rim. Since it was revealed that he was a spy, he had no hesitation in speaking out as Camellia's spy.

“Princess Camellia. As I was returning to the main school with the Gishinkai Paladin and Rugal's errands, a spy knight was sent to point out and call me in front of them. This was a hasty call that would certainly arouse great suspicion in Rugal. ”

“Agree. It's the same for me too. No matter how urgent the matter is, they just called me while the priests of our school and Hirem were present.”

Aleph and Xian look at Camellia with cold eyes.

The two returned to their church when they received a call from the princess.

Aleph was with Paladin Rubiset and the messengers assigned to her by the Rugal branch, while Sian, along with Hirem, was part of a procession of other priests.

The fact that Camellia, a member of the royal family, has designated and summoned key figures from each religious denomination is a call that could lead to the worst situation for the two if they make a mistake.

“Of course, you can always come up with an excuse later. It may be possible to go back and say that the imperial family, which was faced with a situation that was dangerous to the safety of the empire in utmost secrecy, brought in me and Saint Xian to confront it and handled a matter that had no choice but to be resolved with a small group of people.”

“If only that had been the case, I might have been able to solve it in the same way.”

Therefore, Aleph and Xian are now of one mind and criticize Camellia for using a method that exposes the connection between them and Camellia as a spy to others and arouses suspicion.

Even if the two people were making moves in complete secrecy so that they could completely put an end to suspicion of internal connections within their respective denominations, that was not the case.

Even now, it was clear that the people of Rugal and Red Purge, without Aleph and Xian, would be trying to figure out why Camellia had summoned key figures from each of their churches.

There-

Camellia has no choice but to put the two people, who are acting as spies, in even more trouble. It is even more embarrassing because she has dragged in the knights, outsiders who are completely unaware of the relationship between her and the spies, on this journey.

“The fact that they called us out in front of the members of each church as a way to arouse suspicion, we can still cover it up somehow, so we can move on to the point where the princess owes us something. But Princess Camellia. I hope you can answer clearly. Why did you even send the Thoroughbred Legion of the 1st Corps into battle? This will be something that cannot be easily covered up even if you try to cover it up.”

“Agree. What are you really thinking, calling us and then calling the Thoroughbred Legion there? It would be the worst company for them to move with us. As a force, it may be the easiest augmented force to mobilize in the current situation where we have to deal with the Jongju, but their eyes and ears are likely to observe us with suspicion throughout this journey and eventually uncover a hidden relationship. .”

The two people's protest against Princess Camellia was not over.

The two know that what they have to deal with is Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader of the vampires.

So, if Aleph and Cyan were the only forces to deal with her, there is little risk of her vision being exposed.

However, Camellia was not enough and ended up calling out the Thoroughbred Legion, which was not an ordinary knighthood, but an augmented knighthood with a number of up to 1,000 knights belonging to the 1st Legion.

In the end, with the two men accompanying him, he sent out the Knights, who had been given titles and quickly emerged as a huge force, traveling across the borders of the empire during the Great War. This was no longer a task that could be easily overcome.

“... I know what your concerns are.”

In the end, she received protests from two people who clearly showed an attitude that even Camellia would consider blasphemous, but since what she did was not something that could be ended peacefully, it was only natural that she had to put an end to the doubts from the two people. It has been done.

When the anger of the two people has subsided after speaking, Camellia calmly explains.

“This job requires the Saint of Red Purge and the Paladin Lord of Rugal, as well as the reinforced knights of the 1st Legion. What you say is correct. This is definitely something that is quite difficult to cover up. However, since the opponent was the Scarlett, it would be an excuse that it was inevitable that power would be needed.”

“Of course, if we say that Scarlett was the opponent, others will also understand.”

“Recognition. But that's not what we're talking about.”

Two people who are not easily convinced.

But there was only one question that Sian and Aleph really wanted to ask.

It happened anyway.

Scarlett kidnapped Irim and Ingrid, and Camellia called in the help of her spies, Xian and Aleph, to rescue them.

It's okay up to that point.

As for the reason for fighting Scarlett, you can come up with an excuse that everyone can understand after the incident is over, such as a plot to rebel or a runaway run.

However, the problem is that the Thoroughbred Legion that Camellia requested additionally are knights who boast the worst sense of humor when it comes to maintaining confidentiality.

Augmented Knights.

An empire in which each knightly order consists of 300 to 500 members.

The Thoroughbred Legion, which expanded its membership to 1,000 members, is a new knighthood with rapid mobility that was established for the purpose of evolving the defense line that was pushed to its limit during the Great War, and has an excellent track record comparable to the purpose of its establishment, and continues to advance step by step toward power. This is a new knighthood.

Quarters of mixed human and horse blood, with 1/4 horse and beast blood, the only difference in appearance is that they look like ordinary pure-blooded humans with horse ears and tail.

But not only that, they charge on two legs carrying a lance and shield with leg strength and strength that rivals or exceeds that of their ancestors.

Even though it is heavily armed, its speed is much faster than that of most light cavalry.

Moreover, unlike ordinary knights who ride horses, they have the advantage of having excellent turning ability by running only on their own two legs.

Although they are so great, if there is a problem,

They are so greedy for recognition that they have a habit of boasting about their major too much.

“The Thoroughbred Legion will be talking about everything after this incident. He killed Scarlett, took over his castle, and rescued Bishop Irim and Witch Hunter Ingrid.”

“Agree. They'll spread the word about us too. No matter how much they came here at the princess's call, it is inevitable that some will question that when the Paladin Lord and the saintess continue to follow the orders of the second princess, who clearly gave up the imperial throne. Even if we are lucky and the story spreads in a way that is favorable to us, there is no doubt that it will turn into a story about political intentions being exchanged between the princess and us.”

A great reinforcement, but a reinforcement that poses a lot of risk.

Even during the Great War, they often leaked confidential information from major operations to the outside world, making them a problematic group with a total of over 300 people who were court-martialed.

Therefore, Aleph and Xian, who were moving with such a problematic knights, were concerned that their connection with Camellia would be fragmented into information that anyone could easily understand after this incident, and spread widely as a saga where they only paid for drinks at a drinking party.

But surprisingly, Camellia gave a clear answer to that question.

“You don’t have to worry about that.”

Dududududududududududududu-!!!

The sound of a cavalry team consisting of human and horse quarters slowly starting to come from behind.

With her back to it, Camellia told Aleph and Xian why they did not need to worry.

“Because their role is ultimately to get to the castle where Scarlett is staying.”

“... What does that mean?”

“... Disagreement. I don't think there's any reason to talk about it in the current situation, but-”

“I didn’t say it back. Literally, by the time we entered Eched-

There will not be a single one of them alive.”

        
            Four days have passed since I stayed at Scarlett's castle.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

Hahaha!

During those four days, Hwarim and I constantly grabbed the strings and swung the depth of field.

'Is it now?'

After crossing swords with Hwarim several times at the point of transformation, I felt as if my heart had stopped.

But in reality, the heart did not stop.

In Raksasha and its deeper form, the state of transformation, the flow of time feels even slower, and it feels as if it takes a long time for your heart to start beating again.

So at that moment-

thud!

[Drew]

Declare the final stage of self-reform.

‘We’ve finally come this far. But, this is just the beginning.'

In my view, depth of field is a kind of hypnosis that continuously deepens the level of cognition.

Stretch your awareness in all directions with Rakshasa.

By reforming it, it is fixed on one object.

And what we succeeded a little while ago is the next stage of self-reform.

After transformation, the monk once again focuses his cognition deep within himself, rather than on external cognition.

- I heard this from Hwarim, but honestly, for me right now, I can barely reach it sensuously, and Hwarim also said that once you reach the level of a monk, it is difficult to explain it verbally.

And Hwarim said that even within the heaven and earth where he was, the only people who could reach the level of a monk were the Sealjang before him and himself.

Even that doesn't always happen if you want, and the odds of becoming a monk are -

3 ri.

'3 li means 0.3%. 'These are crazy odds.'

If your sense of reality is paralyzed and you can do it by pressing a button several times, the odds are surprisingly higher than winning the lottery, so the odds may not be bad.

However, in a life-threatening fight where not even a single mistake can be tolerated, it is fatal to waste 'one breath' in vain to reach the next level with a 0.3% chance of reaching the opponent with the opponent right in front of you.

So Hwarim and I prioritized raising the odds.

“Where... Now the success rate has risen to 10%.”

Ingrid walks away from us, sees that I have just reached the level of a monk, and tells me about today's accomplishments.

“In that case, let’s move on.”

But it doesn't stop there.

Kakaan-!

Hwarim comes out and clashes the swords once again, making a clear sound, then rotates the sword once and raises it to the level of his face.

I also took the same posture,

I swung my sword like that.

“Depth type

-flowering inside-

...Ugh?!”

Kaaa!!!

“ You doubted yourself at the end.”

I swung my sword the same way, but Hwarim's sword bounced off my magic sword.

“It’s because I’m not used to it. I wonder if the flower I'm blooming is a real flower, or a false flower whose leaves are stained with residual thoughts.”

“... sorry.”

Hwarim points out the cause of my failure in a monotonous voice.

The swordsmanship and technique I am currently learning from Hwarim.

[Simdo-ryu – inner flowering – Udumbara]

That's the end that can be reached in depth -

is not.

In the first place, the depth of field is endless.

So, what Hwarim continues to tell me is that the depth of the sword is like a secret that has been reached after focusing only on swordsmanship.

Even if this succeeds, it is not possible to achieve a definitive victory in the fight against the Heavenly Demon.

“Gyeong.Woo. You won't be able to reach the Heavenly Demon with something like this. But once you master this, you can move forward. Depth of Field is far from martial arts to begin with. Simply looking at it from an academic perspective, it can be called a method of ego expansion through self-hypnosis. So, even if it is a sword skill that you have achieved by deliberately devoting yourself to the sword, Irim, you must quickly grow even a little faster now that you are ahead of the battle with the Heavenly Demons by quickly passing it on to me.”

“... Yes. I’ll try harder.”

“... Of course, if you're tired, you can take a break.”

Even today, Hwarim tried to take on the appearance of a teacher until the end, but eventually broke free.

This is because Hwarim also knows that the mental exhaustion is greater than one can imagine rather than the physical problems.

However, I had a slight feeling that Hwarim was too soft, and Ingrid seemed to have noticed that as well.

“Ugh... If you two are going to keep doing this, can I go up first? People who have a sore side want to go somewhere else. I also have Lyudmila next to me, so if I force myself to hug her, my body temperature rises.”

“I don’t think it would mean anything if your physical body temperature rises, but… Okay, I’d like to ask you a favor, Ingrid. I hope you will continue to help us here today. If both Irim and I are deeply concentrating on each other's depth, we can't see what state the other person has gone into.”

“I don’t want free labor... Huu-”

Thanks to this, it became an atmosphere for a short break, so Ingrid and Hwarim talked about trivial things.

Among the people in our church, Hwarim had a lot of contact with Ingrid, and perhaps because Aila was not here, they seemed to have become even closer over the past few days.

“... Haha - good. Then, should I take a break? After I entered the monkhood and was released... I feel dizzy to the point where I question whether I am really in reality.”

“Yes. Just take a break, Lee Rim. When I was taught martial arts by a previous seal master, I heard that it was always like that until you got used to it.”

So naturally, it was time to take a break, and I also lay down on the floor for a while, recovering from the monk's state and correcting my dizzy cognition.

... Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo -

“... again?”

The sound of wings flapping is heard from somewhere.

This isn't the first time.

The location was Eched's basement, and the sound of extremely fast wings could be heard from somewhere below.

I didn't know at first.

The basement is not only used by us, but also by Heavenly Demons.

Us in the morning, Heavenly Demons at night.

Therefore, the underground is repeatedly destroyed and restored.

When we and the Heavenly Demons destroy it, the ancient magic of maintaining the original form hanging on Eched itself is used as a training ground to quickly restore the destroyed basement of the castle overnight.

So, even though the basement of the palace did not collapse no matter what happened, I could still hear the sound coming out of the minute cracks as the restoration was repeated.

“... What on earth is in there?”

The sound comes from the outermost part of the stairs leading down to the basement, not from the warehouses, but from inside a huge iron door that looks like it was built for a giant to enter and exit.

And as I took a break and concentrated on that strange sound that I began to vaguely hear again today -

“Are you curious?”

Startle!

Scarlett appeared from somewhere, put her face towards my face as I was lying on the floor, and asked.

“... Ah, sir - I was really surprised. ... Wow! Sorry.”

“That's why I came here deliberately to make no sound. It’s been a while, Deshade’s sword.”

This is Scarlett, whom I met in 4 days.

Scarlett, who had left us in charge of Ingrid, said that, like the Heavenly Demons, it was okay to use the basement as a training space as long as we did not touch the huge door in the basement.

While I was continuing my training, I heard the sound of huge wings flapping every now and then from the other side of the huge iron gate.

No matter how much I heard about it, I could only feel that it meant that there was something alive, so it was a room that sometimes gave me an eerie feeling.

The only interesting thing is that while we, of course, were wary of that place and did our best to ignore it so as not to displease Scarlett, the Heavenly Demons also did not touch that door at all.

The Heavenly Demons, who had been swinging their martial arts to warm up in the underground, went so far as to break down one of the doors of the warehouse, which could be said to be a collection of protective magic from the ancient kingdom, but they did not make a single attack on that huge door. .

So, I became a little curious about what was inside the iron door that even those heavenly demons did not easily touch, and with just that mild curiosity, I asked Scarlett what it was.

“What’s in it?”

“Do you want to know?”

“... Can you tell me?”

But surprisingly, Scarlett said that she would easily reveal her identity to me.

Glancing-

“... I can tell you if you follow me alone.”

Something secret is a bonus.

“...”

“Of course, it’s not mandatory.”

The fact that they had to leave the two of them alone and follow only me, and that they would suddenly let me in even though no one else had been allowed in until now, was a proposal that could not help but be filled with suspicion.

However, even though I was anxious, I thought that maybe this was some kind of opportunity.

“... Then, I will accept your favor and go in.”

“... Surprisingly, you make decisions quickly?”

“I don't know what kind of sight it is to climb up the rope that went down the well, but first of all, you should focus on being able to get out of the well, so you can avoid being sacrificed as an ignorant person.◦# ◦

“It’s a word that will pierce your bones.”

“This is a lesson that comes from experience.”

In fact, when Scarlett proposed-

The ‘touch’ has arrived.

Follow Scarlett.

Please confirm the identity of what is inside.

I don't know what's inside the huge iron door, and I don't know why she invited me alone when she said she would show it to me, but I automatically thought that this was something that was absolutely necessary, even though I didn't know how things would turn out in the future.

“... Yes. Then, follow me.”

Perfect!

Soon Scarlett snapped her fingers.

But nothing happened.

- That's my mistake.

Hwarim and Ingrid are not even looking at where Scarlett and I are and are continuing to talk.

“Those two probably won't notice you're gone until we get back.”

“... Can’t I just say I’ll come and go if I can?”

“No.”

“I see.”

“Don’t worry though. Even if I noticed it first, I left a note in that kid’s pocket.”

When Scarlett pointed at Ingrid, she suddenly saw a rather large wad of paper sticking out of her pocket.

Probably, the moment either Hwarim or Ingrid noticed that I was gone as the magic's influence weakened, the servant took action to make them aware of it as well.

“Then, let’s go.”

“... Yes.”

Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

So I walked along with Scarlett, and only the sound of Scarlett's shoes and my military boots echoed in the basement.

“Would you please open that door?”

kkiiig-

When we arrived at the iron gate, Scarlett had me open the small side door at the bottom.

Another door right below the huge door that is hard to notice until you get closer.

Puhwaaa!

'Ugh... it's hot.'

As soon as I opened it, what came out was a heat that I had never felt anywhere else in Eched, which was already a cool palace.

What appeared in front of me and Scarlett, who entered the basement, which had not been touched by humans for a long time after crossing the small iron gate, was-

... Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Chachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachachacha!

“... Oh my god, what the hell is this-?”

“This is the identity of the guy making the wing-flapping sounds you've always wanted to know.”

It was a huge bee and a disaster, constantly moving its huge, chained wings.

        
            Hwaaa!

The heat hitting my face takes my breath away.

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

It feels like my ears are going to be torn off by the sound of the wings flapping.

The sound produced by the wings fluttering hundreds of times per second was short in duration and so loud that it was terrifying.

“... What the hell is this-”

However, it felt huge even though I only saw the wings, but the body with those wings was not that close, and I couldn't see it all at a glance.

Intimidating.

I have felt many types of pressure, but this was a different kind.

'I feel like I'm being pressured not by instinct, but by the difference in rank.'

It was the same with the Negative King Framework.

The difference between when he reached godhood and when he was deprived of it.

The amount of divine power it possessed was enough to enable it to rise to godhood, but as it lost its believers, its status was downgraded. However, depending on whether it reached godhood or not, the burden it felt to me and Enin was different. It was on a different level.

So, what I am feeling right now is not that I am at the bottom of the food chain as a living creature, but rather that I am being oppressed by the intimidation of the lower status that I feel when faced with a being several levels above me as a human being.

And the pressure of the punishment in front of me is-

'He didn't do anything, but just looking at him made me feel like I was being strangled. 'It's hard to breathe.'

It definitely surpassed the pressure that the Godhead framework put on me.

“... It seems a little difficult. I'll make it easy for you.”

... coo-

Pop.

Scarlett, seeing this, held out her finger towards me and scratched her index finger with the nail of her thumb, drawing blood.

“Your clothes will get a little dirty, but this is the only way to grant temporary protection.”

Sigh-

“... Thank you.”

And when she smeared a drop of blood from her index finger onto my collar, it was clear that the feeling of strangulation had disappeared.

At the same time, what I could vaguely understand was that the fact that I felt comfortable under Scarlett's divine protection meant that Scarlett was a being of the same level as the being in front of me.

I don't forget that, and as I get used to being able to breathe easier, I examine the monster's restraints.

Charrr!

As the giant bee shakes its body again, the chains collide and make a huge noise.

with a splash!

At the same time, a liquid emitting a strong red light splashed out from the pool in which the bee's lower body was submerged.

Cheeek...

A liquid that is neither the magic of wizards nor the acidic body fluid spewed by poisonous demons.

It was simply pure lava that was naturally created and could be called nature itself.

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

The giant bee's entire body was submerged in the high-temperature lava, and only its head and wings were chained, glaring at us.

'Doesn't it melt?'

Even though the chains are magical, the bee's lower body, which is clearly sealed, is submerged in a lake of lava and shows no sign of melting at all, and you can feel how amazing its carapace is.

so-

He asks Scarlett the identity of the monster in front of him.

“... So, what is this?”

A bee bigger than the dragon I saw in the basement of Tirna Nog.

When I saw the huge palace, Eched, and a bee as large as it was submerged in lava, I couldn't help but ask a question.

And when Scarlett saw such a monster and asked me a question, she deliberately didn't give me an answer, which could have driven me crazy, but she kindly answered me with the truth.

“This is [season].”

“... Yes? What is the season?”

“Yes. Season.”

Scarlett explains in detail to me, who cannot understand the simple answer.

“The 13th month is the season that was not born because it was not completed or did not feel the need to be created, and the 5th season that should not exist, the monster of the Five Worlds and the 13th month - 'Hachi' is the name of this monster. ”

Perfect!

When you snap your fingers, what appears is a mat set up right in front of a giant bee.

“Come and sit.”

While I was dazed, Scarlett, who was squatting there, called to me.

“There... first of all, there, in front of the lava.”

“Uh~.”

Crack!

As Scarlett called out, hitting the mat with her palm, I decided to quietly follow her words because I needed to listen to her in order to hear more details.

“... Phew. I understand.”

Did you want to feel like a picnic even though it was such an extreme heat zone?

I don't know anything else, but I definitely did it because I thought the story would be long.

However, no matter how pretty lace cloths were spread on the floor and no matter how delicious-looking snacks and tea were prepared, it took quite a bit of courage to sit quietly while looking at the giant bee shaking its body right in front of us and sending lava at us from time to time.

dump.

“Then, where should I start talking?”

“You can do whatever is convenient for you.”

“Yes. In that case, I have to go back to the beginning and start explaining once again why I was born into this world.”

When I sat down safely, Scarlett hugged my knees and started talking calmly, holding a teacup in her hand.

“Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader of vampires, is a deterrent and guardian created by the world, born out of necessity to stop Hachi, the monster born for the fifth season.”

-------------------------------

All the preparation involved was snapping my fingers.

Just with that alone, I felt the scent of tea brewed according to the rules flow into my nose and penetrate my mind, and her story also flowed into my mind.

What Scarlett talks about is the order of the world.

In the world I was originally in, not this world, there was a joke that the Earth completely opened up the ozone layer to protect itself and to exterminate humans who pollute the environment.

In reality, it was a disaster brought about by the human race, and the Earth itself simply drew the conclusion that it was caused by humans or not.

They do not care whether the world itself is destroyed again by the disaster or not, and simply act according to the manual of operating principles they have maintained.

So, the world I know is one that gives back exactly what it receives, and even if it destroys itself, it also accepts it as providence and natural law.

But this world, that is, this world, was not the type of place where you just sit back and watch as the world turns into hell.

When a crisis arises, you have the personality to try to solve the crisis by creating your own countermeasures.

So, to prevent the devil from coming to earth and ravaging all living things, we create gods, who are symmetrical beings, and try to maintain the number of gods.

The creation of Deshade, a human-loving god, after Gaia was corrupted into an evil god, is also a result of this logic.

And this does not only apply to the relationship between the devil and God.

“Not just the devil. In the world, there are still monsters that are called ancient beings from a human perspective, or that have been left behind by foreign media. From the world's perspective, there are monsters that could be trampled if they move to use their power at any time.”

“So, does this mean that the world creates a suitable enemy as a countermeasure to combat them?”

“Exactly as I understood.”

It wasn't that difficult to understand.

It is said that there is a tetragrammaton and a sotog.

Sotok is a giant among giants who has the power to destroy the world, which was not intended by the world and was born of the natural order of neglect.

Then, the world creates a Tetragrammaton that can confront Sotok, and warns, annihilates, or aligns with Sotok.

Just as a god was created to prevent the devil, a being capable of destroying the world is born, and if it even acts, the world creates a being capable of confronting it.

That's how this world acts to protect itself.

“One day, when the balance of the world was maintained in that way, a person who was dissatisfied with the world suddenly appeared.”

Usually, such monsters are created naturally or artificially.

And in the latter case, the Hachi we are seeing now is said to be an artificially created monster.

“The birth of someone who defies providence is a story from the time of the ancient kingdom, long before I was even born.”

Scarlett tells the story of the person who created the monster.

It is said that there was a monarch of an ancient kingdom named Aisingior.

He became king by uniting six tribes, and his skills were so good that he was called the King of Wizards.

One day, he suddenly felt upset while watching the sun rise every day, and he did not like the naturalness of the world.

'Why does the world have only four seasons? Why shouldn't there be a fifth season?'

“... You suddenly have that thought one day? Isn’t that a psycho bastard?”

“Just listen. Because this is where it starts. Oh, listen while eating snacks. It’s proudly handmade.”

I was listening because I thought it was going to be a grand story, but I was dumbfounded for a moment when the monarch suddenly appeared and said that he was talking about an unrelated complaint. Scarlett told me to listen carefully and gave me a strawberry jam tart in my hand, so I took it and put it in my mouth.

Wow-

'ah. This is what Ingrid was eating before.'

As soon as I took a bite and chewed it, I realized that it was a tart that I used to eat while reading a book on the bed in our room.

'... It's delicious. Should I ask you to pack some for Hwarim later?'

It was quite delicious, and seeing that it was handmade made me think that there was a time when Scarlett wasn't just sleeping in the castle, but was also interested in baking.

Eoi, who had run away from home, returned with the sweetness of strawberry jam spreading in her mouth, and Scarlett's story continued.

“When I think about it, he seems like a guy with a crazy head, but he also has the skills to think like that. That's probably why he was called the King of Wizards.”

From the beginning, the monarch was dissatisfied with the fact that there were things in the world that he could not do, and as a result, he learned magic and continued to make impossible things possible. As a result, he became so skilled that he was called the King of Wizards.

So he tried to create 13 months in a world where there are only 12 months, and then tried to create a fifth season that only those 13 months could have.

“What do you think happened to the king who had such strange thoughts?”

“... So, somehow, while making the fifth season, I ended up succeeding in making that bee over there, isn't that the story?”

“It's similar, but in reality, it's even worse.”

Scarlett asked me to guess what was going to happen, and I was only partially correct.

“No matter how great the monarch was, it was absolutely impossible to realize the great magic he dreamed of through ordinary methods with the skills of a man who could only be called the King of Wizards.”

At best, it is a state achieved within human limitations.

Interfering with the world itself required more power.

And in order to achieve a feat that would have been difficult to accomplish on his own, he ended up doing something that can only be called crazy by today's standards.

“Actions taken by the Sorcerer King to create the fifth season-”

gulp-

When she saw me focusing on Scarlett's lips, she smiled and thanked me for listening -

Horrible words were spoken that contradicted that pretty smile.

“-That involved sacrificing all the subjects and living creatures in his kingdom, including even himself.”

        
            Inserting the concept of a fifth season into a world that has already been completed is a feat that is almost an insult to the world.

However, it was just a dream that was too far and too far away for an individual human to achieve, and so difficult to achieve that it would be easier to catch a meteor shower floating in the sky.

In that case, the King of Wizards thought that he could simply go beyond his individual strength and pay whatever it took to achieve the feat.

And the King of Sorcerers was willing and in a position to prepare the offering.

Draw a magic circle throughout the kingdom.

He killed all the people at once.

Any living creature, including his soldiers, vassals, and family.

In the end, he demonstrated great magic using himself as a sacrifice.

[Death Magic – Nur – Hachi]

As the king of wizards, he interfered with the world by sacrificing 2.5 million people.

And with his human body, he gave a command to the world, not just a wish.

Even if it's impossible right now, someday the world will have 13 months and a fifth season.

And that command was eventually fulfilled, penetrating into the balance the world had established.

‘It came true.’

After hearing the story up to that point, instead of feeling awed, scared, or saddened by their sacrifice-

I was so dumbfounded that I asked Scarlett a question.

“... First of all, Scarlett, you’re from that era too, right?”

“That’s right. The Wizard King is a story that took place much longer ago than when I was born, about 100 years ago.”

“Uhm... I'm still sorry, but can I say something?”

“Any amount.”

“What on earth was the ancient kingdom doing? Every time I listen to it, I feel like it's because there's too much technology, and it's no different from hell.”

“... Hehehe - If you look at it by today's standards, I guess that's true.”

'I didn't mean to say it was a joke.'

Scarlett heard me and laughed as if it was amusing.

“But at the time, it was natural and common.”

It's a creepy story.

The fact that his actions of pouring everything in his kingdom to fulfill a wish that suddenly occurred to him one day is called common means that even worse things than that were common in that era.

Scarlett also expressed her agreement with this, but ended the story by adding that the trend was still the same even when she was not yet the leader.

“Anyway, the wizard king's great magic was successful. His persistence eventually bore fruit, and long after that day, Hachi, who is in front of you and me, was finally born into this world.”

That's why the monster in front of you was born.

A monster with a gray body, black stripes, and compound eyes made up of thousands of yellow hexagons.

It was a story about the birth of a monster, like the ultimate demon weapon, so terrifying that it could fly high into the sky and shout to the ground, “Die!”

That said, after connecting the story I just said with Scarlett's earlier introduction of herself as a deterrent and guardian, I was able to roughly understand how things were going.

“... Then it would be said that Scarlett was chosen to become the world's deterrent in order to stop that monster.”

“Thank you for understanding so quickly. Well, I did explain things in an easy-to-understand way.”

“Now that we’ve come this far, I think it’s even weirder that we can’t connect.”

In conclusion, Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader of vampires.

She is a vessel of deterrence used by the world to stop Hachi.

It was the right location and the right people.

After the kingdom of Aisingior disappeared, another kingdom took its place.

And Scarlett was the most suitable vessel to become the princess and suzerain of that kingdom.

So the world-

One day, he suddenly awakened her as the head of the clan.

“Isn’t it amazing? I, who was born as a member of the royal family who receives the best treatment in the kingdom, could not have been chosen to be the vessel of the suzerain, a position that goes beyond that and cannot be compared to the royal family. As far as I know, I heard that saints are also born in a similar way. Is it a little different? Because of my guardian duty, I have never been outside, so I have never seen the saints in person, let alone the birth of a saint.”

Scarlett speaks as if the story she has told so far is not funny.

Even if it is a race of vampires that others may find unpleasant, the process is ultimately similar to the birth of saints, so they asked me for my consent because they felt a sense of mystery about it.

However, from what I heard, no matter how much I thought about the series of events that led to Scarlett being chosen as the leader, it felt like nothing more than an overnight disaster.

“... Doesn’t that mean that Scarlett ultimately became the leader of the clan not willingly?”

“Huh? iced coffee. Well, that’s right.”

It is as it is.

If nothing had happened, Scarlett could have lived as a royal or a princess.

In such a kingdom, a princess suddenly awakened as the ruler.

To the end of a race called vampires that has not yet appeared in the world.

He surpassed his progenitor and became a great monarch to the point of being called the suzerain.

However, in reality, it was a forced birth due to the need for deterrence to suppress a monster with the power to influence the world that was sleeping under the palace of the kingdom at the time.

“It wasn’t even a fuss at the time. Because overnight, the princess ceased to be a princess. The child who fell asleep while playing with a doll until last night turned gray the next morning and was able to use magic greater than that of the wizards in the palace. And that's because he has become the squire of a race of which there is still only one person in the world.”

Scarlett twisted her hair around with her fingers.

...Ping-

Her ivory hair curled around her fingers and then fell out, and only a handful of black bridges remained to reveal her original hair color.

so-

Honestly, I was afraid to hear the next story about how the kingdom would react after the princess changed overnight, became the leader of vampires, and learned that a monster that only the leader could suppress was being born in the basement of the palace.

Did that expression on my face come out as it was?

Clap clap clap clap!

“... This is the end of this story, so I, Scarlet Veil Blood, was born into the world in the fifth season as a deterrent to suppress Hachi, the monster of the Five Worlds~.”

“...”

“Don’t worry too much. The concept of a fifth season does not yet exist in the world. In order for the fifth season to be born, Hachi, who is currently embodying the great magic that the King of Wizards realized in reality, must go through the process of merging with the world, and I have locked all of this underground here to prevent Hachi from completely assimilating with the world. Because there is. So you don't need to worry either. As long as I'm here in Eched, Hachi won't make it to the fifth season no matter what happens.”

Scarlett clapped her hands and ended the story of a fairy tale and myth that is still in progress.

Then, as if she was trying to quickly change the subject, she told me the reason why she had called me here without being noticed by others.

“So, in the end, because there are people like me, the world is somehow prevented from collapsing.”

Scarlett is recognized as a deterrent to the world and is sealing Hachi in the basement of her castle.

The reason she hasn't come out of her palace for 700 years is because she plays the role of a watchman who prevents anyone from interfering with the monsters in the basement of this castle.

So, after letting her know that since she exists, the world is bound to flow in a safe direction no matter what -

Tried to awaken my desire.

“So, now think again.”

“What do you mean?”

“The happiness you truly desire. what you want to do Desire, dream, wish.”

Scarlett stands up, dances a dance that appears to be from the old kingdom, and speaks as if singing.

“Why are you holding yourself back? It's okay for you guys to be more faithful to your own lives. Because that's why I'm here. I want you to live happily because I am holding this monster captive.”

Only now did I feel clear about Scarlett's actions and the intentions of the questions she asked me.

As a leader, Scarlett helped the weak who came to her.

People who had no hope of living any longer, and people who were living such pitiful lives that the black earth treated them as already dead and did not sprout thorns, came to Eched and gave them hope.

By sharing his blood, he helped them start a new life and live in the world again as a vampire.

Not only that.

She also helps guests who come to her pursue happiness in return for helping them reach her after staying in the same place for over 700 years.

She makes Paladin's group ask each of them about the happiness they seek, tries to find a compromise for the happiness of the Heavenly Demons, even if it is a bit too much to ask for, but cannot give in to their happiness, and tells Hwarim that her decision is truly hers. When he realized that was what he wanted, he encouraged him to work hard.

And in the eyes of that breakwater, the breakwater that suppresses the world's true catastrophe, it seems that I, who was answering her question at dinner, felt like I was not really living a life for my own happiness by her standards.

“Don’t worry. Don't get caught up. Instead of finding happiness in sacrificing to make others happy, think about what happiness you really want to achieve.”

Pook-

Scarlett, who was dancing, naturally came up to me and hugged me with her arms wide open.

Although she was small, she was warm for some reason.

The blood circulating in her body may not be very warm, but the skin that touches it becomes hot.

Sarah-

“... Before you answer, shall I fool your eyes for a moment?”

Not only did I not have time to push away, I also didn't have the will to do so.

I couldn't resist at all, and Scarlett just covered the back of my neck with her hands.

I wonder if Asmodeus' imprint started to heat up the moment Scarlett touched it, but soon she felt nothing.

Within-

Scarlett hugs me and whispers quietly in my ear.

“... Now, think about it. Think about it. What is your true happiness, the desire that only you had, and what was suppressed deep inside you by your own will or by others?”

A different feeling of warmth from Enin.

If Enine was a warm feeling, Scarlett was a gentle feeling that made you forget about other things.

Perhaps at that time, I had already fallen into something similar to Scarlett's hypnosis.

Afterwards, his own answer to Scarlett's pat was,

As soon as I said it out loud, I too was surprisingly honest,

Because it was an answer that came from the deepest part of my heart.

“... I want to.”

“Huh?”

“... I just want to die now.”

It's a weak sound.

That came from the deepest part of me,

The only thing I had,

It was a scream in my subconscious that had been suppressed by the large-scale summoning spell and 'Atyr' ever since I first came to this world.

“I don’t want to die anymore.”

        
            Since when did it start?

-Even so, it may have been from the beginning.

Not wanting to die is a natural emotion that all living creatures have.

However, for soul soldiers who die, are resurrected, and run back to the battlefield as expendables, that feeling is an emotion that is better not to have in order to maintain their sanity.

So those feelings-

By Atir's order 'in advance', it was first hidden in the deepest part of the depths in parallel with the large-scale summoning spell that kidnapped the souls of the other world.

So, I endured it for 5 years while maintaining my sanity.

Hwarim and I barely survived 5 years by relying on each other.

However, in reality, because of Atir's unknowing orders and the suppression 'hidden deep in the depths', there was at least a hwarim, so he was barely able to endure for 5 years.

How many people can remain sane in an environment where they experience death every few minutes?

Some soul sufferers may be less burdened because they were born and lived in a similarly suffocating environment before coming here, but that is extreme, and most soul sufferers have lived ordinary lives, so it is impossible.

So, the people of the Kingdom Alliance hid the most important emotional part of the obsession with life, which can lead to the desperation that expendables should not have, with Atyr, and even though they took such measures, a significant number of soul patients went crazy through repeated deaths and lost their souls. The Great War shook people's minds to the point where they were locked in a corridor.

And because that dormant feeling was no longer atyr and there was nothing stopping me from loosening its constraints,

The final lock was liberated by Scarlett.

So, all the emotions I had suppressed until now exploded, and I revealed everything that was hidden deepest in her arms.

“I don’t want to die anymore. it hurts. It's painful. I don't know why I have to go through this.”

“... I see.”

“I tried to run away. But in the first place, just as I was about to act like I was running away, someone stabbed me in the head with a finger. It feels like bugs are gnawing on me. I hear a lot of disgusting sounds in my ears.”

“... It must have been scary.”

“As I was going through this endlessly, I felt that I could only feel comfortable if I did nothing and conformed. But that's it. Reviving, running away, swinging an arm and dying wasn't comfortable at all. It's a lesser evil to avoid the worst in the first place. The fact that it's painful and unhappy hasn't changed.”

“... It must have been difficult.”

I recognize again everything I have experienced since coming to this world.

At the time, the emotions that I felt were a little unpleasant, but the emotions that were suppressed by Atyr, were connected to the original memories as soon as the last restraint was released, and I re-recognized the misfortune of that time, reminding me of how terrible that time was.

Pat pat pat-

Scarlett hugs me and pats my back.

Thanks to that, I continue to let my emotions flow out little by little.

“... Meanwhile, I was following someone who suddenly appeared in front of me, and that was Hwarim.”

“Was that person your hope?”

“Rather than hope, it’s a person better than me. I was in so much pain, but she was smiling and swinging her sword. Because I was so envious of that sight. I also wanted to get the same feelings as her, the world she sees, and the power she has.”

“So, I got closer.”

“... Yes. That was the beginning.”

I felt it myself as I said it.

The real emotions sleeping deep inside flowed out beyond the limits of what could be suppressed.

When I started to think that I no longer wanted to die, it had already filled the hole deep in my heart created by Atyr, and overflowed to the point where the lid over it was overflowing to the point that it became insignificant, and only then did the thought of wanting to die no longer come into my head, and I have been thinking about it until now. That's what kept me going for a reason.

If I hadn't found Hwarim, or if my emotions had accumulated and couldn't flow out and had frozen there, I would have gone crazy like other soul patients and been trapped in the soul corridor forever.

“... I tried, tried again, and kept moving. That's when I started moving to avoid dying.”

If you think back, from that moment on, you were already living more faithfully than in the previous world.

I left home, where no one cared, and entered the university farthest from home as if running away.

Living a life of living alone, working part-time, and leaving and returning to lectures on time.

I carried out my one and only plan to run away, and spent each day without being able to think about what happened next.

Even though he was alive, it was no different from being dead.

So, after falling into the beginning of this world, I had to force myself to move my legs forward and walk around to avoid any more pain.

“That’s how we met, everyone. Hwarim, Ennin, Peria, Thistle, Astesia, Farewell, Reigns, Luba, and everyone-”

Did you say you wanted to protect everyone?

Actually, that may not be the case.

“... Actually, I might have lied. It may not be that I want to protect everyone, but I just want to be protected by everyone.”

A lot of things I did because I didn't like them.

But in reality, they were intentionally pretending to be strong to protect themselves.

It was so painful to witness misfortune and live with the memory of it forever, and I am still trying my best to escape the pain, but I couldn't afford to live with those memories any longer, so I committed the things I did, saying I wanted to move forward with all my strength and destroy them. am.

“I think I am protecting it, but am I still being protected?”

Ask Scarlett.

“If I want to be happy and repay the kindness to others, don’t I have to become stronger than I am now?”

“...”

I looked up at Scarlett.

She looks at me with kind eyes and at the same time understands the sadness I am feeling.

“... I see. So even though I asked you about your own happiness, you answered that your happiness comes from making other people happy. Because in the first place, you had nothing on your own.”

Slurp-

Scarlett stroked my head and laid me down.

“What many people came together to create was you, Lee Rim.”

She places my head on her thigh and says, stroking my forehead.

“... I'm sorry. I simply thought you were being disingenuous and was trying to bring out something deep within you, but I never would have guessed that it was actually the truth, with nothing hidden. I didn't know that making the people around you happy was the way to find true happiness.”

Before I knew it, the sound of wings flapping had quieted down.

Hachi, Scarlett's point of symmetry, spends time trying to gather the strength to flap his wings to escape the lava, and has been trying to do it once in a while, but it seems like he couldn't achieve it today either.

The monster's compound eyes lost their light and turned into lights, shining on us.

And the light created by those eyes, along with Scarlett's benevolent face looking down at me, made me feel cozy.

“... So, since you told me about the happiness you seek, and since you told me such a heavy heart, I want to make your happiness come true somehow... What's the best way to do it?”

Scarlett is worried.

She tries to help each guest who comes to her castle achieve happiness in a way that suits the happiness he or she wants.

So she is a benevolent being.

Although she is not called a saint, she is no different from a saint.

The closer I felt to her, the more I felt that she was more than a saint, she was like a Virgin.

He is a being who only fulfills his duty as a squire and guardian, sealing monsters in a lonely castle, while giving those who come to him the strength, opportunity, and assistance to move forward.

I told her what I was feeling, and I realized that I didn't want to lose her presence, who accepted it all.

So, without even realizing it, I instinctively hugged Scarlett even tighter.

Come on!

“... Huya?!”

Scarlett, who was thinking, looked down at me with a surprised expression.

Her white face looked bloodless and cold, but at that moment, her complexion rose and she expressed her shame.

Still, I wanted to lean on her comfortably for that moment.

“... I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Still, I want to stay like this just for a little while.”

“... Yes. Rest as much as you want.”

Scarlett immediately pats my head without saying anything.

I have shown my weakness to others a few times.

But it worked once, but not from then on.

Everyone was looking at me, so I had to protect everyone.

So even if I looked weak once, I always had to be strong from then on.

I thought I had to show my back and reassure everyone.

So, after becoming closer to everyone, it was difficult to show my deepest feelings.

Scarlett touched it and it poured out.

So, in return, I asked her for a place to rest for a while, and she willingly became the cradle.

“... Scarlet.”

“... Why are you doing that?”

“There is only one thing I want.”

“... Yes.”

“I just want to live in peace with the people who came to me even though I was like this, even though they knew I was like this.”

“... I see.”

Scarlett listens to my concerns and gives appropriate answers.

“But actually, the answer is there. You and the people around you will accept this side of you, but you just can't do it because you don't have the courage.”

She got me up.

He made me sit upright, just as I was kneeling, and held my hand while talking.

“Then I, Scarlett, will give you the option to be a little more honest.”

“... Option?”

“Yes. Choice. A method that you can decide on your own and that can solve all your worries if you want it.”

“... What is that?”

Scarlet pauses.

Her lips seemed as if they were about to fall and trembled slightly.

So I found out.

Scarlett is worried now.

After listening to my concerns, I wonder whether I should say what I wanted to say from the beginning or not, and whether I can really say it.

Jongju’s eyes, which looked straight into my eyes, were full of anxiety.

However, as much as the anxiety was, there was also a feeling of longing for something.

And soon she-

The feeling of longing spoke to me because it overcame the feeling of anxiety.

“If you want... I will give you my power.”

“... power? Are you talking about the power of blood?”

What she said was that she was giving me the power she had.

And when she, the leader of the vampires, offered to give me strength, I thought it was just an offer for me to inherit her blood like Ingrid.

But if it had been just that much, Scarlett wouldn't have been this worried.

The reason she paused right before speaking to me.

What Scarlett wanted to say was something she couldn't say easily because she wondered if it was really okay.

“If you... want, I will give you the power to run the race.”

“... What?”

It wasn't that I misheard and asked back.

The power of suzerainty.

I knew at once what that meant.

This means that it is an opportunity to receive all of her power, not just a portion of it.

That's why I couldn't understand why that story came out even more in this situation.

But Scarlett seemed to have misunderstood my reaction.

“... It won't be enough power to make your dreams come true. Do you know why the nickname ‘blood demon’ is added in front of my name?”

“... No. I don’t know.”

“Blood Demon is a derogatory term given by those who fear my power. The name was given to mean that there are devils not only in hell, but also in the black earth. And because I am the squire of vampires and know how to use blood magic, people call me a blood magician, meaning that I am no different from a devil whether I use blood or not.”

Scarlett existed before the founding of the empire.

Many people who challenged her came face to face with her power, and the nickname created by those who returned alive was -

Blood demon.

What this means is that the power she possesses is considered by people to be comparable to that of the devil, so the nickname Blood Demon was given to her, a derogatory term given to her by those who attacked her without doing anything. It was also a title.

Scarlett tried to show me how great her power was by even telling me a title that she didn't want to reveal.

“It won’t be bad. Rather, it may be the strength you need the most right now... Of course, I feel a little bad under the sun, and most food I put in my mouth, unless it's blood, is tasteless-”

As if he was trying to lure me.

However, unlike demons who are good at roasting and boiling humans, they have never done it before, so their intentions are clearly visible.

Scarlett continued to tell me that she had no intention of receiving the power of the suzerain.

“Yeah, right. A fight with heavenly demons. I don't know if you can beat them, but the odds are slim. So it doesn’t seem like a bad idea to take this power.”

It's like a person who doesn't want to have his power anymore.

Only then did I finally come to my senses, stand up, and politely resume my conversation with Scarlett.

“... In fact, didn't Scarlett say that she couldn't do that because if she handed over her power to those Heavenly Demons, big trouble would come up?”

“... Oh, that's right...”

And Scarlett looked up at me, standing up with respect again, and looked very embarrassed.

At the same time, with a somewhat gloomy expression.

It seems that because I treated her with respect again, she became suspicious of her words and became cold.

Even though I simply became polite again because my heart that had been shaken by her calmed down at that exact moment.

“... Yes. It's not fair. sorry. I'll end this story here.”

Scarlett also asked me not to tell this story to others and stood up.

Perfect!

Objects that disappear as soon as you snap your fingers.

However, Scarlett looked at them for a moment and then raised her hand.

And then-

Perfect!

“...”

... Perfect!

“... Yes. I guess so.”

He snapped his fingers one at a time towards himself and the disaster in front of him.

However, unlike the objects she summoned, Hachi does not disappear when she snaps her fingers.

And Scarlett didn't disappear just because she snapped her fingers at herself.

Unlike other objects that could be easily made to disappear, it was impossible for her and Hotch to disappear in such an easy way.

“... Now, let’s go out.”

Scarlett raised her head for a moment, looked at Hotch, and then turned back.

I turned my back to Hachi and followed her, looking at her as she opened the huge iron door and left.

“...”

'Somehow, you seem lonely.'

Scarlet Veil Blood, a deterrent to monsters who turn their backs on monsters.

Her back, which must have protected this place alone for 700 years, looked quite cold and lonely.

        
            ‘Ljudmilla. I miss you.'

It was the sixth night that Ingrid stayed at Scarlett's Castle.

While lying in bed, a thought about everyone in Lihi suddenly occurred to me.

Ingrid wanted to see Lyudmila, Bishop Setias, and the other Witch Hunters.

But Ingrid was sure that it probably wasn't the others.

'Ugh... Everyone, you probably never thought I'd be going through this kind of trouble, right? The only thing you can do is to think that you will be wasting public money and being destitute. 'Kick.'

To be exact, it was not because the other witch hunters disliked Ingrid. In the first place, Ingrid came from the parish under Camellia's orders to come here after receiving information about a false sighting of a witch.

A plan made by Camellia to legally send her spy, Ingrid, who was also a priest of a religious order, to Eched without raising any suspicion.

'It's a method I used once when I had to go somewhere for a long period of time other than my usual intelligence mission... I've been doing this for a long time. 'I see it's all still in my memory.'

In a village far to the east of the empire, information about a witch's sighting is reported to a nearby large city, and the city's garrison reports to the legion closest to the area, and the legion gathers information about such sightings at least three times to establish credibility. When you are confident that the information is available, you convey it to the capital.

And the information delivered to the capital was first heard by Camellia, the emperor's representative, and then immediately passed on to Lihier.

'When I was a child who didn't know anything, I was scared when I saw a messenger from the military come into the parish, but now when I see a dispatcher, I wonder if they have brought news of another witch sighting that is difficult to deal with. Kikikick.'

The Witch Hunters are in charge of dealing with witches, and it is clear that only Lehier can do it, but the fact that one church has an overly direct and close exchange relationship with the military leaders of the Empire does not seem like a good thing from the perspective of other churches. Because it is an unwelcome sight, it is a custom to stop by.

Therefore, the news of a witch's sighting in the military is conveyed to Camellia, and Camellia mostly conveys the news to the witch hunters in Lihi, and when Lihi feels that there is a lack of manpower, it is only then that other feudal lords or religious denominations fill the vacancy in Lihi to fill the position of witch hunters. He orders them to chase after him.

'Rugal has a huge number of paladins, so they even set up their own giant search party... Should I say I'm really envious, or should I say it's good that we don't have to sweat and follow the footsteps of witches like those fools? What should I say? should? ... Ah, I see. I said it made me laugh in Iketer. It's funny yet sad. When I heard it before, I wondered if there would ever be a situation where I would use such words, but surprisingly, it's not that bad.'

From the perspective of both Rehero and other denominations, they thoroughly care about them, and while drawing clear lines, everyone knows that ultimately all of this is for the prosperity of the empire, so there are no complaints.

So Camellia had no hesitation and had the spy knights create 'falsified' witness information about the witch in order to dispatch Ingrid to Eched this time and pass it on to Lihier.

'Honestly, it's not for me to say, but I think everyone, including Bishop Setias, are people sent by the royal family, so they wouldn't be too wary and open the door even if someone they always see comes to visit. There is a possibility that what is coming in is not Pabal, but spies from another church disguised as Pabal, but they are too careless. I guess I'll have to talk to the parish priest sometime. Of course, if I tell you directly, I will immediately raise my head to check the direction where the sun rose and check whether it was a dream, so I will have to tell Lyudmila and tell her.'

As is customary, Lihi, who received information about the sighting of a witch sent from the imperial palace, must respond immediately.

However, Lehi is a church with very few members.

Now, the hunt for the witches who attended Sabat is beginning in earnest, and even now, Lehire's witch hunters are spreading out throughout the empire to track down and catch witches after the incident in the Dun Priest County. I'm preparing to send a wish ceremony, so I don't have much free time.

Even this time, the only news received from the royal family was the sighting information of a witch who came from near the black earth.

Compared to other cases in which action is based on at least three or more sightings, the sighting news is less certain, and the report is not straight from the knights or magic towers near the area in a hurry because the witch was clearly seen by numerous people doing something. .

It was delivered in the usual way of conveying news about a witch, but when witch hunters heard the information and searched the area, it was often difficult to find any clues to track the witch other than a very small bonfire where she stayed. It's just that.

Still, Lihere, who received the military's request for cooperation, cannot respond with complete indifference, so he sent just one Witch Hunter to investigate, and if there was a need to supplement personnel, he would do so again after returning. A method of reorganizing and sending personnel is used.

Therefore, as soon as the false information prepared by the imperial family flowed into Lihier, Ingrid raised her hand and volunteered on the spot, just as she had prepared, and said that she had seen something strange about Setias and Lyudmila, and wondered if the sun would rise in a different direction tomorrow. He left for the black land while receiving curious looks.

So the witch hunters in Lihere have no choice but to forget about Ingrid for a while.

He always moves leisurely and often skips work even when he is asked to do it, and he always disappears when singing, but once he has been entrusted with it, he handles it and returns without anyone paying attention.

“Still... I suddenly, even just a little, wanted to see you all.”

However, in reality, she was living in Scarlett's castle in the form of a semi-kidnapping, so it was inevitable that she would feel a little lonely today.

In the end, Ingrid went crazy.

“... Aaaaa~ Lyudmila! I can't sleep! Go to the kitchen and heat up some warm milk! Otherwise, let’s go for a night walk together! yes?! Oh, then how about that? Bishop Setias isn't sleeping yet, so let's go to his office. If you go there, you may be asked why you don't sleep, but if you go every day, they give you a special car that helps you sleep well. ... Sometimes, they don't send it to me until they process some of the documents they have.”

Rolling, rolling -

Ingrid, who had rolled up the blanket on the bed, hugged it and rolled from side to side, complaining to Lyudmila who was not there right now.

Usually, at this point, Lyudmila rubs her eyes, wakes up and sighs, even though she feels sleepy, and does whatever Ingrid says.

That was also the pride of Ingrid, who was sharing the same room with Lyudmila and could monopolize her appearance in her pajamas.

“... Hehehehe- That's right. If it doesn't work, there's nothing you can do. If you want to keep going, you have to work harder.”

After rolling around like that for a while, Ingrid remembered Lyudmila's face, and then the faces of the parish priest and all the Witch Hunters she knew in the church, and smiled as she lay down on her back looking at the ceiling.

Everything has been achieved through Ingrid's efforts so far.

Bishop Setias felt a great burden over Lihier's reputation.

She has been working hard in the sun, and although the bishop does not know it, Ingrid has also been working hard in the shadows for the church.

Still, Ingrid doesn't want to be acknowledged by others.

In terms of her orientation within the church, she is a moderate. As long as the people around her smile at least once a day, that is enough.

That's because Ingrid grew up in Lehi in a time when even that was difficult to achieve, and has worked hard to create the present.

“... Really, it's been a while. It was already more than 10 years ago when I started working as a spy for Princess Camellia.”

It was more than 10 years ago that Ingrid contacted Camellia with her like-minded colleagues to become Camellia's spy.

At that time, 30 more witch children of similar age to Ingrid came to Lihi at once.

The year Ingrid was born was a time when there was a major clash between the Witch Hunters and the Sabbat of wandering witches, so many new witches were born.

There were not enough adults.

There were only a few proper witch hunters, and children grew up imitating their senior witch hunters.

The only thing that made it possible for all the witches who entered the parish that year, including Ingrid, to grow up well was Arsena, the head of the parish at the time, who had just become the head of the parish at a young age, and, similarly to her, she was young but had a strong personality and worked hard to assist Arsena. Things were possible because Setias was there.

However, Ingrid thought that this should not be the case as she looked at Arsena, whose fatigue was visible around her eyes no matter how much she covered it with makeup, and Setias, who had a scar on the corner of her mouth from clenching her lips every day.

And then-

Princess Camellia came to visit Ingrid and other children.

[Children of Lehire. Do you want power?]

At the time, the princess was just a young girl.

However, even from a young age, Princess Camellia already had outstanding maturity that made her stand out among other royal family members, and it was truly a coincidence that Ingrid, who had been out for a while on an errand for senior witch hunters, caught her eye.

“... No, no. When I think about it now, it might not have been a coincidence.”

The reason Ingrid came out at that time was because a senior witch hunter had sent her out with his own to get medicine for Ingrid, who was itching because her horns had just grown.

Young Ingrid thought it was a coincidence and luck that she met the princess when she stopped by the pharmacy to buy such medicine, but now that she has come to see it, there is no reason for the princess to visit a pharmacy that only prisoners in the capital frequent.

Princess Camellia was already preparing.

The princess, whose breasts were not swollen, was speechless for a moment when she saw Ingrid's breasts, which had already begun to stand out despite being of similar age, but it was only for a moment.

This is the person Ingrid meets at the pharmacy.

Princess Camellia, the second princess of the Empire, knew that Lihier was on the verge of meeting the worst possible ending.

The princess knew that there had been a large-scale conflict between witches and witch hunters in Lihere ten years ago, and that many witches' children had arrived at once.

So Camellia could not let Lehier, one of the pillars of the empire, fall, and at the same time lured Ingrid and several children to plant a spy inside him while granting her grace.

[If you want power, come to me. I will prepare an errand boy for you in the alley directly across from the main gate of your parish.]

Ingrid thought about it for a while and persuaded several children.

They decided to gain the power to help other seniors and continue living with everyone.

So Ingrid took the lead, and the witch's children followed behind her into the alley.

[... It came sooner than expected.]

There was someone waiting in the alley, just as Camellia had said.

'Oh, now that I think about it, that person is still next to the princess.'

Ingrid recalled her past memories and belatedly realized that the man she met in the dark alley was Ryder, the current leader of the Knights of Intelligence.

So Ingrid entered the imperial castle, and the princess gave Ingrid and the other children an oath.

The oath was a gift from Scarlett to the first emperor of the empire.

It is an oath that Scarlett will show the Holy Grail of Blood for the Empire whenever she wants.

The princess used it, and thanks to it, Ingrid became a vampire along with people who shared her same thoughts.

That's how Ingrid came to have red eyes, pointy teeth, and a semi-immortal body.

“... Now that I think about it, I couldn't even look at Scarlett's face until the end.”

After that, Ingrid looked blankly at the ceiling.

Princess Camellia, suzerain Scarlett, the parish of Lihier in the capital, and other people living there, Bishop Setias, and Lyudmila.

As I was organizing everything that had happened so far and thinking about it one by one, I realized that a lot had happened and I had met a lot of people.

Then Ingrid-

“... Huh?”

Suddenly, I felt doubtful about Lee Rim's appearance that came to mind at the end.

“... No, no no no- this is not it. Here we have to think of Lyudmila. yes. That's what I should have done, but the order is a little strange...”

As she was lying in bed, she wondered if it was a magic trick and was thinking that Lyudmila in her younger days would appear at the end, but Ingrid was taken aback by the sudden appearance of Lee Rim.

But soon I thought it was worth it.

A lot of things happened, but the things that happened when she started getting involved with Lee Rim were especially major events that were engraved in Ingrid's mind.

One in Hygge, one in Tirner Nog, one in Ambrosia.

These two people can be said to have nothing in common other than being members of their respective religious denominations and being Camellia's spies.

So, Ingrid closed her eyes again, muttering as if she was promising herself that it was definitely strange that the last person she thought of was Lee Rim.

but-

... flash!

No matter what she thought, Ingrid couldn't fall asleep, so she eventually opened her eyes again and got up.

“Ahh! That's Okay! Done! I'm just so tired, I'd rather not sleep! I have to go out! yes I really don't know why I can't sleep like this today. Ugh... Shall we go meet Scarlett? It looks like you're probably not sleeping. Phew...”

And in the end, remembering the other people who never left his mind and the face of Lee Rim touching his eyes, which kept coming back to his mind at the end, he blushed slightly and left the room with the intention of having a conversation with Scarlett.

        
            Sigh-

Ingrid opened the door, put her head out of the door for a moment, and looked around.

And soon she realized that no one was there, and even though she thought to herself, she wondered why she had acted so cautiously, dragged her slippers and went out completely.

'... The hallway is quiet. Well, since it's a castle without a banquet, people walking around at this time might be even weirder.'

Ingrid couldn't sleep so she came out to meet Scarlett.

Ingrid thinks that living in Eched is comfortable.

Even if you lie down on the bed until moss starts to form, there is no one to say anything, and there is no need to be nervous that Camellia's call will suddenly arrive at any moment.

There was no need to always make up excuses to act like a spy at any time, and there was no Lyudmila to wake him up by nagging him every morning.

But still, it is true that now that I have been unable to see the people who are like family to me for days on end, I miss Lyudmila's nagging, Setias's sighs, and everyone else's bitter smiles.

So, since Ingrid was already having a strangely sleepless night, she wanted to complain to Scarlett, so she started looking for her.

“Hmm... But how do I get upstairs?”

However, if there is a problem, there is no way to go up to the third floor where Scarlett is.

Unlike the basement, first, and second floors connected by stairs, there was no visible way up to the third floor.

So, while Ingrid was wondering what to do, she decided to just try her own way.

“... Well, if Scarlett wants to meet you. Please let me in.”

Rattling-

That's how Ingrid's wandering began.

Walk around the second floor and open the doors one by one.

Suddenly-

“... You’re not there.”

Then, Ingrid opened the door where Lee Rim and Hwarim were, and when she saw that they were not there even though it was late at night, she came out wondering if they were in the basement at this time.

Suddenly-

“... Yikes. It won’t work here.”

Next, Ingrid opened the door where Vincent and Linai were, but the two were sitting on the bed talking about something with a gloomy and serious look on their faces, so she read the atmosphere and went outside again.

Suddenly-

“... Hey, he's already sleeping.”

Next, she opened the room where the Heavenly Demons were, but the Heavenly Demons were not found in the room, and she only saw Lucid sleeping on the bed with his body curled up and drooling on the pillow, so she came back out.

After that, Ingrid opened about 20 visits.

“Umm...”

Ingrid, who was about to open the last door on the second floor, thought that Scarlett had no intention of meeting her today, so she stopped her meaningless actions and tried to turn back.

Jump up!

“... Huh?”

The last visit opened on its own even though Ingrid removed her hand.

Scarlett gave Ingrid permission to enter her room.

smart-

“... Excuse me.”

So Ingrid knocked once on the already open door and stepped into the pitch-black room where nothing was visible.

That moment-

... Spooky!

Ingrid felt like she had died once and came back to life.

'What was it? 'I just said that.'

A feeling as if a sword had been thrust into one's neck and then removed.

‘No, it’s beyond that. It was like... the sword completely shattered my body and then put it back together again.'

With that feeling, Ingrid suddenly reached the third floor of Eched, where Scarlett's room was located.

“... Welcome. Ingrid.”

Ingrid, who has come over the door, sees Scarlett.

The third floor of Eched, one side of which is entirely made of glass.

with a splash-

Scarlett was taking a bath in the moonlight in the middle of a hall so large it could hardly be called a room, with no lights on and only the moonlight illuminating the interior.

“... Will you come here?”

“... Ah, yes.”

Ingrid was momentarily taken aback by the huge bathtub the size of a small lake that filled the third floor, but she moved forward.

Ingrid thought that perhaps this was just a case of magic temporarily transforming the structure of the room into a huge bathtub.

And just as Ingrid predicted, Scarlett was able to change the use of the room according to her mood.

If you want to listen to music, go to a room filled with instruments and sheet music, if you want to read, go to the study full of books, and if you want to cook, go to the kitchen equipped with all kinds of utensils.

Chalbang-

So Scarlett must have wanted to take a bath today, so she was swimming naked across the huge bathtub, and swam virtually to greet Ingrid.

The moonlight shining brightly through the window became Scarlett's halo and obscured her pure white naked body.

“Do you want to come in too?”

“No. I'll be here. Yeoh... Tea-”

dump-

“You look like an old man.”

“I guess that’s an accurate impression, right? I learned how to sit like this because it was the first time I imitated the way drunkards in the capital sat holding their hips.”

Scarlett rested her head on the ledge of the bathtub and Ingrid sat next to her head, crossing her legs and making a deliberate sound.

“... Didn’t it hurt?”

“Yes? What is it?”

“Transition method used a little while ago. This is my first time using it on someone else.”

“Ah... it was okay. It was a little creepy, though.”

Although she didn't immediately understand what Scarlett said, Ingrid finally figured out what had happened.

The transference method she used a little while ago can only be used by Ingrid and Scarlett, who have conditional immortal bodies.

Since she had the same immortal body as herself anyway, Scarlett brought Ingrid's body on the second floor by breaking it down into elementary particles and reconstructing it in the room on the third floor where she was.

The two reached the third floor of Eched, where no one could interfere, and looked at the moon, which was beautifully full today, and took care of business.

“So, why did you come to me at this late hour?”

“Umm... Can I just say it simply and clearly?”

“Any amount.”

“I can’t sleep. I missed my colleagues at the parish.”

“... Is it because you miss me?”

“... Not much, just a little.”

“... Hehehe-”

When Ingrid answered honestly, Scarlett smiled as if she was cute, then climbed onto the bathtub and sat down.

Chalbang-

Then he started stroking Ingrid's head with his wet hands.

“... Hey, your hair is all wet?”

“Still, stay still. Because it comforts me in its own way.”

“You could have at least wiped the moisture on my clothes...”

Ingrid feels Scarlett's touch.

My wet hands were a little rough, as if I had never stroked someone else's hair before.

Still, Ingrid felt warm there.

It feels like family.

Although she is short and looks young, Ingrid was a witch as well as a mother to Scarlett, and she developed feelings for her own mother, whom she had no memory of.

And Ingrid knows that feeling.

“... This is probably because of the power of blood, right?”

“I guess so. Because I am the leader. Because those who inherit my blood feel a bond.”

This is the second time Ingrid meets Scarlett.

One was when he visited Scarlett with his colleagues to kiss the Bloody Grail, and now, more than 10 years later, this is his second visit.

So, according to common sense, there could be no bond between the women who had only seen each other briefly.

But the power of blood made it possible.

Scarlett comes to feel Ingrid as her descendant, and Ingrid also comes to feel her as a squire and mother-like figure.

So, even though vampires know this, they don't really want to give it up, so when referring to Scarlett, they usually call her 'false mother' instead of calling her by name.

And Ingrid actually didn't feel that bad herself.

Although he felt as if he was being controlled and swayed by his instincts, and Scarlett's appearance was absolutely not worthy of being called his mother, the kindness and warmth she gave him was genuine.

So, Ingrid tried to make a strong argument by saying that she wanted to go back to the parish now that she and Scarlett were alone for a long time, but she soon became weak and gave up on it.

And Scarlett also noticed that Ingrid stopped what she was saying and softened slightly, so she comforted her.

“... sorry. Please be patient just a little longer. Ingrid, I want you to stay until Camellia arrives.”

“... I understand.”

In the end, Ingrid gave up protesting to Scarlett and came close to Scarlett's side as if it had been a while since she had made up her mind and opened all the doors.

A miraculous being.

Although it comes with the grandiose position of squire and the disgrace of being a blood demon, she is a being with the power to clearly prove her power.

However, when you actually see how she treats others like this, she feels like a girl who hasn't had much contact with other people for a long time, and at the same time, she also has a mother-like affection for Ingrid.

'And yet you said it was your duty...? In order to protect that, it is surprising that he insists on threatening Princess Camellia not to touch him at this opportunity.'

Without realizing it, Ingrid was leaning her head on Scarlett's shoulder, who had grown closer.

“... Scarlett?”

“... What's wrong?”

“Are you uncomfortable somewhere?”

“Oh, did you notice?”

Ingrid didn't miss the slightest tremor in Scarlett's shoulders.

So Ingrid became more worried about Scarlett than usual.

“What's going on?”

“... If you say there isn't one, you're lying.”

Scarlett felt regret for a moment when Ingrid lifted her head from her shoulder, but when she saw her red eyes shining even stronger today in the moonlight, she thought it would be okay to be a little more honest today and told the truth.

“Actually... I did something a little sorry yesterday when I met that guy named Lee Rim.”

“... Ah, you mean yesterday?”

Ingrid belatedly realized what that meant.

Yesterday, in Eched's basement, Lee Rim and Hwarim were training to deal with the Heavenly Demons while Ingrid was watching from the side.

There was a short break, and while Ingrid was talking with herself and Hwarim, Lee Rim and Scarlett suddenly appeared.

Only then did Ingrid realize that Scarlett had put a note in her front pocket and left the room with Lee Rim for a moment, and that Scarlett had done so because she had something she wanted to tell Lee Rim.

'It's probably from back then.'

And Ingrid, who is perceptive, knows that what Scarlett is saying now is a story that happened back then, and listens to her.

“I am, Ingrid. I tried to find out the guy's weak spot. Just like the way demons use to tempt humans, they tempt him to give him what he really wants.”

“... I see.”

“But as I said it was a temptation, it wasn't actually a story I brought up for that man.”

“... What does that mean?”

“... I just made a suggestion to the guy to make it easier for me.”

Ingrid listens to Scarlett.

It's rare.

Scarlett has always been the owner of this Eched, with the dignity of a vampire squire, and has never shown weakness even when dealing with Heavenly Demons, but perhaps because of the blood bond between them, Scarlett was saying that she was weak to Ingrid.

And Scarlett told Ingrid about her honest feelings when talking with Lee Rim.

“I am, Ingrid. I don't want to live anymore.

So I handed over all my power to that man and tried to disappear from this world.”

Scarlett tried to shake off her thoughts by swimming in the ever-honest moonlight, but in the end, she was unable to shake off her worries and ended up speaking out weakly at the child who inherited her blood.

        
            smart-

“... Ingrid?”

...

'Why is there no answer?'

At first, I thought it was Ingrid when I knocked on the door.

“...”

“... I think I may have come to pick up the glasses I left in my room during dinner earlier.”

When I looked at Hwarim, Hwarim was also puzzled that Ingrid had knocked on the door and there was no answer, but since Ingrid came to our room every meal and ate with us, I thought she had come to retrieve something she had left behind.

‘Why is there no answer? 'Did you bring something heavy without even opening the door?'

But if you think about it, there was no reason for that.

Ingrid left the sunglasses she always wore in our room today, but since entering Eched's castle, she almost always takes them off.

Even if I had left my glasses behind, I would have come back to get them tomorrow morning or lunchtime, so there was no reason to take my glasses with no prescription right before going to bed.

However, that thought occurred to me right after I opened the door.

Just before I opened the door, I was suspicious of the visitor who knocked on the door without any answer, but I was confident that there would be no reason to be attacked by others in Scarlett's Castle, so I was at ease, so I opened the door without any doubts.

Sigh.

“Woman, are you having a good evening?”

“I have something to tell you.”

As soon as the door opened, Hwarim and I appeared in front of him with black hair and a grinning smile.

The moment we caught sight of the mouths of the two Heavenly Demons, which seemed to us to be nothing but eerie smiles, Hwarim and I immediately reached for our weapons.

Slam!

“... Heavenly Demons.”

“...!”

The two heavenly demons look at us.

The last time I saw them was five days ago when I had dinner with Scarlett.

We didn't avoid each other, but our lifestyles were different, and since we headed underground after the Heavenly Demons left to carefully observe the traces of destruction they left underground to relieve themselves, we never encountered each other.

‘Heavenly Demons? 'Why did the Heavenly Demons come?'

The man's side is Yincheonma, and the woman's side is Yangcheonma.

The Heavenly Demons each placed one arm on each door frame.

The height is not the same.

Eumcheonma, who is tall, and Yangcheonma, who is considerably shorter than him.

The arms of the two Heavenly Demons leaning against the door frame were not parallel.

But even then, we came across as a threat.

After seeing the Heavenly Demons, Hwarim and I immediately started preparing for battle.

There was no need for conversation.

We, who had been thinking only about the Heavenly Demons for the past five days, were ready to fight them no matter what situation we encountered.

If a fight breaks out right away, I have no doubt that I in front of the door will stab Yang Cheon-ma, who is short, and Hwarim will block Eum Cheon-ma's actions from behind.

It was a time when Hwarim and I were preparing to swing our swords as soon as the Heavenly Demons made even the slightest strange movement.

“Ugh... It's so bloody? Just using this will damage your skin.”

“That’s right. Still, isn't that a bit overreacting? Both of you, open your eyes a little wider and see us. Does it look like we're here to fight?”

“...”

Feeling doubtful about the Heavenly Demons' words, I dilated my pupils, which had been constricted to a great extent, and Hwarim belatedly told me the names of the objects held in the other hand of the Heavenly Demons.

“... That's a liquor bottle.”

An object that the Heavenly Demons show by extending their arms forward.

As Hwarim said, those were alcohol bottles.

“...”

“...”

But even after seeing the liquor bottle, we didn't relax our posture.

Even though it was a bottle of alcohol, it didn't make any difference.

The Heavenly Demon is not an easy opponent to the extent that they look down on him for just holding a bottle of alcohol without knowing what's inside.

Then the Heavenly Demons saw that we had not yet let down our guard and made a joke.

“Oh my gosh, even though I say this, I'm full of energy, like a cat that found itself in a place with no way out. If it had hair, it would have stood up stiffly. But it feels scarier because it's a sword and not fur, so please put it down. huh? Otherwise, since it's like this, should I fight someone with a bottle of alcohol and a sword? Or rather, is there a martial arts skill that allows you to hold a liquor bottle and perform it? Huh?”

“You call that a horse? Even if you ask me, I am you and you are me, right? Doesn't the fact that there is no martial arts attack with a liquor bottle in our memories mean that, at least among the martial arts guys we know, there was no one who attacked with a liquor bottle? There were a lot of guys who attacked us while drunk.”

““Hahahahahahahahahahaha!!!””

It has a relaxed expression.

They joke that they have no hostility towards them, and that if they plan to fight, the only weapon they have in hand is a liquor bottle.

'Not funny. 'You bastards.'

However, the seriousness of those words gave more weight to the truth rather than being close to a joke.

In fact, according to Ingrid, the Heavenly Demons entered Eched without carrying a single weapon and always walked around with their bare hands, so they might be able to deal with us with a weapon as small as a liquor bottle.

After laughing among themselves for a while, the Heavenly Demons shake the bottle to let them know that the contents are harmless.

Jangle jangle!

“It’s no big deal. I just wanted to have a drink with people from my hometown.”

“Yes. To be honest, even if we drink together, we don't have much to talk about because we are ultimately separated from one body. Imagine looking in the mirror and having a conversation with yourself. Wouldn’t that be very fun?”

On the man's side, Eum Cheon-ma thrust the bottle at me, and on the woman's side, Yang Cheon-ma thrust a glass at Hwarim.

So, even though I now know for sure that there was no harm, I felt like I was depriving the other person of their leisure, so I made a tick on purpose.

“If you think about it that way, isn’t there one more party member there? That soul disease called Lucid. Let’s have a drink with him. I heard that we came all the way here together.”

However, it was a question that focused on revealing hostility rather than asking the reason, and I was a little surprised by the unexpected answer from the Heavenly Demons.

“Ah, that guy? He's still 15 years old.”

“That's right. Well, I don't know if it would be okay to drink alcohol based on the standards of where I worked before, but there is a culture somewhere here that says you must be at least 20 years old to drink alcohol. I don't know which monarch created it, but if it's a custom that a saint created for his own reasons, it's a custom to that extent, so it should be generously observed.”

“... Ah, yes.”

I felt a bit of déjà vu.

And I quickly realized what the reason was.

A woman named Lucid who is probably still rolling around on the bed in the room she shares with the Heavenly Demons.

She was a woman with dark blue hair, a slender body, and legs that were more beautiful than anyone I'd ever seen, excluding those from the church.

However, for such a beautiful woman, I thought she acted very lively like a child, but it turned out that she was simply paying her age.

And that's-

'It was like a soul disease like presbyopia.'

It was a similar case to presbyopia, which I was very surprised to hear about my actual age in the past.

“Anyway, if you have any thoughts, come to the banquet hall. Today is the full moon, so the table will be beautifully decorated.”

“I’ll be waiting for you?”

The two Heavenly Demons walked into the banquet hall and we looked at each other for a moment.

“... Shall we go?”

“... There was no hostility.”

There was certainly no hostility at all.

On the contrary, I am a little annoyed by the lack of hostility.

Even though we declared that we would block the plans of the Heavenly Demons, the Heavenly Demons did not oppose us and instead invited us for a drink.

This may be because they think that no matter what we do in the first place, it will not be a big hindrance to them.

still,

No matter how much of an enemy we were, if the other person wanted to talk, it was my way to accept it.

“Then, let’s go.”

“... Yes.”

I left the room with Hwarim and went to the banquet hall.

The banquet hall can be reached by leaving the room and walking straight down the hallway.

I left my weapon in my room.

To be exact, it's not that I left it lying around, it's that Hwarim and I both released it as we can create weapons at any time, but we had no intention of holding a weapon even while drinking.

Although it takes a few seconds for both of them to produce weapons, I think Scarlett will not just sit by and watch the moment they are about to fight in the banquet hall in the first place.

So we opened the door to the banquet hall, and what we saw as we carefully opened the huge door was-

Wow!

“Ah, are you here?”

“Welcome. At this time, the snacks were almost finished.”

Cheee!

Clap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

There was a huge glass window behind the head table in the banquet hall. From the other side of the window, Manwol was assertively shining her light on the table, illuminating the Heavenly Demons who were busy preparing food.

“...”

“...”

Hwarim and I stopped for a moment when we saw that.

I was invited for a drink, but when I opened the door to the banquet hall and entered, I saw the Heavenly Demons cooking in the open kitchen at the back of the banquet hall.

Eum Cheon-ma was shaking a huge wok and stirring something with long chopsticks, and Yang Cheon-ma was chopping something that looked like an onion on a cutting board.

As we were just looking at the two people, Yang Cheon Ma, who was holding a knife instead of Yin Cheon Ma, who couldn't take her eyes off the wok, looked back at us for a moment and said.

“Take a seat. Today, I'm making a special request from Scarlett to make trendy dishes. Seongju also has a big heart? Every time we ask for something, they act like it's a hassle, but they always give us the cooking utensils and ingredients we ask for.”

The thoughts running through my head after seeing the two heavenly demons.

'What is the Heavenly Horse?'

-I just had this thought.

Yang Cheon-ma is holding a sword.

We left our weapons behind, but Cheonma was unexpected and was holding a weapon.

But Hwarim and I didn't feel threatened at all.

That's how serious the two Heavenly Demons were in their cooking.

Eum Cheon-ma was wearing an apron and was vigorously stirring a wok whose floor was engulfed in flames with her arms that clearly showed tendons, and Yang Cheon-ma was also cutting with her hair tied back into a ponytail.

So it's definitely a cooking utensil, not a weapon.

Cheonma clearly distinguishes between weapons and tools.

Probably, even if we attacked here and now, the tools in our hands were only knives used for cooking, so there was no doubt that they would not be aimed at people.

“Good. Would three or four be enough?”

“Isn’t it better to have more variety? They say it's okay for us to have just one, but they say they'll treat us to local food but only serve a few.”

“Is that so? So, what do you think? Hwarim?”

“Do you want to eat something else? Oh, of course, there is a gap of hundreds of years between you and us, so if possible, make dishes that we would know.”

After putting the food on a plate as wide as the wok that the Heavenly Demons were wielding, he put a ladle and a knife on his shoulder and asked Hwarim.

And Hwarim, who saw that-

Tzurp-

“... One mapa, please.”

“... Hwarim?”

I swallowed my saliva without realizing it and made the request.

“Oh, no. done. Okay, I'll just take a seat-”

“You mean Mapa? okay. I don't know if there's tofu, but there's something similar to yam.”

“...”

“... Lee, Lee Lim. no. Well, don't look at me with that weird face! It was only for a moment, a very moment, that I really lost my mind-”

“... It's okay. huh. I wanted to eat it, and since it was a dish that was difficult to explain to Enin, well... it could have been an opportunity. Yes.”

“No, that... right. There's no excuse. Huh...”

Before Hwarim, who belatedly came to her senses, could pick up what she had said, the Heavenly Demons had put it on the cutting board, and soon five dishes, including the mapo tofu that Hwarim had requested, were placed on the table in the banquet hall.

        
            The cuisine of the Heavenly Demons envelops the banquet hall.

I wonder where I learned it.

At the same time, I don’t think Cheonma, who cooks, is bad.

Isn't there a definition anywhere that the Heavenly Demon is a being that is solely focused on nothingness?

That can be said to have been proven now.

Even top-notch Chinese chefs would have to put up with it, and these are heavenly horses who have shown themselves to be flawless chefs from appearance to finish. These people can easily make things like non-existent laughing dumplings or legendary scorched rice soup. I think so.

'... What am I thinking?'

However, for a moment, I realized that I had been intoxicated by the smell and appearance of the food without realizing it, and I came to my senses.

And I looked to the side thinking that maybe Hwarim would have come to her senses before me, but-

“...”

“... Hwarim?”

“...”

“... Ugh-”

Hwarim was looking at the food and not even thinking about raising her head, so I pinched her thigh so that the demons couldn't see it.

Wow!

“... Ugh?!”

“Come to your senses.”

“Ah, I got it... I got it... I didn’t pinch you too hard...?”

Hwarim came to his senses belatedly, and Cheonma took off his apron, let down his hair, and sat down, placing a chest containing liquor bottles on the table.

bang!

“Good! I finished it faster than I thought.”

“Now, let’s start enjoying alcohol in earnest. Huhuhuhuhu-”

Thanks to the moonlight streaming in from the full moon window, we sat across from each other at the table in the brightly lit banquet hall, with bottles of alcohol and food still steaming between us, without the need to light any candles.

Druk-

Yin Cheonma first raises a ceramic drinking glass and speaks.

“I said it was Hwarim. Did you drink alcohol?”

“A little bit as a hobby.”

“I see. Is your way of enjoying capital similar to ours? Then take this. This is a liquor that tastes similar to the liquor we found here.”

Swish!

widely-

I took the bottle that Yin Cheon-ma pushed from the other side of the table.

“... here.”

“Thank you.”

I pour it for Hwarim, and then Hwarim pours alcohol into my glass.

Meanwhile, the Heavenly Demons each drank a glass of wine before us, and they looked at each other and laughed.

I wonder what the attitude of a drinking party is to invite us over and drink first, but it's all about me and Hwarim staying tense until the end, even anticipating that they would hesitate to drink, so they drank first, showing that it wasn't poisonous.

As I looked at it and put my nose to the glass, the clear liquor smelled of peaches.

“Just by looking at the appearance and scent, it is Baekjuro.”

“Distilled alcohol... It has a high alcohol content.”

Afterwards, I lifted the glass and slowly poured the fruit-flavored liquor down my throat. It wasn't bad.

Continue-

“... It's really the same.”

“It’s not the alcohol that was originally here, but it must have been brought in from somewhere.”

Because it has a high alcohol content, if you drink it quickly, you may feel a coop and cough, but Hwarim and I both drink quite a lot of alcohol, so we don't make such beginner-like mistakes.

With such a peaceful drinking party formed, we looked at the people on the other side and slowly began to speak.

It was Hwarim who spoke first.

“I will ask.”

“Any amount.”

“Why do you guys go around destroying the world?”

Hwarim calmly, but sharply, asked what the Heavenly Demons did before they were sealed and the reasons for their continued actions in the future.

And the Heavenly Demons answered him honestly.

“To ensure that no one reigns.”

“What does it mean?”

Continue-

While Yin Cheonma answers and drinks, Yang Cheonma answers him.

“The world before I appeared was repeating one rule.”

“Rule?”

“Yes. rule. The world goes through a period of chaos, and finally one monarch is established.”

“Monarch... Does it mean the existence of a king or an emperor?”

“That’s right. But no matter what happens, those who rule cannot rule as absolute individuals.”

After hearing Yang Cheon-ma’s words, I realized what she was saying.

“Of course... I guess so. It is not easy for an individual to establish or govern a country. Ultimately, it is groups that form a nation. A group consisting of a king, a feudal lord, and his soldiers. Even if a person is so lucky and talented that he started off as a single person, when he gets to the point of finally founding a nation, he will have subjects around him who helped him until the founding of the nation, and after that, he will distribute power to those who helped him. And no matter how absolute the monarch is, eventually, as time passes and the monarch collapses and the king changes several times, it is not only Hyeonsin who is under him, but also treacherous people who cling to the monarch and seek only their own interests. There is no such thing as perfect peace and quiet. Peace is only delayed. No matter how clean a country is, there is bound to be a place where filth gathers somewhere.”

“Kha! Wasn’t it just a tail following you around?”

Yang Cheon-ma praised me as he drank, and he poured the glass back to me.

“Huh?”

“Good. A man like you will gladly accept alcohol.”

“Be happy. It's not common for me to give someone else a chance to pour me a drink. I was even locked up once because of drinking.”

““Khahahahahaha!””

From what I've seen so far, it seems that the Heavenly Demons' personalities are basically cheerful.

Actions are also spontaneous.

So, as I was looking at the two Heavenly Demons with a puzzled expression as they asked me to pour them drinks, Hwarim moved for me, stood up, and tipped the bottle to the Heavenly Demons.

“Huh? This is where I asked for alcohol?”

“... It's noisy. Not twice.”

“I don’t intend to take this away, but I guess I was misunderstood.”

Hwarim, knowing that I was uncomfortable, moved the two Heavenly Demon's arms back, and the story continued.

Keep going!

“... Haha! good. Then I guess I'll have to go from there. Under such an imperfect ruler, followers arise, and those followers become another ruler under the ruler. And the moment that continues and the world continues to dominate and people are crushed by it - the world becomes truly devastated.”

“So we, and I, moved to get rid of those rulers.”

Heavenly Demons who clearly state their opinions.

What they and he were trying to do was one thing.

To him, by the standards of the Heavenly Demon, the emperors, kings, and whoever else had ruled the world until now were in fact only 'vague rulers.'

Ambiguous rulers ultimately have limits to what they can do individually, so they can only maintain the country with the help of their vassals.

And in the end, those vassals, no matter how powerful the emperor is, other people appear under the emperor and only take advantage of their own interests, and when the emperor grows old and transfers the throne, there will come a day when the influence of the vassals becomes stronger. As a relative, he tries to infiltrate the center of power and enjoy power equivalent to that of an emperor.

In the end, what Cheonma was saying was that no matter who the first emperor or ruler was, the world that had taken the form of a nation until now would only repeat a regression with destruction as the end point, no matter which current military emerged and founded the nation. .

widely.

The two Heavenly Demons who spoke up to that point lower their glasses at the same time and speak.

“So, I decided to practice perfect rule on behalf of these irresponsible people.”

“But instead, I decided not to rule the world so as not to repeat the same mistakes as them.”

Hwarim and I, who were already immersed in the conversation between the two heavenly demons, asked back what they were saying.

“... What does that mean?”

“Even though you have defeated all your opponents as the Demon of Heaven, you will not rule?”

In the previous world, the Heavenly Demons who went around crushing sin and the power to remain the world's rulers talk about their ideals.

““After ruling the world, what we want to create is not a world of domination, but a world of aiding.””

Aiding, not domination.

I am not talking about anarchy or anarchism.

They said that they reign, but do not rule, and aid.

'It reigns.'

There are only the Heavenly Demons themselves at the top of the world, and among the rest, they do not forgive those who try to dominate others by force.

“To that end, we went around destroying all those who had powers other than ours.”

'Do not dominate.'

If the Heavenly Demons do not try to boast about their power, they will not get involved no matter what the people of the world do.

You are free to live and form relationships with others as you always do, by being neighbors, laughing, talking, and grieving.

Since he reigns but does not rule, there is no reason to worry about vassals who deceive the monarch's eyes and cause trouble.

“To that end, we did not hide. I told anyone who was confident in their power to come and kill me and rule the world.”

'Abetting.'

In this way, they just watch as they become the sky and the world below where people live in peace.

It exists as a deterrent to prevent war, devastation, and impoverishment from continuing to reincarnate.

When I heard about the thoughts of the two heavenly demons, I thought it was an absurd idea, but with these two, I thought it was definitely not impossible.

“So you... are constantly getting rejected? To achieve your dream even if it means turning the world into your enemy, to punish all the irresponsible rulers who do not meet your standards and rise above them.”

“I understand well. After a series of ups and downs, we hope to reach the same conclusion here as we did in the previous world.”

“Because we have the power to make it possible.”

Individuals rule the world.

If he wanted to become a monarch on his own, that would definitely have been impossible.

However, it is possible for an individual to dominate the world if he or she does not intend to do anything more than that.

If it is simply a matter of looking down from above as if watching to ensure that no one other than oneself rules, the world can be maintained peacefully just by aiding and abetting.

so I,

Without realizing it, I asked them why they were trying to change the world like that.

“... What on earth allows you to act like that?”

As I asked the question, several things came to mind.

There is a possibility that he, the Heavenly Demon, had such thoughts because he lived through famine and disaster during his childhood.

Or, because he had observed and mastered the world for a long time like a sage, he thought that if he did not ultimately do so, the repetition of this hell would never end.

Otherwise, it is possible that he was a hidden saint who appeared to the world under the badge of the Heavenly Demon at the request of someone.

However, even though I made many predictions, the Heavenly Demons gave answers that did not match any of the predictions.

“It’s a simple thing. Which one would you say is self-interest? It’s not something I thought deeply about before taking action.”

“We just acted that way because one day we suddenly thought we wanted to do that.”

“... Is that the end?”

“What other answer do you need? It’s just like I said.”

“We and I do only what we want to do. The reason I went around bringing down all the rulers in the world was just because one day I suddenly felt like doing that.”

Their life is just a straight line.

It was the same behavior that the Wizard King had heard from Scarlett.

The existence of Cheonma was just like a natural disaster, where if you decide to do something one day, you will eventually achieve it.

        
            To what extent will it be possible for humans to understand others?

There is psychology, and furthermore, there is also psychiatry.

Based on that, I have heard that there are people who explore the psychology of criminals and do profiling, and there are also people who work as negotiators.

However, in the end, this is only my opinion, but if I were to measure the percentage of others, I think I could say that I only understood about 50% at most.

In the end, no matter how well you understand another person, you can only predict that person's principles of behavior or way of thinking to a certain extent. Even then, when that person notices that everything about you is being read, you need to examine yourself and reconsider. Once you understand something, the moment you try to use it against someone else, that person has already become another person.

So, in the case of simple humans, what about the Heavenly Demon?

Cheonma.

These are beings that are difficult to call human.

A being who 'becomes' able to do something if he or she wants to do it.

It is impossible for humans like me and Hwarim, who fall into the category of ordinary people, to understand everything about the Heavenly Demon.

Perhaps no one will be able to understand the Heavenly Demons in the future, just as we heard their stories now.

That may be because I am not a person whose goal is to become the Heavenly Demon, but it may also be because their way of thinking is not based on common sense.

'Natural Disasters.'

As I have been talking with them so far, my thoughts have gathered in my head, and what has been realized into one word is ‘natural disaster.’

Cheonma is a natural disaster.

When they set a goal and start running towards it, everyone caught up in the middle steps becomes a victim.

But the victims have no complaints.

Because Cheonma is a natural disaster.

Because no one can stop the Heavenly Demons.

As I just said, if they rule over the world and say they will aid and abet rather than rule, it is certain that the world will become like that one day.

'It's different from a witch.'

When I looked at the Heavenly Demons, I thought for a moment that they were similar to witches, but then I changed my mind because I thought that was not the case.

Witches, like heavenly demons, are beings who are devoted to one thing and generously pour out other things around them to achieve that goal.

Even if it's an item that someone else has, if he thinks he needs it, he takes it without any sense of guilt, and if he thinks he needs a human as material for his current hobby or needs to be used as a sacrifice, he does that without hesitation.

In that respect, the Heavenly Demon and Witches are certainly similar, but the crucial difference is-

It is said that while heavenly demons will unconditionally succeed in whatever they decide to do, witches can still be prevented if those around them are alert to the witch's movements and try to exclude them.

However, that is a story from when the Heavenly Demons were ‘complete Heavenly Demons’.

'Not yet, not yet.'

The two Heavenly Demons clearly came here and went through a process of re-understanding themselves, and they came to a conclusion.

The Heavenly Demons said that they are not yet in a position to be called the real Heavenly Demons.

Now there is no other word left to refer to them other than Cheonma, so we just call them Cheonma and they also introduce themselves as Cheonma.

'The current Heavenly Demon is still an imperfect Heavenly Demon.'

They may have been Heavenly Demons in the previous world, but when the Heavenly Demons of this world saw the current world, they realized that they were inadequate Heavenly Demons.

And what they mean is that although they are confident that they will not lose no matter what opponent they face in this world, they know that it cannot be continuous.

This is the worst situation for those who have a soul-sick body.

That is an irreparable physical defect, the loss of the body.

‘The heavenly demons said. Among the martial arts they know, there are techniques that can only be used by consuming soul, spirit, and body, and only if you can use them without any disadvantages can you approach a true Heavenly Demon.'

Those were truly scary words.

Martial arts that can be used to 'consume' and 'pay for' the soul, spirit, and body, the essential components for maintaining a human being.

To put it conversely, this means that the Heavenly Demons of the previous world, who were one Heavenly Demon, consumed their soul, spirit, and body without any hesitation and used their martial arts profusely, and were even able to return it back to before the vanishing point.

So, I was wondering what kind of martial arts the Heavenly Demons were talking about so that they could become true Heavenly Demons if they could only do that, and then I remembered the technique that Winnet showed when dealing with Curios.

'... okay. It did. Did you say ruach?'

Winnet herself arrived at it unconsciously, and later learned of its identity through the mouth of Curios, a technique of extreme nothingness that she achieved with the human body.

[Ruach]

A technology that separated the spirit from the body and made it exist as a side of the world.

As a result, Winnet pierced the defenses of Curios, a dragon that can only be destroyed once at a time, no matter how much a human uses the dragon, three times in a row, and stole Curios' heart.

I only walked the path of martial arts for a short time, but since then I have trained myself again in the path of the sword, and it is a level I will never be able to achieve until I meet Winnet again and receive his teachings.

And I was convinced that the state that Winnet showed was probably the closest to the state that the Heavenly Demons were talking about.

That said, the Heavenly Demons who cannot use it now are clearly imperfect beings.

'In other words, the current Heavenly Demons are a natural disaster at a level that can be prevented by human power.'

Heavenly Demons who realize that they are imperfect and seek to acquire the power of Scarlet, the power of immortality, to make up for that imperfection.

Therefore, the Heavenly Demons who have the power of immortality are now beings that no one can defeat anymore, and to put it in reverse, the Heavenly Demons who do not yet have the power of immortality are the only times when someone can stop them. It also means.

'is it? Strictly speaking, could this be a turning point?'

The conclusion has been reached.

There was only now to stop the Heavenly Demons from carrying out the same plan as the previous world in the new world.

Now, when the natural disaster had not yet formed in earnest and was just starting to take root, and since they were Heavenly Demons who had not yet acquired the power of immortality, this was the last time that anyone could prevent it.

However, I wonder if it is right to stop them.

They help people so that everyone can live in peace as long as no one tries to dominate them.

What the Heavenly Demons are trying to do is clearly suppress war.

There is a saying that 1 million lives are needed to create 10 years of peace.

When heavenly demons stand in the sky, a new nation will no longer be established, people will suffer hardships caused by those who rule in that nation, the nation will fall, people will be in chaos, and another ruler who is greedy for power will start a war and ruin the world. Confusing things disappear.

Surely, even if the Heavenly Demons killed all the rulers just because they suddenly wanted to do it one day, with them, a world of peace and paradise in the true sense of the word could be established.

However, after thinking about it, I also realized that our church belongs to the rulers that the Heavenly Demons in front of me say they will kill and destroy.

'Standing in the sky is not a simple meaning. Unlike the previous world where only humans existed, in this world there certainly exist gods and beings comparable to gods.'

Heavenly Demons who saw the end in the human era.

So what end will the Heavenly Demons reach in a world where gods exist?

There are gods, ancient beings, by-products of foreign gods, and various beings that transcend humans.

And the Heavenly Demons will certainly try to eliminate all such beings after gaining the power of immortality.

And their goals clearly include -

Deshade, who is in hell, is bound to be included as well.

So, I made up my mind for sure.

If you let the Heavenly Demons go, they will even kill Deshade in the end.

And Deshade is our benefactor, friend, and-

Thistle's father.

‘You guys are going to kill Deshade? no. no. I can't let that happen.'

So, as Hwarim said at the end of the thought, I was convinced that the Heavenly Demons were bound to become our enemies in the end, and I quietly drank my drink without revealing my promise to the Heavenly Demons.

“... Because I decided to do it, I achieved it.”

“... I see. Because that is the Heavenly Demon, people were so afraid that they sealed you away.”

After a moment of silence, Hwarim and I commented on them one by one, and the Heavenly Demons seemed to like it.

“I like it. We like to be evaluated. I enjoy being criticized, criticized, praised, and praised by various people from various perspectives.”

“It’s fun to see the reaction. However, if it leads to admiration, it can be a bit of a pain, so the moment it goes too far, I rule it out.”

With this, I half understood the Heavenly Demon.

If so, let’s connect their intentions to that as well.

These are the people who invited us for a drink and told us what the Heavenly Demon was in response to Hwarim's question.

So, I asked if what they wanted was to have us as allies.

“So, you Heavenly Demons called us to this drinking party to tell us to stop killing you?”

But that was not what the Heavenly Demons meant at all.

“Huh? no? Absolutely not?”

“I guess we were just saying what we wanted to say. I can't believe it's causing such misunderstanding.”

As if the two Heavenly Demons had made a mistake, the Yin Heavenly Demon raised his sideburns, and the Yang Heavenly Demon-

Buck buck-

I scratched the crotch between my legs harshly.

For a moment, I was so embarrassed when I saw that that I took a sip of white liquor and ended up spitting it out.

“... Phew! No, where are you scratching?”

“Huh? Oh, it's itchy between my legs. Why?”

“No, I can see it all.”

“Huh? ... Ah, it doesn't really matter, does it? You didn't scratch your private parts directly, and you were wearing underwear on top, right?”

Sigh-

“Or maybe, surprisingly, he was a man who was quite smart about this? Hehehehehehe - There was a woman next to me, so I thought they had already seen each other.”

Yangcheonma teases me, and Eumcheonma joins in with a low-pitched laugh.

and-

Swish!

Clink!

“... It's noisy. Let’s not even talk.”

Hwarim, who must have been quite upset about what happened a little while ago, threw his glass with force, and the Heavenly Demons easily dodged it and continued to laugh.

“Khahahaha! How are you going to drink if you throw your glass?”

“If you want to drink alcohol, you need a bottle, but you don't necessarily need a glass.”

Then, when Eumcheonma asked how he could drink since the cup was gone, Hwarim took out a new bottle containing white liquor from the chest and held it up -

Gulp gurgle gurgle-

“... Wow!”

Quang!

He drank the entire bottle in one go without putting it down, coughed once, and put the bottle down roughly.

The Heavenly Demons were happy to see that.

It made me think that maybe this was the drinking party they wanted.

“Kahahahaha! Hey, that's good, that's good. For a moment, I remembered exchanging drinks with the general of the Golden Army on the old battlefield before fighting.”

“Yes. That too is a memory. Should we try it for the first time in a while?”

Soon, the Heavenly Demons, just like Hwarim, reached into the chest, took out an entire bottle of Baekju, and drank it. Just when we thought they had emptied the bottle, new alcohol, this time Hwangju, was pushed in from either side of us. Hwarim and I drank it all at once as if we were fighting against heavenly demons.

Jooo!

'... Wow! Ugh, I guess this isn't my style.'

Gradually, we and the Heavenly Demons, who were just as drunk as we were, began to continue the story from before.

        
            The Heavenly Demons' faces turn red from intoxication, and they laugh and say that they are extremely happy at this moment.

“... Hiccup! Huh! Anyway, we are just very grateful that you guys are willing to confront our plans. Of course, it is not forced.”

“That's right. If we deal with warriors like you, we might face another crisis that could lead to failure. So don't misunderstand. The reason we brought you here and talked to you is simply to build mutual understanding to enhance the future fight, as you have the courage and conviction to stand up to us.”

“Of course, if you have gone through a huge crisis before and are having a hard time getting through it on your own, if you bow down to us and ask for help, citing the connection between drinks, then we can help you too.◦# ◦

I thought it was difficult to drink anything other than a bottle of Baekju and a whole bottle of Hwangju, so I didn't touch it anymore, but Hwangju, unlike Baekju, seems to get you drunk quite quickly.

While talking, the Heavenly Demons didn't hesitate to promise that if they felt like it, they could help us whenever we asked for it, as it was our fate, and they became more and more drunk in front of us.

I answered the Heavenly Demons' words in the same drunken state as I saw them losing control of their bodies to the point where I felt increasingly defenseless.

“That’s... Hiccup! ... Cough! shit. It's terribly poisonous. Anyway, I don't quite understand that.”

“Huh? What?”

“We who heard your story will no doubt become your enemies now. Even if we die from another crisis before that time comes, no matter how close we were, you will not kill us just because we had a drink together. Isn’t that a bit insufficient as a reason to help?”

“I was wondering what he was going to say, but was that all he said? If so, I'll answer with advice. Don't try to understand us carelessly. Those are your values, these are our values. A heavy story for you can be a light story for us, and while the alcohol in front of you focuses on how strong it is, we focus on what feels delicious.”

“... Does this mean that you should not try to abandon your subjectivity?”

“That’s right. Everything else is the same. No matter what you think, we just think and move as we want. The world we perceive and the world you perceive cannot be the same. So don't try to understand it. You can either accept it as is, or if you still don't like it, push it away. Well, whether you push it or not, we'll do whatever we want, if we want to push, we'll just push and enjoy your reactions.”

It seems that the limit has soon been reached.

Yin Cheon-ma yawned and put her legs up on the table and closed her eyes. Yang Cheon-ma stopped gulping down the wine and started to stir the snacks with her chopsticks as if she was regretting them, but she was so full that she couldn't put any more into her mouth and spoke calmly.

“... To give you a little more advice, it is not a bad idea to divide your relationships with others only into enemies and allies. However, do not think that once you make a distinction, it will last a lifetime. Have you ever thought that the person who was your enemy this time might meet you as an ally next time? The opposite will also happen.”

“... Enemies become allies, allies become enemies.”

“That is the world. Living one after another is the way the world circulates. What makes you think that someone who has become your ally once will remain your ally for life? Is there a clear reason why someone you previously met as an enemy will not become an ally?”

“... Usually it won’t happen.”

“That’s it. Once you have made someone your enemy, it is foolish to remain hostile towards them forever. He is a person who just wants to break the connection and not reconnect it, so he will continue to add reasons he thinks are justifiable.”

When I listen to Cheonma’s words, many things come to mind.

It was because I was already drunk without realizing it.

'We can't just think that Lihier is our ally, Rugal is our ally, and Red Purge is our ally forever. And...is that the same for Camellia?'

This means that there is a possibility that an enemy can become an ally, and there is also a possibility that an ally can become an enemy.

He had already proven that through his own actions.

We, while I played the role of an actor who suited the corps commander until the end, tricked him into a trap at the last moment and killed him.

That's something that anyone but me can do.

So, as Cheonma said, it was not a bad thing to keep in mind the possibility of enemies becoming allies and the possibility of allies becoming enemies.

“... Any good advice would be greatly appreciated.”

“It's something to be thankful for if you truly accept it.”

“But that doesn't mean we won't oppose you.”

“This is what I hoped for.”

In that way, the drinking party had a huge impact.

The Heavenly Demons said they would sleep in the banquet hall.

In the first place, they said they didn't like soft beds because it felt like they were dying while submerged in water.

“Hwarim. Are you okay?”

“... Phew - To be honest, I'm not feeling very well.”

And Hwarim’s condition was not very good.

After throwing down the glass, she looked at each other as if she would not be defeated by the two heavenly demons and continued to drink yellow wine from the bottle one after another, which seemed to make her angry.

dump-

“Today... I guess I'll have to stop here. Anything more than this is difficult.”

“Yes. Don't move and get a good rest. I'll just get some fresh air and come back.”

After supporting Hwarim all the way from the banquet hall, I left her on the bed and came out.

Hwarim's eyes were already completely closed before I could say anything, and I think she'll probably sleep soundly and wake up with a huge hangover the next morning.

Even if the alcohol is brewed in such a way that it goes down well, if you pour more than 10 bottles of alcohol with such a high alcohol content into your stomach, a hangover will inevitably accompany you in the morning, no matter what kind of good alcohol you drank.

“Whoa... It’s a bit cool.”

So I left the room and walked down the hallway, putting my arm around the wall lined with windows.

Whiuuu-

It was midnight.

The drinking party was over, but the full moon was still shining on the black earth.

No living thing can survive, but the wind comes through the window and makes us feel alive.

“... Ugh- Ah, damn it. Hwangju That might not be edible.”

However, it was too much to make me feel alive, so it was a bonus that I burped because of the wind entering my lungs after taking a look at the land, which had a slight corpse scent.

That was when I was getting some air.

“Over there-”

“Huh?”

“Hello!”

Before I knew it, dark blue hair was coming close to me.

A woman with eyes brighter than the full moon came up to me and spoke to me, with her arms draped over the window, just as I was doing.

“Uh... Hello, how are you? Lucid?”

“You remembered my name! Thank you!”

Lucid.

This is a woman with a soul disease that the Heavenly Demons said was 15 years old.

I know her age, but she is somewhat bright. She has such a bright vibe that I am reluctant to deal with her too much, so I kept using polite words without realizing it.

'Now that I think about it, even though I've been here for a few days, we haven't talked much.'

Now that I think about it, the woman named Lucid doesn't know why she's here.

The Heavenly Demons didn't say anything, and Scarlett strangely didn't ask Lucid what happiness was or if there was anything he wanted.

I should say that I am a free spirit, but I also feel quite strongly that I am almost left alone.

'Of course, I don't think it's neglect, but I've seen the Heavenly Demons talking very friendly when they're with Lucid a few times.'

In addition, from what I heard from Ingrid about what she usually does, she answered that most of the time, all she does is lie down on the bed in her room and sleep all day.

Ingrid even gave a great assessment that no matter how much she was herself, sleeping all day without eating anything like that was a bit of a hardship.

After sleeping all day, has it finally come to a night where I can't sleep at all?

This had already happened, so I woke up next to me and had no one to talk to, so I asked a question, hoping to get some information from Lucid, who seemed to have wandered around and found me.

“... Hey, Lucid. I just wanted to sober up and have a quick chat. Can I ask you a few questions?”

“Is your uncle older than me? are you okay! Even if you speak informally!”

‘Man… damn it. 'It's not that bad.'

However, in order to have a more friendly conversation, it was a bonus to change my speaking style at the cost of enduring an uncomfortable title.

“Okay then, Lucid. Can I ask you a few questions?”

“Any amount!”

“What is your relationship with Cheonma?”

“Ugh... While we were talking to each other in the Soul Corridor!”

“While we were talking? In the Soul Corridor?”

“Yes! What is the Soul Corridor?”

“It’s a place to confine souls that seem difficult to properly control even if Atyr is present, or souls that have gone crazy.”

“Ah! that's right! That's it! As soon as I came to this world, I was trapped in a place called the Soul Corridor, and I happened to be caught between those two Heavenly Demons! Until later, a god's voice is heard and the soul corridor is broken!”

Lucid was more willing than I expected to tell the truth about what had happened so far.

The story is that he and the Heavenly Demons were imprisoned immediately after the establishment of the Soul Corridor after a large-scale summoning spell.

The story goes that the Heavenly Demons and Lucid opened their faces there, and were then kept trapped there for five years.

And the story is that when the soul soldiers trapped in the Soul Corridor by Deshade escaped, Lucid followed the Heavenly Demon.

After hearing that, I asked Lucid a series of questions to find out more accurately the Heavenly Demon's movements.

“Then, after that, the three of you crossed the border and arrived at Eched with the Heavenly Demon?”

“No? Not really. There were a few other people besides me. About 30 people?”

“Huh? There were other people?”

“Yes! 30 soul soldiers were following us at a distance. They all had pretty nasty personalities, and to be honest, I didn't really like them!”

The soul soldiers are said to have continued to follow the Heavenly Demon and Lucid after the soul corridor was broken.

I can roughly tell what kind of people they are because I too have a soul disease.

'Are they the criminals?'

After what happened at Grace Territory, the group of soul soldiers was divided into three major groups.

One is the soul soldiers who, following their original plan, move quickly and cross the border of the empire, then blend in with the people and live incognito.

On the other side, people like Noan and Florian, who moved all at once to protect themselves and finally arrived at our church after much hardship.

And the other side-

These are soul soldiers who were locked in the soul corridor because their nature and power before becoming soul sick were so severe that they could not be controlled.

'For the people who went crazy, Deshade probably did what they wanted. Then, the spirit soldiers who were said to have followed Lucid are not from that side. From the beginning, it has residual talents that are difficult to handle in the kingdom union, and it is certain that it is a soul disease of the side that lacks control because of that.'

There is no doubt that, in terms of military power, their skills were much better than those of the soul soldiers who went under the knights or nobles of the Kingdom Alliance.

But the problem is that in today's Eched, those soul diseases cannot be found even if you wash your eyes and look for them.

“Then what happened to those soul soldiers? Did he die doing something to enter this palace? Or did you break up there?”

So, I wanted to find out the exact source of those soul diseases, so I asked Lucid to tell me in more detail -

“No? Dead.”

“Huh? Dead?”

“Yes. Everything.”

Lucid returned an answer that had nothing to do with what I expected.

“The Heavenly Demons gathered those spirit soldiers together and killed them all at once. Those people are people who are complacent with reality, and they are called the sprouts who will eventually become future rulers.”

        
            Soul Corridor.

I've never been there.

To be exact, I have never been trapped, but I have seen with my own eyes what it is like.

Since the large-scale summoning was a matter of randomly kidnapping soul soldiers from the other world, no matter how many variables the priests and wizards of the Kingdom Alliance predicted, an event was bound to occur in the end.

What they were most wary of was Atyr, an uncontrollable soul disease.

The Soul Corridor was created to capture them.

And there are exactly two types of soul bottles that they had to be on guard against and put into the soul corridor.

One is the soul soldiers who have gone crazy and are no longer affected by Atyr and run amok like madmen, or have turned into living corpses. Most of the space in the soul corridor is filled with souls like the dead whose numbers continued to increase as the great war dragged on. I heard it was used to contain bottles.

And another thing is that, even though he was of the right mind, he had the ability to distort language beyond the most powerful legal officials of the kingdom union at the time, and it was impossible to control it even with the thick law book that detailed the Atir and the way to deal with it. Regardless of suppressing the will with Tyr, it is also a place to trap people who run rampant because they have unique abilities similar to supernatural powers even if they do not have magical powers.

And of the two types of soul diseases, Lucid was similar to the former.

However, although Lucid was mentally intact, he was trapped in the Soul Corridor, or more accurately, was a flawed soul disease that had no choice but to be confined.

“I mean it, mister. I couldn't walk.”

“Huh?”

“Atir? Did you say that? A strange man in armor with a mustache and some wizards kept pushing it at me and ordering me to walk over and over again, but my legs wouldn't move.”

Lucid was a soul soldier who entered the Soul Corridor as soon as he first came here.

The reason was because she was mentally ill and could not walk even though she received a new body.

However, Lucid could not understand the officers' orders to keep walking.

That's because it was 'natural' for her that she couldn't walk.

“It’s a strange thing. I couldn't understand. I normally can't use my legs, but they keep telling me to move. Rather, I remember that I fell asleep comfortably in bed that night, but before I knew it, I was surrounded by people I didn't know. I was really confused.”

Because of this, she was a soul patient who spent five years completely different from me or Hwarim.

Lucid was trapped in the Soul Corridor all along.

However, just because it was her didn't mean it was always comfortable.

“Honestly, I was very scared at first. Only terrible things kept happening. The mustachioed men who were giving me orders got angry and said they would do whatever it takes to help me walk, and suddenly stuck a knife in my throat, and after a while, they came back to life? Still, I still couldn't walk.”

Each soul bottle is precious.

Once you were able to move, you couldn't play around with a soul soldier that had to constantly rush, die, and be resurrected before being sent into battle.

“That must have been... terrible.”

‘Trash bastards. He was only 15 years old... and he did something like that to a child who was 10 years old at the time?'

Therefore, the magicians of the Kingdom Alliance tried to restore the minds of the crazy soul soldiers by any means possible, and in Lucid's case, they tried to make her walk again by killing her and reviving her in the newly improved body of the soul soldier.

However, even if it ended there, there would already have been enough swearing, but that was only the beginning of Lucid's story.

Lucid was trapped in the Soul Corridor for 5 years.

and-

Officers who tried to send out the soul soldiers who were destroying the space of the Soul Corridor 'for five whole years'.

Those who held the position of prison guards did not hesitate to use any means possible.

“At first. Those people killed me. I killed him several times and using various methods. When the people in white clothes see me, the assimilation rate of their souls settling into their bodies is higher than that of other soul patients? I'm saying it might be because it's low.”

At first, when the guards and priests saw Lucid unable to move her legs, they thought she was suffering from a mental illness in which the bond between her body and her soul was broken, but her condition was more severe than others.

So they killed Lucid.

They tried to kill it several times and resurrect it in a new body so that its soul could adapt to the spare body.

But all those actions failed.

Wizards and priests tried their best to create spare bodies specifically for Lucid, but Lucid could not move his legs no matter which body he entered.

That was clearly problematic.

Even though the guards used Atyr to give orders to Lucid, Lucid could not walk under Atyr's orders, even though there was clearly no problem with his body.

If you don't find out what the problem is, something serious can happen.

There is no problem with Atyr and the spare body, but if the soul bottles are mentally controlled by other races by a powerful force that can ignore even Atyr's commands, the soul bottles created to protect the unity of the kingdom will actually be an enemy. This is because they could fall into the hands of others and turn their swords on them.

But soon the wizards found out that wasn't the case.

Athir's orders, which were imprinted on the soul soldiers who were supposed to commit suicide before being controlled by mental magic, were clearly being exercised normally, and they soon found out that this was the problem of an individual soul soldier called Lucid.

Lucid's personal mental problems.

The guards soon realized that this was just a special case -

From then on, rather than blindly killing Lucid and putting him in a new body, a different method was used.

“... It hurt so bad. my legs. It made me unable to move and hurt me in so many ways. They burned my legs with magic, stabbed me with knives, tied me up, and brought scary-looking hammers and saws in front of me-”

“Stop!”

“...”

“... Stop. There’s no need to go into detail. Even as we talk, aren’t you going to think about that again?”

“... That's right. I didn't even think of that.”

I made Lucid stop mid-sentence.

It's hard to guess what measures were used.

The job of the prison guards is to manage the soul soldiers trapped in the Soul Corridor.

However, the Soul Corridor is clearly a place where soul soldiers who have committed crimes that are difficult to control are imprisoned, but it is also a place where soul soldiers who have not committed any sin are imprisoned.

But they treated all the soul soldiers there like criminals.

And that was the same for Lucid, and the worst thing about them was that, unlike other officers fighting the war outside, they were idle because they did nothing except work as guards.

However, not all prison guards are as vicious as these guys, but if they are nobles who want to enjoy a safe life by volunteering for comfortable prison duties in the rear area of the Soul Corridor, we can roughly guess what their personalities would be.

So they-

Lucid's leg was dismantled in front of him.

The dissection was done by cutting open with a knife, showing the internal structure, grinding the bones with a saw, hitting them with a hammer, and tearing them apart.

By fixing her head, he made it clear that it was his leg, and that it was a leg made as normal as any other person's.

They knew that Lucid felt pain in his legs, so they believed that if they let Lucid know that his legs were there a few times, his mental problems would be solved and he would be able to move his legs.

“... Bastards.”

Quad deuk!

In the end, my hand couldn't control my anger and I ended up smashing the window frame.

I was confident that I too had had a terrible five years.

I died without a break, and just when I thought I could predict the way each death would happen, a new way of death would come to me again.

None of it was painful, and there were deaths I never wanted to experience again.

Still, surprisingly, he was not tortured.

The officers and wizards of the Kingdom Alliance, who tried to prevent the soul soldiers' secrets from being revealed at all costs, even imprinted on us an order to commit suicide if they were to be captured by the enemy. Rado recovered the spirit bottle that had become a hostage.

'But there was also a guy in the back who was torturing the soul soldiers inside the Soul Corridor like that? And that to a kid who was brought here at just 10 years old? Amy- Fuck. Really fucking bastards.'

Lucid's story didn't end there.

“... And that happened, and there were many other things as well. After some time, it stopped making my legs hurt, and from then on, food was brought in front of me when I couldn't walk, and if I couldn't walk on my own, they wouldn't let me eat.”

“... So what happened?”

“In the end, I starved to death.”

“... I asked for no reason. Damn.”

Lucid experienced so many terrible things, and yet he did not go crazy.

I don't know if I should call it grand, but it actually makes me cry more.

Lucid was not able to achieve anything and was subjected to terrible things by the prison guards, who promised to help him walk whenever he had time.

But in the end, all the terrible things that were done to her ended in vain, and Lucid ended up being trapped in the Soul Corridor for five whole years - her story.

“Yes. I was really, really scared. So, a lot has happened to get me here, but when I try to sleep, I still dream about the things that happened back then.”

That's why Lucid says he hasn't been able to sleep until now.

Continue until you reach Eched.

All the way.

In a state of insomnia.

It is said that he tried to force himself to stay awake because whenever he dreamed, he would have nightmares like the one he experienced at the time.

After Lucid arrived at Eched with the Heavenly Demons, Scarlett took pity on her and allowed her to sleep soundly in her castle without any dreams, and Lucid was able to sleep soundly for the first time in five years.

However, what came to mind while listening to Lucid's story was how Lucid, who could not move his legs at all, was able to come here.

“... Huh? So the Heavenly Demons brought you here? Scarlett fixed your leg?”

Since she was still walking on her own, I wondered if Scarlett had solved that problem here.

Beans... Beans... Beans... Beans...

Lucid was in a bad mood because of the not-so-nice talk, and was tapping the nose of the strangely shaped iron boots he was wearing on his legs.

Her legs are moving entirely of her own will.

But surprisingly, the answer came from somewhere other than Scarlett.

“No? It was the Heavenly Demons who made me walk.”

“... They helped me walk?”

“Yes. The Heavenly Demons told us the ‘truth’ of all these things.”

Lucid was trapped in the Soul Corridor with the Heavenly Demons on both sides.

Every time Lucid came back from being tortured, the Heavenly Demons were on both sides of her and talked to her about various things while she was crying.

The Heavenly Demons said they did not provide comfort.

However, it is said that Lucid was able to take comfort in this because there were heavenly demons who would always listen to Lucid's words whenever he spoke to them.

And finally, the moment came when that terrible hell ended.

Due to a combination of wills, the Grace Territory where Commander Helias and the 3rd Legion were staying turned into hell, and Deshade decided to pick up the abandoned soul bottles.

Thanks to this, the soul corridor was also broken by Deshade and the soul soldiers were released.

but,

Lucid, who could not walk, had no choice but to sit in place.

The heavenly demons came to her,

'let's go. Lucid.'

He held out his hand, covered in the blood of the prison guard who had been harassing Lucid.

        
            The soul corridor was broken and the area turned into a sea of fire.

Spirit soldiers were escaping, and some people prioritized killing nobles and officers they had a grudge against over escaping.

In such hell, the Heavenly Demons approached Lucid, with whom they had been in a relationship for the past five years.

‘Lucid. I was finally able to get out of here. So let's leave.'

'... sorry. Heavenly Demons. I don't know what happened, but I still feel like I can't walk.'

The Heavenly Demons told Lucid to get up, but Lucid still couldn't move his legs even if he tried.

But the Heavenly Demons did not turn away from there.

Rather, they bowed their always proud posture even in the Soul Corridor, made eye contact with Lucid, and spoke calmly.

'no. Lucid you can walk.'

'that's right. Don't give up. Lucid.'

'yes? how?'

‘Rather, let us ask back. Lucid, why do you think you can't walk?'

'that's right. Lucid. This is a dream. 'The fact that you couldn't walk is something that happened in real life.'

'Dream... Is it in a dream?'

The Heavenly Demons spoke while gently stroking Lucid's head as he sat down.

‘Lucid. Such a foolish and innocent child. Think about it carefully. If it wasn't a dream in the first place, what do you think about what you've seen so far?'

'It's a world where you are resurrected when you die, and there are a lot of things out there that you don't know about. 'Was this possible in the world you lived in?'

'... no.'

'Then it's a dream. You are dreaming now. And this is it, Lucid. It's your dream. You in my dreams are not you in reality. Even if in real life you were unable to walk, there's no need to do that in your dreams, right? So Lucid. Wake up. You can walk.'

'... but-'

'But no. For five years, we have listened to your story. I knew what kind of kid you were. So we guarantee it. you can walk I could walk, but I just couldn't walk because I thought I couldn't walk.'

At that moment, the wizards entered the soul corridor.

Battle wizards who always reside inside and outside the Soul Corridor, preparing for unexpected situations, and who have trained only magic to kill people.

They could not touch the soul soldiers directly due to Deshade's protection, but instead, they tried to somehow isolate the soul soldiers by changing the terrain itself.

that-

The Heavenly Demons instantly killed the battle wizards with their bare hands.

And a wizard brought the artifact he was wearing on his leg.

This is an item used by a wizard wearing iron boots that create tailwinds, using the power of those boots to run up the ceiling and walls and use magic.

The Heavenly Demon puts it on Lucid’s leg and says.

‘Lucid. If you lack faith, make up for it with this. Think you can do what that wizard did.'

'Remember. myself walking around. Feel yourself moving freely. The impossible became possible, myself.'

'I am now able to walk. This is a dream world. I'm dreaming right now... am I right? If it's in a dream, is it okay to walk?'

'okay. 'Try walking.'

‘Walk as much as you want. 'Take a step forward with your own two legs like everyone else.'

'...'

After hearing the Heavenly Demons' words, Lucid slowly stood up with the help of the two people.

'...'

And the moment the Heavenly Demons who were holding Lucid's arms slowly let go of her arms, and Lucid clenched his teeth with the longing eyes that the Heavenly Demons love so much -

...Ttogak-

'...!!!'

'... Look. If you want to do it, won't you do it?'

'... congratulations. Lucid.'

For the first time since Lucid was born, he was able to walk, albeit in a 'dream world'.

...

“So, I found out for sure because the Heavenly Demons told me about it. I was dreaming. This is a dream. A magical dream that can be dreamed even in a dream. So now I can walk. So from now on, I will follow the Heavenly Demons and travel through this dream.”

Lucid looks up at the sky.

The full moon is contained in unstained eyes.

So I found out that it was a story without any doubt.

Lucid knows this place as the world of dreams.

Because the Heavenly Demons lied, because I believed them after talking to them for 5 years.

Lucid was able to walk.

'It's a white lie, isn't it?'

So, thoughts about the Heavenly Demons become more and more complicated.

It was definitely the Heavenly Demon that allowed Lucid to walk, but it was also the Heavenly Demon that killed the other soul soldiers.

“... So, I'd like to hear about those spirit soldiers who died a while ago.”

“Ah! that's right! That's what I was talking about! That's definitely my dream here, but even if it's a dream, it seems like this was a dream that didn't go as planned from the beginning.”

Lucid continues the story.

The Heavenly Demon and Lucid later left the Soul Corridor and crossed the border.

And the same goes for most of the soul soldiers in the Soul Corridor.

Among them, there were a significant number of mentally ill people who committed crimes.

Because of repeated battles and various variables that occurred, orders were given hastily and officers gave orders that sometimes conflicted with each other.

Some spirit soldiers realized that Atyr's orders were now twisted and that they could kill the officer by taking advantage of the loophole, so they immediately took action and were later caught again.

In addition, there were people who took advantage of Deshade's protection the moment they were surrounded, to find officers with malicious intent and kill them in an instant, and in extreme cases, raped the families of dead officers on the spot.

Those guys were said to gather together, and those who were treated as criminals even among other soul soldiers wandered around as individuals and gradually began to gather together.

And they realized that compared to other soul soldiers, some are stronger and some are smarter, so they who have just crossed the border can use their power well and sit in the middle of the balance that has already been formed in this world. I also found out that if we did that, we could become a pretty great group.

“So those people saw an opportunity by following us. To draw the Heavenly Demons into their plans. The plan is to settle down between the borders of the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire, and plunder and play like bandits. Wayek-!”

Lucid put his chin on the window, frowned, and made a vomiting sound.

It's definitely not impossible.

No matter how worst the situation is, it is a world full of hostile racial nations, tribes, and monsters that show great differences in appearance.

The Kingdom Alliance and the Empire, which are among the same human nations, have at least a minimum need to have each other's backs even if their disagreements continue, and they are particularly strong beings who sit in between the borders, and other soul soldiers cannot easily do it. The power of the Heavenly Demons, who killed battle wizards as easily as pouring wine into a glass, was essential as a central point and symbol.

And just before entering the black land heading to Eched, they came to the Heavenly Demons and told them their plan.

So the Heavenly Demons-

They asked the people who continued to follow them and loot nearby houses.

'Where is your destination?'

'what?'

'Is that the end? 'They are drunk with the power they have been given, become complacent and unable to dream, waiting for destruction to come as rulers.'

'What are you talking about-'

'So I said let's get rid of it early, right? 'These guys don't deserve to be alive.'

'Still, they have figured out how to avoid Atyr on their own, and they even have unusual powers. I thought it would show us something we've never seen before. However, even though he has the ability to do so, all he wants to do is say that he will do it in small quantities and escort people from house to house. 'I'm an idiot for believing it.'

'it's okay. Just kill me and leave. I was originally going to leave in the morning, but I don't want to sleep in the middle of a sea of blood, so I guess I'll have to walk all night.'

'Blood doesn't flow through our bodies.'

'Oh right.'

'... Hey bastards! Even if you ignore us, you ignore us too much! Even so, there are only two of us, so don't think you can take on all of us!'

'... That's a very common reaction. Was the outcome already decided from the beginning?'

'I know. If they had said such boring things, I would have killed them all early when they started following us. 'For no reason, it only causes damage to the surrounding villages.'

After talking to each other, the two Heavenly Demons held out their hands to the spirit soldiers rushing towards them.

and-

All souls who could not dream there died.

The only ones left were the two Heavenly Demons, who were frowning as they shook the flesh off their hands, and Lucid, who was dreaming.

“It was so cool! Papapak! When I did that, everyone died! My parents were like that too. Bad people will be punished one day.”

“... Is that so.”

I heard the whole story of the Heavenly Demons who killed the soul disease.

It's clear that people who deserve to die are dead.

But I also wondered if the Heavenly Demons really had the right to judge them.

'... no. No. 'It's not a judgment.'

However, it was only for a moment that I realized that what the Heavenly Demons did was not judgment.

'In the end, it's the same as what I did.'

The Heavenly Demons have made a decision.

Just make a choice, make a decision, and implement it.

There was no good will, goodwill, or cooperation involved.

Those soul soldiers were unnecessary to the world the Heavenly Demons were trying to create, and if they were alive, they were just people who wanted to eat others, so they were killed.

So, it is the same as my choice to kill Helias because I wanted to keep killing more people if the commander was alive.

so that-

I became even more convinced of why I had to kill the Heavenly Demon.

'okay. If the Heavenly Demons are alive, they are bound to collide with me one day.'

He said that although Cheonma was someone who would one day be our enemy, he could also be our ally at one point, so he wanted to have a drink with us.

However, that is a choice.

They tell their stories, feel the reactions of those who hear them, and find out whether we are beings who can satisfy them if we continue to live by their standards, or whether we are just foolish people who want to fight the Heavenly Demon by getting drunk on their own power. It's a drinking party.

'No matter what, in the end, the Heavenly Demons were also aware of us. They know it themselves. If they gain the power of Scarlet, they can become invincible, a being that is nothing but the embodiment of a childish but truly realistic word. They probably know that we will target them before then.'

From a human perspective, I honestly think they are likeable people.

Just like Lucid's story, it makes you wonder if the Heavenly Demons' thoughts are bad.

However, the problem is the time it will take for it to happen, and the lives of countless people who will be sacrificed in the meantime.

Actually, it doesn't even matter.

There's only one thing that worries me.

'In the end, for the Heavenly Demons to achieve what they want-

The Empire, Camellia, and our church and I are just enemies to clash with.'

If the ideas of the Heavenly Demons are to be realized, it is certain that there will be a fight of death and death with us someday.

“... Thank you, Lucid. Thanks to you, I will sleep well.”

“Huh? Are you going to sleep? Eh, don’t do that, let’s talk a little more! I just woke up and can't sleep at all!”

“First of all, I also want to lie down due to the alcohol...”

So I made up my mind and tried to go into the room, but Lucid didn't want to let me go easily.

Although it was a little difficult to see her sitting by the window and grabbing my collar, I decided to pay the price and go because the information she gave honestly helped me make up my mind.

After that, I held her for about 5 more hours and told her various stories that had happened to me, and it was only when the full moon and the morning star had completely disappeared that I was able to return to my room.

        
            “Is this the black earth? This is my first time seeing it in person.”

Peria gets off the carriage and looks at the black soil right in front of her.

Jet black soil.

There is red clay, and there is also the concept of red clay, but the color of Eched's soil is different in quality from soils named after similar colors.

Even if it is red soil, most of it is close to reddish brown in color, and red clay is also a dark yellow soil.

However, the soil of the black earth is as black as obsidian.

If a beetle were crawling on top of it, the color of the beetle would actually feel light, so that it would be clearly visible where the beetle was.

And on that black earth-

There is nothing.

A deserted plain.

“... No. Isn’t there nothing?”

To be exact, there were trees that were not alive.

A few dead trees with a similar color to the black earth's soil proved that this desolate plain was not a swamp that would sink even if you stepped on it.

But that's the end. If it were just a ruin, there might be traces of burnt tree branches, but even there is no new grass growing, so once the existing dead tree branches crumble and fall to the ground, nothing exists.

“As expected, I made the right decision to pack a bit too much food and water in the last village.”

A land where not a single drop of water flows.

It was natural for Eila and Enin, who followed Peria to stop the carriage, to feel suspicious as they looked towards the direction of Eched, Scarlet's castle, the only building on the black earth in the middle of such a land.

“... Hey~! How is it that the soil has not even a single blade of grass! There are people living in the middle of here? What on earth do people who live in a land like this eat? From what I can see, the demonic beasts seem to have a creeping energy of death that makes it hard for anyone to approach them unless they are quite stupid. ... no. No. Rather, is it okay to call him a person?”

“Maybe... it will work? First of all, vampires are still recognized as imperial citizens according to imperial law.”

While Eila was talking about various things in a stream of consciousness, she started talking about whether it is okay to call vampires human, and Enin, who was listening next to her, answered by recalling various common knowledge about the empire that he had studied on his own.

“Is that so? I thought it was quite exciting that the Empire accepted different races, even Arachne, as long as they were loyal! So, Enin!”

“Yes. Please speak.”

“If you were Enin, what do you think you would eat here?”

“If you're like me... I don't know. If I had to think about it again and again to choose... even if I had to peel off the bark of dead trees and cut them out... no. This won't work either. Eating the insides of a tree is also possible from a living tree, because a dead tree is really useless. I will answer that I have nothing to eat at all.”

“Right? I thought so too! So let’s ask a different question this time: What do vampires eat?”

“Are you talking about Scarlett, the vampire? Uh, um... is there any difference? Since the squire is also a vampire, and not even his descendants with lighter blood, but a vampire itself, wouldn't he live off blood?”

“Umm... But! As Enin said a moment ago, there is nothing in this land! Peria also said that it is completely impossible for living creatures to pass through this land! Then isn't it impossible to get blood?”

“Ah, I think we can somehow resolve this issue once we get to the end of the race, so I wonder if we can live in a land like this... I guess so. When Eila said that, I became curious too. How on earth does the clan procure blood?”

Enin, who was answering Aila's series of questions, came up with a question that was becoming difficult to answer, so she closed her eyes, tilted her head to one side without realizing it, and began to think. When Aila saw that, she brought up a story she really wanted to say, but couldn't bring herself to say.

“... This is just in case! There are Lee Rim and Hwarim in Scarlett's castle now, and if Scarlett's stock is blood, then maybe, by now, the two people-”

“...! stop! Don't say more there.”

Tup!

“Eup! Ugh?! Ugh-!!!”

Aila tried to talk about whether the clan leader was drinking the blood of Irim and Hwarim, but Enin quickly realized what Aila was trying to say and quickly covered Aila's mouth.

“Joe, be quiet! Don't you ever tell anyone else about that?! Everyone is already anxious.”

Nod-

“Phew...”

“... Pha! Aaaah - I thought I was suffocating to death...”

Enin covered Eila's mouth like that, but released her after being promised silence. There was a reason why Enin covered her mouth so quickly.

“... Is this here?”

Rattling-

“... We’ve finally arrived.”

Swish-

Took.

The two people who had not yet heard Aela's words, Thistle and Astesia, who had a particularly gloomy mood among the church members before arriving at the Black Earth, got off the carriage.

“...”

“...”

Eila and Enin are anxious, wondering if they may have overheard the story from before.

As the two people watched, As soon as Thistle got off the carriage, he picked up a stone that had fallen around the meadow of the carriage pulled by Gombangi, who had not yet entered the black earth.

And then-

“...”

Swish-

It was thrown into the black earth.

It happened at the same time.

Tuk!

Degurrr-

...Chrrr!

Card deuk deuk!

The stone flew and as soon as it hit the ground, it turned into powder into about 50 thorns sticking out from the ground, and everyone watched in silence.

“... It reacts not only to being alive but also to movement itself.”

On the other hand, Thistle repeated the same action a few more times with a calm expression, as if conducting an experiment.

According to the story that Thistle heard from Peria, the black land is hostile to all living things.

However, in reality, once the earth was moved, it reacted regardless of whether it was living or non-living.

“Then, let’s see how it reacts to divine power.”

After everyone in the church got off the carriage, Thistle held a stone in his hand and prayed for a moment in front of everyone.

A stone containing Deshade's small blessing.

A rock large enough to fit in a simple fist was thrown once again.

...Bababababababababak!

Again, the thorns intercepted the stone as soon as it hit the ground.

But the results were different.

Even though the stone hit the thorn, it bounced once without being shattered and fell to the ground. The thorns popped out again and did not try to intercept the fallen stone.

Peria, who was watching all of this, approached Thistle and asked if he could pull the carriage.

“How about it? Thistle. Do you think it will work?”

I think it will be “. Peria. The carriage is surrounded by divine power, and with Astesia’s help, it can easily cross.”

Thistle didn't wait for Peria's answer.

She walked up to the carriage and began to pray and say congratulations to Gombangi and the carriage.

Thistle wanted to go to Eched where Irim and Hwarim were as soon as possible.

Seeing this, Ruba approaches Peria and speaks.

“Hey, Peria!!!”

“Why? Luba?”

“Is there really a palace in the middle of this land?!!”

In fact, now that the people of the church have not yet entered the Black Land and are standing at the border, the only person who can see Eched in the center of the territory is Eila, so she asked Ruba because she could not see the palace.

“Not there. Just in case, you also got confirmation from a local resident you met a little while ago.”

“But this place... I just have the feeling that it is truly a dead land!!!”

Peria looks closely at Luba.

The ears and tail stand up.

Seeing that all the fur was standing up stiffly, it seemed that the hunter's ability to sense crisis was being exercised to the limit.

'It's definitely worth it. Even the bug witch is wandering around here right now.'

Thanks to this, looking at Luba, whose nerves were so tense, Peria was reminded of a story she had heard a little while ago from an old man who was living alone in a house closest to the black land.

‘Hello mister. I'd like to ask you something. If you go straight ahead, you'll come to Eched where Scarlett lives, right?'

'... White Palace? that's right. Come out. If you continue along the road, you will come to a place where the color of the ground changes noticeably, as if drawn with a line. That is the land of the suzerain.'

'thank you! 'What do you want to receive?'

‘Are there any snacks? It's been a while since I ate something sweet.'

'Then... take this!'

'... She's quite a spendthrift lady.'

'bon appetit! 'Okay then!'

An old man who lives a leisurely life by digging wells and paying people on the road to fill them with water, or by telling them the geography of the area.

Peria, who had confirmed with the old man that the destination was not wrong, handed over the tart baked with strawberry jam, which is hard to find around here, that he had saved in the city in exchange for his question, and was about to leave.

'Wait a moment, girl.'

'huh? why?'

'I thought they'd give me a biscuit or something because I suddenly thought of it and asked for it, but they gave me something unexpectedly expensive, so I guess I'll have to service it. ‘Cluck, click, click…’

'... Then I'll gladly accept it.'

Peria knew in advance what kind of person the old man in front of her was, so she turned around again at his words.

The old man in front of me was a soldier who had been working at a guard post near the black land since he was a young man, and after completing his service, he lived here and enjoyed the rest of his life.

If it was information that such an old man would give in exchange for more than what it was worth, then there was no harm in listening to it.

However, what Peria heard was not a cautionary tale related to the black earth, but a completely unfamiliar story.

'There's a rumor that a bug witch has been seen around here recently. 'Be careful.'

'...Worm Witch?'

'okay. 'Worm witch.'

The story that the old man, who had lived his entire life watching the vicinity of the black earth, told Peria was about a sighting of a disaster that appeared briefly in the past and then disappeared.

        
            '... can you tell me in more detail?'

When Peria showed interest in the old man's words about seeing the witch of bugs, the old man continued to tell the story he had heard, but when he saw Peria's outfit and realized that she was a trickster, he told her everything he knew.

'... Now that I think about it, he was a trickster. If so, you probably know that the bug witch is literally a witch who controls bugs. A few days ago, a village two days away from here disappeared without a trace. It looks like he was eaten by an army of bugs.'

The witch of bugs.

She is a witch whom Peria is also familiar with.

Witches live their lives spontaneously doing things they want to do based on interest.

Such witches suddenly get the idea that they want to do something big one day, and they don't care about other people getting involved until they put that plan into action.

And the Bug Witch is a disaster that was born one day when a witch who appeared exactly 30 years ago suddenly remembered something she wanted to do.

[My purpose is only one. I want to collect all the bugs in the world and love them all equally!]

Those are the only recorded words that the Bug Witch said in front of people.

Although it is disgusting in the sense that it is an insect, it is an extremely childish thought when you think about looking at it without prejudice.

However, there is a reason why it is the only recorded statement.

I don't mind if it leads to a solo hobby.

But the person involved was a witch.

So the witch ministered to any bug she could find.

From insects smaller than a grain of rice, to insects the size of a human head, to insects so large that they could rush into the walls of the Margrave's castle and destroy it.

And like all familiars, bugs can only survive if they consume nutrients.

So, in order to neatly solve that part, the witch -

They used human villages, which can be easily reached by simply moving along the road, as food.

Whatever it takes.

tighten.

Swallowing it up without leaving anything behind.

An army of bugs attacks a human village.

The fortress was gnawed away and not even human bones remained.

That's why the witch-

disaster.

So, the witch was subdued by Lugia, the sword of the empire, the first demon who had just pledged allegiance to the empire, along with the Witch Hunters of Lihier at the time, but her fate could not be confirmed in the end.

'That bug witch suddenly appeared around here?'

'huh. There was only one person who survived.'

'... It seems possible for someone to survive that disaster. I've only read about what happened at the time, but it was quite creepy.'

'Of course, it wasn't in perfect condition. The reason the human survived was because the insect that attacked the woman seemed to be in the egg-laying period at the time, and instead of killing her, it left the eggs inside her body and kept her alive. If it hadn't been for the magicians who discovered it at the right time, I would have died right away.'

'... Week - Anyway, so the only surviving woman brought news that it was the bug witch who attacked her village?'

'okay. It wasn't just a guess, it was said that the bug witch actually appeared in front of people. According to the original story, the Bug Witch did not appear in person, but simply had a group of bugs led by her attack the village. This should be considered an unusual occurrence.'

'So what did the witch say?'

'They said they were looking for [bees].'

'[Bee]?'

'okay. punishment. A flying bee with wings and a stinger on its buttocks.'

'... No matter how much I hear about it, it doesn't seem like they're looking for an ordinary bee.'

'I think so too. Anyway, here is the story I heard. If you see any suspicious group around you, run away at full speed before it's too late. 'The bug witch may be on the move with her army.'

'... okay. I'll keep that in mind. The service is good too. Unsurprisingly, in this remote area, I heard news of the resurrection of the Named Witch, who only appeared in old stories.'

Peria, who had gathered yet another piece of good information, arrived at the black earth without encountering the bug witch, contrary to her fears.

“Well, no matter how much of a bug witch she is, there is no reason for her to bury her barely-built army in this ridiculous land. I don’t even know what that punishment means.”

“Yes?!! What did you say?!!”

“... No, no. Talk to yourself, talk to yourself. Prepare the ruba too. We'll all get on the carriage and move a little faster, so Luba, please be the eye on the roof with Aila.”

“Yes!! Okay!!!”

Soon after Peria took some time to organize the information, she told everyone in the church to leave.

Luba and Eila get on the carriage, and both wear goggles.

After casting several layers of holy magic on Gombangi and the carriage, Thistle got on the carriage, and Enin also calmly got on the carriage, although he looked anxious.

All that remains is Astesia, who has been sitting on the coach seat for some time now, praying with her hands folded and her eyes closed while Gombangi looks up.

“Astecia.”

“...”

“Astecia!”

“... Ah, yes!”

“Are you ready?”

“... Yes.”

Astesia opened her eyes at Peria's call and answered with a stern face.

Seeing that, Peria thought it would be okay and got on the seat next to the coachman.

after that,

Kkook-

“It’s okay. It'll turn out okay. Because no one will get hurt.”

“... Yes. I will work hard.”

He held Astesia's hand and encouraged her.

Preparation is over.

Luba and Aela got on top of the carriage to prepare for any unexpected situation, and Thistle cast layer upon layer of sacred magic.

In the unlikely event that Enin spreads his curtain, he may be able to prevent a dangerous situation at least once.

But it was all about insurance, and Astesia was the one who had to do the most important work from now on.

‘The plan is perfect. No matter how many thorns the black earth sprouts, there is no other way to block further penetration force. All you have to do is smash all the thorns with a rush that exceeds your stopping power and move forward.'

The plan is simple.

Astesia is protected by the power of Asmodeus flowing within her body.

In all directions, it distorts any force that seeks to cause harm.

Wrap it around the entire carriage.

Originally, it was a self-defense ability to protect only one person, the descendant who inherited the most blood from the Great Devil, but if Astesia wanted, it would not be unreasonable to surround one carriage.

So in that state-

Peria's plan was to rush towards Eched at full speed.

“... It will work, right? It will work out.”

“Yes, yes. It will work! ...Maybe!”

“Keuaaaa... But I can't help but feel anxious.”

Peria is always cautious and doesn't want to move until she finds the perfect method, but this time she boldly threw it away.

Peria thought that the fact that Lee Rim and Hwarim were kidnapped may have greatly shaken her values.

But it still doesn't matter.

Since many of the plans he had paid careful attention to had failed many times, this time he made plans in a haphazard manner, as if it would work out as soon as possible.

So at this time, the words that Lee Rim and Hwarim always say come to mind.

“That's right. You can do it. If you don't do it, you die, so if you do it, it's over.”

Just like that, Peria lifts the string attached to Gombangi’s body.

“Cooo!”

As Gombang is a smart gombang, it can be said that Gombang trusts the people of the church and will not hesitate to run through the thorn-protruding ground, but Peria was so nervous that she forgot that.

After taking a moment to catch my breath,

“... Come on! Departure-!!!”

With Peria shouting, Gombangi started off with a lot of strength in his muscles.

and-

Trup-

... Kugwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa!!!

The black earth quickly crossed the border and began to thrust its thorns towards the carriage that was running.

Quad duddd!!!

“Good! It’s success!!!”

“Aaaa!!! what's this?!! There’s a lot more than I thought?!!”

“Wow wow wow wow wow!!! I almost got my ear pierced!!!”

Fortunately, Peria's prediction was correct.

As Astesia worked hard to cover the entire carriage, the thorns began to crumble just before they touched the bear and the carriage, and the only damage was that the front hair of Ruba and Erilla, who were on the carriage, were slightly cut off.

“Rush! rush! rush-!!! Let’s go aaa!!!”

“... Peria, the tension is really high today.”

“... That may be why I was so desperate to meet you two. In front of us, we always pretended like nothing was wrong.”

With Peria shouting from the coach seat and Thistle and Enin talking inside the carriage, the carriage began to move steadily forward towards Eched.

...

30 minutes after the church members rushed towards Eched.

... Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!

A group of knights appeared at the border of the black earth, which took more than an hour to reach Eched, even if Gombangi ran at full speed.

“Stop.”

Heeheeheeheehee!

What appeared was the Empire's second princess, Camellia Schaden Steyer.

And along with Rugal's Paladin Lord Aleph and Red Purge's Saint Reflector Xian, who are her spies and hold important positions in their respective churches -

It was the [Thoroughbred Legion], a reinforced knight corps belonging to the 1st Imperial Legion that led all of the nearly 1,000 knights.

“... We finally arrived.”

Camellia muttered in front of the black land, Aleph, who was coming here for the first time, thought it was a bit strange to see the land all black, and Xian, not knowing how far away Eched was, tried to find Eched with his bad eyes. I was turning my head hard.

And next to the group was another person, a demon.

“... Is this the land of the Scarlet Veil Bloods?”

“Yes. Lugia. I guess this is your first time here too, right?”

“The black earth was virtually barren, so even traitors did not flee here.”

A knight wearing red and black armor rode next to the princess and spoke to her.

What he was wearing on his head was a helmet worn by demons that was laid on its side and had horns that were bent forward.

“Lugia. I'm expecting you to do something big this time.”

“If this is the last time I prove my loyalty to the Stayer royal family, I will do my best.”

Camellia rushed to the black earth, prepared for an all-out war with Scarlet.

It was fortunate that she was able to join Lugia, the sword of the Empire, the first demon on the path to the Black Land to pledge loyalty to the Empire.

'There are Aleph, Xian, and Lugia. With this level of power, even though Irim is not there, if I rescue Irim from Eched and fight with Scarlett, I will be able to kill him with just one chance.'

So Camellia had no doubt that this fight would end in her victory.

The Human and Horse Knights are the 'role of paving the way' from the black earth to Eched, and I am confident that as long as the remaining three forces and Lee Rim join, no matter how strong the race may be, they will be able to overcome it.

So Camellia called the knight commander of the Thoroughbred Legion and prepared to give him an order to lead the 'road' to Eched.

        
            Princess Camellia looks at the black earth.

Behind her stood Aleph, Cian, and the Imperial Sword Lugia.

The Spy Knights are not here because they have other work to do.

So, from now on, the people that Princess Camellia has brought with her to attack Eched are the four people standing right in front of the boundary line created by the black earth-

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo...

The only sound was the footsteps of the augmented knights who were marching and gathering around the princess, as if to guard them.

Camellia waited for the augmented knights to regroup, dismounted from her horse and approached the black soil.

“Princess. It’s dangerous.”

“I know. Aleph. I won't step on it.”

Looking at that, Aleph, who, as a Paladin Lord of Rugal, already knew the story about the Black Earth, the territory where the vampire lord lives, expressed concern to the princess, and Camellia raised her hand to indicate that it was okay.

“... I can't help it. Saint Xian.”

“Contrast. Don't worry. I already wrote down the numbers.”

In addition, Aleph tried to tell Xian to use sacred magic even without the princess's order, but since Xian did not know what Princess Camellia would do even before Aleph spoke, he used sacred magic in advance without her knowing. all.

“... However, I feel a little nauseous.”

“... Thank you for your hard work.”

However, because I had to cast several layers of sacred magic that required long chants on the princess while on a running horse, I felt dizzy as soon as I got off, so I had to take some medicine from the baggage I had attached to the horse in advance.

Camellia, who was under the protection of the saint, approached right in front of the boundary line, took in the sight of the earth as black as obsidian, and spoke.

“As the owner of the territory, it is completely useless land.”

Camellia then asked Aleph and Cian a question.

“Aleph. Cyan.”

“Yes. Princess.”

“I’m listening.”

“Is Scarlett’s territory here a land that can be purified with sacred magic?”

Camellia asked the two people if the black earth, the land that sprouts thorns the moment a living being steps on it, is a land where the concept of purification is applicable -

“Impossible.”

“...”

Aleph answered immediately, and Sian remained silent.

“cyan. Answer me. It's important.”

“... I can't help it.”

So Camellia once again asked Xian a question, and Xian had no choice but to answer honestly since it was the princess's question and since she had a confidant relationship with the princess.

“Free. Although this was attempted in utmost secrecy, we at Red Purge have attempted to partially purify the Scarlet Territory and Black Earth on several occasions. However, it turns out that this is a land where the concept of purification does not apply.”

“... I see.”

In fact, Red Purge recognized Scarlett, the tentative leader of the vampires, as a being who could become an enemy at any time.

However, that was the opinion of some invisible extremists, and none of the priests in the upper echelons of the church ever revealed it outwardly.

Unlike Rugal, who tries to treat vampires the same as other races, the vampires seen in Red Purge are a race that can use curses that are difficult to lift even as a religious order, and if they go on to bite humans at random, they will be able to do so. This is because it was judged that if it multiplied, the empire could quickly be in danger.

Of course, for now, vampires are recognized as citizens of the empire, and although they are aware that others are reluctant to do so because they can suck the blood of others, they live in hiding their identities, so most people join their party. Although they live without knowing that the hooded ranger they belong to or the pale-complexioned fellow wizard who never leaves the magic tower are vampires.

So, in the Red Purge, there were people who were of the opinion that their church might have to fight against Scarlet one day, and they wondered how they could find a way to reach Eched, the black land where Scarlet is located. I thought I could give it a try, so I tried several times.

Additionally, since Scarlett was also a vassal of the Empire, rumors that one church regarded another feudal lord of the Empire as a potential enemy should not spread, so everything was carried out in utmost secrecy.

However, just as Cian responded to Princess Camellia,

In Red Purge, even though six attempts were made to turn the black land into an ordinary land, there was no result at all.

To this extent, the black earth is still felt as a land with unknown power, and the way to pass through this place is to overcome the earth's will to block with a power that exceeds it or -

Otherwise, the only way was to use the 'last resort' that Camellia was thinking of.

“In that case, I guess I have no choice but to carry out the original plan.”

“... What do you mean?”

“You will find out what it means later. Cyan.”

Before executing the plan at the end, Camellia checked with Xian to see if her decision could still be reversed, and thought there was no reason to hesitate any longer. At that moment, someone approached the princess who had made that decision.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

[Thoroughbred Legion], an order of knights made up of mixed race of humans and horses.

Xian thought that the sound of the knight commander approaching Camellia was surprisingly similar to the sound of human footsteps.

It's not like I have any special talents.

They are all made up of quarters.

[Lusitano], a god who takes the form of a horse in old tradition.

Some say it has the appearance of a horse with wings, some say it has horns on its head, and still others say it has all of those things, but people only know about the appearance of the god and other things through vague rumors. I may not know everything, but I know one thing for sure.

Most of the mixed races between humans and horses that are still roaming the empire are descendants of the love between a god who took the form of a horse and a human named Elisha, his first priest.

In that respect, the knights of the Thoroughbred Legion, who inherit only a quarter or a quarter in terms of blood, are based on the appearance of a human, with horse ears on top of their heads and horses on their hips. They have beautiful, long tails and, on average, a little bit of body hair on their human parts, so no one has any hair loss at all.

Although it only looks like that, the durability and strength of its actual body have the advantage of surpassing other ordinary horses and centaurs of a different race.

At the point when they enter battle, the sound of human footsteps suddenly changes to sound like horse hooves, and the moment they take a single step, they can start running at full speed without any need to accelerate.

They made a name for themselves by showing numerous military achievements during the Great War, and the person approaching Camellia now was the founder and first leader of the knights.

“Huhihihihihihi! Princess Camellia! Was this the place you said you had business to run?! Black earth! If that's the case, then that person is-”

“That's right, Commander Merlin. The Scarlet Veil Blood in Eched is the opponent you must deal with.”

Camellia answered, interrupting the knight commander who was making a sound similar to a horse.

Although it was a hasty, secret, and quite grandiose expedition from the 1st Legion, Merlin, the knight commander of the Thoroughbred Legion Knights, and his knights moved in secret in their own way and brought out all the knights' troops under Camellia's orders.

These were the knights that Camellia could easily take out among the military knights that she could currently mobilize to deal with Scarlett.

However, as it was so easy to move, the current call was inevitably accompanied by a level of irritation that could be called a side effect of the convenience, which she had to endure.

Of course, Merlin, the knight commander of the Thoroughbred Legion-

Even in the capital, he is a troublemaker who has been the most talked about recently and can be said to embody rudeness in human form.

“Huhihihihihi... Hey! Anyway, isn't the opponent the leader?! It looks like quite a few of our knights will die too!”

“... Isn’t that why Aleph, Xian, and Lugia are there?”

Takkak! Takkak!

This is Camellia, the second princess of the empire and practically leading the empire.

Nevertheless, the huge man named Merlin is behaving rudely, stamping his feet right in front of the princess and smiling bitterly.

“Ah! Of course, it can be resolved without the three people over there! We are nothing else - we are the Thoroughbred Legion that can be called the Spear of the Empire!”

“... I see.”

“That’s not true! Doesn’t Her Royal Highness know how much effort we put in during the Great War?! Hehehehehe!”

“... Please leave it out, Commander Merlin.”

Camellia endured and endured.

He is a rude man, but he is also a man who needs to be used right now.

So, when she started reciting the major achievements during the Great War, she realized that most of those major accomplishments were in fact all about the different legions fighting fiercely and when each other's damage was maximized, the Knights rushed in and took the last part. , they even endured bragging and barking as if they had completed the major from start to finish.

Aleph and Xian watch and talk from a distance behind.

“Contempt. Knight Commander Merlin. I've heard the story a few times, but it's worse than I thought.”

“ I was surprised when Camellia said she would not bring the spy knights, but now I understand what she meant. If someone saw that attitude and pulled out a sword, there is no doubt that the situation would have gone badly.”

It is not a nickname, but a self-imposed title that is constantly used -

Spear of Empire.

In the eyes of the numerous imperial vassals who served the imperial family just like Merlin, his attitude of not only being humble but calling himself the guardian of the empire was, of course, a thorn in their eyes.

Rather, the only way he is known by the public is by the derogatory title of Merlin the libertine.

Therefore, for Princess Camellia, Merlin was someone who had to be dealt with at some point, and Camellia believed that now was the time to use him most usefully and throw him away, so she tolerated his unpleasant words and attitude until the end.

        
            Merlin, the founder of the Thoroughbred Legion, an augmented order of knights.

Although a quarter's blood is only 1/4, so it can be said that he has only a small amount of horse's blood, so he has a sturdy human body, but instead, he has a lower body that is the same length as that of a horse. There are many women who want to check if the rumor is true, and even if it is not, Merlin always flirts with any woman he sees and tries to attract her to his house.

Such scandals never end, and by Camellia's standards, it would be enough to cut off his head and the genitals of the lower half of his body, which he boasts so much about and carelessly teases, and throw them to the dogs in the field. However, the reason he is still alive even though he has been in the princess's eyes until now is unknown. This is because the centripetal force needed to form the knights that Rlin possesses is clearly real.

So, while Cian and Aleph were displeased to see Merlin still talking to the princess with a sinister look in his eyes, they could not help but admit that the short time it took for him to establish the Order was close to a feat.

“Of course, his personality is terrible. But talent. In less than a year before the Great War, he gathered and united as many as 1,000 people of mixed race between humans and demons, and clearly showed what their true power was. His wit is real.”

“Yes. Merlin is successful because he has a biased perspective. Rugal would have put all of the different races into one knight group without distinction, but it would have been an ideal point that he was able to reach because he believes that his people are better than other races.”

“Aleph, are you someone who defends people like Merlin?”

“No way. On the contrary, considering Lord Rugal's wishes, if Merlin turns into an enemy of our church, I will be happy and kill him with my own hands.”

Xian was inwardly surprised as he spoke with Aleph.

And later I remembered the reason.

Although Merlin has had his fair share of scandals, playing with fire on that level is not uncommon.

However, if there is a reason why Merlin used somewhat harsh language towards The Aleph, many of the people he touched as the leader of the knights had a high probability of becoming pregnant, and Merlin always treated the women he attracted as if he would take responsibility in bed. However, when women came to visit him when they were pregnant, he pretended not to notice and treated them poorly. It is said that there were several cases where commoner women gave birth to mixed-race children alone and came to Rugal to ask for help in raising them.

‘Indecent. The problem is that it didn't end there. Even though Merlin has shown such a consistent attitude, he still considers the female human-masonry hybrids belonging to his knights, and the children he has conceived, as if they were his own children, which must be even more disgusting to Aleph.'

It was Sian who noticed Aleph's feelings and nodded as if he understood.

Still, although she was displeased with Merlin, she had no reason to dislike her directly, so she stopped there.

However, later on, Xian felt that Merlin's eyes turned sinister when he saw her instead of talking to the princess, but soon after, Merlin took one look at Xian's lackluster body and snorted, indicating that she had no value as a woman. Sian, like Aleph, swore that if the opportunity ever came, he would kill Merlin with his own hands.

Some time passed, and Camellia held out her hand in front of Merlin, who had finished chatting about the meaningless dance of his knights in front of the princess.

“Okay, let’s skip it. Commander of the Knights of Merlin.”

“... What do you mean?”

“An artifact called [Ring Bell].”

“... Huhihihihihi! Wow, that's amazing. I never expected you to walk around with all the secret magical equipment that our knights possess.”

When Camellia told her to hand over the artifact, Merlin started laughing for a while and then handed her a square object with a round hole in the middle.

“I understand. If you already know about the existence of this item, there is no need for me to explain further.”

What Merlin handed over was literally a ‘handset.’

An artifact large enough to be held in one hand receives sound.

And the sound received there is transmitted to the 'receivers' that the thousand or so members of the Horse Knights put in the ears of their horses.

That is the secret that allows the Human Horse Knights to move much more fluidly compared to other knights.

An artifact that transmits sounds that Merlin requested from wizards and alchemists and created in complete secrecy.

Without the commander needing to shout, or using a flag or any other system to communicate, when Merlin speaks into the [Ring Bell] receiver, the knights receive orders through the receiver and immediately change course.

Combined with the advantage of the mixed breeds of the human and horse quarters, who, unlike ordinary horses, can change direction in an instant by running on two legs across the battlefield, it can be said that these knights have achieved their current status.

Camellia noticed that item early on and asked for it from Merlin.

And the moment Merlin was about to take it away from Camellia,

Thump-

He folded her hand in his own and brought his face close to her ear.

“Instead, please make a clear promise.”

And Camellia knew what he meant by holding back as much disgust as she could at the sight of his breath coming closer, so she answered.

“... Yes. I definitely promise. When this is over, I will select some of you and recommend them as royal knights, and I will give you a better title as well.”

“... Huhihihihihihi-”

Merlin is a debaucher of debauchery.

In order to maintain his current lifestyle, he needs a better position and a shield, and once he obtains them, he will be able to attract noble women who belong to a higher class than now.

Just by promising that, Merlin sent out his knights and rushed to Camellia.

“Then, here it is.”

So Merlin opened his hand again and handed the [Ring Bell] to Camellia-

With that, ‘Camellia’s goal’ has been more than halfway achieved.

“... Thank you for your hard work.”

Camellia with the receiver she finally got in her hands.

Camellia accepted it in front of Merlin,

Sreuk-

He took out a handkerchief, wiped his hands and threw it away.

“...”

Then, Merlin's expression suddenly hardened.

No matter how much she was a princess, she was displeased that she had held her hand a little while ago, so she wiped it away with a handkerchief, and then threw it away, an act of humiliation.

So, Merlin immediately felt so bad that he thought about protesting and ignoring the princess's call.

But that could only end as a thought.

Hmm-

After wiping her hands and throwing away the handkerchief, Camellia immediately took a deep breath, ignoring Merlin in front of her, and then-

[From now on, all members of the Thoroughbred Legion will unconditionally obey my orders.]

An order of ‘absolute obedience’ was issued.

[There is no objection. Immediately form the ranks into three columns.]

At that moment, the pupils of all the knights and Merlin in front of Camellia opened.

And just as the princess had commanded, the human and horse knights began to move with blank expressions and began to follow her words.

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

In perfect order, Merlin stands at the front, followed by the knights as if fascinated.

“... What the hell is this-”

“...”

Aleph and Xian were shocked to see this.

I don't know what tricks they used.

But it was clear what had happened.

I don't know if Camellia used an artifact or something else, but the moment she gave a command to the receiver,

The consciousness of all members of the Thoroughbred Legion was consumed by her voice.

[My career path is Echedro.]

However, Camellia continued to give orders to them without changing her facial expression.

She is clearly using powers she never intended to reveal to others.

But it doesn't matter.

Aleph and Xian ultimately have no choice but to keep this power secret as her spies, and the Imperial Sword Lugia, who is staring at her intently, will also keep quiet in order for this incident to be his final proof of loyalty.

Although the three would no doubt be wary of any hints similar to their own mind control from this time on, this was the only way to 'use' the Thoroughbred Legion reliably.

So Camellia was confident that her choice was not wrong and gave the next command, which would be the last command for the knights made up of mixed race humans and horses.

[The entire army, advance to Eched.]

... wow-

There is no sound of horse hooves that start slowly.

It started with the sound of all the knights kicking the ground with their first feet.

Immediately, the knights, who reached the maximum speed they could achieve, crossed the border of the black earth and began to run forward, their heads wearing shields, lances, and helmets, and their beautiful tail fur fluttering.

and-

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-

The Thoroughbred Legions began to make their way towards Eched, with their 'whole bodies pierced by thorns'.

“... Oh my.”

“... This is shocking. And, all I can say is terrible.”

“...”

Aleph, Xian, and Lugia look at this scene with expressions of absolute disbelief that the scene unfolding before their eyes is real.

On the other hand, the princess stood proudly on the slightly hilly ground outside the border and continued giving orders while holding the receiver to her mouth.

[Don’t stop.]

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-

[Charge forward.]

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-

[Become the path yourself.]

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-

[Your sacrifice was a necessary sacrifice.]

Doo doo doo doo doo doo...

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa...

Soon the sound disappeared.

The Thoroughbred Legion quickly rushed all the way to Eched in the distance.

The moment they reached the huge iron gate of Eched, where Scarlet Veilblood lived, they all disappeared.

To be exact, no one alive existed.

What was made to replace those who disappeared was made of six pieces.

Three rows of human and horse knights wearing armor formed a path from the border of the Black Land to Eched, and Camellia took a step there.

“As expected, it doesn’t respond.”

This is half the success.

One of the problems that Camellia finds difficult when dealing with a difficult enemy named Scarlett is-

The relative law of the territory of the black earth, which constantly inflicts thorns on living things.

It is impossible to create a path using magic, and it is also impossible to physically pave something.

However, the black earth from which information was obtained from the tricksters had one characteristic.

The black earth shows no further hostility when a living thing is pierced by thorns and laid on the ground.

So Camellia used the Thoroughbred Legion to create a path through the corpses, and thanks to this, she was able to create a path that allowed her to easily walk to Eched.

“Then, let’s go. Follow me.”

Swish!

Clap!

Just like that, Camellia threw the now useless ring bell into the middle of the sea of blood and began to slowly advance, stepping on the corpses.

Seeing that, Lugia follows, and Xian and Aleph also begin to follow them over time.

A road of iron and blood in the middle of the black earth where no sound can now be heard except the footsteps of the four people.

As they walked down the street, Sian lowered his voice and spoke quietly to Aleph.

“... Lord Aleph.”

“... Yes.”

“Question. Do you really think it’s right for you to be under this princess?”

“...”

However, even though Xian asked, Aleph could not answer.

If it had been Aleph before, I would have been able to answer for sure.

He joined hands with Camellia because he had a commitment to return the Rugal Church and the will of the god it serves to the Rugal he understood.

But the current princess is definitely not the princess from back then.

Camellia has now lost her composure.

“... I don’t know.”

The princess, who obtained the sword Irim and had it taken away, was trying to kill Scarlett using methods she would never have used before.

“Really, I don’t know.”

Therefore, Aleph could not give a definitive answer to Xian's question until they arrived at the main gate of Eched.

        
            “A guest is coming.”

Those were the first words Scarlett said this morning.

These words were said more than an hour after Hwarim and I met Scarlett.

And we weren't the only ones hearing the story.

Here, it's me and Hwarim, Scarlett, the castle owner, Ingrid who waits on her almost as a matter of course, and Vincent and Rina and the Heavenly Demons. Lucid is warming up the cold table by rubbing his cheek with an uninterested expression next to the Heavenly Demons. There is.

It seemed like everyone was there, but everyone was there except for one person, Gaia's Paladin.

And since all those people were just gathered together and not in the middle of talking to each other, Scarlett's high tone that echoed through the quiet banquet hall reached everyone's ears.

Ingrid, who was next to Scarlett and had just brought her a glass of red blood, receives it.

“Customer, you mean? Scarlett.”

“Yes. I'm a guest. Ingrid. This year, really, if this were a tourist destination, it could be said to be peak season.”

“Is it peak season...? I don't know how many people will come, but the number of people in this castle right now is less than 10. There is a tourist city in the southernmost part of the empire that has a year-round summer climate. If you go there in the winter, there are a lot of nobles who hate the cold, so it's quite a sight to see. It's a thousand more. Ki kick.”

click!

Ingrid passed the glass to Scarlett for a moment before unfolding the parasol that was leaning next to her chair and holding it up like a beach parasol.

Perfect!

“... Of course, it's nothing compared to those tourist attractions, Ingrid. Still, think about when there was a time when Eched, where Scarlett is located, attracted this much attention.”

Then, Scarlett is dissatisfied with Ingrid, who took her words as a rebuttal, and snaps her fingers, instantly returning the parasol to its original state from its folded state.

But Ingrid did not back down.

“That too, it’s not like it doesn’t exist at all, right? 200 years ago, when the Steyer royal family, which had not yet accepted Scarlett as a vassal, was wary of its lord, I think quite a few eyes were looking at Scarlett. The army would have camped at the border and kept the lights on day and night. It must have been worth seeing. The imperial army, which forms the basis of the current imperial army, is surrounding Eched. If I were the one experiencing it, I would have surrendered in unison. Kikikick.”

“... A child without romance. I'm not just talking about the number of people's eyes looking at me. At that time, the people of the Stayer family simply thought of me as a difficult enemy that could not be left behind, and the guests who are currently staying in Eched and approaching each of them have different feelings about this Scarlett individual, so their severity is different.◦ #◦

“If you say that, I have nothing to say.”

Grinning-

Ingrid is neatly dressed today.

Seeing Ingrid wearing a Witch Hunter outfit and smiling eyes behind sunglasses, Scarlett put her lips to the glass she brought her with a dissatisfied face.

Clap!

'Wasn't blood originally a liquid that hardens when it gets cold?'

A glass filled with cold blood flowing out.

It would seem that a glass filled with ice and blood should have hardened even more since the sticky blood has even gone into the ice, but the blood in the glass in her hand does not do that, gliding like water and touching Scarlett's lips.

Scarlett has a dissatisfied face and Ingrid is happy that he made fun of her earlier.

The atmosphere was quite different from before.

Ingrid passed by yesterday and said that she couldn't sleep at night so she had a long talk with Jongju, and it seems like they've become quite close since that day.

Ingrid already has the personality of wanting to make fun of people who she thinks are close to her.

However, although they were not blood related, the relationship between Scarlett and Ingrid, which could be considered blood related because they inherited blood, was also a relationship between a squire and a descendant, so Scarlett punished Ingrid in her own way.

“... Ingrid.”

“Yes, yes. I'm listening.”

“Come here.”

“... Why?”

“Ri-Ri-.”

“... Yes.”

When Scarlett called Ingrid, she laughed and hesitated for a moment when she heard the sound of the racehorse approaching, but as Scarlett continued speaking, she had no choice but to approach.

Then Scarlett raised the glass, which was so cold that frost was visible on the surface, and-

“Yaht.”

Scam!

Ugh.

A tall wine glass was inserted between Ingrid's breasts.

“... S, Scarlett? What the hell is this-”

“It’s a punishment.”

“Look, I don’t think I did anything wrong, but-”

“Ingrid The blood you brought was too cold. So, warm it up a bit and hand it back to me. Until then, I'll leave it there.”

“Now, wait a minute! Wasn't Scarlett the one who asked you to tell us if there was a different way to drink blood?! Since you said that, I also told you my secret trick-”

“Ah, well, warm it up.”

Perfect!

click!

“S, Scarlett! Help me! please! Ugh...!”

Lastly, Scarlett placed handcuffs on Ingrid's wrists, restraining her from wrist to elbow all at once, and Ingrid was unable to raise her hands above her chest no matter what she did.

In the end, Ingrid began to cry and tremble as she felt the coldness of the ice cup between her breasts, and Hwarim and I whispered to each other, avoiding Scarlett's eyes, who were enjoying the sight.

“Hwarim. As for the guest Scarlett was talking about, is she really a princess?”

“That won’t necessarily be the case. It could be someone from our church. The princess may have responded quickly, but since there was Peria in the parish, she would have moved right away as soon as we disappeared.”

“Well, that’s true too.”

Hwarim and I quietly lower our voices and guess who the yet-to-be-identified customer might be.

Next to us, Linai and Vincent were talking about something of their own with anxious looks in their eyes, while on the other side, the Heavenly Demons were sitting across from each other on chairs, looking at each other, humans wearing eye patches they had gotten from somewhere and each draping their legs over the other's legs. Sleeping in a strange hammock-like position.

Among the Heavenly Demons, the only one awake was Lucid, who was summoned early in the morning and stayed in the banquet hall, so his only response was to look bored.

“Then first, we should see who arrives and act.”

“I guess so. I think the reason Scarlett gathered us here was to keep people who were invited as guests to the castle in front of her eyes to prevent them from doing anything personal.”

Hwarim and I decided to wait and see the situation for now.

Scarlett has invited us all to the banquet hall.

She called us to our rooms right after breakfast was over.

Because she kept silent about it, no one could say anything to her, and the Heavenly Demons who would not care about such things took the attitude that they would rather sleep some more, so the hour passed by in an instant.

When Hwarim and I finished talking, Scarlett once again snapped her fingers to remove Ingrid's handcuffs and took the glass back.

“Today, a lot of things will happen.”

“Ahhh... It's cold. Anyway, you must be busy. Then, first of all, I’m going back home today, right?”

Ingrid, who had barely escaped the heart-freezing situation, thought that perhaps the people coming to the castle were members of the princess's party and asked Scarlett if she was finally being liberated, but she did not hastily answer.

“...”

“... Hey? Am I right? I'm going back today, right? yes? Sovereign? Scarlett?”

“... Ingrid, having you here is more comfortable than I thought. how will we do it? Since it's a secluded castle, having an errand boy isn't a bad thing, so it might not be a bad idea to keep him by your side and take care of him.”

“Oh, no- I really want to go back to the parish...”

“Hehehe- Of course I’m joking.”

Scarlett responds to Ingrid's words with a joke, but she doesn't know how things will turn out.

First of all, if it is people from our church who are coming as Hwarim said, I plan to ask for everyone’s understanding.

'Right now, I want to follow Scarlett's wishes. This was after witnessing a monster sealed underground. If things go as I expected, what Camellia wants to do to Scarlett is definitely not an agreement, but a war. I'm sure he'll get his hands on me and immediately try to hit Scarlett. In that case, let's say that things go as far as possible in the princess's favor, and if Camellia succeeds in using me to deal with Scarlett. 'Then what should we do with that monster?'

What I'm most concerned about is Camellia's victory.

I believe that Camellia is also a being with insight, so she will never give up against Scarlett, and contrary to Scarlett's judgment that predicted a complete victory, I do not think there is a possibility that she will win.

The problem actually starts there.

'The monster created by the magic to create the fifth season should not be left alone even by the standards of the world, so a deterrent called Scarlett was created. If we get rid of that deterrent, then no matter how much I and reinforcements have, we who have just fought Scarlett and suffered great damage will be able to deal with the monster without much damage, as the Empire seems likely to be released from its seal as soon as Scarlett dies. 'Can I do it?'

Camellia doesn't know what Scarlett is.

To be precise, we do not know what duties Scarlett has had in this empire since before the founding of the empire.

'And Scarlett has not told the news to the royal family, including the princess, until now. It's something that can be easily resolved by maintaining the status quo with one's own strength, but the royal family who realizes this may be afraid of the existence of a monster and try to do nothing wrong. The problem is...even though it wasn't her intention, Scarlett's silence, which has kept Hachi's existence hidden until now, has caused Camellia to make a wrong judgment about the existence of a suzerain and take the wrong action.'

She simply knows that Scarlett is too much of a burden to subdue in the period before the founding of the nation, and even by Scarlett's standards, the odds of winning against Steyer's army are not that high, so she bowed her head and proposed a compromise.

However, contrary to what is known, Scarlett is not just that.

I don't know if Camellia did it through her spy corps or through the Trickster, but I couldn't find out.

The power of Scarlet's suzerainty is a force given by the world out of necessity and the will of a guardian, so it far exceeded what Camellia had predicted, and even Scarlett could become a major threat to the Empire, almost completely on the ground. This is a woman who puts to rest a monster that can be equal to or greater than a high-level demon that has successfully descended.

Therefore, Camellia's decision to kill Scarlett can be said to be a huge misjudgment from any point of view, and my position is that I want to convey this to the princess and restore her will as much as possible.

But there are some problems.

'The only problem is that Scarlett told me to keep quiet about Hotch, who was sleeping in the basement, as she only showed it to me. From the beginning, Scarlett did not want the existence of that monster to be known to the outside world. I don't know why you didn't want to show that to the Heavenly Demons, but you still told me the whole truth, but what is certain is that when I explain Scarlett's necessity to Camellia, I have to explain Hachi's existence in a way that makes it impossible? '

Although this is a prediction, I think there is a high probability that Scarlett made that decision because she did not want Hachi's power to be released to the outside world and beings that could come after it would set foot in Eched.

In addition to that reason, Scarlett also understood that this was done to warn Camellia, who was trying to get rid of her because she had to stay in Eched as a deterrent without telling anyone about it.

After thinking about that, I felt like something was blocking me and I took a long breath.

“Phew...”

'... My head is slowly becoming clearer.'

When I think about it, I think there were too many times when I had to rush to a conclusion by making the most of the short time available.

Come on.

'... thank you. Hwarim.'

As I was slowly thinking about it while holding Hwarim's hand under the table, not knowing who the guests would be or when they would arrive at Eched, the situation began to come together neatly.

'... good. 'Once again, let's think about whether there really is no other way.'

So, I closed my eyes, trying to somehow find a solution to all of this until something irreversible happened.

        
            Close your eyes and relax as if you are lost in the depth of field.

By the time even the warmth of Hwarim that I felt in my hands had disappeared, I summarized the current situation again, confident that I understood more than half of the two different beings, Camellia and Scarlett.

First, what Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader of vampires, wants to do.

In order to continue to live with her duty as a guardian, she is planning to make this incident a big deal and teach Camellia a lesson so that the empire will not touch her in the future.

However, as in the previous thought, if there is another problem here-

Just as Camellia made a misjudgment because she did not know much about Scarlett, Scarlett also does not know exactly what Camellia is.

'Scarlett thinks she can bring Camellia to her knees. However, I can confidently say that I know more about the princess than Scarlett. Although it can be said that Scarlett understood Camellia in detail through Ingrid's memories without ever meeting her, there is a world of difference between what she understood in her head and when she met her in person. Scarlett, who had met Camellia through a doll at best, cannot understand the princess's atmosphere that is completely different from that of an ordinary human being.'

I concluded that Scarlett's inability to meet Camellia in person was what made her take such drastic action in this matter.

'Will that camellia really bow its head obediently? Camellia is staring intently at the picture of the prosperity of the empire, whether the sun rises, the moon rises, or both set. Camellia finds flaws in drawings and constantly corrects them without sleep. The question is whether she, who is trying to rebuild a perfect empire, can ignore a monster with such strong power that it can control a country.'

Camellia made a misjudgment by treating Scarlett as a strong being who could threaten the imperial power in the prosperity of the empire and who had 'at best' more personal force than she could tolerate.

She tells Scarlett the truth she is enduring, so in fact Scarlett's existence does not 'just' end like that, and although the exact reason cannot be explained, she is a being that corresponds to a deterrent created by the world, and uses power. If you decide to do it, you will be recognized as a monster with the power to easily control the empire beyond the rebellion against the imperial family.

If you think about whether Camellia, who recognized this, will really acknowledge Scarlett's existence and leave her alone, the more Camellia does, the more Camellia has no choice but to try to exclude Scarlett by any means possible.

'No matter if you do it this way or that way, it's the same. Princess Camellia will try to completely exclude Scarlett no matter what. A guy like Sotok and a high-ranking demon are unnecessary to the empire that the princess wants, so rather than making the judgment that humans and the empire will succumb, Camellia gathers her strength and makes a plan by treating them as enemies that must be dealt with at some point. Will Camellia quietly let it go just because she made a promise to the existence of Scarlett, who has shown her true power, lurking within the empire? No. They'll definitely try to get rid of it.'

They don't know each other.

Scarlett is Camellia, Camellia is Scarlett.

Scarlett thinks that if she confirms the difference in power to Camellia, she will bow her head calmly, and Camellia is trying to exclude Scarlett, not knowing that her power exceeds her predictions.

And being caught in the middle with no way out-

'In the end, it's me. 'Fuck.'

There are a few more people, but in the end, the main reason is me.

'To be honest, Ingrid is just the starting point, but for Camellia, the most valuable item that fell into Scarlett's hands must be seen as me.'

It may be seen as excessive self-consciousness, but it is true.

Ingrid is the starting point where Camellia's will was conveyed to Scarlett, and it was I who kidnapped Scarlett in order to bring Camellia back.

So, if something needs to be resolved between the two now that something irreversible is about to happen, I think it will ultimately be up to me to become the mediator.

However, there is a final problem: Scarlett is planning everything based on Camellia's surrender, not negotiation, so it is not my turn to step forward.

Although it's late for me, I might try to act as a mediator, but for Scarlett, I'll just remain silent as a hostage and hope to be used as a negotiating material.

And the time I had been given to think for a long time finally reached its end, and in the end, I still did not have a solid weapon to mediate between the two, but Scarlett informed me that the guests were starting to head to Eched in earnest.

“Something is slowly moving at the border, and if it is Camellia, then Lee Rim, you need to help me. I need to put you in front of Camellia and see how her face distorts.”

“Well, then what I will do on the spot is-”

“None. All you have to do is just stay quiet. After Camellia recites the promise in front of me, I will release you, along with Ingrid. That's it. Of course, since I've been staying in Eched for a long time, if you feel like taking something from my castle, you can always tell me.”

'shit. I'm going to turn around.'

In the end, I was a hostage until the end, and I was still not given the right to speak at the negotiation table where Camellia and Scarlett were to sit.

At the very least, it would be nice if I could step forward and have time to talk to Camellia before she meets Scarlett and somehow persuade her, but Scarlett is giving off the vibe that she won't allow that at all.

So in the end I-

I paid attention to Ingrid, who was quietly standing next to Scarlett.

“...”

“...”

'Even if you look at me like that, doesn't that mean I have any special power?'

'Oh, yes. Is that so? Are you saying that you cannot disobey the words of the sect who gave you his blood? Instead of doing that, please do something.'

‘No, no, that’s really impossible. I don't know if it's true that I'm being generous to Scarlett, but that only presupposes that I'm being obedient.'

However, when Ingrid made eye contact with me, she avoided me, indicating that she could not be of any help.

So in the end, for now, I felt like I had no choice but to just wait patiently until Camellia and Scarlett got to be on their own.

However, at that moment, something strange occurred.

“... Oh my, it wasn't Camellia who came first.”

“Yes?”

Scarlett informed me that the guests who had just crossed the border of the Black Earth were not Camellia, but other people.

“The people who passed over are... Lee Rim and Hwarim, people who have the same smell as you.”

“Then, it looks like they are members of our denomination.”

“I guess so. congratulations. Two people loved by the church. I came into contact with Camellia and that church at almost the same time, and it seems natural that it was my family who came first rather than my boss.”

After that, Scarlett took some time to think.

The maximum range she can perceive is probably the border of the black earth.

So, she also knew that two groups of guests would come today, but since she did not know their order, she seemed to be waiting to decide how to respond based on the order in which they arrived first.

“Still, I’m sorry. I hope you guys meet each other later. I can tell you my regards right away, but Camellia hasn't arrived yet.”

“... Do whatever you want.”

Soon, Scarlett said that the members of the church had arrived before Camellia, so she had to show me to Camellia as a hostage. She asked for our understanding, saying that she would have to postpone letting us meet the members of the church until later.

But there, Hwarim, who was quietly observing the situation, said something to Scarlett.

“Runway. I have something to ask.”

“Yes. What is it?”

“I don’t think I necessarily have to be there in front of the princess as a hostage. Isn’t that right?”

“Oh, that’s right.”

“So, let me make a suggestion. You probably don't want to get into a pointless fight with people from our church when you have to meet Camellia today, so I'd like to move separately and meet people from our church. What do you think?”

Hwarim is right.

As it was I who was treated as the 'Sword of Camellia', there was no need for Hwarim to be present as a hostage.

“Uhm... Okay. That might be okay. Then, Hwarim, please go out to the back door to meet me. Irim has work to do and needs to be here, but to be honest, you are closer to being caught up. ”

Thanks to this, Scarlett, who was persuaded by Hwa-rim's words, thought that there was no need for her to be present at the conversation with Camellia, and expressed her intention to let the people of the church meet Hwa-rim first, saying that she would bring people in through the back door. .

That was the moment when Hwarim stood up and was about to go greet the people of our church.

“Then... wake up first.”

“Oh, and the people in the church need someone to guide them to the back door-”

Scarlett suddenly turned her head and asked Lucid for help in guiding the church members to the back entrance of the palace rather than the main entrance.

“Lucid, will you please go?”

“... Yes? Me?”

“Yes. I want to guide the people from the church who are coming here.”

“... I will! I want to try it!!!”

Lucid has been hanging out on the table with his arms outstretched and his cheeks puffed out.

Lucid raised his head so quickly that it felt like the ears of a non-existent animal perked up at Scarlett's call, and immediately accepted Scarlett's request.

“Then, come here for a moment.”

“Yes!”

“You have quick feet, so you can run well even on the black earth, but it would be better if you receive some of my strength to avoid getting hurt.”

Lucid, who had already been wearing iron boots on his legs before coming to the banquet hall, received protection by being patted on the head by Scarlett.

From Hwarim and I's perspective, it didn't feel like we had done anything special, but looking at Ingrid, who was standing next to us, her expression suddenly changed to that of exploring magic and secret arts, it seemed like she had cast a pretty amazing spell.

“Okay then! I will come back!! Heavenly Demons! Where can you go until I come?!”

“...”

“Let’s go, Lee Rim. Let’s meet up soon.”

“Yes. See you later.”

Soon Hwarim and Lucid left.

The Heavenly Demons were quietly sleeping there with their eye patches on without answering, and Ingrid was just yawning next to Scarlett.

As I was left alone like that, Linai and Vincent who were sitting next to me, remaining silent, seemed to notice me a little and slowly approached me.

“... Ah, you two.”

“Hey, over there, Lee Rim.”

“Comrade. I have something to say.”

“What do you want to talk about?”

“Yes. But... can I do it somewhere else?”

The faces of the two people looked extremely anxious.

They say there is a story to be told somewhere other than here, but I want to know something about it.

Still, looking at the condition of the two, I thought it might not be normal, so I looked at Scarlett first.

Then she made eye contact with me and said,

Frown-

Both eyes blinked at the same time.

“...”

“... Wow!”

After that, I thought Scarlett's expression would distort again...

Frown-

I blinked both eyes at the same time again.

“...”

'It looks like he wanted to wink...'

An awkward silence hangs between me and her.

First of all, I understand the intention.

Scarlett was showing me that she didn't mind leaving the room, so I gave her a slight nod and left the banquet hall with the two of them.

As soon as I left the banquet hall and stood against the wall, Vincent and Linai urgently spoke to me.

“Hey, Lee Rim. Please help us.”

“What's going on? Please help me. That too in this Eched.”

“That's actually true, comrade. Paladin’s condition is strange.”

“It’s strange?”

“Yes.”

The two people each grabbed one of my arms and asked for help in desperate voices.

“Paladin is currently standing motionless at the main gate of Eched, unable to hear anything we say.”

        
            Scarlett had gathered us in the banquet hall and was waiting for the guests.

Scarlett finally informed us that the guests who had begun to move were members of our church, and since she did not mind as long as the guests approaching her castle were not Camellia, she sent Hwarim and Lucid as guides.

And Vincent and Linai asked me for help.

The story the two people told me was-

The story goes, 'No matter what the two say, the Paladin doesn't react and doesn't move from Eched's main gate.'

So I watched Scarlett's thoughts, and Scarlett allowed us to move as we pleased.

As soon as I received permission, I went down to the first floor with Vincent and Linai.

After leaving the banquet hall, go to the huge staircase where you first encountered the Heavenly Demon, then go down hundreds of long stairs and head towards the huge iron door on the first floor where the paladin is located, and listen to the two people's story.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

“Actually... Paladin was in a bit of a strange state after the previous dinner.”

“How was it strange?”

“Comrade-in-arms, you must have heard it because you were there, but Paladin has been moving because he wanted to hear Gaia’s voice.”

“You said so.”

Listening to Vincent, I organize the information within me.

After what happened at Grace Territory, Paladin repeatedly wandered and arrived here in search of Gaia's voice.

At the end of the long journey that involved exterminating the pagans, the Paladin and the two arrived at Eched and were given a place to pray to God in peace thanks to Scarlett's consideration, but Gaia had not yet answered the Paladin's question. , Coincidentally, I, a member of the same church as Enin, who has a deep connection with Gaia, was invited as Scarlett's guest.

So Paladin tried to convey his voice to Gaia through Enin, but Scarlett didn't seem to like it and had Paladin disappear somewhere.

That's all the information I know.

After that, Vincent and Linai never came to visit, and I was also preoccupied with training to fight against the Heavenly Demons with Hwarim, so I didn't pay any attention until now, but now I've heard about it.

So, the story of Scarlett snapping her fingers in the banquet hall and Gaia's Paladin disappearing.

The story of the two people began from then on.

“After the banquet ended that day, Paladin returned safely to us as Scarlett had promised. However, Paladin returned to the room, but no matter what we said, he did not respond.”

“Still, I thought it would go that far. Because it was a common occurrence. In the past, when Paladin continued to move forward, destroying pagan priests and creatures, the number of times our voices reached Paladin was just a handful.”

“... You must have had a hard time in one way or another. Two minutes.”

“It was really hard.”

“I was really nervous all the time...”

When I told them that I understood their hardships, they both sighed at the same time.

I have heard many stories that the three of them climbed a snowy mountain, but I do not know exactly which side of the empire the snowy mountain is on, so they arrived at Eched, which could be considered the heart of the empire, without being noticed by the border guards.

So, I don't know exactly how they came, but I thought that I would be able to tell them the details later when I talked to Peria, and I concluded that the hardships the two of them had gone through so far were not bad, judging from their previous attitudes.

After lamenting for a while, the two people got to the point when they were halfway down the stairs.

“Anyway, comrade. To continue the story, honestly, we thought that Paladin's attitude was the same as the attitude he showed us on a regular basis.”

“Thinking about it means not.”

“Yes. After about three days, we noticed something strange.”

You may think that they only noticed it after three days, but considering the attitude that can be inferred from the personality of Gaia's Paladin, it is clear that Vincent and Linai noticed the abnormality very quickly, even though they did not meet the Paladin for that long. Even if it is a foreign country, it can be easily predicted.

As usual, the Paladin kneels in one place with his huge body and silently puts his hands together and prays to Gaia.

The strange thing that happened to the stubborn man who prayed only to his own faith without hearing the voices of those around him was discovered by two people on the third day. Still, the two people observed the paladin quite carefully, so they were able to discover it in only three days. Strange behavior that occurred.

And the strange thing is-

“Paladin was not praying.”

It is said that the Paladin of Gaia, the Paladin who asked Gaia questions every day, was not praying at all.

“... Still, I'm not sure just by listening, but how often do Gaia's paladins pray?”

“Paladin, to put it simply... Even though I was excommunicated, I was once a priest who served Gaia, so it may be odd to say this, but you are a prayer fanatic.”

“Prayer fanatic... So, are you saying that you prayed every chance you got?”

“Yes. He prayed after defeating an infidel, prayed even after eating, and continued to pray until he collapsed, to the point where you couldn't tell if he was sleeping or drinking. The problem is that since he is a Paladin who has physical strength far exceeding that of an ordinary human body, he never falls, so he spends a lot of time praying for longer periods of time.”

'Is this something I need to reflect on?'

Gaia's paladins are said to have spent a lot of time praying in numbers, much more than the frequency with which they eat, as if eating a meal.

I've never prayed to Deshade except when I really couldn't do anything on my own.

So, I don't know how serious it was that the paladin that Linai talked about didn't pray, but considering that the paladin of Gaia had the faithfulness of a fanatic, I roughly understood that something serious had happened.

“Afterwards, Paladin, who returned to the room, stayed up all night and went out, saying he would go somewhere.”

“It was no different even if it was daytime. Eched is a spacious palace, but was it really that spacious? It was so difficult for us to find Paladin that you might think.”

Afterwards, the Paladin's strange behavior began to become more and more evident as he began not praying.

But Linai and Vincent behaved as usual.

No matter what the Paladin did, more often than not he ended up not listening to them, so the two just wandered around the Paladin, worried about him, observing him, and watching him until he came to a conclusion.

But the two people say that even that suddenly became impossible a few days ago.

Even when the two people asked where he was going, the paladin wandered around Eched alone like a ghost, and soon even disappeared in an instant while the two people blinked.

The Paladin wandered around like a ghost, and even though the two people searched for a long time, he was only seen walking between the giant pillars of Eched once or twice, and after that, he disappeared in the darkness again.

Still, Gaia's Paladin returned to the room once in a while, as if to ease the two people's worries.

In that way, he repeatedly stayed in the room for a while and then suddenly disappeared, without answering their questions at all.

That was the reason these two people came to see me only now.

They are two very good-natured people, so instead of asking for help from me and Hwarim, who were training to deal with the Heavenly Demons, they tried to solve the problem somehow on their own, which ultimately led to today.

widely.

And soon, when we all came down the stairs and headed toward the front door, Vincent and Linai's story came to an end.

“... Then this morning we found Paladin again, and he is still in that state.”

Soon, Vincent, who was ahead of me, stopped walking, and what caught my eye as I looked at the direction he pointed was-

“......”

It was a Gaia paladin staring intently at the huge iron gate and the red cross engraved on it.

A paladin just standing blankly, looking up at the cross symbol.

It wasn't like his eyes were loose or anything, and more than anything, it wasn't easy for a Paladin to be controlled by a mental attack.

Still, I couldn't approach it easily.

I have fought a paladin once before, and even though my strength back then was much weaker than it is now, I have no intention of fighting the paladin in front of me now that I have become much stronger.

The guy who cut, cut, and cut again, only to get scratches on his armor was strong enough to cause PTSD.

So, after increasing the distance considerably, I asked the two people questions to accurately check his condition.

“... Have you fallen into hypnosis?”

“I don’t know. Even though he doesn't answer our questions... I don't understand why a paladin who has served only Gaia all his life would look at the symbols of other denominations so intently.”

After hearing Linai's words, I raised my head and took a closer look at the decorations on the top of the iron gate.

That's a red cross.

It is a cross made of iron that is clearly visible, and the emblem hanging on the huge badge that the Paladin is constantly looking at.

And that's-

“... No matter how you look at it, it appears to be the symbol of one of the two denominations that Scarlett mentioned that she personally destroyed.”

According to Linai's guess, it was a symbol that everyone would understand, even if it was considered a pagan symbol, as it was a paladin of the Gaia Church, and there was absolutely no reason for a paladin to care about it.

        
            The Paladin looking at the red iron cross hanging on the faded badge, and us looking at the Paladin.

The Iron Cross was of equal length and width and looked like it was hung like a trophy.

Since Linai clearly confirmed that it was a symbol of the old church, I was able to roughly infer why Scarlett hung it there.

'Among the stories Scarlett told me, there was a story that in the past, two religious denominations attacked Scarlett with the intention of killing her. That appears to be a symbol of one of the denominations that was destroyed at the time. If people with the same feelings come back in the future, did you put it there to give them a chance to change their choice one last time?'

A cross is an object worn as a warning.

It is said that Scarlett, before becoming a vassal of the empire, was harassed by countless knights and adventurers.

People who think that Scarlett is definitely strong, but come with dreams of defeating Scarlett and gaining fame, fame, and wealth.

Even if the two denominations collapsed, he thought that the power of the sect would have weakened without any basis as time passed, and he made a coincidence in his head that he might have luck and hidden power comparable to the warriors. People who come here get their feet kicked.

So, no matter how much it was self-defense, if the corpses piled up and the castle became dirty, it would be her job to clean them up, so Scarlett came up with a peaceful way rather than mercilessly killing as many as they came in and hanging the corpses at the castle gate. .

It was a merciful arrangement that allowed visitors to Eched for the last time to think about how precious life is before coming to the throne room, by hanging symbols of the religious denominations that attacked them and were destroyed in the past. .

And at the same time, the symbols placed for that purpose looked somewhat familiar to those of us from the Kingdom Alliance, even though we were seeing them for the first time.

“... Looking at it now, it resembles Gaia’s symbol.”

A cross that is not elongated on one side but has exactly the same length and width.

And the symbol of the Gaia Church was also a cross with four white feathers that were evenly balanced horizontally and vertically.

There wasn't much of a difference in that the guys impersonating Gaia displayed a cross made of white feathers, and the Gaia Enin met gave her the blessing of a cross made of green feathers, and the iron cross above her head. It also had a similar appearance to them.

'If you squint your eyes, they may clearly look alike, but the color is different. I'm sure the Paladin has poor eyesight and is looking at that, mistaking it for a symbol of Gaia. What on earth is he doing?'

I don't know what the paladin was thinking as he looked at it, but since he didn't respond even when Vincent and Linai tried to talk to him, I approached him to ask him what he was thinking.

I was trying to approach-

That's the moment.

“Stop. Until there.”

Wow-

I felt like someone was pulling my whole body strongly, and my arm, which was trying to grab the paladin's shoulder, was stuck in the air and my body froze.

Whilick-

“You can watch, but you cannot touch it. It's an important moment.”

At the same time, Scarlett appeared in front of me and the two people behind me, who were embarrassed, and right next to Paladin.

fluttering-

Talk.

Scarlett appeared out of thin air and came down to the floor with a slightly loose gothic dress fluttering around.

The heels of the shoes made a light sound, attracting everyone's attention, and Scarlett smiled at us with her parasol on.

so-

“Scarlett, what are you doing?”

Without realizing it, I treated her very sharply.

It may have been because my body froze up and I suddenly experienced something similar to an attack, but when I blinked and saw Scarlett appear in an instant and put her hand on the Paladin's shoulder instead of me who was trying to approach the Paladin, I couldn't believe she had planned all of this. Because I noticed that.

“It’s all necessary. I am now trying to find true happiness for this paladin.”

“It’s hard to understand.”

“You don’t have to try to understand. Because it’s not something you do with the expectation of understanding.”

Vincent and Linai caught wind of the incident from behind and looked at Scarlett with resentful eyes.

Scarlett then made a slightly sorry face, but never allowed us to approach.

A sense of distance and tension with a clear difference in power.

So, although I was initially excited, I calmed down and asked for an explanation.

“... Okay. If so, Scarlett, please explain in detail.”

“... It's calm.”

In the end, when I thought about pulling back, Scarlett seemed to have really not tried to do anything more than prevent us from getting close to the Paladin, so her body moved easily, and I took five steps back and asked a question.

Perfect!

Scarlett then snapped her fingers before answering, and the red iron cross that the paladin was looking at began to change.

From the monotonous and crude iron cross to ‘a cross made of four red feathers.’

The appearance was clearly identical to the cross made of white feathers used as a symbol of Gaia by the Gaia Church.

As we look at the Iron Cross, Scarlett, who has changed her appearance into a cross with red feathers, speaks.

“Most people who serve a god end up falling in love with the power of that god rather than the god they serve.”

“Sacred power... you mean?”

“That's right. In the end, when we consider where a person's faith becomes firm, it is the power of condensing divine power and the restoration of his body through healing magic that engraves in his heart the will that becomes the basis of faith.”

What Scarlett is talking about is the opportunity for faithful believers to be created.

In this world, gods actually exist, and since anyone is better than living as an atheist, there are practical benefits to serving one god, so most people live as believers of some god in addition to their main duties.

And there are usually two reasons why such people serve God.

One is that since the history of each denomination is generally long, believers have already been believers since their parents were young, and faith and doctrine have steadily infiltrated their daily lives, so they naturally become believers.

And secondly, there are cases where, from a human perspective, they witness, embody, and experience miracles that are so thrilling that they cannot be described, and their faith is deeper than that of ordinary believers.

In particular, since this is a world where various visible miracles are performed through divine power, it is certain that the latter will be overwhelmingly more numerous than the former.

“Of course, there are cases like you, Bishop of the Deshade Church, but I guess that is not common. Bishop Lee Rim, who wields not only divine power but also overwhelming power as the sword of God, does not try to sacrifice everything to gods and devils, and only cares about his own safety.”

“... So you want to criticize me and say I'm wrong?”

“No way? In fact, that kind of thing is what I like the most. Most people who serve God say that those who put down everything they have and submit to God with all their might are faithful, but I actually think people like you are desirable believers. Even if you wield power for personal gain, you will not fall into the trap of faith.”

“Trap of faith...”

Scarlett points at me.

The power I have is greater than that of most paladins, and if I look at it simply in terms of the size of power, I have accumulated power that can be said to have been accumulated by individuals, the power entrusted to me by Deshade, and the grace given by Asmodeus, so I have no choice but to surpass them.

But still, I don't give my all to either God or the devil.

While carrying out Deshade's doctrine, we draw a line so as not to become a fanatic who does more than his sword, and maintain a balance so as not to become a servant of the devil while wielding the power of Asmodeus.

In doing so, I am here as a being called Lee Lim, not a fanatic or a seed of the devil.

However, it is not Gaia's Paladin.

At least that's how Scarlett saw it, and after hearing her explanation, I felt that way too.

Although he realized that Gaia's existence was a lie and was questioning his own actions, he was still not a fanatic.

'So when Scarlett asked the Gaia paladin about true happiness and the paladin replied that his happiness does not exist because he had already dedicated his life to God, you didn't like the answer that much?'

Scarlett asked about happiness.

And the answer Gaia's Paladin gave was, in fact, not the happiness of a human man who had even given his name to God, but the happiness of a fanatic.

So Scarlett-

He presented a hard-line policy.

“In the end, this paladin was drunk on power. You have fallen into the trap of faith. The overwhelming divine power he gained by dedicating his life to God. In fact, it may not be the power given to him directly by Gaia, but the fake priests of the Gaia Church who stole people's feats and replaced them with divine power, giving them to him with the intention of using them as their own weapons. no. Perhaps, even though this man realized it through his own efforts, he had already fallen into the trap of faith and became a lost child crying out for Gaia, who still did not look after him.”

So Scarlett-

He wanted to admonish fanatics.

“Then there is only one way to cure this mania.”

“... What is that?”

“I am showing this paladin a hallucination. As he waits for Gaia's voice to come, I disguise my voice as if it were the voice of God, leave him to carry out his work as he has done so far, and wake him up at the last moment.”

“... So, what does the paladin realize?”

“I realize that everything is useless. It makes you listen to the voice of a fake god, wield only the power you have, not the power given by that god, and finally wake it up from its sleep and make you realize what you have done, leading to true enlightenment and the trap of faith. You will get out of it.”

“It sounds as if they are going to give shock treatment.”

“Maybe it’s not wrong? Since he is a stubborn paladin, he needs to give a prescription like that to let him know that everything he has done has been meaningless. This paladin must understand clearly. It doesn't matter whose voice he was following, what he was doing was just being drunk on power and wielding power. What this man was serving was not God, not the devil, or anything else, but simply power, he worshiped power. That it was something that was revered.”

If faith encroaches on a person's life, it takes advantage of it.

Scarlett is now telling the Paladin the false voice of Gaia, and the Paladin mistakes the false words to mean that Goddess Gaia has finally answered his question.

And the Paladin, who finally heard Gaia's voice after a long wandering, mistakes Scarlett's voice as Gaia's command and wields her power.

“The target for this paladin to fight is already prepared. Camellia will be bringing a few people with her soon, and I plan to appoint Paladin as the gatekeeper to welcome them. Of course, the balance of power must be adjusted appropriately.”

At the last moment, Scarlett planned to break the hallucination of the Paladin who was wielding his power against Gaia's enemies. In fact, he was just deceived by a fake voice made up by Scarlett and was wielding his power against Camellia's party for a long time.

and,

By doing so, the paladin comes to realize.

Realize, become.

Even though he had dedicated his name and his entire life to Gaia, he heard the false voice of Gaia and wielded his power without realizing that it was a counterfeit voice.

However, at that moment, as he fought with the belief that he was waging a holy war, he was immersed in the 'act of wielding divine power' itself, no matter who he ended up serving.

That was Scarlett's shock therapy to cure the Paladin who had fallen into mania called faith.

And after listening to Scarlett's entire story, Linai knew that this would definitely be an act that would hurt the Paladin -

“Then, if you do that, will Paladin’s obsession really disappear?”

Even if such a heartbreaking method were to be used on a Paladin, I couldn't help but ask whether the pain he was experiencing could be cured.

        
            Vincent was quietly listening to Scarlett's entire story, and Rinai was standing close next to him.

The two people ask Scarlett, looking at the Paladin, who regards the false cross as a symbol of Gaia with compassionate eyes and is still listening to Scarlett's prophecy, the forged voice of Gaia.

“... Please answer. Scarlett. If you do that, will Paladin really be able to escape from pain?”

“Please answer. Lady Scarlet. Do you really think that is the only solution?”

And Scarlett answered in front of the two that there was no other way.

“No matter how many times you ask me, I will answer yes. What I am giving this paladin is a prescription based on the experience I have gained over many years of living. You may not understand, but I am the leader who destroyed two denominations.”

I had no choice but to trust it.

For illnesses, go to the doctor, and for medicine, go to the pharmacist.

The fanatic, to the leader who has been punishing the fanatics who have come to kill him for hundreds of years.

In addition to the adventurers and self-proclaimed warrior knights who came to visit her later, Scarlett fought against fanatics who were even more insane than the Paladins of Gaia.

Humans from two denominations attacked Scarlett with faith, and Scarlett was the winner by defeating them.

It must be said that there are probably few people who would know better than her how to help a person with mania come out of it.

“...”

“...”

Therefore, Linai and Vincent couldn't come to a conclusion that went beyond Scarlett's prescription, as they had been unable to do anything other than chasing Paladin so far, so the only way was to look at Scarlett and Paladin alternately.

But that's...

This means that only Linai and Vincent did that.

“... In the end, doesn’t that mean you’re going to play around?”

“Huh?”

I stayed silent while listening to Scarlett's story, but eventually I couldn't stand it anymore and said something.

“Um, comrade?”

“Irim?”

“... What do you mean?”

Linai and Vincent look at me with shocked expressions.

Scarlett also expressed her displeasure at me for dismissing all the things she had done for Paladin with just one word, 'playfulness'.

But I had no intention of giving up my opinion.

“You may have been talking nonsense, but in the end, Scarlett, you are thinking of using Paladin as a chess piece to greet the people Camellia will bring.”

In the end, it is said that it was made into a doll.

“Runner Scarlet Veil Blood. no. Scarlet Veil Blood.”

If you look closely, you will see that the Paladin is hallucinating about the Iron Cross, which is not even a symbol of Gaia.

Srrr-

From the moment the pure white armor he was wearing was dazzled by Scarlett's fake Gaia voice, I saw the color change to red as if stained with blood, and I thought that I could no longer tolerate Scarlett's atrocities. I went out.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

“Watching closely, I clearly noticed what you just did. Scarlet Veil Blood. You are not a ruler who realizes the overwhelming power and the weight of duty and responsibility, but a young royal who thinks he is great in a frozen time.”

I took five steps back to listen to her story.

Walk five steps forward again-

... That's it.

I took the sixth step next.

OK-

Wow...

My whole body suddenly felt cold, as if I had entered a cryogenic freezer, and time and space became frozen.

Time hasn't actually stopped, but the air and my body have become frozen to the point where it feels safe to use that expression.

cold.

It's quiet.

I can't move.

To be exact, if you move, you die.

“... I don't understand.”

To the extent that it can be felt, Scarlet Veil Blood is now taking my declaration as a disrespect that can no longer be accepted.

“I’m not the leader? Just a child living in frozen time?”

Wooo...

'As expected, it doesn't move, does it?'

I tried to move forward by taking the sixth and seventh steps, but my body did not move easily and Scarlett asked me a question as I became completely frozen.

“Lee Lim. Explain it right now. So that I can understand in detail what he said a moment ago. Otherwise, I won't tolerate it any longer.”

At the same time, it was also the last chance.

Last chance to retract my statement a moment ago.

Linai and Vincent, who were engulfed by the cold voice, also did not move.

There are no magical restraints on the two, but the intimidation coming from Scarlett's anger stimulates their instincts as living creatures, causing them to shrink.

On the other hand, I was actually frozen by Scarlett's magic.

Even Scarlett didn't stop at just stiffening her legs.

Perfect!

When Scarlett snapped her fingers, the intensity of the load on her body increased and the area of application expanded.

The magic went beyond just stiffening the legs, stopping the entire body.

I can't move my arms.

I can't move my legs.

Even moving my fingers or wiggling my little toe was blocked.

It is impossible to even blink an eye or move an eyelid.

It's as if my whole body was put in cement and hardened, and I couldn't even move.

However, this is not because Scarlett was restrained by magic because she was afraid that I would attack her.

This is what the head of the clan did to show me the difference in power.

This was done to clearly show who has the upper hand.

Currently, the only body parts I can move are my lips and the tongue inside them.

It was the only part of Scarlett's body that was not restrained in order to hear her excuse.

However,

That's why I couldn't give in to her, who didn't hesitate to wield the 'guardian power' given to her against those she considered weaker than herself.

“Scarlet Veil Blood. With great power comes great responsibility. Even if that power is someone else's power. The power you have is not really your power. It is the power given by the world.”

“I know. But I don't know why I'm bringing it up now. I think I am fully responsible for the amount of power given to me, right? Even if other people don’t know, don’t you know? What am I keeping locked up in the basement of this castle?”

Scarlett and I continue our conversation, leaving Vincent and Linai, who are unaware of Hotch's existence.

“No. The person in front of me right now is no different from the Paladin he said he would discipline.”

“Me? This leader is the same as this man who was controlled by fanatical beliefs? On what basis are you saying that?”

“You may not be carrying out the responsibilities assigned to you. But that's just it. As for other things, you are just wielding your power irresponsibly.”

“Ha! That’s ridiculous.”

When I told Scarlett that she and Gaia's Paladin were the same, she scoffed and refuted in an angry voice.

“That’s a funny story. This Scarlett is wielding her power irresponsibly? What makes you say that? On the contrary, I treat you more kindly than any other monarch and maintain my position with dignity. You don’t understand that?”

“It’s still like that. You may think that you are right and that we are the poor people. But let me assure you. Scarlett.”

“Try it once.”

“You said you were benevolent and dignified. But I don't think so at all. Your kindness does not seem reliable to us, and the majesty you show is not majesty, but the tyranny of a child who has not yet grown up.”

“... Am I a child? I have lived much longer than you, I have lived for hundreds of years?”

“Yes. Your behavior is no different from that of a child.”

As I said before her, I can be sure.

Scarlet Veil Blood is a ‘child’.

He is just a child with powers that should not be handled with childlike powers.

A child just as he appears to be.

A young child who is the princess of a young kingdom and has the same mindset as she did at that time because she was awakened as a squire.

I have been watching all of your actions so far from the side, so now I know.

She, who said that she would find happiness for those who came to her castle, can be seen as a benevolent castle lord who gives reasonable compensation for their hard work.

However, in reality, he is just a self-indulgent castle owner who shakes the hearts of others out of boredom, makes them talk about it, and then tries to erase the happiness they want according to 'his own standards'.

At the same time, she can be seen as a leader who is fulfilling her role as a deterrent and the person responsible for the monster that will affect the world.

However, in reality, he is a self-indulgent bomb who does not feel anything strange in not only using the power he has been given to fulfill his duty of protection, but also not hesitating to 'use it for personal gain', such as what he is doing to the Paladin now. It's no different.

“Scarlet. There is no sense of responsibility for you. Did you say that Paladins are caught in the trap of faith and serve power rather than God? Then you are the same. You are no different in the sense that, intoxicated with your own power, you do not hesitate to wield your power for personal gain in addition to carrying out your guardian duties.”

Scarlett looks at me with a cold face when I hear my voice drop the honorific because I no longer feel worthy of respect.

“You just stopped being a child. A child who lives without knowing what is right and what is wrong because no one disciplines him. However, because he has power, he wields it and is a child who thinks he has become an adult.”

“... You are the first to call me a child.”

Kuuk-

Scarlett, unable to bear the verbal abuse, puts her arms forward and holds her hands.

Ouch!

'Tsk-'

Then the pressure on my body starts to get worse.

Stopping the movement of the body means that a certain amount of force is being applied, and the sound means that if more force is applied, Scarlett can crush my body like a press.

But I don't stop and keep saying what I wanted to say to her.

“Scarlet. You've just been eating away for 700 years. You call yourself the leader, but in reality, you are just a strong kid. But at the same time, you are also a pitiful being. The world's misjudgment has left you unbalanced. It was a huge mistake the world made to give you, who was a child, the power of a guardian without anyone's consent, which would make even an adult hesitate at least once when trying to give it to you.”

Papdeuk-

“... It would be best to just tease the snout up to that point. If you do more than that, I will kill you.”

The pressure on your body increases, and your joints begin to scream.

The magic became more powerful, and magic circles that no longer needed to be hidden began to 'reveal' in the air.

That-

The moment he sees a way to destroy magic, he moves.

'Is now the opportunity?'

It supports screaming joints by exerting its regenerative ability to the fullest,

Pachang!

It overcomes the pressure exerted on the body by swirling magical energy throughout the body.

and-

[Stigma]

Slam!

Wearing Deshade's armor,

I stepped forward, taking ‘one step’ and ‘seventh step’.

Step by step-

Startle!

Scarlett shivered as she put her foot forward.

He seemed to have no idea how he did it, even though he was applying force so I should never be able to move.

However, I did not do it easily either.

'That's your weakness. He may be able to instinctively and freely wield his power as a suzerain, but his understanding of it is poor.'

Of course, I squeezed all the strength I could muster.

As soon as a muscle is torn, it exerts its regenerative ability to the limit to repair it, and focuses its mind by shouting its spirit inwardly so as not to be defeated by the pressure on the body.

It's just one step taken like that,

Thanks to that, I was able to stretch out my arm and hold the magic circle with my hand.

Kuuk!

Kkkk-

Grab the air.

Just when I thought Scarlett had completely conquered me, a magic circle appeared with a loose mind.

Stretch out your arms,

Hold it,

Giggigigigigig!

Grab the space and twist it,

Tear-

I kicked it.

Cheer up!

Beyond the fluttering fragments of the shattered magic circles, I was able to find Scarlett's face looking at me with an expression of witnessing something unbelievable.

        
            Cheer up!

Pasasasasasassa...

“... A human could grab and destroy the magic circle I created with his hands... What a ridiculous thing-!”

Fragments of magic scatter in the air.

The turquoise magic circle breaks and scatters everywhere, and Scarlett with a shocked face is seen beyond it.

Because he absolutely believed in his own power, he seemed embarrassed that the power he thought was sufficient to subdue me was broken.

“I will admonish you on behalf of the adults who are not by your side. Little princess.”

Without stopping, I stretched out my arms and tried to grab Scarlett.

Scarlett-

“... Shut up! I'm a suzerain! No one can discipline me!”

Paat-

It glared at me and flew into the air with a blink without a chant.

My hand grasps the air and Scarlett looks down at me and says.

“Discipline? I'm already past the age of being disciplined. I am Scarlet Veil Blood. Scarlet Veilblood, chosen by the world to be the guardian. You don't know what right and wrong are? No, I know this world better than you. The strong are right, and the weak are wrong.”

As Scarlett got angry, she started creating a magic circle.

There are about 100 magic circles surrounding me, at best.

I summon the magic sword and take a stance while looking up at Scarlett.

“So I treated you with more kindness than anyone else. Instead of trying to press it down with force, I asked for understanding and asked for help. I listened to your weak areas and tried to help you with them. But you betrayed it. Lee Rim.”

“You’re the one who kept forcing me to give you help I didn’t want, Scarlett. In the end, you confessed happiness to us through your greed. You can tell just by looking at the Paladin in front of you. Even now, you are telling me to twist other people's happiness according to my own standards to achieve the happiness that I should have found for myself.”

How about some fanaticism?

Honestly, I absolutely hate fanatics.

Those guys who put only God's will first and approach me with the thought of 'edifying' me with God's will whether I'm reluctant or not.

Those who refuse to do so are, in extreme cases, psychos who even try to ostracize them because they are tainted with paganism.

Still, only a small percentage of people make it that far, and above all, although Paladins are fanatics, they are not fanatics who force their beliefs.

Although he was a man crazy about faith, he only worked tirelessly with the sole intention of saving others, and was not a man who forced his faith.

so,

In that respect, from a qualitative standpoint, Scarlett is the worst.

“ In addition to pointing out what you don't like to others and looking down on them from above, evaluating other people's values as if they are true happiness or not is not an attitude a member of society should take. Even if it is a being with such strong power that it can be said to be above others.”

Scarlett is a child after all.

Born as a lovely princess of a kingdom, she recognized her birth and the authority appropriate to it was established in her mind, but without being able to take one more step towards becoming an adult - she became a 'perfect being' called the ruler without any intermediate process. A poor human being who was abandoned.

In addition to being a royal family, Scarlet Veil Blood, who has become a squire, is just a child living alone in a frozen time with no one to watch over him.

“... This is a rant that I can no longer listen to. The conversation is over now.”

So, since Scarlett was a child who lived without anyone around her, let alone adults, she did not want to hear anything she didn't want to hear.

“I feel like I want to kill him, but since I am compassionate, I won’t be so harsh.”

“I should speak clearly. You're trying to keep me alive because I'm useful. Because I am the princess's sword. Because I have a hostage who can definitely bring Camellia into submission.”

“Even without you, I can make Camellia kneel before me.”

“So, Scarlett, you are just a child. You didn't even know what kind of existence Camellia was, but you predicted that she would give in as if she understood everything about the bad-tempered princess? no. It must not have been predicted. Because he possesses overwhelming power, he must have committed this act with the vague idea that no matter how things go, he will eventually be able to use his power to bring him to his knees.”

Scarlett intended to remain a benevolent monarch.

However, I constantly reminded her who she was while she was flying in the air, and Scarlett was uncomfortable with having the truth pointed out to her over and over again.

“... It was said that with great power comes great responsibility. I'll take those words back to you. I will punish you for your rudeness.”

As they have done so far, this time they tried to exclude me by wielding the ‘power of the race’.

Papa pap papapa pap!

The magic circles that appeared a moment ago light up all at once.

Colorful magic circles.

Beyond the seven colors, magic with different colors and properties equal to the number of magic circles is aimed at me.

It's definitely not common for 100 magics to all have different properties, and since it's Scarlett, that's possible.

However, it is inefficient.

I wouldn't know if I was only using one attribute or attributes that could enhance my firepower through mutual complementation, but the fact that I was using magic that could be in conflict with each other at the same time shows that I have the power to do this. All you can do is brag about it.

of course,

That doesn't mean they didn't pose a threat to me, though.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

Paat-

A double self-reformation that falls into you in an instant, just before the spell is cast.

[Star Cluster]

Quagga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

Soon, the opposite of the magic circles made of the casted planes, the sword strike that dominated the planes with lines, split the air.

Pachachachachachachachachachang!

Then, colorful fragments of magic fell to the ground, and Scarlett's face was distorted.

As a magician, this is a poor behavior in that he gives up preparing for the next spell and spends time showing his emotions.

'good. Just keep running like this and take down Scarlett-'

I did not miss that opportunity and, as always, I was trying to make the best choice to deal with the wizard.

“... You'd better stop.”

It was at the same time that Scarlett moved a large amount of magical energy and said something to stop my charge.

And I had no choice but to stop leaning forward at her words.

If the purpose was simply to gather magical power to cast magic, it would not have stopped.

If you trust the armor of Deshade, who has excellent anti-magic abilities, and push forward with your shoulders forward, you will reach Scarlett quickly.

But the reason I stopped was because the direction in which those magical powers were moving was not towards me, but towards the two people behind me, Vincent and Linai.

“If you move, those two people over there will die.”

“...”

When I looked back, I saw two people surrounded on all sides by magic circles, just as she said.

When I saw that, I blamed Scarlett for taking the hostage instead of dealing with me head on.

“... The prediction that we only fought by using force to push down the opponent was not wrong. I saw them panicking after some of their magic was destroyed and immediately taking hostages.”

“It was just a rational choice. Because you must be in my hands as a hostage. It would be best not to hurt anyone.”

“Lee, Lee Lim.”

“Comrade. Sorry, sorry...”

Quick!

I gritted my teeth, but there was nothing I could do.

'This was clearly my mistake. 'I was the one who said that Scarlett was a child, but I moved without even thinking that Scarlett would take hostage.'

In the first place, I acted out of anger, so I had to fully anticipate that the situation might turn out this way and then act accordingly.

Scarlett, who quickly gained the upper hand, regains her composure and speaks to me.

“... Lee Lim. I think it's a betrayal of the antinomy to jump towards death yourself when your wish is not to die.”

“... Even while enduring that kind of death, I jumped into death when I wanted to and thought I had to do it, because that's what made me who I am today.”

“I see. You are the one who moves away from happiness in order to get closer to it. But, it's over now. Put down your sword.”

“...”

“You better do it quickly before the two people over there end up bleeding, right?”

“... Tsk!”

Paat-

In the end, since the hostage was taken, I had no choice but to follow her words.

Perfect!

Scarlett immediately used magic to restrain me, who had no choice but to disable the magic sword, by snapping her fingers.

Kkkk!

“Pfft...”

Scarlett applies pressure and uses her magic to force me to my knees, then makes me look up and look at her.

and,

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

The Paladin, who was now completely deluded and controlled by Scarlett, approached and stopped in front of me.

“Lee Lim. I would like to blame you for the disrespect you have shown me, but I will do so only after everything is over. So for now, I'll just have to play the role of an unconscious hostage.”

Wow!

The paladin struck my helmet.

My head is shaking and my mind is blurry.

Even as it became blurry, Scarlett's face came into view.

And the feelings that came to mind when I saw her like that were,

Strangely enough, it was not anger but pity.

The reason is,

In the end, her expression was not the expression of a being who was a squire or anything, but rather the face of a child who was offended, sulky, and slightly sad, taking what a human being like me continued to say as verbal abuse.

Kiiig!

And at the same time, a huge iron door opened.

The iron gate of the main gate opened, allowing light to enter the blurry vision.

The ones who opened the iron door were Aleph and a knight wearing a horned helmet.

As they open the door, Camellia comes in, and Saint Xian sits next to her.

“... We've finally arrived. Camellia Shaden Steyer.”

“... Yes. I ended up coming to see you myself. Scarlet Veil Blood.”

The two women make eye contact and glare coldly at each other.

When I saw that, I thought I had to come to my senses to mediate between the two, but my consciousness only became more and more blurred.

“I'm sorry, but I'm really upset right now, and I don't want to talk to you here. For now, let’s meet up above.”

“Are you trying to run away? I didn't know that the leader would think of running away as soon as he saw me at his house.”

“Because, as the lord of this castle, I have a duty not only to welcome you, but also to take care of other guests. I'm just trying to do that in advance.”

Perfect!

Pot!

Scarlett, who met Camellia, teleported Vincent and Linai to another space.

And I also floated in the air along with Scarlett.

The only one left there was Gaia's Paladin, whose face was now invisible because he was wearing a red helmet, and when Camellia made a gesture, Aleph stepped in front of him.

Even though I thought I had to stop it, my mind became helpless and I couldn't do anything anymore.

Those scenes are now causing my eyes to go beyond blurry and close completely -

“Really... it's going to be the worst day. I never thought things would turn out in such a bad way.”

Scarlett's voice filled with melancholy sounded in my ears and my consciousness was completely interrupted.

        
            The road from the black property line to Eched.

The means of transportation chosen by the Deshade Church is a carriage, and Gombang pulls it.

And the black earth that must be crossed in order to reach Scarlett's castle goes beyond living creatures and pours out sharp thorns comparable to the magically wielded swords wielded by knights to all beings who step on the earth.

The way the people of the church destroyed it was simple.

The method is simply to have a defense power that exceeds the penetration power of the thorns and to attack head-on.

Thistle casts as much sacred magic and protection as possible on the carriage, and Astesia spreads her self-defense abilities widely to surround it once more.

By doing so, the carriage was able to rush forward, crushing all of the earth's thorns or not.

All of this was possible because the Deshade Church is home to a unique being who is called an apostle of God, who does not exist even in other churches, and the descendants of Asmodeus, who have a love for descendants who are exceptional among the great devils.

Insurance is sufficient.

Enin opens his eyes wide and prepares to deploy his tent in case of an unexpected situation at any moment when he hears Peria's voice sitting in the coach seat. Eila and Ruba are inside the carriage in case something falls from the top of the carriage. It's not, it's on top.

Just because of that,

It was clearly not the intention of the two, nor of Peria, who came up with this whole plan, for Luba and Aila to become one.

“Peria! Are you listening?! please! Please stop just once! I'm so scared I feel like I'm going to pee!!!”

“Aaaa!!! Is this really a good plan?!! Peria!! I think we should have reexamined the reason why we were here before leaving!!!”

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

“Noisy! What can I do when it’s already too late?! So hold on just a little longer! We’ll arrive at Eched soon!!!”

“Periaaa! I feel like I’m going to pee?!”

“Then what, if you stop the carriage, are you going to pack it here? In the middle of this vast plain? It might be hard to tell if there's nothing around, but there's a great castle right in front of you! Big estate! Big castle! The bathroom would be just as great! If you're going to cum already, hold on a little longer and cum from there! Cultured people can’t even stand that?!”

“... I am not a cultural person! I'm an elf! Elves are originally a race of people who walk through the forest and fight wherever they go!”

“... This sister, no matter how much she wants to stop the carriage, is she really selling out her own race?! That's a lie. No matter how ignorant I am about elves, I can tell right away that it's not true?!”

“... Peria!!!”

“Why Ruba again?!”

“I also need to pee a little bit-!!!”

Ppajik-

“... Shut up and be patient with both of you-!!!”

As Eila and Ruba desperately shout from the roof, Peria, who was in the coach seat, responds without even turning her head.

Feria, who was already in a daze, was listening to the voices of Eila, who was speaking louder than usual, and Luba, whose voice was always loud, with both ears, and when she felt the shock of the carriage shaking violently, it felt like her head was splitting open.

It is a carriage that runs straight ahead.

Hundreds or thousands of thorns created by the earth are constantly rising from the front, starting from Gombangi's steps and centering on the carriage.

So, the thorns coming out from the front are being shattered by Astesia's power, but the sharp fragments fly high into the sky and are falling on Eila and Ruba, and the thorns coming out from the side of the carriage were not destroyed and are still on top of the carriage. They were brushing their hair.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

Whick!

Cheer up!

“... Ugh?! Luba! Did you see it?! Did you just see it?! A thorn shattered right in front of my eyes and I flew backwards?!”

“Look, I saw it!! More than that, Aila...!!!”

“Why?!”

“Hey, over there... It looks like it brushed against my tail while flying behind the shattered thorn... Is my tail still attached?!!”

“Tail? Where should I check-”

“...”

“...”

“... Eila?! Why, why are you silent?!!”

“Uh, well... um...”

“Pa, please tell me quickly!! It’s attached properly, right?!!”

“That... Luba! That's it, yeah! are you okay! It will grow again!”

“Yes?! What do you mean?! What's growing is a tail or fur?! Please speak clearly!!!”

“Now, wait! Don't shake it! away! It’s falling!!!”

Ruba, whose entire body was paralyzed due to the strong wind and the emergency situation, asked Aila to check whether her tail was properly attached, and the moment she confirmed that, Aila spent a contradictory moment of silence that could be said to be both short and long.

Fortunately, Aila could see that Luba's abundant tail fur had been cut into clumps by thorns, but she told her that it was okay and that it would grow back soon.

However, Eila had to look at the front of the carriage again right away, so she gave a cursory answer to Luba's request, and thanks to that, she was grabbed by the collar on the carriage by Luba, who had not properly heard what it was like to be cut off.

“Luba! Let me go! You want me to let you go?! Ugh... no way! Periaaa! Please let us in!!! At least make some space on the coach seat so we can cross!!!”

In the end, Eila barely managed to shake off Luba's collar, and since it was good for Peria for a little while, she slowed down and asked for just a little bit of time for herself and Luba to change positions.

“Oh really! There's not much left?! Hang in there! Just a little!”

However, Peria was afraid that the black earth might attack the carriage in a different way than the one shown so far, so she did not listen to them until the end, and thanks to this, the two people Eila and Ruba saw on the carriage. The deep bond that was achieved unexpectedly -

It was broken due to the betrayal of one of the two people.

“... Then!! Please just send me forward!!! Because I’m small, I can sit right between the two of you!!!”

“What?! Wait a minute, Ruba you! Are you going to betray me and go forward alone?!!”

“It is a reasonable decision!! It's too tight for Aila to fit between Astesia and Peria, but I'm small so it's possible!!!”

Whisper-

“Ah?! Ayla!! Hey, let go of this!!!”

“No! Even if I die, I can’t let you go! The moment Luba got on the roof with me, I shared a shared destiny! Are you going to leave me here alone?! I can never see you like that!!!”

In the end, the situation was reversed from when Luba grabbed Eila by the collar, and this time, Eila was hugging Luba's waist and never letting go.

“Phew... Please be quiet. Astesia seems to be losing focus.”

“Well, I’m fine, Peria... If anything, seeing you do that makes me feel a little less tense.”

Even though it seems urgent, surprisingly, the carriage is getting closer to Eched without being exposed to any bigger threats, as can be seen from the relatively calm appearance of Feria and Astesia.

Thorns that gush out without stopping.

That's it.

If you have one or two defensive spells, it will be an attack that will destroy you in an instant and turn your body into pieces, but if you have protection and sustaining abilities that exceed that, it is possible to reach Eched without any problems.

However, in order to make that possible, you need the protective ability of a person of the level of an apostle and the protective ability that comes from the blood of the great devil, or else, a way to reach Eched from the black land border without directly touching it with your feet. The problem is that it is necessary, so it is a method that groups other than religious denominations can never attempt.

“Thistle. I think it will arrive soon.”

“... I see. Now, I need to get ready.”

So, Enin and Thistle, who were inside the carriage, were waiting relatively comfortably, and when they saw Eched getting closer, they were able to prepare their minds.

The church's carriage was almost approaching Eched.

“... Huh? What is that?”

From the front gate of Eched that Peria was looking at, someone came out.

He was wearing a cape, and since I was not familiar with him to begin with, I couldn't recognize him.

“... Everyone! Be on alert!”

Still, Peria immediately kept everyone on edge.

A human came out of Eched's main gate in front of the church's carriage that was running toward Eched.

The person was even running straight at a speed greater than that of an ordinary human being, and even the thorns that were currently attacking the church were not sticking out from under the person's feet.

“Who is it? Scarlett... I don't think so. More than that, that outfit looks somewhat familiar-”

“I! I’ll see!”

As Peria was unable to catch the exact figure of the person running because of the splinters from the thorns constantly hitting the barrier and flying around without stopping, Eila crawled forward from the carriage, lying flat on the roof, with her eyes wide. It floated.

Clap-

Eila, who was wearing goggles to prevent any fragments of the thorn from entering her eyes, took off her goggles for a moment and stared straight ahead, then figured out its identity.

“... Huh? Is that that? Spirit soldiers’ outfits!”

“Huh? What outfit?”

“Why are you there! Black pants and a plain white top! The basic clothes worn by soul soldiers during the time of the kingdom union! Running over there... a woman, a woman! The woman is wearing that dress!”

“... So you’re saying it’s a soul disease?”

“I’m not sure about that! Still, I'm sure it's that outfit! I saw it quite a lot when I was working as a patrolman, and I saw it a lot because of Lee Rim and Hwarim, so I guess I wasn’t confused!”

The outfit that Eila guaranteed was that of a soul soldier.

In that case, Peria was confident that the woman running in front of her was probably a soul bottle as Aila had said, and she began to think about why the soul bottle of the alternative kingdom union was here.

        
            A soul bottle running from Eched.

In Peria's opinion, it was not a speed that a human could achieve.

To be exact, it is not the speed at which an ordinary human runs, but the speed is clearly supported by some kind of magical assistance.

However, Aila said that the opponent was a soul disease.

That said, Peria realized that the soul bottle in front of her was one of two cases. One was that she had learned how to manipulate magic on her own like Hwarim or Irim, or else, she was achieving that speed with the assistance of an artifact. .

Afterwards, as a result of Peria's guesses about the opponent, which corresponded to the highest probability, it was clear that the woman in front of her was a spirit disease that wandered from the Kingdom Union and flowed into Eched, and she was not carrying a weapon. When I heard that Aela came out wearing a white cloak, I thought that she might have come out to greet them as an envoy under Scarlett's orders.

And as if in line with Peria's guess, the woman shouted as loud as she could when the church's carriage heard each other's voices.

“Over there!!! hi!!! I am a person sent by Scarlett-!!!”

It's not my original voice, but I raised my voice with all my might to be heard.

However, Peria immediately recognized that the voice was one that would have far exceeded that of ordinary people like Eila and Ruba.

In addition, Peria soon heard the accent Lucid was using and confirmed that she was a soul soldier from the Kingdom Alliance.

Both the United Kingdom and the Empire speak a common language, but the differences, although subtle, do exist.

And in the case of soul bottles created by the Kingdom Union, when they speak, they naturally speak based on the accent of humans living in the Kingdom Union.

So Peria became convinced that the woman in front of her was a soul patient, and immediately uttered a warning.

“There’s soul disease! Stop there! Don't come any closer! Otherwise I'll shoot you!”

“Nice to meet you! Welcome! Me, my name is Lucid! Scarlett asked me to lead you to the back door, so I came here-!!!”

However, that didn't mean we could really understand each other.

“... No, stop?! Don't come any closer! Stop running! Stand there and say it!”

“Kyahahahahahaha! excited! It feels so good to be out after such a long time!!!”

“No shit, Aila, that’s a human, right?! Why aren’t you even listening to me?!”

“Uh... Well, really? Looking closely, it seems clear that it is a soul illness, but why can't we communicate?”

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!

Lucid came out of the castle, shouted in a loud voice, and started running toward the church's carriage at full speed. Peria tried to stop it, but she couldn't.

In fact, Lucid was in a state of high tension that he had never seen since coming to Eched.

Lucid suffered from insomnia because whenever he dreamed, the events that occurred in the Kingdom Alliance would manifest as nightmares.

Scarlett, who came to her castle, allowed Lucid to sleep peacefully and without any dreams.

So Lucid slept all the time.

A few hours a day, except for things like eating or wanting to talk to the Heavenly Demons.

After sleeping in Eched for a while, Lucid came out with Scarlett's permission and found himself in a new environment where he could run.

The fact that Lucid, who had just recently started walking on her own legs, had the opportunity to run around outside to her heart's content rather than inside the dark interior of Eched Castle for the first time in a while meant that no one, even if the Heavenly Demons were by her side, could stop her from doing so. That was also the meaning.

So, the situation ended up being that Lucid was running towards the church's carriage, and the carriage driven by Gombangi was also going to collide unless someone rushing towards Lucid gave way.

“Damn it... I don't know what it is, but it doesn't look like it has any intention of attacking. What did you say a moment ago?”

“He said he was sent by Scarlett and came out to guide you to the back door!!!”

“Really? Then we'll have to stop the carriage on our side first. If you get close, I'll stop there, but I want to keep a sufficient distance.”

Since they were rushing towards each other, it wouldn't take long for the carriage and Lucid to get close enough to see each other's faces.

So Peria, who had Luba reconfirmed what Lucid had said, had no choice but to try to slow down the carriage from this side.

But if there was a problem-

The timing of making such a decision was much later than Peria expected.

“Gombangi will stop on his own, so I’ll leave this to you and I-”

It was the moment when Peria, in order to set the mood before the conversation with Lucid, let go of the rope hanging from Gombangi from the coach seat and stood up for a moment to take out the cane that had been placed under her buttocks.

“... Huh? Gombanga?”

Peria's eyes looked straight ahead as if she was holding a cane-

There, I saw Gombangi running at full speed, pulling a carriage with his eyes closed.

“... Hey?! Gombang?! Why are you, the guy pulling the carriage, with your eyes closed?!!”

Peria looks alternately at Gombangi and Lucid in front of her.

Lucid was still running at an incredibly fast speed,

Gombang, who was running straight toward Lucid, had his eyes closed.

And the reason was simple.

No matter how tough it is, you can't help but be scared if thorns keep popping out from under your feet.

So Gombang closed his eyes, thinking that since it was a straight walk to Eched anyway, it would be better if he approached the right distance and Feria, who was holding the rope, would pull the rope on his own.

And since Peria is a smart bear, I thought it would drive autonomously and slow down before it arrived at Eched or when Lucid got close to it.

So what arose was a natural lack of communication between humans and demonic beasts.

It was an accident that occurred because they trusted each other too much.

Even on Lucid's side, the reason for the future accident existed from the beginning.

Let alone Lucid, he has never run, and the time he has walked on his own legs is less than half a year, even if you add up the time he spent in the previous world and this world.

So, as soon as she got out of Eched, she started running recklessly, and soon her legs, aided by the artifact used by the battle wizard of the Kingdom Alliance, began to run at such a speed that it took quite a while before she was able to brake on her own. .

Meanwhile, Lucid's optimistic personality also played a role.

‘That bear! It looks very fluffy! Should I run and hug him like that?'

From the beginning, Lucid, who recognized this world as a dream world she was dreaming as the Heavenly Demons said, had a crazy idea of jumping into Gombangi's body as she was running, and thanks to that, she had no intention of slowing down from the beginning. He was running towards the carriage.

So what happened was-

The first in this world,

'Traffic accident between bear and human.'

“Gombangaaa?!!”

Kkkk!!!

Kwaaa!!!

Peria screams and raises her head.

Even though she was Peria and had no connection with depth of field, let alone Rakshasa, at that moment, she had an experience similar to the recognition that Lee Rim had when he entered Rakshasa.

Gombangi's embarrassed face as he opens his eyes late and tries to brake the carriage.

In the end, because it was late, Lucid was hit by Gombangi's head as he was running and flew into the sky.

And as she was about to fall to the hard ground behind the carriage, Luba and Eila barely managed to grab her arms and throw her onto the carriage.

Kwadangtang!!!

“... Catch! Gotcha!!! are you okay! I’m not dead!”

“Sa, he’s alive!!! I just fainted!!!”

After Peria's time, which had slowed down, began to flow normally again, Peria and Astesia sighed after hearing the report from Eila and Ruba from the carriage.

“Fuuu...”

It was a bonus that Gombang, who bounced Lucid up, also breathed a sigh of relief.

“... And I guess Gombang was very surprised.”

“That’s right. I'm so glad I have a strong body. If it were an ordinary human being, it would have been such a shock that it would have killed him instantly if he hadn't protected himself with magic.”

The two men then slowly began driving the carriage.

Peria noticed that the carriage was no longer attacked from the time Lucid landed on the roof, and was convinced that she was Scarlett's envoy.

“In that case, it would be best to just follow what he says for now. You said there was a back door, right? Let’s go that way.”

Gombangi turns around just before arriving at the main gate, and the carriage carrying the members of the church and the unconscious Lucid begins to circle Eched.

“... Ah, that place, isn't it there? There are places where the image is slightly distorted.”

“Where... Oh, I see. Is that the back door? Rather than a door, it looks like an entrance into the basement.”

Soon Astesia and Peria found the door.

On the other side of the main gate, at the bottom of the plain white castle wall, there was a gap in the ground hidden by magic.

The two asked Gombangi and stopped right in front of the gap-

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Soon the ground began to subside and a path leading downward opened, and at the end of it, another iron gate just below the castle wall opened.

“... Huh? I suddenly wondered why the wall opened, and was this the back door?”

At the same time, a familiar voice is heard.

Astesia and Peria, as well as others in the carriage, craned their necks to look down.

Frowning and looking up as the light begins to come in -

Hwarim.

“... Hwarim! It’s Hwarim!”

Swish-

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tap-

Wow!

“Now, wait! I know it's been a while, but aren't you out of breath?!”

“It’s okay! Even if you're out of breath, hold on! Because I also endured it on the carriage!”

“What are you talking about? Anyway, there are other people too, so stay away!”

“No-uh! Because it won’t fall off!”

With Aila jumping out of the carriage and hugging Hwarim in joy, the members of the church entered Eched safely.

        
            Hwarim checked the faces of everyone who got off the carriage, one by one, starting with Aila.

Then, seeing myself with a smile on my face out of joy made me laugh a little on the inside.

'Really. I too have backed off too much. 'I can't believe I'm barely showing my emotions to others like this.'

Everyone knew it was coming.

He thought that perhaps it was someone other than him who was waiting here, and that if he had been left behind at the parish, he would have acted the same way.

He quickly deduces the identity of the person who kidnapped Lee Rim and another person, and rides there in a carriage.

To that extent, the members of the church have now come to understand each other so deeply that they can freely say that they are family when introducing each other to others.

“Hwarim’s face! Gaunt... not worn out! Looks like the blood wasn't sucked, Enine!”

Mulkyung-

“... So, Aila, didn’t I promise not to say it when other people were around?”

“Huh? Was that so? ... Whatever! In the end, if Hwarim appears to be safe, then everything is done!”

“I see. Anyway... I'm glad you're safe. Hwarim.”

“... Yes. Enine, it’s been a while since you too.”

Therefore, Hwarim willingly forgave Aila for rubbing her palms on both cheeks.

However, Hwarim's forgiveness of Aila only stopped there.

Jooo!

“Ugh... But Hwarim, doesn't his skin look better than when he was at the parish? Is it because you only stay in the castle? Why does it look so plump? ... ah! Maybe while we are far away, I have sex every night with Lee Rim-”

Slam!

Baaa!

“Keck...?!”

“... So, I always say this, Aila, didn’t you always tell me to think before I speak and then speak out?”

“Well, there was no need to do it this badly... Oh, wait... I forgot, I feel like I'm going to pee, really...”

As soon as Aila pulled Hwarim's cheek with her fingers and said something unbearable, Hwarim quickly pulled out the handle of her sword and struck Aila in the stomach, and Aila wrapped her stomach and also closed her legs as much as possible. I started rolling around on the floor.

“... Anyway, I'm glad you're safe. Hwarim.”

“The situation is not urgent, is it? Hwarim unnie.”

“I’m glad you look healthy. Well, what Eila said was, of course, not... right? Oh, of course, even if you two said that, I have no reason to say anything...”

“... Huhuhuhu, yes. I'm safe. There is no need to worry, as there is no need to worry because there is space to practice here and your body is not rusty. ...and since I am being held hostage, I am not in a position to do such a thing.”

Hwarim greeted everyone, and everyone was able to look at her face one by one and finally smile for real.

Everyone had happy faces.

So Hwarim stretched out her arms without realizing it, and quietly hugged each person one by one, except Aila, who hugged her first.

It's not because I'm weak.

It wasn't that I was lonely because I hadn't seen other people for over a week, but it was something I did purely because I thought I wanted to do that as soon as I saw their faces.

Thanks to this, Hwa-rim continued to laugh because all of those things were things she would never have done before Lee Rim started and completely opened her heart.

'Really... I wonder what my past self would have said if he had seen me now.'

After briefly saying hello to Hwarim, everyone next asked about Lee Rim's well-being.

“So hey, Hwarim. Where is Lee Rim?”

“Irim will be at the top.”

Hwa-rim told Thistle, who was the first to ask where Irim was, and briefly explained the situation in Eched that had happened so far and is happening.

In addition, it is a bonus to explain as much as possible what Scarlett is currently planning.

“... So, according to what Hwarim said, Jongju took her brother hostage for the purpose of confronting Princess Camellia and getting a promise to never do something like this in front of her again?◦# ◦

“That’s what he said with his own mouth. He also said that he would never give up on his will.”

“So, now that we have arrived, does this mean that the princess is also coming to Eched’s castle? The leader said that a customer would come and that he didn't know who would be first.”

“I guess so. This is going to be a huge problem...?”

Peria shakes her head at Hwarim's explanation and Enin gets worried.

In fact, the plan everyone had in mind was simple, and that was it.

Since the leader has kidnapped Lee Rim and Hwa Rim, the cult's plan is to gather all the members of the cult and attack them head-on to rescue the two.

However, if Scarlett is thinking of only using Lee Rim and Hwa Rim as hostages and releasing them right away, then fortunately, it seems that there will be no need for a conflict with Jongju, who has more overwhelming force than Peria expected, so it is okay.

However, that was a story between the suzerain and the Deshade Church, and Peria added that if it were a story where Princess Camellia intervened, things would have turned out differently.

“But if Camellia and Scarlet clash, the story is different. My brother is the princess's vassal, and we are the church to which that vassal belongs. It would be good if we could take my brother out of the castle before the princess and Scarlett encounter each other, but that is not the case. If the princess and Scarlett meet while we are in this castle with my brother caught between them, our position will inevitably be Scarlett's. It means that we have become the side that must be hostile to .”

Tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-

Peria spins in place in a small circle, making the sound of her shoes, and at the same time stroking her chin in agony.

I don't want to fight if I don't have to.

If I could quietly withdraw from the castle with Irim and Hwarim, I would choose that.

However, that becomes possible after the two have finished using Camellia as hostages from Scarlett.

What this means is that only after Camellia kneels before Scarlett will the members of the church be able to withdraw.

However, until that happens, due to Camellia's personality, the princess who comes to Scarlett will have chosen war rather than surrender, and it is clear that she will bring the necessary power, and the princess and the people of the church who came with the power to confront Scarlett will It was certain that if they met, they too would be caught up in it.

“... Oh really. I didn't know this would overlap like this.”

Thanks to this, Peria realized that the church's position was in an awkward position.

The place they are now is underground.

Scarlett sends Hwa-rim with the still unconscious woman named Lucid to accept the Deshade Church through the back door of the castle, and what she wants is for the Church to remain in the basement until their work is finished.

However, the Church of Deshade is a church whose bishop is Lee Lim, who is both an imperial citizen and a knight of the princess.

What this means is that, contrary to the fact that the Church of Deshade hoped that Scarlett, as the protector of the hostages, would keep the people of the Church who came to their castle calm, they were forced to help Camellia, who had invaded Eched, and confront Scarlett.

‘You’re hitting a goal. If you just stay in the basement, you will have nothing to say even if you are treated as a traitor, as you maintained an attitude of aiding and abetting the royal family while they were fighting a difficult enemy called Scarlett. But what if you go outside? Scarlett guided us to the basement out of consideration, but if we come out on our own and help Camellia and point a weapon at them, they will definitely think that we are ungrateful and will retaliate.'

Peria doesn't know what Scarlet Veil Blood is.

That may not be the right answer since they don't know her personality at all, but at least if Peria thought about it normally, it was much more likely that she would get angry than forgive them generously even though they pointed a weapon at Scarlett.

And just as Peria was thinking that, Luba, who had gone into the bathroom in one corner of Eched's basement with Aila in her arms and came out with a relaxed expression, suddenly pricked up her ears.

Flap! Flap!

“... Ayla!! Can’t you hear something somewhere?!!”

“Yes! I heard it too! What is this...?”

Luba reacted to a sound coming from somewhere, and Aila also closed her eyes to listen more closely to the sound.

... Insert Device Device Device Device -

“... Is this the sound of the iron door at the front door opening? Don't you think so? Luba?”

“I think so!! It's the sound of a very rusty door opening with sand stuck to the floor!!!”

After combining the information they had acquired, the two realized that it was the sound of Eched's front door opening. After listening to the information provided by the two people, Peria guessed that it was certain that Princess Camellia had just arrived.

So Peria decided to move, thinking that no matter how things went, it would be a good decision to go up to the ground.

“... There’s nothing I can do. For now, let's watch the situation unfold and respond. Let's leave the carriage here and everyone go up. Hwarim, do you know the way?”

“You can just go back up the way you came. Follow me.”

For now, everyone decided to decide on a policy by seeing how the conversation between Camellia and Scarlett goes, or else join Lee Rim by first moving around and hiding as much as possible.

-Everyone was moving to do that.

“... Huh? Something is strange.”

“Why are you doing that?”

“No, if you walk this way, there will definitely be stairs...”

Astesia asked back after seeing Hwarim unable to find her way.

Afterwards, Hwarim thought he had misunderstood something and changed direction.

But again, there were no stairs to the upper floor.

“... Something is wrong with this.”

Hwarim only realized this after repeatedly changing her walking direction three times.

“... Oh my. It seems like Scarlett doesn't want us to come out of here.”

“What? Sister, what do you mean?”

“... Yes?”

“So, does that mean you’re trapped?”

“...”

Everyone looks at Hwarim as they say they can't find their way.

That was the truth.

After the Heavenly Demons came down underground and demonstrated martial arts, Hwarim came down with Lee Rim and Ingrid to explore them and devise countermeasures.

It was absurd that Hwarim, who had come down here several times during the week, could not find his way, and no matter how wide Eched was, he could not find the huge stairs leading up and down to the basement.

“So that means Lee Rim is up there alone right now? Are you okay...?”

“Lord, I thought I could meet the bishop now, but I can’t!! I’ll take a quick spin and come back!!!”

“Ah, wait - Luba! ... I have to come back quickly!”

In the end, Aila became anxious, and Luba, who could not bear her anxiety even more than Aila, started running and climbing the wall.

Peria turned around and saw Lucid on top of Gombangi, who was slowly coming to his senses, but she thought that even if Lucid woke up, he would still be unable to find his way.

So Peria-

I couldn't help but witness the two people's anger growing by the minute.

“... I can't take it anymore. Astesia.”

“Yes. This is outrageous. A violent act directed at us and towards Lee Rim. That's the one who cut off the conversation.”

Thistle and Astesia look at Eched's ceiling with sharp eyes.

I don't know where they are exactly, but I'm sure Scarlet Veil Blood and Lee Rim are upstairs.

The two people looking up, where there is a precious person and the person who kidnapped that precious person-

Quick!

Gritting my teeth hard, I decided to stop holding back.

        
            About 20 minutes after the members of the Deshade Church entered Eched.

Peria and the members of the church quietly followed Lucid's words that he had been asked to lead them to the back door of Eched, and approached the main gate, then climbed the wall, turned around, and only after walking around the huge Eched for a long time did they arrive at the back door, the door leading to the basement. was able to go in.

However, it was Scarlett's trap, or another act of kidnapping and restraint taken because she did not want to interfere with the negotiations, and thanks to that, the members of the church were trapped underground.

By doing so-

Afterwards, Scarlett was able to welcome Camellia's group as they approached Eched's main gate without being disturbed by anyone, walking along the ugly road and the red carpet made up of the blood and pieces of armor of the knights of mixed race.

“Open.”

Camellia, who arrived at the front gate, gave a brief command.

After hearing those words, Aleph and Lugia approached the castle gate and began to open it, each pushing one side.

Kkkk!

Soon, the iron door, which was rusty and had sand on the floor, opened and Camellia was able to enter the wide open Eched.

Camellia's feelings now that she can finally arrive at Eched after walking for about an hour -

It's much more unpleasant than any season or situation I've ever been through since I was born.

When Camellia looked back after the gate opened and walked a few steps in, she saw bloody footprints on the white tiles of Eched.

Iron rice cake-

Squeak-

Sigh!

Even if you shake off the blood and flesh of the Thoroughbred Legions stuck to your shoes and the bone fragments stuck in the crevices of the soles, your mood does not get better.

Of course, the problem was the cleaning up that had to be done after returning.

Camellia was a princess who had the privilege of acting as the current emperor's representative and commander-in-chief of the military to prevent national destruction during the Great War, and she was the unconditional emergency call-out of military forces to immediately respond to a national crisis that has not yet been recovered as time has passed. Using his authority, he urgently summoned the Thoroughbred Legion, a reinforcement of the 1st Legion.

No matter how much she is the princess of the empire and the emperor's representative, she can unconditionally recruit military troops, but the justification for moving as many as a thousand knights' troops must be clearly explained later.

Of course, there are plenty of excuses at the ready.

After killing Scarlet Veilblood, Camellia suddenly awakened into a monster bent on destroying the empire, and to stop it, she mobilized the fastest-moving forces, including Saint Xian of the Red Purge, Paladin Lord Aleph of Rugal, and the Imperial Sword Lugia. I was planning to make an excuse at the vassal council that I had brought in a strong knight corps.

'If that happens, it will be enough as an excuse for Red Fudge and Rugal that the two of them are working as internal spies. Even if we say that it is inevitable that some officials have expressed concern about whether the Thoroughbred Legion was wiped out due to a lack of caution in the selection process.'

It's something that can't be helped.

Although the imperial authority of the empire is still firmly established, and the position of a leader is so respected that only a very small number of people dream of rebellion, some privileges were divided and distributed to officials for the prosperity of the country, and also to religious denominations that were supposed to be spiritual pillars. As expected, some portions have been allocated, so it is not yet time for the royal family to wield absolute power over the question and answer dance.

So, in order to convince them as much as possible, Camellia planned to treat the Augmented Knights as those who died heroically for the country.

Even though the strength of the 1st Corps was suddenly reduced by about 1/5, the officials all judged and were convinced that Camellia had an image of herself that had been built up since the Great War, so he had no choice but to be the right and reasonable person after all calculations were made. There was no doubt that he would do it.

But the problem is next.

Camellia was already looking ahead.

'At this point, other guys who heard that Thoroughbred Legion died due to my decision will rush to hide themselves. If that happens, the large-scale purge plan that was planned to be carried out after the wish ceremony will be disrupted. There can be no mistakes in cleaning up the empire. 'I can't let even one variable slip out of my calculations.'

She had already expected that the subjugation of Scarlet Veil Blood would end successfully.

So, while walking the six-part road to Eched, what she was thinking about was not mourning for the dead Thoroughbred Legions and how to deal with the Scarlet Veil Bloods from now on, but the large-scale future due to the ripple effect of this incident. There was concern that the plan would go awry as those involved in the purge, who had been targeted in advance in the purge plan, hurriedly hid themselves.

After such a long, long period of agony, Camellia's eyes adjusted to the dark space inside Eched and her vision became clear.

“You’ve finally arrived. Camellia Shaden Steyer.”

What you see as soon as you enter the castle is-

The appearance of the Scarlet Veil Blood, a race of vampires floating in the air, also known as the Blood Demon to worldly adventurers and knights-of-the-road -

The image of Lee Rim lying underneath her.

'... Lee Rim?'

When Scarlett saw that, all the plans she had for what happened after the wish ceremony were blown away.

And at the same time she-

Lee Rim's appearance reminded me of 'the first emperor of the empire who fell to the floor in the same way.'

'...No. This is not what happened back then. Now is the present, not the past. Look at reality. Camellia. Camellia Schaden Steyer.'

Camellia quickly came to her senses and responded to Scarlett's welcome as if nothing had happened.

“... Yes. I ended up coming to see you myself. Scarlet Veil Blood.”

Without showing that he was embarrassed, he glared at Scarlett.

I had no intention of taking too long.

As soon as he makes a gesture, Aleph and Lugia will jump forward and attack Scarlett, and Cian will stand by his side to protect him and assist them at the same time.

Although it was unexpected that Irim, who had thought that Scarlett might have been imprisoned somewhere in Eched, collapsed as soon as he entered Eched, the presence of a paladin in red armor with a seemingly considerable quality and quantity of divine power in front of his eyes was also surprising. Although it was unexpected, I figured there would be no problem.

If they collided head-on, there would be a high probability of losing one of the three, Aleph, Cian, and Lugia, but it was thought to be a cheap price to get Scarlet Veil Blood's death and Irim back as a result.

However, contrary to Camellia's expectations, who thought they would immediately collide head-on, Scarlett lifted the unconscious Lee Rim into the air and tried to disappear.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t intend to talk about it here. For now, let’s meet up above.”

“Are you trying to run away? I didn't know that the leader would think of running away as soon as he saw me at his house.”

“Because, as the lord of this castle, I have a duty not only to welcome you, but also to take care of other guests. I'm just trying to do that in advance.”

“... Wait-!”

Pot-

Camellia tried to hold Scarlett back with words, but she couldn't.

Scarlett, who seemed quite offended even before talking to the princess, disappeared with Lee Rim without even hearing an answer.

“... I can't do it. Remove the obstacles in front of you and quickly rescue Lee Rim.”

Still, what needs to be done doesn't change.

Camellia decided that it would be very difficult if Scarlet and the red paladin in front of her fought together.

For some reason, Scarlett left Paladin behind and disappeared with Lee Rim, which only increased their odds of winning.

'It seems I overestimated Scarlett more than I thought. Was she a woman who valued emotions over reason? Scarlet Veil Blood. Then I will accept your death easily.'

At the same time as Lee Rim's appearance disappears at the end,

Camellia raised her hand.

As predicted, Aleph reads her meaning without her having to say anything and then runs forward according to her sign.

Clap-clack- Clap-clack- Clap-clack-

... coo!

He is called the unwavering Paladin.

He has constantly faced off against giants in the Rugal Church, and similar to the Three Heroes, he is strong enough to take on several giants alone.

So, Camellia didn't know what Scarlett did to get the help of the pagan paladin, but she thought that Aleph would be able to handle it alone, so she sent him.

And the next scene that Camellia witnessed after feeling the Aleph passing by her at high speed after being convinced of that was-

thud!

“... Hmm?”

“...”

Geek-

Quaaa!!!

Aleph, who stuck her fist into the red Paladin's helmet and let out a curious tone, received the Paladin's counterattack and was thrown down on top of Eched's castle gate.

“...”

“... Astonishment.”

“... That guy is-”

Chrrr-

The remains of the wall shattered by the Aleph collision fall behind Camellia.

Xian looked at the red paladin in disbelief, and Lugia also began to doubt his identity after witnessing his majesty through the gap in his helmet.

That Aleph.

Aleph earned the title of Immovable by standing his ground and showing a tough fight against giants by taking their fists head-on.

They flew away after exchanging just one sum.

...cooo

“... Sorry, Camellia. Disgraceful behavior.”

Still, Aleph did not die instantly.

He relaxed his body and fell to the floor, then apologized for not living up to Camellia's expectations.

and,

Cooung-

Kang!

Kang!

Wow...

The red iron cross that had been attached to the wall just above the castle gate that Aleph had shattered fell in the aftermath of the impact and rolled next to the Paladin.

Sigh-

Clap-

A paladin wearing red armor picks it up and holds it in his hand.

The huge and sharp iron cross became a weapon.

At first glance, it looks ineffective as a weapon.

However, in reality, as long as you swing it with the power of a paladin and pour in that enormous divine power, you cannot find a better shield than that, and if you swing the end of the cross at the same time, everything turns into a blade.

The Paladin holding the Iron Cross in his hand-

He stood with his back to the grand staircase leading to the second floor and spoke to Camellia's group.

“No one can pass by here. You won't be able to lay a finger on Gaia's body.”

        
            ...Talk-

Scarlett quietly came down from the air.

The tips of the shoes carefully touched the floor, and a light, clean sound echoed throughout the banquet hall.

... Boom!

‘Ugh-’

I also fell to the floor of the banquet hall along with Scarlett.

And of course, given that I dropped it rather than let it go, I could see that Scarlett was still angry at me and that she was taking revenge in a childish and timid manner, showing that my thoughts were not wrong.

“Is the work finished? The head nobleman.”

“You were surprised when you opened your eyes and there was no one there? I thought everyone was being left out except us.”

The voices of two heavenly demons are heard.

When I raised my head, what caught my eye was the appearance of the two Heavenly Demons who had taken off their eye patches that they had been wearing even before I left.

I wanted to say something to both of them, but I couldn't do anything.

“Hmm... Your expression doesn't look good? I guess a lot happened while we were dozing off?”

“That's right. In particular, the man next to me was definitely not the type of person who was treated like that. Hahaha!”

“... noisy.”

When the Heavenly Demons saw me lying on the floor and shouted, Scarlett silenced them.

Rather than saying they made him shut up, it feels like the Heavenly Demons read the mood and took a look at the fact that the number of people to make fun of was caught.

Soon, I realized that Scarlett had put me down and had no intention of doing anything more, so I managed to sit back down using the bounce of my lower back.

I couldn't use my arms.

My body is now in a state of restraint, with my wrists bent and tightly tied behind my back, covered in bandages covered with unreadable letters in red.

The arrest occurred shortly before returning to the banquet hall.

I attacked Scarlett, who was trying to brainwash Paladin on the first floor of Eched, and was captured because Linai and Vincent were taken hostage.

Following that, I lost consciousness as I saw Camellia opening the front door of Eched and coming in due to the punch from Gaia's paladin.

Later, when I opened my eyes again, it was a room where Vincent and Linai could not be seen, and it was also a huge room that I had never seen since I came here.

And what I experienced there was-

“... Sorry, Bishop. But I can't help it because I'm in the same position.”

Ingrid looked down at me with anxious eyes, apologized, and wrapped something around my body.

That's a white bandage.

The bandage, which was completely white and could not have been whiter even if bleached, had letters written in blood at even intervals in the middle.

No matter how I looked at it, the inhumane bandage, which didn't look like it had letters written by hand, was handmade, contrary to my guess. On the table behind Ingrid, who was slowly approaching me, I saw a plate filled with blood and a quill on it.

“Then, I will arrest you.”

Slurp-

Soon, Ingrid put my arms behind my back and tied my wrists with the bandages she had brought, so I lost all strength in my body.

“... This is the third floor of Eched.”

Ingrid, who could not disobey Scarlett, continued to convey information in a passing tone to me, who continued to roll her eyes, and then quickly tied a knot on her wrist and backed away.

“...”

As Ingrid was finishing her restraints, Scarlett, who had taken me with her, was looking out in front of the huge glass window in front.

Scarlett appears to be contemplating something.

Although he looked lonely, he puffed out his cheeks like a child full of dissatisfaction, and sat with his legs stretched out on a table with a plate of blood on it, and one knee pulled to his chest.

“... Are you awake?”

Soon after Ingrid finished restraining Scarlett, who noticed that I had woken up, approached me.

Talk-

Buuung!

The vampire sprinted by standing up on the table and quickly closing the distance of 20 steps with one big jump.

click!

Is it because he is a vampire, and especially because he is a squire, that he has excellent physical abilities?

Or is it possible that the fact that one is weak to sunlight means that one is not recognized as a proper being by either day or night, and that one's weight is about half that of an ordinary person, or even less?

When the leader, who was high in the sky, opened his parasol, Scarlett began to slowly descend, as if her weight had become lighter, like a feather falling.

...tap.

She landed lightly on the tip of her shoe in front of me, who was kneeling like that. She brought her slightly angry eyebrows closer, held my face with both hands, made eye contact, and said,

“It was the moment when I could finally meet Camellia, so I did it on my own. If making me angry was your real goal, you made excellent judgment, hostage.”

“...”

'Is the fact that I can't hear my voice the power of the bandage?'

I tried to answer Scarlett, but I couldn't.

The bandages that Ingrid had tied behind her back and on her arms seemed to be bigger than expected.

I opened my mouth to answer, but no sound came out, so Scarlett seemed to feel a little relieved when she saw me with my mouth open, twitching one corner of her mouth and speaking.

“But the rebellion, verbal abuse, and resistance are all over as of this moment. Lee Rim: If you had been living as a well-behaved hostage, I would have treated you as well, but since you have gone further than that, you will have to pay the price as well.”

Perfect!

After that, Scarlett snapped her fingers for a moment, but-

Nothing happened.

“...”

... Perfect!

Then Scarlett frowned again and looked at Ingrid and snapped her fingers, and soon the descendant of the squire, who realized that it was an action to call her, scratched his head and approached her.

“... Hey, Scarlett. I know you feel bad, but please call me normal. Is there any reason to do that?”

“Noisy. Wouldn’t it be better to please me quietly for now?”

“Yay, yay...”

When Ingrid, who has no choice but to go along with Scarlett's irrationality, arrives, Scarlett gives orders.

“Ingrid. If you go down to the banquet hall on the second floor, you will find the two people with the paladin.”

“You mean Rinai and Vincent?”

“Yes. Those two people have also been restrained by magic now. Take them both to the basement. I knocked him unconscious and he will probably wake up much later than this man.”

Ingrid, who had been ordered by Scarlett to immediately go down to the second floor and take Linai and Vincent to the basement, paused for a moment, made eye contact with me, and asked Scarlett a question.

“If it’s in the basement, people from the Deshade Church will be there. Didn't the people of the church say a little while ago that they would keep Hwarim and Lucid locked up there until the work on earth was over?”

'... Oh, is that so?'

I later realized why Ingrid asked back like that instead of quietly following Scarlett's words.

An ally hiding under a lamp.

Ingrid is now passing on to me the information she gained while working as Scarlett's limb.

After Ingrid found out where the members of the church were and what kind of situation they were in, I sighed in relief and looked at Scarlett's reaction.

But fortunately, Scarlett tells Ingrid exactly what she is thinking, without knowing what she was thinking.

“It’s okay. Because the people in the basement were prevented from escaping by any means possible. So Ingrid, you too, stay there with everyone until the job is done.”

“Eh~ Me too? I also think that I should keep my face in front of Princess Camellia for now so that I don't get scolded later.”

“Noisy. Don't complain and try to move quickly. I have to go get ready to meet Camellia, who will soon find my place.”

“In that case, I understand. I said this too, but I was reluctant because I didn't know what kind of face to look at Camellia. It might be better than just standing next to Scarlett and letting her have bad feelings. Then I'll just finish tying the knot and go.”

“Do it. The two people from the Kingdom Alliance and you will go down to the basement. The last room on the second floor is connected to one side of the basement warehouse door, so use that door.”

“Yay, yay.”

Soon after finishing the conversation, Scarlett walked away from me and went back to the window, and Ingrid came over to tie the knot tightly for me again.

And then-

Kuuk!

Tuk.

Pretending to tie the binding knot more securely, he placed a small needle in my hand.

'I can't help you much, that's all, Bishop. Try your best.'

“...”

Afterwards, Ingrid went down to the second floor with Scarlett's magic and was transferred to move Vincent and Linai, and Scarlett and I also returned to the banquet hall where the Heavenly Demons were.

After all that happened-

Scarlett, who had now returned to the second floor and placed me on the floor of the banquet hall, notified the Heavenly Demons who were making fun of her.

“Sorry, two people. I have to choose one of the two.”

        
            The Heavenly Demons make playful expressions when Scarlett says they have to choose between two options.

“Oh, choice? What do you mean?”

“It’s an interesting choice, right? It will have to be that way. We have just woken up, so our bodies are stiff.”

The Heavenly Demons are giggling and looking at each other.

If it were the usual Scarlett, she would of course have ignored it, but the current Scarlett was not so relaxed.

“... It's noisy. Pick quickly. One way is for you to go underground like this and wait until the work is finished like everyone else, or the two of you will stay here in the banquet hall and the others except Camellia will go up to the third floor of Eched where I will be. I want you to stop it. I want to meet Camellia alone.”

“Hmm, I'm asking you to stop people other than the princess or something... If our squire is so inclined to say that, he must have a lot of customers and be strong, right?”

“How many people? Rather, do you think they are a threat enough that we need to step up?”

'this. Could it be that Scarlett was planning to attract the Heavenly Demons as well?'

It was only then that I realized why Scarlett had invited the Heavenly Demons to the banquet hall, unable to speak due to restraint.

What Scarlett wants is a private meeting with Camellia.

However, Camellia brought people to protect her body, and those people, except for one, were people I knew well, Aleph and Xian.

With Scarlett's power, she might be able to deal with Aleph, Xian, and another person who appears to be a knight at the same time, but she had a different purpose in mind, so she deliberately asked them to do so.

'... is it. I see. Scarlett's goal is to make Camellia kneel before her. So, in order to do that, rather than having a normal face-to-face conversation, he thinks that he needs to completely break the other person's heart, so he tries to get rid of all the people who followed Camellia and leave her alone. In order to use Gaia's Paladin as the gatekeeper, drop one person, and use the Heavenly Demons from above to fight the other two alone.'

Therefore, the role that Scarlett is trying to assign to the Heavenly Demons is that of one person remaining on the first floor to tie up Gaia's Paladin, and then the role of a second gatekeeper who welcomes the remaining people on the second floor.

Scarlett planned to show the true difference in power and give her a sense of despair by ultimately showing herself confronting Camellia one-on-one on the top floor of Eched.

'shit. This is really bad.'

Scarlett restrained herself so that no strength could be exerted on her whole body for the day that broke her magic circle.

And now that I can't be the princess's best help, the situation has become even more unfavorable for Camellia.

Scarlett is sending out the Heavenly Demons to meet the troops Camellia brought with her.

This is the worst situation for the princess, who predicts everything with certainty and uses the right resources at the right time as her weapon.

She probably came here thinking that Scarlett had nothing but her own strength, but what Camellia witnessed was a brainwashed Gaia paladin serving as the gatekeeper of Eched's first floor, and the Heavenly Demons were waiting on the second floor. .

The troops she brought with her were stranded there, and Scarlett was thinking of finally fighting Camellia alone.

of course-

Even if that wasn't the case anyway, it was already virtually confirmed that Camellia, who didn't know how great Scarlett's power was, would obey Scarlett.

'... Is this really the end?'

In the end, neither I nor the princess could do anything to stop Scarlett.

Eched is Scarlett's last name.

This is the place where she can do whatever she wants.

If she wants to hold Camellia down, this is the place where she can do so, and if she wants to hold everyone, including me, here is where she can hold her for hundreds of years.

so,

Even if the child in front of you was doing whatever you wanted, there was no one who could stop it.

'... damn it.'

Kuuk-

Feeling helpless, I tightly grabbed the needle Ingrid had put in my hand.

The needle pierced my flesh and went deep, but I did it on purpose because I thought that at least the pain would help me come to my senses.

However, the feeling of helplessness is even greater thanks to the presence of the tiny needle.

The leader of vampires who possesses too much power and uses it like a child to manipulate situations according to his own wishes.

She is a being who cannot judge whether her own actions are right or wrong, but there is no one who can tell her this directly and stand by her side to stop her.

Just like the needle that Ingrid barely managed to hold in Scarlett's hand while keeping an eye on her, I was at best a being with enough strength to be completely subdued and laid on the floor after one protest in front of Scarlett.

‘What can I do? 'It may have been my arrogance to try to admonish a being who was so powerful.'

So, I thought everything was over, as I no longer had the means or method to correct Scarlett, nor could I be an adult to discipline her.

However, things started to turn strange.

“Hmm...”

“... I'm worried.”

Just as I was pondering, the Heavenly Demons were also pondering between the two options presented to them by Scarlett.

“... Decide quickly.”

Scarlett urged those heavenly demons.

She probably planned to quickly make the Heavenly Demons choose one of the two options and then go upstairs to prepare to greet Camellia accordingly.

However, Scarlett did nothing but become more and more irritated by the Heavenly Demons' attitude of procrastinating and not giving an easy answer.

In the end, even though a long time had passed, the Heavenly Demons instead asked Scarlett a question.

“Hey, young lady.”

“... Why?”

“Can I ask you a few questions?”

“Yes. Since we're still sleeping, there's something I want to know.”

Scarlett's annoyance grew at the fact that her question was returned as a question rather than an answer.

“Ha...”

Scarlett has now completely lost her composure and is barely able to cool off her anger that threatens to explode.

“... Okay. If there's anything you want to ask, just ask.”

Still, she managed to control her anger and chose to answer calmly, thinking that answering the two people's questions quickly would help the Heavenly Demons choose between the two choices she presented.

Soon, questions from the Heavenly Demons began to flood Scarlett.

“Where did Lucid go?”

“... Didn’t you hear that kid say hello to you guys at the end?”

“Yes. Because I was sleeping.”

“Phew... That child is in the basement of the castle now. I am with a group of people from the Deshade Church who came to visit the bishop here.”

“I see. Then next question.”

“What happened to the bishop there?”

“... Because you rebelled against me. In return, I will detain you until the work is completed and make you pay.”

“That’s right. They said I couldn't move for some reason.”

“Then let me ask you another question. Where did the woman named Hwarim go?”

“... Why are you curious about that?”

“Just answer me. It’s not like anything wears out, right? Hehehehe...”

“... Sigh, this is really annoying. She's underground with the Deshade Church. Did you really not hear it? I told you to meet me at the back door with Lucid.”

“You really didn’t hear it? Didn’t you see us sleeping soundly earlier? Eumcheonma was snoring so hard that I woke up midway.”

“That goes for you too. Don't act like I was the only one snoring. About the giants who woke up to the sound of each other snoring.”

““Hahahahahahahaha!””

While the Heavenly Demons were asking questions and listening to the answers, they started talking to each other and laughing out loud.

Scarlett, who saw that, closed her eyes on her forehead and tried to wait until the laughter stopped, but the Heavenly Demons' laughter showed no intention of stopping at all -

“... Stop chatting and if you want to ask something, do it quickly-!!!”

In the end, Scarlett got angry and screamed.

The two Heavenly Demons stopped laughing when they saw that, but kept their smiles, wrapped their arms around her as if they were scared, acted trembling, and asked the last questions.

“Then our questions end with this. tell me Sovereign, are the guests who came downstairs strong?”

This time, the two Heavenly Demons craned their heads above the table and asked questions.

The two Heavenly Demons sitting on a chair with their chins resting on their chins looked like they were genuinely curious about how strong the intruders who entered Eched were.

“If you say strong, you are strong. One is a saint, one is a paladin. And the other one had the magical power of a demon. Still, each individual is slightly inferior to the Gaia Paladins you saw.”

“Hoo... So you’re saying that all of those people are coming here now?”

“Not everything. One person will be missing. Because I left Gaia's paladin as the gatekeeper.”

“Did that stubborn-looking Paladin obediently listen to what you said? It’s fascinating.”

“... It's not like that. I brainwashed you to teach you a little lesson. He will wield the power I gave him, and he will later realize that it was actually my power, not Gaia's, that he wielded. Then, the paladin will eventually realize that what he served was not God, but the power given to him by God. He will come to his senses after this. Why don't you finish the questions now? Time is up.”

thud-

Soon after answering the last question, Scarlett picked up a parasol and hit the floor with the tip to split the tiles as a warning.

However, even after seeing that, the Heavenly Demons just stubbornly asked one more question.

“Then, finally - let me ask you one thing.”

“... I'm sure you said it was the last time a little while ago, right? You better not make me mad anymore.”

“Hahahaha! It's the last time, the last time. All I have to do is answer one word?”

“... Okay.”

The Heavenly Demons asked Scarlett a question with an expression that made the current situation even more interesting.

“If you compare yourself, Scarlett, with the people below you now, who is stronger?”

        
            The Heavenly Demons asked another question after saying it was the last question.

Scarlett would have been caught up in the relaxed attitude of the Heavenly Demons, and if she had been in the past, she would have used her own composure to deal with it, but the current leader, who was under extreme stress because of me, looked like he wanted to kill the Heavenly Demons right now.

However, Scarlett wanted to maintain the image of benevolent castle lord she wanted.

So, she tried to show mercy once again to the Heavenly Demons who asked the last question after answering the question that had been answered in less than a minute.

And the posture of the Heavenly Demons, who suddenly straightened their backs, lowered their chins, placed both feet on the ground, and raised their hind hooves slightly, seemed to Scarlett as if they were simply asking a question out of curiosity -

'... Wait... Really now? 'What are you thinking and why are you acting like that?'

In my eyes, they looked like they were ready to kill Scarlett.

“Did you come back like that to ask for an already predetermined answer? It’s natural that I’m stronger-”

and,

bang!

The moment I was about to finish answering, the Heavenly Demons stood up and-

Fit-

Sssshhhh!

Scarlett was completely murdered ‘twice’ in an instant.

...

Silence came to the banquet hall where the chatter of three people echoed.

“...”

There is a puddle on the floor in front of my eyes.

A puddle of blood from Scarlett's body.

If there had been a worker, they judged that one piece of cloth would not be enough, so they called in two more people along with a bucket and a mop.

But Scarlett was fine.

As if to symbolize the majesty of the race leader, the clean white dress, spotless shoes, and neatly combed hair are tied around the waist without a single stray hair.

It was a scene that seemed contradictory.

Even after being 'murdered' not once, but twice, Scarlett stands neatly dressed one step away from the puddle of her own blood.

“...”

Sigh!

Scarlett lowered her head to look down at her body, then unfolded her parasol, draped it over her shoulder, and looked back.

Behind her, the Heavenly Demons were talking to each other.

“As expected, I got a feeling. This is possible.”

“That's right. How many times do you think?”

“I don’t think I can confirm how many times. It may take days, at least a week.”

“Do you take into account the natural recovery of strength?”

“No. How long does it take before you get discouraged and give up?”

The Heavenly Demons who ‘passed by’ Scarlett and killed her.

They are looking at each other and smiling.

A scene that I couldn't understand if I thought about it normally, but a series of actions were all visible to my eyes, which had no choice but to remain still because my body was restrained at the moment of that moment, and I succeeded in reconstructing the memory in my head.

'It was fast. And... it was accurate.'

It was the moment when the Heavenly Demons stood up from their seats.

The two people jumped out of the chair and each swung one arm, one piercing Scarlett's head and the other piercing her heart.

It's not that Scarlett was careless and couldn't deal with it.

It's just that the speed of the two people was so fast that even Scarlett realized belatedly that she had been attacked and died only after she was revived.

like that-

Yangcheonma smashed Scarlett’s head,

Yincheonma pulled out Scarlett's heart.

So, after the momentary destruction, the blood that flowed out is now a puddle of blood behind Scarlett's feet.

Soon after, Scarlett was revived again.

Faster than I could put all my magic into my regenerative abilities.

Rather than reversing the destruction or restoring it, the body that was unable to recover was simply destroyed on the spot and reborn as a new being.

The time it took to get there was-

Just 1 second.

So I-

Scarlett realized that she could never defeat the Heavenly Demons.

It took only 1 second for Scarlett to be revived 'once', but it took less than 1 second for the Heavenly Demons to kill Scarlett 'twice'.

However, Scarlett was completely unaware of the super-speed achieved by martial artists who reached the pinnacle of nothingness and what it meant.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

“Now this...

What are you doing?”

It shook the air in the banquet hall where we were, and chose to get angry at the Heavenly Demons even though we had to run away right away.

'shit. I never thought things would go this way. No. 'I might not have predicted this even if Peria was here besides me.'

The Heavenly Demons killed Scarlett and Scarlett was resurrected again.

Scarlett began to pour out her anger at the Heavenly Demons, who betrayed her expectations even though they did everything they wanted.

“You seem to think you've completely defeated me, having only killed me twice. I can be resurrected as many times as I want.”

Scarlett believes that there is no way she can be defeated by the Heavenly Demons, as she can constantly be resurrected.

Moreover, it was only because it was a surprise attack a little while ago that Scarlett was clearly thinking that if she started using magic now, the Heavenly Demons would not be able to kill her as easily, and if it were to end in a long battle, she would win.

But, as a warrior like the Heavenly Demons, I can tell.

What the Heavenly Demons did was not a surprise attack.

The two people simply took action immediately because they constantly asked Scarlett questions and got the answers they wanted.

It's not a surprise attack, it's 'Then shall we move slowly?' As I was thinking about this and my body had finished warming up, I just gave Scarlett a light greeting as soon as the questions were over.

And Scarlett, who did not know that she had just died due to the Heavenly Demons' greetings, chose to ask the Heavenly Demons what their current attitude toward her meant instead of using magic right away.

“Why are you trying to disobey me?”

“Do I need to answer this?”

“I think that would be a good idea. Because we were the ones who asked the question first, got the answer, and then acted with confidence. Equity needs to be maintained.”

The Heavenly Demons looked at Scarlett and discussed it for a moment, then responded by stretching one arm and one leg forward and taking a stance.

“There are two reasons. Only two things made us do this.”

“... Okay. I don't have time, but would you like to listen? What I was thinking-

Just bark like that.”

after-

thud!

Pot!

The Heavenly Demon jumped and Scarlett flew into the sky.

What happened after that was spectacular,

Cruel and

A conversation that goes back and forth as singular life meets plural death.

[Sweep]

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Scarlett, rising at high speed, hovers in the sky and creates an arrow of light and fires it.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

The ring of light that formed from behind her back, like a halo, constantly produced arrows, which attacked the Heavenly Demons.

Countless arrows of light pouring down so quickly that the eye can never count them unless time is stopped.

But not a single arrow could reach the bodies of the Heavenly Demons.

Quaddd!

The tiles of the banquet hall were shattered by the arrows of light as they belatedly pierced the trails left by the Heavenly Demons, and the arrows stuck in the floor did not stop there, but exploded with time lag and swept the surrounding area.

However, the Heavenly Demons easily avoid that and answer Scarlett.

“Scarlet. I'll tell you why we, who followed your advice until now, didn't listen to your wishes.”

“One is because you are a being without a dream-”

“-The other reason is because you are stronger than anyone else here.”

A breathtaking movement.

It doesn't move much.

The two people looked at the arrow until the end,

He deflects the rain of arrows with only a gap between his fingers.

Kwaaang!

Next, the explosion that occurs when the arrow explodes, sweeping an area of about a arm, is avoided by immediately exerting all your leg strength and leaving the scene.

Effectively, it just repeats those two things.

Scarlett, who soon thought that it would be difficult to subdue the Heavenly Demons in her current state, threw down her parasol,

[End sweep]

He raised his other arm and doubled the number of arrows.

“... Is that so? It was something like that. The reason you asked me various things and finally who was the strongest in this castle was just to determine that.”

As Scarlett raised both arms, another ring, this time larger than the original, appeared behind the ring on her back.

But in the meantime, the Heavenly Demons had already reached Scarlett.

They stepped on the table in the banquet hall, jumped up, and just like that, the Yin Heavenly Demon cut Scarlett's waist in half, and the Yang Heavenly Demon cut her in half from her head to the groin, killing her.

However, Scarlett could not completely disappear from this world.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

Immediately afterwards, two rings of light hit the spot where the two Heavenly Demons fell, behind the resurrected Scarlett, a shower of arrows struck, and the resurrected Scarlett asked the Heavenly Demons back.

“But I don’t understand. I don't have a dream? What does that mean?”

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

The Heavenly Demons broke it by inserting their hand blades into the floor, then blocked the arrows of light by lifting the ground into huge pieces and throwing them, and responded by jumping out on both sides of the aftermath of the explosion.

“You are the one we hate the most.”

“I said that because even though I have power, I am a being who just stays where I am, and instead of dreaming and moving forward, I just wield the power given to me as I want.”

As she answered, the Heavenly Demons that circled on either side of Scarlett ran straight under her, and the Yang Heavenly Demons jumped in place.

“Please give me strength~”

“Whoo-”

Immediately after, Yang Cheon-ma's feet were bent down, and Yin Cheon-ma exhaled in place and-

bang!

He then rotated his body once and kicked up Yangcheonma.

[Jinrang]

With that-

Sssshhhh!

Blah blah blah-!

Cheer up!

The rings of light were shattered.

Rings of light that are the source that constantly pours out arrows of light.

The two rings were shattered by the blade of Yangcheonma's hand high in the sky, and then they lost their light and disappeared.

        
            Two rings of light broken by Yang Cheonma's martial arts.

That is the magic that Scarlett created with the intention of using it to kill the Heavenly Demons.

The magic that shoots countless arrows of light could certainly be an effective magic if used against a large army, but not against the Heavenly Demons.

The two people, who went beyond common sense, should not have used such magic on the two who showed more agile and agile movements than any knight or adventurer Scarlett had ever seen.

But Scarlett doesn't know what she did wrong.

He believes that he has overwhelming power and that he can somehow defeat the Heavenly Demons if he just wields it.

'Scarlett is the one who has to fight the wizard's fight. But Scarlett has never been in a fight before. Because his power was so strong, his fight against the hostile beings that visited his castle for hundreds of years must have been nothing more than a fight, but destruction and surrender. To such a squire, it is safe to say that the current Heavenly Demons are the worst enemies Scarlett could ever meet.'

So the result is-

Pasasasasassa...

Fragments of the ring of light fluttering in the air.

And the Heavenly Demons' attack did not end there.

“huh, tea-”

Swish!

Bye!

Yangcheonma flew into the sky, destroying the ring of light, and fell back to the ground. As she was falling, she lightly swung her leg and shattered Scarlett's spine, then landed on the ground.

“... Are you referring to the ruler you are talking about? That means you are trying to kill me because I fit those conditions.”

This time Scarlett’s answer was late.

Scarlett's spine was shattered and then revived.

He was revived in one and a half seconds, but it took two seconds for him to speak again.

I was convinced when I saw that.

The Heavenly Demons are now looking for a gap.

The gap when Scarlett is resurrected.

Two people looking for the method of killing that takes the longest time to lead to ‘death – resurrection – recognition’.

'We are being attacked, and we are being attacked.'

As time goes by, it is Scarlett who is losing out.

But Scarlett doesn't realize it until the end.

Because she is the squire.

Because he has more power than anyone else.

and-

Because she is just a girl who stopped being a child from the day she became the leader.

“I am the ruler, but you still acknowledge me. That guy over there already treats me like a child, so I was thinking of giving him a treat that befits his rudeness.”

And the Heavenly Demons too-

Like me, he already knew about it.

“Really? That's what you said. As expected, he was a guy with an eye for people.”

“In that case, that man actually evaluated you correctly.”

“... What?”

“I’m sorry, but when have we ever called you a ruler?”

“They called him Jongju because he was the head of the clan, and because he had a castle, they called him Seongju. But we never called you a ruler, right?”

So soon-

Two heavenly horses,

I tell this to E.RinA.E.

“The reason we tried to kill you was to take your immortal power, but-”

“-Because we thought we had to save you more than that, and that it would be difficult for anyone but us to save you. Scarlet Veil Blood, poor child who became a squire against her will.”

The smiles disappeared from the faces of the Heavenly Demons.

Soon the ring of light disappeared, and now that the arrows of light that had been chasing them were gone, the two people stood in place and looked at Scarlett with pitiful expressions.

“Scarlet Veil Blood. You are a child drunk with power.”

“I just act as I want and like things as I want.”

“If your birth is truly due to the will of this world, then the world must have the worst personality.”

“Because I gave the child power that he should not have wielded.”

“And so, the person you are today was born.”

“It made them think of themselves as guardians engaged in the duty imposed on them by the world, and made them stop growing.”

“Gayeopdo Island. A child who met the worst adult. We will mourn on your behalf.”

“You are such a pitiful monster that you cannot even be called a ruler.”

“But rest assured. These heavenly demons have come.”

“I will finish you off. I will set you free. Leave the duty to us, to the adults.”

““That may be the reason why we continue to fail.””

It is adults who correct the mistakes of children.

As for what kind of beings the Heavenly Demons are, they are self-willed beings.

I do it because I want to do it, and I achieve it because I want to achieve it.

They decided to eliminate all rulers in the world, and as if that wasn't enough, they are trying to achieve it once more in this world.

That's how arbitrary they are.

But they

I definitely take responsibility.

The reason for getting rid of the ruler is to act to stop the world from continuing to repeat inefficient cycles.

To that end, they excluded all rulers and left the world unattended.

It could be said to be a contradiction.

The contradiction of how neglect can be achieved by taking responsibility.

However, they clearly excluded all rulers from the previous world, and the world after that until the Heavenly Demons were locked away was clearly peaceful.

Although it was said to be a peace brought about by fear, it was only other rulers who dreamed of rebellion that felt that fear in the first place.

People who did not wish for much were living peacefully as they had before, even though the emperor, monarch, and lord of the castle were gone.

That's why Heavenly Demons are adults who take responsibility for their actions.

And the Scarlett they saw was a child who had not learned to take responsibility for her own actions because she had become a perfect being from an early age.

However, the Heavenly Demon thought it was too late to discipline Scarlett.

From there, my and their opinions diverged.

The Heavenly Demon, who decided that the child in front of him could no longer be disciplined and wanted to end it by killing him,

Even if it was late, I was determined to make him realize right from wrong from now on.

But the difference between me and them was also clear.

The Heavenly Demon clearly has the power to do that,

I don't have enough strength to achieve that.

So, unlike the Heavenly Demons who are still avoiding all of Scarlett's magic and killing them over and over again, I am watching everything while my body is restrained.

“In the end, you guys are all the same. If I knew you had such thoughts, I wouldn't have accepted you into this castle.”

And a being who took it all as verbal abuse.

Scarlett, who heard the same thing from the Heavenly Demons as I did, started to get really angry.

“Cheonma, that was your name. It's a similar name to devil, but I heard it has a different meaning, but does it matter? You have the power to destroy a world equal to those guys. Then, I will also show you my power, called the Blood Demon by those who fear me.”

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Blood drips.

Falling from the ceiling, from the walls, like rain.

An unpleasant red color that pools on the floor and changes the color of the tiles.

Scarlett, who has only used the magic she has learned so far to comfortably fulfill her guardian duties-

She began to wield her true power.

The power of blood.

The power of a vampire squire.

That appearance was enough to be called blood magic.

Scarlett did not chant.

Because it was unnecessary.

The magic did not take any concrete form.

Because the original form of blood is strong enough on its own.

Ssssww!

A wave of blood rushes through the banquet hall.

It just swirls.

If it touches it, it shatters.

Broken.

Split.

It's splitting apart.

The violence of pure force.

Everything that was not coming towards me but was touched by the rushing blood was damaged to no avail, like rocks on the shore being chipped away by waves or like icebergs breaking apart.

But-

Meanwhile, the Heavenly Demons were constantly moving.

“floor-”

“I do it.”

thud!

When Yangcheonma stamps his feet, a circular arc is created on the floor, which becomes a safety zone.

After staying there for a while, the Heavenly Demons find their next place and move on.

“Use pillars.”

“I’ll follow you in 2 seconds.”

[Wandering Life]

bang!

Gigigigigigigigi-

Couuuck!

When the Demon Heavenly Demon shatters one of Eched's pillars, the pillar falls and bleeds, and the two Heavenly Demons climb up there and bend their knees.

“Drop it.”

“Please do me a favor.”

Afterwards, Yangcheonma jumped into the sky and-

Wow!

It struck Scarlett without killing her.

“Pfft...!”

Scarlett, who was floating in the air and watching, fell to the ground.

A face that doesn't know why it happened, but it's a simple principle.

If you kill it, it respawns immediately on the spot.

That means you don't have to kill it.

All you have to do is hit it enough so that it doesn't die, drop it to the ground, and kill it while keeping the distance between you.

After that-

The scarlet that fell in the middle of the pillar -

The two Heavenly Demons just kill each other in an instant from both sides.

Well, well, well, well, well!

Puddeuddeuk-!

Absolutely!

Deeudeeudeeudeuk-!

In an instant, Scarlett was killed dozens of times in a row.

Every time the hands and feet of the Heavenly Demons struck her, she died repeatedly, and in severe cases, her already shattered corpse was reduced to powder before she was resurrected.

Within,

The situation has turned around.

“...”

Scarlett can't come to her senses.

I can't open my eyes.

In the first place, the Heavenly Demons are prioritizing and destroying the senses that can be perceived intensively.

Ears, eyes, spine, brain, lungs, heart, everything.

The series of one-by-one killings continued to kill Scarlett, leaving no time for her to wield the power of blood.

That's how the Heavenly Demons kill Scarlett.

Will Scarlett really be resurrected indefinitely?

The correct answer is-

The answer is ‘No.’

Death and resurrection are repeated.

Magic power is used to repeat the resurrection.

It is difficult to notice because Scarlett has so much power and the magic power she uses for resurrection is less than expected.

But the Heavenly Demons caught it.

So I repeat that.

Kill Scarlett until her magic power runs out.

Kill her until she can no longer be revived.

No matter how many days it takes.

Whether it takes a day, a week, or a month.

Or repeat until she goes crazy to the point where her consciousness can no longer function properly.

You might think it's impossible, but there's nothing you can't do.

Because Heavenly Demons are beings who can do anything if they want to do it.

This is because Cheonma is the one who can continue killing Scarlett several times a second in the most efficient way using the least amount of power for over several months.

Finally, at the last moment, the Holy Grail of Blood falls away from Scarlett.

When she died completely or was no longer able to continue the guardian's will, the Blood Holy Grail was to be revealed to the Heavenly Demons.

That's it-

It was a fighting method chosen by the Heavenly Demons, who only possessed soul-sick bodies, to overwhelm Scarlett in order to gain Scarlett's power, which was much stronger than their own.

        
            At the time, Camellia was confronting Gaia's Paladin, and the Heavenly Demons were preparing to ask Scarlett, who had just arrived at the banquet hall, a question to make her final decision.

In the basement where the church members were, Ingrid appeared with Vincent and Linai.

Clap-

“... Ah, this is crazy. I heard that dealing with people is really difficult, lord...”

I had to use some strength.

Vincent and Linai were fast asleep due to Scarlett's magic, and Ingrid carried the heavy weight of Vincent over one shoulder and put it behind his neck, while Linai lifted him by holding the back of his knees and his back, probably. Thinking about it, Ingrid moved into the bride-carrying position, which was the first time she had tried it in her life.

Ingrid opened the handle of the room at the end of Eched's second floor and entered, opened the door of one of the numerous warehouses in the basement, and came out.

“... Ingrid?”

When Ingrid is transported underground with Scarlett's power, Thistle is the first to say her name, and everyone looks at her.

'Eh... um... kikikick. This is true. It really, really makes me feel uncomfortable... I don't know what to say. I'm embarrassed. I'm embarrassed.'

There are a total of 7 people looking at her right now in Ingrid's eyes.

Thistle and Astesia are angry that Scarlett has no intention of letting Lee Rim meet them.

After making a large circle around the underground with Aila, Luba breathlessly says that there is no exit other than the huge iron door.

In addition to Enin, who is asking these two people why they are moving so hastily and losing stamina, and Hwarim, who is anxious because he does not know what the Heavenly Demons will do to Irim while he is gone,

From the moment Ingrid appeared with Linai and Vincent, Peria had already begun to investigate the reason why she appeared here and why the people accompanying her were fainting.

In many ways, there was no one who would not notice.

In the first place, Ingrid had already done something 'sorry' to everyone in the Deshade Church once at Rugal's main school, Tyrna Nog.

A feeling I didn't realize because in the Dunpriest County, I spent most of my time with fellow witch hunters rather than with members of the church.

Ingrid-

I didn't want to be hated by them.

Thistle always had a calm face, but I thought she would be very scary when she got that angry.

Astesia was so cute that the vampire impulse that she usually suppressed with magic came out when she looked at her, but she also had a mature beauty, so she didn't want to be hated.

Of course, in the case of Aila and Luba, I honestly didn't have any special feelings.

However, there is also Hwarim, who can be said to be a friend who has a close connection and shares the thoughts deep in each other's hearts, and Enin, who continues to grow stronger every time they meet, because what does it mean to yearn for Lee Rim every time they see each other? Not only does it feel amazing, but even more so, you never want to turn Trickster into an enemy because of those eyes.

However, at the same time, Ingrid wondered when she had developed such a relationship with the people in front of her to the point where she had such feelings about them.

'... what? That's strange. I always thought I didn't need anyone except the people in my parish, so what are these thoughts coming to my mind now?'

It was incomprehensible.

In the end, they are people from other denominations.

Unlike the people who greet me when I return home to the capital, I only work with them and meet them face to face a few times, and that's what I think.

But soon Ingrid found out why she felt that way.

'...Aha, is that so? Even though I had no choice but to betray the people here a little while ago under Scarlett's orders, I guess that's what I thought because I arrested Bishop Lee Rim. This is the second time I've done something to the people here, so I guess that's it.'

Now, for Ingrid, she has just completed her second act of betraying the people of the Order.

One time, Rugal erased some of the memories of the members of the church.

And secondly, Hwa-rim secretly thought that since she was by Scarlett's side, Ingrid would probably help Lee-rim no matter what happened, but Ingrid actually shattered that expectation and made the choice to quietly follow Scarlett's words. Because it was.

Of course, it was force majeure, it was an unreasonable evaluation, and it was an expectation that did not matter if it was not met.

It would be unthinkable for Ingrid, who inherited Scarlett's blood, to rebel against her.

However, I also thought that it would have been better if Ingrid had been more active in restraining Lee Rim, giving him at least a small hand knife instead of a needle, and had had a long conversation with Scarlett to provide more information.

However, it did not even occur to her that if it had been other members of the church, rather than Lee Rim, who had incurred Scarlett's wrath, she would not have had such thoughts, so Ingrid did not know exactly what feelings she had toward Lee Rim.

like that-

The silence created by Ingrid thinking of all sorts of things in that short period of time and the members of the church also guessing why Ingrid appeared here even though Scarlett had locked them in the basement of Eched,

“Hwaaaam... Huh? There have been so many people?”

Lucid, who had woken up on Gombangi's back, yawned and saw more than ten people in his eyes. The words made him wake up.

“... Ingrid. It’s been a while.”

“Haha... Yes. hello? Everyone.”

Ingrid, who felt uncomfortable that so many eyes were focusing on her that she couldn't even count them all, had no choice but to respond to Thistle's greeting by scratching the horns on her head with her fingers.

To be honest, I don't feel at ease because I think I'll hear various sounds the moment I get underground.

'In some cases, I may be questioned and hated for following the lord's words, and I really don't like that.'

In fact, Ingrid tried to make up her mind because she was the one who restrained Lee Rim's body a little while ago because she could not disobey Jongju.

However, surprisingly, the people in the church did not reprimand Ingrid at all.

The only reaction from the church members was that Ingrid, who had just arrived in the basement, was talking about what she was talking about, but for some reason, Thistle and Astesia came up to Ingrid in the middle of the circle of people and asked her a question.

“Ingrid. Sorry, but could you help us?”

“Yes? Help me? Me?”

“Yes. I need the knowledge that Ingrid has now. Right now.”

Thistle looks into her eyes and Astesia speaks with a desperate look on her face.

So, although Ingrid didn't know why, she thought it was fortunate that she didn't get hated and decided to cooperate with the two.

“Of course, if it helps, I'll do it... but what can I tell you?”

“I heard it from Hwarim. Ingrid said that she continued to help the leader, Scarlet Veil Blood, by her side.”

'Oh, my - was this an act to get a confession? If that's the case, it's a bit too much.'

For a moment, Ingrid thought that Thistle was trying to make her reveal the sin she had committed in order to punish her for sure.

But that wasn't Thistle's intention in asking the question.

“Can you explain exactly what you know about this place, Eched, the founder of the tribe?”

“... Yes? Oh, you mean about sex? Well, it is possible.”

'Phew... that's a relief. I guess I just asked because I was curious and not with any particular intention. Well, the two people here, like the trickster over there, don't tell lies, so I was worried for no reason.'

In response to Astesia's question again, Ingrid sighed in relief when she realized that the two people had not asked such a question to reprimand her.

Afterwards, Ingrid didn't know why the two people were asking about it, but she honestly gave them all the knowledge she knew.

“Hmm... The foundation of Eched is a palace from the time of the Old Kingdom. From an aesthetic point of view, it is just a palace from an old era, so the exterior only preserves the grandeur. The entire structure is made up of crude pillars and decorations, each wide staircase, and numerous rooms. Its actual role is, if you are bored, the birth of ancient beings just a stone's throw away. As it was built in a time when the neighboring country was attacking, it is strong enough to be called a fortress palace for sit-in protests.”

“That means they must be carefully prepared for magical defense.”

“I guess so. I can confirm this because I had some time left here and walked around Eched. All of the magic cast on the castle is allocated to defense and restoration to maintain Eched as it was at the time. But why do you ask that?”

In addition to “, if you know anything else, please let us know.”

'what? You're ignoring me. 'Could it be that you are so angry with me?'

Whether Ingrid asked the reason or not, Thistle and Astesia asked several more questions, and Ingrid calmly answered even though she felt it was strange.

...

“... I think it will work.”

“Is that so?”

“... Hey, you two?”

After about 10 questions and answers, the two people who did not ask any more questions looked up at the ceiling as if they were sure of something, and Ingrid felt something uneasy.

“Then, Ingrid, thank you.”

“Yes? Ah, yes. Even if it's just this much, I don't mind if it helps.”

With that, Ingrid's role ended.

“Nooo...”

“This place is-?”

“Ah, you two. Are you awake?”

Just then, Vincent and Linai also woke up, and when Enin, who they knew, turned to face them, they were confused.

“Eh, Ennin?”

“... Huh? Astesia?”

Vincent discovered Enin and Linai also discovered Astesia, but that did not lead to a time to share stories.

Astesia was praying with her eyes closed with a serious look on her face, and Thistle was praying next to her, placing her hands on top of Astesia's hands.

“Two people. I'm sure you have a lot to say, but please hang out with us right now.”

“Ah, yes.”

“Oh, I understand...”

“Now, Ingrid, please come here too.”

“Yes? Ah yes. All right. I wonder what you're really trying to do...”

Just like that, Enin, along with Vincent and Liani, took Ingrid's hand and put her in the middle of where everyone in the church was gathered.

and,

“... Yap!”

“I will help you.”

“Ah, thank you. Feria.”

“What. What I need to focus on from now on is Astesia, and that's about it.”

After praying with Thistle, Astesia climbed onto the carriage with Peria's help.

“...?”

Ingrid, who thought it would be quicker to wait and see what would happen rather than ask questions to two people who did not give the reason and wait for the answer, and Vincent, who calmly followed the orders of the church members even in the midst of confusion. Wow Rinai.

Astesia kneels again on top of the carriage and prays while everyone who knows the plan and three people who don't know the story look up.

OK-

...sss-

Starting from the carriage, a black puddle spread and began to climb up the walls throughout Eched's underground.

        
            This is what happened when Astesia stood on the carriage, closed her eyes, and began to pray.

Ssss-

“... Huh?”

As Ingrid watched, the black puddle that began to flow from beneath her feet grew wider and began to surround the walls of Eched's basement.

Slurrr-

“... Huh?”

The puddle did not stop there, but gradually began to climb up the wall, eventually reaching the ceiling.

Eventually, all the puddles that formed on the floor flowed up and covered the ceiling.

But Eched's basement showed no response.

Since it was not an attack on the castle, nor was it an act of damage, the wall did not activate the defense magic inherent in its thick interior.

So Astesia was able to take the next step.

'Just a little bit... Please help me gain strength just a little bit more. Deshade, Asmodeus!'

Astesia's eyebrows rose upward and her hands began to sweat as she gave her body as much strength as possible.

Then the puddle changes again.

...Sarrr-

“... Furniture?”

“A different scene from Eched... Where is it? Over there?”

“... Oh my god. Is this a mirror? Where on earth is the light shining...”

A vision appeared.

That was the appearance of an old castle.

There was a series of hallways with alternating white and black tiles, and the walls were filled with furniture with intricate patterns carved into them in a random arrangement.

However, it was ambiguous to call it the appearance of the room.

It resembled a room somewhere, I thought it was a kitchen, I thought it was a study, a living room, or a bedroom.

However, no one could tell where it was, even after observing it closely.

It was natural.

Lee Rim is the only one who has ever arrived at ‘Asmodeus’ real villa’.

Astesia, whose power in the Grace domain had been piled up to the limit that Asmodeus' power could endure, could only turn the image of the old lord's castle upside down and project just that amount of castle.

And Lee Rim also only briefly visited part of Asmodeus' castle and her terrace, but he could not say he knew the overall appearance of the villa.

So what Astesia is doing now is creating a mirror on the ceiling of Eched's basement that reflects the image of the Great Devil's villa.

This time, rather than simply creating a small door by connecting dimensions, I am using my power by prioritizing projecting the Great Devil's castle onto the underground ceiling of Eched.

“... I heard from Lyudmila that the reflectivity of the mirror was around 80%?”

Soon, Ingrid noticed that the illusion created by Astesia was different from the one that existed in reality, and figured out that a structure from another dimension was being summoned to the underground ceiling of Echedia.

Soon, about 30 seconds passed, and the black puddle and the illusions that appeared from there became clear, creating the illusion that the place existed in the eyes of everyone looking up at it, even though they knew it was fake -

... flash!

At that moment, Astesia opened her eyes slightly and said.

“... Then, let’s begin.”

and,

Everyone who heard that sleepy voice tensed up their bodies and at the same time-

[Troimerai]

... Pod!

Astesia overlaps the entire underground ceiling of Eched, which is enormous, with Asmodeus' villa -

‘annihilated’.

Knock-!

Damn it!

ddd!

This is the view Astesia sees when she raises her head after finishing her prayer.

That place was Eched’s ‘first floor ceiling’.

It was the original ceiling of the basement, not the floor of the first floor.

The first thing that comes into view is the part that corresponds to the floor of the second floor of the castle and the part that can be called the ceiling of the first floor.

The things in the middle disappeared.

It disappeared, disappeared.

'...!'

The moment Astesia saw that, she prayed in her heart of gratitude to the two beings she had prayed for.

'Success... I succeeded. thank you thank you! Deshade, Asmodeus.'

That was what she intended, and it was a clean success.

The members of the church were trapped in the basement of Eched with no exit by Scarlett.

In that case, there was only one option.

If there is no exit, all you have to do is create one.

It wasn't the usual way of opening the door, but a protest action to confirm that members of the church were here and how angry everyone here was at Scarlett for imprisoning them.

So, I wanted to make an exit and express my protest as a bonus -

Astesia had done the work of completely destroying Eched's stairs.

‘This is crazy-’

Ingrid looked up at the open ceiling, but it was already too late.

Only then do the restoration and defense magic circles that work hard to maintain the original form of the castle engraved throughout Eched's castle respond, but like Ingrid, they too are only too late.

The villa of Asmodeus, which appeared as an illusion on the ceiling containing a magic circle for restoration and defense, materialized as it was and destroyed the entire underground ceiling 'with the magic circle'.

So from now on, what everyone in the basement must do is-

“falls. I'll leave it to you. Enin.”

“Yes! Don’t worry!”

The task is to protect the body from by-products that begin to fall from the sky immediately after the structure of the first floor floor, which has been firmly in place for hundreds of years and then disappears, disappears.

“Falling - I'll leave it to you? What do you want to do-”

For a moment, after the ceiling disappeared, Ingrid tried to understand the meaning of what Ennin and Thistle quickly exchanged, but soon figured out what it meant on her own.

With the ceiling gone, there was now nothing above.

nothing.

To be precise, there actually was.

The ceiling of the first floor right above.

And began to fall as the floor was lost -

'The huge pillars on the first floor of Eched.'

And the dozens of gigantic pillars that supported each level of the wide Eched were-

... Whiuuu!

“ Ugh, wow? Aaaa?!”

With Ingrid's scream, they began to descend into the basement where the church members were.

“Go! Everyone, bow your heads!”

[Indomitable Curtain]

When Enin unfolds the green curtain, the pillars of Eched immediately fall and hit the curtain.

Wow!

Kugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugugu!

Dozens of pillars supporting each level of the huge palace.

As it was wide, it was built again and again to withstand the load, and the architect, who was afraid of the castle collapsing due to exaggeration, simply added more pillars whenever he thought of them.

They all fall, some shattering the basement floor and some hitting Ennin's tent.

Not only that, except for the things that were originally hanging on the walls, everything including furniture and decorations that had been placed on the first floor was falling down.

Cooo!

“Aaaaa! I'm crushed! I'm getting crushed!”

Ingrid screams and looks at the pillar that crashed right over her head.

Ingrid was inwardly amazed at the fact that there was not even a crack in Enin's tent despite bearing the weight of the huge pillar, but the pillar standing upright on top of the tent actually pressed down on the tent with its weight, trying to crush the party to the floor inside the tent. It's moving like it's moving.

That-

“Don’t worry. There is no one here who would be this scared.”

Hwarim bowed down-

Hwarim, who had already entered the state of transformation, looked up and muttered.

“Enina. It is now.”

“Yes!”

Hwarim shouts, and Enin opens the curtain.

Then the pillar that immediately started to fall-

[Sword of Creation – The sword that destroys the castle]

[Star Cluster]

Kwahu Classes and Fruits and Fruits and Operations !!!

Hwarim's sword succeeded in cutting it cleanly into pieces, spilling the fragments of the pillar on both sides.

Puhwaaa!

Instead, the dust created as the surrounding area was devastated and the curtain disappeared, hitting the group who were staying in a safe location.

Even though countless pillars on the first floor lost their ground and fell into the basement, Eched did not collapse.

Ingrid certainly answered the questions asked by Thistle and Astesia herself, but she thought that Eched, built by experienced architects of the ancient kingdom, had one thing for sure: although its structure was rough, it was sturdy.

'But isn't it a bit crazy to do something right away without any certainty?'

However, that was only Ingrid's guess, and she did not say that Eched was fine no matter what he did.

Although Astesia responded that way, she boldly removed the bottom of Eched.

Not just one or two pillars fell, but all the pillars on the first floor fell.

Of course, in the end, it turned out okay.

Even though all the pillars on the first floor have disappeared, Eched maintains its nobility without making any creaking noises.

So, just before Ingrid was completely covered in dust, she turned her head and looked at one person.

'If they were to do something like this, shouldn't you be the first to stop them?'

What I was looking at was Peria.

The reason for looking was a silent protest within me.

Ingrid also has a vague understanding of the people of the church, as she has been meeting them for a long time.

The people of the church who are insensitive to safety are calm but have a more radical side than you might think, and Feria is the one who controls that.

But what caught Ingrid’s eyes as she looked at Peria was-

'There's no need to worry about whether it will work or not right now. My brother is up there. 'You just have to make it happen.'

Like the other people who were looking up at the sky with a stiff face, Peria had her eyes turned and was not afraid. She was already thinking about what would happen after the ceiling collapsed and answered Ingrid with her eyes.

After seeing that, Ingrid now knew for sure.

'... Oh my, was that something like that...?'

The real shackles of the Deshade Church were Lee Rim.

The church that lost its shackles,

The denomination that lost its bishop,

After losing Lee Rim, no one can control the people around her.

'... These people really just look like people who will do infinitely great things if they don't quickly gift a bishop to all of you here.'

Fuwaaa!

The members of the church who had gathered together were covered in dust, and Ingrid hid herself in the dust, disguised herself so that 'no one would recognize it', and then quickly left.

Ssss...

After Ingrid disappeared from everyone's awareness, it didn't take long for the dust cloud to clear.

[Puri Care]

Aila uses a simple spell and the dust disappears.

What caught the eyes of the group afterwards was-

The red-armored Paladin, who was in a low posture and alert to all directions, and Camellia's companions, who survived the fall thanks to the magic used by the Paladin and Cyan.

“... Paladin.”

“Paladin!”

Vincent and Linai tried to step forward, but were stopped by Thistle.

“Is a paladin really a paladin?”

Peria thought Thistle's judgment was correct.

A paladin who is currently under mental control by Scarlett.

He survived even after falling down a huge flight of stairs and smashing three huge pillars with his body.

Nevertheless, seeing that the eye glow inside the helmet was red, it seems that the mental control was not broken even after the shock was endured.

“... Is this the Deshade Church?”

Camellia on the other side calls everyone.

“That's right. Princess Camellia. Apostle Thistle and his group.”

Soon, when all the dust had settled, Camellia also confirmed the entire appearance of the church.

Immediately-

Camellia's mind came up with the best action to take in the current situation.

'good. I vaguely noticed it, but it seems like the Deshade Church arrived here before us.'

The princess was not unaware of the church's movements.

Even though the Intelligence Knights are doing different things, the Thoroughbred Legion spreads out several knights while moving and moves while keeping track of all the surrounding movements at once.

So they noticed and reported that the church's carriage was heading towards Eched about half a day's distance away from them, and Camellia left it there on purpose.

Although it is not Camellia's favorite method, it is an aid to create variables.

and-

It was also a decision that included a calculation to deliberately not reveal to the church to which Lee Rim belonged his order to annihilate the Thoroughbred Legion.

Thus, the variable that Camellia had aided moved completely independently, breaking the currently stagnant confrontation with Gaia's Paladin.

Gaia's Paladin was giving off enough momentum that it was difficult to attack him hastily.

Camellia had originally planned to leave Aleph here with Gaia's Paladin and go upstairs if it took too long, but with the appearance of the Deshade Church members, there was no need to do so.

So she gave the order.

“Good. People of the Deshade Church. Join us right away. The target is first the Paladin of Gaia. We will get rid of him and we will all go up together.”

As a commander.

In times of emergency, even if they are members of a religious order rather than the military, they are given full authority and give orders as princesses who can use the troops under their command.

'good. The plan became more complete with the key to joining the Deshade Church. Just like this, you can easily eliminate Gaia's Paladin and then hit Scarlet while maintaining this power. In that case, we will be able to achieve a complete victory without having to sacrifice a single Aleph, Xian, or Lugia.'

The optimal conclusion reached by Camellia after adding variables to the calculation and completing the recalculation.

She wasn't the type of person to get excited easily, but the thought that she now had all the pieces in her arsenal to defeat Scarlett completely and without loss brought a rare, tiny smile to her face.

but-

Thistle refused the princess's order.

“Sorry, but we can't comply with that right now. Princess Camellia.”

        
            It was difficult for Xian to understand what was happening in front of him.

To be exact, I understood it, but my mind didn't want to accept that it was actually happening.

'I guess. What just happened? Princess Camellia gave an order. Also as a commander. But the apostle of the church rejected it. why?'

Camellia took action as soon as she discovered the Deshade Church members.

And Sian’s thoughts also moved at the same speed as Camellia’s.

What Xian had to do first was to immediately use sacred magic to confirm the possibility that the members of the church who appeared in front of them were illusions, remnants of captured shadows, or even traps using various other methods.

However, the result was 100, and above all, the amount of martial energy or magical power possessed by each member of the church was difficult to disguise because even if you tried to gather people with similar atmosphere and power in one place, it was difficult to disguise it.

So when Camellia confirmed the identity of the members of the church, Xian also completed the verification.

What follows from there is the next judgment.

Camellia next gave orders to the members of the church to join.

The specific plan is an order to annihilate the red-armored paladin in front of you, referring to Gaia's paladin, and go upstairs.

Xian also thought that the princess's decision was clearly the best decision she could make in the current situation, and gave up any thoughts of making any further direct remarks.

but,

A problem arose there.

“I’m sorry, but I cannot follow that order. Princess Camellia.”

The floor of the first floor collapsed and everyone's attention focused on Thistle's mouth as they fell to the basement.

Thistle refused the princess's order.

refuse.

refusal.

Noncompliance.

protest.

So Camellia had no choice but to ask Thistle back, and Xian also had no choice but to question himself.

“... What?”

'... yes?'

The same goes for Aleph and Lugia, and they were on the lookout for Gaia's Paladin, who was guarding the grand staircase leading from the first to the second floor, which had managed to remain intact even after the basement collapsed.

Thanks to this, Camellia was able to buy time to think.

Soon, Camellia began to explore why the question and answer was exchanged in that way about what had happened a moment ago.

'I clearly gave an order to the church, and the church's apostle refused. 'Why?'

The only response to Thistle's rejection was 'What?', a foolish question that a normal Princess Camellia would never have uttered.

Recognizing that she had uttered such a question, Camellia stopped thinking for a moment, and then began to accelerate her thinking to more than twice the speed of just a moment ago.

'You can't follow my orders?'

Thistle refused his orders.

Order to kill Gaia's Paladin immediately.

It took only a very short time to understand it, the amount of time spent blinking, but it was a long time by Camellia's standards.

And Camellia entered the next thought in accelerated thinking.

'Why did the church's apostle refuse my orders?'

The first reason Camellia soon thought of was the possibility of ‘relationship’.

'The Deshade Church is from the Kingdom Alliance. So, is the Gaia Paladin in front of them now the one they know? Because he was someone who had an encounter with the Kingdom Alliance? So you are refusing my orders? If that's the case, I can understand. It's hard to understand, but I may have to say I made a mistake. I knew the whole situation and that the people of the Deshade Church would come here, but there is a high possibility that the Church does not know why I am here and what position I am in. That's why they refused my orders because they couldn't cut down someone they barely had a relationship with. In that case, we can still take back what the apostle said.'

Another hypothesis that was derived one after another was the possibility that the church had already succumbed to Scarlett.

'If not, it could have already been right after Scarlett threatened the people of the Deshade Church. Since they are holding on to Lee Rim, they are using his life as an excuse. So I understand if you disobeyed my orders. The Deshade Church is a group gathered together with only one man in mind, Lee Rim. I understand their priorities well. In the end, Irim comes first, and then the empire comes next. So, if Lee Rim's life were at stake, he would have no choice but to choose to disobey me.'

In this way, two hypotheses were completed.

'good. So, which one is the correct answer?'

Camellia quickly created a scale in her head and looked at the two hypotheses. She considered the latter case, which seemed more likely, and spoke to persuade it.

It was the moment I was about to take it out.

“I’m sorry, Princess Camellia. We have work to do.”

Thistle spoke his position first when Camellia's mouth was half open.

“We must save the bishop of our denomination. We've come this far just because of that, and there's nothing that can stop us until we achieve it.”

Hearing those words, Xian let out a sigh of astonishment for the second time today.

What Thistle said was not intended to make Camellia understand or convince her.

Her remarks were notified.

No matter what happens, Thistle is standing here now to achieve what they want to do, and if Princess Camellia's orders become an obstacle to achieving that, they are willing to refuse even that.

But unlike Sian, Camellia thought differently.

'good. 'The worst has been avoided.'

Camellia felt fortunate to hear that.

'possible. It's not too late. The Church of Deshade was not in the worst situation I had imagined.'

After hearing Thistle's words, she thought that if she was here for just that reason, she would be able to easily persuade her and the church.

That doesn't matter as long as the goal is the same.

Thistle is trying to save Irim, and Camellia also came here to save Irim.

Killing Scarlett is obviously important, but in order to convince Thistle and the people of the church, you can change your priorities and say that it will be an additional task.

In the first place, Camellia knew that the people of the church moved immediately for that reason, and it was her judgment that she intentionally left the church alone in the hope that it would act as a variable.

But aside from that, Camellia couldn't understand why the church was disobeying her orders.

“Then follow my commands even more. Follow me and I will give you what you want. My goal in the first place was to rescue Bishop Lee Rim, so I don’t know why I refuse to do that.”

And thistle,

I answered that clearly.

“That's because Princess Camellia's goal is not only to rescue Lee Rim.”

“... What does that mean?”

Camellia felt a pang inside at Thistle's remarks.

Although he hated to admit it, he had to believe that he had been able to read the inner thoughts of the apostle in front of him.

For Camellia, Lee Rim's rescue and Scarlett's death are worth 1 to 1 in terms of severity, and she tried to lie about the ratio in order to persuade Thistle, but her true intentions were immediately revealed.

So Thistle, who already knew what Camellia was thinking, spoke honestly to her.

“Speak clearly. Princess. Isn’t what Princess Camellia wants the death of the vampire squire, Scarlet Veilblood?”

“That is also the goal I came here for. But in order to do that, I feel the need to rescue Bishop Lee Rim, and that's why I'm moving.”

“That’s why I’m saying it.”

“What does that mean?”

“Camellia cannot kill Scarlet Veil Blood.”

At that point, Camellia once again did not understand Thistle's words.

It's definitely enough power.

Of course, it cannot be said that there is no chance of failure.

In the battlefield, it is always the case that many unexpected variables cause flaws in the plans thought to be perfect, and because each soldier's condition is not good and the commander's judgment is not perfect depending on the day, a battle that was thought to be absolutely inevitable is won. There are also cases where it leads to a crushing defeat.

But that made Camellia even more determined that she could not be defeated by Scarlett.

The Xian, Aleph, and Lugia she brought in are people who each have a sense of responsibility and cool-headedness equal to the weight they carry on their shoulders.

We can't help but think that there is absolutely no reason for them to make wrong decisions, and if we add the people of the church to this, victory is certain.

But Thistle was now denying the princess's insight.

“...”

“...”

After a moment of silence swept over everyone, one person stepped forward to break the silence.

“... Thistle. Come back. I won’t step forward.”

“... I understand.”

Hwarim gently held Thisseul's hand and led her as she refused to back down.

Only then did Thistle step back, and Hwarim moved forward and stood in front of Camellia.

“... Can I call you Princess Camellia?”

“... So.”

Startle!

Peria trembled for a moment because Hwarim always spoke informally to everyone she met, but Camellia allowed it to progress the story quickly.

Gaia's Paladin is still standing behind him, guarding the front of the grand staircase that has not broken even though the floor collapsed and is floating connected to the railing on the second floor. He does not want to wait that long and have another variable arise.

That's how Hwarim's story began.

“Princess. I stayed in Eched with Lee Rim. Until now.”

“... Is that so? I guess the bishop wasn't the only one captured in Eched.”

“So, I hope that you will listen to me knowing that the story I am telling you from now on is a story with my feelings as a military officer added, and that it is based on the story I heard from Lee Rim.”

“I understand.”

After hearing the answer, Hwarim raises his sword in reverse.

Whilick-

Then, the direction the sword was pointing towards was Princess Camellia's group that had fallen to the back, underground, so what the sword was pointing at was a huge iron door.

“Inside there, the monster that will destroy the empire is sealed.”

“... What does that mean?”

“Means as is.”

Scarlett told Lee Rim the secret she was hiding in Eched's basement and asked him to keep it secret.

However, Lee Rim naturally thought that he could not lie to Hwarim, so he told her in detail what he had witnessed in Eched's basement and what he and Scarlett did, and Hwarim asked the people of the church what duties Scarlett had. He also let me know if he was here.

If everything goes as it should, it will end there.

But in the end, the people of the Deshade Church met the princess, and in order to reverse her misjudgment, they had to briefly summarize Hachi's story, which only the members of the Church knew and tried to end with that.

“I’ll tell you straight. When Scarlett dies, the seal on the monster is released. The world created this race of vampires as a deterrent, believing it was necessary to stop that monster. So princess, killing Scarlett is something you should not do if you truly serve the empire.”

Camellia was confused.

But regardless of the confusion, she now prioritized finding out the truth.

“... It was said to be the Hwarim of the Deshade Church. Can you swear that everything you just said is true?”

“I will swear as much as I can. In the name of Deshade, in the name of a subject of the empire, and... in the name of Lee Rim.”

And Camellia realized that Hwarim's last declaration was definitely not a lie.

Hwarim spoke again to Camellia, who soon accepted it all as true.

“ Then, I will ask again since we have shared information that I know and that you may not know. Princess of the Empire. Do you have a way to kill the sect, and then kill the monsters the sect is keeping underground? Do you have the power to bring down the guardian of the seal of the monster that the world felt was so necessary that it had to give birth to the existence of the vampire squire, and complete that duty on his behalf? When new facts are factored into the calculations, will you be able to answer again that the judgment you are currently making is truly correct?”

“...”

“If you take into account everything I said and still say it is possible, we will follow suit. If you tell me I can kill Scarlett and kill that monster, I will move.”

It was at the same time that Hwarim finished speaking.

... Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo -

The underground space of Eched vibrates.

As it was, the sound inside the iron door should not have been heard.

However, Eched is now weakened by one severe collapse.

In addition, since the fight between the Heavenly Demons and Scarlett has now begun, control of the castle has become blurred.

so-

Taking advantage of that gap-

Once again, the 'monster' sealed underground attempted to awaken.

        
            Boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!

“““......!!!”””

No one could move due to the huge sound that rang in their ears and head at the same time.

I couldn't even move, let alone tremble.

Everyone noticed.

Even Gaia's brainwashed Paladin noticed.

The movement the monster took to break the seal stimulated the instincts of all living creatures in Eched.

You realize that what is underground is a type of monster that should not be exposed to the world.

A monster that blends into its concept the moment it is completely unsealed and appears in the world.

As the 13th month becomes non-existent, the concept of the 5th season, which we had not been able to accept until now, takes root.

The moment you merge with the world like that -

The monster awakens as a being that can no longer be killed.

Couple couple couple couple couple...

...

...

...

Soon, the sound quieted down.

“... Now, do you understand?”

“...”

Hotch's attempt to wake up ended in failure.

Because Scarlett is still alive, the monster has not been able to break free from the seal.

So everyone, including Hwarim, thought that Camellia would give up after witnessing this level of testimony and reality.

but-

Camellia's determination did not waver.

“... So, you’re going to give in?”

“... What?”

“ How dare you judge that I, humans, and the empire are not capable of defeating this guy, so I should give up and bow my head in silence!”

Camellia raises her voice and speaks.

“Yes. Like you said, I can back off this once. So what happens next? Next time, if there is an enemy that is difficult to resolve with the power of the empire, can we just bow our heads again? Let's say that's possible. So, if something like that happens again, can I just give up? Retreat, evacuate, hold your breath and wait for the disaster to pass? How long will this last? Are you saying that all we have to do is hold our breath until the last person dies from not being able to breathe?”

“... Calm down. Princess. You seem too excited-”

“Shut up! Cyan!!!”

Camellia closes Sian's mouth when he was about to speak directly.

Her anger was now directed at everyone.

Xian, who was trying to stop him, does the same, and he shouts not only to the Diseid Church in front of him, but also to everyone his voice can reach.

“Who judges the empire? Do you dare say that you know everything about the empire? no. The Empire is not such a weak country. It is a nation formed by human beings gathered together, and a haven created by constantly moving forward. The empire was created by trying to make people cross if they couldn't cross, and by trying to make them fly if they couldn't fly. An empire is something that is constantly moving forward, moving forward, and moving forward again.”

If he had been in front of the people, he might have been called a saint who gave a majestic speech aiming for the country's upward direction.

But to Aleph, to Xian, and to the people of the Deshade Church, it only seemed like persistence.

“Do not look down on the nation that humans have built. Humans are beings who overthrow obstacles and overcome them. And the empire is a nation made up of humans. The empire does not need anything other than its citizens. Individuals with excessive power are poison to the empire and are not needed. My will remains unchanged. Join here and follow my orders, humans of the Deshade Church. Take my word for it. Things to do don't change. All you have to do is get Lee Rim back, kill Scarlett, and then kill the monster sleeping underground by any means necessary. Then, you can get what you want, and I can also ensure that the empire continues to exist as a country that is not ashamed to use the empire's name.”

“...”

After the series of shouts ended, everyone looked at the princess without saying anything.

and-

In that silence, Aila lowered her head and whispered into Peria's ear, as if she thought the princess would not hear.

“... I always feel this, but it seems like humans sometimes get stubborn about something that is truly useless-”

And of course, even though she lowered her voice, Aela's words that spread in the quiet space were loud enough to be heard by the Paladin of Gaia who was farthest away -

“...”

Boop!

“Ayat?! what?! Why are you pulling out your hair all of a sudden?!”

“... Someone was really bad at reading the mood, so I punished them instead.”

Peria suppressed the problem by pulling with all her might a strand of Eila's hair that was hanging down toward her.

When everyone's attention was focused on Aila and Peria, Thistle was looking at Camellia.

Then she thought to herself.

'... Lee Rim. I trust you, but I can't wait to meet you and ask you a question. Did the princess that Lee Rim first met have eyes like that from the beginning? Lee Rim, did you make that choice even after knowing that the princess was that kind of person?'

Camellia's madness is a madness that devours everything around her.

Did Irim really know this and held hands with the princess? Or did the princess change after holding hands with Irim, or did she change because she took Irim's hand?

But either way, in the end, there was no answer because Lee Rim was not here.

“... I understand.”

In the end, Thistle wanted to follow Camellia's orders for now, and instead wanted to get permission for the last thing he could not compromise on.

“Instead, in that case, in order to hurry up, I would like to leave Aleph and the knight commander of our church here. That would be fine.”

Thistle received a favor from Vincent and Linai.

As soon as the two saw the Paladin, they asked the people of the church to help. Since the two people asked for help, the people of the church naturally accepted.

Camellia also gave permission for this, believing that due to the large number of people, the battle with Paladins, who are accustomed to fighting against large numbers of people, could drag on for a long time, and that there may be some kind of trap that Scarlett is preparing.

“... Good. Permitted. Aleph, is it okay for two people?”

“Enough. If I were alone, it might have taken time, but if Captain Enin is there, it won't take that long.”

“I understand. Join me as soon as you finish work.”

“I will obey your command.”

After that, everyone moves on.

Vincent, Linai, Enine, and Aleph remain to stop Paladin.

The rest gathered to one side to go upstairs, and finally, Thistle apologized to Enin for being self-righteous without consulting him.

“Then, leave this to me and everyone go up quickly.”

“... I'm sorry. Enin.”

“No. Since Gaia's Paladin is here, it's my job to do.”

Clap-

Ennin lowers the visor of his helmet, passes by Vincent and Linai, stands next to Aleph, and speaks as he accepts Thistle's apology.

“And, I thought I should talk to the paladin who broke both of their hearts.”

thud!

The anvil hammer hit the ground with a loud sound.

thud!

Aleph also struck his fist and made a loud noise.

“Then, Enin Knight Commander.”

“I’m busy right now, so you can call me Enin for short.”

“I see, then Enin.”

“Yes.”

“It looks like you know the paladin in front of you.”

“I only saw it a few times during the Kingdom Unity.”

“Is the goal just to keep them alive?”

“... I think it would be good to just beat him up enough to come to his senses.”

Sigh-

Enin laughed inside the helmet, and Aleph also clearly smiled, although it was not shown through her expression.

Since the two knew each other's skills, they were not confident that they would lose even if Gaia's Paladin had much stronger magical power.

So what we do from now on is simply the work of undoing the brainwashing.

“...”

chuck-

Gaia's Paladin also noticed that the people's movement was towards the stairs floating in the air above him and took a defensive stance.

Right after-

Aleph and Enin jumped loudly in place.

“Then, I’ll go-!!!”

“I will break your posture.”

Cooo!

The sound of two legs leaping with all their might echoed throughout Eched's underground floor.

Kwaaa!!!

Just like that, Aleph planted his fist in the exact center of the Iron Cross raised by the Paladin and passed by-

“Haaa!!!”

Kaaa!!!

Ennin's anvil is-

The Paladin was ‘blown away’.

“... I never thought he was sincere to that extent.”

Aleph was surprised for a moment when she saw that.

Even though he had shaken up his stance, the paladin thought that it would take a few collisions to push him away.

Hwiiing-!

thud-!

thud-!

thud-!

Kwaaa!!!

Ennin hit the Paladin from bottom to top with an anvil, sending him flying several times at once, then pinning him to the wall.

“... Then, please, Lugia.”

“I will prepare it right away.”

After Gaia's Paladin walked away from the stairs, Imperial Sword Lugia cast a spell.

Astesia trembled when she saw the red magic moving, and Lugia also looked at Astesia and belatedly realized who she was.

“... I see. Are you the woman who became a saint as a demon?”

“...”

Astesia was nervous when she saw Lugia, a demon, but Lugia simply nodded her head in greeting and respect and went about her business.

Strengthen your body as much as possible and lift the pillar that was in the most intact form among the giant pillars that had fallen on the floor.

Kuuuuk-

Gigi Gigi Geek-

“... Even though it was assisted with magical power, the basic strength seems to be enormous.”

“Demons, this is my first time seeing demons and they are so amazing!!!”

“Huh? Luba, didn’t you know? Astesia is also a demon?”

“... Yes?!! Is this your first time hearing that?!!”

“Rather, a succubus is obviously a demon, but the hygges didn't know about that...? If you just look at Luba, he’s really weird!”

“... Absorption-”

Couuuck!

Soon, another bridge was completed by Lugia lifting the pillar and placing it at the end of the stairs.

However, even though it was a great feat, it was drowned out by the quiet chatter between Peria, Aila, and Luba, but everyone was quiet, so everyone could hear the short chatter.

“Rather, what did you think was growing behind Astesia’s ear until now...?”

Peria said something to Luba, pointing out the bat wings that were still fluttering behind Astesia's head, and immediately everyone started climbing the pillar.

“... To Gaia! You won't be able to get closer!!!”

Gaia's Paladin, who jumped out from the wall where Ennin had hit him, tried to block it, but his actions were stopped by people blocking the Paladin's path.

“Paladin! I hope you come to your senses! That is not Gaia’s power!”

“That’s right! Please wake up! You are a paladin who steadfastly served Gaia despite the whispers of the devil!”

“This time, I lead the line.”

“Haaa!!!”

Cooo!

Vincent and Linai shouted loudly, trying to make their voices reach the Paladin, and Aleph's fist and Ennin's anvil hammer struck the Paladin once again.

“No way! Pagan priests! You can never stand where Gaia is!!!”

But the Paladin blocked it by raising the iron cross upwards,

Boom-!

Whiiing!

Quad duddduk-!!!

He threw the iron cross filled with divine power and shattered the middle of the pillar.

But that was after Princess Camellia, the members of the church, and even Lugia, who remained at the bottom, had all jumped up the broken pillar and reached the top of the stairs.

“... Good. Now find your way.”

Leaving the people fighting the Paladin down below, the princess's companions move quickly.

It didn't take long to find the way.

Eched, which has a square and rough structure, goes up the grand staircase and walks along the railing to naturally reach the banquet hall on the other side.

“... Is this here?”

Camellia soon arrived in front of the huge doors leading to the tightly closed banquet hall and decided to take the lead herself.

“Princess Camellia. I opened the door-”

“No. I will do it.”

The princess holds back Lugia and pushes the door herself.

Kkkk...

Even though I pushed it gently, the door opened wide easily and naturally.

And Camellia was there-

I was able to meet the two Heavenly Demons who were killing Scarlett and Lee Rim, who was leaning against the wall and watching them.

        
            I don't know how much time has passed.

Even if I tried to use the expression ‘eternity of time,’ I wonder if I, a mortal who doesn’t even know what eternity feels like, would dare compare the time I’m currently experiencing to that.

But one thing was clear.

I am now witnessing Scarlett's death,

The Heavenly Demons are now-

We are killing 'eternity'.

eon.

Eternal time.

imperishability.

It doesn't go away.

immortality.

doesn't die

However, the Heavenly Demons are now trying to turn those concepts into nothingness.

Whiririririririk-!

Purrr!

The Heavenly Demons kill Scarlett.

To be precise, they were killing it, and they were killing it.

Magical energy surrounds the hands and feet that are constantly swinging, and the two people are waving the hem of their robes and causing Scarlett to experience death over and over again.

However, as if responding to their efforts, Scarlett is also constantly being destroyed and reconstructed.

But that is all.

Being killed and being reconstructed is all she can do.

The Heavenly Demons are killing her at a faster rate than Scarlet, and their top priority is to destroy her cognitive senses to prevent her from using magic, so I wondered if this was going to be a battle of endurance.

It was a fight where the endlessly fluttering coats of the Heavenly Demons would be torn first and the magic power they were effectively using would run out first, or whether the vast magic power that Scarlett was using for resurrection would run out first.

'fight. No - is this really a fight?'

As I watched the scene of what seemed like a one-sided killing rather than a fight, several thoughts came to mind.

At the same time,

Tdu-duk-ddu-duk-ddu-duk-

Keep moving the needle held at the tip of your finger and take in all of it with your eyes.

‘You have to watch it now. How the Heavenly Demons move, what their habits are, and whether they even exist. 'Now is my chance when the two of you aren't focusing on me.'

I was already thinking about fighting the Heavenly Demons.

Scarlett was constantly dying, but even more than that, I was trying to capture the Heavenly Demons in more detail.

'That's exactly how a being called the Heavenly Demon moves. That is the martial art used by the being who brought down countless powerful people to the ground and stood in the sky.'

Scarlett's death showed the lives of the Heavenly Demons, how they had lived so far, who they killed, and how they killed them.

And that’s all for just one target.

PAD DEUD DEUK!

Sigh!

Sigh!

Pitch-

Heads are broken, hearts are pierced, blood is splattered everywhere, and the sense organs are being destroyed first and foremost.

If it were a human being, it would have been killed one by one.

It is not a concept of being crippled.

die unconditionally

The Heavenly Demons were unconditionally throwing away every attack, and I think it was probably the same when they fought other people in the previous world.

Perhaps, no matter how different Scarlett was from a different type of strongwoman, no matter what power she had, if she was a strongwoman who could not be resurrected, I would have been able to witness the martial arts of the Heavenly Demons only for a very short time.

But Scarlett's continuity was caught in the middle.

Thanks to this, even if it wasn't my intention, I am now witnessing the lives lived by the Heavenly Demons.

So, I had an idea.

Is it really possible for the concept of death to have permanence?

There is an expression that says one is dying.

However, even though you may be able to mentally understand what it means and what kind of situation it is referring to, it is not an accurate expression once you define the concept of death.

Death means that all the functions of a living organism come to a halt from which recovery is impossible.

Therefore, the correct way to use death is to use past and future time-fixed forms, such as confirming a result such as 'died' and predicting the time of 'when I will die.'

Expressions with simple continuity rather than predictions of exact times, such as 'I'm dying,' should not be considered normal expressions.

However, the Heavenly Demons are killing them, and thanks to Scarlett, who continues to reorganize existence, death has proven its permanence.

‘How many times have you killed so far? 100? 200? 300? No, if you include the water that I couldn't catch with my eyes, what's more?'

Since resurrection is in between, the word 'death', which can only be used in the past tense and future observation form, becomes continuous.

Beautiful movement.

There is no movement that does not lead to the next movement.

Even if it is inevitable that the behavior called herbivorous must come to an end, the fact that there are two people means that they cover each other's gaps and prevent Scarlett from coming to her senses at all costs.

By continuing to revive Scarlett and exhaust her magical power, the Heavenly Demons will one day be able to reach the conclusion of completely killing Scarlett.

'good. 'Is it a little now?'

So in that time, I was able to completely tear off the bandage.

What he is holding in his hand is a small needle.

It's a small needle that Ingrid put in my hand, but for me now, there is no tool that can create variables like this.

'There's only about a fingernail's length left. 'I almost tore it all out.'

The bandages that had letters written in blood engraved on them bound my wrists and arms and made it impossible for me to use any strength or magic power.

Tap… tap… tap…

I tore it all off by scraping it off, one by one, with a needle and with my fingers, and there was only enough of the bandage left that I could tear it off with my limited arm strength.

Soon, looking at the eyes of the Heavenly Demons who only care about Scarlet-

Ttuduk!

'it's okay.'

Without giving any indication that he had moved, he cut off the bandage and immediately held it in his hand to prevent it from falling off.

'... Don't show it on your face. Let’s not even think about showing off. First, let's send magic back to the whole body little by little, very little by little, so that the Heavenly Demons don't notice.'

After the bandages were cut off and I channeled my magic while watching the Heavenly Demons, I felt that my strength returned to my body and my magic began to flow clearly, and now I can summon the magic sword again without any trouble.

'good. It was successful up to this point. I succeeded... but what should I do now?'

However, after the magic lanterns broke and he crawled towards the dark wall and disappeared, he succeeded in getting up from his place, but he still couldn't decide what to do now.

Scarlett's actions, Naina thought that she had to stop Scarlett because she had to avoid meeting Camellia, but Scarlett is now dying by the Heavenly Demons.

So actually what I have to do now is-

there's nothing.

‘No, there isn’t one. There is something to do if you decide to do it.'

If we are to say that it exists, the actions of the Heavenly Demons must be stopped.

'But right now, it's almost impossible for me to even speak to them, let alone subdue them. At that level of concentration, the moment I get close and talk to them, their anger will turn towards me as well. 'I don't know how I can survive against just one person... but I absolutely can't deal with both of them.'

When I judge myself objectively, it is absolutely impossible for me to deal with two Heavenly Demons at the same time.

Even if I ignore that and go for it, the future I can reach is clear.

If you have confidence, you can hold out until a double-digit number of seconds passes where the first digit does not change from 1, but after that, you will be just like Scarlett, who is dying now.

Scarlett's death and resurrection is a higher resurrection method that destroys the original body and appears in its place when the body is destroyed, but all I do is die and be resurrected in a spare body that I think the people of the church probably brought with them.

However, we cannot stop it.

It will definitely have to be stopped someday.

If the Heavenly Demons kill Scarlett until she can no longer be resurrected and absorb her immortal power, then there will be no way for anyone in this world to oppose the Heavenly Demons.

'In order to do that, at least Hwa-rim needs to get here quickly and be by my side, but Hwa-rim is currently stranded underground because of Scarlett. Will you be able to arrive on time?'

It was around this time that thoughts began to head in an increasingly negative direction.

Still, it's a bad example, but it's not something that comes to mind.

'... no. are you okay. There is still hope.'

I put aside the ominous predictions that kept lingering in my head, convinced that the story would never end like this.

'sound. There was a huge sound in the middle. It was a sound that made Eched shake. There's definitely something going on downstairs right now.'

A moment ago, a huge sound was heard from the lower part of Eched, and it was not an ordinary sound, but a scream from Eched itself, clearly indicating that things were going in a different direction than Scarlett expected.

And the moment I finished thinking about it-

Kkkk...

The door to the banquet room opened and Princess Camellia came in.

That's not all.

“... Lee Rim!”

“Irim!”

Right behind the princess, I heard Thistle and Astesia calling me.

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tap-

Pook-

“Uh, wow...”

“Irim! What a relief! You're safe...!”

“... Yes. You're safe.”

We were separated for one week.

I think I was most worried because I hadn't seen him for a really long time and because I was so tender-hearted.

Astesia quickly ran over and hugged me, honestly revealing her feelings.

Behind them, in addition to Thistle, whose stiff expression suddenly loosened and sighed, Periana waved her hand with a relaxed expression because she took it for granted that she was alive, and Eila took a deep breath like Thistle, and was crowded out by the others. As if he thought he wouldn't be there, he even showed Luba jumping around in place and raising his hatchet high to announce his presence.

'I don't know why Lucid is on top of the bear and waving with other people.'

Afterwards, Hwarim came in and approached me with Thiseul.

“... Are you okay? Lee Rim.”

“It’s okay. Because no big trouble happened.”

“... Then I'm glad...”

“At the bottom, Ennin and Rugal's Paladin Lord are in charge of Gaia's Paladin. What happened to this place, Lee Rim?”

Thistle holds my hand and sighs in relief, and Hwarim asks about the situation.

“... Sorry, but there are still procedures.”

I wanted to answer that right away, but I couldn't.

Princess Camellia stopped at the spot where she opened the door.

The front door of Sian and Eched standing behind her opened and the knight wearing the horned helmet that I had seen briefly appeared.

And in the middle of it all, the princess was looking intently at me, who had been freed from her restraints and was chatting with the members of the church.

        
            The princess who opened the main door of the banquet hall looked directly at me and at her vassal who had been kidnapped by Scarlett to Eched.

There, I passed the princess, quickly separated the other people who had gathered around me, and then approached Camellia.

“... Princess Camellia.”

“... I'm glad you're safe, Lee Rim.”

The princess was quietly watching as the members of the church exchanged good news with me.

But those eyes weren't like that.

He kept looking at me, and the moment my eyes met, he had no doubt that I should come to him as soon as I found him.

'I can't help it. For Camellia, the current situation is an all-out war that has broken out since Ingrid and I were captured by Scarlett. 'The plan, which was to use me to slowly attack Scarlett after Ingrid returned safely, went astray.'

So I read her mood and approached her, which seemed to ease her not-so-good mood a bit.

And my actions led to the proud Camellia honestly apologizing to me.

“I will be honest. Lee Rim.”

“I will listen.”

“It is a misjudgment. I didn't know that Scarlett would find out my plan first and have the power to kidnap you. You are my sword, and it is my job to create an environment where you can swing it properly, but I never thought I would fail at that.”

“It’s okay. Don't blame yourself. Rather, I think it was a good opportunity to feel humanity in the princess.”

“... The mouth is still alive.”

“It's one of the few strengths I have, but if even this fades away, my value will only drop further.”

“... Please don’t believe that he used that gift of gab even when he was captured by Scarlett.”

After a brief conversation, she tried to give me her next order.

“Anyway, I’ll make a more sincere apology later.”

“Okay.”

“Answer, Lee Rim. Now... I want to hear from you who are here what the situation that is happening in front of our eyes means and why it happened.”

What she wanted was an explanation of the inside story of what was happening in front of her.

Whirly lick-

Hiss!

Bye!

Pap-duk!

Sigh!

The Heavenly Demons are killing Scarlett even now that Camellia and the people of our church have entered the banquet hall.

Without looking at us, it repeats the killing of the vampire race continuously, like a factory machine running.

After seeing that, I answered Camellia's question, thinking that if the Heavenly Demons were showing that level of concentration, they might not have been so careful when they cut off the bandages.

“... They are Heavenly Demons.”

“... Heavenly Demon? What is that?”

“Cheonma is... Cheonma.”

But that was all.

Of course, when Camellia heard my answer, she didn't understand and gave me a look asking for another explanation, but I was also thinking about how to explain this whole situation and that was the answer I came up with.

Still, her eyes were asking for an explanation in a way that was a little easier to understand, so I used my brain again and tried to compose the words in a way that was as easy as possible for the princess to understand.

“... They are soul sick. These are the soul diseases that the nobles and priests there could not control even with Atyr throughout the Great War during the time of the United Kingdom.”

“... I see.”

At that moment, Camellia's eyes changed.

These are eyes that look closely at the two Heavenly Demons killing Scarlett and judge their value.

At the same time, the hands of the Heavenly Demons also stopped.

For some reason, their hands couldn't find their target.

“... Hmm? Is it the end? Is it too early?”

“... That’s right. I didn't know you'd give up so quickly. ...Something strange?”

Pieces of meat were scattered at the feet of the heavenly horses.

Not Scarlett, just a piece of meat.

The living Scarlett wasn't there.

The piece of meat was drunk because Scarlett was no longer resurrected, and because of that, the Heavenly Demons' hands could no longer find their target.

And when I saw that, I also had doubts.

I was too quick to give up on life.

Scarlett dies in two cases.

One is her true death when she no longer can be resurrected due to exhaustion of all the magic that can be used for resurrection, and the other is when Scarlett goes crazy from the endless repetition of death or gives up on being resurrected because she does not want to suffer anymore. It's a method.

And in the former case, even though the Heavenly Demons killed Scarlett hundreds of times, it is clear that she still had a lot of magic left, so this means that Scarlett will no longer be resurrected.

However, what I don't understand is that she made the latter choice of her own will, a choice that she no longer wanted to be resurrected, but she is not a soul disease or an ordinary human like me, but a suzerain who has continued her life for hundreds of years. , I couldn't understand how Scarlett, who had something of pride in her guardian duty, gave up life so easily.

“... Lee Lim. Answer me.”

“Yes? Ah, yes.”

“Does that mean they killed Scarlett?”

“... You can say that’s right.”

So, the moment I saw the images of the Heavenly Demons and the pieces of meat and pools of blood at their feet, I wondered if Scarlett had died in vain like that and conveyed my guess to Camellia -

Flash!

Camellia's eyes, who were watching the whole scene just like me, changed.

“...”

'... no way-?'

And I knew what those eyes meant.

Clearly her purpose was Scarlett's death.

So Camellia had a difficult time climbing to the banquet hall where Scarlett was waiting.

However, Scarlett died at the hands of the Heavenly Demons the moment she arrived at the banquet hall.

That would definitely have been unexpected.

According to Camellia's own plan, the steps to kill Scarlett would be to rescue me in order, and then have others, including me, attack Scarlett at once and fight to kill the leader. The person who did that first was the one who had the ability to do that. There was another variable in the banquet hall that Camellia could not have predicted at all.

so-

Camellia's actions naturally led her to approach the two beings who had the power to kill Scarlett.

As a princess after all.

As a leader who is always hungry for talent.

To talk to those who killed Scarlett and, if possible, to appease them.

“You guys-”

“Huh?”

“What is it?”

“Are you the ones who killed Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader of the vampires?”

Camellia walks in front of the two Heavenly Demons, who take off their uniforms and wring them out with their hands, as if they are uncomfortable with their blood-stained clothes.

“... Be careful. Princess. Please keep your distance.”

Clap-

That's why Xian was worried about the princess.

She raises the sheath and knows how dangerous it is, and so do I.

'With what confidence are you doing that?'

Just because the Heavenly Demons killed Scarlett doesn't mean they are our allies.

Of course Camellia would know that too.

If you think about it simply, the opponent is a soul disease, and at the same time, a being with the power to kill Scarlett.

Therefore, it is natural to be cautious.

However, despite Xian's concerns, the princess walked one step forward.

As if there is a desired street and the heavenly demons wish to enter that street.

Unlike usual, his eyes were strangely creepy, and yet he had no intention of rejecting them.

And those eyes,

voice and

The atmosphere is everything,

It is time for Camellia to be in the desired format.

Faaah!

‘Ugh-’

“Soul soldiers. Let me make a suggestion. Come under me. In that case, the Empire's second princess, Camellia Shaden Steyer, will satisfy whatever you desire.”

I felt something appear in Camellia's body for a moment.

And it was the same as when I met Camellia in Ars Magna's 'Star Room'.

Camellia tried something now.

At that time, Asmodeus' imprint was activated after she left the room, so it may be a type of hypnosis.

Camellia has now used it against the Heavenly Demons.

To plant a potential hint in the two people.

So that they cannot easily refuse your orders.

And that-

“... What are you? In a bad mood, you do things like this from the first time.”

“That’s right. I was wondering what he was doing when he approached me, and then he started doing tricks?”

[print]

Grrr!

The Heavenly Demons seemed to instantly turn the energy in their bodies in a mysterious way, and by wrapping their bodies in fire, they were freed from Camellia's influence.

Seeing that, Camellia looked uncharacteristically surprised.

“What-”

“Is it similar to Taoist techniques or something like that? They're trying to manipulate people's psychology. But it doesn't work. Because we fought against those guys until we got tired of it.”

“If you look at how to set the mood, they use the same methods as the freshmen, but it’s useless. Because there is no one who can hint to us unless they split the head and insert a needle.”

“Princess. Please leave quickly.”

The Heavenly Demons frowned at the princess, and Xian warned the princess.

But it doesn't move forward.

It had to be that way.

As soon as the Heavenly Demons lifted Camellia’s hint-

It's been a long time since they brought everyone here into their 'scope.'

'shit. What have you done? 'To provoke the Heavenly Demons in this narrow place.'

It's already late.

The moment the Heavenly Demons move even a little, they can kill someone.

It was really foolish to provoke the Heavenly Demons while the distance was short.

Xian was sweating coldly with his hand on the handle of the sword, and as soon as he saw Hwarim, who already knew a lot about the Heavenly Demons, and the two, Aila naturally put her hand on the sword from the beginning before anyone else. is all that can counter the attacks of the Heavenly Demons.

In such a confrontation, Camellia belatedly came to her senses and asked the Heavenly Demons what they had done.

“... How did you stop it?”

“Wisdom Hye-yeol.”

'Do you think that makes sense?'

Camellia asked how she blocked her suggestion, but Yincheonma gave her an answer that she thought would never be the right answer.

The story seems to be that they blocked the suggestion with the heat of wisdom, or something like that, but the bodies of the Heavenly Demons were actually surrounded by fire that occurred in reality and then disappeared.

so-

Since Camellia, who tried to use hints by approaching the desired distance, failed, the control of the conversation passed to the Heavenly Demons.

“So, what are you?”

“That's right. It's my first time seeing this face. Are you one of the guests who entered the castle?”

The expressions of the Heavenly Demons are cold.

Camellia's voice contained the intention that if she said anything different, she would have her head blown off, so Camellia introduced herself even though she felt humiliated.

“... I am Camellia Shaden Steyer, the second princess of the Mortis Empire.”

“... Mortis? Stay?”

“Why, you know. The woman who Scarlett summoned because she wanted to kneel in front of her.”

“... Ah, the empire.”

“Yes. Princess.”

“Second princess of the empire.”

“And a practical leader.”

The Heavenly Demons who introduced themselves to Camellia only talk to each other.

With Camellia in front of you.

As if she wasn't there.

There was no way Camellia could just watch that.

So, the moment the princess, who rarely showed signs of nervousness as time passed, opened her mouth to quickly say something to the two Heavenly Demons -

“That means-”

“That’s right. This woman is said to be the ruler.”

The hands of two heavenly demons,

It moved.

Whilick!

“... Lugia-!!!”

The first to move was Xian.

Her mouth moved first, and the sheath in her hand turned halfway and stood upside down.

At the same time, the hands of the Heavenly Demons were aimed at Camellia's neck and heart -

suddenly!

Gagagagagagagagak!!!

“... You won't be able to lay a finger on the princess's body.”

A knight wearing a horned helmet emerged from the princess's shadow and blocked the hands of the Heavenly Demons.

Soon, the two hands of the Heavenly Demons collided with the swords, and the sound of metal clashing against metal was heard and they were recovered.

“Ouch, hey, my nails are gone.”

“What is this? I jumped out of the shadows.”

“I don’t know. Should I dig out the shadow? Well, I don’t think that’s the right answer...”

“I can’t help it. First of all, I don't have time to spare, so I'll kill you without any hesitation.”

The Heavenly Demons who collided with the magic-encrusted sword and shook their recovered hands as if they were in pain-

“Good. Then shall we go again?”

“Let’s give it a try.”

Quaaaang!

He immediately kicked the ground and launched a second attack.

“Bishop! Leave the princess behind!”

Hearing Xian's urgent voice, I quickly grab Camellia's shoulder with all my strength and throw her back.

Sreung!

At the same time, Xian's scabbard was turned over and her sword was drawn out one long time -

thud!

I went back in strong.

[Reference to phase forgery – cutting in two –]

OK-

‘Space’ was cut twice.

Saaaaeaeak-!

The first slash was swung at the waist of the Heavenly Demons, accompanied by the sound of the air being violently cut.

Quad deud deuk!

The second cut was made in front of Lugia and cut the floor to prevent the Heavenly Demons from approaching.

And the heavenly demons,

I accepted it all with the blade of my hand.

Paaa!

“... Ouch! It's so scary! I thought my hand was going to be torn apart! Hahahahaha!”

“I thought that girl looked the most dangerous, but it turned out to be true. Even though we had both eyes open, we were cutting without being able to see the process. ... Hahahahahaha! This sounds fun, right?!”

It was definitely an attack from Xian that I thought I could not avoid.

However, the Heavenly Demons instead accepted it and became excited.

'shit. 'Do we have no choice but to fight in the end?'

Sereung-

Jwajwajwajwajwa-

When I saw that, I immediately summoned my magic sword, and the others also drew their own weapons.

Since the Heavenly Demons have already decided to move, a fight cannot be avoided.

The beginning of a battle with the Heavenly Demons that could never be concluded due to a mistake made by the princess.

The Heavenly Demons, who realize that Camellia is the princess of the empire and its ruler, will try to kill her unconditionally, and we who work in the empire must protect the princess.

The good news is that even though the Heavenly Demons still killed Scarlett, the Holy Grail of Blood was not revealed to them, so they were unable to obtain her power, the power of immortality.

however-

That too was just an illusion.

The reason why the Heavenly Demons have not yet taken Scarlett's power in the first place is,

Because Scarlett wasn't completely dead yet.

It was the moment when the Heavenly Demon and we were about to clash once again.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

In the ears of everyone in the banquet hall, Eched once again began to scream, a scream that bordered on anger-

“In my castle-

Disappear immediately.

You bastards.”

I thought I could hear the voice of the leader, who I thought was definitely dead, from somewhere, and the vision of everyone in the banquet hall went black.

        
            Scarlett's will was connected to her body.

That was when Camellia entered the banquet hall.

‘I can move. This is the only chance -'

For a moment, it was a really small gap.

Scarlet Veil Blood, who was dying repeatedly.

The Heavenly Demons started killing her, and kept killing her, and kept killing her.

Scarlett's immortality is the power of reconstruction of existence.

This is not how the body is destroyed and regenerated.

If the body has suffered damage that cannot be repaired even with the racial characteristics of a vampire, the body disappears at that moment and a new body appears in its place.

The problem was there.

In other words, a new body appears ‘at the place where the person last died’.

That was definitely a weakness.

Of course, the will of the world did not give Scarlett the power of suzerain and guardian without any thought.

As it was, it was the power to deal with Hachi.

It was a power given to Scarlett so that she could constantly fulfill her duty against Hachi in the next step if the monster sealed in the basement of Eched, which should never be awakened, awakens.

No matter how many times Hachi kills him, a new body is immediately created so that he can stop the monster from merging with the world without retreating.

But instead, it became a hint for the Heavenly Demons to overcome Scarlett's immortality.

Scarlett, who was revived from the coordinates of the moment when her life activity completely stopped, was killed once and was unable to escape from the Heavenly Demons who had taken their place there.

I don't know if there was an opportunity to use magic.

However, the Heavenly Demons were targeting Scarlett's senses and cognitive organs first and ending her life, so it was impossible for Scarlett to escape from the scene now that she was dying without even a single line of automatic chanting.

Even the Heavenly Demons didn’t stop there.

Scarlett's death was not so much that she was destroyed again when her body was reconstructed from the point where she had died approximately 200 times more.

The Heavenly Demons, who had begun to get used to killing Scarlett, began killing her at a speed that made it impossible for their will to return to the body.

The mind floats in the air, and the body undergoes repeated fleeting reconstruction and destruction.

At that point, there was no longer any way for Scarlett to escape the hands of the Heavenly Demons.

As a result, the Heavenly Demons ended up-

They became the people in this world who knew and understood the best way to kill Scarlett.

Now Scarlett has lost her mind and is floating in the air of the banquet hall.

The killing method of the Heavenly Demons, who identify weaknesses and attack those weaknesses to the extreme.

That's another worst thing that happened because Scarlett's resurrection method has the disadvantage of being revived in place, but it is the best resurrection method among resurrection methods.

Scarlett can certainly be resurrected with little efficiency, but her resurrection method is not a flawless resurrection.

The process of death and resurrection of the lord's body is predetermined.

The process consists of a series of ways in which the destroyed body is first regenerated, and then her consciousness, which was floating in the air, is connected.

The order will not be distorted ‘no matter what happens’.

Even if it were the Heavenly Demons who understood Scarlett best, it was a providence that could not be reversed.

However, because of that, the rule of immutability became poison to Scarlett once again.

No matter what happens, Scarlett's body is formed 'first' and then her consciousness is connected to the body. However, to put it conversely, if the speed of destroying the body is accelerated, Scarlett's consciousness will not be able to settle anywhere.

Moreover, since the order never changes since Scarlett possesses the flawless and best resurrection method, she was not even given the slightest opportunity to counterattack the Heavenly Demons by taking advantage of the opportunity for variables to arise.

So, the Heavenly Demons take advantage of that opportunity and first stir up the brain, shatter the spine, pull out the heart, and remove the nerves.

It is a method of killing that, at some point, became a task that could safely be called dismantlement.

Thanks to this, Scarlett had been shouting for a while.

'stop-! 'Stop it!'

At the point where she had experienced death nearly 500 times, she no longer had any dignity as a leader.

I just repeated my will, which could not reach anyone, without even being able to voice it through my body.

'Why don't you stop-? Stop killing me! it hurts-! It hurts-! 'Don't kill me anymore!'

That's why I kept screaming in pain, but no one listened.

When I was first killed by the Heavenly Demons, it wasn't painful.

That was when the ancient kingdom, the kingdom of the dynasty to which Scarlett belonged, still existed.

This was when Scarlett experienced death for the first time and was resurrected while living as a royal even after becoming a suzerain.

At that time, unlike now, she could feel the full pain when she died.

This was his first resurrection because he died simply by accident, breaking his neck after falling from the high roof of a nearby church in the capital.

Death by foot.

It was incredibly painful.

Even after being revived, the pain seemed to remain.

The pain of death and the hallucinatory pain she felt even after being revived were traumatizing to Scarlett.

Scarlett was so scared of that, and the first magic she used after becoming aware of it as the leader was a magic that prevented her from feeling any pain.

That magic has continued to this day, hundreds of years after Scarlett experienced death for the first time and used it on her own body, and since she is not afraid of death, she can have the upper hand against the various cults, adventurers, and warriors who came to kill Scarlett along the way. I had it happen.

Even if she cannot maintain the magic herself by purchasing insurance for it, the magic linked to Eched's entire castle is designed so that she can automatically reuse the magic as many times as she wants.

However, just as Scarlett's resurrection has an end, there is no magic that lasts forever.

Haeju has reached two stages.

The magic that made her insensitive to pain was lifted by the Heavenly Demons when Scarlett met her 300th death.

To be exact, starting from two periods, the magic linked to Scarlet caused the disappearance of part of Eched, the stairs that separate the first floor from the basement, and Eched began to use the disappeared stairs according to a pre-determined priority above all else. Because all available resources were devoted to restoration, insurance was ineffective first and-

Next, as originally planned, as consciousness returned to Scarlett's body immediately after resurrection, the unconsciousness that responded to it would have filled the magic again with magical power and reactivated it, but the Heavenly Demons continue to kill her to prevent consciousness from returning to the body. Therefore, without being able to achieve this, the magic that removes the pain of death manifested its power several times without additional replenishment of magical power, and eventually disappeared.

So Scarlett experienced death.

countless deaths.

Death that never ends.

‘Real’ death.

The fear of mercy that no one listens to.

'stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-! stop-'

Then, when Scarlett's inaudible screams filled the banquet hall, what appeared-

Kiyiyi profit...

Princess Camellia and the members of the church.

Even as they opened the door and entered, the Heavenly Demons were killing the lords one after another at close range to prevent Scarlett's will from returning to her body, an opportunity they thought would be difficult to achieve a second time, but in fact, they were not at all uneasy.

Neither each other nor Scarlett knows whether it was the hand of the Yang Heavenly Demon or the Yin Heavenly Demon.

One of the hands wielded by the two Heavenly Demons destroyed the spine, but was unable to completely sever the nerves.

Whirriririririk!

Ttuduk!

...

...

...

... Exciting!

Scarlett, who was now constantly experiencing and repeating only the will to live and the continuous pain of death, did not miss the opportunity and acted immediately.

Delay of resurrection.

The resurrection of the body was stopped.

In short, he pretended to be dead.

At that moment, Scarlett's body was no longer reorganized and fell to the ground like a piece of meat, and the hands of the Heavenly Demons stopped for the first time.

At the same time, her consciousness succeeded in remaining in the fragmented body.

'It hurts- it hurts- it hurts- it hurts- but I have to endure it- I have to endure it- now, now is the last, last chance-'

Of course it was painful.

Although her torn body was scattered and filled her mind with pain, Scarlett still thought it was much worse.

Scarlett saw an opportunity and continued to wait.

'Just a little more- Just a little more- Just a little more- Just a little more-'

The terrible pain was overwhelming and I kept screaming, but since my already shattered body didn't even have vocal cords, it didn't come out.

So Scarlett was able to wait until the Heavenly Demons attacked Camellia and-

'It's now-'

The moment they collided with each other, they expressed everything in anger.

“In my castle-

Disappear immediately.

You bastards.”

Without wasting time, Scarlett reconstructed her body into its perfect form and at the same time used Blink to fly into the air, where the hands of the Heavenly Demons could never reach, and then performed magic.

Her will to live, which has been demonstrated for the first time in a long time since she first fell to her death in the kingdom where she was born, and the thought that she will only be killed by the Heavenly Demons again if she does not use all the means she can as the squire, move at the same time to create the optimal conclusion. Reach and implement it.

Piiing-

The first thing he did was take away the senses of all the humans in the banquet hall.

It blackened the vision of all living creatures in the banquet hall and made them deaf.

In the meantime, several people tried to move because they could sense the murderous energy that Scarlett was pouring out through the air they felt with their skin, but Scarlett did not allow even that.

Deukdeongdeukdeuk!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Chrrr!

The second thing we did was isolate the space.

Scarlett moved Eched.

Eched was built to help Scarlett live alone.

“Lock everyone up right now. Isolate him.”

Whenever Scarlett wanted, Eched's structure changed significantly according to her command, and the banquet hall on the second floor other than the basement where Gaia's paladins were fighting was instantly divided into small spaces, trapping everyone in their respective spaces.

“Hang it from the ceiling. Like a bird in a cage. I will tell you who the owner of this place is.”

Afterwards, each space was separated into a square box with no exit, with people trapped inside, and chains came down, wrapped around the prison cells, and hung them in the air.

Even though the structure of Eched had already been changed by Astesia, and the magic circle that was made up of the castle's own protective power was broken, Scarlett thought that she had to do it even if it meant putting a strain on Eched, and acted accordingly.

He thought there was no reason to look at those who rebelled against him anymore.

Druddd...

Cooo!

“...”

Scarlett, who has done everything, looks around.

Every single one of them, including the members of the church, the Xians, and the Heavenly Demons, were locked in a box prison, chained, and isolated on the ceiling.

So this is-

Scarlett's victory.

Scarlett waited until the optimal moment to act according to her will to live, and succeeded in trapping all the humans in the banquet hall by using most of the second floor.

...Talk-

Afterwards, Scarlett, feeling that everything had become quiet, came down from the air and stepped on the floor.

It wasn't that long ago, but it was the first time in a long time that I felt like I was setting foot on land.

Only then did she feel alive and trembled with gratitude.

But soon, Scarlet Veil Blood, the lord of Eched, adjusted her posture, strengthened her legs that wanted to collapse, and straightened her back.

Now that everyone was imprisoned and incapacitated, there was still one person left in front of her, the most important person among the many people who came to her castle.

“... Wake up. Camellia Shaden Steyer.”

“...”

Scarlett looked at Camellia, who was left alone on the last floor of the second floor, and gathered herself together, clenching her fists, which were still shaking like crazy, to put an end to all this.

        
            A fight with the Heavenly Demons was about to break out.

However, I wondered if it was okay to use the word fight.

The situation was not good.

Among the members of this church, there are Astesia, who can simply be said to be non-combatants, and Luba, who specializes in hunting rather than fighting.

Of course, Astesia is protected by the power of Asmodeus, and Ruba is also weaker than the Heavenly Demons, so I think she might be able to take the first match.

But that's it.

There were too many people to protect.

The Heavenly Demons are beings who have made a world tremble with fear, having experienced battles between great men and great armies in numbers and scales that cannot be imagined.

On the other hand, there were several more people on this side, including Camellia, who had to be protected, and most of them were skilled in other types of fighting, such as fighting against demons and monsters, rather than fighting against people.

Among them, there are only about 4 people, including myself, who might be able to hold out as long as possible while working together against the Heavenly Demons.

'Me, Hwarim, Aila, Xian... I honestly don't know much about Xian either.'

Even then, we don't even know if Xian is someone who can handle long-term battles, or if he's the type of person who puts everything on the line in short-term decisive battles.

so-

The Heavenly Demons fight in a fight that, from our point of view, can be said to be not honorable. They are the rulers, but unlike Scarlett, they fiercely target Camellia, Astesia, and Ruba, who completely leave the protection of their bodies to their vassals, and forcefully drag us forward. If they had gone out and killed each other in turn, it would have already been a massacre rather than a fight.

but,

At that time, something happened that ended our conflict.

“In my castle-

Disappear immediately.

You bastards.”

Scarlett's voice came from somewhere, and the world suddenly changed.

'What happened? Rather, Scarlett was alive?'

Thanks to this, I was only concerned about the Heavenly Demons, so I was shocked because I never imagined that the Heavenly Demons could not completely kill Scarlett and fought us.

'no. That's not important. The priority now is to figure out what Scarlett, who is clearly angry, did to us.'

However, I immediately returned my thoughts and thought that since I could not do anything about what had already happened, I should now respond to the magic that Scarlett used on us. I immediately recognized that among the status abnormalities that occurred to my body, the one that approached my senses the most quickly was that my vision had gone dark. I came up with a solution.

'hallucination. Is it an illusion? Maybe it's magic. Either that or damned. Either way, I don't know if it happened to me alone or if the same thing happened to everyone in the banquet hall, but the person who can respond to this right away is-

It's only Astesia.'

Soon, in the current situation, I thought that there was only one person who could respond to the unknown power hanging over me personally or the entire group, so I tried to call Astesia.

'Astesia-!'

I raised my voice with all my might and called Astesia's name, but immediately felt that my voice was not coming out.

No, or maybe it wasn't that.

Maybe it wasn't that my voice wasn't coming out, but that my ears were so bad that I couldn't hear my own voice.

In the first place, there was Peria among us.

Peria's mind is faster than mine, so she may not have been able to give advice in a fight between heavenly demons where weapons and power directly clash, but if Scarlett had used some kind of power, she would have been able to use her brains faster than me and be the fastest person in the current situation. I called Astesia's name, the name of the person who could deal with the trick, and it should have reached my ears, but it didn't.

But even that had doubts.

Even if I was deaf, if the voice itself came out properly, the sound of the vocal cords should have been felt as a tremor near the head, but I couldn't even feel that.

That means there is a possibility that even the nerves inside my body have been paralyzed, and I even thought that perhaps all the possibilities I had ever thought of, including my voice, hearing, and skin sensation, were all sealed away by magic.

There were a few other possibilities, but the moment I realized that, there was only one thought.

'shit. Defeat. This is defeat. 'That too was a complete defeat.'

Scarlett made a move from a place that was out of our range of vision, and we got caught up in it, ending the fight in an instant.

Soon after, contrary to my expectations, the only things that were taken away were my voice and sight, and I heard something strange again in my ears.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Chrrr!

'Is this the sound of Eched moving?'

What you hear is the sound of the castle moving.

For a long time, there was a sound like bulkheads being built, and there was also the loud sound of chains swinging in all directions.

And soon after-

... flash!

A strong light burst out, and my vision was restored.

However, even though my eyes, which had previously been unable to see anything, adjusted to the sudden burst of light and I was able to understand the surrounding situation, I was unable to do anything.

'Oh, damn it... Is this arrest again?'

When I opened my eyes and looked down, my body was already chained.

As expected, it was a crushing defeat.

I thought I was incarcerated and that other people were probably the same.

So, I had no choice but to look up to see the expression on Scarlett's face as she had succeeded in restraining everyone in the banquet hall, including me.

“...”

“...”

Then Scarlett was right in front of me, and beyond her I could see Princess Camellia.

Scarlett, who was repeatedly killed by the Heavenly Demons, finally seized the opportunity and barely succeeded in being resurrected, using magic to isolate everyone in the banquet hall.

Scarlett must have been confronting Camellia even as I was momentarily detained and then appeared in a place where the light shines, so she left me behind and showed me as a hostage and told the princess.

“Camellia. Now it's time to see the end.”

“...”

However, Camellia could not easily open her mouth.

She is still trying to figure out how this all happened and doing the calculations again in her head.

Now, none of the allies she brought with her are in the banquet hall, and even I have been arrested and shown as a hostage behind Scarlett, but I think there is a way to win again even in the current situation.

But I know, and probably everyone else who is trapped in the bulkhead hanging chained in the air also knows.

There is no longer any chance for the princess to win.

Camellia's voice does not reach the inside of the prison, where the walls are completely blocked.

The same goes for the people in the church, as do Xian and Lugia who followed her to protect her.

So Camellia is now practically-

I'm alone.

He stands in front of Scarlett as an individual who cannot do anything.

“Give up. Camellia.”

“... It's not over yet.”

“No. it's over. You are defeated.”

“Defeat. Whose defeat is this?”

“You personally. And the empire.”

“The empire never ends.”

“That could be possible. But if you don't give in, that empire can truly end. Right now, I'm so angry that I feel like that.”

“...”

Scarlett doesn't lie.

She is now colder than ever, and has a correspondingly hot anger inside her.

His fingers are in a position to cast magic at any time, as if he will not allow any more variables, and his eyes are constantly burning, reducing all the pain and sadness he experienced just a moment ago to anger.

So now there was really nothing left but Camellia's defeat.

But-

Even though she was bearing the brunt of the race leader's anger, Camellia's heart still did not break.

“... Still, no matter what happens, we can't leave monsters in the empire.”

“I don’t understand. Why are you so stubborn?”

“Because it has to be that way in order for the empire to continue as an empire.”

“Are you saying that you will not allow monsters to exist inside the empire that you Steyers have built, no matter what it takes? What you want is for the empire to prosper, centered around humans?”

“That’s right. So there is no need for monsters in the empire. And Scarlet Veil Blood. My ancestors may have been reluctant to accept your offer, but from the beginning you too were nothing more than a monster that ultimately had to be eliminated by human hands.”

Scarlett twitched her fingers for a moment at those words, but she soon held back, and Camellia's head did not fly off or anything.

Thanks to this, I wondered if the princess was going to die like this, and I thought that although I don't know how much life I have left, it may have been significantly shortened.

“They say the empire doesn't need monsters... But aren't there still many people like me in the empire besides me? Are you planning to kill them all? All the people of the empire who do not meet their standards?”

“If we want to create an ideal empire, we will have to do that someday.”

“In the first place, if that was the intention from the beginning, why did the empire accept people like me?”

“There was a need to develop strength. In order for the empire to prosper quickly, it was necessary to accept monsters and take the time to closely explore their power.”

“... So, you guys are just planning to come out and take advantage of us by any means necessary to move forward, and then kick us out?”

“Temporary mutual aid site. Scarlett, have you ever seen countries that promised eternal peace keep it until the end? no. no. This is the truth that history has repeated and taught to descendants, as any country eventually, after several generations, feuds again with the partner that promised peace, breaks the promise, and starts a war. Therefore, even if there will come a time when each side tries to subjugate the other, for its own prosperity, the empire can temporarily accept other races as equal citizens of the empire, no matter how far away from humans they appear. It would be better for us if they formed their own country again and did not try to fight the empire, but calmly integrated themselves completely into the empire and did not even think about rebelling anymore.”

“... Then, I will ask again. Camellia. I, too, say that I will live quietly here as an ordinary member of the empire, but as a vassal of the imperial family and the empire, I will become one of the vassals who can become the hidden power of the empire for the different races you want. Why? You don’t understand that?”

“That's because, unlike other races that have become docile by assimilating into the empire, you are an 'individual with too much power to possess as an individual' who can cause great damage to the empire if you change your mind at any time. So you are nothing more than a monster, a being who cannot be left in the position of a citizen of the empire. In an empire that is about to wage another war of conquest, having someone like you behind it is just a source of anxiety, so we are trying to exclude it.”

After talking to that point, Camellia and Scarlett glared at each other for a moment.

Instead of looking at each other, they were glaring at each other with eyes filled with as much hostility as they could show toward the other person.

So Scarlett-

He spoke to Camellia, whose face was almost in tears, and who barely separated her lips.

“... Why on earth do you have to do that? Is there no such thing as compromise? I, too, acknowledged the existence of the empire and even bowed my head. It was even accepted because your ancestor Stayer and other members of the previous royal family also understood it. But Camellia Schaden Steyer. A princess who takes on the name of Mortis. you are so weird Among the royal bloodlines I have seen so far, you are especially unique. You, the woman I am seeing now named Camellia Shaden Steyer, are working to create the empire that only you want, not the empire that Mortis wants for all the people of the empire.”

“...”

Monsters that could leave a huge scar on the empire if they started running rampant.

Camellia does not tolerate such monsters.

This is true even if they are beings that the empire previously accepted due to a coincidence of interests and are currently living as citizens of the empire.

Camellia pathologically tries to get rid of them.

Even if it means overdoing it, if an opportunity arises, take advantage of it.

But this division is what happened because they misjudged it.

I was captured, and she was furious for not being able to kill Scarlett.

And even at this moment, when the winner is clear to everyone, the Empire's second princess does not give up her opinion and tells Scarlett her theory -

She was trying to test the patience of the vampire's last show of mercy.

“... Kneel. Camellia.”

“I refuse.”

“There is still room for compromise.”

“I don’t have it.”

“... It happened in a moment. All you have to do is recite the promise. The Empire, and the Empire of the future, will no longer point its sword at Eched and Scarlet Veil Blood.”

“Unacceptable.”

“Do you think this can be solved by being stubborn? It's all over. Or do you have another plan to get rid of me? If so, bring it. You can wait until then.”

“...”

Now it's just stubbornness.

There is no way for Camellia to kill Scarlett anymore.

If you want to gather power, you can do it.

There are still many saints in Red Purge, and you can gather all of Rugal's remaining paladins and paladins, or order the Witches of the Blue Rose to cooperate and invite Lihier's Witch Hunters to join them.

In addition, you can assemble all of the empire's legions and even summon knights of flight.

But if that happens-

There is no back.

Using that method, Camellia might somehow be able to kill Scarlett.

However, after that, people doubt Camellia's abilities.

Even though Scarlett was one of the Empire's vassals who went beyond neutrality and pledged loyalty to the Empire, they suddenly became the Empire's all-out effort to kill her overnight.

It has been clear up until now that she, who endured the Great War with an excellent and steadfast attitude, is an excellent candidate to lead the empire by assisting the first prince in place of the ailing emperor, but is it still right to think that way after this?

'It will never happen like that. When Camellia calls, everything she wants will surely come. But that will be the first and last time. Moving the army was all possible as an agent of the emperor, and moving the religious denominations was possible because the interests of each denomination were well coordinated. No matter how much the imperial family is, if the vassals realize that Scarlett is simply using them as expendable items due to excessive self-righteousness, who would really want to entrust their future to the empire?'

So now,

'Checkmate.'

This was after the queen named Scarlett, who was on the opposite scale, captured all the chess pieces, including me, and put the king named Camellia in the corner.

So Scarlett, who knew that, quietly sentenced Scarlett to not give up until the end and grit her teeth to find a breakthrough.

“Now, it’s all over. Don't be stubborn. The second princess of the empire.”

        
            Camellia looks at Scarlett.

Everything is over.

All of Camellia's forces were trapped in a prison with a bulkhead where not a single ray of light shines, and her sword, Lee Rim, was also confined behind the lines.

Currently, all she has intact are a few royal family treasures that she kept on her body to protect herself in times of emergency.

And although those artifacts are priceless items, if you were to judge their value, they are valuable enough that if each were sold, you could build several grandiose fortresses in the border area with the money.

However, what Camellia possesses are artifacts to protect her own body.

There was no way Camellia could subdue Scarlett even if she used it right away.

However, the princess thought that Camellia was not finished yet.

'How to. Think of a way. Create variables and turn crises into opportunities. Just like the empire has done so far. Just as we have somehow overcome countless crises-'

Camellia is thinking about using that secret and thinking that if she takes action and saves Lee Rim, she might be able to create a situation where she can counterattack Scarlett again.

And Scarlett is trying to realize this to the woman who cannot face reality and tries to fight against her until the end.

“... Poor Camellia. If you are so stubborn and unwilling to give in, the only thing I can do is destroy your last hope.”

“...”

Camellia had no idea what Scarlett was talking about.

And Scarlett also does not say what action she will take from now on, but shows it through direct action.

Tick-

Scarlett's fingers move before her eyes.

The index finger was raised.

... Papa Papa Papa Papa Papa!

...

Just like that, spears made of blood and spears made of light were created.

The number of spears exceeded a few hundred or a thousand.

All of those things were floating in the air.

But when Camellia saw that, she couldn't help but have doubts.

'...Why aren't you aiming at me?'

Camellia thought that if it was Scarlett's method to use on her, if it was a spell cast to cause constant pain and break her will, then it was actually a good thing.

There are still artifacts hidden in her arms that can protect her body, and if the magic just cast is aimed at her, she can reflect it back at Scarlett and use that opportunity to rescue Lee Rim.

However, the problem was that the windows were all oriented in different directions.

Rather, there was nothing pointing towards Camellia.

That's why the princess felt suspicious after witnessing the spears created by Scarlett.

Scarlett then snapped her fingers again, changing the direction of the spears of light and spears of blood, making Camellia realize what she was about to do.

Perfect!

Whirririririk!

“...!!!”

“Have you noticed it now? Camellia? You made a huge mistake.”

What the two types of spears aim for is the prison of the bulkhead.

Inside, it is a sealed prison where there is no sound, let alone light, where the members of the church, the saints, and Lugia are imprisoned.

The people inside have no idea what kind of situation they are in now.

But Camellia was able to witness it clearly with her own eyes.

The spears were positioned close to the cramped box, ready to pierce the contents so that they could never escape.

“The people in there now must have been your precious weapons that you brought with you to punish me. They are each a valuable force of one denomination, and some have been pampering them for decades, citing a test of recognition that could have been accepted as normal. If I lose them all at once without being able to kill them here, I'll be in quite a bit of trouble. Right?”

Camellia could not deny Scarlett's words.

The people inside are valuable people, unlike the Thoroughbred Legion that she used to break through the black land and discarded because the balance of utility value was starting to tilt in the opposite direction.

Xian is a force and insider that cannot be lost.

The reason why Camellia can use a person as high as a Red Fudge saint as a spy is because if she loses her, it will be absolutely impossible to get a second spy who can do the same things she did, and the Red Fudge has a surprisingly strong internal bond. In the first place, there is no one else I can appease other than her.

The Imperial Sword Lugia is the same.

Having worked for the empire since before the birth of Camellia, he was the first demon to reach the imperial castle alone, and all he wanted was to be accepted as a citizen of the empire.

A ridiculous man who tried to persuade those who pointed a sword at him, but in the end he had no choice but to swing a sword for self-defense or avoid a fight and reached the imperial castle.

When Lugia reached the empire, Camellia had not yet been born, so the previous emperor, who had a soft heart despite his bulky body, was able to understand how sincerely Lugia wanted to become a citizen of the empire, but the vassals who argued harshly about Lugia's disposal Since he could not easily calm his anxiety, he gave him a 'test of recognition' as a compromise and used it as a sword to punish the enemies of the empire.

During the reign of Camellia, Lugia, along with Astesia, propagated that the empire was a country where even demons could be accepted as citizens of the empire as long as they truly pledged loyalty to the country, creating a stir among the lower-class demons within the demon territory. I intend to cause confusion, but for the sake of such future plans, I must not lose Lugia now.

“And here, your swordsman Lee Rim’s family. There are also people from the Deshade Church.”

Moreover, as Scarlett said, among other things-

It also contained the objects he had promised when accepting Lee Rim as his sword.

“...”

Scarlett pointed to the prison cells above.

This means that there are people from the Deshade Church in it.

So Camellia realized at that point that the situation was beyond hopeless.

The people inside the bulkhead prison chained above are the humans of the Deshade Church.

In terms of priority of importance, at first glance, it may be lower than Xian or Lugia.

However, what is inside it is not other humans, but humans she personally accepted by making a 'promise' with Lee Rim.

People who said they would protect themselves and the imperial family.

In order to use Irim as a sword, the humans said they would protect her at all costs.

So Camellia tolerated even if Thistle disobeyed her orders and even if Hwarim did not treat her with respect.

Punishing them would mean breaking the promise to Lee Rim.

That's a violation of the contract, a violation of one's own absolute rules, and an act of losing one's reputation.

'... damn.'

In the end, Camellia cursed inwardly.

And with the intention of putting an end to it, Scarlett took one last action while Camellia's eyes were tinged with despair.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Scarlett walked up to Lee Rim with her shoes clinking.

Quickly!

Soon, she got closer to Irim and lifted up the end of the chain that was binding Irim, who was tied up and kneeling, in her hand.

Irim, along with Xian, Lugia, and the Deshade Church, is imprisoned in front of the princess.

He is a bishop of the Deshade Church and a knight of the Empire's second princess, Camellia Schaden Steyer -

As Camellia's secret move, it was always on standby in her head, and it was her best weapon as it was put first in the formula for calculating odds and made it possible to plan everything up until now.

Sreuk-

Scarlett held the end of the chain and wrapped both her arms around Lee Rim's head, leading to the princess's weapon.

Camellia's knight approaches defenselessly but is unable to do anything.

Scarlett said that, deliberately touching Camellia's disgust.

“Camellia. Look at all these things. If I lift a finger, everyone in the prison dies. That's not all. Even your sword here could be locked away in Eched forever. Okay, then let me ask you again. Even if this happens, you won’t give in?”

Papdeuk-

Camellia noticed the taste of blood in her mouth.

But that's it.

As Scarlett said everything was over, the only thing Camellia could do now was hurt herself.

But actually-

actually-

In reality, there was one more thing she could do, but Camellia still thought she shouldn't use it.

‘This is me. Are you telling me to kneel? And in front of a monster?'

But reality is heartless.

The only action that Camellia can do in the current situation, an action that Scarlett will allow.

That made her immediately fall to her knees,

He admits to Scarlett that this was all a misjudgment,

From now on, the Empire promises that it will no longer use its sword against Scarlett's territory.

If you ask any official in the empire about the series of events, you will get the same answer from the officials who witnessed the current reality.

'Kneel, kneel.'

If a defeat of this magnitude could be ended by paying just that much, it was a natural choice to make, even if there was no book on the art of war here in the empire that was said to be a must-read for all the monarchs from generation to generation.

However, Camellia's knees do not bend easily.

It wasn't because she was a princess.

It wasn't because Camellia Schaden Steyer was just one person.

she is-

He knew that if he knelt, it would mean 'the empire would kneel,' so he never tried to do that.

'Some people might think this is just a one-time thing. But this one time will become a second time, a third time, and with that, the empire will bow down forever.'

Rather than being proud, I try not to give in because I foresee everything that will happen in the future.

Camellia believes that no matter what happens, she must win against Scarlett right now.

Although reality continues to suggest that this is impossible.

so-

Camellia is finished,

I realized defeat and realized it.

The defeat of ‘humans’.

That the human power of today cannot defeat the monster in front of us.

and-

Not yet. In order to kill a ‘monster’, you have to use the ‘monster’s’ power.

In order to kill the monster named Scarlett, you must release a monster that can rival her.

        
            “... I guess I’ve finally put it down.”

I, too, felt Camellia's mood change at the sound of Scarlett's voice.

The atmosphere inside her that was constantly churning eventually began to subside.

At the same time-

“... I understand.”

...Thump-

Camellia gave up.

I kneel on the cold floor.

The princess.

The actual leader of the empire.

“My defeat. Scarlet Veil Blood.”

admitted defeat.

Camellia is looking at me.

When I looked at her face, I automatically felt devastated.

She put defeat into her mouth with empty eyes and an expression of utmost despair.

“Everything was my misjudgment, and this will be remembered as something that cannot be undone.”

At the same time, I could still see Scarlett because she had her arms around my head and her face was close to me.

The corners of Scarlett's mouth went up, albeit only slightly, when she saw that.

‘You think you won. I actually won.'

Although there were crises, Scarlett ultimately achieved everything she wanted.

And it will probably continue in the future.

Because she is the squire.

It is a being that the world has given power to, and a being that must fulfill its duty of protection.

Scarlett will not hesitate to use her power against anyone who tries to interfere with her duty of protection.

'Defeat. okay. I'm defeated. We lost. I also thought about a lot of things, but in the end, they all came to nothing. The princess, me, and the Heavenly Demons all lost to Scarlett.'

Nothing could reach it.

There are many variables, and we can make excuses that they clashed in the wrong direction, but what is certain is that Scarlett succeeded in carrying out her will in the end, and we failed.

I thrust my sword at the child to inform him of his mistake.

To put an end to the pity of the leader, the Heavenly Demons used martial arts.

Believing that the monster must eventually be killed, Camellia moved.

But all was out of reach, and Scarlett returned to her original role as guardian.

In front of such a guardian, Camellia declared.

“I promise. The Empire will no longer aim its sword at Scarlet Veilblood.”

“... You made a good decision. So, I will also make a promise. Suzerain Scarlet Veil Blood will continue to quietly protect this territory as a loyal subject of the empire, just as he has done so far.”

The head of the vampire clan receives a promise from the princess of the empire.

There will be no violation of this.

Both are people who know how serious and weighty the responsibilities that come with a position mean.

So Camellia stood up.

While fully acknowledging his defeat.

But the two of them-

It was quite different from before this incident.

“... Yes. The empire... the humans- I mean.”

Camellia's eyes are not looking at us.

Her eyes were looking down at the floor, but I thought it was simply because she couldn't overcome her anger and shame.

I couldn't help but think that way, because Scarlett next to me didn't seem to be completely relieved even though she had finally received the promise she wanted from Camellia and the Empire, so I had no choice but to pay attention to that.

Camellia, who knelt down and declared the Empire's absolute inviolability toward Eched, asked Scarlett to release the hostages.

“... Okay. Now go back. Camellia Shaden Steyer.”

“Release those captured immediately. Scarlet Veil Blood.”

“I’m sorry, but it’s impossible right now. Of course, that doesn't mean I'm going to break the agreement. The restraints will be released. I will release it, but it will take time to release it. I'll send one person away every half day. You should go back to the capital first and take care of your duties as princess?”

“...”

Scarlett then responded to Camellia that she would release the hostages, but that she would take her time.

That was clearly not an attitude that would be seen as an absolute being.

'Is Scarlett afraid now?'

If Scarlett's attitude before was to take her time, show mercy, and release everyone on the spot, now it feels like she is slightly intimidated.

By freeing all the prisoners at once, just in case, just in case, Camellia breaks the agreement she made as the princess of the empire and attacks him again on the spot in order to prevent her from doing so.

'Are you sure. Scarlett is scared now. This is not an attitude of being relaxed and thinking that no matter how many times you do the same thing to Camellia as the absolute leader, the result will be the same, as an absolute ruler, it is an attitude of making decisions with more fear and caution.'

Camellia once again embarrassed me by acting differently than I expected.

“... Got it.”

“... What?”

“The winner is you. He replied, “Do whatever you want.” If so, are there any other issues that could be raised?”

“... No. no. None.”

The princess finished her speech by calmly answering Scarlett.

It was an unexpected action even for Scarlett, and she was unable to hide her obvious embarrassment.

“... If you can convince me, I'd be grateful. So, shall we stop at this point where we meet each other face to face? First of all, I'll send you downstairs first.”

Still, you have to do what you have to do.

Perfect!

Scarlett, who looked embarrassed for a moment, immediately snapped her fingers and created a magic circle at Camellia's feet.

This is to move Camellia two tiers lower, to where the entrance is.

The moment the magic circle created to send Camellia to Eched's main gate begins to glow, and the princess standing above it is engulfed in light -

Sigh-

Startle!

Only I was able to witness Camellia's last appearance, which the tired-looking Scarlett was unable to see because she was busy paying attention to her surroundings for a moment, and her face with an eerie smile on her face.

Faaah!

“...”

Soon, Camellia is engulfed in light and disappears completely, and Scarlett looks back.

From now on, just as he promised Camellia, he has to deal with the people still hanging from the ceiling and me, who insulted him.

He planned to punish those who disobeyed him and send out those who followed Camellia's orders in order, counting time.

but-

Scarlett was at her limit.

She was exhausted.

I could no longer maintain the imitation of a dignified monarch before me.

“... Just a little, just a little-”

... Shake it off!

Scarlett mutters to herself and collapses on the spot.

Even though I'm looking at her.

“...”

Soon Scarlett collapsed in place, brought her knees together, wrapped her arms around them, and buried her face.

I was able to look at her right next to me.

she is,

Scarlett,

A being with the appearance of a child,

He looked tired.

He looked haggard.

After finishing everything and taking a brief rest, she was embracing her sadness, and fear was also present in the small circle made by her small arms.

It looked so shabby.

Although she is a great being, the head of the family, at that moment she just appears to be a weak, ordinary person.

so I,

Even though she was a different person, I spoke to her as if I were talking to Peria when she was depressed without realizing it.

“... weren’t you scared?”

“...”

“It must have been painful. The first death I experienced was similar to real death.”

“... Shut up.”

Scarlett scolds me.

But the voice was weak.

“I know. Because dying hurts. I'm scared of being sick, and I'm so scared that I don't want to go through it anymore.”

“... I told you to shut up.”

“So, I have experienced many more deaths than you, and I am trying to prevent such a situation from occurring. I'm trying to create an environment where no one can touch me.”

“... Ha- I can't even rest comfortably.”

“But you know what? Simply having strong power has its limits.”

Scarlett looked genuinely annoyed, but when I heard what I said later, her head slightly tilted to the left and she started looking at me with one eye.

And I don't miss it and continue.

“It’s still like that. Scarlett, you ended up winning this time, but what happened along the way? What do you think would have happened if the Heavenly Demons hadn't stopped, if they hadn't made the slightest mistake?”

“...”

“He must have died. extinction of existence. It's over when you've exhausted all your magical power to the point where you can no longer be revived.”

“... So what was I supposed to do?”

“It means that you had to know how to get along with others.”

“What does that mean?”

Scarlett frowned, but did not stop looking this way.

So the fact that she started listening to me was definitely a positive sign.

“The reason you were in danger was because you were alone.”

“Do not distort. That's absolutely not the case. The reason I was in danger this time was simply because I let my guard down.”

“No. I'm sure that's not the case. Because I have seen many beings. I've seen devils, I've seen giants, and I've met many other people. What is certain is that most of the beings I met were the same as you or were in a similar environment.”

“...”

I didn't lie.

The demons were alone in the sanctuary, the ancient beings in the Forest of Illusion were alone, and the giant Sotok was alone except for the beasts he raised.

The strong are strong, and because they are strong, they become lonely.

However, that solitude is not inevitable; it is an environment created by oneself.

Loneliness created by not being able to get along with others because he could not shake off the arrogance that naturally comes with power.

Scarlett didn't realize that, and didn't know what was wrong with only expressing her own opinions when dealing with others.

She doesn't even know, because she skipped an important step in her childhood and instantly awakened as a perfect being.

“Scarlet, do you really think that if you hadn’t let your guard down, if you had been stronger than you are now, something like this wouldn’t have happened again?”

“Isn’t that obvious? If I were a being much closer to perfection than I am now, anyone would have bowed their head in fear as soon as they saw me. You wouldn’t have done anything to disobey me.”

“But you don’t want that.”

“... Why do you think that?”

“If that were the case, you wouldn’t have treated us kindly. Even if someone comes into the castle, is there any reason to show them a favor? no. doesn't exist. It would be nice to make them realize the difference in power and obey them as soon as they make eye contact. But there's only one reason you didn't do it.”

“... What is that?”

“That’s because you wanted the favor of others.”

This is just my prediction, but I definitely think this is correct.

Scarlett is not a person who enjoys solitude.

He took pity on those who came to his castle and gave them strength.

He showed friendliness to Ingrid, who received his blood.

He tried to bring happiness to those who came to his castle.

It is clear that this was an arbitrary action.

But these were actions born out of her own desires, and when I delved into the end, I realized that they were definitely actions that Scarlett did because she truly wanted to talk to others and build relationships.

So I-

In order to teach Scarlett how to get along with others, I wanted to listen to her story.

“Scarlet. tell me Why are you trying so hard to be the squire and guardian?”

Then Scarlett-

After thinking for a while, I opened my dry lips.

And then, slowly, he begins to reveal his true feelings.

“Me-”

“Yes.”

“There are people who believe in me.”

“... Yes.”

“So I have to do it.”

“... Yes.”

“Because everyone, everyone in this kingdom, sacrificed for me.”

Scarlett, who was beginning to be persuaded by my heart, hugged her knees in front of me and placed her hand on my head.

“... Rather than saying it, it would be quicker to show it in person.”

“...”

“... Can I?”

“If it doesn’t hurt.”

Soon after I gave permission, Scarlett stroked my cheek instead of answering.

Then my eyes gradually closed on their own, as if I was falling into sleep.

She began to show me her memories of the day she ‘completed her awareness as a squire.’

        
            In the upper echelon of Eched, the entire power of the empire was restrained by Scarlett, and the princess finally knelt before Scarlett.

In Eched's underground, the underground's own desperation was waging a fierce battle against brainwashed faith.

“Paladin! Even if it’s us, we can’t take this anymore!”

“Yes! When you come back to your senses, I will preach! I will never let this go!”

Vincent throws his sword at Gaia's paladin, and Linai stabs him with his baton.

Don't put your hands inside.

The opponent is Gaia's paladin.

I could tell because they were two people who had been watching him from behind his back for several months.

Vincent is using the growth he has achieved while repeatedly attacking the heart of the cult with his paladins to restore the spirit of his former comrade.

He swings the sword clad in magical power using the anomalous sword techniques he learned from his teacher, the Longsword, and the way he deals with overwhelmingly strong men, which he learned from Legion Commander Helias, and barely avoids being hit directly by the Paladin.

Linai is also a goddess of Gaia, and being a priest is not a position that is inherently forward.

However, she also learned how to naturally protect herself by following Vincent and Paladin, constantly dealing with the rough arms and sharp weapons of the cultists, and even reanimated corpses.

And lastly, Linai and Vincent are people who have seen Gaia's Paladin longer and closer than anyone else, so they understand all of his habits and fighting methods, which is why they were able to endure until now.

So once again, Vincent's sword, with its unwavering magical power on the blade, stabbed into the Paladin's shoulder without hesitation, and Linai's baton, wrapped in Haeju's magic, stabbed between his eyes.

but-

There is a limit to what two people can do.

In the first place, Gaia's Paladin was a Paladin who, even without the two of them, could have defeated all of the heretics in the Kingdom Alliance by himself if someone had leaked information.

Whilick-

Quaaaang!

“Ugh...!”

“Sigh!”

Gaia's paladin swung the iron cross in response to the two men's attack.

Vincent's sword bounced off an iron cross swung horizontally and was hit in the side by a series of kicks. After being kicked by the paladin, he followed the old longsword's words and flew away with more shock than if he had been hit head-on while fighting a golem alone. It swept all the way to Linai and fell against one wall.

But Gaia's Paladin did not stop there.

In the first place, his fighting method was generally one of forceful blows or swinging a mace.

There was a reason why he decided to blow Vincent and Linai away rather than punching them and killing them for sure.

“At one time- No. To those who are clearly your colleagues even now, are you confident that you will be so cold-hearted and not regret it later?”

Immediately after Vincent and Linai disappeared before the eyes of Gaia's Paladin, the Ant Beast Paladin attacked with a large body that I couldn't understand how they had hidden themselves.

It wasn't just any Paladin, but Aleph, the Paladin Lord of Rugal, made a strong claim, and Gaia's Paladin took it head on.

Kwaaa!!!

The Paladin clearly blocked Aleph's fist.

To be precise, Enin, who was looking at the fists thrown by the two, would say that they were canceled out rather than blocked.

Aleph's force is a powerful fist that can make even giants step back and shatter arm bones from the inside.

“I will admit it. Your faith is also real.”

However, Gaia's Paladin was also formidable.

In the catacombs of pagans that Gaia's paladins have destroyed, creatures of hell comparable to giants also lurk.

So the goal of both people was the same.

Gaia's Paladin collided with Aleph's fist and tried to break his arm to gain the upper hand, and Aleph also collided with Gaia's Paladin's fist and tried to render one of his arms incapable of fighting.

but,

The damage, although minor, was on Aleph's side.

‘This is a big problem. Although head-to-head combat is my only fighting method, I never thought I would be overpowered.'

Unlike Gaia's Paladin, who felt no pain at all even after fists collided, Aleph felt a slight discomfort in his arm.

That was not a good sign, and he predicted that if Aleph started to engage in a fierce battle with his opponent like he usually did, Gaia's Paladin would also respond, and if that happened, he would definitely be the one to fall first.

Still, unlike Gaia's Paladin, he is not alone, so there is no need to risk it.

“But you are a paladin with true faith. So please wake up. Your faith now has a completely different person as its master. Please realize that.”

Boom!

Kwaaa!!!

After one collision, Aleph steps back after finishing Ita's attack with another strong fist.

Gaia's Paladin realized that Aleph was losing the battle of power, albeit a slight one, and immediately tried to chase after him, but soon a small knight jumped out from right behind Aleph's back.

And the article-

“...!”

Gaia's Paladin was also the enemy he was most wary of among the enemies currently fighting him underground in Eched.

“You two are doing that! Please stop and come to your senses! Paladin!!!”

Buuung!

Kaaa!!!

Beetle-

Bleep!

As Ennin's anvil violently cuts through the wind and strikes the Paladin's helmet, the Paladin loses his balance and falls to one knee.

Two rounds of paint.

Vincent and Linai blocked Gaia's Paladin's view, and Aleph came out from behind and attacked.

Gaia's Paladin, who received it, hurriedly tried to chase down Aleph, who was trying to retreat, but this time, Enin was waiting behind him.

This was due to narrow vision.

He wears a red helmet with very small eye holes created by Scarlett's power, and the Iron Cross, which can be used as both an attack and a shield, is certainly a good weapon, but it is a weapon that further limits the already narrow viewing angle.

So, if it were Lee Rim, he would now be wearing the helmet that was included when summoning Deshade's armor, but he would grumble as usual and say that this is why he would rather not wear the helmet.

Bleep-

“...”

Even though Paladins are called a separate race, not human, by other races, the basis that forms the basis is Gaia's Paladin, which is a human body.

Gaia's Paladin, whose helmet was hit by Ennin's anvil and whose semicircular canals were temporarily greatly shaken, tried to stand up again several times, but was unable to succeed.

“... Vincent!”

“Yes! Now is your chance!”

So, Vincent and Linai, who saw this, were blown away to a place where there was a wall in the distance, and for a moment, they started running towards Aleph again.

It was a clear gap, and when Aleph saw Gaia's Paladin staggering in front of her, unable to regain his balance, he immediately thought that this gap was enough to end his life.

But instead, he deliberately made way for the two of them.

“Paladin! Please, please realize that we are here!”

“Please come to your senses! That's not Gaia!”

Sigh!

Wow!

Vincent wearily grabbed Paladin's arm and-

Linai hugs Paladin's neck and sheds tears.

This isn't the first time.

They had already approached Paladin several times in this way whenever an opportunity arose.

My clothes are covered in blood as my wounds bleed, my armor is broken and distorted to the point where it is no longer able to function properly, and I feel so many types of pain throughout my body that I no longer know what is causing it, but I ignore it.

No matter how much he pushes him away, no matter how hurt he is, the two do not give up and try to regain the spirit of the Paladin they embraced until the end.

Aleph was trying to decide again what to do with Gaia's Paladin if he failed again, but when he saw the two people, he thought that if that was the case, he should give them another chance.

Enin is also nervous that Gaia's Paladin might harm the two, but sheds tears from inside his helmet and prays that their hearts will reach out to him.

When everyone was working hard in the basement of Eched-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

In Eched's basement, there was a 'witch' slowly wandering around making the sound of shoe heels, not the sound Scarlett makes.

“There must be a ‘punishment’ here.”

The witch's name is Longena.

When she was active 30 years ago, people called her the Bug Witch, and she herself liked that name.

The witch with such a name, the Bug Witch, quickly called the Named Witch, is currently looking for a bee.

To be exact, a ‘monster’ in the shape of a bee.

There wasn't such a complicated reason.

The witch ‘died’ once 30 years ago.

Lihere's Witch Hunters and the Imperial Sword Lugia pointed their swords at her.

From the witch's perspective, she still couldn't figure out why they pursued her so viciously and killed her.

However, the Witch Hunters who killed her and Lugia still haven't forgotten about her.

To be exact, it's not that I don't want to forget, but Longena was the one who caused quite the most terrible disasters among witches, so that no matter what I did, I couldn't forget.

Longena, the witch of bugs.

The witch of 50 years ago went through a time when she did not yet realize that she was a witch.

Longena was a child with a bright personality.

And she was also an innocent child who had affection for everything in the world.

The child was born like that and grew up like any other child, but suddenly he realized something strange.

'Why do people hate bugs so much? To me, bugs and other animals all look equally cute, but it's really strange.'

As a child, she couldn't understand why people were particularly disgusted by bugs.

In reality, the reason is that insects often come and bite quietly without being noticed by people, damage crops, and have a disgusting appearance.

But Longena didn't know that, and instead of understanding other people's thoughts, she just thought in one direction like a child.

'okay. 'If people hate bugs, let me love them more as much as they hate them!'

A child's brain can barely think that much.

Born as the daughter of a slightly wealthy merchant family, she is an optimistic child who can get most of what she wants.

And a girl who was not afraid of bugs and was so compassionate that she decided to treat them with more affection than others.

and-

She is actually a child who has the potential to become a witch and was born somewhere in the world as soon as a witch died and 'inherited it'.

like that-

...Keee!

Longena used childlike thinking as a starting point, and a six-pointed star, which only witches can see, appeared in her eyes and awakened her.

        
            Although she was from a wealthy merchant family, the merchant's wife was weak, so the merchant's owner received help from Red Fudge several times before finally obtaining a cute, precious girl.

On a certain day, Longena realized that she was a witch, and from that day when she decided to do so at a young age, she began to love bugs especially.

Eventually, the bugs that felt her love slowly flocked to her.

entire.

Without distinction.

A bug without intelligence, or a bug with intelligence.

From those with legs to those without.

There are only those with wings and bugs with thorns.

From insects so large that they are invisible to the human eye to bugs that can destroy huge castles.

If scholars summarize the phenomenon in one word -

It is a phenomenon called ‘attraction’.

Ordinary witches constantly search to get what they want and experiment without paying any attention to others around them, which leads to disaster, but Longena went the wrong way.

In addition to her obsession as a witch, she had an innate talent that was unrelated to her destiny, so she attracted bugs simply by loving them, and the bugs bowed to her.

That is how the bug witch was born.

And in order to ensure that the bugs he loves and love him do not starve, Longena is willing to-

First, he gave food to his family, everything from above, and the city where he was born.

And it just continued.

A bug witch who constantly moves to love bugs.

Insects surround her and support her as a queen.

Longena loved bugs, and the bugs loved Longena.

An army of bugs and a witch who leads them.

No one could stop it.

The only thing left behind after the swarm of bugs is swept away is inorganic matter that none of the bugs in the army can digest.

So the witch was very happy-

That is why Longena and his army of bugs, who had been sweeping the entire empire for 10 years, were killed by the Witch Hunters and the sword of the Empire, Lugia.

And she who was murdered-

She was 'resurrected' once again by the will of the bugs she loved.

Wiggle-

“... Ah, yes. thank you. It's over there.”

Soon, Longena remembered how he, who had once died, was able to live again in this world, and with the help of a bug squirming in his head, he found the huge iron door in Eched's basement where Hachi was sleeping.

And started walking towards that direction.

To be precise, it imitates walking.

In fact, the current Longena is not Longena.

In fact, the soul of Longena, who was the real bug witch, has disappeared, and the bugs under her command are just reproducing her appearance, voice, and way of thinking by combining them from what they remembered.

So a witch is not actually a witch.

Still, when compared to Longena in life, it looks exactly the same without any changes in its cells, so we have no choice but to call it Longena.

In a word, the current Longena is-

‘The witch of counterfeiting’ formed by a collection of insects.

The bugs that succeeded in reproducing Longena continued with the next thought.

It's a quest for defeat.

The bugs that make up the Longena of Forgery do not have a separate commander, but they communicate their will to each other, exchange it, and then unite to unify their opinions.

The action they arrived at at the end of that process.

The bugs thought that the revived Longena should be prevented from dying again.

So they decided that the cause of the defeat was that they were too weak and that Longena was dead.

So, they decided to ask for help from a being with greater power to protect Longena, and from a bug-like being who would share their cause -

There, the opinion about 'Hachi' sleeping underground in Eched was the opinion of a ground dog who had been living near the black earth for several hundred years.

Eventually, according to the adopted opinion, the bugs that created the witch of forgery moved again after 30 years with the revived Longena.

It ate all living things in its path and bit other nearby bugs to find a safe way to reach Eched.

The problem was that the bugs had reached the border of the black earth and Longena could not find a way to get into Eched, but that was also solved.

The bugs that made up Longena tried to create a path for the corpses for Longena to reach Eched, even if in the worst case, their entire army was consumed, but someone had already done that first.

“Thanks to you, I came here comfortably. I don't know who it was, but it looks like they had the same thoughts as us.”

While he was worried, Longena comfortably passed the bloody path made up of the corpses of the Thoroughbred Legion, a path created by someone who acted first.

Soon he reached the main gate of Eched, and Longena briefly observed the situation inside with the help of winged insects, and then secretly entered the interior of the castle through the main gate at a time when he thought it was safest.

Longena and the bugs who quietly entered Eched thus carefully passed the fight between Enin and the Paladins and finally found the underground iron door where Hachi was sealed.

Although there was a fierce confrontation in the underground and upper levels of Eched, Longena was able to reach this place because each party was extremely careful and cautious of the other.

Kkkk-

“We finally arrived. I can tell. Is there a child named Hachi in here?”

In this way, the bug witch was able to open the underground iron door and go inside without anyone interfering.

“Uhm... But I came this far... It's a big deal.”

However, as Longena had hoped, she soon saw Hachi with her own eyes in the huge cavity inside the iron gate, and although all the bugs that made up her body were able to recognize Hachi, she was once again in trouble.

“It’s hot. This may be beyond what I can do.”

with a splash!

Cheee...

What came into Longena's sight was Hachi submerged in lava.

As there were many bugs seeing lava for the first time, one bravely tried to fly towards Hachi and convey her wishes, but of course, its wings burned in an instant and it fell into the lava and burned to death.

Therefore, in order for Longena to talk to Hachi, Longena himself had to get closer, or Hachi had to coordinate his consciousness with Longena.

However, as soon as Longena entered, Hachi only looked at her and did not join in her consciousness.

Longena didn't understand that.

All of the bugs she had found so far, or the bugs that came to her, all sympathized with her consciousness.

However, Hachi pretends not to notice and ignores even though he, the witch of bugs, approached her.

And there was actually a good reason for that.

Although he only takes the form of a bee, Hachi's true identity is a being that cannot be compared to anything like a small creature.

In reality, it is a monster that was born at the cost of the lives of countless creatures through the Heavenly Destiny Magic demonstrated by the King of Wizards of the Ancient Kingdom, but has not yet been completed according to the original intention of birth due to Scarlet's seal.

Even though Longena is a being loved by all beings who are distinguished by their appearance as insects due to their innate talent, it did not apply to Hachi because although Longena only has the appearance of a bee, its basis is of a different class.

Still, Longena was not without a solution.

“So, if you want to attract this child, you have to touch it yourself...”

The only way to talk to Hotch was different from that of regular bugs, but the bug witch knew of other methods as well.

And the method is simple.

All you have to do is reach it.

All you have to do is touch the body submerged in lava and plant a tiny bug into Hachi's body.

With that alone, Longena can dominate Hachi.

No matter how great Hachi is, since he takes on the appearance of a bee, which is a type of insect, if one of the numerous sympathizer bugs in Longena's body burrows into Hachi's head and takes mental control, Hachi becomes a monster only for Longena, unable to disobey her orders.

However, the problem is that there is no way to do anything about the natural and artificial barriers surrounding Hachi with Longena's current power.

“Is one lava and the other a protective magic?”

The natural barrier was beyond the feeling of strength surrounding Hachi's lower body, and the lava was hot enough to vaporize anything that came near it.

Since most things burn as soon as they get close to it, in fact, among the bugs that currently make up Longena's body, those with weak fire resistance have already died out, and other bugs soon fill the empty space.

And the artificial barrier is a magical barrier, and Scarlett's sealing magic linked to the Eched that was hung to seal Hachi was still intact even after the Eched was shaken several times.

“... It's difficult. Really.”

Thanks to this, Longena could not hastily reach out.

Longena, the witch of bugs, is a witch, but she has few magic skills that she knows how to use.

Most magic uses insect magic instinctively, or replaces it with the power of higher-level insects that can perform magic and curses on their own.

Therefore, the witch's skills were overwhelmingly insufficient to break the protective magic linked to Scarlett and her castle, which was a deterrent created by the world from the beginning solely to seal Hachi.

And while she was worrying about those reasons,

“Do you think you need something?”

Someone's voice came from behind Longena.

“... Who?”

Longena looked back.

And at the same time that the witch of forgery recognized the presence of the woman who appeared from behind her, several of the bugs that made up her body communicated to her.

‘The thing in front of you is the princess of the empire.’

“... You must be... Camellia, Shaden, Stayer.”

“Do you know me?”

“Yes.”

“Then the story will be faster.”

The bugs that made up Longena recognized that she was a member of the imperial family that was much higher than Witch Hunter and Lugia, members of the empire that killed her, and came to the conclusion that she should be killed immediately.

However, Camellia proposed to Longena faster than that.

“I don’t know who you are. Not only do I not know, I have no intention of knowing in the future.”

“... So?”

“But, I have a vague idea of what you are trying to do.”

While Longena was hesitating, Camellia took something out of her pocket and held it out.

“This is the royal family’s memorial. It's a B-Boy that protects your body for one minute no matter what, whether it's a shock or magic. I will give you this as a gift.”

Camellia took out the royal family's treasure trove from her bosom and held it out to Longena, not thinking it was a waste at all. Longena, who was thinking about how to get closer to Hachi, saw the treasure trove and immediately realized that she could do it if she had it. I remembered something.

1 min.

1 minute is enough.

All you have to do is to approach Hachi without melting into the lava, raise your hand, and let a small bug infiltrate Hachi into the witch's hands.

'Did you offer this to me because you knew I was hesitating? 'You know right away what to do?'

So of course I had no choice but to be suspicious.

The princess of the empire has no reason to help herself.

Even Longena knows Hachi’s power.

The insects that make up her and continue to share opinions and unite thought that in order to prevent Longena from dying again, they must obtain absolute power as much as possible, and after careful consideration, this is Hachi.

However, Camellia was now offering to help with her own hands in awakening such a monster, a monster that could destroy even the empire if it were awakened.

After a while, Longena looked at the princess for a while and held out her hand.

'... doesn't care. It seems like there is a consensus of understanding. If you offer help, I will accept it.'

There is no reason not to accept the offer of help free of charge without any conditions.

Even if there were conditions, Longena planned to kill Camellia as soon as he accepted the artifact.

In any case, the empire was something that had already killed her once, so of course for the revived Longena, who wanted to continue living and loving bugs, the empire was something that had to disappear.

“Good. Give it to me.”

So Longena opened her hands.

“... I hope you achieve what you want.”

There, just as she had said, Camellia placed the royal family's sad news in Longena's wide open hands.

like that-

As soon as the royal family's secret was in his hands, Longena tried to kill Camellia-

Camellia looked at Longena, who came close to receive the news of the royal family's death, and spoke clearly so that he could be heard.

“No. It's not something you wish for, you just have to do it. I will do it.”

... pop!

With that, Longena's hostility towards Camellia completely disappeared.

She fell in love with Camellia's eyes, voice, appearance, atmosphere, everything, and accepted her orders as something that had to be carried out 'of course'.

...Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Longena, who was dazed after receiving the sad news, turned around and began to approach Hachi.

There is no time to kill the princess.

'Camellia' clearly told her to get Hachi in her hands.

So Longena is moving to carry out orders.

Camellia looks at it from behind.

“... Yes. Then that's it.”

The Empire's second princess confronted Scarlett in the upper echelons of Eched, and eventually came down after swearing that the 'Empire' would no longer threaten Scarlett.

In order to keep her promise to Scarlett, Camellia came down to the basement to beat her in a different way than the 'Empire', and just in time, there was an appropriate errand boy, which saved her trouble.

The method chosen by Princess Camellia, who was no longer able to attack Scarlet with the 'Empire' after making a promise, was none other than -

The plan was to hit a ‘monster’ with a ‘monster’.

Originally, he had planned to avoid Scarlett's eyes and awaken the underground monster to attack Scarlett, but with that in mind, he came across an appropriate piece of chess in the basement.

Camellia descended underground in search of monsters with a burning desire for revenge, and through a combination of coincidences, she discovered Longena, a witch who was a collection of bugs, each of which was insignificant no matter how many people gathered together.

So Camellia left the next work to the bug witch and left the castle.

Quietly without anyone noticing.

Stepping on the body of Thoroughbred Legion and going outside of Eched.

A time lag bomb was planted in the basement of Scarlett's Castle that could lift the seal protecting the monster.

“Obviously, as you said, this time it is my loss. Scarlet Veil Blood.”

Camellia, who soon set foot on the green meadow outside the border, beyond the black earth, looked behind her and said.

“So, you will have to use some strength. Guardian who has been promised inviolability by me. Let's face your archenemy alone, without the help of the empire.”

        
            “Hey- can you hear me? Is there anyone?!”

Eila screamed in the dark space.

But there was no answer back.

No sound goes out or comes in at all.

The voice I made was immediately blocked by the wall.

Even because the space was small, voices did not resonate or echo.

An enclosed space.

For her, an elf whose sense organs are twice as good as other people's, this prison of bulkheads is a very painful space.

The unpleasant sensation of your entire body sticking to the cold wall even when you bend your back and lower your head.

'Are there any gaps at all?'

Aila tried to think about how much her situation could be improved in such a terrible prison and whether there was any more crisis than this.

So, the only thing to shout about and judge is the current situation.

First of all, if it's just this much, it's surprisingly okay.

‘I can breathe easier. 'There will be no death from suffocation.'

It was a prison made of tight partition walls tightening from all directions without a single hole, but there was enough oxygen.

At least it didn't seem like he would die from not being able to breathe, and other than that, there were no threatening elements in the prison.

But that's it.

Even if Eila is fine up to this point, she feels that if the next step is reached and the bulkhead becomes tighter than it is now, then she won't be able to do anything.

'I can't swing a weapon. Beyond that, I can't move my body at all. Then, should I try using magic instead?'

At first, I thought about chanting attack magic even though I wasn't familiar with it.

However, the thought of using magic to destroy the box from the inside was soon abandoned because I remembered that using magic in such a small place would be suicidal.

'it's okay. Still, it doesn't mean it's still impossible.'

Still, there is still a glimmer of hope.

That was when she had not yet been imprisoned in the prison of the bulkhead, when the Heavenly Demons and the people of Camellia were about to collide in the banquet hall, when the voices of the race runners were heard and the sight darkened.

Pot!

'what? 'What happened?'

When her vision went dark, Aila immediately focused all her attention on the elf's ears, which could be said to be the best of her sense organs.

OK-

In place of the invisible eyes, the ears heard everything.

Irim and the others each shouted something at the sudden situation where their vision darkened and the prison walls of the bulkhead began to approach them, but everyone who thought their voice was not coming out thought that the sound had been blocked and made a different decision.

But Aila was different.

Aila focused her ears to the limit until the prison of the bulkhead completely confined her in a form of airtightness, and although it was mostly subtle hints, she succeeded in fully grasping how the situation was going.

The reason why this was possible was because the magic that Scarlett, who had reconstructed her body, was able to immediately use to restrain and isolate the people in the banquet hall at the fastest speed was not magic that completely blocks the senses necessary for perception, but magic that is one level lower than that. Because it was a magic that lowered the performance of human sense organs.

Unlike other people whose poor hearing suddenly deteriorated to the point where they could not even hear their own voices, Aela, who possessed the sense organs of an elf, quickly felt boxes and chains moving to isolate individuals. -

At the moment before everyone was completely isolated by the bulkhead, Aela used magic.

So that we can be together forever.

So as not to tolerate separation.

Silently spin out the thread of life.

It is impossible for anything to break a bond filled with heart.

[Rosette]

Aila was able to resist Scarlett, who attacked the banquet hall, for only two seconds.

The magic used by Aela, who made the most of those two seconds and performed a high-speed chant that had never been done before, was not magic to destroy the prison of the bulkhead that was coming towards her.

The power of the bulkhead approaching her was magic powered by the magic power used by the leader, and it was magic achieved by using Eched's structure, which Eila thought was solid as soon as she got close and raised her hand while wandering underground with Ruba.

So what Aila chose was-

[... ah- ah- can you hear? I can hear? Everyone? It’s Aila!]

A magic thread is attached to each member of the religious order imprisoned in each prison just before they are isolated, and this is a relay magic to later convey their voices.

[Are you done? It's okay, right? Can everyone hear?! Then, from now on, listen carefully to what I say and follow me!]

Inside the dark bulkhead, in a narrow space where she couldn't even see her own fingers, Aila stretched out all the fingers of her hand, touched the tips of her middle and ring fingers to her thumb, and then brought them to her mouth. The words she said in her head were the magic she had attached. It is delivered to everyone through the thread.

[Make your fingers like foxes! And if you put it to your mouth and think of what you want to say in your head, you will be able to say it!]

[... Is it like this? Can you hear me?]

[... -Are you excited? Can you hear me? Are you all okay?]

The voices of Hwarim and Astesia were heard first, understanding what type of hand shape Aila was talking about.

What you hear again afterwards is the sound of the rest of the people.

[... Hopes have not been dashed yet. thank you Ayla.]

[Ah~ What! I'm glad Thistle seems to be okay too! And you have to do this before you can introduce yourself as an elf anywhere! Hee hee hee hee!]

[... This is Lugia. Safe.]

[huh? Who is Lugia? Hey, Thistle! Is there a strange person intruding into our conversation?]

[... Addendum. Ayla. The voice from before was that of Imperial Sword Lugia, a demon who came with us to protect the princess.]

[ah! He was the man who placed the pillar on the grand staircase! ... And, it wasn't Thistle who just said, but... who was it?]

[... I am Xian, a saint from the Red Purge Church who came with Princess Camellia.]

[Oh right! Looks like you're okay too! thank god!]

Thistle sighs in relief, and the voices of Lugia and Xian are heard one after the other.

And in the dark space, I could hear the voices of the rest of the people who, following Aila's instructions, had made their hands look like foxes with difficulty.

[You're safe!! It's surprisingly not narrower than that!! It's just a little bit not enough to stand!!!]

[Guuu-]

[... I wonder if there was a need to lock up Gombangi as well, but it looks like both Ruba and Gombangi are safe! thank god! No one is hurt, right? I’ll just keep in mind that there isn’t one!]

The last thing I heard were the voices of Gombangi and Luba.

Although Ruba's voice was obviously loud as usual, the volume was automatically lowered for everyone, so there was no discomfort.

and-

There is nothing else.

I think Lucid and the Heavenly Demons are somewhere, but Aila deliberately didn't attach the magic thread to them, so I couldn't tell what kind of situation they were in.

This is because, after seeing the actions of the Heavenly Demons who attacked Princess Camellia, they judged that no matter what happened, there was a high possibility that they would definitely be met as enemies again even if they escaped the prison of the bulkhead as Hwarim said.

Inside the bulkhead, each person was wondering how to escape the prison, ask for help, or tell them about their situation. After being connected to each other thanks to Aila's wit, everyone exchanged words that they were safe. As the representative, Sian stepped forward to settle the situation.

[fist. everyone. From now on, I would like to summarize the current situation. If you agree, please reply that you can hear.]

[I’m listening!]

[Audible.]

[I can hear it. Saint.]

Aila, Hwarim, and Thistle responded to Xian's calm words, and the first word Xian said in response was-

[everyone. We failed.]

It was a declaration of defeat.

Afterwards, Sian made them aware of the reality, and the others listened to her story and began to voice their opinions.

[Final. The leader's attitude was that he would fight us with all his might, and in the current situation, which succeeded, the defeat we faced has become irreversible.]

[Reflector Xian. Please be careful what you say. We haven't lost yet. On what basis are you making such a hasty assumption?]

[Then, Lugia, let me ask you a question. You, who are supposed to protect Princess Camellia closest, are now out of the shadows, but who will be protecting the princess who will meet Scarlett alone?]

[... that-]

[Lukia. Please look at reality. We lost. This is immutable. Scarlett is already in the princess's hands. I don't know what will happen next, but it's easy to predict.]

[... How do you expect things to go?]

[This is a negotiation. In reality, it is a one-sided surrender by one side, and since we are here now, we can say that the only thing left is for Scarlett to submit to Princess Camellia. It was Hwarim’s voice, right? A little while ago.]

[Yes.]

[help. Since you have seen Scarlett closer than us, you can probably give us the most reliable prediction. So let me ask you. Hwarim. Can we say that Scarlett, the goal the leader wanted has not changed from what she first thought even after she expressed her anger?]

[... Yes. Scarlett That woman will probably do exactly what she wants, no matter how angry she is. They will try to bring Camellia to its knees and receive a promise to stop the empire from encroaching on her and her territory any more. At least the leader I knew was a woman who would put that as a condition and not expect anything more. I'm sure you think that's the attitude of a being with the dignity of a sect leader.]

[... prediction. If that's the case, then it's possible that what we were worried about has already ended on the outside. Princess Camellia is not unmanned. He is not someone who can deal with Scarlett alone. So - we have been defeated, and the princess has no choice but to accept Scarlett's conditions.]

[... So there is nothing we can do now?!!]

[Yes, that’s right. Still, if we put our heads together and think about whether there is another way-]

[There is no need for that. Although it may seem like this, I can tell because I have worked with Princess Camellia for a longer period of time than you all. Now that we can't do anything, variables that can escape the current situation must come from outside, but the fact that Princess Camellia hasn't done anything so far means that she couldn't do it. So, we... just follow the treatment Scarlett will give us later.]

It’s just as Sian said.

Contrary to the expectations of Ruba and Astesia, who said that there might still be a breakthrough, Camellia and Scarlett's one-sided negotiations outside had already ended, and from then on, everyone was scheduled to be released one by one in the order she decided.

However, unlike other people, it was slightly delayed by Lee Rim, who was right next to Scarlett and talking to her from the beginning, which was slightly different from Sian's expectations.

[... awareness. It's a complete defeat. Even so, I couldn't kill her because my sword was in conflict with the princess's, and the two people who were supposed to guard the princess were also captured for their own reasons. So - please. Although the members of the Deshade Church have worked hard, it would be better to just follow along here.]

In the end, Sian thought that now that they had lost the focus of Camellia, there was no reason for them to become angry with Scarlett by being hostile towards her anymore, and suggested that they should calmly wait to see how Scarlett would deal with them.

[...]

'still. No matter how much it was done to sort out the situation, it seems like the fighting spirit was lost more than necessary.'

And the people of the church and Lugia were unable to refute Xian's words and remained silent, proving that what she said was not wrong.

Soon, in the prison of narrow partitions where no one's voice could be heard, Xian completely put down his sword, relaxed his posture slightly, and relaxed his body after completing such an unreasonable forced march that it was now difficult to walk.

        
            Xian resigned.

Everything is over.

So, she wanted to get some rest.

'Shut down. As for the remnants of the army, it's okay if you treat them politely. ... So, shall we rest for a little while until the lord gives us any further orders or punishment?'

To do so, Xian first whined and turned over inside the narrow bulkhead that had crammed him mercilessly, regardless of what he thought of humans.

“... Youngcha Lee- Ah, it looks like the magic has been lifted now.”

Then, when Sian realized that the moans he had let out, the sounds he had made because he was so exhausted that he could barely turn over, were heard in his ears, he realized that the magic on his body had been completely lifted.

'First of all... I need to loosen up my legs a bit. Even if we are treated well, the lord will still want to maintain his status as a vassal of the empire, so he will just release us. I have to walk a long way to get back to that long, black property line, and I really hate it.'

For some people, it's definitely a prison with cramped walls.

However, for Xian, whose height after completing all growth did not reach the average height of adults in the empire, there was enough room left over to be similar to Luba.

So, Sian, who had succeeded in somehow correcting the fact that her body was bent 90 degrees when she was initially pushed against the bulkhead, stretched out her legs inside, patted her thighs with her arms, and thought about the cause of her defeat.

In the first place, Xian was exhausted because there had been a series of forced marches even before he entered Eched.

'Really. I should have known from the moment you used me so roughly. Princess Camellia was approaching this fight coldly from the beginning. 'It must be said that the reason for our defeat lies there.'

Xian confirmed that the main cause of the defeat was Camellia losing her cool.

In Xian's view, Camellia is a master craftsman whose greatest strength and symbol is her ability to be in the right place.

Inject the right talent into the right situation and move people so that the ultimate outcome is an absolute gain rather than an overwhelming victory.

However, she was not a person who treated troops, manpower, and people as if they were military provisions, like other ruthless monarchs who appeared in history, and although she did not treat materials that did not fit the policy of leading the country, she Even though she is ultimately thrown away when her useful value runs out, Camellia Schaden Steyer is the person who will definitely treat her well-suited to her abilities until then.

So, Xian decided to finish the race this time, and although he thought that Camellia's decision to summon Aleph and himself was a hasty call without caution, he fully believed that there would be the glory of victory at the end.

However, looking back now, we should see that the problem arose from the personnel selection. In the first place, Xian was not a talented person suitable for targeting or attacking somewhere, but rather, she was a saint with the opposite tendency.

A saint who protects saints.

The true value of visual acuity is revealed not when attacking something, but when defending and repelling the enemy from creeping into the temple on its own.

'depletion. And as if that wasn't enough, he made me walk all the way to Eched, so I'll consider it a self-sufficiency. Princess Camellia.'

And Sian's physical strength is poor, weaker than that of most patients who come to Red Purge.

Even now, her arms and legs were so tired that she would suffer from muscle pain for about a week.

Xian could only swing his sword a few times a day, but he had run all this way on a horse, which he didn't like, and had walked all the way to Eched without stopping, so he lost all his stamina.

So she couldn't concentrate from the beginning.

Even when I pulled out my sword and tried to cut Scarlett down, my vision wavered and my breathing became difficult.

So, when Camellia, who clearly knew how to use her, treated him like this, Xian realized that things were completely awry, and even if things turned out like this right before he was sealed in the bulkhead prison, he felt that Camellia was responsible for this defeat. He thought that if he was asked, he too would protest with all his might.

Of course, that will happen much later, and it is something that may or may not happen, so what Sian is waiting for now is the punishment that Scarlett will give them from outside the prison of the bulkhead.

It was a battle of might that could definitely be called a war, and the one who lost was Princess Camellia.

So, since Xian lost the war, we can only hope that the negotiations between Scarlet and Camellia do not lead to a decline in the empire's national power.

But that's-

It was only the thoughts of Lugia, who had been persuaded by Xian and her words and became quiet, and not of the people of the church.

[... It's not over yet.]

[... yes?]

When Sian heard someone's voice ringing in her head, she quietly opened her eyes again.

And the voice that woke her up from her rest still contained fighting spirit.

[Even though the princess may have been defeated, the church hasn't even started yet.]

[yes. We haven't done anything yet, so I don't know how we can consider that a defeat.]

Thistle and Hwarim speak in turn.

[that's right! You can't back down like this! Above all, I think I'll only be able to relax if I confront that woman named Scarlett and complain about her kidnapping Lee Rim without permission?! You can never go back until you do that! Why did we come all the way here!]

[you're right!! To be honest, I was frustrated the whole way to me because you guys were so depressed!!! I don't think I'll be relieved if I don't voice my dissatisfaction to that woman, along with all of you!!!]

[... I think the same thing. Of course, if you think about it calmly, it might be best to just stay quiet like this and then retreat, but at least - I should at least say something to the leader's face.]

Eila, Ruba, and Astesia also help them.

“...”

Hearing those voices echoing in his head, Sian was dazed for a moment.

And I was convinced.

'... Well, that's right. You are members of the Deshade Church, not Princess Camellia's chess pieces.'

So, after collecting everyone’s opinions, Xian asked back.

[... question. So, let me ask those of you who have not given up and are still determined to confront the lord. Do you have any way to overcome the current situation?]

Xian did not intend to stop the Deshade Church if they tried to move forward further.

But that is what it is and reality is reality.

Everything is blocked, and because of Aela's magic, voices are barely able to connect. To be honest, it's difficult to even find a way to free yourself from the restraints right now.

In the first place, there was nothing that could be done in a space so narrow that one could not even draw a sword.

but,

There was one person who had already thought about it.

[it's okay. I was saving my strength just in case.]

And when I realized that the owner of that voice was Thistle-

For a moment, Sian realized that he had forgotten one thing.

'This voice is the voice of Apostle Thistle. Apostle Thistle. Apostle Thistle. Apostle, Thistle. Apostle. Apostle...Apostle?'

[Apostle]

One who spreads the word of God.

It's different from Paladin.

Paladins are ultimately an extension of paladins.

Compared to the Paladins, they have a much higher aptitude for divine power and are more devoted.

Of course, people who are called Paladins are now the Paladins who are said to be ordinary. In fact, they just say that they are ordinary, but the Paladins themselves have a power that cannot be compared with ordinary soldiers, and the Paladins who are far apart from such soldiers are called Paladins. Another entity that overcomes a large gap is the Paladin.

And compared to that, the apostle-

One who spreads the gospel of God.

Having exactly that level of meaning is all that Xian recognizes about the apostle.

Nowadays, when it comes to the power of the religious order in the empire, paladins, high priests, or saints are put forward.

But in the current empire-

There are no apostles.

Not at all.

Not even one person.

There are no apostles in any denomination, and not a single one has existed throughout the history of the empire and the history of each denomination.

The reason is clear.

The apostles preach the ‘gospel of God’.

This also means that an apostle is someone who has met God directly at least once, heard his voice, and talked to him.

'However, this does not mean that the power of an apostle is stronger than that of a paladin.'

Of course, this does not mean that an apostle is stronger than a paladin.

However, it is not weak either.

Each role is different.

Paladins are the weapons of God, and their duty is to punish pagan beings who insult God or protect church members, and the role of an apostle is to spread the gospel of God.

However, Xian later remembered that he had not noticed even when he heard the name Apostle.

An apostle means,

A being who has had a conversation with God is,

An apostle means a being closest to God.

Excluding the angels who come down to earth carrying the word of God, the closest human beings to God are apostles.

That means:

If the apostle sincerely wishes,

This means that the prayer reaches God directly.

[Then, I will pray from now on.]

While Sian was thinking about why he had never once questioned Thistle, who called himself an apostle, Thistle fell to his knees in the narrow prison cell.

And soon she gained peace of mind and began to pray to Deshade.

[Lord Deshade. This is Apostle Thistle.]

To the evil spirits in hell.

To the Lord she serves.

Ask for a favor.

[Now here, the church is facing an unprecedented crisis.]

That is different from the saint’s prayer.

If the saint's prayer is a 'hope' for a miracle to come,

The prayer offered by an apostle is a 'discourse' delivered directly to God.

[There is a being who oppressed the Irim I love, the Irim we love, and the sword of the Lord.]

Therefore, the Lord directly responds to the apostle's request.

[So, this apostle earnestly desires. We would like to meet him and ask him why.]

... flash!

“... Oh my.”

Xian felt that the interior of the bulkhead prison had become brighter.

radiation.

In addition to her, the bodies of the people currently in the bulkhead prison hanging from Eched's ceiling began to glow due to Deshade's power.

And Thistle's prayers did not end there.

[But, Lord Deshade. We are trapped in the cage he created and cannot reach what we want. So please, let us escape the cage.]

... Blah blah blah!

A prison of bulkheads.

A prison made of the sturdy structure of Eched.

Even without the shock of touching it with a finger, it began to split from the inside due to the luminescence coming from each prisoner's body.

And thistle finally summed up her true feelings and wishes as briefly as she could -

She told it to the god she served.

[... I'd like to ask you a favor.]

[father.]

like that-

This is right after Thistle’s plea ended.

Flash!

...PapaPapaPapaPot!

Prisons with cracks starting from the inside and spreading to the outside begin to emit light.

Boxes that had no holes began to shatter, emitting light.

'As soon as I pray, I can't believe it responds right away...'

At the same time, Xian, who is witnessing and embodying it, is astonished.

That was not an easy task.

The time it takes for a believer's prayer to reach God.

No matter where God is or where God's seed is, great preparation is required for the believer's voice to be transmitted to God.

Of course, there are 'miracles' that are caused by saints praying directly to God, but miracles are not actually performed by 'God directly'.

'In the original, a miracle is something where saints with faith built up in their bodies transcend their limitations for a moment through prayer, and then consume their magical power to make a miracle happen with probability. It's not like God uses his hand directly.'

Therefore, it is a conversation with God that is difficult to achieve even if one is a saint. As an apostle, Thistle did not prepare an altar or a sacrament, nor did he wait for the day when the boundary between hell and earth would become shallow, but simply communicated with God in front of him. He made his voice easily reachable just by speaking as if he were confessing to a priest.

So Deshade accepted Thistle’s request without a moment of hesitation.

For Thistle, who wants to get out of the prison she was imprisoned in and meet Lee Rim, and for people who have the same wish as her.

Deshade, who holds in his hands the prison of bulkheads that is imprisoning everyone,

[If you want,

Let it be done.

... My precious daughter.]

He left a short message to Thistle and strengthened his grip with his last strength.

and-

... Pachang!

Clink!

Pakakakakakakakang!

The light of the evil spirit shattered all the prisons hanging in the sky above Eched like glass -

“... Okay. Then shall we move?”

“Yes. ... I'm still anxious so I'll check, but of course our goal is the same, right? Peria.”

“Do I really need to ask that again? Of course our goal is-

The search for the Holy Grail of Blood.”

From that moment on, Peria and Ingrid began to move.

        
            It is comfortable.

It's fluffy.

warm.

That's what I thought.

And that feeling of satisfaction slowly faded away as I heard someone talking.

“Princess. Please stand up. It’s morning.”

“... Ugh.”

“Don’t just answer. The sun rose high. It’s been a while.”

It's a voice I've never heard before.

It was clear that this was someone I was meeting for the first time.

So I quickly tried to do something, but I couldn't.

'... can't you move?'

There was consciousness.

I could think clearly.

But that's it.

I couldn't do anything.

Instead, someone else moved, as if representing me who was trying to move.

And that's-

It was ‘me’ and at the same time it was not me.

“... Okay. I'll get up. Now.”

“Hehe. Well done! It's the first Day of the Sun. I'll leave the window open.”

“Yes. Thank you.”

When I opened my eyes, what came in was the luxurious bedding that had made me feel fulfilled just moments ago.

And the owner of the voice that called me was a tall female servant.

Soon I knew who she was, and later realized why I knew her.

'... That maid's name is Heiji. ... I see. I get it now. Am I now looking at the past through Scarlett's eyes?'

I get up and sit down on the bed.

Then the maids other than maid Heiji entered the room and began to do the work they had to do in the morning.

Bring a towel and a basin, wet it with water and wipe your face, and bring a mirror to do your hair and change your clothes at the same time.

What you see in the mirror is Scarlett.

Even when I looked down, all I could see was Scarlett.

So, at first, I was embarrassed when the maids took off all my underwear and tried to put me in new clothes, but since it was Scarlett and me at the same time, I surprisingly didn't feel embarrassed.

So I think this is a tacit agreement.

It was inevitable that Scarlett had assimilated my mind into her past self in order to show me her memories.

So, before I knew it, I naturally became Irim and Scarlett at the same time, and calmly asked the maids about their plans for the day.

“So, what is your schedule today?”

“Today... it's a day when the sun has risen for a long time. Would you like to go for a walk? A few of the trainings in the morning can be cancelled.”

“Really? If so, that's fine. I think it would be okay for the teachers to take a break as it is their first day of sunshine.”

There are few days when the sun rises in the Kingdom of Ezerbia.

- A thought immediately came to mind.

'This is probably Scarlett's memory.'

Her memories were assimilated into mine, and as Scarlett, I naturally accepted all that knowledge.

Ezerbia is a kingdom built on top of the Aesin Kingdom.

It is known that the wizard king of the Aisin Kingdom, Aisingior, used a magic that sacrificed all the subjects in his kingdom, and as a result of his 'failure', the ancient kingdom disappeared entirely.

After several decades of wars in which territory was lost and stolen, the Kingdom of Ezerbia, the country established by the current dynasty, was established on top of it.

So the kingdom gained a large area of land, but thanks to the magic that the Wizard King used in the past, the sky was always dark, and the sun rose on only a handful of days.

So, today, the first Day of the Sun in a long time, it was natural that people, including Scarlett, would naturally smile.

In this way, the maid pulled back the black curtains that had been installed to block out the outside scenery, which was mostly dark, in order to show the sunlight outside to the princess who had just woken up. At that moment, Scarlett, who saw the sunlight, felt something different from the sun than usual -

“...?”

Flash!

“...!!!”

Hwaaa!

She realized that she was the [Sustainer] and became awakened.

And she wasn't the only one who noticed it.

The birth of the suzerain immediately had an impact on the entire Ezerbia Kingdom.

Like an ancient kingdom, the Ezerbia Dynasty is also a nation made up of people who are all skilled in magic, including the royal family and even ordinary people.

The moment Scarlett woke up in the sunlight in her palace, they also naturally learned the same thing.

And at the same time, I noticed it.

That the deterrent called Scarlett wasn't born out of nowhere.

It's just that the vessel that the world had prepared in advance to prevent a disaster that was already sleeping somewhere in the world has just recognized it because the appointed time has come -

In reality, the disaster is wriggling just below the land where they founded their kingdom, the black earth.

At first everyone was confused.

Scarlett, her family, the vassals, and the people.

But the ancient kingdom was also a time when crazy things often happened.

A time when it was considered common for the Wizard King to sacrifice all the lives in the kingdom to fulfill his vain wishes.

An era in which people are thought to have lived and died happily if more than half of their body is preserved intact even after death.

A time when the kingdom collapsed overnight, a monster appeared, and the hero who defeated the monster was taken over by a dragon and then completely destroyed by an ancient being.

It was also a time when there was still no gatekeeper to the hole in hell, so demons frequently walked out to earth and scattered curses.

So, the people of the Kingdom of Ezerbia soon quietly thought about it and gathered their opinions.

If that's the case-

'To sacrifice themselves for the world.'

They decided to sacrifice their lives to protect Scarlett, their princess who had awakened as a sect.

“Don’t worry. Daughter. We will help you, for you and for the world.”

The day Scarlett realized herself as the leader, everyone congratulated her.

The racehorse chosen by the world was heartily congratulated.

There was a festival in the kingdom and everyone laughed -

From then on, everyone in the Kingdom of Ezerbia began to move only for Scarlett.

Thanks to that, from that day on, Scarlett's life as an ordinary princess of a kingdom changed to a life of living as a squire.

...

...

...

“Scarlett. Here's a cup for you. Please drink it.”

“... Hey. Should I drink it?”

“Because you have become the leader. You have to get used to it.”

Since Scarlett had become a vampire, all the food was tasteless and I felt like I was chewing sand.

No matter what you put in it, except for blood, the only sensation on your tongue was the feeling of small pebbles sticking to your tongue and crumbling between your teeth, rather than tasting it.

The only thing you can taste when you put it in your mouth is blood.

But of course, Scarlett, who had never even tasted raw meat, let alone blood, before becoming the leader, had no reason to like blood.

“Scarlett. Scarlett must continue to live as a vampire. So...”

“... Okay. I’ll do my best.”

“... I'm sorry. Still, please try your best.”

Still, Scarlett decided to try.

Even if you complain, you can't get rid of being the leader.

And now that I have taken on a position that I cannot accept, from now on the only food that Scarlett and I can eat is blood.

I couldn't say it was incredibly delicious, but it was still edible.

And what is contained in the glass held by the maid, Hayes -

It was the blood that the people of the kingdom voluntarily shed for her.

I, who equally love the people of the kingdom, couldn't refuse Scarlett's efforts to help her when she became the squire.

gulp-

gulp-

gulp-

... Hehe!

“... Kellogg! Kellogg! Heheuk-”

Of course, there was no way that could have been possible on the first try.

“Cough! Cough! Hehe... I'm sorry... It's precious blood... It must have been given by people who did their best for me...”

“... It’s okay, Master. Don't be too hard on yourself. Even though everyone knew from the beginning that it would take a long time, they volunteered to collect the blood.”

“... I'm really sorry.”

As soon as the blood went down my throat, I ended up throwing up, and in tears, I apologized to the person who gave me the blood.

However, no one criticized it.

So Scarlett worked harder.

Things like boiling blood and eating it, hugging a blood bag and sleeping to get used to blood, witnessing the slaughter with your own eyes, and even trying it yourself to reduce your aversion to blood.

Until a few weeks ago, she was a young princess in an ordinary kingdom, but now that she had become the squire of a vampire, she tried to get used to life as a squire, and the people around her helped her.

like that-

A lot of time had passed since she began to get used to life as a squire, and another difficult time came.

...

...

...

“... I'm sorry. Sovereign. Now, I am no longer able to take good care of my sect. So, I'd like to step back.”

“... Yes. great job. Pajam.”

“... Lord.”

“... It's just the two of us now, so you can call me Scarlett.”

“... Then Scarlett. For me, I was happy to be next to Scarlett. Scarlett... did you do that too?”

“... Yes. Pajam. I really enjoyed the time I spent with you. I will remember you forever. Even if you leave me, even if you leave this world, I will remember you.”

“... I see. Then, I think I can leave with peace of mind.”

“... Yes. So, relax, go home, and leave your old age to your children. Pajam.”

“... Okay. Then, under Scarlett’s consideration, I will now leave the palace.”

“... Yes. Pajam.”

Mei profit-

Slam!

...

...

...

...whoop!

“Goodbye... Goodbye... Fazam. Please... please live the rest of your life in peace...”

When a woman greeted Scarlett and stepped back, I covered my face with my palms and cried.

She was a playmaid who had grown up with Scarlett since she was young, and they were the same age.

Now that she has decided to retire, on her last day to leave the castle, she reaches out to Scarlett with her old, wrinkled hands.

Scarlett looked at her, stroked her hand for an hour, and then let her go in tears.

And when I came back and saw myself in the mirror in my room-

Nothing has changed since the day I awakened as the head of the clan.

Ivory colored hair with a black bridge.

The slender wrists and ankles did not grow at all.

Heiji, her servant whom she considered like an older sister, had already passed away from old age more than 10 years ago, leaving behind her children and grandchildren.

However, Jongju, as a child, must live forever as he is.

That is a vampire, and Scarlett is not an ordinary vampire but the head of a vampire.

It was very difficult, arduous, and unbearable.

It's difficult to make eye contact.

The growth of the young body stopped.

The children who grew up watching her grew up to be strong young men and became soldiers of the castle, but she still looked like she did when she was a princess.

Her father and mother have long since passed away, and young ministers work for her, and when they grow old, they ask the next person to help Scarlett and leave.

And Scarlett greets them without stopping.

So lonely.

Everyone smiled at her, but Scarlett cried as she watched them leave as time passed.

And that's only on the inside, so as not to make it difficult for them, I cry inside and let go of people I don't see eye to eye with.

And soon, time passed once again -

Finally, the last moment came.

...

...

...

“Scarlett. The time has come.”

“... Yes.”

“This eched is yours.”

“... Yes.”

“Is it okay to assume that you are now used to using magic? Don’t you think this old man needs to worry?”

“... Yes. don't worry. I can do it alone.”

“... In the basement of the castle, there is food grown by the people.”

“... Thank you.”

“On the first floor, craftsmen have built a main gate to block out any monsters, made by craftsmen who have passed down their skills from generation to generation. There is no need to be afraid, you can greet them with dignity as the lord of the clan.”

“... I'll keep that in mind.”

“The rooms on the second floor are also clean and tidy, and will always maintain their cleanliness in an eternal form. When guests come, give them the room and welcome them in the way you like.”

“... Okay.”

“On the third floor... we will put everything. So that you can stay in the castle forever and never get tired of it, I placed all the things you said you liked. Take it out whenever you want.”

“... It must have been difficult. Thank you for your hard work.”

The last remaining old retainer bows down in front of Scarlett and makes a request.

He is an old man who is blind and has difficulty walking.

He came all the way here to make his final request.

Everything is ready.

Be prepared not to let Scarlett be lonely.

Prepare to protect Scarlett.

All the preparations that were made so that she could live alone.

In Eched, the palace, wizards sacrificed their lives to permanently imprint magic for maintenance, strength, and protection.

The underground warehouse is filled with precious ingredients grown by farmers and obtained from all over so that she can take them out, look at them, cook them, and make food whenever she wants, even if it tastes like chewing sand.

Until the last day, everyone who remained in Eched worked together to clean the castle, bringing Scarlett's favorite things and each individual's precious items and offering them to her.

And finally-

They all sacrificed their lives and became the 'blood' that Scarlett could drink for thousands of years, smiling willingly.

“... I'm sorry. It's a pity, but this old man couldn't offer his blood to Scarlett because he had to tell everything for the last time.”

“... No. thank you. At least in my heart, it's already enough.”

“So... please don't cry. Isn't this the day this old man leaves?”

“I'm sorry... I'm sorry... But... I'm sorry...”

This is a request from the last kingdom citizen.

I and Scarlett tried to stop crying.

But it didn't stop.

Even though I had to do a favor, I cried loudly and let my tears fall on the throne.

“Black... Ugh...! I'm sorry... I'm sorry... I'm really sorry... I can't stop...! Even if I didn't become the leader! Everyone wouldn't have had to sacrifice...!”

“... No. We are just sorry. Scarlett, who will live forever, I am sorry for finally stabbing you in the end...”

My heart aches.

I am not Scarlett, I just watched everything through her eyes, but I was already Scarlett.

Thank you to everyone.

And I hated myself.

It has become a suzerain chosen by the world.

What made good, good people sacrifice themselves for the suzerainty.

The kingdom is destroyed.

Someday, it will eventually perish.

In fact, two denominations feared her power as the suzerain and constantly invaded the kingdom.

The people of the kingdom worked hard to prevent it, and at the same time, they prepared to sacrifice themselves for her to live forever.

Today it has reached its limit.

So Scarlett,

I am.

... Wide open!

Even as tears continued to fall down my cheeks, I did my best to smile at him.

“... Thank you. Scarlett.”

like that,

After meeting Scarlett, the kingdom's last vassal and wizard greeted her with a half-satisfied and apologetic expression in response to her efforts, and went down to the basement.

Boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!

Last turn.

Now, he is the only people left in the Kingdom of Ezerbia.

And the old citizen and wizard planned to build a physical moat for Hachi, the almost fully formed monster underground, in order to help Scarlett even a little more by sacrificing his life from now on.

“... Deet Shale.”

Flash!

Kwaaa!!!

The wizard walked right in front of Hachi and fired magic at the floor beneath his feet, and Hachi, who had not yet woken up and was chained up, was submerged in the lava along with the shattered ground.

With that spell, the old man breathed his last.

However, in his last breath before the old man fell into the lava and died, he asked Scarlett, who was still crying above Eched, with a little greed.

“Great princess.

A princess chosen by the will of the world.

I would like to ask you to comply without any compulsion.

Also, please don’t hate yourself.

and...

Sometimes we-

I hope you remember.”

with a plop!

Cheeek...

like that.

The kingdom is gone.

In the place where the black earth once stood, a castle built for only one person and a single lord remained.

And the people who were not citizens of the kingdom and the humans of later generations who did not know that -

He calls Scarlet Veil Blood a monster that ate and destroyed the people of his kingdom, and has been coming to kill her for hundreds of years.

That was Scarlett, the whole life I lived.

        
            Scarlet Veil Blood, the lord of Eched.

As the only descendant and last child of the Ezerbia Dynasty, her only legacy is the black earth and Etzed, the former palace and current lordly castle.

Of course, in reality, the territory of the ancient kingdom extended wider than the current black land, but Scarlett told the people of Stayer that they could just recognize the border of the black land as their territory.

There is a reason.

Scarlet Veil Blood is a deterrent that serves as a symmetry to the monster Hachi.

And the identity of the black earth is-

The truth is that Hachi's power, sealed in Eched's basement, pollutes the land and pours out hostility towards all living things except Scarlett and those whom Scarlett has given protection to.

However, people who were jealous of her constancy falsely accused Scarlett of having cast a spell on the land to kill intruders approaching her territory, and Scarlett did not bother to explain it because she would inevitably have to talk about Hachi's existence if she were to explain it. Did not do it.

So, the range where Scarlet can extend her power is up to the black land border.

The moment someone sets foot on the land, Scarlett can immediately figure out what they are doing and how many people there are.

And you can understand that much about people who simply set foot on the black earth. Eched can whisper the number and location of people within his castle, Eched, just by listening without using any magic. .

Originally. Ramen.

'But the current leader doesn't have time to do that. 'I guess what happened to the Heavenly Demons was too great.'

It may have been like that originally, but now both Eched and Scarlett are not normal.

In addition, Scarlett is now showing Lee Rim's consciousness in a way that assimilates it into her own memories, so her power is limited even more than usual.

So, Princess Camellia, who has escaped her sight and gone underground, the Bug Witch who was even deeper than that, and-

Scarlett did not notice the presence of Peria and Ingrid, who were comfortably exploring the inside of Eched as if they were looking for items in their own bedroom.

“This time, I’ll search on the left.”

“Then I am on the right this time. I understand.”

It wasn't at first, but now Peria and Ingrid got along well and the two began exploring Scarlett's room from the beginning once again.

so-

Peria thought that even if she opened her mouth, Ingrid would not run away and say she didn't hear, and asked the question she had been thinking about to the back of her head as she searched the room with him.

“Ingrid. What do you want?”

“... It is a clean death for the sect.”

“Clean?”

“Yes. Clean. And neat. Plus, a painless death. I would like to give it to the sect as a gift.”

Slowly-

Quang!

Coo!

Ingrid answers Feria's questions and searches every nook and cranny.

Open every drawer without exception, and if there are corners that you can't reach or can't see, lift the furniture and shake it to take out the contents inside.

However, Ingrid and Peria are still unable to find their common goal, the [Blood Grail], which can be said to be everything for Scarlett, the squire.

So, since Peria was unable to find the Blood Holy Grail in the left area she was in charge of, she calmly asked Ingrid the question again, as if chatting.

“Hey... it's a clean death. I guess it’s a bit different from an honorable death, right?”

“That’s right. Really, all I want is for the squire to die peacefully.”

“... Then, since you said that, I can't help but ask. Ingrid, why do you go to such lengths to kill the leader?”

“Because the squire wanted me.”

“I hoped for it?”

“Yes. The head of the sect confided his true feelings to me. I'm tired now. I want to pass on my power and duty to someone and quietly disappear.”

“... Really? But, Ingrid, is it really necessary for you to put in this much effort to make it happen? In the end, Scarlet Veil Blood is just a bit of blood from you, but it's not something you've ever known deeply.”

“... Of course, what Peria said is correct. Still, I am moving because I want to make her wish come true even more so as to repay the kindness of the power of blood. Although I have received help from many people so far, the biggest help I received was the power given by Scarlett, and thanks to that, I can say that a half-poon like me has been able to protect Lyudmila and others.”

“... I see.”

“... That's it. The reason why I am trying to grant Scarlett’s wish. Ki kick.”

“Is this what we commonly call repaying a favor?”

“That’s it. So let’s move on.”

“Okay.”

While chatting like that, Ingrid also thought that she would no longer be able to find the Blood Holy Grail in the area she was searching, and asked Peria to change places.

[Veil Off]

Soon, Peria lifted the curtain over Eched once again.

Afterwards, the two entered another third floor of Eched.

It didn't move.

Peria and Ingrid were just there.

So what changed in place of the two people who did not move was 'Eched itself.'

“Then this time too, I’m on the left.”

“Yes. I'll look to the right.”

The scenery of the third floor of Eched, which was completely different from before, caught the eyes of Ingrid and Peria.

This time, the room that appeared in front of the two people was different from the room full of furniture they were looking through just a moment ago; it was a room full of ceramics from a distant, foreign country.

In that way, the two people searched one room, a large area that could be considered one staircase, and if they didn't find the Holy Grail of Blood, they moved on to the next room. The number of times they searched had already exceeded 10 times.

And the reason why Peria and Ingrid are able to explore one layer multiple times, which is completely incomprehensible if you think about it normally, is-

When the wizards of the ancient kingdom created Eched, the basement for storage, the first floor to welcome guests and intruders, and the second floor for the banquet hall and guest rooms were built in a normal manner, but they poured all their knowledge into the third floor, where Scarlett would mainly stay. This is because it was made by cramming dozens of stairs into one coordinate.

Therefore, there are multiple third floors on the third floor of Eched, and all of the rooms are clearly identical in terms of coordinates.

Each room has its own role.

There is a room full of the huge bathtub that Scarlett had summoned before, a room full of clothes, a room piled with the furniture that Feria and Ingrid had just rummaged through, or a place resembling a kitchen or only storing musical instruments. There is also a room left there.

Scarlett summoned it whenever she wanted, took out what she needed, used it, and enjoyed entertainment, and Ingrid also came here a few times during her stay at Eched to talk to her or serve her, showing how the structure works. I realized something about this.

so-

In order to steal Scarlet's Blood Holy Grail, when the basement of Eched collapsed and a cloud of dust formed, Ingrid turned everyone's awareness of the place and calmly disappeared.

And although Peria had already sensed how Ingrid was going to move long before Ingrid's actions, she deliberately pretended not to see her and took steps to escape the effects of the magic that distorted her perception, and then let her go.

And so the final moment arrived.

When Scarlett, who had been continuously killed by the Heavenly Demons but finally took the opportunity to come back to life, tried to restrain all the people of the church and the Heavenly Demons, Peria tricked Scarlett's eyes with magic and placed a magic dummy inside the prison of the bulkhead so that she could not move. I was able to sneak out by disguising myself as being trapped.

'I wouldn't have been caught. The amount of magical power I have is not that bad compared to other ordinary people, and the wavelength is quite unusual as you said, but the other people next to me are so unreasonable that the leader couldn't even pay attention to someone like me.'

So, in fact, even now, inside the prison of the bulkhead where Peria should have been imprisoned, instead of Peria, there is only a clown card that she dropped, floating with magical power.

In addition, Peria trained with the help of Astesia in the parish with the idea of deceiving the allies in order to deceive the enemies, and with her keen eye, she caught the essence of the magic of cognitive impairment that Ingrid used on the people of the church and imitated it. We succeeded in breaking away from everyone's perception.

Afterwards, the two people began to move in Eched without being noticed by the leader.

Jerk.

Jerk.

Jerk.

Jerk.

Peria walked hard, her shoes ringing as she went clockwise around the incredibly wide stairs of Eched.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

After Ingrid also disappeared underground, she circled Eched counterclockwise and raised the heels of her Witch Hunter boots -

“... The person in front. Who are you?”

“... Hello! Ingrid. It's me, it's me. Feria.”

The two ended up meeting in a corner of Eched's second floor.

“... Peria? Why is Peria here-”

“It doesn't matter, Ingrid, what are you looking for now? For example... something like the ‘Blood Holy Grail’.”

“... How did you know?”

“That’s not really important either. Anyway, I'll help you find it. So you help me too. We both have the same goals, right? Let's cooperate.”

“... Okay. Actually, I tried to climb up here with my own strength, but it was difficult and I was having trouble.”

Peria and Ingrid faced each other in a dark corner and held each other's hands with uncomfortable expressions, saying that they would cooperate until they found the Holy Grail of Blood.

        
            Ingrid and Peria held hands in a corner of Eched without being noticed by Scarlett.

It has already been 30 minutes since the two began exploring the third floor of Eched.

And the purpose of Feria, who is still diligently turning over the luxurious ceramics in Scarlett's room and putting her arms inside them, is-

Scarlett's blood chalice, which is the heart of the vampire clan and the source of power.

In Peria's view, it was clear that Scarlett, who had been killed hundreds of times by the Heavenly Demons but was revived without any distortion of mind or loss of power and instantly defeated them all, was something that could not be killed by ordinary means.

She constantly agonized over the fact that although the sect seemed flawless on the outside, there must be a weakness, and in the end, she connected her thoughts to the existence of the Blood Holy Grail, and if she could obtain it, it would be the material for a fatal threat to Scarlett, and the cult. People were looking for her because they thought it could be the key to victory.

And Ingrid was also looking for the Blood Holy Grail.

Although her reasons are different from Peria's, she remembers what Scarlett said to her.

'The squire who was leaning on my shoulder, at that time, was not a squire, but had the expression of a tired person and said that he wanted to disappear from this world.'

Runner-up Scarlet Veil Blood.

she is exhausted

Until now, she had fulfilled the duty the world had given her, sealing the monster, and continuously maintaining the seal to protect the place, but now she had reached her limit.

Proving that is the weakness she showed to Ingrid.

As usual, Scarlett should have comforted and embraced Ingrid, who came to see her saying she wanted to return to the parish, with a loving attitude to Ingrid, who inherited her blood as the squire, but instead, Scarlett let out a weak cry and laid her head on her shoulder. It ended.

So Ingrid made a decision at that moment.

Let's give Scarlett some rest.

The reason he is now protecting Lehier so well is all because of Scarlett's blood flowing through his body, so let's repay him.

By taking the Blood Holy Grail from Scarlett and making her no longer burdened by the weight she must carry as a squire, she gives up her duty of protection.

“... But what exactly does it mean to kill the suzerain that Ingrid mentioned?”

“It would seem that they are trying to make you give up your duty as a suzerain. I plan to completely sever Scarlett’s connection to the Blood Holy Grail.”

However, I wondered if that would really be okay for Peria.

The two agree and are moving together.

But what the two people actually want are different.

Peria tried to deduce Ingrid's inner thoughts in her own way.

'Is Ingrid coveting the power of the leader now? I know he's worried about Scarlett and is moving for her, but looking at what he's doing now, it looks like he's after more than that.'

What Ingrid wants is the power of the tribe.

At least that's what Peria thinks.

Lehi is a denomination that must continue to strive for revival.

This means that in the future, Lihier will have to chase the wandering witches even more fiercely than now, and eventually the cornered witches will turn around and fight back against the Witch Hunters who were chasing them.

If that happens, the losses to the Witch Hunters will increase.

In that case, there is only one thing for Ingrid to do.

All you have to do is take the power of the leader and hide it.

After hiding it again and again, if there is a threatening witch pointing a sword at Lehier, Ingrid can go to her in person and use her power to subdue the witch without loss.

And Peria's guess was not wrong to some extent.

'I'm sorry that I'm going to have to rely on Peria's help to get all the way up here and change the stairs, but I'm going to end up stabbing you in the end, but there's something I can't compromise on. And if I can gain the full power of the sect, wouldn't it be good for the members of the Deshade Church, whom I have always treated favorably?'

Ingrid wants two things. One is, as Feria is thinking, she wants to fight against the wandering witches, which will become more intense from now on, and to fight like Arsena, the previous head of the Setias Parish, did. The plan was to increase the workload and reduce the number of injuries to other people in Lehier as much as possible.

But the other thing was an accident that even Peria could not think of.

Ingrid said,

I'm still afraid of Rugal.

'And I must have the power to protect us from Rugal at any time.'

The second reason she wanted the power of the suzerain was to secretly hold in her hands a balance of power that could create symmetry in case Rugal turned against them.

However, contrary to her anxiety, the current opinion within Rugal's Kishinkai has already been to let alone point out Reher as the mastermind behind the giant Sotok's invasion of Reher and the operation of the Tetragramaton, but rather to criticize the Red Purge they had pointed out as the mastermind. Even though we decided not to take any action against it.

However, Ingrid, who did not know this, thought that at any time someone might speak out against Lihier again, like the Zoin Paladin Stendhal did in Rugal, and because of that, she thought of taking the power of the suzerain for herself.

Of course, telling Feria that she was tired of living anymore and saying that she would drop the Holy Grail of Blood for Jongju's sake was not just a lie, but was said purely out of pity for Scarlett. did.

These are the two opinions that came together like that.

“... Ah, I feel something here.”

“Uh, is that really true? Then I guess I should open my eyes a little wider.”

The two people, who continued their search while thinking about each other, soon moved to the next room, where Ingrid told Peria that she could feel the energy of the Holy Grail.

However, that is just a lie.

'thank god. I never thought I could get the Holy Grail so easily.'

To be exact, Ingrid had already discovered the Holy Grail of Blood as soon as she entered the next room, and pretended not to notice and quietly picked it up. Peria, believing Ingrid's lie that there was a Holy Grail somewhere in this room, crawled into the mountain of huge instruments and picked up an object presumed to be the Holy Grail. I was looking for it.

Ingrid, who obtained the real Holy Grail like that, turned her back on Peria and looked down at the Holy Grail in her hand, acting as if she was also looking for the Holy Grail.

'I finally got it. Now, how should I use this-'

“...?”

Swish-

At that moment, Peria felt something suspicious and looked back.

However, there was simply an image of Ingrid holding sheet music.

“... Why are you doing that?”

“... Huh? Oh, no. I wonder if I found the Holy Grail.”

“Was it something like that? I thought it was Peria who found the Holy Grail first. Ki kick.”

However, Ingrid was holding the Holy Grail in her hand, the ‘Holy Grail disguised as a sheet of music,’ even at the moment when Peria was looking at her with suspicion.

As Peria turned her head again and began to explore her area, Ingrid held the Holy Grail in her hand and slightly let go of the vampire energy she had been suppressing.

'Phew... I thought I got caught. Now, shall we change the Holy Grail to its original form?'

... rustling-

Then the score began to move alone, and soon changed into the shape of a glass.

and,

...Drop-Drop-Drop-

“Yikes! Get caught.”

The paper cup made of sheet music became soaked with blood and blood began to drip onto the floor.

'That's right. 'The same thing I saw before.'

That is the true identity of the Holy Grail of Blood.

The paper cup made of sheet music, and the power that constantly flows from it, is the source of Scarlet Veil Blood's power.

When you hear the word Holy Grail, you might think of a flashy orchid object, but in reality, it is a cup made of sheet music.

'The lord told me that this is the sheet music he played in honor of the last kingdom people on the day they disappeared.'

And the origin of the cup is a sheet of music containing a dirge that Scarlett played for everyone who served her after they disappeared.

That's Scarlett's only weakness.

Scarlett is a guardian who must always remain solemn and cool-headed.

There must be no weaknesses and the position must be maintained consistently.

So that's-

A symbol of weakness.

She sacrificed herself and played the piano for those who left.

I played it from the sheet music, leaving behind a feeling of regret.

It soon became the Holy Grail, Scarlett's heart and source of power.

For the Guardian, who should not have had such a weakness originally, lingering regrets have settled down as a weakness.

'... It's warm.'

Ingrid looks down at the glass in her hand.

The cup made of paper is soaked in blood, but there is no feeling of it being dirty or creepy.

It's just a Holy Grail that makes you feel a little sad when you hold it, and you can even feel its body heat.

Ingrid looked at it for a while and thought it was time to end it all.

It is impossible right away.

There are two ways to obtain the Holy Grail.

One way is to put Scarlett in a situation where she completely gives up on life or is forced to give up, and the other way is to hand over her power and duties to the other person by directly answering questions.

Ingrid took it back and showed it to Scarlett, saying that she would take on her duties and take over the power.

So, Ingrid first carefully placed the Holy Grail in her bosom so that Peria wouldn't notice-

“... Now, let's go down and see-”

Phew!

Sigh!

Just like that, her body was torn apart by the Heavenly Demons that appeared from behind her.

Tuk-

“... Huh?”

“I finally got it. Is this the blood chalice?”

“The material is paper? It's different from what I thought. Still, looking at the power I felt, I think it was the Holy Grail.”

Peria, who turned around at the sound of something being torn apart, blankly saw Ingrid shattered into pieces and scattered on the floor, and the Heavenly Demons looked at the bloody chalice in their hands from both sides.

Two people, Yangcheonma and Eumcheonma.

After killing Scarlett and confronting Camellia, the two Heavenly Demons thought they were trapped inside the prison of the bulkhead by Scarlett's magic, which came back to life.

In fact, the people of the church, Peria, Ingrid, Camellia, and even Scarlett thought that way.

But no.

Just as Peria escaped from the box, leaving behind her dummy, the two also gathered their yin and yang energy into a fleet before being trapped in the box, and then left it behind.

The method was simple for the two Heavenly Demons.

This is because he read and mastered everything in one day at the bookstore he entered after killing the sages, even sage and martial arts, just because he found it interesting when fighting.

So, the two people who were not confined by the prison of the bulkhead continued to aim for Scarlett in the darkness, but with Camellia in front of them, thinking that she, who had fully awakened as the leader, would no longer have a chance, they changed their plan and coincidentally found themselves right in front of the darkness. He followed Ingrid and Peria, who were passing by, and followed them here.

'How were you able to act more secretly than magic... than shadows?'

So, whether Peria is surprised that they were followed or not, the two Heavenly Demons place the Holy Grail on their fingers and twirl it around, thinking about their next plan.

“Good. If you do this, there is no need to use difficult methods.”

“That's right. Rather than choosing the option that takes a long time, it is better to choose the option that is more convenient.”

“It looks like it can't do anything on its own, so I guess I should go back to where the leader is, right?”

“I want to do that, right? The biggest problem for us was that the moment Scarlett died, the lost power would flow back from somewhere and restore her body.”

“And if the source of that immortal power is in our hands, then the method has been decided.”

Tub-

After finishing speaking, Yang Cheon-ma closed the mouth of the cup with his palm.

The Blood Holy Grail is not a simple object.

Since Scarlett's wish was created through her own weakness, it cannot be destroyed or interfered with by anything.

So that. doing. Things that are-

[Satellite oxidation]

Patter!

Yangcheonma created an invisible cover using his energy and covered it, blocking the source of power flowing from the Holy Grail to Scarlett.

“... It won't last long.”

“I know. So, I guess I should go right back and finish the last task.”

As a result, even if Scarlett's body is destroyed, the Holy Grail that will restore it has been sealed -

““Let’s go back. Go and kill Scarlett.””

It also meant that Scarlett's next death at the hands of the Heavenly Demons, the sealers of the Holy Grail, would be her final death.

        
            Countless people move with their own will.

Each person's actions overlap with deep, deep, and weighty expectations, hopes, and anger.

Camellia left an order to control the disaster to the bug witch in order to kill the lord.

Eched, which was once strong, was partially destroyed when Astesia overlapped with Asmodeus' villa, reducing its protective ability to less than half.

The aftermath of the fight created by those confronting Gaia's paladins in Eched's basement was unintentionally preventing Eched's restoration abilities from being concentrated in one place.

The leader, Scarlet Veil Blood, had temporarily dispersed his power to show Lee Rim his memories.

By praying and asking Deshade for a favor, Thistle breaks free from the solid restraints of the prison wall that Scarlett thought she could never break.

At the same time, Peria and Ingrid joined forces to achieve their respective goals and eventually found the Holy Grail of Blood on the third floor of Eched -

That moment,

The Heavenly Demon took the Blood Holy Grail from Ingrid and blocked the source of power.

It all happened at the same time.

Scarlett exists alone in this vast Eched without any allies.

There are many things that go beyond her eyes that she cannot manage and handle all at once.

Thanks to the royal family treasure handed over by Camellia, the witch crossed the lava and placed her hand on Hachi's huge head.

Eched, who is busy doing self-repair, screams without being able to tell Scarlett about the problems that are happening everywhere.

Scarlett, who was showing her oldest memories, a weakness hidden deep in the depths, did not notice it along with Lee Rim.

Thistle, who was more enraged than any other irrationality she had ever experienced, prayed, and the sword of light of Deshade, the evil god, temporarily sent away all the power she had recovered from hell -

struck Eched.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Cheer up!

“...?!”

Scarlett's reaction was late.

“... Apostle of the church. Camellia's weapons. How did I escape from the prison I created?”

Deshade's light did not make a black sound.

There was a sound as the prison cell of the bulkhead split.

However, Scarlett knew that she had forcibly moved a part of Eched's structure, so she just thought it was a scream coming from there.

And originally, Eched would have had to communicate to her every second what his current condition was, but Eched's condition required all of his energy to be devoted to repairing the damage, and the speed at which it was being repaired in the current progress was beyond Eched's attention. Gaia's Paladin, who is destroying the underground, has become a great poison there.

Thanks to Scarlett showing her memories to Lee Rim, she didn't notice the incident until the prison's bulkhead completely broke and people started falling from there.

like that-

As Scarlett looks up at the remains of the shattered bulkhead and the figures of people beginning to fall from the sky along with chains, Thistle looks down with cold eyes and answers her questions.

“Not how. Because I wanted to meet you, Deshade listened to my wish.”

“... Pfft!”

Scarlett raised her arm as she hugged Lee Rim with one arm.

Although it was actually late, she thought it was not too late.

So he swung his arms and tried to trap them in the prison of the bulkhead once again.

However, her actions were made impossible by the two hunters who were targeting Scarlett in the dark interior just before the bulkhead prison was destroyed.

Peeping!

Paang!

Sigh!

'arrow?'

Four arrows flew at high speed, literally piercing Scarlett.

The arrow that flew first sounded like a single shot, but three arrows flew, piercing Scarlett's head, heart, and neck, instantly killing Scarlett, who was trying to chant magic, and reorganizing it, returning it to nothing.

Afterwards, the arrow flew straight towards Scarlett, and she thought that if she left it alone, Irim, who was in her arms, would be hit by the bow, so she hurriedly moved her body and caught the arrow with her raised arm.

Arrows shot by Aila and Luba, respectively.

In Scarlett's eyes, the two people who showed such accurate shooting skills even though they were in a hovering state where they could not maintain their balance, which still had a long way to go before they could touch the ground, felt like sentinels from hell.

Still, the efforts at restraint were not completely in vain.

Scarlett still has time left.

The time remaining until the people of the church and the princess's swords, which had been hung high on the ceiling, fell to the ground.

Although it is short, it is enough time for Scarlett to take different actions.

All you have to do is wield magic.

Anyway, her body was already destroyed and rebuilt.

The arrows all pierced through and did not contain any curses that would leave any aftereffects on her.

But Scarlett,

It felt like their eyes were entrapping my body.

Thistle glares at herself with cold eyes.

The sword of light manifested through the power of the Apostle shattered the prison of the bulkhead and sent everyone out, and now all that was left was the remnants of that light, but to Scarlett, it looked like Thistle's halo.

Hwarim holds the sword and looks at Scarlett.

Hwarim, who came from the same world as the Heavenly Demons, once again reminded her of the memories of the Heavenly Demons killing her hundreds of times, making her feel even more discouraged.

Eila and Luba had the same eyes as the Heavenly Demons.

Although they are clearly different beings from the Heavenly Demon, they saw that the arrows they each fired passed through the body normally, and they wondered where to shoot next so that they could harm Scarlett, or if they could enchant the arrows or poison them. I was seriously wondering whether lighting it on fire and firing it would interfere with her immortality in the slightest.

In addition, although Xian looked tired, her eyes kept Scarlett on guard by keeping her expressionless so as not to be able to read whether the scabbard with her palm raised would be pulled out as soon as it landed on the ground or as it was in the air, and the imperial sword Lugia was also already in the prison of the bulkhead. As soon as I got out, I was half hiding in the shadows.

And finally-

Astesia's eyes.

Scarlett could not read any emotion in Astesia's eyes.

Let alone whether he is angry or sad, he has an expressionless expression that makes it impossible to tell whether he is preparing something, waiting for someone to make a move, or helping to assist others.

And soon-

Sigh-

Beyond that, seeing the figure unconsciously letting out a sneer that seemed cruel, Scarlett felt a feeling of fear as she was overcome by a feeling of disparity and eerieness, wondering if Astesia, whom she had only seen briefly, was a woman with that kind of face in the first place.

so,

“... Don't be funny! The fight is already over! Don’t try to disturb me anymore!”

Perfect!

Scarlett barely moved her stiff body again and snapped her fingers.

“...?!!”

However, for some reason, the flicked finger only released a small amount of magical energy.

and-

Watching it all.

Waiting quietly in the middle of everyone.

A woman who has been watching how the whole story unfolds.

The woman who waited until everything Scarlett had was weakened-

woke up

Clink!

[Now would be the perfect time to fuck you.]

Suddenly, space and time suddenly stopped as if frozen.

Scarlett could hear someone's voice inside.

In front of my eyes, the church members were still jumping in the air.

The prison cells of the bulkheads, which were thought to be strong, have all been shattered.

However, the people of the church and the fragments of the bulkhead should now fall to the ground, but they do not.

But Scarlett clearly heard someone's voice.

And that voice was clearly the voice of one of the members of the church in front of me.

...

That couldn't have happened as it was.

Deshade's sword of light came down from the sky and struck Eched, and the sword of light reacted to Thistle's claymore and extended the power of Perm, breaking a considerable number of all kinds of spells and magic on Eched. Something that has become possible.

So, originally, it would have been impossible for a soul with the magical power of hell to descend to earth, but-

By overlapping the actions of all intelligent beings with their own will, the magic that was cast on Eched, and among the magic contained therein, helped to prevent the existence of hell from influencing Eched on earth. Even the magic that had been given was broken, creating an environment where the devil could interfere.

Thanks to this, the concept of Eched as a pseudo-region that had been protected by all kinds of guardian magic was broken, and it became nothing more than an ordinary imperial territory.

It is no longer a land that was used to protect Hachi's seal from interference from various beings.

so.

In that kind of space.

In the black earth, outside of Scarlet's influence.

Build a temple to God and have angels descend on you.

Whether it's setting up an altar of human bones and summoning demonic creatures.

In the land of possibility where anything can be accomplished -

I had an agreement with Astesia in advance. Road,

Asmodeus appeared in the body of a descendant who inherited his blood.

... Paaa!

[How do you feel? A squire chosen by the world?]

The body clearly belongs to Astesia.

But what is inside it is now the Great Devil of Hell.

This was possible because we agreed in advance.

So, at the most desired time, Asmodeus, who appeared in Astesia's body, walks down through the air.

And the time Asmodeus promised to Astesia was only 2 seconds.

The Great Devil intended to keep his promise.

The two seconds of time promised by Asmodeus and Astesia is an immutable contract established by mutual agreement.

The Great Devil had no intention of breaking it.

In this epiphany, as she promised, she only borrows two seconds.

So first of all, to talk to Scarlett,

[Then, shall we make some time to talk first?]

I held ‘time’ in my hand and twisted it as if squeezing it.

As a result, the concept of one second held in her hand became infinitely longer and-

Asmodeus succeeded in 'extending' the 2 seconds of time given to him to twice the time with his own power.

        
            Because Astesia was kind, she aligned the wavelength of her magic with hers so that Asmodeus could appear at any time.

So, in response to the power of the blood, Asmodeus was able to appear whenever he wanted.

However, the manifestation was fraught with difficulties.

Among the tens of thousands of magics that the people of the Kingdom of Ezerbia sacrificed their lives to cast on Eched and the Black Earth, there were also thousands of magics against things related to the devil.

Of course, even if individual humans, who are mere insignificant beings compared to the great devil, risked their lives to cast magic on the earth, that number is 'all', and it is not that they were sacrificed to stop 'only one' Asmodeus among the numerous devils. Above all, if the Great Devil decided to show his sincerity, it was possible to ignore them and forcibly appear.

But Asmodeus waited on purpose.

To see Scarlett's despair.

To make her people realize that the spell they had risked their lives for on the land for her had been broken.

I deliberately waited until the conditions for my manifestation were met -

dare. To witness Scarlett's utmost despair after touching Lee Rim, whom her descendants cherish and whom she loves so much.

Of course, there was only two seconds.

But it was enough for Asmodeus.

She planned to make the most of the two seconds given to her upon the epiphany.

So, by mobilizing all the knowledge that could interfere with the world he knew, he extended the time of 1 second by putting pressure on the concept of 'second'.

Still, there were limits.

No matter how great the devil is, the only thing that can extend the concept of time is to extend 1 second to a maximum of 100 seconds.

Since she borrowed 2 seconds, the total time she can use is 3 minutes and 20 seconds.

However, even to that extent, Asmodeus has already created much more leeway than Lee Rim has reached the point of deformation to make the most of his limited time, which means that Asmodeus now has plenty of time to pour out his anger on Scarlett. I also did it.

And Scarlett, the squire and guardian,

As a chosen one of the world, I managed to respond to her increased time and succeeded in facing the same amount of time as her.

Scarlett knew at a glance what level of status the other person had, so she welcomed her as the lord of the castle.

“... What is this? The great devil who crawled up from hell?”

[I'm trying to punish you.]

“To whom? To me?”

[Yes.]

“Punishment for what?”

[Because you coveted what belongs to me and my descendants.]

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

widely.

In the midst of the church members who soon stopped, Asmodeus slowly walked down through the air and pointed at Lee Rim with his finger.

Scarlett, who saw the flowing movements, became more nervous than ever before.

Even though she has felt and experienced death.

Even though she had been brought into a state of true suspended animation by the Heavenly Demons, Asmodeus' movements were on a different level, enough to make her extremely nervous.

To that extent, the angry Asmodeus, even as Scarlet, had no choice but to be on a different level of vigilance, far beyond that of the Heavenly Demons.

[You crossed the line.]

Asmodeus waved his finger.

Pachang!

Then, the chains that were restraining Lee Rim's body broke, and instead of falling to the floor, they completely disappeared.

[If you were simply trying to give my knight various experiences, I was just going to observe. But you touched something you shouldn't have touched.]

Scarlett soon realized what the Great Devil was talking about.

In order to ask Lee Rim about happiness, she tried to bring out the essence that was sleeping deep in her heart.

I used mental magic on Lee Rim at the banquet hall, and it was definitely successful.

But there was something that reacted at that time.

It was the Great Devil's protection or stigma, and it was Asmodeus' response to claiming ownership of Scarlett, who had touched Lee Rim.

What is on the back of Lee Rim’s hand is Deshade’s protection.

The protection on the back of the hand is a protection that responds with strength whenever you fight against demons or protect the people around you.

And it is the imprint of the great devil on the back of Lee Rim's neck.

When Lee Rim tries to make his desires come true, or when he tries to protect the people around him just like Deshade's protection, it gives him coldness and makes him more greedy.

Therefore, since Deshade's divine protection and his own divine protection have the same purpose, the Great Devil acknowledged the coexistence of the divine protection.

I can admit it.

Until there.

Until there, that is.

Deshade's protection was what Irim wanted, and it was also Irim who wanted his own power, along with Deshade's protection, even more.

So the Great Devil willingly complied with Lee Rim's choice, which seemed foolish to him.

But no more than that.

Unlike Deshade and herself, Scarlett has absolute power to control the fate of others and is trying to get in the middle of the path that Lee Rim is creating.

Unlike the two beings that Irim met fatefully while walking his path, this is a case where Scarlett directly intervenes in the fate that Irim was creating and strongly exerts her presence.

Asmodeus could never forgive that much, so he came up to stop it, even if it meant appearing in person.

[Young lord. Little child. You are a self-indulgent idiot. If I had only wanted to do one thing, I would have left it alone. No matter how much you tried to become an absolute person, if you had tried to end it as a passing relationship, I would have just overlooked it. Unfortunately, you are a greedy child. So - I'm sorry, but not even Asmodeus, and even I who love all things, can't love you.]

After speaking, Asmodeus raised both arms.

What she holds in her hands are two powers.

They were done magically over the course of a minute as she sentenced Scarlett.

Scarlett tried to react to that.

But I couldn't.

'what? What kind of magic is this? 'Why can't I respond?'

Asmodeus' magic is one that Scarlett cannot respond to.

To be precise, the magic that Scarlett has used so far is created by automatically reacting to the knowledge and 'instincts' possessed by her as a guardian to protect herself as a guardian, but strangely, this time, it did not work out that way.

However, this was something that Asmodeus had expected.

She, the great devil-

Even compared to other great devils, it is of a different class-

From the beginning, from the enemy. She, the devil-

Since he was a demon who had already killed 'ten-digit numbers' of beings such as guardians and sect leaders, he knew what gaps they had.

[You won’t be able to react. Neither of these are magic that shows 'hostility' towards you. A little boy who has lived for only 700 years. Did you think you could get to Asmodeus's side with just that much time? no. It's impossible. If you fight an archdemon of a similar level to you, or one you've spent 10 times as much time with, you might be able to fight on equal terms. But not me. I am a devil who was born at the birth of the world and has competed with countless beings for power.]

“Ugh...!”

[So you have overestimated your strength. He must have thought that even if he was a being of the level of an arch-devil, he would be able to take down it. Even if he was an arch-demon, he probably thought that he couldn't be stronger than himself, the guardian. So you must have always looked down on others with the gaze of the absolute. But that is over now. Just as you laughed at the gap in power between the princess of the empire and yourself, I will also allow you to experience something similar. My knight said he would discipline you, but was unable to do so due to lack of power, this Asmodeus. I will make it happen for you. So - face despair calmly and cry out. Even though you have overwhelming power, you only wield it, and you waste your time, unable to create anything with your true power.]

Scarlett moves late.

Now half the time has passed.

From ‘2 seconds’ to ‘1 second’.

In reality, the concept of time was temporarily stretched, so it felt like 1 minute and 40 seconds had passed, and half of that, 1 minute and 40 seconds, remained.

So Scarlett's body didn't react as usual, so she put her mind to it and calculated the magic formula to create magic.

The time it took to get there was-

20 seconds.

However, Asmodeus,

[It’s slow. It’s been a while since I’ve seen such cute acting.]

I completed the spell 10 seconds before that and was leisurely looking at it.

and-

[Look. This is truly the power of a being that has not wasted time.]

Asmodeus' magic was fired.

Whilick!

In the devil's hand, two spheres filled with deep darkness move.

This is the moment when she raises her left arm up and points her right arm down.

black sphere.

That's all the power Asmodeus can use during his temporary appearance.

Each sphere began to move into the sky and underground respectively.

However, even though the magic was fully completed, it was not an attack magic.

That's why Scarlett couldn't react in the end.

However, those magics led to a disaster more serious than any other attack magic.

at first-

'Magic that opens the sky.'

To be exact, magic that connects space to space.

What Asmodeus did was simply to connect the sky above Eched with the space where a group of stars were swimming in space.

And the identity of that group of stars is-

A group of snakes made of rock.

[Demi – Uranus]

A snake without eyes.

A solid head in the shape of a water drop, resembling a kite shield.

Space predators with thousands of sharp teeth inside their mouths.

As they swim through space, they are connected by a portal created by the Great Devil and begin to fall into Eched.

But there is still time left.

As soon as the Uranus reached the portal of Asmodeus, they were swept away by the abnormally widened time interval and stopped all at once, and one second later, they were scheduled to collide with Eched at the same speed they were swimming in space.

And the number is-

More than ‘10,000’.

“... such a ridiculous thing-!”

[It's not over yet.]

Scarlett is shocked to have summoned a demon wandering around outer space, but Asmodeus' magic has only revealed its true identity at that point.

Asmodeus, with a cruel smile that has never been seen on Astesia's face, points down.

What Scarlett witnessed when she lowered her head was,

“...!!!”

It was a very small bomb.

A black sphere.

Asmodeus seems to like it.

However, she never intended for it to be black.

The black color of the magical orb is actually an optical illusion created by magic coming together and letters overlapping each other to the point where no gaps are visible.

In reality, it has no color and is just an optical illusion as the letters are just overlapping.

However, this also means that the sphere is a layer of numerous magics.

And ironically, the magic that makes up the sphere Asmodeus created is-

'The magic of perm.'

Conceptually, it does not refer to specific words and letters, but is simply a magic that boasts the opposite of everything in the world, pronounced as 'ma'.

There is no distinction.

Includes everything related to demons, magic, sorcery, and sorcery.

When that power fulfills its role after one second, it is pushed back by the power of the magic created by Asmodeus himself and is sent back to hell.

Still, it doesn't matter.

For Asmodeus, who tried to keep his promise from the beginning, the sphere was also a magic that carried that role, and he had to put himself 'within the scope of magic' so that Scarlett, the guardian, would recognize his magic as an act of suicide and not react in any way. That was also the reason why they couldn't do it.

What such magic does is simply two roles.

One is to dispel all remaining magic on Eched, which is now in such a bad state that it is better to think about receiving minimal damage while enduring permanent loss rather than recovery, and the other is -

It was to completely break the magical seal on the monster that was the source of Scarlett's birth underground, the fifth monster that had not yet been born.

[Now, choose. Either way would be difficult.]

Asmodeus puts his hands together and imitates prayer.

It wasn't difficult.

Astesia was always praying to Deshade and Asmodeus, so when she moved her body to pray, her appearance immediately took on the posture of a great 'believer'.

Beyond that, she also possessed the benevolence of a saint.

so,

“... Uuuu! I can’t forgive-!!!”

Scarlett couldn't help but realize that this was the 'best insult' the Archdemon could inflict on her.

Now, Scarlett only has 10 seconds left.

There are two things to choose from.

What would happen if you left the monsters swimming in space above Eched, trying to bite everything in front of them, is simple.

It was clear that Uranus would eat up all three floors of Eched.

All three layers of layers.

Everything, without exception.

Sin is the place where the items that the people of her kingdom entrusted to her to remember them are kept.

Enter the stomachs of monsters from outer space that satisfy only hunger without intelligence.

Of course it can be prevented.

However, even if you block it, it is a problem.

Thinking that far, Scarlett has 7 seconds left after completing the magic to the halfway stage.

There's only one thing she can stop from now on.

If you block the sky, you cannot block the underground.

And in the basement, the reason she became a guardian lies dormant.

She was born to prevent the monster from waking up.

To prevent the 5th season, the 13th month that should not exist, from taking place.

All the kingdom's citizens sacrificed themselves to congratulate and assist him on becoming a guardian to prevent it.

Because I love her.

Because I like Scarlett.

To ease the burden on the princess who became her guardian.

Therefore, Scarlett has a responsibility to live up to the expectations of the people of the kingdom.

'...damn, damn, damn!'

Just like that, the time passed helplessly-

The scale was set with 5 seconds remaining.

Now I really have to decide.

It must be decided before the remaining 5 seconds become 4 seconds.

The magic has now reached the halfway stage.

She had to pick a branch here.

Will I achieve a magic that will block the sky above, or will I achieve a magic that will protect the seal underground?

Memories,

duty.

The two were put on the scales.

went up,

Now there is less than 0.1 second left until 5 seconds becomes 4 seconds.

Scarlett is awesome-

...whoop!

I burst into tears and chose a side.

“... How, how can I give up? The only trace left by the people I love and who loved me...”

and,

Before the tears that flowed from Scarlett's eyes fell to the ground-

... Kiiing-!!!

Jongju completed the magic circle that defends Eched's 'airspace'.

like that-

The two seconds that Asmodeus appeared passed, and the world began to flow at its original speed again.

        
            Saint Xian.

Red Purge started calling her a saint when she was 5 years old.

She became a saint without knowing what it meant, and soon tried to understand it.

How their denomination was created.

What is the doctrine of the Red Purge.

The laws of the empire determine who are its enemies and who are recognized as its citizens.

As a priest, this is all about how to perceive things related to demons.

So Sian realized that he was different from others.

Those who knew her identity in Red Purge did not mention her name, and Sian also did not mention it until now.

Thanks to this, Xian became a saint despite her identity being quite unclear compared to other saints whose identity and origins are clearly known.

But it didn't matter.

In the first place, in Red Purge, thousands of gods, large and small, are worshiped, and even though she is a festival saint who only appears during wish ceremonies, she was clearly a pure-blooded human at the time of her birth, but she sings songs from various gods along with Diletare, the god of pleasure. , received the blessings of various talents such as dancing, art, composition, and pottery, and as a result, they became quite different from ordinary humans.

So, if among the many saints, there was a saint like Hirem whose identity was transparent, as anyone could tell at a glance that she was Cheonikjong, no one cared even if there was another saint whose identity was opaque.

That's because saints have been regarded as the 'strength' and 'weapon' of the church, something that must be treated with care in the Red Purge so far.

Still, Sian did not consider it unfortunate.

It wasn't that I was abused in the first place.

It was just because all saints were treated as precious weapons called 'saints' and not viewed as human beings, but it is true that everyone cherished them.

If the saints wanted it, all the priests of the church listened to their request as long as it did not conflict with the doctrine, and if they were unwell, the day's training was immediately canceled, so the saints were always the top priority.

In reality, the meaning contained in it is that if you offend the saints and do not use your power when you want, you will be in trouble, so by always trying to please them and show them their favor, it is to give them a sense of belonging, and a saint is a living weapon and Since it is treated the same way, it is natural that maintenance and care should be taken to maintain a healthy body at all times.

Still, Sian worked hard in such an environment.

Compared to other saints in Red Purge, she is a very hard worker.

Unlike beings who became saints due to their innate powers and strong power to attract gods, Xian was the last of the saints to become a saint by barely obtaining the consent of more than half of them.

Of course, it was a long time in the future for a child of only 5 years old to know that fact, but Xian accumulated in her mind more quickly than any other saint the etiquette of the church, its doctrines, how to view government affairs, and knowledge of the devil. come.

Meanwhile, the big incident that happened was-

At the age of 9, he killed with his own hands a lustful saint who had been exposed to the relics of Asmodeus for the sake of the future of the church.

She began to be called a reflector right after the events of that day, when she sent the souls of Saint Emor, who was holding the relic of Asmodeus, and the hundred priests surrounding her into hell with her own hands.

Therefore, Xian was a person who had been on the side of the great devil more than any of the saints, and even afterwards, he read knowledge about the devil, especially human bishops and popes, who are difficult to encounter even after several generations. She was a saint who was wary of the devil and studied how to deal with it.

Thanks to,

Sian was able to react to the manifestation of Asmodeus before anyone else in Eched.

'devil? Also, the Great Devil?'

This was the moment when Deshade, after hearing Thistle's prayer, broke the restraints of everyone in the Deshade Church, including Xian and Lugia, by throwing down the sword of light.

Everyone who was hanging in the air began to fall to the ground the moment the prison was broken.

However, none of them could have died by falling from a height of just one level, so at the moment when they all stretched out their feet to land on the ground and fell -

... pop!

Time stopped, and Asmodeus appeared in the middle of the gap between the people of the church.

‘Saint of the Deshade Church! What did you do-'

At first, when Xian felt the energy of the great devil nearby, he thought that Astesia had simply overexerted herself and borrowed the great devil's power.

However, Xian, who was about to turn his head and give him a reprimanding look, asking why he had done such an unbearable thing-

The moment I saw her face, I realized that wasn't it.

What was there was not Astesia or Astesia.

That is Asmodeus in the form of Astesia.

A direct manifestation of the Great Evil.

The reason she was able to recognize it right away was because Sian had once encountered a piece of the great evil possessed by the Saint of Lust.

Although Xian was still embarrassed, thanks to his previous experience, he was able to respond to the appearance of Asmodeus faster than anyone else in Eched, and at the same time, the great evil had just appeared on the ground without an altar accompanied by a sacrifice. From the knowledge I had accumulated as a saint, I realized that it was not an impossible task.

So, the maximum duration that the Archdemon can temporarily maintain his presence on the ground is approximately -

About 5 seconds.

'5 seconds. The time the Great Devil can stay on the ground is up to 5 seconds...! It won't be long...!'

Sian's calculations were correct.

If the great devil in hell is only connected for a moment by temporarily matching the wavelength of magic power with the descendant of the demon whose blood is strong, rather than going through a regular summoning method, the maximum time that the great devil can exist on earth is 5 It's only seconds.

However, if there is a problem, the opponent is Asmodeus, the 'primordial great devil', who is a different being among the great devils.

The devil's five seconds are barely enough to exist on the ground, and if that time is used as efficiently as possible, it is enough time to absorb all nearby themes and turn a temporary manifestation into a semi-permanent one.

So, Sian-

Whilick!

Slam!

Quickly, while falling, he turned in the air, pulled out his sword, and attempted to cut Asmodeus and Astesia's body.

Because it would have been impossible if not now.

Although it is imperfect, it is to remove the framework of the Great Evil that can appear semi-permanently in the empire.

'resolve. If you cut her down, the demon will lose its body. So hurry up-'

However, Xian's movements, which tried to make decisions and act faster than anyone else, were soon stopped by Asmodeus.

[are you okay. Just for a little while, I just do what I have to do.]

Asmodeus was concerned about Scarlett but also noticed Xian's movements.

As soon as she saw her, she moved Xian, who was about to draw his sword, faster and more leisurely than her, restraining him in an instant, preventing him from moving, and asking for her understanding as she tried to struggle.

The great devil asked for understanding from humans, and especially from the saint.

'... It's unfair.'

When Xian saw the appearance of such a great devil, he clearly felt the gap in power.

Although Xian was also a saint, even Asmodeus could not control her mind unless he used his power while completely in control of Theme. However, Asmodeus clearly showed mercy to Xian, who tried to kill Astesia.

He cut off all of Xian's limbs with his sword and instead of inflicting pain on his soul, he simply stopped his movements and asked for his understanding. He said that he would manifest for only 2 seconds when he could manifest for as long as 5 seconds and then leave on his own.

Sian didn't understand that.

A demon is a being that absorbs all the themes of the earth at the same time as it appears and must ravage them at the same time. Asmodeus kept his promise and went back without doing anything other than simply pouring out his anger on Scarlett in front of Xian.

of course,

The anger that poured out for only two seconds led Scarlett to make the worst choice.

like that,

...

Two seconds passed as Sian watched everything that happened between Asmodeus and Scarlett.

... Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!!!

“... Astesia?!”

The concept of time, which had been extended by Asmodeus, returned to its original state after 2 seconds, and the people of the church landed with the bulkhead prison falling to the floor of the remaining second floor, and Astesia's body landed safely on the ground. Instantly, the Great Demon also finished manifesting.

It was almost a miracle that Sian followed even half of the time and space that passed between Scarlett and Asmodeus for two seconds.

The others only experienced Asmodeus' appearance in Astesia's body for the exact time it was, honestly, for two seconds.

So, as soon as Aila landed on the floor, she was the first to shout and look back at Astesia, and the rest of the people also looked to the side.

dump!

As promised, the body of the archdemon who appeared for exactly two seconds, exhausted all of Astesia's magical power, and left, fell to the cold floor.

However, although she fell with a loud noise, Astesia fell on the spot thanks to the shock-relieving magic filled with the great evil's kindness and her final affection for her descendants, and was not injured even though she hit her face on the cracked floor.

“A little while ago...”

Thistle walked up to Astesia the fastest and lifted her head.

However, the Great Devil who had completed his appearance had already left, and Astesia only lost consciousness due to excessive use of her magical power.

and-

... coo coo coo coo coo coo!

The real disaster was what happened after that, the aftermath created by the two magics that Asmodeus achieved and left behind during his mere two-second appearance, which was the beginning of the real disaster.

        
            Quad duddd!!!

A terrible sound comes from the sky above Eched.

If I were to classify the type, it would be a sound close to crushing.

But the sound is the same as when iron shatters iron.

As expected, the demonic beasts of the outer universe are being torn apart by Scarlett's magic as soon as they pass through the portal created high above Eched.

Demonic beasts who were caught up in the power of Asmodeus while swimming in space.

However, since the Uranus were not intelligent creatures, even though the portal opened in front of them, they did not stop swimming and came in through the wide open portal and tried to bite Eched.

The monsters in the outer universe were being torn apart without leaving a single piece behind by Scarlett's high-speed rotating protective magic.

However, because of that, Scarlett was unable to block another magic left behind by Asmodeus, the magic used to awaken the monster sleeping underground.

... Boom!

“... What does this mean?”

... Boom!

It seemed like Hwarim was the first to react, but in reality, everyone here reacted at the same time to the sounds coming from Eched's basement.

... Boom!

The ground is shaking.

... Boom!

Eched rings.

... Boom!

The world is ringing.

... Boom!

The sound grew louder and louder, making every living being feel that way.

And everyone knew what that sound meant.

At the same time, the iron door in Eched's basement, the iron door sealing Hachi-

Kwaaa!!!

It was smashed.

... Whiuuuck!!!

... Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Chamaaa!

Disaster blows with a wind filled with heat that takes everyone's breath away.

Lava pours on the floor.

A gray and golden bee came up through the center of Eched, glaring at everyone in the church and Scarlett.

Come..come..and threw it away.

A monster that should not have woken up.

The monster that was meant to be soared before everyone's eyes.

A monster is a monster born of obsession.

Everyone recognized it the moment they saw it.

As with the long sword, the moment you recognize the object, the concept flows directly into your mind.

The monster in front of you is a monster created by the wizard king of an ancient kingdom who sacrificed his entire kingdom.

It's a monster created to become a fifth season that shouldn't exist.

However,

Therefore, it was not the perfect birth that the Wizard King had hoped for.

“Finally, you follow me.”

Boo boo boo boo boo boo boo boo!

There was a witch on top of Hachi.

Longena, the witch of bugs.

Hotch is now being controlled by her.

To be exact, the concept of persuasion rather than manipulation.

“Yes. okay. You seem angry. Normally, you should have been born hundreds of years ago, but that has been impossible until now.”

In reality, the witch is also barely trying to appease Hachi.

The monster was angry at its birth, which had been delayed for hundreds of years.

Hachi, as originally intended, should break the seal, merge with the concept of the world immediately after birth, and establish himself as a being that no one can kill.

However, as it should be, the monster was constantly complaining to the witch.

'Anger towards Scarlett' who sealed him away.

Originally, it should have been integrated into the world as soon as it was born, but due to the interference of Scarlett, it was unable to become a complete concept and was sealed and trapped in the state of a living creature for a long time, resulting in the 'accumulation of hunger' as a living creature that was not supposed to feel it in the first place.

In addition to those two things, Hachi has not yet been assimilated into the world because the Bug Witch planted a foreign erosive substance that was not originally part of Hachi, a mind-controlling bug, in Hachi's head.

so-

If you want to kill Hachi, go outside now. does not exist.

but,

Scarlett couldn't move now.

'no. I don't have any strength anymore. Why? Why can't I use magic anymore?'

Scarlett successfully closed the dimensional gap above Eched.

The monsters were ultimately unable to devour what Scarlett was trying to protect, and the items entrusted to her by the people of the ancient kingdom who served Scarlett were protected.

But she couldn't do anything else.

No magic is created.

I no longer had any strength in my body, so I couldn't even lift my arms.

dump!

In the end, Scarlett knelt down.

Against my will, my body falls apart.

In reality, the Heavenly Demons temporarily sealed the Holy Grail and lost connection to its power as a guardian, but Scarlett perceived it as the world abandoning her.

“No... Everyone believed in me. You have to do it. Everyone left it to me. You have to live up to expectations. Everyone sacrificed for me. So, so... I shouldn't give up here...”

Scarlett tries to get up.

However, the more the body does this, the more it breaks down.

Scarlett is trying to regain consciousness.

However, my mind only becomes more and more blurred.

Scarlett tried not to shed tears.

but,

The tears of the runner are weak,

I couldn't bear it and just fell to the floor.

Knock-

and,

Snap!

Rumble…

Those tears fell on someone's palm and pooled between the palm lines.

... Wow!

The hand that received the tears clenches into a fist.

Scarlett looked at the hand and raised her head.

I didn't have any strength at all, but the moment I saw that hand, I gained the strength to raise my head.

and,

The head of the clan raised his head like that,

What the little princess, who had even been robbed of her guardian powers, witnessed,

Sharing the same memories as her,

There is only one in the world-

Your own understanding.

“... Scarlet.”

Lee Rim holds Scarlett's tears in his hand and calls her out.

“Scarlet Veil Blood.”

“... Yes.”

“I’m sorry. By acting coldly.”

Lee Rim apologizes.

All this time, he had not been able to understand Scarlett and had only imposed his own thoughts on her.

“You probably have your own story, but I apologize for ignoring it and just saying what I had to say.”

“... No, no.”

This is Lee Rim, who looked into Scarlett’s memories.

Beyond what I had seen, Lee Rim became who she was in the past, even if only for a short time.

So Lee Rim was able to understand why Scarlett became this kind of person.

Lee Rim thought that Scarlett became like this because there was no one to discipline her.

But no.

There were a lot of people around her to begin with, but they all put a burden on Scarlett.

A burden that would be difficult for her to bear on her own.

They even sacrificed themselves to become a pillar that supported her so that she couldn't even put it down.

So Scarlett had to act as a guardian no matter what.

However, because she was not even an adult and became a guardian, she did not even know how to distinguish between what should not be done and what could be done.

Then Lee Rim realized that everything he said to her was bound to sound like abusive language to her.

In her life, she was clearly living up to everyone's expectations, but she was criticized for that.

So Lee Rim decided that he would apologize to her from now on.

“So, from now on, I will atone.”

But of course other people don't know.

Why is Lee Rim suddenly trying to take Scarlett’s side?

“... I wonder, what on earth are you talking about-”

“... I don't know how things are going anymore.”

So it was natural for Xian and Lugia to think that way.

However, it was just two people.

“... Lee Lim.”

Thistle approaches Irim and stands next to him.

Ruba, who supported Hwarim, Aila, and Astesia, also approached Irim and looked at him.

Lee Rim, who saw this, walked in front of Scarlett and spoke to everyone, covering her appearance.

“... sorry. I don't have time right now.”

And instead of explaining to everyone why he came in front of Scarlett, he asked a favor.

“From now on, I will kill monsters.”

Lee Rim raises his magic sword and points at the monster.

The bug witch and the Hachi carrying the witch.

And the people of the Order -

Lee Rim's choice was readily accepted without anyone asking the reason or expressing refusal.

“... Great! I don't know what it is, but can I deal with it? Lee Rim?! And then you explain everything later?!”

“Yes. Let me explain. Aila might not understand it a little, but.”

“Bishop!! I don't understand, but I will follow!!! It's hunting!! hunt!! I don’t know what the guys would say if I told them I went hunting without preparation, but it would definitely be something to brag about!!!”

“I’m sorry, Luba. Still, thank you for following me.”

“... You saw something, and it seems to have moved your heart, Lee Rim. If so, just follow. Your choice is my choice.”

“... Yes. Thank you, Hwarim.”

Aila, Luba, and Hwarim looked into Irim's eyes and immediately understood.

“... Lee Lim.”

“... Yes. Thistle.”

“Is that for salvation?”

“... Yes.”

Thistle also understood the choice by exchanging a few words with Lee Rim.

“Okay. Salvation to those who seek salvation. Thank you so much for remembering the promise you made to me.”

and-

The Deshade Church soon entered a battle stance.

[Stigma]

Clap-

Churrr!

Lee Rim strengthens the hand holding the magic sword and summons Deshade's armor.

“Hwarim, let’s just warm up quickly!”

“The opponent of the monster. You'll need to use some magic.”

Sreung!

Kaaa!

Aila and Hwarim pulled out their swords, and they deflected each other's swords once, causing sparks to fly.

“First of all!! I will do as much as I can!!!”

Luba also put an arrow on his bow while carrying the unconscious Astesia on his back.

thud!

[Stray Light]

“Let’s fight around this place. The most important thing is to keep your footing and fight.”

Thistle was also shattered to pieces, so he raised the claymore, creating a barrier of divine power to protect the remaining second floor of Eched from collapsing any further.

“The goal is to kill the monster. Information about the opponent is Hachi, a monster created by the wizard king of the ancient kingdom.”

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa!!!

Lee Rim holds up the magic sword and from the beginning, throws as much magic as he can into the sword with all his might and explains to everyone.

“The time limit is until the monster is integrated into the concept of the world. However, that may happen at any time depending on his whim.”

Irim, who had completed all preparations for the fight, turned around and looked at Xian and Lugia and said.

“So, I would appreciate it if you two could help me out. Even for the sake of the empire.”

Lee Rim forced the two to make a choice.

Since Xian and Lugia are not members of the church, it is okay for them to leave Eched as is and quickly withdraw, or they can join the church to confront the monster.

Whether the two follow or not, the Church will protect Scarlett from now on and fight to take down Hachi, and no matter how they win or lose, the people of the Church will not miss the opportunity to kill the monster that has not yet merged with the world for the first and last time. I will do my best.

So, Xian and Lugia also aimed their weapons at Hachi-

“... Umoon. After making the situation this far, there is no way to escape.”

“... Imperial Sword Lugia. The work to do is always the same. In order to be recognized by the empire, I just swing my sword at the empire's enemies.”

“... Thank you.”

All of that seemed nothing but a miracle to Scarlett.

Through the miracle created by Lee Rim.

As the only one who understands.

and-

He looked exactly like the adults of the fallen kingdom who protected him, who he thought had nothing to do with him anymore.

“... Is that so? That's what it was...”

A child who has jumped from spring to winter looks at Lee Rim's back.

Winter had come, and Scarlett was ready to give up everything because of course there would be no time after winter.

But what appeared in front of her was-

“You... you were the person who could become my own fifth season...”

The fifth season that exists only for one person -

It was a season called ‘Salvation’.

“... Okay. I don't know what it was, but it gave me time to convince this kid. Now then-”

like that,

In front of the church group prepared to fight,

Likewise, the bug witch who managed to convince Hachi,

He controlled Hachi and flew even higher and declared with magic in his voice.

“Die.”

        
            'die? Are you dying? 'Am I really going to die?'

Ingrid's will is constantly thinking.

‘You’re going to die? What does it mean to die? Can't do anything? 'So is this really dying?'

‘I had to think.’

‘Are you really going to die? Die. I'm dying. die. ... no. It's a shame that it ends like this. After all, it’s so vain, isn’t it? no. I can't die. in action. I have to move-'

You shouldn't stop thinking.

If you stop thinking, it will end just like that.

The moment consciousness disappears, existence completely disappears, and only then will the existence of Ingrid completely disappear from the world.

So Ingrid doesn't like it and keeps thinking about it, but

...

'Why aren't you moving? Wake up quickly! Wake up like usual! in action! what are you doing?!'

Her body does not respond at all, as if she cannot hear Ingrid's sorrowful voice.

Arms, legs, neck, back, waist, joints, everything.

That's right, Ingrid's body is now in a state so horrendous that it can be said to be the worst, even compared to the countless transformations she has experienced in her life.

Ingrid's body was shattered into pieces.

It is difficult to even describe it as a smash.

The body is made up of various materials, but if we classify the whole as simply 'meat', her body is currently in a state where there is not even a part that can be called a 'piece of meat'.

If you want to ask someone who slaughters meat for a living to create the same state, you have to go from the state of 'ground meat' to pressing it in a press once more to complete the body, a body that has been dismantled to the extreme of inefficiency.

Since there was no longer a body that the will could return to and that could be called 'alive', it was natural for Ingrid's will to float in the air of Eched.

Soon, even in such a confusing situation, Ingrid became slightly calm without realizing it, and if that were the case, if her body did not move no matter how many commands she gave, she would rather use the amount of energy she could not pay attention to by recalling the situation that occurred a little while ago, and regenerate her body based on that. I thought I would give it a try.

‘Heavenly Demons. How did the Heavenly Demons get in here? By any means - no. Let's not try to think too far ahead. Bishop Lee Rim and Hwarim did that. The Heavenly Demon is something like that. If you want to do it, you can do it. If it's impossible, it's something that can be achieved even if it means getting out of the job. Don't try to think with your head about how they did what they could do for granted. Why did I die? Think about how you died. Think of a way to return to its original form. 'That's the only way to survive.'

Soon Ingrid replayed her death in reverse order.

He was definitely killed by the Heavenly Demons.

It was beyond death, it was broken into pieces.

Perhaps that's because the Heavenly Demons thought that since Ingrid inherited Scarlett's blood, they would have to use a corresponding amount of power to temporarily render her incapable of fighting.

At that moment, the Heavenly Demons took away the Holy Grail of Blood and at the same time decided to do their best to kill Ingrid, the woman with whom they had met and talked to each other several times in Eched, to prevent any variables from occurring, and they did so. .

And that was correct.

However, it was also excessive.

Ingrid inherited Scarlett's blood simply by kissing the blood chalice and inheriting only a drop of the blood contained therein.

So, if you were to compare Ingrid's level with that of a vampire, the difference is so great that you can't even reach his feet.

Even so, Ingrid has suppressed her desire for vampirism by offsetting it with the power of the witch, and she has also suppressed the desire of the witch through the education she received as a Witch Hunter.

So, of course, if Ingrid is killed the way the Heavenly Demons did to Scarlett, she will not be able to be easily revived.

Scarlett's body is broken down and a new one is created in its place, but Ingrid's body can only be regenerated by sacrificing blood from the body corresponding to the broken part or from another person.

However, Ingrid's body was torn to shreds by the Heavenly Demons from head to toe, including her clothes and the spare blood that was always stored inside those clothes, so there was no proper way to pay the price.

and-

The problem didn't end there.

In fact, finding the price to regenerate the shattered body from beginning to end was actually a problem that needed to be discussed later compared to the problems that Ingrid was going to discuss in her head from now on.

'The price, the price, can be paid later, once the remains that remain now have somehow taken the form of a human being. But that's not the problem. The real problem is separate-'

If she wanted to, Ingrid could even regenerate her body from the debris currently scattered on the floor in a way that would not be visible to others.

But Ingrid is now-

If I were to start regenerating, I couldn't think of 'how' I should regenerate.

'But I will do my best to regenerate the body somehow... but what about me, what about Ingrid-

'What did it look like?'

Ingrid completely forgets who she is.

The reason why that happened was simple.

The Heavenly Demons' attack was too fast and destructive.

Their attack went beyond her body and distorted space itself before Ingrid's consciousness could even leave her body, and as a result, Ingrid even suffered mental damage.

If things were to go as they were, there would never be a stage like now where Ingrid was thinking about what form the resurrection would be like as she was doing it by hand.

As a vampire, Ingrid is damaged and her body must immediately regenerate against her will.

Just as Scarlett, the squire, uses a method of resurrection that is one level higher, a method in which the body that can no longer be restored is destroyed and then reconstructed and then consciousness enters it, Ingrid uses the reverse method of destroying the destroyed body. It must be revived through a method that achieves regeneration.

But there was an error there.

Ingrid died so quickly now that she couldn't remember what she originally looked like.

Since he can't even remember what he looked like, his body can't regenerate and just stops and waits for death -

This was the state of Ingrid, who was currently slowly dying.

'no. I have to think of it. Think about it. It reminds me of it. yourself. What do I look like-'

Soon, the time that passed without Ingrid being able to recall her image began to increase, and as time went by, the possibility of Ingrid being fully revived began to become slimmer.

The more this happens, the more Ingrid tries to remember herself.

I tried to recall my own face reflected in the water, my own reflection in the mirror, and if that was impossible, I tried to recall my own reflection in other people's eyes.

but-

What I remember was something completely different.

When she thought about it, Ingrid had never looked at herself in her entire life.

Ingrid was a woman who always looked out for everyone, not just herself.

She tried to think of herself, but her eyes always contained images of other people, so the image of Lyudmila came to mind, the image of Vicar Setias came to mind, and the image of Ebenezer came to mind.

‘Ingrid. Were you here? ... yes? Why did you come here? ...did you really forget? 'It was Ingrid who said she wanted to go out with me today, right?'

...

...

...

...

'... I can't help it if I'm that sleepy. Well, today I think I'll just catch some sleep with Ingrid. Actually, I was a little tired.'

‘Ingrid. Are you back? Then, let me start with the report. Just leave your luggage in your room.'

...

...

...

...

'... And thank you for coming back safely.'

‘Ingrid. Were you resting? It is none other than a receipt for the public funds used during this witch's search. The calculation was empty. Exactly two bottles of alcohol.'

...

...

...

...

'... Phew - ok. Judging from the tired expression on his face, I will also step down this time. In this case, I will write down that two bottles of alcohol were used as money to obtain more useful information from witnesses about the witch. Still, this is the last time I see you. There will never be a next time. ... And, if you're having a hard time, come visit with Lyudmila. I'll at least listen to your complaints.'

'It's vivid... It comes to mind so clearly...'

In addition, the images of all the other Witch Hunters came to mind, and the scenery of the parish as well as the people I met as I began to go outside came back to me clearly one after another.

But the more sad it became, the more Ingrid herself could not be found there at all.

Even though Ingrid remembered standing in front of the mirror and adjusting her clothes, and although her image was clearly reflected in the mirror, Ingrid could not remember her own appearance.

'... Ha ha ha ha ha. is that so? Is this the magic light? Damn it... I decided one day that I wasn't going to die like this. I never thought he would rummage around without even remembering himself...'

like that,

This is when Ingrid fell into despair, feeling like she was getting closer and closer to death because she couldn't remember what she looked like, even though she couldn't remember what she looked like anymore.

... Sigh!

Although she couldn't hear a sound because she didn't have a body, Ingrid's will felt something tearing near the spot where she died.

and-

Patter!

Ttuduk!

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop...

...

...

...

...

flinch!

Ingrid felt vitality returning to her whole body and woke up writhing.

        
            ... Tick!

When Ingrid tried to move her finger, it moved.

It was a strange feeling.

It's a body that didn't move no matter what I did a little while ago...

No, the body itself did not exist in the first place, but now it is moving again.

So it took Ingrid some time to adjust to the sense that her consciousness was connected to her body.

But it didn't take long.

Slowly, step by step, as if weaving clothes from thread, or as an alchemist carefully handles a barely completed magic device, Ingrid let her will flow from her toes to her head, and her body reproduced the desired movements against her will.

Soon, she signaled for the last time to the eyelids that were blocking her vision to please open them -

... flash!

“... Peria?”

Contrary to the weighty, desperate cry that accompanied it, Ingrid was able to open her eyes more easily than she expected, and what she saw was Peria cutting her own arm long and bleeding.

like that-

Peria, who brought Ingrid back to life, endured the pain she felt in her arm and spoke to her with a deliberately sinister smile.

Sigh-

“... I owe you something?”

That was just a few minutes before Ingrid was resurrected.

The Heavenly Demons killed Ingrid and took the Holy Grail, then left Peria there.

Although Ingrid was brutally murdered, the reason why Peria did not die was simple.

The reason is because the Heavenly Demons are murderers, not murderous demons.

The two, who were originally one, commit murder with purpose, but do not commit meaningless murder.

To the Heavenly Demons, Ingrid had planned to kill them from the beginning, but not Peria.

In the eyes of the two Heavenly Demons, Peria, who was moving with Ingrid, was a non-combatant at a glance, so they judged that there was zero chance of a counterattack when they turned around, so they saved Peria.

And, in the first place, if the Heavenly Demons had wanted to kill Ingrid more definitely, they would have gone further than that and tried to completely destroy Ingrid's consciousness by carrying out a final attack, but the two did not do that on purpose.

Ingrid was out of the question to them because she did not have the qualities of a ruler from the beginning, and they did not feel the need to do anything more than render her incapable of combat in order to obtain the Holy Grail.

However, neither Ingrid nor the Heavenly Demons realized that Ingrid had almost reached complete death just by that level, and the truth was sunk beneath the surface without them realizing it until the end of their respective lives.

What was left in the room full of Eched's instruments was-

Peria's body is alive and well, and Ingrid's body is shattered and flowing.

Peria was momentarily relieved that she had not been killed, but as soon as the Heavenly Demons left, she took off the bandages on her body and cut her arm.

“... Wait. I just have to hold on for a little while... Yay!”

Phew!

Sigh!

“Ugh... It hurts, it hurts as expected~?!”

Patter!

Twauk!

Pop!

Pop!

Pop!

“So... eat quickly and come back to life? Ugh...”

Because I made a firm decision and cut deeply, the blood began to flow out faster and more than expected.

Thick black blood constantly leaking out.

It is a mixture of human and demon blood.

As for which one, it was definitely cursed blood, and now that the concentration of demon blood had become thicker, it was blood that was one step closer to misfortune-

At the same time, Ingrid, whose body had been completely destroyed, could be resurrected quickly because there was no blood with better nutrients nearby.

And Peria only intended to stop there, but she didn't know what situation Ingrid was in.

So it's really just - 'coincidence.'

The blood that Peria shed was the last condition that Ingrid lacked that allowed her to be resurrected normally, and it showed her a picture of herself that Ingrid could no longer recall, and ironically, the image of 'Ingrid seen from Peria's eyes'. The condition has been met.

Ingrid, who accepted the memory of Ingrid's appearance as seen from Peria's perspective while holding the blood sliced between pieces of meat, soon succeeded in regenerating her complete appearance.

Thanks to this, the resurrected Ingrid, who has not completely disappeared from the world, quietly expresses her gratitude to Peria.

“... Thank you.”

“Don’t think about expressing your gratitude in words, but instead express it as a debt. Is there enough blood?”

“... Maybe.”

“Okay. Then shall we leave right away?”

In the meantime, Peria stopped the bleeding by bandaging her arm and thought about going downstairs with Ingrid, but-

... stumbling-

“... Just 5 seconds.”

Tuk!

“Ouch! Wait... your arm hurts-”

... cum-

Ssam...

Ssam...

Ssam...

“... Just a moment.”

Ingrid stood up, shook her body back and forth for a moment, then collapsed and rested her head on Peria's shoulder.

Peria tried to shake Ingrid off, but when Peria saw her eyes and was about to protest that she was lowering her head on her injured arm, she calmly lent her shoulder for a moment.

Afterwards, as promised, 5 seconds-

Ingrid woke up again as a result of Peria showing mercy and giving her shoulder for 2 minutes and 5 seconds, adding 2 minutes.

“... Thank you so much. Because I thought I was going to die.”

“... Okay. I knew.”

Ingrid takes a quick breath, gathers herself, and stands up.

Since Ingrid had no idea about real death, she was so afraid that she had reached a state that was most similar to death.

Peria also knew the horror that Ingrid must have experienced, so she became a temporary haven for her.

“... Are you scared of dying?”

“... It's scary. Aside from the pain, it was cold.”

Peria looked at Ingrid, whose shoulders were still slightly shaking, and belatedly realized that she was naked.

The revived Ingrid is naked.

Ingrid has a different resurrection method from Scarlett, the squire, so although she can regenerate her body, she cannot regenerate her clothes.

“... First, wait. Let me get you some clothes.”

Whilick!

So Peria swung the cane she was carrying for Ingrid, who had no clothes, and soon a suitable set of clothes was draped over her arms.

When Peria handed it over to Ingrid, Ingrid briefly thanked her and tried to put clothes on her naked body.

But it was impossible.

“... Hey, Peria. This is a bit tight on my chest, isn’t it?”

“... Even though it's Thistle clothes? It's a lump of fat filled with real nuisances.”

“Even if you say that, there’s nothing you can do about something that’s innate. Ki kick.”

Peria took out Thistle's civilian clothes from among the clothes she had. Although her clothes were similar in height to Ingrid's, Ingrid stood out so much in the chest area that she wore them down to her neck, but below her chest. It was impossible to get off.

“There is only so much I can do for now, so do it yourself.”

“Yes. Thank you for just this. I'll take care of the rest.”

Of course, trying to dress properly would only be an obstacle, but Ingrid, who was used to this situation as it happened quite often, ripped Thistle's civilian clothes in the middle, exposing her cleavage, and draped them over her shoulders, thinking of giving her a set as a gift later.

Afterwards, the two people took the time to check the situation on the third floor of Eched, where there was nothing more to gain.

“The Holy Grail was stolen by the Heavenly Demons.”

“So that’s it.”

“Tell me honestly. Ingrid, what were you originally planning on doing when you stole the Holy Grail?”

“... It's exactly as I said to Peria. I tried to comfort the sect with the Holy Grail. The sect said that living with the burden of duty was so difficult that he now wanted to disappear. ... However, at the same time, I also planned to take Scarlett's power.”

“I guess that was the case... Yes. okay. So... what do you plan to do now, Ingrid, after experiencing real death?”

“... I realized my own foolishness. Now I am wondering if there is another way. What I thought was a simple method. If the sect lord gave me all the power, including duty, then I would take the sect lord's life with my own hands, as he was only able to die. But, I can’t do it anymore.”

“I guess so. Because of the Heavenly Demons, I came closer to real death, and thanks to that experience, I now know the fear inherent in the concept of death.”

“Yes. It's exactly as you said. It would be a bit rude to say that I wasn't afraid of death before... but honestly, it was insensitive. No matter how severe a vampire's injury was, they were able to quickly regenerate their body. However, after being attacked by the Heavenly Demons, I realized that all the pseudo-deaths I had experienced so far were fake and not even close to the real thing.”

“So, I didn’t want to give that kind of experience to the leader.”

“That's right. The reason the sect lord told me that, and that he wanted to give up on life, was probably because he was an absolute being and did not know how scary death really is. So, I can no longer say that I will put the sect through such a terrible experience.”

“So Ingrid, what are you going to do from now on? I plan to go down like this and give strength to my oppas in any way possible.”

“I see. Then I will ask you to help me first.”

“To me? Or to your brother?”

“To all of you in the denomination.”

Ingrid looks down at Peria and speaks with a serious face.

“Now, I will give up the idea of killing the sect. Instead, I want to protect it. I want to save you. Scarlet Veil Blood. As the suzerain, I still want to repay the favor to the person who gave me the strength to protect Lihi.”

“... Did it come out like that?”

“... Yes. So, in order to do that, we need the strength of Peria, Irim, and all members of the church.”

Ingrid changed her mind.

She no longer said that she would give Jongju the death she wanted.

She now wanted to save Jongju.

So I asked Peria and the Church of Deshade for help.

Then, Peria, who did not turn her head away from her eyes, which were earnest and had a firm determination that would never change-

“... Huhuhuhuhuhu-”

He let out a sinister laugh and answered Ingrid's words.

“... You, Ingrid. That's really shameless. What you just said was a request, but it was no different from a threat? If everyone, including you, hears such a story, they will naturally offer to help you. You know that those people are like that, so you deliberately brought it up now to get a final confirmation from me?”

“... You understand very well. Ki kick. So, please do me a favor. Peria, please help me too.”

“Of course, since everyone will help, I will also help.”

“Thank you.”

Coordination of opinions has been completed.

Ingrid honestly revealed her true feelings, and Peria was truly happy to hear that.

That's right, because Peria had completely figured out her 'habits when she lies and when she doesn't' because of Ingrid's attitude a little while ago.

Thanks to this, if Ingrid ever tells a lie again, or even shows signs of lying and covering it up, Peria will now be able to immediately notice it with certainty.

so-

Peria accepted Ingrid's request in exchange for receiving a piece of information she held without her knowledge, and from now on decided to proceed as she had planned.

“Good. Well then, let's go down first. It seems like something is starting to happen now, and we have to do what we can.”

“It's something we can do... What's better?”

While Ingrid was on the brink of death, Feria found out how Eched's situation was going by making the floor of Eched's third floor translucent and illuminating it.

Lee Rim is now gathering all the power of his allies gathered in Eched to confront the monster created by the old wizard king who had just woken up after sleeping underground, and in the basement of the castle, he has finally succeeded in subduing Gaia's Paladin. Ennin, Aleph, and Paladin's group are taking refuge from the lava due to Hachi suddenly rising from the ground.

So, after obtaining a man capable of performing magic called Ingrid, Peria decided on her destination without any hesitation.

“First, we have to bring Rugal's Paladin, Gaia's Paladin, and Enin to everyone. Ingrid, please use your strength. You'll have to use quite a bit of magic.”

“I understand. Then let’s get moving right away.”

Afterwards, on the third floor of Eched, where there was nothing left to accomplish, the two disappeared.

Peria uses magic, and Ingrid disappears into the shadows.

As soon as they left the room, the two successfully avoided the eyes of Hachi and the Bug Witch, who were visible right next to them on the railing on the second floor of Eched. They went down to the basement and moved to send Enin and Paladin's companions up.

        
            Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Hachi flaps his wings and charges in.

At the same time, its huge hook-like front paw swung out and-

Peeing-

Cheer up!

Kwaaa!!!

The hooked foot smashed into Thistle's sacred barrier and stuck to the floor.

“Lugia! It’s now!!!”

“... This is crazy.”

That temporarily grabs the leg of the monster that is approaching in front of me.

Lugia, a demon, and I run towards Hachi's hooked foot stuck in the ground of the second floor.

I stuck the black sword into the guy's leg and pinned it to the ground, holding on to the hook with my arm. Lugia also tied the hook that was temporarily stuck in the shadow and used her whole body to hug the guy, pulling the guy's leg with force.

Of course, even though I have a soul disease body and can use magical power, and Lugia is also from the demon race and can use body strengthening magic -

There is no way the legs of a monster that is just that much bigger than us can stop.

Kuddd-

Kwaaaang!!!

“Ugh...!”

“... I’ll let go!”

Peee!

Quad deud deuk!

Hotch's leg, which had been pinned for just two seconds due to a struggle between us, was pulled out from the shadows again and damaged the floor.

As a result, we once again lost ground on which to set foot, while the odds of winning between a monster that could fly and the bug witch that controlled it went up even further.

However,

Lugia and I didn't risk our lives to catch that guy in the first place, hoping for that outcome.

“Rave review. Well done! Two minutes.”

While Lugia and I smashed the floor of Eched's second floor and held Hachi's feet as he was about to be retrieved, Xian, who was hiding close behind us,

Sereung-

He pulls out his sword and cuts the air with a neat gesture.

[Reference to status forgery – Hana cutting –]

Suddenly!

Quad deud deuk!

Then, Hachi's leg was cut off with a sound as if a structure, not a living thing, was being cut, and the severed leg fell underground.

Sophisticated, strong legs.

The leg that Xian cut off was one that most people's weapons did not enter.

I was only able to cut it after changing the magic sword to a black sword, and otherwise, I had to cut it with the creation sword that Hwarim made specifically for monsters to make a scratch on the leg.

While the others had no way of attacking its legs, Xian created an opportunity for us and took advantage of it, cutting it off cleanly with a single swing.

“... Whoosh! Hell! Really, the sky is the limit. Consider this next time as your last time...”

“... I remember saying that for the third time already.”

“... Honesty! It's real this time. Really, it is absolutely impossible after this.”

However, due to the fatigue that comes later after swinging the sword once, Xian said that the only time he can cut off the guy's leg is one last time.

'It's still not enough. shit.'

However, there is still a long way to go before we can somehow grasp the concept of winning.

The reason we amputated Hachi's leg so far was-

Only 2.

All three pairs of legs it has have hooks on the ends.

We thought it should be cut out as a top priority, and the reason is-

Buuung!

Kwaaa!!!

“Uuuur?! Lee Rim! The floor was shattered again!!!”

'... shit!'

In order for us to win this fight in the first place, we must first start by defending the ground on which we can stand.

We had to consider it best to protect our footing right now.

“Bishop!! These bugs have been taken care of!!!”

Ruba, whose mask and clothes are covered in slime, turns to me and reports.

The mucus is all bodily fluid from the bodies of bugs treated by Ruba.

bug.

It's a bug.

Just as we constantly think while fighting, the Bug Witch also spent the same amount of time thinking as us, and although the process may have been different, she achieved the same results.

Hachi prioritized his anger and chose to kill Scarlett as his top priority rather than fusing it with the concept of the world, and kill and eat us to satisfy his hunger, and the Bug Witch also punished him by offering to help him fulfill that goal. We are controlling it by consensus.

And from the perspective of the Bug Witch, who is serving as Hachi's standard-bearer, the only way to fly above Eched, which is the geographical superiority that will prevent the weapons of the church members from reaching her, is to kill Scarlett first.

The third floor of Eched is made up of numerous overlapping rooms, and that is because even Hachi cannot climb up and destroy the third floor of Eched without killing Scarlett, who is the owner of Eched.

So, the witch first manipulates Hotch to separate Scarlett from us by ordering the monster to swing its legs and destroy the floor we are standing on.

At the same time, the Bug Witch herself is distributing our nerves and power by summoning bugs that listen to her commands and sending them flying constantly to eat the floor.

‘It’s worse than you can imagine. It would have been more difficult without Ruba.'

The good news is that, unexpectedly, in the midst of the countless number of bugs attacking us along with Hachi, the items that Luba had always been helpful.

As soon as the bugs flew in, Luba did not hesitate.

As soon as Luba heard the sound of insects flapping, he took out the entire contents of the large bag he had brought with him to see if it would be helpful on this journey, and sprinkled oil everywhere. Soon, he started to set fire and create a thick layer of smoke, and the insects quickly swarmed. It started to burn to death.

Although none of that could have done any harm to Hachi, it was a good thing that the bugs stopped bothering us.

However, it ends there.

While Luba was diligently removing the insects that were eating away at the bottom of Eched and letting them go, there was still no way for us in the battle line to approach Hachi except for him to stretch out his legs himself.

Kwaaa!!!

“... Pfft!”

Kkddduk-

In the end, Hotch's leg, which he was unable to block this time, made a large impact on the ground and was then pulled out, shattering it.

'Are you planning on dispersing power? It must be the witch's idea. Use your brain. ... Thanks to this, the situation has become even worse for us.'

This time, the monster's leg was swung quite grandly, splitting the remaining second floor of Eched in half.

Our strength was also split in half accordingly.

Aila, Hwarim, Ruba, and Astesia are over there, and me, Thistle, Xian, Lugia, and Scarlett are over here.

The land is divided into left and right, so it's difficult to just jump across, and there's no way monsters and witches would leave that gap where we're hovering in the air.

Moreover, the moment you give up on one side just because the forces are divided over a small area, you are really giving up on victory.

“... A number, even a slightly better number. Should we kill the witch first? If not, we should at least protect the footings more clearly-”

and,

It was a time when my brain, which had used as much as it could, was overloaded and was about to explode without being able to come up with a suitable conclusion to overcome the current situation.

“Why don’t you cool off and think calmly?”

Startle!

I was startled when a cold hand touched the back of my neck.

At first, I thought it was a surprise attack, but what touched my neck in the first place was not the feel of an insect, but someone's skin.

So I looked back, and there was Feria.

Peria put her hand around my neck and smiled heartily.

However, it was only for a short time.

Cheee...

“... Ah, hot! Wait a minute, is this really body heat?! Oppa, why is it so hot?! How much effort did you put in?!”

“... Feria?”

Peria, who had touched my neck, exaggeratedly waved her hand.

Then,

slap!

He gave me a big slap on the back and said:

“Anyway, don’t worry. This sister herself brought reinforcements for my brother.”

Feria confidently crosses her arms, smiles confidently, and points backwards with her thumb.

“Right location. I brought the necessary people to the necessary places.”

And what I found as I followed the finger was,

Ennin, Aleph, and-

Gaia's Paladin.

“What seems important now is a stepping stone. Now get moving, paladins. Please work hard from now on and create a foundation for everyone.”

Peria, who showed me the appearance of reinforcements, looked at the paladins and told them to help us.

“...”

“... Uh, huh? hey! Where are you going?!”

However, Gaia's Paladin ignored Peria's voice and turned away -

Clap-

Clap-

Clap-

I started to approach Scarlett.

Since it was a narrow space with not much ground left, it did not take long for Gaia's Paladin to approach Scarlett.

“...”

The paladin, still wearing pure white armor, looks down at Scarlett, who was sitting on the floor.

Scarlett looked up at the Paladin who was approaching her, unable to use magic anymore.

Gaia's Paladin, who made eye contact, opens his mouth.

“... Lord.”

“... Paladin.”

“By the people who did not give up on me, I woke up and realized everything. So answer me, lord. Why did you show me a hallucination?”

“... Because I wanted you to wake up from your illusion.”

“That wasn’t what I wanted. What I wanted was to talk to Gaia.”

“... Yes. that's right. That wasn't the happiness you wanted. I just wanted to understand you and enlighten you.”

Scarlett makes a mockery towards herself, and Paladin looks at her.

A paladin who wielded power while hallucinating.

What the Paladin wielded were two powers.

One is the power of Gaia, which he originally possessed, not a gift from Gaia, and the other is the power given by Scarlett, the squire.

With these two powers, he fell into Scarlett's hallucination, and when he came face to face with Gaia, he thought he had heard her orders and wielded his power to protect his god.

“You deceived me.”

“That’s right.”

“That is definitely unforgivable.”

“... I guess so.”

“But-”

“... Huh?”

“It is also true that I realized one thing through that.”

Still, thanks to that, Paladin found out.

“If you have power, that power must be used.”

thud-

Paladin pats his chest.

Wooow-

The sound spread throughout Eched, and it contained the Paladin's will.

“And power must be put to good use.”

Cheolkeong-

The Paladin takes the Iron Cross from his hand.

“I was trying to gain enlightenment. I tried to find out from others why I had wielded the power I had until now. From the beginning, I have already wielded my power for one thing. Even though I foolishly knew that from the beginning, I tried to get the answer by asking Gaia. So, I have now decided to accept that the reason Gaia has not answered my question until now is because the answer already existed within me.”

Everything Paladin had done so far was the same.

He served the false Gaia and punished pagans throughout his life.

And he heard the false voice and tried to protect God by blocking Eched's Great Staircase.

In either case, even though the names were different and even though he was hallucinating, one thing was certain: he wielded his power to achieve one purpose and a series of purposes at any moment.

And when he ultimately digs up the goal for which he wielded his power -

What lies at the end is 'the heart to protect the peace of others.'

The reason he punished the heretics was to protect Gaia's followers and see them be saved.

The reason he fell into hallucinations and carried out his god's orders was to prevent the god's sanctuary from being invaded by subversives.

That was the goal of the Paladin, constantly moving him forward even before he became a Paladin.

“So, you made me realize that. What is important is not what name the god I serve has or what form it takes, but with what heart I wield this power.”

The Paladin lifted the Iron Cross with all his might.

He heavily lifts the iron cross that he had constantly swung at Aleph, Ennin, Vincent, and Linai.

“So from now on, for you, for your peace, I will wield power that I don’t know who erased from me, but from now on, it doesn’t matter who erased me.”

and-

The paladin slammed it into the ground.

[Declaration of war]

Kwahiah ahhh!

At that moment, a floor, a place to step, appears.

A land made of divine power.

All the floors that had been smashed by Hotch disappeared.

What arose instead was a land made up of wheat fields.

The bowl was half-submerged in the wheat field, but it didn't matter.

This is a fantasy, but at the same time it is reality.

The Paladin who created the land of illusion prayed and fixed the scaffolding of the gigantic illusion to the world.

Lord. Lord, I don’t know where you are.

Lord, even though I received false power, you did not take it away.

I never heard your voice.

But still, please, I dare to wield this false power.

For a girl who enlightened me.

For my friends who followed me until the end.

I will save you.

I am saved.

Yourself, your friends, your neighbors.

I will use my power to help those in need.

I would say this is reasonable.

This is because my strength is a strength that must be followed by responsibility.

So now, as I declared at the beginning when I was engaged in prayer,

Dare to say useful things,

The enemy in front of you,

In your land -

I will ask.

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Hotch flaps his wings.

This is because the land where the bug witch suddenly appeared was considered dangerous and decided to fall.

But monsters and witches couldn't do that.

“... His body is fixed!!! Now that you can’t move is your chance!!!”

Luba noticed the change in Hotch and shouted.

No matter how hard the bees struggle, the wheat field never lets go of the monster.

A monster with half of its stomach stuck in the ground.

They try to dig up the ground mercilessly with hooks and snouts, but no matter how much dirt they scoop up, the territory created for the Paladin, fixed by prayer, to engage in the crusade will never collapse.

so-

Solidity steps forward.

Clap-clack- Clap-clack- Clap-clack-

“This is not the sanctuary you saw before. It won't last long.”

I follow next to him.

Clap-clack- Clap-clack- Clap-clack-

“I know. Thank you for putting out the emergency fire.”

Aleph takes charge of the right wing.

Clap-clack- Clap-clack- Clap-clack-

“I’m just embarrassed. I have lived my life thinking that my heart to serve God will never be defeated by anyone. I think it would be difficult for me to follow what Gaia's Paladin did.”

Henin plays left wing.

Tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-

“...”

After everyone was in line,

Ennin said without turning his head, keeping his helmeted head's gaze fixed on Hachi.

“... Paladin. No matter what anyone says about you, even if false priests have been given power over you, surely you-

I will tell you that I have been serving the real Gaia all this time.”

Gaia's child assures the paladin who has served Gaia that his life has not been a lie.

so-

Sigh-

“... Is that so?”

Gaia's paladin smiles a little and moves so as not to embarrass the name of the god he serves.

“Then, I should work harder.”

bang!

Just like that, the Paladin leaps.

We also leap accordingly.

For the temple.

To crush the monster.

To strengthen your will.

Looking at the people standing next to me, I didn't feel confident about losing.

No matter what the other person is,

There is no way that the will of a monster that is barely controlled by others can surpass the firm faith of humans.

        
            Quaaa!

Kuddeudeudeudeuk-

“Hwarim! Let’s fall in once!”

“... Got it!”

Seeing the claw attached to Hachi's mouth sweep the ground once, Aila and Hwarim quickly retreat.

“It’s a little annoying, but I guess this isn’t our major! If it was at least smaller or had a window, I could try something!”

“I am also in the same position. There's nothing you can't cut if you cut it, but the existence of witches is a problem.”

The claw that had been chasing Aila changed its course and approached the rear where the two people were, spreading the ground.

But the two didn't move back any further, even though Hotch's head was coming to slice them apart.

They must maintain their position so that others can rush to attack the next time the monster sees an opening -

In the first place, the monster's attack had never succeeded in reaching that distance.

“You can’t do that!!!”

[Gaia's child]

A cross with four green feathers symbolizing Gaia.

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

Ennin, who was wearing it on his back, struck the tongs with an anvil, and Hachi's head lifted up from the ground.

There, Rugal's Paladin Lord reflects on his own time.

‘Beat. Absolutely, my own beat. 'Secure your own time.'

No matter how many seconds pass in reality or what happens, Aleph moves in its own world.

'... one.'

The actual time it took to take one clear step and count once was more than 3 seconds.

'... two.'

However, Aleph clearly accepts it as 1 second, and counting the second number is also when 0.5 seconds have passed, which is shorter than 1 second in reality.

However,

Aleph clearly counted the numbers twice, at equal intervals, according to his standards.

No matter how the world goes.

Regardless of whether it is faster or slower than you.

so,

The moment he said the third and final number.

'... three.'

Rugal's Paladin Lord reaches a state of 'immobility'.

[Third]

Cooo!!!

Aleph struck Hachi's head, which had been pushed by Enin, with his iron fist.

He got into the middle of the claw and slammed his fist into it, and Hotch was immediately pushed back hard.

But Aleph didn't move at all.

Even though he was struck by Enin and collided head-on with a monster with overwhelming density and mass compared to his body weight.

That's third.

That is the world of Aleph.

It is not absolute immobility.

In any case, a state of relative immobility is only temporarily reached.

All you need is enough time to count the number three times.

Sometimes it took an hour to count to the end, and sometimes even a day when I was inexperienced.

But now it didn't take long for him to count the last number.

Because there were trustworthy people around me.

This is because there are much stronger crusaders in the temple than the paladins and other paladins who assisted him in Rugal.

“Please. Two minutes.”

After pushing the monster away with his iron fist, Aleph steps back.

He has always been a member of the front line, but today there are two strong enough figures to be able to remain as simple right-wingers.

“... monster. Is that also the guy who will become the world itself?”

Gigigigigigigi-!

Hachi's head makes a roar and sweeps through the wheat field, creating a golden storm and being pushed to where Gaia's Paladin is.

Gaia's Paladin, who was watching this, also saw the monster's head approaching him, just like Enin and Aleph did -

“However, although that is certainly your essence, it is also true that you are not yet a part of the world.”

Instead of being afraid, he took a step forward and pulled his arms to their limit.

and-

“So, this must be a monster that can be defeated.”

Wow!!!

Pachang!!!

He lashed out his mace and mercilessly smashed the pincers attached to the monster's snout.

“... Wow- these are real paladins.”

Ingrid, who had come up to the second floor of Eched with Peria, was speechless as she looked at all of them.

He is the one who killed Paladin Canis.

Although she also thought that paladins were definitely strong beings, she ultimately thought that they could be put into the category of humans.

However, Ingrid is Lord Aleph, who can be said to be a strong person just above Paladin Canis in Rugal, and Gaia's Paladin, who came from a territory where only the real ones survived, unlike the Empire where they barely managed to protect their territory by helping each other, and also from the same place. I witnessed Enin, who survived from the start and eventually gained strength comparable to that of paladins.

so-

Ingrid came to the conclusion that other races do not refer to their race as Paladin for nothing.

'I thought I had seen everything about Paladins after watching Rugal's Paladins, but I need to reflect on this. The people here are real paladins, and the fake paladins there won't even be able to keep up with their toes.'

And as she continued to think about it, Ingrid thought that she, too, would have to make a move soon.

Although she does not have the power to stand at the forefront with the paladins, there are things she can do that only she can do.

In addition to Hachi, there is also the Bug Witch.

So now, in the rear of the cult's formation, Thistle is struggling alone.

Gigigigigigigigigigiggig!!!

Puhwaaa!!!

A huge bug bursts out through the ground of the wheat field created by Paladin.

“... It's a sand shark!!! The stomach is the weak point!!!”

“Okay!”

Ruba shouts out the name and weakness of the giant bug that pops out from digging into the ground, and Thistle confronts it.

The bug, which was about the size of a church, had different names and appearances.

A monster that cannot be seen here, that followed the bug witch from a foreign desert, swims through the sand and eats people.

All that is visible is the fin-like horns on the head exposed above the sand.

It first hits and kills people with it, and when its huge body pops out, what you see is a giant beetle-like bug with eight eyes.

Insects that make strange noises can even use magic to protect themselves when they rush, so they are one of the main culprits that causes merchants crossing the desert to spare no expense in hiring escorts, including skilled wizards. all.

Thistle did not take his eyes off the bug named Sand Shark approaching him.

“...!!!”

Geek-

Pachang!!!

Ssss!!!

Just before the collision, it easily enters the ship by twisting its body slightly, breaks the protective spell with a claymore, splits the ship, and kills it.

Sssshhhh!

Soon, red blood, indicating that it had eaten countless people, poured down on Thistle's head.

Still, Thistle maintains his position.

Thinking that it would be difficult to win from the front, the bug witch began targeting the land behind.

Insects that gathered at the border of the black earth began to quickly approach Eched after Hachi was taken over.

Among them, all the bugs that are big enough to devour the people of the church are jumping out from there.

So the front and rear are already in perfect balance.

'In that case - what I must prioritize is assassinating the Bug Witch.'

All you have to do is leave it to Thistle to protect Sian, who is exhausted, Astesia, and Peria, who looks too tired to be of any help.

Ingrid didn't need to protect anyone.

So she just walked casually towards the wall and quietly leaned against the shadows.

Soon Ingrid closed her eyes and-

I took a breath.

Sigh-

quietly.

ha...

Calmly.

Hmm-

Take a breath.

Phew...

Afterwards, she

As always, I opened the book and calmly used magic.

[Crabscule]

It was fortunate that it was dark inside.

Although Hachi's constantly radiating light illuminates all directions, Ingrid, who walks in the shadows, is unlikely to be caught unless it is the sun.

So Ingrid moves slowly under a light source similar to dusk.

Passing thistle,

Passing by Periane,

After passing Ruba,

Passing by Hwarim and Aila.

Buuung-

'Eek!'

Then, Ingrid, who was heartbroken when Hotch's paw briefly passed over her head, calmed down again.

The heart beats more than 30 times faster than that of an ordinary person.

Perhaps they could have been heard if they were bugs fired by a witch who passed nearby.

However, the insects were flying with only one purpose under Longena's command, to oxidize, and above all, the sound of Hachi's wings flapping was louder than any sound of Eched, so her heartbeat was hidden.

So Ingrid walks again.

slowly.

Take it easy.

And so on.

There was enough shadow.

There was also Enin's shadow,

There was also the shadow of Aleph,

There was also the shadow of Gaia's Paladin.

And when she got there, Ingrid thought she would stop breathing for a moment.

thud-

“... Excuse me.”

“... I'm surprised. I never thought there would be someone who had the same thought.”

The moment she arrived at Irim's shadow, Ingrid found Lugia hiding under his shadow.

No one knew about the Deshade Church, the Bug Witch, or even Hachi, who were currently engaged in a fierce fight, but the people hiding under the shadows recognized each other.

The two people met each other under the shadow and exchanged words in awkward voices.

“... Can I ask you to be an escort? Lugia.”

“... As long as we can increase the success rate, we can do anything.”

Imperial Sword Lugia.

And, another name Ingrid knows is-

[Lukia, the one who waits in the dark]

Although it is not well known, and is used by some as a derogatory term to mean that one is not fair and square, there is no title more reassuring than that for the current Ingrid.

So Ingrid joins Lugia and begins to move forward.

Walking in Lee Rim’s shadow.

The shadow he created.

A straight shadow.

Open the halo on your head,

Taking advantage of the paladins’ protection,

A pillar of magic preparing to pour out all its power to kill the monster.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo co!

Thanks to that light, thanks to the shadow that stretched straight to where the monster was -

The two were able to climb up to Hachi safely.

and,

...Sereung-

Phew!

“... How big-?!”

It was at the same time that the two swords plunged into the bug witch and Irim struck the magic pillar.

        
            Pachang-

Open Halo.

Kuuk!

Raise the magic sword.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo co!

The blade is stretched to its limit, and then the surface is covered with all the magical power in the soul vessel.

It was clear that it was a sufficient threat.

In order to deal with a monster, you must use the power suited to the monster.

And what I felt was-

“...!!!”

... Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

The same goes for the enemies in front of you.

Hachi and the Bug Witch, who had been steadfastly pushing back the front lines despite suffering damage from the struggle with the paladins, had been working hard to collapse the cult's formation for a while, but as soon as they saw the pillar of magic rising into the sky, they ignored everything. He tried to attack me.

But the paladins prevent that.

Gaia's Paladin, Rugal's Paladin, and Enin face off head on.

so,

I have some time to think.

and,

It got quite hot.

'If you think about it, it was a simple thing. After hearing the whole story from Scarlett, why didn't I remember it?'

How all of this happened, and the beings who avoided responsibility.

My anger towards them boils over my emotions.

'It was the King of Wizards who created the monster.'

The monster in front of you, Hachi, who will be in the fifth season, is a monster created by the mad king of an ancient kingdom.

He was the one who caused the incident, and he achieved his will and left.

I really didn't like that.

'He was probably happy. Even at the moment when he himself was sacrificed as a sacrifice by magic, he must have felt that the magic he had achieved was successful. 'Because he must have thought that one day the world would change according to his will.'

The magic I heard from Scarlett, whether it was the Heavenly Destiny Magic or something else, took its toll.

The magic was accomplished by sacrificing the King of Wizards and all of his kingdom's citizens, and it did not happen immediately, but only after the kingdom disappeared, making the creation of the monster possible.

But that's it.

In fact, the wizard king would have gotten his wish and disappeared comfortably, and the scum of the kingdom who helped him would have also been painlessly sacrificed by magic and that would have been the end of it.

So there is no one to take responsibility for.

'And it is also the world that leaves the work to others to clean up after it.'

That's how a monster was born, and the world noticed it.

However, in this damned world, people solve their problems by unconditionally handing over their own work to others.

Perhaps it is the will of the world or something, but we are also a part of the world, so even if we use it as we please, it is clear that we will have no idea what is wrong with it.

So, the world turned an ordinary girl into a slave.

The reason is simply that in order to stop Hachi, a comparable deterrent was needed.

After enough time, magic appears and is powerful enough to fuse with the world, a power that can be used against monsters.

So the girl took on her duty and abandoned the child.

Scarlet Veil Blood, the first vampire and its leader.

In a way, it may be fortunate that the people around her were even happier to see her become the leader overnight.

However, because all the luck was focused on her, the extent to which the girl's emotions were torn apart was also great.

left alone

Everyone makes sacrifices.

He left behind a castle for her.

People who smile every day.

People who waved their hands every day.

People who prayed for me every day.

entire.

And what remains is a single leader sitting on a throne built upon the sacrifices of those who looked up at him and smiled at him.

So Scarlett abandoned the girl and protected the lonely castle with the dignity of the squire.

Seeing her like that, people who knew nothing insulted her without any basis.

It's a monster that ate all the people of its kingdom.

It is strong enough to be compared to the devil, so it is even given the derogatory title of blood demon.

Even though nothing has been done, it is a monster that needs to be eradicated.

But Scarlett wasn't angry.

She must take on the duties of a guardian.

Therefore, Scarlett did not try to kill those who insulted her first unless they invaded beyond the boundaries of the territory she had set.

As the last royal family remaining in the castle and the squire, she simply welcomes the guests who arrive at her castle in her own way.

There is a reason for that.

She 'must' live up to the expectations of those who sacrificed for her.

Only if she stands proudly as a guardian will she be able to see the people of the kingdom who sacrificed themselves for her.

So Scarlet Veil Blood held on, held on, held on.

He took on the duty of a guardian, calling them monsters and having no choice but to kill those who came to kill him.

Since he no longer wanted to kill people who came to him with vain dreams, he bowed his head to those who wanted to build an empire and willingly hid the location of the seal.

But still, the world did not let go.

He is just maintaining his position as a guardian, as the world has instructed him to do, but those who keep trying to interfere with it keep coming.

And the world just watches.

The world seemed to think that it had done all it had to do, and had already created a path to prevent Hachi's birth, so it aided and abetted it, thinking that if it were left alone as the guardian of the seal, it would protect the seal on its own.

so-

Scarlett couldn't help but think that the world hated her.

Otherwise, even though he is excellently protecting the monster's seal, the Heavenly Demon comes and tries to kill him, the Empire comes and tries to kill him, and the Bug Witch comes to awaken the monster-

He would have thought that the bishop of the church who was just trying to bring about happiness would not try to imitate an adult and discipline him.

'It's a fucked up world.'

There is a saying that everyone knows that the world is impermanent.

People are confused by the ceaseless flow, and even if they just sit still, they can quickly become unhappy due to someone's interference.

However, if you quietly stay in a room and hide in a dark alley, you will have doubts about whether you will die while being covered in darkness.

So sometimes you see people living really freely.

Earn a day and spend a day.

Live freely and go freely.

I don't think about tomorrow.

I leave tomorrow's work to tomorrow's me.

People around you see that and think you are an irresponsible person.

He doesn't try to escape from the life of a sailor, an adventurer, or a vagabond by persistently saving money.

But that cannot be said to be the correct answer either.

That person is the answer he or she came up with, and if there is a clear answer, he or she moves forward with confidence, regardless of whether it is the right answer or not, and finds happiness even in such circumstances.

However, Scarlett lived in a completely opposite environment.

Instead of trying to escape from the environment imposed on him, he took on everything that was given to him.

The child accepted all the burdens placed on him by the world, the kingdom, and the adults, and even though he grumbled, he tried to live up to their expectations.

But, what is this?

Scarlett has worked hard and worked hard within the scope of her ability, but no one is looking at her.

The people of the ancient kingdom left without burdening her with their duties, and the world did not even set a term for her life as a damned suzerain.

So Scarlett became a person who did not know what happiness was, rather than an adventurer who lived from day to day.

Scarlett has never experienced anything like the joy of an adventurer finding a huge gold coin between the teeth of a Mimic.

So, on her behalf, she asked the people who came to her castle what their happiness was, wanted them to be happy, and tried to get some vicarious satisfaction from it.

so.

So I-

I apologize.

“... I did something I’m sorry about.”

atone for

“As an adult, I was just a brat who only forced what I wanted to say, just like the bastards who pushed Scarlett to become a good leader.”

I hate it.

“Discipline a child who has already reached his limit. After all, I might not be suited to be a bishop. Do I really need to consult with Deshade and come down as bishop? ... I don’t think I will accept my resignation.”

So I,

“So, in order to take responsibility for making a child cry, there are only so many things I have to do.”

It was only for a moment, but as the only person who became one with Scarlett and could understand the pain she went through -

And I decided to save her with Deshade's sword, which picks up discarded things.

“I will acknowledge the efforts she has made so far, cutting down monsters to grant humans' wishes. That's the only thing I should do for her.”

Phew!

“...?!!”

At that moment, an opportunity arose.

Tduduk-

Sigh!

The bug witch who was riding on Hachi's head.

The head of the witch who had stretched out her arms towards me, who was creating a pillar of magic, was cut off.

Ingrid and Lugia instantly rose from the shadows behind her, thrust their swords into both shoulders, turned them in each other's direction, and completely blew them away.

Then, at the same time as the witch's head fell to the ground, Hotch's movements stopped for a moment.

But it only lasts a few seconds.

It's just that the witch's control has been lost, but after a while the monster will start moving according to its own will again, and the witch's immaturity, which prevented her from fully drawing out the monster's power since she just brainwashed Hachi, has disappeared. There was no doubt that the monster would try to kill us using the power it had been unable to fully use because of the witch.

But-

That moment never comes in the first place.

I already have enough power to kill the monster, and it was completed while everyone was protecting me.

“... Let’s go.”

So I made a strong promise to myself,

Pushing my shoulder hard towards the monster-

[stigma]

Gigigigigigigigiggig!

I hit the magic pillar.

        
            The sword that was resting on his shoulder was thrust forward with all his might and swung.

This is the power that destroyed the devil.

This is the power that destroyed ancient beings.

This is the power that shattered the concept of a sword wielding sword.

No matter how close a monster is to the world itself, it is powerful enough to deal with monsters that have not yet merged with the world.

It has to be that way.

All the magical power in the soul vessel was gathered.

What if this guy is a monster created to merge with the world?

As a human being, I too am a being who has lived by devouring countless souls.

'If you are a monster who will become one with the world, I will dare to be the stubborn person of humans who will defeat such a monster.'

Humans change everything in the world.

It is humans who dig, sow seeds, set fires, and create lakes.

After all, it is human beings who wonder what is so great about a natural disaster and decide to recreate it with their own strength and succeed.

That kind of person is me, and Deshade pushes me on the path I walk.

Therefore, the more you have a firm will, the sharper and stronger your will becomes, even though it is a sword that no longer has any magical power to infuse with it.

'Hwarim once said this. My sword resembles a killer whale.'

Swinging the pillar of magic, he looked Hachi in the eye.

Its eyes are like those of a bug.

Two huge eyes and the three eyes located between them are all looking only at me.

And those eyes clearly recognize me as the entity that should be the most hostile of them all.

So, the body shrinks and becomes rigid due to the monster's force.

The difference in the status of beings beyond living things is trying to make me feel intimidated.

... Snap!

Fit!

Pot!

The weak joints were to the point of being shattered, the veins all over my body burst, and my eyesight went blind for a moment.

If it were not for the ability to regenerate, a person would have been crushed to death by thoughts alone.

And the closer the magical pillar got to him, the stronger it became, and it seemed as if he would collapse.

But that can't happen.

We have to overcome this guy.

The moment you are daunted by that momentum, the power of the pillar of magic weakens, and in the worst case, there is even a possibility that the pillar will scatter.

So, gritting my teeth, I accepted the rough current-like force it sent, thinking of myself as a killer whale.

OK-

A ‘miracle’ occurred.

...Paaah!

[good. My sword. At this moment, you are a vicious beast that has never been hunted and cannot be hunted.]

'Deshade?'

Deshade's voice was heard, and at the same time, the Halo light above my head began to grow stronger.

KIEEE!!!

... Pachang!

At the same time, the thought-like power that Hotch had sent also disappeared.

Deshade's power is canceling out Hachi's power.

So, I had no choice but to say thank you to the evil spirit who is watching my future path today as well.

“... Thank you. Deshade. Really, next time, I’m going to pray at church.”

Deshade answered Thistle's prayer and used most of the power he recovered from hell.

If that wasn't enough, God sent me all of his remaining strength to fight a monster that could change the world itself.

So, even more so, we had to work hard to make it impossible for us to reach a future called defeat.

but,

The monster confronting me also didn't stay still.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

'React?'

The witch who controlled him died, and as the light of the Halo became stronger, the power of thought sent to me was destroyed, so Hachi thought that he would have no choice but to fall into a period of rigidity for a few seconds in the aftermath.

But the monster moved faster than I expected, trembled violently, and-

...Quarrr!

suddenly!

In the end, he succeeded in pulling the lower body out of the wheat field created by Gaia's paladin.

And the fact that he had his belly completely exposed-

It also means that the biggest threat that was sealed until now has been revived.

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Whirling!

“... Do, turn around? No way-”

Peria's shout made everyone pay attention to Hachi's movements, and soon figured out what the monster was going to do.

'... Damn it. Will the strongest weapon he has, which he was unable to use freely because of the Paladin, end up being wielded?'

A monster that takes the form of a giant bee that flaps its wings and rotates in place.

The weight of the monster's thick lower body and its massive mass accelerate as it flies high with its wings, adding even more power.

and-

What hangs at the end is much sharper than the claws on the snout and the hooks on the legs-

An incredibly huge bee sting.

Patter!

“It melts! Everyone, watch your head!!!”

Cheee!!!

As the bee spins around, the poison sprayed from its stinger sprays everywhere and everything melts.

dump-

Soggy!

Cheee!

As soon as the body of the insect witch that fell to the ground melted as soon as it was hit by the venom of the bee sting, the earth created by Gaia's paladin also began to melt without fail.

But that's just a by-product.

The bee straightened its stinger, turned its body, and began to fly towards me in its final attack.

[Nadel Stampede]

If you don't dodge, you'll get stabbed, and the moment you get stabbed, even if it's Deshade's armor, it will just shatter and melt and die.

Even if I twisted my body to avoid its attack, the giant lower body of the bee that hit the ground would cause the pillar of magical power I had gathered to scatter along with the ground of the wheat field while the Paladins risked their lives to guard it.

A dilemma.

There is no place to retreat.

so-

“... Great! You bug! Let’s give it a try!!!”

Slam!

If the answer is already decided, then instead of choosing to avoid, you just take a step forward and point the pillar of magical power at the bee's sting that is approaching at every moment.

This is a battle of strength and power.

At the same time, it is a battle of wits.

Either this pillar split him first, or he pierced my body before my strength reached him.

So, I opened my eyes wide, steeled myself, and looked into the monster's compound eyes to predict its movements.

I noticed.

Al.ah.chae. I threw it away.

'... Wait, that bastard... No way...?!!'

That this guy is not just a monster made up of hunger and revenge.

This guy was manipulated by the bug witch and only showed simple thoughts, but in reality, he was a being that was capable of thinking like us, humans, or even better.

What we see in our compound eyes are emotions.

What emotions contain-

fast.

Fighting spirit.

moderation.

Annihilation.

Extreme murder.

eliminate.

The guy didn't just rush in.

It's a huge bee sting.

The sheer thickness alone exceeded my height, and it was so huge that the Lehier's pointed clock tower I saw in the capital could not even be half as big.

That's it now-

It's bending.

Whiuuung-!

Like swinging a sword.

It cleverly bends from the trajectory of the magic sword that can reach your body first,

If I stay like that, the priority would be to be hit by my magic sword, so he will avoid that and try to stab my body first.

So it's already, it's not spit, it's 'Lance.'

Just as a knight does not just swing a lance without thinking,

He used his bee sting, which he thought was a natural way to use it by instinct as it grew on his body, and used it to imitate a spear move that knights would use.

'shit. This wasn't in the calculations.'

Whirly lick-

A bee sting that is slightly curved from the front to the left and moves only about half of the figure of 8.

It was only a small movement, but the trajectory of its flight was enough for it to deflect my magic pillar with the tip of its needle and stab its own needle into my body.

Unlike me, who only thought about the endless clash of power and power, and Deshade, who thought the same and sent all of his remaining power to me,

The monster that escaped the control of the bug witch clearly made the best move it could think of in a short moment to win.

'Fail-'

But unlike Hotch, I couldn't change direction.

All the weight has already been shifted forward.

Legs, arms, head, waist.

The trajectory of honesty and honesty.

It was just foolishness that led to defeat.

Thanks to you, what comes to mind is,

Defeat.

'ruined-'

But-

At that moment, a miracle,

If you ask me, it is inevitable,

Coincidence of interests,

You turned my defeat into victory.

“You’re a sloppy finisher.”

“That’s right. Then there is nothing we can do. We have no choice but to help.”

Piiing-

There was still about a second left until the monster and the pillar of my magic collided.

Two people jump up from behind Hotch's head.

As Hachi was about to hit the ground, he stepped on the monster's back once and successfully leaped with ease-

Heavenly horses.

‘Yangcheonma, Eumcheonma. 'Why the Heavenly Demons?'

For a moment, I felt doubtful, but the Heavenly Demons reflected in my eyes answered me personally, as if they had somehow read the emotions in my eyes while I was wearing a helmet.

“Didn’t you say that at a drinking party? Don’t be hasty in dividing your relationships with others into enemies and allies.”

“That’s a fun way to live in the world. When the goals are different, they become enemies, and when the goals are the same, they become allies. We are moving because we thought we should be your allies now.”

“So- don’t stop moving forward.”

“We will solve the punishment and the monster.”

Good!

The two Heavenly Demons, who appeared at lightning speed and met in the air, grabbed each other's hands and grabbed Hachi's head...

[Pacheon -Toyong Reform-]

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

I kicked it.

For sure. I kicked it with my foot.

Absolutely!

Even though he didn't use a weapon, the monster's head splits open.

At the same time, the balance of the charging monster's body was greatly shaken, and it began to push forward with its split head toward me.

so-

'...is it help? I don't know what I'm thinking, but at this moment, there's nothing I can do.'

I accepted that favor and placed a pillar of magic on his body-

Kwasik!

I plugged it in.

Blah blah blah blah blah-!

Kuddduk!

A monster’s body that seemed like it would never be destroyed.

The solid body of the monster splits with a sound like a building being shattered, with the head split by the Heavenly Demons as a gap.

Bubububububu... Bubububububu... Bububububu-

Paaa!

But it seemed like the monster had no intention of dying easily.

'It's not an ordinary monster after all, is it?'

It is a power that has killed even demons and ancient beings.

With such power, Hachi survived even though half of his body was torn apart and the inside of his body was mercilessly burned with a pillar of magical power.

but,

It was just struggling to not die, and it certainly didn't look like there was a proper way to escape death.

so-

“So. I have to be sure to finish it.”

Now I see the end.

Kuuk-

Apply strength to the handle holding the sword.

Since this is a monster of a different class compared to the ones I've faced so far, I'm taking additional measures to kill it thoroughly so that I don't let my guard down.

What I was going to do this time wasn't that difficult.

Kuuk-

“... Everyone! Gather in the back!”

As soon as Enin saw my back, he realized what I was going to do from now on and immediately gathered everyone to one side.

'good job. 'Ennin.'

So I thank Enin for reading my thoughts and acting quickly-

[Explosive Sword]

The sword he was holding in his hand, which still had a pillar of magic wrapped around it, was changed into an explosion sword.

and-

Faaah!

With a flash of light, everything disappeared before my eyes.

        
            “Must be killed.”

“You must not kill.”

Opinions were divided.

Yang Cheon-ma said he should be killed, and Eum Cheon-ma said he should not be killed.

“For the first time, we were divided.”

“It happened at some point.”

“Is today the day?”

“It looks like that.”

It's a first.

It's been 5 years since they came to this world.

It's been 5 years since we were separated from one Heavenly Demon.

Even though it was a long time, the two Heavenly Demons have never had any differences of opinion.

In the first place, there was a reason that there was no event big enough to diverge opinions, but as humans, even a minor change in environment can cause differences in choices, but the two Heavenly Demons have been coordinating their opinions ever since they came to this world. There was no enemy at all.

This is because the two people always think the same way and come to the same conclusion.

Therefore, when the Soul Corridor was broken, the two Heavenly Demons took the initiative to raise Lucid, and when it came to killing soul soldiers they did not like, they moved at the same time without a single error.

A rift occurred between the two.

That too, the first conflict of opinion.

That meant a lot.

“What do you think is the problem?”

“After all, isn’t the problem that the balance between yin and yang energy is broken?”

“Even if you say that, it's not that the balance is broken, but in the first place, didn't I in the previous world not distinguish between yin and yang energy and contain energy as a perfect one in my body?”

“Maybe that’s why things like this happened even more.”

Yangcheonma and Eumcheonma.

There is a reason why they call each other that way.

The world thought that when the people of the Kingdom Alliance performed a large-scale summoning spell and the Heavenly Demon caught up in it was summoned, its power was too strong, so they divided the Heavenly Demon into two people, and that standard was the standard that could most accurately divide the Heavenly Demon in half. They were classified based on the energy contained in the body.

“Originally, I had an exact balance of yin and yang energy.”

“It was biased to one side, so I only had the positive side, and you only had the negative side.”

“The world seems to be inflexible as expected. If there were yin and yang energy, it would have been nice to divide them in half and combine them to create two people with perfect harmony in terms of yin and yang.”

“That’s right. I guess it was really annoying. Or, there is a possibility that the world ran out of strength when it divided us into yin and yang. Surprisingly, the will of the world may be an easy guy.”

“I see. With that in mind, I'll have to put more effort into exploring the unknown powers of this world in the future.”

“Anyway, to return to the original topic, it is true that it was fun because thanks to this, we were able to have a new experience of being beings with only yin and only yang. Rather, if the harmony of yin and yang had been perfect, it would have been impossible for them to grow stronger because they would have matured prematurely in that perfect state.”

“... So, it must be said that it is clear that our division into positive and negative was the reason for our first conflict of opinion.”

“I guess so.”

Swish!

widely!

Yang Heavenly Demon threw the blood chalice to Yin Heavenly Demon, and Yin Heavenly Demon received it.

It was clear what that meant.

“I’m sure we’re not divided on what we want.”

“That’s right. I wonder how it ended up like this.”

The two were still aiming to kill Scarlett and completely take the power of the Holy Grail for themselves.

There is no such thing as betrayal or suspicion between the two.

If that were the case, when the two Heavenly Demons decided to betray, they would not have tried to place the Blood Holy Grail in the other's hands, but they did not hesitate to hand the Blood Holy Grail over to each other.

So Yangcheonma and Yincheonma decided to slowly explore the reason by exchanging questions and answers with each other while the members of the church were fighting Hachi.

The first person to ask the question was Yang Cheon-ma, and her high tone clearly penetrated Yin Cheon-ma's ears.

“Answer me, Eumcheonma. Why do you think the bishop should not be killed?”

“First of all, that man is not a ruler.”

“I agree with that.”

Eumcheonma strokes his beard and summarizes about Lee Rim.

“He is a horse, not a ruler. To be precise, a savior. He is not someone who tries to dominate, but someone who achieves his own dreams while also making other people's dreams come true.”

“But I think that’s why I think he shouldn’t be left alive?”

“Why?”

“You can see by looking at the people who are currently fighting the monster of the five worlds, but in the end, everyone over there is a group of people who came together because of that man.”

At Yang Cheon-ma’s words, Eum Cheon-ma nodded.

The people fighting Hotch.

A lot of people are gathered together.

People from the Kingdom Alliance, Gaia's Paladin, Rugal Alliance's Paladin Lord, Red Purge's Saint, and Lihere's Witch Hunter.

An elf, another soul bottle, a succubus saint, and an apostle of an evil god.

Unlike Hwarim, who hesitates and stutters when unfamiliar concepts or names approach him, the Heavenly Demons are not dark about the world.

The two consider it important to obtain solid information when moving for a purpose, so they learn about the empire by asking the drinkers at a bar in a small town in the early stages of entering the empire.

So, the Heavenly Demons found out that the group gathered next to Irim was something that could never have been formed if you think about it normally, and they were able to understand the reason why it was done by looking at the way Irim moves now.

“His salvation brings people together. People who have been saved, people who have witnessed salvation, and people who will be saved in the future are also gathered around him. Then I’ll ask you again, Yin Cheon Ma. What does he look like now?”

“... Is that so? Are you saying that a ruler does not necessarily have to have the will to rule?”

“That’s right. Of course, that man does not dominate the gathered people. But that's why it's so scary. The ruler is always destined to be stabbed in the back by another ruler, but the people who gather around the savior are deeply bound to the savior by a deep chain of trust. And we have certainly witnessed this form of domination, even if only once.”

“... Religion, approval.”

I thought about the battles the Heavenly Demons had with the rulers in the past, and quickly recalled one case similar to the present.

““Taiping Emperor.””

Yang Cheon-ma and Eum Cheon-ma spoke together and said one person’s name.

Taiping Emperor.

The man was the head of a religion called Taipinggyo.

In that group, he was himself a god and a leader.

However, what was interesting was the man's actions leading up to the creation of such a religion.

“That guy was a bully. He was someone who could never bear it if he witnessed something and thought it was injustice.”

“I can still be sure of it. This guy was a being that could be called an incarnation. If there was someone who was hungry or someone who had been wronged, they were the first to approach.”

The Taiping Emperor was a person who enjoyed helping others.

However, after helping others, he did not ask for anything in return.

so-

People regarded him as a good man.

As if it was not enough to regard him as a good man, those who received help from him gathered together and began to praise him.

It's natural.

Not only did evildoers never touch him when he was around, but he also never rejected those who leaned on him.

So things became difficult.

The man stayed quiet, but the people around him established a religion, promoted him, and as his power grew, he even formed a sect.

However, despite the formation of factions, no one had any different feelings toward the Taiping Emperor.

To everyone, the Emperor Taiping, who helped them so much, was someone who should be revered as a divine being.

“He also realized that what was around him was wrong, but he couldn't do anything else. Because the guy who was the embodiment of consensus couldn't use his own hands to drive away the people gathered around him.”

“So maybe even before we could find him, he came looking for us. If you are sure that we are stronger than you, then let us end that wrong form with our own hands.”

“...”

“...”

“... That means, Yang Cheon-ma, you think that guy will go through the same thing as that guy.”

“That’s right.”

Eumcheonma thought that Yangcheonma's argument made sense.

but,

Nevertheless, he felt that the situation now was different from then.

“... But, I don't get the feeling that the future that man will create will be the same as then.”

“Huh? Why?”

A counterargument came out of Eumcheonma’s mouth.

So Yang Cheon-ma could not help but be surprised.

This is because he thought that Yin Cheonma would agree with what he said and would coordinate his opinions.

But Yin Cheonma didn’t do that, and the reason was clear.

Eumcheonma is a man.

Yang Cheon-ma is a woman.

It was a simple thing.

This is because the two people, who each have one side of their energy, are separated by gender, so there was a very slight, trivial problem in understanding Lee Rim's thoughts.

“As a man, I can clearly see that he is different from the Taiping Emperor.”

“... As a man, is it.”

Yang Cheonma listens to his words and looks down at herself.

There is no beard, no breasts, and no genitals sticking out between the crotch.

She was a woman.

So Yang Cheon-ma was convinced.

There are emotions and behavioral principles that can only be understood by people of the same gender.

So, as a woman, she cannot feel that, and Yin Cheonma is talking about it now.

In the end, the reason why the Heavenly Demons, who had never had different opinions until now, became divided-

This was because one Heavenly Demon had a male gender, and the other Heavenly Demon had a female gender.

The two Heavenly Demons soon became convinced that this was the reason why their opinions diverged.

Even if it is incomprehensible or a trivial difference that is astounding, it is clear that Eum Cheon-ma, now a man, 'understood' Lee Rim as a man, and Yang Cheon-ma, a woman, was not able to understand Lee Rim's 'reason.'

“... Huhuhuhuhuhu-”

“Ha...”

So the two Heavenly Demons, the Yin Heavenly Demon sneered with a sense of superiority in front of the other one himself, and the Yang Heavenly Demon began to feel feverish for some reason and sighed for the first time since coming to this world.

        
            The smiling Yin Cheonma and the frowning Yang Cheonma draw a conclusion.

“The Taiping Emperor was a good man. He was a thoroughly good man and the embodiment of wisdom. But not that guy. He's a plethora of people, just like us. So answer me, Yangcheonma. Now, can you understand why I killed the Taiping Emperor at the time, but why I shouldn’t kill that man named Lee Rim?”

“... I know what you're trying to say. The Taiping Emperor was a savior but became a ruler because he could not control the people who gathered around him. But does that mean that in your view, that man is only a savior and a person who has different thoughts than us but can still reach the same idea?”

“You know very well.”

“... But what I just did was answer in a way that understood the true meaning of what you said. I still don't understand the man himself.”

“That would be true too. Because you are a woman now. Unlike me, a man, for you, a woman, to be able to understand him is as impossible as the thickness of the gender wall.”

“... I might feel a bit angry. Why can't I understand? You are me, and I am you. No matter how much you are divided into positive and negative energy, you are also a heavenly demon, and I am also a heavenly demon.”

“Okay. You don't know that.”

Swish-

widely!

Yin Heavenly Demon threw the Holy Grail to Yang Heavenly Demon again.

Yang Cheon-ma hangs it on his waist.

That's a reasonable reason.

The clothes they are wearing are clothes that have the appearance of military uniforms that the two are familiar with, made by Red Purge, which they received after helping a merchant from an attack by a demonic beast when they entered the empire.

However, since the clothes were all men's clothing, they fit Yin Cheon-ma perfectly, but the female Yang Cheon-ma had a different body type, so there was a bit of waist strap left.

So, if we were to decide who should have the Blood Holy Grail, it would be much more reasonable to have the Holy Grail attached to the waist of the female Yang Cheon-ma.

And that was the difference between the two people who had originally been one, but they had not realized it until now, and only now did they notice it.

“... Okay. Then there is only one thing left.”

“Yes. Because there are still ways to understand.”

So the two of them move.

“Understanding with your head ends here.”

“The rest is understood through the body.”

“Fist to fist, weapon to weapon.”

“Carry out your will and counter the other person’s will.”

““Is that what we have been doing so far? If we face another change, let that be the reason.””

If you don't understand, just understand.

Two of them, Cheonma always placed the utmost importance on understanding things first when perceiving them.

That's why the Cheonma was the Cheonma.

The reason why he continued to be undefeated and was continuously sent down.

If you ignore it and move on, it will lead to becoming a ‘monster of non-understanding’.

That is the shortcut to becoming a ruler, and it is the worst case scenario in which the Heavenly Demon's dream will reach.

So, the two decided to understand Lee Rim from now on.

However, understanding is only understanding.

Even after Yang Cheonma understands him, her opinion may not change.

But that's the next step, it's not important now.

The Heavenly Demon, which should be one, is divided into two, and opinions do not agree.

Yang Cheon-ma did not yet understand Lee Rim, but Eum Cheon-ma understood Lee Rim.

So, the two move after having the same experience and understanding as each other.

Only then can the two discuss and make the ‘Dream of the Heavenly Demon’ come true.

“Then what needs to be dealt with first is-”

“Yes. That guy.”

While the two were discussing their opinions, the fight reached its end.

The paladins bought us time.

Swords emerged from the shadows and decapitated the bug witch.

Lee Rim is hitting the pillar of magic.

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo co!

The Heavenly Demons were observing Irim and Hachi for a long time.

The two were leaning against the shadows on Eched's second floor wall, looking at everything.

The sight of Hachi soaring.

The way Lee Rim brings everyone together.

No one questioned Lee Rim's decision to help Scarlett.

Seeing the paladins coming up from underground joining them.

In the end, despite the numerous obstacles posed by the bug witch, everyone who faced the monster, even God, was seen giving power to Irim, without any doubt that he would become the sword that would cut down Hachi.

And now that the last moment has come, before the eyes of the Heavenly Demons-

Hachi, free from the control of the Bug Witch, was liberated from the land created by Gaia's Paladin, and was rushing towards Irim's magical pillar.

Next, the Heavenly Demons saw Hachi flying towards the pillar of magic -

After realizing that Hachi's eyes were not those of a monster, but those of an intelligent being, he realized that Irim would be defeated.

“That guy will lose.”

“There was insufficient information. Even though we didn't know, we didn't know that the monster wasn't a monster.”

The last thing Hachi, who thought was just a monster, saw. Definitely a 'spear technique.'

It was a simple movement to let go of the opponent's attack and advance one's own attack before the opponent's weapon, but in the eyes of the two Heavenly Demons, it was a movement that could be said to be the best among the numerous spear masters they had met. .

so-

The two decided to help Lee Rim first.

“Is it possible?”

“It’s impossible.”

First, the two thought about what it would be like to deal with Hachi now, and realized that they couldn't do anything right now.

So the two of you next-

In that case, I decided to go beyond my limits.

“Then, why not reject the job.”

“It’s been a while. Meeting someone like this...”

Soon the Heavenly Demons remembered themselves as the strongest.

Based on the image they had of attacking Hachi that they had just imagined, there was no way to inflict a fatal blow on Hachi.

The Heavenly Demons from the human world, no matter how big they were, had to deal with warriors who were a bit bulky, and if they were difficult opponents, they were at the peak of nothingness. The martial arts of those who called themselves were difficult, and the difference in physical capabilities was overwhelming. This is because I have never been in a fight where defeat was certain when I thought I was going to face him next.

Therefore, the two Heavenly Demons devised a martial art just for ‘Hachi’ and went beyond its limits.

“I need to strike a balance.”

“Let one side be the standard. I will do that.”

“Rather than a window, let’s move while thinking of the scene in the play.”

“Yes. As if stabbing, but as if splitting at the same time. That would be perfect for his round head.”

like that-

The heavenly horses ran.

Tatak!

Step on the pillars and fly into the sky,

Good!

They hold each other's hands and stay in the air temporarily.

Yangcheonma pulled his arms into his arms as if drawing a bow in the air,

Peeing-

It provides the foundation for the Eumcheonma to fly like an arrow.

And Eumcheonma,

Kuuk-

I imitated the play by bending my ankle to the limit at the end.

And at the end,

The two Heavenly Demons concentrate all their energy.

[Pacheon -Toyong Reform-]

Cooung-

Cheok-

Ppajik-

Pajjik-

I’m going to fall in love!!!

The side blade of the foot split Hotch's head open.

Starting from the split part, hot cracks began to appear on Hotch's head.

So, no matter how much of a monster he was, he couldn't help but be embarrassed at the fact that his head, which could not even be scratched by a mediocre human weapon, was split open in an important part.

So what is shaking is the body’s balance.

Since the attack was targeting Lee Rim, I tried to turn it back right away, but it was already too late.

Kuddd!!!

With the help of the Heavenly Demons, Irim's magical pillar is inserted into Hachi's head and begins to tear his body apart.

“... As expected, the monsters of this world are amazing. It was an attack with the intention of completely blowing his head off.”

“I think I made an awkward decision for the first time. Should I just pretend I didn’t do this?”

“So, I achieved this result even though I was quite sincere. Let’s just say there’s a blemish.”

“Well. In the end, we too are humans.”

The two Heavenly Demons happily watch the monster fall.

Lee Rim did not end there.

After splitting Hachi's body with a pillar of magic, he changed the shape, or more precisely, the structure, of the sword he was holding.

[Explosive Sword]

Flash-

Quaaa!!!

The two people quickly turned their backs on the burst of light to avoid damaging their corneas from the light.

However, since he had just attacked Hachi and couldn't dodge that far, it was inevitable that his ears would be slightly damaged by the explosion.

still-

Does not matter.

Unlike Irim and everyone who squinted at the light of the monster fading away, the sight of the two Heavenly Demons was clearly intact, and as long as their eyes were intact-

“Okay then. shall we start? To understand that man.”

“Yes. In order for his salvation to not end in vain failure, he will have to stop us no matter what.”

This was enough for the two to quickly identify the location of Scarlett, who was their real target, and move to attack.

        
            What comes after exhausting all the magical power in the soul vessel is an overwhelming feeling of helplessness.

Having all your magic drained out feels like you've been deprived of something important.

In some cases, it is said that it is quite common for their emotions to turn negative, and in the case of some magicians, they have never been like that in their lives, but due to some kind of incident, they use up all their magical power, become weak due to the feeling of deprivation, and even commit suicide. do.

but,

Either way, whether or not my body is taken over by a feeling of helplessness, I have to get up now.

‘Now, now there is one. Only one thing is finished. 'Don't sit down.'

Hachi is dead.

The body was split in half with a pillar of magic, and the inside of the split body was whipped around with an explosive sword, completely destroying it.

So, it can be seen that the monster is definitely dead, and Scarlett's guardian duty is definitely over.

However, that is not the only story that connects us in Eched.

Hachi may be the central point of all these stories, but there is still a story within Eched that boasts as much presence as the central point.

‘Heavenly Demons. Where are the Heavenly Demons?'

Cheonma.

Two Heavenly Demons.

They were obviously still in Eched.

The Heavenly Demons who tried to kill Scarlett and take her power.

Now that Hotch has been killed, it's time to stop them.

Although the two Heavenly Demons helped us and me, you can consider that a whim.

The fact that the Heavenly Demons helped me in my fight against Hachi should be thought of as something that happened because they thought it was necessary to achieve their plan. This means that the Heavenly Demons were moved by our appearance and suddenly changed their minds and helped us. This is something no idiot would think of doing.

So, as your body becomes heavier, you instead focus on other senses and search for the locations of the Heavenly Demons.

‘I can’t feel any movement. 'Where is it?'

The last sighting of the Heavenly Demons was behind Hachi's head.

The Heavenly Demons that attacked the monster and pushed it towards me disappeared.

However, only a few people are aware of that.

Since Hachi was not a monster that would leave enough energy to think about other things, everyone in the wheat field created by Gaia's Paladin focused only on Hachi.

So now that the monster had died and was still burning in front of us, leaving only a huge shell behind, everyone was somewhat at ease with the thought that one thing was over.

That is not something to lament.

Until I finally changed my magic sword to an explosion sword, I had to concentrate enough to forget that the Heavenly Demons had momentarily entered my field of vision.

'shit. 'It's hard to move.'

Even now, I'm not in a good condition, having received the aftereffects of the explosion at close range.

Since the magical energy contained in the soul vessel has been completely consumed, it is not only difficult to use Leven to immediately find out the location of the Heavenly Demons, but even if Deshade's armor prevented the explosion, recovery of the shattered eardrum is taking longer than expected. .

Still, I'm glad there's still snow left.

'In that case, the correct answer would be to use those remaining senses instead.'

Soon, I was over the edge of deterioration, but instead of looking around with the remaining concentration, I tried to come up with the optimal decision.

The conclusion that Hachi came to a few seconds after the monster was defeated was-

‘Don’t try to find the Heavenly Demon. Protect what the Heavenly Demon is aiming for.'

Now, after thinking about how the Heavenly Demons would move, I came to the conclusion that I should move towards Scarlett and protect her.

Tduduk-

So, I turn my head so quickly that I hear a sound in my throat, and look at Scarlett's location.

What the Heavenly Demons are aiming for is Scarlett.

Hachi judged that it was an intermediate stage.

In that case, it was clear that Scarlett was what they would target after helping me.

There was no reason to use Levene to search for the locations of the Heavenly Demons from the beginning.

The Heavenly Demons will definitely rush straight towards Scarlett.

After even thinking about that, I turned around and started running towards Scarlett-

Geek-

Tatak!

The Heavenly Demons were already moving at a speed so fast that the soles of their shoes were screaming, and arrived behind Scarlett, who was looking at me with puzzled eyes as I ran toward her.

“This is the last one. Running all the way.”

“The guardian's duty has clearly been fulfilled, so there are no regrets now, right?”

'shit! Are you late?!'

As soon as I saw the Heavenly Demons arriving behind Scarlett, I had the feeling that the world seemed to have slowed down even though the state of transformation had long ago ended.

Scarlett sensed that she was popular and turned around,

The hand blades of Yang Heavenly Demon and Yin Heavenly Demon are aimed at Scarlett’s head and heart.

A move to kill Jongju thoroughly until the very end.

To the leader who ultimately chose memories over duty,

A girl who tried to protect the traces of her loved ones,

The Heavenly Demons attack to kill mercilessly.

And, on behalf of myself who couldn't reach it-

Hwarim blocked those cruel hands.

[Separate swords]

Kagaang!!!

“I understand the meaning. However, even so, I wonder if attacking a defenseless person is really the action of someone called the Heavenly Demon.”

Once swung, the sword splits into two and deflects the blades of Yang Heavenly Demon and Yin Heavenly Demon.

“I guess you were born in a time of peace and have protected our seal?! Seal!”

“Isn’t it enough to just follow human principles?! In our time, just not eating human flesh was enough to be called a human!”

Hwarim faces off against the Heavenly Demons.

It wasn't just me.

Hwarim also clearly predicted the movement of the Heavenly Demons, and she came to the same conclusion a little faster than me and barely succeeded in blocking the Heavenly Demons by moving one step closer to Scarlett.

So, taking advantage of the opportunity created by Hwarim, Aleph and Gaia's paladins belatedly attack the Heavenly Demons.

but,

Whirly lick-

Kwaaa!!!

Kuddeudeudeudeuk-

“... Hmm.”

“... It’s heavy.”

The two paladins were kicked by the Heavenly Demons after spinning several times in the air, and were pushed back for a long time.

still,

Thanks to this, we had time to form a formation.

I approach Scarlett and point my sword at the Heavenly Demons.

The numbers are greater this way.

Ingrid and Lugia also came this way, as well as paladins and members of the church.

Everyone is positioned as if surrounding Scarlett.

In terms of numbers, we are clearly superior.

But what is still overwhelming is,

It was definitely ours.

So the Heavenly Demons say.

“Some people probably don’t know.”

“So, I guess I should explain.”

“We will take the suzerain power that is there from now on. Anyone who interferes with that will be treated as an enemy.”

“It doesn’t matter if you block it. We just do what we have to do. The reason we're explaining it now is because we don't want anyone to get caught up in it without knowing anything. So, if we say that we will protect the tribe there even after hearing this, we will be willing to treat those guys as enemies too.”

Everyone remains silent at the declaration of the Heavenly Demons.

It's not something to worry about.

Everyone, even the Gaia Paladin, was slightly intimidated by the Heavenly Demons' confidence.

This is because the declarations made by the two people were not simply declarations meant to confuse us.

It is not an attempt to reduce the number of enemies one has to face, but a pure declaration of war without any lies.

However,

Although it was said that he was intimidated by that statement in the first place, there was no one among those still present who would back down from that, even with Hachi in front of them.

“... Okay. I gave him enough time.”

“The eyes are alive. Even though it must have been right after such a hard fight.”

In the end, the Heavenly Demons look at everyone and announce that their chance to retreat has disappeared.

Looking at those two, our fighting spirit burns.

“Same. I received something from the lord, so I just repay it.”

“I don't know why you're trying to take over the power of the leader, but it doesn't seem right to attack the helpless girl just a moment ago.”

thud!

Aleph and Gaia's Paladin step forward.

“Heavenly Demons. I hope you stop now. Are you going to show hostility towards her even though you have stayed in this castle thanks to the consideration of the lord?”

“That’s right. Is there a need to finally take everything away? I think you are the kind of people who don't have to do that.”

Vincent and Rinai, who know what the Heavenly Demons are thinking, also bring up their weapons.

“... Heavenly Demons. I heard the story from Hwarim. So, please stop implying that. I wouldn’t say it’s an evil act. This is what you want to do by being faithful to your own desires. However, is that desire really worth achieving by aiming for such a defenseless race?”

“That's right!!! If you want to win, you have to compete head on!! It's just ugly to try to take advantage of something you happened to get caught without weakening the prey with your own power!!!”

“Hey, these! Do something! Let's just go home! I'm so tired I'm dying!!!”

Thistle and Luva are glaring at the Heavenly Demons, and Eila's sword, which is irritated for a completely different reason, purely because she wants to rest, is sharper than usual.

“Cheonmara. Although it's only a little, I heard about you from Hwarim. So I don't understand. What is a thousand horses? What on earth is this Heavenly Demon that others call the Heavenly Demon and calls itself the Heavenly Demon? A robber who comes while the party is over and steals important gifts? Or is it just a no-nonsense guy who just wants to eat the cherry on top of the cake and go home? I don't think that's the meaning of the Heavenly Demon that I heard from Hwarim. But now you are trying to do that. So, in my opinion, what you are trying to do now does not seem to be suitable for the Heavenly Demon.”

“Queunnng...”

Peria supports Astesia, who is slowly coming to her senses, and criticizes the Heavenly Demons.

“... So, Lugia. Those are the ones who attacked Camellia. The price for that crime must be paid.”

“... Even if I don't try to fool you, I plan to cut off at least one of their arms and give it to Camellia to live up to the name of the Imperial Sword.”

“You seem to have quite the desire to succeed. Kikikick-”

“No. I said this because I thought it was the proper duty of a subject, but...”

“You do not need to measure. Ki Kick-”

Ingrid and Lugia also thrust their swords at the Heavenly Demons and dipped their heels into the shadows so as not to be seen by the Heavenly Demons.

“... I guess so.”

After everyone's opinions have been resolved, Hwarim looks at the Heavenly Demons.

Everyone has the same meaning.

No matter what each person thought, everyone here made the decision to point their weapons at the Heavenly Demons.

And that's-

“Me, too, unchanged.”

The same was true for Hwarim.

“Heavenly demons who bring down the ruler. Just as you wish for that, I too will become the one who brings down the heavenly demons.”

“Is that the path you ultimately chose?”

“Are you confident that you won’t regret your decision to be hostile to us?”

In the end, the Heavenly Demon must be stopped here.

Heavenly Demons who are trying to weed out every ruler in the world and every root of the ruler.

It may be true that the world created in this way will be infinitely more peaceful than it is now, even though the Heavenly Demons are sure to aid and abet it.

But to put it another way-

Limiting people's dreams.

It is also an act of oppression that prevents those who try to dream profane dreams based on their own standards from even starting.

That and our dreams collide.

“... No matter how things turn out, even if you are on opposite sides of the world, we will eventually meet someday.”

So, as I also felt my magic power recovering little by little, I told the Heavenly Demons.

The choice to defeat the Heavenly Demons here.

“So, if you can wait for it to come to a conclusion now, you should. Before you guys break even further.”

“... Okay.”

“... That's right. This means I won't give up my will.”

Yangcheonma and Eumcheonma heard me and closed their eyes.

Don't let your guard down.

The Heavenly Demons are strong.

Not only were they strong, but the two Heavenly Demons were already stronger than before.

There is a gap that transcends a dimension between them before they attack Hachi and them afterwards.

'Is that Pacheon?'

Heavenly Demons who fought among humans and against humans and reached the peak.

They stopped once because they had nothing more to gain from fighting with humans.

Such a Heavenly Demon comes here, becomes two beings, and experiences a new experience.

I crossed the Kingdom Alliance, fought against wizards, met demonic beasts, and witnessed their strange sight.

In addition, not only did I meet the leader and fight to kill an immortal being, but I also witnessed a monster that would become impossible to kill the moment it merged with the world.

Therefore, these are beings who are stronger than the Heavenly Demons of the previous world, beings who have broken through.

and,

It is also a being that can be dispatched again through a fight with us.

Clap-

“... Warning. It shouldn’t take too long.”

“I know.”

Hwarim and I noticed this, and Saint Xian, who calmly caught her breath and had some of her stamina intact, stood up and stepped on the ground with her sword sheath and spoke.

Meanwhile, the Heavenly Demons are also looking at us and telling each other things that we cannot understand.

“How about it? Yangcheonma. To me, he still doesn't seem like he can become a ruler.”

“... I don’t know yet. In fact, the feeling that I have to kill more is becoming stronger. Looking at the people gathered around that man.”

“Really? If so, it's a pity.”

“Of course, I won’t make a hasty judgment since I haven’t finished understanding it yet, but there is one problem.”

Sreuk-

From what I've seen so far, their entire bodies are weapons.

The hands are like swords, and the feet are like weapons.

It is not something that was acquired through special training, but a body that naturally became stronger as a result of constantly breaking down in extreme situations.

So, even now, these two men threaten us by simply holding out their hands and stepping on the ground with their feet, without holding any weapons.

and-

“Problem? What is the problem?”

“What is the problem?-”

Paang!

The two Heavenly Demons clapped their hands in place and made a wave sound, preparing themselves for battle.

“The problem is that everyone here could die before I even understand that man.”

        
            Fighting against the majority.

The number is definitely higher here.

There are only two Heavenly Demons.

The formation has already been completed.

Non-combatants such as Peria and Astesia are located at the very back, while paladins stand in the front line.

It is not inferior in quality either.

With the power gathered here now, unless it is surrounded on the plains, it is a power that can control a village or a small city on a fairly small scale and destroy a group of different races claiming the Seonso Kingdom without suffering a single wound. .

but,

“There’s a lot to taste.”

“But now understanding comes first. Let’s take care of the previous ones quickly.”

“That makes it even more disappointing.”

The Heavenly Demons are not afraid at all.

So, put yourself in their shoes.

'What are the tactics?'

I become the Heavenly Demon.

How to deal with multiple enemies with two people.

There are many opponents, but not all of them have full strength.

Some are what you might call vulnerabilities.

So if I were to target it, I would target the weak spot.

An attack method that persistently targets Astesia, Peria, and the target, Scarlett, and penetrates small gaps that arise by circling our formation.

Since the opponent is a defender, he has no choice but to get caught up in it.

Attacks that persistently target the weak must be dealt with by others, and the accumulated damage will eventually lead to the collapse of the formation.

'... no. no. There's no way the Heavenly Demons would use that method.'

However, that was a hasty conclusion I came to as I had not yet become a proper Heavenly Demon.

Obviously, the Heavenly Demons attacked Scarlett as soon as Hachi fell, and Hwarim barely managed to block it.

But now that I think about it, it wasn't really the intention to take Scarlett's life, but rather an action to draw everyone's attention.

‘The Heavenly Demons said. Those who will be left out should be left out. If you think your life is a waste, get back.'

Heavenly Demons are not slaughterers.

I could tell even when he invited us over for drinks.

Cheonma enjoys conversation.

I enjoy encountering and comparing ideals.

They said that it was better for the person facing them to fight back without hesitation rather than to give in in front of them.

They are also people who enjoy fighting.

At the beginning of the fight with Scarlett, Scarlett probably thought she had been taken by surprise, but the Heavenly Demons took an honest attack stance from the beginning, and Scarlett, who had a low level of nothingness, did not notice it.

They have always taken the fight head on.

There is no particular declaration of war.

They just always appeared in front of the rulers and stood upright, and the rulers, who were afraid of seeing such a heavenly demon, responded by ordering them to be punished.

Even now, the Heavenly Demons clearly gave us a chance.

Those who leave must leave and save their lives.

Right now, they just want to take Scarlett's immortal power, so if they choose to confront Scarlett in the future, they will welcome him as a worthy opponent who turned the Heavenly Demon into an enemy.

so,

The tactic the Heavenly Demons will choose is,

It's clearly a head-to-head competition.

ping!

A small piece of stone on Eumcheonma's finger bounces into the sky.

So strong was the stone sculpture that it rose so high that it almost reached the ceiling.

...Wheee!

The stone that was hovering near the ceiling for a very short time began to descend towards the ground again-

Sigh!

Yangcheonma and Eumcheonma drastically lowered their posture, lowering their heads to the waist, and took a pulling posture with their right arm forward and their left arm backward.

and-

...Wheee!

Clink-

The moment when a piece of stone fell from above everyone's heads and hit Eched's tiles, making a clear sound -

Paaang!

The two Heavenly Demons disappeared in an instant, suddenly blowing back the tile they were standing on.

With that, the fight began.

“... It's fast, but the route is honest.”

As soon as the Heavenly Demons disappear, Gaia's Paladin pulls his arm.

His body, engulfed in divine power, is sturdy itself.

Therefore, the moment the shield becomes a spear, it becomes a battering ram that no longer needs to carry a weapon.

Boom-!

Paaa!!!

The Paladin's fist shattered the air in front of him.

All the surrounding dust was pushed out, and starting from the Paladin's fist, there was no foreign object left.

However, that also means that the Paladin's attack failed to reach the Heavenly Demon.

Whilick-

Quaaa!!

In an instant, the Demon Heavenly Demon, which was out of the Paladin's attack range, entered his body and struck his upper body.

It was the same fist, and the Demon Heavenly Demon delivered the same impact as the Paladin's.

“... It’s sturdy.”

“...”

But Paladin does not back down.

If it were me, it would have been a shock that would have led to internal injuries and forced me to step back and infuse my regenerative abilities to the limit.

However, since he had been fighting bare-chested while wearing only armor long before me, I was able to simply block the shortcut of attacking the inside of the armor by using his overflowing divine power to create another barrier inside the armor.

However, if there was a problem, if the enemies that came so close were other cultists and other races that had faced the Paladin so far, they would have backed off after seeing the power shown by the Paladin's fist, but on the contrary, like the current Eumcheonma, they came even closer to the inside of the armor. The enemy was Gaia's Paladin, and this was his first experience.

“In that case, just hit it until it breaks through.”

And that was the sound of the beginning for the Shadow Demon to attack Gaia's Paladin.

bang!

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!

In an instant, the Heavenly Demon's fist struck the Paladin's head and began striking his entire body one after another.

“... doesn’t work.”

“That’s something that only time will solve.”

Gaia's Paladin was not a Paladin who would just accept it calmly, so he punched the Heavenly Demon again.

However, the attack was one-sided.

All of the Heavenly Demon's attacks were hitting the Paladin, but the Paladin's fist did not reach the Heavenly Demon.

humming-

Whilick-

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

Hung-

Tduduk-

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!

... Paaang!

“This was a bit dangerous.”

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

Hit me.

Knock.

Just keep knocking without stopping.

Honestly.

Until the armor falls apart.

Until the divine power is destroyed.

The Heavenly Demon narrowly avoids the Paladin's fist.

A window that doesn't fit is useless.

With overwhelming martial arts skills, attacks like a battering ram are rendered ineffective.

Even though the tip of the toe touches the distance, only Cheonma can make an effective hit.

Eumcheonma's repeated attacks did not end at all.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo -

As he dodged his fists at miraculous distances and continued to hit the armor at close range, even the Gaia paladin felt that this was dangerous.

and-

Pachang!

“...!”

“I see. Is this what it feels like?”

Instead of targeting the vital parts of a human being, such as joints, eyes, and neck, the Cheonma deliberately and honestly only hit the Paladin's armor-

He didn't miss the moment when his fingers penetrated into the gap of the divine power that Gaia's Paladin was surrounded by, and he grasped the feeling.

“I realized. What is your power based on?”

So the Heavenly Demon-

You discover a way to break the shield that seemed unbreakable.

“Intake-!”

[Pacheon – Damage to the Holy Spirit-]

Peee-

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

Clang-!

“...!!!”

It wasn't a direct hit.

I don't know how they did it.

No one here other than Yin Tianma knows exactly what that feeling is.

Therefore, the attack of Eumcheonma, who instantly broke through the paladin's armor, shattered the paladin's armor by pulling and holding out the long muscle, which is not a fist, but the area where the wrist and palm are connected.

“Just one person.”

A Gaia paladin who uses as a weapon the defensive power that comes from overwhelming divine power based on faith.

He opened his eyes wide, indicating that he was surprised that it had been shattered, but instead he just raised his fist and tried to hit the Heavenly Demon, which was now deep in and had no place to escape, but-

Pitch-

Stumble-

“...”

The paladin was unable to continue with his next action and fell to the side.

“Next. Come.”

“Pa, Paladin!”

“Paladin!”

Vincent and Linai run forward, calling for Paladin.

It happened in an instant.

Just 5 seconds.

As always, as always, as it was everywhere, it moved forward like a vanguard, a shield, and a god's battering ram, and only 5 seconds were left until the Demon Heavenly Demon and the stand-alone Paladin of Gaia fell.

Finally, Eumcheonma looked inside the empty armor of Gaia's Paladin and stabbed his thumb, index finger, and middle finger like a snake, piercing three acupuncture points and bleeding.

So it was only natural that the Paladin, whose nerves were paralyzed, who could not breathe, and whose blood had stopped flowing throughout his body, collapsed in an instant.

and-

During those five seconds, Aleph was also neutralized.

“ cannot pass from now on.”

“Did you say beastman or fein?”

“Yes. If I were to make a distinction, I would say they are called ant people.”

“This is based on my experience and is not entirely nonsense. If someone of your size says something like they won't let this pass, they usually end up falling over in the next round.”

“Well. Even though you may have experienced something like that before, it would be difficult for me to understand. At least, most of the times I have said this and kept it until now.”

“Then today will be the day that didn’t happen.”

Flash!

Aleph's eyes shine, and Yangcheonma's eyes become sharp at the same time.

Aleph is of the same family as Gaia's Paladin.

Aleph, an ant-man, uses his naturally hard carapace as well as his body, which is imbued with enormous divine power based on Rugal's praise, as a shield and weapon.

It can be said that he is the only Paladin in Rugal who can engage in fierce battles with giants, excluding Sotok, without retreating.

However, unlike Gaia's Paladin, he did not just use fighting methods that purely relied on his strong body.

[Third]

“...!”

Kwaaa!!!

“... What is it? I can't avoid it?”

“You will.”

Although it cannot be compared to the speed of the Heavenly Demon, Aleph caught up with the Yang Heavenly Demon's movements with his relatively agile eyes compared to his body and threw out a fist, which the Yang Heavenly Demon caught with both arms.

The fact that his arm was not broken even after receiving Aleph's fist, and Aleph's speed in catching up with the Heavenly Demon's movements, was also amazing.

However, the balance of power can be surprisingly easily broken when both sides are strong.

“... Okay. Then, no matter what happens, if you have to be attacked, you just have to avoid it.”

I didn’t know what Yang Cheonma would do.

But Aleph didn't have much time to spare.

He is the one who is being pushed out in terms of speed, and he is the one who comes forward with the idea that he should act as a shield.

All he has to do is catch up with the Heavenly Demon's speed as closely as possible, and attack and hold him back so he can't use any other moves.

So, this is what happened when he once again took an unwavering stance in front of Cheonma and continued to throw punches with the intention of taking the player.

[Third]

[Bancheon]

Cooo!!!

Aleph's fist was stuck in the Heavenly Demon's upper body with no way to avoid it-

... Damn it!

“... What the hell is this-?”

Cheer up!

In the hands of Yangcheonma, who approached and faced it head on, the Aleph's carapace, which seemed completely unbreakable, cracked.

        
            Damn it!

Jeok-

Pachang!

Aleph's fist cracked.

His iron fist is as sturdy as that of Gaia's paladin.

A weapon that stood up to giants without hesitation.

The moment it faced Yang Cheonma's fist head-on, it shattered.

When Aleph showed signs of surprise, Yang Cheonma kindly explained briefly how this happened.

“There is no need to be surprised. The time has come when your steadfastness that never backs down, the strength that has helped you reach the position you have become, becomes poison when you finally meet this heavenly demon.”

The tip of Aleph's fist was gently caught by Yang Cheonma's two neatly gathered hands.

Based only on what happened in the moment or the information witnessed with the eyes, the Heavenly Demon's actions were counterattacks or reflections.

The reason why I am more inclined towards the latter is because Aleph's condition has now suffered the same damage as the damage caused by her fist.

“So, this may be your limitation that you need to resolve in order to reach a higher level.”

Flash-

Bingle-

Quad deud deud deuk-!

After giving advice, Yang Cheon-ma grabbed Aleph's fist, instantly turned his body over, smashed his head on the floor, and threw him away.

Kwaaa!!!

As it was, Aleph flew into one wall, landed there, and did not move after that.

The time it took to get there-

5 seconds.

It was the exact same time that Gaia's Paladin fell.

“Aaaa!!!”

“Haaa!!!”

There was no time or way for anyone to stop it.

Vincent and Linai rushed forward after seeing Gaia's Paladin defeated, but there was no way they could be a match for the Heavenly Demons alone.

“We do not completely give up being human. We are also people who value the feeling of affection.”

“So, as someone who has seen your face here for over a month, I will finish it by knocking you out.”

Crunch-

Pachang!

Swish-

Craddangtang!

“Ugh…!”

Eumcheonma grabbed Vincent's armor with his right hand, twisted it and completely shattered it, then grabbed his sword with his left hand, broke it, and threw it back.

Tutuk-

puck-

Kwadangtang!

“Kaheuk...!”

Linai's baton was also taken away by Yang Cheon-ma and her apocalypse was pointed at two points. Yang Cheon-ma kicked her leg and laid her on the ground, unable to breathe and frozen.

“Kkeuhuh...!”

“...”

Vincent, who fell to the floor from his back, let out a groan, and Linai was unable to make any sound.

The two people tried to exhale in order to somehow come to their senses, but were unable to do so and passed out.

As the Heavenly Demons had predicted, they kept their hands, so the two did not die.

However, it is true that the number on this side has decreased accordingly.

The time it took for 4 people to fall was only -

8 seconds.

Two paladins fell within 5 seconds, and two more were suppressed within 3 seconds.

still-

We didn't just spend that time just watching the sacrifices they made while the men in charge of the battle lines fell.

...Sleep-

Two people quietly emerged from behind the shadows of the two Heavenly Demons.

One is Ingrid, and the other is Lugia, the sword of the Empire.

These two have no killing intent.

The two people just casually raised their swords as if they were putting flowers they had picked outside in a vase-

... Whoosh!

Sigh!

I tried to bury it into the necks of the Heavenly Demons.

Indifferent.

An assassination that starts from the shadows, without even a sound.

Although the swords in their hands were clearly swung quickly and strongly, there was no sound of the wind cutting or even a sign of the air being distorted by the movement.

That's Ingrid's sincerity.

When going beyond intelligence and carrying out assassination, it is not recognized as an act of thorough killing, but is simply perceived and acted as an act of inserting a sword into the body.

Even if it was me or Hwarim, if we were to face that defenseless attack, we would have died.

It was an attack that even the Heavenly Demons, who had completely relaxed their stiffened bodies from dealing with the Paladins a moment ago, were not aware of until the moment before the sword touched their necks.

so,

The sword loaded with magical power struck by the two struck down the necks of the Heavenly Demons -

Couldn't pierce it.

Pachang!

Cheer up!

“Oh my surprise.”

“What is it? When did you come?”

The Heavenly Demons were surprised by the fragments of magical energy surrounding the two people's swords, which broke when they hit their necks, and then grabbed Ingrid and Lugia's arms along with the swords.

Then the two heavenly demons-

Whirling-

Kwaaa!!!

Lugia and Ingrid were slammed to the floor.

“... Hey. It could have been really dangerous. I never thought there would be a way to get this close without making a sound. I need to give up on those guys from Sacheon.”

“Did it come from the shadows? In that case, I should put it away.”

Soon the Heavenly Demons neutralized the two.

Phuuk-

“Queu...”

Pap-duk!

“...”

The Demon Heavenly Demon stabbed the sword into Ingrid's chest with the weapon she had taken from the two and plunged it deep into the ground. As she plunged the sword into the crack of the demon's helmet, the sound of something being shattered was heard and Lugia's movements stopped.

It's not that the two were let down.

Based on numerous experiences, their original assassination should have ended with the other person dying.

But the quality was different.

The quality of magical power.

The difference between the concentration of the magic power contained in the sword and the magic power wrapped around the bodies of the Heavenly Demons.

“... Lee Rim. To what extent did you see that with your own eyes?”

“... I guess it can be compared to my armor and produce the same results as the black sword.”

So, using the sacrifices of the two as nourishment, he and Hwarim devour the Heavenly Demons.

Heavenly Demons whose amount of magical power itself is not that large.

He probably got stuck in the Soul Corridor during his soul illness and found a solution soon after.

Two beings who far exceed not only me but even Hwarim by one level.

The Heavenly Demons broke through the tightly closed magical passage within the Soul Corridor on their own and accumulated energy and magical power within it.

5 years.

After coming here and starting from scratch, I only managed to save 5 years.

That amount is clearly considered insignificant compared to the total amount of magical power I have, and even compared to the magical energy that Hwarim has accumulated so far by training the depth of field, it is only about half of that amount.

However, the method of utilizing the magical power of the two people is efficient to the limit.

With a small amount of magical power, it is equipped with a 'strong energy' that is comparable to Deshade's armor, and despite using only its hands and feet, it shows enough attack power to confront the black sword.

That is Heavenly Demon.

A being that casually does things that criminals don't understand.

However, this is not because they have talent, but simply the power they gained by recognizing why it is impossible, making it a problem, and then breaking the limit.

That is Pacheonja.

The being that constantly destroys the sky above the sky, and ultimately becomes the sky above the sky that no longer exists, is the celestial being.

“Then are you guys next?”

“Any time, any time, it doesn’t matter. However, I won't give you that much time.”

Tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Soon, the Heavenly Demons, who defeated the Paladins, Vincent, and Linai, as well as the two who had launched a secret attack from the shadows, approached us.

With light steps, there was no repercussions from the fight just a moment ago.

It's something they're used to.

They face endless beings that attack them, and they walk tirelessly to cut off the head of the next ruler.

And now they

Now they seem to have absolutely no rivals,

He was approaching to decapitate Scarlett behind us.

“... The meaning remains the same.”

“... I won't back down. I just fight back.”

Thistle and Enin greet this, but the two people knew this at first glance.

Both are certainly strong, but only to what extent is that strength effective?

Limited to dealing with demons and monsters.

Cheonma.

Although the Heavenly Demons are certainly much more fearsome than such monsters, they are not included in them as they are clearly human.

Ennin and Thistle had already realized this when they attacked and dealt with Legion Commander Helias on the Plains of Grace.

They are used to dealing with monsters, but they are not used to dealing with warriors.

But even though Thistle and Ennin knew that, they instead took steps forward.

“Those eyes contain the will to stand in front of us even though they know the outcome.”

“You are humans who cannot kill humans. Even if they kill, they are only people who can kill with the help of others.”

And the Heavenly Demons noticed the same thing as me when they looked into Thistle and Enin's eyes.

That Thistle and Ennin have no talent for killing humans.

That is why they inevitably lose to themselves.

so that-

The two showed mercy and dealt lightly with Ennin and Thistle.

... stumbling-

Tatak!

...Talk-

The body of the Yin Heavenly Demon seemed to lean to the side and then disappeared, and the Yang Heavenly Demon also jumped slightly in place and disappeared.

“...!”

“... Haaa!”

There, two people react.

But it was late.

Wow!

“Big black...!”

Quaaa!

[Indomitable Curtain]

[Arrival of weakness]

thud-

Kwaaang!

“Wow!”

Degurrr-

Thistle was first kicked by Yin Heavenly Demon's feet, and belatedly, Yang Heavenly Demon jumped up high and turned around to remove the curtain used by Enin, and with both palms facing up and down in opposite directions, stabbed Enin in the back with his elbow and sent him flying.

“Big...”

“Keuuu...”

Thistle, who was kicked in the chest, was pushed back for a while and tried to stand up using the claymore, but it was not easy.

Enin, too, was hit on the back and was unable to get up as the energy channel was temporarily blocked.

Ultimately, there is a limit.

People who have dealt with monsters have a hard time dealing with humans, and conversely, people who have dealt with humans have a hard time dealing with monsters.

Of course, Ennin and Thistle are people who have fought countless battles against humans as well.

However, the opponents are extraordinary people who have dealt only with humans their entire lives in a world where only humans are the pinnacle of the ecosystem, and who have reached the pinnacle of that pinnacle.

So, in order to deal with them, people like them who had cut down countless humans, and even warriors, had to step forward.

“... You guys are really human, right?”

“It’s not unreasonable to be suspicious, but it’s definitely a human.”

“Does that mean that consistency disappears in a martial arts skill that can be used once it reaches its peak? It must be difficult.”

The things that rise up to greet the Heavenly Demons are the white sword, the creation sword, and the magic sword.

Now that Even Thistle and Ennin have fallen, Aila Hwarim, at the same time as I surround the Heavenly Demons-

“The guys in front were definitely strong, but most of them had no experience dealing with monsters, so they didn't have the knack for it. It was easier than I thought.”

“So, let’s leave the monster killers behind and start the real fight between the human butchers.”

...Seuuu!

With the Heavenly Demons taking a deep breath 'for the first time', the battle between those accustomed to cutting people, the battle between the Heavenly Demons and us, began.

        
            What you can and cannot do.

Before the fight, certain information was obtained from people who faced the Heavenly Demon, even though they instinctively realized that they could not defeat the Heavenly Demon from the beginning.

That information serves as an important foundation for the future fight between us and the Heavenly Demons.

It was not a meaningless sacrifice.

The paladins helped us figure out exactly what the Heavenly Demons' power was capable of, and Ingrid and Lugia confirmed the level of strength the Heavenly Demons had around their bodies.

Thistle and Enin also knew that they could not play a big role in the fight against the Heavenly Demons, so they also showed how easily the Heavenly Demons could change the form of their attacks without overdoing it.

So the information I found is-

The strength of the Heavenly Demons' strength is comparable to that of Deshade's armor.

The attack power they can produce is comparable to that of a black sword, and each attack can be seen as easily exceeding that of a day break or explosive sword.

The speed is just enough to catch up with Aila, who is starting to get hot. In some cases, if Aila is more sincere, it may be difficult to catch up, but it is clear that I and Hwarim are behind in speed.

So we-

We must come up with a response method that can penetrate the strength of the Heavenly Demons.

No one other than me should ever be touched by their attacks.

In terms of speed, except for Aila, since Hwarim and I are behind, we have to take a defensive approach rather than attack.

So, in order to secure the slim chance of victory, I asked Aila a rather unreasonable request.

“Focus on defense. Me and Hwarim will take charge of one person.”

“... Huh? Lee Rim? What do you mean?”

“Aila, please take care of one person.”

“What?! Am I that?!”

“It’s different from when I was the corps commander. There are two people. Even Aela knows that dealing with one person with three people is completely different from two people dealing with three people, right?”

“Oh, no, that’s not true, but I still have to take charge of one person by myself-”

“Will you do it?”

“... Ah, okay! I will do it, I will do it! Oh really! Lee Rim fought with demons a few times and became like a demon!!!”

Hwarim and I are close behind, and Aila is about five steps away.

Thankfully, Aila accepted my offer even though she grumbled.

The Heavenly Demons also glanced at each other when they saw that, and the Yin Heavenly Demon came towards Aila and the Yang Heavenly Demon came towards me.

However, it is a bonus that the Heavenly Demons, like Aila, have also expressed doubts about the strategic deployment I decided to deal with them.

“Is that correct? No matter how great the elf over there is, I don't think he's good enough to take on this Heavenly Demon alone.”

“Okay. You don't know that. Have you ever met an elf?”

“No. Unfortunately, there isn't one. Unlike you, we were trapped in the Soul Corridor as soon as we were called here. I didn't see him until I crossed the border, which made me even more disappointed. It was only after I arrived in the Empire that I heard that the Elf race, which can only be found in the Kingdom Alliance, is a rare race.”

Tdu-duk-duk-

Yang Cheon Ma, who left Aila in the care of Eum Cheon Ma, smiled and shook his hand loudly, and a sound was heard from the joints of his fingers.

'Really, I can't help but say it's amazing. Just by doing that, the range of attack increased significantly.'

Rather than simply loosening the fingers, the joints were stretched by the force of swinging the arm, making them slightly longer than before.

And obviously, those of us who were aware of the range of the Heavenly Demon's attack that we were watching just a moment ago had to reset our senses because of the action the Heavenly Demon took a little while ago.

It's a very small error, but just one error can result in your eye being blown out and your head being cut off.

However, despite this, I am not afraid. Rather, I believe in Aila, and here too, I give strength to the hand holding the sword and, together with Hwarim, encourage Aila until the end.

“Then you will be surprised. Because elves, especially Aila, are just as amazing as us.”

“It should not be underestimated. I, too, want to avoid having a serious fight with that child again.”

“... Ugh! I was going to fight in the middle and run away if it didn't work out, but if you go that far, you'll really have to risk your life...!”

Feeling sorry for Aila's voice of dissatisfaction, I decided to use everything I could as it could be the last time.

widely!

Chak-

“... Is it an elixir?”

“Elixir, Easy.”

One last move left until the very end.

The reason I gave up my magic when dealing with Hachi was because I believed in this.

Peeing-

'good. The medicinal effect is definitely effective.'

Finally, when Farewell and Morsling, who had been carefully stored in their clothes, opened the lid of the new Camatrin that they created together with their teeth and inserted the needle into the body, it began to come to life.

and-

Tatak-

Kwaaaang!!!

As soon as the medicine took effect, Yangcheonma and we collided.

The Heavenly Demon lightly lunges forward and holds out his hand.

What you see is your fingertips.

The target is my eyeball, in the gap of the helmet.

You may think that you have to protect your eyes.

But that shouldn't be the case.

It's a fingernail, and you can let your guard down if a shallow finger pricks you.

At best, it's a human finger, so you can block it by slightly bending your head as usual.

However, that is a finger wrapped in a strong force as strong as Deshade's armor, and the power contained in the swinging arm is the power to blow away the large bodies of paladins without any hesitation.

'Throw away all the experiences and lessons you have gained from everyday fights. The opponent is a thousand.'

I don't think I'm going to lower my helmet slightly and break my fingers with my forehead.

If you hit the fingertips loaded with that force with your forehead, it is certain that it will lead to a concussion, and perhaps even worse, it could lead to the head itself being shattered.

so-

[Day Break]

‘Believe in yourself. Be confident! No matter how strong the Heavenly Demon is, it won't always be strong!'

Be sure from the beginning,

With strength for strength,

Speed after speed,

When you think you can win, you fight back with certainty.

Kiyiing-

A day break that took all of the magical power that had been barely recovered and fired it out.

I made a fist with my entire body's magical power in the left arm that was not holding the sword and stretched it out to the Heavenly Demon, and the moment my fist made contact with the Heavenly Demon's fingertips, the strong energy, it made a strange sound.

And what that means is that the magical bullets concentrated to the limit of Day Break are piercing and invading the mighty energy of the Heavenly Demon.

“...!”

Day Break, which was used for defense, and the Heavenly Demon's Handblade, which dug in to attack.

It was mine that won.

Whilick-

Ttuduk!

The Heavenly Demon hurriedly retrieves his hand and breaks his own fingers.

Sigh!

Paang-

'He's quick to judge. In this way, one number has already been shown.'

What I was aiming for was for Day Break's bullet to penetrate the Cheonma's strength, reach her elbow area, and explode, completely blowing off one of her arms.

However, the Heavenly Demon quickly broke the knuckle of Day Break's finger that was trying to penetrate quickly, and released the bullet along with blood pouring out.

Cheonma stepped back for a moment to break his own finger.

I had already used all of the magical power of the Soul Vessel to use Oh Myung, but even the remaining magical power that I had barely recovered was used up during the day break, so I was in a state of temporary double exhaustion and my body stumbled for a moment.

But the difference between the two of us is,

There is someone next to me who can fill that gap,

Yang Cheon Ma, who was captured by Eila, has no one by her side to fill the gap.

“Rachal.”

thud-

[corruption]

Paat-

Hwarim approaches Cheonma, who was about to step back.

It was an instant for her to enter a state of deformation, and the sword she swung next became a deadly sword that the Heavenly Demon could never avoid.

[Sword of Creation – A sword that cuts down heavenly demons -]

Soon, Hwarim's shadow, which was close to Cheonma, disappeared and her sword became a sword for cutting only Cheonma.

Yang Cheon-ma saw that and opened his eyes wide.

She realized the meaning contained in the sword and the power it possessed.

In front of Hwarim's sword, the strength of the Heavenly Demon becomes meaningless.

If you cut, you will be cut, and if you stab, you will be pricked.

The sword forged by a person's entire life, created solely to cut down the Heavenly Demon, is so creepy that even the Heavenly Demon would choose to avoid it for a moment -

Geek-

Cheonma, whose legs were frozen by the wave of Rakshasha and whose movement stopped for an instant, had no choice.

‘Take it. You have to accept it. 'Because that's what I moved for.'

It was easy for Cheonma to free the foot that had stopped due to vibration by turning it in the opposite direction.

However, Hwarim's sword can reach the nearest point of the Heavenly Demon in an instant.

So the Heavenly Demon-

Instead of releasing Rakshasa's restraints, he chose to pay 'the lowest possible price' and escape the current situation.

“Good. Take it.”

Sigh!

Yang Cheon-ma leaned forward sharply before being cut by Hwarim.

As a result, what Hwarim cut down was,

Yangcheonma’s left eye.

Phew!

Tdu-duk-duk-

However, Hwarim's sword did not go deeper and pierce Yang Cheonma's head.

“Excellent. You are the first to take my eyes.”

chin-

The sword that pierced the eye was struck out by the hand of the Cheonma and pulled out, and instead, the hand of the Cheonma was placed gently on Hwarim's left side.

And there-

Kiiing!

[Day Break]

The same magic bullet I showed to the Heavenly Demon was prepared.

        
            Yang Cheon-ma placed his hand on Hwa-rim’s waist.

There was a gap.

very little.

There is a gap between my waist and my palm that is big enough to fit a small pebble.

And in between-

Kiiing!

Yangcheonma's energy, a concentration of magical power made up of her magical power, gathered together.

“... I see. Is this how you do it?”

like that-

[Day Break]

Kwaaa!!!

A technique that only two people in this world can use was created from the hands of the third person by the hand of the Heavenly Demon and penetrated into Hwarim's waist.

“... Cough!”

Hwarim vomits blood.

Day break.

This is a technique that Hwarim also knows.

However, knowing and being able to react are different.

Even if one is aware of it, it cannot be easily blocked, and the power of the explosion of pure magical energy generated from within the body contains Winnet's dream, so it is difficult to receive it with half-hearted determination.

Day Break is a skill that Winnet, who grew up in a temple, created from his childhood desire to become an adventurer, and has been refining it ever since.

Day Break, which can be said to be Winnet's entire life, is not something that can be easily learned, and she taught me this skill because she thought that I was not the type of person to use it in strange places.

That,

Cheonma easily followed suit just by seeing it once.

Rumble!

“... Huh.”

Knock...

Knock...

Knock...

“... It stings.”

Hwarim, who was hit directly by Day Break and vomited out a lot of blood, coughed once to catch her breath, and Cheonma, who closed the eyelid on the side where the blood was flowing, was on guard.

As it was, both sides retreated.

Certainly, Yang Cheonma’s judgment was reasonable.

If you have to give something, unless you have no choice but to pay something, make the decision to hand over the body part that will cause the least disruption to the fight.

In this way, Yang Cheon-ma clearly gave one eye to Hwa-rim, and at the same time, he pushed away Hwa-rim's sword and shook it off. Then, Cheon-ma used the inevitable defenseless gap created in that short movement as an opportunity for his own attack.

However, I had no idea that I would use that brief opportunity as a day break to counterattack using the skills I had only shown once.

'... As expected, the Heavenly Demon is a monster that reminds me of a corps commander somewhere.'

Thanks to this, Hwarim had to recover all the magical power stored in the Creation Sword as soon as Day Break was inserted to minimize internal injuries, so he could barely block the explosion inside his body and was unable to take any further action and continue with an additional attack.

So this is:

whistle-

This is not it.

'The situation is not very good.'

Rather, it is an extreme loss.

'Two cards were destroyed. One has completely gone over it, and the other has figured out how to deal with it.'

You can be sure.

Day break will never work again.

Not only did it not work, but Cheonma made it his own.

So, it can be said that it is very unlikely that Cheonma, who has acquired numerous martial arts skills, will use them again, but the fact that they can be used again at any time makes our consciousness even more nervous, anticipating that moment that we do not know when will come.

‘Already, the Heavenly Demons, who wear strong energy all over their bodies, use their hands and feet like weapons. In addition to martial arts, they are wielding swords, spears, and various other weapon techniques using their own limbs as weapons, without any sense of discomfort. Now that they have been able to use Day Break, they are even more anxious as they do not know how they will respond to our attacks. . no. Rather, he may have been aiming for this and deliberately copied my technique during that brief counterattack. To discourage us. ... If that's true, it makes me even scarier.'

The same goes for the Creation Sword.

As Hwarim hastily recovered his magical power to defend Nae-sang, the Heavenly Demon has discovered that the Creation Sword can never be blocked, so he will definitely try to avoid a situation where he will face it head-on.

'... Tsk! After all, since he was originally a lone Heavenly Demon, he was bound to be used to fighting against many people, so wouldn't it be impossible to push back even when the number is 2 to 1?'

And, while the two of us were having such a hard time against the half-Heavenly Demon-

Beside him, Eila is dealing with the Yin Heavenly Demon alone.

GAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAGAG!!!

“... Phew-”

“It’s fast. Fast! Did you say elf?! Are you all like this?!”

“...”

Aila's white sword is being swung to the limit of the speed it can produce, and Umcheonma catches it all, rewinds, and then counterattacks at a speed similar to the speed at which the sword is swung.

As Aila silently dealt with the Demon Heavenly Demon without giving any response, taking a breath every now and then, she could see the understanding that the moment she made a mistake, the battle would become irreversible.

so,

it's okay now.

It's still okay.

Ayla could hold out a little longer, and seeing that made me feel encouraged because she was doing more than I expected.

So, this side also does the same, although it has suffered damage, it consoles its body that is about to collapse and prepares to fight again.

“... Hwarim. How about it?”

“... It’s okay.”

“I’ll go forward.”

“... Please.”

I approach Hwarim and take two more steps forward.

As your body becomes more tired, your head also cools down, allowing you to continue thinking comfortably.

At first, my plan was to deal with the Yang Heavenly Demon first and then help Aila while Aila captured the Yin Heavenly Demon.

However, there was one mistake: we thought that if we divided the Yang Heavenly Demon and the Yin Heavenly Demon into two and kept them at a distance so that they could not help each other, we would be able to deal with the Heavenly Demon on one side without mutual assistance. What I did.

That is a misjudgment.

‘One did not become two. 'One more thing.'

Cheonma was alone from the beginning.

The Yang Heavenly Demon is a thousand Demon and the Yin Heavenly Demon is also a thousand Demon.

Because the power was so strong, the world thought it should be divided, so it was split into two beings, but that does not mean that the two Heavenly Demons each shared half of the experience of the lonely fighting method that the original Heavenly Demon had.

'I don't know if it's the will of the world or what, but that bastard must be an idiot. If we were going to share, we should have shared the experience, not just the power. The experience was copied and two Heavenly Demons were created, you crazy bastard.'

So, the Heavenly Demon of the original world was a being who conquered the world alone from the beginning.

They are accustomed to fighting alone, and the way they fight by supporting each other by adding another one is simply because it is more convenient that way, not because they are weak when alone.

Just like always, just like usual, you just have to start fighting again in the past.

So Yangcheonma,

[A person standing alone in the sky]

He puts the blade of his right hand on his forehead, sweeps it to the side, and approaches us with the mindset of a true Heavenly Demon.

[Pacheon – Creation Yuan -]

Assist the sunken eye with a prosthetic eye.

The eyes, which are made of energy, are actually more solid than before, and they see through our bodies and read the entire flow of magical power.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

Tricks don't work anymore.

If you hide the card, you will die without being able to use it.

So, together with Hwarim, we will receive the attention of Yang Cheon-ma and find a way to beat her, them, and Cheon-ma.

“What do you think is the way to win?”

“The answer was fixed. I need to make Udumbara bloom.”

“... So first of all, is this the next level of deformation? Is it really possible to do this in a situation like this? To be honest, I lost confidence.”

“Don’t be scared. You will be able to do it. That's why I've spent so much time on it and reached that point over and over again.”

The opponent is a monster that does not stagnate.

A Heavenly Demon who constantly falls from heaven.

As you fight, you grow, realize, and become stronger in real time.

If so, we can do the same.

In order to lay the foundation, we made predictions by looking at the traces left underground by the Heavenly Demons, and observed and understood the sacrifices of everyone who came before us.

“And there is Aila here, so even if we don’t make the flower bloom, that child will be the key to victory.”

“Yes. I noticed it the moment I met Cheonma and Day Break in the first place. I guess I should give up on the first plan and go with the second plan. In order to do that, I have to ‘beat it hard’ first. It may hurt, but.”

After the conversation between me and Hwarim-

Pot!

[Hierarchy]

At the same time, white sparks flew out of the artificial eye made up of the Heavenly Demon's energy, and the space where Hwarim and I were standing was completely cut by the blade she swung.

'Goes.'

Geek-

Quaaaang!

As soon as I dodged it, I kicked the ground and jumped forward-

Quad duddduk!!!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo

In an instant, the Heavenly Demon's hands and feet poured about 20 sums of energy into Deshade's armor and began trying to crush me with the armor.

[Continue the battle]

‘Hold on. All you have to do is hold on, and hold on endlessly.'

I grit my teeth and use my blessings to take it, take it, take it again, looking for an opportunity.

The limit came quickly, but it didn't matter.

“... Lee Rim!”

“...!”

[Star Cluster]

Flash!

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

There will eventually be one over there as long as we hold out.

This is definitely two until the end comes.

When I think it's time to take it no longer and step back, Hwarim's sword covers Cheonma, and Cheonma strongly blocks all the starlight directed at it and holds in place.

repeat that,

Surviving the crisis by luck,

Use your senses to the limit to avoid instant death,

endlessly,

persistently,

If you take the Heavenly Demon's attacks to the point where you think Deshade's armor can no longer withstand-

That time will come.

“... This may be the maximum.”

Jeok-

[Star Cluster]

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

Deshade's armor cracks, and Hwarim once again uses a cluster of stars on Cheonma, forcing him to retreat.

and-

“So, I’ll ask you a favor. Aila.”

“... Okay! Lee Rim!”

He told Aila, who was dealing with the Demon Heavenly Demon, to unleash all the power she had accumulated by holding on until now with 'Deshade's protection imprinted on her.'

        
            [feedback]

That is Aela's power, and the true value of the power Deshade awakened.

That was when we were still staying in Grace Territory and Deshade was on earth.

This is a gift given by Deshade to Ayla, who always stays at the church and helps others on the Day of Remembrance.

The bond between Aila and me.

I was at a time when I was dying day by day.

That day, when I went into the forest to cut wood, I went too deep inside where the elves were and was attacked.

Honestly, I'm used to dying.

However, to be more specific, familiarity means that there are fewer surprises since it is a disaster that we always experience, but it does not mean that it becomes easy to resign and accept it.

So that day too, I desperately resisted death.

Although it was an environment where I could die the next day even if I survived that day, I didn't want to give up my will to die painlessly and survive for at least one more day if I could.

That led to my relationship with Aila.

Although death that day was no longer avoidable, I promised that I would save him the next time we met in exchange for the black hair I had.

So, the magic that Aela casted on me to come to me the next day when the contract was made was chanted by a woman who was not very familiar with magic.

'A couple's vow.'

Although the name is grandiosely called a couple's oath, the actual meaning contained in it is not that deep and subservient; it is simply a spell that Aela casted to determine my location and find me when the time came.

However, the effect of the magic can be said to be a blessing in that it hurts a little, but in some cases, it can be closer to a curse. The magic conveys the pain I feel to Aila.

bag and baggage.

entire.

The pain you feel is pain.

However, there is a reason why I forgot about it for a long time.

At first, I loved Aila because she deeply reacted and trembled when I experienced pain and it was communicated to her.

But at some point, that changed.

Ayla has gradually become accustomed to the pain that I feel and convey to her, and in the present, not only does she feel it as a slightly insignificant sensation, but it is said that since I acquired Deshade's armor, the pain that I convey to her has been halved.

So I almost forgot.

Aila is like that, and so am I.

I died hundreds of times in the fight against the devil, was completely blown away once in the small battle, and even after fighting quite fiercely in the fight with the long sword, many things happened, but when I asked Eila at some point, I couldn't remember the pain that I could feel anymore. That's because there wasn't one.

But that power did not disappear.

Deshade's blessings that always rested on the back of Aela's hand still remained there.

It is said that the moment he realized this was when Hwarim and Aila were sparring with Clayzen at the parish.

'Whoa... there is a limit after all! Now the odds of winning are almost 50%? I thought it would be difficult to get along with Hwarim one day without a spear, but this means that you can't use a spear carelessly!'

‘Just leave that as a thought. If you raise your spear, my chances of winning again will be reduced by half.'

‘But still~! I also tried to follow Hwarim and Lee Rim's path to the same level of depth, but in the end, I ended up just taking the first step! This may not be a martial art suitable for elves!'

'I think the problem isn't that your race is an elf, but that you always have to be serious and remain calm, which doesn't suit your personality...'

'Hehehe... It's Eila holding a spear. I'm curious about that too. Come to think of it, Clayzen, I have never fought anyone who could be considered a master of spearmanship. So, Aila, can I ask you a favor?'

'... Eh, hahahaha~! When I hear praise like this, I wonder if I should raise my spear again, but um... no! Of course not! You can't use windows anymore! Even at that time, I was worried that another elf living in that city would catch me showing off the guardian's spear skills and get scolded!'

'is that so? I don't know what the story is, but it's a little disappointing. Hehehe...'

Clayzen was taking a break, and Aila and Hwarim, who had finished sparring for a while, were sitting on the floor and resting.

The three were chatting lightly, and in the meantime, Clayzen caught Aila's hand.

'... huh? Ayla. Is that on the back of your hand, by any chance, divine protection?'

'huh? what? 'What is this?'

The back of Aila's hand, which was always invisible because she was wearing half gloves.

Clayzen witnessed the back of Ayla's hand as she took off her gloves to wipe her sweaty hands after spending a long time sparring, and she, who is quite observant, managed to notice the blurry engraving on the back of Ayla's hand. .

And when he realized what Hwarim was, he awakened Aila's memories.

'... Ah, wasn't that that? This is the blessing I received from Deshade on the Day of Offering when I was living in the Kingdom Union.'

'... ah! I remembered! that's right! The blessings God gave me! There was something like this too!'

'Oh my... God's protection is usually treated as something precious in this world, but since it is something like that, I think we should at least make an effort to pray so that it doesn't disappear... That god is also very merciful. 'You still leave your blessings to a child who never prays for you.'

'Ugh... I feel a bit sorry to hear that! Still, no matter what, the fact that you still have divine protection doesn't mean you should use it well, right?! The armor god may have left this behind in case it will be used someday! I forgot something like this even existed! Okay, Hwarim! Let's do it again right away! While I'm throwing it out, I'll also have to test the power of God's protection!'

Aila, who discovered the divine protection, was happy and sparred with Hwarim again, and tried to use the divine protection that she had forgotten since she had been rejected.

‘Now, just a moment. Ayla. Looking at that divine protection... I feel like I shouldn't use it now.'

'huh? What are you talking about? ‘Clayzen?’

It is said that Clayzen looked embarrassed and did his best to stop Aila, who was trying to use divine protection.

'... My insight may be wrong. The only knowledge I gained was a few visits to Lehier's library and a brief experience in theology.'

'Uh, um... so? 'Say it quickly instead of measuring it!'

'... So, the divine protection should not be revealed to the surface until just before it is manifested.'

'huh! huh!'

'The fact that such protection is visible on the back of the hand, even though it is blurry, to the eyes of someone like me who is not a priest, probably means that there is a considerable amount of power accumulated in Aila-sama's protection right now.'

'... so?'

'So, I have a feeling that if I use it here and now, it might cause a lot of trouble.'

'...what kind of feeling?'

'Um... bang! 'Like that feeling...?'

Since no one holds a priestly position, Clayzen feels something from Aela's protection, but his explanation of its danger becomes more and more abstract, and he ends up predicting what will happen if he uses expressions that only children would use. The discussion ended with a presentation.

However, Aila decided to trust Claygen's intuition and stopped trying to use divine protection.

'... Is that something like that? Then I shouldn’t use it! There will come a day when I will find it more useful at some other time!'

That's how Clayzen discovered it, and he told me not to make hasty judgments as it would probably be of great help, so Aila's protection was limited to the re-recognition that she had the protection in her hands at that time.

So that power continued from before, and ever since...

The strength was always gathered from the back of Aila's hand.

Accumulating the deaths that come from me.

Accumulating pain.

Accumulate damage.

Because it was never used, the power accumulated - and piled - and piled up.

Ever since I received blessings on the Day of Remembrance, ever since.

so-

Contained there are all the pains I have experienced so far.

Everything from light to death is gathered together.

That,

Eila exploded.

[feedback]

...ddd...

Eila's sword begins to tremble.

Faaah!

The divine protection on the back of the hand emits light strong enough to pierce through half-armored armor.

Huge power.

The power of accumulation.

A power built up through hundreds of deaths.

That’s what Aila’s backsword contained.

Kuuk-

Eila holds onto the white white sword with all her might.

'Not yet, not yet.'

It's still just contained.

Even though that's all, the whole place is shaking.

The power contained in the white sword is so enormous that Eched trembles like when Hachi took off and flapped his wings.

And what kind of power it was, Aila, who was using it for the first time, I, Hwarim, and even Cheonma could feel it.

'With this next attack, everything explodes-'

The moment the white sword touches the body of the Heavenly Demon, a power bursts out that cannot be predicted as to how much damage it will cause.

And the sword with such power,

In order for Aila to reach the Yin Heavenly Demon,

It creates an environment that cannot be avoided.

thud!

“Rachal.”

flinch!

“... Oh my.”

As Yincheonma tried to escape from the sword's firing line, she felt that her body was not moving.

A wobble in the center of gravity.

Rakshasa.

Aila used Rakshasa.

Although she has not entered deep into the depth of field, Aila has also clearly entered the first stage of depth of field, which she has learned by watching Hwarim and me from the sidelines, at this moment.

So, Rakshasa can now be used.

That,

Aila's feet stamped on the ground and the vibrations successfully bound the lower half of the Heavenly Demon's body.

'good. The goal is success.'

That's what we intended.

The reason why the three of us deliberately did not fight two people, but Aila took on the Eumcheonma and Hwarim and I took on the Yangcheonma.

Even the Heavenly Demons knew the reason.

To be precise, the superficial reason is that if they separate themselves one by one and isolate themselves, they will be unable to help each other.

So, even though they know this, they deliberately divide themselves according to our intentions and focus on each opponent.

Eumcheonma is dealing with the elf who is trying to 'hold' her for as long as possible, and Yangcheonma is dealing with me and Hwarim, who are trying to deal with her in a hurry and 'help' Eumcheonma.

But in reality-

The 'opposite.'

The role of me and Hwarim, not Aila, is

His role was to hold Yangcheonma in a situation where he could not help Eumcheonma no matter what he did.

“... Sigh- Then, shall we go?”

So, Eila aimed a white sword filled with excessive power at Eumcheonma, who was unable to take her steps due to the Rakshasa and was isolated as Hwarim and I were trying to catch Yangcheonma.

        
            Aila aims her white sword at Eumcheonma.

The power contained in the sword is a power that even a Heavenly Demon cannot ignore.

You won't know the principle.

Because it involves complicated circumstances.

A similar experience of pain caused by the magic of a couple's oath, and the power steadily accumulated from that similar experience through the protection bestowed by Deshade.

If you can react, try reacting.

It is different from day break.

It may not be tens, hundreds, even thousands, but it contains pain big and small and the pain of the moment leading to death, so in order to destroy it, we must respond accordingly to each form of pain.

so-

'That will never be stopped.'

I was certain that the Heavenly Demon had no way to counter Aila's backsword.

Within,

Whilick-

“...”

In accordance with the movement of Aela's white sword, the Demon Heavenly Demon takes a pose with a serious face.

The smile he was wearing a moment ago is gone.

He felt it too.

The power that Aila holds in her hands right now is a power that will surely be defeated if it is received with a half-hearted attitude.

So, he came up with the optimal response within a limited time.

He raised his arms to cover his forehead and heart, and looked at the tip of Eila's sword with wide eyes.

Focus entirely on defense, and if it is the one time you have no choice but to receive it, move to do so with minimal damage.

I instinctively know that this is a force that should never be confronted, but I have no choice but to accept it, so I take the stance I have taken.

The stopping of movement by the Rakshasa also happened because it was intentional.

For Yangcheonma, who has already experienced Rakshasa once and fights with that in mind, it will not work for Rakshasa, but for Eumcheonma, it is bound by the Rakshasa that he is experiencing for the first time.

'shit. Even if you do this, the options are reduced, but is the reaction speed itself fast?'

Still, because the Yin Heavenly Demon's judgment was as fast as the Yang Heavenly Demon's, Aila's sword was in a difficult situation to easily reach the Yin Heavenly Demon's body as a perfect final blow.

If Hwarim and I provide a little assistance, Aila may be able to swing the sword with certainty and kill the Eumcheonma, but it is too much for us right now just to keep the Yangcheonma from sending towards the Eumcheonma.

so,

The thought that even if the white sword touches it, it is unlikely to result in a fatal injury, came to Hwarim's mind, and it was also the moment when he thought that it might also have settled in the minds of the Heavenly Demons.

“... yet-”

Eila,

“Not finished yet-!!!”

We have entered the next level of depth.

“Aggravation!”

Faaah!

'what?'

surprised.

Not only was I surprised, but Hwarim, who was swinging her sword at Yang Cheon-ma, also opened her eyes wide when she heard Aila's voice.

corruption.

The next step of Rakshasa.

Rakshasa is to spread out your awareness in all directions and perceive the clock as slow, and then to go into self-reform once again and focus the slowed down clock to make it feel as if only the object in front of you and you exist in the world, which is reformation. .

However, that deterioration is not a level that can be easily reached.

Even as a person who learned Rakshasa, I had barely reached the point where everyone would die if I didn't learn it when dealing with Mabel, the puppeteer who had entered the body of a werewolf.

But soon, I realized that Eila had reached the point of deterioration because she had sincerely acknowledged that she could not reach the level of the Heavenly Demons, especially the one who was holding a sword.

'ah. Is that so? Is that why Eila has entered into a state of deterioration?'

Isn't the situation the same?

If you don't do it, you die.

The sword contains the power that may be the first and last opportunity to wield it.

In such a situation, you can tie your feet in front of an opponent who is much higher than you and swing it as an effective blow.

Just once.

A chance to wield the power accumulated so far just once.

There is that sense of desperation, and I think there is no reason why we can't move on to the next level of depth.

As long as Aila expresses her sincere desire to continue her relationship with us.

“I am. No matter what you guys think, being with Lee Rim is the most important thing of all!!!”

With Aila’s shout,

It is far from the depth of focus that values quietness and quiet,

However, because it is Aila, her sword has entered the stage of deformation beyond the depth of turmoil in Aila's own way-

[Thirteen Erg]

Papa papa papa phat!

It flew towards the Demon Heavenly Demon along with 12 illusory swords created through high-speed chanting in the state of transformation.

“... Hmm!”

Kwachachachachachachachang!

Without even blinking an eye, Yincheonma swung his arms and shattered the swords of illusion -

Instead, he stretched out his hand towards Aila's heart.

But-

Because of that trap, Hwarim lost the first time he fought Aila.

Kagaang!

“!!!”

The Heavenly Demon's hand aimed at Aila's heart was blocked by the hexagonal curtain created by the phantom swords he had smashed a moment ago.

Cheonma thought it was a gap and thought he could reach it before swinging his sword, so he lowered his defense and chose to attack.

The Heavenly Demon's attack was in vain.

And, at that moment, the order of the Heavenly Demon came to an end -

Next, Aela's sword swung from bottom to top.

Sigh!

OK-

Kwaaa!!!

The overwhelming force of destruction that exploded from the sword struck the Heavenly Demon's upper body.

Blah blah blah!

Quargly tomb!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

Eched screams.

The power of protection accumulated on the back of her hand, of which Eila could not gauge the aftermath until she swung it.

If I were to compare the degree of that power with something similar within the scope of my knowledge,

The enthusiasm unleashed by the dragon Curios, and more.

So, I split the ceiling of Black Eched.

Because it was swung from the bottom up.

After completely destroying the upper layer, it explodes into the sky.

'thank god. If the direction in which Aila swung her sword had been any different, it could have been a big problem.'

If that force had been swung in the opposite direction, it was certain that we too would have died.

like that-

Several seconds passed after Aela's power, which was comparable to the dragon's frenzy, attacked the Heavenly Demons.

Before we knew it, the confrontation was resolved without anyone taking the lead.

“...”

“...”

“...”

“...”

Yangcheonma Island, me too, Hwarim Island, and Eila Island.

The dust raised by sweeping the floor clears, and everyone waits to confirm whether Eumcheonma is alive or dead.

Ssss...

The dust clears like that.

The first thing you see is,

... Cheeek-

All burned skin.

What you see next is,

...pajik-

The bones of the body are scorched and crumbling.

The next thing that catches your eye is-

“...”

Even though it was swept away by Aela's power and took on a terrible form, it was the form of a demon that barely maintained its human form.

However,

It already looked like a corpse.

“... You endured it.”

Only Aila, who did not take her eyes off the Heavenly Demon until the last moment, witnessed the Heavenly Demon's appearance until the end.

A heavenly horse with strong energy wrapped around its body.

Because it had already completed one attack, the Heavenly Demon could not take a defensive stance.

but,

The Heavenly Demon is definitely-

It's a thousand horses.

He is called the Heavenly Horse because he always gets rejected even in times of crisis.

[Pacheon – Kaleidoscope -]

In a split second, Aila's sword was slanted toward the left body of the Heavenly Demon, and the Heavenly Demon saw that and reversed the image.

If it had been like that, Eumcheonma's strength would have been broken and her heart would have been ripped out.

I reversed it myself, reversed the left and right sides, and changed the piercing from the right chest to the shoulder.

so,

Instant death was avoided.

Only instant death.

“... ”

The Heavenly Demon laughs.

The strength surrounding his body was broken, his whole body was on fire, his bones were shattered and no place was sound.

All of the skin is exposed, and there is no visible part of the body, and the bones will crumble to dust if you just touch them with your fingers.

His eyes were so dry that he could not see, and his beard had disappeared everywhere.

However, the Heavenly Demon smiles.

So-

Because it was a ‘fun’ fight.

This was the first time that I was unable to fully ascend to heaven despite my dismissal.

So Cheonma feels regretful.

“It’s a shame. If we had gathered more strength and met for about a year, we would have been able to stop it... If we had just had that much more time, you and we would have both matured and been able to fight more interestingly...”

Because he was still immature and could no longer continue his steps toward the next defeat.

So the Heavenly Demon,

I apologize to Heavenly Demon.

“I’m sorry. Yangcheonma. I guess this place is a tomb.”

“...”

This is the first time I've heard it, and it may be the first time I've said it.

It's something I've never done before, either as a monologue or while drinking.

The Heavenly Demon realizes and declares that he will no longer be able to be dismissed.

And since the Heavenly Demon was divided into two people, he heard it from another person.

“It’s a fun place. There's no comparison. You know because you saw it too. It is a world where infinite embodiments remain. There are beings that constantly come back to life no matter how many times we kill them, there are monsters that we think we can never defeat if we don't help them, and the world is overflowing with people who will hurt those of us who show our sincerity.”

Passs-

Tuk-

Yincheonma's arm falls to the ground and turns into powder.

Yangcheonma's artificial eye sees this and listens to Eumcheonma's voice.

“I don’t think that our judgment or my judgment was wrong. If I gain the power to run the race, I will no longer have to suffer irreparable damage. Not only did it not exist, but it would have come back to life without incident, continuing the endless ups and downs.”

“...”

“But Yangcheonma. I think so. The moment we got that power, the things that would have been in front of us were probably just boring downfalls.”

Can't play.

It's natural.

Although he is clad in a strong sword and has defeated overwhelming magical power through experience, in the end, he is the body of a soul soldier.

When the strong energy breaks through and even the magic power around the body reaches its limit, it is nothing more than a soul disease with the physical ability of a sufficiently trained human or better than a knight.

So the Heavenly Demons wanted the power of the sect.

However, when the moment of death came, Eumcheonma decided that although it may have been a safe choice, it would not be fun if she thought about what would happen in the future.

“So, Yangcheonma. Heavenly horse. Another me. Now, don’t you understand enough?”

“... Yes. understood. Contrary to my worries, these people are not the ones who fall into the error of fanaticism.”

“Yes. If I knew... If I knew, that's all.”

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Cheonma approaches Cheonma.

None of us stopped it.

As Yang Cheon Ma approached, Eum Cheon Ma held out her hand.

And Eumcheonma,

I carefully hold the hand that started to crumble as soon as I hold it, and listen to the dying Cheonma's last request.

“So...

As much as my share,

More fun Pacheon in the future,

Instead, continue.

Another-

Heavenly horse.”

Whiing-

...srrr-

The wind blew.

Eumcheonma's life was on it,

His body just flew away and disappeared.

So no more Yangcheonma,

It was no longer Yangcheonma.

Because the two Heavenly Demons are now one again.

The original Cheonma. Because there was only ‘one’.

“... Got it. Keep this in mind.”

so,

The sound that lost its body,

By returning to the original Heavenly Demon,

The Heavenly Horse-

It became a complete heavenly demon.

        
            Peria is watching the fight.

Aila is swinging the white sword in a serious manner without a trace of laughter against the Demon of Eumcheon, and Irim and Hwarim are also doing their best to fight against the Demon of Yangcheon.

Every time Aila moves, beads of sweat splatter.

In terms of physical strength, Aila is second to none among the members of the church.

Of course, there are Ennin, but Enin is actually incredibly strong, and Aila is like an elf. If she runs with determination, she can surpass the speed of horses even with her two legs, and her endurance lasts longer than expected. do.

'It's probably true. I've heard it before. The cavalry of the Kingdom Alliance was defeated by the demons and was retreating. They had no choice but to use the elf forest as a retreat, so they went in. They tried to escape by running at full speed, but the elf sentries climbed the trees, jumped ahead, surrounded the cavalry, and annihilated them. story. It was annihilated just before it left the forest, and it was only a rumor that spread because a soldier on a nearby watchtower saw it.'

However, Aila is sweating like rain even though she only actually fought the Yin Heavenly Demon she is currently facing for about 10 minutes.

Although Peria was not even aware of Aila's fight, she was causing the Yin Heavenly Demon to step on even the drop of sweat she shed, causing even the slightest hindrance to her movements, and the Yin Heavenly Demon was even aware of that and was aware of Eila's trick. I am taking care not to fall into it.

Next, Peria turned her attention to Irim and Hwarim.

Hwarim was also not in good condition.

He was vomiting blood, and Peria vaguely knew that it was a type of wound called an internal wound.

So Peria was even more worried about Hwarim.

Hwarim's body is the body of a soul bottle.

Like Lee Rim, she does not still have the bondage that can be called both a curse and a blessing for resurrection, but she is an ordinary, rather strong, trained soldier, with a body below that of a knight, trained in depth, and has some magical power that is sometimes called ki. That's all there is.

Of course, if you just go out there, you can make a living as a mercenary or adventurer, so some of the soul soldiers who escaped from the Kingdom Alliance are living among adventurers.

However, the bodies of those soul soldiers, the fact that they were brought in forcibly, of course, can be said to be the biggest demerit, but once that is removed, the bodies that can be said to be blessed have a crucial flaw.

The flaw is-

'Even if Hwarim gets hurt, unlike Aila and her brother, there is no way to recover quickly. Please don't get seriously hurt.'

Not only does Hwarim not use healing magic, and unlike Lee Rim, she does not have the ability to revive or regenerate, so if she is seriously injured, the only way to do so is to rely on limited treatment methods.

But now Hwarim doesn't care about that at all.

He is only doing his best to work with Lee Rim to ensure that Yang Cheon-ma can never escape the center surrounded by the two.

Peria was sure that Hwa-rim's body was probably close to concussion right now, and that he couldn't feel it because he was currently highly focused on the fight, but that Hwa-rim would probably collapse right away once this fight was over.

And the last thing Peria looked at was-

Lee Rim.

Deshade's armor around his body is cracking.

While Peria was looking at the helmet, she got irritated and threw it away, saying it was useless and only blocked her view.

Then, half of his left ear was blown off by the blade of the Cheonma's hand, and he made an expression of regret for a moment, but that regret quickly disappeared as he had to deal with the majority of the attacks alone due to Yangcheonma's terrifying attack, and since he was two steps ahead of Hwarim.

'... I believe it. brother.'

At first, I was conflicted about how I should feel.

Should you be worried, should you cheer, or should you look for whatever little help you can give yourself right now?

But soon Peria put everything aside and decided to stay still, thinking it was best to just keep her faith inside.

It may be said to be a bystander, but in the first place, Peria has no choice but to stand by.

Next to him is Astesia.

Further behind that is Scarlett.

And the ones lying behind the Heavenly Demons are people who are much stronger than themselves.

The best thing to do is to come to his senses and go out in front of him as if protecting him, stay here with Luba, who is constantly swallowing dry saliva, and protect Astesia, who is now fully conscious and watching Irimne's fight like him.

'Even if I said I would protect you in the first place, I would just be by your side.'

Of course, even if they protect them, the moment the Heavenly Demons change their minds and fly this way, there is nothing Peria and Luba can do.

However, if you really decide to help those who are currently fighting, there is something you can do.

For example, using magic, or using sudden resurrection through self-harm to suddenly appear in front of Irim and temporarily block the view of the Heavenly Demons.

However, it is only a 'one chance' action and cannot have a decisive influence on the outcome of the fight.

And if you act hastily against the Heavenly Demons, there is a possibility that it will result in creating a cycle of self-destruction that will cause trouble and inconvenience to the three people, as Peria, who can endlessly repeat death and resurrection, similar to Lee Rim, is caught in the middle of that elaborate fight. It was high.

So, rather than making a pointless provocation and causing Astesia next to him to get angry, he calmly watched and hoped that the three of them would defeat the Heavenly Demons who had defeated everyone, including the Paladins who were much stronger than him, without getting seriously hurt. This is the correct answer.

With that in mind, Peria asked Scarlett without looking back.

“You think so, right? Scarlett.”

“...”

“It’s because of you. One of the reasons my sisters and brothers are fighting. To me, it's because of you that everyone over there fell, to those humans called Heavenly Demons, but no matter how you look at them, they only look like monsters.”

“...”

Scarlett doesn't answer.

Because that is the correct answer.

Knowing that it was the correct answer, she had nothing to say to Peria's question.

However, Peria did not say those words to resent, ridicule, or tease Scarlett.

“Oh, I’m not saying this because I really want to receive an apology. I just want to tell you to remember this. I am.”

It was literally meant to tell Scarlett to keep an eye on everyone fighting for her until the end, wondering what kinds of causes and effects overlapped in this entire situation.

But Scarlett didn't know what Peria wanted to say.

Instead, Scarlett chose to quietly watch the fight between the warriors without taking her eyes off her, just like her, in order to understand Peria's words.

Kagagagagagagagagagang!!!

Tduduk-

[Stop bleeding]

“Hwarim!”

“Got it.”

The battle between the magical sword and Kang Ki continued for a while, and at the moment when Yang Cheonma's hand blade cut the carotid artery of Irim's wrist, Irim stepped back and activated divine protection, and then Hwarim took his place.

Gagagagagagagagak!!!

Quad deud deud deuk-

The moment Hwarim desperately struck away Cheonma's arm and temporarily hid himself in the debris on the floor that had been shattered by Cheonma's kick, Irim, who had recovered his wrist by exerting his regenerative ability to the extreme, stepped forward again and defended Cheonma's attack. Take it all

Scarlett, who saw that,

I didn't think their fight was that flashy.

She as a suzerain.

As a guardian, she can use as much magic as she wants, and if she wants, she can use magic to pour down like a meteor shower across the entire area of Eched and over the sky belonging to the black earth.

However, the Heavenly Demons and Irims were different from Scarlett herself.

In the first place, except for Aela, the people in front of them would not have relied much on it even if they were able to use magic.

The fight between warriors is a fight between body, mind, and concentration.

They fiercely target each other's vital points, carry out tricks, pretend to fall for the trick, and instead pull the opponent in, and finally move to plunge the sword into the opponent's heart.

It starts from there, and now, as a final move, you just use magic power or magic to deliver a fatal blow that will lead to the opponent's death.

Therefore, Scarlett, who was not a warrior, could not understand the sight of Lee Rim being beaten by the Heavenly Demon to the extent that it could only be described as dying in order to create that one time.

'No matter how much I said I didn't want to die, why did you do that?'

Scarlett knows because she was killed by the Heavenly Demon.

An attack wielded by the Heavenly Demon, wielded with strong energy, would definitely be painful.

Not only will it hurt, it will be frustrating, and you will want to give up.

For Scarlett, who had already been imprinted with the fear of death, the Heavenly Demon now felt like a being that could not be defeated no matter what she did, and that it only brought her pain one-sidedly.

However, Lee Rim does not give up against such heavenly demons and fights until the end.

He said he would atone just because he felt sorry for himself.

'... I don't understand.'

However, Scarlett still could not understand why he was trying to help her because she knew that she and Lee Rim were clearly strangers and that they had only met and talked for a short time.

Even though she is weak and accepts Lee Rim deep inside, she shows the memories of how she became the true leader.

By Scarlett's standards, it's not enough to be a reason for Lee Rim to fight Cheonma to such an extent for herself.

That-

“... Don't be mistaken. My brother doesn't fight only for you.”

As if Peria had read Scarlett's thoughts, she dug in without looking back.

“Scarlet. You think you're the tragic heroine of this story, but that's not the case. My brother is fighting because he believes that he must kill the Heavenly Demon right here and now because his interests are intertwined. You are just ‘one’ of the ‘several reasons’ for your brother to kill the Heavenly Demon.”

Peria corrected Scarlett's mistake.

Lee Rim fights for himself no matter what.

Peria knows.

Scarlett doesn't know.

Lee Rim is completed as the real Lee Rim by the people around him.

If Hwa-rim wants to kill Cheonma and I-rim agrees and achieves it, it is not just Hwarim's happiness.

It is also Lee Rim’s happiness.

Even if he always kept in mind Thistle's words to save those who want salvation and moved to save Scarlett, that was not Thistle's only happiness.

Thistle's happiness soon becomes Lee Rim's happiness.

Everything is an effort to ensure that the denomination and the family can continue forever without falling apart.

The shepherd continues the fight to protect the fence.

However, it is not just a fight to protect what is inside the fence.

The shepherd himself fights because he considers everything to be his own happiness according to his own desires.

so-

Lee Rim decided to swing the sword after seeing Scarlett crying, but in the end, he only did it for his own happiness.

“... Haha, I feel stupid.”

Scarlett thought it was a really stupid accident.

“Right? I feel stupid. I agree.”

But Peria knew that her brother had come this far because of his foolishness.

“But, because of that foolishness, everyone is here and my brother ends up being happy.”

like that-

Two people.

While the race of vampires and one trickster share a common opinion about one man -

[feedback]

Kwaaa!!!

Due to the sword swung by Eila, the energy of the Demon Heavenly Demon disappeared.

        
            Ssss...

Cheee...

It was a terrible sight.

Rubawa, Peria, Astesia, and Scarlett witnessed it.

The sight that appears when the dust clears is,

The appearance of a demon that can no longer be called a human being.

But Scarlett could see how great it was.

The power wielded by Eila.

A power that had been accumulated through countless days of pain and experience of death, and then burst forth through divine protection.

Scarlett realized that if it had been an attack against Eched, it would have been difficult for her as a guardian to block even if she did her best.

And it was the same for the Cheonma.

What Eumcheonma did at the last moment was,

The act of ‘avoidance’.

They are heavenly demons who do not adapt to the world but make the world adapt to them.

The power wielded by Aela was strong enough to make such a Heavenly Demon avoid the unknown power instead of confronting it while dealing with a new world other than the one they were originally from.

but,

Even though he was punished for doing such evasive actions, the Heavenly Demon was unable to completely avoid Aila's attack and only avoided instant death.

So Cheonma was very happy.

“... ”

So Cheonma had to accept the fact.

“...”

Yang Cheon Ma approaches Eum Cheon Ma, and they talk to each other.

This was actually the second defeat they had faced in their lives in this world.

The first was that he made an unsatisfactory decision while dealing with Hachi,

The second is that even though it was meant to evade the power wielded by Aila, it failed.

So, the dying Cheonma asked to enjoy the world more fun, and the remaining Cheonma took that request deep in her heart.

And Lee Rim, Aila, and Hwarim are watching.

Even in front of the defenseless Heavenly Demons.

Even in front of the dying Cheonma and the dying Cheonma engraving his dying will into his heart.

Those were the people of the Deshade Church.

If you have to fight, you risk your life, but you don't insult your opponent.

With that will, all the power left by the deceased Heavenly Demon flowed into the remaining Heavenly Demon.

Eum Cheonma, who is dying and tells the remaining Cheonma to become the real Cheonma, and Yang Cheonma, who accepts it.

At that moment, Peria feels it, Astesia feels it, Scarlett feels it too.

It's death,

Born at the same time.

The concept of yin and yang.

Scarlett feels it instinctively, and Peria knows because she has heard the Red Purge side of the story.

In addition to possessing magical power, humans also possess yin energy and yang energy in their bodies, and the moment they are in perfect harmony, the warrior reaches a higher level, a knowledge that Peria cannot understand at all.

So, if the people of the church had to make a decision now, the best decision would be to accept the power of the dead Yin Heavenly Demon and stop the Yang Heavenly Demon who is becoming a complete Heavenly Demon.

But no one moved.

It was also an act that went against the tenets of the church.

However, that is only half of the reason why the people of the church could not move, and the other half is-

In the first place, everyone there was unable to move due to the unknown deterrent of having to watch the moment the Heavenly Demon was born.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Yang Cheon-ma’s feet came to mind.

The body floated just a fist apart from Eched's tile, and the hair and hem of the clothes all began to float into the sky, even though there was no wind.

The Demon Heavenly Demon no longer existed in front of her.

Still, the soul remained, so she made a promise to the Yin Heavenly Demon just before it disappeared completely.

“Please keep this in mind. Another heavenly horse. As per your request, I will continue the fun Pacheon. I will try to understand the world. This time, I will continue my path in a different way, in the way I accept the world. So, take it easy. My other half...another Heavenly Demon.”

... Paaaa!

The body of the rising Heavenly Demon began to be wrapped in light.

Yin and yang energy began to mix in earnest.

In this way, the Heavenly Demon successfully became the Heavenly Demon without anyone's interference.

The yin energy of the dead Heavenly Demon flows into the Heavenly Demon who only possessed positive energy.

I don't know how many seconds have passed.

I don't know if seconds or minutes have passed.

However, everyone who was watching did not feel that the time was short or long.

The Heavenly Demon, who was divided into two upon summoning because the world was too strong, is now being reunited.

I accepted it as a natural thing since what was originally one was divided into two and then returned to one.

So that's...

It is the same as the irresponsibility of the world that Lee Rim was thinking about.

A world that gave Scarlett the responsibility of protecting monsters from awakening, but did not provide any protection for her, who would later live as a squire.

Also, a world where the Heavenly Demon was thought to be too strong and was split into two Heavenly Demons, but nothing more was done until the Heavenly Demon became one again.

then,

I wonder what the world is really doing.

Assuming that Scarlett was preventing Hotch’s birth-

Now that the real Heavenly Demon has descended, I wonder who should step up.

[Pacheon – Cheonma Advent -]

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo...

Soon, the yin and yang energies of the Heavenly Demon were in perfect harmony, and the Heavenly Demon that had risen came down to the ground again.

In that way, the Heavenly Demon, who had become a real Heavenly Demon by embracing twice the power it originally possessed, looked towards us and asked.

“... Do you want to do more?”

No one answered her question.

The Heavenly Demon, seeing this, released the Holy Grail from his belt,

“... Yes. You too had a reason to fight us, that's why you didn't back down. So don't give it back. This is something I don’t need anymore.”

Clink!

I threw it in front of Lee Rim.

“What you are afraid of is our existence that has achieved immortality. Don't give it up.”

Then, Lee Rim asked Cheonma, who willingly gave up the Blood Holy Grail that he thought he had finally obtained.

“... Why?”

“Didn’t you hear that too? The will of my other half who no longer exists. Another will from another Heavenly Demon. This is my last words: do not fall into the trap of immortality and suffer from a sense of boredom, but live a more interesting life.”

After answering, Cheonma immediately opened his other hand.

Then, a wind that blew from somewhere swept away the Heavenly Demon's hand, blowing away the ashes she was holding and the powder that had been the Eumcheon Demon's hand but had turned into ashes.

Passs...

“So, I must fulfill my will. If you want to continue having fun, you can't be too perfect.”

like that-

The Heavenly Demon gave up his immortal power.

The Holy Grail was returned to its original owner, and as soon as the energy that sealed it was released, Scarlett's power began to return.

“ character. Your worst dreams are now unlikely to come true. So go back. I'm going back too. There is nothing to see here anymore.”

After returning the Holy Grail, the Heavenly Demon wanted to leave Eched.

but,

“Ha.But.”

As long as there is someone who catches him, the Heavenly Demon still intends to fight with that person.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

“If you guys are willing to do more, there’s nothing I can’t accept.”

The Heavenly Demon's eyes turn their heads and look at the warriors with one eye.

Those eyes were a look of revenge.

It is a temporary desire for revenge.

Because the Heavenly Demon is a Heavenly Demon, it is not easily swayed by emotions.

But for now,

As of this moment when Eumcheonma died,

At this moment when the being that was itself and half of it died,

She, who was once a Yangcheonma, is afraid that if the humans of the Deshade Church attack again,

Using that as a reason, this time I planned to exterminate everyone here without a trace.

but,

“... No. I have no intention of fighting any more. Because the purpose was achieved.”

Naturally, Lee Rim stopped there.

What had to be prevented was the Heavenly Demon gaining immortal power and Scarlett being killed by the Heavenly Demons.

Since Cheonma gave up all his actions, Lee Rim no longer had a reason to fight Cheonma.

“... I don't understand.”

“What?”

“I said I couldn’t understand.”

So, Cheonma calmed down her anger when she saw Lee Rim no longer attacking her and said,

However, it was not a message to Lee Rim, but a message to another self who no longer exists.

“I... lied. You said you understood, but in reality, I never understood. Yangcheonma. So, I guess I should keep them alive a little longer and watch over them for a long time.”

Just like that, the Heavenly Demon turned around.

To end the story.

The story ends with Cheonma wandering the world again and Lee Rim returning to the parish with the church.

...

...

...

...

...

and-

...tduduk-

The end of a story that ends so cleanly,

...Pajjik-Pajjik-

Not willing to admit it,

... coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Quad duddduk!!!

Kwaaa!!!

There was a being who couldn't read the atmosphere.

[Vaskreşeniye –Rungena-]

[Resuscitation of Chungsik – Reconstruction-]

[Dual Existence – Witch of Vengeance –]

When the Heavenly Demon was about to leave Eched, the Bug Witch began to revive.

To be precise, new bugs filled the places where the bugs that made up the already dead Bug Witch had died, thus resurrecting the Forgery Witch.

And that wasn't enough for the bugs.

In the eyes of the bugs, this defeat was because Rungena was alone and there was only one person, so they judged that she, a single being, was targeted and defeated.

So, in order to solve the cause of the defeat, the bugs resurrected Rungena and at the same time created another her.

Although it was incomprehensible to human minds, the bugs decided that it was reasonable since they were bugs.

If you're not alone, you can be two.

If two is not enough, bring in three, and if three is not enough, bring in more.

So, the first thing the bugs did was to take inspiration from the image of the Heavenly Demons, who were originally one and then divided into two, first resurrected one bug witch, and then created another bug witch -

Next, the bugs that now make up Rungena were ordered to appear to the reinforcements who were there to protect the two bug witches, and who took the time to finally arrive here.

[Convening Order – Queen’s Army –]

[Farmland Slayer, the source of famine]

[Phanatic Sonia, Eater of Knights]

[College Swarm Union]

[Reclaimer Land Maker]

When the Bug Witch succeeded in controlling Hachi, they issued a summons order, but they were too far away and were unable to gather in time when the fight was underway. The forces that were originally led by the Bug Witch 30 years ago.

They had been summoned to Eched, but since Rungena was not present, they waited quietly nearby, and appeared at her command just as Rungena had awakened.

A Fain charmer who leads locusts around and devours crops.

Mulbanggae carries the holy sword wielded by a former warrior that lurks deep in the mountains, fights knights of pilgrimage, eats them, or inserts its eggs into their bodies before leaving.

Although it is clear that there is a queen at the center, it is a swarm of hundreds of millions of insects that can only be said to be dead the moment they see it in the first place.

It is called an underground Tyrant, and it eats minerals deep underground. When there is nothing left to eat, a huge centipede comes out and destroys the very center of the city, destroying three large cities.

And that's-

Of all the things that happened right before everyone's eyes, this appearance was nothing compared to what would happen next.

Nodding-

Tdduk-duk-

The witch turned her head strangely and stood up without touching the ground with her hands, and the newly born witch stared blankly into space-

[Lee Parasite]

thud!

At the same time, he slammed his staff on the ground.

OK-

... Boo Boo Boo -

“... What?”

Couple Couple Couple Couple-

“What, what...!”

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Irim is surprised, covering Peria's surprised voice,

The empty shell that had been split in half was reconnected, and the sound of Hachi's flapping wings covered Eched again.

        
            The Heavenly Demon tried to leave Eched.

This is because the Heavenly Demon, who can be called one half or another person, died and left behind Yuji.

However, the Cheonma did not completely accept the deceased Cheonma's maintenance.

She 'understood' the deceased Heavenly Demon's wishes, and even though she did not understand them, she tried to carry out those words because they were his will.

So the fight is over.

It should have been over.

However, after the Heavenly Demon left Eched, the foreign objects that began to block the vision of Astesia, who was watching her back-

With bugs,

With bugs,

They were bugs,

Just a lot,

There were countless numbers of insects.

...FADDD!!!

The sound of insect wings flapping can be heard from all directions.

... Sasa Sasa Sasa Sasa Sasa Sasa Sasaka !!!

Those without wings crawl up the floor and walls of Eched.

However, those bugs are no match for the people currently in Eched.

The bugs that reappeared before my eyes were the bugs that were present when the members of the church fought against the enraged Hachi. They were the patrol group that had gathered in Eched following the bug witch and disappeared as soon as the bug witch died.

Now, instead of hiding in the dark and unnoticed by humans as usual, these guys have once again proudly appeared on the surface.

Because I was confident.

Despite being an insect, despite being a tiny creature, I have gained a commander and reinforcements who can overwhelm humans again.

So the reason they're making as much noise as they can right now is-

It was to welcome the fact that her real strength, led by the Bug Witch from 30 years ago, had gathered in Eched as reinforcements.

Therefore, what is now unfolding before Astesia's eyes is the true power and everything of the Bug Witch.

[Farmland Slayer, the source of famine]

If the bug witches were queens, they were generals.

The Farmland Slayer was a loyalist of Fain who sincerely admired and admired the Bug Witch, so he raided farmlands throughout the empire for her and disrupted the witch hunters and bounty hunters who were chasing the Bug Witch.

Exceptionally, unlike ordinary Fane, he was a mere bug that could not be called a human due to his low intellect, but he achieved intellectual growth that transcended several dimensions by the bug witch.

However, he was so faithful to his role of disruption that he was not around when Rungena was in danger, so he lost the bug witch he had been serving. After that, he hid in a dark cave and was finally able to come out into the world.

[Phanatic Sonia, Eater of Knights]

Fanatic Sonia is a waterbang.

It's not a fein, it's a real pure water banggae.

However, its size was so enlarged that it had a body shape comparable to that of a human with the gene for a tall body, and because it had to make movements appropriate to its body shape, it grew its body to resemble a human body.

Mulbangae felt that it was a waste of money to dispose of the illegal substances generated from repeated failed experiments at a magic tower, so he poured them into a nearby river. After drinking all of them, Mulbangae became bloated and lived in hiding upstream of the river, preying on people.

Then one day, the bug witch and Mulbanggae met, and Rungena praised and loved Mulbanggae, saying that it was so shiny that it looked like armor worn by knights.

so-

Mulbangae awakened from that day.

Beyond eating humans, it attacked knights of the voyage and those who went far away to fetch water alone, taking their armaments and picking up weapons.

As if that wasn't enough, Mulbangae also got his hands on Giyeon.

One day, Mulbangae, who killed and ate the knights who appeared to be a search party of 10 people, walked in the direction they were heading and obtained the original purpose of the knights he ate, the holy sword wielded by a warrior who died a long time ago.

From then on, Mulbangae became even stronger.

There was no knight of pilgrimage who could defeat him wielding the holy sword.

The weapons worn around the body also got better.

On his chest, he wore two or three layers of breastplate blessed by an archbishop-level person. The gauntlets were power gauntlets made by a noble knight from a wealthy family at the request of the Magic Tower. The belt was also said to be the belt of the Shadow Goddess. The age difference was 30. It was given as a gift by a female wizard to lure a young knight into bed, and it was an item that saved him by hiding in the dark when the knights who dealt with the waterbanggae delivered several life-threatening blows.

Mulbangae also struggled against the knights who came to catch the witch of bugs, but the witch became distant from him, and when Mulbangae, who had annihilated the knights, found the witch, she was already dead, but now that Rungena has been resurrected, he is back again We quickly reached Eched.

[College Swarm Union]

Swarm Union is the wizard of Rungena.

Rungena was a witch, but she could not use much magic.

Even when she was exploring magic, she spent more time loving the bugs, so the bugs thought they had to protect the girl who loved them.

That's how Swarm Union was born.

Among bugs, there are bugs that can cause magical-like phenomena.

Beyond that, there are bugs that have actually learned magic and can chant.

Those guys are all gathered together under the Queen, who is called the 'Queen', who is learning the most magic among bugs, is highly intelligent, and has the best ability to judge situations.

These are all the guys that were everywhere Longena went.

continued throughout her career.

That's how hundreds of millions of insects gathered.

Of course, not everyone knows how to use magic.

No matter how much they know how to use magic, most bugs have very little magical power, so most of them have to expend their lives to achieve even a small magic.

So ‘Queen’ is-

When he received the 'resources' of bugs and achieved magic, he accepted the bugs that would die on his behalf as his colony, and their number was in the hundreds of millions.

So the Swarm Union used a lot of magic to protect Rungena, and during fierce battles, the number of the colony was sometimes reduced to only tens of thousands of troops, but after a few months, the offspring they gave birth to joined again and maintained the number of hundreds of millions. I was able to.

The Swarm Union also tried to protect the Bug Witch, but the army was blown away by the cyclone caused by the Archmage who accompanied the Imperial Sword Lugia, who had come to kill the Bug Witch, and the army was destroyed. Now that Rungena has been revived, the glory of the past has returned again. and has come to protect the queen.

[Reclaimer Land Maker]

Land makers, called underground tyrants, are different from the other three bugs.

The giant centipede is a demonic beast that has lived for a thousand years.

Land Maker was a creature that, instead of being huge, had a deformed body and would die if it did not continuously replenish its magical power.

So, the centipede constantly burrows into the ground and eats minerals rich in magical power. When it has bad luck and cannot consume minerals for a while, it attacks large cities and devours magic towers to replenish its magical power and continue its life.

At that time, Rungena had bad luck again and was unable to find an area dense with minerals, and there was not even a human city nearby, so he handed over all of his magic power to Centipede, who was wondering if he should end his life of a thousand years. It was extended.

Then Rungena asked Centipede to be his friend.

So the centipede made a promise to Rungena in return.

He said that if she was in danger of death, he would help her just once, and that he would visit her at any time.

But the times were not good at the time.

Just when the Bug Witch was truly in danger, the Land Maker attacked another imperial city, devoured the magic tower, and engaged in a fierce battle with the nearby imperial legions before being defeated.

Centipede had been regretting that until now, but came to visit her after hearing the news that Rungena had been resurrected.

like that-

After the death of the Bug Witch, all of them spread out in the nearby area, moving further and further away, but gathered together after hearing the sound of other bugs announcing Rungena's resurrection.

The thing flying above it is-

Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo Boo!!!

Even though his body was split in half and his head was split and smashed, Hachida was able to fly again because he had wings.

However, it cannot be compared to when he was alive before.

The current Hachi is just an empty shell.

The parasites that burrowed into the dead Hachi's body simply reproduced his movements when he was alive.

But not only that, Hachi is stronger than any of the famous insects gathered here.

So Astesia-

I really thought it was too much.

“Why-”

“Why,” he shouted.

“Why are you trying to harass us like this?”

The object of the cry is the will of the world.

“We are trying so hard to live, but why are you giving us this unwanted ordeal?”

Again-

Knock-

Protest against absurdity.

I'm sick of the trials that keep coming.

Astesia felt sad because it seemed like all kinds of malice were directed at them.

at the same time,

I was angry.

For the first time,

sincerely.

turned hostile toward the world.

and,

Asmodeus' blood reacted there.

A phenomenon that occurred not because Asmodeus' will was involved, but simply because he inherited her blood.

As a primordial demon, Asmodeus was also disgusted by the arbitrary standards of the world he had observed until now, so the blood of his ancestors in response to Astesia's anger enabled her to overcome her limits.

Paat-

Flames bloom in the purple eyes,

Astesia glared at the group of bugs.

All you see is everything in front of you,

Also, the target of their anger is the world that brought all of this before them.

With a heart to protest,

Astesia.

[Door],

opened.

Damn it!

[Palace of Foreign Press]

        
            Countless bugs and Hachi flying above them as if he were ruling.

[Palace of Foreign Press]

The space behind it opens due to the power of Astesia.

The place is a place that not only humans but even Asmodeus has never reached.

The only ones who know where it is are those who are wandering in space.

It was pure coincidence that Astesia was able to connect the coordinates of that place to Eched.

The universe that had been temporarily opened by Asmodeus in the sky above Eched was closed again, and Astesia simply held on to a piece of the coordinates with a desperate heart.

Just as the temporary manifestation of Asmodeus opened the door through which the clusters of stars and the rocky cosmic serpent Demi Uranus wandered, Astesia also opened the space nearby.

And it was just a coincidence that it happened to open the back of the palace of a god that no one serves anymore.

And the first thing to notice the danger that the palace posed was-

It was Peria and no one else.

“... Everyone bow your head! Don’t look!”

Peria, who had previously made a contract with Nyal and was able to distinguish between the powers of beings wandering the heavens, albeit to a small extent, was the first to feel fear when she saw the Palace of Foreign Gods and shouted to everyone.

No one had any doubts.

Most of the people fainted, and those who remained were members of the church.

The moment Peria shouted, everyone bowed their heads without even suspecting.

The bugs, feeling suspicious that the space behind them was suddenly connected to another place, and at the same time thinking that they had to protect the bug witch, turned back and saw -

remnants of foreign media,

Some of them.

Kiiing-

There was a strange sound.

Everyone, including Lee Rim, froze when they heard that sound.

The only thought that dominated my mind was that I should never raise my head.

at the same time,

It made me want to raise my head and check its identity.

It simply sounded like something being scratched, but it also resembled the cries of a living creature, and in a way, it was an unsettling sound, like a piece of disaster created by Mother Nature in the midst of an approaching disaster.

And the first thing that came to mind when the bugs saw that was,

The word transcendent.

However, it is not a transcendental person.

It is not something like being born according to the will of the world or gaining enlightenment on your own and breaking through the limitations of existence.

Those are beings you shouldn't make eye contact with.

However, the bugs made eye contact.

And I caught that image in my eyes.

The level of intelligence of insects varies greatly.

Some bugs simply have intelligence enough to recognize hunger, while others have intelligence enough to create magic on their own and imitate the magic they see from human wizards.

Still, because they currently have a ruling and relay system called Rungena, the Witch of Bugs, they were barely able to express it within the scope of what they knew.

It had huge, red wings.

But maybe it wasn't wings, but a halo.

A moon full of spots was floating in the sky.

However, there is a possibility that it was not the moon, but the pupil of an eye.

Numerous huge octopus legs with suction cups were sticking out from the bottom.

But actually, it might have been someone's eyelashes.

Red-dyed fabrics were flying everywhere.

However, there was also an opinion that it was actually the dance of the sun overflowing because there was no place to contain it anymore.

In addition, I could only guess, but I could only see things where opinions were not clearly unified.

The moon was blue, then purple, then gray, then suddenly split.

Tree branches growing everywhere were so dense that there was nowhere to step, flowers with teeth were grinning and talking silently with each other, and red eyes were blinking among the glass leaves hanging there.

and,

All those things.

Things with pupils,

All the things that don't have pupils -

They all looked at the bugs.

Paaa!!!

Not only that, insects with weak cohesion were extinct, and intelligent insects were also unable to maintain their rationality.

“Instrumentally...”

The insect witch could no longer maintain her form and collapsed, and the Chungusulja, who was the insect with the strongest mental power, and the queen, who was at the center of the Swarm Union, made a split-second decision to pierce their brains and control their crazy minds.

Confusion,

madness,

Eched was filled with indescribable fear.

That's how much the palace of foreigners opened in the middle of Eched is a disaster itself.

but,

Even in the midst of it all, there was someone who could move alone.

“Because it has no form, is it a monster created by gathering fear into existence? However, in that case, it is natural that your bluff will not work on this Heavenly Demon.”

The Cheonma walks towards the bugs and towards the foreign palace.

Then, the beings in the palace looked at the Heavenly Demon more clearly, but the Heavenly Demon accepted their gaze without any problem.

On the contrary, Cheonma,

“Uh, deal. dare.

Are you rolling your eyes?”

He vented his anger towards those opponents.

Whatever the identity of the things that sit in the foreign palace, whether they maintain their existence by controlling fear, and whether they decorate themselves with the fear they gather from that foundation, is of no concern to the Heavenly Demon.

There is nothing to be afraid of for those who are up in the sky.

The dead Heavenly Demon was not afraid of even the death that came to him and accepted it with ease.

The living Heavenly Demon embraces solitude and becomes a true Heavenly Demon, so no one can cause the Heavenly Demon to be afraid.

So the Heavenly Demon,

[Pacheon – Immutable Tax -]

Things that shouldn't be here were returned to their original world, and as a bonus, those who interfered with the final moments of the deceased Heavenly Demon were sent away with them.

Piing-!

What he was holding in his hand was an orange-colored sphere.

When Lee Rim uses Day Break, it looks exactly like bullets of concentrated magical energy gathering in front of his fist.

However, it was a condensation of energy that could not even be compared to that of Lee Rim, and it was not just a piece of energy, but also an object where the energy that surrounded the Heavenly Demon's body was condensed into one point.

“Go back. And disappear.”

Cheonma adjusted the direction of the object in his palm by pulling his arm -

Paaa

He fired it straight at Hachi.

Deukdeukdeuk-

Kwajijijijijijijijik!!!

Hachi, who was hit by a strong force, is pushed away.

Instead of just being pushed away, the bug witch and all the monsters she summoned fly away.

... Whiuuut!!!

And in the end, I was sucked into the portal connected to the Palace of Foreign Gods.

After that, the place became chaos.

The bugs went crazy and started biting each other, as well as the beings in the palace, and the beings in the Outer God's Palace also started biting, tearing, and gnawing to death as soon as the bugs crossed the portal.

At the same time,

Pot!

The dimension door closed.

“...”

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

After finishing his work, the Cheonma leaves Eched.

Now, there really was no reason to linger here anymore.

The black earth where Hachi died no longer showed hostility to those who tried to enter or those who tried to leave.

So, even if the Cheonma came out of Eched's main gate and found Lucid holding on to Gombangi, who was sweating profusely and not letting go, it wouldn't have been a problem.

“... Lucid.”

“Cheonma. Is the work finished?”

There was a lot going on inside, but Lucid greeted the Heavenly Demon with a smile.

In the first place, everything was a dream for Lucid, so he hugged Gombangi until the scary dream passed and went outside of Eched to wait for the noisy events to end.

The constant smile was bright enough to be contagious, even for the honest Heavenly Demons or the Heavenly Demons who lost half of their lives.

So, the Heavenly Demon asks Lucid.

Will you continue to follow me, or will you go on to dream your own dream?

“So, are you going to keep following me?”

“Umm...”

Lucid ponders the question.

Seeing that, the Heavenly Demon realized that Lucid would not follow.

This is the first time I've seen Lucid, who always responds immediately and without hesitation, worry about anything he says.

“... I'm sorry. I think it probably won't work.”

“... Really?”

“Yes. Actually, I heard many stories while I was with this bear, and it seemed like there was someone I knew where this bear lived. So I'm going to check it out.”

“... Yes. I got it.”

Deep down, I thought that Lucid would naturally follow me.

So, even though the Heavenly Demon thought it was a pity, she laughed a little at herself for remembering the pity and tried to say goodbye to Lucid.

“Got it. Well, that'll be it for us-”

“So, by the way, would you like to go with us, Cheonma?”

“... What?”

However, the Heavenly Demon had no idea that Lucid would actually ask him whether or not he would follow him.

“Did you also tell Heavenly Demon about my friend? A friend who picked flowers and brought them to me every day when I couldn't move. I think I can meet that friend. So, I would like to introduce you to Cheonma, how do you think?”

“...”

so-

The Heavenly Demon laughed loudly on the spot.

“... Haha, hahaha, hahahahahahaha-!!!”

Cheonma.

A person who stands above everyone else, a position that two people cannot share.

He is such a great person, and even though he is the one who closed the portal connected to the Palace of Foreign Gods that Astesia had opened, he is treated like this.

“... Yes. That should be it. Lucid, always dream.”

“Yes? What does that mean? I don't understand, so please speak briefly.”

Thanks to this, Cheonma felt better after seeing Lucid dreaming.

There is no reason to feel down.

The reason why the Heavenly Demon tried to eliminate all the rulers in the world in the first place was to allow people to dream their own dreams in peace by getting rid of the stagnant rulers.

“Lucid. I won't go with you.”

“Yes? really? Why?”

“Because I have to continue to achieve my dreams on my own.”

So, the Heavenly Demon decided to break up with Lucid.

“Eh... Then, come on!”

chuck-

Then Lucid holds out his hand.

The Heavenly Demon wondered what that meant, but soon realized that it was a common action that ordinary people recommend to others, and that since he was the Heavenly Demon, now that he thought about it, it was something he had never done before, so he accepted it.

Chak-

When the Heavenly Demon receives a handshake, Lucid shakes it and promises the next time.

“See you again later. Heavenly Demon!”

“Yes. If you want to see me, dream. Even though we can't meet right now, I'll appear again whenever you dream.”

“... Hahahahaha! thank you. Heavenly Demon!”

Come on!

After shaking hands, Lucid didn't think that was enough and hugged the Heavenly Demon with all his might.

And the Heavenly Demon realized that he was still insufficient to be called the true Heavenly Demon.

The Heavenly Demon, who feels depressed by the death of his demigod and feels warmth in the embrace of someone he has talked to, is a very weak being.

Just like that, the Heavenly Demon left Eched and Scarlett survived even though her duty as guardian was gone.

        
            The fight is over.

Although it would be more accurate to say that it ended in a lull rather than a sense of closure.

Yang Cheonma, who became a complete Heavenly Demon after the death of one Heavenly Demon.

Honestly, up until that point, I thought I was going crazy.

The original plan was to kill one Heavenly Demon and then kill the remaining Heavenly Demons in groups of three at once.

However, after Yin Heavenly Demon died, Yang Heavenly Demon awakened as a true Heavenly Demon.

In a way, it didn't change that there was only one left, but the moment the Heavenly Demon, who had become a Heavenly Demon in the true sense of the word, turned to look at us, I felt like I had no idea how to deal with it.

'Of course, given that the medicinal effect still remains, I wonder if there is anything I can't do, but it would have been more difficult since it was right after Aila's power was exhausted.'

But fortunately, instead of fighting us who had lost our secret weapon, Cheonma conditionally said that we would fight only if we gave us a reason to fight, and of course we didn't need to do that, so we didn't go any further.

After the army of the resurrected insect witch was defeated by the power of Astesia and the Heavenly Demon, she left, and we sat down on the floor, now that we could truly rest.

“... This, this is enough. If the Heavenly Demon did not allow the power of immortality to be obtained, at least it means that the future is not completely dark.”

Hwarim was also satisfied with the outcome because although the Heavenly Demon left Eched alive, it was clear that she had made up her mind to no longer try to obtain the power of immortality.

Then, after hearing Hwarim's words, Aila collapsed on the floor and completely lied down on the spot.

“... So, is it really over? Lee Rim?”

“Huh? Ah, yes. It's over... I guess.”

“... Ah, thank goodness! Actually, I broke my arm! Ugh... I'm dying from pain!”

“Huh? Really?”

“Of course! I didn't show it because I thought I'd have to fight again, but did you think my arm would be fine after wielding such crazy strength?! Because I'm an elf, my arm didn't fly off! I was so desperate?!”

After receiving confirmation from me that the fight was completely over, Eila closed her eyes tightly and shed tears.

He was lying down, hugging one arm, and his face was pale and unsightly, so it seemed like his arm was really broken and he was holding it in.

“... I'm sorry. It must have hurt a lot.”

“It really hurt... I had never been hurt while living in the elf forest, but this is the second time since I met Lee Rim that I have broken my arm! Heee...”

The reward for unleashing the strength I had accumulated through feedback was one arm.

I'm so glad it ended in a fracture, not a loss.

Even then, Eila didn't even show it and seemed to have been deliberately holding back, thinking of continuing the fight with the Heavenly Demon.

'Then, if I had to keep fighting the Heavenly Demon, I would have lost for sure.'

So, even though it was a conclusion, it was the best decision to stop the fight with the Heavenly Demon right there.

In that case, the fight is completely over anyway, so we can immediately move on to follow-up measures.

“Wait a minute... Peria, can you help me treat Aila?”

“Yes. okay. wait. I'll go right away.”

In order to gather the fainted people together, treat the injured, and settle the situation, I first asked Peria for Aila.

Then, the moment Peria went to her bag and took out something that could be used as a splint, a cloth, and a potion-

“Stop. Please wait a moment. If it is just a fracture, I will treat it.”

Xian, who had been with Astesia until the last moment, but had been so quiet that no one noticed, suddenly appeared and moved.

Even when I was fighting with the Heavenly Demons for a long time, I was so focused that I forgot about Xian's existence, so I was surprised by her sudden appearance.

“... Saint. Can I move?”

“It’s okay. It's just that I didn't move until the last moment out of caution. Since the last time to use the saved strength has not come, the remaining strength should be poured into follow-up measures.”

On the other hand, Sian didn't care if I was surprised or not, and motioned for Aila to come towards him.

Aila saw that and approached Sian with a suspicious expression. Soon, Sian touched Aila's arm as she came closer and-

Flash!

A red ring wrapped around her arm and white light burst out, and Aila's arm recovered.

“... Huh? Use recovery magic without chanting? Is it still okay?”

“Concern. It’s okay. Even the gods won’t say anything if you skip prayer in times of crisis like this.”

The recovery magic of Mu-chang.

When I saw that, I wondered if Xian was a saint.

Recovery magic also consumes divine power, but it also has the meaning of healing people with the permission of the gods, so most people chant it at a minimum, but even though it is neatly omitted, the gods are showing a friendly attitude that they are generally lenient and will look at it. .

With the most urgent treatment completed, the situation is resolved.

Those who had fainted slowly began to wake up.

Linai and Vincent woke up first and went over to get Gaia's Paladin, and I, along with Hwarim, went over to Enin and Thistle and laid them down to one side while waiting for them to regain consciousness.

“In times like this, it is faster to let the child wake up on his own rather than hastily waking him up, considering his recovery later.”

dump-

“So, Lee Rim. You too, go over there now.”

Hwarim, who lays Thiseul down next to her and Enin on her thighs, tells me that this is okay.

Luba and Peria are seen dragging Aleph whining, so I don't think anyone will get hit by a falling rock.

After feeling greatly relieved of my worries, I turned around and saw Hwarim's story.

“...”

There, ever since the fight ended, I could see Scarlett's eyes not missing my movements.

“...”

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

dump!

First, I approached Scarlett and sat down next to her.

“...”

“...”

An awkward silence floats between us.

The fight is over, and Scarlett survives.

So the thought that comes to mind is,

What should I do now?

And it seems Scarlett was thinking the same thing.

“... Now-”

“... Huh?”

“Now, what are you going to do?”

“...”

I could only listen to Scarlett's question in a daze.

However, even though she simply didn't think anything of it, Scarlett seemed to have interpreted it in a different way and immediately expressed her gratitude.

“Ah, ah... sorry. yes. In times like this, you should probably say thank you first. thank you. Really... all I can say is thank you. Because it’s a lifesaver.”

“Ah, yes. Yes... Yes.”

“...”

“...”

It's about to get awkward again.

Scarlett expressed her gratitude.

In that case, I think I have to say something to continue the conversation, but I'm really dumbfounded.

And I found out the reason later.

'ah. 'I'm really tired right now.'

Before I knew it, Camatrin's medicinal effect had ended, and the lost magic power had not yet been fully recovered.

So, it was natural for people to be dazed due to a sense of exhaustion.

Still, you shouldn't just sit still like a doll.

Now, Scarlett is leaning forward.

People have been asking what to do.

What should I do?

You are asking someone else’s opinion.

She, who has lived her whole life following her own will, is actually relying on someone else for the first time, so in times like this, we must clearly show her how stable it is to rely on others.

In this way, Scarlett, who finally returned from the run as a girl, will not feel lonely about her future life from now on.

“What should I do now... I have to go back.”

“... Where?”

“Well, go home. To the parish. Yes.”

“... Are you going back?”

“Yes. I have to go. This is the place I came to after being kidnapped by someone, and I am originally a person with my own home.”

“... I'm sorry.”

“That’s it.”

“...”

“...”

“Is that the end?”

“Huh?”

“Is that the end?”

“... I don't know what you're talking about.”

The problem is that I feel like I am too unsatisfactory to be seen as someone worth relying on.

Scarlett must have been frustrated while talking to me, so she came a little closer and started talking actively.

“You saved the race.”

“Well, that’s right.”

“Not only that, he also killed a monster that would pose a threat to the world.”

“That’s true too. It was fortunate that we were able to suppress it early.”

“... Is there nothing you wish for?”

“Even if I wish, I don’t know what to wish for?”

“Then why did you save me?”

“Just because I wanted to?”

“... Are you seriously calling that an answer?”

“... No, after talking about it, I don’t understand. Why are you questioning me like that? That's it. I saved you because I wanted to save you, and since the job is over, I will go home.”

When I summarized the frustrating story and told it all at once, Scarlett looked at me as if she couldn't understand.

“But... you can ask.”

“What?”

“Because you saved me, the squire, and killed the monster, I ask you to give me the Holy Grail of Blood.”

At those words, I turned my head to find the Holy Grail.

The Holy Grail that the Heavenly Demon threw at the end.

Because it was an object she had no attachment to, it was everything to Scarlett and even though it was an object that could give her overwhelming power, she threw it away like she was throwing away trash and left.

but,

The Holy Grail was running far away from where it was originally thrown.

“... Ingrid! Where are you going?”

“Ah... Haha- Did you get caught?”

“Please bring it calmly. If you just take that, it will blow not only the princess but also the Lehi Church.”

“No, but that’s a bit too much. How many times and how many times have we worked together... Wouldn't it be okay to turn a blind eye to this as loot?”

“Noisy. Please come quickly.”

“Ah, really... that's too much. Kikikick-”

Ingrid, who was trying to quietly escape with the Holy Grail, eventually returned.

chin-

Ingrid, who had placed the Holy Grail in front of us, sat down next to Scarlett.

I'm on the left, Scarlett is in the middle, and Ingrid is on the right.

Ingrid must have heard our frustrating conversation even as she was running away, so she stepped forward and started to clean things up.

“Umm... So what will Scarlett do now?”

“Uh, huh? Me?”

“Kick. Is there anything else? yes. Scarlett. First of all, I know two things about Scarlett’s wishes.”

“...”

“If you won’t say it directly, I’ll tell you with my own mouth.”

Ingrid takes Scarlett's still appearance as a sign of agreement and tells her of her wish.

“Scarlett, at first. You said you wanted to die.”

“... I want to die.”

“Yes. To be precise, I don't want to shoulder my duties anymore, so I want to lay down my duty of protection and disappear.”

“... It's a shameful story.”

Scarlett has enormous power because she became a guardian.

However, in other words, since her power is there to fulfill her duty of protection, she must not use it for any other purpose, and since she must always fulfill her duty immediately, she must remain in that position.

700 years had passed, and Scarlett was exhausted from having been alive for 700 years.

“It is a manifestation of weak will. But, in other words, it also means that Scarlett, who has not given up on her duty of protection until now, has reached her limit to the point where she even hinted at me like that.”

So Scarlett tried to give me strength.

Scarlett asked people about happiness and tried to find the happiness he wanted.

But in fact, it was also about looking for the right person.

excuse.

If there is someone who wants power, give it to that person.

However, there are conditions.

Scarlett was not about to give up everything, but was waiting for someone who would continue to fulfill her guardian duties in exchange for handing over her powers.

Asking about happiness was an excuse for that, and at the same time, it was a screening to see whether that person was truly worthy of the duty of protection.

However, at the same time, she did not set out to find such people directly because her duty of protection was something that should not be given up so easily.

The idea is that a guardian is not found by a predecessor searching for a successor, but rather a person who comes to Eched by fate and has the qualities of a true guardian.

So time passed, 700 years passed, and Scarlett, who had not yet found a successor by that point, was exhausted.

“But. Even Scarlett said that after experiencing real death, she wants to live.”

“... That's embarrassing too, but it's true. It's true. After being brought closer to real death by the Heavenly Demons, I started to hate dying.”

“It’s not something to be ashamed of. Since I thought that I could really die, I couldn't make the right decision. Kikikkikick-”

Scarlett went to a point where it was as if her existence was obliterated by the attacks of the Heavenly Demons, and because she experienced something similar to death there, she became afraid of death and instead wanted to live.

at that time-

I saved her.

From the hands of the Heavenly Demons trying to kill Scarlett.

“Then I will ask again. Sovereign. No, Scarlett.”

Sigh-

Ingrid smiles and makes eye contact with Scarlett.

Even in the fierce battle, the six-pointed eyes on the back of the sunglasses, which were dented with only one part remaining, looked at her kindly -

Kkook-

He held her hand, encouraged her, and asked her a question.

“You are saying it with your own mouth. Scarlett, what do you want to do now?”

Then Ingrid lifted one eye for a split second and—

‘What are you doing? Bishop, please hold my hand too.'

‘Me? why?'

'Ha... really. Read the mood. Siri without notice. In times like this, you need to be courageous.'

'No, why... really anyway. I feel like I'm being dragged around every time.'

He told me to hold Scarlett's hand just like he did.

...Kkook-

Startle!

Then, Scarlett seemed surprised for a moment as our hands were held on both sides by the two of us.

“I... I...”

After gently closing his eyes for a moment, he slowly opened his eyes and began to open his mouth, as if he had finished worrying.

“... I want to go to where you live.”

        
            Directly subordinate to Princess Camellia - non-actual member of the intelligence corps - Habre, a member of the intelligence corps belonging to the 2nd squad of the Information Disruption Department.

That is the formal introduction of the spy corps member who is staring at Eched endlessly from the black land border.

'Although I will probably never reveal my identity to anyone in my life.'

The man thought he belonged to the chatterbox category.

Of course, if I had to choose between being the talkative type or the talkative type, I would say that because he is the talkative type. In reality, if you see him sitting in a bar in the village, he is the type that listens quietly to what others say and sometimes agrees excessively. .

However, since he had already been working with colleagues who were much quieter than him for about 10 years, he realized that he was a bit chatty for a spy, and perhaps that was why Princess Camellia, who could be said to be his immediate superior, sent him to the Information Disruption Department. I wondered if it had been included.

“... I’m bored.”

And the reason why he is only looking at Eched while reflecting on what kind of being he is, is because there was a direct order from Princess Camellia.

“... Should I check one last time?”

Rustling-

Abre, who thought that it was rude to talk to others in a quiet voice as if he had just woken up at any time and that he should relax his neck in advance, muttered to himself and opened the two papers he had kept in his pocket.

That was when Camellia walked out of the black earth.

According to Camellia's orders, Abre, a member of the Spy Knights who was waiting near the black land border, jumped out in front of the princess, and what he was holding in his hand was a note summarizing the stories ordered by the princess at the time.

And that note was written only two hours ago.

'... Is it Abrain?'

'...! Wow, Princess Camellia! Are you okay? There was a series of loud noises...'

'Nothing to worry about. Everything is going according to plan. Rather, it looks like the horse is hidden nearby.'

'I'll bring you right away.'

'okay. Bring him. ... No, for now, Abre, I have something to tell you, so listen first.'

'yes!'

This matter is a top secret, and the troops the princess has selected are Thoroughbred Legions.

The rest of the Spy Knights are working hard in the capital Mortis to ensure that there are no mistakes in what happens after the wish ceremony, starting from the capital. Only Abre is hiding far away from the Thoroughbred Legions, and after Camellia advanced to Eched. We approached the black land border and were waiting.

Camellia, who came out of Eched alone and met Abre, gave him a short order and left for the imperial castle.

'Once the work is done, people will come out of Eched. Abre you meet them.'

'All right.'

'Ask two questions of the people who came out and convey my words according to the situation.'

'yes. 'Can I take it and write it down?'

‘Write it down. But don't show it to them, and destroy it immediately after you finish memorizing it.'

'All right.'

So, what was written on the paper was one question to be asked to those who would come out of Eched in the future and two courses of action based on the answer.

The first question is whether the head of the clan is dead.

“Run the race. Of course, this would be whether or not Scarlet Veil Blood is dead.”

Habre knows the brief.

In any case, Abre plans to remain loyal to her for the rest of her life until she retires, and Camellia also knows this, so she told Abre quite a bit about what is currently happening.

“The question to ask the people coming out of the castle is to ask if the lord who is responsible for protecting them is dead, and decide on one of two options accordingly. This is the first... Next, shall we review the action plans one by one?”

Habre first opened the paper to see if the answer was that the head of the line was dead.

[Good job. My swords. You have protected the empire. This Camellia will handle the rest, so you just have to remain silent until another order is given and until this incident is announced to the public.]

The contents are anonymous.

Camellia used the Bug Witch to free Hachi, and she believed there was a high chance that Hachi and the Scarlet Veil Bloods would be destroyed together.

Surprisingly, Camellia did not think of a case in which Hachi's death would not be completed.

There was a deep calculation about the existence of the Heavenly Demons, which she had witnessed with her own eyes, and no matter how things turned out, once a Hachi-level monster was awakened, the people inside Eched would have to survive in order to survive against the monster. Camellia judged that Scarlett, her swords, and the Heavenly Demons would have no choice but to fight together.

So, Camellia had no doubt that what happened after that, after Scarlett completed her duty of protection, the Heavenly Demons and her swords would fight together again and kill Scarlett.

And in fact, the moment Hachi woke up, the Heavenly Demons also recognized Hachi as a being that had to be dealt with as a top priority, and because of that, they helped Lee Rim completely kill Hachi.

However, the problem is that from then on, the Heavenly Demons chose to fight face-to-face with Irim in order to understand the existence of Irim, rather than having Scarlett become their lord, and their main goal was to gain Scarlett's power due to differences of opinion. Otherwise, what followed did not lead to a joint struggle to kill Scarlett.

Therefore, the order that Camellia gave after calculating when things had progressed smoothly up to that point was silent.

The only thing that needs to be done afterward is for Aleph and Xian, who will be returning to the remaining parishes, to publicize to officials and the public a fake transcript to disguise that they were not in a relationship with spies.

The Scarlet Veilblood rebelled against the imperial family, and Camellia hurried to suppress it with quick and sure power, Aleph, one of the paladins who can be said to be the strongest force in Rugal, and the closest saint among the saints that can be summoned from the Red Purge. This means that Saint Xian, who was located in that area, was summoned.

Although it would be difficult to overlook the annihilation of the Thoroughbred Legion, the opponent was none other than the suzerain, and the annihilation of the Knights had to deal with the trump card prepared by Scarlett, who had to immediately mobilize the knight division of the military to the basement of Eched. If you say it is a price, you can ultimately overlook it as it was a reasonable decision that looked ahead.

“And next... If the answer is that the head of the clan is not dead.”

Abre, who had figured it out up to that point, opened the next piece of paper.

If the former was a command to keep quiet in response to the answer that Scarlett was definitely dead -

The latter, if Scarlett survived, would use all of its power to distort information and bring Scarlett out into the sun.

This could be the case if Hachi was not released as Camellia had expected, or even if Hachi was released, Scarlett killed him with her own strength and then killed the Heavenly Demons and quietly released the hostages who had no reason to fight.

[This is a message to Aleph, Xian, Lugia, and the humans of the Deshade Church. kiss your lips All you have to do is say as one that Scarlett was the guardian who saved the Empire from danger, or will save it, and that what you did was to help Scarlett and protect the Empire.]

If Scarlett had survived, Camellia had planned to intentionally expose Jongju to the world in line with her promise to her.

It makes Scarlett a hero.

The people of the empire do not know that the suzerain is a guardian.

If so, let it be made public from generation to generation.

Scarlett, who defeated Hachi, who could have been a huge disaster for the Empire, and who continues to protect the seal.

Until now, I had known him only as a vampire squire and a fearful ruler who only protected a pure white palace in the middle of an inaccessible black land.

In fact, she was a loyal vassal of the empire, protecting the empire from an unpredictable disaster, and when the time came to fulfill that goal, she defeated the disaster with the help of reinforcements led by Camellia.

That way, people won't give Scarlett a hard time anymore.

Clearly Camellia didn't touch her.

However, courageous people, wizards, wise men, and alchemists who have lost their minds go to see her.

Because she is a hero of the empire.

Although they were the lords of vampires, they were too afraid to approach them, but they were confident that if Scarlet Veilblood was a hero of the empire, he would not be the one to harm them.

Of course, even then, the black earth may still show hostility.

However, the intellectuals, whose minds have begun to spin once they have gotten used to it, eventually reach Eched by any means possible and ask her questions.

In that case, Scarlett cannot turn away the people who came to her castle on their own, especially those who came without the royal family using any other means.

She has no choice but to stick to her policy, show off her dignity as a suzerain, welcome as many people as they enter Eched without hostility, and unravel the story little by little.

then-

Although it will take a long time, Camellia will slowly be able to gather information about the weaknesses and limitations of the being that is the squire and guardian through the intellectuals who have entered and left Eched.

And at the very end, the moment she finds out everything about the entity called Scarlet Veil Blood, Camellia is able to keep her promise and kill Scarlett in a different way.

As promised, all that needs to be done is for the ‘Empire’ and ‘Humans’ to not touch Scarlett.

The main reason for the relationship between Scarlett and Camellia was to humiliate the other party, brought forward by a leader who was not good at negotiation, and the method was simple because it was only a verbal agreement without detailed provisions.

Camellia may attract a challenger from a different race who wants to kill Scarlett by any means possible on behalf of the Empire, and by moving a transcendent being to the vicinity of Scarlett, an enemy that is difficult for another Empire to deal with, Scarlett can take care of it. You can make them step forward to deal with it.

Otherwise, it would be like deliberately unleashing the heretics near her to descend a demon to fight Scarlett. Although the 'Empire' did not step forward directly, 'coincidentally' it gave Scarlett an enemy that she had to fight in an unfavorable and awkward situation. There is also a way to destroy them all.

“... As expected, you are amazing. Our princess... no, the princess...”

Habre, who had come up with that far, stuck out his tongue.

Abre caught Camellia's eye because he had a talent for collecting and controlling information rather than memorizing it.

He is also a man who was able to survive without being part of a longsword raiding group thanks to his talent being concentrated on one side.

Therefore, he, who has a good mind, deeply realized that a lot of calculation went into Camellia's choice this time, and he will continue to work as Camellia's spy because he believes that although there are sometimes dangerous things, a clear future and retirement are guaranteed. It made me extend my thoughts.

“... Ah, it's coming. Good! Well then, shall we get to work soon?”

And to that end, he handles even simple tasks perfectly, and a few years later, he wants to move to a position as an employee at the top of 'White Decal', which is run behind the scenes by a princess with deep connections to the Spy Knights. Finally, the people from Eched approached.

        
            “... Hmm, it doesn't look very good? Did I really lose? No, but no one looks hurt... I guess they're okay, right?”

Looking at the members of the church who were coming out of the border from Eched, Abre quickly began to assess the situation.

Habre's eyes are good.

He is the one who interprets the ledgers, countless reports, and the small letters and bad handwriting that other members of the Intelligence Corps wrote moment by moment while tracking down people's backgrounds on tiny, palm-sized pieces of paper in dark alleys, and he has been doing this for 10 years already. Even though he has been doing it, his eyesight has become twice as good as it was 10 years ago.

In reality, Abre's vision was so bad that when the gods who were staying at the Red Purge church where he went to pray during the wish ceremony saw him dedicating the feats he had accumulated, they had the impression that he would live the rest of his life busy with paperwork. This is possible because it improves eyesight rather than improving magical power.

So, Habre, who was human but also close to Eila, looked closely at the half-wrecked carriage with a visibility that was only about 2/3 of that of Eila.

kkirilik- kkiririk- kkiririk- kkiririk-

As about 30 minutes passed, Habre caught the irregular creaking sound of the carriage wheels with his ears.

After he finished asking Princess Camellia's questions and conveying her orders to the people who came out of Eched, he thought it would be a good idea to quickly arrange for a carriage from the nearest village, so he left Eched and reached the border of the black land. I looked at each person one by one.

'The first thing to determine is who died and who lived. First of all, the people of the Deshade Church. The princess's article. Rugal's Paladin. I know about Saint Xian and... Ingrid, but I'm not sure about the rest.'

As the distance got closer and he was able to recognize people's faces, what caught Abre's eyes was a carriage with a blown-off roof pulled by Gombangi, and the passengers riding it were Thistle, Ennin, Astesia, Peria, Eila, Hwarim, Ruba, Linai's appearance.

In addition, the carriage was carrying horned armor presumed to be Lugia, and next to it were people walking on foot.

'Hmm... First of all, it seems like all the people from the Deshade Church survived, but there are some people whose identity I don't know. Who is it?'

Afterwards, Abre witnessed the appearance of Vincent and Gaia's Paladin, whose identities were completely unknown except that they were presumed to be from the Kingdom Alliance, and next were people he knew, the appearance of Aleph carrying Saint Xian on his shoulders. I saw Lee Rim and Ingrid walking in front.

And such a complex group of people were chatting and moving around without knowing that Habre was standing at the border where the black land ends.

“Stop. Hey... Lord Aleph. I can walk slowly.”

“You do not have to refuse. Mr. Sian. After stopping by the village, wouldn't you have to go to the church alone? There are no villages around here that serve the Red Purge Church, so it will be quite difficult to receive assistance from horses or carriages, but please consider this as atonement for my failure to properly protect the saint, who is supposed to be the front line.”

Saint Xian of the Red Purge is sitting on the shoulder of Paladin Lord Aleph and asking him to continue down.

“Ugh... Bishop. My leg hurts, too. Can I ride the carriage? I'm really tired.”

“It's noisy, and Ingrid thinks it's an attempt to steal the Holy Grail, so she walks on her own two legs.”

“... Bishop.”

“Why? Ingrid.”

“Bishop, actually, you are the type of person who quite harasses women in bed, right? You can tell just by looking at it. Kikikkikick-”

“... What bullshit! If you talk nonsense, they really won't let you get on the carriage. After coming here, I was just going to give you a ride. I can’t do it.”

“Ah, mistake, mistake! That's a mistake! I guess the lie came out because the sunlight was a bit strong for me! Ki kick, kick kick! ... You know it's a joke, right?”

Even Lihere's Witch Hunter looks at Xian riding on Aleph's shoulder with envy and tries to join the cramped carriage, but scratches his head after being scolded by the Bishop of the Deshade Church.

“...”

Habre, who was looking at it all, wondered for a moment what kind of scene this was.

The Saint of Red Purge was riding on the shoulder of Rugal's Paladin, who no one knew that the two denominations were on bad terms, and although some of the people who had fought in the fierce battle were tired and fell asleep, there were a few who looked relaxed, like Irim and Ingrid. .

In addition, on the back of the huge bear pulling the carriage was a girl with dark blue hair who was smiling and wearing something strange on her legs, and behind her was another small girl wearing a deep hood.

'Ugh... don't be crazy. Is everything there? So... the Saint of the Red Purge, Paladin Lord Aleph, the Bishop of the Church of Deshade, and Lihir's spy...'

Thanks to this, Habré lost his composure for a moment.

“... Ah, that's not what's important.”

However, it was only for a moment that Abre realized that he could finally do his work now that the members of the church had arrived in a hurry, so he politely greeted the members of the church who were now standing on top of the hill looking up at him.

“Thank you for your hard work, everyone in the church. Princess Camellia sent it. It is called Abre.”

When Camellia's name comes up, everyone looks at Habre.

“First of all, are the people here trustworthy?”

But Habre, accustomed to being the center of attention, did not panic, and his first priority was to identify people he did not recognize.

Since the story from now on is to be told to Ingrid, who works as Camellia's spy, Bishop Lee Rim, Paladin Aleph, and Saint Xian, it is only possible to confirm the identities of the people next to you in advance.

“... Did you say Habre? it's okay. Let’s talk.”

“... I'm sorry. Bishop Lee Lim. Still, we need to verify their identities first, so could you briefly explain their identities?”

Lee Rim simply replied that it would be okay to convey Princess Camellia's message to the people here, and when Abre once again politely tried to confirm the identities of the people on the carriage, this time Ingrid stepped forward and received his words.

“Abre. it's okay. The people on this side are the Paladins who were dismissed from the Church of Gaia, who came from the Kingdom Alliance to Eched and were captured there, and the soul patients who escaped from there. From now on, it's okay because they will be receiving new recruits from the Deshade Church.”

Even so, Bishop Lee Rim, Ingrid is Camellia's spy who strictly follows Princess Camellia's orders and has been working for the princess for much longer than the creation of the spy knights who cannot tell lies.

Although her explanation was short, Habre fully understood it, trusted it, and was convinced.

'Right. If you're from the Kingdom Alliance, won't there be a problem?'

However, Abre has just been caught up in Ingrid.

A man of the united kingdom.

The Kingdom Alliance is also a neighboring country that currently has a lot of diplomatic friction with the Empire, and at the same time-

They are on the verge of destruction, and the soul bottles that formed the basis of maintaining the status quo have become empty.

Thanks to this, the current situation in the Kingdom Union is in chaos, and public order is at its worst ever.

From various places, different races have begun to invade the inland again with their armies, and the Kingdom Alliance is in a hurry to stop it without the soul soldiers.

Therefore, in Abre's opinion, there is a possibility that even people from the Gaia Church may eventually leave the kingdom union and run away to the empire in some cases, and even more so, soul soldiers are souls wandering inside the empire that Camellia has not been able to capture due to lack of time. Since some of the bottles exist, it is not a problem even if they were in Eched.

And, Ingrid clearly told Abre that all the people whose identities could not be confirmed were people who had been captured by Eched, the head of the vampires.

Since no one except Lee Rim and the person concerned, Scarlett, knows the exact story of the true past history of Scarlet Veil Blood, the monarch of Eched, Abre naturally falls into the trap of his prior prejudice and naturally believes that Scarlett will join the kingdom union. It was interpreted to mean that the people were oppressed in order to suck their blood and use them as food, but were released by members of the religious order.

So, when he finally heard from Ingrid that the Church of Deshade had decided to protect them, he had no doubt whatsoever -

I looked pitifully at the girl covered in rags, 'Scarlet Veil Blood', who was sitting back to back with Lucid behind Gombangi, thinking that she was simply a soul disease in the form of a girl who had been drained of blood and became haggard, and then turned her head and said.

“That means we can say that the leader Scarlet Veilblood is definitely dead.”

“Yes.”

“Then, I will tell you the princess’s story.”

Afterwards, Habre proceeded with the work according to the established procedures.

Since everyone said in unison that the head of the clan had died, Abre conveyed Camellia's policy, which was the policy when the head of the clan had died, and ordered everyone to keep quiet.

“... Well, I will conclude the princess's message here, and I will quickly prepare transportation for the paladin and the saint. Ingrid is going to the capital anyway, so please move with me. Since there are many members of the Deshade Church, we will either arrange for a carriage, or find a craftsman who can repair the carriage quickly enough to make it rollable. First of all, for that purpose, let’s hurry and go to the nearest village.”

Everything went smoothly.

Habré conveyed Camellia's message perfectly to the point where he thought it was clean, and he thought the post-processing was also done thoroughly.

In particular, in his view, the biggest reason was that everyone, whether Rugal, the Red Purge, the Deshade Church, or the prisoners, were exhausted and did not seem to have the energy to lie, and thanks to that-

Scarlett's true identity remained undetected by Abre until the end, and as soon as the repairs to the church's carriage were completed by a craftsman from the nearest city, she set out on a journey to the parish with the members of the Deshade Church.

and-

“... Now, goodbye. Bye. Everyone.”

No longer has any role,

The seal of the monster,

Eched, who no longer needs to protect the safety of his lord,

...Warrr-

“Thank you so much...”

As Scarlett moved away from the black earth, she disappeared without a trace.

        
            The foundation that allows Princess Camellia to lead the empire smoothly as she wishes.

If I think about it on my own instead of relying on Peria's answer, I think that the power of information collection, manipulation, and disruption by the Intelligence Knights plays the biggest role.

Kongkongkong!

“... Hey, Peria. Was that something your teacher sent?”

“Huh? Oh, I see. long time no see. A separate letter comes in the form of an entire letter.”

The living room of a house where everyone goes out and does their own thing.

A few days after returning to the parish, there was a bird that had been tapping on the window of the house with its claws since morning, so when I let it in, I found a small letter attached to the bird's ankle.

“... He looks kind of hip, right?”

Kaaagh!

“The voice is dirty, but.”

It was a rather strange bird.

The guy with wings that seemed to be black but had a hint of purple was wearing what looked like a gold necklace around his neck, goggles on his head, and a small backpack that seemed to be the right size on his back.

“Teacher’s Jeon Seo-gu. The name... the name... what was it? Did it have a name? I actually forgot about it because I only use it very occasionally.”

“Anyway, I guess I can take out the letter from Jeonseo-gu-myeon, right?”

A strange thing is a strange thing, and I heard that the letter on the bird's ankle was from Paradox, so I held out my hand to see if I could just take it out.

OK-

“Oh, wait oppa! Because that bastard has a dirty personality...!”

Sigh!

“... Ouch, ouch, ouch?! This crazy-”

“Hey - you crazy bastard! Don’t let go of my brother’s hand?!”

Wow!

Kkkk...!

Jeon Seo-gu immediately pecked my hand with its beak, and I was able to escape only after Peria, who had bitten the back of my hand, roughly twisted the bird's head and grabbed it.

“Phew... I remembered. This guy's name is Underdog, and he received the wrong education, so in order to receive the letter brought to him as Jeon Seo-gu, he has to give him something to eat. Otherwise, I'm the type of person who will never give you a letter.”

“They really raise all kinds of crappy birds... I mean, they sent me this bird on purpose-”

“Yes. I think he sent me to have a bite of my brother.”

“... Damn old man.”

Afterwards, Peria put the bird in my hand, went into the kitchen, and came out holding something.

bang!

“ I’m eating it.”

Kaaagh!

...slap!

gulp!

“... I’m eating well.”

“He may be an overeater, but even if you open a bag of peanuts the size of his body, he will devour it in 10 minutes.”

Peria simply gave a plate of nuts to the bird who had delivered the letter.

Then he put his head down and started eating nuts, while I took out the letter and handed it to Peria.

“Then where... shall we take a look?”

Then, Feria, who had brought his own cup of tea along with the plate of nuts, held the teacup in one hand and leisurely opened the letter with the other.

Just looking at it brings to mind the image of old-fashioned Western people starting their morning with coffee and a morning paper.

Peria, who had been reading the news sent by Paradox for a while while holding the letter with one hand, clicked her tongue for a reason other than because the car was hot.

“... Hey. That's amazing. amazing. Even if you destroy one knight corps, you can completely overcome it if you're a princess, right?”

“... Ah, what is the identity of the path of blood that was laid at Eched's main gate that Xian told me about? How was it handled?”

“neatly. It ended really neatly. So much so that no one can disagree. However, the direction in which Princess Camellia added the justifiable reason why she had no choice but to consume the Thoroughbred Legions was handled in a way that was quite different from what I had imagined, so I am a bit puzzled, but after reading what my teacher added below, I understand.”

Peria briefly tells the story of how this matter was sorted out by the princess.

“Umm... To put it roughly, the monster of the ancient kingdom that had been sealed in Eched, the castle of the Scarlet Veil Blood, was awakened, and Princess Camellia quickly mobilized the Thoroughbred Legion, Paladin Lord Aleph, and Red Purge to support it. This incident was announced as having been defeated by the combined efforts of Saint Xian and the Church of Deshade, to which his knight belongs.”

“Huh? It wasn't something that was dealt with because there was a rebellion by the head of the clan, so it was dealt with?”

“Yes. I also thought Scarlett, the princess's suzerain, would rebel and suppress the rebellion, leading to countless deaths. ”

It was unexpected.

A false report of an incident in a completely different direction from Feria's prediction, and its public announcement.

According to Peria's prediction based on the information manipulation methods Camellia has shown so far, the princess clearly made Scarlett the traitor and gathered the rest to prevent the rebellion, which is her excuse for convening people from various denominations and knights. I thought I would use it as a .

However, the information we have now is the opposite, and the summary of this incident was somehow presented in a way that Scarlett was revered as 'martyr' while fighting for the empire.

And the reason was known through other notes that Peria's teacher, Paradox, had included inside the letter.

“... Ah, so that’s it? According to our teacher's comment here, it appears that our princess was initially trying to make the same decision as I had predicted, but something happened and she changed the content of the announcement in a hurry.”

“What happened? What happened?”

“What made our princess's plan take a sharp turn... It was because of the presence of the children of the sect lord who suddenly appeared throughout the empire.”

As per Feria's prediction, Camellia, who was planning to announce the fabricated facts by making Scarlett the subject of the rebellion and saying that she was the cause of this incident, hastily changed the information and announced that Scarlett was not a traitor, but a hero who saved the country and died. The reason I had no choice.

The reason for this was, unexpectedly, as beings that neither Feria nor Princess Camellia were aware of at all revealed themselves.

vampire.

People who trace their origins to the squire, Scarlet Veil Blood.

These were people who had lost hope and a reason to live for one reason or another.

People who walked into the black earth on their own to commit suicide, but even the black earth felt that people had crossed the border, but they were burdened with such dark misfortune that it did not react because it thought they were already dead.

They had no choice but to crawl, walk, and just move forward until they reached Eched.

and,

Those who reached Eched met the suzerain.

Scarlett welcomed those who came to her castle as her lord.

She listened to their stories of losing the will to live, and then asked how they could become happy.

And she gave them the strength, wisdom, and a little of her blood to make it happen.

That's it, vampires.

Those who were saved by Scarlett and live while hiding their identities.

Their numbers are not that large, and no one has yet known what masks they wear while living within the empire.

However, when Steyr accepted Scarlett as a vassal of the empire, the vampires who were the children of the squire who had been helped by her were also naturally accepted as citizens of the empire.

like that,

They achieved their will.

Those who wanted revenge carried out their revenge, and those suffering from an incurable disease obtained knowledge and eventually cured their illness.

And after that, the children of the suzerain went on to live their own lives.

Has a semi-immortal body.

With a lifespan that is twice that of others, perhaps even semi-permanent.

Go up, go up, go up again, as a vassal who becomes an executive of the empire, as one of the wise men, as a leader of the magic tower.

They-

One day, I suddenly felt the death of the leader.

'...!!!'

To be precise, it was not a death, but a feeling of the moment when the Holy Grail of Blood was sealed by the power of the Heavenly Demons.

At that moment, they instinctively felt that the Scarlet Veil Blood, the sect's leader, had completely disappeared from the world.

so-

They mourned her death in tears.

[Our true mother. We are truly sorry for not being able to help you. Please criticize these ugly children... hehehehe...]

At that point, the children of the sect leader asked Scarlett for forgiveness, regardless of whether the identity they had been hiding was revealed or not.

If you say it's an illusion, it's an illusion.

In reality, Scarlett did not die, but at the moment the Holy Grail of Blood was sealed, all vampires within and outside the Empire began to believe that their leader had clearly died and had left this world.

And the number of times such things are known within the empire to have happened-

“Two wise men and Digwell, the leader of the Blood Fang mercenary group, which is called a god in the south these days. Benedictia, Minister of Finance. The Marquis of Murin Gutter Calistia was unanimously appointed as the commander of the newly founded legion. Andy Ade, the head of Akyasha's wizards...? and. It's crazy. All these famous humans were vampires? It's somehow... creepy. Really.”

The number of people sitting in executive positions right now is more than 10.

And there were more than 10 people who were promised that they would become excellent pillars to lead the next generation of the empire.

It's no big deal since they all revealed their hidden identities at once.

And, they were also beings that Camellia could never reject.

“... So the princess made this decision. If Scarlet Veilblood, the leader of the vampires, announces that he has plotted treason, all the vampires who mourned his death and who were hiding their identities must also be captured. If all of them are captured, not only will there be no backlash, but in some cases, they will be killed as they have been doing up to now. I was sitting in an executive position where the job could not be replaced.”

That became poison.

In the end, Camellia abruptly changed the content of the announcement.

The executives of the empire who revealed their true identity by labeling Scarlett's death as the death of a hero had no choice but to make a decision that would lead them to protect the empire that the leader sacrificed his life to protect with even greater loyalty.

“Salvation brought salvation... It's a touching story.”

like that-

Slurp-

I was equally surprised to hear Peria's story, so I took a sip of tea and spoke to the person in front of me.

“Isn’t that so? Scarlett.”

and-

“...”

Even though we had been sitting at the same table since morning, Scarlett, who had put down her tea in front of her and had not said a word, raised her head at my words.

        
            The people currently in the living room are me, Peria, and-

Scarlett.

There are no other people.

It's not that I intentionally handed over the position or anything, but since we were away from the parish for a few days, there was a lot of work left to do, so we had no choice but to do so.

After that, the wish ceremony begins a week later, and it is better to finish the work that will make you busier before then in advance to ensure that you can rest during the wish ceremony.

'I have the illusion that the amount of work I do during the preparation period for the holidays is more than double the amount of work I normally do without a break during the holidays.'

Anyway, just Feria and I were waiting at home because Paradox's letter summarizing the situation happening in the capital was expected to arrive today. While everyone else was out, Scarlett quietly came in and stayed with us in the living room.

...Click, click, click!

“... What? What?!”

Wow!

“Ai-san... You bastard! Don’t pull my hair!”

After swallowing the last nut, Paradox's Jeon Seo-gu, named Underdog, started fussing at Peria again, and it seemed like he was pulling Peria's hair with his beak, but soon Peria knew what the bird was trying to say.

Kaaagh! Kak! Kakak!

“... Oh, you want water? okay. Just wait! It’s so noisy it’s killing me!”

As I was doing something, I noticed that Enin was pulling his hair towards a pretty yellow flower that had been placed in a small glass bottle filled with water on one side of the table, so he must have been thirsty.

Afterwards, Peria nervously went into the kitchen to bring water with Jeon Seo-gu, who was crying for water, on her shoulder, and now only Scarlett and I were left at the table in the living room, facing each other.

“... Shall I put up a sunshade?”

“... No. No need.”

The question was asked if it would be okay as strong sunlight came through the window and shined on her face, but Scarlett quietly expressed her refusal.

Since she was walking all the way, the sunlight was only slightly unpleasant, so it seems like the parasol she carried in Eched was really just for creating an atmosphere.

Soon Scarlett received Paradox's letter from me and read the stories of many people who mourned the death of their leader without hiding that they were vampires.

and,

...again-

“Really... I'm really grateful to everyone.”

She smiled, a tear of gratitude flowed from one eye, and thanked everyone who helped her, even if it was unintentional.

Scarlett wondered if her life as a runner would end with the dishonorable badge of being a traitor.

But the end, which no one expected, is the return of salvation by those who were saved by her.

When vampires refer to their sect, they call it 'false mother'.

However, at the moment when Scarlett's death was felt, they mourned in unison, calling her 'a true mother' even though they did not discuss it with each other.

People who only received a few drops of blood.

These are all people who simply inherited from her a small amount of power to move forward.

“It was an unwanted reward... It was just like entertainment to relieve my own boredom... I had no idea that it would end up being a help that would protect me in the end.”

This kind of thing happens.

If an adult protects a child, sometimes the child also protects the adult.

Even if it was the behavior of a child who thought he was an adult, people who were adults can become children themselves and move to help those who helped them when they really wanted help, even if they are not real parents or children.

Therefore, Scarlett was able to end her life as a suzerain without leaving a stain thanks to the people she saved.

Afterwards, I asked Scarlett, who was in tears, how she was doing.

“So- The leader who is loved by everyone. Are you safe where you are?”

“... Yes. Not only is it comfortable, but it's also cozy. Since it is an unfamiliar form, there are still many items that I sometimes do not know what they are used for.”

“Ask Peria about that. I think most of you probably know it.”

Such a suzerain has now become entrenched in our denomination.

Behind the mansion, it is a house built in a mixture of the Eastern and Northern Church styles of the Red Purge, which was obtained from a bet with Saint Hirem Brigade.

'I couldn't get used to that house because it felt so uncomfortable, but I'm glad I found someone to use it.'

Apparently, it didn't take long for Hir'em to arrive at our parish with the artisans from Red Purge and for us to go to Eched and return.

However, it appears that the craftsmen she brought in were among the top craftsmen in Red Purge. The mansion was already close to completion when we returned to the parish, and we made the house for Scarlett to use.

That's not all.

The people currently staying in the parish include Gaia's Paladin, Vincent, Linai and the others, and Lucid.

I don't know if it was his own enlightenment or if he got what he wanted, but the paladin seemed somewhat at ease even though his silent expression itself didn't change much.

Their recruits were first accepted by our church.

From now on, the question is how Princess Camellia will treat Gaia's Paladin, but I was a bit surprised by the strong performance of Thistle and Enin.

'If the princess says she will punish Gaia's paladin... I plan to make the excuse that we have already reformed and try to prevent it as much as possible.'

'... Uh, so you're saying you're going to lie? Thistle?'

‘Because he did not commit a sin. Irim also knows that picking up abandoned things is Deshade’s will, right?’

'... Of course it is.'

It was deemed unnecessary by the Gaia Church, and as a result, the ties that flowed here from the Kingdom Alliance.

I don't understand why Thistle lied and said he would protect them, but I still felt a bit reluctant because I still felt uncomfortable with the fanatic called Gaia's Paladin.

However, since Thistle and Ennin have come to support Gaia's paladins, there is nothing they can do.

'... Do not worry. I will talk carefully. Lee Lim. I heard it from Rinai and Vincent. Gaia's Paladin, even if it seems like that, is definitely someone you can talk to. As long as you agree with our lies and tell us that you are now a paladin who has been completely reformed and serves Lord Deshade, you will be able to get through safely.'

'... Phew - ok. Then I'll just trust Enin. However, if you think it will be too difficult, please discuss it with me. Honestly, I still don't know if it's Vincent or Lina, but I really wonder if we can let that paladin stay in our church.'

While I was somewhere else, Enin watched Vincent and Linai's tears with Paladin Aleph, and said something slightly incomprehensible, saying that it was time for them to smile too.

'If you really want to do something, why not go to the capital and ask the princess directly? Let's do as much as we can.'

Still, if that was their decision, I decided to accept it too.

If you think about it, there is no need to be questioned publicly in the first place.

In order to convince the officials as much as possible that Camellia sent the Thoroughbred Legion to reach Eched, we must deal with each other through the words of Xian and Aleph to create public opinion within each church that this was a reasonable decision. The only enemy he had ever done was Hachi, and he ordered him to kiss her.

After receiving such an order, it is convenient for Camellia to form public opinion only with the story of Hachi and Scarlet, but rather than making things more confusing by bringing up the story of Gaia's Paladin from the Alliance of Kingdoms or the Heavenly Demon, a soul disease, just The Paladins were guests staying at Eched, and now that Scarlett is dead, our church has secured their new recruits, so there is no reason to throw stones at them and cause ripples in the calming lake again.

That was when I was thinking about Gaia's Paladin in my head, and Scarlett almost wiped away all the tears that had been flowing.

Knock-

Just-

Knock-

Just-

Knock-

Just-

Knock-

Just-

...

A watch that Eila found at Farewell's workshop.

Perhaps the truth is that the clock is an artifact that has some role, but Farewell seems to have given up and doesn't come to look for it, and there is nothing that looks particularly dangerous, so the sound of the clock that was left in the living room ringing, covering the silence that Scarlett was creating. all.

“... Trying to survive.”

“Huh? Ah, yes.”

In that silence, I slowly got up and left the house, and when I was thinking about taking a look at Razael, who had still not carried out his revenge even though it had been a few days since I returned to the parish, Scarlett spoke up.

“Now that I know that you saved me, that I want to live, and that the people I saved cried for me like that, I want to live a little longer.”

“... Yes.”

“And, I would like to offer a prayer of gratitude for the many people who gave up on themselves for my sake.”

sparkle-

Scarlett strokes the old necklace hanging around her neck.

That's the thing that was in Eched.

Memories that the people of the kingdom who were willing to sacrifice for her left behind to remind her of themselves.

That's not all.

Although the echid they left behind was destroyed, Scarlett's cherished items still remained.

The mansion behind the house that was handed over to her for her use.

Scarlett left her memories there and wore what she could wear around her body every day.

Scarlett stroked it and suddenly told me a story.

“That’s why. Bishop of Deshade Church.”

“Yes. I'm listening.”

And I couldn't help but be momentarily taken aback by what she said.

“Perhaps it would be okay to have at least one more saint in your church?”

        
            ... click.

kkiiig-

Open the back door of the villa with a spare key and enter.

“...”

...Surrug-

Sreuk-

Sarah-

Change into the clothes prepared in advance.

bean.

bean.

bean.

bean.

bean.

After climbing the stairs to the second floor with your heels pounding.

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

...

Takkak.

You can reach the huge brown door of the office by walking 50 steps with your heels first.

Ingrid's steps just stopped there.

“Ha...”

So the sigh that had been stored deep in Ingrid's lungs escaped without her knowledge as she stopped in the hallway.

It's over now.

It's over.

When you open the door and enter, there is Princess Camellia.

Ingrid didn't like that.

'Even though it's a villa, it's still a place where the royal family stays. Wouldn't it have been better to make it a little bigger? Even if I couldn't do it, I think I would have had time to mentally prepare if I were 200 steps further away than I am now.'

So, while Ingrid herself was showing a hidden talent that she was completely unaware of, she took a path that would have taken her 50 steps to reach, but her intimidated steps extended it to a whopping 60 steps. However, she sighed a second time. I exhaled.

“Haaa...”

A sigh that was about 1.5 seconds longer than before.

In her heart, Ingrid didn't want to sit here sighing all day and go into the office.

But now it's time.

'... is it so. Now, I really have to go in.'

Ingrid thought that the princess on the other side of the door probably knew she had arrived.

In reality, Camellia knew that Ingrid had arrived at the door.

The inside of the office is thoroughly soundproofed, but it is also an unusual structure in that measures are taken to ensure that all sounds outside the office can be heard.

So, the sound of the gait made by Ingrid, who is wearing the same clothes as the maids in the villa, is so familiar to her that she wonders if the next time she changes the shoes she wears for civilian clothes, she replaces the boots with the shoes used by maids. came into Camellia's ears.

'I understand that the purpose is to protect one's health. To me, it just feels like a bad taste.'

Normally, there should have been a long carpet in the hallway where she and other guests visiting the villa would come and go, but Camellia removed even that and ordered the servants to come and clean the smooth marble tiles as many as four times throughout the morning and afternoon. This series of hallways.

The sound of Ingrid's footsteps, which she didn't want to make loudly because she was anxious today, rang out even more clearly thanks to the smooth hallway.

So Ingrid knocked without further delay.

...knock knock.

“... This is Ingrid.”

And at that moment-

... wow!

The moment Ingrid knocked on the rustic brown door, she belatedly realized that the atmosphere of the villa had changed.

'No one?'

Ingrid was horrified.

A sense of discomfort that I had forgotten until now.

As soon as she entered the back door of the villa, she took out the maid uniform from the basket placed at the entrance where she had been appointed, changed into it, and until she arrived at the office, her mind was so busy with thoughts of meeting Camellia that she did not notice.

However, she realized too late that she had 'personally' knocked on the office door.

The fact that he knocked on the door ‘directly’.

'... shit.'

No one is here.

no one. There wasn't.

In front of Camellia's office, there should be a line of maids who absolutely obey her commands and become blind and deaf the moment she gives them, and the door must be opened by them or by a member of the spy corps inside.

Ingrid should have knocked on the door herself a little while ago.

So she-

'... Oh, damn it. I really think I could be a mess today.'

Judging by the state of the villa, which he had never seen or experienced before, he trembled at the thought that today might be the day he could see the princess in the most sincere anger among all the days he had met her. An answer came from the other side of the door. I waited for you to come.

After she knocked on the door, it felt like about 5 minutes had passed.

“... Come in.”

Finally, Ingrid was given permission to enter the room.

gulp!

Sweet.

...

Afterwards, Ingrid swallowed dry saliva, grabbed the handle of the office, and as soon as she opened the door, what she saw was-

The appearance of the office was much darker than what she was used to.

‘It’s gloomy. It looks like you have no intention of hiding your emotions. 'What should I do with this?'

The Princess Camellia that Ingrid knows prefers the light and unique scent of candles rather than magic lanterns.

No matter when Ingrid stopped by her office, there were about half a hundred candles along the walls that provided the light source in the room, and even so, there were high-quality candles that could create a light source sufficient to avoid being affected by magic lights. By always emitting a bright light, Camellia's vision of her work stopped getting worse.

But now, just as Ingrid entered the room, the light was turned off for the first time today.

And soon, Camellia's voice came again to Ingrid's ears from somewhere in the dark office.

“... Sit down. Ingrid.”

“... Yes.”

Following the princess's words, Ingrid carefully sat down on the edge of the long chair in front of the office desk where she could sit the furthest away from Princess Camellia, where she always sat whenever she told her to sit down.

Until then, Princess Camellia's appearance was completely invisible, shrouded in darkness.

but-

Swish!

Since Ingrid's eyes were not covered by darkness in the first place, she was able to avoid the dagger flying straight between her eyes after kissing the bloody chalice.

'Eek!'

Ttuduk!

Phew!

Ingrid, who looked at the flying dagger, reflexively bent her head so quickly that a sound was heard in her throat to avoid the dagger.

Thanks to this, the dagger stuck in the backrest where her head had been a moment ago.

dagger.

To be exact, it is a paper knife used for opening letters with a seal, much smaller than the multi-purpose dagger used by adventurers.

Ingrid, who saw Camellia throwing it straight at her, reflexively dodged it, and wondered if she shouldn't have avoided it.

‘No, no, but a little while ago I threw it with the intention of killing it for sure. Even for the princess, I just think this is a bit too much.'

When Ingrid fails at something, Camellia punishes her in various ways.

However, most of the punishments are sadistic punishments given out because there is a certainty that Ingrid will recover someday thanks to the power of regeneration, but there has never been a punishment like this where they outright throw a dagger between the eyes and kill her. There wasn't.

That's why Ingrid was dissatisfied with Camellia who threw the dagger, but at the same time, she was afraid because she thought it could be an indicator of how angry the princess was now.

Fortunately, that wasn't Camellia's intention.

She didn't throw the dagger thinking she was going to kill Ingrid outright, but she threw the dagger because she thought Ingrid would definitely avoid it.

“Yes. Ingrid. If a creature has the will to live, that is the correct answer. I'll avoid it. Because there is a threat of instant death if hit. And, it would have been visible even in the dark. That's what a vampire is.”

“... Yes.”

Ingrid looks at Camellia.

Contrary to Ingrid's expectations, her face had neither an angry nor a happy expression.

...

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

...

Slurp-

With an expressionless face, Camellia walked out of the darkness just as she had thrown the dagger and sat down in the seat in front of Ingrid.

Normally, the maids should have brought the car at this point, but not only is no one coming in, but there is not even a trace of the spy corps.

Princess Camellia just quietly looked at Ingrid with an expressionless face.

Ingrid felt burdened by this and tried to slightly avert her eyes, but then she thought there was a problem and looked at Camellia, but when she narrowed her eyes slightly and blurred her vision, something caught her eye.

“... Map, is it?”

“Yes. It’s a map.”

The wall where Camellia was standing just a moment ago.

There was a huge map attached to the wall.

It wasn't an updated map of the empire.

From Ingrid's perspective, it was a map from at least a few decades ago, and it even showed the border lines from the early founding days of the empire.

However, it was not easy for Ingrid to immediately recognize that it was a map.

‘It’s messy. A map that has been heavily modified. I guess I wrote it, erased it, and when that wasn't possible, I wrote it again.'

The borders of the map were continuously updated, and numerous letters were written and erased repeatedly, making it extremely messy.

And Ingrid's eyes-

Without realizing it, she instinctively looked toward the black land on the other side of the map, and there she saw a red line drawn in the middle of Scarlet Veil Blood's name written in the middle of the black land.

This means that all the letters written on the map are someone's name, or the name of a group or organization, and the names of everything that exists in the current empire, from hundreds of years ago.

“Did you see it?”

“... Yes.”

Camellia soon sees that Ingrid has paid attention to the map and speaks honestly.

“That’s my painting.”

“Picture, is it?”

“Yes. painting. A painting titled Empire. I continue to draw, making revision after revision. A map that has been repeatedly written and erased.”

After hearing those words, Ingrid realized what to call the map.

The name of the map is-

[Future Poetry]

It is the product of Princess Camellia's efforts to prosper the empire, and at the same time, it is also a map that must be constantly protected through foresight and prediction.

However, the map had many names that had been roughly erased with a pen that appeared to have been recently painted.

And Ingrid guessed that maybe that was why Camellia had called her today.

        
            A huge map behind Camellia.

The map that filled one wall of the office was originally a map covered by a bookshelf and insignia filled with old books, poetry collections, complete works, and military methods of scholars in various fields of the empire who were there.

Such a map had so many names and place names written with a quill pen wielded by someone that it seemed like a waste considering the effort that went into making it, and most of the names and place names that were presumed to have been written a long time ago had lines drawn on them.

But what Ingrid was seeing now were some names that had been newly drawn in ink with a quill pen-

The identities of some of those names were the names of influential figures with a dirty back within the empire who would be officially executed in the great purge that would follow this wish ceremony.

So, Ingrid noticed that the map showed the future of the empire, so she began to carefully read the dirty map, and Camellia opened her mouth as she looked at Ingrid's vision beyond her own and focused on the map.

“That map should not be modified to any extent. That is why I have not slept at night and am taking charge of the political affairs left behind by my brother, and it is also why I am constantly gathering information using the intelligence knights.”

If it stays the way it was, it's likely that there won't be any modifications.

Camellia even predicted the Great War, which all the empire's vassals were skeptical about, and the princess gave several direct advice to the emperor, who had not yet corrected it since she was young, and helped him reorganize the foundation of the country.

And after she was old enough to start riding a horse, she visited all the regions on the outskirts of the empire that had suffered from intermittent invasions by various races, learning how to build forts, create waterways, and cut mountains to make roads. It was she who provided appropriate defense measures and became a national hero during the Great War.

However, the map of Camellia, which could not be modified even during the great war, has already been significantly modified twice.

“I have already modified this map twice during my shortsightedness. One was when he accepted Lee Rim, and the other was when he defeated Sotok.”

Camellia made corrections to the map immediately after bringing Irim to the border with the Kingdom Alliance.

It's safe to say that I was really excited at that time. I had drawn a line in advance on the chronic problems that I thought Lee Rim could handle, and in reality, Lee Rim was doing all of them.

As a result, Camellia, who had kept the map with a happy heart, had to edit the map again.

The giant Sotok, the giant of giants, who was thought not to be touched by the power of the empire, walked into Tir nog, one of the hearts of the empire, and committed suicide.

Although Camellia thought that she should take action regarding the secret that Rugal was plotting, it seemed impossible for the real priests of Rugal who had gone awry to do anything right away, so she put that on hold.

Then, now that the potential threat that was a huge wall for the empire of Sotok has been dealt with, she revised her plan to run the country defensively and use the time to build up national power, and decided to go aggressive from now on. I changed it.

So I took out the map again and wrote down-

It was a foreshadowing of the large-scale purge that would take place after the wish ceremony.

'I have definitely advanced the empire's time. This is a clear fact.'

It was clearly a matter of speed and efficiency.

What Camellia dreams of is for the empire to regain its former status.

To do that, she first had to solidify her inner strength.

Someone will definitely try to make a move behind the scenes as the empire tries to move forward, and if so, they can be defeated early.

Originally, Camellia planned to spend time slowly ousting those who could pose a threat from within the empire and lead the rest through appeasement or intimidation, but now that she has obtained Irim and Sotok is gone, she has changed her policy. , I decided that it would be okay to punish future traitors in advance, as I had a clear justification for legally executing them anyway.

In addition, the biggest threat to the empire is,

Like Scarlett, there are beings whose individual strength rivals that of an army.

So Camellia tried to deal with that in advance if she could.

However, Scarlett was much stronger than expected because she was carrying the duty of a guardian and a secret that overshadowed Camellia's insight.

still-

Camellia eventually ‘succeeded’ in eliminating Scarlett.

But it was after Scarlett's death that problems arose.

“Ingrid.”

“... Ah, yes.”

When Camellia calls Ingrid, she turns her head and looks directly at the princess.

“You know it too. When Scarlett died, the vampires hiding within the empire mourned her death.”

“... Yes. I know. This is the first thing that comes up when you meet someone in the empire.”

“Where do you think it went wrong?”

Ingrid also knew.

Rather, the thing that would attract the most attention in the Empire when spoken out loud in a place where people are gathered is that people such as famous wise men, wizards, and leaders of the Holy Mercenaries all at once announce the death of their suzerain, Scarlett. It was something I revered.

So Camellia called Ingrid to find out for sure.

“I ask you who, like them, kissed the bloody chalice. Ingrid. What did I miss that I couldn’t predict?”

“... Probably-”

Ingrid answers honestly.

“I think the reason the princess's expectations were wrong was probably due to the lack of conversation...”

“Lack of conversation?”

In response to Ingrid, Camellia looks straight into her eyes.

Although it was just a question, Camellia's tone strongly conveyed the will to punish Ingrid if she gave the answer that came to mind without thinking properly, so Ingrid briefly regretted whether it would have been better to have answered that she did not know, and then, He wanted to explain in detail his answer to Camellia's question.

And Ingrid's explanation began with a question to make her understand.

“How has the princess perceived Scarlet Veil Blood so far?”

“... The squire of vampires, and a being who has acquired incredible power. And, it was nothing more than a ghost of the past, a being that was destroying the empire's asset, that vast black land.”

'Wow, I guess I should say there's more to it than meets the eye, you're clearly showing hostility.'

After hearing those words, Ingrid definitely found out about Camellia's Scarlett.

“That means that the princess only saw Scarlett as a monster from beginning to end and thought that conversation was unnecessary.”

“... Correct.”

Because it is an honest answer, it is as it is.

For Camellia, the 'cost' of touching Scarlett is too great, and even so, due to the black land where her castle is located, she has to control the logistics and military movement routes, etc., and controls such a strategic point. Not only was Scarlett doing nothing for the empire, but she was aware that her power was strong, so the princess felt that Scarlett was someone who could take revenge whenever the empire's power weakened.

“But Scarlett. It was a person with whom one could communicate. However, from the beginning, the princess did not consider Scarlett to be someone she could communicate with, but simply thought of her as a monster that would have to be dealt with someday, which is probably where her misjudgment began.”

Therefore, Camellia countered the honest evaluation given to her by Ingrid, who was not lying, with her own opinion.

“I could handle it.”

“Yes?”

“I hit Scarlett because I didn’t think she was a monster I couldn’t handle, and she was a monster that couldn’t be categorized as a human from the beginning. So for me, there was no other conclusion than to hit Scarlett. I thought so from the beginning, and today, as time has passed, I have a sword called Irim, and now I can finally try it.”

Camellia did not give in.

Ingrid thought that if Scarlett and the princess had sat down and had a proper conversation at least once and Camellia had known about the existence of the monster underground in Eched, they would have maintained absolute inviolability between each other, but the princess had one thing in the first place. Rather, based on a variety of reasons, Scarlett was simply evaluated as a monster within the empire that must be ousted at some point.

That must have been why.

Maybe it was because I didn't like it the most.

Unlike usual, Ingrid had to hide Scarlett's death, and at the same time, knowing that she was no more than Camellia's spy, she was overcome with tears at that moment and defended Scarlett in front of her.

“... Still, wasn't Scarlett someone who could belong to the great people of the empire that Princess Camellia wanted? Even now, in the Empire, there are descendants of the deceased Scarlett who obtained their current positions and positions, and it was the work of the vampire squire called Scarlett Veilblood who created them. I think Scarlett wasn't the only one who brought harm to the empire...”

“...”

‘Oh sir. Still, I have to say something.'

Ingrid trembled from the overwhelming amount of regret that came over her after speaking.

That's because Camellia was looking directly at Ingrid, who refuted her words.

However, Ingrid, who was afraid, soon began to have doubts about the princess's answer.

“... Got it.”

“... Yes?”

“What you’re saying is that this incident happened because I didn’t see Scarlett as a human being.”

“Yes, yes...”

“And perhaps people in the denomination to which Bishop Lee Rim belongs also think the same way.”

“... I think so.”

“... So, I guess it would be said that Scarlett was definitely a human being, but in the end, she stood in the eyes of humans and was unable to find humans.”

The last words were something Ingrid couldn't understand.

However, Camellia seemed to have lost interest and tried to end the conversation with Ingrid there.

“... Got it. Good job. Ingrid. Go back and rest.”

“... Yes?”

“... Why is that? Or is there some other punishment you want to receive or something you want to ask for?”

“Oh, no. no. How presumptuous of me to dare to ask such a thing from the princess. yes. Let’s go.”

Ingrid was confused even as she stood up at Camellia's command.

‘What is it? I thought I had called you because I was going to be punished or because I had something else to do... but that wasn't the case.'

Although it was clearly Camellia who sent her to Scarlett, and the cause of this series of events was ultimately her misjudgment, Ingrid still thought that she had been called to the villa to be punished for this failure.

However, I couldn't understand why Camellia didn't punish him at all until the end of the story, and even though he even suffered what could be considered disrespectful behavior while answering her questions, he just let her go.

'Well, if I can just get it over with, that's a good thing. There are days like this too. Thanks to you, I was able to return to the parish today in good health for the first time in a while.'

Still, Ingrid went to the office with the simple thought that good things are good, and Camellia remained in the dark office for a long time.

“...”

A dark room with no sound because there wasn't even a clock in it.

A room where no one can make noise unless you move yourself.

In that lonely office, Camellia turned around with empty eyes and looked at the map she had hung on the wall.

And in the middle of the map, in the middle of the empire's capital Mortis, she saw a Mortis with a line identical to Scarlett's and the name of the first emperor -

“... When will I be able to understand humans?”

I quietly closed my eyes, asking myself a question that never came back.

        
            Wish ceremony.

What welcomed us, who had spent a hectic week after returning from Eched, was the Wish Ceremony, a large-scale national event hosted by the Red Purge Church where the entire nation rests at once.

The Wish Ceremony is, more accurately, an annual event held in Red Purge. It is said that a healing troupe formed by the Red Purge Church under the supervision of the festival saint travels throughout the empire and treats people for free.

'free. It's free. It's a really unfamiliar concept.'

I didn't understand at first.

In my view, the denomination, in a sense, has the characteristics of a large medical group.

Since there are many such denominations, my opinion is that if one denomination steps forward and provides treatment for free, it would be tantamount to interfering with the business of other denominations.

However, I think I came to the wrong conclusion because my fragmented thinking was tainted by the common sense of the existing medical system and the evils of the Gaia Church that I experienced in this world.

This is an empire.

And this is not a union of kingdoms.

It is a country where the same people live, but by crossing one border, a completely different environment unfolds.

Lihi, Rugal, Red Purge, and other small and medium-sized denominations.

Although not as good as the Church of Gaia, each church in the empire is particularly vulnerable to healing magic, so our church is particularly weak to healing magic. Everyone knows how to use healing magic to some extent, and even if they perform a healing act, they only receive a small donation in return. .

That said, the imperial denominations do not receive large sums of money in donations in exchange for healing like the Gaia denomination.

Unlike the Church of Gaia, which uses healing magic, extorting large sums of money, and huge donations on the Day of Offering as its main source of income, and makes huge profits by controlling the leadership of the Kingdom Alliance itself, its purpose is to create jobs for numerous people of the empire. The laws of the empire are enacted so that even at the scale of a religious denomination, laws can be established to establish or maintain a business, and each religious denomination within the empire is actively using it.

Since everyone has a separate main source of income, the religious denominations within the empire provide treatment and receive donations, but only in the name of receiving minimal labor costs and maintenance costs for the denomination depending on the severity of the wound. They only provide minor healing once, like an isolated ecosystem on the side. There is no such thing as taking a large amount of money and turning them into slaves if they cannot pay it.

'This is all possible because there are multiple denominations in one country. Even so, from the beginning, the main source of income was the businesses operated by the religious denominations and the superiors, and each party had to keep each other's religious denominations in check, so unless they colluded, they set the treatment fee high for no reason and did not want to create an avenue for attack. 'I mean the price.'

Perhaps that is why there are absolutely no denominations in the empire that rely solely on healing activities as their main source of income, and in general, each denomination does so for the reasons of 'to raise the minimum operating funds' and 'policy to provide jobs for Korean residents' permitted by law. I'm trying my hand at businesses.

Thanks to this, even though it is a medical expense, it is not something that everyone relies too heavily on the operation of the religious order, so there has never been a religious order that says anything about the Red Purge sending out priests to provide free treatment once a year for a set period of time. do.

However, as a result, I couldn't help but feel that our church, which seems to have no real connection to healing magic any longer, must do well in its current work.

'Even though our denomination eventually started. It's a milk monopoly. 'Is this really something that can be done successfully?'

Together!

Deddd!

“Now, now! Come this way! The people inside will unload the goods, so turn the carriage to the back and put it in! The storage bin is heavy, so it must be lifted by two or more people!”

Right now, I'm leaning against the wall of the church, looking at the noisy crowd from this morning and Tarator running around passionately giving instructions to people.

A huge warehouse installed behind the church.

In the wooden warehouse that took just over two weeks to be installed under the leadership of Tarator, milk tanks from wagons carrying milk from nearby areas and from areas that are more than a week away are being piled up without stopping.

This all happened while I was trapped in Eched.

“Later, I will ask if I can replace the wheels of the carriages with better ones, and I will also discuss with Feria and suggest that we allocate some budget to polish the road up to the parish more smoothly. It's been so noisy since morning.”

Thanks to Tarator's group entering the quiet parish, the noise is no joke.

The wagons carrying the milk tanks were creaking, as if there was a problem with the wheels, although the frames of the wagons themselves were able to withstand the weight, and the floor leading up to the church had previously been tailored to the specifications for funerals held in memory of those who died in Tir no Nog. It's noisy because it's a gravel road.

Still, I have no intention of complaining.

All of this is an operation for the trading association created by Tarator to make money, and how much money Tarator makes will determine how much continuous income is guaranteed to our church in the future.

So, when I saw someone who seemed anxious, I was shaking my back against the wall, wondering if I should help them, when Tarator, who was busy giving instructions to people, came to the shadow of the church to take a breather and found me. Then he waved his hand.

“W-! Bishop. Did you come to see how things are going?”

“You look busy, Tarator. I think I see it more often than that? I remember coming to the parish yesterday too.”

“The more often we meet, the better, right? Because we are business partners!”

“Yeah well... I can't deny it. Because facts are facts. Anyway, I just came out today because it was noisy this morning.”

“Oh, was it because it was noisy? Hahahaha! Well, I'm sorry, but please bear with me for a while. This is because the early stages are especially important. In times like now, the CEO needs to personally watch how things work from start to finish and get involved on a regular basis to ensure that the business runs smoothly without any problems. In particular, areas that may become chronic problems should be clearly identified and corrected at an early stage when they can be corrected. Even if you try to correct inefficiencies that have already become routine later, it is not easy, and if it is a structural problem, a huge amount of money will be spent on reinvestment in facilities.”

“...”

“What is it? what's the matter? Is there something on your face?”

“No, I thought it was amazing.”

“Ah, you mean the milk container? It's a special. I had some trouble finding it and asked them to make it for me, but it was a bit difficult. The work of engraving various magic circles and spell letters on the inside of the storage container to prevent the milk from spoiling was all done by hand, and it was said that a person had to go inside and do the work, so there were quite a few places that were rejected. So, the last part was a little... I managed to get it done by requesting a request from a place where it would be too difficult to tell the bishop. Kahahahaha!”

“I didn't mean to say that, um... no, well. If that's great in its own way, it's great.”

The more you look at him, the more you recognize him and the more you don't know him.

A guy who went through the days of an adventurer risking his life, and whose life experience is all about rising from the Kingdom Alliance to the head of a back alley.

He also has a thick beard, but surprisingly, according to Feria, he is much younger than his face value suggests, and the age difference is probably around 10 years.

That guy came over to the empire, discovered the existence of a blue ocean, raised money, and jumped into business without hesitation.

Even though it must be his first time running a business, he is moving people who can be called all these businesses to the extent that anyone would think that he is showing dexterity because he is a former finance officer who worked at a large company for 30 years.

and-

What was most remarkable was his talent in attracting people who were currently affiliated with the company he created and who completely trusted and supported Tarator.

“But for now, starting today is the wish ceremony period. Is it okay for everyone to work like that?”

“Don’t worry about that. Rather, if you want to work hard after the wish ceremony period, you have to work hard during the current period to fit the schedule. The day our company begins supplying milk to regions with which it has signed contracts begins on the day the wish ceremony ends. So, the people working here to meet that day are all people who volunteered to help. You seem to be worried about labor exploitation and such, but I am a person who definitely cares about such things. Hahahaha!”

Today is the first day of the Wish Ceremony, so it is obviously the beginning of a long holiday, but it seems that there are quite a few soul soldiers who want to help the people and work of Tarator like now.

The people storing milk in the warehouse and the people checking the warehouse for any weak points are all mentally ill, and the people pulling the wagon and unloading the milk saw Tarator's activities in Rugal and followed him. They were a group of knights who worked at Pasteur Capon, a trading association founded by Tarator.

And the group of horsemen came to say hello to the two of us who, after putting the milk tank from the last wagon into the warehouse and taking a rest, had already gotten closer to the warehouse while talking with Tarator.

“... Ah, money! Don Tarator! Are you here?”

“Don Tarator! The work you just asked me to do has been completed!”

“Money! Long time no see!”

Sweaty men with rugged forearms and helmets on their heads that they used to wear during their days as knights of voyagers, who have never given up, approach and bow their heads.

And when they kept chanting the title “money,” I lost my mind.

“Money... Money... Money... Damn. Did you say it meant top tier? No matter how much I listen to it, this is not a very welcome modifier. The more I listen to it, the more I feel like I am crossing a river that should never be crossed. And something... I really don't think I should use it now.”

“Still, I accept it. Bishop. Is this an honorable title that can only be given by trustworthy major shareholders? Being able to call yourself ‘money’ in front of other people is a pretty good self-introduction to lead negotiations positively.”

To be honest, I'm still skeptical.

Milk monopoly.

This is also a monopoly with the permission of the imperial family, and it means jumping into a distribution business for which the market was not properly formed in the first place.

They say they are going to make money by storing milk in a warehouse built behind our denomination's church and selling it throughout the empire, calling it milk filled with divine power, but I'm just worried about whether it will actually work out.

However, that was just a guess on my part as I did not know how the business was currently operating, and Tarator had already secured a significant number of buyers and had even drawn up an advertising plan to further expand the business in the future.

“Don’t worry too much. Rumors have already spread around this area. I advertised diligently, and even bribed information merchants in the capital to spread the news to customers who came to visit me.”

“... Yes. You know better than me, so I'll leave it to you, but please make sure no damage comes to the church.”

First of all, according to what Tarator said, I am glad that they have been trusted to prepare everything with the money received in advance with the promise of continuous supply.

“Then, I will go. Work hard.”

“Yes. Bishop. Please come to me anytime if you think of anything that could be helpful to the business. Isn't this something you don't know? Since the bishop is a former soul soldier, there may be a method of pioneering a unique sales route used in that world.”

“I’m not a person who has ever run a business, so I’m not sure. If I think of something that would be really good, I'll try to bring it up. If you remember. Anyway, I’m going.”

“Goodbye! Have a nice holiday! Hahahahaha!”

like that-

After finishing my talk with Tarator, I went back home.

First of all, Tarator is busy, but it is the wish ceremony period.

As it is a national holiday, it is especially a holiday for those of us who have experienced great things in Eched -

“Kuhaaa! Kuhaaa! Kurrr-”

“...”

In the living room, everyone was doing their best, centering around Eila, who was snoring.

        
            “Kuhaaa! Kuhaaa! Kurrr... Hmm, hum, hum, hum! ... Hmm-”

“...”

Square- Square- Square- Square-

“...”

Sneak- Sneak- Sneak- Sneak-

'What kind of scene should this be?'

There are three people currently in the living room.

There is a sofa in the living room.

I don't remember whether the sofa was 2 or 3 days ago, but it was a gift from Tarator that was ordered from the capital at a fairly high cost, and everyone seemed to like the spacious and soft sofa.

The first thing I noticed was Aila, who was sleeping on the sofa in such a strange position, like a cat, that I couldn't tell where the problem had originated. Next to her, although I didn't know for sure, I was smiling and sharpening a small carving knife into a block of wood. I saw Thistle carving the image of Lord Shade, and Enin laying out all the kitchen knives on the table in front of him and sharpening them with a serious expression like a professional.

There were only three people present right now.

'Hwarim said he was interested in the mansion Scarlett was staying in that was completed in Red Purge, so he went there, and Astesia... said she would just clean the church once in the morning, so she went there.'

Other people were also doing their own business, and everyone in the living room seemed to be concentrating, so it seemed awkward to talk to them.

‘Well, is it okay? Thanks to Aila's lying down, it seems like there's no place for me to sit, and I have no intention of disturbing the two of you.'

So, instead of disturbing the three people, I quietly went up to the room.

Slurp!

“... Ugh, it's good.”

Then, I lay down on the bed and calmly thought about what to do from today, which can be called a real holiday during the wish ceremony.

'... What should I do? No, rather, what do I really need to do?'

Honestly, I can't think of anything else.

The past time was when so many things happened that I experienced too much at once.

Before the wish ceremony, many people came to the church on different days and came as guests, and we were busy welcoming them.

And I thought it was sorted out to some extent, but this time I was kidnapped by Scarlett to Eched.

What was even more serious was that the aftermath of the incident spread far and wide, Camellia directly attacked Eched, Hwarim and I met the Heavenly Demon, the sealed monster was awakened, etc., and that was beyond words.

Still, it ended safely and safely.

Although the Heavenly Demon became a real Heavenly Demon, she left us behind and set off to find her own way, Scarlett completed her duty as guardian, and Camellia also wrote a detailed false story to the diocese in order to kiss us, and then in the last paragraph, instead, gave us a holiday. I ended by just telling them to have a good time.

so-

From now on, it's a real holiday.

I can do things like everyone else, or I just don't have to do them.

And now let me think about which of the many types of people enjoys holidays -

When it comes to the holidays, I'm the type of person who spends it unplanned, stuck in a corner of my room.

“... Annoying.”

Slurp-

When I lie down on the bed and raise my arms and legs greatly and then drop them, softness supports my arms.

I like this feeling.

A comfortable, risk-free feeling.

And at night-

That feeling of having people you like come and sleep with you once in a while.

“...”

I've worked hard to achieve this, and I feel like I've achieved it once again.

However, is it a reaction to suddenly being placed in such a comfortable environment after living with such tension?

As the comfort of the bed encroached upon me, I wondered if I was really doing it right.

'It would be difficult to say that I accomplished this task on my own.'

This time, I feel like I finally got here through a combination of coincidences and coincidences.

Of course, Curios had said it.

What we are saying is that things that happen due to coincidences overlap, but we only feel that they are coincidences, but in the end, they were inevitable.

'But still, if the balance of this matter had been upset on one side, the outcome might have been completely different.'

But I don't want to rest there.

In order to avoid such unstable results, I hope that, if possible, I will only find problems that I can solve on my own.

For that, I think the best thing to do is to become stronger, or to pray every day for things to stop happening.

“... Oh, should I just sleep and not think about random things? Should I sleep?”

Then, for a moment, I remembered how I had cried in front of Scarlett at Eched, and how I had unknowingly reached out to Ingrid who was lying on the bed, and I felt ashamed and thought about just going to sleep.

Knock knock-

“Oppa. there is? Or sleep? Are you already slacking off from this time?”

I knocked, without any time to answer-

Jump up!

“You can’t do that. Do you think I'll let you go? It's impossible. huh. huh. Peria has arrived. A cute little sister came?”

Peria, whose tension was so high as if she had taken some medicine, opened the door with her right arm and came in.

“Hey. If you're going to open the door right away, there's no reason to knock, right?”

Slurp!

“Why isn’t there? I thought my brother might be doing self-improvement just in case something happened, so I gave him time to catch up. So, let’s be quick to praise, respect, and uphold this caring little sister-”

Perfect!

“Ouch! It hurts?! At least give me a warning and hit me!”

“There is no sound this can’t do. I don't know what I came here for, but I know that I deserved it, right?”

“Ui... Still, you hit me really hard...”

As I casually hit Peria's forehead while sitting on the bed with my finger, tears welled up in Peria's eyes for a moment.

Sniff-sniff-

“...”

‘Did they come in blooming with healing herbs again? I'm a bit used to the smell of this now, though.'

For a moment, I was concerned about the smell of burning healing herbs coming from Peria's body, and Peria looked at me intently as she sniffed -

match!

Molkan-

“Ugh- Hey, what are you doing.”

“My brother was staring at me with sinister eyes, so I covered him.”

Peria placed her right hand on my face, gave it a rough squeeze, then let go and started taking out the business that had come to my room.

“So, you didn’t think about what to do during your wish ceremony?”

“Huh? huh. That’s right.”

“It seemed like that. When I saw him lying on the bed, he looked like he was going to fall asleep all the time and then get drunk to the point where I was wondering whether I should wake him up when we were eating or not.”

“The leap is also severe. Even so, when I sleep during the day, I don’t sleep that deeply.”

“What are you talking about? There was a time when I came into your room while your brother was sleeping and left it hanging in the laundry closet that Astesia had requested before leaving?”

“... Really?”

“Real.”

Surprisingly, once I fall asleep, I fall into a deep sleep. As I was pondering this, Peria got to the point.

“Oh, indeed. I didn't come here to talk about that in particular. Look at this, brother.”

Rustling-

Chop rock!

“What is this?”

“I guess you read it quickly. Let’s talk later.”

Peria takes out a piece of paper from her pocket and dexterously spreads it out with only one hand, her right hand.

[Shocking news arrived at the Alchemy Society. The theory of summoning to the fairy garden. Finally, the results of radical progress are achieved. After reading the memoirs of Gloria, the head of Arsmagna, who had previously visited the Fairy Garden, and after several months of research based on the memoirs, the society that was conducting research on fairies finally took radical reform -]

“This is news from Ars Magna. It looks like the summoning technique to the Fairy Garden has finally been greatly revamped.”

“Uh, is it true? Is this reliable news?”

“Okay then! This is what my teacher sent me as soon as he heard the news. The reason why this is written in a strange way is because it was sent to me exactly as it was written in a newsletter between academic societies, so the way it is spoken is like this.”

Peria smiles when she sees me reading through the letter to get more details.

The news that the probability of healing Peria's body has increased one step further.

There was no reason for me not to be happy to hear the news.

“... Oh, I'm sorry, brother. Can I just smoke one here?”

“Huh? Ah, yes. It’s okay.”

For a moment, while I was reading the letter, Peria asked if I could light a healing herb, so I gave permission and continued to read the letter -

I noticed something strange about Peria's movements.

“Then, just open the window. Ugh... Tea!”

Sigh-

Peria climbed onto the bed and opened the window with her right arm.

“Let’s see... I put it here-”

Put your right hand into your left breast pocket and take out the healing herb.

Ting!

“Yam- ... fire, fire-”

I snapped the healing herb with my finger and looked for the fire.

“Huh? I can't see it. brother. Was there a match here-”

So I-

Sigh!

I had no choice but to hold on to Peria's 'left' shoulder and ask with a stern face.

“Peria.”

“Wow, it’s a surprise! what? Why do you suddenly approach people so quickly and startle them-”

“Pal, why is it like that?”

“... Huh?”

I grabbed Feria's shoulder, but her reaction was quite slow by my standards until she was caught and even turned around.

“Don’t lie. Please answer me straight.”

“... Ah, hahaha - did you notice? Looks like it was abandoned. For now... I thought it might get better again, so I tried not to tell you-”

“Quickly.”

“...”

But I realized that the strange things Peria showed were definitely not coincidences, so I asked this question seriously.

“... Phew, okay. I didn't think I could hide it either. My brother is really perceptive at times like this. Actually, I’m really thankful that I noticed it so quickly.”

Then Peria finally told me about her physical condition that she had been hiding from me.

“Actually-”

... gulp-

“... My left arm no longer moves. Since this morning.”

like that-

Sigh-

My younger sister, who had droopy eyebrows and forced a bright smile as if telling me not to worry, made me feel so disgusted with myself for lying in bed and trying to take a nap because the holidays were coming.

        
            “... This is not possible. Wrong.”

This was the diagnosis made by Farewell after feeling Peria's arm.

30 minutes before arriving at Farewell's workshop.

When I entered the room and saw that Peria's arm wasn't moving, there was no way I could have passed by without noticing it.

So, I put Peria on my side and took her to Farewell for a full diagnosis.

'what? bothered. No, I guess I'm mistaken. First of all, I'm not a doctor, pharmacist, or therapist, and my main job is an alchemist-'

Then, Farewell, who was in the workshop with Morsling and Slienne, must have been experimenting for a while, so as soon as I came in with Peria, he frowned and grunted-

'... okay. I knew. 'I'll try as hard as I can.'

After seeing my desperate eyes and Peria's apologetic eyes for not being able to stop me, I decided to give her a medical examination and grabbed all the objects around me.

That's how the examination began.

After verbally telling me that my arm couldn't move, the examination began.

Take off your clothes.

When the bandage was removed, what was revealed was not the usual white skin, but the color of a pale arm.

As soon as he saw it, Farewell frowned even more, and Morsling and Slien observed it with serious eyes and exchanged opinions.

Next, Farewell told Peria to take off all of her clothes, even her underwear.

‘Take it off. Everything. entire.'

'... Eek- Hahahaha... That's a bit too embarrassing, isn't it? It's my arm that hurts, so just leave it like this-'

'Shut up, take it off.'

'... okay.'

Peria timidly resisted, and then became extremely irritated, but quietly took off her clothes following the words of Farewell, who was trying to take care of her body seriously.

...Sleep-

Sreuk-

So, when Peria, who is relatively poor compared to the others, is the same size as Farewell and is slightly taller than Ruba, takes off all of her clothes -

'... also. I guess this is just the beginning.'

A small thread-like line started from the darkened arm and continued to the area near the heart and spine.

Afterwards, detailed inspection.

Morsling and Slien prepare medicine to relieve pain and give it to Peria, and Farewell makes the diagnosis.

Sigh!

Spray some medicine on your arm,

Knock knock!

Hit it with something like a small hammer,

...Sagagak-

A small piece of skin tissue was removed using a very fine needle knife.

and-

“Treatment is impossible.”

After doing all that, Farewell concluded that the patient was incurable.

As soon as she heard those words, Peria made an expression of astonishment.

But I couldn't tolerate it.

So, the moment I saw Peria's almost resigned face, I turned to Farewell and opened my mouth -

“again-”

Tuk!

My mouth was just opening when Farewell came closer to me and closed my mouth with a tongue depressor in his hand, a silver stick that was used to press the tongue and examine the throat, as seen in hospitals.

“Again and all that. It's hard to make things better here. The balance was completely upset, and the collapse began.”

I thought that just one test was all I needed.

So, my intention to request a second diagnosis, and even a third if the results were the same, was blocked by Farewell from the beginning.

Farewell, who soon made me close my mouth, calmly made me realize the reality.

“You know, Bishop, right? No matter how many times I open my eyes and look again, the result will not change.”

“... But just in case, I thought I might have missed some tests, so I tried to ask them to do it one more time.”

“Although it was urgent, I used all the basic diagnostic methods available from other churches with healing abilities. ... In fact, the nature of a biology-related experiment did seep in a bit from the beginning, but what remains is a method of purifying the body using sacred magic or attempting a curse spell, but in the first place, the people who come and go to our parish are under Deshade's blessing. Of course you know, Mr. Bishop, that you are not exposed to that because you are surrounded by , right?”

I had to accept it, but it was difficult to back down easily.

In the end, I couldn't easily accept the conclusion that Farewell came to, that Peria could no longer use her left arm, so Morsling and Slien comforted me and helped me calmly accept the fact.

“There is nothing we can do. Lee Lim. This is what happened when the demon blood began to activate in a situation where the human body was based, which is something that anyone who is a mixed race of human and demon is bound to experience. It is a distortion of balance that will occur at some point depending on the progress of the disease, and it is fortunate that we have found that the speed itself is not that fast and does not lead to rapid physical collapse. So, please calm down for now. I would like to ask you this.”

“Yes, yes... Morsling is right. The worst case scenario we predicted was that once the balance was lost, the rate of collapse began to accelerate tremendously and the body melted without any way to do anything, but we're glad that wasn't the case... Oh, sorry, sorry. I may have made you feel terrible by saying it for no reason...”

“... No. Now that we know that the worst has been avoided, we should take comfort in that.”

This is a result guaranteed by two people, including Farewell.

This was the conclusion reached by three people, including the alchemist, the pharmacist, and Slien, who had steadily acquired various knowledge even though he started late by working with the pharmacist and the alchemist.

In the end, when I gave up and listened to the two people and calmed down with mixed feelings, Farewell couldn't just sit by and watch that day, so he moved to do what he could to Peria.

“First of all, since I have something suitable at the right time, I’ll give it to you. Put your arms around me.”

Chik-! Chik-!

After completing the diagnosis, Farewell looked at Peria's blackened arm and sprayed the arm with something that looked like a spray that he had been working on since morning and had put aside as soon as we came in and started the diagnosis. A strange smell was dripping down the arm. Peria, who saw the liquid, asked about the identity of the medicine.

“Sniff... It smells bad, what is this?”

“Preservatives for plants.”

“... What?”

“It's a medicine made by soul patients and foolish elves to ask what to do if the grain to be sown next year or the seedlings and seeds stored like squirrels in the warehouse rot during the winter. But looking at the condition of my arm, my human side is almost dead, so I think I can spray this on.”

“... Why do I feel dirty.”

“It will work, so don’t worry. Rather, in the current situation, we are deciding whether or not it will work if we make a medicine using exactly this type of approach.”

Soon, Farewell sprayed the chemical several times in succession.

Chik-! Chiik-! Chi-ik-!

At first, the medicine flowed down my arm.

However, after repeating this a few times, the medicine began to seep into the arm, and this was all Farewell could do to treat the arm when it was already too late, and after that, it was a kind of treatment that created a barrier to the balance of the still living body parts. He turned around briefly, saying he would make antibiotics.

“Then, Slien, could you please raise your arm?”

“Yes. Wait a minute...”

Afterwards, Morsling and Slien began wrapping the bandage on Peria's arm again.

When Peria saw the two people working hard, her shoulders trembled slightly, as if she felt sorry or tried to move her arms as they were, but-

“... Oh, wait a minute. This won't work. Ouch, ouch...!”

“... Huh? what? What's wrong?”

“Oppa, this is the pocket next to you... Oh, I can move one arm, right?”

Rustle- Rustle-

Immediately he kept saying that he couldn't do it and started to sweat, then quickly took a pill out of his pocket and chewed it.

Muttering-

Gulp!

“... Ugh. Wow, it’s sweet and nice.”

“... What did you eat just now?”

As soon as Peria bit into the medicine, her face instantly relaxed as if the medicine had taken effect. I turned my head and asked Farewell what Peria had eaten, and she explained while wearing goggles and grinding something that looked like a root.

“How does it taste? Are you okay?”

“Yes. I like it because it’s sweet.”

“Then I'm glad. ... Oh, what is that? You said that the medicine you made earlier was very bitter and difficult to take?”

“That’s right. I still eat it as soon as I wake up in the morning, but I still can't get used to it.”

“So, this medicine I gave to Peria was made by paying some attention to the taste while making it. The effect is just a painkiller.”

“Painkillers? Isn’t it possible to use just healing herbs?”

“For insurance purposes rather than using healing herbs alone. The other day, I made a recipe for you to eat if the pain is too much to be alleviated by smoking healing herbs.”

While listening to Farewell's words, I looked into Peria's pockets and saw that both pockets were filled with paper packs and medicine boxes.

There are times when the pain doesn't subside even though I smoke healing herbs non-stop, so now watching him keep taking medicine out of his pocket makes me feel even more depressed.

As if it was evident in her expression, Peria touched my cheek with her right arm and spoke with a smile.

“Ugh... Open your face, oppa. Am I going to die right now? not there yet. If you're going to die, it'll take a while longer before you die.”

“... Don't do that. The person who said that didn't live up to his name and died early.”

“No, really- I tried my best to brag and say that someone would comfort my weak-hearted brother, but they responded with those same words? Is it real money?”

“Real paper. It's a true story.”

Peria shows a playful side and keeps trying to comfort me.

However, I felt even more depressed because I knew that these were all stories that Peria was saying in front of me and that she was deliberately holding back even though her arms were sore.

so-

Come on.

“Now, wait! Why is this oppa like this?!”

“...”

“Let go-”

“Sorry. But now, I want to do this.”

“... Mr. Ai, really. Everyone else is looking too.”

Hug Peria's small body as is.

“...”

“...”

“... Uh, over there. I'm going to go over there to relieve the pressure in the alchemy pot.”

Farewell thought hard about whether there was another way, Morsling looked sorry that he couldn't be of much help right away, and Slien left the scene, wiping away tears, perhaps because he was weak-hearted.

Exciting-

Exciting-

Exciting-

Exciting-

The sound of your heart can be heard as you quietly embrace it.

Obviously, he's still alive.

But that made me even more scared.

I thought that Feria could disappear.

Of course it doesn't disappear.

Even if the body collapses and dies, Peria is resurrected.

But even more so, all I could think about was what to do about Peria quickly.

so-

I immediately said what came into my head and said it out loud.

“Peria.”

“Uh, yes. Why, oppa?”

“Let’s go to Ars Magna.”

“... Huh?”

“I’m going to pack my bags right now and go to Ars Magna. All the materials, money, and dwarven coins I have collected so far.”

I push Peria away and talk seriously while holding her shoulder.

All I could think was that I had to move, right now.

A little while ago, I heard from Peria that there was a large-scale reform in the summoning technique from Ars Magna to Fairy Garden.

Then there was no reason to hesitate.

If there is a right time, I think now is the right time.

“... It's sudden, but that might be the right answer.”

And that was the same thought of Farewell, who was quietly looking at us and thinking.

“To heal your body, you have no choice but to go to Ars Magna and obtain the final ingredient for the elixir, the Fairy Fruit, which can only be found in the Fairy Garden.”

        
            News of Ars Magna delivered this morning through Peria's teacher, Paradox.

It was written that great progress had been made in summoning techniques targeting the Fairy Garden, and that progress had been shown to the point where it could be called a reform.

Therefore, I thought that now was the time to set off for Ars Magna, as the probability that the reason why Peria had been unable to heal her body would be resolved increased, and it seems that Farewell had the same thought.

“The sooner the better. I have to prepare to leave for Ars Magna.”

“Huh? Farewell, do you think that way too?”

When Peria was surprised to see Farewell thinking that it would be a good idea to follow me to Ars Magna, she got up from her chair, faced Peria directly in front of him, and started talking.

“Of course. Rather, there is no other way. Even though the rate of collapse of the body itself is slow, the fact that the arm is now in a state similar to paralysis means that the full-scale collapse is just beginning. I'll start with the body slowly hardening, and if I were to explain what happens afterward... Can I go into detail?”

“... Yes. Since it’s my physical condition, I have to listen to it.”

“Then, I will do it. First of all, if we were to divide the state of your body into three categories, it could be divided into human blood, which has now almost become thin and almost non-existent, demonic blood, which surpasses that, and the human body that contains it. In reality, demon blood and human flesh are all that make up your current body.”

“Okay. So?”

“And the time of death that you will inevitably reach will be the time when the blood of the demons, who have completely dried up the blood of humans, becomes so thick that the human body cannot handle it. And in the case of human-horse mixed blood, when the demon blood determines that the human body has finished growing, only then does it begin to become active. That's why all the human and horse mixed race people so far died before reaching the age of 20.”

That's when I heard the explanation up to that point.

“I see. So now that growth has been completed, the demon blood is starting to become active-”

Pop!

Peria paused, as if something occurred to her after listening to Farewell's explanation-

Soon I started having seizures.

“... Ah! Wait, wait, wait! What does that mean is that now is the time when I have finished growing up?! No, right? Isn't that right?! I have the potential to grow bigger, right?!”

After listening to Farewell's explanation, Peria protested harshly.

Now, Astesia, who is growing steadily day by day, is much taller than Feria.

However, upon hearing that her body was no longer growing, but had stopped at a shape that strangers would consider to be the beginning of development, Peria naturally had no choice but to deny that fact.

“Oh, wait, wait... Yaaaa! Don't shake it! I'm dizzy! Rather, consider it a blessing! It's okay though, because you're a mixed race between a human and a horse, and your appearance is very close to that of a human! Ordinary demons don't stop there if it gets worse, but from that point on, the demon father's appearance begins to emerge from their bodies, and it's almost always the reverse side in a terrible direction!”

“G, ugh, ugh...”

In the end, Farewell, who had shaken off Peria, who was enraged by the gradient and grabbed his collar, lost his temper, and Peria's face turned pale as if she remembered her father's demons, and then sat back down, probably thinking that was true.

After the storm has passed, Farewell takes a breath and continues speaking again.

“Phew... Phew... Phew... Anyway, to continue, the demon's blood starts to become active, and the first area to be affected is the arm area. It's definitely unfortunate, but the good news is that this time, the part that can transmit pain was first dissolved by the demon's blood, making it impossible to use the arm without pain. Afterwards, the other parts began to disintegrate in some way. I don't know if it will work. A little while ago, when you tried to move your arm, the pain was excruciating, right? That's because the magical blood from my arm slightly flowed into my shoulder.”

“... Then, even if you die and are resurrected in this state-”

“The body will remain fixed in the state in which it began to collapse.”

I thought that if Peria dies, she could be revived to the point before the collapse, but that is also impossible.

In the end, there was only one thing we could do now.

“So, I think it’s right for me to hurry to Ars Magna and put an end to it. You said there was a recipe, right? I'll help you make the medicine. Let's just end the work there. Mr. Bishop will take Peria to perform the summoning spell, and I will borrow some space in Gloria's tower and prepare the medicine right before the final stage.”

It seems that Farewell didn't like Peria's pain, so she agreed to leave for Ars Magna and at the same time said that she would follow her.

Since I brought up the story and Farewell agreed, all I had to do was tell Feria to leave for Ars Magna with the remaining ingredients she had gathered to make the healing medicine stored in the parish.

“...”

“... Feria?”

But for some reason Peria couldn't answer easily, and we soon found out why.

“... There is a problem.”

“Problem?”

“What's the problem?”

“In fact, the group that drastically reformed the summoning technique to the Fairy Garden this time is a union made up entirely of people from the Kingdom Alliance.”

““What?””

Although the conclusion had already been reached, the reason Peria was worried was that the alchemists who developed the technology were from the Kingdom Alliance, so they had the highest chance of rejecting us.

This time, a combination called [Fairy Circle] brought about a huge revolutionary change in the summoning technique to the Fairy Garden.

All of their members are based on the unity of the kingdom.

The group of people who produced this research result was formed by a combination of people who were born in the Kingdom Union, people whose main business partners are connected to the Kingdom Union, or people who receive support from the royal family of the integrated capital.

Although most of the magicians and alchemists who were stuck with Ars Magna without any results were killed by the puppeteer Mabel, people who had skills in their own way gathered together and conducted research with all their heart. It is said that these are people who have come to this point and have achieved results.

“... And our story has already spread throughout the Kingdom Alliance. In the name of traitor. The country is now in great danger because the Deshade Church has liberated the soul soldiers of the Kingdom Alliance.”

And that kingdom union is practically being destroyed by the minute because of us.

Since it is a neighboring country and a kingdom that even the empire rejects, news does not reach that deep inland.

However, Peria knew the entire situation of the kingdom union.

Except for the 1st corps, the 2nd and 3rd corps are already in a state of destruction, and because of the different races that are coming across the border at every moment, the people of the Kingdom Alliance are gathered in a narrower land than before and are in a hurry to become soldiers regardless of gender or age. They say that all people are scraping by.

So, among the magicians and alchemists from the Kingdom Alliance in Arsmagna, there are some who had family in the Kingdom Alliance but have lost contact with them, and there are quite a few who say that the support they always expected suddenly stopped coming.

“So, the worst case scenario is that they will reject our request for the summoning spell itself, and even if that is not the case, they will try to use it as a dump. For us, it's natural that we're fighting for ourselves, but from the perspective of the people there, they're completely victims.”

“... Damn.”

In the end, even if we go to Ars Magna right away according to Peria's words, the conditions for performing the summoning spell may become complicated, or the summoning spell itself may be rejected.

And then I thought, what if I heard that story and threatened the alchemists to perform the summoning spell, but since they are already alchemists whose foundations have been destroyed, even if they have a knife stuck to their neck, they just won't show it on the outside, right in front of my eyes. They kept trying completely wrong summoning techniques instead of the one they had remodeled, and there was a possibility that they would end up making us back down, so we couldn't do that either.

“... If those people don't accept the request for summoning magic, you should ask someone who used the existing summoning magic, not the union that handles the newly renovated summoning magic -”

“Then there is a pretty high chance that it will be the same as before. The result is that no fruit ever comes out, and only useless by-products of the Fairy Garden come out.”

Farewell said the next best number, and Feria also said that number would be best, but it reminds me of Feria who collapsed on the street and cried in my arms before, and I just don't want to do that again.

dump-

“... In the end, the only way is to persuade those people at all costs or rely on existing summoning techniques?”

So, I got up from my seat with the intention of leaving for Ars Magna right away, but I lost all my strength and had no choice but to sit back down in my chair.

and-

Our story,

From the moment Peria's arm was diagnosed, someone who had been listening appeared and intervened.

“I can help you persuade the alchemists on the Kingdom Alliance side.”

“... Hey, wait - you damn things! Why do you always come into other people’s workshops without permission?!”

Grumbling-

Kwasik!

Razael, who came from behind us, roughly opened the 'window' of the workshop, not the door, but jumped through the window, and stepped on and smashed one of the artifacts that Farewell had left on the floor.

“... Razael.”

“Looks like you're in trouble, right? Traitor guy.”

She had a dagger in her hand as she glared at me. She must have changed her mind while listening to the story, looking for an opportunity to kill me today.

“If you are from the Kingdom Alliance, negotiation will be easier if you mention our family name.”

“... Are you going to help us?”

“Of course, I have something to ask for instead. Don't you know it too? That everything always comes with a price.”

Sigh-

“Hey! Don't ignore me! Just get out! Please get out!!!”

Razael, who had pushed away the tinkling Farewell, passed Morsling and Peria, who looked anxious, and stood in front of me with an ominous smile on his face, holding a dagger to my neck and making a suggestion.

“From today, you leave right away until you go to Ars Magna and come back, and you fall into my hands several times a day. betrayer. That's the condition for me to help you guys.”

        
            Florian.

Florian, a priest of the Deshade Church.

Former name: Florian iel Vesperbel.

His name as a nobleman was hidden in his uniform when he entered the military, and was completely put aside when he converted to the Church of Deshade.

Therefore, no one knows that Vesperbel is called Vesperbel other than her military classmates whom she met very occasionally, and most of them only know her by the name Florian.

Of course, Florian knows.

The surname Vesperbel is a surname that would have been abandoned at some point.

Although she decided that she wanted to join the military and is now a priest of a religious order, there is no reason to bring up the last name in the future, but if the Kingdom Alliance was not caught up in the Great War and her parents were fine, she could have used that last name someday for political purposes. It was also a surname that would have changed after marrying into a different family.

And Florian, who could not reach that possible future and had walked into the future of coming to the empire, is now living a new life.

In the past, she worked as an intelligence officer for the Kingdom Alliance, but now she has become a priestess serving Deshade in the Deshade Church.

However, the horse is a priestess.

The current Florian is a different being from the nuns and priestesses commonly seen in general religious orders.

It was a ritual performed by two saints, a saint of the Red Purge and a saint of the Church of Deshade, respectively, and Thistle, an apostle who only exists in the empire. Just looking at the blessings surrounding her body, she was blessed with the blessings of most cardinals and archmages. It is easy to overcome the artifacts of conversion that people wear to protect themselves, but the person involved does not know how much power they actually have.

Florian now holds a position as a priest of the church and as an acting administrator.

However, she thought that it was only a nominal position and that she was only doing the work of a normal priest.

As acting administrator, thinking that she would never step forward on behalf of the church when the bishop and apostle were absent, she simply cleaned the church and helped the church members, the soul sick, the hygges, the merchants, and the grateful people who came from nearby villages. He thought that all he could do was to welcome and explore sacred magic that could be commonly used by any denomination.

That's because Irim and Thistle always stay in the church that Florian has been watching, and usually even without Irim, Thistle remains, or even if that's not the case, there are many cases where Peria remains, so it's unlikely that she will directly take on the role of acting general manager of the church. I had no choice but to conclude that it wouldn't happen.

But more than two weeks ago, Lee Rim was kidnapped by Scarlett and the core members of the church were rushed to Eched-

Florian had a quite grand new baby ceremony.

Because of the people who suddenly left for Eched, both souls and hygges came to the church from time to time to discuss important decisions regarding the use of the church's land with Florian, whom they had always considered a trustworthy position.

Florian, who has a weak heart, was unable to cut it off with a single cut like Peria, and kept making judgments that a problem would arise in some part or withholding the answer. The more he tried, the more the soul soldiers and hygges would just reflect Florian's changes in the blueprint. There were many cases where he thought it would work and came back a few hours later.

That wasn't the only thing that happened.

Although she looked a bit formidable wearing a mask brought by Tarator, who had been collaborating with the church, and who introduced themselves as the Pasteur Capon Company along with the spirit sick and hygges who came to the church every hour, it was clear to me as soon as I saw her. Florian should have greeted the knights who bowed politely and greeted them.

The craftsmen of Red Fudge who remained in the parish even said a few times just before the completion of the mansion they were building that they were a little dissatisfied with the small size of the mansion they were building, and asked if it would be possible to increase the size of the land that Feria had given them. It made me embarrassed.

Fortunately, though, there was a helper.

Claysen Highland Teoroi.

As the daughter of the Empire's Duke Theoroi, she had the experience of helping her parents and sometimes handling documents related to the family's business, so she worked hard to help the distraught Florian.

Regardless of Florian's circumstances, Claisen willingly accepted Peria and Enin's request for help and remained as a guest until the members of the church returned. went back

So Florian thought that the time of trials and tribulations was past and would not be for a while.

However, that was just her vain guess and baseless wish.

'Ah, this is really... what should I do?'

Although Florian has a separate home for her, she spends most of her time at church.

When people came to look for Florian, they usually came to the church, and since Florian started praying to Deshade, he felt that his sense of loss about Gaia, which he always kept repeating in his mind, was gradually subsiding, so he liked to stay at the church.

But the church, which was supposed to be such a place of peace, was just frustrating today.

There are two reasons.

First of all, it is because of the three people praying in front of the small altar set up in the church and the small wooden statue of Deshade that Thistle has placed on top of it.

“...”

“...”

“...”

Outside the church, there is a large stone idol of Deshade erected voluntarily by spirit soldiers.

However, it only serves the role of allowing people to come and go, say a light prayer, and gain strength to start the day. In fact, what is full of sanctity is inside the church, and the wooden sculpture of Thistle, which is always placed on the altar, is even more amazing. .

So, the three people from the Kingdom Alliance are praying there, expressing gratitude that they were able to come here safely.

However, Florian, who is looking at their backs, is still the Paladin of Gaia. Even during the time of the kingdom union, when a Paladin stops by somewhere to judge a heretic, the Paladin is a being who makes him behave properly so as not to be criticized even though he did nothing wrong. is just uncomfortable.

Florian had no reason or courage to stop Paladin, Vincent, and Linai from coming to see him in the morning, greeting him politely, and saying that they wanted to offer prayers to Deshade.

And that was just one of the reasons why Florian could not find peace in church.

“...”

“...”

Hororok-

At the back, not far from the altar, there was a circular table that had been brought out for casual conversation with guests from outside, and a few chairs placed next to it.

There, Noan and Lucid are having a snowball fight.

To be exact, it is not a snowball fight, but an act of trying to convey one's feelings to each other in some way without saying it in words.

'No, noan... I hope I can convey my feelings today.'

Presbyopia and Lucid.

In Florian's opinion, it is presbyopia that makes him feel like his mind has been following his body's stiffness lately.

Now, as a knight of the church, Noan is in charge of protecting the parish and sometimes goes into the forest with the Hygges to help exorcise demonic beasts.

Except when entering the forest, Noan was always within Florian's sight, and whenever she wanted to do something, he came over and helped her.

'... presbyopia. I've matured a lot now.'

After seeing such presbyopia, Florian began to feel at ease.

At first, he was just a trembling child, not suitable for his size.

From a young age, young Noan dreamed of wanting to become an adult quickly, and had his own ideal image of an adult.

And, as if the power of the monkey's hand was unleashed to make wishes come true in the wrong way, Noan's wish came true.

'I always said that. Even when I sneak up on her and ask her if she's having a hard time, Noan says she's happy because she now has the body she dreamed of.'

Noan, who left the house as usual to find a friend with a sore leg next door, was struck by white lightning and his soul was brought here, and he became the ideal adult he had longed for.

However, Florian felt that this was unfortunate and that the world that allowed Noan to enter such a body was a rebellious world with bad tastes.

Even though his body is big, he is still a soft boy on the inside.

Of course, there are many brave boys, but in the end, that is only the bravery that children see and experience by the standards of the world.

'But I just thought it was all the more excessive.'

The soul of the boy who entered the cycle of soul disease, where he had to rush to kill, die, be resurrected, and rush again with his weapon, constantly shed tears.

Because he was just a child, Noan was so scared that he curled up on one side and cried so that he could not fit in with his large size.

It was pure coincidence that such presbyopia caught Florian’s eye.

'I was really surprised at first.'

It was all just a coincidence that Florian discovered Presbyopia by chance, calmly brought him to his office, talked to him, and belatedly realized that this muscular, handsomely mustachioed spirit was in fact a boy.

so-

From then on, Florian accepted that his discovery of presbyopia was inevitable and actively helped him.

Florian was aware of the reality of soul diseases to some extent and always felt sorry for them.

Although there wasn't much he could do as an intelligence officer and the third daughter of a baron, Florian decided to help him as much as he could as an officer from a noble family.

He persuaded Noan, made a request to his superiors, and accepted Noan as his lieutenant.

And he constantly listened to the stories of other soul patients and tried to help them in any way he could if they had any shortcomings.

In this way, Noan was able to have a relatively comfortable environment under Florian's protection, and instead of settling for that, he tried to move forward with courage in his own way.

'It was okay up to that point...'

Meanwhile, something happened-

The liberation of soul diseases and the descent of demons into the Grace Territory, which exploded as if denying the existence of Gaia.

Numerous conflicts of interest and simple disasters struck the territory, and Florian still doesn't know the details, although he heard some of the inside story from Henin.

But she knew one thing for sure.

The goddess Gaia, whom she had been praying for as comfort when she entered the army alone as a woman, actually no longer loved humans and did not care about themselves at all even before she prayed.

so-

Florian collapsed easily.

and,

The thing that reached out to her was-

It was presbyopia.

        
            Florian before meeting Noan.

She was working in the military as an intelligence officer.

However, although she was an intelligence officer, she was focused on communications, and until the invention of double-handle paper, her job included managing all western districts, ghostwriting orders from corps commanders, and dispatching soldiers to deliver news to other barracks. That was it.

Then the great war broke out.

The Great War was equally disastrous for everyone.

Then the spirit soldiers were summoned, and Florian knew the inside story of the secret to some extent.

In such conditions, countless people died.

The original soldiers of the kingdoms were all made up of strong men, and the reason noble women like Florian entered the army was because they were semi-voluntarily in a situation where their families were unable to marry into other families, or because they had been trained with weapons since childhood. Women were crazy about cutting down others, and since the commander of the 1st Corps at the time was a woman, most of them admired her and joined the military.

In the meantime, a war broke out, and about 80% of the kingdom's army was instantly divided.

After that, the kingdoms thought it would be dangerous to continue like this, so they quickly joined forces into a coalition of kingdoms, and from then on, female soldiers and officers like Florian also became a common sight.

In addition to being an intelligence officer, she was also in charge of training female officers, and what she met there was-

It was Enin now.

The two quickly became friends.

They were two people who had extraordinary faith in their god, Gaia, and they realized that they also implicitly shared each other's inner feelings and felt sorry for the soul patients.

After that, they became closer, and they were often seen praying together. Even though Enin, who was a commoner, joined the military as an officer, there were few nobles who treated her openly harshly.

so-

Florian is similar to Enin, but is not Enin.

Both Enine and Florian lived their lives thinking that the goddess Gaia was watching over them and that if they worked hard, a world where everyone would smile would come.

However, the only difference between the two is that, unlike Henin, who was a commoner, Florian, who was a baron's child, was baptized by Gaia's priests from the beginning by her parents when she was young, so her prayers were real. The only thing is that there was no way to reach Gaia in the first place.

So, after realizing that even the salvation from Goddess Gaia, whom he was leaning on at the end, was actually a lie by fake Gaia priests, Florian collapsed even more after the great incident at Grace Territory.

At that time, there was someone who held her hand.

'I couldn't think about anything. It was presbyopia that took my hand and led me.'

When Florian closes her eyes, events from the past, even now, begin to appear in the beautifully engraved frame she wanted.

Noan, who was always by his side.

I thought he was simply a child, and although I brought him in like a half-abandoned child, he was just a soul disease that I thought was special because he worked hard as an adjutant.

When presbyopia began to feel confused in all directions on Grace's plain, he grabbed her hand and led her with a stern face.

Florian went with it.

Endlessly, I kept looking at Noan’s back.

At that time, Noan clearly held hands first, and Florian didn't think anything of it.

However, it was different from then on.

At some point, Florian realized that he had been waiting for Noan to come to him first and hold his hand.

Noan protected her from the wandering spirit soldiers, continued to take care of her even as she breathlessly crossed the border of the Kingdom Union, and did not relax until she crossed the empire and arrived at the Deshade Church.

Florian did nothing.

Other spirit soldiers approached her and asked her what to do, and Noan, who was next to them, simply answered on her behalf.

But even so, people came to think of Florian as trustworthy.

In reality, it was simply that he, a baron-turned-military officer, helped soul-sick people as much as he could, and the feelings of favor he received from the people grew, to the point where they began to mistake him for a trustworthy person.

That's how I arrived at the parish.

When he arrived at the parish, Florian thought his relationship with Noan would end there.

Although he clearly said that he would accept soul soldiers in the empire, he thought that treatment would be different since he was a noble from the Alliance of Kingdoms and a military officer.

But no.

Even after arriving at the parish, Noan did not leave Florian's side.

Noan asked Thistle and Enin to help him hide the fact that Florian was a soldier from the Kingdom Alliance and not a soul soldier, and of course the two followed Noan's words.

That's not all.

Even when she hesitated and didn't know what to do in the peaceful parish, Noan stayed by her side, and even when she said she couldn't sleep because of nightmares, he sat next to her bed and guarded her all night while she was afraid.

Was that why?

Hot-

'... If you think about it, it may have been a very shameful act. I am also a grown adult. I asked Noan to protect me.'

Florian later realized that his actions were extremely embarrassing requests.

On the one hand, even though the body is an adult, the soul and mental age inside it is that of a child, so Presbyopia's request is okay, but in reality, Presbyopia's appearance is not only sturdy, but has a solid body that feels like it is becoming more disciplined every day. .

so-

still-

Florian’s feelings for Noan are,

She herself thinks that she feels the same way as her mother.

Even though she had never had children or been in a relationship due to her work, she always thought of Noan as being no different from a child's soul inside that false body.

'is it so. Presbyopia is much older than me. The feeling I have is... yes. It's motherhood. It must be motherhood.'

However, in reality, Florian's heart has been pounding slightly every time he sees Presbyopia lately, and his first impression is that he is dependable rather than thinking that he is a child.

Still, for today, at this very moment, Florian looks at Noan like a mother.

That's right, what's in front of Noan right now is-

Because it was the girl next door with a sore leg who always appeared whenever Noan talked about his life that lasted less than 20 years.

“... Of course not.”

“Lu, Lucid.”

“The presbyopia I know is not this rough.”

“Well, I always told you that, right? Lucid. My dream is to become this kind of person.”

“That's a presbyopia's dream. It wasn't my dream. The presbyterian I knew would definitely have grown in height and had the same cute or cool face, and I was sure that his body would not grow so bloated like the forest keeper in our village.”

“Lucid...”

Noan and Lucid had a snowball fight, but Cheonghae-in was having a one-sided snowball fight on Lucid's side, and Noan cried until the end, but in the end, Lucid couldn't stand it anymore and got up.

“... Stop! That’s it for today!”

Grumble!

“Now, wait a minute! Lucid! Just a little more and go-!”

'Ah, that... presbyopia. Poor kid. In the end, is today also a failure?'

In the end, Lucid, who could not bear to say over and over again that he was Noan, the cute boy he knew with the rugged and stylish mustache, lifted his butt off the chair and quickly left the church before Noan, who was sitting opposite him, could get up from his seat.

click!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!

“Lu, Lucid-!!!”

He activated the artifact he was wearing on his leg and started running away at extremely fast speed.

Noan also hurriedly followed behind and left the church, but it was naturally impossible to catch up with Lucid's speed using the power of the boot-shaped artifact worn on his legs, as it was barely possible for even Aila in the parish.

After the two left the church, Florian sighed.

“Whoa... But I sat down for quite a long time today.”

Today, the amount of time the two stayed still face to face was-

About 20 minutes.

Lucid.

It is a soul disease that followed the group of church members who went to Eched, and of course Noan never thought that she would be called to this world just like him, become a spirit disease, and come to the parish after experiencing various hardships.

On the other hand, Lucid was talking to Gombangi about his past while the incident was happening in Eched, and through talking with Gombangi, he learned that there was a presbyterian in the parish, and that was why he followed him to the parish.

When Lucid was in the other world, he would always open the window and lie in bed waiting for him, and he arrived at the parish with sincere joy, thinking that he would be able to see Noan, the cute boy who came to him again, but-

'Lu, Lucid?'

'... who is this?'

What appeared before her eyes was a soul disease that claimed to be Noan and boasted a physical beauty that was the complete opposite of the cute Presbyterian she thought of.

‘Lucid? Is it really Lucid?'

'...No way, you have presbyopia?'

'okay! It's me, Lucid! It's presbyopia! Lucid! 'How is Lucid here?'

'No, no no... that's not important. 'Really, really presbyopia?'

‘Why don’t you believe me? It's me, noan! Oh, I guess you don’t recognize me like this right now? I told you before. The best manly figure I ever dreamed of. I came here and finally achieved what I dreamed of-'

'stop!'

'... huh?'

'Lies... Lies! Is someone else acting to make fun of me?! I know everything! 'I hate people like you the most!'

'What do you mean- oh, wait! Lucid! Lucid-!!!'

In the end, Lucid ran away from the spot as soon as Noan recognized him, and he ran away the same way the next day.

But no matter how much he tried to escape from reality, no matter how fast Lucid's legs were, the fact did not change.

Anyway, after cross-checking the experiences that only the two of us had in the past, in the end, the presbyopia was the same presbyopia that Lucid knew, and Lucid tried to accept it even though he did not want to accept that fact, but today he could not bear it anymore and ran outside again. I left to forget the fact.

“I hope we get good results quickly. Presbyopia was also very sad...”

That was the reason why Florian could not feel comfortable in church.

More precisely, the more accurate reason was that seeing Noan sad because Lucid always ran away first, even though she had set the church as a meeting place and met face to face, made her feel sad as well.

So today, as Florian was looking at the back of Noan, who was desperately chasing after Lucid, he spoke to himself without realizing it, and that speech to himself was-

“... Then wouldn't it be okay if I went to comfort Noan this time, like he did tonight?”

It was an instinctive thought that came straight out of my head without even being able to process it.

It was at that time when Florian tried to recall what the words he said out of his own mouth meant and what emotions he was harboring.

“Hey, sister? Is the time okay?”

Startle!

“Yes, yes?! yes Did you call me?!”

Before he knew it, Florian looked back at Henin, who had approached him and called him, and answered her restlessly, as if he had made a big mistake.

I secretly hoped that Enin didn't hear the blasphemous and nonsensical thoughts I was uttering.

“What’s going on? Enin?”

“Yes? Ah, no. Otherwise, it's not a big deal. I have a story to tell you.”

“Ah, that was something like that. Phew... I'm again-”

“Yes? Is something going on at church? If so, please tell me. Recently, we also feel grateful that she is always the first to notice when it comes to church matters.”

Sigh-

Fortunately, Henin couldn't hear Florian talking to himself and simply smiled brightly and thanked her for always helping them.

“Oh, no. There are no other problems. Yes... it shouldn't exist. Because it shouldn’t exist...!”

“Yes? yes. Well... I'm glad if that's the case.”

In this way, Florian vaguely explained what he had said in front of Henin, but then changed his direction by making a promise to himself, and even as Henin watched him, he immediately brought up what he had originally thought, an important story that must be told to Florian.

“Rim Lee will not be at the parish during the wish ceremony. I heard that Irim, Peria, Farewell, and... Razael are going to Ars Magna.”

        
            “So... Those who go to Ars Magna have decided that way.”

“Uh... Yes...”

“...”

“...”

gulp-

Swallow dry saliva.

It was a first time.

Hearing Thistle's cold voice like this at home, with everyone watching.

“Was that really the only way?”

“Uh, well, that’s it...”

So when Thistle again asked me a question I didn't know how many times this would be, I had no choice but to stutter this time.

This is after Peria was diagnosed in Farewell's workshop and Razael showed up saying he would help us.

After accepting Razael's offer, I went straight home and gathered everyone to talk.

Just me, Peria, Farewell, Razael, and Raines were going to go to Ars Magna and return.

However, rather than saying that there was another reason why others could not follow this journey, Razael set a condition so that they could only do so.

'The condition I offer is simple. To lift the restraints around my neck and allow me to kill you as many times as I want, until I get to Ars Magna and back. That's the condition I want from you. However, make sure that people from the church cannot follow you.'

I could understand it because it was a condition put forth by Razael, who wanted to kill me by any means possible, and who was adding more firewood to the flames of vengeance with each passing day as he failed to succeed in his plans.

However, as for the latter condition, the condition that prevents members of the church from following, I could not understand the reason at all, so I vaguely asked Peria as I went up to the house.

Then Peria reasoned about Razael's thoughts in her own way, calculated all the principles of action, and gave a clear answer.

'He's a common avenger type, so his way of thinking is simple, so I was able to deduce it surprisingly quickly. First of all, if you want to understand the conditions that Razael said later, you have to find the reason from the front.'

‘Front? A condition that allows you to kill me again and again? 'Why is that?'

‘Think about it carefully. What is Razael's method of revenge? brother?'

'... He said he would kill me and throw my body in front of the church members.'

Peria asked about Razael's method of revenge, and he answered that question.

I know too.

Razael targeted the entire church as a target of revenge, but his method was not to mercilessly slaughter all members of the church.

A being considered to be the center of the cult.

Her goal is to kill me, who can be resurrected endlessly, prevent me from resurrecting any more, and show my corpse in front of everyone.

However, Razael does not have a sword to kill spirit disease, and even though others have helped him a lot, he has never attacked me and succeeded so far.

Of course, since she is driven by revenge, she might somehow find another way to kill me.

'Perhaps following Ars Magna this time could also be a way to find out if there is another way to kill me there.'

Therefore, the principle of Razael's behavior that Peria came up with is to provide a way to succeed in the attack on the premise that the condition of giving me a death that can no longer be resurrected will be achieved someday, and for the people of the church to make my real death as much as possible later. He answered that he was certain that he had deliberately prevented them from following him in order to make him witness something horrifying.

'During the time Razael traveled to Ars Magna, he was trying to find out his brother's habits, mannerisms, and weaknesses, and to find a way to brutally kill him. And the reason why I don't let the people who stay here follow me is because if I keep seeing my brother dead all the way to Ars Magna, there is a possibility that everyone will get used to seeing him dead.'

'Even though I understood it, it was the reason I didn't want to understand it. Still, if that's the case... It's a bit too much for me to say, but I think it would be a more effective revenge to deliberately make everyone follow me and witness me die every day.'

'That's just a temporary pleasure from the establishment of revenge for a moment, and it doesn't lead to the ultimate goal of permanently destroying the fence between my brother and everyone else. What Razael wants is to completely and thoroughly destroy everything.'

In that case, what Razael is trying to gain by taking advantage of this long-awaited opportunity is the preliminary knowledge to carry out his revenge more perfectly.

Rather than prioritizing immediate revenge, it is an action that can be said to be a reasonable choice from her perspective, as she acts in anticipation of a more perfect revenge in the future.

'Compared to before, when I would blindly attack the opportunity to stab someone, should I say that it has improved - or that it has become more vicious...'

So, from my perspective, I was slightly, very slightly wondering if I should be glad that Razael was not planning on taking revenge in earnest right now.

Of course, that's just my opinion -

Although it is not at all from the perspective of the other people in front of me right now.

“Just-”

“Uh, huh?”

“Can’t we just use the slave’s necklace and forcefully order Razael to convince the alchemists?”

Is that why?

Astesia's cool-headed opinion was the first to come out, saying that thistle was as cold as usual, and maybe even colder if she actually brought a thermometer and measured it.

Peria, who heard that, was planning to stay quiet until everyone's story was over, as she was also a party to this incident, but she seemed to think that she should step forward now, so she took Astesia's words on my behalf.

“I’m sorry, Astesia. I also thought about that for a moment, but it’s impossible.”

“Why?”

“Artifacts are not omnipotent. The only thing that can be controlled with a slave necklace is physical freedom, but it is impossible to control emotions and it is difficult to make them act. For example, I told Aila that I had put a slave necklace on her-”

“Eng?! Me?!”

“Suppose you are in a very angry situation right now, but you are ordered to smile happily.”

“Uh, uh... well, then... let's try it?”

Eila, who was momentarily taken aback by Peria's pointing, pointed at herself with her own finger, and then meekly followed Peria's words.

“Ha, hahaha, hahahahahahaha!”

But as expected, the laughter that came from someone else telling me to smile was bound to be awkward.

“Look. Can anyone clearly see the tone of your acting? This is the limit. No matter how thoroughly they ordered Razael to smile and change his tone of voice until they liked it, the people were sure that Razael was trying to persuade them by taking orders as a slave. You will feel it.”

“... It's a shame.”

“Hi... I worked really hard...”

Astesia briefly responded to Peria’s explanation.

However, unlike what he said with his mouth, his voice did not convey regret, but rather, it conveyed the feeling that his anger toward Razael had grown even more.

And that was the same for other people who heard about the conditions Razael proposed.

“... Wouldn’t it be okay to somehow complain to the alchemists? Rather, it is not necessarily certain that the alchemists will not accept us.”

“... As Enin said, I asked the teacher to find out the identities of the alchemists in the guild who were said to have roughly modified the new summoning technique, but the only ones who have suffered damage because of us are those who have seen it. It would be correct to think that it would be difficult to even step on the threshold without Razael’s help.”

“Threats... were said to be impossible from the beginning. Even though it is possible to perform a summoning spell by holding a knife to the neck, I don't know if it is a proper summoning spell, or if it is a fake summoning spell that only looks good on the outside. But Farewell, doesn’t that kid follow you too? I don’t think it’s completely impossible to determine.”

“ As Hwarim said, I thought about threatening with words rather than threatening with a weapon, but there are only a very small number of people who earn research expenses through crime than I thought. In order to completely capture the members of the union through threats using words or force, they would have to have been doing something dirty as a group, but even if you threaten those who were living in Ars Magna without committing any crime, it would be difficult to achieve any effect. Especially as Farewell, summoning to the Fairy Garden is not something he specializes in, and it is certain that alchemists will not try to teach him the core parts of summoning, so even if he commits fraud right in front of his eyes by saying he is seeing it with his own eyes open, it is perfect. I already told you that it would be difficult to determine clearly.”

“Then, then me! Let me tell you! I think there is a human being in charge of that city! Gloria! Can't I just close my eyes and ask her to take away the alchemists' skills and do a summoning spell instead?!”

“... Now that it's coming to Aila, it's getting worse. I like it though. Still, that's impossible. Gloria is also a woman who only moves based on profit. No matter how closely that woman may be related to us, in the city of alchemists, who accept people regardless of origin as long as they call themselves scholars, a large number of magicians from the Kingdom Alliance are currently dying, and discrimination based on origin has finally been resolved. You don't want to get the stigma of starting a crime.”

Peria comforts the people one by one.

Astesia, Ennin, Hwarim, and Aela all stepped back with regret.

That's how much everyone didn't like the condition that Razael be allowed to follow me on my journey and constantly kill me, and I also feel sorry for having to accept it first and then inform everyone in the form of a notification.

but-

“... Yes. If that's the case, I guess there's nothing we can do about it. If this is the best way to reach the process of healing Peria's body, and... if this is Lee Rim's choice, then we should accept it.”

Thankfully, everyone who knew that I was desperate to somehow seize the opportunity that could be Peria's last ended up trusting my choice.

        
            It's decided now.

Everyone accepted it.

A trip for me, Peria, Farewell, Razael, and Raines, who for some reason suddenly said he would go with us.

The goal is Arsmagna, and the goal is the healing of Peria's body.

Peria has the body of a half-man and half-horse.

It doesn't matter if it has the appearance of a demon, but even if I look at everything here and there, I am convinced that Peria's body is human, having seen her naked body several times.

So the lifespan of a feria is limited to 20 years.

Until physical growth is completely complete, the demon's blood and the human body are almost asleep. There is a delicate balance between the demon's blood and the human body, but the moment growth is complete, the demon's blood begins to boil in earnest, destroying the weak human body. Because it melts.

Still, there is still hope.

Peria, who did not spend those 20 years in vain, has carefully collected the recipe for a medicine that can treat her current body and all the ingredients except one, and now all we have to do is go to Ars Magna to get it and see the results. Because.

so-

Everyone blesses our journey.

“Peria. Have a nice trip. Because Deshade is watching all your efforts.”

“Yes. don't worry. Thistle.”

Thistle kneels down, takes Peria's hand, touches it to her forehead, smiles, and blesses her.

For a moment, Thistle said, giving strength to his hand holding Peria's hand.

“Oh, that’s right. Since it's been a long time coming, should we delay our departure a little and give Peria some blessings? Even though it is said that sacred magic that relieves physical pain or has healing effects does not work... I thought that if I could help you with other things, it would put your mind at ease.”

“Ah... Well, thank you for that, but I'll decline. Even now, I'm still surprised every time I pass by Florian, who has received divine protection. I don't know if Florian is dull, but I'm a bit sensitive to such things, and if I were to wear such huge things around my body, I would suffocate to death. Is it a little creepy that God is staring at me day and night, whenever and wherever I go?

“... Day and night?”

“Yes.”

“... Whenever and wherever you go? Bathroom, restroom, wherever.”

“Uh, um... I don’t know the details, but maybe so?”

“That too, a grown woman?”

“... That’s right, huh? Didn’t Thistle know?”

“... Yes.”

“Uh, what?”

“... What I asked Deshade and the gods of Red Purge for was not that kind of close protection. I'll have to say something to everyone later.”

Afterwards, Thistle let go of Peria, stepped back for a moment, and made up his mind to protest against the gods who were watching Florian day and night, under any circumstances. Next, Enin stood in front of Peria and spoke.

“... Do you have to completely recover and come back? If you don’t come back, I’ll ask you-”

“You won’t open the door? Ha ha ha ha ha! don't worry! I also have no intention of returning in the invoiced condition. And, because I don’t want to show that side to everyone.”

“... I didn't mean it that way.”

“I was joking too. Heehee!”

“...”

“...”

“... Big! Hahahaha...!”

“Hahahaha... I don't know. Why do I always lose when I argue with Peria?”

“I make a living from this, so if I lose, I’ll be the knight commander and Enine will be the trickster, right?”

“Yeah, that’s true too. Hahahahaha-!”

Soon, Enin gave Feria a deep hug and stepped back.

So the next people to come forward were Aila and Hwarim.

Hwarim took Peria's hand first, then stroked the back of her hand and said.

“You are afraid because you are not sure about what will happen in the future.”

“Ah... Hahahaha- It's really hard to hide something from you and Hwarim, right?”

“Still, don’t worry. We all know how much effort you have put in. Of course, there is no guarantee that a person without talent will succeed just by working hard. But Peria, you are not. Your efforts are a clear reflection of the future you want to reach. Therefore, efforts that clearly see the end point in the mind's eye are definitely-”

'Oh, this is going to be long.'

Hwarim's words began to get longer as she closed her eyes and stroked the back of Peria's hand, and it was at that time that Peria looked embarrassed as if she was thinking the same thing as me.

“... This is what the old sages said. Ah, even if he is a saint, at best, let me tell you something from a man who was my ancestral seal-”

Tup!

“Ugh?!”

“Hwa.rim.i! Too many words!!!”

Aila covered Hwarim's mouth from behind and then naturally took her turn.

“Peria!”

“... Yes.”

“A maze when you come!”

“... Phew! Haha, hahahaha!”

“Don’t just smile! please! Do I have to buy it? Because I really enjoyed eating that maze.”

“Okay, okay. I thought... Sister Aila. I think I'm remembering something wrong, so I need to correct that.”

“Huh? What?”

“The time we ate the maze was when we were in the Kingdom Alliance, not Arsmagna, right? There was no ice cream at Ars Magna yet.”

“... Huh?! Really?!”

“Yes. really. And, even if they sold it there, wouldn't it all have melted while they were brought in?”

“Eh... I can't...”

“But, don’t worry. I'll go and buy something that my sister might like.”

“Then... Yes! Peria definitely knows my tastes, so I’m looking forward to it!”

“Yes!”

“Ugh! Eup!”

“Ah, now I have to release this too!”

Just like that, Aila and Peria finished their greetings, and Hwarim finally removed Aila's hand that was covering her mouth and finished her greeting briefly.

What came next was,

“...”

Astesia was quietly watching them.

“I’m sorry, Peria. I was always by your side, but I never thought you were in so much pain...”

“He was alone with a very serious expression on his face, so I asked him something, “Is that what you were thinking?” are you okay. Don't worry about it.”

“... Thank you. Still, I can't say it any better than to say that you had a nice trip and that you come back safely.”

“... Are you okay? On the contrary, I can feel that Astesia is worried about me, as much as she looks so depressed. So now, let go and let go. Huh?”

“... Hehe, yes.”

Astesia, who was in tears, smiled at Peria's request even though her eyes were slightly teary.

like that-

This is after Peria finished greeting everyone.

Sigh-

“... I went there.”

“Ah, welcome. Reigns. I just finished saying hello.”

“I see. Well, we have loaded all the items you requested, but please come out and check one more time.”

Everyone stood up as Raines came in to replace Peria, who could not use one arm, and took out the ingredients for the cure that Peria had collected from the underground safe and loaded them all into a carriage.

When you go outside, what you see is the church's carriage hitched to Gombangi.

When I think about it now, I can't help but wonder how many times our church changed carriages in a short period of time, and the carriage that was previously destroyed in Eched and was newly arranged by a member of the Spy Order was unfamiliar and awkward.

Afterwards, Peria and Raines finished examining the luggage they had loaded into the carriage, and Raines got on the coach seat, and Aila told Gombangi that she was asking for us.

“Gombangi! Please take care of me? Peria, I'm not feeling well right now, so I have to drive slowly! got it? Really smooth! If you falter even a little, you'll be in big trouble!”

“If anyone hears it, they will think you are transferring an invoice.”

“As time passes, it may become worse than the invoice~.”

“... Mr. Yai-”

“Cookukukuk- Smile, oppa. Because it's a joke.”

While listening to Feria's jokes that I can't help but laugh at, I also get on the carriage and pack up my luggage.

“Raines. Please. Please stop Razael from doing anything strange beyond the contract.”

“... I will do as much as I can.”

It was a bonus to see Reigns and Astesia quietly talking about something on one side.

This carriage was a large carriage with separate luggage compartments and seating, and in the back were several coffins containing my spare body, Peria's luggage, and the church's funds, which had been exchanged with dwarven coins as much as possible.

And thankfully, it was surprisingly Tarator who helped me exchange the money into dwarven coins, as much as I could in a hurry.

'huh? You want to buy coins in a hurry, especially dwarven coins?'

'huh. Because it has a use. So, by any chance, is it possible? 'The only person I can ask for right now is you.'

'... I want to know what's going on, but if it's urgent, I guess I can resolve it quickly and hear about it later. 'Just leave it to me!'

To be honest, I didn't think I did much to Tarator, but he moved quickly.

It may be that they did it out of loyalty because they are in a collaborative relationship and have a connection from Tir no Nog and the Kingdom Alliance, or maybe the value of our church's name played a big role in carrying out this project, but Tarator In addition to the money we had entrusted to him, he also paid down the money he had planned to pay separately for the church anyway, and brought it all in dwarven coins.

so-

Squeak!

“... It's twice the amount of money I spent at Ars Magna before, it must be 10 times more.”

“I shouldn’t even think about converting this to gold.”

The opportunity felt in the money bag in the rear luggage compartment is clearly ample.

“Hurry!! Come up quickly!! Farewell!!!”

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Oh, it's so loud! I don't have strong legs like you!”

And behind the carriage, Ruba and Farewell, who had hurriedly packed up their belongings from the workshop below, loaded them one by one.

It seemed that Ruba, who happened to be visiting Farewell's workshop, heard Farewell's story and helped her pack.

like that-

All of us except one were ready to leave.

The wait didn't take that long.

...

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Comfortable steps.

Beyond the feeling of fun, even a cheerful sound of footsteps came from below, and we knew at once who was making the sound.

“Huh? It looks like preparations for departure have already been completed. I came here in a hurry, too.”

“... Razael.”

Rajael approached the carriage with an unusually smiling face.

That smiling face may have been created on purpose, thinking that it was the best revenge that could be given to everyone in the church who had no choice but to accept the current situation.

Or, it could have been a genuine laugh made because he was really happy that he could kill me every day from now on.

“Have you finished saying hello? There is no need for me to say hello to you, so get on quickly. I have to leave.”

After looking back at everyone in the church with cold eyes, she pushed me and the others into the carriage.

“Then, until I return, I will take care of your bishop with great care. So don't worry too much?”

bang!

Razael soon got into the carriage himself, closed the door, and opened the window, taunting everyone until the end.

“... Then, please leave.”

Kongkong-

“Yes.”

Farewell looks at us with an uneasy look on his face and slams the window behind him to signal Raines to start. Peria also frowns and looks at Razael.

Anyway, Razael-

“Please take care of me from today. Lee Rim, who killed his father. ”

He just crossed his legs and looked at us with a bright smile.

        
            The journey to Ars Magna.

It ends when you drive a carriage west from the parish and cross the border.

There are no villages to replenish supplies on the way to Arsmagna after crossing the border.

The journey to Ars Magna is a so-called smooth road without any threats.

It may take a bit of time, but considering the alliance of kingdoms that are infested with demonic beasts and other races just a short distance from the city, the road between the Empire and Ars Magna is almost guaranteed to be a comfortable journey that is no different from heaven.

In the first place, there is no such thing as a border.

All there is is a wide grassland and a wasteland.

It is said that the border of the grasslands is the land of the empire, and the wasteland beyond is 'probably' Ars Magna's territory.

It's 'probably' anyway.

It may be because Gloria is close to the Steyer royal family, but neither the empire nor Arsmagna has ever fought over the extent of the border.

However, the reason both sides do not care about it in the first place is that, from the empire's point of view, even though Gloria is all it has, it not only maintains its proper function, but is also used as a transit point by numerous merchants, and Arsmagna is a city-state that has no reason to turn hostile. .

In particular, the wasteland, which is the border of Ars Magna's territory as seen by the empire, was left untouched because there were no imperial citizens willing to put in the effort to cultivate the fertile soil, and instead of putting up a huge wall, a border guard consisting only of mounted troops was installed along the border. It is also a form of handing over the horses of the garrison because it was difficult for the empire to patrol the wasteland with no grass for days on end.

On the other hand, from Arsmagna's point of view, aside from the police force that was originally set up to make the minimum human judgment inside the city, the city-state's main force is only Gloria, so the wasteland, which has no other way to be utilized, is literally of no use so far. I left it there because it wasn't there, and that's all I can say about it.

This semi-wasteland, semi-grassland land between the Empire and Arsmagna is a land where no one but merchants pass by.

Since there is no village, the only place to sleep is to build a fire near the road, keep watch, and set up camp, making it a tedious journey.

And that, of course, is a rule that applies to the carriage we rode in, just like other travelers and merchants heading to Ars Magna, and today too, we parked the carriage next to the road and lit a fire.

However, I am actually a long way away from where the bonfire was lit.

And not alone, but looking directly into the eyes of a woman who was sitting on top of me and looking down at me.

'It's sparkling.'

Even though he is on top, his eyes are vibrant with the night light reflected from the surrounding plants.

When I looked at those eyes, I thought for a moment that they were beautiful,

Sigh!

'Ugh - cancel.'

Soon, the feeling of the dagger penetrating my chest and the pain that immediately followed made me regret the thoughts I had just a moment ago.

“...”

Boo!

The reason he thrust the dagger so forcefully into my chest and lowered it down was,

Razael Sain Tion.

She is the granddaughter of the commander of the Helias Corps whom I killed, and is much older than me. She is my only daughter, and she is also the woman who targeted me for revenge.

“...”

Pot!

Instead of going deep, the dagger was pulled out after a brief stabbing.

The blood that splattered from my body got on Razael's face, but she didn't care at all.

Paan-

'It's burdensome.'

Rather, as if this opportunity was precious, Razael watched the blood flowing from my body and carefully considered what kind of death he should give me today.

And I-

'I hope it ends quickly.'

I can only wait patiently for her revenge to end today.

“... Do it quickly, right?”

“Shut up.”

Of course, I tried to carefully urge him out of my mouth, but the fact that he was immediately rejected and my opinion was not accepted was an added bonus.

‘A week, no. 'One more week and one more day, is this the 8th day?'

It's already the 8th night.

Razael followed us with an offer to persuade the alchemists from the Alliance of Kingdoms, and in return, requested that we release the restrictions on the slave's necklace and allow him to kill me as many times as he wants.

I was willing to do anything to heal Peria's body, and this was a condition I accepted because I wanted to receive at least Razael's help to rule out any possible irrationality as much as possible.

So Razael followed us and killed me every day like he promised.

However, it is not the case that they rushed to kill each time they had the opportunity, regardless of time and place.

There were restrictions from the beginning.

Razael didn't realize it, and I didn't even think about it, but it was a condition that Periana Farewell, who was moving with us, and Raines, who loaded my spare body into the carriage, knew of course.

The journey to Ars Magna takes 12 days.

The maximum load of spare bodies of soul bottles that can be loaded on a carriage pulled by Gombangi is 20.

I don't know how to die and be resurrected by being engulfed in flames like Peria, or to be resurrected before your eyes like Scarlett, as if the fact that you died was denied.

Since my resurrection is based on a soul disease, if I die, I will only be resurrected in the nearest spare body.

So, in fact, even though Razael had asked to be allowed to kill me indefinitely, it was only after the carriage had already departed that she realized that the number of times she could kill me on this journey was limited.

“... Tsk!”

So, Razael is carefully poking me again today.

'I was a real madman the first day.'

On the first day, Razael felt like he was not really an avenger, but rather a murderer riding in the carriage.

Razael got on the carriage that had departed from the parish and looked at me intently.

All day.

Even when I stop the carriage for a moment to eat at lunchtime, and when the sun sets in the evening and I can't see clearly.

She waited.

endlessly.

Until the time comes.

Until the perfect time comes to kill me.

Just because she is Razael does not mean she is a woman who does not pursue rationality.

She knew that if she stabbed me, blood would flow from my body and that the blood would stain the carriage.

Even if he was Razael, he had no intention of sitting on his butt, covering the inside of the carriage he had to ride during the long journey of 12 days with sticky blood that could never be washed off.

So she waits and waits-

We waited until evening when the carriages were no longer moving.

“Follow me.”

“... Okay.”

After lighting the fire and preparing dinner, Razael called me out loud in front of Feria and Farewell.

“...”

“Ha...”

Peria glared at Razael and Farewell sighed deeply as if she was out of breath, but Razael didn't stop and I followed her to keep my promise.

The first day we greeted like that-

Rather than the original goal of revenge, it is a gruesome murder that unleashes accumulated anger.

He died three times on the first day.

It wasn't just that I died, but the first time I was stabbed, stabbed, stabbed, and stabbed again, and was mercilessly torn to pieces, which was the first death I faced at the hands of Razael.

“Aaaa!!!”

She screamed and cried and stabbed me repeatedly until she killed me.

After that, I was resurrected in a spare body prepared in the carriage, and went back down the hill to Razael.

When I came back after being resurrected for the second time, Razael this time plunged the sword into my heart and asked in a hoarse voice with tears in his eyes.

“... Why, why did you kill my father?”

“... Because we couldn’t just stand by and watch what your father tried to do.”

“Even if you had just left it alone, you could have safely crossed over to the empire in the end. For those of you who will abandon the kingdom anyway, you no longer have to worry about what my father does.

“I couldn’t do that. Because we knew everything, we were in the position of people who could predict what would happen. So we couldn't remain silent and leave quietly, because we thought about the people who will die in the future because of your father.”

“Even though Grace’s territory was ruined because of that? Even though my father, who was supposed to stop the devil who killed so many people, disappeared because of you and this happened?”

“... Grace's territory is probably the territory that your father protected and will continue to protect. But that cannot last forever, and even if most of the people who live there are people who survived thanks to your father, it does not mean that they can be used as a sacrifice to extend your father's life... That is not the case. That was my thought.”

“... I know. I know. I know... that...”

Razael knows everything.

Originally, I didn't know.

She was in the capital, and she had not been to the capital since the corps commander returned with his arm cut off.

Even though he simply heard that his father had lost his arm, he had no choice but to welcome the countless people who came to maintain his friendship with the corps commander in order to ease the burden on his mother.

Afterwards, the only letter he received was that he was healthy even though his arm was cut off and that the treatment was going well, so there was nothing to worry about, and that it was his birthday coming up soon, and all he received was a letter asking if there was anything he wanted. It was full of the bravado that fathers often show to their children and wives. It was a letter, but at the same time, it was a letter containing the determination of a man who, as a man responsible for a family, must maintain his position as a corps commander until the end in order to protect his family and his wife's family.

Peria told Razael all the facts.

It is said that when Feria remained in the parish with Razael due to the affairs of the former Dun Priest County, Feria told Razael everything that had happened, including our situation and what the corps commander had planned to do.

So Razael now knows.

What kind of condition was his father in, and why should he not have killed people?

But still, she-

“Even if I know... Even if I know... I don’t think my father did anything wrong...!”

Sigh!

I had no choice but to take my family's side and my father's side.

        
            Sigh!

'Tsk...!'

Razael pulled out his dagger and struck it down once again.

A heart with two holes in it and a dagger still stuck in it is a wound that will never heal as long as the dagger is in place, even if it has the ability to regenerate.

So, if I had to choose, the best option would be to cut off the magic flowing into my regenerative ability and die.

But for some reason I couldn't do that.

Razael is glaring at me as if he had stabbed my heart.

We are the avenger and the target who now know everything about each other.

I told him exactly what we were thinking at the time, and Razael still chose to support his father.

However, it is not tainted by ideology.

Fight!

Tuk!

Razael's tears falling down my face also contained resentment toward his father.

If she really thought that the corps commander's choice was a reasonable one, instead of shedding tears, she would have turned into a murderer like the first time she killed me and stabbed me to death again and again.

But now she is crying because she does not accept the choice her father made as a rational choice.

She, like those of us who made the choice to kill the commander, clearly recognized that her father, Helias Saine Tion, was doing something wrong.

Of course, determining right and wrong is not absolute, but based on human standards, but Helias's thought at the time that it was okay for the lives of the people she saved to be used for herself was wrong. It was done.

but-

However, in the end, Helias is her father, so Razael stabbed his sword into my heart and took the family's side.

So I decided to hold on as long as I could.

There are two holes in my heart, and the blood is flowing out non-stop, making me feel dizzy. I wonder if there is no more blood to flow out, but I deliberately do not cut off the magic flowing into my regenerative ability and look down at myself. Bo looks into Razael's eyes.

and-

Just like the Heavenly Demons did, I tried to ‘understand’ her.

Surprisingly, the conclusion came quickly.

If I were in the same situation, I would probably act and think the same way as Razael.

If the way to prevent Peria's death was to sacrifice others, he might have done it even if others opposed it.

In reality, a different method would have to be used to treat Peria's body, and if that time came, I think it would have been very unlikely that I would have actually put it into practice because I have the position of bishop of a religious denomination, and besides, I don't think Peria would have wanted that. Although I think so.

But first of all, not to Razael.

Unlike me, who still has Peria alive and has a chance, to her, her father's death is already in the past and over, so the only thing she can do is cry and ask me why I killed her.

Now, there is no longer any way for the woman named Razael Sain Tion to meet Helias Sain Tion.

There is no way to appease him after meeting his dead father and criticizing him, and even now he wants to find another way.

So, instead of calling my father's death a wrongful death, she was stabbing me even though she judged it to be a wrong action even by her own standards.

And at that point, my body, drained of blood beyond its limit, was beyond what it could endure.

The second death I faced like that.

With tears in his eyes, Razael plunged the dagger into my heart and pressed it while looking at me until my breath stopped.

Was that why?

Perhaps because the previous two scenes were so intense, I don't remember the third death.

So that's the first night.

And today, a week has passed since then.

Afterwards, Razael became calm again.

After researching to show the people of the church how I died as cruelly as possible, and finding a way to kill me so that I could not be resurrected later, I looked for parts that I thought were my weaknesses so that the assassination would never fail.

Although it is a soul disease that resembles a human, there are definitely some aspects that are different from humans, so she, who is not a magician, must figure that out on her own.

By groping with my hands and stabbing with my sword, I try to find a weak spot that can cause as much pain as possible and at the same time stop the body's movements for a moment.

A move that I wonder if the first anatomist who decided to dissect how the human body was made would have been so cautious.

To the extent that you may think so, Razael literally explored the soul disease called 'Irim' to the depths of my inner self.

and-

That day too, I died until the end of the night, looking at Razael, who cut me into pieces with a cold face and looked at me with blood splattered or not.

-------------------------------

“... I’m here.”

“...”

However, no matter how much Razael kills me or how he kills me, this is a more awkward time than that.

A carriage where Peria falls asleep after taking medicine, and Farewell also falls asleep while doing his own thing.

Reigns is cleverly sitting on the side of the carriage, sleeping with only a blanket wrapped around him.

Tatak! Tatak! Tick!

Besides, while I was guarding the bonfire, which was making a loud noise today as if there was any firewood with moisture in it among the firewood I had picked up to start the fire after my resurrection, Razael, whose hair and upper body were all wet with water, came over and sat in front of the bonfire.

dump-

“...”

It's always like this.

After Razael kills me enough, I resurrect and guard the fire, and after Razael washes off his blood at the nearby water, he comes and sits in front of the bonfire.

No talking.

The only time Razael asks questions is when she is alone with me.

Other than asking why he killed his father, we've never actually had a conversation.

So even today, even though two people are sitting in front of the bonfire, silence reveals the greatest presence.

I fall asleep while waiting until the pain of Razael's death is forgotten, and Razael's emotions from dissecting me with his sword subside.

However, in front of the bonfire, where I thought this day would end in a frustrating way, something strange happened.

Sreuk-

It was when I got up to go to bed.

“It’s there.”

“... What?”

“Sit there again.”

As Razael was about to leave, he looked up and gave an order.

There is no reason to follow.

From here, it's a choice whether to just please her or to treat her coldly, saying that there is no reason to follow the conditions since they were not absolute commands.

But I could see her eyes.

...knock-

...knock-

...

...again-

The water hasn't dried yet, so the water that runs down the hair flows down to the bottom of the chin, and then falls when it feels like it's formed enough.

It was Razael, whose appearance was no different from that of a mouse that had fallen into the water. His eyes were not dead, but at the same time, his eyes seemed to be yearning for something.

It's not the kind of grumpy or revengeful way to keep me from going to sleep.

Parrr-

Razael's fingers were trembling.

Although the day was cold, my wet body did not shiver due to low body temperature.

She is now trying to avoid having no one around her.

The only person awake is me.

So she asked me to sit in front of her again and I-

I just ignored her request and tried to leave.

“I’m sorry, but I have to wake up early tomorrow too-”

And that-

Razael stopped again.

“Take responsibility.”

“... What?”

A commanding request that I simply refused to listen to because there was no reason to listen to it.

Razael stopped me again, telling me to take responsibility. I was curious about what she would say, so I looked back and asked her.

“... I don't know. Because everything, everything is because of you. Take responsibility.”

But what came back was an abstract answer.

Of course, she knows that that answer isn't enough to stop me.

“... No. it's okay. go away. Disappear before my eyes.”

But Razael said only that and lowered his head.

In that case, it would have been okay to just go ahead and do it.

But I, somehow-

As I kept looking at Razael, I began to substitute my present self for her.

What if Peria died?

What if everyone in the church, not just Peria, died?

That too, if everyone was killed by one target and I was the only one who survived.

If I lost everything.

I wonder if I too am doing the same thing as Razael.

It's meaningless.

I'm not Razael, I'm just in a slightly similar situation to her.

And, determined not to regret it, he killed Helias Sain Thion.

Still, my surroundings, which are much better than hers, are a bit unstable, so to put it on her and say that I understand it is,

That is hypocrisy.

'still-'

Still, I

Even so, I

In that case, anyone would be fine.

Even if it's the enemy who killed your father, it's okay.

For a moment, I felt so isolated and in front of someone who wanted someone nearby.

Even if that person is someone who somehow tries to destroy everything-

I sat down again, thinking that I should be next to him.

dump-

“...”

“...”

Tatak! Tatak-

Tatak...

...

...

...

Even the less dry trees seemed to have all burned down now.

We stayed there until we fell asleep, looking at the bonfire that had started to burn quietly again.

And soon, Razael appears to have fallen asleep in his sitting position, and I too, just as my eyes are starting to close, I'm leaning against the tree trunk and just before I'm about to fall asleep...

“... bastard.”

Razael's swear words, however, felt like they were uttered with a slightly different emotion than the tone he usually uttered, and I completely fell into sleep.

        
            ‘Tannae. 'It smells amazing.'

Xian lifts his sleeve to cover his nose at the smell of soot that comes from the tip of his nose, but does not stop walking towards the source.

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

'Refreshing. Thanks to you, my nose is pierced. 'My nose was in a bit of a bad condition this morning.'

Of course, it is best to avoid the burnt smell, but luckily for Xian, a smell that he had not smelled in a while tickled the tip of his nose, and his sense of smell, which was not in a good condition, came back as if it was a memory of the battlefield.

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

widely.

And at that point, Sian stopped at a crossroads.

A road divided into 10 branches.

From there, the people you meet change depending on how you take your steps.

At the back of Xi'an is her shrine, located west of the 10-branch road, and there is a mansion boasting the beauty of an Eastern religious order built solely for her as a saint.

From the mansion where you can get lodging and lodging, walk straight along the path to the main gate, stop at the intersection, and take the southern path to the right. This will lead you to the outer temple of Red Purge. If you look to the left, on the other side, you will reach the northern end. If you walk along a road that is much bigger than the other roads in , you will come to the main church building where the Pope and Tsar of Red Purge reside.

In addition, if you follow the paths along the main pavilion, including the temple of Hirem on the east, all you see are the residences of saints.

They are called by different names, such as temples, castles, mansions, and sanctuaries, and each has its own form and style, but in fact, there are only a few saints currently staying there.

'Sincerity. Now that the wish ceremony has begun, the festival saintess will not be at the main school, and is probably wandering around the empire by now. Do you say workaholic in iketerm? A mind that enjoys the combination of work and hobbies. There is no need to worry as she is a festival saint who loves dancing.'

First, Sian deliberately removed all the dull tiles, laid down a colorful carpet with his own money, and then looked at the road that was made of a unique material that made a cheerful sound when you started dancing, whether in shoes or bare feet.

This is the type of noise that Xian, who enjoys noise, hates the most. At one point, he wondered if the festival saint had deliberately changed the interior to drive away the person who always came to her place to nag her. .

The saint of those festivals is not present right now because of the wish ceremony.

So, as Sian stood at the intersection, he turned his gaze in the opposite direction.

'absence. 'The plague saint cannot be in this palace in the first place.'

On the other side, the dull road, the pure road that was built in the early days and which, unlike the festival saint, had just finished construction without any intention of intervention on the part of the saint, leads to the sanctuary where the plague saint resides.

However, in reality, the Saint of Plague is not here, and she still diligently stays outside the church, near the land of plague in the east of the empire, taking on the curses of countless different races and demons pouring towards the imperial family, and working with the Plague Knights on purification missions. is being performed.

In addition, Sian stood at the crossroads and looked around the rest of the road.

These are all paths for saints, but most of the saints are currently outside the religious order.

There are saints who are outside the church because it is 'physically' and 'role-wise' impossible to stay in the church, and it has been urgently reported that the seal of the sanctuary where the devil is sealed seems to have been twisted, so they hurried to sit down with the Cardinal Comondor early in the morning. There is also a saint who said.

Also, among the saints' dwellings, there remains the dwelling of a saint who is currently in a state of absence and was called the saint of lust, and one that has been left empty because there is no suitable saint to enter the dwelling.

so-

South is the entrance.

To the north is the Tsar's palace.

To the west is Saint Reflector Xian.

To the east is Hirem Brigade, the Saint of Destruction.

Also, if you walk along the fork in the road on the left and right sides of the Tsar's Palace, there are two places for the saints' residences, and on the other side, there are two places on the diagonal road on either side of the entrance, so it is a place that must be heavily guarded by a total of eight saints. This is the direction of the Red Purge main school, but-

“Ha... heartbreak. We, the saints, wonder when we will all be able to meet in one place.”

In fact, unlike the 8 places of saints in the Red Purge, there are only 6 in the current era, and the only saints who remain within the church to protect the Tsar are Xian and Hirem Brigade.

“Well, that’s it.”

Still, Sian took a step back, as the reason she came out of her current residence was not to meet other saints who were not present.

Sniff-sniff-

“Focus. Well then, shall we go?”

...Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Xian walks straight ahead from the intersection and walks toward Hirem's residence to the east.

The paths leading to the other saints' residences all have their own unique characteristics, but Hir'em's residence is so huge that it seems like it was built with all of Red Purge's wealth.

The long, pure white tiles and the majestic pillars next to it are the centerpiece of the temple of Hirem, so large that it can be intimidating.

In the past, before Hirem became a saint, the temple was the residence of other saints throughout the ages and has had many names, but among priests of the current sect, the huge temple called the Thunderbolt Palace, Lightning Hall, and Thunderbolt Spot is a name for Hirem. It is a temple whose appearance matches the image people have of it.

Soon, the temple grew bigger and closer, so much so that Xian's eyes could not capture it all. Even after only walking a short distance, Xian, who was starting to feel out of breath, knocked on the huge door.

Knock knock-

“... Phew- Hirem. Do you have it?”

However, Sian did not knock and wait.

Because I knew the door wouldn't open.

Mei profit-

“Then, let’s go in.”

Xian immediately opened the door and went inside.

Originally, this would have been done by the priestesses staying at the temple.

Since it is a temple where a saint resides, it is not as if there are no servants that Hir'em can command, nor is it that Hir'em deliberately casts them out.

Because the temple of Hir'em is huge, in order to clean and maintain it, it is natural that there must be a number of priests and servants volunteered from among the faithful.

However, on days like today when I was shaking, Sian knew that the servants would temporarily take refuge outside the temple, so he opened the door on his own and went inside.

Xian, who walked all the way inside-

“...”

Kongkong!

In the hall on the first floor of the spacious temple, he found Hirem sitting on top of a pile of ashes so high that he had to look up, and to get her attention, he folded the umbrella he was wearing over his shoulder and knocked on the floor.

“... Oh, is it cyan?”

To ensure that his efforts to attract attention were not in vain, Hir'em, who had his back to Xian, raised his head and then completely turned around, spotting Xian who had just arrived at the bottom on a pile of ashes.

'answer. It was when the anger slowly subsided.'

And after seeing her expression, Sian sighed in relief because it was confirmed that his prediction was correct.

In fact, Hir'em Brigade was very angry a moment ago.

Xian also heard about the reason.

Saint Hirem Brigade of the Red Purge was sitting down to rest in Leven, the parish of the Deshade Church, during the wish ceremony.

However, even though she used the gate, church members came to her earlier than expected and urged her to return for safety reasons, and Hirem had no choice but to follow them.

So she had been angry ever since she returned, but then she came up with another good plan and put it into action.

'Impatient. Shortly after returning to the diocese, Hirem sent an invitation to the Bishop of Deshade. There was no time to stop it. I couldn't believe it. Rather than telling the Pope, the Cardinal, or the priests of the church so that it wouldn't reach my ears, I personally hired an errand boy to send the letter. Well, what did you think if you wrote down important information about the church there and it was leaked to the outside world? Censorship is an important thing.'

What she did was invite.

Hirem sent Bishop Irim an invitation to visit his temple at the Red Purge main church, and the letter arrived in Leven, the diocese of the Deshade Church. Until the reply came back, no one within the Red Purge knew that Hirem had sent the letter without their knowledge. I didn't realize I had sent it.

However, even though Xian did not notice the existence of the invitation letter, he knew that it was an invitation made not by Hirem's impromptu, but by his own calculation of the possibility of acceptance of the invitation.

As far as Xian knows, this is Bishop Lee Lim of the Deshade Church, who promised to be a gambling friend at Rugal's main church, Tir no Nog, where the Knight's Festival was held.

Hirem remembered that, and as soon as he returned to the parish, he remembered the promise he had made at the time.

Rather, there is no way Hirem, who had never had a single person he could call a friend, could forget the conversation he had with him, in which he offered to be his friend for the first time in his life.

So, she thought that if she couldn't leave the parish due to the church's overprotection, she could simply invite Lee Rim to her parish.

Because we are friends.

Because I made a promise.

By Hir'em's standards, the concept of a friend as she understands it is that a friend is one who comes to meet you whenever you ask her to meet you.

And he had sworn with his own mouth that he would respond to her call at any time unless Camellia did something.

'of course. There were no problems up to that point. The problem came after that.'

However, what actually happened was right after that.

Hirem, who had to stay at the parish during the wish ceremony, remembered his promise, happily wrote a long letter and sent it to the Deshade church's parish without anyone trying to stop him.

But the letter-

It failed to fulfill its original role as written there.

A reply to the letter stating that Lee Rim is currently absent from the parish and that since his destination is Ars Magna, he can only return after the wish ceremony.

And at Hirem's temple, where I held that letter in my hand this morning, lightning had struck several times since morning, and ashes were fluttering in the air.

        
            ... Crispy!

Gray snow is falling on the white-colored temple.

When Sian saw the ashes, he thought about opening his umbrella, but he thought it would not be polite, so he let the ashes fall on his shoulder.

Instead, she asked a question to the person responsible for creating the ashes, which can be considered a conversion of inefficient material resources.

“Question. So are these the results, the answers you gave? Saint Hirem.”

“... I don't know how far he thought before asking the question after calling out to someone, but I'll tell you it's roughly correct. Saint Xian.”

Hir'em looked down at Xian with a cold face, and although he didn't know what she meant by asking him a question, he knew that the question itself was a question she had asked after seeing the gray ash she had created, so she answered in a calm voice.

Of course.

Xian is a person inside the fence of Hirem, one of the people who serve the various gods of the Red Purge Church, and as a saint, she is someone who protects the temple, the Pope, and the Church like herself.

Currently, Hirem is angry because the letter he sent to Irim was returned with a letter stating that he could not respond to his invitation, but it would be wrong to take out his anger on Xian, and even now, he is still angry and cold. I feel sorry for answering with my voice.

Although many people in the Red Purge still fear Hir'em, Hir'em has never once wielded her power against the people inside the fence, and that is an iron rule that she considers more important than anything else.

So, no matter how much the people inside the church feared him, Hir'em treated them just as coldly as they did, and no matter how angry Hir'em was, he did not relieve his anger by punishing them unreasonably.

Instead, she took out her anger on other 'legitimate' people.

At the time, most of the members of the Red Purge Church were leaving the church due to a wish ceremony.

There were only two saints staying at the main church to watch over the Pope, Sian and Hirem, and the cardinals were also busy leading the pilgrimage routes and supplying supplies for the priests spread throughout the empire.

And a few days ago, a group of unscrupulous assassins of a different race, taking advantage of the chaos, invaded the church.

They are a different race that has been grinding its teeth against the Red Purge for a long time.

The beastmen who call themselves jackals were so proud that they chose to fight against Stayer instead of submitting to them, and eventually they were pushed out by the Empire and lost their land, and what has settled on that land is the current Red Purge.

So the jackals took this opportunity and secretly sneaked into the diocese to assassinate the Pope with 14 elite assassins.

But of course, the assassins were caught by Xian, who already knew this and had laid a trap for them, and were imprisoned after extracting enough information.

And those assassins are clearly people outside Hir'em's fence, and they are ultimately executed prisoners who are influenced by the privilege granted by the Imperial Family to decide on their own in the Red Purge the method of execution.

So the words are-

Passs...

Hirem is sitting up now, and every time he kicks, a pile of ashes are fluttering in the air.

There have been constant screams since morning.

From the tips of your fingers, from the tips of your toes.

Eyes, gums, ears.

It is a word that was slowly burned by red lightning and turned into ashes after being used like a glass bottle in flower arrangements.

However, Sian doesn't care about that.

“So, are you thinking about accepting my offer now? Cyan?”

In the first place, Xian did not come here with the purpose of calming down the angry Hirem.

“Accept. After much thought, I became convinced that this was for the good of the empire beyond the church.”

It was Hirem who summoned Xian.

And what Hir’em is planning is,

By the Saint Hirem Brigade of the Red Purge,

About Astesia, a saint of the Deshade Church.

Referral to [Heresy Trial].

Hir'em had already expressed to Sian that he would help her refer Astesia to a heresy trial, and Sian had come to see her today to respond.

“Hehehe, hehehe, kehahahahahahahaha!!!”

So Hirem, who got the answer he wanted, smiled cheerfully.

The heavy breath that comes out with her laughter causes ashes to swirl around, but they do not stain her clothes.

Tatak!

Ta-ta-ta-dak!

It's a joke!

This is because the red sparks that began to fly around her did not allow them to stain her clothes.

Soon, Hirem, after laughing for a while, jumped out of the ashes with a refreshed face and faced Sian.

Swish!

Tatak!

“Hahahaha... I like it. Thank you for asking me to help you. Cyan.”

“When will you start preparing?”

“You’ll have to take some time. We will see when the time is right. There is already enough evidence and witnesses. All Xian needs to do for me is connect me with the nobles who will participate in the Inquisition team. ”

Saint Hirembrigade of the Red Fudge Church refers Saint Astesia of the Deshade Church to a heresy trial.

That's what Hir'em is preparing to send a warning to Irim, who has gone so far away that he can't accept the invitation letter he sent-

Saint Xian was a person hired by Hirem to show a movement that could fill the inquisition team that would be formed when the Heresy Trial was held with people who would support the Red Purge.

Coincidence of interests.

One part is to make Irim reflect on himself.

On the other hand, the other side is anxious that if the existence of Astesia is left alone, the church, including the empire, may one day suddenly be destroyed by great danger.

‘Ah, it’s good. So good. That's enough. I also got evidence. The magic power of the great devil obtained through Liu Dian's hands. Magical power so dense that if wizards and priests of other denominations do a little research, anyone can realize just how deeply connected the Archdemon Asmodeus and that damned succubus saint are. This will serve as evidence. If this were the case, even Camellia wouldn't be able to make a sound. So, Bishop Lee Lim. In order to prevent a saint from your church from being brought to trial for heresy, you will have to come see me. That would be the only way to begin with. I won't let you go so easily, Bishop. Huhuhu... Huhuhuhuhu... Huhuhahahahahahahaha!'

Hirem planned all of this to show that this is what will happen if you don't take care of him.

Xian now clearly recognized that even if he was not Cheon Ik-song, Hirem Brigade's personality was definitely on the crazy side.

However, Hir'em's existence not only plays a very important role in the Red Purge's military power, but in this case, Hir'em Brigade 'directly' referred the heresy trial without Xi'an having to make complicated moves. , Sian supported Hir'em's decision because he saw it as an advantage that his intentions would be hidden from other groups.

‘Saint Astesia. The power you showed in Eched is clearly a power that went too far. The Appearance of Asmodeus. If the epiphany occurred in the capital, if it occurred in our church's main church, and even if the time of the epiphany was not a brief epiphany as before, but a permanent epiphany - the empire would inevitably fall. So I have no choice but to judge you as someone who must be ousted. This will be something that not even Princess Camellia can prevent. If the situation arises, I plan to use the fact that I can keep quiet about what happened in Eched as a weapon to make them back down.'

If jealousy is the driving force that moves Hirem,

The reason that made Xian move was fear.

Asmodeus, who appeared in Astesia's body in Eched, and Xian, who directly embodied the power of the ancient great devil, chose this as the best.

The best to protect the church and the empire.

The fear that if left untouched, the empire could collapse one day when it appears once again due to the devil's whim.

So, as always, Xian made a big decision this time to protect the people who live in the country and religious order.

Even at the end-

Even if everyone in the church, including Bishop Lee Lim, ends up holding a grudge against him.

but-

Therefore, the two people were actually having a conflict of opinions.

What Hir'em wants is to bring Irim to the main school of Red Purge by showing his 'movement' to refer Astesia to heresy trial.

In fact, she thought that she did not want to be completely hated by Lee Rim, so she planned to abandon her intention to refer the case to heresy trial as soon as she received a moderate amount of comfort and apology from Lee Rim.

So, in order to show he is preparing for the Heresy Trial, he only pretends to meet the nobles who will be members of the inquisition team that Xian introduced him to, but in reality, he has no intention of submitting it to the Heresy Trial -

Unlike Hirem, Xian 'in earnest' and 'officially' helped to refer Astesia to the Heresy Trial in the name of Hirem under the banner of the imperial family, and by dragging the Heresy Trial until the end and throwing him out, he became the leader of the Red Purge. He was thinking of risking everything to expel Astesia, who could be a potential bomb for the empire and the church, out of the empire.

Therefore, while Hir'em views Sian as a helper who only pretends to do it and tries to briefly help him with his plan to quit midway,

Xian, on the contrary, has a plan in mind to use Hirem thoroughly to oust Astesia from behind-

“Well, please continue to look after me. Saint Xian.”

“Answer. I really look forward to not letting go of our hand of cooperation until the very end. Saint Hirem.”

The two people smiled at each other and confirmed their mutual understanding as they planned a referral to the Heresy Trial in the middle of the temple where ashes were swirling around.

        
            A journey spanning 12 days.

It is said to be extremely fast.

It was a carriage pulled by Gombangi, so it was about this distance. If the merchants traveled, the distance from Ars Magna to the Empire would take 20 to 30 days.

And since the only road between the two countries is wasteland and grassland, it is difficult to see the demonic beast, but it is still that distance.

Gombangi was worried that I was overtaxing him every time, so he drove the carriage while allowing me to take some leisurely breaks in between, but even so, we were able to arrive at Ars Magna quickly.

“Admission fee is-”

“3 silver coins per person, isn’t that 3 silver?”

“I see when you came here. Just looking at their appearance, I thought they were just tourists.”

“I came here once after receiving an invitation from someone.”

“It was like that. Then a total of 12 silver.”

“Wait a minute.”

Be prepared to pay money to the security guard at the entrance, which doesn't even have a fence.

When the guard saw the coffins that didn't look like coffins loaded on our carriage, he thought they were people moving goods ordered by alchemists from somewhere at the top of Arsmagna.

Not surprisingly, there was no flag symbolizing the order on the carriage, and the carriage rescued by a member of the Spy Knights was a large carriage of the style often used by common imperial merchants, so he must have made that mistake.

Afterwards, I fastened the money pouch, which had been placed precariously next to the coach seat, on my waist for a moment and then looked up at the sky for a brief moment.

“It’s still the same. Those are.”

“Seeing that the viewer knows this, it is certain that I will visit again.”

As I look at the mechanical birds and watchers flying in the sky today as always, I feel like I am really back in Ars Magna.

That was the moment when I briefly looked up at the people watching and was about to hand out the silver coins that I had already taken out while waiting to pay the entrance fee.

The guard continued to stare intently at our carriage, which was an imperial carriage, and then looked up at me handing over the silver coins and chatting.

“Oh, indeed. And I don't know when I came here before, but since I came from the Empire, I should tell you the story of the changes that occurred in Ars Magna.”

“Change?”

“That’s right. It's great if it's a change, but it's also a change that makes the people of the empire think 'finally'.”

“Stop talking. Because I am the one who gets the attention of the people waiting behind me.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Anyway, Ars Magna has now started introducing credit cards like the Empire, so I was trying to say that if you brought a credit card that was used in the Empire, there would be no problem using it.”

“Huh? Is that real?”

“There’s no reason for me to lie, right? Really. I know that the story of introducing the system itself has been around for a while, but it only started being implemented about a month ago. Well, there is a decisive reason, but it would be a bit long to talk about it now, so find out about it later. Oh, that doesn't mean we won't accept existing currencies, so you can pay as is, but what are you going to do?”

“Well then... since I have taken out something, I will pay with this.”

Jangle-

Having received quite useful information for free in an instant, I placed a coin in the guard's hand.

Then he deftly accepted the silver coins with one hand, flicked his fingers, and then passed exactly three coins four times with his index finger, confirming the amount.

However, it didn't end there.

“And this... is my reward for providing good information.”

Jinglang-

Next, he opened his pocket for a moment and handed over two silver coins.

Peria once said:

You should be wary of people who approach you first and give you information, but if the other person is not someone who approaches you to deceive others but is just someone who is bored, if you show a small amount of favor, they will approach you kindly in the future.

So, in the current situation, the amount that is just right is 2 silver coins.

Building a network doesn't mean you have to prepare precious gifts and meet at a fancy restaurant every time, so showing this level of goodwill isn't difficult.

So I handed over the silver to the guard guarding this unfenced arch gate, who could tell right away when we entered the city, but who kindly observed our movements at the entrance and told us about the changes that had taken place in the city, and he accepted the additional money. He immediately put it in his breast pocket, smiled brightly, and greeted us again.

“It’s called Del Monte Lime.”

It is called “Irim.”

“Then Irim. I came to the city of alchemists, no. Welcome back.”

“Have a hard day. Del Monte.”

...ddd...

'How can the person's name be Delmont?'

After saying good-bye to the guard and saying goodbye, I finished saying hello and entered the city, when Farewell came out from behind the carriage and spoke.

“Neoksal is good? I know how to give money.”

“I learned it all from here and there. He stabbed me more than that, so tell me straight. It was a small favor for giving me good information.”

“That's it... Of course, Ars Magna has strict rules only for alchemists, but it doesn't matter because it's a very nice city to live in for ordinary people who open shops and security guards.”

It was Farewell, who craned his head and looked at the archway that was receding further and further behind.

Then she put her head forward again, looked at me, and began to speak a little louder so that her voice would not be drowned out by the surrounding noise that had become noisy as soon as she entered the city.

“After hearing the story a little while ago, it seems like it is slowly affecting this area.”

“What do you mean?”

“Evidence that the kingdom union is collapsing.”

“Huh? Where did you get that from what I said to that guy a little while ago?”

“How did you know, it was because of the credit card. A little while ago, security finally started accepting credit cards at Ars Magna, and it became clear just how dangerous the Kingdom Alliance was now in. Oh, wait a minute. Please leave some space next to me. I'll get off for a moment and then get back on.”

“Ah, yes.”

Rattling!

Tototototototo-

“Hand.”

“T-tea!”

Swish!

thud-

Soon, Farewell was sticking his head out from the back of the carriage, and perhaps thinking that it would be a bit difficult to continue talking in that position, since it was a slow-moving carriage inside the city anyway, he quickly opened the door, got out, and walked quickly onto the coach seat. After climbing up with my help, he continued what he had just said.

“Anyway, the people of Ars Magna, who were in a neutral position, gradually became confident about how the situation would unfold in the future, and most people decided that it would be better to deepen their friendship with the empire rather than the kingdom union.◦# ◦

The leader of Ars Magna is Gloria.

However, she is quite bothered about managing the city, so she is not the real leader, the one who wields absolute power like the king or emperor, but takes on the role of spokesperson for all the people living in this city-state and makes sure the city functions properly. Management stops at the point where things keep going.

And now, it is the residents living in Ars Magna who are suggesting new plans to further develop the city.

In particular, the way Gloria accepts the opinions of residents is that people must gather an organization and its representative should stand in front of Gloria and speak about the need for introduction of a system or a new urban plan, or collect signatures from more than a few people to meet. It is not the case that the conditions are met.

Arsmagna says that if each person has a better proposal to reform the city, they can write down the improvement plan on a piece of paper and put it in the submission box in front of Gloria's tower, and Gloria will read it someday.

“... Is it a radio? It's not like I'm receiving any listening news.”

“Huh? What is radio?”

“No, yes. There is such a thing. Anyway... So?”

“So, the way it has been done so far is that Gloria takes it out once a week, reads it, and immediately pushes forward with the good ones within the city budget.”

In this way, Gloria accepts the city's improvement plan from the countless people living in the city, from the elderly to children, from prostitutes in the back alleys to the branch manager of a famous store and an alchemist.

If she thinks that what is written in the note will lead to environmental changes that lead to great development of the city, she will promote it, but if she thinks that it may have the opposite effect or lead to a disruption in function, she will not accept it, and even if it is a fairly good system, many more will not accept it. They say that if you express your opposition, they will not pursue it either.

So, the introduction of this credit card has been talked about for a long time and is a good system for Ars Magna, but it is a system that has not been approved so far by people deeply involved in the kingdom union, but the balance related to it has been greatly shaken this time in Farewell. They explained that the credit card system had finally been introduced.

“This is a story I heard while I was with Gloria. Currently a credit card only used by Empire. The designer of the artifact that uses the trust of the Imperial Bank as collateral was actually Gloria. At the request of Princess Camellia, the empire requested and introduced it.”

“What is it? Did you do that? But why didn’t Ars Magna use it first?”

“At the time, most people in Arsmagna were from the Kingdom Alliance, so they said they did not welcome it.”

A type of credit card that allows money to be used by storing the property of an individual, a company or a group in a warehouse managed by the 'Imperial Bank'.

It is not that there are no banks in the city-state of Ars Magna, but when looking at their reliability, it is said that the banks in Ars Magna up until now were ultimately an extension of usury operated by individual external top companies, so there were many unstable factors in playing that role.

So, if they do, the credit cards used in Arsmagna should also be based on the Imperial Bank and take the form of an extension, but of course, people from the Kingdom Alliance will use the city's important economic system as a system based on a country's bank. He also did not welcome the idea of relying on the empire next door, which was not a union of kingdoms, and with whom he was currently not on good terms.

“Should Arsmagna, a neutral city-state, accept an economic system that relies on one country? Does it actually have the ability to pay for gold equivalent to the amount of currency deposited in the Imperial Bank? It can be seen and melted. The reason why the introduction of credit cards has been blocked so far is that they ultimately opposed the introduction, citing various reasons, such as whether it is possible to trust an artifact that only changes the number on the card, rather than a currency whose value is clearly guaranteed.”

“It is a call to maintain the form of a neutral city-state even if it dies soon, but in reality, it is a part of the mentality of the people of the Kingdom Union who tried to treat Arsmagna as a member of the Kingdom Union, or a vassal or vassal state.◦ #◦

“That’s right. But that is now a thing of the past, and something huge happened to the kingdom union that broke the balance, which is why people are now shouting without hesitation that Ars Magna should join the current currency system of the empire.◦# ◦

“... Huge task? Is that something I know?”

“Why are you talking like it’s someone else’s business? The person involved in the incident that caused that huge incident was Mr. Bishop. So, to sum it up clearly, this is the great incident that made all the city's alchemists think that they should give up the alliance of kingdoms and take advantage of the empire's momentum. That's right-”

And in the end, the environment of such conflict changed when a major incident occurred where the kingdom alliance began to collapse moment by moment.

“-The loss of soul soldiers, which could be said to be the foundation on which the kingdom union was barely maintained until now, and the irreparable disaster that occurred in the Grace domain. That's what caused the world to change so drastically.”

        
            I waved my arms vigorously, thinking that I should just stop dying and live like a human being.

In the world, it was at best the flap of a butterfly's wings, or the flap of the wings of an alien spirit with a lesser influence.

But those flaps of the wings knocked down something very small, which in turn knocked down other things, which in turn led to them knocking down something even bigger.

In this way, the kingdom union, which had once been stagnant in its destruction, began to move closer to destruction again.

And at the same time, thanks to the alliance of kingdoms that were collapsing, the empire was able to accelerate its pace of prosperity because all the people who had been worrying about the two countries were interested in the empire.

In the end, the Kingdom Alliance is a union of collapsing kingdoms joining forces to somehow survive.

On the other hand, an empire is literally an empire.

The empire, which did not hand over even a single piece of its territory even after going through the Great War, shows the contrast of the gap to the extreme due to the situation of the kingdom union next door, and the absoluteness and stability of that nation are reduced to the small scale of other humans across the sea and across the desert. It was passed down to tribes and small kingdoms.

In that case, although the Imperial Bank's credit card system cannot be used anywhere other than the Empire, there are problems with handling notes that are easy to forge the moment a credit card is used, coins that are heavy and difficult to carry as the business grows, and several other problems. Not only do you not have to carry around a thousand gold pieces of currency, but when you go outside the empire after completing business, the merchants at the imperial bank can exchange the currency with that much value into gold bars or coins used in the country in any way they want. You can go out.

So, even if the imperial bank has insufficient gold bars and foreign currencies than the actual deposits, it seems impossible for the empire itself to collapse no matter how one looks at it.

In the meantime, the liberation of soul soldiers, which could be said to be the last bastion of kingdom unity, occurred.

While the Empire is alive and well, the Alliance of Kingdoms must fight against the invasion of different races with only the two remaining legions, and the foreign races are invading the territory at every moment as they do and are continuously driving the surviving humans into the inland centers centered on the unified capital. Naturally, the countries that were looking at it from the outside came to the conclusion that it would be better to have an economic system similar to that of the empire so that they could rely on the empire in times of need.

“And then. Oh, put your ear closer-”

“Yes.”

Farewell, who had explained up to that point, suddenly lowered the sound significantly, moved closer to my ear, and told me the final, crucial story.

“This is a story I heard from Peria, but is there the Grace Territory in the Kingdom Union that the Bishop said he came from? Right now, the temporary commander there was continuing to block other races without the 3rd corps, and in the end, he was in a situation where he was unable to receive support from other corps, so I guess he asked for help from the empire.”

“What? Grace Estate was still alive?”

I couldn't help but be surprised by Farewell's words.

Grace territory guarded by the 3rd Legion, where the corps was in a state of destruction due to the descent of the devil, and even the corps commander disappeared.

It is relatively close to Ars Magna, and at the same time, it is a plain area very close to the border of the empire.

There, the remaining people of Grace Territory were unable to receive help from the 1st Corps, which was only focused on defending the integrated capital, and continued to block the foreign races that were pushing into the territory, but eventually found it was too much for them to hold out any longer with their own strength. It is said that he sent a letter saying that he would hand over his territory and that he would receive protection from the imperial army.

And while I was listening to Farewell's story, I heard the name of an unexpected person there.

“I was also very interested, so I listened to the story in detail... What was your name? Hyzen? Hynex? hyacinth? Bill...”

“... Isn’t it called Hygenic by any chance?”

“Huh? that's right. I remember it after listening to it. How did you know?”

“... Because it's someone you can't not know.”

Hygenic, the commander of the Grace Territory security force.

He survived and was in full command of the defense of Grace Territory.

Honestly, I thought my relationship with him ended there, but I never thought I would hear his name again through Farewell's mouth.

The commander of the corps was killed, the 3rd corps was destroyed, and even the cavalry consisting of knights, the only remaining force, was annihilated at the border of the empire, leaving nothing left. Hygenic suddenly took command of the entire remaining army.

But he didn't give up.

Although the spirit soldiers left and many people died, there were still many people and refugees in Grace Estate.

So he directly ascended to the position of commander.

The temporary commander and what he would do were decided from the beginning.

A defensive battle where survival is at stake.

A one-sided defensive war that never ends and has an indefinite end date.

Protect the collapsed walls against other races and extend the lives of those who survived.

Those who survived actively cooperated with him.

In the first place, there was no other way than that.

In order to save your own life, you must work hard on your own.

That's what the people of the Kingdom Alliance, where soul disease was eliminated, realized.

“Did you have the talent to be a commander, or did you persevere until you got there because you were trying to survive? Anyway, it's an interesting thing. While other cities only heard news of their annihilation or fall as time passed, Grace territory, which was thought to be the hardest hit, was somehow holding on.”

While he was holding on like that, Hygenic consulted with the lord of Grace Estate, who had also survived, and made a big decision.

In any case, the remaining forces of the Kingdom Alliance were busy protecting only the capital, so they decided to ask the empire for help rather than maintaining a hopeless siege.

“... Even if they are called traitors and traitors who sold out their country. I made a decision to save the remaining people. Is that the story?”

Doddd-

While Gombangi naturally headed to Gloria's Tower, I remembered our past relationship after hearing the news about Hygenic through Farewell.

An upright person-

It wasn't.

He was a person who was concerned about his own interests and was disgusted by things that went beyond his scope and did not want to touch anything.

still,

So he was someone I really got along with.

‘Hygenic. 'Are you alive?'

As we were moving to find Astesia, the image of him as the leader of the security forces moving forward to evacuate people and wishing each other good luck comes to mind.

And the fact that he survived makes me think that the world is not so bleak.

'If I get the chance, it would be nice to see you again.'

The act of Hygenic, who survived and became the general commander, was to hand over the Grace territory to the empire.

From the perspective of the Kingdom Alliance, it would be a traitorous act of selling out the country when the country's survival depended on it, and from the Empire's perspective, now that even the inviolability with the Kingdom Alliance has been broken and faded, they can now have the fertile land and excellent defense line called Grace Territory as their border. It is also an opportunity.

Even though the territory is still covered everywhere with curses caused by the appearance of the devil, and the walls and everything else are completely destroyed, it is still an offer that Camellia has no reason not to accept.

Although this wish is based on the assumption that he is still alive before Camellia accepts the offer and sends the troops, I have come to think that if I meet him again, I would like to have a drink together, which I was unable to do at the time, and share the afterlife.

but,

That will only be possible later.

“... Thanks for talking. Ah, still Farewell. I'm sorry, but could you please keep an eye on Peria from behind?”

“... Ah, okay. There's Reigns, but it's still uneasy to leave Razael and Peria together, that's why, right?”

“Yes. So, I’ll ask you a favor.”

“Any amount. It won't take long though. Because the tower is just around the corner.”

Gombangi is driving the carriage, so when he takes a quick look back, he sees Peria sleeping in the carriage with her head on Raines' lap, covered in a blanket.

It was a bit surprising that Reigns was lending his knee, but she may not have been paying much attention to begin with because she had just fallen asleep after being on watch all morning.

and,

“...”

Razael is also riding next to him, but she is also close to one side, leaning her arm on the window frame, as if making way for Peria.

Originally, when he got on the carriage, Rajael raised his leg on the chair without hesitation, as if he wanted to show that he was superior, without worrying about others.

But now, even Razael is reading the mood and taking steps to take care of Peria without even realizing it -

“Queunnng...”

Peria's physical condition had deteriorated rapidly.

'I don't think it's too late. From now on, we'll have to see it as real.'

Peria is suffering from paralysis in one arm and both legs, and constant pain in her stomach and back.

“...?”

“Now, take this. Spray it on Peria.”

“... I understand.”

Reigns, who was lending his knee to the groans, opened his eyes for a moment, took the spray he had received from Farewell, and sprayed it all over Peria's body, and the moans subsided.

Even now, after Farewell stopped the carriage and took the carefully prepared medicine, Peria finally lay down and fell asleep.

There can be no further delay.

We need to meet Gloria and ask her to tell us where the alchemists' workshop we need to meet is located, and then go right there with Razael.

so-

Doddd-

Told you.

As soon as Gombangi stopped the carriage, I jumped out of the carriage and hurriedly knocked on the tower door.

To be exact, it was the moment I was about to knock.

Let’s go!

The plain wooden door of the tower opened first, just as I was about to knock.

Not pushed or pulled, but from both sides.

And inside the door that opens like an automatic door -

“Welcome. The sick, the protector, the avenger... And, the homunculus who thought that the day we would meet again would be quite a long time in the future.”

“This time, you came to my tower with quite a variety of compositions. Of course, the difference this time is that I didn't invite you.”

“I have no intention of giving up just because of that. So hurry up and come in.”

Today, three Glorias dressed in maid uniforms and wearing monocles appeared to greet us.

        
            The three Gloria came out from the wooden doors that were open on either side.

As soon as I saw Gloria, I said hello and tried to think about how to lead the conversation, but-

It was completely blocked from the start.

“It’s been a while. Gloria-”

“That’s it for the greetings. Come inside. I'm doing an experiment that shouldn't be greatly affected by temperature differences upstairs. That's because the door you just opened changed in a rather unusual way. Still, I guess I should consider myself fortunate. If the experiment had been one that had to take into account air pressure differences, even if you guys had come, we wouldn't have been able to open the door until the experiment was over, but since it's an experiment that is greatly affected only by temperature differences, it doesn't matter as long as we welcome guests in lightly.◦# ◦

Gloria ends her greeting as soon as she sees her face, and tells her TMI about the fact that the door to the tower she was only slightly curious about had a very different appearance than before, as well as all the information she had never thought to ask out loud.

Even though I was caught up in it for a moment, I came back to my senses and tried to take control of the conversation, but even that failed.

“Ah, I see. So over there-”

“Yes. I get it. There are a lot of things you want to ask me right now, but you also have things you want to resolve quickly, so it's inevitable that you'll be impatient.”

“No. That's-”

“But that doesn't mean you know in your head that if you're too hasty, nothing will work out. So for now, take a seat. Looking at the Trickster's body over there, it seems that our alchemy treasure has used its power, but since he was a child who had been accumulating knowledge about magic tools rather than pharmacy, he was unable to make a proper medicine, so the pain inside his body was completely reduced. Looks like they couldn't let me lift it. If you wait just a little longer, I will make some medicine and take action.”

With Gloria guiding us up the stairs from the front and Gloria pushing our backs from behind, the people who had just gotten off the carriage quickly climbed the two floors of the tower.

As soon as she arrived at the stairs where there were flasks and other things like herbs, a heating table, and a magic furnace, Gloria wordlessly began rummaging through the drawers and pulling out misshapen-looking herbs.

I carried Peria, who was half asleep, and then laid her down on the wheeled bed that Gloria had brought.

Afterwards, I looked at the back of Gloria, who had once again disappeared with quick steps, and listened to them frantically. I later realized that Gloria had said that she would make painkillers for Peria because her condition did not look good, and I expressed my gratitude.

“Ah, yes. Peria medicine. Thank you for that. But-”

and-

When the three Gloria's mouths began to open again before I finished speaking, I was reminded that I should give up the conversational style of today's conversation.

“Ah, is that so? I guess you guys were trying to say that you wanted to know more about the Fairy Circle, an association created by alchemists from the Kingdom Alliance who were said to have renovated the summoning technique to the Fairy Garden, which is the reason you came to the city.”

“Well, don’t worry too much about that. I, upstairs, have just started organizing the information on the guys you guys are looking for.”

“The only problem is that recently, when you guys helped me deal with the puppet master who was hiding in the city, quite a few people died at the time and the existence of the homunculus was not noticed, so I will take this opportunity to Since there was a need to re-examine the list of people staying at Ars Magna, the documents were not organized after the investigation was completed. It may take some time because of that, but there is nothing to worry about.”

“...”

“Huh? Even if I say that, it's just confusing? Okay. There is a reason why I help you. I am an alchemist. We clearly know that effort does not necessarily lead to success and can sometimes lead to failure, but at the same time, once you pay for the incommensurable good called effort, you are sure to succeed regardless of the nature of the result. He is a person who knows that whether it is success or failure, it is an obvious fact that a fact that can be called a result is derived.”

“This is a method of action called so-called equivalent exchange. Just as I have done you a favor, you too should give me something. And what I want is to show you the details of the research done by the treasure of alchemy who has been working in your parish, and the medicine that Farewell forged for you with Deshade's Sword.”

“...”

“Oh, the medicine is in your pocket? Still, I would like you to take it out with your own hands first. No matter how much you know the location of the medicine, you would be reluctant to have someone else touch your body arbitrarily.”

Gloria's mouth opened and closed without stopping.

It resembles Farewell.

However, it cannot be compared to Farewell.

Farewell speaks at a rapid pace when given the opportunity to explain the field he is researching.

The only way to stop her is to give her notice by clearing her throat, hastily cutting her off and leaving, or throwing her nemesis, Ruba, in front of her and running away, and that too is a member of the Farewell family who has been in our parish for a long time. I feel the same way, so I wonder if that is possible and what I should do to stop Gloria, who is also the leader of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists.

When several people are talking at the same time and one person has to concentrate on something, the other Gloria continues the conversation infinitely by thinking in parallel, which makes me think that this is the ultimate image that the chatterboxes of this world strive to achieve.

In the end, I stood in silence and slowly reflected on Gloria's words, and at the end, I realized that she was looking at me and asking me to show her the yellow pill that Farewell made and that I always take, so I handed it to her.

“... Here it is. Get it.”

'It's still the same. The point is that you read your thoughts first and then answer arbitrarily.'

In the end, the conversation ended without me being able to utter a single proper word and only answering yes, yes.

I said it was a conversation because I couldn't think of the right words, but it wasn't even a conversation.

All I did was remain silent until Gloria read my mind in an instant and asked for the medicine that Farewell had made and given to me using topaz powder, a remnant of an ancient being, so I handed it over to Gloria. That's everything.

“Oh my... Is this the medicine the kid made? Interesting. I'll explain it in detail later, but just holding it in my hand has the power to turn several people back into one if they lose their minds. I'll have to handle it carefully. Among the experiments being done at the top, there are some that we cannot afford to do anything about.”

“Yes, whatever. Please take care of yourself.”

Gloria, the head of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists, whom I met after a long time.

I don't know if I was in this state because all the work that had been delayed had been completed, or if the ongoing research had shown great results, or if I was simply sleeping, which led to a better sleep than I expected.

One thing that is certain, though, is that she seemed to be in a pretty good mood today when we visited, and her tension was quite high.

However, the fact that she was in a good mood did not lead to the tension being contagious to us.

Rather, as time passed, we only felt worse.

'okay. It felt like this. Still, this is the first time it's been this bad.'

Gloria can read people's thoughts.

Even though we tried to calm her down, the moment we were about to open her mouth, Gloria looked into our heads and read the business we had in mind, arbitrarily throwing out information that we needed but had not yet spoken out loud, and only telling us what she wanted to say. By doing it one after another, they were making it so that the conversation didn't feel like a conversation.

But what is also certain is that the business we have come to see for her is being sorted out step by step thanks to her quick movements and one-sided conversation.

“It’s been a while. A demonic beast raised by elves. From what I remember, your favorite was the kind of fruit that grows in cool climates, right? Untie the carriage and wait here. I happened to be out shopping at the right time, so I will soon be able to bring you what you want.”

“Kuuung!”

Gloria, wearing a maid's uniform, is accepting Gombangi and the carriage by widening the door at the entrance to the tower and loosening the straps tied around her waist.

“Looking at the condition of the body, I think right now we should mainly prescribe medicines that can suppress pain and delay physical activity. Farewell: Even though that child has been consistently helping, is the demon blood still active deep inside? When I came to the city before, I didn't worry about it because the demon blood was calm, but as its condition worsened and it started to move in earnest, I started to get a little interested. First, try this medicine I made first. From now on, I will try to prepare new medicine according to the changes in my body.”

“... Ah, thank you.”

gulp!

After checking Peria's condition, Gloria, wearing a monocle, brought the pills she had just started manufacturing and helped her swallow them with water.

Tabak-

Tabak-

Tabak-

Tabak-

“Off... Bishop. Come up and get this. This is a list containing the personal information of the union members from the Kingdom Alliance who remodeled the summoning spell for the Fairy Garden that you would like to meet. With this, I've finished organizing the city directory, which I've been putting off for a while, so I'll do this one last time and get some sleep...”

As she said, I compiled a list of the personal information of the alchemists we were to meet from now on, walked barefoot down the wooden stairs, and handed it to me, including a sleepy-looking Gloria who was already in her pajamas ready for bed.

In an instant, in addition to Gloria who is talking right in front of us, three more Gloria are coming and going and handling work at the same time, so even if we stay still, work is progressing.

“... It's crazy.”

“Dae, what on earth is this? Is this really a fantasy?”

And for Reigns and Razael, two people who were seeing Gloria for the first time, it was a strange sight that made them keep staring with their mouths open.

Reigns looks blankly at Gloria, and Razael stands guard and steps back as he sees Gloria passing in front of him.

“... Huh? Come to think of it, there were a few people I met for the first time.”

Then, Gloria belatedly recognized the presence of the two people, approached Razael and Raines, who were standing behind me and Farewell, and spoke with a creepy expression on their faces.

“Should you both take the time to understand each other's existence since you will be staying in my tower for a while?”

        
            Gloria can read our thoughts.

Not God.

She is clearly an ordinary human in terms of race.

However, in that she can read other people's thoughts without using any magic, she has a power similar to that of omnipotence, and while she is a pure human, she can be seen as surpassing ordinary humans.

But maybe that’s why?

Gloria, who can read our thoughts, had less symptoms when we met her before, but now that we met her a long time after Farewell left, she seemed to have forgotten her distance from others and the way of conversation. It seemed.

Excluding Farewell, who sighs, and me, who is used to it, and Feria, who is so drugged that it is difficult to pay attention to what Gloria is doing, Raines is the only one in this tower who can show a sane reaction against Gloria. Wow, it was Razael.

Startle!

And when Gloria's gaze, which had been pouring out words at a rapid-fire pace to the point of making them uncomfortable, turned towards them, the two took a considerable step back without realizing it.

“Don’t back down. Because I want to tell a story. Huhuhuhuhu... I should look into the relationships that this man, Deshade's sword, brought to this point, and you guys as well.”

However, Gloria approached the two at a faster pace and looked at Raines and Farewell from bottom to top.

Then the first thing she said with interest was-

It was Raines.

“... Huh? You, oh my... oh my! Oh, this, this, this, this, this, this, this, this, this-”

However, Gloria's reaction as she made eye contact with Rains changed drastically in an instant. Her face changed from the one she had approached simply to have a conversation to that of a scholar who had discovered something incredible, and she came even closer to her.

flinch!

'That's scary. I never thought I'd see Reigns, who used to keep a straight face every time he met someone, showing such rejection towards others.'

In an instant, Gloria came so close that the other's eyes were reflected in each other's eyes without any sense of distance, and even their eyelids were touching, so it was a bonus that Raines trembled and took a step back.

But Gloria, who had narrowed the distance infinitely, did not stop there.

chin!

“You are a child who was experimented on by a witch.”

“...!!!”

Rather, she placed her hand on Reigns' shoulder, made direct eye contact, and revealed her identity.

Then, perhaps because he was surprised and reacting reflexively, Raines tried to stretch out his arm to attack Gloria, who had mentioned the word witch, but-

Whirling!

Kuuk-

“...?!”

“Oh, sorry. I'm sorry. I had no intention of provoking you. I apologize.”

Soon, a purple tentacle came out from under the hem of Gloria's black clothes and grabbed Raines' arm, making it impossible for her hand to reach Gloria.

Gloria, who made eye contact with Raines as if she had been restrained when she first met her, whispers in Raines' ear.

“You are a witch’s experiment. It's called Raines.”

“... How do you get my name-”

“Can read. your thoughts. So I know. Things that happened to you in the past.”

“... Pfft!”

“I would like to take a look at your body. How do you feel? If you want, you can eliminate the side effects of the witch's experiments on your body. Unless that's what you want... Oh, I see. Wasn't that the reason? You followed the bishops over there because you had different business to do with them. It doesn't matter though. In that case, I will personally get you what you want. Instead, nothing is free. In return, I would like your cooperation in examining your body.”

Reigns struggled and tried to escape from Gloria's capture, but it was impossible to easily escape from Gloria, who witnessed a human being who had lived a strange life as an experiment experimented on by a witch.

And it wasn't just Reigns.

Another Gloria suddenly appeared in place of Gloria, who was breathing heavily at the sight of Raines. This time, Gloria wearing a hat similar to the one worn by witches for some reason appeared. She glanced at Razael, put her hand on her chin, and commented.

“You... I see. We don't look alike, but isn't there some resemblance to the person we met a long time ago? This is why genes always feel amazing.”

“... Do you know me?”

“Daughter of Legion Commander Helias. The name is... Razael Sain Tion? You have somewhat complicated feelings. The inside story is also quite eventful.”

“... Are you reading thoughts? In that case, it would be better to put an end to that petty act right away-”

However, Gloria seemed to have lost interest in Razael, and unlike Raines, she responded to him in a normal way, in her own way, as she was not good at interacting in human relationships.

“I think so.”

“... What?”

“Right now, I’m not really interested in you. If you adapt the inside story of your revenge into a novel and write it as a book, it might be quite a hit for young ladies who have developed a hobby of reading military dramas while not knowing how to use the limited time they have left just before the arranged marriage in the imperial capital. I don't know, but it's not something that would be of much interest to me. If not, do you want counseling from me about the anxiety that makes it difficult for you to define what kind of feelings you have towards the target of revenge? At that level, since you are also a guest who came to my tower following the bishop over there, I have nothing to gain, but I can give you enough time to listen if it is brief.”

and-

“... This damn bitch-!”

Just as Gloria had her own problematic personality, Razael, who came with us, was also a woman with a hot-tempered personality who was far from an ordinary person.

“If you won’t shut up, I’ll cut off that snout!!!”

Wow!

“... Oh, wait-!”

This was the moment when Razael pulled out the dagger he was wearing at his waist and tried to attack Gloria, who was reading every thought that came into his head at every moment.

Whirring!

Kwaaa!!!

“... Be careful. Because I'm not the only one. I cannot hold you responsible for the incident caused by this child who suddenly moved to protect me. Since you have entered my tower, you may be a visitor, but acts like before must be treated as self-inflicted profits.”

“Cough... Cough! Cough!”

As soon as Razael grabbed Gloria's collar, a purple tentacle that was hiding inside the hem of Fairy's clothes came out and hit Razael's chest hard, tying and sealing all of his limbs with four tentacles.

As is, Gloria approaches Razael, who is tied up against the wall and bound by purple tentacles, and warns him about his reckless attempt to run wild in her tower.

“Of course, if you want to continue rampaging while you are in my tower, I can manipulate your uncooperative mind so that you will voluntarily cooperate with them, and I can also make the revenge engraved deep in your head and heart fade away. That’s right.”

“... Just touch my hair! I will kill you at any cost!”

It was an instant.

To her, it was just Gloria who read thoughts as usual and made a cool-headed evaluation, but to Razael, it was all taken as a provocation.

So Rajael, who attacked her, was quickly overpowered by the fairy living inside Gloria's clothes, and Rajael became even more angry at Gloria's threat that if he attacked her any further, he would pay a corresponding price.

It didn't end there.

“Wow, with so many customers coming at once, there are a lot of things to take care of. The two people in the group over there will be treated to another outing. You guys come this way.”

This time, Gloria, wearing the same black dress I had seen the day I first met her and carrying a huge hardcover book that looked like a law code at her side, opened the door on one side of the stairs and came out and approached Farewell.

so-

“... That’s shit.”

“That’s right. This is really shit. It's been a while since I came back, but it's the same.”

Farewell and I couldn't help but inhale and exhale deeply as we watched the whole scene.

Shit.

It also looks more serious than when I visited before.

'I feel like I'm seeing a very emotionally unstable person.'

What is certain is that the current Gloria is in a much more serious condition than the Gloria I knew. Thanks to Farewell's supplementary explanation, I was finally able to understand.

“It looks like we came in just as an experiment that Gloria was conducting has just finished.”

“How do I know?”

“When I was staying at the tower and assisting Gloria, I kept looking at her from the side. The fact that she is so excited, as if she has taken a drug, and is less considerate of others than usual, proves that Gloria is actually extremely tired right now. And it looks like there's another thing that overlapped.”

“Overlapping? What?”

“... Looking at her appearance now, Gloria looks like she hasn't had a proper conversation with other people since I left the tower. I've completely forgotten how to talk to others.”

Farewell, who stayed at Gloria's tower and helped her.

Being such a Farewell, this little homunculus figured out why Gloria was currently even more mad than I knew her to be.

A conversation with another person after a long time.

“Over there-”

“Huh? iced coffee. Come to think of it, I see. I've never had a chance to talk to other people. As for the happenings in the city, all the reports were collected in the submission box installed in front of the tower, and I placed the orders I had processed in front of the tower, and the guards came to check the official seal and proceeded with it. That's exactly what happened after Farewell left the tower, so there haven't been any visitors.”

When I tried to ask Gloria if she had talked to other people since Farewell left, Gloria read my thoughts first and answered me in full.

They say they were really busy.

Handling the backlog of city administration during the gap period of leaving for Fairy Garden.

The task of organizing and returning the remains of the deceased to the families of the wizards whom puppeteer Mabel killed in the underground water pipe.

The act of compiling the events that occurred at Fairy Garden in a handwritten form in the form of a travelogue and publishing it as a book.

Based on the inspiration I gained there, I attempted new experiments and went through numerous trials and errors to obtain meaningful results.

Thanks to this, Gloria forgot how to treat people, even ignoring meetings with merchants who stopped by Ars Magna and confining herself to the tower to do everything at the same time.

'So, in the past, even though I could read thoughts, I would wait until the other person spoke out loud before talking, but now I've forgotten even that?'

so-

“Whoa... I guess I have no choice but to do this?”

The first priority was to bring Gloria, who was currently suffering from fatigue, restlessness, and forgetfulness, back to her senses.

“Hey, Mr. Bishop. Try making eye contact with Gloria.”

“Huh? Ugh, yes.”

Farewell moves slowly so that Gloria and I are facing each other.

“...?”

Swish!

“I’ll borrow some books. Gloria.”

“Oh, that’s an important book-”

“It’s noisy.”

Then, Gloria looked at my face as she approached me, and in an instant, Farewell snatched the hardcover law book she was wearing at her side.

There was no time for Gloria to panic.

Slam!

“Phew... I like it.”

Farewell, who had successfully disrupted her gaze and snatched the book, lowered the goggles he was wearing on his head and-

...Keying!

After combining the lenses that were originally placed in the eyes, the soul poetry of the goggles and lenses resonated, and Gloria's soul was projected and fixed -

“... Ah! Now, shut up-!!!”

“Happ!!!”

Kwaaa!!!

He swung the corner of the hardcover law book and struck Gloria's shin with all her might, who had belatedly realized what she was doing.

“““... Kwaaat?!!”””

Immediately after,

She finally came to her senses at the same time that dozens of Glorias spread throughout the tower, including those near us, were screaming in pain in unison.

        
            Gloria was hit on the shin by Farewell with a huge law book and rolled around for a while.

The reason she was able to wake up when the echoes of screams that erupted all over her tower were resonating with each other was over, because the purple tentacles of the Fairy that came out from under the hem of her black dress were constantly rubbing Gloria's shins, soothing the pain. Because it was given to me.

In the end, Gloria is also human.

To us, she appears to have easily surpassed the limitations of the human race, but her omnipotence is largely due to the functions of the magic engraved inside her tower and the power of the artifacts hanging on her head.

Therefore, Gloria proved that it hurts anyone to scratch their shins, which is a weakness that cannot be trained, by wiping away a few tears from her eyes with her finger.

'In the meantime, the only word that comes to mind is 'madness' as he refuses to throw away his tears and pours them into a glass bottle to collect them.'

Gloria soon shook off all her tears and stood up with a slight limp, groaning as if the shock treatment she had received a little while ago wasn't enough, and began to recover from the disease of talking to herself again.

“Queuuup… It's just like Farewell said. Actually, I haven't received anyone since that kid left my tower. Before, there were many times when I had to seek help from the Chamber of Commerce and various nobles due to the city's financial problems, but that was largely resolved after I stayed with Farewell, so I thought I could start my research in earnest after that boy left. So, after establishing the theory, collecting the materials, repeating the experiment several times, and verifying the research that took about a month, I am finally finished, and as you can guess, I am tired but very happy. While those days continued, I never let anyone in, so I may have spoken in a way that seemed a bit unpleasant to you. Still, I have something to protest in my own way. First of all, this is my tower, and the owner is me, and the visitors are you guys. Although the owner's situation is a bit strange, I hope that you who came here because you want something first can do it. ”

Gloria, who was once again shooting out words of complaint like a rapid fire, made eye contact with Farewell and closed her mouth.

“...”

Tuk!

Tuk!

flinch!

“... Hmm, hmm! Of course it's a joke. So I feel sorry for you guys. Let me apologize.”

Farewell struck Gloria's shin and instead of putting it down, he made a menacing noise with the law book he was still wearing on his shoulder and glared at Gloria, or more specifically, at her shin. The man, who was the leader of the alchemists, cowered and calmly looked at her. He apologized to us.

When we had some free time, we began to see the surroundings where we were standing, not Gloria.

The place where we are standing now is the lower level of the tower, where we were guided by Gloria, who was talking non-stop.

“Then, let’s go up and talk about it.”

Afterwards, we started climbing the tower again following her guidance, and when we went up about 7 floors more than the original stairs, we were surprised to suddenly see an open space.

“... Wow.”

“... What is that?”

“...”

I let out a brief exclamation, making Razael frown, and Reigns didn't react much, but it wasn't because he wasn't particularly interested, but rather because he couldn't figure out what the object in front of him was, so he didn't show any reaction.

The tower used to be the site of the Deshade Church, and after we stopped there and after Farewell left, it seemed like it had been remodeled to carry out a huge experiment that she had been carrying out. As we went up, there were about 10 stairs with no ceiling.

And what we were looking at was why the ceiling of that staircase had to be completely drilled out to make it a duplex.

'telescope? no. Is it something higher than that?'

It is an artifact with a gigantic size, the height of which is equivalent to a 10-step staircase, and a length so long that part of it extends beyond the tower. It is an artifact with a huge pillar of a similar gun barrel with a pointed tip, like a main gun that would have been mounted on a ship from World War II. It feels majestic even though I don't know its purpose.

“Are you surprised? You'll be surprised. It is only through Ars Magna and my tower that you can see a magic device of this scale. But leave your interest in him for later. Because what we have to go up now is a higher level than that.”

“Ah, yes. I understand.”

Afterwards, we looked at the huge artifact and went upstairs again in what looked like an elevator, watching several Glorias wearing what looked like work clothes moving around while shouting 'Safety first!'

That's how we were guided past the cannon-like artifact installed in the exact center of the tower-

It was the current drawing room.

“...”

“...”

“I don’t remember doing anything harsh to you, to the point where I glared at you like you were going to kill me. This is all really sharp.”

Gloria puts her back against the chair and brings us tea, leaving Reigns and Razael staring at her.

On the other hand, Peria is lying on a bench behind it.

Gloria said that since she gave him an appropriate amount of painkillers that she had prepared, he would probably wake up in about an hour, but she explained that for now, it is best to remain mostly asleep so as not to upset his balance even a little.

After barely being treated like guests, we were able to calmly have a real conversation this time.

“-So, has the time finally come? I must have been anxious.”

“Yes. Well... I was surprised because it was so sudden, but I made all the preparations I could.”

fluttering-

I look at the map with the geography of Ars Magna that Gloria gave me and answer at the same time.

An alley that she kindly circled with red ink.

There, she read our minds and immediately figured out the location of a public workshop used by people from the [Fairy Circle], a guild of alchemists from the Kingdom Alliance that we were to visit from now on.

“They're from the Fairy Circle. They probably aren't people with whom you can't communicate at all. Unlike the previously unproductive group created by wizard-centered gangsters who always argued with me, these are talented scholars who consistently succeed in their research and present it at academic conferences.”

“Fairy Circle... Is this a union that mainly conducts research related to fairies?”

“That’s right. They actually had discussions with me several times in the past, and what made me decide to go to the Fairy Garden was reading their thesis and making progress in the art of joint transference of the soul and body to another dimension, which had been stagnant until then. This is also the reason. Of course, I was the first to go to the Fairy Garden, not them. Still, one thing is certain, these guys are thirsty for 'interacting' with fairies and their skills are certain as they were once in competition with me.”

As I was trying to absorb Gloria's explanation in my head, Farewell was next to me and gave me a supplementary explanation.

“When I had some free time earlier, I read some of the association information sheets on the table over there and realized that the guys from that union had just finished remodeling a new summoning technique for the Fairy Garden, [Artillery of Interaction], and that Gloria was the Fairy. It was after I published my travel story about going to the garden. I guess it's true that I found a new method of summoning by taking a hint from Gloria's memoir.”

Gloria's skills as an alchemist are real, but even now that she has reached the pinnacle of knowledge that humans can accumulate, she still seeks inspiration from others, breaks down barriers through discussion, and tries to find out new things based on that.

And that's the same for other alchemists, so just as Gloria was able to go to the Fairy Garden after receiving inspiration from the alchemists of the 'Fairy Circle', this time, those alchemists seem to have reached a new level after reading Gloria's notes.

After obtaining the information up to that point, I thought that the people I was going to meet from now on might be closer to scholars rather than people from the Kingdom Alliance.

'But... that doesn't mean it's all that good.'

However, if so, the situation may become worse than it is now.

What if the alchemists we will talk about now fall into an ambiguous borderline?

We haven't completely forgotten that they are from the Alliance of Kingdoms, but if they also take pride in being scholars, there is a possibility that the method we have prepared and Razael's assistance will not work.

Were my thoughts clearly revealed on my face?

“... It's okay. The Bishop always expects the worst, but there is no guarantee that it will always happen, right? Rather, it was strange until now.”

I don't know how badly he was able to read my emotions, but if that wasn't the case, everyone in the church couldn't keep up, and I don't know if he did it to fulfill his responsibility because he thought he was the only one who could comfort me now that Peria was lying down, but Raines said words of comfort to me. I handed it over.

After that, Razael probably thought the whole story was over and stood up and spoke.

“That’s it. Isn't there a set work to do anyway? Shouldn't I go to those union guys and ask for a summoning spell, and if they refuse, I can step in? Then there is no reason to be here like this. Let’s hurry up and finish work and come back.”

It seems that Razael didn't want to see Gloria anymore, so he cooperated with us.

She stood up and hurried everyone, and Farewell told me to go to the Fairy Circle workshop with Raines since he wanted to talk to Gloria.

That was when the three of them left Farewell and Peria in the tower and went to visit the alchemists.

“Ah, manufacturing is finished just in time.”

At the same time as Gloria in front of us said something,

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

widely.

Another Gloria came up from the bottom of the stairs, this time with a small glass bottle filled with shiny particles in one hand and a sturgeon under her side that was somehow alive and flapping in the other.

        
            Strange appearance.

Gloria appeared with a glass bottle in one hand and a fluttering sturgeon in the other arm.

“Now, hold out your hand.”

“...?”

She walked straight up to Razael and told him to hold out his hand, and as soon as Razael was embarrassed by the sturgeon stuck on his side, he held out the other palm without realizing it -

widely!

The small glass bottle that Gloria was holding rose onto her palm.

“It’s ice candy.”

“... Are you treating me like a child?”

Ice candy.

It literally looks like a cold candy made of ice.

Razael, who received such an item, tried to get angry, wondering why Gloria was giving him something like this, or if she had given it to him to make fun of him, but Gloria got ahead of her and explained why she had given the candy to Rajael. blocked.

“No way. In addition to my apology from earlier, I am giving this gift because I am worried about your health. Anger depletes the body. Anger causes you to burn calories rapidly, and if you keep it in all the time, you can even get dizzy from time to time.”

“...”

“Seeing that you don't respond, I guess there's no guessing at all. I won’t go so far as to tell you to enjoy it, so eat it if you feel like something is wrong with your body.”

Whirling!

Kuuk.

“... Hmph!”

Afterwards, when Gloria untied one of the numerous ribbons wrapped around her head and tied it with a ribbon knot at the mouth of the glass bottle, Razael snorted but did not refute and put the bottle of ice candy in his pocket.

“... Well, I'll go first.”

“Yes. I hope there are good results.”

Just like that, I, Reigns, and Razael left Gloria's Tower and walked towards the direction of the Fairy Circle's public workshop.

and,

“Good results, I guess.”

As we walked forward, I felt like I could hear the ominous sound of Gloria muttering as she opened the door.

-------------------------------

bang!

“What does that mean? Say the same thing to me again!”

Razael hits the desk hard, and the head of the Fairy Circle, a middle-aged man with good manners, is not intimidated and instead glares straight at him and answers him.

“You should have said that? It doesn't matter whether you are the eldest daughter of a duke's family in the Kingdom Alliance, a general of the Kingdom of Silverden, an official of the Kingdom of Sarthian, or the king of the Kingdom of Parthein. It was an unnecessary self-introduction. There is no reason for us to follow what you say.”

As if countering the fire burning with Razael's anger, the guild leader stood up to her proudly and said that even if the king came, the threat of authority would never work in the city of alchemists and his workshop.

so-

This is the second rejection.

[Fairy Circle]

When we asked nearby residents about research related to fairies, we quickly arrived at the workshop used by members of this union, which boasts the highest progress in Ars Magna.

After walking for about 10 minutes, we arrived at a huge workshop where an artifact called the [Artillery of Exchange], which resembled a magic tool like the main gun seen at Gloria's Tower, was installed inside.

It clearly says Fairy Circle at the entrance and there is graffiti underneath it, but when I read the nameplate that looks quite old and says 'Old Fairy Research Society', I realized that their history is quite old.

And the person who greeted me at the entrance of the workshop after introducing himself was,

In the midst of the chaos caused by the liberation of the soul disease caused by the power of Deshade and me, the union leader from the Kingdom Alliance was brutally killed by the soul disease that was stolen from his family like a collection and played with as a toy. It was.

‘Raines. You always said that everything couldn't be the worst, but it seems like there are quite a few times when things related to me weren't always the worst. 'I don't know what kind of fucking relationship this is.'

'I had no idea that the bishop's luck was this bad. I wondered what would happen if the union members did not take a good look at the idea that we came from the empire, but I had no idea that the union president was a human being who could be called the biggest victim of that incident.'

If you look at the causal relationship, the victim was clearly the mentally ill person, and revenge is an act that is difficult to justify, but if you were to distinguish between black and white, it would have been revenge that most would say was white.

However, for the leader of the union who lived in Arsmagna, it was an incident in which all of his relatives and blood ties in the kingdom union were cut off.

So we, who were on the regrettable side, couldn't even complain that he cited that as a reason and showed repulsion as soon as he saw me, who was not a human being but was a mentally ill person like the one who committed the incident.

Thanks to that, I knocked on the door of the union, entered the reception room, met the union president, and was immediately rejected once, and while the union president was gone for a moment, I ended up whispering in Raines' ear and lamenting about my situation.

No matter how much of a scholar you are, in the end, you are still human.

Perhaps it could be said that he had a humane side, but the union leader did not swear at me like other nobles I have seen.

'I'm sorry, but I can't accept your request. Especially those who are mentally ill. Don't mind it. Because the relationship between the kingdom union and the soul disease cannot help but be like that. However, I also know that the kingdoms made mistakes, but I have no intention of apologizing for that. People wear a garment called face, which is related to the gaze of those around them. And I mean, I want to end things between us in a way that saves face.'

Even though I didn't do it myself, he wouldn't take revenge on me after his family was destroyed by the spirit disease, so he politely told me to get out of my sight and walked away.

Still, we had a plan, and after watching me get beaten up by the two-faced insults hidden behind my polite tone, Razael snorted and said that he would step forward.

'under! I knew it would happen. In the end, you are just seen as an object of revenge by everyone in the Kingdom Alliance. No matter how desperately you try to achieve happiness, what you have done is that you have taken away the happiness of countless people. Are you going to take away the happiness of others and become happy alone? 'It's impossible.'

'Damn...'

‘But I, this Razael sign, Tion, do not betray like you. I will keep my promise. Isn’t it enough to just convince the union president? Just sit down and be still.'

Razael thought that he could get the union president to cooperate by using his family name, who had once expressed his intention to refuse in a conversation with me.

She called the union president again, sat him down in the living room, and in an arrogant manner asked the union president to cooperate with us.

So the scene that happened was-

This is the confrontation right before our eyes.

“Dorother Sagians! Are you, a member of the Sagians family, trying to disobey the words of our Duke Tion?!”

“Hmph! It is certainly true that our family is a family under the dukedom. But what about that? My family in the Kingdom Alliance has disappeared, and I am just a scholar who left my family early on and is now walking the path of an alchemist. If people from the duke family suddenly came to me who lived like that one day and said something, there would be no reason to listen to them.”

“... this ungrateful guy-!”

“And, if you are a member of the Kingdom Alliance and have asked me to cooperate with them, then there is no reason for me to listen to you since you are the daughter of the Duke of Tion and the commander of the Helias Corps.”

“... What?”

Unlike Razael, who stood up alone, a middle-aged man with two union members behind him and his hands on his knees expressing his intention not to give in, was unable to comply with Razael's demands. It tells you why.

“Razael Sine Tion. Helias Saine, daughter of Thion. listen carefully. The Kingdom Alliance is now holding the Duke of Tion responsible.”

“... Responsibility? What responsibility? Where is our family’s responsibility?!”

“Helias Sain Tion, commander of the 3rd Legion. Because he did not keep his position and left, the 3rd Legion and Grace Territory lost their commander and suffered confusion due to the advent of the intermediate demon, and were eventually destroyed.”

“Why is it our family’s fault?! It all happened because the god of the Deshade Church here unleashed the soul disease-”

“Do you really think so? Well, maybe you are. But not me. I think so too, and not all royal families in the unified capital. A strong person who knows his own strength should have realized how important his existence is. However, Helias Sign Thion knew this, so he deliberately used it to protect his position.”

Pap-duk!

“Stop talking nonsense! If you insult my father any further, I will kill you.”

Razael growled and warned the union leader, but the union leader did not stop voicing his opinion.

“Even though Helias Sain Tion is the main force of the 3rd Legion, his role is so important that most people accept it. And the corps commander himself knew that as well. But the corps commander had a major flaw. He was sad that his position was taken over by others. So, despite repeated requests from people around him, he did not think about training a successor and stubbornly pretended not to hear when he was asked to hand over his position. There is a General Bulterion, but he is not much older than the commander of the army and is not much more than a puppet, but he ignores all opinions, putting up a shield that he will be his successor until the end. Thanks to this, the problem that would arise if he disappeared without taking any action until the end in his old age was already foreseen, but now it has happened because no one was afraid of him and could not give proper advice. So, it is only natural that your ducal family should take responsibility.”

That's the moment we talked about.

“I definitely warned you.”

Sereung-

Razael pulled out his sword from the back of his thigh and lunged at the union leader in an instant.

but,

Unlike the union members who panicked and tried to move to protect their leader, the man looked calm.

Cheer up!

Food dud deud deuk!

puck!

“Ugh...?!”

Razael, who was about to stab the union president, was attacked by a group of observers who broke through the window and fell to the floor.

        
            Watchers.

Arsmagna, the city of alchemists.

It is an artifact in charge of city defense that its leader, Gloria, creates in her tower and sends into the sky.

Inside, there are hundreds of parts of dozens of different types interlocked together with the mainspring, which has the most magic engraved on it, and the copper and silver armor that surrounds it occasionally spreads its wings to reveal the appearance of the mainspring turning inside. I also heard a story of an incomprehensible taste that made some mechanical device enthusiasts secretly cheer, saying that they would be lucky today, every time they were shown a glimpse of it.

The birds, which are made up of a combination of technologies that even the city's alchemists cannot easily match, fly over the city, watch all directions with iron eyes, and immediately take action when a violation occurs.

Afterwards, while patrolling the city, the guards who received signals from nearby observers deliberately came leisurely and escorted the criminals away.

And today, as always, those watchers were sitting everywhere throughout the city, and they were definitely sitting on the window sill beyond the glass window of the workshop we visited in Fairy Circle.

So it was natural that observers flew in to stop Razael from pulling out his knife and trying to stab the union leader.

And because the union leader trusted those observers and the guardians of the city created by Gloria from the beginning, he did not back down from Razael, who tried to threaten him using power as a weapon.

Peudduddudduk!

Puff poop! Phew!

Kagagak!

Five birds made of steel surround Razael's body and attack without mercy.

Still, the sharp-bodied watchers did not completely injure Razael, digging into his flesh until it bled, but limited themselves to pecking him with their beaks and claws to the point where he felt moderate pain, preventing him from getting up from the floor.

“Pfft! What are these birds?! Get rid of it right now!”

Swish!

Kaang!

“Ugh...!”

Quack!

Cheer up!

Razael tried to shoo away the birds, but the dagger she swung hit the watcher's head and bounced away. Instead, another watcher, who saw it, even smashed the dagger from her hand with his mouth.

In addition, the watchers, who realized that the person they were supposed to subdue was swinging a weapon, did not pay any attention from then on and continued to peck her even more severely, and the union leader looked down at Razael, who was crawling on the floor while being beaten by the watchers. He looked at me and said coldly.

“You understand now, right? This is Ars Magna. It is a city of alchemists, and it is a place where you can say as much as you want. It is not a magic tower full of wizards from noble families who will kick you out of the tower if you try to express a variety of opinions in order to break away from the existing framework, and it is not a place where you have to bow down to the duke of scholars and follow unreasonable orders to prove your loyalty. ”

smart-

“... You guys go out.”

Soon, the sound of someone knocking on the door of the workshop was heard, and following the words of the union leader, the union members went and opened the door.

Then, seeing that observers had flown into the workshop window, the security guards who had leisurely visited the workshop came inside.

“Ah.”

“uh.”

However, among the people who came in, there was one person I knew.

“...”

“...”

Nodding-

They give each other a brief greeting.

Del Monte Lime.

The security forces in charge of guarding Ars Magna may have adopted a rotational mission system, and the man who was in charge of guarding at the entrance to the city was on patrol duty in the city and came here at the call of observers.

While the other guards were listening to the circumstances of the incident from the members of the Fairy Circle Workshop, Delmont Lime quietly approached me and quietly asked me a few questions.

“Only half a day.”

“That’s right.”

“So, what happened?”

“Well, I’m sorry. The group went a little crazy.”

“Oh, it’s okay if you don’t apologize. It's literally just listening. However, it would be easier for me if you could explain it in a little more detail, so I would like to ask for a detailed explanation.”

In any case, it is the watchers' job to punish the criminal acts that occur in Ars Magna accordingly.

It is said that all the guards do is take the criminals who have been beaten by the guards to the security office, detain them for a few hours, and then release them after ritually reciting the things that should not be done in the city according to the manual.

“... Well, actually-”

So, even though I only received the favor of two silver coins, I honestly told him what Razael had done to him, who tried to accommodate me as much as possible. He kept scratching his ears with his fingers and moaning as he listened to the story.

“Keu...”

“... Why? Is it really hard to just ignore it?”

“Yes? Alas, no. It's not like that, it's just that it's a bit annoying.”

However, the reason they moaned was not because they couldn't just ignore Razael's actions as it was a move for murder, but because the treatment they had to give to Razael afterwards was quite annoying for them.

“Actually, the reaction of the viewers right now is that they are reacting to your fellow nobleman's actions as an attempt to harm, not an attempt to kill.”

“Yes? Was it something like that?”

“It’s like that. Watchers peck people like that to the point of half-death, which is what they do when they hand out summary punishment to criminals who attempted to injure, and go even further with those who attempted murder, going so far as to tie their limbs with blue strings they summoned. After restraining him, crush his face on the floor so that he is completely immobile and knock him out. In the meantime, if they try to resist, there are times when they are subdued by cutting the tendons in their wrists and immediately casting a hemostasis spell. I guess I'm glad it ended like that.”

“All, fortunately... I see. Then, why did you sigh?”

“Actually, after being caught by the watchers for causing harm like that, we have to keep the criminal in the guardhouse for at least 5 days to 1 week according to the manual. Minor criminals, such as pickpockets, are locked up for half a day and then released, but for causing bodily harm, the detention period is longer. So, if I decide to help as much as possible, you can consider detaining him for three days and then releasing him... but that also depends on how Nauri, the leader of the union, comes out.”

“I’m glad. If it's that much, it doesn't matter.”

Fortunately, the attempted murder charge did not result in Razael having to be imprisoned for several years.

In the first place, it is really rare for murder to occur in the city of alchemists.

Mabel, who previously hid in the underground waterway, was extremely unusual, but all the people in the original city were unable to use their power against the Watchers.

So, the observers who are watching people somewhere in the city day and night, if they see someone making ominous movements, they observe them in advance, and if they act on it, they immediately suppress it, and Razael has already been watched from the time he enters the city. It is said that he was immediately subdued because he was being carefully observed by the people.

So, I thought that it was fair treatment to be detained for at least a week at the most, and in fact, the leader of the Fairy Circle looked down on Razael and asked the guards to be kind to her, so there was no detention at all.

“... Slowly open your eyes and look at reality. Razael Sain Tion. Duke Tion can no longer evade responsibility for allowing the kingdom to fall to this point. And you, too, are just a member of that ducal family that attempted to assassinate a foreign bishop and helped sever the relationship between the empire and the kingdom that was in final balance. This city of alchemists is not suitable for you. So just leave. I'll tell the guards well, so I hope they don't have to face me again.”

“...”

In the end, instead of being detained by the guards, Razael was dragged outside and banned from accessing the Fairy Circle workshop. The union leader told the guards who came to see him that he wanted to resolve the matter between her and Rajael amicably. I asked him to just let me go.

Although it was an attempt to commit murder, the union leader still tries to give Razael leniency.

It occurred to me that perhaps it might be the last parting gift given to her by the union leader, who was from a family under the dukedom.

“... Then, is there anything else you want to say?”

“...”

The union leader who kicked out Razael looks at me and tells me to leave now.

but,

I cannot easily back down.

Razael thought it was the last card.

She could not have predicted that she would not be able to persuade the alchemist from this kingdom union.

still,

For me, Peria's death is at stake.

“... Whatever you do, why not?”

So I asked for one more request, but as expected, the union leader was cold.

“... The answer is the same as before. Refusing your request would be the last thing I could do for my family members who died in the Kingdom Union.”

As a member of the Kingdom Alliance, the union leader refused my request.

And the union leader who, as an alchemist, refused Razael's orders.

Because he belonged to both sides, and because he had nothing more to lose, he completely pushed us away.

'... really, what should I do now?'

Even though I am moving for Peria at times like this, I wonder if it would have been different if Peria had been by my side.

I thought that I might have been able to bring up a topic that I hadn't thought of that would make the union president take a second look.

However, my abilities did not reach Peria's, and since these were the things Peria always did for me in the first place, my abilities were limited to this point.

'shit. So, should I just give up on this and go with the existing combination of summoning techniques to the Fairy Garden?'

So, it was a time when I was seriously considering whether I should choose a method that would drastically reduce the probability of curing Peria.

“Bishop. Would you please leave it to me here and stay outside for a while?”

“... Reigns?”

“I- I will talk to them.”

Reigns came up next to me, took off his hood, showed two strands of red hair, and offered to negotiate.

        
            I was repeatedly rejected, and even Razael, whom I trusted, was rejected by the guild leader who, as an alchemist proudly working for Ars Magna because he had nothing more to lose, refused to submit to power.

“I- I will talk to them.”

Reigns came forward and said he would talk about such a combination.

But her face didn't look confident or lacking in confidence, so I asked her back.

“... Is it possible?”

“I don’t know.”

And Reigns even more confidently answered that he didn't know.

But if the answer had ended there, she wouldn't have come forward in the first place.

Raines spoke the truth in a calm tone and calmed me down as I was anxious due to the series of rejections.

“I don’t know, but I just stepped forward because it seemed like there was a way I could do it in the current situation. In the first place, it was not my role as a negotiator in the church, but now that Peria has fallen and both of them have failed, I have no choice but to step forward. So it just came out.”

“...”

“Why are you doing that?”

“... Oh, no. I really want to thank you.”

'Am I still showing all my emotions on my face?'

While I feel grateful, I wonder if I'm having such a hard time controlling my facial expressions.

The way I am now that even makes Raines take action.

The desperation to treat Peria somehow may have been what was giving up all control of the negotiations with the union president.

“... Okay. So, please go outside for now.”

With that, I was pushed back by Raines and went outside just like Rajael. Just before the door closed, she confidently faced the large union leader and opened her mouth.

Good!

“Then. Let's start the story again.”

“Aren’t you trying to say the same thing again?”

“Don’t worry. This will be the union president’s last conversation with our group.”

“... Looking at your eyes, you look better than the previous two people. If so, why don't you try it? I was the one who said that the City of Alchemists is a city where anyone can express their opinions freely.”

Damn it!

I closed the door as I watched Reigns, who was thinner than me and shorter than Razael, confidently open his mouth in front of the union president.

The moment I came out and was about to go down the stairs in front of the door,

puck!

Thing!

“... Oh, sorry. I never thought it would be right in front of you.”

“... Go with your eyes open. Damn guy.”

I quickly apologized after kicking Razael, who was sitting right in front of the door.

“...”

“...”

Razael, who had been asked by the guards to be lenient with the union leader and instead received a no-go order, seemed to have gone outside and sat on the stairs.

He's still angry, but at the same time, he looks like he has a lot to think about because of the conversation he had with the union president earlier.

Crack!

When I saw her crouching on the stairs, biting her thumb, I wondered where I should wait until Raines finished his story, and then I sat down next to her.

dump!

“... Why are you sitting next to me?”

“Because there was no other place to sit.”

Then Razael kicks my side.

puck!

“Then go downstairs and sit down.”

“Ouch... I'm kicking people and making a fuss. If you push someone down the stairs, even if it leads to murder, it's probably what you want.”

“If you know, just roll away from here and search around.”

“I decline. If I die here, who will clean up the body?”

“...”

“...”

The two of us glared at each other and then turned our gaze forward at the same time.

In the end, we were stubborn and instead of going down to the lower step as Razael said, we sat on the stairs at the same height and stared blankly at the people passing by. The people passing by felt our gaze and glanced at us, and then walked past at a fast pace as if they felt uncomfortable. I started doing it.

So, even if it was a petty revenge that ended up like this, I was thinking that it would be my own revenge if I sat in front of the workshop for hours and glared at people and made the place's reputation worse.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

“... Huh?”

While I was staring ahead in vain, I heard heavy breathing from next to me, so I turned around and saw a scene that caught my eye,

“Pfft... Ah-”

I could see Razael, whose chest was constantly rising and falling, and who seemed dizzy and was about to fall down in front of the stairs.

“... What, let’s lock it-”

chin!

Just before he fell down the stairs, I caught him and, although it may have been uncomfortable, I immediately laid Razael down on the stairs.

OK.

Clink!

Something fell out of Razael's pocket, so he picked it up.

“... Ice candy? ... Ah!”

Then, as soon as I saw the ice candy that Gloia gave me, my thought was that perhaps this is the emergency situation she was talking about.

Click!

I immediately opened the cap of the bottle, took out an ice candy, and put it in Razael's mouth.

Crack!

... gulp!

Then, even though Razael seemed to be unconscious, he bit the candy with his teeth, perhaps instinctively, and swallowed it right away.

After a few minutes passed like that.

“... Ugh.”

“... What is it? Are you awake?”

Razael recovered to the point where he could lift his waist and sit on the stairs.

It appears that his physical condition is returning to normal.

“... Damn, here it is again.”

And then, saying 'again', Razael shook off my arm.

also.

This means that something like this has happened several times before.

In fact, just now, while Razael was unconscious, I laid her down on the stairs and placed my hand on her forehead.

“... Why is it so hot?”

What I felt then was extreme heat, exceeding the limit that can be felt by human body temperature.

'Is this what happens when anger eats away at your body for a long time? 'Did Gloria predict this?'

Razael's body was like a ball of fire.

However, the reason is not because of a cold or a weak body.

It's simply a state of being angry all the time, and just because of that, the body temperature itself easily exceeds other people's average.

At the same time, anger can drain a person's stamina extremely quickly, so from my limited knowledge, I think that the reason Razael collapsed was due to hypoglycemia.

'So ice and sugar?'

Cold ice lowers body temperature.

Sugar has the role of rapidly raising blood sugar levels again.

No matter how much she can read thoughts, I still think that Gloria is an amazing person who could have predicted all of this after only meeting Razael for a short time.

Thanks to that, Razael finally came to his senses thanks to the first aid I gave him-

He protested while glaring at me.

“... Why did you help me?”

“... What?”

“I asked you why you helped me.”

As soon as I heard that, I was dumbfounded.

If he fell, he could have suffered a serious head injury, so of course I helped him.

However, what Razael said was not because he wanted to ask such an obvious story, but because he had his own thoughts.

“... I couldn't do what you wanted. I tried to placate them in the duke's name, but I couldn't. So then I'm no longer of any use to you? Even though I couldn’t keep my promise.”

“... I said something, and that was it?”

“Rather, I don’t know what else I thought there was. So answer quickly.”

“Even if you ask me why I helped you, I helped you because you could have died if I left it like that.”

“So, since I am no longer useful to you, it would be better for me to get into an accident and die-”

“So then it would be a lie to say I was responsible.”

“... What?”

I cut off Razael, who was about to get emotional again, and I also said what I wanted to say.

“I don’t know what you think, and it’s none of my business. I just do what I want to do. I need to take responsibility for you. I killed your father, and that's why you came to me. I accepted it. Even if your wish is to kill me and destroy everyone, I cannot grant that wish. But that doesn't mean I have any intention of turning away and running away. Responsibility that comes with choice. I don't plan on turning my eyes away from that.”

“...”

“So, if you die in vain like that, I thought you might come back in a dream later, so I stopped it.”

“... He seems like a self-indulgent guy.”

“That's right. It's arbitrary. From the beginning, I was self-indulgent. The one and only doctrine that Deshade taught me was also something that gave me some direction in my wayward ways, and I have maintained my own way from the beginning until now. Of course, that doesn't mean I have any intention of forcing my way beyond doctrine on others.”

It's natural to not understand.

Rather, if you say you understand, you should be suspicious of the person who said it.

It is absolutely impossible for people to understand each other and for others to be completely the same as others.

No matter what Razaelle says, I stick to my own way, and Razael just has to live according to her thoughts.

The only reason I have Razael by my side is because I killed her father and felt that I should at least take some responsibility for what she would experience as a result of losing her father.

Even if Razael found my actions disgusting, it was a price I would pay and a responsibility I would bear.

So I,

“...”

Whether or not Razael settles down on the stairs again and glares at me, I just wait for Reigns' negotiations to end.

Several minutes passed again like that.

Rattling-

“Raines!”

flinch!

“... I expected you to be waiting, but it's still too close.”

“Oh, sorry.”

As soon as the door opened, I jumped up and called Reigns' name. I was sitting right in front of the door, and when I stood up, I almost headbutted Reigns.

“So, how did it go?”

When I took a step back and distanced myself from Reigns and asked her whether the negotiation was successful, Reigns, who was standing face to face, finished his answer by taking a step back just as I did and making a circle with his finger.

And of course, the gesture represented by the circle made between the thumb and index finger is-

“Successful. Let’s go inside.”

This means that Raines successfully concluded negotiations with the union president.

        
            “So, what kind of research have you done?”

“It's really like Gloria to ask you first what research you've done rather than how you've lived.”

hug-

Instead of the sound of drinking tea, the sound of dropping medicine from a dropper into a glass tube resonates between the two.

Meeting of alchemists.

Gloria and Farewell treated each other as alchemists living in the same era, similar to the relationship between a teacher and a student, and like scholars, they spent their meeting not simply chatting, but demonstrating the experiments they had done so far. This was done at the same time as sharing opinions about it.

Rather than a soft sofa, the place for conversation was a cramped laboratory table where experimental items were raised to the limit in order to optimize movement paths.

“Oh, are there any weeds that are still alive? The contents inside this medicine will reveal its power more clearly if placed in a space that resembles a natural environment as much as possible.”

“There is something suitable at the right time. There is a bunch of clover that I asked to scoop up from the dirt in the morning. Take it out and put it on a plate.”

“Thank you.”

What you can do to moisten your dry mouth while talking is a fragrant tea brewed with great care. It's meal time, so instead of a hearty meal where you leisurely pour nutrients into your stomach, you can put it in a pouch on your waist and drink it right away. Oral infusion solution is administered through a straw in a small water container containing the required nutrients.

Jorororolok!

“... I always feel this way, is it impossible to make this taste better? They say there's nothing like this to eat while shortening the time between meals, but I think it's a bit salty and sour.”

“It’s not impossible at all. It seems that some people in the city were selling oral fluids to be consumed during busy experiments, adding beneficial additives that did not change the properties of the contents, and selling them under the name Pocariade. It tastes sweet and is pretty good, but if you want to buy the patent for the manufacturing method before you go, go buy it. They were selling it for 20 gold coins, so I bought it too.”

“Send it over cheaply for 10 gold coins. I don’t have any money.”

“Like a miser. Still, I was thinking that about 10 gold coins would be a good recipe. Although it is said that determining the value of knowledge is the right of the scholar who first discovered the knowledge, these guys did not conduct their own research, but rather took the advice of a fruit dealer and modified an existing product and sold it for a very expensive patent. It was. Before I go, let me make a copy of my patent.”

“... But I'm worried. There is a saint named Astesia in the parish, and every time I try to skip a meal, she comes and pecks me like a ghost.”

“Hehehe. I see Don't hate me too much though. Now that you have just had your own workshop, you may think that every hour of time you spend on research is a waste, but there will come a time later when you will be grateful to have such people around you.”

The two of them are sharing the story of alchemists who can't find a single trace of dignity even after washing their eyes. There is no one who can stop them except Peria, who is sleeping, so they continue their experiments and explore the results of Farewell's research. went.

hug-

Cheeek...

“Anyway, no matter what kind of research I have been doing, I was initially offered a workshop on the condition that I would continue to look after the physical condition of the man, the former bishop of the Deshade Church.”

Is this because this product was made first because “? It's a medicine with some unusual powers. It seems to be a product of a completely different lineage than the results of the method you usually pursue.”

“... Sure. I don't like the idea of it being a product of coincidence, but for now, this is the result.”

The two had just dropped the acidic liquid and peeled off the outer layer of the medicine made of topaz.

A piece of topaz came out from the center of the pill after all the ingredients had been washed away, and Gloria picked it up with tweezers.

“Is this the thing you were studying at the parish?”

“Yes. It's a byproduct of an ancient entity, the identity of which we still don't know. I couldn't even find a suitable legend. It must be seen as one of the common ancient beings that have remained dormant, either undiscovered, unrecorded, or intentionally concealed for a long time without being recorded as data. First of all, I'm anxious because I don't know exactly what it is, but it still has many useful parts, so I use it as an ingredient in traps, mix it with medicine, or even make it into medicine and give it to the bishop.”

“It sounds like it is a remnant of an unknown mythological era. There is nothing to worry about. Anyway, even in the old days, there were many people whose names were unknown and who were subjugated and used by humans and other races. You are bolder than that.”

“What is it?”

“Even though the identity of that ancient being was not clearly known, you immediately started thinking about using the remains as if you only found out the nature of the power. What would you have done if this was the word of an angel who lost the god he served and became corrupted in the old days? No matter how much it is a by-product, it is possible that a force of a completely different nature could have once again entered a person who possesses the power of various beings, and it could have led to something serious.”

“... Of course, that was predicted to a certain extent, but what was more urgent than that was the task of repairing the vessel of the soul that was immediately starting to fall apart.”

“Huhuhuhu- It looks like they are really using that soul bottle as a test animal?”

“If others hear it, they might misunderstand it. I'm just trying in many ways to keep the bishop's soul from being broken into pieces as he wants.”

“Well, if you say it that way, I will understand it that way too. But honestly, I'm using it quite well, right? As a test subject that can be revived even if it dies, there are surprisingly many uses for it.”

“... I won't deny it, though.”

At Gloria's words, Farewell revealed his true feelings in front of another person for the first time in a long time.

Of course, her main research is to create medicine to prevent Lee Rim's body from falling into pieces anymore.

The result was a medicine made using a piece of topaz, and when Morsling came, the efficacy was further increased and the improved version of Camatrin was created.

“Now, this, this, this, and... this.”

Farewell took all the items out of the wagon and showed the results to Gloria.

A yellow pill, a spear made of topaz, an improved version of camatrin, and-

“... Strictly speaking, I didn't make the last item.”

This is the [Atmosphere], an artifact created by Razael that shoots a topaz spear with the power to pierce even Deshade's armor.

Sigh-

Gloria smiled as she looked at the by-products of Farewell's research.

“I’m glad you’re having fun.”

“Honestly, I’m not sure. Of these, the only ones I achieved entirely on my own are the goggles I'm wearing on my head right now, and the rest I either got help from other people, or I just made things made by other people to make them slightly more stable.”

But Farewell wasn't very confident.

The goggles he wears on top of his head are an improved version of the lens-shaped artifact, Soul Poetry, that he and Gloria co-created while staying at her tower.

Medicine made from pieces of topaz is also just a product manufactured according to rules discovered by chance while conducting various experiments using remnants of ancient beings.

Camatrin is also an improved product created by Morsling by combining the pharmacist's natural luck with the medicine he had previously made.

Not to mention the Atmosphere that Razael created after researching to kill Irim with his own head.

Slurp-

But regardless, Gloria came closer to Farewell, hugged her from behind, patted her head, and spoke kindly to her.

“It doesn’t matter. Research is not something you do alone. In the end, you will realize later that the flow of the world affects your research and the results are much more likely to come out. It's rather strange to create everything by yourself.”

“... Gloria, are you like that too?”

When Farewell heard those words, he looked up at Gloria and asked back.

“Of course. Anyway. I wasn't the leader from the beginning, but I was just one of the first alchemists who founded Ars Magna. I watched the people next to me, got inspiration from them, tried it myself, and that’s how I lived until now.”

“...”

“The reason you are nervous now is because you are a homunculus.”

“Yes? Are you saying I'm a homunculus? What does that mean?”

“Take a good look at yourself. You are so desperate for independence right now. As he came out of his small workshop, out of the tower, out of the city, and out into the world, he had a compulsion to do everything with his own strength, so he fully realized that the help of many people who came to him could actually be his strength as well. It's just that I can't admit it.”

Farewell listened to her and thought hard.

Because of the hygges who constantly visit the workshop, many things have been created, including the invention and improvement of traps and traps using topaz spears.

Whenever Aila and Ruba were bored, they felt stuck, so they touched and played with the experiment materials they had left on the test table, and by chance they came up with a workaround.

Beyond Morsling's uniqueness, Farewell's luck, which could be said to be unrivaled in the world, made Farewell covet him even though he considered him an apostle, and thankfully he accepted his request to come to the diocese even if it was difficult.

After seeing Razael's Atmosphere, I was inspired to think that there might be a new possibility called magical mechanical engineering in the form of alchemy, which I was feeling skeptical about with existing research methods.

Gloria looked at Farewell, who was once again lost in his own thoughts, as if it were amusing, then stood up and called out to her.

“That's right, since it's been a while, I'll show you the artillery.”

“Artillery? What is that?”

“This is the name of the huge magic tool that was downstairs.”

“Oh, I forgot to ask you about that.”

“Hehehe. You'll really like it.”

Soon, like most scholars and alchemists, the two approached Peria for a moment without tidying up the laboratory table lined with various objects, confirmed that she was breathing comfortably, and then went downstairs.

        
            Gloria went down one flight of stairs with Farewell.

Then, the object that came into Farewell's field of vision was the object that had made Gloria's eyes wander from the downstairs a little while ago when she came all the way up in the newly installed elevator in the tower.

It was so huge that all 10 levels of the tower had to be connected into a duplex, and even that wasn't enough, so a huge ballista-like magic tool was seen outside the tower with the end sticking out.

“This is an item called ‘Artillery’.”

“Artillery... It was a dead language from the ancient kingdom that is now gone, meaning launch pad, right?”

“That’s right. The reason why this elevator was designed and installed in the tower was because it was thought that it would be a huge facility that would have to climb up to 10 floors of stairs, so it was made in a hurry. This one's magic efficiency isn't very good right now, so it needs some work here and there, but right now, just stabilizing this thing is a big deal.”

“I see. For some reason, the Glorias said that the number was very small compared to what they usually see in the tower, but they were all here.”

Let’s go!

Shake!

The elevator just happened to stop at the bottom of the stairs.

As Gloria and Farewell got off there and approached the artillery, Gloria, wearing thick gray work clothes with soot on her face, approached them and put on hard hats and work clothes for them.

Then, Gloria, wearing a cone-shaped sound amplifying artifact over her shoulder, shouted a slogan to the two with a serious expression.

“Safe?”

“Best.”

“Safe?”

“... Best?”

“Good.”

Afterwards, Gloria, who was wearing an armband on her shoulder, left the scene, and Farewell, with the help of another Gloria next to him, tightened the straps of his hard hat and asked what he had done a little while ago.

“... What is this?”

“In the early days of making this, there were a lot of injuries while working. No matter how much I am, this is my first time doing such a large-scale project, so I have to be very focused in this space.”

“But still, in the end, all the Glorias here are Glorias... and they seem to be enjoying themselves.”

“Hehehe. Did you get caught? In fact, recently, I have been feeling that, surprisingly, I have talents in this field other than being an alchemist.”

Soon, Farewell looked around to see Gloria, who had come down from upstairs with him, also fastening her work clothes.

In addition to Gloria, who was like the work leader just a moment ago, there were 30 Glorias staying on the stairs that Farewell could see, and everyone was sharing their opinions about the artillery and discussing whether there was anything that needed to be changed.

Farewell, looking at that scene, did not ask questions to Gloria, who was having a separate discussion, since all Glorias were Gloria anyway, but instead asked Gloria, who had come down with her, what the artillery was and what it was for.

“So, where and how is this item used?”

“This is something I made on a trial basis to somehow connect the Fairy Garden with this world, even in a state of uncertain coordinates. The Fairy Garden and the world we live in are spaces that can only be connected by crossing several dimensions. Artillery was created to reliably send goods from this world there.”

“... Seeing how large it is, it must mean that the load is also that big. I have a rough estimate of how many failures there were.”

“It’s just as they said. At first, it was destroyed a few times, but after experiencing many errors, the artillery has now grown in size and is now operational. Still, it wasn't destroyed that much. This is an item that the combination alchemists of the Fairy Circle that the soul-sick guy visited, and they put a lot of effort into creating it, and I developed it in my own way by linking it with magic. What I did was take over their research from an intermediate stage, so the burden wasn't that great.”

“Sorcery?”

“Yes. Sorcery. It is a study with the purpose of creating various machines by treating magic as an energy source among alchemists, starting with an object called a cylinder while you were away. I laid the foundation, and many alchemists have fallen in love with it. Even if I let it go now, it is breaking through its limits on its own.”

“Hey... What is your ultimate goal?”

“Of course, boiling water is done through magical power.”

“...”

“It’s a joke. Hehehe.”

“... There are no jokes like that. Trying to achieve the optimal efficiency of alchemy using magical power is just barely trying to boil water.”

Farewell overlooks the artillery.

Among alchemy, the study of mechanical devices is considered to be attempted only by those who can create shapes and display everything they have in mind, but for now, they should start by learning the skills of a blacksmith and it costs too much money, so give up the attempt. study.

Gloria provided enormous support under the name of [Magic Science].

He generously released the treasures he had accumulated in his tower, solidified the foundation for pedagogy, created a new introductory book, and distributed it widely to the people.

Afterwards, magicology spread widely and many people began to incorporate magicology into their studies, and the members of the Fairy Circle who created the initial model of the artillery currently in her tower also incorporated Gloria's travel notes and the techniques of magicology. It was achieved by doing so.

“Technology is something that goes around and around. We can overcome our limitations by receiving help from each other, being influenced by each other, and sharing our knowledge generously.”

“...”

“Even if I say this, can’t you already hear it? Hehehe.”

After hearing Gloria's words, Farewell stared intently at the artillery, and was so engrossed in the technology that went into the machinery that he looked at it with a smile without realizing it.

“... Ah!”

“Huh?”

“Wait a minute, I have something to show you.”

Farewell dragged Gloria back upstairs as if she remembered something, and soon she took out three items from her bag and showed them to Gloria.

Clink!

Degurrr...

What was shown was,

Yellow gem, blue gem, and red gem.

Each is a by-product of an ancient being, a fragment of his heart obtained by killing the flower bird Featheriul, and the last is-

It is part of Scarlett's power that was solidified after several experiments by willingly extracting some of her own blood when Farewell asked for her cooperation in research.

“Ho... These are great items.”

“That’s right. These are things that cannot be easily obtained.”

After showing it, Farewell told Gloria what he had originally intended to say to her.

“I looked at these and figured out one thing.”

“What is it?”

Even though Gloria can read Farewell's mind, she deliberately does not read it and just looks at her.

That's because Farewell's eyes were much more sparkly than those of the girls in the tower, rather than the gloomy eyes that had seemed gloomy due to lack of self-confidence a moment ago.

“Whether they are ancient beings, supreme demon beasts, or guardians of the world, they all have something in common.”

“What we have in common.”

“Yes. What they have in common is that their existence does not end so easily.”

existence life.

What Farewell was talking about was not the lifespan of the body.

An ancient being that left behind topaz.

Her body is obviously dead, but the power she possessed still lives on in Topaz.

Featheriul, a flower bird that left behind a fragment of a heart shaped like a blue jewel.

His body was also hunted by hygges, but the blue gem still harbors infinite possibilities that can be achieved with the power left behind by the demon.

Needless to say, it was part of Scarlett's power that still possessed the power of a guardian even though the reason for her birth as a guardian had disappeared.

“Any being with great power leaves something behind even when their body disappears. It doesn’t matter what race you are, what environment you live in, or what caused you to be born.”

“That's correct. It would be better to call it a crystal of power. If it is a being that possesses a huge amount of magic power that is so dense that it can be said to be dense, most things will leave a trace even when they die. Of course, there are exceptions, but in general, we leave behind something called ‘legacy’ in the world.”

Some things leave traces as physical entities, while others leave traces that do not have a proper shape.

The truth that Farewell arrived at was something that Gloria also realized to some extent, and because of that, Gloria felt satisfied that Farewell had figured it out on her own.

“Then. As if a guardian or an ancient being had left its mark. I think it's natural in some ways that demonic beasts as big as Featherium, and demonic beasts that are called spirit creatures somewhere, will all leave traces, and based on that, I wanted to ask Gloria something.”

“Huh? To me?”

“Yes. To Gloria.”

However, she, who was simply pleased with the growth of the homunculus, was even more surprised than before by the next question Farewell asked.

“Mortis, who fought with Federiul over the position of ruler of the sky. What traces did he leave behind?”

“...”

Gloria never thought that Farewell would be pursuing other research in addition to helping Lee Rim.

'Oh dear. I guess I thought you were just being gloomy and cheered me on for no reason. You were depressed a little while ago, thinking that you had not been able to achieve anything on your own, but Farewell, haven't you already gone this far on such a great quest on your own?'

“Please let me know. Gloria. Gloria, I think you probably know at least part of the truth, if not all of it, and I came here to get a part of the truth.”

“... Huhuhuhuhuhuhuhu-”

So, since she was surprised by Farewell's growth, she thought of giving her a gift to celebrate her growth -

Even though he 'slightly' broke his promise to his friend, he revealed a part of the truth.

“You’re asking a pointless question. Don’t you already know part of the truth? So what you want from me is not an answer, but confidence in your own conclusion.”

gulp!

“Your prediction is correct. The current second princess of the Mortis Empire, Camellia Shaden Steyer, is-

Mortis, the demonic beast that accompanied the first emperor of the empire, is a remnant of the power he left behind after his death.”

        
            Fairy Circle members are busy moving around.

A magic device resembling a main gun with a sharp tip installed in the middle of the workshop.

'No matter how you look at it, it looks like a cannon, but the end is blocked. This is what is needed for summoning?'

It looks like a ballista because the end is pointed and not open, but it has no strings, so to describe it more accurately, it is definitely close to a cannon.

From now on, the union leader explained that he would use it to carry out an 'interchange summons' to the Fairy Garden.

“It’s the same as the one in Gloria’s Tower. The size here is much smaller though.”

“Really? Was it really my mistake?”

And the object was the same as the object in Gloria's tower.

The similarity, which had not been noticed because the size was so vastly different, was confirmed by Raines and I cross-comparing the items in Gloria's Tower with the artifacts installed in the Fairy Circle workshop to confirm that they were similar items.

Then, the union leader who was listening to this and was giving instructions to other union members came up to us and hinted at the history of the incident.

“We are the originator of Artillery. The one in Gloria's Tower is an improved version of the early model we made. But in my opinion, it's a failure. It's inefficient. It's unnecessarily large and consumes a lot of mana. If you send 'mail' to communicate with the Fairy Garden using an artillery of that size, the mail will all just be destroyed.”

Whilick!

A union leader who only says what he wants to say and then turns around.

When talking about Gloria and the artillery she built, his face showed a dissatisfied expression, but at the same time, a brief moment of reverence appeared, so it seemed like he didn't just say it out of jealousy.

“I’m not sure what you said.”

“My words. What are you going to do with this? ... It can't be what I know.”

“Do you know anything?”

“Huh? Ah, no. It's similar to something I know, but it's not like that unless the end is open and pointed.”

However, like Raines' reaction, words such as 'exchange' and 'mail' were difficult to understand for those of us who had no idea how the artillery in front of us worked, words that would only be understood among union members and union leaders. .

“... From the looks of it, it looks like it will take some time.”

“That’s right. It looks like there is more to prepare than I thought.”

“...”

“...”

It was Raines and I who were quietly sticking to one wall, watching the people moving around busily, as there was nothing else we could do until they finished preparing.

So, since I had some quiet time, I lowered my head slightly, got close to Raines' ear, and quietly asked her how she persuaded the union leader.

“... So, what did you do? Reigns. The leader of the union, he was such an ironclad guy even to Razael, a member of the ducal family directly under his family, so I can't believe you persuaded him of that.”

Then Raines responded, just like me, without taking his eyes off the [Artillery of Exchange], where he was increasingly surrounded by union members and began to be filled with magical energy.

“It’s simple. We gave them what they wanted, exactly what the union leader wanted.”

“What do you want?”

After hearing Raines' words, I became curious.

What you want.

He didn't even blink at my and Razael's demands, and although he had a little anger in his heart, he held it in and responded rationally to us as the leader of the union.

I don't know what the union leader wanted, but Raines answered that she successfully led the negotiation by satisfying that request, so as someone who has never done much negotiation, it was naturally difficult to predict what method she used.

And Raines also knew that, unlike himself, who was an errand boy for the Immortal Agency and was skilled at negotiating within the scope set by Agoni, I was not familiar with anything other than physical negotiations.

“Well, the negotiations that the bishop had were usually always accompanied by weapons and blood, and most of them were negotiations in which only one-sided claims were made to each other, so it may be difficult to understand.”

“... If you know, can you explain?”

“I tried to do that even without you telling me.”

‘Is it because I accomplished one thing? You're a bit sly today.'

Soon, Raines gave me additional explanation, probably because he knew that since I was not Feria, it would be difficult to understand what he and the union president had exchanged during the negotiation with just the short answer he gave.

“First, let’s take a look at ourselves. Bishop. Bishop, do you remember what attitude Rajael and the bishop took when dealing with the union leader?”

“... It's hard to pinpoint. What was it?”

“The two people each had an unfavorable attitude toward the union president from the beginning. The bishop took the attitude of ‘please’, and Razael gave ‘orders’.”

“So?”

“What the two of you did was hand over the upper hand of the conversation to the other person from the beginning. First of all, the bishop's 'request' is an offer that must be considered from a superior position with no reason to listen if the other party has a reasonable reason to refuse, and Razael's 'order' is also an offer that the union leader has nothing to lose because he has nothing more to lose. Not only is it a threat that doesn't work at all if you don't have it, but it's an attitude that only causes rejection.”

“We already made the wrong decision from the beginning, right?”

“Yes. Can a request made by first revealing that one side is disappointed, or a threat to suppress the other person's freedom by force, flow smoothly and produce good results? no. Negotiation is always about using the more optimal negotiation methods first, and then, if they don't work, using the next method. Therefore, using favors and threats should have been a last resort, only after negotiations had collapsed.”

“But since Peria is doing that, we have no choice but to use that last resort from the beginning-”

This was the moment when I was continuing to listen to Raines' explanation and was about to refute what she said.

You must have thought “-. But no.”

As if she knew I was going to say that, she opened her mouth and prepared to cut me off, and at just the right moment, she struck in and continued her explanation.

“... No?”

“Yes. The bishop clearly had a weapon that could ‘persuade’ the other person. It's just that the bishop is confused because Peria's condition is not good, and since Peria has been involved in most of the head-to-head fights with other groups related to the denomination, he's just not familiar with it and doesn't recognize it.”

“...”

Raines later told us how he convinced the union president and what he paid to help us.

The first thing to recognize is information about the other person.

Dorother Sagians, the 3rd leader of the Fairy Circle, a private research association in Arsmagna, the city of alchemists.

He is a member of the Viscount Sagians family of the United Kingdom, and at the same time, he is someone who has put down his roots in Arsmagna.

All of his relatives and family were caught up in the incident and died due to the spirit soldiers being liberated from the Kingdom Union.

So, he has bad feelings towards me, the bishop of the Deshade Church, who can be said to be the culprit.

However, it is also all that has just ‘that level’ of emotions.

“A person from a family with roots in Ars Magna. Although he is a nobleman, he is also a person who walks the path of an 'alchemist'. So, based on the bishop’s previous history, what kind of person do you think the president of the union is?”

“... The name given to those who have entered the path of learning that is not recognized in the magic tower of wizards is alchemist. So, even though he is a noble, he is a person who chose the path of an alchemist who conducts research related to fairies rather than the path of a wizard, which he could easily enter through connections, and escaped from the kingdom union. In the end, is he a person who chose the path to explore knowledge rather than his family?”

“Yes. Ultimately, what he wanted was the quest for knowledge. Even though he escaped from his family's protection and ended up walking the 'alchemist's path', which is still considered an affair in the Kingdom Alliance, he is someone who came here and settled down to get what he wanted. In reality, even if his family was extinct, he came here prepared to cut off ties, so even if he heard about the death of his relatives, whom he had never seen before, he would feel sad, and that would be the end of it.”

Afterwards, Razael gave orders to the union leader, claiming his position as a member of a high-ranking family, but the union leader, who had no regrets about his position as a self-author from the beginning, thought that he was already a person who had nothing to do with the family, and even refused because he had nothing more to lose. And after seeing that, Reigns came to an idea.

“In that case, all you have to do is simply apply the practical benefits. Something the union leader would want. We already have it all.”

“That means you already negotiated with the union president a while ago and handed over the items he wanted. What did you give me?”

Then Reigns opened three fingers in front of me and folded them one by one to explain.

“There are three cards I was thinking of showing to the union president. One is information about whose hands the 'property' of the family he belonged to in the Kingdom Alliance, which is currently difficult to access, was used by Tricksters who are connected to Mr. Peria.”

“...and?”

“Second, he arranged a meeting with Gloria, who had not been out of the tower for over a month.”

“...”

“Thirdly, for the leader of the union, who is from the Alliance of Kingdoms and has a relatively closed environment of a workshop that operates only in Arsmagna, the bishop, a knight of Camellia, could promote his research to imperial nobles who might be interested in his knowledge. It was to let them know that they had a place. The more calmly I presented those three things, the more the union leader had no choice but to be tempted.”

“Did you use all of that to persuade him?”

“Not all, but it ended when the second hand was dealt. In fact, there was no need to bring up the last proposal. After arranging a meeting to exchange information with Gloria, the second master, and promising the head of the Fairy Circle to have a private meeting with her, I accepted the proposal.”

It was a completely unexpected method.

All you had to do was easily take what you wanted by using the connections you had accumulated so far.

Although the first condition could be resolved between us, the second condition was a proposal made without any consultation with Gloria, but it clearly worked.

“... Thank you. Reigns.”

“... That’s it. Instead, I want you to take this opportunity to make sure you know.”

So when I thanked Reigns, she answered honestly, pushing down her hood.

“The bishop is a person who has to take responsibility for many people. So, even if difficult times come, you should not be confused or stumble. Like this time.”

“... I'll keep that in mind.”

“... You must not fall down. The bishop is a pillar.”

“... Yes.”

Even Reigns is worried about me.

This is also proof that I am not calm.

I should be a pillar that everyone can rely on, but I have been swayed here and there ever since I started at the diocese.

'okay. Come to your senses. This time, Ars Magna came with a small group of people. So, I have to be more mentally armed and make a judgment that is close to perfect as a knight of Camellia and a bishop of the Deshade Church.'

So, I decided that I couldn't be swayed any longer, so I tried to brace myself before the summoning started...

Even though I knew it would be a burden to Reigns, I made an unreasonable request.

“... I'm sorry, Reigns.”

“Yes.”

“Can you hold my hand just a little?”

        
            He asked me to hold his hand.

“... Yes?”

Reigns looks up at me at those words.

I was a little embarrassed to say it out loud.

still,

Right now, I felt like I wanted to rely on someone else, whether it was fast charging or not.

As a means of preparation or support to build up the slanted pillar that is carried on one's shoulders, by gathering all the strength at once, and firmly erecting it again.

In order to quickly calm my mind a little and return to being able to make rational decisions.

And now she was the only person next to me.

Razael went out and it was just her and me here.

The only people in the parish are Raines.

However, that doesn't mean that Reigns and I are that close.

Raines is a person who stays at the parish for a short time.

She seeks the power to take revenge on the witch and her tutor who used her and other children as test subjects, and it is up to her to decide how she wants to live her life after that.

And I swore that I would help her get revenge, and that was the end of our relationship.

Raines is working hard at his work in the parish, and I am working on my own, so it is really rare for the two of us to talk alone without other people in between.

Now that I think about it, I don't think we've ever been alone together since I built a grave for the children who died with her.

but-

Even though she was like that, there was no need to sit down and talk to her, and I was the one who almost accepted her as a family member as we ate at the same table and slept under the same roof in the parish house.

'I don't know what Reigns thinks.'

So, I spoke up because I thought it would be nice to be able to lean on Reigns' hand for just a moment while there were no other people around.

and-

“...”

I don't know if he realized my intention, but at first Reigns looked at me as if I had eaten something wrong, and then he said,

Kkook-

She held my hand quietly, without any response.

“... Just this time.”

“... Thank you.”

“...”

Afterwards, I held her hand and quietly closed my eyes.

What I feel is cold hands.

That might mean that my body had built up quite a bit of heat.

Just as Razael's body was consumed by anger and became hot, I was also in an abnormal state, and I was only able to realize this through the body temperature of others.

Well, as time passed, my hands started to get colder.

A few minutes must have passed.

My hot hands are cooling down.

Time to warm up your cold hands.

... coo-

I don't know if I did it, but my hand, which was just gently touching it, was already clasped with her hand.

So even more quickly, my hand became the same temperature as her hand.

Soon, I felt that Reigns' hands were warmer than mine.

That was all, just holding hands, but I could definitely feel that my mind was at ease.

Thanks to you, I calmed down, so I decided to pull myself together and open my eyes again.

“... Yes. That should be it. To always be able to make decisions calmly, cool-headedly, and quickly.”

... Wow!

flinch!

So, I squeezed Reigns' hand once, composed myself, and let go of her hand.

“...Are you satisfied now?”

“Yes. thank you. Thanks to you, I gained strength.”

“... If that's the case, I'm glad.”

“Hey guys! The preparations are complete, so come this way. I will activate the magic tool from now on!”

After that, Raines put on her hood even more tightly and tried not to look in my direction, and she and I walked towards the union member who called us.

-------------------------------

Razael walks down the street.

Tuk!

“Oops... look ahead! Did I eat something wrong?”

“...”

In the middle of Ars Magna's chaotic market.

One man, who missed the delivery date by the nick of time, swerved sharply to avoid a carriage that was using the road roughly, hit her on the shoulder and swore at her as she stumbled as she passed, but Razael did not respond.

Kuuk-

Instead, she was walking down the street, putting more pressure on the hand holding the credit card so as not to drop it if she bumped into others.

‘Our family is in danger? While I was away from home?'

Even though she clashed with others several times and came close to getting into an argument, she focused on organizing her confused mind rather than looking ahead.

However, Razael, who had already been shocked once, could not organize his mind so easily.

'That can't be possible. I must have lied. Because he is a man who no longer wants to be associated with his family. If so, you can check.'

Although she is such a Razael, she is now walking through the market with a clear goal.

What we need to find now is the Trickster.

Razael thinks that there must be tricksters in Arsmagna, and she is searching the most crowded places to find them somewhere in the city.

Since I had heard from the union leader that his family was being questioned by the Kingdom Alliance about what happened in Grace Territory, I wanted to confirm whether that was true.

After making a decision, she didn't know how much the trickster would charge for the information, so she told Lee Rim to hand it over like a credit card. Currently, she is wandering around aimlessly looking for a place where the trickster could be found somewhere in the downtown area of Ars Magna. It was.

And although it would have been difficult to find the trickster by wandering around the downtown area aimlessly, she was lucky enough to quickly meet the trickster who was staying in Ars Magna.

“Hey, lady. Looks like you're looking for something?”

“... Trickster?”

As she walked down the street, her eyes kept looking towards the dark-looking back alley, but a shadow suddenly appeared on Razael's face.

When Razael looked up at the sight of the man blocking her, a burly trickster man wearing a large triangular hat was standing in front of her.

“Is there any information you want? Razael Sain Tion.”

“... How do you know me?”

As soon as the man saw Razael, he called her name, and when she reacted fiercely, the trickster took a step back and made it known that he had no bad intentions.

“Because he is a famous person. She is the one who committed the last act that completely disrupted the relationship between the empire and the kingdom union, and she is the daughter of the commander of the Helias Legion. And in fact, I was there when the longsword you brought destroyed our nest. Oh, my name is Trickster Brandi. This time, he stopped by to manage Arsmagna's Trickster branch and, if possible, collect some 20 gold he had borrowed from someone.”

When the trickster took off his hat, his gray-looking hair appeared.

Razael, who saw this, was convinced that he was a trickster, considering he knew the story of the long sword.

Finally, what she wanted appeared in front of her.

Razael was confident that now that he had met the Trickster, he could obtain the information he wanted by paying the sum he demanded.

Unlike when I was president of the union, there is no reason to be rejected.

The tricksters that Razael knows are the ones who take care of all customers.

Even if they are different races that have no ties to the empire, as long as they do not cause harm, tricksters actively utilize their unique social skills and deception to obtain information and resell it, and even if the opponent is a demon, they have the ability to conduct transactions on equal footing. there is.

And when it comes to trading in rumors, although these are their own standards, they never try to severely reduce the value or provide false information by twisting or obscuring the truth or falsity.

so-

Razael wanted to get the information he wanted from the mouth of the trickster.

“There is information I want to buy.”

“Aha, I see? So, what is it?”

“I need to know what the situation is for my family in the Kingdom Union.”

“...”

Razael clearly conveyed his demands without saying anything.

“... Okay. Well then, since we can't talk here, let's move somewhere else.”

Trickster Brandy saw her nervous appearance and looked around for a moment before leading her to the tricksters' quarters prepared in the city.

Shake!

Good profit...

“I cleaned it up so the dust won't be too bad, but there will be some parts that haven't been touched yet, so sit back and relax.”

The place that Brandi guided us to was a workshop opened by a former alchemist of Ars Magna, which was vacant in Ars Magna, which the Tricksters purchased by investing the money they had accumulated more than necessary, and a building that is currently being used as a branch office for the Tricksters' business trip to Ars Magna.

The management of this place is that people who draw lots or have business in Ars Magna come here to clean and use it as a lodging and branch office, so most of the tricksters have a place to sleep for a while or organize information gathered in the city. It was a building with no decoration beyond lodging, as it had no value beyond stopping by.

Grumble!

thud!

In such a building, Razael moved faster than Brandy and brought in a table that had been leaning against the wall to prevent dust from accumulating, and also brought in two chairs that had been turned over at once and spoke.

“How much?”

“... You have a short temper. Hahahahaha!”

“Say the amount loudly and quickly.”

After serving tea and calming her down a bit, Brandi said that her plan to give her the information she wanted, the 'not so good news', had ultimately failed.

'Whoa... can't we help it? The bigger the shock, the more likely it is that it will break down and not run wild.'

He thought that Razael might listen to his words and do something dangerous, so he started a deal, thinking that if her condition was this bad, it would be better to leave her alone.

“What I want is the current state of the Thion duchy and your mother... Ariana Saine Thion. Is this information about her enough?”

“Do that.”

“The amount is 300 gold. It is difficult to enter the Kingdom Alliance because the border is currently blocked, and foreign races keep occupying the roads - ”

“I will pay with this.”

bang!

Before Brandy could finish speaking, Razael placed the credit card down roughly on the table.

“... For your information, there is no installment delivery date.”

Brandi saw that and quietly said that if she was going to bite, now would be the time, but since Razael had no other choice in the first place, Brandi paid the exact price by overlapping her credit card with hers.

Ding!

“Good. So which news do you want to hear first? Should I tell you everything quickly? Or in the order you want to hear it?”

After receiving the information fee, Brandy rested her chin and asked Razael a question.

“... I'd like to ask for news about my mother first, and news about Ariana Sine Tion.”

Even though Razael was finally able to hear news about her family left behind in the Kingdom Coalition, she asked a question while holding her hand, which had begun to tremble for some reason, with her other hand.

And Brandi, who was looking straight into her eyes, took her foot back slightly, prepared to run away in case of an unexpected situation, and then spoke in a calm voice -

“Razael Sine Tion. Your mother, Ariana Saine Tion,

To take responsibility for Helias Saen Tion's mistake in failing to fulfill his role as the commander of the 3rd Legion, and for your self-righteousness in going to the Empire and carrying out work on your own -

He was executed.”

In front of Tion, Razael Sain announced the news of her mother's death.

        
            “So, the most important thing is the request fee. Have you prepared?”

thud!

The union leader puts his hands on the table.

Behind him is a magic device that is ready for operation, the Artillery of Exchange.

From now on, we will use that to perform a summoning spell to the Fairy Garden.

However, what Reigns did a little while ago was to negotiate whether or not the Fairy Circle union would treat us as customers.

The real deal begins now.

“How much does the summoning spell cost?”

With Feria's bag on his back, he asks the union leader for the price.

This is also an action decided upon in consultation with Reigns.

If you show a money bag containing dwarven coins in advance, the other party may set a higher price for one summoning spell request.

Considering that, it is clear that we should intentionally ask for the price first without showing how much money we have.

“You receive 25 dwarven coins per summoning spell.”

'expensive.'

As expected, the price was very different from before.

“When I came to Ars Magna before, I heard it was one summoning spell for every 10.”

The number of times Peria attempted summoning in Ars Magna was 100 times.

Since becoming a trickster, I have been buying and selling various information, and when I can earn it, I have collected it like a miser, and this is the number of times I have been able to collect and make 1,000 dwarven coins.

However, the number of attempts ended without producing any results, so much so that it felt like it was in vain.

“If it only takes one summoning spell for 10, it looks like you used a different combination of summoning spells before. They must have been researching interdimensional summoning techniques located in the next area. But we must consider that our quality is different from them. What those guys used was 'random summoning'. We requested a summoning spell that would allow us to summon no protest even if literally any object in the Fairy Garden, let's say a rock on the street, was summoned.”

“Then how is this workshop different? Is it worth more?”

Don’t say “. The artillery we created is literally a magic tool for the purpose of ‘interacting’ with fairies. So, let me ask you. When the number of attempts is limited, you can lean on a palm-sized magic circle among the numerous objects in this world and perform a summoning spell until the object you want appears, and you can ask people passing by to bring you the object you want. Which one would you choose?”

“... I will definitely choose the latter method...”

“Our artillery is like that.”

The price is definitely expensive.

The number of dwarven coins we currently have is 1,200.

You may think that there is no difference from before, but when you think about what was collected in a short period of time, it is a huge number.

Peria offered to give some of the money she worked hard to earn while she was with us, a portion of the church's funds that we decided to include after consulting with everyone, and some of the money earned as a down payment since Tarator is between the church and the upper level, which is a community of destiny. This is the number that was barely collected with the combined amount.

'Tarator really, really worked hard. Ars Magna also looked into the prices of dwarven coins, just in case, but they said that they are currently in short supply, so trading them is rare. In that respect, it is truly fortunate that we were able to secure so many dwarven coins from the Empire.'

Rather than having value as money, dwarven coins are often used as experimental materials by wizards and alchemists due to the rare nature of the materials used to make them and the magical value they contain.

So, 1,200 dwarven coins that Tarator obtained by searching through all the black markets and magic towers of the empire.

As it is, Ars Magna knows that dwarven coins are currently in short supply, so it is an asset that can be sold for three or four times more in value.

'Of course, I don't plan on doing that.'

So, there is nothing we can do.

“I understand. So a total of 56 servings. Please.”

thud!

After hearing the price, I rummaged through Peria's bag, took out a money bag from deep inside, and placed it on the table.

Wajikkeun!

Contrary to its appearance, a bag that contained infinite items and a money pouch of the same nature as the bag were placed on it, and the table shattered because of its weight.

The fact that the table was broken was not something I expected, but since they brought me a poor table without knowing what I would get out of it, I wonder if they would ask me to pay for this as well.

“... It would be a waste of time to take it out and count it right away. Then, I will take out the coin and try the summoning spell. Ymir! Come here, count your coins and take them out every time I speak!”

“Please do that. There is a possibility that the item we want will come out before we use up all the coins.”

In the end, one union member ran over, cleaned up the smashed table, and sat down next to the money bag, and this time the union leader handed me a piece of paper.

“ character. Write down what you want to achieve here in detail, in detail, as specifically as possible.”

“What are you trying to do?”

“We translate what you want into the fairy language and send it through the artillery, and they read it and send you the appropriate item.”

“Yes? Then there is absolutely no chance of failure, right?”

It seemed like something like a request could be sent to the fairies through that artillery.

The Artillery literally acts like a transmitter and receiver that connects this dimension with the other dimension. It contains items that fairies would like, materials that cannot be obtained in the Fairy Garden, and about 10 dwarven coins that they like, which are said to be their favorite, are put in there, as per the request form. It is said that the method is to send a letter, and the fairies respond by sending the item written in the letter.

Right now, we're paying 25 coins, but since the coins we're handing over to the fairies are 10, it's a bonus to be a little annoyed by the Fairy Circle guys who are trying to take 15 coins.

'Guys without conscience.'

However, the union leader argued that only they could use the artillery, and that the price was reasonable considering the materials needed to operate the artillery and the effort they put into injecting magical energy into it.

However, the problem was that, as the union leader said, if one side wrote down the item they wanted and sent it, the other side would read it and send it to them, but the possibility of failure was greater than expected.

“There is no way there is absolutely no failure. Results vary depending on the time and situation.”

“Why?”

“Let’s hear it directly from the mouth of the negotiator you brought here.”

When I asked the union leader in a sharp voice the reason again, who seemed to be trying to create an escape loop before I could even attempt the summoning spell by predicting the possibility of failure, he turned his gaze and asked Raines a question instead of me.

“Raines, I said.”

“Yes.”

“When I spoke to you a little while ago, I asked you because I am sure you have met a lot of people, and I am sure you have met many more than ordinary people meet.”

“Of course.”

“In your opinion, among the people living in this world, what percentage of people do you think live their lives taking care of what is called ‘conscience’?”

Conscience.

It means judging whether one's own actions are right or wrong, and choosing actions that are considered good or evil.

Now, the majority of people who are watching this are incorporating universal values into it and saying that the person who chose the judgment of good has a conscience, and the person who chose the judgment of evil does not have a conscience.

And as the leader of the union said, Raines, who met many people who were messengers for the immortal organization and helped the organization through the unity of various interests, recalled his meeting with them and realized that the proportion of people who take care of their conscience and choose 'good' is high. I roughly calculated how much it would be and answered.

“... If there were 100 people, at least 1 person would know what conscience is.”

“... A rather serious enemy. Still, I thought you would say 40 out of 100.”

“The answer is probably because the environment you imagined and the environment I imagined in which they would struggle with their conscience were different.”

“... Okay.”

The union leader, who thought of a situation where people would pick up the fruit spilled out when the wheel of a carriage passing by on the street was smashed, and the executioner who hid in the house of a target who had been ordered to be dealt with by an immortal organization, Raines discovered that young children were able to distinguish human faces and calculated the probability of them making a decision that would not eliminate witnesses.

The union leader, who suffered from a sense of extreme disparity for a moment because the environment in which he lived for a short time was so extreme, took out a handkerchief from his pocket, wiped away the cold sweat, and changed his words.

“... Yes. This was my mistake. The number of people who care about their conscience in Ars Magna that I have seen is about 40 out of 100. So let’s proceed this way.”

“Do whatever you feel comfortable with.”

“Then we say that those 40 people are people who know how to take care of their conscience. A conscience that knows how to care when someone falls, and has the kind of conscience to help someone up when their carriage falls.”

Did you say it was a feeling of pity?

I don't know if that's the right word here, but the conscience that the union president talks about is what is called human duty, and it is largely driven by a person's desire to satisfy his or her own sense of accomplishment rather than considering the great interests of helping others. It seemed like he wanted to explain something.

And everything the union leader has said so far is-

It was just a story about conscience exercised by ‘people’ towards ‘people’.

“Then, this time, I will talk about the subject being not a person.”

        
            “Then, this time, I will talk about the subject being not a person.”

“... Do whatever you want.”

It may seem like a long story, but this is also a characteristic of an alchemist who likes to talk about his knowledge and opinions in front of others, and above all, he is an older person who is the 'head' of the Fairy Circle, so it is natural. I think it's just my temperament coming out, so I calmly listen to the explanation.

“As you were passing by, an unclaimed item fell down. Worth it...yeah. Let's say it's about 10 silver.”

“First of all, aren’t we sending 10 dwarven coins to the fairies?”

“Because they might not think that way. So, then what do you think you would do? Not only are there no witnesses and there is absolutely no chance of finding the owner, but the silver coins will be left in the grass if you don't pick them up.”

“Then, I’ll just put it in my pocket.”

“That’s an immediate answer. But it would have been the same for me. I'll put it in my pocket.”

The union president quickly confirmed that this would be the case and continued.

“But there was a note underneath the silver coin. You can take this money, but instead, please do me a favor. In the letter, there is an item that can only be found near that area, and it asks you to get it and send it to the place he asks you to send it to. Then what do you think you will do?”

The union leader says that's the way we do it and the way the fairies accept it.

Write a letter and send it to the Fairy Garden along with a dwarven coin.

Then the fairies pass through the streets and find coins and letters.

It wasn't just a fairy discovering another fairy's item, but a coin sent by humans from several dimensions away, and a letter asking for a favor in return.

So, this means that only if the fairies who discovered it are people with a conscience, can we get what we want.

“It is not a request between fairies, but a request from a human from beyond the dimension with whom there is a high probability that we will never meet again in our lifetime. So, among the fairies, there are those who show kindness to us and accept the coin in its entirety and then send us back the item written on it, and there are some who give us a completely different item. Or there are some guys who just take coins and pretend not to know. In general, humans almost never pretended not to know the letters we sent, perhaps because they thought it was amazing that they talked to us.”

“... Isn’t this saying that it is random in the end?”

“It's a much better method than randomly summoning random objects in the Fairy Garden.”

A magic device whose name means 'interchange'.

However, in reality, it is a one-sided letter sent by a girl with a crush.

Whether the fairies would willingly respond or not, or whether they would be too playful and send strange items, depended entirely on their mood.

“... Still, it's okay in that our request is in the hands of a fairy.”

“That’s right.”

In the end, although I felt suspicious, I didn't think the union leader was lying, so I took the paper and discussed it with Raines.

“How should I write it?”

“We want fruit from the Fairy Garden, shouldn’t we just write it like that?”

“Honestly, we only vaguely know of the fruits needed to make Peria's medicine as just fruits. There may be many different types of fruits there.”

In the end, we went through Peria's bag again and took out the small, dirty notebook she had been carrying around before, and from there, Raines and I were able to find the list of ingredients for the medicine that Peria had written down.

But what it says there is, of course-

[Fruit of the Fairy Garden]

It was just a concise sentence that made it impossible to deduce anything other than that it was a fruit.

And the union president, who saw the requests we wrote down behind the scenes, also had the same opinion.

“... First of all, there is no record of fruit being summoned among the summoning spells to the Fairy Garden performed in Ars Magna so far. And this is the first time we have been asked for fruit too.”

“No clue at all?”

“Nothing.”

I lose strength at the union leader’s words.

“But, if you don’t have it, shouldn’t you just get it?”

Then, hearing what he said next, I tightened my neck again and looked back at him.

“If multiple opportunities are guaranteed, all you have to do is try multiple times and go through trial and error to get results. How about starting by asking, ‘Give me a fruit that only grows in the Fairy Garden?’”

“I see. Well then, please try that first.”

First of all, perhaps because there was a deal with Raines, the union leader was more willing to cooperate with us than expected.

Just like that, a request was written to be put into the artillery soon.

[Fairies. We would like to send you fruits that only grow in the Fairy Garden.]

A piece of paper on which human words are first written down while meeting the minimum conditions, and then translated into the language of the fairies.

“Then, let’s begin. Carlos! Ragone! Open your vassal!”

As the union leader held up a piece of paper and shouted to the union members, two people spread the object that looked like an artillery leg wide and firmly fastened it to the floor.

And the union leader-

kkieeek-

Clap!

“... What is it?”

“What are you doing? I'm putting in a request.”

A huge steel can.

However, no matter how you look at it, a letter was put into an object that looked like a shell casing, and a head resembling a warhead was assembled at the front.

“... Isn’t this just a cannon?”

“Cannon? What are you talking about? This is definitely an item with the name ‘Artillery of Exchange’! This product has already been copyrighted!”

Only then did I realize how the artillery worked.

This-

It's a cannon.

A cannon fired into the Fairy Garden.

Although the appearance has a touch of alchemy, the union members are spreading out their vases to dissipate heat, measuring the dynamic coordinates of the Fairy Garden in real time to adjust the blisters, and the letter is placed in an object that appears to be a bullet casing no matter how you look at it. Since the warhead was assembled, it could only be viewed as a cannon.

“... I would like to ask additionally, but the reason why the letter insertion box was designed to look like this is-”

“Did you know that sometimes sailors who miss their hometown put coins and letters in glass bottles and throw them into the sea as a wish to return home?”

“To some extent.”

“That’s where I got the idea. We use the same method. In order to talk to Fairy Garden, a world on a completely different level from the human world, we had to develop a way to send a letter at high speed and with precise coordinates.”

Suddenly, the atmosphere in the workshop began to change.

The union members were running around in a hurry, and the huge pillars and gun barrels in the artillery were making a huge noise and starting to charge up with blue magic power.

Kiiing!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

“It’s going to be quite noisy from now on! Use this!”

Receive earplugs and items resembling a headset presented by the union leader.

“This is just a cannon...”

“Uh-huh! ‘Artillery of exchange’!!!”

Afterwards, I let go of the union leader who responded that I called the object in front of me a cannon and that it was called the Artillery of Exchange. I took the two items I had received, earplugs and a headset, and approached Raines.

“Now, Raines. I'll help you.”

“Ah, yes.”

The union leader seemed so excited that it was time to turn on the artillery and started running around without even explaining how to use the two items. It was natural that Raines, who was seeing earplugs and a headset for the first time, had no idea how to use them.

So, it's up to me to take care of Reigns, who doesn't know how to use the two items.

“Come here. First of all, put this in your ear-”

“Yes? What do you mean by putting it in your ear-”

First, put earplugs made of orange cotton in Reigns' ears.

Kuuk!

“What?!”

Then Reigns looked up at me with a puzzled expression I've never seen before, and I put the headset on Reigns' head as well.

“Okay, if you do this, there will be less noise. Well, you will probably hear a really loud noise.”

“...”

After putting the headset on Reigns, I also put on the earplugs and headset tightly.

I called it a cannon, but in the end, unlike a cannon, the part at the front that looks like a gun barrel is blocked and looks like a sharp awl, so it's safe to say it's a different object.

So, as I looked at the Artillery of Exchange carefully, thinking that if I looked a little further, I would see something different, I saw Reigns' mouth gaping next to me.

“... It was my first time having my ears touched by someone else.”

“Huh?! what?! I can not hear well! You have to say it loud!”

“... I said I was just talking to myself!”

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

Looking at Reigns' face, which seemed to indicate he was talking to himself, he nodded to indicate that he understood.

While the two of us were looking at the artillery, the union president finally approached the artillery holding a piece of mail with the name “Cannonball.”

“Since it’s been a while, I’ll explain it to you! First, put this letter in the artillery! Just close the closure!”

'Octurator.'

Kuuk!

kkieeek-

Shake!

The union leader carefully pushed the warhead in and closed the extremely heavy closure.

He then came down from the Artillery and confirmed the coordinates to the Fairy Garden from the union member one last time, and-

“Then, pull the lanyard here to activate the artillery!”

'A lanyard.'

He grabbed the long string hanging from the artillery and stepped back.

And at that moment when the union members stood by at the signal and closed their ears -

“... Launchaaaa!!!”

Slam!

Kwaaa!!!

“... After all, it is an artillery of exchange. Anyone who sees it can only see Daepo-gu.”

The union leader's lanyard was pulled back forcefully, the artillery's pestle struck the detonator, and the mail was fired.

        
            “... Launchaaaa!!!”

The union leader extends his arm forward and then pulls it back forcefully.

The union members who saw that scene all covered their ears, and I used earplugs and a headset, but I was just embarrassed by the other people's behavior and didn't try to follow suit, so I used my hands to cover Raines' ears instead. I blocked it.

OK-

Kiiing!

Kwahiah ahhh!

A cannonball named 'Mail' that was compressed and rotated by a vortex of magical energy previously charged inside the alternating current artillery, which was fired as soon as the lanyard was pulled.

However, the shell fired through the artillery did not pierce the blocked end of the main gun and bounce out, shattering the ceiling of the workshop.

Wooo...

Soon after firing the mail, the artillery lost its magic power and the noise subsided.

“-Mr. Bishop.”

“... Ah, yes.”

A little while after the artillery was finished operating, I heard Raines calling me.

“Bishop. Are you okay?”

“Yes. are you okay. I expected it, but the sound is much louder than I expected.”

When I removed my hand that was covering Reigns' ear, I felt my slightly impaired hearing quickly recover.

“... I'm sorry. I never thought it was an artifact accompanied by such a loud sound.”

“No. There's no need to apologize. It was the union president's fault for not explaining, and since I had roughly expected it, it would have been better if I had just explained it verbally.”

“... Huh! hmm! I'm sorry. Still, this side was just as busy.”

Then the union president, who had been so focused on starting the artillery that he forgot to tell us the precautions, cleared his throat and looked away.

The sound was that huge.

It's a sound that can't be compared to the sound I remember from my childhood: a popping machine exploding.

When I thought of something more similar, I thought of the sound of a 600mm self-propelled mortar being fired, which I once had the opportunity to hear in a movie theater.

It was roughly similar to that.

It was such a loud sound that it was absolutely necessary to not wear earplugs, and if you had weak hearing, your tinnitus would probably linger for quite a long time even if you wore earplugs.

Soon, Reigns, who was able to prevent tinnitus from developing thanks to me covering her ears, asked the union leader if this was all there was to summoning.

“So, union leader. Is this the end of the summoning art, ‘interactive summoning’?”

“Correct. This is the end. Now all we have to do is wait.”

“... Can I just keep using this?”

“Still using it.”

Afterwards, it was a bonus that Raines was stopped when he tried to take off his headset when the union president told him that he just had to wait.

After about a minute of everyone watching the artillery.

... Ta-ta-ta-ta-tang!

Shake!

“You arrived quickly.”

When we heard the sound of something falling from the front of the artillery, the union leader took us there and moved there.

and,

Wow!

“Here comes the reply from Fairy Garden.”

When the union leader put on thick gloves and opened the lower part of the artillery as if opening an oven, there was a meteorite-like lump inside.

As soon as the union leader saw that, he frowned.

“... This is a failure.”

“Failure?”

“This is the item sent here from Fairy Garden. There will be a reply below, so please wait.”

Turning away from my gaze, wondering what he meant by the word 'failure', the union leader took out with his gloves an object that looked like a chunk of a meteorite that had come from the Fairy Garden, threw it into the basket brought by an astute union member, and picked up the letter underneath it. Raised it.

And the letter-

It was a letter in which Raines and I discussed and wrote down our requests, and the union leader and members translated them into the language of the fairies and wrote them down, requesting that we send them fruits that only grow in the Fairy Garden.

“When we send a letter, the fairies write a reply on the back. And the result of this exchange summons is clearly a failure, and from now on, we will have to explore the reason.”

Soon the union leader took off his gloves and turned the letter back, and sure enough, on the back was a short reply written in letters that the fairies had written on the other side, but in much neater letters than the letters written by the union leader.

And the union leader who read it calmly-

“If you want to read why the result was like this, let's see... Damn. Damn fairies. The fairies said there was no fruit in the fairy garden. Are you kidding me?”

He became irritated and cursed at fairies.

“Yes? What does that mean?”

The union leader said there was no ‘fruit’ in the Fairy Garden.

When I opened my eyes again and asked again those words, the union leader continued his explanation.

“First of all, we know the 'characters' used by fairies, but it is difficult to completely imitate their own language. I only know a few words.”

“I know the letters, but I don't know the words perfectly, so there are limits to the grammar I can use, so it's difficult to turn our requests into perfect sentences. Is that what you're saying?”

“That’s right. Fairies speak a completely different language than us, and they also use a different set of letters. This is just what we found out through Gloria's memoir, and the sentences we wrote in the letter now were sent by 'tuning' the words we hadn't figured out yet.”

“The sound of the word 'fruit' written here in fairy language actually means that we simply wrote down the sound of fruit as we speak and sent it.”

“It’s like that. And since it was a word that the fairies couldn't understand at all, they said they didn't know about 'fruit'.”

Rains and the union leader expressed their disapproval after understanding the meaning of the reply sent by the fairies.

“... Then, what should I do?”

But it's just trouble for me.

Although it was only once, one summoning attempt has already been made.

In the back, I see the union members who received the meteorite-like object that the union leader took out, examining it for a while and then casually throwing it behind. It seems that it has no value beyond a simple rock as it is, and now we have to try a second exchange summon again. Because he does not know all of their languages, it is difficult to convey to the fairies that they need 'fruit'.

The union president seemed to have realized this as well, so he suggested using a different method.

“... Then we have to do it differently. If it is difficult for us to express ‘fruit’ in that language, you can explain in detail the concept of fruit itself.”

So the request was rewritten.

This is to convey to the fairies that we, who do not know the word fruit, want fruit.

Since then, the union president and we put our heads together and the final request to the fairies was written as follows.

[Fairies. We want things that grow from trees that only grow in the Fairy Garden.]

Fortunately, I didn't know the word 'tree'.

So, this time, the fairies of the Fairy Garden will be able to send us items that grow from trees as we requested.

“Launch!!!”

Kwahiah ahhh!

“... That sounds really incredible.”

“The magic power is compressed to the limit to fire the mail, and the moment it reaches the end of the artillery's gun barrel, it jumps over several dimensions to arrive at the Fairy Garden.”

About a minute had passed since the union leader pulled the lanyard again.

Shake!

“... Is this a failure again?”

Honestly, I had no choice this time.

When it comes to things that grow from trees, there are many different things.

Fruits should definitely grow, but there are also leaves and flowers.

And in a way, it is common sense that not all trees bear fruit.

Additionally, for those of us who do not know the ecology of the Fairy Garden, we have no way of knowing whether the trees around the fairies who received the mail are about to bear fruit, or whether they are just about to open flower buds.

So what we arrived at was-

“Leaves. Fully closed bud. And this... nest? No matter how you look at it, it looks like an abandoned bird's nest.”

Those lumps that no matter who looks at them, they can only be called trash.

[I put it in because the tree needed something to open up. But I don't know why you're asking for this. Hahahaha!]

“... Bad taste.”

“I see. It’s a bad taste.”

I frowned as I read the fairies' reply, which was read by a member of the union who was so irritatingly concerned about reinterpreting and reproducing the tone of the letter that Raines and I had once dreamed of becoming actors.

In addition, the union members' laughter was not just recreated for no reason.

The fairies say they definitely gave in to what they wanted, but they even wrote their smiling voices in the letter.

Seeing the second reply come back like this, we thought it was going to be a tough fight.

And that seemed to be the same for the union leader, who thought he could get the job done with just one or two summoning spells. He called all the union members together and instructed them to put their heads together and create as many words as possible by combining the content to be written in the request form and the language used by the fairies on the spot. did.

After so much time has passed.

“... Launchaaaa!!!”

Kwahiah ahhh!

As the Artillery of Exchange operates for the third time, the mail containing our request has once again crossed into the dimension of the Fairy Garden.

        
            Requests written in the third letter.

This time, it is not a letter written by me or Raines, but by the union president and members who put their heads together and put together their own demands.

[Fairies. Among the foods you eat, I ask that you send me uncooked sweet foods that grow on trees.]

Quaaa

but-

Shake!

This time also failed.

What came back was surprisingly-

“... Fish?”

“... Fish, same.”

“... I see. It’s a fish.”

It clearly looked like a fish, but it had a total of 5 eyes, 3 on the front and 2 on the buttocks.

“... There are two cases. This fish grows on trees in the Fairy Garden, or else the fairy who received the letter this time has a bad personality and sent us fish from the river instead of trees on purpose to make fun of us.”

“... Damn you bastards. You have to joke around in moderation.”

Even though it was just out of the water, it was an unpleasant fish that was staring at me with its eyes wide open.

The union leader saw it and told him to sell it, but at that point, I too started to get angry.

so-

Grrr!

“Ahh... what a waste. It was a long-awaited opportunity to learn about the ecosystem of Fairy Garden.”

“That is that and this is this. I have to check right now to see if the fairies are talking shit.”

I borrowed a brazier from the union members on the spot, grilled the fish, and then took a big bite.

Since it is a creature from another world, I thought that eating it might cause strange reactions or, in the worst case, lead to death, but it doesn't matter.

For me, this was the only way to find out if the fairies were lying-

“... Fuck.”

Is it “?”

“More. That's a lot too. Even if you pickle fish in sugar and honey, it won't be this sweet. Does something like this really grow on trees in the Fairy Garden?”

“... No way. I think you're making fun of me. Since the fish comes from a tree, they may have sent it simply after confirming that it is a sweet food.”

“Of course...”

When Raines asked if the fairies had sent a normal reply, I couldn't help but curse after eating the fish, which was too sweet to be useful.

Afterwards, the union president and members began to put their heads together again -

“Launch!!!”

Kwaaa!!!

Artillery was launched for the fourth time.

[Fairies. I would like you to send me some uncooked sweet food that grows on trees.]

Clink!

And this time it failed again.

The answer is simple.

[I guess there is such a thing in the human world? But in our world, there is no such thing as sweet food grown on trees.]

With this, one thing is certain.

It became clear that the fairy who received our letter for the third time had only checked the first part of the letter and sent us something, or that she had sent us fish and sweet food that could be found in the river, not from the trees, to feed us.

When the union president saw that this time only a reply came back without any items, he began to sweat and said that he would have to revise the question again.

“That’s right. Just because it's a fruit, you can't necessarily say it tastes sweet. Unless it is an ecosystem like ours, there must be various possibilities.”

Afterwards, the artillery was launched several times.

Quaaa

In order, sour food, soft food, hard food, tasteless food, odorless food, etc.

I put forward several conditions, wrote them down by mail, and requested them from the fairies.

Shake!

But everything failed.

Rather, the number of uncooperative elves receiving our mail began to increase.

...

“Sour food... Anyone can tell that this is cooked food. No way. It looks like a fairy with a bad personality got caught.”

...

“Solid food- Not even that. This guy is trying to make fun of us too. They sent me a boulder. This is definitely not food. It's just a pretty stone that can often be seen along the road written in Gloria's memoir.”

...

“... It's transparent. It's transparent, but you can feel it. Colorless, odorless, tasteless... I can't see it, but when I look at it as an artifact, I can't feel the slightest acidity or sweetness. But this... is too far from being called a fruit.”

“Isn’t it just a lump of glass? A chunk of high-purity glass was handed over.”

“... Is that so? From what I heard, it seems like they just sent a very well-made glass jar. Can we buy this this time?”

“... Take care of it.”

Successive failures.

The count of 20 disappeared in an instant, and the union leader, who may not have been able to read the mood in my quiet voice or had no intention of reading it, calmly put a price on the items that had been brought in through the summoning spell.

'shit. Damn fairy bastards. At least if you paid the price, don't you have to pay for your conscience after taking it?'

Phew-

I sigh deeply at the anger that keeps building up, but I feel Reigns' gaze constantly looking in my direction, and I begin to calm down.

'... okay. Let's calm down. When you get angry, things happen that don't work out. It is only better than the random summoning technique in the first place, but the current method is actually not that good. Imagine putting a bundle of money in an envelope, writing down your demands, and throwing it on the street. If you open it, there is a much higher chance that they will just gulp down your money and not listen to your demands. The fairies are at least providing answers. At least something is still being sent. So the possibility of fruit being sent there is not entirely non-existent. wait. 'Hopefully and pray that the fruit will be sent within the remaining number of times.'

Kiiing!

Watching the artillery begin to charge magic power for the next interaction, I create a magic sword, then lean against it and close my eyes.

May your prayers be heard.

‘Deshade. please. Please bring me some luck, some luck.'

I pray to Deshade, my god in hell, to please send me the items the fairies want just once for Peria.

next-

Kwaaa!

The 25th artillery was launched.

‘Deshade. Please do not say things like, “I am a god who loves humans and a god who picks up discarded things, but I am not a god who gives good luck.” Just once. You only need to do it once. I wonder what's so difficult about just wanting to have a fruit from another world. 'I've had enough bad luck so far, so shouldn't I see the light at least at this moment?'

Kwaaa!

The 28th artillery was launched.

'Or at least pray to Asmodeus. Please, Asmodeus. We hope you will convey our wishes to the fairies in the Fairy Garden.'

Quaaa!

The 34th Artillery was launched,

'Or Asmodeus. If there is any way to threaten the fairies, please let me know. Aren’t you Asmodeus, someone with a lot of knowledge? please.'

Kwaaa!

The 43rd Artillery was fired again.

Clink!

“Whew... Wow! Chairman of the union. It’s so hard.”

“... But try your best. Isn’t the customer praying so earnestly?”

When a union member who was replenishing his depleted magic power by taking potions one after another began to cry, the union leader also began to wish for my prayers to come true at some point.

Quaaa!

The 47th artillery launched again.

There will be many meanings.

It may be that they do this because they are anxious about not being able to get results from something they were confident about.

I could be mad because I didn't get what I wanted in the end, or I could be thinking that I might even think about killing myself while the observers are far away so as not to be caught in the aftermath of Artillery's magical release.

Kwaaa!

However, even when the 53rd artillery was fired, rather than thinking about how to kill him, I was trying to swallow with my completely dry tongue, thinking positively that there were still three more shots left.

Kwaaa!

The firing sound of the 54th Artillery.

“...”

From that point on, not only me, but all the union members in the workshop waited for the fairies' reply with serious expressions for an eternity of silence.

Shake!

“...”

Shaking my head-

When the union member opened the artillery lid and shook his head horizontally, the union president glanced in my direction.

But I still have two left, and when I give him a look that says I'll kill him if he looks at me like that again, the union leader begins to move again, sweating profusely.

Kwaaa!

The 55th artillery is launched with a long and detailed request form that requires no further modifications.

I hope that this time it will be delivered to a good-natured and sincere fairy.

Shake!

“... Damn.”

However, getting caught at the last moment was a disaster.

In response to the tyranny of the fairy who sent the letter back without writing anything at all, the union president cursed softly and for some reason the union members also began to sweat profusely.

“... Bishop. It’s hard to live.”

I realized why as soon as Reigns came up next to me and grabbed my hand as I sat with my arm resting on my thigh.

To live.

What I am emitting is a spirit of tremendous force.

It's the kind that anyone can notice, even if they haven't trained radish.

Peudduddudduk!

It was an artifact made only of a mechanical device, and even the observers seemed to have felt it. Outside the window, as many as a hundred observers were sitting at the window of the workshop.

“... It's okay. Everything will be fine.”

Kuuk-

Reigns wraps his hands around my hand full of murder.

She too took a step back right before she grabbed her hand, probably surprised because she was alive for a moment, but Reigns soon gave her strength again and grabbed her hand, ignoring her instinctive rejection reaction.

Just like that, the murderousness that had subsided a little, made people beyond the Fairy Circle Guild's workshop that I was emitting and even people in nearby workshops come to check on what was happening.

“... Then, from now on, the last time - hmm, hmm! Let’s begin the 56th exchange.”

The union president, who was finally able to breathe thanks to the decline in life, was about to say it was the last time before starting the artillery, but changed his words.

like that-

“Fire!”

Quaaa!

The artillery was launched with only a set signal shouted, without any hint of excitement.

Here-

Everything was at stake.

Last chance to cure Peria's illness.

You can only say you've seen results when you produce fruit that only grows in the Fairy Garden.

Rather, nothing else should happen other than that.

“...”

Reigns holds my hand tightly.

He puts his hands together, covers my fist, and tells me not to worry.

and-

Shake!

Artillery’s reply came back.

“...”

The head of the union opens the lid of the artillery with a trembling arm and a stiff face.

Sigh-

Soon, the expression on the union leader's face changed as soon as he opened the door and saw the object.

“... Success! Success!”

What the union leader took out from the artillery was:

“This is definitely the right answer, it has to be the right answer! This is definitely a fruit from the Fairy Garden!”

It was a translucent fruit that resembled the shape of a water drop and was filled with wine, and it was fresh all the way to the stem. It was a fruit that no one could see that existed in the human world.

        
            A being with strong power does not face complete death just because its body dies.

Their power remains even after the body dies, and it may be in the form of a form or a residual thought, and there are no set rules.

and-

Camellia Schaden Steyer, the Empire's second princess.

It is said that her identity is a remnant left behind by Mortis after his death.

Gloria responded to Farewell's guess as follows.

'As expected, my guess was right. Princess Camellia. The princess's soul vessel is not an ordinary human being, but the appearance of Mortis. But... that doesn't mean Mortis is completely perfect. They overlap. The shape of a human and Mortis overlap. That's why it was difficult to see through with just one soul vision, and when the dual soul vision of the lens and goggles was used at the same time, each person tried to capture the appearance of a different soul, so it conflicted and was broken.'

The feeling of discomfort I felt the first time I saw Princess Camellia.

Next, dual soul poems were used, but the soul poems were broken because the two images overlapped and could not be properly imaged.

All of these were phenomena that could only be established if Princess Camellia's soul vessel was more alien than Farewell had thought, and she was now able to gain confidence in her reasoning through Gloria's words.

so-

Farewell wanted more information.

bang!

Sigh!

Without realizing it, I jumped up from my spot and at some point knocked over the teacup that another Gloria had brought me and spilled it.

But that wasn't important to Farewell.

Since we have come this far.

Now is the opportunity to move forward beyond this.

I reached out and tried to grab everything.

“...! Then, Princess Camellia says Mortis-”

“The child born is not.”

But Gloria deliberately read Farewell's thoughts before that, and stopped her questioning there.

Gloria hoped that Farewell would figure it out on her own from then on, and she did not want to break her promise to her friend any longer.

Still, she smiled as she looked at the homunculus, who had come closer to the truth, as if she were more than happy.

Farewell wasn't the first, but it was the fastest.

Princess Camellia is a particularly strange being among the people of the Steyer family.

Among those who had seen her even once within the Empire and the Kingdom Alliance, there were several scholars who came to visit, saying they were suspicious of her identity.

They were all people who could read the situation well enough to have no doubt that Camellia would be the next emperor, and if so, they were scholars who could foresee that problems with legitimacy would arise if she was not of Steyr's legitimate lineage.

But, unlike Farewell, they had only one thing in mind.

They are scholars, but at the same time, they have a desire for success, so they somehow manage to get hold of the information that they have discovered: 'Princess Camellia, who is the second princess of the empire and has a high probability of becoming the next emperor, is not actually a descendant of the legitimate Steyer family.' These are people who tried to take advantage of the moment and use it as a shortcut to success.

But they hovered too closely around Camellia and tried to explore her.

When you are looking into the abyss, you do not notice that the abyss is also looking into you.

so-

Those who tried to find out her identity were classified as trash with an excessive desire for success compared to their abilities and were disposed of, regardless of whether Camellia realized their intentions or not. They were the ones who didn't even have a clue.

The fact that Camellia's identity was discovered by a homunculus, not a human.

Even the speed is faster than others, and I noticed it by only meeting her twice. Nevertheless, the purpose of obtaining the knowledge is not to use the knowledge to gain other benefits, but to explore purely out of curiosity. Because of this, he made it this far without Camellia's notice at all.

Therefore, Gloria tried to end this story by showing the path to the correct answer for the homunculus, which is the proud product of alchemy and is showing a phenomenal growth rate, instead of giving the correct answer to the hand she wields.

“Princess Camellia is a remnant of the power left behind by Mortis after his death. You must have thought of many possibilities after listening to me. What I said is confirmation, and if that's the case, then we're heading towards the next level of exploration into what kind of 'form' the current Camellia will become as a remnant of Mortis.”

“... That's right. There is no law that the remnants of power are left only as visible jewels like this, so Princess Camellia now knows for sure that they are the remnants of Mortis' power, but the next truth. Then, I would like to know under what circumstances the princess was born.”

“So, you might guess that Camellia is a special being born between Mortis and the Emperor, or that Mortis is still alive and breathing in some form in the basement of the imperial family, giving Camellia the right to act on his behalf. If not, in fact, the Stayer royal family has inherited the power of wisdom known as Mortis for generations, and now they must have thought that Princess Camellia is the current Stayer with the great insight, right?”

“... Everything is correct.”

However, not being able to open the answer key in front of you was something that anyone could not help but regret, so Farewell complained to Gloria with a slightly sullen expression.

“But then, why doesn’t Gloria tell me and the bishop outside more than that?”

Then Gloria looked at the homunculus as if it was cute and comforted him.

“You're closer to the truth, but you haven't reached the core yet. Everything I've told you just now is all something you deduced, and all I did was confirm the correct answers one by one. Wouldn’t it be fun if I told you the answer to a problem that needs to be solved again before you even think about it?”

“But... it's not something I do for fun. Isn't the story we're telling now about the hypothesis that the actual leader of the current empire was not human? I have no intention of doing anything with this, but when it comes to monarchy, most people think that the legitimacy of the leader is very important.”

“About that too. You may think it's a big deal, but the fact that Camellia is not a pure-blooded human, or that she may be a human with unusual powers, may not be as big a deal as you think.”

“Why does that happen?”

“Although she gave up the throne, the 2nd princess, who has a very high chance of ascending to the throne in the eyes of anyone in the empire, may be a non-human being or can manipulate extra-human powers, but the empire knows that. There's nothing that can change, right? Unlike the past, it is now an empire that unites ‘numerous different races’ and makes them its citizens. It is no longer common sense in today's empire that only pure-blooded people should be able to ascend to the throne. The fact that the princess, who grew up in the imperial castle from the beginning, lived under the name of Stayer, and devoted herself to the empire more than anyone else, was not actually a pure-blooded human being can no longer be considered a flaw.”

“... So the saying that Princess Camellia is not a pure human being, even if it is true, is a truth that will only end up satisfying an individual's desire for exploration even if it is discovered?”

“That’s it. It is an empire that has grown in size by embracing diversity over its 200-year history. Even if the truth were to be revealed now, many people would welcome it.”

...Sweet!

Slurp-

'However, Camellia, the person in charge, wants people to accept her as a pure human being... I don't need to tell you.'

So Gloria, who told the truth and internally reflected on her friend's high class, enjoyed watching the homunculus suffer while drinking the tea in front of her.

As she said, Farewell's hypothesis was still a few steps away.

Countless possibilities.

There is a possibility that Camellia is actually a being who has inherited the memories of the first emperor due to the magic left by Mortis, and among the imperial bloodlines that still maintain a pure-blooded person, she is the only one who is not pure-blooded, and may be the true blood of Mortis. It is difficult to verify the fact that it may be inherited at the same time.

Also, even if the truth is reached, there is no possibility or reason for just one homunculus to overthrow the Empire's second princess, who can now be said to be an irreplaceable human being.

Therefore, it is very likely that what Farewell is doing will end up being an act of satisfying an individual's desire for knowledge and exploration.

Still, Farewell didn't want to stop there.

“... Still, I want to keep trying. Of all the things I'm researching, this is almost the only one that continues to produce results through my own efforts.”

“... I see. okay. Then that's it.”

Gloria was happy to see that and smiled.

A homunculus that has a clear sense of subjectivity and only seeks to implement its own desires.

She clearly looked like a human, just another life living her own life.

However, she was also clearly an artificial life created by an alchemist.

That alone makes Gloria feel amazing.

A phenomenon in which a doll called a homunculus moves more like a human and has a greater desire to explore than people.

Gloria smiled, never getting tired of observing the mystery inherent in the existence of Farewell.

So, she gave Farewell, who was just beginning to explore another problem, the knowledge she had that would be of some help in solving the problem.

“Yes.”

“Yes? Why?”

“One thing, let me tell you something you don’t know.”

“... What is it?”

“Do you know how people become powerful?”

Gloria asks, and Farewell answers immediately.

“You gain strength by working hard, or you gain it by taking the strength that others have achieved.”

Farewell's answer was observation of survival methods.

Some people turn their efforts into wealth and cultivate it with their own strength, wealth, and force, but some turn the effort needed to build that wealth into the power of plunder and take away what others have achieved.

It was clearly one of the common truths that shaped the world, and there was no way Farewell didn't know it.

“That's correct, alchemist. But that's not everything.”

“Really?”

However, Gloria answered that it was correct, but that it was not the complete answer.

“We gain power by accumulating great achievements, or we covet and plunder the achievements of others and make them our own. But that's the case for most people, and there are a few people who go one step further and use quite innovative methods.”

“How?”

And to Farewell, whose eyes began to sparkle once again at a new topic, Gloria said to this student with a remarkable passion for learning -

We decided to share some of the truth about what happened to the soul soldiers who were summoned to this world by the Kingdom Alliance.

“That's right, it's a law that interferes with other people's futures and takes away their power.”

        
            “Interference with the future...?”

“Yes. Future interference. Also, interference with other people’s future.”

“How is that possible-”

“Well, go back and learn more about that later. If you need it, you can get hints from the books in my tower.”

“... Okay.”

future.

Farewell did not understand the idea of interfering with time, but Gloria left understanding it as Farewell's homework and continued talking.

“Then, going back to the story, a person chooses the method of plunder as a way to gain power, and rather than using an ordinary method, he steals the feats that others should have enjoyed and the power he would have gained in the future and keeps it for himself. If I told you that you could make it, would you believe it?”

“It’s hard to believe.”

“I guess so. Most people move while ‘looking’ into the future. Gaining power through effort is also about dreaming of future possibilities and acting to achieve them as reality, and people who try to take away what others have achieved also realize that it is easier to take away what others have achieved rather than achieving power through their own efforts. It moves that way because it was observed.”

“... Is that what you mean by ‘predicting’ the future, that is, looking at it and deciding on a course of action based on that?”

“That’s right. However, there are some people who have a completely different perspective. They went beyond simply predicting the future and viewed it as a concept that could be ‘interfered’ with.”

Interference between space and time and line of sight is, of course, difficult to achieve.

Farewell knows it.

No matter how excellent a divine being or demon it is, it is too difficult to stop time, so they stop at slowing down the flow as much as possible, and magic such as returning broken objects does not actually turn back time, but changes the shape of the object in the reverse order of division. Doing it again creates an object similar to its original appearance, but it is different from returning an object from a previous time period.

but.

Although it is difficult to achieve, it is not absolutely ‘impossible’.

“Trying to turn back time, speed it up, or stop it. Many people have dreamed of it and tried to achieve it. Even I was like that once. But still. First of all, it is almost impossible for any being to interfere with the ‘time zone’ itself.”

“Of course. The flow of time is natural, and as long as you are a part of that flow, it is difficult to escape from it.”

“But what if it’s not your time zone?”

“Yes?”

“This means that if I cannot interfere with time because I am caught up in the flow of time to which I ' belong ', then it would be much easier than the former to mess with a time zone that ' has nothing to do with me '.◦ #◦

“... What is that sound?”

“It is said that moving a time zone in another dimension, a time zone that has nothing to do with the existence of 'me', is relatively easy compared to trying to move the flow of time to which I belong.”

When Farewell heard that, he thought it might be possible.

If interfering with time is difficult because I am already in the time zone I want to interfere with, then interfering with time zones that are not in the time zone is much less difficult than it is now.

Of course, that too is definitely difficult.

And there Gloria casually revealed to Farewell one of the truths of the kingdom's union.

“And the application of that is,

A large-scale summoning of soul bottles,

The soul soldiers are the ones who took away the feats they were planning to achieve in the future.”

Farewell listened to Gloria's story blankly, and only after a long time had passed did he finally open his mouth.

“The feat was taken away...”

“Yes. Future extortion. Soul disease is a being from another dimension. Originally, it would have had no connection to this place at all. And that's also true for us who lived here. So, when it comes to large-scale summoning, I got two things at the same time.”

“One is the soul that will enter the infinitely resurrected body that will constantly rush towards the enemy and-”

“Those who stole the achievements they were planning to achieve in the future and used them as their own strength, which they would have achieved if they had continued to live in the original world.”

The former is a fact that most people, even the hostile races that oppose the Kingdom Alliance, are aware of.

However, the latter is information that only a small number of people, including Gloria, know, less than two digits, so you can count the number of people who know it on one hand.

Gloria willingly shared this with Farewell.

“As a result of my personal investigation, there are only two people who wield such drunken power. They are the commanders of the 1st and 2nd corps of the kingdom union who are desperately trying to prevent the kingdom union from collapsing.”

When Farewell heard those words, he realized why the Kingdom Alliance was still holding on.

A balance that was barely maintained by soul soldiers.

Farewell, who had some interest in the kingdom union at Gloria's Tower, predicted that the kingdom union would disappear from the face of the earth as soon as the balance was broken.

But it didn't happen.

The 1st and 2nd corps commanders of the Kingdom Alliance.

Unlike the 3rd Corps Commander, they are those who took the future that others will one day reach and used it as their own strength rather than achieving the level through their own efforts.

In fact, in the Kingdom Alliance, there were people who not only treated the soul soldiers stubbornly, but also extorted another power from them, sublimating the future feats that the soul soldiers would have achieved in the original world and using them as their own strength. , their existence was still persistently preventing the destruction of the kingdom union.

“... The Kingdom Alliance ultimately sacrificed others to prevent destruction.”

“That’s the truth.”

After saying that, Gloria looked at Farewell's expression.

The story I've told so far is clearly a story about how the Kingdom Alliance is surviving despite using methods that have gone too seriously from an ethical and humanitarian perspective.

An ordinary person may have a personal opinion about it, expressing disdain for the Kingdom Union, or even showing some sympathy for the Kingdom Union's desperate desire to survive at all costs.

But when Farewell heard all that-

“... I wonder what theory you used. And with so many soul soldiers depriving us of future feats, only two people took all that power? That can't be possible. It must be too much power to be possessed by a human body. I'm sure there are a few more, but I wonder who they are. Gloria, does anyone have a better guess?”

He lightly skipped over that and raised curiosity about the secret art of interfering with time in another dimension and the question of how many people might have possessed that power.

“... Hehe, hehehehehe- Hahahahahahahahahaha!”

“... What is it? Why are you just smiling? Gloria, I think you know more, so just tell me. Or rather, did you give it to me because you thought this could be a hint for exploring the true nature of Princess Camellia? If that's true, please tell me it's true. Don't just keep it tight all the time... Oh, just talk!!!”

“Hahahahaha- Hahahahahaha... Hahahahahaha!”

“Ah!”

In the end, Farewell is also a scholar and alchemist.

Looking at Farewell, who shows a completely different reaction from the reaction of ordinary people, Gloria just laughs, thinking that it would be fun to theoretically establish a reference point that can seriously distinguish between human beings and scholars.

bang!

“Fairwell! Farewell!”

And just then, the door to the first floor of Gloria's tower opened and Irim returned, so Farewell decided to end the conversation with Gloria there.

“Fruit! I got fruit! It’s the fruit of the fairy garden!”

“... Ah, okay! It's noisy, so be quiet, and when you come up, come up slowly!”

Farewell wasn't just chatting with Gloria.

She showed her research results to Gloria, and afterward, she had completed all preparations to prepare Peria's medicine.

In reality, one of the ingredients needed to prepare the medicine was not in very good condition, but it was relatively easy to obtain, so I somehow searched the Ars Magna market with Gloria's help and changed it.

“Fairwell! I brought the medicine!”

“You probably brought [Fruit from the Fairy Garden]. I know you're busy, but I'm asking you to stay calm. Because it feels like I'm talking to Luba even though Luba isn't there.”

“So, you can make medicine right away?”

“Now that we have all the ingredients, we will start preparing it. However, it is not completed immediately and takes some time.”

“To what extent?”

“Approximately one day? I think it will be completed around lunchtime tomorrow, so just wait for now.”

“... Okay.”

Farewell looks at Lee Rim, who rarely calms down.

A soul disease that robs one of all future achievements.

However, despite this, he is a soul disease who has worked hard to find his own path in another world and reach his current path.

Perhaps, although it was only a hypothesis, Farewell thought that the bishop in front of him was always suffering from such bad luck because of those who had stolen the future of the soul soldiers, including the two corps commanders.

Still, as she watched Farewell look at her with eyes full of hope, hugging the fruit she had somehow summoned from the Fairy Garden, she wondered on what basis she had made the decision that the future of the soul patients that Gloria had mentioned had been taken away.

That's because even though Lee Rim was robbed of his entire future, he worked hard and achieved a future where he can be with the people around him.

“... So, don't worry. Even if it makes me cry, I will work hard to help you achieve the future that Mr. Bishop is achieving.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“It’s just like that.”

So Farewell, unknowingly feeling proud of Lee Rim, pledged to work hard to prepare Peria's medicine.

“... Hehe. Still, rather than being completely stained as a scholar, he still retains his human mind to a large extent.”

Gloria smiled again as she observed Farewell's humanity.

        
            The bard said that the world hidden by the skirt of the goddess of darkness is called night.

Humans consider darkness to be night.

Some beasts and demonic beasts do not regard night as night, but begin their activities as if it were day.

In that respect, the alchemists, who become more active at night, are closer to animals than humans, and the bard, who is said to be a beast that boasts an endless greed for knowledge, was once beaten by people while singing such a song in the square of Arsmagna. 'You are heartless people who don't know what art is!' And there was a time when I left.

Such Ars Magna.

There are products whose true value is revealed only at night, so in some ways, it is a noisier city than during the day for merchants who are just starting their business and customers who visit the stores.

The road to the market is lined with magic lanterns, and after a demonic puppeteer once invaded Ars Magna, additional magic lanterns were installed to illuminate all the dark parts of the city.

Razael is squatting under the magic light.

“...”

It's not far from Gloria's Tower, where the church group is located.

Unless there was special business, people did not come close to Gloria's Tower, so no one spoke to Razael, who was sitting under the magic lamp on the main street, and as time passed, no one passed by.

Peuddeuddeuk!

Except that one animal came near Razael, wondering if he might do something dangerous.

Totalk! Totalk! Totalk!

Since the observer could not see Razael's face, he landed on the street, jumped up and came under the shadow she created, and raised his head to look up at Razael.

OK-

“... Watcher, was it?”

Contrary to the observer's expectations, Razael, who was not dead or asleep, reacted to the observer who came into his field of vision.

“... Why are you alone?”

Razael speaks to the Watcher.

Since she has never left the Kingdom Alliance, she does not know exactly what the Watcher artifact does.

She only found out that the Watcher artifacts rushed in and stopped her when she tried to kill the leader, and after that, they only watched her from afar and did not try to touch her.

So she spoke without any knowledge that her words were being conveyed to Gloria through the observers.

“... No. It's possible to be alone for no reason. So, if you have nothing to do, please at least listen to my complaints.”

Nod-

The observer nodded as if he understood Razael's words.

“... Do you want to come up?”

...sreuk-

... container! container! container!

Sigh!

Soon, she reached out her hand and touched the cold gazer that rested on her palm. As she squatted down and leaned back against the cool pillar with the magic lantern hanging from it, Razael began to tell her story.

“I heard the news that my mother died a little while ago.”

Razael repeats the information he bought from the Trickster.

“Ariana Sign Tion. They say my mother committed suicide to take responsibility for my dead father and the things I did.”

The honor of nobility.

In this way, the duke's honor is protected.

A united capital where the royal families of the five kingdoms sit in a cramped space and shake their butts to push each other away.

There, no matter how prosperous a family is, even if it is from a duke's family, the moment a weak point is revealed, countless people target it and attack it.

If one family is eliminated in this way, they will be able to squeeze even more of their family's power into the tight space of the integrated capital.

Therefore, in order to avoid being kicked out of the integrated capital, one must, like the wizard Sieghil Macren, constantly maintain family connections and create a round table of protection even if the territory has disappeared, but the Duke of Thion is not that kind of family.

Helias Saine Tion, a survivor of the era and commander of the 3rd legion, his presence caused other families, rather than the duke family to please others, to approach the Sin duke family to become friends, and even the royal family sought members of the duke family. It had such a majesty that it made people go directly to their residences rather than calling them.

that is-

It's broken.

Helias was found dead somewhere else when he should have been doing his duty as a legion commander, and the legion was destroyed.

In addition, his daughter, Razael Sain Tion, crossed over to the empire and messed with the princess's knight, causing the soul disease to disappear. As a result of the kingdom alliance starting to invade again from different races, there is an opinion to restore relations with the empire even now. I had no choice but to bite back on what came out.

Regardless of what conversations the Legion Commander, Deshade Church, and Razael had, and how each choice was connected to become what it is now, it is inevitable that the people of the integrated capital will only look at the results and come to the conclusion that this is a mistake for which the Tion family must be solely responsible. It was a real thing.

but-

Razael said it was unlikely that this would lead to his mother committing suicide, but he couldn't understand why it happened.

Even if the corps commander died, there were several families in the Duke of Tion who were close enough to say that they depended on the dukedom for everything, and there were many royals who also depended on the prestige of the dukedom.

In addition, the conclusion that the relationship with the empire was non-aggression from the beginning and treated as a semi-hostile country was a story brought up by people from the forces opposite to the forces of Duke Tion, and what deepened this was the conclusion of a non-aggression pact from the beginning. There may be a cause in the forces that were mentioned in advance, but it is difficult to say that it is the fundamental cause of the discord with the empire that Razael touched the princess's knight, not the emperor's knight.

All of that-

What Razael heard from her mother, Ariana Sain Tion, before leaving the unified capital.

Ariana Sain Tion told his daughter, who was worried about the family, everything he had said before, and sent her away with a smile, telling her that she and the people of the family did not have to worry, and that she could do whatever she wanted.

'If you want revenge, do it. Longsword is someone who was close to your father. It may be dangerous, but I will only support whatever choice you make, Razael.'

Ariana Sain Tion laughs and sends off her daughter who wants to avenge her father.

She told her daughter, who held her father's weapon and looked back until the last moment of leaving home, that even if Helias died, the dukedom's power was still strong, so even if she went to the empire to seek revenge on Razael, the dukedom would not fall. As he spoke, he pushed my back.

and-

Those were all the first and last lies the mother told her daughter.

Only Razael didn't know.

The nobles that she met on behalf of her busy father and mother in the unified capital were all loyalists who were truly loyal to the dukedom, and the rest of the people that Ariana and Helias Saen Tion met could betray at any time depending on the time and situation. , They knew that they were playing loyalists because it was much more profitable to stick to the dukedom right now.

So Ariana Sign Tion made a quick decision.

The dukedom was clearly destined to collapse sooner or later.

And at that moment, the daughter was burning with her father's desire for revenge, and the long sword came to take advantage of her.

Ariana Signion.

she is-

Helias Sain Tion's wife and her husband, the corps commander, was far away and a resourceful strategist who constantly fought off secret threats coming toward the dukedom from a united capital not nearby.

At the same time she-

Although it was difficult at first due to the large age and class differences, she ended up marrying someone she liked, and she was also a mother who gained a precious daughter through great difficulty.

Therefore, she knew that the double agents and traitors who had been clinging to the Duke's house since her husband's death would soon fall away, and she sent her longsword to the empire to save her beloved daughter.

after-

As she expected, with the disappearance of the corps commander, the nobles, who had no reason to remain attached to the dukedom, instantly disintegrated, and the dukedom, which had lost its power, took all responsibility, including the unreasonable responsibilities committed by other families under it.

Still, she was satisfied with that.

As she had wished, Ariana Saine Tion sent her precious daughter to the empire before the suffocating unified capital was isolated by foreign races, and ended her life as a member of the dukedom and as the wife of Helias Sain Tion.

...

“... So, it was decided that my mother would be put to death, and as a final act of mercy, my mother committed suicide in front of many royal family members, leaving a will in front of numerous royal family members. Since it doesn't matter what happens to the duke's fortune, the rest of the family asks that the punishment be stopped by leaving outside the capital.”

[...]

The Watcher looks up at Razael without saying anything.

Razael looked at the observer and then-

...again-

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

“... Sigh- Sigh-!”

I was sobbing and started to shed tears.

“Ugh...! Why, why did this happen? What's wrong?!”

Razael's trembling hands tightly hugged the Watcher, and the Watcher curled her body into a circle to prevent her hands from being cut by the sharp wings.

“Huhhh...! Answer me! What did I do wrong?! Was it wrong to try to avenge my father?! Because what my father did is absolutely unacceptable?! Is it because he sacrificed others to prolong his own life? Did I get that karma because I tried to get revenge for that?!”

A crying woman buries her face in a watch.

The tears that began to overflow uncontrollably fall on the cold eyes of the viewer.

“But... I still thought I should do it! That man killed my father! Every time I came to the capital, my father stroked my head, apologized for not staying long, and made my mother smile! Should I just say I couldn't help it and move on? no! Absolutely not! Still the same now! What I have to do is avenge my father! That's my father's way, and that's the way I learned it! Denying that would just mean me denying my father’s life! So... I followed my father's ways... Ugh...! why! Why does it lead to unhappiness again...?!”

Razael cried.

I cried for a long time, until no more tears came out.

She cried, but there was nothing around her.

There was no place to return to either.

The Trickster replied that the dukedom had disappeared, and that Razael had been completely cut off from being a member of the family, even among the surviving members of the family.

It didn't matter in the first place.

To Razael, only his mother and father were his family, and the rest were leeches who took advantage of the fact that they shared the same bloodline and lived under the protection of his father, clinging to his power.

But just like my father disappeared, now my mother is gone too.

Razael was the first and last child of Helias, who was quite old even before marriage, so Razael was left alone.

“... Alone, alone. I am really alone now.”

So, even if she sat down on the cold floor in the city of alchemists and cried endlessly, there was no one who could hug her warmly.

        
            I don't know how long time has passed.

Razael, who cried and screamed for a while, came to his senses after hugging his watcher.

A time of sobbing that took away a lot of my stamina.

All that's left are swollen eyes and a haggard face.

“... Ugh!”

Razael, who had been dazed for a while, suddenly felt dizzy and immediately put his trembling hands in his pockets.

Rattling-

Click!

After several attempts, she finally managed to get out the ice candy that Gloria had given her from the narrow pocket.

It was given to her as a gift by the leader of the alchemists, who called her an insignificant being and showed her that she was an overwhelmingly superior being.

“... Damn.”

I didn't like it, but for Razael, who felt like he was going to collapse at any moment, relying on something someone else gave him was better than losing consciousness on the street.

Crack!

Sarrr...

As soon as he put the ice candy in his mouth and bit into it, Razael immediately felt the heat in his body disappear and his head clear up a little.

“...”

I feel the cold candy granules on my tongue.

The ice stuck between the teeth melts and disappears.

A cool, sweet taste in your mouth.

Razael felt that and realized that he was still alive.

“... What is the meaning of living alone?”

However, I soon fell into disgust.

That was also a contradiction.

Razael thought that killing Irim and throwing his body in front of the church was the only way to get revenge.

The moment she does that, she will probably be killed by the people of the church.

Razael felt it when he saw the people of the Deshade Church, and even though he knew it, he decided to take revenge.

But at the same time, she was truly weeping at the news of her mother's death in Ars Magna.

Ready to throw everything away.

Even though I came this far, even prepared to die and never see my mother again, when I heard the news of my mother's death, I felt like I had truly lost a place to return to.

“... Ha, what am I doing now?”

Razael, with nothing left anymore, lowers his head.

The night wind started to get quite cold.

Although Razael was wearing thin clothes, for some reason she felt warm rather than cold.

But she knows too.

That feeling means that your physical condition is rapidly deteriorating, and if it continues, it could develop into a cold or a more serious illness.

Still, Razael put down the cold watcher that was still in his arms and just stayed there.

Landing!

He thought that he had nothing left anyway and that no one would care if he died here.

but,

A voice was heard calling for Razael.

“... I finally found it. When I wondered where it was, it was closer than I thought.”

“...?”

A familiar voice sounded and Razael raised his head.

Then what you see is-

“... Soul disease.”

Lee Rim’s face.

“ character. Wake up quickly. Let's go back to the tower. Why are you here, even though you stole someone else's credit card and said you'd just run an errand and come right away?”

Irim finds Razael sitting on the floor and extends his arms to help her up, but gives up.

It was because he thought that even if he held Razael's hand now, she would be upset, and Lee Rim only followed Gloria's words to go out and bring Razael because she would be somewhere nearby.

But Razael didn't feel that way.

“... I see.”

“Huh? What?”

The moment Razael discovered Lee Rim's face, he suddenly felt that there was still something left for him.

Soul disease Lee Rim.

Lee Rim of the Deshade Church.

The man who killed his father.

at the same time-

A man trying to save his family.

To Razael, Lee Rim was an object of revenge, but at the same time, he was also a man who was making the exact opposite choice.

Unlike himself, who left his mother alone in the United Kingdom, a man is trying to save his younger sister, Peria.

That was another form of Irim that Razael discovered.

“You are left.”

“... What?”

Whether Irim doesn’t understand or not, Razael stares at Irim intently.

My father died, and my mother died.

and-

The object of revenge remains.

This was the reason why Razael should still remain in the world, and Razael should not die before achieving that.

“... I don't know what they say, but I guess they only talk in their sleep once they go into the tower-”

Before Lee Rim finished speaking, Razael held out his hand.

“... What is it?”

“...”

Irim didn't know what that meant and immediately took a suspicious attitude, but Razael just looked at Irim and kept extending his hand.

So, Irim was doubtful as to whether Razael was asking him to help him wake up, but eventually he held out his hand.

Kuuk!

Razael stood up holding Irim’s hand.

“... It’s warm.”

“...?”

Razael held my hand only for a moment.

Afraid of making her feel worse, Lee Rim let go of Razael as soon as he stood up.

But for that brief moment, she felt warm.

My heart quickly became cold after losing my mother a little while ago.

I tried to hug him, but his body was still cold.

The moment he held Lee Rim's hand, Razael regained his original warmth,

... Howling!

I returned to my heated body again.

So she

As I returned with burning eyes, I looked at Lee Rim and made a promise again.

“I will kill you. Lee Rim.”

“... Oh, really. Why is it suddenly doing this again? Okay, give me back the credit card. And let’s go back to the tower.”

After hearing Razael's promise, Irim felt the back of her neck being pulled, took the card back from her pocket, and walked towards the tower.

Razael also follows Lee Rim’s back.

Irim had no time to worry about Razael.

Now I just hurry and wait for time to pass.

The tower is currently producing medicine to treat Peria's body, and it will take time.

They say it's okay to hurry up, but there's nothing we can do as long as the manufacturing method is set.

Farewell said that in the process of preparing Peria's medicine, some of the ingredients are toxic, so some can only be processed into the next process after undergoing various treatments to ensure that the ingredients change. As of now, there is nothing Lee Rim can do.

So, Lee Rim, who used his spare time to go out to look for Razael, who was sitting outside the tower as Gloria said, did not see Razael's smiling face looking back at him.

Sigh-

Razael felt his body heat up even more as he looked at Irim's defenseless back.

However, this fever was not the kind that made her body need ice lollies again.

Its name is-

[vitality]

Just by watching Lee Rim, the feeling of strength returning to the body is almost reflexive.

Razael thought it was the heat that came from Irim being the target of revenge for him.

She thinks that the reason her body heats up every time she sees him is because she has not yet carried out her revenge.

but,

“Huhuhuhuhuhu... That's fun. It’s fun.”

It didn't look like that at all to Gloria's eyes, which were connected to the eyes of the observer who was watching behind Irim and Razael until the two people disappeared.

Farewell, who heard Gloria's sinister laughter coming from the back of his head, said this.

“What are you doing with the watchers again? Or did something interesting happen on the tower?”

“Huhuhuhu, no. It's just that I think that humans have a hard time recognizing the true meaning of their emotions, even if they are their own.”

Starting with Razael collapsing, Gloria was watching her confession and sobs.

The emotions she saw that Razael had were caused by at least two factors.

In Gloria's view, it is true that one of Razael's emotions is that her body becomes energized just by looking at Lee Rim, as she feels, but she could not pinpoint what factor the other emotion was caused by.

“You probably won't notice for a while. Or even if you notice, you probably don't want to admit it. It's going to be fun.”

“... So what is it?”

“The truth that a man who thought he was just an object of revenge suddenly became the reason for his life. When you realize that you have become 'a body that has no choice but to rely on' that man, what kind of relationship will you choose?”

Gloria smiles as she watches the human story created by humans.

The story just got more interesting.

Just by making an ordinary ice candy to relieve the anger that was eating away at my body, the part where the anger disappeared began to be filled with other emotions.

Gloria's long-cherished wish was to watch the stories created by such humans, so she went to the Fairy Garden to ask for allies to prepare for the coming great war, hoping that at least one human would survive.

“... Ah, that's it. If you have time, please come and assist me. I think the medicine is a bit strange. The recipe is correct, but two hours have already passed since the designated time, and there is still no reaction in the pot.”

“Got it. I guess I'll just have to stop peeking here.”

Farewell, who was looking at Gloria's back, became anxious for her own reasons and called, and Gloria obeyed quietly.

“... I, too, am in a situation where I have to give more priority to caring about what happens from now on rather than the future stories that woman will create.”

After hearing Farewell's call, Gloria approached one side of the workshop, a furnace producing high heat, and Farewell standing in front of it.

And what appeared in front of her was,

“Oh, really. It shouldn't be like this. You can't fail... What's really the problem?”

It was the state of the alchemy cauldron that Farewell was looking into, who was clearly unable to proceed to the next step, even though he was manufacturing the medicine according to the recipe brought by Peria.

        
            “Is this... death? Come then, sweet death. I am willing and ready to receive you.”

“No bad words.”

Perfect!

“Ouch...! brother! I’m a patient?!”

“If you are a patient, there are even more things you can’t say.”

Peria woke up.

If you look at the time, it is dawn.

Even though the sun has not fully risen yet, I feel grateful just for opening my eyes.

This is Peria, who was sleeping like she was dead all the time until she came to Ars Magna.

Then, after taking the medicine Gloria made, I fell asleep again, and the fact that I woke up meant that the pain in my body had subsided for once.

So, no matter how anxiously I waited in the workshop of the Fairy Circle Guild, and even though I couldn't sleep in the evening because I had to pick up Razael who was sitting on the street, it was natural that I had to wake up as I heard good news.

Is that why?

“I’m sorry. brother. I can't sleep because of me.”

Peria apologized to me full of regret, and I accepted it as if it was no big deal.

“That’s it. It's been almost two days since you woke up. Of course I have to wake up.”

“... Hehehehehe- Then, can I take care of some of the patient’s privileges?”

“What is that?”

“Cut the fruit for me. apologize. Something delicious. Hurry up and buy it.”

“... Ugh.”

As soon as Peria wakes up, she makes strange noises and this time asks to peel an apple.

I'm taken aback by his sly attitude as if he's asking me when I've been sick, but it's been quite a while since I became Peria's older brother, so of course-

I was prepared for something like this.

“I knew that would happen, so I came back during the day and bought some fruit. Just say it. Because I'll give you anything.”

thud!

“... Wow. Is this going to be a bit expensive?”

When I place a fruit basket next to Peria's hospital bed, Peria's mouth opens wide.

“Then, let’s start with this!”

“Yay, yay.”

He picked up the fruit with a wink and began to gently peel it.

And then I noticed.

Currently, Feria is truly in a state of open eyes.

'It looks like both arms can't move anymore. Are your legs... okay?'

The act of pointing to fruit only with a glance.

He opened his eyes, but with my help, he only raised his upper body and didn't move.

'... shit.'

But I'm too scared to even ask questions.

Square- Square- Square- Square-

“...”

Just quietly look at the apple and slowly peel the skin.

'... Still, it's okay.'

Still, I didn't become completely depressed.

Above, Farewell is currently manufacturing Peria's medicine, and the finished medicine is said to prevent the demon blood from being activated in Peria's body any longer.

Afterwards, Farewell told me that if I took some of the demon's blood that had hardened after taking the medicine and took the form of proper medical treatment, the body's lost balance would probably return to its original state.

“...”

Then, suddenly, I felt that Peria was looking at me, looking a little anxious.

“... Why?”

“... Huh? Oh no! Just uh... ah! okay! Oppa, cut that apple into the shape of a rabbit! I remembered that Aila used to cut apples into rabbit shapes in a carriage. It must have tasted much better.”

“Isn’t it because you eat it with the peel? Then should I just give it to you with the skin on?”

“IC... That's not it! I feel different! I feel so good!”

“Ugh... It's really annoying.”

In the end, I cut the apple again as Feria said, and this time I started making cuts in the skin in the shape of a rabbit.

and,

I take the initiative to say what Peria had been trying to ask a little while ago but couldn't bear to say.

“... Ah, indeed. The fruit from the Fairy Garden was successfully summoned while you were unconscious.”

“... Huh?! Really?!”

“Yes. So now Farewell is making medicine with that. Just wait a little longer. I woke up just in time, hey. They say the medicine will be ready in the morning, so just stay a little longer.”

“... I'm glad.”

Peria was afraid.

He knew that I would move for him even while he was asleep, and he also knew that, based on his calculations, I would have rushed to request a summoning spell to obtain the fruit from the Fairy Garden.

But, of course, there is a clear possibility that it could not have been done properly.

There is a possibility that Razael could not convince the alchemists from the Kingdom Alliance.

Otherwise, there is a possibility that he tried the summoning technique but was unable to summon the fruit from the Fairy Garden.

In fact, Razael's attempt to convince the Fairy Circle's leader failed, and the summoning of the fruit only succeeded at the last moment.

“Thank goodness. I'm so glad...”

Peria predicted this possibility as soon as she woke up, and was afraid that she might have woken up with her last chance gone, so she couldn't bear to speak out.

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Was that why?

Tears began to fall on the plate I had previously placed in front of Peria.

“...”

“... Ugh, black! Hmm-”

The sound of Peria crying reaches my ears.

So, I put a cut, rabbit-shaped apple on the plate and quietly hugged Peria.

Sniff!

“... You succeeded. Oppa.”

Didn't say anything.

It wasn't because I wanted to be thanked or because I wanted to be praised.

Of course.

It's natural.

This means moving for my sick sister and for my family.

“...”

Kkook-

Instead, I hugged Peria’s body even tighter.

A life that has been lived so far solely to cure the disease.

Although I cared about the happiness I would enjoy afterward, in the end, the thought of the possibility of dispensing life-threatening medicine was what forced me to focus all my attention, made me anxious, and made me anxious.

Now that it could finally come true, I thought there was nothing I could do other than hug Peria and thank her for all the effort she had put in.

like that,

I don't know how many hours have passed.

Knock knock-

“... Uh, over there.”

The stairs of the stairs we are on.

A temporary hospital room that was left empty only for Peria to lie down, not even Gloria could see as everyone else was elsewhere in the tower.

At the entrance, Farewell knocked on the wall and called us.

“... Huh? Has the medicine been made already?”

As soon as I saw it, I immediately checked the time.

The window is slightly large, perhaps to allow one to look into the constellations while doing research in the studio.

But when I looked there, it wasn't dawn yet.

so,

I know that Farewell called us in a trembling voice,

Although I felt uneasy that she came to see us even though it wasn't at the promised time,

I was wondering if that could possibly be the case,

Even though I thought I should remain calm, I sang Farewell again in a trembling voice.

“... What's wrong? Farewell?”

“Well, that is...”

“...”

“... Medicine, I mean.”

Farewell is speechless.

His face became pale and he couldn't make eye contact with me or Peria.

“... It’s a joke, right?”

I managed to calm my trembling voice and asked Farewell kindly,

“Ugh...!”

Farewell became even more thoughtful and could not raise his head towards us.

“... isn’t it?”

Still, the question I asked was that I would check again.

But Farewell, who heard that,

“... Sorry! The two people were talking like that, but I never thought they would be able to just watch from the front without being able to go in-”

On the contrary, he told us that he had been listening to our conversation at the bottom of the stairs for a long time, but was unable to come up.

and,

“... The medicine, the ingredients, and the ingredients in the pot are not reacting. I can't move on to the next step at all.”

The fact that she was never able to hide from us,

“Preparing the medicine was a failure.”

It has been reported that the manufacturing of Peria's medicine has failed.

-------------------------------

“Preparing the medicine was a failure.”

When Farewell informed Irim and Peria that the alchemy pot containing the fruit summoned from the Fairy Garden was not responding.

“What are you eavesdropping on?”

“...”

Razael was on the stairs where Farewell was standing just moments ago, and Raines found him while climbing the stairs.

Raines asked, but Razael gave no answer, and in the meantime, Farewell's one-sided confession hit Lee Rim, who was standing still.

“I’m sorry...! You could say it's an excuse, but even after looking into it for a while to see where it was lacking and starting from scratch, it's still the same. The fruit... Even though I put the fruit in it, it doesn't react normally. If it's as written there, even after conducting the theoretical verification on our own, we tried and failed...! Sorry. sorry. I'm really sorry...”

Farewell's crying voice can be heard all the way to the stairs.

“...”

“... Looks like it failed.”

Razael was sitting on the stairs, his back turned, his chin resting on his head as he listened, and Reigns understood the situation.

Now, Farewell's voice could no longer be heard in Razael's ears.

Farewell was sincerely sorry in front of Lee Rim and apologized repeatedly.

Feria invited such Farewell,

The moment Farewell hesitantly approached Peria,

“... You worked hard. Farewell.”

“...!!!”

After Peria spoke kindly to Farewell, Farewell eventually burst into tears.

failure.

It was a one-time opportunity, but it was in vain.

To Farewell, Peria's resignation felt as if 20 years of her life had been destroyed by her own hands.

Farewell fell into despair, Lee Rim fell into emptiness after losing everything in the world, and Peria lay down in resignation.

Quick!

“... Tsk!”

Razael listened to all those noises and clicked his tongue without knowing why he did that.

At the same time, something seemed to be boiling over, so she decided to turn her attention elsewhere.

“... Where have you been?”

Razael looks at Reigns and asks.

“I had some personal business to do, so I just went there.”

Reigns answered briefly.

What he is holding in his hand is an octahedron pendulum.

Inside, powder from the Wanhu tree, which Farewell had been cultivating for a long time, was placed there.

Raines boarded the church's carriage to make it happen, and achieved it.

She has placed a priority order for about a thousand identical pendulums, and the items are scheduled to be sent to the parish through merchants who will later stop by Arsmagna.

What Raines, who had come back from his errand, witnessed was an incident in which Farewell, who had been so prudent and prudent, failed to manufacture Peria's medicine.

Normally, Raines would have passed by Razael and simply said hello to the church members, but the situation was so depressed that he couldn't do that.

“...”

“...”

In the end, the two people were also standing on the stairs, unable to enter or leave.

“Huhuhuhuhuhu- Finally, finally, the time has come.”

Flash!

Startle!

A creepy eye light was seen from the bottom of the stairs, and Reigns and Razael trembled and took an attack stance.

Sereung-

Razael pulled out the dagger from his waist.

Reigns secretly grabbed the dagger that was inside his cloak and inside his chest, and even prepared to throw the pendulum when the time came.

“This... did it come out too suddenly? grow. It's Gloria. So, put those ugly things away.”

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Soon, Gloria slowly emerged from the shadow of the stairs, and the two sighed and put away their weapons.

“Anyway, I figured it out. So, we can get started.”

“... What do you mean?”

Even though Raines didn't want to do what Gloria said as she slowly came up, he felt like he didn't want to let her disturb the three people behind him, so he stood blocking the stairs and asked a question.

Then, Gloria began an experiment at the same time that Farewell began manufacturing Peria's medicine.

The results of the experiment were reported to Raines and Razael before being passed on to Farewell, Peria, and Irim.

“The fruit from the Fairy Garden summoned with [Artillery of Exchange] was not a fruit to begin with. Before that, I thought it was strange that the fairies would so easily exchange stories with humans through artillery in the first place.”

“... What does that mean?”

“I was tricked. everything, everything,

The fairies in the fairy garden are,

I have planned all of this from the beginning to make fun of humans.”

        
            Gloria came to visit us.

It's time for the sun to rise.

However, unlike outside where the day was getting brighter, she came to the hospital room where only despair had settled down.

Farewell, who was crying, me, who was dazed, and Peria, with resignation wrapped around her shoulders, looked at her.

And she,

He spoke to us in a voice full of madness.

“Don’t give up, humans. You guys are just playing around. All to the fairies and no one else. I was just completely fooled.”

She smiled and told us.

It was Gloria's face that could be said to have been swallowed up by madness.

However, she tried to let us know that what she said was the unvarnished truth.

“Trickster. Do you remember?”

“... What do you mean?”

“An ancient pharmacy book that contains recipes for making medicines that can treat your body. The material of that book.”

“Materials of pharmacy books... Maybe that's right. This is the content written in the pharmacy book sold at the old market, a market that only deals with old items from the Kingdom Union.”

Peria tells us about her memories of a pharmacy book with recipes written on it.

The Pharmacy Book is an item brought by one of the tricksters who knew Peria at the request of Paradox. It is a book from the old days, the ancient kingdom, when strange medicines were created using rare items that are difficult to obtain now.

Peria found out the recipe for a medicine that could treat her body from those pharmacy books and took careful notes.

Other than that, the rest of the contents were not particularly needed by Peria, so they were sold by other tricksters to priests and alchemists who were interested in the recipes for other medicines written in the book.

That's how Peria obtained the recipe.

“Then, did that book look like this?”

And Gloria,

I thrust the book in front of Peria.

“... Huh? Yes, that's right... Why does Gloria have that?”

What came out from under the sleeves of Gloria's black dress was a hardcover book that boasted a huge number of pages and was almost as thick as a person's upper body.

The book had a huge size and number of pages, perhaps a pharmacy book containing recipes for numerous medicines of the time. The edges of the book were completely worn, as if it had been used by many people.

It tells how Gloria obtained it.

“The book went around and around until it ended up in my hands. Although I am one of the first alchemists, I am a human being no different from any other human being. If there is knowledge I don't know, I ask about it, and if there are books that contain the knowledge I want, I pay for them no matter how expensive they are. This book is also something that came into my hands like that.”

Ancient pharmacy book.

Of course, there was no reason for Gloria, an alchemist, not to be interested in it.

However, although it is a human, Gloria is a bit far from being an ordinary human being. It is said that she decided to purchase the book for a slightly different reason than others.

“The book is from a time when ancient kingdoms were still in existence. And now I'm reaching out to various fields, including pharmacy, but at the time, I was focusing only on alchemy, so I had a bit of limited knowledge about ancient pharmacy. So I bought this book to bring back some memories of the old days.”

A book that went around and ended up on Ars Magna's auction house.

There, Gloria bought the book to feel a sense of nostalgia for the old times.

Considering the content it contains, the book had to cost a considerable amount of money, and it seems to have been so expensive that Gloria is said to have bitten her lip and shed bloody tears while paying for it.

Gloria, who obtained the book like that,

Looking at the book, I was able to understand why a book of this size ended up on the auction house.

Gloria looks at me and asks.

“Isn’t it strange?”

“... What do you mean?”

“An ancient pharmacy book. It is an item from a time when medicines were made with ingredients that were ridiculously rare in this era of efficiency, and because of that, it is also a book containing recipes for medicines that have now been lost. That such an item passed through the hands of so many people in such a short period of time? If it really is that valuable, wouldn't it be natural for a wealthy person to hold onto it and not want to let it go, even if he or she is offered a large sum of money?”

“... No way-”

“Yes. Think about it. Think of it. Guess the reason. It's easy. The answer you came up with is probably the answer I came up with.”

After hearing Gloria's words, I, Farewell, and Peria noticed something.

A book containing ancient pharmaceutical knowledge.

It is an old book, an item that cannot be easily obtained for money, and has been sold and resold over and over again by people who put value on it.

It is an old book that people who want to see the end of pharmacy will definitely want to have, and its value is so great that it is normal not to want to pass it on to someone else even if you pay a lot of money.

But strangely enough, the item up for auction was a book that had already changed hands five times in the past few years.

“... I discovered that book when I was exactly 12 years old.”

The subject of the book is after a trickster who heard Peria's story brought the book he obtained at Paradox's request to Peria.

8 years.

It changed hands approximately five times over a period of eight years, and then passed into the hands of Gloria.

“It is an item that embodies a pharmacist’s dream. It may have started out as an item sold at a shabby test market for only a gold ring, but the contents contained therein are certainly a book containing recipes for medicines that can make dreams come true for today's pharmacists. . However, such books changed owners several times. This type of book should have been kept by the original owner until his or her death, only to be re-released to the world by the bereaved family several decades later, but it has been brought into the world several times. What that means is-”

“Could it be that the book is fake?”

“... What a waste. It was similar.”

Gloria looks disappointed when I give the answer and tells me the correct answer.

“The book is real. It was true, but the content was nonsense.”

“The content is nonsense?”

“Fairwell. You unfold it.”

Farewell accepted the book from Gloria.

But she couldn't easily understand it.

That's because the experimental methods written in the book are so old that it's difficult to find out the results unless you try them yourself, and the experimental equipment at the moment uses things that can now be called junk, and the materials are also difficult to obtain, so it's hard to find the materials. It's hard to know if they'll react.

“I can’t tell even if I look at it in person.”

“Skip straight ahead and turn to page 401, after page 400.”

Farewell, who had been reading it while grumbling, followed Gloria's instructions this time and turned the pages of the book, looking closely at what was written there.

and then,

“... Huh?!”

I started reading the book again and again as if I couldn't believe its contents.

“Did you see it? You must have seen it. Since you read it yourself and compared it to your own experience, you must have noticed the abnormality.”

Gloria turns her back to Farewell, who looks at the same part over and over again, and talks to us.

“There is only one section in that pharmacy book: the manufacturing technology for making products identical to existing headache medicines, and the manufacturing method for the medicine using ingredients that are still available.”

“So?”

“But it’s completely different from what we know.”

“... Are you saying that different methods were used to prepare the same medicine?”

“It wasn’t as if I used a different method. The materials are different and the manufacturing method is different. Considering the properties of the ingredients, a method that should not have been used at all was used, and only ingredients that could not produce such effects were listed in the first place.”

This is what Gloria said:

The book is clearly authentic.

However, the contents written in the pharmacy book are-

It was all fake to begin with.

It's someone's prank.

Materials that would have been commonly used in the ancient kingdom, materials that are difficult to obtain in modern times, and methods of handling them were listed, but they are completely different from reality.

It was a book full of malice, as if someone with no knowledge of medicinal ingredients had created it simply to watch someone else try the same experiment and fail.

“So, the pharmacists who paid a lot of money to get this book must have realized it like I did while researching the book. That the book is a lie made up of indescribable malice and mischief.”

Pharmacists also knew this and threw out the book.

But without telling the truth.

Since this is a book that I paid a lot of money for, it is impossible to get my money back even if I tell them that it contains only nonsense.

So, the false pharmacy book that changed hands several times ended up in Gloria's hands, and as soon as she received the book, she knew its authenticity and was heartbroken, but kept it in her tower to prevent any more victims.

Then, Gloria saw the list of recipes and ingredients held by Farewell, the maker of Peria's medicine, and felt a sense of déjà vu, so she searched her tower and found the book.

“... So, are you saying that I have been deceived by such a book and have been working hard until now?”

“Yes. Thanks to this, I can't help but say that the book's creator is happy. Because his malice transcended the times, turning around and ruining the life of a desperate trickster.”

Gloria's harsh assessment hits Feria.

Peria heard those words,

...again-

I just quietly let a single tear roll down my cheek.

“... Gloria!!!”

thud!

When I saw that, I stomped forward.

But Gloria pushes my breasts that are right in front of her with her hands and continues.

“My story is not over yet.”

Kuuk-

A purple fairy came out from the shadow beneath my feet and grabbed my ankle.

However, if it were me now, I was confident that I would tear it apart and harm the woman who tried to hurt Peria any more.

“Then I will ask you now. What will you do?”

But all those thoughts disappeared due to what she said.

“... Yes?”

“It is now that I have realized the malicious intent of the person who completely played a role in your sister’s life. In that case, the question is, what should you do as you are connected by soul to your younger sister?”

widely!

Gloria took the book out of Farewell's hand and held it right in front of my face.

As soon as I saw it,

I realized what she was asking and what I should do.

“... I will take revenge. I will kill every single one of those devilish people who gave Peria false hope and watched her suffer there.”

I don't know who the target is.

But there is only one thing to do.

plural.

Revenge on the guy who made Feria cry.

I swear that I will inflict even more pain on the person who caused Peria this pain.

Sigh-

Gloria saw that,

...Kkook-

He just hugs me and puts his mouth to my ear and speaks.

“Then what you need now is the name of the person who will be the target of revenge?”

“Do you know?”

“Don’t know.”

A devilish whisper.

It was as if Gloria was waiting for me to swear revenge.

As if creating a swamp that you can't escape from,

Gloria opens the book, listing reasons for revenge that must never be carried out.

Flap!

Parrr!

I unfolded and unfolded it, unfolding it until there were no more pages left.

Tootuk! Tuk!

Soon, Gloria, who had turned all the pages filled with false information, shook her hands in front of me, holding only the worn-out back cover, regardless of whether or not there was a sound of the book being damaged.

Swish!

Tdu-duk!

Parrr!

The pages of the book flutter across the floor.

Everyone watches it.

Razael and Raines appeared from the stairs where Peria, Farewell, and Gloria came up.

I watch Gloria and I standing in the middle of the wave created by over 800 sheets of paper with only useless content written on them.

And Gloria,

The cover of the book he was holding for me.

He said, showing the name of the author of the book written in small letters at the bottom.

“The name written here is the name of the person you must seek revenge on.”

[Titania]

“You probably know what that name means even if I don’t tell you.”

Titania, the fairy queen who rules the Fairy Garden.

That was the name of the person who played with Peria's life and ultimately plunged her into a swamp of despair.

        
            The name called in the kingdom union is fairy.

The name called in the Empire is Fairy.

However, it is only a name, and no one has seen its true identity in person.

To be exact, there was none.

Gloria, the head of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists.

That is, until she succeeds in opening a portal to the Fairy Garden.

Although it was a sudden incident.

What she was doing was preparing to request help from a race called fairies, thinking that the Kingdom Alliance would suffer extreme damage, possibly leading to destruction, in the coming great war.

While researching, she happened to find out the exact coordinates to the Fairy Garden, and so as not to miss the opportunity, she immediately jumped into the portal.

Although things went wrong, she was able to return near the end of the great war, and although the Kingdom Alliance was on the verge of destruction as predicted, it was overcome by another method of summoning spirit bottles.

like that-

The leader of the alchemists, who calls himself the representative of humans, has just returned from a trip to the Fairy Garden that lasted 10 years in our time.

And when she finally succeeded in returning, she returned with the fact that the two names used in each country, one called fairy and the other called fairy, meant two types of life living in the dimension of Fairy Garden.

“There are two types of life in the fairy garden. One is, as we know from old books and fairy tales, that they are small enough to be held in the palm of your hand, have wings, and are known to make fun of people. And the other one is this one, which looks completely different from what we know.”

Gloria raises her arms.

Then, a purple tentacle came out from inside her black dress and waved as if greeting us.

“I decided to divide them into two types and call one a fairy and the other a fairy.”

Implicitly, the first discoverer of any discipline receives the benefit, and the name of that benefit is-

It is a naming right.

Gloria decided to call those with human-shaped wings fairies, modeled after what the Kingdom Alliance and Empire called them in different languages, and the creatures she brought back as fairies.

Although it is known as “-, in reality, the fairies in the Fairy Garden were already calling themselves fairies, and when they were wondering what to call those who looked completely different from them, they kept calling them the name we call fairies, and children like this child ended up calling themselves fairies. They are collectively called fairies. So, contrary to the fact that I actually returned from the Fairy Garden and gave it a name, when I crossed over to that dimension, fairies were already called fairies and fairies were already called fairies.”

Gloria, who discovered that they called themselves fairies and strange creatures on the streets as fairies, learned that the fairies of the Fairy Garden were already carefully observing the human world, and as it was, they were in the Fairy Garden dimension. We started exploring the ecosystem.

What I learned from that.

The ones who can be said to have the main power in the Fairy Garden are the fairies, and fairies are the name given to those who are beaten by the fairies and treated like wild beasts that can be found near Ars Magna.

Gloria stroked the Fairy's tentacles sticking out of her sleeves and began to tell us everything she had seen and heard in the dimension of the Fairy Garden.

“Fairies have no lifespan. The ones I saw did not age, and some even remembered the names of the first emperors of the ancient kingdom.”

Humans do not know them, but they know humans well.

“We cannot see the fairies, but they can watch us. They live longer than dragons, and although they are afraid to go outside of their gardens, they want entertainment, so they interfere in the lives of humans from time to time.”

“Why do the fairies not want to come out of the Fairy Garden?”

“That’s because the spirits of fairies will never disappear as long as they are in the Fairy Garden.”

Farewell asks a question and Gloria answers it.

“Guys with permanent lives don't play tricks on each other. If we hurt each other's feelings, we'll have to face each other for thousands more times, and that's very inconvenient. So, instead of playing pranks on each other, they thought of playing pranks on humans.”

Thus, the story of fairies from the ancient kingdom to the present kingdom, and even appeared in the knightly tales of knights of the empire.

There are stories about how following a fairy's guidance led to a lake with a sunken treasure chest, about how someone got lost in a forest and was able to get out, or about an adventurer who acquired a famous sword from a forgotten era and became famous.

But if there is light, there is darkness.

While there are bright stories ahead, there are also tragic stories hidden in the merits brought by fairies, who are gloomy and not particularly favored by bards.

A story about how they climbed a mountain after hearing a fairy's voice, but then their house was robbed and the whole family was massacred, or about how fairies guided young children to the forest's demons, and about herbs to treat their mother's illness. The story goes that the moment he took a step forward following the instructions of a fairy who would guide him to the hill where he grew, his foot slipped on a cliff and he fell to his death.

However, while people completely believed in the bright and bright stories created by fairies, thinking that if the story was about good luck, that luck could also come to them, they did not trust the stories of misfortune, saying they were dark, shady, and in bad taste.

However, Gloria, who reached the Fairy Garden-

I realized the truth.

“But most of those two stories are probably true. The fairies I met were people who enjoyed it.”

So the human world is for them,

It's just entertainment that can be viewed and interfered with through a screen.

Gloria stepped into the Fairy Garden to prevent the coming great war, but it is said that the fairies treated her and humans no more than the chess pieces that suddenly spoke to them.

“Fairy, I met the queen.”

It is said that at the end of Gloria's journey, she met the queen of all fairies.

“Titania. That's her name. In the first place, she was the only one I could talk to properly. All the fairies didn't pay any attention to me and flew away laughing before I could even talk to them. I couldn't find my way, or even know where to go in the first place. The reason I was able to get to the garden where the queen of fairies was after wandering around like that was purely because of the help of this child.”

The fairies just laugh when they see Gloria and fly away.

No one spoke to her or approached her.

Still, Gloria eventually met Titania under the guidance of the purple fairy, who was said to be the size of a small snail at the time.

But Titania, queen of the fairies-

As soon as I saw her like that, I expressed my displeasure.

“Queen of the fairies. I am Gloria, the human alchemist.”

[... How and why were humans able to arrive at Titania's Garden? No, it’s not particularly important, is it?]

“Is your name Titania?”

[okay. that's right. Why did you come to me?]

“To ask for your help in the coming war.”

[Hmm~. Nope? Your story must begin and end with you.]

“This is not just our story. You fairies have frequently interfered even in the human era. If that's the case, it's just a matter of making the level of interference slightly greater than it is now, isn't it the same thing?”

[That can’t be possible. You are simply beings who provide us with pleasure. There is no reason for us to do the dangerous thing of going directly to your world.]

“... Then why have you fairies helped us, humans, in so many stories?”

[You helped me? When are we?]

“... Didn't you show the way to a lost person, guide him to where the treasure was, and enable him to become a hero? You fairies whispered directly into the ears of humans.”

[... Ah, was that something like that? Hahahahahahahahahaha-!]

Titania laughed at Gloria’s words.

[Hahahahahahahahahahaha-!]

I laughed, laughed, and laughed for a while.

and,

Pop.

The fairy queen stopped trying to let Gloria know how she felt and answered honestly.

[I don't know if you who don't know anything took it as luck, but from the beginning we only made the choice to see something interesting.]

“... What?”

And that's-

An answer that shatters the illusions of Gloria, who believes that fairies show favor to humans and guided the birth of many heroes, and all humans.

Also at the same time-

In the first place. It was the revelation of a plan to turn the entire race of humans, who had been thoroughly manipulated by the fairies into entertainment, into something that made them feel that way.

[We have been there until now. You humans have never once been given an unpleasant ending called happiness.]

        
            that,

those are,

Plans that even Gloria hadn't thought of, coming from the heads of fairies with 'bad taste' who only use humans as entertainment.

There are stories of good fortune brought by fairies and stories of misfortune.

But most people only remember that far.

He only remembered stories of good luck and hoped that good luck would come to him, and pretended not to have heard stories of misfortune, seeing them only as stories created by bad-hearted people out of jealousy of others.

However, there is still more to the story.

To be exact, it continues a little further.

Most people, almost everyone, and even Gloria, don't know what happens after that, especially the story that goes a little later in Lucky's story.

And the truth that had been hidden among those people until now, Titania, the queen of the fairies, told the back story of the lives that she and the humans created by all the fairies called the lucky stories.

[There is no such thing as a happy ending to our entertainment. That's a boring ending. Were we the ones who told the location of the treasure? The end of all you know about him is that he returned home with treasure and lived a wealthy life. But in reality, the man who obtained the treasure was so obsessed with money that he abandoned his family and ran away alone. And with that being said, the abandoned family members came to find the man, murdered him, took the money, and were found out and executed.]

“What does that mean-”

[Ah, it reminds me again. Was this a story about how we showed the way to a man who was wandering in the forest? That was funny too. The adventurer who lost his way. If I had left it as is, I could have gone back home on my own. That's because on the way the adventurer was going, there were children that my other children were playing with who were planning to come into the mountain to find their parents and meet a demonic beast. I couldn't have them run into me there and rescue the children, so I just sent them away quickly.]

“...”

[An adventurer who made a name for himself with a famous sword? There are a few, and I remember them too. An ordinary human being revered as a warrior carrying a famous sword and setting off on a long journey. Continuing forward, forward, and forward, believing only in the power of the sword, not in one's own strength. This is a story where a sword solves any difficult situation. But at the end, the moment we received back the power of the sword we had given him, he was torn apart from the harpy's nest with an expression of despair that could not have been more beautiful. You humans who don't know anything will just think that a hero has suddenly disappeared, right? That's the sword we made to play with you, and that person was just a human being being teased to suit our tastes.]

So, in Gloria's view, she acknowledges the existence of God, but as Gloria does not believe in God, judging them by human standards -

The existence of a fairy is definitely-

If we talk about good and evil, we can definitely call it evil.

Just like that-

The fairies seen by Gloria who came to the Fairy Garden to save allies to fight the coming great war.

To fairies, who live in a space several dimensions higher than humans, humans are treated as nothing more than that.

So, seeing Gloria's devastated expression, Titania praised her with a satisfied expression, although she was displeased by the unexpected visit of a human.

[It’s still pretty good. I never thought a human would have arrived here on his own. But maybe that was just a coincidence too. So, go back and stop talking about us for no reason, and enjoy our world as a reward for coming this far.]

“... Wait-!”

The moment Gloria tried to question him-

Perfect!

The Fairy Queen snapped her fingers.

... Pod!

And Gloria was kicked out of the Fairy Queen's palace, which she had barely arrived at after several decades.

“... This place couldn’t be-?”

The location is,

Just like the fairies who made fun of humans always did,

This was the place where she first transmitted so that Gloria, a human, could feel the utmost despair.

-------------------------------

The silence of the hospital room stairs prepared for Feria in Gloria's Tower.

In the hospital room, where Gloria's story had come to an end and there was silence, Farewell was tired of hearing the reality of the fairies and asked back.

“... Was a fairy another name for the devil?”

“Don’t say things like that. It means the devil. Still, in the case of low-level demons with weak powers, they play around with humans by making contracts with them or taking advantage of the loopholes in the words that humans say. Only then do they take the human soul and play with it. Although this is their standard, there are quite a few who consider fair transactions. But fairies aren't like that. It's irresponsible, so they play with humans, and when they get tired of it, they just throw them away and find another human.”

“The evil is the same, but the devil does not hide, and the fairy hides herself. In terms of poor quality, the latter is actually the worst.”

I agree with Reigns' last comment.

Humans who are familiar with demons because they have had many conversations with them.

However, this is not the case with fairies, so the perception of them exists only as an illusion.

“And they all happened because the fairies had been working hard to play with humans forever.”

When it comes to cunning, fairies are more cunning than devils, and they have made it a point to maintain secrecy.

“People who gossip about fairies are led to accidental deaths, and victims who are finished playing with fairies are dealt with reliably. Sometimes, to make the entertainment more interesting, they give money to survivors who watch them on purpose, making them think it is a fairy's blessing, and fabricating rumors.”

These fairies don't have that much power.

Rather, it feels insignificant compared to the devil, and by Gloria's standards, the only being strong enough to require some use of power is the Fairy Queen.

However, their number exceeds tens of millions, and they are in a position to unilaterally harass them in a safe place across several dimensions, so they comfortably settle in the Fairy Garden and harass humans.

“And your sister was caught up in it too.”

and,

She answered that Peria was also caught in it.

“One of the countless entertainments that Titania, not anyone else, had spread, became your sister's hope.”

Ancient pharmacy book.

Its reality is Titania's false medicine book.

The contents of the book are full of materials that are difficult to obtain, and people believe this to be true and collect the materials tenaciously.

And then I put the ingredients into the pot and-

Just blow it away lightly.

That's it.

It was simply a device to make fun of people who were trying to train themselves academically.

But by chance, Peria got caught there.

A human with a future of certain death who is a hybrid of a demon and a human, and who has demon blood in his human form.

Peria is caught up in the information written by Titania, who predicted that the more people like that, the more desperately they will cling to the fake medicine of fake books.

In addition, since it was a recipe that would attract people who already have a desperate wish, she made it even more vicious by adding [Fairy Garden Fruit] as one of the ingredients.

And as time passed, those who wanted fruit came to the city of alchemists with their last hope.

The humans who cleverly created an artillery where they could interact directly with the fairies were also ready.

Many fairies are watching.

Smiling, they look at the human writing down a request in fairy language and laugh at their desperate appearance.

and,

He repeatedly made mistakes on purpose and enjoyed the distorted expressions on his face.

As the number of summons increases, I become more and more anxious, and the alchemists of the Fairy Circle become more and more afraid of my life.

All of that is just fun for fairies.

So the fairies deliberately distorted our request.

As if that wasn't enough, at the last moment, he gave me fruit and brought back hope.

However, that hope was also given on the premise that it would already be taken away, and in reality, it was not hope but despair.

“Fruits are not fruits in the first place. This is just a completely different object that resembles fruit.”

Gloria raises her hand.

Then, a Gloria came down from the top of the stairs carrying fruit.

This is a fruit that showed no reaction even after Farewell placed it in an alchemy pot for several hours.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

bang!

Gloria put it on the table in front of us.

and,

“Slash the sword.”

He ordered me to cut it down.

Unless it's a fruit, there's no reason to cherish it anymore.

Pot-

Following her words, I tightly grasped the artifact hanging on the necklace and turned it into a sword.

Hung-

And cut the fruit.

Wow!

“... Ugh-what is this?!”

Farewell screamed when he saw the fruit split in front of him.

Everyone else frowned, except for Gloria.

It is inevitable that the identity of the fruit is,

It was an egg.

Also, bug eggs.

Inside the egg, thousands of small spider-like creatures had been cooked by the heat of the pot, and all of them were dead.

“This is the identity of the fruit. This was given as fruit. To return hope to despair. To laugh at us. To play with humans until the end.”

Thanks to,

The decision was clearly made.

“... You probably already have a sure way to get revenge, which is why you brought this up to me.”

I realized why Gloria told me all this.

She definitely knows how.

How can we get revenge on the fairies?

And perhaps she explained all this to me because she needed my strength to carry it out.

But after thinking about that, I thought that wasn't the important thing, so I asked one last question.

“Then, Gloria. Please tell me just one.”

“Something?”

“If I go to that Fairy Garden and help you succeed in getting revenge on the Fairy Queen-

Will we be able to heal Peria's body?”

And Gloria,

Sigh-

He answered my question with a look of madness in his eyes.

“Of course.”

        
            Click!

A box for storing double-stitched paper that opens easily when you open the lock with a long finger.

Afterwards, Thistle takes out a piece of paper from the box and reads the news sent from Ars Magna written on it in front of everyone.

“... Farewell wrote. It is said that the stay in Ars Magna will be longer.”

“Isn’t it said that it will take a few days longer?”

“This is it. I'm sure it will probably be longer, but it seems like you're not sure exactly how long it will be.”

Ennin asked Thistle to tell him more details, but that was all that was written on the double-handled paper in the first place.

The double-hand paper bell that Feria left behind as he left the parish, saying he would use it in case something urgent happened.

The diocese also spent a lot of money to use it generously, telling them to let us know if anything else happens, and it is placed in a light, yet shock-resistant black box covered with a glass lid.

It was this morning that Thistle discovered that it had been placed on the table in the living room so that he could read it at any time from the other side, Ars Magna.

Therefore, Astesia had no choice but to worry about the news of a change in schedule brought by Lee Rim's group who went to Ars Magna.

“... How is things going?”

And that worry is not about other people, but about Peria.

“I can't say for sure, but I think it's not the worst situation yet. There is no shaking in the handwriting.”

Hwarim consoles Astesia by stroking her head.

The neat handwriting is that of Farewell.

Although Farewell usually gets chatty when it comes to explaining her research results or phenomena that people are generally unaware of, when it comes to other matters, she doesn't say useless things or try to exaggerate, inflate, minimize, or cover up the news. Since the people of the parish knew the nature of the letter, they could tell that what was written on the double handwritten paper was the exact content and that the rest was not written down because they were not sure.

Then Aila cut out part of Hwarim's answer and chewed it over in her mouth.

“Not yet, not yet...”

“... Oh my. I made a mistake.”

“Huh? Oh no! I didn't say anything to Hwarim! Just, just... Yeah. I'm just anxious... Yeah...”

“I felt anxious so I repeated that part. That must be what it means. I know what you mean. Maybe that's why I said 'not yet' without realizing it.”

“Ugh... It's not Hwarim's fault...”

Hwarim apologizes, and Aila waves her hand, saying it was a misunderstanding.

Likewise, the parish without Lee Rim was in disarray.

From the beginning, this schedule was unstable from the start.

Razael Sain Tion.

The woman, who wanted revenge on Irim somehow, made an offer to the church members that they had no choice but to give up, under the pretext of what she could do for them in Ars Magna.

So, Irim, who only wanted to treat Peria quickly, accepted the unreasonable offer, and the people of the church who remained in Leven had no choice but to accept it as it was the choice that Irim, the person involved, had made.

Thanks to this, even though Razael got on the carriage and accompanied him to Ars Magna, the people who remained were already in a bad mood.

In such a situation, notice of change in schedule was sent using double-stamped paper, which Farewell said he would never use unless it was urgent.

You can reply and ask for more details.

However, the price of double-stretched paper still involves considerable production costs, and more than anything, recently, it has been realized that the distance from port to port can be used even at branches in other countries on the other side of the ocean. Artifacts began to be used in earnest by merchants, so even if they tried to obtain them, the supply was ridiculously short.

Even Princess Camellia ordered the magic troops from each corps to produce a large quantity of double-stitched paper. The ones that came into hand were only used occasionally when urgent matters occurred, and the rest were sticking to the existing communication method. , the reality is that it should not be used hastily.

“It’s okay. everyone. If something more serious happens, either Farewell or Raines will probably write the news down on paper. At that time, it won't be too late to ask for news from here again.”

widely.

click!

Soon Thistle closed the black box with a glass lid where the double-layered paper was stored.

It's a bonus to take out the papers inside for a moment, organize them, and then put them back so that you can see them quickly in case the next news is written.

“Yes. There is nothing more we can do here. There's only one thing we have to do. Rest hard during the wishing ceremony, and if a procession of Red Purge priests comes, greet it and it will be over.”

Enine agrees with Thistle's words and stands up, and although everyone is not at ease, they try to lighten the mood by smiling.

Everyone finally put their minds at ease with Farewell's short notice.

And it's actually-

This was also something Farewell intentionally intended.

In any case, the worst was avoided.

I couldn't lie.

Farewell was guilty of not having to take responsibility for not being able to treat Peria's body because it was impossible from the beginning, and the moment he lied, something happened, and even the last resort failed, so Peria really ended up with the body. If you die without treatment, that would be an irreversible lie.

Therefore, what she tells the people remaining in the diocese is only the truth, but at the level of a message that they who are still in Ars Magna have not yet given up on treating Peria, although the existing methods have failed. Finished.

Just letting the people remaining in the parish know that even though the treatment of Peria's body was not going smoothly, it was not enough to give up just yet.

So, we decided to stop worrying about the people in Ars Magna, and everyone got up and left the house to do their own work, if only for the sake of Peria.

Thistle goes to church with Florian to hear people's confessions.

Enin goes to meet the members of the Gaia Church.

To hear news of the murders of unconnected scholars and craftsmen throughout the empire through another trickster connected to Peria, whom Eila has been diligently purchasing these days.

and-

Hwarim and Astesia go to the house where Scarlett is staying.

Hwarim knocks on the door.

Knock knock-

Reward obtained from a bet with Hir'em Brigade.

As compensation, a mansion with an unusual appearance that was built in the diocese, different from the houses built jointly by hyggeists and soul soldiers in the diocese.

Looking at it, Hwarim thought that it had the same style as the buildings of his time, but he also felt harmony and mystery about the part that was created by combining the styles of the northern and southeastern churches.

A style of teaching from the southeast, where heat and humidity are high.

A style of the Northern Church that was active in the Northern Kingdom of Rushu.

Beyond the door where everything was mixed together, a little while later, a sound was heard answering Hwarim's knock.

“Come in. It's open.”

Astesia hears Scarlett's voice and opens the door.

Squeak-

Then what Hwarim saw was,

First of all, the garden.

Squeak... Ground!

Squeak... Ground!

Squeak... Ground!

A pond in the middle of the garden.

'It's a fascinating thing.'

When the see-saw-shaped bowl filled with water, the bamboo tilted to the opposite side and hit the stone, making a sound.

The sound from the bamboo watermill there is echoing through the mansion.

And Scarlett was standing in front of him and watching.

“Sorry. I was just looking at this.”

When Hwarim saw that, she realized that Scarlett was enjoying the entertainment.

but-

Actually, that wasn't it.

“... I see, then let's do it like this - Ey!”

Crippling-

Talk.

...

...

...

“Good. It's a success.”

When Scarlett piled the leftover wood from building the mansion onto the end of the bamboo, the bamboo no longer tilted and made a sound when it hit the stones even when water filled it, and it became an ordinary fountain.

If the Red Purge technicians who installed it had seen it, they might have thought that they were doing something to the decoration that took so much effort to achieve the right spacing and beautiful sound balance, but in the first place, that was something Scarlett did on purpose.

“I’m sorry. This really gets on my nerves. Even though I'm sleeping at night, I still feel nauseous. I tried not to touch anything that wasn't mine, but it was so annoying that I stopped.”

For Scarlett, who is already a vampire, it is a sound that continues to ring no matter day or night.

Not only did they build a mansion, they even expanded it, and the watermill that was installed in the pond after two days of careful calculations was quickly rendered useless by Scarlett, who found the noise so annoying.

Seeing that, Hwa-rim felt a little sad because she had also visited the mansion several times and seen the craftsmen squatting in the pond and suffering, but since Scarlett was the one staying at the mansion for now, she thought it would be okay for her to do what was convenient for her. did.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. Aren't you the only one using this place right now, with no one else present? Decorate it, destroy it, and rebuild it however you like. It's a mansion that we don't really want to touch because of its history.”

“Really? If that's the case, I won't decline it.”

While Scarlett and Hwarim were chatting, Astesia looked at the decoration that no longer made a sound because the wood had become stiff.

“... I see. Any noise that doesn't suit you has to be dealt with early.”

Then, after muttering to herself, she soon told the two people to go up to the inside of the mansion.

“Then, shall we go in and finish the story?”

Then Scarlett responded to her words by lightly jumping over the stones floating in the pond where she was squatting, looking straight into Astesia's face and smiling.

“Yes. Shall we do that? There will be an argument today too, but-

In order to become a saint, you must first win the hearts of all of you.”

        
            The garden is connected to the living room of the mansion.

There is a separate entrance to the side, but the old-fashioned northern church-style door has engravings so intricate that it feels sinful to touch the handle.

So, rather than entering through the front door, Scarlett and the other two people took off their shoes and stood on the floor in front of them.

First is Scarlett.

Next is Astesia.

Finally, it was Hwarim's turn to step up.

“... Is it today too? It’s the same.”

However, before Hwarim took off her shoes and stood on the floor, she felt a little frustrated when she saw the backs of the two people in front of her.

To Hwarim, Astesia seemed almost ready for battle, but Scarlett seemed to have the composure of an adult.

“Did you sleep well?”

“Not much so far? Still, since I've taken care of that thing in the garden, I think I'll sleep better from now on. It's a really comfortable mansion. What was surprisingly surprising was the style of the Northern Church, which occupies half of this mansion. It was very similar to the aesthetic values of our Ezerbian dynasty.”

“That’s a good thing.”

Astesia with a cold tone.

As far as Hwa-rim knows, it is a tone and atmosphere that is never directed at Lee-rim and the other people who are always by his side.

Of course, when she notices Farewell messing up the workshop, skipping meals, or acting in strange ways, she often shows this when she lets her guard down a little, but the tone she sends to Scarlett now is on a completely different level; it's cold. It was clearly a coldness bordering on hostility.

But Scarlett is already used to it.

In the first place, the blood demon Scarlet Veilblood, the squire of vampires and the lord of Eched, was the one who even greeted the heroes who came to kill her with more hostility than Astesia showed.

Scarlett only found Astesia's jealousy cute compared to the threats to the position she had held until now.

“Would you like some tea? Or even something else you like? Oh, and I also brought coffee to Peria so that he could drink it if he liked it, so I kept it for now. Otherwise, milk?”

Soon, Scarlett, who was sitting on the floor in a slightly awkward position with a small table in between, asked the two about their tastes for today's tea time.

Hwarim answers first.

“I will take the car, please. More milk? What is milk?”

“Yes. Milk. Recently, a man named Tarator or men who appear to be his subordinates have been leaving it behind every day. I never asked for it, but are they taking care of me just because I am a member of the parish? Or, every time I visit, he asks me one question at a time if I want some advice, so I think that's the main reason, but I don't know if he has some agenda. Hehehe.”

“... I told you something and I guess I roughly understand it.”

“Really? What do you think it is?”

“Perhaps he wants to extend his connections to the company further and thicker than now. They will be checking with you to confirm your intentions. Vampires who live in an empire that you only know as dead, their identities hidden. They are doing this to secretly let them know about your survival and to make connections to make the business more active than it is now. I will assume for now.”

“Oh my, if that’s the case, I’d be grateful. I felt really sad for the children who inherited my blood, so I also felt sorry for them. If I can let those children know that I am alive with the help of the company led by that man, I will be grateful and that man will also receive help from many children. If so, the diocese will become more prosperous as a result. I know? Is this what Iketer calls a ‘win-win strategy’?”

“We, win-win... I don't know what it means, but it probably corresponds to the meaning of mutual assistance. It won’t be a bad thing.”

“Yes. If that is your true intention, I plan to actively cooperate.”

“...”

“Ah- Hmm. Rather, please give me some tea. Astesia looks like she's worried a lot, so I think she'll just have to give me something like mine.”

“Really? okay. Is that okay? Little saint.”

...nod-

Astesia's eyebrows slightly lowered as Hwarim and Scarlett spoke happily, and although Hwarim was embarrassed, she calmly asked Astesia and herself to both serve tea.

Click.

After a few minutes passed when Scarlett returned from a brief absence, Astesia got to the point as soon as the car was placed on the table surrounded by the three people.

“I will suggest it again. You said you would become a saint, so please take it back.”

“You can’t do that.”

Hwarim sees that and thinks that today is just the beginning.

It's not a day or two.

Scarlett's proposed treatment to Lee Rim.

In the first place, Scarlett is not a sinner. She is a monarch whose last name, Eched, has disappeared, and now that Scarlett no longer exists in the world, she needs a new identity to continue living in this world.

While thinking about it, Scarlett said that she would become a saint of the Deshade Church.

The people of the church thought deeply about it.

Scarlett said she would become a saint of the church.

Whatever it is, Scarlett still possesses the power of the sutra and the Holy Grail of Blood.

As if paying in advance, she willingly gave up a piece of the Holy Grail when Farewell said that she wanted to part with some of her power, and was willing to comply with anyone's request, never forgetting that the people of the church were the owners of the diocese. appeared.

But the problem is that the position she wants is to be a saint.

This does not mean that I will take away Astesia's status as a saint.

In the first place, Red Fudge alone has many saints, and being a saint is not a position that can be held only if certain conditions are met.

However, Scarlett is a dead person.

So, the people of the church said that it was impossible for Camellia to hide her identity since she was no longer in the world, but Scarlett said that it was not that difficult.

Scarlet Veil Blood, the leader who fulfilled his duty as a guardian.

The common opinion shared by many people, including Lee Rim, is that the will of the world is someone who does things, but doesn't clean up after them until the end.

Otherwise, even though Hachi, a monster that was a threat to the world, died, there was no reason why he would not have taken back the power of Scarlett, a suzerain with comparable power.

So, Scarlett answered that by using that power, she can exist as another saint of the church, but disguise herself so that even if the clergy of the Red Purge or other churches look at her, they will not recognize her as Scarlett.

“So, in order for me to use my power for you, the position of a saint is the most appropriate. It’s not because I want to be treated well for no reason.”

Just like that, Scarlett explained why she wanted to become a saint by citing her own justification as she had done all along, and Astesia had no choice but to say what she had been holding back today.

“Why, why do you want to do that?”

“Huh?”

“Can’t I just stay here quietly and find something else to do?”

Astesia speaks harshly in front of Scarlett about becoming a saint.

Unlike the time when Florian said she would become a nun and priest of the religious order, this action shows complete hostility.

Hwarim saw this and realized why Astesia was trying so hard to stop Scarlett from becoming a saint.

‘You are afraid. 'The danger known as Scarlett will continue to remain in the parish.'

Although the conversations so far have been mixed with jealousy, this was never a question mixed with jealousy.

Although Astesia is the only saint in the church, Lee Rim does not treat Astesia the way he does now because she is a saint.

So, it wasn't jealousy, but Astesia's judgment that she couldn't stand by and allow a bomb that could explode at any time to remain in the parish.

So she stretched out her arms in front of others and asked them to leave Scarlett's affairs to her, appointing Hwarim as a mediator and meeting Scarlett again today.

'I don't want any more difficult things to happen to Lee Rim.'

Astesia is doing this because she wants to make Lee Rim feel at least a little more comfortable.

Even though the others called Sowon-sik were already going through a lot of things while they were supposed to be resting, and even Peria was sick and had gone to Ars Magna, Astesia was acting based on her own judgment to help Irim even a little more.

However, Scarlett also had her own reasons and did not back down from Astesia's cold stare.

“... Because this is a deal.”

“Yes?”

“This is a reward and a transaction. I was saved by your bishop, but I have done nothing for you. So in order to repay you in my own best way, I inevitably chose a method you didn't like.”

Scarlett thinks to herself as she answers Astesia.

'Sorry. Still, this is something any adult should do. At least I want to help you until new lives are born in your diocese equal to the number of kingdom people who sacrificed for me. And to do that, you must have a position that can help you and protect you at any time, and that is the position of a saint.'

It is atonement and at the same time a choice to utilize one's power more efficiently.

And, there was another reason.

'It looks like you guys haven't noticed yet. The masterpieces that the saintly woman had hidden away in this house. Since it was an item that could pose a great threat to you in the future, I have no choice but to be in a more saintly position in order to protect you from that threat.'

A mansion built by Red Fudge where Scarlett is staying.

In fact, the artifacts that Scarlett had torn down over several days were discarded in the mansion's garbage dump.

And the identity of those artifacts is-

In the eyes of other denominations, including the Red Purge Church, these items are so valuable that they can clearly be called holy relics.

In addition, their effectiveness was also a sealing device that was activated the moment a being with strong blood of the devil used its power.

Even more so, the more powerful an object is connected to, the more powerful the sealing power becomes.

like-

These are artifacts that appear to have been installed solely to target Astesia, a descendant of Asmodeus. They are kept a secret from Hirem Brigade, who is trying to lure Lee Rim in by drawing a certain line and not crossing that line. These were items installed by the craftsmen who were building the mansion.

'I guess you guys still don't know that a really big threat is lurking nearby.'

Scarlett wanted to talk about it after clearing everything away, but she stopped because it was obvious that she would look at her with suspicion if she brought it up to Astesia instead of Lee Rim.

‘But, don’t worry about this. Lee Rim. 'No matter what tricks the church members who built this mansion pull while you were away, I will be there to stop them.'

So, Scarlett hoped that Lee Rim would return to the parish quickly today, and she and Astesia began to argue with each other, never backing down.

        
            The future has been decided.

Those who remained in the church were told that Ars Magna's schedule would be longer, so there was no need to worry.

Now that the existing methods have failed, an opportunity appears before us again: a way to treat Peria's body.

To be exact, this is the deal that Gloria brought to me when we found out that it was absolutely impossible to treat Peria the way we knew from the beginning.

'There is a way to resolve the physical condition of your group. Instead, help me with my plan.'

plan.

After telling him the story of the humiliation she suffered at the hands of the fairies, she asked him not to help her seek revenge, but to help her with a plan.

Gloria was also watching carefully.

As she was listening to the stories between me and Peria, she thought of the possibility that fairies had interfered in these stories, and, suspecting this, moved to obtain physical evidence.

Meanwhile, Peria and I were playing around as the fairies had planned, and Gloria also succeeded in finding evidence.

And when we were in despair after realizing the truth about the medicine prepared by Farewell that was doomed to failure from the beginning -

She came forward in front of me because she realized that the story that could have possibly led to a happy ending due to the whims of the fairies ended up being a story that completely played with humans without giving up expectations this time.

like that-

After telling me the truth about the fairies, he offered to accompany me, saying that he was planning some kind of plan of which he had not yet told me the details. In return, he said that he would heal Peria in return for helping me with his plan.

To be honest, I doubt whether I can really trust it.

I have already exhausted my mind and body too much.

This is what the fairies, who take humans for pleasure, wanted to see.

Me trying to summon Peria to the Fairy Garden in order to plant hope in her and get medicine to heal her body.

It was already confirmed that they would send me fake fruit at the end, so they must have been watching my expression change moment by moment from several dimensions away.

Thanks to that, Peria and I became sad and devastated, just as they had intended.

However, even though I was exhausted, I felt like I had to help Gloria.

'You shouldn't think about messing with me, us, and my family and getting away with it. 'You bastards.'

The main goal is to treat Peria.

Our secondary goal is to take revenge on the fairies who have toyed with us so far.

So I accepted Gloria's offer.

'... good night. Then, take this. It's an object that hides your appearance from the eyes of fairies.'

As she agreed, she took out one of the numerous strings hanging from her head, converted it into an artifact, and hung it on her arm.

'So now, being toyed with by fairies is over.'

Thanks to this, the fairies are no longer watching us and making fun of us.

Jinglang-

The bracelet Gloria gave me.

They say it makes me invisible to the fairies.

Gloria also wears the bracelet, and other people in her tower also wear it.

Thanks to that bracelet, the fairies don't know what we're doing.

The fairies look at us from the safety zone of the Fairy Garden dimension, but with the power of the bracelet, the fairies can no longer see us and do not want to come out of the safe place, so they can no longer do anything to us. .

Thanks to this, we can prepare for a counterattack while our appearances are hidden from the fairies' eyes.

But that didn't mean Gloria immediately grabbed my hand and left for the Fairy Garden.

'Then I guess I should get ready now.'

'Ready, you mean?'

'okay. First of all, the conditions must be met. Conditions for going to Fairy Garden.'

'What is that?'

Even if he offered to help her get revenge, first he had to go and meet fairies several dimensions beyond, which wasn't as easy as expected.

'Do you know what it's like to cross dimensions?'

'... Doesn't it just mean that it transcends space and space?'

'That's a story within the same dimension.'

Gloria asked if I knew much about dimensions, and I thought of Astesia's dimension door, but that wasn't the answer she wanted.

'What we are trying to do is to cross from this dimension to the dimension where fairies live. It's completely different from using a gate or having your little demon child open a portal within the same space-time line. 'It takes a toll on your body.'

‘What do you mean by load or pressure? 'How bad is it that you're stopping?'

‘Farewell. 'Can you lend me those goggles for a moment?'

'uh? yes? Oh, here.'

Gloria stopped talking and asked for Farewell's goggles, then stretched the string and handed them to me.

'Now, write.'

Soon I followed her instructions and put on my goggles, and this time Gloria held my hand.

'From now on, I will show you the minimum magical power required to jump from dimension to dimension, from this world to the dimension of Fairy Garden, and the amount of power you must have to counter the pressure that arises when jumping between dimensions. .'

Hold her hand as if you were shaking her hand and look at her for a moment.

That was the moment when Gloria closed her eyes for a moment and opened them.

Woe!

'... What is this-?!'

At that moment, a huge pillar appeared before my eyes, wearing goggles borrowed from Farewell.

A pillar as huge as the Gloria Tower where we were.

The identity of the pillar is all-

horsepower.

What I was seeing now through the goggles that had been modified from Soul Poetry was Gloria, and the magical power contained in her soul vessel.

And that magic power is-

'... can you see it?'

It was much more than the total amount of magical power I could 'handle' right now.

'You should be able to handle this level of magical power.'

‘What I mean by being able to handle it is-’

'okay. This means that the magic power that follows only your own control must be that much.'

Having witnessed her magic power, the size of the magic power that she could completely control as her own, this time I measured it by comparing the size of the magic power that I could control with hers.

Gloria’s magic power is visible before your eyes.

There was definitely a lot of magic power rising up like a pillar of light around her body, but if you look at the total amount alone, it might be similar to mine.

So I had no choice but to ask.

'... Gloria, are you really human? 'Are you human?'

'Excuse me. It's definitely human. 'I have this level of magical power because I have lived a long time, and because I have not wasted even a single day of it.'

The magical powers contained in the vessel of my soul.

It is made up of the magic power obtained by killing demons, the magic power of the corps commander, and the magic power of Agoni.

Originally, he had killed many other people and obtained their souls, but Agoni, the mid-level demon, and the corps commander absorbed all of those souls and sat down in their respective areas.

With that, I defeated the mid-level demon.

So, the amount of magical power that I can reliably control is the amount that the demon Hearth Dillian was controlling.

And Gloria, who knew this at first glance, said that although she knew that the total amount of magical power I possessed was similar to hers, the amount that I could actually handle as my own was not that large.

'As a minimum condition, you must subdue at least one of the two remaining souls sitting in your soul vessel and make it completely yours, so that you can pass over to the Fairy Garden without your body falling apart.'

'...'

‘If you want to be with me, you must achieve that first. The period is 1 week. 'This is the time it takes me to prepare to go to the Fairy Garden.'

1 week.

Within that week, Gloria told me to bring down the corps commander and one of the Agoni.

“... I have to do it. I should do it.”

so-

Now I am in the depths of the depths, and I struggle to see the two beings positioned in front and behind.

‘Agoni. And the corps commander.'

One is a nether dragon.

The other is a human survivor.

If you have to choose between the two, you have no choice but to worry.

‘Agoni. How should we deal with agony in the depths?'

First, I look at Agoni.

Agoni is not coming out from within the line drawn by Gaia long ago.

In reality, he was the one who directly confronted him with a weapon and overcame it.

However, at that time, Deshade's consciousness existed in the same body as my spirit and joined me in the fight against Agoni. At that time, Agoni had swallowed Hearth Dillian and contained the magic power of hell, so it was with me. Because it was extreme, it led to an easy fight.

But the one sitting in the vessel of my soul is the dragon itself.

The merit of being a sword that cuts down demons no longer works for me, and it has been a long time since I became a being who swings attacks like instinct, with only residual thoughts remaining, rather than a being that thinks out of arrogance and carelessness.

'When a fight breaks out, the first thing you encounter is, of course, a magical bombardment.'

So, even though it was a dragon that couldn't exude enthusiasm, it was natural to be cautious when dealing with that huge creature alone.

'And next, the corps commander?'

The next thing we see is the corps commander.

To be honest, the results are in.

'I can't beat that.'

When I look at Agoni and see the corps commander, my head turns back to Agoni without me knowing.

The corps commander, dressed in armor and sitting on the floor, leaning on his sword, looked menacing in this desolate space with nothing in it.

Me and Tion, the Helias sign we dealt with at the last moment.

The person in front of you is a different being.

To be precise, it feels like a powerhouse on a different level.

'Is that the corps commander in his prime?'

In the 3rd Corps, it was easy to hear that one corps commander was virtually everything in the corps.

There are 1st and 2nd corps, but people do not deny the 3rd corps even if such a story comes out.

Of course there is a reason.

The members of the Knights of the 1st and 2nd Legions of the Kingdom Alliance are comprised of the most elite knights of the Kingdom Alliance, and the soldiers of the Legion are also treated with far superior quality.

On the other hand, the 3rd Frontier Legion suffers from a relatively lack of support and number of knights, even though it has actually dealt with the largest number of different races.

And the one who was making up for all of those shortcomings was Helias Sign Tion, whose single presence was able to maintain the 3rd Legion as a legion on par with the 1st and 2nd Legions.

And now he is in front of me,

“...”

From what I knew, he was a corps commander 30 or 40 years younger than me, with a body in its prime that had not aged at all, ready to go to the battlefield and swing a sword at any time.

so-

“... Corps commander later. From now on, let’s think about how to subdue Agoni.”

It has been decided who will be defeated.

widely!

Step on the line drawn on the floor.

OK,

Flash!

Agoni opened her eyes and lifted herself up from the floor.

Vertically slit yellow eyes.

The eyes had a creepy look, but surprisingly, they didn't scare me.

In the end, the soul is nothing more than the remnants of Agoni.

A desire that is infinitely inadequate compared to a living person who was constantly jealous of others and tried to obtain what he did not have.

The power may be seen as relatively stronger compared to the fight at the time, but I didn't think that I would be able to win at all.

so,

Hold the explosive sword and take one step forward.

widely.

'The deadline is one week. Suffice. There's no need to rush. You hit, you miss, and once you find out your weakness, you adjust your strategy and come back.'

A fight inside the vessel of the soul, entering a depth where control of the body is taken away if one dies even once.

Gloria said it would take a week to prepare, so there was no need to make Agoni submit in this one fight right now.

'If I had told you that I could leave right away, I would have become impatient because of Feria, but that's not the case.'

Be as careful as possible.

But do your best.

Even if it's just his dead remains, I'll treat him with respect.

and,

All you have to do is make his power yours and use it as the strength to go to the Fairy Garden.

Everything for Feria.

To not lose my family.

“... Okay. Shall we go?”

[… Crrr-!!!]

Whirring!

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

To do so, I kicked my feet and ran for Agoni, and as soon as Agoni saw me, she opened a dimensional gap and cast a spell by inserting a large object into the gap.

        
            “Off...”

“Ah, are you awake?”

“... Yes.”

When Peria groaned and came to her senses, Farewell, who was right next to her, came over.

“...”

Whilick!

Peria’s eyes roll as soon as she wakes up.

However, the eyes, which could not contain what they wanted, realized that there was no target within the field of view, and soon moved their necks to widen the field of view.

After realizing that Farewell was the only one in the hospital room, Feria became a little anxious, and Farewell immediately realized why she was acting like that.

“Who are you looking for? Mr. Bishop? Mr. Bishop, you are meditating right now. To be exact... I'm immersed in that inner world or something. Although I still don't quite understand the state of martial arts people.”

“... Really? Thank goodness.”

“I’m afraid you may have left while you were sleeping. Rest assured. In your current state, it would be impossible for you to suddenly fall asleep for a week.”

Farewell told Peria, who kept turning her head, that Lee Rim was meditating upstairs, and she could barely breathe a sigh of relief upon hearing that.

“...”

“... Is there anything you want to eat? say it. I will do my best to accommodate you.”

However, since he seemed to have no energy even after that, Farewell rummaged through his bag and asked Peria if he would give him anything.

“... No. It’s okay.”

But Peria refused that too and just sat on the same bed she had woken up from.

In the first place, there was nothing else she could do.

'... As expected, it's not moving.'

I wanted to go down and meet Lee Rim, but my legs wouldn't move right away.

Not only that, but if Feria thought about it rationally, she knew that now was the time when she should never interfere with Lee Rim, so she couldn't do that.

But on the contrary, despite my mind making a rational decision, my body wanted to go see Irim right away and stop him from leaving for the Fairy Garden.

Peria knows that it is an act of great risk for other races to enter a dimension that was originally created for non-human races.

“... Fairwell.”

“Huh? Why?”

“Do you really think your brother and Gloria’s plan will succeed?”

So she tried to calm her mind a little by asking Farewell a question instead.

However, since Farewell is also not a person who is used to lying to others, he was unable to give Peria an answer that would make him feel relieved.

“It’s me, you don’t know. Because I am not a prophet.”

“... Don’t do that. Please tell me what you think. Even if the alchemists think we are tricksters... no. It's hard for me to understand easily now.”

“... If that's the case, then I guess it's a reckless plan.”

Farewell answers Feria’s questions honestly.

“I don’t know exactly how Gloria’s plan was planned, whether it’s detailed, or whether she’s trying to go beyond the dimension and make a plan from there.”

Then Peria carefully said what she originally wanted to say, as if she had been waiting.

“... Then is it better to stop it?”

It was that moment.

Jump, jump, jump -

... Boom!

match!

“ Mr. Lee... Really! You crazy bitch!”

When Farewell heard Peria's words, he quickly ran over to her and slapped her in the face and swore, and Peria looked up at Farewell in surprise.

And in Farewell’s eyes when Peria looked up,

...Rurrr

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Tears were welling up and falling.

“You really... why have you kept saying things like that since yesterday?! Your brother, the bishop, me, and everyone else left in the diocese hope that you don’t die, but what are you going to do if you’re so determined to give up on everything?”

Seeing Farewell crying and shouting, Feria speaks in a panicked voice, forgetting the pain in her cheek from being hit with such force.

“Ha, but Gloria said that. In Fairy Garden, the rules of resurrection for my brother may not apply. And even Gloria said that the possibility of success of the plan could not be predicted at all... I hope that my brother will avoid jumping into such a dangerous task and dying before me. So I say this-”

OK,

Boom!

match!

Farewell's palm swung with all his might again and hit Peria's cheek.

“Stop talking nonsense! Why are you being rational at a time like this?! If you've reached this point, you'd rather just cry and cry and say that you don't want to die, or just collapse from exhaustion and go to sleep! Why do you care about the people who will be left behind as soon as you think you can no longer be cured! You told me that once too! Everyone in the parish is a family member who will be there for you even after your body heals, so please make medicine to help you survive right now! He's always been asking me such unreasonable requests, and now he's giving up on everything?! What have you been working so hard for all this time?”

Farewell roughly wipes his eyes with his arm, and without hiding the redness around his eyes, he grabs Peria's collar and looks her straight in the eye.

Sigh!

“You just shut up and lie down. If you're sick, take medicine and sleep. If you have anything to ask for, please ask. I will do everything I can. However, since you are on the verge of death, I am not doing this to grant your wish. Everything, everything - I'll take it back. Everything... When you wake up, everything I've done for you so far, I'll double down and take it back with you. So, for now, just lie down.”

Farewell poured out the words he had been holding in his eyes with resentment.

Farewell had no choice but to say that because he had been watching Peria from the side.

Peria always told other people's stories every time she came to visit.

Seeing him talk as if his family's happiness was his own happiness, Farewell could only think that Feria looked very similar to the bishop.

So, I wanted her even more to not give up.

It's not completely over yet, so at least until Gloria and Irim go to the Fairy Garden and come back, holding on to even a glimmer of hope.

So, for that purpose, Farewell once again let go of Peria’s collar and-

humming!

match!

slapped my face

Then, perhaps feeling that this was unfair, Peria looked at Farewell with bewildered eyes, and Farewell spoke clearly with those lively eyes.

“...”

“Are you feeling unfair? It's unfair, isn't it? You're going crazy because you can't fight back, right? Because my arms won't rise. joy! So, get up quickly and think about getting back at me. If you feel resentful, think of it as resentment, and wait for it to come only when you feel better quickly. At that time, I will also welcome you freely. Instead, I will take back what I have done for you. ... So, don't die.”

The reddened cheeks became the same color as the corners of Farewell's eyes.

Feria, who was looking at her blankly, looked at Farewell's eyes, which were swollen from crying so much, and then-

“... Puha, Puhahahaha! Hahahahahaha-!”

I just laughed out loud.

At the same time, it was Peria's first laugh during her journey to Ars Magna.

“Hahaha, huhahaha... Ah, okay. No, it's still too much. Three slaps in the face? That's okay up to the second time, but the third time? This is crossing the line. okay. It's a bit unfair that I can't fight back after getting hit like this. I have to wake up. I'm going to wake up. Get up, this time I'm going to spank you until you cry.”

“... Because I only hit three.”

Farewell, seeing Peria's energy, wiped his eyes again.

Thanks to this, both Feria and Farewell felt relieved.

However, Farewell-

Wiggle!

At that moment, deep in my heart, a desire for a fourth slap that would never be forgiven arose, asking if I should hit him one more time since I had already hit him before.

'No, but that's not it.'

A desire that rose up at a rapid pace in an instant.

In addition to the stress that had built up, Eilana Luva, and Hygge, it was a desire that Feria developed as he was also a habitual criminal who came into his workshop whenever he needed a breather.

'Fuuu... It's okay. There will be another opportunity later, so I'll try the rest after my body is completely healed.'

Farewell managed to calm down his desires while Peria looked at him with a question mark on his face as if he couldn't figure out why he was doing that-

Clap clap!

She then lightly tapped her cheek and went back to what she had been doing before: searching through Peria's bag.

Peria, who saw this, said that she could take out anything she needed from her bag, but she was curious about what Farewell was looking for and asked.

“... So, what are you looking for more than that?”

And at that moment-

“Wait a minute. Ah, I found it. It was here. Ugh...”

Swish!

Farewell took something out of Peria's bag.

that,

It was a meteorite.

A meteorite containing a mixture of black and blue ores.

That is the meteorite that hit Peria on the head after she disobeyed Nayal during the first meeting between Irim and Peria a long time ago.

Peria felt bad about it, but she kept it because she thought it might be useful someday, but surprisingly, the 'wizards' didn't want to set the price too high, so she forgot about it, and Farewell brought it out.

“... Huh? What should I do with that?”

So, when Peria asked out of pure curiosity why he was taking it out, Farewell said that he was holding a meteorite in his hand, an object that is not yet well-known to wizards, but is known to be extremely valuable to alchemists-

He answered with ‘Byeolcheol’.

“Because Bishop is trying to do a difficult job. I guess the country should be of some help too. I plan to use this to make something useful.”

Farewell felt deep guilt over the failure of Peria's medicine manufacturing, even though it had been planned from the beginning.

Farewell's eyes were now burning with an even stronger heat as he looked at Byeolcheol.

        
            The Tower of Gloria in Arsmagna.

Gloria, Farewell, Peria, Raines, Razael, Irim, and Gombangi are currently staying there.

However, not everyone is gathered together.

It's been 4 days since Lee Rim entered the depths.

Peria took medicine again today and fell asleep, and Farewell lent Gloria the stairs of the blacksmith shop.

Gombangi is on the first floor, and all Glorias are gathered together to do the final inspection of the artillery installed in the tower.

so,

In fact, it could be said that the only ones left were Reigns and Razael.

And now Razael,

In order to kill Lee Rim, I checked one last time to see what others were doing.

Cum... Cum... Cum... Cum...

“...”

When I visited the hospital room, what I found was Peria lying on the bed, breathing hard.

Feria.

Among all the people in the parish, Razael is the woman he dislikes the most.

Razael has attempted to assassinate Lee Rim several times while living in the parish.

So, as soon as the people of the parish see Razael near Irim, they circle around and carefully observe to see if he makes any suspicious moves.

Razael is much more comfortable with such blatant behavior.

But not Feria.

'Hey... Razael. Where?'

'... Don't talk to me like you're familiar.'

'Ah, we are people living in the same parish, so we can at least exchange greetings.'

'joy!'

'... Oh, by the way, if you're interested in the repaired daggers that the Hygge men left at the village blacksmith shop earlier, I'll tell you that I told Ruba about it and sent every single one of them.'

'... Tsk!'

Rather than showing overt hostility like others, she stole or hid the equipment she was trying to obtain in order to kill Lee Rim one step ahead every time.

Thanks to this, Razael has already become known, and it is difficult to obtain weapons due to the spirit soldiers who are reluctant to hand over anything that could be used as a weapon, but she has been wasted several times because of Peria.

And now Peria is lying on the bed, defenseless and in a cold sweat.

“...”

Since he took the medicine and fell asleep, he wasn't struggling in pain, but was probably having a nightmare.

Razael could have done that by pressing her face with a blanket and suffocating her since she couldn't move her body.

but-

“... Annoying bastard.”

I don't do it.

Of course, it was because he found out that even if Peria died, she would be resurrected in front of Irim, but first of all, Razael owed her a debt.

It was Peria who told me the truth.

Without knowing anything, she followed the longsword and crossed the empire with the sole intention of avenging her father. When Irimne went to resolve the matter of the Dun Priest County, Peria informed her of the truth that only a very few people in the Kingdom Alliance knew.

And from Peria, I also learned why the people of the church did not announce to the world the atrocities committed by Legion Commander Helias Sain Tion.

'The few doctrines of our denomination. Do not insult the dead. I think that because my brother was trying to follow suit, he was trying to embrace what the corps commander did and not let us know about it.'

'... The man who killed my father was trying to protect his honor? 'That's nonsense.'

'It doesn't matter whether you believe it or not. 'I was just sharing my thoughts.'

Even after hearing the story, the thought of taking revenge on Lee Rim did not change, but rather than acting vaguely to avenge my father based on limited information, I was given the opportunity to think a lot from the new truth I heard.

So don't kill me.

From the beginning, the method of revenge he decided on was to kill Lee Rim first and throw his body in front of the rest.

“... Sigh.”

with a splash!

Snap! Snap! Snap!

“Oooo...”

So Razael roughly wiped Peria's face with a towel soaked in cold water in the basin, wiping off only the sweat, and left the scene.

Afterwards, she took the elevator leading downwards and saw about 30 Glorias on the stairs where the artillery was located, and in a workshop full of blacksmith facilities downstairs, Farewell was wearing goggles, demonstrating the power of a huge mechanical device. I came down once again after seeing someone vigorously hitting something with a giant hammer moving in motion.

Kiuuung-

Wow!

Kiuuung-

Wow!

“... Then, this is definitely an opportunity.”

The noise coming from the blacksmith's stairs was so loud that it swept all five floors up and down the tower.

So, Razael hides himself in the huge noise and chaotic atmosphere and goes down a few floors from there-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

I decided to take advantage of the chance I had today, the chance to completely kill Lee Rim.

“...”

Sreung.

Razael arrives at the stairs where Irim is and pulls out the shortsword from his belt.

The sound of a sword being drawn is heard, but Lee Rim is sitting with his back against the wall of the stairs furthest from where he had just arrived.

From now on, Razael was planning to kill him.

Actually, it was a semi-improvised plan.

After entering Gloria's Tower until a few days ago, Razael did not have the right timing to kill Irim.

But in the meantime, she happened to hear the story of Farewell and Raines.

‘Raines. Gloria said that from now on, I have to join all Glorias in the tower for maintenance of the artillery, so I'll ask Mr. Bishop for help.'

‘Do I have anything else to worry about, Bishop? I still don't understand what depth of field means, but the bishop seems to fall asleep completely while meditating, and every time he wakes up, he eats on his own and takes in nutrients.'

'I guess so. But, Mr. Bishop, you probably aren't thinking about whether it's breakfast, lunch, or dinner; you're just acting with the thought that since you've woken up, you'll have a meal and then go back into the depths of the field.'

'Well, that's true. Watching from the side, it looks like the fight at that depth is not going to be resolved easily.'

'So Mr. Bishop, who has a distorted sense of time, may be eating his own meals now, but may be skipping the medicine I made for him. However, you must continue to take medicine made from topaz. Since Mr. Bishop will soon have to cross over to another dimension, there is a possibility that the cracks in his soul that have been barely soothed with medicine may worsen again, so he must prepare in advance. When going to the Fairy Garden, you will have to inject camatrin into your body to ensure that your soul is fixed.'

'So, in short, all I have to do is go to the bishop in the morning and inform him that he can take his medicine when he wakes up?'

'yes. In that state where you have already entered the depth of field, you cannot easily respond even when someone around you calls you. Reigns looks in once in a while and gives me some medicine.'

This is a story that Razael heard while looking around Gloria’s Tower.

Gloria said that she would still be her guest and told Razael to get drunk if he wanted to gain the knowledge he wanted.

So, while Razael was looking for another way to kill Irim, other than the sword that kills soul disease or the sealing sword, he overheard a story.

'Depth of field.'

It was called depth.

I don't know the details since I only heard it briefly from Farewell, but it is said that Irim is currently fighting with another being for control of the soul vessel in a place called depth.

There, Razael had a good idea.

'Then, if I were to kill that man now that I had to meditate and my body was defenseless, and my consciousness had entered a place called the depths, if I did well, my soul might be blown away.'

She thought that if she stabbed Irim's body when he entered the depths, it would probably be possible to interfere with his fight, thereby causing him to lose the fight, causing his soul to disappear completely.

Of course, we don't know what will happen in reality.

But Razael knows that he is lucky in this regard.

The weapon she created, the Atmo Spear.

The object, which she made by gathering various useful-looking items from Farewell's workshop, completely blew off Lee Rim's arm, which was even wrapped in Deshade's armor, as she expected.

Not only that, but Razael, knowingly or unknowingly, created various items to kill Irim, creating quite a few good items.

I first noticed it while doing those things, but Razael had a talent for handicraft.

Although she does not create things based on knowledge like alchemists or wizards, the objects that fall into her hands produce the results she desires in some form.

Therefore, Razael thought that the idea he came up with would also be similar to the correct answer with a high probability, and he came to kill Lee Rim now that no one cares about him.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

widely.

Soon, Razael approached Irim and looked down at Irim while holding a short sword.

“...”

Lee Rim is sitting cross-legged in the lotus position taught by Hwarim, without making even the slightest sound of breathing.

With his back straight, Razael took the position to pierce Irim's heart with his shortsword.

“... I never thought I would be so defenseless.”

Still, she was a little disappointed that she was able to get this far so easily and that Lee Rim didn't react at all.

Of course, this was possible because she came after clearly identifying the locations of other people.

The Gloria, who would pose the greatest threat, were all checking the artillery, and he himself put an ice candy in his mouth before approaching Irim, fearing that his presence would be discovered.

But when she got to this point so easily, she felt a little lost.

“... It doesn't matter. First of all, all you have to do is kill them.”

Still, Razael doesn't give up.

I raised my short sword and aimed it precisely at Irim’s heart.

The structure is already known.

This is Razael, who almost dismantled Irim's body during the journey to Ars Magna.

She found out that Lee Rim's heart was slightly tilted upward compared to the average person's.

“... Goodbye.”

Swish!

He straightened out his short sword.

        
            Razael aimed precisely at Lee Rim’s heart.

Razael knew for sure that the shortsword he was holding could pierce Irim's heart if he wielded it with enough force.

So, once you have made your decision, without any hesitation-

... boom-

Swish!

He strengthened his arm and quickly swung his sword.

OK,

“Rough estimate, none.”

Kakang!

Wow!

Just before Razael's shortsword pierced Irim's heart, it bounced off the dagger protruding from the shadow behind his back, and soon after, Razael was struck in the chest by a series of kicks and fell backwards.

Degurrr-

bang!

Razael rolls several times on the floor and hits a bookshelf with some books on it, knocking it over.

Warrr-

Doo doo doo doo doo!

“Big...! Cough! Cough! Damn- when did it come up?!”

Even in the midst of the thick books pouring down, Razael immediately stood up and ran forward again, venting his anger at the opponent who blocked his sword.

OK,

Swish!

Kakang!

After striking back Razael's short sword with his dagger, Raines fully emerged from the shadow behind Lee Rim.

“It must have been downstairs!”

“Of course, I was downstairs just a little while ago. However, this is Gloria's tower, and your thinking that Gloria's tower is a watchtower or a magic tower that can only be found in ordinary cities is what created the current defeat.”

It was Raines who stopped Razael who came to assassinate Lee Rim.

Razael came up after confirming that Raines was downstairs from Irim.

So, even when she aimed her sword at Lee Rim's heart in the end, she had no doubt that her assassination would succeed today.

But long before that, the moment Razael entered the stairs where Irim was -

Jing!

“...!”

Flash!

Reigns, who had been in a state of pseudo-sleep with his eyes closed on the lower floor where Irim was on purpose, learned from the bell-shaped artifact he was holding in his hand due to Gloria's consideration that Razael had infiltrated the floor where Irim was, and immediately moved.

Hey!

Sigh!

Reigns immediately climbed onto the small ladder above his head.

Afterwards, Raines was able to climb up through the small door behind Irim's back and hide in the shadows the moment Razael had just stepped onto the stairs where Irim was, thanks to the structure of the tower that Gloria had frantically modified to suit her taste. There was.

Afterwards, Raines watched until the end to see if Razael was really trying to stab the defenseless Irim, and without further ado, he appeared forward, blocking Razael, who swung his sword to assassinate Irim.

Kang!

Kakang!

The dagger strikes the short sword several times.

Gigi Gigi Geek-

Quad deud deud deuk!

After exchanging a total of four sword strikes, Reigns this time placed his dagger close to the blade of the short sword, rode it down with sparks flying, and brought his face close to Razael, warning him.

“Please step back. Razael Sain Tion. The bishop is doing very important work right now.”

“That’s why I came here! Because it’s a chance I’ll never have again!”

Razael shouted while glaring at Reigns' face as he approached him and raised his arms sharply.

The plan was to swing down the shortsword with a dagger and deflect the weapon once at Raines, who came close, then cut off his chest and then lunge forward.

Whilick-

Wow!

“Ugh…!”

However, that plan was thwarted by Reigns, who lifted his arm and flicked the weapon as Razael had thought, and at the same time struck Razael's stomach, which had emptied much faster than that, with his knee.

Reigns didn't finish there.

puck!

Bah!

Quack!

He continued with a series of strikes as he had planted his knee, held the dagger in reverse and struck his chin, stretched out his middle and index fingers with his left hand and deeply stabbed the wrist holding the short sword, then strongly stepped on the top of Razael's foot with his heel and stepped back.

“Keuuu...”

Thanks to this, the distance widened.

Razael, who was pushed back in a close fight with Reigns, decided that he should not just attack the unexpected ambush called Reigns out of revenge, and began his search.

“... I said it was Raines.”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you the same guy as me?”

“Which part are you talking about?”

“You were always going around the church. He had the same appearance as me. Revenge for something is connecting your life.”

“... Did you see it that way?”

“So, you probably know that, right? We can do anything to get revenge, and you've probably been following us to prepare for that.”

“Of course, it is true that the reason I followed the bishop’s schedule was for that purpose.”

“Then get out of the way. You would understand me. I will get revenge on that man. That's my life's goal, it's my everything.”

Reigns adjusts the pendulum he put in the pocket inside his cape.

I wondered if I should throw a pendulum when I had to, but it wasn't a useful item in such a narrow space.

However, that didn't mean I could come up with a sharp number.

A little while ago, Reigns actually did her best to protect Irim, mimicking the actions of the assassins belonging to the Immortal Organization that she had seen so far, and defeated Razael, but since she knew nothing about the all-out war that followed the first surprise attack, she does not exist.

So, Raines thought to take some time by leading the conversation like Lee Rim always did.

“I’m sorry, but I can’t do that for you. You said you were like me, but I don't think so. I am different from you.”

“Different?”

“Yes. It’s different.”

“What’s the difference?”

Whilick!

Sreung!

Reigns was nervous when he saw Razael holding the handle of the shortsword as close to the crossguard as possible and pulling out another dagger from behind his back, but he did not show it so that the opponent would not realize that he had the upper hand.

“You are alone. Your revenge will help no one. But not me.”

“... No?”

“I am not alone. I have a bishop. The bishop said he would help me get revenge. I thought it would be difficult to take revenge on my own, so I asked the bishop for help. And the bishop, as a priest of God who grants human wishes, granted my wish. So now I am in a situation where I absolutely cannot lose the bishop in order to succeed in my revenge.”

“... Revenge is only worthwhile if you achieve it with your own hands.”

“Who decided it? Isn't that just your theory? Isn’t this an answer that isn’t even a theory, but just a realistic compromise?”

During the conversation, Reigns figured out which topic would be most effective for Razael by observing her reactions, and when he realized that she responded to the words 'alone' and 'help' among his words, he continued.

In the event of an emergency, rather than being a defenseless and most dangerous bishop, he plans to receive treatment even if he gets stabbed by a sword, and he plans to take the sword with his own body instead.

“And ultimately, your goals and mine are completely different. What you are trying to do is commit suicide. What I want to do is continue my life. Unlike you, for whom revenge is the end, I try to live my own life starting with revenge. Do you know why there are such differences between us?”

“... Why?”

“That’s right-

Because there is nothing left for you.”

Reigns taunted Razael.

So that she only looks at herself.

In addition to provoking Reigns, he raised his dagger and cut his own throat, which made Razael think of Reigns' appearance as an image of his mother when she committed suicide, even though she did not see it.

Thanks to this, even though Reigns didn't intend it to go that far, she succeeded in drawing all of Razael's attention to herself, just as she wanted.

“You, who have nothing left but revenge, and me, who, after taking revenge, wants to live my life with the blessings of the bishop's church. It just feels bad to identify myself with you. So - Razael Sain Tion. Survivor of an extinct family. I dare to advise you that it would be better for you to find a new goal in life rather than dreaming of revenge, which will achieve nothing except restoring your honor.”

And Razael, as Reigns intended-

However, her anger exploded much more than she expected.

“... Who, who is alone?! What do you mean you can't get anything?! no! it is not so! Revenge for your father is not an act that can be converted into such a calculation of value! This is something that must inevitably be done in this world! This is a father who has worked harder than anyone else! Humans are able to overcome others and move forward! This is my father who lived as a human being more faithfully than any other human being! You took away my father, my mother, and everything from me! If you're comparing good and evil, call me evil! But just because you overturned my call doesn't give me a reason to give up my revenge! Everything, everything... everything was taken away from you! And then you tell me I’m alone?! Who took everything away from me so I could be alone!!!”

Razael roars and steps forward.

Quang!

And that was no longer something Reigns could stop.

'this. It has the opposite effect-'

Reigns saw that it was not a sword wielded with anger just to seek revenge, but a sword wielded with everything he had and everything he had built up until now as the daughter of Helias Saen Tion. He thought it was impossible for him to block it.

still,

The goal was achieved.

'Still, it's okay. 'I'll probably get stabbed, but I'll probably be able to survive.'

If you use the dagger in your hand well, you can avoid having your heart pierced.

Even at worst, an arm or leg would be blown off, or in the worst case, an eye would be pierced.

Still, Reigns decided that if he could just thread the sword that Razael was wielding through his body and take it away, he would be able to subdue Razael who came closer.

and,

Whilick!

'what-?!'

When the tip of Razael's sword bent at the last moment and aimed at Reigns between the eyes again, Reigns was unable to react to her sword being swung more fiercely than expected -

Quack!

“...!”

“... This bastard, is he awake?!”

It happened at the same time that Irim, who suddenly woke up and came close behind Raines, caught the shortsword that was stabbing her in the head with his gauntlet.

        
            When asked how to fight a wizard, everyone says the same thing.

'Kill the wizard before he starts chanting, or at least before he finishes.'

A fight with a wizard who is not prepared for anti-magic, even if he or she has sufficient anti-magic abilities, makes anyone nervous.

Of course, the method that should be taken in the fight with the wizard just a moment ago is just a theory that will work in general situations.

In reality, wizards are not fools either, so they make various preparations.

Wizards who know that they are vulnerable to close combat either memorize a number of spells appropriate for their skills in advance to ensure that they can make the first move in an emergency situation, or use catalyst magic that can be immediately effective even though it costs a lot of money. There are magicians who prepare catalysts for magic, or who prioritize self-protection and focus their knowledge on defensive magic, or who wear artifacts around their bodies.

However, although they had done a lot of research, in the end, wizards who focused on combat chose close combat as their last resort, and generally chose to further refine their attack magic and subdue the enemy with high firepower before they even approached.

The situation in which a wizard is faced with a one-on-one situation with enemies is an environment that should never exist for a soldier, a knight, or a professional wizard who has to set up a castle wall as a shield and memorize chants in between, and in such a situation, This is because it is reasonable to pour as much attack magic as possible on enemies who pose a threat to allies in the battle line before reaching the target.

However, that is only a story about a ‘human’ wizard.

Magic is not everything, and the use of magic is treated as only one of the 'numerous combat skills'. From the perspective of a 'magic user' who does not regard magic as his or her essence, magic is focused solely on being an auxiliary to other means of attack. Even if you do, there is no problem.

And that's what-

It was all about fighting Agoni, fighting instinctively using everything he had as a nether dragon.

Damn it!

'back! No, is it right from the front? Are you the honest one?'

When the air splits before your eyes and several gaps appear, you must accurately gauge the direction of those gaps.

then-

Flash!

Quad deud deud deuk!

'That's right. It was straight ahead.'

Agoni's tail comes out of the gap and hits my shoulder armor, deflecting it.

Sigh!

Just as the timing was right and the tail was cut long with the black sword, the tail disappeared into the gap again and Agoni was no longer visible.

Immediately after exchanging attack and defense like that.

Quad deud deuk!

Gaps that have appeared several times are sealed again on their own and become invisible, and at that point, preparations are made for the next attack.

'Damn it. 'Rather than using all magic as attack magic, it focuses entirely on hiding.'

Damn it!

'...!'

The total number of gaps that soon appeared again was -

8.

One above your head, two within arm's reach in front of you, one behind you, two directly under your left front foot, and one on each side.

The direction in which the attack is carried out is-

'Over your head!'

Clap la la la la rock!

It was the tail of a guy that came down straight from the top of his head, narrowly missing his helmet.

Sigh!

Quad deud deuk!

When this one's tail was cut off with only minimal damage, the cracks were restored all at once and its appearance completely disappeared.

‘It’s annoying. 'I can't land the final blow, and my concentration is too much.'

This fight continues.

Agoni hid itself in a crevice and kept hitting me with its tail and claws.

It is difficult to track the location.

The guy who used his magic to its full potential cut them all off as soon as I stretched out the threads of magic with Leven, and instead spread his magic far away, pretending to open a gap there at any moment and pop out, making me misjudge its location. .

It is a simple hit and run method, or a tactic that excludes the possibility of a fatal defeat by making a wrong move at the point of never revealing oneself.

‘Hit and run. It's a simple method, but if the opponent can't respond, nothing is as effective as this.'

It's a tactic that feels painful to me now.

A little while ago, I managed to cut off the tail by concentrating until the last minute on the gaps that the guy was constantly opening, but so far, except for those two times, the exchanges were mostly one-sided.

Agoni, who moves in and out of the gaps without a break, opens 8, 10 or more gaps at the same time and gives me a choice.

Which direction will you block?

Which position will you turn your body to?

Are you going to prepare to raise your wrist holding the sword upwards, or are you going to prepare to slam it down?

And the moment I choose one side, he easily misjudges it.

Of course, I had no intention of continuing to suffer, so I decided to go in one direction and tried not to focus on defense, such as attacking the ship.

But then, the more advantageous it is to Agoni.

'The moment I do not choose one of the open gaps and leave the other gap longer, attack magic comes from the remaining gaps. shit. Is there any harm in doing anything?'

A nether dragon that hides itself in a crevice, opens a small crevice around me, and forces me to make a decision.

If you don't comply, he becomes a wizard from that moment on.

And the most fatal opportunity for a wizard is the moment of chanting itself.

He can do this in an instant from inside the safe gap in the chant, and the moment he opens the gap, he fires magic and even launches a physical attack at the same time, so it is inevitable that damage will accumulate in the body.

...bassss-

Tootuk!

Tuk!

'Slowly, even Deshade's armor is reaching its limits.'

Thanks to this, broken pieces of the armor I was wearing began to fall to the floor.

An armor that blocks countless magic and hand-to-hand attacks made with the dragon's body.

No matter how Deshade's armor is, unless the attack uses the magical power of hell, the advantage of the attack will disappear and its defense will inevitably be halved, so just holding on until this point is worth it.

so,

'Do I have no choice but to retreat from here again and again today?'

Now that things are like this, I think this fight has no chance of winning.

‘Let’s step back. First, let's get outside the line, then get out of the depth and regroup again.'

This is the moment to take a step back.

Blah blah blah!

Whirririririririk!

Quad deud deuk!

“... You are like a loach. Is there no such thing as a dragon’s pride?”

This time, I watch Agoni create five huge gaps at the same time in front of my eyes and move in and out of them at high speed.

That snake-like dragon is now luring me.

They are showing their appearance like this, but they are asking if they will not come in.

But there is no reason to go over there.

As a result, there is a battle going on between Agoni and the world of the mind-

Today is the 4th day.

It was the fourth day of going into the depths, fighting Agoni, and when I felt like I had no chance of winning, I got out, took the medicine Farewell made, and tried to fight again.

There are still three days left before Gloria inspects the artillery and finds the coordinates of the Fairy Garden, so make good use of the remaining time.

So just step back.

Concentration was poor, and Deshade's armor had limited durability.

This time too, there was no suitable solution in sight, so all I had to do was retreat and come back for a fight after Deshade's armor returned.

but,

Because he was made up of residual thoughts that controlled a part of my soul that I had to surrender, and at the same time, he was also a part of my consciousness-

At times like this, he never failed to provoke me in the worst possible way.

Slurp...

“...!”

I see an illusion before my eyes.

Something I've done several times before.

That is the welcome of the people of the church.

“... Feria.”

What is in front of you is the illusion of Peria.

The image of Peria closing her eyes, kneeling, desperately praying.

The bandages on her body were frayed and stained with black blood, and Peria was sobbing and crying.

and,

Sigh-

Agoni was looking at me, with his body half sticking out from the gap in the air he had created, wrapping his body around Peria, trapping her in a circle.

“ ... chewing.#◦

When I see that, my fever rises and something irritates me.

This isn't the first time.

The illusions he shows me when I am about to leave.

Previously, Thistle, Ennin, and Astesia came out, and Aila and Hwarim also came out.

Everyone was exhausted, broken, and begging for help.

I know it in my head.

It's all an illusion created by Agoni, and this guy is a remnant of Agoni's vile personality that I know, so he's projecting it into my consciousness to use the most effective trick.

but,

What you know in your head and what you cannot control are two different things.

Jerk.

The moment you were about to step back, it was his trick that made you take a step forward.

A remnant of thoughts.

That's why I feel it.

That is Agoni, but it is not Agoni.

Beyond his natural jealousy and coveting what others had, he grabbed hold of the highest sky that only he could attain, and in the end, he became a star. It was Agoni.

What you see before your eyes right now is nothing more than a devious ‘Nether Dragon’ that does not have such a brilliant and grandiose dream.

So, his trick was even more vicious.

“You dare touch Peria?”

It hits the part that hurts the most.

I managed to endure the welcome from other people, but it was Peria that I touched today.

Thanks to-

Even now, I couldn't forgive him for projecting the image of my younger sister, who was suffering in pain in the hospital room upstairs.

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

That's when I took about four more steps forward.

Sigh-

Finally, the guy who saw me falling for his trick cast another spell.

Chop, left, left, left, left, left!

As soon as I took a step forward, a thorn garden appeared behind me.

Obstacles were everywhere that prevented me from retreating from this fight any longer.

'Every time he felt like he was going to lose, he ran away, so he probably wants to make sure he doesn't do that this time.'

However,

The more I do that, the more I move forward.

...Jerbuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

In the middle of the Garden of Thorns, in the middle of the nest made by that sinister lizard, there was Peria, so I wondered why I should retreat.

and,

[Crrr-!!!]

Damn it!

Damn it!

Damn it!

Cheer up!!!

Agoni is pleased that I have indulged in his intentions,

He smashes the gap with his claws, breaking it apart and fluttering the fragments like flower petals -

We have attempted a ‘head-on competition’ that has never been done before.

        
            The desolate space was now gone.

The garden full of thorns was covered without me knowing where the boundary line drawn by Goddess Gaia was when I tried to retreat, and the dimensional gaps created by Agoni rotated in the air so hard that my eyes were spinning, causing me to lose my sense of direction.

What has been completed is a prison that traps the endless fight between him and me.

However, I never ran away from Feria in front of me in the prison that imprisoned me.

Sniff!

There is Peria crying right in front.

In that case, I thought that even if it was an illusion, I shouldn't have saved him.

Crrr...

It seems that Agoni didn't like that.

Now you've finally lured me away.

After continuously showing illusions to deceive me, he finally got his chance.

In fact, the fact that I accepted the trick with sincerity and paid no attention to myself at all felt like a provocation.

So he-

This is where he used magic to reveal who the owner of the area he controls is.

[Eternal Blaze]

[Freud Flare]

A storm of ice and fire covers the Garden of Thorns.

Whiiing!

The armor cools down in an instant, and the moment it reaches the end of cooling, high-temperature heat covers it.

Chrrr!

The stems of the garden of thorns are caught up in the storm, fluttering in the air and hitting my body, and Agony deftly avoids the gap and rushes at me.

Kiiing!!!

Dozens of magic circles rotating around the guy's body.

Instead of being fired at me individually, the attack magic that had been cast was circling around the guy's body, destroying everything it touched.

When I see that, I think it will be difficult to get out easily.

“... You can't avoid it.”

Still, all of this was already planned the moment the provocation got involved.

These guys are skilled and clever, but they never lose in a fight, and they are beings called nether dragons.

Even in a head-to-head fight, he only had wings and had the body of a dragon, so he would have been able to do just a hand-to-hand attack against me, who only had the body of a human, but he was only looking for an opportunity to bring about absolute victory.

Because I know the limits of what I have.

Because I know what my troubles are.

No matter how confident you are, if I show a moment of opportunity, I could kill you.

So, I waited until the moment of ‘perfection’ arrived.

“So, what happens?”

That,

If so, rather

Face it head on.

“Peria is crying. I can't just run away forever.”

thud!

“Rachal.”

Pot!

'corruption.'

He bows towards Agoni.

To prepare,

A bunch of stars.

[Explosive Sword]

This time, it was a cluster of stars cast with an explosive sword that included all the magic swirling everywhere within its range.

'What will happen is probably a series of explosions.'

gulp!

I swallowed dry saliva as I saw the approaching magic storm.

The future was easy to predict.

If I swing the sword like this, Deshade's armor will be completely shattered.

However, what this means is rather good news, as it means that the aftermath of the explosion that will occur from now on will be powerful enough to shatter Deshade's armor.

And that explosion is not an explosion that affects only me.

'So, there is only one thing to aim for. It just makes it so he can't get into the gap.'

Eventually it explodes.

No matter how fast the guy is, the speed at which the magical storms swirling around here explode all at once with the exploding sword is bound to be faster than the speed at which he opens the gap and enters.

So, I have to use his absolute victory as a trigger for my own victory.

Quaddduk!

As I concentrate my mind in the slow world of deformation, I can now feel that the distance between Agoni and me is not that far.

‘Look. Peria.'

From there, I open my eyes a little wider and look between Agoni's claws approaching in front of me.

What is there is Peria's illusion.

However, it was a welcome and at the same time a support that strengthened my resolve.

“Agony. No matter what you say, I have to go to the Fairy Garden.”

Coo-

At the point of transformation, I held my sword even tighter and concentrated my mind.

“So, I don’t have time to waste on things like you!!!”

OK-

Pot!

[Drew]

With the feeling of my eyes opening, I reached the level of a monk.

Startle!

Agoni's reaction was quick.

Agoni did not care about my level of deterioration, which she had already seen several times.

'Did you notice? 'My current state is such that I can cut through all the magic surrounding my body and dig into it.'

But the moment I entered the martial arts stage, he immediately gave up on fighting head-on.

And quickly implemented the next decision.

Cheer up!

First, the guy destroyed all the magic circles surrounding his body.

I could understand the reason without going to the level of inference.

'Are you trying to run away?'

Papa papa papa pap!

About 30 large and small gaps opened before my eyes in an instant.

Most of them are gaps to hide their bodies from me, and the huge one in the middle of them is open to escape from me in front.

‘It was urgent. 'I was so embarrassed that I couldn't create a gap for the fake.'

As soon as he saw that I had become a monk, he boldly gave up even the magic circles he had deliberately taken the time to hide in order to fit into the gap, reducing his size.

'Indeed, it might be a reasonable decision.'

Strategically, and based on the way he behaves, it is definitely the right decision.

What he wants is an absolute, near-perfect victory, where his losses are infinitely close to zero. If he confronts me head-on with just his current preparedness, he will be exchanging attacks, and he will inevitably be the one to suffer great damage.

But there is one problem:

Even if he tried to escape by creating a new gap, there was no reason why I, who had reached this level, couldn't even cut through the gap.

From now on, the sword I wield-

'A bunch of stars.'

[Star Cluster]

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

A cluster of stars is a technique to dominate surfaces with lines.

A cluster of stars swung with an explosive sword dominates the space.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

The magical storm exploded upon touching the starlight created by the exploding sword, and the cracks were also cut by the starlight and closed again.

Crrr-

Agoni saw that -

Once again, he made a quick decision the moment his magic storm exploded and even the cracks were cut.

Whilick!

Quaaa!

If you can't avoid it, just get through it.

Agoni leaves the small gaps that have not yet been cut out and uses them as shields to catch the starlight I created.

Kakakakakakakakakang!

Cheer up!

Next, it rotated its tail, the part of its still intact body that could inflict the greatest damage, and struck my body.

'Ugh-!'

Whiiing!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Since I had just used the Starburst, I was in a situation where I couldn't even control my body due to the recoil.

Fortunately, I was able to escape the center of the explosion thanks to Agoni's actions, refusing to let herself be caught in the explosion of a cluster of stars and hitting me as soon as my plan to escape through the gap went awry.

bang-!

bang-! bang-!

Degurrr-!

“... Big! Twa-!”

It's been a while since I bounced and rolled several times on the floor like that.

'Wake! Both he and I have just escaped the explosion. 'We have to catch the player!'

After rolling on the ground and barely stopping by sticking his finger into the floor, he coughs and spits out a handful of blood and quickly looks in the direction where the guy was.

Grrr!

Ssss...

A situation where dust is rising and everything is on fire.

The aftermath of the explosion was too great to ignore.

Thick smoke covered all directions, a creator appeared on the floor, and even the bulkhead that Gaia had built seemed to have been completely shattered.

And in the middle of all the figures that came into my field of vision when I finally regained my balance and raised my head -

Agoni was nowhere to be seen.

“... Damn.”

I feel cheap when I see that.

Do not think optimistically.

In the meantime, he managed to open a gap and crawled in, his body burning and being shattered by the explosion.

Although his body may not be intact, his life is preserved.

And what a guy like that will do is,

Of course there is only one.

He who realizes that his body is nothing but will move only to kill me and take over my body-

That way.

“... Is it behind?”

Opening the gap again, hitting me from behind.

Swish!

I turned around.

By the time the accident progressed to that point, quickly.

but,

Faaah!

'Fuck.'

Agony was much faster.

Well done!

As soon as you look behind you, what you see is a huge snout.

This is Agoni's mouth, and inside it you can see many shaking teeth.

However, if I kept my mouth shut, it was still not a problem that my body would be shattered along with Deshade's armor, which had reached its limit.

“... Fuck.”

Should I not have done it?

Should I not have fallen for the guy who showed me the illusion of Peria?

There is nothing as meaningless as late regret.

But now, there was nothing else that could be done.

In my current stance, no matter what move I make, his attack takes priority.

Even if you try to put down your sword and use Day Break, you need a minimum gap and time to concentrate your magic, and that time is not enough.

'If it goes into my mouth, would there be a chance of survival?'

Still, if you don't give up until the end, the moment you even think about jumping into that guy's mouth.

At such a desperate moment, unexpected reinforcements-

It wasn't just reinforcements; the attack that would end Agoni's command unfolded before me.

[Tail Star]

Suddenly!

From above,

A sword thrown down.

The result is Agoni's-

True sentence.

The head was cut off.

step,

That wasn't all.

[chest voice]

square!

...Gigigigigigeek-

Coo!

The head was cut off, and the bulkhead in the same direction as Agoni was later cut off and fell.

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

The same goes for Agoni’s body.

The blood that was belatedly cut into pieces was flowing down without any blood gushing out, and the shadow of the person holding the blood-stained sword was cast over me.

“... Helias Legion Commander.”

The one who cut down Agoni was Helias Saen Tion.

That too from a corps commander I knew, who was 30 to 40 years younger.

The place where Agoni and I were standing was the area where Helias was staying.

Me, who was hit by the tail and blown away, and Agony, who moved through the gap and followed me, neither of us realized that this was his territory.

So the corps commander,

First, he cut down Agoni who entered his territory.

And what he does next is-

Invading his territory and engaging in a fight, and pointing a sword at me.

“Very-”

The young corps commander looks down at me.

“He used a lot of effort. Young guy.”

Then he trampled my sword on the ground and said:

Kwasik!

“Who are you, wielding the sword I was after?”

        
            Quack!

The commander is stepping on my sword.

His sword was pointed at my neck with the weapon taken away.

That was clearly the sword that had cut down Agoni a moment ago.

But at the same time, it was also a familiar sword to me.

'That's the sword the corps commander used before.'

It was a sword that no longer exists.

The sword of an unnamed corps commander.

It is the blood-stained sword that Tion, the younger Helias Sain, swung throughout the battlefield, and it is also the sword that I received and handed over to Hwarim in return for carrying out his errand.

And since that sword disappeared in the battle at Tirner Nog, the Legion Commander was holding a sword that no longer exists in reality.

“Are you deaf? I asked who are you?”

Then he asks me.

‘Are residual thoughts formed from memories of the past? 'With memories of him in his prime?'

He didn't know me.

Not only that, I don't know about the compilation of his swordsmanship that I showed, the star cluster.

That being said, I judged that it would be accurate to view the corps commander in front of me as someone who not only looks young, but also has memories that are frozen in time.

Quack!

And it seems that he was much more hot-tempered in his youth than he was in his old age.

“... Tsk! It doesn't matter if you can't answer. Just bell-”

As I was unable to do anything in that embarrassing situation, the corps commander immediately tried to cut me down.

In an instant, his arm rose, and even with that single movement, he didn't hesitate to cut the person in front of him, whether he was an enemy or an ally, unless he responded to his question, and it didn't look like it would be easy to block it either.

“Wait a minute, Helias Sign Thion.”

After seeing that, I finally came to my senses and called his name the way I used to call him back then, remembering the relationship I had with him at the last moment.

Stand tall!

Then the corps commander's arms stopped raised.

“... You know me.”

Soon he saw himself in my eyes and realized that there was something about me.

Remnants of font.

Or should we call it a thought form?

In any case, the title doesn't matter, whether it's his intention to remain or whatever, his identity is now clear.

Obviously, that's because Helias Sain Tion died and was absorbed into my soul vessel due to the artifact, and my soul vessel accepted excessive power all at once, so part of his soul was not completely absorbed in the gap that was created. It is a being created by the convergence of the desires he had during his lifetime and which remained until his death.

So it was natural that he didn't know me.

Because the one I fought was the aged Helias sign Thion.

Even though he was old, he was able to not only repel the swords of me, Aila, and Hwarim, but even overpower them.

Of course, there was still some regret left.

The man we fought against may have seemed much closer to the pinnacle of his talent than we did from our perspective, but it must have been an unsatisfactory fight for him.

A disobedient arm that was replaced by a devil's creation and kept having seizures.

Because he was deceived by our plan, he had to face us with only a sword, unlike when he left the battlefield with the feeling of resting for a moment before doing important work.

Compared to when he was younger, his strength was greatly reduced, but he was replacing it with magical power, so swordsmanship with light swings was the main focus.

'That alone made the corps commander's sword feel too heavy to me at the time.'

so-

Helias Sain Thion was dying at the end, lamenting his old age.

As for swordsmanship, he may have reached another level at the last moment.

However, the moment his body reached another level, one of his arms was already missing, and the last of his stamina had been squeezed out, and it was a feat of sublimation at the cost of the last spark of life.

Still, he was able to protect what he had until the end by becoming like that.

'Until the commander died at our hands, his position as commander of the 3rd corps was not taken over by anyone else.'

So his lament left some regret at the end.

If only his body were a little more healthy.

What if both arms were yours until the end?

Unlike the body that supplemented the lack of strength with magical power in old age, if the body had retained the physical strength of its youth when it was roaming the battlefield.

If you were not ambushed and were armed enough to make the most efficient moves as you go beyond fighting.

It's a shame that they wouldn't have lost against us on that plain.

What all those memories came together to create -

He was the commander of the corps in the past.

“... Helias Sign Thion.”

“Say. Young guy.”

‘It’s not a soul disease, it’s a young guy, is it? but. 'I guess so.'

So, since he was a young man, he didn't know me, and I, who knew him, looked towards such a corps commander-

told me the truth

“I am the person who killed you.”

“...”

The corps commander looks down at me.

“Helias Sain Tion, commander of the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance. You were killed by me and the people with me.”

“... I died.”

death.

I told him the truth because he didn't know why he was here.

I thought that he would need the help of others to help him realize who he is as a residual thought and thought.

And perhaps that was correct, when he looked at me sentencing him to death again,

Sreuk-

The sword was lowered from my neck.

“... I see.”

...Slap!

Clink!

He takes off his helmet, throws it lightly on the floor, and looks around.

wilderness.

gray space.

A space that extends endlessly beyond the border drawn by Gaia, with only one dry tree standing in the center.

After taking a look around, the corps commander lowered his head and looked at his own behavior.

“... I see. So, I was here. For some reason, I didn’t feel like doing anything.”

His soul did not move even before I entered his realm.

That is the limit of the dead.

Since he and the agoni were absorbed into the soul vessel, there was a limit to what they could take unless I crossed the line drawn by Gaia.

'Is that why I woke up by entering the corps commander's territory?'

Afterwards, the corps commander heard me and stepped back.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

...

widely.

About 20 steps.

After gaining that much distance, he spoke to me.

“Hey. You.”

“... You can call it soul disease.”

“... Soul disease?”

“Yes. That's the name you used to call me.”

“... Got it. Then we call it soul disease.”

A corps commander who pronounced a death sentence on himself in the real world and showed no reaction to the fact that he was here in this position, even though he was reminded that his identity was a mere remnant.

After deciding what he would call me, he told me to pick up my sword.

“Soul disease. Raise your sword.”

Sreuk-

As he said, I held the sword and the commander gave the order.

“And with that sword, show again what you saw a moment ago.”

“... Do you mean a group of stars?”

“A bunch of stars. That's the name of that sword technique. Unfold it.”

I didn't know what he wanted.

First of all, I achieved my goal.

Although he was pushed to the brink of defeat, Agoni was eventually killed.

Since I have absorbed the minimum condition that Gloria said must be met in order to cross over to the Fairy Garden, and the part that Agoni occupied in my soul vessel, there will be no reason to stay here for a while anymore.

So, I could have turned my back and left the depths without listening to the corps commander, but for some reason I couldn't easily take my step.

So instead-

“... I understand.”

I decided to go along with the action that his remaining thoughts demanded.

“Rachal.”

thud-

'corruption.'

Pot!

In an instant, you enter a double self-reform.

'Museung, I can't do it now.'

Even though the moment I entered the state of transformation, I realized that I could not enter the state of a monk with this concentration, but that was no problem.

[Star Cluster]

The corps commander showed it to me, and the swordsmanship that I learned was a skill that the original corps commander used without any assistance from the depth of field.

Kakakakakakakakakakaang!

As it was, the starlight shot towards the corps commander.

The starlight of the sword flashes clearly in a cross shape.

Hidden behind them are two invisible dark stars.

I felt like I was showing off the knowledge I had learned from a teacher in front of him, so I put a lot of effort into the eight sword strikes.

That,

The corps commander accepts.

“... Inhale!”

[chest voice]

OK-

Cheer up!

The starlight broke.

“... Definitely, that's right. This is the look I was pursuing.”

What he did was cutting bells.

The sword struck down from above, leaving a black trail and cutting off the starlight aimed at it.

I deliberately did not focus all the starlight on the corps commander.

The star cluster is a sword that dominates an area with lines, and the sword the corps commander wanted was probably a sword technique for large-scale fights to protect his 3rd corps, which was infinitely lacking compared to the 1st and 2nd corps.

And even though the corps commander was from the past, he seemed to know the inside story, and with an expression of understanding, he repeated the feeling of the cut starlight in his hand and asked me.

“Soul disease. Do you know when I achieved this?”

“... I heard that it was a swordsmanship achieved in old age.”

“Then, I must be dead.”

The commander of the Corps of Remnants confirmed his death.

The person he is now and the person he is dead are different beings.

The deceased corps commander recognized his body that was starting to age and studied his sword skills to reach the end in his later years. Now that he was in his prime, he was still just thinking about it.

In the meantime, he witnessed me perfectly recreating the sword he was trying to create in the future, so he had no choice but to accept that he had actually died.

He was a human being regardless of whether he had already died or not.

and,

“In that case, I will ask.”

So he said,

“Please ask.”

He swung the sword of the future he was trying to achieve, but when he saw my sword, which he did not like by his standards when he was young, he complained with a lot of displeasure.

“You who swallowed me, why are you so weak?”

        
            “Answer. You would have swallowed me up. But why are you so weak now?”

“... Yes?”

The corps commander asked me.

Why am I so weak when I wield the sword that my old self reached and the perfect sword that my younger self drew?

“I will admit it. That's definitely the sword I wanted to wield as an old man. But the sword you are wielding now is not a sword that I, the old me, can understand.”

“... I don't know what you're talking about.”

“You don’t know what you don’t know, you idiot. I am saying that only the shell of your sword from before has been completed, and that it is an empty and noisy sword on the inside.”

The scathing speaker has returned.

As I listen to the harsh words forged on the front lines rather than the dignity of nobility, I get the feeling that people do not change easily.

but,

So I didn't understand.

'what? 'What's the problem?'

I thought I had clearly replicated the swordsmanship he showed me.

However, the corps commander said that although it looks perfect on the outside, it is empty on the inside.

What does that mean?

It means that the outside is perfect.

That clearly meant that this was the sword he was trying to achieve in his youth by looking into the future and even calculating his own old age.

In that case, it means that the inside behind it is empty.

That means there is a problem with me swinging the sword myself.

But I'm desperate.

The star cluster was given to me by the dead Helias sign Thion, and each time I swung that sword, I swung it with determination to protect everyone in the parish.

If such a sword was said to be empty, I had no choice but to deny it, asking the sword's designer why he felt that way.

And it seems that the corps commander decided to let this be known through actions rather than words.

“I guess it’s hard to put into words.”

“What do you want to say-”

Kuuk!

“So, put your swords together and feel it for yourself.”

Before I could reply, the corps commander infused strength into the hand holding the sword.

puck!

Slam!

He deftly picked up the helmet he had left on the ground with his foot and lightly placed it on his head with one hand -

widely!

Quaaa!

He thrust his sword forward and kicked the ground.

Kaaang!

I take the sword back.

The reaction wasn't slow.

But it's still difficult.

'It's heavy...!'

Being able to react and being able to receive a sword are two different things.

Gigigigigigigi-

Kaaaang!

Wow!

I soon gave up on taking it from the front and lifted my sword and was about to step back, but the corps commander came in at a faster pace and kicked me in the side with his foot.

Degurrr-

“Ugh-!”

“There will be no time to wallow.”

The moment I, who had been rolling over and over again, touched the ground and raised my head again-

Kaaang!

Before I knew it, the corps commander, who had come within close range and was wielding a sword with the intention of splitting my head once more, spoke with his eyes burning behind the shadow of his helmet.

“Seeing you struggle so much with a dragon without wings, it feels like a lie that you killed me.”

Quad deud deud deuk-

“I didn’t lie…”

Kang!

The swords bounced once in the air, and he swung the sword again.

“It’s not a lie?”

[Tail Star]

Whilick-!

Suddenly!

'Pfft!'

“If you're not lying, did you attack a country that was too old to move? Did you stick a sword to my throat when I couldn't even hold a sword hilt? Otherwise, as someone who saw you swinging a sword like that a while ago, I don't understand.”

My side was cut in a horizontal slash.

Even though Deshade had armor, it was so precise that it cut deeply into the waist exactly where the armor ends.

“No! You were just trying to survive more! In order to prolong your life, you tried to survive even by sacrificing the lives of the people you saved!”

“Then it would be me who cut you. But if that's the case, it's even more incomprehensible. You say you cut me, who hasn't changed even in old age, but why are you so weak?! I just don't understand that!”

[chest voice]

From above, where I had received a deep cut in the waist, the corps commander made a heavy sword and slashed vertically.

Kwaaa!!!

Heavy sword strike.

When he was young, his swordsmanship was pure honesty.

The corps commander we saw was a man who constantly changed his sword with both hands to destroy his opponent.

The strong sword he wields with the confidence that he will not be pushed from the front makes my body constantly stiff.

Kang!

Kakang!

Quad deud deuk-

Wow!

'shit! Was this damn martial arts a habit from when I was young?!'

After we exchanged swords with him several times, he took advantage of my weakness and once again used martial arts in between his swordsmanship and kicked me in the chest with his military boot. I was pushed backwards.

'You have to stand up-!'

I recovered quickly and tried to catch his sword, which was sure to come after me, but-

Swish!

'... what?'

This time, I succeeded in quickly raising my head before he could close the distance, but contrary to my expectations, I did not see the corps commander approaching closely in front of me.

'You didn't chase me?'

There was no one.

The corps commander did not approach me after being pushed out.

At the spot where he kicked me and pushed me away, I saw an old man motionless.

cook!

“... Phew-”

As he watched me regain my balance and stand up with my sword on the ground, he briefly commented on my current appearance.

“Your sword is heavy.”

“... What do you mean by heavy?”

“There’s too much I’m carrying. Beyond his own, he puts other people's suffering on the sword.”

“...”

“It’s not just that. Your sword is old.”

“... It's your sword.”

“It is the sword of compromise. It's not a sword for a young guy to hold. The young guy should swing a heavier sword.”

“What kind of bullshit is that... A little while ago, you said the sword I was swinging was heavy?”

“Please realize that that and this do not mean the same thing. You bastard.”

'As expected, this is the commander of the corps.'

This is the first rant I’ve heard in a long time.

However, for some reason, it was a tone that struck a chord.

“Do not put your emotions on the sword. Don't trace the old me you remember. Swing a sword that can be wielded at that age. Sometimes, honesty, rather than skill, can help you overcome an otherwise invincible enemy. Even though you have the strength to do so, it is all covered up by caution that carries you more heavily than necessary.”

“Why are you giving advice? If you're so frustrated, kill me and take my body yourself. Or are you not confident?”

“Do you think I’m not doing it because I can’t do it?”

“Otherwise, like the dead dragon over there or the devil over here, I thought there would be no reason for the corps commander not to show hostility towards me.”

“A lifeless bastard. It seems you don't know me completely.”

“That’s right. It's been less than a year since we actually met and talked.”

“If so, let me know. If I were dead, I would be nothing more than a remnant, and even more so, if the instinct of the remnant was to destroy the soul of the original owner of the body and take over the body, then this Helias sign, Tion, would follow the natural order set by someone. There is no ”

When I saw that, I strangely thought of a long sword.

A longsword that rejected its own reason for existence.

And the corps commander who realized that he was a remnant and deliberately gave up killing me and taking my body as a remnant.

'They said we were friends and all, but we ended up looking alike.'

So, these two people had their own integrity even though they walked completely different paths.

In that case, my goal had already been decided.

All you have to do is keep his advice in mind, figure out what is wrong with the sword you wielded and thought you had completely inherited the sword from his old age, and move forward.

“... Okay. Thank you for your advice.”

“This is not advice. Although I am just a remnant, I gave you advice because in order for me to continue to live, you must also be alive. Now that I've finally come to my senses, I'm thinking of doing something else here on my own. Since I have already seen the sword I wanted to achieve in my old age, I guess I should try training another sword. So you guys, go on with your own life and don't come back here.”

“Even if you say so, this is the depth I have achieved. In addition, there is another person who opened up this world, so it must be difficult to do so. I will come back to get every last piece back.”

“Fuck you. This is my world from now on. If you come back in, I will really kill you.”

“If you can, would you try it? I beat the old and seasoned you, so there's no reason why I can't beat you now.”

“... Now that I think about it, you said to call yourself a soul disease. Isn’t that the disease I was dealing with?”

“That's right.”

“But did you originally say something like that? The way you look like you're getting beaten up and trying not to get scolded.”

“It was like that from the beginning.”

“... A cheap bastard.”

“It’s nice to hear it after a long time. Hahaha!”

“I don’t know why I kept you alive, but there is no next time for me.”

“Yes, yes. I understand.”

That was the end of the conversation with the corps commander.

As Hwarim told me, go to the exit next to the dry tree and grab the handle.

And before opening it and leaving, I turned around and looked at the corps commander.

The sight of him starting to walk straight towards the wilderness, not the original place where he was.

I don't know if I'll be able to see him when I return to the depths of the field.

'Still, I think we'll probably see each other again.'

so,

Crash.

I grab the door handle and leave the room after finishing my business as he said.

Because it was I who swallowed him up, it was I who had the obligation to continue living as long as his remaining life.

-------------------------------

Quack!

The scene I saw as soon as I woke up from the depths was Razael trying to stab Reigns.

I quickly approached it and managed to block it by holding Razael's short sword with my gauntlet.

“Irim! Were you awake?!”

“I woke up. A little while ago.”

Cheer up!

“... Tsk!”

Right after taking the short sword and throwing it back.

I saw Razael click his tongue and take a step back, and Reigns looked back at me and said hello.

“... Have you been there?”

So, with those words that were like a promise, I let her know that the work at the depths had ended safely.

“Yes. I went there.”

        
            “Is it over?”

“Not yet. We have to wait until the stars rise.”

It's the 7th night since I accepted Gloria's offer.

All preparations are complete.

To be precise, the conditions were met.

By subduing Agoni from the depths, I have much more magical power to handle delicately.

These are the minimum conditions that I must meet in order to accompany Gloria on the journey to the Fairy Garden.

She had to be able to directly 'handle' magical power comparable to the amount of magical power she had accumulated so far in her soul vessel, as she was a human yet lived a life close to immortality as an alchemist.

However, although the 'total amount' of magical power I possessed was similar to that possessed by Gloria, if we were to look at the amount of magical energy that could be handled, it was only 1/3 of that amount.

Gaia repaired the vessel of my soul that was about to fall into pieces because I already accepted it as an unstable soul disease, an excessive force that is difficult for a human to accept, but even though it was absorbed by me, the remnants it retained until the end. This happened because it was so strong that the remaining three beings, as thought forms, split apart the soul vessel and ate it.

Although it is said that Hearth Dillian, a mid-level demon, easily subdued it, there are still only 1/3 of the parts that I can properly handle as if it were my own.

Until now, even if it was a swordsmanship that required detailed manipulation of magical power, it had only been used when performing a leven or demonstrating a cluster of stars.

As for the stigma of pouring out all the magic power in the soul vessel against monsters, I didn't need to control it in the first place as I was pouring 'everything' into it, and Halo, which Deshade gave me, adjusted the minimum part. .

Therefore, except when using Omyeong, the minimum condition was to increase the amount of magic power from 1/3 that could be handled to at least 2/3, and that amount was required to prevent the damage to the body and soul when crossing to another dimension. Gloria’s argument was that it could withstand pressure.

That-

I did it.

Even though I received help from other people, to be more precise, I received help from others.

Helias Sign Thion.

From a corps commander I know, he was about 30 to 40 years younger.

No matter how dying the Nether Dragon he was fighting with was, the man who cut it down with a single sword had a different vibe from the old army commander I knew.

And when I met him like that, I-

scolded.

Why are you swinging a sword like that?

So I made my own excuse.

But that wasn't the important thing.

The corps commander was the corps commander even when he died or became a mere remnant.

When he realized that I had killed him, he accepted death but did not like my actions, so he gave me advice.

So I took that advice.

“...”

... coo.

I hold the sword at my waist with strength.

'A malefic star, and a tailed star.'

Vertical and horizontal cuts seen by the corps commander.

At first, I thought it was an ordinary sword strike.

But when I thought about it again, no.

They are definitely-

The origin of a cluster of stars.

A cluster of black compromise stars wielded by an aging corps commander.

It is a regretful swordsmanship in which the sword wielded by the corps commander in his youth has inevitably become weaker due to the passage of time, and this has been compensated for with skill.

At that time, I, as a third party, witnessed both events.

And I caught both of them.

So, the homework is clear.

'It is based on what the corps commander showed in his youth and is newly incorporated into the star cluster. That might be the path I should take.'

A hint to take a step forward.

Since I obtained that and was able to handle 2/3 of my total magical power, it was only a matter of time before I became stronger than I am now.

“... So, I finished this part. How about Gloria?”

“Don’t worry so much. Because this is also the final stage.”

Having finished preparing, I look at Gloria in front of me.

Over the past week, Gloria has also completed her work during the time promised.

I approach Gloria, who has finished inspecting the artillery, and begin the final checks before leaving for Fairy Circle.

“The leader of the Fairy Circle says that if you give money, the artillery can be launched and activated immediately, but this seems to be a lot of complicated things.”

“That was easy because the alchemists of that union had only fired artillery at the coordinates of the dimension through which fairies passed. What we have to do from now on is something completely different from that.”

“Well. What Fairy Circle did was send inorganic matter to the other dimension, and Gloria said that it was difficult because it required 'living' creatures and souls like us to cross the dimension.”

“I’m glad you remember. As literally two humans, you and I, have to cross from this dimension to the other dimension where only fairies live, the top priority is to find the coordinates of a safe landing point, and this will not catch the attention of Titania, the queen of fairies. Since this is a secret invasion that must be prevented, the magic waves generated by interdimensional movement must also be minimized.”

“... It’s very complicated, but is that the end?”

“No way. The work up to that point is just the beginning. The real problem is after we arrive safely at the Fairy Garden. Having successfully arrived at the dimension of the Fairy Garden, we must immediately move while enduring the aftereffects of the dimension shift and find a place where we will not be discovered by the surrounding fairies as much as possible. It's because you don't know how great it is to keep up with the ever-changing coordinates and diagram the huge dimension called Fairy Garden into a map.”

Gloria explains as she touches the map in front of the artillery.

Although she said she would explain, she was currently explaining her plan from beginning to end to others to see if there were any mistakes.

'I can't keep my hands off you.'

While she was explaining this, she was endlessly fiddling with the map in front of her, which was so large that she could barely reach both ends of it with her arms outstretched.

There,

All aspects of the Fairy Garden are depicted.

To be exact, it looks like a floating island.

island.

It is said that the island floating in the air is the overall appearance of the Fairy Garden.

Gloria divided it into five pieces by drawing a line on the floating island drawn on the map.

The floating island was made up of four great continents and a small piece in the middle that seemed to be surrounded by the continents, and that small piece included-

No matter how you look at it, there was a cute little bear head-shaped sticker attached, which I guess was made exactly after Gombangi's appearance.

Unlike the cute stickers that tone down the serious atmosphere, this is an area that can be said to be the main goal of this trip.

The place with the sticker is the location of the palace where the fairy queen Titania lives, our ultimate goal.

So when I saw that sticker, I had a little idea of Gloria's current condition.

'Bear-shaped stickers on the map of important plans... Gloria, you must have been quite stressed while preparing these?'

Gloria explained the exact appearance of the Fairy Garden while pointing her finger at the angry bear sticker with flashing eyes and wide-open mouth attached to the exact center of the map.

“The four surrounding continents are all home to fairies and fairies, and the center is Titania's palace. All of this is the dimension ruled by the Queen, and it is their ‘paradise’.”

[Eden]

Gloria called the floating island, which can be said to be the entire Fairy Garden dimension, Eden, and added that it was just a name given by Titania, the queen of the fairies, to call her country fancy, so it can be conveniently called paradise by human standards.

“Although you have drawn a line, at first glance it appears to be just one huge floating island. Is there a reason why you drew a separate line on it to divide it into continents?”

“At the center of each boundary line I drew, there is one lake in each district. Fairies leave their souls in the lake, and their souls are stored there forever.”

Gloria points out the locations of springs in the exact center of each continent in turn.

After that, Gloria quickly moved her finger, this time pointing to the smallest of the four huge continents.

“And this is where we will land. It's the safest place.”

“Is there a reason why it is a particularly safe place?”

“This is the place of exile where ‘fairies’ who have been driven out by fairies stay. It's a place that other fairies don't come to easily.”

Fairies and fairies.

Fairies are the fairies we are familiar with, and fairies are amorphous creatures like the tentacles inside Gloria's clothes.

Slurp-

slam!

“Yes, yes. You remember it too.”

A purple tentacle came out from inside her clothes and pointed out the smallest continent, indicating that it was her hometown.

By listening to her explanation, I knew exactly where we would land right after the full-scale summoning spell was activated.

However, even though I know, all I have to do now is follow Gloria's instructions and receive training on how to avoid my soul being destroyed when transported to the Fairy Garden through the Artillery.

Other than that, there's nothing to do until she says it's time.

Gloria soon finished the briefing and sent me downstairs to take a short break.

“First of all... It's lunch now, so it's a long way to go before I can get the artillery to work. So get some rest. I need to get some rest too.”

“Okay.”

So, the moment I listened to her and was about to go downstairs, Gloria added an ominous word to the back of my head as I walked towards the stairs.

“... Just in case-”

“Yes?”

“If you ever want to say hello, please do so. In the worst, worst case scenario... there is a possibility that you and I could both end up lost on the other side.”

        
            Just in case, this is a worst-case story.

Gloria, who has completed all preparations to leave for the Fairy Garden and completed the briefing, tells us to say goodbye to everyone because if things go really wrong, this could end in vain.

When I heard that, I thought Gloria was joking.

“Are you showing a lack of confidence at the end?”

but-

“Okay.”

“... Yes?”

It wasn't a joke.

“I have to say that my confidence is a little low.”

“...”

“Although you and everyone around you think that I am close to omnipotence, I am also human.”

Rattling.

After answering, Gloria takes out the chair she had left on the table in front of the artillery and sits down there.

“... Oh my. Did you drink it all?”

Click!

She put her finger on the glass as if she wanted to drink some tea, but soon realized there was no tea and put it down.

However, since no one else filled the car, she just laid back on the chair.

alone.

I'm alone.

Gloria is the only one in this tower right now.

'Are you saying that, like me, Gloria will have to risk everything?'

Gloria divided herself into several people and was doing several things at the same time.

In the end, she too had limitations because she was fundamentally human, and since she had to pour everything into crossing over to another dimension, she could not afford to take the time to leave others behind.

'It's rather amazing. 'I was able to accumulate magical power at a rapid rate because I had an artifact called a magic sword, but Gloria, despite being human, accumulated magic power comparable to that.'

Although it is unsettling that the full-scale plan for fighting the Fairy Queen and crossing over to the Fairy Garden will be announced only after successfully crossing the dimension, it is amazing that an individual, not a group, was able to proceed with research to this extent. am.

Still, even though she made it that far, she was only human when she reached the final stage of the plan, so she looked incredibly nervous.

“... It's noisy, get down quickly.”

“... Yes. I understand.”

Gloria, who read my thoughts, made a gesture as if she was annoyed, and I followed her words and quietly came downstairs so that Gloria could rest quietly.

“Ah, Mr. Bishop is here?”

As soon as you come down, what you see is Farewell.

“Looks like Gloria said that the artillery can only be operated at night, right?”

“Yes. I know everything.”

“I also met Gloria early in the morning and talked about it.”

“Did you just say that?”

“In addition to that, he also asked me several other favors. He asked me to take care of the tower while he was gone. If you think about it, the moment Gloria leaves for the Fairy Garden dimension, the person who is the head of Ars Magna, the city of alchemists, will completely leave his position, so of course I, who lived in Gloria's tower, will take the vacant position for a while. That's true, but I have really important business to attend to with Gloria, so I'm a bit at a loss as to what to say to people who come to visit me.”

It seems that Farewell decided to take care of Gloria's tower while she was away.

Even though she takes care of it, Gloria has semi-automated most of the work in anticipation of leaving for the Fairy Garden someday, so all that Farewell has to do is manage watchers who need some repairs or greet guests who will come to the tower for unavoidable reasons. All you have to do is do it.

“... Ah, brother. Are you going?”

Then, Peria responded to the sound of our words and got up from the bed.

“Yes. Are you awake?”

“Yeah... just now. Thank you, Raines.”

“... No.”

To be precise, Reigns, who saw Peria wanting to get up, held out his hand and helped her get up.

“... How is your body?”

“... I'm not sure. I can't feel anything anymore.”

When I ask about his condition, Peria shakes his head.

Then Farewell answers on his behalf.

“Now it’s slowly reaching its limit. There are limits to preventing blood flow with medication, so it can be seen that sleeping pills and painkillers are circulating in the blood vessels 24 hours a day.”

“... Then how much longer does it have to be before it gets more serious than it is now?”

“If you take it long, 2 weeks.”

2 weeks.

The two weeks that Farewell mentioned were clearly two weeks calculated based on a tight estimate of free time.

Farewell, who had failed to make Peria's medicine, which was bound to fail as it was a wrong recipe in the first place, lost his previous confidence and was so intimidated that he never said empty words, and tried not to express it himself. However, it is implicitly reflected in each and every statement.

Therefore, the sentence that Peria will begin to suffer again in two weeks is not wrong.

No, beyond the pain, that is the beginning of hell.

Peria, who is tied to me by soul.

Peria does not die even if she dies, but resurrects before me.

So, after two weeks, Peria's body will just melt, die, and be resurrected over and over again, and in order to help with that -

Just in case, I have no choice but to use Gloria's power, which I had prepared just in case, to break the soul contract between Peria and me and let her go into eternal sleep.

so,

Let's try not to reach that worst future, no-

I promised myself that I would achieve it and come back by any means possible, even if it meant getting my hands dirty.

That firm determination was clearly visible on his face, and it seemed to have caught Peria's eyes.

“Don’t worry, brother. I think you're worried about me being sick, but I think you'll have more time. I will persevere with spirit.”

“... Can you endure that with spirit? Two days ago, you tried to die for the 10 minutes that Farewell told you to take the drug's effects off your body for just a short period of time. Even though I screamed a lot.”

“Ah- That’s that and this is this! Oh my, I'm acting so strong to tell you to save my brother's face, so why bother asking that? Ugh. Damn you brother.”

Even though Peria is heartbroken, she doesn't show it. Instead, she laughs and screams at me.

It's an action that says it will reassure me in its own way.

So, I also treat Peria as a joke.

“... Okay. Instead, don't whine because I'm not there. I don't plan on coming back after two full weeks, so I'll come quickly, but don't cry because I'm not there when you wake up.”

“... Who cries? Hehehehe- Don’t worry.”

After saying hello to Peria, I look to the side as she approaches me and holds my hand tightly.

“... I’ll ask Reigns too.”

“Yes. Don't worry. I will continue to monitor Razael.”

Reigns asked for the remaining people.

Razael fought Reigns while I was in the depths of the field.

I brought Razael here on the condition that he could kill me at any time.

However, this assumes that she does not touch other members of our church.

While I was deep in the depths, Razael tried to attack me, and Rajael tried to swing his sword more than necessary at Reigns, who blocked it, but was stopped by me who barely woke up.

‘You are the one who broke the promise. Razael.'

‘Stop talking nonsense! The woman over there was the one who interrupted me when she was trying to kill you! So this is-'

'It looks like he's trying to claim self-defense or something. At that moment, you clearly swung your sword with the sole intention of killing Reigns, not me. 'Isn't it right?'

'... Tsk!'

'So, I'm sorry, but I have to engrave the command on you again.'

'... Trying to break your promise again!'

'You were the one who broke the promise first.'

'...'

I commanded Razael, who had been glaring at me since that day, into the bracelet.

To prevent harm to others while I am away, and to follow Reigns' orders.

So, even though I thought there was no possibility of Razael harming others during the remaining two weeks, I had asked Reigns to do it just in case.

'Now that we've done it this way, should we say we've eliminated all the unsettling factors?'

2 weeks.

To be honest, I doubt whether I will be able to finish everything in two weeks.

The size of the Fairy Garden that Gloria spoke of is a continent much larger than an empire.

Even if I were to break through and attack the Fairy Queen as quickly as possible after all preparations were completed, I think two weeks would not be enough time.

'No, no. It's not enough or anything. This has to be done in two weeks.'

But I change my mind and think about making it successful somehow.

and then-

Jallang!

“... Huh?”

Another bracelet that had been pushed up by the bracelet hanging on my arm, proving that I was the owner of Razael, came down.

“... Ah, there was something like this.”

Hanging on my wrist is a blue bracelet.

It's a bracelet that allows you to give orders to Peria, and it's a bracelet I don't remember using for a really long time.

“Good. Shall I write it for the first time in a while?”

“Huh? Oppa, what are you doing?”

So I lifted it up, looked at Peria who was looking at me as if asking what I was doing, and said.

Flash!

“Feria. Until I return, never die and wait.”

The bracelet flashed.

There was no change.

The command not to die is abstract, so if you think about it normally, you wouldn't know how to react.

“... Puhahaha! Oppa, what is that? Don't die. Hahahahaha!”

“Just try everything you can.”

After Feria and I put on our bracelets, we look at each other and laugh.

I feel like it didn't have any effect, but I feel much better.

All you have to do is keep doing this.

'I do whatever I can.'

What I'm trying to do is dedication, not desperation.

Farewell, who was looking at the two of us, suddenly raised his head and clapped his hands to get my attention.

match!

“... Oh, that's right. It must have been completed soon.”

“Huh? What?”

“The sword to give to Mr. Bishop.”

“Oh, that’s right. You said you would make a sword, right?”

Farewell said he would make me a sword.

It wasn't anything special, and Farewell was thinking about doing something for me, but he said he needed to make me a weapon.

The material was a meteorite, and the exact name of the material was star iron.

Farewell has been working on the space mineral that Nayal left behind when he killed Peria, and has been working on it for the past week, hoping to process it, and it looks like it has finally been completed.

“We have some time left, so check the condition of the sword. If there is any inconvenient part that can be adjusted, I will do my best to fix it.”

“Okay. Thank you.”

After completing my instructions, I left Feria and Raines and went downstairs again.

It appears that the workshop and blacksmith shop that Gloria lent for Farewell is located downstairs.

As we went down the stairs, the two of us could see Razael blocking the stairs.

“...”

Swish-

Razael saw me and turned his head.

However, I was not alone.

‘What kind of combination is this? This is my first time seeing Razael with Gombangi.'

In Razael's hand, there was a glass bottle of ice candy with the lid open, as if he had just taken one out and ate it.

And Gombangi follows from behind as if supporting Razael.

It seems that Razael's health worsened again during that short period of time, and Gombangi followed him around to prevent any accidents.

“... Can I pass by?”

“... Do whatever you want.”

When I asked Razael to move out of the way, for some reason he easily made way.

As I was about to pass by her and go downstairs, Razael saw me and his mouth lit up.

“Ah...”

“Huh?”

“... No. It’s nothing.”

The mouth opened as if to say something.

However, Razael soon responded as if not to worry, and went up, glaring at me.

“... That woman seems to be getting more and more crazy?”

“I agree. He acted like he was the one to talk first, but now I don't know what to do.”

I sigh and look at the back of Razael with Farewell.

Then we went down to the workshop again.

No matter how much time there is, time is definitely passing even at this very moment.

like that-

“ character. This is a sword made of star iron.”

Cheeek...

When I reached the steps of the blacksmith shop, Farewell put on his safety gear and took in his hands the sword made of meteorite that had just been taken out of the huge furnace and was undergoing the final cooling process.

And that was the first sword that Farewell made just for me, and it was the first sword I had held in a long time that wasn't a magic sword.

        
            Blacksmith stairs.

- That said, the only regular user of the stairs, where tools for handling metal are gathered together to increase work efficiency, is Gloria, and unless she goes to work now that Farewell has borrowed it, I don't know anything about it. It was a far cry from the blacksmith shop full of clanging sounds and intense heat.

'Gloria said she built an artillery here.'

It is said that the facility was built to create artifacts and artillery so large that even in Gloria's Tower, where the structure of the tower can be easily changed whenever desired, 10 stairs had to be combined into a duplex.

There, Farewell stayed here with Byeolcheol to make weapons for me.

Cheee!!!

The only noise that can be heard is the sound of the sword being taken out of the brazier, which was burning like hell a moment ago, and being placed in water so cold that frost forms around it, as soon as the water boils and splashes.

Thanks to this, unless someone speaks first, this place feels as reverent as a temple. The light burning from the brazier illuminates the entire blacksmith stairs, making it a quiet place with even the magic lights turned off.

And then Farewell lifts the weapon that has been forged from the very end of its reverence and has undergone the final reforging process.

“I cooled it down, but it will be hot. Touch it carefully.”

Farewell wears huge cotton gloves and uses a long tong to remove the sword from the furnace, cools it in ice water, and then holds it out to me.

Sigh!

“It’s not as hot as I thought.”

After seeing Farewell with a serious expression on his face through the goggles and repeatedly saying that it was hot, I accepted the sword with the gauntlets on. Surprisingly, it cooled down enough to hold the sword, which was not that hot. As soon as I held it, water droplets flowed down the sword body. After it fell, I could see the entire shape of the sword.

'Simpler design than you think.'

A sword with a black body and a white blade.

It had a monotonous appearance.

But when I saw Farewell's expectant eyes, I knew what she wanted and immediately applied my magic.

OK-

... Woe!

“... As expected. It’s pretty and an unusual color.”

When I infused magical power into the sword, which had only two colors, its surface went beyond the blue color and became a sword with a dark, deep-sea-like magical energy surrounding it. Farewell, who saw it, looked satisfied and explained it. it started.

“First of all, the tentative name is Byeolcheolgeom. The forging process in particular was incredibly difficult.”

minor.

Farewell said that it was difficult from the stage of transforming the prepared material, star iron, into the shape of a sword.

But after hearing that, and as I looked at Farewell's incredibly thin arms, she cleared her throat, stretched out her fingers, and pointed at the giant mechanical hammers above her head.

“... Huh! hmm! To be exact, I almost never held or swung something with my own hands. Hammering and other magic tools replaced everything.”

“That’s right.”

“Well, there was nothing I could do about it. It is a good material that has been around for a long time, but it had to be reforged in a way that preserves the power of star iron.”

“...”

While listening to Farewell's explanation, I lift the sword I was holding with both hands with one hand.

'It's quite weighty.'

When I held it in one hand and looked for its center of gravity, I saw that it was a heavy sword that was not leaning in any direction.

The overall appearance is an ordinary long sword, a sword that belongs to the category called a long sword, but it is much heavier than the average long sword, and I can see why Farewell had a hard time lifting the sword when he took it out a little while ago.

Farewell then watches me holding the sword and chats enthusiastically.

“You said that the mineral that Peria had was the meteorite that Nyal took out, right? Then it must not have been an ordinary mineral. We alchemists lump together all the minerals from space and call them star iron. Most of them are not minerals that exist on earth, so it is difficult to name them accurately due to the lack of samples, but usually, when we see meteorites, we say that blacksmiths are a gift from heaven. There is a reason why it is called the metal of. First of all, if I were to simply talk about the first advantage, this Byeolcheol was full. All I did was hammer it hard day and night into the shape of a sword.”

“You didn’t cut it off? Usually, when you look at iron pounding, there are a lot of parts that are cut off or shaved off during the forging stage.”

“It wasn’t like that. There was no part to be thrown away. So the form was changed. More than that, that star iron will not split no matter what happens. When certain conditions are met, the more you hit with that sledgehammer, the more it goes in, but since it only increases the density, the weight of the sword remains the same and the strength becomes harder as it is pressed.”

After finishing speaking, Farewell raised his finger and pointed at the top of the blacksmith shop, and at the same time, he powerfully pulled the huge lever next to him.

Slam!

Then the sight I saw above my head was-

Kiiing-

Kwaaa!

The hammers of two huge metal pillars were pulled to the limit, almost touching the ceiling of the workshop, and then collided.

“... It's amazing that it didn't break even after putting it in between things like that.”

The sound was loud, but it didn't ring in my head.

The noise of the iron pillar-shaped hammers connected to a mechanical device for forging materials that were difficult to handle with ordinary human power was drastically reduced by the magic circles engraved on the transparent soundproof wall installed in front of them.

“I hit him with that. I only managed to reforge it because there was something like this in Gloria's workshop. Normally, in order to deal with this kind of material, I might have had to go to the giants' forges or something outside the empire, but since the giants only see humans as prey, they didn't have time to go there, much less. I'm so glad.”

After that, I activated the magic power throughout my body this time and brought the sword in front of my eyes and aimed it straight at it.

No matter how great a sword looks to the eye, there may be distortions that appear when magical power is infused into it, and what I did was to check for that.

However, compared to the fact that Farewell said that she had reforged it by using the huge but crude hammer on her back, even though she had infused black magic, it flowed straight through my gaze as if it had been made in a factory somewhere, and her balance was lost by a single point. It has been appealed that there is no such thing.

“... Sharp.”

“That part was the most difficult.”

I liked it too.

A deep-sea colored sword that is created when a white blade is infused with magical energy.

I, holding it,

I swung the sword just once.

Boom-

It feels like swinging a blunt weapon rather than a sword.

But what he is holding is clearly a sword.

The sense of relief that comes from the weight is no joke.

'It's a heavy sword.'

So, as soon as I hold it, what the corps commander said comes to mind.

'Swing the sword heavily, but put down what's on it.'

so,

I followed his advice.

“...”

“... If you have any thoughts, please tell me more. Mr. Bishop-”

That's when Farewell, who was watching me while I was silent, said something next to me.

'Empty your mind-. Strike it down straight-.'

I struck down my sword.

[chest voice]

Shoot!

“... Wow?!”

Then there was a harsh sound of the wind cutting.

I was surprised to see the flames rising from the furnace as Farewell blew into the forge, and I swung my sword one more time.

‘Put down the things you put on and-. Just focus on cutting now-.'

Swing the sword horizontally.

[Tail Star]

Ssssww!

“Ah- Wait?! It’s cold!”

Then, the water that had been stored for quenching splashed loudly, and it seemed like the protesting voice of Farewell, who was covered in water, could be heard at a glance.

It was like that.

'Bad Star' for a vertical cut, and 'Tail Star' for a horizontal cut.

Those two things are the essence of a ‘star’.

‘Star Cluster’ is a culmination of the swordsmanship of the corps commander.

And each slash is a member of each star that is cast as a cluster of stars.

'Right. The corps commander's sword that I've been wielding until now is just the sword that he was wielding in his old age.'

The ultimate goal was visible.

A malefic star and a tailed star.

'The swords that the corps commander swung in his youth are placed in a cluster of stars.'

Combining the strengths of the aging Helias with the past Helias is the strength I need now.

“... Hey! hey-! men and horses! Can’t you hear?!”

puck!

“Ouch.”

While I was thinking about that, I came to my senses because Farewell kicked my ass hard.

Then, what caught my eye was the sight of Farewell, whose tail had become so wet that it looked like a mouse that had fallen into water.

“... Why are you so wet?”

“... Who do you think did that?”

“... Is it me?”

“... If you find out, you get another hit!”

puck!

“Ouch... I'm sorry. Because I'm concentrating.”

I decided to end my evaluation of the sword by getting another kick to the thigh from the soaked Farewell.

“Phew... That's it. If I liked the sword that much, I would give it a look.”

“Yes. I really like it.”

“So, what is your name?”

“Huh?”

While I was thinking about where to lead the sword, Farewell asked me what I should name the sword.

“Think about what you want to name the sword now.”

        
            “Quickly, the sword owner should think of a good name. The tentative name, Star Iron Sword, is too clunky, and even though it is Lee Farewell’s work, it cannot remain an unknown sword forever.”

Farewell holds up his sword and urges the naming.

However, no matter what you do, even if you come up with an innovative idea, if someone around you keeps urging you to say it, the thing you were trying to think of doesn't come to mind.

“Hmm... I don't feel anything.”

“Are you saying you don’t like the sword?”

“No. I mean name, name. Nothing comes to mind.”

There is no proper image for it, such as a magic sword, a black sword, or an explosion sword.

“... Then can I build it?”

“Huh? Ah, it doesn’t matter though.”

Then, Farewell said, slightly hesitantly, as he touched his sword, as if he had been planning to give it a name from the beginning if the opportunity arose.

“... How about ‘Orca Sword’?”

“Huh? Orca?”

“It means killer whale.”

'It's a killer whale.'

The name that Farewell came up with was-

Coincidentally, a killer whale.

'Does my swordsmanship really resemble that of a killer whale?'

Speaking of killer whales, it's the same story that Hwarim told me before when he was training in the depths of the depths before the fight with the corps commander.

“... Just stay still. Farewell have you ever seen a killer whale? Isn’t there one?”

“Excuse me. I’ve seen it before.”

“Huh? Really?”

However, when I asked Farewell, who was only a few years old and had only been staying at Ars Magna, how he knew about killer whales, the answer was surprisingly simple.

“... What exactly I saw was a dead killer whale. When I was at Gloria's tower, a nobleman brought me a stuffed orca as a rare gift. I don't know where it is now. I remember Gloria putting it in the basement because she thought it smelled fishy.”

“... I really am. I thought you said you really saw it.”

“Anyway, Mr. Bishop’s Swordsmanship is the name I gave it because I thought it would feel like that if a killer whale was swimming around. Feeling like a tyrant. I just felt like it was really hard to approach.”

Orca sword.

Orca Sword.

not bad.

Rather, what Hwarim told me in the past, the swordsmanship I had until just before the fight with the corps commander is now tired of the sword shown by the corps commander in my youth. Ironically, from Farewell's perspective, it is the same sword I was trying to make my own. The fact that it was a trajectory felt like fate.

“... If you don’t like it, that’s okay.”

“No. Just right. That’s a name I like.”

“Really?”

“Yes. really. Thanks, Farewell. For making a great sword.”

“... Huhuhuhuhuhuhu- That's how it should be! This is a sword that I put a lot of effort into making!”

Afterwards, when I told him I liked the name, Farewell was happy.

A sword made of star iron, which is a rare material.

Some of the materials are difficult to obtain, and they are difficult to handle, so even ordinary alchemists hope to obtain them, but Farewell is now using his own power to use items that he is reluctant to handle, comparable to his desire to possess them. I, the person who created it and will be the user, heard that it was flawless and excellent.

So, after receiving my thank you, Farewell's energy increased and he smiled, but at the same time, he clenched his fists as if he was amazed that his body began to tremble.

“... Hahahahaha! Haha... but something about this feels a little strange. My body keeps shaking. I can't control it.”

“Isn’t that it? Doing it for the joy of being a craftsman or something.”

“Is that so? Is this the type of thing? If so, it's a pretty good feeling. Oh, wait. I'll make a good sheath for you right away.”

Farewell was so excited that he even prepared a sword sheath on the spot.

It wasn't something new, just resized the items from Gloria's tower.

Still, since the sheath fits perfectly on my waist without any gaps, I got used to the Orca Sword as if I had been wearing it on my waist from the beginning.

“Keep in mind. It involves going to another dimension, and it will probably involve cutting down fairies. Don't be complacent with the laws of this world, and if something seems strange, cut it all down with this.”

“Even if I tell you to cut it down, it would be nice if it didn't show up that you can't cut it down.”

“Don’t be scared. The sword I made is a sword made of star iron. Stars are signposts that are used in all dimensions. Stars are floating everywhere, whether in this world or the other world. Stars are observers. No matter what mysteries are, none are older than the stars. So - you can cut it unconditionally.”

“... I'll keep that in mind.”

Farewell's instructions were received until the end.

Reigns also asked for the remaining people.

Peria also talked with me until time ran out.

Gloria also gave her tower a final finishing touch.

So from now on,

Time to leave for the Fairy Garden.

...

...

...

KIEEE!!!

Huge noise.

The magic power swirling from the artillery creates a storm in the surrounding area.

'It's a cannon any time you see it. huh. This is a cannon.'

It is 10 times the size of the one in the Fairy Circle combination I saw a week ago.

The size was so large that at first I didn't even recognize that it was the same item, but as operating time approached and the gun part that was folded in half was taken out of the tower, its appearance was clearly revealed.

As the machine was gradually charging its magic power, Gloria came down with luggage.

“Fairwell. Come here.”

Huge backpack.

She was wearing a black dress again today. She brought a backpack, threw it at me, and called Farewell.

“What should I do?”

I have finished entering the “coordinates. If I tell you to pull this, just pull it.”

“Okay.”

What she gave to Farewell was a lanyard.

Then a thought suddenly occurred to me: if the artillery in front of me was similar to the one used in the Fairy Circle, how on earth would we get to the Fairy Garden?

And before I could think of that, Gloria called me.

“Now, come here.”

Clap!

Gloria opens the artillery switch.

So, I finally realized what method she was trying to use.

“... Are you a human cannonball?”

“Isn’t this a simple and sure method?”

The switchgear had a footrest that could accommodate just two people.

“Whew... I was wondering what it meant to protect your soul by surrounding your body as tightly as possible by using all your magical power, and it turned out to be what you meant.”

“It’s like that. I respect the wishes of my predecessors when acquiring knowledge. My artillery is modeled after the artillery created by the head of the Fairy Circle Guild. Although there may be a more efficient method, Artillery's appearance like this is a testament to how much he put a lot of thought into this field of study and did his best to design the magic device. You have to respect what needs to be respected.”

“Then what can I say, as I am not even a scholar... I understand.”

Even if you ask how you're going to get to the Fairy Garden dimension and you don't like it now that you're about to leave anyway, there's no time to change it.

After complaining as much as I could, I climbed up to the switchgear with Gloria.

Crunch.

Afterwards, there was a dull sound and the switch closed, and Gloria stood side by side with me.

'It's narrow.'

“It will be narrow.”

I place my backpack between my legs, and she and I hold hands.

The feel of her in your hands.

And the hand was shaking slightly.

“... Are you scared?”

“I am also human. It's impossible not to be afraid.”

“And because you are also a scholar, you came here even though you were nervous.”

“You know me well. Huhuhuhu-”

KIEEE!!!

Meanwhile, the Artillery's magical power was fully charged.

Her hands were still shaking at that time, so I gave strength to the hand she was holding.

Kuuk-

“... You have more sense than you look.”

“... I'm slowly getting used to it now.”

Is that why?

Her tremors subsided.

That's how I came-

Last moment.

“Then, from now on, I will start the artillery.”

Kiyiing-

The artillery that extends outside the tower faces vertically.

Soon, Gloria and I's tilted bodies finally regained their balance, and she looked up at the sky while holding hands with me and spoke to the world.

“Listen. Those who have gathered here.

From now on, we will attack the queen of the fairies, the tyrant leader who has watched and toyed with humans for thousands of years.

To those who looked down on us, we were just clowns.

It was a toy that was played with and then thrown away, and it was no different from a prostitute that was molested and then thrown away.

At the same time, they whispered to us, trying to conceal their presence and exclude unnecessary information from their search for their next victim.”

Gloria's voice represents the humans who have been sacrificed by fairies.

“However, it can only mean one thing.

Fairies recognize us as beings to play with, and at the same time, as beings that can cause harm to them.

Yes.

So they made us feel that they were good beings and spread rumors on the wind so that their true nature would not be known.

Well then, I thought.

Even though they are races that exist in different dimensions, they are beings that can communicate.

I was aware of it.

So I went to see the fairy queen.

But the fairy queen kicked us out.”

Gloria tried to save humans.

Foreshadowing that a great war was coming to the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire, she quickly moved to ask the fairies for salvation, but this did not happen because the fairy queen did not treat humans as beings like herself.

so,

The Kingdom Alliance committed the taboo of large-scale summoning of souls and had to barely stop it, and fortunately the Empire was able to prevent it with the appearance of the Empire's current military force, Princess Camellia.

However, in the meantime, the fairies just looked down on the humans and played with them.

During the war, he drowned a mother searching for her child, whispered into the ear of a blind soldier and made him walk into the enemy camp, and threw a loaf of bread into the gap between starving people to make them bite each other.

“It would have been okay if I had just helped. But they played a trick on us.”

Still, the fairies were hiding the fact that they had tormented humans so much.

“So, I have given up the idea of ‘interacting’ with fairies anymore.”

So she decided.

Gloria confronts the Fairy Queen and is kicked out.

Gloria is an alchemist, a scholar, and a leader, but she is also a human being.

“From now on, I will not treat fairies like we do.”

So Gloria changed her policy.

“The exchange is over. From now on, this individual, Gloria, will declare an all-out war against the fairies.”

Against the fairies, I decided to pay for the humiliation that humans had suffered so far.

“From now on-

It is a war of death and death.”

So, she modeled the Fairy Circle's Artillery of Exchange and created a magical instrument containing her wishes.

[Artillery of Invasion] was developed.

“Please wait. Queen of the fairies. This Gloria will come to kill you with a sword forged in sorrow.”

Kiiing!!!

With her last words, the Artillery reached its critical point -

“... Three!

... two!

... one!

Launchaaaa!!!”

[Artillery on Reconquista]

Kwahiah ahhh!

Gloria and I rode the Artillery of Invasion and went to the dimension of Fairy Garden.

        
            Biii-

I have tinnitus in my ears.

My vision is also shaken and blurry.

I know what this phenomenon is.

A phenomenon in which the firing sound of a gun or cannon remains in my head as a metallic sound even though the sound has disappeared.

And the phenomenon did not subside easily.

That's right, the tinnitus I've experienced a few times in the past was that I got tinnitus in my ears after shooting a gun the size of an ordinary hand, or hearing the sound of cannons and artillery being fired right in front, whereas this time, I experienced it myself. This bullet was fired after entering the inside of the artillery.

However, even if this is the case, tinnitus usually disappears quickly unless the body suffers a permanent disability.

Especially since I have the power of my own regenerative ability, the tinnitus caused by myself being fired through the artillery should have disappeared shortly after coming to the Fairy Garden.

Biii-

“... Ha. I'm really going crazy.”

But now I have been experiencing this tinnitus for exactly one and a half days.

I'm not saying it was caused by a difference in air pressure, but I put saliva on my finger and put it in my ear, tried holding my breath, and Hwarim told me in the past that if you tap on the acupoint at the border between the neck and head, the tinnitus will go away, so I held on to that. I tried pressing it, but it was no use.

Gloria continued to look back on the day when she was suffering from tinnitus and said that she was lucky.

“Don’t complain. We have now crossed between dimensions. I don't know why I don't realize how great it is that something like that has ended to the point where I can hear my tinnitus. I thought that in the worst case scenario, even though we had magic power wrapped around our bodies, pressure beyond what we expected would be applied to us, and we would not be able to withstand it, and our bodies would shatter, and we would start drifting through the gaps in the dimension with only a part of our souls remaining.◦# ◦

Biii-

“Would you like to speak? Or rather, if that happens, wouldn’t it be a failure and not a start?”

“Among the artifacts I brought with me in preparation for such a situation, there is one durable doll that a drifting soul can temporarily enter. I planned to settle my soul there, create a workshop with it, and start working here.”

“I see. ... No, wait a minute. ‘My’ soul?”

“Yes.”

“It sounds like you are saying that only Gloria's soul has been prepared to save your soul.”

“Literally just?”

“...”

“What’s the complaint? Aren't you mentally ill? In order to successfully place the soul of someone my age into a doll, I need to prepare a doll that requires advanced manufacturing techniques and rare materials, but your body, which is a soul bottle, can be easily made with only a few materials. So, I planned to move into the doll I prepared first, leave your soul drifting in the air so that it doesn't fly off somewhere, and then build a temporary workshop and then make a spare body for you.”

“Aye... Well, I don't know how long I would have had to wander around as a soul while Gloria put her soul into a doll and decorated the workshop, but I'm really glad that that eventuality didn't happen. Damn it.”

Gloria, who is ahead of me, says things like that.

Tinnitus is a cute aftereffect, and the attitude is that we should be glad that something worse didn't hit us.

But it was certainly true that we were lucky, even though my treatment of her contingency plan was very poor.

And just because Gloria said so, I didn't complain any further.

Biii-

“... Still, this is a bit difficult for me too.”

“It’s comforting to know that I’m not the only one who feels this.”

Gloria was also experiencing the aftereffects of crossing the dimension.

like that-

Now, in terms of time, it has already been a day and a half since we arrived at the Fairy Garden.

Those of us who had crossed the dimension moved quickly even while our vision was blurred and tinnitus was occurring.

A day had passed since I just kept walking on the rugged terrain without even knowing exactly what terrain I had landed on.

We were carrying large backpacks and marching carefully to avoid being noticed by the fairies. As we walked endlessly through a meadow full of flowers and grass with few trees, we came across a place that looked like a cave.

“Good. That cave would be fine. Let’s take a seat there.”

“Okay.”

We entered a cave that we finally found, with a small hole between the hills, and was much larger on the inside than expected.

As soon as we entered there, Gloria set up a barrier at the entrance of the cave to prevent the fairies from seeing us, and then began unpacking her bag and taking out various items.

And at that point, I noticed another strange thing that I hadn't noticed since I was just following Gloria's backpack and looking at it.

'For some reason, I kept thinking that there was fog everywhere as I was walking, but I guess that wasn't the case.'

Click-click-click-click-

I wonder if myopia, hyperopia, or astigmatism feels like this.

Gloria is stirring something with a spoon in what appears to be a mug, but the writing on the cup is unreadable no matter how hard she opens her eyes.

As someone who never wears glasses, I'm not sure if this is what having poor vision feels like, but I think it's probably similar.

Biii-

“Now, drink.”

Gloria stirred the mug with a spoon for a while, making a sound that stirred my tinnitus, and then passed what she was holding in her hand to me.

“... What is it? This?”

Biii-

“This is a medicine manufactured to restore tinnitus and vision abnormalities. Drink it slowly because it’s hot.”

As soon as she found a safe temporary shelter that wouldn't be noticed by the fairies, what Gloria gave her was a medicine that would cure abnormal conditions.

I didn't tell Gloria about the astigmatism-like phenomenon because I wasn't aware of it, but she seemed to have noticed it because she kept reading my inner thoughts while I was marching.

Biii-

“Thank you.”

With the sound of tinnitus, I take the medicine given by Gloria.

The warmth felt in the hand holding the mug.

To be honest, I still have trouble walking properly, but Gloria was in a much better situation than me.

I know why.

The one who helped her find the cave, start a fire, fetch water, and unravel the colorful ribbons from her hair to make a mug and a brazier.

Kuuk.

“... Yes. You did a good job too.”

This is because the purple tentacle that came to my feet and leaned in as if it was hot, and the Fairy that followed Gloria helped with all of that.

“Really, it would have been a big problem without you.”

A purple fairy who was always with Gloria.

As soon as he came here, he was of great help in many ways, starting with finding the cave as Gloria requested.

However, Fairy's condition was different from before.

“... It moves well on its own.”

As soon as they arrived at the Fairy Garden, the Fairy separated from Gloria's body, which was originally one.

Fairy always saw only a part of its appearance, but the main body of the thing with purple tentacles was crawling in front of us, looking like a snail, just as Gloria had said before.

There were fairies that we vaguely saw around us every time we walked down the street.

Not all of them had the appearance of certain creatures similar to this purple fairy, and all of them had irregular shapes and seemed to just go their own way without paying attention to our appearance.

Two people left for the Fairy Garden, but there were three who arrived.

Me, Gloria, and the purple tentacle who returned home.

Afterwards, I lifted the mug while vaguely watching Gloria stroking the purple tentacle.

Wow...

'Oh, it's hot!'

and-

Sweet.

“... It's back to normal right away.”

After taking a sip of the contents of the mug and putting the cup down on the floor, my vision quickly recovered and I began to see Gloria and the Fairy clearly.

“The obvious. Who made this medicine?”

Hello!

licking.

“Hmm... it tasted pretty good. This is a success.”

I expected to use it because it was medicine, but it was surprisingly sweet.

When Gloria also drank the contents of her cup and put it down, her eyes, which had been blurry as if there was a film on them, returned to normal.

I thought it tasted surprisingly good, so I took three more sips in a row and looked into the mug.

‘Hot chocolate. No. It's a medicine closer to cocoa. It tastes good.'

Although it was said to be medicine, the sweet taste and brown liquid remaining on the tip of the tongue were reminiscent of cocoa, so I didn't object, so after checking the color, I drank it again in succession.

Meanwhile, Gloria drank all of her share of the medicine, then began to untie the numerous ribbons tied to her hair and throw them on the floor of the cave, and spoke to me.

“Well, since I wasted a whole day, I guess I should start in earnest.”

“What can I do?”

“After you drink it all, guard the entrance to the cave. In the meantime, I plan to convert this place into a workshop. It's a bit narrow, but we plan to dig inside and expand.”

“... Should I start there?”

When I was told that I would start by creating a workshop, I became a little nervous after being freed from the status ailment caused by crossing the dimension.

As she said, we wasted a whole day.

For Peria's sake, I decided to do whatever it took to settle the matter with the Fairy Queen within two weeks, but since I had already landed on a continent as large as an empire, I thought I should rush to the palace.

But this time, Gloria seemed to have read the cause of my anxiety, as she untied one of the hair ties in her hand and threw it into the air.

“That’s right. Then, I need to make this clear first.”

OK-

Pot!

The red ribbon seemed to glow for a moment and then turned into a small clock.

“Take it and listen carefully to what I have to say from now on.”

Gloria then placed a luxurious watch the size of a small alarm clock into my hand and began to spread important information with a serious face.

        
            “Can you see the hands of the clock?”

Gloria gave me an alarm clock that was small but looked expensive at first glance, and asked if I could see the clock hands.

“I can see it.”

First of all, there were exactly three clock hands.

The way to read a clock is the same in this world, so there are three hands: the hour hand, the minute hand, and the second hand.

So at first I thought the purpose of her question to me was to test whether my eyesight was still blurry.

But I soon realized that wasn't the case by her next question.

“Then, do you see the needle moving?”

At her words, I looked down at the clock again.

But this time, when I looked closely at the clock, the hands and even the second hand were not moving.

So I ask her.

“What is this?”

“That is a clock set to the standard of the dimension we were in.”

To answer my question, the watch in my hand right now is a watch that is set to the standards of that dimension.

However, at first glance, the clock did not appear to be moving at all.

Then Gloria stretched out her arm and pointed out the second hand with her finger, giving me a look to take a closer look and explaining.

“Look at the clock more closely. To be more precise, we will have to look at celestial bodies later and calculate the difference in the passage of time more accurately, but to put it roughly, one year in this world is replaced by one day in the other world.”

And I couldn't help but be dazed after hearing her words.

“... Yes?”

“So, for one day to pass in that world, it would take a full year in this world.”

“...”

“So there is nothing to be impatient about. Two weeks in the other world. I promise that I will return you to your original world no matter what happens before the two weeks are up.”

After hearing Gloria's words, I look at the clock again.

“... No way-”

thud!

'Naksachal.'

I looked at the clock while rolling my feet in place and writing with my Raschal hand. I saw that the second hand was moving minutely, really minutely. The hands of the clock were moving slowly but definitely.

As she said, it seems true that one year spent here is calculated as one day over there.

After seeing that, I realized why I thought Gloria was marching more leisurely than expected, even though she was careful about avoiding the eyes of the fairies.

“... So you said that as soon as you get here, instead of heading to the territory where the queen will be, you will first create a workshop?”

“Yes. There is plenty of time. We will take at least a year from now to adapt to this place, and based on the data we have obtained, we can figure out a way to kill the fairy queen.”

“... Oh my.”

We set out with a shorter grace period than expected, two weeks.

The reason why I was so relaxed even after spending an entire day looking for a cave where I could set up a workshop.

The reason is that even if we spend a year in this world, we only spend one day in the other world.

That means that Gloria has 14 days remaining -

In this world, they were saying that they would use all of the 14 years of their time to calmly and surely come up with a plan to kill the Fairy Queen, and execute it at the last moment.

Slurp- Slurp- Slurp-

pop! pop! Puff puff!

The ribbon-shaped artifacts that were hanging on her head, were released, and turned into various experimental tools, artifacts, and magical devices as soon as they hit the ground. These were all objects for that purpose.

“Let’s see… how many are left? I guess I'll have to unpack everything for now, leaving only about 30 combat artifacts.”

Afterwards, the ribbon-shaped artifacts that Gloria released from her hair and placed on the floor returned to their original mass as soon as they hit the ground, and all of them made the cave increasingly cramped, reproducing the appearance of her tower in Ars Magna. I started ordering it.

“... Good, very good. I'm glad I didn't miss anything. It was rewarding to be able to finish checking the necessary supplies with Farewell all day long. The rest of the items will be in the backpack, so it's a start. It starts now. Hahahahahahahahaha!”

And that sound means-

It also meant that starting today, I would have to live on this earth with her for up to 14 years.

Sigh-

Soon, Gloria, who had unraveled about 200 of the ribbons on her head, excluding artifacts that had no immediate use, and converted them into various devices, looked back at me with an evil smile, spread her arms, and greeted me once again.

“So, please take care of me starting today. Soul disease Lee Rim. From now on, the only humans that exist here in the Fairy Garden are you and me.”

“... Damn. So you came here until the end and didn't explain exactly what to do?”

“Before I even started, I thought it would be too scary if I told you about the difference between the flow of time on this side and that side. do not worry. I know your mind is strong. Aren't you the one who suffered from mental illness for five years? So, if you add the ship that is slightly less than that ship, it is 14 years. It won’t take that long.”

“Don’t give a damn. I don’t understand it.”

“Whether you are convinced or not, you are the one who accepted my offer. Don't worry though. Since you join hands with me, you will definitely achieve what you want.”

“Phew... You must do so. 14 years... fuck. Let's hope we find a surefire way to kill the Fairy Queen before she spends all 14 years.”

The two men and women, Gloria and I, ended up on Fairy Garden's floating island, Eden, the paradise of fairies -

Starting today, a full day and a half, I began an illegal long-term stay with the sole purpose of killing the fairy queen.

-------------------------------

“... gone.”

Pisss...

Farewell mutters as he looks at the smoking artillery.

“You went.”

Reigns answered, and Razael, who was watching everything from afar, also agreed.

went.

Gone.

Lee Rim and Gloria left for the Fairy Garden.

However, in fact, among the three people present here, except for Farewell, who blindly believes in Gloria's success because she knows how much effort she put into all of this, Lee Rim and Gloria are still in the Fairy Garden. So, I can't really believe that I have arrived successfully.

That's right, the sound produced when the [Artillery of Invasion] was launched was so loud that even the two people who heard the sound of the Artillery of Interchange operating in the Fairy Circle would at first glance think that it was an accident rather than a success. That is.

Bleep...

“It’s becoming more frequent now.”

Farewell turned around, watching the tinnitus in his ears subside.

The same goes for Reigns and Razael.

In the Fairy Garden, while Lee Rim and Gloria's tinnitus was heard for more than a day, the tinnitus in people who remained in this world is expected to disappear quickly.

So from now on, the people left behind are-

I just wait for Lee Rim and Gloria to arrive until the promised two weeks have passed.

“Rains. First, I will deliver the news to the people in the parish. Everything will be resolved within two weeks at the most. So don't worry.”

“Okay.”

Farewell, who had taken out a piece of double-handled paper, looked at the two people while thinking about what to say to the people in the parish.

“And from now on, I will take advantage of Gloria’s absence to manage the tower. What are you two going to do?”

“...”

“...”

The two people look at each other at Farewell's words.

There are two people present here now, except for Farewell, the person who asked the question, and Peria, who is in the hospital room floor below.

Reigns and Razael.

The two mulled over Farewell's words in their minds, and the way they looked at each other showed that each was telling the other to answer Farewell's question first.

“...”

“...”

And the two people, who had no plans, could not come up with any answer even though they naturally looked at the other person and gave up their turn.

That was because the two of them had nothing better to do from now on.

“... Well. I guess so.”

Farewell, who saw this, looked at the two with pitiful eyes, as if he had expected it to some extent.

Raines and Razael, and the two weeks remaining until Lee Rim's return were a time when neither of them could think of anything to do.

First of all, the goal that Raines wanted to solve by accompanying her on her journey to Ars Magna was to find an object of an appropriate size to store the powder from the Wanhu tree that she had diligently grown, dried, and harvested in her parish.

And that was because Raines was introduced to a good alchemist through Gloria as soon as she arrived in the city, so she signed a contract to receive about 1,000 pendulums from the alchemist's workshop, which mainly dealt with small accessories and artifacts.

On the other hand, Razael's goal was to follow Irim with the condition that he be allowed to kill him whenever he wants, and that he would lead the negotiations with the alchemists from the Kingdom Alliance to a favorable end. However, the negotiations failed in the first place, and Irim will now join the Fairy Garden. Because I had some business to do, I went to another dimension with Gloria.

so-

One person had already finished all of his work, and the other had already completed the previous transaction, so it was natural that the two had nothing to do.

“Hey unemployed people.”

The two people are unable to refute Farewell's words.

No matter what people who are not alchemists try to do in the city of alchemists, it is natural that there is nothing else to do other than spending money.

However, not only were the two people not particularly fond of visiting gambling houses or brothels, but as long as Feria was there, Reigns could not return to the parish alone, and Razael also had no reason or intention to return to the parish without Irim.

So Farewell is-

Sigh-

As he had expected, he confirmed that there was nothing to do now that Razael and Reigns were free, so he turned his back on them and, with a slightly evil smile, made a suggestion.

“Of course. If you don't have anything else to do, please help me. The two of you must have stiffened up from spending every day in the tower, right?”

As if Farewell had been waiting, he took out a note from his pocket.

Raines and Razael were taken aback by the slight change in Gloria's mood as soon as she disappeared, but soon regained their composure and listened to her suggestions with a non-welcome face. As expected, Farewell started asking for things that seemed bothersome just by hearing them. .

“Please get me the materials written on this paper for me. These are all things that can be obtained at Arsmagna's market or in the wilderness nearby, but since I am currently acting as Gloria's representative, I cannot be away from the tower for a long time. So, can I ask you a favor?”

“... I can at least help you go shopping at the market, but do you mean the wilderness? I will decline that. I don’t really want to do anything that requires going outside the city.”

“Hmph! Why should I listen to you? I just wait for him to come back. Other than that, I have no reason to listen to you guys.”

Razael expressed his dissatisfaction when he was told that he had to go to the wilderness outside the city of Arsmagna, and Razael was overbearing from the beginning.

However, Farewell had a reason that could make those two people move, so he took that reason out of his pocket and waved it in front of Razael and Reigns.

“Really? Still. First of all, Mr. Bishop left his credit card with me.”

“...!!!”

“What’s wrong with that?”

And at Farewell's words, Reigns realized what they meant and began to sweat, while Rajael, who knew nothing, did not know why Reigns was reacting that way, so he kept his arms crossed and looked at him blankly. That was all.

        
            Tick! Tick!

Farewell plays with the credit card he pulls out of his pocket.

An artifact, a black credit card with a silver, gold, or shiny platinum border depending on the maximum deposit amount.

It was a card that contained the diocese's property, and it was also a rare item that could be used to alternate between up to two accounts by pressing the small device protruding from the back of the card with your fingernail.

And the item is now in Farewell's hands.

Just before Lee Rim left the parish, he thought he would have to buy various ingredients from the market outside the tower in order to simply prepare Peria's medicine, so he entrusted Farewell with managing the credit card.

This is because Peria, who is sick, can't walk around with a card anyway, and Reigns has never really borrowed a credit card before, and it would be ridiculous to put a credit card in Razael's hand.

However, Lee Rim's simple yet natural thinking turned out to be a tremendous weapon for Raines, who had a prickly side to Farewell, and Razael, who had something to accept, and the credit card in her hand became a tremendous weapon.

So right now-

Farewell began to interrogate Raines in an arrogant manner in front of Raines and Razael, who couldn't do anything from today's breakfast to dinner without 'paying for' the ingredients with the credit card in their hand. .

“First of all, Raines. When you ordered the pendulums you've been carrying around since you came to this city, you told the workshop that you would pay the advance with your own money and the remaining amount would be calculated with parish money? A receipt was sent to the tower in the morning. If you don't hurry up and finish the bill, I won't send you the remaining amount.”

“... I was also about to tell you about that. I want to lend you some money.”

“To be exact, you're saying that you're asking Mr. Bishop for a card because you have a vague need to use it, right? But even though you secretly don't seem like that, you've kept your mouth shut because you have pride?”

“...”

“So, work. Of course, if you want to pay for the remaining pendulums and then send them to the parish, you have to work hard to pay them off. First of all, the money in this card is all public money.”

“... Didn’t Mr. Farewell also use the parish card to buy various rare materials in the city and put them on the wagon?”

“Don’t be mistaken, right? I am an alchemist directly under the Church of Deshade. My research is the research that keeps the Bishop's body current and the research that increases the power of the church. All the materials I buy are for research expenses, and they are completely different from the pendulums you bought for personal use.”

“...”

“Of course, I will ask you to calculate the money by subtracting it from my salary. So, I will definitely ask you to get the things written there.”

“... I understand.”

In the end, Reigns backed down.

Farewell was right.

Thousands of pendulums are wanted at the workshop of an alchemist in the city.

For Raines, the only things she has in her pocket are the pocket money that Thistle, a kind-hearted person, gave her when she was in the parish to buy things she needed while running errands in nearby cities, and the salary that Feria set aside for her.

Raines used it to make an advance payment to the alchemist who ordered the product, but even though she emptied everything in her pocket, it wasn't enough to pay the remaining amount, so she first took a credit card from Lee Rim, paid the remaining amount with the church's money, and then paid for the remaining amount. I was thinking of replenishing the money I had used in some way later.

However, this happened because we only thought about that and did not think about exactly how we would earn money and replenish it.

After subduing Reigns, Farewell next looked at Razael.

“... What are you looking at?”

Sigh-

Farewell, seeing that Razael still had an overbearing attitude, laughed even more evilly.

However, Razael thought that unlike Raines, he would never bow down to Farewell.

And of course, that was just her opinion.

“Razarel.”

“... Why?”

“You always have ice candy with you.”

“...?”

“Isn’t that free?”

“... What?”

This time, Farewell took something out of the other pocket and handed it to Razael.

What was written there was a receipt for the price of the ice candy that Razael was eating, handwritten by Gloria.

The ice candy that Razael has been carrying around lately and putting it in his mouth from time to time.

Of course, since it was not an ordinary candy, the material cost was more expensive than expected.

The pure production cost of ice candy alone costs 7 gold to make one bottle of medicine.

In addition, there is a glass bottle with a preservation magic to prevent the candy from melting, so the total cost is 10 gold per bottle. If you do not take appropriate measures, you will soon be eaten by the heat you create and end up collapsing on the street, so keep ice candy on hand. To Razael, who knew how much help it would be, especially to Razael who came from a noble background, 10 gold did not seem like a large price, but it was definitely not a small amount to Razael, who was currently a slave in the parish and was penniless.

However, Razael protested, saying that it was unfair when he looked at the receipt that Farewell had sent him.

“... Don't talk nonsense! That was definitely something she gave me as a gift-”

slap!

“Yes. Surely the first time was a gift.”

However, Razael's body, which moved forward with great force, was stopped when Farewell stuck Gloria's receipt on his forehead.

“Ugh, why isn’t this removed...!”

Razael tried to remove the receipt, but the long receipt that reached down to her chest was stuck to her forehead like a talisman, and Farewell said:

“Gloria definitely gave me the first ice candy as a gift. But didn’t you quickly eat it all and ask Gloria for another one? So you got it, right? It was also in a bigger bottle than before.”

“Pfft... Take this off quickly!”

“Hurry up and answer~. Otherwise, the conversation won't end.”

“Tch...! okay! received! I ran out of what I originally had, so I asked for a new one and got it!”

“Yes. That's it. Unlike the first bottle, the second bottle was paid. So, I gave Gloria this receipt and told her to take the money for me. He said that if you don't have money, you should fill it with your body.”

“What does that have to do with this paper not falling...?!”

“Of course, given your personality, there was no way you could just accept that, so Gloria told you to stick the receipt on your forehead. You too, help Reigns with his work. If you think you have worked enough to pay for it, the bell will run out.”

Farewell puffs out her chest and stretches it out in front of Razael.

Razael saw this and became even more angry,

“Hmph! Paper like this. In that case, just tear it up with a knife-”

Sreung!

The moment she pulled out the short sword from her waist and tried to tear up the receipt -

I’m going to fall in love!

“Kaaagh?!”

A faint glow came from the receipt attached to her forehead, and a subtle electricity flowed through the muscles of her body, causing Razael to sit down on the spot.

Looking at Razael lying on the floor and shaking, Farewell snorts and explains what the artifact on her forehead is.

“The noise is leaving. It's okay though. It's harmless to the human body. It's called low frequency, Razael. If you try to take the ice candy off without paying for it, the same current as before will continue to flow, so don't even think about resisting. Anyway, if you don't repay the money, you'll have to keep carrying it, so the choice is yours. Is it going to be more troublesome than you think? If you don't repay the money, wherever you go, whether you walk down the street, go to the bathroom, or even when you go out to seek revenge on Mr. Bishop, that receipt will always be attached to your forehead.”

“Ugh... Gijimaaaa!!!”

“So, work. Mr. Razael Sain Tion. All you have to do is help me with my work once. Of course, if you say you'll help me now, I'll promise you that I'll make you free of charge for all the ice candy you've been eating in the future, for all the time you've been arbitrarily invading my workshop.”

“Damn bitch...!”

Whip and Carrot.

Raines looked at Farewell's profile and stuck out his tongue.

‘Farewell. At some point, you completely resembled Peria.'

That's definitely not Farewell's original personality.

But Farewell gradually began to accept other people's personalities.

Shameless people like Aila, Hygge, and Luba come to visit their workshop.

And Astesia, who nags me every time I come, making me feel intimidated.

In addition, Peria, who came with the greatest frequency to receive medicine, peed ceaselessly.

In a way, it could be said that the stress that had been building up for so long finally exploded when there was no one to stop it.

“Then, please take care of me starting today. Two people. Even if that wasn't the reason in the first place, there's nothing the two of us can do in this city without this in my hand. Oh, I guess I can still beg? Of course, if you don't like it, you should just listen to me quietly. Hehehehehehehe-”

Farewell smiles evilly at Reigns and Razael and touches his waist.

Well done-

A pouch hung on the waist.

The things that are hitting each other and making noise inside the pocket are,

Each is a blue gem left behind by Federiul.

Topaz left behind by an ancient being.

It is a piece of the Blood Chalice handed over to her by Scarlet Veil Blood.

Blue, yellow and red gems.

Farewell planned to process them using the facilities of Gloria's Tower, a paradise of research facilities that all alchemists have dreamed of, and asked the two for cooperation for that purpose.

'good. This is a long-awaited opportunity. Now that things have come to this, I need to gain the strength to protect my workshop in my own way. Damn elf. Damn hygges. Even the damn intruders. I will gain the power to realize who the owner of my workshop is!'

“Hehehehehehe...”

“... That’s an unpleasant laugh.”

“Tch...! I don't want to agree with a guy like you, but I feel the same way for now.”

Just like that, Farewell's dark laughter echoed through Gloria's Tower, and Ars Magna's night came to an end and morning came.

And at that time, exactly 'half a year' had passed since Irim and Gloria entered Eden in the Fairy Garden.

        
            I am confident in my patience.

This does not mean a veteran who endures torture, but patience in the sense of waiting.

'Torture isn't real. Even now, if someone tries to torture me, I bite my tongue.'

The period of soul illness made me realize various strengths that I had not been aware of, and one of them was the patience that I possessed to feel that I belonged to a higher level.

I got angry and whenever I got the chance, I cursed and glared at the officers who were mean to me, or openly wandered around nearby, waiting for an opportunity to put me in trouble. I was called crazy here and there, but even though I was never recognized by anyone for my patience, I always insisted on it. do.

Through a military council meeting, it was decided that the fortress would no longer be able to function properly as a strategic point due to the fact that the front line had been pushed back so much and the walls were so damaged.

In order to make full use of the fortress until the end, the gates of the fortress were wide open and even the food was burned to make the enemy feel that the fortress was empty. Then, only the soul soldiers were hidden inside the complex city area. There were many instances where people attacked when they entered the area to the point where it was difficult to move.

At that time, I was hiding in a pile of ruins near the market district, and when I started attacking the Gnoll Chieftain who was right in front of me by shoving Estherk down his throat, it was an operation that assumed the annihilation of the remaining soul soldiers at the time, but at that moment, it really was. I felt great joy.

'At that time, the wind was blowing in the opposite direction, and a wizard sprinkled all the illegal substances in the magic tower on the city to paralyze the noses of the gnolls throughout the castle, so we only succeeded.'

So, as I was hiding in a pile of ruins amidst the stench, I think patience is a definite advantage that I can introduce to someone.

Of course, the truth is that at the time, when the Gnoll Chieftain entered the area where I was hiding, Hwarim, who was next to me, woke me up from sleep, so I waited for him and did as Hwarim told me and stuck my sword into the guy's neck.

So, except for torture, I am very patient.

Torture is not allowed.

really.

In the first place, there were orders imprinted on them by Atyr to kill soul soldiers in advance in situations where they were likely to be captured and taken prisoner by the enemy, but there was only one time when the order was somehow twisted and they were taken prisoner by the enemy.

At that time, the enemy was an army of demons, and the things I saw in the huge tent of a barracks that they barely captured were-

There were saws in the torture room, needles for pricking fingernails, things like cutting open the stomach, hanging the intestines in a cylinder, and spinning them around to take them out. The moment I saw that, I did my best to break free of the restraints, fight with the guards, and finally return after dying. .

'When I think about it now, it seems like that one experience helped me with the decisions I've made so far. Even if I was fighting, I was going to lose no matter what, so I went into the fight with the thought of being sure to die rather than fighting ambiguously and being captured, and that led to my skills improving quickly.'

Just like that, as I continued to lie in wait for what may have been hours, recalling the events of the past -

'... Ah, is it coming soon?'

Rustle!

When I saw something flying from afar, I lifted my butt slightly from the bushes and shook off the leaves underneath.

Now that the target of this hiding is flying towards the hiding place, if you are going to make a sound, now is your last chance.

“Each!”

My nose was so vaguely itchy that I even sneezed a little on purpose. Now I really have to be quiet, so I don't move a thing.

Then, near the bush where I was hiding,

Flapping- Flapping- Flapping- Flapping-

The ‘fairies’ flew in.

“Ugh~ It’s really annoying. Why does it have to be like this every time? How can it not be easy to catch ‘fairies’ and throw them away every time?”

“But what should I do? Even if you bury them in the ground, they always somehow manage to break through. okay. In the human world, there are creatures called rats, right? You can think of it like that.”

“That smelly, dirty, unsanitary beast? Ugh... Fairies are better though. It's truly terrifying to think that hundreds of creatures crawling around in the gutter could enter the place where we live.”

The fairies that flew in hovered over the huge pit.

The conversation is all interpreted through the interpreter artifact that Gloria creates and wears in her ear.

While the fairies were floating in the sky, chatting with the backs of their heads, another sound was heard, this time the sound of footsteps, which was so large that it was barely loud enough to be heard if you listened carefully, drowning out the sound of the fairies' conversation.

Coo!

...

Coo!

...

Coo!

...

“Come quickly! Slow guy!”

“That's right! Thanks to our long-awaited size, we are thinking of using it to our advantage, but they say that being too slow is a problem?”

What appeared was,

whale.

To be exact, it is a fairy that resembles a whale.

'It's a whale. What should I say about this?'

However, since I can barely think of a similar creature, it is a whale, and it is completely different from an actual whale.

It's so huge that it's about 40 meters long, and it's also a fairy.

However, it had the appearance of a whale and had six legs, and its two arms were holding a net full of small fairies.

Coo!

When the whale carrying the net containing the fairies stops, the fairies give orders.

“Good! good job! Now, throw away all the trash here and you can come in too.”

Even if you say “-. Since I don’t understand, I have to guide you.”

A fairy who tells you how she feels, and a fairy who knows that, so she takes a small coin out of her pocket and throws it into the pit.

And the coin looked exactly like the necklace hanging around my neck.

'Ancient dwarven coin.'

Wizards and alchemists know that the ancient minerals used in the dwarves' coins are of great value, and to the elves and fairies of the Fairy Garden, the minerals used in coins are of similar value. I don't know if it works, but fairies also carry a coin.

Clink! earth! earth!

Degurrr-

When the fairy threw the coin she was holding with all her might and dropped it into the pit, the fairy in the form of a whale released a net inside the pit.

OK-

Sssstw!

All of the fairies, each with their own unique appearance, trapped inside the net were pushed into the pit like trash.

Bleep!

“Yes. You go in too. Go in, and please don’t come out.”

“I don’t know when they will come to our land again. Doing this every time is hard work?”

After completing her work, the whale-shaped fairy continued walking into the pit where the coin fell, like other fairies, and the fairies left the place, flapping their wings again.

“Uuuu! Now the job is done! I want to go back and eat some good food! right! There was a fruit tree we saw on the way here, right? Let’s go and eat them one by one!”

“Sure. I don't know if all the fruits there are ripe or unripe, but in this mood, I have to eat at least one, even if it's not ripe. That's right, if you go into the land of 'Abyss' and return, you feel like your mind and body are completely exhausted?”

“That’s what I said. So next time, let's be careful not to notice the queen. You got into this shit because you were ordered to clean up after being near the fairies for no reason, right?”

And just like that, the fairies disappeared.

Still, I don't let down my guard.

There was a possibility that the fairies would turn their heads while I was flying, so I got up only after visually confirming that the two fairies had completely disappeared.

Rustle-

“... did you go?”

And so, the fairies' once-a-month 'cleaning' is over.

“Then, shall we go back?”

The patrol mission is over only if there is no possibility of it flying further towards the attack area where Gloria and I are.

Peepuuu!

“...”

So, after taking a look at the fairies rushing to get the single coin that fell into the pit, I walked towards the workshop where Gloria was waiting.

-------------------------------

Crash.

After returning, stand on the X-shaped letter engraved on the floor right in front of what appears to be the entrance to the cave.

Then, I could see the entrance to the workshop disguised as a natural cave, so I opened the door and went in, informing Gloria that I was returning.

“I went there.”

“Are you here? What was it like outside?”

“Yes. It's the same as last month. The fairies picked up the fairies, threw them away, and went back.”

“Thank you for your hard work. After changing clothes, I would like you to harvest some ingredients.”

“Okay.”

After finishing the report, I immediately change my clothes at her request.

The clothes I was wearing a little while ago were like raincoats that masked human body odor as much as possible from the fairies.

And the new clothes I changed into now are-

These are the work clothes worn by farmers when gathering food from the farmland outside the workshop, and are commonly seen when traveling around the empire's granary in a horse-drawn carriage.

like that-

Deeply-

Boop!

Deeply-

Boop!

'What am I doing?'

After changing out of my work clothes, I naturally went outside, crouched down, and harvested crops. As I did so, I started thinking about various things.

There is no more focused time than working and reflecting on yourself.

As if I had already gotten a cut on my body, as soon as I got home, I was ready to change into my work clothes even before Gloria finished asking.

After completing my return, I went out to the farmland just outside the workshop disguised as a cave, took a picture of the side of the carrots growing in the field with a hoe, grabbed the stems, and pulled them out to gather my thoughts.

Half a year.

Half a year, roughly six months, has passed since I came to Fairy Garden.

Honestly, it was very difficult.

Fairy Garden is a world created only for fairies, by fairies, and only fairies.

What humans can touch is limited.

‘Did you say terraforming? 'That's exactly what it is.'

So, before killing the Queen of Fairies and doing anything else, the urgent priority for those of us who had fallen into a dimension created solely for the survival of fairies was to create an environment in which humans could survive for the next 14 years.

Of course, Gloria, who has transcended ordinary humans, says it's okay.

It is said that, like humans, she was able to survive by occasionally picking up nuts that fell on the ground and drinking water from lakes, even when she was wandering the dimension of Fairy Garden.

But it wasn't me.

Unlike Gloria, who has a variety of alchemy knowledge and can survive in somewhat extreme environments due to the effects of accumulated experiments on her human body, I am nothing more than a soul disease based on a thoroughly ordinary human being. I had to consume the minimum amount of food.

'It's fortunate that I was able to endure it for quite a while because it was a soul disease. 'The most difficult time was about a month ago.'

So, there were two things we had to do right away when we arrived on the continent named Abyss to avoid being noticed by the fairies.

One was the creation of a full-scale workshop facility to explore everything about fairies, and the other was the creation of farmland where food could be obtained.

And no matter what happens, all of this must be done without being noticed by the fairies until the perfect blinding barrier is completed -

After a lot of trial and error that could be said to be truly dog-like, we finally succeeded, and it had been more than half a year since we had been staying here.

        
            Deeply-

Boop!

“Tch-tea! Keueuuu… Today too.

After pulling out the carrot, I look up at the sky.

It was a clear sky.

And in that clear sky, there are dozens of giant circles that are translucent and have no pattern whatsoever.

Just like that, the huge magic circle made up of dozens of magic circles can be seen to have been artificially created just by looking at them, and from the perspective of the scenery, they can be said to be a bit of jade to me, who had just stretched out his back and looked up at the sky while harvesting crops. It was an unfortunate part.

But that doesn't mean we can criticize it; rather, we should be grateful.

“Magic... I really don't think I'll ever learn magic. If you really need it, just carry something like a scroll.”

The identity of the magic circles floating in the sky.

In addition to the workshop disguised as a cave, I created a large farmland on the hill where the workshop is located, which I can easily cover with my own strength. The magic circle floating in the sky is what prevents the eyes of fairies passing by. .

“In that respect, it is appropriate. huh. I use the labor force, Gloria uses the intellect.”

So, if someone were to ask me to make something amazing like that, I am sure that I would scribble on paper with a pen for an hour or two, then fold the paper into an airplane and fly it. Even today, half a year has passed since we arrived at Fairy Garden. He bent down again and started harvesting the crops.

Tuk-tuk-

“Huh?”

As I picked two carrots and a cabbage and lifted them up, I felt something tapping my military boot at my feet and looked down.

Biriririri-

“... Oh, is that you?”

Then, what catches my eye is a fairy that looks like an anglerfish and makes strange noises.

He was touching my feet with the lantern on his head, and I looked at the guys I had already met several times before and was wondering what to do, so I cut the carrot I had in the cart in half and handed it to him.

... wow. Uduk. Pead deud deuk!

“Obviously, what he gave me was carrots. Why does it make this sound? He seems like an amazing guy.”

Soon, a sound like a grinder is heard from inside the mouth of the anglerfish that has eaten the carrot.

Tok tok tok tok tok tok-

Deodeodeodeok!

Slurrr-

“Oh, my. They're gathering again. They seem like annoying guys.”

Then, other fairies also approached, walking, crawling, or flying nearby.

There are some creepy guys, some cute ones if you look at them, and generally amorphous guys that don't have a unified appearance.

Sigh-

“Yes. Where would you like to eat something like this? Anyway, I'll give you some of what's left.”

Even though I thought that being surrounded by those guys was getting tiresome, I smiled without realizing it, pulled out a few more carrots, put them in the guys' mouths, and started pulling the cart down the hill.

Deddd!

Then, I looked back to see the fairies forming a line, biting the carrots in their hands and feet, and following me back toward the workshop. I didn't feel bad.

'I'm experiencing all kinds of healing here that I never thought possible. It's such a big deal. Half a year has passed, but in reality, only half a day has passed.'

It hasn't been long since I felt this comfortable.

At first, I was impatient.

Gloria said that a year here is only one day over there.

So, no matter how much Gloria told me that the flow of time was different, I was nervous.

However, I quickly adapted.

To be precise, I had no choice but to adapt.

A floating island made up of four continents and a palace in the center -

[Eden]

Among them, the names of the smallest continent where Gloria and I set up our workshop are called ‘Abyss’.

[Abyss]

To put it simply, this place is a garbage dump.

A garbage dump where fairies take their fairies and throw them away.

The fairies do not want to set foot on the Abyss continent where Gloria and I have fallen.

This is the place of exile for the fairies, and it is said that the fairies are always blushing and keep moving to the continent where the fairies are.

So, the fairies are repeating the inefficient task of collecting such fairies every time they enter their continent and bringing them back to the Abyss.

I was curious about why something like that was happening, so I asked Gloria why, and she answered by taking me to the shore of a huge lake located in the center of each continent, not far from where we landed. .

'Fairies and fairies look completely different, but in the end, they are both beings who store their souls in this lake, the 'Fountain of Souls'. I don't know if I made a mistake or what, but the souls of fairies and fairies are mixed in this spring, and the fairies cannot separate the souls of fairies from this place and retrieve them. So the two beings who drowned their souls in the lake of the Fairy Garden dimension are both immortal. Fairies and fairies all have each other's souls mixed in this lake, so the fairies can't kill them even if they keep invading their territory and they don't like them.'

Fairies are immortal beings.

They throw their souls into the lake, and it is said that no matter how many times their bodies die, they are reborn from the lake.

So there was no need to rush.

As long as such a law exists, it is impossible for Gloria to kill the fairies simply by wielding strong power, so she must slowly take her time to find out on what continent the lake containing the fairy queen's soul is located, and at the same time, He answered that he would find a way to definitely kill the spirits of the fairies inside the lake.

The workshop was built for that purpose.

It will be a slow process until the right results come out, and it takes 14 years to achieve that, but it can't be helped.

Radical work is out of character for an alchemist.

Wizards use the Magic Tower, and alchemists use the workshop.

In particular, unlike wizards who have a separate branch called combat wizards, alchemists try to avoid fighting as much as possible.

They like to establish strong defenses, set up traps, and release their results into the path of intruders, but it is completely out of character for them to attack the enemy camp directly.

So Gloria also said that she couldn't attack Titania right away unless she had clear odds and information in hand, and I had no choice but to accept her plan.

'At first, there was no food right away, so we survived for a full month using the preserved food that Gloria had packed in her backpack. 'Have we finally reached this level?'

Clap-

Thanks to this, what has been achieved so far is by continuing to dig, dig, and dig into the original cave, Gloria's semi-basement workshop, which has completely lost its original form, the farmland outside, the dome-shaped translucent barrier surrounding it all, and our surroundings. I have a neighbor called Fairy, who always stays and sometimes helps me with farm work, and whose very presence is healing.

It's smooth.

The workshop is growing day by day, and as a result of consistently consuming the foods that have been modified to grow rapidly for five months before full-scale harvesting was possible, it has become clear that there is no problem in eating them.

On the other hand, the fairies are completely unaware of our existence even though half a year has passed.

Although the length of stay was a problem, I felt that I could endure everything for the sake of Feria.

So, it was something I could endure as long as I prepared her meals, did her laundry, and everything else.

Bubble bubble bubble-

Sniff!

'good. It's a smell I know. If this happens, it's complete.'

Soon it was evening, and when I smelled the pot boiling on top of the magic brazier, I thought the food was ready and went to call Gloria.

“Gloria. Dinner is ready. Come quickly.”

When I went to see Gloria and told her that the meal was ready, Gloria smelled the same thing as me and raised her head.

However, I've been feeling this for several months already, but this woman named Gloria is more annoying than I thought, and it makes me wonder how hard it must have been for Farewell, who once stayed at the tower and looked after her.

Sniff!

“... Huh? Did I turn off the light too early? From the smell of the food, I still have the feeling that the vegetables are not ripe.”

“Don’t talk nonsense. Who was the one who complained before about vegetables being overcooked and mushy? Then, did you do it yourself?”

“... I'll say it again, it's a matter of efficiency. I'm much better at cooking than you, but I feel like it would be a waste to waste the time I spent on research on making food-”

“You mean you don’t want to cook. All right. I understand. So, please, at least once, say thank you to the person who makes the food and eat it.”

“Really. I'm not a person hungry for praise, and I complain so much about the division of labor.”

“Then, Gloria, please, please enjoy the food I made at least once.”

“...”

“...”

A period of half a year, six months.

A new type of human relationship formed during that time.

This is the thing that has changed significantly over the short but intense period of time that can be considered a long time.

This is a dimension of Fairy Garden where the only humans are Gloria and me.

The only people we can talk to are each other.

Naturally, they are avoiding contact with the fairies, and even though the door to the workshop is mysteriously locked, the fairies who come in have reached a point where they do not care whether they leave the workshop or not, and the wild ones come across this dimension and attack the purple tentacles that fell from Gloria's body. Unless they are fairies, they are not people you can communicate with.

So, the creaking dam that naturally formed as we lived hit us, and many things happened over the course of half a year.

Opinions clash, apologize, negotiate, and repeat.

We began to become increasingly familiar with each other by understanding, accepting, and understanding each other's tastes and habits, as well as inefficient work.

Slurp-

“...”

“...”

“... It’s delicious.”

“... Thank you.”

“I’m sorry. You were being rude a little while ago.”

“It’s okay. Because it happens all the time. I guess the research isn't working out?”

“... Right.”

Even in the conversation just a moment ago, I knew that the words would come out quickly.

Gloria frowns when her research doesn't work out.

When you talk to her at that time, you always get a bad answer.

Still, you have to talk.

I now know that the woman named Gloria is the type of person who, once she gets stuck in her research, doesn't go away unless she takes a breather, so even if she has to endure the grumbling that comes back when she gets really irritated, the person talking to her has to take a short break. This is because we know that the speed at which research progresses again will accelerate.

After eating or resting like that, Gloria relaxes again, and after apologizing, they return to their original relationship.

daily.

Eventually, we got used to this daily life.

Is that why?

At some point, I became optimistic and thought that in a few years, all of Gloria's research would pay off perfectly and she would be able to easily kill the Fairy Queen.

While I was eating with that thought in mind,

Kuuk-

'... huh?'

Today was a little different from usual, as Gloria dipped her spoon into her plate and held it tightly, unable to raise her head, so I had no choice but to ask her why.

“Why are you doing that?”

“... That's it. Actually, this is the study I mentioned a little while ago.”

“Yes.”

“Well, a pretty big problem has arisen.”

“What is that?”

And she is grateful to our optimistic lives up until now, to all the workshops and farmland facilities that are currently running on Gloria's magic power, and to the magic tools that help maintain the outer barrier and overall life inside the workshop. Because-

He said that his magical power, which fuels everything, is on the verge of depletion, so there is a possibility that it will stop working in the very near future.

“In fact, the magical power in my body is almost depleted right now.”

“... Yes?”

“How did I survive for half a year after coming here? I kept looking for a way to restore my magic power, but I reached my limit.”

“That sound is-”

“Yes. If it stays like this, after a week, I will lose all the magic I currently have, and if that happens, we will lose everything we have achieved so far.”

It's been exactly half a year since I lived in Fairy Garden.

Our daily lives seemed to proceed peacefully, but the first disaster that was predicted to come at some point in the Fairy Garden, not a dimension created for humans, came.

        
            Around the time that Farewell was taking care of Gloria's Tower.

Farewell's workshops left in the parish were still operating today despite Farewell's absence.

Food, food, food, food, food, food, food -

And Enin, who was in front of the huge alchemy cauldron in the workshop, called Morsling as soon as he heard the sound of the cauldron boiling.

“Mo, Mr. Morsling? Is there a strange noise coming from the pot?”

“...”

“... Hey, Mr. Morsling?”

“... Oh my. okay. I think I finally understand the principle.”

Food, food, food, food, food, food, food -

“Um, hey, Mr. Morsling? I know you're busy, but this is the alchemy pot that Morsling told me to keep an eye on. Wow, it's starting to make strange noises?”

“Yes! Yes! aha! Why didn't I think of this?! If you can't move forward, all you have to do is step back!”

“That’s right! Why have you never even thought about putting the pot on fire?! Rather, are you really not hearing me?!”

Enin spoke to Morsling, who was looking at various papers on the table behind the alchemy cauldron, which was making increasingly harsh noises, but he did not look back until the end.

'What should I do about this? Should I turn off the lights? But, the pressure doesn't disappear right away even if you turn off the fire, doesn't it?'

So in the end, Enin had no choice but to wear the helmet he had brought with him and wait in front of the alchemy pot.

Food, food, food, food, food, food, food, food -

'Ahhh... Really, at least when Master Farewell and Master Morsling were together, one of them was always the one holding them back, but was it too difficult for me to take on that role?'

There is no option to run away.

Today is the day Enin decided to help Morsling and Slien.

Farewell, who was originally running the workshop with three people, ended up leaving Ars Magna for longer than expected, so this happened thanks to Enin deciding to help the two remaining people and speaking out first.

In particular, today was the day when Morsling, who had some free time after Farewell and Peria had left for Arsmagna, decided to conduct his own research, which was on a different line from the research Farewell usually did.

So, Morsling and Slien were taking out the materials needed for today's experiment from the warehouse early in the morning and taking them to the workshop, when they caught the eye of Enin, who was swinging the anvil a thousand times as part of his morning training.

Afterwards, Henin naturally helped with the work of the workshop by lifting half of the luggage that the two had been carrying with great difficulty and asking Morsling and Slien if life at the parish had been difficult recently.

And when Enine first entered the workshop carrying heavy luggage, she saw the experimental equipment in Farewell's workshop, which she had never been to before, and the unusual materials that did not exist in the environmental knowledge she had acquired since birth. I thought today would be interesting and fun.

However, in the present, the internal pressure has become stronger and stronger, and I am now in a position where I have to wear a helmet and observe a cauldron that looks like it is about to burst.

'Ha... how did this happen? Today, after exercising in the morning, I planned to rest well until lunch, and afterward, I was thinking of going to the workshop to try my hand at pretending to be a blacksmith, and just as I was thinking of asking for their understanding in advance, I saw two people carrying heavy luggage. All I did was carry my luggage and try to get him to talk because I could see him. I never thought it would turn out like this. Rather, can I really leave this pot like this?'

When he was in the Kingdom Alliance, Enin frequently hit damaged weapons and armor with a hammer as part of his duties as a quartermaster.

The blacksmith's work was her training and hobby.

In fact, Enin lacks everything to be called a true blacksmith.

Imitating blacksmiths is one of the chores that a quartermaster in the kingdom's allied forces must know how to do, so he was only trained in the basics.

All I know is how to correct existing weapons through reforging when they are distorted, or how to return distorted weapons to their original form.

Still, the work quickly became a hobby for Enin.

‘It’s been a while since I’ve been thinking about the old days. The first time I held a small sledgehammer, it was a little awkward, but I quickly got used to it and hitting various things became a hobby.'

The reason was clear.

Since meeting Irim, Enin has grown steadily with the thought of being helpful to him, and soon after she became an officer, she thought about how she could help Irim, who was mentally ill, and became interested in blacksmithing, for which she received only basic education.

The only weapons worn by the soul soldiers at the time were chest armor, escutcheon, gauntlets, and leg gaiters.

Even so, gauntlets and leg gaiters were always in short supply, and breastplates and escutches routinely came back dented every time.

So, Enin vaguely remembered that the man in his memories, Lee Rim, who always runs further forward when faced with a situation where he will die anyway, is trying to acquire better quality weapons than others, and one day, he will seek his help. What she did was to bring a huge anvil and beat the breastplate and escutcheon with a hammer whenever she had time.

“Whew... I thought so at first, but it's a shame that it's all no longer useful. Hehe...”

Phishishishishishishish...

As I was thinking about the past, the alchemy cauldron began to make less noise.

Thanks to this, Enin calmed down. Even though Irim quickly obtained the magic sword after he finally met him, the only thing he could do was take out better weapons and wrap them around his body. It was only now that I began to regret that she had not been of much help since she had to step down from her position as quartermaster.

After that, Farewell's workshop, which had the knowledge and skills of an artisan in various fields on average, was created in the parish, and in the village under the church, a soul soldier built a new building, carrying out his own work. Thanks to the incomparable 'real' blacksmith shop, there was no place to use the spoon or fork at home other than straightening them when they were bent.

So, Enin is beginning to regret that it is no longer possible to be of much help to Irim except in fights where he really needs to use a lot of his strength.

Still, even though Enin was a small hobby that has faded for a long time compared to others, I thought that there would come a day when it would come in handy if I trained it consistently, so I thought I would relive that memory a little today, and now I also serve as the parish's second blacksmith. She came to Farewell's workshop, and what she is currently protecting is not a brazier with a blazing flame and a hammer in her hand, but an alchemy cauldron that could explode at any moment and a tree that she is holding so tightly that her hands are sweaty. It's a shield.

Chijijijijijijijijik...

“... Ah! Morsling! The sound from the pot quieted down-”

So Enin's expression brightened, thinking that his role was over now that the sound of the cauldron that had been making noise had completely subsided -

... click!

“... Huh?”

...

...

...

... BEEE!!!

“Waaaat?!”

Craddangtang!

Suddenly, the small bell attached to the lid of the pot lay on its side, and this time, a clanging sound like a demonic beast's scream came from the pot, so she hit her butt.

And only then did Morsling turn around and ask Enin, who had fallen backwards while holding the wooden shield tightly in his hand, to put out the fire in the alchemy cauldron.

“Huh? What is this sound? Ah, Ennin. Could you please turn off the fire in the pot? It looks like the moxa has finally worn off.”

“Ugh... I wish you would have said something if it was a normal process to make sounds like this. I was really nervous because I thought it was going to explode.”

“Yes? What happened?”

“... No. no. I guess you really didn't hear anything.”

Enin, who fell to the floor, extinguished the fire in the brazier where the pot was sitting and then complained to Morsling, but Morsling responded to Enin's complaint as if he had not really heard anything, leaving Enin a little dumbfounded. .

Although Henin complained that it was inevitable, Morsling was also a scholar of the same type as Farewell and Gloria.

For Morsling, who was sitting in front of the table and beginning the process of finalizing the theory based on the results of the experiment he had been conducting since the morning, it was natural that no amount of loud noise or loud noise could attract his attention.

However, even he has only one voice that responds in any situation.

“Um, hey... Mr. Morsling.”

“Ah, Slien! Are you back?”

“Yes. I'm back... with a handful of gold dust. I changed everything. Where should I put it?”

“Then I would appreciate it if you could leave it next to the pot. After all the steam and pressure are gone, you have to mix it in a pot, then roll it up and put it in the furnace.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“... Hahahaha! Thank you so much, Slien. Thanks to Slien, I can always focus on my work.”

“What, what... hehehehe-”

“... Geumseul is really nice. Phew-”

Morsling warmly greets Slien, who went outside the workshop for a while and grinded a gold ingot into small pieces. As soon as Enin returned after being away for some time, he immediately saw the two of them rubbing shoulders and grinning, and thought that he had no reason to go to the workshop today. I wondered if he had come looking for me.

'I could do something like that if I was with Lee Rim, but it's a shame.'

It's a shame that I can't show my opposition to the Morsling couple thanks to Lee Rim, who is not here right now.

So, instead of challenging Morsling and Slien to a fight they couldn't win, Enin wanted to ask them what on earth they were researching today that was why they were so busy.

“So, Mr. Morsling, what research are you doing now?”

Soon after receiving Enin's question, the two people realized that they were too close in front of Enin, and briefly blushed and fell -

“Ah, big! hmm! Sorry, Ennin. Actually, the research I am currently doing is nothing else-”

“Well, there is something I really want to know, so I asked Mr. Morsling to research it...”

“Yes? Are you Slien?”

“Yes. There is something I really want to find out somehow...”

Henin tilted his head when he heard that the subject of the research the two were currently doing was research on Slien and nothing else.

        
            Slien.

She is a woman who was unintentionally transformed into a slime person by Morsling's familiar, Blood Slime.

Slime Man.

She was born as a result of a single sleep with Morsling, born in a way that cannot exist even by the standards of this world, and yet she clearly surpassed the standards of demonic beasts, and those who spoke with her unanimously declared her to be an intelligent being. A creature so intelligent that it can make judgments.

Therefore, before considering whether the imperial administration could grant the nationality of an imperial citizen to a slime human called Slien, who is really treated as a type of magical beast in any country, because it has the same intellect and appearance as a human, the Slien's name was removed from Morsling. After hearing the inside story of birth, I found it a bit difficult to know whether or not a being born in that way could be considered a human being.

However, even they could not calmly conclude that Slien is not a human in a case like this. In fact, there is already a case of Rugal's Slime Paladin, who can be considered another slime human, in the Empire.

So, after the administrative reform that took place within the imperial administration and the messy discussion process of re-discussing the basic laws of each sector from various departments from their roots, Slien was finally able to be recognized as an imperial citizen. Currently, she is here as Morsling's wife.

And the cute thing about Slien, the slime human Ennin saw, is that although judging by her appearance alone, she is a person with a mature body and a much more adult aspect than him, she is a bit timid and sometimes lacks common sense worse than that of a child. The point is that it is shown once.

She is always by Morsling's side and helps him, but she rarely takes the initiative to say what she wants to do. Recently, one day, Slien took the initiative and asked Morsling to do research on her. It is said that it has been done.

Morsling stirred the inside of the alchemy cauldron, which had already cooled to lukewarm after leaving the lid open, with a long spoon, and explained to Enin what exactly Slien's request was.

“The research Slien asked me to do is to study the circumstances of her own birth.”

“When were you born?”

“Yes. Enin, I have told you this before, and you may have heard it from Irim and others, but isn’t Slien a wife who was born only by me?”

“... Ah, yes. That’s right.”

There is also the existence of blood slimes that were familiars, but in Enin's opinion and the world's common sense, slimes are classified as magical beasts that are closer to natural objects such as flowers or plants rather than living things. In fact, it may be said that they are self-replicating Morslings, but they are not at all like them. Slien has a different personality.

The birth of Slien can be said to be the product of such a coincidence that both Farewell and Gloria, who heard the story during a conversation with Farewell in Ars Magna, found it fascinating.

still-

Even if most of it was based on Morsling's coincidence, in addition to the part where the birth of Slien could be seen as a miracle, there were also theoretical parts that could be figured out with the human mind.

“I finally figured it out based on the experiments I conducted starting this morning. Ennin. One of the reasons why the girl next to me was able to be born into this world.”

And Morsling, who had just completed the final review of the theory, began to tell Henin and Slien about the truth he had discovered based on the data obtained so far during the experiments conducted from morning to noon.

“First of all, Slien was originally a blood slime. At the same time, he was a familiar.”

“Yes. I heard that was the case.”

“For her to have a human body. First of all, Slien, who was in the state of a blood slime, needs to have magical power that far exceeds the standard of ordinary slimes.”

Morsling explains the research results in a way that is easy for her to understand, noting that Henin is not the same type of scholar as Farewell or himself.

As he said, if the amount of magical power possessed by humans is 10, slimes have about 0.1.

Normally, that's the point at birth, and while humans expand their soul vessels and increase the total amount of magic power they can store in their bodies, slimes do not.

When slimes are born, they simply wander around nature, barely maintaining their form by absorbing corpses.

However, there are strange people who use slime as their familiars, who would normally wander around in the natural state and live their entire lives by maintaining their own form, and among the many people who have committed similar acts, Morsling is one of the most unusual people. There was action.

“I also found out later, but other people who use slimes as their familiars usually only hand over dead animal carcasses, meat, or fruit to the slimes as food. But I always took blood from my arm and gave it to Slien.”

“Oh, is that so? That’s where the differentiation started to emerge, right?”

“Yes. And my act of giving blood to my familiar, Slien, was interpreted as a ritual, and it was interpreted that I had been consistently mating with her even before she became the current Slien.”

exchange of souls.

As Morsling's living blood flowed into the blood slime he was working with, this act was interpreted in the world as an exchange of souls between humans and slimes, and as this continued, the blood slime's magic power, which had a relatively small amount of magic power, increased more and more. It grew bigger, and soon grew to a point similar to Morsling.

“Well, that means it is certain that I was born by Mr. Morsling. When I had intercourse with Mr. Morsling and accepted the vital energy, the final opportunity to become a human was fulfilled.”

“Yes. Lucky, really lucky. It was a good day for the constellations, and it was time for Slien to get the last piece. Unfortunately, I forgot to give blood to Slien, who was still unconscious, so I was led to approach the opportunity for birth.◦# ◦

After hearing Morsling's conclusion, which was explained at the student's level, Henin summarizes the story of the two people.

“Hehe... So, to be precise, Slien was saying that by sharing the soul vessel with Morsling, he has as much magical power as Morsling.”

“That’s it!”

“Hehe... Hehehe...”

like that-

The experiment conducted in the morning led to finding out the hidden rules of another world, and the truth about how it was possible for Slien to appear in the world was revealed, so Morsling was happy and Slien also laughed quietly. .

and then-

Again-

“Thank goodness... I'm really glad... Hehehe...”

“S, Slien? Why are you crying?”

“Trigram, are you okay?!”

Slien suddenly lost strength in his legs, sat down on the spot, and began to shed tears.

“Trigram, it’s okay. It's just that I feel safe...”

Slien shed tears for a long time.

After shedding tears for about 10 minutes, she finally calmed down and explained to the two people why she cried.

“Actually, I was anxious.”

“What do you mean?”

“The reason I became a slime person through intercourse with Mr. Morsling was because at some point I suddenly thought that it wouldn't have mattered if it wasn't actually me but another slime...”

“... Ah, so Slien wanted to find out so he conducted research-”

“Yes. Those thoughts made me feel anxious inside. So, after helping Farewell with his research, I thought about doing research on my own when I had time, but I never found the courage. Today, I made up my mind to do research even though it was scary... and I managed to come up with a good answer.”

Slien, born by Morsling.

She was anxious.

If Morsling, who was feeling lonelier day by day, had brought in another slime other than himself, perhaps that slime would have turned into a human and he would have still been a blood slime.

But that was a concern.

She was a blood slime that Morsling had been raising since ancient times, and Slien had grown by feeding on his blood for several years. She was able to stand at the starting point only because she was a slime that met all of the conditions, and finally, the slime that always followed Morsling. Thanks to a stroke of luck, the slime he was raising was able to be born as a slime human named Slien.

So, to conclude, if all of this had not happened in the first place because of Slien, whom Morsling had been specially raising, even if other slimes had come in later, there is a possibility that it would have led to the birth of another slime human other than the Slien who is now next to Morsling. This means there was nothing at all.

So for Slien, this study is-

It became a study to realize that the fateful meeting between Morsling and himself was not simply a matter of luck.

“Slien... That's what I was thinking.”

Morsling hugs Slien, whose eyes are red from crying so much.

“I’m sorry. sorry. I didn't know you had those thoughts.”

“No... I thought this because I was weak...”

“...”

This is Morsling, who was hugging Slien like that.

“... Good.”

“... Yes? What-”

Flash!

“Kyaaat?!”

Morsling held Slien in his arms, looked at Enin with eyes full of determination, and said.

“Ennin.”

“Yes, yes?”

“Sorry, but this is the end of our day.”

“... Yes?”

“You said you were using the workshop’s blacksmith shop. The key is here.”

Morsling gives the key to the embarrassed Henin and walks out the door.

And just before closing the door, Morsling told Henin, who didn't know why, what they were going to do from now on.

“I will go to comfort Slien from now on. Until she says she has become Slien, I plan to confirm my love to her. For me, there is only Slien. It is said that Slien was able to become a human being by having sex with me, so from now on I have a duty to make her happy so that I don't have any more anxious thoughts.”

“Mo, Morsling...”

“So, I'm going home with my wife to test our love. Please take care of the workshop.”

“Yes, yes... Ah, yes...”

Wow!

bang!

A determined Morsling and a blushing yet happy Slien with her arms wrapped around Morsling's neck.

And from now on, the two people who will return home and share deep love have left-

Enin, who had been constantly salted since the morning by Morsling and Slien, was left behind last.

“... Yes, whatever. Yes. Because it's important. Slien, who originally had the magic power of a slime, was barely able to become a human thanks to Morsling. Really, yes. This must be really important. I was so fortunate to be able to find the happy truth. It’s a happy thing, right?”

At the end, Enin was left alone in the workshop-

“Still. Sigh... I wonder if there is any need to show love like that in front of me without Lee Rim...”

In rare cases, they complained and thought that Morsling was being too much, and they made a promise to commit a deliberate act of affection in front of Morsling as soon as Irim, who had left them at the parish, returned quickly.

and-

That same time.

Just two humans in the dimension of Fairy Garden, where each day in the dimension they originally came from is replaced with a year.

Gloria, who has lost all the magical power she had in her soul vessel, and Lee Rim, who has magic power in her soul vessel at the same level as her original -

From now on, Morsling and Slien, who had returned home, were doing the same thing they were doing: they were confronting each other on the verge of an exchange of souls.

        
            “I don’t like it.”

“Signs of disaster may come from unexpectedly trivial places. However, to avoid it, you have to go through the hardships of climbing a hill.”

“Even if you say such prophetic words. Since those are not words of prophecy, but are literally words that Gloria is trying to climb on top of me, I will absolutely decline.”

“There is no other way?”

Arguing with Gloria.

It's happened a few times over the past half year, but it's never been this bad.

and,

This is something I should never give up on.

“I really hate it.”

“It’s something that can’t be helped.”

“... But if you look for it, there is definitely another way-”

“Haven’t I told you this several times? There was no other way, and I couldn't delay any longer, so I chose this way. So come here quickly.”

They face each other across a square table.

The two of us finished eating and cleared the table.

Gloria sat down in front of me and told me how serious the disaster that had befallen us was.

'All magical energy has been depleted. I said I would use it sparingly, but in the end I reached my limit before I could find a solution.'

'Are you saying the magic wasn't recovering?'

'okay. I, and probably Farewell, told you that too. There is a high possibility that the common sense and rules of the world we know will not apply to Fairy Garden. It's one of them. The magic power consumed by humans cannot be replenished in the Fairy Garden.'

'But no matter how much magic I've used so far, I recovered right away-'

'I told you. The magic power used by [humans] is not being replenished.'

'...!'

It is a fairy garden with a completely different ecosystem.

In fact, the reason Gloria was able to survive when she first came to the Fairy Garden 10 years ago was simply because she was lucky.

If there had been no oxygen at all in the Fairy Garden, even Gloria would have died the moment she arrived there.

Fortunately, for now, the only thing humans need to take care of in the Fairy Garden is that the nutrients that humans can obtain by consuming the food that exists in the Fairy Garden's ecosystem are about 1/10th, so if possible, crops from the previous world are grown here. So, there is nothing other than that it is better to eat it.

To be precise, I thought there was no other difference until now.

'okay. To be honest, it was a mistake in calculation. When I visited the Fairy Garden before, I traveled alone and wandered around for the sole purpose of meeting the Fairy Queen, so there was little need for a significant amount of magical power. But this time is different. I had to set up a workshop and the magic power I had to use to operate the magic tools here was incomparable to back then.'

'But didn't you say that you noticed early on that your magic power wasn't recovering?'

'He knew it too, but he didn't think it was necessary to tell you. One of the reasons for setting up the workshop was to study how to somehow recover the unrecoverable magic power using other methods...'

'I stopped it?'

'... In addition to that research, too much magical energy was invested from the beginning in the research on how to kill the Fairy Queen, so the magical energy was depleted before the results came out.'

'... In short, the current situation is the result of using a lot of magical energy without planning.'

The reason things happened like this was simply because of Gloria’s misjudgment.

There is a so-called tech tree.

The act of determining the order of things that must be achieved and completed first in order to achieve a goal as efficiently as possible with the resources currently available, resources to be obtained in the future, and limited resources that are difficult to obtain immediately or will be difficult to obtain in the future.

And Gloria, whose goal is to kill the Fairy Queen, is unfortunately not a person accustomed to spending.

Since she has built her own tower and lived a prosperous life as an alchemist, resource management in the world has always been about being able to obtain any rare materials with the money she has earned, and if necessary, go out and get them herself, or have people take care of the truth for her. There were even people.

However, in Fairy Garden, the same unplanned consumption as in the previous world naturally led us to quickly reach the limit of the total amount of limited resources we had, and we ended up in the current situation.

Gloria, who confessed that her magical power, which should be the foundation of her current life and research facilities, was depleted earlier than expected through overconsumption and misjudgment of research priorities, and that this was a clear mistake, said that it does not mean that there is no way. .

'But it's okay. Because not everything ends like this. If you run out of magical power, you just have to replenish it.'

'Whew... was there a way? I'm glad if there is. So what should I do?'

'Simple. All you have to do is have intercourse with me.'

'... yes?'

‘Didn’t you understand? Copulation. love affair. sexual intercourse. sex. They say that it can be solved by having sexual intercourse.'

'... what?'

so-

The two of us got up from our chairs and were facing each other across the table.

“It’s not that difficult to give your body once, right?”

“So, what you're really saying is that if the genders were reversed, do you understand that the man would be treated like a piece of trash?”

“Is this really the only way? Just as you, a soul sick person in this world, were not treated as a ‘human’ by the gods in the other world, you are also not treated as a ‘human’ in the Fairy Garden. So, even in the Fairy Garden, I, who is treated as a human, cannot recover even if I use magical power, but you, who are treated not as a 'human' but as a 'natural object', can naturally recover my magical power in the same way as the ecosystem in this world even if I use magical power. It's possible. So, as a temporary measure, I can strengthen my soul vessel and receive your magical power by exchanging souls with you.”

“I understand that you have something to say because you are very confident in theory. First of all, I also have the concept of chastity.”

“Of course, I also know that the fact that we had intercourse could hurt you and your women’s feelings. But even considering that, sex between you and me is absolutely necessary to get through the current situation. So open your heart just this once. I will also apologize to your women later. I made it clear that I had a relationship with you, and that it all happened because I had to get you somehow.”

Gloria desperately places her hand on her heart and speaks.

Her eyes were intense, and Gloria's attitude, which could have been a passionate courtship if not for what she was saying, was trying to persuade me somehow.

“Don’t we have a goal?”

And she told me the story of the deal we had made.

“Your goal is to heal your sister. I have a goal: to kill the fairy queen.”

“...”

“I am asking you to cooperate for that purpose. I'm not asking for your heart. In any case, it means sacrificing something you have to reach your goal.”

Gloria's goal is to kill Titania.

Her driving force is revenge, and to achieve that, she created an artillery in her tower to head back to the Fairy Garden.

And my goal is to cure Peria.

When Gloria says that Peria's condition can be cured if she helps kill the Fairy Queen, she moves to seek revenge and help her sister.

So really, for now, there was nothing else I could do other than cooperate with her.

Sex with Gloria.

It's just a matter of establishing a relationship with her based on the coincidence of interests.

And the people who remain in the diocese are too kind people to use as an excuse. They are people who will understand if you say that it was all an intermediate step necessary to save Feria, so there was nothing they could do.

I myself still refuse because I feel like I am betraying Thistle and others, but as long as Gloria does not lie about it and says that she will defend it honestly and actively, there will be no problem.

still-

'... Well, I'm not sure.'

Still, I felt that even though I had accepted her persuasion and the understanding of the people I knew left behind in the diocese, I was still reluctant to have anything to do with Gloria.

Even though I couldn't come up with an accurate excuse because I couldn't organize my thoughts in my head, my body was still rejecting her.

And Gloria,

Usually, I tried my best not to make each other uncomfortable, but now it seems like he read the confusion in my head.

“... I see.”

“... What do you mean?”

“I’m sorry. The reason you're confused, I couldn't pay any attention to that.”

“...?”

I still don't know why I'm rejecting her, and I'm even wondering why I'm procrastinating on something that I can just close my eyes and do once, but Gloria organizes my feelings on my behalf.

“I’m sorry. I'm really sorry. I couldn't take care of the most important thing. I only thought this was a nuisance to the people around you, but you didn't think about your heart itself.”

Sweet.

Gloria comes around the table.

He puts in a chair and slowly sweeps his hand from the edge of the table and approaches me.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

“You were a determined man.”

“... Are you determined?”

“The resolution I made to myself. Be prepared to only hug those who love you. You have decided for yourself that you will only hug those who meet those conditions and come to you, and the act of hugging others suggests to you something more.”

“...”

“Responsibility. okay. You are a responsible human being.”

“Not so-”

“No. I'm right.”

Ok.

Gloria's hand came over to sweep the not-so-long table and touched my cheek.

A hand with skin that is warmer than expected, perhaps because it is inside the workshop, but cold because it cannot accept light, caresses me.

“That is your doctrine, the belief you have as a human being, and everything that has made you who you are today. The moment you hug me, you are afraid of having to take responsibility for me.”

“... Maybe, I don’t know.”

As she touched my cheek, she lifted a thought that was swimming in the lake of confusion in my head, and I decided that she couldn't be wrong.

responsibility.

I make choices and don't turn away from the responsibilities that come with them.

so,

All I can think is that the responsibilities I have accumulated so far are already heavy compared to the width of my shoulders.

“But you don’t give up. If it is a responsibility you carry, you will not let it go. That's why I'm even more scared. There are things that weigh you down more than this.”

“...”

Everything she says is true.

What I did not realize on my own is reaffirmed and recognized through her words.

“... I'm sorry.”

Gloria apologizes.

“Still, I still have to tell you until the end.”

“...”

“I will ease your final burden. Embrace me, but you don’t have to take responsibility.”

She whispers in my ear.

“I see. If you think of it as just a passing memory, you will feel at ease. Don't mind me. Don't look at me. As you hug me, think of yourself as hugging another woman you love, and cum without looking into my eyes. Then, that's the end of it. I'm not asking you for anything, and I'm talking about ending it like that without you having to take responsibility for me.”

Gloria has told me that I don't have to take responsibility for her.

In addition, she said that she could treat someone like her as she wanted.

“From there - If you go further, embrace me with whatever you like. Is there an outfit you want? Is there anything you can't do for the person you love? Do you think you want to release the anger you’ve built up? Then solve it for me. Release it to me, oxidize it with lust. I'll accept it. If there is something you can gain by doing so, I will gladly accept it from you as well.”

There was no reason for me to reject her offer, and it was made solely for me.

but,

So, from the beginning, I realized that the reason I had no choice but to reject her was not me -

I started looking for her appearance.

        
            Gloria came close to my ear and poured out sweet words from her lips.

But when she said that she didn't have to take responsibility for herself and could play with whatever she wanted, I-

...Tap!

He lightly pushed her shoulder, clearly indicating his refusal.

“... If you say that, how can I ever know you?”

“... What?”

“I feel sorry for Gloria. So, for me, it is difficult in another way.”

I look at the human being in front of me, a woman who not only humbles herself but treats her body as an object that can be traded in order to achieve her goals.

She and I have the same goals, but we are different now.

She was willing to throw away her own body just to kill the fairy queen, and seeing her like that made me think that it would be even more difficult to hug her.

“Gloria. Isn’t what you want an equal transaction between humans?”

“...”

“But you are lowering yourself too much now. So, I consider it rude for me to hug you now.”

OK,

She looked down at her body.

My vision has become blurry due to sitting in front of the laboratory table for research without distinguishing between day and night.

The tips of my fingernails, worn out from countless times of touching magic tools, were bleeding.

The dull hair and face were a far cry from the Gloria I knew.

still,

Clearly she was beautiful.

Her golden hair, eyes, and beautiful body are so intact that even he would consider her a decadent beauty.

only,

She just lost her light, her shine.

“... I see.”

Soon after seeing her appearance, she raised her head and sneered at her reflection in the mirror placed in one corner of the studio.

“... Haha. Right. If you're such a brat, I don't even want to hug you.”

And then she turned around and walked helplessly to one side of the workshop and said:

“... I'm sorry. Think I made a mistake. You are right. We don't look like equals, and my current shabby appearance is such that I don't even look like a human being, but you, a sturdy and sincere man, wouldn't want to hug a woman like this.”

“... I didn't mean that-”

“Please wash up. You too, rest well.”

A bathroom was built on one side of the spacious workshop dug out from the inside of the cave.

She created a bathroom to do more than just shower, which she used to do at least once a month, as she kept all activities including sleep, appetite, and cleanliness to a minimum.

...Shooo

Gloria soon walked away from me and entered the bathroom, threw her clothes outside from behind the curtain, and I heard the sound of her washing.

“... Oh, really.”

When I heard that, I felt like I had done something very sorry.

Gloria is an alchemist, scholar, and head of Ars Magna.

But at the same time, she is also human and-

It's a 'woman'.

I always forgot about it because of my usual appearance.

And even though I should have clearly seen her true self by my side for half a year, I made a mistake.

Gloria is an unstable person.

A person trying to ‘get used to’ being ‘alone’.

As an alchemist, she happened to have a much longer lifespan than others.

There must have been people who had a relationship with her for a long time and then left, and there were also colleagues who shared the same thoughts but then parted ways.

And it is said that after breaking up like that, there were many things that came to be regretted later.

So she gave up being a human being and tried to exist solely as a scholar.

I tried not to have more ties than necessary and tried to get used to living alone.

Still, she did not forget the act of watching humans.

Although lonely, she has watched humans develop cultures over time, experience hardships, and find hope in the midst of it all, rising again.

However, it was limited to the role of a bystander, observer, and helper.

An individual named Gloria was afraid of mixing in with people as a 'human'.

Even if she becomes involved with someone again, she has conducted various researches as an alchemist and has a long lifespan due to the side effects, and even if she were to form a new relationship due to the difference in lifespan, it is certain that they will die before her and leave. Because it was.

So, she thought, get used to solitude.

They built a tower to make it difficult for people to approach, and decided to take that much responsibility.

But it wasn't surprisingly easy.

She, who tried to be a helper to humans, suddenly made a fairy her friend during her lonely journey through the Fairy Garden.

This is also evidence that she was unable to overcome loneliness at the point where she felt lonely in the tower and tried to soothe it by increasing herself into several people.

and-

Although she accepted it out of necessity, the short period of time she spent living and talking with a homunculus named Farewell in the tower was an extremely enjoyable time for her.

Even though she knew all of this, Gloria tried to draw a line because she knew that everything eventually comes to an end.

So even now, after coming to the Fairy Garden, she is not angry at the fairies as a human being, but as a human observer, she is angry at the fairy queen who played with the entire framework of humans and is trying to take revenge.

'So, maybe that's why she thought it wouldn't matter if she gave up her body to me in order to achieve her goal. To a certain extent, he considers his body to be nothing more than one of his assets and resources.'

So she

I forgot what kind of being humans are.

A being who is human, but does not think of himself as a human.

However, to me, she just appears to be a devastated woman.

And the moment you reach that thought -

... wow!

For the first time in a long time, the back of my neck felt hot, and I began to hear Asmodeus' voice in my head.

‘You have a lot to worry about. 'My knight.'

'... Asmodeus. 'Do you have enough strength to reach this point?'

'To a certain extent. Rather, it is easier to convey my voice to you in the Fairy Garden than on earth. 'The place called Fairy Garden is surprisingly closer to hell than the world you were originally in.'

'If you are going to start a lesson on the concept of dimension, please keep it short as I am afraid I will not understand it well.'

'Of course, I used my power because I wanted to convey my voice to my knight, but I didn't come to talk about such trivial things.'

Normally, I would have asked why I suddenly came, but now I had not talked to anyone other than Gloria for half a year.

So, without realizing it, I became focused on Asmodeus' voice. Meanwhile, Gloria came out from her bath and began to slowly dry her hair, and at the same time, the Great Devil whispered to me.

‘There’s nothing to hesitate about, right? This is a woman who came up to you to hug you, and a woman who is telling you that you don't have to take responsibility. What are you afraid of? Unlike a courtesan, she is a woman who knows the value of nobility. Looking at her beautiful appearance, I thought that your thoughts would be the same as mine, but I also cannot understand why you do not attack her.'

'... That's not the story.'

'Then what's the problem?'

'I refused because I didn't want her to think poorly of herself. The reason I felt reluctant to hug her at first may have been because I was afraid of the thought of having to take responsibility for her, as I had made up my own mind the moment I held her. 'I declined the offer because I didn't like how I didn't value it too much.'

'Hmm... I see. If that's the reason, I understand why you're worried.'

Before I knew it, I was talking, or more accurately consulting, with Asmodeus.

The Great Devil was not playing a devilish trick on me.

She was purely my counselor, and I was organizing my thoughts through conversations with her, not through conversations with Gloria, which was frustrating.

And Asmodeus, who heard all my thoughts,

A clear conclusion was drawn.

'I see. Well then, now look with your own eyes again.'

'What do you mean?'

'What are you talking about? 'I'm telling you to watch her.'

I turned my head after hearing Asmodeus' words.

I feel like the concept of time has disappeared.

Gloria must have taken a bath for quite a long time.

After finishing her bath, she came out and didn't even care about my gaze.

It will be so.

She realized that I did not see her as a woman, and if so, she did not perceive her body as a human being, but only as the body of a scholar in need of maintenance and cleanliness.

but,

Still, her face looked somewhat lonely and sad.

Before she knew it, Gloria had dried all her long hair that had reached down to her toes, and even untied all the ribbon-shaped artifacts that had been tied in her hair and placed them next to the bed.

She turned away from me, who was not moving, lay down on the bed, facing the wall, and hugged the blanket.

An action that normally I wouldn't have paid attention to.

For the past six months, she had stopped seeing me as a man, and I had also stopped seeing her as a woman, so all the personal spaces, including the bed and bathroom, were all in one space without any reason.

But all those spaces now looked different because Asmodeus told them to look again.

‘Now look. 'What is she to you now?'

'... It's Gloria.'

'I see. And again?'

'... And, the Avenger. An avenger who gives everything he has to kill the fairy queen.'

'Uhm... and?'

'... At the same time, he is a person who has lived a long life because he pursued the path of a scholar, experienced the pain of separation, and does not want to experience it anymore.'

'okay. and?'

'and...

And she,

Just hurt,

'She's just a woman who needs someone to heal her.'

Sigh-

It seemed like he heard Asmodeus laughing.

But at the same time I knew.

That's because my thoughts changed, it wasn't Asmodeus's trick.

She just guided me.

So that I can notice the difference between the Gloria I was talking about a little while ago, who gave me a suggestion as a scholar, and the current Gloria, who is deeply hurt.

So the Great Devil is,

The devil whose theme is lust,

The devil who loves everything in the world is-

The only thing she did was to whisper at the end to her beloved me, to hug another human being she loved.

‘Then go. Go and heal her broken heart.'

‘Is that okay? Do you think I deserve it?'

‘Then isn’t it? Didn't you already get permission from the first woman you fell in love with? To those who seek salvation-'

'-Salvation.'

‘You know very well. So, you just have to go. The reason you guys were at odds a little while ago was simply because you weren't looking at each other properly.'

'... But Gloria chose solitude because she knew the pain of separation-'

'So that means it's even better. Still not sure? You can be whoever she wants to be. You are a mentally ill person. You have an indefinite lifespan. Even if you die, you will be resurrected. That means-

To a woman named Gloria who has a long life as an alchemist, you have a much longer lifespan than her and can stay by her side forever.'

'...!'

After listening to Asmodeus, I realized something.

What the Great Devil said is the opposite of what Gloria said.

Gloria told me that I didn't need to take responsibility, but Asmodeus reminded me that the responsibility I had to shoulder was one that only I could bear.

Gloria is a strong woman.

At the same time, she is a weak woman.

There's only one thing she needs.

Resolving the causes of loneliness.

The reason she did not want to treat herself as a human being was because she was afraid of the loneliness that would inevitably come one day, which she would have to embrace the moment she became human.

However, if there is a way to resolve the cause of her loneliness, she will be able to exist as a human being and a woman again.

'ruler. So, my article. This is the child I love. Go, go and make that lonely, sad woman human.'

'...'

'Tell me how you feel, apologize, and tell me you love me.'

'... Do you really think I love her?'

‘You may not have been like that before, but aren’t you like that now? 'I've been with her, I've known her, I've thought so deeply about her, and if this isn't love for her, what else is love?'

If you look at it in detail, it may be sophistry.

There must be a loophole somewhere in the Great Devil's words that he thought this deeply because I love Gloria.

But I didn't have time to think about that.

I looked at the bed and saw Gloria sleeping, curled up, hugging the blanket, and staring at the wall.

To me, who until a little while ago could not see her as a human being,

As Asmodeus said, she is now just a wounded woman.

Then, setting aside whether this is really love or not,

Right now I

All I could think was to hug her.

'okay. Go ahead. Then that's it. Because you are a kind person. You can't watch people who are suffering. So, you are the knight I love, and at the same time, you are the sword of God that picks up the discarded things.'

Asmodeus' words were no longer heard.

Jerk.

Jerk.

Jerk.

Jerk.

I slowly approached the bed where Gloria was sleeping,

dump.

I sat down close to her back.

And I,

“... What's going on?”

Her face turned her head slightly when she sensed my presence.

When I saw that his eyes were slightly red-

...Pook-

“... Eup?!”

He faced her face and pressed his lips to hers.

        
            Gloria changed into a white dress that she often wore while sleeping instead of the black dress she usually wore.

I walked closer to her, who was lying on the bed with her golden hair flowing carelessly, and sat on her back-

Hehe.

Churrup!

Tsk!

gulp...

He bent down and kissed Gloria, swirling her insides with his tongue.

Although Gloria was taken aback by my sudden kiss, and especially by the deep kiss, she surprisingly did not resist.

Tsk...

“... Paha-”

I kissed her deeply once and then pulled away for a moment to catch my breath.

... pop.

Then, a drop of saliva that had not been collected between her lips and mine fell, and the saliva that I didn't know whose belonged to fell down her neck that was lying underneath me.

And looking at her confusion, I decided to tell her everything I wanted to say.

“... I'm sorry. Gloria.”

“... What do you mean?”

“I didn’t treat you like a girl, and I said that without even looking at you directly.”

flinch!

When Gloria heard me, she trembled and turned her head with sad eyes.

Then she raised her right hand to cover her mouth and answered without looking into my eyes.

“... I asked what he meant. No, it's okay. Because it was all true.”

“It’s true...”

“Before I was a woman, I tried to make myself not be seen as a human being. Even if you are treated like that, there is no reason for you to blame yourself for something that you earned yourself.”

Even though she apologized, she started belittling herself.

My self-esteem has long since fallen to rock bottom.

No, rather than saying she fell to rock bottom, she beat herself up by saying that she was only showing what she wanted, as she had never wanted to be seen as a human being by others in the first place.

But I didn't want her to underestimate herself anymore.

“... No. Now, I definitely see you as a woman.”

“...!”

When I grab her hand, look her in the eye, and try to talk her back, Gloria gets angry.

“Don’t make me miserable anymore! I am not a woman, nor am I a human! I am just a being who wants to be perfected as a scholar and an observer of humans! If you are doing this on purpose to atone for my mistake by pitying me, I can't help but be angry now!”

Swish!

Sigh!

She threw the pillow under her head at me, and it hit my face and fell to the side, but of course it didn't hurt.

Gloria realized what kind of behavior she was taking because I told her that I would no longer see her as a woman.

Therefore, now that she was hurt, she misunderstood that I was coming to her bed out of sympathy for her and wanted to hug her, and she became displeased.

So I got closer to her, cleared up the misunderstanding, and told her why I came to see her as a woman later on.

“That’s not it.”

“... What?”

“I’m not saying that I decided to embrace you out of pity.”

Put your hand on Gloria's cheek.

I turned her face with tears in her eyes to look at me, put my other arm around the back of her waist while she was lying down, and then-

Come on!

He stood her up, hugged her, placed his lips close to her ear, and said.

“You might ask me if I'm crazy, but I felt love from the self-deprecating way you were showing me right now.”

“What-”

Gloria struggles.

“If you want to swear, swear. But I won't lie. I definitely couldn't find you attractive a little while ago, but now you seem attractive enough to me.”

“... That’s rude.”

“Still, I can’t help it. Because I like you and I don't want to lie. Try it. Since Gloria can read my thoughts, she would know that what I am saying is not a lie.”

I convey my true feelings to Gloria.

Now, I definitely find Gloria lovely.

She always seemed like a person who was confident and yet somewhat blind.

When I saw her confronting me across the table a little while ago, I wasn't attracted to her at all.

But it was different now.

Now, I find it so beautiful to see her broken down.

Tears forming in the eyes.

His eyes are still red, probably because he cried quietly in the bathroom.

My body is curled up as if my heart is sore and stuffy.

And even her body looked pitiful and defenseless as she changed into a white nightgown instead of her usual black dress.

All of it was lovely.

Then, as if she had read my thoughts, she curled up closer to me, showing no sign of trying to escape, and asked,

“... You seem to want to conquer me. Is that your preference?”

Gloria asks what I like.

She probably thought there was more sadism lurking in me than I thought, and she asked me questions to confirm it.

But I told her that her reasoning was wrong.

“No. Not my taste.”

After giving a short answer, I brought my mouth closer to her ear,

Bite-

flinch!

He bit her ear cheek lightly with his fangs and then answered.

“This isn't really my type of thing, but the Gloria I knew, and the side you're showing now, is the same way the Gloria I've been watching next to you for half a year since coming here shows, so I like it.”

“... That's false. A little while ago, you said that you don't like women who look this devastated.”

“That's what I said because I was taken aback by the sudden proposal a little while ago and couldn't see your true self and only saw a shell of you. I apologize.”

“... From the beginning, he never once saw me as a woman, and even during the six months he spent here, he only thought about the women left over there every single day.”

“That's how I love the people around me. Even though I saw my true self, I decided to be kind to people who approached me thinking they wanted to be with me all the time, and that I would never betray them and not turn a blind eye to them.”

“... But even though you made that decision, are you saying that I now look like a woman?”

“So, I hope Gloria is happy too. You are the first woman I felt like holding.”

I didn't lie.

The women I have hugged so far.

Thistle, Hwarim, Ennin, everyone.

To me, the people who gathered around me were women who thought that just being by my side was enough, and that if I went out of my way to say that I wanted to have a physical relationship, I might hurt them or make other people's relationships awkward.

But they were aware of my thoughts, and yet they were the ones who approached me first and hugged me.

But Gloria was different.

The girl in my arms right now was the first girl I desperately wanted to hug.

It's not that my affection for other people has cooled.

I just felt love for her in a different way than other people.

and-

“...”

I deliberately didn't say all of those thoughts out loud so she could see into my head, and Gloria, who read them calmly, realized that I hadn't told a single lie.

So now, I need time to give her an answer.

“...”

I slowly move away from my ear and look at Gloria's face.

sparkle-

She still had a tear hanging from her eye, but she was looking at me with a blush on her face and a slightly happy smile.

So, before my eyes, there were no more alchemists or scholars.

I don't know how many years have passed since she received my sincerity, but Gloria, who has returned to being a woman, looks at me and says.

“... If that's the case, fine.”

“... Yes.”

“I told you that much, but I was rejected once, but if you came to me... I would be willing to accept it.”

“... You don't have to beat yourself up that much. Because you are attractive enough right now.”

“Ugh...”

Although she frowned, Gloria's arms seemed to be not in a bad mood and hugged my neck.

and,

side!

This time, she took the initiative and kissed me lightly, and Gloria stood up and spoke into my ear.

“I will keep my promise, as I said it first. Just because you hugged me, you don’t have to take responsibility.”

“... Yes.”

“Instead, you should please me just as much.”

“Okay.”

“Since you said you looked back because you felt love from me, let me at least make you feel like a woman, not as an obligatory move to share your soul.”

“Any amount.”

“...”

“...”

No more words were needed.

Ha-eup-

Gloria closed her eyes and kissed me, and I also pushed my tongue inside her.

Chureup-

Tzurp-

“Haaa... Eup-”

Wrap your tongue around it a few times, drop it again, stick it tightly, and then come out.

“... Will you take it off?”

Gloria, whose fever soon rose, raised her arms slightly, and I placed my hands on her waist.

Slurp-

From bottom to top, grab the hem and roll it up to remove the white dress.

Then what you see is-

“... You don’t have a bra?”

“... Because it's just frustrating.”

It was a pure white chest with nothing on, with golden hair hanging down as a veil.

I didn't know until now.

That she wasn't wearing underwear.

It wasn't just the top.

There were no bottoms either, and Gloria was naked just by taking off one piece of her pajamas.

“... I guess you never once thought of yourself as a woman even when you were with me.”

“But didn’t you realize it only now? It's normal for everyone.”

He chuckles at her words and puts his hand on her waist again.

Wiggle-

“Ugh...”

It must have been a really long time since someone touched her body, and she was very surprised by my touch that relaxed quite a bit.

“... It seems like it's been over 100 years since I remember touching another person other than shaking hands.”

“Jokes too. What about Farewell?”

“... I know you're excited, but don't keep trying to win everything over.”

“Hahahaha... I'm sorry. Because of my personality.”

Gloria reads my thoughts and makes excuses, saying whatever she can.

In fact, I could tell without even having to say it.

She considered herself a scholar and the head of a group.

Even though she had taken off all of her underwear under the black dress she usually wore, everyone who met her just admired her beauty and aura, but did not try to do anything more than that.

The moment people see her, they find their ideal in her atmosphere, and no one can see the real Gloria.

But I am different now.

Her naked body.

her real self.

everything about her.

Rather than being Gloria, who presents a fantasy to the guests who come to her, her decision to return as a woman and show her true self to me.

The Gloria in front of me right now is the real Gloria, and I was nervous as it had been a long time since she had treated another person like that.

“... Lee Lim.”

“Yes.”

He seemed unconfident.

“How am I now?”

        
            Gloria asked with a trembling voice how she looked.

I look at Gloria at her words.

“...”

The golden eyes are full of anxiety,

Her straight hair was covering her body, as if she were hiding herself from being insecure about her body.

She was sitting neatly on the bed, her legs were fully closed, and both arms were hanging down, one covering her chest and the other covering her stomach.

New liquid... New liquid... New liquid... New liquid...

I could feel that she was anxious by the sound of her breathing more heavily than usual and the way her upper body rose and sank loudly.

Thump-thump-thump-thump-thump-

Her heartbeat, which was pounding at a rapid pace, indicated that she was anxious and excited at the same time.

Gloria put down herself as a woman and showed only beauty tailored to those who came to see her.

So, she was a little afraid because she didn't know whether she was really beautiful based solely on my own standards reflected in my eyes, and she didn't know how good she was as a woman.

The reason I'm hugging her is because I don't think I can manage my current self at all, but I'm just intoxicated by the atmosphere I've created and I like it so I'm trying to hug her.

So I-

He spoke to a woman who had lost her self-esteem and confirmed to her how beautiful she was.

“... It’s pretty.”

side.

As he gets closer, Gloria closes her eyes, and he places a kiss on her eyelids.

“It’s beautiful. Even if compared to any other dancer.”

Slurp-

Next, I took the golden hair that covered my body, pulled it back with my hands, and buried my face in the crook of her neck.

side.

flinch!

After that, he kisses her collarbone once more, then looks straight into her vague eyes that appear when she raises her head and talks to her.

“Be confident. Gloria. You will be seen as a beautiful woman wherever you go. Because you are attractive enough to me as you are, not because you were deliberately made to look lonely.”

“... Really?”

“Not really. Gloria said... yes. It’s as beautiful as a statue.”

“... What statue?”

“Of course, a statue like the goddess of love.”

“... I'm a bit embarrassed to express it. It's hard to understand.”

“Actually, I also said this and thought this was not right.”

“...”

“...”

“... Fuhu-”

“... big-”

““Puhahahahahahaha-!””

We both laugh.

Gloria laughs.

He was laughing so happily, as if he had never cried before.

It was beautiful too.

Even though she was devastated, she was beautiful, but I still like the smiling face of a woman better.

Of course, I'm not saying that I like any woman as long as she smiles. It's just that the Gloria I know is happier because she puts everything else aside and smiles just as a woman.

“Haha, hahaha... Hahahahaha... Okay. thank you. Thank you so much. For telling me I’m beautiful.”

“It’s not an empty word.”

“Yes. I know. All-”

“Because I can read it?”

“... Yes. Sorry.”

“No. are you okay. If only I could convey my feelings to you like that.”

“...”

After laughing for a while.

Kkook-

Gloria no longer covered herself, but stretched out her arms and hugged me.

And to add to that, he opened my chest and-

Mulkyung-

I felt my heart beating against his own heart.

Exciting-

Exciting-

Exciting-

Exciting-

Gloria speaks in a state where each other's heart sounds resonate.

“... Let me tell you, you are not my first time.”

“... I guess so. You've lived a long time.”

“The reason why I became an alchemist was because I fell in love with the man I loved after seeing him devote himself to alchemy, thinking it would be an excuse to talk to him.”

This was unexpected.

She seemed to have been an alchemist since birth, but in fact, the reason she became an alchemist was because she had a crush on another man.

“That man was also a man with a very serious scholarly temperament, so I, who had nothing and had just entered the path of an alchemist, had to make great inventions, discoveries, and creations to make him look back. So at some point, I decided to go beyond just using alchemy as a means to meet him and devoted myself to studying it, and then I finally started to come into that man's eyes. After that we became rivals.”

Gloria leans her face against my chest and tells us old stories.

“Sometimes we praise each other, sometimes we criticize each other, and then no one has to be the first to apologize. Hold hands and study together. I lived like that.”

“... Is that so?”

“Yes. It was really fun. I felt like I could uncover all the secrets of the world with that man, and I had nothing to be afraid of.”

Gloria's voice spoke comfortably.

While she was in my arms, she closed her eyes and smiled happily while reminiscing about the past, but then her expression changed as if she had never been like that before, and she spoke in a sad voice.

“Then the time came. We just kept researching like idiots, so we didn't know each other.”

“... What?”

“He told me that at some point I was no longer old, and that I was so old that I couldn't compare to when he first fell in love.”

Gloria says she doesn’t know either.

From what experiment he became immortal.

So, she went through a breakup.

“In the end, the man lay in a hospital bed in such a state that he could no longer continue his research, and I stayed by his side and looked after him for about a month before sending him off.”

Two alchemists who fell in love with a man and fell into the madness of alchemy research, treating each other as rivals and partners.

They reached their final destination with death separating them.

I could still see on her face how much she loved that man.

So, it is said that Gloria decided to live a lonely life from then on.

In order to no longer experience the sad separation brought about by the limitations of the concept of lifespan, from now on she just becomes a bystander and watches the future that other humans are creating.

Gloria made that decision and ended up here now.

No matter how much she was like that, she couldn't help but regret her past choices, so she told me the whole story of that time while holding it in my heart.

“... I regretted it immensely. At that time, all I did was hold his hand. I never thought my first love would end there. Since we knew each other's feelings so much, it wouldn't have been difficult to get them into bed. Rather than taking the time to do something like that, we were the idiots who wanted to at least once verify the research and show off the results to others.”

“... Yes?”

Then I noticed something strange in her words.

“I said I should have tried it. I said that I was really foolish back then, when I was so obsessed with research that I lost sight of my original purpose and was just having fun -”

“No, wait a minute. All I did was hold hands?”

“... Huh? Uh, yes.”

“... I said it wasn't the first time, right?”

“... That’s right.”

“Then doesn’t that mean there is someone else besides that guy?”

“... Isn’t it? What part of what I said is being interpreted that way? You weren't the first time I fell in love with another man.”

I feel something at odds with her words.

Even when I touched her body, all she did was tremble as it felt like I was touching a place that no one else had touched for the first time in a long time.

Even when we kissed, she accepted my tongue more skillfully than I expected.

All of her gestures were those of a woman who had quite a bit of experience with men, but Gloria herself said that she had never even attracted a man into bed.

Then Gloria, who read my thoughts and realized what questions I had, gave me clear answers to them.

“... Ah, actually, the sexual aspect is pretty good, so I was able to solve it on my own...”

“... Yes?”

“... I once made a doll. A doll for relief. The size I like, the right size, yes...”

Glory confesses.

It is said that he made a doll.

A sex doll.

A doll that moves as she controls it and plays the role of a man.

“... Ah, maybe that's why. For some reason, even when I met that guy, I didn't think about what would happen if he dragged me into bed, but that was because I always resolved everything with a doll before I actually went to meet him... Hahaha-”

“...”

“... Why?”

“Oh, no. In some ways, it's amazing.”

Thanks to this, she was able to focus on her research.

faithfully.

I worked really hard-

So much so that she couldn't attract the man who started alchemy into her bed.

Then it was clear.

That means she has never slept with anyone other than a doll.

As for her sexual experience, she carefully adjusted the doll to her standards as a beginner and stretched it out in front of me, claiming that she had some experience.

So I thought that maybe tonight's sleepover would be my way of leading her.

“... In that case, I guess I should take the lead.”

“Huh? Are you saying that I was thinking of attracting you when I had no sexual experience?”

“It is exactly as you said.”

And Gloria laughed at my words and insisted that she was not such a weak woman.

“Hmm- Well. Looking at it this way, the doll you made back then was an incredible masterpiece? I'm worried now. I wonder if you can keep up with even half of that doll... Ugh?!”

“That’s it. Well then, let’s compare. Who is better?”

Flash!

dump-

He put his hand around Gloria's waist, who was playing with her mouth, and laid her down on the bed.

“... Okay. I'll look forward to it.”

“I don’t know how amazing the doll was. I will make you forget that memory completely.”

“Hehe- Yes. Yeah...”

Gloria, who seemed quite confident, and I, who decided to give her a real ‘first experience’.

“... Then start again from the beginning-”

“Yes. Really from the beginning-”

side.

So we went back to the beginning and started kissing, using it as a signal to light up the night.

And that night, Gloria said, 'This can't be happening...! 'It's a feeling that can't be felt at all with a doll!'

Although he felt a bit foolish, he kept making cute noises and eventually passed out on the bed.

        
            Eden, a floating island in the Fairy Garden dimension.

Eden is the only land that exists in the Fairy Garden dimension.

There are soul springs containing the souls of fairies and fairies in the four directions of the floating island, east, west, north, south, and with the soul spring as the center, the floating island is divided into four continents.

Each continent is a size comparable to the territory of the human world's empire.

And in the center, bordering all four continents, there is a huge palace, and that palace is-

It is the residence of Titania, queen of the fairies.

A palace built in the shape of a dome.

The palace's ceiling is covered with a hemispherical roof.

To be more precise, it has been a long time since the roof of the palace was left open because the center of the hemisphere was shattered, making it more accurate to say 'there was.'

Thanks to this, the palace receives sunlight during the day and the moonlight illuminates the interior at night. Even though the interior of the palace has a torch on which to hang a torch and a chandelier that can hold hundreds of candles. They began to fulfill their role more than a thousand years ago.

However, there is no reason to worry that the sun's light will be obscured by clouds or the moonlight will be diluted, leaving the palace in darkness.

The dimension of the Fairy Garden exists only for fairies, and the queen does not like the sky to be cloudy, so although she may not know about other continents, the sun that falls over her palace is never obscured by clouds, and the moonlight also becomes full at any time. A magic was used to make it shine.

Therefore, the interior of Titania's palace was always blooming brightly with flowers, maintaining the appearance of a beautiful garden.

“Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha-!”

A woman's laughter echoes in that huge garden.

Laughter imbued with joy can be felt as a happy laugh, but the reason it is being made is laughter caused by sadism that is felt by tormenting others, so it makes anyone watching feel bad.

But no one can say anything to her.

As expected, the place she was in was a garden that someone had created just for her.

The huge palace with the garden was also a gift, so not only did it belong to her,

In the first place, beyond that, the entire dimension of this Fairy Garden is a space just for her-

There is no one in this world who can laugh at the laughter of [Titania, Queen of the Fairies].

“Hahahahaha... Ah, it's fun. It’s so fun.”

Clap clap clap clap-

The fairy queen, who had six butterfly wings and six wings on her back, laughed for a while, then shook off the tears in her eyes and clapped.

Clap clap clap clap-

The applause continued for a long time.

No one was listening, but it didn't matter.

This was because she had just performed the finale of the 'entertainment' she had planned for a long time, and the lingering pleasure was so satisfying that she gave herself a long applause of self-congratulation.

“Ha...”

Clap clap clap clap...

After clapping for a long time, Titania soon stopped clapping and stretched out her arms.

Knock-

Haeum-

A throne placed in the middle of the garden and the fairy queen sitting on it.

Titania's outstretched arm soon reached the golden plate at the end of the throne, and from there she plucked a piece of fruit from the offered bunch, plucking the entire stem and putting it into her mouth.

square-

It resembles a grape, but the color of the fruit is green, and although it is not purple, it is already ripe enough to be offered.

Soon, the moderately ripe flesh passed through the Queen's tongue and into her mouth, and was lightly broken into pieces by her teeth, and the sweet juice from it filled her mouth.

By doing such things, Titania feels vicarious satisfaction.

“It’s really, really fleeting. Human life is...”

And beyond the mirror she is looking at, a group of adventurers have just met a magical beast that they should never have met with their skills -

Her head was being smashed and eaten like the fruit she had put in her mouth just a moment ago.

A world that can only be reached by skipping several dimensions in the Fairy Garden.

The fairy queen was currently looking at the place through a huge mirror created in front of her.

Eat!

Pead deud deuk!

Kwazijic!

Quack!

Scenes of blood splattering, flesh flying, and bones being shattered.

The group of adventurers did not make a mistake.

The ranger in the party was a mid-level adventurer and a talented person who received scouting offers from numerous parties one after another. Nevertheless, he stayed on because he liked the current trend of the party, which prioritized the safety of the party no matter what request he took on.

So, it is natural that a group of adventurers, with a large party of about 20 people and a ranger who is a mid-level adventurer who can be said to have the highest level of skill, should never meet a large demon-

The reason for encountering a bipedal dragon wielding a huge piece of obsidian called ‘Spartan Drake’ in a hollow with no escape was entirely due to ‘Titania’.

“I tried so hard. How did you get here? You never knew that just one wrong step like this would lead to a series of mistakes, right?”

Titania trembled as she watched a party of about 20 mid-level adventurers being annihilated in just 10 minutes, leaving behind only one ranger who destroyed the party.

That's because Titania had already started to toy with them from the 'beginning' of the adventurer party, and now, 10 years later, we are finally seeing the fruits of that.

“It took a long time. We select interesting people one by one, make them meet at a bar as if it were a coincidence, form a party, and make them trust each other unconditionally.”

The party is a group of actors gathered by Titania.

The party, which included humans, beasts, and one fein, was a group of humans that she had had the fairies find and spot within appropriate conditions.

At the center of it all was the Ranger who made a big mistake this time.

Rangers have the divine protection to find a path to absolute safety.

To be precise, I was ‘mistaking myself for having divine protection’.

And that illusion is one that Titania took a long time to tame.

“He must have thought that he was a god-given power because he was faithful. You thought you were lucky. You probably thought that if you had that power, you could avoid putting others in danger. Everything, everything - without even knowing that it was the power I had given. Huhuhuhuhuhuhu...”

The ranger always had an unknown power following him, and from the time he just started working as an adventurer, there was a ray of light that would enter his eyes as he walked down the street.

And as he observed the light all the time, he noticed one rule.

Light suddenly appeared even in the darkness of deep caves, and by following the light that appeared at his feet, he was usually able to avoid traps or caves where demons were hiding, which were always extremely dangerous.

Then, without realizing it, the man thought that the god he served had given him blessings. Since silently bestowing small blessings without saying a word was a common practice among church members who serve the Red Purge in the Empire, he naturally prayed to the Red Purge, whom he always prayed for. He expressed his gratitude to the gods, thinking that one of the Purge gods had bestowed protection on him.

In addition to the power of divine protection, the ranger diligently honed and built up his skills as a ranger, becoming a mid-level adventurer and a scout for a large party of about 20 people.

And around that time-

At the same time that Titania was training the human rangers, the Spartan Drake that she had been raising from another place also finished growing.

Then she began the final performance of the entertainment.

That day, the ranger explored the ruins deep in the mountains with his party.

This time, a ray of light appeared at the feet of the man who was running ahead to fulfill his role as a scout in a damp, moss-filled ruins site, and of course, the ranger, who was always able to overcome various crises by following the divine protection as soon as it appeared, had no doubts. I moved forward without any hesitation and stepped on the thinnest part of the ruins -

...Warrr!

His entire party crashed due to a single mistake made by the Ranger, and ended up in a remote hollow where the Spartan Drake raised by Titania was waiting.

'Why...why on earth...God...what did I do wrong for you to throw me out like this...?'

“... Phew- Puhahahahaha!”

Titania laughs as she watches the Ranger with a broken leg have his comrades' heads ripped off one after another before his eyes.

thud!

Tduduk-

Wajijik- Wajijik-

The Spartan Drake, holding a sharp natural obsidian sword, did not eat the entire corpse of the adventurer like a gourmet, but only cut off the head and ate it, and it did not take long for it to be the ranger's turn.

Crrr-

Coo!

Coo!

Coo!

Coo!

It was time for Spartan Drake, who had enjoyed the gourmet meal, to take the Ranger's head.

'Is it now?'

Titania,

A ray of light shone in front of Spartan Drake.

“... What?”

OK,

... Crrr!

Drake roared loudly, turned his head and started walking in the direction where the light illuminated.

Even though there is food right in front of you that you can eat comfortably,

It's as if he absolutely trusts the light.

And that light,

It was the light that the Ranger had been watching for the past 10 years, and that had put his colleagues in danger a little while ago.

“... No way, no way - No. That can't be-”

Forgetting the pain of his broken leg, the ranger approached to grab the slowly fading light.

As if that couldn't be true, he believed that it must be a light informing him of his last chance to atone for his comrades.

but-

The wisdom and sense the man had accumulated over the years as a ranger were all correct.

“After training demonic beasts for over a thousand years, they have become very easy. At first, they were harder to control than humans, but now they've gotten there.”

Spartan Drake is also a magical beast raised by Titania.

The original Spartan Drakes were in groups of 5 to 6, but Titania ordered the fairies to search the human world and by chance discovered a young Spartan Drake that had been left alone as a child. Afterwards, it continued to show the demon beast the same light that was shown to the ranger and guided it to where the food was.

That's how Spartan Drake grew up following the light.

When it comes to trust, it goes beyond parents' ideals.

Light is a ray of divine guidance for demonic beasts.

So in the end, Titania showed the same light in front of the two beings she had tamed,

Following her guidance, Drake turned his back on the ranger and left the place to find another food -

... Pod!

“... Aaaa! Ahhh-!!!”

The ranger roared, forgetting the pain of his broken leg as he clutched the bloody dirt where the light had completely disappeared before his eyes before being caught by his hand.

That's all-

“Ahh... it was so much fun. Should we end this story here?”

These were all planned by the fairy queen Titania, who had been toying with a human man for over 10 years.

        
            Titania looked at the mirror and rested her chin.

“Now, I don’t need this.”

She was not interested in the story now that it was over.

The sight seen through the mirror is a human ranger lying on the floor, sobbing and crying.

And beyond that, Spartan Drake is walking towards the direction where the beam of light he created appeared.

Beyond ruining one human's life, it also wiped out a party of human adventurers, a party full of promising talents in the Empire that showed the prospect that all party members could become high-level adventurers in the future. I ordered it.

That's the fairy's joke.

The true 'pranks of fairies' are completely different from the standards of humans and the fairy tales that humans know, which say that fairies play 'pranks that cause trouble' for humans.

It's something Titania enjoys doing, and the fairies under her are doing the same thing.

Playing with humans.

I didn't even have to clean it up after it was done.

The end of fairy pranks is that they play pranks on humans and then naturally hide them.

Naturally, they make people think that the only pranks they commit are hiding things they love or throwing water on their heads, and they hide how terrible the things they actually do are -

It is a form of completely cutting off the victim's breathing at the end, or driving them crazy so that other humans do not believe them.

Titania has no doubt that the Ranger crawling beyond the mirror she is currently looking at will also experience the same thing, as she has done it countless times before.

A ranger with a broken leg roars like that, and at the end, while desperately crawling around the ruins to survive, he may meet another demon beast other than Spartan Drake and die.

Or rather, even if he is lucky enough to survive, he will live the rest of his life suffering from hallucinations of light, and even if he realizes the truth and claims that they died as a result of someone's prank, even if he realizes that it was actually fairies who played with him. Just looks at him pitifully.

As his profession was that of an adventurer, people only treat him as a person who often meets surviving rangers around him and who goes crazy and speaks gibberish due to the unfortunate and terrible experience of having his party wiped out due to his own mistake and surviving alone. .

Now, if the future that this ranger will reach is the former, then Titania, who has to properly conceal the information about the play she finished, naturally does not need to worry about him anymore, and even if it is the latter, people will still accept his story as a valid argument. Since the probability of being accepted is very low, it is enough to look at him once more after a dozen years or so and see what kind of life he is leading, to recall past entertainment and make himself laugh once again.

To that extent, all things happening in other dimensions are just entertainment for the fairies, looking through a mirror that reflects several dimensions beyond, and the fairies think that they are a high-ranking race several levels greater than humans.

That's right, fairies don't die.

Fairies who leave their souls in the 'Fountain of Souls' will only summon an empty body even if they are summoned from another dimension, and even if the fairies in Eden of the Fairy Garden meet a certain death, the fountain will disappear over time. It comes back to life from now on.

Perfect!

Pot!

Therefore, Titania had no business with the Ranger anymore, so she made the mirror disappear.

Even though it was a toy she had been playing with for over 10 years, she did not have the slightest attachment to it and simply snapped her fingers to erase her interest in the ranger crawling on the ground.

“Hmmmm...”

So after that, the thought that came to mind was what kind of prank I should come up with next.

Now that Titania has finished a play that she has been putting on for a long time as a director, the other fairies bring her-

While eating the 'fruits that only grow in the Fairy Garden', which can be found not only in his palace but also anywhere in the Fairy Garden dimension, a memory came to mind as he held them in his fingers.

'right. Now that I think about it, I see that woman of mixed race between a demon and a human. I didn't really see the end of the story that person was creating. What's the problem? 'It's not like the mirror isn't working properly.'

What she remembered was a human woman who had been playing a few months ago, or by her standards, a few days ago, but suddenly stopped appearing in the mirror.

In the human world, I thought of a woman called a 'trickster' with black, light-colored hair at the ends, who was not exactly human but half-human and half-horse.

It was a seed that she had sown for quite some time.

Titania, who had time left, came up with a trick when the ancient kingdoms still existed and created an old book as if it were a book of medicine made in that era and dropped it into the human world. The book of medicine was preserved under her protection, so it remained intact for a long time. While wandering around the world.

Thanks to this, there were quite a few people who bought a lot of money thinking it was a pharmacy book containing recipes for ancient medicines and suffered losses.

However, Titania, whose only entertainment is toying with humans, and who also likes to bring about destruction in various ways at the last moment, did not create the book of medicine just to play that kind of prank.

Titania believes that the most interesting part among the medicine recipes contained in the book is the method of making medicine that can be made only by pouring one's entire life into it, using the hope of a limited target. People who may not be interested, but who must somehow get their hands on the medicine, have included fake recipes that will make them run desperately.

And there-

Among the mixed blood of demons and humans, a human woman who had the appearance of a human and inevitably could not live past the age of 20, and who perfectly fit the conditions of the elixir she had falsely written down, was caught.

Of course, Titania did not let her face misfortune right away.

There was no need to do that in the first place.

The human woman was desperate and worked tirelessly to heal her body.

And in the end, she succeeded in getting all the ingredients for the fake cure, and in the end, all she had to do was get her hands on the fruits that the fairies eat, which are spread out in the fairy garden.

So at that time, Titania invited all the fairies who lived in the trees near her palace to the palace and made them her audience and enjoyed it.

Every time a letter came from humans through a magic device called Artillery, they laughed at it and exchanged opinions about what kind of item to send, and until the last opportunity came, they viciously and deliberately acted as if they did not understand their request, and He giggled as he stuffed fruits that only grow in the Fairy Garden into his mouth.

And the prank continues, and at the moment of the last opportunity to start the artillery, Titania sees that in response to the humans' request, a fairy takes the form of a fruit that does not exist in the human world, rather than the fruit they wanted. I thought it was interesting to hear the idea of sending bug eggs, so I adopted it.

like that-

They responded to crush humans' last hope, and humans were fooled by the bug's eggs.

but,

A problem arose there.

The human woman's group who took the fruit disappeared.

The unknown giant tower that the woman's group entered was distorting the powers of Titania, including the fairies, and everyone could not help but laugh at the results.

That was the end.

In the end, no matter how much power she used, the mirror could not reflect the inside of the tower, and the queen, who became upset, bit the fairies around her and reflected the image of the ranger she had been playing with again.

And after that, Titania and other fairies had many pranks going on at the same time as revenge, so the queen and the fairies believed that the reason the mirror Titania had made at the time could not reflect the inside of the tower was due to temporary power. I thought it happened because of the ups and downs.

Whilick-

“... That's strange? Why doesn’t it always go my way?”

However, Titania remembered that and swung her arm to reveal the inside of the tower, but this time again she was unable to see inside the tower.

...Click-

It was a time when Titania bit her fingernails for the first time in hundreds of years because she didn't like it.

“W- Queen! Titania! We’re in big trouble!”

“... Big trouble?”

When she waved her arms, a fairy whose body disappeared without leaving a single trace of ashes flew by eagerly, even at the risk of incurring her wrath, and conveyed her danger.

“... Big deal? Is it a big deal? In this fairy garden?”

“Yes, yes! It’s a really big deal!”

“... You'll have to say it straight. And, if it's not really a big deal, I'll immerse you in the Well of Souls for about 500 years.”

“Heeek...?!”

A fairy who appeared in the garden with an urgent expression stopped flapping its wings at Titania's words and fell flat on the floor.

However, despite this, the fairy did not stop gathering courage and telling the queen about the danger approaching the Fairy Garden.

“So, what’s the big deal?”

That's because what just happened in the Fairy Garden was a major event that could bring about a huge crisis in the dimension itself where the fairies live.

“Actually... on the eastern continent-”

“Eastern continent? Why the eastern continent?”

“... The soul spring of the eastern continent has been polluted.”

“What?”

like that-

...

...

...

The time when the fairy who had gone to deliver the news to Titania that the Well of Souls had been contaminated was lying down in the garden and reporting the incident to their queen in a fearful voice.

Crash.

Jing!

Jing!

The southern continent of Fairy Garden.

The Abyss is a continent where fairies never want to set foot, except when they come to abandon the fairies that keep spreading throughout the continent.

The door to Gloria's workshop, which was built between the hills in the middle of it, opened, and a man came in, lightly ringing the bell on the door.

“I went there. Gloria.”

“Welcome. Lee Rim.”

Click.

As soon as Irim entered the workshop, he put down the empty bottle on the table, and Gloria, seeing the bottle with not a drop of content left, approached Irim and-

side.

I wrapped my arms around his waist, kissed him lightly, and asked him if the job was done well.

“So, it looks like the work of sprinkling ‘poison’ into the well of soul has ended well?”

“Yes. It ended easier than I thought. Gloria was right. Since none of the fairies care about the fairies moving, I was able to mix in with them and reach the spring safely.”

Sigh-

Gloria was delighted at Lee Rim's words, took his clothes, hung them on the wall, wrapped her arms around his waist once again, and kissed him briefly.

side.

“Well done. And thank you for your help. Now... this is the beginning.”

“Yes. It was long. really. And now I finally feel it. at las-

Now that I can start taking revenge.”

It was exactly three years since Lee Rim and Gloria hid in the Fairy Garden.

The two people are on the eastern continent of Eden, a floating island in the Fairy Garden, and release the 'poison' they have been researching into the soul fountain there -

They announced their presence to Titania, the fairy queen who rules the Fairy Garden dimension, and declared war.

        
            It has been three years since I lived at Fairy Garden.

And today, for the first time, it came to fruition.

A poison created by Gloria just for fairies.

[mistletoe]

It looked like a long glass bottle with a small golden twig inside and a yellow liquid inside.

The secret is that Gloria made it using the topaz she received from Farewell, and the poison she made was infiltrated deep into the continent where the fairies live and thrown into the souls of the fairies and fairies mixed turbidly in the well of souls. In an instant, the souls of the two beings become so distinct that even the human eye can clearly distinguish them.

Even though I first received it after hearing that it was poison, all I could appreciate was that the yellow liquid and golden twigs contained in the glass bottle looked similar to a miniature version of soaked liquor rather than dangerous substances.

So, I listened to Gloria explain to me what role the medicine in my hand would play, but when I looked at its effectiveness, I thought it was not that great of a medicine, but Gloria said that was not the case.

'If you throw this into the spring, you'll be able to clearly distinguish the spirits of the fairies, right? But is there any reason to be a threat simply by doing such an act? Gloria said that you can't cut their souls with just a sword imbued with magic or divine power. Did you say you need the power of concepts? For some reason.'

'Of course, it may be difficult to understand, but it is clear that they have no choice but to accept this as a huge fear. For now, as research on these creatures is lacking, the only thing we can do right now is to create a poison that can distinguish their souls. However, research will continue, and the fairies who see their individual souls floating in the spring can potentially claim their immortality. 'You have no choice but to live with the possibility of sexual deprivation sitting in a corner of your mind.'

'The possibility of being deprived of immortality...'

'okay. The reason fairies distinguish between themselves and humans as upper and lower races is because of their immortality. What we did was touch on that fundamental part.'

'So this thing called mistletoe makes that possible?'

'yes. Fairies are beings who have not experienced death for thousands of years. The Soul Fountain in the middle of the Continent contains tens of thousands of souls of fairies and fairies. Therefore, they will never truly die as long as their souls are so murky that they cannot be completely distinguished within the well. In that case, it is a poison exclusively for those who touch it.'

The power of topaz still has the property of shrinking the soul, even long after the ancient being's death.

Then we turned it into medicine and threw it into the Well of Souls.

so-

The fairies have no choice but to experience anxiety for the first time since they realize that a foreign substance has entered the spring and that it is a 'poison' with the power to shrink souls.

In the existing state of the turbid soul fountain, it is not known whose soul the fountain contains, so unless someone completely destroys the fountain, the fairies lose their bodies even if they die.

Even if fairies lose their bodies, they can be resurrected as long as their souls stored in the Well of Souls are intact, and the Queen of Fairies does not allow a being with that much power to invade the dimension of the Fairy Garden. These were fairies who thought they were safe.

However, the moment the fairies, who thought that true death would never come to them for that reason, looked into the spring of souls where each soul had been separated by the mistletoe scattered, the souls of the fairies and fairies stored in the spring were lost. When you see everything being divided one by one, you can't help but be afraid as you realize that your soul is left alone and defenseless.

'First of all, this plan should be viewed as a success, but the ultimate goal has not been reached. 'There was no soul that appeared to be Titania's soul in the Well of Souls on the eastern continent.'

'huh. Gloria said that since the power of a fairy as big as Titania is on a different level from that of other fairies, the souls of other fairies must be of a gigantic size that cannot be compared, so the moment the poison is released into the well of soul, it will be recognized immediately. No matter how much I looked, there was no soul that looked like it belonged to the queen.'

‘Isn’t it easy after all? But it is something that cannot be blindly trusted. 'The method of searching for the Queen's soul that we are currently taking is not a perfect method, but is based on a hypothesis that I believe may be closest to the truth among the hypotheses I have developed.'

'Then what other hypotheses were there?'

'The problem is whether it is true that the soul of a fairy queen like Titania is locked in the spring of souls on each continent, just like the other fairies under her command... This is difficult to verify. 'It's difficult.'

'Don't be too hasty. 'There's still plenty of time.'

'... okay. Now, I guess you're right. done. Anyway, time will solve the problem. Now that we have declared war on the fairies, we will be able to uncover the truth by observing their reactions and gathering more information. There's plenty of time, so you don't have to worry about it right now.'

like that-

Fortunately, we achieved success in our first Fairy Garden.

The declaration of war was successfully completed by releasing a poison optimized to shake the spirits of the fairies into the fountain of souls, which could be said to be their sanctuary.

Of course, the completion of the mistletoe was entirely the result of Gloria's three years of research, but throwing it into the Well of Soul was purely my job, so it's not like I didn't do anything.

After taking the poison from Gloria, I was anxious about being discovered by the fairies before I even arrived at the Well of Souls.

However, surprisingly, the reason the task was not that difficult was because of the helpers who helped me easily access the Soul Well in the middle of the continent, which was crowded with fairies, centered around their respective residences.

'Anyway, the fairies' help was really great. I knew that all the fairies were so busy preying on humans that they wouldn't pay attention to the movements of fairies passing by, but I couldn't believe they were this indifferent.'

Gloria and I looked for a suitable one among the fairies abandoned in the Abyss, the continent where our workshop is located.

One of the guys I found was a fairy with extremely voluminous body hair and looked like a giant goat with eight legs and a lightning-shaped horn on its head.

And the guy had fur so thick that even if I climbed on its back and hid in its fur, it wouldn't be noticeable at all, so it was possible to hide my appearance.

So I-

It lay flat on Fairy's back, hid behind its body hair, and moved slowly, very slowly, towards the depths of the eastern continent.

It took a long time, but I was willing to do whatever it took to make the plan work.

And the goat-shaped fairy is someone who has a relationship of trust with us.

I don't know if it's because he looks like a goat, but he was more interested in the vegetables in the field than the other fairies. As we continued to feed him carrots and cabbage, he began to follow our lead.

Today was the day that I returned after throwing the mistletoe into the Well of Soul after taking so long to reach the center of the eastern continent that it could be said that my patience had reached its end.

Shoot!

Sweet!

Pop...

“Phew...”

When I turned off the water after showering for the first time in two weeks, I felt like I was alive.

No matter how much they say that the fairies are just annoying no matter where they shoot and don't want to touch them, I couldn't help but feel anxious as I was lying on their backs and lying down close to them, fearing that they would find out I was there.

I was constantly sleeping with my eyes open in a tense state as I entered and exited the heart of these guys. It felt like I had been holding my breath for two weeks and was finally exhaling.

“...”

I had just finished taking a shower and came out.

'Gloria - is she still busy?'

Gloria is sitting in front of an experiment table with magic devices that she still doesn't know how to operate, except for a few experiment tools whose purpose she knows because she helped her.

As soon as she came in, she greeted me and hurriedly sat down in front of the research table again. She looked busy as she had declared war on the fairies and now was the start of the real fight.

'... huh?'

But as I had just finished taking a bath, I felt a little helpless and stared blankly at her back, then realized that wasn't the case.

“...”

As I quietly look at her back, my eyes fall on the back of Gloria's neck, who is sitting in front of the laboratory table.

Her hair was full of artifacts that were usually disguised as ribbons, but even more than that, her hair was tied into a ponytail using a huge ribbon.

And what that different hairstyle from usual means to me -

It was a signal.

'... ah-ha, I see. Does that mean you were lonely while I was away?'

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Slowly approach Gloria.

Then her pen stopped.

She probably doesn't even notice that her pen has stopped.

However, she still did not look back.

widely!

The moment I stopped right behind her back, Gloria's body tightened slightly.

When viewed from behind, the shoulders are slightly raised, but Gloria probably doesn't think that was noticed.

but,

Shake-shake-

There was no way I hadn't seen her legs crossed underneath the chair, swaying back and forth.

So I just took a bath and put my warm hands on the nape of her neck -

chin.

flinch!

I whispered in her ear as she jumped slightly in place, startled by the sudden touch.

“... You were lonely alone, right? Gloria.”

“...”

Nod-

Gloria nodded without looking at me.

I can see her reddened ears.

Even though she was too embarrassed to face me, she answered my questions honestly and showed cute reactions one after another.

So I-

Flash!

“... Kyaaa?!”

I lifted her from the chair with all my might and headed straight to the bed.

dump-

Right after she and I lay down on the bed.

Gloria, who was right in front of me, was looking at me with her red face.

Then, she soon mustered up the courage to compliment me.

“... I really had a hard time. Lee Rim.”

“Yes.”

And immediately-

side!

Haeum-

We kissed briefly and then wrapped our tongues around each other.

Churrup- Churrup-

side!

“Haa...haa...”

The ponytail is-

It's a signal.

A signal for Gloria to attack him.

It had been three years, to be exact, half a year since I had held her for the first time, and the fact that she had tied her hair together was a promise between her and me that was formed during the time we spent in the Fairy Garden.

        
            “Ugh... Lee Rim- Below too...”

“Okay.”

Perhaps because they had not seen each other for a long time, Gloria seemed in a hurry.

It's been a long time since I took off my clothes and kissed them.

Today, as is her habit, she is not wearing underwear, and it is amazing how she keeps it that way even though she continues to sit on a chair, showing off the curves of her beautiful body without blocking them.

“Hmm...”

Her body lay down as if entrusted to me.

Afterwards, Gloria appeared to be slightly closing her eyes in a drowsy manner while being held in one of my arms, and when I saw that, I opened my mouth and-

...bite-

“Ugh...!”

When I bite her nipple, which is already stiff and erect in the center of her chest, she moans.

As you continue to caress your breasts, move your other hand downward.

OK-

Phew!

Soggy-

Grumbling...

As soon as I inserted my finger into the vagina between my legs, water started flowing out.

“... were you doing it alone?”

“... Yes. Because I can’t wait.”

Looking at my lower body, which was already very wet, it seemed that Gloria was sitting on a chair and soothing herself while I was washing.

“Just wait a little longer.”

“Still... I couldn't bear it. As soon as I saw it, my stomach started churning... Ugh... I can't say any more.”

As I began to stir the inside while admiring her shy appearance, it seemed like one finger wasn't enough.

so,

“Really? Then I guess I'll have to punish you.”

Add one more finger for bad Gloria who couldn't even wait properly.

Phew!

“Hmm...!”

Gloria trembled violently.

But it doesn't end there.

Sigh!

Jjueup-

Creak- Creak- Creak- Creak- Creak-

While sucking in the chest deeply, insert your fingers deep inside and continue to scratch as if you are scraping the upper wall.

“Hmm... There... I like it there... Hmm...!”

Gloria's moaning continues.

Now I know everything.

Gloria likes it when you deeply suck on her breasts while licking her nipples, and she even likes it when you scratch the upper part of the entrance to the inner wall of the vagina, and the lower part when you go further inside.

After living together for three years, we now know where each other likes.

“ Lee, Lee Rim... Now-”

“Yes. Okay.”

Gloria looks at me so I kiss her again.

Squeak! Squeak! Squeak! Squeak!

After kissing and stirring my vagina with my fingers for a while, Gloria wrapped her arms around my neck, and then-

“Huh! Hmm! Haaat?!”

Wow!

Gloria climaxes by biting my tongue with her teeth.

“... Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa...”

Gloria, who had trembled greatly, looked at me again with relaxed eyes.

and-

“... Lee Rim, tongue. Give it.”

“... Yes.”

I open my mouth wide and stick out my tongue, and Gloria licks it gently.

Clap- clap- clap- clap-

Grumble-

Haeum-

Lick tongue to tongue several times,

After sweeping it with your lips once,

Just wrap it around with all your might and bring it into your mouth.

At the same time, even though I had just left, I quickly felt hot again, and I thought that today would be a long day.

'They really like it when their tongues touch each other.'

It was always like that.

Gloria's erogenous zone may seem ordinary, but it is quite unusual. Her tongue was so sensitive that she climaxed mainly with her tongue.

I was just thinking about it, but Gloria makes excuses to me even though she is constantly devouring her tongue.

“Ugh... Because there are many medicinal ingredients used by alchemists... If you want to try consuming them yourself and find out what reactions occur in your body, it's better to be more sensitive than an average person's stomach... Hmm-◦ #◦

“... Either tell the story, or just keep licking your tongue.”

“Still... I don’t want to quit.”

Perhaps he has undergone some training or has taken a medicine that enhances his sense of taste to the extreme.

So, not only other parts of the body, but also the sensation inside the body is several times more sensitive than that of an ordinary person, so it was possible to climax only with the tongue.

but,

There is the tongue, but I also like Gloria's other hole more, especially the other hole, which I like better than the front hole we usually use.

'... Shall I touch it soon?'

This is when Gloria, who was so focused on her tongue, could no longer read my mind.

...soook-

“Hmm?! Now, wait a minute-!”

“Why?”

“ suddenly told me not to do it... I told you every time!”

“But if you don’t do this, Gloria will just lick her tongue forever.”

“Well, still-”

Wiggle-

“Keuuu...?!”

When I inserted my fingers into Gloria's ass, her body stiffened and tightened my fingers even more.

Ouch!

“Are you helping me?”

“I’m not helping you... It’s a natural reaction for any human being, right...!”

I blocked the fingers that were trying to dig in a little more by tightening my buttocks with all my might, and seeing that tight feeling and Gloria's embarrassed face, I felt like I was slowly becoming sadistic.

hip.

Of course, it is not a hole for sexual intercourse.

The anus is an excretory organ. Isn't there a saying that it's not something to play with?

but.

But still.

If you are a person who does not use the hole as an excretory organ in the first place and is only as clean as possible,

If it's the ass of an alchemist who has already solved the need for excretion a long time ago and has now slightly given up on humans who, like cats, vomit out small crystals produced inside their bodies once a year.

Although the area called the buttocks is not a place where erogenous zones are concentrated, Gloria has the characteristic that the inside of her body, including her tongue, is twice as sensitive as that of an ordinary person.

Even if it is used for purposes other than its original purpose, there is no reason not to use it as long as the above-mentioned disadvantages are gone.

“If it seems like it will be difficult, why not do it?”

“... That's not- but...”

So, when I speak into Gloria's ear, waving my finger inside her buttocks, she begins to accept me even though she is shy.

... Creak- Creak- Creak- Creak- Creak-

“Huh... Hmm... Hmm... Hah...”

Before I knew it, Gloria was looking down at me with her arms drawn to her chest, her legs wide open, and my fingers sliding in and out of her anus.

At the same time, I moved my body down to her legs and touched her anus with one hand, and at the same time brought the other hand to her vagina.

flinch!

The moment you touch the round object at the top where water is still flowing out with your finger -

“... Hmmmm-!!!”

Gloria reached her climax once again.

“Kkeutt... Phew... Phew... Haaa...”

She climaxed once again.

Since she is sensitive on the inside, it is possible to reach a climax, and in particular, the pleasure becomes possible in a way that cannot be compared to that of an ordinary person.

...Sleep-

Slurp-

Slurp-

Now that I've reached my peak once, I do it weakly this time.

He moves again and sits down near her waist, then runs his hand over her still trembling body.

Slurp-

Mulkyung-

Slurp-

Starting from the toes, sweep the palm of your hand upwards as if massaging her legs, massage her vagina with your hands once, and then move up again.

“Ugh... I just went there...”

“So, I treat you gently.”

Next, gently make a fist with your hand below the navel and then apply slight pressure and sweep up several times, causing her pelvis to shake from side to side.

‘Next, to the waist-’

After stroking the lower abdomen, place the palm of your hand on your lower back, sweep up, and caress your breasts.

Instead of touching the nipples that sank slightly after climax, wrap the breasts from the outside and sweep up to the inside of the valley to make the breasts stand up again.

Gloria got excited once again.

“... so skillful.”

Perhaps she was dissatisfied with that, but she made a loud noise as she felt ashamed of herself for begging me again even though she had clearly climaxed.

“Who told you what you wanted me to do in the first place?”

“No, of course I told you...”

All of these are her erogenous zones that Gloria revealed to me.

So no matter what excuses she made now, I had no intention of stopping.

That was when she climaxed once, twice, and was about to reach her third time.

“... Yes, yes. Let's drink some water. Aren’t you thirsty? Lee Rim-?”

When Gloria realized that this was the real deal, she got a little scared and tried to calm me down-

“No. I'm not particularly thirsty. But for now, I just want to focus on Gloria.”

Thump!

“Ugh, ugh... Well, still...”

“Spread your legs.”

“Uh, yes...”

Her brief protest was quickly suppressed by my slightly stronger response.

side!

Chureup-

Grumble-

“Huh...”

Give him a kiss and hold his waist with his arms.

Whilick-

When I turned her body around, Gloria lay down in front of me with her buttocks exposed.

It's hard to see because it's lying flat.

But there is a way.

“...”

Kuuk-

“Ugh...!”

If you hold Gloria's waist slightly firmly, she lifts her buttocks.

Then, you can see the wide open vagina and the buttocks that are half as wide as the finger entered just a moment ago.

Humiliating attitude.

but,

At the same time, Gloria's favorite posture.

It hasn't been long since I learned this much.

That she is the one who likes to be dealt with.

'There was a hint of that at some point, but it was really a coincidence that I found out about it.'

Three years, two and a half years to be exact, seemed like a long but short time, something I recently noticed by chance while in a relationship with Gloria.

At the moment just before the climax, the two of us who were making love were matching the rhythm as hard as we could on the bed, but my strength slightly lost and my balance was lost, and the moment I fell on top of her and dug deep inside her -

‘Hey, Lee Rim?! ... Now, wait! This, this... it's all at once...! Hahahahahahaha?!

It was at the same time that her body, including her arms, was completely crushed by me and she became non-resisting, and she had the biggest orgasm she had ever had.

So Gloria and I recently discovered her tastes.

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa...”

Although I haven't done anything yet, I grab Gloria's buttocks with both hands as she lies face down, showing her buttocks to me in a humiliating position.

slap!

“Hmm...”

Her moans were loud again, and I asked the back of her head.

“So, which one is better? Gloria?”

“...”

Then she hesitates.

I like both sides, but I can only do one side at a time.

So, she thought long and hard about many things, even though it was short, and at the end-

“... Well, then- to the front...”

“... Okay.”

The only time to express one's opinion has come to an end.

And I-

'Then, shall we go?'

Phew!

Sooo

“Hmm?! Lee, Lee Rim?! There...”

“Yes. It's in the back.”

He preempted even her last initiative and mercilessly put the items in the back.

Cry-cry-cry-cry-

As his hips try to push me out, he pushes me even deeper inside.

“Ahhh...”

She cries out at the paradox of the exit becoming the entrance, and excretion actually becoming suction.

And when her head was no longer able to think of anything, it slowly began to move.

...soook-

After comfortably leaning against the force of pushing,

...Wooo!

“Haaa?!”

Push in again, pushing through the internal pressure with all your might.

Soook.

Pooh wow!

Soook.

Pooh wow!

As you keep repeating this and increasing the speed, Gloria's breathing becomes heavier.

“Haang, haang, haang, haeuang-”

If you press your waist downwards, the inside of your buttocks will now feel better, comparable to the hole in the front.

Immediately after shaking my back for a while,

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa... That, Gloria.”

“Ugh! Hmm! Ugh, yes...!”

“Now-”

“... Yes. Hehehe- Come anytime.”

Just before the climax, the relationship of dominance and subordination ends, and the relationship returns to that of a lover.

Kuuk!

Finally, as she has always wanted, she gently holds Gloria's neck in her hands and lifts her upper body -

Ouch!

The ass, which had become a hole solely for sexual intercourse, is now tightening my dick as if it is giving it its last strength -

... I'm crying- I'm crying- I'm crying-

“Kaaa...”

At the same time as I ejaculated, Gloria also reached her climax.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“... Haaa-”

After pouring everything inside you, you will later be able to breathe properly.

“Hugh... Cough! Cough-!”

At the last moment, Gloria, who was lifted up by the neck, coughs.

Although it's worrying, it's the part she always pleads for at the end.

“... Hehe- Hehehehe- Hehehehehehehe-”

However, Gloria is satisfied only if she does it that far.

Immediately after ejaculating, I stroked her head, and she smiled brightly, stroked her neck that had been held by me, and came into my arms.

“... Was it good?”

“Yes! It was truly exhilarating!”

Is it because he did what she wanted at the last moment?

When I hear her clear voice, which I will never see unless it's the last time, I can't even tell her not to grab her neck next time.

This is the only time when she can relieve the stress accumulated during her daily research, and it is also the activity that makes her happiest.

So, while I always hold her slender neck weakly, it's just embarrassing when she asks me to squeeze it a little harder next time.

like that-

After having sex once, it's time to feel a little tired.

“... Do you want to take a shower?”

“... No. I want to stay a little longer. I feel so good inside.”

I asked her, who had relaxed her back, if she would help me wash up, but Gloria instead patted her stomach and leaned her shoulder against my chest.

I pat her head, kiss the top of her head, and then look at the clock on the desk.

'It's already dawn.'

The clock is a clock that has been newly adjusted to match the time of the Fairy Garden, not the standard of the original world.

I checked the time and saw that today was already over.

In that case, since it was almost time to sleep, I decided to wait a little longer and then take a shower, and I thought it wouldn't matter if I stayed like this for a while longer.

New fluid...

New fluid...

New fluid...

New fluid...

She leaned against me and exhaled as if she was sleepy, then opened her eyes slightly and said.

“... Now, from now on, it's the beginning.”

“... Yes.”

I knew right away what he was talking about.

It starts now.

Now that the Fairy Queen, Titania, has discovered our existence, she will begin searching for foreign entities that have entered her dimension.

Then, we must hide our identity more thoroughly, seek the help of the fairies, find the spring where Titania's soul is locked, and seize the opportunity to assassinate her before the fairy queen takes extreme measures.

“I will definitely make your dream come true, Lee Rim.”

So Gloria has pledged herself to me more deeply than usual,

“... Me too. Gloria, I will make your wish come true.”

I also hugged her body more tightly and made a promise.

like that,

... side!

We kissed again under the unfinished mistletoe that Gloria hung above the bed-

With that, the night of the third year at the Fairy Garden passed.

        
            There are three types of things in the fairy garden.

Queens, fairies, and nothing else.

The queen is the most important, the fairies are next, everything else is the same.

There are fairies, but to fairies, fairies are beings like natural objects.

Although, in the eyes of the fairies, the souls of the fairies are also locked in the Well of Souls along with their own souls, in the eyes of the fairies, they can fly in the sky with beautiful wings on their backs and use magic as if they were breathing. It is unacceptable to treat monsters that only make strange noises and crawl on the ground without being able to think properly, putting them on the same level as themselves and treating them the same way.

From the fairies' point of view, they are just the only flaw and blemish on the beautiful Fairy Garden's dimension. They feel a glimmer of humanity in their too-perfect dimension, and sometimes they are trash that the Queen deliberately scatters in order to make the fairies clean up so that their bodies don't harden. Handling of natural objects such as

So, in fact, the dimension of Fairy Garden was perceived by the fairies as a world where only fairies existed, except for their one and only queen.

And the four continents that make up the dimension of the Fairy Garden and the palace at its center.

Among them, except for the continent called 'Abyss', where fairies that spread throughout other continents and invade residential areas are collected and thrown away, all of them are inhabited by fairies.

So, the common name for the floating island in the Fairy Garden dimension, a country inhabited only by fairies, is a word that means 'paradise' in the ancient kingdom language used in the human world -

[Eden]

Fairies living on a continent whose word literally means paradise do not work.

Since there are only queens and fairies in the Fairy Garden, there is no reason for war to break out, and the concept of securing food through farming is unnecessary. For fairies with small bodies, eating small nuts hanging from trees growing near their residence is enough to get full. Because it's called.

So, instead of working for no reason, the fairies focus on their own hobbies.

Some fairies enjoy cooking, some enjoy polishing crystals, and some just serve the queen.

All fairies are the queen's servants and are free until they are noticed by the queen and receive direct orders.

So most of them have their own hobbies, and although some fairies have hobbies like those mentioned above, the vast majority of fairies mostly-

Some fairies even consider teasing humans as their queen's favorite pastime, not only as their main hobby, but also as a must-do job.

So, most fairies sit astride the 'Crystal Tree', a tree that supports a huge crystal that is their residence, and look into the mirror every day at the humans living in a world several dimensions beyond, thinking about picking on them.

Their view is that they play pranks on humans to make themselves happy, just like the queen does, but in reality, in the human world, humans frequently get caught up in their pranks and lose their lives, and at the same time, no one knows that it is a fairy's prank. Even though it is happening without you knowing.

It was a common sight in the Fairy Garden to see hundreds or as many as a thousand fairies sitting on the giant crystal tree, which was the common residence of the fairies and served as a town and city, teasing humans.

And one of the many fairies in the Fairy Garden, a fairy named 'Ninian', was also one of the fairies who lay on the branches of the huge crystal tree and looked into the mirror to select humans to play with.

The crystal tree she settled in was quite large even in the Fairy Garden. By human standards, it could be called a large city. It was a huge tree that could seat over 1,000 fairies and provide them with magical power.

Such a huge tree is currently-

Before Ninian's eyes, the crystal growing in the center of the tree was shattered and burning like a splendid flower.

Grrr!

“Aaaah! water! water! We have to put out the fire on the tree!”

“What?! What happened?!”

“I don’t know! Suddenly there was a very loud sound and the crystal shattered!”

“Ugh... That's it! No matter what, the first thing to do is to put out the fire with magic-”

“You idiot! The tree has been destroyed, so how can I use magic to put out that huge fire right now?!”

There is no other reason why the fairies value the Crystal Tree next to the Well of Souls.

If the Well of Soul is directly related to the issue of the fairies' souls themselves, the Crystal Tree is a structure related to the lives of the fairies and their ability to maintain survival.

The fairies of the Fairy Garden are a source that allows them to replace all actions necessary in life with magic by using the magical power that comes infinitely from the crystals of the crystal tree, and the magic that the fairies try to use is, by human standards, even if they know the theory, they will never use it. No matter how inefficient the magic is that requires the use of magical power, they rely on the magical power provided by the crystal tree to enable them to use magic to their full potential.

However, now that the fairies are in a situation where they have to put out the fire on the tree, the fairies who had lived their whole lives in anticipation of the infinite magic power provided by the shattered crystal are now able to use one or two magics that require inefficient magic consumption to put out the fire. The moment they used the dogs, all they could do was feel dizzy and collapse without being able to properly extinguish the fire.

'Ugh... Damn it! Damn it! Damn it! How on earth did this happen?!'

Ninian also tried to use magic to put out the fire along with other fairies around him, but he cast a spell that was absurdly insufficient to extinguish the fire in the tree. When he saw the other fairies falling down, he gritted his teeth and lowered his arms, and then the fairy was in his head. I recalled a memory of something stored in a corner.

'that's right. I think there was a rumor I heard from other continents recently? Rumor has it that the Crystal Tree has been lost. I didn't really pay attention to it because it came through the wind... but it was just a few days after I heard that the soul spring on the eastern continent was contaminated.'

The memories that came back were news about the contamination of the Well of Souls, and a few days later, several crystal trees on another continent were destroyed.

However, it is safe to say that, except for Ninian, there were no fairies who listened to the news that came on the wind.

The reason why this is inevitable is that fairies only become friendly with those who live in the same crystal tree, and treat fairies from other crystal trees as strangers.

As they are a long-lived species, they realized that it was most comfortable to gather together with fairies with similar personalities, so this custom arose naturally.

Thousands of years have passed since that custom was maintained and only like-minded fairies gathered together, and now, the fairies living in the Fairy Garden have formed an isolated society based on crystal trees, and fairies living in crystal trees in other areas have formed an isolated society. , As of now, most of the fairies do not listen to it, seeing it as a story from a distant world beyond the perception of other villages and countries.

Of course, no matter how indifferent they are to others, the fairies of the crystal tree that Ninian belongs to were once very worried about the story that the Well of Soul was contaminated, but after that they forgot about it, thinking that the queen would take care of it. This is a fact that I had forgotten because I was so focused on picking.

And the truth is so cruel that the crystal tree where Ninian and his fellow fairies lived is now burning...

Among the crystal trees currently in the Fairy Garden, it was already the 6th crystal tree to be destroyed over a period of 4 years according to the concept of time felt by humans, but a period of 4 days according to the concept of time felt by fairies.

Grrr!

Deeudeeudeeudeeudeuk-!

thud!

In the end, the fire completely penetrated the inside and the burning tree was completely split, and the crystals also fell into fragments on the ground.

The fairies, unable to properly use fire extinguishing magic, had no choice but to look at the tree that was their home in a state of despair -

The moment the flames that engulfed the crystal tree grew bigger, burning like firewood.

... Hwaaah!!!

...Jerbuk-

Startle!

...Jerbuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

A black figure walked out from the center of the burning tree, engulfed in a temperature so high that it could no longer gain momentum.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

widely.

Inyoung-eun,

It wasn't a fairy.

'Is that... a knight?'

But the fairies knew what it was.

That's an article.

It was a knight wearing black armor.

'Why is a human knight here - rather, how?'

Ninian and the other fairies all had the same thought, and the moment the fairies stiffened-

[me-]

The knight in armor said.

[Call me the Sword of Deshade.]

        
            When the knight in black armor opened his mouth, the fairies froze.

And when they realized that it was a stiffening of the body resulting from a feeling of fear, the fairies could not understand.

This place is definitely-

'Eden.'

It is a place where 'humans' can never exist, and even if humans used some kind of trick to come across to their dimension, Eden has an environment created so that it does not take in animals other than humans or fairies.

In particular, not only do they know how to manipulate magical power like they do, but some humans also know how to channel magical energy from their bodies in strange ways and wear it on their weapons under the name of sword energy, so the dimension of the Fairy Garden is where humans use magical energy. All fairies know that the moment they are released, an environment is created that scatters them and makes natural recovery impossible.

However, the knight in front of me was releasing magical energy centered around his body like water bursting out of a completely open dam, and when the fairies looked at it, it felt like it would never dry up no matter what happened.

Above all, the fairies felt the magical power of the mixed nature of humans and demons, including the divine power and the magical power of hell mixed in the weapons held by humans. They recognized that the being in front of them was a knight, but was it really a human? And I started to have doubts.

But none of the fairies were trembling with fear and could not say it out loud-

Kuuk.

The Black Knight, who took the floor on their behalf, spoke with the 'Orca Sword', a sword made of star iron, a white and black sword that is extremely deadly to fairies, and clad in a deep-sea colored sword.

[The sword of Deshade speaks.

For I know the plans I have for you.

I am your disaster and the one who will take everything away.]

And as soon as the knight finished speaking, the bravest of the fairies flapped his wings and stepped forward to respond.

“Huh, don’t talk nonsense! Did you think that a human could say something like that in front of a fairy and come back alive?!”

Among other fairies, fairies have particularly idiosyncratic personalities.

She was a fairy who liked to target strong humans with her toys and then slowly subdue them over time, so she had more confidence than others.

And that confidence is not unfounded.

This is because she realizes that even if a fairy can only use one or two magics now that the crystal tree has fallen, there is no way a human would survive if the thousand fairies present here fired magic all at once.

But the problem is, what is in front of the fairy is not some other being -

It was Gloria, the human observer, alchemist, and avenger who came to the Fairy Garden with the earnest wish to punish the fairies for the atrocities they had committed so far, and Irim, who was carrying out her will.

[How can you say something like that in front of a fairy and return alive?]

“Ha, hahahaha! Yeah, yeah! No matter how great you are! You won't be able to beat everyone here! I don’t know how you got here, but you won’t make it back alive!”

Keying-

Keying-

Keying-

Kiiing-

The other fairies, who understood the meaning of the fairy's words, cast magic all at once.

Numerous pink, purple, blue, and green magics were cast in the air and a magic circle was created, and the direction in which the beautiful colors were all heading was toward the knight.

Sigh-

Soon, the fairies, who had all their attack magic in their hands, stretched out their arms, thinking that they would naturally win, forgetting their fear that Irim was the one who had destroyed the crystal tree just a moment ago.

But only one.

Only the fairy Ninian, who remembered the rumor that crystal trees from other continents had been shattered by the wind flowing onto the branch of the tree he was sitting on, was still unable to shake off his fear of the unknown enemy that the rumor meant and stepped back slightly from the others. Standing, he slowly flapped his wings backwards, placing himself at the very back among the thousand fairies.

and-

Irim, who watched all the magic heading towards him, answered the fairy who had the loudest voice.

[then.

If I take away all the fairies in front of me,

The premise you stated will be denied.]

“...!!!”

If humans cannot survive in the presence of fairies, paradoxically, humans can return to life if all the fairies in front of them are eliminated.

The moment Lee Rim's words reached the ears of all the fairies, they became enraged and fired their magic all at once -

Swish!

Lee Rim also follows the magic of the fairies,

A sword made of star iron that is much older than the fairy, with five black boxes with golden edges floating around.

I swung the sword [Orca Sword] that cut down ‘Mystery’.

[Tail Star]

A sword swinging sideways,

[chest voice]

The swords swung by the bell merge.

Cut once,

The sword returns to that and cuts again.

As a result, the trace of the black cross held by Lee Rim is formed,

The visible trace of the cross hides two invisible traces.

And what happens is that they are repeated countless times,

[A cluster of stars].

Quad duddd!!!

Ssss!!!

after-

The magic of the fairies was blocked by the black box and Deshade's armor,

The fairies were torn to pieces by the meteor shower that decorated the sky created by the heavy sword wielded by Lee Rim.

Fairies whose bodies were soon torn apart and destroyed.

The fairies were astonished.

But at the same time, I was relieved.

Because it was the body that disappeared, not the soul.

Fairies who put their souls into the Well of Souls can be resurrected over time.

So, although they were embarrassed that they were defeated, they were not afraid because what they experienced was not real death.

but-

That's just an illusion of fairies who don't know anything.

[Don’t leave a single thing behind, just disappear.]

This was the moment when Lee Rim opened his mouth again and recited death.

Slam!

Grrr!

'?!!'

Black boxes that floated around the Orca Sword and blocked the magic of the fairies.

The golden-rimmed boxes seemed to be opened, and a flash of light flashed in the air, and the fairies began to lose consciousness.

I didn't do anything else.

At the last moment, Lee Rim was hypnotized by the fairies' 'consciousness'.

'Gloria said you could kill a fairy this way.'

Fairies become conscious bodies the moment they lose their bodies and return to their souls in the Well of Souls.

Gloria thought that in that case, the spirits had to be killed for the fairies to experience true death.

So, the true power mounted on the black box that acts as a shield around Lee Rim’s Orca Sword is-

A wide-range hypnotic power that targets the consciousness of wandering fairies who have lost their bodies and makes them think they have experienced 'death' a while ago.

With that alone, the fairies in the state of consciousness return to the fountain of souls under the illusion that they have 'experienced true death', and at the moment when the soul and consciousness merge, they accept death and are completely destroyed.

So, what the thousand fairies who had just become conscious in front of Irim and tried to return to the Well of Souls and be resurrected will experience when they return to the spring under hypnosis,

Real death.

Their souls in the Well of Souls burned up the moment their consciousness returned, and the fairies lost their lives in the Fairy Garden, where they had thought they would live forever.

“...”

Rattling rattling-

Ninian watches this while sitting on the floor.

There is only one difference between Ninian, who survived, and the other fairies who did not survive.

Originally, there was a time when Ninian was a greedier fairy than the brave fairy before her, and once in the past, she tried to control humans who had reached the limit of nothingness, until one of them felt that someone was trying to play with her life. It is said that there was a time when his body was destroyed by a sword strike that risked his life, and that leaped across dimensions from the human world to the Fairy Garden.

So, Ninian realized that Irim's power was comparable to theirs and retreated in advance, and his judgment was a valuable decision that could save his life.

'-' Ninian thought.

That wasn't true.

'Are we finished?'

...Sereung-

Lee Rim cut down the fairies and led the sword.

and,

...

Kwasik-

Quad Deuk-

Puzzle-

I walked, deliberately trampling the remains and wings of the fairies.

To make it look scary.

Just as they perceived him, he was a knight wearing black armor, making him look as desperate as possible.

The survivors lying flat on their backs pretending to be dead behind those corpses, to be exact -

When the 'fairy kept alive on purpose' relays all this news to the queen, she speaks in gibberish in a state of extreme fear.

With all that in mind, Irim passed by Ninian, who was pretending to be dead.

...

...

...

Ninian, who believed that Irim deliberately saved his life and that his survival was due to luck, flew to Titania's palace and told the queen everything he had experienced.

“... So, that knight destroyed your crystal tree and 'killed' you all.”

“Yes, that’s right. Queen...”

Rattling rattling-

After hearing the trembling report from Ninian, who was lying face down in front of the queen, Titania became even more angry than before.

Now, four years have passed since the incident in which the Well of Soul was contaminated.

However, the fairy queen, who set her sense of time to the standards of the other world in order to play with humans, feels that it happened four days ago.

Titania, who still has not found the cause of the problem, has received news over the past four days, which feels like the last four days, that a total of six crystal trees, which can be said to be the city of fairies and the people she rules over, have been destroyed just a little while ago.

So far, we have been able to control the disturbing news.

They were already busy making fun of humans, and they had no interest in the other crystal tree fairies.

But I can't hide it anymore.

The number of souls in the Well of Souls decreased drastically, several times at once.

So whether the queen controls the rumors or not, the fairies are bound to notice.

That a black beast that could threaten their lives had lurked in their paradise, [Eden].

“Knight... Black Knight... Deshade's sword... Yes. That was it.”

I had heard of Titania as a name.

Deshade is a god who loves humans and a god who picks up abandoned things.

Currently, they are evil spirits, and the largest part of the power of the church are soul diseases.

So, Titania is not very interested in the existence of 'soul soldiers' who are not 'humans', so she does not know much about it, and thanks to that, until the soul disease that calls itself the sword of God called Deshade appears, the people who were hiding in her dimension were simply humans. Since I was searching under the mistaken belief that this was the case, I realized that I had not been able to catch Lee Rim's presence in time as he appeared once in a while.

...Snap!

The queen is angry.

Jijijijijik!

The armrests of the throne, made of white, smooth wood, were shattered by the force of her hands, and the vegetation surrounding the throne withered in the atmosphere.

“... Okay. I can't wait any longer.”

Titania made up her mind.

Before, humans were thought to be a race that would not pose a big threat to them no matter what they did, but that is no longer the case.

In fact, two or three times in the past, one or two humans got caught up in a dimensional gap and entered the Fairy Garden. After realizing the truth, the fairies succeeded in killing a few people, but they were soon attacked by the fairies and died cruelly. As such, Titania wasn't very interested.

However, in this case, humans who have invaded their own dimension have been hiding from the eyes of the fairies and themselves, polluting the fountain of souls, and are destroying the crystal trees not once, not once, but six times already, and they deliberately saved one fairy to allow humans to kill themselves. that the existence of has been known.

It's a true declaration of war from humans against her-

For Titania, there was no way she could forgive this insult as it was an insult sent to her by humans who treated her as less than livestock.

Soon, the fairy queen gave an order to the fairy who was lying down in front of her.

“Ninian.”

“Yes, yes. Queen...”

“Go underground. Go and wake up ‘Oberon’.”

“... Yes?”

“Do I have to say that again?”

“Oh, no! yes I'll be there right away...!”

Ninian, who was lying flat on his stomach and then received the fairy's wrath, immediately began to fly underground.

At the same time, he realized how serious the current situation was when he was told to wake up 'Oberon', the guardian knight of the fairies, who had never woken up since the Fairy Garden dimension was created.

Titania, who told Ninian to awaken the fairies' agents, lays down comfortably on the throne again and speaks to the challenger.

“I don’t know who you are and what you want by doing this. But if you can hear it, listen. The human who calls himself the sword of Deshade. No matter what kind of being you are, as long as you carelessly step into this Fairy Garden, you will not get what you want, you will not survive, and you will not die in peace.”

Titania's high-handed attitude caused the humans to repeatedly provoke her and even awakened the guardian knights of the fairies. In the end, no matter what great preparations the intruder humans had made against the fairies, they could not defeat Oberon the moment they encountered him. I took the time to come out because I was sure there wouldn't be any.

Therefore, Titania sticks to her intention to greet the humans with the same attitude they have used up until the end, no matter how much they provoke her, whom she has no choice but to treat as less than livestock, and before long, she returns to Deshade's sword. The moment he appeared, I decided to completely destroy his existence from his own dimension.

The reason Titania, queen of the fairies, awakened her guardian knight, Oberon-

Lee Rim and Gloria's achievements in the 7th year since they came to Fairy Garden.

The two carried out continuous sabotage and successfully made the Fairy Queen take out her trump card first.

Afterwards, as long as you modify your strategy accordingly and then fight to win from the queen's secret move -

I had no doubt that I would be able to get the opportunity to kill even the ‘soul of Titania’, which took a long time of 7 years to find out.

        
            It was around noon on the 7th day since Irim disappeared from Gloria’s tower.

... Flash-

Flash-

Flash.

Peria, who was usually either drugged or asleep, suddenly opened her eyes.

“... Huh?”

And she soon realized that her body was fine.

'It doesn't hurt?'

I didn't feel any pain.

Of course, my body still couldn't move, but it felt different than usual.

I feel dizzy and sleepy because sleeping pills and painkillers are always circulating throughout my body.

However, the moment she wishes for her body to remain like this because it would be better to just be in a drugged state, what comes is a demon that writhes from deep inside her body and causes a slight pain, as if it does not want to forgive her for even having the slightest hope. blood.

'...damn blood.'

It is hateful blood to Peria.

Demon blood is proof that her father is a demon.

Peria was born to a human mother and a demon father.

Although it is true that the demon that was my father was a demon that was friendly to humans.

But Peria knows the intention.

Her father was a demon who took numerous different races as his wives, and the demon who became Peria's father was a demon whose appearance was so far removed from that of a human that he thought he was great, so to him, humans were no different from a different race, so he was not a human. Women also want to be accepted as brides, thus asserting harmony with humans.

As a result, after spending a lot of his wealth, Peria's father successfully settled in a faction that wanted to end the war with humans and establish friendly relations, and was able to enjoy his hobbies stably.

Peria's mother was courted by such a demon and became his bride.

Peria doesn't know how her mother ended up in the demon spirit.

One of the most common practices, I would guess, is that among demons who consider their appearance to be ugly, there are those who marry beautiful human women and try to dilute their genes in future generations. It was said that there were cases where they bought human slaves or kidnapped or plundered them from the battlefield and used them as brides, so I assumed that was the case.

So in that respect, Peria's mother is the happiest among the humans captured by the demon spirit.

Other demons kidnap human women and, even if they give birth to offspring that have to some extent eliminated the inheritance of the hideous appearance, they steal the child and disguise it as the child of the main person, and then continue to enslave or secretly destroy the human, but Peria's father was different.

Peria heard directly from her mother that her mother accepted a marriage proposal after endless courtship from her father, a demon. In fact, the story that her father officially accepted a human as his wife was a demon spirit. It is said that it came as quite a shock to me.

The reason why it went over safely is that even before Peria's father accepted his human mother, the man's wives were already filled with people of various races, and since the number easily exceeds 20, it is common to see people with strange tastes and dreams. This was possible because they were recognized as demons.

Peria's demon father who had so many wives.

And speaking of demons, the ancestors who were originally humans made contracts with demons and inherited their power, and the descendants with that power flowing through their bodies gradually changed their appearance and were passed down to a new lineage called demons. The father and wife of Peria, who is a demon. Most of the children born to them resemble their fathers.

And then what was born was-

Although she clearly inherited the blood of her father, who was a demon, she was born as Peria, completely inheriting her mother's appearance.

“... Half human, half Mara.”

When Peria turned her head on the bed, she was able to see herself.

Even though Reigns said he would put the mirror away, Peria ended up putting it next to him because he wanted to watch how he changed.

There, although Feria is currently wearing bandages all over her body, she is clearly a version of herself born with the appearance of a human that no one can help but call her human.

'I guess I'm a bit cute. huh. huh.'

Peria considered it very fortunate that they did not look like children who had inherited the blood of their demon father and that man.

'Still, I wonder how much better it would have been if there weren't any side effects.'

However, as a result of being born with the appearance of a human being, Peria's demon blood began to boil before she turned 20, and she was born with the fate of death.

“...”

So, now that I am 20 years old, I see myself in the mirror, wearing bandages and unable to move at all without the help of people around me.

still.

Still, Peria did not consider it a curse.

“... It's okay. Because I was in this kind of body, I was able to meet everyone even more now.”

When I close my eyes, what comes to mind is the teacher I met after escaping from the demon spirit, and the tricksters in the sound hall.

And the next thing that comes to mind is everyone who has been with us since the Kingdom Alliance, which is currently located in the diocese-

Lee Rim, her older brother.

This is because I know that if I had not had human appearance or had not possessed demon blood at all, there is a high probability that I would not have met them.

“... Turn off! ”

“Oh, are you awake?”

So, even though Peria was unable to move her body, she decided to do whatever she could, and made a loud noise to let Farewell, who was a little far away, wake up.

Soon, Peria greeted Farewell as soon as she opened her eyes, as she always did, and told her exactly how she was feeling right now.

Then, Farewell heard about Peria's current physical condition and told her honestly, without a single lie, why she was able to wake up feeling refreshed unlike usual.

“... Right now, Peria, your body is in a state where the wind subsides and there is calm just before the storm begins.”

“... What is that sound?”

“It means that starting tomorrow, the pain will be so much that it cannot be compared to now.”

“...”

“When it comes to the military, it seems like there is no use in continuing a war of attrition. I also noticed the demon's blood. I have been using medication to keep my body from collapsing, but even that has its limits. If that's the case, then if we gather our strength and get all caught up at once, we can swallow up all the remaining human parts to a degree that medicine can't do anything about.”

“... It's really too much. First of all, isn’t the demon’s blood a part of my body? But why are you holding a memorial service like this to ask me to die?”

“Blood resembles its owner, with a dirty personality and cunning.”

“ Mr. Lee...”

“Still, it hurts a lot more than before, but compared to before, in some ways, it might be okay?”

“How?”

“Pain will come very briefly, only for about 10 minutes every 6 hours. It'll be better than the past few days when you've been rolling around in bed all day, right? When you have time, ask me a favor. I can only help by going outside.”

“... And the 10 minutes when the pain comes are of course-”

“Yes. It's going to hurt after all. Honestly, it's going to hurt, but I can't explain how much it's going to hurt. Because I am not the party.”

“Phew...”

There is no standard for pain.

The only way to explain pain is to compare it to other pain.

In reality, the causes of human suffering are all different depending on the time and situation, and they are all felt in different ways depending on the direction and force applied, so it is actually a meaningless comparison.

Of course, that didn't mean Peria did something stupid like tremble in fear of the inevitable pain she would experience later.

Rather, I plan to do the best I can, as I am finally able to come out of my daze for the first time in a while.

Because Peria is looking toward the future.

This is because she left all the work until her body was healed to her older brother Lee Rim, and did not give up on her decision to live after that.

“... But, I woke up for the first time in a while, but there was nothing to do.”

“Really? Well, I guess that’s true too.”

However, once Peria was able to relax, there was nothing else she could do.

For once, the pain was gone.

My arms and legs still cannot move as intended.

It's better than being paralyzed to the head and not being able to speak, but it's a physical condition that greatly limits what you can do on your own.

Of course, there was no reason why she couldn't do most things with Farewell's help, but Peria didn't want to waste the alchemist's precious time by doing so.

“Normally, when I have time like this, I have to sort out letters from Sori-gwan, organize the financial statements of the denomination, and look at letters from other denominations. I can't do everything right now, so my mind is empty.”

“Hmm... Then do you want to watch me experiment or watch from the side? It won't be much fun.”

“... I want to see that too.”

“Okay. Then wait a moment.”

In the end, Feria, who had nothing else to do, wanted to at least watch Farewell's experiment, and Farewell brought a wheelchair that he had made in the hopes of taking Feria out to a restaurant for dinner when the time came when her body was feeling better.

“ja, ta.”

“You put wheels on the chair? I never even thought about it.”

“This is an item that I made exactly as described by a certain spirit soldier. I had it in my head but never thought about making it, but when I actually tried making it, I realized it would be a really cool product. Why haven’t wizards come up with something like this until now?”

“It’s common, right? Either no one thought of it until someone came up with it, or even if they did, they thought it wouldn't be a great thing until they tried to make it themselves. When I realized that it was actually materialized and useful, it was something I had thought about, but I regretted it later.”

“Well. I've been like that a few times too.”

Farewell then moves Peria, who is in a wheelchair, downstairs.

The tower was quiet without Gloria.

Farewell was now accustomed to managing the tower on behalf of Gloria, so he converted the stairs connecting the tower's stairs into a slope and began to go downstairs with Feria.

        
            Doddd-

Farewell, who was moving Feria in a wheelchair up the stairs that had been converted into a slope, chatted with her rather than talking about research, which was rare.

“Even though demon blood has started to circulate in my body, I'm glad that my appetite doesn't seem to change at all. So, let’s go out in the evening for the first time in a while.”

“Outside? Why outside?”

“Recently, you only took the medicine I gave you, and you didn’t take anything else. Razael and Reigns, who I sent out to run errands in the evening, will probably be back today, so instead of taking the nutritional supplements I made for the first time in a while, you should try eating at the restaurant outside. The evening market is also open, so it’s been a while since I got some fresh air.”

“... You don’t have to worry that much.”

Perhaps it was because Peria had woken up for the first time in a while, but seeing Farewell behaving kindly for some reason, Peria lifted her head from her wheelchair and looked at her with an expression that was half curious and half unfamiliar.

Then Farewell-

“... Mr. Oh, what are you saying? Actually, it's an excuse! I just do it because I want to! I wanted to eat outside because I was sick of the food I cooked at the tower, and I was just going to the market because there were some ingredients I needed to buy!”

“... Hee hee hee! Yes~ Yes. okay. Then I will follow you. Let's get some fresh air and eat some delicious food for the first time in a while. Now that I think about it, I don't even remember eating with you, Farewell.”

“... Ugh, if you knew, just watch from behind.”

“Yes.”

Farewell, who had placed Feria's wheelchair in a position where he could see the workshop, returned to his seat and began to continue his research.

However, that research was different from the usual image of Farewell tinkering with various magic devices in front of a laboratory table that Peria was familiar with. What she was doing was sitting on a table near the huge study with a coin cut in half in front of her. , all I had to do was pile up hundreds of books around me and read through them.

“... So, what are you doing?”

When Peria, who did not want to disturb Farewell, could not hold back and asked a question, Farewell read through a book of hundreds of pages in just 10 minutes and put it aside to answer.

“Reading deeply about the correlation between dwarven coins and fairies.”

“Why do fairies like dwarven coins?”

“Yes. When I think about it, I don't understand. Until now, humans had treated fairies as nothing more than creatures from fairy tales and mysteries among mysteries, so even those in the Fairy Circle thought it was okay for fairies to receive dwarven coins in return for granting wishes, but in reality, it was not true. My opinion is that I don’t understand why people are trying to receive dwarven coins even though there is no particular reason to do so.”

Farewell managed to hold the thick book with one hand and turn the pages, while at the same time fiddling with a dwarven coin that had been split in half.

Dwarven coin.

Peria also leaned her head back on the chair and said whatever came to mind in a low voice.

“... Dwarven coin. What you can't get anymore now. Objects made containing rare metals. Coins are currency. However, current dwarven coins are treated as materials rather than currency. Wizards want to use the metal used to make coins as an experiment because it is rare. And although fairies are not humans, they are still beings who liked receiving dwarven coins as gifts from humans.”

Neither Feria nor Farewell know the exact use of the dwarven coins, which they only learned about immediately after Gloria and Irim fell into the Fairy Garden.

Fairies know that fairies are obsessed with dwarven coins, so they only control them by providing them as compensation, and fairies are not a group that understands the concept of money.

So Farewell and Peria's thoughts were that since they had not figured out that part, all they could do was make a series of untestable hypotheses about the correlation between fairies and dwarven coins and speculate -

Rather, because of that, the two people's thoughts gradually began to flow in completely different directions that even Gloria in the Fairy Garden could not have reached.

“... Our teacher said this when we were receiving trickster training at Sori Hall. When reasoning, don't be fooled by flashy sentences at the end. It is said that the answer is often hidden in front of the problem. Dwarven coin. If you remove the coin, it is made by dwarves. my. handmade. Made by the dwarves themselves. Dwarf... Come to think of it, that beggar demon who tried to pretend to be my father whenever he got the chance also said that he would one day find fairies and dwarves and make them his wives... Huh? Dwarf. Dwarf?”

“... Dwarf?”

Then suddenly Farewell, who had been reading books while listening to Peria's voice, responded.

“Dwarf... Dwarf. Dwarf? what? Dwarf?”

Farewell lifted his head away from the book and looked at the desk.

The half-split dwarven coin on the desk was made by dwarves.

And the dwarf-

As far as she knows, the names of races that no longer exist in this world.

Dwarf.

Who are they? They are dwarves.

These are rulers who enjoyed an era much earlier than the days when ancient human kingdoms waged war and were repeatedly destroyed and founded overnight.

“Dwarf. A race of strong men created by the earth, those who controlled iron and fire. The fathers of learning and the founders of the concept of ‘war’.”

Farewell gathers all the information about dwarves he knows from his head.

Dwarf.

These bearded races, small but thick like barrels, were born underground and carefully explored the world with their gigantic hands.

Among the intelligent races, they are the first to advance through all types of learning and reforge weapons with the power of fire to protect themselves without borrowing the power of gods, demons, or any other beings.

They started much later than other races, but as if laughing at that, the dwarves created the framework of a 'nation' and the concept of 'war' faster than any other race.

The dwarves have made it possible for the dwarves to announce the full-fledged beginning of the mythical era in a world that had previously been at the level of strife and conflict at best by today's standards.

“But the dwarves soon reached their limit - it was written in the old books.”

However, there was a problem.

Dwarves learned how to control fire faster than any other race and reforged enormous amounts of iron lifted from the ground to make weapons.

In this way, the Dwarves achieved a civilization that other races could never match as individual races, but the overall population of the Dwarves did not easily increase due to the extreme birth defects inherent to their race.

And the further they got ahead, the more enemies there were who wanted what they had, and as some of them realized that they would not be able to take what they had against the dwarves alone, they formed a force with several races that were in a similar position to themselves. There were also those who combined .

In the end, the problem was that we went too far ahead.

In the end, the dwarves, who had overwhelmingly superior weapons, were pushed out by their numerical superiority and the country began to collapse.

Still, they didn't give up.

In order to somehow avoid destruction, the dwarves turned their attention to the races that were still maintaining a neutral position with them.

Soon, among the other races around them, humans who had not yet learned how to control fire, let alone a proper civilization, were relatively friendly to them, so the dwarves imparted knowledge to them and taught them how to reforge weapons using fire.

So the dwarves tried their best not to lose what they had achieved-

In addition to humans, there was also a plan to attract another race as allies.

“...!!!”

And Farewell remembered the contents of a book he had once read in Gloria's Tower, and immediately began tearing down the books piled up around him to find it.

puck!

bang!

Warrr-

“What, what is it? Why are you doing this all of a sudden?!”

Peria is taken aback when she sees Farewell, who is hysterically pushing books that look valuable to everyone, knocking them over with his arms and kicking them to get the titles in his eyes.

“Where is it...? Where are you? I clearly remember that I brought that-”

However, Farewell's voice of astonishment did not reach his ears at all as he tried to double-check whether he had misremembered the thought that had just occurred to him.

“... I found it!”

Just like that, Farewell finally found the book she wanted, and immediately opened the page to the corresponding phrase.

“... Here it is.”

[... In the end, the first and last king of the dwarves wanted to create allies. They attracted humans as allies and tried to attract another race. The reason was clear. Humans are a persistent species. Although they are not a species with great reproductive capacity, they are a species that knows how to unite the group so that it does not collapse with their tenacious survival skills. So, after forming an alliance with humans, the king of the dwarves wanted his second ally to be a race that was similar to humans but could make up for the chronic limitations of humans, and the name of that race was -]

“... The name is-”

As the page turned to the next chapter, Farewell also recalled the phrase he had remembered until the end -

It was at the same time that the ending of the next sentence caught her eye and Farewell's monologue coincided.

[She was a person who called herself a fairy.]

“They are beings who call themselves fairies.”

“... Huh? what? Then it's not Fairy... Are those fairies together with the dwarves in the Fairy Garden dimension right now?”

“... I don’t know.”

“Huh?”

“I don’t know. What exactly happened?”

By finding and restoring old books, Farewell found out that the dwarves had requested cooperation from the fairies.

But I don't know what happens after that.

There is no information about it in the book she is holding.

Of course, the kingdom of the dwarves is-

That they suddenly disappeared from the face of the earth one day is all that history remembers.

“The ancient kingdoms ruled by humans began after the kingdom of the dwarves, who were losers both above and below ground, suddenly disappeared... It is a story that, of course, we today only remember as a story of myth. These are stories related to dwarves. Even now, when dwarven items are revealed to the world, they are treated like national treasure-level artifacts, beyond relics and stolen goods. Those dwarves joined hands with the fairies - and after that, the dwarves disappeared. Here in this book too, the dwarves made the items the fairies wanted as a condition of forming an alliance with the fairies, and that was all about squandering half of the dwarven kingdom's wealth. I don't know if this is true, or if a later scholar wrote it down arbitrarily... I don't know anything else, but one thing is important.”

“... What is so important?”

“If there are not only Gloria, Mr. Bishop, and fairies in the Fairy Garden, but also dwarves - the whereabouts of this incident will truly become unknown.”

“... I’m not sure.”

“... This is a story based on a series of what-ifs and what-ifs.”

Farewell's imagination, which continued to think ominous thoughts, reached its peak, and the ending was not a good one, at least for Irim and Gloria in the Fairy Garden.

And the bad news that Farewell is thinking of is-

In the Fairy Garden, the enemies that two people have to deal with are not only fairies, but also 'dwarves'.

'The sword I gave Mr. Bishop is enough to cut through the mystery. And since Gloria has long ago assumed and prepared for the fact that she will have to deal with fairies, there is no reason for her to be pushed aside by fairies. But, but. If the alliance between fairies and dwarves is still maintained there, or if fairies dominate dwarves, or vice versa, the dwarves will go beyond the fight between Bishop and Gloria. There could even be a fight with the dwarves, but in that case... the fight with the dwarves is a fight they are not prepared for at all, so it is bound to be difficult.'

Irim and Gloria head to the Fairy Garden.

The number of people who crossed over to invade the Fairy Garden was only two, not even an army, but the reason why the two of them have been able to fight against the fairies in the Fairy Garden without being discovered is because they have clearly prepared a countermeasure against the fairies. Because I prepared it.

However, if dwarves, a race that existed only in mythology and could be called an unknown race, appear there, things would be different.

In any case, Irim and Gloria, who were only expecting to fight against fairies in the Fairy Garden, could be seriously defeated by the dwarves if they did not have any information, or in the worst case, everything could end with a single surprise attack.

“... Damn. Really, nothing should happen.”

As soon as that ominous thought came to mind, Farewell continued to turn the pages he was holding and found there the name of the first and last king of the enemy dwarves.

[King of the Dwarves – Oberon]

and-

“... No. No. no. It's not like there's no way.”

At the same time, Farewell suddenly remembered a good move.

If that's the case.

What inevitably happens is that the Bishop and Gloria meet an unexpected enemy in the Fairy Garden.

I thought that if we, who had found out information about him in advance, first came up with a prepared plan and sent it to the two people, we could sufficiently offset the possibility of failure due to the discrepancy in the information.

“That’s right. It doesn't matter if it's late, not late, or if you say it's unfortunate and won't happen. The people on this side are just on this side, doing everything they can.”

widely!

So Farewell closed the book and decided to move right away.

There is still a grace period left, and there are many magic devices in the tower that will send a signal to the tower when Gloria dies.

Since they have not yet shown any reaction, there is definitely something that Farewell can do, and Farewell seizes the opportunity to use the artillery again, and at the same time quickly gives Lee Rim a sword that can be used effectively against fairies. Just like I made it for you-

This time, I started to move quickly, thinking that I would make and send a 'weapon only for dealing with dwarves'.

        
            It has now been 7 years since Gloria and I stayed at Fairy Garden.

In terms of time, approximately 30 days have passed since the last Crystal Tree attack.

After the last attack, I returned to the workshop and rested for about a month, and then Gloria told me that the location for the next Crystal Tree attack had been decided.

“This time it’s the western continent. The target is the crystal tree on the border between the western and northern continents.”

“On the western continent... After the first attack on the Crystal Tree, mistletoe was thrown into the spring there.”

“Yes. It was the perfect time to fool the fairies. They couldn't have predicted at all that right after attacking the crystal tree on the eastern continent, they would sneak in among the fairies and poison the well of souls on the western continent.”

Now, out of the four continents in the Fairy Garden, there are a total of three areas where the poison we created has been poured into the Well of Souls.

The soul spring on the eastern continent released mistletoe in the third year, and the soul fountain on the western continent made a forced march right after the first attack on the crystal tree on the eastern continent in the fourth year and released poison again.

And although the Abyss, which they cannot see at all, is full of fairy souls and no fairy souls, when they search for our existence, if only the soul spring of the Abyss continent is found to be intact, they will definitely be there. I left out the mistletoe in my 5th year because I wanted to arouse suspicion.

So, all that's left now is the Soul Well in the northern continent, but Gloria explained to me that there is a way to deal with that separately, so from now on, all I have to do is continue attacking the Crystal Tree.

“The target this time was deliberately decided to be the crystal tree on the border between the western and northern continents. The crystal trees that had been attacked before were all crystal trees on the eastern continent. If we suddenly attack the crystal tree on the western continent, which is close to the northern continent, the fairies will become alert and wonder if they are hiding somewhere on the northern continent, which is located above the western and eastern continents that we attacked so far.◦# ◦

“Is it a deception tactic? It's okay. So how many fairies do you have to deal with this time?”

“Given the size of the tree, there will be a total of about 800 fairies living in this crystal tree.”

“It’s smaller than before. Is there another reason?”

“I deliberately chose a small tree so that the enemy would not expect this attack at all. The six raids we had done previously were all attacks on crystal trees where at least a thousand fairies lived. So, since Titania and the fairies are under the impression that we are only attacking the crystal trees where thousands of fairies live, they will try to protect the biggest crystal trees first. In the meantime, if they attack the crystal tree, which is below the minimum that seemed to be implicitly set and where only 800 fairies live, they will fall into chaos again.”

Gloria, who has completely turned on the strategy switch, hands me the map.

The map was mapped over a period of four years by attaching artifacts to the bodies of fairies wandering around the continent, and depicts in quite detail the locations of crystal trees spread throughout the fairies.

“Okay. So, can we just do the same thing this time?”

“Yes. All you have to do is get close to the crystal tree with the help of the fairies, then appear in a flashy manner and set the tree on fire and instill fear.”

“Still, this is my 7th time, and I wonder if I will be treated so docilely. The time has come for a proper counterattack.”

“Rather, that is what I am aiming for. Titania isn't stupid either, so she must have figured out a way to respond. And the real goal we are aiming for is-”

“-Are you saying that we are about to witness one of the secret tricks that the Fairy Queen will eventually unleash?”

“... Right.”

Gloria smiles as she receives what she was trying to say.

Before Gloria left, she smiled at me as I sat on a chair and tied the laces of my military boots, and hugged my head tightly and stroked my hair.

Kkook-

“So, do me a favor.”

“... Yes. Don't worry.”

This is something I do every time I go out.

He buries my face in his chest and thanks me for going out on his behalf.

They don't tell you to come back safely.

From the beginning, I told her that every time she goes out, she risks her life, and if things go wrong and she gets captured by fairies, she will commit suicide.

‘You can just resurrect when you have to. 'There's nothing to be afraid of.'

What's really fortunate is that I've finally found out that the rules of resurrection that are tied to my soul also apply in Fairy Garden.

The reason we started attacking the Crystal Tree was because Gloria convinced me that I would be resurrected even if I died in the Fairy Garden, just like in the world I was originally staying in.

'It took a long time, but it paid off in the end.'

As soon as Gloria came to Fairy Garden, she set up a workshop and began various studies.

And one of them is a study to see if the curse and blessing work normally in the Fairy Garden for me, who is carrying the burden of soul disease.

That came to fruition in the third year since we arrived at Fairy Garden.

It was around that time that the mistletoe, a gift for fairies to be poured into the fountain of souls developed by Gloria, was completed, and it was around that time that I became convinced that I could be resurrected even if I died.

To be honest, Gloria was also skeptical about the resurrection.

When she applied the limitations of the order and rules of the creation stage of the soul bottle, which she had previously summarized with the help of Farewell, to the Fairy Garden's unique ecosystem, she found that in the world where I was as a soul bottle, I had to skip several dimensions. Although she had guessed that she could theoretically be resurrected in this place that she could reach, there was a possibility that she could be prevented from doing so due to some kind of rule on the floating island [Eden] itself that she was not aware of.

So take your time-

Really slowly.

Gloria created a spare body for my soul to go into, and even put on Farewell's soul poetry goggles to carefully observe until the very end how my soul was disintegrating as it got closer and closer to death. I finally saw it all in front of her. I still vividly remember having to plunge a sword into my heart at extremely slow speed to verify it.

And at the end, when the floor was soaked with Gloria's nervous sweat, Gloria, who saw that my soul had been transferred to the spare body immediately after my death, shed tears of relief and hugged me, informing me that I had been resurrected safely.

So, for the past four years, with Gloria as the commander and me as the executor of the plan, we have been pouring poison into the Well of Souls and destroying crystal trees.

All of them were dukes who risked death when they could, based on the premise that they could be resurrected even if they died.

Of course, if you can return safely, that would be best.

If I die to the fairies and the fairies do not accept my death right away and observe me carefully, they may notice that the scattered souls are gathering somewhere again and chase them to the workshop, leading to our hiding place being discovered. .

So, in addition to the Orca Sword that Farewell made, Gloria made a magic tool that can directly strike the spirits of fairies, the [Acacia Tree's Holy Ark].

It is said that black boxes made of acacia wood emit strong mental magic when the fairies' consciousness releases the magical energy stored in them when they try to return to the fountain of soul. Gloria said that the box made of acacia wood acts as a sacred ark and allows the fairies to They say it makes it possible to directly interfere with the mind by burning the mysteries, but as I always feel, the theories spewed out by alchemists and wizards are always difficult for me to understand.

So, to sum up the forces we currently have here, it is Gloria's attack and defense, the location of which has not yet been revealed.

In addition, my existence found out that even if I die like in the previous world, I can be resurrected.

And all I have for fairies is a sword that cuts through fatal mysteries and the Holy Ark.

Thinking that this was enough preparation, I immediately wanted to go fight against the Fairy Queen, but Gloria told me to be cautious until the end until Titania shows me her secret move first.

After that, I finished all the preparations just before leaving to attack the crystal trees again today.

“Oh, by the way, Lee Rim. I have something to give you.”

Well done-

Slam!

Gloria left me in front of the door and returned to the laboratory table, where she inserted the wind-up key into the cold metal lumps on the laboratory table.

Klik-

Klik-

Klik-

Klik-

After that, she put the key in the metal pieces and turned it about four times.

... click!

The head of the 'watcher', the metal lump that had been lowering its head, stood upright and the springs visible inside its body began to turn at the same time.

“Starting today, take your watchers with you. The final verification process has now been completed.”

“Huh? Are you watching? Have you finally finished it?”

“Yes. This also took a long time. I'm glad that I'm finally done with having to completely redesign the characters engraved on the watchers, how the magic circles work, and the structure of the spell. It's a shame it's over now because I had to prioritize other things.”

Finally, starting today, watchers can follow me.

In Ars Magna, the defense of the huge open city was entirely handled by these birds, and the Steel Birds boasted the power to brilliantly burn down the armies of other races with high-power magic flames.

Although there was a limit to the number of artifacts Gloria could carry when she came to the Fairy Garden dimension, she was only able to bring a few Watchers, but now she has finished remodeling the original Watchers and the rest are in the basement of the workshop. It is said that new observers are being created with the minerals obtained by digging little by little.

From my perspective, I thought it would be okay to assume resurrection and attempt to assassinate Titania alone several times, just like I did with the demons, but Gloria said it would be better to gather all her strength until the end and then attack them all at once, so she prepared steadily. These are the things that were there.

Is it because it is finally visible that even such observers are ready?

“... I can't believe it's already been 7 years since I came here.”

The moment I realized I couldn't believe that 7 years had passed since I lived on this floating island with Gloria -

“... Huh?”

I suddenly began to feel uncomfortable that no matter how much I thought about it, it had only been 7 days, not that I had actually spent 7 years here, and I saw Gloria smiling bitterly as she looked at me like that.

        
            ...Jiiing-

Suddenly I feel like my head is spinning.

My head feels dizzy.

“... Are you okay? Lee Rim?”

“... Ah, yes. I feel a little dizzy.”

7 years and 7 days.

Something was strange.

The moment I realized that 7 years had already passed between me and Gloria in the Fairy Garden, I felt a strong sense of discomfort and looked at Gloria to confirm it.

“No, but Gloria. Something is strange. Now, I'm not just saying this, I actually can't feel that 7 years have passed at all. Why are you doing this?”

No matter how much I think about it, if I count the number of times and days I went to sleep, wake up, harvest the crops, and carry out the plan against the fairies as planned by Gloria, it must have been 7 years, but I felt like only 7 days had passed.

...Kkook-

“It has to be that way. Right now, Lee Rim, you are staying with me in the same state as the fairies, feeling the passage of time.”

“... Huh? What do you mean?”

“... Yes. It's a feeling of discomfort that you've probably felt at some point anyway, so it's time to explain it clearly.”

Afterwards, Gloria explained to me, who suddenly felt a sense of discomfort regarding the passage of time, why there was a disharmony in my perception of time.

“Irim I’m sure what you’re feeling is not wrong. In reality, exactly 7 years have passed since we stayed here in the dimension of Fairy Garden, but it feels like the time you have spent here has only been about 7 days. This is happening because your soul is treated as non-human in the dimension of Fairy Garden.”

“What does that mean?”

“I said it before. Fairy Garden is a hostile environment created by fairies based on the assumption that humans and other races may come to this dimension and cause harm to them. So, humans are no longer able to naturally recover the magic power I used up here, but Lee Rim, because you are a soul disease, you are not recognized as a human in this world, so no matter how much magic power you use, you can quickly recover.”

“That’s right.”

“So you are now living with the same senses as fairies.”

“... Feeling like fairies?”

When I looked like I didn't understand that the fairies and I were living the same time, Gloria continued to explain to the observers while winding up.

“Jang Myeong-jong: Fairies are beings who devote themselves to entertainment. However, in this Eden, the time of one day in the human world is replaced with one year. Therefore, the moment the fairies adapt to the original flow of time, they become bored. He has to hurry up and push humans into the next prank he planned after the sun rises tomorrow, but in his own world, he has to wait at least three months just for humans to go to sleep at night and wake up. So the fairies - for the sole purpose of playing with humans, have deceived themselves and adjusted their concept of time to the standards of humans in the other world.”

“Aha, so the fairies have adjusted their sense of time so that a year spent here feels the same as a human day. Although it is true that a year has actually passed here.”

“That’s right. So, I am clearly recognized as a human by the standards of this dimension, and I fully realize that I have spent the past 7 years here, but it is difficult for you, Lee Rim, to properly perceive that. Because now you are subject to the same rules as fairies by the standards of this world.”

This all happened because I was standing on an ambiguous borderline.

She said that although a year has clearly passed in absolute terms, it actually feels like one day.

So, Gloria, a human, felt that the seven years she had spent until now were just seven years, but even though I still have the memories of spending the seven years with her, the moment I recognized the gap in the concept of time, a disharmony arose, and until now, I The seven years that had passed began to feel as if seven days had passed.

And the discrepancy in perception of the concept of time that she explained became the reason why Titania, the queen of the fairies, has not yet responded properly to us even though 7 years have passed in our time.

“The fairy queen is also a fairy in the end. For Titania, 4 years have passed since the Well of Souls was first contaminated with poison, but she probably feels that only about 4 days have passed. So if you want to make a move, now would be the time. We had a full four years to prepare for our plan against the fairies. And what happened in the meantime was the contamination of the springs of soul and the destruction of six crystal trees.”

“ However, since Titania has set her sense of time to the standards of the humans over there, the time when all these events occurred, she only feels that they happened over a period of four days...”

“For me, who recognizes that 7 years have passed, even if Titania were to come up with a countermeasure against us, the invaders, it would be a very hostile response, but she has an immortal secret plan and will take action of her own. Titania, who is deceiving even the concept of time, has felt our movements since the Well of Souls was contaminated and the rapid destruction that has occurred over the past four days. Now is the time when she finally feels that our existence poses a major threat to the Fairy Garden. It will work.”

“... So, we have been setting up a workshop and laying the foundation here for 7 years, and the first time we made our presence known was in the 3rd year, but Titania has not shown much movement until now. ”

While listening to Gloria's explanation, it still didn't feel real that seven years had passed, but when I think about how it feels the same from Titania's perspective, it makes sense that the time has finally come for the Queen of Fairies to take action.

but.

Maybe that's why I

“... sorry.”

“... What do you mean?”

I felt somewhat sorry for Gloria and apologized.

“I said that the 7 years we spent here felt like only 7 days, but I guess Gloria was feeling that same time.”

Seven years is also the time we stayed here as just the two of us.

It also means that she and I have fallen in love with each other, and that it has been 7 years since we spent our nights cuddling each other.

However, from her perspective, even though she spent 'a whopping' 7 years with me, to me it feels like 'only' 7 days.

“... I've hugged you so much, but it still doesn't feel real.”

Her love is a love that lasted 7 years, but my love is a love that has only lasted more than 7 days. The difference in weight is felt.

When I look back on the dates and memories we had together, it would be true that we had spent 7 years together, but even though I tried to somehow correct the gap, it felt like only 7 days had passed.

Then Gloria smiles and takes out the key that turned the last watcher's spring.

Crash.

“... Hehe. I thought about something, but it turned out to be a useless thought.”

Gloria, putting the key next to the watcher, approaches me.

and,

Come on.

side!

She squeezed my hand, kissed my cheek briefly, and then spoke.

“I said it at the beginning. I won't bind you, and you don't have to take responsibility for me. Okay. Don't be sorry. You just have to feel like it’s been 7 days since you started loving me the way you do. Because I feel like I loved you for 7 years.”

“... Still-”

“And... I think it's actually a good thing. Because for the past 7 years, I have felt every single day that the person you loved for 7 days was not a light love for you.”

Talk.

Gloria turns off the alchemist's switch and rests her head on my shoulder.

“... That's right. If so, I'm glad.”

“...”

I stay still with Gloria smiling.

Anyway, soon after all the watchers who started to wake up slowly woke up due to the time lag.

So right now, I just want to hold each other like this and feel each other's presence, even if just for a moment.

It was in the meantime.

“... Huh? this. It looks like one was assembled incorrectly.”

Kiddd-

Unlike the other observers who were already moving their bodies and flying across the ceiling of the workshop, the observer placed in the second-to-last position on the experimental table was unable to fly up even though the mainspring was tightly wound, and his head was shaking in all directions. I slowly got up, even though I felt that Gloria was disappointed that she had to be away from me.

And before her, there was someone who touched the watcher who was showing an abnormal reaction and shaking his head.

“... Huh?”

Slurrr-

That's a snail-shaped fairy with several purple tentacles.

This is the guy who was merged with Gloria's soul, but was temporarily separated into a separate entity when he came to the Fairy Garden.

So, Gloria is feeling suspicious about Fairy moving on her own even before she asks for anything.

Clap-

Clap-

Click click.

The purple tentacle that approached the viewer looked at the viewer once, then the tentacle became thinner and the moment it touched one of the springs on the tail of the clockwork bird -

click!

... flutter!

The observer who was shaking his head stopped reacting abnormally and began to fly normally on the ceiling of the workshop like other observers.

and-

Mulkyung-

“Huh? ... Ugh! It’s a surprise!”

I lowered my head when I felt something touch my leg, and what I found was the appearance of dozens of fairies who had entered the inner part of the workshop and were acting as if they were looking up at the people watching.

‘When did it come in? No, more than that. All the fairies are extremely interested in the watcher? Has it ever been like this?'

Fairies who usually didn't even express their feelings of like or dislike, and all they did was pick up vegetables from the farm I was growing and walk around.

Those guys were all inside the workshop, even though I clearly remembered that I had locked the door.

And Gloria, who summoned the watcher touched by the purple fairy and placed him on her arm-

“... How did you come to be able to touch this? Is it because you always see me touching the viewer?”

He looked at the observer and Fairy, who were moving much more smoothly than he had touched them in days, and asked several questions.

...

“... Right. You have never spoken to me first.”

But of course, the purple tentacle didn't make any sound like it originally did, and after touching the watcher, it just wrapped itself around Gloria's arm and looked at the watchers, who were flying around like other fairies.

Something strange has happened, but there is no time to find out the reason right now.

“... Uh, anyway. Then I'll come back. Gloria.”

“... Uh, yes. okay. Work hard and come back. Lee Rim.”

So, along with the six watchers that Gloria gave me, I set off on my way to destroy the seventh crystal tree.

        
            ‘It ended easier than I thought. Should I go back right away like this?'

Grrr-

Everywhere is on fire.

The fairy's body, the tree, the crystal.

Wow!

Feeling the crystal pieces being stepped on by my feet, I stepped on them again with some force and turned them into powder.

'But there were fewer people than I thought. I heard that fairies don't go that far from the crystal tree, isn't that true?'

However, today I felt a bit uneasy.

Of course, the original plan was implemented perfectly.

The crystal tree was also destroyed and all the fairies in sight were destroyed.

However, it doesn't feel clean at all.

The crystal tree I arrived at with the help of the fairies was inhabited by fewer fairies than the trees I attacked before, so I heard that the magic it contained would be weak, but even so, the magic it possessed was much stronger than that. The amount was small.

In addition, unlike the 800 fairies that Gloria had heard from Gloria, there were only about 300 of the fairies left, as they had probably gone somewhere in a group.

But that doesn't mean they can't not carry out the plan, so they destroy the tree and kill all the fairies.

“... It's okay. Even if they are planning something, I have prepared insurance.”

Still, don't worry.

licking-

A pearl-like object that can be felt firmly behind the molars when you place your tongue inside the mouth.

I heard somewhere that when assassins fail in their mission, they commit suicide by biting down on poison held between their teeth, but I never thought I would end up putting that in my mouth.

Still, it is a much better product compared to that.

The medicine I'm taking is a product made based on the worst-case scenario, not only to prevent inability to fight, but also to minimize the possibility of our information being passed on to fairies.

This is not just poison.

The medicine told the fairies that if I was in danger of being possessed, I could bite myself to activate the effect, or that Gloria could activate it remotely.

She also paid special attention to the pain, so the moment the medicine broke, you would immediately lose consciousness without even having time to feel the pain, so there was nothing to worry about.

They added another dose of poison, and when Gloria activated it remotely, thinking there was something wrong with my body, they immediately burned my body from the inside with a fire so powerful that even the surrounding fairies were swept away. It is also an ‘artifact’.

This means that it is not something that is just like a poison that kills you alone.

Peudduddudduk!

“Ah, are you here?”

Just then, reinforcements arrived who could somewhat resolve my doubts.

Sigh!

“Ouch! Ai, I’m in pain. Next time, can you sit down a little more gently?”

As I raised my arm, the observer came and sat down.

Although it was a bird, it was not a real bird, so it was a bonus that the guy with the metal claws caught the flying force with his arms and stumbled.

Honestly, if I were to look at today's performance, I think I should give the best MVP to these guys.

Unlike the previous attack, the rumor had now spread, and the six watchers helped catch up and burn the fairies who were trying to run away with their steel wings.

In addition to tracking the remnants, one guy was asked to scout from a high altitude to see if the whole thing was a trap because the number of fairies that attacked today was so small, and the watcher who had been asked to do so had just returned.

“So, what are the results of the reconnaissance?”

The observer who came after completing the reconnaissance lowered his head slightly when I asked if there was anything strange-

Flash!

“... Yes. Is it red? It was a trap after all.”

His gray eyes changed to red, indicating that something was approaching.

'good. When I say something is coming, I have to say that the person who will appear in front of me from now on is a response force that Titania has prepared according to our movements.'

Then there is no reason to step down.

If the Fairy Queen finally finds a way to deal with me, then I plan on confronting her and extracting as much information as possible.

We would do it if we could completely subdue the enemy, but since we had not yet completely figured out the secrets the fairies held, we would never let down our guard.

What came to me after some time had passed while I was waiting in front of the burning crystal tree was-

... Boom.

thud.

thud.

thud.

thud.

“... Golden armor?”

It was a golden warrior who approached with giant footsteps.

'what?'

Among the five senses, hearing was the first to recognize that this guy was approaching.

The visual range was within the range of perception when the guy came in through the bushes that were the border of the clearing where the crystal tree was located.

The first thing to judge is auditory information.

The sound is incredibly loud.

The sound was like a giant's footsteps, so I got a little nervous without realizing it.

Regardless of the difference in strength, it was judged that it could be a difficult fight because the disadvantages of body size and reach would definitely exist.

But what distorted that judgment was visual information.

The appearance of the guy who came out of the bushes was-

'Gold. It's all golden. It looks like armor... but it's smaller than I thought. It's thick, though.'

A dwarf wearing thick golden armor whose height approaches my waist.

It's a lot bigger than the fairies that can fit in my grasp, but that's only when compared to the fairies. Compared to me, it's only the waist that's thicker, and I'm a little relieved that it's only half as tall as me. I did it.

But at the same time, then, he wondered what on earth was going on.

'Gloria said that Titania is quite big even though she is a fairy. I heard you were about 2m tall. It is said that she takes the form of a human woman and has six wings.'

In that case, the guy in front of me is definitely not Titania.

Not only was it not a fairy, but unlike a fairy, its limbs were clearly distinguished.

Coming from there-

Cognitive dissonance.

'Then what on earth is that?'

Gloria said that in the Fairy Garden, there would be ‘no doubt’ only fairies, fairies, and us.

That was confirmed by an absolutely trustworthy survivor who had visited the Fairy Garden dimension twice so far.

But the things in front of me right now do not belong anywhere.

'It's not a fairy. It's not even a fairy. Not me or Gloria. That means-'

After thinking about it that far.

The reason why, as soon as I recognized this guy, I prioritized figuring out his identity rather than straightening my sword and preparing for battle with my observers.

That's because the distance between him and me was more than 500 meters, and because of that, no matter how much I was, I couldn't figure out what kind of weapons he was wearing other than the fact that he was wearing golden armor.

Naturally, it was thought that the actual battle would begin after a guy in the shape of a warrior wearing thick armor walked a little further and started running halfway, accelerating or pulling out a hidden weapon and swinging it. Because.

And ultimately, the reason why I had no choice but to think that way was -

The yellow-grade armor he was wearing was of a type that could only be called heavy armor, which made me think of him as a warrior.

Slam!

'... uh?'

So I didn't notice what it was until he pulled out a long cane from behind his back and pulled something next to it.

and,

[...]

Hey!

The first thing I did when I saw him lifting it up and holding it was swear.

“... Fuck-!”

He swears and rolls forward.

Degurr-!

Puddudduk!

The watcher sitting on my arm also flew up at the same time as I bent down.

Kwahiah ahhh!

Fuuuck!!!

Quad deud deuk!

It happened at the same time that the dwarf's gun fired and the bullets that passed over his head destroyed one of the animals.

'Fuck. gun? A gun? It's over technology. 'You crazy bastard!'

I was fortunate to belatedly realize that it was a gun after seeing the shoulder stance.

It's an item that I haven't seen in a really long time, and even if it's similar to a gun in this world, it could be a wizard's staff or a crossbow, but the crossbow ultimately resembles a bow in appearance, and the wizard's staff also clearly shows that it casts magic, so it's hard not to notice it. does not exist.

'shit. If I hadn't had prior knowledge, most of them would have been harmed.'

After that, I barely managed to react and rolled forward once, but I bent down and prepared for battle.

“Rachal.”

thud!

First, it slows down cognition and then accelerates thinking.

‘What he’s holding is a gun. It may not be exactly a gun, but the operating principle is definitely that of a gunsmith.'

Click!

ping!

At that moment, the guy pulls the bolt, and an empty cartridge pops out from the back.

'no. That's a gun. First off, that's for sure.'

What he then put into the chamber was the frontmost one of the several bullets attached to the handle.

Slam!

'If you were to classify it, it's a shotgun. good. For now, this is enough to judge the information within the known knowledge, and the next thing to do is-'

Although I was helpless at the first shot, what I was holding was a gun, and since I realized that it was being fired with buckshot, what I had to do first was decided, and the action I had to take now was of course-

'Somehow, do whatever it takes to narrow the distance between you and him.'

Since I don't have any means of long-distance attack, my job is to attack him as much as possible by any means necessary.

“... So, let me ask you a favor.”

So, by quietly reciting, I

... flash!

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga!

He summoned the remaining five Gloria's sharp steel claws and watchers who were waiting in the sky.

        
            The state of Rakshasa had already been reached.

[corruption]

So, from now on, I will take self-reform one step further and create a path between him and me with a thread of magic.

From now on, we must move forward straight ahead.

Unfortunately, there is no way to respond from a long distance against a shotgun, so it is a fight that has no choice but to narrow the distance.

Even though it is not as good as Deshade's armor, which Gloria put a lot of effort into, it is a gun that destroyed the Watcher with quite strong durability in one go, so be careful.

'Then, let's go.'

Keeping that in mind,

[Samjik]

Immediately after rolling, he places one arm on the ground from the floor where he was lying flat and at the same time begins an explosive lunge.

Quack!

Kwaaa!!!

The sound of a back foot hitting the ground and shattering a crystal was heard, and the gun was fired at the same time.

Swish-

Pugh!!!

Kagagaga River!

One of the watchers that was flying forward with me blocked the bullet and was destroyed.

'Just one for now. The narrowed distance is - 100 meters.'

Using the walking technique I learned from Hwarim in the past, I instantly accelerated in a way that I could never achieve with normal methods, but of course the bullet was faster.

Kwaaa!!!

Swish-

Fuuu!!!

Card knock!

'The loss is two. 'I narrowed it down to 200 meters.'

The second time was also blocked by the observer, and he barely escaped it.

It's fortunate that his bullets spread out horizontally and left-right rather than up and down, so the observer can block them by putting his body in front of his eyes.

But the problem starts now.

In the first place, his shotgun was on a completely different level from anything I knew.

Thick!

'shit. I just brushed against one bead. Is it like this?'

Even though it deflected thanks to the watcher, and even though it was the second bullet that deflected and hit the armor on my shoulder, the kinetic energy of the bullet easily exceeds that of an ordinary bullet, and even though it is a shotgun in the first place, the effective range is usually over 500 meters. Weapons should not be assumed.

Moreover, the biggest problem is,

The instantaneous acceleration caused by Samjik disappeared after he had already run 200 meters.

“Now.”

So, in order to prevent this guy from reading my movements, I held out my arms instead of doing the three movements once again, and at the same time, I cast the magic that the remaining observers were chanting while accelerating the springs in their bodies.

[Märchen Begin]

Five-colored magic is cast from the watchers' steel beaks and wings.

It is beautiful, but its magic possesses only the characteristics of a merciless magic that seeks out and destroys the source of fairies and the mysteries related to them.

It is a great fairy magic that Gloria, thinking about having to deal with fairies, almost ripped and repaired the watchers from the beginning and imprinted them on the springs.

but,

Pipipipipipipiping-!

Kiiing!

'I knew it. 'I expected it, but it doesn't work, does it?'

As soon as the beautiful colored magic rays touched the golden armor, they flowed out in flames and hit the ground behind them.

Slam!

ping!

In the meantime, it ejects the shell, reloads the next shell, and aims at us.

But-

I realized from the beginning that it was not a fairy, and even though I knew that, I deliberately ordered my watchers to use magic.

The reason I acted like that was-

Kugugugugugugugu!

It would be better if he blocked it, but otherwise, he believed in the power of the Watchers' magic, which did not pierce the armor and did not matter if it was deflected backwards and pinned to the ground.

Peeing!

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

'You just have to respond to an explosion with an explosion.'

As it was, the stray magic embedded in the guy's back caused a huge explosion with a flash of light -

Slam!

The moment his finger pulled the trigger, his body shook along with the gun barrel due to the magic's aftereffects.

Kwaaa!!!

'good! 'I missed!'

In the end, the muzzle of the gun, which was raised sharply, was pointed upward, and the observers had already climbed up, and I also slightly lowered my head, so the bullet he fired this time did not cause any casualties.

Go there-

It's been 300 meters since I ran, and the remaining distance to him is 200 meters.

Now, if I only had to cover the remaining 200 meters, I would be able to lead the fight in close combat with him.

[...]

And at that moment, he

Whilick!

Slam!

“... Huh? Hatchet?”

As soon as the bullet missed, he put the hatchet drawn from his waist on the front of the shotgun.

and-

[...!!!]

Kwaaa!!!

“... This is crazy! It's not even a cow-”

The golden musketeer grabbed his ax and started attacking me with a hand-to-hand attack, as I was running forward with only 200 meters left in the distance.

-------------------------------

“Go! Oberon! Kill him!”

“You damn invader bastard. It takes years to grow crystal trees again! ... what? How many years did it really take? Do you remember that guy?”

“I don’t know.”

“Me too.”

“In the first place, once a crystal tree is planted, it never withers. Didn’t the crystal tree live much longer than us?”

“No one really knows...? What happened? Anyway, it is true that it takes a long time.”

“That's right! So you have to kill him as cruelly as possible! Oberon! Did you understand?!”

The fairies shout from an area 1km away from where Irim and the Golden Knight fight.

The number of fairies gathered is 500.

These are the fairies who lived in the crystal tree that Lee Rim tried to attack.

The fairies were now watching Irim and Oberon fight through a huge mirror.

And in the midst of them, Ninian, who had received orders from the queen, is watching the fight more seriously than anyone else.

However, unlike the other fairies who were giggling and cheering for Oberon, Ninian was nervous.

'shit. Why doesn't the fight end this quickly? Even Oberon took the lead. It should be over already! That's why the queen left you intact!'

Ninian was deliberately sent alive by Irim, and is being used as an errand boy by Titania just because he was the only survivor and reporter of the disaster.

Ninian, who awakened Oberon from underground according to the queen's orders, waited for a long time.

It was an endless time waiting for Irim to aim for the crystal tree again, leaving behind the humans he had been messing with to play with.

Thanks to this, Ninian's irritation reached its peak, and he continued to wander around the continent riding on the shoulder of Oberon, who was wandering aimlessly anywhere until the news of Irim's attack on the crystal tree came on the wind.

Fit-

'... appear!'

Ninian knows that the knight in black armor is attacking the crystal tree. He discovers the tree and releases his magic power from a long distance away, destroying the crystal tree first and then making his presence known.

In the sense that they appear suddenly, it is clearly an attack, but at the same time, once they reveal themselves by destroying the crystal tree, they never hide and show a way of fighting head-on, so the fairies are a 'disaster' just as they have been to the humans they have been playing with. I could clearly feel that I was being attacked, and as soon as the knight in black armor appeared, I began to tremble.

So, Ninian immediately found out the location of the next crystal tree to be attacked as Irim released a lot of magical power from somewhere on the fairy continent, and quickly hung a dwarven coin around his neck.

Afterwards, Ninian, who saw a dwarven coin stuck around his neck, shook off Oberon's outstretched hand and flew hard to make him chase after him, and was able to arrive at the crystal tree before Irim.

Then Ninian-

Instead of telling the truth, he only said it was the queen's order and left 300 fairies there.

The fairies who will remain there will die unconditionally from Lee Rim.

However, that was none of Ninian's business, and Titania was also the queen who thought that since there were so many fairies anyway, there would be no problem in sacrificing a few people in order to perfectly set the trap.

Because the queen has room to be respected.

In any case, the priority is always the queen's safety, and because there is a queen, the current Fairy Garden exists and the fairies can maintain an immortal life there.

However, Ninian succeeded in releasing the bait and tying Irim up near the crystal tree for as long as possible until Oberon chased him with his two short legs. However, a problem has now occurred to Ninian, and that problem has occurred to him. The reason why it can be said to be a big deal is-

For the fairies and Ninian, who are watching the fight between the two beings through a mirror from a long distance away, contrary to their expectations, Irim is holding out for a long time, doing better than expected against Oberon.

'Why on earth can't I kill him right away?! That's what you're here for! 'Oberon, you useless bastard!'

Ninian thought he survived once because of his intuition.

While Ninian was cursing Oberon in his mind, he felt something touch his leg.

Mulkyung-

“... Huh?”

Ninian looks down from the mirror and sees who touched his leg.

“... What. It was a fairy, right?”

Those were fairies.

Those fairies came after the dwarven coin that Ninian still wore around his neck.

For some reason, they started to move more actively after waking Oberon up.

They could never do anything to harm the coin, such as trying to steal it by force, but since they were simple-minded people, they simply aimed their bodies at the coin.

So Ninian-

Kwasik!

“You need to know the topic. Who is trying to touch whom?”

He trampled the Fairy with its long, thin tentacles and kicked it, sending it flying far away, and then turned its head towards the mirror again.

        
            Kang!

Kang!

Keying!

Slam!

'Shoot!'

After the ax and magic sword collided twice in succession.

As soon as I saw the guy's finger go up to the trigger, I went further forward towards the gun aimed at my head and then lifted the barrel up with my shoulder to avoid the trigger.

thud!

Kwaaa!!!

Biii-

Weapons collide with each other, and the sound of the gun fired from right next to the head creates tinnitus in the ears.

Honestly, if I only look at the armament, what reason would there be for me to be pushed out?

This side is heavily armed, has a magic sword, a sword to cut down fairies, and is even surrounded by watchers and a sacred ark.

On the other hand, although this guy's armament is as strong as Deshade's armor, there is a reason why I would lose to a musketeer who only has a shotgun with a clearly determined direction of the muzzle for bullets, unlike wizards' staffs, and a hatchet attached to the end. I thought there was none.

However, this golden armored hunter is not a fool either.

Quack!

Giggigigigeek-

Slam!

ping!

'shit. 'You're too skilled.'

The musketeer pulled the magic sword I swung to the inner blade of the ax, twisted it, and then ejected the cartridge in an instant and loaded the next bullet.

Wow!

“Pfft...!”

What he did after he kicked me and pushed me away was-

click!

Kwaaa!!!

Of course it triggered.

Piiing-

Fuuuck!!!

Fortunately, this attack was impossible to avoid, so I had no choice but to be hit head-on by all the bullets. A watcher noticed this and stepped in front of me, so I was able to take it with minimal damage.

'Now, are there any more watchers?'

But that's it.

There is no one watching around now.

The last person who could provide reinforcements was the one who served as a shield a little while ago, and the rest were shot down by buckshot a while ago and are now rolling around on the floor in pieces of wind-up.

Even so, the thought that I could trust Deshade's armor to take his bullets was shattered a long time ago during the first clash.

Rather, if I were to lose this fight, the biggest defeat would be that the guy's gun a few minutes ago was enough to crush the viewer, but the problem is that I am wearing Deshade's armor, so I thought I would be able to hold out for at least once. It was.

Kang!

Kakang!

Quaduk-

After the first clash, when I received the ax and then he pointed his gun at me.

I did just that, thinking that I could win if I just deflected the gunfire once and stuck the sword in his throat.

but,

Phew!

'...Wait a minute, my hands taste weird-'

It happened at the same time that I thrust the Orca Sword into his helmet and that he didn't respond in any way, just placed the muzzle of the gun on my chest plate and fired the gun.

Slam!

Kwaaa!!!

Cheer up!

“Ugh…!”

The guy who survived and fired the gun despite being pierced through the head with a sword.

And at the same time, the pellets fired from close range shattered Deshade's armor and turned his stomach into a rag.

[Continue the battle]

[Stop bleeding]

[High-speed playback]

In order to restore the defeat caused by a single mistake, the divine protection immediately burst out, and all the magical power of the whole body was channeled into regenerative ability to repair the wounded area and reconstruct the armor, but there were two It was such a shame that Marie's watcher was shattered by the successive bullets.

'What are you doing, where are you from?'

So the thoughts that started to come to mind were-

I wonder if what I'm doing right now is hunting, not fighting.

I even feel like it has already been established that the hunter for this hunt is him and I am the prey.

so-

Even though the last watcher was destroyed, I became angry and pointed my sword at him and made a promise.

And the target was not the guy in front of me, but the fairies who were watching me from afar.

[... Don't be a damn thing. Fairies. How long do you think you guys will have the upper hand? Do you think you can become absolute? Do you think immortality will continue?]

Parrr-

The air trembles.

Through magic, my fear was conveyed to the fairies who were watching me from afar.

[Even if I lose here, all you get is your first victory. It doesn't matter if you get the second or third. I will become a disaster and come to you constantly, and the place you arrogant people will reach will be a world of destruction.]

Gloria said that mystery becomes weaker the more it is constantly stimulated by fear that outweighs it.

So, whenever I had the chance, I imitated God's voice and scolded the fairies, and it seems it worked this time too.

But the problem is-

“... So, what on earth are you?”

The golden hunter in front of you.

Slam!

ping!

Even though his head was pierced by a sword a little while ago, I get tired of watching him walk away unharmed, eject the shell casing, and reload again.

'The Orca Sword, which is specialized for cutting mystic swords, or an ordinary magical sword cannot cut through his armor. Even if you use a black sword, the black sword can cut through his armor, but his armor has the ability to repair just like mine. At the same time, there was no response to the explosion sword at all, and even the day break and the swords that managed to penetrate deep into the armor gap had no effect.'

So, since this fight was somewhat close to defeat, I decided to prioritize organizing information.

First of all, the fact that the Orca Sword didn't work means that it is definitely not a mysterious species.

And the fact that the explosion sword didn't react means that it hasn't used magic power even once.

If you think about it further, this means that although the armor and weapons it possesses are made of purely physical materials, they have the ability to self-repair and have a destructive power that far exceeds that of human magic.

Lastly, even though I tried to do whatever I could to target the gap in the armor and drive the attack deep inside the guy's body, at a point where I had no control at all, I wondered if the guy's armor, which blocked all physical attacks except the black sword, was fake. It costs even that.

Even if the attack was successful and the sword sank in, the fight continued without the feeling of killing a living creature, but rather like sticking the sword into raw meat.

Slam!

Kwaaa!!!

Fuuu!

Degurrr...

“... Fuck.”

In the end, even as the guy was cutting with an axe, the murder sentence from the muzzle that was persistently aiming at my body and anyone standing in the line of fire blew off one of my legs.

[...]

Slam!

ping!

“...”

cook!

He reloads and walks towards me, who is no longer able to move, using his magic sword on the ground instead of the leg that was lost due to the sword.

‘Does this fight end here? I couldn't figure out its identity in the end. For the rest, I have no choice but to discuss it with Gloria.'

Defeat was certain.

Still, it is comforting to know that the loss is not that great.

I still have a few of my secret treasures hidden, and Gloria's Holy Arks have already disappeared to return to hiding in the workshop after retrieving the Orca Sword.

So, having decided to accept this defeat, I kept all the information, including its appearance, in my mind until the end, and waited for the defeat to lead to future victory.

Slam!

The muzzle of the guy's gun soon came closer and was raised again.

The single eye glowing inside the helmet was glowing with hostility towards me, but at the same time, it was not a look filled with desire for victory in the fight, but rather a look of hostility that was probably forcibly injected by the fairies, so it just felt uncomfortable.

chin.

“... It's really the end.”

Looking at that, I felt like the guy was burdened, so I held out my sword and stepped back slightly, but when I realized that what was behind me was at the bottom of the cliff where I had finally arrived after being pushed by the guy, I even held up the magic sword I was holding in order to not give out any more information. He released it, returned it to its original artifact form, and waited for death.

'... Ah, that thing inside. 'I said something and it was a beard?'

That's when I realized that what was sticking out from under the golden helmet was not the fur on a hunter's coat, but a clump of whiskers of enormous length and thickness.

Cheolker-

He tried to pull the trigger to blow my head off, but he couldn't.

“... Huh?”

Kuuk-

I felt something touch the back of my neck, so I turned to the side.

“... Ah, I’m surprised.”

It was a mole-shaped fairy who had placed her long claws on the artifact hanging around her neck, which had the appearance of a disarmed magic sword and a dwarven coin.

The moment I got on the cliff, he must have felt the energy of the coin and jumped out, apparently touching it.

Creeping creeping creeping-

“... It's really everywhere.”

At that time, not only that guy, but all the fairies nearby were coming towards me.

[...]

... Chuck.

'... huh?'

The golden hunter, who saw the fairies surrounding me, approached me without being able to fire his gun.

Then,

Flash!

Instead, he picked up the blade of the ax and aimed it squarely at my neck.

and,

[... I am Oberon.]

“... What?”

[I am Oberon, the hunter of civilization. He is the king who stood at the forefront of the era of annihilation.]

“What-”

A rather rough tone came out from inside the helmet of a guy who had never made a groan until now.

[Allies. Keep your promises. Your promise to us, who gave you fire, iron, and knowledge. Stop the atrocities being committed by the traitors to the contract who have plunged us into the abyss.]

The man's eyes were different from before.

What is in those eyes is anger.

What is contained in the voice is regret.

What the trembling of the hand holding the weapon means -

It was both hope and sadness.

[So that the sinner may atone, the people may find rest, and she may sin no more.]

and,

Flash!

Sigh!

The golden warrior, whose eyes had returned to their original state, cut off my head with an axe, with tears shining under the glow of his single eye.

        
            “... Ugh!”

A moan that is let out as soon as you are resurrected.

The sensation of an ax digging into my neck is still vivid in my new body.

“Haa... Haa... Haa... Haa...”

I have died after being hit by many weapons.

Even if it wasn't a weapon, I had enemies that were crushed by natural objects, chewed to death by magical beasts or magical plants, or even melted and digested.

So, the fact that Oberon cut off my head with an axe was not a big shock.

But the problem was the pressure he was putting on me, the overwhelming feeling of fear.

It was a feeling of fear I had never experienced even when I was mentally ill.

After getting used to the life of a soul soldier to a certain extent, even if he was captured and eaten by monsters or demon beasts, after death, if there were other soul soldiers around, he would have been able to join forces and win. Even if the battle situation was good, such a guy would be a group I could have stepped on it before, but if I had known the information that it was full of demonic plants, I wouldn't have been surprised, or if I had fought a little more carefully, I could have won on my own, but the same disappointment follows.

However, even though Oberon tried everything except hiding a few tricks that he could not reveal yet, he was defeated by this guy.

Even if you throw a day break or a magic sword into his body, all you can feel is the sensation of the sword stabbing into already dead raw meat.

The guy who took an attack that I thought would of course be a fatal blow and moved calmly, firing buckshots and striking down his axe, was unluckily caught in the firing line of a giant demonic army leader resembling a centaur on a battlefield a long time ago. A fear comparable to that of

As soon as I was resurrected, when I was breathing unstable-

“... Are you awake?”

I heard a voice, turned my head, looked to the side, and saw Gloria.

Seeing that she was looking down at me with a water bottle next to her, it seems that Gloria realized my death immediately after I was killed by Oberon and was waiting for my resurrection at the same time.

... Sigh-

“... Gloria.”

“Yes. It's here. Lee Rim.”

Afterwards, I held Gloria's hand as she stroked my forehead, took a moment to calm down, drank some water to quench my thirst after resurrection, and reported on everything that had happened since I destroyed the crystal tree.

“... The guy who appeared as if he had been waiting in advance introduced himself as Oberon at the end.”

“Oberon?”

“Yes. In addition, he calls himself a hunter of civilization and a ‘king’ who was at the forefront of the era of extinction.”

“... King. King.”

It hasn't calmed down enough and my throat is even drier, but what's more important than that is 'post-mortem report', which has the same pronunciation but a slightly different meaning.

Information can be exchanged quickly.

Although it is hectic right after being resurrected, it is necessary to spit out everything that happened a little while ago before the memories are diluted.

That way, Gloria put the pieces of the puzzle together in her head, knowing that the number of fairies at the crystal tree that I attacked was only 300, and that while I was using it as bait to buy time, a warrior named Oberon came to deal with me. , In case the fairies notice the existence of our workshop, we must prepare for evacuation immediately.

Fortunately, Gloria said that the chances of the fairies finding out where our workshop is located are significantly low.

“The existence of the workshop would not have been discovered at all. After concealing the dark figure that cut down the Holy Ark and Mystery, they returned safely, and the pieces of the shattered Watchers were made to enter the destruction process through self-diagnosis when the magic circuits imprinted on each mainspring for a long time were in a situation where they were unable to operate in conjunction. That’s right.”

“That’s a good thing. Honestly, that was what I was most nervous about. I'm sorry though. By destroying the watchers who barely made it.”

“It’s okay. After all, the observers have their own reconstruction methods in their heads. From now on, all we have to do is create something new using the minerals dug out from the basement of the workshop. But the problem is the appearance of an unexpected warrior...”

Gloria rests her chin and begins to worry.

“Oberon... Hunter of civilization. And- King.”

“He was wearing golden armor, and...”

“Total, was written. That’s what it sounds like, right?”

“... Yes. To be exact, a shotgun series.”

“... I'm sorry, Lee Rim, but can I take a look at the concept of that gun?”

“Okay. As much as you want.”

Even though she knew a lot of knowledge, she couldn't understand the concept of guns, let alone the concept of them.

So, in order to make a quick decision, I gave my head to her, and as Gloria, who can read other people's thoughts, touched my head, I started to think about the appearance of the Golden Hunter I saw and the knowledge I had about guns. As I told it like it was, Gloria took over the entire memory of everything I had experienced, along with the concept of guns.

Then she-

Although he found out about Oberon's identity, he said that he did not understand it even more.

“... That's strange.”

“What?”

“Oberon, the being with the name Oberon that I know is definitely the king of the dwarves.”

“Dwarf?”

“Yes. Judging by the information in my head that I have acquired so far and the appearance in the memories I received from you, Oberon, Oberon is the first and last king of the dwarves, a historical figure. I can't help but see it as that guy. No, on the contrary, it would be strange.”

Gloria remembers all the books she read.

Among the numerous books in her tower, there are also books related to dwarves, and no matter how long she has lived, that is only a very long time by human standards, and she goes back much longer than that. As for the dwarf who appears only after climbing up, I have never seen her in my life, so I only know about her from books.

“The golden armor is probably an item from an old era, and is a ‘hunter of civilization.’ That is the name used by the dwarf army, which had achieved an overwhelming civilization faster than anyone else, and subdued other races. And the 'gun' is interesting because it is an item that has not existed anywhere in current literature, but it is also something that dwarves, who were far ahead of other races culturally and technologically, would have made. However, since it was an item made by dwarves, it was able to have that level of firepower. Even if humans today heard of that gun, it would not be able to pierce even the thinnest armor worn by magical knights, so there is no fundamental understanding of it. It may not be used at all until the problem is resolved.”

Gloria, who saw Oberon repeatedly loading and firing his gun at me, realized that the gun he was holding was an ore deep underground that only dwarves at the time could mine, and that she had to find out the recipe for a special gunpowder. I would add that the power comes from it.

“But I don’t understand. Why are those dwarves and their king Oberon here in the Fairy Garden? And I don't know why they turned against us to protect the fairies.”

“More than that, are dwarves really that strong? Is it true that the person I was dealing with was really a dwarf?”

I asked Gloria, who concluded that it was true that Oberon was the first and last king of the dwarves based on the circumstances, whether each and every one of the dwarves was that strong, and she answered no.

“Of course not at all. Even though we live a long time, dwarves are a much older race, so we only see them in literature, but we can be sure that dwarves are a race that is not much different from humans. No matter how dwarfs they are, the fact remains that they are not magical creatures as described in literature, but rather blood-flowing lumps of meat with life like us. Lee Rim: If you are pierced between the eyes with your sword, you will die, and if you are caught in the magic of the Watchers, you will naturally burn. Lee Rim, who attacked that guy, even though you plunged your sword into him, you didn't feel at all that you were stabbing a living being, and you laughed at the magic of the observers and took the blame with your body. In fact, you have a big problem with being considered a dwarf. There is no doubt that the fairies did something to his body.”

“... Whatever the reason, you can't avoid a fight.”

“... Yes. So it will become a bigger problem.”

The appearance of a race called dwarves that suddenly appeared, or can be said to have appeared only now.

I don't know why Oberon, the king of the dwarves, listens to the fairies, and why he asks them to save him and his people, but one thing is certain.

For us now, the fact that the king of the dwarves has stepped forward to protect the fairies has caused a huge setback in our plans.

“It’s a big deal. Up until now, all the time we've spent in the Fairy Garden has been devoted to one goal: to deal only with fairies. At a time like this, Titania's trump card is a dwarf, so it's very difficult.”

We are not the ones who wasted the past 7 years.

At first, the two of us prioritized research to survive in the Fairy Garden, but after that, Gloria and I poured everything into fighting against fairies and finding a way to kill them without fail.

Thanks to this, we have already been able to release mistletoe into three of the fairies' soul springs, and not only that, we have gained the power to kill them with their souls.

It is a power obtained by pouring all the effort into being able to kill fairy beings, a magical race of mysteries, with human power.

But what appeared before our eyes was-

Oberon, the hunter of civilization.

We thought that the only enemies we would face in the Fairy Garden would be fairies shrouded in mystery, but to put it simply, it was a counter to me and Gloria with a strength that could only affect one-sided and biased races.

        
            He was armed with golden armor, a shotgun, and a hatchet hanging from his waist.

The guy didn't use magical power.

The golden armor is a unique metal power that only tries to return to its original reforged form, and the shotgun is a gun that uses minerals dug up from deep underground, where humans cannot yet reach, and the gunpowder in the bullet is also theirs. It is a gunpowder made using a method known only to people.

The hatchet, which was similar to a magic sword even though it was not clad in magic, was swung with a black sword. However, Oberon had already noticed the danger of the black sword through his armor, so he instinctively avoided anything that came into contact with the blade and fought. It could only be said that he was picky because he expertly led the attack focusing on his own.

To summarize, the power he possesses can be said to be the ultimate in technology that only dwarves can achieve, and his own power is strong, so he engages in close combat with me, who possesses enormous magical power, and holds a weapon that can even shatter Deshade's armor.

‘Damn dwarves. You were pushed out by other races with something like that? Why were you pushed back? You idiot-like bastards. I really don't understand.'

So, of course, as someone who was unilaterally attacked by this guy, I had no choice but to feel dissatisfied.

Then, Gloria, who was next to me, noticed my complaint and, not speaking for them, but just telling me the knowledge she had, the dwarves were ahead of other races at such a fast pace, but there was just one problem: It is said that the dwarves were unable to prevent the inevitable decline due to numerical limitations because the overall population growth rate was extremely slow compared to other races and the growth rate was comparably slow.

In the end, the two of us thought about it for a while, and more precisely, Gloria pondered alone on how to respond to Oberon and came to a conclusion.

“... But that doesn't mean we can afford to start researching to deal with just one dwarf. We must constantly invest time and effort into preparing for fairies. Even the fairies probably haven't completely let go of it yet. From now on, the fairies will be looking for us with that guy named Oberon at their head. So, for the time being, if possible, continue attacking the Crystal Tree, but do your best to avoid being seen by that guy... I'm sorry that all I can say is to be as careful as possible. Lee Rim.”

“It’s okay. Because it’s something that can’t be helped.”

It is inefficient to keep up with the newly created gap.

Even if we, who were all in on the Great Fairy, tried to catch up with the Dwarf who suddenly appeared, it was too late.

Currently, Gloria is working on further improving the poison, mistletoe, that was released into the Well of Souls to make it more lethal in the fight against the Fairy Queen.

Here, it is too late to begin research to deal with the dwarves, a race of fire, gold, and iron, beings who are the exact opposite of the fairies, who are based on mystical power.

To be precise, since it is Gloria, she may be able to catch up someday if given infinite time, but she did not forget that the grace period for her to stay here is now only '7 days' outside of '7 years'. .

“... No matter what happens, we have to see results within the remaining time.”

“... Thank you. Gloria.”

Even though 7 years felt like 7 days, I did not forget my purpose.

2 weeks.

Peria's body can be healed only if Titania is killed within 14 days, which is the grace period that Peria can endure.

Gloria devotes all her energy to revenge, continues to seek the power to kill fairies, and loves me, never forgetting my original purpose.

So, the decision I made calmly was to leave the fight against the dwarves entirely up to me.

As for the various operations that will unfold from now on, the ending will inevitably lead to defeat and death due to the existence of Oberon, but even so, it can be said that this is the right answer for now.

'We are the fairies, the fairies are Oberon, and Oberon is us.'

The formation of a sexual relationship in which both parties bite each other's tail.

In order to break the balance, one side must work harder and eat the body of the tail it is biting-

Otherwise, the only way is for 'another variable' to appear that can break the balance.

After the discussion, we decided to go back to our daily lives.

“Rest for now. Lee Rim. I'm sure it won't be possible for them to find us for a while anyway. The fact that they came to see you only after Oberon destroyed the Crystal Tree doesn't mean they knew our movements from the beginning.”

“Okay. Well then... I guess I should eat something.”

“...”

I was starting to feel really hungry right after I was resurrected, so when I said I needed to fill my stomach, Gloria fidgeted.

And the moment I saw that, I, who had been watching her for 7 years now, knew right away what she was thinking.

“... Don't make that face. I'll do the cooking like I always do, so Gloria can do other things.”

“Ah, I understand. I'm sorry. If I had known earlier that I would be living this kind of life with you, I would have practiced cooking regularly...”

It is said that most people can become accustomed to any activity through effort, but there are still some activities that are particularly unfamiliar to the user no matter how much effort they put in, to the point where it seems a bit too much.

And for Gloria, an alchemist, cooking seems to be one of the activities she cannot master no matter what.

She was confident and tried cooking in the kitchen for me a few times before, but even though Gloria followed the instructions, dosage, and preparation of ingredients exactly as written in the cookbook, the food she made tasted better than expected. The reason it doesn't work is that I don't know what the problem is.

“Then leave the meal preparation to me.”

“Yes. If there's anything you've been researching, roughly organize it. It will take some time to make.”

“Hehe. I’ll be looking forward to it.”

“... Yes.”

As I was getting dressed to prepare the ingredients to cook, Gloria, who had suddenly switched off from being a scholar for a moment, answered in a cute tone, so I stared blankly for a moment.

“... It seems like he's getting cuter as time goes by.”

It was a time when I was getting ready to go out, looking at the back of Gloria, who was excited to eat together after returning for the first time in a long time.

... Beep beep beep beep beep beep beep beep beep!

“... What is it? What do you mean?”

“...!!!”

The watcher, who was always asleep, standing on a perch near the entrance to the workshop, suddenly opened his steel beak and started making a loud noise. I was startled and Gloria's body froze at the same time.

Since the composition of the workshop is entirely up to Gloria, I look at Gloria to ask what it means when the watcher, who I thought was just a decoration because it didn't move during life, makes a sound -

She slowly turned her head, looked at me, and answered.

“... It's an intruder. Someone entered the barrier that had been set up to avoid being noticed by the fairies.”

After hearing that, I immediately changed my clothes again and went outside with Gloria.

-------------------------------

A continent that fairies never want to set foot on.

A land called Abyss, which is used as a garbage dump where fairies keep collecting and disposing of fairies that come near their crystal tree.

That is the land where Gloria and I settled down.

After the poison was released from the Well of Souls, the fairies thoroughly searched the Abyss like other continents, but the barrier to hinder awareness of the attack that Gloria had laid out for a long time was not discovered.

In addition to physical and magical barriers, Gloria has set up high-level barriers that cause even fairies to naturally change course as soon as they approach this area, subtly guided by random thoughts that come up from one side of their head.

But to what extent does that work?

The downside is that it is limited to fairies.

The barrier was created from the beginning with only fairies in mind, and the fairies, whose intelligence level is similar to that of an adult and a newborn compared to fairies, entered and exited the barrier without a care in the world, and whenever I had the chance, I was the one to soothe those who entered the workshop and send them out. It was a common occurrence.

So far, I thought that the only life that existed in this fairy garden were me, Gloria, the fairies, and the fairies, so there was no problem.

But now that Titania had sent a dwarf named Oberon to the front lines, Gloria and I thought that Oberon had broken the barrier that Gloria had placed and found us.

Since I have experienced countless misfortunes and am accustomed to always assuming the worst, I thought that Oberon, who witnessed my death, tracked my soul and found out the location of the workshop.

So, we didn't prepare anything, let alone sufficient preparations, but we went out with the thought that we had to repel Oberon, who was presumed to have come to destroy the defense at all costs, and the sight that appeared before our eyes was-

“Aaaah! What is all this?! What is it? these are?! Could this be a native creature?! Then why not?! I've definitely opened a portal to the Fairy Garden! Kyaaat?!!”

It was a woman surrounded by hundreds of fairies, swinging a broom on a high rock to shake them off.

“... Lee Lim. Of course, that's Oberon-”

“No. huh. First of all, because I don’t have a beard.”

“... I don't think it's a good idea to tell whether a dwarf is a dwarf or not just by their beard, but it's obvious.”

The existence of another person who is neither Oberon nor a fairy, but appears in the Fairy Garden and appears to have arrived on his own like us.

And as for the identity of that woman, the reason why she exists here is as unknown as that of the dwarf she suddenly encountered-

“Ugh... I thought I barely escaped from Lihere's witch hunters! I can't believe I came to a place like this! Could this be a sanctuary for foreign media?! Have we come to that place? Me?!”

“... Gloria. Is that a witch?”

“... To me, she looks like a witch at first glance. A broom and a huge brimmed hat. And there are clear traces of being under the magic of the Empire's Witch Hunters. Having spoken with the priestesses of Lihier, I am convinced that she is clearly a witch.”

Since it was the appearance of a 'witch', Gloria and I held the back of our necks, sighed, and then approached her to calm her down as she was surrounded by fairies.

        
            One of the annual events of the Mortis Empire.

The wish ceremony, an event hosted by the Red Purge Church, ended successfully.

The priests who traveled throughout the empire healed the illnesses of people in remote areas and promoted their achievements, and missionaries also worked even harder this year.

That's because this year is also the year when the black fog cleared after Baphomet was banished to hell and Lehi began to make a comeback, and Rugal suffered great damage from Sotok, the giant of giants, and suffered a significant loss of power. am.

So now is the right time to expand the church.

The Red Purge Church, which is based on the Northern and Eastern Churches, is less well-known because it joined just around the time of the founding of the Empire, unlike Lihier and Rugal, who had been helping Steyer even before the founding of the Empire. As a latecomer, they are located in the capital. Since most of the church's branches were located in the outskirts of the empire, they made an effort to inform people of their existence in a friendly manner more than other times.

One of the strengths of the Red Purge, which belatedly began to share its fate with the Empire, is the symbolism of the numerous saints that the church possesses.

Therefore, the people of the empire who belong to the relatively lower class, who live near the border of the empire, prepare for tomorrow's anxiety rather than firmly building up their faith, and think of going to church once in a while when they have free time after all the labor and tasks are over. Among the people, in the parishes of the Red Purge Church, which established itself late, it is popular because of the religion's unique liberal customs and attitude that does not emphasize solemn doctrines, as well as the respect and sense of relief they feel the moment they look at the saints.

By the end of the wish ceremony, among the people who had received more favors and gifts than usual, even those who had not yet thought of converting to the Red Purge Church were converted to the Red Purge now that Rugal had fallen once again. That it would come to fruition was the result of the cardinals at the top of the Red Purge putting their heads together and predicting.

but-

If the church's intentions had been properly reflected, the people of the Empire, who should have come to the parishes of Red Purge as soon as the wish ceremony was over, instead of moving as soon as the wish ceremony ended, instead wrapped their arms around themselves and trembled with even greater anxiety.

As usual, people who have to prepare for winter will have to gather their minds again and prepare for winter, as they enjoyed a long holiday after the wish ceremony, and regions that need to sow crops once again should prepare to use their strength, but for now, the capital From this point on, the people of the entire empire are tense.

In particular, the capital city couldn't help but look more rigid as people walking along the streets lowered their voices to whispers, unlike usual.

And in such rigidity, they whisper to each other about what has happened recently -

I was listening to 'The Witch's Helper' while eating at an outdoor table at a restaurant on the street.

Grumbling- Grumbling- Grumbling-

Squeak!

Hmm.

Mumbling, mumbling-

'As expected, the bread has a good texture. Did you say it was a baguette? You can look forward to other dishes as well. As rumored, this might be a store with a knack for cooking rare ingredients.'

...

-Did you hear? Rumors about Ferdian, the president of the Lapis Lazuli Metallurgy Association.

-I heard. Rumor has it that the Imperial Knights raided Ferdian's mansion.

-It was a terrible thing. How could it be that the old man, who on the outside presented himself as a respected alchemist, was doing such terrible things in the basement of his house...

-You synthesized a human and a demonic beast? Why on earth do you think like that? It's truly terrible.

-From what I heard, there was a rumor going around that it wasn't because he was crazy about research, but that he simply targeted people who looked more beautiful than him. Pure jealousy led the old man in that direction.

-Anyway, Ferdian said he would be put to death today, and it was said that the people who were sacrificed would be helped by recruiting priests with the power to restore them to their original form from the imperial family. I'm really glad.

...

Sagagak- Sagagak- Sagagak-

Crackling.

Ha!

'hmm. This is delicious too. Did you mean clam scallops? I think I tried it once when I was treated to various delicacies by the witch of cooking, but it's been a while.'

A half course served during lunch at a well-known restaurant in the capital.

Compared to the 12 types of dishes served in the dinner course, the lunch course menu, which only has 8 dishes, is missing all the truly valuable ingredients, so it is disappointing considering the price, but for the witch's helper, that alone is enough to make one meal. It's satisfying to do, so I savor the food and listen to people's stories.

...

-Mrs. Nilven. Did you hear? The story of Ganrod’s wives.

-I heard. He was a heretic interrogator belonging to the Iron Cage Priests.

-It's hard to believe that a person who lived at the center of the western nobility had a hobby of loving corpses... It's scary to even imagine.

-I've met Ganrod a few times before, so it gives me even more goosebumps. I heard he had a wife, but he never showed his face. It's even more creepy because one day, when I told him I had a married daughter, his eyes lit up. At the time, I thought he was just looking for a friend he wanted to introduce to his wife... but I'm really glad I stopped thinking about sending my daughter to the estate.

-You mean Mrs. Nilven's daughter. I almost got in real trouble. All the women who married Ganrod died and their bodies were stuffed... Hmm! hmm. sorry. It probably wasn't something to talk about on the street like this.

-This is a story announced by the royal family, so what do you think? Rather, there is no reason to be cautious about talking about things like this. We need to talk about it, spread it, and make people who are doing similar things tremble.

-Kidnapping and attempted murder. And even the consumption of human flesh. The charges alone are terrible, but I am glad that the truth has now been revealed. Still, I'm worried because Ganrod went on a rampage and the knights who came in to arrest him were seriously injured.

...

Crackling-

'this. That's too bad. 1 point deduction. The baguette bread that was given before the meal was okay, but this bread was a little dry, had a burnt smell, and was just salty. Is it dry due to lack of maintenance, or is it the bread that originally had this texture... No. Let me think again. No matter how you look at it, it seems like the former, but for now, we can be generous and accept it as a cultural difference. Another 1 point increase.'

After eating the scallop dish, the witch's helper, who tore into the salt bread baked with salt on top, munched on the salt bread and looked in the other direction.

...

-Fintail. Did you hear that sound?

-Long time no see. Hariam. And Lighttail. What do you mean?

-There is a bounty on Sohan, the leader of Sohan's Wing Knights.

-... Ah, you mean that sound?

-Fintail said that he had previously received an offer from Sohan to join the Knights, right?

-... I did. This is a person with a connection. I once received an offer and went hunting with him for 3 or 4 days. Really, I don't know how things happen in this world. I can't believe that Sohan is looking after the smugglers and releasing Tyrants in the empire's lands.

-Thanks to this, the Adventurer's Guild has been receiving a lot of criticism recently. There was talk about whether the investigation was being neglected because the Tyrants were popping up in places that had nothing to do with their habitat, and if that was the case, then what kind of information would the adventurers and knights of the voyage trust to receive requests, but it turned out that it was all Sohan's doing? .

-So, I heard that half of the bounty on Sohan who ran away was given by the royal family, and half was given by the Adventurer's Guild. Thanks to this, it became a huge amount of money.

-It's hard to chase after something that runs away. It is said that he abandoned the knights, abandoned his family, and ran away with his closest associates, even resisting the pursuit of the knights of the imperial family. He said that there is no one who can catch up with that except the people who have talked to him before.

-... That's why I'm bringing this up, Mr. Pintail. How is it? Would you like to join us on a bounty hunt?

-... That's why you came to see me. Hariam. And Lighttail.

-Wouldn't it be a glorious hunt? If we catch him who rebelled against the empire and caused harm to the people, it will bring great glory not only to our honor as knights of pilgrimage, but also to the churches and families that support us.

-... Still, I need to think about it.

-Why?

-Sohan is an incredibly strong person, even though he is being chased. It's not that I doubt the skills of Lighttail and Hariam, but he is more skilled than us.

-okay. If you, who know Sohan well, evaluate him so coldly, you have no choice but to admit it.

-Then, Fintail. Here I have some important news for you.

-What is it?

-Actually, it is said that Winnet started tracking Sohan.

-... You mean the gut-destroyer Winnet? I understand that Winnet is a person who dislikes the human hunting part of bounty hunting.

-yes. That's true, but this time, the guild leader of the Adventurer's Guild said that he bowed his head and asked Winnet for the guild's honor. He is a person who must be captured. Otherwise, the adventurer's guild will not be able to resolve the injustice suffered by its members who have suffered from the disdain they have received so far.

-...

-Let's join Winnet. Pintail. As long as you, who know Sohan's personality, and we, who fought together in the Forest of Illusion, help Winnet, it won't be difficult to capture Sohan.

-... I knew. Well then, I will accept it.

...

“... It might have been a satisfying lunch.”

The voices of the three knights joining together to come up with a plan to track down Sohan also reached the assistant's ears.

“And, it’s definitely confusing.”

At the same time, she confirmed that the current empire was also in a chaotic situation, just as the courses she had for lunch were all delicious, but the courses consisted of dishes that did not fit together at all.

As I keep hearing, the empire where the wish ceremony has ended is now in a bloody storm.

By the announcement of the imperial family, only Ferdian, Ganrod, and Sohan, who could be called influential figures in the central political world of the empire, were predicted to be executed and were exterminated, and this was not the end of them becoming public enemies of the empire.

The members of the association that cooperated with Ferdian and his disciples have all been executed for a long time, and since the main priests of the Iron Cage even have people who worship Ganrod, there is a conflict between the knights and combat priests who came to arrest Ganrod in his territory. A battle broke out, and the Topswords of the knights who were loyal to Sohan are helping him escape, so the bloody fight is still going on everywhere he escapes.

The large-scale purge stiffened not only the person involved and those who followed him, but also those who were caught up in it, those who were afraid that danger might befall them, and those who were anxious that it might be their turn to be the target of the next purge.

Still, all of those actions may seem like something that happened suddenly to the people of the empire, but the wind of purge that is happening in the empire right now is something that Princess Camellia, the princess of the empire, had planned even before the wish ceremony by mobilizing her unofficial knights, the Spy Knights, Now that the wish ceremony was over, she could say that everything was going smoothly as she had expected.

Either that or not-

For the witch's helper, the fact that the entire empire is currently in an atmosphere of chaos has made it a more comfortable environment for her to roam around freely.

        
            Perfect!

The assistant snaps his fingers.

“Yes! Coming soon!”

'Oops, I made a mistake.'

One of the store employees who saw this thought that the woman sitting at an outdoor table had called them and tried to leave the counter, but the witch made a gesture and said it was okay.

At the same time, the witch noticed the inside of the bread hat she wore while eating, on top of her head -

He took off his hat and put it inside his robe, making sure that his light pink weasel ears, which were listening to all the whispers of citizens on the street, ladies, and knights, were not visible to others.

Hororok-

'I am very fortunate that I was able to move comfortably thanks to the fact that even the troops in the capital tracked down each influential person who had been deposed and focused their attention on them. So, for the first time in a long time, I was able to enjoy a leisurely meal in the capital.'

Hororok-

'... More than that, I don't think this coffee or tea is really my taste. From now on, even if it is offered, I will have to refuse it. Anyway, let's get up now.'

After that, the assistant took a sip of the warm drink called coffee, which was served as an after-dinner drink, and which had a color that seemed to embody the deep darkness that had spread among many nobles in recent years instead of tea, but it was not to his taste, so he put it down. I thought I should stand up and express my gratitude to no one for the current situation where I was able to move freely thanks to the situation in the empire.

Sweet.

The assistant lifted the lantern that had been placed next to the table.

Now that we've finished eating, it's time to get back to work.

Whiuuung-

“... Oh my. Still, it's still a bit cold. Today may be the last time I eat outside.”

The helper felt a chill from the wind that just happened to blow.

As expected, it was nice to naturally sit at an outdoor table to listen to the voices of people on the street, but it was disappointing that the weather wasn't getting any better, so I thought about gathering information in places like bars from now on.

Afterwards, it was the time when the helper swept away the light pink hair that had been ruthlessly shaken by the harsh wind.

“Guest. Have you eaten everything?”

“... Yes. Thanks to you, I enjoyed it.”

Although he did not say that he would pay the bill, it was unexpected for the restaurant owner to bring something out first, so the assistant was a little nervous.

First of all, she is better than any other witch at hiding her identity, but the Witch of the Blue Rose or the Witch Hunters of Lehire may have suspected her and sent someone to observe her closely and take a look.

However, that was not the reason why the witch's helpers, who were disguised as female adventurers who had come alone to enjoy an old-fashioned meal when circumstances had improved, which were common in the capital, approached the restaurant owner before he could even say a word of calculation.

“I expected it, but he left coffee. Then, if it's okay, have a drink of this and go.”

“... What is this?”

Hot-

When the helper held the cup the store owner gave her, she felt her cold hands immediately becoming warm.

'... huh? This?'

And the helper, who felt the divine power of the contents inside, opened his eyes wide in surprise, and the restaurant owner, seeing this, continued.

“Actually, a company called ‘Pasteur Capon’ recently started selling milk throughout the empire. We also signed a contract. Milk imbued with divine power is a product that is difficult to pass up. How about it, understand?”

“Yes. Well... it's weak, but it definitely contains divine power.”

“Is that so? Thank goodness. I have a dull sense of divine power, so I don't really feel it, so I signed a contract because the former adventurer employees below me pushed me to do so, but I felt more secure if I got the guarantee from someone like an adventurer girl who often visits temples. Anyway, that's how our restaurant signed a regular contract with the Pasteur Capon Company. Regardless of the fact that it is imbued with divine power, I was wondering how it would taste good to serve milk as an after-dinner drink to customers, even if it was the same for me and the employees. Since it's getting colder, I'm thinking of warming up a glass of milk and serving it, but I'd like to hear your thoughts.”

“... I see.”

The assistant, who noticed that the restaurant owner clearly identified herself as a female adventurer in the eyes, listened to the owner's words and took a sip of milk.

gulp-

“... Definitely. It might be okay. It's a taste that not only street people but also adventurers can enjoy without hesitation. The old-fashioned feel imbued with divine power is also a taste that knights and nobles would like.”

“Is that so? Do you think it will be okay too? Thank goodness. The number of restaurants signing contracts with merchants selling this milk is rapidly increasing throughout the capital, so I signed a contract, but I was a little worried about whether I would be able to satisfy many customers.”

“Yes. If it's just a cup of coffee to end a meal, it's at least much better than the coffee I served a little while ago and it's definitely enough.”

“... Huhuhuhuhuhuhu. That's right! I guess it wasn't a wrong decision after all. Thank you for letting me know your thoughts.”

“No. Oh, then, since you're here, let me do the math for you. Here is your credit card.”

“Ah. That should be it. Please wait a moment.”

The helper who drank the milk imbued with divine power thought it was definitely a good idea.

She doesn't know who came up with this blasphemous idea, but since she started the business in earnest because it seemed like there was no way it wouldn't work out, she felt like she would make a lot of money.

So, after drinking all the milk and paying the bill, the helper left the capital. Although he belatedly thought that the divine power contained in the milk felt somehow familiar, he did not forget his job.

“... Then, let’s really get started.”

She was a witch who was resting a little while ago, but not anymore.

“Whoa... I wonder what kind of troublemaker asked for help again today.”

She is a witch's assistant.

Her role is 'to guide all the witches until the king of the vagabonds returns.'

Her job is to help wandering witches avoid losing their lives in vain as much as possible until the appointed time comes, and to cooperate with what they want to do.

and-

It also serves as a search for someone who has the qualifications to become the next king of tramps.

[Indian Witch Hollow Eve]

“Recently, the cleaning of the thought form imitating the insect witch. Before that, the rescue of Forastero, the Witch of Clothing. Before that... I don't even remember. It's really hard work. When will I be free from this job?”

Eve enters the deep forest, warms her hand to the lantern, and begins to draw a magic circle.

What she's been mainly doing these days is rescuing wandering witches from Lihere's witch hunters.

Recently, a twisted cause and effect occurred where a previously dead bug witch came back to life for some reason, but after she traced the reason and set out to find the location of the bug witch's thought form, everything was already over.

So what we need to do from now on is to help the wandering witches who are being chased by Lehier again.

In particular, the witch who will be helping from now on is a witch who has been doing research on 'fairies and dwarves' who do not have any magic for combat. She escaped the attack of Lehire's witch hunters and entered a portal to another dimension with a very poor success rate. She opened the door and ran away, and Eve, who claimed to be the witch's helper, had to save her because she had received her rescue signal.

However, the problem is that since it is a portal that can only be opened by a witch who studies fairies and dwarves, even Eve in this dimension cannot think of any other way to save her.

'But for now, we can just check his face to see if he's okay. In times like these, I'm so glad I have a lantern. With just a lantern, you can check whether the witches are safe even if they cross the dimension.'

In this way, Witch Eve completed the magic circle and placed the lantern in the center.

...Rarrr!

Then the lantern's flame seemed to grow bigger and began to illuminate another dimension.

The location is where the witch that needs to be rescued is currently located.

It may be a fairy garden or another dimension, but as long as the connection is successful, you will be able to see the face of the witch, whether she is alive or dead.

After such a long time-

Flash!

'good. It's a success.'

The flames, which had been fluttering for a while, gradually began to settle down and began to illuminate the inside, taking the form of a ring of fire.

And finally, on the other side of the ring of fire, a lively witch raised her face and spoke to her helper.

[... ah! done! That's it! Ugh! Mr. helper! Can you hear?!!]

“... I hear it. Witch Warven Berg.”

[ah! I can hear you! I'm so glad! Mr. helper! This is Woven Berg! Thank you so much for accepting my rescue request!]

“Whew... I'm glad you're safe.”

Eve was slightly relieved when she confirmed that the witch she was rescuing was safe.

Rather than feeling fortunate that the witch wasn't seriously injured, he thought that if the person to be rescued was okay, it wouldn't be that difficult for her to reopen the portal that opens this side and that side, which was difficult to create due to the limited knowledge he had. sigh.

‘I don’t think this job will be that difficult. Fortunately, the.'

Eve felt at ease because she thought that her job would be much easier than when she was helping the witches who were being chased by Lihere's witch hunters.

But even for a moment-

[Ah, just wait a moment though! I think you can't see me well because I'm so close.]

“I don’t mind.”

[no. There are people I can introduce to Mr. Assistant! There are people who helped me!]

“... Yes? The person who helped me?”

[yes! These are the people who helped me even though they knew I was a witch! Is this really amazing?! So, let me introduce you to Mr. Assistant! When didn’t you also talk about it?! If there is anyone who can help us witches, please tell us!]

“... Wait. Woven Berg. Don't just tell the story alone, tell me my story-”

Eve, who has a cold personality, is a witch with a fiery personality that embarrasses even her.

Warven Berg, a witch who studies fairies and dwarves, stayed far away from the ring of fire on the other side, regardless of what Eve said or not-

Beyond the widened landscape, the images of two people sitting on either side of the witch began to appear beyond the ring of flame.

[Here, the two people next to me are the people who helped me! Can you see it well?! Mr. Helper!]

“... Yes. I see it. I see, please don’t make so much noise-”

And Eve, who was a little confused by the news that there were humans who helped the witch, was distracted by how on earth other humans could have been in the Fairy Garden before her, when the dimension the witch crossed over must have been the Fairy Garden.

“... Wait. Why are you there?”

[... Uh, um. Long time no see. This will be our second meeting. The... helper witch?]

I belatedly noticed Irim and Gloria sitting next to the witch who was to be rescued, and especially Irim's presence.

        
            What is a witch?

The moment you try to find out about it, people frown.

The image that the name “witch” has is initially perceived negatively.

So, since I know how to read the mood, rather than asking people around me what a witch is, I looked at their reactions.

First of all, people around me came from the Kingdom Union.

Although I haven't heard much about Peria, a trickster, Thistle said that she accepts witches as beings with nothing good to offer, and that Enin also doesn't like witches.

And I don't know if the appreciation for witches was the same among the demons, or if it was Astesia's personal opinion, but Astesia also had a wary look in her eyes when looking at the Blue Rose Witches.

On the other hand, Nana Hwarim and the spirit soldiers of the parish, who had never encountered a witch on the battlefield near the Kingdom Alliance, did not specifically think 'witch?' even when they heard the word witch. Now that I think about it, I heard there was something like that.' That's all I felt.

That's all-

This is the impression of people from the Kingdom Alliance.

And the next thing to consider is the empire.

The Empire is a country with a direct relationship with witches.

It is one of the spiritual pillars of the current empire and a symbol of a declining church, and the Lehere Church, which dreams of re-prosperity, is the place where those witches originated.

Witches were originally priestesses who served Lihier, but one day, Lihier's priestesses ignored Lihier's words and summoned a large number of demons at once, and Lihier fell into an evil spirit to send them back to hell. A story about losing.

From there, a sect arose between the wandering witches and the Witch Hunters of Lihier, who systematically moved to seek revenge on them.

Normally, the witch hunters of Lehire can also be seen as being of witch lineage, but no one dares to call them witches because they would have to accept a duel risking their honor and life, and the witch hunters are also very capable of killing witches. Among the people of the empire who know how to use their power, those who consider them witches are not only few, but insignificant.

So, naturally, when I hear the people of the empire bring up stories about witches every once in a while, what is their impression of witches, or more precisely, wandering witches, from the perspective of the people of the empire who have been directly involved in large-scale disasters caused by witches -

For hygges, it is game that can be hunted legally.

For the people of the empire, it is a natural disaster that can harm their villages, farmlands, and families at any time.

As for the nobles of the empire, who are supposed to be the shield of the people of the empire, they are currently entrusting the tracking of witches to witch hunters, but if a request for cooperation comes, they are ready to help at any time, even if it is for their own safety. It's a treat.

And now, the perception of all witches as a whole does not reflect the personalities of individual witches at all.

From there, if I were to recite to myself my own impression of a witch-

'Just my level of awareness of the witches I know, feel, and have met. A witch is an arbitrary being. Interest-based existence. A being who will do anything to achieve what he wants.'

At least the witches I know feel that way.

An appreciation of the individual rather than an appreciation of the inclusive.

There are four witches I have met so far.

The first witch I met was Sirian, the head of the Blue Rose Witches.

Next is Snooze Biblio, a witch belonging to the Blue Rose Witch.

The other was Forastero, a wandering witch who had a child and was being chased by Lihere's witch hunters.

And the person he met at the last moment before breaking up with her was a witch whose name he did not know, called the 'Witches' Helper'.

'No, is there more?'

There must be a few more, but there are also some obscure witches whose names we only know or who we have never met in person.

Rootknit Treecat, a witch who has never met and only knows through Reigns what she did by kidnapping children like her, is now dead and no longer exists in the world.

The bug witch who appeared to participate midway in the fight that took place in the black earth was not a real bug witch, but was a pseudo-body made up of the bugs she worked with.

'Furthermore, if you think about it, the Witch Hunters of Lehire can also be said to be witches who have been educated in abstinence, strictly speaking, but if you say something like that, you will really be killed by the Bishop of Setias.'

These are the witches I have met and come to know many times, knowingly or unknowingly, and the only impression I have on witches is that being involved with them always makes things a little more tiring, but they are not people to be disliked that much.

The balance of power between the Witch Hunters of the Blue Rose and the Witch Hunters of Lehire is still going on, but I don't want to get involved in it as much as possible.

Still, what was surprising was that even if my perception of witches was formed because I was not born in this world and had a soul disease, it was a little surprising that Gloria, who was originally from this world, had a similar perception to me about witches.

“Witches are women who like to delve into one thing. However, it is ambiguous to call them scholars. Scholars are people who pour their all into the pursuit of knowledge and consider it an honor to inform others and spread the results to the world. However, on the other hand, they do not aim to see the end of a field, but simply start one day out of nowhere. A witch is someone who jumps into a field because she wants to do it, and then throws her research results into the fire without hesitation if she loses interest at any time. A human being, but a being that is a bit far from being called a human being. If the reason why a scholar has a passion for learning is desire, what makes a witch focus on one thing is instinct.”

“Instinct and desire. I think it's the same thing, but a scholar's desire is acquired and a witch's instinct is innate. Is it okay to understand it that way?”

“Approximately correct.”

So the two of us shared our opinions, and since we knew that Gloria didn't really reject her because she was a witch, we-

“... Ah! person?! How could it be that a pursuer sent from Lihier had come all the way here... No, wait! Does that mean this is not a nest of foreign media?! Then it doesn't work that way!”

I decided to save the witch who was in panic and was surrounded by fairies.

It was difficult in many ways.

As always, witches have lived a life in which it is natural to be ostracized.

And that was the same for the witch who was surrounded by fairies. She knew that no one would help her. As soon as she saw us, she showed a hostile appearance and immediately tried to use magic.

However, in the Fairy Garden dimension, if we use magic incorrectly, our location will be known to the fairies, who will immediately realize that a completely different magical wave from their own has originated somewhere in the Abyss continent, so Gloria took a hard line. I wrote-

Sararak-

Flap!

[Mitis]

“Eup! Ugh?! Ugh?!!”

As soon as she used her magic to loosen one of the ribbons on her head, the witch was easily subdued by having her mouth, hands, and feet all wrapped up by the long ribbon that instantly spun around her body.

...

...

...

Afterwards, it is time to resolve misunderstandings.

After bringing the witch into the workshop, we spent quite a bit of time calming her down.

Soon, we returned to the workshop and since it was a space where we lived alone, there was no place to sit, so we made the witch sit on the bed -

Grumble-

dump!

flinch!

“Good. Then shall we begin?”

The two of us brought a chair and sat in front of it and began interrogating it, with me asking questions and Gloria determining whether it was true or not.

“What is your name?”

“Wow, it’s called Warven Berg...”

“Age?”

“... Do I have to say it?”

“It doesn’t matter if you don’t want to talk. Even if you ask her what she does, she'll probably say she's a witch. So let's change the question here: What are you a witch?”

“Well... I'm interested in studying ethnology.”

“Ethnology?”

“Yes. All races, including humans. From demons, orcs, kobolds, and lizardmen, to all humanoids... Yes.”

When I glanced sideways at Gloria while interrogating her, I received a signal that Gloria, who was reading the witch's mind, was not lying at all.

For now, this is the end of asking for personal information.

The witch continues to wiggle her fingers while sitting on the bed, and it looks like she is still anxious.

So, with the idea of making things happen as quickly as possible, I changed my course of action in an attempt to make the witch more open so that she would return more information than what was asked.

... Shake it off!

Startle!

“Why are you so surprised? are you okay. Because I'm not trying to eat you.”

To get closer to her, he approached her, sat down on the bed, and held her close, and the witch trembled.

“I make up my mind. Just ask a few questions, answer them, and I'll let you rest comfortably.”

“That, that...”

‘It’s harder than I thought. Under the circumstances, it looks like he came over here after being chased by witch hunters. Is that why?'

However, the witch who seemed to have been chased by the witch hunters a little while ago did not open up as easily as I thought, so I decided to take action to calm her down as much as possible.

Click.

“ character. Drink some tea. Try breathing out slowly. It's not difficult, right? Because there is no threat to you here. You said that a little while ago, right? We saved the witch from the fairies, what more can we do here?”

“Is that so...?”

“Of course. So what we want is just to get something in return for saving us a little while ago. Hahahaha-”

When it comes to acting out kindness, I am confident that I know how to do it.

He takes the warm tea and puts it in the witch's hand, puts his arm around her shoulder, and expresses his opinion that he just wants to make a little deal.

“Oh, indeed. this. Drink this all the way with tea. This is a medicine my friend made, and if you take it when you feel anxious, your body will warm up and you will feel more comfortable. If you feel tired after eating, you can take a nap. We don't have any problems. Hahahaha-”

After that, among the medicines that Gloria had prepared, there was a tranquilizer, so it was a bonus that she put two pills in the witch's hand and told her to take them quickly.

However, when I put a pill in her hand and told her that she could take a nap if she was tired, her face began to become more and more thoughtful -

chin!

“... Hmm... Hmm! Ahhh!”

“Uh, what? Why are you like this? Are you okay?”

At the end, as soon as I put my hand on her shoulder to calm her down, she started crying and crying.

        
            “Waaa! Hehehe! Hehehe! Hoeeenn!”

“No, what kind of crying... No, why are you crying? Just stop. I can't do anything.”

“Hoeee!!!”

“Mr.... my ears hurt...”

The witch starts crying, and when I try to comfort her, she starts crying even louder.

I don't know what the problem is.

I think they did a good job of making the interrogation not feel like an interrogation.

Based on the circumstances, it seems clear that the witch arrived here after being chased by Witch Hunters and trying to escape to the Fairy Garden.

Additionally, as soon as we arrived here, the witch was in a panic surrounded by fairies, so we saved her.

From there, I thought the witch would naturally be psychologically unstable, so I thought I should prioritize soothing her. As soon as I entered the workshop, I locked the door and made her sit on the bed.

'Afterwards, I dressed lightly so as not to be intimidating, and brought a chair to be at eye level with Gloria and sat in front of her on the bed. It was definitely okay up to that point?'

However, the more you review your own behavior, the less you can figure out what the problem was.

After that, at the Fairy Garden, we picked tea leaves, a valuable commodity that had only recently become available for cultivation, and brewed tea for them, and also gave them tranquilizers.

To avoid giving the impression that I was being pressured, I only asked personal information and then kept my tone of voice calm so that I could feel like I was being interviewed comfortably.

Even though I did that, she didn't seem to have calmed down yet, so I just walked up next to her and grabbed her shoulder to make it clear that it was harmless, but this was her reaction.

'driving me crazy. 'What's wrong?'

Then, Gloria, who was reading the witch's mind and looking at everything from a third-person perspective, grasped the situation and began to organize it.

“... Oh my. Looks like I picked up more trouble than I thought.”

Gloria looks at the witch who is crying loudly in a corner of the bed, sighs, and motions for me to come next to her, lowering her voice to a whisper.

“Whoa... Looking at it, I think you have such a great imagination. Do all witches have hair like this?”

“What’s wrong? What was the witch thinking?”

“Lee Lim. Don’t misunderstand what I’m saying, but listen carefully.”

“... Uh, yes.”

“You may feel unfair, but...”

“... Yes.”

“Now that woman is in her head-

She thought she was going to be raped from now on.”

“... What?”

I was dumbfounded when I heard that.

I tried my best to calm the witch down, but she had no idea that I was going to rape her from now on.

What immediately came to mind was the proverb or something about saving a drowning person and telling them to hand over the bundle, but this is so unfair that it can't even be compared to that proverb, so the world suddenly feels empty.

Then Gloria patted my shoulder and slowly explained why the witch might have thought that way.

“Well... Well, Lee Rim. Don't be too hurt. It's a misunderstanding of the circumstances. As a witch, I don't know where she fell, but she suddenly brought me into a dark cave, and there were magic tools of unknown origin all around me. She sat me down on a bed and registered my name and name in order, the way slave traders used to register the personal information of slaves. After asking my age, he gave me tea and medicine that I didn't even know what was in it and kept trying to feed him. He also told me that he wouldn't mind sleeping if I was tired, and even came to my side and put his hand on my shoulder, so it's easy to misunderstand.”

“... Oh, no. I never thought of that-”

“Of course I know. However, that witch just had a rich imagination and misunderstood, so don't blame yourself.”

“... Sigh. A shitty world.”

at last-

My heart broke, I walked away from the witch, squatted on the floor, and began to lament about the world.

Thanks to you, I feel like crying, but it is entirely up to Gloria to calm down the witch who is crying extremely loudly and then interrogate her.

“No, it's because you see people differently... I really didn't mean to do that... Was I that unsatisfactory? What did I do wrong with my facial expression? It's not. I just treated him with a bright smile, just like I treated other people in Gloriana Parish, and it was clear... ”

Kuuk-kuuk-

Meanwhile, I was relieving my stress by pressing the purple fairy's tentacles like bubble wrap.

This is the information I finally found out by interrogating the witch.

The witch's name is Woven Berg.

She is a witch who studies ethnology, and has been around for a lot longer than she looks.

The reason he came to the Fairy Garden was because he was being chased by Lihere's Witch Hunters from the Empire and ended up on a remote road. He was certain that he would die if he stayed there, so he decided to just do whatever he could and opened the door to the Fairy Garden, which had a low chance of success.

However, a witch who has lived for a long time must have used many other spatial magics, so I wondered why she opened an unstable portal to the Fairy Garden, and there was a reason.

“Well, among the races I study, the most recent work I wrote was a study on elves, dwarves, and fairies.”

“... What? Aside from elves, you did research on dwarves and fairies? Is that the truth?”

“Yes. I had researched about elves and dwarves in the past and compiled them into books, but due to the witch hunters who invaded the workshop, the unrefined original was taken away by Lehire, leaving only copies. After that, I only studied it and wrote it from the witch hunters. A dimension door that can be safely escaped, and since most of the magic used by witches has the same basic principles, it is not a space movement within the same dimension that can be easily blocked, but a space magic that has never been seen before, a space that opens doors between other dimensions. I studied magic and succeeded! That was the portal to the Fairy Garden! It took a year.”

“...”

At the witch's words, Gloria looks at her with a blank expression.

Gloria also studied how humans can leap to the Fairy Garden.

Gloria, an alchemist, was able to create a 'one-way' magical device by fusing her knowledge with an artillery created by members of the Fairy Circle that took ten years of time to create. The witch in front of us now is -

It is said that after only about a year of research, they created a portal that connects this world and the other world at will.

“ Wow... I was really fortunate! I'm glad I recently lost interest in researching dwarves and switched to studying fairies. If I had continued like that, I would have been captured by the witch hunters! ha ha ha! Otherwise, you have no choice but to survive somehow until help comes!”

“... Tsk! Is this why people hate witches?”

Gloria clicks her tongue at the sight of the witch speaking as if it is no big deal.

Rather than a difference in talent, it can be said to be a racial difference.

Gloria, who has accumulated knowledge over a long period of time that can be called history, managed to achieve the technology over several years, but the witch only studied it from the moment she suddenly became interested one day, but it took only a year. With this, he was able to create a much higher level portal than Gloria.

The witch, who was touched by the fact that Gloria and I were genuinely trying to help rather than trying to deceive her, treated us in a cheerful manner, as if it was her natural personality, as if she had always done so.

“Phew... Thank you so, so much! And I'm sorry for the misunderstanding! That...”

“Call me Bishop Lee Lim.”

“Bishop Lee Rim! what? What denomination were you a bishop in?”

“Yes. It's called the Deshade Church... You may not have heard of it.”

“Deshade Church...?”

It was a bonus to introduce myself to a witch who had no idea what I was going to do.

However, when the witch heard Deshade's name, she thought deeply about something and shouted, hitting her palm with her fist.

“... Ah! Church of Deshade! Lee Rim! Are you that person?! The first person to receive Pomegra from a helper!”

“... Pomegra?”

“Huh? is not it? Have you ever saved a witch before and received something like a pomegranate?”

“... Ah. I did receive something. I don't know where it is now-”

Has my name spread among witches?

When the witch said that she remembered who I was, I put my hand in my pocket, thinking of the pomegranate, but I scoffed thinking that there was no way the pomegranate that I had put in my pocket and left in the preceptor's room was there -

Mulkyung-

“... Huh? what? Why is this here?”

Strangely enough, the moment I put my finger in my pocket, I crossed the dimension and caught in my hand the Pomegra that was not in my pocket until I was killed by Oberon, and the red bead that had once been given to me by a witch who was called the witch's helper.

“... Was this something similar to a magic sword?”

The witch waved her hand, saying she was glad to meet me, and then said that now that she had succeeded in escaping from Lihere's witch hunters, she had to go back to the original world and communicate with the helper she had asked for help in advance. It was a time when the line was moving.

“... Lee Lim. This way.”

“Huh? Why?”

Gloria, who had been thinking alone after hearing the conversation with the witch, searched a corner of the workshop on her own, found a candle, put it on the table, turned away from the witch who started lighting it, and spoke quietly to me.

“We have to use that witch.”

“What? What do you mean?”

“Do you remember what the witch said a little while ago?”

“... I was a bit distracted and said various things, but I mostly remember everything.”

“Then that’s it. Among the things that witch told us, didn't she say that she studies ethnology out of interest?”

“Yes. That’s right.”

I don't know what kind of magic she uses, but she is a witch who instantly creates a ring of fire with a single candlestick.

“Among the species studies that the witch was said to have studied, there was a story about her researching on dwarves that she thought might be Oberon's race. I was so distracted that I reacted late, but it was clear.”

“... That's right, it was like that.”

Gloria glanced at the witch who was trying to communicate with her helper to return to where she came from, then lowered her voice and spoke to me.

“That means that if we just persuade that woman with words, Oberon appears and we, who have no countermeasures against him, can easily gain the power to deal with the king of the dwarves. It works.”

        
            Gloria says that the witch must be appeased at all costs.

As expected, the witch who appeared in front of us was none other than Woven Berg, a witch whose hobby was researching 'ethnology'.

In particular, she is said to have recently conducted research on fairies and dwarves, who appeared in a situation where the presence of Oberon, the king of the dwarves, suddenly appeared in front of us, who were currently only thinking about fighting against the fairies, and was the most disturbing.

She also has complete knowledge about dwarves, having studied various races that exist in the world, ranging from races that are no longer difficult to find to ancient races that can each be called a single race.

So, now that our research on fairies has progressed to a fairly high level, in order to deal with dwarves that suddenly appear, even Gloria next to me does not have very detailed knowledge of dwarves. I had to hold her somehow.

“What should I do? That witch looks like she's going back at any moment. I don't know if there's a way, but it looks like we'll just chat for a bit and then cross to the other side.”

“It’s probably not a lie. Looking at that proud appearance, I guess we can assume that a way to return to the original world has already been prepared. So, as an extreme measure, there is a way to block communication by completely dissipating all the magical power I am pouring into the workshop and sever the connection between this dimension and the other dimension that she is currently doing.”

“... Wait a minute, Gloria. But if I use that, since me and Gloria are currently sharing a soul vessel, won't all the magical power I have disappear?”

“That’s right. The witch's magical power will disappear, but the workshop, I, and you will also completely lose the magical power that is a means of temporarily protecting the body.”

“Then that won’t work.”

“But that doesn’t mean I want to miss that witch. We have to go to great lengths to obtain that witch's knowledge.”

We talked about it, but we couldn't think of a way to catch the witch right away.

I wonder if we should take a hard-line approach and physically restrain the witch and threaten her, but if we do that, the witch who is forced to participate in our plan, no matter how much she acts as an ally, becomes an ally who has the possibility of betraying us along the way. I don't want to embrace that kind of anxiety in the fight in the Fairy Garden, where everything will be blown away the moment I make a single mistake.

And in the meantime, the witch succeeded in establishing communication with the witch in the original world.

... rrr!

“Ah! You're connected! Mr. helper! That's me! I! Warven Berg! Can you hear me?!”

A ring of fire created by a witch simply placing a candle on a table and then flowing magical energy into it.

“Oh my.”

“...is it too late?”

Through the ring of fire, the witch succeeded in communicating with her so-called helper, and since we couldn't think of any other numbers right away, we decided to sit on either side of the witch and figure out the situation.

“Helper! Can you hear me?!!”

[... I can hear it. Warven Berg.]

Soon, the witch who had taken over the communication from the other world appeared beyond the ring.

'The witch's helper. I wondered if she was the woman I met before, and it turned out to be the right answer.'

The light pink hair that appeared on the other side of the ring was the same as the rare hair color seen before in the County of Dun Priest, and even the hairstyle was the same.

After hearing the witch's words, I guessed that the witch who was the helper in the other world was actually a woman I knew.

After confirming that the Witch of Ethnology was alive, she sighed and began to talk a few words with the witch. Soon, the witch who was talking to the witch's helper, with her face close to the ring of fire with us on both sides, was talking to us. We brought up the story and made a move, saying we would show her what we were like.

“-Here, the two people next to me are the people who helped me! Can you see it well?! Mr. helper!”

Grumble-

The witch, who had her face close to the ring of fire, pushed the table with her foot and adjusted it to move away from her, making Gloria and I appear.

[... yes. I see it. I see, please don’t make so much noise-]

The helper who belatedly realized that the two of us were on either side of the Witch of Ethnology-

[... for a moment. Why are you there?]

When he saw me like that, he froze.

“... Uh, um. Long time no see. Helper witch?”

The helper's expression distorts when she greets him with an awkward smile.

[ha...]

She came out from behind the ring, looked at Gloria, and especially my face, took a long sigh, and took something out of her pocket.

“... Is it cigarettes?”

At the same time as Gloria was talking quietly to herself, what was in the helper's hand was a huge cigar.

[...]

snap!

The assistant cut off the end of the cigarette with special scissors, put it in the direction where we were, and then pulled it out.

Then, seeing that the end of the cigarette was on fire, it seemed like the helper had put the cigarette into the lantern that he was currently using as a medium of communication with us and lit it, just as he had done before.

And even though I had only seen it once before, I immediately remembered what was going to happen next.

Soon the huge lit cigarette was in the helper's mouth -

Sssshhhh

...

...

...

Fuuu...

‘It’s still great breathing. I don't know how he got his lungs, but he might be good at swimming.'

The witch, who boasted an incredible lung capacity and showed the art of sucking in a huge cigarette with just one breath until it burned to the point where she held it with her finger and then exhaling the smoke, spoke briefly afterwards.

[Fuck life.]

widely!

I don't know where it is, but the helper, who flicked the butt of the cigarette that had ended in a single breath with his finger, looked at me and spoke.

[So, it’s a sphere. You definitely said your name was Lee Rim, right?]

“Uh... I don't remember very well, but I guess that's how you introduced it, right?”

[Are you sure you were the one who helped Warven Berg, the witch there?]

“Uh, that’s it. It's ambiguous to say that I helped, because we didn't do anything other than take out the witch who was surrounded by fairies-”

[Answer clearly.]

“... I’m not sure.”

Unlike when I interrogated Warven Berg, this time my helper, a witch, interrogates me.

I responded to her words in a slightly low tone without realizing it, but if I were to wonder if I helped the witch this time, I had no choice but to say that I wasn't sure.

It was inevitable that the witch who escaped from the witch hunters and came to the Fairy Garden was something she accomplished on her own, and all I did was rescue the witch from an attack that was not an attack by harmless fairies.

Then, the helper on the other side of the ring of fire frowned for a moment as if he was annoyed, then turned his head slightly to change the subject of the question.

[Then, Warven Berg. I will ask you.]

“Huh? Please! I’ll answer as many questions as I want!”

[Witch Warven Berg. Can you say with certainty that you risked everything and that man over there named Lee Rim helped you?]

Then, after hearing the helper's question, the witch turned her head and looked at me and Gloria-

“Yes! This is something that can only be explained by saying that it helped me! If these people hadn't come to the Fairy Garden in the first place, the possibility that the portal I made hastily while being chased by Lihere's Witch Hunters would safely connect to the Fairy Garden would have been close to zero!”

“... Huh?”

[yes?]

I gave an answer that made absolutely no sense.

When Gloria, I, and the helper looked like we couldn't understand what she said, the witch explained.

“So... Actually, I was cornered in a remote place against Witch Hunters and opened the door to the Fairy Garden. It was something that had a very high chance of failing, but it succeeded because these two people were here before me. It was possible!”

[... Woven Berg. I'm sorry, but although I know about transit doors, commonly called dimension doors among wizards, I don't have extensive knowledge about the type of portal that connects other dimensions that Warven Berg talks about. So, I ask for a more detailed explanation.]

“Ah! I guess that’s true too! Then, um... let me explain from the front, I heard earlier that the alchemist and the man here created a magical tool called an artillery and used it to come to the Fairy Garden, right? On the other hand, what I was trying to do was a magic that would open the path to the Fairy Garden directly without any magic device.”

[So?]

“But the magic method that opens the portal to the Fairy Garden that I know of was originally structured so that the door would not open unless all clear coordinates were provided at a certain time. So, as it was, the door that was opened in a hurry while being chased by witch hunters to get everything done should not have been completed properly, but it just so happened that the passage that these two people had made by crossing to the Fairy Garden before me using that artillery thing happened to be. Because it remained, the portal was only able to be completed by my incomplete portal squeezing through the middle.”

[...]

As someone who was sitting next to me, I couldn't understand even half of the theory part, but I was able to guess what the witch wanted to say by guessing the rest.

The reason Gloria and I came to the Fairy Garden using the Artillery was to cross the gap between dimensions by forcibly opening it.

Therefore, even as time has passed, the part that was forcibly opened continues to remain as a kind of deep wound carved into the dimension and a gap in the dimension, like a passage, and the witch among us now is opening a portal that originally could only be used if complicated conditions were met. It seemed that normal operation was possible by squeezing into the gap in the remaining dimension and making up for the missing part.

“What is that... absurd. After doing such a ridiculous thing, the only thing you can do is smile as if you were lucky...”

So, Gloria looked at the witch next to her as if it made sense that, unlike herself, who had to build a huge artillery in order to cross over to the Fairy Garden dimension, the witch next to her succeeded in operating the portal in that way, the so-called wild method. He smiled brightly, not caring at all about her gaze-

“So, Mr. Helper! If you ask me if I received help from these two people, I will tell you that it is true that I did!”

Once again, she turned to the witch's helper and declared clearly that she was only alive today because of the help of the two of us.

        
            like that-

It was the witch Warven Berg who clearly declared that she was alive now thanks to our help.

I don't know if it was her usual personality, but in the middle of the conversation, she smiled and answered the assistant while holding the hands of Gloria and I, who had only been here for a little chat.

[Ha... Is that so?]

Therefore, even as the witch's helper who was listening to her entire story, I had no choice but to accept Woven Berg's testimony as a truth that could no longer be avoided.

[... Wait a minute, time to think.]

In the end, the assistant tried to cover his head and put his hand into his bosom, but he put his hand back, probably because he thought that smoking more than two huge cigarettes a day like I had imagined would not be very good for his health.

The witch soon regained her disheveled posture, cleared her throat, and spoke to me in a polite voice.

[Keuhum! Anyway, if you say so, I have to admit it. thank you Lee Rim. I heard this clearly through Witch Woven Berg.]

“Ah, yes.”

[You helped us witches once again. So, as the self-proclaimed guide of wandering witches, I would like to express my gratitude to you on behalf of other witches for helping us.]

“Yes. Well, not much to say...”

In the end, the helper admitted that I had helped the witch again.

[... Oh, and there was one more thing I had to say thank you to.]

“Yes? What do you mean?”

After that, the witch said with a resigned look in her eyes that she had one more thing to tell me.

[Do you remember anything about the bug witch?]

“... Ah-”

[To be exact, it should be said that it is not the person himself, but a pseudonym. The Bug Witch died 30 years ago, but she was special among the wanderers, so the creatures who loved her did something to revive her as they remembered her, but it only contained the spirit of the witch from when she was alive. Because it was exactly the same as her, the news even reached me.]

Plump!

As the helper tapped the lantern in front of her with her finger, she noticed that the bug witch had been resurrected. The helper, who noticed that something that should not have happened normally, absolutely tolerates non-witches referring to witches. He said that he moved to subdue the artificial entity because it was something he could not do.

[... That's how I tried to get rid of the pseudo-form that imitated the witch, but the memory of the earth answered that you who were there had already gotten rid of the pseudo-form and all the bugs that remembered her.]

“... Things got a little messy, but it worked out that way.”

[So, in the end, no matter what happens, you definitely helped us a second time.]

“Is that so?”

[That’s it.]

Afterwards, she said that she had done what she could in Scarlet Veil Blood's territory, where everything had already ended and even Eched had collapsed.

[So I arrived to take care of business, but I arrived after everything had already been done. I had no idea that I would meet you again in the future, so I came to repay you in my own way...]

“Did you do something? It's an empty land now, so there wouldn't have been anything to do, right?”

[Rather, because there was nothing, it was easy to do something. Until now, that place was called the Black Land.]

“That’s right.”

[So I returned the land, which now had nothing left, to what it should have been. The corpses of the remaining insects were delivered to become nutrients for the soil, and the overflowing lava was flowed through the hole dug by the giant centipede and sealed deep underground.]

The helper must have felt a little cold, so he put a hood on his head and explained what he had done to the land.

[Of course, what I did was simply to create a foundation for plants to grow on what was once a black land. Later on, I don't know if a road will be built so that the merchants, supplies, and soldiers that the empire so desperately wanted can pass through, or if the distant descendants of those who originally lived there will return and form a village, but that was all I could do.]

“...”

[That's my reward for defeating the bug witch, but it probably won't be enough. I can't do it. then-]

“Enough.”

[... yes?]

“I said it was enough. I answered that the reward would be sufficient, at least if the land becomes land for living things without being polluted by anyone in the future.”

He says it was sufficient repayment for the witch's words.

The land where Scarlet Veil Blood left.

With no more Eched or underground monsters, the land has now returned to its original state.

And maybe that's-

I think it would be the best gift Scarlett could receive.

Although there is nothing left and there will be no descendants of the Ezervia dynasty, the land where she and the kingdom people live is once again vibrant and ready to welcome the next people to come, and wild flowers will spread far and wide, turning the black earth. It no longer seems like a land without dreams or hope.

In addition, Scarlet Veil Blood is-

Now she is staying in our parish not as a suzerain or a guardian, but just as a Scarlet Veilblood, and she has promised me that she will live a life only for herself.

[... All right. If you're satisfied with just that, there's no need to repay me for this and I just need to express my gratitude to Warven Berg.]

Afterwards, the helper had no way of thinking that he would meet me and had a look of doubt on his face as if he didn't know if I would be satisfied with the reward for leaving him on the black earth as he pleases. However, the person who had to do it first was to rescue the witch. I began to continue the conversation with Woven Berg.

[Anyway, Warven Berg. Since you have asked for help, it is my duty as an Indian witch to help you until the end. However, creating a portal to the Fairy Garden is something I have absolutely no knowledge of, so I don't know what to do. What can I do here?]

“Ah! Don't worry about that! This ring of fire that is connected now will act as a portal! Through this, I will cross over there!”

[Is that so? It's simpler than you think.]

She, who was said to have created a portal to the Fairy Garden despite the odds of extreme evil, surprisingly seemed to be much easier to create a portal that would work, so she started talking to her helper about what to prepare, and Gloria and I took a step back. We lowered our voices and started discussing.

“Anyway, that’s why Irim. What do you think would be a good idea? I think this will be my last chance.”

“That’s right. The only time I can ask for a favor is now.”

“For now, I want to somehow catch that witch. The knowledge that that woman possesses is the power I really want to obtain in the current situation where no countermeasures against Oberon are prepared.”

“Uhm... So, since it's so urgent right now, rather than trying to come up with a headache-inducing plan, should I just quickly ask for a favor to their face?”

“... Yes. For now, buy time by talking to the witch. I'll think of a different way.”

The first method I want to try is the regular method.

After discussing with Gloria, I decided to approach the witch who was talking with my helper and talk honestly about our situation.

“Huh? If you have a way to go back, can I stay here a little longer and help you? What do you want from me?”

“Well, actually, we need the strength to deal with the dwarves. So, I would like you, who was studying ethnology, to stay and observe Oberon and come up with a way to deal with it.”

“Umm... The dwarves who were thought to be extinct remain in the Fairy Garden and are listening to the fairies' orders. I'm interested, but...”

but,

“Is that so? If so-”

“But, that still won’t work.”

It was harder to attract witches as allies than expected.

“... Yes? Why?”

“Actually, it’s me. I left behind a lot of familiars that I needed to take care of in my workshop over there. The reason I was being chased by the Witch Hunters was because I was caught while out looking for ingredients to feed my familiars, so I have to hurry back and go back.”

“... How about asking the helper across the room for that part-”

“That’s the biggest problem. I am sincere when it comes to setting up my workshop, so I am very thorough and do not allow anyone but me to enter the workshop. No matter how skilled the wizard is, it's impossible for anyone but me to make it impossible for them to even see the door. ... Although I had put all my effort into decorating the workshop, the crisis that came to me came when I left the workshop for a moment to get food for my familiars, so I had no idea that things would turn out like this. Heeheehee!”

[Well, since I've been listening to this all along, I'd like to say something. No matter how much I call myself a helper to witches, I am not an idle witch enough to do all the little things like that. Don’t be mistaken.]

A resolute witch and a helper who scolds her from across the street.

“...”

“...”

In the end, Gloria and I looked at each other, anxious and wondering if there really was no way.

In the end, it was a time when I told Gloria that I was thinking about taking a hard line even though it was a big risk.

“Anyway, please give me your hand, Mr. Helper. Oh, please tell me your name first.”

[Do you mean your name? Why?]

“In order to maintain a clear passage between this side and that side, it is best to know each other's true names.”

[... Is that so? If that's the case for you, who has much more knowledge about portals than I do, then that would be correct.]

Unlike us, who built a huge artillery to get over to the Fairy Garden, Warven Berg swung his arm towards the ring of fire with the intention of crossing over in a hurry, as if he really seemed to be able to go back and forth between this side and the other without any special preparations.

Whilick-

Grrr!

Then the ring of fire became large enough for one person to pass through, and the witch stretched out her arms first and then told her helper to do the same.

“You can say it the same way as me. Hmm! ... My name is Witch Woven Berg. She is a witch who studies racial studies and currently resides in the dimension of Fairy Garden.”

[... My name is Witch Hollow Eve. I am an Indian witch currently staying in the human world.]

The witches' palms stretched out their arms and touched the ring of fire as if they were facing each other.

Afterwards, the witch in this dimension responds to the words of her helper, who said her name was Hollow Eve.

“I understand. Witch Hollow Eve. You are the same as me. As witches, our origins start from the Book of Witchcraft, and if we go up and up again, we can say that the end is the same.”

[If I were to say that I have the same personality as a witch like you, I would deny it, but I have to admit it. you're right. Now we are wandering witches, but we were witches after all, subjects of the King of the Wanderers, priests of Lihier, and servants of Lord Lihier.]

“So you are me and I am you.”

[... Hey, Warven Berg. Are you sure you are doing it right? It has been confirmed that the current questions are not a process for opening a dimension door, but a process for temporarily confirming the identity of dual individual beings -]

“Ah indeed! Have you been deceived? It's all a necessary process! Please follow along.”

[... All right. I am you and you are me.]

After the two witches looked at each other and talked, the witch on this side looked at the helper on the other side and briefly thanked her for following along, then smiled-

Now we have entered the 'final stage' of magic that can no longer be undone.

“Good. So, with this, you and I are temporarily recognized by the world as objects with exactly the same conditions. So, from now on, the witch, Warven Berk, and the witch's helper, Hollow Eve-

Let's begin interdimensional existence substitution.”

Kuuk-

[... yes? I beg your pardon-?]

The witch who was with us clasped the hand of the helper across from us.

The witch put her strength on her arm and pulled her shoulder -

Swish!

[... for a moment! Warven Berg! What have you done now?!”

In an instant, he pulled the witch's helper on the other side into the ring of fire and crossed over to the other side.

“Well, thank you for your help~! Mr. helper! See you again next time when you have time! And I would like to say thank you very much to the two people there! Even though I can't stay and help you, I'm not in the fight anyway! Mr. Helper is very strong, so ask Mr. Helper for help!]

like that-

Pot!

“... Wait a minute! Warven Berg! Walken Berg?! you! What are you doing now- ugh! This damn woman!!!”

The sound of Hollow Eve, the witch's helper who had come here on behalf of Warven Berk, screamed as she waved her hand in the air where the portal had disappeared as soon as the exchange of existence was over, echoed loudly in the workshop where Gloria and I were. .

        
            “... I feel uncomfortable.”

“... I also agree. It’s a bit uncomfortable.”

Yesterday was a day when a lot happened.

He met Oberon while attacking the Crystal Tree, and after being defeated in a battle with Oberon and resurrected, an intruder suddenly appeared and he rushed to the Fairy Garden and rescued a witch who was surrounded by fairies.

The rescued witch refused even though we tried to ask for her help, and crossed over, leaving her helper who was on the other side here instead.

As a bonus, without making eye contact with the angry witch's helper, she said that she was not good at fighting and looked at me and Gloria and told them to persuade the helper to become an ally.

Right after a storm blew up like that.

Gloria and I were doing our own things in the workshop and chatting behind the witch's back.

“In theory, that would be the most efficient method. A way for oneself on this side to return to the original world without any preparations or catalysts. The most convenient way would be to switch places with a member of your own race who is not only similar to you, but also has the same job as a 'witch', and returns home. The risk is close to zero and the efficiency of magical power consumption is not that great, so it is the best option. It can be said that it was. Let alone the witch doctor on the other side who was caught up in it.”

“It was really absurd. As for the witch who will be left behind, he just said thank you and didn't care at all?”

“That’s what I said. As an alchemist myself, I once heard that the fur of rare creatures that were supposed to be used as experiment material became popular among nobles as wall decorations, and that the animals were driven to extinction due to excessive poaching. He was a ruthless alchemist who pretended not to see and carried out experiments that focused only on efficiency, thinking only that creatures that would have become extinct at some point have finally reached the stage of extinction at the end of the law of the jungle.”

Fondant!

Cheee...

Gloria puts a mineral dug up from underground in the Fairy Garden into a transparent glass cup filled with an unknown solution and shakes her head as she observes the reaction.

Plump plump plump!

And behind her, I'm in the kitchen, cutting vegetables I picked outside with a knife, and chatting with her.

“There were times when Gloria made that choice too. but. I've been living for a long time, so it's such a transitional period... Is this a word that can be used here? I don’t think so. Anyway, I guess I went through a time like that.”

“At the time, I was a monster who didn't care what I had to sacrifice, so I just had to satisfy my own desire for knowledge.”

“If it was back then, it’s not like that now, right?”

“Well, I guess that’s the case. It's not something I do in the hope that my karma or sins will be washed away, but in the end, I realized that the moment I give up on ethics, I lose my humanity. Now, with the money I've earned, I've become a thoughtful wizard among the recently created magic towers. We are continuously putting in donations to an organization called the Rare Species Ecosystem Conservation Association.”

“Is this an association that protects things like polar bears and narwhals? I don’t really like those associations.”

“Ho? okay? Why is that so? I'd like to hear it.”

“Even if you usually donate money to such associations or organizations. Most of it goes to the salaries of its members, and only a small portion actually goes to the wild animals. I think that if it is a charity project, it should be a charity project until the end, keeping their share to a minimum and ensuring that as much of the donation goes to the recipient as possible. Of course, they will barely tolerate spending on lobbying expenses behind the scenes, but on the outside they pretend to be charity projects, putting almost all of the donations into their own salaries, and only doing relief work once or twice a year to promote themselves as achievements. I've seen quite a few organizations that do this.”

“Well. That also makes sense. Don't worry too much though. The members of the association I am sponsoring are all wizards and from the empire. They are young and full of energy, and since they all come from clans and status, they do not have to worry about making a living, so they always use the donation money. We send it by mail and announce it transparently to our sponsors. In addition, we wear a handmade association badge from time to time to let people outside know about our existence.”

“Of course, I didn’t mean to deny all such groups by generalizing them. If you are sponsoring such a normal organization, I would view it positively. ... But what were we talking about and how did we end up here?”

“... It must have been a story about a witch. Maybe.”

Da-da-da-da-da-da-da-da!

As they began to chop the vegetables that had been cut into large pieces, Gloria returned to the original topic of conversation, saying that she regretted not being able to show the badge that the association had given her because it was at the tower in the other world.

“Anyway, so the witch is ethical and naive, and values only her own goals as the top priority, and as is known to the Empire and Kingdom Alliance, she can even treat humans as 'material' and use them for her hobbies if necessary. Considering that she has the same personality as a witch, I can understand why she used that method to return home, but I've heard that witches really don't care about the existence of others, but I doubt that applies to witches as well. I never thought I would be the target of ”

“I didn’t expect that either. I heard that among witches, there are some who harm humans when necessary and even use humans themselves as material. However, I thought that this was because witches were obsessed with their instincts and did not recognize humans as the same species as themselves, but I never thought that they could sacrifice even other witches like themselves in that way without hesitation. There is no other psycho like this. I'll have to be more careful next time. Ah, I guess it's complete at this point. The meal is ready.”

That's when our chat stopped for a moment.

Crash!

Quick!

Crack!

Now, as Gloria began to tinker with the newly created observers on the research table, and as I finished preparing the meal and sat down on the chair nearby to wait for Gloria to finish her work, I was in one corner of the studio, which was roughly used as a living room. The sound of the helper grinding his teeth can be heard from somewhere.

What you hear right away is the sound of a fire burning.

...Hwareuk-

“... Okay. Is it okay?”

... Pod!

“... Tsk!”

However, the candlestick caught fire for a moment, and the flower named Hope that bloomed on the irritated face for a very short time soon faded again and was distorted again by the dying flame.

Now the helper is trying to light the candlestick in front of the table where the witch was sitting, but he keeps failing.

This is something I have been doing since yesterday evening.

The witch's helper, Hollow Eve, was brought here by the witch Warven Berg by arbitrarily switching their coordinates.

Gloria watched the whole thing and then explained to me why Warven Berg did such a thing.

And to put it simply, the explanation I heard from her over the course of an hour was that the way Warven Berg opened the portal was like a balloon.

If you want to know exactly what kind of balloon it is, it is a balloon that is made of rubber and gets bigger when you blow into it.

From now on, the inside of the balloon is assumed to be the fairy garden dimension, and the outside of the balloon is assumed to be the human world.

Then, the balloon's entrance is a passage that connects to the Fairy Garden in our dimension, and Warven Berg uses the gap in the dimension that Gloria and I created using the Artillery, and since the balloon's entrance has not yet been completely restored, it is used to create magical power. By inflating myself with the air of my name, I was able to enter the Fairy Garden, which can be said to be the inside of a balloon.

However, while it is easy to insert an object through the mouth of a balloon, it is very difficult to take an object out of an already inflated balloon.

For that reason, it is difficult for Gloria and I to return to the original world after coming to the Fairy Garden, so we are solving everything here, and the witch Warven Berg also needs more than twice that amount of magical power to return to the original world like us. do.

Using that method to operate is the original ‘Jeonggongbeop’.

But Woven Berg didn't think it was necessary.

As a witch, she reached a higher level of thinking than Gloria or Titania, so she decided to use an easier method.

The method is to 'replace' the mass outside the balloon that is similar to the mass you have inside the balloon, and return to the world you came from.

With that in mind from the beginning, she asked for help from a helper, and she and herself, the witch, replaced each other's positions by agreeing with each other.

The intention of the helper, who is actually the person who must be sacrificed by the substitution of existence, is not even asked.

“The reason he didn't explain anything to the helper wasn't because he was holding a grudge against her, but he simply thought about the thought that he had to return to his original world and acted on it, which led to this result...◦ #◦

“I have never done any research on witches, but I think the concept that underlies the birth of witches is probably the concept of selfishness. It's really surprising.”

Thanks to this, the Indian witch who was forced to cross over to the dimension of the Fairy Garden and was left behind in our workshop has attempted to cross over to the original dimension again and again, but from the beginning, she was not interested in this line of research and was left behind in our workshop. Witch Hollow did not have the power to transcend dimensions.

“Ha...”

In the end, Hollow, who had been sitting on the sofa hugging the lantern and sighing, seemed to have resigned himself to putting his hood down.

And at that moment, I was done with Gloria's handling of the watcher, so I told her to go sit down at the table first and then approached the witch.

“... Hey, it's okay-”

Thing!

“... I won't lose. So, we are about to have breakfast. Are you going to eat rice?”

“...”

'It's bloody.'

I went to ask the witch if she wanted to eat, but all I got back was a sidelong glare.

Of course, that doesn't mean-

I wasn't particularly desperate to eat with her, and a witch without dwarven knowledge wasn't the kind of woman we wanted, so I only wanted to treat her that way.

“You don’t seem to be feeling very well, so I’ll prepare some food for you. Eat when you feel like it.”

“...”

In the end, the most desperate witch went back to the original dimension without even having a chance to do anything, so all that was left was a single castaway.

‘An Indian witch whose job is to guide other witches has been shipwrecked. 'It's kind of funny, too.'

“... Puheap-!”

“Ugh... did you hear?”

“Chuck... Cough! Huh! okay. Unintentionally, I read it. I’m sorry.”

“... No. Because the facts are true.”

Thanks to that, it was Gloria who read my mind and laughed while eating.

So the two of us ate breakfast, leaving the witch to light the candles until they were all melted, and began to discuss how we should change our behavior from today, now that an unexpected being called Oberon had appeared.

        
            Click. Click. Click.

Slurp slurp-

gulp.

'... I still feel like there isn't enough meat, but it can't be helped.'

There are over 40 variations of the meal, including button mushroom soup filled with vegetables and bread that was successfully made after two years of trial and error by growing wheat with great effort.

At first, I only ate salads, soups, and vegetable-based dishes for a year as if I was possessed by a rabbit beast, and then I developed to this point.

If I were to ask if there was a reason why it was like that, the answer is that, unlike me, Gloria has minimal contact with the concept of eating, but after all, she only eats vegetables every day and fruits from the trees growing in the Abyss. I can't help but get sick of it.

So one day, while sitting in front of the laboratory table, she suddenly threw the small hammer she was holding at the wall. She said that no matter how much a rabbit beast she is, she doesn't live on vegetables all year round, and in her spare time, she taught me the general method of making bread. Based on her knowledge and remembering how Henin baked bread, I was able to create the baguette.

Thanks to this, after many attempts, such as baking bread with fruits from the Fairy Garden and finely chopping vegetables and putting them in the dough and baking them, we arrived at the table we have today.

In the end, the problem was that there were no solid ingredients like meat or cheese, but in terms of nutritional intake, there was already enough, and unless we came to Fairy Garden to pursue the ultimate in truly satisfying food culture, we would miss Enin's table here. I thought I should be satisfied with the current situation.

And it seemed like this was enough to satisfy Gloria. She was drinking fruit juice while looking at me eating soup with a slightly disappointed expression. When her stomach started to fill up, she started talking about changing her course of action.

“Then, for now, let’s go. Until I choose the next crystal tree, think of a way to defeat Oberon.”

“Ugh... Are you finally going to pass this on to me? I can't really think of any way to beat that guy.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t help it. You still seem confused, but I'm an alchemist and not a person who fights. If you, who have directly clashed swords, concretize the image of the power you think you will need against Oberon, I have no choice but to respond to that and make you as suitable an object as possible. It would be suicidal for me to fight Oberon myself.”

“Of course I know. But in order to do that...”

“... Yes. This time, rather than targeting the crystal tree, we will target Oberon itself, and we will have to fight and acquire data with certain defeat in mind.”

“It must be difficult. Even so, it's a bit unmotivating to fight a guy who has no idea how to win. Against the demons, I still felt like the strategy was making progress, so I didn't get tired easily.”

The moment Gloria said that I would have to take full charge of Oberon, I felt my strength drain away.

Then Gloria gave me an apologetic look and tried to comfort me, and I knew that there was nothing I could do about the situation, so I made up my mind to stop complaining.

“... I'm sorry for passing on such a difficult burden.”

“Of course, I still think that I have to do even harder things for Peria and Gloria, so you don’t have to feel so sorry. Because I love Gloria and Peria.”

“... Well, if you suddenly hit me like that while I'm eating, I get embarrassed...”

Gloria, who had just put food into her mouth with a fork, covered her reddened cheeks with her hands.

I found her so cute that I forgot to eat and just stared at her. Then, I remembered that Gloria always drinks a glass of water after eating, so I went to get some to prepare in advance.

As I was going to fetch water from the drinking fountain on one side of the workshop, I made eye contact with a customer I had briefly forgotten about, the Indian witch Harlow, who had been watching us talking in the living room.

“... What are you looking at?”

“... No. I thought they seemed very friendly.”

It may be everyday life for us, but to other people, the witches, it felt like it was a joke.

The witch looked at us with her eyebrows furrowed, then turned her head again.

“... It can't be helped. It seems there's really only one way to go back.”

After so much time has passed.

After finishing the meal and making major changes to our future course of action, the witch approached us with a stern expression, as if she had decided on something, and spoke.

“We will cooperate with you.”

“Cooperation?”

The witch we wanted was Warven Berk, the witch of ethnology, but she crossed over to the other dimension again without us even having a chance to appease her.

What was left behind was an unexpected sojourner to us.

She was an unexpected Indian witch who seemed to have no knowledge of dwarves at all and was only planning to treat them as castaways.

So when Gloria, who had no idea that the witch who had been listening to what we were talking about at the table would say that she would cooperate first, asked again, the witch spoke as it was without hiding her thoughts.

“I am an Indian witch. Normally, my job would be to help other witches besides Warven Berk. Now that I'm trapped here, the first thing I have to do is get back there.”

“It feels as if the rescue worker was in distress-”

Thing!

“Keuhum! Sorry...”

“... Anyway, I also heard an explanation from the two people last night, so I don't know the extent of the situation. This is probably because you are hiding here to kill Titania, the queen of the fairies who is the owner of the Fairy Garden.”

“That’s right. Titania, the queen of the fairies, is not a being with whom one can communicate. Until now, she had only perceived us as toys for entertainment. I never thought of it as something I could face. So, we plan to make her realize that she is a human being and make her regret it. ... By doing so, I get revenge, and Lee Rim is able to heal his sister's body.”

After reconfirming Gloria's explanation, the witch nodded and continued speaking.

“And after being thrown into this dimension without any power by Warven Berg, there is no other way for me to return to the original world unless I subdue Titania, who holds the leadership of the dimension. I also recognized that since Titania does not differentiate between humans and witches, there was no way I could get a good result even if I went to see her. Confirmed.”

At the same time as attempting to open the door to return to the original world, the witch went through the process of confirming with us all about the current situation.

There was no reason to worry about information being leaked.

To fairies, witches are just like humans, and humans are seen as livestock or something worse than that.

Even if the witch who heard our story tried to go to Titania for negotiations with that information, there would be no reason for her, the queen of the fairies who consider themselves the supreme race, to listen to the story of the witch Eve, who is a tiny human being. Because it does.

So, the witch's only real options are either to stay as castaways and provide minimal labor until we defeat Titania, and to remain silent until everything is done, or to actively help us and significantly increase the success rate of the plan. does not exist.

And when the witches talked about her as their helper, she was said to be cold but also had a surprisingly fiery personality. Of course, there was no way she didn't know that it would be much more efficient to take a method that would quickly return to the original world.

“Good. So what can you do?”

So Gloria asks her role.

“First of all, I am not an alchemist, and I am not a witch who focuses on one study or hobby like other witches.”

Witch Hollow answers her with self-objectification.

“I am an Indian witch. A witch who has the power to help countless witches escape from the hands of the Empire's pursuers, Witch Hunters, and the Witches of the Blue Rose.”

A witch is an Indian witch.

A witch with the power to rescue wandering witches from the hands of others.

And 'rescue' and 'guidance' must have an 'overwhelmingly stronger force' than the 'pursuer' or the 'disaster' who is in danger enough to need rescue -

It becomes possible to establish it.

“The most difficult thing you are currently facing is dealing with the king of the dwarves who cooperates with the fairies, named Oberon?”

“Yes.”

“In that case, I will deal with the king of the dwarves.”

“... You are a witch. The king of the dwarves?”

“Yes.”

In front of the alchemist and the sword to kill the fairy queen-

A witch who sets out to deal with the dwarven king solidifies her role.

“I have to go back to the original world. Why would there be any need to re-investigate the existence of a dwarf from the beginning and find its weaknesses, for which all data has already been lost? What the heck. thing-

All you have to do is use magic strong enough to shake the very existence of dwarves in this dimension and destroy them.”

“...”

“...”

“... Is there a problem? If there is a difference of opinion, I will listen.”

“Oh, no. It's just that I was surprised in a way because you were so confident.”

“... An Indian witch. Are you a witch who has devoted her life to fighting?”

“Rather than mainly learning magic for fighting, she is a witch who also learned magic to rescue other witches from their pursuers.”

We were at a loss for words for a moment due to the witch's confidence, but when we spoke again, the witch showed off her power once again.

“Of course, unless you have seen the Dwarf King in person, it would be impossible to destroy him with just one opportunity. So, next time I have to fight Oberon, I will accompany this man and fight against the dwarf king. Let’s think about what happens next then.”

“There is also a possibility of losing your life in that one shot.”

“Don’t worry. I am an Indian witch. They never fight to the point of blocking their own path of escape. If it feels difficult, they will retreat, and it is enough to tell them a little about the composition of the magic that the fairies mainly use so that they do not get followed by the fairies when they retreat.”

An Indian witch who told Gloria that she would take care of her escape if she just taught her the magic used by fairies.

When I saw her like that, I felt reassured by her confident appearance, but when I looked at the situation the witch was in now, I thought that it was ultimately a funny situation, so I said it out loud without even realizing it -

“... Although he is very confident, in the end, he is still trapped in this dimension and is in a state of distress-”

“This was my last chance.”

Whilick!

Damn it!

She looked at me once, but as if she had no intention of looking at me a second time, she swung her arms on the spot and froze me from head to toe.

“Since you are self-employed, please just stay there until lunch.”

“...”

And Gloria scolded me with a look that asked why I couldn't bear it, and then shook hands with the witch.

“Good. Let’s share our names once again to wish you the best in the future. I'm Gloria. Here, I am just an alchemist.”

“My name is Hollow Eve. Here... there is no one to guide her, so for the time being she will just be a single witch. Thank you very much.”

Gloria and Hollow held hands, leaving me frozen like that, and a united front between the witch and us was formed that day.

        
            Fairy Garden's 'Floating Island' Eden.

Although it is called a floating island, the islands that make up the island are four continents and the queen's palace is at the center. It is already difficult to call it an island because there are four continents the size of an empire attached to each other, so the concept of area in terms of scale is shaken. For those who look at the floating island, it is so huge that there is an error in perception as to where the island can be called an island.

But [Eden] is clearly an island, and that's kind of the rule.

Eden has a reason to be an island when its name is called as a floating island.

The dimension of the Fairy Garden is a dimension created in a way that is clearly different from existing dimensions. It was born from the distortion of the world caused by the interference of the will of the world or the clash of powers between dragons, archdemons, and ancient beings. It wasn't even dimensional.

The Fairy Garden dimension is a world created by the fairy queen Titania and the dwarves who were tricked by her and unintentionally helped her.

Titania, the queen of the fairies, succeeded in preparing the groundwork to create a separate dimension with the help of the dwarves, and the dimension called Fairy Garden is a trait that claims to be conceptually distant from the existing world by calling itself an 'island'. , and by incorporating the concept of 'floating', it has a total of two rules, including a trait that distinguishes the existing dimension and the Fairy Garden's dimension by not being on the same coordinate line. 'Floating Island Eden' is a separate dimension. It becomes possible to establish

So, although the floating island was created from a piece of the world where humans, dragons, and ancient beings originally resided, and was torn apart through advanced magic to conceptually form another dimension, everything is there.

If you look around the continents of the floating islands, in some places there are snow-covered mountains that have not melted even once since the Fairy Garden dimension was formed, and in other places there are incredibly deep, not springs of souls, but inhabited by life forms similar to fish. There are lakes, areas that can be called mountain ranges with steep cliffs close together, and areas that can be called deserts.

However, no environment can be harsh for fairies.

This does not mean that only the outer appearance is modeled after the original world.

If a human enters the dimension of the Fairy Garden, the desert will be exposed to the heat as if it will cook the human, and the snow on the snowy mountain will do its best to freeze the limbs so that they cannot move, turning them into human-shaped ice statues. .

However, even though all of those things actually exist, the rules of the Fairy Garden dimension are just formed to prevent them from harming the fairies.

Fairies can fly across the desert without a problem and find their way even in the snowy mountains.

The desert heat escapes the fairies, and they always breathe comfortably and do not shed a single drop of sweat.

Even though it is a snowy mountain with flurries of snow, the snow breeze passes over the fairy's body and brightens the view of the place they are looking at, as if to please them.

So, whether it is a desert, a snowy mountain, or anything else, the harsh environment is not only for the bipedal races but also for the demonic beasts who stubbornly try to adapt and survive when faced with a new environment. For the fairies, their paradise is simply a plain full of vegetation. Because people get tired of looking at the bay, the natural environment feels like landscape trees planted for ornamental purposes.

Fairies have priority under any conditions within the Fairy Garden, and this is denied, causing the fairies to feel thirsty in the desert, instantly freeze in the cold of the snowy mountains and turn into 100% fairy-added ice candy, etc., causing the dimension to collapse. It only happens after a while.

It has to be that way.

This paradise named ‘Eden’ is created so that nothing can harm the fairies, and the rules are set -

One day, suddenly, a being who broke the rules appeared.

[Call me the Sword of Deshade.]

A human who introduced himself as the Sword of Deshade.

Humans destroyed the crystal tree where the fairies lived and killed the fairies.

Even plants that make beautiful fruits and hang them and spread out thorns to protect them, the moment fairies approach them, they stretch out the fruits into their hands and wither the thorns. This is the Fairy Garden, but when they appear in that dimension, they immediately attract a large number of fairies. A knight in black armor made from pieces of meat that are no different from the humans he used to play with.

So, Titania, who was watching, woke up Oberon, the king of the dwarves, who had been sleeping deep in her palace.

If the opponent is a human who was forged solely to annihilate the fairies, then as a countermeasure, they once took the civilizations of all other races, including the human race, with their own hands and hunted them using forged gold, iron, and fire. If you wake up the dwarf, you have no choice but to take victory from him.

like that-

[... I am Oberon.]

“... What?”

[I am Oberon, the hunter of civilization. He is the king who stood at the forefront of the era of annihilation.]

...

Buuung!

Ssss!!!

Oberon accepted the fairy queen's command and swung his ax to kill the intruder of paradise, completing all his tasks.

So he felt free for the first time in a long time.

However, although he is free, his reason is not complete.

The dwarf king, who was deceived by the fairy queen Titania, unknowingly poured in half of the kingdom's wealth to help create the floating island of Eden, a dimension just for fairies. However, in the end, the man did not receive the queen's permission. I ended up becoming a slave who couldn't even die without me.

[...]

Hwiiing!!!

Oberon stands tall at the top of the snowy mountain.

After killing the intruder, he walked endlessly.

What we arrived at on foot was a tall snowy mountain overlooking a meadow full of plants and flowers in full bloom in the Fairy Garden.

However, considering the size of the huge floating island, even that snowy mountain is just one of the slightly higher mountains, so even though he succeeded in climbing the snowy mountain by wasting an unknown amount of time, he could not see the end of the continent from the top. It was impossible.

“Ugh... How far are we going?! Come back!”

The fairy Ninian continues to follow behind him.

Titania released Oberon and ordered Ninian, who had caught her eye, to continue working and lead Oberon against the invaders of the Fairy Garden, but after that was handled, Ninian was still in charge of the work.

What he has to do now is lead Oberon back to the basement of the palace where their queen is staying and put him to sleep.

However, although Ninian was successful in dragging Oberon around and dealing with the intruders, the problem was that from then on, Ninian had to lead Oberon back to the palace. He did not currently have any dwarven coins, so Ninian controlled Oberon. I couldn't do it.

So, Oberon does not follow the words of Ninian, who is not holding a dwarven coin, but just moves where he wants to go.

If he decides to do it, Ninian can let Oberon move as he pleases for a while, then fly to the nearby crystal tree, tell him to hand over the dwarven coin, saying it is the queen's order, and then return to Oberon again.

However, a problem arises that makes it not a perfect plan. Oberon only chooses places that are far away from where the crystal trees are, and Ninian does not provide armor, weapons, or magic to Oberon. Even if Oberon is a dwarf hundreds of times larger than Oberon, it is absolutely impossible to find it again after it has been lost, considering the extent of the Fairy Garden's continent, which is much larger than that.

“Oh really... this is so annoying. Fairy is like that, and so is this guy. Can't you just listen quietly? Why are you making the fairy so annoying?”

And Ninian was annoyed that he didn't have any spare dwarven coins, and thought it would be great if Oberon could at least talk to him normally, but that was also impossible.

As expected, Oberon's mental state is no different from that of fairies.

After completing his mission, Oberon bravely climbed the mountain, unable to think of anything other than 'I want to do that.'

Damn it!

Unlike the fairies, ice formed and fell off the golden armor of Oberon, a dwarf who did not receive the blessings of the Fairy Garden.

On the way to the snowy mountain, there was a wide and deep river blocking the way, but since Oberon was not in the condition of an ordinary dwarf, he walked straight through it, held his breath, went to the bottom of the river, and as soon as he came out, icicles formed on the snowy mountain.

like that-

Oberon, standing on the snowy mountain, could only think about the next thought after finishing one thought.

'I can't see anyone.'

But he ended up forgetting who that ‘anyone’ was referring to.

And then I even forgot what I thought was 'invisible'.

That's the curse that Oberon has.

[Curse of forgetfulness and foolishness]

The curse is a curse that Titania, the queen of the fairies, placed on his body by kissing him on the lips. Oberon is only able to think for himself 'one thing at a time' except under Titania's orders, and even that Because the thoughts of have lost continuity, most thoughts only lead to meaningless actions.

Oberon loses his sanity.

But he still doesn't give up.

Even though he doesn't know what the previous thought means, he immediately tries the next thought.

'I must apologize to the people.'

He soon forgot what the people meant and what he had to apologize for, but he did not stop thinking.

'I need to find someone to help me.'

Then, the curse of oblivion swirled in Oberon's head once again, and although he did not know what it meant to help or what the concept and category of the person he was talking about was, he still thought so and that led him to take the next move. It has been done.

... deeply-

Phuuk-

Phuuk-

Phuuk-

“Oh really... what is it? Are you going down this time? Are you really trying to go back to the palace now?! huh?! Is that right?!”

Ninian follows Oberon, who begins to descend the snowy mountain again.

It is currently impossible for Ninian to make Oberon do as he wants.

When a dwarven coin comes into view, Oberon sees the coin and is immersed in one thought: 'That is ours.' He moves endlessly to get it, but now that he has no coins, he continues to think single-mindedly, and even though they are Although it does not have continuity, it keeps its body constantly moving in response to each thought.

“Phew...what happened? The queen also said that it would be difficult to put Oberon to sleep again, so it would be okay to let him wander around for a while.”

In the end, after much deliberation, Ninian gave up on controlling Oberon's movements.

Anyway, everything the queen ordered was done.

No matter how great the intruder was, he was defeated by Oberon and died, and since 'ordinary humans' only have one life, we thought that there would be no more cases of fairies being slaughtered by humans who suddenly appeared in the peaceful Fairy Garden.

“That’s it. Then I'll just leave. I have no idea what you want to do either, but we'll see later when the queen asks me to bring you back.”

Flap!

So Ninian set off in the opposite direction from Oberon to find a new crystal tree to sit down on, and Oberon began to descend the snowy mountain, independently having separate thoughts that were not connected to each other as Oberon did.

        
            cook!

[Leben]

Insert the magic sword into the ground and spread the thread of magic far away to detect.

My magic power, which has been able to control 2/3 of the deep world, can now detect a fairly wide area if I keep the thread as thin and tight as possible.

“... I don’t think there’s anything around here. Then let’s move again.”

When it senses that the subtle magic power presumed to be Oberon has not been applied to the thread of magic that has been stretched to its fullest extent, it begins to move again.

“...”

...Jerbuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Next to me, continuing to conduct such detections, is the witch's helper, Hollow Eve.

What she and I are doing now is tracking down Oberon.

And thanks to the presence of the witch, for the first time, I was able to walk around proudly, without hiding among the fairies, even outside of the northern continent where Gloria's attack and defense were free.

‘Did you say it was a cloak of concealment? Since the name is intuitive, the effect is certain.'

The cloak that the witch and I are currently wearing is a collaboration between Gloria and the witch, and is a cloak that completely hides the strangeness and appearance of magical power from the fairy.

Back in the days of soul disease, I had to stand guard in the snow at the castle walls, not knowing when foreign races would invade. There were wizards who came up to us soul soldiers while drunk and were willing to show off their knowledge. We asked the wizards what would happen if members of a different race appeared right in front of the castle walls, hiding their appearances with their own magic.

Then, the wizards snorted at us for asking the question and said that although invisibility cloaks and invisibility magic are not completely impossible, the effects only last for a few minutes at most, and with the blessings obtained when receiving a feat from God, it can last for a day. It may be true that there are people who can hide their appearance, but it is only one person out of 100,000 people, and it is difficult for most of them to remain invisible for a long time.

A more accurate reason is that the magic that hides a person's appearance is surprisingly a magic related to light, and the act of directly rejecting light goes against the providence of the world, so it can be achieved by using expedient methods or putting in a lot of effort.

However, the witch with me said that she would hide her appearance before Oberon's search, so when I brought up the stories I had heard before, she also snorted and said that it would be easy to limit the subjects to whom transparency is applied to fairies. He said that the wizards I met were probably novices and put a cape on them.

The result is that we are only about 100 steps away from the fairy who is returning to her crystal tree after eating the fruit, but the fairies cannot find us, and the effect of the cloak lasts for several days without interruption, making us feel amazing.

Mulkyung-

“Uh, what is it? Is this also a colony of fairies?”

However, since the targets to which the cloak is applied are, of course, limited to fairies, the fairies spot us without any hesitation, and when they see the artifact in the shape of a dwarven coin hanging around my neck, they approach me.

“Oh my... they're flocking here again. You can't. Let's go round and round. It might be a day or two when the fairies start making strange movements, but I have no intention of giving them any clues.”

“...”

So, as soon as I got over the hill, I turned to a different direction to avoid the fairies that were filling up the hole, and the witch followed me quietly this time.

However, her ability to follow my lead eventually reached its limits.

“... Replace-”

“Yes?”

“How long on earth do we have to keep walking on this vast land?”

“Ah... The Fairy Garden is a bit bigger than I thought. Hahaha...”

The witch glares at me with a disgusted expression, perhaps because she is sick of seeing the endless plains rather than tired from the endless marching.

That's right, it's already been '5 days' since we set out to search for Oberon.

It has been five days since the witch set out to use her magic when she met Oberon, and to test how well it worked.

The only problem is that I couldn't find Oberon where I was facing him, and I searched other nearby crystal trees where he might have headed, but he didn't show up.

Still, there was no income.

Based on the fact that the other crystal tree fairies are not at all wary of my presence, I decided that the fairies are still unaware that I, an intruder, can be resurrected. If that is the case, then I will use this information as a weapon at least once. I thought I could do it.

However, as expected, it was difficult to find Oberon by walking around aimlessly and stretching out the thread of magic to search.

“Phew... It's done. This time it's my turn to explore.”

“Yes. Please.”

Eventually, the witch discovers that there is no Oberon in this area, so she puts on a hood and raises a broom with a lantern attached.

A witch with an uncomfortable face floats a broom with a lantern on the end in the air, spreads her legs, climbs on it, and tries to fit the broom between her legs.

Stumble-

Sigh!

“... Ugh!”

“... Huh.”

Thing!

Then, the hem of the witch's clothes caught on the broom and she almost fell. She managed to get on the broom, but the impact between her legs was so strong that the witch made a strange sound, and even though I pretended not to hear it, the sound in the back of her head was still there. Once again, I felt the witch's glaring gaze.

“... Then, it rises. Please wait about 3 minutes.”

“Yes.”

... Whiuuut!

Soon the witch bent and straightened her legs with all her might, creating an upward current and flying high into the sky.

I am trying to detect Oberon in a different way than I did by using clairvoyance at high altitudes.

'Even with two people taking turns doing it, it's harder to find than I thought. After all, is it more difficult because Oberon has almost no magical power?'

In this way, the search is being carried out using two methods in parallel.

First, I set the area within which I can extend my magic power to detect one area.

Roughly speaking, the distance that can be detected with Leven is in the form of a hexagon with me as the center.

And if I didn't open my leben and find Oberon in that section, this time the witch flies up.

The witch, who has risen so high that frost sits on her shoulders when she goes up and down, uses magic like clairvoyance in the air, and can detect up to 4 of the 6 compartments on the outside of the compartment we are in at a time. .

If you can't see Oberon in the 4 sections, move to the remaining 2 sections that you couldn't explore, and then expand Reven again from there.

By using the two search methods in parallel, the speed at which the two of us are exploring the continent is enormous in terms of distance, but the continent is also so huge that the search is secretly taking longer.

'I really hope I succeed this time.'

If I were alone, I could have been patient and moved to the crystal trees for days on end, but surprisingly, with one more person following me, I didn't have to be lonely, but I also had to pay attention to the witch's feelings, so I got tired quickly.

It feels like it is difficult to please her because she is a witch who is already cold but shows a fiery side when she gets angry.

... Shhh!

After just three minutes, the sound of a witch rapidly descending from the sky is heard.

'Ah-damn. 'Is this a failure again?'

Looking up from below, the sight was no different from the one I had seen countless times over the past five days, coming down from a futile search.

So, thinking that I had failed to detect Oberon this time, I prepared to move to the next section first, but-

Shhh!

Cooo!

“-Yes! Found it! Oberon! A dwarf wearing golden armor, right?!”

“Yes? You found it?”

“Is that right?! Isn’t it?!”

“Yes, yes. Yes, it will be right...”

The witch who quickly landed on the ground, bending her knees and shaking off the frost from her light pink hair, told me that she had seen Oberon.

The irritated face from just a moment ago seemed to have been blown away by the joy of finally seeing results, and unlike his frosty shoulders, he was refreshed to the fullest.

“You have to move quickly. I only saw this guy for a brief moment, and he entered the entrance of what was presumed to be a ruin.”

“Yes? Ruins?”

“Yes. Have you never seen it?”

“This is my first time seeing it. Since the continent is so large, I didn’t even look around the whole thing-”

“Then that’s it. This is the guy I finally found. And he had just entered the ruins, which seemed to have only one exit, the only way out. If we hit the back, we'll deal with it for sure, but even if that's not the case, we can just seal him away with the ruins.”

phut! phut!

“So, let’s hurry up.”

“... Ah, yes.”

'It got brighter in an instant.'

The witch, who shook off the frost on her shoulders, takes the lead and I follow behind her.

Only then did I feel like I was living up to the name of the Witch of India, the back of Harlow.

As I continued to follow him with my eyes, I decided to walk a little faster, thinking that I would finally be able to watch the fight between Oberon and the witch who had been so confident.

        
            “... I wish we could go together.”

Gloria mutters to herself in the workshop.

Talking to herself is not her favorite way to communicate.

The meaning of self-talk is the inefficient task of reaffirming one's thoughts by saying what one is thinking out loud.

In particular, the self-talk while in the middle of the audience implicitly conveys the meaning of asking the people around you to pay attention to yourself, but the self-talk when you are alone in the room like Gloria right now, without any other people, really sticks in your head. There is no value beyond the re-cognition and re-confirmation of the posted thoughts through verbal expression.

It is natural that it is more efficient to use your voice to communicate only when others are present, and to keep everything else in your head.

However, Gloria said those words to herself with the 'hope' that her voice would reach Irim, who is not here right now.

“... It’s foolish.”

And that is definitely not behavior like a scholar.

Even now, Gloria is going through many trials and errors and trying to create a magic device that can interfere with the rules created by the queen of the Fairy Garden dimension itself, but there is no room to waste thinking power on such unnecessary actions. No.

But she was also able to do such foolish things because she was both a scholar and in love with Lee Rim.

“... Won’t you come back soon?”

Looking back, the way she frequently checked to see if there was any sign of Irim entering the perimeter of the workshop was nothing more than the foolish behavior of a woman in love.

However, before, she did not think such actions had much value, and although she still thinks so, she cannot stop doing such actions.

That's how much Gloria fell in love with Lee Rim.

In terms of time, it feels like 7 days to Lee Rim, but to him, it is the past 7 years that he has spent loving and recognizing things as they are.

She vaguely thought that after seven years, the love would cool off somewhat, but in fact, now that seven years have passed, Gloria has actually grown to love Lee Rim even more.

“... Me too, I never thought I would end up like this.”

dump-

Eventually, unable to move her hands, she put down the pen, stretched out her arms on the desk, and laid her head on them.

OK,

Mulkyung-

She felt something soft on her fingertips.

“... Was it you?”

When Gloria raises her head, what she sees is the image of a purple fairy touching her fingertips as if comforting her.

He is also an old friend of Gloria who was separated from Gloria's soul again after crossing into the Fairy Garden and was able to act separately.

“Sorry. It’s not like I was alone because you were there too.”

Gloria smiled and stroked the Fairy with her palm, and the Fairy waved its tentacles horizontally as if it was okay.

Free fairies.

And even though they appear unintelligent, the fairies are able to secretly read the mood.

While Gloria was petting the being that could be called a fairy and friend, she suddenly felt a question.

'Now that I think about it, why are the fairies here?'

Gloria has conducted several studies over the past seven years.

Most of these are studies aimed at increasing the power to deal with fairies, including the magic circles that actually prevent detection of her attack and defense, and the sacred ark of acacia wood that responds to Lee Rim's Orca Sword, as well as the collaboration with the witch. In addition to the cloak of concealment that was created, the work of remodeling the watchers to specifications for great fairies was completed, and from now on, they were starting to create magic tools to annihilate fairies as efficiently as possible.

However, among the things she discovered in the meantime, even if she considered fairies to be part of fairies and studied them on the same line, when her research on fairies began to deepen beyond the intermediate stage, they always naturally turned out to be irrelevant by the time the results and conclusions were drawn. went away to the side.

'At first, the fairies thought it was a horse that changed because the fairies did something wrong. But no. Fairies, like fairies, entrust their souls to the Well of Souls, but they are completely, completely different beings from fairies.'

Knowing that they were harmless, Gloria initially tried using various artifacts on the fairies, but none of the artifacts showed any reaction against the fairies.

Then, the fact that the artifact that was meant to respond only to fairies did not respond means that fairies are fundamentally different beings from fairies, and yet they store their souls in the soul fountain like fairies. .

'If there's a hint, I think I can get something from the way the fairies manipulate my magic tools.'

Gloria came up with the idea to observe the fairies more.

Wiggle- Wiggle- Wiggle-

Even though the door to the workshop is closed, the fairies come inside and are tinkering with Gloria's magic tools.

The fairies are harmless to Irim and Gloria, and since they don't particularly damage the magic equipment by tampering with it, Gloria leaves them alone.

But at some point, Gloria noticed something strange.

Because there are so many things to take care of, Gloria is too tired to maintain the numerous magic devices and experiment tools on her own.

However, strangely, some magic devices were thought to need replacement parts, but before I knew it, they had been fixed, or the performance of some had actually improved.

And what made Gloria feel it in earnest was-

Previously, when the operation of the Watchers was implemented in earnest, the purple fairy who always hovered around him repaired the broken Watchers without even asking for her help.

'I've been observing the fairies' behavior since then, and strangely, they don't react much when I'm looking at them.'

However, it was difficult for Gloria to directly observe what the fairies were doing.

Perhaps because they are embarrassed, or because they want to hide their actions, the fairies are mostly just blankly watching Gloria while she is studying, or just staying near the magic tools as usual.

Then, as meal time approaches, he follows Lee Rim around and eats the crops, and when it is time to sleep at night, he is intelligent enough to go out on his own.

But even for a moment, the moment Gloria took her eyes off just a little bit, the fairies touched the magic tools one by one, and Gloria was able to notice that the performance of the magic tools was improving.

“... You guys, even if you know, you don’t know.”

cook!

“Yo-”

It’s soggy!

“small-”

Sigh!

“Cute-”

Tangle!

“They seem like gremlins. Hehehe.”

It was a time when Gloria was staring blankly at the fairies, who seemed to be getting further away the more she knew about them, with a smile on them, pressing them with her fingers in an attempt to take a break.

It rattled.

“...?”

Boxes piled up on one side of the workshop.

The workshop where I converted a lot of the artifacts I had hung on my head after coming to the Fairy Garden was cramped, and after one round of research was completed, the tools that would not be used for a while were placed in boxes and piled up in a corner of the workshop. A box had just run out. fell down on

“...”

Rattling-

Gloria, who knew that only she and a few fairies were in the workshop, got up and headed toward the pile of boxes, wondering what was behind them.

“... What is it?”

What came into Gloria’s eyes that had been hidden from view was,

Sigh!

Crispy!

Sigh!

Crispy!

Sigh!

Crispy!

Sigh!

Crispy!

A dozen fairies are digging up the floor on one side of the workshop and piling up the dug-out dirt on one side.

A fairly high pile of dirt collapsed and hit the box, making the noise of the box falling down moments ago.

“... What are you doing here?”

Since Gloria cannot read the minds of the fairies, she cannot even come up with a reasonable guess, let alone figure out what they are doing or their intentions.

...Degurrr-

In front of her, from the inside of a pit of unknown length, a fairy with a round sphere with only a snout jumped out with something in its mouth.

Tsk!

Fairy spit out the object she had in her mouth to one side.

Gloria looked at it and found a pile of miscellaneous sand piles of fairies next to the piles of dirt, and walked towards it.

“What on earth is this?”

Miscellaneous items that each fairy handles one by one with their hands, feet, tentacles, or mouths.

Gloria took one of them in her hand and lifted it up,

“... Mainspring?”

Gloria said that it was a wind-up-like device that she used on her watchers and-

“And this picture is the emblem of the dwarves?”

I found out that the picture on the back of the mainspring was the same as the one depicted on the ancient coins made by the dwarves.

“...!!!”

Clink!

Gloria is the type of scholar who most regrets missing opportunities.

Although that lack of caution can sometimes lead to poison, he is a person who believes that it is better than not doing something and regretting it later.

So, when she saw the pit dug by the fairies and the legacy of the dwarves that emerged from it, she immediately stopped all work in the workshop -

Immediately, using magic, he and his observers began to vigorously dig down the hole.

        
            [Leben]

Faaah!

“... It's definitely inside.”

As I unfolded the leben in front of the ruins, Oberon's movements were caught in the thread of magic.

Even though the felt magic power is minimal, the thread of magic power cannot simply be detected in things that have magic power.

The movement of Oberon, who was constantly moving forward while smashing down obstacles blocking his path without hesitation with the weapons he was holding, could be immediately detected by the vibrations and rough footsteps caught in the magic thread.

So, before standing at the entrance and going inside, I took the time to ask the witch if this was the right decision and reflect on the conclusion we would come to.

“Are you really going to go in?”

“Is there any other way? The reason we came this far to explore was probably to meet that dwarf.”

“Of course that's true... but it feels a bit ominous.”

Harlow was right.

We came all this way in search of Oberon, and even though he searched the surroundings, he could only find one entrance, so since we entered the passage that was clearly acting as an entrance and exit, if we followed him, he would go somewhere else. There is a high probability that you will not be able to escape.

If Oberon, who is now cornered, can be killed in a place where the fairies' support cannot reach, doing so would be the best decision.

But that's it, and apart from relieving the anxiety factor, the thing that bothered me was that what we know is that there is nothing in these ruins other than that there is a door that acts as an entrance and exit.

As for the ruins themselves that are currently in front of us, it is highly likely that they will be filled with traps, as we have no idea what purpose they may have existed, even with my knowledge or the knowledge that the witch has.

“Now that we have come this far, I will be honest. They say I can be resurrected even if I die, but isn't that true of the witch? If I go inside and fight, and I lose, and the entrance is sealed, won't the witch die without a move?”

“If you think I said let’s go in here without even thinking about it, you are mistaken. Of course, I thought it all through, and I already had enough determination and a way out, so I made the suggestion.”

“You may have thought about it. But, aside from determination, aren't the escape methods used against witch hunters and witch hunters in the existing world? I think you are forgetting that there is a possibility that it may not work completely in Fairy Garden.”

“Ha...a clash of opinions in an unexpected place. I'm embarrassed.”

After hearing those words, the witch pulled out a lantern attached to a broomstick and swung it in the air, perhaps because she was annoyed that I was stalling even though Oberon was still heading in, or because she thought it would be quicker to show it through actions rather than words.

...Roaring!

Then, the figure of the witch engulfed in flames disappeared from nowhere in an instant.

...Cock!

“Ah, write-”

“I don't mean to flatter myself, but please don't think of me as the same as the wizards you know.”

The witch appeared from behind me, swinging the corner of the lantern slightly to hit the back of my head.

Afterwards, when I look back, the witch begins to use magic one after another without chanting and admonishing me.

“Don’t try to watch witches and wizards together in the first place. Most wizards' magic simply seeks to reproduce the providence of the world with their own magic.”

Whilick!

Damn it!

When the witch waved her finger, while earlier her appearance was engulfed in flames and disappeared, this time her body turned into a huge block of ice, its contents completely invisible.

...Tap!

Then this time, she suddenly stood next to me, lightly touching my military boots in front of the shoes she was wearing.

“On the other hand, the magic of our witches is largely a continuation of the church's unique ritual magic that we have been using since we were priests of Lord Lihier. Some of them are 'oral magic' that is currently used by Lihi's Witch Hunters, Blue Rose Witches, and Wandering Witches, but cannot be used by wizards.”

Whilick-

This time, the witch lifted her index finger to the broom she had brought and stroked the tip.

...dudeddd...

Then the broom suddenly seemed to be shaking while looking up at the sky,

... boom-

Puhwaaa!

The moment the witch let go of her finger, a wind of tremendous force enveloped her body, and in the blink of an eye, she flew high into the sky.

“So, our magic is magic that the priestesses of the main god use to shield themselves from men with unsettling eyes and disappear in an instant even before they can speak to them. Now that the original source has been discovered, wizards have taken some of the secrets as their own, and some later witches are more interested in new generation magic than the lost technologies, but at least not before.”

This time, the witch grabbed the hem of her robe and swung it wildly in place.

Flap!

Then the hem of the robe lifted up and covered the witch's face -

'... has disappeared? No, is my view blocked?'

Whilick!

Flash!

'Ah, it's back again.'

In an instant, my vision went dark and I couldn't see everything around me, but when I heard the sound of the witch swinging the hem of her robe once again, my vision returned.

The appearance of the witch appeared in front of me after my vision was restored.

“Okay, so let me ask you a question. Deshade's sword. If I decided to run away from this place right now, would you be able to catch me?”

“...”

Kiririririririn~

Around her, numerous shapes were now appearing like holograms.

Perhaps that is the secret to her being able to use magic without chanting.

The spells revolve around the witch, and the magic is activated whenever desired without any delay.

However, it was not a magic circle.

I'm not sure about the shapes rotating around her body as I don't have any magical background, but it's definitely not some artificial magic created by wizards like 'body parts', but a power that feels like it was there from the beginning like her limbs. It was.

“... It must be said that it is difficult to catch.”

“Then isn’t that enough?”

Pasasasasasasas...

In the end, I had no choice but to raise both hands and feet as I looked at the witch's confident face and felt the magical ashes falling from the sky.

There are three evasion spells just shown.

And the reason she deliberately used magic was to prove that even in this dimension of the Fairy Garden, she could use her magic as much as she wanted without any restrictions, and at the same time, all of them used a high density of magical power to the point where magical ashes were scattered. Even though he did this, he showed that he was confident that the fairies would not feel any signs of using magic.

'In that case, if the witch decides to run away in front of Oberon, she will probably run away.'

So, based on the limited information I have right now, Oberon, who seems to never prefer fighting methods that mainly use magical power due to his racial characteristics, is unlikely to be able to capture a witch unless he points a shotgun at her head and fires, killing her instantly. I thought it wouldn't happen.

However, the way I was thinking deeply about it seemed to the witch to mean that she was still dissatisfied with her skills.

“...”

The witch is confident even though she doesn't have the slightest amount of information about the ruins, and unfortunately, I was about to acknowledge her because she proved that she has the strength to protect at least one of her own bodies -

“Or are you scared?”

“... Who?”

“You are in front of me. It feels like you lost your courage before you even started work.”

“... That's me. Who was scared?”

Since the witch had been provoking me so casually, from that point on, I decided to assume that she would take care of whatever happened inside here.

“I understand. If anything goes wrong from now on, it's not my fault.”

“No need. A witch's path is something the witch decides for herself. It doesn't suit us to have someone else set the path and take responsibility for it.”

“... We'll see how well he fights. I hope you have at least as much skill as arguing right now.”

“Don’t be surprised when you see it.”

Click!

The witch, who was furious and answered without saying a single word, opened the lantern, put her face close to it, and whispered something.

OK-

...Rarrr!

The lantern's light became stronger and began to shine far into the dark entrance of the ruins.

“... It's a big ruin.”

“Are you scared?”

Thing!

“I was just asking for consent. Agree that the ruins are large.”

A historic site with two stone pillars on a huge rock and an anvil-shaped carving on the ceiling.

Inside the slope, there was a series of stairs going down, and on the dusty stairs, there were footprints that clearly looked like Oberon's.

“It doesn’t look like a historical site created by fairies.”

“I think so. It feels like a civilization that is completely different from their lifestyle and might be related to ancient kingdoms.”

“Well, it is an ancient kingdom, and looking at the sign on the anvil, it is most likely a dwarf ruin.”

Thing!

“...”

“... What? I'm just saying what I think.”

“... Hmph! Anyway, let's move forward.”

The passageway had stairs that were quite sloping as if to be walked down slowly, and there was nothing there other than hooks for hanging torches, and the ceiling and pillars were all rough-looking carvings.

Still, as we slowly move forward, relying on the light of the lantern, little by little, the thoughts that come to mind as I see the ruins starting to appear and grow in size are -

There was only one thing.

“Whatever it is, we don’t have an obligation to protect these ruins, right?”

“I guess so. What do we know about the ruins in the Fairy Garden? I'll just hit you if I have to.”

As a witch and not a scholar, I am only interested in how to use the landmarks of these ruins in the fight against Oberon.

“Then, since the inside may be complicated, I will mark it.”

Sereung-

Sigh!

“Please be sure to ask every 30 steps and when you reach a fork in the road.”

Creep- Creep- Creep- Creep- Creep-

“... Just marking it with an X is enough, but what does it take so long to do?”

“Yes? Ah, well... there was one thing I was wondering what it would be like if I tried it.”

[Fairy Garden 7th year. Irim came to the ruins of the dwarves.]

“I heard that some people keep scribbling around old historical sites, so I tried it, but it wasn't particularly fun. Why are you doing this?”

“... I guess that's it. When I look at old books, I sometimes see someone leaving their own scribbles in one place.”

Thing!

“And those dirty, useless scribbles.”

“... Well, let me make an excuse. Not only am I not the person who scribbled on the old book that the witch said she was reading, but since this is a relic that we have no obligation to preserve anyway, I want to do something I've wanted to think about for a long time. It's just a scribble on ”

“Well. You don't know that. The previous book's owner, who had drawn strange drawings of genitalia on the old book I bought second-hand, may have done it just like you did a little while ago, out of a sudden desire to doodle without any reason.”

“Mr. Ai, that is that and this is this... Why is it a temper? I didn't even do the book work.”

“I feel a little disgusted because I think that there is a person in front of me who has the same way of thinking as the culprit who caused me to experience something unpleasant.”

“No... I didn't even carve a picture of a pepper on the wall, but they're saying such weird things. Shit. And doesn’t buying a used book mean you have to pay for all that?”

“I have no intention of dealing with something like that. That's an insult to the book. Anyway, if you want to doodle like that, I hope the doodler takes the lead.”

“So it’s not like that. Why do you keep telling me to take the lead?”

“Then you, the vanguard, should take the lead, or should I, who plays the role of the rearguard, take the lead?”

“Ha... I understand. I understand.”

Since the witch and I had no one who could stop us, we began our search for Oberon in earnest, holding a magic sword and leaving traces on the wall of the ruins to indicate that we had passed without hesitation.

        
            Dwarf.

What kind of being is a dwarf?

As we explore the ruins with the witch, we reaffirm our own perception of the dwarf race.

'Dwarves are short beings. However, they are not small beings.'

The first thing that comes to mind is the appearance of a dwarf. Oberon certainly fits my existing perception of dwarves. Although he is shorter than me, he has a thick body like a barrel and a body full of strong muscles, making him look like a small-sized giant tree. It made me feel like I was watching a giant.

'Next to them are those who have beards, and who control fire and iron.'

The next thing that comes to mind in detail about dwarves is the beard, which is like the prejudice that all dwarves must wear, and they are not afraid of burning their beards, so they hit hot iron that has just been taken out of a lava-flowing furnace with a hammer. The perception is that they are a race that is not feared.

'And the dwarves are the ones who strike down enemies with axes and hammers, move in an organized manner, and are the first to use guns if their technology has advanced significantly.'

What comes to mind next is that the main weapons of such dwarves are axes and hammers, and in order to actively utilize the thick muscles they have, they have the image of smashing enemies by swinging axes and hammers rather than swords. Now, beyond that, they have the image of using magic. It feels like a race that hates things and moves from bows to crossbows and guns the fastest.

'Even though they have such weapons, they are stubborn and honest in some ways, and no matter how advanced their technology is, they still dig up the ground with pickaxes and shovels.'

Also, the image I have of dwarves, who usually have the image of building a kingdom underground, is that everyone from children to adults can show the appearance of veterans when it comes to digging underground.

As I continued to look at the ruins there, I became convinced that these were the ruins of dwarves. All over the dust-covered ruins, I could see symbols representing blacksmiths and a pickaxe and shovel hanging on one side, and I took a wrong turn in some places. The ends of the places we entered took on the appearance of single-track tunnels that were presumed to have been newly expanded.

When I thought of all of those things and combined them with Oberon, each and every one of them fit perfectly with the image of the dwarf I recognized.

'If there is anything else that can be said to be unique to these Dwarves, it would be their overwhelming technological prowess.'

To add to that, in addition to the images I had of the regenerative golden armor that Oberon was wearing and the shotgun that I thought I would never see, the dwarves here have a civilization that is quite high up in my concept of dwarves. This confirms that it must have been a tribe.

but,

I wonder if that is the end of dwarves.

It just so happened that the image of a dwarf I had and Oberon had many similarities.

Obviously, Oberon was short, but his body was also thick.

He also had a beard, and was strong enough to fight head-on with me, who was using an ax and a shotgun as weapons and channeling magic power into my body with his thick muscles.

The golden armor, which was endlessly regenerating without knowing whether there was a limit to the accumulation of damage or not, was clearly an item that could only be called over-technology, and as I was looking around the inside of the dwarven ruins that I first discovered in my 7th year of living in the Fairy Garden. They had achieved all of these things long before humans, but unfortunately they were destroyed.

'But is that really the end? 'Is this really all that the image I have of Oberon and the Dwarven ruins shows?'

However, the sensation called 'touch' or 'feeling' that I have been experiencing for a long time continues to touch me in the form of a sense of discomfort.

That meant that there was a possibility that the dwarves had something that went beyond that, something that we didn't know about because it wasn't revealed to me yet, rather than what I had witnessed with my own eyes so far.

'Are you sure. Clearly, what Oberon showed me wasn't everything about him. There are still other powers. There is, but the problem is that I have no idea what it is in the current situation.'

So far, I have met many races and beings.

And while there were some races that matched the images I knew, there were also races that were completely different.

Even though each and every elf is a sharpshooter, I experienced the destruction of common sense that they were not vegetarians, and I also experienced that the fairies, unlike what I knew, were bastards in character.

I learned that although giants are large, they are not infinitely stupid. I also experienced that a being born with the destiny of a dragon became a transcendent being who escaped his own fate, and that even a devil could become someone's god if he had faith.

Therefore, there is a very high probability that Oberon, whom I have only met once, is not everything that dwarves are.

In addition, that means-

I don't know how great the Indian witch next to me, Hollow Eve, will show against Oberon, in addition to the magic she used to escape from earlier, but she also has unfounded confidence even though it is clear that she does not have as much solid information about dwarves as I do. It was clear that they were keeping it going, so I started to feel anxious again.

“It’s getting closer. Clear footprints are visible.”

And of course, Hollow, who has no idea how I feel, speaks calmly as he looks at the footprints on the light dust in front of him.

The search took longer than expected.

The fact that the ruins were huge is one reason, but what was difficult was finding the way.

At first, we walked around leaving small traces on the wall, but when we came to a dead end and turned back, the traces were gone.

'This... it appears that this ruin has the ability to self-repair, just like the golden armor worn by the king named Oberon.'

Even though I had left a large cross-shaped sword mark on the wall just before entering the intersection, as instructed by the adventurers exploring the maze, the scar on the wall had already disappeared after I returned.

At first, when the witch and I felt this, we wondered if the place we were in now was not the intersection we had originally passed by, but another place with a completely similar appearance. When I saw the tree branches lying on the floor as if the wall had been regenerated and pushed away, I was convinced that wasn't the case.

So, to make sure it was already like this, I made a deep cut in the wall, and the witch and I took turns blinking to make sure it never left our sight. As time went by, the stone pieces started to fit together from the inside of the cut wall, as if the sword wound had healed. It started to bite and then was seen returning to its original form.

That wasn't all.

The ruins seem to remember the last time someone invaded, and Oberon's footprints, which were originally supposed to be in the dusty alleys, have all disappeared.

In that state, I unfolded my leben and detected Oberon, but because of the maze-like structure, I did not know the way forward and wandered around for a while, finally beginning to discover Oberon's footprints that had not yet returned to their original state.

“I wanted to start my first attack by surprise, so I refrained from noisily exploring while destroying the ruins. If it was going to take this long, I should have just destroyed everything and kept going straight. If you make a mistake, I don't know what he was trying to do here, but there is now a possibility of running into him on his way back from his errands.”

“It’s okay. Rather, even if they run into us on the way back, we still have a chance to catch the player. We've come this far, so there's no reason to rush. And although it wasn't my intention, I was able to look around all the ruins and understand to some extent why he came here.”

“... I see. For that purpose, I think we need to find Oberon faster.”

As we slowly enter the final section, what we see again in front of us is a huge iron gate.

[Sealing the Small]

The witch silences the noise with magic, and I forcefully open the iron door.

Then what you see is,

weapon.

weapon.

and-

weapon.

Huge numbers, covered in dust, some in the process of being manufactured, some looking as if they should be discarded, some -

As a finished product, the inside of the iron door was full of dwarven weapons.

“... Same here as well. There is no way that the ruins were actually a dwarves' armory.”

“The structure was somewhat like a maze, and that was because there were underground mines and long tunnels for transporting minerals pumped out from there. I had no idea that the buildings I thought were divided into several sections were all Blacksmiths. Well, I don't know why the arsenal of weapons is in fairy land, but there is only one thing we can do.”

“Killing Oberon. yes. That's right. But now we also have to consider variables. What do you plan to do if Oberon is more heavily armed with the weapons left here?”

“Don’t worry. Wouldn’t it be okay to just blow up the whole place with those newly armed weapons?”

'The one true confidence is that she is a witch who is greater than anyone I've ever seen.'

The identity of the ruins is an armory.

After finding out his identity, we thought that Oberon's purpose was probably to make up for his lack of armament, although this was only a prediction.

'If I think about Oberon when I met him, all he had was a shotgun, golden armor, and an axe. Even if you’re like me, you probably feel like that’s not enough. Of course, they defeated me overwhelmingly with just that, and the fairies believe that I am dead and gone from this dimension, so I wonder if there is any need to arm myself.'

So, we now accelerated the pace of entering the last and largest armory, which we assumed Oberon would enter first.

        
            Exploring the ruins took longer than expected, but the results were worth it.

The place we are currently in is an armory, and it is not just an armory, but rather a Blacksmith cluster that consists of dozens of weapons factories built on top of mines and mines that are unclear as to how far they extend deep underground.

Inside the armory, there were everything from finished weapons to unfinished weapons, from ordinary cold weapons to guns similar to those used by Oberon, but Oberon, who seemed to have visited and left all the other armories before us, may have taken one of them. There were no traces left at all.

So, all that remains is the final, huge armory located deep inside the ruins.

Oberon's footprints lead there after looking around all the armories, and that armory was also surrounded by walls except for the open ceiling, so there seemed to be no other exit, so it was the perfect environment to surprise him.

Deep.

Deep.

Deep.

Deep.

‘Is this the oldest armory? 'What kind of dust has piled up up to my ankles?'

After entering the armory, about 5 minutes had passed since I followed Oberon's footsteps, stepping on piles of dust that had accumulated thicker than anywhere else, as if they were snow.

“... Shhh.”

“...!”

We walked forward, stepping on the shelves of the armory that looked up at the open ceiling, and stopped when we saw Oberon standing in the middle of the large space that suddenly popped out.

“... I'm sure. This is the main Blacksmith, the largest of the armories. While other Blacksmiths mainly displayed personal armament, this one mainly displays siege weapons.”

“I’ve never seen an armory of this size even in the Kingdom Alliance, but it’s amazing. But then, doesn't that make it even more difficult to explain why Oberon came here? If this is a place where large weapons such as siege weapons that would be difficult for an individual to handle are stored, doesn't the hypothesis that Oberon came here to strengthen his personal armament become unconvincing?”

“Well. First of all, since Oberon is the king of the dwarves, my guess is that it may have been because the weapons the king would handle were important enough to be handled by the main Blacksmith.”

The distance can be considered to be quite wide at this point. When the witch passes the dozens of rows of shelves displaying weapons and passes her eyes, what she sees is Oberon stopping in the middle of Blacksmith's cavity.

He was staring blankly at the numerous dusty weapons lying on the shelf in the center of the armory.

Soon, we turn our heads to look at the surroundings, including Oberon. The first thing we see in front is a huge furnace.

On the left is a huge steel manufacturing facility.

To the right is a giant mechanical hammer that we saw Farewell use in the Tower of Gloria.

Literally, this place was closer to a facility that made 'weapons' rather than making weapons.

Knock-knock-

As I was distracted looking at the facilities, the witch waved her finger in front of me to get my attention.

'May I begin?'

'... yes. Now let's really go.'

It is a signal to prepare to attack Oberon and to prepare a chant for a surprise attack.

Unlike me, this witch didn't pay a single interesting glance to the dwarves' ruins other than Oberon's search.

Following her signal, we now prepare to attack Oberon.

Seup-

Phew...

Seup-

Phew...

'good. Take a deep breath. Let's have the mindset of a vanguard.'

I put on Deshade's armor on the way here.

The distance was not too bad.

What stands between it and us is a forest of over 30 shelves that are countless display stands. We who know its location can see it clearly, but it is difficult to immediately find its location even if it chants from our side. We must penetrate and discover ourselves.

So, now that you are fully prepared, all you have to do is chant the best attack magic to get the most efficiency out of a situation where the witch has priority for a surprise attack, and in the meantime, you can block Oberon.

And of course, as soon as Witch Hollow starts chanting, he will feel the aftermath of the swirling magic and recognize us-

It is said that the time I have to buy for her in such a situation is just 10 seconds.

'What kind of magic can you use in just 10 seconds? 'You have to believe it.'

like that-

“Heup-”

The witch took a deep breath and began chanting.

die. die. die.

Everyone die.

Die without any regrets.

Everyone, the living, the dead, and those about to be born, die.

'What kind of fucking spell is that?'

For a moment, I was taken aback by the bloody contents of the chant coming from the back of my head from the first word, but then I focused my mind on Oberon.

But Oberon did not react at all.

Raise your eyes and look up.

What comes down from heaven will be the light of death for you.

It will be a hope that will take away everything they have, regardless of whether they are healthy or sick.

'Still not responding?'

The magic felt from the witch in the back clearly had a vibration that could be said to be higher than any magic I had ever witnessed.

Perhaps, if Scarlett, the squire, is sincere, she might be able to use this level of magic.

But even as such power swirls around, Oberon never looks back.

The courageous will die first.

Those who get scared and run away will be the last to die.

Cry with resignation, laugh and cry with madness.

Do now what you can do with a living body.

After the light comes down there will be nothing you can do.

Now that you are dead, all you have to do is go and find a river.

So don't worry and just accept it.

The time has come and you will realize it.

Since we lived in the light while we were alive, we will die in the light when we die, and we will be guided by the light even after we die.

A life guided by light is everything to you.

Grrr!

The surrounding dust burns.

The entire scene of Blacksmith comes into view.

Originally, the ultra-high temperature light contained in the furnace would have illuminated this place.

But now, with the dust ignited in the aftermath of the witch's magic while chanting, the blacksmith shop has regained its former glory.

But that's the last time.

Do you regret it?

Do you lament?

As the last moment approaches, are you praying like you haven't done before?

But all of that will come to nothing.

May the sky whisper-

A storm of fire was swirling around the witch as she chanted.

When I looked back, I saw that the lantern sticking out in front of me was constantly pouring out fire.

Parrr!

The hood that was covered in the strong wind was pulled back, revealing the appearance of Hollow.

Her light pink hair is flowing wildly, and the six-pointed star in her eye is emitting light.

and-

“... Huh?”

For some reason, there are strangely shaped ears growing on top of the head, and a bushy tail hanging behind the buttocks.

“... Weasel?”

Her appearance, with the same light pink ears and tail as her hair, was clearly the ears and tail of the weasel I knew.

Since it was a chant that gave her all, it seems that her true identity, which she had been hiding all along, was revealed.

'I never thought it was a weasel beast. 'It's my first time seeing it.'

Tingling-

Startle!

Whilick-

When the witch gave me an unpleasant look, I quickly turned my head forward again.

and,

The witch, who had only the last chant left, looked away and finished the chant while looking at Oberon, who was at the very center of the armory, at the end of all the fallen shelves.

God commanded you to purify yourself with fire.

[Genocide Meteor]

Pot!

After the chanting, the firestorm subsided.

“...?”

However, nothing happened.

“... What is it?”

For a moment, I thought the world had stopped.

I feel like I'm the only one moving around.

All the dust is on fire, and there is only an acrid smell, and the witch is only looking at Oberon as she chanted, and Oberon has not yet turned his back on us.

So, somehow, I felt like I was the only person who couldn't read the atmosphere in a gathering of people, but I turned my head with the thought that I needed to know the reason somehow -

chuck-

The witch looked at me, exposing the weasel ears and tail that had not yet disappeared, and raised her finger and put it to her lips.

“...”

It means to wait quietly and reverently.

There is nothing else I can do, so I just follow what she says.

Oberon doesn't move, and the witch doesn't chant anymore.

like that,

When the chant continues for 10 seconds, and another 10 seconds have passed since it ended.

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

“... Uh, huh?”

I heard a huge sound coming from above my head and raised my head.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!!!

And the sound got louder and louder, and the ruins seemed to be shaking...

Quarrr!!!

As the sky of the ruins falls -

There, a 'giant meteorite' was seen, covered in white flames.

Do you see “? This is the most powerful magic among the magic I have in terms of single magic power.”

“... It looks like that.”

Perfect!

The witch snapped her fingers and a barrier came out and surrounded her.

There was a need for that.

A meteorite appeared, shattering the ground and the ceiling of the historic site with only its approaching aftermath.

It looks like a meteorite, but its substance is nothing compared to an ordinary meteorite wandering around the universe.

A huge cross was carved at the end of the pure white meteorite, and at the end of it hung a sculpture of a witch with nails nailed to her wrists and ankles.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!!!

Can I become a saint?

Or is it a sculpture representing ordinary witches?

If not, is it possible that the shape of an invisible god was carved into the shape of a witch?

Either way, one thing was certain.

When an ordinary human looks at the idol carved at the tip of a meteorite, he or she goes crazy at that moment.

Knights and wizards who protect their bodies with magic may also be able to regain their senses, but they end up going blind.

If there was a wizard chanting, the rules would be distorted and the magic would flow backwards, and any barriers that entered within the visible range would naturally be destroyed.

The only barrier erected by the witch Hollow Eve behind me is intact because it is a barrier erected to suit a mysterious purpose beyond its specifications.

like that-

The Temple of Disaster descended from the sky and began its sacred fall to destroy everything in the ruins, crushing them, burning them, and finally colliding with them.

        
            Wouldn’t it be more appropriate to call it God’s divine punishment?

A huge, pure white meteorite falling from the sky.

At the end of the cross is a sculpture of a witch with nails nailed to her hands and feet.

A summoned object with an entity that may have been mysteriously accumulated for several years falls and burns everything.

The ceiling of the basement where the Blacksmiths were concentrated was shattered, and at the same time as the ceiling was shattered, the dust accumulated inside the basement was ignited, and the dwarves' armory seemed to have finally been restored to the vitality it had had when they were alive.

That's not all.

Cheee...

Took...

Took...

Took...

Took...

'If you fall into a river of molten metal, it will hurt forever.'

Rivers of molten metal made of melted weapons pass by the wall surrounding me and the witch.

The numerous weapons in the underground armory began to overheat from the moment the meteorite shattered the ceiling and revealed themselves. The wooden parts instantly turned to ash, and the parts made of iron and other metals melted, making them absolutely incompatible with living things. It became a river of high heat that could not survive, and began to escape and flow underground, where the ground was low.

However, that is just the aftereffects of a meteorite falling.

The power of that thing is more than that.

“They say they put up a barrier, but don’t try to look at it for too long. If I feel your gaze and make eye contact, I will be drawn to you.”

“...”

I lower my head slightly at the witch’s words.

An idol of a witch hanging on a cross carved at the tip of a pure white meteorite.

It seems that even the person who summoned Mystery, Witch Hollow, cannot do anything carelessly.

“... What is that?”

“Please don’t try to find out. Mystery is maintained by not speaking about it, not looking at it carelessly, or recognizing what it is.”

Even if you ask her about her identity, she doesn't rush to reveal her identity, as if she's sure this is her secret weapon.

Still, I can't help but think that that is enough of an answer, and the moment I once again try to look at the meteorite, at the witch hanging on the cross, as if possessed -

Hot!

'Ugh... I understand. I'll be careful.'

Seeing Asmodeus' imprint burning and stopping me from doing what I was about to do, it was clear that it was not an ordinary item.

so-

That is clearly the symbol of the end.

If you look at it and recite your true feelings, it would be correct to say that it is like an object falling from the sky, a temple that was not carved by human hands and should not be sculpted.

The temple of the cross where such a witch hangs faces exactly Oberon.

What would I have done if the violence of fear had been directed at me?

'Honestly, that's beyond what an individual can handle.'

Probably couldn't do anything.

If the witch was an enemy rather than an ally and tried to cast that spell on me, I would have sensed the ominousness from the first line of the chant and tried to break the chant, or else, I would have given up on blocking the witch's magic with my personal power and used others' powers to do so. It was clear that we had to join forces.

And I think that's no different, even if it's Oberon in front of me right now.

[...]

Even Oberon, who did not look back at us until the chanting ended, could not ignore the meteorite that was compressing and crushing the underground ruins just by the fact that a mysterious meteorite had appeared.

The moment even the iron table in front of him melted, the king of the dwarves looked back and encountered a meteorite.

The light of the single eye in the eye socket of the helmet is -

... flash!

As soon as he encountered the meteorite, he showed intense hostility and made him move.

Quickly!

'What is that?'

What Oberon did as soon as he saw the meteorite.

What he did was to put his arm inside the hole of the iron door attached to the huge floor that emerged from underneath the burning dust that had piled up to his ankles in the middle of the huge blacksmith shop where he was standing, and pick up a huge chain.

Karrr!

Oberon grabbed the chain that kept coming out every time he pulled it with his hand, wrapped it around his arm, then over his shoulder, and pulled it with force -

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

The iron chains sticking out from inside the iron door on the floor continued to pull something tight at the bottom of the iron door.

Soon, the chain that Oberon had been endlessly pulling began to show its end -

Chrrr!

bang!

Clap!!!

At the moment when the chain that Oberon was pulling became taut and could no longer be pulled, a huge sound of movement echoed through the armory with the shattered ceiling, and Oberon stopped moving.

and,

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

Immediately the entire floor he was standing on began to open.

“... Huh?”

Hollow looked at that and expressed doubt.

Upright!

When I saw the weasel's ears and tail moving in a way that reminded me of Luba, I wanted to ask if it was its original appearance or if it was the result of using magic, but it's a shame that I'm not in the right situation to do that right now.

For a brief moment, the urge to ask the witch about the strange thing that happened appeared and then disappeared.

Oberon disappeared as the floor opened, and immediately began to rise from the open floor -

“... Robot?”

“Yes? What is that?”

“Oh, no. A giant or doll made of iron. yes. That’s what it looks like.”

A giant god soldier that takes the form of a man wearing huge, sharp iron armor.

The exterior is angular and sharp, with a design that will make you fall in love with it at a glance.

... flash!

Insert device device device -

The giant steel figure, a product of over-technology that seemed to make men's hearts flutter, slowly rose up and raised its jet-black arms, emitting a red eye light similar to Oberon's from the eyes of its head.

earth!

Land - Kakang!

Sigh...

Then, a huge plank fell from the Giant God Soldier's leg, hit the barrier surrounding Hollow and I, and stopped in front of us.

Hollow and I looked at what was written there.

And by looking at the sentence written on the board, we both knew the name of the iron giant that Oberon had raised in this deep armory to counter the magic cast by the Hollow.

[Velir, the first and last cavalryman of the Dwarf Empire. Sleep here.]

That's a trooper.

This is the cavalry of the dwarves.

However, it is not a cavalry, which means a soldier on horseback.

Gloria doesn't know much about the dwarves, but she does know some of their customs, and one of them is that the dwarves never rode horses no matter what.

Some say it may be because there are no saddles that fit their short legs, and others speculate that it may be because they feel afraid of heights when they get too far from the ground.

But one thing is for sure, I'm pretty sure it's probably not true that dwarves have a fear of heights and don't ride horses.

Otherwise, the jet-black giant soldier that woke up right now with Oberon on his shoulder was over 30 meters tall, but there was no way the dwarves would have climbed that high to create that giant soldier.

So what the word cavalry means-

It was a soldier with the word 'to rise up' attached to the front, meaning the first iron giant soldier raised by the dwarves who achieved the peak of civilization before any other race.

[Cavalry Velir]

That's its name, and cavalry is the weapon of the dwarves, so I opened my eyes.

Now asleep in the deserted blacksmith shop, Oberon arrives at the armory.

To protect the dwarven empire, to destroy the mysteries and magic of the other world at the forefront of civilization.

Kkuddduk!!!

RURRR!!!

The magic summoned by the Hollow was now within close range of Oberon, overwhelming him with its intimidation alone, and everything except us, protected by the wall, was burning up from the pressure and heat.

But Oberon and the cavalry did not give in.

Kiiing!

Rather, the trooper who appeared in a kneeling position spread his legs and raised his head toward the meteorite.

And then I stretched out my arms and-

Quaaa!

Quad duddd!!!

Started pushing the meteorite.

“What...! This is ridiculous-?!!”

The witch's reaction is like that of an evil organization executive looking at a hero who has begun to overcome a crisis that can never be overcome with courage and hope.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!!!

The armory, the cavalry, and the meteorite trying to completely destroy Oberon, and the cavalry pushing the meteorite back.

For Hollow, the magic she used was a magic that could completely 'destroy' the opponent, no matter what they were, so her reaction was in some ways a natural reaction.

But the problem is, what if the opponent was Oberon alone?

For some reason, I thought I had entered a remote ruin with no way to escape, but in fact, for some reason, it was the dwarves' abandoned armory in the middle of the Fairy Garden-

The problem was that what was inside was the final cavalry created to mobilize when the ancient dwarf kingdom's final demise came.

        
            Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

A meteorite falls towards the ground-

Quad duddd!!!

Cavalry Velir stands against it.

“Oh my god... The Doomsday Star is something that can cause great harm even to foreign media...”

The witch's mouth opens and cannot be closed.

The pink weasel-like ears and tail are atrophied and drooping, and the flame of the lantern attached to the end of the broomstick it is holding is flickering as if it is about to go out.

'Cheering on that cavalry right now... wouldn't work either, right?'

And without even realizing it, I was rooting for the cavalry.

It's like a pledge of resolve that shows the will of the indigenous people to stand against the apocalypse, the invader.

Bleak beep...

The moving parts of the huge cavalry are constantly screaming and trying to push the meteorite away, and Oberon is riding on the cavalry's shoulders, never taking his eyes off the meteorite.

[...]

[...]

The witch hanging on the cross must have been an idol.

However, as Asmodeus' imprint warned us a little while ago, the idol is not an ordinary idol.

... flash!

As a few seconds passed before the meteorite stopped, the idol raised its head and met Oberon's gaze.

...Purrr!

At the same time, the robe worn by the witch hanging on the cross, which was a simple piece, was taken off and-

[Kaaagh!!!]

“Oh my...!”

Tup!

The Idol Witch began to scream, shedding bloody tears, and the Hollow quickly ran towards me and covered my ears.

I heard the scream only briefly, it only lasted about 0.5 seconds.

But I only heard the screams for that long-

Piiing-

‘Uuuu!!...

I felt extremely dizzy and barely managed to regain my balance after falling.

and-

[...]

Oberon, who was taking it all in, heard the screams of the witch who came to life, but moved as if nothing had happened-

Slam!

Click!

chuck!

He put a bullet in the shotgun and raised it.

And then,

The result was exactly as I had predicted as soon as I saw Oberon appear unaffected even after hearing the witch's screams.

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Fuuuck!!!

Cheer up!

When the shotgun was fired, some of the bullets seemed to melt in the air, but a few of the bullets ended up reaching the idol witch and smashing her head into the cross behind her.

“... I committed it.”

But that was only the beginning.

... QUIUUU!!!

As soon as the cross and the witch's idol are shattered, the force for the meteorite to reach the ground begins to grow stronger.

Quad duddd!!!

Quick!

Absolutely!

“... Phew - then that's right. I never thought that the king of just one race could overcome the Star of Despair.”

As time passed, the balance of power began to collapse.

In the first place, meteorites are not moving due to kinetic energy or anything like that.

The pure white meteorite has a will of its own and continues to fall with the sole intention of crashing its massive body into the ground.

On the other hand, the jet-black cavalry, which began to scream from the moving parts of its arms and legs, had a limit to the output it could produce on its own, and the deteriorating parts that had been left behind for a long time were gradually reducing the output that the cavalry could produce. .

and-

RURRR!!!

The cross hanging at the end of the meteorite and the witch hanging on it must have been acting as some kind of suppressor, as the force of the meteorite's fall became stronger after it woke up and was shattered by Oberon's shotgun.

Cooo!

In the end, the jet-black cavalry got down on one knee to catch the meteorite that started to crush everything with even stronger force. In Nana Hollow's eyes, it was a time when they thought the game would soon be decided.

“In the end, that is your limit. No matter how great a feat you may have accomplished, that is the limit of the civilization that was achieved by denying the providence of the world and not relying on magic power.”

“... Holy shit. This raises a flag.”

Hearing what the Hollow muttered as he looked at the collapsing cavalry next to him, I could clearly see who would win the battle of power that had just broken the balance of power that was unfolding before my eyes.

Doddd-

Crack, crack, crack!

Soon, when the remaining knee of the cavalryman who had already bowed down on one knee also began to tremble, Oberon, who was riding on the steel shoulder, began to move again.

Slam!

The dwarf lifted the shotgun in his hand and pulled the bolt once again.

But this time, instead of loading a bullet, he reached his other hand to his waist and pulled out something long from there, which he placed on the end of the shotgun.

That thing-

It was a protest.

“... Crossbow?”

Attached to the end of the shotgun is a bowstring.

I wondered what meaning there was to the shotgun that soon transformed into a crossbow.

But whether I thought so or not, Oberon laid down the bowstringless shotgun horizontally.

As if aiming a great bow.

It looks like a crossbow with horizontal strings held upright vertically.

A stroke of luck that I don't know which one to point out first.

The king of the dwarves attached a shotgun to a shotgun, turned the gun, which resembled a crossbow, at a 90-degree angle like a bow, and aimed it at the meteorite.

Ok.

Oberon soon raised his finger to the side and placed his finger on the trigger.

Perhaps he sensed our gaze, not knowing what he was trying to do, or perhaps he just didn't know, he silently did his job -

Kiiing...

Couuuck!

At that moment, the trooper lost his strength and fell to his knees with his arms outstretched on the meteorite.

However, when we saw that scene, we did not expect that Oberon would soon be crushed along with his cavalry.

Because we clearly saw with our own eyes that the forces that were moving the cavalry, which were felt in the kneeling cavalry, were all beginning to be concentrated in the crossbow that Oberon was holding.

Kiiing!!!

“... Is that so? Was that not an ordinary shotgun, but a weapon that could be anything?”

like that,

It was the moment when I quietly said to myself, as I witnessed the sphere of power condensed in front of the crossbow, like a day break.

[Fabius Impact]

Flash!

A golden ray shot out first, passing through the meteorite.

and,

... Kwahiah ahhh!

The sound followed later, and the meteorite began to break into pieces.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

“... Oh my god. An individual - making the end, the end.”

The end has come to an end.

The white meteorite that was thought to never be stopped shatters and debris falls to the ground.

The meteorite pierced cleanly through the center, where a statue of a witch hanging on a cross was located, and the meteorite, which lost its power, turned into an ordinary material body.

The fight is

It was Oberon's victory.

The strongest magic prepared by Hollow could not overcome Oberon or the civilization built by the dwarves.

The armory was destroyed and all the energy dormant in the cavalry Velir was consumed, but Oberon's crossbow finally came to an end.

and-

Slam!

Since his crossbow still had power left after destroying the meteorite, Oberon's gun was aimed at us.

I was the only one who could come to my senses during that series of events.

“... Hollow.”

“... Yes?”

Unlike Hollow, who stood blankly like a saint who witnessed the wonder of the meteorite being destroyed, I kept watching Oberon's movements.

What has ended is the battle between the magic of the Hollow and the civilization of the Dwarves.

What was left behind, the fight between me, her, and Oberon was not over; rather, it had just begun.

So I asked the witch a question.

“Hollow. Please answer clearly by looking at the current Oberon with your own eyes.”

“... Yes.”

“Do you think you can defeat Oberon over there?”

“... No.”

'As expected, I knew that would happen.'

Before starting the remaining fight, the witch asked about the odds of victory, but when she saw Oberon concentrating power on his crossbow again, she was sure of defeat.

It is not that I have lost my fighting spirit.

Hollow's true meaning was that the meteorite she used earlier was just one of the many magics she could use, and that it was just blocked, but if she fought by combining other magics, her chances of winning would not be completely lost.

The only problem is that she originally intended to engage in such a fight, but when she saw Oberon not moving, she used it as a surprise attack, which among the magics she possesses, consumes the most magical energy, so there is no more magical energy left in the air, so there is no point in fighting anymore. The point is that it is impossible to unfold.

In that case, what we need to prepare for is to prepare for the next victory and-

All we have to do now is face defeat.

“Good. Please give me a sword.”

Swish-

widely!

“Go back to the workshop. I don't know if Oberon will try to track you down or not, but I will stop him.”

“... Okay.”

The witch holding the lantern received the Orca Sword and the Holy Ark with her other hand.

Unlike artifacts, tangible objects carry risks when used in a fight where defeat is certain.

I left the two items with the Hollow as there was a possibility that they might be lost, and walked forward alone.

“Then, I’ll meet you again in the workshop.”

Crack!

Like that, Hollow looked at my back and stepped back, biting his lip as if he was also angry.

fluttering-

He put on his hood and covered the lantern with the hem of his clothes, then disappeared from the spot.

The frost remaining on the floor only proves that the hollow was there.

“Okay then... I'll just do my best again.”

Watching the frost melt in an instant and turn into water droplets, I also prepare for the fight with Oberon.

“Rachal.”

thud!

'corruption.'

Whoa!

'Should I use Camatrin right away?'

Good!

In an instant, he enters a double self-reformation, injects an improved form of camatrin into his thigh and looks at the guy's crossbow.

Kiiing!!!

The magic that pierced the hollow's magic a moment ago is aimed at my head this time.

humming!

Kwaaa!!!

'Doesn't your knee hurt?'

Oberon jumped off the cavalry, which had now completely stopped moving, and landed with a heavy sound. His arm was aimed at me without any movement.

Just like that, roughly one second had passed since we faced each other, and not even two seconds had passed.

Slam!

[Fabius Impact]

'For the first step - with all your might! Avoid-!!!'

When Camatrine's effects were fully effective and the trigger was pulled halfway, I took a sharp evasive maneuver -

Kwahiah ahhh!

Fuuu!

After one of my arms was blown off by the first shot from his crossbow, I survived for about 1 minute and 30 seconds, died completely, and was resurrected in the attack and defense.

        
            “Ugh... I'm falling behind... really...”

Just after being revived in the workshop.

I had my eyes closed and didn't want to open them.

So I covered my eyes with my palms to prevent light from coming in beyond my eyelids.

I wanted to deny that what I had just experienced was real, and I hoped that when I opened my eyes, the place I was lying in was a bed, not a coffin containing a spare body, and that it had all been a dream.

However, the feel of the tree behind my back and beside me was that of the coffin that I was familiar with, where my spare body was stored, so in the end, I had no choice but to admit once again that I was dead.

“... Sigh.”

... Flash! Flash!

As I lift my palm, I open my eyes to take in the light I feel beyond my eyelids, and the ceiling of the workshop comes into view.

The ceiling looks smooth by digging out the inside of a naturally created cave, carving it out, erecting supports, and then repairing it with wood when spare time is available.

“... erai.”

I was in a state of staring blankly at the ceiling, so I placed my arm on my forehead and looked at the light of the magic lamp and took time to think slowly.

It's just after I was resurrected, so I'm thirsty, but I take priority over finding water, so I just sigh one after another.

“... Ha, it's really, really strong. Damn dwarf bastard.”

Just moments ago, the fight that took place right before death resulted in a one-sided defeat that seemed so overwhelming.

'Literally, I got run over by a dog.'

Oberon blocked the witch's magic with all his might using the legacy of the main Blacksmith, the cavalry, which is probably the pinnacle of the dwarves' technology.

More precisely, it was difficult to completely block the witch's magic with the power of the cavalry, so Oberon used his power, which may have been the real purpose of his visit to the armory.

Belir, a cavalryman, was moving underground thanks to energy of a different nature from that of magic.

Realizing that it would be difficult to block the meteorite summoned by the witch with only the cavalry's strength, the guy attached a bowstring believed to have been found in the armory to the shotgun he had, and the weapon then used all the power of the cavalryman who was being pushed back by the meteorite. It sucked it in and turned it into a gunshot with ridiculous destructive power.

'I never thought I'd be able to fight it head-on and overcome it. At the very least, I thought Oberon would be crushed or forcibly repatriated by Titania's power right before he died.'

In this way, Oberon obtained new power from the arsenal, or rather, rather than a new acquisition, he even obtained an object that was probably a part of a weapon that was not originally made for him, the king of the dwarves.

Even the power of the cavalry that the Dwarf King absorbed through his weapons in the armory strengthened not only his weapons but also his physical abilities.

Of course, from the moment I witnessed the intensified shooting, my will to fight had already been significantly lost.

[Fabius Impact]

'I'd like to think that simple ignorance is just like dwarves, but compared to an elf's bow, it doesn't bend or bend, so it's okay... but how can you avoid a beam of light that shatters everything in a straight line on an absurd scale?'

Even though I tried my best to avoid the shot from the shotgun that turned into a crossbow, it was so powerful that one of my arms was blown off just by grazing it.

Even though Camatrin was dodging with his fully activated body, he had to give up his arm to be safe, but what was truly scary was what happened next.

‘Is that what it feels like to be attacked by a rabid squirrel? That's a squirrel that's as big as a human and muscular.'

Afterwards, the moment Oberon accepted the energy of the cavalry with his whole body as if I were channeling magic power into his body, dwarves with short stature and heavy attacks no longer existed in that place.

Oberon caught up with my speed, which had become extremely fast by administering camatrin with his two short legs, and struck repeatedly with his axe with the same force as paladins swinging their weapons, and Deshade's armor withstood the impact for only one minute. About.

'There is already no compatibility, so the protective power of Deshade's armor is halved, but he has been beaten too much.'

I, like the golden armor Oberon is wearing, can regenerate scratches on Deshade's armor or remove the armor if it is completely destroyed and then call him back, but he swings his ax at an overwhelming speed and fires from zero range. The shotgun hit the armor several times and destroyed it in an instant, so even if the armor was restored, it meant nothing more than a rapid consumption of magical energy.

'Still, I think I held on for a long time considering I only held on with one arm... but honestly, I don't want to just throw it away and fight from the front again. ha...'

Meanwhile, fortunately, it seemed that the power of concentrating and firing the strange energy contained in the cavalry could not be used in succession.

Oberon stopped showing off his shotgun after the second shot, and of course, he was already far beyond what I could handle on my own, so he continued to fire shotguns and grind his armor with an ax while his physical strength grew stronger. Oberon's appearance was such that no other word could come to mind to describe him other than the word berserker.

Even though I was at an age where I experienced many deaths during my time with soul disease, I was traumatized to the point where I could now count Oberon as one of the top ten worst deaths, having come face to face with him in a state where everything I had was neutralized. .

Immediately after being revived, I was thinking that no matter what happened from now on, I would have to leave the task of dealing with Oberon to the Hollow who had said that he would personally show me how to deal with the dwarf.

“... But no one is coming?”

There was a lot to think about, so I procrastinated and continued to lie in the coffin, but no one paid any attention.

Normally, Gloria would have been waiting next to the coffin containing my spare body around the time I was resurrected, but she wasn't there either.

However, I never thought that an Indian witch would be watching my resurrection next to my coffin, but I did hope that at least one fairy that came to visit the workshop would pay attention.

The shock after being killed by Oberon was quite big, but there was no sign of anyone around the coffin, and rather, what was heard were noises that felt a little noisy, happening beyond sight.

“... Is it a bit too much?”

So, I was stubborn and thought about pretending that I had not been resurrected and continuing to lie down, but the sounds coming from beyond the coffin were not something I could just ignore, so I soon slowly got up and sat upright, wondering what the others were doing. I decided to check it out.

Clink!

Shake!

Kurrr-

Ding!

“Hahahahaha! A treasure trove! This is like a treasure trove! Who would have thought that the basement of the place where I set up my workshop was full of dwarven relics and not anywhere else! Judging from these items, they were not handled by ordinary Blacksmiths, but by engineers who were the predecessors of alchemists, who were few among the dwarves! done! it's okay! Now, if we just make good use of the items buried here, we can instantly leap forward the technological level of the workshop to hundreds of years from its current state!”

The first thing that catches your eye is Gloria, along with the fairies, using magic to clean and restore dirt-covered pieces of mechanical equipment whose purpose you have no idea what they are used for.

And next to it is-

“Woven Berg! I know that my magic is reaching you. It would be best to reply right away. Otherwise, when I go back there in the future, you will be the first person I kill, regardless of my duty to lead the country. If you don't want to be like that, do it right now. Show your face before my eyes and hand over a copy of the research you said you had compiled on the dwarf race.”

It was a hollow that had created a ring of fire with a lantern and was trying to communicate with the Witch of Trilogy, who was still unwilling to show her face beyond it.

“... Was there really no one who could afford to care about me?”

The scene in the workshop is extremely chaotic, and Gloria, Hollow, and Fairy are all very active, each going about their own business.

And after witnessing all that, I felt so helpless that I just quietly stood up, put my arms around the coffin, and looked at it.

While I was looking at the backs of people who weren't even paying attention-

...smulsssmm-

Tuk-tuk.

“... Huh?”

Malkan-

“... Ah, it's you. Did you bring me water? Thank you.”

The purple tentacle fairy who was always with Gloria brought me a cup filled with cool water, so I patted it and drank it down in one go.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“... Haaa! Cough! Huh! Ugh... I feel like I've finally come back to life. Thank you so much.”

In return for bringing me water, I stroked the Fairy's long tentacles, which had risen to the point where she made eye contact, as if replacing her missing head, and the Fairy returned as a reward.

“Then... Shall I go prepare a meal until the others calm down?”

Since I was so thirsty, I was feeling hungry again, so I got up to prepare food.

“I’ll go out and come back. As for the dinner menu... well, let's just do what we always eat. Soup, salad, juice, yes. If I do this and that, it will be okay, right?”

The two of them walked around the workshop, leisurely changing their clothes, and finally, to come to their senses, they washed their faces and even when they were ready to leave, they turned around and didn't notice my presence at all.

As I was looking at Gloria, who had completely switched on as a scholar, and Hollow, who was yelling with his head stuck inside the lantern, I thought it would be best not to disturb them at times like this, so I quietly passed by them.

and-

Besides these two, I have several other precious friends who are always with me.

“... Great! Let's go guys! Should I try some healing again after a long time?”

... creeping creeping-

Sarrr-

Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

Leaving the two of them like that, I carried the farming tools on my shoulders and went to the field with the fairies that followed me the next day to harvest vegetables. After sitting cross-legged on the hill with them for a while as the sun began to set, I returned to the workshop.

And the two people who didn't notice that I was resurrected until I left and returned came to their senses when it was almost dinner time and the food I had prepared was slowly starting to start to smell delicious.

        
            “So, you think we can greatly increase the level of the workshop with the dwarven relics found underground?”

Muttering-

“That’s right. The discovery was purely accidental, but I had no idea that the fairies were doing something like that in the corner of my workshop. Although it was little by little, really little by little, the direction of the cave that the fairies were digging was clearly the location where the ancient dwarven relics buried underground were buried. These are not just ordinary weapons, but items handled by engineers.”

Ha-eup-

Muttering-

... gulp!

“... Yes. So, as far as I know, the engineer means a technician, but is that much different from just a blacksmith?”

“No big deal. By human standards, an engineer is like a wise man among dwarves. Positions that show a significant level of achievement in all areas of study, including magic and alchemy. However, the dwarves, who not only do not handle magic but also despise it, are naturally the original inhabitants of a civilization that mainly dealt with iron, fire, and gold, and are a study that can be said to be the forerunner of magic, a craze I created in Arsmagna, the city of modern human alchemists. These are people who can be seen as beings who were conducting prior research.”

“Aha... Then, the item that looks like the cavalryman Velir, from the looks of it, it seems to have been made not by ordinary blacksmiths but by engineers who can be said to be wise men of the dwarven world. And it seems that items similar to those items were buried in the basement of our workshop.”

“That’s right. So, even though I don't know when or why the engineers did that, I couldn't help but be more happy than finding a treasure chest when they dug up countless pieces of past heritage that had been buried in the basement of our workshop. Many of the mechanical devices dug up from underground were the objects I was currently researching, materializing the correct answers to magic devices that were still at an abstract stage, and some of them could be helpful for the next stage of research. All I can say is that I'm really happy that I can use it to make magical tools. If I do well, I think I will be able to create a phase weather observation device within a year, which was originally thought to be impossible within the given period of time, and even discover the existence of a common magic terminal used by fairies. Really, it makes me want to give some kind of reward to these guys who did such an amazing thing.”

'huh. 'I'm not sure what it says in the latter part.'

Click-

Ha-eup-

Muttering-

“Hmm... I don't know what it is, but I'm glad it's going well.”

As I spoon the soup into my mouth, I listen to the stories Gloria told while we were away.

Then, Gloria, who realized that she was exhausted from all the knowledge I could not understand, asked about the ruins I found while chasing Oberon.

“By the way, Irim, you guys discovered the dwarves’ arsenal?”

“Yes. It wasn't just a weapons depot, it was a place where dozens of weapon depots were concentrated. There was so much of it. Personal weapons are weapons and siege weapons are siege weapons, but especially when you look at the cavalry, the cavalry Velir, probably made by the engineers that Gloria mentioned, the over-technology makes you wonder why on earth the dwarves perished even with such incredible items. I only felt like it was a product.”

“You said it was a robot. Colossal disease. It's the Iron Cavalry... I'm interested right now, but it's too bad I can't get away from the attack and defense.”

“It’s okay. Anyway, all that remains is now the remains. Because of the magic used by the witch, it was destroyed to half a point, and the remaining energy was taken away by Oberon. I don't know if Oberon wanted to get the entire cavalry in addition to the bowstring... but at least the cavalry is now useless.”

Gloria, who looked into my head and witnessed the power shown by the Hollow and the corresponding power and potential of the legacy of the old dwarves shown by Oberon, clearly distinguished the compatibility.

“This should be confirmed.”

“What?”

“Irim Now, no matter what you do, you can’t defeat Oberon.”

“Ah, I agree with that. I will give up now.”

“Oberon's opponent should be left to the witch as planned. Lee Rim, now just think about fairies again.”

“I guess so. Even though we've only met twice, it's impossible for me to defeat Oberon no matter what I do now. I painfully realized that dying several times is not something that can be solved.”

I have decided to admit it now.

I, a knight of the human empire, cannot defeat the dwarf Oberon, a hunter of civilization.

No matter how hard you try, you will only be swallowed up in the end.

So rather than continuing to flounder trying to hold on to an unattainable possibility, the only way is to keep doing what you can now and wait for the witch Hollow to figure out a way to deal with Oberon.

“So, I would like to ask you a favor. Hollow.”

“...”

“... You won't hear it. Right now, my mind is full of reading.”

So I turned my head and spoke to Hollow, who was sitting on one side of the same table, but there was no answer.

She is currently sitting cross-legged on a chair with her face buried in a thick book, quickly reading the words written in it.

Every time I tell her to eat quickly before it gets cold, the witch shows no annoyance and doesn't react at all, other than scooping up a spoonful of soup and putting it in her mouth and munching on it.

“... So, I wanted to ask what on earth that weasel looked like...”

Thing!

“Keuhmmm... Hmm! No.”

Other than that, other than reacting to the word weasel, which I thought was a taboo word, she kept losing the book she was holding, a book with the title [All About Dwarves] on the cover, which seemed to have been written by a rather conceited scholar. A witch who is obsessed with going out.

Still, the reason Gloria and I can no longer disturb her as she reads the book is because that book is an important key to dealing with Oberon, whom Hollow had managed to obtain by threatening Warven Berg, the witch of ethnology.

'I actually glanced behind me while I was cooking, and it looked like a demon.'

Harlow, an Indian witch, cast the most powerful single spell on Oberon, and had to withdraw as soon as it was blocked.

As soon as she returned, she placed the lantern on the table and created a ring of fire, repeatedly attempting to connect with the Witch of Trilogy who was supposed to be here in her stead.

Immediately after the ring of fire burned for about an hour more.

...Roaring!

The Ring of Fire seemed to have increased firepower for a moment, but finally, as Hollow had intended, it established communication with Warven Berk.

And the appearance revealed in front of Hollow, who was tapping his feet on the floor as if he was in a bad mood, was-

[Ha... ha... ha... ha... huh... huh...!]

It was the image of Warven Berg, the witch of ethnology, having sexual intercourse while being crushed by a dog-like beast with two bird heads, which was presumed to be her familiar.

'...'

[Hmm... Huh? ah! Mr. helper! long time no see! How have you been?! Ugh?!]

'... Ha, fuck life.'

Warven Berg, naked from across the ring of fire, is trampled by a huge bird-headed dog and comes groaning in greeting.

Perhaps Hollow's thoughts at that moment were almost exactly what I had predicted.

It was clear that Hollow was filled with a sense of humiliation that he had switched places with her, who had come to the Fairy Garden, just to save a witch who was crazy about her strange sexual desires.

'... That's it. That's it, Warven Berg. I would like you to immediately hand over the [Book of Servants], which summarizes your research on the dwarves in your workshop, either the original or a copy. Then I will just turn a blind eye to the atrocities you committed.'

Still, the Hollow eventually held back its anger and coldly told the Witch of Raceology to hand over the information she had about the dwarves.

[Huh! Hehe! Haaat...! Hey, I'm sorry, Mr. Assistant. You can hand it over later, right? I mean, it's a good time right now. Hehehehe-]

However, the witch, who was preoccupied with sexual intercourse with her familiar, or should I say bestiality, was in a half-conscious state and thrust her enormous face into the ring of fire and gave a rough answer -

'Is that so? Then, did you just fall down on the spot?'

[Vespera Lampas]

[Huh... Hmm... Heh... Huh? Ji, what did you do now-?]

... Piyuuu!

Kwahiah ahhh!

[Kaaa?!]

‘It’s my magic. Even though I can't visit you directly, the stars listen to my story anytime and anywhere and look down on where you are. For your information, please be aware that the greeting from a moment ago was intentionally misdirected.'

Hollow's first and final warning ended with the bed where she had been making love being destroyed by a small meteorite that fell from the sky in Warven Berg's workshop.

What I got that way is-

The book of servants that the witch of ethnology holds, which contains everything she has studied about dwarves.

Hollow, who met Oberon, thought that it would be difficult to defeat Oberon using ordinary methods, and began to explore ways to deal with him in earnest.

“It won’t take that long. As you know, when witches fall in love with a hobby and focus on it, they quickly reach the top of that field.”

“... Yes. In that case, I guess I should let it go.”

So, the Indian witch.

The Indian Witch, who made escaping from the Fairy Garden her top priority, temporarily put herself down to report her own business suspension.

From an Indian witch, to a ‘witch who kills dwarves’.

She was trying to fulfill her role by becoming a witch who devoted everything to dealing with Oberon.

“Then... Now, I think I will try to renovate the workshop in earnest-”

“... Hahaha- Okay. Come on. Gloria.”

“... Yes.”

Even after the witch finished eating, she did not take her eyes off the book, and Gloria, who was about to go back to her main job as an alchemist, did not get up and hesitated, so she called her.

and-

side!

“... Hehehehe.”

“It was late, but I went. Gloria.”

“Yes. Come on. Lee Rim.”

Afterwards, he kisses her on the mouth and begins to clean up the table, pretending not to see Hollow's cold-eyed look at us through the book.

like that-

The night of our 7th year at the Fairy Garden passed safely, with Gloria and I living in the Fairy Garden, and the witch Hollow, who decided to become Oberon's opponent, joined us along the way.

        
            Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

Trup-

“...”

“...”

Two women arrived at Ars Magna.

Tired-looking steps.

A face that looks so tired that it cannot be compared to such steps.

“... Would you like to go first?”

“...”

“...”

Nodding-

Thanks to this, the two women stood in line at the end of the procession to enter the city, but the people standing at the front continued to give up their seats when they saw the two people, so they came to nothing within a few minutes of arriving in the city. I was able to get to the checkpoint just by bowing my head a few times as a sign of gratitude without saying a word.

That's how we arrived at the checkpoint.

Ars Magna is an open city with no fences, let alone walls.

A city created by the first human alchemists, who were ostracized by magicians who studied science, which was considered a non-mainstream field of magic in the old days, and were unable to receive even the slightest support, so they went crazy.

Ars Magna is a city formed with workshops, residences, and merchants' shops located in a circle, round, round, with the Tower of Gloria at the center.

And that is an ongoing process, and because new residences, workshops, and shops are continuously being created in the outer areas of the city, the outer edge becomes the inner side, and the new outer side becomes the border of Ars Magna, so the city is home to all alchemists in the world. As if they were going to accept people who would help them, they did not put up a fence so as not to block the growth.

Therefore, the arch gate, which serves as the only checkpoint in the steadily growing city-state without such fences, moves once a month to fit the outline of the expanded city.

Even if you were to move, the only thing you could do would be to have several guards work together to raise the wooden arch door so it lines up with the outline and set up a tent next to it.

Thanks to this, the only things that exist at Ars Magna's checkpoint, which only exists in name, are an arched gate erected to indicate that this is the main entrance to the city, a tent to store documents, and about 5 to 6 guards stationed there. , Except for first-time visitors, everyone who knows how Ars Magna's security is maintained knows about it, so no one points it out.

Therefore, people entering the city and those leaving the city do not go anywhere on the outskirts of the city, as promised, but are aware of their entrance and exit through the arch gate.

And even if it is a job to do in a city that is more open than any other city in the world and has great defenses, at most the security guard who gives people the seal that is used as an entrance ticket in exchange for the entrance fee is -

When their turn came and they saw the behavior of the two women standing in front of them, they were speechless for a moment.

The security guard, who had lost words with his mouth slightly open, was able to open his mouth again because, upon seeing the line of people waiting behind the two women, a colleague next to him tapped his side with his elbow and gave him a warning. am.

Thanks to this, the security guard has the habit of saying welcome to Asrmagna to people who are clearly stopping by the city for the first time, and simply asking people who have stopped by a few times about the purpose of their visit. -

“... Looks like a lot happened while you were there?”

I threw away my usual habits and guessed from the behavior of the two women that something must have been quite difficult, so my first words were to express my concern.

The behavior of the two women standing in front of the guard is very-

'Wow... I never thought that the people around me who always told me to practice managing my facial expressions would be of help here. 'I almost frowned without realizing it.'

It was dirty and the smell was terrible.

Still, the guard standing at the arch gate at the time was a man who was in his fifth year in the city, and who he considered an experienced guard as he had joined the security force for five years.

“First, would you please show your face?”

In the best of his professional spirit and in the best interest of those who honestly attempt to cross the city's threshold, he identified the two women in a predetermined manner.

“...”

“...”

Slurp-

The women soon took off their hoods to allow the security to see their faces.

'Hmm. Are you an adventurer?'

First, one of the two people had red hair braided into two pigtails -

'But the clothes aside, what on earth is this? 'What are you wearing on your forehead?'

Another woman had a long piece of paper attached to her forehead, like a talisman, that looked like a receipt for purchasing something.

“... Please wait a moment. Let me bring you something.”

“...”

“...”

Nod-

Thanks to this, the guard, wondering if he had seen something wrong, stepped back and went to the back of the tent, put some eye drops in his eyes that he had always prepared for the dust in the wilderness, and came back, but as expected, the object stuck to the woman's forehead was a receipt.

'... okay. Well, as you live, you can meet such amazing people.'

The guard, who soon saw that the receipt stuck to the forehead of the woman in front of him did not disappear even after putting in eye drops, calmed down again and decided that there was no problem with the two people entering the city.

The two people's behavior was the standard clothes of ordinary travelers, and even if you just look at their appearance, there was nothing suspicious about them. The security guard was 10 years younger, and if they weren't married, they would have even considered courting. They were beautiful people.

However, the guard did not hesitate to point out other problems and say that there are some disqualifications in allowing the two people to enter the city hastily -

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Absolutely.

'Whoa... we have to clean up all that stuff.'

That was because of the thick mucus that was constantly dripping from the bodies of the two women who were walking from the queue to the entrance.

Thanks to this, the clothes the two women are wearing are all soaked in the translucent slime that has a texture similar to saliva, making them half transparent.

However, it may seem strange to those who have only heard the description of the two women's bodies exposed through clothes soaked in slime through those who later witnessed it at a drinking party, but in reality, the two women are standing back and forth right now. The people present and even the guards standing at the arch gate were all unable to keep their positions and stay far away to avoid contact with the slime, so thanks to this, there were always people at the upper level, alchemists, adventurers and knights who came to request items or received orders. The entrance to Ars Magna, which was crowded with visitors, became quiet for the first time in a while.

Thanks to this, the security guard looked at the two women who looked like walking slimes, and even though it was not his job, he unconsciously made a pitiful expression on his face and hurriedly helped the two people and had a brief conversation to return the checkpoint, which had become disorganized, to its original state. handed it over.

“...”

“...”

“... Well, it looks like this is not something that can be easily resolved. It looks like it's cursed as the mucus continues to drip. So, before entering the city, I would like to inform you in advance so that you no longer contaminate the roads, which are cleaned with the taxes of our city residents, with that mysterious slime. If there is a place that sells artifacts that can heal you, as soon as you enter here, go to the western area. You can head there. Or, if you are looking for a temple, if you go to the north of the city, there is a small branch office of the imperial church, so you can go there. And the entrance fee is-”

chuck.

“-It looks like you are a return visitor, so there is no need to receive it separately. You can go in right away.”

Seeing that he was moving quickly, he was probably waiting.

As soon as the entry fee attached at the end of the explanation of the security guard came up, the women held out a certificate to receive when entering Ars Magna, and upon realizing that the security guard was a couple who had gone out to the city for a while and returned after running errands, they walked down the street. got out of the way.

like that-

Reigns and Razael, who had been away from Ars Magna for 12 days at Farewell's request, were barely able to return because they were in terrible shape.

“... It's finally a city. Would you like to go straight to the tower?”

“... Let’s do that. First of all, I have to solve this curse first.”

The destination of the two people, who received sympathy from the guards and pity from the people around them, has already been decided.

There is no need to visit a temple or visit various workshops to purchase Haeju's artifacts.

Even before Reigns and Razael entered the city, they planned to use Haeju's artifacts, as it was natural that there would be a mountain of by-products made by Gloria in Gloria's tower anyway.

And even if that wasn't the case and Haeju's artifact wasn't in Gloria's tower, since the reason they ended up like this was all because of Farewell, they were planning to blackmail her into making the artifact.

like that-

After safely returning to the city, the two walked straight north toward Gloria's Tower, rather than toward the western area as the guard had told them.

        
            Cheolpuk-

Cheolpuk-

Cheolpuk-

Cheolpuk-

Every time Reigns and Razael walk towards the tower, the sound of slime sticking to and falling off their feet echoes.

“... Wow-”

A young alchemist who was passing by saw the scene, turned his head when he heard the sound of something clanking, and unconsciously exclaimed at the sight of the two women, whose clothes were all reflected in mucus, and whose skin was barely visible -

Thing!

“... Huh! Hmm!”

Immediately after seeing the murderous looks in Reigns and Razael's eyes, I cleared my throat once and passed by with my eyes downcast.

“... Sigh, it's really hard right up until you reach the tower. Let’s go a little faster.”

“...”

Reigns sighed at the sight, and since his head and entire body were already wet, he put the wet hood down to help the guard identify him and hurried towards Razael.

like that,

“... Mr. Razael?”

“... Okay. I knew.”

It was at that time when Razael reacted belatedly to Reigns' words and tried to take a step forward again.

...Ping-

“... No, wait.”

“What happened- ... Oh, I see. I understand.”

Razael was trembling with anger at being put in this situation after suffering enough to earn the guard's sympathy a little while ago, and then felt dizzy and tried to collapse on the floor.

When Raines saw her like that, he put his arm around her shoulder and allowed her to lean against the wall of a nearby building. As soon as Razael sat down in the dark alley, he took out a glass bottle from his pocket.

“... There's only one left.”

“... Yes. I don't know if I had calculated it, but unfortunately, there was only one left as I said.”

Crack!

Razael opens the ribbon-attached lid, puts the ice candy in his mouth and bites it, and his fever quickly subsides.

Razael closes his eyes for a moment, feeling his body relax.

“Phew...”

However, for a moment, the thought occurred to her that it was all because of Farewell that she was like this, and she bit down hard on the candy again.

“... Tsk!”

Pap-duk!

Due to unavoidable circumstances, the two people wandered outside of Arsmagna at the request of Farewell to obtain the ingredients on the list.

Still, the reason why Farewell's request wasn't too difficult was that most of the ingredients she wanted could be completed by obtaining them from the market within the city, and there were very few items that actually had to be obtained outside of the city.

So, the two people found the core of Deep Melting Slime, which was a material that Farewell wanted, which was out of stock in Arsmagna, and was easily obtainable by beginner adventurers, and could probably be obtained by exploring the wilderness outside the city for about three days. We went outside the city to extract it.

And in fact, although it took a little longer, the two succeeded in finding the slime in the wilderness and extracting its core in four full days.

But the problem started after that.

'hey. Hurry up quickly. 'The night is getting dark.'

‘I know. Still, don’t rush me. The slime core is something that must be collected carefully. If a drop of slime remains in the core by mistake, the slime can regenerate at any time.'

'... Tsk! This is really annoying. 'I can't believe I wandered around this dirty wilderness with you for days just because of something like this.'

'That's something I can give back in the same way.'

'what?!'

‘Why are you doing that? 'You were the one who said that first.'

If Farewell had seen it, the two would have said that their relationship had gotten better, but he would have absolutely denied that. This happened while they were bickering in the middle of the wilderness and collecting the core of a slime.

[Delting Melting Sting Knowing]

'huh?'

'... this. This can't be-'

Sigh!

The core of the slime that Reigns was carefully holding in his hand suddenly exploded, leaving the two people covered in sticky slime.

'Cough! Cough! ...What the fuck is this?!'

'... I guess this slime was a bit unusual. Even though he was a slime, he had a post-mortem curse spell engraved into his core. I didn't know that the moment the core was captured, it would burst out of my grasp and escape.'

'Damn... it's so fucking sticky. 'It's as if the slime subject will take care of it.'

In front of the two people covered in slime, the slime that had exploded a little while ago had regained its original form, and rather than paying attention to their clothes, the two quickly caught the slime again and pulled out the core, this time carrying it in their bag. The core of the deep melting slime was placed in a special glass bottle made by Ars Magna.

It was at this point that the two people completed all of Farewell's requests.

'... hey. I don't know if that's true, but this slime seems to be growing endlessly? No matter what I do, it won't fall.'

'I guess so. It seems to be a persistent curse.'

After finishing work, the two people who were trying to shake off the slime from their bodies noticed that the slime they had dropped around them had already broken up enough to fill a basin and overflow. I guessed it was a type.

'... shit. I can't help it. 'I have no choice but to go back like this.'

'I guess so. Then, let’s head back towards Ars Magna right away-’

In the end, it was a time when the two people had no other choice and decided to return to the city like they were.

'Krrr...'

Phew! Phew! Phew!

A magical beast resembling a quadrupedal leopard, with its back to the moon that had just risen from the top of a hill in the wilderness, looking down at the two people at the bottom of the hill who were ready to leave.

[Leopard]

The sound of heavy breathing is due to the magical beast's curse-like physical ability, which causes its heart to stop if it stops running even a little. Thanks to this, the magical beast does not sleep, but instead hunts constantly to pump nutrients into the body.

And the demonic beast has such persistent vitality and stamina that it is called 'the resident of the wilderness' among adventurers -

Surprisingly, one of the staple foods of this guy whose eating habits are closer to omnivores than carnivores is deep melting slime, which crawls around defenselessly in the wilderness.

And now, the two were under the curse of constantly dripping deep melting slime.

'... run away!'

'... Damn- Damn- Damn- Damn-! Damn alchemist!!!'

So, the two people looked down at their situation and decided to run away with all their might.

The two people who stopped by Ars Magna's Adventurer's Guild briefly to find the habitat of Deep Melting Slime, the material Farewell mentioned, heard from the receptionist there about the demon beasts they should be careful of in the wilderness, and among them, the demon beast named Leopard was especially dangerous. Even if they were mid-level adventurers, they were told to run away since Masuni was difficult to deal with head-on one-on-one, so the two started running on the spot.

I heard that the magic beast that consumed deep melting slime as a staple food, surprisingly, unlike its dark black fur on the outside, has elastic skin on the inside, and is capable of slipping even a magical sword, so I was told not to deal with it unless a magician is accompanying it. That's right.

like that-

It took 4 days to search, and 8 days to escape from the devil's persistent pursuit and finally arrive at Gloria's Tower.

bang!

“... I went there.”

“...”

“Ah, are you here? It took a long time. I think I'm procrastinating too much-”

Swish!

puck!

“Ugh...!”

“These are the ingredients that were promised. So - take off this damn receipt right now.”

When they finally entered Gloria's tower, the two immediately climbed the tower and entered the level where Farewell was. Razael immediately picked up the bag Raines was wearing and threw it at Farewell's face.

“Ah... it hurts really bad. I guess you went through a bit of trouble?”

“Noisy, fast.”

“Okay, okay. I've prepared rewards on the table over there, so take them yourself.”

Farewell, stroking his red nose after being hit with a bag, points to a research table on one side.

There was the church's credit card that Reigns needed, and there was a glass bottle filled with ice candy and a medicine to make receipts from the forehead fall off, prepared for Razael.

“Phew...”

“Ha...”

“...”

“...”

“... Thank you for your hard work.”

“... You too.”

After completing their long 12-day journey, the two people finally breathed a sigh of relief, looked at each other for a moment, and then took their own rewards.

Afterwards, the two people lifted the curse with the artifact in the workshop and took a shower.

Razael seemed to have decided that he needed to rest for a while and lay down against the wall on one side of the stairs where Farewell was, and Raines also approached Farewell, repeatedly wiping his steamy hair with a towel and wringing out the moisture.

“... So, how is it going now?”

Her question was one, but it contained two things.

One was a question about the news of Irim and Gloria, who were now in their 12th day at the Fairy Garden, and the other was a picture of Peria sitting up in bed near Farewell, frowning and lowering her head.

“... It's better to leave Peria alone because she's enduring pain right now. The pain will only last for about 10 minutes, but... it's a bit severe.”

“What moves is-”

“Yes. It’s completely impossible.”

“... How much does it hurt?”

“Okay. I think there is nothing more difficult than explaining something you have never experienced by comparing it to your own experience.”

“...”

“Still, one thing is certain: this should already be considered a hardship that goes beyond the level of torture.”

Even after taking the medicine Farewell gave her, the pain quickly boiled over, and although she was having a hard time, Feria was trying to overcome it while maintaining her sanity for the 10 minutes that the pain was active.

The bandages that covered his entire body now covered half of his face, and in his bloodshot eyes, a pain that Reigns could not even imagine was swimming.

but,

Nevertheless, Peria maintains her sanity.

The pain is enough to make a normal person go crazy, but since there isn't much left, I'm trying to stay sane just a little longer.

Only then will the prayers I am constantly praying to Deshade in my heart be conveyed to my brother.

In the end, if it's fate that I can't escape this bondage even if something really happens, I hope that at least my brother in Fairy Garden will be safe.

At the same time, she continued to pray, with even a glimmer of hope that if possible, she would be saved as well.

“...”

Come on.

Startle!

“... It's Raines. Welcome.”

“... Yes. I went there.”

Reigns approached her and tightly held both of Feria's hands, and Peria, who seemed to not even be able to see her, was surprised by the sudden feeling of popularity, but welcomed her back.

'Come on. 'This is it.'

So, hoping that Peria's wish would come true, Raines said hello to Peria and approached Farewell.

“... So, what are you doing now?”

Reigns, who returned to the tower, was waiting for a chance to ask Farewell, who seemed busy after taking a bath, a question. He thought that now was the opportunity to ask Farewell, who had taken a break, so he asked the question.

“This? This is it. Yeah... actually, I'm not sure.”

“... You don’t know?”

“Yes. Isn't it funny? This thing in front of me was made after staying up all night for 5 days, but I, the creator, answered that I don't even know what I'm doing.”

Soon, there was a set of 'regalia' that was 'floating' on the production table in front of Raines, who had completely dried his hair, and Farewell, who was holding a tea cup that he couldn't even remember having been made a few days ago and putting a drop of tea on his tongue.

Engraved on the inside of the pink cloak-like clothing that caught Raines's eye were theories of a completely different form from the magic circles engraved on the basis of the existing magic system she knew, which she had seen several times while entrusting herself to the Immortal Institute. An engraved dress code.

“Still, one thing is certain.”

“What do you mean?”

“Even though I have doubts about whether what I am doing is really meaningful, I am confident enough to be sure that it will lead to something correct.”

And that clothing is a formal dress that Farewell was making in preparation for an unexpected 'possibility'-

More precisely, it was a hidden card dedicated to the ultimate battle against dwarves, created by Farewell to send to Gloria and Irim across from the Fairy Garden, incorporating 'all the skills necessary to deal with dwarves'.

        
            Fairy Garden's floating island, Eden.

In the garden of the palace in the center, Titania, queen of the fairies, was looking down on a fairy.

“Ninian. How did this happen?”

“Well, that’s it. Queen? I definitely took Oberon with you and made him fight when that man showed up, just as you ordered. So I definitely dealt with it at that time-”

Ninian, who was lying face down in front of the queen, responded to the queen's questions with incredible speed and revealed that he had not gone against her will.

The order she received was clearly an order to 'defeat' the human invaders who appeared in the Fairy Garden with Oberon.

Of course, Ninian clearly had Oberon kill the black armored man who called himself the sword of Deshade.

However, the problem is that even though the man was clearly dead, he appeared again by destroying the crystal tree.

[Knight in black armor killing a fairy]

And that was a being so completely identical that even Ninian, who was prostrate in front of the Queen with a feeling of fear, could not possibly make the excuse that they were not the same person.

A human whose armor was shattered in front of Ninian and the other fairies, whose heart and head were split by Oberon's axe, and who, like the crystal tree, was burned by tremendous firepower and whose body was burned to the ground, ending his life.

That person appeared in the same form as before, as if he had died at some point, and once again destroyed the fairies' crystal tree, massacred them, and left.

The crystal tree that was shattered like that is now-

As many as 15 trees are on the way.

An intruder from the Fairy Garden who resurrects and returns no matter how many times you kill him.

The crystal trees are constantly being smashed and burning, and the fairies who were unaware of the appearance of the black armored knight until just before he appeared at close range and were killed, and now the death toll is well over 10,000.

Of course, that doesn't mean Oberon didn't do anything.

Sometimes, Oberon appears the moment a knight in black armor attacks the crystal tree and takes action to repel the intruder, and the number of times he successfully repels them is significant.

However, other than that, most of the raids took place in places where it was difficult for Oberon to appear immediately, and the reason why Titania was most angry at Ninian, who had taken Oberon to repel the invaders, was -

This is because three of the crystal trees that were attacked without Oberon had grown much larger than the other crystal trees located quite close to his palace, and were crystal trees where many fairies lived.

So, that happened because Ninian missed Oberon because he finished his work but did not listen to his words and let Oberon go around on his own for a while, and in Titania's view, it was clearly a dereliction of duty.

“Ninian. I would have definitely told you to make sure to defeat the intruder who entered the Fairy Garden.”

“Yes! yes Of course you did! So I defeated it! Ha, but I definitely defeated him at the time, but I didn't know that that person would reappear as if he had been resurrected! W, the Queen knows! Humans are not a species that can be easily resurrected like us!”

“Yes. I guess so. Unlike us, once dead, humans must have extremely valuable items, vast divine power, and strict conditions in order to be resurrected.”

“Yes! yes yes! So, the reappearance of such a person is truly an injustice that even I could not have predicted?! Oh, and Oberon wasn't completely playing around! When Oberon found out that the knight in black armor had appeared again, he wandered around the Fairy Garden Continent...”

“Walking around?”

“... Ah! yes is it so! That's it! Oberon was wandering around to find where they were hiding! The fact that they keep resurrecting and attacking our crystal tree clearly means that there is a human stronghold that we haven't been able to find, and if that's the case, they have made sure to prepare for us fairies, so they can find it just like us. Only Oberon, a dwarf and not a fairy, would be able to do this! that's right! So, even though Oberon was far away and couldn't react when some of the crystal trees were attacked, Oberon was clearly searching the human base at that moment!”

“... So Ninian, Oberon, even though on the outside it looks like you let go of the leash and are moving around randomly and not being able to properly repel the intruder, the fact that humans are being resurrected in the first place is against common sense, and Oberon believes that. Assuming that, since you are wandering around looking for a human base, you are clearly carrying out my orders right now, is that what you want to say?”

“Yes! That's right! That's it! Well, the fact that the intruder is still alive means that I did my best, but the results haven't come out yet. I'm not at fault for all of this - ”

Ninian heard Titania agree with what he said and raised his head with the brightest smile he could muster.

He decided that now was the time to assert that he had never disobeyed the Fairy Queen's orders, and to appeal to his efforts to somehow avoid incurring her wrath, he would also offer compliments that would win her favor. I poured it out and tried to somehow seize the opportunity to withdraw from her presence.

but,

Sigh!

“Ugh...?!”

What blocked Ninian's view when he raised his head was Titania's white feet rising from her throne.

Clud-

“Woah, you’re the queen...?!”

“But then, if you put in all your effort but haven’t seen results yet, doesn’t that mean you ultimately failed? So, if you didn't want it to be like this, shouldn't you have anticipated it all and made sure it was handled until the end? If a person who couldn't do his job properly and was belatedly resurrected as a person thought to be dead, did you think your work was over there? I should have expected it. You should have thought of the possibility. Even if a human dies, they should have been resurrected and attacked us again, so they should have taken care of the cleanup. Isn’t this what’s happening now because we didn’t do it in time?”

“Well, like that...!”

Kuuuuk-

Titania's heel presses against Ninian's head.

Peudduddudduk!

Ninian's wings flap vigorously on behalf of his silent mouth, expressing his pain, but Titania just looks at him with cold eyes.

“Ninian. Fairy Garden is now in an unprecedented crisis because of your negligence. The human you said you dealt with is once again destroying the crystal trees, and Oberon, strangely enough, continues to pursue such a human without your orders, but even if you kill him - even if you kill him, he keeps coming back to life and showing himself. I even heard that now there is another human next to that human? Other than the knight in black armor who calls himself Deshade's Sword, we haven't heard any information about another human, but the humans who are attacking us have now multiplied like dirty animals. That's why I can't help but be even more angry, Ninian. Because you didn't do things right, the number of rats barring their teeth at us in the paradise I created has increased.”

Titania was furious now.

She told Ninian to take Oberon and root out the humans who were disturbing paradise, but she failed to do it perfectly the first time and ended up in the current situation.

Now that Oberon has been released-

According to the Fairy Garden's normal clock, 5 years have passed, and according to the time felt by the Fairy Queen Titania, 5 days have passed.

During those five days, the human knight who had been killed by Oberon reappeared and destroyed as many as 15 crystal trees and massacred tens of thousands of fairies.

At this point, it became impossible for Titania to just sit still.

If only a few thousand people die, she can recreate them by 'dispersing' her power, but when the number of dead fairies reaches tens of thousands, it is quite difficult for her to recreate them all at once. And-

If the situation becomes more serious and more than a hundred thousand fairies die, the balance in paradise will be broken and the Fairy Garden dimension will become impossible to 'establish as a dimension'.

‘This isn’t going to work. In the end, do I have to take action myself?'

Kkjjik!

...line line line line line-

Finally, as the force applied by Titania grew, the sound of a walnut being smashed underfoot was heard, and the sound of liquid flowing could be heard.

In the end, it is the sound that makes Titania, the queen of the fairies, decide to take action herself.

... Wide open!

Titania spread her wings.

Unlike the fairies who live in the dimension of Fairy Garden, the Queen of Fairies is considerably taller than a human.

Her six wings harmonized beautifully with the garden in which she stood, and Titania loved this garden.

So the fairy-

Rather than seeing the people who could be recreated at any time dying, he was angry that the paradise he had created was in danger.

'... okay. I hated to admit it, but since things have come to this point, I guess I have to take action myself.'

In the end, Titania, feeling a little, just the slightest sense of crisis, finally decided to get up from her throne.

And that was also the ‘12th year’ since Lee Rim and Gloria came to this world.

“Anyway, I've figured out the general location now.”

Titania continued to hear news of the appearance of human knights from this side of the continent.

I heard that after releasing Oberon, the human knight suddenly appears at some point, destroys the crystal tree, fights with Oberon and another human wizard who came to kill him, and then disappears.

Titania obviously doesn't know where they come from and how they are resurrected.

Beyond not knowing, even though they had sent the fairies to scour all the continents and search for all the landmarks that humans would inevitably have to pass through to contaminate the wells of the soul, they could not find a single wanderer, let alone their home.

But she summed up the events of the past few years, a period of time that felt like only a few days to her -

I was finally able to figure one thing out.

“In the end, the place you are attacking is the continent where the crystal trees where the fairies live, and it is a place you have never attacked before, no. A place that couldn't be raided. And for us, places that naturally made us 'think' and 'associate' them with 'places that cannot be attacked because there are no crystal trees in the first place.' That must be where you guys built your nest.”

After compiling the news the fairies had told her so far, what she found out was-

It was the fact that somewhere in the 'Abyss', a place where human knights were the only ones who did not appear, and who were naturally excluded from their thoughts first because they thought there was no reason for them to appear in the first place, there was a nest where humans and their helpers were hiding.

        
            like that,

“Now I understand for sure. You guys are definitely in the Abyss.”

Titania, the queen of the fairies, confirmed that the place where humans nested was the Abyss.

Of course, Titania had ordered the fairies to investigate not only other continents but also the Abyss continent several times, but now she has realized that humans have the technology to escape from those patrols.

“There was an article before, but now I can see that there is a ‘wizard’ walking around with him.”

The reason I gained confidence in this was thanks to the recognition of the existence of the 'Wizard', who began appearing with the knight in black armor after Oberon's appearance.

Of course, the witch Hollow Eve is not a wizard.

She is a witch, and witches are completely different from wizards, beings who belong to a lineage descended from the priestesses who served the god Lihi in the old days when he was not yet an evil god.

However, the Fairy Queen only sees humans as toys to be played with and sees them as one-sided playthings, and does not like to listen to their stories in detail. She has no insight or knowledge to distinguish whether the intruder next to her is a wizard or a witch. , Therefore, what she knows is that the knight, who was thought to be operating 'alone' in the dimension of the Fairy Garden, has definite helpers such as wizards.

And that means that until now, Titania had vaguely thought that there might be a portal through which resurrected humans could quietly pass over from the human world to this side without being caught by herself, who could be said to be the owner of the dimension of the Fairy Garden. If the beings called wizards were fully supporting it, even the humans who treated them as toys could easily infer that, with some effort, they had created a base somewhere in the Abyss continent where they could clearly avoid their eyes.

So from now on, what she has to do after realizing that fact is-

There was only one.

“In that case - the entire Abyss. Should I burn it?”

Perfect!

When the Fairy Queen snapped her fingers, particles of magic began to rise from her wings toward the sky and-

... Parrr-

Chrrr!

A huge lily bloomed above the circular opening in the ceiling that allowed light into the garden.

The lily flower that bloomed in an instant turned towards the sky,

Perfect!

At that point Titania snapped her fingers once again.

[Fleur de Lis]

... kiuuu...

Flash!

Paaa-!

Soon, the giant lily flower, simply moved by the queen's hand, shot out a white pillar of magic towards the sky, and that pillar of magic is also a pillar that can be seen throughout the Fairy Garden -

At the same time, it was also a magic for Titania to convey her voice to the fairies throughout the Fairy Garden.

[Your queen, Titania, speaks.]

Titania, who has raised the beacon of convocation, speaks in a voice that can be heard by all fairies.

[People. Gather into my palace immediately. From now on, I will expel the aliens who have been hiding in this paradise. To that end, I will take back the power I gave you.]

There were no fairies who could disobey the queen's voice.

The fairies who heard her voice immediately came out of their crystal trees and began to gather towards Titania's garden, and the sound spread by the lilies she had bloomed was heard by all the fairies as well as -

Titania, who knows that even if she nests somewhere in the Fairy Garden, intruders will be able to hear everything, she speaks again.

[Rejoice. Intruders. You are the ones who made Titania decide to create paradise and start a 'war' for the first time. So, I will gladly welcome you as ‘enemies’ rather than ‘toys’. It must have been fun so far. Because I didn't respond at all. But not from now on. Fall in fear as I come in person. See with your own eyes and realize how scary the existence of an honest fairy is. And when it comes to final death -

Feel the gap that exists between you and me, lament your own foolishness in deciding to point the sword at me, and disappear.]

... Parrr!!!

The number of fairies gathering from all directions exceeds tens of thousands and reaches hundreds of thousands.

They entered Titania's castle, opened the fairy armory on the ground, and held spear staffs in their two small hands.

As if that wasn't enough, they went down to the basement, this time carrying spears, and there the fairies-

Long ago, he was fully armed, wearing white armor and a helmet made by 'dwarves' who were tricked by Titania and possessed by her without knowing anything.

Titania's army was thus completed.

The fairies, who had lived for eternity enjoying entertainment in paradise, were transformed into an immortal army with one word from her.

And in the dimension of Fairy Garden, the army of fairies who are infinitely supported by the power of the fairy queen are-

Even if the opponent is a dragon, it boasts such overwhelming firepower that it can win against several dragons 'at the same time' within the dimension where paradise is maintained.

“... Okay. So now that the army is gathered, the first thing to do is-”

With the army completed, Titania flew high into the sky and set the first attack target while all the fairies were watching.

“-First of all, the first and last fight of this war will be to eliminate the small hole where there is no light where you are hiding, and the 'continent' where it can exist.”

chuck.

All the fairies turned their heads at once to follow the direction Titania's finger was pointing, and the attack target she had set was-

A continent with the smallest territory among the Fairy Gardens.

It is a place where no fairies or crystal trees exist, but only fairies live -

As if confirming the Fairy Queen's intuition, it was the continent of 'Abyss' where Gloria's workshop was hidden.

-------------------------------

“... I feel something strange.”

It's been exactly 12 years since Gloria and I came to Fairy Garden.

Today again, I attacked the crystal tree with Hollow, and had another fight with Oberon, who found us in an instant, but we were narrowly defeated, the witch escaped first, and this was after I was resurrected from the coffin containing the spare body in the workshop. .

“Really, no matter how I look at you, I can't help but say that you seem thoughtless when you confront Oberon. Are you a sensualist? You are fighting like animals, relying on your senses. If that's true, you'll be killed by Oberon every time because you rely on that fighting method.”

“Damn... stop talking nonsense and recover quickly. The reason we lost to Oberon today is obviously because the gap created by Hollow you chewing your tongue while chanting magic was the main cause of our defeat.”

“Why do you think it’s my fault? The reason I failed while chanting was because a shotgun bullet, which you were unable to block, passed through my cheek.”

“... No, it's literally a bullet, so how are you supposed to stop it? It's santan, santan. There are hundreds of round beads. Isn’t it too much to block all of that?”

Grrr-

“... Okay, quickly put it on the hole in your cheek.”

“... That was already planned.”

“I’m going to apply a bandage, so stretch your knees or straight forward.”

“... Heung-.”

For a moment, the Hollow and I looked at each other and growled like animals to blame each other for today's defeat. While the Hollow healed the wound on her cheek with magic, I tightly bandaged the abrasions on her knee and wrist. I wrapped it.

Another defeat.

It has already been five years since the attack on the Crystal Tree and the fight against Oberon.

As my relationship with Gloria changed drastically during my time at the Fairy Garden, and it has already been five years since we went to the battle to fight Oberon together, my relationship with the witch Hollow is quite-

I think we have become enemies.

Hollow Eve, a witch who has temporarily put aside her role as an Indian witch and is changing everything about herself as a ‘witch who kills dwarves.’

For that to happen, we had to fight Oberon several times to get used to him, and were defeated every time.

While I served as a shield, she attacked Oberon several times as a wizard, but the result was a victory that was not as easy to obtain as expected.

Of course the problem with that is-

The problem with Oberon was that he didn't stop growing like we did.

'I never would have thought that Oberon would not stay in one place and would continue to grow.'

Oberon appeared in an instant every time we went to attack the Crystal Tree, and it was clear that his level of armor was growing every time we met.

It looks like he wandered aimlessly around the Fairy Garden and found a few more places like the ruins filled with previous armories.

So, as time went by, I thought that we were the ones who were losing out, so the witch and I tried several times to search for and find Oberon, who was wandering in a remote place unnoticed by the fairies of the Fairy Garden, and to compete with him. , Each time, he found hidden dwarf ruins throughout the Fairy Garden, strengthened his armament, and used the legacies there to repel us, so he was in a sluggish state.

“... So, are you going to change your tactics again?”

“Isn’t it obvious? Since we couldn't win this way, we'll have to fight in a different way next time. We will remodel the previously used protective techniques. The decisive reason why we lost in this fight is that even if we had originally received all of the pellets from the front, the protective magic that should have blocked them all was not at a good angle, but only about half of the shots were hit, and it was broken - ”

“Look at this. In the end, he will admit that it was his fault.”

“... So. It's your job to delay as much as possible the activation of the protection magic that must be used as a last resort, but isn't the reason for the real failure of this fight that you were unable to act as a shield properly from the start and prevent Oberon from approaching me? is the sound.”

Just like that, today, after treating all of our wounds, we were bickering with each other and revising our tactics.

'huh? Gloria is quiet today?'

Normally, she would have appeared at this point to mediate for us and, although I don't know why, would have given her the same secretly envious look she always gave her, but today, for some reason, Gloria was nowhere to be seen.

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tap-

“...”

However, I felt puzzled for a moment, and Gloria, who had a coat draped over her shoulders as if she had gone to check on the situation outside the workshop, approached us at a faster pace than usual without even changing her clothes-

With a serious face, he spoke of ‘crisis’ in an urgent voice.

“Two people. Get ready to leave right now.”

“What's going on?”

“What’s wrong? What's going on?”

“Just a little while ago, Titania moved. And the goal is where we are now. To the Abyss, about 10 minutes from now-

The continent of Abyss in the Fairy Garden dimension will be completely burned by the fairy army armed with weapons made by dwarves.”

        
            Dig, dig, dig!

Jiiing-!

... Kwahiah ahhh!

After the fairies completed one low-altitude flight.

After the colorful magic fired from the spear staffs held by the guys armed with white helmets and armor hit the ground of the Abyss Continent, the ground explodes a few seconds later.

“... Has Gloria ever been to hell?”

“... It can't exist. No matter how capable I am, I am not a great person who can risk his own life to go on a final journey to the underworld filled with dozens or hundreds of demons and come back alive.”

“Then what about Hollow?”

“I don’t have one either. Because I am a witch, my life is already hellish, but I have never once thought about deliberately witnessing a real hell and consoling myself by saying that reality is better than hell.”

“That’s right. Then, I would like to give an opinion. From now on, I will just call this dimension of Fairy Garden hell, and even if there is a separate dimension of the underworld called true hell, I want to call this the second hell somehow, but anyone who opposes-”

“None. I accept it.”

“There is no reason to object. I would also agree.”

The Abyss continent is being defended by thousands of flying insect-like fairies flying in formation in the distance before our eyes, and by the weapons they are holding.

Gloria and Harlow, who were watching everything, agreed to what I suggested.

The scene unfolding before your eyes is hell.

And this scene began to unfold only 40 minutes ago.

'The real start starts now. This must be seen as Titania's true power.'

About 40 minutes ago from now.

When Gloria suddenly told us that the Abyss would turn into a sea of fire in 10 minutes, we rushed to where Hollow and I were, so we moved without delay.

Gloria collected all the items in the workshop by converting them into artifacts in the form of ribbons tied to one's hair, and also put food produced in the Fairy Garden and other research by-products stored in the warehouse into boxes to compress them as much as possible. compressed as much.

'There was a proclamation of Titania a little while ago. The content is a declaration of war. It finally recognized us not as livestock or toys to play with, but as [alien people] who needed to be expelled. So from now on, he will come out himself and try to kill us.'

By the Fairy Queen's standards, 12 days have passed since an intruder appeared to pollute the paradise called Fairy Garden, and it continued to appear no matter how many times they were killed.

In the end, Titania, the queen of the fairies, decided to take action herself instead of ordering the fairies under her to clean up us, and the measures she took to get rid of us cannot be said to be an absolutely normal decision by human standards. It was an unnecessary measure.

Titania was trying to command the fairies to discover the residence of a human force located somewhere in the Fairy Garden and who was clearly helping me.

However, the existence of the workshop, which was able to completely disappear through Gloria's continuous research, made it impossible for the fairies to discover the workshop at a cognitive level.

In the end, even though fairies from all over the Fairy Garden under Titania's orders searched all continents, the human abode was never found.

However, despite this, the existence of the Black Knight continues to be resurrected, destroying crystal trees, and releasing poison into the springs of soul across the entire continent.

So Titania-

He decided to take it upon himself to lead the fairies and use violent methods to exterminate us.

“Thank goodness. Because I roughly predicted how the Fairy Queen would move, I was able to take refuge in advance.”

Jiiing-!

... Kwahiah ahhh!

The scenery the three of us are currently seeing is not, in fact, the scenery we are seeing with our own eyes.

“Gloria. I want to see a more holistic view of this. How can I do this?”

“Turn the small spring on the right side of the goggles. Then your horizons will broaden.”

Let’s go!

We are currently wearing goggles made by Gloria on our eyes, and we are watching the Abyss Continent, which is on fire due to this artifact, hidden among the vegetation on the outskirts of the continent, watching the movements of the fairies. I was able to watch the whole scene through.

“This makes it clear. The fairy queen is not a smart person. Titania's prediction was that our home would be located somewhere in the Abyss continent, where you never appeared. So, he must have decided that he can exterminate us by burning the entire continent of the Abyss, and if there is a place where we are hiding, completely destroys the continent.”

The result is that, as soon as we heard the warning of the air raid, we quickly escaped the Abyss using the tunnel dug in the basement of the workshop, but regardless of whether we were there or not, we were saved by the magic of the fairies who had been given the queen's power. A continent on fire.

“... I'm glad there's a real escape underground. We almost burned to death just like I did to the fairies.”

And now, we were slowly walking along the underground 'track' with a large group of fairies.

Dddd...

Five years since Hollow came.

When Hollow and I destroyed the crystal trees and fought Oberon, Gloria explored the ruins beneath the workshop.

And as Gloria continued to dig, she discovered that there was a huge railroad laid underground, and the tunnel she was digging underneath the workshop was accidentally connected to it, and now we are filling the ground and sky of the Abyss. It provides an escape route through which one can escape without being noticed by the fairies present.

These very tracks are the reason why we were able to escape safely without being discovered by the fairies even though the fairies raided the Abyss 10 minutes after the fairy queen declared war.

Of course, that didn't mean there were no problems.

For the past five years, Gloria has focused only on accelerating the research speed by the year by applying the dwarven heritage dug up underground to the magic tools she created. The problem was that we never explored where each connection was.

“... So, how far does this cart go?”

“... I don’t know.”

“... You don’t know?”

“Yes. I do not know. I know roughly the area near the entrance, but I haven't figured out what's at the end of these railroad tracks.”

“...”

“Don’t look at me with those eyes. I'm just as busy as I am, so there's a limit to what I can afford to worry about. I even thought about using this place as an escape route, but I was too busy exploring all of the maze-like tracks spread out underground in the Fairy Garden and diagramming them into an underground map.”

After hearing Gloria's answer, Hollow looks at her in bewilderment.

Tuk-tuk-

“... Ha, I understand. First of all, surviving is important.”

Then, for some unknown reason, Hollow looked back at a furry fairy patting his shoulder and gave up protesting to Gloria.

Just like that, fairies are with us too.

What was surprising to me and Hollow, of course, was the Fairies who entered the workshop who hurriedly started helping Gloria pack her things when she told her to run away.

Not only the ones inside the workshop, but also the fairies who always resided near our workshop, I don't know how, but they must have sensed a sense of danger, so they came inside the workshop and poured into the tunnel we were trying to use as an escape, so we have about 100 of them now. A sufficient number of fairies are moving at once.

Creeping creeping creeping-

Doddd-

“... Automatic driving is convenient, but-”

“Hmm. The problem is that I don't know where this track leads.”

So the group of fairies began to move along the railroad tracks, and the current situation was that we loaded our luggage into a huge cart in the middle of the railroad and got on it, and the fairies pushed the cart on their own to help us move along the railroad tracks.

So, as a Hollow, since Gloria didn't say anything after getting on the cart, I thought there was a clear destination and rode in silence, but since Gloria, who was leading us, was talking like that, she couldn't help but feel lost.

Anyway, I'm now used to Gloria's eccentricity, and I think that's part of her unique charm.

“What do you think? It'll be okay. Hollow. Even though I say this, there has never been a bad result from doing what Gloria says.”

“... Love is truly the worst poison. Still, when I was fighting Oberon, I thought I was a very intelligent person, but at times like this, I fell into groundless optimism again.”

“You couldn't stand it and started fighting again... Really, when we first argued, I thought we would quickly get used to it over time, but I didn't know that this bickering relationship would drag on for a whopping 5 years.◦# ◦

Creeping creeping creeping-

Doddd-

A narrow space was created between the piles of heavy luggage, and even as me, Gloria, and Hollow got on top of it, whining and bickering, the cart continued to move forward, being pushed by the fairies.

I was wondering what to do if the tracks split along the way and there was a fork in the road, but it had been a long time since the fairies had decided on one direction and the group pushing the cart was not divided and was moving together as one, so I just left it to them.

And as for those fairies, after 12 years of conducting numerous studies in the Fairy Garden, Gloria guessed that the fairies were probably familiar beings that helped the dwarves. She explained it on the cart that left everything to the fairies. started giving.

“The origin of these fairies is, in fact, 'they are all familiars raised by the dwarves when they were alive.' - This is the hypothesis I came up with. What kind of fairies are, those with high intelligence are invisible, and they always seem blank and thoughtless. However, whenever dwarven relics are excavated from the basement of the workshop, the rough outlines of how those items were used are revealed. It's definitely not a coincidence that I realized the principles of operation through imitating things, and also fixed broken watchers. And above all, in addition to the souls of fairies, the souls of fairies were in the Well of Souls, which means that these familiars were helping to maintain the dimension that forms the floating island of Eden and Fairy Garden, which would be difficult to maintain with Titania's power alone. There was speculation that it might be acting as a living part of ”

A hypothesis is just a hypothesis.

Since the hypotheses put forth by Gloria are not substantiated theses, guesses about the identities of the fairies are not yet correct.

However, Gloria has been continuously exploring the dimension of the Fairy Garden for over 10 years, and the reason why the dimension we are in now can exist independently from other dimensions is because of the power of the soul well to generate infinitely. said.

So in the end, this is the result we predicted based on the [Book of Servants] handed over by the witch Warven Berg and Gloria's guess.

“... So, the fairies made this floating island with their own hands as a condition of forming an alliance with the dwarves, who were attacked by numerous different races. Afterwards, the fairies betrayed the dwarves and killed all the other dwarves, and Oberon Is this the conclusion that the fairies, who were used as puppets of Titania and are assumed to be familiars of the remaining dwarves, have remained until now to operate the floating island as living parts?”

“I guess so.”

In the end, the dwarves gave everything to the fairies, and all the people died, and their king became a mere knight protecting the queen of a different race.

It ended up being a terrible story of betrayal that wasn't a good thing to tell to young children who were tossing and turning in their beds.

        
            There is a saying that in addition to the liver, the gallbladder is also given away.

It can be seen as meaning giving away everything you have and don't have, but if you interpret it literally, it means taking out even the internal organs.

And the dwarves may have done it to prove that the proverb really exists, but they were bewitched by the fairies who had asked for an alliance in a crisis, so they created a floating island for the fairies, and later they were betrayed and all the people of the dwarf kingdom died. In addition, their king became a guard knight as a puppet of the queen of a different species, and even the fairies, who are considered familiars of the remaining dwarf kingdom, are treated as living parts that maintain the dimension of the floating island of Eden and the fairy garden. These are the trends of history that are probably closest to the truth.

“... Was the Fairy Queen, who met the Dwarf King, who was obviously of a sane mind at first, an eloquent speaker who could have charmed him with only her tongue? Or is it that the dwarves of the time expected such anxiety, but were in such danger that they had to deal with it despite the possibility of reaching out to the fairies and being brainwashed by their magic?”

Hollow looked up at the traces of dwarves left in various places in the tunnel, and we also followed her.

It is unknown how they were mined at the time, but fortunately, the fairies who betrayed the dwarves were not interested in anything other than chasing pleasure, and even erased the maze-like tunnels that left traces of them underground, so they remained intact. It was in a state of being.

but-

Even though the current tunnels and underground ruins still remain, it still does not mean that the suffering of the dead dwarves who no longer exist in the world and the things they left behind has ended.

Giggigigigigig!

Fuuu!

Grumbling...

This is what we see right before we take off our goggles.

That is, tens of thousands of fairies spread across the continent that still remained in the Abyss, being indiscriminately slaughtered by the magic of fairies wearing pure white armor flying in the sky.

Guuu-

Kekekekekeek!

The giant fairy that resembled a whale with legs that I first saw when I came to the Fairy Garden was pierced by the magic of the fairies and died, and the giant goat-like fairy that I buried under its enormous body hair and helped throw the mistletoe into the Well of Souls. burned to death

Of course, it is not complete death.

Fairies also have their souls in the Well of Souls on the Abyss Continent, and since the Fairies do not touch the Well of Souls, they are the ones who can be resurrected over time anyway, and their role is to be the part that maintains the floating island. There is no further role.

Still, it wasn't a very nice sight to see the fairies being trampled by fairies flying above their heads and firing magic.

They may have been familiars of the dwarves, but now they have lost all their owners and are being killed by fairies wearing weapons and armor that their masters had made for the fairies.

“... I got all the information I needed. Nevertheless, looking any further than this should be viewed as the realm of bad taste from now on.”

“... Yes. It would be enough to leave it here to look at the situation on the ground.”

The same was true for the Hollow, as Gloria and I took off our goggles first and then took them off last, expressing our disgust at the fairies' actions. Those of us who survived did nothing right now except to show a little sympathy for the fairies who were constantly advancing around the cart. There was nothing that could be done.

like that,

The cart we were riding on and being pulled by the fairies continued to move forward, and even after leaving the underground of the Abyss Continent, it was still moving somewhere for a long time.

“... Wait-!”

As I continued to look ahead, the first thing I noticed was someone's image far in front of the track that runs along a wide, high tunnel and I told everyone about it. Then, a cart being pushed by fairies was approaching that person at high speed. It didn't take that long.

“... Oberon!!!”

“Oh my...!”

What appeared in front of the cart moving at high speed was-

Oberon, king of the dwarves.

'shit. It's a big deal...!'

The cart we were riding in was being driven at high speed by fairies, not voluntarily, and was running toward Oberon, who was standing in the middle of the intersection of railroad tracks in the huge cavity in front.

'Damn it. 'Is there any way to stop the cart?'

I belatedly tried to stop the cart, but I couldn't tell whether the cart surrounded by fairies had a brake system or not.

Although it is a disadvantageous situation to suddenly encounter Oberon in such a worst situation, the thought of having no choice but to fight to protect Gloria is dominating my mind -

As Hollow was chanting with gritted teeth and Gloria was also preparing for battle by hastily removing some of the artifacts from her head, I noticed something strange.

“... Wait. There's no reaction?”

“What does that mean? Quickly, you too, draw your sword... yo?”

I told the two people that Oberon's condition was strange, and Hollow, who had fought Oberon several times, criticized me for being slow to react to prepare for battle, but soon noticed the same thing as me.

Deddd!

Creeping creeping creeping-

A golden warrior is just staring at us from the side of the track that is being pushed quickly by the fairies and the intersection that the track will soon reach.

But the Oberon that Hollow and I know is not such a quiet guy.

When I destroy the crystal tree and the Hollow stands guard in the sky, he spots us from far away and runs towards us at incredible speed. This is what we have shown each other so far.

Despite its short legs, it changes the shotgun to a crossbow and approaches from afar, sniping, and the moment it approaches, it destroys all the barriers we had prepared with the shotgun and then stubbornly beats its head as if I were some kind of enemy of my parents. Oberon tries to split it with an axe.

Especially for me, who acted as a shield and had to inevitably die to delay the time needed to escape by sending out the Hollow first whenever the fight seemed to have gone wrong, the bloody ax, which now feels like a trauma, is so bad that even if I return to the parish, I will never be able to chop firewood. I don't want to see it.

[...]

However, even though Oberon was clearly looking at us, the distance was rapidly decreasing and he did not express any intention to attack.

“... Are you looking at the fairies?”

Gloria soon felt that Oberon's gaze was focused on the fairies, and soon, when our cart, which had not slowed down at all, reached the intersection of the railroad and the distance between it and us was completely narrowed, Oberon-

Sigh!

Rattling!

“Huh?”

Ka-ga-ga-ga-ga-ga-gang!

Suddenly, he pulled the lever next to him and changed the track, causing Fairy and us, who were facing forward, to turn to the right.

And beyond that, in the direction we were originally headed,

Whiiing!

There was an incredibly deep cliff where I didn't know how far I would have fallen if I had just dragged the cart.

Our cart, which soon changed direction, turned to the right with the fairies and started running, and Oberon's figure became a dot and disappeared.

And in an instant, those of us who had experienced such a thing looked at each other and exchanged opinions about what had just happened.

“... You saved me?”

“Oberon, you mean us? That doesn't make sense.”

“... Did you recognize us as fairies? Because I was surrounded?”

“But that doesn't mean... Oberon's eyes were definitely on me and Hollow. It's not that he was completely unaware of us.”

Oberon and Oberon met in an instant, and just as quickly, they turned the track and parted ways.

“... Whatever happened, I survived.”

“... I guess so.”

“...”

With Hollow and I breathing a sigh of relief and Gloria guessing about what kind of accident Oberon had to help us, the cart carrying us continued moving forward.

and,

Doddd...

Shake!

“... It’s arrived now.”

“It appears that this is the terminal point that can be reached via the track from before.”

“This... is a quite damaged historic site.”

After the cart went on endlessly, we arrived at another dwarven ruins site with a huge hole in the sky, mostly covered in dust.

However, unlike Gloria, who started looking into the abandoned ruins, Hollow and I looked around for a while and noticed something strange.

It was definitely not a place we didn't know about.

“... Huh? Wait - hollow. Did you notice?”

“... Yes. I said I felt a sense of déjà vu, and this place. No way-”

“Huh? Why are you doing this? What's going on?”

Hollow and I feel something strange and look at each other.

Slowly, slowly, slowly -

Creeping creeping-

Whoosh!

bang!

Clink!

At the same time, the fairies who brought us here gathered to one side and began to remove the piles of stones, and what appeared there was-

“... This, no way. The first and last cavalry created by the dwarves-”

“... Velir. Why is this here?”

It was the dwarves' iron cavalry that had maintained its original shape even after kneeling down and being buried under piles of fallen stones when the ceiling of the ruins collapsed.

        
            Cavalry Belir.

During the first meeting between Oberon and Hollow, the jet-black giant god soldier was left in place after receiving Hollow's conversion magic and handing over the remaining power to Oberon.

The yellow light in the eye area of the head, which looked quite solemn when catching the meteorite, was turned off, and the trooper was now kneeling on one knee, looking down at the floor.

It doesn't move.

The power that made the machine move on its own has been absorbed by Oberon, and what is here is just an empty shell.

“Is this... the cavalry you saw? I was really sad because I didn't have time to spare and thought I wouldn't be able to see it with my own eyes. Never would I have thought that I could have come here myself through the track I took refuge in from the fairies' attack.”

Gloria placed her hand on the cavalry in awe. The feel of the cold metal made her withdraw her hand for a moment before continuing to caress the cavalry.

Meanwhile, I returned from scouting out the nearby geography, including the railroad, and Hollow was sitting on a pile of stones on one side of the ruins, looking at a map of the entire Fairy Garden before greeting me.

“Reconnaissance is over. It seems that all the fairies are attacking the Abyss. There is no sign of anyone visiting this area, let alone searching.”

“Thank you for your hard work.”

“Have you found out anything?”

“... This is just a guess.”

“It’s okay.”

“The fairies probably don't want to come close to the dwarves' ruins.”

While Gloria was paying attention to the cavalry, Harlow, holding a map and covering it with a thin piece of paper with the back visible, called me next to him and began marking his inferences on the map with a pen.

“Lee Lim. Do you remember? This is the place where the ruins of the dwarves that we entered after attacking Oberon Bay, not the Crystal Tree, were located.”

“I remember the general outline.”

“Then, immediately mark their locations as they are. I will also mark it as I remember.”

Following Hollow, the two of us picked up a pen and drew a red circle on the paper overlaid on the map.

So we started checking the places where we had seen Oberon one by one, and when the number of places exceeded about 30, Hollow and I noticed something.

“... I thought it was just a coincidence, but there isn't a single crystal tree near the dwarven ruins where Oberon was located?”

“Yes. Not only that, we always searched and approached locations where Oberon was likely to be, but the fairies never got caught inside.”

After sharing my opinion with Hollow, I can now speak clearly.

It is said that fairies never approach dwarven ruins.

Although they are said to be fairies that only live near the crystal tree, they still wander around the area.

The place they don't even pay attention to is the hidden dwarf ruins spread throughout the Fairy Garden.

That means maybe-

“Then, if we settle here now, there is a high chance that we won’t be discovered like we did in the Abyss.”

“That’s it. Since they are the ones who burned the entire continent, this time we can make them think they killed us.”

This means that if we settle here again, there is a possibility that our existence will be completely hidden from the fairies.

So I immediately called Gloria.

“Gloria!”

“... Huh? Why are you doing that?”

Before I knew it, Gloria was climbing on her own to the shoulder of the kneeling cavalryman, and when I called her, she turned her head and answered.

At the same time, he had a slightly anxious look in his eyes, as if he were worried that I would tell him to get off the horse, as if he were hearing a mother's voice calling to a child who had just climbed on an amusement ride.

But as soon as she said what I had called her for, her eyes and voice instantly changed to one of joy.

“I consulted with Harlow, and I thought it would be a good idea to set up a workshop here!”

“... Is that true?!”

“It’s true. First of all, we need to start work on rebuilding the magic circles that can hide the location of this place from the fairies, but now that the Abyss is burning and they have judged that we have completely erased our existence, the dwarves are trying to avoid coming near the fairies. I think this place, which is a historical site of the field and was once devastated by a fight with Oberon, is the best place to use as a new base.”

“... Haha, hahahaha! hahahahahahahaha! Right! That's okay! So, should we start working on making this a new base right now?!”

“... So, I don't know when you went up, but please come down from there quickly. In order to spread the perception-impairing magic circle quickly enough to envelop the entire ruins before the fairies notice, I need you to lay at least half of the foundation before I can help you.”

“Yes! Sure! I'll come down right now, so just wait a moment!”

Gloria was completely blinded by the cavalry.

Even though it was a new base and there was a possibility of being discovered by the fairies and the possibility of having to evacuate again, she continued to look with regret at the cavalryman Velir, an over-technological unit created by the dwarves' sages and engineers. But just in time, the cavalryman fell from us. There was an idea to establish a base here, so of course I was excited.

“... It feels like the initial majesty is gradually disappearing.”

While I, who cannot use magic, am sitting still, I see Gloria creating a huge magic circle in the empty space of the ruins with steps that look excited.

Also, the question of why Oberon led us here never left my mind.

'...Oberon. 'What on earth do you want to do?'

The king of the dwarves who has been fighting with us for the past five years and can only be found in the ruins except when he directly attacks the Crystal Tree.

The king of the dwarves looked as if he had come looking for something, but before Hollow and I attacked from behind, all he could do was stand in the middle of the ruins as if he were part of it.

Every time we find him, he is a warrior in yellow armor who stands blankly, like a robot whose power has been cut off.

Even though he took steps and arrived at his destination, it seemed like he couldn't do anything more.

But even though he is like that-

The moment he started fighting with us, his eyes started to burn again.

He clearly wields the weapon of his own will at the moment when he clashes weapon with weapon and shatters the magic with a bullet, as if he can act entirely of his own will at that moment.

'... Is it possible that Oberon, who is under Titania's control, has changed something by fighting with us again and again and visiting the dwarves' ruins?'

This is an unfounded guess.

But I also felt that it was not completely unreliable.

Although he seems to have a set range of actions he can perform of his own volition other than fighting, he is also the king of the dwarves who constantly moves and tries to achieve something even within that limited range.

So, I thought that he might have seen us mixed among the fairies and used his persistent will to change the track.

“... That's it. Whatever it is, it's definitely true that we received help.”

I am confident that if I meet Oberon again, I will fight him again.

You shouldn’t hope for a fluke.

The reason he was able to help us was because the environment was created for that to happen, but I don't think he was able to do so because he was completely free from Titania's control.

So we-

Now, this will be your last chance to take a seat in the basement,

All that was left to do was to hold his breath until preparations for the final fight were complete.

“Good. It's all over.”

“Phew...”

Before we know it, Gloria and Hollow have returned after engraving magic circles of perception-impeding effects created exclusively for fairies on the ruins.

“...”

“...”

“...”

After taking a breath, everyone takes a look around.

The original workshop in the Abyss was lost, and all that was left was the items Gloria brought with her and the food that could last about a year.

However, it is not a hopeless situation.

After finishing all the work and sitting in the empty space, we reaffirm that the end has come.

The first to speak was Gloria, who sat on the head of a fluffy-looking fairy with her legs crossed and spoke.

“The research has already been completed. The only thing left to do from here is to form a fighting force for the final fight.”

Gloria declared that there was no need to 'study fairies' anymore.

For the past 12 years, she has devoted her efforts to exploring the fairy race in the Fairy Garden, and now her search for one race has come to fruition.

Now she has become a being who knows more about fairies than the fairies themselves.

The way the fairies think, the way they live, the principles of how the magic they use, and-

How to kill a fairy, everything.

The knowledge that an alchemist patiently studied for 12 years has reached its final destination.

The next thing I talk about is me, sitting on the remains of the ruins with my hand on my chin.

“There will be no need to deal with the food issue anymore. The limit was 14 years, but the actual number of days you could stay in the first place was 13 years. No matter what happens, I will finish it all in the next fight.”

The time limit that Peria can endure outside is 14 days, and the actual time spent here is 14 years.

So at least we had to finish the work on the 13th day, and by external standards, there was only one day left until the 13th year.

And I have completed various operations with Gloria, and now all the soul fountains throughout the Fairy Garden have been poisoned, and even if the fairies are belatedly armed with dwarven weapons, they are no match for me.

Even if it is Titania, I am confident that I can kill it with Gloria's help.

So, after we had sorted things out, the last person, who seemed to be late to intervene, but who can now definitely be said to be our comrade, a witch who had been unintentionally dropped into the Fairy Garden for 5 years, touched the end of the lantern handle and spoke.

“The understanding of Oberon is over. Although he is under Titania's rule and his appearance has become different from the original dwarf, he is still a dwarf. The appearance of sticking to the weapon originally used, the pattern of changing weapons according to the time and situation, and the primal hostility to oppose even the fairies' protection with magic if it is magic using magical power, no matter what happens. Oberon has come to us as soon as he has destroyed the Crystal Tree, so it is likely that the duty of compulsory protection is being exerted among the curses of subordination that control him, so he will definitely show up in the fight against Titania, but rather, we have been fighting him so far. If you use the information you have obtained, you will be able to lead the fight against Titania to your advantage.”

A witch who gave up her role as an Indian witch and was reborn as a ‘witch who kills dwarves.’

Her most recent battle with Oberon was a miserable one, with all of them resulting in total defeat, but in fact, she didn't want to admit it, so she could now be said to be Oberon's natural enemy, and she had perfectly designed customized tactics just for him.

In fact, all of the tactics she developed are based on the assumption that 'Titania and Oberon will be dealt with simultaneously', so it is during the final battle that their true value is shown.

“... Yes. Now is the time to reap the fruits of all our hard work.”

Now that everything is on the verge of perfection, we are fortunate that Titania's offensive has been disrupted just as we are about to begin the final piece of the fight: creating her own anti-Titania armament, which Gloria had originally intended to begin work on today. .

If the fairies had attacked while Gloria was in the middle of the task of creating armaments, a task that she couldn't let go of, all of her efforts over the past 12 years could have been in vain.

“1 year. One year...”

Whirling-

Flap-!

Gloria's hand untied all the ribbons tied to her hair and threw them into the open sky of the ruins-

Kuuk!

She said as she held it firmly, pointing it towards the head of the cavalryman kneeling in the middle of the ruins.

“The king of the dwarves just happened to give me a nice gift. do not worry. Oberon. In addition to the weapons I have prepared for Titania, I will raise the final weapon of revenge you entrusted to me with my own hands.”

In Gloria's eyes, the first and last cavalryman of the Dwarf Kingdom, Velir, had long been seen as the final key to destroying the Fairy Garden.

        
            Fondant-

The sound of water is heard.

Fondant-

It's the sound of someone's memories being crushed into small pebble-sized pieces and thrown into the river.

Fondant-

'...the sound of water.'

Fondant-

Hollow opened his eyes to the sound of water drops in his head.

Fondant-

'Another one, have you returned to where our king is?'

Fondant-

However, even with my eyes open, I cannot see any details.

Fondant-

Exactly who the witch in front of you is and who is dead is blurry and hard to see, and in order to figure it out, she, the Indian witch, has to go back to the empire and collect information or spread the news of the death through the mouths of other wandering witches living around her. You must listen.

Fondant-

Still, Hollow thought it didn't matter.

Fondant-

The image of a witch tearing off her body and letting it flow into the river, with her back turned in front of her.

Fondant-

In any case, it is important for a witch to be a 'witch', and it is not important what she lived in the past, what she lived in this life, or what she will be born in the next life.

Fondant-

‘Then let me ask you. My dear. Do you think you have lived faithfully according to your desires during this life?'

Fondant-

'... okay. 'I guess it wasn't enough yet.'

Fondant-

The Hollow asked, and the dead witch responded with dissatisfaction.

'Then you will face me as a witch again next time.'

Fondant-

'But keep in mind, our desire is an innate desire with infinite power, a desire that cannot be satisfied. So, you must realize how to end it in a reasonable way and be satisfied.'

Fondant-

'... Of course, I don't want you to end up chaining your own heart with self-control like the Blue Rose Witch or the Witch Hunters before I find you. Those two places are literally like prisons for witches.'

...fondant-

‘That was a long story. Still, I think he was a great companion to kill time while you were wasting away your lonely memories.'

...

'... Now you won't understand what I'm saying, and the next time you open your eyes, you won't remember any of our conversation.'

...

'Still, don't worry. I am an Indian witch. I am taking on this task to remember every detail of the lives you have lived. So start again until you're satisfied.'

...

'... Well then, witch. Colleague. Friends. Those who bear the same fate. I look forward to the day when I will be reborn and see you again in the future.'

...

'... Fondant-.'

Soon, when the image of the witch standing in front of the river completely disappeared, Hollow closed his eyes and expressed his condolences by briefly reciting with his mouth the sound of water drops that he could no longer hear in his head.

Just like that.

Hollows do not dream even when they sleep.

Instead of dreaming, she always hears sounds in the dark.

It's pitch black where you can't see anything even if you raise your hand right in front of your face.

When she doesn't ask for help, she sleeps for about 10 hours at most, and during that time, Hollow spends in the dark, but she's not lonely.

Rather, because she is there, she can feel the witches who are not in the world right now.

Fondant-

The sound of water drops coming from somewhere is the sound of the witch's soul being diluted and all the memories she had from this life flowing away.

When you hear this sound while you are sleeping and the image of a witch standing with her back to you by the river appears before your eyes, it means that another witch has committed suicide by someone or by herself a little while ago, and that her spirit has returned again. It means returning to the bosom of the king of vagabonds.

'I hope you achieve what you want in your next life.'

Therefore, the Indian witch hopes that the cleanly bleached soul of the witch will live a more peaceful life in the next life, and that this time, even though she lived faithfully to her desires, she will be able to live a life that is warmly accepted by the people around her. I ended my mourning with hope.

and-

... Yes-

As soon as she finished mourning, another sound reached her ears.

... Ugh, Lee Rim. Are you awake?

... huh. a little...

... Hehe. Yesterday, I restrained myself for today.

... huh...

... Well, it looks like the witch hasn't woken up yet. Should we try just a little bit more quietly?

... Ugh... Think about it a little more...

Quick!

When Hollow recognized the owner of the voices that woke him up, he started to get angry.

The identity of the voice was from a bed a little far away from her.

“... Fuck life. Are we going to have to watch that shit until the final day of the battle?”

At the same time, Hollow cursed softly and slowly opened his eyes.

Then what you see is a single-person tent with a round roof surrounding it.

There is definitely day and night in the dimension of the Fairy Garden, but although it may be because the fairies are afraid of the dark, the night in the Fairy Garden continues to be quite bright.

So, by human standards, it is easy to fall into insomnia if you sleep in that level of brightness, so the three people living in the Fairy Garden use magic to block the sun when they sleep, cover them with thick blankets, or build a tent. Hit it to make the surroundings dark and fall asleep.

The same goes for Hollow. Just as Irim and Gloria darkened their surroundings by magically shading their beds, Witch Hollow also spread the cloak she usually wore to make it look like a tent and slept inside it.

Of course, the cloak that surrounds the bed only blocks excessive light that disturbs sleeping, and the extent to which it blocks other sounds that disturb sleep is quite minimal.

“Really... I once heard that ten to several years is a time when even a couple who is on good terms with each other gradually becomes distant when it comes to forming a physical relationship, but it seems it was all a lie. To this day, they are still like animals, and it's not enough to go to sleep and start abusing them in the morning.”

Eventually, Hollow got up, crossed his legs, turned around, and passed through the cloak surrounding his bed.

Then, beyond the transparent cloak, the sight of another bed where people other than himself were sleeping was -

Lee Rim is sleeping, hugging Gloria from behind and massaging her breasts while they are both naked and covered with a blanket.

Instead of throwing away Gloria's hand, she was just wandering as she felt Lee Rim's hand caressing her body since the morning.

“... Phew-”

Hollow, who saw this, was still half asleep, so instead of going out of the tent and saying something, he got irritated and put his hand near the pocket of his cloak and fumbled for a cigarette.

Harlow soon remembered that he had taken out the last remaining cigarette from yesterday and had thrown away the cigarette pack.

The witch took her hand out of her pocket again, found the last cigarette she had placed on top of the lantern that kept her warm in the very center of her cloak, and put it to her mouth.

and-

Good luck!

“Suuu-.”

...

...

...

“Fuuu-.”

After lighting a cigarette in the lantern, he finished his cigarette in one breath and slowly closed and opened his eyes repeatedly.

What you then see is your ‘true’ reflection reflected in the glass of the lantern.

Upright!

Hollow, feeling happy at the feeling of cigarette smoke in his lungs, perks up his ears.

What is growing on the head are the ears of a weasel, and what is swinging from the buttocks is also the tail of a weasel.

Witches do not only appear in pure-blooded humans.

Witches are born in many different races, and there are witches who are feans, and hollows are witches who are weasel beasts, although they are also a quarter.

To a Hollow, the tail and ears that the Quarter has, which vaguely inherits a bloodline that has almost no functional beauty, are merely a weakness that they do not want to show to others, and are forced to be revealed when they sleep comfortably and do not exhaust their magical energy excessively. I try to hide it unless it's something that can be done.

“... Today is the last day, so after work, I should go back and restock on cigarettes, then go to Forastero, the witch of clothing, and ask her to make me a new hood. Cigarettes... yes. Shall we try switching to Tiran cigarettes, which are said to be loved only by the enthusiasts among the tobacco lovers of the Empire? As for the broom, um... I'm going to 'pay back' to Warven Berg and get a new item from her workshop.”

So, she changed her clothes, which had become quite worn out over the past five years, and thought about changing everything, including the brand of cigarettes she had been using mainly because she liked the scent, but now that she was sick of smoking it as she should, and even the broom she was carrying, she picked up the lantern and walked out of her cloak. went out

Flap!

“... Time. wake up. Two people.”

“Ugh! Ugh... Huh? Have you woken up already?”

“Umm... Gloria?”

In an instant, Hollow laid down the broom he was using as a pole for a simple tent and covered himself with a cloak.

The appearance seen in the eyes of such a Hollow is on the day of the decisive battle. It is now her 6th year in the Fairy Garden, and for Irim and Gloria, it is the 13th year -

“... Tsk! Really lazy!”

It looked like two people rolling around naked, covered in blankets, on a bed that still had a sunshade on.

'Of course, I understand that this man is also a bishop of a religious denomination, but haha... I wonder what the god Deshade, who sees this, will think when he sees this mess.'

Although he knew that the two naked men and women, and that one of them was a man with a great position as the bishop of the Deshade Church, barely woke up in the morning in this disheveled state, Hollow saw this debaucherous behavior and prayed that the god he served would see and punish him. I thought it would be a good idea to drop it off -

...

...

...

[I heard so? what do you think about it? Our evil god?]

Asmodeus, who was watching Irim and Gloria's final love affair in the Fairy Garden in Hell, heard the witch's inner thoughts and realized that another new friend from Hell, whom he had come to visit today -

I sat cross-legged in front of the throne of [Evil God Deshade] and wanted to hear his impressions.

OK-

... flash!

When Asmodeus came to visit Deshade, who sat on his throne and did not react, the evil god, with red eyes burning, neatly answered the archdemon's question.

[There is no problem at all. That's the choice my bishop made, and it's something he does to make those who love him the happiest. Additionally, I have no reason to complain as the bishop fulfilled my request to look after the most beautiful human being on my behalf by working hard to make her smile as the true 'most beautiful human being'.]

[Hey...]

[and-]

[and?]

[Because I know of course that the children I love and who love me, my daughter and the bishop, are not children who will think that their love for each other has cooled just because they did something like that.]

[Huh... You're more generous than I thought. It's not like a devil, but it's also not like a god.]

[... joy.]

like that-

The witch's complaint was accepted by the great devil and evil spirit who were watching Lee Rim without her knowledge, but her request for heavenly punishment was not granted. Afterwards, the three people who had just greeted the morning in the Fairy Garden made the final result a sweet victory. I opened my eyes completely.

        
            Perfect!

[Evian]

...

“Then I will wash first and put the water here, so you can use it yourself.”

Hollow stands up and begins to magically pour water into a huge portable bathtub placed on one side of the ruins, looking back at the two people.

In her eyes, Gloria was now lying down on the bed, offering her breasts to Irim, and then getting up from her seat. Harlow, thinking that he had finished all his work, decided to turn off his attention to the two by making a final request. .

“... If you have something to finish, hurry up and finish it quickly.”

“... Yes. I guess so. Lee Rim, wake up now.”

“... Yes. Yes.”

Since Harlow woke up first, he filled the bathtub with warm water and lightly washed his face with cold water in the sink on one side.

Afterwards, she washed only her hair in the hot tub and dried it in front of a lantern. Lastly, we review the 'newly created magic' that will be used in the fight against Oberon.

Gloria also quickly came to her senses and went into the bathtub to refresh herself, then came out, turned 'all' items from the ruins into ribbon-shaped artifacts, tied them around her head, and put on a black dress.

Although Lee Rim was also the last one, he finished his breakfast by getting up from his seat and just washing his face. He then cut the last food he had left, the one remaining carrot, in half, handed one half to the witch, and put the other half in his mouth, chewing it roughly. I relaxed my body.

and-

“Then, let me ask you a favor.”

The three people overturned the remaining bathtub, removing any traces that they had been living in the ruins for the past year, and climbed onto the cart to tell the fairies about their final destination.

Kurururururuk!

...Drrr-

As one fairy cries out as if sending a signal, the other fairies begin to push the cart.

The secret of the underground tunnel was discovered by Irim and Hollow over the course of a year instead of fighting Oberon.

The railway connects all the ruins created by the dwarves throughout the Fairy Garden, and the centers of the various areas that can be reached by cart are -

Surprisingly, there was a palace where Titania was staying, built for her by the dwarves.

So, the three gather their minds to face the final battle today.

Gloria kissed the ribbon-like battle artifacts for Titania tied to her head, and Irim placed his forehead on the Orca Sword and the sacred arks floating around it.

Hollow also captures the heat in his eyes as he sees the flame flickering in his lantern.

“... Well, goodbye. It is a place where those who are no longer in the world have taken their seats.”

Gloria, leaving the community where she had been staying for a year, looked at the spot where the now-disappeared 'Cavalry Velir' was and said hello. The three then rode on a cart pulled by fairies and quietly left for Titania. Arrived at the basement of the palace.

-------------------------------

Piyuuu-

pop! Puff!

Puff puff!

Hahahahahahaha!

Trails of fireworks rising from all over the Fairy Garden.

The firecrackers that rise high into the sky soon fully bloom, producing fireworks of individual shapes according to their internal structure.

The fairies are laughing and chatting at the fireworks, and Titania is sitting on the petals of the huge lily that bloomed at the top of the palace and watching them.

But unlike the fairies, she didn't look happy.

What the fairies are doing now is a festival.

Titania is gathering fairies from all over the Fairy Garden and holding a festival in recognition of completely wiping out the humans hiding in the Abyss.

And since the festival has been going on for over a year now, and according to the fairies' sense of time, there is not much difference between a year and a day, her people are still laughing and chatting.

'That's strange. Strange. 'Why am I so bored, even though I've obviously completed everything perfectly?'

However, Titania was not in a very good mood.

Obviously, humans were completely expelled.

The magic of the fairies completely destroyed the workshop where the humans were hiding with the fire power of hell, and it was predicted that all the humans there would have been burned, but after searching the basement, three burned human-looking corpses were found. It was right.

And since it was the first time in the peaceful dimension of the Fairy Garden that the fairies had received permission from the queen to fly around and release such a vast amount of magic power for the first time since they were born as fairies, they could not easily calm their excited hearts even though they had completed everything.

So the fairies return to the queen's palace with excitement, return the weapons, and search through the armories. They find firecrackers made by the dwarves, so they take them out and hold a festival.

So, the fairies are currently enjoying two types of entertainment.

As the fairies finish the mead, they waste no time resting on the firecrackers the dwarves made, and at the same time, they look back at the humans they were originally playing with and plot a plan.

And that's no different for Titania. She also watched the fairies light up firecrackers and created a mirror in the air to see what the human she was playing with was doing.

“... Everything, everything is boring.”

However, Titania soon folded the mirror, rested her chin, and watched the fireworks explode in a daze.

In fact, she was in a state of ecstasy right now.

Titania declared war against the humans who invaded the Fairy Garden.

Even though it was a declared war, it could be said that it was a one-sided war of devastation, and the fairy army easily burned the humans, but Titania still felt like the feeling of that moment remained in her hands.

And she soon realized why she was so caught up in those feelings that she couldn't get out of them easily.

“... I see. Oberon, and the dwarves. Were you moving forward with these feelings before you met us?”

An overwhelming sense of violation.

That was the feeling that Titania felt toward human invaders, and it was also the feeling that the dwarves, who had a civilization far more advanced than that of other races, had.

It's the same for fairies and dwarves.

When Titania was born and the dwarves ruled the world, there were only the strong and the weak.

Since the concept of mercy did not even exist, it was natural for the strong to use violence against the weak.

The reason why the current fairies are playing with humans is because they are following Titania, whose values from that time have continued, and when the dwarves began to feel increasingly threatened, Titania reached out to her to maintain the environment of such strong people. I even thought that it might be something.

“... Hehe. Was it something like that? Oberon, so to me-

So you were ‘courting’? To become strong again with my help and rule and ravage the world again.”

So Titania came to mind of Oberon, who had asked her for help and had also told her the story of their marriage.

Oberon, king of the dwarves.

He fell in love with the newly born Titania in the forest, and coveted her beauty and power, so he courted her.

And while Titania accepted Oberon's offer as she did, behind her face she plotted to eat up everything among the dwarves and create her own world.

that is-

Things that were common at the time.

The full story of all the events that happened every day during the time of myth and were not even recorded by anyone.

So Titania was now able to destroy the dwarves and rule them as her own.

So, although it was quite late, she finally realized how even though she had declared war on humans and ended the war, she was not easily able to get out of that feeling.

As the queen of all fairies, she decided that now was the time for all fairies to have a form of entertainment that directly trampled others, rather than a stagnant form of entertainment.

“... Yes. I decided. Let's invade the human world. Sounds fun. The reason I created floating islands and separated dimensions in the past was because there were guys who were much stronger than me at the time, but not anymore, right? Dragons are no longer as strong as they used to be, and the size of giants has shrunk a lot. There are only a few ancient beings left, and demons are not coming out of hell. okay. OK. Let's go down. Go down and get everything.”

Kuuk!

Titania raised her hand high in the air and clenched her fist.

Piyuuu-

Puff puff! Fuuu!

All the constantly rising flames were caught in her hands and transformed into an even bigger explosion, and Titania smiled brightly because it felt like the joy that came from a plan that she had not yet drawn up in detail.

Jump up!

After completing her pledge, Titania rose from the petals.

She is the queen of all fairies and the monarch who rules Fairy Garden.

There is no one in the current dimension who can complain about what she once decided.

So she immediately planned to return to her throne to make detailed plans to invade the human world.

fluttering-

Glittering powder falls as the six wings spread.

The powders are all the materialization of Titania's overflowing magic power, and prove that there is no way to do anything about her power at the level of humans.

- Titania is thinking, and it is definitely true.

Until just before Gloria finished researching a way to kill Titania for the past 13 years, driven only by revenge for the fairies.

Just like that, Titania flew up with a single flap of her wings and fell from the lily petals to the middle of the garden below where her throne was -

Flap!

Whiuuu...

Tap!

“Did you enjoy the festival well? However, although the guests were waiting, the landlord came home late. Queen of the fairies, Titania.”

Startle!

“...?”

Afterwards, she landed, lightly trampling the flowers in the garden with her tiptoes, and in the middle of the garden, where no one was supposed to be, she witnessed a 'monster' in the form of a human woman sitting on her throne and greeting the queen rudely. It has been done.

        
            Gloria and Titania met.

[Did you enjoy the festival well? However, although the guests were waiting, the landlord came home late. Queen of the fairies, Titania.]

The first thought that comes to mind when I hear her voice is,

The saying, ‘This is where the real start begins.’

The fight has already begun.

Gloria is relaxed, but on the inside she never lets down her guard, looking closely at Titania's whole body, eye movements, and fingertips, and preparing to react at any time.

Conversely, looking at the human woman sitting on her throne, she felt a sense of déjà vu as if she had seen it once before, but unlike her, who eventually arrived here with a strong desire for revenge on Titania, to the fairy queen, she met her face for a moment and passed by. Titania is embarrassed because she is only a human, but still believes that she has a clear advantage.

However, for the Fairy Queen, who appears to have never experienced a proper fight or battle, the fear of the overwhelming amount of information the opponent possessed, implied by the information 'I was caught off guard,' seemed to have not reached her at all.

‘Are you not feeling anything? As expected, this is a guy who clearly feels like he has lived his life day by day.'

Why would Gloria sit calmly on the throne?

Even if she chooses a face-to-face approach rather than a surprise attack in her fight with the Fairy Queen, she is fully prepared to continue the subsequent fight one-on-one.

Why was she able to enter the center of the Queen's garden alive in the first place, even though there were fairies celebrating outside?

This means that we humans survived by persistently running away in a way that the Queen did not notice, and that we still have enough information to use that method to infiltrate her safe zone and the heart of absolute power.

like that-

There is a reason why I, Gloria, and Hollow got up and ran early in the morning, at a time that could be said to be dawn, but arrived at night and were able to move. Titania is not using her brain to infer such things at all, so she herself I don't think there will be any problems dealing with him, at least that's my personal opinion, and it's an opinion that the other two would also agree with.

Thanks to this, the infiltration was successful.

Our efforts to reach the palace built for the fairy queen and the gardens inside.

We, who woke up after spending our last night in the ruins by the touch of dawn, were able to arrive at the center of the palace by following the dwarves' tracks left behind by the fairies, who knew only how to dominate and waste and produce nothing, without taking any action.

In order to keep noise to a minimum, we traveled by cart only up to the boundary between the continent and the palace. After that, we got off the cart and walked for about two hours to reach the basement of the palace.

The place we arrived at was-

The spear staff that the fairies used to burn down the continent of the Abyss, and the white armor and helmets that the dwarves supposedly made to fit the size of the fairies.

So, we first quietly destroyed them all with magic, rendering them useless, and then slowly climbed the stairs to the ground.

At that point, the sky was already dark, and the fireworks that the fairies supposedly took out of the armory were decorating the sky, so all living things were raising their heads toward the sky.

The view of the first floor hall of the palace we reached like that.

There was a garden full of beautiful flowers and a throne, but there was no Titania.

Titania was also preoccupied with the fireworks the dwarves had made, rather than the starlight decorating the sky.

When the Fairy Queen declared war on us, she was sitting on the petals of the huge lily that had bloomed in the palace, looking at the fireworks, and she was completely oblivious to our presence, which had succeeded in reaching just below.

So from then on-

As the saying goes, it is dark under the lamp, and we, who succeeded in perfect infiltration by hiding in the shadow of the giant lily petals, moved to our respective locations as we had discussed in advance.

‘Both of you, use this. Because the images overlap, your vision may be a little blurry, but it is unavoidable in order to get the timing right.'

Hollow and I received the goggles she made from Gloria and moved to the pre-determined location.

I'm on the roof of the palace where Titania left.

The hollow is on the railing of the terrace inside the palace.

And Gloria-

Sit proudly on Titania's throne.

Waiting for the fairy queen to come down from the lily petals with an excited look on her face as if she had thought of something interesting.

That is how the current confrontation was formed: the human avenger sitting on the fairy queen's throne and the former owner of the throne who was witnessing the situation.

Piyuuu-

pop! Puff!

Puff puff puff!

'It looks like the fairies outside still don't know that their queen is in danger.'

Hiding under the shadow of the lily petals on the roof, I am watching the fairies, unaware of what is going on, light firecrackers again and launch them into the sky. At the same time, I am watching the situation below the roof, the lens Gloria is wearing in her eyes, and I am wearing goggles that have a vision sharing function and am listening closely to the conversation between Gloria and Titania.

[... human. You are not a new visitor, perhaps you are one of those who quietly crept into our paradise? Even though the entire continent was burned, it seems he didn't die.]

[There is no way that human will can burn with just that level of fire. That's a huge number, and since you're a fairy who has spent most of your time trampling on humans, you should know better, right?]

[fairy?]

Titania, who saw Gloria sitting on the throne and greeting her without even getting up, got angry at her for calling her a fairy and waved her arms.

Swish!

Kkkk!

Then, Gloria was tied to thick tree roots sticking out of the ground as she sat on the throne, and Titania, who subdued her, spoke.

[As long as you sit on the throne as you wish, your death is a certain fact. But I haven't decided yet how I will kill you. So, to avoid the worst possible death, it would be better to correct what I said earlier. Because I am not a ‘fairy or anything’, but Titania, the ‘queen of fairies.’]

[...]

Kuuuk...!

In response to Titania's anger, the tree roots wrapped around Gloria's arms and legs and tightened even more, and the roots around Gloria's neck tightened especially violently, as if they were about to shatter her cervical vertebrae.

Stop!

'... are you okay. You don't have to move. For now, I can just leave it to Gloria.'

When I saw that, I immediately turned around and tried to break the roof and jump down, but I stopped because Gloria had told the Fairy Queen in advance that no matter what happens, I should complete the assigned task and then join her.

OK-

[fairy. Fairy queen. It's the queen... Huhu, hehehe, hehehehe- hehehahahahaha!]

Gloria started bursting into laughter as if she couldn't be bothered by the tree root wrapped around her neck.

[... How dare you laugh?!]

Wow!

Gloria's laughter started out as a mockery and gradually changed into a loud laugh, and Titania, who was excited by the sight, waved her hands vigorously.

Then, the tree roots that had wrapped around Gloria began to tighten her with even greater force around the throne, this time with the intention of killing her by shattering her bones and flesh, but-

Wooo...

Tootuk!

Tuk!

Pajjik-

[... what?]

Soon, the tree roots 'penetrated' Gloria and tightened the throne, but were cut off by their own power.

Slurp...

[Then I will ask. Queen.]

Gloria, who has ‘passed’ the tree roots tied to her body, slowly stands up and speaks.

[The queen you know, what kind of queen is she imitating?]

[... What does that mean?]

[You called yourself a king. And although there are various types of kings and kings who rule the country in their own way, they all have one thing in common. The common point is that the existence of a ‘king’ can only be recognized as a king if there are ‘subjects’ who serve the king from below.]

widely.

Gloria speaks, caressing the armrests of the throne with her hands.

There were many beautiful flowers carved on the throne, as it was an item displayed in Titania's palace, and it was not made by fairies, but by dwarves only for Titania.

[But you call yourself king and queen even though you don't have any subjects.]

[... I don't know what you're talking about.]

Swish-

Phew!

As the story continued, Titania once again threw a natural spear that symbolized her displeasure.

Bulging!

Grrr!

The spear with a red flower bud at the end flew at high speed and pierced Gloria's body, and as soon as it entered her body, it opened wide and burned her.

However, all of them were meaningless attacks.

[okay. Did you kill the dwarves with this kind of power? Have you been killing those who show hostility towards you? Did you kill continuously until you were left alone?]

[...]

Gloria says that immediately after being engulfed in flames, the flames died down, revealing her whole self again, as if she had been born from those flames.

[You are a false queen. fake queen. An entity that could not be a queen from the beginning. Look back at yourself. Queen of the fairies. No, 'fairy'. You are not a queen. Your true identity is a pitiful being lost in a world of your own. So a lonely existence-]

[... shut up-!!!]

Pipipipipiping-!

Fluttering-

Titania continued to pour out magic, but none of the magic could harm Gloria.

All the magic shimmers and disappears as soon as it touches her body.

The fear of dealing with an intangible ghost.

No matter what happened to her, Gloria maintained her form endlessly and continued to say what she wanted to Titania until the end.

[Your identity is not some great being like a queen or anything, but-]

[...!!!]

Startle!

[It's just like the common fairies wandering around, but unlike the fakes out there, there is only one true fairy in the world - it's just a fairy, Titania.]

        
            [Your identity is just like the common fairies walking around outside, but unlike the fakes outside, there is only one true fairy in the world - you are just a fairy, Titania.]

like that,

[why? Was I wrong? You are just an ordinary fairy created by the world.]

[...]

Titania, who is not a queen but just a fairy, looks with fear at Gloria, who has revealed her identity with a pale complexion.

[... To be honest, I went too far back. It was a truth that could be reached through simple reasoning, even without research.]

At the same time, I also felt that Gloria realized the image of the 'former' Fairy Queen, who had spoken out loud and called herself the Queen of Fairies, but was in fact not a queen at all, but just a fairy.

What does a human king look like?

Of course, all he does is take on the appearance of an ordinary human being.

So what does the guy who calls himself the king of the orcs look like?

As expected, the difference in body size is that these guys have a growth limit that goes back and forth, so there are some who are extremely tall, and those who become kings due to their intelligence have the same appearance as other orcs.

It is no different even if it is a different race.

The man who calls himself the king of the Lizardmen will have the same appearance as a Lizardman, and Oberon, the king of the dwarves, is only slightly transformed by fairy magic from the dwarf we know from literature.

but.

Titania looked completely different.

The image of the Fairy Queen that I am currently looking at through Gloria's lens through goggles.

Her height seems to be around 3 meters, and just by looking at the six-winged wings on her back, she looks like a queen.

On the other hand, if you take off the goggles you are focusing on, the fairies that are currently flying around in the sky, shooting off firecrackers and then shooting them down with magic, only have one pair of wings and are barely the size of your palm.

Just like that, the fairies showed such a severe difference in appearance that they could immediately be called completely different races, even when comparing the difference in appearance between their queen and the outside fairies who were their subjects.

And, what supports the theory that consists only of such insignificant visual information is-

[... bullshit.]

[If you were going to dismiss what I said as nonsense, you would have had some useful value if you had responded immediately to what I said a little while ago instead of stopping until now. It's a fairy fluttering.]

Titania, who pauses for a long time to hear Gloria's words, finally shows a visible reaction and tries to somehow dismiss her words.

That was the end.

The fairy queen's eyes, no, the 'fairy's' eyes were shaking severely.

And now that Gloria is no longer disturbed by any magic from the fairy in front of her, she can look closely at Titania's face-

Sigh-

With an extremely evil face, Titania was savoring the feeling of fear that the other person felt after revealing a secret that she thought no one would ever find out.

'... His face has become enormous. Still, Gloria worked hard to come this far.'

As expected, Gloria's words were spot on.

The fact is that Titania, the Queen of Fairies, is not a queen or anything, but just a fairy.

And that, in addition to the unverified truth that can be recognized visually at once, is the bare fact that she worked hard to find out.

Everything she learned about fairies over the course of 13 years contained the correct answer.

To be precise, it is one of all the truths that Gloria obtained by going through a lot of trial and error and going down a remote road and coming back in order to approach the true nature of the fairy called Titania.

[Book of Servants]

This is Gloria, who received two books from the Witch of Ethology by Hollow Eve, the witch who previously threatened Warven Berg.

The identity of the two books is that one contains stories about dwarves and the other contains stories about fairies.

And Gloria's main research in the Fairy Garden before meeting the witches was to find Titania's soul.

In the Fairy Garden, the souls of fairies and fairies are mixed in the Well of Souls, and Gloria thought that Titania's soul was also locked somewhere there, so she made a poison called mistletoe and released it into the Well of Souls.

The result of the experiment was a success, and thanks to this, we have the power to kill fairies who were close to immortality.

But that was the end.

Even though we took the time to release all the mistletoe into the soul wells of the entire continent, we were unable to find Titania's soul.

A being of the queen's caliber must have possessed magical powers that would make her stand out, but no trace could be found.

So, we thought that perhaps there was another soul fountain in the basement of Titania's palace, and that Titania's soul was stored separately there.

but.

Even in the palace in the middle of the Fairy Garden, we couldn't even find the fountain of soul, let alone Titania's soul.

So, just before the final battle, Gloria became convinced of the last hypothesis she had in her mind.

[Fairy Titania. You are such an amazing woman. alone. He bewitched the dwarves, made them give everything to him, and as if that wasn't enough, he dispersed his power to 'create' his own subjects. It really had tremendous power.]

[Ugh...!]

It was like that.

Everything here, everything in the Fairy Garden was not something Titania had taken from the dwarves, but had been created by her herself.

Everything she enjoys now, including this palace and floating island, was brought to her by the dwarves.

However, the crystal tree that was created after that, the fountain of souls, and the 'fairies' who are laughing and talking outside the palace right now are all-

It is said that these are things created by Titania in front of Gloria.

Another memory that comes to mind because of that.

A few years ago, Gloria was looking through the two books of servants she had received from the witch Hollow Eve, and found an error in the book's contents and told me about it.

'... huh?'

'what's the matter? Gloria?'

'Uhm... That's it. It may be a sense of déjà vu, but as I was looking at these two types of books in turns, I kept getting caught in the parts where the technology was strange.'

'... what?'

'The contents written in this book. In rumors, history, and research about fairies, fairies are clearly recognized as plural beings, while in oral records from the time of the ancient Dwarven Kingdom, fairies are recognized as singular.'

'Uh... what do you mean?'

'So, in other words, from the dwarves' perspective, there is only one mention of a fairy in their history.'

The records about the fairies that the dwarves met are records of a singular person.

What we knew was not that the dwarves moved to form an alliance with the fairies because they were in danger, but in the book that the witch of species had, the fairies continued to meet with 'one' fairy. It only said that they talked and had a relationship.

That means that there was only one fairy that the dwarves met at the time, and they did not meet any other fairies other than that one fairy.

And Gloria and I have never witnessed an increase or decrease in population in this fairy garden other than the fairies being 'resurrected' from the Well of Souls.

[This has become a difficult matter. I knew that fairies were a rare race, but I never thought that fairies were ‘a race of which only one person exists in this world.’]

Pap-duk!

Titania, whose identity was revealed, grits her teeth.

Titania unknowingly took a few steps back in front of Gloria, who was laughing as if the current situation was extremely amusing.

Piyuuuu-

Puff puff!

pop!

However, Titania soon looked down at her legs and came to her senses again when she heard that the place she was currently standing in was her garden and the sound of the fairies she had created shooting off firecrackers coming from outside.

[Haha... Hahaha- Hahahahaha! okay! So, so what?! Please give me an answer! human! What difference does it make if you figure it out? Are you trying to kill me by mobilizing already dead dwarves?! To bring back to life those dead idiots who fell in love with me the first time they saw me and gave up everything they had for me?! no! Humans can't do that! Not only is it impossible to revive dwarves who have already been dead for a long time, but Oberon will never be able to escape my control! Or are you planning to attack me directly? But no matter what my identity you revealed, I am definitely the queen of fairies now! Fairies born through my power still swarm this Fairy Garden, and all fairies absolutely obey my commands! If I order you to be killed right now, all the fairies outside will come and kill you in this entire palace! There are no fairies who would disobey my orders! The fairies outside are created by dispersing my power! That's me! This is the power that the Fairy Queen, Titania, possesses!]

Titania laughs and becomes angry.

It was a cry that was close to a scream.

At the same time, it was a poet.

The fairies outside are all artificially created fairies, false subjects created by the 'real fairy' Titania by dispersing her powerful power, fake subjects who laugh and talk and even have intelligence, but clearly cannot become real fairies. That they are fairies.

And Titania had no doubt that even if Gloria knew that, if she summoned the fairies created by dispersing her power to attack her once again, she would naturally be the one who won.

but,

Me, Hollow, and Gloria, who were listening to it all, didn't feel that she was particularly afraid.

We already found out her identity before she entered this palace-

From the beginning, we divided our roles knowing that she would say that at the end of her conversation with Gloria.

[... okay. Right.]

[hahahahahahahaha! I guess I finally realized it-]

[As you said and as I expected, you must have created all the fairies in this dimension by dispersing all the 'powers you have'.]

[... What do you want to say? So what is it-]

[But. Dispersing one's power means, to put it another way -

If only I could 'isolate' the fairies out there, which also means that you would have to deal with me with only the remaining power other than the power you used to create the fairies outside.]

Slurp-

After interrupting Titania, Gloria took off her earrings and threw them into the sky.

Jallang!

Always on her ear,

He was always with her in the form of an earring, like other artifacts that can be transformed into a ribbon form.

[Surround yourself. The golden cradle that protects alchemists and humans.]

... flash!

It is said that it has absolute defensive power and blocks even the dragon's breath from external enemies coming to burn Ars Magna -

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!!!

[Golden Wall] This-

The palace was surrounded to isolate Titania from the fairies outside.

[Now, your relationship with all the fairies in the Fairy Garden, who may have half, a portion, or most of your power, has been cut off. So from now on, it is your turn to clash against each other solely with the power you have and the power I have. Fairy, ‘Queen’.]

[... Ugh!]

A golden wall suddenly rose during an untimely festival and surrounded the fairy queen's palace.

There, the fairies, the real ones were fake fairies created by Titania dispersing her power, panicked and some shot out magic and flew over the barrier to make sure the queen was safe.

but,

'Finally, it's time.'

That moment was also the reason why I kept waiting, not next to Gloria, but at the top of the palace, where there was a hole in the ceiling.

Kuuk-

... Whilick!

[Tail Star]

[chest voice]

'and-'

[Star Cluster]

Ssss!!!

When I stood on top of the wall and swung my sword, the fairies that flew up first turned into six pieces and fell to the ground.

Piyuuu-

Puff puff puff! Puff!

At the same time, in direct contrast to the firecrackers shooting up, blood, flesh, and fake fairy wings and limbs fall toward the ground.

Artificial fireworks are being embroidered in the sky, while false fairies only become aware of my presence after I swing my sword once and have no intention of flying away.

So what they mean.

This means that even though the queen is surrounded by a golden wall, the fairies outside are unable to step forward because they are blocked by a single human swordsman -

For these fake fairies, including Titania, this meant that humans were no longer objects they had played with like toys.

        
            Hudududududududududu-

Fragments of fairies falling on the flowery earth.

Their weakened wings fluttered and spun as they fell to the ground, and the heads, bodies, arms, and legs of the fairies the size of palms were cut off, and when you kick a ginkgo tree with fruit in it, the fruit scattered on the ground like a rainforest tree. lost.

Piyuuu...

...puffpuffpuff!

Shoot...

The last firework lit by a fairy who was quick to notice flew high into the sky and exploded, and along with it, the blood that poured out from the bodies of the fairies from the sky to the ground became rain, making the flowers in the flower garden equal regardless of what color they were. Soak it in red light.

At the same time, the fairies who survived because they were far below the golden wall and were not cut by my sword looked up at me.

“No, that’s ridiculous...”

“Well, the Black Knight... came back to life again.”

“A knight who never dies even if he dies... What is it?”

“Da, isn’t he a different guy? Another human appeared wearing only the same armor as the one I saw before! okay! That's it!”

“No. That's absolutely not the case. I saw Oberon fighting that guy. That's definitely the guy I saw at the time.”

“That's right. It's impossible for there to be so many people like that... If there were, humans would have already subjugated other races and started a war with huge races.”

“But you said that he was killed several times by Oberon...? But why is it so fine...?”

“I thought that wouldn't be enough, so I used the Queen's power, but even though we burned them all in the Abyss, they came back to life...”

nervous.

unrest.

Agitation.

despair.

outside.

pressure.

All of the fairies’ emotions are conveyed.

It feels like joy to me.

When have they ever felt like that?

To them, humans are toys that can be played with, discarded, picked up and played again whenever and however they want, so they had no reason or reason to feel that way.

In a world called 'Paradise', from the human perspective, they are demons from another world called fairies who live in the second hell.

So, they were trembling with emotions they had never experienced before, and some of them were weaker than some of the other fairies. There was even one who made a mistake while chanting the magic to fire at me, causing the magical power to flow back and self-destruct. .

'Of course, to them, what I am now will only seem like a disaster.'

The reason why the fairies who remained at the bottom of the main wall were so frightened was that they spread their wings in front of them and tried to enter through the roof of the palace, ignoring me, but the corpses of thousands of fairies who were cut down by a cluster of stars fell as rain. Because there is.

Then, I checked the number of fairies flying low at the bottom of the golden wall, out of range of my star cluster.

So far, I have killed over ten thousand fairies, destroyed ten crystal trees where they live, and cut down hundreds of fairies that flew over my head at once.

A number that would not have been easily reached if the opponent had been human.

This is a sensation that can be felt only because they are as tall as the palm of your hand.

It may be an exaggerated gap to use as a metaphor, but it is a sense of violation that corresponds to a child in the single digits discovering the ant matrix and ant nest and playing with it as he pleases.

Of course, this does not lead to arrogance.

‘Let’s calm the excitement. You know, right? Why do dragons die, why do giants fall, why can't gods, demons, and ancient beings with cloaks of arrogance attain eternity? So, put off your current feelings until after everything is over.'

Since they are fairies and not humans, they can kill that many at once, so each one of them is definitely stronger than a human wizard.

They are only trying to overwhelm them with the tactics and tactics prepared just for them and the invisible rain of arrows that covers the battlefield called fear.

'...Okay, let's check the numbers. The number of guys remaining and the number of guys that are likely to come in the future.'

Even then, the total number of fairies that I could see, including those who were holding a festival near the remaining queen's palace, and the fairies that flew in one by one from nearby crystal trees and gathered together -

The number reaches 10,000, and if all the fairies from crystal trees on other continents flock to the city in the future, the number could easily exceed hundreds of thousands.

Still, if you count the number of them right in front of you, there are about 10,000 of them, but the appearance of the fairies does not give the impression of an army lined up tightly in the grassland below the wall, but rather of the flying insects that were attacking us at Scarlett's castle before. It feels like watching locusts flying in groups to attack crops.

'Of course, if a large number of grasshoppers gather together and make up their minds, they could probably devour a person in an instant.'

The scene was already formed because the fairies in this plain were all small, each about the size of the palm of one's hand, and they were afraid of being separated from each other, so they flocked together, like a school of small fish that can only be found in the sea.

Thanks to this, it was an optimal situation to instill a sense of fear that daunts the mystery in the fairies, who were unable to attack them carelessly even though there were about 10,000 people gathered.

So, on top of that, the guys think that what I did was a massacre, and they call me a massacre and act deliberately to create fear in order to weaken their own power.

[Am I afraid?]

Startle!

[However, it is already irreversible. Whatever you have done to humans so far, no matter how you have hidden the truth from humans, it cannot be hidden from the eyes of the stars looking down on you, so it is publicly known.]

... gulp!

[That is why I have appeared here to judge you for the sins you have committed so far. So fairies. Those who thought they were superior. Lament. At this moment, the relationship between fairies and humans has been reversed.]

'Are you doing well?'

He continues to fill their mysterious chalice with a drink called fear.

Gloria told them to instill as much fear in the fairies as possible.

The fairies in front of you now are those who were born completely from scratch by Titania, so they do not learn magic from someone and use it, but they use it instinctively as soon as they are born.

This is because if you shake up the emotions of the fairies, their fearful feelings will also affect the power and casting speed of the magic they use.

Of course, it is a bit difficult to fill every single fairy gathered in such a vast space with a sense of fear on my own.

“... Huh, stop talking nonsense! It's hard for humans to brag about killing a few of us! If the Queen herself comes forward, you-”

'I guess I'll just have to kill that guy first.'

Irregulars, brave men, and strong-minded people exist everywhere.

A fairy who heard me looked at me angrily and started creating magic in her hands.

Although they are small enough to make Luba feel like a giant to them, they are clearly created by dispersing Titania's power, so the magic being cast in front of them is also a magic that is sure to have high firepower even though it is small in size. .

In that case, the magic sphere that the fairy is currently forming by pouring out her magic power is-

Since he was creating magic in his hands to produce high firepower, it was also said that the amount of magical power contained therein was enormous.

[Explosive Sword]

Kuuk...!

What I did as soon as I saw the fairy's magic was to change the magic sword I was holding into an explosion sword and then pull my arm until it was close to my ear.

After that-

Paang-!

Piiing!!!

I aimed the explosive sword that I had held in my hand for the first time in a long time at the fairy who was creating magic, and immediately threw it.

“... Where are you on the human subject!”

“Let’s stop it!”

“Everyone help!”

Papa papa pap!

Upon seeing this, other fairies around the fairy casting the attack spell used defensive magic.

Kwachang!

“Huh?”

Kwahiah ahhh!

The exploding sword easily destroyed the defensive magic, and only a few fairies who saw the sword touch the magic circle that formed the offensive magic even spewed out a final word.

Grrr!

[...]

“...”

This time, dozens of fairies responded to me, completely engulfed in the explosion and disappearing without a trace.

The other fairies who had not yet died were trembling on the ground, unable to even think of flying.

And, that's not the end.

chuck!

The commander leading the archer unit probably looked like this.

[...]

“Burn it.”

If you quietly raise your arm and show your palm towards them and recite in a very low voice-

Fuddduk!

[Märchen Begin]

High in the sky, the watchers who were controlling the air superiority on behalf of the fairies fire five-colored magic from their beaks and wings, which had not been able to provide proper firepower against Oberon before, and pierce the fairies.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!

“Aaaah!!!”

“Ma, block it with magic! If we spread the barrier all at once to block it-”

Cheer up!

Puff puff puff puff puff!

'The opponent is a fairy, and we put in a full 13 years of effort, so this is the result. If it was a different race, it would have been inflation, obviously. ... Of course, considering the level of technology of the Dwarves, it is difficult to compare our strength.'

Even if we estimate it soon, more than a thousand fairies would have died.

'Next, to the Holy Ark.'

[Holy Ark of Acacia Tree]

...paaa!!!

When I gave the command while being aware of the sacred arks of acacia wood that were floating around my body, the lid of the sacred ark opened, a strong light came out, and the souls of the dead fake fairies all burned up.

And the burning of those souls is an unknown power that can surely kill them for other fairies who have not yet been killed, but at the same time, the power of Titania that created them prevents the remaining powers from returning to them even if the fairies die. It also means that it will happen.

of course-

“... Sigh. Still, is it comforting to know that I don't have to stay here until they really kill hundreds of thousands of them?”

There really is no need to stand here and cut down the fairies from all over the Fairy Garden that will keep coming.

The fairies I have to cut down are-

There are only 10,000 fairies right in front of you, whose numbers are constantly decreasing with the help of observers, even though they cannot be killed at any given time, and some of the fairies that will continue to gather by the thousands from other continents in the future.

Everything happens at the last moment, at the appointed time, as Gloria continues her fight against Titania -

All they had to do was grit their teeth and hold on until Titania fell into that 'trap moment' where she could use her power the way Gloria wanted.

... puddd!!!

“... Damn. I'm coming again.”

So, I sighed as I saw about a thousand fairies, who had not yet been properly struck by my fear, who were estimated to have flown in from another crystal tree that had sensed the queen's crisis from far away and -

[Now, everything is over. Fairy Titania.]

At that moment, Gloria's voice was heard from the goggles that had been roughly placed inside Deshade's helmet above his head, informing him that the other side had begun their own fight.

        
            “... It seems that the people you created have now lost their will to fight.”

“...”

Gloria speaks to Titania.

Both Gloria and Titania feel what is happening outside.

The reinforcements called the fake fairies, the people whom Titania had created with her own power, were blocked by the Great Wall and Irim, and in order to receive direct power rather than the indirect help of the fake fairies, Titania had to give up once. We must contact the fairies outside.

but-

“...”

widely.

Perfect!

Kiiing!

Faaah!

...Tap!

“Oh no, don’t move. Do you still think you have the upper hand? Do you think you are in a position where you can move freely even though you have been stripped naked and your entire body is exposed, even though you have been proven to be a plain person who does not have the queen's bloodline?”

“...”

The moment Titania took a step to the side, the ground and air right next to her feet were compressed to the size of an arm's length, as if being torn apart by something, and the flowers and soil caught in it became spheres the size of fingernails. fell to the ground

However, the fairy who called herself the Queen of Fairies was not swayed by that.

Titania just had a series of things happen that made her momentarily embarrassed, but she never thought that the human in front of her could kill her.

“We barely tied up the fairies.”

Sigh-

“Of course it is. It has to be that way. Otherwise, you will think that the time I spent just to kill you was too much.”

Gloria, seeing that the fire of anger in the fairy's eyes had not yet subsided, smiled and began to observe how the fairy would move with her sharp eyes.

Wide open!

Titania spreads her wings.

Although the fairies blocked by the golden wall and the knight in black armor cannot give her strength, Titania still clearly has the power she has to protect the dignity of queen at all times.

And the number of all fairies in the Fairy Garden is based on the total amount of magical power she possesses and can use -

A number created using about 30% of magical power at best.

Although he was properly attacked, the fight against Gloria, who may have prepared some kind of dagger to kill him without the help of the fairies, who account for about 30% of his total magical power, was a fight with the advantageous shield of military and individual. It is unfortunate that it has become a battle between individuals, but Titania is still far superior to Gloria in terms of the total amount of magical power she still possesses.

'The four humans there can't recover at all if they use magical power in this Fairy Garden dimension, but I'm different. 'No matter how much magic I use, I can recover the original amount in just a few minutes.'

Additionally, Titania is far ahead of Gloria in terms of recovery speed.

Although Titania does not know that Irim and Gloria have assimilated their souls, Gloria's magical power is expendable and volatile like that of other humans, while Titania fights within the merits of the fairy garden dimension she created herself. Even if you use anti-magic spells, you can quickly restore the amount of magic you used up using anti-magic spells.

But if you have a problem-

'But, why do I have no idea how to move like this?!'

Just like the fairies outside, who were shaking with fear when they met Irim and had no idea what magic to use to fight back, Titania had no intention of wielding appropriate magic because of the fear that Gloria had already instilled in her from her first appearance until now.

like that,

“... This is disappointing. Several minutes or even seconds have already passed, and all I can do is stand still, unable to do anything under this much pressure. It would be easier to deal with the scarecrow.”

chuck-

That's when Gloria raised her arms towards Titania and tried to 'disintegrate' her existence.

...shimmer-

“...!!!”

Titania, who was constantly looking at Gloria and her surroundings in the quiet space created by the confrontation, soon caught her eye, and for a very brief moment, she saw a red ray of light passing behind Gloria -

Sigh-

“Now.

Oberon.”

Right next to Gloria, from a shaded area where no light shines through the open ceiling -

Flash!

“...!!!”

As soon as Titania's command was over, Oberon, clad in golden armor, appeared with a single eye shining between the eyes of his helmet and holding a shotgun in both hands.

Flash!

“...!!!”

Gloria's sighting of Oberon's eyes happened at the same time as Titania opened her mouth to give Oberon a signal.

I didn't fully realize it.

I even thought that Oberon would come or be waiting nearby.

However, Oberon's appearance was not visible until the plan was carried out, and he was not felt even when talking with Titania.

So Gloria's thoughts naturally began to accelerate to how Oberon appeared, and soon she saw the surface of Oberon's armor approaching at close range -

'is it? Surely, if it had been precision-processed in this way, it would have been impossible for the witch, who has always been fighting from afar, to keep her distance, or Irim, who has no knowledge of this area, to have noticed it at all.'

The king of the dwarves used the surface of his shiny golden armor, one of the many functional beauties of the weapon he possessed, which he had not been able to use until now because he was 'first' ambushed by Irim and Hollow, and had no reason to use it, to temporarily protect himself. It was discovered that there is a 'concealment of polarization refraction' function that can hide the appearance of the object from the eyes of the world.

But that's it.

Gloria had already noticed that the golden scale armor worn by the king of the dwarves could hide from the effects of light for a very short period of time by changing the order of the armor without using magic, so when Gloria stretched out her arms, her arms would disappear. There was nothing they could do against Oberon, who had reached a reachable distance before he could fully stretch out.

Boom!

Sigh!

“Ugh...!”

Oberon, who appeared completely unfazed by Gloria's bewildered gaze, swung his arm vigorously and swung the ax blade attached to the front of the shotgun like a spear and plunged it into her side -

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Whiuuung-

Quad deud deud deuk!

When the Fairy Queen's guard pulled the trigger of the shotgun with the ax blade at his side, Gloria flew away and was thrown against the wall of the palace, where she was crushed by the shattered remains of the wall.

Titania, who saw the scene, begins to laugh only after watching Gloria being thrown into the wall and crushed by the collapsed rubble.

“... Haha, hahahaha! Well then! In the end, there's only so much you can do! human! Have you sharpened the blade for the fairy and the blade for me?! But that's not all I have! I have Oberon! The king of the dwarves who has established civilization much longer than you humans! And this Oberon is mine! It’s my weapon!”

Clap-clack- Clap-clack- Clap-clack-

thud.

Oberon nullified Gloria's recognition and approached as close as possible.

After blowing away Gloria with a single shot, he stood in front of Titania.

Unlike Titania's time, Gloria had no choice but to suffer Oberon's shooting.

Although she carved a magic circle into the inside of her clothes to nullify any attack against the Queen of Fairies and surrounded herself with artifacts with the same effect, this only works when dealing with fairies.

“Cough...! Wow!”

Grumbling-

Pachang!

Although Gloria could not notice that Oberon, a dwarf under Titania's rule, was rapidly approaching and attacking her, she knew in advance about the weapons Oberon had. Because I knew this, I was able to barely survive by avoiding instant death by taking his gunshot just once and breaking the magic tool I had prepared in advance.

Of course, even though he blocked Oberon's shotgun, which he had never seen before, with a magic tool, there was a limit to alleviating the physical shock itself, and as he was thrown into the wall, his insides became concussive and he vomited out blood.

but-

“Huuu... Huhuu, huhahahaha! okay. You will come out. The Queen of Fairies is here, so it wouldn't be right if the knight who protects the fairies didn't show up! cancer! You can't do that!”

For Gloria, that was the end. She could only be satisfied if Oberon's appearance, which they could not predict in the end in what way he would harm them, ended in this way.

“Hallow! It’s now-!!!”

“... Is there someone else?!”

Gloria, who was coughing up blood, pushed away the debris and called out to the witch, 'the witch who has honed her skills to fight only against dwarves', and at the same time, the fairy's head turned.

Then, the witch, who had been waiting in the darkness inside the palace roof, was able to appear, having escaped the worst of all, having her husband forcibly taken away from the king of the dwarves.

[Semeron Katara]

Grumble!

“... It’s been a while. King of the dwarves. And, thank you for your hard work. Gloria.”

A fire burns before Oberon's eyes, and a Hollow appears right next to Oberon.

The same thing happened when Oberon suddenly appeared next to Gloria.

However, the target was not Titania-

Right next to ‘Oberon’.

So Titania couldn't understand.

Oberon is a hunter and warrior.

It is natural for a warrior to maintain a close range so that he can kill his opponent with certainty.

However, the human woman who appeared before his eyes was, as far as he knew, a wizard.

A situation where the wizard has narrowed the distance against the warrior.

As Titania, who is a fairy and has played with humans countless times, knows even if she has not learned it from anyone, it is an act that can only be called suicide no matter how you look at it.

but,

Hollow did so because he knew that only by doing so could he defeat Oberon.

“Then, shall we begin?”

        
            Flap!

When the hollow throws away the witch's costume she is wearing, the witch's full body is revealed, wearing black short sleeves and shorts.

A top that exposes the stomach and shorts that cling tightly to the thighs, as if they were made for the minimal functionality of clothing for exercise, evaporation of sweat, and minimal concealment of private parts.

It had weasel ears on top of its head and a tail sticking out of a hole in the back of its shorts.

What she has on her arm is-

Kiiing!

It was a magic circle that had already been preheated, with 9 on the left arm and 10 on the right arm.

“Then... hmm!”

And they were not all attack magic, but a magic circle to accomplish the same thing as the 'soul synchronization' between Irim and Gloria, identifying one's existence with Oberon -

Kiiing!

[Attunement to existence]

Ouch!

By placing her hand on Oberon's shoulder and using a magic circle, the witch Hollow Eve succeeded in 'identifying existence' between herself and Oberon within the dimension of the Fairy Garden.

“Successful.”

A witch who successfully exhausted all of her magical power and imprinted the secret magic she created on Oberon.

“Then from now on, my strength is your strength and your strength is mine.”

Tap!

As it was, the witch 'conssumed' the magic power of the cavalryman Velir that 'Oberon possessed' as if it were her own and used magic to blow him away at very close range.

[Opal Beavers]

[Zbes Squall]

Hwiiing!!!

RURRR!!!

The two magics used in succession were mixed, and the wind that sharpened all the flowers around the garden surrounding everyone struck Oberon's helmet with a flame that evaporated all the moisture in the air at once.

However, Oberon did not back down at all.

Cheee!

[...]

Crunch-

“... Oh my, can you survive even if you use this much magic?”

Rather, the king of the dwarves stopped like a huge mountain range in front of Titania, withstanding her magic, ignoring the flames engulfing his helmet and head-

click!

[Fabius Impact]

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

He unfolded the shotgun's bowstring and made it into a crossbow, blowing off the head of the Hollow in front of him.

-It was blown away, Oberon, as well as Titania and Gloria who were present all thought the same.

Cheee...

“I told you, didn’t I? My strength is your strength, and ‘your strength is my strength.’”

“... What?”

However, the witch Hollow Eve was clearly fine even though her whole body was swept away by Oberon's power, and Titania did not understand this, so she opened her eyes wide to clearly capture the witch's appearance in her eyes.

Just like that-

It is a magic that consumes all of the magic power that one possesses, and it is the reward obtained by Hollow, a 'witch' who completed a five-year quest for dwarves.

Due to the magic of existence identification, the witch temporarily assimilated Oberon into the exact same soul vessel, and from this moment on, she is exactly like Oberon. I was able to work.

[Star Seeker]

Whirring!

As the Hollow, whose head had been regenerated, chanted, a very small hole was formed in his hand through which the Milky Way could be seen for a moment, and a strange weapon appeared.

It was similar to Oberon's, but unlike the crudely designed weapon held by the dwarf, a beautifully designed shotgun with starlight in it was aimed at the dwarf this time, just as Oberon had done at her -

[Starrail Impact]

Slam!

Kwaaa!!!

Soon, the shotgun with the string attached created a sphere identical to the one Oberon had fired at the witch, and then fired it as a beam of brilliant color.

like that,

Quad duddduk!!!

Damn it!

“... Good. Just to this extent, it feels like my hard work over the past few years has been rewarded.”

A witch witnessed a change in Oberon that had never happened before, even though he had fought many fierce battles under her watch, and cracks appeared in the golden armor he was wearing.

Cheee!

In the end, Oberon, who suffered great damage and left behind footprints on the ground, turned his back on Titania and the Hollow also stepped forward as if to cover up Gloria. Titania was astonished at what the Hollow had shown earlier and shouted in a harsh voice at Oberon.

“... What are you doing?! Oberon! The opponent is a human! You dwarves have only just begun to use iron when dealing with the concept of war! Why are you being pushed out like that?!”

“... Are you saying that after taking away Oberon’s freedom to suffer?”

Tuk-tuk-.

Seeing the yelling fairy, the Hollow puts on a calm face and taps her shoulder with the Starlight Shotgun.

Flap!

“... Ah, my robe.”

Whirling-

... Wow!

Then, when the witch's robe that she had thrown high a moment ago fell from the sky, she tied it tightly around her waist and continued.

“Then, since the Lord of the Dwarves over there asked, “Why are you being pushed aside by me?”, I will speak on behalf of that person who has been arbitrarily restricted by you from being able to even think properly. This is possible because I am currently using the same method as you.”

“... What do you mean?”

“I don't know about you, but as a former witch, for the past five years, I've been developing myself to become a witch who only hunts dwarves, and I've been thinking about dealing with Oberon all morning and evening, so I've been a bit annoyed. So I lost interest midway and changed course. Rather than just thinking about killing him like you did, I decided to covet Oberon's 'everything' by obtaining everything he had.”

That was the truth.

actually-

Hollow 'gave up' understanding of dwarves about a year ago.

Witches are beings who, if they focus on something that interests them, can reach that destination at a much faster rate than any other race.

But Hollow's case was different.

Hollow was 'forced' to fall here by the witch Warven Berg, and had to help Irim and Gloria in order to return to the original world.

And her role is to take full charge of the fight against Oberon.

However, in the end, as she had to decide her own path through forced drift rather than starting out of interest, no matter how hard Hollow tried, she could not muster the horrifyingly excellent concentration that witches naturally have, so she was left with her current self. I came to the conclusion that it would be difficult to defeat Oberon with just what I had.

So, on the fifth year of her research on Oberon, she suddenly thought that she needed to change her method -

Witch Hollow Eve, who originally decided to become a 'witch who kills dwarves', changed her direction when there was only one year left until the day of the decisive battle, and instead 'borrowed' Oberon's power and used magic as Titania did. I changed my method to planning.

That is the power that Indian witches have.

The plan she came up with was to connect and assimilate Oberon's power by 'guiding' the power of Oberon, whose ego is not intact, to her, and she threw away the achievements of the past five years and devoted only to such a plan for the remaining year. The magic from before was born as a result of my immersion.

like that-

In the end, the Hollow, who obtained the power to oppose Oberon by finding magic to at least achieve equilibrium with Oberon, encourages Gloria.

“So, I hope you wake up quickly. Gloria.”

Kiiing!

Papa papa pap!

Papa papa papa pap!!!

Titania, who has a hollow connection between Oberon and herself, consumes the magic power contained in Oberon's body, which can never be broken, as if it were her own power, creating hundreds of magic circles in the air.

Hollow was connected to Oberon, but that wasn't all she was.

Oberon, who has no choice but to think single-mindedly due to Titania's curse, is connected to the Hollow, but is unable to chant the numerous magics she possessed as a witch and as an Indian witch, and uses them unilaterally, exhausting Oberon's power. Only Hollow can do this.

However, with that alone, it was absolutely impossible for the Hollow to fight and win against the two people in front of him at the same time.

So, Hollow urged Gloria, who was sitting on the floor, once again.

“Gloria. Wasn't it you who said we had to hold on? Until Irim returns from dealing with the fairies outside, I have to deal with Oberon and you have to deal with Titania. At least while the equilibrium is in place, if Lee Rim returns from cleaning up the trash outside, the balance we have created will easily be broken.”

OK-

“... Kuhehehe, yes. yes. It was definitely me who planned it that way.”

Kuuk-

Gloria got up, placing her hands on the floor.

It shouldn't be like this.

The only thing a Hollow can deal with is Oberon.

If Titania, who is embarrassed by the appearance of Witch Hollow and what she has done, comes to her senses again, it will be a big problem.

The role of the Hollow is to keep Oberon bound, but if Titania, who has come to her senses, comes forward and cleans up the Hollow with Oberon, the balance of power will be broken, so the fight must be solidified quickly before Titania comes to her senses. Because it does.

Just like that, Gloria managed to stand up with her feet on the ground without anyone's help-

“We have come this far. Finally arrived. The goal is right in front of you. I reached it with the help of someone I love. How could I, this Gloria, the fairy avenger, close his eyes?!”

Tduduk-

Kwasik!

After creating the colon wall, she roughly ripped off the remaining earring on the other side with her hand and held it tightly in her hand.

OK-

... KIEEED!!!

“Come! Ars Magna-!!! my! Everything about this Gloria is the essence of alchemy!!!”

Flash!

[Ars Magna]

The golden pattern that appeared behind her, a four-layer magic square made up of countless letters that Gloria had carved throughout her life as an alchemist, began to disintegrate everything around her.

“... Even so, it's barely a human secret! Smash it! Oberon!”

[...]

Slam!

Then, Titania, who barely came to her senses, also created a magic circle in the air that was twice the size of the secret weapon created by Gloria, and just as Oberon had used the crossbow he was holding to create the magic circles that Witch Hollow had left floating in the air, he Starting with charging enormous magical power -

[Fabius Impact]

[Starrail Impact]

Kwahiah ahhh!

“Here today, the life of a fairy who called herself a queen will be cut short no matter what happens.”

”This is the place right now! I will make this the place of the first fight that will announce the extinction of the human race!!!“

With the rays fired from Hollow and Oberon's shotguns lighting up the battle, the fight between Gloria and Hollow against Titania to hold out until Irim, who could be the final key to the fight, arrives has just begun.

        
            [Star Cluster]

Ssss!!!

Hududududududududu-

Every time you swing the sword, fairy fragments fall to the floor.

How many were cut down?

That thought occurred to me, but the current situation is such that I don't have time to count down the number of fairies I've killed so far, nor to worry about such things in the first place.

Paddd!!!

Kiiing!

What I hear in my ears is the sound of the flapping wings of fairies filling the area, even though hundreds of them have been harpooned at once just moments ago, and the sound of magic condensing into magic.

“Don’t shoot right after the chanting is over! At the same time! Let’s push together!”

Afterwards, it is clear that they did not take the time to decide, but as if they wanted to be treated like a leader, one fairy stepped forward and screamed to give orders to the other fairies. The other fairies fired magic at the same time as if they had been waiting for that moment.

And as I look at that scene, I assure you...

“... With this, the 34th.”

I was confident that no matter what disgusting situations came my way in the future, I would never be able to receive this many magics all at once in one day and in one place.

Kigigigigigigigging!

What the fairies created were colorful magic circles that decorated the sky.

The color is acceptable.

The sight of magic circles made up of pink, purple, blue, green, red, and yellow lines and shapes embroidered in the air can almost be called art.

The problem is that the number of magic circles alone exceeds a thousand in individual numbers, and in some magic circles, the fairies use their brains to make them link with each other on their own, turning them into much higher-power magic. As long as the muzzle of the magic circle containing the is pointed at me, no matter how much I have Deshade's armor, I absolutely cannot just take them all at once.

'The only way to stop this is to use Gloria's items.'

[Holy Ark of Acacia Tree]

So, just before the magic rained down on me standing on top of the Great Wall, I swung the Orca Sword and made the black boxes that were circling around me gather forward and surround me like a barrier.

“... Great! Let’s crush it like this!”

Afterwards, when I gathered the sacred arks and held them out in front like a shield, the fairy who was acting as the leader gained momentum, smiled, and ordered the other fairies to fire magic all at once.

Jiiing!!!

PPPIPPPING-

The rays of light fired at me all at once and the magic that flew like bullets were all magic that had low efficiency but was very powerful.

Although there are no crystal trees around here that would allow them to fire indefinitely ineffective, high-power magic, they are so driven by the thought of rescuing the queen that even if they used just one spell, they would pass out from exhaustion of magical power. Casting magic without thinking about it.

Soon, the fairies' high-power attack magic hit the Holy Ark.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

'... Damn, it's so bright. 'I can't see anything.'

However,

Cheee...

“... What?! You’re safe from the magic we fire all at once?!”

“What on earth is that made of?!”

'But, well, it's a good thing that after using such powerful magic, it's impossible for a second salvo to come unless it's from the fairies who have newly come to support us.'

The black box, which took all the magic the fairies used until they fainted, only had its surface heat up and turn orange for a moment, but it did not shatter to that extent.

It's definitely not that magic is weak.

Since the amount of magic required to cast magic is inefficient, leaving out the discussion of the sustainability of the fire power and looking at the strength of the temporarily projected fire power, the volley of fire from the fairy army that surpasses even the enthusiasm of the dragon is that the target is at the human level. If it had been a magic tower built in and surrounded by protective magic, it would have been destroyed without a trace.

However, the Holy Ark in front of me, which has blocked the magic fired by the fairies' squadron several times until now, was created with great care by Gloria, who invested most of the time she spent in the Fairy Garden -

An object made ‘only to deal with fairies’ and to counter the magic of fairies.

“... Okay. Now, burn it all down.”

The Holy Arks, which had received, accumulated, and reorganized the magic fired simultaneously by the fairies, opened their lids, which were glowing orange, as I raised the Orca Sword and gave a command -

Boom!

Flash-

Kwahiah ahhh!

The moment I struck down the sword raised in the sky like the officers leading the archers did, the Holy Ark activated once again and returned the magic of the fairy that I had received so far, repaying the gift so far.

“I will ask a favor of those who are left behind.”

Peudduddudduk!

Afterwards, it was concluded by asking the observers to sort out those who survived despite the hellish projection of firepower.

In this way, about 10,000 fairies were once again erased before our eyes.

And, as was done a little while ago, using the cluster of stars, the Holy Ark, and the Watchers, the 34th time was already repeated to destroy the fairies that were flocking at different times.

I had a moment to catch my breath later, so I engraved the number plus 10,000 on the floor every time I slaughtered a large number of them and added them up, and I realized that the number of fairies I had killed so far was Approximately 200,000.

“... Fuck, I killed so many people.”

The size of each individual was already large enough to fit in one hand, and it was a number that could be achieved because they kept ignoring me and somehow managed to fly up the wall and fly all at once in order to reach the fairy queen.

The only problem is that even though the fairies kill, kill, kill, and kill again, they keep flocking in endlessly just like they did the first time.

... BUUUNGH!!!

“Arrived! I see a human over there!”

“Oh my... how many people did you kill?! That murderer!”

“I-I'm a little scared... Look at the body on the floor. Contrary to what he looks like, isn't he incredibly strong?”

“It’s okay! Is it all bravado for him to stand up there and look down on us as if he is strong? He is human after all! At this point, you must have used up all your stamina and magical energy and are exhausted! Let’s attack quickly for the queen’s sake!”

“... Damn flying insects.”

Reinforcements arrived again.

In this way, the moment Titania informed them of their danger, the monsters that had been enjoying the festival spread out across the Fairy Garden continent, forming groups of as few as a thousand or as many as 10,000 at intervals of a few minutes, without caring whether the ones in front were dying or not, and came to attack them. Holding it feels like death.

'It's actually a bit difficult, but most of the work has been left to the Holy Ark and the Watcher, so there's still room.'

But even with such seemingly endless labor, there was a way to declare that the fight was over.

To be exact, the one who will end this boring fight between me and the fake fairies on the Golden Wall is no one else but -

With 'Titania', the moment the former Fairy Queen gets nervous and utters one single word, there is no longer any need for me to maintain my position and do hard labor on the wall.

and.

The moment that signaled the end of that tedious fight came when I burned about 5,000 fairies who had gathered to fly over the top of the Great Wall again with the power of the Holy Ark and the Watchers.

[Keuuu she her she she she her or her or her or her or or or/ or it or it it it it it it it it it or it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it it and and and and and and it it it it?

'good. Please shout. Shout! 'You fucking elf.'

I can still hear the sound of the fierce battle taking place behind me, under the roof of the palace.

Although I have blocked the shared view with Gloria because of the fight against tens of thousands of fairies that I must never let down my guard, I still keep the goggles hanging around my neck so that the two Hollows and Gloria can fight against the Queen of Fairies and Oberon. I could still hear the sound of struggling.

‘Are you there yet? 'Is it still far away?'

[Fabius Impact]

[Starrail Impact]

Kwahiah ahhh!

[Where are you looking? Oberon! Your opponent is here...!]

[...]

The Hollow somehow tries to separate Oberon from the Fairy Queen and Gloria,

[go away! King of blind motives! If you are not going to do that, look down at yourself now and get the real gold back! Oberon!]

As Gloria does, Gloria narrowly avoids being captured by Oberon and attempts to take the fairy queen's life.

[Human wizard! It was you who decided to become a clown to maintain the balance of power for the usurper with his vain dreams! I’ll take care of you first!]

The Fairy Queen fights back and forth as she tries to deal with the Hollow first.

The fight that was constantly being pushed was inclining towards the victory of the invaders, albeit little by little, between the invaders who came after thorough preparations and the indigenous people who made no preparations despite sensing several crises due to their arrogance.

So Titania began to become more and more anxious, and as time passed, the speed at which her magic was destroyed by Gloria began to accelerate -

The false queen ended up saying ‘those words’ that we had been desperately waiting for Titania to say out loud.

[... Gather together! Fairies! Your queen, Titania, speaks! Body right now. Give up and come back with your own strength!!!]

[Fleur de Lis]

'... at las-!'

Stand tall!

The Queen's command spread throughout the Fairy Garden through giant lily petals.

As soon as Titania's forced command was issued, the fake fairies across the continent stopped all at once.

Those who were flying in the sky stayed in the air without even flapping their wings, and the same goes for those on the ground.

The guys who were chanting magic suddenly stopped chanting, so their magic flowed back and they were injured, but they didn't feel anything.

It seemed as if the world stopped all at once.

The fairies accepted the queen's command as they looked at me with more than 10,000 pairs of eyes, their expressions turning expressionless like a scene from a horror movie.

And as you already know their identities-

Titania dispersed her power, scattering her subjects and 'power clones' throughout the Fairy Garden.

The Queen of Fairies finally ordered suicide in order to recover power in a different way from the fairies who were unable to join because of me, as they were losing out in the fight against Gloria. He ordered me to bring it back.

so-

'This will definitely come up in my dreams later. really.'

Sigh!

Sigh!

Rumbling-

thud! thud! thud! thud!

The fairies who were ordered to commit suicide destroy their bodies all at once.

Each person creates a magic blade, cuts open their own stomach, and plunges the knife into their neck. Those who are injured due to receiving the queen's orders while chanting and cannot use magic crawl to a nearby rock and hit their own heads. it started.

I thought that no horror movie could be more terrifying than this.

The guys who were angry, laughing, and trembling just a moment ago, firing magic at me.

Looking at the rain of meat and blood being scattered as they moved like machines all at once and committed suicide as quickly as possible, I felt so horrified that the killing of them just moments ago felt like it was a child's play.

After that, it took less than a minute for all the fairies in front of me, and the fairies throughout the Fairy Garden, to give up their lives in unison.

Leaving only their souls in the Well of Souls, the fairies abandoned their bodies and began to flow their power to the fairy queen.

And no matter what, with what I have now, it is difficult to block the hundreds of thousands of fake souls that flock to the Queen as soon as she abandons her body, and the spheres of soul that can be said to be a concentration of the power that the Queen had dispersed. I put down my sword.

but,

When I put down my sword, it was not an action to give up the fight because it would be difficult to stop the soul spheres flowing towards the queen, but it was just an action for the next action because this moment was exactly the moment we were aiming for.

[Lee Rim. Now!]

[... Tsk! Hurry up! Power gathers in the queen!]

The moment the power of the dead fairies began to pierce the wall and enter the queen's hands, Gloria's cries and the urgent voice of a hollow spitting out blood were heard.

So I-

“Even without saying anything, I was waiting too.”

I prepared to activate the 'poison' that Gloria had placed in my hand and that had been released throughout the Fairy Garden.

        
            'Come out.'

Pachang!

Concentrate your mind and summon Halo.

There was already an object in my hand, an unfamiliar object that was not a sword.

[mistletoe]

What I took out from my bosom was mistletoe.

It is an object made using the power of topaz. Originally, it was contained in a transparent glass bottle with a yellow liquid, but now I only have a golden twig in my hand.

And this is different from the 'replica' mistletoe placed in the wells of souls across the continent. The identity of the item Gloria gave me before starting the final fight against Titania is the mistletoe that was released into the wells of souls on each continent. It is the ‘main body’ that is connected to.

'Even now, the clones have sunk deep into the Well of Souls and the fairies have not been able to retrieve them until now.'

Mistletoe has played its role well so far.

The reason why the fairies living throughout the Fairy Garden were able to be so arrogant was because the fake fairies created by Titania mixed their souls into the Well of Souls and firmly believed in the immortality that comes from it. It was.

The souls of fairies and fairies are all mixed up without even knowing who belongs to them. By pouring the power of mistletoe into the fountain of souls that can be resurrected indefinitely even if they die, we separated the souls of the fairies that were in a turbid state. I threw it away.

Thanks to this, we were able to instill a feeling of fear in the fairies, weakening their mystical power and making it relatively easier to deal with those who would have been incredibly difficult to deal with if they had been at their full strength.

However, mistletoe’s role does not end there.

First, the fairies realized that the Well of Souls had been contaminated, but they did not know what exactly was the problem that caused the Well of Souls to be polluted, and even if they realized that it was caused by an item called mistletoe sinking into the spring, they did not know what was going on. Since there was no way for them to carefully retrieve the mistletoe that had sunk to the deep bottom of the spring or to weaken its power so as not to damage their souls, they had no choice but to leave it alone.

Even if their souls were clearly distinguished from the fairies' souls in the first place, their resurrection was not prevented unless they were directly killed by appearing in front of humans, so they did not do anything other than strengthen the spring's vigilance.

However, if there is a problem with the mistletoe that is buried deep in the well of the soul, which they did not know about, then the mistletoe is not something that can barely fulfill its role in the first place.

Among the final weapons that Gloria had planned to use in the final fight against Titania, it was an item that would play the most important role, a poison that was a major part of the plan.

And now, as Gloria, Hollow, and I are engaged in the final battle against Titania, I did as Gloria had told me beforehand with the mistletoe in my hand.

'Let's pour in the magic like Gloria said. 'Push it to the limit, down to the last drop.'

After opening Halo, I started pouring all the magic contained in the soul vessel into the mistletoe instead of condensing it into a pillar of magic like before.

OK-

... PEEE!

Piiing!

Piiing!

Pillars of light began to rise one after another from four different directions visible from the top of the Great Wall, from the location of the Soul Well on each continent of the Fairy Garden.

“... Pillar of light. It's a success.”

Light doesn't mean anything else.

What I have done now is to activate the poisonous mistletoes, or more precisely their clones, that had been released into the wells of souls throughout the Fairy Garden over the years.

By pouring all the magical energy in my soul vessel into the original mistletoe, the spells that Gloria had carved into each mistletoe are activated one after another.

... Wow!

Then, as I continued to infuse my magic, I thought the small golden twig in my palm would burst into flames, but then a very small tree, the size of the fairies I had killed a little while ago, and finally committed suicide-

“... Mini Gloria?”

It transformed into a very small version of Gloria.

OK-

... Flash! Flash!

Mistletoe, who transformed into a small-sized Gloria in my hand, woke up and blinked as if coming to her senses, then knelt down on my palms, closed her eyes, put her hands together, and began to recite something as if she was praying. .

-Activate linked spell.

-Activation of the synchronization technique of dispersed entities.

-Check mistletoe's magical power overcharge status.

-Hyper-cohesive horsepower dispersion transmission.

-Check the reaction of the dispersion. Check the state of magical power over-cohesion.

And even though I didn't know what was happening, I looked at little Gloria, who started muttering something in my palm, and continued to pour magical energy into it without stopping.

Then, my magic that flowed into the mistletoe that took the form of Gloria began to be transmitted to other mistletoes that were locked at the bottom of the springs of soul on other continents, and soon the mistletoes in the springs also began to overflow with the magic that I had instilled in them, and small After transforming into Gloria's form, she opened her eyes.

-Magic power reflux phenomenon occurs, residual magic power begins to be released.

- Confirmed that the spirits of the fairies in the Well of Souls are causing synesthesia according to the queen's orders.

-Start of phenomenon synchronization.

- Synchronization successful. Dispersion of the magic power of the mistletoe body is transmitted to the fairy spirits.

After that, this time, the dispersions that received magical power from the main body of the mistletoe succeeded in using the overflowing magical power to forcibly connect and sympathize with the souls of the fake fairies in each soul fountain, and this time, the dispersions of the mistletoe begins to pour their magic into the spirits of the fairies.

And when little Gloria, sitting on my hand, went that far with her plan, I felt my magic begin to wear off.

‘I don’t know what it is, but just a little more, just a little more. Let's hold on until we get clear results...!'

The amount of magical power I possess is clearly too vast to be contained in a single human body; it is an amount that surpasses that of most archmages, wise men, or people who have trained their martial arts to the limit.

But even so, the limit came quickly.

That's right, the mistletoe, which is now in the shape of a small Gloria the size of the palm of your hand. If you look at its original form, the mistletoe literally looks like a tree root, and it flows the magical energy flowing into it into the mistletoe on each continent, and the mistletoe They are attempting to use my magic power to attack the souls of fake fairies locked in each soul well.

Still, the movements of little Gloria, who was trying to squeeze out every last drop of magic from the vessel of my soul, soon stopped.

-Suspicious movement detected. Confirmed the possibility that the spirits of the fairies locked in the spring are trying to block the sharing of synesthesia from here.

Just when I thought my magic power would run out in about 10 seconds, the souls of the fairies locked in the Well of Souls received the queen's command and tried to fly from the spring towards the queen, but they realized that five mistletoes were cooperating with them. When I realized this, I tried to disconnect, but-

-check. Immediately take action to control the fairy spirits.

[Märchen Genocide]

Kwaaa!!!

Soon, all the souls of the fairies who tried to rebel against the mistletoe's interference had their 'self' excised from their soul bodies by the little Gloria who constantly absorbed my magical power and helped each other.

Thanks to this, the fairies were now in a state of living corpse-like souls that could no longer hear or recognize Titania's commands.

like that-

The end time has come.

- Confirm the suppression of fairy spirits.

-The unification of the mistletoe and the spirits begins. A simultaneous use of the hyper-cohesive magic power that had been stored up.

-Integration process completed. [Fairy Terminal] formation completed.

-Formation of a diorama. Implement the [Pass] of [Fairy Terminal].

... hug!

Gloria, who had been praying, using all my magical energy to her fullest, opened her eyes, straightened her knees, and politely gathered the sphere of light formed on her small palm with both hands and showed it to me.

“... Thank you for your hard work.”

-... It was nothing.

Cheer-

'Unlike Gloria's body, she is very calm.'

It took about '5 seconds' for the mistletoes to subdue the spirits of the fairies in the springs of souls on each continent, and in the end, the sphere of light that little Gloria handed me with a smile was completed.

At first glance, the sphere of light floating above my hand does not seem like much, as it resembles the light source magic commonly used by wizards.

However, as long as the process to create it was fair, it is not a big deal.

The mistletoe that Gloria created by pouring all her energy into creating an alter ego.

Afterwards, the mistletoes, which were placed in glass bottles and submerged deep in the fountains of souls throughout the Fairy Garden, slept for a long time, and when the time came for them to become active, they did their work.

When I infuse magical power, little Gloria uses it to subdue the spirits of fairies.

And Gloria connected it to one place and created a tunnel called [Fairy Terminal] that connects the souls of fake fairies spread throughout the Fairy Garden, and what I hold in my hand right now is an item that can be said to be all of those things.

... Pod!

“... Explosion Sword.”

Although most of the magic power in the Soul Vessel has been used up and Halo has disappeared, what I will do from now on is not that difficult.

Kuuk-

I put little Gloria on my shoulder, took the magic sword in my hand, and changed it into an explosion sword.

“... Okay.”

Then aim at the golden sphere in front of you.

The still sphere aimed at the explosion sword had no reason or intention to miss when the sword was swung.

Because we’ve finally come this far.

Because part of the fairy queen's [soul] that was scattered throughout the Fairy Garden is now before my eyes.

Failure is a word that does not exist in the world at this moment.

cook-

like that-

Flash!

A flash of light explodes when an explosive sword is inserted into a golden sphere.

... Paaa!!!

At the same time, a strong polarization occurs, and the souls of fairies locked in the Well of Souls across the continent are ‘purged’.

There is no sound or scream.

The pseudo-egos that the fairy souls had have already been excised by the Little Gloria, and what remains is only a part of the original form before the soul bodies were transformed into fake fairies, [Titania's soul fragment].

The moment they were touched by the explosive sword, they were broken into pieces beyond what the eye could see, and they simply disappeared from this dimension.

so-

[... Ahhh-?!]

Titania screamed as '30% of her soul' disappeared in a single moment.

[Ahh, ahhh... Kwaaa-!!!]

The pain that hurts the soul.

I don’t know what kind of pain it is because I haven’t experienced it.

However, just as Hwarim suffered so much in the past when her soul was briefly injured, Titania's pain when her soul was completely cut off will be more, not less.

[Quaaaa! Aaaah! Ahhh-!!!]

The fairy queen struggles to maintain her identity, while unconsciously wielding magic to protect herself.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

Due to this broad and indiscriminate power, the entire roof of the palace built for her was destroyed in a matter of seconds, the huge lilies that had bloomed in the garden were set ablaze in an instant, and it was even said to be able to block the frenzy of the dragon that Gloria had created. Even the golden barrier began to shatter.

This is inevitable because the power that the Fairy Queen is currently wielding is because she has recovered all the power necessary to maintain the dimension called Fairy Garden and cannot fully express the pain she is currently experiencing through screams.

At the same time, Gloria, who saw Titania starting to glow, could be heard laughing at the fairy.

[Hahahahahahahahahahahahaha!!! How do you feel?! Damn fairy bastard! That's the pain you brought to humans! It is a feeling of pain that you have probably forgotten for a long time! It looks great! Hahahahaha!!!]

[... It's noisy. Do you think you wake up quickly? Gloria. It will be difficult for even me to withstand this disaster, so I will take a step back for now.]

The attack, which did not discriminate between enemies and enemies, swept away even Oberon, and since the Hollow could not withstand Titania's luminescence, which was more serious than the destruction caused by the natural disaster, she withdrew, taking Gloria with her.

and-

... Pod!

“Ike-”

“Ah-”

The sound stopped for a moment and the two people appeared right next to me, standing on the wall that had not yet collapsed. I made a short transition using Blink, and at the same time, I saw Hollow, who had taken a wrong step, fall forward while looking at me and sticking his lips out. I was embarrassed, but-

bang!

“... Are you okay?”

“Ugh... No, it's okay.”

Since I was wearing a helmet, the hollow stuck its nose into my helmet and then tilted its head back sharply to straighten its stance.

“Haha, hahahaha... Ah, it feels really good.”

“...”

Afterwards, it became a very brief temporary withdrawal situation.

A really, really short break.

Now we must watch the state of Titania, whose soul has begun to glow from the restrained pain, and then descend again to put an end to the former queen of the fairies once and for all.

Only then will Gloria's revenge be fulfilled and Hollow can return to his original world -

I too will be able to treat Peria.

‘Please wait just a little longer. Peria.'

Just like that, Gloria stood up, her body covered in wounds, including the dress she was wearing in just a moment. Hollow also tore the robe around her waist and wrapped it around the wound where blood had begun to flow from the loss of connection with Oberon.

Honestly, things aren't that good.

Titania is still pouring out her magic and swinging her magic in all directions, while Nana Hollow's magic is almost completely exhausted, and Gloria also does not have a large amount of magic.

But besides the mistletoe, we had one more weapon left for this occasion.

“Irim.”

“Yes. I'm ready.”

Chop rock!

Gloria, who had called me, smiled and untied the last ribbon-like artifact tied to her head and threw it on the wall of the colonnade-

...Slap!

Clap-clap-cuckoo!

Soon, 'Cavalry Velir', which had been diligently repaired and remodeled by Gloria and the fairies for a year, appeared on top of the main wall.

And as soon as the jet-black cavalry was summoned, Gloria looked at me, who was looking up at it, and spoke the promised words.

“Okay then, Lee Rim. Get on Velir.”

“Good! Let’s give it a try!”

        
            “ Caaahiah Kyaaah!!! ”

A scream of pain so terrible that it could not be said to be uttered by a living thing, echoing in the garden built just for the noble queen.

'it hurts. it hurts. It's painful. Are you in pain? Is this the pain of having your soul cut off? ache? A feeling of pain came to me? This to me? To the queen? I'm a queen? They are fairies who are better than any other race, and they must be the queen of the fairies?! Do I have to feel pain? why? why? why? 'For what?!'

Titania holds her head and screams.

To be precise, she is screaming two things.

One is a scream from her body, and her living body is now screaming in extreme pain, shattering everything that is affected by the sound waves, and the other is a scream from her soul, and the spirit body is screaming out loud. The scream was loud enough to spread far outside the dimension of the Fairy Garden and even reach the demonic beasts swimming in outer space.

And such screams are ineffective screams that can only result in destruction, and the more they are screamed, the more they only lead to destroying one's palace with one's own power.

However, Titania's living body is now screaming beyond anything a banshee can do, and with nothing but a scream she is causing all living things to die, including the flowers blooming in her garden, but she does not even know that she is the one screaming. I am not aware of it.

All they do is instinctively let out two screams and constantly try to figure out the cause of the soul pain they are currently feeling in their head, and only question, feel unfair, complain, and complain about it.

As such, not only was she out of her mind right now, but she was also in a state where she couldn't make proper decisions, and she had no choice but to do so.

The pain of losing 30% of your soul all at once.

It was the first time Titania had experienced this since she was born.

In the first place, only the demons who have tormented countless other races with souls, including humans, know in detail how terrible the pain that comes from losing part of one's soul is.

Demons who have a hobby of making contracts with other races, including humans, and stealing their souls at the end, then scraping the souls little by little with their fingernails, making holes, and enjoying the screams they let out while gently stroking them.

On the other hand, the only thing Titania, a fairy, has done so far is trample on living humans.

Since Titania only enjoyed the entertainment of causing suffering to living humans, watching them scream from the pain that came to their bodies, and watch them mentally collapse, in the devil's eyes, it was only fun for beginners who did not know the proper way to enjoy humans, so of course she was a soul. I had no idea how terrible the pain that would come from experiencing this act of being shattered would be.

So, without knowing how dangerous it was, she dispersed her power along with her soul to create a dimension called Fairy Garden, creating the souls of fake fairies, the people living in Fairy Garden. She herself reigned as a queen over the people she created by removing her soul.

So, Lee Rim infused magical power into the mistletoe and destroyed the souls of the fake fairies throughout the Fairy Garden, the souls that originally belonged to Titania, and the pain was returned to Titania, the original owner of the souls.

'it hurts. so painful! Why did I become like this? why? because of whom? no. I know. human! 'It's because of humans that I'm suffering like this!'

However, Titania was not a human at the same time, but was also the self-proclaimed 'Queen of the Fairies'.

Although Gloria's guess was correct and she was born as a fairy, a fairy named Titania gained the power to be called the 'true queen' by destroying and devouring all of the dwarf race.

So there is no downfall in her life.

There is only rising.

From the beginning, she-

Contrary to what the people currently opposing him in the Fairy Garden think, he was a being who came all the way from the bottom of the world.

Titania has lived like that until now.

There is only ‘one’ fairy in this world.

That was Titania's birth and her destiny.

...

...

...

When Titania woke up on the lakeside, it took only a few minutes for her to realize why she was born.

The problem was that Titania had no choice but to be angry.

‘Answer me, world! Why did you create me and then neglect me?! Why did you create me and end with that?! If I were useless, it would have been better if they had brought me back to the way I was before, to what I never was!'

The first fairy and-

Titania, the last fairy.

she is,

It was a by-product of the world.

Unlike other races that have a consistent appearance through numerous races, coincidence, necessity, celestial power, atmospheric magic, and evolution-

Titania is a ‘replica’ or a ‘cloned copy’.

It is not an ordinary clone, but a race close to a god who has not become a god, created as a test product and deteriorated version because the will of the world believed that the cost of creating a god to fight the invasion of the earth from a demon was too great.

That was how the race called fairies was born.

However, although the fairy was born with that intention, the world realized that it was a 'failure' after creating the fairy, Titania, and throwing it into the world.

Gods who have to deal with demons can build up their divine power by taking as their own the faith and feats gathered by being revered by creatures on earth, but Titania, who was created from the ground instead of the sky to lower the cost, is that. A defective product that cannot convert prayers into divine power even if revered by someone.

So the world-

Recognizing his own failure, he abandoned Titania.

Just as he always did, he neglected other failed works he had made in the past, which are still living their own lives on earth.

Like demonic beasts, ancient beings who have lost their sense of self, and other monsters that do not have enough intelligence to be called humans.

but,

The world just abandoned her, but Titania did not give up on her life, which had just gained her own identity.

Although she realized as soon as she was born that she was a failure and a race created as a degraded version of God, Titania was also born on earth and had the 'will to live' like other living beings.

And the world just left her alone, not caring about what she was trying to do or what she was thinking.

The world's interest is only in creating a point of symmetry that can respond to beings with enormous power to dominate and destroy itself, while the remaining failures are left to scatter across the earth, sustaining their lives, and multiplying to increase their numbers. Because it doesn't interfere with work.

As soon as Titania was born into the world, she settled down in the lake.

About what to do, how to take revenge on the world, and what methods can be used to make oneself, a deteriorated version of a god, closer to a true god.

At such times-

The dwarves came to visit her.

It was really just a coincidence.

The Dwarves, who achieved civilization at an overwhelming speed without using magical power, were clearly strong enough to crush other races with pure power, but thanks to this, the Dwarves turned all other races except themselves into enemies.

So that day, the dwarves were simply climbing the mountain to scout to check the movements of other races that could attack their kingdom.

However, the reason it led to the problem of being the first cornerstone of the subsequent fall of the dwarven kingdom was that it was no one else who discovered Titania left alone on the lakeside -

It was Oberon, the king of the dwarves.

'... who are you?'

Oberon, who climbed the mountain like that, met Titania, a ‘degraded version of God’ created by the world.

And it's not just a deteriorating plate -

It was the fairy Titania, the 'goddess of beauty and love', that the world's will used as a reference to create the deteriorated version.

Sigh-

'... I am Titania. 'It's a fairy.'

At the moment of their first meeting, the dwarves, including Oberon, fell in love with Titania, and Titania also made a quick decision and thought that it would be okay to take advantage of those who had fallen for her.

So what we arrived at was-

In today's words.

Titania seduced Oberon with her beauty and body, was revered by the dwarves as if she were a god, and made her create what she wanted.

Soon, the kingdom of the dwarves was immersed in a fairy named Titania, and Titania continued to command the dwarves, leading them to catastrophe.

Oberon did not want to let Titania go from bed, and the dwarves made rare items and items for her to make in order to see her face at least once more.

When everything was ready, Titania performed the magic she had been preparing for a long time.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo!

'Titania...Titania!'

'Oh, you're Oberon?'

‘Stop it! What are you doing! Titania!!!'

The ground throughout the dwarven kingdom began to shatter, and in the palace where the ceiling collapsed, Titania looked down and greeted Oberon, the king of the dwarves, who had crawled up to her despite losing all her strength.

‘Titania! Why did you betray us?! We gave you everything you wanted!'

Likewise, for the dwarves, it may seem like a sudden one morning, but for Titania, when everything she had planned was finally ready over several decades, she cast a spell and took away the power of all the soil of the dwarf kingdom. .

And Titania put all the 'dwarven souls' in the dwarven kingdom into a deep and wide spring that she asked the dwarves to make because she wanted to see a beautiful view.

In this way, the land of the kingdom died and the dwarves lost their bodies.

But Tinaina wasn't satisfied with that.

Because that was just the beginning.

‘Oberon. Did I tell you once? I will become a god. I want to become a god. The reason I was born was to represent God, so I will do whatever it takes to achieve that.'

'Titania!'

'by the way. Unfortunately, no matter what I do, I guess I, a fairy, can't become a god in this world. Well, I guess that's why the world neglected defective products like me like trash because they knew from the beginning that they couldn't become gods.'

A race called fairies born as a replacement for God.

Even with the help of the dwarves who saved all kinds of things in the world, Titania, a fairy, ultimately failed to become a god.

No matter how many dwarves revered her, she could not change that belief to divine power.

'So, I decided to change my mind.'

So Titania had a different plan.

'If I can't become a god in this world, I can just create a new dimension and become a god there.'

Titania absorbed all the power of the ley lines in the territory of the dwarven kingdom, killed all the dwarven kingdom residents, and put their souls into a spring.

Preparations were already completed before Oberon arrived.

So Titania remains-

He used great magic to become a god.

[Creation Magic –Garden of Eden-]

like that,

Titania created a new world, a new world -

From that day on, the kingdom of the dwarves, who had overwhelmed all other races, disappeared from the original world.

        
            Fairy Titania.

A fairy created to replace God.

A fairy created based on the goddess of beauty and love.

However, because it was a defective product, the fairy was abandoned in the world.

The dwarves discovered her, realized that the power she possessed was the power they needed, and even more, fell in love with her beauty.

And the fairy wanted to become a god, but the fairy could not become a god in the world where she was born.

So she whispered into the ears of the dwarves who admired her -

They prepared to destroy their kingdom with their own hands, and that time finally came.

[Creation Magic –Garden of Eden-]

The power that resided in the vast land of the Dwarven Kingdom fell into the hands of Titania, and the land collapsed, and the cities where the people lived sank and became hidden underground.

All of the kingdom's citizens also died, and their souls were immersed in a huge, deep spring created at Titania's request and became the driving force to create a new dimension.

Soon, the powers that Titania absorbed flowed throughout the Well of Souls on the newly created floating island of Eden and were reborn as ley lines that maintain the dimension. The power she possessed was no longer suppressed by anyone, so when she was first born, It will surpass what the fairies had and reach tens or hundreds of times-

The fairy finally gained god-like power in the dimension she created.

'... success! Success! Oberon! look! I created the world!'

So Titania, who until now had acted like a sweet girl and whispered love into the ears of Oberon and the dwarves, at that moment for the first time in her life was jumping around like a child and boasting to Oberon about her success.

Because I finally achieved my dream.

Because he, who did not become a god, did something that even gods could not do, he created a new dimension and created a world where no one interferes.

She was so happy about that.

So she-

Even as he was acting to achieve all of those things, deceiving the dwarves, and whispering in his ear to be loyal, he smiled brightly as he looked back at Oberon, whom he had actually fallen in love with implicitly.

I want him to celebrate with me that his dream has finally become a reality.

but,

'You devilish bitch.'

'... what?'

'I hate you. Titania. I hate myself for loving you. devil. Devil. An ugly being. You are a person who should not exist in this world. Meeting you like that is the worst misfortune of my life! Titania!!!'

Naturally, Oberon, who lost everything he had, his kingdom, his people, to Titania overnight, had no choice but to hate her.

'...Why are you saying that to me?'

But Titania didn't understand.

First of all, understand. number. None. It was she who was created.

Although Titania did not become a god, she is a race of clones and deterioration of gods, so she has 'the same senses as the gods' when it comes to her perspective on the world.

She was also a fairy who inherited the values of the 'goddess of beauty and love.'

So, she understands that the reason why Oberon, who is crawling on the ground and glaring at her with eyes full of despair and anger, is angry is because she took away the things he had, and if so, now that she has achieved her dream, she can take it back. I moved, thinking I could give it to him.

'what's the problem? Oberon? We love each other. If you have love, you can do anything. Is it because there are no more people to serve us? If it's something like that, I'll make it for you!'

Titania swung her arm once.

Then, her great power, along with part of her soul, was divided into small pieces and spread throughout the Fairy Garden, turning into small fairies, and the fairies became people who pledged loyalty to Titania.

But Oberon's expression did not brighten, so she moved once again.

'Or is it because the cities you worked so hard to build collapsed? That doesn't matter either. Just make a new one. Rather, since this is a world I created, Oberon, you can achieve anything you dreamed of but thought would be difficult to achieve!'

Titania swung her arms once again, and huge crystal trees grew throughout the Fairy Garden, which was clearly Oberon's dream of creating a city of mechanical devices that could self-produce energy and operate permanently without outside help. It was a medium.

However, Oberon's face did not return to the face that loved Titania no matter what she did.

'...Titania.'

'huh! Oberon! 'I'm listening!'

'I... was wrong. 'It's my fault for not informing you properly.'

In the end, the king of the dwarves spoke in a voice so sad that even Titania, who was looking at him, shed tears.

However, to Oberon, the tears of Titania, the perpetrator of all this, only felt more pretentious, and the king of a race only loved her, but lamented himself for not being able to teach her what true love is.

'I loved you, and you probably loved me too, but there was just one thing different between you and me, and I guess what happened now happened because of that difference in perception. Titania. I loved many things besides you. Unlike you, who only loved me, I loved everything, not just you. I loved my people, I loved the city they created, and I also loved the kingdom that all of them came together to form.'

'...'

'Unlike you who only loved me, I love everything equally. loved it Titania You probably thought that all you needed was me. But not to me. Besides you, I loved everything else equally, so I tried to protect them all.'

'... equal?'

'okay. It was equal. I loved you, my kingdom, and my people all equally.'

‘Oberon, are you saying that you just loved me, looking at me with the same eyes as everyone else? I loved you as a special being who could not be changed more than anything else? Are you saying you only loved me that much?! If that's the case - cancel that statement right now!'

'no. It cannot be cancelled.'

'why! 'I'm asking you this!'

'... The reason things ended up like this is because it was my fault for not telling you in detail what I thought of you, as well as what I thought about my kingdom and people. therefore-

From now on, I don't want you to make the same mistake after I disappear.'

'...!!!'

With those words, Oberon's flame of life, saddened by the loss of his people and kingdom that disappeared overnight, began to go out of his own will.

However, Titania, a fairy who had finally succeeded in obtaining the god-like power she so desperately wanted, did not just sit by and watch his soul try to disappear alone, leaving behind abusive words towards her.

'... no. It can't be! Oberon You can't leave me! wake up! You need to stand up and apologize to me! wake up! wake up! I mean, wake up quickly! Oberon!'

Titania brought strength back to Oberon's dying soul.

But Oberon no longer had the will to live.

So Titania was so angry about this that she came to the dying Oberon with only one goal, to get an apology from him by any means necessary -

It was brought back to life as a ‘body that cannot think only one thought at a time.’

That's the story of Titania and Oberon.

However, in the end, Titania actually achieved nothing.

Oberon, who had been brought back to life, was no longer willing to apologize to Titania or take back what he had said, so he was in a state no different from the dead, and Titania had no choice but to imprison the cursed Oberon in the underground palace.

Also, although she created a dimension called Fairy Garden, there was nothing in that dimension other than the people she created by dispersing her power, and the loyalty and faith that the created fairies gave her did not allow her to become a god.

So in the end, she got closer to becoming a god, but failed to become a god, so she called herself the queen of the fairies, and as a way to vent her anger, she made it her entertainment by tormenting humans, whom she considered to be lower creatures compared to the dwarves. The fairies under her also did this. The current Fairy Garden was a direct continuation of her hobby.

...

...

...

She is experiencing extreme pain right now.

In a dimension created by oneself, a place where one can enjoy authority comparable to that of a god.

Titania, who reigned over the dimension of Fairy Garden as the Queen of Fairies, could not admit that she was experiencing this kind of pain at the hands of mere humans.

“... Did you really think I would give up at this point?”

Titania opened her eyes.

To be precise, the eyes had clearly been open for a long time, but the immense pain had caused them to reconnect with the mind and body, which had been dispersing and moving separately.

Then she looked around.

Although the pain of having part of her soul cut off is still extremely painful, Titania, who was born as a clone of God, unlike humans, endured it with miraculous mental strength and opened her eyes to find the humans who made her suffer like this.

However, when Titania, who was finally able to control her seizure, turned her head here and there to pour out her anger on humans, what she found were not humans -

“... Oberon?”

[...]

It was Oberon, lying on one side of the palace in a miserable state, having been hit by numerous magic spells he had wielded while the connection between his body and mind was lost.

“... Oberon. Oberon. no. It shouldn't be like that. You owe me an apology. You can't fall yet.”

And Titania, who saw the flame of his soul dying out again-

[No one... no one can take what I love away from me. No one-!!!]

Wide open!

Oh my gosh!

Flap-!

Whiuuuck!

To express his anger, he used magic to explode a huge burning lily petal in the center of the palace. With the petal, the golden wall surrounding the palace was split in half at once, and he spread his wings and flew up into the sky.

-It was that moment when I was about to fly.

Buuuung-

Sigh!

Whiuuung-!

Kwahiah ahhh!

[Ugh...?!]

In Titania's field of vision, a slightly large black dot seemed to jump from the top of the collapsing wall, cut by lily petals, and the dot gradually got closer, spreading its wings, catching Titania as she was flying into the sky, and slamming her down in the middle of the garden. .

“Are you trying to run away?! But you can't! This garden is your grave from today! So die peacefully. Fairy Titania!”

[Damn... those humans!!!]

When Titania saw Oberon lying dying, she decided to do whatever it took to capture the humans and kill them in the most painful way she could.

Ironically, the one who stopped her was Velir, the first and last cavalryman whom the engineers of the dwarven kingdom that Titania had destroyed had completed until the end, even as they were being engulfed by Titania's hypnosis.

Riding on that shoulder was Lee Lim, a knight of the Empire, a nation formed by the people who lost countless lives because of Gloria's cry, who was moving to capture the first and last fairy Titania.

        
            It's been 13 days since Lee Rim and Gloria left for the Fairy Garden.

Ars Magna fell into the greatest chaos in the entire history of the city's history of continuous growth from the formation of the city.

This is not because the city is weak.

In the first place, Ars Magna is a city created by alchemists, and the beings of alchemists are either doing research that deviates from the direction expected from the magic tower where wizards gather, and do not believe that the research they are doing will bring benefit to the magic tower, or else the aftereffects of the failed experiment will be their own. These are people who voluntarily came out or were kicked out because they were ostracized because they could have too dangerous an influence on the Magic Tower, which is both a laboratory and a residence.

So, in a city with a history of just over a few hundred years, there was a time when a crazy alchemist fell asleep while conducting an experiment, and the entire city was sealed off by a poison that was leaked, and people had to go for treatment for a full month.

It was revealed that the jewels with unusual powers that a merchant entered the city and sold in droves to alchemists were in fact pagans in the western part of the Kingdom Union who were continuously kidnapping people and turning them into soul stones. There was also a pseudo-war between the city guards who were trying to find and retrieve it somehow, and the knights who came from the Kingdom Alliance.

An alchemist was growing a red spider the size of a fingernail, which has an extremely poisonous venom that kills instantly if it stings the skin, and escapes from the workshop and breeds, forcing people to wear thick clothes in the middle of summer until Gloria takes the initiative to cleanse the city. There were times when I had to walk around wearing three layers.

And since similar incidents and worse incidents have been happening at least four times a year in the city of alchemists, a red-haired werewolf who hid in the city's underground waterway captured residents and absorbed their magical power, and the corpses The story of a giant made of walking through the city has long been forgotten by people.

Thanks to this, people living in the city have strong hearts.

This is because many people are scholars to begin with, and if they don't have money and can't ask adventurers to do the work, they go out on their own and collect the materials they want to research, but when they come across big events that happen in the city, they think they've stepped on shit and go their own way. The ones going were the alchemists.

However, even though a fire-breathing cow runs down the street beyond one of the glass windows of the workshop, the alchemists are too busy doing their own research to look outside, but for today, all the residents of Ars Magna come out of their houses and look up at the sky. I'm watching.

That's because the sky in the City of Alchemists is splitting open right now.

Blah blah blah!

“What, what?! What on earth is going on?!”

“Is the dimension distorted? But why?”

However, the appearance of confusion seen by people was a little different from the confusion seen by people living in cities in other kingdom alliances or empires.

Arsmagna is a city where alchemists, wizards, and scholars reside as most of its residents.

In this cramped city of mental patients, even though the research materials and materials they want cost a lot of money to purchase, the only reason they can get what they want quickly and easily is because the merchants visiting the city are large and the logistics are fast. Since most of the people became residents of , the residents of Ars Magna witnessed the phenomenon occurring in the sky even though their lives might be in danger and chose to 'observe' it rather than running away.

And witnessing it all from the highest point in the city -

It was Farewell, looking up at the sky from Gloria's Tower.

“... Has it started?”

Clink!

The sky splits apart.

The space called sky in Farewell's eyes cracks like glass, and some parts break into pieces and fall to the ground.

However, fragments that fell from the sky fell on people's heads, and some fragments even fell from the top of the heads of the people who were watching, as if cutting their bodies straight in half, but no one was hurt.

Hudududududududu-

Cheer up!

Jeeaaaeang!

Cheonggang!

Likewise, the fragments that fell as the sky split were like illusions, and without affecting people, they broke and shattered on the floor and disappeared, showing a glass-like sparkle.

And Farewell, who is watching it all, knows to some extent the cause of the phenomenon that looks like the sky is splitting.

Behind her is an artillery that is making a huge noise as its muzzle is raised towards the sky and its magical energy is charged.

Kiiing!

The morning of the 13th day after Lee Rim and Gloria left for the Fairy Garden.

As soon as Farewell woke up early in the morning, he infused magic into the artillery.

[Artillery of Invasion]

The end of the muzzle of the magic device made by Gloria was aimed at the Fairy Garden.

But that was all Farewell did, and it wasn't her fault that Ars Magna's sky was falling now.

Therefore, the coordinates of the Fairy Garden, which is on the other side of the sky when the sky splits, are always moving fluidly and can only be found by constantly calculating in accordance with the flow of constellations and the unique speed of the Fairy Garden's dimension. Even though Farewell did nothing, Ars Magna's coordinates are The reason why it was clearly visible in the sky-

As the Fairy Queen Titania, the current owner of the Fairy Garden, lost 30% of her power at once, the concealment of the dimension hidden from human eyes was lifted, and part of the dimension was fully revealed to Farewell. Because it is projected and revealed to the world.

Thanks to this, Farewell, who remained in Ars Magna, had no idea what sequence of events was happening on the other side today, the 13th day since the two left, but he used his brain to predict the number on his own and figured out what he could do. I decided to act accordingly and never have any regrets.

“Good. I'm moving. Reigns. Can you help me right now?”

“Let’s do that.”

“Thank you. Please go downstairs and get me what I was making. You don't have to wear gloves like before. It doesn’t matter if you just carry it with your bare hands.”

“Okay.”

Farewell, who was looking at the sky, soon made a decision, and Raines helped him make it.

“Oh, indeed. Look at my mind. Take the key.”

Swish!

widely!

Raines, who soon received the small key Farewell threw, followed her instructions and went downstairs to the floor where the artillery was located.

Although he didn't say it at length, Reigns knows what Farewell is talking about.

“...”

Slam!

She placed her hand on the box containing the jewelry that was on the laboratory table in the middle of the workshop, inserted the key, and easily unlocked the lock.

Then she lifted the neatly folded object inside the box.

“... Really, I wonder if this will help the bishops across the street.”

That's an artifact that Farewell hastily created after finding out that there were dwarves across from the Fairy Garden.

Reigns heard from Farewell that the pink cloak-like clothing was made by cramming together 'all the techniques needed to deal with dwarves', but the folded ceremonial dress in his hand just looks a bit strange for now. All I could think was that.

Even the amount of magical power felt in his hands was not that outstanding, so Raines wondered whether sending it across to the other side would really help Irim and Gloria, who were engaged in their final fight against the fairies.

“... Still, it doesn’t matter. This side just does what it can, doing everything it can.”

However, Reigns soon came to his senses and quickly went upstairs with his formal attire.

Reigns and Farewell both think the same thing.

Those left behind can do whatever they can to help those on the other side.

Rather than making no attempt and regretting it later, once you've done everything you can, you won't have any regrets no matter what the consequences are later.

And the two were acting with absolute faith, like a kind of faith, in their actions, as they were moving with the idea of easing the burden that Lee Rim was carrying, not just a little bit, not to avoid leaving behind regrets.

“...”

Kuuk-

It didn't take long for Raines to place the official dress he had brought up from downstairs in a huge black box and put it into the artillery.

Gulp!

However, Farewell, who was holding the artillery's lanyard, fell into a moment of weakness at the last moment and wondered if he would reach the two people safely if he sent this item across, and if it would really help, or if the fight had already started. I suspected that I was doing something meaningless that would harm something that had already been concluded.

So, just before pulling the lanyard, Farewell said something weak to Reigns.

“... Reigns.”

“Yes.”

“... Is this really, really the right decision?”

And Reigns-

Since she was not one to talk much, she had no choice but to give an answer in her own way when Farewell asked her if she wanted someone to give her a pat on the back.

“I can’t be sure.”

“... Yes. I guess so. Ha ha ha ha ha. I'm sorry.”

“But-”

However, instead, she answered her words again by imitating not herself, but another member of the church who is here now and has never given up until the end.

“-Peria might have said this. ‘What are you hesitating?! Just shoot him!'”

“...”

For a moment, Farewell wondered what he had done wrong.

Her face is always expressionless, and her expression rarely changes, except for occasionally showing emotions of irritation and displeasure.

However, Raines imitated Peria's voice and distorted her perfectly healthy face for a moment, and Farewell, who saw this-

“... Fuhahahahahaha! Hahahahaha! Oh, I'm sorry! I tried to hold back, but it was so similar to Peria! But when I see it on your face, I can't stand it anymore... Hahahahaha! I-I’m sorry-!”

“...”

I burst into laughter and rolled around on the spot.

Farewell, who had been laughing for a long time in front of the artillery, clutching his stomach and threatening to drop the lanyard in his hand, finally came to his senses.

“Haha, hahahaha... Hoo-! okay! Peria would have said that!”

“... If you come to your senses, stop shooting now.”

“Ah, okay. So, why don’t you lighten up your expression...?”

In the end, after laughing for a long time, Farewell realized that he had made a mistake when he saw Reigns, who had been trying to cheer him up but had become a laughing stock, looking at him with a cold expression, and tightened his grip on the lanyard. .

“Yes. Why would you hesitate? Do it. If you commit it, Mr. Bishop and Gloria will take care of everything no matter what happens.”

Farewell, who had made up his mind like that, gripped the lanyard, closed his eyes, and took a long breath.

Suuup-

...

...

...

flinch!

“... Reach it~!!!”

Slam!

Kwaaa!!!

As Raines flinched, covering his ears as he watched Farewell open his eyes, the lanyard was pulled, and at the same time, the Artillery of Invasion powerfully launched the huge black box loaded inside of him towards the Fairy Garden. fired.

        
            Everyone here must have noticed it subconsciously.

I.

Gloria.

Hollow.

Titania.

And Oberon too.

This is the last moment of this fight.

The final battle began when Titania, whose soul had been cut out, finished glowing and flew up into the sky, and I, riding on a jet-black cavalry, caught her and slammed her into the center of the palace.

So, for those of us who have prepared for the final battle, the key to victory that we have gained at the end of the past 13 years is the cavalry that I am riding now.

We all had little magical energy left, and even in such a situation, Gloria had spent all of her time preparing for the last year to be able to deal with Titania reliably.

The name of that weapon is-

Cavalry Belir.

I thought that the Steel Giant Soldier, which was probably created by the Dwarven Kingdom's most prominent scholars and engineers, must be the final masterpiece to complete the picture of this fight.

“ Search!!! Damn fairy bastard-!!!”

Wow!

Quaddduk!

And I'm standing on the trooper's shoulder, watching as the trooper swings his arm, grabs Titania, and slams his fist into the ground, dragging it like a plow, smashing the floor again and again.

'Oh really, it's such a shame. 'Because Velir is not something I can go in and control.'

Unfortunately, Velir was different from the robots I knew, as it did not have a cockpit, commonly referred to as a cockpit.

A thing that can move autonomously is a weapon similar to a golem that, when magical power is infused into it, it sympathizes with the consciousness of the owner of that magic power and moves in response to the owner's will.

When I tell them to punch, they push forward, and when I tell them to run, they run, but other than that, even if I don't concentrate on simply giving an order, if I run with the abstract idea that I have to surround someone, the cavalry will automatically go to the rear of the surrounded target. A weapon with excellent interpretation capabilities that even blocks the opponent's path.

At the end of the fight, Gloria filled Velir with magic power to just before the limit, and if she made him fill up the rest just a little bit at the end, she made sure that the person who gave the last magic power would be recognized as the owner.

So thanks to this, I was able to move freely as I wanted and aim for Titania just by riding on Velir's shoulder.

One thing that is really, really disappointing is that since Velir was created by dwarven engineers, it was a weapon that was powered by a power that had a completely different nature from the original magic power, so even though Gloria filled it with magic power to the limit, its efficiency deteriorated to the limit. It is said that you can actually move it only for a few minutes.

'Still, I feel grateful when I think that putting diesel in a gasoline car doesn't cause it to break down, but rather keeps it running.'

So, within this limited time to activate Velir, I am working hard to make Velir move with the idea that I must somehow neutralize Titania's power as much as possible and put an end to it.

but,

Titania was going through a lot more pain than we expected, as part of her soul had been shattered, but she was making us suffer.

Kwagwagwagwagwagwang!

[Keuuu! Get out of my way! A damn lump of scrap metal!!!]

Flash!

Couuuck!

Tilt-!

Velir, who was holding Titania with one hand and repeatedly plowing the floor, was hit by a huge ice spear, a magic shot by Titania who had barely come to her senses, and was pushed back.

'shit. How much strength do you still have left?!'

Previously, when the meteorite summoned by Hollow's magic was falling, even though Oberon was there, he was almost pushing the meteorite away with his own strength, but what Titania achieved was enough power to push Velir away with magic.

Even though Velir, who was hit by that attack, didn't even have a single scratch on his chest, both of them thought that it was amazing, but if magic similar to that came out again and targeted Velir, the story would be different.

Whilick!

Papa papa pap!

“... Damn it! There are so many!”

Titania, who had barely escaped Velir's grasp, swung her arm and summoned dozens of ice spears that had broken the cavalry's stance a moment ago. The moment I saw them, I jumped off Velir's shoulder and used the cavalry as a shield.

Hududududududu-

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!

“... What?”

However, contrary to what was expected, the ice spear attacked Velir and broke his posture in an attempt to crush me. Instead, it deflected the cavalry and fell into the ground around it.

Then Titania-

[Rise up. Flower of ice.]

“... Damn. Is there enough room left to cheat?”

Blah blah blah!

They tried to 'bloom' the ice spear stuck in the ground, trap me inside an ice prison from which I could never escape, and tear me to pieces.

but-

Boom!

[Holy Ark of Acacia Tree]

Quad duddduk!!!

[Ugh...! Another talent-!!!]

Immediately, the Holy Arks that came towards me swinging the Orca Sword surrounded my body tightly, and I ended up being trapped between the ice chunks, avoiding being instantly killed by the rapidly blooming ice spears.

Plus,

“You made a mistake by targeting me, not the cavalry.”

... Boom!

[what-]

Titania, who appears to have no knowledge of Velir, simply saw that the jet-black cavalry first appeared on my shoulder and thought it could only move when I touched it. However, in the first place, Velir interpreted my intentions and was a cavalry that moved on its own. So he stretched out his arms towards the queen floating in the sky,

Geek!

That arm was not the right arm that initially grabbed Titania and ground it to the ground, but was brought from Ars Magna by Gloria-

It was the left arm equipped with the 'Atmo Spear', a product of Razael's handicraft that even shattered Deshade's armor.

[Atmo Sphere]

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

[Kuhuhhh...?!]

Whiuuung-

Couuuck!

A black bottle storage unit mounted on the left arm to match Velir's size.

'good. It definitely worked!'

Titania's body, which was pierced by the huge topaz spear that came out from there, was clearly completely cut off from the upper torso to the lower body while I was watching, and even Titania, who was trying to reconstruct her body with her magic immediately after being attacked, was completely destroyed by the topaz in that moment. Due to the soul-shrinking power of the spear, the body was instantly reorganized and destroyed 10 more times before being blown away due to a belated physical shock.

Coo!

Quad deuk!

[Ker ... big ... big ... huh ...

Titania then went crazy and stood on top of one of the fallen palace pillars that had fallen diagonally in the middle of the garden. Although she was in pain, Titania raised her arms towards the cavalry and me again.

but-

During the brief period when Titania focused all of her attention on the suddenly popped out cavalry and me, who was manipulating it, there were two people who were able to take advantage of it and move quietly separately.

“Finally, I got it.”

“...”

Sigh!

[Ugh...?!]

Quad deud deuk!

While I was somehow avoiding instant death by wrapping Gloria's Holy Ark around my body, Gloria and Hollow appeared from behind Titania, who was standing on the pillar of the palace that had fallen diagonally on the floor, and restrained her.

“Gloria We have to finish now. The magic power contained in Velir was almost completely exhausted at the point where it was forced to block the Ice Spear and activate the Topaz Spear.”

“I know.”

Gloria appeared from behind Titania, who was standing on a fallen pillar, and grabbed the guy's neck, and a broom with a tired look on her face, who squeezed out the last of her magical power and helped Gloria hide in the shadows of the palace and move secretly without Titania's notice. A hollow is riding on the lantern and squeezing out the last bits of flame from the dim lantern.

[Raison d'Etre]

Grrr!

Soon, the flame from the Hollow's lantern swept across the floor of the garden, melting the ice prison that had imprisoned Velir, and this time, Gloria used her secret magic to disintegrate Titania's body and soul.

Click-click-click-click-

Four magic squares with countless letters engraved in them reappear in the air surrounding Gloria and Titania.

[K...Ugh!]

Even if you try to use “, there is no solution. I spent a lot of time trying to kill you, and because you looked down on us, you didn't try to develop any powers other than the ones you were born with.”

Titania struggled, but the fairy queen, whose neck was held by Gloria's hand, could not use any strength.

Around Gloria, in addition to the magic square, the ribbon-shaped artifacts that were always tied to her hair formed a circle, each illuminating its own light, a color that was twice as much as the one the fairies had poured out on me, and to my eyes, it was just an LED. Dozens of rings that emit the same light actually have the power to distort the magic used by fairies by Gloria from their very roots, making Titania unable to use magic.

'... it's okay. No matter who ends it, as long as you see the end-'

And with the help of the Hollow, I barely escaped from the prison of ice and walked in front of Velir. Even though I offered to become a sword to cut down fairies for Gloria, I felt sorry for not being of much help and stood on a high pillar. After watching the four people-

That's three. yes, not name. When he realized that it was a name, he opened his eyes wide and screamed.

“... HOLLOW!!!”

What I shouted at that moment was the witch's name.

Witch Hollow Eve.

Her role in this fight is-

The task is to thoroughly mark Oberon, the king of the dwarves.

So, there was a reason why I called out Hollow's name out of the two people who were looking down on Titania while restraining her on the pillar.

“...!!!”

Whilick-

And the Hollow also read my intention in urgently shouting out his name in less than 0.1 second, and immediately turned around, squeezing out the remaining magical energy -

Kwaaang!

Cheer up!

“... Chiit-!”

Wow!

Whiiing-!

Kwaaang!

[...Oberon!]

Oberon, who was approaching as if a ghost had appeared behind the other two people on the slanted pillar, struck Hollow's lantern with the tip of the shotgun, shattering it, and drove his iron fist into her face, sending her down the pillar. I dropped it.

Slam!

[hahahahahahahaha! okay! Shoot it! Oberon! End this damn human being!!!]

“... I never thought a variable like this would arise.”

The king of the dwarves appeared to save the fairy, hiding his own existence by using the power of his armor to protect her until the end, even though he was beaten without being able to resist the magic that Titania wielded due to extreme pain.

As soon as he recovered himself, the first thing he did was to raid the back of the Hollow, which still had magical power, and succeed in eliminating her. The muzzle of Oberon's gun was now pointed at Gloria, who was holding the fairy's neck following Titania's orders.

So, the situation quickly turns around and Titania is happy with a maniacal smile, and Gloria is now aware that she has used all the cards she had prepared to prepare for Oberon's shotgun, so the moment Oberon pulls the trigger, she A look of sadness appeared on my face because I foresaw that it would be shattered like this.

[...]

[... Oberon?! What are you doing! Shoot! Shoot them quickly!]

“...?”

However, contrary to expectations, Oberon's gun did not fire when it was aimed at Gloria's head, and it was at that time when Titania screamed and Gloria also felt puzzled.

... coo-

But in the end, Oberon, who cannot disobey Titania's orders, will pull the trigger, and Gloria will be unable to move and will be killed by Oberon at that desperate moment -

... pyuuu...

“... Huh?”

Gloria, Titania, Oberon, Hollow, who had just come back to his senses after falling to the ground, and I had just escaped from under the cavalry and were facing each other. We all raised our heads at the sound of a loud sound.

And we-

“... Isn’t that falling vertically?”

Piyuuu her-!!!

“... That's right. Fuck.”

Kwahiah ahhh!

In the middle of the palace garden, an unknown 'black ship' fell from the sky and smashed into the center of the pillar where the three people were sitting. With the sound of crashing down, we on the battlefield heard the pillar shattering. Everyone bowed their heads, covered in dust.

        
            Piyuuung-

Kwahiah ahhh!

'What the hell came flying in?'

Be aware of the situation.

A black ship flew from the sky.

At first glance, the last thing I saw just before the collision was an object that resembled a case for storing musical instruments, and in terms of size, it was roughly the size of a huge travel carrier bag, falling like a meteor and hitting the area where we were.

Thanks to this, the pillar that stood at an angle in the middle of the palace was completely shattered, and after Oberon, Gloria, and Titania, who were standing on top of the pillar, were scattered, the dust was so thick that it was difficult to understand the situation.

However, even in such situations, one thing can be certain.

'thank god. I'm really glad. I don't know what it was, but that object definitely gave Gloria an opportunity to escape.'

The situation a moment ago was truly hopeless, and since I was far away from the hollow and the pillar that had fallen to the floor, I was unable to save Gloria no matter what I did.

There was nothing the Hollow could do as it had little magical power left and was staggering from the shock of being hit by Oberon, and the only long-range attack I had from far away was throwing the sword I was holding, but no matter how quickly I made the decision, I couldn't keep my finger on the trigger. It was ridiculously insufficient to stop Oberon, who would end it all if he pulled it.

So, if the black ship crossing the sky that was starting to get brighter had not hit the pillar where everyone was gathered, or if Oberon had pulled the trigger even a little faster, the shotgun would have gone off and Gloria would have died for sure.

What comes to mind later is that even though she devoted 13 years to it, it may have been too reckless for Gloria to go to the front line.

In the first place, alchemists are not people who fight from the front.

Alchemists are people who are more like scholars than wizards.

Even if those wizards are simply referred to as wizards, not all of them go to the battlefield, but only wizards who have accumulated expertise in attack magic go to the battlefield as battle wizards, while the rest remain confined to the magic tower. This is even worse when Gloria, an alchemist, goes directly to the front lines. It's crazy to step forward.

Fortunately, the reason why all of Gloria's attacks and defenses against Titania have been carried out smoothly and even overwhelmingly is because of the knowledge she has accumulated so far after spending more than 10 years in the Fairy Garden with the sole intention of killing the fairy. This was possible because we were prepared.

So, even if she has achieved a level where no one can catch her in the fight against fairies, what did Gloria do in the first place against the attacks of Oberon, a dwarf who almost destroyed the civilization itself achieved by other races other than fairies? It was impossible to defend herself directly no matter how hard she tried, and it was certain that she would never have been able to withstand the shotgun blast fired by Oberon at a time when all the artifacts that were supposed to barely block two or three attacks were lost.

So what we need from now on is-

Recognition of the battlefield, where the confrontation has ended in vain and the enemy's appearance is completely obscured.

'Let's think about it. Let's imagine. How is the war going?'

Hwaaa

The battlefield was a situation where vision was obscured by the dust floating in the air at a high density, and the condition of the five senses was not very good.

So I immediately tried to think of how all the beings on the battlefield who had fallen from the pillars were moving after the unexpected collision of the black ship.

'... no. no. I don't have time for that now. It's not a good situation to think about all the what-ifs.'

However, he soon corrected the wrong judgment he had made.

There is not enough information and there are too many variables.

It is absolutely impossible to predict where everyone would have fallen after the pillar was shattered.

Even if I try to move assuming the possibility that there is a Hollow or Gloria near Oberon, or that Oberon and Titania are together and the two of them are scattered, or that one of Oberon and Titania may have fallen close to me, , there are many options, but since there is an absurd lack of evidence to choose the correct answer from them, what needs to be prioritized is -

It was not a fantasy-like reasoning created by just thinking about it, but a collection of information that had to be acquired directly using one's body or the equipment one had.

'What is needed now is the acquisition of information. And now I have to do it in a way other than the five senses that have become useless due to the dust, and if there is a detection method using something other than the five senses I have... there is. I have it. There is a technology that can obtain the necessary information in a situation like now where you can't see...!'

Eventually, what came to mind was a detection method that could obtain the desired information using the 'tool' I had, rather than the now useless pupil attached to the head.

So, as soon as I thought of that in my head, I reflexively held the sword in reverse and slammed it into the ground.

cook!

[Leben]

... Paaa!!!

Threads of refined magical power were stretched out in all directions without hesitation and began to detect everything that was moving.

'hurry! fast...! Time is given equally to everyone. If you fall behind in the same flow of time, it will lead to defeat...!'

Even though enough time has passed that the stones rolling on the floor due to the shock wave of the collapse have not yet stopped, there are no ordinary humans in this fight anymore.

The current fight requires a reaction speed fast enough to split a second in half and then split that half in half again.

So, I quickly sheathed my sword and stretched out the thread of magic.

Then, what I felt from the thread of magic that had not even stretched out very far was-

Crackling!

'good. First of all, there is one person. I don't know who it is, but there is definitely one person right in front of me.'

The fact that there is someone right in front of me, three steps ahead, at close range.

The problem is that, at my current level, even though the magic thread was stretched out wide and something was caught there, I couldn't know exactly who it was.

There are currently a total of 5 enemies on this battlefield, including me.

Excluding me from that, the total number of beings on the battlefield is 4, so the probability that what is in front of you is an enemy or an ally is 50/50.

'... no. It's not 50/50. First of all, this is absolutely not Titania. 'The opponent in front of me doesn't have that much magical power.'

But I thought that for a moment, and I thought that if the thing in front of me was Titania, there was no reason why I wouldn't have felt the overwhelming magic of the fairy queen before unleashing Leven, even though she had come up to close range.

In fact, the remaining thread of magic that spread out to Leven stretched farther, passing the person in front of me, and I succeeded in detecting that Titania, who still possessed a huge amount of magic, was located near the right inner wall of the palace, a long way away from my position.

That means that the identity of the being in front of me with only a very small amount of magical power is-

‘Not even Gloria. Then it's either Hollow or Oberon... Holy shit. It's 50/50 again. Then who are you?'

Excluding Gloria, who still has some magic power to spare, when the erasure method is used, it must inevitably be seen as either Oberon or Hollow.

and,

Hwaaah...

The dust cleared for a moment, and I could barely see the red glow of a single eye shining through it -

“...!!!”

Swish!

Kaaa!

I immediately pulled out the magic sword that had been stuck on the floor and swung it, and Oberon blocked it by inserting my sword into the joint of the hatchet attached to the end of the shotgun.

Giggigigigigig!

“Damn it! Still, I had some expectations! There was a 50% chance! It was half and half!”

It wasn't good.

Luck and circumstances.

I cannot defeat Oberon.

My job is to kill Titania.

It is Hollow who must take charge of Oberon.

However, the problem is that the secret magic that Hollow had prepared had already expired due to the fact that he and Gloria had endured it together a little while before I came, and Oberon's magic power was consumed earlier than expected.

Geek!

Kaaaang!

Whilick-

Quaaa!

At the end of a struggle, we bounced our weapons away from each other, then I turned my sword around and thrust forward, and Oberon fired his gun where my head was.

Quad deuk!

Fortunately, the sword got stuck in the guy's body.

Oberon had repeatedly received with his own body the various combinations of attack magic that Hollow had designed just for him, and had lost all of the gold he was wearing by Titania, who had wielded her power at random due to the pain of having part of his soul shattered. The armor was cracked and shattered here and there.

So, feeling that the guy's condition was not very good, I plunged the magic sword into the golden armor, which seemed to have lost its luster, and threw the sword away and kicked the guy away, widening the distance.

bang!

Cheeek...

“... Did Titania's strength weaken significantly due to her luminescence?”

At the same time, hope sprouted.

I felt that the victory had not yet completely disappeared due to the attack just a moment ago.

When the magical sword entered the body, it did not feel like the sword was being inserted into dead, squishy meat, but rather the feeling of stabbing something that was definitely alive.

The guy's strength was also much weaker, so if he had been in a head-on collision with his sword and axe before, Oberon would have pressed me down, but even though it was just a few seconds ago, his balance was clearly maintained in a tight state.

Stumble-

Above all, its movements now seemed difficult.

[...]

Geek-

ping!

...Slap.

A guy who stumbles forward with a magic sword stuck in his body, moves his arms unnaturally to eject shell casings, and reloads his shotgun.

However, even though his body cannot move normally, he persistently acts as if he must perform his role at all costs, just like before.

so-

As long as he made those moves, I could predict what he would do next, and the next, and the next.

'... right!'

Slam!

Quaaa!

'Next... towards the bridge!'

Slam!

Kwaaang!

'good. Everything is as expected. Then, I just need to keep moving like this while avoiding direct hits...!'

Since he was unable to hold the shotgun with both arms and aim because the magic sword I had planted in the very center of his body was in the way, I predicted the direction of the gun's muzzle in advance, estimated the range of the bullets I had hit countless times, and ran around him. Move around and hide behind the remains of the pile of stones and keep moving.

After continuing to distance myself like that, I-

Crackle, clang, clank!

“Hollow!”

“... Are you a bishop?”

I was able to approach the disgraced Hollow, who was leaning against the back of a black box that had been proudly planted on the ground, smashing the place where the pillar had been a while ago.

“... Damn. Blood-”

“It’s okay. Rather, please help me restore my vision... somehow.”

Hollow was bleeding from her head, blood running down her forehead and into her eyes, blinding her.

However, even though Hollow asked him to help her recover her vision, her face was in such a serious state that it seemed unlikely that just wiping it with her sleeve would make any difference, and Oberon was aiming his shotgun at her again.

'shit. Above all else, focus on taking care of and avoiding Hollows-'

flutter~

“... Huh? Paper?”

However, as I was looking in the direction of Oberon's gun, my eyes immediately fell on the black box that Hollow was leaning against, and as I looked away from the confrontation with him, a note popped out from inside through a slightly opened gap, and the note fell to the ground by itself. As it fell and unfolded, I was able to see the familiar handwriting written there.

[Alchemists do not modify recipes once they are written down. So, you two shouldn’t even think about coming back until you finish your work properly.]

“... Is it fairwell?”

I don't know why.

Why Farewell thought of sending this black ship to us using the Artillery, or what kind of situation he had assumed, was completely unpredictable.

“... Okay.”

However, I actively tried to use this black ship sent by Farewell as a 'masterpiece' to return the battlefield, where the balance of power was tilted to one side, to our advantage.

Ham stood between Gloria and Oberon.

It is a sturdy ship that fell like a meteor from high in the sky and hit the ground without a single scratch.

That means that the item inside this black box is something that Farewell made in the hope that it would reach us even if it meant using this extremely sturdy box.

Slam!

“In that case, there’s nothing you can’t use as a shield!”

Kwaaang!

At the same time, I thought that the ship was strong enough to withstand a few hits even if it were Oberon's shotgun, so I immediately opened the ship's lid wide and slammed it into the ground to use as a shield -

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

At the moment when I opened the ship wide, surrounded the hollow, and hid behind it, Oberon aimed the loaded shotgun precisely at the black ship and fired.

        
            Slam!

Peeing...

Without even thinking about pulling out the magical sword stuck in his body, Oberon ejected the shotgun shell with an uncomfortable movement and finished reloading.

[...]

Geek-

He raised the shotgun again with one arm and pointed the gun at the motionless prey, me and Hollow, who were hidden behind the black ship -

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Kagagagagagagagagagag!!!

“Good. Success!”

Surprisingly, the black ship deflected all the bullets fired by Oberon and protected me and Hollow from the gun's muzzle.

I was really glad that my prediction was correct.

It was a ship sent here aboard the Artillery of Invasion, and as Farewell put into it the items he wanted to safely deliver to us at all costs, the ship's strength is such that even if it were Oberon's bullets, it could easily be used two or three times. My prediction that I thought I could prevent it.

Thanks to this, Oberon may have fired his gun with the intention of crushing us entirely with the black ship, but contrary to his expectations, the ship held on despite taking all the bullets head-on, and I have now somehow succeeded in overcoming one crisis. So, from now on, I decided to help Hollow recover his sight.

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Kagagagagagagagagak!!!

Fortunately, Oberon's current physical condition is not normal, so instead of rushing forward with the hatchet attached to the shotgun, he fires the gun several times on the spot, probably thinking about destroying the black ship, so he does not move from his spot, so there is enough time. did.

And as soon as I was out of danger, my head started spinning, and I immediately thought of a way to restore the sight of the Hollow whose face was completely soaked in blood.

As the time I spent in the Fairy Garden was 13 days, which is equivalent to 13 years, I had completely forgotten it until a little while ago, but as soon as I remembered Ham's familiar handwriting, Farewell's letters, and her presence, I was immediately able to recall it.

Among the items I currently have, it is the only one that contains 'liquid', so it is much more effective in wiping the blood from a hollow's eye than a pointless piece of dry cloth like a sleeve.

“... Hollow!”

“I’m listening.”

“... First of all, I've never sprayed it in my eyes, so it might sting when it goes in, so just endure it.”

“Yes?”

So, out of courtesy, and no matter how things turn out later, since she asked me to restore her vision first, before hearing Hollow's answer, I moved my body and placed my hand on the pouch on her thigh -

Tootuk!

“... I will spray it.”

“What do you mean?”

Sigh!

“Ugh-?!”

Just like that, I took the 'Camatrin' I took out of the pouch, smashed the syringe, and sprayed the contents into Hollow's eyes.

And at the same time she reacted in surprise to the unknown liquid that had been sprayed into her eyes, I started mercilessly rubbing her bloody eyes with my sleeve.

Beep beep beep beep beep beep!

“Now, wait...! It hurts, does it hurt-... It hurts, you bastard!!!”

Wow!

In the end, after rubbing her face for a long time, when her sleeves were getting hot, Hollow reflexively slapped me on the cheek and backed away, but the only way she was able to escape was to the end of the ship where the bullets were not raining down.

“Haa...haa...haa...”

Thing!

Thanks to that, after spraying camatrin on his eyes and wiping them diligently, Hollow began to see again.

However, after living up to her expectations, I ended up getting scolded by Hollow.

“Is this your usual revenge? yes? Was I that annoyed?”

“Ah, no, I made it because I thought it was a really reasonable decision...”

“... Anyway, thank you. And it seems that the medicine helps to some extent in recovering magical power.”

The witch, Hollow Eve, immediately expressed her gratitude after getting angry and said that she had recovered her magic power to use magic two or three more times.

I didn't know much about it because I always used Camatrine mainly for doping purposes to enhance physical abilities, but it seems that Camatrine also had the effect of recovering a small amount of magical energy.

But the problem came after that.

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Kwazizig!

Oberon's shotgun slowly approached the black ship that was protecting us, firing suppressive fire to prevent us from going outside the ship, and the ship's hinges were shattered.

“Damn... Hollow! Is there any way?!”

“... Don't rush me! Although it is said that magic power has been recovered, it is really just enough magic power to use a few not-so-great spells! We need to use it as efficiently as possible!”

Soon, I was leaning on one side of the divided ship, and Hollow was leaning on the other side, checking the situation again.

“... Gloria!”

“... Tsk! The situation isn't that good over there either.”

Hollow and I took advantage of Oberon's slow approach toward us to reload his shotgun, so we stuck our heads out and looked behind him. We could see Gloria and Titania in the distance, completely opposite from where we were. came in

If we were to sum up the situation of Gloria and Titania, who, unlike our side with Hollow and Oberon, are the only two people confronting each other, in one word -

worst.

[Damn human! You will not be killed gracefully! I will keep you alive and keep you alive and make you feel pain for eternity!!!]

“Fuck you! Damn fairy bastard!”

Doo doo doo doo doo doo-

Pachang!

Cheer up!

Quad deuk!

Gloria no longer had the means to attack Titania using artifacts, so she was only engaging in hand-to-hand combat, using the artifacts for defense surrounding her body to block the countless magic pouring in, but the artifacts that had been protecting her body until now were also fighting. As soon as they block Titania's magic one by one, they are slowly falling apart and reaching their limit.

The fact that Oberon was not firing his shotgun at Gloria, but was only coming towards us and attacking us was a judgment he made because he was confident that Titania would not be killed by Gloria, even for the guy who finished understanding the situation first.

'... Damn it. 'What should I do?'

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Slam!

Kwahiah ahhh!

Quad deuk!

In such a situation, I had to move behind the ship, which was starting to collapse, perhaps because it had been hit by too many bullets, with the thought that I had to take down Velir, who had completely lost all of his energy due to the fight with Titania, with the thought that it would be a good fight, and use that to take Oberon away. It was a time when I was wondering if I should give it a try.

“...”

“Hollow. Please give me your opinion on what to do-”

“...”

“...Hollow?”

On the other side, there was a Hollow hiding in a half-box, already wearing skimpy clothes, but he was also dressed in rags from the aftermath of a series of fights, and was holding something in his hand.

At first glance, it looked like ‘clothes’.

However, it is not an ordinary piece of clothing, but rather an item called an robe that is worn by wizards who seem to have some level of knowledge in the magic they are studying.

'Is that what was in the box?'

However, at best, it is clothing that wizards usually wear for fighting, but rather to show off their achievements when meeting people outside and to have a functional beauty that makes their daily lives more efficient. Why would a Hollow be like that? I couldn't tell if he was staring intently.

However, contrary to what I thought, it seems that the armor found inside the half-box in which Hollow was hiding did not appear that way.

“... Lee Rim.”

“Ah, yes.”

“Is it your friend who sent this?”

“Uh, you could probably say that. It must have been made by an alchemist named Farewell, that is, a person from our side in the other world. ... maybe.”

When Hollow asked where the clothes came from, I answered that they were probably made by Farewell in the other world.

Sigh-

“I see. If so, please tell that person later that you created something great.”

With a smile of pure reverence that I have never seen in the past six years, she opened the formal attire and wrapped it around her body, asking me to express my gratitude to the craftsman named Farewell who made the ceremonial attire that does not exist here.

Flap!

Sigh!

She put one arm in, and the other arm as well. The dress she was wearing happened to be pink, so in my opinion, the hollow, which had light pink weasel ears and tail the same color as her hair, was transformed into a complete weasel. It gave the impression that I had ordered it and-

“Thanks to the clothes made by this alchemist, we won.”

The Hollow seemed to just bend its knees-

...Tap!

Whirly lick-

... Paaa!

I kicked my feet and straightened my knees as hard as I could, and at the same time, the figure of the Hollow disappeared, and a belated sound of breaking air was heard.

and,

As the palace collapsed, the Hollow began to rotate at incredible speeds, leaving behind a pink trail.

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-!!!

All the eye can catch is the pink trail left by the hollow as it moves at high speed.

It was the same for me, Gloria, and Titania, who only followed the trail that appeared after she had already passed by.

There was only one person who responded immediately.

[...]

Click!

As soon as the Hollow began to accelerate, Oberon fired a shotgun and changed it to a crossbow.

“That’s right. That's how it should be.”

The Hollow, who passed me for a moment while circling the collapsed palace at high speed, finished what he was doing, leaving only a single sound.

Pot!

Sigh!

like that,

The movement of the Hollow, which was moving at high speed, stopped.

She stopped in midair.

To be precise, the place where she stopped was above the three-dimensional magic circle that surrounded the palace in the shape of a dome, which the Hollow had created in an instant, leaving behind a pink trail.

...Keee!

Standing on a three-dimensional magic circle made up of complex pink trails reminiscent of a glass greenhouse in a botanical garden, Hollow spoke while looking down at Oberon.

“Please stop it. Oberon. If you don't stop it, Titania will die.”

The magic circle is aimed at Titania.

[What an unthinkable sound...!]

And when Titania saw that, she quickly tried to get away from the scene, but-

Sigh!

[Ugh...?!]

“Hahahahaha...! Where! You can’t just run away!”

[Damn humans... only humans!]

Gloria, who had already closed the distance from Titania, activated the remaining artifacts and succeeded in restraining Titania once again with all her arms and legs wrapped around the fairy's body.

[...!!!]

Slam!

Kiiing!

Thump thump thump thump thump-

Then, Oberon, who saw this, concentrated the power he had seen many times before into his crossbow and started running towards Titania to protect her.

and,

In a situation where Titania and Gloria overlapped, there was no way the Hollow would have targeted her in the first place.

Sigh-

Hey!

When Oberon took Titania hostage, he started running to protect her.

“Of course. I thought you would eventually move to protect Titania.”

Hollow looked at Oberon like an extremely evil villain, quickly changed the direction of the magic circle, and fired it at Oberon.

[Farewell Signature – Technical Logic-]

[Fabius Impact]

Kwaaa!!!

like that,

The magic of a Hollow wearing formal attire created by Farewell, a homunculus who is the supreme legacy and treasure of the alchemists created by one man's persistence, was shot towards Oberon, and in order to intercept it almost at the same time, he stopped in place and raised his crossbow towards the Hollow. Oberon, who aimed and fired-

Deeply-

[!!!]

Kwahiah ahhh !!!

The concentration of energy fired from the crossbow was simply pierced by a pink ray fired from the very center of the three-dimensional magic circle, creating a large hole in the body.

[...cough-]

Grumbling-

For Hollow and Gloria, the first time they heard Oberon's voice came along with the sound of vomiting blood.

... Boom!

However, this time, Oberon, who was truly wounded by the Hollow's magic, only knelt on one knee and did not fall.

[...]

Jijijik-

Oberon, who had a huge hole in his body, got up again and started walking despite dropping his weapon, and he began to approach Titania, who was being restrained by Gloria.

That's persistence.

Oberon is now in a state where he can no longer continue the fight.

That was the reason Oberon did not move even though I was approaching Gloria and Titania, and the Hollow also stayed still without preparing for the second shot while riding on the pink magic circle.

Anyone could see that it was difficult for Oberon to even maintain its existence any longer.

Jeopuk-

But he walked to the end.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Even though I dragged my legs, I walked to the end.

widely.

[...Titania.]

The dwarf finally reached the fairy who was restrained by Gloria, stopped, and called the fairy's name.

[Oberon.]

And as Titania looks at Oberon, whose body has irreparable wounds, it is not until the last moment that the curse placed on him by the fairy is lifted -

[sorry. Titania. That I couldn't teach you how to love things other than myself.]

... Shake it off!

After leaving his last words, he fell to the floor and lost his breath.

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Falling on Oberon's body, which no longer regenerates and even the soul that was tied to the body until the end has begun to cool down,

“Oberon. Why, why until the very end do you... say only what you want to say and then eventually leave my side...?”

These were tears of despair and regret from Titania, who had lost the will to fight with us anymore.

        
            The fight is over.

Lying on the floor is Oberon's body.

dead body.

It really is a corpse.

Even when I stabbed him with my sword, all I could feel was that I was stabbing him into a piece of dead meat, and even though he burned and froze countless times due to the magic of the Hollow, he still walked around unharmed, showing a terrifying appearance.

The guy who was coming towards us as if he was going to tell us what a true king is in order to literally destroy civilization and us is lying on the floor.

The single-eyed glow on his helmet no longer felt any power, his golden armor was completely shattered, and the shotgun that his finger had always been on the trigger of was far away.

“...”

“...”

gulp!

Nevertheless, I, who stood in front of him, and the Hollow who was riding on top of him, surrounding the completely collapsed sky of the palace with a dome-shaped magic circle, were wary of him until the end.

This could also be a ploy to seize an opportunity.

Since Oberon is the one who can be controlled by the fairy who has toyed with humans countless times, I thought that he could make us off guard by making a will and acting out his will, and then as if he never did before, he could rise up again and try to crush us. .

but,

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Actually, both I and Harlow know.

Oberon is definitely dead.

At least the tears the fairy is shedding now are not fake tears.

It's just that the power that Oberon showed until the last moment of the fight and the fear that was planted inside Hollow were displayed even after Oberon's death, making him cautious until the end.

And in such a strange confrontation-

Now there is evidence to confirm Oberon's death and the end of the fight.

...Whaaa

The white soul comes out of Oberon's body in the form of powder and is absorbed into the sword.

The man's soul flowed into the magic sword I had inserted into his body, and began to accumulate in my soul vessel.

Disparate forces.

A new feeling of horsepower that makes me wonder if it should be called power rather than horsepower.

'Tsk...! I'm glad I always took the medicine Farewell gave me. 'I almost got in big trouble.'

It was absorbed into the soul sword along with Oberon's soul, and once again, I felt like my soul was about to crack again as I accepted the limit of power that a human soul vessel can accept, but fortunately, even after coming here, Gloria continued to do so. Thanks to the yellow pills made by me, I didn't have any major problems.

And I could feel it instinctively.

Oberon's soul will completely disappear like this.

The guy who left after telling Titania what he wanted to do at the last moment had no regrets left, so unlike the corps commander, he wouldn't show up even if he entered the depths.

“... Is that done now?”

“... Yes.”

“Then... could you please accept it?”

Afterwards, Hollow, who confirmed Oberon's death, disarmed the magic battery he had created with the help of Farewell's master.

... Pod!

Whiuuung-

Sigh!

“Awesome...”

“... Sorry if it was heavy.”

“No, whatever. It's not because I'm heavy, but because I'm physically weak right now.”

So I lifted the magic circle and caught the hollow that fell from the sky and placed it on the ground.

dump!

“Whew... It's a really great product in that it can make up for the lack of magic power by complicating the calculations, but it's really a headache. I can't believe it made me do calculations that gave me a headache... It's definitely not something I would recommend to others.”

“... I don't know what you're saying, but anyway, I'll really have to thank Farewell when I get back.”

Afterwards, seeing her sitting on the floor and covering her head, I could say that the dress that Farewell made and sent was the best MVP that helped her achieve victory in the fight in the current situation where she had little magical power left.

At that time when Hollow and I fully confirmed Oberon's death and our hearts began to relax-

... Shake it off!

The fairy queen knelt before Oberon's body.

This is the only thing Titania can do for the dwarf who loved her, and for Oberon, whose soul has now completely disappeared.

But Titania was still telling Oberon what she wanted to say.

“Oberon. Why, why. Why didn't you just look at me? why? At the end... at the last moment, you could tell me you're sorry with a lie, even if it wasn't the truth...”

“... Tsk!”

... Swish!

Slam!

“Ugh...!”

Gloria clicked her tongue at the sight of Titania and swung her arms. If the plan went awry, the watchers who had flown up to shoot down Titania as she flew into the sky came down and turned into handcuffs to restrain the fairy.

His arms were tied behind his back, and his six wings were also tied with chains.

Since each part had been imprinted with magic designed to deal only with fairies, Titania, a fairy, could no longer do anything.

But even at that moment, even when her fate is completely in our hands, Titania just can't come to her senses.

“Oberon. Answer me, Oberon! why! Why-”

And Gloria, who eventually became angry while looking at Titania like that-

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

Boom-

Wow!

“Off?!”

“... Shut up. Damn fairy.”

Even though he was stumbling from exhaustion, he ran to Titania and kicked the fairy in the stomach with all his might, causing her to roll on the floor.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Sigh!

Afterwards, Gloria slowly approached the fairy who had been kicked and rolled around for a while, grabbed the fairy once called queen by her hair, lifted it up, made her make eye contact, and spoke.

“I was going to kill him right away, but if it stays like that until the end, I'll just tell you that it will only make me feel uncomfortable.”

“Ugh... What do you mean?!”

Titania now knows that rebelling has no chance of leading to a positive situation, but she screams sharply at Gloria as if she doesn't care about her current situation.

To Titania, Gloria told her about the intentions of Oberon's last will as seen through our own eyes, not from the eyes of a fairy who does not know anything about the world.

“Listen carefully. You're a fairy kid who thinks the world only revolves around you. Oberon, the king of the dwarves you seduced. He said that because he truly loved you.”

“... What do you mean?”

When Gloria said that Oberon loved him, Titania, who had begun to shake her body and rebel again even though she was now bound so that she could not use a single ounce of magic and there was no possibility of escape, focused on her lips. .

“That guy is Oberon. I apologized constantly.”

“... Apple?”

“Yes. It is an apology for his wrong choice, falling for a fairy called you and ruining his country and people.”

After hearing those words, I was finally able to understand Oberon's actions.

Hollow and I didn't know why Oberon had been looking for dwarven ruins throughout the Fairy Garden, most of them ruins of the old city that were half submerged underground.

However, since Gloria is also the leader of a city-state called Arsmagna, she was able to vaguely understand the thoughts of Oberon, who was once the king of the dwarves. In addition, while her mind was controlled by Titania, she could understand the destinations Oberon showed her, and Titania's attitude toward Oberon throughout this fight, as well as the stories Oberon, whose strength was weakened at the last moment, told Titania, read the thoughts in his head, and put together the remaining pieces to determine what Oberon was thinking and arrive at the correct answer. I was able to.

“He walked around the Fairy Garden, looking at the cities of the kingdom that were destroyed due to his own wrong judgment. From there, he went into cities where no one lived anymore, stopped, apologized, and spent time in mourning.”

“... Ha, but Oberon-”

“Yes. And you obviously placed a curse on Oberon that allowed him to think only one thing at a time, so that he could only do one thing if he felt like apologizing to himself. However, even under such a curse, Oberon did not forget what he had to do. Even though he didn't know what he was doing, immediately after waking up, he instinctively started walking around the dead kingdom, seeking forgiveness that he could not receive from uninhabited cities and lost people. Because he is a king. Even though he made an irreversible mistake, he was a real king who led a race called dwarves, unlike the four years ago who couldn't even imitate the appearance of a tyrant.”

It was a time when Gloria's story echoed through the palace, which was now completely in ruins.

... creeping creeping-

Thump-thump-thump-thump-

“... Fairies?”

“... What is it?”

As if they had realized that the fight was completely over, the fairies from all over the Fairy Garden slowly began to gather, and soon a huge number of them poured into the palace.

“... I feel uneasy. What are you suddenly planning to do now?”

“... It looks like there is no intention to attack, but you never know.”

“It’s okay. They're not trying to do anything big.”

So, Hollow and I were anxious and alert when we saw hundreds, not thousands, of fairies entering the palace in an instant, but Gloria instead raised her arm and stroked the head of one of the fairies and said it was okay.

OK-

... Chuck.

Every step of the way.

All the fairies suddenly surrounded us and began to lower their heads in the direction of Oberon, who was lying on the ground.

A guy with a head has a head.

No matter how you look at them, those who have no discernible part as a head use the thickest part of their body.

Just like that, all the fairies, starting with the ones in front, began to bow to Oberon one by one, and Gloria looked around at them and continued speaking.

“... The people of the Dwarf Kingdom have finally accepted the king’s apology.”

After hearing those words, Hollow and I figured out the illusion we had been making.

Fairies.

They are not fairies, but like fairies, they are beings whose souls are contained in the Well of Souls.

I thought these were just familiars raised by dwarves or something.

But no.

These are ‘dwarves themselves’.

Therefore, Oberon did not dare to pull the trigger of his weapon when his people, the fairies, appeared, and he made our cart, which was surrounded by fairies, change direction so that it could head in a safe direction.

And Oberon did all of this only instinctively, thinking that even though he was cursed, he had to constantly ask for forgiveness except when he was forcibly manipulated by Titania.

And likewise, the fairies, whose egos have now been considerably diluted and who are unable to think in any complex way other than occasionally reliving the instincts of their dwarven days -

Knowing that Oberon had been begging for their forgiveness until the last moment, they finally accepted their king's apology.

        
            “... King, is it?”

The death of Oberon, the king of the dwarves, and the people who accepted the king's apology.

As I look at the fairies bowing their heads in front of Oberon's corpse, many thoughts come to mind.

I wonder if the fairies, who are limited in their ability to think properly, accepted the apology because they truly forgave Oberon, and perhaps the fairies also directly say that they are also subjects of the king named Oberon and should be wary of his inability to get rid of Titania. I think they might be apologizing because they were unable to give advice, seeing it as disloyalty.

The reason why I feel favorably about Oberon's death and his final appearance is that he was probably stupid, or that he was trapped by force majeure and had no choice, but in the end, he was another victim who was harmed by fairies. A thought occurred to me, and various thoughts passed through my mind, such as the thought that all he did was obey Titania's compulsory orders and fight me fiercely, but he never directly harmed humans, so there was no reason to curse. .

Still, I felt one thing was certain.

'king. And a subject.'

Even though they made a mistake, that was clearly the attitude that a being who truly calls themselves a 'king' should have, and the fairies also had true loyalty to such a monarch, so even though they can't do anything other than follow their instincts, they have made atonement. Beings who were once vassals and subjects who accepted the king's apology.

Although nothing comes back from that.

Those who have lost their identity as dwarves are still fairies with different appearances, bowing to the king. Not only is the city buried underground coming back to the surface, but the kingdom is not being revived.

still.

Still, the relationship between the king and his vassals was enough to at least apologize and accept it, so the Dwarf race was probably the first to form a nation, build an overwhelming civilization, and once live in the midst of numerous different races surrounding the kingdom. It was certain that the light of glory was able to sparkle.

But-

Even at the last moment of his death, Oberon, who returned to life as a good king despite having taken the wrong path, was kneeling before Oberon, a being who was ashamed to be called the name of any type of monarch, let alone a king, even though he called himself 'Queen'. there was.

“Ha- In the end, Oberon chose to apologize to his people and country rather than to me. It's the worst. In the end, Oberon did not love me until the end...”

Titania looks at the gathered fairies and smiles helplessly.

The Fairy Queen, who tried to receive an apology from Oberon until the end, eventually found it difficult for Oberon to apologize to people other than herself.

“... Damn you, you stupid fairy. Like a stupid ‘woman’.”

Sigh!

“... Ugh-”

Then, Gloria looked at Titania and, as if her irritation had reached her limit once again, she grabbed her hair tightly again, looked her in the eyes, and said,

“A damn fairy bitch who pollutes human hearts until the end. That's you. Open your eyes wide and look straight ahead. Titania. Since you were born, you put yourself first in everything, so you don't know how the world works. There is a sequence to everything. And Oberon is a guy who never forgot how important that turn was until his death. There is such a thing as position. He ruined his kingdom and people by accepting a woman called you, so he acted like that because he thought he would prioritize apologizing to the people and the country, and that only after that was accepted would he be able to say something to you. . So, as soon as he woke up, he went around this Fairy Garden to apologize to his kingdom.”

“... So? What about that? In the end, the truth doesn't change. Oberon said he loved me, but as soon as he woke up, he searched for his kingdom and people. That's wrong!”

“How on earth... did you just take what I said and ignore it? Damn bitch. So, are you trying to say that Oberon did not love you until the end because he tried to apologize to the fallen cities and fairies first, not to you?”

“Of course! Oberon should have apologized to me first, rather than anything like that! Even though you know it, why do you keep asking me for confirmation-!!!”

match!

Titania responded that Oberon had betrayed her no matter what she said, and Gloria was so frustrated that she slapped the fairy queen.

“Really! The more I talk about it, the angrier I get because it feels like I'm yelling at a wall! I can't admit it! Humans, so many human beings, have been toyed with by this woman and her creations! I can not believe it! Is this reality?! The stories that countless people who have fallen for this self-centered woman who doesn't know the beauty of the world have created... It's so, so sad, I'm going crazy!”

Gloria beats up the Fairy Queen.

He kicks them with his feet and extends his fists to hit them.

But I didn't stop him.

What Gloria likes as an ‘observer of humans’ is-

‘It is a story created by humans.’

And Titania, the queen of the fairies, played with and killed countless humans who, if not for her touch, could have created their own precious stories of life.

Even if something like that happens, it's nothing compared to what the fairy in front of me has done to countless humans so far.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

After beating Titania for a long time, Gloria finally took a breath and spoke again.

“Yes. Think like that and then throw it away. You will never understand. Because you are a ‘fairy’. After all, it wasn't a 'woman'. The love you perceive and the love Oberon has are completely different concepts. While Oberon loved a dwarf man as a human, you, a fairy, ultimately failed to escape the mold of a fairy. In addition to loving you as a man, Oberon tried to love the people, the country, and the woman called you equally as he also had the responsibility as a king, but he only thought that he should be the center of the world, let alone the queen. As a child, you would never have been able to understand the way Oberon showed love.”

“...”

Now the stubborn fairy is lying on the floor and doesn't even pretend to listen to Gloria's words.

I felt like a child.

And that's what Gloria was trying to say.

While Oberon loved Titania as an adult and as a man, Titania's love was stopped from the perspective of a child and a fairy, so she did not understand that it was the love of a proper woman, an adult, and only thought that Oberon should give all his attention to her. I was just thinking.

“... Damn, damn fairy bastard. For a race like this... Isn't it so unfair that so many people have died so far...”

dump!

In the end, Gloria said she no longer wanted to talk to Titania and leaned her back against the wall around her.

It's exhausting.

So, I approached Titania on her behalf, cast a shadow on the face of the fairy lying on the floor, and said,

“... Titania.”

“...”

“Listen or not listen, it’s up to you. But, even though I hate you as much as Gloria, I must at least say this to you as a courtesy to the dead king of the dwarves.”

“...”

“Oberon loved you. In the first place, he would have been able to break through the magic you cast on his own.”

“... That's impossible.”

“No. It was possible.”

As I was talking and Titania was retorting, Hollow was behind me, resting with his back against the wall in a pose similar to Gloia's, and then joined in and responded.

“I don’t know since you were such a fool and never thought deeply about things, but Oberon’s mental control was actually unstable. So Oberon was able to go around apologizing even though he could only think about one thing. He even went to the ruins to retrieve items made by his people that he had obtained in order to fight against us. Although it was unconscious and he often showed that he did not understand his own actions, the mental control over Oberon was clearly unstable, which means that at any time, as long as he made up his mind, he could completely activate his self-consciousness and control you. We could have released the rule.”

“... Then, then why-”

“Nevertheless, the reason he did not lift the mental control placed on him was because he thought that if Oberon lifted the magic you had placed on him with his own power, he would truly be leaving your side.◦ #◦

“... Oberon would have already died once, which means that if he broke the mental control and came back to his senses, he would have disappeared as he should have died long ago. However, Oberon did not do that because he thought that if he did so even while under a curse, he would not be able to keep his promise to you. So, remember what he said. Titania. What did the king of the dwarves who made love to you whisper to you?”

Titania came out and raised her head after hearing Hollow's words.

And soon the fairy told him about the ‘promises’ she had heard from Oberon.

“... Oberon loves me. He said he would protect me no matter what.”

“Yes. Oberon was just trying to keep his promise. Even though you destroyed the kingdom, the people, and everything about him, he loved you, so he tried to protect you even if it meant remaining in that form. At the same time, he loved his people and country equally, so he went around to apologize to them, mourn their death, and ask for forgiveness.”

“...”

Hollow and I told Oberon why he did what he did.

but,

In the end, Titania-

The ‘fairy’ did not understand Oberon until the end.

“... I don't understand.”

“... Damn it! Haha...”

At Titania's words, Gloria got angry for a moment and pulled away from her back and clenched her fists, but she ended up turning her head away as if she couldn't think of anything else to say.

From the beginning, a fairy's love and a king's love were completely different concepts.

A fairy who wanted to love only herself, and Oberon who wanted to love everything equally.

In the end, it was a catastrophe as the form of love each person sent to the other did not match.

but,

“... Still. We must accept that this is what Oberon wanted.”

Titania made a lonely face at the end, and although she did not understand, at least she did not pretend not to hear Oberon's will.

still,

The story of fairies and dwarves ends there.

“Gloria.”

“... Yes.”

This was just a will that I heard at the last moment to kill the fairy who called herself the queen, after finding out what the hell she was thinking and why she had been killing so many humans.

“Receiving an apology for the dead humans from someone like you will only infuriate the victims. So, I don’t see any reason or need to write more than this.”

Naturally, the treatment of a fairy who killed countless humans in order to relieve the stress of their romantic situations had no end other than death.

chuck.

When Gloria raised her arms, a four-layer magic square with half a crack appeared.

Gloria's secret recipe, in which many of the countless letters written within have been damaged.

However, even if her condition was not good, the secret of alchemy she had achieved was enough to finish off the fairy who could no longer resist.

“Now, making sure that no one remembers that a fairy called you ever existed in this world is the punishment given to me, who arbitrarily represented all humans and came here to seek revenge on you. So, let it fall away along with everything you have created, without leaving a single trace in the world. A devil named fairy who has been trampling countless humans.”

Afterwards, Gloria stood in the midst of us watching and the fairies watching, and in front of Oberon's body -

Titania, the fairy who claimed to be queen, was sentenced to death.

[Ars Magna]

like that-

...sss

The Fairy Queen felt that it was unfair compared to what she had done so far, and her existence was instantly disintegrated and extinguished without even leaving a final scream.

at the same time-

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

Cheer up!

Blah blah blah!

In the end, the magical power and soul of the owner who created the dimension and maintained it died all at once, causing the dimension of the Fairy Garden and the floating island we were standing on to begin to break apart.

        
            Kurrr!

Blah blah blah!

...Warrr!

Once upon a time, I watched a documentary about an iceberg collapsing.

I don't know if it was about Freon gas penetrating the ozone layer, but the world's climate change is affecting both extremes of the planet, causing icebergs that seemed permanently frozen to melt and submerge into the sea.

It was about a white bear and a penguin, thinking that they would remain immobile throughout their lives, and they set foot on the land made of ice as usual, but when the ground collapsed, they fell into the sea, never to come up again, and drowned.

And now-

The dimension of Fairy Garden where we were, the floating island of Eden, was collapsing like an iceberg.

“Gloria.”

“... Yes.”

But we didn't panic.

This was predicted when Titania was killed.

It was a fairy imitating a god.

Titania's power is needed to keep the floating island of Eden floating in a fixed state in the air of one dimension, and what role does Titania, the original creator, play in forming and maintaining the dimension to which the floating island belongs? There is no reason to say more about what was being done.

So the dimension collapses.

Cheer up!

Wow!

Hududududududu-

The sky was breaking apart and the sky was splitting into large and small pieces and falling, dropping the remains onto the land of the floating island. With the sound of glass breaking, the image of the other dimension began to come into our eyes.

And the image on the other side of the Fairy Garden dimension coincidentally reflected the city that all the survivors here knew.

“... That place looks like Ars Magna.”

“How did you know?”

“A long time ago, I stopped by for a while. It’s a memorable appearance.”

“... That's right. It's Ars Magna.”

“That means, since it went through cross-verification, it must be Ars Magna.”

When Hollow looked across the broken dimension, he immediately recognized that it was the city of alchemists.

At the same time, she could easily predict what would happen to the world on the other side if we stayed still and did nothing, so she calmly explained it to me.

“Then... If that place is Arsmagna, the city of alchemists, then there is one thing that will happen in the future.”

“What is it?”

“After the dimension of the Fairy Garden is completely destroyed, the floating island, which has a physical reality unlike the existence of an illusionary dimension, will fall on top of Ars Magna.”

And Gloria accepted Hollow's words from the beginning.

“I guess so.”

“Then it is natural for the city to be destroyed, and the aftermath may even extend to the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire, causing a major earthquake.”

“I know.”

“The earth on which all living things stand will shake, castle walls will fall like fallen leaves on an autumn day, some places will be filled with seas of fire, and others will be filled with currents. Moreover, the number of people who survived may be less than the number of people who died.”

“High probability, it will happen.”

“... So, now you can tell me what you were planning. Gloria.”

Hollow asks, and Gloria answers what she says.

Now it's time to put everything in order.

To put it simply, it is time for settlement.

Hollow, who happened to become a drifter, helped us fight against Oberon when Gloria said she would allow us to return to the original world.

So, now that all the fighting is over and Titania, the owner of the Fairy Garden, is dead, and Oberon's death is certain, Gloria must make sure that Hollow can safely arrive at the world we originally came from, as promised.

However, Gloria did not tell Hollow about the exact method until the end, so Hollow spoke to Gloria, who was writing the last chapter of this story, to get an answer about the method.

And Gloria responded to Harlow’s question-

He clearly explained what he was going to do from now on in a solemn voice so that she and I could hear.

“From now on, I will be a fairy.”

“... Yes?”

After hearing Gloria's calm answer, Hollow asked back because he did not properly understand what she said.

And it was the same for me too.

“... What does that mean? Gloria? Are you going to become a fairy?”

“It’s literally like that. I will be a fairy from now on. On behalf of the dead Titania.”

Actually, I also didn't know the details of what happened next.

I also have a promise to Gloria.

Gloria's promise to heal Peria's body.

Now, I initially had the goal of curing Peria, so I did my best until the last moment, but other than that, I was trying to help kill Titania in order to avenge Gloria, who I came here to love, and in the end, I did that. I achieved it.

So, now that she has successfully avenged her, it is now the first promise, the reason why she accepted her offer at the tower in Arsmagna before she fell in love with Gloria, and even now, Peria is getting closer to death by the minute. The next thing to be solved is to treat .

However, until now, Gloria had never once told me, just as she had told me about Hollow, exactly how Peria's treatment could be achieved, and when the last moment came, she finally told me about the plan she had kept hidden until now -

The core of the plan she had kept hidden until now was that the way to resolve the two promises she made to me and Hollow was to become a fairy in place of the dead Titania.

“... No. Please correct me. Strictly speaking, no matter what I do, I won't be able to become a 'fairy'. A fairy is a deteriorated imitation of God, created from the earth by the will of the world after God, and this is the very definition of what a fairy is.”

“So, what exactly will you be?”

“Let’s see... Okay. Well then, to correct the previous slip of the tongue and to be more precise about what I plan to do from now on, I will tell you that from now on I plan to become a 'fairy', just like the dwarves that currently surround us. By doing so, I, who became a fairy, will be able to return you, Hollow, to the original world and then give you the power to heal Irim's younger sister.”

“... Indeed. If that's the case, then I understand why when the day of the final battle arrived, you sent me back to the original world and didn't tell me whether you were going to keep your promise to the man over there. In the first place, were you keeping it secret because you had the intention of using magic that you should never say out loud until the right time comes?

“Did you understand?”

“I understand. And I was convinced. Gloria, when the last moment came, you had the idea to use the magic of existence change on yourself, and as the magic began to be activated by saying with your own mouth what you would be transformed into, you and Titania If he had told us before the fight that he intended to become a 'fairy' and keep his promise, and had taken the fairy's body incompletely in advance, we wouldn't have been able to win the previous fight no matter what we did. .”

“You know me well. It seems that she is not a witch who calls herself a guide for no reason.”

“... And since the connection I had with Oberon and the dwarves has completely disappeared, it is time to return to being an Indian witch again.”

Gloria and Hollow are talking as if they understand each other.

But unlike the other two, I still couldn't understand Gloria's words.

“... Gloria.”

“Yes. I'm listening.”

“Gloria.”

“... Yes.”

“That’s not it. Gloria. This way. Turn your head and look into my eyes.”

“...”

“... I’ll ask you a favor. Look me in the eye and speak straight.”

“... As expected, Irim, I can’t hide it from you?”

When I kept saying Gloria's name and calling her in a mournful voice while she was still trying to avoid eye contact, after several calls, Gloria stopped standing with her back to me and turned back.

And because she truly loves me, she can't ignore my call, so the look in her eyes is -

It was a little, really a very little compared to the weight of her resolve, but it contained regret for hiding her decision from me until now.

“I’m sorry, Lee Rim. Because I didn't tell you... But, but, this was the only way.”

“... But Gloria. Gloria is a ‘human’. Gloria, you like humans so much that you’ve remained a human all this time.”

“Because I made a promise with that in mind. In order to achieve your dreams, there are things you have to sacrifice. And now that the dream has come true... there is a price to pay.”

Gloria becomes a fairy.

What that means is that Gloria stops being human.

And Gloria is now human.

The appearance she showed before was so unrealistic that the people around her, as well as myself, thought she was a being beyond human when we first met her.

But still, Gloria was definitely a ‘human’ at any time.

A human looking at humans.

An alchemist who has achieved feats that are enough to be said to have surpassed humanity as a human, and has constantly expanded the upper limit of what humans can achieve.

The numerous feats she accomplished have enlightened countless alchemists in Ars Magna, and even at this very moment, they are writing their own stories under her influence.

But Gloria was now ready to give up on being human.

She once told me a story.

When I jokingly asked her if she really wanted to become a god since she could do things that were equivalent to a god, she answered that she could do it if she wanted to be a god, but she still preferred being a human, so she continued to be a human.

I didn't know it at the time, but I know now that I loved and embraced Gloria as a woman while living in the Fairy Garden.

She was not a god or anything else, but in the end, she was just a human being like everyone else, going far ahead of others.

So, rather than assimilating and living together with others by her own choice, she chose to widen the distance so that others would feel that she was a senior and a pioneer who would be difficult to approach.

For human alchemists, it remains a symbol that makes them want to follow in the footsteps of one of the first alchemists, and many people were inspired by it and wanted to further improve themselves and write their own grand story. She chose solitude.

However, I thought her loneliness was eventually cured by my love for each other, but Gloria was now making the decision to become lonely again.

“Gloria. When you become a fairy, you mean you want to be alone again, right? You're saying you're going to become one and only one in this world like Titania was, right? Can Gloria bear that?”

“... You are not alone. Aren’t there other fairies here too? okay. That's exactly what it says. Just like Titania, I plan to become the queen of this collapsing dimension. Queen of fairies. To those who wonder why I disappeared, I guess I can tell them that I did. So Lee Rim. I will be the queen of fairies. By doing that, by making that decision, by doing that at this moment, I can prevent this island and the dimension in which the fairies remaining here will live in the future from being destroyed. Only then will I be able to keep my promise to you, gain the strength to keep my promise to the witch, and save Ars Magna, who I hope will not disappear.”

As Gloria responded by looking at me with a smile full of regret, Hollow said as he grabbed my shoulder from behind.

“... This is the only way. If this is left as is and the dimension of Fairy Garden is completely destroyed, the floating island will fall and crash into Ars Magna. Then everything will be gone. In order to prevent that, Gloria tries to prevent that terrible future by filling the vacancy left by the owner of this dimension by becoming a fairy herself.”

“...”

“Or is there another way for you? In that case, I will not interfere with you trying to stop Gloria. But if that's not the case... Even if she becomes a fairy, I hope she backs off before it gets too late to stop the collapse. Lee Rim.”

I wanted to deny it, but Harlow was right.

The dimension that lost its creator was falling apart.

In order to maintain that, Gloria must become the new owner of this dimension by becoming a Fairy, even if she cannot become a Fairy, in place of the dead Titania. Only then will she be able to prevent the destruction of Arsmagna, which she has cherished, from being destroyed, and open the door to return for me and the Hollow. You can give.

But there is a problem if Gloria becomes a fairy.

“But, if that happens, if Gloria puts you in charge of this dimension, you-”

“... Yes. right. If I become a fairy instead of a fairy and become in charge of this place-

I will no longer be able to return to the original world.”

If that happens, it also means that Gloria will completely leave the human world and no longer be able to live among the humans she loved.

        
            Cheer up!

Whoops!

...Warrr-

Time goes by.

As time passed, the speed at which the sky and empty space were collapsing was accelerating, and the floating island was also emitting the sound of earthquakes starting from the most remote areas, indicating that time was truly running out.

'shut up. Don't rush me. Quiet. Please don't make any noise.'

But I thought it would be nice if all that would just shut up.

Maybe, just maybe, this is the moment that might really be the last moment.

Gloria loved humans so much.

So Gloria went to the Fairy Garden in person to kill Titania, who had been toying with humans.

In the end, my wish came true.

Titania, the queen of the fairies, died and all the fake people she had created disappeared, and as a bonus, the king of the dwarves whom she had been imprisoning was freed.

But that only goes so far-

It is her ‘wish’.

Remaining promises.

A hollow that must return to its original world.

I have to heal Peria's body.

And precious things that must be protected.

For Gloria, the things on the other side of the dimension that are now about to collapse along with the two of us are Arsmagna, a city created by countless alchemists who admire her, or are jealous of her, or see her as something to be overcome-

It's all about the people she loves so much and everything they've achieved.

So, as Gloria had sacrificed many things for her wish of revenge and received help to achieve it, she was now willing to give up the human body she had maintained so far as the price she had to pay to achieve it.

Only by paying the price in that way will Gloria be able to allow all the humans out there, along with me and the Hollow, to continue to live and write their own stories.

but.

“...”

“...”

But I didn't like it, so I still looked into her eyes and stared, unable to say anything.

I really hated it.

Gloria leaving the people she loved so much, leaving me.

And, you end up giving up on being human.

“... Lee Lim.”

But Gloria said she had no choice but to keep her promise.

“Lee Lim. I'm just trying to keep what I promised in the beginning. You've probably heard that an alchemist's recipe cannot be modified.”

“... Yes.”

“That actually applies to everything else, not just recipes. If you decide to achieve something, you are an alchemist and you must work hard until you achieve it. If you make a promise, you must keep it no matter what.”

“... I know.”

“So, that is-.”

Jeok- Jeok- Jeok-

“I... have to become a fairy for you, and I will tell you that this is something I had already decided a long time ago.”

As soon as she spoke to me, Gloria's back began to crack.

In fact, things were already irreversible.

After Titania's death, when Gloria directly took her place and said that she would give up being a human and become a fairy to take charge of this dimension, the magic was activated, and Gloria had already given up being a human and was becoming a fairy. It was in progress.

... Wide open!

Soon, beautiful wings grew from her back, the most beautiful wings I had ever seen.

Huge wings that dazzle the eye as they seem to change color at any moment and have all of those colors at the same time, thinking they could be red, green, or purple, or maybe even blue, but they also appear yellow.

“... It’s pretty.”

“Is that so? If so, that's some consolation. It seems like this is the final gift to me, who wants to abandon humanity and become a fairy.”

However, the Hollow was so distracted by the sight that he unconsciously opened his mouth and said that it was beautiful, but in my head I thought that I automatically agreed with the Hollow who said that the wings were beautiful -

At the same time, if I had looked at the wings separately, I felt that the wings were absolutely not suitable for Gloria when they were growing on Gloria's back.

'no. These are wings that don't suit Gloria.'

I liked her golden hair.

I loved the way my reflection reflected in her golden eyes.

I liked the black dress I always liked to wear, and the white skin that was revealed when I took it off.

Her eyes were dark and dark, showing signs of exhaustion from concentrating on her studies, but when I hugged her, I liked the way the eyes turned red as they were eroded by love.

Although that Gloria was the Gloria I loved, I thought that the color that the wings on her back were currently sporting was a color that did not suit the Gloria I knew at all.

“... Now Lee Rim. And hollow. Don't keep your promise. I will take over the dimension of Fairy Garden. I will open the returning door, send you back as a hollow, and then immediately teach you, Lee Rim, the power to cure Peria. If you give it to Farewell, the child is so smart that he will immediately know how to use the power I gave you to treat Peria. And again-”

So I-

“Noisy.”

“... What?”

“It’s noisy. Quiet. Gloria.”

He cut off her request and made Gloria close her mouth.

Then Gloria said,

“... Why are you saying that? Lee Rim?”

He looked at me with sad eyes.

Even though we had to say goodbye for the last time, possibly not being able to see each other again for the rest of our lives, the look in her eyes as she looked at me saying something sad at the last moment.

However, because Gloria knew that even those eyes were a result of her own mistakes, she stopped reprimanding me with just one word and began blaming herself.

“... Yes. Sorry. Lee Rim. I am the woman who is not suitable for you. I guess you're angry because I didn't tell you until the end and did this on my own.”

but,

“-No. All that doesn't matter anymore.”

I knew what I had to do from now on, no matter what she said or not.

“... It doesn’t matter?”

“Gloria What you are doing now is the same thing as Titania, who died a little while ago. They act as they please, make decisions as they please, and try to get things done as they please.”

“...”

“... Of course, unlike Titania, you can't compare in that you blame yourself.”

While speaking strongly, Gloria looked sad, so I slightly toned down the intensity of my words.

And then he declared in front of her.

“... Anyway, Gloria, if you're going to walk the path that Titania walked, then I too - I just have to walk the path that Oberon walked.”

Then Gloria said that I would become Oberon,

“... What are you trying to do?”

Since I had already used up all the power I had as a human and had already turned into half a fairy, I couldn't read my mind like before, so I asked back, feeling anxious about the movements I would make from now on.

So, I tell her that from now on, I have always loved a woman named Gloria-

But unlike her, who didn't tell me what she was going to do until the last moment, I taught her right away what only I, at this moment, can do.

“Gloria. From now on I-

I'm going to destroy everything in here.”

“... What?”

“I will destroy it. A dimension called Fairy Garden. A floating island. All the creations that the fairy Titania made here. Then, Gloria, there would be no reason for you to become a fairy and stay here.”

Then Gloria said that was impossible.

“Ha, but Lee Rim. Now you don't have any power anymore, right?”

And I also agreed with that.

“Yes. That's right. I used up all the magical energy I had to activate the mistletoe, and I also used up the remaining magical energy to activate Velir, so it would be difficult to do anything more than this. Now, it can be said that the only magical power left is the handful of magical power in the soul vessel.”

But my words did not end there.

“But, Gloria. I guess I got transferred because I was with you, the alchemist.”

“... What do you mean?”

“Gloria, you said it with your own mouth. Since he is an alchemist, he will protect what he promised with his mouth, at any cost, at any cost.”

“... Yes.”

“And I am just like you, trying to stick to that alchemist attitude. Even though you tried to hug me and said I didn't have to take responsibility for you - I did. Even before I met you, I was a man who swore that he would take responsibility for the woman he had embraced at any cost.”

I remember everything that happened until I accepted her in the Fairy Garden.

I am Lee Rim, a priest of God who picks up abandoned things.

The woman I embraced was a woman who had lived in solitude until now.

So I decided to save her.

Even though she once suggested that I hug her and then backed away, I wanted to save her, so I went to her and hugged her.

And that was something that required a big decision for me as well.

I have hugged many people so far.

I am the one who hugged Thistle, I hugged Hwarim, and I hugged Enin.

Even now, my belief that I will be responsible for those women until the end has not changed.

However, although the magnitude of my love for them and Gloria is the same, there is only one thing that makes Gloria different from the others.

And the difference is-

The thing is that Gloria was the first and the first woman that I wanted to 'take the initiative' to hug.

So I plan to take responsibility.

Rather, because I thought that there was no one else in this world who could take responsibility for this woman named Gloria other than me, I was able to think carefully and make the decision to embrace her even more.

So whether she says she doesn't have to do it or not, I will take responsibility for the woman I hold, the woman I love named Gloria, and in order to keep that oath, I am prepared to move to destroy the Fairy Garden, the floating island of Eden, and everything that the fairy Titania has created. I was able to chop it.

“Don’t worry. Gloria. I mean. Because I'm just trying to keep what I promised myself.”

Gloria, looking at me as I made up my mind, gave me a look in her eyes that told me if I was going to do something unreasonable, please don't do it.

Certainly, as she predicted, what I am about to do from now on may not be so safe.

Maybe something will go wrong and I will die.

And such a future is envoy from my side first.

I have a lot of people I have to be responsible for, and I think there will definitely continue to be things I want to do in the future.

However, this is why I am now trying to jump directly into danger.

Sometimes, very occasionally, there comes a time when you have to make a choice where you can clearly see which way the balance of gain and loss is tilted, but you have to endure it and ignore it, and I think today is that day.

So, if you see a person who keeps his oath no matter what the cost, and achieves what he decided no matter what the loss, people will look at him and -

He is called a person who kept [his beliefs].

“Watch carefully. Gloria. Because this is my ‘belief’ and it proves how much I love you.”

So, as soon as I put my hand in my pocket, I immediately took out an object, a round, bead-like red egg-

“... Isn’t that pomegranate?”

“Yes. Hollow, this is what you gave me. I plan to write this from now on.”

The pomegranate I received in return for saving a witch in the past.

Crack!

I just crushed it with my teeth.

OK-

... Hwaaah

'Tsk...!'

In an instant, the vessel of my soul was filled with magical energy like a flood, until I recovered to 'more than I could handle' and began to overflow.

and,

... Pachang!

Rattling-

‘Hold on. Hang in there. Wait, it only takes a little while...!'

Soon, the vessel of Gloria's soul, which had been 'assimilated' with the vessel of my soul -

Total two. person. As my magical power began to recover, the halo opened above my head and my hands began to tremble. I clenched my teeth until they bled and began to move.

like that,

“... Magic Sword.”

Wow!

“And, the Orca Sword.”

Kuuk-

With trembling hands, I held the sword that Gloria gave me and the sword that Farewell made, and after infusing the two swords with as much magic as I could, I raised my arms and-

“... Let’s go.”

chuck!

Now, even if Gloria becomes a Fairy and fills Titania's vacant position, she aims the sword in both hands at the dimension that has begun to crumble to the point where it is difficult to prevent it from collapsing.

        
            'What have you done... That is not a level of power that an individual can handle.'

Hollow was inwardly astonished as he looked at Lee Rim.

But she couldn't say it out loud.

Likewise, how can a witch be able to put into words what she is thinking in her head, to the point where she has forgotten how to speak with her mouth by vibrating her vocal cords with her breath, which she learned instinctively as soon as she was born, and refining it into speech sounds through the structure of her tongue and mouth? I was so embarrassed that I forgot it was there.

So, rather than having no choice but to speak out loud with her mouth and say something to herself that cannot be taken back now that there is no one else to hear her surprise, she re-perceived the situation by thinking back in her head about what Irim had done a little while ago. I thought I would give it a try.

‘Restoration of magical power. Sure, that's the power of Fomegra... but I had no idea it could be used in this way.'

[Pomegra]

It was an item given by the Indian witch Hollow Eve to the 'first' person in this world who thought of helping the witch.

Pomegra is both a gem and a pomegranate.

An item given to the priests of Lihier by the king of the vagabonds, who led them as witches, so that they could reveal their suppressed true feelings, even if it was only for a brief moment.

You can just have it or eat it.

Therefore, now that the king of vagrants no longer exists, Pomegra is an item that few Hollows have, and although Pomegra is treated like a jewel, it is also a food with the name of pomegranate, so its true value only comes when someone consumes it. It is also true that it is proven.

However, in Hollow's opinion, Pomegra was not an object with such great power, and she treated it only as an object symbolizing the king of vagabonds whom she could no longer meet.

So, her position is that if Fomegra falls into someone's hand and it gets eaten and disappears, that's it. Otherwise, since it has a pretty appearance, it is treated as a simple gem and it doesn't matter if someone has it.

When ingested, Pomegra has the effect of restoring human magic to the limit that the soul vessel can handle.

But that's it.

The only effect that Pomegra has is that it instantly restores the magic power that fills the soul vessel of a single human being.

So in a way, Pomegra could be seen as a product similar to an elixir, a potion for restoring magical power that human wizards can make using fairly expensive ingredients.

However, the total amount of elixir that can restore magic power is limited, so if a person with a small soul vessel consumes it, it will exceed the limit of magic power that that person can accept, resulting in side effects. Or, conversely, if the soul vessel is too large, it will cause side effects. In the case of humans, there are cases where magic power cannot be fully recovered with just one elixir, whereas Formegra is the size of the soul vessel of the person who consumed it, regardless of whether the soul vessel of the person who consumed it is small or large. It had the advantage of being filled with a sufficient amount of magical energy.

The problem arose from there.

'A fairy tale of the soul. Lee Rim. If you, who have assimilated your soul with Gloria, consume Fomegra now, you will have enough magical power to fill the soul vessels of you and Gloria, each of whom is so large that it is hard to believe that it is human. Did you really know that this was going to come in and do this?'

Coo coo coo coo coo coo!

Irim, who was now in front of Hollow, had more than twice as much magical power in his body as he could handle.

And just as Hollow thought, it was something Lee Rim did on purpose because he knew everything.

Fomegra was always in Lee Rim's pocket.

Like an artifact that always hangs around your neck, you can recall its image every time you put it in your pocket and find it. A pomegranate given to you by a witch that does not disappear even after death and resurrection.

Lee Rim never forgot what Harlow said.

Fomegra is an item that restores magical power, and if an important time comes, I thought I could use it as a consumable in an emergency.

And now, the time has come.

What is in front of Irim is Gloria, who is trying to keep her promise to give up being human and become a fairy, to return as a Hollow, and to heal Feria's body, which she requested.

But Lee Rim didn’t like that.

The story of fairies, dwarves, and humans has ended.

Now that it's over, it's just a matter of everyone getting what they want.

Hollow is a return to the original world.

For Lee Rim, the task ends when he achieves his goal of curing Peria.

'Then what about Gloria? What does Gloria get?'

However, Lee Rim and Hollow each achieved one wish, but he wondered what Gloria got.

Of course, the only reason Gloria came to the Fairy Garden was to take revenge on Titania for the humans who had been turned into her entertainment and died in vain, and she has now achieved that.

But ‘revenge’ cannot be ‘compensation’.

Revenge disappears the moment it is achieved.

In particular, Gloria's revenge is not a revenge in name only, a revenge with the usual characteristic of slowly volatilizing emotions over time, but a true form of one person condensing their resentment on behalf of all the people who have died so far. As long as it is revenge, once it is achieved, it disappears without even the slightest sense of accomplishment, and the empty space is only filled with a sense of desolation.

Gloria did not show it outwardly.

Because it's the last moment.

Gloria, who was responsible for preventing the Fairy Garden from collapsing, knew that there was a high probability that she would never meet Irim anymore, so she deliberately tried to let Irim go with only a smiling face.

so-

Lee Rim cannot tolerate such an ending to the story.

It was unacceptable.

So Lee Rim decided to completely destroy the reason why she had to break up with him.

Because they thought Gloria was just like them.

Since you and the Hollow came here, you have to get one thing.

They thought it was unfair that only she would lose and only they would gain something.

“So... just a little more, just a little more-”

Coo coo coo coo!

Kiiing!

Magical energy flows out of Lee Rim's body like water released from a huge dam, and to control it, the halo above his head rotates as if it is about to burn, generating heat.

That was natural.

Lee Rim assimilated his soul with Gloria.

As a result, Irim shared his original soul vessel and the soul vessel that Gloria had.

Irim, who took Pomegra in that state, was able to recover the magic power of both himself and Gloria.

But Gloria is now becoming a fairy.

So, Irim was in a state where he was receiving all of the magical energy that should have been dispersed and flowed into Gloria's soul vessel by himself.

“Irim...! Lee Rim! Stop it! Then, your soul will be shattered!”

“It doesn’t matter.”

Gloria knew that Lee Rim's condition was dangerous and tried to approach him.

However, no matter how much she was transformed into a fairy, she could no longer contain it in her soul vessel and could not enter the center of the storm of magical energy flowing outside.

“In the first place, I didn’t think I could accomplish what I was going to do without sacrificing something.”

Still, Lee Rim held on.

So far, he has been taking the medicine that Farewell made to prevent his soul vessel from being destroyed.

So, I ate it consistently, and in terms of solidity, I pray that the vessel of my soul surpasses the solidity of the vessel of an ordinary human soul. If not, even just for a brief moment is fine, so I pray that I just hold on until I achieve my goal. And I held on.

like that-

... Paaa!

Coo coo coo coo coo coo!

“... Oh my.”

Lee Rim eventually received Halo's assistance to the limit and succeeded in creating two pillars of magic at the same time from the two swords he held in both hands, the Magic Sword and the Orca Sword.

'good. Now, we're halfway through. For the rest, all you have to do is swing this.'

[stigma]

This is a power that can barely be wielded even once.

At the very last moment of any fight, battle, or struggle, Lee Rim uses the magic power contained in all the soul vessels he possesses to win against beings of a much higher rank than himself.

Lee Rim heard both of them at the same time.

        
            Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!!!

Two pillars of magic emanating from the magic sword and Orca Sword in both hands, carried on both shoulders.

Deukdeuk-deuk-

Pop!

'Ugh...!'

Of course, he could only carry two swords like that on his shoulders, and that was his limit.

A pillar made of magical energy should theoretically be weightless.

However, although the power that Irim wields is purely made up of his own magical power, at the same time, Irim, who has a human body, reproduces the power of the evil god Deshade, so the soul is the body and the burden that Deshade, who is the power, must feel. It is barely possible to use it because the body shares part of it instead of the soul.

So, I had always had a hard time swinging a single pillar of magical power, so when I tried to hold two pillars in one hand and swing them at the same time, it was natural that my body couldn't hold on and my bones were shattered.

'shit. I can't relax anymore...'

So Lee Rim realized that it was going to be a really difficult time from here on out.

I was able to survive by using my regenerative ability to regenerate my broken bones and joints as soon as they were destroyed, but if I tried to raise both swords at the same time and swing them again, my body would be shattered the moment I tried to swing them again. It was clear that he would not be able to swing the sword in the desired direction.

And to Irim,

To him, who grits his teeth and tries to hold on as long as he can, even just for a moment, as he tries to save himself.

“... Why, why are you trying to do it alone? If it were normal, there would have been as much strength as I had to carry.”

Slurp-

Gloria quietly approached from behind, supported Lee Rim's arm and whispered.

“... Gloria.”

When Irim turned his head, he saw Gloria's eyes filled with tears.

“I’m sorry... I’m sorry, Lee Rim. Because I tried to take responsibility for everything on my own. I thought I made the right decision for you, but I feel like it ended up hurting you.”

“... No. I won't say Gloria's choice was wrong. However, in that case, I simply chose to arbitrarily destroy the misfortune that would follow Gloria's choice and your choice. You're not wrong.”

“Irim...”

“So don’t be sad, Gloria.”

Gloria apologized to Lee Rim.

Although Gloria knew that Irim would do anything for her, Gloria acted on her own thinking that this would be the most reasonable decision.

So the tears she shed were tears of regret for not being able to trust Lee Rim, and at the same time, they were a rebuke to herself.

Again...

Gloria soon shed a single tear onto Lee Rim's shoulder, closed her eyes for a moment, and then-

... flash!

“... Yes. If so, let’s make it together. Let's end this together. Since the two of us came here, we will end this together.”

“Yes. Please do me a favor.”

With a firm determination on his face, he supported one of Lee Rim's arms and stood next to him.

Irim receives Gloria's help in front of Hollow.

A sword.

Two swords.

Two weapons called the magic sword and the Orca Sword.

Two pillars of magic-

I swung.

Ku-gwa-gwa-gwa-gwa-gwa-gwa-gwa!

First, the pillar of magic was swung vertically.

[chest voice]

Quaddduk!

Oh my!

With that alone, Fairy Garden's floating island, Eden, was split in half and destroyed.

At the same time, another pillar of magic was swung horizontally.

[Tail Star]

Blah blah blah!

Cheer up!

The sword swung this time shattered the dimension of Fairy Garden, cutting down and destroying the concept of the world where humans live and the dimension that was divided under the name Fairy Garden.

OK-

Flash!

... coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

A strong flash of light appeared in the eyes of the Hollow who was watching it all, and the image of the Fairy Garden's floating island split in half and falling from the sky above Ars Magna caught his eye.

“Pfft...!”

So it's definitely a 'feat'.

Clearly, each of the swords wielded by Lee Rim accomplished their own feats.

This is a feat that would never be possible anywhere else, only because this is the dimension called Fairy Garden, and Lee Rim was able to achieve it because a person named Gloria put in her all and worked hard to deal with everything there.

The magic sword is the 'Fairy Terminal', which was formed by mistletoe on the floating island of Eden. Using it, Lee Rim succeeded in gathering the vanishing points into one place, and cut down the entire floating island, a size that was physically impossible, and the dimension was also destroyed by Lee Rim. Recalling the fight with the longsword, which was a monster with the concept of 'a sword for swinging a sword', he slashed it by swinging his sword at the 'concept' of the Fairy Garden.

This was possible because it was Lee Rim’s second experience.

Just as in the past, with the help of Deshade, who became an evil god, the cracks in the world created by the clash between the powers of the Nether Dragon Agoni and the demon Hearth Dillian were cut,

Now, Gloria is by his side helping him, and Lee Rim was able to reach a level he had already experienced once at the time.

But that's the case with Hollow, as long as the dimensions of the floating island and Fairy Garden have been cut down. I wanted to ask what on earth I was going to do after this.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo-

No matter how much you put it together and split it in half, the floating island of Eden is a fallen body with an overwhelming mass whose physical reality still exists.

Even though the fairy Titania expanded the territory that was the land of the old dwarf kingdom to the point where each of the four continents was comparable to the size of the empire's territory, it has now returned to its original form, but it has definitely not The country, and the territory of the kingdom that was created by the dwarves who first created the concept of civilization and nation, is falling.

So, the floating island that was cut and shattered by Lee Rim's sword, in addition to the two huge chunks, is falling into Ars Magna in hundreds or even thousands like a meteor shower.

If it could not be prevented, the city would eventually be destroyed and a major earthquake, which could be seen as the beginning of a great disaster, could occur.

“Life... Fuck- No, no. Lee Rim! What are you going to do now?!”

So the first thing Hollow did was barely remember how to speak and then started swearing, but quickly asked Lee Rim what to do with all of this.

Now the place where the three were was no longer in the dimension of Fairy Garden.

Literally the sky above Ars Magna.

It was different from the time a while ago when the dimensional fragment of the Fairy Garden, the dimensional illusion projected in the sky above Ars Magna, was shattered and falling on the city.

All of the floating objects that are falling from now on are real entities, and if even a small stone falls into the city, it will fall with more force than hail.

So Hollow had no choice but to shout urgently.

Of course, from this point on, Hollow no longer needed to worry about the fall of the floating island of Eden.

The original appearance of the floating island of Eden, which had expanded beyond its original reality, the Dwarven Kingdom has shrunk to its original size, and the damage caused when the kingdom falls like this is caused by an earthquake in the border area of the kingdom union and terrain damage in the border area of the empire. Change will occur, and although there is a possibility that Ars Magna will leave no trace the moment it is crushed by the floating island -

At least as a Hollow who had the duty to protect and guide the wandering witches as much as possible, that was not something he knew.

but.

Still, Hollow was very curious now.

The ending that a man named Lee Rim, who has made it this far, will achieve.

The final story of a man who succeeded in curing his sister and in achieving revenge on the woman he loved.

and-

Until now, no one had ever thought of helping witches to the extent that the whole world came forward and plotted against them, but by rationally encountering and accepting the unspoken rule like providence, the first and only person to help witches was able to do so. The miracle that the man who had the idea will bring from now on.

Witch Hollow Eve wanted to watch with her own eyes until the end.

Exciting! Exciting! Exciting! Exciting!

However, unlike the heartbeat of such a witch, who is looking forward to how Lee Rim, who has just one last step left, will move -

Lee Rim replied to her that there was no need to do anything more without looking back, standing on the few remaining stepping stones, the piece of ground where Hollow, Gloria, and himself were standing.

“It’s okay. Because I already cut it.”

“...?”

After hearing those words, Hollow noticed that Irim's eyes were still facing the sky, not the land where the floating island was falling, so he stopped looking at the ground and looked at the sky in the same way -

“...!!!”

She clearly saw the traces of the sword that still remain in the sky even though Lee Rim held the [Family] in his hand and cut it with one swing.

The trace of the magic sword left horizontally and the name of the evil star.

The vertical trace left by the name Orca Sword's Tail Star.

I felt that the traces made by the two swords that had cut down both the dimension and the floating island began to emit intense light again.

with him,

...

...

...

...

...

[Star Cluster]

The trajectories of the stigma that Lee Rim wielded return from the past, and the two pillars of magic are formed with another sword strike -

This time, everything that remained was cut down at once.

Flash!

'Ugh...'

What came into the field of vision of Hollow, who covered his eyes with his arm against such an intense light and then opened his eyes again after some time had passed,

“... Everything is gone?”

The Arsmagna sky was sunny without a single cloud, let alone a floating object, and the existence of the dimension called Fairy Garden that needed a new owner had completely disappeared. It was the appearance of Gloria and Irim, who had returned from fairy to human and were holding hands with Irim. .

        
            The dimension called Fairy Garden and the floating island of Eden have disappeared.

The only fairy in the world died, and the legacy of the dwarves buried there was also lost.

And we were all able to return to Ars Magna safely.

Me and Gloria, who spent a long time of 13 days and 13 years, and even Hollow who joined us along the way.

'No, are there any fairies?'

Of course, as an added bonus, the floating island collapsed and the city was thrown into chaos by the countless fairies that attacked the city from the sky above Ars Magna.

So now-

It was dawn a day after the Fairy Garden dimension collapsed and me, Hollow, and Gloria safely returned to the tower with only the remaining magic power.

So, I was able to return with just one day left from the two weeks or 14 days that Feria could endure.

It was really fortunate that the morning of the 13th day had just passed in this world when we finished the fight against Oberon and Titania and the destruction of the Fairy Garden dimension and the floating island of Eden.

Because those of us who transferred directly from the Fairy Garden to the top floor of Gloria's Tower-

This is because he passed out while lying on the top floor of the tower and was later discovered by Farewell and Raines who were in the tower.

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

'Heo... Heo... Heo... Heo... I found the car! I found it! Reigns!'

'... Phew. Thank goodness. I think you both are safe... huh? No, why three?'

'huh? ... uh? Is that so?! 'What is this woman?!'

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

'No matter what, shouldn't we move the people who arrived first?'

‘Oh, Ma, that’s right. That would come first. Anyway, Reigns! 'Let's move two - no, all three quickly!'

'All right.'

'...'

Farewell, who discovered the three of us like that, was taken aback by the appearance of another being, the witch Hollow, whom he had never expected, but upon hearing the words of Razael, who came up late, he immediately moved us to bed.

It was a bonus to hear that Rajael moved quietly and helped Farewell and Reigns, who were barely carrying one person each, to move the remaining Hollows.

So I was really fortunate.

We arrived on the morning of the 13th day, and the only thing Peria could endure was until tomorrow, so those of us who safely returned to the original world didn't have to pass out and miss the golden time.

Moreover, Farewell said that it was fortunate that we woke up in the early morning of the 14th. Even if we had had to lie down for another week, he would have done whatever it took to wake us up, whether it was using drugs or magic, so we were able to wake up in barely a day. I'm glad you did.

So, the current time is dawn, and as it is, except for Ars Magna's night market, the city's residents have just finished their all-night experiments and are going to bed rubbing their red eyes, or the alchemists who woke up early today after sleeping comfortably all night. In this case, it would have been time to have a quick cup of tea and organize today's work.

It should be an ordinary scene of Ars Magna at dawn, but now the residents of such a city are-

Bang bang bang!

“Gloria! Are you there?! Gloria!”

“Come out quickly, Gloria! Come out and explain what has happened and about those strange creatures roaming the city!”

“What on earth was that?! The view on the other side as the sky split and the light we saw! We want to hear it!”

“He must have done something again! What was that yesterday?! Have we discovered another new world?! So, please come forward and tell us what you have experienced and heard!”

“... Hey! Come out of this room, you trash-!!!”

“An old maid with a dirty personality! Show your face quickly!”

They had been breaking into Gloria's tower since dawn, knocking on the front door, and mercilessly breaking the tranquil scenery that only early morning can show in order to somehow meet Gloria.

And the reason why those alchemists came to Gloria's Tower from dawn and knocked on the door was not because of complicated circumstances.

After the Fairy Garden's dimension and floating island were destroyed, thousands of fairies poured down from the sky above the Fairy Garden.

Thanks to the fairies, the alchemists were thrown into confusion.

In the city of alchemists, fairies are now roaming around, entering residents' homes and workshops as they please, and sucking on the magic tools that they are using or that are broken and set aside.

So at first it could be said that it was truly chaos.

They all looked different, and some of them had an appearance that was enough to easily prey on high-risk demons known to alchemists just by looking at them, so they ran out of the house without even changing their clothes, and people wondered who would lead the way. Even though we didn't do it, we gathered in the city square and took stock of the situation.

However, soon the residents of Ars Magna were not ordinary residents engaged in agriculture or commerce that can be found in other cities, but were also alchemists, so after taking their time to observe them, they soon realized that the fairies had no intention of attacking them. I noticed that he was not, and that he was only interested in magical devices, showing an affinity that could even be called mild.

Afterwards, they observed the fairies while we were unconscious for a day, and soon noticed that all the broken magic devices that the fairies had touched had been repaired, and that the performance of some had improved compared to before, so they came to Gloria's Tower early in the morning. .

And along with that business, the scholars who witnessed the dimension of the Fairy Garden that was projected and collapsed in the clear sky yesterday morning, and the pillar of magic that suddenly appeared and cut down everything, flocked to the tower and asked, "What is the cause of all this?" is asking for an explanation of the knowledge gained through experience because he is convinced that it cannot be explained unless Gloria was the central figure in the crime.

Kwasik!

“... I definitely remembered the faces of the guy who was last said to be a nuisance in the corner and the trash guy next to him who was spouting pure malice.”

However, Gloria only broke the pen she was holding while looking down while sitting by the window of the tower, but did not reveal herself to them.

Of course, since she is the head of a city, she will one day tell everything in detail, but with some lies so that the alchemists can understand what has happened so far, but there is something else that needs to be handled right away.

And since I was also in the process of breaking up with someone I had partnered with for a long time in the Fairy Garden to get what we both wanted, there was no reason to worry about the people gathered under the tower.

“Thank you so much. Hollow.”

“... Let me tell you that I saw something amazing, as the feat you showed at the end was probably something I would never witness again in my entire life. Lee Rim.”

Witch Hollow Eve was able to safely return to this world from the Fairy Garden.

She tried to help the witch Warven Berg, but ended up being imprisoned in the Fairy Garden instead, and was finally able to return to her day job as an Indian witch, which she had to give up for a while.

“So... what are you going to do now?”

“Isn’t it set? First of all, you damn bitch... Hmm! hmm! I plan to visit the witch Warven Berg and 'repay' her for giving me this opportunity without any explanation.”

Crack!

When asked what she planned to do next, the witch answered by tapping the lantern that Gloria had made for her.

Compared to the old, outdated-looking design of the clunky square iron bar lantern, the new artifact in the shape of a kerosene lantern that she was holding now looked much better.

Grumble!

'... It's a bit scary.'

However, perhaps because the Hollow had already pledged to prepare for revenge against the witch Warven Berk, it seemed like a microcosm filled with shooting stars could be seen at first glance from the small flames blooming inside the glass tube.

“Then, I guess I should use this window.”

After briefly saying goodbye to me, Hollow went to the wall and opened the tower window.

OK-

Jump up!

.., whiuuung-!

“ugh...”

It seemed like the wind was blowing harder than expected, and a strong wind blew and took off Hollow's hood.

“... The wind is stronger than I thought, but it can't be helped.”

Hollow swept his light pink hair, which had been tangled in the wind, behind his ear with his fingers, then held up a broom in the air.

It's not that he doesn't know how to use teleportation magic, but since the distance from Ars Magna to the Empire is quite long, he plans to travel in an efficient way.

'... When I think about it, Gloria is Gloria, but I've also known Hollow for quite a long time.'

Looking at her back, I naturally thought back to the long time I had known her, the six years I spent with Hollow besides Gloria thanks to the twisted time and space of the Fairy Garden.

A hollow who took on the role of marking Oberon during the final fight to return to the original world.

Although it was 6 years that felt like 6 days to me, I was able to completely avoid the distortion of perception because I had a soul disease that prevented me from being treated as a human being in the Fairy Garden. Like Gloria, Hollow also lived the 6 years she spent there as it was. You must have felt the entire time.

Is that why?

“...”

Swish-

“... Are you still watching?”

Instead of getting on the broom and going out the window, Hollow turned his head and made eye contact with me.

        
            Hollow Eve, a witch who had just woken up early in the morning after fainting just like me and Gloria.

She said she would leave the tower as soon as she woke up, and Gloria rewarded her by making her a new lantern on the spot.

So when she saw Farewell's confusion when she realized that the pink-furred, weasel-blooded beast she had placed in her bed, Quarter, was a witch, and when she saw Razael frowning, she saw that it had been a long time since she had seen such a reaction, and she was truly back in the original world. He said he felt like he was back and tried to leave the tower right away.

Stand tall-

“...”

“...”

And then what just happened was that we made eye contact right before we left through the window.

“... Are you still watching?”

I could have just coolly parted ways with her, but just like me, who stayed still to watch her leave until the end, I thought I was just cool and would kick my feet and fly away. Hollow looked back at me once.

'It's so awkward.'

So, just before we said goodbye, not knowing whether we would ever meet again in the future or whether this would be the last time for me and Hollow, we ended up talking again.

“No, whatever. I think we have reached a level where I can at least watch that we get there safely.”

“... I see. Well, even if you came to respect me as much as I have shown over the past six years, it would be inevitable.”

“Bullshit... The Hollow who said that just left, why did he look at me without even going? Did you ever feel a little sad about breaking up with me?”

“... Absolutely not. When to leave is up to me. I just looked back to see if I had forgotten something.”

“... Ha, me. Even though 6 years have passed, your personality is still the same.”

“Hmph... That's what I'm going to say.”

“It's been 6 years and the fact that I don't want to argue or say a single word hasn't changed.”

“If my personality had changed in just 6 years, I don’t think other witches would have gossiped about me like that.”

“...”

“...”

Sigh-

The expression ‘comrade in arms’ would be correct.

We fought against the fairies, Oberon, and finally Titania, bickering until the very end, then smiling at each other without regard for who came first.

For a moment, Hollow followed me with a smile and smiled for a very brief moment, which could be said to be an instant, and then put his hand in his pocket as if he suddenly remembered something.

“Oh, now that I think about it, I didn’t pay you anything.”

“Yes? Price?”

“Once again, this is your reward for helping the witch.”

For a moment, I did not understand what was being said, but Hollow immediately took out a red bead from the inside pocket of her cloak, and I belatedly understood when I saw the Pomegra on her palm.

Get “. You definitely helped the witch this time too. After rescuing the witch the first time, you must have heard bad stories about the witch from many people, and you may have even met the Bug Witch, who is said to have done some pretty big things among us, even though she wasn't a real witch. But even so, you did not hesitate to help us when you had the chance to help the witch who came again.”

“Are you talking about the work of the witch Warven Berg? It was an ambiguous situation to even say that I helped. All I did was take her out from being surrounded by fairies, and I already received the reward for that, including the bug witch thing from before-”

“No. This time, I'm not talking about helping Warven Berk or the Worm Witch with their work. You definitely helped the ‘witch’ like me this time, didn’t you?”

“... But even though I helped -.”

“Yes. In fact, it is just an expression of helping, but in reality, you and I just put up a united front to achieve the goals we each wanted.”

After speaking up to that point, Hollow paused, closed his eyes for a moment, then slowly opened them again and continued speaking.

“But we witches are beings who have never had anyone become an ally in our entire lives. The first time, you reached out to us, and the second time, you ended up becoming an ally, even though you must have experienced many stories and events that led to a huge change in your perception of us. So you definitely deserve Pomegra.”

“... If you say it that way, I guess I can't not take it.”

The Hollow, who was trying to reward me somehow for saving the witch, offered me Pomegra, and I, who knew the value of that item that showed great power during the last moments in the Fairy Garden, thought it was too precious to refuse it, so I held out my hand. Opening it, she placed the Pomegra on my palm.

However, Hollow did not completely let go of the Pomegra on my palm, but continued speaking while placing one of his fingers on it.

“But even if I did it the second time, I don’t know what to do the third time.”

“... Yes?”

“The person I met for the first time was originally a unique being with a soul disease and was not yet fully immersed in the concept of this world, so I also realized that he was the first person in this world to reach out to a witch. understand. And in the second case, there was also a reason for you to help me and me to help you due to a coincidence of interests, and the place where the incident took place was a place where you did not have to worry about what others thought, the Fairy Garden, which was absolutely in the eyes of others. Since it was an invisible place, I also realized that there was no problem even if you easily chose to help me and put up a united front.”

With this, Hollow picks up the second piece of Pomegra she handed me, places it between her six-pointed eyes and me, and speaks.

“But the time of the third choice... Since it is the third and last time, it will be in a completely different situation from now, and a situation in which you will never be able to reach out to us. No, since this is simply a matter of luck, it may not come. But what is certain is that, if you come, the third time will be a very difficult choice, unlike the previous two.”

Hollow, who quickly spewed out a completely incomprehensible story, took his finger off Pomegra and-

Sigh-

“Still, I’ll give it my hopes. We look forward to the day when you hang out with us for the third time.”

He smiled ominously and spread his cloak wide.

Flap!

... Whiuuuck!!!

Then, the cloak covered the Hollow's appearance and finally swallowed up that ominous smile, and along with it, a strong gust of wind swept through the tower -

“And if you and I meet like that again, then I will seriously think about whether I can regard you as my friend.”

The strong wind made it difficult for me to properly understand her last words to herself, and soon the witch disappeared from Gloria's tower.

“... The time may come when I have to help the witch for the third time. They say that since we've met twice, there's no reason why we can't meet a third time... but should that be considered precognition? Anyway, his personality is still bad until the end. Don’t you just say something that might make others anxious and then leave?”

Right after the hollow disappeared.

Tuk-tuk-

“... Is it finished?”

“... Razael.”

“It looks like the witch has left.”

Rachael called out to me, tapping his leather-gloved finger on the threshold of the stairs where the Hollow and I were.

“... The alchemist calls from below.”

“Really? Okay.”

Upon returning, it is Razael's first time seeing his face.

A day has passed since returning to the tower.

As soon as Gloria and I got back, we fell into bed and fell into a deep sleep. After we woke up, the only people we saw were Farewell and Raines. After hearing that Harlow was a witch, the two people instinctively became wary of witches and told the story. Upon hearing this, Razael immediately went down the tower and did not come up until just before the Hollow left.

So this is actually the first time I've woken up and met Razael right after returning to the tower.

And the reason she came up to the stairs where I was and waited for the witch to leave, and then finally spoke, was to tell me that Gloria was calling me, and as soon as I heard her, I finally received Feria's treatment. When I realized that everything was ready to run, I thought about going straight downstairs.

But that was the moment when I thought I had to go down and have a look.

“...”

...Sereung-

As I was about to move, Razael, who was looking at me, suddenly pulled out a dagger from her waist. I had forgotten for a moment the grudge against the avenger named Razael because we had been separated for the past 13 years and 13 days, but she was ready to kill me at any time. I belatedly remembered that it was there and swallowed.

'Oh, shit. Are you trying to kill me again? Why now? But now you no longer have to just accept that Razael kills you, right? It is safe to say that the transaction is completed. Should I suppress it right away and go down?'

However, the thought that Razael was trying to kill me again made me sick, so I thought about just overpowering her and ignoring her and going down, but for some reason, she just pulled out her sword and held it back in her hand, and her next action was Didn't come in.

If it had been a surprise attack, it would have been done a long time ago, but all Razael did was stare at me for a long time as I stopped walking, just as I had drawn my dagger.

“... That’s it.”

“... What?”

“... It's done. Just go down.”

Crash.

Razael, who just continued to look at me, quickly sheathed his dagger again and made his way out of the way by the stairs.

So I wondered if Razael was trying to stab me in the back when he was walking down the stairs after reassuring me like this, but that wasn't the case either.

“... Are you really going to get out of the way?”

“Yes. Isn’t now the most important moment for you? So I just told them to go down. Healing the body of the trickster called your sister, that's what the alchemist will be trying to do from now on. I feel like I want to disturb you when you go to see it, but I also want to see how this ends with my own eyes until the end, so I'll let it go just this once.”

“... Is that so? Thank you, Razael.”

“Shut up. Don't be mistaken. That's just for now. When I get back to the parish, no, even in the carriage on the way back, I will try to kill you again.”

“... Hahaha, okay.”

“... Tsk!”

As I approached the stairs that Razael had opened for me, I expressed my gratitude to her.

Expressing gratitude for giving up on killing me just now may seem like something to my head from the perspective of ordinary people, but she also did it because she understood that now was the most important moment, and so did I. It was clear that Razael had changed a little, so he expressed his gratitude.

So, I just passed her clicking her tongue, and soon Razael followed behind me, and we were able to reach the stairs where everyone was.

“... Are you here?”

“Are you here? Bishop.”

“Mr. Bishop. Are you here?”

And there Gloria, Raines, and Farewell were watching me who had just come down the stairs, and in the middle of the bed-

“... Ah, brother. It's your voice. Hehehe, are you back? Oppa?”

Peria, whose entire body except for her hair and mouth was wrapped in bandages, including her eyes, recognized my presence with just her voice and greeted me.

        
            widely.

As soon as I stepped on the threshold of the stairs, Peria's head turned towards the direction I was entering.

Reigns, Gloria, and Farewell, who were already there with him, called my name, and at the same time, Feria called me.

“... You're back, right? Oppa?”

“... Yes.”

“Then come this way.”

So I went to the side of the bed where my sister, who had bandages wrapped all over her body, was sitting up.

“... You came back safely?”

“Yes. I’m back.”

Slurp-

“Hehehehe... I’m glad.”

It was only after I got close to her and sat down next to her, that she was able to truly realize that the voice I was making was the voice she knew, and there was a feeling of relief in her voice.

And as soon as I took my seat, Peria, who felt like I was popular in front of her, started chatting right away, although it may have been because it had been a long time since we had seen each other.

“Actually, I kept having nightmares. No, I don't know if I should call this a nightmare, but it's a nightmare where my brother returns safely and keeps calling my name, but I can't answer his voice.”

“... Really?”

“Yes. So, when I woke up thinking that I had to somehow answer the voice of my brother who was calling me so anxiously... In reality, my brother was not in front of me and my body was only in pain, right? So apologize. Quickly!”

“Uh... is it my fault?”

“Okay then! It's your fault for making such a lovely and cute little sister sad!”

“... Erai- Yes. I was wrong. I'm sorry for appearing in your dream and disturbing you for no reason. They couldn’t come back early.”

“... Hehehehehe, well, it's okay though. That was a few days ago, and since the day before yesterday, I've been completely blind, so even when I wake up, I don't even know if my brother is in front of me or not.”

“... It's going to spin. Can’t you tell the joke in a lighter way? Are you saying things like that, hoping to get some kind of reaction from me?”

Perhaps it would be more accurate to call it an active 'pretend'.

Before I stepped onto the stairs where Peria was lying, I stopped for a moment and watched what Peria was doing before stepping on the threshold.

And my sick sister, who I believe must have been sitting up on the hospital bed long before I arrived, had first heard from Farewell that we had returned safely, but when she heard that I had lost consciousness right away, she raised her hand, probably praying that I would wake up safely. I sat quietly as if I was praying.

Then, as soon as it notices that I'm back, it brightens up and starts chattering like a sparrow taking a bath in a puddle of water on the road early in the morning.

“...”

Swish- Swish-

As I was listening to Peria chattering, Farewell was on one side, trying to express something with gestures by flexing her arms here and there, and I immediately realized what she was trying to say.

'All Peria can do now is simple conversation. So, you have to be careful and don't try to touch the body carelessly.'

'... okay.'

Even though he couldn't stop Farewell from sitting on the hospital bed, he was told not to mess with Peria's body carelessly.

Now all Peria can do is listen and talk.

It is said that his ears and mouth are intact, his sense of smell has already been paralyzed, his sight has also virtually been lost, and the rest of his body has been unable to move at will for a long time.

So, I responded to Farewell's informal sign language and expressed my gratitude with a small mouth.

‘Thank you so much, Farewell. 'For taking care of Peria while I was away.'

'... what. I just did what I had to do.'

“... Hey, oppa. Are you listening? Why is there no answer? Are you ignoring my words on purpose?”

“Yes. I was ignoring it on purpose. Since they keep talking about trivial details, I thought it would be okay to ignore it.”

“Ew...! okay! Your brother is right, well! As for what I'm going to talk about, the only things I remember recently are things that happened near my bed that I thought were interesting and thought I should tell my brother! So, it may not be such a big deal for my brother who came back after wandering around in a whole new dimension! Still, as a human being, I'm talking hard for the first time in a while, so what's the point if I just listen and agree with you in moderation?!”

“Hahahahahaha... Okay, okay, I'm sorry. So, don't get angry.”

“Ceeee...”

The reason Feria can talk as much as she does now, the reason she isn't screaming in pain right now, and the reason she wasn't overcome with negative emotions until I returned is partly because of her determination, but mostly because Farewell is by her side day and night. This is because he was helping Peria by checking her condition.

“Uaaam...”

In addition to taking care of Peria, Farewell continued to conduct her own research at Gloria's Tower, eventually making and sending us items that could be helpful in our fight. As a result, she now has dark circles under her eyes. She sat down, stepped back slightly so that no one could see her, and yawned quietly, but although everyone noticed it, no one said anything and no one noticed her hardship.

'Reigns had a hard time too.'

In addition, I told Raines, who helped Farewell with the chores and took turns sleeping to help Peria, that he had suffered a little.

'... yes. You worked hard, you did a great job.'

'uh? Yeah, really?'

'To be exact, I had a hard time not because of Peria, but because of Farewell.'

However, as soon as I told him that I had a hard time, Reigns frowned slightly, glared at Farewell, and trembled once as if there was some kind of thick liquid on his body. For some reason, Razael next to him also trembled at almost the same time. Although we were a little curious about what had happened while we were gone.

Still, the people who stayed had their own stories to tell, but I thought that I should pay more attention to Peria, who was starting to complain, than to worry about that now, so I turned my head again.

“... Then, please hold my hand as an apology. Oppa.”

“Okay.”

Afterwards, Peria said she meant to apologize, but she said she wanted to hold my hand because she wanted to feel that I was right next to her, and I held her hand as she requested.

However, Peria didn't even feel that I was holding her hand even though I unwrapped her hands and held them together as if praying, so she asked me again.

“... Did you catch it?”

“... Yes.”

Peria, who held my hand like that and made me hold her hand-

“Then... I really had a hard time. Oppa.”

Sigh-

He smiled brightly with his mouth barely exposed between the bandages covering his face, and honestly praised me for my safe return.

“...”

“...”

Gloria and Farewell watch from the side.

I had already heard from Farewell about Peria's current physical condition, not just now, but earlier in the morning, when I had just woken up.

Peria's body is now in a state where it can't get any worse.

It can be said that the sensory organs of the whole body have almost completely come to an end. Currently, Peria is alive and well, and is barely able to hear and speak.

So, to put it bluntly, even though it could be called a living corpse, Feria was still Feria.

“Gloria, who woke up before my brother in the morning, came to me and told me. In Fairy Garden, I heard that in this world, 1 day is 1 year? So the actual time spent there was 13 days... Oh my god, 13 years? Are you okay? They say they haven’t met anyone else, including me, for 13 years.”

“No, but I was mentally ill, so I wasn't treated as a human even there, so unlike Gloria, I felt the 13 years I spent there as 13 days, so it wasn't as difficult as I thought. However, it definitely feels like a day has passed, but when I think about the number of days in my memory, it feels like it's definitely been a year. There were a few times when I felt slightly dizzy because I felt a sense of disparity.”

“But... In the end, it's true that he spent 13 full years there, and then it's true that he didn't see us for 13 years, right? It must have been really hard. My brother is no different from a rabbit, so when he was lonely, he would get so sad that he would even want to die, but he managed to survive. I'm really glad. Hahahahaha!”

“This is really...”

Feria was still the same.

Even if she dies soon, her snout survives, and she is connected to this whiny soul that chatters constantly.

Even though the hopeless situation has reached a level where it can no longer be serious, he always treats me with a smile.

And maybe, as much as I hate to think about it, Peria would have treated me the same way even if I came back after failing at everything.

No, I think he would have tried to comfort me even if he had realized at that time that he could no longer escape death.

Because Peria is a strong child.

This is because he is a child who is already prepared for everything and will try to do the best he can until the last moment, no matter what the outcome.

still.

Still, it was successful.

So it was successful.

Because I believed that Peria would not lose her smile even in painful situations, I always tried to remember that image, and I succeeded.

So from now on, it was Gloria's turn to give us the reward we wanted for helping her.

“... Now that we’ve finished greetings, shall we get into the explanation?”

As soon as she made eye contact and let me know that I was okay, Gloria lifted her butt off the chair.

Then she raised her hand in front of us and-

... flash!

He created a golden, translucent piece of glass in his hand and began talking about how he would treat Peria from now on.

        
            Wow...

A piece of golden, translucent glass floating in Gloria’s palm.

Gloria, holding it, explains what she is holding and how she will use it to heal Peria's body.

“This is the dimension left behind when the Fairy Garden disappeared, and it is only a small part of the fragments of that dimension. Although it was destroyed by Lee Rim, part of it was recovered in the end. Farewell You probably have a rough idea of how difficult this item is to obtain.”

“I see. Humans were able to launch an attack that was enough to fragment the dimension, and Gloria found a way to retrieve it... All I can say is that it's truly amazing.”

“Well, I’ll tell you the details later. Farewell, you're the only one who's interested in it right now.”

“... If you show it to the alchemists outside right now, they will all be excited and want to touch the piece of the dimension at least once, no matter how much they pay.”

Nana Raines and Razael, who had no idea how great the dimensional fragment currently in Gloria's hand was, remained still, but as they looked at Farewell, who was already looking at the dimensional fragment with sparkling eyes, the dimension of the Fairy Garden I had finished disappeared. As the story goes on, Gloria seems to have put in quite a bit of effort to retrieve some of the fragments of the dimension for Peria's subsequent treatment.

And while Gloria was showing it to us, she took a moment to grab a piece of clean glass floating in her palm with her finger, then held it out to me and said,

“From now on, I will plant a piece of this dimension into your sister, Trickster Lee Rim.”

“... Then Peria’s body will be healed? By putting a fragment of that dimension into Peria’s body?”

“... Right. There is no need to use any other complicated secret techniques or process anything else. It may not be easy to understand because of the hardships we have gone through so far. But it's true. You don't need as much magical power as you needed to get to the Fairy Garden, or you don't need to create complicated magic, you just have to plug it in. This is just a guess... but it won't be accompanied by any pain.”

Gloria's explanation was simpler than I thought.

After hearing Gloria say that it would be over once the dimensional piece was implanted in Peria's body, I sighed in relief, thinking that there would be no more trouble to Peria.

But Gloria suddenly apologized, placing her palm on top of my hand trying to receive the dimensional piece.

“... Just Lee Rim. Since I've come this far, I have to apologize.”

“... Huh? What?”

When I raised my head and looked at her, Gloria spoke with a depressed expression.

“... Actually, this was not the way I had originally envisioned treating your sister. The method I originally intended to use was that I would cure this child by becoming the Queen of the Fairy Garden and placing the child's soul in the Well of Souls in the Fairy Garden.”

Gloria said that the original treatment method was to extract Peria's soul separately and release it into the well of souls in the Fairy Garden dimension.

Afterwards, I learned that the explanation of her original plan went awry because I did not want to watch Gloria give up being human at the last moment-

At the same time, Farewell heard that Gloria was trying to heal Peria's body by turning into a fairy through the magic of existence change and becoming the queen of the Fairy Garden, then releasing Peria's soul into the Well of Souls, and what if this happened? Farewell, who fully understood the situation that if things had gone that way, Gloria would no longer have been able to return to our world, began to get angry at Gloria.

“So... What Gloria was trying to do was put Peria's soul into the soul well in the Fairy Garden to calm the power of the demons running rampant inside Peria? As for Peria's collapsed body, you were planning to leave it to me, who was left behind in this world, and treat it slowly through healing?”

“Well, it was...”

“... No really! Are you crazy?! I already don't understand the part where Gloria tried to choose to live forever in that dimension by giving up on being human and becoming a fairy and becoming queen of the Fairy Garden, and on top of that, she gave Peria's soul over to the other side and left her body. I thought I would leave her here and take care of everything from then on to treating Peria. No, really! This is really going to be amazing! No, that's right. So, let’s just say that I did that even though I don’t understand it? Gloria. yes. That's how it happened. Of course, if Gloria had done it the way she thought, Peria's body would have definitely been cured. The demon blood in Peria's body will disappear when Peria's soul crosses to the other world and falls into the spring of soul and falls asleep, so it will be in a semi-permanent state of sealing, and after that, I will see that the demon blood is completely deactivated. It seems that Peria's body can be treated without any interference. So what were you going to do with Gloria’s tower that was left here? Are you saying that Gloria will no longer be able to return from the Fairy Garden dimension? Should I have disposed of this myself?”

“No, that... I mean. Farewell. Don't get too excited, just listen. First of all, I have been the head of Ars Magna for a long time, so it was okay to select a new leader, and I thought it would not be a bad idea for you, who is the only person I have a relationship with, to take over the tower I built, so I tried to make that decision-◦ #◦

“G.Ral.l-! Mr. Hwak! really! I really wasn't going to go this far, but please sit down quickly, Gloria!”

flinch!

In the end, Farewell loses his temper and pressures Gloria as if she will kill him.

Gloria became the being who maintains the dimension of Fairy Garden and wanted to inherit what was left here to Farewell.

However, Farewell, who dreams of opening a workshop that he has achieved through his own efforts rather than receiving help from others, is almost certain to own the entire Tower of Gloria, including the enormous legacy overflowing with magical tools that he still does not know how to use. He almost inherited it, and even if he did, there was a high probability that he would become the successor to the head of Ars Magna, reign as the head of the city from now on, and run the city of alchemists, where dozens of big and small troublesome problems arise every year. When I heard that I was almost in trouble, I yelled at Gloria to sit down on the chair so I could argue with her.

dump!

“No, that... I remembered later that it would really be a shame for you. But, at the time, I thought it was a really reasonable idea, and I can't believe Lee Rim would have thought of completely destroying the dimension for me-”

“Who told you to sit on the chair? Do you want to kneel on the floor?! Stand up again!”

Startle!

“Ah, that’s what I meant...”

“And I will say this clearly, Gloria, if you have something on your mind, please tell the people around you and act! What is it again? What is this?!”

Long time no see.

The sight of Gloria being scolded by Farewell definitely made us realize that we were back.

And Feria next to me started laughing, probably because she thought it was so funny even though she couldn't see the two people and could only hear their voices -

“...Haha, hahahaha- hehehehehehe...”

“... If you want to laugh, you have to laugh hard. To endure.”

“No, hehehehehe... Oh, brother...”

“Why?”

“I got really sick from laughing. Hehehe... Ah, it hurts...”

“... What?! Hey, you crazy- Farewell! What should I do with this?!”

“Yeah, right. Lee, Lee Lim. Then, I'll bring out the medicine, so just wait here for a moment-”

“Stop! Gloria, don’t think about running away! Mr. Bishop! Take a medicine from the white container next to the bed and put it in Peria's mouth. Add water as well.”

Then, from the shock of Peria laughing, her body started to hurt again, so I put medicine in her mouth and in the meantime, while Gloria was scolded by Farewell, Reigns sighed in the corner, and Razael looked at us with a pitiful expression, saying he had seen something he couldn't see. was staring

...

...

...

Right after Gloria was scolded by Farewell for a while.

“Ah, anyway... I did it because I had to tell the story a little while ago first so I could move on to the next story, but I'm glad I got through it safely-”

“Luckily, we moved on quickly because Peria’s treatment comes first now, and then we have to talk together again.”

“... So, it would be nice if you could protect me at that time. Lee Rim.”

“... Ah, okay.”

Gloria, who was very intimidated by Farewell's glare from behind, shrugged her shoulders when she said that she wasn't done scolding her yet, and in that state, she asked me for help and again held the piece of dimension in her hand. I approached the hospital bed to treat Peria.

like that-

“... Then Peria. From now on, I will place the piece of dimension in your hand.”

“... Yes.”

According to the original plan, Gloria's plan to treat Peria's body could have been resolved in a different way, but now that the dimension called Fairy Garden itself has disappeared, Gloria wanted to use a different method to keep her promise to me.

And that other way is-

“... Feria. A child of half man and half horse. Trickster's child, born with a mortal destiny.”

“... Yes.”

“To continue to be with you and your loved ones-

Can you decide to give up your current body and become a fairy?”

Peria used the power of the remaining dimensional fragments to become a 'fairy', discarding her current body and being reborn.

As soon as I heard that, I looked at Gloria.

But Gloria looked at me for a moment and told me that this was the only way.

In the first place, it is difficult to do anything about Peria's demonic blood since she is supposed to have inherited half of her soul from her father, who is a demon, and her mother, who is human.

So, the original plan was to put Peria's soul to sleep in the Fairy Garden's Soul Well and gradually heal the remaining body with the power of Farewell, but now that the dimension called Fairy Garden has been completely destroyed, this is the best and only method. It was a choice.

Peria is a way to transform the very existence of the soul of a human being by disintegrating it to the point of extinction and then reconstructing it, allowing the person to give up their human body and live as a fairy.

That was the only way for Peria to continue to be by our side.

And Peria, who was asked by Gloria if she was fully prepared to become a fairy-

“As much as you want. I decided a long time ago that I would pay any price to be with my beloved brother and my beloved family.”

When she said that we should give up on humanity, I responded that I was willing to do so.

“... Got it. Then, think about it now.”

“Which one?”

“Your dream of being reborn as a fairy and your wish to stay by everyone’s side.”

“... I understand.”

Afterwards, Gloria guided Peria, and Peria quietly began to think about something according to Gloria's words.

As time passed, Peria opened her mouth again-

“... I think it's done.”

“Got it.”

Gloria lifted the dimensional piece from Peria's hand again.

and-

... Pugh!

It was inserted into Peria’s body at high speed.

'please-'

I trembled for a moment when I saw the sharp dimensional piece of glass sticking straight into Peria's bandaged chest.

However, no blood flowed from Peria's chest where the glass fragment was stuck.

There was not a single wound on Peria's skin, but instead white cracks appeared and her body and soul accepted the fragment of the dimension.

and,

“... With this, this body is over.”

Farewell watched Feria like that with goggles on -

It was announced that Peria as a human had completely died.

At the same time,

... Damn it! Wow!

Basss-

“... Well, I'll be back for a bit. Oppa.”

The crack in Peria's chest, which was wrapped in bandages, began to grow and gradually widen -

... Clink!

It turned into powder and disappeared as if broken.

“...”

“...”

“...”

No one could open their mouths after seeing that.

I thought maybe Gloria knew.

Was the ritual a success or a failure?

But I couldn't confirm that with her.

Because it took courage to do that.

Before I could ask a question, I turned my head to check Gloria's expression. It was unlikely, but if she made a strange expression, it could have taken my breath away.

but,

I didn't have to.

Knock knock!

“...?”

Someone tapped my shoulder, and I tried to turn around to see if someone was calling me at this important moment.

But at the same time, I felt a small sense of discomfort as I turned around.

The people in my field of vision right now are everyone in Gloria's Tower.

Gloria, Farewell, Raines, and Razael are all surrounding the bed where Peria is lying.

Then I wondered who was calling me.

And what I saw when I looked back with that thought in mind,

... rrr!

Mulkyung-

“You seem like a coward. All you have to do is just turn around, what are you doing so slow?”

Just as he tapped me on the shoulder, he poked my cheek with his finger and smiled mischievously, reborn as a fairy, not a human -

Wow!

However, what was different from the image lying on the bed was the appearance of Peria, who had removed all the bandages from her body, her hair had completely returned to the color of water, and she was wearing blue flames, and was hugging me in the same way she was born.

like that-

“It took less time than I thought. I've been there. Oppa.”

“... Yes. Come on. Feria.”

“... Hee hee hee hee hee hee! huh! huh! huh!!! I went!!!”

By giving up being human and becoming a fairy, Peria was able to come back as an active and healthy Peria next to us.

        
            Sigh!

...Ji Iik.

Sigh!

...Ji Iik.

Sigh!

Kuuk!

...jijijijik.

A man was crawling through a ruins covered in soft darkness, covered with vegetation.

The man lies flat on the floor without using his legs, extends his arms, grabs a stone protruding from the floor, and repeatedly crawls forward with strength.

‘Just a little more, just a little more-’

It had to be that way.

He, the ranger, broke his leg from a falling rock.

In order to survive, you had to crawl, using your arms as legs.

That's the best he can do.

A man with nothing left.

I also lost all my equipment.

When he fell into an underground cavity, the bow with the bowstring, which he tested for elasticity every night and once a week, was crushed under a pile of rubble by a falling rock, and the potion and body supplies that could heal simple wounds were destroyed. The pouch containing a potion that restores vitality and two daggers for multi-purpose use was lost when the floor of the ruins he was stepping on collapsed, causing his leg to get caught on a sharp tile and tear, along with the pouch's strap being torn off.

So what remains is a man who was semi-forced to take on an unfamiliar role in order to survive, stubbornly somehow, replacing the role played by the broken legs he trained so hard on and allowing him to move forward without stopping. arm.

Fortunately, because he usually pulled the bowstring hard and often climbed rock walls for his work as a ranger, his arms were as strong as his legs, and before he knew it, the distance he had crawled within the ruins for 11 days was enough for an adult adventurer to reach the next village. In order to do this, he maintained a trotting pace on his own two days for two days, rivaling the distance he could cover if he marched.

And after crawling around like that, the Ranger was finally able to get what he wanted.

Sigh!

Jijijijik.

Tuk.

'at las. 'I finally found it.'

Soon the ranger arrived at the stagnant water on one side of the ruins.

The water near the cave of the dark ruins was the life-giving water for all the animals, plants, and beasts living in the ecosystem within the ruins. Drinking stagnant water in remote places may cause stomach upsets, so they may not touch it, but for today's rangers, it is The ranger was very happy to have discovered the spring water because he, too, could survive only by relying entirely on the blessings of the ecosystem called stagnant spring water.

...Splash!

...Gulp, gulp, gulp, gulp!

The ranger, who was unable to lower his head before finally throwing himself into the water, filled his stomach with water.

“... Puha! Heo... Heo... Heo... Heo... ”

The food that I finally found after 11 days, and although it is only water, it is precious water that can be used to fill the empty stomach that no longer makes any sound.

And at the same time, the spring water was the life-giving water that extended his life, which the man was able to discover by surviving alone, away from his party members.

[Layra, a mid-level adventurer ranger belonging to the Imperial Adventurer's Guild]

Layla was the man's name, and since he was a commoner and had no last name, that was all the man could introduce himself to others in as much detail as possible.

And as a mid-level adventurer in the empire, he had lost his colleagues and was now on his 11th day of scavenging the ruins.

It was a terrible thing.

At first I thought it would be an easy task.

That's because a large party of 20 mid-level adventurers is a size that is hard to find even within the empire, and even if you work as a small mercenary group somewhere, you are in a position to receive a variety of good requests, so you can earn a stable income. It is also a location.

The request they received through the Adventurer's Guild was to create a map of the newly discovered ruins of an ancient kingdom.

The ruins themselves, located deep in the forest, were discovered while military knights were training for mountaineering, but the local legion decided that it would not be a big deal for them to handle, so they handed over responsibility to the Adventurer's Guild as usual. As is usual with the Adventurer's Guild, when a ruin from the ancient kingdom is discovered, they first request adventurers to scout the ruins, and then provide information about the ruins that might be of interest to wizards who visit the guild at the ruins. If there were any, I wanted to make a map first in order to sell them, and if there were dangerous demons living there, I wanted to quickly deal with them as well, so I asked Layla's party for a request.

So the work was definitely not difficult.

The ruins, which had been abandoned for two months, were devoid of any dangerous creatures, according to reports from merchants, adventurers, and knights who went in and out to briefly explore the ruins a few more times.

On the contrary, since the request fee that must be paid by the guild is not a problem to use a large party as large as Layla's, the receptionist who requested the work to Layla's party was later called to the guild leader, and roughly 5 random middle-level adventurers gathered together. All they had to do was send a party of 20 people to explore the ruins, and they scolded me for making the wrong appointment.

So Leila and her large party began to slowly explore the ruins and draw up a map, thinking that they had almost made some money.

Still, I didn't let down my guard.

Intermediate adventurers are people who are aware that their lives may be in danger at any time, and the party slowly begins to create a map of the ruins, with the ranger Layla at the head.

Meanwhile-

Something happened.

“... Damn you, Drake.”

Drop... Drop... Drop... Drop...

Layla, who was barely on the verge of starving to death and was able to drink water, guaranteeing the bare minimum of survival, was happy that she was able to fill her empty stomach with water, but soon became aware of the reality and became depressed, dribbling water from the beard of her mouth. I recalled the incident when the friendly party was suddenly destroyed.

Damn it!

'... It's falling apart!'

This happened exactly 11 days ago.

The floor of the ruins where Layla was stepping suddenly collapsed, and all the party members she was leading fell into a cavity beneath a completely unexpected staircase.

That was clearly Leila's mistake.

Rayra is a ranger with divine protection.

To be precise, he was a ranger who often relied on 'an unknown power believed to be divine protection.'

Layla when she was just becoming an adventurer.

While Leila was walking down the street, she could see a ray of light.

While going through various adventures, he often saw a ray of light appear before his eyes. The light suddenly appeared at some point regardless of whether the sun was present or not, and after several trials and errors, he saw a ray of light appear in front of him. I realized that if I walked straight ahead following the moving light that suddenly appeared every now and then, I would inevitably be able to avoid encountering traps or dangerous demons that could have led to the annihilation of the party I was leading.

“... I should have figured it out sooner. I should have realized before I fell for it that it was not a blessing from God.”

And until Rayra began exploring the ruins, he completely trusted the light, and when the light appeared in front of him again while exploring the ruins, he did not hesitate and asked which of the many gods of Red Purge he served. I don't know if he gave me this kind of protection because he hasn't answered yet, but I followed it with a smile, reciting a small prayer to the god who was trying to help me again today.

like that,

Warrr!

'uh?'

The light made Layla step on the most unstable part of the floor in the ruins, which consisted of several stairs, and the party members who believed in the Ranger, who had the somewhat grandiose but not false title of 'Death Avoider', had no doubts about him. While I was following closely behind, the ground suddenly collapsed and I fell.

However, a large party with 20 members did not maintain a number that other adventurers thought was excessive for no reason.

'... Re-team! Corton!'

'yes!'

'i get it!'

[Protect Shield]

[Tacking damage]

As soon as the ground collapsed, the voice of the leader of the party quickly shouted, and the two wizards in the party reacted quickly and used magic to absorb the impact of falling on the party members. Everyone except Leila was able to miraculously land safely in the cavity of the ruins despite falling vertically.

‘Keuuu…

‘Rayla! Wait! 'I'll be right there!'

'Did you hear? Layla! Don't move too hastily! Estill will be heading there soon!'

They didn't even blame the rangers.

The priest, who noticed that he had a broken leg, immediately started running to him after confirming that the others were safe. Everyone also felt that Rayra, who had never made a mistake before, was making a mistake for the first time, and that he was also human. All I had to do was worry about him.

At that moment, when everyone breathed a sigh of relief that they had safely overcome a crisis, the priest bowed as he had run, placed his hand on Layla's leg, and was about to chant healing magic -

Buuung!

Ttuduk!

'... what?'

In front of Leila's eyes, the priest's head was completely blown off with a swing of the huge obsidian greatsword.

What appeared after that was-

'...crrr-'

A huge drake.

It was not just any Drake, but the appearance of the 'Spartan Drake', a bipedal beast that only a high-level adventurer could deal with, and nicknamed the Templar Slayer.

        
            '... Crrr!!!'

The sudden appearance of Spartan Drake.

At the same time, the obsidian greatsword that Drake was holding easily blew off the head of the goddess who came to heal Layla's leg.

And even though it all happened in front of Leila, he had no idea what had just happened in front of his eyes.

Goddess Estill.

As a priest belonging to the Red Fudge Church, she was an acolyte and one of only two priests in the party.

At the same time, she heard that Ranger Layra was a member of the church she belonged to and served the same Red Purge gods, so she prayed with him at every prayer time. Among the party members, she had a great liking for him, and Layra also had a great liking for him if she did. He liked her to the point that he wanted to confess to Estill and get married and start a family once he had saved enough money to retire from his adventurer life.

Then her head disappeared in front of her.

One time, at night, she secretly turned away from the other party members and went out of the dorm, held hands, looked around the night market, and even went on a small date. When she kissed Estill, who looked up at her shyly, she fell towards him with only the lower part of her neck remaining. .

So Rayra couldn't figure out what happened, and even though he recognized what had happened with his head, all he could do was try to deceive his own perception by saying he didn't understand it.

so.

So, unlike him, who was trying to escape from reality, the other party members except Layla gritted their teeth and quickly prepared to fight.

'How... How could Spartan Drake be in a place like this-!!!'

‘Esteel! 'You damn lizard!'

chuck!

'stop. Let's form a formation now! As usual! Me, Rubram, and Iberham go to the vanguard!'

[War Cry]

‘Oooo! Lord Rugal, look down on me! Come on! lizard!!!'

'Monster of desire, in the name of Bismarck, I will punish you with the sickle and hammer for killing Estill...!'

The priestess's head was blown off for a moment, and Layla's party hastily formed a formation for battle according to the orders of the man who had unanimously become the leader of the party, as they had always been able to act calmly no matter what situation they had encountered so far.

'Krrr-'

'AA AA AA...'

On the other hand, Rayra, who had no choice but to be left alone due to the distance, looked alternately at Estill's body and Drake, who had collapsed with his head missing and blood pouring out on the floor -

Sigh-

'...!!!'

Drake looked down at Layla, then smiled horribly and started running forward with his great sword.

What happened after-

Slaughter.

It was a one-sided fight.

Even if you reacted calmly in the first place, there is a limit to how strong you can become compared to the overwhelming strength and physical ability of Spartan Drake, who is called a knight slayer and is naturally superior to humans by a long way, and that is the human species. The adventurer party, who had focused on earning a stable reward rather than on their own personal growth, had only a short time to survive against Spartan Drake.

So, it only took 10 minutes for the party to be annihilated by Spartan Drake's claws, tail, and obsidian greatsword.

Ttuduk!

Munching- Munching- Munching-

Pead deud deuk!

Wagjak- Wagjak-

Afterwards, Spartan Drake ripped off the heads of the party members, chewed them, and savored them.

And Ray, who had a broken leg, had nothing else to do but watch Drake's back.

Drake, who was enjoying 'gourmet food' rather than a meal, approached Layla.

But something strange happened there, and Rayra was able to survive.

However, at the same time, Rayra had the experience of thinking that if she had died like the other party members at that time, she would not have felt so guilty now.

“... Fuck.”

A ray of light appeared between the approaching Drake and Layla.

For Layla, that light was the light of salvation that earned her the title of evader of death, and the guide to hell that drove all party members to death a little while ago -

'... Crrr!'

For Spartan Drake, it was a light that instilled absolute trust in him, guiding him in the direction of food all the time since he was born as a demon and growing up alone, so Drake, who saw the light, passed by Layla and disappeared.

And after that terrible day, Rayra, who survived, and Rayra, who was not yet dead, stubbornly decided on the spot to survive somehow.

To tell everyone what he experienced as a survivor.

To ensure that the deaths of our deceased colleagues were not in vain.

In order to inform others about the malicious intent of someone controlling the light who has been deceiving them until now, to make them wary of receiving unpaid favors or protection, and to tell them that a Spartan Drake is wandering around the ruins.

and-

... Kooook!

Even if it was just to return to the Red Purge Church the necklace inherited from her mother that Estill, whom she loved, had asked to be given to the Church as an offering if she were to die first.

“... Absolutely, no matter what happens, I will survive.”

Just like that, Layla was crawling around like a bug with only that thought in mind, somehow escaping from the ruins and going around to ask for help.

but-

thud!

Startle!

Soon, Layra had no choice but to despair again.

... Boom!

... Boom!

... Boom!

... Boom!

...

...

...

Cooo!

“Crrr!”

“... Haha, damn it, do the gods really just want me dead?”

After drinking water near a puddle, Layla gazed at the water's edge to rest and noticed a ray of light reflected in the stagnant water.

However, that light is not the light given by Titania.

The fairy Titania, who raised Spartan Drake according to her taste and continued to give light to the human Layla with her magic in order to play with them, was already extinguished from existence by Irim and Gloria a day before Layra arrived at the pool. The ray of light currently shining on the water's edge was created by the sunlight coming through a very slight gap in the ceiling of the ruins near the exit.

However, Drake did not know this, so he continued to walk around the ruins as usual even after being neglected by Titania. Finally, he found a ray of light that had appeared in front of him, and as he continued walking towards the direction it was pointing, he came across the pool where Layla was resting. Arrived at the joint.

“Krrr!”

Normally, Titania used light to guide him in the direction of food every day, but Spartan Drake, who had already been starving for over ten days, was angry.

In the meantime, he could fill his stomach by going back to the place where the corpses of Layla's party members were and devouring the slowly rotting corpses, but now Drake had reached his limit and wanted to eat fresh meat again.

At that time, as Layra appeared before his eyes, Spartan Drake roared loudly again and raised his obsidian greatsword.

And Rayra,

Even though the man appears to have no chance of winning,

Even though he has been in this situation all this time because of that damned ray of light,

If what the person who played a trick on him wants now is his own cruel death -

... Wow!

Suddenly-

“In a place like this, you can never die.”

Thinking that he couldn't die in a place like this, even if only to never live up to his wishes, he stood up on his broken leg towards Drake and swung his arms to survive.

“... Ahhh-!!!”

“Krrr-!!!”

Buuung!

and-

[Day Break]

thud!

“Kruk?!”

“... Huh?”

Between the swings of Layra's slender arm and Drake's obsidian greatsword, an arm with an orange trail stuck into Spartan Drake's chest.

OK-

... Damn it! Damn it! Blah blah blah!

No matter how much Rayla's party members swung their weapons or poured out high-power magic, the thick carapace of the Spartan Drake, which had never had a scratch, began to crack -

... Clang!

Kwahiah ahhh!

A huge explosion occurred from within, shattering Spartan Drake's body, leaving only part of his legs below the knees.

Hududududududududu-

Sssshhhh!

“...”

“... Oh, that's right. Since it was a historic site, I asked them to keep fighting to a minimum... but it was desecrated.”

A rain of flesh and blood pouring from the sky.

Afterwards, Rayra's face was showered with blood from Spartan Drake's body, and when she saw the woman muttering something in front of her with an expression on her face that made a mistake, she unconsciously said her name.

“Intestinal destroyer... Winnet.”

Startle!

“Uh, yes. It's Winnet. My, the gut destroyer... Yeah, I didn't want to be called that... Oh, no. This is not it. Rather than that, are you sorry? It looked dangerous, so I moved right away.”

It was Winnet who helped Layla.

Winnet, who entered the ruins and discovered Spartan Drake, rushed forward without delay and succeeded in rescuing Rayra just before she died.

However, this is just a coincidence.

In the first place, the news of Layla's party's disappearance had not yet been received by the Adventurer's Guild, and Layla had no idea why people as big as Winnet were suddenly entering the historical site where she was, and soon three people came from the passage that Winnet had run through. It was noticed that knights appeared.

“Winet! Is it this way? Have you finally found Sohan? Winnet- ... Wow! Is this?!”

“s, it was Spartan Drake...”

“I thought I had found Sohan because I heard a noise... What on earth is going on...?”

Three knights.

The three knights Fintail, Hariam, and Lighttail were the nationally wanted leader of the Winged Knights of Sohan, and were following Winnet in pursuit of the bounty on Sohan.

Since they prioritize honor over bounty, they joined Winnet and followed her around to help her. The four people came here because they suspected that Sohan, who was being chased by knights and numerous bounty hunters, might have entered a sparsely populated historical site. It was.

Winnet, who was the first to go inside, suddenly rushed forward quickly, and what the three knights of the voyage who followed him discovered was the corpse of a Spartan Drake who should never be found in this area, and an adventurer with a broken leg.

“... Three people, it seems like there is no Sohan here.”

“Is that so...? It's a waste of money again.”

“Yes. So speaking...”

“I understand. Although the search was a failure, I'm glad we were able to save the adventurer who was on the verge of death. Let’s make a stretcher right away.”

“You. Are you awake? My name is Knight Lighttail. Can you tell me what happened?”

like that,

Layla survived.

Titania thought that there was a high probability that Leila, whom she had played with and discarded, would starve to death in the ruins, or even if she survived, she would go crazy.

But Layra survived.

Contrary to Titania's prediction, he was a persistent person.

Because Titania, who only played with humans, had an obsession with an unknown life.

and-

Even though it was a combination of great coincidence and luck, Winnet, who discovered Layla, saw the Spartan Drake about to attack him, and thought that he should move instinctively and save him rather than taking a step back and assessing the situation.

Just like that, Titania, the fairy in the Fairy Garden, died by Gloria's hand, and the humans who had been watched over by countless fairies, including Layra, the human ranger she had been playing with -

Without realizing it, they were able to completely escape from the hands of the fairies who were toying with their fate.

        
            Mortis is a nation made up of the former Steyer family, the current Steyer family, who led the cavalry corps, trampled countless different races with their horses' hooves, jumped over the castle walls, and occupied the territory of a huge empire, the power of the current Steyer royal family, their vassals, and several religious denominations. Empire.

The country has a short history of only 200 years since its founding, but as if to refute the fact that that history is by no means a short history and is not a time when nothing was done, the castle gate, which can be said to be the entrance to the empire's capital, Motis, is already open to outsiders coming to the city from the gate. It is designed mainly with huge structures and buildings under the theme of grandeur so that visitors can directly feel the greatness and power of the empire's achievements.

‘My throat is burning. I don't know how long it's been since I've been so nervous that my throat burned.'

Tak-tak-tak-tak-tak-

So, the intention of the designer of the capital's gates, who passed away at an old age, was fully implemented even after 200 years. He was the deputy commander of the security forces of the former kingdom alliance and is currently the general manager of the Grace domain -

‘Hygenic’ was already starting to get nervous as he crossed the threshold of the empire’s capital on horseback.

He is a member of the United Kingdom and does not know much about the Empire.

That's right, the Empire was a country dominated by pure-blooded humans, the only country on the border with the United Kingdom, but it also accepted other races, including Beastmen and Fein, as subjects of the Empire in similar numbers. Therefore, from the perspective of the Kingdom Alliance, which strictly accepts only pure-blooded humans as kingdom citizens due to the strong influence of the Gaia Church, the empire did not serve as a breakwater to block one side of other races that could pose a great threat to the Kingdom Alliance. Otherwise, they would have treated it as an enemy country, so the people of the Kingdom Alliance had a culture that made it taboo to learn more about the empire.

So, while climbing the journey guided to the capital by people sent by the imperial family of the empire, Hygenic, a member of the Kingdom Alliance, heard from Iserjo, an errand boy and guide sent by the imperial family of the imperial palace, that the empire is currently called [Wishing Sik]. I entered the capital after hearing the explanation that it would be chaotic because a large-scale national event hosted by a large religious organization called the Red Purge Church had just ended.

However, the words of guide Iserzo, who said that it might be a bit bad to see the capital city being more crowded than usual, turned out to be unfounded for Hygenic.

“This is... the Empire.”

As soon as he crossed the gate, the capital city within his field of vision was very clean, the roads were well-maintained, and people were all walking around with bright smiles.

On the other hand, even though he lives in the Alliance of Kingdoms, he is a Hygenic who has only been there once while living in the unified capital of the Alliance and has served as the head of the security force in Grace Territory, the city where the 3rd Legion, a frontier corps, resides.

So, unlike the breath-taking scenes he had seen in the unified capital of the streets, filled with buildings for nobles, densely packed into the sky, he could now see from the entrance of the imperial capital the majestic statues and quadruple-headed statues that he could see from the entrance of the imperial capital. All the sights, including the wide roads that left space even when carriages were spread out in two rows, made such a strong impression that I suspected that the empire had put a lot of effort into decorating it on purpose to discourage me from visiting the capital today.

“...Nick! Hygenic!”

“... Oh, did you call me?”

“Yes. The direction where Hwangseong is located is this way. I will take the lead.”

“... Yes. Please.”

However, Hygenics soon came to his senses when he heard the voice of Iserzo, the guide who had led him from the Grace territory to the capital of the empire, calling him, and realized that the empire had created this in the first place to intimidate a former security unit commander like himself. Realizing the reality that there was no way he had prepared everything with much effort, he slowly began to ride towards the imperial castle.

‘Come to your senses. Hygenic. Get your mind straight. This is the only way to save everyone. It's the only way I can do it. All responsibility lies with you. No matter what you are called in future generations, even if you are called a traitor, you must keep your eyes wide open to what will happen from now on and never forget that it is a decision you have made and the responsibility that comes with it.'

As he drove his horse and followed closely behind his guide, he gathered together again with tension the purpose of visiting Mortis, the capital of the empire, and heading to the imperial castle, and swallowed it once again into his already dry throat. .

So, the person who has just crossed the threshold of the capital is the temporary general manager of the Grace Territory, the territory of the former Kingdom Alliance, who has come to the capital to offer the leadership of the Grace Territory to the Imperial Mortis royal family, and who will soon be the leader of the kingdom to the royal families of the Kingdom Alliance. Hygenics will be called a traitor for selling out for generations to come.

That was the reason why Hygenics was thirsty even after drinking all of it a little while ago, even though he had already refilled his canteen in the city about a day before arriving in the capital.

Hygenic, who was the head of the security forces of Grace Territory, a territory belonging to the 'former' Kingdom Alliance.

and-

Hygenic, who is also the acting lord of Grace Territory, a territory belonging to the 'current' kingdom alliance, the acting commander of the 3rd unauthorized volunteer army corps belonging to the kingdom alliance, and the general manager of the southern border area army.

After a series of events, he ended up placing three heavy burdens on his shoulders that he could never bear with his own hands.

Various complex calamities and catastrophes suddenly struck Grace territory, where it was thought that the long, long great war was coming to an end.

Due to the disasters, the lord who could clearly be said to be the owner of Grace's territory, although he did not have much power thanks to the presence of the 3rd Legion that was trapped in the territory, was caught up in the ghouls and died, and all of his descendants also died.

In addition, the 3rd Legion of the Kingdom Alliance, which was stationed in the Grace Territory to prevent such a lord from reviving his spirit, went missing right before the incident and was later found dead. His adjutant, General Bulterion, also died, and the Legion itself, including the Knights, died. It also suffered devastating damage and lost its strength.

Even the remaining cavalrymen and knights were annihilated by the imperial border guards while an officer was tracking down the soul disease and Deshade Church members who could be said to be the cause of the whole incident.

That's not all.

As soon as numerous officers belonging to the 3rd Corps were given the opportunity to escape the Kingdom Union by the evil god Deshade, most of them were killed by soul soldiers who sought revenge on the officers who had treated them harshly.

Fortunately for Hygenic, the reason he and the security forces he led were able to survive despite such chaos was that he, the leader of the security forces, and the security forces were independent vigilante units that did not have much contact with the spirit soldiers because they could not receive support from them in the first place. In addition, Hygenics ordered the soldiers under his command not to pick fights with the spirit soldiers and to treat them in a friendly manner as he would not normally tell them to just be friendly, so the spirit soldiers went around killing other officers. Even though I made eye contact with them when I saw them, I just passed them by so they were safe.

So, Hygenic survived the most dangerous incident twice in an instant, but the problem was that the disaster that befell Hygenic and the border city did not end there.

After the chaos was somehow safely brought to an end, not a single soul soldier left the Grace Estate. Although the city was seriously polluted and unable to function due to the curse left behind by the mid-level demon Hearth Dillian, they were unable to leave for another place. Citizens and refugees who had been staying in the city had no choice but to remain in the ruined city.

In the meantime-

In the meantime, the offensive of the different races began again after noticing that the weapons called soul soldiers, which had served as a shield against the fate of destruction that the Kingdom Union should have faced a long time ago, were gone from the hands of the Kingdom Union. The Grace Territory, which was swept away by the arrival of the Burning Devil and suffered so much damage that the city could not function properly, could not escape the attacks of such different races.

‘I endured it. I held on, I held on, and I held on again. Until someone's help comes.'

In such a situation, Hygenics suddenly risked his life in the city to wage a defensive battle to the end against the ghouls created by the devil, and survived while all the officers in the military were wiped out by the soul soldiers' revenge, Hygenics took the guns of all those left behind. became responsible.

There was nothing I could do.

People wanted someone to lead them, and everyone realized that Gaia, the god they served, did not listen to their voices.

So Hygenics had no choice but to take command.

Armed with a sword whose identity it belonged to, the collapsed walls surrounding the city were strengthened by pouring in limited materials by dismantling the shattered magic tower and watchtower.

The area where the curse was rampant was left unattended without even attempting to purify it, causing enemy soldiers to push through the collapsed castle gate and then get caught up in the curse left behind and self-destruct.

Insufficient food was distributed as efficiently as possible to minimize the number of people starving to death, and without distinguishing between citizens who originally lived inside the walls and refugees living in shantytowns outside the walls, they were brought inside the walls as much as possible and used as defensive forces. persuaded them to fight together.

After that, there were only a dozen or so people left who could be called knights, and most of the members were surviving ordinary soldiers, refugees, and citizens. He led a fierce defensive battle and defended the Grace territory for several months.

By barely defeating the armies of the different races that invaded the Grace territory and opening the road to the unified capital of the kingdom union for a very short time, Hygenics was able to barely receive the king's command from the capital, but the seals of the five royal families delivered by the envoy were lost. Hygenics, who closely opened the engraved letter in his room with several knights, eventually collapsed.

As expected, when he opened the letter with the royal seal engraved on it, the king's name written in a very short, single line sentence was -

[Right now, gather all the remaining 3 legions in Grace Territory and gather them at the capital.]

All the citizens and refugees left in the territory were abandoned, and even the few remaining troops were destroyed. When the Great War had just begun and the territory of the Kingdom Alliance was shrinking by the minute, the royal family who had locked themselves in their mansions in the thoroughly integrated capital. The message was to withdraw to serve as a shield.

So that day, Hygenic's office was destroyed.

        
            The king's command brought by an envoy who came from the capital, where the foreign races had been defeated and the road was temporarily opened.

And what was written inside the letter with the royal family's seal was not an order to send reinforcements to Grace's territory, which Hygenic had longed for, but an order to abandon all citizens and refugees in the territory, gather all remaining troops, and gather them in the capital. .

So, in anger, Hygenics smashed his office and destroyed it, regardless of whether anyone heard or not. Even a young knight, a distant relative of the royal family in the capital who was related by blood to the Silverden royal family, survived and entered his office. Geonman cursed them harshly.

After that, he smashed every single symbol of each kingdom hanging on the wall of his office for an hour and tore up the royal flags before he was able to calm down while breathing heavily.

Afterwards, he became calm and realized the reality.

To him, the leadership of the Kingdom Alliance was no longer his ally.

At the same time, he is a person who has devoted his entire life to Grace Estate.

He couldn't abandon his hometown.

Not only could I not abandon it, but I couldn't just ignore the people left here.

That was definitely a change.

Originally, he wasn't that big of a person.

So, he abandoned the vain fame and desire for advancement that he could obtain as a knight, looked at reality, and set out on the path to success in the security forces.

Hygenics, who looked at reality at such a young age and changed his career path, said that while the military usually steps in to resolve all major issues, he stays in his position as the head of the security force of the independent security force below him and moderates the quarrels of the people in his territory. I planned to spend my life comfortably, resolving the little things well, and then retire and live a leisurely life.

However, the reality that faced him as he dreamed of such a future was that the legion that protected the territory had disappeared, and the people who served them, sent by the higher-ups of the Kingdom Alliance, were left in the ruined city, and all the remaining soldiers were scraped together and gathered in the integrated capital. It was an order with the king's name written on it.

In reality, the armies of the different races have not yet reached the integrated capital located deep in the interior of the Kingdom Union, and that is because there were several cities like Grace Territory, which were clearly on the verge of collapse from the outskirts of the Union, but still held on tenaciously and did not collapse. Because of this, the capital has not been invaded by the armies of different races until now.

In particular, the officials who were collecting information every day about the changes in the situation of the Kingdom Union in the Empire also realized that the unified capital of the Kingdom Union was not even though many cities that had resisted with their own volunteer troops fell after the soul soldiers disappeared from all over the Kingdom Union. The reason why it has not yet been attacked by these races is because the Grace Territory, which borders the empire, has not yet fallen and is holding out, and these races are wary of attacks from the rear and are unable to move their troops hastily. However, what Hygenic received in such a situation was the king's command to abandon the Grace territory, which should never be abandoned considering the future of the kingdom.

So Hygenic is-

I decided to become a traitor.

To sell the country.

In his view, there is no longer any hope for the kingdom union, so he decided to hand over the Grace territory to the empire in order to survive the attacks of different races and to save all the people guarding the castle walls with weapons.

'... I guess I can't say I don't have any regrets.'

This was a decision he made as soon as he received the royal order from the capital, straining his brain as much as possible, as he had hated sitting in the same place as political officers, let alone being a commander, even if it was an opportunity to exchange stories related to success. .

That's how things progressed so quickly.

Hygenics took a low-key stance from the beginning, writing in a letter that he would hand over everything in the Grace domain, and conveyed it to the royal family of the empire by riding the fastest horse and the man with the fastest legs among the remaining horses.

Those who will live must live.

It didn't matter even if refugees and citizens had to leave Grace Territory, which was their precious refuge and, for some, their birthplace, and live in the lands of the empire.

At least, that is a much better decision than becoming a food item for the orcs who will attack tomorrow with siege weapons to destroy the collapsed castle walls, and if it is to save even one more person, Hygenics doesn't mind being labeled a traitor. I decided there was none.

It was a letter sent containing such circumstances.

Hygenics said this in front of the surviving members of the command center, thinking there was a possibility that he would be stabbed on the spot, but surprisingly, no one objected, so the plan proceeded smoothly.

The letter that went to the empire soon returned as a response from the imperial family and as a guide to summon Hygenics to the capital of the empire.

So we arrived at the capital of the empire.

While Hygenics was stopping in the huge hallway of the imperial castle in the capital, recalling everything that had happened so far, when he suddenly came to his senses from the sound of someone calling him, the reality that unfolded was-

“...Nick! Hygenic!”

“... Huh!”

“Why are you so distracted? Well, really. Even if it were just me, I would feel completely out of my wits if I had to swear an oath of loyalty in front of Princess Camellia and numerous ministers. Hahahahaha! Still, you completed the ceremony safely, right?”

“... What? What does that mean? It's already over?”

“... Yes? What do you mean, Hygenic? Just a little while ago, in Daejeon, Hygenic-nim even swore allegiance to the princess with his own mouth and withdrew successfully. Are you sure you really don’t remember?”

“...”

“... You really don’t remember?”

“... No. Nope. Memories are slowly starting to come to mind now.”

The reality was that Hygenic had already entered Daejeon without realizing it, met the princess of the empire, told her that she would hand over the Grace territory to the empire, and even pledged loyalty in front of the Mortis royal family before stepping down after receiving a new title.

In front of Hygenics, who completed everything safely and handed over the entire Grace Territory to the Empire, thereby saving all the living people, including the refugees and citizens remaining in the territory, the guide who had guided him all the way from the Grace Territory until he arrived at the capital appeared. Sergio had lost his soul and tried to regain his senses.

“For some reason, he suddenly followed me closely and suddenly stopped in the hallway as if possessed by something. I guess he was really out of his mind. Hygenic. By the way, when you entered Daejeon and took the oath of loyalty in front of the princess, you did everything well as I told you in advance, but now that everything has ended safely, I don't know why you are showing such a rude attitude again. Hahahaha!”

“Uhm... I vaguely remember it, but I can't really remember the details, so I must be going crazy. Is it really true that I did a good job in front of the princess? Iserzo?”

“Yes. It was great. Hygenic. To be honest, I was worried that Master Hygenic would show too low a stance in Daejeon, where Princess Camellia and other ministers were watching, because he was so seriously worried about the situation of the territory left behind, but surprisingly, Master Hygenic showed a servile attitude. He seemed to be honest and honest. It was as if I was seeing a monarch who represented a nation and came to the empire and cried out in tears to save the lives of the people in his country, rather than a person who sold out his country and came to swear loyalty to a new monarch.◦# ◦

“Well, was that so? Still, that's too much praise...”

“No. It's not a lie. That’s how confident Hygenic was. So you don't have to worry any more. Because I think that was the right decision.”

Although he was listening to his guide, Iserzo, who was talking enthusiastically next to him, Hygenic still had no recollection of what he had done when he entered Daejeon a little while ago, and Iserzo, seeing his expression, said, I wondered if Zenic was still regretting his decision, so I encouraged him by telling him that he never made the wrong decision.

“Hygenic. Although, as a result, when people heard about Hygenic's story only through word of mouth, those who did not know him might view him as a traitor who handed over the entire peoples of the kingdom union and the fertile land of the border area to the empire. The central ministers and officials who saw Hygenic in Daejeon would never think that way.”

“... Why do you think that?”

“It is also true that in front of the officials in Daejeon, Mr. Hygenics became the representative of all the residents left in the Grace Territory and proudly complained about their situation on the spot without showing a servile appearance. The ministers said that the people who would later be accepted as new imperial citizens in the Grace domain were not people with the mindset of slaves or parasites who clung to the empire for their own benefit, but were born from the union of the kingdoms solely with the will to survive. They will be viewed as courageous and awakened people who know how to make wise decisions, having decided to shed their skin-like skin without hesitation and become citizens of the empire.”

After listening to the stories and encouragement of Iserzo, a very sociable guide who had become quite close to him during the past few weeks of travel, Hygenics was able to perfectly recall the things he had done when he entered Daejeon a little while ago.

The oath of allegiance, a ritual taken to hand over the entire Grace territory to the empire.

After entering Daejeon, Hygenics followed the order of the ceremony in front of numerous officials and the Empire's second princess, who participated in the oath of loyalty ceremony on behalf of the sick emperor, and asked why they, the citizens of the Kingdom Union, were loyal to the Empire. After explaining why they wanted to swear, they sincerely answered about 30 suspicious questions from various government officials and asked that they take pity on their treatment and give their all, so please accept their oath of loyalty. , kneeled in front of Princess Camellia wearing a badge with the imperial emblem engraved on it.

Princess Camellia, who participated in the oath of allegiance ceremony by acting as the emperor's representative and assuming full authority of the royal family, declared that she would accept the loyalty of Hygenics who knelt before her.

Soon, in the presence of numerous officials gathered in Daejeon, Hygenics kissed the back of the princess's hand, saying that from this time on, he would entrust everything in Grace's territory and the power of their life and death to the empire -

Afterwards, the territory of Grace, which was no longer part of the Kingdom Union's territory and people, and the numerous people staying there, came under the imperial command of Camellia to hastily save them, who were now citizens of the empire.

'Immediately, send 1,000 people from each corps, including the border guards, to the Grace territory. In addition, a person was sent to Red Purge to order the dispatch of a group of priests who could remove the curses poured out by the mid-level demon that had descended on the Grace territory, and among the refugees and citizens staying in the territory, the sick, children, and the elderly were prioritized to be selected. Quickly bring them into the interior of the empire, but if they don't want to leave the land they live in, treat and care for them there as much as possible.'

'I will obey you!'

‘Keep in mind. As of this moment, the plains and territories bearing Grace's name belong to the Empire, not to the United Kingdom. Therefore, no one should be hurt. No one should be discriminated against based on their past. They are now all subjects of the empire. What the Kingdom Alliance abandoned, we accepted. So, give us the largest flag among Mortis' flags kept in the royal family and hang it at the gate of Grace's territory, and mobilize each knight corps to engage in a small skirmish with them so that we can clearly declare this to the surrounding races. After punishing them, make them retreat, leaving behind the symbols of the empire. From now on, proclaim that to touch Grace is to touch the empire, and that it will become the new border area of the empire, promising that fertile prosperity will be passed down from generation to generation under the protection of the imperial family.'

From dispatching troops, providing food, to expanding borders.

The Grace Territory, which had been the territory of the Kingdom Union until a little while ago, became part of the Empire when Hygenics swore an oath of loyalty and Princess Camellia accepted it -

What that means is that the empire is now expressing its intention that it will no longer care about kingdoms made up of royal families from various kingdom alliances that will be gathered in the unified capital, to the extent that it does not matter if they no longer have as their allies. It was also an action to declare to the surrounding different races along with the kingdom union that they had become a hegemony that no one could touch.

        
            The Kingdom Alliance, which is heading towards a future of annihilation by the minute by incorporating the territory of Grace, a territory belonging to the Kingdom Alliance, into the territory of the Empire and making it the new border area of the Empire, is in confusion as it has lost the weapon called Soul Bottle, which was the only shield for the Kingdom Alliance. The declaration of the Mortis Empire cannot help but be felt as a sudden tyranny due to the hostile position.

By making such a declaration, the Empire was in fact declaring war to turn the Alliance of Kingdoms, which was an ally in the northern part of the Empire, made up of pure-blooded humans, into a completely hostile country. However, it was not until later that all the officials present heard the news. Nobles throughout the empire were thinking that if they were to lead an army and invade the Grace territory to protest against the decision made by the empire on the side of the Kingdom Alliance, they would not sit still and give it a try.

That's because the Kingdom Alliance, which has even lost its soul disease, has nothing left but a future of destruction.

Even though it was a union of kingdoms that had always said that each other should consider each other as allies, it was a kingdom that suddenly suddenly seized the goods of merchants based in empires that passed through the union of kingdoms for irrational reasons and unilaterally cut off trade relations. Because it was a union.

Not only that, they constantly demanded excessive tolls or conversion to the Church of Gaia, and after the great war began, they requested reinforcements from the empire that was also facing the great war. When this was not accepted, they unilaterally canceled all treaties except the non-aggression pact. Because it is a union of kingdoms.

On the other hand, unlike the Alliance of Kingdoms, which was prone to such trashy things, the Mortis Empire, a country strong enough to proudly claim the name of an empire, is enjoying an era of unprecedented prosperity thanks to the efforts of various wise warriors, including Princess Camellia, for the country. It is a hegemony that has such a concentrated power that the different races that once brought weapons to the empire are afraid and tremble after being defeated, and most of them think that they should never fight an all-out war again.

After ending the meeting with the princess, Hygenic received military and food support for the Grace Territory, which had become the new border area of the empire. Just as he did when he came here, Hygenic will leave the empire and return to the Grace Territory again. I followed along as a guide until-

Iserzo, a 'knight member belonging to the spy order under the direct command of Princess Camellia', even at the last moment before leaving to report to Princess Camellia, tried to understand the true nature of a person by examining the inner thoughts of the person he had been deceiving. asked a question for

“-So, Hygenic, no. Now that you have received a new title, would you like me to call you by a more appropriate title? Hygenic phone Margrave of St. Grace?”

“... That's it. Iserzo. Just like before, please just use Hygenic. A margrave. It's too much of a place for me. Someday, if someone worthy of this position appears, I plan to hand it over to him.”

“Hahahaha! I knew. Then, as I have done so far, I will call you Hygenic. Still? Hygenic. It will probably be difficult until the day he dies to say that he will pass on the position of margrave given to him by the princess.”

“Why?”

“Because there are symbols and causes. Although the Grace Territory has been incorporated into the empire's territory as of now, and everyone there will be treated as imperial citizens from now on, it will still be a difficult task. The people of the Grace Territory from the Alliance of Kingdoms, who have been thoroughly educated since childhood by the Church of Gaia and have a deep-rooted biased view of other races, and various people who seem complex and difficult for them to accept, but are more spacious than expected. A clash between the unique cultures of the empire, where the customs of different races recognized as citizens of the empire are mixed and spread widely. It will take a lot of time for people in Grace Estate to accept them.”

“...I guess so.”

“So what we need is a leader from the Kingdom Alliance called Hygenic. Now, for the people left behind in the Grace Territory who have the nationality of new imperial citizens, the imperial family has given the title to Hygenic-sama, who originally came from the same Grace Territory as them, so that those who have abandoned their origins as a united kingdom will work hard to survive. It lets you know that you are the only one you can rely on from the difficulties that arise from encountering the unfamiliar culture of an empire that you must integrate with.”

“... Ugh.”

“So, as soon as the people of Grace Territory became citizens of the empire, they received orders from nobles from the empire sent from the empire, so people implicitly thought that although they were now ostensibly citizens of the empire, in reality they were citizens of the kingdom. Rather than working while worrying that they might not be treated like slaves from the Federation, by appointing a noble from the same region named Lord Hygenics as the Margrave, they will feel at ease and from now on have a stronger sense of unity to restore the territory. You will be able to get to work.”

“... Ha-.”

“Not only that, but just like them, Hygenics is from the former Kingdom Alliance just like them and has this as his hometown, so they can never lose out to the officials and military generals they dispatched from the empire. It was intended to be a breakwater that would step forward from time to time, which is probably what the princess wanted.”

“I feel like my stomach is already turning.”

Rather than expressing his honest feelings about the words Isergio utters, being happy about suddenly becoming a margrave, and thinking about how to use his position, he already sees a future in which people will flock to him and complain about various things. Hygenics started to make me feel nauseous.

Likewise, the Spy Knight, who has been disguising himself in front of Hygenic so as to make himself look like a mere servant of the imperial family, actively used his acting skills, which Princess Camellia had noticed, to uncover Hygenic's hidden intentions and humanity until the end, and Hygenic got caught up in it wonderfully.

So now, he was a hygenic who thought that he could pay for all the drinks at the most expensive bar he knew for the sake of the guide in front of him.

And although that evaluation is a vague standard of trust that makes it difficult to know at first glance how deeply one trusts a person in other people's eyes, by Hygenic's own standards, it can be seen as a fairly enormous amount of trust. Looking at his guide, Iserzo, he began to reveal his true feelings without hiding anything to the sociable young man who had been with him for several weeks and who was working as an attendant to the emperor.

“I understand what you want to say. Now, I have become a margrave who has to lead a fiefdom, a large fiefdom as large as the Grace fiefdom, so I guess this means brace yourself.”

“Haha! If you accept me like that, I just think that when I visit Isergio and Hygenic, who later became a great margrave, in my old age, I can get a job where I can get a high wage for low work.”

“I see. Keep that in mind. ... But, but, Isergio.”

“Yes. I'm listening.”

“Now that I have come this far, I plan to confidently face the future responsibilities that will follow for the choices and decisions I have made without running away from them, but on the other hand, I am also worried about how much what I have done will mean to my family. My heart is so heavy because I plan to live without forgetting how sinful it was.”

“...”

“Madam, my wife, after the great war broke out, all of my family members lost even their insignificant fiefdom and had no place to settle down even in the unified capital. Currently, they belong to different legions and are wandering around, so it is difficult to even confirm whether they are alive or dead. It's a woman from an ordinary baron's family.”

“... I see.”

“For such a poor woman, what I did a little while ago was to cut off ties with her parents. Now that Grace Territory has become the land of the Empire, it will no longer be possible for my wife to meet the people from her family left behind in the Kingdom Union again. So I don't know how it will look to other people. Although I can say that my actions were a big decision to save the lives of tens of thousands or hundreds of thousands of people who still share the fate of the Grace Estate, thanks to the choices I made, my wife and children will live forever - at one time. I will be called the wife and child of a traitor by the alliance of kingdoms that were my home.”

“... Don't blame yourself so much. Hygenic. Isn’t it all pointless anyway? The ones who are to blame for that are those left behind in the Kingdom Alliance. As of this moment, nobles and vassals of other empires throughout the empire have heard about how great Hygenics-sama's decision was, and one hidden wise man in the Kingdom Alliance has Everyone will unanimously say that you are a vassal of the empire. So I don’t think you need to worry too much.”

“... Hahahaha! That's a really high evaluation. Iserzo.”

“Hahahahaha. Is it overrated? I was just stating the hard truth.”

“No. I've been thinking about your eloquence for the past few weeks, but I keep thinking that it would be a waste to remain in the position of servant to the imperial family. Oh. Come to think of it, Iserjo, you said that while wandering around the empire as a bard, you happened to catch the eye of a member of the imperial family and became a servant to the imperial family, right? Even if you were like that, you probably don't know everything about the empire's nobles, but you're giving too much praise to appease me.”

“... Ah, yes. Yes. ha ha ha! Since I was a bard, I haven't actually met that many nobles, so I can say that so carelessly. Hahahaha!”

'Hmm... I think this is enough.'

Iserzo, a member of the Knights of Camellia's Spy Order who thoroughly disguised himself as a young man who was a former bard until the last moment and then got a job as a servant to the current imperial family, is a person called Hygenic who is pessimistic but also knows what responsibility is. He was evaluated as a person with upright humanity.

So, even though he may have accidentally made excessive remarks that might have caused Hygenic to doubt his identity because he wanted to relieve the heavy guilt in Hygenic's heart -

He did not later regret saying those words for Hygenic on the spot, and now he will break up with him for a while and tell Princess Camellia that he will do his duty as a spy knight, but when he reports about the person named Hygenic. I decided to report it so that there would be as little disadvantage as possible.

        
            Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

“...”

“...”

After everything was over, Hygenic and Iserzo began walking down the hallway toward the entrance exiting the castle, and the sound of the leather boots worn by Hygenic and the studded boots worn by Iserzo were heard as they stepped on the tiles of the hallway, creating a sound between them. Taking advantage of the opportunity to add rhythm to the silence, Iserzo expressed deep respect for Hygenic in his heart and prayed for good luck for his future endeavors.

‘Still, Hygenic. What I said a moment ago was definitely not a lie. I believe that the decision you made was definitely the right one, and you are a wonderful person who will not turn a blind eye to the pain you will experience in the future due to the choices you made. So, Hygenic. Although this is only my opinion as a member of the spy order led by Princess Camellia, I can assure you that the empire you live in is a country that will not let a great person like you disappear into the absurdity of the world. '

Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

In addition, he looked up from the hallway and saw Hygenics and himself passing from the skybridge on the second floor, which Hygenics had not noticed, and the officials who had participated in the oath of loyalty ceremony in Daejeon a while ago were sending messages to Hygenics. By looking at his serious gaze, I was able to roughly predict what would happen next.

'Surely, it won't be long before several nobles in the center will realize what a great person you are and approach you to form a deep relationship. So, you will not be remembered by the world as a mere traitor to the kingdom union, and not only to me, but also to future descendants of the empire, you will be seen as someone who saved countless people, rather than as a traitor who sold his territory and received a title in exchange for being loyal to the collapsing kingdom. 'He will be remembered as a wise man who made wise decisions.'

Just like that, Iserzo, disguised as a guide sent by the royal family, had been watching him closely for the past few weeks at the princess's command, and not only had he found out more deeply what a great person Hygenic was, he had fallen in love with him.

Of course, the evaluations of those around him who have watched him longer than him may be different, but at least the hygenic that Iserzo saw is that he knows how to maintain an appropriate balance of peace by distinguishing between public and private things, but not dividing them completely, but mixing them appropriately. A wise man who knows.

So, Hygenics knew that he would be seen by the people of the Kingdom Alliance as a traitor who sold the huge territory called Grace Territory to the Empire and received a title, and he knew that his family would also be criticized by them as a result, so he had a heavy heart. Despite this, Iserzo was able to see that he was able to save many people by acting quickly, thinking that it was right to choose to save countless people rather than immediately taking care of personal and family honor without even weighing it for a single moment. .

And in Iserzo's opinion, it wasn't just Hygenic that was great, but his family as well.

As Iserjo watched from the side, Hygenic's family knew that the moment Hygenic, their husband and father, became loyal to the empire, they would become the wives and children of traitors.

Nevertheless, they made a big decision and came out to see him off until the very last moment when he was about to mount a horse and leave Grace's estate, telling them not to worry about themselves. This was an obvious choice to save many people. He gently told me not to blame myself because it was just that.

So, Iserjo thought that the man named Hygenics, who had been watching him for several weeks, was not something the princess had asked him to do, and that his behavior was more than necessary and that he might be disciplined when he reported it later, but he was slowly approaching the exit of the imperial castle. When we all arrived, I spoke to Hygenic again.

“... Then. Hygenic.”

“Huh?”

“Now you are going back to the Grace Territory, and since it is the capital of the empire you just came to, you should prepare a gift for your family who will be waiting at the territory. Ah, but there are still eyes watching, so why not buy and prepare a small gift. I'll give you the money. Hahahaha!”

The guide, Iserzo, suggested that he buy a gift for Hygenic and his family, who impressed him, and his family, since it was the capital of the empire where everything was needed except for the missing.

“Oh, no. It's okay. Iserzo: Aren’t you obligated to go that far? I don't know how much money they are offering to pay you, since you are only working as a servant. It's not like the royal family is paying for it. ... Of course, if you want to give something, you want to receive it gratefully.”

“Ah, you are going to say that in the end, but you are acting very upset. Hahahahaha!”

“I’m really sorry about this. However... In that case, I have one request to make, Iserzo.”

“Yes? Do you mean a favor? What is it? Don't hesitate and tell me.”

“... It's hard to say this as a recipient of favors, but now I suddenly feel like I want to use the money that would be used for the favors you want to give me for the people who are starving in the territory at this very moment. I end up saying embarrassing things like, if possible, why not use it to buy something to feed the people there.”

“...”

Hygenic, as Iserzo knew, said that due to his personality, he does not refuse favors from him, but he also does not hide his true feelings and reveals everything, and in that case, even the favors that Iserzo wants to give are left in the territory and await his return. I have said that I want to write for people.

“... Is that so? Still, that might be a bit difficult. What I was thinking was that I might be able to buy gifts for Hygenic's family, but unfortunately I don't have enough money to buy gifts for everyone waiting at the estate.”

“... Yes. Sure. I'm sorry. At best, Iserjo, you were trying to show me favor by asking for a favor that was not possible. I don’t even know why I keep doing this.”

“Hahahaha... No.”

“Well, even if that wasn't the case, now that I think about it, I almost made a hasty judgment about something that shouldn't have happened since I am also a margrave of the empire from now on. Now that I hold the position of margrave of the empire, receiving something from you, a mere employee, could be a blemish on the prestige of nobles as a noble of the empire. So, I'm sorry, but I'll pretend that the previous conversation didn't happen and I'll just accept your heartfelt thanks.”

“... I understand.”

Just like that, the chat between Hygenic and Iserzo ended there, and after arriving at the exit of the imperial castle, Iserzo briefly told him that he was going somewhere.

“Then, before leaving for Grace Estate again, Hygenic. I'm going to go somewhere for a while.”

“Huh? Where are you trying to go?”

“Well... I live in the capital. I plan to leave the things I plan to leave at home and also pack new things to pack.”

“Ah, I see. Then, let’s go.”

“Yes. Hygenic, if you don't want to go too far and want to see the capital, you can ask the soldiers at the entrance and take a few people with you. And I'll see you at the front gate in 2 hours!”

“Yes. That’s right.”

Soon, Iserjo, the imperial servant who had been with the imperial castle ever since, disappeared from the spot, leaving a message to Hygenic to enjoy the two-hour respite before departing for Grace territory -

Iserzo, who broke up with Hygenics and returned to being a member of the knights' espionage order under the direct command of Princess Camellia, went inside the castle and arrived at the villa where Princess Camellia, the lord he served, was attending to her duties.

There, Iserjo verbally reported on the events that had happened so far, the reports and evaluations he had written in his spare time about the person named Hygenic, and all the information he could obtain about the detailed situation of the Grace Estate. Camellia After listening to it all, she gave me one of the best evaluations she could give about Hygenic, and by her standards, it wasn't quite a bad one.

“... It’s okay.”

so,

'good.'

Iserjo looked at the princess's feelings after receiving the report and, not knowing what kind of evaluation the princess would make of the person named Hygenic, he brought out a request to her that had been lingering in her mouth until the end.

“Then Iserzo. Good job. But I still have to work a little harder.”

“Of course it is something that must be done. Please give your order.”

“The kingdom alliance is now in a dangerous state, so never let down your guard. Iserjo, I trust that you will play the role of escort and guide for the new Margrave of Grace territory until the end when he returns to his territory.”

“Okay.”

“If you need anything else for that, let me know now. We will provide as much support as possible.”

“... That-”

It looks like there is “. Speak without hesitation.”

“... Among the people left behind in Grace Territory, which has recently become part of the Empire, there are many children who have lost their parents.”

“...?”

Camellia ordered him to ask for anything he needed, and Iserzo suddenly brought up a story about orphans without hesitation at Camellia's words.

Camellia thought that what Isergio was going to say would at best provide additional funds for future actions, but contrary to her expectations, Camellia said something completely different, so the princess looked up for the first time since Isergio entered the office. I held it up and made eye contact with him.

To such a princess, Iserzo is for self-satisfaction, and-

For the man who is called Hygenic and doesn't know when he will be able to meet again after this incident, he is not sure if the princess will accept his request even though he speaks until the end, and the princess's evaluation of him is the key. Even though he was worried that there might be a change from the moment, he silently said the request he had originally wanted to make.

“For those orphans, I would like to buy some snacks in the capital and bring them to them.”

“... snacks?”

“Yes. If the purpose is only to provide food aid, other foodstuffs may not be efficient, but taking and distributing snacks from pastry chefs who opened their own shops in the capital overcoming numerous competitions is probably enough to make the people of the entire Grace domain feel like an empire. It can be a judgment that will make them feel a little more favorable towards the country and feel the gap between the collapsing alliance of kingdoms and our empire, making them think that they did a good job in the empire-”

On the surface, Iserjo gave snacks made by famous pastry chefs in the capital to the children in the kingdom alliance, attracting the favor of those who may have animosity toward the imperial family and the empire among the survivors remaining in the Grace domain. In addition to work, Iser thought in his heart that he would beg to bring sweets to all the children who would remain at Grace's estate in order to make Hygenics feel less guilty or responsible for preparing gifts for his family. It was at that time that Jo began to work hard and make excuses so that the princess would accept her plea.

“Sure.”

“... Yes?”

“Are you planning on making me say it twice? I said so.”

“... Thank you! Princess! Then we will move immediately!”

Camellia readily ordered Iserzo to do as she pleased, and he accepted it and immediately left the office.

Afterwards, Iserjo used the funds from the Spy Knights to arrange for large quantities of sweets to be given to children in the Kingdom Alliance, and also allowed Hygenic to buy gifts for his family with his own personal salary.

And Camellia, who heard all of this even at the last moment of Hygenic's departure, not by Iserzo, but by other spy knights who were watching Iserzo from afar -

“... Lee Lim. I didn't know things would go this far either. The wind that started blowing because of you led to the fertile territory of the Kingdom Union being taken into the hands of the Empire without shedding a single drop of blood.”

He found out that Hygenics was a person who had been acquainted with Irim when he was in the Grace territory, and he tried to smile after realizing that the major incident that led to the expansion of the empire's borders was all caused by Irim.

However, despite bloodlessly acquiring territory that would become an even greater benefit for the future prosperity of the empire, Camellia's expression did not brighten, let alone smile.

“Lee Lim. Lee Rim... But even though you are the one who makes such great winds blow, and you have great wings, why do you still refuse to become my Mortis? Why don't you come back quickly?”

Now that the current empire has completed the execution of Scarlett, the large-scale purge that has been planned for a long time is also being carried out easily -

He could only watch the affairs with a not very happy heart, muttering lonely words to himself about the fact that Irim had not yet become the person for him, and that Irim had still not returned from Ars Magna even though the wish ceremony was over.

        
            Peria's body was completely cured.

To be exact, the expression ‘complete cure’ should not be considered correct.

In order to treat Peria, who is a mixed race human and demon, who will inevitably die before the age of 20 just because she has a human appearance and demon blood, it is not exactly a treatment, but-

Gloria's efforts to return Peria's body to a 'healthy appearance'.

She managed to collect some of the fragments of the dimension created when I destroyed the dimension of the Fairy Garden, and inserted them into Peria's body.

And with the piece of dimension being implanted in her body, Peria thought about what she truly wanted and how she wanted to be around us.

By doing that.

A small soul born between a human and a demon, no matter how fragmentary it is, is able to embed a piece of a dimension created by Titania, a fairy who came close to god, into her body -

Peria's soul was decomposed to a level close to extinction, but was able to be revived with a new soul form and body called Fairy.

So, it was possible because of Peria’s determination.

Even if he ceased to be human, he was able to succeed because he had the determination to stay by our side even if it meant giving up his original form of half-demon soul and human soul.

Of course, there are some unsettling aspects.

Since her origins are from a demon father and a human mother, Peria's soul is also half-human and half-demon, just like her body.

The question is whether the feria that gave up that can really be called a feria.

Even, since the soul was once decomposed to the level of extinction and then reconstituted as a soul with Fairy characteristics, it can be seen as a completely new being with the memories of Peria and not the original Peria. A thought that comes to mind.

However, because the 'contract of servitude' that did not separate Feria and me from such problems and anxiety remains between us, I believe that Peria is the Peria I knew, and Peria is the person she was before she became a Fairy. I was able to know that

'... It's a mysterious thing. At the point when the soul was decomposed to the point where it could be called extinction, the contracts, curses, and other restrictions that were directly connected to the soul should have been naturally released and released as they were originally, but the soul and soul that were connected between you and Peria, Lee Rim. The contract of subordination that connects them to each other has not been canceled and remains intact. ... Probably, the reason is that when that child, Peria, came up with a new image of herself as a Fairy, the contract of servitude tied to you is a precious thing that must never be lost, and the contract must be maintained forever. 'I think that can be said to be my true self, and I must have kept the contract of servitude no matter what. That's probably why I managed to remain.'

Even though Peria became a fairy, if she dies, she can be resurrected in front of me like before. Gloria confirmed that I knew she was the Peria, saying there was no need to doubt it any further.

So after this-

Now that we had confirmed that there was no major problem with Peria's soul, which had been transformed into a fairy by Gloria, the next step was to confirm the change in her physical body caused by Farewell.

“Now, Peria. Open your eyes wide because the light will shine in them.”

“Okay.”

... flash!

“... This seed, they say, ‘shines’ the light. Why are you flashing?”

Farewell held a long, stick-like artifact in front of Peria's eyes, and then an incredibly bright light source, a light strong enough to be called a flash, instantly exploded in the pupil, and then threw the stick to the side.

“So, how many fingers does this look like?”

“Now he chews even words... 3.”

“Your eyesight is normal. Didn’t you see any green stains or anything like that in your eyes because of what happened just now?”

“It’s the same as before. There is no particular blurry vision or anything.”

“Hmm... Has your eyesight improved tremendously? In fact, the light that just shone into Peria's eyes was the amount of light that would have blinded an ordinary human being, but it's fine.”

“... Did you reflect that in my eyes?”

“Then the vision test is over. Next is a taste test... and a hearing test, um... what should I do?”

“Hey~? Can’t you hear me~?”

The two are currently undergoing physical examinations.

By turning into a fairy, Peria not only frees her soul but also her body from the shackles of being half-human.

Thanks to this, Farewell has been conducting various physical tests on Peria to see if there may be abnormalities in Peria's body that we and even Peria herself were not aware of, and according to the test results that are still coming out, As expected, results were coming out one after another that Feria, who had become a fairy, was in a state that could easily surpass that of an ordinary human.

So, knowing that, Peria is also quietly following Farewell's words, thinking that she should know exactly how her body has changed, and I am also watching and waiting patiently from the side.

The physical examination, which took about 3 hours in the afternoon, was completed with a visual test just before, a taste test put on hold, and a hearing test as well. Farewell, who had completed the test of about 30 items, was with me and Feria. I was informed that there was now absolutely no problem with Peria, who had become a fairy in front of me.

“The examination is over. There is no more demonic blood in Peria's body... nor is human blood. Really, it can be said that they have become a race called Fairy, which can no longer be called demons, let alone humans.”

“Phew...”

“... You should be happy, right?”

When I heard the test results from Farewell, I sighed in relief, and Peria scratched the back of her head with a puzzled look on her face.

“You should be happy. Your body has been healed, right? ... To be exact, rather than being treated, it would be more correct to call it a resurrection or a new birth.”

widely!

click!

Then, Farewell also threw a thick wad of test strips on one side of the test table, took off his goggles, and sank down on the chair.

This means that there is no physical examination that can be performed immediately on Peria.

So now, at least as far as the examination methods that Gloria, including Farewell, could do for Peria, it could be said that Peria's body was completely healed, or more precisely, that Peria was reborn healthy as a Fairy.

“Still, even though I am satisfied that the work has been completed safely, I have heard from other people, including Farewell, that I am no longer human, so I don't even know how I feel. I've lived my whole life thinking of myself as a human, and everyone around me thought of me as a human, but they told me that from now on, when I introduce myself, I have to say I'm a fairy, not a human. Life will become a little more troublesome from now on.”

“Okay. Is it really necessary? Anyway, Peria, you still look like a human, so there's no reason for you to show up in front of others and say, 'I'm a fairy, a race you've never met before. Isn't it amazing?' as long as you don't have to introduce yourself, right? All you have to do is say, “I am human,” just like before. Plus, no matter who sees you, you only look like a human, so people won't even ask you what your race is in the first place.”

“Well, I guess that’s true. Maybe I was overthinking it.”

Rustle- Rustle-

Afterwards, after seeing Farewell's limp body, Peria, who had changed into loose-fitting clothes like patient gowns as Farewell had told her that some of her clothes might get dirty, began to take off her clothes while muttering various words.

When I saw that, I wondered if I should turn my head when Peria, who was wearing only a hospital gown and no underwear, began to take off even that, but I was also keeping the clothes that Peria had taken off, and more than anything, I had seen Peria naked quite a lot so far. I just stayed there.

OK-

...tall.

“... What are you doing? Oppa?”

“... Huh? Are you waiting for me to change clothes?”

Peria stopped with the top of her patient gown lifted up to her chest and looked back at me.

“... Ah, yes. but. That's how a brother should be a brother.”

Then, although Peria's ears seemed to be turning red for some reason, she muttered something to herself again and continued to change her clothes.

Slurp- Slurp-

Soon, the large, baggy light green top was completely removed,

Sarrr...

As soon as the clothes passed through my neck, my hair, which had returned to its original water color instead of black, fell down.

“...”

Kuuk-

When Peria, who was turning her back to me, completely took off her top, I could see her white back.

Now a clean body with no wounds.

As I was watching the body, which no longer had any reason to be bandaged, I thought that there might be something that Farewell had missed, so I put my head forward to look closely at Peria's back. Then, Peria gave me a slightly troubled look and held up both hands. She held on to her top and covered her chest.

“...”

gulp-

But even after that, when I was quietly looking at Feria, Feria swallowed loudly as if to gain courage, and this time she lowered her hand and put her fingers in the pants around her waist to take off her bottoms-

... slurp-

Slurp-

“Huh?”

The moment Peria, who was not wearing any underwear due to the examination, took down her pants, my vision instantly went dark.

“Usually, usually... I don't think there's an older brother who would look at her so intently when she changes clothes, even if it's a girl she considers her younger sister.”

“... Gloria?”

“Yes. It’s me.”

What covered my eyes was Gloria’s palm.

Not long after, Gloria took her hand away again, and in front of her was the figure of Feria, wearing a dress similar to the black dress that Gloria had prepared for her.

“So, do you feel relieved now that you know that your sister is fine?”

“... Ah, yes.”

I look at Peria while listening to her voice.

After returning to the tower, Gloria began to multiply herself again, and even now, another Gloria is putting jewelry and other things on Peria's head.

In fact, there is a reason why Peria is wearing the dress and other accessories that Gloria prepared, rather than the clothes I am holding.

And the reason is strange, contrary to what you might guess from the beautiful dress and the jewelry on her head.

This is to go outside for the final physical examination that was put on hold from the previous physical examination, a taste test.

Of course, the name was a physical examination called a taste test, but in reality, as everyone already knows, it was a preparation for a celebration and dinner out for the fact that everything ended smoothly.

“Ugh... something feels uncomfortable.”

“Why are you doing that?”

“I mean hair color. For a while, I had the same black hair as my brother... Now that it's back to my mom's original hair color, I miss it, but it's also very awkward.”

However, Peria had returned to the color she had when I first met her, wearing the dress that Gloria had prepared, but she was now constantly fiddling with her light-colored hair that felt awkward.

Then Gloria gave advice to Peria.

“Then close your eyes and concentrate. You are a fairy now. Because you can become anything you want. However, in order not to forget that you were a person called Peria, try to keep in mind that you should refrain from drastically changing your appearance from what you originally knew.”

“... I understand.”

Although it's only for a short time, she becomes half-fairy, and after hearing the advice of Gloria, who knows everything about fairies, Peria closes her eyes.

OK-

...Wheee!

Pot!

It felt like a fairly harsh wind was blowing through the layer we were in, and Peria's appearance was instantly hidden by the wind and then re-emerged.

“... Ah, I like it now. okay. As expected, I feel like this hair is my head.”

Then, Peria's hair appeared again, with slightly wavy ends, and her hair was tied at a slightly higher part than Hwarim's tied up, hanging down, showing the white nape of her neck that contrasted with her black dress -

My sister's hair color, which I knew from before, had returned to black with some water-colored hair remaining at the ends.

        
            Feria is wearing a black dress that Gloria adjusted to Feria's size.

Feria, wearing a black dress that contrasted with her white skin, looked cute, but at the same time, she also had a mature feel.

In addition, the blue jewel in her hair and the rosary around her neck decorate the white nape of her neck that is visible when her hair is tied up, giving her a lively feel.

Above all, his hair color, which had been an awkward light-colored hair throughout the test, changed just by listening to Gloria's advice and thinking that Feria was changing his appearance for a moment.

It was also the image of my younger sister that I was familiar with: black hair with a remnant at the ends that indicated that her original hair color was light-colored.

Maybe that’s why.

“...”

“How about it? brother? Isn’t it strange?”

“...”

“Hey? brother? mister? Why can’t you come to your senses?”

“... Ah, yes. It's not strange. It suits you.”

“... Come to your senses. Why are you so dazed?”

I was dazed for a moment while looking at Feria's beautifully decorated appearance by Gloria, and soon after hearing Feria's scolding, I barely came to my senses and answered her words.

“... I don’t feel it.”

“Huh?”

“Somehow, I feel like I just woke up from a dream. Peria, I can’t believe you’re walking around fine.”

“... I asked him what he meant.”

Then, Peria slowly approached me wearing black shoes that matched the black dress she was wearing, with cute ribbons on the tops of her feet -

Again.

Again.

Again.

Again.

... cooo

“Ugh-”

He said, putting his palm on my cheek and rubbing it vigorously.

“If you don’t feel it, you should let them hear it. I'm here, brother. My brother is here too, and everything ended safely. You saved my life, and I am here thanks to you. So come to your senses quickly. Please come to your senses and serve me quietly as usual during dinner tonight. Heeheeheehee-!”

“... No, that's not it. Don't you really count the things I usually do for you in the evening? Where are you trying to show off naturally?”

A trembling palm.

I could feel the body temperature, and it felt clear that it was there.

So, even though Peria is in front of me and I realize that this is not a dream-

Strangely, I felt a little dazed.

Then Gloria looked at me like that from the side, then suddenly struck my palm with her fist and told me the reason.

widely!

“... Ah, I see. I said something, Lee Rim. It looks like you are suffering from the aftereffects of the time gap.”

“Huh? What does that mean?”

Kkook-

“Ugh... It's hard.”

“... Stay still. If you don’t, will you hit me?”

Gloria, who was spewing out strange words, made eye contact with Peria, who put her arms around my head and hugged me to her chest, and started talking.

“ Lee Rim had an unusual experience where he thought he spent 13 days in the Fairy Garden, but in reality, he spent 13 years. As an ordinary human being, I fully felt the passage of time in the Fairy Garden and accepted the 13 years I spent there as 13 years, while Irim, a soul patient, was not treated as a human there, so he used his watch to play with humans. They accepted 13 years as 13 days with the same sense as the fairies who adjusted the flow of time to the same as the flow of time in the human world. Now that it has returned to this world, Irim is now suffering from the aftereffects.”

“... Really? So how can I improve my brother’s aftereffects?”

“It’s not that difficult. If you sleep for a few days, wake up, and repeat, you will recover naturally. Because it’s similar to the collapse of one’s lifestyle.”

“Aha. Phew... then I'm really glad.”

'no wonder. 'It was hard to keep my mind on something.'

My dazed state seemed like a temporary illness.

For someone who has lived for a long time like Gloria, 13 years is certainly a long time, but it is not unbearable. However, for me, the 13 years in Fairy Garden would have felt unreasonably long.

It felt bad, but I should say it was fortunate. In the Fairy Garden, I was not treated as a human even in that dimension, so I was able to feel that I had spent 13 days at most when I should have felt the 13 years as it was. Now that I have returned to my original world, I can say that it is an echo of that, but the time I spent in the Fairy Garden dimension, which is roughly over 4000 days if calculated in days, is slowly being organized in my head as I re-adapt to the flow of time in this world. Because of this, it seemed like his body had become sluggish along with his head.

still.

It's okay though.

While Gloria spent a full 13 years with me while I was at Fairy Garden, I thought I only spent about 13 days with her at most. It's so great that our sense of the time we spent caring for each other is so different. It was unfortunate, but I could accept it as long as it turned out to be the same experience again.

“... I'm glad. Gloria.”

“... Hehehe. okay. Lee Rim.”

So I felt Gloria come up to me and put her hand on my shoulder and wrap around my neck, and I told her my feelings that have not changed even now.

and-

Everyone who had vaguely noticed but hadn't yet heard what happened between Gloria and I in the Fairy Garden couldn't hold back any longer and started asking questions about our relationship.

“... So, Gloria. Now please speak clearly. What on earth happened between you two in that world?”

The first person to get lucky was Farewell.

After Gloria and I returned to the tower, Farewell had been complaining about the strange distance we had maintained since yesterday, and finally opened our mouths.

“Yesterday, as soon as we came back, we laid down in the same bed and slept together. It was like that up to that point. You assumed it was possible because you were tired and a lot had happened? But from then on, before and after Peria was cured, the two of you were very... very close, right?”

“Yes. They stuck together a lot? It's called skinship, right? I tried to pretend I didn't see them holding hands and stroking each other, but now you're not even trying to hide it?”

Peria accepts Farewell's words.

In particular, Feria was hugging me from the front, but she became wary when she saw Gloria coming up behind me, putting her hand around my shoulder and pulling me towards her.

Then Gloria-

“... Huhuhuhu. You didn't really try to hide it?”

Come on!

It’s soggy!

'... ah. soft.'

Unlike Peria's breasts, which were hard when I hugged them tightly, I answered honestly as I placed my head on her ample breasts, which I had touched several times.

“I will answer honestly. During the 13 years I spent at Fairy Garden, I had an affair with Lee Rim.”

“... You started a civil war?”

“Yes. We have a close relationship with each other. Rather than a relationship of someone talking back, I accepted everything from Lee Rim directly, body to body, flesh to flesh, to the deepest part of me and even backwards.”

“That, Gloria. That expression is a bit...”

“What's the problem? I don’t think there’s any reason to hide it.”

“Well, I can't help it if I want to, but...”

After all, Gloria was Gloria.

She told Farewell and Peria, and in front of Reigns, who was holding his head as if he was in pain, and Razael, who was staring at the trash, she spoke openly about what kind of relationship we were and how we confirmed each other's feelings and formed a relationship. did.

“... So, at first, the request was made out of necessity, but my brother refused it, and Gloria tried to find another way - ”

“Yes. Lee Rim came to me again and accepted me.”

“...”

“... Ugh. I'm really going crazy.”

“Ha...”

In the end, after Gloria told me everything that had happened in the Fairy Garden, Peria closed her mouth as if she didn't know what to say, and Farewell looked at me with a strange expression, saying that even though he knew there was nothing he could do, he and Gloria had truly fallen in love with each other. And Reigns let out a short sigh from behind.

I don't know if Razael went down to look for Bear, but he started walking halfway and headed towards the stairs leading to another floor, and he was no longer visible.

On the other hand, while I was still dazed and didn't understand what the problem was, Feria and Gloria opened their mouths again and continued talking, which was a bit difficult for me to understand.

“... Anyway, Gloria. There are standards for fences on this side as well.”

“Of course, I have no intention of destroying the framework of the fence you have built. I suggested this to Lee Rim from the beginning. Irim says you don’t have to take responsibility for me. Don't try to take it too seriously just because you hug me. I'm Gloria. The leader of Ars Magna and an alchemist. What Lee Rim did was make me realize that I, too, was just a human woman, and rekindle the desire within me. So don't worry about it. Feria. Even if you leave, I can live here alone again.”

“... Is it still okay?”

“... Of course, once in a while, Irim delivers news to me from there and if he has the chance, he stops by where I am, and that's enough. First of all, I guess that would suit me, who has a self-indulgent personality.”

“... For now, I'll just keep it that way.”

After the conversation between the two ended in a seemingly peaceful atmosphere -

Since we had decided to eat outside for dinner, we started to get busy from now on.

So, while Feria and Gloria, who had already finished preparing, were talking with me in between, Gloria said that it would be better for the restaurant we had reserved to have a dress code, so even though I didn't like it, Gloria prepared dresses that fit each person's body perfectly. Farewell, Raines, and Razael, who had changed into clothes, came up to the stairs where we were.

“Then two people. It's time to get out. Quickly let Mr. Bishop go.”

Farewell, dressed in a white dress that Gloria had prepared, looking awkward even though she was hanging out like that, called us and Feria and Gloria let me go.

“... Okay. Gloria. As expected, let’s talk about the details over a drink for the first time in a while.”

“I’m good. It's my first drink in 13 years. The food that Lee Rim cooked for me at Fairy Garden was delicious, but there were quite a few times when I felt sad that I was missing the alcohol.”

“... Sigh - this is just a headache for me. If this is the choice my brother made, everyone, including Thistle, should be willing to accept it, but the problem is that there are too many people who will be surprised.”

Afterwards, Peria stretched out greatly and put the notebook she always carried around in the waistband of her dress, just in case. Gloria also stroked the head of Gombangi, who was staying in the tower because she couldn't take him to the restaurant again today, and moved to give him a special meal.

“... Ah.”

Immediately after the two people disappeared, I was left alone and continued typing their story in my head at a slow pace, and ended up reacting belatedly.

“... That's right. When I get back, I have to tell everyone that I confessed to Gloria 'first'... What should I do?”

        
            Peria, who became a Fairy, stayed with Farewell all afternoon and underwent various physical tests, and was able to pass safely as all results came back normal.

However, the results are normal, and Peria's body is now in a state that far exceeds the state she had before.

Originally, Peria was half-human and half-demon, but until she turned 20, her demonic blood was inactivated, so she showed physical abilities no different from that of an ordinary pure-blooded human. However, the current Peria instantly showed a quantity of light that could be called a flash of light right before her eyes, just by looking at her eyes. Even though it was damaged, my fingers were fine, and I couldn't even split soft fruits with my hands due to my grip strength or anything like that, but now when I hold my breath and apply strength to fruits with strong skins similar to watermelons, my fingers can peel the hard fruit skins even though I couldn't split the fruit. As it dug in and got stuck, we were embarrassed for a moment and just stared at it blankly.

Of course, after that, Peria rolled around on the floor, saying that her fingernails were extremely painful, so it was concluded that it was a bit excessive, but it was confirmed that she far exceeded the standards of an ordinary adult.

And above all, the biggest change was-

weight.

When it was time to weigh myself, Peria asked if I could go out for a while, but I quickly climbed up, saying that she wouldn't weigh that much since she, like everyone else, is an adult but quite small in height and body. I told her to go, and Peria ended up putting all her dissatisfaction in her cheeks, puffing them up, and got on the scale.

And after Peria got on the scale, Farewell and I checked the weight while Peria covered her face as if she didn't know anything-

The results turned out to be completely different from what Farewell and I had expected, so we were a bit embarrassed.

'ruler. Feria. 'Stand here... and the needle will tell you how much you weigh now.'

'Ugh... do I really have to climb this?'

‘Isn’t it obvious? Looking at the physical ability tests you did a little while ago, Peria is showing that you are in a state that exceeds the physical ability of ordinary pure-blooded human knights. If that is the case, then I would guess that your current physical state is much more dense in various parts of your body compared to before you turned into a fairy. I think that's why such actions became possible. So the quickest experiment to check that is to measure your weight. If your current weight is more than double your weight before you were reborn, it means that my hypothesis is correct. So, get up quickly.'

'Haaah... Damn, I understand. I understand. I'll climb to my feet. So don't push it.'

... Tak.

... I'm going to go to the middle of the day.

That's when Peria got on the scale and stopped breathing, and in the meantime, Farewell and I got closer to check the number on the scale's hands.

'... uh?'

'... huh?'

'... why? what? Why are you doing this? It's not like I gained a lot of weight just by becoming a fairy or something, right?! huh?! brother! Speak quickly! 'I can't see it with my own eyes!'

'... was.'

'uh?'

'... has decreased. 'I lost weight.'

‘No, you can’t say this has decreased. To be exact... it's 0.'

'uh? What does that mean? '0?'

‘Literally. My weight floats to 0. what? Why are you doing this? 'Is the machine broken?'

Peria’s weight indicated on the scale she stands on is -

No matter how many times Farewell and I washed our eyes and looked again, it was still 0kg.

Just in case, Farewell let Feria go down for a moment and then had me go up, and then he went up and brought a 10kg weight from somewhere else and looked it up on the scale, but the scale was normal.

So, Farewell later brought a scale that was displayed in milligrams (mg), which is used to measure the weight of small materials such as fruit, and told Feria to go up. We even brought a scale that could measure weight in units of dogs and told Peria to force herself to climb up, but even there, Peria's weight only came out as 0.

'... Farewell, is this okay?'

Jomulrak- Jomulrak-

'Hmm... First of all, I'm a bit embarrassed because my expectations were completely different. I thought that the obvious improvement in physical ability was due to the high density of the body, but that's not the case.'

Sigh- Sigh-

'Your weight is 0... How is that possible? Peria is definitely right in front of us.'

'... Well, I understand your intention, but aren't you two messing around too much?'

Afterwards, the two of us each held one of Feria's arms and touched her forearm without stopping to feel the touch. Feria blushed, probably because she was a little embarrassed, but then shook off our hands and backed away slightly.

'Still, even if I think about it, I don't understand it. How can the weight be zero when arms, legs, joints, etc. all exist?

Then, Peria seemed to have thought that she wanted to check the condition of her body for herself this time, so she bent her knees as much as she could, looked at the sky, straightened them out, and jumped up.

'... uh?'

... Whiuuuck!!!

Boom-

Kwaaang!

'Eww-!?'

Peria was caught up in the strong gust of wind that blew up from beneath her feet, hit her face on the ceiling, and fell.

'... Ah, that's it. Now I understand.'

widely!

And when Farewell saw that, rather than worrying about Peria, he just calmly opened his eyes slightly and struck his palm with his fist with an expression that showed he had noticed something.

That's how I found out about another big change in Peria who became a fairy.

Peria has become a new Fairy. When Peria becomes a Fairy, she hopes that her paralyzed body will be free and become like the 'wind' -

Thanks to that, that wish came true when Peria was reborn as a fairy, and it is said that Peria's body was floating by the subtle force of the wind, which is difficult for us to feel now, and she could not feel her weight at all.

So, Farewell concluded the final examination by saying that Peria has now become a fairy, or more precisely, a type of fairy that can freely manipulate the power of the wind.

After that, in order to do the taste test, which was the only test that Farewell deliberately left aside during the physical examination -

Under the pretext of this, we have now completed preparations to go to the restaurant that Gloria had made a reservation in advance.

“Then, shall we go?”

Let’s go!

Afterwards, right before Gloria left the tower, we prepared a special meal for Gombangi, and then we went out through the main gate of the tower, a door that opened like an automatic door on both sides.

The destination is a restaurant near the outskirts of the city.

As soon as we left the entrance, we saw a carriage parked in front of the tower, and the driver who spotted Gloria approached us and started talking to her about various things.

“Did you come out? Gloria.”

“Yes. I'll check to make sure there's no mistake, but I'm sure it's a carriage from 'River Dining', right?”

“Yes. So, there are 6 people heading to the store, including Gloria, is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Then please wait a moment.”

After quickly checking the number of people, the coachman approached the carriage and-

Sigh!

.... Slam! Slam! Drudddeudddeuk-

As the man operated the mechanism attached to one side of the coach seat, the carriage made the sound of the mechanism moving and expanded left and right, front and rear, and became larger.

“ has been completed. Well then, sit back and relax.”

“Now, you can get on right away.”

The carriage, which seemed a little too narrow for all of us to ride, was quickly expanded by the driver's manipulations, and we got into the carriage following Gloria's words.

After that, the coachman from the front made the standard sound of moving the horses, shouting 'Hey!', and then the sound of wheels rolling on the road was heard, and from inside the comfortable carriage, without anyone asking, Gloria told us that we were going to stay this evening. He started explaining about the restaurant he was going to.

Doddd-

“The place we are going from now on is called 'River Dining', a restaurant that was opened when the outskirts of the city were expanded in a fairly short period of time. They say that it is the second branch of a well-known restaurant in the capital of the empire, and that the assistant manager is also an alchemist. It is a restaurant with quite an unusual history. I also looked through the list of restaurants that had recently opened in the city and thought they looked good, so I made a reservation, but I don't know much about the details beyond that.”

“... Ah, Riverne Dining. Someone said, it looks like that restaurant in Riverne?”

“Did you already know about that trickster? Since he didn't look like someone pursuing the path of gastronomy, I thought he wouldn't know even if he was a trickster. Then, that's all I've heard, but it seems like the restaurant of that man named Rivern is quite popular in the Empire, right?”

“Yes. It is not a dining establishment in the capital, but a store opened under the name of Riverne Restaurant, and it is impossible not to know as it is a famous restaurant that has already survived in the capital for another 30 years.”

I got excited about the word 'second store' in the story about the restaurant that Gloria told me and Feria responded with a big raise of his eyebrows.

Although the capital of the empire looks peaceful, it is a place where competition among stores is extremely fierce, whether it's restaurants, clothing stores, or anything else, so if you lag behind the trends even a little, the number of customers will quickly decrease and you will be pushed out.

Even though it is the capital, it has lasted there for 30 years and is now said to have branched out to distant Ars Magna, so even if you try not to get excited, you can't help but look forward to it.

And Farewell also spoke to me as he stroked the soft cushions inside the carriage with his hands, his eyes looking at the deformed part of the carriage where the interior had been expanded a little while ago.

“... I don’t know about anything else, but the restaurant owner really uses his brain.”

“Huh? In what part? Oh, you mean the carriage?”

“Of course, there is a carriage, but more than that, it ‘necessarily’ showed the carriage transforming in front of us.”

According to Farewell, it was like this:

In Ars Magna, Gloria contacted and made a reservation at Rivern Dining, a popular restaurant that recently opened.

The restaurant had already talked to Gloria in advance, so they knew in advance how many people would be coming to their restaurant before sending a carriage to meet us.

But still, they 'purposely' sent a small carriage.

To be precise, they wanted to show that their restaurant has a 'carriage equipped with functions that allow for a wider transformation of the interior.'

“It’s a tactic to attract customers. No matter how good your skills are, it is not easy to survive in Ars Magna purely with cooking skills. Above all, in Ars Magna, there is already a restaurant called the ‘Restaurant of Time’ that even the Empire’s nobles and those who pursue their gastronomic hobby to the extreme are willing to travel a long way to stop by again and again.”

“... Ah, that's why the reason why the assistant manager of the second branch in Ars Magna was an alchemist was to show customers the carriages we are riding now and provide them with a differentiated experience that is difficult to experience in other places. It’s a sound.”

“That’s right.”

Good idea.

Even though the restaurant we are about to go to now, Rivern Dining, is a popular restaurant in the empire and has good food enough to open a second branch in Ars Magna, there is a restaurant in Ars Magna called the ‘Restaurant of Time’ that we still remember in the past. There is a supreme store that Gloria introduced me to when I stopped by Ars Magna when I was part of this kingdom union.

And the Restaurant of Time, a restaurant that Gloria called the essence of food culture, was a place I went to with everyone when Deshade was there, and it was a place so memorable to me that I can still vividly recall what I ate there. That was there.

Therefore, the manager of the second Rivern Dining branch, newly located on the outskirts of the city, changed his strategy and decided that his restaurant would eventually be pushed out of the place that had already been established in Ars Magna due to his skills. As a workaround, he appointed the restaurant's assistant manager as an alchemist. It seems that he was thinking of winning by recruiting a new person from his hometown and using things like this unique carriage he created as a promotional strategy to impress people.

“Is this place called Time Restaurant that amazing?”

“Huh? ... Oh, I see. Mr. Bishop and Feria may know, but Raines has no idea about the Restaurant of Time. So, what kind of place was it-”

And Raines, who was not with us at the time, asked if he was curious about the Restaurant of Time, and Farewell, who was speechless, told a story about a restaurant he had visited a few times on special occasions when he was staying at Ars Magna with Gloria. The carriage started rolling slowly and hard, while Razael, who was sitting in front of us, looked out the window and pretended not to be interested in everyone's story, but listened to Farewell's story with his ears.

Doddd-

After that, the carriage arrived at the unfenced outskirts of Ars Magna, where the roads had not yet been properly maintained and houses, laboratories, and shops were being built one by one as the days passed.

Geek!

...

Sweet.

“arrived. everyone. And, once again, welcome to Rivern Dining.”

Afterwards, when the coachman touched the mechanism on the coach seat, the door of the carriage opened automatically, and several employees and the coachman who were standing at the entrance of the restaurant greeted us all at once, and we entered Livern Dining. We have arrived.

        
            Approximately 10 minutes after leaving the tower, the carriage arrived at a restaurant on the outskirts of Ars Magna that Gloria had reserved for us to have dinner to congratulate ourselves on successfully completing all tasks today.

What greeted us as we got off the carriage with the help of the coachman was the appearance of two employees waiting at the entrance and bowing at right angles as soon as they saw us. Behind them were magic lanterns that boasted a tremendous source of light even at night. It looked like a restaurant decorated with .

“... It's bright.”

“I can see it from anywhere.”

Perhaps to compensate for the advantage of being located on the outskirts of the city, a store with brightly colored magic lights hanging on the outside of the building could have created a chaotic atmosphere due to the excessive use of magic lights, but on the contrary, it had an artistic aspect. It just felt like it was old-fashioned, as if they had done the calculations to install magic lanterns.

Especially as I remember seeing karaoke bars and bar signs with colorful LEDs when I went out at night in the world where I used to live, what could have felt like such a rowdy atmosphere of the stores was really an old-fashioned atmosphere with a difference. I was able to get the impression that it was designed to look like a store with an airy bar feel.

And it wasn't just me, Farewell, and others who felt the same way, but Razael, who was from a noble family, must have felt the same way. Razael, who had not said a word in the carriage, stared at the store for a long time before speaking for the first time.

“... When I looked out from the tower, I heard there was a place emitting quite strong light, and it was here.”

“Uh, have you seen Razael here?”

“Don’t act friendly. Garbage.”

“... It's really crazy.”

However, when Razael looked down at the city from Gloria's Tower and pretended to know if he had seen this place far away, I thought he would open his mouth for the first time in a while and tried to say a word, but I ended up not being able to find the answer.

Finally, Peria got off the carriage and said something.

“... The scenery has definitely changed.”

“What does that mean?”

However, what Feria said was not an evaluation of the appearance of the restaurant.

“Did you only see your brother on the way home?”

“I didn’t watch it, but I kept watching it.”

“Then you didn’t see that the city was changing significantly?”

“...?”

“... Ugh, that's right then. I don’t know why I forgot that my brother wasn’t such a perceptive person.”

When I looked like I had no idea what Peria was saying, Gloria explained it for me.

“Huhuhuhu... Lee Rim, what your sister said was about fairies.”

“Fairies...? Oh, I saw it. Fairies that alchemists followed around in a panic.”

What the two people were talking about was the story of the fairies spread throughout Ars Magna, which was the scene we saw out the window when we came to the restaurant in the carriage.

Oberon and Titania disappeared, and the Fairy Garden where they stayed also disappeared.

They all fell into Ars Magna.

The soul contained in the Soul Well entered into them again.

However, according to Gloria, although they may have once been dwarves, their egos have already been diluted a long time ago by Titania, so it is impossible for them to return to their dwarf form, and they no longer have the fairy form they currently have. They say it is impossible to change.

And just like the fairies from when they were in the Fairy Garden, even though they fell into Ars Magna, they still approached the nearby people and urged them to give them food, and if there was any magic equipment they were interested in, they would touch it.

So at first, the alchemists panicked when they saw the fairies.

Some alchemists tried to kill such fairies, especially those that looked hideous in appearance, using attack magic, physical methods, and various other methods because they thought they were creatures hostile to humans, but the fairies burned or were injured by magic. Even though they wore it, they not only quickly regenerated their original form, but instead hovered near the alchemists who had attacked them, letting them know that they were harmless.

It's natural.

The fairies in the Fairy Garden and Titania's clones found it difficult to completely destroy the fairies with their magic, so all they did was grab a blade and take them all to the trash in the Abyss, and that was the only way ordinary human alchemists could do. There was no way that power could stop the fairies from doing as they pleased.

So the alchemists had no choice but to compromise and leave these fairies alone.

However, after that, they began to enlighten the alchemists after seeing the fairies messing with various magic tools in Ars Magna.

“This is really going to be a huge technological revolution in Ars Magna in the near future. Arsmagna was already at a time when the science known as magic science was just beginning to spread, and with the appearance of fairies, everything from small magic lights to experimental equipment and magic equipment started to become much better than before, so the alchemists It's worth it to be amazed.”

“Aha, so the alchemists were all in full swing and chasing the fairies with food in their hands? I did something.”

As we rode the carriage to the store, we continued to witness the scenery of Ars Magna, which was undergoing a major change.

Alchemists are still carrying around their hands and pockets full of fruits and other foods, chasing down fairies to lure them out.

This was to lure the fairies with food and improve the performance or repair of the magical equipment that had entered their homes and was making no further progress.

As Gloria and I already know, this is happening because fairies are impossible to forcibly capture.

When we were in the Fairy Garden, no matter how hard we secured the door, these guys would open the door and come inside before we knew it. Even if alchemists with less skill than Gloria tried their best to create a prison to keep the fairies, they would still be there. As they snorted, they deactivated it and went out, so the alchemists had no other way to get the fairies to come into their workshop than by using up all the money they had to buy food and go around to lure the fairies.

Speaking of the food tastes particularly favored by fairies, which Gloria and I, who only grew simple crops in the fairy garden, had no idea about, their mood changed when they looked at the beer that an alchemist was holding, wondering if fairies would like it. Not only did it attack the alchemist and quickly drink the beer he was holding, but it was also seen crawling into the alchemist's clothes and tickling him as if to give him more beer.

However, that's why I glanced sideways at Gloria's expression.

“... Are you okay?”

“Hmm? What do you mean?”

“Well, the fairies in the city. Originally, they were all dwarves.”

This is a fact that only the people here, including Gloria, know, and other alchemists are still completely unaware of.

The true identity of the fairies is that they are dwarves who are no longer in the world. To be more precise, they are the ghosts of dwarves, or the souls of the dead without a clear will are in the bodies of the fairies.

And in the current Arsmagna, the fairies, who were dwarves in the past, are roaming around as they please, influencing the progress of research that was bogged down by human alchemists.

So, I was worried that this could be achieved through the rapid growth of technology, which is far from the way Gloria truly hopes for humans to develop on their own.

However, contrary to my concerns, Gloria was actually happy to see the alchemists, old dwarves, and fairies together.

“It’s okay. They are the same victims. They, like us humans, are victims of a bad-tempered fairy called Titania, and I would only be happy if Arsmagna could become a new place for the dwarves, who were reduced to the same state as dead by that fairy, to live a new life. easy. In addition, humans are originally life forms that develop through the process of imitating others and understanding them rather than creating something from zero.”

“Ah... Yes. I know what you mean.”

“So, no matter how much the fairies help the alchemists, it gives the alchemists in this city an opportunity to ‘understand’ the studies they learned from their predecessors, the dwarves who were building a civilization far ahead of their own. It's just that, and I know that the scholars in this city aren't the ones who just absorb the experience and knowledge acquired by fairies. So Lee Rim. Contrary to what you are concerned about, I am excited to see how the shaking of balance that has just begun due to the meeting between fairies and alchemists will change this city in the future.”

Gloria accepted the fairies as the head of the city of alchemists.

Responsibility is not.

She said the fairies could stay here if they wanted, but she had no intention of stopping them if they didn't want to and wanted to go somewhere else.

You never know.

As enough time passes in the future, the alchemists and fairies here will reach a balance, and the fairies may try to do more than just recreate the memories of their dwarf days.

They may feel something from the human scholars who seek advice from them, and the dwarven spirit implanted in their souls may be awakened again.

In this way, the fairies, whose sense of self had faded, began to long for something, and coincidence, coincidence, coincidence overlapped and became inevitable -

These are dwarves who once disappeared from this world, and this might be an opportunity to return to their original form. This was one of the many futures that Gloria dreamed of.

“... Of course, it would be too hopeful and optimistic. But I am also a human being who has lived for hundreds of years. And he is an alchemist who overcomes fairies as a human. Just as I succeeded in changing, the fairies will also change. And the other alchemists who were watching the changes next to the fairies will also try to move forward. This will be a coexistence where both sides have a positive influence on each other. So, I'm very curious to see how this story of balance will evolve, so I plan to just enjoy watching whatever the fairies do in this city. Lee Rim.”

Just like that-

'... Ah, these eyes, that's it. 'Eyes looking toward the future.'

Gloria's eyes were sparkling right now because she was so excited about the chemical reaction that would occur when the fairies and human alchemists met.

At the same time I-

'And... these are exactly the eyes I wanted to see from Gloria.'

I thought it was so beautiful to see her eyes showing anticipation for the changes that will continue in the future, and the stories that will be created by humans who will no longer be fooled by fairies.

That was a big change.

At first, when we had just entered the third year of our stay in the Fairy Garden, I fell in love with her eyes, which were extremely gloomy, gloomy, and undervalued herself.

Even though Gloria was a human being, there was sadness in her eyes at the thought that she had spent a long time not taking care of herself to the point where she could no longer be looked at as a woman by anyone. Ironically, I held her because I really wanted those devastated, sad eyes from back then.

And Gloria's eyes were sparkling, completely opposite to how they were then.

But, it was good too.

In fact, I thought her eyes were more beautiful now than then.

Even though at first I looked at her dark side and was drawn to it, I still prefer a person's sparkling eyes.

so-

I was probably drawn to her eyes when it was dark because I wanted to see the kind of eyes she was showing now, so I held her hand and held her hand as she looked affectionately at the alchemists and fairies quietly running down the street. line-

I told him honestly what I was thinking about right now.

Kkook-

“... Huh?”

“... It’s pretty. Gloria.”

“Uh, huh?”

“I think deciding to love you was a good choice.”

“...?!?!”

However, Gloria, who knew nothing, panicked when I held her hand and made a sudden confession.

“... Ugh, I think that oppa would have gotten a lot of criticism from people around him in the previous world for flirting with random women without realizing it.”

“... Peria, do you think so too? I think so too.”

“Again, again, again... I'm really fucking going. Hey Peria. Bishop, shouldn’t we be told not to open our mouths at all outside of the church? I was wondering how you seduced Gloria, but you said you just used a straight-up trick to seduce her? It's really amazing, it's amazing.”

“... You piece of trash.”

It seemed like four people were saying something behind me, but I couldn't hear it clearly.

Instead, I just keep looking at Gloria, who is blushing and unable to make eye contact with me.

Then Gloria, who soon realized that she could not run away from me, slowly raised her face and began to look into my eyes-

“... Yes, yes. I love you too. Lee Rim. Because I love you, stop now! Let's stop and go inside! huh! This store has a reservation system, so there is a limit to how long you can stay!”

She answered my confession with a red face, then quickly led everyone into the store.

However, at the very end, she did not let go of the hand I was holding until the store employees guided us to our reserved seats as we entered the restaurant. Soon, after we had enjoyed our meal at the restaurant, the moon began to disappear beyond the horizon again. Only then did I return to the tower.

        
            It was around lunch time, 14 days after Irim sent the message that he was leaving for the Fairy Garden.

Thistle was staying inside a church in Leven, a parish of the Deshade Church.

The parish was peaceful that day, and nothing happened.

However, peace did not mean quiet.

As usual, the parish was in an active state with the noise made by each of the residents, including the people at the top and the mentally ill. Instead, all the noise was not caused by complaints or unhappiness, but was noise made by each person faithfully going about their daily lives and enjoying themselves. Therefore, it served as evidence that the diocese was in a peaceful state.

However, because Thistle is currently waiting for a specific sound to be heard, it is unable to hear any other noises.

She didn't hear Scarlett and Astesia talking next to her at the same table, nor did she notice Florian humming a cute tune without realizing it and brushing off the dust from the church windows. An explosion was heard from the area where Sling and Slien were in the workshop, but even that was not heard at all.

'...'

Thistle thought that half of the day would end like this again today, quietly and without making any sound.

It was now close to lunch time.

Enin said there was a dish he wanted to try for lunch, so he said he would cook lunch today by himself from start to finish without assistance, so there was no need to rush.

Soon, when the smell of food began to waft from the house above the church, Eila, who had been lying on the sofa in the living room even after waking up late today, finally got up at Enin's request and came to the church to call everyone. Or, Hwarim, who has been meditating all morning inside the forest where the hygges hang out, will come.

So Thistle felt very weak as she was the only one who couldn't calm down while everyone else was moving normally.

'... Why is a person like me so weak-hearted?'

But that wasn't true.

Other people in the church are also doing their jobs, but they are worried on the inside, and they can't seem to get their hands on what they are doing.

Eila had been tossing and turning in bed all night and eventually woke up without being able to sleep at all, so she was just lying blankly on the sofa in the living room at home with her eyes open, and Enin was also making a series of mistakes in the kitchen that he would never have made otherwise. .

Hwa-rim was also meditating while sitting on a huge rock in the forest, but in fact, it was not a type of meditation to empty the mind, but rather a state of simple thought in which he was reaffirming his trust in everyone who had left with Lee-rim over and over again.

In particular, Astesia, who was even more worried about Peria since she was the only person with whom she could have an honest conversation after Lee Rim, sat around the table in the church with Thistle and Scarlett and repeatedly expressed her anxious feelings to Scarlett next to her. I was trying to somehow resolve it by pecking and not express it.

“Ha... So, didn't I tell you how many times? Scarlett. It is said that when using the magic of blessings, you should never think of idle thoughts, as this will distort the passage between God and the believer who will receive the blessings.”

“Ah... Hahahaha - I know. I know, but even so, I've only been praying to Deshade for a few days, so telling me not to think about anything else while performing a spell is hard work?”

Astesia, who was teaching Scarlett how to use sacred magic, immediately pecked her hard as soon as she saw that the channel of divine power that Scarlett had created was twisted once again, and Scarlett grunted and dismantled the magic of protection again. So I started going back to the first step.

Then Astesia smiled as if she had never done that before and tried to persuade Scarlett, who was grumbling, with a gentle voice this time.

“... Well, it's okay now, so I don't mind if you revert Scarlett's statement about becoming a saint of our church. I will help you talk to others.”

“Hey, Astesia. Don't you think it's too much to change one's attitude like that? At times like this, you're being aggressive again... I'm sorry, but I have no intention of going back on what I said. No matter what happens, I plan to become a saint of the church.”

“... Ugh-”

However, Scarlett did not give up on her plan to become a saint of the Deshade Church even after receiving Astesia's recommendation, and although Astesia did not like it, she held her hand again and carefully guided her to properly perform the magic of granting protection. started to do it.

Thistle, who was momentarily distracted by the sight, turned her head to look at the two people for a moment and then smiled.

'... You two have become quite close.'

It hasn't been that long.

The two people were practicing sacred magic with several books open in front of Thistle.

From the day Irim left, Scarlett announced in front of everyone that she wanted to become a saint of the church, just as she had told Irim, and Astesia strongly opposed this for several days.

But in the end, it was Astesia who took a step back.

In the first place, when the members of the church, excluding her, heard that Scarlett had an agreement with Lee Rim when she said she would become a saint, they took a step back.

So, in reality, Astesia was the only one who opposed Scarlett becoming a saint.

Of course, Astesia did not want to reject it if Lee Rim and Scarlett reached an agreement.

Still, being anxious is being anxious.

The leader, Scarlet Veil Blood, is no longer in this world.

Even if she still has the power as a guardian and can use high-level camouflage magic to prevent her identity from being discovered even when she appears openly to people visiting the parish, Astesia was aware of the possibility of danger from the very beginning. I didn't want to give them an excuse.

If Scarlett and Princess Camellia happen to meet again one day, the Deshade Church, which reported that Scarlett was definitely dead, will become traitors.

So, Astesia wanted to keep Scarlett away from the church somehow, but in the end, Scarlett kept insisting that she would become a saint no matter what, citing the fact that she had already ended the conversation with Lee Rim, so Astesia had no choice. Sia reached an agreement with her separately.

And the agreement between Scarlett, who is trying to become a saint of the new Church of Deshade, and Astesia, who was a saint of the Church of Deshade before her, was-

Scarlett's current power as a suzerain is certainly great, but other than that, she, who has lived as a suzerain, does not know what a person who currently sits in the position of saint of the church should do, and what she should and should not do as a priest. Since she knew absolutely nothing about it, Astesia's condition was that she would recognize Scarlett as a saint of the same church only after she read all the [Books of Saints] that came from the same church as her, and Scarlett accepted. It was a condition.

'I am glad that the book about the historical saints who appeared in the Empire was sent to me by Bishop Setias, and it helped me more than I thought.'

So, the books that the two of them are currently reading sitting around the round table are all books that the Bishop of Setias had promised to Thistle from the former County of Dun Priest.

All of the books collectively referred to as the [Book of Saints] were books that contained records of all saints who had appeared in the history of human nations, beyond the empire.

So, most of the books say in the preface that a saint is an abstract being and that there is no specific definition of exactly what a saint should do in leading the church, but at the same time, some of the books that list the mistakes are radical. Astesia and Scarlett were having a hard time distinguishing lies from truth in the contents of the book as many parts were written from the perspective of the saint's admirers.

Still, the fact that one current saint and two would-be saint candidates work together to read the saint's book in such a way will certainly enable Scarlett and Astesia to confidently stand out as saints in front of the countless people who will visit the Deshade Church in the future. It was also being steadily digested as a base fertilizer.

“... Hehehe.”

So, when she saw Astesia and Scarlett bickering while looking at a book next to her, which seemed to be getting along well, Thistle felt uneasy when the language between them started to become violent, but as she watched, she smiled without knowing it. I was able to build it, and at the same time, I felt that my anxious mind became a little more at ease.

“... Yes. There is still some grace time left.”

Still, there is still time left.

Thistle consoled herself, thinking that there was nothing left.

That's right, the news that Lee Lim's party in Arsmagna sent two weeks ago, and the news from Farewell that Feria's treatment will produce clear results after two weeks no matter what happens, made Thistle and other people in the parish suffer from double hand emphysema. I heard about it through , and today is exactly the second week she mentioned, and the morning is just about to pass.

So Thistle immediately got up from his seat and reached out to the small wooden box in front of him, secretly hoping that even though he was listening, there might be news from Ars Magna written on the dual memory paper while he was not able to hear it. wrapped and hugged.

        
            ...click.

Astesia's head automatically turned at the sound of the box opening.

Glancing-

The sound was the sound of a wooden box being opened in the middle of the round table in the church where Astesia, Scarlett, and Thistle were sitting.

So, the moment the box was opened, Astesia had been looking at the Saint's Book with Scarlett, the squire, and helping her practice the sacred magic written in it, but without realizing it, her concentration was broken and she turned her head in that direction. I threw it away.

“... Oh, wait! If you want to help me, you have to help me until the end. If I leave halfway through, what are you going to do to me...?!”

“It’s already almost lunch time, so isn’t it time to try to succeed on your own?”

“No, before I tried to achieve success on my own, I wasn't able to succeed until now even with Astesia's help, that's right...! Oh really... huh? Did you succeed? Huh?”

And thanks to that, Scarlett, who had been praying towards Deshade for the past few weeks and combining the divine power she had built up with the power of her original suzerain to achieve divine magic with Astesia's help, was able to help Astesia herself. Scarlett was embarrassed because she let go of his hand, but ironically, Scarlett moved with the thought that she had to exercise a high degree of concentration to prevent the technique from being distracted in a momentary crisis situation, so she tried several times since the morning. I ended up succeeding in the failed attempt at the magic of Divine Protection.

But Astesia's attention was already turned away from the delighted Scarlett.

What she is looking at is Thistle's face as she opens the lid of the wooden box and looks inside.

It's already lunch time.

And in terms of date, today is the 14th day that Farewell in Ars Magna promised to report the results no matter what the outcome was until everything was completed.

...chuuk.

“... Haaa-.”

'It looks like no news has been written yet.'

However, after looking into the wooden box, Thistle sighed again and closed her eyes, and when Astesia saw that, she also felt sad inside-

On the other hand, even if the news from Farewell in Arsmagna was already written there, there is also a possibility that Thistle's face would sink into sadness when she saw the news, so even if that didn't happen, I wonder where it was. It was done at the same time.

With Thistle and Astesia looking on, I hoped that news would come from the other side quickly, but I was worried that the news written inside would not be seen, so if there was such news written, I would rather have nothing written on it. A wooden box of the correct size.

So what's inside that box is none other than-

Arsmagna, which is far away from Leven, one of the empire's territories, is connected to that of other members of the church who are staying there. A double-layered paper is made by wizards using a special method, and is cut in half. It is a new concept of communication method where each person receives one side and starts writing on it with a pen, then the same content is transmitted to the other side.

Thistle had been looking at the double-stitched paper every ten minutes since morning, waiting for something to be written on it, but so far, nothing had been written.

So Thistle said that it was still today, the 14th day until the complete results came out. Even though the morning had already passed, there was still time left in the afternoon, so he packed the box containing the double-scrambled paper and went home again, alone. I was thinking of going to help Enin, who thought it would be difficult to prepare enough meals for everyone.

like that-

Click!

Thistle covered the transparent lid of the wooden box containing the blank double-handled paper and lifted it politely with both hands, and it was at that moment that Astesia also turned her head with a feeling of regret.

...square.

“...?”

When Thistle heard the sound of a pen scratching paper coming from somewhere, he thought he had heard wrong.

... Square, square.

But soon the sound came once more, and twice, the same sound as a pen scraping across paper, so Thistle looked to the side instead of lowering his gaze just in case.

It is not good to have unreasonable expectations.

In fact, since morning, Thistle had heard a hallucination-like sound several times and looked at the paper in the box, but saw the double-written paper with nothing written on it, and she thought that the sound of the pen she heard this time was probably because she was hallucinating again. If not, he thought it was the sound of Astesia and Scarlett next to him writing something down on paper, so he turned his head to check it.

Swish!

“... Why is that? Thistle?”

“Huh? Why are you looking at me?”

“... Oh, no.”

But no.

Astesia and Thistle did not touch or hold the pen. In the first place, the ink bottle was still on the table because the two of them had gathered at the church today for the main purpose of practicing, not theoretically deciphering and studying sacred magic. Without even opening the book, he was reading a book sent from Lehi.

So, if Thistle said, the sound he heard was not the sound of Astesia and Scarlett holding a pen and writing something on paper, but unlike the auditory hallucinations he had heard several times since the morning, the sound he heard now was clearly the sound of writing that he had clearly heard in his ears. The moment he was convinced it was just a sound and lowered his head again to look at the box in his hand -

... Crunch Crunch Crunch Crunch Crunch!

“...!”

Sweet!

Soon, the sound of the pen starting to roll vigorously across the paper as if it had made up its mind began to resonate from inside the wooden box she was holding, and Once Thistle confirmed that the sound was coming from the box she was holding, Without further hesitation, I quickly opened the box.

Landing!

The noise that Thistle made as he opened the lid of the box and threw it on the circular table made of marble echoed in the quiet church.

Startle!

Tick!

“Ugh! Sorry, sorry...! Isn’t that what you said?”

At that sound, Astesia and Scarlett felt Thistle's gaze and raised their heads from where they were staring at the thick book, and Florian, who was humming happily while cleaning near the window where the three were, suddenly saw someone in the church. I thought he was in a hurry and quickly turned his head.

“I went there. The forest was the same today as usual. Really peaceful... huh? Why are you looking so embarrassed? What's going on?”

In addition, Hwarim, who had stopped by the church first as soon as she returned from the forest, felt puzzled when she saw Thistle standing up from his place and looking at the box placed on the table, leaning on the church threshold -

...

...

...

... flash!

Craddangtang!

Flap!

“... Hahaha, hahahahaha! Hahahahahaha! okay! Peria! I knew Peria would come back! I believed it, Periya! Hahahahaha!”

“... Yes? What did you say, Eila? Are you finally thinking about waking up?”

“Ennin! There's news! Are you sure! I heard a sound! Right now, at the church, in Ars Magna, Feria is writing down words for us on that double-sided paper!”

“Yes?! What do you mean... Wait, Eila! You heard that? You heard the sound of Peria writing something on double-handled paper from the living room to the church?! Oh, no, that's not important, so let's go to the church quickly!”

“Yes! Okay!”

Ayla had been lying on the sofa at home all morning, pricking her ears and leaning towards the church. After managing to catch the sound of a pen rolling on double-hand paper that came from the direction of the church, Ayla opened her eyes, quickly got up from the sofa, and continued to do so. Enin laughed out loud and told Enin that the sound of the pen scribbling was exactly the same as the sound Peria always made when writing documents at home, and Enin was in the kitchen when he heard Eila running wild in the living room. After hearing the reason for her rampage, he quickly turned off the magic furnaces and started running towards the church.

And even though everyone was making a fuss, Thistle's eyes continued to look at the paper in the wooden box in her hand, and at first, for just a few moments, ink appeared on the paper in the form of dots as if she was thinking about it before writing what she wanted to say. After repeating the stamping and stopping, the double-stitched paper began to speed up -

A long sentence was being written in Peria's handwriting, which Thistle was familiar with because he had seen it several times in various places, including in documents summarizing the church's financial status.

[ . . . Well, Peria. I don't know who's watching, but first of all, I'm safe. It's strange to say that he's safe, and his body's treatment has definitely been completed. So everyone should be happy?]

“Peria...”

... pop-

Pop-

Pop-

Pop-

“Si, Sisul?!”

“Uh, what? what's the matter? ... Ah, has the news finally arrived?”

As soon as Thistle saw the first few sentences that Peria wrote down, tears immediately began to fall down. Thistle, who thought the paper might get wet, hurriedly put the wooden box down on the table and pushed it slightly forward. Astesia and Scarlett quickly came next to her.

Meanwhile, Feria's handwriting, which everyone knows, continued to form long sentences on the surface of the double-stitched paper.

[Things were resolved in a very complicated way that would be difficult to explain on double handwritten paper, but in the end, everyone, including me, is safe. My brother is safe, Gloria is safe, and none of the people who left the church were hurt. So you don't have to worry. ... However, my brother is in a bit of a daze, perhaps due to jet lag or adaptation to the time difference, right? They say this will get better after a few days. So everyone, don't worry. Now, I will take care of my brother and the people staying here and return to the parish soon.]

Sniff!

“Hehe... I'm glad. Peria, it looks like you have healed safely. You can clearly see that he is having fun just from the writing.”

“... Ah, yes. I also thought for a few days that Peria might have continued to cry there, but it only lasted for a moment. That kid is a strong kid. I wonder how many children run away from home at the age of 10 to extend their lives by their own hands.”

The atmosphere inside the church soon began to become brighter.

Thistle, who was reading Peria's writing, smiled while wiping away her tears with her fingers, and before she knew it, Hwa-rim, who had come close to her and witnessed Peria's handwriting, which was being written tightly on double-layered paper without any thought of saving the paper, was also standing next to her. I smiled in spite of myself when I saw the writing style that was already full of playfulness as well as power.

“I’m really glad that I finally saw the result. ... Stop crying instead. Aren’t there going to be no more places to put paper?”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I need to wipe this off quickly... Is there anything better?”

While Hwarim was comforting Thisseul, who was crying so hard that she wondered if someone had wiped the water off her hand on the table, Aila and Enin, who had run out of the house, also arrived at the church, and everyone was already packing one sheet. I started reading Peria's text after filling it out and moving on to the next chapter.

Crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch, crunch!

...

After that, the church became quiet.

No one made a sound other than the sound of Peria's words being written.

But no one was saying anything out loud right now, so in my head, I was having a conversation with Feria that could be said to be the longest of all the long waits of the past 14 days.

By reacting to the writings written by Feria in Arsmagna far away, and thinking of answers to them in my head, even though I know Feria won't hear.

And Peria went one step further and, as if teasing the people remaining in the church, inferred how each person would react and what they were thinking about what he was writing and began to write down his guesses on paper once again. And there was a high probability that the content matched the thoughts or answers that the members of the church had in their heads, so everyone was surprised and burst into laughter.

like that-

Even though Peria's return was still a long time away, the people of the church rejoiced in Peria's recovery, laughing and crying in the church while looking at the double handwritten paper, as if everyone in Peria and Arsmagna had already returned to Leven.

        
            Surprise-

container!

Gloria poured a glass full of red drink and raised her hand, deliberately hitting the lip of the bottle with the tip of the glass, making a cheerful sound.

“... Are you creating a mood?”

“No way. I am showing my own respect. The name of this cocktail is called Sangria, and to give an example, it is a drink that was drunk in the ancient kingdom of Spergal to honor the dead after a battle. What I did a little while ago was the etiquette.”

“I didn’t know that.”

Gloria, who soon filled Feria's glass with a cocktail, next tried to fill her own glass.

Then Peria held out her hand, stopped it, and took the bottle from her.

“Please.”

“... Do you want to follow me?”

“Because I’m a trickster. I want to reward you for giving me knowledge I didn't know.”

“... Hehe. You can be honest in front of me anyway.”

“Even if you say that, I know. The truth is, Gloria can’t read my thoughts.”

“... Did you even notice that?”

“Of course. I'm not a trickster for nothing.”

...sss...

Afterwards, Feria, who took the bottle from Gloria's hand, tilted the bottle herself and poured sangria into Gloria's glass.

container!

Soon Feria, who had filled the drink, lifted the bottle, hitting the mouth of the glass like Gloria had done.

Afterwards, Gloria quietly looked at Peria, who followed the same actions as she had done and had an expression on her face asking for her opinion as if asking how she felt.

And Gloria-

Unlike before, I couldn't read any thoughts from Peria's expression or from her head.

'...is it still the same? In the end, this child has completely escaped being human.'

I tried it just in case, but it was the same.

Gloria could not read the thoughts of Peria, who was no longer human.

That is the 'power to read other people's thoughts', a hidden power that allows Gloria to easily lead negotiations to her own advantage, something that most others do not know about.

At the same time, speaking of its weakness, the target to which the power is applied is limited to those that the opponent conceptually recognizes as human, Gloria, so the 'power to read human thoughts' no longer has that power on Peria in front of her. The fact that this did not work also meant that Gloria unconsciously knew for sure that no matter what happened in the future, it would be impossible for Peria to return from Fairy to Human.

Choices to treat your body.

To be precise, it is a choice to boldly throw away a body that has been damaged to the point where it is no longer possible to take effective relief measures.

Because she chose that, Peria is no longer human or demon.

She is now a ‘fairy’.

In addition, it is a 'perfect' fairy that can be said to be the first to appear in this world, and can be seen as completely different from the fairies that still roam Ars Magna and bite the magic tools that alchemists made while staying up all night.

'Then, should we name it Wind Fairy? This child has now become the only true fairy in this world.'

So, for Gloria, like Titania, the only fairy who existed in the world, what would be the appropriate name to call Peria, who is the only 'perfect fairy' or 'perfect fairy', to distinguish her from existing fairies? I was thinking about it.

“Hmm... Isn't it still a bit cold? I'm trying to blow some warm air, right?”

“... Ah, yes. Do whatever you want.”

As Gloria quickly fell into her bad habit of thinking of various thoughts in her head even when there was a person in front of her in front of Feria, Feria, like Feria, was not swayed by her attitude and continued to do his own thing. As I continued to pace, feeling the cold air around me, I twisted my fingers slightly and waved the air a few times as if making scissor movements.

OK-

...huuu...

A cozy and warm wind enveloped the bodies of the two people sitting on the terrace outside the huge black tower built in the center of Ars Magna.

Therefore, Gloria, who clearly felt that Peria was a being beyond human beings who could even control the wind around her, began to continue the conversation with her without being able to read Peria's thoughts.

“But I didn’t even think about it. I can't believe that Gloria asked me to do a second round with just me.”

“Well, I had an honest story that I wanted to talk about when we were alone.”

Afterwards, just as the two people started talking, another Gloria appeared from the entrance to the terrace of the tower, and everyone was asleep except for Gloria and Feria, who were the only people awake inside the tower, where it was currently midnight. He quietly brought some snacks from one side of the tower's kitchen, placed them on the table, and then disappeared.

“... Oh, I know this. Did you say pinchos?”

Peria saw the food on the plate and guessed its name right away.

Pinchos.

It is a food made by cutting hard bread and placing bacon, cheese, shrimp stir-fried with garlic, or baby crab boiled in seasoning on a skewer. It was picked up between conversations and an apology for summoning Feria, who was about to fall asleep. It was a meal that Gloria had prepared to serve as a snack.

like that-

“... Well, Peria, congratulations on your recovery-”

“... Yes. And thank you very much for bringing my brother back safely from the Fairy Garden. Gloria.”

Jang-!

The two people who smelled the freshly made snack forgot that they had been having a drink with everyone at River Dining just a few hours ago, and after toasting with the glasses they were holding, they drank half of the sangria. .

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

“... Big! This is spicy and delicious.”

“It will be like that. Since the dawn would soon be over, I thought this cocktail would suit the time and atmosphere best, so I prepared this.”

Peria drank half of the sangria in an instant and put it down on the table.

Contrary to Feria's expectations, who thought that cocktails with the same color as wine should be enjoyed mainly for their aroma, anticipating the taste of ordinary wine until just before drinking them, the contents are wine-containing apples, oranges, lemons, sugar and, above all, carbonated water in a certain proportion. When mixed, it was refreshing and sweet.

Gloria noticed that Peria, who drank the sangria, was starting to feel quite excited, even though her thoughts were no longer readable-

“... I'm sorry.”

“Yes?”

Not long after the drinking party started, I suddenly apologized to Peria.

“During dinner, it was difficult to find time to apologize to you since we were all seated.”

So, instead of responding to what she said, Peria, who received a sudden apology, tried to interpret in her head what Gloria was trying to say.

'Are you talking about what happened at the restaurant earlier?'

Soon Peria figured out what Gloria meant.

Until just a few hours ago, people from the Gloria and Deshade denominations sat around the long bar and enjoyed drinks and food at Rivern Dining, a new restaurant in Arsmagna.

There, Gloria tried to say something to Peria and other members of the church several times, but only Peria noticed that she was never able to say it out loud.

And although Gloria usually didn't care about other people's feelings until two weeks ago, she was able to say the words she had been unable to say at dinner today, with only one person in front of her. It seems that the fact that she could barely speak after preparing a sincere treat was the limit of her courage.

After that, Gloria was finally trying to say what she had heard from Irim while drinking with everyone at the restaurant. Although Irim had said it in passing, Gloria felt really sorry.

“... Lee Rim said this while drinking. He said that he had also had a short stay here at Arsmagna once before, at my invitation, when he was settled in the Kingdom Union, so now he can say that this place is also a place with many memories. .”

“... Yes. It was like that.”

“It’s… a story about that.”

Gloria's words reminded Feria of something Irim had said a while ago in the evening while he was drinking heavily at a restaurant.

What Irim, who was drunk, mentioned while Gloria and Peria were sandwiching him between them and listening to the story, was about an experience he had experienced while briefly stopping by Arsmagna during the time of the kingdom union.

These were things that Lee Rim had talked about while drunk, thinking that they were now just past memories, happy memories, memories of happy times, but-

Gloria was listening to Lee Rim's story from the side and realized that she had to apologize to Lee Rim and other members of the church, and even though she thought she should apologize, she ended up saying what she couldn't say on the spot. I was trying to speak.

        
            It happened a long time ago, in the past.

This is a story from when the Deshade Church was still staying in the Grace Territory of the Kingdom Union.

There was a time when the church at the time went on a long journey together after receiving a letter from Ars Magna after the Gaia Church's Memorial Day and a letter from Gloria, the head of the city of alchemists who had once had a relationship with Lee Rim.

And the stories that drunk Irim told at length while shaking his glass between Gloria and Feria were exactly the stories he had experienced in Ars Magna at the time.

Irim had his first date with Thistle here in Arsmagna when he went out to run an errand for Peria, and in the rain with everyone, he met the demon puppeteer who put his consciousness into the body of a wolf with red fur in an underground sewer. He said he went in to search for Mabel.

In addition, Irim comforted Feria, who had revealed all the dwarven coins she had in a summoning spell to the Fairy Garden, as she collapsed on the street in frustration and despair, and Farewell, who has now become the church's exclusive alchemist, We met, and on the last day, we stopped by the market with everyone and bought enough artifacts that would be helpful in our daily lives and precious spices that are difficult to find to fill the limit that could be loaded on the wagon. In addition, he brought it to the corps commander. He brought up as many things as he could think of, including the gift his daughter had asked for, a music box that eventually arrived for Razael, who was next to him.

“My brother, who was muttering all these things, was already extremely drunk. When I think about it, I thought it was time to hurry out of the store... but the waiter was extremely embarrassed when Razael, who was as drunk as my brother, tried to bite my brother to death as soon as he heard the story about the music box.◦ #◦

“... Hahahaha, I did. Something like that happened. Well, yes, but... that's not what I'm talking about.”

Like this, Lee Rim was drunk and said whatever came to his mind. Then, he narrowly avoided Razael's attack with the help of people around him. This time, he suddenly asked the bartender for a glass and poured the drink and placed it next to him. said.

'... Yes. Come to think of it, when I came here before, Mr. Deshade sat in the restaurant with us and talked about various things, listened to our stories, and had a drink.'

Click.

‘So Deshade. This is Deshade’s share of alcohol that I offer. Now that I think about it, I don't think I've ever taken care of Deshade because Thistle or Astesia took care of me every time. sorry. Please eat this instead and forgive me.'

Irim, who was drenched in alcohol and was still suffering from the aftereffects of the time gap after returning from the Fairy Garden, stubbornly took Deshade's share of alcohol and placed it on an empty seat on one side of the bar as an offering, and fell into a deep sleep. heard in

Just before he fell asleep, Irim said Deshade's name and missed the god they served who was no longer by his side. Gloria listened to the story and suddenly realized that Deshade would suffer in the Grace Estate in the future. Because he thought that he had provided one of the reasons why he could decide to become an evil spirit by looking at the soul soldiers -

Nodding-

“... So, I believe that the mistake I made to your god that day was the reason why the god Deshade became an evil god and left your side, so I would like to take this opportunity to apologize to you. I thought I wanted to do it.”

She bowed her head and told Peria, one of the members of the church that worships Deshade, including Lee Rim, as a god, that she had prepared this place to apologize for what happened that day.

-------------------------------

The members of the church were very drunk and quickly went to bed as soon as they returned to the tower after dinner.

Among those people, Feria, who was in relatively good condition, was offered a second round by Gloria, and what Feria heard with Gloria on the terrace of the tower with a clear view of the quiet night sky of Ars Magna was none other than -

Deshade, the god served by the Church of Periane, was Gloria's confession and apology for thinking that he had become an evil god because of a mistake he made when he visited Arsmagna in the past.

“I have said again and again that the reason your gods have become evil gods... I have this idea that the main reason is what I said to my god who had not yet become an evil god at a drinking party on the day I visited Arsmagna with him. ”

“... What does that mean? Gloria?”

“Feria. You probably remember all the drinks that day, not today, but all the conversations that took place at the restaurant when I took you to Ars Magna in the past when you visited Ars Magna.”

“... Yes. As for the stories I heard there, I remember them all.”

“Yes. There I had a deep conversation with your God. I spoke to the new god named Deshade about the duties of the gods, and proudly showed your god how fleeting they really are. So, after hearing Lee Rim's words, I thought that maybe I had provoked your gods that day. I thought about it deeply when I came back and concluded that it was true. For the god Deshade, who later returned to the land of the Kingdom Union, I am certain that my words were received as a major stimulus that led him to choose to become an evil god of his own will.”

“...”

Peria was speechless at those words.

Still, she decided to listen to Gloria, who had finally wanted to have a drink with her, and finally started to get to the point.

That's because Peria thought that Gloria's true intention in telling this story in front of her would be contained in the story that followed.

“... So, why is Gloria saying that to me now?”

“...”

“It’s okay. Say it.”

It was a rare sight, and Peria thought it was probably the first time she had seen it.

Gloria's hesitant appearance, unable to immediately respond to Peria's urging, shows that she is the leader of the alchemists. It is a truly rare sight that only Lee Rim or Farewell could have witnessed so far. It was.

“... Eight!”

Dalkak-

Jooo!

'Wow, I think it'll be a bit difficult later if I drink like that.'

And it seems that Gloria needed courage to continue her story, so she emptied the large amount of sangria in her glass in one go and then began speaking again-

Peria, who heard Gloria's words pouring out, was so embarrassed that she was unable to give an appropriate answer at the end of the sentence due to the content contained therein.

“... Hmm! Huh! So, Peria. I will apologize here and now for what I did to your god back then. Please tell me that Irim no longer loves Irim as I have now completed all the necessary errands in this city and must return to the parish. Please don't say anything I'm told not to do. I have no intention of keeping Lee Rim here.”

“... Yes? I have no idea what kind of nonsense this is-”

“I am aware of my own position. That's what I'm saying. I have no intention of monopolizing Lee Rim by taking it away from those of you who loved him before me. So just to prove it, I’ll do whatever you want.”

“No...”

“Feria. I am the head of Ars Magna. He is the person responsible for the city where human alchemists live. No matter how much I love Irim, I can't leave this place and go to the church where all of you that Irim loves. So I have no choice but to remain here. However, I hope you guys don't tell me to give up loving Lee Rim just because I can't go there. And to Lee Rim... please don't tell him to stop loving me after this time. That's... that's what I want from you.”

“...”

“Lee Rim is now an absolutely indispensable person in my life. Of course, I also know that Lee Rim is a man who has to go far in the future. I shouldn't catch that. So, I shouldn’t be the one dragging Lee Rim’s feet. And even if I couldn't make up my mind and asked Irim to stay in Arsmagna and not leave my side, I beg you because Irim came here, leaving behind many people in your diocese who are responsible for him besides me. I also know that even if he does, he will leave me and go back to the church.”

“... Yes. That's right. You know your brother well.”

“Still... That's why... I ask you, who watched me from the side, how much I love Lee Rim. Feria. I hope you don’t try to keep Irim away from me. I think meeting Lee Rim is the greatest happiness of my life. If I was able to meet and even like him as a member of the same race while sharing the same continent, era, and time in the vast world in countless dimensions, I would like to say that if this is not my true destiny, what else should it be called? I love Lee Rim that much, that much.”

“... Yes.”

Gloria conveyed her true feelings to Feria with all her passion and sincerity.

Please, don't try to separate yourself from Lee Rim.

He knows how insignificant his position is in front of the people who fell in love with Irim before him, and he understands that Irim has no reason to stay in Arsmagna any longer and must return to the parish.

Please do not ask Peria or other women who loved Lee Rim first to tell you and Lee Rim to give up on loving Lee Rim.

And Peria, who was alone in front of her listening to her passionate confession, apology, and request-

... Fishishishishishishishisic!

'Ugh... Ahhh! It's so crazy! Why are you telling me this?! Rather, why do I have to listen to these stories alone?!'

Although he was trying to maintain his composure, his face was so red that he was so embarrassed that he thought it was like steam was coming out of the top of his head.

'driving me crazy. I kept listening, wondering what they were talking about, and it turned out to be something like this? I was listening to it from the beginning and I noticed it halfway through, but it was all words I didn't need to hear until the end. Neither I nor anyone else in the church has any ill feelings toward Gloria, and the reason they fell in love with Gloria was because other people loved her brother even though they knew he was like this, so of course everyone understood her brother's decision. I'm not one of those people who would tell my brother to throw out Gloria.'

So the whole story so far is-

As Gloria complained about negative predictions of the future that started from her own 'misunderstanding' and from underestimating herself as a woman, Peria had to listen to such nonsense in pain for the past several dozen minutes. .

        
            Gloria spoke out in front of Peria, fearing that Peria and other women in the church who had formed a deep relationship with Irim before her would tell her to break up with Irim.

She has met many different types of people so far.

At first, it was either someone who came for political purposes, or someone who wanted to steal the by-products of her research on alchemy at a low price, or else someone who wanted to steal the technology that had been patented in her name. People coming to discover the secret of longevity that has allowed humans to live long lives.

So, Gloria simply surrounded herself with artifacts imprinted with the magic of creating an atmosphere in order to lead negotiations to her advantage from those who came to see her, and before she knew it, the people who came to see her were intoxicated with it and began to use it to suit their tastes. Thanks to spreading the rumor, she was later called one of the three greatest beauties of mankind, and the number of people who fell in love with her increased.

And as that number grew day by day, she met many people who lined up and brought gifts in hopes of getting one more word from Gloria.

Therefore, Gloria, who has only met people with such dark intentions until now, did not yet know the details of what kind of people the members of the church were, so naturally, the people left in the diocese who had a deep relationship with Lee Rim before her were the new people they served. By making an unnecessary comment to Deshade, I had a completely untrue prediction in my head that he would be keeping it in mind that he made Deshade decide to become an evil spirit -

She can't even imagine that if Irim's other women left at the parish are reluctant to see her because of that, they would try to separate her from Irim if they even heard the news that Irim fell in love with her. She had prepared an opportunity to apologize to Peria for what had happened before and to ask her to please stop doing something like that.

However, of course, that was only an idea that Gloria arrived at because she had no idea about the people gathered around Lee Rim, who was left behind in the church.

“... I'm sorry, Gloria-”

Startle!

Chuuk...

So, to explain that, when Peria parted her lips and at the beginning of her words to Glory, she said she was sorry, and Gloria thought that Peria was trying to say a word of rejection, so she trembled and slumped her shoulders. Peria, who witnessed it, realized that she had made a mistake and corrected herself immediately.

“Oh, no. That's not it. Gloria. When I said I was sorry, I didn't mean that I was sorry that we had no intention of listening to Gloria's request, but... first of all, I was. I will speak on behalf of my brother, who is currently sleeping down there, and Thistle, who can be said to be closest to Deshade, who is not here.”

“... Yes.”

“Two people. Even if Gloria confessed those words to the two, regardless of that, the two people probably think that if it was the Deshade they knew, they would have made the same choice at some point even if Gloria had not made such an additional comment. Even if it's not Thistle or my brother, everyone else probably thinks the same way, right? I'll assure you. And Thistle will stop at comforting Gloria and say it's not Gloria's fault, but maybe it's my brother's fault? Even if Gloria says she doesn't believe it, she even prays to Deshade herself later and asks her directly if Deshade became an evil spirit because she took Gloria's advice deeply into her mind and made a decision. And, are you going to let Gloria know that you heard her answer and tell her that she doesn’t have to blame herself?”

“... Is that really true?”

“Of course. Not really. And I would like to add, this may be obvious, but Gloria really doesn't know anything about us.”

“...?”

“I feel really fortunate because this is the first time Gloria has brought up this story. So me. I will tell you for sure that, contrary to what you think, Gloria, the people in the church will never, no matter what happens, try to separate Gloria, who has come to love my brother, from you.”

Gloria listened to Peria's words and looked suspicious because her words were too hopeful.

However, while it was a suspicion, at the same time, it was an expression of hope that the suspicion itself was nothing more than a mistake on his part, and in fact, he was hoping that the suspicion was not a lie.

So Ferria hurriedly added evidence to prove that what she said was not a lie before Gloria's thoughts turned negative.

“So, to sum it up, what? The people who are now by my brother's side are all people who have come to like my brother because they have stayed by his side and have watched every choice he has made so far. So, our denomination. 'We trust and support each other's choices.' It means that people gathered together believing that one thing was a naturally formed rule that was not set by anyone else.”

“We trust and support each other’s choices...”

“Yes. That’s it.”

Peria's throat burned before she spoke.

So, she stretched out her glass for sangria, but before she knew it, all the cocktails in her glass were long gone. Gloria, seeing this, held out the bottle and filled Feria's glass with new drink.

Gulp- Gulp- Gulp- Gulp-

Soon, Feria, who, like Gloria a moment ago, gulped down the sangria in an instant and quenched her thirst by drinking more than half, continued speaking.

“Oppa. Well... I like everyone. And we all like you too. It's just that my brother would probably deny it if I said something like this, but he's an incredibly shy person, so he's not the one to take the initiative. So I always wait until others are ready. By observing from an appropriate distance what kind of relationship the people you like want to have with you.”

“... So?”

“Yes. That's the brother I know, and the man Gloria fell in love with. So in reality, my brother's relationship with other people doesn't really change much from what it is now. Whether it is simply a relationship of friends, a family relationship, or... whether it is a relationship of lovers with bodies overlapping, it can take any form without being confined to the framework of a clear word such as friend, family, or lover. No matter what, please cherish us like you always did.”

“... Yes. Lee Rim is that kind of man.”

“That’s right. So. We are not in a hurry either. When I am ready, after I have completely sorted out how I feel, I approach my brother. So, there were a few people who were a little early in that period, and that was Thistle, Hwarim, and Enin, so those three overlapped with my brother before Gloria.”

“...”

“And everyone also, don't brag about it.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means that no one is trying to take the turn that overlapped with my older brother. The three of them, no. Not only the three of them, but also the people next to my brother, did not talk about who came first and who came next, but just stood in front of him and congratulated him when someone mustered up the courage to confess their feelings to him. These are people who won't campaign by saying I was first.”

“... It's such a dream-like story.”

“Even though it seems like a dream to me, it is true. At least my brother may not be a good person, but the people who stay by his side are all good people.”

Gloria became quiet after hearing Peria's words.

Peria noticed that she was trying to figure out what the atmosphere of the church was like from the stories she told, and her prediction was correct.

“... Your parish, Leben, is more harmonious than I expected. Irim's fence there seems to be a much more harmonious atmosphere than I expected.”

“It may be hard to say it with my own mouth, but I will answer yes.”

Gloria was now able to predict the thoughts and ways of thinking of the people in the church, whom she had only met a few times, by listening to Peria's stories, and at the same time, she relaxed a lot of the strength in her body.

And looking at that scene, Peria said one last thing that would definitely reassure Gloria.

“... So, ... Mr. Ai! But I think this is something that my brother was supposed to say to Gloria, but it feels like I'm doing it all, so it's a bit unfair! Hmm, hmm! anyway! Everyone in Leven will absolutely not hate Gloria. If I were to cut it out and sum it up, if I were to ask Gloria's point of view, would it be my brother's Arsmagna local office? Do you think they will accept it that way?”

“... If you think so, I would really be grateful.”

“Rather, what I was worried about was that Gloria might try to restrain my brother by becoming possessive, but I'm really glad that didn't happen.”

“Well, not only can’t that be done, I never even thought about it. Because I decided to accept everything about Lee Rim. I swore that no matter how Lee Rim loved me, I would love him even in that way, even if he loved someone else besides me. ... There is only one person in this world who can accept me like this.”

'Ah, looking at these, you can see that your eyes are firmly in love with your brother. Even my brother thinks it's really amazing at this point.'

Gloria, who was soon calmed down by Feria, smiled, and her expression was one that only a person who was going through something that seemed so happy could make, so Feria suddenly felt his face getting hot as well.

“... Still, it might be a bit disappointing. If we were to say that my brother wooed Gloria ‘first’, then the people over there would also want to know what hidden aspects of Gloria made him move, and we will now wait for a while after returning to Leven. It will be difficult to come to Ars Magna, and it will probably be difficult for Gloria to come to our parish to play as she has to explain about the fairies wandering around the city and the Fairy Garden, right?”

“... Yes. I guess so. I will be busy for a while now, and I understand that it will be difficult for you to come to me for a while. Even though they gave him various names in the Fairy Garden, in the end, the clearest identity that Lee Rim can present to others is that of Camellia's Sword, and the people in your church now have numbers and positions, so unlike before, they move all at once. It's going to be hard to win.”

Afterwards, Feria said anything to cool down her burning face, and Gloria also agreed with her words.

However, Gloria seemed to agree with Feria's words, and for a moment, as if something occurred to her, she quietly raised her head and began to look at the railing of the terrace.

“...?”

“... No, no. Even though I know my own position well, it would certainly be rude to keep making you, who are on the other side, come over from my side, where I am the only one. So... if you think about it the other way around...?”

“... What are you talking about?”

“...”

Peria talked to Gloria, who started talking to herself, but she quickly fell into her own world.

Soon, Peria turned her head in that direction, wondering what on earth was causing Gloria to look at the railing, but-

“... There is nothing. What is it?”

Of course there was an ordinary railing, just a few marble pillars to prevent people from falling.

The sight of pillars of the same shape lined up in a row reminded Peria of the images of Gloria, who had left her food a little while ago and was still living her own life in various parts of her tower.

And while Peria was distracted by the sight of the railing for a moment, Gloria, who had come to her senses before her, resumed the conversation.

“... Yes. decided. Maybe that's not a bad idea either.”

“Yes? What is it?”

“Oh, no. It is nothing. Anyway, you plan to leave now when dawn breaks, right?”

“Ah, yes. That should be it. My brother is the bishop of our denomination, so he cannot be absent from the diocese for a long time. Now, I'm thinking of rushing back as soon as the sun rises. Yesterday, I had a long exchange of news with people in the diocese via double handwritten paper. Princess Camellia and the Saint of Red Fudge had already sent a letter or an invitation to summon my brother, but it was not possible because my brother was not in the diocese. They say it ended with . My head hurts so much that I'm dying. Even though my brother's boss, the princess, is like that, I also wonder why the saintess of Red Purge keeps making fun of us.”

“I see. It must be worth the trouble. Even though I am far away in Ars Magna, I keep all the news from the empire in my head. Among the saints of Red Purge, there is one with an eccentric personality, and I have heard a rumor from people from the empire who have visited me several times that she is interested in you guys.”

Soon after Peria and Gloria chatted again for about an hour, dawn began to break.

So, while having drinks on the terrace, Gloria and Feria saw the sky just before the sun began to rise and brightened to orange, and they thought that perhaps the most beautiful time was when the sun was halfway on the horizon, rather than when it had fully risen. I thought-

Soon, along with him, other people who were asleep in the guest beds provided in the tower began to wake up.

Gombang was the first to wake up alone and was warming up, as if he had realized that he would have to pull the carriage again from today. Farewell also opened his eyes and gathered up the things he had studied in her tower for the last time and took the bag that Gloria had given him. Gifts were also being stuffed into the bag.

“... Then, you should also go down slowly.”

“... Yes. I will.”

Afterwards, Gloria and Peria also tried to go downstairs after having a second drinking party that lasted all of the early morning hours.

However, the moment Gloria stays behind to clean up after herself and Peria is about to go down first as she suggested-

“Thank you so much. For not kicking me out.”

Gloria spoke quietly, really quietly, into her back.

And even though it was said in a very low voice as if she was talking to herself, Peria listened to her thanks without skipping a single word-

Sigh-

“What. However, I would like to ask you to do it in return or as a favor... From now on, Gloria, when my brother is in danger, or when the people of our church are in danger, please be of great help to us as the head of the City of Alchemists. I'll be looking forward to it.”

Recognizing her as another family member, he showed a smile that did not hide his desire and answered with an honest story.

“Hehehe... That's really calculating.”

Soon, Feria went down the stairs and Gloria, who was left alone on the terrace, poured the sip of sangria that was left in the bottle into a glass, and now the sun was just about to escape from the distant horizon that was holding on to its hair and not letting go as it went up into the sky. As I looked at it, I spoke quietly to myself.

“Okay... it's help. Please don't hesitate to talk to me at any time.

...

...

...

I already had a good idea, so I'm thinking of applying that method and staying in your parish.”

        
            “...”

Talk.

Talk.

Talk.

Talk.

Paradox's fingers tap the chair.

A noise made by tapping the armrest of a wooden chair with your fingertips.

I don't know how many times I knocked because I didn't count.

Still, despite the fact that everyone around him perceives him as an old man, his memory is much better than 40 years ago, when he himself claims to be a 'child', so there is no need for Paradox to go back about an hour and remember his memory. He could have counted the number of times he tapped his fingers on the armrests of the wooden chair, but of course he had no reason to do so.

It's not even an act with any magical meaning, but simply an act to soothe one's anxiety with pure intention.

However, at the same time, just tapping my fingers on the armrest of the chair did not really lead to relieving my anxiety, so it was a truly inefficient action.

But even though Paradox was aware of it, he couldn't stop tapping his fingers on the rest of his arm.

To that extent, the old man was currently in a state of anxiety and nervousness, and even though he was aware of his condition, the worry that was the main cause of his anxiety was already repeating itself several times without showing any results, no matter how many times he tried to resolve it. Because of this, he was in such a state that he had no choice but to console himself with such inefficient actions.

Still, he didn't give up.

Rustling... rustling...

Swish-!

Fondant!

“... Nayal. Observe one more time.”

Paradox threw a ring with a thumbnail-sized ruby from his chest pocket into a glass of water on the square table in front of him as a reward for his command, and then he gave orders to Nayal once again.

[i get it. Contractor Paradox. I will fulfill your request.]

Sarrr...

Then, following Paradox's words, Nayal quietly began to do what he wanted, and at the same time, the ruby embedded in the exact center of the ring that had fallen into the glass of water naturally disappeared, as if it had never been one with the ring from the beginning.

... Hwaaa!

Soon, the dark room in the sound hall where Paradox was located turned into the universe, and Nayal was among them -

I started looking for the ‘Star of Peria’.

This is a task that requires quite a lot of power for Nayal, the spirit of dawn, and at the same time, Paradox also has to pay a fair price to Nayal with high-purity jewels that are quite expensive.

But Paradox didn't care how much he had to pay for his exploits.

In the first place, his personal property was a combination of the fixed amount he was paid regularly as the head of the trickster and the property he earned by traveling around the world on his own two legs and buying and selling news as a trickster. Because there is a huge amount piled up in the warehouse, it is possible to temporarily paralyze the market environment throughout the empire if you decide to use it, even if you only use the private property and not the public property of the trickster group.

In fact, even when Paradox treats Nayal excessively like he does now, there is no need for him to pay a fair price in the first place.

As expected, the relationship between Nayal and Paradox is one of subordination in which Paradox is the master and Nayal is the slave.

When other tricksters need to borrow the power of Nayals, they maintain a horizontal relationship in which they pay the desired amount in gold coins or jewelry. However, if the trickster violates this, Nayal can temporarily gain absolute superiority over the contractor and exercise power. Although it is normal to have a trustworthy relationship -

Paradox, who had previously observed all the trends of the world with Nayal for five years and made a bet that the person who came closest to the approximation would become the other's master, later won the bet and became Nayal's master, so he did not necessarily pay a fair price but made a bet. Even if he pampers her with just a beautiful fairy tale, Nayal must faithfully obey his orders.

However, even though that is his relationship with Nayal, the reason why Paradox pays the Dawn Spirit a reasonable price for using their power is because the old man does his best to carry out his orders so that Nayal can do what he wants. This is because I wanted to make it possible to report the results.

So, as usual, Paradox took out jewels from his arms several times and paid for them, ordering Nyal to find the star of Peria from the crevices of the Milky Way in the universe, an order he had already given dozens of times.

But Nayal,

[... The search is over. Contractor Paradox.]

This time, Paradox gave him the same command that he had given dozens of times before, with the same result without any changes.

[The result is the same as before. Trickster Paradox. The 'human' star named Peria, who 'you knew' has half-human, half-horse blood and walks the same trickster path as you, no longer exists in this world.]

“... Off.”

Upon hearing Nayal's report, Paradox closed his eyes and let out a sorrowful groan.

This is already the 30th time.

Thanks to this, Nayal was tired, and Paradox was also tired.

Nyal because he used too much power, and Paradox because he was heartbroken.

And that's-

For Paradox, who was staying at Sori Hall, it was exactly the 14th day since there was no news of Lee Rim, who had gone to Ars Magna with his student Peria.

“... In the end, I guess you failed in the end. Lee Rim.”

So the paradox is that the old man humbly decided to accept Peria’s death.

...suddy-

Tears fell down his cheeks.

He knew everything.

Irim went to Ars Magna to treat Peria's body, and although he had expected it, it didn't work out as originally planned, so he resorted to a last resort and resorted to a method of disappearing from this world altogether.

Since there is only one Trickster currently staying in Ars Magna except Peria, Paradox could not know what was going on inside Gloria's Tower, but his predictions were 'mostly' correct.

So Paradox decided not to blame Lee Rim.

“... Yes. You must have had a hard time too.”

In any case, the paradox was negative in predicting a positive future for Feria.

He even won the future prediction battle with Nayal, and after obtaining Nayal's power, he found the star of Peria. After that, he succeeded in observing the future where all the constellations would reach the star of Peria, but the results were all Every single one of them pointed to Peria's death.

Still, the paradox is that the man, the universe and the constellations of this world are variables that cannot be included in the calculations when predicting Peria's fate, and if an alien soul from another world moves at will, Peria's fate may change. I thought it might happen, but in the end, it ended up being impossible to change the fate of a woman named Peria, whose soul was fixed as a mere person from another world, and the outcome, which was predicted to be death.

“... Yes. In that case, we should at least make sure to finish it.”

... Wow!

Paradox, who soon wiped away the tears that were flowing and suppressed his sadness for a moment, stood up from the chair.

Now that it was clear that Peria was dead, it was clear what Paradox had to do.

“... Leven. This is my second time going towards Leven.”

He was planning to head to Deshade Church from now on to commemorate Peria.

To commemorate the death of Peria, his first and probably last disciple.

To that end, the old man searched the dark room and began to groom himself.

Sweet.

He holds the most sophisticated-looking wand among the wands he owns.

Kuuk.

After putting on his matted gray hair and the trickster hat he rarely wore because he was always indoors.

... Whilick!

Perfect!

With a big wave of his arm and a snap of his fingers, he instantly changed his clothes into a neat trickster's uniform tailored specifically for visiting a funeral home.

“So, please take care of the sound while I am away. Ridictus.”

“... Holholholholhol. Okay. However, do I have to come back? Paradox.”

“... Of course, I plan on coming back.”

Afterwards, he left the sound pavilion, entrusting the management of the sound pavilion while he was away to his next oldest trickster, Ridictus, who was waiting for him to come out at the door.

Paradox left Sori Pavilion at a time when the night was almost over and it was almost over.

He slowly walked out of the long sewer, came out of the capital, and then stepped onto the road paved over a long period of time by the imperial legions heading to Leven, and then looked up at the sky for a moment.

Naturally, in the eyes of Paradox who looked up at the sky like that, the star of Peria that he ‘knew’ did not come into view until the very end-

... sparkle!

Instead, a new star appeared in that place, a new star that Paradox did not know what kind of star it was, and even Nayal did not yet know whose star it was, twinkling there.

and,

The two people who were camping on the road from Ars Magna to the Empire, Razael and Irim, were also looking at the same star that Paradox was just looking at.

        
            “... Ah, that star. It’s exceptionally pretty.”

These were words I said without realizing it while looking up at the sky.

But soon I thought I had made a mistake.

Now we are camping.

This morning, an unusual group of people consisting of Farewell, Peria, Reigns, Rajael, Gombangi, and myself left Arsmagna.

Gloria and I hugged each other until the last moment before we parted ways, trying to ease our regrets as much as possible, and then I set off on my way home, to the parish, and to the empire.

And at the thought of finally going home after two weeks, Gombangi was happy to be able to bring back the same people as when he came back, or perhaps he was feeling a huge amount of relief from the special meals he received from Gloria during his two weeks in Arsmagna. I don't know if it gained strength, but the carriage ran at a tremendous speed and soon night came.

So, thanks to Gombangi's strange pace, we had to give up on finding an inn in a nearby city and prepared for camping in a now familiar manner.

However, unlike when he went to Ars Magna, his preparations for Ayeong were lively when he returned.

Tonight, Feria, who had been mostly drugged until she arrived at Ars Magna, was awake. I don't know if she still couldn't believe that she could move her body, or if she was trying to feel grateful, but she was always lazy when doing something. Peria, who was smoking, was extremely active in preparing for tonight's camp.

In particular, what are the limits of the applications that Peria, who can control the wind, can use the wind? By using the power of the wind, she can pick up dry firewood and make a fire, which would have originally taken several tens of minutes. Thanks to the firewood gathered, we finished in about 5 minutes, so there was quite a bit of time left.

The only problem is that Peria, who was so wild, went to sleep right after dinner, and the rest of us went to sleep in that order, which led to me and Razael being the last ones to stand watch.

So, while I was staying calm today, like the other nights when I was on watch at the same time as Razael, the sky was unusually bright today, so I looked up and saw a star that I accidentally found, and I thought it was so pretty that I put it on my lips. , I thought that of course Razael would return my scolding to myself with a grim look on his face.

But no.

“...”

'what? 'Nothing to say?'

Usually, when I bring up business, Razael's first response is to tell me to shut up, but for some reason he is quiet today.

So I started with that and tried to talk to her, even though I knew I wouldn't get anything out of it.

“... Actually, I heard it. Razael. He said he helped Farewell while Gloria and I were away.”

“...”

“... Why is that? There would have been no particular reason for you to help Farewell.”

“...”

‘Did they just change their ways? If I say something first, he doesn't respond at all. Otherwise... Razael isn't feeling well today and I'm just not paying attention.'

However, since Razael became more unresponsive than I had imagined, I wondered if he would say more here and then come back angry all at once.

So, I decided to stop trying to have a conversation with her today, and since a conversation can only be established if there are at least two people who can listen and respond to each other, Razael will speak. It was a time when I thought that I should shut up and stop doing stupid things because talking to myself couldn't be considered an act of conversation.

“... Because I was threatened by your alchemist.”

“... Huh?”

“The white-haired alchemist stuck a receipt…a strange piece of paper on my forehead and said he wouldn’t take it off if I didn’t listen to him. So I just followed what was said.”

Razael finally answered my question.

So I looked at her with surprised eyes, and Razael responded with a beast-like look, asking why she was looking at him like that.

But at the same time, she didn't swear at me or tell me to shut up.

So I gathered more courage and spoke to her.

“... Ah, yes. Was it like that? I'll ask Farewell in more detail about what happened later. ...But then, honestly, I guess I could have used another method?”

“... What method are you talking about?”

'good. 'You're friendly today.'

And after that, Razael accepted what I said normally, and I thought to myself that it wasn't really that big of a deal when I thought about conversations with ordinary people, so I felt a little self-destructive, but for now, he accepted the conversation. Since it was Razael, I felt quite grateful and continued.

“Why, that... First of all, since the place we were staying is Arsmagna, you should go find an alchemist who can do the magic that Farewell cast on you, or if you stop by the market, just aim for the paper on your head and melt it. There may have been an alchemist who sold a medicine that could help... I wonder what it would have been like to find such a method. First of all, these are the methods I would have tried when I was the one who suffered from this.”

“...”

“... Looking at his expression, it seems like that thought really didn't occur to him at the time.”

“... Shut up.”

'Ah, I guess this is the limit for today.'

The conversation with Razael ended with her saying something, and the only sound between us was the sound of the ashes of the almost dying out bonfire falling to one side.

... Slurp!

Basss...

Roughly how many minutes have passed?

I was thinking about whether to add firewood to the dying fire and light a fire for breakfast, or to start a new bonfire next to it since there was too much ashes, but this time, Razael closed his eyes first and spoke quietly. opened.

“... Let me ask you something.”

“... Huh?”

She unilaterally asked me a question, giving the impression that she would refuse to answer her question. After a short interval, Razael opened his eyes again and asked me a question with a look in his eyes that made it difficult to read the intention or inner thoughts of the question.

“... When you and the alchemist named Gloria were talking about what happened in the Fairy Garden in front of Farewell, I also listened from the side.”

“... Oh, was that so?”

“Yes. And it was definitely not something an ordinary human could accomplish.”

When I said something, I thought Razael was just leaning against one wall as he told Farewell a detailed account of the 13 years Gloria and I had spent in the Fairy Garden, but he seemed to be listening intently.

And Razael realized that what Gloria and I did was a feat that would have been absolutely impossible to achieve unless it was me or Gloria who went to the Fairy Garden, so he seemed to want to ask a question about it.

“What led you to get what you wanted so badly? What were you thinking that made you not give up until the end?”

“... I asked him what he meant.”

However, Razael's words were easier than I thought, and it was a question that I had no choice but to answer immediately, so I was a little lost.

“Because it was all about Peria’s life. Because I wanted to help Gloria get revenge at the same time. So wouldn’t it be natural that failure could not be tolerated? So I just tried. This time, unlike other times, there was no reason to give up from the beginning. No matter how much time passes, how many years it takes, or how many opportunities are given, in order to achieve all the goals I initially committed to, for the sake of Feria that was left here, I had no choice but to give up or whatever, and make this plan a success in the first place. Because this was something I didn’t want to get a different result from.”

Thanks to this, my answer was a bit embarrassing to say, but it was a natural answer, and perhaps it was something that Razael could have roughly predicted, so she didn't show much emotion.

So, I wondered if my answer was a bit insincere, and since it was a question that Razael had raised first, I wanted to answer it in more detail.

“... So, to be more precise, since this was a family-related issue from the beginning, I just rushed at it tenaciously without even putting the word failure in my head.”

“... family?”

And Razael, who had lost all of her family, raised her head from where it had been lowering again in response to what I added later.

“Yes. family. Feria is my sister and family at the same time, so I didn't want to see her in pain, so I wanted revenge on Titania for causing such pain to Feria, and besides Feria, there are people in the diocese whom I can proudly introduce as my family. Those people were also waiting for Peria to recover and return safely, so I just had to live up to everyone's and family's expectations.”

However, after speaking, I felt like I made a mistake.

I gave this answer with the intention of saying honestly the words that naturally came to mind, but Razael, the woman in front of me right now is-

This is the woman who is connected to me, not anyone else, because I killed her father.

And I don't know how Razael knew that not only her father but also her mother, who had been left behind in the Kingdom Alliance, had died, but I also heard from Gloria just before leaving.

So, for Rajael, I think that if a man like that, the man who killed his father, was talking about how important family is in front of him, he would immediately take out a knife and shove it in his throat, but most of the time, he would claim that it was self-defense, and above all, Rajael would claim that it was self-defense. Elle is the woman who killed me several times before I arrived at Gloria's Tower, because I had forgotten about her for the past 13 years.

'Holy shit. I think this was a really big mistake.'

So, belatedly, I hesitated and looked at Razael out of the corner of my eye.

At first, there was a contract in which she promised to help me persuade the alchemists of Ars Magna to follow the journey and kill me as many times as she wanted, but now that the contract has been diluted considerably due to various events, she is back again. I was afraid that they would create an awkward situation where they would try to kill me by pushing it towards me.

But surprisingly-

“...”

'what? 'Are you still?'

Razael just stared at me with an expression on my face that I still couldn't read.

But even for a moment,

“... Ugh!”

Click!

...mumbling-

Crack!

Razael suddenly lowered his head, quickly reached into his pocket as if he was used to it, opened the bottle cap, and bit into the ice candy.

And without even having time to worry, Razael raised his head again and looked at me-

“... Yes. Was it something like that? I thought there was nothing more, but now the only thing left is you?”

“... What?”

“... Shut up. Don't talk to me.”

He mumbled something to himself, then suddenly cut himself off and turned his head.

Jump up!

“Yaaa! Good morning-!!!”

At the same time, Peria kicked the carriage door and woke up with a tension I had never seen before, even from Aila, who usually walked around the parish with much higher tension than Peria, so I no longer cared about Razael. I couldn't write.

And Razael's strange behavior continued throughout the journey, and Razael, who I thought would come visit me at least once, didn't even make a move to kill me, but strangely enough, the frequency of our face-to-face encounters has drastically decreased on those days.

“... Hey. Really, it feels like it's been a long time since I've been here.”

“... Yes. Now I really feel like I'm back.”

After a long, long journey, we were able to arrive at Leven, our home and our true hometown.

        
            Typical travel time from the central interior of the empire to Arsmagna, an independent city-state.

Excluding cases where the itinerary is inevitably changed due to being attacked by a demonic beast or making a mistake in replenishment of food and water, on average, it takes about 20 days for travelers with horses, and it takes about 20 days for travelers with a lot of heavy luggage. I heard it can take up to 30 days.

However, that is just an ordinary itinerary experienced by people who choose ordinary 'horses' as a means of transportation.

Even if that were not the case, it would inevitably take a similar amount of time if a drake, which is slower than a horse but stronger than a horse, was adopted as a means of transportation.

But we are different.

It took us 12 days to get from Leven to Arsmagna.

Although the carriage we are currently riding in is not a particularly good carriage, what we are currently pulling is none other than -

It is a beast called Red Panda Bear, and according to Eila, it is a powerful bear-shaped beast named Gombang that was raised by a druid as soon as it was born in the elven forest.

In terms of 'horsepower', which is a unit for measuring power, I honestly don't know because I've never measured it properly.

Even Bearbang seems to have not yet finished growing when Eila brought him to us during the time of the kingdom union. Afterwards, he came to the parish and went to the forest next to Leven when he was bored, and stayed there to eat, sleep, and exercise. This wind was also very strong.

In addition, the expression "bloated" means that the body is not limited to eating and sleeping. Every time I see him, he also does weight training with hygges on his back. If you measure the body fat percentage, the body that was completed in that way would probably be It's so well-groomed that it's less than a single digit, so if you push your hand inside the voluptuous fur, you can feel the firm muscles.

Thanks to this, when the hygges who first came to the parish saw Gombangi, they confused him for an ordinary leather panda bear and pointed their weapons at him several times. However, the current Gombangi is clearly seen by the hygges from far away as our parish's Gombangi. Otherwise, he knows that a normal demon cannot have that much size, so he just waves his hand and calls Gombangi's name and then passes by.

So, the power of Gombangi, who was able to shorten the distance that would normally take 20 days for an average traveler to 30 days for the average traveler to just 12 days with his well-trained muscular body, can certainly be said to be amazing.

However, that 12-day period was also a miraculous record that Gombang was able to set by pulling the carriage that carried us all by himself and running hard from Leven to Arsmagna. This time, when we entered the road back from Arsmagna to Leven, Peria, who not only became conscious and awake but also possessed the mysterious power that can be called the Wind Fairy, gave Gombangi 'special' strength as a sign of her hard work.

No other complicated magic was used.

However, Peria used the power of the wind that he could control to make the carriage half-float, thereby making it extremely light, and in addition, no matter how fast Gombangi ran, the winds that would blow towards Gombangi made Gombangi feel bad. He couldn't even reach Bangi and had to go out of the way.

So the time it took us to arrive at the parish was -

Only '7 days.'

So, Farewell, who belatedly noticed that the distance from Arsmagna to Leven, which would have taken 30 days in the longest case, had been shortened to only 7 days, and that it was only when he got close to Leven in the carriage that Bear began to walk slowly, was speechless. I threw it away.

“So... this is really nonsense...? A revolution in shortening the time and distance of transportation does not happen that easily, but even if it was a bear room that was trained by the druids in the elven forest, it was completely free from the influence of the wind with the power of Peria, and it lasted for as long as 5 days. You shortened the time? For some reason, while looking at the map in between, I thought I had lost my sense of distance. I never would have thought that the travel period would have been shortened this much. Mr. Bishop.”

“That’s right. I also thought it was strange that every time the carriage stopped on the way, it kept stopping on the street instead of in the city, so we had to settle for camping every time. I didn't know it was because I passed by all the intermediate cities I was originally planning to stop at every time.”

Thanks to this, Farewell and I used the remaining food in our bags, mainly beef jerky, to kill time while eating and chatting in the carriage.

Just before leaving Ars Magna, we had packed enough food for 15 days, not more than 12 days. Even though it was dry food, we usually took such a large amount of dry food with us when we traveled, even though we didn't know when we would next ride the carriage once we got home. Since you won't be on the road for a while, it's best to just eat up the time while you have it, like now.

“Still, I thought I would be eating it for a long time, so I bought some expensive beef jerky from Arsmagna that was quite tasty and had a nice scent... I guess I should give the rest as a gift to Luba.”

“Well, I don’t think that’s bad either. Looking at Luba and other hygges, it seems like they eat dry food all the time, but they never get tired of it and always have it ready.”

Of course, even if we eat the jerky diligently, I looked into the bag of jerky and thought that no matter how hard we ate it, there would be at least 5 more days left, so when we arrive at the parish and meet Ruba, the hygges will eat the jerky when they go on a long hunt. Since I had to take a lot of food with me, I thought I should give the remaining food as a gift.

So, Feria, who could be said to be the person responsible for causing the phenomenon of food over-accumulation in the carriages that chewed beef jerky like the rest of us, opened the window of the slow-moving carriage, stretched out his hand, handed a piece of beef jerky to Raines sitting in the coach seat, and said,

“If it's a good thing, you can just say it's good. Why are you complaining so much? Of course, I never thought that helping Gombangi would shorten the time to get home so much, but at best I ended up with eight days' worth of beef jerky, which is now of little use. We gained time, time. Neither Oppa nor Farewell are people who have never heard that time is something that money can't buy, but these two are a bit grumpy today, aren't they?”

“No, well, that's true... but it's so absurd.”

Then Farewell, who was grumbling even harder than me, pushed me away and began to tell Peria how great this was, as if he needed to say something.

“That's right. This is something no one will believe no matter where you tell them. There is a reason why horses and drakes have been the main means of transportation for empires, kingdoms, and other humans coming from far away countries to trade over a long period of history. Unless you are as good at training demons and cultivating bonds with them as the Lehi Church, there is usually a reason why everyone turns to other things but eventually returns to horses.”

“Hey- Why is that?”

“In the first place, even if Peria did what you did with the carriage, if you try to get a magic device that can cause a similar phenomenon in Ars Magna, you have to ask for about 2,000 gold to make it.”

“Huh? I thought I didn’t do anything that great?”

“No, what you did was something similar to what an object of that value can do. A magic that lightens the weight of the carriage, a magic that not only reduces the wind resistance of the horses leading the carriage, but completely eliminates it. In order to engrave just that much, several magicians skilled in the art of engraving would spend days and days writing spells on the inner frame of the carriage using specially made ink and work tools, engraving spells on the frames in between. You have to frequently check to see if each word has been engraved in a place where it shouldn't touch each other. In addition, even if you worked so hard and mobilized many magicians to build an expensive carriage, if the carriage is running down the street and one of the parts of the carriage is twisted somewhere, the magic will no longer be activated from that moment on due to just one damage. I throw it away. Peria What you have done is to make those two things possible without having to engrave any spells anywhere on the carriage, so of course there is free space on the frame of the carriage where you can engrave additional magic, and the magic you casted is also there. This can be seen as committing an incredibly absurd act at the level of development of civilization regarding current means of transportation, given that its efficacy will never be released.”

“Oh. It's pretty good, right? Then, if I have to quit being a trickster in the future, should I try working as a coachman as a side job? I think I can earn a solid portion. Heeheeheehee~.”

However, Peria, who listened to the leader's speech, seemed to me to be just taking what he said for the sole purpose of teasing her, and Farewell was saying everything he wanted to say to Peria until the end -

“... Ugh, even if I explain it like that, that's the only response I get, so I feel like a fool for explaining it in detail.”

“That's right. That's why I was deliberately pretending not to know. Did I not even know that? Heeheeheehee!”

In the end, he got so fired up that he rolled up his sleeves and began to prepare to swing his fists at Peria.

“... Okay. I've decided. Today I will kill you half. no? Since I became a fairy as soon as I returned anyway, I was planning to start with the pain perception test and do a more detailed test, so let's start with the pain perception test and give it a try!”

“Oh, wait! brother! help! Farewell is trying to hit me! Do you think I’ll get beaten if I keep doing this?!”

“... No, since you made that much noise and took that attitude, you earned your own money.”

like that-

“Come here! Even though I’ve been patient with you all this time, I’ve been patient with you for so long! Especially you, Luba, and Aila, who always go in and out of other people’s workshops as if they were their own! This time, I will thoroughly inform you who the owner of my workshop is!!!”

“No, wait! Stop! stop! Stop the violence! Stop! Still, it's not a good idea to swing your fist in a place like this with no place to avoid!”

puck! puck! puck! Wow!

“Wait, ah, it hurts... it hurts! It hurts! I got hit in the bone...!”

Inside the cramped carriage, I watched Farewell mount Feria and then hit her on the back and sides with her fists. I thought to myself that Feria looked a little hurt, but inside, I found Farewell's skill in swinging his fists to be quite nice to see. It occurred to me that it would not be long before Farewell stood tall as the proper owner of his workshop like Gloria.

        
            Even as the carriage led by Gombangi entered the road with a familiar scene visible outside the window, Peria was maintaining a standoff by grabbing the wrist of Farewell, who was trying to swing his fist at her.

As the carriage was rolling along at a leisurely pace towards the parish that was really far away, Raines spoke to me.

smart.

“Bishop.”

“Yes. Arrived. great job. Reigns.”

“... No. Rather than saying that I drove the carriage, it should be said that Gombangi arrived on his own. In reality, I was just sitting here.”

“Still, if you sit on the coach seat for a long time, it hurts your eyes a little. So, thank you.”

“... I understand.”

Raines, who was in the coach seat, opened the small window on the back of his head and announced to me that we had arrived in Leven, and I also noticed that the fences next to the road that I could see outside the window were the fences that the spirit soldiers had previously erected around the farmland. After realizing this, I started getting ready to get off, thinking that I could finally arrive at the parish safely.

Druddd...

Rattling.

Soon the carriage stopped at the beginning of the hill road, at a fork in the road with small stakes and streetlights demarcating Leven's territory.

'huh? Is there anything stopping already?'

And it is okay for Gombangi to stop after moving all the way to our house at the top of the hill in the parish, but what it means to stop at the beginning of the parish instead of pulling a carriage is -

“I~Rim~Iiii! Fe~liaaa~!!!”

“Ah, this is Aila’s voice.”

“... Ah, it looks like Aila found out we were coming and called the others.”

This meant that long before we went up to the house, people from the church who knew we would arrive came out to meet us right in front of the parish border.

Feria, who was in the carriage with me and heard Aila's voice coming from far outside the window, was now stopping her from swinging her fist by clasping her hands with Farewell, then turned her head and looked at me and said. .

“Then, oppa, I’ll go first~.”

“Huh? Ah, yes. If you're going to get off, I'll get out of the way-”

“No, it’s okay. There is no need to get out of the way.”

Soon, Peria was about to get out of the carriage, as if she wanted to see Ayla's face in a hurry. As it happened, I was sitting near the door and Peria and Farewell were sitting in the middle seat, so I was trying to get out of the way.

“Then Farewell. Am I going first?”

“Eeeek... Huh? what? What did you just say to me-”

Afterwards, Peria looked at Farewell and smiled, then relaxed the hand that was clasped with her and -

“E-it!”

... Whiuuu was!

It became a 'wind' and was blown out in an instant through the window of the narrow carriage.

“Ugh?!”

Quadang!

Thanks to this, Farewell, who was fighting hard with his hands intertwined, lost his balance and fell forward, hitting his nose on the cushion of the carriage.

“... That, ... no.”

“... If you want to make me worry, do you have to do it until the end, what does that mean? And it's like damn Peria...”

Afterwards, Razael, who was sitting in the front seat opposite me and watching in pity as Peria and Farewell continued to fight for power in the narrow carriage, tried to say something to express his concern for Farewell, who had rolled around in the carriage after Peria disappeared. I quit, and it was an added bonus that Farewell, who had fallen face down on the floor, became even more miserable.

So Peria went out first, and I and the others also got out of the carriage.

Then what you see is-

In addition to Eila, whose voice was heard first, Thistle, Enin, Hwarim, and Astesia are all coming down from the top of the hill.

However, Feria, who had become the wind and went out the window before me, was nowhere to be seen, and while I was looking around to see where Feria had gone-

“... Hahahahahahahaha! Everyone! I'm back-!”

I heard Peria's voice from up in the sky and looked up, and there I saw Peria flying in the sky.

“Pe, Peria?!”

“Peria... I'm glad. It looks like you're completely fine.”

Then, Enin was shocked to see Peria flying in the sky, and Thistle began wiping her eyes, as if tears were already starting to come out.

“... It looks like everything is fine. And, I also feel like I have found my true self.”

“Ugh?! Peria what did you do? what? weird?! I'm flying in the sky without even using magic?! right? I didn't see anything wrong, right? Astesia?!”

“Well, even if you ask me, I’m not sure...?”

In addition, Hwarim did not show any signs of surprise upon seeing Peria flying in the sky, and on the other hand, Aila's mouth widened and she shook Astesia's shoulder and asked what on earth she was seeing. It's a bonus.

“Hahahahaha! okay! I wanted to see this face! So, I deliberately wanted to tell you exactly what state I was in by writing it down on double-handled paper, but I held back! Anyway, I’ll go down then!”

... Whiuuuck!

After getting the reaction she wanted from everyone, Peria once again became the wind, landed on the ground, and reappeared -

“... Uuuu! Anyway, nice to meet you!!!”

Ouch!

“Upp- Sleep, wait! Sister Aila! I'm suffocating! I can't breathe!”

“... Anyway, welcome back. Feria.”

Come on!

“Ah, it’s been a while since Astesia… No, it’s been a while, but please stay away for now…”

“Hehe. No way~.”

Peria, who landed in the middle of everyone, was buried in the middle as everyone, including Aila and Astesia, rushed in and hugged her.

Afterwards, while watching Peria surrounded by everyone, I heard what Hwarim said a little while ago, that Peria had found her true self, and various thoughts began to come to mind.

Before we left Arsmagna, Gloria saw Peria and said that it looked like a sylph or sylphid.

The names Sylph and Sylphide are both said to mean wind spirits that only appear in old books, and although Gloria is a completely different entity from a spirit and a fairy, the current Peria is that Sylph, or Sylphide. It is said that they are similar in that they are free beings who can handle the wind like the spirits they are called, and can even become the wind.

'... That's right. 'Is it the wind?'

And I thought that was the essence of Feria.

wind.

Feria is the wind.

One of the many words referring to a trickster is wind.

Peria's teacher, Paradox, was also called Little Wind by Peria.

So, I think Peria was probably drawn to the tricksters because of the same desire.

And Peria becomes a trickster, living like the wind and not giving up until the last moment -

It can be seen that it has become the real ‘wind’ that she so desperately wanted.

So, if we want to clearly distinguish between races,

Peria has become a being that should be called the [Wind Fairy].

However, even though it was the wind, Feria was able to return to our arms in the end because she had clearly decided on a place to return.

Even now, Feria is in the middle of everyone, gathering people in one place like the autumn wind that makes fallen leaves pile up in one place.

Wooo!

“Uuuuu... It's good, but I really think I'm going to die if I keep doing this?! It won't work! I'm going to escape!”

Whiiing!

I forgot how long I had been thinking about it, and Peria, who was being hugged by everyone to the point of being crushed to death, once again turned into the wind and returned to my side.

Only then did people look in our direction and see me and other people, but I didn't feel particularly sad about it.

The purpose of this trip was to heal Peria's body, so the person who would receive the greatest welcome was Peria.

“... Lee Lim. Welcome.”

“Yes. I'm back. Thistle.”

Afterwards, I started to exchange greetings with everyone again, including Thistle, and Raines also quietly bowed his head and said hello to the others.

and-

'... Oh, are we going now?'

Razael quietly walked around the people towards the parish and tried to disappear.

However, there was one person who greeted Razael.

“... Razael.”

“...?”

“Razael, welcome too.”

Thistle was the first to say hello to me, then took a step back and watched me and the others say hello, then called out to Razael, who started to go up to the parish, and greeted her.

“... Hmph.”

Then she scoffed at Thistle's greeting and started climbing the hill again.

After that, we also stopped at the border of the parish, shared our regrets as much as we could, and then started climbing the hill together.

“... Ah!”

widely!

“... Huh?”

Ayla, who was the first to notice us coming and ran towards us, suddenly stopped in place and hit her palm with her fist. We also stopped at the same time and turned our heads towards her, wondering why.

“Ah, hehehe... I’m a little embarrassed to get this much attention!”

Then Aila scratched her head in embarrassment, and soon she explained to everyone why she looked so strange.

“Actually, I didn’t just come out from home, I was loitering around here! Then, a guest came to our parish, and I took him around to show me around, but I thought I should tell him that he came in a hurry!”

“Oh my, did you do that? Who came?”

It seems that, unlike the other people in the church or the house, Aila was outside first. She happened to meet a guest who came to our church and was greeting him, and that is why she was the first to spot us.

So Thistle was just surprised to hear that, on rare occasions, Aela guides guests -

After Aila finished speaking, she turned her head slightly to look at Peria and continued.

“But that customer was wearing the same trickster costume as Peria! It was a man named Paradox... He said that the purpose of his visit to our diocese was because he thought that someone he knew was buried in our diocese's grave!”

        
            “... Is this Leven?”

Paradox arrived in Leven.

It took 7 days to get from the capital to Leven.

He came out of the sound tube and moved slowly.

Sometimes I rented a horse, rode a carriage, and sometimes walked.

It was a long time since I went out.

“Except for attending the recent dance, the last time I left the Sori Hall was... seven years ago.”

It was a paradox that after taking on the position of head of Trickster, I couldn't leave the office without permission, and because of that, it kept being postponed and postponed until I came up with business this time, and the gap between the last outing was a whopping 7 years.

Attending a ball held in the Imperial Palace of the capital, which is directly connected to the Sori Hall through a sewer passage, was not considered an outing because the imperial capital felt like the living room of an ordinary home to him, and in reality, it was his first time in 7 years. outing.

So he took his time and moved slowly, even though the journey from the capital to Leven would have normally been shorter.

First, as he was moving along the road from the capital, he humbly declined the offer of a ride to the next city out of pure favor from the knights patrolling along the road, even though they did not know who he was. Then, he arrived at the next city. I rented a horse in the city.

'He was a guy with a good temperament. Did you say that horsemanship has become more systematized recently and that customized training based on the horse's personality has become popular?'

The words are the words of the Adventurer's Guild, an official establishment of the imperial family, and Paradox feels that this system is definitely more convenient than other countries. The horse he borrowed from the Adventurer's Guild came with a certificate of guarantee and an amount that, looking at it objectively, could not be said to be cheap. By paying, you can ride as much as you want from that city to any other city that is 3 days away. After that, you can return the horse to the adventurer's guild in the city you arrived in, and they will check to make sure the horse is not seriously damaged and an additional fee will be charged. Retrieve the horse without it.

This is a system that could be created because there was absolute trust in the stability of public security, even though it was limited to inland regions such as the empire. People who need horses but are in an environment where it is difficult to raise horses can raise horses as long as they pay money. As the lending system has been in existence for less than 5 years, Paradox was also the first to use the system.

Thanks to this, Paradox, who traveled on horseback for three days, was able to interact leisurely with living animals for the first time in a long time.

They seem to have been chosen to be used as war horses, but they are given over to the Adventurer's Guild at a low price because their temperament is too gentle or because they are too fierce. However, the horse that Paradox received from the Adventurer's Guild was described by the receptionist as a horse with a ferocious temperament. Even though he heard this, he actually became gentle in front of Paradox.

'Well, now that I think about it, it seems like he actually recognized the viciousness of my youth and acted calmly.'

Of course, in reality, Paradox's smart words, which he borrowed from the guild, made him realize that no matter how violently he goes on a rampage in the adventurer's guild, the officers will only appease him by giving him food, but when he sees Paradox, he instinctively tells him the wrong thing and buys it as is. I thought that I might be handed over to a witch or alchemist somewhere who wanted the horse's blood and bones, so I thought I should remain quiet while being led by him.

Thanks to this, Paradox was able to stroke the horse's muzzle for the first time in a while, and during a break, he let the horse out and slowly moved around while watching it eat grass in the meadow.

So, after arriving at the next village, I returned the horse and rented a carriage this time.

'The carriage... I always feel it, but it doesn't suit my personality. However, if you start looking for more luxurious means of transportation than horse-drawn carriages, it is inevitable because it is no longer an area where individuals can ride.'

It was a paradox that riding a horse made my back and buttocks sore, so I spent more money this time to charter a carriage, which was scheduled to be driven by a merchant to a branch in another city beyond the direction of Leven.

Thanks to this, Paradox, who traveled for another three days while lying down in a six-person carriage, arrived at the second furthest city from Leven, stopped by the Trickster branch there, and chatted with some of the Tricksters who happened to be staying there. We left late at night and arrived in Leven -

This is what happened this morning.

[From here on, we are Leven, a parish of the Deshade Church.]

Knock knock.

Paradox hit the tilted sign that someone had put up on the border of the parish where he arrived, straightened it out with his cane, and then stopped for a moment.

This is the end of the long and short quiet travel period of 7 days.

However, that was not the reason for Paradox to be lazy by moving as leisurely as possible and to delay his return to the position of general manager of the Sound Hall.

Over the past seven days, he took time to calmly organize his mind, recalling everything that had happened from the day he first met Peria until now.

“... 10 years. I thought it would be a short time, but it was longer than I thought.”

Now, 10 years have passed since Paradox accepted Feria.

His journey to the demon realm was actually one where Paradox, who was already the leader of the tricksters at the time, had important business to attend to, so he left Sori Hall for the first time in a while and went to the land where the demons lived.

After completing his errands in the Demon Territory, Paradox decided to go back to the Sound Hall and spend his days doing his job as a leader except for going out to the capital once in a while to take a walk to change his mood, and this time he decided to travel to the Demon Territory as a trickster. The trip I went on.

However, after successfully completing his business in the Demon Territory as usual, his carriage was on his way back to the empire-

Even he, who was the most perceptive of all the tricksters present at the time, had never expected it to be a quirky, half-human, half-demon girl who had sneaked into their carriage as naturally as the wind and was holding her breath.

So it's really a coincidence.

It could only be said that it was purely by chance that Paradox, who had left the Sori Pavilion for the first time in a while and embarked on a long journey to the Demon Territory, met a child born between a small demon and a human named Peria.

However, it was a coincidence up to that point, but after that, Paradox saw Peria's judgment, choices, and efforts, so he thought he should save Peria's life.

Paradox took in a girl named Peria, whom he met by chance, as his disciple.

Afterwards, Peria learned the basics of surviving as a trickster from Paradox and went on a long journey.

Still, that wasn't the last time the old man saw Peria.

Peria returned to Paradox whenever she had time.

He wandered throughout the empire, occasionally crossing borders and visiting villages of different races, and there was no place in the back alleys of the cities he visited that Feria had not entered.

And Peria returned to Paradox after completing the trip and told him everything about the progress or failures he had made there, and the old man gave him advice or praise accordingly.

So his role could be defined in one word: 'teacher'.

Peria disappeared like the wind and came back, almost making the place where Paradox was located as her home, but Paradox waited for Peria as Peria's teacher.

That's because Paradox knows why Peria left the Demon Territory and how much she hates the concept of family, so he shouldn't be her family, and if he does that, the little boy who made him think of taking on a disciple in the first place. I did it because I thought the wind’s meaning of existence was disappearing.

But now, after arriving in Leven to ‘mourn the death of Feria’, he began to regret whether his judgment had been a mistake.

“... Feria. I'm sorry. Even though I've only seen you for 10 years, I thought I understood everything about you and decided that you didn't want a family.”

Among the hybrids between demons and humans, the maximum survival time for those born with an appearance close to that of a human is only about 20 years.

No one survived after that, and even Peria was an exception and had no reason to escape.

So Peria worked hard to find a way to fix her body and saved money.

Paradox always stayed in the sound hall and waited as a teacher for Peria to come to him.

However, when Peria had just over a year left to live, she went to the Kingdom Alliance and brought sudden news to Paradox.

At first, when he heard that Peria lost at a gamble and became a slave to the soul disease of the Kingdom Alliance, he wondered what they were talking about.

Still, Paradox was told that Peria was okay and that she was okay.

But even after that, great things happened.

The time Peria stayed in the Kingdom Union's Grace Territory became longer, and at some point, Paradox received letters from Peria that were both complaining and saying that she was happy with the current situation.

And at some point, the old man was able to read in the letter that Peria had written that when she referred to the members of the church, they were ‘like family.’

At that moment, Paradox finally realized his mistake.

I thought that family was something that Peria absolutely did not need, but in fact, Peria was a child who wanted family more than anyone else, not a false concept, but a family that truly touched her heart.

So the old man regretted it.

If I had known that would happen, I wish I had worked harder and become part of Peria's family.

But soon the old man changed his mind again.

In any case, Peria's death was clearly confirmed even though she and Nayal constantly explored and read the celestial bodies.

Even if she had a family, that family would only become Peria's regret, and rather, she thought that family was something that would hinder Little Wind from moving forward on his own path.

So, when Paradox came to him with Lee Rim, Paradox tried to separate him from Peria by any means possible, as he was bound by a soul contract, but he stopped because the two's persistence was so great.

“... Now that I think about it, I'm really poor at making decisions.”

and-

The story of Peria and the story of the little wind came to an end.

After Paradox heard that Peria had left for Ars Magna, he observed the celestial bodies every day, and eventually Peria's star disappeared from the sky.

No matter how many times I observed it, it was the same.

The star of Peria no longer existed.

So I set off on the path of mourning.

This is where Peria's family is, where she can now call home, and where the house she used to live in is located.

and-

Journey to Leven, where her tomb will be built.

Heading to Leven, Paradox, who over the past 7 days recalled the growth of Feria that he had seen over the past 10 years and the conversations they had exchanged without leaving out a single word, finally arrived in Leven.

“... Hey, who is this guy?”

“... How are you? I call it a paradox.”

“Ah, yes! Hello...?”

And when Paradox stopped at the border hill leading up to the parish, the first person he met was none other than Eila.

        
            Paradox stopped for a moment at the sign marking the parish boundary, and then saw someone running down from the top of the parish hill.

container!

container!

container!

container!

'It looks like a rabbit.'

The speed was so fast that when Paradox tried to recall similar images from his memory, he remembered a mountain goat rushing down a mountainside or a long-legged rabbit running down the slope to avoid a fox.

But the old man wasn't worried about that.

As expected, someone in the form of a human running towards him was not jumping down the ground at such speed as an impromptu act, but was jumping down stably and familiarly, as if he had done it hundreds of times in the first place. When Paradox got closer to a certain distance, the peculiar characteristic that caught the eye from the person's appearance was -

'It even has long ears, so I think it's really okay to be a rabbit at this level.'

Compared to the ears of ordinary people, they are ears that only 'elves' have, and they hang far to the side, and are a body part that is like a symbol that distinguishes pure-blooded humans from those who are completely identical to humans in appearance.

“... Hey, who is this guy?”

“... How are you? I call it a paradox.”

“Ah, yes! Hello...?”

Paradox shouted back as the elf who quickly jumped down in front of him greeted him, and then looked at her intently.

And, of course, Aila did not know who Paradox was, but Paradox already knew about Aila as much as he had heard in a letter from Peria.

'Elf. Elf Aila. Peria said. The elf named Eila is self-indulgent, but that self-indulgence is the freedom that comes from honesty. And... did you say that she is like a candle that brightens the moment the atmosphere within the church becomes even a little dark?'

Paradox, who quickly recalled information about Ayla from his mind, said to Ayla, who was wondering what purpose she had stopped at the border of the parish, that she had no experience guiding guests who stopped by the parish. After noticing that there didn't seem to be much, he spoke first.

“...?”

“Oh, excuse me. Actually, I have some business to do at the parish cemetery. Can I come in?”

“Ah, that’s it! are you okay! Then I will guide you!”

“Are you also a member of a religious denomination?”

“Yes! I'm not a priest... but I live here too! That’s why I know geography well!”

Paradox looked at Aila and spoke calmly as a mourner, and Aila immediately stopped taking a walk around the church as usual today and tried to guide the old man in front of her, who was grateful for stopping by their church for the first time in a while.

Soon, Paradox began to walk slowly, following Aela as she climbed the hill.

In fact, Aila could have walked faster if she had chosen to, but she knew that Paradox was quite old, so she deliberately slowed down out of consideration, and Paradox also realized what she was thinking and became a bad-hearted woman. At the same time, I decided to adjust accordingly so as not to overshadow her favor.

Paradox was guided by Aila and walked slowly to the cemetery, where he was able to take in the scenery of the parish.

'This is the Leven that Peria spoke of.'

This is his second time coming to Leven.

First, I only visited this small village once when there was a denomination that was originally established much earlier than that, not the Deshade denomination that is currently located in Leven, and later the denomination in Leven was transferred to another denomination. All he knew was that after it was absorbed and disappeared, it became a wasteland and was given to the Deshade Church to use this land as a parish.

So, Paradox contrasted the scenery at that time with the current scenery and the scenery of the parish that Feria had written down every time he sent him a letter, and came to the conclusion that it was a truly peaceful territory.

‘It’s fascinating. It's different from the capital, Red Purge's main school, and Rugal's main school. It feels like a different world. 'Is there any other secluded place like this in the empire?'

Of course, when it comes to remote areas, there are villages that are located even further back than Leven.

However, the people living in such villages may be attacked by demons at any time or may have sudden encounters with people of a different race, so tension is swirling in the entire village knowingly or unknowingly, while Leven really does not have a single ounce of anxiety. It was an invisible, paradise-like parish.

So the paradox is-

I was confident that a land like this would be a sufficient environment to place Peria's tomb.

However, it was only for a moment that Aila, who had been guiding Paradox, suddenly stopped walking.

Crackling!

... Upright! Upright!

“... Huh?”

Ayla stopped so suddenly that the soles of her shoes chafed and her long ears were constantly shaking up and down.

Whilick!

Soon, Aila turned around and looked down the hill she had been climbing up with Paradox.

“... I'm sorry! Old man! I just came up with some important business, can I go?!”

He expressed his intention to stop guiding Paradox.

'Uh, old man... This is my first time being called by such an explicit name. Well, what can you do? 'Because it's from an elf's perspective.'

So Paradox was taken aback by Aila's sudden words and became confused for a moment, but soon went back to imitating an ordinary human old man and playing along with Aila's whims.

“Huh? Ah, yes. It doesn't matter though. Because in the first place, I was the one holding on to the person on the street and being guided. I've already been informed that the area above is a cemetery, so I'll just look around on my own from here.”

“... Ugh, sorry, I'm really sorry!”

“No. It's okay. Anyway, I was planning to leisurely look around this area and then head towards the cemetery.”

“Really? Well, that's a relief... Then I'll be leaving! If you have something you want to talk about or don't know the name of someone you're looking for in the cemetery, come to the church above! Got it?!”

“Yes. Let’s do that.”

“Then... Bye-!”

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

Soon Aila left, and Paradox said he didn't know why Aila did that, but if what he had heard from Peria so far was that Aila often zoned out at home, it was probably because she suddenly remembered something she had forgotten, and headed straight to the cemetery.

like that-

Whiuuuck!

“... Is this here? Peria is the place to be buried.”

Paradox arrived at the cemetery where strong winds were blowing.

Cemetery in Leven with numerous graves.

It is where the Hygges are buried, where the paladins killed by Sotok in Tir no Nog are buried, and where the graves of those who died in the Dun Priest County are also located.

Soon, Paradox opened the gate of the tomb fence that no one was guarding, went inside, and continued walking.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

dump.

“... Phew-”

Paradox walked through the cemetery and walked under the roof of a small stone structure in the middle of the cemetery. He stretched out his tired legs from walking towards the parish church in the morning and looked around for a moment.

But that wasn't a search for Peria's tomb.

Paradox didn't think Peria's tomb was there yet.

Although seven days have passed since Feria's death, Feria's last destination was Ars Magna, so the body will also be there, and from there, the body will be placed in a coffin and set off, so the actual return will take about 15 to 20 days at the earliest. .

The funeral will probably be held later.

So, the reason Paradox came to Leven was not because he wanted to visit Feria's grave, but more precisely because he wanted to know the scenery of the parish where she would be buried in the future, and what kind of scenery the place called Leven, which Feria loved so much, had.

Paradox, who closed his eyes for a moment in the middle of quiet Leven, soon opened his eyes again when he felt that the parish had become commotion.

“... Did someone special come?”

The bottom of the hill he had climbed a little while ago was noisy.

But Paradox doesn't know what happened.

Over the past seven days after accepting Peria's death and leaving the Sound Hall, Paradox has completely let go of the trickster habit of reflexively listening to rumors, unlike when he was in a state of semi-omnipotence when he was in the Sound Hall. Right now, I am just an ordinary old man.

“... Well, I guess it has nothing to do with me.”

So, like a trickster's instinct, he tried to guess who the guest would be who would immediately cause an uproar in the parish, but then he turned off his mind and moved on to his next move.

Sweet!

Paradox lifted his cane from his marble chair.

A cane is not specifically a standard attire for a trickster, but Paradox carries it because his legs hurt, so he carries an object with a sword inside it instead of an ordinary cane for self-defense.

The reason why Peria carried a cane sword was because she imitated Paradox, and so when Paradox left Sori Hall, he took the cane sword he had with him and picked an item that Peria had really liked all those years ago -

“... I guess I can leave it here.”

Sigh!

At the very end of the cemetery, where Peria's grave would likely be built, his student brought it out to give as a gift on his way out.

“...”

Whiuuuck!

Paradox put his cane on the ground, hung his hat on it for a moment, and closed his eyes. The wind that blew at that moment shook Paradox and the hat on his cane.

Afterwards, Paradox closed his eyes.

And I am in the midst of thinking about how to commemorate my deceased student.

Whiuuuck!

'... I think the wind is a bit too harsh today?'

Paradox opened his eyes again because the wind, which had been calm when climbing the hill and walking to the parish in the morning, seemed to be getting stronger.

however,

Startle!

In the face of such a paradox-

“... It’s been a while! Teacher!”

“... Feria?”

Peria, who was thought to be dead, appeared with her hand on the staff that Paradox had left.

        
            A story suddenly brought up by Aila on the way home.

They say there is a paradox in our diocese.

To be exact, he was a person who introduced himself under the name Paradox as soon as he met Aila, and who had the appearance of being quite old for a human.

So, as soon as I, Peria, and Farewell heard Ayla's words, we were almost certain that it was not someone else with the same name, but the paradox we all knew.

However, Aila doesn't know much about paradox.

In the first place, it is difficult to remember names that are long or require pronunciation, but unlike Hwarim and Hwarim, who make an effort to remember names, Aila finds it extremely annoying to remember names other than those of members of our church. Therefore, I still frequently forget names longer than two letters, such as the Rugal Church, the Lihi Church, the Red Fudge Church, or even the name of Princess Camellia when I try to remember them.

So, Aila probably also heard a story about Paradox, Peria's teacher, from those of us who visited the Sound Hall at some point, but she seemed to have completely forgotten about it, perhaps thinking that she would never meet him again.

Thanks to that, Paradox, Peria's teacher, happened to have met Eila at the beginning of the parish, so while we were being guided towards the cemetery, Eila, who noticed our arrival, jumped down on the way, so we were left unattended, and probably ended up in the cemetery alone. Aila replied that she would have headed there.

so,

“... Oppa. Let’s go.”

“Huh? Ah, yes.”

Peria and I told the others to go home first and then quickly walked up to the church's graveyard where Paradox would be located.

However, it was a bonus that I had to slow down a bit thanks to meeting other people who had settled in the parish before I even met Paradox.

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Ah! older brother! Are you here?”

“Ah, presbyopia. A long time. And uh... you look like you're having a hard time today too.”

“Ah, yes... Hahahaha...”

“Ugh... Cheer up. Presbyopia.”

“... Yes! thank you! Brother!”

The first thing I encountered was presbyopia.

Noan was rushing somewhere and ran into us out of breath. Feria and I could roughly understand why Noan was out of breath, even though he appeared suddenly.

“...”

What caught the eye of Peria and I as we turned our heads was a female spirit soldier with dark blue hair sitting on a fence on the side of the road in the distance in the direction Noan was heading.

That was Lucid, who was a childhood friend from the same world as Noan, who was wearing iron boots with a complicated design on his legs that looked a little sleeker than anyone else's.

Apparently, today too, Noan talked to Lucid like usual, and Lucid was also talking to Noan like that, but he couldn't hold it in the middle of the day and ran out of the church.

“Then, brother. I’m going!”

“Uh, yes.”

“... Cheer up. Presbyopia.”

“Yes. thank you! Sister Peria... Ah! More than that, my sister! You have finally healed your body! sorry! I finally noticed it! Congratulations!”

“Ugh... I'm still getting used to hearing Noan call me sister... Ah, this isn't the important thing. Okay, it's okay. Presbyopia. It's okay, so quickly follow Lucid.”

“Oops... I'm really sorry about this, sister! Not only did I realize too late that you had fully recovered, but I couldn't even say a proper word to you...”

“No, whatever. Now, it seems to us that that is Noan’s main job. All I can say is, cheer up.”

“... Yes! Well then, let’s really go now!”

“Yes. okay. Cheer up!”

After Noan started running towards Lucid again, Peria and I made eye contact and confirmed that we were both thinking the same thing at the same time.

“Do you think there isn’t much time left?”

“Yes. Lucid saw his presbyopia and used to run away for so long that he could never catch up, but now he maintains a distance that allows him to chase after him.”

“Still, I wish you would pay attention to my presbyopia problem.”

“Huh? Did you see your brother?”

“Huh? What?”

“... Ah, I have better eyesight than my brother now, so is it just me who sees it?”

“Why? What is it?”

“Actually, I was laughing while looking at Lucid and Presbyopia, who were sitting on the fence. I wonder when they will come after me.”

“Huh? Did you do that?”

“Yes. From what I could see, it wasn't that he was running away because he was burdened by Presbyopia, but after doing it a few times, he seemed to be amused by the fact that Presbyopia persistently chased after him every time he ran away.”

“... You're a small devil.”

“... Yes. You little devil.”

I wonder if it would be right to call it puberty.

In reality, Presbyopia and Lucid's age is not just because of their appearance, but because they have reached the age when puberty is reached.

So, it seems like Lucid has started to feel the need to play pranks on people he likes to get their attention, hoping that they will only look at him and follow him.

Still, since Noan likes Lucid so much, I thought that there would be no such thing as Noan getting tired and giving up on Lucid in the middle.

However, with that thought in mind, I turned my head to go up the hill again, and this time I saw another member of the parish.

“Ah, it’s Florian.”

“... Oh my.”

Florian was looking down from above the church in our direction, and as soon as she saw Florian like that, Peria sighed for some reason.

However, she was looking towards Lucid, which was not exactly in the direction we were in, and Noan, who was running towards Lucid.

“... They will have a lot of trouble in the future as well.”

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“That's actually... no. no. I just won't say anything.”

“... What is it? What is it?”

Peria muttered something to herself while looking at Florian, and I asked her what she was talking about all of a sudden, but my sister was trying to answer something that came to her mind, but decided to just keep her mouth shut.

“I just thought that it had become a strange love triangle like that one. I don't know who will have the courage, whether Florian will make a decision, or whether Noan will notice Florian's feelings first... I just hope that I will make adjustments in the middle so that it doesn't end in chaos or bloodshed.”

“... What do you mean?”

“There is such a thing. So, let’s go see the teacher quickly, brother.”

Tuk-tuk-

“... Okay. Okay, so don’t rush me.”

After that, Peria kept muttering in a voice I couldn't understand, as if she was really sick, and pushed my back with her arm, urging me to walk back to Paradox.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Bang- Bang- Bang- Bang- Bang-

Me and my sister walking up the hill normally, taking long strides with the wind blowing around our feet, matching my stride.

'... What are you thinking?'

So, I was curious about what kind of face Feria would have on her way to meet Paradox from now on, so I glanced to the side.

Of course, he is Peria's teacher.

I was a little embarrassed to hear that he came to visit our church, but judging from Aila's testimony that he went to the cemetery as soon as he stopped by the parish and that he came by saying that someone he knew might be buried in the parish, it appears that there is a high probability of a paradox. It seems that he came to our parish thinking that Roperia was dead.

Therefore, the purpose of Paradox's visit, which was grumbling but also had a sense of responsibility as the head of the Trickster, could be interpreted as coming to find Peria's tomb, even while neglecting the important work that was coming up at every moment in the Sound Hall.

So I thought Peria would be impressed as well.

Contrary to his expectations, Peria is alive, and what appears before Peria is a visit from the teacher who left all duties and responsibilities behind and walked a long way to find his student's grave.

but-

That's what I thought because I didn't know how much worse Peria's personality had become than before after being put in a completely hopeless situation and then being born again.

Sigh-

“... Hey, why are you grinning?”

“Huh? Tina? Oppa?”

“No, if you cut your mouth that big and put it on your ear and you don’t notice it, you have to have a vision problem.”

Peria was smiling.

However, although it contained some emotions of joy, it was mostly laughter created from playfulness.

And that also meant that Peria was so excited about making fun of her teacher, Paradox, that she couldn't control it.

“That’s right, oppa. Are you our teacher~?”

“Why is that?”

“Our teacher, the leader of the Tricksters. Our teacher, who can make observations closer to prophecy than any trickster we've ever had, has finally been wrong about his prediction for the first time!”

“... Oh, is that so? I guess so. Paradox probably thought you were dead and came to mourn, but you are definitely alive.”

“Yes! So, the number of people who can make fun of the teacher has finally been caught! I can't just pass this up!”

Paradox, who even kissed Nayal and told me that Peria would die no matter what happened.

And Peria succeeded in twisting and completely curing the observation that was close to the prediction of the paradox.

Of course, this is the best way to make fun of Paradox for Peria-

For me, it was also a part where I could see how much Paradox and Peria liked each other as teacher and student.

“... Hehehe, hahahaha! okay. Do whatever you want.”

“I thought so even if I didn’t say it!”

“Then, if you want to go quickly because you want to make fun of the teacher so much, go first. Because I actually knew that you were keeping pace with me.”

“Huh? really? Then do I really go first and meet the teacher?”

“Yes. Do that.”

Soon, Peria, who could have actually flown to Paradox first by riding the wind, stopped keeping pace with me and instead rode the wind with all her heart and flew towards Paradox.

“Okay then... see you later! Oppa!”

Sigh!

... Whiuuut!

Soon Peria kicked her feet and her body was swept away by the wind.

Then I closed my eyes for a moment, afraid that the wind-blown sand might get into my eyes, and when I opened them again, Peria was no longer there.

“... Then, shall I hurry and go?”

Thanks to this, my tension rose and I quickly ran to the cemetery, where Feria had already arrived.

Then, as soon as I passed the houses of the soul soldiers that were blocking the hill, the sight that caught my eye was-

“... It’s been a while! Teacher!”

“... Feria?”

Paradox, who was probably mourning Peria in the middle of the cemetery, was standing quietly in front of him when Peria came down from the sky on the wind and greeted him.

        
            This is what happened after Paradox, who was looking at the empty graveside in the cemetery, and Peria, who was flying away on the wind, met safely.

“Teacher. What were you doing there?”

“... noisy.”

“You didn't say anything and just kept your eyes closed. Could it be that you were trembling in distress? Or maybe he was saying things he couldn't say to me because he was embarrassed? That's good. Since the dead have no mouth and cannot be seen, it is usually best to do so only after the person dies. However, it is a pity that no matter how much you tell your true feelings, a person who is already dead cannot respond back.”

“... Be quiet.”

“Still, teacher. Teacher, I'm really glad. You may have thought that I was dead and said various things in front of the cemetery where I would be buried, but I, your student, came back safely like this? So I'm curious about what you said. Would you mind telling me? It's a rare opportunity. The fact that I confessed all my feelings to someone I thought was dead and it came back with a proper response also means that I don't have to be friends with the regret, remorse, and remorse that follow from a non-response.”

“Haaa... Damn it. I wonder why I took someone like this as my disciple.”

“Ah~ Still, isn’t it a bit too much to say that the disciple who was thought to be dead has returned? ah! More than that, what was this wand? You put it in the ground. ... ah! I remember this! Isn't this the cane that I asked the teacher for a long time ago, but he said he couldn't give it to me because it was expensive? Did you bring this to give to me? Are you going to ask me to bury you with you when I bury you?! Well, well then - can I just keep this?! I was going to bury it in the ground anyway!”

“... Take care of it.”

Feria is constantly chattering next to an old man crouching in a church pew, covering his forehead with one hand.

The teacher's kindness, which had gone a long way to appease the vengeful spirit of his lost student, returned in the form of chatter so terrible that it felt more comfortable to talk to the devils of hell.

Paradox showed a surprised expression when he first saw Peria, but then his expression quickly deteriorated.

The first thing he said after seeing Peria was-

'You... you... why are you here?'

I think these might be a bit cold words to say to a disciple who has just returned from a serious situation after recovering.

However, after that, when Paradox came up to the church and saw Peria making a fuss in front of him, holding the cane that Paradox had left on the floor, as if nothing more enjoyable would ever happen in the future, Paradox was probably alive and saw Peria, who had come face to face with him again. At that moment, he must have frowned as he predicted all of the troubles that would follow and the disciple's talkative mouth that would constantly open and close.

“Oh, that’s right, teacher. teacher. My brother and Gloria, who came back from the Fairy Garden, kept thinking that the atmosphere was strange, so I took a look and found out, well, actually. My brother and Gloria are now-”

And when Peria's chatting continued for about 30 minutes even after we all came up to the church together, Paradox couldn't stand it any longer.

widely!

Whirling!

“... Ah! Teacher, that's mine now-”

Baaa!

“Kbeb...!”

“... Be quiet for a moment. Thanks to you, my ears are ringing and I feel like I'm about to pass out.”

Paradox snatched the staff out of Peria's hand in an instant, swung the tip and hit Peria exactly in the center of her head, making her fall silent.

“Mr. Lee... seems like a bad teacher...”

“Anyway, now I finally have a chance to talk.”

At the moment when Peria crumpled to the floor, holding her head in both hands, Paradox was a small wooden idol placed on the front altar of our church, which Thistle always made and brought back, and now the quality has improved every time it is brought in. He said to me while looking at Deshade's idol, which was being carved to perfection.

“Thank you. Lee Rim. I never thought you would eventually change Peria's fate.”

“... What. Of course it was something that had to be done.”

“No. You should know how great what you did was. You have distorted the flow of fate, for which there is no answer key, through your intervention. So, it's right to say that I didn't do what I should have done, but that I did something great.”

“... In that case, I will not give in and accept the praise gratefully.”

“That should be it. Since he is a crazy guy who claimed to be that Peria guy's older brother, he must have that level of shamelessness.”

“I heard you did something great a little while ago?”

“When did I tell you there was no need to be humble and not to overextend yourself? I wouldn't have said that.”

“... You still have a really bad personality.”

The old man praised me honestly, and although I felt embarrassed, I soon decided to accept it calmly.

so-

In fact, Paradox's original purpose of coming to our parish, his purpose of coming to the parish to mourn Feria, was in vain.

...

...

...

so.

So Paradox's next task, along with Peria's condolences, was to open the package of the final gift he had originally intended to give us with the newly born Peria's hands.

“Feria. Come this way.”

“Ouch, ouch... What's wrong? Teacher?”

Take “. Originally, I was planning to leave it in front of the door of your church and leave, but if you are still alive, it would be best for you to see it for the first time.”

Paradox called Peria, and Peria, who was still stroking her head with tears in her eyes, came over and received several letters he took out of his pocket.

“... What is this?”

And one of those letters, unlike the letters that Peria usually received sharing rumors from other tricksters, was a golden letter made of melted gold and sealed with wax -

“If you open it, you will know.”

“... I understand.”

Peria took the golden letter from his hand and was watching us talking. As soon as she saw Paradox taking out the letter, she received a knife from Florian, who had brought her a paper knife from the church, and opened it. I saw.

Square - Sagagak -

Tootuk!

“...”

After that, Peria removed the wax from the golden envelope, placed it on the table, took out the contents, and read them slowly-

“...! Is this really true? Teacher?!”

“There is news that even gold was used to seal it, so does that mean it is a lie?”

With eyes wide open in surprise, I asked Paradox if the news written in the letter was true, and Paradox confirmed that everything written in the letter was true.

“... Why? What is it?”

“... Here oppa- No, I’ll go.”

So, I was curious about the contents of the letter that Feria had checked first, so I asked Feria about what was written in the letter, and Feria came up to me as quickly as he almost threw himself and held the letter in his hand in my hand so that I could easily read it. I gave it to you.

And just like that, the contents of the letter, which contained such important information that Feria was so embarrassed that he used gold-colored letter paper and even used gold for sealing wax -

It was a story about a recent big incident going around in the castle, discovered by tricksters who were close friends of servants and officials inside the castle.

[... Therefore, a summary of the preliminary convening of the Heresy Inquisition Team at the request of the Red Purge Church is currently being sent to officials within the imperial castle one by one. Letters are being secretly arrived one after another, mainly from families who have served the Red Purge for generations. Those who are expected to serve as judges in the event of a heresy trial, and even those who serve other denominations, are taking a moderate stance. People who were drunk. In addition to the nobles who can provide legal advice, a summary is being sent to all nobles who are likely to participate as jurors if a trial occurs. In addition, it is said that letters will also be sent to renowned knights or Holy Knights and noble families in the outskirts who have suffered greatly from heresy.]

“... What is this?”

The content of the letter is about the convening of a heresy inquisition team.

It was a report of Red Purge, who had just finished the wish ceremony, moving without rest, secretly recruiting officials, nobles, and other important figures to plan something big.

However, I caught my eye from the middle part, and although I was able to immediately put the overall content in my mind, I couldn't easily find where it was written about who the target of the heresy interrogation was, and the person next to me was Feria, who looked urgent. Soon he realized what I was looking for and pointed at the last part of the letter with his finger.

“Just look at this part. Oppa.”

“Where... last? What on earth is written here makes me so confused-”

And when I looked at the last paragraph that Peria's finger had pointed at, I was left speechless and had no choice but to repeat that sentence over and over again.

[... Lastly, with the latest news I finally obtained, I finally found out about the accuser and the defendant who were not mentioned when the letter was sent to each noble. As expected, the accuser was Hirem Brigade, the Red Purge's Saint of Destruction, and the defendant was-

Astesia, a saint of the Deshade Church, Hirem Brigade will conclude the report clearly by saying that she did this to bring the saint of the Deshade Church to the judgment table for heresy.]

and-

“... This is a new homework for your church. Peria, and Lee Rim. You'll have to move quickly.”

Paradox, seeing Feria and I reading the letter over and over again with surprised eyes, took a relaxed posture with his legs crossed and his hands on his knees, sitting on a chair, and with a smile telling us to cheer up, he said to us, He gave us hints on what we need to do from now on to achieve the future we want.

“In order for you to protect your precious people and win against Hirem, the only way is to pour everything you have into obtaining the other half of the empire that Hirem has not yet been able to obtain.”

        
            Tweet Tweet Tweet!

A bird sitting on the window sill is crying quite loudly.

It is a small bird belonging to the hummingbird family. It is quite different from ordinary birds because it makes a roaring sound when it flaps its wings. It is a bird about the size of a thumb that can flap its wings at extremely fast speeds.

So, when Xian saw that the bird, despite its small size, could flap its wings faster than any other bird, and made a loud voice that only large birds could make, he thought it looked cute.

However, I didn't think it looked good in isolation.

The place where Xian, the saintess of the Red Purge Church, is currently sitting is none other than -

This is because it is the imperial castle located in Filia, the capital of the empire. It is the villa of Princess Camellia, who must concentrate every day to review the national history handed over to her by the sick emperor and other royal family members.

So, to take what the loudly crying bird is doing, it is like committing an unacceptable act that is eroding the concentration that Princess Camellia, who is the owner of the villa and who has to run and review the country called the empire, must maintain. Day.

- This was the thought that came to mind as Xian, the princess's spy, who had been ordered to wait in a separate room on the second floor until Princess Camellia finished her work, looked at the birds chirping at the window while waiting in the room.

'noise. It's a smart little creature that has learned to intentionally use its cute appearance, but at the same time, it's a poor bird that can't move on because it ended up being a paradise for sloth.'

Soon, Sian felt sorry for the bird.

Among the servants employed in the leaky imperial castle, the laziness created by the maids who had not received proper training from the head maid was evident in their bodies.

So that's laziness through learning.

One day, a bird would have sat on the window sill in the hallway that the maids had left open for ventilation to rest for a while, and the maids, thinking it was cute, would have brought something from the kitchen that a small bird could eat.

It shouldn't be like that in the first place.

Since it is an imperial castle where members of the imperial family stay and high-ranking nobles frequently wander around to do business while wearing official clothes, there is a possibility that they may have brought dirty diseases to their bodies to prevent something bad from happening, or some kind of pagan or witch. When birds or other wild animals that may have been cursed by the royal family enter the palace, servants on duty are instructed to drive them out as soon as they are discovered.

However, if it is a bit troublesome to have to do that in the first place, it is because of the existence of a garden in the imperial castle that the current emperor himself tends from time to time, and in that garden, small birds of the hummingbird type that help pollinate the flowers reside.

So, although the maid chief can immediately order subordinates to exclude other stray cats or large birds, sometimes when the emperor is out in the garden, they show affection to the emperor, and even though they are not kept as pets by the emperor, they happen to be I couldn't treat the hummingbirds that had received my affection carelessly.

so.

Accordingly, for the sake of the hummingbirds, which are small and cute in the eyes of the women who flew in from the garden, which is still quite far away from this villa, the maid orders wild animals to be chased away unconditionally, and in the case of birds, they catch them even if they have to take artifacts to themselves, and go outside. The maids who were trained again, again, and again, and trained every month to pick them up in their hands and release them outside-

Still, it was just a small hummingbird perched on the window sill in the hallway. It was considered unusual as it was staying in the emperor's garden, so I thought it would be okay to bring him some food and watch him do some tricks as part of a break from hard work. Each person took turns enjoying the deviation.

Thanks to.

From there, the bird realized.

I realized it.

There is a way to get food without having to fly hard, catch bugs, or fight with other birds over tree nuts.

So this bird became a bird that resided in the villa rather than the garden.

- was Sian's reasoning, and surprisingly, her reasoning was not without foundation.

In fact, a little while ago, when Xian entered the separate room and sat down, the window in the separate room happened to be a small window that opened from the bottom up, so it was slightly open. The smart bird pinched the window frame with its small head and lifted it completely with its body. Next, he was claiming that he was here and asking for food.

So, in Sian's opinion, it was not good to see the hummingbird falling into the deviance and laziness of the maids who were involved in it, even asking for food from people, but she also thought that it was clear that the bird was an intelligent bird.

“... However. The peace of paradise achieved by fluke does not last long. The moment you settle and feel relieved in the present, when the time comes when that paradise is shattered, you will just end up in the dark without even having a chance to make a comeback.”

However, because of this, the bird's fate was somewhat predictable.

“So, we must constantly seek to prosper and when an opportunity presents itself, we must grasp it and not let it go.”

thud!

Tweet Tweet!

Xian hit the end of the umbrella he had brought with him from the parish hard on the floor of the separate room, but the hummingbird only cried louder and told him to quickly give him something to eat.

And at that moment-

“...”

Jump up!

Princess Camellia, the owner of the separate room where Xian was in, the owner of the separate palace, and perhaps even the owner of the empire by mentioning her name, but most people would implicitly understand it even though they cannot admit it openly, came after finishing her work. I opened the door to the separate room and came in.

“...”

Tweet Tweet!

Soon she looked at the situation in the room without saying anything.

And soon, in addition to Xian, who was waiting in the separate room at her command, Camellia opened the window and found a hummingbird chirping.

“... It’s been a while. draft. Is it after the wish ceremony?”

“Classy. Aside from exchanging letters a few times since the wish ceremony, this is our first meeting. Princess Camellia.”

“I see.”

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

As soon as she exchanged greetings with Xian, Camellia instantly thought the same thing as Xian about the existence of a hummingbird and how the hummingbird was crying with the villa's window open -

Druk-

...squeak.

Sweet.

“Good luck. thank you Princess.”

Instead of sitting on the chair across from Xian, he moved at his own pace, ignoring the urgings of the bird, which began to cry louder as soon as it spotted him, and first made a cup of tea and placed it in front of Xian.

... slurp-

... sweet.

After that, Camellia let Sian quietly enjoy the tea in her seat and took out another small cup for the hummingbird chirping by the window.

Originally, it was a small drinking glass that could be easily held with one finger, but it was the perfect size to use as a water bowl for hummingbirds.

Camellia filled the warm water used to brew the tea and cooled it while preparing food for the birds.

Coincidentally, there was a small bag of nuts in the room.

Very occasionally, when the princess, who was tired from government duties, was walking out of the capital to refresh herself, kind-hearted and well-educated young imperial citizens would come up to her and give her this item, even though she was wearing a hood and looked suspicious. .

The children left after doing something quite surprising when they returned to their parents and told them that they had given a gift to the pink-haired woman wearing a hood.

Camellia opened the bag the children had given her and took out about 10 nuts of each type and put them on one side.

And in the meantime, the princess drank a glass of warm water that had cooled down a little more than before...

I took a 'green leaf' that I carefully dried and brewed it as tea, then placed it on the window sill.

Tweet jack! Jjajajajajajajajajajack!

Sweet.

“...”

From the middle, the little bird fussed louder even though it knew that Camellia was preparing food for it.

The bird soon placed the green tea and nuts in front of it and began to eat in an old-fashioned manner compared to ordinary birds, perhaps because it knew that its nest was the imperial palace.

Camellia returned to her seat after giving the bird what it wanted-

He told Sian about the business he had summoned her for.

“Why are you doing such a thing? Cyan?”

“... Abstract. What are you talking about-”

“This is a story about the creation of the heresy interrogation team currently being prepared by the Red Purge Church.”

“...”

Xian, who was closing his eyes, laughed quietly at Camellia's words.

Hororok-

“... Slight. The tea is beautiful and tastes good.”

“... Answer.”

Instead of answering, Xian, who had enjoyed the taste of tea served by the princess herself, stopped quietly enjoying the tea at Camellia's urging and opened her eyes.

“Even if you ask why they are doing such a thing, this is happening under the leadership of the Saint of Destruction.”

“You have a responsibility to stop Hir’em, right?”

“Deplorable. Responsibility? To me, that doesn't exist. In the first place, it is an act that goes too far for a saint to try to control the will of another saint, especially a saint of the same order.”

“... Cyan. Reflector Sian. Don't try to escape from me like a shadow lizard. Now you are in front of me as a Red Purge agent who is in secret with me.”

“Excuse me. It was something like that. I understand.”

Camellia felt stress building up as she watched Sian keep trying to take a step in front of her.

This is why Camellia does not like to meet Sian in the first place.

Xian is a deterrent to the Red Purge, and the reason she is working with the princess as a spy is because her interests are aligned.

Xian is a saint whose job is to secretly hunt down and eliminate subversives who try to disrupt the Red Purge's interior, and Camellia tells her through the Spy Knights that she is making movements that cannot be detected by the eyes of those inside. In return for collecting and bringing back information, they obtain information on the personal relationships of people within the Red Purge and closely related noble families.

However, in the princess's opinion, Xian did not work properly this time.

A rough understanding of the suspicious activity that is currently taking place, which was leaked in by the Intelligence Knights some time ago.

[The referral of Saint Astesia of the Deshade Church to heresy trial by Saint Hirem Brigade of the Red Purge, and the establishment of the Heresy Inquisition for the trial.]

That was the news that had only just come in after the nobles who had previously secretly received a letter from Red Fudge in the imperial castle asking them to join the heresy interrogation group whispered to each other in low voices, and Princess Camellia realized there was something there and ordered them to find out.

        
            The Knights of Intelligence, a private order of knights founded by Princess Camellia to observe everything about the empire as if looking into it with her own eyes.

However, there is news that even such a spy corps cannot understand until it is too late.

For example, there are denominations like the Red Purge that have excellent internal solidarity and are difficult to plant spies in, so in order to make up for it, Princess Camellia recruits high-ranking officials and priests who are already deeply entrenched in the Red Purge, if possible. It was Xian, one of the saints of the Red Purge, who wanted to establish an internal relationship with a cardinal-level person and was able to join hands.

So, Camellia tried to scold Xian, who was leisurely drinking tea in front of her again, for not properly carrying out her duties as a spy this time.

“cyan. You definitely should have stopped Hirem when these things began to be conceived.”

“Not possible. This is Hirem. I'm sure Princess Camellia knows this, right? The saints of Red Purge do not have much contact with each other. The first time I had a direct personal conversation outside of the story between Hirem and Jeongmu was when I used the gate to meet Camellia's driver. After that, we went back to our normal relationship. Do you think she would listen even if I added that she had seen her face several times?”

“There is no need to talk to Hirem directly. All you need to do is follow Hirem's moves and persuade other cardinals and the Pope first to thwart her moves.”

“That was also impossible. I am the person who followed Princess Camellia just a few weeks ago to slay a monster sleeping in the black earth that could threaten the empire. So, I still had people watching me closely, wondering if I might have some kind of contact separate from Princess Camellia. At a time like that, I move alone? well. Within the church, from the beginning, I was not the type to exchange stories with other priests other than about government affairs within the church, but if Hirem suddenly moves to stop him due to his self-righteousness, what will happen between me and the princess? It would have been only a matter of time before they got caught.”

However, when Camellia tried to make Sian admit her mistake by criticizing her, Sian, who had already sensed her intention, made her point of responsibility flown by flowing back with a straight answer.

So, that's the point, Hirem has been practicing a lot of self-righteousness within the church so far, but Xian has never once stopped him from doing so. If Xian suddenly stops Hirem's self-righteousness, which is making the same fitful movements as usual, it will be even worse. It's strange.

And in the first place, Sian had never once thought of stopping Hirem's self-righteousness.

Hirem Brigade, a saint and member of the Heavenly Kingdom, is a woman who knows how great and precious her power is.

She has lived a boring life since becoming a saint, but soon realizes how important she is to the Red Purge Church and knows that even if she wields the power appropriate to her, the Church will have no choice but to sweat and accommodate her. .

So she made the most of that line.

It is the non-imperial citizens who accept their bad personalities and tastes.

In response to the enemies of the empire, whom no one could say anything about, Hir'em took the same action they did to the empire and repaid them cruelly. When he got into gambling, he told the nobles who had something to do with it that they could just get their hands on it. I enjoyed my hobby by digging traps and attracting people with all the power and resources I could.

So, not only were all the actions that Xian had done up until now actions that there was no reason for Xian to stop -

From the beginning, I did not stop her because all of her actions up to this point were always actions that would unconditionally bring benefits from the perspective of a subject serving the empire along with the Red Purge Church.

“... It is an important time. Cyan.”

“cognition. I know. I can't believe that the princess carried out a major purge right after the wish ceremony. I didn't even think about it.”

“When the empire is trying to take a step forward, are you trying to create division within it just for your own benefit?”

“No way. Since there was Hir'em and the saintess of the Deshade Church, since the two of them met, it can be seen that something that would have happened at some point, somehow, has finally happened. In that respect, I am grateful for the large-scale purge carried out by the former princess.”

“...?”

“Thanks to Princess Camellia's decision to vacate many important positions that had been occupied for so long, our church decided to use this as an opportunity to strengthen its power and create a position of its own deep in the center. I was able to make up my mind.”

“...!!!”

Camellia questioned Xian's words, but soon figured out what they meant.

The vassals she deemed no longer necessary for the empire she purged this time.

Most of them were related to Rugal, some were Lihi, and the rest were people who received great support from medium-sized denominations below.

There was not a single person, not a single person, who was connected to the Red Purge Church.

It had no choice but to exist in the first place.

That's because, unlike Lihi or Rugal, the Red Fudge joined the empire late when it was just being founded, and the diocese was located on the outskirts of the empire from the beginning, so no matter how hard they tried, they were not involved in politics in the imperial castle, the capital, and the capital called the center. Because there was no room to step on.

So the Red Purge Church is now-

That's how Camellia decided to start moving, aiming for the large number of 'vacant spots in the center' that had been vacated by cleaning it once.

“I’ve been patient for a long time. Our denomination is.”

“...”

“When Lihir settled in the capital and Rugal developed deep friendship with the army and the margrave, where did we who gathered from far away countries settle? yes. Of course, as you know, the place where we settled was a remote area of the Empire, adjacent to the Land of Plague. Still, we had no complaints. I tried. Rather than trying to push out the religious influence of Lihier and Rugal, who had already taken root throughout the empire, they tried to coexist with them even in small and barren lands. We held a wish ceremony to ask people to pay even a little attention to us, and members of the priesthood visited them with smiles.”

“... That's why the imperial family supported your sacrifice and gave you some privileges just for you.”

“That’s right. For that, I would like to express my gratitude on behalf of the previous Czars of Red Purge. But that's just it, and apart from that, we have recently encountered a great irrationality that makes us think that, starting with this situation, we must break down in earnest the stagnation that our denomination has been facing so far.◦# ◦

“... Is it because of Rugal? Did it contain what the Gishinkai said were you were behind what happened in Tir You Nog? Cyan?”

“Yes. Rugal, who suffered great damage from Sotok this time, pointed out that we were behind it, even though we also fought there. So, you can think of it as having touched our denomination’s wrongdoing.”

Camellia could no longer stop Sian.

What had built up exploded.

Within the empire, Mal is said to be one of the three major religious orders that are the spiritual pillars of the empire, but people regard Lihier as a neighbor and know Rugal as a brave knight.

However, if you next ask people what their thoughts are on the Red Purge, the citizens of the capital city will be able to answer that the Red Purge Church is the church with the most saints, but if you ask more than that, they will not be able to answer quickly and will be embarrassed. He smiles and roughly throws out the answer he managed to come up with and avoids the situation.

This also has the aspect of being self-employed.

Unlike Lihier and Rugal, Red Fudge is a polytheistic religion.

They worship hundreds or thousands of gods, but there is no god that has a strong impression that can be imprinted in people's minds.

In addition, compared to Lihier and Rugal, they were the last church to join the empire, so they were latecomers from the beginning and had no choice but to settle down on the outskirts of the empire.

So, after gaining the public's support and purifying the surrounding area with the land of plague right next to it, I took a breather and looked up -

The Empire was already so crowded that other religious denominations could no longer penetrate into the heart of the central political world in the Red Purge.

“... Princess Camellia. It's not that we're not ambitious. Still, this was not done out of ambition alone. Of course, it was Hir’em’s jealousy that started the water. Based on that, I plan to use the vacancies that have been created by our denomination to attract people who are cooperating with the Heresy Inquisition to form a deep relationship, and thereby create a 'Union for Agreement' that can respond to the current Rugal. Since it has already begun to become known that Rugal is planning to marry their hero, Fae King Parasig, to the parish priest of Lihier, I have no choice but to utilize this opportunity to ease the anxiety within our church and further strengthen our bond. .”

“...”

so,

Camellia noticed at that moment.

This is actually true.

In fact, the matters related to the referral to the Heresy Judgment that Red Purge is currently trying to proceed with are in fact.

Everything, everything, everything-

Hirem, who 'knows how to protect goodness', is a saint who does not intend to proceed with this incident in earnest because she knows that it could bring great chaos to the empire, but Xian sees it as an opportunity to expand the power of their church and Hirem In the name of , the plan was advanced radically from behind, so things began to truly grow.

Because of this, Camellia did not respond to Xian’s words.

If he is honest like this, he has no choice but to understand the meaning of Xian and Red Purge.

“... Got it. You are a denomination that has always made concessions to others, and if you are going to vent your anger now, I can't tell you to just be patient.”

“... Thank you for your understanding.”

However, she was disappointed in Sian because he knew her personality and deliberately did things in this way.

“... But Sian, it seems I misunderstood you. I can't believe that you, the person I trusted because I've known you the longest, is using it as a weapon that since I made a promise to Lee Rim and you both, you have no choice but to aid this incident.”

“... In that case, I would also like to ask the princess what she believed and why she trusted me so much. Back then, not long after we met-

The day Princess Camellia asked me to become her ‘Mortis’.”

“... If I had the time to talk about the past, it would have been nice if I had used that time somewhere else.”

“... Yes.”

“ done. Okay, let’s go.”

Just like that, Sian got up from his seat.

“I enjoyed the tea.”

And the car sitting where she was sitting-

A poisonous herb with ‘green leaves’, tea brewed with ‘cyanide’.

It is a poisonous herb that is used for assassination and causes your body to rapidly harden the moment you take a sip, but it is also a tea that people are still unaware of its existence.

So, by chance, the bird by the window had already collapsed after drinking tea brewed from the leaves of a plant with the same name as Xian.

“Then, I’ll see you again next time.”

However, Xian just calmly got up and left the villa.

“... In the end, you too decided to betray my expectations. Cyan.”

So, after Xian left, Camellia threw the frozen bird out of the window with cold eyes-

I couldn't think of how to explain all of this and apologize to Lee Rim, another guest who would soon be visiting the villa.

        
            After returning from Ars Magna with Peria, who was completely healed, we encountered Paradox.

He thought Peria was dead, so he came to give her a final gift to mourn her, but Peria was actually alive and well.

Thanks to that, or maybe I should say it in return, the old man who had been constantly harassed by Peria since then gave us the news he had originally intended to tell us -

The news was a letter stating that Hirem Brigade, the Saint of the Red Purge, was moving to refer Astesia to the judgment for heresy.

'...'

'...'

'Try hard.'

...Drur!

After that, Paradox left us, who had been reading the letter over and over again, and stood up from the chair.

'... Well, if you need help, let me know at any time. There is also Peria... Okay. As always, we'll give you a family discount, so it's cheaper.'

'... teacher.'

‘What is this guy? As I said, a trickster must maintain neutrality at all times and maintain an honest attitude like a priest of a god named money, so that customers come back with regrets even while swearing. No matter how much you are, you can't steal the information that others have worked hard to gather for free. It doesn't matter if it's half the price, just make sure to pay the price-'

'no. 'That's not it.'

'...Then what?'

'Because you already came. 'Please tell as much as you can about what you have in your pocket.'

'... What you guy?'

Afterwards, Paradox was given half of the magic tools, artifacts, and even part of his emergency fund that he had hidden in his pockets and other places on his clothes as a 'celebration gift for his complete recovery' from his student, Peria, in the name of pocket money.

'You... see if I come again...!'

'Ah~ Can't you do this much for your beloved student? In addition, the teacher gave me a letter like this, which gave me a headache, so as I have work to do in the future, I thought I would try to refresh my mind by keeping at least some of the things the teacher used with me.'

'... Haaah, all I needed was a cane. Don't you think that means wasting half of your travel funds to go back?'

‘Heeheehee! Since the teacher brought the cane because he thought I was dead, it must have been originally something to be buried, so please interpret it as this and that.'

'... it will rot.'

In this way, Paradox was robbed by Feria, except for a few candies that were meant to be eaten when the sugar ran out, and some of the emergency fund.

However, the old man later revealed that that wasn't all he had, after the search of Peria's clothes was complete.

'Still, if it's a guy like Ridictus, I guess I'm not rusty enough to get robbed by a brat like you.'

Flap!

Chrrr!

'... Eh?! Why are there so many?! I definitely ripped off all the seams from the back of the clothes and shook them out!'

'hahahahahahahaha! Even if you fly, run, and crawl, you're beneath me! Baby! 'You still have a long way to go as a trickster, you guy!'

'I'm having a lot of fun. ... I feel like he may be a bit narrow-minded for a teacher.'

Afterwards, Paradox took out and showed dozens of magic tools hidden in his clothes in front of Peria, even though Peria had diligently shaken them off, thereby reaffirming his dignity as a teacher along with Peria's defeat.

‘Anyway, Peria. 'Try hard.'

'... all right. teacher.'

Afterwards, Paradox said that this time he would leave the parish and go back to Sori-gwan, and I looked at his back and said that it was our parish that we had already stopped by, so why not just look around a little more before leaving? The old man said,

'... Is there anything else worth seeing? I have already witnessed the biggest, most beautiful, sacred, and precious miracle. So, I reply that there is nothing that will catch my eye if I see other things after this, and it is now time to say goodbye for a while. Lee Rim.'

With those last words, he slowly walked down the parish and disappeared with Feria following him, who said he would only go down to the parish border to see Paradox off for a while.

so.

After that, I, who was now holding the golden letter, gave strength to the letter I was holding in my hand and went home to discuss with everyone.

“... What should I do?”

“...”

“...”

“...”

However, everyone who was waiting at home gathered in the living room and took turns receiving the letters, filling their minds with what was happening. Even though I asked a question, the current situation was that no one was able to easily pick it up and hold it up to give an answer.

Still, I understand.

I, who asked the question, couldn't come up with an answer easily, so I sought help from others, and since it was difficult for others as well, I had no choice but to do so.

This time, the Red Purge is one of the three spiritual pillars of the Empire.

Even though it is evaluated as a small elite denomination in the world, our denomination, which is not even a small or medium-sized denomination, is literally just a small denomination - and even targets Astesia.

“... I wasn't even thinking about it. I had no idea that someone would suddenly attack our church so directly, especially from another church that is a subject of the same empire.”

So, instead of talking about the proper solution, Enin expressed his inability to understand why Hir'em and the Red Purge Church were suddenly acting so hostile towards our church.

Then, realizing that what she was going to say at this moment did not have to be a suitable alternative, Aila raised her hand and everyone paid attention to her.

chuck!

“Ah! So in times like this, it's important to first understand the cause and reason, right? First of all, I think we can think about why Hirem decided to judge us for heresy by singling out Astesia in particular, and on what basis, and then think of a countermeasure based on that!”

As soon as Aila finished speaking, Hwarim looked suspicious as if what was here right now was not Aila, but someone else disguised as Aila in front of us, just like when Scarlett disguised herself as Princess Camellia before. He responded by sending a .

“... What happened? There are times when your head turns in that direction so quickly.”

“... Hwarim, for the first time in a while, someone said he would participate in the meeting more seriously, but he didn't do that?!”

“Hehehe... Of course it was a joke. Anyway, I think Aila is right. Of course, Peria's teacher said that the faster you move, the better the results will be. Before that, I think it is important to first understand the exact situation and recognize what we should aim for from now on and what the other person's weaknesses will be. That way, it will be easier to set a clear goal based on that and then decide what we need to do as a top priority to achieve that goal.”

In this way, the meeting was a time when we each expressed our opinions, thinking that the urgent priority was to predict what Red Purge would gain by doing this, rather than how we should respond to this incident.

Jump up!

“I went there.”

Rustle- Rustle-

After seeing Paradox off to the parish border, where the two of them had had a good chat at the church, Peria returned, quickly taking off her shoes at the entrance and making a hurried move to get inside.

Warrr-

“Oh, my. ... Well, does it matter?”

In Feria's arms, there were a lot of papers and letters with letters written on them, and while she was taking off her shoes, Feria dropped them for a moment and gave up on organizing her shoes. She picked them up again, hugged them tightly, and walked into the living room. He threw himself down on a seat in the middle of the sofa and started pouring out words.

dump!

“There are many things you can gain by attacking our church in the Red Purge. One is the power vacancies created by the great purge carried out by Princess Camellia after the Wish Ceremony. Red Purge is trying to fill that place with their own people or try to establish a strong business relationship with central officials that will continue in the future in exchange for supporting the power of the church when someone is greedy for a seat. In the name of this, the perfect cause and major event to attract a large number of nobles to their side is the heresy judgment targeting our church's Astesia, and attacking the saint of the Deshade church to which the Sword of Camellia belongs is definitely a guy. It may be a double-edged sword for some, but no noble would think that those who have Red Purge and Exorcists, who put more emphasis on exorcism than other denominations, would lose in a trial.”

“... Uh, yes.”

“And the second is related to the first. By appointing people related to their church to various important positions, the Red Purge was finally able to expand its power in the capital in earnest. Red Purge, whose only missionary work up to now has been missionary work in regions outside the empire, is trying to use the introduction of people who will sit in high positions as the starting point for building long, long connections with the central nobles. It's a denomination with a lot of accumulation. Although it has been quiet until now, its obsession with the center is stronger than that of other denominations that have already obtained most of what they want. As a denomination that has moved forward with that goal in earnest, it is not only very difficult for us as a small denomination, but it is also very difficult. You should expect that it will be an opponent where you can feel the gap.”

Peria's words struck our ears without any sign of chewing her tongue, and Aila, who did not understand the information coming in at all, no, had no intention of accepting it halfway, smiled quietly and took a slight step back.

Anyway, Peria later explained what each of the nobles who requested to join the Heresy Inquisition wanted to join hands with the Red Purge, and what the Red Purge would gain as a result, and then explained to us: A policy was set.

“... So from now on, the number one priority we have to do is, of course, to get the number right.”

“Number of heads?”

“Yes. There is no other reason why the Red Purge is currently actively forming a heresy interrogation team. Unlike the Church of Gaia, where only priests participated in the heresy trials that have taken place in the Empire so far, they have sorted out the black and white of the heresy trials. Because nobles participate as interrogators and jurors, the vote at the end of the trial determines the outcome.”

“Voting... Well, I guess that's worth it. It might be a single denomination like the Kingdom Alliance, but if a heresy trial is conducted in an empire where there are many medium-sized and small-sized denominations in addition to the three denominations, the opinions of all denominations existing within the empire would have to be gathered to determine what is heresy or not. ”

“That's right. However, when the heresy judgment is truly held, in reality, priests from each denomination do not flock to the trial and participate as inquisitors. When an inquisitor is recruited, one of the nobles who volunteer becomes a judge, and the rest become judges. Be the interrogator and juror at the same time, conduct everything and decide. It is different from a trial between ordinary high-ranking officials under the jurisdiction of court officials recognized by the imperial family in accordance with imperial law.”

so,

Peria's words and Paradox's words to move quickly, and Hir'em's words to obtain half of the empire that he has not yet obtained.

That means that in the final vote to determine the black and white of the Heresy Judgment, the only way to win is if they side with our church, so from now on, we must either placate the nobles who are likely to become jurors who will participate in the Heresy Judgment, or By persuading nobles who had no intention of participating to participate as jurors in the Heresy Trial -

This meant that we had to hastily appease a majority of the jurors, which was the criterion for victory, at a faster pace than the Red Purge, which had begun to move faster than our denomination.

        
            Judgment of heresy.

Unlike the Gaia Church's heresy judgment that I knew, the heresy judgment is not aimed at pagans who are not even treated as human beings in the first place, but rather at people who were already 'citizens' from the beginning, engaging in acts of reverence and worship related to paganism, or something similar thereto. It involves judging, or more accurately, submitting to a formal 'trial' those who may pose a great threat to the interests of the empire by engaging in similar acts.

So, the heresy judgment is literally whether the imperial citizens who were put on trial are people who can exist within the territory of the empire, or if they are people who will cause harm, they must be expelled from the empire, or further sanctions will be applied to ensure that they never pose a threat to the empire from now on. Judgment of heresy is a trial to decide whether to take measures to prevent something from happening.

Therefore, the starting point of this trial could be that Hirem Brigade, the saint of the Red Purge, is putting Astesia, the saint of the Deshade Church, on trial, claiming that she harbors the power of the great devil within her body. .

Of course, Astesia has not yet been officially brought to trial for heresy in the name of Hirem.

The stories going around right now are all about ‘possibility’.

There were only rumors spreading about the 'possibility' that Saint Hirem Brigade of the Red Purge could refer Saint Astesia of the Deshade Church to judgment for heresy.

So, rumors are just rumors, and if the rumor spreads again that Hirem actually had no intention of submitting Astesia to a heresy trial, this could be dismissed as is.

But-

At the same time, since it is Hirem's statement, the rumor is not treated as a mere rumor, but as a de facto fait accompli, so not only are people accepting it, but above all, in the Red Purge, if a heresy judgment is held, there is a heresy inquisition team that will attend the trial. At the point where the number of people and jurors is being quickly gathered, there is a strong possibility that this will really happen.

At the same time, if a heresy trial truly takes place, it can be easily accomplished because Astesia is a demon, which is why the heresy trial, which has only existed a few times in the short history of the empire, can be referred once again.

The lineage that appears as you go up Astesia is a lineage called demons, which can be said to be those who were originally humans and arrived by contracting with demons and accepting their power into their bodies.

There is no one who does not know that Astesia, a demon, clearly has blood containing the power of the devil flowing within her body.

However, Princess Camellia accepted the demons and Astesia as citizens of the empire.

She accepted Astesia as a citizen of the empire, citing the fact that she was a faithful member of the Deshade Church, an evil deity, and explaining that she had absolutely nothing to do with the devil.

Therefore, Astesia, who has demonic blood, could now become a citizen of the empire with the guarantee that she would only serve Deshade and no longer have any connection with the demon from which she originated.

However, if that is not the case, the story is different.

If it is confirmed that Astesia is still in a relationship with a demon that is not an evil god, or even an arch-demon, Red Purge will be able to proudly accuse Astesia of lying and deceiving the empire.

Because serving evil spirits and serving the devil are two different things.

Those who serve evil gods are merely corrupted gods, but they are still capable of devoting themselves to the empire, but those who serve the devil are simply pagans.

“... The trial is going to be a headache. In the first place, heresy judgments have only been held three times in the empire. The previous two cases were trials held by successive emperors to legally uproot and exterminate noble families that had truly been deeply connected to the power of paganism since the founding of the empire, and the remaining one was a fake trial by count families who regarded each other as enemies to bring about the downfall of the other. All they did was create evidence and have an ugly fight in the courtroom to testify to each other about the evidence. Another characteristic of heresy trials is that they are held immediately at each trial, and since the proper order of rituals, rules, and policies are not legal at all, the method of proceeding is not fixed, so each trial appears to be somewhat free. I've been showing you. So, for now, the most important thing will be who is nominated by the royal family as chairman on that day.”

Peria summarized the key points.

The trial consists of 99 people other than the chairman.

What is important here is to fill the seats of the jurors on the interrogation panel, who have the right to vote, with as many allies as possible.

Fortunately, although the number of interrogators is limited to 99, it is not on a first-come, first-served basis.

Just because a baron somewhere applies to be a juror on an interrogation panel does not mean that he goes straight to the interrogation panel. Instead, he waits as a candidate for the interrogation panel until the day of the trial, and then sends a letter just before that day if he is deemed to be qualified to participate in the trial. The way it flies.

However, another problem arises here: the way to determine whether or not a noble is suitable for the Inquisition is determined by how devoted the noble who applied to the Inquisition is to the empire.

In the case of nobles, it is literally in order of rank.

For example, the number of people on the inquiring panel is 98 so far, and there is only one seat left. The baron's person applies first to be a juror, but later, when the viscount comes and asks to be a juror on the inquiring panel, the viscount takes the place of the baron. If the Viscount wanted to be the juror, and so on, but the earl who came next wanted to be the juror of the inquiring panel, this time the earl would be the juror, then the marquess, and then the duke, in that order, starting from the highest in rank. I will take it.

In short, as long as the deadline for accepting candidates for the interrogation team has not completely passed, nobles of higher rank can join the interrogation team and participate in the trial as jurors on behalf of lower-rank nobles at any time.

“First of all, the basic framework is like that, and regardless of the title, if the size of the assets or the size of the power they have is greater than the candidate purchased by the other side, it becomes possible to push out those people.”

“... That would really turn into a power struggle.”

“That's why our teacher told us to move quickly and gather half of the empire. The current Red Purge is gathering power mainly from small and medium-sized nobles who are likely to join hands with them, and in order to fight against them, we must appease the nobles who are higher than the candidates brought in from there. Since this is a denomination that has never been involved in the political battles taking place, it must be considered more difficult than expected.”

So after finishing explaining how the trial would proceed, Peria told us how to act.

“So- My brother, go visit Princess Camellia right away.”

“... right away?”

“Yes. Right away.”

Peria first tells me to quickly prepare to meet Princess Camellia and explains the reason.

“Unlike Red Fudge, we don't have much connection with other nobles, so if we want to appease other nobles relatively easily, we have to use Princess Camellia's connections. Ask for an iron plate to be placed on your face. Whether you're the president of an imperial bank or a member of the Knights Guards, ask for whatever support you can. I, along with the other people here, will try to rescue the merchants and connections in the Magic Tower that are connected to Tarator.”

“... I understand.”

Did they say that even if the sky falls, there is a hole that will emerge?

Of course, Hir'em is a fucking bitch who is closer to a raw disaster than the sky, and for me, I have to worry about whether I should somehow deal with the sparks on my clothes and then buy new ones or repair them and wear them again.

So, before we knew it, those of us with Peria were just waiting for the command tower's instructions and following what she said.

Thistle was bringing the double-handled paper, and Enin was running towards the warehouse behind the church and talking to the people at the top of Tarator to bring Tarator.

Hwarim also took a piece of paper and, following Peria's instructions, was slowly writing a letter to the people who were knights of our church, and Aila had a despairing expression on her face as she had heard that she was going to be eaten like a messenger.

And Astesia, the party to all of this-

“... Sorry, sorry. Everyone.”

With everyone watching, he eventually burst into tears and lowered his head.

Then Peria approaches Astesia and comforts her by holding her hand.

“... Why are you sorry? I was predicting it from the beginning. I expected that damned personality-broken saintess to try her hand at our church someday, and I just didn't know how she would do it... and whether I would be able to stay in that place at that time, so I stayed quiet until now. It was just there.”

“Peria...”

“So... Astesia, just throw away any thoughts that you gave us trouble or that your continued cold treatment of Hirem has come back in this way. There's no need to apologize. Astesia, you are a victim after all. yes? Oppa?”

“... Huh? Ah, yes.”

Instead of comforting Astesia, Peria comforted me, and although I was embarrassed, I continued what Peria said.

“... Well, I won't tell you not to cry because you'll be anxious. Astesia.”

Thing!

Then Peria glared at me for a moment as if telling me to pay attention, and although I was a little scared, she gave me a look that said I had something to say and continued speaking.

“You still remember what I promised, right? Astesia?”

Sniff!

“... What, what?”

“The promise I made to you. I said that no matter what happens, I will create a place for you somewhere in this world.”

“... Sigh! yes yes. I remember.”

“Yes. okay. That's it. Astesia. So, don't worry. No matter what happens, Astesia, I will allow you to stay here, by our side, at home, in the parish, and in the empire.”

“... Yes. thank you. Lee Rim.”

Then Astesia barely stopped crying and looked up at me smiling.

No, we came face to face.

'... Have you grown this much before you knew it?'

Astesia has been showing off her dignified side recently.

He has made an effort to grow for us, and I don't know if it's because he really influenced me, but he has actually grown incredibly tall and has made eye contact with me.

In the past, she was so scared before the trial that she couldn't even speak properly and was trembling, but now she trusts everyone, so she folds her hands together while shedding tears, and now she has shaken off her fear, straightened her back, and made eye contact.

so-

I learned it from old memories and what happened in Ars Magna this time.

In any case, unhappiness is caused by the interference of others.

Those who tried to take advantage of Astesia created the current misfortune, and the fairies who decided to play with Peria have caused the hardships until today.

If so,

What if the misfortunes we experience are always the misfortunes caused by others?

I realized that I had to take this opportunity to retaliate against those who harmed us, destroy what they had and instill fear in others, so that no one would be able to touch us in the future.

To that end, I believe that if Red Purge really wants to push through the Heresy Judgment, which has not been officially referred yet-

Even if the opponent was Red Purge, one of the spiritual pillars of the Empire, he was determined to do his best to defeat them.

        
            It is said that Astesia will be judged for heresy.

However, Peria said that even if Astesia is referred to a heresy trial, it does not mean that Astesia's recruits will be immediately arrested.

There.

In reality, there has been no official letter from Red Purge to the imperial family yet, so it would be absurd for Astesia to be arrested in the first place.

Of course, this is something that requires preparation period for Red Purge as well.

First, a heresy judgment must contain a letter officially concluding the consensus of a denomination, to be precise, a seal from the Pope of the denomination, the bishops of each branch, and the appointed priests of the temple, all agreeing to the referral for heresy judgment.

Of course, in reality, there is no way that the bishops and priests of each religious branch, including the cardinal under him, would not agree to it when he received the Pope's seal, but the Red Purge is a powerful force and has a long line of forces along the outer borders of the empire. It takes a considerable amount of time to gather all the journeymen from each branch of Red Purge lined up.

In addition, as soon as the imperial family accepts the letter that collected all the seals to be referred for heresy trial, jury applications are received from nobles from all over the empire within a short period of one week.

So, the Red Purge is taking steps to fill in advance the majority of the nobles who will attend the Heresy Tribunal as jurors with nobles who will support them, and then formally send the Heresy Tribunal report to the capital. Fortunately, that move was carried out by Red Purge. Not long after Purge started moving, we were able to notice it with the help of Paradox.

Therefore, unless a letter related to the referral to heresy judgment has been officially received or sent to the imperial family, there is a high probability that heresy judgment will occur secretly among the nobles who still closely maintain their own deep information network. Rumors are just spreading, but those who do not yet know the fact, or even if they knew about it, nobles who do not intend to interfere with the work of judging heresy, continue to lead normal lives.

'But that doesn't mean you should ever become complacent. I am optimistic that Red Purge might decide to withdraw from this project, but even if I were to be called a fool among idiots, I would never do that. Let's never forget that Hir'em and the Red Purge are still moving.'

Still, it is clear that Hirem and the Red Purge Church are still making the most of their limited time to fill the jury pool for the heresy trial with their own people.

So we must also fight against it.

According to Peria, there have only been three official heresy judgments in the empire so far.

And the empire is not a country with a single religion as the state religion, but there is no single denomination at the center, and the three huge denominations are somewhat faltering, but they are clearly still maintaining a balance on that front, and there are also numerous denominations below them. A country that tolerates the existence of all religious denominations.

In that respect, I feel really fortunate.

Rather than a judgment in which Astesia is unilaterally dragged away, given a list of charges, and then burned at the stake, a panel of interrogators made up of various nobles of the empire attends as judge and jury to determine what reasons and basis she has for Astesia. For example, are you saying that it is a being that can cause harm to the empire? To be more precise, it is an empire where various forces are still used for the prosperity of the empire, and even if that power is a power derived from the blood of the devil. After discussing whether or not it can be considered acceptable if the benefits outweigh the losses, a vote is held to determine black and white, and then the treatment is decided.

Therefore, what our denomination must prepare against the judgment of heresy is the same as the Red Purge.

In addition to one judge, the number of people who can serve as jurors on the interrogation panel is a total of 99, to be exact, including nobles and influential figures of the empire.

And this interrogation panel is designed to prevent anyone who declares neutrality at the moment of final judgment from entering in the first place.

In addition, the vote is a public vote, and each noble expresses their opinions in black and white about the parties to the trial by raising their hands during the last vote.

However, a problem arises from the fact that the vote is a 'public vote'.

Afterwards, Peria, who diligently bought information at a low price from fellow tricksters in the capital's Sound Hall, told us that now in the Red Purge, expectations have turned out unexpectedly and they are having difficulty filling more than half of the Heresy Inquisition with their own people. They say there is.

The reason is that the way to conclude the heresy trial, which was a problem that the Red Purge easily thought about and is currently holding them back in earnest, was the method of public voting. What has been referred is the indictment, Saint Hirem Brigade, who can be said to be the consensus of the Red Purge in a big sense, but at the same time, the defendant is not a noble like other lesser groups or ordinary 5th class nobles, but the second princess of the empire, Princess Camellia. This is because Bishop Lee Lim, a knight, was a saint of the Deshade Order to which I belonged.

So, in effect, during the final public vote, the nobles are essentially expressing their opinions in an official setting about which side they want to take in the future.

Will he join hands with the people of the Red Purge, who will expand their influence in the empire further in the future, or will he express his opinion as an absolute loyalist to the empire, led by Princess Camellia?

Of course, the result is that just because someone sided with Red Fudge, it does not mean that the noble in question is hostile to the imperial family.

Since the Red Purge is just one of the various denominations in the Empire, the person who voted for the Red Purge in the final vote is simply an official statement that from that day onwards, their family intends to have a deep relationship with the Red Purge in the future. It will be revealed on board, and on the contrary, the person who supports our church will show loyalty to the princess that their family will not have any doubts about the royal family's personnel in the future, rather than having a deep relationship with any church. What you see is everything.

So, Feria predicted that the number of people that the Red Purge side can mobilize when a trial is held immediately in this heresy trial is currently approximately 40 people, and even now, there are nobles who will consistently support their side when expressing their de facto opinions during the public vote. A situation in which efforts are being made to accommodate them.

In that case, the most important thing for us is to fill at least 40 nobles, which is a number comparable to the number of jurors currently recruited by Red Purge, and then what is really important is-

From the very beginning, we pledged our duty and pride as 'nobles of the empire' without being swayed by any position, whether the Imperial Family or the Red Purge, and made this judgment on heresy so that no one would be harmed as a victim of a hasty political conflict rather than a sound judgment. It is highly likely that the fate of the trial will be determined by which side the estimated 20 or so neutral people who attend with the intention of watching the trial from beginning to end with an impartial gaze and making a judgment are in favor. It should be seen as important to appeal our innocence to them as well.

“First, I will go to Tarator and look into a list of people who can be appropriately introduced. My brother went to the capital with Astesia.”

“Okay.”

“Just do as I say. Please ask Princess Camellia to find as many people as possible to help you serve as jurors for the upcoming Inquisition. Normally, this is just an expectation if no variables have occurred, but it is natural that Princess Camellia cannot ignore our request. Until now, you and I have worked hard to do as the princess told us, so we must definitely see the benefits.”

“... That's how it should be. Even if you say no, I will try as hard as I can.”

Just before leaving the front door, Peria, who is dressed more neatly today, looks down at her clothes to make sure nothing is disheveled.

Peria is now going to meet Tarator.

Tarator must have been around here, the people of Pasteur Capon who were staying in the warehouse built behind our denomination's church and the houses built in the name of the merchant association below, and the former knights of the company who were dressed in suits and helmets day and night. When I told the story to him, he came to the parish within a day.

So I feel a little sorry.

Ultimately, this is a battle over personal connections.

Not only must we make the most of the relationships our denomination has built so far, but we must also lend a helping hand to Tarator, who has just established his own business and started his own business.

'Especially, Tarator, I once asked an unreasonable request because of Peria... I feel really sorry to think that I have to ask for help again.'

In addition, there was a recent incident in which Tarator was asked to use his superior power to acquire as many dwarven coins as possible in the Empire in order to use them in Arsmagna, and even though he had made such a request, Tarator did not There was a time when I even took care of him with my own money, so I had to extend a helping hand to him this time too.

I'm so sorry about that, but we have no choice if we want to survive.

And it's probably just my prediction, but-

Tarator will gladly extend his hand for us this time too.

'... Tarator. 'He's anxious when we meet face to face, but he's comfortable once we start talking.'

This guy is from the back alley.

As for his relationship with us, he is also a guy who only worked together a few times as an intermediate step toward achieving his dream.

Even now, it is as if we have formed a business that coexists with our church, so it would not matter if we break the contract at any time and make a new contract with another church or nobles.

But he doesn't abandon us.

A man named Tarator is a man who values ‘loyalty.’

It's because he has a seemingly light attitude, but once he is considered an ally and someone he has trusted with, he remembers that and tries to maintain the relationship until the end unless the other person betrays him first.

'... I'll have to ask later if there's any alcohol I like and try to get it.'

So, these days, I wonder if there might be something else that this guy who only talks about milk might like, and I think that I will have to repay the favor to Tarator and his superiors someday-

“Astecia. Are you ready?”

“... Ah, yes. I'm ready. Lee Rim.”

Along with Astesia, who had completed preparations to leave, I also completed preparations to 'transfer' to the capital of the empire, as I had solidified my intention to meet Princess Camellia in earnest.

        
            Peria left the house first to meet Tarator.

Dress as neatly as possible.

To the extent that we go out of our way to ask for an unreasonable 'favor', it is natural that the other person begins to judge that we are showing that much sincerity based on our appearance.

So Astesia and I dressed up even more today.

Of course, even if that were the case, I would always prove that I was the bishop of the church made by Eila. However, the design was not a priest's uniform, but rather an outfit that resembled a coat so that it could be taken off at any time as soon as a fight began. Astesia, on the contrary, was in the capital. Since there was no reason to attract people's attention by showing Astesia's appearance, she took off the saintly clothes, including the veil that Eila had made for her, and changed into the everyday clothes that the people of the empire often wore as fall and winter began. changed into

That's because from now on we have to go meet Princess Camellia, who is more important than Peria meeting Tarator.

However, since Astesia and I had no intention of traveling to the capital by train, we were already dressed tightly.

We had already finished preparing to meet the princess and stood in front of the door of the room at the end of the second-floor hallway in the precinct's house.

From now on, we will leave for the capital, ‘from here’.

Unlike usual, such as bringing in a gombangi, pulling a cart, and carrying a rope, or packing food to eat when camping during the trip, artifacts to start a fire, and other various items, this time I did not make any grand preparations. didn't

This trip.

Specifically, from today, we have been able to use a method of movement within the empire that allows us to move within a limited area without a carriage, let alone a carriage, while drastically shortening the time and distance.

“Then... I’ll open the map for a moment.”

“Yes. Okay.”

Flap!

All we need is a map that Astesia and I each held on two sides and unfolded.

The map shows the geography, cities and villages throughout the empire.

In particular, the map is not an ordinary map, but an artifact made with the power of Paradox. The artifact that Feria took after stealing half of Paradox's clothes is enlarged when you point your finger at the huge cities on the map, and this time, it shows the geography inside the city. The appearance changes.

It is said to be an enormous item, and one that Paradox only owns a few copies of.

Paradox said it would be useful to us and gladly handed it over to Peria when she found it while shaking off her clothes, and we soon figured out how to use it in every possible way.

“Then... I'll make a door.”

“Yes.”

Soon, Astesia was examining the geography of a city three days away from the diocese, where Feria had marked it with a pen -

He looked at the ‘building in our church’s name’ and muttered as he grabbed the doorknob.

[Troimerai]

...

A portal is created, and when Astesia and I open the door, what we see is-

The view of the room for the first time in my life.

Originally, the room in the corner of the hallway on the second floor of the parish, inside this area, would have been an empty room with a bed, a closet, and a few household items such as a table and chair, but with the power of Astesia, the room was visited. After creating a portal and opening the handle, that was not the scene we saw.

“... Looks like success.”

“I think so.”

The only household items in the room were a square table with four chairs, and empty shelves filled one wall.

And on the table, looking at the map, was the city we were planning to stop by as the first stop on the way from Leven to the castle -

There was a plaque with the name of the city written on it: [Denseka].

“Definitely, if you go this way, you can now go back and forth between capitals by transferring a few times, which will save a lot of time.”

“... Yes. I'm glad it helped.”

After that we went over to visit.

With that alone, Astesia and I have already shortened the 3 days it took to reach the capital and the 3 days it took to return, a total of 6 days.

Moreover, if Astesia opens another dimension here, this time to an empty room in a building purchased in the name of our church in the capital, it is possible to travel back and forth from the capital to the church in less than half a day, let alone a day. It's done.

‘Peria, really... your head works well. I never thought he would have prepared a way to utilize Astesia's power like this a long time ago.'

This is all the result of work that Peria has been pursuing for a long time.

Feria, who remained in the diocese when we left for Dunpriest County.

Feria, who was not in very good shape at the time, spent a lot of money on building buildings in important cities of the empire, to be exact, large and small buildings in so-called 'essential stopping points' that most people had to stop by at least once no matter which direction they were going in the empire. bought it

Most of those buildings are treated as purchased items in the city, or due to various negative factors, the surrounding area is too noisy to be used as an inn, accessibility is poor when turned into a restaurant, and even if used as a business trip branch for a commercial company, it is located in a place that is completely unnoticeable. Those buildings that were so established that there was no intention of moving out.

And at that time, our denomination definitely had enough money.

The profits earned from funerals for the dead in Rugal were considerable, and although I was not the only one paying attention to them, the salaries sent by the princess to our church were also piled up considerably.

With that, Peria purchased buildings in the name of the church all over the empire, researched the coordinates of those buildings in detail and brought them to Astesia.

Since then, Astesia has gradually put into her mind the appearance of the buildings purchased by Feria, the location of each city, and the structure of the city's interior. As a result, Astesia has now obtained the final piece, the Map of Paradox, to determine the scope and scope. Although the number of times is limited, it has become easier to travel around the entire empire in one day.

“Thanks to this map given to me by Peria's teacher, the image of the place I needed to transfer to came to mind more clearly, so it didn't take as much magic as I thought. In addition, as previously advised by Peria, I created a portal in each city and then left it in a dormant state rather than completely destroying it... It seems that all of them remained safely.◦# ◦

“Thank goodness. I was worried that it might be a big burden on Astesia.”

“... No. In any way, I would be happy if I could be of help to Lee Lim and everyone around me.”

Thanks to this, Astesia did not show any signs of fatigue.

It's not that he's hiding his fatigue, but he's just lifting a heavy load for a moment and then putting it down. It's a specific explanation, so it's not a lie, and he's not having a hard time honestly enough to say that it's an explanation.

So, I told her that it was okay since she had changed a lot now, but that it would be good for her to lean on us just a little more fully.

“It’s okay.”

“Yes? What, what is it?”

“In the first place, Astesia is someone who doesn’t need to be depressed because she can’t help us. Because I like the fact that Astesia is by my side.”

“Ah...! Yes, yes... thank you.”

She came here with me because of the choice I made.

So, I wasn't in a position to want anything from Astesia, but rather, I meant that Astesia is someone I must protect in the future, just as she has been up until now.

Then, for some reason, Astesia blushed and expressed her gratitude to me, and then smiled brightly as if she had never been depressed.

In order to create a portal between the gate of Denseka, a city three days away from Leven, and the empty building in the name of our church in the capital, Motis, we closed the door that was still connected to the parish house. It was about time.

... Boom boom boom!

“Ah, Lee Rim! thank god! You haven’t gone yet!”

“Huh? Aila?”

Someone came up the stairs roughly, ran with all their might, and stuck their finger in the crack in the door I was trying to close.

“Whoa... I'm really glad!”

Aila is holding a shoe in one hand and Aila's credit card, which appears to have been given to her by Feria, in the other hand.

Aila seemed to have barely arrived despite the sound of her running quite quickly, and spoke brightly to me as she took a deep breath, which was definitely not enough for her stamina.

“Hey Lee Rim! I want to follow Lee Rim and I to Astesia and go to the capital together!”

“... Huh? Aila, are you?”

“Yes! I also have some business to do in the imperial capital! I'm going to go with Lee Rim on the way to Astesia, solve it quickly, and come back!”

Aila's appearance is somewhat different from usual.

I can tell because we’ve been together for a long time.

Although she is smiling now, she is trying hard to push away the slight anxiety hidden behind it with a smiling face.

So, when I didn't answer quickly, Ayla probably thought I would refuse, even though it was unlikely, so she put one foot in the door, put on her shoes, and ran inside right away.

Swish!

Tatak!

“It’s no big deal! huh! ... really.”

She probably realized that I was reading her complexion.

“... I'm sorry. Lee Rim. But for now, yeah. Just trust me. Because it really won’t be a big deal.”

So, instead of lying, she was honest, but put her hand on my shoulder with a lonely face, showing that she couldn't tell me right now, perhaps because of the laws of the elven forest or confidentiality.

“... Yes. If that's the case, there's nothing we can do. You've arrived just in time. I was already planning on going alone to meet the princess, but it would be good if Aila took over as Astesia's escort in the meantime.”

“... Really? Well then! Well then, I guess I'll take care of my business and hang out with Astesia in the capital until Irim finishes his work! It'll be okay though, right? Astesia?”

“Ah, yes. are you okay. However, what I am worried about is that Peria told me not to reveal that I am a saint of the Deshade Church in the capital... It may take a while, though.”

“It’s okay! The horse is a succubus. The reason you can tell that Astesia is a succubus is because there is nothing to deduce other than the wings on her head! If you buy a pretty hat and wear it while you're shopping, you'll be fine!”

“Well, then it wouldn’t matter...”

“... Okay. Then, when you go to the capital, the two of you walk around together. If I do that, I think I can leave Astesia behind and go see the princess with peace of mind. Anyway, let’s quickly close the door and move right away. Two people.”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Thank you, Lee Rim!”

At the last moment when we were about to transfer to the capital, even Aila got involved in what was supposed to be just Astesia and me.

Sigh-

Sweet.

The door soon closes, and Astesia once again opens the door, recalling in her mind the building in our church's name that Peria had purchased in the capital -

[Troimerai]

...

Sweet!

We arrived at the capital in an instant and split up to do our own business.

        
            Leven, a parish of the Deshade Church, is currently in a state of turmoil.

A rumor spread through Florian that Astesia, a saint of the church, could be referred to a heresy trial.

“... Haaa-.”

“... Do you have any concerns? Florian?”

“... Carian. sorry. You came here to help me with my work, but you showed me this unsavory side.”

In fact, when Peria and Irim were talking about Astesia being judged for heresy through Paradox, Florian was also there.

So, after hearing the warning of the misfortune that was coming towards Astesia behind the two of them, and to be precise, she continued to sigh in the church -

At that moment, Karian, a spiritual soul, came to help her as she was thinking about making a wooden flower bed in front of the church. He continued to listen to her sighs, and then, unable to bear it, spoke to her.

“... Yes. Anyway, everyone will find out soon enough.”

“...?”

“And, this may be an ordeal that we can only overcome if we all work together.”

“Hey... Florian?”

“... Carian.”

“Ah, yes.”

“Well... actually-”

So, soul disease Karian.

Carian, a female soul soldier who serves Deshade most faithfully in Leben, the diocese of the Deshade Church, heard from Florian the story of Astesia's heresy trial by the Red Purge Church.

So, she listened to Florian's story until the end -

“... Yes? What kind of nonsense is that?! How dare you refer a saint to the judgment of heresy at will and under what pretext?!”

bang!

“Hiik...!”

flinch!

“Oh, sorry. Florian... This is not something to be angry at Florian...”

“Oh, no... it’s okay. Karian. It's just that I was really surprised because it happened so suddenly...”

I didn't really question Florian because I didn't understand what he said, but I just felt that what the Red Purge Church had suddenly done was an outrageous outrage, so I filled my voice with anger and threw the tools I had in my hand on the wooden planks I had brought to make a flower bed. He expressed his emotions by reflexively hitting with all his might.

Soul disease Carian.

She was on her way to visit the wizard Sieghill Macren, who was working on capturing soul soldiers and turning them into soul knights, at the soul soldier barracks of the 3rd Legion of the Old Kingdom Alliance. In front of Deshade, she saw a soul soldier like her sister, who was like family. This is the woman who knelt down and cried, begging for relief from her soul illness.

Later, when Deshade became corrupted and became an evil spirit and liberated all the soul soldiers in the Kingdom Union, she decided to become a true believer in Deshade, and that feeling has continued to this day.

Therefore, even after coming to Leven, she was the one who voluntarily carried out most of the practical missionary work on behalf of Thistle and Florian to the spiritual soldiers and people of the Pasteur Capon.

And from her appearance, Peria thought that Carian would be a great help to the parish someday, so she entrusted her with monitoring the guests from Red Fudge and Rugal during the wish ceremony, and she did it so well that she liked it.

So, for Feria, who maintained friendly relations by answering letters from nobles who brought favor to the church, as well as working behind the scenes to help the diocese, he was a valuable errand boy who could be trusted to run errands at any time. She is a faithful propagator of the doctrine, and has become so precious that she can now be called her right hand-

“... Hey, Florian.”

“Ah, yes.”

“I'm really sorry that I said I would help Florian make the flower bed, but can I leave now?”

“Yes? Ah yes. Well... it's okay. It wasn't something that had to be finished today, and Karian offered to help me with what I was trying to do on my own just to make the exterior of the church a little more beautiful.”

“Then I will definitely help you again later.”

“Hehe. yes. Well then, let’s put off making the flower bed until later. It’s okay to go and run errands.”

“... Yes! Then let’s go!”

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

This time, it would have been excellent for Peria's intention to intentionally neglect Florian so that the news of Astesia's heresy judgment, which came between them and Paradox, would reach her ears, and then spread through Carian's ears to the soul soldiers. They responded well and began to quickly spread the news about Astesia to other soul soldiers in the parish.

So, not even half a day had passed since all the soul soldiers in the parish heard the news about Astesia, the saint of their church, by the soul soldier Carian.

However, what is clear is that Astesia has not yet been officially referred to Red Purge.

Still, at the point where the Red Purge is already participating in the heresy trial and making moves to placate jurors who will rule in favor of them, the probability that the heresy trial will be formally referred is already extremely high, and the accuser is the saint of the Red Purge. Since we had heard rumors that this was Hirem Brigade, also known as the Saint of Destruction, the case for referral to heresy trial could be considered confirmed.

So, in Leven, which used to be a peaceful parish, the soul soldiers were now angry and everyone in the church began to move busily while everyone looked to see if there was anything they could do to help.

Irim moved to the capital with Astesia and Aela, and Peria also met Tarator and used his company as a connection to make a list of nobles who could be appropriately arranged, and Noan worked with Lucid to send knights belonging to the church to the knights. I'm heading to a nearby city with a letter to send.

but.

...

...

...

As always, no matter how noisy it was outside, Farewell, who stayed in his workshop, had nothing to do with the bustle of the church.

She is an alchemist belonging to the church and also serves as a pharmacist in charge of Bishop Lee Rim.

Of course, after Morsling joined his research as an assistant, the position of an alchemist followed the format where once Morsling came up with something, Farewell theoretically supported it, so in fact, the position of alchemist could be said to be his main job. That is.

“Anyway, so what I do is just like usual, if someone from the church asks me to make something, I listen to their request and make medicine if they need it. Rather, if there is no request, I do my usual research. This means that I am doing my duty. Morsling and Slieen know very well that there is nothing more I can do in the current situation, right?”

“Well, still. Farewell... I'm saying this because I think we're the only ones who are too calm while everyone is so busy.”

“Yes, yes. That's my opinion too. Mr. Farewell... There is no suspicion of heresy against Mr. Astesia. Of course, Mr. Astesia still has the blood of the Great Devil in his body, but he has never caused trouble to others until now. He is a good person, and we want to do something for him.”

“Ugh...! It's really going to spin. If you keep disturbing me like that, get out! ... No, don't go out, I have to activate the alchemy cauldron later, so help me when I need assistance.”

Farewell stayed in the workshop today, arguing with Morsling and Slien.

It's an argument, but the two kind-hearted people who care about Astesia keep asking Farewell for advice, wondering if there is anything they can do for her from their position, and Farewell is also a mere alchemist and is a member of the church. Since he is not unaware of the possibility of being able to meet nobles like other people, or even meeting the princess, he is unable to come up with a suitable solution, so he is just quietly focusing on his research in the workshop.

“... Great! I can't take it anymore, so I have to say something. I'm just saying this because it's a long-awaited opportunity, right? I think the people in Morsling and Slien are very affectionate. My advice is to put aside that kind heart. Anyway, this incident started with our hands full from the beginning. The opponent is a saint of the Red Purge, and the heresy trial is a trial held by as many as 100 nobles of the empire, right? What can we do about that? Can we, who have no title, go to trial and support Astesia? Otherwise, should they secretly make poison into the cars of the nobles gathered there and threaten them?”

“Well, wouldn’t that have gone a little too far?-”

“Yes. It's just like that. We have our role. If Mr. Bishop needs strength to fight a great enemy, our job is to make medicine or weapons. If we try to focus on things that are hard to handle, there is nothing we can do about it if we think about it calmly, so if we keep agonizing over impossible things in our heads, it will only lead to stress.”

“...”

“... Well, what I want to say is, Mr. Slien. huh? Sorry. I spoke too harshly. So, don't cry like that, but what I was trying to say is that if we do our jobs faithfully in our respective positions, we will all achieve good results.”

“... Will that really happen?”

“... Well, I'm also an alchemist, so I can't give a definitive answer because I've made a baseless claim.”

When Farewell saw Morsling and Slien looking depressed, he eventually threw away the pen he was holding.

After that, she even thought that since the two people who had to help her with her experiment today were like this, there was a high possibility that an accident would result if she left the experimental equipment to the two who were distracted.

“... Okay. Then, you two, either go to the church or go to other people and ask if there is anything you can help with. The experiments I was going to do today took a lot of work anyway, but in fact, they were something I could do on my own. If you both want to take a day off to clear your head and help Astesia, try your best.”

“Well, is that still okay?”

“... Are you sure it’s okay? Farewell? Among the magical tools I was planning to use today, the press. Didn't Farewell say just this morning that it had become stiff recently and that it would be difficult to use alone?”

“... Well, if I disassemble it and grease it with some oil before starting the actual experiment, everything will work out. Anyway, with that in mind, go ahead and go.”

In the end, Farewell pushed Morsling and Slien away, thinking he was giving them a day off today.

I didn't lie.

Today, I was just going to do a simple experiment using the huge press in the workshop, so there was no need for Morsling and Slien to be together.

“Phew... Then I guess I'll just start working for the day as I am.”

So Farewell, who sent the two away, began to search through a bag in a corner of the workshop to begin the experiment alone.

        
            A bag placed in a corner of the workshop.

It's the bag that went through the most recent journey from the parish to Arsmagna, and from there back to the parish again, having grown even bulkier.

“... Oh, really. I should organize it right away when I get back. Now that I think about it, when I was in Gloria's workshop, I was the one nagging her to keep things tidy, but it's actually very difficult for me to get into the habit of organizing in my own workshop. Why is this like this? Is this really the habits of alchemists or something? Is this a bond that you naturally fall into without anyone teaching you? I really...”

And Farewell has still not unpacked the baggage he brought from Arsmagna, several days after returning to the diocese.

As soon as Farewell returned, he first organized the research logs and results he had written at Gloria's Tower in Arsmagna, and then looked at the compendium of the various experiments that Morsling had conducted while he was away, clearly explaining the theoretical results. After looking at his experiment reports, which didn't seem to make any sense, but for some reason all of them were successful, I took a break and held my head for a while, thinking that I should take a break and review it later.

Afterwards, we took time to review whether the experiments were successful due to the combination of the variables of those experiments and Morsling's luck, which could be called heavenly luck, and it was already the second day since Farewell had spent his time in that way.

A suitcase that was taken back and forth to Ars Magna, barely opened after two days.

So, while opening the bag, Farewell belatedly thought that among the plants he had bought at the market, thinking that he was interested in Ars Magna, among the contents he had put in the bag, some of them might have been rotten. As it may emit toxic gas, I was a little nervous and carefully put on gloves and started searching through the bag.

However, something happened along the way.

Molkan-

“... Huh?”

Farewell felt something soft on her gloved fingertips, and she quickly tried to remember what it was.

'what? Is it a rat? 'Is there a rat in the bag?'

The first thing that came to mind was-

There is a possibility that the bag contains a wild animal belonging to the rodent family that entered the bag targeting the rare fruits that were purchased at the night market in Arsmagna and stored in the bag.

'... Ah, Mr. please. Please don't be just a rat. Please... I'd rather be a snake! okay! It's okay if it's a snake! I've never seen a snake in person, but when I saw it in the illustrations, it looked very weak because it had no limbs. So, wouldn't I be able to defeat a snake?'

First of all, Farewell hates rats.

There is no other reason.

In the past, in Arsmagna, Farewell was still living without Gloria's notice, and the wizard Loin and the alchemist who created Farewell, Fekhero, were still alive.

Farewell continued to have fun experimenting with Peckhero that day in a corner of Peckhero's narrow workshop, and as the night fell, Peckhero went out for a drink and Farewell roughly picked up a nearby blanket and wrapped it around his body. This happened when I was trying to sleep after covering it.

... Squeak! Snap!

'... Ugh... Pekhero? what?'

Farewell, who was able to fall into a deep sleep in just a little while, a very little while, heard a strange sound, but he thought it was the sound of Pekhero, who had returned drunk, so he slowly opened his eyes -

... Snap! Squeak! Snap!

'... huh?'

What appeared in front of Farewell, with his sleepy eyes fully open, was a larger-than-expected city rat that had grown up by frequenting Ars Magna's various workshops as if it were his home and gnawing on valuable research materials.

'... Oh, what is it? Is it a rat? This is my first time seeing it. This is a rat. Where should I touch it?'

However, until then, Farewell had only read about the rat creature in academic encyclopedias and seen it only in illustrations, but this was his first time encountering it in real life. Farewell fearlessly stretched out his arm in interest at the city rat that was bigger than his fist -

It’s soggy!

Squeak?!

...Kwasik!

'... ouch! Ouch, ouch! Aaaa! 'Does it hurt?!'

As soon as the rat caught its tail, it made an angry noise, bit Farewell's nose hard and ran away.

After that it became a mess.

Farewell turned on the light in the workshop and ran wild with the intention of catching and killing the rat. The rat was thrown towards him and flew away because the shelf that Farewell had knocked down blocked the only escape hole. While running away from the approaching artifacts-

Stand tall!

'Huh... Huh... W-what is it? What? Are you planning on getting caught now?'

...Jeeek!

'Ughhh?!'

The giant city rat looked at Farewell, who was out of breath, and concluded that it was easy enough to do, and then launched a counterattack.

Afterwards, Farewell ran away from the rat for about two hours until a drunk Peckhero returned. When Peckhero returned, he saw the rat jumping out as soon as he opened the door and was told what had happened. After that, he stayed for over a month. He laughed so hard at Farewell that he was out of breath and made fun of him by calling him a homunculus.

Farewell has such a trauma.

“... No. are you okay. Now I'm not the same person I was back then...! This is my workshop! It's a place overflowing with artifacts I created! Because I’m not going to be attacked by someone like you?!”

Afterwards, Farewell felt that there was something alive and rustling inside the bag, and even while reminiscing about the past, he felt something rustling inside, so Farewell stretched out his remaining arms and legs and wrapped himself in the best weapons he could in the current environment of the workshop. After preparing, I took a deep breath and-

“... Yaap! Come on!!!”

Wide open!

I opened the bag vigorously.

Whoosh!

However, the items inside fell out of the bag that was opened roughly, and Farewell, who tensedly looked at the identity of the rustling sound-

“... Huh?”

When I saw the identity of the creature inside the bag, I couldn't help but express my curiosity instead of preparing for battle.

“Gloria?”

“Mmm... yum...”

What was in the bag was-

Gloria.

However, that was not the Gloria that Farewell knew.

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Farewell, with an incomprehensible expression on his face, approaches the bag fully armed.

Then Farewell looked at Gloria, who was curled up in sleep and drooling...

...cock.

Swish!

He grabbed Gloria's collar, which was 'large enough to fit in the palm of her hand,' by the back of her neck, and lifted her up.

“...”

“Umm... Uhm... Umm... Mmm?”

Soon Gloria opened her eyes.

Gloria, whose size could be called 'minimalism', was held by Farewell by the collar at the back of her neck with just her index finger and thumb.

“Ah, it looks like we have finally arrived at the parish. How are you? Farewell. As you can see, it's Gloria.”

“... Ah, yes. Hello?”

Soon, Gloria was caught by Farewell's fingers and lifted up, and with her hands on her waist, she calmly greeted Farewell.

At the same time, looking at that proud face, Farewell became convinced that this was definitely not a coincidence and that Gloria had prepared something to surprise him without her knowledge.

So, reading people's minds seems to be impossible for little Gloria, who was lifted up by two fingers in front of Farewell, who had made up his mind thinking that what was in the bag was a rat, but she could not read what Farewell was thinking at all. He started saying only what he wanted to say.

“When I thought about it, it was a simple thing. I want to be with Lee Rim, but Lee Rim is someone who cannot escape from the parish, and I am also someone who cannot escape Ars Magna. However, waiting for one side to be free before going to the other side is a very long waiting time, and considering how much Lee Rim and I love each other, it is inefficient. So, I was thinking about what to do, and on the last day, while drinking with that kid from Peria, I remembered this. Mistletoe used to erode the dimension of the Fairy Garden. In the end, it's not that different from the method I usually use to create 'other me'. However, the difference between mistletoe and the 'I' in the tower is that the 'I' in the tower disappears due to a gap in memory synchronization as soon as the range in which it can move around goes beyond Ars Magna, whereas the 'I' created through the method of making mistletoe disappears in the tower. , I thought that no matter how far away I was from Ars Magna, I would be a different age and still have no trouble assimilating memories. So, just as I eroded the dimension of the Fairy Garden with mistletoe and re-embodied it as a Fairy Terminal, I reformed myself once again and created another terminal in my mental world, and connected to it, this current body, Gloria, To put it simply, I created another me, so-called Mini Gloria, and secretly hid it in your bags on your way back and prepared it for you as a surprise gift. So now I'm thinking of meeting Lee Rim, Farewell. Why do you do that? The expression on your face doesn't look very good. It's like an expression you would see on a tree trunk that has just started to rot -”

And Farewell, who was listening to the whole story-

“...”

Whilick!

Yikes!

Sigh!

“Wait, why? Farewell?! Didn't you notice?! grow! Gloria! So please open it quickly! There's no way someone as big as you wouldn't recognize me, right?! So Farewell! Hurry and open this!”

“Ha...”

I re-tied the strap of the bag, and used the thick rope I had lying around, as well as adhesive tape, a rare item popular among alchemists these days, to seal the mini Gloria inside.

dump!

And Farewell, who was sitting on top of it, had a moment of despair, covering his forehead with his hand as he remembered Gloria, who had been screaming at him just a moment ago while she was screaming inside the bag, and had only said what she wanted to say.

“Now that I'm back in my workshop, I thought I'd be comfortable again for a while. What is this again? Seriously...”

        
            Immediately after arriving at the capital with two people through Astesia's portal.

Aila and Astesia said they were moving together, so I went to the imperial castle alone to meet Camellia.

“... Bishop Lee Lim? Have you come to see the princess?”

'but. It's bound to be different from usual.'

Then, what greeted me was a soldier wearing polished armor guarding the main entrance to the castle, who recognized me and called my name.

One of the several soldiers standing behind him sneaked inside, and immediately the garrison commander in charge of the defense of the imperial castle came out from inside, having hastily prepared, but as soon as I crossed the threshold, he immediately greeted me, hiding his embarrassment. did.

“Bishop Lee Lim. It’s been a while.”

“Yes. This will be my first visit since the wish ceremony.”

“But today... are you here at the princess's call? Or do you have any other business?”

It's not like this normally.

The original way, there are two ways for Princess Camellia and I to meet. One is when the princess is busy with official duties and does not have time to come out of her villa, or when she gives me an official order as a knight of the princess, she enters the imperial palace gate. Instead, the princess took a short break under the pretext of inspecting the streets of the capital and met me at a cafe or restaurant on the street if the conversation she wanted to talk about was informal.

Therefore, the reason why people in the garrison that usually guards the imperial castle could see me was because Princess Camellia had already summoned me in advance by an errand boy from inside the imperial castle, and the way I had been visiting was after receiving a message to let me through when I appeared. .

However, when the garrison commander asks me for what purpose I have come to the imperial castle, he means that he has clearly not heard from Princess Camellia that I will be visiting, and that the other officials have also not heard that they agreed to meet with me today. The above also meant that it would be difficult to let me through without a justifiable reason, no matter how much I am the princess's knight.

So, I thought it would be better to be honest here than to lie, so I told the garrison commander about my reason for stopping by the castle.

“Sorry. That...”

“... Oh, I really am sorry. My name is Patrice Traveler, and I am the commander of the Imperial Guard that day.”

“I see. Patrice. Today, the princess did not call me, but I came here personally because I had something to say to her.”

Then the garrison commander looked worried for a moment.

As he was the commander of the garrison guarding the imperial castle, he had me in front of him and thought about it for a very short period of time, but it also started with caution commensurate with the weight and responsibility of his position.

He may be thinking mainly about the fact that I visited the Imperial Castle 'in person'.

If I, Princess Camellia's knight, have something to say, I can usually send a letter or use some kind of contact between the two.

However, if it is something that needs to be discussed face-to-face, it is normal to send a letter in advance saying you will visit and then visit after receiving permission.

However, since my current appearance does not fit either of those two conditions at all, the garrison commander appeared to be deeply troubled as to why I was so busy trying to meet his monarch, the princess-

'Right. Could it be that the case of Astesia being referred to heresy judgment is a matter of extreme secrecy that has not yet spread to these types of people?'

From the looks of it, I am still the commander of the imperial castle guard, and he, who is probably a baron or a viscount in terms of noble rank, does not yet know the news of the heresy judgment, so if he receives a lot of help from the princess, he may be able to turn this matter into a failure. I even got to the point where I thought it might happen.

“... Okay. Then, I am sorry, but following the procedure, I will inform Princess Camellia of Bishop Lee Lim's visit.”

“No. I am even more sorry for confusing Patrice and other members of the imperial guard with my sudden visit.”

Afterwards, the garrison commander, who was currently lacking the most important information, found it difficult to infer the exact purpose of my visit, so he chose to follow the formal procedure established from the beginning rather than being more flexible and letting me in.

Even if it means having me, the princess's knight, stand and wait at the main gate, I can understand this as it is a cautious attitude to prevent even the slightest anxiety from the general's point of view as the commander of the garrison that something unexpected may happen. It was.

After that, it's time to wait for a while.

Since the distance from the main gate of the castle to Camellia's villa was quite long, I was led to a waiting room inside the main gate for a while, and I was able to see the faces of officials coming in and out of the castle through the window outside.

They all have expressionless faces, or people whose facial expression changes depending on today's weather, or people who express the stress accumulated during government work, or people who smile all day without realizing it due to some happy event related to family affairs, etc.

As I watched the scene, I thought that among the central officials working in the imperial castle, only a small number of nobles had received letters from the Red Purge, but in fact, some of the people I had seen and passed by were actually receiving letters from the Red Purge. I even wondered if they were disguising themselves by making such facial expressions even after being asked to participate as jurors who would rule in favor of them in the upcoming heresy trial.

Knock knock-

“Bishop Lee Lim. Princess Camellia's permission was given.”

“... Yes. I understand.”

So after that, following the words of the garrison commander who received the report from the soldier who had returned from the villa, I got up from my seat, thinking about many complex things, and left the waiting room and headed straight to the villa.

...

...

...

After a few minutes, they arrived at the villa where the princess was attending to her duties.

“Please wait here.”

“...”

dump!

After receiving the invitation from a dry voice, I calmly sat down on the chair.

The thought that comes to mind along with that is that I don't know how many times this is the first time I have come to Camellia's villa.

There was no particular reason to count the number of visits to the villa, and since it was a place where I had to stop by to report at the beginning and end of every day, I had never thought about counting the number of visits.

So, as soon as I set foot in the villa, I realized that the maid who came to guide me was someone whose face I could always see in the princess's villa, and that she was probably also a member of the Spy Knights, as Camellia said in passing. I followed her words as calmly as I could.

So what I was guided to was-

The princess's bedroom where I had waited briefly before meeting people from the three denominations after completing the knighthood ceremony from Princess Camellia.

So, although I was secretly puzzled by the fact that I was guided to the bedroom instead of the princess's office as usual, I decided not to think too much about it.

'but. Camellia must be very busy right now. 'I heard that there was a large-scale purge recently while I was visiting Ars Magna.'

I guess it might be because there are scenes in the princess's office that she doesn't want to show me right now.

Large-scale purges.

The bloodshed of the purge happened suddenly after the wish ceremony, but Princess Camellia prepared slowly but thoroughly during the wish ceremony to avoid failure.

Many influential figures in the empire passed away at once.

It was made public that everyone had their own reasons and that they were all hiding their ugly sides.

And the person who led it was Princess Camellia.

The knights and wizards who had been contacted in advance about the targets of each purge visited them with royal orders and detained them, and as soon as they resisted, they were summarily tried.

Of course, things did not go smoothly.

She is a princess who dreams of perfection, but that perfection always becomes incomplete due to variables that she did not expect.

'From what I heard while walking down the street a little while ago... the leader of Sohan's Wing Knights, Sohan, ran away as soon as the large-scale purge began, and was only caught today and executed. It looks like he was a person who ran away with great speed.'

There were various news about people who had not yet been captured before entering the imperial castle, and among them were people who had completely thrown away their pride as nobles, raiding private houses to secure food and water while on the run. shape.

Therefore, it was common to see people on the streets being appalled by the ugly aspects of those who were targeted for purge, but still anxious, and it was Princess Camellia's job to console and soothe them.

...

Is that why?

“... Lee Lim. Are you here?”

As it was her own bedroom, Princess Camellia opened the door immediately instead of knocking and came in. There was deep darkness under her eyes.

“... Princess Camellia. I can't ask you if you're okay...”

“Yes. As you can see, I'm a little tired.”

“... Is that why you called me into the bedroom? Are you going to sleep right after finishing the interview?”

“... No. I didn't call you for that reason.”

Rattling!

The princess's clearly sleepy face.

Camellia always tries to maintain her solemnity, but her fatigue seems to have reached its peak now. As soon as she entered the room, she threw away all dignity and everything in front of me, and gave me orders while sitting on a chair with her legs crossed and one arm draped over the backrest. .

“... I’m sorry, Lee Rim. Have a cup of tea.”

“... You shouldn't expect any taste.”

“It’s okay. If you look closely, you will see a car prepared for you to ride with ease.”

After hearing Camellia's words, I got up from the chair and headed towards the shelf near the window, a little away from the bed, and I knew right away what she meant.

'Aha, it's a tea bag.'

The culture that mainly spreads across empires and kingdom unions is the culture of drinking tea.

Most of what appears to be black tea, but there is also green tea, herbal tea is occasionally seen, and it is said that coffee has started to appear recently.

Now, when you think of favorite foods, you usually think of cigarettes and tea, but in the case of cigarettes, since it is a world where sacred magic exists, people who smoke often have poor health and end up relying on sacred magic. It is said that people have become accustomed to the culture of drinking tea.

However, it is also a culture that I am not very familiar with.

The only tea I know is tea bags.

You have to take out the tea leaves, boil the water to the right temperature, how many minutes to steep it, and depending on the type of tea, you have to brew it all at once or steep it briefly, then take out the tea leaves and steep it again, so my motto is: At some point, it was decided that we would just eat whatever we were given.

Even though I was like that, I was glad to see tea bags for the first time in a long time, so I heated up the water, threw the tea bags into two cups, and placed them in front of the princess.

Click.

“I brought tea.”

I don't know the etiquette of letting go or anything.

From the beginning, the princess prepared tea bags for making tea easily and told me to bring them, so it was clear that the princess did not expect me to pay attention to etiquette and bring tea.

And just as I expected, the princess closed her tired-looking eyes and lifted the teacup I brought -

... Jump- Jump- Jump- Jump-!

'... Isn't it hot?'

I gulped down the tea and drank it all in one go, then slowly opened my eyes.

“... Phew-”

“Are you okay?”

“... I thought it was just for waking up, so it's just fine. However, from next time, I would like you to remove the tea bag when you feel it is sufficiently steeped and bring it to me.”

“Let me remember this.”

Did Princess Camellia recover to 30% or even 40% of her original condition?

“Then, since you seem to be busy, may I tell you the business of visiting the princess right away?”

“Any amount.”

I told Camellia, my monarch, the princess's knight, the main point of my visit to her.

        
            “You probably know that. Camellia. Red Purge is taking steps to point out Astesia, a member of our church, and have it brought to trial for heresy. In the name of Saint Hirem.”

“... Yes. I know.”

“So, we need the princess's help in filling the interrogation panels and jurors who will participate in the heresy trials that are likely to be held in the future with people who will support us. I would like to receive support from as many nobles as possible.”

I was honest in front of the princess and told her what we wanted.

There is no need to hide it, and it is not something to talk about again.

In the first place, it would be impossible to hide it.

This incident was carried out secretly within the Red Purge, but now the Tricksters found out about the movement by sending letters to officials in the capital's central political world, and the news has reached us.

Therefore, we judged that it was something that was happening inside the imperial castle, not some other foreign place, and that there was no way that Princess Camellia still did not know the news that we knew.

Then, the princess's face changed to the expression that she thought it was business, and in response to my request to help fill the jury of the Heresy Inquisition with people who would support our side, Camellia-

“... impossible.”

“... Yes?”

“I said I couldn’t do it.”

He said something completely unexpected.

‘Impossible? why? why?'

so.

I couldn't understand.

In exchange for giving Princess Camellia the people of our church under her protection, I became her sword.

So now that Astesia, one of our church members, is in a situation where she will be judged for heresy by the Red Purge, I cannot ask the princess to overturn the judgment itself, but instead, I will fight against the Red Purge. I thought I could at least grant a request to fill the interrogation teams with people from our side.

But Camellia flatly rejected my request, and she soon explained the reason.

“... Lee Lim. My sword, Lee Rim.”

“...”

“... Listen.”

“... I understand.”

“You may be expecting that this will be an incident in which the Saint Hirem Brigade of the Red Purge will accuse Astesia, the Saint of your church.”

“Expected, you mean? It is safe to say that this is not a prediction but a fait accompli. Red Purge's movements are not a warning. I heard that they are preparing to definitely hold a judgment on heresy.”

“... Yes. It will open. I'm going to open it.”

“Then why on earth did the princess say that she could not help us even though she knew that-”

“The only thing you are mistaken about is that it is Xian, not Saint Hirem Brigade, who is moving in earnest to open a trial for heresy in the Red Purge.”

“... Yes?”

After listening to Camellia's explanation, I couldn't help but question her for the second time today in her bedroom.

Peria and I also knew that the person indicting Astesia was Hirem Brigade, the saintess of the Red Purge.

However, what Princess Camellia said was that although the person who would prosecute Astesia would be Hirem, the person who would be working behind the scenes to do so would be Saint Xian, who in the Red Purge was called the Reflectionist.

I didn't understand that.

“... I don't understand. Why is Saint Xian accusing us? Isn’t Xian a spy for the princess like me?”

“That's right. That's also true.”

“I don’t understand. No... no. All right. Well, since I can't understand it, I'll skip that part. But then, what is the reason why the princess cannot help us?”

“... Calm down. Lee Rim.”

“There’s no way you can calm down, right?!”

Quang!

Sweet!

Rumbling...

“...”

“... I'm sorry.”

I got so excited.

My fist hit the table with more force than I thought, and the teacup that once lifted up and fell down spilled some of the tea on the table.

When I saw that, I calmed down because I thought that if I behaved any more rudely, not only would I not get what I originally wanted to get, but even though it might be considered unreasonable, I might actually lose something.

Then, despite receiving my anger, Camellia did not criticize me in any way, but instead looked apologetic and quietly explained her excuse.

“... It’s not like I don’t know how you feel, Lee Rim. Just as I made a contract with you, I also made a contract with Xian when he decided to become my spy. And that contract is a contract that was made long before you and I met.”

“... A contract, you mean?”

“Yes. More precisely, just as I decided to protect the members of your church, I decided to help Xian when she truly takes action for her church by becoming my spy.”

Camellia calmly explains to me that her excuse for not being able to accept my offer was truly unavoidable.

“Not long ago, Xian came to visit.”

“Xian, the saintess of Red Purge, is she going to the villa directly?”

“Yes. This incident started with Hirem, but Sian is working hard behind her in forming the interrogation team. When I asked Xian how he got to the capital, he said he came to persuade the nobles in the capital to join the interrogation team to side with them. So we were able to talk.”

“... What did you talk about?”

“What Xian wanted was for the Red Purge, the church he was a member of, to advance into the center even more than it already does. And that became the optimal condition to connect Hir'em's plan with the numerous positions created by the large-scale purge that I carried out at the same time. Therefore, this is a battle of interests. The Red Purge Church has the power and wealth to provide sufficient support to seat other nobles with whom it will have a close relationship in the future to fill the positions of various central vassals that are currently vacant, and the nobles aiming for it have a clear backing of them. Those who had been looking for a group to join, and quickly realized that it was the Red Purge Church, stretched out their arms and joined hands with the Red Purge.”

“... That means there was a deal.”

“Yes. Xian uses that as an excuse to help them sit in the seats left vacant by the purge, and instead tells them to convict them of Saint Astesia at the Heresy Judgment, suspecting that they are nobles supported by the Red Purge Church. I will make it clear that there is no way to do anything. Now, I plan to make them absolute friendly nobles of the Red Purge who will never join hands with other denominations.”

In the end, it is a political game.

What is important is effectiveness and practicality.

I don't know what they were thinking, but Hirem probably didn't like Astesia and tried to refer her to the heresy trial, and they made sure to use that opportunity to put her brilliance at the forefront and behind the scenes, this time, they would unite tightly with their own denominations and move as one body. Xian trying to get the nobles into his hands.

And Princess Camellia, although I am her knight, Xian is also a woman who made a contract with her, and especially since Xian met before me and kept the promise to help and help each other as a spy for a long time, I cannot throw that away.

“... Lee Lim. Just as I can't abandon you, I can't abandon Xian either. So, if a problem arises between you, I cannot support either side. It would be fair to remain neutral.”

“... So that means I can’t help you.”

“...”

Silence was affirmation.

Camellia said she couldn't help me.

It's unexpected, and that's why it's so frustrating.

But for some reason, I didn't feel as depressed or exhausted as I thought.

'Why? It is true that we are definitely in the worst situation.'

It was an amazing thing.

The reason why I feel relieved even though I extended a helping hand to others and was rejected.

And then I immediately remembered why I felt that way.

'... Oh, I see. From the beginning, I was used to being rejected.'

As the princess's excuses linger in my ears and disappear, past events come to mind.

Long before I met Camellia, I had just become a soul patient and after coming to my senses in this world, I don't remember many things clearly to many people, but I'm sure there were many things I reached out to without realizing it.

And most of the hands I reached out hoping for help were thrown away in the midst of the fast-paced battlefield.

So after going through that experience several times, I stopped reaching out as much as possible.

Then, there were people who approached me first, and the current church and family were formed.

So, it was because I had forgotten about it until now and it was something I was used to, so it didn't hurt me.

The fact that Princess Camellia rejected me was just one more thing that happened to the countless people who have rejected me.

“... I understand.”

So I gave up for now.

The more this happens, the more time it takes to imitate how difficult it is.

If one method fails, you just have to find another method and move on.

And the reason why Princess Camellia cannot move is also reasonable from her perspective.

Since the princess is not one of the people around me in the church, it is natural that I could be rejected if I make an unreasonable request from her position.

So, I accepted her excuse and thought I couldn't stay in front of someone who I couldn't gain anything more from than this, so I tried to leave quickly to use my limited time as efficiently as possible.

“I understand. Camellia. Then, unfortunately, I understand that you will not receive any help from the princess. So, I'm sorry, but I'll leave right away.”

“... Do you have business elsewhere?”

“Yes. Since you said you are in a situation where you cannot receive help from the princess, you should go to Lihier, which you had considered as the next best option, and if you think that is not enough, you should also contact Rugal.”

“...”

“Of course, contacting Rugal will be the last thing I do, and it will never lead to me or the people of our church betraying the princess. It's just that they continue to try to appease me as Nioh, so I'm thinking of opening up some water and providing support to fill in the number of inquisition teams for the heresy judgment that will be held in the future as much as possible.”

You have to move quickly.

First, I should meet with Lehi in the capital, and once I return to the diocese, if Peria says there are people I need to personally step forward to ask for help, I should follow that.

Isn’t there a saying that time is money?

I can do anything to protect Astesia, and since Princess Camellia rejected my request for her own reasonable reasons, I thought I should no longer have any regrets about her, so I acted like that.

but-

“... Don’t.”

“... Yes?”

“Don’t go yet, he said. Lee Rim.”

Princess Camellia didn't seem to have any intention of letting me go easily.

“... Depending on the conditional, I-

You can break the contract with Xian and completely side with your church. Lee Rim.”

        
            Before leaving Leven, Peria said something.

'brother.'

'what's the matter? Peria?'

'Honestly, to be honest, this is not a story worth telling to my brother, who is going to seek help from Princess Camellia from now on.'

'What? Don't hesitate. I'll just listen and see.'

'... Since my brother is really unlucky, I was trying to tell him to assume that there is a possibility that he might not be able to get Princess Camellia's help.'

'...'

Peria's advice from my younger sister who has been watching me all this time.

I am very unlucky.

There were many cases where what I had always taken for granted suddenly became unreasonable at the exact moment I tried to engage with it, and when I predicted from the worst to the best, the worst cases always appeared in front of me.

So, Feria is saying this because she knows that.

But that's why I wasn't able to take Peria's words so seriously.

'... okay. To be honest, I don't know what excuse Camellia will use to refuse my request, but if something happens, there is a possibility that I will passively receive Princess Camellia's help in this matter, or maybe not receive it at all. I'll just stick it in a corner. Of course, apart from that, if the princess tries to reject my support without a justifiable reason, I am also thinking of pushing her without any justification.'

'huh. Good idea. My brother knows he's unlucky, but he has a habit of losing his mind sometimes when the worst thing happens. If I just overcome that, one of my few weaknesses will disappear?'

'... What are the other weaknesses?'

'Uh... I see that every time you eat, you always put the paprika aside instead of eating it?'

'... That's a weakness that's harder to overcome than this. The texture of that is so crunchy that it gives me goosebumps every time I chew it.'

'Hey... He always told me and Aila that we only eat meat and told us not to be picky eaters, but when I looked at him and wondered what to do with him, he always left some paprika, so take note~.'

I think it's probably thanks to that.

A little while ago, Princess Camellia told me that the person involved in this matter is definitely me, but the person leading it is Xian, who is in the same situation as me, and he signed a spy contract before me, so I cannot help either of them, so I am neutral. I was able to quickly regain my sanity by answering that I had no choice but to maintain my position.

So, I thought more positively, and when Princess Camellia signed a contract with Xian, she promised to support Xian when he moves for the prosperity of the Red Purge. I considered myself lucky that I was trying to remain neutral and not take Fudge's side.

So, after that, I received advice from two people besides Peria, Hwarim and Thistle.

'Then Lee Rim. Since it's been a long time since you've been to the capital, why don't you go to the Lehiers' parish and meet Bishop Setias?'

'Do you mean Vicar Setias?'

'okay. I also don’t think that’s a bad idea. Lee Lim. Isn't there Ingrid there in Lehire too? In many ways, this denomination has a lot of ties to our denomination. Even if this issue is so difficult that they can't help out too quickly, I don't think they will treat us so coldly since they share a deep understanding with us.'

'... Lehier. Lehi! Indeed, it might not be that bad-'

The idea of asking for help from the Lehi Church had never crossed my mind.

That was advice that made my mind clearer, and at the same time, even if the worst happened that Princess Camellia rejected me, I was thinking of visiting the Lehi Church as the next best option, so I was even more confident that the princess would accept my request. I was able to easily overcome the rejection by thinking about the insurance against it.

In addition, there was a comment from Enin, who had just come in from outside at the time and was listening to our story.

'If that's the case, why not ask Rugal's Aleph for help? As for Rugal... First of all, if you think about Kishinhoe, you shouldn't receive favor too hastily, but if you really can't get help from Princess Camellia, and just in case... Just in case, you can even get help from Bishop Setias of Lihier. Considering that I may not be able to receive it, I think I should at least ask Rugal for help. Yes? Peria?'

'Hmm. It's Rugal... First of all, as Enin said, it shouldn't be hastily involved with the Gishinkai, so it really has to be done as the last and final thing. Still, it's not a bad opinion. Rugal already doesn't have a good relationship with the Red Fudge Church, and the graves of Rugal's paladins occupy the largest area of our diocese's cemetery. So, let's consider requesting help from Rugal after watching how the story unfolds in the capital and after my brother returns to the parish. So, brother, consider Enin's words and, as I said at the beginning, don't be shocked even if something unexpected happens in succession, do well and come back. Understand?'

'... huh. I'll keep that in mind. Thank you all so much.'

so.

That was it.

With that in mind, even if Princess Camellia had rejected my request, I tried to withdraw from her presence, thinking only of pure regret at the thought of having insurance called Lihier and Rugal, but-

The moment I was about to leave Camellia's bedroom, she stopped me and said something that made me unable to move, as if a heavy burden had been placed on my shoulders.

“... What did you say just now?”

It's not a question I asked because I didn't hear it properly.

I was wondering if I had heard correctly.

And in response to my question, Princess Camellia once again repeated what she had said a moment ago so that I could hear it clearly.

“I am Camellia Shaden Steyer. He said that he could conditionally break his contract with Saint Xian of the Red Purge and completely side with your church. Lee Rim.”

So I didn't hear wrong.

So I couldn't understand.

That is certainly good news from our denomination’s perspective.

Although I haven't heard what that condition means, I know that I can't get help from Princess Camellia, who can definitely help fill the inquisition team with people from our side rather than Lihi or Rugal. I had just heard it.

But at the same time, it was also an act of losing the most important weapon that Princess Camellia had.

“... Does that mean you are going to break your promise to Xian?”

“... Yes.”

“Are you saying that because you really don’t know what the princess is talking about?”

“... I know. It's an act of losing trust.”

The Empire's second princess, Camellia Schaden Steyer, is a person who uses 'trust' as her weapon.

Once she makes a promise, she keeps it.

Unless the words were to be discarded from the beginning, she assigns excessive tasks for the prosperity of the empire to most groups, but pays appropriate compensation and keeps her promises, so the empire's vassals are loyal to her.

And that's the same for me, too. I trust the woman named Camellia Schaden Steyer because she will keep her promise to protect the people of our church at all costs, and although it has been a close call, she has never crossed the line.

However, Camellia said something that could destroy the foundation of loyalty built on trust.

This is something that cannot be easily understood.

Although I was told that I could not help the princess in getting her followers into the interrogation group, that was because Princess Camellia had to keep her pact with Saint Xian, who had made a pact with her before me. They understood that due to conflicting agreements, they had to maintain a neutral stance.

'But you're going to break it? You could break the pact with Xi'an and give full power to our sect, conditionally? Are you saying you're going to throw out the original draft?'

So, what she said a little while ago is an act of betrayal for Xian, and for me, it becomes a proposition that lowers the value of trust, which is the part that gives the most points when evaluating a monarch like Camellia. .

That's because, if the princess's words are sincere, I can no longer trust her.

If you throw away Xian, who made a contract with you, to help me, there is no guarantee that I won't end up in the same situation as Xian next.

And since Princess Camellia was thinking the same thing, she opened her dry-looking lips again to stop my rapidly spinning thoughts.

“... It’s okay, Lee Rim. Even if I betray Xian, there is no chance of me throwing you out like I did with Xian.”

“... How can the princess, who already told me that she would betray Xian, convince me of that?”

“I am confident that the specific details of the conditional I will tell you from now on will be able to convince you.”

The princess said she would tell me what the conditions were and that she would help me even by betraying Xian.

Grumble.

I thought the princess got up from her chair, but then she started coming towards me.

Sreuk-

Sreuk-

Sreuk-

Sreuk-

I had forgotten, but this was her bedroom.

Instead of the usual sound of shoes with thick heels, I heard the sound of the indoor shoes she was wearing on her feet dragging as she approached.

“... Princess?”

Now that she was close to my nose, she still hadn't said anything, so I became a little anxious and called her name.

“...”

But instead of answering, the princess raised her arm and extended her palm-

... Tuk.

He pushed my chest and made me fall onto the bed.

        
            A thin, white hand slowly approached me, as if time had stopped, although it had not even reached the state of Rakshasa, let alone transformation.

But I didn't know why that hand was coming towards me until it touched my collar.

And then I thought that his hand would soon reach my heart...

... Tuk.

'uh-?'

He pushed me and made me lean towards the bed.

It was a weak force.

But even more so, I had no intention of resisting the idea that the other person was Camellia, so I stumbled backwards due to the visible surprise attack.

and-

Sigh!

dump!

‘Ugh, mistake-’

I had forgotten, but since my back was to the princess's bed right behind me, my body was pushed out and my legs were bent and I ended up lying down, wrapped in the softness of the bed.

So, it was a situation where he lay down on her bed with the princess in front of him.

No one was watching, and even though it was her intention, all I could think about was that it had to happen right away because I thought it was disloyal.

but-

... Shake it off!

“... Camellia?”

Instead, Camellia pushed me away and climbed onto the bed, sitting on top of me and looking down at me.

Camellia, who placed both arms on either side of my head, looked straight into my eyes and spoke.

“Become Mortis. Lee Rim.”

Then she said,

...srurrr

side!

He lowered his head, kissed me lightly on the mouth, and then whispered in my ear.

“If you will become Mortis, if you will become Mortis and stay by my side forever, I will become emperor and help you and your church, even to the point of abandoning Xian.”

“...!!!”

I was so shocked by those words, as if someone had hit me on the back of the head.

Camellia, to whom the emperor said, 'I will do it.'

She gave up the throne.

- That's what she was thinking, she said it herself, and everyone in the empire knows it.

But in reality, everyone knows.

If the current emperor dies, the person suitable to be the next emperor is not the first prince, who is still confined to his residence, but the person suitable to be the real emperor is Camellia Schaden Steyer.

The emperor is still often in bed due to illness, and the first prince is afraid of something and does not come out of his room.

So, although Camellia is a person worthy of the actual emperor, Camellia herself actually gave up the throne.

But, I soon understood her whole plan.

What she wants-

'A perfect empire.'

For that to happen, the empire also needs a perfect emperor.

So Camellia deliberately gave up the throne to become the perfect emperor.

Because he himself was not truly ready to become emperor yet.

and-

A true emperor can only be achieved when everyone in the empire truly wishes for her to become emperor.

“Irim If you will become my Mortis, I will prepare to become emperor right away. My father will soon pass away. My brother has a written pledge to transfer the throne under his desk. Everyone in the empire is ready to call my name. You and only you have to answer. Lee Rim. If you agree to become Mortis, I will become emperor and suppress the heresy of Xian and the Red Purge. If that is not enough, I promise to protect your church forever by mobilizing everything in the empire.”

The emperor passes away.

The 1st prince relinquishes the throne.

All the people of the empire cry out for Camellia to become emperor.

In such a situation, Princess Camellia ‘inevitably’ ascended to the position of emperor.

It will be a story that will be recorded in the history of the empire for generations, and the empire that gains the true emperor will become a beast that will move as one and bite other races.

So, if I accept Camellia here and now, the covenant that will be woven between her and me as a new, stronger chain of bonds will have a weight that is incomparable to the covenant with Xian that she will break, and will never be broken. That is certain.

... pounding- pounding- pounding- pounding-

Soon, I heard the heartbeat.

And that was the sound of Camellia's heart filled with anticipation.

But at the same time, it was the sound of a heart consumed by fear.

“... Why are you shaking?”

“... Because there is a possibility that you will reject my offer.”

Princess Camellia always pursues perfection as a top priority no matter what she plans.

She is now afraid because she doesn't know what my answer will be.

Even though her insight was the result of a prediction made with all her might, Camellia was afraid because she did not know what answer would come out of my mouth.

It's worth it.

Until now, I had heard her ask me to become Mortis several times, but I was worried, and even now, just when I was about to give up her help and leave, she forcibly grabbed me and spoke hastily.

but,

Nevertheless, even though she was definitely impatient, Camellia said it even though she knew it was rash because she thought that if she didn't bring up this story in this moment today, in this situation when I came to her villa, I would never come next time.

but.

In fact, Camellia probably already knew the answer.

“... But Camellia.”

“... ugh-”

As soon as I opened my mouth, her expression looking down at me was filled with disappointment and she sneered at herself.

Although I only called her name, Camellia responded as if she had already heard the answer to the answer I was trying to give.

I probably realized it too late the moment I opened my mouth.

Even if he, the second princess of the empire, and the future emperor, fell on the bed, I am a man who could never pour everything out for just her.

Since there is a family called the Deshade Church, which I already had before I met her, I cannot be the only one who can do something for her.

So, I thought I should answer, but her expression looked so sad that I couldn't bear to say the next thing and held back my answer. Camellia stroked my cheek first and said,

“... Yes. You were clearly a man with a big heart. So, you probably know how to hug many people with your trusty arms. But what I want is for only me to be placed in the palm of your hand, so you can't grant my wish.”

Phuuk-

Before I could answer, Camellia placed her forehead on my chest, as if she didn't want to hear the rest of my answer.

... coo-

And as if to protest why I rejected his answer, he pressed his forehead against my chest -

Swish!

He suddenly got up from the bed, turned his back on me and walked to the window.

'... shit. I don't know anymore.'

And as I too got up from the bed and shook my head to try to forget the feeling of her kiss on my lips, Camellia gave me an order.

“Lee Lim. Go to the elf forest immediately.”

“... Elven forest? Suddenly?”

“You are my vassal. The long stay in Ars Magna continued for a few days even after the wish ceremony, which was the rest period given to you, but out of consideration for you, I did not call you back in the middle. Normally, during this large-scale purge, there were some people you should have dealt with yourself. For example, guys like Sohan.”

“... Then I don't have anything to say. But when it comes to the elven forest-”

“Yes. An elf in your cult. Did you say Aila? Take advantage of your relationship with that woman. From the beginning, one of the benefits you told me about accepting your church into the empire was the possibility of officially establishing diplomatic relations between the empire and the Elven Forest through the elves belonging to your church. I was saying that it could lead to . So, immediately leave for the Elven Forest as an ambassador of the Empire.”

Princess Camellia suddenly ordered me to go to the elf forest.

It's quite a distance.

Even if I can't do it, it's sure to take several weeks, and to be honest, even if they tell me to make diplomatic contact, I don't even know what a diplomat's job is, and they tell me to go alone and return.

So, no matter how I looked at it, I thought it was nothing more than an order in retaliation for my rejection of his offer.

“... Are you that upset that I rejected Camellia’s offer? So, at this time when our church is preparing for heresy judgment, you are going to keep me far away from the empire?”

“... What a stupid question. Establishing diplomatic relations with the elves is the most necessary thing in the current situation. The kingdom union has now contracted based on their unified capital, making it difficult to view it as a single nation, and the empire has now accepted the Grace Territory as an imperial territory. Therefore, I gave you the order because now is the best time to send an envoy to the forest of elves that are close to Grace Territory, start a conversation with them, and make them new allies.”

“... I understand.”

All of Camellia's excuses were valid.

Considering the future situation, it is certainly reasonable to attempt diplomacy with the elves adjacent to the newly incorporated Grace territory, rather than attempting to communicate with the Alliance of Kingdoms, which is now in the countdown to destruction. It's action.

“The Empire's second princess, knight Lee Rim of Camellia Schaden Steyer. I will follow your orders and go to the elf forest.”

So, as a knight of Camellia, I had no choice but to follow her orders, even though our church was currently in a dangerous situation.

“... Then, I will step down.”

“...”

Just leave the room.

I opened the bedroom door, turned around, and bowed my head to her once more.

Even then, Camellia looked out the window and did not show me her face.

So I thought Camellia wouldn't say anything anymore, so I closed the door and-

kkieeek-

“... I can't even convince myself anymore. Even though I have been rejected by you so much, why does it make me want to get my hands on you even more?

Quang!

As the door closed, I thought the princess said something, but I left the castle without hearing it.

        
            “...”

... flutter!

Ayla quietly read the newspaper, then closed it and started looking for the obituary news section in the next issue.

Didn't say anything.

So Astesia could not help but be surprised.

That Aila is reading the ‘letter’ right now.

That wasn't the surprise Astesia faced because she had always known Aela to be illiterate.

Although she doesn't use it often, she naturally knows how to use magic and, according to her own claim, has mastered the languages of five races. Considering the scope of her average knowledge, she mainly has knowledge related to divinity, including Thistle, Astesia, and Empire. Excluding Enin, who studied the customs and various magical beasts and knows them in detail, and Feria and Farewell, who handle a lot of information that cannot even be compared to Eila in the first place, they have the widest knowledge in the most diverse fields of knowledge in the parish. She is the one who spread widely and acquired it.

However, Aila's personality is the worst suited to sitting in one place and reading media avidly, so she did not show herself in front of the members of the church until she left the forest.

“... This is that too.”

Aila carefully read the news in the newspaper's obituary section that an unrelated old wizard from a magic tower on the border of the empire had died, and then spoke out loud.

“Show, shall we?”

“Yes. Please do me a favor.”

Astesia soon realized what Aila meant and marked the area where the wizard lived written in the newspaper she showed her by drawing a small circle with a pen dipped in red ink on the wide map spread out on the table.

'If you do this, it's already... the 19th.'

In this way, the circle that Aila drew on the map by gathering the information she received from the adventurer's guild, including newspapers published in the capital of the empire, and the information she usually obtained from Peria, was a total of 19.

'What on earth does this mean?'

However, Astesia still doesn't know what that means because Eila didn't tell her anything.

'And Lee Rim... do you think you've finished your business by now?'

It's already been an hour since they've been working on marking the area where someone died on a map in a room provided by the Adventurer's Guild.

As she was working behind closed doors to help Aila, Astesia couldn't help but wonder whether Lee Rim's work could have ended positively.

As such, the two people currently in the adventurer's guild, excluding Lee Rim, are Astesia and Aila.

The two, initially three people, used a small building in the capital under the name of the Deshade Church as a transit point for the portal, and from there, they divided their destinations.

Lee Rim goes to the imperial castle to meet Princess Camellia and request support from the nobles connected to the princess's connections for the possible heresy trial that may be held in the future.

And Astesia only had to follow to open the portal, but I thought it would be difficult to enter the castle with Irim, so I originally planned to wait quietly inside the building before Aila followed, but Astesia had no idea what to do. After hearing that Eila was not there, she went to the adventurer's guild with Astesia to run her own business and also serve as Astesia's escort.

So, on the way to the adventurer's guild, Astesia asked Aila if she was going to the adventurer's guild for some business, but Aila just looked apologetic and patted her head.

So, as soon as they arrived at the Adventurer's Guild, Aila went to see the receptionist, and soon, by using the connections that Peria had given her and showing a small badge indicating that she was a member of a church with connections to high-level adventurers, the two entered the Adventurer's Guild. I was guided to the second floor of .

Afterwards, Aila, who had used everything at her disposal without hesitation, was led to a secret room on the second floor of the guild. The next thing Aila asked the guild for was, from the capital's adventurer guild's point of view, Aila's own publication. It wasn't such a big deal compared to the fact that he came with a flashy badge indicating that he was an acquaintance of the high-level adventurer who had treated him.

‘Can you bring me the newspaper? I heard you! Recently, it is said that a newspaper has been created in the capital that contains good news from all over the empire! Bring me everything you can get!'

What Aila wanted was a newspaper.

It is a newsletter that covers events throughout the empire that are currently trending among the nobles in the capital.

“The next one here is the last one.”

“Yes. Thank you, Astesia.”

Flap!

Soon, Aila opened the last newsletter brought to her by the Adventurer's Guild's receptionists, the first issue of a newspaper that had been published only two months ago.

And there she-

I was able to reaffirm the news I was concerned about.

[Another murder case occurred within the city not long after Sotok, the giant of giants, attacked Rugal's main school, Tyrna Nog. The victim was a single man who ran an herbal medicine workshop?!]

The first issue of a newspaper that was only two months old.

In the first issue created in the early days, numerous reporters belonging to the newspaper brought and published everything that could be called an incident, especially murder cases, stories of adventurers successfully breaking through dungeons where they had failed many times before, and even scandals among nobles. We succeeded in attracting people's attention by listing everything without distinction.

And the apothecary who died in Tir no Nog was listed in the magazine, ignoring ethics and other issues, and his name was not even covered -

“... As expected. Is this guy dead too?”

In Aila's eyes, she was able to find the name of the dead herbalist written at the bottom of the newspaper, the name 'Ananimas', which was disguised by an elf from the east who had briefly lent the Guardian's Spear to Aila in Rugal.

like that,

“... Astesia. This is the last time.”

“Ah, yes.”

On the map showing the entire empire, Astesia drew a red circle on Tir nog -

The destinations of the 'Elf Angel', who disguised himself as a human and killed the elves living within the empire, are now listed by date.

“... This is really bad.”

Eila looked at the map and smiled bitterly.

It begins with Tir ner Nog.

Numerous elves live throughout the empire hiding the fact that they are elves.

Even if we say that there are a lot of people, the number is only about a few dozen people.

Some belong to the Magic Tower, while others, like Ananimas, are in hiding as pharmacists.

Some work as blacksmiths, while others open restaurants in quiet coastal towns.

What they have in common is that all the elves who left the forest were hiding their identities.

And to add to that, they all have something in common -

Excluding the elves who died in Tirna Nog, they were killed in the order in which they settled in the outer reaches of the empire and then inland.

‘Be careful. Be incredibly cautious. The elf itself. Even though they had no intention of revealing their identity to the humans, they were slowly, step by step, killing them one by one, silently.'

The information Eila is currently seeking is information about how the elf angel moves.

Eila heard that an elven angel had moved in Tirner Nog.

However, for most elves, including Aila, the angel of the elves is something that only exists in old fairy tales, and Aila also only knew about it from fairy tales and stories she heard from the queen.

Elf.

The elves brought down the gods and became a perfect race.

However, the story that is sometimes omitted is that the elves did not actually bring down God right away, but tricked the angel and sent him far away to another place before bringing him down.

It was necessary.

Angels are God's weapons, and as long as such divine weapons existed at close range, it was impossible for the subjects of the time who planned to bring down God to succeed in their plans.

So, they lied to the angels, more specifically to their god, so that he would tell them to exclude enemies who threatened their subjects and send them away.

So the angel moved away from God.

Far from the god the elves served.

Far away under God's command.

So far away that the creator's weapons will not be able to protect him in time.

Just like that, the angel protecting God disappeared, and the elves took advantage of that opportunity and succeeded in bringing God down.

So the angel who returned-

I was angry.

He is God's servant.

He must protect him forever by the side of the Absolute.

When he went to fulfill the request at the request of the god at the request of the god's subjects, the god disappeared and the subjects also hid him everywhere.

The story goes that the angry angel tried to take revenge on the elves who brought down his master, but the elves were nowhere to be seen, and because the angel also lost God, he was blown up into the sky and disappeared.

That was the story about the history and origins of elves that Eila had heard through fairy tales, and it was information she knew in more detail from the queen.

So Aila began to doubt whether she was the cause of the angel's reappearance.

'... Am I really the problem? Could it be that my public appearance to the world was connected to the awakening of the elf angel?'

The elves have hidden their existence from angels until now.

In the forest near the border area of the Kingdom Union.

They lived 'beyond one dimension' with the ambiguous boundary line called the Valley of Despair, an elven forest between the Empire, the Kingdom Alliance, and the Demon Territory, as their border, and with that as their entrance, to be exact.

However, a long time has passed since the elves became elves, their boredom has finally reached its limit, and now there are only a few beings who were present when their god was brought down, and most elves only know angels as beings from fairy tales. .

So, in the name of honing their own power, the elves began to mix with humans and other races, hiding themselves with magic and walking into the center.

If it is said that it has been released, it should be considered that it has been released.

Eila knows that until a few thousand years ago, elves were not allowed to go outside the forest no matter what, and it was only in the last few hundred years that this was conditionally lifted.

However, the problem was that while the laws of the elves that were used within the elf forest were clearly standardized, the laws regarding the areas where elves mixed into human society, which were recently conditionally lifted, were ambiguous. For that reason, Eila thought there was no reason to hide that she was an elf even if she had to go outside the forest, so she revealed her existence.

Of course, Aila did not go around openly revealing her identity.

Aila thought that there would be no problem as long as the story about her was spread just because it was a secret rumor among humans and a rumor that there was an elf in the Deshade Church that was helping the Church was spread around the world, and Aila herself took it to that extent. I didn't want to try to hide my tiredness.

However, no matter how much Eila thinks about the reason why the elf angel became aware of his existence, which has been openly active, and that the elves have been hiding among humans -

“... After all, I went on a rampage in Tir you Nog holding the Guardian's Spear. That must have been the reason the angel became aware of our existence again.”

Aila attended the knight's festival held in Rugal according to the princess's orders and fought a dragon. This caused rumors to spread throughout the empire to a wide area about the existence of Aila, and these rumors were carried by the wind and formed an angel. Aila predicted that it must have entered the ears of and contributed to the angel's return to earth.

        
            angel.

An elf angel appeared.

And the angel is now looking for the elves and killing them one by one.

From the outskirts of the empire.

One by one, the elves in the interior of the empire.

And it's happening quietly.

Since the dead elves were disguised as humans, the nearby humans simply assumed that someone had murdered a nearby resident whose connection was strangely difficult to infer.

And the angel is also concerned that the moment his movements are discovered by humans, other elves hiding within the empire will notice his movements in advance and run away, so he takes revenge on the elves and also conceals his own existence. They are running in parallel.

So, this is clearly an incident that started to manifest from some cause.

Eila tried to figure out the cause through her own reasoning, and figured out that her rampage at Rugal's main church, Tyrna Nog, was probably one of the reasons why the angel was able to come down to earth again.

'I don't know much about angels. It's just a story at the level of a fairy tale that other sisters and brothers know, and it's all about the additional information the queen shared. However, if it is true that an angel who has not been seen for the past several thousand years has awakened because of me, and although this is only a guess, if we infer from the way the angel is moving now... we cannot know for sure how the angel will behave in the future. there is.'

As such, Aila has now been aware of the warnings from the druids from the elf forest and the secret movements of the angel since then. By collecting the remaining information from the current adventurer's guild and piecing the pieces together, she can determine how the angel will move in the future. I was able to predict it.

‘The angel is now imitating us ‘elves’. By thinking just like us and having the same perspective as us, they are trying to figure out how and in what form we are hiding in human society and eliminating them one by one.'

For some reason, the angel awakens again and moves to carry out God's revenge.

An angel who moves completely like elves in order to find elves.

So, since Aila has figured out how the angel has moved so far, from now on, in order to guess more accurately what the angel is thinking and how he is searching for them -

'Let me think about it. I'm an angel. Elf angel. An elf named Eila ran rampant in the empire, and the conditions were set for many people to awaken or manifest again by speaking about it. So, from now on, we will begin the search for the elves.'

I closed my eyes and began to think of myself as an angel.

By inferring the meaning of the angel's existence and his way of thinking, we infer how he will act.

And at the moment when Eila began to suffer, a person sent from the Adventurer's Guild entered the room where the two were and Astesia greeted him.

smart-

“Hey, excuse me.”

“... Ah, yes!”

“The guild employee is called receptionist Jirimak. The guild master asked me to check if the items I brought were helpful...”

“Yes, yes! Thank you very much. It was helpful.”

“Ah, I see. ... So actually, I have something to talk about with Winnet, who is a knight-errant of the Deshade Church -”

“... Ah, I understand. If that's the case, it's not up to me to decide, but I'll listen.”

At the receptionist's request, Astesia stood up quietly so as not to disturb Aila, who was concentrating with her eyes closed.

The adventurers' way is to receive something in return for what they give away.

The guild, which gave them access to the Adventurer's Guild's sources, took advantage of this opportunity to find out as much information as possible about the high-level adventurer Winnet, who they did not know belonged to the Deshade Church, and to keep her as a member of the Adventurer's Guild for as long as possible. Astesia had noticed this, so she left the room, leaving a note in front of Eila, who was already deep in thought and not listening to her, saying that she would be away for a moment.

The room became quiet like that, and although the room was well soundproofed, it didn't make too much noise, and even the environmental sounds that Astesia had created disappeared, allowing Aila to temporarily become an angel in a completely silent space.

'I am an elf angel. A being who has lost God. My goal is to bring down God and take revenge on his betrayed subjects. So let's get moving. But how to move? 'Which method should I choose?'

Eila became an angel of the elves, and now that certain conditions were met and she was able to come back to earth, she was about to enter the elf search as soon as she appeared in the world.

And her way of thinking began to make angels move, imitating the actions and thoughts of elves in order to track down the elves.

'From what I heard people saying in passing, an elf appeared in the empire. I thought that the subjects who killed the god would prepare their own home and live in hiding there, but that is not true. There are also elves who are outside. The fact that an elf walks around without hiding the fact that he is an elf is, in fact, in this country called the empire, other than the elves, there are many other elves who live hiding their identities under the surface, so it can be said that they are confident in revealing their true selves. there is. That said, what I have to do first is capture the elves beneath the surface. All you have to do is capture and torture the elves who are hiding among the humans, find out the location of the place where the traitorous subjects are hiding, and then kill them all.'

The avenger moves quietly, without letting the world know that he has been revealed.

However, in reality, as soon as the angel woke up in the elven forest, the news was reported to the elves hiding all over the world, and the elves immediately returned to their hometowns or hid their existence and residence even more tightly as they were living among humans.

'But how do we find the hidden elves? 'What method can I use to hunt the animals that have dug their holes and hidden themselves, knowing that they are dishonest?'

So the elf angel encountered difficulties in his search.

Angels are noble beings.

Conversations with other races or humans become 'dirty'.

Of course, there is a way to wipe out all the humans and at the same time search for the elves hiding among them.

But it couldn't be done.

The elf angel could not do so because he had not received a command from his god to 'purify humans.'

So the angel had to use a different method.

Just walking among humans.

I walk around the streets, bars, and back alleys.

Do not speak directly.

Talking to them meant spreading dirt, and since the elf angels did not treat human voices as anything more than the cries of insects, they did not even attempt to talk to them.

I had no choice but to obtain information that way.

Because angels are noble beings.

And things that aren't angels are dirty things.

If he made a mistake and spoke to dirty humans, the angel would become filthy, and that would damage his 'status' as an angel, which he had to maintain in order to take revenge on his betrayed subjects, so he couldn't do that.

still.

The angel, who moves for the purpose of revenge, used a tracking method that reached its peak of inefficiency and eventually deduced the existence of an elf living in hiding among humans.

An elf who is simply disguising himself as a human is known by those around him to have an ambiguous origin, live a single life, and have quite a lot of knowledge in his head.

Armed with only that information, the elf angel went to find the person involved in the rumor, and interrogated him by looking straight in front of him, turning around if he was a human, and attacking if he was an elf.

and then-

The one who was caught was Ananimas, an elf who was living in hiding in Tyrna Nog.

Starting with him,

The ‘chain of death’ has begun.

“... Hot!”

How much time has passed?

... pop.

Pop.

Pop.

Pop.

Ayla realized that the sweat dripping from her entire body was soaking the chair and table.

During that brief period of time, Aela became an angel and searched and killed elves throughout the empire.

By killing one person, torturing them to find out where other members of their species the elf knows are living, then moving there again and doing the same thing again.

During that time, he interrogated each elf about the exact location where the betrayed subjects were currently living in hiding.

However, although the elves sold their comrades even as they were dying, they did not reveal the location of the elf forest to the angel.

To be precise, ‘I couldn’t do it.’

So the number of elves hiding in the empire that the elf angel had killed so far ended up being only about 20.

“... But this is only the beginning.”

However, Aila knows how the future will unfold.

The Elf Angel is killing elves starting from the outskirts of the empire and moving inland, narrowing the massive siege spread by a single target, and at the end-

“If I get caught, the way into our forest will be known in an instant.”

It was clear that the angel would attack the forest where Aela and the elves were hiding, discover the 'entrance' there, and destroy the place where the queen and the druids were hiding.

“... So, let’s make up our minds now.”

Grumble.

Aila, who had predicted the entire future, stood up.

Even though she wasn't as clever as the tricksters, she was an elf who had often been called a fool by her older sisters.

Still, if the elf's angel was moving so actively that she could see it at a glance, and she remained still even though she noticed it, she could clearly predict how her future would unfold.

And if it had been just that, if Eila had really been an idiot, she might have even thought of showing off her courage and confronting the elf angel, but not only was Aela not that stupid, but by her side now-

At some point, it couldn't be done because everyone in the church came to think that it was more important than anything else.

“... Yes. Let's go back. To the forest. If an angel comes to visit me, not only me but everyone in the church will be seriously hurt. So... before we do that, let's tell everyone and Irim that we're going back to the forest.”

Aila made up her mind on what to do now that the elf angel had appeared-

Click!

He put the map that Astesia had helped him mark by his side into the pouch on his belt and left the Adventurer's Guild with a lonely face.

        
            Tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-

The path leading from the imperial castle to the capital's adventurer's guild.

Aila said she had business to do at the adventurer's guild in the capital, and Astesia followed Aila. We decided to go to the adventurer's guild once my work was done first, and then wait in front of the imperial castle after Aila's business was finished first.

And, as an added bonus, if both sides finished work at the same time, we promised to take a short circuit from the Imperial Castle to the Empire's Adventurer's Guild and move along the main road to avoid any chance of getting lost in the middle.

“... I guess I'm the one who finished the business first.”

So, after leaving the Imperial Castle and not being able to find Aila and Astesia, I decided to go there, thinking that Aila and Astesia were still at the Adventurer's Guild, and started moving.

Tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-tudge-

“...”

However, since the conversation with Princess Camellia is over, I want to hurry up and join her, but my legs do not have enough strength and my steps make a heavy sound.

That's because the last order that Princess Camellia gave me a little while ago came to me as a heavy mission, like new shackles.

'okay. This will come someday. I guess you can say it has come now.'

Princess Camellia told me to go to the elf forest and come back.

Its status is that of Princess Camellia's sword and envoy, its title is that of a diplomat, and the decisive reason is that it is an empire that needs a new friendly country, since the friendly country called the Kingdom Alliance has failed to play its proper role and has now become a hostile country. This time, it was to establish diplomatic relations with the Elves, who had never had diplomatic relations with other races.

Besides that, the reason why my steps are heavy now is because my original purpose of wanting to meet Princess Camellia was not properly achieved, and also because it was hanging on the other leg like another shackle.

'In the end, was it true that Princess Camellia had the intention to become emperor?'

I had originally gone to see Princess Camellia with the purpose of asking her for as much support as possible in filling the jurors of the Inquisition that would attend the Astesia Heresy Judgment with people who would support us, but that ended in vain. I was caught up in the fitful obsession of the princess, who did not seem to be in a good state from the moment we met.

‘Now I understand. The discomfort I felt from Camellia during that time.'

Thanks to that, I was able to understand some things.

Until now, I have no intention of becoming an emperor, something that Princess Camellia has always said, and even though she actually gave up the throne, she maintained authority almost as good as that of an emperor and treated the country called the empire with zeal and sincerity as if it were her own. I didn't understand how everything was going on.

However, that is not because Princess Camellia loves her country so much with a pure heart. The position of emperor she wants is not the position of an emperor inherited through ordinary succession, but one that is completed when all conditions, circumstances, and preparations are met. , they were merely preparations to complete the nation called the empire by becoming the focal point of an absolute empire called the 'true emperor' or 'true emperor'.

'... Then what exactly does Mortis mean to Princess Camellia?'

So there is some confusion.

The meaning of Mortis.

I simply mean Mortis, as it refers to the first emperor of the empire and the demonic beast that fought the war of conquest by the emperor's side. It is a sword only for Princess Camellia, a weapon that can do anything for her, a weapon that gives absolute loyalty and is absolute. I thought he was talking about an equal being, a loyal knight and friend who can be trusted.

'But the Mortis that the princess wanted from a little while ago... seemed a little different from the concept I knew.'

However, the appearance of Mortis that Camellia wanted from a while ago looked a little different from the one I knew.

Her eyes that made me fall on the bed and told me to become Mortis-

Although it was only a moment, it was a look in his eyes that longed for me as a woman, not as an emperor.

So, my thoughts now that the conversation is over are that I am confused as to whether what she wants is the Emperor's Mortis or the Mortis of a woman who can become her other half.

“... No. No. This is not what you need to think about now. There are other important things.”

But that was in the past anyway, and since I had rejected the princess's offer this time, I pushed it out of my head, thinking that for now I should give priority to the order that Princess Camellia had given me to go to the elf forest.

“It's an elf forest... How should I tell Aila?”

The princess's order to visit the elf forest is something that absolutely requires Aila's help.

It's definitely something I promised with my mouth.

When I met Camellia in Arsmagna, I told the princess all the benefits she could gain from accepting me, and one of them was the possibility that the empire could make contact with the elves through the relationship with Aela.

However, by the time we actually arrived at the border of the empire, one of the conditions I had imposed on Camellia, Deshade, who had appeared on the ground, had disappeared, and we had a hard time making up for it.

Still, that was the only condition that was not fulfilled in the contract between the princess and me at the time, and through the connection with Aela, who was a guest helping our church, I could dream of the empire establishing diplomatic relations with the elves in the future. It was definitely me who said that.

So now that I had received the princess's orders, I had to ask Aila for help.

“... Ah, what a dog-!”

Startle!

Suddenly, I got irritated and stopped in the middle of the street and started swearing. A prisoner nearby looked at me in surprise.

“... Oh, excuse me. Sorry.”

“Ah, yes...”

Now that I think about it, there are people who say that calling people dogs and other things leads to racial discrimination in the empire.

Of course, the beastman who was surprised to see me looked quite uncomfortable because he had giant antlers on his head, reminiscent of those of a moose, although I don't know if he had deer blood mixed with him, let alone a canine.

Even though the other person received an apology, it was reasonable for him to be angry, but I guess my expression was too irritated to do anything, so the man passed by me while looking at me.

Is that why?

“... Haaa-”

My heart suddenly felt tight.

The imperial castle, the capital, the empire are all.

This is an empire that I left because I was so frustrated with the kingdom union, and I am feeling frustrated in that empire.

'If it were a union of kingdoms... no one would say anything even if the elves called them bastards, no one would say anything even if the orcs called them pigs, and the demons were very harsh when I think about it now, but they also have the same ancestors as humans, so it's strange that they came into being. There were a lot of mentally ill people who called me a disabled person and an idiot.'

Of course, the reason I feel frustrated now is not just because the freedom to use profanity has been restricted.

I don't remember much, but I remember saying that when I ride a horse, I want to have a servant.

I guess it roughly refers to the upward-oriented desire of a person who dreams of a better environment when the environment improves, but I wonder if I'm in that situation right now.

It's been so long since I left the crappy environment of the Kingdom Alliance that I feel so sick and frustrated with the Empire.

But at the same time, since I didn't do anything wrong, I feel even more unfair, irritated, and angry.

“... no shit... ugh! Why is damned Hirem being so mean to our church? Same with Sian. I think it's a church that has quite a close relationship with the Red Purge, even if it's not as strong as Lihier or Rugal, but wouldn't it end up receiving hostile treatment overnight?”

When I thought about it, I wondered if I had really liked people all along.

I have taken a friendly stance toward people who approach me with the intention of maintaining my network, but of course I have generally taken a neutral stance because I do not want to be deeply involved in political relations.

Since I heard rumors of the behind-the-scenes work they were preparing overnight from Red Purge, who had a few ties with our church, I'm on the verge of distrusting people.

“... Yes. Now, I can’t stand it anymore.”

So, I swore definitely.

“I also experienced it during Ars Magna. For those who can't communicate in the first place, strength is the answer.”

If the Red Purge does not make a move to cancel the plan to judge Astecia for heresy by the time I meet Lihier in the capital and return from the Elven Forest as Princess Camellia said, I will also do my best to stop the Red Purge. He said he would deal with it.

so,

To do that, it was urgent to join Aila.

Jing!

When I raised my head, the adventurer's guild had already arrived in front of me, and Astesia and Aela came out ringing the bell on the door.

“... Ah, both. The business is over-”

So, when I saw the two people, my discomfort disappeared as if it had never happened before, and I was about to ask them if the work was over.

“Irimiii-!!!”

Clap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

Wow!

“Now, wait... Aila?! Why is this happening all of a sudden?!”

“hihihihihihihi~”

Aila quickly ran down the 10 low stairs built just before entering the adventurer's guild and hugged me tightly.

Strange feeling.

Seeing Aela smiling and rubbing her forehead against my shoulder, I looked at Astesia and asked her if she had done something wrong at the Adventurer's Guild. Astesia shook her head and said she didn't know why.

“Irim! Lee Rim! I have a favor to ask!”

“... Huh? What is it?”

Aila, who rubbed my shoulder with her forehead and made it as stiff as if it had been ironed, raised her head while hugging my neck, looked me straight in the eye, and said.

“I'm planning to go to my hometown 'for a little while' in the near future. Is that okay?”

“... Huh? Hometown?”

“Yes! The forest we live in!”

I wondered what this meant.

Ayla says she wants to go to her hometown.

I looked straight into Aila's eyes to see if she had somehow heard what had happened between me and the princess, but-

“... What's wrong? Lee Rim?”

Ayla was looking directly into my eyes with a smile. This time, her eyes were clear and clear, without a single lie or concealment, and with a firm determination.

        
            Aila and Astesia meet again after a conversation with Princess Camellia at the imperial castle.

The two, specifically Aila, took a credit card from Peria and followed us, saying that they were going to the adventurer's guild in the capital for some reason. After transferring to the capital, Aila instead headed to the imperial castle to meet the princess. I went to the adventurer's guild to escort Stecia.

This is the sound that Aila, who had just finished her errands at the Adventurer's Guild, arrived at the guild's main gate at the same time, and as soon as she found her, ran over to her and hugged her.

What that meant was that Aila would visit her hometown, the Elven Forest, in the near future.

“Irim?”

“... Ah, yes. Are you going to go to your hometown? huh. Are you fine. There's nothing to ask for in the first place, right? In the elf forest... I don't know the details since Eila has never really told you anything about the forest until now, but her house will be there too. So, it’s your hometown, right? You don’t need to get my permission to go back to your hometown.”

“... Ah, hehehehe... Is that so? Even if Irim doesn’t have permission, I guess I can go and come back. huh. I guess so. ... Strangely enough, I don't know why Lee Rim thought he needed permission!”

So, I thought that there was no need to think too deeply about Aila's words about going to my hometown, so I answered Aila's words lightly, and while Aila was making a strange expression at my answer, I took this opportunity to ask Princess Camellia As I had been ordered to go to the elf forest, I was thinking about telling Aila that I wanted to accompany her on her way home.

“... Aila?”

“... Huh? Lee Rim, why?”

“... Is there anything you’re worried about?”

“...!”

I kept looking into the eyes of Aila, who had her arms around my neck, and I noticed a moment of loneliness pass by in her eyes, so I asked her the same question. In response to my question, Aila looked at me like I was wondering how she knew that. In addition, the smile on his face disappeared for a moment as if he was embarrassed, and then-

... wheeze!

“No, no! Just yeah... To be honest, I can't say anything right now, but I have quite complicated feelings!”

“... Really?”

He ‘created’ a smile again and buried his face in my shoulder.

“...”

“... I'll be there soon, soon.”

So I kind of noticed it.

I didn't think much about it a little while ago, but I think it's true that Aila wanted to get 'permission' from me and us, her family, to say that she wanted to go to her hometown. In fact, maybe the reason why Aila has to go back to her hometown this time is a lot better than I thought. Although she is involved in a big incident, not only can she not say it because of the elves' laws or something, but-

Perhaps what Aila is saying about going back to her hometown 'for a short while' is an elf's standard, so it may be a much longer time of separation than the time I'm thinking of, or by our human standards, so Aila feels anxious like this. , To be honest, he wanted to hug me and get some comfort.

So, I took a moment to think about what to do when I saw her, and then-

“Then, it would be perfect if I followed along.”

“... Huh?”

It was just something that had to be said at some point anyway, and since Aila had mentioned that she would go to her hometown first, she announced her intention to follow the princess' orders and accompany her on her way home.

“Actually, I had just heard from Princess Camellia that I should go to Aila's hometown. And that too from the position of an envoy. The princess said she wanted to establish diplomatic relations between the empire and the elves.”

Then, Aila was more than surprised that I responded to her statement that I would go back to my hometown by saying that I would accompany her on that trip.

I, who had clearly gone off to ask for help from Princess Camellia, looked like I couldn't understand why I had come back after receiving orders from the princess to visit the elf forest at such a time.

“... Huh? what? Didn't Lee Rim definitely come to ask the princess to fill the role of the heretic interrogation team?! But why did you bring such an order?!”

“... First of all, let me ask you, where does the word Prakchi come from-”

“Um~ I just heard at the adventurer’s guild that it’s a term used in Iketer!”

“... From now on, neither Eila nor Astesia will go to the Adventurer's Guild. I'm scared that I'll learn strange words again.”

“Ah, yes. I understand...”

“Well, it’s a bit long to explain, but anyway, that’s how it happened. The princess told me to go to Aila's hometown.”

“Ah, yes. I don't understand, but when Irim says that's how it happened, I believe him... but he's going to come to our forest? Ugh... What should I do with this...?”

So, I warned Ayla and Astesia not to approach the Adventurer's Guild carelessly from now on, and then waited to see what kind of response Ayla would give to the suggestion she made earlier.

“Ah, still Lee Rim. That means Lee Rim is coming to our forest as an envoy... actually... no. It can be quite difficult. If you do something wrong, you might be kicked out at the entrance to the forest...”

I finally let go of her arms that were hugging me, then stepped back slightly and looked at me with apologetic eyes. I briefly summarized how I planned to move from now on, and without hesitation, I did it all at once with the intention of relieving the stress that had been building up from just moments ago. I poured it out.

“It doesn’t matter.”

“... Huh? What?”

“It doesn’t matter if I go to the elf forest and get shut out.”

“... Huh? Is it okay for Lee Rim? I heard that Lee Rim received an order from the princess to establish diplomatic relations with our hometown? Aren’t you supposed to fail?”

“Failed? Is there any reason not to fail at something? From the beginning, I thought that this order was given even though the princess knew it would fail. And what the princess said was to make contact with the elves, didn't she mean to successfully establish diplomatic relations and come back no matter what? In addition, I will explain to the two later why the princess said it would be difficult to help us, but in my view, this is clearly a retaliatory decision. Even so, Prakchi will attend the heresy judgment-”

“Juror! Lee Rim!”

“Mr. Ai... I just passed it on to Aila. Anyway, during this busy time when you have to appease the jury, are you suddenly asking me to go to the elf forest? Then, even if I followed you and couldn't enter the forest, I would tell the princess exactly what I had experienced, 'I went to the elf forest at your command. I was kicked out because the timing wasn't right. They said they have no intention of meeting humans right now, so I'll respond by handing over a report.”

“... Ugh- Lee Rim really decided to leave?”

“Well, that's right... I can't believe you're thinking of obeying the princess's orders...”

So, as per the princess's orders, I honestly said that if I was kicked out of the forest entrance, I was kicked out, and if I was let in, I would be let in, and roughly said, 'I came from the empire.' When I said, 'I just wanted to say hello and come back,' Aila looked at me with a shocked expression, and Astesia also looked as if she had no idea that she would respond to the princess's orders in such a rude manner. Built.

But whether the two people were surprised or not, I was going to act exactly as I thought.

'okay. It's a simple thing. If they let you into the elf forest, you can go in, and if they say they don't want to enter into diplomatic relations with you, just follow their instructions. With that alone, I think I've done everything I had to do. If the outcome is a failure in the first place, it is only the responsibility of the princess who made the inappropriate appointment decision to send me as a diplomat to the elves.'

Although it was originally said to be an envoy, I, who knew nothing about diplomacy, was entering the elf forest alone.

Camellia probably knows that too.

I don't know how great the entire elf society is, but Aela next to me is probably just one of the ordinary elves among them, and sending me as an envoy does not mean that there are specific matters such as alliances, trade and diplomatic relations, or non-aggression. Rather than hoping that diplomatic relations will be successfully established, it is more like an envoy sent in a light sense, expressing the Empire's intention to establish diplomatic relations with the Elves at all costs.

'They are elves who have never had diplomatic relations with any race so far, but I can only believe that they will not accept the empire just because one of the many elves has a deep connection with a human. Since this is an idea, of course the princess would do it. So, starting this time, the princess must be planning to establish exchanges with the elves by knocking on the tightly closed door two or three times, or if that's not enough, ten or a hundred times.'

So, I told Eila that I didn't care what kind of treatment I had when I went to the Elven Forest, and finally told her the real reason why I decided to follow her.

“and-”

“... Huh?”

“Although I can't tell you because of the rules of the forest or something, I will continue to stick by your side, Aila, since you said you would go back to Gohang after looking anxious every day recently. If I could make your anxiety disappear, I was willing to follow the princess's orders even if they weren't.”

“... Lee Rim.”

So, I hope you get some inspiration.

This is what Aila said to get rid of the anxiety she has been showing us often lately.

So Aila.

Ayla, who always maintains a simple, honest and unbiased appearance, said the words I was willing to say for her -

I responded that it was too old-fashioned.

“Lee Rim is really out of place. right? Astesia?”

“... Yes?”

“Look! Astesia agreed!”

“Yes?! Oh no! I didn't mean to agree, but it was an answer meant to ask what you said-”

“Hahahahahahahaha! Is that really the only excuse Lee Rim gave for saying that no matter what happens, you have to follow me because of the orders given by the princess, and that he will comfort you at the same time? No way! huh! Even if you try to comfort me by making such flimsy excuses in front of me, I know everything! I guess Lee Rim said that to make fun of me!”

“No, it was someone else who worked hard to come up with a great excuse to say it, but they said it was crude and even called it tacky. Mr... I guess you'll do something like this next time.”

“Hahahahahaha-!”

In the end, Eila sank while hugging the boat in the middle of the main street, and this led to people passing by all staring at us, so Astesia and I became embarrassed for no reason and turned our heads away from the people's gaze.

I'm still embarrassed, but even if I didn't get the reaction I expected, I don't think it's a bad thing if what I said for Eila led to her laughter.

Although my original goal was for Aila to be moved by what I said, I am even more glad that Aila has returned to the original Aila we knew by bursting into laughter and jumping up in real time. That is.

So Aila.

So Aila-

“... Haha, hahahaha... Ha... ha...”

After laughing for a while, he said, wiping away the tears from his eyes from laughing too much with his fingers.

“... Yes! Thank you, Lee Rim! For asking me to follow you!”

“... Then you will know that.”

“Yes! Once I finish the errands I wanted to see in the capital and return to the parish, I'll be leaving in two or three days, so let's go together!”

“Yes. Okay.”

In the end, I got Aila to promise to accompany her on her way back to her hometown.

Actually, I was anxious inside.

Even though I thought it wouldn't happen.

Even though I knew that Aila couldn't do that now.

I was worried that Aila would just leave without even telling us that she was leaving for some reason that she couldn't tell us, but what she meant by her behavior when she told me a little while ago that she had to go back to the forest and asked me as if she wanted permission was to ask me for permission. In other words, it is as if the answer is that such a thing will never happen.

“Anyway, now let’s go to the next location. ... Even if you try to say that, which direction should the adventurer's guild take? Do you remember Astesia?”

“Ah, yes. It was the diocese of Lehire, right? The place where the members of the Lehi Church live... I think from my previous memories of coming to the capital, I would have walked along the northwest road from the Adventurer's Guild.”

“Yes. Then let's go quickly. To be honest, I'm not short on time, but it's important to use it as efficiently as possible. ... So Aila, come quickly! If you don’t come, I’ll leave it behind!”

After that, we finished our own business, and since we could not receive help from Princess Camellia, we decided to move on with the intention of stopping by Lihier's parish in the capital to ask for help from Bishop Setias, which was our next plan.

But for some reason, Aila was sitting on the floor again, hugging her stomach, to the topic she had given me in a sweet way a little while ago. Let me ask her why-

“Ouch... Irimii...”

“... What is it? What's wrong?”

“Just now, I laughed so hard that I suddenly felt like I had a cramp in my stomach...”

“...”

“...”

Aila was unable to move even one step from her spot, giving a ridiculous answer that she had a cramp in her stomach from laughing so hard.

“... Astesia.”

“... Yes.”

So Astesia and I went next to her and positioned ourselves around both sides.

“... Huh? You two, what's wrong? What are you going to do-”

Good!

'Ah, it's soft.'

And the two of us held on to both arms of Aila, who had no idea how she got a cramp in her stomach and was in so much pain.

“Now, let’s go!”

“Then, I’ll go. Ayla?”

Grinning-

They looked at each other, smiled brightly, and started forcibly dragging Aila away.

“Now, wait! Lee Rim, is this Astesia?! It hurts, it hurts! I'm really so fed up?! Arfff... Kyaaa! devil! Demons! Aren’t you Lee Rim and Astesia?! These are the devils who came to drag me away from hell?!”

“Hahahahahahaha...”

“Huhuhuhuhu...”

Afterwards, just as Aila's laughter had rang out a moment ago, this time Aila's screams rang out, but Astesia and I just laughed.

This is good.

I like this atmosphere.

No matter how serious something is, no matter how adversity is expected, it is time to laugh when you smile and enjoy it when you are happy.

So, thinking that I should do my best to continue these days in the future, I walked towards Lihier's parish. Astesia must have been thinking the same thing as me, and she made eye contact with me and held Aila's arm even more. I pulled it vigorously.

“It hurts! At least let’s get rid of the cramps! I'm going to walk with my legs...!!!”

Aila's screams continued to echo until we arrived at Lihier's parish. We stood in front of the parish door for a moment, waiting for Aila's cramp to loosen, and then knocked with all our might on the huge black iron door of Lihier's church, which was tightly closed.

        
            Bang bang bang!

“Are you there?!”

I knock on the black iron door and call out loudly for someone.

As I always feel, the Diocese of Lihier has an unusually gloomy appearance even in the capital.

Of course, that's because the self-reflective atmosphere of the previous Witch Hunters was reflected in the design of the building, and I heard that efforts are being made to make the interior feel bright from the days of the current Witch Hunters and Bishop Setias, the leader of the Church of Lihi.

However, the parish I visited today seemed darker than before, and I was not the only one who felt it.

“... Isn’t something very dark here? It’s like a prison!”

“Uh, dark darkness... Yes. That's my opinion too. I remember it wasn't like this when I visited Lihier's parish before...”

“... That’s right. what? What is this sense of discomfort?”

Ayla, who was seeing the drab walls surrounding the Diocese of Lihi for the first time, said it felt like a prison, and Astesia also said it had never felt like a prison like this before.

I also remember the former diocese of Lihier.

After finishing our work in the County of Dunpriest, we quickly moved to the capital city of Filia with the power of Astesia, and exchanged farewells with the Witch Hunters of Lihere in front of their parish.

At that time, the Witch Hunters remaining in the parish seemed harmonious as they greeted the Witch Hunters who returned from the fight in the county.

'It looked very warm here at that time.'

Those who stayed and those who returned were seen hugging each other.

When he saw his colleagues with knife marks all over their bodies, including their clothes, he immediately realized that something serious had happened. He responded with a smile when they returned safely, patted their heads, and told them of their hard work.

Up until two generations ago, witch hunters did not talk to each other except about their work as witch hunters, and lived a mechanical life, eating moderately, drinking water, and getting minimal sleep while hunting witches. They showed such a friendly side to each other that it was hard to believe that they went out of their way to do this.

Of course, there was sadness that came with it.

Some people hugged their seriously injured friends with tears in their eyes, while others, upon hearing that the Witch Hunter who shared the same room as them had died, sat down and sobbed, covering their faces.

The sadness that inevitably comes because we have formed such a deep relationship with each other.

As Witch Hunters risk their lives to hunt witches and work for the prosperity of their parish, death is a familiar neighbor that can always come, and that neighbor reaches out to not only them but also their close friends whenever they see an opportunity.

So, cherishing someone also means that there is a possibility of losing someone.

But still, it seemed very familiar to me.

The way people asked each other how they were doing resembled that of our church.

Although the people of Lihier have different origins than us and do not intend to break away from the shackles of being witch hunters, the change in perception that has occurred over two generations has at least helped the church's witch hunters become more familiar with each other. This is because we have reached a point where we come to regard each other as precious beings like family.

“So, when I first saw Lehier’s Parish, I thought it was a pitch-black building, but I didn’t feel that it was gloomy...”

However, that was just an impression of the parish of Lehire that we had most recently witnessed, and the parish in front of the three of us now had a gloomy atmosphere that felt completely different from the parish of the time.

And we quickly found out why.

click!

“... Huh?”

Kakakakakakang!

“Ugh... my ears hurt!”

A pitch-black barrier right next to the huge iron gate.

A part of the wall opened like a window with a sharp screeching sound that made Aila plug her ears with her fingers, and someone answered our call from inside, pretending to be human with only their eyes visible.

“Sorry, but the parish is not accepting people today. So please postpone your visit until next time... Huh?”

However, the person who could only see eyes looked at me, Astesia, and Aela in turn, and spoke words that seemed to have been memorized in advance, then turned their head towards me again and opened their eyes wide.

“D, the bishop of the Deshade Church?!”

“Ah, yes. He is a bishop of the Deshade Church. As you said.”

“Now, wait a minute... No, but today is a day when outsiders are not allowed in... No? Still, the members of the Deshade Church cannot necessarily be called outsiders...”

“... He’s a very restless person!”

“Sin, sorry! ... I'll open it right away!”

The window was extremely small, so I could only see the other person's eyes, but the voice was clearly a woman's, and to begin with, it was said that only female Witch Hunters lived inside the Lehi Church parish, and when I listened to the person on the other side responding to us, it turned out that the other person was a witch hunter from the Lehi Church. was certain.

The Witch Hunter was staring at me like that, wondering if I should open the door, or if I should still open it since today is a day when the parish does not accept outsiders.

In the end, her face turned red when Eila said honestly that she looked very distracted while talking to herself and gibbering, and at the same time, perhaps realizing that she shouldn't do that, she made up her mind and opened the hidden door on the outer wall where there was a window visible only to her eyes. .

Gigigigigigigi-

“... It wasn't a wall?”

“Ah, yes. It's a side door. sorry. As I said earlier today, the main gate is closed because we are not receiving visitors to the parish... so I have no choice but to guide you through this gate. Please understand. ah! Please keep the story about this door a secret from others...!”

“No. I am grateful that you thought about our denomination and did not just dismiss it as an outsider. And, of course, I will keep quiet about the secret door. So, over there...”

“... Ah, yes! It is called Witch Hunter Karbarebit.”

“Yes. Witch Hunter Karbarebit. Thank you so much.”

“Oh, no...”

It occurred to me too late, but I remembered that the main gate of Lehier Parish is almost always wide open.

'Should I say always rather than almost all the time? I think I once heard that since it is in the middle of the capital, people who pray in the early morning are also accepted.'

On the other hand, today the main door, which was always wide open, was closed tightly, and the window next to the entrance was usually always open, but even that window was closed and the magic lights above the door were all turned off, which combined with the overall feeling of darkness. It seems that I felt that the atmosphere was dark and not like the scenery of Lihi that I knew.

“So... would it be okay if I guide you to the parish priest?”

“Yes. Please.”

So, we were lucky enough to be able to go inside without being blocked at the door, thanks to a location hunter who was waiting near the front door and was not used to serving guests.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Tototototalk-

Stop!

...

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Tototototalk-

Stop!

...

'You walk very fast.'

While I was receiving guidance, I felt like I needed to make a correction.

The witch hunter who guided us was someone who stayed inside the parish and seemed to have never served guests before. He may have been someone who was originally in charge of work outside the parish, but he walked ahead at a fast pace and stopped along the way to see us. I was repeating the process of waiting for it to come.

So, even though I was wondering if I should do that, I was afraid that if I made a mistake and the Witch Hunter in front of us would forget where he was guiding us and go somewhere, I started a conversation and asked questions to maintain an appropriate distance to exchange stories with each other.

“What is happening in the parish today? I can't see all the other Witch Hunters either.”

Then, the Witch Hunter who had been asked a question by me began to pace with us in order to answer my question.

“Ah, yes. In fact, everyone is currently gathered at the church by order of the diocese. They said there was an important announcement.”

“You locked the front door to make an announcement?”

“Yes. It seemed like a very important story. So, to prevent guests coming in from outside from hearing the story while passing by, the parish priest told me to close the door and closed it...”

“... Close then?”

“Well, that... Please don’t say it?”

“... Ah, yes.”

“Well, before the front door closed, I was squatting in front of the front door with snacks I bought from the store in front of me... and secretly eating them.”

“““......”””

We were momentarily speechless at the Witch Hunter's words.

And when I saw that there were still crumbs on her cheek, I knew I had interrupted her quite happy time.

“... Ah, yes. I won't say it. Yes...”

“Really? Please keep it a secret!”

“Yes. Don’t just keep it a secret.”

A witch hunter who is lucky.

Still, it's okay because I think it's cute at this level.

'It's definitely not bad. Is this the atmosphere in the diocese that Bishop Setias wanted to create?'

What comes to mind when I look at that is the head of the parish, Setias, and the previous head of the parish, Arsena.

Can we say that we work tirelessly day and night to protect the parish?

These are people who have created the current atmosphere of the diocese by serving the diocese day and night and living a life with almost no personal life.

As I continued to think quietly, it occurred to me that the previous parish priest, Arcena, was eventually captured by a witch and died in revenge, and that Bishop Setias was also planning to leave the diocese in the near future due to marriage talks with the Rugal Church.

So, the thought that occurred to me was that the parish priest may or may not have talked about marriage to the people in his parish by now, even though quite a bit of time has passed since then.

With that thought in mind, I turned to the side and Astesia made eye contact with me as if she was thinking the same thing.

'Maybe we haven't talked about it yet?'

'That's why the diocese looks so gloomy. When the Vicar of Setias said that he had an announcement to make by gathering all the Witch Hunters, isn't that what he meant?'

'... No way. If that's really the case, we've come at a very bad time...'

Astesia and I were exchanging opinions with anxious eyes, while Witch Hunter and Aela, who were caught in the middle, were walking toward the church with incomprehensible looks in their eyes.

Quang!

“What does that mean?! Marriage talks with Rugal?!”

“... Oh, shit. Was the prediction correct?”

“Well, I see... I guess it really came at a bad time.”

The moment we arrived at the church and were about to look inside, we heard someone's bloody voice coming from the church and the sound of something being smashed.

        
            I don't know what it's like now, but when I went to college in the past, I had an interview and was told that there might be expected questions asking me to talk about my strengths and weaknesses.

And overall, the correct answer to the pros and cons question is to strongly assert what you consider to be your strengths, and also say what your weaknesses are, and answer that you are clearly aware of them and are in the process of improving them.

However, the shortcomings that come out of that kind of story are usually the kind of shortcomings that can be improved, and the shortcomings I have, let alone improving, seem to be linked to something fateful.

I think my fatal flaw is that I am always unlucky.

'As Feria pointed out, covering things like paprika is not an allergy, so I'd say it's a disadvantage that can be corrected through willpower. But really, how do I fix the disadvantage of being unlucky?'

I'm not lucky.

And I was aware of that to some extent, and people around me, including Feria, were telling me the same thing, so I realized that I was very unlucky compared to others.

But this is impossible to fix.

If it were a game, it might be a problem if you wrap an item with “luck” written on it.

However, because this place, including my life, is reality as it is, 'luck' is the same concept as 'coincidence', and if you think about the words of the dragon Curios that you met in Rugal long ago, you will live in a world where all things in the world and will are intertwined. I once heard that coincidences do not exist and only ‘inevitability’ exists.

'That means that all the things I thought I had experienced because of bad luck were in fact inevitable and fates I had to go through. Isn't that too bullshit?'

So I didn't really want to admit it, but honestly, if I were to just list out the things that happened today, it would be too mentally draining to sum it up in just one word, 'I was unlucky', so it could definitely be called inevitable at this level. I think these are worthwhile things.

That's right, my church and I are still busy with the Red Fudge side's heresy trial, even though it's been a while since the work at Ars Magna ended, and just today, I was able to interview Princess Camellia in a strange situation, so I really wanted to know what she wanted. It wasn't enough that I received an order from the princess to go to the elf forest without getting anything, so I stopped by Lihier's parish and came at a time when the head of the church, Setias, told the witch hunters about his marriage with Rugal, causing confusion.

Quang!

“What does that mean?! Marriage talks with Rugal?!”

So after that, we were intimidated by the loud noise in the church, so we looked inside from the entrance of the church together with the witch hunter Karbarebit who was guiding us, and we were able to see everything about how the situation was going.

“Marriage talk? In Rugal? Is that also one of the three heroes, Parasig, the Feudal King?!”

“... Ingrid. Please sit down.”

“No! I can't sit! I need to protest this! What were you thinking when you decided such an important matter on your own? Bishop!”

“What were you thinking when you decided to do something like this on your own... Ingrid? I am the parish priest. And that is the parish priest who is currently leading this Lehier denomination as the representative of all of you. I have the right to make my own judgment and decision regarding diplomatic transactions to improve relations with other denominations. Of course, this is a conversation between myself and nothing else. If what Rugal wanted was not me but other people among you, I might have closely asked him if he was willing to accept Rugal's proposal, and then asked everyone else's opinions again. However, this marriage talk was only for me and not for anyone else. And I also serve as the head of the diocese. So, this was an issue where there would be no problem if you thought about it yourself and made your own decision.”

“So.so...! It would have been great if they had brought this up in advance so that everyone could think about it together! This is a wedding conversation that started more than a month ago?! Why didn’t you tell us that until now?!”

“... Why didn't you tell me until now? I don't know why you're asking me. I think Ingrid would know that well, wouldn’t you? The world calls it an arranged marriage. And in such talks, which are close to a transactional act to improve relations between the two forces, usually announcing to the public that an offer has been made to the other denomination officially means that both denominations have already exchanged opinions on what each other wants in advance. This is the story of when marriage talks had finally progressed to the point where it was difficult for both denominations to agree. Even if Ingrid was not interested in the affairs of the diocese, she would have heard of these things often since she lived in the capital.”

...Paddeuk!

“... Yes. I know that much.”

“And the current story about my marriage to Parasig, the Fetish King of the Rugal Church, is in the previous stage, the stage before the official announcement, and it was possible for the marriage talk to be rejected or the marriage request to be withdrawn at any time. In particular, since this marriage talk was proposed by the Rugal Church to strengthen the relationship between Lihi and Rugal against the Red Fudge Church, the situation, the changes in the religious views of each church, and the situation between this kingdom union and our empire are similar. It was a request for marriage that could easily be influenced by various sources, such as sudden changes in diplomatic relations with other ethnic groups and countries. So, although I have sent Rugal a response approving the marriage talks, I think this is a proposal that can be withdrawn at any time depending on the circumstances, so I think I should refrain from telling you all rashly until a proper decision is made. After some time, I was finally able to bring up the story.”

“But... Even though you are the head of the diocese, haven't you asked us and answered most of the important issues related to the prosperity of the diocese? Why wasn’t it done in this case?”

“Haaa... Ingrid. What I've been talking about up until now was my answer to Ingrid's question, but I don't know why you don't understand what I'm saying.”

A large number of witch hunters are gathered inside the church, and Ingrid is standing up and looking straight at Setias.

And the pitch-black church chair carved from igneous rock on which she was sitting was split in half, as if Ingrid had smashed it with her arm.

Meanwhile, we entered the church quietly, making as little noise as possible. Everyone, including Ingrid, was looking towards the front where Bishop Setias was, so only Bishop Setias was able to witness our entry.

“...!”

Then, the parish priest, who soon discovered us, looked at me and widened his eyes for a moment.

In a way, it is natural to have such a reaction.

This is the one who was rude.

They suddenly invaded the parish without any warning, and the Witch Hunter next to us, Witch Hunter Karbalevit, who knew nothing about how to treat outsiders, treated us, as outsiders who suddenly visited the parish, with the Church of Lihi. They led me in a straight line to a church where a meeting was being held to announce important information that could be considered confidential.

“... Whew-”

Still, Setias sighed with relief, probably thinking that it was fortunate that the people who entered the church were us, not others, and that we had already known about the marriage conversation between the parish priest and Rugal directly through her more than a month ago. I exhaled and answered Ingrid’s words.

“... Ingrid. Taboos are meant to be destroyed. Of course, I may have made a mistake. However, you cannot back out of a decision that has already been made. Dozens of letters have already been exchanged with Rugal on this matter. I know that we are not at the stage where we can cancel marriage talks anymore, and that is why I have finally announced to you all that I am marrying.”

OK,

...chuuk-

“...”

Ingrid lowered her head.

'...I'm shaking.'

She is angry and sad.

“Fane... It’s Fane.”

“... It's time to get married. Please do not say anything that will cause trouble between you and Rugal. Ingrid.”

“Parish... Are you really going to marry Fein, Setias?”

“... So haven’t you said it before?”

“It’s not just a fein either. This guy is a hero, not a monster. Don't you know? Fae King Parasig looks like a monster whose blood you can't even tell what kind of insect it is mixed with.”

“... Stop. Ingrid.”

“Are you going to get involved with a guy like that? What would conceive a child that might not even be born? Are you going to have sex and make love with a disgusting, dog-like bug?”

“... Ingrid!!!”

“Haha, hahahaha...! That, look at that! Even Setias can't bear to answer, can't he?! That must be because you secretly hate it! So, send a letter right now to reject such marriage talks! It's not too late! There is no need to marry that bug just to save the parish!”

Again! Again! Again! Again!

match!

Stumble-

thud!

“...!!!”

Ingrid, who was lowering her head and letting out an angry voice, would have heard Setias approaching if she had been calm.

However, Ingrid was so angry that she was only spewing out what she wanted to say, so without even realizing it, she continued to speak ill of the Queen until the Bishop of Setias approached her. She was slapped hard enough by Setias that the sunglasses she was wearing flew off, and she fell to the floor. After falling down, I finally raised my head.

“It’s me...!!! I didn't do this without thinking...!!!”

Afterwards, Setias looked down at her with an angry face, but with sad eyes similar to Ingrid's.

“...”

“...”

The silence continued like that for a long time.

Everyone focused their attention on the two people.

And Ingrid couldn't bear it and chose to leave.

“...”

Click.

“... Cool your head and come back. Ingrid.”

“...”

“... Please come back.”

“... I understand.”

Ingrid, who had picked up her sunglasses, got up and tried to go out, but after answering the vicar's repeatedly asking her not to go too far and to turn back, she barely took a step.

However, Ingrid tried to leave the church with slumped shoulders and-

“...!”

Startle!

I was startled when I found Astesia and Aela leaning against the wall next to the entrance, but then I came to my senses and went outside.

“... Well then, I will end this position for now.”

Next, Setias dispersed the Witch Hunters and approached us to formally greet us.

“... It’s been a while since I saw you. Bishop. Holy woman. And...”

“... Ah, I'm Aila.”

“... Aila is accompanying you.”

“... Then, let’s talk in a different location. About why you all from Leven suddenly visited our parish.”

Setias left the Witch Hunters clearing up the chaotic atmosphere and led me to his room.

        
            Before leaving the diocese, I had two things to do in the capital that Feria had strongly advised me to do.

One was to meet Princess Camellia, and the other was to stop by the Diocese of the Lehi Church. What these two things have in common is that Princess Camellia and the Lehi Church are the heresy against Astesia that the Red Purge is planning to refer to this time. The point is that they are the opponents from whom the greatest assistance to the referee can be expected.

I failed to get Princess Camellia's help.

The expression “failure” is probably correct.

When Princess Camellia and I met and just started talking, Camellia refused me, giving me reasons that I could only understand why she could not side with me and our church in this heresy judgment, but the next suggestion was, If I promised to be Princess Camellia's only Mortis, I would break my promise to Xian to help us, but this time I refused.

'However, the princess's proposal was too burdensome.'

However, I had no choice but to unconditionally reject Camellia's offer.

More precisely, what Camellia said about asking me to become her Mortis is that the Mortis that I have had so far and the Mortis that Princess Camellia's changed eyes want me to have are not looking at the same thing. Because of this, I rejected her offer because I thought that if I accepted it, I would become distant from the people around me in my parish, Leven.

so-

Since the three of us, to be precise, I can't ask for more support from Princess Camellia for this heresy judgment, which was something I came to the capital to solve, there is no longer an opponent with deep ties to our church who can immediately seek help in the capital. There was only the Lehi Church.

Still, I was confident that the Lehi Church would not reject our offer, unlike Princess Camellia.

It can be said that Lehier and we have a close relationship because of the Dunpriest County and Hygge matters.

In fact, the Witch Hunters who were in the church a little while ago were a little busy as they all bowed their heads, smiled, and greeted us politely as they left the church as soon as Setias lifted the call.

Even though Ingrid and Bishop Setias were having a rough argument and a heavy atmosphere was hanging over the church, they were able to smile and greet us like that. They have seen many terrible scenes against witches on a regular basis, so their mental strength is strong. I wondered if it was possible to show something like that.

Anyway, after waiting quietly until the momentary commotion at the parish of Lihier, who came to ask for help for the second time after Princess Camellia, passed, I moved separately with the parish priest Setias, who said he would lead me to his room, and Astesia and Ale. Ra is being treated by Abinizer and Lyudmila, witch hunters with dark blue hair who have seen each other several times before.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak- Ttogak-

However, as I continued walking through the dark parish of Lihier, following Setias, who was leading the parish ahead of me, I felt something strange.

'what? Didn't you clearly say a little while ago that you would be guided to your room?'

Setias is taking me somewhere, saying that since his office is currently a mess, we can talk somewhere else, in his own room.

After thinking about it later, I realized that Bishop Setias' office was a mess and I had to take him to his room, but that didn't mean there was any need for Eila and Astesia to be separated from me.

However, the parish priest skillfully and naturally asked the two Witch Hunters, Avenger and Lyudmila, who remained in the church until all the other Witch Hunters had left, to take care of Astesia and Aela, guests who had come to the parish, and they also did her natural thing. Due to his attitude, he moved separately from us and split up to take the two of us with him.

So, the place I am currently walking is a side road that goes deeper into the cult, passing the buildings that appear to be the Witch Hunters' quarters surrounding the church. I am probably being guided towards Lihier's huge clock tower, which can be seen from anywhere in the capital city of Filia. I thought it was in progress.

So, out of anxiety, I turned to the vicar's back and asked if I had taken a wrong turn.

“Hey... Bishop Setias?”

“Why are you doing that?”

“Didn’t you say a little while ago that you were going to lead me to the vicar’s room?”

“... Yes. It was like that.”

“By the way, didn’t you just pass by the accommodation?”

“... I see.”

'what? 'So you did?'

However, the answer that came back was somewhat unsatisfactory.

So, I wondered if Setias was still guiding me in a daze because of the aftermath of his fight with Ingrid.

If that's the case, I can understand.

However, looking at the subsequent attitude of the parish president, it seemed like that was not the case.

“... It doesn’t matter.”

“Yes?”

“... I see. I said I would show you to my room, but it occurred to me later that it would not be a good idea to receive official guests in a private room, so I am moving the location. Don't worry. Judging from your sudden arrival, it is clear that you have come to talk about something important, so wouldn't it be better to talk in a quiet place and a place where no one can interrupt you?”

“Ah, yes. That's true, but...”

From the looks of it, the excuse she came up with was clearly one she just came up with.

It seems that the vicar had no intention of showing me to his room from the beginning.

But then, I wonder if there is any need to lie like that.

'what? Did I do something wrong?'

Afterwards, even though I spoke to her several times from behind, the vicar responded and never turned her head back and kept walking forward, so I had no choice but to follow her quietly.

'...Is there a lot to think about?'

So, I wondered if it was because the vicar was thinking over the stories from before.

As expected, she is the head of a diocese called Lihier, and is in charge of the general manager of the Lihier denomination, which is currently in decline but is still clearly regarded as one of the three spiritual pillars of the empire.

So, rather than simply saying that the vicar was shocked that Ingrid, who normally has a calm, easy-going, and reserved personality, got so angry at what he said, perhaps he made a big mistake to make Ingrid so angry. A prediction about what you may be thinking about.

Although I am not her, I am not a witch hunter, and I am a complete outsider from the Lehi Church's perspective, and I heard the previous story from the middle of the argument, I was confident that I could fully guess what she was thinking.

perhaps.

Indeed, if he had consulted with other Witch Hunters early on, he could have taken matters into his own hands regarding the marriage talks that were secretly passed down from Rugal and obtained as much as he could from Rugal to prosper the diocese and take on the position of bishop. After putting it down, I regret that the story may have progressed in a different direction than the ending where I go to Rugal as the bride of the Fetal King Parasig.

By putting their heads together, Ingrid and other Witch Hunters may be able to come up with a new solution that cannot be achieved with their own hardened minds, which are only about punishing witches and prospering the Diocese of Lehire, and a future in which they can continue to remain in the diocese. Regret for not having done so.

Perhaps because she was thinking that way, she was unable to properly respond to what I was talking to, which was her current state, at least based on what she had seen a little while ago.

Soon enough, the conversation was completely cut off, and Bishop Setias and I entered the covered outdoor corridor leading to the clock tower, each with our own thoughts in mind.

“Bishop Lee Lim.”

“... Ah, yes.”

In an uncomfortable atmosphere, I thought that if Ingrid had been able to help Bishop Setias early on, the marriage talk between her and Rugal could have led to a different result, so I answered late, and the Bishop did not care much about it. Without writing anything, he continued speaking with his eyes fixed on the entrance to the clock tower visible in the distance ahead.

“Nowadays, Lihi is entering an unprecedented opportunity for prosperity.”

“... Yes.”

“Thanks to the Bishop's help for us at Dawn Priest, Lehier was able to announce our comeback to many sponsors who had not been able to raise their heads up until now.”

“I see.”

“These are not empty words. The bishop has always been at the center of who we are today. If the bishop had not solved the problem of Baphomet, the witch's knight, in Hygge, the black fog that protected the witches would have forever hindered us from tracking them down, and will that lead to the search for the witch who was hiding in the County of Dun Priest? There wouldn't have been a map.”

Before we knew it, we had reached the entrance to the clock tower.

... Jangle!

Crash.

Kirilik.

Click!

The vicar stopped talking, stood in front of him, and opened the door of the clock tower with the key. What he saw inside was a surprisingly large library.

'Oh, now that I think about it, I think Raines said before that the inside of Lehier's clock tower doubles as a warehouse and library.'

For a moment, I was mesmerized by the sight of such a huge library.

“Let’s go in.”

“Yes.”

This time, the vicar stood next to me, and as we started walking between the huge bookshelves inside the clock tower, Setias spoke again.

“At Dawn Priest, we again asked the bishop for help, and he gladly accepted it.”

“... To say that I accepted it was because it was the princess's order.”

“No. Of course, since the bishop is Princess Camellia's knight, you may think that he had no choice but to follow the princess's orders, but the bishop never once let go of tension in the county. That was the same for all of you in the bishop's church, and thanks to that, we were able to relatively quickly find out that the Count family had become corrupted and joined hands with the Unholy King, and by defeating them all at once -

The result was that we were able to bring judgment on the witch we were tracking down.”

Throbbing-

And when I came to a short intersection in a hallway lined with bookshelves, I couldn't help but feel a little prickly at the words of the parish president.

The parish priest believes that I have clearly brought justice to the witch Forastero even in the dire situation of the Dunpriest County.

But the reality is-

The truth that I could not bear to tell her was that I had saved the life of a witch who had shown hostility towards us while holding her stomach, which had swelled to the limit, and was in labor pains.

        
            Work in the County of Dunpriest.

It all started when a witch being pursued by the Church of Lihere hid in the church behind the sanctuary of the Framework, also known as the Unholy King, a high-level demon in the County of Dun Priest.

The witch who had gone into hiding in the church immediately adjacent to the sanctuary was in a situation where Rehero could not catch her unless the devil's sanctuary was somehow damaged.

So, Lihier asked Princess Camellia to support me, her sword, and she accepted.

Of course, that's only from Lehier's perspective.

In fact, Camellia was also able to recognize the existence of the county because there was a rumor from Rehero that a witch was hiding in the county and someone asked her to inspect the Dunpriest county, and at the same time she told me to investigate it, Camellia said that the county was there. Thinking that they had been deliberately concealing their existence, they ordered the assassination of the head of the family.

That's how I was able to arrive at Ambrosia, the Dunpriest County, with Lehier.

What greeted me and the witch hunters of the Church of Lihere were none other than the people of the Dunpriest family who were planning to rebel against the imperial family, who had escaped harassment from other demons by turning into believers who served the framework, a high-ranking demon located in the county. A series of battles in which the by-products of the foreign press hidden in the basement of the Yeongju Castle and even the puppet master Mabel got involved.

And just before the chaos in the county began in earnest-

Two witches who each made their own wishes to me at the time.

One was the Blue Rose Witch, and the other was Vicar Setias, who is right next to me.

So, along with the Blue Rose Witch, I had to kill the witch I found inside the burning church in order to fulfill the wish requested by the Bishop of Setias.

However, when I actually defeated the Framework and Lehi was facing the raid of the Count's people, I entered the church and was able to witness the witch. I had no choice but to save the witch and the child she was carrying in her womb. There wasn't.

So what happened at that time was clearly an act of betrayal, considering the favor Setias had asked me, but even now, the vicar was completely unaware of my betrayal and was saying that my help had led to the existence of Lihi today.

“Donations, which had been decreasing, also more than doubled. The number of guests visiting our parish is also increasing again. Above all, family members who previously supported our denomination but became quiet as our denomination declined, have also begun to move again, allowing us to stand out. It is clear that all those who work for the country are people who are loyal to the imperial family, but even within them, there are those who deepen their friendship and keep their distance depending on which denomination they serve.”

There are things like academic ties and local ties.

And in some cases, whether one's religion is the same or different determines one's impression of the other person and determines whether to form a deep relationship or stay away from it, and the same goes for the officials of the imperial family.

'I understand roughly. The imperial castle's officials are largely divided into three groups, each serving the gods of Rugal, Lihere, and Red Purge. The officials who originally supported the Lihi Church have naturally become quiet as Lihi has declined, but this time, Does this mean that they have taken the opportunity and started to gain strength again? If they use their power to give even a little more strength to Lihier, who is showing an upward trend, that will lead to their own power becoming stronger.'

This is clearly a boom period achieved through hard work.

Starting with the previous head of the diocese, Arsena, Lihier managed to survive the sharp decline in the number of witch hunters during the reign of Setias, and began to restore the church thanks to the opportunity of support from the knights of the princess of Camellia.

That's why Feria told me to ask Richer for help after meeting the princess.

“... has arrived.”

And the place where Bishop Setias took me, saying he wanted to tell a secret story, was the witch's library lined up in the clock tower, unnoticed by anyone, and at the end of the most remote hallway.

“...”

Afterwards, Setias went between the tall bookshelves and approached the wall -

...Warrr!

Suddenly, he stuck his arm into the bookshelf and threw the book on the floor in one go.

“Hey, hey... what are you doing-”

“Because you can’t just stand and talk forever. I plan to use it as a substitute for a chair.”

“... Isn’t it a precious book?”

“Precious... The books here are the books of abominable witches that must one day be burned. As of now, we have to use this as bait to call people, so we left it here. This is a place that should not be entered carelessly, but if you are a bishop, you will not have your spirit eroded by looking at the contents or title of the cover.”

The parish priest said that most of the books stored here were found in the witches' abode.

Since it is a book with the contents written by witches themselves, it has to be handled differently from ordinary books. In the past, they used to hold rituals and burn the books on a regular basis, but such events have stopped a long time ago.

thud!

“Now, please sit down.”

Until Setias began to sweep books off the bookshelf one after another and pile them up, I thought it would be uncomfortable to sit on them, but the chair, which was made by stacking books thicker than I expected, was surprisingly comfortable to sit on.

Perhaps the reason is that among the books lying on my ass, there are books with covers that look similar to the fur of animals or magical beasts, or even the skin of other races.

Perhaps that was why Setias suddenly said something to reassure me in passing.

“Please rest assured. Books with covers made of bast were not stacked. There is no need to feel guilty.”

“... At least it is a comforting word. Anyway, thank you for your effort, so let’s sit down.”

To the parish priest, who was sitting across from me between bookshelves that were wider than expected -

He brought up the story that the power of the Lehi Church was needed to fill the inquisition team with people who would support our side in order to fight against the heresy judgment taking place in the Red Purge.

...

...

...

“... Indeed, is that so? That's... something I never thought of.”

“Yes. That's why I came here in such a hurry to get help from the parish priest. I am truly sorry for coming to you suddenly without contacting you.”

“No. it's okay. However, if there was ever a time to expand influence in Red Purge, now would be the time... This will definitely cause problems.”

Bishop Setias, who had calmly explained to me everything that was happening, looked honestly surprised and said it was the first time he had heard this in his life.

It's worth it.

While Red Purge is trying to take advantage of this heresy judgment to take advantage of the rapid growth of the church, Lihere is just beginning to experience a 'recovery period' in the church.

Although Red Fudge has a fatal weakness in that it has little connection with the central nobles, its size is by no means small.

Rather, most of the cities built in rugged places on the outskirts of the empire, like Rugal, serve the Red Purge, and in addition, the different races that have been loyal since the founding of the empire need the help of the Red Purge in order to be recognized as the gods they served and settle down in the border areas of the empire. This happened because there were a lot of cases where I received .

So this is a coincidence of interests.

For now, Lihere, who still has ties with high-ranking nobles in the capital, will be able to strengthen us in this Heresy Judgment and keep the Red Purge in check as it tries to invade the center, and we will also win the Heresy Judgment. If you can, you can pay any price.

Therefore, in order to clearly appease Setias, I said what I thought would work best in the current situation, even though I felt guilty.

“So, Bishop. No, Setias. I have made your wish come true in the Dunpriest County.”

flinch!

“So, I would also like to ask you a favor. I wouldn't say it's the price of a wish. Please consider our relationship and help our denomination. I would appreciate it if you could encourage nobles who have ties to Lihier to attend the heresy interrogation team.”

It is an appeal based on affection, and it is also an implicit expression telling us not to forget grace.

So, if I asked for something like this, I thought that Bishop Setias would naturally grant my request.

“...”

'The time to think is getting a bit long, isn't it?'

However, the parish president's answer did not come out as quickly as expected.

Rather, she continued to look straight into my eyes.

With an expressionless face.

Between the dark bookshelves, relying on the light of a small magic lamp.

She was sitting on a throne made of witches' books, with her hand resting on her chin.

So time passed-

... Flash!

“... Wish.”

“...”

“... promise. What do you mean?”

“...”

That was when the light of the magic lamp that seemed to need additional care between the bookshelf blinked for a moment.

After spitting out the words wish and promise one after another, Vicar Setias started looking straight at me again, and from there-

'...Wait a minute, something's not right about this. It's really bad.'

When I saw the expression on the head of the parish that was similar to the manic expression that Princess Camellia had shown a moment ago, but contained a different emotion from the princess, I felt like I had to leave quickly.

So, without realizing it, I stood up without saying a word and told the parish priest that if he found it difficult to answer our request for help right away, he could answer later, and I thought of ending the conversation and leaving quickly, but-

Swish!

Kwaaang!

Warrr...

“...”

“...”

The vicar quickly got up from his seat, put his arm on the bookshelf right next to my head, so hard that all the books on the other side spilled out, brought his expressionless face close to me, and met mine with his burning six-pointed eyes, giving me an eerie look. said with a voice.

“But the bishop broke his promise to me-

Didn’t you save the witch I asked you to kill?”

        
            The Mortis Empire is the largest nation among the nations founded by pure-blooded humans that originated from a horse's hoof.

Since it is a country with such an origin, other human countries who have not seen the actual appearance of the empire and only heard about its origins initially judge the food culture, especially the drinking culture, of the humans living there as people who enjoy drinking alcohol such as Mayuju. There are a lot.

However, the reason why people who thought that way are now surprised when they arrive at the empire by boat or on a long journey is that the empire is a country whose tea culture has developed beyond imagination.

No matter where you go, unless it is mealtime, you can be served different types of tea, and in particular, the tea culture called 'cafe' is growing in number, starting with the first store called [Kahbehane] that opened in the capital city of Filia. Stores intended for concentrated enjoyment come as a shock to foreigners or people of different races visiting the empire for the first time.

And since it is an empire that accepts various denominations, the empire discovered and announced early on that people who enjoy smoking frequently come to the temple to receive healing magic to cure their illnesses, and from then on, people changed their tastes in food. If I had to choose one, I would be mainly interested in tea culture, which goes beyond enjoying various colors and tastes and allows you to distinguish hundreds of types when you start to delve into scents.

In addition, such tea has a meaning that goes beyond being a simple food of choice.

Being able to enjoy a variety of different types of tea throughout the empire, even in remote areas, not only means that even ordinary citizens accept the peace as their daily life to the point where they can afford to enjoy tea, but also from far away across the sea. The merchants who come to supply tea to the empire through the land route prove that the empire is a good country for doing business because it takes such good care of their convenience, and at the same time, they have confidence that the empire is not a country that will collapse easily, proving to other countries that the empire is a prosperous country. This also leads to widespread publicity.

And, speaking of the small meanings of tea, people who have a particularly deep knowledge of the tea culture enjoyed by many of the people of the empire quickly discover commonalities by discussing their hobbies with each other, even if it is their first meeting. It leads to forming a friendly relationship -

Otherwise, the stiff and gloomy atmosphere can be easily relieved by driving a suitable car.

“...”

“...”

Surprise-

So, in order to break the solemnity of the office, which had remained quiet for about 10 minutes up to this point, Witch Hunter Aniviser tried to relieve the tense atmosphere by deliberately pouring the tea that had been easily brewed in the past few minutes into a teacup.

Click.

“The car is here. Everyone, eat it.”

“Ah, thank you.”

“Thank you!”

“...”

Soon, the teacup that Aniviser had brought was placed in front of Astesia and Aila, and yellow tea, different from the red tea given to the previous two people, was also served to Ingrid.

Red tea is an herbal tea made from the sour-tasting wild rose fruit. In general, it has various health-promoting effects, so it is the most acceptable tea to serve to guests, except that it has a sour taste.

And the yellow tea that was dropped off in front of Ingrid was chamomile that Annie Bizer had personally grown in the flower bed in her room, and that she had given it to Ingrid, who was still excited, in the hope that it would help her calm down a little, and she was not really interested in tea culture. Ingrid, who had no teeth, did not know.

Click.

“Ingrid, take this and come to your senses.”

“...”

“What is the answer?”

flinch!

“... Okay. Thank you.”

Afterwards, until Aniviser put down three teacups on a low table, Ingrid was sitting on a chair with her legs crossed and showing that she was extremely dissatisfied with herself.

However, Ingrid was momentarily frightened when she received Abinizer's sharp gaze, and soon calmed herself down by sitting down with her back pressed against the backrest and taking a sip of the yellow tea.

And because Astesia saw it as an opportunity, she apologized to Ingrid, but in a voice that was too hasty and loud, considering the narrow space inside the guard post where she and Aila were guided. .

“Um, over there... Ingrid!!!”

Startle!

“Ah! Well, that... I'm really sorry...”

Astesia realized that her voice was too loud when she actually apologized, and her voice started out powerfully and made a creeping sound at the end. Ingrid was momentarily startled by her appearance, but soon accepted her apology. I brought it in.

“... No, it's okay. Holy woman. The fact that you all knew about the parish priest's marriage talks in advance is not something you should apologize to me for. This is purely the diocese's fault. yes. Of course.”

However, that was only for a moment.

“Well, I’m sure Bishop Setias also had something in mind, so don’t criticize him too much-”

“... So-! That's what I want to say to the parish priest!”

bang!

“... Ugh!”

“Oh, no, sorry, sorry-”

“ing.that lead!”

“I’m really sorry...”

After accepting Astesia's apology, while talking with her, Ingrid became angry again and slammed the narrow table for a moment. At the angry voice of Abinizer, who was quietly working near the window of the guard post, she arched her neck again. It was

'Hmm... He's the parish president. What is Lee Rim doing now?'

And while Aila was watching the two people, she slowly approached the window of the guard post and looked out.

A little while ago, Aila, along with Astesia, went to a place away from Irim and were guided by Witch Hunters Aniviser and Lyudmila.

The Diocese of Lihier has a huge wall surrounding the diocese, and the wall has five watchtowers built at a distance from each other, and the place where Aila is located is one of the watchtowers.

And at one of those guard posts, Abinizer, the current treasurer of Lihier, is using the guard post as an office where there is no need for a guard, and Eila and Astesia follow the words of Bishop Setias. After being guided to this place by two witch hunters away from Irim, Lyudmila left the tower and headed to the diocese's restaurant to get some snacks to serve to the two of them in addition to tea.

Ingrid, who had been arguing with Bishop Setias in the church before the two of them, was also so angry after being slapped by Setias that she ran out of the church, but when she came out, she had nowhere to go, so she went to the Abbess' office. When he came to the guard post, he happened to meet two people and began to pour out his complaints about the parish priest to Astesia.

Ingrid, who had been venting all of her dissatisfaction for a long time to Bishop Setias, realized belatedly that she had not paid too much attention to Astesia and Eila, and asked why they had come to the parish. come.

“... Oh, sorry. I just said what I had to say. So, everyone from Deshade, what business have you come to our parish for?”

“Oh, that's... actually-”

Afterwards, Aela, who left it entirely to Astesia to talk to Ingrid, who she was not very close with, looked out the window and looked curiously at the dire wolves that had just come out into the yard to get some sunlight from the training grounds, while Astesia calmly looked at them. I told Ingrid the reason I stopped by Lihier.

And, Ingrid, who heard from Astesia that she had been referred to the Red Purge for heresy-

“... Is it real money?”

“Yes, yes?”

He gave an expression of disbelief, even forgetting that he was angry just a moment ago.

“Oh, no. I thought something unexpected was about to happen. That's completely unexpected. I couldn't have guessed that the Red Purge was planning to refer the saintess to judgment for heresy... right? Abby Nigger?”

Crunch Crunch Crunch Crunch-

“... Yes. I don't understand it very well either. At this time, not long after the great purge was carried out throughout the empire by Princess Camellia, the Red Purge suddenly referred members of the Deshade Church to judgment for heresy. I don't think it's something that should be done on time. The Imperial Churches, including the Red Purge, must take on the role of providing spiritual comfort to the people of the Empire, but doing such a thing in the Red Purge right now is actually a result of the people who are still anxious due to a round of great purges. It only makes you more anxious. ... No, maybe this is actually an intermediate step to achieve a certain goal, and it is understandable if Red Purge is using this incident as an excuse to get something.”

“... Uh, I didn't mean to say it with such deep thought. Abbey Neighbor.”

“It’s okay. In the first place, I knew that Ingrid didn't ask the question with such deep thoughts, so what I said a little while ago was meant to be addressed to the saint.”

“No, note, yes...”

Rehero, who was not involved in the incident, had no idea how Red Purge was moving, and Ingrid and Aniviser reacted in the same way as Setias was surprised when he heard Irim's story.

However, that doesn't mean there's nothing the people inside the surveillance post can do.

In the end, it is Bishop Irim's role to formally request help from Lihier, and it is the job of Setias, the head of Lihier's diocese, to decide whether to accept it or not.

Ingrid keeps this major incident a secret from everyone, but she understands that even though she is a spy for Camellia, she is only one of the Witch Hunters within Lihere, so she is judged for heresy by the Red Purge. All she could do was offer words of comfort to Astesia, who had been told she might be referred.

Still, the words Ingrid spoke out to comfort her were filled with the confidence that she had no doubt whatsoever that the Bishop of Setias, whom she knew, would extend a helping hand to the Deshade Church no matter what.

“Then it will be really difficult, but you don't have to worry. Cute saint.”

“Yes? What does that mean?”

“ That’s because the saint has come to our church, and specifically this ‘Lehier’, to ask for help. First of all, our church has had no choice but to remain quiet as the church's situation has not been good, so the nobles and officials who have been providing continuous support to us are also staying quiet within the imperial castle, but now, after the incident with the Earl of Dunpriest, the situation has changed. This has changed a lot since then. As we began to track down the many witches we had been unable to help until now, the nobles who supported our church in the center were able to move around with confidence again. So, if all of those people want to help our denomination and your denomination, they will move with us this time as well. In addition to the revival of the diocese, they will now use their strength in the imperial castle, and as they will be able to speak out and take a strong stand with other officials who have had deep ties to Rugal and other denominations, we will do our best to support your denomination in this heresy judgment. It won't be that difficult to form a force.”

What Ingrid said was true.

At a time when Lihi's decline was being felt directly, the only interaction was to quietly visit the diocese every month and hand over donations, but the Diocese of Lihi was clearly still dominated by the Duke of Theoroi, one of the two major dukes of the empire. It was a denomination that had been supported by, and because it also received quiet support from various prestigious families under the duke's family, the diocese has not disappeared completely and has been maintained until now.

Taking this as an opportunity, the forces connected to the Duke family and the Lehier family have the opportunity to act proudly again in the imperial castle, so long as they enter as jurors who will support the Church of Deshade in this heresy trial. From the Shade Church's point of view, they could not help but feel very grateful for the help of the elite few, now that they were no longer receiving support from Princess Camellia.

“And, if the Bishop and Bishop Setias had met in person, there would be nothing to worry about.”

“Yes? Why is that again?”

“That’s it-”

Apart from the fact that Ingrid had been severely cursing Setias in front of Astesia just a little while ago, Astesia said that people from the Deshade Church had come to the parish to ask for help from the Bishop of Setias regarding this matter. She explained in detail about her personality and why she could be of greater strength to Sianne.

“Our parish priest, Mr. Setias-

Even if it seems like that, he is a person who definitely repays favor with grace, and betrayal is definitely repaid with revenge. Ki kick!”

        
            I must be breaking out in a cold sweat.

Otherwise, the nape of my neck, my back, and my hands would never have felt so damp.

But I couldn't check it.

Setias is looking straight into my eyes.

You shouldn't look away from there.

Let alone looking away, you can't even talk.

However, it should not take too long to answer again.

I had to answer immediately.

In response to Setias' question, why did you break your promise to yourself and 'let the witch live?'

But at the same time, I realized.

I realized it and threw it away.

The timing for an immediate response has already passed, and no matter what I say after this, Setias' answer will be filled with resentment.

No, even before that, from the moment she said those words to me, she had realized that I had given her the right answer and that she had deliberately not given me even a second of grace time.

so-

I decided to use all of her patience as she waited for my short answer to figure out how she realized that I was late in answering, which I should have said on time anyway.

-But didn't the bishop break his promise to me and spare the witch?

'Setias certainly said so. And until now, I thought that Setias had absolutely no idea that I had saved the witch, and now that I think about it again, I can say for sure that I never gave him any evidence or reason to make that fact known. However, despite that, Setias is now convinced that the witch he was chasing in the Dunpriest family is still alive, and he has been interrogating me rather than asking questions about it. So, how on earth did you find out? ... no. no. There is also a possibility that the witch Setias is talking about is actually another witch... No, that's not true either. As expected, the witch Setias is talking about right now is Forastero.'

At first, I had a hopeful thought that the witch Setias was talking about was the Witch of the Blue Rose, another witch who was in the Dunpriest family at the time, but what she had told me earlier was exactly 'broken promise.' At the time I said that, that was absolutely not the case.

So I decided not to turn my eyes away from the truth.

Although it is difficult for me now to guess how she learned the truth, Setias realized that I had clearly broken my promise and did not kill the witch hiding in the burning church.

'... Should I rather catch it and see?'

However, the foolish idea that I thought was a good idea in its own way that came to my head was, anyway, even if Bishop Setias happened to hear from someone that I broke my promise to her and did not kill the witch, it was the witch Foraste, which can be said to be proof itself. Since it is obvious that Setias will never meet again and that there will be nothing that can be called evidence, I think I will put an iron plate on my face and pretend not to know even now.

However, I had no choice but to give up on those thoughts as Bishop Setias soon moved to explain why he led me into the dark corner of the clock tower's bookcases and to show me conclusive evidence.

“...”

“... If you want to remain silent, I'll have to show you the evidence.”

The current location of Setias and I is the corner between the bookshelves located in the 28th row, counting from the main entrance of the clock tower.

There was a badge draped on the wall in the corner where the bookcases were facing each other, so I thought that someone among the Witch Hunters had taken the badge and hung it to decorate the plain and dull corner space, and it was not just me, but the clock tower in general. For guests who stop by the archives on business, it is inevitable that they will think of the insignia hanging in the corner while wandering around the archives, but-

I belatedly noticed that there was another small side door behind it when Bishop Setias lifted the curtain holding a small bundle of keys.

Crash.

I'm sorry.

A small side door barely big enough for one arm to fit through.

After opening it, Setias put his arm deep into it and pulled it out again. In his hand, there was a book that looked like it had been made a long time ago, and she told me its name.

“This is a book called Witchcraft.”

“... I see.”

“And this book not only contains the names of all the witches that exist in this world, but also whether they are alive or not, or the names of the new witches born after inheriting the power of the dead witch.”

“...!”

My eyes couldn't help but widen as I heard about what the book the vicar was holding could do.

Lehere's Witch Hunters.

The Witches of the Blue Rose.

Wandering witches.

A witch's directory with all their names written on it -

[Witchcraft]

That is also an artifact of the reason why the Witch Hunters of Lehire are now able to respond to the birth of a new witch faster than the other two groups in the search for witches, even though their numbers are smaller than the Blue Rose Witch or the Wandering Witch. did.

So Setias, who took out such an artifact and showed it to me-

Churrr!

widely!

He must have memorized the pages in advance, so he opened the book and quickly turned the pages, stopping at a certain point, then pointing his finger at that part of the page and talking to me.

“Here, the name of Forastero, the witch whom the bishop had to kill, is written. Among the witches whose names are written in this Witchcraft, the names of the dead witches should have been crossed out in red, but Forastero's name has not even a dot, let alone a line.”

“...”

It was true.

The name written there is that of the witch Forastero.

Among the names of the witches written in the previous chapter, almost all of them are drawn with a red line, regardless of whether they are Witch Hunters, Wandering Witches, or Blue Rose Witches, meaning that all the witches of the old era are now dead. However, the name of the witch Forastero written on the page Setias showed me, the name of the witch who had to die for me according to my promise to her, was still written in clean black ink.

so,

I could no longer lie to the vicar.

“... That's right. Bishop. The former witch, Forastero, the witch I met in the Dawn Priest County-

I broke my promise to you and definitely saved your life.”

“...!!!”

OK-

Boom!

puck!

‘Ugh-’

Setias shouted as he threw the witchcraft he was holding, an extremely precious item to the current Lihere, at me.

“Well...you admit it well! You betrayed us! After betraying Lehire! You... betrayed me!!!”

“...”

I had nothing to say.

My head was throbbing from being hit by a thick book, but everything she said was true.

Setias screams.

“Yes. You must have had fun. How much joy did you have in deceiving me and Arsena's dreams? Since you've been fighting demons for so long, have you become tainted by them? How much fun did you have playing with me? At that time, I gave up everything and asked you for a favor... but you must have enjoyed it, laughing at my face as I lied to my face and thanked you as if you had made it happen!”

“... That's not it. Bishop Setias-”

Sigh!

Without any time to make an excuse, Setias grabbed my shoulder and pressed down hard.

Her nails dug into my shoulder through the thick clothes, and her distorted face came closer.

“No? If not... why is that? Why did you spare the witch instead of killing her? Why didn't you grant my wish? I have to kill witches in order to survive each day... I want to try so hard to make the dead Arsena's dream come true... If that's not the reason why you trampled on my wish, then what is it...? yes? Please answer...”

“...”

I couldn't take my mouth off.

Because at the time, I moved for complete self-satisfaction.

He is a bishop who must provide salvation to those who seek it, but at the last moment, he only cared about his own salvation.

'... okay. This is definitely karma.'

When I saw a witch holding a child, I couldn't bear to kill her.

So I lied to the two women, the Bishop of Setias and the Blue Rose Witch.

Because of that, until the day I die, I will never regret the scene that almost came out of my dream: a witch and the corpse of the child she was carrying in her womb.

But if you make a choice, you also have to pay the price.

By making that choice, Setias fell into the false illusion I had given her and thought she was qualified to work hard for the diocese once again, and mistakenly thought that she had helped bring the dead Arcena to rest.

He said that he would save those who asked for salvation, but in reality, he chose to give them false happiness and become peaceful himself.

“Bad... bad person...”

“...”

“Son of a bitch... Scum... Cheater...”

“...”

“Fake bishop... devil... male prostitute...”

'No, that's... Oh, shit. after...'

I was moved to tears for a moment, but I stayed quiet because it was a sin I had committed.

Before I knew it, the vicar was digging his nails into my shoulders, pounding his head into my chest repeatedly and spitting out curses.

like that,

A long time passed, and I accepted all of her swearing and violence without making any excuses.

“...”

Sniff!

It seems like he even burst into tears without realizing it.

After sniffling once, Setias stood up, looked down at me as I fell among the collapsed witch's books, and said with cold eyes.

“... It would be better if I burned to death along with those abominable things.”

“...”

That's it, a curse sent to me by a woman named Setias, who is not the parish priest.

“...”

Kuuk-

Setias picked up his hat that had fallen on the floor, put it on his head, turned his back to me, and went back to the rectory and spoke.

“... The work of this heresy judgment. We will provide assistance to the Deshade Church. Lehi is a denomination that does not forget grace.”

“...”

“ Considering the help the Deshade denomination has given to our denomination so far, we must help you no matter what the adverse conditions may be. I swore to myself that I would do so, and everyone in the church agreed.”

“... Thank you.”

“But it would have been nice if you had realized at the time, not now, that the favors we had received so far were mixed with the false rewards you had been hiding... I feel so sorry for that.”

“...”

They say that ball is ball and life is life, but it was difficult for her now to completely distinguish between the two.

Setias, a cold-hearted man who later returned, said that he would ask all the nobles with connections to Lihi to participate in the heresy interrogation and side with our church.

“... I will do that, but you can leave first, Bishop. I will stay here a little longer and then leave.”

“... I understand.”

And she told me to go out of the clock tower first to calm down my swollen eyelids.

But even for a moment,

“...and-”

“...?”

Setias called me over and said the final dagger to my heart.

“... Bishop Lee Lim.”

“... Yes.”

“This is the end for you and me. Anyway, I won't have to meet you in public or private anymore.”

“... So, since the parish priest has no choice but to leave for Rugal due to marriage talks?”

“Yes. So, so... I'd like to ask you a favor. Since you betrayed me, I hope you will listen to this much.”

“... What kind of request do you mean?”

“From now on, I don't care if you dislike me, but I hope that the relationship between our denomination and the next bishop... will be maintained as is, separate from this incident.”

“...!”

Despite being betrayed, Setias told me to continue my relationship with Lihier and to help me become the next bishop.

That was a testament to how much she cared for the diocese, and it meant how desperately it was her wish that she had cried out to me while hiding behind the tent in Count Dunpriest.

So I,

“... I understand.”

“Please, please.”

“... Yes.”

“... Thank you.”

I left the clock tower, responding to the greeting from the woman who was blind because I was wearing a hat.

... Paaaa!

“... It's so bright.”

After being inside the dark clock tower, I came out and the gloomy sky over the Lehier Parish felt bright to me even though the sunlight was not that strong. Feeling like a sinner, I returned to everyone after getting what I wanted from Bishop Setias.

        
            Ssuksssh...

Ssssuk!

Wow...

Whilick!

container!

The brush that had been fluttering wildly on the table with the birch tree pattern on it finished drawing a finish on the paper and was placed cheerfully on the inkstone.

Afterwards, Sian put the paper aside for a moment to wait for the letter's ink to dry. Although he closed the window in the room, he pressed down the paper with a brass paperweight to prevent it from folding due to someone passing by.

Slurp-

Slurp-

Sarah-

Cook- Cook- Cook-

Then she folded the perfectly dry paper she had written on before twice lengthwise at the familiar intervals, placed it neatly in three folds on the stationery, and then pushed it to the side and said,

“Knot. Angela. This is a letter to Even Marie's daughter.”

“I understand. Which side should I use to send it?”

“There is no need to rush to Ibn Marie, so all we need to do is arrange for it to arrive in the hands of the knights belonging to our church.”

When Xian hands over the letter, the priestess waiting next to him accepts it.

The woman in the red priest's attire took the letter to the next table, put a few drops of red candle, which was melting away for a while, a little darker than the clothes she was wearing, on the opening of the envelope, sealed it, and took it out. I went out.

From now on, the letter will be sent through the hands of the Knights of the Journey to Viscount Even-Marie, who has a connection with the Red Fudge, but does not have a very deep relationship with it.

The content written inside the letter should only be seen by members of the Ibn Marie family.

So, if you think about it normally, it is a bit difficult to send letters through the hands of people who had no connection to the church before, and who only lightly served the gods of the Red Purge Church and caught the eye of the church's cardinals and signed a contract as a knight-errant. You may feel anxious.

First of all, since knights of pilgrimage are basically wanderers, they often go unnoticed for a long time by the family or religious order that supports them, and in some cases, if they feel that they are being treated poorly by the group or religious order that supports them, they join other families. There are people who work as double agents between religious denominations and leak the contents of these important letters.

However, although that was a possibility, neither did Priestess Angela, who had been ordered to send the letter to Xian in the hands of knights belonging to the church, and Xian was not worried about it at all.

“Then Liu Dian. This is a letter addressed to the Viscounty of Even Marie, so please be kind to me.”

“... Honorary name.”

The Red Purge is a denomination with the strongest internal solidarity among other denominations.

Everyone in the church loves their parish to the extent that they are willing to sacrifice everything, including their passion, sincerity, and heart, and even their bodies, just for the sake of their church.

Compared to the Holy Knights of Rugal, who demonstrate fanatical combat power by advocating the unity and equality of all different races, it is another form of cuteness.

If the total number of knights supported by the Red Purge Church is 100, about 80 of them are-

Although he could have become a regular knight belonging to the church, he gave up that path and willingly disguised himself as a knight-errant for the sake of the church's prosperity, traveling around the empire to collect information and inspect the church's branches in the outer regions of the empire. They are the ‘dark swords’ that do this.

And all of those dark swords were used in a holy war called the 'Civil War of Silence'. At the age of 9, Xian, who was called the Saint of Charity and later the Saint of Lust, tried to bring down the Tsar of the time, Amor, and killed her followers by beheading her. Knights belonging to the church who watched everything being cut down.

Even if some of them end up no one in the church remembering their names, if the Tsar gives the order, they will even abandon their status as knight-errants, their only connection to the church, and pick up their swords for the assassination of someone whose inevitable self-destruction will follow. They are also loyal dark swords that are even prepared to be pulled out.

Therefore, the Red Fudge Church is a church that shows a strong sense of solidarity, with everyone in the church loving their church so much that even Princess Camellia could not plant a spy inside the church.

Therefore, Xian had no doubt that the letter that left his hand would reach Viscounty through the hand of one of the sect's knights, and in addition, in the letter that left the diocese in Liu Dian's hand a little while ago, Xian had Since I wrote a story saying that I would recommend Even Marie's daughter, who was currently too focused on magical research and missed the right time to get married, to be the lord of the tower in a city near Red Fudge Parish, from then on, Viscount Even Marie's family will receive compensation in the future. There was no doubt that they would promise to send their family head as a member of the jury for the upcoming heresy inquisition.

“Completely. I heard from someone at some point that it is called Kanpeki in Iketer? ... Anyway, next was the Silver Sky Earl family. Hmm... what would the Count family want?”

Soon, Xian came up with a list of nobles who could be appeased by actively using the power of the current parish, and began to think of things he would like to do based on their families or personal circumstances.

And Hir'em was watching Xian's appearance while sitting at the desk opposite the saints' common office.

'Hmm... I never thought I'd see Sian making that kind of expression in my lifetime.'

The place where the two are now is the common office of the saints.

Originally, this was a meeting place created so that six saints belonging to the church could meet and talk at the same time, but in the first place, the saints of the Red Purge Church were not very interested in each other due to their own circumstances or personal characteristics.

So, today was Hirem's first time coming to this place located in the Red Purge, and Hirem also heard from someone that Saint Xian was using this public office as a command center for a plan to appease the inquisitors of this Heresy Judgment. If not, there would have been no future events.

'I don't understand it any more than that. I said I would take the initiative to punish heresy, but what on earth is Xian trying to achieve by helping me so faithfully?'

So, the reason why Hirem, who had been quietly staying in his place until now, except for going outside the church once in a while after the wish ceremony, came to visit Xian, who was completely occupying the public office -

The heresy judgment she was thinking of was just a bluff to bring Bishop Lee Rim to her church, but with Saint Xian actively helping her at will, it seemed like a plan that could be realized so quickly and gradually. This is because it started to take effect.

'This... is not good. It's not good. The heresy judgment I was thinking of was originally just a plan to pressure Bishop Lee Lim to come to me by simply spreading rumors of a heresy judgment, but in reality, I had no intention of using the weapon of heresy judgment. If things continue like this, a judgment of heresy might really be opened because of Xian.'

It felt like the problem was really getting bigger.

In fact, Hirem had no intention of actually opening the Heresy Judgment.

All she wanted was to invite Lee Rim to her parish.

Hirem wanted to spend more time with Irim.

The first friend I made.

The person who held his hand for the first time.

Such Irim created in Hirem, who had never had a friend, a desire to stay by his side as much as possible at all costs.

However, the harsh reality is that Hirem himself is a person who sits in the position of a saint of a religious order, and Irim is also a bishop of a religious order, and is also a knight of Princess Camellia, who can be said to be the actual power of the empire.

As it was, it was a great thing in itself for two people to meet alone, so it was natural for nobles who reacted sensitively to changes in the situation to pay close attention to each meeting.

Therefore, Hir'em has always pursued a radical plan in order to somehow have a meeting with Irim, so he acted cautiously this time, acting in an action that was called self-righteousness and a seizure in the eyes of other members of the church, and referred him to heresy judgment. He planned to make Lee Rim come to him by making passive moves to do so.

'So, only Xian and I know about this incident, and I was planning to spread the rumor slowly and little by little to some of the other nobles so that it only reaches the ears of Bishop Lee Lim, who accepts Trickster as a member of the diocese... Xian. 'Xian has acted on his own and things have become too big now.'

However, as originally planned, Hir'em only told a few nobles about the referral to the Heresy Judgment, and the rumor only reached the Tricksters, so that the rumor could reach the Church of Deshade.

By doing so, Hir'em predicted that the people of the Deshade Church who heard about her plan would move to prevent the people of the Deshade Church from referring them to heresy judgment in order to protect their saint, Astesia, and this plan was originally her prediction. If things had gone as planned, the Deshade Church's first priority would have been to send Bishop Irim, who had the deepest relationship with Saint Hirem, to the Red Purge to appease the saint herself.

'To that end, it was good to obtain solid evidence, proof that the demon saint of the Deshade Church possessed the magic power of Asmodeus... but I never thought that the consultation with Xian to obtain that would end up like this. .'

However, what made everything go wrong was the existence of Saint Xian, who was claiming to be Hirem's helper behind Hiruem's back.

So the problem started to grow.

More than Hirem wanted.

To the point where Hirem is becoming more and more difficult to touch.

Because of Sian, who somehow actively wanted to help her behind the scenes.

and-

As things progressed further than she expected, the Church of Deshade had to give priority to recruiting Red Purge to catch up with him, rather than hastily sending Bishop Irim to find Hirem. The meeting with Lee Rim that I wanted was not possible.

“...”

Squeak-

Squeak-

Squeak-

... Ta-ta-tak!

Grumbling-

In the end, Hir'em got so annoyed with him that he tore the report in his hand into small pieces, creating a spark that set it on fire.

“... Okay. It can't be helped. If you don't want to make time to talk to me, I just need to talk to you first.”

Grumble-

And now, regardless of whether Xian looked busy or not, at first she had no intention of disturbing her, so she waited until it was time for a break. Even though she continued to watch, Xian did not seem to have any intention of taking a break, so she had no intention of resting with the Red Purge Church any longer. Before more letters were sent in her name to recruit nobles who would side with the church in the upcoming heresy judgment, she decided to tell him why she had come to Xian and stood up.

        
            Hirem Brigade, the Saint of the Red Purge.

And Hirem Brigade, who is called the Saint of Destruction.

As a member of the Cheonik Sect, she controlled lightning, so people, even those of the same sect, did not want to come into contact with her.

So Hir'em, who has no one she can call a friend, has grown into a person who can fulfill her role as a saint well, as Red Purge intended, and while taking all of her duties as a saint seriously, she has also developed her own personality in the meantime. I have been living my life legally discharging stress by showing it as it is.

At least he could have alleviated this to some extent by having a hobby that allowed him to feel more joy than he could have imagined, such as gambling, but that hobby was so extreme that Hirem himself almost destroyed several cities under the direct control of the church, so from then on. He went through a period of discipline and self-reflection, and his only hobby, gambling, was eventually restricted.

Then, she happened to meet Lee Rim, the bishop of the Deshade Church, a new religious order in the empire, at a knight's festival held in Rugal.

Hir'em was interested in Irim, the bishop who would not die even if he died, and all he showed was interest in the aspects that Hir'em originally had in Irim.

however.

There, something happened that made Hirem surprised.

Hirem knew that even if Irim died, he would not die.

However, she thought that that was all and that in the end, there is no one who is not afraid of death, so Lee Rim was just a slightly special person and not someone she would have a deep connection with.

However, Irim took the first action to grab the hand of Hirem, who was planning to have some fun by gambling at the knight's festival held in Rugal, and he appeared to be fine even after being hit by his own lightning.

Therefore, even though Hirem was struck by his own lightning, he appears to be regaining consciousness in a healthy state, unlike the enemies of the empire, who reached the conclusion that anyone hit by the lightning scattered by Cheonikjong would be completely burned to the ground. I was surprised once when I saw this, and I was surprised again that despite going through such a lot, Irim actually held his hand to appease his anger at Aleph, Rugal's Paladin Lord.

So Hirem was soon surprised in a different way.

To be precise, my heart started pounding.

When I thought about it, it was the first time someone held my hand.

Everyone was afraid of her because the lightning she scatters as a member of the Red Purge Church is the greatest firepower that can be given to enemies who threaten the security of the empire and the church.

Most people thought that if they held her hand, they would be instantly killed by lightning, so everyone kept a certain distance from Hirem and did not try to come closer than necessary.

So, Hirem holding hands with Irim was the first time in her life.

and-

It was not only the first and last opportunity in Hirem's life to hold hands with another person, but Irim held his hand several more times after that.

Until now, people around her have never come closer than a certain distance because they are afraid of the lightning she scatters, but Lee Rim even got hit by her own lightning once, but as if that was okay, he shook her hand without hesitation first. As it came.

So, for Hir’em, that is an unforgettable promise.

Therefore, Irim's promise to Hirem that he would be his gambling friend was a big event with a deep meaning, no different from someone else saying that he would be his first friend for the first time in Hirem's life.

So after that, Hirem wanted to meet and talk with Irim again.

And this time, I wanted to have fun and treat each other like friends.

but.

That was Hirem's only thought, and after that, nothing went as Hirem wanted.

Hir'em, who returned to the parish, used the gate to meet Irim again and headed to the parish where he lived before the wish ceremony.

However, only a few days later, priests from the church asked him to quickly return to the diocese, and Hirem had no choice but to reluctantly comply.

So, during the wishing ceremony, Hir'em sent an invitation to Bishop Lee Rim to the Church of Deshade, but the reply came back with the reply that Lee Rim was currently absent.

So Hirem got angry.

All he wants to do is have fun talking and playing with Bishop Lee Rim, who became his first friend.

Not only did everything in the world come together to prevent the two from doing that, but even the opportunities that did arise were not successful because Lee Rim left to run errands somewhere whenever he wanted.

So, Hirem tried to get Irim to come to him by pretending to refer Astesia, a saint from the Deshade Church, who had only been thinking about it in his head, to heresy judgment.

but.

Another problem that arose there.

Hirem was just trying to get Irim to come to the diocese to appease him by spreading a rumor that he might refer Astesia, a saint of his church, to heresy because he had to meet him for sure. This all went wrong because of Xian, who was next to him and began to proceed with the heresy judgment against Astesia, a saint of the Deshaid Church, who he had only mentioned briefly.

Therefore, Hirem had to stop Xian somehow, so he came directly to Xian's command room, where he was currently working to form a heresy interrogation group on his own terms.

“... Hey, Cyan?”

“... It's sweet. Saint Hirem. What's going on? Hirem, if everything were as it was, now would be the time to look at government affairs. I know you will be especially busy today as you have to review reports from the 4th Legion and the Plague Knights.”

“No. Well, you look really busy.”

Hir'em tries to talk to him, but Sian doesn't look into her eyes and continues with his work.

Actually, what Xian said is correct.

The tasks that Hir'em handles are the progress of purification work from the Plague Knights on behalf of the Margrave stationed on the border adjacent to the Red Purge, the Imperial Army's 4th Legion, and the Plague Holy Maiden, who is difficult to leave without permission.

On the other hand, Xian's job is to clean up the corruption of the priests within the Red Purge and steadily maintain relationships with the nobles who are deeply connected behind the scenes. Her job is to lay the foundation for the Red Purge to advance into the center of the empire at any time. It was work.

Therefore, the task of judging heresy and organizing the inquisition is entirely up to Xian, and that is why Xian has just sent a letter to the Silver Sky Count saying that he will help the Count family absorb the power of the Sohan Knights, whose position as Knight Commander is vacant. It was right after.

So Hirem-

I couldn't wait any longer to stop the draft.

“... Cyan.”

“Caution. I'm listening. Hirem.”

“Stop everything right now.”

Pop.

As soon as he said those words, Xian’s brush stopped moving.

However, her eyes were still looking down at the paper.

“... What is that sound?”

“It’s true. What you are doing now. Stop forming interrogation teams.”

“... Disagreement. I don't understand.”

Kuuk.

As Xian's hand stopped, the brush he held spread ink on the letter, creating a huge dot.

It was exactly like that.

What Hir'em wanted to do was create a small stain on Irim's white clothes and meet Irim, who came to see him because he was uncomfortable with it. He did not want to make him show hostility by spreading more and more unbearable stains on his white clothes.

“cyan. What I asked you to help me with was to collect evidence that Saint Astesia can wield the power of the great devil, and to gather small-mouthed nobles and superiors so that the Church of Deshade could be tempted to refer them for heresy. All I wanted to do was introduce a few people. But now, I don’t know why you, Xian, are trying to pursue this more actively than me.”

“You don’t know, why don’t you know? This is a great opportunity for our denomination to advance to the center. The position of president of the Metallurgical Association was vacant, and the Winged Knights of Sohan, a valuable force, lost their leader and collapsed. Moreover, now that the priests in the iron cage have destroyed themselves, our church has captured many of those who support our church amidst the central aristocratic forces that side with Rugal, including Lihier and the Margrave, who have occupied the capital. This is your chance to put it in. Isn’t this what Hir’em wanted?”

“The answer is absolutely no. What I was trying to do wasn't this grand plan. I simply spread rumors about the condemnation of heresy to the Deshade denomination, warned them, and called Bishop Lee Lim to our denomination -”

It was at that time when Hirem was trying to persuade Sian, barely holding back the tension in the back of his neck while getting irritated.

Click.

“Are you saying that you made this plan because you thought it would end if you called him out and played around with Bishop Lee Rim?”

“...”

Instead, Sian placed the brush on the inkstone and completely removed his hand, then looked straight into the eyes of Hirem, who had come up to his table, and said,

“Jinki. I hope you come to your senses. Saint Hirem. Hirem said, 'Shall we try it?' I guess you think about it and think it's something you can cancel depending on your mood, saying, 'Oh, I shouldn't do it.' no. When someone utters the accusation of heresy, everyone has no choice but to pay attention and become nervous. Hir’em probably doesn’t know the fear and weight of judgment for heresy, right?”

“... I know. I know, but-!”

“The number of families that disappeared as a result of the past three heresy trials was as many as 30, and the number of people involved and purged exceeded 10,000. Of course, during the first heresy judgment, those who survived being consumed by excessive heat, those who made the judgment, and those who passed on the incident to later generations also belatedly acknowledged that the heresy judgment at the time had plunged everyone into too much madness. However, even after that, two heresy judgments eventually occurred. And each time, the empire set up a separate inquisition team to ensure a more fair verdict in each heresy trial, and bills were submitted several times to establish standards for the number and qualifications of the inquisition team. After review, it has been drafted.”

“...”

“Contemplation. Meanwhile, this was the fourth heresy judgment in the history of the empire. Everyone has no doubt that this heresy judgment will be the most subjective and fair judgment made, and that this heresy judgment will become a standardized foundation for the future heresy judgment system.”

The work was already beyond Hirem's control.

Due to Xian's rapid movement, opinions and transactions regarding the intention to participate in the Heresy Inquisition were constantly coming and going, starting with the nobles who had a deep relationship with the Red Purge, and now, in this Heresy Judgment, the Red Purge Church was defeated. At that moment, the church inevitably ends up losing the trust of the noble families who supported it without doubting their absolute victory.

“... Saint Hirem.”

“...”

Quick!

Therefore, Hirem had no choice but to grit his teeth and listen to Sian's last words as she heard Sian's quiet voice calling him.

“You may have thought of this as just an opportunity to interact with Bishop Lee Lim, but to me, this seems like a great opportunity for the denomination. We saints have a duty to work hard for the empire, for the church, and for the prosperity of all, and I just did not want to let go of the best opportunity I had in my hands to fulfill that duty.”

“... I guess so.”

“So, Hirem, I would like to ask you to cooperate closely as the initiator in trying to exclude a saint who dares to wield the power of the devil, especially the great devil, as a judge of heresy for the sake of us and the empire.◦# ◦

“... Who do you think would help you in this situation-!”

“For your information, this was only possible to this extent because the Tsar also gave permission to do his best.”

“...!!!”

Although Hirem could not stop the progress of the work, he did not want to cooperate further than this.

However, Hir'em opened his eyes wide when he heard the words from Xian's mouth that it had even been approved by the Pope of the Red Purge Church, and Xian answered her with a look of truth.

“... Farewell. Because of that, I have to leave again, so I'll just leave.”

Afterwards, Sian left.

And Hirem pondered her words,

chew,

After chewing again-

...dismissal!

Startle!

The moment Angela, the priestess who had just returned from sending a letter under Hirem's orders, entered the office -

Flash!

Crrr!!!

Hirem's red lightning shattered the ceiling of the office, devastating the interior of the office.

“... Sigh-”

Rattling rattling...

When Hirem opened her eyes after a burst of anger, she saw a priestess trembling before her eyes.

When she saw that, she thought about apologizing for a moment, but she just stayed silent, thinking that this priestess was also the one who helped Xian's command and made the situation progress so quickly that it could not be undone.

This was the moment when Hirem passed Angela, who was sitting on the floor, and left the office with complicated feelings.

“Holholholholholhol... It looks like there's something you don't like about it. Holy woman.”

“Sir- ... Cardinal.”

As soon as Hir'em left the office, he met a priest with a white beard that reached down to the navel area, and the identity of the priest was-

“If your mind is complicated, this Komondor. Although I am a cardinal now, I will reminisce about old times and listen to your concerns as a teacher.”

He was the current second-ranking cardinal of the Red Purge, and in the past, he was Cardinal Comondor, who was in charge of educating this generation of saints.

“... But, is it okay? Cardinal.”

“As much as you want. Listening to your concerns is the reason I am still alive.”

“... Even jokes that go too far can make the atmosphere tense.”

“Of course, I didn’t know that Hir’em likes jokes like this. Hehehehe...”

“... When are you talking about enemies?”

Hirem's face showed the discomfort that he had not yet been able to shake off even after meeting the cardinal, but when he saw the old man who had kindly served as his teacher when he was young, he smiled and sighed without realizing it.

“So, what are you worried about?”

“That's actually... what's going on in the diocese right now...”

“Routine?”

“... This is a concern related to a friend of mine from another denomination.”

“Hmm... I see. Friends...”

“...”

“Then, since this is going to be a long story, shall we move on and talk about it?”

“... Yes. I understand.”

Afterwards, Hirem and Cardinal Komondor wandered around the Red Purge and found a quiet confessional, where Hirem took the time to tell the cardinal about all his concerns -

...

...

...

“... Are you really okay with that?”

“It’s okay. Didn't Hirem clearly say that Bishop Irim is a friend of the saint? So, if you made a mistake with your friend and you want to make up for it... you have to do something like that.”

“... I understand.”

Through the advice and assistance he received through the cardinal's consultation, Hirem resolved to have a chance to meet Irim as soon as possible.

        
            Chrrr!

Kiiing-

Before my eyes, a huge black iron door opens wide with a clanging sound.

A gate with the same sombre color and design as the exterior wall surrounding the diocese, corresponding to the main gate of the Diocese of Lehire.

Even though the door was wide open and the lively scenery of the capital city came into view again, I somehow did not feel relieved.

“... Then, let’s go.”

Of course, that didn't change the fact that I had to leave the Diocese of Lihere, so I turned around and said hello to the several Witch Hunters who came out to see me off.

Then the Witch Hunters looked at me and responded with bright faces, putting their hands on their chests and taking off their hats.

“The priests of Lord Lihier look forward to the return visit of their close friend.”

“... Thank you.”

A greeting expressing clear goodwill.

That's why my conscience was pricked even more when I saw people smiling brightly until we disappeared from sight, and even coming out to the threshold of the iron gate and waving at Astesia and Aila to see them off.

“... Phew-”

“... What's wrong? Lee Rim? Didn’t the job end well?”

“... Did we even talk about something that wasn't very good?”

Thanks to this, as soon as I entered the alley where I couldn't see Lihier's parish, I sighed, and Astesia and Eila became worried.

“... Ugh. no. The story ended well. Bishop Setias said that he would provide support to anyone who could join the heresy inquisition team in Lihi.”

“But why is your expression like that? So isn’t that a good thing?”

“...”

They become even more worried when they see my depressed expression even though the work was completed well.

'Okay, the story ended well. The story related to the Heresy Inquisition.'

Can not help it.

You have to accept it.

First of all, this will be the last time Setias does anything as the head of the diocese.

After the support for our church is completed and the Heresy Judgment incident has passed, Setias will probably leave for Rugal.

Because I promised to get married.

He received a proposal from Rugal to form an alliance through marriage for the purpose of opposing the Red Purge, and after receiving various benefits and gifts that would benefit the diocese, he accepted it, so Setias Erian, the bishop of Lihier, became Rugal's third party. Marrying one of the heroes, Fare King Parasig, has now become an unavoidable task.

'Especially as a result of this Heresy Judgment, I realized that Red Purge had been secretly planning to advance to the center even though it seemed to have been quiet for a while. As a Rehero, I will have to get closer to Rugal in order to keep Red Purge in check.'

She also received a confirmation from me, so even if Bishop Setias stepped down, the next Bishop and Lehi would still maintain a close relationship with our church, so she had nothing to worry about.

Rather, it makes you think that all the thoughts she was thinking about and all the work she could do for the diocese until her retirement were completed so successfully that there was nothing more she could do.

But so I.

Then I wonder what will happen to Setias.

Setias was betrayed by me and even made the choice to almost sell himself to Rugal for the future of the diocese.

She wanted to avenge Arsena's death by eliminating as many witches as possible as long as she remained as head of the diocese, but she realized that I had betrayed her.

So she was angry and sad.

And that version of her was also something I created.

He had sworn to grant her wish and thought he had to save her, but in the end he did the unforgivable act of showing her a lie.

“... Just- Yeah. The mood was a little bad because of what happened in the county before.”

“Huh? What does that mean?”

“... Ho, by any chance - did the parish priest find out the truth about the story about the witch?!”

“Ugh...”

“Why? What? What are you two talking about?”

In the end, I told the truth about what had happened a little while ago in front of Astesia and Eila, and Eila, who knew nothing and was not particularly interested in these things even though we had talked about it before, could not understand what we were saying. While I couldn't understand, Astesia tried to comfort me.

“Still, the good thing is that since it was a personal request, Bishop Setias took it as a separate hatred and said that he would help us as the Bishop of Lihier from now on...”

“... I feel uncomfortable.”

“Honestly, yes.”

Then, after Aila had roughly grasped the context of the conversation, she joined the conversation.

“Uhm... I don’t know what it is, but you’re saying it was a fight with the parish president?”

“Yes.”

“Can’t there be reconciliation? Did you come after a big fight?”

“It may be impossible. Because I was almost treated like an enemy.”

“Really? Ugh... since you're treated like an enemy, that must be difficult!”

Aila is someone who often fights with Hwarim.

Even though the frequency has decreased these days, there are still times when she shows up and gets scolded by Hwa-rim, and when Hwa-rim says something harsh, Aila gets upset and goes for a walk in the forest, and when she comes back in the evening, she relaxes.

And is it because I have that kind of experience?

Aila gave me advice that reminded me of her and Hwarim's case.

“But Lee Rim. Then did you apologize on the spot?”

“Huh? Apple?”

“Yes! If you made a mistake that made you feel like an enemy, you should apologize on the spot so that the other person will be angry enough to get angry, and in the end, they will begrudgingly forgive you!”

“In that case, I would have apologized too- ... No, no. I can't say I apologized for that. huh. All I did was simply accept the vicar's anger at me without saying a word.”

“That’s it! No, that's not true... You can't just accept my anger like that! When Hwarim, who is strong, realizes that she made a mistake first, she clearly apologizes, and when I stay still because I am a bit angry, Hwarim comes closer and apologizes to me again and again!”

“... Huh? Hwarim said that? Aila, you didn't do that to Hwarim? I've never seen or heard anything like that?”

“... Of course, most of the time, I apologize to Hwarim like that, but sometimes, when Hwarim made a mistake that is clearly visible to anyone, Hwarim also comes close to me, holds my hand, and makes sure I can't run away, and then apologizes sincerely. Have you ever apologized? In addition, Hwarim tries not to tell others about the time when she was alone with me, and I know that Hwarim has sincerely apologized, so I haven't said anything like that since then, so Irim has no choice but to not know! ”

“Umm...”

After listening to Aila, I thought back in detail about my actions at the clock tower.

apologize.

Certainly, I did not apologize to Setias.

Of course, from the beginning, I thought that I had no right to say anything, and that she wouldn't accept it even if I apologized, so I thought that if I poured out my anger, I could just accept it as I poured out.

but,

That's just my opinion.

'... Oh my, did I make a mistake again?'

In the end, my actions at the time, accepting all of her anger and just staying quiet, may have been understandable to me, but from Setias's perspective, it may have been completely different.

To her, it must have felt like another betrayal.

I said I would save you, but now that my lie has been discovered, I just keep silent and look shameless.

She apologized and said she was sorry over and over again, and it was a lie that was visible to her eyes. In fact, she expected me to tell her that it was okay if it was a lie to try to get out of that moment, so from then on, she would live her life fulfilling her wishes, getting revenge, and making her wishes come true. may have been doing it.

Only then will Setias feel that I am truly accepting his anger, and by receiving an apology, his anger will have been diluted even a little.

In addition, I felt it even more strongly because Eila muttered to herself a story about an acquaintance from my hometown that I had never heard of before.

“... Actually, it's because I've experienced it all. Long ago, when I was still young, I was Leila-”

“... Leila?”

“Oh, there was an elf born a little later than me, called Layla? At the time, she was the only one my age, so I played with her often. Even if I made a mistake and made her cry, I didn't apologize and just comforted her when she cried. Now that I think about it, I shouldn't have done that and I should have definitely apologized...”

“... Really?”

“Yes. Well... Anyway, I was trying to tell you that I also had that experience, but I guess it wasn't particularly helpful in the current situation. ...Eight! What do you know! It's all in the past now! So, even if Lee Rim can't help but make mistakes already, he's thinking about doing better next time!”

Ayla's advice was written as a story about an elf with a similar name to Ayla, who I thought was a friend or childhood friend of hers when she was briefly in her hometown, the Elven Forest, but I found her advice very painful. Since I came here, I decided to listen carefully.

“... Yes. That's right. This really is something I can only say was a mistake. But now that the moment has already passed, there is nothing I can do about it. So, next time... the next time I meet the parish president, I will definitely-”

So, I thought that the next time I meet Setias, I should set up a private meeting and apologize firmly, but-

“ Lee, Lee Lim...”

“... Ah.”

From the way Astesia, who was next to me, looked at me, I read that there was a high probability that there would be no more next time, so I couldn't help but be dazed again.

'... Oh, shit. 'You did something stupid.'

So, regret enveloped me again.

I'm a person whose motto is to make the best judgment and act at every moment, but I don't know why I behaved like that towards Setias.

Is it Yu Hae-jin, or is it released, or is it-

One woman named Setias thought that it was enough to use her and call it a day, to the point where you didn't even know she had become a piece of trash.

“... Sigh-”

“...”

“...”

like that,

The feeling of regret was so severe that I could no longer walk. I was leaning back against a nearby alley, covering my eyes with my palms, and trying to relieve the heat from my face.

... Boom!

Parrr...

“Do you have any worries?”

“!!!”

Slam!

“Oh, put away your weapon. This is in the city? And it's not anywhere else but Mortis, the capital of the empire, right?”

A 'blue rose' exploded in the sky in the alley we were in and its petals began to flutter, and then someone appeared in front of us.

        
            blue.

I heard that blue is the color that most people prefer among various colors, perhaps because it is a color that makes people feel peaceful.

At the same time, blue is also used to express the blueness of the sea and sky, and if I think about the various fragmented information about blue that I have in my head, blue not only makes a person's mind calm, but also subtly arouses sexual excitement. It is said that blue is a color that evokes emotions, but in fact, it is said that blue is the color that symbolizes men, but in ancient times, it was the color that symbolized women and was associated with virginity and chastity, so in the case of icon paintings of the Virgin Mary, she is often seen wearing blue cloth. .

The information that comes to mind one after another is that in order to make paint a color that can be called true blue, lapis lazuli had to be ground and made, so it costs a ridiculous amount of money.

So, when blue rose leaves exploded in the sky above the alley where I, Astesia, and Eila had entered, many thoughts came to mind.

Blue roses.

Can we call it Blue Rose?

As soon as I saw the fluttering blue rose petals, which could not be said to be clear but rather a deep blue, I was immediately impressed with the feeling of beauty.

But at the same time-

Our bodies immediately tensed and we felt repulsed by the abnormal phenomenon.

That's right, the blue rose is a rose that, at least as far as I know, does not exist in the natural ecosystem.

So, the word came to be accompanied by the concept of mystery, and mystery is something that can be felt in the sense of hope blooming on the cliff at the end of the hill that the adventurer who passed through the rugged canyon reached. Even though countless humans are coming and going here now and not carrying weapons, Because this concept of mystery is completely unnecessary in Philia, the capital of the empire where one must feel as peaceful as possible -

The concept is similar to the ‘unknown’.

fluttering-

Parrr-

Blue roses, the meaning and intention of which are unknown, flutter before us.

It is blown high by the wind, then rotates, flutters left and right, and falls.

Talk.

... crackling-

And one of those rose leaves fell right in front of my feet, and the moment I trampled it with the heel of my military boot to prove that it was real and not an illusion, we moved on to the next thought.

This rose is a real rose.

At the same time, the blue rose is a rose that does not actually exist.

That means that the blue roses fluttering before our eyes are roses that do not exist naturally in the first place, and are either dyed roses or magically dyed their own petals blue during the flowering process. It can be said to be the result of being forced to do so.

'Who is it?'

Also, this means that the fact that this blue rose appeared in front of us could be seen as someone's intelligence, who must have taken artificial measures to create the blue rose, unfolding this scene to let us know of its existence.

'what? Blue rose? Who the hell-'

So, after tensing up my body and mobilizing all my senses to catch the slight tremor of the magic flow immediately after using the magic floating in the air, I opened my eyes wide and continued with the thought that we must be wary of someone who was interfering with us. -

...Sleep-

Soon, the visual information that came directly into my mind through the body organ called the eyes made me realize that the person who appeared hiding himself behind the blue rose petals was wearing an overall blue outfit.

“Do you have any worries?”

“!!!”

Soon, while we were momentarily distracted by the blue rose, someone took advantage of the confusion to quietly appear in front of us and speak to us, and we responded immediately.

Slam!

I held the magic sword in my hand, and Aila quickly drew out her white sword and aimed it at the opponent. Astesia confirmed the retreat route and at the same time, rose petals fluttering around us made a small fire to prevent them from coming closer to us. It created black holes and made them disappear.

Then, upon seeing our immediate reaction, the other person expressed admiration in his words and at the same time revealed that he had no hostility towards us.

“Oh, put away your weapon. This is in the city? And it's not anywhere else but Mortis, the capital of the empire, right?”

In this way, the being that hides its appearance in the unknown has let us know that it is harmless.

However, the intention was impure.

At the point when the other person appeared in front of us in an unusual way, she had already broken the implicit safe zone rule of the imperial capital, so we should immediately respond and suspect the other person's intentions. It was natural for him to draw a weapon and try to protect himself.

However, apart from that, insufficient information is gathered into the mind one after another through the sense organs throughout the body at every moment, and among the information obtained in this way, one piece of information matches one of the past memories stored in my head. I remembered something.

'This is definitely a voice I've heard before. Who is it? ... no way-'

Soon, the auditory information gathered in my head pulled out experiences with similar voices from a corner of my memory storage, and I realized that the voice I had heard a little while ago was a voice I had heard before.

“... Are you Sirian by any chance?”

“Oh my, did you remember my name? Then thank you very much. that's right. It's Sirian.”

The alley in front of our eyes was still filled with greenery, and as soon as I called out the name of the owner of the voice that came to me from my memory, the fluttering rose petals settled down and the witch appeared.

“It’s been a while. Bishop of the Deshade Church. This is our first meeting since the ball held in the previous castle, right? So this will be our second meeting.”

That's how Siran, the leader of the Blue Rose Witches, appeared.

You say gothic and lolita?

The little witch wearing a blue gothic outfit was not alone.

“...”

Nodding-

Beside her was a tall woman whom we had seen earlier at the banquet held in the castle, and Sirian spoke to us, still holding her hand as tightly as he had then.

“Actually. Although Sirian didn't mean to, there was something he saw. So, I came down for a moment because I wanted to ask the bishop something. What did you talk about with the hot-tempered vicar of Lehier? I'm a little curious about Sirian.”

“You saw it?”

“Yes. To be more precise, I should say that I only witnessed the bishop and the diocese leaving the clock tower. The bishop came out first and then the parish president. Did they fight?”

I couldn't understand the witch's words for a moment.

Lehire's parish is surrounded by a huge outer wall, and until today, the parish was not prepared to accept any outside guests.

Siran knew that it was such a diocese that I entered the clock tower with the vicar, but I came out first, separately.

And Siran seemed to have already known that the moment she said those words, I would wonder how she could have witnessed him and Bishop Setias, and with a smug look on his face, he naturally began to steer the conversation towards himself. .

“Are you curious? How was I able to see the bishop and Setias?”

“... I can't help but wonder.”

“Then, let’s start by solving this before it leads to unnecessary misunderstandings?”

Soon, Sirian, the Blue Rose Witch, turned her head away from me, who was giving me a suspicious look, and then snapped her finger at the woman next to her.

OK-

Sreuk-

“...”

A quiet blonde woman, today, unlike the previous ball, she was not wearing a dress, but a silver armor similar to Tipsy Biblio, who was seen at the count's house before, and bowed -

Phew!

“Now, wait a minute. Suddenly what-”

... BOP!

“Thank you. Dominica.”

side!

Siran put his hand between her breasts, took out a small object, and gave the woman a brief kiss on the cheek.

“To clear up the misunderstanding, I need to take out some medicine. It's eye drops. If you want to see something interesting, put a drop of this in your eyes.”

Soon, the blonde woman blushed for a moment, took the eye drops from Sirian's hand, and handed them over to us -

“...”

“... Is it okay? huh? I guess so? Lee Rim?”

“Well, I’m a little worried...”

As I was looking suspiciously at the eye drops in the transparent glass bottle, Ayla and Astesia became worried.

Siran gave us one last word of reassurance.

“Don’t worry. That's Siran's special dish. It's harmless to the body. What should we do first, let the two of us use it and then hand it over?”

“... Okay. Let’s try it once.”

There was no need to doubt.

Sir'an first asked if she was thinking of pulling out a weapon in an alley in the capital of the empire, and she said this because she herself implicitly thought that was an unreasonable thing to do.

That said, I think that the eye drops that Sirian gave us are some kind of trap or that we will never do anything-

... Again!

'Ugh.'

Flash! Flash!

I put a drop of eye drop in each eye and blinked.

Sigh-

Seeing that, Sirian smiled, thanking her for trusting him, and soon Aila and Astesia also put eye drops in their eyes and blinked.

“If you put it all in, your head may hurt, but try looking up a little.”

That's when we put eye drops in our eyes and started blinking at the sky for a moment.

“... Huh?”

“... Huh? Ugh? Ehhhh?!”

“... Huh? Is that... a castle?”

The eye drops may have been something that took effect a bit late, but after about 10 seconds, we felt our eyes brighten, and at the same time, what came into our field of vision was-

Whiuuu...

It was an enormous floating castle floating in the sky of Philia, above the imperial capital, with the clouds that had been quietly floating there until the medicine was added, lightly disturbed.

Perfect!

Siran, who informed the three of us of the existence of the floating castle that had been hidden by magic, snapped his fingers to draw our attention back to himself -

“Then- That is Brocken, the sky castle where we Blue Rose Witches live. It's a long-awaited opportunity. Why don't we have some tea and talk?”

Sir'an invited us to a witch's tea party held in Broken, a castle in the sky.

        
            The Witches of the Blue Rose.

These people are clearly witches, but they are witches whose existence has been recognized by the royal family.

It's different from Lehier.

Lihere's Witch Hunters are also witches, but to be exact, they are people who still engrave the rules of Lihere into their bodies and minds, putting their witch nature to rest.

They are still the believers who wake up every morning, pray, sing hymns, and express gratitude to the Lord at every meal.

Therefore, they suppressed their instincts according to the rules of the given Lihere and called themselves witch hunters. Among the priests of the old Lihere, they betrayed the given Lihere and sent several demons to the earth and left the church. are witch hunters who have been tracking, capturing, and punishing descendants of a lineage called 'witches' for years.

But not the Blue Rose Witch.

Their existence is only acknowledged by the royal family, but because they are descendants of the witches who betrayed Lihier in the past, they do not pray to Lihier and just sleep lazily, and instead of singing songs praising God, they only hum a lullaby containing incantations. , They are a group of witches who are no different from wandering witches, who suddenly remember something they want to do one day and do it without caring about any damage they may cause to those around them in order to achieve it.

Of course, the Blue Rose Witches are witches who strictly follow the lines, so their existence has been recognized by the royal family.

Witches belonging to the Witches of the Blue Rose are like ordinary citizens of the empire, if they have something they want, they have to give up their own money to buy it, and even if they desperately want to do something, they do not do it to others, more precisely to the people of the same empire. If they do something that could cause harm, they are stopped by their leader, Sir'an, and if they try, they are then sanctioned.

So, although the Blue Rose Witches are witches, they are witches who know how to control themselves to a certain degree, so they are witches whose existence is recognized by the Steyer royal family.

Also, that's why, from the Witch Hunters' point of view, the Blue Rose Witches are beings whose existence has been acknowledged by the royal family, so they can't hunt them reluctantly and can't do anything other than growl when they encounter them.

So, when a ball was held in the old imperial castle to celebrate the victory of the demon Baphomet, who had built a sanctuary in Hygge and was sleeping within it, the Vicar of Setias told me to stay away from the Witches of the Blue Rose. I have been doing it.

However, unlike him, Siran, the leader of the Blue Rose Witches, said that he and Lihier wanted to bridge the deep gap between them and live in harmony, which made me feel that the temperature difference between the two groups was extreme. .

so.

When it comes to contact between me and the Witches of the Blue Rose, there are only two encounters.

One is that I had a brief conversation with Sir'an, the leader of the group I remembered a while ago, at a ball held in the castle, and the other is that I met Tipsy Biblio and Snooze Biblio, two members of the Blue Rose Witches, in the County of Dunpriest. .

Other than those things, my current state is that I don't know anything in detail about these Blue Rose Witches.

'... No, no. 'I know one thing.'

However, after hearing that Sirian was inviting us to his residence, something suddenly occurred to me.

'It's because I remembered it too late. This is an unforgettable memory. Reigns said it before. Rootknit Treecat, a witch who kidnapped them and performed experiments on them. That witch had a teacher-like existence, and the witch's teacher and tutor who was related to Raines was none other than Sirian.'

As I quickly repeated the name Siran in my head over and over again, another memory related to him came to mind.

Siren Erdenthal Etica.

She is the head of the Blue Rose Witches, and at the same time -

He is also a potential target of revenge for Reigns.

And just as we had just left Lehire's parish, she invited us to come and have a cup of tea.

“... Is there anything you’re reluctant to do? Oh, is it because you're scared of our castle floating high in the sky? That's okay. Broken won't fall no matter what happens. It's not flying in the first place. Because it is a concept that is being pulled somewhere.”

Sirian understood that the reason we were afraid to climb the castle was because we were overwhelmed by the majesty of Brocken, the skystar floating high above the empire.

And after receiving her invitation, I made a quick decision.

“... Okay. If this is a long-awaited opportunity, let’s grab it.”

“Hehe. I'm glad. I've suffered the humiliation of having my offer to you rejected in front of many people before, and I was worried that it would happen again this time.”

“... As for what happened at the dance, I remember that it was a self-sufficiency.”

“Of course it’s a joke. At that time, Siran made the mistake of trying to treat you the same as other men, so you should think that he paid the price. Anyway, then, let’s take it as acceptance and go up, shall we?”

So I accepted Sir An’s invitation.

So this must be-

'It's an opportunity.'

This is an opportunity to slightly increase the number of nobles who will fill the heresy inquisition team that will attend the upcoming heresy judgment.

'Feria said. To be honest, just attracting nobles with connections to Lihier is not enough.'

Lihier clearly has close ties with the nobles in the capital.

However, there is the biggest problem with Lihi's connection with the nobles, and that problem is-

The nobles who maintain a deep relationship with Lihier are all of high rank, but they are an elite minority.

‘There are as many as four in the Duke and Marquis of Teoroi alone. In addition, Lihier has close relationships with many count families. However, currently, the number of nobles who are in constant contact with Lihier and travel back and forth between parishes is around 20 at most. It is said that about 15 people are really helping Lehier out of loyalty, so if they feel pressured by us who are just across the bridge and do not want to be involved in matters related to heresy judgment, at best there are only 5 or 6 people. It may be big, but... now that we do not receive support from Princess Camellia, we have only a very small number of people compared to the target of 50 people to ensure a minimum victory.'

Peria's guess is that the number of people our church can currently benefit from through Lihi is 5 to 6 people at best.

Even so, Duke Theoroi has a relationship with Lady Claysen, the host of the Red Coats, a social club they met at the knightly festival held in Tir no Nog, Rugal, so even if they somehow manage to get the support of a large number of nobles, there will be a limited number of jury seats. If the nobles who supported Lehier's request were only countes and not marquis, if Red Purge were to recruit a large number of marquis and apply to participate in the jury, the countes would be pushed out of the limited number of jury seats. You won't even be able to get that help.

So for now, I thought it would be best to lead the story with the Blue Rose Witches well and receive their support along with Lehier if possible.

“Then, get on here.”

“... Here?”

And while I was thinking about this and thinking about what to say to Sirian when I climbed up Brocken and faced her, three brooms suddenly appeared in front of us.

“There is a saying among young witches these days that flying on a broomstick is anachronistic because it is not efficient, so what can you do? Sir'an is an old man, and he still likes it this way. From now on we'll ride this up to Brocken.”

When I looked straight ahead, Sirian was already on the broom, and the blonde knight was also on the same broom as Siran, holding her tightly with his arms around her waist from behind.

And since we have been invited by Sir Ann to a tea party held at her castle, Sky Castle, we have no choice but to follow her method unless there is another way for us to get to Sky Castle.

“Hmm... I've never thought about riding a broom, but is it okay to do it like this?”

“Me too. Is it okay to ride like this...?”

“Broom... I've made a broom with a knife hidden at the end before!”

“Oh, like the staff that Peria carries?”

“Yes! There was a time when I longed for weapons hidden in everyday tools! So I made it, and once I made it, it was so noticeable that I usually carry a broom in the first place! So I gave up! It's been a long time since I held a broom. How many years has it been? This!”

“... It’s been such a long time? How many years has it been?”

“Yes! ...Why Lee Rim? Why are you looking at me with such strange eyes?”

“... Aila, Florian wasn't there yet and we had to help the hygges who were living in the parish, so when Thistle and the others were busy with early morning work, didn't you take charge of cleaning the church for a while? I'm sure Thistle and Astesia decided to clean the windows later, so I guess they only told them to sweep the inside and entrance of the church with a broom?”

“... Ah- Hahahahaha... Irim has a good memory, right?”

“, Aila. Was that so...?”

“Uh, no, that, uh, uh... uh...”

“... I'll skip it for now, but wait and see when it's all over. really. I will go back to the parish and talk to Florian until right before leaving the Elven Forest, and he will ask you to clean the church in the morning and evening and supervise it.”

“Uuuu at what they who said it was pointless to say that they didn't want to clean. Hehe...”

After such a brief commotion.

Astesia followed Sirian and put her legs to one side and climbed sideways on the broom floating in the air. I also chatted with Aela and thought that it was unsightly, but I thought that everyone had their own reasons and raised my legs like Astesia. They all gathered together and got on the side of the broom.

On the other hand, Aila didn't know what she was thinking, but unlike Sirian, who demonstrated climbing on the side of the broom, and the rest of us who followed, she put the broom between her legs without hesitation -

“... Oh my! Are you okay?”

“Huh? ... ah! You mean balancing? are you okay! I'm really good at balancing things!”

“... Hmm - I didn't mean to say that, but whatever. Because these will all be good experiences. Huhuhuhu...”

Aila simply ignored Sirian's concerns, thinking that she was just worried that she might fall off the broom.

like that-

“Good. then-

I will make a road.”

Perfect!

Parrr!

As Sirian climbed on the broom and snapped his fingers, blue rose petals appeared from somewhere and began to fly up in the whirlwind created under our feet, creating a 'passage' -

Peee!

Soon, a path was formed in the sky that led directly from a dark alley on one side of the capital to Brocken, a castle in the sky, a path that was never visible to other people.

and,

Sigh-

“Then now-

It's time to rise~.”

Sirian, looking at us, especially Aela, expecting something fun, bounces his toes on the floor -

... container-

Huh!

“Huh?”

Kwaaa!!!

“Aaaa?!”

“Aaaa?!”

Contrary to our expectations that it would fly lightly, the broom accelerated into the sky at an incredible speed.

'Ugh... That's incredibly fast.'

In our eyes, who rose so quickly -

“Let me introduce you. This is Perforated Broken. It is the hometown of the Blue Rose Witches where Siranne lives.”

The scene of Broken, the Sky Castle, the home of the Blue Rose Witches, came into view.

        
            The residence of the Blue Rose Witches.

When I think about it, I have looked at maps of the empire on my own, I have naturally memorized geography while traveling around for various things, and I have heard several times about place names told in the stories of Perina and other people, and the stories of the people and different races living there. I've seen it, but I've never heard of where the Blue Rose Witches live.

Of course, I think Peria probably knew, but unlike Farewell, who is a chatterbox but likes to show off her knowledge, her younger sister has been working as a trickster since before she also became the parish's treasurer. , Unless I asked Feria directly about something I was curious about, Trickster has a habit of protecting and preserving products that does not want to carelessly leak information that is unconsciously treated as a product, so it is exactly what we need. Since I am the kind of person who rarely talks about the above information, I have never heard any proper information about the Blue Rose Witches.

In addition, the fact that I am not the kind of person who likes to wander around here and there and get all the information I can get also played a role, so Brocken, the home of the Blue Rose Witches, which many people may know about surprisingly, made me Including Aila, of course, and Astesia, which was also the first sky star I saw.

‘It’s perforated. It's like a microcosm of the floating island concept.'

And as soon as I laid eyes on the sky star, I was immediately reminded of the floating island of Eden in the Fairy Garden, but it never occurred to me that the sky star and the floating island in front of me were similar at all.

That's right, the floating island of Eden had the name 'island' in the word, and the territory that was previously the kingdom of the dwarves was expanded by the power of the fairy Titania, creating a huge continent the size of four empires, centered around Titania's palace in the center. Because of its shape, even though it was said to be a floating island, I was not able to see the island in person.

So, it is natural that Fairy Garden's floating island and the Sky Castle Broken, the home of the Blue Rose Witches, have a similar feel but a completely different appearance.

In addition, the residence of the Blue Rose Witches that I see right now is literally a 'castle' in the sky. If I were to clarify the name, it is definitely not an 'island', but the 'castle' itself is floating in the air, so it is called a castle in the sky. It was a scene worth singing about.

“... This is Broken.”

“Yes. I guess so.”

The view of the huge castle from above, with Astesia and I riding on broomsticks.

To put it in one word, the castle was like a castle carved out of a huge stone mountain.

“... It’s magnificent.”

“Right? There are not many people to boast about, but it is Siranne's pride.”

And after seeing such a castle, he was speechless for a long time and only used one word, “magnificent,” to express his impression, but Sirian actually seemed to like it.

The castle was a white castle.

'Did you call something like that... Haemiseok?'

Inside the huge castle walls, there was a road made of round pebbles like those seen on the beach, and houses of the same color were built on both sides of the stone road.

However, although it is called a house, it may be because it is a place where witches with similar characteristics to alchemists or scholars live, but most of the residences are also used as workshops like those seen in Ars Magna.

'It's even more dizzy than that.'

The interior of the castle has the structure of a fortress overall, but there is a homely house standing where the watchtower should be, and at the bottom of the moat, instead of being filled with water, there is a market that looks like a market. There were a lot of witches there, and there was laundry hanging out of the old ballistas installed here and there, and for some reason, it looked like someone had stuck beer kegs into the holes in the castle wall.

However, if you look at the Sky Castle individually, it seems that there are no words to describe this scene other than the feeling that it is clearly confusing. However, if you look at it again after someone tells you what to do with it, you will see that it looks stronger than you think. It had a strange appearance.

“... It looks very sturdy.”

“That’s right. Even though I think it looks disorganized, I think it would be very difficult if someone asked me to strategize.”

Is it because it was viewed from above?

Astesia and I were looking at the castle as if we were generals who had been ordered to attack the sky castle, and the disorder was so bad that if someone were to attack Broken, they would quickly become the worst with their excellent mobile artillery called witches. I could naturally feel that it was going to be a floating castle in the sky that boasted a difficulty level of .

And Sirian also lowered the broomsticks we were riding on high in the sky, led us to the landing pad extending out from the sky castle, and briefly explained about it.

“Although Siranne has been recognized by the Steyer royal family, she is ultimately a witch. If someone targets Siranne, we must protect ourselves. That's because witches are the ones who can't rely on anyone's help.”

“...”

After a moment of silence, the broom landed safely in a wide open space where not a single blade of grass grew.

However, we were the only ones who were able to get off the broom ‘safely’.

“... Ayla. Are you okay?”

Astesia and I got off the broom and approached Eila, who was still frozen with the broom between her legs.

“... Huhuhuhuhu. I remember the old days. Didn’t Dominica look like that the first time she rode a broom?”

“...”

Nod- Nod-

Siran looked at Aela and then smiled at the female knight next to her. The female knight blushed but did not deny it.

and-

... Shake it off!

Aila started to wiggle her body from the broom she was holding between her legs, and after several attempts, she finally got off the broom, put her hand between her crotch, crawled on the floor, and spoke.

“... Lee Rim.”

“Yes.”

“My crotch hurts.”

“I guess so.”

“I’ve never felt this much pain since I was born. Even when I broke my arm before, it didn’t hurt like this.”

“... But now that I think about it, Aila, you used to secretly enjoy things like pain. Isn’t it like that now?”

“That and this are different...”

...ssseu-

“Hey Mr. Lee- Don’t rub between your legs in front of people. Where are you putting your hand?”

“But it really hurts...!”

It was natural.

This would never have happened if I had followed Sirian, who was demonstrating, and climbed on the broom sideways.

Unlike Sirian and us, Eila put the broom between her legs as if she was riding a horse, and held her ankles tightly together -

Now, in that state, thanks to Sirian's magic, she was rapidly soaring until she reached the sky above the Sky Castle, so it is not clear how much pressure the broomstick held between her legs must have exerted on the center between Aela's legs. It must have been such a terrible pain that I didn't even want to think about it.

“Let’s go. Astesia.”

“Ah, yes, yes!”

When Eila, who had put her hand between her thighs and had tears in her eyes, began to wiggle her hand again, I turned Astesia's shoulder and urged her to quickly go to Sirian.

If we start walking, Eila will have no choice but to catch up with us.

“Then... I'd better go to my room for now. Brocken has a separate reception room for those looking for our Blue Rose Witches, but I don't think that's what our Bishop wants.”

Only about 5 minutes had passed since I started walking along Sirian.

Perhaps because we came down from above on a broomstick, we were guided to a place that resembled a mansion at the top of the Sky Castle, which Sirian said was his home.

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

Ttogak-

“Hey... what should I say? It feels like it is being occupied by people who are not the original owners?”

And while walking along the hallway decorated with old shields and weapons along with Sirian, Aila said something rude.

But Siran did not deny it.

“That's right. The original owners of this place were not us, Sirian, to be exact.”

But that was the end.

Sirian, who acknowledged Aila's words but did not tell us any more, finally led us to the living room of the mansion, and soon the blonde female knight quietly came down and placed the tea in front of us, then went next to Siran and held hands again.

like that-

“Well... To be honest without hiding anything, I'd like to hear about what happened in Lihi and why you went there. Is that possible?”

“... As many as you want. However-”

“Just?”

“After hearing the story, I thought you could help us.”

“... Heh, I wonder what a man as high as a knight of Camellia would gain from Siranne. To that extent, I want to hear the story even more.”

We told the whole story about the Heresy Judgment that the Saint of Red Purge had referred to Siran, the leader of the Blue Rose Witches, who could probably fill in a significant number of the members of the Heresy Judgment Inquisitorial Team related to us.

Then, right after Siran heard our story from beginning to end-

...sigh-

“If you were having such difficulties, shouldn’t you have come to us a long time ago? We can do more than what Lehier can do. I'll help you.”

“... Really?”

“Yes. However... there may be some conditions.”

“... Then, let’s hear what their conditions are this time.”

With a sinister-looking smile, she offered to help us, subject to conditions.

        
            Dark mountains.

Originally, it was in the mountains where there wasn't much light, but now it was just enough time for imperial citizens all over the empire to finish dinner, pat their bellies, and have a cup of tea, so even though the sun had completely disappeared beyond the mountains, it was dark in the mountains. It was too dark.

So, the current time is not only a little late to prepare for camping, but it can be said to be far too late, but the two women are not sure that even if they walk hard all night from now on, they will arrive at the nearest city from their current location. Since I realized that this was impossible, I quietly prepared to stay overnight.

“Then Savage, I’ll ask you to fetch some water! In the meantime, I will take out the ingredients needed for dinner!”

“Why do I do this... Can’t I just create water with magic?”

“Oh my! Don't grumble! What doesn't Savage know? Camping is all about the atmosphere! Start a fire with your own hands! Bring water! The process of setting up a tent and cooking has its own charm!”

“Ha... I just get sick of it after doing it a few times, but I wonder if it's necessary to do this every time.”

“That's because Savage considers all that work! How about having fun?”

“Enjoyment?”

“Yes! Picking up tree branches with your own hands and not knowing whether they are properly dried or not until you hold them in your hands! If you have a bunch of wood that is too big to use as firewood, think about how you can use a hatchet to cut it into pieces that are the right size for a bonfire! Observe the fish swimming in the pool while raising water! If you pitch a tent in a certain place, it won't roll off while you sleep! Or spend a little more time leveling the ground and pitching the tent! Today’s dish is about having fun preparing the ingredients while thinking about whether to boil, bake, or steam them!”

“... Haha, I know what you mean. Marvelous. I understand-”

“... Huh? Did you understand?! What's going on? Savage! Every time I say something like this, he just pouts and complains, which always hurts me-!”

“No, don’t interrupt mid-sentence. What I wanted to say was that Marvelous, that's what you say every time you go camping, so you don't have to listen to it anymore. What I want to say is, why on earth do we have to go camping every time? Let's do it this way and start preparing for camping when it gets dark. I'm asking if I should start.”

“Ugh... Was that something like that?”

“Uh. That's it. So, usually, you don't prepare for camping right after the sun has completely set, but due to some schedule, it will be impossible to stop by a nearby city today, so if you are sure that you need to camp, you should start preparing when the sun has just started to set on the mountainside. Don't you know? Why are we always like this?”

“... Uh, um, yes, that, that... And all that-!”

“Appearance, I guess they are trying to fill it with words. it's okay. I'm a fool who silently follows the same thing every time. Haaa...”

“Ugh... I'll consider it next time!”

Two women had an argument once.

Even during that argument, the mountain was getting darker by the minute, and if it weren't for the day when the skirt of the Goddess of Night was full of stars, it would have gotten so dark that it would have been impossible to see even an inch ahead.

Therefore, considering the level of risk, the current camping preparation is a dangerous situation that ordinary adventurers would unconditionally try to avoid such a situation from the beginning, so they must be extremely nervous.

That's right, compared to other countries, the empire can be said to be a country where bandits are thinner, but that doesn't mean that small scouts of different races who are rebellious against the empire, which was driven out of their land after several defeats, secretly crossed the border. It's not like there are cases of encountering a group of knights, merchants, or adventurers camping in the forest after crossing over, or something like an attack by a demonic beast.

So, if you think about it normally, it can be said that it is definitely dangerous for two women to prepare for a night out at this time.

but-

If adventurers or knights passing by had figured out exactly who the two were, most adventurers would quietly pass them by. The two were not people who would be embarrassed if they were attacked while staying overnight in the dark mountains. I also did it.

“... I'm going to ask you the last question. Don't you just want to use magic? Do you have to do it?”

Of the two, the one who is holding two large leather water bags with one hand and complaining until the end before leaving to fetch water for the other person is -

One of the three former heroes of Rugal, Dragonia Savage, also known as the Dragon King.

“Yes! Please. When you said that you would listen to anything I say because you saved my life, you were the one who said it to me, not anyone else, right? Huhuhuhu...”

“... What I said wasn't this kind of promise.”

And the woman who treats Savage, such a proud Dragonia, as if she were a friend is-

She was the Marvelous One Admire, a knight-errant belonging to the current Deshade Church, and at the same time the daughter of the Duke of Admire, and the benefactor who saved Dragonine Savage who was being chased by the Holy Knights of Rugal.

“Ha... Okay. Just wait a moment.”

Eventually, Savage listened to Marvelous and started climbing the hill to fetch water.

They were going over a mountain, and because the slope was steep, they were coming down a path that went around the middle of the mountain.

Marvelous asked Savage to fetch water from a small spring 10 minutes up the hill, and Savage grumbled, but he wondered if it were another human being who said such a thing, so he calmly took the water because it was the words of Marvelous, the savior of his life. I decided to climb the hill with my bag.

“... Come back! For dinner, we'll cook you the thighs of Savage's favorite short-fang borer!”

... Tsk!

And as Marvelous cheered on Savage as he searched through his bag to take out ingredients on Savage's back, a being as big as a Dragonia unconsciously started drooling at the corner of his mouth.

“Ah, Savage, you just swallowed, right?! I heard it all the way here! As expected, Savage is not the type of person to lie to someone! Hahahahahaha!”

“... Si, it’s noisy! Anyway, just wait!”

And leaving behind the voice of Marvelous, which he caught at once without missing it, Savage began to climb the mountain.

Although she climbs a steep hill, to her it is no different from walking on flat ground.

She is one of Rugal's three heroes, a dragonia who has fought numerous battles against giants as the Dragon King.

Even though he suffered day and night for more than a month due to the pursuit of Rugal, who had sent paladins to betray and kill him and destroy the evidence, Dragonia couldn't have gotten tired just by walking from dawn to dusk in the first place.

Of course, that's to the extent that there is no problem by her standards.

Based on the distance the two walked today, the pace of the two was fast enough to cover in half a day the distance that would have taken an adventurer party consisting of rangers and light weapons in two days, based on the standards of ordinary adventurers, but Savage, the Dragonian, At a time when his companion is Marvelous, a knight-errant with such incredible endurance that one wonders if he can even be called a human, the two people involved are unable to recognize what an incredible feat they have accomplished, and today too they take a breath or talk to each other. They just prepared for camp normally without doing anything to encourage them.

Fondant!

Gulp gurgle gurgle...

When he soaked the leather bag in the spring that arrived so quickly, the air inside became bubbles and began to escape, and Savage left the bag to fill with water and looked up at the sky for a moment.

“... Yongsaeng, really, I go through all kinds of things in life.”

Dragonia Savage.

She is the dragonia with the strongest dragon blood among the dragonia that were found and brought to the world by Rugal.

But in the end, Dragonia was not a dragon, so Savage could not become the piece of the real dragon that Rugal wanted.

So, she took on the role of putting the Dragon King in his place in advance until a piece of the real dragon was prepared.

“... Honestly, it was fun.”

I was satisfied.

Savage was born as a Dragonia and was looking for a place to wield its power.

And Rugal created the position she wanted.

Sometimes, he had to cooperate with Rugal's priests cutting his flesh or skin and draining his blood, which was very unpleasant, but he was treated well.

Savage enjoyed activating the dragon blood latent in her body by fighting giants and comparable monsters, and the priests of Rugal made sure to treat her as a hero.

but-

The moment she was no longer needed, Rugal gave up on inserting a piece of the Dragon King into creating another Rugal to descend to earth, and planned to elevate Lee Rim as Nioh and fill him with the last piece of Rugal. This moment led to Savage being betrayed.

Afterwards, Rugal's paladins chase her to kill her, and Savage narrowly escapes the chase by organized paladins.

The chase for about a month began with an order to stop pursuing Savage from the Gishinkai of Rugal's superiors, and Savage, who was extremely exhausted, threw himself from the cliff of a snowy mountain to the bottom of a frozen valley while Rugal's paladins looked on. I knew he had died.

But the reality is-

The fact that Savage received help from Marvelous, who happened to be passing nearby, was a truth that the members of the Gishinkai, including the Holy Knights of Rugal, were completely unaware of.

        
            Marvelous was a knight-errant sponsored by the Deshade Church and traveled to enhance the church's honor.

That day, she climbed the mountain to help parents with disabilities in a village on the border of an empire who were stamping their feet because they needed a flower that only blooms at the top of a snowy mountain to treat their sick daughter, but were unable to find it. I caught Savage who fell from the ground.

Of course, it was not something that was received normally.

Savage fell almost from the top of the mountain.

Marvelous, who was trying to break the ice of the frozen valley and scoop up the water, happened to see Savage jumping while looking up into the sky.

In the midst of countless twinkling stars, someone is falling towards them, drawing a black dot.

Marvelous didn't know who was falling from above his head.

Is it a human, a different race, or perhaps just an ordinary demonic beast that is not a human?

But she was sure of one thing.

It was definitely a living thing, and whatever it was, it was falling from a high snowy mountain and if it fell, it was certain that it would shatter into pieces and die.

So Marvelous.

However, Marvelous-

'...!!!'

Without even the slightest thought, I stretched out my arms vigorously.

To catch someone who jumped or was pushed.

To prevent something living from becoming something dead.

Even if you fall from such a great height and break your arm, you must make a quick decision so that your immediate worries do not lead to regrets in the future.

so-

'...Haaa wasn of wasn of was of of of of... of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of of OF OF OF OF OF OF OF OF OFtaownown- with- with----!!!-!!!-!!!-!-!-!

Kwaaa!!!

PAD DEUD DEUD DEUK!!!

Marvelous's arm, which caught Dragonia and a person who had fallen from a snowy mountain that had never melted since it was formed, broke, and the ice of the frozen valley she was standing in along with Savage broke. Thanks to his abandonment, he even fell into the river, but he stubbornly burned his will to live.

Even though the dragonia was not strong enough to hold its broken arm, it calmly tried to swim up from the water by repeatedly swinging its legs, and miraculously succeeded in escaping by repeatedly hitting the ice of the frozen valley water with its head and breaking it. Afterwards, he escaped from the valley carrying Savage with only his broken arm and shoulder.

She then tied the Savage tightly to her body with a rope and began to climb the mountain. In addition to rescuing the Dragonia, and even though her life was in danger, she ended up picking up a red flower that was needed to cure the illness of her sick daughter in the village she had visited. I found it-

Wow!

Without even a moment of hesitation, Marvelous bit off the stem of a flower with his teeth like an animal, held a handful in his mouth, and came down to the village.

And Savage, who watched the whole scene while riding on Marvelous' back even though he was in a dizzy state, later lay with Marvelous in a hospital bed in the village and when he finally recovered enough to speak, he asked her why she was in such a dangerous situation to save him. As if his actions were not enough, he did not back down and instead climbed the mountain and found the red flower before going down. He asked if he was stupid or foolish.

And in Savage’s words, Marvelous-

‘You’re asking something strange. It's natural. I just moved because I thought I could do it.'

Rather, he left Savage dumbfounded by replying that he only wanted to do it and did it because he thought he could accomplish both tasks even under those circumstances.

so-

Savage said he would do anything for her for saving his life.

Because it was an environment that only the truly strong could overcome.

Even because she was the woman who won recognition against Curios.

This is because Savage recognized Marvelous as Curios did, and felt that she was great enough to bend his pride as a Dragonia to a pure-blooded human who even saved his life.

And the moment Savage got there, someone spoke to her mind.

[In that case, you should become even more of a real dragon. Be a dragon. Dragonia Savage. After becoming a dragon, surpass even that. By doing so, protect the world in which the humans you recognize will live.]

“... It’s noisy. Curios. I don’t plan on going that far, right?”

The entity that spoke to Savage's mind was none other than -

It was the will of Curios, whose body no longer exists in the world.

Curios became the last passion and pierced the giant Sotok instead of the heart that burned out after consuming everything.

He claimed to be the protector of humanity and sacrificed his life to become a transcendent, but that was not the end of him.

Just as beings who contained all of their excessive power in one body left remnants of their power even after their bodies died, Curios' will also remained, floating in the skies of Rugal even though his body disappeared.

Then, he entered the body of Savage, a dragonian who is the closest being to a dragon in Rugal. He remained silent until Savage ran away from Rugal's pursuit, and after she met Marvelous, he existed in her consciousness. It has been revealed that it is doing so.

Thanks to this, Savage has Curios, who sits arbitrarily in his head, who speaks to her every day when he feels she is far away from Marvelous. Now that the person who had sworn to protect humanity is dead, Savage reports to her that he is a human instead. He is telling me to become his guardian and is forcing me to do so every day, retaining the same arrogant personality from his days.

“If that's the case, wouldn't Curios find another Dragonia other than me and take over that guy's body and protect Marvelous?”

[That can’t be possible.]

“Why doesn’t it work?”

[Because that is the method that I believe will disillusion humans the most.]

“... It’s so awesome.”

[The match between Marvelous and I was a draw.]

Savage trembled for a moment at Curios' words.

That's because Curios himself said that the duel between Marvelous and himself was a draw.

And for Savage, Curios, who appeared at the time of Rugal's Knight's Festival, was someone whom he recognized as someone he could not be equal to, so many thoughts could not help but come to mind at those words.

Savage, as a member of the Gishinkai, had some knowledge of the existence of Curios.

Although she didn't show it, she was proud that she was a Dragonia, the closest thing to a dragon. However, at the same time, Savage, who felt regretful that he couldn't become a dragon in the end, saw the Curios brought by the Kishinkai members and immediately realized the difference in class. ' I felt it intensely.

This is what Savage felt upon seeing the Dragonia named Curios, who was actually a dragon, face to face.

A wall that you can't jump over no matter how hard you try.

She instinctively felt the wall between the real dragon called Curios and herself, who was at best a dragonian, within just a second of facing Curios.

I felt it and threw it away.

So when Curios flew up into the sky and burst into enthusiasm, Savage was so envious of him.

And Marvelous was such a person that Curios called him a ‘draw’.

So Savage and Marvelous are trying hard to be able to call themselves friends, but the relationship that Savage and Marvelous are having a hard time accepting is continuing to this day.

And because Curios had settled in a corner of Savage's consciousness, he knew what she was thinking, but at the same time, because he still had an arrogant personality, he continued talking without any consideration for Savage.

[Dragonia Savage. Marvelous, that pure-blooded human said that if he won the battle with me, he would show me what it's like to live among other people. So, I have no intention of following everything he says, but instead, in order to keep my promise, which was a half price to pay depending on the outcome of the game with him, I will continue to watch Marvelous living among humans. I plan to watch and try to understand what that woman was trying to tell me.]

“So~ That means it’s a nuisance to me.”

[If you don’t like that-]

“Yay, yay. All right. You're probably trying to tell me something strange by telling me to become a dragon.”

Anyway, Savage sees Curios, who has experienced a completely different life and realm than himself, and thinks that he is making too many demands on him.

However, Curios pushed his opinion to the end regardless of whether Savage was sick of it or not, and he said that Savage could overcome Dragonia and become a dragon, and then go from dragon like himself to become a transcendent again. is actually-

These words were as close to a 'prophecy' as they were from Curios, who had once ascended to the level of transcendence, but neither Savage nor Curios, the person talking about it, knew that it was a prophecy that would inevitably come true no matter what happened someday, and that he was Savage, a Dragonian. predicted her future.

[Trust me, don’t doubt it. You are the first dragonia among dragonias to become a dragon, and you will also be the one who can go beyond that and reach the same level of transcendence as me.]

“... All I can say is, thank you.”

...Hwareuk-

like that,

Today too, when Savage, who had been forewarned by Curios that he would continue to see the true dragon and that he could overcome it, a small, very small spark for the prophecy to come true bloomed deep within his heart.

Looking at her from the sky,

...

...

...

...

Elf's. One thousand four a-

“...”

Looking at Savage, she thought that she had the 'status' to not defile herself even if she had a conversation, and had just come down to earth.

Couuuck!

Ssss!!!

“...?!!”

An angel came down from heaven.

The dark mountain was instantly illuminated by the halo floating above her head.

At the same time, Savage couldn't understand what he was seeing.

The angel clearly ‘landed’.

To be exact, I had to.

A being with a human appearance that falls from the sky must at least bend its legs, bend its back slightly, or assume a landing posture for some reason.

But the angel stood upright as if he had been standing there from the beginning.

But that's not because she used magic.

Wow...

Pop.

...

...

...

...

...Shooo!

As soon as the angel appeared in front of Savage, all the water from the small spring where Savage had dipped his leather pouch rose into the sky, stayed near the top of the tree for a while, and then began to pour down to the ground again.

like that,

Savage, who is only a Dragonia, shows a strange appearance that he cannot dare to imitate, and the angel would never do anything to Dragonia, to a clean and high-class being who is scheduled to awaken as a transcendent in the future, or to humans who have been full of filth. I asked a question I couldn't answer.

“Answer. Dragon.”

Dragon.

The angel asked a question, referring to Savage as a dragon.

“Where is the elf?”

Then the angel asked Savage where the elf was.

“...”

At those words, Savage was momentarily taken aback by the appearance of the angel who appeared in front of him. He then reflexively rolled his head and felt a sense of crisis from the angel who appeared in front of him, so instead of answering in voice when the angel asked where the 'elf' was, ,

Marvelous and the direction she was heading, of Leven, the parish of the Deshade Church -

He pointed his finger in the ‘opposite’ direction.

“... I see. I understand.”

Soon the angel seemed to close his eyes -

Just as it had appeared, it flew up into the sky and disappeared without even taking the slightest step.

Within.

...Sarrr-

Savage landed in front of him, white, proof that there was an angel just a moment ago, and as soon as he landed on the ground, white magical particles that purified all impurities around him within a 5 meter radius and-

“... Savage! Savage! are you okay?! What's going on?! I heard a huge noise!”

“...”

When he saw Marvelous rushing up from below, worried about him, he thought that if she had gotten to him much faster, she could have been killed by the angel, and Savage took it upon himself to save her when she was truly in danger. I decided that I should become a being much stronger than I am now, as strong as the angel that appeared before my eyes-

[okay. That's it.]

No longer would I hide from Rugal, I would strive to become a real dragon and face them head-on, and after becoming a dragon, I decided to overcome even that and become a transcendent.

        
            I told Siran, the head of the Blue Rose Witches, what I had told the Lehi Church and requested his help.

However, I don't actually trust the Blue Rose Witches, or more specifically, Sirian.

Of course, Siran is a citizen of the same empire.

The Blue Rose Witches, including her, are witches recognized by the royal family, and since we have seen how Sirian treats us favorably so far, there is no need to be so wary.

However, my personality, which has been formed through the events so far, strangely made me feel like I had to be wary of Sirian, unlike other witches, even though I had never felt that way about other witches I had met.

Should I say ‘shell…? 'It would be a clear statement to say that Sirian somehow feels like she is wearing a shell, unlike other witches.'

And maybe the reason is that when I thought about it later, all the witches I had ever met were witches who acted to fulfill their dreams, wishes, or duties, and there was only one witch who acted or disguised herself as someone else. I thought it might be because, while I couldn't even see them, I felt like Sirian was showing a completely different side from them.

Even now, a witch named Sirian is treating me as the 'head' who leads a group called the 'Blue Rose Witches', and unlike other witches, she does not tell us that she has things she wants to do as a 'witch'. The conclusion I came to right away is that they either treat us as 'heads' rather than 'witches' because they really don't have anything else they want to do.

'... no. But if I think about it a little deeper, I think I understand...

However, there was nothing else that I couldn't understand.

That's right, the witch named Sirian is the oldest of all the witches I know, except for Hollow Eve, the witch's helper with whom I had a close relationship in the Fairy Garden. Considering that she first appeared 150 years ago. She is a witch who may be over 200 years old.

So, she has been living as a witch ever since...

'In that case, Sirian can be seen as a witch who has pondered loneliness longer than any other witch.'

She may be the witch who has felt the feeling of ‘alienation’ the most.

As she is a witch from the old days, and until she led a group called the Blue Rose Witches and their existence was acknowledged by the royal family, the witch hunters were chased by people whenever they were seen, and enjoyed a period of prosperity. A witch who must have lived her life being persistently pursued.

Therefore, the witch named Sirian may have been experiencing a period of alienation for a long time and has the desire to overcome it -

They worked hard, tried hard, and tried again to create their own group of witches, negotiated with the royal family and had their existence recognized, and then this time, they were so persistent in the thought that they wanted to do something about Lihier, who was unconditionally hostile towards them. I wonder if she invited us to her residence, saying that she wanted to know what she was talking about with Lehire. This is the impression I had while talking to the witch named Sirian.

'Then it certainly wouldn't be a wrong decision to tell Sirian about this heresy judgment.'

So, I told her about the heresy judgment that was involved between the Red Purge and our church, and thought there was a good chance that I could get help from her.

First, I spoke with her and even exaggerated a few times to emphasize it, and said that Lehi accepted our request and would 'actively' help.

So, as Sirian, who is hostile to Lihier, in order to deal with Lihier, she once helped my church, Snooze Biblio and Tipsy Biblio, members of the Blue Rose Witches led by her. I guess he wanted to help me further and build a deeper friendship to distance himself from Lihier, but I brought up the story because I didn't think he would just let me go after hearing the story, and as expected, Sirian did not betray my expectations.

...sigh-

“If you were having such difficulties, shouldn’t you have come to us a long time ago? We can do more than what Lehier can do. I'll help you.”

“... Really?”

“Yes. However... there may be some conditions.”

However, if there is a problem, Lihi is willing to help us without any conditions since he has received great help from our church several times in the past. To be precise, there is a favor that Bishop Setias has personally requested from me, but that is a promise made only between the two of them. , In this case, there was no official request between the denomination and the denomination to provide these things, saying we would provide them.

But not the Blue Rose Witches.

This is actually the first exchange in the 'group' relationship between them and us.

Even if I had previously received a favor from their members, Tipsy Biblio and Snooze Biblio, it must be seen as a personal favor requested from me by individual members, such as the 'Cult of Deshade' and 'Witches of the Blue Rose'. Looking at the transaction between them, it should be seen as an exchange starting from 0.

So, even if those on the other side want to use this as an opportunity to establish some kind of friendship with our denomination, providing help for free is also rude in transactions between groups -

In this Red Purge, it was natural to point out our church's Astesia and demand a commensurate payment in order to support the case of heresy trial, which may be referred.

but.

So, I was very nervous and tried to listen carefully to what the Blue Rose Witches said, as Sirian, the head of the witches, was asking something from us, but when Sirian told us, The conditions were not that difficult.

“I’ll give you money, so get me a magic stone.”

“... Yes?”

The price that the leader of the Blue Rose Witches wants to receive for helping with this matter related to the Judgment of Heresy.

That is, either they are asking for items that are difficult to obtain financially for our diocese, or they have formed a tentative alliance like Lehi and want unconditional help when brute force help is needed, or they are going beyond that and are hostile to them. I'm not saying you should distance yourself from the Here Church -

It was simply a request to get a certain item, and that they would pay for it, so to get an item called a magic stone.

So I didn't quite understand it.

'Strange. Aren’t the conditions too good only for us? I definitely thought that Sirian would use this as an opportunity to make a secret pact with our church, or in the worst case scenario, that he would use this as an opportunity to completely cut off ties with Lihier, but that's not true?'

Then, Siran seemed to have guessed why I was making a strange expression at his suggestion, and began to give a more detailed explanation.

“It’s a little disappointing. I'm sure we've said this before, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“It may be inefficient, but I have no choice but to repeat what Sirian said at the banquet earlier. Let me say it again. We, the Blue Rose Witches, really have no intention of being hostile to Lehire. Rather, if we want to get closer, our position is that we want to get closer.”

“... Ah, yes. I also said that.”

“To be honest, Siran hates the head of Setias and that woman. Still, I want to be friends with Lihier itself. Whatever it is, in the end, the witch hunters working in Lihere are people with the same nature as us, and are no different from potential witches.”

It comes to mind.

This is the story of the day I met Sir'an and the day a ball was held to celebrate the expulsion of Baphomet from the capital.

'Of course, when I think about it, I often worked with Bishop Setias and other Lihiers, so I thought that just as Lihier hated other witches, the Blue Rose Witches would also hate Lihier in the same way. However, Siran has clearly said before that he would like to get along with Lihier if possible. Siran is still the witch who thinks her relationship with Lihier can be reconsidered.'

However, although Sirian herself may have said so, I also met a witch other than her from the Blue Rose Witches.

'However, when they met Tipsy Biblio and Snooze Biblio at the Dunpriest count's house, the Witch of the Blue Rose absorbed the total number of witches belonging to both Lehire and the Wandering Witches, creating a standoff in the chronic relationship between witches and witch hunters. Didn't you say that your goal is to completely eliminate ? If that's the case, I think it would be better to separate us from Rehero.'

The two clearly wanted to reduce the number of Lihier and wandering witches as much as possible and change the witches' perspective on the world, focusing on the Blue Rose Witches.

But in reality, the reason why I wonder if it is just the thoughts of the two people I met at the count's house is that if it is true that not only those two people but all of the Blue Rose Witches mean it, then Sirian will also say the same thing as those two people said. I thought they would act with their thoughts and offer as a condition of the deal something that would somehow alienate us from Reher so that it would be easier for them to absorb Reher's Witch Hunters, but that wasn't the case.

And I don't know if he could read my thoughts, or if he thought I was worrying, but Sirian spoke quickly, shortening the time I could spend worrying to the minimum.

“Actually. The reason Sirian came to the capital city of Filia today was to purchase magic stones. I heard that a merchant with three wagonloads of magic stones had entered the capital, so I came to buy them.”

“... Is that so?”

“...”

“It looks like the demon saintess who is keeping her mouth shut over there already knows the reason, but from the perspective of the bishop and elf over here, she probably doesn't understand, right? Instead of people like us ordering products from merchants and having them brought to our locations, we have no choice but to go and search for the products we want.”

“... Why is that?”

Feeling a little uncomfortable, I tried to quickly pass over Sirian's words, but when she saw the expressions on the faces of Astesia and Aela, who had been silent ever since entering the Sky Castle, she began to give me a more detailed explanation.

“We, the Witches of Blue Rose, are witches after all.”

“She is a witch recognized by the royal family.”

“Of course it is, but whether it is so or not, in the end, it is just a witch.”

I remember what Setias once said.

It is the royal family that recognizes the Blue Rose Witch, and Lihi follows that as it is the imperial family's will, but they do not acknowledge the witches.

And the moment I remembered what Bishop Setias had said to me, Siran, as if he had guessed what I had in mind, added to it with great timing -

“In the end, even though Siranne received recognition from the imperial family, the fact that she is still treated in the world as a witch they know, not as a citizen of the empire like them, is a fact that has not changed even now.”

In fact, most people, not only in Lihere but throughout the empire, still view the Blue Rose Witches with an eye that is no different from wandering witches, just as the Bishop of Setias, Lihi, thinks. Siran is us. It was a story told to me.

        
            Sirian.

The head of the Blue Rose Witches, whose existence has been acknowledged by the imperial family, explains how they are treated by the people of the entire empire, including Lihier.

“In front of witches, even the dead of money become quiet. We often have to pay more than double the price to merchants to buy the things we want. It's not just a transaction, either Sirian hides his identity and refuses to meet us unless he requests a transaction, or we have to first meet the condition at the top that we receive more than twice the market price of the items we want but hide the fact of the transaction. Most things I could have started with. Like other nobles, contact the merchants and have them order and bring you the items you want? That's something you can't even dream of. If a rumor spreads that you made a deal with a witch, the reputation of the top will drop significantly. It was like that just today. In order to meet the merchant who brought the magic stone to the capital, Sirian and Dominika disguised themselves not as witches, but as female nobles with a slightly mysterious appearance.”

“This is the first time I’ve heard someone say they are mysterious.”

“But you put some effort into decorating it? I met the owner of the top tier wearing only a ring with a plain pattern and no family seal attached anywhere. Thanks to that, they tried to search for Sirian, but until the end, they didn't know which family the girl belonged to, and the only thing they knew was a wizard and needed magic stones, so they just asked to sell the items as they were available.”

“Then that kind of thing is not called mysterious, it is called suspicious.”

“... Is that so? Now that I think about it, I think it was like that.”

match!

After hearing what I said, Siran belatedly struck his palm with his fist and made an expression that he had made a mistake.

Anyone can see that this was an intentional act, under the guise of a witch, and they clearly hid from us what emotions they must be feeling as they are unconditionally harmed or rejected when they visit merchants and merchants.

So, Siran explained to me the justification for the compensation he wanted to receive for helping with this heresy trial, and then told me the details of the transaction.

“Then, what Sirian is asking exactly is that we will provide you with any amount of money, so it would be good if you use your connections at the Pasteur Capon Company, which is affiliated with that church, to buy as many magic stones as possible - Heresy Inquisition. The exchange conditions for putting our people in.”

“... You mean the top that has a contract with our denomination?”

“Yes. That's right.”

What they wanted, surprisingly, was connections.

Witches are beings who are bound to suffer unconditional harm in transactions with merchants and merchants.

However, Siran cannot bear to ask for more reasons than necessary since he is the one who is hungry for negotiations, but he wants a large quantity of magic stones.

There is nothing difficult.

All I have to do is introduce Tarator to Sirian.

In addition to the milk monopoly business imbued with divine power, Tarator is willing to dive into any business that can make money, and he has the talent to secure a share of the money from the Blue Rose Witches in exchange for arranging magic stones.

but-

“But didn’t you tell me a little while ago that if that happens, those who helped the witch will lose trust from others?”

“Of course I did. So, since it is not something to be brought up carelessly, I made it a condition of the deal. This is why stigma is so annoying. They barely made a deal, but they were ostracized just because the target of the deal was a witch. And Siranne is a witch recognized by the royal family.”

This is Pasteur Capon, whose business has just begun to run smoothly.

In the meantime, if Tarator's merchant association is branded as a "vendor that deals with witches," things may become difficult in the future.

Of course, Sirian had even thought about that before speaking.

“Still, I’ll try to be as careful as possible. So-called backroom dealings. I don't know how skilled the man named Tarator is in backroom dealings, but Siranne will also secretly exchange magic stones and money according to the situation as much as possible, and will never reveal that a business has opened up where she can conveniently conduct transactions. uh. I promise.”

“... Backroom dealing. Backroom deals.”

“Yes.”

“If that’s the case, it doesn’t matter.”

Siran is said to be exchanging goods with Tarator through backroom deals.

However, it is not illegal.

In any case, the transaction of major items such as magic stones will be clearly reported to the imperial treasury, and all that is done is to hide the information about the transaction object from other merchants and customers.

and-

Siran was worried that Tarator would make a big mistake because he was not used to dealing behind the scenes, but as someone who knows Tarator's origins, it was just a reassuring factor.

'Well, then, it doesn't matter. Still, I already asked Tarator for help just before going to Arsmagna, and this time, I even made an unreasonable request to connect him with some connections that may not have been so closely formed through Peria, so connecting him with Sirian was enough of a return. Shall we do it?'

Even though it was such a coincidence, I was thinking that the deal with Sir'an would be a pretty good deal, when we finally realized that there was a connection between Sir'an and me that forced us to make a deal in the first place.

“By the way, you said it was a Pasteur car phone, right? It’s a milk monopoly... It’s amazing.”

“Yes? What do you mean?”

“Actually, even though it was a month ago, we received a task from someone just before the superiors connected to your denomination appeared.”

“Work?”

“Yes. It was an incredibly rare thing. The only people who come to Siranne's Sky Castle are those who have reached the very end and who want to gain something, even if it means borrowing the help of a witch. But that day too, a man came to us and suddenly made a milk container. I brought up the story of asking for it.”

'... huh?'

While I stayed still, feeling uncomfortable with Sirian's story, she continued talking about something that happened more than a month ago.

“Usually, when they come to visit us, they ask for items that are difficult to obtain through most routes, such as the heart of a unicorn, an angel's lost property that could be called an old relic, or items from the ancient kingdom that only come down in legend, or have unusual sexual preferences. Most people come here to satisfy that need.”

“... Let’s pretend you didn’t hear the last part.”

“Anyway, so the man who came up to Siriando Sky Castle... Ah, that's right! It wasn't a huge fuss at the time. That man didn't even contact us first; he found the castle we were in on his own and boarded it? right? Dominica. Do you remember what happened that day too?”

Nod- Nod-

Sir'an asked the blonde woman for agreement, and she nodded, confirming that Sir'an's words were true.

“So, the man came up to the Castle in the Sky, and Siranne thought that the man was an enemy who had invaded the Castle in the Sky, so everyone prepared to use magic, but the first words the man said were-

‘Hello! Witches living in the sky! 'I came here because I had a favor to ask you, and I wanted to get some of your milk jugs!'

... Did you say something like that?”

“... Just by hearing it, it sounds like Tarator. You crazy bastard.”

The character who appears in Sir'an's story was Tarator.

It finally comes to mind now.

While I was looking at him, who had just returned from work in Eched after signing a contract with us, Tarator was placing milk containers in the warehouse he had built behind the parish church to be used for future distribution.

He said in passing that even if he paid a lot of money for the milk container, the difficulty of making it was so high that there were no wizards willing to make it, so he asked people who were reluctant to tell me, and it was not someone else, but the Witch of the Blue Rose. It seems like it was brought in.

“... So we were scared at the man's first words and used magic, and he miraculously resolved the misunderstanding by narrowly avoiding all the magic we used and running away. When he asked for a milk jug, we thought he was some crazy rapist who wanted to impregnate all of us in the sky, but we didn't know that he was actually asking us to make a milk jug. After catching his breath, the man later apologized for saying that it was a bit difficult to climb up to the Sky Castle and his words were lost. And that... If Sirian's prediction is correct, it looks like he's the owner of the upper chamber connected to your church, right?”

“... Yes. There is no hole to escape. you're right. If it's not Tarator, it's hard to believe that there is another person in the empire who would do such a crazy thing.”

“Then the transaction is-”

“Yes. If you've already made a deal with me once before, I think you'll be able to make a deal with Tarator and the magic stone, even if it's not me. Still, I will talk about it separately.”

“... Hehehe. thank you. Thank goodness.”

So the transaction is complete.

Sirian said that he would immediately call in nobles related to them and tell them to support the Heresy Inquisition, and he seemed to think this was an opportunity and wanted to continue doing business with me even more.

“If you decide to do this, you don't have to end your relationship with Siranne because of this, but you can have a better relationship with her. In fact, it would be better if you did so. Should we take this opportunity to show our true strength? For example, in the Red Purge, we seduce the nobles who will participate in the Heresy Inquisition and turn them into internal enemies, or we prevent those nobles from attending the Heresy Judgment by being placed under a terrible curse on the day, or... Something like spreading a false rumor that the nobles and we have been doing business continuously for a long time, and thereby discrediting them. Just do me a favor. As long as the Deshade Church clearly says that they will be our allies, we can eliminate all of those things with the power of the Blue Rose Witches and the power of Sirian.”

“... I will only accept your heart. I will go with Red Purge if they say they will go with us until the end, but I am thinking that if I can end this matter smoothly, I will put an end to it.”

“Really? It’s a shame.”

“Anyway, let’s go.”

“... Yes. Make sure to keep what you promised.”

“Okay.”

The conversation ended just like that.

Siran went ahead to the place where we had landed earlier, saying he would take us downstairs. Astesia and I followed behind quietly, and Aela was following behind, muttering constantly that this time we had to turn sideways on the broom.

After that,

'... huh? 'Why is Astesia like this?'

I thought it was strange that the distance between Sirian and the blonde woman who was walking in front of me continued to widen, but the reason was that Astesia, who was keeping pace with me, gradually slowed down and intentionally widened the distance between us. The moment I realized that the distance had widened because I was adjusting to that -

“... Lee Rim.”

“Ah, yes.”

“It’s okay to have relationships with witches, but...”

“... Huh?”

“I somehow feel like I should never have anything to do with that woman named Sirian after this incident.”

Astesia looked up at me with anxious eyes and said.

“No, of course it’s just a gut feeling…”

“... Really? okay. First of all, I’ll keep that in mind.”

Did Asmodeus' blood tell the story of his ability to sense crisis?

They told me not to have anything more to do with Sirian after this incident.

But it was already too late.

Now that we have decided to get Sir'an's help, and since Tarator and Sir'an continue to trade magic stones, Sir'an now has an excuse to talk to us through Tarator at any time.

so-

As I came down from the Sky Castle and created the door for Astesia to return to the parish, I trusted her advice, but I also took the time to think about how I should refuse Sirian if he came to see us again after all this was over. I had to have it.

        
            “Thank you, Tarator. I feel a bit sorry because it seems like I'm becoming indebted to him more and more.”

“No. There's no need to apologize. Feria. The decision to catch the line that connects you to me was based on my own judgment, without anyone's trick. So, no matter how far the line I'm holding goes, I have no intention of cutting it. When a man catches a rope, he has to check where it ends.”

“Is it loyalty or something? Even if you say that, it doesn’t seem like our denomination has done much, right?”

“Nothing. The reason my business has succeeded to this point is because of the name of the Deshade Church. In fact, most of the nobles and merchant owners I introduced to you earlier are people who signed a contract after hearing that the Church of Deshade was behind our Pasteur Capon. The business I started in the first place would not have been this easy even if I had obtained a monopoly on milk distribution if it had not been for the bright sign of ‘the Deshade Church, to which Irim, a knight of Princess Camellia, the second princess of the empire, belongs as a bishop.’ ”

“... Aside from that, Tarator, the way you run the company is better than most other companies, right? How on earth have you been hiding such talent until now?”

“Talent? What kind of talent? The only talent I have is that when I get a cut on my body, I put a bandage on it, drink about 4 bottles of strong alcohol, and then go to sleep and wake up, and the wound heals?”

“... Isn’t that talent, not talent? what? That's scary. ... No no - don't change my mind. That's not what I want to do. Until then, at most, you had some experience as an adventurer and a time as the leader of a back alley.”

“Well, that’s right.”

“The fact that you were able to take charge of all the financial affairs of the Chamber of Commerce, which you would never have done on your own, while also maintaining a narrow line that does not conflict with the laws of the Empire, and thus bring about the expansion of the Chamber of Commerce so quickly, is actually Tara. Thor, for this to be an understandable move, you have to have at least the past to say that you worked as a butler at a large commercial company for 30 years, then hid the past and started anew.”

“Hahaha! What did you mean? Was it meant as a compliment? If so, please accept it gratefully. I like it more than I thought when people say various things to please me?”

“... Don't talk back. I'm asking because I'm really curious.”

“Really? Was I the only one who thought it was a compliment? That makes me a little sad... but still. I really just decided based on what I've heard and watched other people, and based on my intuition, that if I do this, I'll make a lot of profit, and if I do this, I'll make a profit right away, but I'll incur a big loss later. Because all I do is run it.”

“... Recovering quickly after getting stabbed and drinking alcohol was a talent, and I guess this was a real talent. I really ran the business using only my instincts and intuition, but it grew to this point? In that case, you just have to believe it and say it’s like that. There’s nothing you can do now.”

“Then you can really take this as a compliment, right? Kkkk-”

“Do whatever you want. It's so ridiculous that all I can do now is laugh out loud. Hahahahaha-”

Peria and Tarator look at each other and smile.

The place where the two are is a church on a hill in Leven, Parish, and inside a huge milk storage warehouse installed behind it.

At the entrance of the storage warehouse, there is a warehouse name called [Pasteur's Well], but in fact, the warehouse name is still an assumed name more than a month after it was built, and the store owner, Tarator, is wondering what on earth happened. It was a temporary name that was given to the warehouse because it kept trying to proudly name the warehouse “udder” and the voyageurs who sweated profusely tried to stop it, saying that it was absolutely not possible.

As soon as Feria came to the warehouse where the people of the company were working and said that he had something to talk about quietly with Tarator, the warehouse, as its name suggests, was clean and clean without a speck of dust. As soon as Feria came to the warehouse and said that he had something to talk about quietly with Tarator, he started to see a dangerous warehouse brought by former knights and important workers of the current Pasteur Capon. Thanks to the tables and chairs carved in a water wave pattern that softened the image of a business meeting full of impressive members, it was instantly transformed into a great secret meeting room.

Therefore, the stories told here can never be leaked out unless the person currently inside betrays them, and at the same time, Tarator and other former knights of the Pasteur Capon Company he leads are currently working for Deshade. The number of people who pray is now significant.

And most of all, because it was Tarator who accepted them without abandoning them when they recklessly said that they would follow him, they also swore to give absolute trust and loyalty in all matters related to him, and currently, Feria is surrounded by knights of pilgrimage in this warehouse. The possibility of Tarator's secret message leaking out somewhere has now become an immutable probability that will never show any further change in the future, at the number 0.

However, in fact, among the former knights of the pilgrimage who admired Tarator and joined him to help him lead the company, none of them went to the Red Purge to pray, and all of them are now joined by the Deshade Church by the soul soldiers who worked together in the company. It was a natural thing for Peria to take refuge, as she had already thought about it in her head.

Thanks to this, the inside of the huge milk storage warehouse owned by the merchants behind the parish church was prepared as a secret meeting room where Peria could show absolute trust. After that, Peria explained everything to Tarator.

and-

The story that came out of Feria's mouth, that Astesia, who always greeted the people of the Chamber of Commerce kindly, was referred to the judgment for heresy by Hirem Brigade, the saint of the Red Purge, all those gathered there were truly angry. appeared to do so.

“Oh my god... How could you do such a ridiculous thing!”

“That’s ridiculous! The saint was referred to heresy because she wielded the power of the devil? I can't believe it!”

“Don Tarator! Just give me an order. Even though I have to abandon the name of the company that I worked with Mr. Tarator, I will finish the job by getting my hands dirty!”

“I will also be with Isher. Just give me permission. Don Tarator! Saint Astesia is not someone who should be thrown into such a swamp of dishonor. We will restore our honor. I will undo what went wrong. In order to make a soiled bag a bag again, I am willing to make these hands red with blood.”

“Judgement for heresy? Rather, shouldn't the heresy judgment be referred from here? This is Hirem, who is called the Saint of Destruction. If we were to distinguish between good and evil, no matter who sees it, the saint there is evil and they are good.”

Peria was surprised to see the excited knights wearing suits and helmets.

Of course, Peria knew that Astesia was especially close to the people of the parish compared to Lee Rim and others.

Although they are residents of Leven who have a close relationship with Thistle, Hwarim, Ennin, and Irim, this means that the residents of Leven are all the owners of the parish, people who will step forward whenever people from other denominations or nobles come to visit. The extent to which they are aware of it.

On the other hand, Astesia goes around the parish at least once a day, meets with hygges, asks people at the Pasteur Capon Company if they have any inconveniences about staying at the parish, and talks to soulmates.

and-

Peria knew this implicitly, but in fact Astesia had grown beyond the words 'little' or 'girl' to use the word 'lady' to refer to young children who had reached puberty and become more mature.

Astesia's race is a demon race and a race called a succubus.

Her growth soon led to actions that attracted the attention of countless people.

But no one looked at Astesia with dirty eyes.

Deshade's brilliance surrounds it, and with Astesia's usual efforts, she will naturally make attractive movements to seduce people as a succubus, and her body and attitude as a saintly woman are flawless and perfect for anyone to see. This is because what we have is the current Astesia.

So, the men who were former knights of the knights considered Astesia to be a saint of the diocese, and someone who could be called a true saint among the saints they had ever seen. In particular, they were planning to refer Astesia to judgment for heresy. Everyone in the warehouse couldn't help but be angry because they heard that it was Hir'em.

But that was only for a moment-

Knock knock-

“... Huh?”

“Is it hunting?”

“... Yes?”

A few Hygges had entered the warehouse and were tapping Feria on the shoulder and quietly asking questions. Tarator and other knights of the voyage belatedly discovered them.

“Hunting? Is your next prey a saint? Oh, of course, from other denominations.”

“I was passing by and heard for a moment that you were going to hunt down the Saint of Red Purge?”

“Oh, that’s not it...”

“... Isn’t it?”

“Yes, yes.”

“... That's a shame.”

The Hygges asked Peria if she wanted to hunt a saint, and as soon as she heard no, they left the warehouse again.

Thanks to the hygges who entered the warehouse, not out of anger or any other emotion, but purely thinking that this was their chance to finally legally hunt down a saint, the people who had gathered in the warehouse from the beginning were able to get into the warehouse that the hygges had locked up. I put aside speculation about whether I could have come in and regained my composure for a moment.

“... Huh! hmm! Anyway, everyone calm down. The opponent is the saintess of Red Purge. I'm not someone you can kill just because a few of you and I are rushing in.”

“Ha, but... isn’t it too unfair?”

“That's right. You are not the kind of person who deserves something like that. There is no doubt that this is an act of trying to offer our young lady as a sacrifice to their plot.”

like that-

It was a time when all the knights of voyageurs expressed their resentment at Tarator's words, and Tarator also tried to appease them.

“... If, by any chance, the Red Purge really does refer it to heresy judgment, and Saint Astesia's outcome becomes black based on the results-”

Someone quietly raised the question of what would happen if Astesia were referred to a heresy trial and found guilty there-

thud!

Kwazizig!

“...”

“““......”””

At the same time, Tarator slammed his fist down and smashed the table between himself and Peria, and everyone who saw that instantly became quiet.

        
            Someone mentioned that Astesia, the saint of the diocese where they live, may be subject to sanctions from the heresy referee referred by the Red Purge.

Even though the words could not be continued until the end, the people present here unconsciously made a solemn expression at the thought that the result might lead to Astesia leaving their side and being exiled from the empire. And-

Tarator, who had the same thought as everyone else, hit the wave-patterned table between himself and Peria.

bang!

Kwazizig!

Even though Tarator didn't hit it too hard, the square wave-patterned table was completely split lengthwise like firewood and shattered.

'Hey. 'It must hurt.'

Tarator then spoke without paying any attention to the fact that his hand was bleeding from a piece of table wood.

“Of course, if we do everything we can and the results are bad, then we will move on. No, you'll have to move. Saint Astesia, she is also our ‘family’. ... Still, since the results haven't come out yet, you shouldn't say things like that carelessly. Among those who practice witchcraft, there is a saying that the moment words containing will are uttered by someone, the words carry the will to come true and take advantage of fate.”

“... I'm sorry. Don Tarator.”

Tarator told the knight of the river not to speak carelessly, and the knight who had spoken bowed his head deeply and apologized.

“... Hey, Don Tarator. I understand what you mean by moving, but what you are saying is that you will have to move-?”

And although he could understand that what he said meant that if the saint Astesia were truly in danger, they would do everything they could to help, the other knights of the pilgrimage did not exactly understand the meaning of his subsequent words. asked Tarator what it meant-

“If the result is black, the bishop of the Deshade Church will use everything he can, including me, to save the saint. If that's the case, then should we be willing to participate in the 'holy war'? It's enough to move at that time.”

“““...!!!”””

Tarator said that what he said was that if the judgment of Saint Astesia for heresy resulted in unreasonable treatment, Bishop Irim would try to fight against the Red Purge, which would be called a 'rebellion' or a 'holy war'. He responded by saying that if the results were the same, he would join the fight.

So everyone was surprised.

The people at the store were surprised because it had been a long time since they had seen him, who was smiling heartily while talking to Peria, and how his expression, which was always friendly no matter who he met or when he was dealing with them, had changed so drastically.

In particular, among the people in the Chamber, the knights of the rogue who had followed Tarator from Tir no Nog felt a burning of respect and fighting spirit deep in their hearts as they saw his eyes return to the ones he had when fighting the moon wolf in Tir no Nog. It went up.

And just to say I was surprised -

'... I didn't know Tarator was the kind of guy who would do something like this.'

Peria was surprised because she could not have imagined that his belief in ‘loyalty’ would be worth more than that of the knights of pilgrimage, to the point where he would risk everything.

“... Hey, kahahaha! I'm sorry about this. All of a sudden, I was in a bad mood and started throwing weight around.”

“... No.”

Afterwards, Tarator returned to his original, soft appearance.

“... Once, when I was an adventurer, I met a man with the title of Legendary Dragon from Iketer. To those who always try to attack him, 'Only attack those who want to die!' It was a man with a tattoo on his back called Eungryong, and although it was only for a short time, I learned something by following him. It means that you should value righteousness and cooperation and act according to humanity. I just remembered that and became a little more serious. Forget it.”

“Hmm... I see. Well, it's a little bit, but I understand. Did you respect him?”

“Respect. yes. It was a tribute. ... anyway! Let’s end this story here and organize it!”

After that, Tarator and Peria decided to finish this meeting quickly and move on.

“Well, there are only a few nobles who are worthy of listening to our merchant's request, but you can meet them in the order I told you about. They each have a bad relationship with each other, but in fact, in the case of those two, I came in between them and stimulated their pride to win business, so I think I can take advantage of that this time as well.”

“I’m just thankful. Viscounts Will and Orb and Viscounts Bishop's Boys are nobles who have a lot of respect for them. A long time ago, there was a big rift between parents over the marriage issue, so it is a flaw that they still fight often these days, but the persuasion worked well, and they beat other self-authors who are still agonizing between the Red Purge and our church. If two upright people are the first to announce that they will participate as a jury in this heresy trial to take our church's side, it will be easy to get others to follow suit.”

“... Yeah, so while I introduced those two people-”

“Huh? What did you introduce me to?”

“Since you are meeting these two people in order, Peria, while you are at it, please tell them that the other side has increased the order quantity of goods requested from our church by 1.5 times. Even if it seems like that, those two people are highly likely to be of greater help to our company in the future, right?”

“... Maybe that was the real business you were trying to help us with?”

“Maybe so?”

“... Hehehe, hehehe...”

“... Hahahahahahaha-!”

Peria and Tarator smile at each other.

Both of them already know the truth.

Peria is happy if Tarator's request is fulfilled to a certain extent, but if not, it's just a bonus for her to keep her mouth shut.

And Tarator also knew that Feria knew this, but by asking him such a question, he tried to hide his embarrassment in front of the knights who were employees of the company.

Therefore, Peria responded to the tastes of Tarator, who was surprisingly shy at the moment, and organized the letters she had taken out to show to him and other knights of the pilgrimage and put them in her bosom.

“Ugh... Hmmmm~!”

After that, Peria came out of the dark warehouse, stretched out, and paused for a moment, looking at the sky.

“Hmm... It's easier than I thought, easier than I thought, but I guess it's still a bit lacking, right?”

Feria had an intuition that the situation would not be resolved that easily.

'intuition.'

It is not a ‘prediction’ as usual, but a ‘gut feeling’.

“... It feels like something keeps talking to my head.”

Before taking on Fairy's body, Peria was a thorough trickster, and based on the information she obtained at hand, she dared to predict the future just like her teacher had done and made moves in response to it.

But now that Peria had become a fairy, it felt like the wind kept whispering something to her.

And that is what Peria calls ‘intuition’.

And what that intuition is saying to Peria right now is-

“... I feel like my brother, who stopped by the capital, couldn't get anything from Princess Camellia. In fact, this heresy judgment is something that even Red Fudge can crush if Princess Camellia makes a clear move, but it looks like there is something between Xian and Camellia.”

Even though Irim had not even arrived at the parish, he had figured out based on intuition that Princess Camellia would not help the church.

So, it is a concept that is vaguely enjoyed by people as 'intuition' or 'feel' without anyone having clearly delved into it or given a name for it.

But at the same time, if you dig deeper, it is similar to the power possessed by the God of Knowledge, a god closely related to the Tricksters.

A god who heard all the stories of the world through the wind, enjoyed the stories, and enjoyed the entertainment of giving answers to desired knowledge as a reward to those who could find him.

The tricksters of old had a close relationship with the god of knowledge, but there were times when the god and the trickster did not serve each other and be served, but instead faced each other in the same place and talked with each other with respect.

However, in the end, even the God of Knowledge was not omnipotent and omnipotent, so the God of Knowledge died in a fight with the Transcendent and other ancient beings, as was common in ancient times, and the power that the God possessed spread widely and became a 'concept'.

And the ‘concept’ of the God of Knowledge-

Peria held the largest piece of anything, becoming a fairy.

“... I don't know what it is, but I will use it well. This power, I don’t know if someone gave it to me.”

Therefore, Peria continued to rely on the power called intuition, or sense, that only those who have reached the peak of nothingness can feel once in a while, and continued to use it until useful information from all over the empire reached her ears.

And although Peria's power is still inexperienced in life as a Fairy, if it is fully exercised, she can temporarily rival Paradox's foresight in reading the celestial bodies, and she expressed her gratitude to the person who gave her this power.

“Haaa... But it's hard to do everything at once by yourself.”

However, even though Peria was a weak church, she felt a little mentally exhausted from running a church, preparing for this heresy trial, and her main job as a trickster at the same time, so she grumbled a little and made a wish that would never come true. I spit it out.

“It's really hard for me to do everything on my own, but I'd like to have someone help me by writing letters to the nobles I'll meet in the future and things like that, as well as exchanging opinions and reviewing future plans... Farewell doesn't want to do this, and other people aren't as good as me, so in the end, I have to do it all myself.”

Peria thought that if there was at least one more person as smart as her, her burden would be lessened and she would have fewer mistakes to make.

However, Peria knows how carefully the tasks she is currently in charge of are things that require careful attention, so although she is cold and apologetic, considering the level of Thistle and others, it is something she cannot bear to entrust to them, so it is an accident of her own level. I had a vague sense that this would probably not be possible unless another person capable of doing so 'appeared' in the parish.

“... Okay. Well then, shall we go back home for now?”

Afterwards, Peria took a short rest and lowered her head again.

It's not bad to look at the sky, relax, and listen to the news the wind brings, but right now, you have to keep your only body busy.

So Peria went home first.

Clap-

Open the front door.

“I went there.”

Saying hello to other people who may be back home.

“Huh? I guess Farewell is here too? What's going on? Did you run out of sugar and come get it?”

Although I found the shoes of a homunculus staying at the parish in the shoe cabinet, I didn't hesitate and went inside.

And from there, Peria,

“... Huh? uh? Yes? Huh?”

The surprising news that the playful winds deliberately did not bring to her -

“Um, Gloria? No, no, but it's really small... But Gloria?!”

The figure of Gloria, the size of a small doll, big enough to fit in the palm of one's hand, proudly standing on the table in the living room, surrounded by everyone who had entered the house before her, with a serious expression on their faces, or an expression of having witnessed something truly extraordinary. I was shocked to discover this.

“Welcome. Fairy’s trickster. I'm glad that your face looks good even though it's been a while since I last saw you.”

        
            [Troimerai]

Astesia, Aila, I, and I returned to the parish after finishing all our errands in the capital.

kkieeek-

“arrived! Wow, I never knew I could go back and forth so easily! Astesia, you worked hard! Aren’t you tired?”

“Hehehe... What. It just feels like a complete cleaning of the church.”

And this time, Astesia said she wanted to test whether the portal she had previously built in a warehouse on the outskirts of the parish could still be maintained, so this time we went to a warehouse at the bottom of the hill a little away from the house. I was able to open the door and come out.

“Then Lee Rim! Are you going to go home right away?”

“... Uh, yes.”

“Huh? Why are you slow to answer?”

“Are you okay? Lee Rim? Could it be that... there's a problem caused by transferring too many times?”

“... No. That's not it. don't worry. It's just because I have something to think about. Two people go up before him. I'll walk slowly and then go in.”

“Really? okay! Lee Rim!”

“... Yes. Instead, do you need to come in quickly?”

“Haha- Okay.”

Afterwards, I decided to get some fresh air and gather my thoughts, so I sent the two people up first and started walking home alone, thinking slowly.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

'hour. First of all, it saved a lot of time.'

Normally, we would take a carriage, and even if Gombangi came forward, going back and forth from the capital city of Philia to the parish of Leven would take weeks, but we used Astesia's portal to go in the morning and return in the evening. succeeded in doing this.

And the saying that time is money is something that people must hear at least once in their lives anytime and anywhere, and even if they haven't heard it yet, it's such a famous saying that they will definitely hear it at least once in the future. From that perspective, with the power of Astesia, we can Being able to travel to the capital so easily was truly a huge benefit.

In reality, the two weeks it takes to travel from the capital to the diocese, which we have now shortened, is an advantage that is hard to obtain even if you give as much gold as you want. To be precise, I wonder what will happen if you spend a lot of money to use the gate. In the past, Hirem arrived at Leven, our church's parish, using the gate of a city near their church. Peria says that there are still people talking about that incident in the world, so in reality, it is money. It's not something that can be solved.

'Especially now that the time bomb of the possibility of a heresy trial is prepared to explode at any moment, which denomination can use the time equally given to both sides as efficiently as possible and attract as many people as possible just before the heresy trial is officially referred? It is a battle to collect and embrace them. And in reality, time was not given equally to each other. The Red Purge quietly began preparing to attack us, and it was a fight at a disadvantage for us from the beginning in that we only began to move after hearing the news belatedly through Paradox. It was truly fortunate that we learned of the news of the Red Purge, which was moving quietly and secretly, through Paradox, extremely quickly, although other denominations might have waited several weeks before realizing it.'

Since it is the originator of this incident, it is clear that the Red Purge Church has an advantage.

In other words, this is a fight where a player is hit in Red Purge, and we are in a position where we have to unconditionally defend ourselves from them.

The Red Purge Church and Xian, which were moving first, have already gathered a significant number of nobles who will participate as inquisitors and jurors in the upcoming Heresy Judgment. More precisely, through their recruitment, they have already gathered a significant number of nobles who will volunteer for the Heresy Inquisition, and will take a neutral stance from now on. We are focusing our efforts on attracting nobles to our allies.

In the end, it is only because the connection to the center is vague, but since the Red Fudge is as large in power as the Rugal Church, there is no way to quickly secure a certain number of nobles who can fill the jury for this heresy judgment without anyone noticing. First, they followed up with a move to attract the number of nobles equivalent to more than half of the total number of jurors who could attend the heresy trial in order to secure a clear victory, so from then on, the Tricksters and the Spy Knights of Camellia It caught people's attention right away.

And that's the extent of our church's understanding of the Red Purge's movements, and if that's the case, we'll follow their movements in a strictly identical speed battle and only look at the outcome from Husun's perspective.

'In that case, this is a speed battle that actively uses the power of Astesia, and since we can roughly know which nobles Peria will lure out first in the Red Purge, the number of jurors who can participate in the Heresy Trial is 99. They said that as long as it was determined, they could continue to recruit nobles who were one or two classes higher than them. Even though our starting line is different from Red Fudge, it would be difficult to start from zero, but if that side wants to push with the number of pages, we can push with the quality.'

Although he did not receive support from Princess Camellia.

Obviously, it is a huge loss as securing the princess's support was the top priority for our victory, and perhaps the Red Purge side is also aware of Hir'em, or more precisely, Cyan, who is helping Hir'em, has made sure to calculate it up to that point. Since we did it, it should be seen as a winning bet.

'It's really unfortunate, but Camellia has already signed a contract with both sides, so if a fight breaks out between spy Xian and me, I won't be able to stop it. Mediation itself is impossible. What Xian wants is for Red Purge to invade the center in earnest and lay a solid foundation, but Xian and the princess signed a contract before I came to the empire, and what Xian is doing now is to blindly attack me. As it is obviously for the prosperity of Red Purge, which was promised to Camellia in advance, any attempt at mediation by Princess Camellia in itself would already be a breaking of the promise between the two, so even that cannot be done.'

Even though he did not receive support from the princess, his shoulders were not heavy because he did not return with only bad news.

Although we couldn't get the princess's help, we definitely got Lihere's cooperation.

However, because Lihi was in decline and the nobles who had a deep connection with Lihi naturally had to live quietly within the imperial castle, there were quite a few nobles who lost their support for Lihi along the way because it was difficult, so the number itself is not that large. You can't expect it.

Still, most of the nobles who still maintain relationships with Lihier through such times are high-ranking nobles, and the daughters of Duke Theoroi, Clayzen and Li, who sent a letter directly from Hwarim asking if they would help our church. Considering that Heer is also connected to the Duke of Theoroi, if we do well, we will have to recruit Duke Theoroi separately in order for the duchy itself to take our side, but at least we can attract people in the duchy's camp to our side. It leads to what exists.

‘The weight of being an artist itself is enormous. Among the founding contributors, it is the current operatives who served as the left and right arm of the Steyer royal family and as renowned swordsmen. Of course, as these dukes are deeply aware of the symbolism of such a position, it is natural and normal for any duke to not take one side in most of the incidents that occur within the empire and instead try to maintain their neutral character with dignity. However, even if the duke himself does not step forward, the duke's daughter, Claysen, will participate as an interrogator in this heresy judgment, or Astesia will also be a force in the fight against Sotok in Rugal's diocese, Tir no Nog. Since I have witnessed the use of , it is a huge benefit just to be able to participate as a witness in the witness group that each denomination can apply for.'

This is what the paradox meant when it said that the empire was divided in half.

If Kleisen, the duke's daughter who obtained indirect cooperation from the Theoroi duchy and is closely related to our church, attends the interrogation panel as a juror or a witness on the witness panel, she will have a close relationship with the Theoroi duchy. The vassal nobles who were in a relationship are also naturally taking steps to side with our church in this matter of heresy judgment.

So, in fact, joining hands with the Duke's family in this way, even if it's just across a bridge through Lady Claisen and Lehire, may mean that Duke Theoroi himself will step forward for us in person or not, but most of the power of the families directly under the Duke's family is there. It also means that you can get it.

There-

Now that the qualitative speaking rights of the nobles who will attend the interrogation group have been secured through the joining of some nobles from the Duke's camp, the quantitative aspect has also been secured through an unexpected deal with the Witches of the Blue Rose.

'In the Red Purge, the number of nobles who can be mobilized by request to fill the number of inquisition groups is not that large, and most of them are count people, which is a limitation of the church that does not have great influence and power in the center. . On the other hand, Siran said that it would be difficult to induce the few people of the marquis to attend the interrogation, but among the current countes, he can be called a semi-marquis or a quasi-count, and if he performs one or two more feats in the future, he will become a marquis. He said he could recruit nobles who could definitely rise to the rank of count. In that case, with the support of the Duke of Teoroi, the noble group connected to it, the Blue Rose Witches, and the introduction of several nobles through Tarator... we will be able to narrowly fill 50 people.'

That's not all.

The only thing that can definitely fill in the rest of the missing parts is-

‘Wenet. Portia. Marvelous. Right now... there are only three of us, but those three will be the ones we can ask for to definitely support the number of nobles we can recruit, which is likely to be an uncertain number of 50.'

This is the help of people who were members of our church and were traveling around the empire as knights of voyage.

        
            Unlike adventurers, knights of leisure often wander alone.

Sometimes, like-minded knights of pilgrimage gather together among themselves, but if that happens, they end up breaking away from the image of a knight of pilgrimage wandering the world alone chasing their dreams, and become indistinguishable from ordinary adventurers or mercenaries. Most knights of pilgrimage travel alone throughout the empire, helping people in need and earning reasonable compensation and honor.

However, even such knights of pilgrimage often pursue fame rather than money, so unless they receive stable support, it is natural for them to become as lazy as adventurers who work alone.

Therefore, most knights of pilgrimage want to receive stable support from some noble family, knightly order, or religious order, and in return, knights of pilgrimage travel around the world in the name of their sponsors.

And in that way, Winnet, Portia, and Marvelous are working as knights of pilgrimage under the name of our church.

First of all, Winnet is receiving requests from nobles who have received help from her even before she became a knight-errant belonging to our church to quit being an adventurer and become a knight for their family, and the adventurer's guild is giving her more support as the years go by. They are trying to keep him by giving him better treatment.

In addition to the nobles associated with her, Portia is said to have spent a long time as a knight-errant, and although her rank is not high, she is said to be friends with people from the viscount and baron nobles; and, according to Peria, our church is in Tirna Nog. There is even a Marvelous story that says that he started out as a knight of the pilgrimage, went to any and all difficult places in the empire, appeared in unexpected places, helped various merchants and nobles, and became famous in an instant.

So I'm hopeful.

For more details, I will have to continue to check the intentions of each noble from now on, but after adding up all the calculations so far, I have arrived at the result that 50 people can be sufficiently filled without the princess's help.

However, I also felt that I had the power to fight against the Red Purge too easily.

'... Is this right? Is it really possible to win just by filling in the majority of 50 people out of the 99 members of the interrogation panel? Could it be that they did this because they were sure of victory regardless of whether they won or lost in the trial, based on an old law that led to an unknown law of victory that we were not even aware of?'

My suspicions began to grow stronger, and I felt so uneasy that I even began to doubt that voting was the method by which black and white in the Heresy Judgment was decided.

Of course, this can be seen as a result of the hard work we have done so far in building connections in the empire.

I have known how important personal connections are since the days of the Kingdom Union.

So, from the beginning, the empire focused on maintaining smooth human relationships.

So, it can be said that it was easy to get help from Lihier this time, and it was also easy to get help from Tarator.

However, it is Red Purge, with whom we thought we had built up a good relationship, that is actually bringing us to the point of conflict.

It is said that there is a Kishinkai within Rugal, and within it there is an Aleph who acts as a puppet and is trying to slowly chip away at the Gishinkai from the outside, but I think our church has really treated the Red Purge as kindly as it could. do.

“But I came back with this result.”

... coo-

Continuing to think like that, I slowly climbed up, and before I knew it, I had arrived right in front of the house. Just before entering the house, I noticed a rather large stone next to the door, so I stepped on it, and with my magical leg, I stepped on it and crushed it.

Wow!

A pebble stone that was neatly split in half, as if there was a crack inside.

Although it looked solid, it cracked easily.

That was the true nature of our relationship with Red Purge.

Although a relationship appears strong on the outside, it can easily be broken by a slight shock.

“... No. No. From the beginning, we had nothing to do with Red Purge. Maybe I was just mistaken.”

However, when I thought about it, it occurred to me later that we were not that deeply connected to the Red Purge.

Let's say that our church relied on the Red Purge. At the ball held in the capital after the expulsion of Baphomet, we used the Red Fudge church, where the Cardinal Komondor was, as a breakwater from the petty nobles who showed interest in our church and came to visit us. That's about it.

However, it was a request for help based on a tacit agreement with Cardinal Comondor, who seemed to not have much greed as he got older, and at the time, we did not receive help for free, but Cardinal Comondor and members of our church talked to each other. There was a tacit exchange for giving away some information.

Up to that point, I remember our church and the Red Purge exchanging something, and after that, I never received any one-sided favor or help.

Even in Tyrna Nog, where the knight's festival was held, a gambling enthusiast named Saint Hir'em became attached to us, causing problems in the division of personnel in the search for a cavity deep in the Rugal Mountains as instructed by Camellia, and as it happened, Aleph and the 1st Prince. I was blocked by lightning and got hit by lightning instead.

It is said that we got a reward for gambling, but in the first place, that gamble was not something we wanted to do, but because circumstances forced us into a situation where we had no choice but to accept the gamble that Hirem requested.

In addition, along with Hirem, Xian caused a nuisance by making a sudden visit to our church by using the gate during the preparation period for the wish ceremony.

Normally, we would have finished the preparations for the wish ceremony slowly and leisurely and wanted to rest comfortably.

The saints came and made us very concerned, and in addition, they made it so that from Rugal to Aleph and the Paladin of the Kishinkai, they used the gate to arrive.

“Oh wait, the more I think about it, the angrier I get?”

So, the actual relationship between the Red Purge and our church is numerically 0.

No, it's not 0. On the contrary, since we treated the two saints who came to our diocese with great hospitality, we would have done so if the other side would have considered our denomination as a plus. There was no reason for us to be treated like this.

So I-

“... It's okay. Because I had already decided. No more gratuitous kindness. If Red Purge really wants to go to the next level, I shouldn't hold back.”

This is the last time our church will show favor to the Red Fudge, and if the referral to the Heresy Judgment is not canceled and continues as is until I return to the Elven Forest with Aela, the Red Fudge will be part of our church from then on within the empire. I thought that I should make it an enemy to be most wary of.

Of course, I have no intention of making a hasty judgment.

'Still, there are still many opportunities. As Camellia said, after completing the trip to the elf forest with Aela much faster than the princess had expected, she used the free time to meet, meet, meet with Hirem... and declare war to see if they could negotiate. 'I just need to finish the story, whatever it may be.'

My choice is the denominational’s choice.

Although I am not the master of the church, I already know that if I make a decision, everyone in the church will follow it without complaining, especially since the cause of Astesia's current suffering has been clearly determined. I know you will agree to that much.

so.

Since the world does not change just by thinking about it anymore, I realized that the only way is to move my body and hit it, so I decided to stop and put an end to the current situation.

Sigh-

Suddenly!

Crash!

“He obviously went to the capital, but was he buried in Brocken? Before I knew it, there was a lot of dirt... I went.”

After stopping in front of the house and thinking for a while, I had decided on my future policy, and after shaking the dirt off my boots in the dirt dusting area at the entrance, I entered the house.

“... So, the name saint was originally a misrepresentation of the names of royal families in a kingdom called the Holy Kingdom, long before the old empire and ancient kingdoms -”

“... What does this mean?”

At the house just past the entrance, instead of being greeted by people who had already returned home as usual, I heard someone giving a speech from somewhere.

And that voice is definitely-

'No, more than that, are my ears weird?'

It was Gloria's voice that I could not forget, even if I tried to, because I had heard it countless times during the 13 years I spent in the dimension of Fairy Garden.

“... Oh, no way. But, it still makes no sense. huh. That may be true,,, but maybe-?”

So I hurriedly took off my remaining shoes and ran to the living room where the sound was coming from-

“... Because of this, after the fall of the Holy Kingdom, the word 'saint' was lost for a while, but was rediscovered by the Association of Linguists and spread throughout the world, and each denomination was influenced by it... Huh? Ah, Lee Rim! Are you here?! grow! It's Gloria! This Gloria came directly to your house!”

There, I saw everyone sitting around the table in the living room, and Farewell, who was sitting with his butt on the table, placing what looked like a doll on his palms -

However, the size was so different from the height I knew that I mistook her for a doll, but I was able to witness little Gloria taking on the appearance of Gloria so intelligently that I could never tell she was a different person.

“Gloria?”

“Yes! It’s Gloria!”

“... Is this really Gloria?”

“Not really. Even though I am small, I am definitely me. Irim, there isn't much time left until you leave my tower, so I had a bit of a hard time differentiating it in a hurry, but I created it using the mistletoe I used in the Fairy Garden, and I am clearly the same age as I was in Ars Magna. For some reason, Farewell keeps introducing herself with the dishonorable name of Mini Gloria to differentiate between me there and me here.”

“Ha... I'm really going crazy...”

“Oh my god...”

Farewell sighed when he saw Mini Gloria, who turned her head towards me with a big smile on her palm, and the others also turned their heads towards me belatedly as Mini Gloria was the first to spot me and greet me.

and-

Gloria, who was standing on Farewell's palm in the most confident posture despite being smaller than anyone else, explained why those eyes were unusually warm, lively, and filled with shame.

“Actually, Lee Rim, I was telling everyone the details of what happened with you in the Fairy Garden before you came back. There were so many people who were curious about it that I couldn't help but talk about it. so-

After giving a vivid explanation to the people here about the affairs you and I had during our time in the Fairy Garden, I had just moved on to another story.”

“... Holy crazy.”

Thanks to that, I have been looking at me with intense eyes, and in particular, because I have heard in detail and very specifically about the love affair I had with Gloria in the Fairy Garden that Gloria told me about, I have been looking at sleeping positions with various possibilities, possibilities, and expectations. Because of these three people, Thistle, Ennin, and Hwarim-

“... Lee Rim? First of all, I want to talk about a lot of things, but I heard the general idea of the situation from Gloria. Yes.”

“Uh, well... I heard that. Well, to be a bit specific, I mean... I was a little embarrassed because it was a story about a new world that we didn't know about. Hahahaha...”

“... Huh! Welcome. ... You beast.”

... Click!

The temperature was higher than usual today, so I was wearing thick clothes that made me sweat quickly when I got slightly feverish, so I was thinking about taking off my outer clothes as soon as I got home, but as soon as I saw the three people's gazes, I unconsciously pulled up my collar and sat in the top layer. I ended up buttoning everything up.

        
            ... Boo- Boo- Boo- Boo- Boo-

The sound of an owl coming from somewhere.

However, unlike an ordinary owl's sound, it had a slightly heavier sound, and each time it cried, it touched my heart, just like the sound of drums coming from a huge amplifier at a concert hall.

'... Still, it makes my heart flutter openly, but it's not that uncomfortable. Well, if it had had a significant impact on people's sleep, I would have kicked them out a long time ago.'

However, that does not mean that the owl's hooting sound disturbs a good night's sleep.

Unlike drum sounds, which literally have the feeling of 'hitting' the heart, the sound that surrounds the chest is so heavy that it makes the heart feel like it is 'ringing', so the sound that covers the chest actually gives the feeling that the bed is protected, helping people sleep well. Then, I think it will make you fall into a pleasant sleep.

I'm not sure, but I've personally thought that the crying may have some kind of magical or magical effect that leads to a good night's sleep, but even when I asked Ferina Gloria, who is much smarter than me, I heard that research results showed that this was not the case. Although it may be true that it is said that there are no enemies.

So, after coming to the Empire, I studied hard and shared information with the Hygges about the Demon Beasts that can only be found in the Kingdom Alliance and the Empire. From Enin, I am now on the roof of the church in our diocese. I was able to hear various things about a hooting owl, or more accurately, a bird belonging to a magical beast.

The demonic beast called 'Town Wool' who is crying on the roof of the church where Deshade's idol is located again tonight is a symbol of human cultural prosperity.

And the reason why they are called a symbol of the prosperity of human culture is that when the village where people live has developed to a similar level that can be called a city by their standards, town wools come and settle down.

'Town wools are said to be useful demons that even hygge people do not try to catch unless they are doing it for educational purposes. They say that even though they are wild, they don't care about people, so when I went up to the roof of the church during the day and went to the shade where the Town Wool was sleeping and held out some nuts, their eyes were really sleepy and they gave me an annoying look as if I was asking them why they came up. You ate some nuts, right? Even when I pat his head in return, he doesn’t say anything. Oh, of course, after petting him for about 10 minutes, I felt a little embarrassed and sorry that he pushed me away with his wings as if he was telling me I should sleep now. Hehehe...'

Enin added that they are human-friendly beneficial birds that live in the city, catching rats wandering through the alleys and eating food by-products from nearby private sector.

So, in addition, Peria, who was listening to me and Enin talking in the living room while sorting out documents, said that in reality, in the empire, when villages located in a region are divided into general villages and cities, the boundary line is used to determine the level of development of the cluster. Instead of making a judgment based on statistics or accurate indicators, an imperial official from the capital stayed in the village for a week and judged whether or not the town cry was heard every night to classify it into a village or a city. do.

but-

As someone who had just woken up and listened to the owl hooting for what seemed like several minutes, I felt like the town owl who had settled down in our parish was nothing but an idiot.

Especially for me, I kept watching other people all evening, especially Thistle, Ennin, and Hwarim, and it wasn't until after-meal tea time that the three of them seemed fortunate enough to come visit me today, so it was time to sleep and I was finally freed from their gazes. It's like this, but crying like that doesn't feel like anything more productive than having my sleep interrupted again.

'What kind of city is this, Leven... What have you come to gain from a parish where the only residents are soul-sick hygges and a few merchants?'

Aside from the church, the store, and the cemetery, there is nothing in Leven that would attract people.

Of course, the spirits have become more and more stable, and recently, someone has opened a bakery, a clothing store including a weaving mill in connection with a merchant association, and the work of bringing in water to irrigate a formally established blacksmith shop. I may have heard that it started a while ago, but it still seems like a village to me.

'What kind of village is this without a wall... Ah, but was that the same for Ars Magna?'

However, at the moment, a place like Arsmagna went beyond being called a city even though it had no walls and was even called a city-state, so Deshade's power was overflowing and the milk stored in the warehouse installed behind the church was filled with divine power. I wonder if the townsfolk who sensed this came to see it because it was so contained.

Anyway, one thing was certain: I could hear the owl now.

I am now awake.

“... Turn off.”

After confirming that my neck was locked, I slowly opened my eyes.

“...”

The vision was dark.

To be exact, there was no light.

What catches your eye is the ceiling and the structure of the dark room.

'How long has it been?'

As soon as I opened my eyes, I felt sleepy, so I got up and went to the window.

Sigh!

'... It's still pretty dark. Did I wake up too early? Should I go back to sleep...'

I tried to open the window curtains, but the moonlight was so pale that there wasn't even a speck of light coming in, and it was definitely still far into the night to begin with.

In my experience, it must have taken about 3 to 4 hours to get up after lying down. Considering the average sleep time, it was definitely a short sleep time, but it was definitely not a light sleep.

So, it seemed unlikely that I would run into anyone if I left the room and went out into the hallway, so I just placed a chair in front of the window and leaned on it, hoping to kill some time until I could fall asleep again.

“... It’s cold.”

As I got closer to the window, I felt a chill.

It was so warm during the day, but at night, the air felt so cold that I shivered slightly.

But it's not a bad feeling.

In fact, as my eyes were about to close again, I thought that rather than wanting to go back to bed and sleep, I wanted to feel this wind a little closer.

so-

... click!

...Wheeiiiing-

When I quietly opened the window, a wind that was not as cold as I thought, unlike the chill I felt from the window, enveloped my face.

and-

“Yeoong-cha! I'm going to feel sick. Are you okay?”

Someone spoke from right next to my ear, and then stood up on the window sill where I was leaning my arm.

“... Gloria.”

“Yes. It's Gloria. Hehe...”

The one who came up on the window sill was Gloria.

However, the window frame would have been narrow for her of her natural height to stand on, but Gloria, who was just a few weeks old and the size of a kitten, climbed onto the window frame, with Fairwell holding the 'Mini' tightly in front of her and fitting perfectly on the palm of her hand. .

“Did you wake up because of me?”

“No. Rather, it's actually closer to the concept that for me, who has a body like this, I can sleep when I want, and it's not a big problem if I don't. I just opened my eyes because you were shaking from your sleep.”

“Really? If so, I'm glad. What about the bed? Are you okay?”

“It was okay for something that was made hastily. I liked it because it was soft. Even though it's a very small space, the thought of being inside the fence you made made me so excited that I couldn't sleep well.”

“... Hahahaha, then I'm glad.”

Gloria had just come across the long dresser next to the window frame.

And what's on top of that dresser is a bed specially sized for little Gloria that Ruba made for her.

When I returned home, there was a huge commotion thanks to the people surrounding Gloria and listening to her story, but right then and there, I and Aela, who had returned home first, went to the Elven Forest a few days later due to Princess Camellia's order. I finally calmed everyone down by saying that I had to go and come back.

Then, around dinner time, Luba came to our house this time and said that she had come to hand over purebred deer meat, which was harder to find in the forest of hygge than we thought. Then, she spotted Gloria, and immediately Luba opened her eyes. He ran back to the forest while sparkling and said that the bed was made in just one hour.

Since Ruba is the youngest among hygge adults and the eldest sister among children, it was an easy task to make a simple bed, so I gave it to her.

What was surprising was that Raines, who came home much later than me and just before dinner was about to start, saw Mini Gloria and her expression was momentarily distorted, but she finished her response to Gloria and went to dinner. After finishing, I sat in the living room with Aila and helped them knit Gloria's exclusive bedding on the bed Ruba had made.

Although Raines does not have very good memories of Gloria, he still saw her in many ways in Ars Magna, and the fact that she followed me even as a small figure in the parish conveyed her sincerity, so he accepted her to some extent. I don't think so.

So, I quietly chatted with Gloria, who was wrapped comfortably inside the bed and then climbed up to the window sill where I was.

“So, you’re going to visit the elf forest?”

“Yes. As I said before, I plan to leave in about two days as soon as Aila is ready.”

“The Elven Forest. Then I guess I'll have to cross the border.”

“Ah, words are borders, but they are no longer borders.”

“Huh? What does that mean?”

“Actually, I didn't know because I wasn't interested in that kind of thing, but it seems that the Grace Territory where we used to stay has been incorporated into the imperial territory this time. Of course, the Kingdom Alliance may call it nonsense, but it is highly unlikely that they who have abandoned all other cities and are confined to the integrated capital and barely able to prevent invasions from other races can have a real impact on the key points in the border area. . So, the princess sent an army to protect Grace's territory, and it was said that a new noble named Saint Grace, who had just been installed there, had become the lord. ◦

“Hehehehe... Is it Camellia after all? The skill of not missing an opportunity and seizing it is excellent.”

like that-

As I draped my arm across the window, where I could feel the chill, and talked to Gloria, who leaned back on my arm, I suddenly felt at ease and began to fall asleep again.

        
            ... nod-

“... Ah.”

How much time has passed?

I thought he was talking to Gloria, but he seems to have fallen asleep before I knew it.

“Are you awake?”

Then Gloria, who was still leaning on my arm, also woke up and started talking to me.

“Yes. Sorry, I guess I fell asleep.”

“Hehe. No. In the first place, night is a time for people living ordinary lives to sleep, right? So, it was nice to see you regaining your sleep, but I just had some time to worry about how to move you while you were sleeping in a place like this.”

Before I knew it, the cries of Town Wool had quieted down.

Perhaps it seems that the hunting season has begun in earnest.

The creature that is said to be the basis for the human village becoming a city may be a familiar bird to us, but it is a mid-level predator among the avian beasts, and after announcing its appearance by crying for a long time in the middle of the night, it croaks before dawn. It is said that it is now time for full-scale hunting.

So, it was probably a night where only Gloria and I were awake, even if anyone who was tossing and turning in the parish could have fallen asleep safely.

“... Hehehe. I'm so happy that we can face each other under the same night sky once again.”

Mini Gloria changed her posture, put her arm on my arm, rested her chin on it, made eye contact, and smiled.

If she were her normal size, she would have a very dignified and sultry attitude, but-

“...”

Kuuk!

Soft-

It's a size that can fit in one hand, so even if I say something like that, it just seems cute and I end up poking my cheek with my finger.

“Ugh, what are you doing all of a sudden?”

“No. Because I wanted to stab something.”

“Don’t be too rough. If you treat this body like you would an ordinary human being, you could get hurt.”

“Hahahaha... sorry.”

Talking with Gloria made me feel at ease.

Malkan-

“Ugh- I told you not to do it.”

“Ugh... But for some reason, even though it only seems like a few days have passed, I feel really happy to see you.”

“... If you do it in that mood, I won't stop you.”

After that, I just absentmindedly caressed little Gloria and spent some time with her.

Slurp- Slurp-

While stroking her doll-sized head,

Scratching- Scratching-

“... Huh! hmm! I am not like a kitten.”

When I scratch her chin with my fingers, Gloria feels embarrassed but doesn't reject it because it feels good.

...Kkook-

Afterwards, I try placing her small hand on my finger.

Then, naturally, my finger moved again and headed towards her stomach.

Ugh...

“... ugh-”

After that, she just absentmindedly stroked her stomach while making a small noise.

Slurp-

...

Slurp-

...

Slurp-

...

Slurp-

but.

“... Hey, Lee Rim.”

“... Huh?”

“... Well, if you have this kind of taste, I can accept it, but the actual show might be a little difficult... Is that okay?”

“... Huh?”

However, I was just stroking her stomach with my fingers as if I was stroking a cute little animal, but Gloria was exactly the same as I saw in Fairy Garden, except that her height had become smaller, so she unconsciously felt it as I kept stroking her stomach and chest. shape.

“... No, no no. no. I didn't mean to do that. Yes.”

“Hehehe... Really? I'm glad it wasn't so. It was difficult for me to respond properly to you with a body like this.”

side-

“Still, if anything comes to mind, please let me know. Because I can accept as much as I want.”

“... Yes. Oh, no. Still, I don't think that's a good idea, so I won't ask for it in the future...”

So, she looked a little excited and just kissed my cheek and calmed down again. I was also so embarrassed that I stopped stroking Gloria before I developed any more strange tastes.

After that, Gloria's switch went up for a moment and then went down again, and I also continued chatting with Gloria.

As I said before falling asleep, the content of the conversation was that in a few days I would be leaving for the elf forest with Aela.

And if the itinerary for me and Aila to go to the Elven Forest goes as planned, it will be a very long journey, taking about a month.

If you start from Leven, it will take more than two weeks to cross the border at the fastest, and from there, this time, instead of approaching the elf forest from the kingdom union side, which is full of different races, you turn around a bit and walk again, a distance that takes about a week, to reach the elves. It is said that you can enter the other side of the forest.

And that Princess Camellia had given such an order to me, who was busy preparing for the Heresy Judgment, and Gloria briefly pointed out her intention.

“At the moment, every day is going to be a waste of time, but that Camellia guy also openly expressed his dissatisfaction with Irim for not accepting his offer.”

“That's right. But I have no intention of being swayed as intended.”

However, Camellia's plan to fulfill a legal contract to separate me from the church was already awry from the beginning.

“Originally, it would be a long journey that would take up to 6 weeks just to go back and forth, but with the power of Astesia, we can reach the border right away.”

“And from there, we will move on a child called Gombang, whom we have seen several times before, and if that happens, the two-week round trip distance will be shortened to within a week, right?”

“That’s right. No matter how hard you are, it would be difficult to reduce the distance of a week, which had been shortened to its limit, to half that amount, but this time, it was only Aila and I who were moving, not driving a carriage, and Peria said we would help, so it wasn't just impossible. ”

Use whatever is available.

Shortening the distance to the border using Astesia.

To arrive at the Elven Forest from the border, rather than taking the commonly known regular route to the Elven Forest, you take a side road that Eila says you should never reveal.

In addition, Gombangi moves in a way that cannot be compared to that of ordinary horses or the beasts trained in Lihi, and it was possible because I and Aila, including Gombangi, said that Peria would do their best to minimize wind resistance. -

A ridiculous time reduction magic that reduces the 6 weeks you would have had to devote to your journey to a whopping 1 week.

So, although I don't know how much time I will have to spend on errands in the Elven Forest, if I do it well, I will be able to achieve the minimum total round trip time of 6 weeks that I need to devote to carrying out Princess Camellia's orders. I visited the Elven Forest in just one week. I was planning to use my free time to go see Hirem.

“After going there, the best situation would be if you use your free time to stop by Red Purge and meet Hirem Brigade, also known as the Saint of Destruction, so that we can have one last conversation.”

“... That's a bit of a worry, though.”

But what comes next is the problem.

The problem in the Elven Forest is something to do with Eila.

I plan to do whatever I can, and if they reject me on the other side, I will return as is, and I plan to comply with Aela's circumstances as much as possible.

The problem is next.

I thought Camellia kept me away from this job for 6 weeks, but I plan to finish this job in a week and see Hir'em.

However, it is more important to actually meet Sian.

“The person to whom this heresy judgment will be referred is Hir’em, but the one behind it is clearly Saint Xian. So, since it is Saint Xian who puts Hirem at the forefront and does her best to help him from behind, the plan I have made right now is to talk with Hirem as well as with Xian if possible.◦# ◦

“But if you’re Hirem, there’s a high possibility that that woman named Xian won’t respond to you, right?”

“That's the problem. Sian might backtrack. It is certainly true that they signed a contract with Camellia, but both Xian and I are spies who must never be known to the public, and Xian especially knows that he is a spy for Princess Camellia within their own religious order, the Red Purge. Since I can't reveal it, even if I try to meet her and talk to her, she might try to avoid me by saying that she doesn't have anything worth talking about, and it's difficult to do anything with that fact.”

“That’s right. Lee Rim, the term Camellia's spy that you and that woman named Xian carry on your shoulders means, precisely, that you have a face behind you that can carry out assassination and duke orders given by Camellia that cannot be revealed on the surface. If so, it would be ambiguous. Since not just one of you, you and Xian, are both spies, if you threaten Xian and say that you will spread the news to the church that you are a spy of Camellia, Xian will also say that you are not just a knight of Camellia, but a spy to the nobles of the empire. If you announce that it is being wielded as a sword capable of inflicting unreasonable punishment, it will result in mutual destruction. In particular, the only thing that Xian will lose is the loss of his position as a saint, but what you will lose, Irim, will be the loss of Princess Camellia, who can be said to be the only shield of the Deshade Church.”

“That’s what I said. I feel like I should somehow make the most of my free time after going to the Elven Forest and run to Red Purge to meet Xian rather than Hir'em, but I can't think of any way to persuade Xian right now. Haha...”

Of all the situations that will happen, the most annoying what-if situation is that even if I went to see Red Purge, Xian would just say that all of this is happening under Hir'em's leadership and that he is only assisting. Not only is it a matter of getting rid of it, but even if I do meet Sian, there is no obvious way to persuade her right now.

Of course, I have to talk to Hirem, who is currently lending his name to the upcoming heresy judgment, but even though Hirem has a high probability of meeting with me, Sian refuses to even respond to my conversation on her part. If you throw it away, the path to persuasion will be completely closed and the heresy judgment will be opened, and no matter how well this side has prepared, if you think that the heresy judgment will be opened right now, I don't know what secret trick the other side may have prepared. I just feel anxious.

“cyan. A way to bring out the draft is the most urgent thing at the moment.”

So, trying to think of a way to lead Xian to the negotiation table, which I couldn't think of even after putting our heads together with Feria, I rested my chin and held out my finger so that little Gloria could lean on me.

Then Gloria touches her cheek to my finger with her gaze looking at something desirable, strokes it and says.

“Hehehe... It's a rough, hard, manly thing.”

“... It's a finger, right?”

“...”

“... You're talking about fingers, right?”

“Well?”

“Now that I'm thinking about it, I'd like to ask you a favor: Don't talk dirty like that. A little while ago, everyone else looked at me strangely, so I had a hard time explaining it.”

“Hehehe. I don't mind if I get hit like this right now? how is it? Would you like to open your eyes to a new world?”

“I will absolutely decline. Please, please never say something like that again.”

“Why the sudden respect?”

“I will use polite language until you give me a clear answer.”

“... Tsk! I get it. Let me promise.”

Then Gloria clicked her tongue and this time turned her back and laid down with her head on my fingers.

Then she-

“... Cyan. okay. I said she was the Saint of Red Purge, Xian.”

“Huh? Ah, yes.”

“Hmm... When I hear that name, something comes to mind, and that's it. When I met that woman-”

“... When we met?”

He gave me a hint that, if done well, might be able to solve my concerns.

“-I don't have any confirmation, but just to give it a try, let me tell you that Gloria, the head of Ars Magna, was once asked by someone in the Red Purge Church to tell her how to raise a 'dragon'. If you do it well, you can do anything. You might get caught by one.”

        
            integrated capital.

That is, after the five kingdoms belonging to the current Kingdom Alliance joined hands to fight the Great War, the royal families of other kingdoms, even the area where the capital was located, fell to foreign races, settled in the most inland area of Silver. The name comes from the fact that everyone crowded into the capital of the Kingdom of Redden and settled down there.

So, the integrated capital means that before now, the royal families of the five dynasties were fighting each other big and small, claiming the legitimacy of being direct descendants of the goddess Gaia. Now, all humans from the five kingdoms are changing the direction of the sword that was pointed at the people of other kingdoms. It also meant a new type of capital that was created because it could never survive unless it turned outward and turned against those who were its enemies until yesterday.

But that happened shortly after the invasions against simultaneous kingdoms by different races began.

The simultaneous invasions of different races quickly ate up the lands of the kingdoms, and the empire, which had expanded the imperial army to 13 corps in anticipation of a great war, could not help but laugh, always thinking that their kingdom was Gaia. Because they claimed to be of direct lineage from God, they had no choice but to properly fight against the invasions of these different races by the armies of each kingdom, which were only fighting against kingdoms founded by humans of the same pure blood, even in major battles.

Therefore, by the time the five kingdoms realized that they had to form an alliance, only three kingdoms had lost their territory so severely that they had already lost their capitals. Since then, the five kingdoms were located in the most central part of the kingdoms and lost relatively the least amount of land. The decision to make the capital of the Kingdom of Silverden the unified capital was not a wise decision by anyone, but was the result of coercion caused by the invasion of different races.

So originally, even if the numbers of all five kingdoms were combined, the size of the kingdoms was difficult to compare to the empire, but the territory that had to be defended at once was shrinking by the minute, and people were forced to build density within the increasingly narrow territory. As they have become closer and closer to each other, from the perspective of the different races that have been eating away at the vast territory of the Kingdom Union from the outside, how can they at once deal with the humans of the Kingdom Union who are fighting a defensive battle at the risk of their lives by crowding together in a narrow territory that is so narrow that it is difficult to tamper with them? It became difficult to do.

so.

The great war became a long-term war and a war of attrition.

As a result, the war became more serious, and as the country was formed by a race of humans whose troop replenishment rate was not that great, refugees from all over the kingdom alliance from the areas that eventually fell began to continue to take refuge inland all the time. Now, beyond the kings of each kingdom and their relatives, even the nobles who had lost their fiefdoms worked hard to squeeze their bodies and push their butts into the cramped integrated capital.

Although there was still a lot of room at first, the integrated capital is now so densely built with only mansions for nobles and royals that it can take your breath away.

Naturally, after a considerable amount of time had passed in the integrated capital, it became difficult to even provide residential quarters for not only the common people but also nobles, who were no more than barons at best.

Still, the good thing from the perspective of the Kingdom Alliance, which was struggling so hard, is that if the sky were to fall, even people who have played good people in front of others would immediately take off their masks and steal other people's belongings, putting them on top of their heads. There were a significant number of people in the Kingdom Alliance, enough to use it as a roof to protect.

[Large-scale summoning]

At the time, the territories of the Kingdom Alliance, which had been pushed to the point where it was truly said to be the last moment of a nation made up of pure-blooded humans, barely escaped the crisis by performing large-scale summoning techniques to kidnap souls from the other world, create soul soldiers, and use them as secret weapons. I was able to escape.

However, the kings and nobles of each of the five kingdoms of the kingdom alliance who were living together in the unified capital only took a breather for a moment, but just when they thought they could recover some of their territory by literally throwing soul soldiers into the battlefield, they did so immediately. Even within the cramped integrated capital, each kingdom once again divided its forces and began to confront each other.

but-

Those things are all things of the past now.

The current integrated capital, several months after losing the soul soldiers, is no longer what it used to be.

...

...

...

...

Tak-tak-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

Clap-clap-clap-clack-clack-clack-!

“Support! support! support! Wake up! Everyone wake up! A large number of kobolds invade the western wall of the capital! Arm yourself with swords, not spears! They came inside the castle walls!”

A nobleman from a count family woke up the soldiers by running around the castle walls like crazy, and the soldiers barely fell asleep due to exhaustion, but as soon as they woke up, they started running after the people who had started running first without knowing the direction.

Since it is a cramped integrated capital, there is not enough space for the nobles, so the nobles who thought that they should provide a place to sleep for the commoner soldiers are no longer inside the integrated capital.

So, except for the soldiers who slept under the roofs of the nobles' mansions below the castle walls, most of them had no choice but to sleep against the cool, foggy castle walls, wearing cold armor that never warmed up no matter what.

The physical condition of the soldiers was not normal as they were trying to sleep in such a situation, but the good news was that there was still enough food left in the capital to return to the soldiers, so they managed to fill their stomachs with cold bread last night. The soldiers who had fallen asleep were able to wake up by reflexively responding to the shouts of the Count, who was running around in front of them, clanking his boots noisily, except for one soldier whose body temperature dropped sharply during the night and who passed away.

“You idiots! Don't chase me, go to the western wall! On the other side! It’s the other side!”

However, because the first soldier who woke up reflexively began to follow the back of the officer from the count family, traffic control failed for a moment and a jam occurred on the castle wall, but the officer took command again and barely cleared the way.

“Damn... you bastards...”

The count's officer, Count Leor de Integrity, who had awakened approximately 500 soldiers in an instant, began climbing toward the only upright watchtower on the castle wall.

Thump thump thump thump!

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok...”

While running up the stone steps, the count realized too late that he was exhausted from running from the western wall to the eastern wall without stopping. Soon, he took a breather right in front of the door leading to the roof of the watchtower, then opened the door.

“Phew...”

Good!

Then what caught the earl’s eyes was-

The corps commanders' tea time taking place on the rooftop of a roofless watchtower.

Slurp-

“...”

Slurp-

“...”

They were two people leisurely drinking tea even though as many as 2,000 kobolds were climbing the western wall.

Seeing the two people enjoying such leisure time, the Count hesitated for a moment as to whether he could really talk to them, but since it was his job as the current commander of the garrison of the western castle wall to report the invasion situation to the two corps commanders, The Count immediately came to his senses and called the two men.

“Froilein 1st Corps Commander! Moraes, Commander of the 2nd Corps! This is a report of an intrusion!”

In fact, this is not a job that can be done directly by a noble as high as a count; it is a job that must be done by a soldier in charge of dispatch.

However, the Count quietly climbed the castle wall, and when he saw the legs of a huge spider that suddenly appeared and the average height of the kobolds who climbed on it and started jumping down the castle wall, the kobolds had a huge size that could be said to be non-ideal. After entrusting command to an officer, he said that he would personally report to the two corps commanders and ran to the current watchtower where the two corps commanders were staying, which could be said to be the safest place in the unified capital, away from the fierce battle.

Then, the two people, who had been enjoying tea time for a while, responded to the urgency felt by the count's report conveyed in a voice filled with fear, but instead leisurely took their eyes off their tea cups and turned their heads towards the count to ask what reason he had come to visit them. I asked.

“What's going on? Oak? Demon? Or Minotaur? Or those with dark skin?”

The young-looking woman spoke in a beautiful tone while looking down at the Count who was kneeling on one knee in front of the table -

[Persona of Froilene Viejo of the Clock Sword, Commander of the Kingdom's 1st Legion and Commander of the United Guard Knights]

“If not, could it be the Army of the Dead or a witch? I don't know if it's other guys, but they have to be at that level to be eligible to disturb our tea time. So, who came to make such a fuss? Count Leor?”

The young man who was talking next to her was-

[Phoenix Moraes Dane Rayjay, Commander of the Kingdom's 2nd Legion and Chief of Defense of the Unified Capital Wall Guard]

Therefore, those two people are now members of the current kingdom alliance, which has the authority to summarily execute even royals outside the top 10 in the ranking hierarchy, as soon as the fact of their communication with the enemy outside the city walls is revealed, unless they are the kings under their direct command within the current unified capital. They are also the most powerful people.

And in front of the two corps commanders, the Count soon began to explain why he had climbed the watchtower himself.

“Ko, 2000 kobolds are climbing over the castle walls!”

OK,

Stumble!

As soon as he heard those words, the 1st Corps Commander raised his eyebrows wide and responded by saying that was the best he could do, while the 2nd Corps Commander Moraes made an expression of disbelief and swayed exaggeratedly, causing the teacup he was holding in his hand to fall. was shaken greatly in response, but-

In fact, not a single drop of its contents was spilled on the ground and it calmed down again. Why should the two corps commanders react so loudly to the count's report that a group of a different race had climbed the castle wall? implied the meaning.

        
            like that-

After hearing the report that 2,000 kobolds had climbed the castle wall, the two corps commanders questioned the count who had personally climbed the tower to report to them.

“Kobold? Count Leor. Did you run straight to us with just a kobold?”

“It’s not just winter! Those 2000 kobolds are the elite of the elite, led by the red-eyed Moir, the kobold hero himself!”

Then the Count came to his senses again and supplemented what he had said, explaining in detail what exactly was going on, and according to this, the 1st Corps commander, Freilain, was able to show his wits even though the opponent had been defeated several times by him and no one else. Knowing that he was the king of a heterogeneous race who had survived well and had been using cunning as a weapon to attract hordes of kobolds over and over again to challenge the union of the kingdoms, I was interested to hear more details.

“Oh, really? Someone said it was him. So, anyway, how did the kobolds climb the castle wall?”

“Well, they trained demonic beasts and trained 50 more mimic spider skilets to act as siege towers, climbed the castle walls, climbed on their backs, prioritized the champions, and followed up while confronting the knights. They are coming!”

“Hehe... It's a mimic spider from the shadows. Kobolds are also smart? It must have taken some effort to capture and train the ignorant slayers. Still, with 2000 kobolds, shouldn't they have been noticeable before they even reached the castle walls? Why didn't I notice until I got this close? There must have been wizards residing on the castle walls.”

“That...”

“Why? Tell me.”

“... Among his troops, there are also Demonic Priests who appear to be minions of the great evil Wen Grain. Looking at the flag, it looks like the devil's priests have joined hands with them and cast a magic that makes the mimic spiders and champions invisible.”

“Hidden?”

“Yes, yes. It is said that nothing was visible until just before the mimic spiders got caught on the castle wall.”

“Hmm... Then it looks like the kobolds used the burnt offering to gain the devil's protection.”

News that 50 mimic spiders and kobold champions climbed onto the castle wall so quickly that even the wizards guarding the castle wall were unable to respond by receiving temporary protection in exchange for the demonic priests' burnt offerings.

The soldiers and knights standing guard on the rooftop immediately trembled when they heard the news.

It is not that there have been no attacks from pagans, including other races.

The pagans who were prevalent in the kingdom union also began to become more active as the spirit soldiers disappeared and the kingdom army flocked to the unified capital, and they increased their power by attacking groups of refugees on a large scale and sacrificing them or making them their allies. There are also some guys who have increased their numbers in an instant.

However, that was all because the priests of the demon Wengrain joined forces and formed a large force. From the perspective of the people of the Kingdom Alliance, they were pagans who did not treat them as the same people, but they were like the heroes of kobolds like they are now. It was certainly a shocking fact that heterogeneous races that were completely separate from humans and pagans who were still pure-blooded humans joined hands and started attacking people in the kingdom who looked exactly like them.

but-

Although the two corps commanders thought that a new type of enemy had invaded, they were not embarrassed.

“Well, it’s a simple thing.”

“... Yes?”

“Send the paladins who are still resting comfortably in the temple to the walls.”

“Are you talking about the paladins who guard Gaia’s main temple?”

“Yes. Let us send only five people, who are still resting comfortably in the temple next to the Pope under the pretext of protecting the Korean people while we defend the capital to the core. Then, even he and the champions will have no choice but to go back down from the castle wall.”

“Ha, but borrowing the power of the Gaia Church to protect the castle walls-”

“Don’t worry! Count Leor. Do as you say. Now is not the time to distinguish between the military's business and the Holy Knights' business. If you, Count, go and ask for help from the Pope in our name and send the paladins to the walls, the Pope will gladly give his strength to protect his subjects.”

“... Ah, I understand.”

After receiving orders from the two corps commanders, the count left the watchtower with a pale face.

It is a reasonable measure.

The two corps commanders were people who knew that the Gaia Church had been working with pagans for a long time.

So, the order that the two of them had given to the Gaia Church through the Count a little while ago was - in vulgar language, 'You clean up the shit you sow.' Following this, the high-ranking priests of the Gaia Church took out the paladins from the Gaia Church who were holding on to their trouser legs and not letting go. He threatened to let go.

And since there were not that many troops currently in the integrated capital anyway, it was natural that some paladins should be used to minimize the loss of soldiers.

Therefore, the number of soldiers currently guarding the walls of the unified capital is at most 40,000, even if the 1st and 2nd corps are combined and all the troops from all over the kingdom union are gathered together.

The two corps commanders thought that they did not have enough troops, so they ordered all the remaining soldiers from Grace Territory, where the remaining troops of the 3rd Corps were to be left, to join them in the capital, but in reality, they did not have high expectations either.

In any case, the walls of the integrated capital were now lined with magicians belonging to the magic corps of 3,000 magicians who were able to gather all the magicians from the magic towers throughout the kingdom union, so the defense battle itself was going more easily than expected.

In such a narrow capital, with 40,000 troops, it was the two corps commanders who prevented the invasion of an army of different races, easily over 100,000, that the hundreds of royals and nobles trembling in the capital considered the last hope for the union of the kingdoms. It was.

“Hmm... The taste of the tea is slowly starting to deteriorate.”

“That’s right. Sister.”

“... More than that, Moraes. Can’t you change the title ‘sister’ to something younger?”

“You must have a conscience. A person who has grown old as he should.”

“... The cub is trying to rummage. Why are you saying this all of a sudden?”

“I heard the tea tastes bad? So, if you divert your attention elsewhere and drink tea, you might be thinking that as bad as it is, your attention will be diverted somewhere else and the tea will feel better.”

“Fuck you. Next time, you will be on duty for a week from tomorrow.”

“That’s a bit.”

On one side of the castle wall, the heads of knights are being blown off by kobold champions, but the two people are leisurely drinking tea while exchanging jokes with each other.

However, I had no choice but to take my time.

For the king and royal family whom they must protect, the two corps commanders are their last hope and the last bastion to which they can entrust their lives.

Even if they were kings, the two army commanders had nothing to fear because they now had absolute power that no one could tamper with.

Of course, such as the army of resurrected corpses that will surely advance towards the capital one day, the army of foreign servants who have broken the seal and been released, and the crystallization of the stubbornness of ancient beings, there is absolutely no hope of defeating them unless the corps commanders step forward to deal with them directly. It was not that he let go of his enemies.

First of all, there is plenty of food in the castle.

In the first place, the integrated capital-

Other than 40,000 troops, including hundreds of royals and nobles, no one. does not exist.

“Honestly, I went to this country as well. A country that sends its people outside the walls to get food for themselves is already wrong to be called a country.”

“That’s right. But in times like these, wasn't it your sister who was left in the palace, saying that now was the time to hug as many women of any taste as you wanted?”

“Well, that’s true. I am satisfied with the current situation. In the past, cute royal girls who were difficult to hug no matter how much I was a corps commander now know that next to me is the safest place in the world, and if I show them just a little bit, they will come to my bedroom and spread their legs willingly. Thanks to this, my bedroom doesn't get dry these days.”

“But are you complaining again about sending the people away?”

“It has to be that way. Even royalty and noble ladies say it tastes good, but it has another charm that the common people can't find there. There is also the taste of putting bread in the hands of dirty, starving girls, bringing them in, washing them in the bathtub, and then eating them slowly and leisurely. Ah~ It was really the best when I brought in sisters who were slightly older than me at the same time... It was the best when they yelled at me and told me to look after my younger sister because I would do everything.”

“Hoo, so did you really end up only dealing with your sister?”

“No. After enjoying it as much as I could, I immediately moved on to my younger brother's turn. At first he was scared, but after about 2 hours he was wet too. So I ate it, and after that, I enjoyed it with both of them again.”

“Like that.”

“Keuuu... It's a pity that I think about it now. Also, it was fun to search to see if there were kids like that, but because the royal family all spoke up, they kicked them all out.”

“Hahaha. As expected, I felt this before, but you are truly homosexual. To think of sitting in this failing capital just because of that one merit.”

“Bullshit. You have the same bad personality. You were the one who suggested that we stay together, thinking that it wouldn't be a bad idea to sit on top of those who have come to that point, right? Honestly, I would have jumped if I was alone. If I had you, I could pass on all the things I don't want to do to you, that's why I'm staying here.”

“So, I do all the work that you don’t want to do, right? So, please be kind to me when I complain on a regular basis.”

“... Then, are you telling me to change the title to ‘sister’?”

“Still, an old person should at least take care of their conscience. He only has a young face, but in reality he is already 70 years older.”

“이 개새끼가-”

Within the unified capital, the only people who do not know the inevitable future that the kingdom union will reach in the future are the king, his relatives, and the same types of nobles in the capital.

People who were already separated were separated a long time ago.

Those who truly valued honor ignored the kings' orders and led their family's private armies to take refugees who had been driven out of the capital's walls.

The target is the Grace Territory, which is the only territory within the territory of the Kingdom Alliance that is preventing invasions by foreign races, or beyond the borders of the empire.

Those who were intelligent, knew honor, fulfilled their duties as nobles until the end, and had a desire to atone for their spiritual illnesses all went mad.

And in such a castle, the troops who could not escape from the castle due to the unspoken pressure, including the two corps commanders, spent the rest of their lives throwing the corpses, which were increasing every day, over the walls of the castle.

However, in the first place, the two corps commanders remained because they could run away on their own at any time if they decided to leave, and the two thought that it was not yet time for the kingdom union to fall apart.

That's right, the two people are now in the watchtower of the capital's only eastern wall. The king, who whines as soon as he goes down to the ground, and the person trying to avoid the eyes of the royal family, have once again turned the tables on the alliance of kingdoms, where everyone agrees that the time of destruction has come. Because we have a way to lay the foundation for it.

Mei profit-

“I’m here.”

“You’re here.”

The door opened.

The two corps commanders can hear the sound of someone going up and down the stairs of the watchtower.

So, the two smiled as they noticed that the footsteps of the person who had just opened the door were extremely cheerful and confident, unlike Count Leor's from a moment ago.

And at the sight of the two corps commanders smiling after spotting them even before they said hello-

“Nice to meet you. Clock Sword Froilein 1st Corps Commander, Phoenix Moraes 2nd Corps Commander.”

The last soul bottle production wizard in the Kingdom Alliance, ‘Zikhill Macren’, greeted the two people.

“ Sieghil Macren, I'm here now to explain the 'Second Large-Scale Summoning Art', which was finally completed with the support of the two of you, and the 'Berserk Knight Project', the newly conceived plan to improve the soul's body. .”

        
            “... Then-”

“Yes. Don't worry about me and take care. Two minutes.”

“... Ugh! I'll be back soon! Astesia!”

Wow!

“Ugh?! Hey, Eila! I'm suffocating...!”

A quiet house in the village closest to the border.

We came out from there and said goodbye to Astesia.

A deep goodbye as we won't be able to see each other for a while.

At the precinct, Thistle smiled and kissed my collar and told me to have a good trip, Enin clasped both hands and wished me good luck, and Hwarim, unusually, seemed to have realized that Aila had not been looking very good lately, and leaned on her shoulder. He grabbed it and stroked it for a while before letting it go.

As always, all Feria told me to do was to finish my work well and come back quickly.

Other than that, Reigns quietly nodded and prayed for our safety, and Florian, including Gaia's Paladin, Vincent, and Linai, who were in the church, saw us leaving and gave a light nod instead of a greeting.

'ah. I met Luba on the way there and when I told him I was going to the elf forest, he seemed very eager to follow me, but before that, I was extremely disappointed that I couldn't follow him because Luba had promised me that I would have to continue helping Peria due to the preparations for the Heresy Judgment. .'

Anyway, in the case of Scarlett and Razael, although they are both staying at the parish, I did not expect to be greeted as they are people who live their lives at their own pace, and in the case of Razael in particular, he has not been coming to kill me recently, so I am a little anxious. However, even though I heard from Peria that I was going to visit the elf forest, she didn't react beyond a snort, so I thought it was okay to consider it fortunate.

So, the last thing I have to say goodbye to is Astesia.

Eila held onto Astesia tightly and wouldn't let go, and I also stroked her hair, which now reached her shoulders, for a long time.

You may wonder what other people around you will do if they see you like this, but you don't have to worry about that.

The place we are now is an unclaimed mansion in a quiet village near the border.

The origin is that a nobleman built a villa in a quiet village. After the nobleman passed away, the family was sorting out his inheritance. As the villa had only been used once since it was built, it was decided that it would be better to sell it. It is said that the property was put up for sale.

Startle!

“... What is it? Was there an owner in that house?”

“Hmm? Don't you know? Why, I heard a rumor a few weeks ago that the Deshade Church had purchased that mansion. So it looks like they are members of the church. Anyone can see that the clothes they are wearing are the clothes worn by people affiliated with the religious sect.”

“Uh, um... No, it wasn't that I didn't know the news, but I hadn't heard anyone move in since I heard the news, so I was surprised to see someone suddenly come out.”

“Well... I've never seen anyone enter that mansion either, so it's a bit surprising that someone suddenly came out.”

However, in reality, even though it is a quiet village, it does not mean that there are no people passing near the mansion we purchased, so two villagers heard a rumor that a new church in the empire called the Deshade Church paid a handsome amount of money to purchase the mansion. Even after that, we were surprised when we suddenly came out of what we thought was an empty house with no one living there.

Of course, we didn't care about those people.

What is more important is that we must move quickly from now on.

‘The distance has been shortened a lot. All that remains is to use the time as efficiently as possible, quickly resolve the business in the elf forest that Princess Camellia ordered, and return.'

To get from Leven to the border, you have to ride a horse all day and it will take more than two weeks to get there.

It only takes about a week to reach the area near the elf forest from there.

In addition, I did not calculate the time it would take to stop by the Elven Forest and resolve the diplomatic matter ordered by Princess Camellia against the Elves, but even excluding that, the time I spent away from the parish due to this incident was at least 6. It was time to give.

But, we have the power to solve it.

The village we are in now is only about a two-hour walk from the border.

We arrived at the border in an instant thanks to the power of Astesia. From now on, we will run at full speed with Gombangi and take the side road that Eila tells us. Even the distance of a week will be shortened by 3.5 days, and we will be able to do business in the elf forest. If you subtract the time it takes to do things and calculate the return time, you will be able to complete all your errands and return in just one week.

“Cooo!”

“Okay, man. It’s fun to go to your hometown, is that it?”

So, I interpreted the sound of Gombangi crying as a sound of joy, as going to the elf forest meant returning to his hometown after a long time for him as well as for Aila.

“What are you talking about? Lee Rim! Still don’t know?”

“Huh? What?”

“What Gombangi said a little while ago was to tell Irim that the backrest on his back was loose, so he should fasten it a little tighter before leaving!”

“... I'm always saying this, but why can't demon beasts communicate with humans? I still don’t understand the bear language.”

“Ugh... If you don't know, you should think about learning! So, when did Lee Rim tell me to take the time and learn from it? Bear language is not that difficult!”

“That’s it. That's it...”

Following Aila's instructions, I looked at Gombangi's back and found that the strap on her back that the parish had given her just before departure was a little loose.

Before coming to the parish, he had the size of two horses combined.

If we decide to get on it, there's nothing that Aila and I can't ride together, but considering that we have to run at a high speed, it would be difficult for the two of us to get on Gombangi's back, which, unlike a horse, has a round waist.

But that's a story from the past, and the guy who rested, ate, slept, and bulked up at the parish has become more than twice as big as before.

In fact, the leather strap currently on Gombangi's back was made to fit Gombangi's body during a recent trip to Ars Magna, but even that has broken because of how much time has passed and a major change has occurred in his body shape.

“The string burst because the body was like this. How long has it been since you went to Ars Magna that you have grown so much? Fortunately, I brought a spare leash, so I can just attach it to it and extend it. Wait a minute.”

So, I put a special backrest made at the soul soldiers' blacksmith shop in Leven on the guy's back, and tied the leather straps together with the existing straps and the straps I brought as a spare to secure it. There was plenty of space for me and Aela to get on it. .

“Then, will Aila ride in front?”

“Umm... no! Irim will ride until we cross the border! Why, I don’t feel like explaining things when I meet border guards! From then on, I will explain the way to Gombangi in front!”

“Yes. Then do that.”

Afterwards, I got on the front and Aila hugged my waist from behind.

“... Ugh-”

Seeing that, Astesia unconsciously stretched out her hand, probably thinking that she wanted to follow the generous backrest, but soon realized that she shouldn't, so she retracted her arm.

So, when I saw that, I grabbed Gombangi's leash and patted Astesia's head until the end, reassuring her.

“... It's okay. Because I will come back safely.”

“Yes! Don’t worry, Astesia!”

“Kuuung!”

Astesia then smiled and let us go, even though she had a sad look on her face.

“... Hehe, yes. I'll be waiting. Neither Irim nor Aila, don’t worry about me. As a saint of Deshade Church, I will be waiting proudly forever.”

“... Yes. Okay.”

like that-

“... Well then - have a nice trip.”

Sweet!

Astesia closed the door to the mansion and entered the house, and we also turned our heads.

“Okay... then-”

“Yes! Shall we get off to a strong start?!”

“Cooo!!!

“Gombangi too! Cheer up!”

Aila and I purposely strengthened our necks and strengthened our resolve, and Gombangi also announced the start of the journey with a loud voice.

“... What is it really?”

Upon seeing this, the owner of the grain store, who was sitting on a chair outside the store in front of our church's mansion, was puzzled by the sight of a gigantic horse making a roar similar to that of a demonic beast, but that was it.

So really-

Aila and I quickly arrived at the border on a bear bag, ran into border guards, told them we were on our way to the elf forest, and after crossing the border, we switched seats with Aila and headed towards the elf forest with all our might. I started running quickly with all my might.

        
            A spear breaks through the temple's walls.

Kuddeuddeuk!

The ceiling, imprinted with layers and layers of sacred magic, is a building built using the anti-pagan battle architecture techniques boasted by the priests of the Iron Cage.

Every year, in the ritual of giving birth, married women near the time of childbirth drink water boiled with herbs and fruits for 10 days and 10 nights, and virgins under the age of 10 take a clean bath, follow the magic circle, and pour the water with the tail hair of a unicorn. Although it requires a quite cumbersome and difficult ritual of having to wet it with a brush, one of the heroes of the old empire wore armor with the mother's figure engraved on it and survived the attack of a magic sword created by the devil himself by removing his own soul. It is also a technology that is guaranteed to remain.

Absolutely!

And the ceiling barrier containing such consciousness has just been shattered.

Cheer up!

Outside the Temple of the Priests of the Iron Cage, beyond the cracks, there was the sound of the very foundation of the magic circle being completely shattered.

“... Damn.”

“Hold the golden spears in your hands! You only get one chance! With that one shot, we will capture the angel today!”

The priests of the iron cage gathered inside the temple cursed and prepared for the next move.

And the 'elf' Moriata, who was watching the scene and surrounded by them, spoke with a trembling voice to the bishop of the battle priests.

“Well, you can really catch an angel, right?”

Then, Azmel Deirut, who was the bishop of the Iron Cage Priests and assumed the role of leader in place of Ganrod, who was the original leader of the Iron Cage Priests after the Great Purge following the Wish Ceremony, calmed down the elves who had requested their protection.

“Moriata. Don't worry. We, the Priests of the Iron Cage, are a religious order that originally studied ways for humans to gain the power of angels. So no matter how great the angel currently attacking the church's ceiling is, the angel who has been complacent from ancient times to the present will not be able to escape our sealing technique!”

“Well, then I’ll just have you believe it...”

Sigh-

'good. Please rely on us a little more.'

Soon, the bishop saw the figure of an elf woman wearing glasses holding onto the hem of his clothes, smiled sinisterly, and held the golden spear in his hand even tighter.

Ajmel day route.

This is a man who became the leader in place of Ganrod, who was originally the leader of the priests of the Iron Cage.

He finally replaced Ganrod as the leader of the church, but he was not in a good mood.

The priests of the Iron Cage are originally descendants of the Inquisition Knights of the ancient kingdom.

Unlike conventional religious orders that have a form of power corresponding to the heresy that leads the Holy Knights, led by paladins, as a systemized and unified fighting group, all members of the Order of the Inquisition are trying to become strong so that they can wield the same power as angels. What they have worked hard to become is what they are today.

But that's all a thing of the past.

The current priests of the Iron Cage are a type of mercenary group that is difficult to call a religious order.

They were a group of heretic knights who had long since forgotten the name of the god they served, and were a fighting group that could be called a kind of sacred mercenary group that used the weapons and strategies they originally had for the great heretics to fight against the enemies of the imperial family. .

Still, the priests of the Iron Cage have continued to excel in their fields, and the previous leader, Ganrod, was a genius enough to restore all the battle techniques of the past that had been lost and remained only in books, so the priests of the Iron Cage thought that the order would prosper again, but even that was not the case. Ganrod's poor taste was revealed by Princess Camellia, who may have obtained information from some source, and he was executed.

In addition, a situation has recently arisen that puts the priests in the iron cage in an even worse situation.

'Let's say that Ganrod is dead. Because it was karma. The problem is that the diocese's finances are completely blocked. Did you say it was a Pasteur car phone? An upper class that was clearly founded by the Deshade Church under the protection of the princess. 'They took away the road we had paved.'

Like other denominations, priests behind bars also had a route to obtaining operating funds for the diocese.

However, the problem is that they are a fighting group and do not have many people who know how to use their brains, so all official business and business operations conducted by the church have failed so far.

So, they were involved in smuggling alcohol.

The drinks of the empire spread throughout the Kingdom Union.

Among those alcohols, the ones that could be considered particularly high-end items were all obtained by the priests of the Iron Cage and sold at high prices to the Kingdom Alliance, and the priests of the Iron Cage worked tirelessly to create a distribution channel for them.

But a problem arose after that.

The relationship between the kingdom union and the empire became estranged, and the Grace territory was devastated, and the alcohol smuggling route for the priests in the iron cage was temporarily closed.

And that-

From the beginning, he lived in the Grace Territory of the Kingdom Alliance and knew of the existence of an essential transit smuggling route between the Empire and the Kingdom Alliance, and now that the relationship between the two countries has worsened, Tarator realizes that the distribution route has been neglected, and his company, Pasteur Capon, By creating and swallowing up the distribution channels that had been neglected within the empire, the priests behind bars were now truly unable to do anything.

“But it’s okay. Even if all the misfortunes and the world tries to destroy our denomination, we will not fall so easily.”

Still, Azmel Dayrut did not give up.

Even though the priests were behind bars during a dark time, he thought that another opportunity had come to their church.

And that opportunity is-

Knock knock!

'... who are you?'

'Is this the temple of the priests of the Iron Cage?'

'That's right. Our denomination does not receive prayers from believers of other denominations.

'I am an elf.'

'... yes?'

Two weeks ago, it was a request from an elf who suddenly visited their temple.

‘My name is Moriata. An elf from the elven forest who lived in human form in the empire. I will give you enough of the reward you want. I want you to catch the angel.'

Elf Moriata is a woman who knew from early on that her comrades spread throughout the empire were being killed by elf angels.

So she was so scared that she wondered if she should hurry back to the forest and find a way to survive.

However, at the same time, she accomplished a lot of research while living in the Empire disguised as a human, so she did not want to throw away her research results and run away, even if it was a waste of time she had devoted to it.

So, instead of running away with the results of her research, she decided to use her own power to somehow deal with the elf angel, and as a much younger elf than Eila, she committed an act of bravery.

That's what she found: the priests behind bars.

The Inquisitors of the ancient kingdom, who were active as members of the Order of Heresy Inquisitors, decided that the knowledge they had accumulated about the angels of various gods was of great value, and that they would definitely be able to capture angels.

I made a 'misjudgment'.

Soon, the elves Moriata and Azmel Dayrut joined hands.

Moriata decided to be protected by the priests of the iron cage until he was completely safe from the angels.

Instead of protecting her, Azmel Dayrut guides the body of the angel who captured her, and from then on, they are a race of high value who can be treated quite well by the royal family, who are called 'elves', and that they have contact with elves. They promised that she would continue to cooperate with them in the future.

So all that stuff.

Among the elves, there is an elf who has the greatest obsession with the results of his research and wants to protect them more than the safety of his friends and hometown, and even more than his own life.

The only information they have about angels is the records of angels who survived during the ancient kingdom and before that when ancient demons still roamed the earth, and they dare to think that they can capture angels. It was a huge mistake made by arrogant priests working together.

like that,

RURRR!

Even now, Moriata is afraid as he sees the walls carved on the ceiling of the temple where he is hiding being broken and the ceiling painting distorting every moment -

The moment the angel appeared after shattering the temple's barrier, Azmel was excited to capture the angel using the 180 'Golden Spears' that were kept in the church's sanctuary.

Cooo!

“...?”

The sound of something breaking a hole was heard, and all the battle priests, including Moriata, looked at the ceiling.

...Jijijijijijijijik!

“...!!!”

“... What, what-!”

The elf angel,

I swung my spear and hung my finger on the ceiling of the temple where I had made a clean hole -

... coo coo coo coo coo coo!

Flash!

Just keep your hand. With just his strength, he lifted the ceiling of the temple.

Warrr...

Excellent sorghum!

The ceiling painting falls to the floor.

What is at the end of the elf angel's finger raised is a ceiling painting that the priests of the iron cage had spent a lot of money to commission from an artist.

There were also drawings of demons, along with images of previous Inquisitors and the glorious days of old -

The appearance of an 'angel' was depicted, which was recreated based on records of 'the appearance at the time'.

but-

“... Is that an angel?”

“It’s completely different from what we knew.”

The elf angel that appeared before the eyes of the priests in the iron cage looked completely different from the angel depicted in the ceiling painting.

like that-

“...”

Since it did not collapse easily even after being attacked with a spear several times, it lifted the entire ceiling up, and the elf angel discovered the humans holding the golden spears hidden underneath and the elf hiding in the middle of the humans.

Blonde hair tied back.

Has green eyes.

I'm wearing boots.

Wearing a coat with abundant white fur around the neck -

It was a woman who had the same long ears as elves.

And Ganrod, who saw that-

“... No, no. Can not be done. Nonsense. Angels obviously have to remain as they were in the past to be angels, so how...?”

I felt something was wrong when I saw an angel that looked exactly like a human or an elf, not like it used to be.

and-

“The fact that you were hiding a traitorous subject means that there is no problem in saying that you are also the target of purification.”

Swish!

Buuung-

Kwahiah ahhh!

When the angel saw the people gathered together, he threw the ceiling of the temple that he was holding in his hand -

“So first, let me purify you.”

Boom!

He aimed the spear he was holding in one hand at them and swung it.

“... Throw it!!!”

“““...!!!”””

PIPPPIPPPING!!!

The golden spears held by the priests thrown with him.

At the same time as the elf's spear was swung, the combat priests, who had no talent other than fighting to begin with, swung their arms with all their might and threw the spear even before Azmel's command came out of their mouths and even before the words were finished, a reaction that can be said to be quite remarkable. .

but-

Peee!

Blah blah blah!

“...?!!”

The golden window.

The spear was enshrined in the sanctuary of the iron cage priests.

The ‘Spears of Salvation’ that their ancestors, the Inquisitors, of olden times, were told to use when the world was truly engulfed in darkness and saviors no longer exist -

Because the spear was not used in the right situation and at the right time, which were prerequisites for the spear to be able to demonstrate its power, of course, all of them, without exception, were split into eight pieces by the spear swung by the angel.

“If the time and situation are right, is it a weapon that can kill even gods and archdemons? However, at the point where you did not know that it was not a weapon that would work, your irredeemable impurity was once again proven by your own judgment.”

That's it.

The fragments of the split spear turned around in the air,

Crack!

Whirring!

Papa pa pa pa pa pa pa pa pa!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo-

As the angel pointed at them with his finger, the fragments flew at high speed, instantly piercing through the bodies of the priests in the iron cage and Azmel Dayrut, killing them.

...Wheewooung!

After finishing organizing all the humans, the angel landed on the floor in an instant, just as he was standing straight in the air, and became the only surviving elf among the golden stakes that had formed in the middle of the temple floor, which was now filled with chunks of meat, not humans. He asked a question while holding the spear to his throat.

“Say. Subject of betrayal. Where is your residence?”

dump!

Rattling rattling-

...Shhh-

Then Moriata, who was sitting on the floor, shaking and wetting his pants, was unable to say anything.

And the angel who saw it,

“...”

Swish!

Sigh!

“... Huh?”

In an instant, he swung his spear and cut off Moriata's arm.

“Green onion, arm. My arm, my arm-”

And the moment Moriata realized it too late and was about to scream-

cook!

“Huh?!”

“It looks like you too are caught up in the ‘restrictions’. If so, I will change the question.”

The angel plunged the tip of his spear into her neck, the length of his fingernail, and then proceeded to ask the next question.

“Blow as much as you know where other elves are.”

after,

“... There is a letter in my breast pocket.”

In the end, Moriata, with tears in his eyes, could not think of any resistance and pointed to his pocket with a trembling voice.

“...”

Sreuk-

Sigh!

Immediately the angel swung his spear and tore off her front breast pocket.

Chop rock!

Afterwards, as Moriata said, the angel found a small folded piece of paper and unfolded it.

And the elf, who does not know how strong the angel's desire for revenge against traitors is, thinks that he might be able to survive if he pleases the angel as much as possible -

“Well, I've never met her before, but there is an elf named Eila. All elves in the empire are evacuating according to the note she sent.”

I told them all about the secrets of my people, about the existence of Aela, who as a former guardian had told all the elves in the empire about the existence of a side road used by old rangers that could safely reach the elven forest to avoid angels.

and-

“...”

“Well, then it’s done now, right? So, please, please just save me-”

Sigh!

“...”

“... It seems that the rule that humans have discovered, that a person who betrays once will betray others many times, is not nonsense.”

The angel, who had no intention of sparing the lives of all the elves who were subjects of betrayal, including Moriata, from the beginning, pierced her heart and killed her, then flew up into the sky again and followed the direction of the escape route that the elf named Eila had told her about. it started.

        
            mountain climbing.

The literal meaning is to climb a mountain, and recently it is often called the meaning of sports.

When it comes to ways to enjoy it, it is a combination of things, usually hiking up and down a mountain in one day, long trekking along a mountain range over several days, or rock climbing, and in my case, an indoor experience called bouldering. is most preferred.

'In other words, when someone asks me if I like hiking, I literally answer that I hate mountains.'

And when it comes to its effectiveness, it can be said to improve health and strengthen unity through hellish company mountaineering held as a picnic in places such as companies, but there is also the exercise effect that occurs purely from climbing and descending the mountain, and the air breathed from high up in the mountain. Most people go hiking to do what is called forest bathing for the purpose of refreshing themselves, and now the next step is for simmanis and herbalists who go into rented mountains to dig up ginseng, medicinal herbs, and other valuable things to make a profit. I wonder if it will work.

However, that is only the understanding of mountain climbing that comes out if you roughly look at the concept of mountain climbing, and if you start to add selfishness to it, it turns negative, and that is the evaluation that a human being like me gives about the act of mountain climbing.

'Even though climbing a mountain is one thing, coming down is extremely hard on the joints, and the only benefit of breathing in the fresh air high up in the mountain is actually breathing in the fine dust that gathers at the top of the mountain from the lower ground, so I tried to avoid going there if possible. 'That's right.'

I have only hiked twice in my life.

To be exact, excluding military service, I climbed Mt. Halla twice during my student life. One was when I climbed Mt. Hallasan for a school trip, and the other was a semi-forced day trip to the mountain due to a field trip to cultural properties conducted by each department as a required course for graduation. It was something I had to climb up.

Of course, there have been several instances where I climbed a mountain even after becoming mentally ill, but riding a mountain while in a state of mental illness with significantly improved physical abilities and riding a mountain with only the basic physical strength of an ordinary adult male are two different things. Because there are differences that cannot even be compared, what remains in my memory are memories of mountaineering in the previous world.

'Oh, come to think of it, my junior job partner was also riding with me at that time.'

As I naturally recalled old times, one of the memories that came back to me was meeting a junior girl from a convenience store who was my part-time job on the bus I was taking to tour cultural assets.

I asked a junior from a different grade than me, who was on the bus ahead of me to go on a cultural property field trip, why you were on the bus, and the junior also asked me back why the senior who was like that was on a bus, and only then did I realize that this cultural property field trip was for another department. I found out that it is a common subject required for graduation, so you can take it together with people from other departments.

So, I saw a somewhat rare facial expression of my junior that I couldn't see when I was working part-time at a convenience store.

The rest were on the verge of death trying to climb an unfamiliar mountain, but my junior kept running up the mountain and coming back down, holding my arm and leading me. Anyway, it was all about meeting me in a different place, which I used to see every night during my part-time job, but what was so fun about it? I remember that day, he laughed all day and rode the mountain with me.

'We even met at a part-time job at night, and even though I was exhausted, my junior was fine.'

The memories after that are a bit blurry, but when I dig through the sand pile of memories, what comes to mind is that while I was working part-time, suffering from muscle pain all night, my junior guy was amused at first seeing me stumbling around, and when the part-time job was over. I remember taking him to a bar that opened at 8 a.m. and killing time there for a few hours to relieve his fatigue, saying that he really couldn't use it anymore.

‘Why on earth is your stamina so good? Did you do any exercise separately?'

Thanks to you, it was the first time I experienced an all-night vigil in my life thanks to that junior, so it was a particularly memorable experience, but since it was all about the things I experienced after coming here, they were naturally buried, and only now have they resurfaced.

What I'm curious about now is that I had to work part-time while tired due to the mountain climbing and other things that overlapped, but that junior girl did many more active things than me and often came to part-time work, but she never looked tired. Since he has never been seen, the question arises as to whether he was really a player in the past.

but-

'... Well, since I didn't ask at the time, I won't be able to get an answer now.'

Since the opportunity to meet that junior girl was now completely gone anyway, I decided to bury the memories of those events, along with the regret that I still couldn't remember the junior girl's name, and worry about reality.

so-

...

...

...

...

As soon as I returned to reality, what I saw and heard was a more exciting experience than any mountaineering experience I had ever experienced, including at that time.

“Let’s see, from here... Ah, that! That's it! Gombang! Go up towards the very thin tree in front on the right! Be careful of cracks in the middle!”

“Chooo!”

Following Aila's words, Gombangi cries out loudly and begins to run up the rough mountain path.

And thanks to Gombangi's rough movements as he ran up the slope without paying any attention to the circumstances of me riding on his back, I felt like my eyes were spinning again.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo

Boom!

Quad deud deud deuk!

As he was running hard, the moment he saw what looked like a large crack hidden in the bushes, Gombang used the power of acceleration to run as fast as he could and landed on the cliff on the other side.

“Wow... I'm shaking so badly.”

“Irim! Be careful! If you do it wrong, your tongue will be cut off when you land?”

“I know. I know, but I'm so crazy that I just wanted to say something. Really...”

Where we are now -

First of all, the destination is called ‘mountain road’.

However, words are mountain paths, and words are mountain paths. The mountain path that Gombangi, Aila, and I are climbing is an untrodden area by human standards, and the environment itself is extremely limited in the number and type of creatures that can survive. It is the natural environment of

“Do we have to go on like this for 2 more days?”

“Yes! There is still a long time left!”

“I’m really going crazy.”

Boom!

Quad deud deud deuk!

“... Week-”

When Gombangi once again jumped over a large cliff-like crack in the floor, I felt my stomach turn.

And the scene where such extreme environments continue to unfold is the side road that Eila told us about that can quickly get you to the elf forest.

Aila said that when we started on the exact road we are taking now, it was a side road and a mountain road.

And the standard for that mountain was a mountain according to the ‘elven standard’.

Stone mountain?

Those words are not enough to describe the harsh environment in which a rock the size of a person's height in front of us rolls down the moment Aila touches it with her toe, crushing everything below.

Cliff?

What humans call a sheer cliff, the elves call it a slope because it is only a little steep by their standards.

mountain path?

And all of that is combined, and yet, looking at the trees and grass growing so densely as if to prove the greatness of Mother Nature, I am once again reminded of what a great race the elves are.

“ya! I really miss you! Even though I've been to the 'forest' a lot, it's been a really, really long time since I've been to the 'mountain'! Oh right! What's interesting is that in the past, I used to go deep into the mountain with my sisters to pick berries, and the berries we found deep in the mountain were always in abundance. Why did you do that?”

“Why is that so? It must have been because all the animals that tried to eat the nuts from the trees in the interior, which was rugged enough to be called a 'mountain' by elf standards, fell to their deaths and ran away.”

“Ah, Lee Rim jokes too!”

“... It's not a joke.”

Whiuuuck!

“Ugh! wind! The wind is blowing! Aila, save me!”

“Ugh?! Wait a minute, Lee Rim! Don't shake it! Hold your waist a little tighter than that! Otherwise, it will fall again like before?!”

Currently, I'm riding on Gombangi's back, which is hanging from the 'cliff', and I'm holding onto Aila's waist tightly.

Aila called this place a 'slope', but this cliff at an angle of about 85 degrees to the vertical was definitely a cliff, no matter what anyone said.

As I was hanging in that place and a strong wind blew, I felt a chill on my back, and even before I could understand Aila's words, I followed my survival instinct and quietly and strongly hugged her waist.

Ouch!

“Ugh- Lee Rim! I'm suffocating! Just relax a little!”

“I hate it! If you let go of this, it will fall! Because it really looks like it’s going to fall!”

“Ah~ Really! Why has Lee Rim been so harsh since yesterday? Come on, bear! Let’s quickly climb to a flat place!”

“Fuuu-!”

“Ah, Lee Rim, look at this! Gombang also laughs at Lee Rim! Are you frightened by a slope of this magnitude?”

“Humans are usually scared of slopes of this magnitude!!!”

In the end, I couldn't overcome my survival instinct and wrapped my arms around Aila's waist and kept pressing down on her stomach, which made Aila have a hard time. Even in that situation, Gombang continued to laugh at me and barely managed to get his footing on the cliff we were climbing. They arrived at a flat enough place and dropped me off.

So, for now, we will take a break in the middle of the 'side road' not far from the entrance to the elf forest -

“Hahahahaha! Lee Rim, don’t worry too much though! Now just about two to a day and a half? If you run that far, you'll be able to enter the village!”

Originally, it would have taken more than a week to reach the entrance to the elven forest, but it took only 2 days after running from the empire's border, and if Eila said, it would only take 1.5 more days to reach the village where the elves live. I heard.

        
            Today too, after climbing the mountain all day, we climbed up a 'side road' that we finally came across and found a space large enough for the three of us to rest comfortably, so we stopped at the 'cliff' for a moment.

Coo!

Degurrr...

“Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Heo-eok... Shit... Side road? It sounds like a side road...! From what I can tell, this is a side road?!”

“Ugh, why did Irim roll on the floor and get his clothes dirty? Also, Gombang gives you a ride all the way up the mountain, so it’s not difficult for Irim, right?”

“That’s right. All I do is hang on. But I didn't know that just hanging on would be this difficult. Haha, hahaha...”

Climbing the mountain is actually Gombangi's job, and all I do is sit in the stirrups on Gombangi's back, Aila lead the way, and I cling tightly behind him to prevent him from falling, but it feels unfair that I am the only one who is so tired. I think so.

So, I used the break to reflect on the 'side road' I experienced over the past 1, 5, or 2 days.

'... a cliff. okay. It was truly a word used in times like this.'

There is a saying that it is a cliff.

Sheer cliffs and cliffs.

The path we are taking now is such a terrain.

It is a perfect cliff, and even though it is such a cliff, it is densely covered with trees and grass that have somehow taken root in the cracks in the stones and grown horizontally.

Humans call it a cliff by their standards, and by elves' standards they call it a mountain.

So, by the standards of the elves, it is a mountain.

It was a huge clash of common sense.

'If you think about it, no matter which mountain path Aila went on, she only called it a forest and never called it a mountain. But not like this. It's too harsh. 'Just breathing is difficult.'

It is said that Aila trained as a ranger in the mountains.

Likewise, Gombangi is said to have always spent time in the mountains when receiving education from druids.

And that mountain is a mountain by elf standards, not human standards.

So you see the gap here.

In the eyes of elves, the areas where humans decide to go hiking are no different from flat land or fields, and by elf standards, if they decide to go hiking and climb a mountain today, the most likely places to jump out are the wyverns. Places that seem to be habitats, dragons' dwellings, or nests of ancient beings that have never encountered humans or each other.

So, this place called [Gorge of Despair] is, by human standards, a mountain that cannot be crossed at any cost, so humans and other races had no choice but to build a separate path that goes around the mountain we are currently riding, but this is the elves' position. It was a side road that was used when it was necessary to quickly and safely return to the forest.

“Is Lee Rim okay? Do you want some water?”

“Huuu... No, that's it. If I drink a lot of water here, I'm sure I'll vomit when I move again.”

“Fuuhuung!”

“... Stop laughing at me, or when I get back, I'm going to ask the parish blacksmith shop to make a pot and make gomtang for you.”

Thanks to you, I'm out of my mind.

Even though she has stirrups, Aila stands upright by stepping on them most of the day, and I can't do anything other than tie a lifeline around Aila's waist and hold on tight.

And instead of walking up the slope carefully to shorten the time as much as possible, Gombangi is jumping up and widening the distance like he used to when he was trained by the druids. This is different from Aila and Gombangi, who used to do that every day. As I was experiencing an extreme mountaineering experience that I had never experienced before, all I could do was die.

“... Still, I saved a lot of time.”

“Yes! yes! Only 2 days left! Let’s cheer up for just 2 days, Lee Rim!”

Crack!

There is nothing I can do.

To use your time as efficiently as possible, you must cross the mountain range with the eerie name of the Canyon of Despair, surrounded by cliffs that Aela is leading.

The road is clearly moving straight.

“Let’s see, the next sign is... it’s there!”

“... I really can't see anything, how can I find it?”

“Is Lee Rim saying something strange again? Of course, you have to scan each tree with your eyes to find it!”

“No, they say they use a needle the size of a fingernail stuck in that tree as a guidepost... ugh - let's not talk about it. It's natural that I can't understand an elf's eyesight, but why do you keep asking me? I also...”

At the beginning of the mountain range, Aila first took some time to find the 'sign', and finally succeeded in finding it.

According to Eila, if you follow the signs leading to the entrance of the forest, you will find the Elven Forest.

And what is the sign that Aela found?

'needle.'

It's just a real needle.

This is the needle we use to hang thread and thread it into clothes.

Such needles are stuck somewhere among the trees of the canyon that grow densely horizontally on this stone cliff, and the elves find these needles, which do not even feel magical power, only with their own eyesight, and move along the trees where the needles are stuck, leading them to the village. It is said that an entrance can be found.

In addition, according to what Ayla said while grumbling, the journey would end if you found about 300 such needles from the beginning of the mountain range to arriving at the village. Once a month, the needle recovery team pulls out needles, and other needles are collected. He said that sometimes it is difficult for him to find his way because new paths are created along the route.

And the problem is that, if the terrain of this Valley of Despair was simply a series of difficult terrains, there is no way that humans who use persistence as their best weapon would not have crossed the mountain range and discovered the entrance to the elf forest.

Crispy!

Kwaaaaeaaaeak?!

Chrrr!

“... What did I just see?”

“Huh? Ah... you fool, the trees here say they like it when winged creatures land on them, but they make food for them! Hahahaha!”

A tree right below me, sitting on a cliff and resting.

A magical beast with sharp-looking wings landed on a tree that was full of orange fruit. The moment it pecked at the orange fruit with its beak, the fruit exploded and its wings were hit by the sticky liquid that came out from inside. He fell down the cliff, covered in .

The ones that die like that are decomposed and used as food by the demon plants below, and in that way, the demon plants living on this cliff maintain this hellish ecosystem by helping each other, coexisting, and receiving nutrients.

“Magyeong. huh. The word ‘magyeong’ is perfect. When I heard about the elven forest somewhere, it turned out to be a story about hell?”

“... No matter how unfamiliar Lee Rim is, can you please stop calling my hometown hell? Is that rude?!”

Because this terrible scene was spread out on a huge scale like a canyon and the entrance to the elven forest was hidden, no human had ever experienced the experience of entering the village where the elves lived.

And I am no exception, because the way to get to the real village is not by simply following the needle, but by using magic to reveal the hidden entrance from the entrance of the village. It was agreed in advance that it should be covered.

So, take a short break while looking at that bloody scenery.

Gombangi looked happy, probably thinking about getting some proper exercise for the first time in a long time, and Aila was also full of energy.

“Now! Lee Rim take this!”

“Huh? Was it okay to eat that fruit?”

“Yes! It's a bit tricky to eat, so I brought it because it's a fruit you can eat in the first place!”

On the other hand, out of the three of us, Aila seemed to feel sorry for me because I was the only one who was exhausted, so she stood up for a moment, picked some fruit from the tree that had dropped a demonic beast down the cliff a little while ago, and plucked the stem from it. After waiting for about 6 minutes, I put it to my mouth and drank it. The thick liquid became as clear as water and I threw it away, saying it was delicious.

Ttuduk!

Sigh!

'...It tastes like DelXt orange juice?'

So, as Eila said, I cut off the end of an orange-like fruit with a magic sword, waited for a while, put it to my mouth, and drank it. I was really drinking orange juice, not a natural taste or anything like that, but delicious factory-made juice full of sweeteners. It's when I'm drinking and thinking that it's the same.

Jorororolok!

“...”

“... Aila? What's wrong?”

Whiuuuck!

“...”

“Aila? Are you there?”

“Ah, yes! Lee Rim, why? Oh, is that delicious? Isn't it delicious? right? Heeheehee! That's called reticula, which is my favorite fruit, and I thought Lee Rim would like it too, but I'm glad I did!”

“Ah, yes. delicious. It's delicious, but... what were you looking at?”

“... Ah, that's right. I thought it was a little quiet.”

Ayla, who kept leaning against the wall of the cliff and looking at the overall scenery of the canyon, laughed for a moment when I called her, but then her expression hardened and she began to look somewhere in the distance with a serious look.

“... Strange. Is it strange? By now, the other compatriots remaining in the empire should have arrived and entered the forest at the same pace as us, but we can't see a single one. No one is ahead, no one is following, there is no one at all.”

“...?”

“Is something wrong? Could it be that I was wrong in giving directions on how to safely return home to the forest? That won't happen. He must have made sure to establish contact with the forest and then showed everyone a way out.”

Eila was muttering something to herself.

Somehow I feel anxious.

Aila is always optimistic, yet extremely serious when she is serious.

She has never been 'scared' of anything until now.

Even when dealing with the Heavenly Demons, she only cried when she was told that she had to deal with half of the Heavenly Demons alone, but she even hid the injury of her broken arm because she wanted to swing the sword until the end.

Now, she was afraid of ‘something’.

“Hey, Aila-”

So, just before I left the parish with Eila to talk to Aela, I was told that something seemed to be going on in the empire, centering on the elves I had heard hints of from Peria -

It was the moment when I was about to bring up the story about the ‘Elf Angel’.

Cooo!!!

“...!!!”

“Huh? What is it?”

Jump up!

Aila's pupils dilated, I was startled by the sudden loud noise, and Gombangi hurriedly stood up.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo...

Afterwards, a huge noise occurred once, and soon the area that could be called a mountain range on the other side, in the distance, shattered and collapsed like an iceberg, indicating that the cause of the sound was there -

“Irim.”

“Uh, huh?”

“Just stay alive. I will definitely come pick you up.”

“Uh, huh?”

“I’m sorry. But for now, let’s stay away for a moment.”

“Aila, what do you mean-”

“Let’s go! Gombang-a!”

“Guuu!”

Flash!

Quarrr!

“Wait a minute! Both of you, where are you going?!”

Immediately, Aila left me behind, got on Gombangi's back, and started going down the slope at full speed.

Am embarrassed.

There was a loud noise, the cliff on the other side collapsed, and the two disappeared, leaving me behind.

I remembered it after being left behind, but it is a terrain where it is difficult to do anything alone.

Not only is all the food and water loaded on Gombangi's back, but it is also difficult to find the signposts embedded in the trees of the densely grown mountain on one's own.

In the meantime, you left me behind.

Of course I couldn't help but be embarrassed.

but-

“... Okay. I don't know what it is, but I'll try my best.”

At the same time, because I trust Aila, I decided to completely trust and follow her judgment, even if I did not know the English meaning.

So, first, I calmed down my startled heart and narrowed my eyes to guess the identity of the noise coming from the mountain range that had just collapsed a moment ago -

Piiiing-

“... Huh?”

In the dust cloud created by the collapse of the cliffs of the mountain range, I saw something rising powerfully into the sky.

and,

Stand tall!

There's something in the sky so small it barely fits as a dot on my watch-

... flash!

as it is

It becomes a flash of light

towards me

upright-

... Hooo!

It started flying.

        
            A day before I said goodbye to everyone at the parish with regret that I had to be away from them for a while.

There was a story that Peria told me the night before when she quietly called me to church before meal time.

'brother. About going to the elf forest this time.'

'huh.'

'First of all, pay as much attention to Aila's safety as possible.'

'... Uh- So, you want me to protect Aila? I? 'Aila?'

'huh. Well, think about it that way and then act.'

Peria told me to protect Eila.

However, what that meant was that Feria had not yet clearly realized what this journey meant.

First, Peria told me to protect Eila.

Peria is a representative non-combatant of our church.

Swordsmanship is good enough for self-defense against bandits, and magic is somewhat helpful when fighting. Now that she has become a fairy, her physical abilities, including strength, have shown great progress overall, but she has still been a non-combatant until now. It was clear that unless something major happened in the future, he would want to maintain that position.

So, whether we should call it a division of roles, Peria took care of all matters related to the church, including intelligent financial affairs and rights management, and completely left the judgment of battle-related matters to us.

But in that situation, Peria asked me to protect Eila.

It also meant that this incident was not properly understood to the extent that Feria, a non-combatant, had to interfere with our work and give us advice.

And Peria, who had said so much, told me the reason why she had no choice but to ask me a favor in such an abstract manner without properly understanding the matter.

'Actually, there have been several incidents in the past that may have been related to Aila, but right now, I didn't want her to tell us about them and not worry us, so there are things I didn't tell you. 'I'm just saying this because I thought I should tell my brother in advance since we're about to leave now.'

'okay? 'What was that?'

'I previously received a request from Princess Camellia at Sori Hall, but after the Knight's Festival, there were several murder cases taking place in the outer regions of the empire. Of course, if it is a general murder case, there is no reason for the princess to receive information, but there are circumstances that make it clear that the cases were all committed by the same person, and unusually, it can be said that all of the murdered people had extreme connections to others. The point is that they were people who were lacking to a certain degree. And... the fact that one of the victims died leaving a will saying 'Angel' near the place where he was murdered ultimately led to the decision that the princess's spy corps should convey that special information to the princess.'

An investigation into the possibility that the culprit of several murders taking place in the empire, which Princess Camellia had commissioned from tricksters, could be attributed to one person, and an investigation into the will left by one of the murdered victims, 'Angel'.

The princess asked to investigate whether the angel referred to an individual or was a self-proclaimed name, or if it was the name of a group that claimed that name, and if not - maybe it was really a real 'angel'.

And on the sound center side, Paradox figured something out exactly as soon as it received the request.

Victims killed by someone called an angel.

Princess Camellia knew that some of the victims were actually elves who had disguised themselves as humans and lived in hiding within the empire, and Paradox knew that all of the victims were elves.

Although they say they hide it thoroughly, humans cannot maintain relationships with others so neatly, so they have something suspicious that can be noticed if they observe a little more carefully. Although they change their appearance or status once every ten years, not only does their face not age at all even after 50 years, which is long enough for humans to look at them, but their academic achievements and personal skills are seen by people around them. If you have achievements that can be called strange or genius, you are bound to stand out, so they live their lives with their identities vaguely guessed.

The reason why the princess and the tricksters left them behind was because the humans first approached them with the idea of forming a deep relationship with the elves, and when they discovered their true identity, the person who approached them came into contact with the 'forest'. If they even noticed that they wanted to form a deep relationship, they would quickly abandon what they had achieved and disappear, so they had been neglected until now, and such elves were constantly being murdered by someone.

'So the teacher told me to ask Aila about it, but Aila told me she couldn't tell me.'

'...'

'So, as expected, this work will be an extension of that work. The information my sister asked about when she went to the adventurer's guild in the capital the other day seemed to have gone to confirm the number of elves killed by that angel. So, please take care of Aila.'

'... huh. okay. don't worry.'

So, on this journey, I was asked by Peria to be on the lookout for something hostile towards Aela, rather than something hostile to me or our church.

However, while crossing the border and climbing the Canyon of Despair, the terrain around us was so rough that we did not see a single intelligent being that could be called a different race, let alone a human, so for a while I paid no attention to the story Peria told me. It was also

and-

...

...

...

...

Meanwhile, a huge sound came from the terrain on the other side of the cliff where we were resting, and Aila quickly ran away with Gombangi, leaving me behind, and disappeared.

Moreover, what happened after that was that something jumped from the cliff of the mountain range on the other side, which collapsed with a roar right in front of my eyes, which was about 2km away in a straight line when measured by snow.

Peee-!

The black dot flew high into the sky and hovered for a moment.

It was believed to be in human form, with the head moving left and right.

A movement as if searching for something.

The image of an eagle hunting for prey comes to mind.

However, because it was so far away, it seemed like nothing more than a dot to me.

That only occurred to me for about 2 seconds.

1 second for looking to the right.

Someone who used the last second to look to the left.

Then, the guy who turned his head towards me,

He definitely made eye contact with me.

It's intuition.

Maybe he wasn't looking at me.

But I immediately threw away such hopeful observations.

The moment the other person 'recognized' me, my whole body became tense, as if it were being squeezed, and because I felt that way, I knew that I was being observed by that person.

So I-

... Kwahiah ahhh!

When I saw the other person standing in a distance spotting me and immediately starting to fly from the empty space where he had been standing still-

“Rachal.”

thud!

'corruption.'

Hahaha!

In an instant, I fell into a double self-reform and prepared to face my opponent.

'come. I don't know what it is, but it's coming!'

Time was overwhelmingly lacking.

The expression “hands on” does not fit.

The opponent is flying towards us so fast that the speed that an arrow can reach or the speed that a bullet flies can be said to be 'at best'.

According to my perception, that thing was definitely faster than anything else in this world at this moment.

So, even though I managed to buy some time by double self-reform, even though half a second had passed since I stamped my foot, the distance between me and the other person had already reduced to half.

So making a judgment is-

This time, the instincts imprinted in the body, not the head, were the main factors.

Sereung-

Wow!

What I hold in my hand is a magic sword created in an instant from an artifact hung around my neck.

Churrr!

Slam!

Surrounding his entire body is Deshade's armor created to protect himself against the hostility he felt.

That's when I completely relied on my instincts, held the sword in my hand, and wrapped the armor around my body.

Piyung-

Kwahiah ahhh!

A being that flew from far away landed in front of my eyes.

However, it is a posture that does not absorb landing or recoil.

The opponent was standing.

His posture was upright, as if he had been leaning against the wall just a moment ago, holding a cup of coffee and waiting for someone.

He was looking at me, with one knee slightly bent and his remaining leg straight, holding a spear in his hand instead of coffee.

And when I looked at her like that-

'...Aila?'

When I saw her appearance, I instantly thought it was Aila.

... Hwaaa!

Parrr!!!

“...”

The cliff where I was standing, with fallen leaves blowing everywhere and fruits falling from the trees due to the wind pressure that came later.

Fortunately, I did not fall off the cliff due to the wind pressure because I took measures to allow the wind to blow my body, perhaps due to the wind's protection that Peria bestowed on Erilla, Gombangi, and me before the start of the journey.

So, the woman standing in the middle of the storm of fallen leaves that landed about 10 steps away from where I was-

“... No matter how you look at it, this is Aila.”

I was certain that beyond just resembling Aila, who was with me just a moment ago, she had the same appearance.

        
            like that-

Something jumped up and smashed the cliff opposite where I was staying.

After that, something spent some time searching in the sky, found me, and came straight to me.

And she landed only 10 steps away from me-

It looked so similar to Aila that it was hard for me to understand what was happening.

So I-

I decided to make the most of the double self-reform time I had set aside in advance before the other person spoke to me or took any action, and observed the other person and gathered information.

'What is it? 'Is this woman who resembles Aila-?'

First of all, the other person only resembled Aila, but her clothes were different.

The overall appearance is that of a hunter from the north.

A white coat with a fur hat attached.

Long boots that reach up to the knees.

The bottoms were shorts similar to Aila's, and the top was a thin shirt that looked light.

Above all, the 卍-shaped necklace of unknown origin hanging around her neck seemed difficult to talk to.

but,

Not only did the face look exactly like Aila's, but the shape of the head also looked exactly like Aila's.

Above all, the body shape was similar to that of Aela that I knew, and even the ears were pointy. The object in front of me was so similar that anyone could see that it was an elf and that it was Aila's twin.

But that didn't stop me from thinking that Aela might have tricked my eyes with magic and reappeared in a different outfit, so I immediately dismissed the possibility with the lowest probability.

That's because the other person had something on top of their head that Aila absolutely did not have.

‘Halo? 'That too in its entirety?'

Kiiing!

Floating above the head of the elf in front of me is a halo, a halo.

An object that looked similar to the object given to me by Deshade, but was of a different class from the incomplete object owned by Hir'em Brigade, a member of the Red Purge's Heavenly Wing, was floating on the other elf's head.

So, I want to know the identity of the being in front of me-

I tried to confirm it by linking the information I had so far with the information that Aila was so afraid of.

“Are you an elf angel?”

Then the opponent-

Thing!

Unlike the Aila I knew, she was extremely cold and glared at me with a sharp gaze.

“...”

But the other person didn't say anything.

'It's definitely not that I can't speak.'

Still, I vaguely realized that it wasn't that the other person couldn't speak, but that he didn't.

After all, it is a humanoid being.

There is no way that a being with this appearance cannot speak.

Therefore, I have had many experiences as a soul patient, and based on many experiences, I have decided that even though the other person can speak, he is not speaking.

So, I predict that the form of attitude the other person is taking now is probably the same search as mine.

First, the opponent floated in the sky and came down as soon as he spotted me, but he looked like he was thinking about something when he saw me holding a weapon, putting on armor, and getting into a combat stance.

If that's the case-

In times like this, I decided to act based on the conclusion based on experience, as I thought that the player who was supposed to win was the best.

'Don't look down on me...! If you look down, you lose!'

If the other person's attitude and response is exploration, it is best in the current situation not to respond to the intention of exploration.

Kwaaa!!!

Before he can make any other moves, he quickly and powerfully infuses his magic sword.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!

To threaten an opponent.

Just as animals expand their bodies to protect themselves from natural enemies.

I deliberately infused the magic sword with all my might, made it the size of a great sword, and then draped it over my shoulder.

“...”

Kuuk-

Then, when the opponent also saw my fighting stance, he slightly lifted the hand holding the spear that he had been holding from the beginning until now.

and-

... Hwaaa!

With that alone, I felt like I had re-entered the living space that the Heavenly Demons had created when I met them before.

'This is going to be difficult.'

I felt it instinctively.

I don't know why the opponent appeared in this terrain, but if you fight against an elf angel, there is a high probability that you will lose.

But I-

'Still, it's difficult. There might be nothing you can't do.'

The odds of winning were low. Surprisingly, I felt like there wasn't enough difference between me and my opponent to completely surrender, which made me more confident than I thought.

“...!”

And the other person seemed to have felt it as well, raising his displeased eyebrows slightly and showing a change in his emotions.

In the meantime, I also begin to search for the other person.

angel.

Elf angel.

Eila must have sensed the presence of this elf angel and left early.

Reasons why we shouldn't meet.

I think there must be a clear reason.

'What Eila assumed was clearly the worst. To avoid that, Aila left me alone. So let's trust that judgment.'

There is no doubt that there are reasons why one should never reveal one's hometown or why one should not encounter one at all.

If so, let's assume that there is something abstract like that, and then try to interpret Aila's judgment.

'Aila left me here and said she would definitely come get me. And our original goal was to enter the elf forest. That means that putting me here means that Eila's top priority is to prevent the elf angels from discovering the forest, and my job after interpreting Aela's judgment is-

It will somehow lead the angel to a place other than here.'

We have to help Aela.

I knew for sure that my safety was not an issue.

The angel looked at me and didn't say anything, and it wasn't until I took the stance first that it got into a fighting stance.

It can be seen that he has no intention of fighting, and his attitude is that he will only accept a fight that he has been given.

In that case, the other person may not have opened his mouth yet, but it is certain that he is an intelligent being capable of communicating, and that means that what I need to do is-

'Let's disguise our equality with the other person and lead the conversation.'

Here, I decided that it was a priority to show even more of my hidden power and place myself on the same level as the other person.

Pachang-

So what you create is-

Kiiing!

The same halo that floats above the elf's head.

“...!!!”

OK-

'good. 'I reacted.'

The elf's eyes widened when he saw my Halo.

From here is the turning point.

The elf who saw Halo felt something.

It is true that he was surprised, but it was difficult to read any further emotions from his facial expression.

Still, thanks to this, I succeeded in getting the person who was standing blankly looking at me to make the most reasonable decision for the current situation among the various actions he had in his head.

“... Who are you?”

'good.'

An angel asked me a question.

An opponent who was wary as soon as he showed his strength.

It almost resembled a human being who stopped when he saw a wild animal.

Halo was what helped me feel a sense of homogeneity and equality in such a situation.

It could be said that the elf angel was interested in Halo, seeing me as someone with the same power as him.

“I thought he was human, but he is not human. I think he wields the power of the devil, but at the same time, he has the power of a god. As if that were not enough, he not only contains two soul vessels in one body, but also carries the symbol of an angel in his body. Therefore, I can only say that it is a being on the same level as me. Who are you?”

'Did you figure it out in an instant?'

However, it must be said that it is a bit painful to hand over so much information.

An angel who found out about me in an instant.

'The fact that he is not human is probably what he said after seeing the body of the soul disease. I showed you the power of Asmodeus, Deshade's power, and even the soul vessel that is synchronized with Gloria.'

Sam ends up handing over a lot of information unilaterally, but I think this is an unreasonable but unavoidable disaster.

The other person is a new being different from the beings I have met so far.

Literally speaking, when it comes to experiences with angels, a similar species, there is nothing that comes to mind other than Hirem, a Heavenly Winged race that inherited a bit of angel blood.

So now I have been requesting dialogue from the other side.

Now, the other person has not been able to understand me properly.

I tried to have a conversation with the guy by introducing myself using the most acceptable rhetoric in the current situation.

“I am Irim, the sword and bishop of the evil god Deshade, the knight of the great evil Asmodeus, and the sword of the empire.”

“...”

“Speak, angel of the elves. Why did you appear in front of me?”

The angel looks at me intently and worries.

'You're careful.'

He must be deciding whether or not he can continue the conversation with me.

Maybe it's because it's an angel that looks similar to Aila, but it makes me feel like Aila is right in front of me.

She was hesitating about something and was taking a long time to decide whether her conversation with me would violate some rule that was clearly known to exist.

“... It'll be okay. It doesn't look dirty, and it's not human. Rather, since you have the same power as me, you can seek help.”

Soon, the angel broke the hand holding the spear as if he had made up his mind, and at the same time, the angel who had taken his life raised the other arm that was not holding a weapon and said to me.

“... I am an angel of someone who is no longer in heaven. That-”

“This is Deshade’s sword. You can call me Lee Rim.”

The angel may not be as used to the act of 'conversation' as I thought, but he was carefully considering what title I should call him whatever he wants, so I quickly said my name to continue the conversation.

“... What?”

However, even though I simply said my name, the other person was quite embarrassed and asked back.

“Is that okay? Even if you say your name in a place like this?”

“...? Isn’t it harder to continue the conversation if you don’t reveal your name?”

“... I see. That is certainly true, but...”

'what?'

Then the angel lowered his gaze as if he was troubled, and then muttered something to himself again, then raised his head again and asked a question.

“Excuse me, Sword of Deshade. How many years have you been on this earth?”

'hour? 'Are you asking how long I spent here?'

An angel suddenly looks at me and asks me about my time in this world.

I didn't know why, but I thought it would be better to answer honestly and see the reaction, so I answered honestly this time.

“5 years. No, it's been almost 6 years.”

“6 years. Is that so... was he the one who was exploring the land before me? In that case, I guess you are more familiar with the rules on earth than I am. Then, the only way to do this is to get the cooperation of someone who is used to being dirty...”

'Isn't this the amount of talking to yourself more than talking to me?'

After exchanging one word like that, the angel lowers his head again and mutters.

Still, perhaps this question came back to the angel as a good answer that would enable him to make a clear decision regarding his future course of action, as the angel pounded the necklace hanging on his chest with his fist and said that his-

He said the angel's 'name' and made a clear statement.

thud!

“... My name is Azazel. He is an angel of someone who is no longer present. Irim, the sword of Deshade. It may be sudden, but this Azazel, as a being with the same divine status, is asking you to cooperate in the search for traitors.”

        
            When we left the parish, there were four people in total: Astesia, me, Aila, and Gombangi.

Afterwards, we parted ways with Astesia at the border area, so the three people who set out on the journey were me, Aila, and Gombangi.

And now, after running towards the elf forest for about two days,

After being separated from Eilado Gombangi, I found myself alone with a stranger whom I had only met for a few hours, a being who I wondered if I could call him a 'stranger angel' or 'fallen angel' to be exact -

But when I think about it again, I guess because I was in an extreme situation, I ended up in a situation where I kept thinking about such bullshit.

‘A stranger, an angel or a fallen angel. huh. It's okay. So, can a stranger angel be called a male angel? ... good. I'll have to tell Peria later. Then you will look at me with pitiful eyes. But I don't mind looking at you like that, so I hope someone can help me.'

As I continued to think about it, I realized that a little while ago, when I counted Aila, Astesia, Gombangi, and I, I said there were 4 people, but since Gombangi is a decent beast, I should have referred to it as 3 people and 1 animal. I even started thinking unproductive thoughts.

However, as for me, if someone who is looking into my thoughts right now asks me why I'm constantly having such unproductive thoughts, I can confidently make an excuse that it was something I couldn't help, that much-

The ecosystem called the Canyon of Despair, which I was climbing on my own without the help of Aila and Gombangi, was a place so terrible that I could clearly see the future that I would end up falling to my death in a few hours, so I realized that I had been thrown into this ridiculous environment. I did it because I wanted to get away from it.

But the good news is-

...

...

...

...

Just as there was always a cameraman of a similar level to a British former special forces soldier who was engaged in the 'confrontation between man and nature' who roamed around such a terrible environment as if it were his own home, there was always a presence similar to that cameraman around me. Since there is one person following along, it seems like he can at least avoid a lonely death.

“Soul disease? This is my first time hearing this concept.”

“I guess so. Because it’s a name that was recently created.”

Climb a mountain and talk to an angel.

However, I wonder if it is okay to use the word ‘rising.’

'Damn it, when someone posted that a bouldering gym was opening in front of the convenience store where I worked, should I have made up my mind and taken an interest in it? It's so hard.'

What I'm doing right now is, to put it elegantly, 'climbing.'

And if you add a little bit of muddy water and make the water cloudy, you can say that you are going through 'dog suffering' or 'struggle not to die'.

Sigh!

Quad deuk!

“Such a bastard-”

Warrr!

Sigh...

“... Wow, I almost fell behind.”

The gap in the rock that I had just grabbed with my gauntlet was actually a small rock that was stuck on top of a pile of dirt and I was gently lowering my head, and as I tried to climb up by holding on to it and giving strength, I fell straight down about 3 meters and barely managed to get my footing and survive.

'A little more, a little more carefully.'

So, from next time, I start climbing the slope again, thinking that instead of just holding on to the place with my hand, I should touch it once in a while and put more weight on it.

Meanwhile, the angel's questions continued.

“Then are all those soul sick people like you?”

“No. Not really. I'm a little too... no. When I first came to this world, except for a few unique soul patients, I and other soul patients were all similar, but now I can say that I have changed a lot from other people.”

“Unusual soul disease?”

“Uh... So, the type called Heavenly Demons, people who were humans even in the previous world.”

“Cheonma? What is Cheonma again?”

“So-”

Quack!

“Such a sect-”

Warrr!

“... Anyway, there is something like that.”

“... It seems that it is a being that uses a kind of power beyond recognition that is difficult to explain verbally.”

'It's not necessarily like that... but more than that, fuck it. I wish you would stop talking to me. If you make a mistake, you'll really end up in trouble, but this is it.'

Sigh!

Kuduk!

After answering the angel's question, I started climbing the cliff again, and after climbing for another 3 minutes, I finally came across a small cave-like place in the middle of the slope and rolled into it.

Degurrr-

“Arrived...! Oh really! I finally found a place to rest! Heo... Heo... Heo... Heo... ”

That's how I ended up climbing a vertical cliff, one set of which took about an hour.

And regardless of the race, vertical climbing will inevitably tire you out, regardless of whether you have a soul disease or not.

No, maybe even Eila, an elf, and Hygge people are familiar with it, but in that case, I think I should at least imitate their more exhausted appearance after experiencing the same experience in front of me.

If you don't do that, you will become so miserable and resentful that you will be rolling around on the dirt floor of a small cave on a cliff that you only climbed in an hour.

'Haa... Ayla. Shouldn’t I have left Gombangi behind? I really feel like I'm going to die.'

A few hours ago, the cliff mountain was climbed by riding on Gombangi's back and holding on to Aila's waist tightly.

As I was in this state after only four hours of climbing the cliff alone after breaking up with the two of them, I felt like my heart would break at the thought of having to rest a little in this safe zone and then move again.

However, I couldn't just relax.

“Is it a break?”

“... Yes. It's a break.”

“In that case, I’ll go out for a moment and look around around here-”

“Oh, wait a minute-!”

“...?”

“If you have a question you want to ask after a long time, please do so while I am taking a breath. After a while, I'll be so tired that I won't be able to say anything.”

As soon as he sees me lying down in the cave, he goes out and stops the angel who was trying to fly up to the sky.

“... Is that so?”

“That’s it.”

“... Got it. Then accept the offer.”

'Whew... I'm glad. 'Because I can stop it from flying up.'

What I have to do now is to hold on to the angel as much as possible.

Aila and Gombangi clearly noticed the appearance of this angel and quickly disappeared, leaving me behind.

There are probably two purposes.

One would be for Aela to go into the elf forest first and warn everyone that an angel had come within close range, and the other would be to figure out a way to somehow keep the angel away from the forest and move quickly to escape from the angel. I feel like he left me behind.

And in order for Aila's purpose to be achieved, I decided that I should continue to work here by the angel's side to prevent him from doing foolish things.

That's because the angel who appeared in front of me after climbing up the mountain range on the other side with a roar was holding a blood-stained spear in his hand that clearly looked like it belonged to an elf -

Since I have witnessed the spear, since the angel is now showing favor to me, I will use it thoroughly to make sure that she never sees Eilane, and I will unconditionally make sure that the spear the angel holds is not covered in Eila's blood. All I could think about was that I wanted to avoid it.

“...”

Kuuk! Kuuk!

'... Is it something that can be handled like that?'

In fact, as soon as the angel grabbed her and told her not to go out of the cave and to ask her anything now if she wanted to ask anything, she thought for a while and sat down on the soft moss inside the cave, tearing off a piece of it and using it as a cloth to wipe the blood on the window. there was.

Slurp-

Flash!

Even though he had only done so much, the spear was showing its spirit again as if it had been left in the hands of a skilled blacksmith and then retrieved, so it was a bonus that I was worried that the weapon might be damaged while cleaning it with moss.

“Then, I would like to hear a little more detail about that soul disease.”

“... Okay. So, where should I start talking? Umm...”

Afterwards, the angel sat on the moss with his knees together, surprisingly for being so tough, and waited for me to open my mouth.

And it was definitely a good thing.

What is worth it to an angel is me.

An elf angel who asked for my cooperation.

The angel purely asked for my help.

Judging by my values, what the angel did to me, asking for help from a stranger I met in such a rugged remote area was not only naive, but a careless act that felt like a foolish decision.

But the angel ‘trusted’ me.

And I quickly learned why through the stories we exchanged after the angel asked me for help.

'...Ask for cooperation? It's so sudden it's hard to understand. What does it mean to say that you and I are equal beings?'

'... I guess I was too hasty in asking for help. i get it. Let me explain. First, Lee Rim. The status and angelic symbols you carry in your body are certainly not ordinary things. What that symbol means is that although the god you serve is an evil god, you are still carrying out the will of the god, and you are a being recognized not only by evil gods but also by multiple beings such as the Great Devil, and that you have achieved many great feats so far. This is something you can clearly see from the vessel of your soul. So, if you are doubting my request due to a lack of confidence in yourself without realizing how great your status is, I will ask you a different question this time to make you realize that. Have you ever betrayed the god you serve?'

'... If you ask me if I have ever violated Deshade's doctrine, I will answer that I have not, at least not until now.'

'That's why I consider you an equal being. Although you and I are significantly different beings. I am an angel, but you are not an angel. But at the same time, you are a different being from the ordinary humans scattered around this world, and are therefore not an unclean being. So, although the gods we serve are different, you and I clearly have something in common: we are sincere servants of God, and my interpretation is that you, Lee Rim, can be considered a being like an angel, even though you are not an angel, in that you make purification in a different way as your life's work. '

'... So, it's a little hard to understand, but what you're saying is that I'm equal to you by your standards, Azazel, so you're going to ask for help?'

'Yes. However, if you say they are equal, the answer is no. I, I... am the one who hesitates to completely fall for revenge, even though I have sworn to seek revenge on the One who is no longer God. So, unlike me who came down from heaven, I came from earth - no. 'I would like to ask you about the ways on earth and ask for your help, as you have reached a level that starts from the bottom of the world's puddle and ascends to the sky.'

So the angel, Azerzel, the angel I have only just met, who has said that he is on the same level as me-

He showed me an infinite amount of trust that went beyond being naive and pure to the point of being foolish, and told me about the revenge he wanted and everything he had done so far to achieve it.

        
            Azazel, the elf angel.

It is said that she came down to earth directly to take revenge on God.

After listening to various stories and inferring, the target of her revenge was an elf, and she sacrificed everything for it.

This appearance that resembles the current Aela, and more precisely, the reason why she took on the appearance of an abominable traitorous elf of her own will, is that in order to achieve revenge, she directly becomes the same as the elves who are the targets of revenge, and their It was to follow their way of thinking and find out where they were hiding.

but-

'But, it failed. I succeeded in lowering my status, abandoning my angelic appearance and taking on the appearance of an elf, but no matter how much I became an elf, it was difficult for an individual to completely reason out the thoughts of the group. So, after becoming an elf and coming down to earth, I have been experiencing opposition from the traitors' pursuit.'

The angel was a ‘failed’ avenger.

The angel abandoned the form given to him by God and, suppressing his disgust, put himself into the form of an elf.

So the angel came down to earth and started looking for the elves.

But the angel soon ran into a problem.

Her limits are there.

Angels could not talk to humans.

And in the Elven Forest, if you just ask people of different races or humans passing by, they will readily tell you the location that can be considered the borderline where elves come from within the information they know, so it is possible to roughly find out where that place is. forest.

However, the angel who said that the search was difficult because he could not even do that had his own reasons.

'I have already lowered my 'status' once to create what I am now. 'At the point when I, an angel, gave up the body God gave me, I could no longer be called a proper angel.'

And at that point -

'...!!!'

I remembered the infinitely foolish illusion I had when I prepared to fight as soon as I met an angel.

'So, does that mean you were much stronger than you are now?'

'hmm? Ah, that's right. Right now, I only have half of my original strength. barely. It is impossible to contain all the power of an angel in an elf's body. So, I divided my original power in half and now only have half the power contained in my body.'

The power the angel currently possesses is 1/2 of its original power.

I thought I would be in a position where I could show my full power against such a force and then compete on equal footing with the angel, but that wasn't the case.

angel.

Although she is an agent of God like the apostle Thistle, the fundamental difference between her and Azazel is that angels are beings created directly by God.

If we look more closely, angels are people who can wield the power, authority, and faith that God possesses -

The being created as a ‘weapon’ is an angel.

‘I thought wrong. I, who thought that just because I've killed a few demons would be worth fighting an angel once, turned out to be a fool. The level is different. First of all, they are beings who do not want to come down to earth to avoid the idea that God is fighting with someone, and that there is very little chance of being challenged by anyone other than the obligatory task of throwing demons into hell, and demons also do not want to face someone on equal footing. Rather, most of them enjoy trampling on the weak, but like giants, the ones who focus purely on using only their own power to subdue others are, except for non-fighting demons like Wen Grain, whose fighting is closely related to their theme. Not much. However, unlike those two beings, angels are not demons in themselves, but are weapons created by gods who are not accustomed to using violence against beings to fulfill the requests of their believers, and are a being similar to violence. 'An angel.'

It's an expectation, but perhaps it would be much easier for me now to fight against a being that is a god itself, and if a being like that of a god fights with an angel, who is a weapon and violence itself, created on behalf of myself, who is not used to fighting, then I would be a god. I thought that the odds of winning would be much lower than fighting a being.

So, if the angel regains his original power, I had to believe that I would never be able to defeat the angel 'alone'.

That was what the angel who regarded me as his equal told me without any doubt, and it was a cruel conclusion that I accepted.

so-

Even for that reason, I tried to prevent the angel from flying as much as possible.

'good. 'I accept the offer.'

'Is that really true? Thank you very much. Deshade's sword. I will not forget your cooperation and kindness.'

Even after lowering her status for a long time, she was still unable to talk to humans and other races, so she worked hard in her own limited way and eventually found a significant number of elves in the empire and took revenge. They say it was successful.

And the reason why the angel who continued the search only in that way was able to find the area near the elf forest is because he was able to obtain a confession from the elf he last met in the empire and guess the direction of the location where the betrayed subjects were hiding.

However, it is said that the angel was thinking of a further search method. From here, he would meet humans and ask them questions to find out where the border of the elf forest is, and based on that, he would search the entire area. The very act of asking questions to humans was a huge problem.

Her status as an angel has already been damaged by becoming the same as the elves. In order to communicate with humans, she will have to damage her status again, and in that case, the power she can carry will be much weaker than it is now, making her a traitor. This is a method that can never be chosen because the odds of winning against elves are extremely low.

So, the angel who discovered me made a mental note and chose the next best path from the beginning, the filth of the earth. She is living a familiar life in a world with a low status called filth, but at the same time, the status itself is comparable to my current self. He said that by accompanying him, he was planning to obtain information from humans via me.

And the current situation is that I am trying to prevent the angel from flying somehow and prevent her from chasing Aila and Gombangi, who have not yet made it to the depths of the forest.

So, as I rested in the cave and the angel's interest in me grew, I told her about the birth of soul soldiers like me, the story of the union of kingdoms and large-scale summoning magic, and the treatment of soul soldiers. By the time I told him the story and the story of meeting Deshade, the sun had already begun to set in the Valley of Despair.

...

...

...

“... I see. You, too, came to be here after going through tremendous hardships in many ways.”

“Well, you can say so.”

“But there is something I don’t understand.”

“Huh? What?”

“Why are you here, climbing the mountain, for some noble purpose?

The sun has almost disappeared and the inside of the cave where the sunset had already set should have been dark because the sunset did not shine as it was supposed to, but as the day got darker, her halo above her head began to shine brighter, so the cave was still bright. It was like that, and I was at a loss as to what to answer when she asked me the purpose of climbing the mountain with the Halo on my head.

'So, why was I climbing the mountain?'

Of course, I did not forget my purpose.

My current goal is to quickly resolve Camellia's orders, go to the Elven Forest, and then go to Red Purge to meet Hir'em and Xian.

However, now that Aila is gone, we don't know how long we will have to waste trying to capture the angel, let alone finding the elf forest, and even if it is the first letter of the elf 'El', bringing it up in front of her now would definitely be a huge mistake. It was clear that it would be.

So I-

It was a time when I was trying to give a vague answer with a lie to the angel who was showing pure favor to the soul patient who was close to the pilgrim who had lived a harsh life on this dirty earth, in order to somehow get over the immediate situation.

“... As always, I'm on the move to pick up the discarded items.”

“... I'm sorry. It seems like you are carrying out a noble purpose, but it was an answer that I could not understand because I serve a different god than you. So, in order for me to understand what you are saying, could you explain to me in more detail what that proverb means?”

“That, that...”

“...?”

...Hot!

At that moment, I felt the heat from Asmodeus' imprint on my neck and the voice I heard in my head.

‘Is there any need to lie? tell the truth Ultimately, what you think you're going to do to those guys who are trying to bring out the worst in you.'

'... It's not a decision, it's really a final choice.'

'Of course I'm not saying it's wrong, but it's my article. 'My humble insight is that the children who serve God must have imprisoned you even more severely than you are now, so that you have no choice but to make the final choice.'

'...Are you sure?'

'no. I'm not sure. 'I value fun, so I don't do things like observe celestial bodies.'

'Then why say such irresponsible words-'

'Of course, that doesn't mean it's completely groundless, so I'm telling you this. The wisdom I just talked about a little while ago is just a wisdom that I predicted based on the thoughts of the child named Xian you met earlier, and whether you believe it or not is a guess that is close to your choice.'

Asmodeus gave me advice, and I thought about it.

And the archdemon I serve whispered once again into my ear, a whisper that would easily blow away my worries.

'And I would like to give you some advice, in front of the angel who is showing infinite trust in you right now, if you, my knight, tell me your true feelings towards the children who serve the gods that you are carrying within you now-

Maybe one day, my knight, when the worst situation you are imagining in your head due to them actually comes to you, it may lead to you obtaining the oath of an unexpected helper who can help you.'

And when I heard her say,

I was once betrayed even by the help of a helper I absolutely trusted, Princess Camellia...

Even if she returns to the Empire in the future, she doesn't know what more preparations will be needed for the heresy judgment being prepared by the Red Purge, which can be said to be hostile towards Astesia, so there is no need to worry about what to say to the angel anymore. took the advice of

“... No. No. okay. There was definitely a goal.”

“Is it organized?”

“Yes. okay. It's sorted. The reason I was climbing this mountain, the reason is-

It was to find a way to get revenge on the people who tried to take away the teaching aid I made, the people I love, and the small home I made for my precious girl.”

OK-

Startle!

The elf angel looked into my eyes, a ray of anger burning as brightly as the halo above her head -

“... Got it. Deshade's sword. Then, for you, the angel Azazel, who is cooperating with me-”

“... Huh?”

In return for my cooperation, he gave me a 'promise' and an 'Angel's Promise', which had a different weight from Camellia's promise.

“I promise that if you call my name when you truly want to, I will appear there and pour out the wrath of an angel on those you desire.”

        
            “Ugh... Gombangi, can’t it be faster?”

“Kuuung!”

“... That's right, I'm sorry. You're doing your best, but I was too smart.”

Aila's eyes open even wider as she sits on Gombangi's back.

What she's doing now is-

It's about finding the needle.

The Canyon of Despair is a mountain range surrounding the elven forest.

To be exact, the Canyon of Despair surrounds only about half of the elf forest.

First of all, from the perspective of humans living in the Kingdom Alliance, the direction in which the elf forest is located is literally an area with only wide forests, so people who are interested in the unknown and the secret races called elves often approach the area. The humans named the border where arrow holes began to appear in the heads of patrollers patrolling the outskirts of the forest as the Elven Forest.

But now, when you look at the elven forest from the back, towards the demon territory, the first thing you see is the Canyon of Despair. Even humans, other races, and other demons never think of going around that canyon, inside. A rugged mountain range that you would never think of entering.

And finally, if we actually look at the place called the Elven Forest from the Elves' perspective, from the Demons' perspective, the Canyon of Despair surrounds the forest they live in, or from the Humans' perspective, arrows The rumors that there is a village where elves live somewhere deep in the forest inside the border where the flying starts are not entirely true, and in fact, the entrance to the 'transfer' to the elf forest is hidden in various places somewhere in the middle of the huge mountain range -

Even if someone, such as a human adventurer who would later be called a legend, succeeded in exploring and mapping the entire canyon, the elves believed that it would be absolutely impossible for the elven forest to be displayed on the map. And that was an immutable truth that has not been broken until now.

In addition, patrollers patrol the canyon once in a while to prevent anyone from even mapping the area called the Canyon of Despair and the Elven Forest, mercilessly raining down arrows on intelligent beings that crawl into the forest, including humans and demons. It is something that will never happen in the future for other races, including others, to discover residents living peacefully and leisurely in the elven forest.

And now, in order to enter the real 'village' rather than the elven forest where the elves' residence is thought to be on the surface, such elves use the official route normally used by patrollers -

Otherwise, like the current Gombang and Aela riding on Gombang's back, he carefully examined the densely grown trees throughout the Valley of Despair, one by one, and found 300 black needles the size of fingernails embedded in them in succession. The only way to do this is to find the 'Seal Stone', which is the entrance to the forest that is meant to be used in case of emergency.

So, in order to quickly find the entrance to that forest-

Whick!

“... Over there! Gombang! Left!”

“Kuuung!”

Bingle!

Quaddduk!

After breaking up with Irim, Aila quickly ran down the canyon on Gombangi's back, and when she found a tree with needles stuck in it, she squeezed the back of Gombangi's neck and shouted, and Gombangi immediately turned around and started running towards it. .

In that way, Eila was looking for a way into the elf forest...

A day and a half has already passed.

'Just a little while longer, just a little more patience, Lee Rim!'

Now that you've found the 299th needle, you should be able to find the entrance quickly.

But at the same time, that's why Aila feels at ease about leaving Irim in the middle of a rugged mountain range where it is impossible to go further in or go back to the Grace territory, the nearest human city, unless you find the entrance to the forest in this way. didn't

Moreover, one more reason why Aila became worried about Lee Rim was added two hours after she ran away from the angel's sight with Gombangi.

“Krrr...!”

Whirririririk!

Boom!

Totototototototo-!

“Ugh... Get out of here! You damn bastards!”

A group of demonic beasts keep trying to block the road, passing Gombangi and Aila as they climb the slope.

As it is, this is natural.

The mountain range surrounding the elven forest, the Canyon of Despair, not only has terrain that is difficult to climb, but only those magic beasts that have adapted tenaciously to such an environment with quick feet and a knack for jumping around, using even a small tree branch as a stepping stone, survive. It is a sacred place for leading demonic beasts.

Thanks to this, there are no large monsters like Tylants, but there are about 200 types of beasts that are fast-moving and enjoy sneak attacks that can be encountered while going up and down the canyon. Even the demons once made up their minds and led their troops to cross the canyon. Because they were cunning enough to make me give up what I was trying to create because of those demonic beasts, it was also a terrain that forcibly made the Grace Territory of the Kingdom Alliance the only borderline to confront the demon spirits.

And although it was a valley of despair filled with such demonic beasts, Aila had been to her hometown for so long that she had forgotten their existence, but now that the distance from the angel had grown so far that she had entered a place deep inside the forest, the memories were revived as the demonic beasts approached.

“You guys are real! Next time, if I have a chance, I will come out with my sisters and beat them like dogs! At that time, I really lost everything!”

Pipipiping!

Puff puff puff puff!

Aila aimed her bow at Gombangi's back and shot, and each time she fired, the demonic beasts resembling leopards, demonic beasts resembling flying squirrels, and winged snakes had their heads exploded and died.

Every time that happened, some of the demon beasts stopped to eat the bodies of those who had been hit by arrows, and each time Eila repeated this, the number of demon beasts chasing them decreased.

“Hiyuuuu... You're really annoying the elf!”

All of those demon beasts were frightened by the angel's status and had gathered from a long distance away.

These guys usually fill their stomachs by killing and killing each other.

However, as soon as someone enters the mountain, the demon beasts of the canyon engage in joint hunting with their own sense of bond or 'pride' that they are a race that lives in such a rugged canyon.

Of course, since this is an opponent entering a canyon that most other races, including these humans, can never access, it is a bonus to assume that the intruder will be strong and try not to attack them carelessly.

So, rather than attacking intruders who enter the canyon head-on, they surround the surrounding area day and night, wait until the opponent gets tired, and then attack them all at once.

However, with the intelligence of the magic beasts, there is a limit to how much they can cooperate with each other, and like before, when Aila kills some of them by shooting a bow, some of the magic beasts give up cooperative hunting, which fills their self-esteem but doesn't actually bring much to their mouths. Even though he escapes to eat his fill of the demonic beast that has fallen to the ground.

like that-

Aila killed as many as 200 demonic beasts with swords and bows in just one and a half days, and after using up all the arrows in her quiver, she once again quickly rotated her head and rolled her eyes to kill a tree somewhere in the mountains. That's when I found the needle.

“... Gombang! Stop!”

Wow!

Quarrr!

When Aila saw the '300th' black needle stuck in the shabby fruit tree that caught her eye, she grabbed Gombangi's back with both hands, and as Gombangi stopped, the rocks under her feet fell apart. It fell and fell down the cliff.

“Krrr!”

“Keee!”

The demonic beasts that were chasing Eila saw this and immediately surrounded them tightly, forming a siege the moment the two stopped, but-

As Aila, who arrived at the 'destination', no longer had the need to fight with the demon beasts of the canyon, the demon beasts had absolutely no intention of challenging Aila and Gombangi to a head-to-head fight, so there was nothing they could do against the two. There was nothing they could do except surround the two.

“... Damn it. The first one to arrive was me?”

However, Aila was very upset.

As expected, what she was looking at was a small tree studded with black needles, and the tree was hidden by the long vines that had taken root -

... Crunchy!

It was a fully formed seal stone entering the elven forest, 'proving that no one had passed through it yet' that could be seen when the vines were lifted with one's arm.

“... It looks like the angel's tracking was faster than expected.”

“Guuu...”

Aila felt regretful as she looked at the seal stone.

The seal stone must be broken by someone who arrives first and rebuilt as an 'entrance' into the elven forest, but the fact that she is the one who has to do that means that no elf has arrived here before her, and after that, her There may still be elves left to follow, but it is clear that there is a high probability that they will be discovered and killed by the angels wandering around here.

So, with this, he became the only person who returned safely to the Elven Forest 'alive' from the Empire.

“... I can't help it! Let’s go at least just us! Gombang-a!”

“Chooong.”

Of course, that is that and this is this.

In any case, for Aila, all she could think of was that her compatriots must have been in a lot of pain just because they had 'experienced' death once.

“Finally, lots of younger siblings will be born! When your younger siblings are born, you have to be happy for them! I always had to say “unni” to other people, but this time, I decided to put myself in the position of hearing someone say “unni” to me!”

“Chooo!”

“... Yes, yes. okay! Gombang is right! Anyway, even if everyone is reborn, I would have to die '3' to '5' more times than everyone else before I could hear you! Does that mean you can’t even dream? Let’s have some hope too!”

Ayla soon arrived at her destination and got off the back, bickering with Gombangi.

“Then... I’m not sure if I remember correctly? This is my second time using the entrance that says to be used only in emergencies.”

“Kuong! Kuong! Wow! Kurgor Hur! ”

“Ah, is that the right method? thank god. I guess that's the way I memorized it! thank you! Gombang-ah!”

From now on, the two have found the entrance to the forest, the sealing stone-

You must quickly break the seal, rebuild the entrance back to the forest, enter the village, and then ask the patrollers waiting there to help you save Lee Rim and ask for their cooperation.

        
            A day and a half had passed since I broke up with Lee Rim.

Aila, who ran hard through the canyon and found all 300 black needles stuck at regular intervals somewhere throughout the canyon, succeeded in finding the seal stone that was her destination hidden at the end.

So from now on, it's time to use the seal stone to enter the 'real' forest of elves, which is also the hometown of Aila and Gombangi.

Sreung!

Eila took out her white sword,

... Stand tall!

Gombangi also stood on two legs and relaxed from walking on all fours for a while.

Boom! Boom!

Ttuduk! Ttuduk!

The sound of the backsword cutting through the wind as it is powerfully swung left and right is heard, and the red panda bear, said to be the most vicious among bear-type beasts, bends its neck to the left and right with its front paws, solidifying its bipedal stance.

“... Phew - Are you ready? Gombanga?”

“Quong.”

The two soon made up their minds and put their backswords and claws forward and closed their eyes.

...

...

...

...

... Again!

The moment when small dewdrops slowly trickled down from somewhere between the leaves and fell to the ground, moistening the dry gravel -

... Quaaa!

Couuuck!

Aila and Gombangi ran forward vigorously.

Quad deud deuk!

Kwajijijijik!

Afterwards, the white sword and Gombangi's claws were embedded in a sealing stone the size of a cluster.

The blade and claws were deeply embedded in the pure white seal stone.

But that's it.

The seal stone only contained a sword blade and a magic beast's claws inside, and did not show any further reaction.

of course.

In the first place, it was only because Aila had not yet taken the final action to break the seal stone and return it to its original form.

Sigh!

cook!

Aila and Gombangi raised their feet and stepped on the sealing stone, each with their swords and claws inserted into the sealing stone.

From then on, without relaxing her grip on the sword, with her right leg bent and the sole of her foot resting on the sealing stone, Aila began to speak quietly, and at the end she raised her voice and shouted.

“... Former guardian candidate of the Elven Forest and current dormant ranger. Raincarnation Aila is living with her thirteenth ERG. ... I will break the seal!!!”

[Sword Smash]

[Seal Breaker]

Kuuk!

Sigh!

At the same time, Aila and I vigorously pushed the sealing stone with our feet and pulled out the white sword, and the moment Gombangi also kicked the sealing stone with his foot and pulled out the claws that were embedded in the sealing stone -

Kwaaa!

Flash!

Warrr...

The sealing stone was divided into 50 even pieces and shattered cleanly, and each piece began to have a blue glowing rune engraved on it.

Aila swung her arm and grabbed one of the pieces of the sealing stone with runes engraved on it rising into the sky in the aftermath of the explosion and then coming down.

Swish-

Sigh!

After that, Aila imitated herself and went with Gombangi, who was holding a piece of the seal stone in her hand -

[Load on Sephiroth]

... Pod!

With the power of the seal stone that changed its properties into a transition stone in an instant, we entered the elf forest.

like that-

...

...

...

...

“...”

Approximately one second had passed since Aila and Gombangi closed their eyes due to the strong light emitted from the stone after using it.

Gombangi and Aila were able to enter the elf forest only after changing the seal stone into a transition stone using the correct method and successfully chanting the designated starting word.

So that's why human adventurers couldn't reach the village where the elves lived, no matter how hard they tried.

Moreover, even if it were a coincidence that a human adventurer was able to arrive at the entrance to the forest where Aela had just arrived-

...saaaa-

Cool-

Aela, who was currently closing her eyes, uses the teleportation stone to arrive at the forest, and at the same time, she feels a cold touch to her neck. There are people holding weapons, so humans will reach the elf forest no matter what. It was natural that I had no choice but to do it.

“... Let’s go! 1st place!”

“Guuu!”

Gombangi and Aila, who felt that a weapon was pointed at their necks, opened their eyes as soon as the transfer ended, and as they looked at each other, all they could do was feel meaningless pride in the fact that they were the first to use the seal stone.

Gombangi and Aila opened their eyes like that, and saw four weapons aimed at their necks, and the people holding those weapons.

Four patrollers holding shortbows were aiming their arrows at close range, precisely at the carotid arteries in Aila and Gombangi's necks.

“Then it’s Gombang! Thank you for your hard work getting here!”

“Guuu!”

Paaang!

However, Aila moved calmly and made a sound as she touched Gombangi's huge paw with her palm.

“Haaa... I'm losing my temper because you don't even pretend to be surprised.”

chuck!

How dare you!

Then the patrollers wearing greenish-brown face coverings quickly lowered their bows and took off their hoods.

“It’s been a while! Sisters!”

“You’re back. Aila.”

“I’m glad you came back safely.”

“I thought that since Aila had gone out into the forest for a long time this time, she would definitely return dead again, but I didn't know that everyone else had died and you were the only one to enter the forest.”

“Eeeee~ I just came back and everyone is really talking too harshly...”

Elves with blonde or green hair similar to Aila welcome her.

Four patrollers stood guard.

When the sealing stones hidden throughout the forest are properly unsealed in a given manner, their properties change into transition stones, and the destination is automatically connected to the Elven Forest.

However, just in case, the patrollers stood guard at the transfer site in preparation for the possibility that it was a race other than elves that used it.

They were returning later than expected, and were waiting at the transfer site, worrying about the survivors outside the forest whose numbers were dwindling. They then greeted the arrival of Eila, who had just returned to the forest using the seal stone for the first time.

And among the four patrollers who welcomed Aila, who was able to safely return to the forest, three elves took off their hoods and lightly welcomed Aila with smiles on their faces as soon as they confirmed that the person using the transfer stone was Aila. Until the end, there was a white-haired elf who slowly took off his hood and scolded Eila.

“If you don’t want to hear things like that, you should behave properly. So, did it really never occur to anyone that they might not have said this to Eila, who returned safely to her hometown? Aila?”

“Ha, hahaha... It's hard for me to react when it comes to a straight argument! It’s been a while, Bentain! ”

Totototo-

Come on!

“Ha... Really, I'm still a fool.”

Eila ran to the white-haired elf, the woman leading the patrols, and hugged her.

Then the woman called Bentine sighed and stroked Aela's head.

“Anyway, I’m glad you came back safely. Aila.”

“Yes!”

Afterwards, Gombang was also acquainted with the other patrol members, so he was enjoying the feeling of someone grooming his body in a somewhat rough way, something he had not felt in a long time from the parishioners.

“...”

“Hehehehehehe...”

... Startle!

The elf Bentain also stroked Eila's head for a moment, then grabbed her shoulder and pushed her away. Haehu decided to leave it at that and told her what the elf leaders had said.

“... Rather, Aila. The druids told us to tell Aela to come find them when she arrives. So go for it.”

“Huh? Old guys? ...Eup!”

“... Aila, as I have said many times before, it is her freedom to call the druids that way, but the moment she calls the druids old, our queen also I hope you realize that you are becoming that old man and be careful what you say-”

“Sorry, sorry! Ha ha ha ha ha! It’s been a while so I’m at a loss for words! Bentine Sister!”

“... I wish I knew.”

Call of the Druids.

Although she was a patrol member, she was also a former guardian candidate, so she had to rush to the druids and explain the whole story.

So, upon hearing that the druids had called her, Aela looked at the forest path that spread out behind Benthain, and when she raised her head to the sky between the paths, the huge tree that caught her eye was-

[World Tree Sephiroth]

And the druids who will be at the meeting place in front of the world tree wanted to quickly receive information about this incident from the perspective of a witness who witnessed the angel's attack from the outside, so they told the patrols to guard the transfer site of the transfer stone. The four patrollers had been waiting for the elves returning home from other empires, including Aila, at this location.

But for Eila-

There was something more urgent than that.

“... But Bentyne-”

And Bentain, who knew all of Aila's habits because he was her teacher who taught her archery since she was young, saw her start speaking slurred and immediately knew what she was trying to say -

“No. Ayla. Even if the human with that angel is Aila's colleague, there is nothing we can do.”

I immediately rejected her answer.

So Aila was a little embarrassed.

As soon as he entered the forest, Lee Rim saw the sight of his sisters. He was so quick to make a decision that he forgot to take the food and water that were on Gombangi's back. The human's chances of survival for a day and a half were not expected to last more than a day. This is Aila, who tried to ask me to go with her to rescue Irim, who was lost in the forest.

However, of course, even if the four elves who appeared in front of Eila at the right time were the four strongest members of the patrol as far as Aila knew, their openly showing themselves against the angels was clearly an act of suicide that would lead to certain death, and that is why Aela spoke about it properly, and before she could finish, her request was rejected by Bentine.

“Ugh...”

“Well, even if you look at me with those eyes, if you can’t do it, you can’t do it!”

“Kikikikick... came out. Eila’s deer eyes.”

“So, those are cat eyes?”

“Whatever. Big Sister always did Aila's favors if she did just that, but today I'm really curious about what will happen.”

Afterwards, Aela bent down and looked up from below with bright eyes, and Bentain, who was also the patrol leader, hesitated for a moment when he saw that.

However, as the rest of the patrol members predicted, Bentine could not really grant her request this time, so he tried to make Aela back down by coming up with a straight argument this time.

“... Ayla. No matter how close Eila became to the humans she met outside of the forest, the rules of the forest are rules. We cannot save people who are not our family, or even people of other races, at the risk of exposing ourselves and the forest. So, Aila. If Aila knew how precious all the families living in our forest are-”

And at that moment-

'good! 'Everything goes as planned!'

The moment Aela said the word 'family', Bentine cut her off with sparkling eyes.

“Family!”

“... Huh?”

“Lee Rim and I! It’s family!”

“Well, what does that mean? Aila.”

“Look at this carefully!”

“““Ugh?”””

Then, Aila took off the glove she was wearing on her left hand and showed the back of her hand in front of Bentain and the patrollers who did not know what was going on.

“... Huh?”

Bentain has Deshade's protection engraved on the back of her hand, and the identity of the magic engraved on the underside of that protection-

After confirming the [Couple's Pledge], I was in a daze along with the other patrol members, unable to do anything other than listen to what Eila said next.

“Irim is-

It's my husband!

So, sisters! Please cooperate to save my husband! I’ll ask you this!!!”

        
            A day and a half after breaking up with Aila.

First of all, I am mentally ill.

And soul disease is assumed to include zero loss of power or immediate replenishment of power as much as possible, from fighting against races with physical abilities far superior to humans in the Kingdom Alliance, or races with an absurdly fast replenishment rate. Beings created as the final piece to put together the formula of victory.

As a soul disease born from such a coalition of kingdoms, he has been fighting death and death for at least 5 years, and is an experienced person who has even fought for several weeks in a castle battle where there was not even a grain of wheat to provide food.

There was a time when I was stranded after being deprived of supplies and the front lines were split by siege magic, and I managed to return after capturing and eating demonic beasts. I have a lot of experience staying at night, and I don't want to do much, but I don't think my so-called 'survival' ability is worse than others. .

So, if I were to roughly compare my current level of skill in outdoor survival activities, I would say that I have the level of survival skills of an adventurer who has lived alone for about 10 years without forming a party or a knight-errant who mostly works alone.

but-

‘Canyon of Despair’, which lives up to its honest name, makes me wonder if it was possible for it to survive from us with just this level of survival ability, to the point where I refer to all the abilities it possesses as ‘barely’ or ‘something like that’. It was an ecosystem that seemed to be ridiculed.

“Like a dog- Does it make sense that there is a tree that won’t catch fire even if you pick it up? Wood should catch fire, but what kind of wood doesn’t catch fire?”

Today again, I am making a fire on top of a cliff where there is barely enough space for one person and one horse to step into.

“Whoo! Phew-! Phew-! Phew-!”

Fortunately, I had a lighter on my belt, which I carried around in case I might need to use it someday. There is also a magic device called a light here, so making a spark wasn't difficult.

“Ha... Ha... Ha... Isn't this too? If it doesn't catch fire to this extent, then we must assume that it is a tree that doesn't catch fire, right? ... Damn, I can't tell the difference with the naked eye, so I end up having more trouble.”

However, what is infuriating is that many of the trees in this mountain range have strong fire resistance, so even though they are trees, they do not catch fire.

When I was talking to Hygge people once, I heard that among the building materials in this world, there are rare trees that do not burn, and it seems that many of the trees here in the Canyon of Despair are like that.

And even if it is not that kind of tree, what I have clearly felt while living in this canyon for the past few days is that this place called the Canyon of Despair is actually one of several prototypes of hell facilities created to punish evildoers. , Unfortunately, it was a draft that was discarded because it lacked the function of reminding sinners of their regrets about the karma they were carrying, so it is a place so terrible that one wonders if it was left on earth instead of in hell.

“There is nothing that is not terrible. The demonic beasts have a sharp appearance that makes them look like they would be able to rip off mid-level adventurers. The grass growing on the ground grabs your pants and won't let you go if you step on the wrong foot. Even the trees are bearing fruit and moving creatures pass by. They kill the mask by dropping its fruit and hitting it on the head, then using it as food? Aren’t you really crazy?”

Thanks to this, I feel like I want to set the entire canyon on fire, but I guess there have been a few people in the past who had similar thoughts as me and actually practiced arson, and all the plants in the canyon show hostility towards humans. Beyond that, they have a good sense of unity among plants, so in case a fire breaks out in preparation for arson, they transfer the moisture they have from the area where the fire broke out, increasing the fire resistance to the limit, and even using it as a firewall. Most of them are in the state.

Even in an environment where such terrible monster plants grow, the places where I can move forward and step are all steep cliffs, so I am moving almost vertically climbing all day long, but plants have taken root all over the terrain. It looks like that and it tastes like death.

And above all, even if we could somehow solve the problem of sleeping, the biggest problem was that all the food we planned to eat throughout the trip was loaded into Gombangi's bag, and Aila and Gombangi left me without giving me anything. Well, in order to get a meal that is just around the corner, I am constantly running through the canyons filled with these terrible terrains and voluntarily hunting -

Otherwise, the only way to survive was to rely entirely on the kindness of someone to get me daily food on my behalf and fill my stomach.

Swish!

Cooo!

“I went there.”

“... Are you here? Az.”

At that moment, I noticed that 50% of the firewood pile I had picked up from around the cliff was non-flammable, and when I was finally able to light it, the angel returned to where I was with food for today's lunch.

“It’s a fish. There was a river nearby.”

“Thank you. Thanks to Az, I can barely afford lunch.”

“... I don't know yet whether I can eat it or not.”

Jump! Jump!

Ride, ride, ride!

Two huge fish that were quiet when held in the angel's arms, but bounced vigorously as soon as they were placed on the floor.

However, they are fish, but there is one that lives in fresh water with 'hair' on its shell, which makes you wonder if it can be called a fish, and the other one has the appearance of an ordinary fish with scales rather than a fur-covered shell. However, the angel caught a total of two fish for me from a nearby river, including a red body with black dots all over the body that made me cautious.

“It’s okay. First of all, as long as it is not toxic, there will be no harm in consuming a certain amount.”

And then, believing that the body of the spirit soldier had a certain degree of resistance to poison, I carefully cut open their stomachs with a magic sword, rolled up their arms, and touched the flesh to the skin.

OK-

Clap!

... Cheee!

“What the hell, why are the fish that live near the water acidic? Anyway, I can't eat this. Next.”

Clap!

“... Oh, thank goodness. I can eat this.”

While the hairy flesh of the fish seemed to melt as soon as it touched my skin, the red fish, which was expected to be poisonous, surprisingly had no adverse reactions, so I decided it was safe to eat.

“...”

The angel next to me is looking at me with a curious look, but at the same time a slightly sad look.

But this is also a matter of survival.

“... Why? What are you looking at?”

“No, I just wanted to work hard.”

“... Yes. Now that I'm thinking of this, I want to ask you something. Even if I'm in a situation where I have to choose what to eat, what has Az been eating so far?”

“Me? Although I am in the form of an elf, I am still a true angel, so there is no need to be so concerned about eating. First of all, if I eat just one of the fruits around here, I have enough efficiency to move around for a week. So, your... soul disease is so uncomfortable.”

“... Then, that means that the elf body you are currently taking is a fraud, and if you think about humans and other races in general, mine is the normal one. For me, the only fruits around here are those that die if I touch them incorrectly.”

There is no problem in eating things that are somewhat toxic to the body of a soul patient.

However, all the fruits on the nearby trees are traps, except for the orange fruit that tastes like citrus juice that Eila brought me.

Especially the tree fruit that resembles red strawberries lined up right next to me, just for that...

If you touch it, it explodes.

Boom.

Not only would it explode, but it would also kill the current country instantly.

Literally, the moment you hold it in your hand, it explodes and covers the animal that tries to pick it with acid, melting it and killing it.

And the yellow cherry next to it, a fruit with a combination of shapes and colors I've never seen before, is also more dangerous than the red tree fruit I saw just a moment ago -

It is a fruit that is 'sent away' somewhere the moment you touch it.

And the moment I touch that fruit, I'm not sure exactly where it is that it transfers somewhere and what rules it is determined by, but the reason I found out the identity of that fruit is that, fortunately, I touched it myself and the fruit was there. Not because I experienced a trap, but because I witnessed a demonic beast resembling a bipedal raptor, which, contrary to its appearance, seemed to be herbivorous, biting into the fruit as soon as it saw it.

Perhaps because he was a loner away from the group, he didn't know about the fruit, and thanks to that, the fruit that the demonic beast's tooth was stuck in emitted a tremendous magical response, enveloping everything within a 1 meter radius and disappearing.

There were only 3 fruits on one tree, and I was lucky to find only 2 trees in this dense forest. If trees like that were found everywhere, this mountain range would have disappeared without a trace long ago. do.

so-

This is the Canyon of Despair, a place where trees with such fruits are lurking and finding food is extremely difficult.

So, with the elf angel in tow, I was moving forward in an attempt to roughly shorten the distance to the elf forest as the schedule was tight.

I was in a situation where I could never survive on my own unless I received the help and care of the angel Azazel, and I was barely surviving with her help.

        
            Squeak! Jiik-

Twat!

In the previous world, I used to frown at just touching a live fish with my bare hands, but now I have overcome that and there is one of the wisdoms of life that I have learned while living with a soul disease for a long time.

The wisdom is that if you don't want to bother cleaning a live, squishy fish, you can just grill it whole and then try to remove the scaled shell, fins, intestines, etc. because they are already crispy baked.

Of course, if the fish is grilled with the intestines still in the stomach, the belly may smell bad, but since the fish the angel brought was so large, he thought he would give up on the belly and grilled it. Does not matter.

so-

“... Is that what happens if exposed to the ground for a long time?”

“Okay. First of all, unlike you, I am a being created from the ground up. It’s like a skill you naturally learn when trying to survive.”

An angel who has only ever eaten fruit from trees since he took on the body of an elf looks pitifully at me as he folds his arms against the wall and eats a fish cooked over a barely started bonfire, holding it with both hands. I decided to understand, saying that since it was something she really didn't understand, it could only be a facial expression.

“Pitifully, it seems that the justice of this earth is that even a being as big as you has to live quite difficult if he or she is this accustomed to the filth of the earth.”

“Yes, yes. I guess so. In the eyes of a noble angel, this will all seem like a dirty act.”

I can't refute that because it was really difficult to do anything on my own.

It was an angel who picked up the burning firewood.

It is also an angel who brings us food.

It was all angels who held my hand and saved me when I took a wrong step and almost fell down a cliff.

Over the past day and a half, I have received so much help that I cannot refute the fact that I was 'cared for' by an angel.

Ah!

Jeokjeok- Jeokjeok-

gulp!

To appease his hunger in front of such an angel, he eagerly eats a fish cut in half.

'It tastes good.'

Animals, plants and beasts that grow in rugged terrain have greater expectations of its taste.

However, when you catch it with great difficulty and put it in your mouth, it usually smells or tastes bad due to exposure to nature's unstable nutritional supply and harsh environment. However, this fish does not have such a problem, and the stomach part, which was the area of most concern, has a peculiar fishy smell. Instead, it smelled like apples and was salty even without any seasoning.

Is that why?

gulp!

The angel swallowed his saliva and said, looking at me eating half of the fish, which was about the size of my forearm, even though I had already cut it in half.

“... I didn't mean to ridicule you. Because everything I talk about about the filth on earth has a basis.”

Jeokjeok- Jeokjeok-

Squeak!

“Ugh, this part might be a little tough... But the skin, hmmm. It's chewy. uh? What?”

“... So, those fish are ultimately the ones who stir up mud in the water with their bodies. The water is where all the by-products and excrement of legless creatures flow. No matter how much the water's edge has the ability to purify itself, the water's edge is also a place where the sewage of countless animals flows, and even though we know that it is not a place called the sea, the salt concentration is probably that of the urine of giant demonic beasts. It's so salty that I wonder if it's the cause of the thick consistency. Of course, there is no difference just because it is on the ground. The soil on the ground contains the remains of dead, dried, burned animals and plants mixed in the name of nutrients. Therefore, if you look at the origin, there is nothing, be it water or earth, that is not dirty. Everything around here grew on top of other people's deaths, corpses, and filth.”

“... Talking about poop while eating.”

The uncleanness that the angel speaks of has its literal meaning.

The providence of the world, the death of all things, leads to nutrients for the survival of the next generation, and the world is made up of air, land, and water that are endlessly polluted in the cycle of such lives. The uncleanness of the world that the angel speaks of is.

'So, the humans who were born and raised in that filth were also considered unclean, so they couldn't even speak to them. Fortunately, I can talk to you like this because I am a being of similar status to you.'

Therefore, she felt disgusted by the concept of the uncleanness of the earth and tried not to touch it, even after becoming an elf to seek God's revenge.

but-

I knew what she meant by filth, and although it did reduce the taste of the fish I was holding, I still felt that filth was not everything in this world.

cook!

Swish-

“Then, try it once and judge for yourself.”

“What, what?!”

When I handed the remaining half of the baked raw fish to the angel on a tree branch, she was horrified.

“Well, don’t approach me with something like that!”

The angel immediately stepped back, and since she was leaning against the cliff to begin with, the angel stayed in that state and prepared to fly high the moment I got a little closer.

However, I had a way to give such an angel a legitimate reason to feed the fish I was carrying.

“But wasn’t Az the one who said that one should get used to dirt?”

“Ugh...!”

“You were the one who told me to call you Az. He said that chanting 'Azazel', your real name and angel name, would taint the mystery of the name, so in order to slowly get used to it, he asked me to call him by the name Az.”

“Well, that and this are different-!”

“What’s different? There's nothing else. This too is the law of the earth. This is something that all creatures living on earth do. They live by eating what they kill, and live and walk on the land where dead things are piled up. That's the dirt you're talking about and that's what all living creatures in this world are doing.”

“...”

“So, if you really want to take revenge on God, if you have decided to follow me and gradually become accustomed to the filth of the earth, then try to get used to the filth a little faster by eating this filth you have caught yourself in the earthly way. .”

Angel Azazel.

An angel about to fall for revenge.

To seek revenge on the God who created him, who no longer exists in heaven, the angel took on the same form as the targets of his abominable revenge.

And in order for her to find traitors faster than now, it would be convenient if she lowered her status once more to the same level as humans, but if that happens, she will not have enough power to punish traitors.

So, the angel may be called a substitute, but he is on the same level as himself, but unlike himself, he stays around me, who is accustomed to the filth of the earth, trying to slowly get used to the filth of the earth, and moving with me to get help.

so-

...slap!

“... Got it.”

The angel took the fish from my hand.

“...”

slowly.

Very slowly.

The fish gradually approaches its mouth with trembling hands.

However, the angel's expression suddenly distorted as if he was remembering the filth of the land and water in which the fish he was holding lived, and even though he opened his mouth, he could not bring himself to bite.

but-

“It’s okay.”

I was already carefully observing how Angel would react after eating it, so I ended up giving her a final push on the back.

“Be honest about your desires.”

“Ha, but...”

“... If you keep hesitating like that, I'll have no choice but to tell you.”

“Well, what do you mean?”

“Az you. I've been keeping my mouth open since a while ago-”

“... Huh?”

“Already in your mouth-

A state full of saliva?”

“...!!!”

Then the angel-

The fact that the entire inside of his mouth was visible,

The fact that it was even observed that there was saliva in it,

The elf angel, whose face was red with treacherous shame at the fact that he actually had an appetite for the fish he had repeatedly called dirty, reflexively closed his mouth -

Wow!

It was natural for her mouth to be filled with the apple scent of the fish, the scraping of the skin against her teeth, and the tender white flesh underneath.

... Sigh!

...Oops. Wow. Wow. Wow.

'You chew well.'

When the angel realized that the fish was already in his mouth, he became thoughtful, and when I nodded, he slowly began to move his jaw -

“...!!!”

Soon, his eyes widened and he raised his eyebrows to express his appreciation to me.

“Ma, Mahita!”

“...?”

“...! Oh, no, that-!”

“... Uh, yes. You're saying it's delicious, right? I understand.”

“Ugh...!”

The angel talks with a lot of fish in his mouth, but then his voice gets muffled and he becomes embarrassed again.

Still, she looked at the fish stuck on the branch in her hand with a new gaze, and began to chew what was in her mouth.

“That is a feeling that can come from the earth you called dirty. A noble angel.”

gulp!

“... I see. This is definitely an experience I would not have had if I, an angel, had not fallen to this level... and- if I had not met you.”

like that-

That was when the angel in the form of Aela smiled involuntarily and slowly raised her hand to taste the fish in her hand once again.

From somewhere, I heard the sound of something approaching quickly through the wind -

... PEEE!

Total,

'15' arrows flew towards the angel -

“...!”

Whirling!

Kakagagagagagagaan!!!

Her head, heart, neck, and thighs were cut in half by the angel's spear.

and-

Tuk!

Because the spear had to be swung, the fish that fell from the angel's hand fell to the dirt and became dirty -

“Irimiii-!!! I'm here-!!!”

Aila's shout came from far away, beyond the forest that was completely invisible to my eyes.

        
            The church in Leven, the parish of the Deshade denomination, is the only temple owned by the Deshade denomination.

In accordance with Deshade's will, a branch school was created, which believed that it would be enough to provide a place where humans can rest for a while while walking their own path without falling into blindness, fanaticism, and devotional dependence on the God himself. The Deshade denomination is not interested in expanding the church, let alone thinking about it.

Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

In addition, one of the stories that Thistle, who was the first member of the church from the beginning and is now an apostle, told people who came to pray at the church was that in the past, he was an adventurer without a proper temple and prayed for Deshade in the wilderness or lodgings. A story that has been uploaded.

“Ah, hello!”

“Ah, yes. Oh, no. yes. Hello...”

So, the believers of the Deshade denomination naturally have a firm belief that the place where they pray is Deshade's church, and Leven's church is now a place where they can pray more peacefully than anywhere else, or a place where they can pray more peacefully than anywhere else. It is recognized as a place used to hold events.

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

In addition, at first, the Deshade Church was only recognized as an order to which the knights serving Princess Camellia belonged as bishops, but even though it had such merits, it did not make any attempt to expand its religious affiliation, so at some point, it became a branch of the Deshade Church. People who thought they would be interested if they came to the village where they live are actually wondering what kind of place the Deshade denomination is, even going as far as to engage in missionary work to expand the denomination that other small and medium-sized denominations are desperately trying to do. Some people are so curious that they have never seen it before and have gone on a trip to visit the religious order.

“Hey, are you an adventurer?”

“Ah, uh, yes.”

“I see. Well, welcome to the parish. Adventurer girl. But where are you going? If there is anything you are looking for, I will guide you -”

“Oh, no. He was heading towards the church... This is my second time, so it’s okay.”

“Ah, is that so? Then I am sorry about this. Anyway, welcome to visit.”

“Yes, yes...”

And with that motivation, people who were able to safely arrive at the Church of Deshade witnessed the peaceful scenery spread across the parish, as well as the words that naturally came to their side under the pretense of guiding the church, and were familiar enough to make even Feria stick his tongue out. There is the existence of Karian, a soul disease that naturally engages in missionary activities and turns travelers, adventurers, and knights of the voyage into believers, or turns them into potential believers.

So, although the Church of Deshade is carrying out missionary activities with only one spirit soldier named Carian in the church's diocese, Leven, the name of the church naturally spreads throughout the empire along with the exploits of Bishop Lee Lim, who is also a knight of the princess. It was just spreading.

“Whew- You keep talking to me so suddenly, I’m surprised...”

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

Therefore, as the number of people visiting the church out of curiosity about the denomination and people coming from nearby villages to pray has recently increased considerably, the church feels that it needs to be managed more neatly than usual. Previously, Thistle and Astesia were the churches. It has been mainly managed by Florian, a nun and priest, who is now the main manager. The church is cleaned every day without a trace of dust, and the church is open all day and all night without locking the doors at any time.

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

Jeopuk-

widely.

Thanks to this, anyone who wants to pray at any time, even in the early morning, can open the unbarred door of the church and come in to pray. In the church at night, there is an artifact to light the entrance so that anyone can light the candlestick. A box containing candles is the first thing people who come to Leven see when they visit the church.

so-

“... Arrived. huh. Rather, why is this here?”

Cough-cluck-cluck-

Winnet, a high-level adventurer who was visiting Leven again after a long time, was standing at the entrance touching the candle in the box at the entrance of the church, not knowing why it was left unattended, when he noticed Thistle approaching him. And immediately a smile appeared on his face.

“... Winnet!”

“Ah-”

Sigh-

Clap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

“Welcome. Winnet. Was it difficult to come? Sorry. Just now, I was preparing snacks with Enin at home for a moment to prepare for entertaining guests.”

“Ugh. It wasn't particularly difficult.”

“... Really? Aren’t you lying?”

“Uh, well... Well, actually... Actually, as soon as I received the letter, I even reduced my sleeping time and came as fast as possible, so I thought I was going to die...”

“... Hahahaha - I see. You must have had a hard time. Thank you for being honest. And, thank you so much for coming again.”

“Oh, no. Haha, hehehehe...”

and-

“...”

Flash!

Upon hearing the sound of Wynet, a high-ranking adventurer from the Empire who had entered the church of that denomination, having a conversation with Thistle, the eyes of Gaia's Paladin, who had entered the church first, opened.

A paladin who had been staying at the church since early in the morning, with only Florian present, at Peria's request to wait at the church because something important would happen today.

Unlike usual, Vincent and Linai are not by his side.

That's right, today, Vincent and Linai let go of Gaia's paladin and together with the spirit soldiers belonging to the church's knights, a magical beast called Spiral Moss appeared from a nearby village, which is difficult for the knights of the Deshade church, made up only of spirit soldiers, to deal with. I'm about to leave to support the battle with.

And Gaia's Paladin heard Vincent and Linai say that they would help them and said that he would follow them, but the two said that this was also their own training, so the Paladin asked them to stay at the parish, and at that moment, Feria came to the three people who were talking. Thanks to someone approaching and asking Gaia's Paladin to stay at the church, Gaia's Paladin instead of following the two people went up to the church and announced the safe return of the two people to the small statue of Deshade placed in front of the church's altar. I was praying.

Meanwhile, the name Winnet caught his ear.

And as far as Gaia's Paladin knows, Winnet, a high-level adventurer, is-

It was the name of someone he had kept in a corner of his mind, even though he rarely remembered other people's names in the sharp days before he met Vincent and Linai during the kingdom union.

‘Wenet. Is this the Winnet who single-handedly destroyed the pagan catacombs?'

Gaia's paladins know her.

The Paladin, who went around destroying the altars, catacombs, and sanctuaries built by the priests of Wen Grain throughout the United Kingdom, once experienced several times that all traces of paganism were destroyed before he even arrived.

Afterwards, the Holy Knights investigated and found out that Winnet, a high-level adventurer, had received a request from the Adventurer's Guild from the Deshade Church and fulfilled the purification request before the Paladin himself came.

'I knew she was an adventurer with great skills, but I didn't know she was that kind of woman.'

So the paladin quietly looked back, and he was able to find Winnet rubbing her sleepy eyes on his shoulder, hugging Thistle, whom he had not seen in a long time.

Gaia's paladins are not people who think there is a difference in the power of women and men.

So, he had the image that the Winette he recognized was a man and a woman, and that she might have been a very noble and upright person, but when he saw her for the first time, she had sleepy eyes and looked like her. It looked harmless, sitting on a chair provided in the church as Thistle, holding hands, carried him and lying down on the table.

“Wait a minute. I'll bring Peria.”

“Yes. I’ll wait.”

“Have you eaten?”

“Hmm? no. I came right away.”

“Okay... I made this, but would you mind bringing me something to eat?”

“Hehehehe... Then thank you.”

Winnet, who had barely managed to get to Leven, knelt down on the table and rested his chin on his face. After talking to Thistle, whom he had not seen in a long time, he smiled brightly as he watched her heading towards the house behind the church.

‘Ah, as expected, it’s a good thing you came. It's been a while since I met Sisul, so I'm already having fun.'

Winnet could not find such friendly hospitality anywhere else.

As she is a high-level adventurer, it is difficult to expect ordinary treatment when she opens the door of the guild or settles into an inn.

The fact that everyone is trying to treat her a little more kindly only makes her feel embarrassed and uncomfortable because Winnet doesn't think she is the kind of person who deserves to be treated harshly.

However, it is inevitable that she was an adventurer who was quite widely known as the Visceral Destroyer from the beginning, and in addition, she is now the first person to win the knight's festival in the body of a pure-blooded human and is recognized by the dragon. This is because rumors spread widely throughout the empire that he was the one who received it.

Even before that, Winnet herself knew that she was not good at turning down requests from others, so she thought that the requests she had solved were an abuse of the Adventurer's Guild, which kept entrusting her with difficult tasks. Since there are many things that come back in return for sincere hospitality, it is an added bonus that you get tired of always being treated grandly wherever you go.

Therefore, she is a person close to a 'hero' who can influence the empire more than nobles even though she is not a noble, which is what Peria desperately wants in the current situation -

If Astesia's heresy trial is held by the Red Purge as a knight-errant of the church this time, there is a high probability that she will be eligible to participate as a juror in the trial, and even if not, her existence itself means that Peria will be able to It would have been enough to introduce the nobles and serve as a bridge between them and ask them to side with the Deshade Church in the upcoming heresy trial.

Therefore, it was actually Periani who called Winnette when Thistle came to Winnette with a light snack and a ride, and then left the room to call Peria.

“Hmph, huh... The parish here looks pretty good too...”

Winnet, who was lying face down on the table, rested his head on his arm and warmed himself, appreciating that the parish had developed better than when he had been there before, and especially that the village made up of soul soldiers was better than he expected. Seeing Thistle welcoming me, I was thinking about taking a rest at the parish until the next event.

And in front of her-

Grumble!

Coo!

“... Huh?”

Gaia's paladin pulled out the chair in front of her, sat down, and started looking straight at her.

'What, what? 'Why are you doing this?'

Thanks to this, Winnet had finally arrived in Leven, so he thought he was going to relax and relax, but for a moment, he was taken aback by the gaze of Gaia's Paladin, who was looking at him burdensomely.

        
            Winnet tried to rest comfortably until Thistle called Peria and the others.

As it was early in the morning when everyone was doing their own work in the parish, the only people present in the church were Florian, who briefly greeted Winnet, who had come in with Thistle, and then began cleaning the church's windows again, or the person who was standing on the altar in the church. There was only one large man who was honestly praying to a small Deshade-shaped wooden idol.

So Winnett noticed the presence of the large man from the beginning, but when she saw him praying, she quickly stopped paying attention to him. Suddenly, she thought the man who had been praying in front of the altar came up and sat down in front of her, but this time he saw him praying. I started staring intently.

And Winnet soon realized that the man who had arbitrarily sat in front of him without permission was a paladin, a paladin from the Church of Gaia, something that can only be seen in kingdom unions.

'what? What is it really? Wait, wait... Huh? This person is a paladin from the Gaia Church? Why is the Gaia Church's paladin here?'

First of all, as a high-level adventurer, Winnet has had encounters with nobles and military officials who come to see him, so he has a sharp eye for instantly distinguishing what kind of person or group the other person is.

Thanks to this, even though the person in front of her was not wearing armor, she knew that he was a paladin of the Gaia Church just by determining which church the sacred power latent in his body belonged to.

so-

“... What, what? For what reason are you sitting in front?”

She slowly stepped back, as far as her shoulders could touch the backrest, and then asked what was going on.

“...”

But Gaia's Paladin made no reply.

As expected, Gaia's Paladin did not actually sit down to have a 'conversation' with her.

What he is trying to do is simple 'observation.'

A woman who, unlike herself, does not have any sense of uprightness or strength, and even looks even more languid than the bishop of the Deshade Church, who lacks here and there some very important parts for a squire who serves God.

The name of such a woman is Winnet, and according to Gaia's Paladin, the woman named Winnet is a high-class adventurer. According to Linai and Vincent, who are talking about what happened in the Kingdom Alliance in the past, she was a member of the attack team during the Nightmare's Castle. , From what I later heard from the church, I also heard that she, a high-level adventurer, became Lee Rim's teacher-

Above all, the Paladin of Gaia received a request from the Church of Deshade through the Adventurer's Guild to deal with an outbreak of heretics that he had to solve at some point when he was constantly traveling throughout the territory of the Kingdom Union to fulfill his duties as a paladin. Since she was a high-level adventurer who had a history of dealing with a lot of things in the form of acceptance, I just sat in front of her because I wanted to observe Winnet more closely.

Is it true that a woman named Winnet, a high-level adventurer, can achieve similar things to herself as a paladin because of the path she has taken, and if so, to gain her own understanding of the difference between the power she wields and the power she wields herself?

but,

‘Boo, it’s uncomfortable. It's incredibly uncomfortable. Why is Gaia's Paladin here? Why are you sitting in front of me and not saying anything?'

The only ones who understand the intention behind Paladin's lack of communication are Vincent and Rinai, who have been watching his back for a long time.

And since it is difficult for people in the church other than those two to look at the Paladin of Gaia and find out what he is thinking as he spends his time in the church without looking into his head, there is always a strong, extremely strong person released to the church about him. It is the sentiment of the people of the church towards people who are as good as Gaia's Paladins that they treat them as if they had left a single head sheep to pasture.

“Um, over there... nun, priest. What should I do with this man-”

So Winnet finally mustered up her courage again and stopped Florian, who was passing by nearby at the time, to wash the now-dirty cloths that had finally wiped all the windows of the church with dry cloths, but-

“...”

...Smile-

... Togak- Togak- Togak- Togak- Togak-

“Uh, huh? No, please don't go... Huh? let's go? Really?”

Florian looked at Gaia's Paladin sitting in front of Winnet, gave Winnet a bright smile, then pretended not to see them and hurried away from the table where the two were sitting without holding her outstretched helping hand. .

‘I’m sorry, Winnet. For me, it's a bit difficult because I don't know how to treat Gaia's Paladin.'

And like Florian, there are actually few people in the current parish who have the courage to talk to Gaia's Paladin.

His reticence is such that even hearing the name of the Gaia Church is still a burden, so even though no one directly criticizes him for the Paladin of Gaia who is staying in the parish, there are souls who have no intention of easily approaching him to become close to him. Bottles.

Paladin, who looks strong just by looking at the knights belonging to Tarator's company, wants to approach him first, say hello, and pretend to know him, but even though his anger has subsided, the sharp aura that he still gives off when he gets close makes him angry. The reason he was hesitant to talk to Gaia was because the people around him were currently looking at him.

In such a situation, the only people who can talk to the Paladin in an easy and friendly manner are Vincent, Linai, and Hygge, who, regardless of what others think, approach the Paladin and ask him to go hunting with them without hesitation, but right now, Since there is not even a single Hygge in the church, let alone Vincent and Linai, there is virtually no one who can help Winnet, who is caught up in the embarrassment of being Gaia's Paladin.

“Ah, ugh... sleep, wait a minute...”

Thanks to this, Winnet started to feel sick because the Paladin was looking at him without taking his eyes off even after he sat in front of the table where he was sitting.

Flap!

“Ugh... Stupid Paladin. I told you not to keep giving people trouble like that?”

Tap!

While Winnet was looking at Gaia's Paladin, she blinked for a moment and suddenly saw a parasol unfold in the air, and then someone fearlessly placed a finger on Gaia's Paladin's temple and pushed his head away, blocking the Paladin's gaze. It made me move away from Winnet.

“... Run.”

“Paladin, you are. You need to take time to think more about your distance from others and how you appear to others.”

“What do you mean?”

“The woman you are watching is still scared of you because of that, right? Because you keep staring at yourself without saying anything.”

“I don’t understand. I made no threats to her.”

“You might think that way, but other people don't feel that way, so that's the problem. You need to change too. Later, when you have time, ask the former Gaia priestess who follows you around. How can I make a non-threatening facial expression to others? I think you'll be popular with other people if that's enough, but now your obsession with life is ruining everything?”

“... I'll take the advice.”

Scarlet Veilblood, the leader, proudly admonishes the paladin in front of Winnet.

Winnet looked at the scene and wondered who else would dare treat a paladin like that, but then quickly noticed the Guardian's power that she was suppressing and swallowed.

Gulp!

Then, Scarlett realized that her true identity was revealed to her by the small movement that Winette made towards her and the size of her body, and she praised Winnette.

“... Huh? Ah, I see? Paladin, you should be interested. This woman is also quite an amazing person. Even though I have suppressed my power as much as I can, I am even aware of the existence of the Holy Grail that I am carrying.”

‘Holy Grail? 'What do you mean by that?'

Frown!

“...”

... Frown!

“... Oh, really. Why doesn't this work like this? Anyway, please don't tell me anything about my powers? Adventurer girl. Oh, I'm Scarlet Veilblood, the new saint of the Deshade Church, and to be exact, I'm planning to become a saint.”

“Ah, yes... Ah, no. yes. Okay...”

Scarlett tried to wink to signal to Wynette not to tell her where to use her powers, but was unable to wink properly, so instead she verbally asked her to do so.

Winnet's face turned pale when she saw the self-proclaimed saintess girl who appeared after the paladin, and at the sight of the woman who was hiding the power that a guardian-level being could have.

After all, those two people are strangers to Winnet.

Others.

Beyond being people they've never spoken to before, they're people they've met for the first time, and they probably wouldn't have ever spoken to them in the future if they hadn't gotten involved with them first.

All she wanted to do was meet Thistle at the church today, talk to people in the church whose faces she already knew, hear what she could do to help, and then make a move.

However, what appeared in front of her were new faces that had never been seen before when she visited the parish, and their power was definitely not that of the people you would meet at a church in a secluded area, so of course she stiffened. I had no choice but to do so.

Even as Winnet, who had become extremely tense and stiff, had forgotten how to stand up as one body with the chair-

The church she was entering was filled with people who had accepted the Deshade Church's request for help.

...Tap-tap-tap-tap-tap-tap!

“Duelist Marvelous One-! It's here!!! what? Quite a lot of people are here! Ah, Winnet! It's been so long! Hahahahahahaha!”

“Ah, hello. Marvelous...”

“...”

Nodding-

Marvelous ran from the entrance of Parish Leven and rushed into the church, and Dragonia Savage followed behind her.

“Phew... It’s been a while! Church of Deshade! This knight-errant, Portia, stopped by after a long journey!”

“Is this this place? Portia. The church you said you finally signed a sponsorship contract with.”

“Yes! This is Leven! Steinway! However, unlike the last time I stopped by, there has been a huge change! You don’t even know this!”

Portia and her friend, a faceless knight wearing a fragment of a huge egg shell instead of a helmet, arrived at the church's call after a long journey as a knight-errant from Tir no Nog.

“... Now that I think about it, you said that Noan went to a nearby village today, right? But even though I knew that, why did I come to church... Huh? But why are there so many people here?”

Lucid naturally came up to the church without knowing why, but when he realized that he had no presbyopia, he was about to go back, but when he saw people gathered, he naturally came inside.

Immediately, all the people called by Peria entered the church, exchanged greetings, and started talking to each other. Except for Gaia's Paladin, Winnet, who had arrived at the church the fastest among the people called by Peria, became a statue in the middle of it. It was as if it had hardened.

The place where everyone gathered like that never calmed down without someone organizing it, and Florian, who was supposed to control the noise of those people, was already resigned to it, so instead of organizing the situation, he leisurely treated everyone. I was just getting out of the car.

“Huuu- I’m really busy, but I’m too busy. When you think work is done here, work begins there, and when you think work here is done, work starts over there. There are so many things that can't go on without me? Anyway, that's why Winnet came... to the church... what is it? Why are there so many people?”

Afterwards, Feria, who heard that Winnet had finally arrived at the parish at Thistle's call and had asked him to wait at the church, went up to the church and took in the whole scene.

“Aaaah... How is it possible for them to arrive all at once even though they were called separately? Well, thanks to this, I saved myself the trouble of explaining it to multiple people multiple times. Now, quiet! Quiet!”

Bang bang bang!

Thanks to this, Peria was embarrassed for a moment when she saw that Deshade's church was unusually crowded with people. At the entrance to the church, she stood behind Thistle and other members of the church and knocked roughly on the church door with her cane.

...

...

...

...

“Ugh, now that it’s a little quieter, I think I’ll live. Anyway, thank you all for coming together.”

She squeezed through the quiet crowd and approached the table where Winnet was sitting -

Thump!

Startle!

Casting Casting-

“It’s okay. Relax? Will you do the best job in this job, Mr. Assistant?”

He grabbed Winnet's stiff shoulder and massaged it, smiling at everyone as he spoke.

“Then, I would like to formally offer my greetings to everyone who has gathered here to provide support for the wrong move made by the Red Purge this time, the move to refer Astesia, the saint of this church, to heresy judgment - Trickster Feria, I would like to express my gratitude on behalf of Deshade’s guardian, Bishop Lee Lim, who is currently away due to urgent matters.”

Everyone who gathered at the church focused on waiting for Peria, who had called them as Lee Rim's representative, to open her mouth again -

...sigh-

Perfect!

“Then, shall we begin by explaining in earnest what you can do for our parish?”

Peria smiled as she hit the floor with her cane and confirmed that everyone was watching her. She then called each person by name and explained the help they could provide for the church. Began to request.

        
            ...Ssss!

Kakang!

Tangrang!

Kwaaa!!!

The moment you hear the sound of arrows flying closer and closer, the flashing spear blade that never dies no matter what happens hits them, splitting the arrow in half with its tip and causing it to miss the target.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!!!

Every time an arrow hits the ground, the trees that were firmly rooted in the rocks growing in the valley of despair explode, and the ground is dug up and piles of dirt bounce up and pour down like rain.

It is a bow of great power.

When it comes to an elf bow, I had the experience of using my own body as a target a few times during my soul disease days, and all I saw was Aila shooting an arrow.

What I have so far is that the Elven Bow is an arrow that first targets the head and heart, which can kill the enemy instantly, and then the arrows that prioritize the arms and legs to completely incapacitate the opponent. This is my impression of the elf's bow.

To me, the arrows that are now flying towards us have the power to prove that the elven bow that I knew so far was not all that the elves could achieve in archery.

But if there's a problem, all the damage I saw a little while ago-

The arrows fired at us are merely the power of 'missiles', created when they bounce off the spear wielded by the angel Azael and are then bent and stuck somewhere else.

...Ssss!

“Where...!”

Whirly!

Kakakang!

Kwahiah ahhh!

The arrows are fired from such a distance that the sound of the shot cannot even be heard, and fly with proper momentum due to the force of the string that was pulled with all its might.

The arrows were fired from about 2km away, even though the terrain we are currently running through is extremely obscured by trees, leaves, and bushes.

Even though there is a certain distance, the arrows fired from the bow aimed by the elf never lose their power and fly straight ahead.

So, it was an arrow fired from over 2km away, and it was absolutely impossible for my eyes to capture the images of the opponents beyond the terrain features, which had severely limited straight-line visibility.

Fortunately, while the chase was continuing, I saw an elf who was being chased by us from beyond the forest where the grass grew sparsely. He quickly turned back towards us, aimed his bow, fired, and then moved forward again. Because I saw him running, even if just for a moment, I was able to calculate it based on that.

When it was her turn, the elf turned around in an instant, pointed her bow at us, and fired. The arrow was fired so quickly that it seemed like there wasn't even enough time to properly pull the bowstring. The arrow flew 2km and targeted the angel's vital spot. The time it took was-

Approximately 1.5 seconds.

'1.5 seconds. Did you say that the initial speed of the bullet fired from the gun was 1000 m/s? crazy. 'What arrow is faster than a bullet?'

Arrows with a speed comparable to Oberon's shotgun.

In fact, each and every one of them is aimed precisely at Azazel's head, neck, heart, and limbs, so the angel in the form of an elf sees them with his own two eyes whenever he hears the sound of arrows being fired that cannot be heard by my ears. After clearly witnessing the arrows, he is striking them down.

Kakakakakang!

Kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa-kwa!!!

The aftereffects caused by the points attached to the arrows being struck, cut, and bounced off become embedded in the surrounding terrain, are also powerful enough to easily cause an ordinary human knight-level person to be easily swept to death.

‘Elite. That's definitely elite. It is certain that all the elves that Aila brought with her were especially monster-class elves among the elf patrollers.'

So, what is certain is that the elves that the angel is currently chasing, or more precisely, the companions that Aela is leading, are not the ordinary patrollers that could be seen in the outskirts of the elven forest during the spirit disease era, but the most elite patrollers among them.

Even though each and every arrowhead they fire has the same structure as the explosion sword I use, and the magical plants in the Valley of Despair have particularly dense magical power, the moment those arrowheads hit, they lead to a huge explosion, angel. The rain of arrows flying toward was clearly demonstrating firepower comparable to the bombardment of modern, pseudo-weapons that went beyond the level of cold weapons.

And the problem is-

The one being targeted by those arrows is the elf angel, Azazel, and that angel is currently swatting away all the arrows while putting my arm around his neck and putting me on his back.

“It’s okay! Lee Rim! I will protect you!”

'... shit. What kind of treatment is this? how.'

An angel who carries me on his back and continuously chases down the fleeing elf, constantly fending off Eilane's arrows.

The time it took for this to happen was not as long as I thought.

...

...

...

...

Sigh!

'An arrow without a feather...!'

Azazel, the elf angel, dropped the grilled fish he was holding and grabbed his spear when an arrow flew from far away.

She and I also saw that the arrows that were deflected by the angel's spear and stuck in the ground had no feathers, and that all of those arrows were aimed precisely at the angel's head, heart, arms and legs -

I immediately realized that the other person was an elf.

and-

'Irimiii-!!! I'm here-!!!'

From Aila's shouting and the number of arrows that did not appear to have been fired by herself, I could tell that Aila had entered and exited the elven forest and returned with reinforcements.

However, the problem started from there.

Swish!

'...Do you know each other?'

'Ugh...!'

The elf angel looked back at me.

Aila clearly shouted someone's name out loud, and it was clearly my name that I told Azazel.

So, of course, the angel couldn't have realized that I was related to the elf who was screaming my name from far away, because the angel was pure but not stupid.

So that's-

It was clearly a dangerous situation.

'Answer. Lee Rim. Do you know each other?'

'...'

Azazel asked me again, and although the spear in her hand was clearly lowered, it was now preparing to be raised towards me.

So I-

I thought I should answer honestly since it was like this.

'... It's a long time relationship.'

'...!!!'

And when Azazel heard those words, he looked at me-

He made an expression that felt betrayed. It was that moment.

... pipipipipipipipip!

'...!!!'

Another arrow flew.

However, what the arrow is aiming for is not an angel -

'... huh?'

It's me.

As I looked ahead, the number of arrows that caught my eye was clearly a total of 15, and all of them were flying towards me to pierce my head, heart, and other extremities and tear them to shreds, just like they were aiming at the angel just moments ago.

OK-

Immediately Azazel moved.

Whirring!

Kakakakakakakang!

When the angel swung his spear between me and the arrow's path, the arrows deflected around, shattering the bonfire I had made and even destroying the terrain on which I was standing.

'Ahh?!'

So, what I let out was the primal scream of fear that inevitably comes out when the ground under my feet disappears and I slide straight down the cliff.

Sigh!

'... Wow, I'm alive.'

'...'

Azazel heard that and immediately grabbed my hand to prevent me from falling to my death.

And Azazel, an avenger but at the same time an angel with a naive personality, saw with his own eyes that the arrows were clearly aimed at me, 'Irim', so he mistakenly mistaken the relationship between me and the elves.

'... Right. 'A long relationship.'

'What, what?'

'Beyond being unfriendly with the elves, you seem to be holding some kind of grudge against them.'

'...'

'is not it?'

'Grudge... Grudge. okay. 'That might be possible.'

And I did not deny the words of the angel who arbitrarily called my relationship with the elves a grudge.

If you think about it, first of all, don’t I have a mental illness?

It was also a weapon made by the Kingdom Alliance, and it was a soul bottle that was constantly stepped on to cut down trees in the elf forest, which even other races did not want to touch, under orders from officers.

So, if I were to dig deeper and go back to the past, I thought that spirit soldiers and elves do not have any grudges, and I answered Azazel like that.

Then she-

'... is it? In that case, it can be said that the traitors attacked you when you were in terrain where it was difficult to move hastily in order to kill you.'

'... what?'

‘I will help. Lee Rim. It looks like their target is you, so I will definitely protect you. 'We cannot allow the life of a precious helper like you to be lost to traitors.'

'What are you talking about... no, wait a minute-!'

Flash!

Before I could stop him, the angel lifted me up in his arms.

In that posture, the so-called princess hug.

So, without even realizing it, there was a highlight of a song from a movie that suddenly came to mind at that moment.

'And I will always love you~'

The so-called 'Andiya' song was one day, in the middle of the night when I couldn't sleep, and there was no one at home, so it was playing on the TV. It was a scene from a movie starring a white security guard and a black female singer.

But that was only for a moment, and the angel realized too late that it would be difficult to swing the weapon if he held me in that position, so he changed his posture.

'... no. Isn't this it? If this happens, it will be difficult to use the spear.'

'Think before you lift it...!'

Soon the angel tilted her head once and lowered me again. Eventually, she told me to ride on her back and held the spear with both hands.

What started after that was-

“Not even one! I won't miss it! Traitor guys-!!!”

'Ah, I'm throwing up. I really feel like I'm going to die.'

A rodeo where you have to ride on an angel's back, use her as a shield for your arrows, and somehow hold on so that you don't fall to your death. It's like riding a mountain goat running over a cliff.

Buuuung-!

Kwaaa!!!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo!

Every time the angel steps forward, it jumps forward at incredible speed, and all the trees and beasts in a straight line are cut through and evaded to the surroundings -

Just as I had been riding on Gombangi's back a few days ago and holding onto Aila's waist tightly, this time I put my arms around the neck of the angel in Aila's form and struggled hard to survive.

        
            I'm so excited...!

Quad deuk!

Kwaaa!!!

The angel bends and straightens his knees and lunges forward at incredible speed, throwing out a spear.

Then, all the plants and trees growing in the Valley of Despair were torn to shreds by the angel's spear, and the demonic beasts within the range were also literally torn to pieces.

Clap!

“... Wow! Oh, damn it.”

So, as I was hanging on the back of such an angel, the torn animal claws and bloody intestines hit my head every now and then, and my appearance became increasingly disfigured.

As I was already clinging to the back of an angel who was constantly moving forward, destroying everything around me, I was becoming dirtier and dirtier, and I was so tired of the continuous rodeo that I wanted to set my feet on the ground and tell the angel to put me down and chase down the elves, but that wouldn't happen again. The current situation is impossible.

'Damn it. It's so hard, but there's nothing I can do about it. 'Because Aila is risking her life right now to act.'

The elves who provoked the angel, then deliberately called my name and fired their bows at me.

And the reason why they fired arrows at me on purpose and not at the elf angels is something I can infer even if I'm not Peria, if it's something that a person of Eila's level, not other people in the parish, can think about. It was a method, an idea, a plan.

'Aila called my name at first, but she must have realized later that she had made a mistake. The way the angel looked back at me when I was with the angel. As soon as she saw that, Aila quickly shook her head. I've already established a friendly relationship with the angel, and he made a big mistake by calling my name.'

So what follows is probably not Eila's judgment, but rather a momentary wit from the other elves next to her.

After realizing Aila's mistake, Aila and the other patrollers immediately aimed the next arrow and fired it at me, and thanks to that, the angel interpreted that Aila's calling of my name was not simply an expression of friendly relations. I was given the opportunity to do so, and by giving an ambiguous answer, the angel was able to interpret the relationship between me and the elves as one of resentment.

“Don’t worry. Lee Rim. Because I will protect you at all costs.”

“Ha, hahaha... thank you for that...”

Of course, I still don't know how to proceed from now on.

...Pipipipipipiping!

Kakakakakakang!!!

“Tch...! It's hard to run away!”

After witnessing the elves' hostile attacks against me, Azazel, the innocent angel whom I am carrying on my back, immediately declared that she would protect me, her only helper, and because she is carrying me on her back, she acts more radically than before, and is powerful enough even now. Because I think I have to protect myself and chase down the elves, I am not able to chase down the elves properly.

However, the elf angel went beyond just narrowly pursuing Eilane even though she was carrying a huge burden called me. At one point, the distance became so close that I could see Aila and the other patrol elves with my naked eyes. I even narrowed it down -

Afterwards, in order to somehow avoid being pierced by the angel's spear, the patrollers managed to escape by using several artifacts and magic they had on their bodies to collapse the terrain. The situation confirms that chasing and being chased is already a game of tag with their lives at stake.

so-

As the chase continued at this close distance, the elves with me and Eila were silently exchanging information with just their eyes, even in this tense situation.

'It seems that Aila arrived at the Elven Forest safely, and the fact that she brought a helper means that the Elven Forest is currently willing to accept me. First of all, the business will not end in complete loss of income. Are you saying this? The fact that patrollers who look like elites came there together means that there is no need to worry about the defense of the Elven Forest against angels.'

Although Eilane's distance is close, she is deliberately narrowing the distance every now and then.

Although the angel's spear is scary, the people Eila brought are all elves who can be said to be veterans, and the patrollers come so close that I can barely see their faces, and when they look back, their hoods flutter, and their eyes reveal themselves every now and then, expressing their opinions. Attempting an exchange.

Thanks to this, the other side also received information about this side.

'Currently, the elf angel maintains a friendly relationship with me. I realized that they were trying to keep the angels away from the forest to give the elves the advantage. Also, we do not yet know how strong the angel will become after using all its power, but if we respond in this limited way, it is possible to guide it with only the patrollers, and we have also come to understand that angels are not that omnipotent and omnipotent. '

so-

Only angels have no real income.

“... Tsk!”

As the seemingly inexplicable chase continued for about 30 minutes, the angel became anxious, and since it was like this, she decided that even if the distance widened once, she left me in what she thought was a nearby safe zone and flew high up into the sky. I was thinking of running and chasing down the elves again...

There was no need for us to just watch it as it was, as we had already shared our opinions with each other just by looking at each other.

... PEEE!

Good!

Deddd!

“...?”

This time the arrow was fired and its trajectory was not aimed at me or the angel this time, but continued high into the sky.

The angel who saw that made a quick decision and stopped in place instead of continuing to chase the elves.

“... box?”

I also found a black box flying high in the sky, hanging heavily from an elf's arrow.

and-

...Ssss!

Cheer up!

Then, for a very brief moment, a new arrow flew at the head of the box that was hovering in the sky above me and the elf, breaking something -

Slam!

Chrrr!

What caught the eye of me and the angel was,

As soon as the 'trigger' is smashed, the lid of the box opens,

The '10,000' small, hand-length arrows contained within were loaded to the back of the box to the limit -

[Millennium Headhog]

It looked like they were being fired ‘all at once’ towards us.

“...!!!”

“... Holy shit!”

PPP!!!

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!!!

A rain of bolts that mercilessly tears everything in the forest to pieces.

It is an artifact that was probably created by an elf, and is a weapon of mass destruction that can only be used by elves who show a level of knowledge that goes beyond skill and is close to divine.

but-

[Stigma]

Crunch! Slam!

[Starlight]

Faaah!

RURRR!!!

On this side, even with those arrows, there are only people who cannot be easily killed unless they put their whole heart into killing them one by one.

Doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo doo!

Kakakakakakakakakakak!

'A little, no. It's as strong as hail, but it's strong enough to withstand it... is it?!'

Wearing Deshade's armor, I caught the rain of arrows with my body while holding close to the cliff, and Azazel raised his spear high and shattered the arrows with the swirling whirlwind of light he created.

like that-

“... Is it over?”

“... In the end, did you miss it?”

It only lasted about 3 seconds, but in those 3 seconds, the rain of arrows that had turned the terrain we were standing into a small wilderness ended.

Thanks to this, I was able to convince the angel that I was being targeted by the elves.

“Are you okay? Lee Rim?”

“... Well, it's worth enduring. It's just a bruise.”

“I see... I'm sorry. I said I would protect you, but I have never actually done much to protect others.”

'This alone is huge, but. 'There's no way this angel would know that?'

When the angel let me go at the end, I apologized for having to take part of the rain of arrows myself.

By her standards, protecting someone really means completely, and protecting them safely until the end without even using a single hand seems to be the way to keep a promise.

Maybe that's why I had a sneaking thought that the god Azazel served might be a god who left everything in the hands of the angel and did nothing himself.

This was after my rescue operation under the pretense of an attack by the Eilans and the exchange of information secretly exchanged between us after realizing that it was an impossible situation.

“... Over there-”

“... Huh?”

Azazel came up to me while I was checking my pouch to see if anything had been scratched by a branch somewhere or torn by an arrow and dropped, and asked me something vaguely.

“You were attacked while you were eating, so shouldn’t you fill your stomach again?”

“Huh? Ah, filling your stomach. Well, it's not enough, but it's enough to move around, so it's okay now... Huh?”

Chuuk-

'... Oh, what is it? Was it something like that?'

And I was able to figure out why she was asking me that question, when I saw her ears slightly drooped as she tried to tell me that I didn't need to continue eating right now and that I should just move on.

“... So, since it's hard to prepare a meal from scratch right now, it doesn't matter because you can just fill your stomach to this extent and start from scratch again in the evening and fill your stomach properly. Even though lunch is like that, dinner has to be eaten separately as dinner.”

“...! That means-”

“Yes. I guess I'll have to light a fire in the evening and go look for something worth eating. Ah, this might be a bit difficult~.”

“... I see. In that case, I will provide the food this time as well. okay! fish! A fish that looks exactly like the one I ate earlier will do, right?!”

“Fish... is good, but meat isn't as bad as eating fish for lunch and dinner in a row, so why not try catching a fish this time?”

“Demon, is it a demonic beast...?”

“... Of course, it would be much better if there were wild animals instead of demonic beasts. The reason why I said I would have to catch and eat a demonic beast is because it is difficult to see ordinary wild animals in such a rugged natural environment, so I just naturally thought that I would have to catch and eat a demonic beast.”

“...! Right! Wild animals! If it's a rabbit or a deer, you'll be able to fill your stomach similar to the fish from before, right?”

“Uh, well, yes. Fortunately, I put the seasoning bag I had prepared separately in the pouch bag on my waist, so I won't have to worry about eating it.”

“Then... it's a decision. I'll take care of hunting for food for dinner later! Lee Rim, just wait patiently! Let me catch all kinds!”

“Uh, yes. okay. Oh, by the way, don't catch them all, just one...an animal big enough to feed two people is enough.”

“I see... Let’s keep that in mind!”

The angel seemed to have woken up to something due to the meal a little while ago.

The elf angel was angry about missing the elves just a moment ago, but is now excited as he talks about preparing dinner.

The angel, who belatedly realized that the fish he had just eaten, the fish he had just taken a bite of, was so delicious from the earthly thing that was so dirty that he did not even want to touch it, soon began to climb the mountain with me again in the direction where the elves had disappeared.

        
            Pop!

Swish-

...Rarrr!

Crack! Tatak!

“Hey~ Isn’t the angel too strong? Captain? To be honest, there are limits to how we can deal with them without the support of druids, but I think they are risking their lives too much to try to rescue them. Like Eila, I'm still a long way from being reincarnated, but I don't want to leave an unnecessary stain on my career by dying.”

“Review Sister. What is a career?”

“Huh? career? One of the druids told me this, and he said it is a word that roughly means career in the old imperial language.”

“Aha, this is my first time hearing it.”

An elf patrolman breaks tree branches he picked up nearby and throws them into the bonfire, complaining to the patrol leader, Benthain.

“That’s right. I almost died several times. No matter how much we're trying to save Aila's husband, it's so hard every day for an angel to be that strong. How about going back to the forest and changing your weapons? Captain?”

“Yes. Captain. Like Revue said, like Eila, I don't want to increase the number of people who died and were reincarnated for no reason when it wasn't even time for them to be reincarnated yet. Of course, I want to save Aila's husband, but... Now that things have come to this, I have to admit, honestly, when the distance between me and the angel got so close that we could see each other's faces, I even leaked urine once. I don't even know why, but that angel has a face that looks exactly like Aila's and is chasing us with a vicious expression that I've never seen before on Aila, but I'm so scared that I keep stumbling. Right? Sisters?”

Nod- Nod-

“That's right, that's right. It was especially scary because the angel's face was identical to Aila's. Aila also said that she doesn't know why the angel has that face on her face, so I think I'll ask the druids when I get back to the forest later, but it's a bit heartbreaking to see the angel give us such a harsh look. I was wondering if I did something wrong to Ayla and she would make that kind of expression.”

“... Rather, sunshine. Is it true that you’re tired of peeing?”

“... slightly. Don't look at me like that. Unlike my older sisters, I have zero courage. Don't even hold your nose. But I processed it right away with magic, right?”

The patrolman countered and the other two nodded as if they agreed.

Based on the majority vote, three patrollers are already arguing that they should go back to the forest because it is okay now.

Of course, this does not mean that he will abandon Aila's husband.

The three are Aela's older sisters, and as it is believed that Aela is the one who brought her, saying that he was her husband, the three elves have no intention of giving up on rescuing the human man that Aila brought, and they will just go back to the forest and meet the druids. The thoughts that came to mind while being chased by the elf angel were that they wanted to either ask for help or arm themselves more firmly and change their armament to 'knight level' rather than 'ranger'.

However, no matter how assertive the three are, it is the responsibility of patrol leader Benthain to lead everyone sitting around the campfire, and it is her judgment as patrol leader that can influence how to govern and command the girls in the patrol. As such, even after listening to the complaints of the three people in detail, Benthain dismissed their claims.

“No. The task of rescuing Aila's husband must be completed at all costs with the current level of armed forces. If you make a mistake, the worst thing can happen. From the information exchanged so far, the angel still has no idea how or in what form our village is hidden away from her view. So, as soon as the angel notices the wave of magic that is generated when we open and close the transfer door, there is a possibility that it could lead to a really big problem, so we have to keep going back to the forest to a minimum.”

“But-”

“And you guys, even if we came back here armed with knights instead of patrollers, you don’t really think that we can go toe-to-toe with that angel, right?”

“...”

“...”

“...”

“Look at that. Aren’t these things that everyone said without being able to give a clear answer? Even if you come armed and armed with a weapon, it is okay. The only person who can survive even for a moment in the face of that angel and weapon is Eilana, a former Guardian candidate who trained the Guardian's Spear even if only for a short time - and even looking at the entire forest, the only one who is the current Queen's Guardian is Leila.◦ #◦

“... That’s true though.”

“Phew... Actually? Captain. To tell you my true feelings, I have alcohol brewed in a jar at home, so I have to open the lid and stir it. Ugh... I guess I'm all rested now. If I was going to stay out this long, I would have asked someone to stir my drink and left...”

“That’s right. Ugh... I wanted to go home now and take care of the slimes I just hatched a week ago.”

“Ugh... Well, I'm sorry about that. Sunshine. I'll help you make a new drink later... and a revue. Unlike alcohol, slime doesn’t go bad, right? The growth isn't that fast and it's only been a few days, so please be patient...”

“““Well, since the captain said so much, we will bear with it.”””

“Ugh... Are you making fun of me again? Everyone? It's really too much...”

Bentain, the elven forest patrol leader, makes strong claims and ignores everyone's opinions, but eventually becomes soft-hearted and apologizes to everyone.

In fact, the three people in the patrol unit said that on purpose.

Free time left between lighting a fire and taking a quick nap.

If there was ever a time to actively use that time to make fun of their captain, now would be the perfect time.

As expected, the four elves currently warming up at the bonfire fell asleep for about four hours after Aila, who had left for a while to set up a trap, returned. The five elves, including Aila, who returned, once again engaged in a close game of tag with the angel. Because you have to start catching.

So, the topic of the three elves, who had been making fun of their leader in their free time, naturally began to wander here and there, and now with not much time left until Aila returns, the topic of conversation for the three was Aila. moved on to content about human husbands.

“Still, boss. I was really surprised. That Aila brought her husband.”

“Sure. Revue Sister. I saw it, but did you see the man’s face? I'm guessing it's 50%, so I guess I passed. ... It looks a bit unsightly because it's constantly being carried on the angel's back, so I only judged it by looking at its face.”

“Oh my, sunshine. Don't be fooled by the face. They say that all humans play with age and face separately. The face value seems similar, but is it true that humans can differ greatly in age from us? If you do it wrong, you could be accused of being a pedophile in the forest.”

“... Huh? Wait a minute, then how old is the human that Aela brought in? Aila, how old did you take a human to be your husband?”

“... Wow! Iknow, right?! I was so surprised that Aila brought her husband that I didn't check, but now that I think about it, the other person was a human?!”

“That’s right. It was said that it was our promise that we would accept even if we were human, only if we were willing to accept him as our family... Until now, no one had taken a member of a different race as a husband, so we didn't pay any attention to it, but the man Aila brought. What if you are extremely young? No, rather, this was brought in by agreement, right? You didn't seduce a child who knew nothing and asked her to be your bride, right?”

“It would be the husband, not the bride. sister. ... Ah, but if the age difference were that young, I might have proposed to him to be my bride instead of my husband-”

“stuck. This guy!”

“... No! no no! That's what you say, but there's no way you'd actually do something like that, right?! You're digging a trap! Isn’t that too much?! the opposite! I am absolutely against entrapment investigations that try to expose colleagues’ true intentions by putting them in danger!”

The person who was going to sleep could go to bed early, but the three subordinates started to get hotter and louder.

“Ha... When will these chatterboxes grow up...”

Thanks to this, while listening to the chatter of his subordinates who were relatively younger than him, Benthain, the patrol leader, suddenly became curious about the age of Aila, who was younger than them but was clearly an adult, and the human that Aila had brought.

But even so, she tried to calm herself down somehow as she was planning a rescue against an angel who, as the leader of the patrol, should not be relaxed even for a moment -

Rustle- Rustle-

... Crispy!

“Ah, sisters! I’m back!”

Startle!

“... Ah, eh, Aila. Are you here?”

As it happened, Aela, who was in the midst of becoming a hot topic at that time, pushed through the bushes, popped her head in, and quickly came closer to the bonfire and sat down, so Bentain greeted her with even more surprise than the three elves, who had already moved on to other topics. did.

“Ugh... It's cold as expected! Is it snowing in the Canyon of Despair? It might snow soon! It doesn't snow in our forest, but not here! Oh, I hope it doesn’t snow on the way back!”

In an instant, Aila squatted down in front of the fire and spread her palms to warm her hands in the bonfire.

The three patrollers who saw that scene had their eyes shining and were about to open their mouths to ask Aila about the age of the human she brought to her as her husband, but-

“So, Aila. Did you successfully set up the trap to guide the angel?”

Bentine barely suppressed the question she wanted to ask about it even more than the other three, and asked whether the mission, which was the reason Aela was away, had been completed successfully.

“Yes! We recovered all the sealing stones that were used a long time ago and then shattered, and among the remnants left behind, those that could be recycled into transition stones, and infused magic into the remaining ones that seemed to be incapable of normal operation! If this happens, the angel will be moving around with Lee Rim tomorrow morning, find the seal stone that was placed as a trap, and somehow try to find out the location of the forest based on that!”

“... I see. good job. After that, while the angel was examining the seal stone, we attacked them from behind-”

“... Yes. If you do that, you can finally save Irim, who has been giving you a hard time.”

“...”

“...”

“...”

The smile on Eila's face as she reported with a smile suddenly disappeared.

The other patrollers who saw this were unable to ask the questions they had in their heads because even after her report was over, they seemed to genuinely feel sorry for the man named Lee Lim.

So Aila and the four patrollers were already executing a rescue plan against Irim and Angel-

Day 5.

The existence of angels is more annoying than you think.

However, I don't know if the angel is still unable to perform to his full potential due to the shackles of Irim, but the elves present here think that his power is weaker than their expectations, so there have been no casualties yet, but the angel is that thorough. Because they were so concerned about marking Irim, they kept circling around rather than moving far away, and the Ailas were frequently failing to rescue Irim's husband.

So Aila felt very sorry for Irim.

Saying that he will definitely bring him back, he places Irim in this remote area, a dangerous place where death is inevitable by human standards, and not only that, he is using him as a bait needed to search for the existence of angels.

Still, today is the last day.

Although the schedule was very different, Aila was confident that she would be able to rescue Irim if she carried out the rescue plan again tomorrow, so she quietly wrapped herself in a blanket in front of the bonfire and closed her eyes.

“... It seems really precious.”

“Sure. It's my first time seeing Aila make such a serious expression.”

“Wait a minute, it looks like the expression I saw during the guardian candidate class. Although it is a different kind from that.”

The other patrollers who saw this also looked at Aila and smiled quietly, and everyone did the same as her, covering themselves with blankets and leaning against a tree or lying down on dry grass to sleep.

And Bentain, who was seeing everyone like that, tried to wrap himself up in a blanket, but was a little embarrassed when he realized that the others had quickly fallen asleep to leave the watchful duty to him, but-

“... something like that, right? Ayla. What Aila said is correct, right? In my opinion, I feel like the attitude Aila shows towards that man is a bit different from the attitude she shows towards a married person, but if everyone says it's correct, it's correct.”

Only Bentain suspected for a moment the lie that Ayla had told, so she stood watch on behalf of everyone who was asleep under the starry night sky and began to sing a lullaby to Ayla, stroking her head as she leaned against her. .

        
            It's already been 5 days since I broke up with Aila.

To be exact, it has already been 5 days since I have been unable to join Eilane who is trying to rescue me.

And all living creatures can continue their lives by catching something, killing it, and consuming it as nutrition, and humans have now given various meanings to the act of eating.

The basic meaning of eating is to fill one's stomach, but some people prepare luxurious meals and eat a certain number of meals regularly, bragging that their power and wealth are enough to eat this much, or they eat three meals a day. There may have been people who made appointments based on meal times at certain times, hoping to minimize the possibility that appointments with others would go wrong due to completely different perceptions of the timing.

In any case, the culture that naturally spread to humans is the perception that eating three meals a day is the basis of eating, and in modern times, there are people who eat lightly or skip breakfast altogether because they are busy in the morning, or who practice intermittent fasting. Not only does the perception that the number of meals eaten a day total three still remain, but it is also a perception of the concept of eating that is universally widespread in this world as well.

In addition, as someone who has often suffered from mental illness and struggled with not being able to eat properly for a long time, I have experienced that I have to try to eat three meals a day as regularly as possible in order to have something in my mouth, but if possible, I eat breakfast in the morning. I am the type of person who always tries to eat at least lunch and dinner, even if I skip it.

so-

Naturally, Azazel, the elf angel, has been watching the frequency of my meals, and even if it is not necessary, I have learned from common sense that eating is a basic act of eating three times a day. Now, Azazel is next to me and is eating more than me. Recently, it occurred to me that it was natural for people to be more excited during meal times.

“Are you not going to eat this?”

“Because it’s internal. The intestines are where excrement and digested food pass through, so they smell bad. That’s why I don’t eat it.”

“But wasn’t that what you said just yesterday, Lee Rim, that you should treat the animals you hunt with respect and eat as much as you can?”

“Being polite does not necessarily mean that you need to force yourself to eat even parts that are difficult to eat. I've already said that, but even hunters have choices. First of all, the intestines are a part that only witches will eat, and some people say that they take out the intestines separately and cook them before eating them, but I tend to never eat the intestines. The fish I ate before didn't have any fishy smell at all, and I was extremely hungry at the time, so I tried the intestines. It tasted good, so I ate it all.”

“I don’t understand. This is a topic that has already become more and more dirty, and you are trying to avoid this type of dirt by making a variety of choices.”

“... Every time I dismember an animal, blood splatters, and the human who stayed away... Is this something an angel would say? That's it.”

This morning I discovered by chance the meat of a freshly dead goat that I thought might have fallen to its death after taking a wrong step down a slope.

However, it is a bit difficult to say that we did not hunt that mountain goat. In the morning, Azazel flew high to see if the elves might have come close to us at dawn, and the angelic energy that had been stored up all night suddenly spread out. This beast, which I felt as it went, took a wrong step, fell straight down from the cliff, and appeared in front of us, dead.

And even though I, as a soul disease, have learned from the sidelines how other people dismember various animals to eat them, this was my first time dismembering a mountain goat, so I removed as much of the flesh from the legs, sides, and back as possible and grilled it. The meal ended lightly with a bite.

'Next time, let's not try to eat as much as possible from the goat. The smell, it really smells really bad.'

That's because the goat's basic taste was too strong, and since I was in the morning, my appetite was half that of lunch and dinner, so it was uncomfortable to put such a heavy goat steak in my stomach, and those living in the wild to begin with are currently There are bound to be so many smelly ones that it's hard to catch them with just the spices in the pouch I carry.

Still, the meat that has been grilled as it is cooked will not be thrown away just because I have eaten a few bites of it.

“I see. If so, let me eat the rest.”

“Yeah, whatever. Is that so?”

Wajijik!

Hot! Hot!

The angel begins to eat the goat meat vigorously, starting with the parts that have been overcooked and become tough.

Azazel has a huge appetite and has come to enjoy the act of eating food itself.

Last 5 days.

In the five days since Eilane's first attack, the angels have killed and eaten over 30 animals of 15 different types.

“... How did I become a chef?”

I dismantled it all myself, and since I don't have great cooking skills like Enin, I held barbecues for five days in a row in the name of cooking the best I could under the current situation.

So the angel

Twat! Crash!

eat.

Squeak! Crackling!

Really enjoyable.

Knock knock! Ta-dak!

The sight of even the ligaments being torn off with their teeth and eaten is reminiscent of that of meat lovers.

Jeok- Jeok- Jeok- Jeok- Jeok-

Now, there is no seasoning left, so I just threw away all the remaining salt, but it is so delicious that I eat it without even worrying about the mess.

‘Well, that’s enough. Thanks to that, I also had enough time to make plans.'

So, meal time itself is my free time.

For the past five days, Eila and the patrollers have been constantly attacking us, and the angel has pursued Eilane relentlessly, but has always narrowly missed it.

Considering that it is a chase by an angel with limited power and the constraint of having to protect me, it is an incredible feat, but failure is definitely a failure.

However, the angel, who is said to have lowered his status by reproducing himself to take revenge on God, surprisingly did not chase Eilane in an evil-minded manner.

It seems as if they always chase for a certain amount of time and then let go when the rangers decide that the war of attrition is no longer enough and decide to retreat completely.

At first glance, I thought the angel was letting them go on purpose, but I thought it was because I would never give up the restriction of protecting me to this honest and innocent angel.

'Of course it was the day after the first day? 'It attacked me just as I was starting to eat, but after an arrow caused me to drop the food I was holding like last time, I chased after it for a whopping 5 hours with demon-like fury.'

In the middle, the patrollers touched the angel who was eating again like before, and Azazel used all the power he could muster at the time, destroying an entire mountain range.

So, the patrollers who received the information that this was the power that the angel could currently produce, from then on, they tried not to touch the angel at all, even when eating, as if they could not handle the angel's sincere anger.

So I-

Seeing the angel's lukewarm attitude, I wondered if she had really gotten used to the filth on earth and had diluted her desire for revenge by enjoying gourmet food like she was doing now.

“Hey, Az.”

Support!

“Sigh...?!”

“Oh, you can eat and talk.”

Nod- Nod-

Muttering-

...Gulp!

“... Huh. Why is that?”

“... I'm glad you enjoyed it. Oh, no, that's not it. I just have something to ask.”

“It’s okay. Say it.”

Then, as if Azazel had no intention of giving up on eating despite my question, this time she cut the meat she was holding into very small bite-sized pieces and placed them in her cheek. I asked her the question I had been thinking about.

“The elf patrollers keep showing up like that for a long time, but they don't chase them until the end? Well... don't get me wrong. I guess it's because you're no longer interested in revenge for the god you served who no longer exists.”

but,

Contrary to my vague and foolish guess, this angel,

The angel who decided to reproduce himself in the form of a disgusting elf in order to take revenge on the elf-

Naturally, they answered my question by saying that they had not given up on revenge, but rather were preparing to prepare a counterattack by obtaining information from the patrollers who misunderstood that they were coming for me, just as they were doing.

Muttering-

gulp!

“It’s okay. Because I remember the route the traitors took to escape.”

“... What?”

“I remember everything, everything, everything, everything, everything, the geography of this mountain range that they circle around. I have already figured out that these guys are focusing on one area and repeating hit and run as if leading you and me.”

“...”

“So, actually, I was planning to ask Lee Rim in detail about the location of the elf forest in the nearby human village, but there was no need to do so.”

“... There is no need for that?”

“Yes. After I brought you to a place where you could be safely protected, these mountains where the elves roamed, and the lands that we, who had their backs on us, could never approach, all of them-

Because I'm thinking of blowing it all up at once.”

As soon as I heard those words, a cold sweat ran down my spine.

“Ah, that doesn’t mean I’m going to abandon you here, Lee Rim. you are my benefactor And he is the person who taught me this new experience. do not worry. I will put my plan into action after I take you outside of this mountain range.”

In the first place, the angel was not being toyed with.

It wasn't just me, Aila, and the patrollers who were getting information, but rather an angel who was in a position to look down from above.

Although he didn't notice that the patrollers and I were waiting for an opportunity to escape while agreeing with each other, Azazel was thoroughly preparing for revenge with his endless gaze looking down from above.

“So, after the next attack, I think receiving your help from Lee Rim will end with this.”

So Azazel tore the last piece of meat from the bone he was holding and looked at me with regret, but right now I-

'no. The patrollers and Eila must not be allowed to come this way.'

All I was thinking was that I had to somehow prevent Eilane and the angel from colliding-

...Pipipipipipipiping!

...sigh-

“... Are you here?! This shit ends today! These traitorous guys-!!!”

Quack!

Before I could make a specific plan on how to act differently, Azazel smiled and held his spear vigorously as he saw the featherless arrows flying as soon as he finished his meal.

        
            An arrow flew.

An arrow was fired, aiming for a gap far beyond the bushes that I could never see with my own eyes.

And the identity of the arrow is a featherless arrow used only by elves, who show their confidence in having the best archery skills among numerous different races.

Even if you boldly remove the feather, which greatly affects the distance and accuracy of the arrow, you can confidently aim the bow and fire without any hesitation, instantly killing the enemy and rendering them incapable of combat. This is what is contained in that featherless arrow. It is the pride of the elf race.

And this time, the angel again took a ready stance to strike down the 15 arrows flying towards us.

But I felt out of place there.

'what? 'What's the difference?'

If it were normal, I wouldn't have felt it.

Arrows being fired from far away and flying towards us have happened countless times over the past few days, and even if we count the number of arrows that Azazel has hit in the meantime, it is enough to be a thousand, even if we exclude the artifact that fires about 10,000 bolts at once. Arrows that would have been shot down.

So, in its original form, it is an arrow that would have gone beyond what we were used to and would not have had any more meaning than that it was now aimed at us.

But now, I heard from Azazel a little while ago that she had been protecting me all this time and was deliberately pretending not to be able to catch the elf patrollers in the back, so in reality, it was the angel who was all the patrollers in this valley of despair. As I had just heard that it was a deception to figure out what kind of movement they were making and reveal the location of the hidden residence they were consciously or unconsciously trying to turn away from, my nerves became more sensitive and I was able to feel the sense of discomfort contained in those arrows.

Therefore, the sense of discomfort felt from the arrows fired at us this time, and the identity of the outlier that felt like a sense of discomfort is-

The arrows that were just flying towards us were fired from a much closer distance than before.

The limit at which arrows fired from elves' bows can pierce an enemy without losing their power is approximately 2km.

But the arrows flying towards us now are definitely half of that -

They were fired at us at a distance of barely 1km.

“...!”

Whirling!

Gagagagagagagagak!!!

“... close.”

And of course the angel felt it too.

She, an angel, put herself into the body of an elf, the target of revenge, and with the basic physical abilities of an elf and the power of an angel, she used all her senses of hearing, sight, and touch, which far surpass mine, to shoot arrows. Unlike before, I realized that it had been launched from a not too far away place.

Therefore, as soon as the five elves on the other side let go of the arrows, the arrows narrowed down to zero distance in just 0.5 seconds, and although they were arrows that could only be blocked by showing a completely different reaction from before, they were fired without hesitation this time as well. The angel who blocked it.

“Good. Then we will leave. Lee Rim.”

with a splash-

Immediately after hitting the arrow, the angel turned around, stepped on the wet puddle, and came towards me and held out his hand.

And the moment I hold her hand-

I felt that everything would end.

An unprecedented sense that this will probably be the most important and final turning point in determining the future.

I had an intuition, a ‘feel’.

So, naturally, I have not yet had a face-to-face conversation with Aila or the patrollers with her over the past few days. However, today I reduced the distance from the angel to half of the usual distance and the girls came closer to me. I felt determination.

'Aila and the patrollers are trying to take me deep into the elf forest for the last time in this rescue operation.'

And at the same time, I, Azazel, succeeded in finding out the general location of the elf forest hidden in order to prevent the attack of the patrollers, and by using the power of angels and revenge, I removed the mountain range in the terrain where the residence was expected to be hidden. I know that he is planning to use his power to completely destroy it.

so-

If I want to do something, now is my chance.

'But what can I do now?'

However, the problem is that there is no gap.

We must inform the patrollers and Eilanes of Azazel's plan.

'But how?'

However, although they narrowed the distance and came closer to about half the usual distance, they are still more than 1km away from where I am, and what is in front of me is not another race, but the elves may have had it for several years, but it is still there. An angel with a burning desire for revenge.

So, if I were to choose a more certain method, I was certain that the way I shook off the hand that the angel extended to me would be some kind of sabotage that I could do to her right now.

'But what next? 'What excuse are you trying to come up with?'

However, that is the end.

If I stop the angel, the friendly relationship between her and me will be broken.

No matter how he spent the past five days, the angel Azazel is here with his own goal: to punish the traitors who killed God.

If I try to stop her, from the moment I try to stop her, I will naturally turn into an obstacle and become an object to be removed.

So, I need to find a concrete way to overcome this situation more clearly, a way to prevent the angel from meeting the rangers and getting the last clue, or a way to inform Eilane of the plan that is currently in the angel's head. If that wasn't possible, there needed to be a way to divert the attention of the angel who was about to have a final confrontation with the patrollers.

But the problem is-

“... Why is that? Lee Rim?”

There was no time.

The angel holds out his hand and looks at me.

As he had done so far, he reached out his hand to put me on his 'back' again.

Because he trusts me and is friendly to me, he shows his back without hesitation and tells me to get on there, with a kind and gentle hand of kindness.

The hand that will carry me on its back and complete the final chase, drop me off at the nearest safe area, and then deliver judgment by destroying the vast terrain where the elf forest is presumed to be located.

My hand was already stretched out, and there was no time for me to continue my agony, as I had no time to enter the state of Rakshasa, let alone reform, with the angel looking on.

'shit. What should I do, what should I say-'

“... Lee Rim?”

So, when the angel looked at me with a puzzled look and his head was slightly bent-

By the time my vision started to blur as I was speeding along at the limit I could reach -

... Fondant!

In my sight,

In blurry vision,

Beyond the angel, in the small puddle she stepped through -

“... I have a lot of worries. It's my knight.”

...Srurrr...

Asmodeus, in the form of Astesia, rose from the pool behind the angel and spoke to me.

'... Asmodeus?'

As soon as I saw her, I called out the name of the Great Devil.

But strangely enough, the call I had in my head never came out.

At the same time, I noticed that not only I, but also the angels, the patrollers, and everything else around me did not move.

The only thing moving was a small puddle of water with the surface shaking, and an archdemon in the shape of someone I knew appeared from there, right behind the angel.

However, it was not the Astesia I used to know, but Asmodeus in the form of the white-haired Astesia, who had now grown to the point where she could be called a 'lady' with a lot of maturity. She told me briefly about what was happening. I explained it.

“Even if you have lost the appearance of an angel, what is in front of you is clearly an angel. So, the fact that she, an angel, is staying by your side for a long time is something that should not happen so easily. Therefore, I have been given the corresponding right to interfere, so I am only using it for a while.”

Hot!

I couldn't easily understand what she was saying, but soon I accepted the knowledge she was conveying directly to my mind through the imprint on my neck 'raw' and was able to understand what she was doing.

So, I ended my understanding of the way she appeared next to me temporarily and limitedly, and asked her why she appeared in front of me like that for the first time in a long time.

‘I roughly understand the method. Asmodeus. So, why did you show up?'

“To help you.”

'Why?'

“As you know, I am a devil and the guy in front of you is an angel, right?”

With those words, her emotions flow out.

To the Great Devil, an angel is-

In some ways, a being that can be said to be more hateful than God.

All the gods have to do is prevent demons from ascending to the earth, but angels are beings who seek out and destroy even the feats and minions that demons have achieved with their own power, and they also have the glory of god on their backs, so they cannot do anything carelessly. They are abominable beings.

Asmodeus, who conveyed his feelings toward the angelic beings, grumbled with a slightly pouty expression, the face of Astesia, which I know well.

“When that angel met you, honestly, I wanted to stop him, right? This is also the path you are walking, and unlike the previous leader, the angel is not trying to sweep your life along his path, so he let you go. But instead, as a substitute, I saw that my knight was going through a hard time that he couldn't get out of on his own, so I helped him out a little, and I wanted to see the angel's frowning face.◦ #◦

She brings her hands together to her chest and closes her eyes.

“... And above all, after doing a little research, I found out that the angel who is with you is not an angel who has a very unrelated relationship with me.”

A saint praying.

But its true nature is the Great Devil.

And she is a woman who loves me fiercely and-

A prankster full of malice who wants to see the angel's frowning face.

So now that she had the opportunity to legally interfere with me, she appeared to give me, her knight, advice on how to get out of the current situation.

“Lee Lim. My knight, my love.”

'... yes.'

“An angel, an angel’s hand-

Get rid of it.”

Hot!

At that moment, the imprint on my neck became hot again.

Asmodeus advised.

To betray an angel.

But it wasn't a betrayal in the true sense of the word.

She is predicting.

It won't be long before I incur the angel's wrath,

The angel's promise, the connection with her-

This means that you will definitely be able to obtain another 'insurance' against the Red Purge.

So I realized what she meant-

“... Well, I hope to see you again next time - my knight Lee Rim. I ask you to look at the path and choices of my descendants who remain in the diocese without criticizing them.”

... Fondant!

Asmodeus finished saying those words and disappeared through a puddle of water in an instant.

This time-

Time for the world, including the angel who was reaching out to me, me, and the patrollers, began to flow as it should again.

        
            Asmodeus left.

He gave me advice, advised me to betray the angel, and left.

“... Lee Rim?”

I hear an angel calling my name.

She didn't seem to feel anything.

Although Azazel is an angel, is it because he trapped himself in the body of an elf that he couldn't feel it?

Or, the Archdemon who gives me strength and always watches over me. Even if Azazel is an angel, if sufficient conditions are met to properly wield his power, the Archdemon has the power and wisdom to easily toy with such an angel. Is it because I win?

So the angel was still reaching out to me without any sense that the devil had appeared behind him or that he was talking to me.

Therefore, although it was only a short time, I was able to feel how much respite time I had left thanks to my expanded cognitive ability thanks to the conversation with Asmodeus.

5 seconds.

Just 5 seconds is just my time to let nothing disturb me until I decide whether or not to hold on to the hand that the angel is extending.

In the distance, the patrollers are looking at the angel and me with arrows on their backs again, and seeing the angel who has not made any movement yet, are contemplating whether or not to fire arrows once more to lure the angel away, and Azazel is also thinking about what to do in his own head. He was trying to infer why I didn't hold his hand right away.

That's why, before following Asmodeus' advice and striking off the angel's hand, I looked back on my past memories.

'Setias also reached out to me like this.'

What comes to mind is what happened in the past in the County of Dun Priest, when the parish priest Setias asked me for help.

In fact, she went beyond offering her hand and even shed tears, showing her true feelings and asking for my help.

Until then, I was the benefactor who gave them the opportunity to move the Witch Hunters and the Church of Lehier to the point where they could be said to be rebuilding what had been declining, and since I am that kind of person, I at least had absolute faith, trust, and favor. The head of the Setias parish was thinking of repaying the favor by showing it to me.

However, I betrayed Setias, who had asked for my help with such trust and favor.

And later, I ended up finding out the lie I had told her, and the vicar concentrated all of her sincere anger towards me into that weak-looking fist and hit me in the chest, but I felt like she was pouring curses at me more than she was hitting me directly. His words were so hard to bear.

'So I did something I regretted once, but now I have to do something I regret again?'

And it's the same now too.

Azazel, an angel who has trusted me completely over the past few days and has gone beyond being kind to me and has helped me to the point where I can even say that he took care of me so that I would not die in this canyon of despair.

Even though I learned from what happened with Bishop Setias in the past that once goodwill is reversed, it turns into hostility that is difficult to reverse, I am taking Asmodeus' advice and trying to betray her once again, just like I did with Setias.

So, even with about a second left until I make a decision, I am still wondering if there is no certainty that even if it is the foresight of an arch-demon like Asmodeus, it will be correct, and there is no need to swat away Azazel's hand here. I thought about it, but-

‘Irim. are you okay?'

'...!!!'

Among the group of patrollers who were keeping a distance of about 1km, which I couldn't have seen in the distance, I could see Aila, who looked worried about me, and another family from her hometown forest next to her. Looking at the patrollers holding her shoulder with concern, I stopped worrying and-

Immediately he stood up from his place.

[Stigma]

Slam!

Chrrr!

“...?”

In front of the puzzled angel holding out his hand to me, I stood up under my own power and put on my armor.

[Black Sword]

[Demon Sword Desire]

He placed his hand on his neck and turned the artifact that took the form of a necklace into a sword symbolizing the knight of Asmodeus.

match!

“...?!”

Her hand in the shape of Aela.

The hands of an elf angel.

I struck away Azazel's hand, which had been with me for the past five days, with my cold gauntleted hand.

“... What did you do?”

Azazel, who did that, asks me the reason.

The reason why he suddenly rejected me.

The reason for adopting a combat stance.

Now, instead of preparing to chase down the patrollers again, he wanted to ask them why they were suddenly acting so hostile towards him.

So, step 1 is a success.

The angel took note of me because something unexpected had happened.

Glancing-

Of course, Azazel is still concentrating on measuring the distance from the patrollers and not missing them.

Therefore, in order to move on to the next step, I need to get her to focus more on me.

“Azazel. Angel who serves a god who no longer exists.”

Wiggle!

At my call, Azazel's eyes completely turned to me.

don't miss it

“What is an elf to you?”

“... Elf?”

“Yes. The elf you are currently drinking. What kind of people are those you consider traitors?”

“... What do you want to say?”

“Answer. If you answer, you will get the answer.”

... coo-

Azazel strengthens the hand holding the spear.

Now she recognized that there was a possibility that she might have to turn against me.

So this point is the second step I wanted.

An angel who has just gone beyond that answers my question.

“Should it be expressed differently? They are traitors. Elves are people who tricked the gods and brought them down. They are the ones who dared to commit unforgivable blasphemy, and they should be the enemies of all people.”

“So?”

“... They hid in the forest and avoided everyone's eyes. To avoid the gaze of an angel who lost God and was sent high into the sky. To prevent their atrocities from becoming known to other races. To enjoy the blessings obtained through unscrupulous means!”

“So?”

“... So, I'm trying to get revenge on them. Those who betrayed God. Those who have lost God. To make those who have no possibility of relief pay the price.”

“... I see.”

Each and every word of the angel's angry voice pierced into my ears.

This is just revenge for her.

Heavenly punishment for the people who deceived her, sent her to a distant place, and brought down the god she served.

There is no salvation.

They used their own power to bring down the God who was supposed to save them, and they betrayed the angel, God's weapon, and turned him into an executioner who would kill them.

but.

So now I have got an excuse directly from the angel's mouth that will make me understand.

“Then you will have to defeat me.”

chuck-

He raised his sword and pointed it at her.

... Jeopuk- Jeopuk- Jeopuk-

widely!

Then, she walked slowly, stood in the direction from which the patrollers' arrows came, and blocked the space between her and the patrollers.

Meanwhile, there was no movement of the patrollers.

They are also aware of the situation here.

“... Why? Why are you blocking me?”

So now, as a final step, to Azazel, the elf angel who cannot understand my sudden action of blocking him, I-

The reason why I am blocking her path, the real reason is to protect Eila and the people of her hometown, but I covered it up from above and came up with an excuse to block the angel here and now-

Her principle of action made it so that her top priority was not to take revenge on the elves, but to extinguish me from this world.

“I am the sword of God Deshade.”

“...”

“I am an evil god. Deshade’s sword!”

“...!”

“I. is! It is the sword of a god who loves humans!

Abandoned. Things. It is a weapon of God that can be picked up!!!”

Elves are an abandoned race.

A race that was neglected in the world thanks to its own power that brought down the gods.

But that means that, according to Deshade's policy, elves are definitely-

These are definitely the races that He can provide salvation to by picking them up.

So, as the sword of the evil spirit who picks up the abandoned things, I took up the sword against the angel who was trying to purify the abandoned race.

“... I see.”

So the angel-

“If that was the case, I understand why you pointed a weapon at me.”

Pop!

Flash!

Kiiing!!!

“I understand you.”

As an ‘angel’.

As someone who considered me an equal.

“Then, Lee Rim. God's sword that picks up everything.”

Me, who breaks the relationship of cooperation and stands in the way of his desire to take revenge on the elves-

“If you chose that side, from now on, you have become the entity that must be excluded as a top priority in order to achieve my goal.”

By re-establishing it as an entity that must be excluded with ‘every effort’ -

We succeeded in changing her ‘top priorities’.

[stigma]

Kiiing!!!

Now this is a place where conversation is no longer necessary.

The two halos floating above each other show off their brilliance and rotate with full power.

Coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo coo!!!

From the sword I am holding, a pillar of magic gushes out, piercing the sky,

[Starlight]

Kwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwagwa!!!

The spear held by the angel also becomes a pillar of light and is held in her hand.

“... That's sad. Lee Rim.”

The angel with lingering regret looked at me and muttered in a sad tone, and in the meantime, the patrollers behind me completely disappeared.

“I was happy because you were my equal, the first equal I met on this earth, but I had to fight with you.”

So now the role is done.

I think Aila probably made all the preparations.

The first part of the plan had a clear outline because I got advice from Asmodeus, but the scenario where I join Eilane was completely ad-libbed.

So, please, I hope that Aela, who went back to the Elven Forest and came back with the patrollers to rescue me, has prepared a spare body for me to die right now -

I am.

I am-

I said goodbye to the angel who had been with me for the past five days.

“Now, take revenge. Angel of a God who no longer exists.”

“... Yes. Let's do it. God’s sword that picks up what is discarded.”

and-

Tilt!

The pillars of my magic bend forward and-

Paaa!!!

As the angel shoots the spear blade of light forward -

... flash!

The Canyon of Despair is created by a light source and power that has never been experienced since time immemorial.

... Buuu...

RURRR!!!

He was swept away by a fire that he would never experience again and was reduced to ashes.

        
            Philia, the capital of the empire.

Centered around the imperial castle, there is a district built adjacent to it lined with buildings where the imperial officials go to work and work. Outside of this, there are various domestic and foreign merchants who come in and out of the empire, as well as magicians residing in the magic tower. The administrative district that handles administrative tasks that must be visited at least once a year -

Aside from that, Philia is a place that can even function as a small city-state in itself if you decide to divide it in detail, in addition to being a living district for residents living in the capital, as well as a branch of various religious organizations.

And the reason why the imperial family and the officials always say that when the time comes when everyone can unanimously say that the country is stable, they will tear down the walls of the capital city of Philia and build a new one -

Although the capital, Philia, is obviously a large place and the city was planned to never create narrow spaces, there is now so much free space inside the walls that it is difficult to build a small guard post without damaging the city's exterior. This is because the walls, which were built high and strong in the early days of the empire with the expectation that foreign enemies would invade the capital, are actually hindering the growth of the city.

So, the officials decided to make a big decision and create a new city plan to expand the land inside the capital, build a bigger wall than before, and then tear down the existing wall to build administrative facilities necessary for the capital. The capital, Philia, is currently experiencing a temporary halt in growth, enough to make people panic.

However, the main reason why such a capital is experiencing untimely growth pains that no one could have expected is, if we go back, unexpectedly, to the love of the children of successive emperors, starting with the first emperor of the empire. Originally, it prospered for only 200 years from the beginning. The reason why the capital city of Philia, which was supposed to be able to use a large area of land surrounded by walls and use it quite comfortably, suddenly became so cramped is -

Among the direct descendants of the Empire's rulers, the Steyer royal family, the highest number of children born at one time in the past 200 years was when as many as 10 children were born at once, and along with that, there was a time when the first emperor established a national law. According to it, it was decided that all children other than the emperor living in the main palace and those with the right to succeed to the throne of the next emperor should live and grow up separately in separate palaces corresponding to the number of children, so the number of villas in the imperial castle alone is 10. The reason was that there were more than enough dogs.

So, if someone makes a big effort and visits the imperial castle for the first time to see the emperor in the main palace and walks straight inside, the first thing they see is the boulevard lined up inside the area designated as the imperial castle, and the streets on the left and right of the boulevard. If you follow the slightly narrower streets, you will see numerous villas.

and-

Among such villas, previously, like other villas, it was one of several villas where the emperor's direct children were born and the succession rights were clearly determined before the remaining children entered, but now all government affairs of the empire are subject to final approval. Since it is a place where people gather to receive blessings, there is now a detached palace that is practically the emperor's office.

The name of the owner of that villa is none other than -

Camellia Schaden Steyer, the second princess of the Empire.

It is a villa owned by a member of the royal family who abandoned the name of Mortis in order to signify renunciation of the right to succession to the throne, but there are many people who wish to overturn this decision.

Even today, she was working in her office on behalf of the sick emperor and other members of the royal family, including the first prince who did not come out of his palace.

However, at the same time, an unscheduled guest came to visit her today, so while she was working, she ended up having a conversation with a guest she had not invited.

Wow...

Shake!

“It’s no big deal. Ingrid. Your side comes to me first.”

The wooden door is making a creaking sound, perhaps because it is getting colder.

Camellia, who heard the sound, later ordered her servants to use wood from the southern region, which shrinks and expands significantly due to temperature differences, from this year onwards. Instead of using wood from the southern region, which shrinks and expands significantly due to temperature differences, she later ordered her servants to use wood that does not change shape easily as it has fire resistance and is grown in the United Kingdom. He greeted Ingrid as she entered his office, thinking that he should ask for the door he used.

Saga ga ga ga ga ga-

Tap!

Clink!

Soon, Camellia, who was vigorously writing and dancing on the paper, had designed the heavy custom pen that she had designed herself and ordered a craftsman to make for her. Since it had done its job by putting a final mark on the document, it was placed in the ink bottle to take a short break, and work was halted. One camellia raised her head.

“So, what’s going on?”

Then what caught the princess’s eyes was-

“...”

Ingrid's rebellious eyes were filled with venom, and he never thought the time would come when she would look at him like that.

“... Princess Camellia. I came here because I wanted to ask you something.”

Ingrid, who came to the office where Princess Camellia was working, wearing a maid's uniform as usual, asked a question with eyes that did not match the clothes she was wearing, which symbolized obedience and service.

“Do it.”

Camellia readily allowed Ingrid, who came to see her without any contact, to ask questions about the purpose of her visit, but-

“-However. It's not the relationship between you and me that requires you to listen to questions in such a profane manner.”

Perfect!

“I’ll correct your posture a little bit.”

Before Ingrid could open her mouth again, Camellia snapped her fingers and gave an order to the cold Ryder, the head of the spy knights who was reporting to her in her office at the time.

Huh-

“...!”

Wow!

Quang!

“Pfft...!”

“...”

As soon as Camellia snapped her fingers and ordered, Ryder instantly flew up and kicked Ingrid in the shin, knocking her down and crushing her face on the floor.

Fortunately, the floor of the office was covered with a luxurious, soft carpet, so Ingrid was not seriously injured.

“Rider. But first of all, she is a woman. It's the face of a woman.”

“... I'm sorry.”

“Still, I did well. That's because it's an eye level appropriate for a dog that exposes its teeth to its owner before it's a woman. Okay, so now ask the question. Ingrid.”

“...”

Soon, Camellia was pinned down on the floor by Ryder and asked questions by Ingrid, who barely raised her head.

“Why, why didn’t you tell me about the marriage news that was going back and forth between the parish priest and Rugal?”

The question Ingrid asked Camellia was about marriage talks with Bishop Setias of Lihier, where she works as a witch hunter.

Soon, after hearing her question, Camellia realized why Ingrid had come to her in such an angry state, and responded accordingly.

“I was wondering what he was talking about... were you that angry about that?”

“... Didn’t you already know?!”

“I knew. All news from Rugal, news obtained through the Spy Knights, and news provided by tricksters who paid a large sum of money.”

“Then why! Why didn't you tell me?! Didn’t I promise to do so and I was working as a spy for the princess?!”

Grumble!

Then Camellia stood up.

Crackling.

Crackling.

Crackling.

Crackling.

I was only planning on doing work in the office today, and I had no intention of meeting anyone, so I put on my slippers with a light heart.

Camellia approached Ingrid, who was being laid on the carpet by Ryder, dragging those light shoes, then got down on one knee and looked down at her from up close and answered.

“Ingrid. What you wanted from me was to obtain information in advance about the ‘threats’ that would come to Lehire.”

“...?”

“The parish priest's marriage will definitely be beneficial to your country. Was I wrong? Rider.”

Camellia asked Ryder, who was weighing her down without turning his head from Ingrid's eyes, and among the members of Camellia's spy knights, he who could be said to be her most trusted and trustworthy hidden vassal, told the facts as they were in a dry voice. talked about

“That's right. Princess. This is what Lihi gains when the parish priest Setias becomes the bride of Parasig, one of the three heroes of Rugal. It is an alliance between strong denominations to fight against the Red Purge. In addition, the benefits that Lihier will receive are not limited to the purchase of three branch branches that were previously sold due to the decline of Lihier, and the reclamation of a large amount of magic stones previously owned by Rugal, which the Witches of the Blue Rose are currently bidding on. In addition to inducing the bid to keep a check on the mines in the mining village, which were presumed to be in existence, Rugal received a promise to grant three requests without any conditions in the future to the bishop of the next Archdiocese.”

“They say so. Ingrid.”

“Ugh...!”

Those were certainly true.

Setias had the intention of extorting as much as he could from Rugal by selling himself in exchange for marrying Rugal's hero.

As a result, Setias and Lihier were able to handle problems that could never be solved with their current financial situation.

Thanks to this, the marriage talks cost a lot of money due to the parish priest who was more proactive than Rugal expected, but since the transaction was ongoing, it was already too late to buy it, and Rugal had a reason to get Setias that way, so she All demands were accepted.

“So, Ingrid. Of course, I understand that you are dissatisfied with the fact that I did not inform you earlier of the parish priest's marriage talks. Because you became a witch hunter to protect the parish and your colleagues.”

“...”

“ However, seeing as Setias has continued to seek out interests for the diocese ever since marriage talks began, I could not sense any danger to your diocese. So, I left it here because I thought it was not a story that would cause anyone any harm about the conversation going back and forth between your church and Rugal, and that Setias, who hates witches so much, is the one who gave the witches their blessings to Lihi, the god of fulfillment. I am making a noble decision to pass on revenge to the next generation, and since we are the princess and the parish priest of a church, and I am her, there is no reason for me to stop her.”

So, Princess Camellia, who calmly told Ingrid why she had not told her about the news of Bishop Setias' marriage-

Sigh!

He roughly grabbed Ingrid's hair and said as he brought his eyes close to hers.

“But Ingrid, why did you come here, suspecting my betrayal?”

        
            Ryder, who was holding Ingrid by the neck and forcing her to lie down on the floor in front of Princess Camellia, relaxed his grip.

“I remember that you were not that kind of child. Ingrid.”

“...”

The reason why he had been pressing so hard on Ingrid until a little while ago was because even though she was the princess's spy, Ingrid had such heightened emotions and was thinking of barging into the princess's office without any contact, so he didn't know what kind of unexpected action she would make. That was it.

“Ingrid. Even though you swore to become my spy, you were the one who, instead of being angry, secretly wiped away tears in bed when countless witch hunters who left to capture witches in your diocese lost their lives. Why are you so angry this time? In the past, when you ran into the forest where the witches were hiding to catch them, even though you knew that your colleagues would die, you couldn't even ask for people to help them, so you are so angry about Setias's conversation this time, when no one was actually going to get hurt. Are you paying it?”

But not now.

Camellia, who is talking to Ingrid eye to eye even when Ryder is not giving her strength, no longer needs him to protect her.

Ingrid's eyes, looking into the princess's eyes, had lost the vitality they had when she first entered her office and shouted, and with the power of a vampire, she could easily shake off the princess's touch if she wanted to, but she could not. While being grabbed by the hair, the question that was not intended to be a one-sided question was only heard.

So it's-

Princess Camellia's unique power to 'take control' of her opponent.

A talent that is sometimes revealed to royal family members who inherit the blood of the Steyer royal family, who subjugates and makes others submit just by creating an atmosphere, rather than using her eyes or any other kind of special ability that is usually revealed when she thinks about using that power. am.

So Camellia, who overpowered Ingrid with a talent comparable to her extraordinary ability, then asked Ingrid who dared to challenge her.

“It’s hard to understand. You have lost your composure now, Ingrid. What you did to me means that. So answer me. Ingrid, Lehire's witch hunter and my spy. Why have you lost your composure?”

“...”

“Did you think that since the diocese you were working for began to prosper and escape from decline, you too would have comparable power? Is that why you came to complain to me about this because you have the courage to confront me?

“...”

A series of questions, and Ingrid doesn't answer them.

However, it was only because Princess Camellia was intentionally putting pressure on Ingrid to the point where she could not respond to her words and was pouring out her anger one-sidedly that she was unable to respond.

So, Camellia started to relieve the anger that she had started to pour out by pouring it on Ingrid without stopping and pouring it out again-

“...Well, otherwise- Ingrid, have you been changed by someone you've been seeing often recently?”

The moment Ryder realized that Princess Camellia's last question contained a hint of loneliness, he felt that she was hot.

Cool rider.

Unlike other people, he couldn't easily feel emotions when he felt a heat that he had never experienced before in his life.

One of those times was when young Camellia came to him, who was a knight of the imperial guard, and asked if she would become a knight following him -

The other time was just moments ago, the last time Princess Camellia showed her anger towards Ingrid for her rudeness.

Ingrid's burning eyes, and in contrast, the princess's equally burning eyes.

But Ryder felt that the heat in those eyes was a different kind of heat than he had seen before.

'The heat of the princess that I felt before was definitely a longing. But the heat the princess is showing right now is... anger. And that, simple anger that has never been shown before.'

Coincidentally, in Ryder's eyes, the heat radiating from Camellia, the imperial princess, was just like that of Witch Hunter.

And the reason why Ryder's hotness changed from the hotness of the princess who had previously asked him if she would become a knight to him, to the ordinary hotness of a woman of only Ingrid's age -

Coincidentally, I realized that this was because they were all related to one man.

'... Right. Bishop of the Deshade Church. 'Did that man bring about the current change?'

If we go back, everything started with the events that occurred when Princess Camellia met a spirit soldier named Lee Lim in Ars Magna.

After digging into the origin of all this and realizing that the man named Irim, who appears as he continues to climb up the rope, has clouded Princess Camellia's unchanging composure to this extent, Ryder realizes that for the first time, her master made the wrong choice. I began to suspect that it might be so.

However, for just a moment, Ryder felt the illusion that his hands were burning due to the heat created by the two people, but he also realized that it was not reality, so he remained still.

And in the meantime, the conversation that was not a conversation between Princess Camellia and Ingrid was rushing toward its end, and Camellia said something to put an end to it.

“... Go back. Ingrid. And, don't make this mistake again.”

“... Okay.”

“However, since you have come to see me and have done so much for me, I will not send you away empty-handed.”

“... What does that mean?”

“If you really want it, it may be against Setias' wishes, but please receive detailed information on the correspondence between Setias and Rugal through the Spy Knights. If there is any content to be exchanged in the future, I will use the knights to pass on the information to you.”

“...!!!”

Camellia, who had said that much, raised her hand and tried to make Ryder step back.

Stop!

However, the hand used to do so stopped in the middle while the palm was about to fully open -

“However, I need to pay attention to one more thing while working.”

“... What is that?”

In front of Ryder and Ingrid, Camellia, who had been repeatedly opening and closing her mouth with a rare moment of hesitation, finally gave an order.

“... Ingrid, in addition to doing your job, you also help figure out the movements of the Red Purge, which the Spy Knights are having a hard time collecting, and are currently preparing for the Heresy Judgment... You think you can solve it by acting on your own. If there is a part, figure it out efficiently, make a decision and move.”

'The princess?'

Ryder was surprised by those words.

And Ingrid also understood Camellia’s intentions.

Camellia's orders were reversed, and Ingrid spoke at great length -

Order of assistance to the Church of Deshade.

Although Camellia has a promise with Xian, she cannot directly ask her to help the Deshade Church, but it is enough to tell Ingrid, who has a deep connection with them, to help them to the extent she can. I gave that order because I thought it would not violate my promise.

Even though just a week ago, she had summoned the spy knights after her meeting with Lee Rim and threatened them that this was a fight between her two spies, Xian and Lee Rim, and that she would maintain absolute neutrality.

“... I will keep this in mind.”

Afterwards, the hand went up, and Ryder stepped back.

Ingrid also got up from her seat and took a few steps.

but-

... Quang!

Cheer up!

Camellia gave Ingrid all her orders, but then she became angry again and threw the vase on the table in the office against the wall and broke it.

“... Why, why does it keep doing this? If you overturn it, you'll lose your composure, right? Answer me. Lee Rim.”

Looking up at the ceiling, the voice was uttered so that it could not be heard by the two people, but with the wish that someone would listen to the voice.

“... Ha, the obvious thing. It's only natural that you, whom I sent away, can't hear my voice.”

However, Camellia soon lowered her head and became depressed again when she heard her own voice echoing back.

“Ingrid.”

“... Yes.”

“Atone for this disrespect, this disrespect.”

By punishing Ingrid, he throws his anger towards Lee Rim on her instead -

“... What should I do?”

“Leave your tongue and go.”

Startle!

He ordered her to cut out her tongue and leave.

Even Ingrid, who was accustomed to many acts of self-harm, couldn't help but tremble at those words.

If Princess Camellia asked her to choose between pulling out her teeth or cutting out her tongue, she would rather pull out her teeth.

However, Camellia's words ended there without giving Ingrid any other options, and Ryder had already actively moved to find a luxurious jewel-decorated instrument in the hand of a spy knight who entered from outside the door of the office -

He accepted a torture device made solely to 'cut off the tongue' and presented it to Ingrid.

“I understand...”

Ingrid picked it up.

Startle!

My hand retreated for a moment from the cold equipment, but the current environment is where I cannot retreat.

Slam!

Open your mouth wide.

... Sigh.

Then put it in your mouth.

...Cook-

Extend the tongue and secure it to the machine.

“...”

“...”

Nod-

Behind Camellia, who had her back turned, Ingrid asked Ryder for help as she could not bear to do this on her own. The moment Ryder's thick hand accepted her request and grabbed the dog -

Snap!

“...!”

Quang!

Sigh!

Ingrid, whose tongue was cut off at the root, spewed blood on the floor and fell backwards, hitting her back against the closet.

“Weeek! Wow! Kachuuu!

Ingrid is constantly shedding blood and vomiting, screaming and crying.

“...”

snap!

Clink-

“... brought.”

While Ingrid was rolling around, Ryder opened the machine, put Ingrid's tongue on a plate, and stood behind Camellia.

“...”

chuck!

“Okay.”

The princess raised her hand without looking at that, and at the same time, Ryder stepped back and the members of the Spy Knights stepped back, putting a hemostatic agent in Ingrid's mouth.

Soon the maids came in and started cleaning up the debris from the punishment-

“... Damn.”

Camellia was disgusted with herself for passing on the punishment she wanted to give to Irim to Ingrid, and she quietly lowered her head, covering her face with both hands.

        
            ...

...

...

...

Slurrr...

I wonder at what moment the term “becoming conscious” begins.

In general, a person is said to be conscious when he wakes up in reality and can move his arms and legs of his own will. However, this does not mean that he can sleep and dream, and even in those dreams, he cannot come up with various thoughts just like in reality. If so, shouldn't it also be said to be conscious?

That's right, even though I have lost my body and am floating in the state of a soul or sinking somewhere, I am still self-conscious enough to check my own condition and make a diagnosis. This means that there is consciousness.

'... ah. 'I guess he's dead.'

For the first time in a long time, I felt like I had lost my body and my soul was floating around.

Maybe that's why it felt a little awkward rather than familiar, and that may have been because I've rarely died recently.

In the first place, 'I will not die no matter what happens' is not only something that is natural to people with bodies that exist in reality, but it is so natural that it is the foundation of the lives of living beings that you can count the number of times that you have thought about it separately. It may be one of the enemy's goals, and that is why, as a heterogeneous being forced to live a life that is slightly different from that of other living creatures, my goal is 'let's not die as much as possible' rather than 'no matter what happens, I will not die.' This was the first goal I set after coming to this world, and it is a goal I am still working hard to achieve.

Maybe that's why it felt a little, no - definitely awkward, the feeling of death after a long time.

'It's cold and quiet.'

The sensation of being submerged deep in water.

As I searched through a corner of my memory to see if I had ever heard of a sensation similar to that sensation, or an experience of embodiment that comes from an indirect experience, what came to mind was that one day, while looking up various videos on my phone before going to sleep, I found the posture that humans find most comfortable. I remembered the information that said that being in the mother's womb, submerged in amniotic fluid, was a comfortable position.

But I think that's a lie.

No, I'm sure.

Because it was a soul disease, I had experienced many deaths.

That's right, at the moment when we lost our bodies and only our souls existed, at least for me, I am still certain that the child is wandering around in the same form as it was when it was in its mother's womb, but what I feel now is not warmth and tranquility, but only feelings of coldness and loneliness. Because I can feel this.

And that,

I'm sorry for my solitude and loneliness -

It seems that 'she', who is soul-connected with me, heard it.

[Are you lonely? Are you really feeling lonely?]

...

While I was swimming in the water in a dazed state, I felt something hugging me.

[Are you cold? Are you really feeling cold?]

Then, I felt the temperature around me, I don't know whether to call it the temperature of the surroundings or the temperature of the water, getting warmer, and I felt like the dark space in the water where my soul was immersed was becoming brighter.

so-

I naturally call out her name in gratitude for calling my name when I was immersed in solitude.

'... Gloria.'

[okay. it's me. Lee Rim. I share my soul with you. It looks like he's dead.]

'... huh. It was a little hasty, but I thought it was the best way.'

It's an amazing feeling.

After losing my body and wandering around only as a soul, someone spoke to me in the process of moving to the next body.

It's a feeling I've never shared, even with Hwarim, who is also a fellow soul sufferer.

She took that, the 'path' that the soul takes to enter the next body, and she, who sympathized with my soul, willingly came and embraced my soul.

'How's everyone over there doing now?'

[Hehe. I’ll tell you that it’s a stupid question.]

'... okay?'

[Of course. This is the same way, because everyone is working together to overcome hardships.]

He continues to rise toward the surface and exchanges greetings with Gloria.

I'm so dazed that I can't say much, but for just a brief moment, I was thankful for Gloria who came to embrace me as I fell into solitude after a long time of being surrounded by other people.

And to me, as my soul was slowly entering the new spare body closest to me, Gloria spoke words of reassurance to me.

[And if it's really dangerous, I'll leave Ars Magna's work behind and go find it myself, so don't worry about it.]

'... huh. thank you. Gloria.'

[So - do whatever you want and come back. Lee Lim.]

like that,

With that,

... Paaa!

The water where my soul was immersed was covered in all directions by light bursting from near the surface,

“... Ugh-”

At the same time, I felt light penetrating through the eyelids covering my eyes -

“-Rim! Lee Rim! done! Success! You’re awake?!”

I, the soul disease Lee Rim, was successfully resurrected by hearing her familiar voice, Aila's voice.

“Ugh... A...la?”

“Yes! Lee Rim! it's me! thank god! I was nervous about whether it would actually work or not, but it was a success!”

“... Ugh. Wow!”

“Oh, indeed! You said you would be thirsty after resurrection, right? wait! I’ll bring water right away!”

Thump thump thump thump!

In an instant, Aila's voice came to me with the feeling that a soul had entered my body, and soon after, Aila realized that I was unable to speak properly due to my throat being locked, and disappeared somewhere to get water.

So, as she, like a storm, swept over me who had just begun the process of coming to my senses, I began to check my condition in the quiet space I had finally found, a place I don't know where it was because I hadn't really come to my senses yet. .

'First of all... I feel a little more dazed than usual.'

No headaches.

Still, there is something dazed.

'Of course, Aila must have been in a hurry. This really wouldn't have been possible if Aila and I hadn't kissed each other beforehand.'

It's natural.

The reason why my voice doesn't come out the way I want and my throat feels extremely burnt is probably because my current body is probably because Aela, who saw the confrontation between me and the angel, hastily returned to the forest and received help from others. This is because it is assumed that the body was made in a hurry.

Actually, I didn't engage in a fight with Azazel without thinking.

Before this trip, I had insurance that I had left with Ayla in advance.

‘Come on, Aila. here. This is a picture of the symbol on my neck.'

'Oh, I remember seeing this once before... but this is still on Lee Rim's neck? 'I can't see anything?'

'In the past, when Deshade liberated the soul diseases, mine became invisible to others like everyone else. Still, it is true that it is my unique pattern. It's almost like a military number, so even if I try to forget it, I can't.'

'Uhm... really?'

‘And that paper, no matter what happens, never lose it. Even if I find out this, I don't know what it can be used for, but I really prepared it for myself just in case, and I don't want the information to leak out somewhere else.'

'... Ah Okay! Why do you keep looking at me with such suspicious eyes?! Same with Hwarim, doesn't Lee Rim really trust me too much?!'

'... To be honest, Aila, you're the least trustworthy of us by my standards, right? Why, Aila, you're always very forgetful, but when I ask you to do something important, you often think about it, but then you get distracted by something else and end up forgetting it.'

'Oh really! That happens only once in a while! 'I don't always do that?!'

'At least from what I've seen, I think it's happened more than 30 times. I asked them to bring me firewood from the warehouse at the entrance to the village, but I heard that you didn't come back for a while, so I saw that the hygges said they saw you picking berries in the forest, and at Enin's request, I asked you to bring food to Florian's house, and you leaked to Farewell's workshop and there. There was a time when you left your food there while playing, right?

'Ai cii... Why does Lee Rim remember all that? really! 'Because Lee Rim looks like a bitch!!!'

'No, I was just stating the truth, but why do I have to listen to people say I'm a jerk...'

There was a bit of a fight during the conversation due to leakage of words, but anyway, before leaving the parish, I engraved a drawing of a barcode-like pattern on my neck containing blessings and curses for Aila on a piece of paper and left it with her.

Speed was important on this journey, so I had no intention of taking a spare body.

So, if by some chance there is a need for me to be resurrected in a spare body, Aila can light a fire in the elven forest or somewhere else, create a spare body, and then engrave the pattern on the paper I gave her onto the coffin. I decided to resurrect from that spare.

I don't know if it's because Aila went into the forest after breaking up with me, created a spare body there in advance, and went looking for me with the patrollers, but even if that wasn't the case, the moment I had a fight with the angel, I thought Aila was dead. Sensing that he was prepared, he quickly retreated and wanted to secure the next spare body to which the soul would be transferred after this body, and it worked.

“Whoa... Does that mean this is an elf forest?”

As I waited for Aila, who had gone to fetch water, to come back, I looked around, talking to myself in a slightly high-pitched voice as if my throat was still not fully relaxed.

Once I woke up in a new body, the place I was at was Eila's house.

It doesn't look like it.

“... Puppeteer? Looks like elves also have puppeteers?”

Looking around, I saw that there were a lot of sculptures with human impressions, and based on that, I made a prediction. It seemed like Eila was running out of time, so rather than making a spare body herself in the way I told her, she was acting like a puppeteer in the elven forest. I asked an elf to create a spare body for me, and it looks like I ended up there.

“It’s bloody. It might be a little creepy.”

So, dolls hanging from the ceiling with strings around their necks, dolls with only the torso remaining without all limbs attached, or dolls with only half of the eyeballs implanted but resembling living people, to be precise, are no different from elves like Eila. Looking at the dolls showing off gave me goosebumps.

Rattling-

“Ah, that’s right. I should have asked Aila to bring me some clothes.”

It may have been because I wasn't wearing any clothes at the moment, and it was already a cold place, so I felt chilly.

but-

So I felt a little uncomfortable.

“... Wait, chill?”

Ordinary soul sufferers should never have to shiver from a chill of this magnitude, but right now I was shivering from a chill so cold that I couldn't even form frost.

        
            The body of soul disease.

It refers to a body built to run towards the enemy and insert the esterk at any time, without being hindered by various obstacles, in order to kill the enemy that threatens the people and territory of the Kingdom Alliance, and to avoid dying ourselves. .

Therefore, the decline in the physical activity ability of the soul soldiers who have to perform such roles is not a very good phenomenon if it happens to the soul soldiers who have to play the role of the above-mentioned weapon, so many of the vulnerabilities of ordinary human beings are The elements that can be said to be greatly strengthened are the bodies of the soul patients in my parish.

So, even if the chill is felt as it is, the body of the soul bottle is stronger than expected due to the temperature difference.

Even when fighting against other races with shamans and wizards who mainly use ice and snow, it was difficult to get through the ice that directly made one's feet slippery and the high walls of snow that blocked the path, but the cold itself was quite cold, or the opposite. It is the soul bottle that can withstand above a certain level in extremely high temperature situations.

However, according to the law of resurrection, the closest spare body to me is the body that I presume was made by Aila, who witnessed the day of confrontation with the angel. She hurriedly returned to the forest and created it with someone's help. The feeling was so different from usual that I thought that something might have been omitted from the method of making a spare body for the soul bottle that I was told about.

Otherwise, I don't know if something went wrong because the elf, who is the owner of the place that is presumed to be the puppeteer's workshop where Aila received help, tried to apply his own knowledge while creating a spare body as Aila said, but right now, I'm just like that. Since he had just completed his resurrection, he was wearing nothing, so although he was naked, the temperature around him seemed cold, so he unconsciously rubbed his arms with his hands because he thought the surroundings were cold.

So, the first discomfort I noticed was that I, a mentally ill person, felt cold, and the next thing I naturally felt as I rubbed my arms with my hands was that they felt cold -

A second sense of discomfort felt from the hand wrapping around one's arm and the arm.

“... Thin?”

The hand that wrapped his arm was small.

The arm held by that hand was thin.

For comparison, it felt almost like holding Enin's arm, who was much smaller than me, or Astesia's arm when I had just met her.

I felt it from my arm and from my hand.

So I lowered my head and slowly looked down at my whole body-

“... Huh? huh? what? Uh huh, huh? Uuuuh?! What is this-?!!”

“Irim! I went and came back-”

“Ah, Aila! Look at this! my body! Why is this like this? Please explain quickly-!”

“... Ah! right! Should I bring some clothes for Lee Rim to wear? I forgot to put it on before I was resurrected! really! Lee Rim! Stay there! I'll get some clothes! I’ll leave the water here!”

I was so shocked that I forgot that I felt slightly dazed and was just getting up from the coffin when Ayla, who had just opened the door and entered the room I was staying in, looked down and saw me standing up from the coffin. And, ignoring my words, she placed the bottle she had brought, probably containing water, on the floor and quickly went out again, saying she would bring me some clothes.

“Well, that... What on earth is this- no. hallucination? If not that, really?”

like that-

Since Eila, who was supposed to answer the question, left without any answer, and I had no choice but to answer the question myself, I decided to go outside the hall for now.

“... Okay. First of all, the priority is to find out what happened to me...!”

Craddangtang!

“Keuek...! No, this is not the time...!”

However, when I lifted my foot to get out of the coffin, I tripped because of my 'unaccustomed leg length' and ended up hitting my face on the floor. Afterwards, I was surrounded by a wall with a wavy wooden pattern full of strange-looking dolls. I was able to find a large mirror wrapped in cloth in the room.

Chrrr!

So, I finally succeeded in my first goal after being resurrected: to reflect myself in a mirror large enough to show my entire body, and I captured that in my eyes-

“... Who is this? no. Is this me?”

As someone who has been living as an adult for over 5 years, almost 6 years, I am not familiar with it at all-

I was able to find myself with a height that was only seen in teenagers, particularly children in their early or mid-teens.

“...”

I couldn't believe it.

...Talk-

I even touched the mirror with my finger to see if it was fake.

Woe...

flinch!

However, as soon as I touch the cold mirror with my finger, I feel that my body is cold, and as if to let me know that hot blood is still flowing through my body and that I have a higher body temperature than myself, the finger in contact with the mirror starts to flash in an instant. There was steam, and I wrapped my hands in surprise at the cold sensation I felt from my fingers.

“... This is me.”

However, the reason why I was really surprised when I put my finger on the mirror was not simply because of the chill I felt from the tip of my finger, but because the image of me standing blankly in the mirror was unfamiliar, but it was also clearly the image I had had in the past. because.

“... Is it around the time you just graduated and entered middle school?”

That was my first impression of myself now, when I opened my eyes and looked closely.

'More than you think, Mi-hyung.'

The words that came to mind after that could be called narcissism, but it is an appreciation of things as they are.

The average beauty of this place, as well as the appearance of the soul soldiers, is quite high by the standards of the world I originally came from.

Based on that, I don't know why, but as someone whose face changed slightly from that of the original world to that of this world after coming here, my current appearance remains the same as the appearance I acquired here, with only the height reserve I would have achieved in my teens. It was an impression that came about because the appearance was such that it made me think that if I were to grow a body and then insert my soul into it, there would be a high probability that it would look like this.

but-

Of course, when I think about how different my current self really is from the person I was when I was a teenager in the original world, it is a separate problem that it is difficult to compare it.

'... I don't remember it at all. 'I can count on one hand the number of times I've looked in the mirror in the first place.'

I remember that in the original world, I rarely walked around with my head up.

There was a mirror in the hallway, a mirror in the bathroom, and a mirror in the room.

But before I look at myself in the mirror, in the original world, rather than doing such meaningless things, I return home, take off my shoes at the front door, and from the moment I return to my room, I don't say a word to anyone until I leave the house the next day. I was living in moments where all I could do was sit at my desk or lie on my bed quietly, like I was dead.

It was an unavoidable environment, and thanks to that, I felt a little depressed as I finally saw through the mirror a picture of myself as a teenager, which might be a bit similar to my past self.

“It’s not a very welcoming sight.”

When I think about what I have to do in the future, what I see in the mirror now looks so weak.

The appearance of a boy who looks so delicate and fragile that it is difficult for him to even leave the house.

I felt bad as I looked at the person on the other side of the mirror who looked gloomy and seemed to have a mental problem...

Jump up!

Da-da-da-da-da-da!

“Irim! I'm here! Are you okay?”

Prison!

I came back to reality when Aila, who opened the door and ran to me, brought a huge thin blanket and covered my body, probably because I didn't have any clothes that fit.

Bingle-

“Ugh, I’m dizzy...”

“Now! this! Drink quickly!”

Aila grabbed my shoulders, spun me around in the opposite direction of the mirror, and placed a cup in my hand.

While I was doing “, I was a little late to warm up the cup!”

Normally, I would have been able to easily hold it with one hand, but now it is a cup so large that I can hold it with both hands.

“... Thank you.”

“Ugh... I expected it, but my hair got wet too? Sorry! Lee Rim! Right now, Lee Rim's body was engraved in a hurry on a doll made from materials he originally had, so I asked someone I know, so it's going to be a little uncomfortable!”

Just a moment ago, I was alone in a cold room, looking at an unwelcome image in the mirror. I felt the warm temperature from the cup that I could barely hold with both hands, and the warmth of Aila diligently wiping my wet hair with a soft towel. , The feeling of being wrapped in that cozy touch was so warm that I smiled involuntarily.

Parrr!

After leaving Aila with my head for a while, I realized that my throat was burning, so I lifted the cup and brought it to my lips -

It’s soggy!

'... water?'

“... Oh, it's okay! Just drink it all the way!”

“... Really?”

... Sigh!

Although the feel of the contents of the cup on my lips felt strange, I drank it all the way down.

“It’s honey slime! What Peria ate before, Irim finally gets to try it too?”

“Fuuu-!”

Then, in my mouth, a slightly thick and alcoholic liquid with a sweet taste went down my throat, and Aila told me that it was actually slime. I was completely taken in by the case.

“Cough! Hehe...! No, I told you to bring me water, but why is it slime?!”

“Eyes~? After a long time, I felt like I wanted to feed Irim some slime too, so I was busy catching one!”

As soon as I was resurrected, Aila and I started fighting even though we felt like we were in a good mood for a moment.

Kiiig.

Shake!

“... To be honest, I've been wondering if I should foolishly believe such a ridiculous lie, even though I heard it directly from Aila's mouth. When I saw the two of them fighting as soon as they woke up, I guess they were really a couple.”

Another elf who entered the room-

Is it okay to say that? A person, probably an elf, appeared wearing full body armor, wearing dark green robes and a helmet with vertical eye holes centered between the eyebrows, from which a yellow light source leaked.

“Ah, Mr. Druid! Irim’s body, hehehehe... thank you!”

He, who was called a druid by Aila, pushed the door that Aila had opened and entered with his staff and placed it on the wall, then placed his staff on the door and fixed it -

Not only did I look like a small boy, but I found myself naked and being held by Eila -

“So, is this really the husband you spoke of? Aila, you are such a helpless pedo! Get away from that kid right now!”

bang! bang! bang! bang!

“Ahh! for a moment! Misunderstand, misunderstand! Lee Rim is legit! It's legal! Aaaaa?!”

He immediately looked at Aila, cursed harshly, and started running towards me to separate me from Aila.
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